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Á|ükÕÔeq
2017˝À yÓTTsêø=˝Àì s¡u≤‘Y q>∑s¡+˝À |ü]#·j·TyÓTÆq z n|ü⁄s¡÷|ü

ùdïVü≤eTsTT ` Alicja Maria Kuberska. ÄHê{Ï qT+∫ e÷ ùdïVü≤+
ìs¡+‘·sêj·T+>± eè~∆ #Ó+<äT‘·÷H˚ ñqï~. 2018˝À ÄyÓT ø£$‘·\qT
"Moments`ø£åD≤\Tµµ ù|]≥ ~«uÛ≤cÕ ø£$‘·«+>± (Ç+^¢wüß`‘Ó\T>∑T)
yÓ\Te]+#êeTT. Ä |ü⁄düÔø£+ ÄyÓT <̊X̄yÓTÆq bı\+&é̋ À Ä$wüÿ]+#·ã&ç+~
n‹~∏>± H̊qT bı\+&é dü+<ä]Ù+∫q|ü⁄&ÉT nH̊ø£eT+~ düTÁ|üdæ<ä∆ ø£e⁄\ eT<Ûä́ q.

"(Not) my poem - (ø±<äT) Hê ø£$‘·µµ e÷ ¬s+&Ée |ü⁄düÔø£+. Bì˝Àì
ø£$‘·\˙ï ªm*kÕ® ≈£îu…sYkÕÿµ eTqdüT˝Àì ø£s¡TDqT, Áù|eTqT— eTìwæô|’,
e÷qe‘·«+ô|’ ÄyÓT≈£îqï qeTàø±ìï $$<Ûä ø√D≤˝À¢ e´ø£Ô|üs¡TkÕÔsTT. eTs¡\
eTs¡\ #·<äyê\ì|æ+#˚ ÄyÓT ø£$‘·\T eTqdüTqT ÄÁs¡∆+ #˚dæ >∑T+&ÓqT
ãs¡TyÓøÏÿkÕÔsTT.

düè»q˝Àø£|ü⁄ (Writers Corner) - 2020`dü«s¡í̋ Òœì`"Golden Pen

Award" qT n+<äT≈£îqï á ~«uÛ≤cÕ ø£$‘êdü+|ü⁄{Ï bÕsƒ¡≈£î\qT n\]düTÔ+<äì,
Ç+&√`b˛*wt ùdïVü≤ dü+ã+<Ûë\≈£î ñ<ëVü≤s¡D>± ì\TdüTÔ+<äì düè»q˝Àø£+
>±&ÛÉ+>± $X¯«dædüTÔqï~.

- &Üø£ºsY \+ø± •esêeTÁ|ükÕ<é
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(Not) My Poem

For Huw Edwards

I wrote a few words and secured them permanently.
Reflections and emotions created the stanzas.
I uttered the final sentence,
and my poem moved like a zephyr,
Kissing my lips lightly as he left, gliding away to strangers.

He slipped into eyes, where tears are born.
He whispered tender words to hearts
and they faintly shivered.
He pricked dormant consciences,
made stale by daily routine.
He consoled a sad lady, Melancholy.

At night he soared skywards
parting heavy curtains of clouds.
The stars glistened over illuminated moonlit paths for lovers
The tender song of a lone nightingale
echoed around the dark abyss
and sank softly into swooning scents of flowers.

Sometimes my faithless lover returns
- beloved son of the muse, but child of mine no more
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1. (ø±<äT) Hê ø£$‘·
|ü<ë\T ø=ìï Áyêdæ |ü~\|üs¡#êqT XÊX¯«‘·+>±
‘·\|ü⁄\T, ñ<˚«>±\T ‘·\ …̋‘êÔsTT #·s¡D≤\T>±
ÄK] yêø±´ìï n˝≤ |ü\Tø£>±H˚
Hê ø£$‘· ø£~*+~ n‘·&ç>± |ü•ÃeT eT+Á<ä |üeq+˝≤
düT‹yÓT‘·Ô>± Hê n<Ûäsê*ï düŒè•dü÷Ô, n|ü]∫‘·T\ẙ|ü⁄ n\\T n\\T>±

n‘·&ÉT Hê ø£qT\˝ÀøÏ C≤s¡T≈£îHêï&ÉT, ø£̇ ï{ÏøÏ »qàkÕúHê\$,
Vü≤è<äj·T kÕ+‘·«qyÓTTdü>∑T Vü≤è<ä́ eT |ü<ë\Hê\|ædü÷Ô—
Hê >∑T+&Ó s¡a\T¢eTqï~, eT+Á<ä+>± ø£+|æ+∫q~
<Ó’q+~q j·÷+Á‹ø£ Jeq Á|üj·÷dü‘√
ìÁ<ëDyÓTÆ ñqï eTqkÕ‡øÏåì y˚T˝§ÿ*ŒHê&ÉT.
<äT'UÀ~«>∑ï uÛ≤s¡jÓÆT ñqï j·TTe‹ì z<ë]ÃHê&ÉT.

sêÁ‹y˚fi¯ ì+–¬ø–dæHê&ÉT, <ä≥ºyÓTÆq
eTãT“\ ‘Ós¡\qT N\TÃ≈£î+≥÷ n‘·&ÉT—
Áù|$T≈£î\ ø=s¡≈£î |üs¡∫ ñqï yÓHÓï\ <ës¡T\˝À
yÓT]dæHêsTT qø£åÁ‘· BbÕ\T—
Nø£{Ï n>±<Ûë\ >∑T+&Ü Á|ü‹<Ûä«ìdüTÔqï~
ˇ+≥] ø√sTT\ ø√eT\ ^‘·+, |üs¡e•+#˚
|üP\ |ü]eTfi≤\˝À, eTTì–b˛sTT+~ yÓT‘·Ô>±,

ˇø√ÿkÕ] ‹]–ekÕÔ&ÉT, $XÊ«dü+ ˝Òì n‘·>±&ÉT
Ç|ü&ÉT düs¡dü«r Á|æj·T ≈£îe÷s¡T&ÉT, Çø£ Hê |ü⁄Á‘·T&ÉT ø±uÀ&ÉT!

` VüQ´ m&É«sY¶‡ ø√dü+
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A Winning Lot

For Mirabelle Maslin

Life happened to me.
With a gift of knowing the good with the bad.
I can capture fleeting thoughts
And stop time with a word.

The everyday delights,
Bring great mysteries.
Constant wonder is my lot.
I marvel at the greenness of the leaves
And how many sounds
Are concealed in the throats of birds.

Exceptional chance
To examine the shapes and colors of clouds,
To feel the menace of lightning.

It is a pity to waste any minute
On senseless sorrows.
I have a one-way ticket
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2. ¬>\T|ü⁄ |ü+<Ó+
Hê J$‘·+ q&ç∫+~
eT+N #Ó&ÉT\ ‘ês¡‘·eT´ Á>±Vü≤ø£ X¯øÏÔ nH˚ ø±qTø£ e\q
H˚qT m–]b˛j˚T Ä˝À#·q\qT |ü≥Tºø√>∑\qT
ˇø£ÿ e÷≥‘√ ø±˝≤ìï Ä|ü>∑\qT.

<Ó’q+~q Äq+<ë\T
>=|üŒ <äT'U≤\qT ‘ÓkÕÔsTT
ìs¡+‘·s¡ ÄX¯Ãs¡́ + Hê dü+|ü<ä
Ä≈£î\ Vü≤]‘· esêíìï #·÷dæ n#ÓÃs¡Te+<äT‘êqT
|ü≈£åî\ >=+‘·T\˝À <ë– |ü*πø |ü\Tdü«sê\qT |ü]øÏkÕÔqT.

ns¡T<Ó’q neø±X¯+
y˚T|òüT e÷*ø£\ es¡í yÓ’∫Á‘·T\qT #·÷&É&É+
yÓTs¡T|ü⁄ r¬> n\¢]ì düŒè•+#·&É+

nqedüs¡|ü⁄ @&ÉTŒ\‘√
eè<Ûë ø±\j·÷|üq n$y˚ø£+
Hê <ä>∑Zs¡ ñqï {Ï¬øÿ≥Tº ˇø£y˚|ü⁄≈£î yÓfi‚¢+<äTπø!

` $Tsêu…̋ …¢ e÷dæ¢Hé ø√dü+
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The Ishinds of Happiness

For Kenneth Holmes

dreams come true in the Bahamas

let’s go there
where the wind brushes the green hair of palm trees
the huge ocean murmurs sleepily
the golden sand remembers footprints
and the sun disappears in blue water in the evening

before the black butterfly appears
we have time to write a few lines of a poem
and to share our thoughts like a slice of bread

only there
we can entrust our secrets to the stars
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3. Äq+<ä B«bÕ\T
dü«bÕï\T |òü*kÕÔsTT ªãVü‰e÷µ˝À

|ü<ä yÓfi¯<ë+, bÕyéT #Ó≥Tº Vü≤]‘· •s√C≤*ï
|üeq M∫ø£\T <äTe⁄«‘·Tqï #√≥T≈£î,
z ô|<ä› düeTTÁ<ä+ ìÁ<äeT‘·TÔ̋ À >∑Tdü>∑Tdü̋ ≤&ÉT‘·Tqï|ü⁄&ÉT
dü«s¡í ôd’ø£‘· düú\T\T |ü<äeTTÁ<ä\qT >∑Ts¡TÔ‘Ó#·TÃ≈£î+≥Tqï|ü⁄&ÉT
kÕj·T+y˚fi¯̋ À dü÷s¡T´&ÉT ˙*»˝≤˝À¢ n<äèX¯́ eTe⁄‘·Tqï|ü⁄&ÉT...

q\T|ü⁄ d”‘êø√ø£ ∫\Tø£\T Á|ü‘·́ ø£åeTj˚T´ eTT+<äT
eTq≈£î düeTj·TeTTqï~ ø=ìï ø£$‘·« |ü+≈£îÔ\T Áyêùd+<äT≈£î
eTq Ä˝À#·q\qT s=f…ºeTTø£ÿ˝≤ |ü+#·T≈£îH˚+<äT≈£î

nø£ÿ&É e÷Á‘·y˚T
eTq+ eTq s¡Vü≤kÕ´\qT qø£åÁ‘ê\≈£î ms¡Tø£ |üs¡T#·Tø√>∑\+!

` ¬¬øHÓï‘Y Vü≤√˝Ÿà‡ ø√dü+
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Thief of Dreams

I was silent, smiling, undemanding.
You did not expect that I would take without consent.
I was too close, and everything was within the reach of my hand.

Like a thief, I stole your glances and loneliness.
Your thoughts, I tied in a myriad of knots, creating a dense net,
And from dreams, I wove a gentle curve of a woman’s figure.

I stoked the spark of passion in your eyes, and a fire erupted.
I wrapped us in a sweet scent of flowers in my hair
And we glided towards many, distant nights.

Day has no right to enter the precipitous depth.
It is a place, in which the contours of black shadows fall asleep.
Only at the bottom of the abyss, can dreams and starlight be seen.

You are from Mars, I am from Venus.
Far planets are the bright points on a firmament of tenderness.
Our words and hands attracts to the force of gravity of life.
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4. ø£\\ <=+>∑
eTÚq+>±, ∫s¡Tqe⁄« qe⁄«‘·÷, @ ˇ‹Ô&û Ò̋≈£î+&Ü
˙ nqTeT‹ Ò̋≈£î+&Ü rdüT≈£î+{≤qì ˙eqTø√ Ò̋<äT
m+‘· düMT|ü+>± ñHêïq+fÒ, n˙ï Hê #˚‹ø£+<˚+‘· <ä÷s¡+˝ÀH˚

<=+>∑̋ ≤, <=+–*+#êqT ˙ #·÷|ü⁄©ï, ˇ+≥]‘·Hê˙ï
˙ Ä˝À#·q\qT, ndü+U≤´ø£|ü⁄ eTT&ÉT|ü⁄\‘√ ø£{Ïº
ˇø£ e\ ‘·j·÷s¡T #˚kÕqT
ø£\\ qT+∫, z Ád”ÔeT÷]Ô e+|ü⁄*ï r]Ã~<ë›qT.

˙ ø£qT\˝Àì uÛ≤yêy˚X¯|ü⁄ ì|ü ø£DÏø£*ï sêCÒj·T>±
z Á|ü#·+&Ü–ï Á|ü»«]*¢+~— eTq*ï <ë#êqT
Hê •s√C≤\˝Àì düTeTT<ÛäTs¡ düTeT |ü]eTfi≤\˝À—
eTq+ C≤s¡T≈£îHêï+ nH˚ø£ düT<ä÷s¡ sêÁ‘·T\˝ÀøÏ.

Ä nebÕ‘·|ü⁄ ˝À‘·T˝À¢øÏ yÓfi‚¢ Vü≤≈£îÿ |ü>∑{ÏøÏ Ò̋<äT
n#√Ã≥ q\¢{Ï ˙&É\ Äø£è‘·T\T ìÁ~düTÔ+{≤sTT—
ø£\\T, qø£åÁ‘· ø±+‘·T\T ø±qe#˚Ã~
Ä n>±<Ûä|ü⁄ n≥º&ÉT>∑Tq e÷Á‘·y˚T.

˙e⁄ ≈£î»Á>∑Vü≤ yêdæ$, H˚qT X¯óÁø£Á>∑Vü≤ ø£q´ø£qT
ø√eT\‘·«|ü⁄ n+‘·]øå±q düT<ä÷s¡ Á>∑Vü‰\T ø±qekÕÔsTT yÓ\T>∑T #·Tø£ÿ …̋’
eTq e÷≥\T, #˚‘·\T Äø£]¸+|üã&É‘êsTT J$‘· >∑Ts¡T‘ê«ø£s¡¸D X¯øÏÔ y˚|ü⁄!
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A Philosopher and a Poet

For Michael Iva

they met between heaven and earth
at the place where time and matter are irrelevant
at a higher level of abstraction
they overcame the barriers of the real world .

he brought a white canvas and philosophical maxims
she brought the paint brushes
and a handful of dreams in words
they painted the picture in many shades of blue
they poured their thoughts and feelings into the ether

he sketched the outlines of life with a bold navy blue line
she filled the background with gentle azure brushes,
together they added a few colorful spots of astonishment,
his eyes are hazel and hers are green
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5. y˚<ë+‹ ` ø£$
yêfi¯ó¢ ø£\TdüT≈£îHêïs¡T uÛÑ÷ dü«s¡Z ˝Àø±\ eT<Ûä́
nø£ÿ&É ø±\eTT`|ü<ës¡úeTT düŒèVü≤ ñ+&É<äT
n<=ø£ }s¡∆« ˝Àø£ HÓ’s¡÷|ǘ dæú‹
yêdüÔe Á|ü|ü+#·|ü⁄ n&ÉT¶>√&É\qT <ë{Ïe#êÃs¡T yêfi¯ó¢.

n‘·&ÉT rdüT≈£îe#êÃ&ÉT ‘Ó\¢{Ï ø±Hê«dt, y˚<ë+‘· yêø±´\T—
ÄyÓT ‘Ó∫Ã+~ s¡+>∑T\ ≈£î+#Ó\qT, <√dæ* ì+&çq ø£\\qT |ü<ë\˝À...

yês¡T ∫Á‹+#ês¡T ∫Á‘êìï nH˚ø£ ˙* ˙&É\˝À
yêfi¢̄ Ä˝À#·q\qT, ñ<˚«>±\qT, y=*øÏ+#ês¡T á<ÛäsY̋ ÀøÏ

J$‘·|ü⁄ s¡÷|ü⁄πsK*ï n‘·&ÉT #·ø£ÿ{Ï ˙\+‘√ ∫Á‹+#ê&ÉT
H˚|ü<∏ë´ìï ∫Á‹+∫+<ëyÓT Äø±X¯ ˙\+‘√...
Ç<ä›s¡T ø£*dæ Ç+ø=ìï ÄX¯Ãs¡́ |ü⁄ esêí*ï bı~>±s¡T n<äT“¤‘·+>±
n‘·&ç$ Ò̋‘·>√<ÛäTeT H˚Á‘ê\T
ÄyÓT$ Ä≈£î|ü#·Ãì ø£fi¯ó¢

` yÓTÆUÒ̋ Ÿ áyê ø√dü+
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Incorrigible Dreamer

For Mark Avila

Every day I am slowly leaving.
I step to the rhythm of minutes.
The evanescence is astounding
- Days and years pass
At an ever increasing speed.

I am living in an ephemeral world.
My house of cards can be demolished
By each gust of events,
But with an insistence of a maniac, I build
Castles in the air, inside my imagination.

I am running towards mirages and I am looking for
Greener grass in the neighbor’s garden
I cannot appreciate what I have
- I regret only when certainty
Turns into uncertainty.

I know I am an incorrigible dreamer
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6. dü]~<ä›˝Òì kÕ«|æï≈£î&ÉT
H˚qT q&ÉTkÕÔqT HÓeTà~>± Á|ü‹s√p
ìeTTcÕ\ \j·T˝À n&ÉT>∑T Ò̋düTÔ+{≤qT
á ndæús¡‘·«+ ÄX¯Ãs¡́ »qø£yÓTÆq~
` s√E\÷, @fi¯S¢ >∑&ÉTkÕÔsTT
n+‘·ø£+‘·≈£L m≈£îÿej˚T´ y˚>∑+‘√...

H˚qT ìedædüTÔHêïqT nXÊX¯«‘· Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À
á ù|ø£y˚T&É m|ü&Ó’Hê ≈£L*b˛e#·TÃ >±* ‘êøÏ&çøÏ
ñqà‘·TÔ&ç˝≤, eT÷s¡â|ü⁄ |ü≥Tº<ä\‘√
H˚qT ì]àkÕÔqT >±*y˚T&É\qT Hê }Vü‰˝Àø£+˝À.

H˚qT |ü]¬>&ÉT‘·THêïqT eTè>∑‘·èwüí\ y˚|ü⁄
bıs¡T>∑Tyê&ç ‘√≥˝À Á|üX¯düÔyÓTÆq |ü∫Ãø£qT #·÷düTÔHêïqT
Hê≈£îqï <ëì‘√ dü+‘·è|æÔ Ò̋<äT
ì•Ã‹ nì•Ã‹>± e÷]q|ü⁄&ÉT |üXÊÃ‘êÔ|ü|ü&É‘êqT

Hê≈£î ‘Ó\TdüT H˚H=ø£ dü]~<ä›̋ Òì kÕ«|æï≈£î&Éqì.
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Surge - Outflow

Sensitivity sentences one to loneliness,
empathy brings one closer to people.
Subsequent influx and efflux of feelings
teach the physics of existence.

I know,
I will not build the bridge between heaven and earth,
I will not catch up the waning moon,
I will not find the end of the rainbow.

I’m so close, you can almost touch my hand
and yet I’m far distant from your thoughts.

Life disappoints,
dreams give hope.
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7. ñ<Ûäè‘· Á|üyêVü≤+
düTìï‘·‘·«+ <ë]rdüTÔ+~ ˇ+≥]‘·HêìøÏ
kÕqTuÛÑ÷‹ düìïVæ≤‘·‘ê«ìïdüTÔ+~.
Ä ‘·s¡Tyê‘· e#˚Ã nqTuÛÑ÷‘·T\ Ä≥Tb˛≥T¢
‘Ó*j·TC…ãT‘êsTT ñìøÏ uÛÖ‹ø£ dü÷Á‘ê\qT.

Hê≈£î ‘Ó\TdüT,
dü«s¡Z uÛÑ÷˝Àø±\ eT<Ûä́  yês¡~Û ì]à+#·̋ Òqì,
ø£èwüí|üø£å ø°åD #·+Á<äT&çì n+<äTø√ Ò̋qì,
Ç+Á<ä<ÛäqTdüT‡ ∫es¡qT MøÏå+#·̋ Òqì.

H˚qT #ê˝≤ <ä>∑Zs¡>± ñHêïqT, ˙ #˚‹ø£+<˚+‘· <ä>∑Zs¡˝À
ø±ì, ˙ ‘·\|ü⁄\ ø£+<äq+‘· <ä÷s¡+˝À

J$‘·+ ìsêX¯|üs¡TdüTÔ+~
ø£\\T ÄX¯qT Á|ükÕ~kÕÔsTT.
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Small Temptations

The lures appear out of nowhere and weigh next to nothing.
Light and airy - they sneak quietly through life,
They are translucent, barely visible and noticeably weak.

They do not have a specific gravity of serious sins.
Quickly, in ad- hoc mode, they justify the offenses.
They do not leave the marks of their stay in memory
and conscience.

They abandon responsibilities, forget the dates on the calendar
They sit comfortably in a chair
and fly to the blue realm of dreams,
where the aromas of coffee are entangled in the whiff of the
cheesecake or apple pie.

No regard for calories ,
they add cream and delicacies to the ice- cream,
They melt in the mouth the sweetness of stuffed chocolates,
In the evening they serve a glass of champagne with strawberries.

On the sunny and warm days they invite one to walk to the park
to buy from a florist the bouquets of violets
with their last few pennies.
The blameworthy and reckless, they do not worry about finances.

Small enticements and small fibs know each other vey well.
They together discount the extraordinary beautiful handbags,
dresses and shoes.
Sometimes they occasionally purchase the colorful
scarves and the beads.

Innocent sins are full of irresistible charm and grace,
And as water droplets falling on stone systematically,
They crush the monolith of serious standards and steadfast rules.



23

8. ∫ìï ∫ìï Á|ü˝ÀuÛ≤\T
uÛ≤s¡s¡Væ≤‘·+, X¯Sq´ »ì‘·+ á Äø£s¡̧D\T
>±*˝≤ ‘˚*ø£, J$‘·+˝À #·&û#·|ü&ÉT Ò̋≈£î+&Ü kÕ–b˛‘êsTT.
bÕs¡<äs¡Ùø£yÓTÆ, ø£̇ ø£qã&É≈£î+&Ü #ê˝≤ ã\V”≤q+>± ñ+{≤sTT.

rÁe bÕbÕ\ ãs¡Te⁄+&É<äT yê{ÏøÏ
‘·«]‘·+>±, ‘·<äs¡∆ø£+>± düeT]∆kÕÔsTT Äy˚X¯|ü⁄ |üqT\qT
C≤„|üø±\˝À, eTqkÕ‡øÏå̋ À yê{Ï >∑Ts¡TÔ\T+&Ée⁄.

u≤<Ûä́ ‘ês¡Væ≤‘·yÓTÆ ø±´ …̋+&ÉsY̋ À s√E*ï eTs¡∫b˛‘êsTT
Vü‰sTT>± ≈£Ls¡TÃ+{≤sTT yê\T≈£îØÃ˝À
dü«bÕï\ ˙*˝Àø±˝À¢ m>∑Ts¡T‘·T+{≤sTT
nø£ÿ&É ø±|ò” |ü]eTfi≤\T, eT<ÛäTs¡uÛÑøå±´\ düTyêdüq\‘√
»‘·≈£L&ç ñ+{≤sTT.

ø±´\Ø\ >∑T]+∫q ~>∑T\T+&É<äT
nsTTdtÁø°+≈£î yÓqï MT>∑&É\<äT›‘ês¡T
#êø= …̋{Ÿ\ eT<ÛäT]eT‘√ H√{Ï̋ À ø£]–b˛‘êj·T$
kÕj·T+ø±\+ ÁkÕºu…ÁØ\Tqï #Ûê+ù|Hé n+~kÕÔs¡ø£ÿ&É

y˚dü$ ~Hê\ yÓ#·Ã<äq+˝À yêVü‰´[øÏ ÄVü‰«ìkÕÔs¡T
˙eø£ÿ&É }<ë|üP\ >∑T‘·TÔ*ï ø=qe#·TÃ
yê{Ï¬ø’ yêfi¯ó¢ ‘·eT <ä>∑Zs¡Tqï ÄK] ô|’dü*ï ˙øÏkÕÔs¡T
&ÉãT“ >∑T]+∫ ∫+‘·̋ Ò<äT, ìs¡¢ø£ǻ eTqT, ‘·|ü|ü≥Tº, @MT nqTø√s¡T.

∫ìï Äø£s¡̧D\T, ∫ìï ø£≥Tºø£<∏ä\T |üs¡düŒs¡ $TÁ‘·T\T
#·ø£ÿ{Ï #˚‹ dü+#·T\T, <äTdüTÔ\T, ø±*CÀfi¯ó¢ ø£*dæ uÒs¡e÷&É‘ês¡T
n|ü&É|ü&É÷ s¡+>∑Ts¡+>∑T\ ‘·Tyê«fi¢̄q÷, |üPdü\ <ä+&É\q÷`

ne÷j·Tø£|ü⁄ bÕbÕ\˝À Ä|ü̋ Òq+‘· Äø£s¡̧D, eTC≤ ñ+{≤sTT
•\ MT<ä ˙{Ï#·Tø£ÿ\T z |ü<ä∆‹˝À |ü&ÉT‘·Tqï≥T¢
n$ ø£]ƒq Ä#êsê*ï, |ü<ä∆‘·T\ >∑+&É•\\qT ø£]–kÕÔsTT.
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For One Penny

I wander like an organ- grinder along the streets.
I sell dreams.
For one penny I recall the past.

Paradox.
The water splashes in leaky shoes
While I talk about happiness.
It’s hard to notice when you have it.
When it’s gone, there is regret at its passing.

I’m calling :
“Buy your dream!”
“Buy your dream to turn back time!”
“Relive better moments,
have a chance to do it over!”
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9. ˇø£ ô|’kÕ #ê\T
M<ÛäT\˙ï ‹]>±qT nej·Tyê\ ªeTs¡µ˝≤
H˚qT ø£\\qT neTTà‘êqT
ˇø£ÿ ô|’kÕ‘√ >∑‘êìï |æ\TkÕÔqT

ndü+uÛÑe+
e<äT\T #Ó|ü˝À¢ ˙fi¯ó¢ ø£<äT\TÔHêïsTT
H˚qT dü+‘√wü+ >∑T]+∫ Á|ükÕÔ$+∫q|ü&É̋ ≤¢,
˙yÓ|ü&ÉT Äq+<ä+>± ñHêïy√ >∑T]Ô+#·&É+ ø£wüº+
n~ yÓ[¢b˛sTTHêø£ yÓTT<ä\e⁄‘·T+~ |üXÊÃ‘êÔ|ü+

H˚qT πøø£*&ÉT‘·THêïqT
ªMT ø£\*ï ø=qTø√ÿ+&ç!µ
ø±˝≤ìï yÓqøÏÿ eT[¢+#˚+<äT≈£î ø£\*ï ø£qTø√ÿ+&ç!
nbÕ‘· eT<ÛäTs¡ ø£åD≤˝À¢ Äq+~+#˚+<äT≈£î
eTs¡\ Ä neø±XÊìï bı+<˚+<äT≈£î!
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Different Levels

Between I want and I’d like to
There’s a space of impossibilities.

I want - boldly aims at the target
Ignores obstacles, oversteps barriers.

I’d like to - takes hesitant steps,
Pauses halfway,
Looks timidly backwards,
Often thinks about resignation,
Breaks down when facing difficulties.

