VATAHA x SPACES

22.02

19:00-21:00 17:00-19: 00

Doklaan 10, 3087 CB Bleijenburg 3B, 2511 VC
Rotterdam Den Haag

Poems and Songs

Texts and Lyrics

Translations to Ukrainian, English, Dutch




Organised by: VATAHA Foundation, Spaces Collective
Partners: Dokhuis Rotterdam, Deutsche Evangelische
Gemeinde im Haag

Participating poets: Sandra Mako Sanchez, Anna
Bezpala, Amber Jansen, Daria Lysenko, Anastasia
Khudaverdyan (Maksym Kryvtsov), Katya Komlach
Participating musicians: Wybe Wiersma (The Last
Mandril band), Amber Jansen, Anna Karina

Stage direction: Anna Bezpala, Sandra Mako Sanchez



Contents (in order of

appearance in the performance)

02.

03.

04.

05.

06.

07.

08.

09.

I0.

II.

IR2.

I3.

I4.

I5.

Grandmothers
Niels
Borscht at Stavangerweg
To the Diaspora, Vrijheid
Metamorfosen

De catcher

Untitled

Lethe

One shot

Make it stop

I don’t want to play

He moved to Bucha

I,975km

When does a person become a soldier?



Dutch & English

Omas

A girl

Six years 1940

Hidden under the desk
The drawing unfinished

She never spoke
0f surviving hunger

Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Een meisje

zes jaar 1940

verstopt onder het bureau
De tekening onafgemaakt

Ze sprak nooit
over honger

But she always tensed Maar ze was altijd gespannen

At the crumbs on a plate. bij het eten van de kruimels op

een bord.
I never knew why

I finish my food first Ik heb nooit geweten waarom ik

Until I imagined her, eerst mijn eten opeet

A girl, in Holodomor. Tot ik me haar voorstelde,

een meisje, in Holodomor.
My grandmother

trapped in memories mijn oma

at war with her thoughts gevangen in herinneringen

a ruin of destroyed houses In oorlog met haar gedachten

on her retina

Een ruine van verwoeste huizen op
haar netvlies




Dutch & English

Omas

She kept it in, locked up,
Zipped up, curled up

In the stone strength

0f her broad shoulders.

I’ve learned to speak,

To shout, to cry

To make them see

She lived through genocide.

I can still feel the imprint
of her lips

and some hard hairs

along my cheek

rubbing

‘I can still hear the
alarm,’

she said

A girl with the same nose
as me

was playing in the street

desk,’
she said.

Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Ze hield het binnen,
opgesloten,
Dichtgeritst, opgerold
In de stenen kracht

van haar brede schouders.

Ik heb geleerd te spreken,
te schreeuwen, te huilen
Om hen te laten zien dat
ze een genocide heeft

meegemaakt.

Ik voel nog steeds de afdruk
van haar lippen en wat harde
haartjes langs mijn wang

schuren

'Tk hoor nog steeds het

alarm,' zei ze

Een meisje met dezelfde neus
als ik

speelde op straat

'Ik schuilde onder het

bureau,' zei ze.



Dutch & English

Omas

A seven year old girl
Smuggled potatoes into town

A woman with the same nose as
me

lies awake

thinking

Frozen in time

I am standing here

On her shoulders

And those of other women,
Other women.

Hoping my children
Will stand on my shoulders
And so will their children,

Their children.

Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Een meisje van zeven smokkelde

aardappelen naar de stad

Een vrouw met dezelfde neus
als ik

1ligt wakker

Te denken

Bevroren in de tijd

Ik sta hier

Op haar schouders

En die van andere vrouwen,
Andere vrouwen.

In de hoop dat mijn kinderen

op mijn schouderszullen staan

En hun kinderen ook,
Hun kinderen



English Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Grandmothers

A girl
Six years I940
Hidden under the desk

The drawing unfinished

She never spoke

0f surviving hunger

But she always tensed

At the crumbs on a plate.

I never knew why

I finish my food first
Until I imagined her,
A girl, in Holodomor.

My grandmother
trapped in memories
at war

with her thoughts

a ruin of destroyed houses

on her retina




English Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Grandmothers

She kept it in, locked up,
Zipped up, curled up

In the stone strength

0f her broad shoulders.

I’ve learned to speak,

To shout, to cry

To make them see

She lived through genocide.

I can still feel the imprint of her
lips and

some hard hairs rubbing along my
cheek

‘I can still hear the alarm,’ she

said




English Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Grandmothers

A girl

with the same nose as me

was playing in the street

‘I used to hide under the desk,’
she said.