I discover the meaning and the power of the word.
I leave I’d like to behind
And enter the level of I want.
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10. $$<Ûä kÕúsTT\T
HêøÏ~ ø±yê* Ç|ü&ÉT, HêøÏ~ ø±yê* øÏ eT<Ûä́
ñ+≥T+~ nkÕ<Ûë´\ Á|ü<˚X¯+

HêøÏ~ ø±yê* Ç|ü&ÉT >∑T]ô|&ÉTÔ+~ >∑eT´+ y˚|ü⁄
n&É¶+≈£î*ï n~Û>∑$T+∫ kÕ>∑T‘·T+~ eTT+<äT≈£î

HêøÏ~ ø±yê* y˚düTÔ+~ HÓeTà~>± n&ÉT>∑T\T
Ä>∑T‘·T+~ eT<Ûä́ ˝À
yÓqøÏÿ ‹]– #·÷düTÔ+~ u…s¡T≈£î>±
eT<Ûä́ ˝À $s¡$T+#·Tø√yê\qT≈£î+≥T+~
ø£cÕº˝…<äT¬s’‘˚ Á≈£î+– b˛‘·T+~

|ü<ä|ü⁄ nsêúìï, X¯øÏÔì ø£qT>=HêïqT H˚qT
ªHêøÏ~ ø±yê*µ ì yÓqø£H˚ e~ Ò̋dæ
HêøÏ~ Ç|ü&˚ ø±yê\+≥THêïqT.
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Among Stars

For Doug Sandvick

I wait for the downpour of stars,
Maybe I have time to whisper a wish.
I look with hope to the Leonids.
I believe that I will see the falling sparks.
The dancing Pleiades stirred up a cloud of dust.
Jealous Orion will not overtake them
And Sirius will not find the seven nymphs.

Morpheus leads to the land of sleep
Somewhere on the edge of the River Styx.
My beloved knows the secrets of existence
And all the metamorphoses of the cosmos.
Every night he carries me in his arms
And gives to the possession of Apollo and the muses.
He plaits visions into prophetic premonitions.

Berenice sacrificed her golden braid to the heavens.
She explains sadly,
That she has not found happiness on Earth
Among the gods and among stars.
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11. ‘ês¡\ eT<Ûä´
qø£åÁ‘·ø±+‘·T\ ≈£î+&Éb˛‘·̋ À H˚qT m<äTs¡T#·÷düTÔHêïqT
ˇø£ ø±+ø£åqT ø√s¡T≈£îH˚ düeTj·TeTTqï~ Hê≈£î
*jÓTTì&é ñ\ÿ\ y˚|ü⁄ ÄX¯‘√ #·÷düTÔHêïqT
sê\T‘·Tqï s¡e«\qT #·÷&É>∑\qqï qeTàø£+ Hê≈£îqï~
Hê≥´+ #˚düTÔqï dü|üÔ k˛<äØeTDT\T <Ûä÷[y˚T|òü÷ìï düèwæºdüTÔHêïs¡T
ndü÷j·T‘√ ˇ]j·÷Hé yê{Ïì <ë{Ïb˛ Ò̋&ÉT
dæ]j·Tdt≈£î ø±qsês¡T @&ÉT>∑Ts¡T nø£ÿ#Ó̋ …¢fi¯ó¢.

ìÁ<ë sêC≤´ìøÏ Á|üuÛÑTe⁄ e÷]Œ¤j·Tdt
dæºø˘‡ q~ ˇ&ÉT¶q ñqï<ë <˚X¯+.
Hê Á|æj·T‘·eTT&çøÏ ñìøÏ s¡Vü≤dǘ + ‘Ó\TdüT
$X¯«|ü⁄ s¡÷bÕ+‘·sê\T ≈£L&Ü
Á|ü‹ sêÁr qqTï ‘·q #˚‘·T\˝À yÓ÷düT≈£îyÓfi≤Ô&ÉT
nbı˝À, eT÷´CŸ <˚e‘·\≈£î n|üŒ–kÕÔ&ÉT
<äèXÊ´\qT uÛÑ$wǘ ‘Y dü÷#·q\T>± CÀdǘ + ù|qT‘ê&ÉT.

u…]ìdt ‘·q dü«s¡í πøXÊ\qT ‘ê´>∑+ #˚dæ+~ dü«s¡Z+ ø=s¡≈£î
ÄyÓT $e]düTÔ+~ $cÕ<ä+>±
‘·q≈£î uÛÑ÷$T MT<ä dü+‘√wü+ \_Û+#·̋ Ò<äì,
<˚e‘·\ eT<Ûä́ q ‘ês¡\ eT<Ûä́ q ≈£L&Ü!

` <=>¥ XÊ+&é$ø˘ ø√dü+
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Meeting with Eve

For Byoung II Sun

Eve had modest dreams.
She wanted to disappear in the crowd
of ordinary, happy people
and know the taste of love.

We met in a cafe.
She drowned sadness and fatigue
in a strong, aromatic coffee.
I drowned reveries in the glass of cognac

Memories receded time
and I saw again the carefree girls.
I did not see the bitterness in the eyes of Eve
and saw no worries hidden in her wrinkles

She mused and extinguished her cigarette.
Present time returned brutally.
She talked about poverty
and problems with her unloved husband.

I said goodbye to Eve for another few years.
I left her when I got your text message
- Come home, it is late.
I am waiting for you.



31

12. áyé‘√ düe÷y˚X¯+
áyé≈£î e#˚Ã$ kÕ<Ûës¡D dü«bÕï\T
kÕ<Ûës¡D »q+˝À n<äèX¯́ eTyê«\ì
>∑T+|ü⁄˝À Äq+<ä+>± >∑&ÉT|ü⁄‘·÷
Áù|eT e÷<ÛäTsê´ìï ‘Ó\TdüTø√yê\˙...

ˇø£ πø|òt̋ À ø£\TdüT≈£îHêï+ y˚TeTT
∫ø£ÿ{Ï y˚&ç ø±|ò”̋ À
n\dü≥qT, $#êsêìï eTT+#˚dæ+<ëyÓT
ø=>±ïø˘ Á<äe+˝À }Vü‰ $Vü‰sêìï eTT+#êqT H˚qT

C≤„|üø±\T yÓqøÏÿ yÓfi≤¢sTT ø±\+˝À
eTs¡\ #·÷kÕqT H˚qT ãs¡Te⁄ u≤<Ûä́ ‘·\T Ò̋ì |æ\¢*ï
áyé ø£fi¯¢˝À rÁe‘·qT #·÷&É˝Ò<äT H˚qT,
eTTK+ eTT&É‘·\ eT<Ûä́  <ë–q ~>∑Tfi¢̄q÷,

ÄyÓT düT‘ês¡+>± Ä]Œy˚dæ+~ dæ>∑¬s≥Tº
es¡Ôe÷q ø±\+ eTT+<äTø=∫Ã+~ ø£s¡ÿX¯+>±
ÄyÓT ù|<ä]ø£+ >∑T]+∫ e÷{≤¢&ç+~
‘êqT Áù|$T+#·ì uÛÑs¡Ô >∑T]+∫ #Ó|æŒ+~

áyé≈£î M&√ÿ\T #ÓbÕŒqT eTs¡\ ø=~› dü+e‘·‡sê\ es¡≈£L
ÄyÓTqT $&ç∫ e#êÃqT ˙ dü+<˚X¯+ #·÷&É>±H˚̀
` ªÇ+{ÏøÏsê Ç|üŒ{Ïπø Ä\dǘ eTsTT´+~.
˙ø√dü+ m<äTs¡T #·÷düTÔHêïqTµ

` u…’j·T÷+>¥ IIdüHé ø√dü+
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The Taming of Time

For Joosung Kim

I returned home
And the hearts of old clocks began to revive.
I like it when they play merry melodies
And tap out dancing rhythms.
The calendar lost a lot of pages
And turned the past into present.

Again,
I forgot about something and didn’t do it.
I do not despair, I do not spin a vision of a parallel reality.
I accept the present day.
And bear the consequences of my errors.
It is hard, but I cannot change the course of history.

I smile indulgently at my reflection in the mirror.
We patiently tame the time together
And turn an enemy into a friend.

Over the years,
I have learned to approve of my imperfection.
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13. ø±˝≤ìï eT∫Ãø£ #˚j·T&É+
Ç+{ÏøÏ ‹]– e#êÃqT H˚qT
bÕ‘· >∑&çj·÷sê\ Vü≤è<äj·÷\T eTs¡\ ã‹ø±sTT
HêøÏwüº+ n$ Äq+<ä̂ ‘ê\ Hê\|æ+#·&É+
yê{Ï qè‘·́  Ø‘·T\T \j·T\÷q÷
ø±´ …̋+&ÉsY̋ À #ê˝≤ ù|J\T b˛j·÷sTT
>∑‘êìï es¡Ôe÷q+>± e÷sêÃsTT

eTs¡\
H˚qT #˚j·Tì<˚<√ Ä $wüj·T+ eTs¡∫b˛j·÷qT
ìsêX¯ Ò̋<äT, düe÷+‘·s¡ yêdüÔe <äèX¯́ ÁuÛÑeTD+ ø±<äT
á s√EqT n+^ø£]kÕÔqT
Hê ‘·|ü\ |ü]D≤e÷*ï uÛÑ]kÕÔqT
ø£wüºy˚T, ø±ì, #·]Á‘·>∑‹ì e÷s¡Ã Ò̋qT.

n<ä›+˝Àì Hê Á|ü‹_+u≤ìï #·÷dæ ∫s¡Tqe⁄« qyê«qT
Ç<ä›s¡+ ø£*dæ ø±˝≤ìï eT∫Ãø£ #˚kÕÔ+
X¯Á‘·Te⁄qT e÷s¡TkÕÔ+ $TÁ‘·T&ç>±.

>∑&É∫q dü+e‘·‡sê\˝À
H˚s¡TÃ≈£îHêïqT Hê ˝ÀbÕ\qT n+^ø£]+#·&É+.

` pdü+>¥ øÏyéT ø√dü+
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The Drawer with Memories

For Pradeep Chaswal

In the modem world,
full of rush and brilliant inventions,
I am a living relic of a bygone age.
I keep some strange treasures
and a sheaf of yellowed letters
inside a sentimental drawer.
I impart colours to the faded memories
and I allow the past moments to return.

Just for me
the lilacs bloom again in a long-gone garden.
The dried four-leaf clover foretells good luck.
Someone, who is no more, worries about my health.
Love spells, from many years ago, return to me
and the withered petals of red roses smell intense.

From the position of an omniscient being
I read the sentences from the old correspondence.
I carefully study the art of life
and gain respect for these by-gone events.
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14. C≤„|üø±\ kıs¡T>∑T
qMq Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À
y˚>∑e+‘·yÓTÆq n<äT“¤‘· Ä$wüÿs¡D\T,
>∑‘· ø±\|ü⁄ qeT÷Hê>± $T–*b˛j·÷qT H˚qT
Hê <ä>∑Zs¡ ø=ìï $+‘· ì<ÛäT\THêïsTT,
|üdüT|ü⁄s¡+>∑T˝ÀøÏ e÷]q ø±–‘ê\ ø£≥º
Ä y˚TC≤ã\¢ kıs¡T>∑T˝À,
e÷dæb˛sTTq C≤„|üø±\≈£î s¡+>∑T\T y˚kÕÔqT
bÕ‘· ø£åD≤\qT sêìkÕÔqT

Hê ø√dü+
m|ü&√ b˛sTTq ‘√≥˝À *˝≤ø˘\T |ü⁄wæŒkÕÔsTT eTs¡\
Hê\T>∑T πsø£\ ø£¢esY n<äècÕºìï ‘Ó*j·Tãs¡TdüTÔ+~
mes√, Ç|ü&ÉT Ò̋ìyês¡T, Hê Äs√>∑́  |üsêeTs¡Ù #˚kÕÔs¡T
Áù|eT\ Ç+Á<äC≤\|ü⁄ |òüT&çj·T\T nH˚ø£ @fi¢̄$ ‹]– ekÕÔsTT
yê&çq mÁs¡>∑T˝≤_ πsø£\T >±&ÛÉ |ü]eTfi≤\qT yÓ<ä»\T¢‘êsTT

düs¡«yê´|üø£ dæú‹˝À ñ+&ç
H˚qT #·<äTe⁄‘êqT >∑‘· ø±\|ü⁄ ñ‘·Ôs¡ Á|ü‘·T´‘·Ôsê\qT
Jeq $<Ûëq|ü⁄ ø£fi¯qT C≤Á>∑‘·Ô>± nuÛÑ́ dækÕÔqT
>∑‘· ø±\|ü⁄ dü+|òüT≥q\≈£î >ös¡yêìï ø£*–kÕÔqT.

` Á|üB|t #ÛêkÕ«˝Ÿ ø√dü+
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Only a Letter

For Roseanne Terranova Cirigliano

My heart had the shape of an envelope
I mailed it to you
- It’s only a letter - you said.

You opened it and read hastily,
And then you put it on the desk
On the top of bills and ads.

My heart faded
And turned into a piece of square paper.
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15. ˇø£ ñ‘·Ôs¡+ e÷Á‘·y˚T
Hê Vü≤è<äj·T+ z ø£es¡T s¡÷|ü+˝À ñqï~
b˛düTº #˚kÕqT ˙≈£î
ªÇ~ ˇø£ ñ‘·Ôs¡y˚T ø£<ëµ `nHêïe⁄ ˙e⁄.

‘Ós¡∫ #·~yêe⁄ Ä‘·è‘·>±
Ä ‘·s¡Tyê‘· <ëìì kıs¡T>∑T˝À ñ+#êe⁄
_\T‡, ø±–‘ê\ eT<Ûä́ q

Hê Vü≤è<äj·T+ e÷dæb˛sTT+~
q\T #·<äs¡|ü⁄ ø±–‘·+˝≤

` s=õj·÷HÓ f…Ás¡H=yê øÏ]–¢j·÷H= ø√dü+
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Conversation at Breakfast

We remain like two lanterns on a narrow street
alienated by the light of day,
separated by the darkness of night.

For a short moment
the pale light of dusk envelopes us.
Between you and me
there is a black asphalt of loneliness.

In the depths of puddles
the world without colors can be seen.
All is seemingly calm,
only the mild wind wrinkles reflection.
The leaves from the trees fall to the ground
just like our dead, dispassionate words.
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16. ñ<äj·T|ü⁄ dü+uÛ≤wüD
ˇø£ Çs¡T≈£î dü+<äT˝À ¬s+&ÉT BbÕ˝≤¢ y˚T$T<ä›s¡+
|ü>∑{Ï yÓ\T>∑T y˚s¡T #˚düTÔqï~ eTeTà*ï

z dü«\Œø£åD+ ùd|ü⁄
Nø£{Ï eTdüø£ yÓ\T>∑T eTeTà*ï ø£|æŒq~
˙≈£î Hê≈£î eT<Ûä́
ˇ+≥]‘·q|ü⁄ q\¢{Ï ‘ês¡Tqï~

˙{Ï>∑T+≥\ ˝À‘·T˝À¢
s¡+>∑T\T Ò̋ì Á|ü|ü+#·+ ø±qedüTÔ+~
n+‘ê Á|üXÊ+‘·+>±H˚ ñqï<äì|ædüTÔHêï
Á|ü‹_+ã+˝À eTT&É‘·\T ‘ÓdüTÔ+~ ∫s¡T>±*
#Ó≥¢ qT+∫ Ä≈£î\T sê* H˚\ô|’ |ü&É‘êsTT
Je+ Ò̋ì nuÛ≤e |ü<ë˝≤¢.
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Farewell

you gave me
the lovely costly mascot
the smell of roses and violets
the taste of exquisite chocolates

you left me the bill for
the toy with markdowns
the wilted flowers
the expired sweets

love lost its charming character
it has evolved into a big egg
from which the hatred hatched
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17. M&√ÿ\T
˙e⁄ Ç#êÃe⁄
n+<äyÓTÆq KØ<Ó’q ∫Vü‰ïìï ãVüQeT‹>±
>∑T˝≤_, ejÓTT˝…≥¢ |ü]eTfi≤\T
Á|üX¯düÔyÓTÆq #êø= …̋{Ÿ eT<ÛäT]eT\T

Ä ãVüQeT‹ KØ<äTqT
e~* yÓfi≤¢e⁄ bÕ‘· >∑Ts¡TÔ\‘√
yê&çq |üP\T
ø±\+ >∑&É∫q rdæ uÛÑøå±´\T

Áù|eT ø√˝ÀŒsTT+∫ ‘·q düyÓ÷àVü≤q‘ê«ìï
n~ ô|<ä› >∑T&ÉT¶>± |ü]D≤eT+ #Ó+~+~
<ëqTï+∫ <˚«wü+ bı<ä>∑ã&ç+~.
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Pearls

For Blossom Lobo

I held the suffering in my hand
- pearl beads removed from
the depths of the sea and dreams.
They were trapped in a box
and become gray from sadness.

They were strung on a thin thread
and knew the history of a familiarity.
Once they reflected the candlelight,
danced lightly on the neck,
and inhaled the smell of perfume.

I do not want memories.
I threw them into the ocean.
I returned my dreams to Poseidon
They fall with a quiet splash
- joyful and freed.
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18. eTT‘ê´\T
u≤<ÛäqT Hê #˚‹˝À uÛÑ]+#êqT
`düeTTÁ<ä+, dü«bÕï\ ˝À‘·T˝À¢+∫
rdæq eTT‘ê´\qT,
z ô|f…º̋ À <ë∫ô|{≤ºqT
<äT'K+‘√ n$ q\¢ã&Ü¶sTT.

yê{Ïì düqï{Ï <ës¡+˝À Vü‰s¡+>± #˚kÕqT
yê{ÏøÏ ‘Ó\TdüT Äràj·T‘ê #·]Á‘·
ˇø£|ü&ÉT n$ ø=y=«‹Ô ø±+‘·T*ï Á|ü‹|òü*+#êsTT
yÓT&É̋ À yÓT*¢>± Hê≥´e÷&çHêsTT.
|üsY|òüP´yéT |ü]eTfi≤\qT ÄÁ|òü÷DÏ+#êsTT.

Hê≈£î C≤„|üø±\ø£ÿs¡̋ Ò<äT
yê{Ïì $dæπskÕqT düeTTÁ<ä+˝ÀøÏ
Hê ø£\*ï bÕõ&ÜHé≈£î ‹]– Ç#˚ÃkÕqT
∫ìï X¯ã›+‘√ n$ |ü&çHêsTT
` Äq+<ä+>±, ùd«#·Ã¤>±!

` u≤¢düyéT ˝§u§ ø√dü+
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Some Trees

For Jayaprakash Paramagru

tell me
was I your birch tree
white
slender
with life-giving sap
rustling love spells
with petite leaves

perhaps, a spreading linden
with flowers scented by honey
sheltering you from the summer swelter
with green coolness

who am I today

doubtlessly, a coastal pine
with thick boughs
gnarled by the wind
rooted in the sandy soil
I battle the storms
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19. ø=ìï #Ó≥T¢
e÷{≤¢&ÉT!

H˚qT ˙ _sYÃ #Ó≥TºHê
‘Ó\¢>±
düqï>±
Jes¡dü+‘√ ‘=DÏøÏdü̋ ≤&ÉT‘·÷
Áù|eT eT+Á‘ê\T >∑\>∑\˝≤&çdü÷Ô
n+<äyÓTÆq Ä≈£î\‘√ ñHêïHê?

ãVüQXÊ, z *+&ÓHé r¬>
‘˚HÓ\÷πs |üP\ düTyêdüq\‘√
y˚dü$ ñø£ÿuÀ‘·̋ À ÄÁX¯j·T$TdüTÔqï<ë ˙≈£î,
‘·q Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã{Ï #·\¢<äq+‘√

á s√Eq H˚HÓes¡T?

ìdü‡+<˚Vü≤+>±, rs¡ÁbÕ+‘·|ü⁄ ô|’Hé eèøå±ìï,
eT+<äbÕ{Ï ø=eTà\‘√
>±*ì ˇs¡TdüT≈£î+≥÷
ÇdüTø£ H˚\˝À bÕ‘·T≈£îì
j·TT<ä∆+ #˚düTÔHêïqT ‘·TbòÕqT\‘√!

` »j·TÁ|üø±wt |üs¡eT>∑Ts¡T ø√dü+
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Lost Data

For Renata Pacyna

I'm standing on an empty street accompanied by a cold wind,
which throws about pieces of paper and foil airily.
Rain drops whip my face and hands.

Darkness woke up windows of local houses,
their yellow eyes look at me with hostility
I'm not going home, all addresses are unfamiliar.

Thoughts like a frightened flock of crows fly around my head.
I don't remember anything - fear chokes me, suffocates me.
I don't belong to anybody, loneliness drags me into oblivion.

I don't know my name and where I come from,
where I will find a safe shelter.
My handbag, the guardian of privacy, shut its mouth.

I have no documents.
I have no money.
Keys to an unknown door glitter.

A touch of an angel woke me up.
Regained consciousness shouts out my name.
I repel a bad dream from under my eyelids.
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20. ø√˝ÀŒsTTq düe÷#ês¡+
#·*>±* yÓ+≥sê>± H˚H=ø£ U≤∞ M~Û̋ À ì\ã&Ü¶qT
ø±–‘·+ eTTø£ÿ\T, #Ó‘êÔ m>∑Ts¡TÔHêïsTT >±*˝À
yêq#·Tø£ÿ\T Hê eTTU≤ìï, #˚‘·T*ï á&çÃø=&ÉTÔHêïsTT.

Nø£{Ï y˚T˝§ÿ*Œ+~ |üø£ÿ Çfi¢̄ øÏ{Ïø°\qT
yê{Ï |üdüT|ü⁄ ø£fi¯ó¢ Hêe+ø£ #·÷düTÔHêïsTT X¯Á‘·T‘·«+‘√
H˚ì+{ÏøÏ yÓfi¢̄&É+ Ò̋<äT, nìï ∫s¡THêe÷\÷ n|ü]∫‘ê Ò̋

uÛÑj·T|ü&É¶ ø±≈£î\ >∑T+|ü⁄˝≤ Hê ‘·\ì+&Ü Ä˝À#·q\T
HêπøB >∑Ts¡TÔ≈£î sêe&É+ Ò̋<äT, uÛÑj·T+ qqTï ñøÏÿ]_øÏÿ] #˚düTÔqï~
H˚HÓe]ø° #Ó+<äqT, ˇ+≥]‘·q+ qqTï ˝≤¬øÿfi¯ó¢‘·Tqï~ eTs¡|ü⁄˝ÀøÏ

Hêù|s¡T, H˚HÓø£ÿ&ç qT+∫ e#êÃH√ Hê≈£î ‘Ó*j·T<äT
Hê¬øø£ÿ&É <=s¡T≈£î‘·T+~ düTs¡øÏå‘·yÓTÆq ÄÁX¯j·T+
Hê #˚‹dü+∫`>√|ǘ ‘ê kÕúes¡+`H√s¡T eT÷düT≈£îqï~

Hê <ä>∑Zs¡ Ä<Ûës¡ |üÁ‘ê\T Ò̋e⁄
&ÉãT“ Ò̋<äT
‘Ó*j·Tì ‘·\T|ü⁄ ‘êfi¯+#Óe⁄\T e÷Á‘·+ yÓTs¡TdüTÔHêïsTT

z <˚e<ä÷‘· düŒs¡Ù y˚T˝§ÿ*Œ+~ qqTï
#˚‘·q y˚T˝§ÿì Hêù|s¡T |æ*∫+~
Hê ø£qT¬s|üŒ\ n&ÉT>∑Tq ø£<äT\TÔqï |”&Éø£\qT $dæ]ø={≤ºqT.

` ¬sHê{≤ bÕdæHê ø√dü+
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Crying Angel

I saw an angel in my dream,
as he turned his tear-stained face.

Love burned at the stake. Hatred set the fire.
Its stinging tongues annihilated goodness and mercy.
The ashes of hopes and dreams fell down,
they turned into gray dust.
Nothing was left but pain and suffering of the survivors.

Fear lived in the ruins of the abandoned houses ,
Despair played on the cello a long, whining melody,
or maybe it was just the wind, which howled and whirled.
It blew away along the empty streets
the paper tears of torn books
It opened widely the mutilated windows and the doors,
leading to nowhere.

Silence - the companion of death,
muted the complaints in the dead mouths.
Delicate and fragile human bodies returned to the earth,
they turned to dust.
The grass healed the wounds - the deep craters,
left by bombs,
The compassionate rains washed them gently.

The moon, like an enormous pendulum,
Told the time and measured vanishing.
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21. <äT'œdüTÔqï <˚e<ä÷‘·
ø£\˝À #·÷kÕqT H˚H=ø£ <˚e<ä÷‘·qT
ø£̇ ïs¡T ì+&çq e<äHêìï n≥Ty˚|ü⁄≈£î ‹|ü≈£îHêï&É‘·&ÉT.

Áù|eT ì≥ºì\Te⁄>± <äVæ≤+#·ã&ç+~, <˚«wü+ s¡–*Ã+<ë n–ïì—
eT+∫‘·Hêìï, ø£s¡TDqT eT+&˚ n–ïHê\Tø£\T eTdæ #˚kÕsTT
ÄX¯\, dü«bÕï\ ã÷&ç<ä H˚\ô|’ |ü&ç+~ sêX¯ó\T>±
ã÷&ç<ä≈£î|üŒ\T q\¢{Ï <Ûä÷[>± e÷]HêsTT
ã‹øÏqyêfi¢̄≈£î u≤<Ûä\T, <äT'K+ ‘·|üŒ @MT $T>∑̋ Ò¢<äT.

bÕ&ÉTã&çq Çfi¢̄ •~Û̋ ≤\ eT<Ûä́  ìedædüTÔqï~ uÛÑj·T+
ìsêX¯ bÕ&ÉT‘·Tqï~ yêj·TT©q+ô|’ Bs¡È $cÕ<ä dü«s¡+
n~ >±* n\ ø±e#·TÃ, düTfi¯ó¢ ‹s¡T>∑T‘·÷ y˚düTÔqï~ }fi¯\T.
U≤∞ M<ÛäT\>∑T+&Ü MdüTÔqï~ y˚>∑+>±,
∫]–q |ü⁄düÔø±\ ø±–‘·|ü⁄ ø£̇ ïfi¢̄qT m>∑πsdü÷Ô,
>±j·T|ü&çq øÏ{Ïø°, <ë«sê\ ‘·\T|ü⁄*ï ‘Ós¡TdüTÔqï~ #·|ü&ÉT #˚dü÷Ô...

ìX¯Ùã›+ ` eTè‘·T´e⁄≈£î düVü≤#·]
#·∫Ãq H√fi¢̄ |òæsê´<äT\qT H=øÏÿy˚düTÔqï~
ø√eT\yÓTÆq, eTè<äT<˚Vü‰\T H˚\˝À <Ûä÷[>± e÷sêÔsTT
|ü∫Ãø£ >±j·÷\qT e÷qTdüTÔ+~ ` u≤+ãT\T |ü&É¶ >√‘·T*ï
<äj·T>∑\ yêq yê{Ïì ø£&ÉT>∑T‘·T+~.

#·+Á<äT&ÉT >∑‹‘·|æŒq ˝À\ø£+˝≤
düeTj·TyÓT+‘√ #Ó|æŒ ø±˝≤ìï ø=\Tdü÷Ô n<äèX¯́ yÓTÆHê&ÉT.
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Celebrity

At night a dream rolled out quietly under my eyelids,
Morpheus took me by the hand and led me to the red carpet.
The way to fame was brightly lit by hundreds of flashes.
“Here she is !” I heard the cheers
full of admiration behind my back.
I had to stop every moment and bow gracefully.

World was in awe over my beauty,
I had pretty breasts, long legs
and my thighs had the wonderful line.
Hordes of specialists
are working on the unimpeachable image.
Elegant creations, sophisticated makeup are my everyday.
Only my looks are important,
people are not interested in my thoughts.

The beauty worthy of Olympic goddess undertakes,
I do not exceed the limits of relentless scales.
The mismatched shoes to dresses
evoke protests in the press,
Disheveled hair or a pimple on the nose
disappoint admirers.
Unforgivable sins are wrinkles, gray hair.

Each step is observed
by thousands of eyes of curious passers-by,
just for me the paparazzi hang like ripe fruits on the trees.
Millions of people dream about a luxurious existence.
I live in the public eye, I am not allowed to be myself,
no one is interested in the feelings of an ordinary girl
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22. Á|üeTTK n‹~Û
Hê ø£qT¬s|üŒ\ øÏ+<ä ˇø£ e\ ø£<ä̋ ≤&ç+~ >∑‘·sêÁ‹
ìÁ<ë<̊e‘·̀ e÷]Œ¤j·Tdt Hê #̊sTT |ü≥Tº≈£îì mÁs¡‹yêNô|’ q&ç|æ+#ê&ÉT
e+<ä̋ ≤~ bòÕ¢wt̋ …’≥¢‘√ ø°]Ô|ü<∏ä+ yÓ\T>∑T‘·Tqï~
ªn<äT>√ ÄyÓTµ ` Vü≤s¡̧<Ûë«Hê\T e÷s√à>±sTT
ø£åDø£åD+ Ä>∑T‘·÷ $qj·T+>± qeTdüÿ]+#êqT

Á|ü|ü+#êìï $düàj·T+˝À eTT+∫q n+<ä+ Hê~
#·ø£ÿì eøå√C≤\T, bı&ÉT>±{Ï ø±fi¯ó¢
n+<ä+>± kı>∑düT>± ñ+&˚ |æs¡T<äT\T,
ì|ü⁄DT\H˚≈£îs¡T Hê kÂ+<äsê´ìï
ÇqTeT&ç+|üCÒùd+<äT≈£î |üì#˚kÕÔs¡T
eTTKes¡Ã¤düT‡, <˚Vü≤ ˝≤eD≤´ìï ô|+bı+~+#˚
~qTdüT\H˚ø£+ $ìjÓ÷–kÕÔs¡T
Hê kÂ+<äs¡́ + eTTK´+ yêfi¢̄≈£î, Hê Ä˝À#·q\‘√ |üì Ò̋<äT.

ˇ*+|æø˘ <˚e‘·\ n+<ëìøÏ Bf…Æq~
#·ø£ÿì ˇ&É÷¶, bı&ÉT>∑÷, s¡÷|ü̋ ≤eD≤´\T Hê dü«+‘·+—
Hê ø±*CÀfi¯ó¢ Hê <äTdüTÔ\≈£î
nqT>∑TD+>± Ò̋≈£î+fÒ n<äe⁄‘·T+<=ø£ yês¡Ô!
#Ó]–q •s√C≤\T, eTT≈£îÿMT<ä yÓTT{ÏeT
>±j·T|üs¡TdüTÔ+~ Hê n_Ûe÷qT\qT
eTTK+ MT<ä eTT&É‘·\T, ‘Ó\¢yÓ+Á&ÉTø£\T ø£å$T+#·sêì bÕbÕ\T

Hê Á|ü‹ n&ÉT>∑÷ |ü]o\q˝À ñ+≥T+~
y˚̋ ≤~ ø£fi¯ó¢ yê{Ïì >∑eTìdüTÔ+{≤sTT—
#Ó≥¢MT<ä |ü+&ç sê*|ü&ÉuÀsTTq |üfi¢̄̋ ≤,
ì‘·́ + ù||üsêõ®̀ Ò̋K≈£î\T Hê #·T≥Tº|üø£ÿ\ y˚̋ ≤&ÉT‘·T+{≤s¡T
$T*j·Tq¢ »q+ n_Û\wæ+#˚ $˝≤düe+‘·yÓTÆq J$‘·+
»q+ ø£fi¢̄̋ À ìedækÕÔqT, H˚qT H˚qT>± ñ+&É̋ ÒqT
ˇø£ kÕ<Ûës¡D u≤*ø£ uÛ≤yê\ô|’ me]ø° ñ+&É<äT |ü{Ïº+|ü⁄.
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Portrait

For John Guzlowski

The key has not ground in the door for a long time.
I cannot hear familiar steps in the corridor.
Silence invades every space of life.
It pours out like suffocating sticky humid air.

Things have retained the memory
of moments shared together.
In the hall the evenly placed slippers doze.
A bookmark waits for
the further development of the action.
The mobile phone retained the tender words.

I stand in the window motionless.
The frame limits the space of the sky.
Time paints a portrait on a white cloud.
It is called - “anticipation”
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23. ∫Á‘·+
#ê˝≤ø±\+ bÕ≥T Ä ‘·\T|ü⁄≈£î ‘êfi¯+#Ó$ nedüs¡+ sê Ò̋<äT
q&Ée˝À |ü]∫‘·yÓTÆq n&ÉT>∑T\ #·|ü&ÉT $q Ò̋<äT
J$‘·+˝Àì Á|ü‹ Á|ü<˚XÊìï eTÚq+ ÄÁø£$T+∫+~
}|æ] Hê|ü⁄ ñø£ÿuÀùd >±*˝≤ n~ ≈£îs¡TdüTÔqï~.

|ü+#·T≈£îqï ø£åD≤\qT >∑Ts¡TÔ+#·T≈£îHêïsTT edüTÔe⁄\T
ekÕsê˝À #Ó|ü\T |ü&ÉT‘·THêïsTT ≈£îìøÏbÕ≥T¢
»s¡>±*‡q ÁøÏj·Tø√dü+ |ü⁄düÔø£∫Vü≤ï+ y˚∫ ñqï~
yÓTTu…’̋ Ÿbǫ̀ Hé̋ À yÓ÷Vü≤yêø±´\T <ë#·ã&çq$.

øÏ{Ïø°̋ À H˚qT ì\ã&Ü¶qT #·\qs¡Væ≤‘·+>±
Äø±X¯|ü⁄ Á|ü<˚XÊìï Áù|òyéT Ä|ü⁄‘·Tqï~
‘Ó\¢{Ï eTãT“ MT<ä ø±\+ ∫Á‘êìï ^düTÔqï~
<ëì ù|s¡T` ªÄXÊuÛ≤e+µ `

` C≤Hé >∑CŸ˝§yédæÿ ø√dü+
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The Wonders of the World

I have never been to Hawaii.
Not for me, do the palm trees dance in the wind,
The sun’s rays do not caress my skin,
The hot magma does not flow from the heart of the Earth.

I have not seen colored hummingbirds
hanging like living jewels on the flowers.
The exotic and beautiful butterflies,
Similar to the fans of the Japanese geisha,
do not fly around me.

I have not climbed the steps of the ancient pyramids.
I have not seen the treasures of the pharaohs
And the huge Temple of Amun.
I cannot dance the Spanish flamenco
And I am not enveloped in a delicate, Indian sari.

The Amazon does not open the gate to the green paradise
And ruthless tundra does not lead to the white hell.
The ocean does not show its underwater treasury
And dolphins do not play on the backs of the waves.

I have not met a happy eternal love,
But this does not mean that it does not exist.
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24. Á|ü|ü+#·|ü⁄ $+‘·\T
Vü≤yêsTTøÏ yÓfi¢̄̋ Ò<äT H˚qT @Hê&É÷,
Hêø√dü+ ø±<äT, bÕyéT #Ó≥T¢ >±*øÏ }π>~,
dü÷s¡´øÏs¡D≤\T Hê #·sêàìï ‘êø£˝Ò<äT
uÛÑ÷Vü≤è<äj·T+ qT+∫ ñwüí ªe÷>±àµ Á<äe+ yÓ\Te&É̋ Ò<äT.

H˚qT $$<Ûä es¡í bÕ\|æ≥º\qT
|üP\ô|’ eTDT˝≤¢ Á|üø±•düTÔqï yê{Ïì #·÷&É̋ Ò<äT
n<äT“¤‘·yÓTÆq, ns¡T<Ó’q d”‘êø√ø£∫\Tø£\T
»|ü̇ dt ^cÕ\ $düqø£Ás¡̋ ≤¢ m>∑s¡&É+ >∑eTì+#·̋ Ò<äT.

ÁbÕNq |æs¡$T&É¢qT H˚q~Ûs√Væ≤+#·̋ Ò<äT
ªbòÕs√µ\ ì<ÛäT\qT, neTTHé <˚yê\j·÷ìï H˚qT #·÷&É̋ Ò<äT
Hê≈£î kÕŒìwt ªô|ò¢$T+>√µ qè‘·́ + sê<äT
Ç+&çj·THé Ns¡̋ À H˚qT XÀ_Û+#·̋ Ò<äT.

nyÓTC≤Hé ‘·q Vü≤]‘· dü«s¡Z <ë«sêìï Hê¬ø’ ‘Ós¡e Ò̋<äT
X‚«‘·qs¡ø£+˝ÀøÏ Á≈£Ls¡ ≥T+Á&Ü qqTï q&ç|æ+#·̋ Ò<äT
düeTTÁ<ä+ ‘·q˝Àì ìøÏå|üÔ ì<ÛäT*ï #·÷|æ+#·̋ Ò<äT
n\\ M|ü⁄ô|’ &Ü*Œ¤Hé\T Ä≥˝≤&É&É+ ø±qsê Ò̋<äT.

H˚qT XÊX¯«‘· Äq+<ä<ëj·Tø£yÓTÆq Áù|eTqT #·÷&É̋ Ò<äT
ø±ì, <ëì ns¡ú+ n~ Ò̋<äì ø±<äT.
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Tree and I

For Jeffrey S Copeland

with my body, I am near to the roots
with my thoughts, I reach the longest branches
I soar towards the sun
I caress the green canopy

the tree records years in its rings
warm-cold, dry-wet
and I record emotions on a piece of paper
sadness-joy, love-loneliness

we are dear to each other
often, I embrace its trunk
maybe it will remember the touch of my hands
rustle with memories.
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25. #Ó≥Tº̀ H˚qT
Hê X¯Øs¡+‘√ H˚qT y˚fi¯¢≈£î <ä>∑Zs¡>± ñHêïqT
Hê Ä˝À#·q\‘√ ∫{≤s¡Tø=eTà\≈£î #˚s¡T‘·THêïqT
dü÷s¡T´&ç y˚|ü⁄ m–dæ
Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã |ü+~]ì øö–*kÕÔqT

Hê #Ó≥Tº ‘·q e\j·÷\‘√ Äj·TTdüT‡qT yÓ\¢&ç #˚düTÔ+~
y˚&ç̀ #·*, bı&ç̀ ‘˚eT,
H˚qT Hê ñ<˚«>±\qT ˇø£ ø±–‘·+ô|’ uÛÑÁ<ä|üs¡TkÕÔqT
$#ês¡+`Äq+<ä+, Áù|eT`ˇ+≥]‘·q+

e÷≈£î ˇø£s¡+fÒ ˇø£]øÏ m+‘√ sTTwüº+
‘·s¡#·T>±, H˚qT øö–*+#·T≈£î+{≤qT #Ó≥Tº yÓTT<ä\TqT
n~ Hê ø£s¡ düŒs¡ÙqT >∑Ts¡TÔ+#·T≈£î+≥T+~
C≤„|üø±\‘√ >∑\>∑\˝≤&ÉT‘·T+~.

` C…Á|òæ j·Tdt. ø=|æ̋ ≤+&é ø√dü+
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On the Wedding Day

They came to a wooden village church,
she in a borrowed dress, its white sprinkled grey by time,
he in his elder brother’s suit.
Both beautiful and young, ready to grapple with fate.
They vowed love in voices trembling with emotion,
faith and hope sealed the solemn words.

They took for witnesses the wind playing the wedding march,
linden leaves in the gallery of windows
and the rain crying with happiness.
Single drops glistened on colourful stained glass,
like precious jewels presented by the wedding guests.
Rays of the sun gave as a gift the bright shine
to the wedding rings,
the promises of faithfulness and support in difficult times.

“Nobody but you,” whispered their eyes in silent admiration.
“Always together,” confessed two fluttering hearts.
“It does not matter what you have, but who you are,”
stated reason.
They met in a temple to enter the shared path.
The moment crowned the beginning of a new time.
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26. ô|[¢s√E
yêfi¯ó¢ #Óø£ÿ‘√ #˚j·Tã&çq #·]Ã e<ä›≈£î e#êÃs¡T
n<Ó› <äTdüTÔ\˝À ÄyÓT, ‘Ó\¢{Ï eg+ô|’ ø±\|ü⁄ e÷dæq eTs¡ø£\T
n‘·&ÉT ‘·q nqï dü÷≥T <Ûä]+#ê&ÉT
Ç<ä›s¡÷ j·Te«q+˝À ñHêïs¡T, düT+<äs¡ s¡÷bÕ Ò̋,
$~Û‘√ b˛sê{≤ìøÏ dæ<ä∆+>±,
ñ<˚«>∑+‘√ eDT≈£î‘·Tqï >=+‘·T\‘√ Áù|eT Á|üe÷D≤\T #˚kÕs¡T
qeTàø£+, ÄX¯ |ü$Á‘· |ü<ë\qT eTTÁ<äy˚kÕsTT

ô|[¢ }πs–+|ü⁄˝≤ ø£<äT\TÔqï yêj·TT M∫ø£\T
øÏ{Ïø°\ e<ä› ñqï *+&ÓHé Ä≈£î\T kÕ≈£åî\T
es¡̧+ Äq+<ä+>± ‘·q Vü≤sê¸ìï ‘Ó*|æ+~.
s¡+>∑Ts¡+>∑T\ >±E‘·\T|ü⁄\ô|’ ˙{Ï#·Tø£ÿ\T yÓTs¡TdüTÔHêïsTT
n‹<ÛäT\T ø±qTø£\T>± Ç∫Ãq Á|üX¯düÔ ÄuÛÑs¡D≤\e Ò̋,
dü÷s¡́ øÏs¡D≤\T ô|[¢ ñ+>∑sê\ô|’ |ü&ç Á|üø±•+|ü#˚kÕsTT.

ªmes¡÷ ̋ Òs¡T ̇ e⁄ ‘·|üŒµ ̀ >∑Tdü>∑Tdü̋ ≤&çHêsTT ø£fīó¢ eTÚq+>± yÓT#·TÃ≈£î+≥÷

ªm|üŒ{Ïø° ø£*ùd ñ+<ë+µ `nHêïsTT ø=≥Tº≈£î+≥Tqï >∑T+&Ó\T
ª π̇øeTTqï~ ø±<äT, ˙ yÓes¡qï~ eTTK´+µ `nqï~ ø±s¡D+
<˚yê\j·T+˝À ø£*kÕs¡T, ø£*dæ q&ç#˚ <ë]˝À Á|üy˚•+#ês¡T
Ä ø£åD+ ø=‘·Ôø±\|ü⁄ ÁbÕs¡+uÛ≤ìøÏ øÏØ{≤ìï ‘=&ç–+~.
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Passenger

The sad expression on her face added to her years.
The corners of the mouth forgot how to smile.
Her eyes lost their glow and she stared blankly.

Worries and gloomy thoughts carved
A few deep furrows on her forehead
Grief painted her hair white.

We sat opposite each other
Near, but from two different worlds
- A chance meeting on a train.

The thoughts run in the rhythm of the wheels’ clatter.
Passing hours changed the landscape.
The string of stations brought us closer to the journey’s end.

I saw you on the platform.
You held a rose.
She passed us by.

She barely managed to pull a large suitcase.
Small wheels jumped and whined shrilly.
She was absorbed by the night and hopelessness.
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27. Á|üj·÷D°≈£îsê\T
ÄyÓT e<äq+˝À >∑÷&ÉTø£≥Tº≈£îqï $#ês¡+ ÄyÓT ej·TdüT‡qT eT]+‘· ô|+∫+~
ÄyÓT ô|<ë\ ∫es¡\T eTs¡∫b˛j·÷sTT qe⁄«qT
ø£fi¯ó¢ ø±+‹ì ø√˝ÀŒj·÷sTT, X¯Sq´+˝ÀøÏ #·÷düTÔqï<ëyÓT

~>∑Tfi¯ó¢, eTãT“\T |ü{Ïºq Ä˝À#·q\T
ÄyÓT qT<äT{Ïô|’ #ÓøÏÿHêsTT ˝À‘Ó’q #êfi¯¢qT
<äT'K+ ÄyÓT •s√C≤\qT ‘Ó\¢ãs¡∫+~

y˚T+ Ç<ä›s¡+ m<äT¬s<äTs¡T>± ≈£Ls¡TÃHêïeTT
<ä>∑Zs¡>±H˚, ø±ì, ¬s+&ÉT $_Ûqï Á|ü|ü+#ê\ qT+∫
` nqTø√≈£î+&Ü ø£\TdüT≈£îHêï+ Áf…sTTHé̋ À

#·Áø±\ \j·÷‘·àø£ s=<ä̋ À Ä˝À#·q\T |üj·TìkÕÔsTT
>∑+≥\T >∑&ÉTdüTÔ+fÒ ãj·T≥ <äèXÊ´\T e÷s¡T‘·THêïsTT
ùdºwüq¢ es¡Tdü <ë{Ï Á|üj·÷D|ü⁄ ÄK] eTõ© e∫Ã+~

ìqTï H˚qT bÕ¢{ŸbòÕs¡+ MT<ä #·÷kÕqT
˙y=ø£ >∑T˝≤_|ü⁄e⁄«qT |ü≥Tº≈£îì ñHêïe⁄
ÄyÓT eTq*ï <ë{Ï yÓ[¢b˛sTT+~

ô|<ä› dü÷{ŸπødtqT n‹ø£wüº+ MT<ä ˝≤≈£îÿyÓfiÀÔ+~,
∫ìï #·Áø±\T >∑+‘·T Ò̋dü÷Ô, eT÷\T>∑T‘·÷HêïsTT,
Nø£{Ï̋ À, ìsêX¯̋ À ø£*dæb˛sTT+<ëyÓT.
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Woman in Red Dress

For Maureen Clifford

She went out to the balcony,
Stood for a moment and lit a cigarette.
The wind scattered her hair amidst a wisp of blue smoke.
Her dress fluttered like a banner on the barricades.

She threw herself into the arms of the wind,
To meet with the earth.
She glided down at the rate of gravity.
The purple flower blossomed on the concrete sidewalk.

Terrified someone shouted.
The siren of an ambulance cut the silence.
She was lying on the shield -
Winning many battles she lost the war.

Life went on, continuing its rhythm.
It bypassed her.
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28. mÁs¡{Ï <äTdüTÔ˝À¢ ÄyÓT
ÄyÓT u≤\ÿ˙˝ÀøÏ yÓ[¢+~
z ø£åD+ ì\ã&ç dæ>∑¬s{Ÿ yÓ*–+∫+~
˙*bı>∑ eT<Ûä´ ø£<äT\÷Ô >±* ÄyÓT •s√C≤\qT ø£~*+∫+~
n&É¶+≈£î\ MT<ä ñqï |ü‘êø£̋ ≤ ÄyÓT <äTdüTÔ\T ¬s|ü¬sbÕ ø=≥Tº≈£îHêïsTT

ÄyÓT ‘·qqT ‘êqT >±*˝ÀøÏ $dæπsdæ+~
H˚\‘√ ø£\yê\ì
uÛÑ÷$T Äø£s¡̧D≤ X¯øÏÔ‘√ ~>∑Te≈£î C≤]+~
ø±+Áø°{Ÿ ø±*u≤≥ô|’ }<ë|ü⁄wüŒyÓTTø£{Ï |ü&ç ñqï~

uÛÑj·T+‘√ mes√ n]#ês¡T
n+ãT …̋Hé‡ ôd’s¡dt ìX¯Ùu≤›ìï ø√dü÷Ô e∫Ã+~
ø£e#·+ô|’ |ü&ç ñqï≥T¢ ÄyÓT ø£ì|æ+∫+~
mH√ï j·TT<ë∆\T ¬>*∫Hê ÄK]j·TT<ä∆+˝À z&çb˛sTT+~.

J$‘·+ kÕ–b˛‘·÷H˚ ñ+≥T+~ ‘·q<Ó’q \j·T˝À
n~ ÄyÓTqT ‘·|æŒ+#·T≈£îì yÓ[¢+~.

` eTÚ]Hé øÏ¢|üŒ¤sY¶ ø√dü+
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Encounter With a Stranger

For Eva Bengtsson

We collided at the speed of light
And we stood, amazed.
This was such an unexpected meeting.
In the terms of logic it was hardly possible.

Maybe
We met in a bar at the different tables,
We passed indifferently on a street,
We sat silently next to each other on the subway.

Certainly
We exchanged a few controversial views
And revealed some secret thoughts and dreams.

The honest conversation is easier
With a person without a face



65

29. n|ü]∫‘·T&ç‘√ düe÷y˚X¯+
y˚TeTT ø±+‹y˚>∑+‘√ &Ûûø=≥Tº≈£îHêï+
n˝≤ ì\ã&ç ÄX¯Ãs¡́ b˛j·÷+
Ç~ nqTø√ì düe÷y˚X¯+
‘ê]ÿø£+>± kÕ<Ûä́ |ü&Éì~

ãVüQXÊ
u≤sY˝À y˚πs«s¡T fÒãT˝Ÿ‡ e<ä› ø£*dæ ñ+&Ée#·TÃ
M~Û̋ À ì]¢|üÔ+>± <ë{Ïb˛e#·TÃ
uÛÑ÷>∑s¡“¤ e÷s¡Z+˝À |üø£ÿ|üø£ÿH˚ ≈£Ls¡TÃì ñ+&Ée#·TÃ

K∫Ã‘·+>±
ø=ìï $_Ûqï yê<äq\qT $ì|æ+#·T≈£îì ñ+{≤eTT
ø=ìï Ä˝À#·q\qT, ø£\\qT ‘Ó*j·Tãs¡#·T≈£îì ñ+{≤eTT

ìC≤sTTr‘√ ≈£L&çq dü+uÛ≤wüD
eTTK+ Ò̋ì eTìwæ‘√ #ê˝≤ düT\uÛÑ+

` áyê u…+>¥≥dü‡Hé ø√dü+
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Beautiful Girl

She stopped on the street, looked around.
Slim and slender like a palm tree,
She almost reached the sky in her high heels.
She climbed high - above mediocrity .

Wind played with strands of her hair and short dress.
Delicate smile lit her face, gave her beauty
“Here is a woman from songs of King Solomon”
I thought with admiration and envy.

She attracted the eyes of many passers-by.
Her restless beauty stole the men’s thoughts.
I saw my reflection in a shop window,
And her picture in your eyes.



67

30. n+<äyÓTÆq u≤*ø£
ÄyÓT M~Û̋ À Ä– #·T≥÷ºsê #·÷dæ+~
düqï>± bı&ÉT>±Z bÕyéT #Ó≥Tº̋ ≤ ÄyÓT
ôV’≤V”≤˝Ÿ‡ y˚düT≈£îì Äø±XÊìï ‘ê≈£î‘·Tqï≥T¢+~
ÄyÓT eT<Ûä́ düú‘·qT <ë{Ï ô|’¬ø>∑dæ+~

>±* Ä≥˝≤&ÉT‘·Tqï~ ÄyÓT •s√C≤\‘√, ≈£îs¡#· <äTdüTÔ\‘√
düqï{Ï ∫s¡Tqe⁄« ÄyÓT e<äHêìøÏ XÀuÛÑì∫Ã+~
ªkı˝§e÷Hé Á|üuÛÑTe⁄ bÕ≥\˝Àì j·TTe‹ ÄyÓTµ
nqT≈£îHêïqT H˚qT ndü÷j·T, yÓT|üø√\T‘√

<ë]qb˛j˚Tyêfi¢̄ ø£fi¯ó¢ ÄyÓTy˚ù| Äø£]¸+|üã&çHêsTT
n\dü≥ ms¡T>∑ì ÄyÓT kÂ+<äs¡́ + eT>∑yêfī¢ Ä˝À#·q\ì ø=\¢>={Ïº+~
H˚qT cÕ|ü⁄ øÏ{Ïø°̋ À #·÷kÕqT Hê Á|ü‹_+u≤ìï
˙ ø£qT\˝À ÄyÓT ∫Á‘êìï...
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Strangers in the Bar

In the morning the night narrowed her tired eyes.
She hid the silver stars in her furled black wings.
Rosy-fingered Aurora painted stripes on the gray sky,
a chorus of awakened birds greeted the new day.

Dawn found them in the road side bar
- a fragile girl in her femininity, and an old man.
Life paused for a bit and it froze after the next drink.
A moment of spontaneity
removed the masks from their pale faces.

She cried of her sorrow in front of a stranger.
She spoke about her disappointments
and pain over the loss of love.
The tears washed her wounds,
they brought much needed relief.
The mascara flew black like a meandering river on her face.

He listened to the confessions of this young woman.
Venus brought down the curtains of her thoughts,
as she revealed her deeply hidden secrets
and unwanted memories.

He lit another cigarette and was wrapped up in the smoke.
Later he flicked the ash and noticed for the first time
the brightened landscape awakened by the bustling of life
- the rising sun placed its kisses even on the graves.
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31. u≤sY˝À n|ü]∫‘·T\T
ñ<äj·÷q ÄyÓT n*dæq ø£qT\qT düqïãs¡∫+~ sêÁ‹,
eT÷dæq q\¢{Ï ¬sø£ÿ\˝À ÄyÓT <ë∫ô|{Ïº+~ yÓ+&ç qø£åÁ‘ê\qT,
ã÷&ç<äs¡+>∑T Äø±X̄+ô|’ >∑T˝≤_ n+>∑T[\ ns√sê mÁs¡#ês¡\T ̂ dæ+~
y˚T\T≈£îqï |ü≈£åî\T q÷‘·q ~HêìøÏ kÕ«>∑‘·̂ ‘·+ >±q+ #˚kÕsTT.

kÕj·T+dü+<Ûä́  y˚fi¯ yêfi¢̄qT ø£qT>=qï~ <ë]|üø£ÿq ñqï u≤sY̋ À
düT≈£îe÷s¡ ø£q´ø£ ` z eè<äT∆&ÉT
ø±\+ ø±ùd|ü⁄ Ä–+~, ‘·s¡Tyê‘· >∑&É¶ø£{Ïº+~ eT<ÛäTùdeq˝À
z ñ~«>∑ïø£åD+ yê] eTTU≤\ MT~ e÷düTÿ\qT rdæy˚dæ+~

n|ü]∫‘·T&ç eTT+<äT ÄyÓT yÓfi¢̄uÀdæ+~ ‘·q <äT'U≤ìï,
‘·q ìsêX¯\qT, Áù|eT yÓ’|òü\´|ü⁄ u≤<ÛäqT ‘Ó*j·TC…|æŒ+~,
ø£̇ ïfi¯ó¢ ÄyÓT >±j·÷*ï ø£&ç>±sTT, ø±düÔ }s¡≥ <äøÏÿ+<ëyÓT≈£î.
ø£+{Ïø±≥Tø£ e+|ü⁄\ q~˝≤ ÄyÓT eTTK+ô|’ Á|üeVæ≤+∫+~.

n‘·&ÉT ÄyÓT yê+>∑÷à˝≤ìï $Hêï&ÉT
ÄyÓT Ä˝À#·q\ô|’ Mqdt <˚e‘· ‘Ós¡\qT ø£|æŒ+~
ÄyÓT #·÷|æ+∫+~ ‘·q ì>∑÷&ÛÉ s¡Vü≤kÕ´\qT
e<ä›qT≈£îqï C≤„|üø±\qT.

n‘·&ÉT eTs√ dæ>∑¬s≥Tº yÓ*–+#ê&ÉT, bı>∑ n\TeTT≈£îqï~ n‘·&ç #·T≥÷ºsê
ã÷&ç<äqT <äT*|æ, #·T≥÷º |ü]øÏ+#ê&ÉT
n+‘·{≤ Je+ ‘=DÏøÏdü̋ ≤&ÉT‘·Tqï~
ñ<äsTT+∫q dü÷s¡T´&ÉT yÓ\sTTdüTÔHêï&ÉT ‘·q eTT<äT›\qT n+‘·{≤,

∫es¡≈£î düe÷<ÛäT\ô|’ ≈£L&Ü...
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The Internet Romance

He awakened hope inside her,
and she believed in a lucky lot.
Once again, she felt beautiful,
desirable - the contemporary Queen of Sheba.
For her,
the flowers bloomed in the Hanging Gardens of Babylon,
Roses diffused their intoxicating perfume,
and the nightingales sang at night.