A seven year old girl
Smuggled potatoes into town

A woman with the same
nose as me

lies awake

thinking

Frozen in time

. Hoping my children
I am standing here Will stand on my shoulders

On her shoulders And so will their children,

And those of other women, Their children.

Other women.




Ukrainian Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

baobui

JiBuMHKa
lect pokiB 1940
CxoBaHa nip CTOJNOM

ManoHOK Hes3aKiHueHMit.

BoHa HikonM He rosopuna
[lpo mepexuTHl ronon,

Ane 3aBXIM HamnpyxyBayach
[lepen xkpuxTamy Ha cToJii.

9 HikonM He posyMmina
YoMy mepma 3’ inaw ixy
lloku He ysaBMNa ii,
JiBuuHKy, B T'onomomop.

Mos 6abusg

Y nactui cnoranis

Y Bi#ni

3i cBOiMM IyMKaMu

PyiHa 3pyilHOBaHMX OyIMHKIiB

Ha 1i cirtkiBni.




Ukrainian Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

baobui

Tpumara 11e B co6i, 3aKpuTe,
3acTeCHyTe, CKpyueHe,
Y xam’ sHiit cuni

CBOIX WMPOKMX Myedy.

Sl HaBuMnach T'OBODHUTH,
KpuuaTy, nnakatH,
AGH BOHM MOGAUMINH,

Ilo BoHa nepexuya reHouun.

9 poci BipguyBaw cxnin Ii BycT Ta
XopcTroro Bonoccs Ha MoeMy moui
«f moci uyo cupeHy», Kasaja BOHA.

JiBuMHKa
3 TAKMM CaMMM HOCOM fIK y MeHe
'pana Ha Bynuui

«$1 xoBanach nip cToONOM», Kasana

BOHa.




Ukrainian Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

baobui

CemupiuHa niBUuKMHKA

IIpoHocHna kKapTomi B MicTo.

XiHKa 3 TaKUM CaMMM
Hocom sk y meHe
JlexuTs 6e3 cHy

B nymrax

3acTurya B uvaci.

g croo TYT
Ha 11 nneuax.
I nneuax iHmWMX XiHOK,

THmUX XiHOK.

CrnoniBauucy, MOI piTu
CToATHMMYTb Ha MOIX mneuax,
A Takox ix nitH,

Ix niTm.




Dutch

Niels

Niels vraagt of alle Oekrainers
alleen maar naar klassieke muziek
luisteren,

of ze allemaal lang zijn,

of ze witte haren hebben,

of ze andere talen kennen

dan Oekraiens en Engels.

Niels vraagt of alle Oekrainers
orthodox zijn,

of toch katholiek of protestant,
en hoeveel kinderen een Oekraiens
gezin meestal telt -

vast niet minder dan tien, zoals
bij hem thuis, zegt hij.

03

Daria Lysenko




Dutch Daria Lysenko

Niels

Niels weet van de Mennonieten van Molotsjansk %E//ﬁj%
en van de zoutwinning in Bachmoet, ‘

van de Oekrainers in Canada,

ook van de Hollandse boer

die nog steeds in Oekraine woont -

die was op televisie.

0f ik die boer ken, vraagt hij,

want zoveel Hollanders zijn er niet in Oekraine.

Niels slaapt soms op de oude, koude museumvloer,

en voor het zover is leest hij over de geschiedenis van Oekraine.
Hij valt in slaap bij een bladzij met het portret van Symon
Petljoera.

Hij droomt van lange mannen en vrouwen

met witte haren,

orthodox, of misschien toch protestant,

op de klanken van klassieke muziek

wordt zout gewonnen

in de bloeiende stad Bachmoet

Die mensen spreken alleen maar Oekraiens en Engels,

ze kennen geen oorlog en verstaan geen woord Russisch.

Deze Oekrainers zijn praktisch Hollanders,

maar dat heeft Niels niet in de gaten.

03



Dutch Daria Lysenko

Niels

Misschien heb ik ook wel een vleugje Oekraiens
bloed,

oppert hij, wie weet,

al zitten ze bij mij thuis alleen maar in de
tulpenhandel,

die soort met van die puntige blaadjes,

zoals die drietand van jullie

03



English Daria Lysenko

Niels

Niels asks whether all Ukrainians [I//jj{\

listen exclusively to classical music,
whether they are all tall

whether they all have blonde hair
whether they speak other languages

besides Ukrainian and English.