The stars foretold happiness,
the moon plated her dreams with silver.
In the mornings she would find a cup of coffee
in the online chat,
And a magnificent bouquet of flowers
with an attached love letter.
Magic carpets fell at her feet, and silks enveloped her.

He left without a word,
melted into the ether like every mirage.
She awoke when he sent a bill for the time they spent
together.
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32. n+‘·sê®\ Áù|eT
n‘·&ÉT πs|æHê&ÉT ÄX¯\T ÄyÓT˝À
ÄyÓT qeTTà≈£îqï~ ‘·q n<äècÕºìï
eTs¡\ ‘êqT n+<ä>∑‘ÓÔqì,
sêDÏ ùwu≤˝≤ sêDÏkÕÔqì nqT≈£îqï~
ÄyÓT ø=s¡≈£î
u≤_˝ÀHé y˚̋ ≤&˚ ‘√≥˝À¢ |üP\T |üP#êsTT
>∑T˝≤;\T ‘·eT eT‘ÓÔÌq |ü]eTfi≤*ï |ü+bÕsTT
sêÁ‹y˚fi¯\ HÓ’{Ï+π>˝Ÿ |ü≈£åî\T >±q+ #˚kÕsTT

qø£åÁ‘ê\T Äq+<ëìï CÀdǘ + |ü*ø±sTT
#·+Á<äT&ÉT ÄyÓT dü«bÕï\qT yÓ+&ç <ësê\‘√ H˚dæHê&ÉT
ñ<äj·÷q ÄHé̋ …’Hé dü+uÛ≤wüD˝À
ÄyÓTø√ ø£|ü ø±|ò” ø±qe#˚Ã~,
n<äT“¤‘·yÓTÆq |ü⁄wüŒ>∑T#·Ã¤eT÷
<ëì‘√bÕ≥T z Áù|eT Ò̋K
ÄyÓT bÕ<ë\ e<ä› eT+Á‘·‹yê∫, dæ\Tÿ eÁkÕÔ\T ÄyÓT <̊Vü‰ìï ø£ù|Œ$

ˇø£ÿe÷≥ #Ó|üŒ≈£î+&Ü yÓ[¢b˛j·÷&É‘·&ÉT
eTØ∫ø£̋ ≤ e÷j·TyÓTÆHê&ÉT
ÄyÓT y˚T˝§ÿqï~ Ç<ä›s¡÷ ø£*dæ >∑&ç|æq ø±˝≤ìøÏ
n‘·&ÉT _\T¢ |ü+|æq|ü⁄&ÉT...
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Wasted Moments

there were no words in the marriage vow
about curses
suffering
and humiliation

a lack of good feelings
slew her faith in the man
powerlessness and fear
poisoned the following years

the hopes were broken
like a tree during strong storm
the crippled trunk and twisted branches
without leaves remained

they forgot what tolerance
and the miracle of love mean
their days were empty
and nights were gloomy
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33. eè<Ûë ø£åD≤\T
ô|[¢Hê{Ï Á|üe÷D≤\˝À á |ü<ë\T Ò̋e⁄
‹≥¢ >∑T]+∫,
u≤<Ûä >∑T]+∫,
nee÷Hê\ >∑T]+∫—

eT+∫ uÛ≤yê\T Ò̋ø£b˛e&ÉeTH˚~
ÄyÓT≈£î eTìwæô|’ ñqï qeTàø±ìï q]πødæ+~
ìdü‡‘·TÔe, uÛÑj·T+
‘·s¡Tyê‘· dü+e‘·‡sê\qT $wüeTj·T+ #˚kÕsTT.

ÄX¯\T Á‘·T+∫y˚j·Tã&çHêsTT
rÁe ‘·TbòÕqT ‘êøÏ&çøÏ H˚\eT≥ºyÓTÆq #Ó≥Tº˝≤
e+|ü⁄‹]–q yÓTT<ä\T, yÓT*‹]–q ø=eTà\T
Ä≈£î\T Ò̋≈£î+&Ü yÓ÷&ÉT˝≤

düVü≤qeT+fÒ @$T{À eTs¡∫b˛j·÷s¡T yêfi¯ó¢
Áù|eT nH˚ n<äT“¤‘êìï ≈£L&Ü
yêfi¢̄s√E˝À¢ X¯Sq´+ ì+|üã&ç+~
sêÁ‘·T\T Nø£{Ï̋ À >∑&É∫b˛j·÷sTT.
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Child’s Drawing

Days separated them, nights did not unite.
They did not notice the moment,
When words passed away.

The wedding rings, lighter than fluff, flew far away.
Metal deprived of love has the value of scrap.
It crumbles when tense emotions reach the bottom .

They forgot that nature cares only for procreation
And happy marriage is out of its reach.
The Mantra of everyday life stifled their passion .
It burned down the last sparkles in their eyes
And the desire to be together .

The patchwork child draws everything twice .
Two suns shine in its picture
And sewn up parents stand by two houses.
A lonely figure stands on a narrow path
Linking those two worlds.
A heart must break to divide into two.
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34. |üdæ‘·q|ü⁄ u§eTà\T
|ü>∑fi¯ó¢ $&ÉBkÕsTT, sêÁ‘·Tfi¯ó¢ ø£\|ü̋ Ò<äT
yêfi¯ó¢ >∑eTì+#·̋ Ò<äT
e÷≥\T yÓ[¢b˛sTTq ø£åD≤ìï

<ä÷~ø£qï ‘˚*¬ø’q ô|+&ç¢ ñ+>∑sê\T m–]b˛j·÷sTT <ä÷s¡+>±
Áù|eT ˝À|æ+∫q ˝ÀVü≤+ bı+<äT‘·T+~ ‘·T≈£îÿ $\TeqT.
>±&ÛÉ ñ<˚«>±\T n&ÉT>∑T≈£î #˚]q|ü⁄&ÉT n~ eTTø£ÿ\e⁄‘·T+~

Á|üø£è‹ |ü⁄qs¡T‘·Œ‹Ô e÷Á‘·y˚T ø√s¡T≈£î+≥T+<äì eTs¡∫b˛j·÷s¡T yêfi¯ó¢¢
dü+‘√wüø£s¡yÓTÆq $yêVü≤+ <ëìø£+<äTu≤≥T˝À Ò̋<äT
Áù|eT ñ<˚«>±ìï <Ó’q+~q J$‘· eT+Á‘ê\T yÓTT<äT›ãs¡#êsTT
yêfi¢̄ ø£fi¢̄̋ Àì ÄK] yÓTs¡T|ü⁄\T ø±*b˛j·÷sTT,

ø£*dæ ã‘·T≈£î<ëeTqï ÄX¯‘√ düVü‰!

|üdæ|æ\¢\T ^ùd u§eTà˝À¢ n˙ï ¬s+&ÉT ¬s+&ÉT ñ+{≤sTT
Ç<ä›s¡T dü÷s¡T´fi¯ó¢ Á|üø±•düTÔ+{≤s¡T
‘·*¢<ä+Á&ÉT\ |üø£ÿq ¬s+&çfi¯ó¢
Çs¡T≈£î M~Û̋ À ˇ+≥]>± ˇø£ s¡÷|ü+
Ä ¬s+&ÉT Á|ü|ü+#ê*ï ø£\T|ü⁄‘·T+≥T+~
¬s+&ÉT>± $&çb˛yê\+fÒ Vü≤è<äj·T+ |ü>∑̋ ≤*.
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The Immigrant

I wander through the streets of European cities
in search of a better tomorrow

I learn new languages, customs
I want to merge into the colorful crowd

in the world of people, I learn the art of survival
in the world of animals, I would be a chameleon

in the depth of my eyes,
I shall retain the azure of the Polish sky
the green of the woods and the eternal longing
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35. e\düJ$
j·T÷s¡|t |ü≥ºD M<ÛäT˝À¢ dü+#·]+#êqT
X¯óuÛÑÁ|ü<äyÓTÆq πs|ü{Ï s√E¬ø’ nH˚«wædü÷Ồ

ø=‘·Ô uÛ≤wü\T, Ä#êsê\T H˚s¡TÃ≈£îHêïqT
s¡+>∑T\ >∑T+|ü⁄˝À ø£*dæb˛yê\qT≈£îHêïqT

»qT\ Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À H˚s¡TÃ≈£îHêïqT Jeqø£fi¯,
»+‘·T Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À e÷s¡‘êqT }düs¡yÓ*¢>±

Hê ø£qT\ ˝À‘·T˝À¢
b˛*wt Äø±X¯|ü⁄ ˙*s¡+>∑T ìeTT&ÉTÃ≈£îHêïqT
n&Ée⁄\ Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã<äHêìï, XÊX¯«‘· $s¡Vü‰˙ï`
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The Next Chance

Carmine roses bloom in the midst of winter,
Drowsy violets peak from under leaves
And daisies stand white in the grass.
The sun heats the earth
And brightens short days with a warm glow.

I notice tenderly embraced lovers in a park.
Gracious fate gives them one more chance
For an unexpected meeting.
Eyes, surrounded by rays of wrinkles, laugh.
Wind ruffles hair, tosses delicate
Silver threads of gossamer.

And so, unannounced, tardy love arrived
They have the choice of a new path,
Maybe a last chance for happiness.
Life took away their naive faith
And burned away old feelings.
It left them some dreams
And much hope for a better tomorrow

They are lost in thoughts
Doubts and fears spring up
From the shadows like ghouls
The head says: no....it’s not worth it....think it over.
The heart says-yes...go forwards...fall in love..

Nature has stopped the hands of the clock.
Red hearts bloom.



79

36. ‘·s¡Tyê‘· neø±X¯+
o‘êø±\+ eT<Ûä´˝À |üPkÕÔsTT ø±¬s’àHé >∑T˝≤;\T
Ä≈£î\ #ê≥TqT+∫ #·÷düTÔ+{≤sTT eT>∑‘·ìÁ<ä̋ À ejÓTT …̋≥T¢
#˚eT+‘·T\T ‘Ó\¢>± |ü#·Ã>∑&ç¶˝À ‘·\ …̋‘·TÔ‘êsTT
dü÷s¡T´&ÉT H˚\qT y˚&ÓøÏÿkÕÔ&ÉT
yÓ#·Ã{Ï yÓ\T>∑T‘√ ÁVü≤dü«~Hê\qT Á|üø±•+|üCÒkÕÔ&ÉT.

bÕs¡Tÿ˝À >±&ÛÉ+>± øö>∑*+#·T≈£îqï Áù|$T≈£î\ »+≥qT #·÷kÕqT H˚qT
<äj·T>∑\ $~Û yê]øÏ eTs=ø£ÿ neø±X¯+ Ç∫Ã+~
nqTø√ì düe÷y˚XÊìøÏ.
ø£fi¯ó¢, ‘·eT#·T≥÷º eTT&É‘·\‘√, $s¡>∑ã&ç qyê«sTT
>±* •s√C≤\qT <äT$«+~,
ã÷s¡T>∑ <ä÷~|æ+»\ yÓ+&ç <ësê*ï m>∑πsdæ+~.

#ÓbÕŒô|≥º≈£î+&ÜH˚ ã<ä›ø£+>± Áù|eT e∫Ã+~
yê]øÏ ø=‘·Ô<ë] ø£ì|æ+∫+~
ãVüQXÊ dü+‘√cÕìøÏ ÄK] neø±X¯+ ø±e#·TÃ
J$‘·+ yê] qT+∫ qeTàø±ìï ‘=\–+∫+~
bÕ‘· ñ<˚«>±*ï ø±*Ãy˚dæ+~
yê]øÏ ø=ìï ø£\*ï $T–*Ã+~,
X¯óuÛÑÁ|ü<äyÓTÆq πs|ü{Ï ø=s¡≈£î m+‘√ ÄX¯qT.

yêfi¯ó¢ eTTì>±s¡T BsêÈ̋ À#·q˝À
dü+X¯j·÷\T, uÛÑj·÷\T ‘·\ …̋‘êÔsTT
<äj·÷´˝≤¢ ˙&É\ qT+∫
‘·\ n+≥T+~... e<äT›... n+‘· ns¡Ω‘· Ò̋<äT... Ä˝À∫+#·T!
Vü≤è<äj·T+ n+≥T+~... ne⁄qT... yÓfi¯ó¢... Áù|eT˝À |ü&ÉT!

ø±\+ Ä|æ+~ >∑&çj·÷s¡|ü⁄ eTTfi¢̄qT
$ø£dæ+#êsTT mÁs¡{Ï Vü≤è<äj·÷\T sê>∑s¡+õ‘·yÓTÆ!



80

City of My Childhood

For Donald Odom Jr

Far in the North, where the dark-eyed Neva River
spills its cold waters, and a June day has no end,
the city of my childhood sprang up on the marsh.

In a dream-like longing, I return to the granite boulevards,
I marvel at the white-and-green facades of the palaces,
and the golden domes of the churches,
glistening against the cool sky.

I hear clatter of horses’ hooves, and see a bronze horseman,
traversing each night the broad prospects, and vast plazas.
With one leap, overcoming the chasm under the drawbridge.

I pass by elegant, French-style houses and gardens.
The riches of the age of the tsars added to their brilliance,
their proud beauty.
The old capital of the empire never surrendered,
never knelt down.

I believe that I will return here once more,
when fate reveals a magnanimous face.
I shall see the Maple, planted with a childish hand,
reach the clouds.
I shall timidly peer into the windows of the house
on Toreza Street.
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37. Hê ∫qï|üŒ{Ï q>∑s¡+
düT<ä÷s¡+>± ñ‘·Ôsêq, q\¢ø£fi¢̄ H˚yê q~
o‘·\ »˝≤*ï $s¡õy˚Tà #√≥Tq, Bs¡È|ü⁄ pHé ~Hê˝À¢
∫qï|üŒ{Ï Hê q>∑s¡+ ∫‘·Ô&ç H˚\˝À¢+∫ ∫e⁄«q Ò̋∫+~

dü«|üï $s¡Vü‰edüú, Ä düT$XÊ\ Á>±HÓ’{Ÿ M<ÛäT\T
sê#·uÛÑeHê\ ‘Ó\T|ü⁄ Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã eTTK uÛ≤>±\T
#·]Ã <˚yê\j·÷\ô|’ dü«s¡í >√|ü⁄sê\T
#·ø£ÿ{Ï Äø±X¯+˝À yÓTs¡Tdü÷Ô...

>∑TÁs¡|ü⁄ –≥º\ #·|üfi¯ó¢, ø£+#·T ˝ÀVü≤ì]à‘· n•«≈£î&ÉT
C≤sY sêE\ Hê{Ï yÓ’uÛÀ>±\T, dü+|ü<ä\T, kıã>∑T\T
bÕ‘· sê»<Ûëì me]ø° ‘·\e+#·̋ Ò<äT, yÓ÷ø£]\¢ Ò̋<äT.

H˚qT eTs¡\ nø£ÿ&É≈£î yÓfi≤Ôqì qeTTà‘·THêïqT
$~Û n+‘·T Ò̋ì <äj·÷e<äq+‘√ n\sês¡T‘·Tqï|ü⁄&ÉT
H˚qT #·÷düTÔHêïqT, ∫Hêï] #˚‘·T\‘√ Hê{Ïq y˚T|ü⁄˝Ÿ yÓTTø£ÿ
ô|<ä› #Ó≥Tº>± eTãT“*ï ‘ê≈£î‘·÷+&É&É+,
{§¬sC≤ M~Û̋ Àì Ç+{Ï øÏ+{Ïø°̋ À+∫ uÒ\>± ‘=+–#·÷düTÔHêïqT.

`&=Hê˝Ÿ¶ ˇ&ÉyéT pìj·TsY ø√dü+
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Familial Reunions

For Beth Levin

we arrive in our childhood home
my sisters-nomadic Swallows
return each year to the familial nest
they pay no heed to the difficulties of a far journey

we reminisce
until the hour of lilac clouds
swathed in the green cool of the Linden tree
and honeyed scent of flowers

the wind strumming the branches
and the curious sun
peeking through the canopy of the enormous tree
listen to the conversations

we know that we must part in the fall
I will find shelter in a distant city
black-and-white birds will go south
they will slash another azure sky

several months will pass
the sun will draw trails in the sky
it will offer strength to spreading wings
it will send an invitation to return

we will meet again
we will survive successive troubles
strengthened by the energy of the place
in which everything begun
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38. ≈£î≥T+ã ø£\sTTø£\T
y˚T+ e÷ ∫qï|üŒ{Ï Ç+{ÏøÏ e#êÃeTT
e÷ k˛<äØ düe÷qT\T` dü+#ês¡ kÕ«˝À |ü≈£åî\T
Á|ü‹ @&Ü~ >∑÷{ÏøÏ #˚s¡T≈£î+{≤sTT
düT<ä÷s¡ Á|üj·÷D+ >∑T]+∫ ∫+‘·|ü&Ée$.

y˚T+ ‘·\|ü⁄\˝À eTTì–b˛‘ê+
eTãT“\T }<ës¡+>∑T˝ÀøÏ e÷πs |òüT&çj·T es¡≈£L
*+&ÓHé eèø£å|ü⁄ Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã #·\¢<äq+˝À ‘·&ÉTdü÷Ô
|üP\ ‘˚HÓ\÷s¡T |ü]eTfi≤\˝À eTTqT>∑T‘·÷

>±* ø=eTà\‘√ u≤C≤\T yÓ÷–düTÔqï~
dü÷s¡T´&ÉT ÄdüøÏÔ‘√ #Ó≥¢ |ü+~]˝À+∫ ‘=+– #·÷düTÔHêï&ÉT
yê{Ï dü+uÛ≤wüD $H˚+<äT≈£î

e÷≈£î ‘Ó\TdüT Ä≈£îsê\T ø±\+˝À $&çb˛ø£ ‘·|üŒ<äì
düT<ä÷s¡ |ü≥ºD+˝À Hê≈£î ÄÁX¯j·T+ <=s¡T≈£î‘·T+~
q\T|ü⁄`‘Ó\T|ü⁄ |ü≈£åî\T <äøÏåD≤ìøÏ yÓfi≤ÔsTT
eTs√ ˙˝≤ø±XÊìï ø£‹Ô]+∫ $uÛÑõkÕÔsTT

nH˚ø£ e÷kÕ\T >∑&ç#êø£
Äø±X¯+˝À dü÷s¡T´&ÉT <ës¡T\T ^kÕÔ&ÉT
n$ $bÕŒπs ¬sø£ÿ\≈£î X¯øÏÔìkÕÔsTT
eTs¡\ s¡eTàì ÄVü‰«Hê\T |ü+|ü⁄‘êsTT

eTq+ ø£\TkÕÔeTT eTs¡\
es¡Tdü ø£cÕº\qT n~Û>∑$TkÕÔeTT
Á|ü‹B ÁbÕs¡+uÛÑeTj˚T´ #√≥T qT+∫
yÓ\Te&˚ X¯øÏÔ‘√ ã\|ü&É‘ê+...

` u…‘Y …̋$Hé ø√dü+
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The House of My Childhood

In my house strangers live.
They erase the traces of the former owners.
They settle down and they believe
that they will stay forever.
They want to become part of the landscape.

I see the changes.
The view from the window passed.
After a spreading lime tree only a dry stump remained
like a decayed scar.
Bee choirs in the yellow brilliance of flowers trailed off.
The wind dispersed the scent of the May lilacs.
The white phlox disappeared from the garden.

The walls are bare, the bricks blush.
The grapevine does not peep through the windows.
It won’t offer its sweet berries full of syrupy juice
on the green leaves.
In different colours the walls blossom,
a new door has been fixed,
Only the time locked in the oak floor creaks the same.
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39. Hê ∫qï|üŒ{Ï Ç\T¢
Hê Ç+{Ï̋ À n|ü]∫‘·T\THêïs¡T
yêfi¯ó¢ bÕ‘· j·T»e÷qT\ >∑Ts¡TÔ\ neX‚cÕ*ï #Ó]|æy˚kÕÔs¡T
nø£ÿ&É dæús¡|ü&ç XÊX¯«‘·+>± ñ+{≤eTqT≈£î+{≤s¡T
Ä <äèX¯́ +˝À uÛ≤>∑eTe⁄‘êeTì ‘·\b˛kÕÔs¡T.

H˚qT #·÷düTÔHêïqT e÷s¡TŒ\qT
øÏ{Ïø°̋ À+∫ <äèX¯́ + e÷]+~
ìeTà#Ó≥Tº ñ+&Ü*‡q #√≥ m+&çq yÓ÷&ÉT bÕ‘· eT#·Ã˝≤
|üdüT|ü⁄|ü#·Ãì |üP\ eT<Ûä́  ‘˚H˚{°>∑\ yê<ä́ >√wæ̃ $qã&É&É+ Ò̋<äT
y˚T e÷dü|ü⁄ *˝≤ø˘ |üP\ |ü]eTfi≤\qT >±* m>∑πsdüT≈£îb˛sTT+~
‘√≥˝À+∫ ‘Ó\¢{Ï bòÕ¢ø˘‡ yÓTTø£ÿ n<äèX¯́ eTsTT´+~.

yÓTT+&ç >√&É\T, Ç≥Tø£\T mÁs¡>±
øÏ{Ïø°̋ À+∫ Á<ëø£år¬> ‘=+–#·÷&É&É+ Ò̋<äT
Vü≤]‘· |üÁ‘ê\ô|’ ‘·eT ‹j·T´ì Á<ëø£å|üfi¢̄q+~+#·&É+ Ò̋<äT.
s¡ø£s¡ø±\ s¡+>∑T\˝À >√&É\T, ø=‘·Ô ‘·\T|ü⁄
zø˘ #Óø£ÿ\ H˚\˝À ‘êfi¯+ y˚j·Tã&çq ø±\+
yÓqø£{Ï̋ ≤π> øÏÁs¡TeT+≥Tqï~.
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Home

For Bozena Helena Mazur- Nowak

a nest woven of concrete and steel
a bit of glass and wood inside
meant to last for ages
falls into pieces immediately
when the man passes away
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40. Ç\T¢
ø±+Áø°≥T, d”º\T‘√ n*¢q >∑÷&ÉT
ø=+#Ó+ >±¢düT, ø=+#Ó+ #Óø£ÿ
∫s¡ø±\+ ì\yê\ì...
eTTø£ÿ\T eTTø£ÿ\T>± ≈£L*b˛‘·T+~
n‘·&ÉT ìÁwüÿ$T+∫q yÓ+≥H˚...

` u§C…Hê ôV≤ …̋Hê eTEsỲ H=yêø˘ ø√dü+
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Death of a Home

At the edge of a village,
abandoned wooden cottage grows into the earth,
bowed with the burden of cares,
like a little old woman.

Curious rain peeks in through the hole in the roof.
It waters the slender birches planted
by wind inside the room.

In the windows,
remnants of curtains compete
with thick threads of spider webs.
The moon and the sun
take turns looking at their reflections
in the broken window panes.

Feral raspberries entwine the walls
with a thicket of green arms.
Tall Hollyhocks blush red among rust grasses.

Single pickets outline the grounds of the old garden.
Lush weeds overrule the fertile soil.
Each year, the rotten apple tree bears bitter tasting fruit,
enormous walnut spreads great fingers full of shade.

A once-modest Linden sapling
transformed into an enormous tree
and golden bees quietly humming a song of sweet flowers.

Industrious black ants slowly give the home back to nature.
They carry it piece-by-piece, straight to heaven.
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41. >∑èVü≤ eTs¡D+
}] n+#·T <ä>∑Zs¡
•~Û\ >∑èVü≤yÓTTø£{Ï ô|s¡T>∑T‘·Tqï~ uÛÑ÷$T˝ÀøÏ
<Ó’q+~q $wüj·TuÛ≤s¡+‘√ e+– ñqï~
z eè<äT∆sê*˝≤

ô|’ø£|ü qT+∫ es¡̧+ ‘=+–#·÷düTÔ+~
>±* bÕ‹q _sYÃ yÓTTø£ÿ\≈£î
>∑~˝À ˙s¡T b˛düTÔqï~

øÏ{Ïø°\≈£î
y˚̋ ≤&ÉT‘·Tqï ∫s¡T>∑T ø£¬sºqT¢
kÕ …̋>∑÷fi¢̄ <ësê\‘√ b˛{° |ü&ÉT‘·Tqï$
dü÷s¡T´&ÉT, #·+Á<äT&ÉT
e+‘·T\yêØ ‘·eT Á|ü‹_+u≤\qT
|ü–*q øÏ{Ïø° n<ë›\˝À Á|ü‹|òü*düTÔHêïs¡T

n&É$ sêdtŒu…Á] r¬>\T n\TeTT≈£îHêïsTT >√&É\≈£î
‘·eT <ä≥ºyÓTÆq Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã{Ï #˚‘·T˝ÀÔ
m+&ÉT>∑&ç¶̋ À bı&ÉT>±{Ï Vü‰©Vü‰ø˘\T mÁs¡>± ø£+~b˛‘·THêïsTT

‘√≥#·T≥÷º ˇø£|üŒ{Ï ø£+#Ó >∑Ts¡TÔ\T ø±qedüTÔHêïsTT
|æ∫ÃyÓTTø£ÿ\T @|ü⁄>± ô|]>±sTT kÕs¡e+‘·yÓTÆq H˚\˝À˝≤
Á|ü‹ dü+e‘·‡s¡+ m+&çq @|æ̋ Ÿ #Ó≥Tº ÇdüTÔqï~ #˚<äT|òü̋ ≤\qT
yê˝Ÿq{Ÿ #Ó≥Tº $kÕÔs¡+>± ô|]– ÇdüTÔqï~ ˙&ÉqT.

ˇø£|üŒ{Ï ∫qï *+&ÓHé yÓTTø£ÿ eTVü‰eèø£åyÓTÆ+~|ü&ÉT
dü«s¡í ‘·TyÓTà<ä\T bÕ&ÉT‘·THêïsTT düTeT<ÛäTs¡ düTeT^‘êìï

q\¢ NeT\T ÁX¯$Tdü÷Ô Ç+{Ïì Á|üø£è‹˝ÀøÏ ÇdüTÔHêïsTT
X¯ø£\+ ‘·s¡Tyê‘· X¯ø£̋ ≤ìï dü«sêZìøÏ düsêdü] rdüT≈£îb˛‘·THêïsTT
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Barefoot on the Stubble

For Lean van Heerden

I walk barefoot on the stubble.
I turn back time.
Again, I’m a girl with blond braids.
I weave camomiles and cornflowers into my hair.
I know how to place my feet,
so as not hurt them with the sharp thorns .

I walked far.
My heels pierced the ground, the doubts of my mind.
I lost my trust of a child, and my confidence of being.
I do not know what happened to
My faith in humanity and my good fortune.

I return from memories.
I look for relief in the song of larks.
Can I find the forgotten dreams?
Regain a slice of the lost paradise?
Somewhere, in the stubble lies the old “I”.
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42. <äTãT“\ô|’ q>∑ïbÕ<ë\ q&Éø£
q>∑ïbÕ<ë\‘√ q&ÉTdüTÔHêïqT <äTãT“\ô|’
ø±˝≤ìï eT[¢düTÔHêïqT yÓqøÏÿ
eTs¡\ H˚qT, mÁs¡{Ï »&É\Tqï u≤*ø£qT
#˚eT+‘·T\T, eTø£ÿ|üP\qT ‘·\˝À eTT&ÉT#·T≈£î+{≤qT
eTTfi¯ó¢ >∑T#·TÃø√≈£î+&Ü q&Ée&É+ Hê≈£î #ê‘·qe⁄qT.

#ê˝≤<ä÷s¡+ q&ç#êqT
eTqdüT˝À dü+<˚Vü‰˝≤¢, ø±fi¯ó¢ H˚\˝À ≈£Ls¡T≈£î+≥THêïsTT
∫qï|æ\¢\≈£î+&˚ qeTàø£+, eTìwæqqï $XÊ«dü+ eTè>∑́ eTj·÷´sTT
e÷qe‘·«+ MT<ä, n<äèwüº+ MT<ä qeTàø£+
m≥Tb˛j·÷jÓ÷, @eTj·÷´jÓ÷ ‘Ó*j·T<äT.

C≤„|üø±\ qT+∫ ‹]– edüTÔHêïqT H˚qT
˝≤sYÿ |ü≈£åî\ bÕ≥˝À kÕ+‘·«q bı+<ë\qT≈£îHêïqT
eTs¡∫b˛sTTq dü«bÕï\qT bı+<ä>∑\Hê?
#˚C≤]q dü«sêZìï n+<äTø√>∑\Hê?
mø£ÿ&√, á <äTãT“˝À¢, <ë– ñqï~ ªH˚qTµ nH˚~?

` *j·÷Hé yêHé V”≤sY&ÓHé
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The Move

For Wlodzimierz Holsztynski

I am leaving home.
The window glass still remembers the touch of my fingers.
The ashen walls draw the outlines of paintings and furniture
The memories of happy moments come out of the corners
And like faithful dogs fawn at my hands.
The floor squeaks familiar under my feet
The doors open slightly and lead to the exit.

The remaining lights are put out, something ends.
I did not keep my word
We will not be together until death
I left too early.
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43. ìÁwüÿeTD
H˚qT yÓ[¢b˛‘·THêïqT Ç\T¢ e~*
Hê y˚fi¢̄ düŒs¡Ù Ç+ø± øÏ{Ïø° n<ë›\≈£î >∑Ts¡TÔqï~.
ã÷&ç<äs¡+>∑T >√&É\ô|’ ô|sTT+{Ï+>¥, edüTÔ kÕe÷Á–

s¡÷|ü⁄πsK\T ø±qedüTÔHêïsTT.
n$ $XÊ«düeTTqï ≈£îø£ÿ˝≤¢ Hê #˚‘·T\qT düŒè•düTÔqï$
Hê bÕ<ë\ øÏ+<ä H˚\ ø°#·TeT+≥Tqï~ m|üŒ{Ï̋ ≤H˚
‘·\T|ü⁄\T ø=~›>± ‘Ós¡T#·T≈£îì ãj·T≥≈£î <ë]ì #·÷|ædüTÔqï$

$T–*q BbÕ\T Ä]Œy˚j·Tã&çHêsTT, @<√ eTT–+|ü⁄
H˚qT Hêe÷≥ ì\u…≥Tºø√ Ò̋<äT
eTè‘·T´e⁄ e#˚Ã+‘· es¡≈£î eTq+ ø£*dæ ñ+&É̋ ÒeTT
H˚qT #ê˝≤eTT+<äT>± ìÁwüÿ$T+#êqT.

` y=¢&ç®$Tj·TsY® Vü≤=˝Ÿ‡»{Ï+d”ÿ ø√dü+
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Holiday Picture

Pixels like the grains of sand petrified, they stopped time.
You wave your hand and try to smile to the lens,
but we both know that you will never be older.

Wild wind let the thoughts soar to the sky,
they touched the bloody sunset over the sea.
The foamed waves blurred the traces of bare feet with fury.

How strange, I do not remember much of those moments.
I jumped deliberately into oblivion as into the abyss.
Death by forgetfulness allows me to continue living.

The sorrow for the past is hidden in the album
of unfashionable black and white photos.
The memory of happiness is imprisoned in the frame.
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44. ôd\e⁄ ~q|ü⁄ ∫Á‘·eTT
m+&çq ÇdüTø£ πsDTe⁄˝≤¢ |æ¬ø‡˝Ÿ‡ ø±˝≤ìï ÄbÕsTT
˙e⁄ #˚‹ì ø£<äT|ü⁄‘·÷ …̋Hé‡y˚|ü⁄ qe«uÀj·÷e⁄
ø±ì, eTì<ä›s¡≈£L ‘Ó\TdüT ˙yÓ|üŒ{Ïø° eè<äT∆&ç$ ø±eì

$düTs¡T>±* Ä˝À#·q*ï ì+–y˚|ü⁄ m>∑πsdüT≈£îb˛sTT+~
n$ düeTTÁ<ä+ô|’q s¡ø£Ôes¡í|ü⁄ dü÷sê´düÔeTj·÷ìï düŒè•+#êsTT
q>∑ï bÕ<äeTTÁ<ä\qT qTs¡T>∑T n\\T ø√|ü+‘√ ‘·T&ç#˚kÕsTT

m+‘· $&É÷¶s¡+, á ø£åD≤\T #ê˝≤ Hê≈£î >∑Ts¡TÔ≈£î sêe⁄
n>±<Ûä+˝ÀøÏ <ä÷øÏq≥T¢ eTs¡|ü⁄˝ÀøÏ <ä÷≈£î‘êqT
eTè‘·T´e⁄qT eTs¡∫b˛e&É+ e\¢ J$+#·>∑\T>∑T‘·THêïqT

Ä\“yéT˝À <ë>∑Tqï~ >∑‘·ø±\|ü⁄ <äT'K+
ÄHê{Ï q\T|ü⁄`‘Ó\T|ü⁄ bǫ̀ {À\˝À
Äq+<ä|ü⁄ C≤„|üø£+ bǫ̀ {ÀÁù|òeTT˝À ã+B #˚j·Tã&ç+~.
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Everything Is Possible

For Douglas Chrysler

In moment of sadness and doubts I return to the past.
I read the stories written on the yellowed pages of the diary,
and view the photographs from old family albums.

I no longer believe in the impossible.

I saw the fall of the giant and the mighty powers,
and how the thick darkness of history lit up.
The revolutionary uprisings brought some fresh air.

Nothing lasts forever.

Day always comes after night and Aurora knocks at
windows.
A rainbow hangs on the drops of rain after a violent storm .
Man falls, rises from his knees and goes further.

Life is like a photograph.

We emerge with difficulty from the dark negatives,
Every tear, suffering and a cry of despair straightens us.
Yesterdays pain will be just a memory in a few days.
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45. n˙ï kÕ<Ûä´y˚T
<äT'K+, dü+<˚Vü≤ ø£åD≤˝À¢ H˚qT eTs¡\T‘êqT >∑‘·+˝ÀøÏ
&Ó’Ø˝À |ü#·Ãã&ÉTÔqï ù|J˝À¢ì ø£<∏ä*ï #·<äTe⁄‘êqT
bÕ‘· Ä\“yéT˝Àì ≈£î≥T+ã düuÛÑT´\ bǫ̀ {À*ï #·÷kÕÔqT.

nkÕ<Ûä́ eTH˚ <ëìì qeTàì|ü⁄&ÉT

>=|üŒ>=|üŒ eTVü‰X¯≈£îÔ\ |ü‘·Hêìï #·÷kÕqT
∫ø£ÿ{Ï Nø£{Ï #·]Á‘·̋ À yÓ\T>∑Tq÷ #·÷kÕqT
$|ü¢e ‹s¡T>∑Tu≤≥T¢ ø±dæ+‘· ‘êC≤>±*ì ‘Ó#êÃsTT

@B m\¢ø±\+ ì\e<äT.

|ü>∑\T ‘·s¡Tyê‘· sêÁ‹ edüTÔ+~. ñ<äj·Tdü+<Ûä́  ns√sê øÏ{Ïø° ‘·\T|ü⁄\T ‘·&ÉT‘·T+~.
uÛÑj·T+ø£s¡yÓTÆq ‘·TbòÕqT ‘·s¡Tyê‘· Ç+Á<ä<ÛäqTdüT‡ ẙ˝≤&ÉT‘·T+~ es¡̧|ü⁄ ̇ {Ï#·Tø£ÿ\≈£î
|ü‘·q+ #Ó+~q eTìwæ, yÓ÷ø±fi¯¢ô|’ qT+∫ ˝Ò∫ eTT+<äT≈£î q&ÉTkÕÔ&ÉT

J$‘·+ ˇø£ bòı{§Á>±|òü⁄

eTq+ m+‘√ ø£wüº+ MT<ä ãj·T≥≈£î ekÕÔ+ Nø£{Ï e´‹πsø±edüú\ qT+∫
Á|ü‹ ø£̇ ï{Ï u§≥Tº, u≤<Ûä, ìsêXÊ |üP]‘·yÓTÆq πøø£ eTq*ï ì\u…&ÉTÔ+~
ìqï{Ï u≤<Ûä ø=~›s√E˝À ˇø£ C≤„|üø£+>± e÷s¡T‘·T+~.

` &É>±¢dt ÁøÏdü¢sY ø√dü+
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It Has to Be

As I shut the light in my pupils
I will be silent like a statue.
I will know the last mystery.
Cry,
But it has to be.

Let
All shoes leave
Dresses meet another smell of perfume.
Do not ask - why?
Understand,
It should be so.

I will go far away but I’ll be close.
I will return in dreams and memories,
In the words of poems and melodies,
In a drop of rain flowing down the cheek.

Enjoy,
That it may be so.
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46. Ç~ Ç˝≤
Hê ø£qTbÕ|ü\˝Àì yÓ\T>∑TqT Äs¡Œ>±H˚
ìX¯Ùã› $Á>∑Vü≤+˝≤ ì\ã&É‘êqT
Hê≈£î ÄK] s¡Vü≤dǘ + ‘Ó\TdüT`
@&ÉT|ü⁄...
ø±ì n~ n˝≤...

nìï ø±*CÀfi¯ó¢ yÓ[¢b˛˙,
<äTdüTÔ\T eTs√ düTyêdüqqT ø£\e˙,
m+<äT≈£î... nì n&É>∑≈£î...
ns¡ú+ #˚düTø√,
n<ä+‘˚.

<ä÷s¡+>± yÓ[¢b˛‘êqT ø±ì <ä>∑Zs¡>±H˚ ñ+{≤qT
ø£\\˝À, C≤„|üø±\˝À ‹]– ekÕÔqT
ø£$‘·\T, #·s¡D≤\˝À |ü<ë\T>±
#Ó+|ü\ yÓ+ã&ç C≤\Tyêπs yêq#·Tø£ÿ˝À

Äq+~+#·T
n<ä+‘˚H˚yÓ÷
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Prayers

Sometimes we pray for life, sometimes for death.
When the last ray of hope is gone,
Suffering teaches us humility towards evanescence.

In genes the cruel sentence is written
–   no right to appeal

There’s nothing eternal on Earth

Every day is a generous gift
Every day we see the miracle of birth and life
and learn the great mystery of passing.
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47. ÁbÕs¡úq\T
ø=ìïkÕs¡T¢ ã‘·T≈£î ø√dü+, ø=ìïkÕs¡T¢ eTè‘·T´e⁄ ø√dü+ ÁbÕ]úkÕÔ+
ÄK] ÄXÊøÏs¡D+ n<äèX¯́ + ø±>±H˚,
u≤<Ûä H˚s¡TŒ‘·T+~ nXÊX¯«‘·‘·«+ y˚|ü⁄ qÁeT‘·qT

»qT´e⁄\˝À Áyêdæ e⁄+~ ø£è≤s¡ yêø£´+
` ìy˚~+#·T≈£îH˚ Vü≤≈£îÿ Ò̋<äì`

á uÛÑ÷$Tô|’ @B ø±<äT XÊX¯«‘·+.

Á|ü‹s√p ˇø£ ãVüQeT‹
Á|ü‹s√p #·÷kÕÔ+ »qq eTs¡D n<äT“¤‘·+
H˚s¡TÃ≈£î+{≤+ ø±\|ü⁄ #·\q s¡Vü≤dü´+.
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Familiar Faces

I stroll through the streets of the town in the early evening.

A bailiff sits in a beer garden sipping a cold drink.
In his notebook he marks the addresses of people
with financial sins.
He creates a balance sheet,
calamities in one column, income in another.
Behind every number hides a family uncertain of tomorrow.
He saw brothers in the debtors, restrained his greed.

In the market square, in the entrance to a sleazy house,
a prostitute waits.
The bright red of the lipstick contrasts with her pale face.
Her eyes hide the pain of existence and her fear of the pimp.
Her demons live in narcotics and get drunk on cheap wine.
She dares to leave the darkness and cross to the sunny side.

On the stone steps of a church kneels a dirty beggar.
A crowd of passers-by hurries past her indifferently.
An elderly lady in an unfashionable outfit stops.
She fumbles in her purse a long time, drops money into a
box.
The clank of the falling coin sounds like a massive bell
“Thank you, widow, for your last penny .”

Old saints have new faces in our times.
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48. |ü]∫‘· e<äHê\T
kÕj·T+y˚fi¯\˝À H˚qT ‹s¡T>∑T‘·T+{≤qT |ü≥ºD M<ÛäT˝À¢

Hê´j·÷~Ûø±] ̌ ø£&ÉT ;s¡T‘√≥ e<ä› o‘·\ bÕ˙j·T+ #·|üŒ]düTÔ+{≤&ÉT
‘·q H√≥T |ü⁄düÔø£+˝À Ä]∆ø£ H̊s¡düTÔ\ ∫s¡THêe÷\T Áyêdü÷Ô ñ+{≤&ÉT
‘·q u≤´˝…qT‡w”{Ÿ˝À ø£cÕº\T ˇø£ es¡Tdü˝À,

Ä]∆ø£ ˝≤uÛ≤\T Ç+ø√ es¡Tdü˝À ÁyêdüTÔ+{≤&ÉT
Á|ü‹ dü+K´ yÓqTø£ πs|ü⁄ >∑&Ée&É+ m˝≤>√ ‘Ó*j·Tì ≈£î≥T+ã+ <ë– ñ+≥T+~
n|ü˝À¢ ñqï k˛<äs¡T\qT #·÷dæ, ‘·q n‘ê´X¯qT Ä|ü⁄≈£îHêï&ÉT.

dü+‘·̋ À, z $˝≤dü >∑èVü≤+ eTT+<äT ì\ã&ç ñqï<√ y˚X¯́
ÄyÓT ‘Ó\¢ì e<äq+ô|’ mÁs¡{Ï *|tdæºø˘ |üP‘· ø={§º∫Ãq≥T¢
ÄyÓT ø£fi¯ó¢ <ë∫ô|&ÉTÔHêïsTT ñìøÏ u≤<ÛäqT, ‘ês¡TŒ&ÉTø±&ç uÛÑj·÷ìï
ÄyÓTqT yÓ+{≤&˚ |æXÊ#·T\T e÷<äø£ Á<äyê´\T, #Íø£ kÕsê ùd$kÕÔsTT
Nø£{Ïì <ë{Ï yÓ\T>∑T˝ÀøÏ sêyê\qT≈£î+≥Tqï<ëyÓT

#·]Ã yÓT≥¢MT<ä nX¯óÁuÛÑ+>± ñqï _#·Ã>∑‘ÓÔ yÓ÷ø£]\T¢‘·Tqï~
<ëπs b˛j˚Tyêfi¯ó¢ ‘·«s¡‘·«s¡>± <ë{Ïb˛‘·THêïs¡T ì]¢|üÔ‘√
z eè<äT∆sê\T nø£ÿ&É Ä–+~
‘·q |üs¡T‡ ‘Ós¡∫ yÓ~øÏyÓ~øÏ z HêDÒìï y˚dæ+~
Ä HêD…+ yÓ÷–+~ #·]Ã >∑+≥˝≤
ªø£è‘·»„‘·\T, ne÷à, ˙$∫Ãq ÄK] ô|˙ïøÏµ`

bÕ‘· kÕ<ÛäTe⁄\T eTq ø±\+˝À ø=‘·Ô eTTU≤\‘√ edüTÔHêïs¡T.
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Footprints

For Wlodzimierz Kuperberg

There are many religions in the world, many rules.
It doesn’t matter to which God we pray.
In what language we speak the words.

We treat each man like a brother.
We need each other,
People are not lone islands upon an ocean.

In the moments when the sun disappears, and darkness falls,
When despair and sadness extinguish the will to live,
Someone will always extend a helping hand.

We are all heading towards eternity.
Like footprints, we leave along the way
Memory of good and bad deeds.

In this reality, we are but travelers.
Nothing is given to us forever.
We arrive naked and we leave naked.
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49. |ü<ä eTTÁ<ä\T
á Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À nH˚ø£ eT‘ê\T, nH˚ø£ ìã+<Ûäq\T
@ <˚e⁄&çì ÁbÕ]údüTÔHêïeH˚~ eTTK´+ ø±<äT
@ uÛ≤wü̋ À düTÔ‹düTÔHêïeH˚~ ≈£L&Ü...

eTq+ Á|ü‹ eTìwæì k˛<äs¡T&ç̋ ≤ uÛ≤$+#ê*,
ˇø£] ‘√&ÉT eTs=ø£]øÏ nedüs¡+ H˚&ÉT,
düeTTÁ<ä+˝À ˇ+≥] B«bÕ\T ø±<äT »q+.

dü÷sê´düÔeTj·T ø£åD≤\˝À Nø£{Ï edüTÔ+~
ìsêX¯, <äT'U≤\T J$‘˚#·Ã¤qT Ä]Œy˚kÕÔsTT
mes√ ˇø£s¡T Ä|üqï Vü≤kÕÔìï n+~kÕÔs¡T.

eTq n+<äs¡+ XÊX¯«‘·‘·«+ y˚|ü⁄ yÓfi¯óÔHêï+
|ü<ä eTTÁ<ä\qT <ë]ô|’ e~*b˛‘·THêï+
eT+∫, #Ó&ÉT |üqT\ C≤„|üø±\qT ≈£L&Ü.

á yêdüÔe+˝À eTq+ πøe\+ Á|üj·÷D°≈£î\+
@B eTq≈£î XÊX¯«‘·+>± Çe«ã&É̋ Ò<äT
q>∑ï+>± e∫Ã q>∑ï+>± ìÁwüÿ$TkÕÔ+.

` y=¢<é õ$T¬sCŸ ≈£î|üsYãsYZ ø√dü+
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Three Opinions

For Agnieszka Komoter and Piotr Kasjas

I hid a mouse in the pocket of my coat.
She gave me her complete trust,
And run up onto my hand.
I saw terror in the little black eyes.
I carried her out of the place of execution.

To the adults, it was a strange and reprehensible act.
To the animal, an act of heroism.
And to the child, a lesson in empathy.
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50. eT÷&ÉT n_ÛÁbÕj·÷\T
Hê ø√≥TCÒãT˝À m\Tø£qT <ë#êqT
n~ Hêô|’ ‘·q |üP]Ô qeTàø±ìï yÓ*ãT∫Ã+~
Hê #˚‹ô|’øÏ m>∑u≤øÏ+~
Ä ∫ìï q\¢ø£fi¢̄̋ À uÛÑj·÷ìï #·÷kÕqT
<ëìì eTè‘·T´yêøÏ{Ï qT+∫ ãj·T≥≈£î rdüT≈£îyÓfi≤¢qT.

#·÷dæq yêfi¯¢≈£î n~ $+‘Ó’q >∑]Ω+#·<ä–q |üì
m\Tø£≈£î e÷Á‘·+ n‹ BÛs√<ë‘·ÔHêj·Tø£ ø±s¡́ +
∫qï |æ\¢\≈£î kÕqTuÛÑ÷‹ì H˚πsŒ bÕsƒ¡+

` n–ïj·Tdt C≤ÿø=yÓTT‹sY, |æjÓTT‘·sY ø£dü®dt ø√dü+



108

My Angel

forgive the wounded feet
you walk with me through the wilderness
the thorns of sins tear at your robes

you protect against the mud
of evil words and mean deeds
you fight against perverse thoughts

thank you for faithful persistence
for showing me the way in darkness
and sometimes lending me your wings
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51. Hê <˚e<ä÷‘·
>±j·T|ü&çq bÕ<ë\qT ø£å$T+#·T
ns¡D´+˝À Hê‘√ q&ç#êe⁄
bÕbÕ\ eTTfi¯ó¢ ˙ <äTdüTÔ\qT ∫+|æy˚kÕsTT

ìqTï s¡øÏå+#·T≈£îHêïe⁄
#Ó&ÉT |ü<ë\T, <äTwüºø±sê´\ ãTs¡<ä qT+N,
˙e⁄ j·TT<ä∆+ #˚kÕe⁄ $|üØ‘·|ü⁄ Ä˝À#·q\≈£î e´‹πsø£+>±

Hê‘√ $XÊ«dü+>± nìïy˚fi¯̋ ≤ ñqï+<äT≈£î ø£è‘·»„‘·\T
Hê≈£î Nø£{Ï qT+∫ yÓ\T>∑T <ë] #·÷|æ+∫q+<äT≈£î
ˇø√ÿkÕ] ˙ ¬sø£ÿ\qT Hê≈£î Ç∫Ãq+<äT≈£L....
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Searching

I looked for you
in Romanesque churches,
gothic cathedrals.
I asked angels from baroque altars
about you.
I rose above clouds,
to be closer to heaven.
My way was marked by high chimney tops,
like milestones.

I found you.
You were near.
You hid yourself in yellow mullein,
in a snail wandering on grass.

You are with me although
you have chosen solitude.
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52. yÓ<äø£&É+
˙ø√dü+ yÓ~ø±qT
s=eTHÓdtÿ #·]Ã\˝À
>√~∏ø˘ ø±<∏ÓÁ&É˝Ÿ‡˝À—
ãs=øÏ n˝≤ÔsY <˚e<ä÷‘·\qT
˙ >∑T]+∫ n&ç>±qT—
eTãT“\qT <ë{Ï m–sêqT,
dü«sêZìøÏ <ä>∑Zs¡e⁄<ëeTì
Hê <ë] ñqï‘· ∫MTï •Ksê\‘√ >∑Ts¡TÔ y˚j·Tã&ç+~
yÓTÆ\Tsêfi¯¢˝≤

ìqTï ø£qT>=HêïqT
˙e⁄ düMT|ü+˝ÀH˚ ñHêïe⁄
|üdüT|ü⁄|ü#·Ãì eTT©¢Hé yÓTTø£ÿ\ |üP\˝À,
|ü∫Ãø£ô|’ ‹]π> q‘·Ô̋ À <ë>∑THêïe⁄.

˙e⁄ Hê‘√H˚ ñHêïe⁄
ˇ+≥]‘·Hêìï mìïø£ #˚düT≈£îHêïe⁄...
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A Prayer of Thanks

For Agnieszka Herman

I partake in everyday miracles.
Incredible how often God visits the Earth.
Unnoticed he comes daily.

He lets breathe the first breath on the day of birth,
makes a dried seed sprout
and a small sapling grow into a huge tree.

He puts stones in lush apricots,
gives sweetness to ripe fruits,
sprinkles pollen onto the wings of bees.

Thank you Lord for the gift of life
and the freedom of choice,
for the received grace of forgiveness.
I am grateful for your goodness and love.
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53. ø£è‘·»„‘ê ÁbÕs¡úq
Á|ü‹s√p n<äT“¤‘ê\˝À bÕ\T|ü+#·T≈£î+{≤qT
<˚e⁄&ÉT mìïkÕs¡T¢ dü+<ä]ÙkÕÔ&√ á H˚\qT
Á|ü‹s√p ekÕÔ&ÉT me]ø° ‘Ó*j·T≈£î+&Ü

»qà~Hêq ‘=* }|æ]ì rdüT≈£îH˚≥T¢ #˚kÕÔ&ÉT
m+&çq $‘·ÔHê*ï yÓTT\¬ø‹ÔkÕÔ&ÉT
∫ìï yÓTTø£ÿ\qT eTVü‰eèø£å+>± m~–kÕÔ&ÉT

@Á|æø±{Ÿ |üfi¢̄̋ À –+»\ qT+#·T‘ê&ÉT
|òü̋ ≤\≈£î e÷<ÛäTsê´ìïkÕÔ&ÉT
‘˚H˚{°>∑\ ¬sø£ÿ\ô|’ |ü⁄bıŒ&ç »\T¢‘ê&ÉT

ø£è‘·»„‘·\T Á|üuÛÑ÷, J$‘·eTH˚ ø±qTø£ ì∫Ãq+<äT≈£î
ùd«#êÃ¤eø±XÊ\ H=dü–q+<äT≈£î,
ø£åeTqT <äj·T‘√ Á|ükÕ~+∫q+<äT≈£î,
˙ eT+∫‘·HêìøÏ Áù|eT≈£î m|üŒ{Ïø° ø£è‘·E„&çì.

` n–ïj·TC≤ÿ ôV≤sêàHé ø√dü+
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Rose Without Thorns

give a rose without thorns and words without splinters
shave your sentence of spikes like a conscientious carpenter
remember that all can be said in a different way

each spoken thought carries vibrations
- do not hurt with unjust judgment
scorn or meanness hidden in a lie

one gesture of kindness will return multiplied
forgiveness and peace will bring genuine tears
what is most precious you will get for free

smile and light the merry sparkles in your eyes
feel internally the positive energy of life
and the luminosity will brighten the gloomy time

appreciate the generosity of grace
and be glad of what you have
do not worry about what will never happen
do not covet things that you will never possess

man - the richest of the rich
the poorest of the poor - you are a wonderful gift
you carry in yourself a lot of luck and a miracle of love
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54. eTTfi¯ó¢ ˝Òì >∑T˝≤_
eTTfi¯ó¢̋ Òì >∑T˝≤_ì, >∑T#·TÃø√ì |ü<ë*ï Çe⁄«...
˙ yêø±´*ï eT+∫ eÁ&É+– #ÓøÏÿq≥T¢ #·ø£ÿ>± #Ó≈£îÿ
Á|ü‹ e÷≥q÷ Ç+ø√s¡ø£+>± ñ#·Ã¤]+#·e#·TÃ...