Niels asks whether all Ukrainians are Orthodox,

or are they after all Catholics or Protestants,

and how many children are there usually in Ukrainian families -
probably at least ten, as in my family - he says.

Niels knows about the Mennonites in Molochansk

and salt mining in Bakhmut,

he knows about Ukrainians in Canada,

and also, about a Dutch farmer,

who still lives in Ukraine -

he was shown on television.

Do you know the farmer, - he asks, -

after all, there are not so many Dutch people in Ukraine.

03



English

Niels

Niels sleeps sometimes on the cold floor of
the old museum,

and before going to sleep he reads a
magazine about the history of Ukraine.

He falls asleep on the page with the
portrait of Simon Petliura.

He dreams of tall men and women

with blonde hair,

Orthodox, or maybe Protestants,

they are listening to classical music
while mining salt

in the flourishing city of Bakhmut.

These people speak only Ukrainian and
English,

these people do not have a war, and they do
not understand Russian at all.

These Ukrainians are practically Dutch,

but Niels does not notice this.

03

Daria Lysenko




English Daria Lysenko

Niels

Maybe I have some Ukrainian blood too? - he
asks

who knows -

although my family was exclusively involved
in the tulip trade,

you know, the ones with sharp petals,

like your trident.

03



Ukrainian Daria Lysenko

Hinse

Hinbc samuTye, uu Bci ykpaiHni
CNYXalTh BMKJOUHO KJACHUHY MY3MKY,

U4 Bci BOHM BHCOKI,

uM Bci mawTp Oine Boyoces,
YUY 3HAKWTL BOHM iHmi MOBH,
OKpiM yKpaiHcbKOI & aHrnificpkoi.

Hinbe samuTye, uu Bci ykpaiHui npaBocnaBHi,
UM BC€ X BOHM KATOJNMKM a60 X NPOTECTAHTH,
i ckinpky niteft 3as3BHuail B yKpaiHCBKMX cim’ax -

[IeBHO, He MeHme [ecATH, AK B Moiil, - Kaxe BiH.

Hinbc 3Hae mpo MeHOHITiB y MoyouaHCBKY

i BupoOGyBaHHA coni B Baxmyri,

3Hae npo ykpaiHuis y Kauani,

3Hae @ Mpo roinnaHiCbKOro ¢epMepa,

mo # noci xuBe B YKkpalHi, -

floro nokasyBayny Mo TenebGaueHHo.

Uu sHalioma g 3 epMepoM, - MHTaAE, -

anxe B YKkpaiHi He Tak i 6araro ronnaHiuis.

03



Ukrainian Daria Lysenko

Hinse

Hinpc uacoM cnuTh Ha XoyomHift minnosi craporo %I/’Qj)
My3en, ‘

a nepel CHOM UMTae XypHan npo icropin YkpalHu.

3acuHae Ha cropiHui 3 noprperoM CuMoHa IleTsiopH.
flomy cHaTbca BHCOKi yonoBikM # RiHEM

3 OinuM BoOJOCCSHM,

npaBocnaBHi, a MOXe, NPOTECTAHTH,

nin 3BYKM KJNACHUHOI MY3MKH

BOHM BHIOOYBaoTb Cinb

y kBiTyuomy micTi BaxmyT.

[[i mony roBopATh JMme yKpaiHChKOL @ aHryiltchkow,
B UMX Jsopnelt Hemae BiftHM, 1 IM 30BciM Hesposymina
pociiicbka.

i ykpaiHni - 1e mpakTHUHO ToJyaHiui,

ane Hinbc uporo He nomiuas.

MoxnuBO, i A Mao Tpoxu yKpaiHCBKOi KpoBi? -
3anuTye, -

XTo foro 3Hae, -

Xou Mof ciM’d 3aliManacsa BMKJIOUHO TOpTiBrein
TONbIIAHAMH,

TaKMMM, 3HaAEm, 3 TI'OCTPUMH IMENOCTKAMHM,

fIK y Bamoro Tpuayoba.

03



English
Borscht at Stavangerweg

Sometimes, at the darkest of the “some” times,
I remember that f£illing, oily, beetrooty smell.
It was spring, we didn’t talk much.

Just “eet smaaklijk” and “smachnoho” here and there.
For many of us in the room, it was the first borscht
they ever tasted.

We were tired from monitoring strikes, army
advancements, sorting packages of paracetamol, canned
soups, and other whatnots.

It was my first Ukrainian lunch in this Dutch city,
And it was the tastiest one I’ve had in a while.