Á|ü‹ |ü*πø Ä˝À#·q≈£L ø£+|üHê\T+{≤sTT
` nHê´j·T|ü⁄ rs¡TŒ‘√ >±j·T|üs¡#·e<äT›
nã<ä›+˝À <ë– ñ+{≤sTT n\ŒãT~∆, ‘·èD°ø±s¡+

ˇø£ ø£s¡TD≤ ø±s¡´+ eT]ìï¬s≥T¢>± ‹]– edüTÔ+~
ø£åeT, XÊ+‹ ì»yÓTÆq ø£˙ïfi¯¢qT ‘ÓkÕÔsTT
@<Ó’‘˚ n‘·́ +‘· $\TyÓ’q<√, n~ ñ∫‘·+>± edüTÔ+~

∫s¡Tqe⁄«, Äq+<ä|ü⁄ yÓ\T>∑T\T ˙ ø£qT\˝À yÓTs¡TkÕÔsTT
J$‘·|ü⁄ nqT≈£L\ X¯øÏÔì n+‘·s¡Z‘·+>± düŒè•kÕÔe⁄
Nø£{Ï düeTj·÷ìï yÓ\T>∑T Á|üø±•+|üCÒdüTÔ+~

ø£s¡TD ñ<ës¡‘ê«ìï yÓT#·TÃø√
˙≈£îqï <ëì‘√ dü+‘√wü|ü&ÉT
»s¡>∑ì <ëì >∑T]+∫ ∫+‹+#·≈£î,
bı+<ä̋ Òì yê{Ï >∑T]+∫ eT<Ûäq|ü&É≈£î

z eTìw”! ˙e⁄ <Ûäqe+‘·T\˝À <Ûäqe+‘·T&ç$...
<ä]Á<äT\˝À <ä]Á<äT&ç$ ` ˙y=ø£ ãVüQeT‹$
˙˝À nq+‘· n<äècÕºìï, Áù|eT n<äT“¤‘êìï yÓ÷düT≈£îb˛‘·Tqï e´øÏÔ$.



116

The Homeless

They chose a homeless freedom.
Set instinctively to survive they live for today.
They know all the dark secrets of the city.

In the evenings, they fall like birds onto the park benches
To spend the night in the company of stars.
In the morning,
They leave the baggage of old newspapers and wander on.

It is never too late, or too early
-The days are too similar to be afraid of anything.

Those of us, who live hurriedly and hygienically,
Pass them with revulsion and a feeling of superiority.
With dignity, we tote around stereotypes
and the day’s routine.

We hurry along other paths of life.
Sometimes, we collide - we stop pensive
Over diversity of human stories.



117

55. ìsêÁX¯j·TT\T
yêfi¢̄≈£î ø±yê* Ç\T¢ Ò̋ì ùd«#·Ã¤
@s√E Áã‘·T≈£î Äs√E≈£î #ê\T
yêfi¢̄≈£î q>∑s¡ s¡Vü≤kÕ´\˙ï ‘Ó\TdüT

kÕj·T+ø±\+ bÕs¡Tÿ u…+N\ô|’ yê*b˛‘ês¡T
sêÁ‘·Tfi¯ó¢ qø£åÁ‘ê\‘√ ø±\πøå|ü+ #˚kÕÔs¡T
ñ<äj·÷q bÕ‘·ù||üs¡¢ ø£≥ºqø£ÿ&˚ e~* dü+#·]kÕÔs¡T

@~ m|ü&É÷ Ä\dǘ eT÷ ø±<äT, ‘·«]‘·eT÷ ø±<äT
<˚ì >∑T]+∫ uÛÑj·T|ü&Ü\Hêï s√E\˙ï π̌øs¡ø£+

eTq+ Vü≤&Üe⁄&ç>±, X¯óÁuÛÑ‘·‘√ ã‹πøyêfi¢̄+
yêfi¢̄qT #·÷dæ ndüVæ≤´+#·T≈£î+{≤+, ñqï‘·T\eTì nqT≈£î+≥÷,
VüQ+<ë>±, eTq+ ã‘·T≈£î‘ê+ e÷s¡TŒ Ò̋ì π̌øs¡ø£|ü⁄ J$‘ê\qT

Jeq <ës¡T˝À¢ ‘·«s¡|ü&çb˛‘·T+{≤+
ˇø√ÿkÕ], &Ûûø=≥Tº≈£îì ` ~>∑T\T˝À Ä>∑T‘ê+
eTqTwüß\ ø£<∏ä̋ À¢ì yÓ’$<Ûë´\qT #·÷dæ...
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The Beggar

I looked deeply into the eyes of a beggar
And they told me his story.

The book of life is not closed.
It describes mistakes and failures at the beginning,
Then the monotonous days,
Struggling to survive in a hostile world.

The streets are like a swamp
They draw in and do not let go.
They promise nothing.
They provide only rarely.

He must drift on the surface of existence
On a raft built from old cartons.

Rushing cars honk loudly.
Passers-by mutter disapprovingly.
Only sometimes, someone
Throws a few coins into the tin box.
Compassionately
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56. _#·Ã>±&ÉT
H˚qT z _#·Ã>±&ç ø£fi¢̄̋ ÀøÏ ˝À‘·T>± #·÷kÕqT
n$ Hê≈£î #ÓbÕŒsTT n‘·&ç ø£<∏äqT.

Jeq |ü⁄düÔø£+ eT÷j·Tã&É̋ Ò<äT
Ä~j·T+<äT »]–q ‘·|ü\T, n|ü»j·÷\T e]í+#·ã&çHêsTT
‘·s¡Tyê‘· @ø£Ø‹ ~Hê\T
á $s√<Ûä Á|ü|ü+#·+˝À ã‘·T≈£î b˛sê{≤\T

M<ÛäT\THêïsTT ˇø£ eT&ÉT>∑T˝≤
˝À|ü*øÏ ˝≤≈£îÿ+{≤sTT, eTs¡\ b˛ìe«e⁄
<˚ì˙ yê>±›q+ #˚j·Te⁄
ns¡T<äT>± @eTHêï ÇkÕÔsTT.

ñìøÏ ñ|ü]‘·\+ô|’ ‘˚\T‘·÷b˛yê*
bÕ‘· n≥º\ ã\¢ø£≥Tºô|’ n‘·&ÉT,

y˚>∑+>± b˛‘·Tqï ø±s¡T¢ _>∑Zs¡>± Vü‰s¡Hé ø=&ÉT‘·THêïsTT
<ë]qb˛‘·Tqïyêfi¯ó¢ >=DT>∑T‘·THêïs¡T nsTTwüº+>±
ø=~›kÕs¡T¢, ø=+<äs¡T
ø=ìï HêDÒ\qT $düTs¡TÔHêïs¡T
<äj·T‘√...
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Spring in Budapest

For Gerry Koch

The green hills, like a wide scarf,
envelop the city that never sleeps.
The blue Danube still remembers
Viennese waltz melodies
and the Gypsy violin playing the chardas

The palaces and the great Art Nouveau buildings,
the white towers of parliament
reflect in the mirror of water

Coastal cafes, hidden
in the shade of spreading Sycamores,
invite me for a glass of golden Tokay.

I wander along the streets and squares.
I gaze from the bridge at Margaret Island.
In my imagination, I see a little, frightened girl.
I can hear her heart fluttering under the religious habit.
Did she cry? This is not written in the book of chronicles.

Since that time the world has changed many times
but human emotions remain unchanged.
Tears never lost their salty taste.
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57. ãT&Üô|dtº˝À edü+‘·+
yÓ&É˝≤Œ{Ï XÊ\Tyê˝≤ Ä≈£î|ü#·Ãì ø=+&É\T
ìÁ<ä ms¡T>∑ì |ü≥ºD≤ìï ø£|æŒy˚kÕsTT
˙* &Üq÷´uŸ q~øÏ Ç|üŒ{Ïø° >∑TπsÔ
$j·T˙ïdt yê˝Ÿ® eT<ÛäTs¡ ^‘ê\T
õ|”¢ ejÓTT …̋q¢ #Û·sê›dt X¯è‘·T\T

uÛÑeHê\T, ÄsYº H=eP´ ø£≥º&Ü\T
bÕs¡¢yÓT+≥T X‚«‘· ãTs¡TE\T
˙{Ï n<ä›+˝À yÓTs¡TdüTÔHêïsTT

ø√düº˝Ÿ πø|òt\T
$düÔ]düTÔqï ôd’ø±yÓ÷sY #Ó≥¢ ˙&É̋ À <ë>∑THêïsTT,
z >±¢düT ã+>∑s¡T ª{§¬øµ ø=s¡≈£î ÄVü‰«ìdüTÔHêïsTT.

H˚qT M<ÛäT˝À¢, ≈£L&Éfi¢̄̋ À dü+#·]düTÔHêïqT
e÷s¡Z¬s{Ÿ B«|ü|ü⁄ e+‘Óq qT+∫ #·÷düTÔHêïqT
Hê }Vü‰˝Àø£+˝À ø±qedüTÔqï~ uÛÑj·T|ü&ÉTÔqï z ∫ìï u≤*ø£
ÄyÓT Vü≤è<äj·T düŒ+<äq eT‘·|ü⁄ n\yê≥¢‘√ rÁeyÓTÆq~
ÄyÓT @&çÃ+<ë? Áø±ìø£̋ Ÿ‡˝À Áyêj·Tã&É̋ Ò<äT

n|üŒ{Ï qT+∫ Á|ü|ü+#·+ nH˚ø£kÕs¡T¢ e÷]b˛sTT+~
ø±ì, e÷qe ñ<˚«>±\T e÷s¡̋ Ò<äT.
ø£̇ ïfi¢̄ ñ|üŒ<äq+˝À e÷s¡TŒ Ò̋<äT.

` ¬>Á]ø±ø˘ ø√dü+
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Sense of Security

For Georgia Ann Banks-Martin

At dawn, the cat slipped through the open window softly,
and almost without a sound,
she jumped down from the windowsill.
She hid under a chair, and curled up into a little ball.
She closed the night’s adventures in her green eyes.

In dreams, the uncertainty of last night returned.
Fear, doomed her to wander over fences and roofs
out of the reach of furiously barking dogs
and powerful beasts speeding down the city streets.
She also did not trust the always-hurrying people.

A man’s white shirt draped over the chair
moved slightly, to the rhythm of the wind’s breath.
It quietly purred a kitty lullaby, and tucked her in to sleep
with long arms in the empty sleeves.
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58. uÛÑÁ<ä‘ê uÛ≤e+
ñ<äj·Tdü+<Ûä́ ˝À, ‘Ós¡∫q øÏ{Ïø°̋ ÀøÏ Ä |æ*¢

#·|ü&ÉT #˚j·T≈£î+&Ü #˚s¡T≈£îqï~ HÓeTà~>±
øÏ{Ïø° n+#·T qT+∫ øÏ+<ä≈£î <ä÷øÏ+~
≈£îØÃ øÏ+<ä <ë≈£îÿì, ã+‹˝≤ eTT&ÉT#·T≈£îqï~
sêÁ‹ kÕVü≤düø£è‘ê´\qT Ä≈£î|ü#·Ã ø£fi¯¢˝À <ë#·T≈£îqï~

ø£fi¢̄̋ À >∑‘·sêÁ‹ nì•Ã‘· dæú‹ ‹]– e∫Ã+~
uÛÑj·T+ <ëìì ø£+#Ó\ô|’ ô|’ø£|ü\ô|’ ‹]π>≥T¢ #˚dæ+~.
<ä÷s¡+>± ;Ûø£s¡+>± ns¡TdüTÔqï ≈£îø£ÿ\T
M<ÛäT˝À¢ y˚>∑+>± |üs¡T¬>&ÉTÔqï Á≈£Ls¡eTè>±\T
Vü≤&Üe⁄&ç »q+ MT<ä qeTàø£+ ˝Ò<äT <ëìøÏ—

≈£îØÃ MT<ä |üs¡∫ ñqï z eTìwæ ‘Ó\¢#=ø±ÿ
ø£~*+~ ø=~›>±, >±* }|æ] $düTs¡T≈£î—
|æ*¢ ‘·q C≤‹ CÀ\bÕ≥ bÕ&ç, ìÁ<äb˛sTT+~.
U≤∞ #=ø±ÿ bı&ÉT>±{Ï #˚‘·T˝À¢...

` C≤]®j·÷ @Hé u≤+ø˘‡`e÷]ºHé ø√dü+
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In the Attic

For Chris Reynolds

A large spider senses its reflection in a dusty mirror.
It cast a dense veil woven from white threads,
over the silver surface
And the world became blurred,
with only contours being visible.

The time had stopped inside a broken grandfather clock.
Silent, trapped between the many gears of the mechanism.
Twice a day, the spread hands show the time.

In the deep drawers of an old, oak cupboard,
Black and white photographs of smiling,
nameless people slumber.
They are not capable of telling long-forgotten tales.

Dresses, made of good quality materials,
hang in the creaking armoire.
Unfashionable, sentenced to inertia
and the odor of mothballs,
they dream about the sun.
Do they believe that someday their fortune will change,
and they will see the light?

Books with yellowed pages,
dreaming inside old trunks,
have incorporated the touch of many hands,
teardrops, and reflections.
Occasionally they leave the attic
to share their knowledge and sentiment.
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59. n≥ø£˝À
<äTeTTàø=≥Tº≈£îqï n<ä›+˝À z ô|<ä› kÕ©&ÉT

|üdæ>∑{Ïº+~ ‘·q Á|ü‹_+u≤ìï,
<ëìMT<ä ‘Ó\¢{Ï <ësê\ ‘Ós¡qT |üs¡∫+~

yÓ+&ç ñ|ü]‘·\+ô|’,
Á|ü|ü+#·+ eTdüø£ eTdüø£>± e÷]+~

s¡÷|ü⁄πsK\T e÷Á‘·y˚T ø±qedüTÔHêïsTT—

ø±\+ Ä–b˛sTT+~ ‘ê‘·>±] $]–q >∑&çj·÷s¡+˝À
˝À|ü* ªeTs¡µ\˝À ìX¯Ùã›+ ∫≈£îÿ≈£îqï~
s√E≈£î ¬s+&ÉTkÕs¡T¢, eTTfi¯ó¢ #·÷|ædüTÔHêïsTT dü¬s’q ø±˝≤ìï

bÕ‘· #Óø£ÿ n\eTs¡ ˝À|ü\
q\T|ü⁄ ‘Ó\T|ü⁄ bǫ̀ {À\ qe⁄«\T,
ù|s¡T Ò̋ìyêfi¯ó¢ >±&ÛÉìÁ<ä̋ À ñHêïs¡T
mqï&√ eTs¡∫b˛sTTq ø£<∏ä\qT #Ó|üŒ Ò̋<äT

eT+∫ eTìï¬ø’q <äTdüTÔ\T ẙ˝≤&ÉTÔHêïsTT ø°#·TeT+≥Tqï ã≥º\ ;s¡Tyê˝À
bÕ‘·ø±\+ Hê{Ï$ ø£\sê ñ+&É\ yêdüq˝À
dü÷s¡T´&ç >∑T]+∫ ø£\>∑+≥÷, ø£<ä\≈£î+&Ü |ü&ç ñHêïsTT
n$ qeTTà‘·THêïj·÷ ‘·eT n<äèwüº+ e÷s¡T‘·T+<äì,
mqï&√ ˇø£s√E yÓ\T>∑T #·÷kÕÔeT˙!

|üdüT|ü⁄ s¡+>∑T˝ÀøÏ e÷s¡T‘·Tqï |ü⁄düÔø±\ ù|J\T
bÕ‘· Á≥+≈£îô|f…º̋ À¢ ø£\\T ø£+≥THêïsTT

yê{Ï̋ À ìøÏå|üÔyÓTÆ ñHêïsTT mH√ï Vü≤düÔ düŒs¡Ù\T,
ø£̇ ï{Ï #·Tø£ÿ\T, Ä˝À#·q\T.

n|ü&É|ü&ÉT n$ n≥ø£qT e~* ekÕÔsTT
‘·eT C≤„Hêìï, eTH√uÛ≤yê\qT |ü+#·T≈£îH˚+<äT≈£î.

` ÁøÏdt ¬sHê˝Ÿ¶‡ ø√dü+
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Venus de Milo

You have to go away at the right moment.
Leaving the ball before midnight,
You can lose your shoe like Cinderella.
Do not let the black night turned gray
And the pale dawn showed its fatigue.

Leave a few unspoken sentences,
A little bit of guesswork and colorful myths
Some unwritten lines of the poem
A few notes stopped in the middle of the song.

Venus de Milo captivates by her perfection
- Beautiful woman sculptured of white marble.
She does not have hands, but she carves imagination.
Beauty does not pass.
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60. Mqdt &ç $T˝§
dü¬s’q düeTj·T+˝À ìÁwüÿ$T+#ê* ˙e⁄,
ns¡∆sêÁ‹øÏ eTT+<˚ nø£ÿ&É qT+∫ yÓ[¢b˛yê*,
dæ+&É¬s˝≤¢̋ ≤ ˙ ø±*CÀ&ÉT b˛>=≥Tºø√e#·TÃ,
ø±ì, sêÁ‹ Nø£{Ï q\T|ü⁄qT ‘Ó\¢ã&É̇ j·T≈£î
eTdüø£ ñ<äj·T+ ‘·q n\dü≥qT ‘Ó\|ü̇ j·T≈£î.

ø=ìï dü+uÛ≤wæ+#·ì yêø±´\qT e~*yÓfi¯ó¢,
ø=ìï }Vü‰ $T[‘·yÓTÆq s¡+>∑Ts¡+>∑T\ ø£\Œq\qT,
ø=ìï Áyêj·Tã&Éì ø£$‘ê yêø±´\qT,
bÕ≥ eT<Ûä́ ˝À Ä–q X¯è‘·T\qT—

ªMqdt &ç $T˝Àµ ø£{Ïº|ü&˚düTÔ+~ ‘·q |ü]|üPs¡í‘·‘√,
n+<ë\ j·TTe‹ bÕ\ #·\Tesê‹ •\Œ+>±, ÄyÓT
ÄyÓT≈£î #˚‘·T\T Ò̋e⁄, ø±ì eTq }Vü≤\qT #Ó≈£îÿ‘·T+~,
kÂ+<äs¡́ + #Ó<ä]b˛<äT mqï{Ïø°...
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Fish in the Water

You have to believe in your possibilities
And then you are able to move ahead.
It is necessary to use experience and wisdom,
And to know well your strengths and weaknesses.
Mistakes should be forgiven but not forgotten.

Every disappointment is a payment
For the lack of attention to the lesson called life.
You can hit the wall many times
When all it takes is to look around and find the gate.

Stubborn complaining does not change anything.
Toxic words do not solve the problem.
It is hard to see a road that leads to the exit,
In the pall of resentments and grievances

Anyone can be a genius or an idiot
- It’s just a matter of choosing the right path.
Nobody tells fish to climb a tree,
Or lion to dive into depths of the ocean.
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61. ˙{Ï˝À #˚|ü
kÕ<Ûä́ eTj˚T´yê{Ïì qe÷à* ˙e⁄
n|ü&ÉT ˙e⁄ eTT+<äT≈£î yÓfi¢̄>∑\T>∑T‘êe⁄
nqTuÛÑe+, C≤„q+ nedüs¡+
˙≈£î ‘Ó*dæ ñ+&Ü* ˙ ã˝≤ã˝≤\T
bıs¡bÕ≥¢qT ø£å$T+#ê* ø±ì, eTs¡∫b˛≈£L&É<äT

J$‘·eTH˚ bÕsƒ¡+ô|’ ÁX¯<ä∆ #·÷|üø£b˛e&É+ e#˚Ã
Á|ü‹ ÄXÊuÛÑ+>∑eT÷ ˇø£ bÕ]‘√wæø£+
˙e⁄ >√&ÉqT mìïkÕ¬s¢ÌHê ø=≥Tºø√e#·TÃ
#·T≥÷º C≤Á>∑‘·Ô>± #·÷ùdÔ ø£qã&ÉT‘·T+~ ‘·\T|ü⁄.

yÓTT+&ç |òæsê´<äT\ e\¢ @B e÷s¡<äT
$wü|ü⁄ e÷≥\T düeTdǘ qT |ü]wüÿ]+#·e⁄
ãj·T≥≈£î yÓfi‚¢<ë] dü]>± ø£ì|æ+#·<äT
ÄÁ>∑Vü≤+, ñ|üÁ<äyê\ ô|’ø£|ü˝À

y˚T<Ûë$>±, eT÷s¡Tâ&ÉT>± me¬s’Hê ø±e#·TÃ
dü¬s’q <ë]ì mqTïø√e&É+ eTTK´+
#˚|ü≈£î #Ó≥Tº mø£ÿeTì mes¡÷ #Ó|üŒs¡T...
dæ+Vü‰ìï düeTTÁ<ä|ü⁄ ˝À‘·T\T XÀ~Û+#·eT˙...
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Mendacity

For Peter James Forster

There are problems we do not want to talk about.
We close sentences in pursed lips.
Facts are hidden in silence.

A smile is a learned expression.
It requires the work of many muscles.
Emotions - we hide deep in our eyes.

We sweep tons of garbage under the carpet.
Environment creates an illusion of order,
The stench reminds us about reality.

We seal festering wounds with a patch.
And pretend that gangrene does not exist,
Even when the fever melts the sweating body.

Life says it is our fault.
Goodness and truth require courage.
Hypocrisy does not demand sacrifice.
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62. nã<ë›̋ ≤&˚ >∑TD+
eTq+ e÷{≤¢&É<ä\T#·Tø√ì düeTdǘ \T+{≤sTT
ô|<ë\T _–+#·T≈£îì eTq+ yêø±´\T eTT–kÕÔ+
eTÚq+˝À ìC≤*ï <ë#˚kÕÔ+.

∫s¡Tqe⁄« nH˚~ H˚s¡TÃ≈£îqï e´ø°Ôø£s¡D+
<ëìøÏ mH√ï ø£+&Ésê\T ø£<ä̋ ≤*
ñ<˚«>±\T ` eTq+ <ëkÕÔ+ eTq ø£fi¢̄̋ À

‹yê∫ øÏ+<ä≈£î ≥qTï\ ø=B› #Ó‘·ÔqT HÓ&ÜÔ+
yê‘êes¡D+ düèõdüTÔ+~ düÁø£eTdæú‹ nH˚ ÁuÛ≤+‹
yêdüq #ÓãT‘·T+~ yêdüÔyêìï

dü*ù| |ü⁄+&É¢ô|’ |ü{°º y˚kÕÔ+
ÁeD+ $ø£{Ï+#·q≥T¢ q{ÏkÕÔ+
»«s¡+ #ÓeT≥‘√ <˚Vü‰ìï ‘·&çù|düTÔHêï...

J$‘·+ n+≥T+~ n~ eTq ‘·|üŒì
eT+∫‘·HêìøÏ, dü‘ê´ìøÏ ø±yê* <ÛÓ’s¡́ +
Ä‘·àe+#·q ø√s¡<äT ‘ê´>∑+.

` |”≥sY CÒyéT‡ bòÕsYdüºsY ø√dü+
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Lethargy

The consciences of decent people doze
In many homes with gardens,
Enfolded by the silence of narrow, sleepy streets.
They are numbed by the rhythm of the day
And remain in the rut of a comfortable existence.

Residents watch on TV news,
Horrors on the borderline of fact and science fiction.
They look at the suffering and despair without emotions
Somewhere, far away - it probably does not hurt.

They escape from unpleasant information
- Just one quick movement of the remote.
They forget that distance and time are irrelevant
And stubbornly repeat that it does not concern them.

They click through a few hundred channels
And flow between reality and fantasy,
Without stress and responses to the awkward questions.
The distance creates an illusions of security.

Misery and death lurk closer than they expect.
Evil grows on the soil of indifference.
Within a second it will bear fruit, it will wake them up
They will not even manage to cry out - why me ?
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63. ã<ä∆ø£+
>ös¡e˙j·TT …̋’q Á|ü»\ Ä‘·à\T CÀ>∑T‘·THêïsTT
‘√≥\Tqï nH˚ø£ Çfi¢̄̋ À
ìÁ<ëD dæú‹˝À ñqï Çs¡T≈£î dü+<äT\ eT<Ûä́ ,
|ü>∑{Ï \j·T˝À yÓTT<äT›u≤]
s¡øÏå‘· ñìøÏ #Ó‘·Ô̋ À ñ+&çb˛‘êsTT

f…*$»Hé yês¡Ô\T #·÷dü÷Ô ìyêdüT\T
yêdüÔe+`ôd’qT‡ ø£\Œq dü]Vü≤<äT›\˝Àì uÛÑj·÷qø£ <äèXÊ´\T
@ ñ<˚«>∑eT÷ Ò̋≈£î+&Ü ìsêX¯, u≤<Ûä\qT #·÷düTÔ+{≤s¡T
mø£ÿ&√, <ä÷s¡+>± »]π> yê{Ïe\¢ @ HÓ|”Œ ‘Ó*j·T≈£î+&Ü

q#·Ãì düe÷#êsêqTï+∫ yÓTTVü≤+ #êfÒkÕÔs¡T,
]yÓ÷{Ÿ ø£+Á{À\T y˚>∑e+‘·yÓTÆq ø£<ä*ø£‘√
<ä÷s¡+, ø±\+\ ndü+ã<ä∆‘·\qT eTs¡∫b˛‘ês¡T
‘·eTπøMT dü+ã+<Ûä+ ˝Ò<äì yÓTT+&ç>± yê~kÕÔs¡T

e+<ä #ÛêHÓ̋ Ÿ‡qT ≥ø£≥ø± »]ù|kÕÔs¡T
yêdüÔe+ nuÛÑ÷‘·ø£\Œq\ eT<Ûä́  Á|üeVæ≤kÕÔs¡T
Çã“+~ ô|fÒº Á|üX̄ï\qT @ ̌ ‹Ô&û, düe÷<Ûëq+ ̋ Ò≈£î+&Ü <ë≥ẙkÕÔs¡T
<ä÷s¡+ yê]ø√ s¡ø£åD ÁuÛ≤+‹ì ø£*–düTÔ+~

<Ó’q´dæú‹, eTè‘·T´e⁄ yêfi¢̄qT≈£îqï <ëìø£Hêï <ä>∑Zs¡>± ñ+{≤sTT
ì]¢|üÔ‘· H˚\ô|’ #Ó&ÉT ô|s¡T>∑T‘·T+~
ˇø£ÿ ôdø£qT˝À n~ |òü*+∫, yêfi¯¢qT y˚T˝§ÿ\TŒ‘·T+~
yêfi¯ó¢ ø£̇ dü+ ns¡e Ò̋<äT ` m+<äT≈£î Hêø° dæú‹ nì?
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Unexpected Parting

they met in the waiting room
the tickets for the same flight joined their fates

a large group of laughing teenagers
sat like on their backpacks like a flock of noisy sparrows
they viewed photographs on their mobile phones
- last memories of sunny holidays

next to them sat a serious trader
who believed in God and money
he opened his laptop to carefully study
the trends in the stock market
in accordance with his motto
that every moment has a financial dimension
time must not be wasted on the inane expectations

mother hugged tenderly to her breast her whimpering baby
two Japanese tourists captured this moment with their cameras
and took thousand of photographs to the country of the rising sun
they immortalized their stay in old Europe
with electronic memory

the plane took off
they disappeared in the clouds
the sadness of one man reached the zenith
the tears of despair spilled
like a wide stream on the Alpine slope
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64. nqTø√ì M&√ÿ\T
yêfi¯ó¢ ø£\TdüT≈£îHêïs¡T y˚∫e⁄+&ÉT >∑~˝À
π̌ø ô|ò¢Ì{Ÿ˝À yÓfi≤¢*‡ sêe&É+ yêfi¢̄qT ø£*|æ+~

|üø£|üø± qe⁄«‘·Tqï {°H˚õ |æ\¢\ >∑T+|ü⁄
øÏ#·øÏ#·̋ ≤&˚ |æ#·TÃø£̋ ≤¢, u≤ø˘bÕ´ø˘\‘√
yÓTTu…’̋ Ÿ bǫ̀ Hé\˝À bǫ̀ {À\T #·÷düTÔHêïs¡T
y˚dü$ X¯\e⁄ ~Hê\ ÄK] #Ûêj·÷∫Á‘ê\T

yê] |üø£ÿq ≈£Ls¡TÃHêï&ÉT >∑+;Ûs¡+>± z yê´bÕ]
<˚e⁄&çì, &ÉãT“qT u≤>± q$Tàqyê&ÉT
˝≤|t{≤|t ‘Ós¡∫ …̋ø£ÿ˝À¢ eTTì–Hê&ÉT
kÕºø˘e÷¬sÿ{Ÿ Áf…+&é‡, yê´bÕs¡ ø√D≤\T
Á|ü‹ø£åD≤ìøÏ Ä]∆ø£ |ü]e÷D≤*ï n+#·Hê y˚kÕÔ&ÉT
ns¡ú+ Ò̋ì n+#·Hê\‘√ ø±\+ eè<Ûë #˚j·Tsê<ä+{≤&ÉT

@&ÉTdüTÔqï |üdæbÕ|üqT ‘·*¢ ‘·q s=eTTà≈£î Vü≤‘·TÔ≈£îqï~
Ç<ä›s¡T »|ü̇ dt $Vü‰s¡j·÷Á‹≈£î\T Ä ø£åD≤ìï ¬øyÓTsê˝À ã+~Û+#ês¡T
y˚sTT bǫ̀ {À\qT, ñ<äsTT+#˚ dü÷s¡T´&ç <˚XÊìøÏ |ü+|æHês¡T
yêfi¯ó¢ bÕ‘· j·T÷s¡|t̋ À >∑&ç|æq s√E*ï m\Áø±ºìø˘

yÓTeTØ˝À XÊX¯«‘·+ >±$+#ês¡T

$e÷q+ ãj·T Ò̋›]+~
eTãT“˝À¢ n<äèX¯́ eTj·÷´s¡T yêfi¯ó¢
ˇø£&ç $#ês¡+ •KsêìøÏ #˚s¡T≈£îqï~
ìsêX¯ ø£̇ ïfi¯ó¢ ∫+<ësTT <Ûës¡>±
Ä …̋’ŒHé ø=+&Éyê\T˝À¢ ô|<ä› Á|üyêVü≤+˝≤...
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Cyberman

He consists of
Body, soul, and Internet connection.
Technological progress has created new man.

The roses never fade in the virtual world ,
The birds trill in the middle of frosty winter,
On the table there is always a cup of non-aromatic coffee.

It is easy to find knowledge and substitutes of feelings,
- Friendship does not require meetings and touches
And love does not know the word “responsibility”.

One mouse click let people meet or part.
Distance and time gain different meaning.
Cyberspace betrays, recedes from reality.

He slowly loses the instinct of survival,
Although the body reminds the soul about passing.
He, like a fool, is crippled by emptiness - no connection.
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65. ôd’ãsYe÷Hé
n‘·&ç≈£îHêïsTT
<˚Vü≤+, Ä‘·à, Ç+≥¬sï{Ÿ ø£HÓø£åqT
XÊÁd”Ôj·T kÕ+πø‹ø£‘· ø=‘·Ô e÷qe⁄&çì düèõ+∫+~

}Vü‰˝Àø£+˝À >∑T˝≤;\T yê&çb˛e⁄
eT+#·T≈£î]ùd o‘êø±\+˝Àq÷ |ü≈£åî\T øÏ\øÏ\˝≤&ÉTÔ+{≤sTT
ã\¢ô|’ m|ü&É÷ ø£|ü ø±|ò” dæ<ä∆+>± ñ+≥T+~ |ü]eTfi¯ s¡Væ≤‘·yÓTÆ

uÛ≤eq\ Á|ü‹s¡÷bÕ*ï, C≤„Hêìï ø£qT>=q&É+ ‘˚*πø,
ùdïVü‰ìøÏ düe÷y˚XÊ\T, düŒs¡Ù\T nø£ÿπs¢<äT
Áù|eT≈£î ‘Ó*j·T<äT u≤<Ûä́ ‘·\ >∑T]+∫

ˇø£ÿ ªeTÚdt øÏ¢ø˘µ #ê\T ø£\e&ÜìøÏ, $&çb˛e&ÜìøÏ
<ä÷s¡+, ø±\+\≈£î Ç|ü&ÉT ø=‘·Ô nsêú\T
ôd’ãsY ùdŒdt e+∫düTÔ+~, yêdüÔe+ qT+∫ <ä÷s¡+>± rdüT≈£îb˛‘·T+~

n‘·&ÉT HÓeTà~>± J$‘˚#·Ã¤qT ø√˝ÀŒ‘ê&ÉT
<˚Vü≤+ >∑Ts¡TÔ #˚düTÔ+~ Ä‘·à yÓ[¢b˛e&É+ >∑T]+∫
eT÷s¡Tâ&ç̋ ≤ n‘·&ÉT, X¯Sq´‘·#˚ >±j·T|ü&É‘ê&ÉT ` ªH√ ø£HÓø£åHéµ
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Memory of Genes

I am the memory of Earth,
with seawater running through my veins.
Distant cousin to a lizard,
relative of all the mammals.

Nothing makes me special
-just a short episode of history,
with many stories of suffering
and passion in the genes.

I shall pass, as will everything.
Will anything remain behind?

Perhaps,
I will record a few fleeting thoughts
on ephemeral paper.
I will rustle like a tree that paints
the centuries with its grain.
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66. »qT´e⁄\ C≤„|üø±\T
H˚qT á H˚\ C≤„|üø±ìï!
düeTTÁ<ä|ü⁄ ˙s¡T Hê s¡ø£ÔHêfi≤˝À¢ Á|üeVæ≤düTÔ+~
düØdüèbÕìøÏ <ä>∑Zs¡ ã+<ÛäTe⁄qT
ø°ås¡<ë\≈£î düMT|ü #·T{≤ºìï.

Hê˝À @MT Á|ü‘˚́ ø£‘· Ò̋<äT
` ∫qï #·]Á‘· |òüT≥º+ $TqVü‰
mH√ï u≤<Ûä\ ø£<∏ä\T
»qT´e⁄\ uÛ≤yêy˚XÊ\T

H˚q÷ yÓ[¢b˛‘êqT, nìï{Ï̋ ≤H˚
@<Ó’Hê $T>∑T\TÔ+<ë Hê yÓqø£q?

ãVüQXÊ
H˚qT ø=ìï m–]b˛j˚T Ä˝À#·q\qT qyÓ÷<äT #˚kÕÔqT,
q•+#˚ ø±–‘·+ MT<ä,
z #Ó≥Tº˝≤ düe«&ç #˚kÕÔqT
‘·q πsDTe⁄\‘√ X¯‘êu≤›\qT ∫Á‹dü÷Ô...
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Pilot to a Girl

For Danuta Blaszak

his wings waved hello
he painted a bass, clef upon the sky
for her in a crazy corkscrew
he reached the peaks and the depths of the skies

she stood on the tarmac of the airfield
mesmerized by the heavenly dance
small airplane-brave acrobat
he drew white lines and circles upon the sky

she felt every shudder of the machine
intently listening to the loud song of the engines
she quickly broke the love code
the heart floated upwards
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67. u≤*ø£‘√ ô|’\{Ÿ
n‘·&ç ¬sø£ÿ\T ªVü≤˝Àµ nHêïsTT
Äø±XÊq n‘·&ÉT eT÷&ç+‘·\ X¯u≤›ìï ∫Á‹+#ê&ÉT
ÄyÓTø√dü+ ø±sYÿÁdü÷ÿ $Hê´kÕìï #˚kÕ&ÉT
Äø±X¯+˝À m‘·TÔ\T, ˝À‘·T\T XÀ~Û+#ê&ÉT

$e÷Hê\ yÓTÆ<ëq|ü⁄ ‘ês¡Ts√&ÉT¶ MT<ä ÄyÓT ì\ã&ç ñqï~
Ä n<äT“¤‘· $Hê´kÕ\≈£î eTT>∑T∆sê …̋’q~
∫ìï $e÷qeTT #˚düTÔqï kÕVü≤düø£è‘ê´\T
n‘·&ÉT ì+–˝À ^düTÔqï ^‘·\T, eè‘êÔ\T

j·T+Á‘·+ #˚düTÔqï Á|ü‹ #·|ü&É÷ $qï~
Ç+»qT¢ ô|<ä› >=+‘·T‘√ bÕ&ÉT‘·Tqï bÕ≥
ÄyÓT ‘·«s¡>± Áù|eTuÛ≤wüqT ‘Ó>∑>={Ïº+~
ÄyÓT Vü≤è<äj·T+ ô|’¬ø>∑dæ+~

` &ÉqT´{≤ u≤¢kÕ®ø˘ ø√dü+
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Another Flight

The great turbines of the engines purr sleepily.
Flight attendants go over the basics,
somewhere under the seats life vests are stored
overhead, oxygen masks are hidden

What if the plane or the staff were to fail?
Is a miracle necessary-like the one on the Hudson River?
I fall asleep with faith in happy lift-off and landing,
My fate is written in the stars.
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68. eTs√ $e÷q Á|üj·÷D+
Ç+õq¢ ≥¬s“ÌqT¢ eT>∑‘·>± X¯_›+#êsTT
$e÷q düVü‰j·T≈£î\T nìï{Ï̇  |üs¡́ y˚øÏådüTÔHêïs¡T
d”≥¢ øÏ+<ä mø£ÿ&√ ÁbÕDs¡ø£åø£ #=ø±ÿ\THêïsTT
ô|’q ÄøÏ‡»Hé e÷düTÿ\T <ë≈£îÿHêïsTT

$e÷q+, dæã“+~ $~Û̋ À |üsê»j·T+ bı+~‘˚
z n<äT“¤‘·+ nedüs¡e÷`Vü≤&É‡Hé q~˝À dü+|òüT≥q˝≤?
H˚qT qeTàø£+‘√ ìÁ<äb˛j·÷qT Á|üj·÷DeT+‘ê
Hê $~Û qø£åÁ‘ê\˝À sêdæ ñqï~.
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Sailing through the Sky

For Chris Bodor

In search of solitude, I left the Earth.
I erected sails of white clouds,
To wander the oceans of sky.
In the day, I marvel at the blue planet.

At night, water lilies of stars bloom under the ship.
Above me the lights of cities shine.
Continents form constellations.
I hear only the wind and twitter of the cosmos.

I traverse miles, get to know new orbits.
Time stopped, bestowed immortality.
I share the fate of ancient gods
-Isolation and longing for man.
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69. Äø±X¯+˝À Á|üj·÷D+
ˇ+≥]‘·Hêìï nH˚«wædü÷Ô H˚qT e~*ô|{≤ºqT H˚\qT
‘Ó\¢ eTãT“\ ¬sø£ÿ\qT ‘=&ÉT≈£îÿHêïqT
Äø±X¯|ü⁄ düeTTÁ<ë\˝À dü+#·]+#ê\ì
|ü>∑\T, ˙* Á>∑Vü‰ìï #·÷dæ ÄX¯Ãs¡́ b˛j·÷qT

sêÁ‘·Tfi¯ó¢, HÍø£ n&ÉT>∑Tq qø£åÁ‘· ø£\Te\T $ø£dæ+#êsTT
Hêô|’q q>∑sê\ B|üø±+‘·T\T Á|üø±•+#êsTT
K+&Ü\T sêX¯ó\T>± ø£ì|æ+#êsTT
n+‘·]ø£å|ü⁄ >±*, <Ûä«qT\qT e÷Á‘·y˚T $HêïqT H˚qT

mH√ï yÓTÆfi¯ó¢ Á|üj·÷DÏ+#êqT, q÷‘·q ø£ø£ǻ \qT ø£qT>=Hê\ì
ø±\+ Ä–+~, XÊX¯«‘·‘ê«ìï ÄbÕ~+∫+~
nHê~ <˚e⁄fi¢̄ >∑e÷´ìï bı+<ëqT
ˇ+≥]HÓ’ e÷qe⁄&ç ø√dü+ |ü]‘·|æ+#êqT.

` ÁøÏdt u§&=sY ø√dü+
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Metal Birds

against evolutionary rules
dooming to wander the Earth
we conquer yet another sky

the mind breaks barriers
we soar ever higher
we overcome time and sound

we draw white streaks across the sky
we shorten distances
metal wings give freedom

we penetrate the vastness of space
in search of a planet
as lonely as the Earth
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70. ˝ÀVü≤ $Vü≤+>±\T
|ü]D≤eT dæ<ë∆+‘ê\≈£î e´‹πsø£+>±
uÛÑ÷$Tô|’ dü+#·]dü÷Ô
eTq+ Ç+ø√ Äø±XÊìï ÄÁø£$T+#ê+

eTqdüT Vü≤<äT›*ï <ë≥T‘·T+~
eTq+ Ç+ø± ô|’ô|’øÏ m>∑TsêÔ+
ø±˝≤ìï, X¯u≤›ìï <ë{Ï yÓfi≤Ô+

ì+–˝À ^kÕÔ+ ‘Ó\¢{Ï ^‘·*ï
<ä÷sê*ï ‘·–ZkÕÔ+
˝ÀVü≤|ü⁄ ¬sø£ÿ\T ùd«#·Ã¤ìkÕÔsTT

n+‘·]ø£å|ü⁄ ˝À‘·T˝À¢øÏ #=#·TÃ¬øfi≤Ô+
nH˚«wækÕÔ+ ˇø£ Á>∑Vü≤+ ø√dü+
uÛÑ÷$T˝≤ ˇ+≥]>± ñqï<ëì¬ø’...
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Clouds Beneath Me

I rose high above the Earth,
I left colors and sounds behind.
I conquered the worlds reserved for angels.
The expanse above the clouds is silent
in shades of cerulean.

Beneath me, the wind chases a flock of gentle cumuli.
They swirl like fluffy sheep in a pasture.
I pass prostrate, damp layers of strati
and threateningly growling, morose thunder clouds.

The greatness of ocean and sky
is marked by the lack of boundaries.
I feel the solitude of a lost wanderer
I, a mere insignificant human being, in a transparent desert,
traverse thousands of miles, at a bewildering speed.
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71. ~>∑Teq y˚T|òü÷\T
uÛÑ÷$Tô|’q m>∑TsêÔqT
esêí\T, <Ûä«qT\qT ~>∑Teq $&ç∫ô|&ÜÔqT
<˚e<ä÷‘·\≈£î Á|ü‘˚́ øÏ+∫q Á|ü|ü+#ê\qT ¬>\TkÕÔqT
y˚T|òü÷\ô|’qTqï Á|ü<˚X¯+ ìX¯Ùã›+>± ñqï~ ˙* esêí\˝À

Hê ~>∑Teq y˚T|òüTe÷*ø£\qT ‘·s¡TeTT‘·Tqï~ >±*.
‘Ó\¢u§#·TÃqï >=Á¬s˝≤¢ yÓTÆ<ëq+˝À düT&ÉT\T ‹s¡T>∑T‘·Tqï$ eTãT“\T
H˚qT ‘·&çy˚T|òü÷\ es¡Tdü\qT <ë{Ïb˛‘·THêïqT
n$ uÛÑj·Tô|fÒº̋ ≤ ñs¡TeTT‘·÷ |æ&ÉT>∑T\ eTãT“ …̋’q$

düeTTÁ<ä+, Äø±X¯+\ >=|üŒ‘·q+
dü]Vü≤<äT›\T ˝Òø£b˛e&É+—
<ë]‘·|æŒq Á|üj·÷D°≈£î&ç̋ ≤ ˇ+≥]‘·Hêìï düŒè•+#êqT
H˚qT e÷eT÷\T eTìwæì, bÕs¡<äs¡Ùø£ m&Ü]˝À
y˚̋ ≤~ yÓTÆfi¯ó¢ q&ç#êqT, qeTàX¯ø£́ + ø±ì y˚>∑+‘√
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Fate of the Artist

Art requires patience.
Hordes of artists stand in the waiting room for fame.
Everyone believes that Fortuna will open her horn of plenty
and muses will adorn his temple with a laurel wreath.

Volumes with the words plaited in garlands,
pictures full of unexpected colors and composition,
silent notes on the staves
are waiting for years.

At times
with much fanfare the name of a lucky winner is announced.
It happens he does not come for the trophy won.
Everyone around whispers -” It is a pity he is not alive”.
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72. ø£fi≤ø±s¡T&ç ìj·T‹
ø£fi¯≈£î düVü≤q+ ø±yê*
ø°]Ô ø√dü+ m+<äs√ ø£fi≤ø±s¡T\T y˚∫#·÷düTÔHêïs¡T
n<äèwüº+ nø£åj·TbÕÁ‘· ‘Ós¡TdüTÔ+<äì Á|ü‹ ˇø£ÿs¡÷ qeTTà‘ês¡T
ø£fi≤eT‘·\T¢\T ˝≤¬s˝Ÿ |ü⁄wüŒ>∑T#êÃ\‘√ ‘·q >∑T&çì n\+ø£]kÕÔs¡˙

|ü<ë\T ≈£L]Ãq <ä+&É\ düeT÷Vü≤+
}Vü≤ø£+<äì $$<Ûä yÓ’∫Á‘·T\ ∫Á‘·dü+#·j·T+
dü+e‘·‡sê\T>± m<äTs¡T#·÷düTÔqï ìX¯Ùã› X¯è‹\j·T\ s¡÷|üø£+

ˇø√ÿkÕ]
n<äèwüºC≤‘·≈£î&ç ù|s¡T Á|üø£{Ï+#·ã&ÉT‘·T+~ ø√˝≤Vü≤\+ eT<Ûä́ q
nsTT‘˚ ‘êqT ¬>\T#·T≈£îqï ãVüQeT‹ rdüT≈£îH˚+<äT≈£î sê&ÉT n‘·&ÉT
n+<äs¡÷ >∑Tdü>∑Tdü̋ ≤&ÉT‘ês¡T` ªbÕ|ü+ n‘·&ÉT J$+∫ Ò̋&ÉTµ`
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History

History will judge all of us fairly,
It will open the eye of wisdom stored in a triangle.
Man’s life will be reviewed carefully, conscientiously.
Osiris will weigh deeds and words on his balance.

Names of the chosen
will be saved in the memory of nations.
Moral opinions will be guarded unyieldingly.
Genius will be appreciated in previously ridiculed works.
The humiliated will be exalted,
the average will fall into oblivion.

It admires a painting of sunflowers
on the wall of a museum.
With tears in its eyes, it listens to Viennese music.
It admires the beauty of words in poems
written by once ridiculed poet-paupers.

It barely mentions the names of powerful rulers
in long stories about the humble carpenter from Nazareth.
It marvels at the attitude of a young Indian prince,
who left glory and fortune for enlightenment.

Defender of truth, it is incorruptible and impartial,
It calls a spade a spade,
for it thinks nothing of falsehood, hypocrisy.
It emerges like a rock monolith from the ocean of time.
It is also like eternal wind,
which separates chaff from grain.



153

73. #·]Á‘·
#·]Á‘· eTq+<ä]ø° dü]>±H˚ rs¡TŒ #ÓãT‘·T+~
Á‹uÛÑT»+˝À <ë∫ ñqï $C≤„q+‘√ ø£fi¯ó¢ ‘Ós¡TdüTÔ+~
eTìwæ J$‘·+ C≤Á>∑‘·Ô>± |ü]o*+#·ã&ÉTÔ+~, Ä‘·àkÕøÏå>±
ˇdæ]dt ‘·÷kÕÔ&ÉT e÷≥\T, #˚‘·\qT C≤Á>∑‘·Ô>±

mìïø£ #˚j·Tã&çqyês¡T <˚XÊ\ düàè‘·T\˝À <ë#·ã&É‘ês¡T
HÓ’‹ø£ uÛ≤yê\T s¡ø£åD˝À ñ+{≤sTT
>∑‘·+˝À ‹s¡düÿ]+#·ã&çq |üqT\˝À y˚T<Ûë$ ø±qekÕÔ&ÉT
nee÷ì+#·ã&çqyê&ÉT ø°]Ô+#·ã&É‘ê&ÉT,
kÕ<Ûës¡DT\T eTs¡|ü⁄˝ÀøÏ HÓ{Ïºy˚j·Tã&É‘ês¡T

eT÷´õj·T+ >√&É\ô|’q dü÷s¡́ ø±+‹ |ü⁄cÕŒ\ ∫Á‘êìï n_Ûe÷ì+#̊ #·]Á‘·
ø£̇ ïfi¢̄‘√ $+≥T+~ $j·T˙ïdt dü+^‘êìï
ø£$‘·\˝Àì |ü<ë\ n+<äyÓTÆq bı+~ø£qT yÓT#·TÃ≈£î+≥T+~
ˇø£|ü&ÉT n‘·&ÉT m>∑‘ê[øÏ >∑T¬s’q ìs¡Tù|<ä ø£$

eTVü‰ X¯øÏÔe+‘·T …̋’q Á|üuÛÑTe⁄\qT #·÷d”#·÷&Éq≥T¢ ù|s=ÿ+≥T+~
q»¬s‘Y eÁ&É+– >∑T]+∫ ô|<ä›ø£<∏ä\T #ÓãT‘·T+~
Ç+&çj·THé j·TTesê»≈£îe÷s¡T&çì #·÷dæ ÄX¯Ãs¡́ b˛‘·T+~,
C≤„q+ ø√dü+ uÛÀ>∑uÛ≤>±´\qT ‘·́ õ+∫qyê&É‘·&ÉT.

dü‘·́ s¡ø£åD, ˙‹e+‘·+, ìkÕ«s¡∆+
ñqï<äTqï≥T¢ #Ó|üŒ&É+ <ëì \ø£åD≤\T
<ëìøÏ ‘Ó*j·T<äT ndü‘·́ +, Ä‘·àe+#·q
ø±\|ü⁄ düeTTÁ<ä+˝À @ø£•\>± Ä$s¡“¤$düTÔ+~
XÊX¯«‘· yêj·TTM∫ø£>±, <Ûëq´+ qT+∫ }ø£qT y˚s¡T#˚düTÔ+~.
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Like Auschwitz

Auschwitz could be anywhere.
Plans and ideas are waiting in people’s minds.
It only needs time and a little barbed wire.
It is enough to close the sky above the earth,
Extinguish hopes, break the rainbow.

Atomic suns will brighten again
with burning rays of death.
Choking dust of hatred will blow in everywhere.
The sown wind will stir up the sandy storms.
The Great War about everything and about nothing.

Losers, winners
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74. ÄdæÃ${Ÿ®̋ ≤
Ädæ“${Ÿ‡ mø£ÿ&Ó’Hê ñ+&Ée#·TÃ
Á|üD≤[ø£\T, Ä˝À#·q\T »q+ eTqdüT‡˝À ñ+{≤sTT
ø±yê*‡+<ä˝≤¢ ø±\+, ø±düÔ eTTfi¯¢r¬>
H˚\ô|’ ñqï Äø±XÊìï eT÷dæy˚j·T&ÜìøÏ$ #ê\T
ÄX¯\qT Ä]Œ, Vü≤]$\T¢qT $s¡>∑>=≥º&ÜìøÏ

nDTdü÷s¡T´\T eTs¡\ Á|üø±•kÕÔs¡T eTè‘·T´øÏs¡D≤\‘√
mø£ÿ&É #·÷dæHê <˚«wü|ü⁄ <äTeTTà ñøÏÿ]_øÏÿ] #˚dü÷Ô
m>∑<√dæq >±* ÇdüTø£ ‘·TbòÕqT\qT πs|ü⁄‘·T+~
Á|ü‹ <ëìøÏ, @MT Ò̋ì <ëìø° >=|üŒ j·TT<ä∆+

|üsêõ‘·T\T, $»j·TT\T
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Liberation Anniversary at Auschwitz

The survivors’ memory fades,
they pass away one after another.
Fewer and fewer numbers in stripes
cross the threshold of hell.
The gate, guardian of the death factory, sneers.

The words “Arbeit macht frei”
turns back the time, memories come alive.
Sad eyes of the prisoners stare from old photographs.
A huge mountain of shoes holds your eye,
doesn’t let you go away.

The railway ramp remembers the laughter of the torturers
and the wail of the victims.
The green shroud woven of grass
has covered the reeking mud.
The scream of the suffocated
is embedded in the walls of gas chambers.

Pilgrim, pause, don’t pass indifferently by.
Forgotten histories will return
and come alive somewhere else.
Remember: “it’s people who dealt this fate to people”.
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75. $eTTøÏÔ ~q+ ÄdæÃ${Ÿ® e<ä›
ã‹øÏqyê&ç C≤„|üø£X¯øÏÔ eT+<ä–+∫+~
ˇø£] ‘·s¡yê‘· ˇø£s¡T ìÁwüÿ$T+#ês¡T
ø=~›ø=~›>± dü+K´˝À ‘·>∑TZ‘·÷ qs¡ø£|ü⁄ >∑Te÷àìï <ë{ÏHês¡T
<ë«s¡+, <ë«s¡s¡ø£å≈£î&ÉT eTè‘·T´ ø£sêà>±s¡+ e<ä› NÛ‘·ÿ]düTÔHêïs¡T

ªn]“‘Y e÷øÔ̆ Áô|òsTTµ |ü<ë\T
ø±˝≤ìï yÓqøÏÿ ‹|ü‘êsTT, C≤„|üø±\T düJe+>± ekÕÔsTT
U…’B\ $cÕ<ä H˚Á‘ê\T bÕ‘· bǫ̀ {À\qT MøÏåkÕÔsTT
ô|<ä›>∑T≥º̋ ≤ ñqï ø±*CÀfi¯ó¢ ˙ ø£fi¢̄qT Äø£≥Tº≈£îì

ìqTï nø£ÿ&É qT+∫ b˛ìe«e⁄

¬s’̋ Ò« sê+|ü⁄ ∫Á‘·Væ≤+dü\T ô|fÒºyê&ç qe⁄«qT >∑Ts¡TÔ≈£î ‘ÓdüTÔ+~
u≤~Û‘·T\ @&ÉTŒ\T, ô|&Éu§ã“\q÷`
Ä≈£î|ü#·Ãì |ü∫Ãø£ ãTs¡<äqT ø£|æŒô|{Ïº+~
>±´dt #Ûê+ãs¡¢ >√&É\˝À }|æsê&Éì yêfi¢̄ eT÷\T>∑T\T ìøÏå|üÔeTj·÷´sTT

rs¡∆j·÷Á‹≈£î&Ü, Ä>∑T, ì]¢|üÔ‘·‘√ yÓfi¢̄≈£î
eTs¡∫b˛sTTq #·]Á‘·\T |ü⁄qsêeè‘·eTe⁄‘êsTT
mø£ÿ&√ eTs¡\ düJe+>± ‘·\ …̋‘·TÔ‘êsTT
>∑Ts¡TÔ+#·Tø√` ªeTqTwüß\ >∑‹ì ìs¡«∫+∫+~ eTqTwüß Ò̋µ`
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Menorah

In my grandparent’s kitchen stood a big table
covered with a linen sheet.
Plates would appear on its huge surface
like islands in an ocean.
There was never a shortage of chairs.
The table welcomed every unexpected guest.