I remember looking around that storage room then,
those men, and women, so far and foreign, yet so
close.
And I remember feeling such an overpowering sense of
unity, in-placeness, rootedness as I haven’t yet
before.

I was told once by an older volunteer that this sense
reminded her of the Revolution of Dignity and the
beginning of the war.

I was I0 at the time, so I myself don’t remember
much.

Anna Bezpala



English

Borscht at Stavangerweg

We were so convinced, so sure then. Natali, Klaas,
the Dutch-Armenian tradesman that let us use his
storage for free all those months, the women and men
whose names I don’t remember but who cooked that
borscht and offloaded those donations from that local
Albert Heijn.

Who would have thought then that that conviction
would not be enough?

That that sunny afternoon, with the fresh borscht and
local bread, when we didn’t even need to talk, all
that would come to an end.

And as two months turn into four, and a half year,
then a year, and then we’ll stop counting.. and then
gulp! Three years.

Some will of us will burn out, some will go to the
front 1line, some, 1like I, will switch to other
volunteer jobs, ones fitting better with their war-
life balance, and some will just return to their
schools and work, pretending that the war ended a
week or two after that sunny afternoon.

Anna Bezpala



Anna Bezpala

English

Borscht at Stavangerweg

Yet, when I <cycle by our newly 1local Ukrainian
restaurant, serving that borscht, I can’t help but flash
back to that filling, oily, beetrooty smell, and that
rich taste of vegetables, sour cream and greens.

Then resurface those young and middle aged Dutch and
Ukrainian people in the storage room. Natali, Mark,
Klaas, the Dutch-Armenian tradesman. Our conviction, our
shared meal, shared work, shared time, shared
possessions and shared burden of a war none of us chose.

And I feel my load a little lighter.
I feel the strength to carry on.

And even though that sunny afternoon is now carefully
stored away in the back of my mind to resurface when my
future grandchildren will ask: “Grandma, how was the war
like?”,

Even though I no longer shove boxes into trucks with
Ukrainian numberplates with those men and women,

I know: I still have that spirit in me. I will continue.
And I am sure some of you do too. Some of you will too.



A ] Anna Bezpala
Ukrainian .

Bopm Ha Stavangerweg

Jlekonu, y HaiTeMHimi «Jekonu»,
9 sranyo To#t cmMauHuit, MacHuit, OypAKOBHil 3amnax.
To 6yna BecHa, i 6araTo He I'OBODHIH.

Tinpkn “eet smaaklijk” Ta “cmau”oro” Tyt i Tam.

Hemano is Hac y kiMHaTi kymTyBand Oopm ynepme.

Hac Tpumana BTOMA Bipn BincTexyBaHHA HOBMH, oOcTpiniB, HacTyniB, a
me Bin coOpTyBaHHA NMaKeTHKiB napaleramorny, KOHCepB Ta pisHoro
inmoro.

lle 6yB Mift nepmuit ykpaiHcbkuit o6in y uboMy HinepnaHzcbkoMmy Micrti.
I naficmauHimuit 3a 1[OBrUil uac.

9 mam’ATap AK POSrNANAaNa Te CKIafoBe NPHMimeHHA HaBKONO cebe, THX
yonoBikiB, Ta X1HOK, TAKHX NaNEKUX 1 Uy®MX, a BTIM TaKuX OJMBBKMX
TOni.

9 nam’sATan cuNbHe BinuyTTd, AKMM 3aXJiMHanacfa. BinuyrTa enHocTi,
NpaBUIBHOMicHOCTi, 3akopiHeHocTi, AKOro me He BinuyBana 1O TOrO.

OnHa cTapma BOJOHTEpKa Kasana MeHi, mo Te UyTTA Harajnysano ift
MafinaH i mouaTok BiitHM.
Meni 6yno IO Tomi, Tox Tak 6araTo f He MOXy 3ranaTH.



A ] Anna Bezpala
Ukrainian .

Bopm Ha Stavangerweg

Mu Oynu Taki mepekoHaHi, Taki BrneBHeHi Topni. Harani,
Knaac, Toit HinepnaHIncbKO-BipMeHCBKHMIt 6izHecMeH, moO
IO3BOJIKB HaM BMKODHUCTOBYBaTM cBiit cknam yci Ti micami, Ti
*iHKM 1 vonoBikM, uMix imeH He nam’dTap, ane fAxki rorysasu
Toit 6opm 1 BimBaHTaxyBanu Ty pomoMmory 3 Toro Albert Heijn
Hernonanik.