The darkness of the night enfolded
a thin form of a poor tailor.
Mousze dragged with him the fear
and grim horror of life in the ghetto.
He turned up and disappeared like a shadow
- with a loaf of bread hidden under a chalet.
The shiny star of David,
led him through the road less tracks and woods.

This bread was worth
life for those who survived the yesterday.
His daughter’s heart broke of sorrow.
Sparkles in Sorka’s eyes faded away.
She passed silently
- the hunger and the illnesses daily recited Kadish.
Quickly the seven candles
and people’s fortunes burnt down.
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76. yÓTH=sê
e÷ ‘ê‘·j·T´ >±]+{Ï e+≥>∑~˝À ‘Ó\¢ì>∑T&É¶ |üs¡∫q ô|<ä› ã\¢ ñ+&˚~
<ëìMT<ä |üfi‚¢\T düeTTÁ<ä+˝À B«bÕ˝≤¢ ø±qe#˚ÃsTT
≈£îØÃ\≈£î ø=<äe Ò̋<äT, nqTø√≈£î+&Ü e∫Ãq n‹~ÛøÏ

   kÕ«>∑‘·+ |ü*øÏ #√{Ï#˚Ã$

sêÁ‹ Nø£{Ï ù|<ä <äØ® s¡÷bÕìï <ë*Ã+~
n‘·&ç‘√bÕ≥T ô|òT{§º̋ À n‘·&ÉqTuÛÑ$+∫q
uÛÑj·T+ø£s¡ J$‘·+ n≥T ˝≤≈£îÿe∫Ã+~
yÓqøÏÿ ‹]– n‘·&É<äèX¯́ yÓTÆb˛j·÷&ÉT, #Óø£ÿ Ç+{Ï̋ À

<ë∫q s=f…ºeTTø£ÿqT rdüT≈£îì.
Á|üø±•+#˚ &˚$&é qø£åÁ‘·+
q&ç|æ+~ n‘·&çì <ëØ‘Óq÷ï ˝Òì n&Ée⁄˝À¢øÏ

ìqï ã‹øÏqyêfi¢̄≈£î
á s=f…ºeTTø£ÿ J$‘·+‘√ düe÷q+
n‘·&ç ≈£îe÷¬sÔ >∑T+&Ó|ü–*+~ XÀø£+‘√
kısêÿ ø£fi¢̄̋ À yÓTs¡T|ü⁄\T e÷j·TeTj·÷´sTT
ÄyÓT HÓeTà~>± n+~+∫+~
ø±~wt̋ À eTqq+ #˚j·Tã&çq Äø£*, s¡T>∑à‘·\qT
‘·«s¡‘·«s¡>± @&ÉT ø=y=«‘·TÔ\T
Á|ü»\ n<äècÕº\T ø±*b˛j·÷sTT.
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Free Will

God resides in a distant galaxy.
In another time and space he opens a new Eden
Maybe he won’t repeat the old mistakes of creation,
Won’t plant the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Bad,
And the deceitful snake won’t tempt Eve with ripe fruit.

He hasn’t been on Earth for ages,
Hasn’t sent his army of angels to liberate Auschwitz,
He let Cambodian fields be soaked with brotherly blood
And Syrian sands with the tears of murdered
Women and children,
He left conceited humans with demons of cruelty.

The gift of knowledge without morality leads nowhere.
At the Temple of Mammon
There’s no place for the Decalogue.
Greed and insatiability opened Pandora’s box.
The man reduced to a number is nothing to be proud of,
Evil and stupidity slowly displace goodness and wisdom.
We have free will,
We reach towards the right of self destruction.
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77. ùd«#êÃ¤ dü+ø£\Œ+
<˚e⁄&ÉT ìyêdüeTT+&˚~ düT<ä÷s¡ ˙Vü‰]ø£̋ À
Ç+ø√ ø±\Á|ü<˚X¯+˝À ø=‘·Ô á&ÓHé ‘√≥qT Ä$wüÿ]kÕÔ&ÉT
ãVüQXÊ, Ç~es¡≈£î #˚dæq düèwæº̋ Àì ˝ÀbÕ\qT ‹]– #˚j·T&ÉT
eT+N #Ó&ÉT\ C≤„qeèøå±ìï nø£ÿ&É Hê≥&ÉT.
|ü+&çq |òü\+‘√ e+#·ø£düs¡Œ+ áyéqT Á|ü̋ ÀuÛÑô|≥º<äT.

n‘·&ÉT uÛÑT$øÏ ~– #ê˝≤ j·TT>±\sTT´+~
ndæÃ${Ÿ®qT $eTTøÏÔ #˚ùd+<äT≈£î <˚e<ä÷‘·\ ôd’Hê´ìï |ü+|ü̋ Ò<äT
ø£+uÀ&çj·THé bı˝≤*ï k˛<äs¡T\ s¡ø£Ô+‘√ ‘·&Éeì#êÃ&ÉT
dæ]j·THé ÇdüTø£ ‹HÓï˝À¢ Vü≤‘·́ #̊j·Tã&çq ‘·\T¢\, |æ\¢\ ø£̇ ïfī¢qT Ç+øÏ+∫Hê&ÉT
n‘·&ÉT Á≈£Ls¡ |æXÊ#ê\qT nVü≤+ø±s¡|ü⁄ eTqTwüß\≈£î e~ Ò̋kÕ&ÉT

HÓ’‹ø£‘· Ò̋ì C≤„q|ü⁄ ø±qTø£ mø£ÿ&çø° <ë]rj·T<äT
e÷eTàHé <˚yê\j·T+˝À <äXÊ»„\≈£î #√≥T Ò̋<äT
<äTsêX¯, ndü+‘·è|æÔ |ü+&√sê eT+<äkÕìï ‘Ó]#êsTT
dü+K´>± ‘·–Z+#·ã&çq eTìwæ >∑T]+∫ >∑s¡«|ü&Ü*‡+<˚MT Ò̋<äT
#Ó&ÉT, eT÷s¡â‘·«+ HÓeTà~>± eT+∫ì, C≤„Hêìï Äe\≈£î HÓ&ÜÔsTT
eTq≈£îqï~ ùd«#êÃ¤dü+ø£\Œ+
dü«$HêX¯|ü⁄ Vü≤≈£îÿqT n+<äTø√uÀ‘·THêï+!
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Secret GMO

Science in the service of greed
Creates a different world.
It shouts: it’ll be better! cheaper! more!

The mind begs: restrain audacious ignorant,
Who disregard the harmony of nature
And million years of evolution.

It is you,
Who brought to life the killer bees
And destroyed many species of flora and fauna.

Manipulation of genes
Won’t create the Garden of Eden.
The game of “God” always brings death



163

78. s¡Vü≤dü´ »qT´e÷]Œ&ç Je⁄\T
<äTsêX¯ ùde˝À ôd’qT‡
ø=‘·Ô Á|ü|ü+#êìï düèwæºdüTÔ+~
n~ ns¡TdüTÔ+~` ªÇ~ y˚T …̋’q~... #Íø£... m≈£îÿe!µ`

eTqdüT y˚&ÉT≈£î+≥T+~` nC≤„q|ü⁄ Vü≤&Üe⁄&çì Ä|üuÀ‘·T+~
Á|üø£è‹ düeT‘·T\´‘·qT
$T*j·Tq¢ dü+e‘·‡sê\ |ü]D≤e÷ìï ìs¡¢ø£ǻ + #˚ùdyê&çì,

Ç~ ˙e⁄
Vü≤+‘·ø£ ‘˚HÓ{°>∑\≈£î ÁbÕD+b˛dæqyê&ç$
nH˚ø£ eèø£å »+‘·T ‘·‘·T*ï <Ûä«+dæ+∫qyê&ç$

»qT´e⁄\ e÷]Œ&ç
á&ÓHé ñ<ë´qeHêìï düèwæº+#·<äT
<˚e⁄&ç Ä≥ eTs¡D≤ìï ‘ÓdüTÔ+~.
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GMO- new Frankenstein

A lie repeated many times becomes the truth.
Propaganda puts to sleep the emerging doubts,
Slowly and insidiously introduces new rules.

Isn’t it a beautiful vision?

Cereals will give big crops on the barren land.
Ripe tomatoes will always be firm.
We will create new flavors, repaint flowers.

Beyond the control of the laboratory ...

Toxin - resistant weeds
Plants with no nutrients
Unknown diseases
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79. »qT´e÷]Œ&ç Je⁄\T ` qMq ÁbòÕ+¬øHéd”ºHé
|ü\Te÷s¡T¢ |ü*øÏq nã<ä∆+ dü‘·́ eTe⁄‘·T+~
‘·\ …̋‘Ô̊ dü+<˚Vü‰\qT Á|ü#ês¡+ ìÁ<ä|ü⁄#·TÃ‘·T+~
HÓeTà~>±, ø£èÁ‹eT+>± ø=‘·Ô ìã+<Ûäq\qT Á|üy˚X¯ô|&ÉTÔ+~.

Ç~ >=|üŒ <äs¡Ùq+ ø±<ä÷?

e+<Ûä́ uÛÑ÷eTT˝À¢ <ÛëHê´\T $kÕÔs¡+>± |ü+&ÉT‘êsTT
|ü+&ÉT {§e÷{≤\T m|ü&É÷ >∑{Ïº>±H˚ ñ+{≤sTT
düTyêdüq\qT düèõ+∫, |üP\≈£î ø=‘·Ôs¡+>∑T\T y˚kÕÔ+

|ü]XÀ<ÛäqXÊ\ ìj·T+Á‘·D\≈£î <ä÷s¡+>±...

$cÕ\qT m<äTs¡Tÿqï ø£\T|ü⁄yÓTTø£ÿ\T
b˛wüø£$\Te Ò̋¢ì yÓTTø£ÿ\T
n+‘·T∫ø£ÿì yê´<ÛäT\T
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GMO Means Death

The word “sorry” is not enough
The effects of errors are irreversible

There is no forgiveness
For diseases
For suffering
For death

Nobody will hide
Nobody will escape
No one will survive

They sold our lives for pieces of silver
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80. »qT´e÷]Œ&ç Je⁄\T ` eTè‘·T´e⁄
ª$#ê]düTÔHêïqT` kÕØµ n+fÒ dü]b˛<äT
‘·|ü\ |òü*‘ê\T |üPs¡«dæú‹˝ÀøÏ e÷s¡Ã Ò̋ì$

ø£åe÷|üD≈£î M\T Ò̋<äT
yê´<ÛäT\≈£î,
e´<Ûä\≈£î,
eTè‘·T´e⁄≈£î....

mes¡÷ <ë#·s¡T
mes¡÷ ‘·|æŒ+#·Tø√ Ò̋s¡T
mes¡÷ ã‘·ø£s¡T

eTq J$‘ê*ï ny˚TàkÕs¡T yÓ+&ç HêDÒ\≈£î
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The Extinction of Humanity

On the beach a lifeless child was found.
The curious sea waves,
gently washed his hair.
They kissed his closed eyes
and touched a red shirt.

Poseidon did not accept this victim
and returned the human child to Demeter.
Merciful Hades sent a boat
and Charon did not demand a fee.
He took a small body in his arms
and carried him to the Elysian fields.

Children, defenseless victims of war,
die before they began to live.
He did not understand.

Do you?
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81. e÷qe‘·«|ü⁄ n+‘·sê∆q+
düeTTÁ<ä rs¡+˝À ˇø£ ìØ®e u≤\T&ÉT
‘·s¡+>±\T ÄdüøÏÔ‘√
n‘·&ç •s√C≤\qT ø£&ÉT>∑T‘·THêïsTT
n$ n‘·&ç eT÷dæq ø£qTï\qT eTT<ë›&ç
mÁs¡ #=ø±ÿqT ‘ê≈£î‘·THêïsTT

u≤~Û‘·T&çì d”«ø£]+#·̋ Ò<äT bÕõ&ÜHé
uÛÑ÷$TøÏ ‹]– n|üŒ–+∫Hê&ÉT
<äj·T>∑\ ªùV≤&é‡µ |ü&ÉeqT |ü+|æHê&ÉT
ªø±sêHéµ ô|’ø£+ n&É>∑̋ Ò<äT
∫ìï X¯Øsêìï ‘·q #˚‘·T˝À¢øÏ rdüT≈£îì
m*wæj·THé bı˝≤˝À¢øÏ rdüT≈£îyÓ[¢Hê&ÉT

|üdæ|æ\¢\T, j·TT<ä∆+˝À s¡ø£åD Ò̋ì u≤~Û‘·T\T
J$‘·+ ÁbÕs¡+_Û+#˚ eTT+<˚ #·ìb˛‘·THêïs¡T
n‘·&ÉT ns¡ú+ #˚düTø√&ÉT.

eT] ˙e⁄?
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Act of Leaving

In a hospital corridor, I met the Fates.
Daughters of Zeus and Themis playing with golden thread.
Bored Lachezis stops spinning human destiny
and Atropos cuts life with a slow movement.

Everybody plays their roles like an ancient drama.
The patient speaks about hope and pays homage to Hygeia,
doctors fashion decorations out of mystification,
the choir sing songs full of false consolation.

I feel the cold touch of Thanatos.
He gives me his slender, pale-fingered hand.
He stamps the grimaced face of the ill with a mask a of pain
He takes the sparkle from the eyes
and paints shadows on the face.

Death has an odor of disinfectant
mixed with a stench of plates of uneaten meals.
Like a spider , he clutches a man in the network of drips.
and, as a finale,
he sucks the last breath from the blue mouth.

In the last act the black winged angel
covers the bed with a white sheet.
In silence,
he creates an abstract sculpture from the starched material.
The curtain falls without applause.
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82. e~*yÓfi¯¢&É+
Vü‰dæŒ≥˝Ÿ ø±]&ÜsY̋ À ø£*kÕqT $~Û<˚e‘·\qT
p´dt̀ <∏Ó$Tdt\ ≈£îe÷¬sÔ\T dü«s¡í<ës¡+‘√ Ä≥˝≤&ÉT‘·THêïs¡T
˝≤U…dædt≈£î $düT>∑T|ü⁄{Ïº e÷qe >∑e÷´ìï e&Éø£≥+ Äù|dæ+~
nÁ{§bÕdt dü«\Œ #·\q+‘√ Jeq<ësêìï ø£‹Ô]düTÔqï~

nHê~ Hê≥ø£+˝À˝≤ me] bÕÁ‘· yês¡T b˛wædüTÔHêïs¡T
yê´~ÛÁ>∑düTÔ&ÉT ÄX¯>∑T]+∫ e÷{≤¢&ç ôV’≤õj·÷≈£î yÓTT≈£îÿ #Ó*¢+#ê&ÉT
yÓ’<äT´\T e÷]àø£‘·̋ À+∫ eT+<äT\T n\+ø£]düTÔHêïs¡T
ãè+<ä̂ ‘ê\T nã<ä›|ü⁄ z<ës¡TŒ bÕ≥\T bÕ&ÉT‘·THêïsTT

Hê≈£î <Ûäq{≤dt̀ eTè‘·T´e⁄ o‘·\düŒs¡Ù ‘Ó\TdüTÔqï~
n‘·&ÉT n+~düTÔHêï&ÉT n‘·&ç düqï{Ï bÕ*b˛sTTq Vü≤düÔ+
s¡T>∑à‘· eTTU≤ìøÏ eTTÁ<äy˚düTÔHêï&ÉT u≤<Ûä eTTdüT>∑T‘√
ø£fi¢̄̋ Àì yÓTs¡T|ü⁄ rdæ ∫Á‹düTÔHêï&ÉT eTTK+ô|’ ˙&É\qT

eTè‘·T´e⁄≈£î ÁøÏ$Tdü+Vü‰s¡ø£ Á<ëeD≤\ yêdüq ñ+~
Äs¡–+#·ì ÄVü‰s¡|ü⁄ |üfi‚¢\ ø£+|ü⁄‘√ ø£*dæ+~
kÕ …̋|ü⁄s¡T>∑T˝≤, eTè‘·T´e⁄ eTìwæì Á<äyê\

#·Tø£ÿ\ e\˝À ñ+∫, ∫es¡≈£î,
˙* H√{Ï̋ À+∫ ÄK] }|æ]ì |”\TÃ≈£î+{≤&ÉT

ÄK] n+ø£+˝À q\¢¬sø£ÿ\ <˚e<ä÷‘·
eT+#·+ô|’ ø£|ü‘ê&ÉT ‘Ó\¢{Ï eg+
ìX¯Ùã›+˝À,
n‘·&ÉT düèõkÕÔ&ÉT m+&çq |æ+&çeTT<ä› qT+∫ z HÓ’s¡÷|ǘ  •˝≤Œìï
#·|üŒ≥¢ Vü≤&Üe⁄&ç Ò̋≈£î+&ÜH˚ ‘Ós¡ yê*b˛‘·T+~
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Hospital Window

It is fingered by a clutch of gazes
and steamed up by the breath of the trapped.
Glass divides reality into here and there.

Aware of vanishing changes the thoughts
and the dreams touch ordinary matters.
Abandoned everyday life takes on colours.

In the courtyard, an old chestnut loses its leaves.
Trees suffer in silence and die standing up.
Winds post a farewell letter on the glass.
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83. yÓ’<ë´\j·T|ü⁄ øÏ{Ïø°
#·÷|ü⁄\ |ü+C≤˝À ∫≈£îÿã&ç
uÀqT˝À |ü&çq }|æ]˝≤ y˚&ÓøÏÿ ñ+≥T+~
>±E |ü\ø£\T yêdüÔyêìï $&ÉBdüTÔ+{≤sTT nø£ÿ&Éø£ÿ&Ü

n<äèX¯́ eTe⁄‘êeTqï C≤>∑è‹ Ä˝À#·q\qT e÷s¡TdüTÔ+~
ø£\\T kÕ<Ûës¡D $wüj·÷\qT düŒè•kÕÔsTT
e~ Ò̋dæq <Ó’q+~q J$‘êìøÏ s¡+>∑T\T yÓTs¡TkÕÔsTT

‘√≥˝À u≤<ä+#Ó≥Tº Ä≈£î\qT sê\TÃ‘·T+~
ìX¯Ùã›+˝À u≤<Ûä|ü&ÉT‘·÷ #Ó≥T¢ ì\ã&˚ #·ìb˛‘êsTT
>±\T\T M&√ÿ\T ñ‘·Ôsêìï n<ë›\ô|’ b˛düTº #˚kÕÔsTT.
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Death

Death is never fair.
It robs the poor of their miserable luck
and sneakily steals their dreams and hopes.

In the homes of the rich, it lingers on the doorstep,
long considering if to take a man a hundred years old.
Money in the medicine can make miracles.

These people, who go on suffering,
sentence their families to helplessness and despair .
Words of consolation sound like a muffled bell.

Those people, who fall asleep quickly,
disappear from everyday life painlessly.
They leave a moment of reflection and wonder.
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84. eTè‘·T´e⁄
eTè‘·T´e⁄ düeTe]Ô ø±<äT
ù|<ä\ qT+∫ <√#˚düTÔ+~ <Ó’q´|ü⁄ n<äècÕºìï
#ê≥Te÷≥T>± <=+–*düTÔ+~ yê] ø£\\qT, ÄX¯\qT

<Ûäqe+‘·T\ Çfi¯¢˝À >∑TeTà+ e<ä› ‘·#êÃ&ÉT‘·T+~
q÷πsfīó¢ ì+&çq eTìwæì rdüT≈£îyÓfi≤¢̋ ≤ ̋ Ò<ë nì ‘·≥|ü{≤sTTdüTÔ+~.
eT+<äT\˝Àì <Ûäq+ n<äT“¤‘ê\qT düèwæºdüTÔ+~

m|ü&É÷ u≤<Ûä|ü&˚ Mfi¯ó¢
Mfi¢̄ ≈£î≥T+u≤\qT ndüVü‰j·T‘·, ìsêX¯\˝ÀøÏ HÓ{Ïºy˚kÕÔs¡T
z<ës¡TŒ e#·Hê\T X¯ã›+ Ä|üã&É¶ >∑+≥˝≤ <Ûä«ìkÕÔsTT.

‘·«s¡>± ìÁ<äb˛j˚Tyêfi¯ó¢
u≤<Ûës¡Væ≤‘·+>± <Ó’q+~q J$‘·+ qT+∫ n<äèX¯́ eTe⁄‘ês¡T
z yÓTs¡T|ü⁄ Ä˝À#·Hê ø£åD≤ìï e~*, ÄX¯Ãs¡́ b˛‘ês¡T.
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About Alicja

"A good friend is like a four-leaf claver;

Hard to find and lucky to have" -Irish Proverb

A distinguished poetess, An unblemished friend and

embodiment of compassion and love, a cheerful mystic witch

of words, a healer with magic wings, an ordinary lady with

extraordinary angelic qualities, a prolifie overseer or reality visions

with enchanted voice is our Alicja Maria Kuberska.

She has patience, courage and determination the able

qualities to win a war or argument 'She is the tenth muse of

Mount Helicon in Boetia born in the land of freedom - Swoboda

- Swiebodzin - Poland. Her poems are exquisitely decorated and

shine like tho facades at the market square, protected by the

great image of Christ the King.

It is my privilege and honor to translate her books

Moments and (Not) my poems into Telugu language.

'In the sweetness of friendship let there be laughter, for

in the dew of little things the heart finds its morning and is

refreshed'  - Khalil Gibran

- Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY
M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY
Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY
Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights
Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production
Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society
Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam
Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)
Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

I. Poetry (Telugu)
1. Alchemy
2. Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam
3. Tea Kappulo Toofan
4. Tangeti Junnu
5. Karakatakam (Cancer)
6. Oka Sarassu – Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
7. Marana Saasanam
8. Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram
9. Kuyyo – Morro Satakam
10. Bhairava Satakam

II. Poetry (English)
11. Shades
12. The Twilight Zone
13. My Poem is My Birth Certificate
14. The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,

The Typewriter and The Pen
15. The Vigilance Whistle!
16. How to Cook a Delicious Poem
17. Windows and Apples
18. The Guerdon of Poesy
19. The Haste Land
20. Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...
21. Poetravelogue
22. WOW! (Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious)
23. The Lost Songs of a Lone Traveler!
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III. Stories, Novels, Essays… (Telugu)
24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)
25. Chupke – Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana
27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)
29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)
31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu – kavitalu
34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)
35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)
38. Iliad (Homer)
39. Odyssey (Homer)
40. Epic Cycle (Homer)
41. Three Greek Tragedies
42. The Poems of Sappho
43. Aeneid (Virgil)
44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)
46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)
48. Faust (Goethe)
49. World Famous Stories
50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry
51. William Blake Poetry
52. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part I
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part II
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part III
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part V
57. Russian Poetry
58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
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60. Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)
61. Christu Adbhuta Geethalu
62. The Path of Christ
63. Silappadikaram
64. Manimekhala
65. Sangam Poetry
66. Conference of Birds (Attar)
67. Masnavi - Part 1
68. Masnavi - Part 2
69. Masnavi - Part 3
70. Masnavi - Part 4
71. Masnavi - Part 5
72. Masnavi - Part 6
73. Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)
74. Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
75. Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
76. Prema Kurisina Velalo… (Master Poems in English-3)
77. Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
78. Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
79. Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
80. Endaa – Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
81. Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
82. Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
83. Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
84. Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
85. Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
86. The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)
87. Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)
88. Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)
89. Century of Love (Roula Pollard)
90. Pablo Neruda Poetry
91. Mexican Poetry
92. Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
93. Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)
94. Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)
95. Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)
96. Bhagavatam (Potana)
97. Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
98. Modern Bhagavadgita
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99. Samparayam (Suprasanna)
100. The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)
101. The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)
102. We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)
103. The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)
104. The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
105. Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)
106. The Tears of Bliss
107. This is no Streaking (Stories – K.K. Menon)
108. The Pool of Blood (Novel – Ampasayya Naveen)
109. Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)
110. Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)
111. Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
112. Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)
113. Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)
114. Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)
115. The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
116. Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)
117. The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)
118. The Mystic  Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)
119. Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
120. The True Meaning of Life - Rashid Pelpuo
121. The Wind My Lover - Ade C. (Bilingual)
122. Jak Ziemia Po Pierwszym Deszezu - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
123. Prima Ballerina Roberta Di Laura
124. The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)
125. Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank (Bilingual)
126. Lets be one in The One - George Onsy (Bilingual)
127. Riding the Tide - Ashok Bhargava (Bilingual)
128. The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad
129. The Epic of Gilgamesh
130. Krzysztof Kokot - Around the Haiku
131. Renata Cygan - I am a troubadour
132. Sergio Camellini - The Planet of Pink Clouds
133. Kumkum Bharine
134. Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi - A Long-winged Breath
135. Agnieszka Jarzebowska - The Fifth Season
136. The Making of Mahatma
137. Juliusz Erazm Bolek - The Secrets of life - A Calendar in verse
138. The Songs of Annamayya
139. Basudeb Chakraborti Poetry
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140. Poland Poetry - As Clear as the Sun
141. Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak's - Blue Longing
142. Izabela Zubko - The Holy Trinity
143. Deepa Chandran Ram - The Inner Quiet
144. Nazi Naaman Poetry
145. Lal Ded 'Vakhs'
146. Eden S. Trinidad - Eden Blooms
147. Dr. Jernail S. Anand - Fighting the Flames
148. Hell Rise in Paradise
149. Three Color Brush (China Poetry)
150. The Making of Mahatma - Poetry (Collector's Edition)
151. An Epic of Kashmir (Poetry)
152. The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei
153. Tjukurpa - Time Continuum (Dream Time - Every When)
154. Trident (Love, War and Peace) Poetry
155. Yuddhopanishad (The Upanishad of War)
156. COVID-19 - Biotechnology Novel
157. Krishna Prasai's Sun-Shower (A collection of 108 Zen Poems)
158. Covid-19 Parodies
159. VIRUSES - VACCINES
160. THE EDDAS
161. The Fifth Horseman (Telugu)
162. Che Guevara (Poetry) (English)
163. Coffee - Poems (Poetry) (English)
164. Ancient Egypt Stories (Telugu)
165. James Joyce - Chamber Music (Telugu)
166. Ravi Maruth's The Enraged Voice (English)
167. Alicja Kuberska's (Not) my poem (Telugu)
168. Prasen's - To Whomsoever it may concern (English)
169. Coro'noir' Stories (Telugu)
170. The Tortured Artist (English Poetry