XTto 6 Mir nopnymaT Toni, mo Tiel BIEeBHEHOCTH 3a0pakKHe?

llo Te coHAuHe noo6innd i3 cBixuM GopmeM Ta MiclieBuM
xni6oM, Koy He Tpe6a Oyno # cniB, Bce Te KOJMUCH
CKiHUMTBCH.

I xonu nBa MicAud smiHATBCA HA YOTHpM, a nani niBpoky, a
nani pik, a pani MM NpUNMHMMO paxyBaTH.. a jani xkoBTh! Tpu
POKH.

XToch BMI'ODMTB, XTOCh Nine Ha (pOHT, XToCchb, fK f, nepeiine
Ha iHmi BONOHTepchKi HampsAMM, Ti, MO Kpame BIMCYOTHCH IO
6anaHcy Mix xuTTAM 1 BiffHOH, a XTOCBH NPOCTO NOBEpPHETbCH
IO cBOIX yHiBepcuTeTiB Ta po6OTH, Brailuu, mo BiilHa
3aKkiHuMnace 3a OBA-TpPM THUXHI micng TOrO COHAYHOIO
noo6innd.

Brim, koyM MMHao0 Ham HOBOMicleBHIt yKpaIHCBbKMII pecTOpaH,
mo NpONOHye Toi 6opm, #A He MOXy He BinuyTH 3HOB TOM
CMauHMil, MacHuit, OypsAKoBMit 3amax, 1 To#t uynoBuit cMak

3eneHi, cMeTaHu Ta OBOuiB Toni. 04



A ] Anna Bezpala
Ukrainian .

Bopm Ha Stavangerweg

3a HMM, [0 MeHe BepTawThCA Ti Moyoni i He nyxe
HineprnaHnceki Ta ykpalHcbki nonu Ha cknani. Hartani, Mapk,
Knaac, Toit HinepnaHncbKO-BipMeHCBKHMII 6i3HecMeH. Hame
NepeKoOHAHHA, Ham cninpHuit o6in, cninpHa pobora, cninbHuit
yac, cninpHi peui i cninpHuMit TArap BiilHM, fKy HiXTO 3 Hac
He oOHpaB.

I s BinuyBaw Ak Miff TArap sermae.
S BinuyBa cHNy NpOILOBXYBaTH.

I xou Te coHAuHe noo6innA Tenep o6epexXHO 3aXOBaHe ynanMHi
MOT'0O MO3KYy, mo06 3’ ABUTMCH KOJM MOI Mafi6yTH1 BHYKH
cnuTanTb: «babycio, Ak O6yyno y BiftHy?»

I xou A 6inbm He 3amMTOBXY KOPOOKM y BaHTAXiBKH 3
YKpPaIiHCBKMMM HOMepaMM i3 TMMM uonoBikaMu Ta XiHKamu.

S 3Hao: A poci maw To#t myx. 9 6yny NponOBXYBaTH.

I A 3Hao, MO NEeXTO 3 Bac Tex itoro Mae. [lexTo 3 Bac Tex
NPOJIOBXUTD .



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Dutch and English

On Freedom

In safety yet barely safe.
On the edge of two realities.

You carry Ukraine abroad,
You carry ‘abroad’ in Ukraine.

You doubt your enoughness.

Am I enough

0f my ancestors’ daughter?

If their bones could speak,
Would I break under their gaze?

Am I worthy

0f our warriors’ sacrifice?

If their eyes could speak,
Would I break under their gaze?



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Dutch and English

On Freedom

Will my children

Be proud or ashamed?
Will my sacred land
Prevail or obliviate?

An emigre working two jobs,
Rallying every weekend.

A student selling their art
For drones and helmets.

An activist of many causes.
Buried in boxes of aid centres.

An artist giving his last penny
To the artists in the trenches.

Add one part sky-blue will to
One part golden-wheat warmth.



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Dutch and English

On Freedom

Rooted in dignity.
Freedom weaved

Into the linen fabric
0f your soul.

Connected to generations
Through family heirlooms.
Tangible or embroidered
Into your very DNA.

The ancestral hope and joy
Sprinkled with poppy-seed love.
The living embodiment

0f their wildest dreams.

You hold their weight

With powerful grace.

The resilience made of steel
In your very bones.



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

Dutch and English

On Freedom

You are a child of the most
Fertile soil on Earth.
Carry on your cause,

The rear of the rear.

Your gifts are needed now.
Before all fall exhausted
Open your arms to them and
Embrace into a better future.

Fight our battles with

Your own brand of fierceness.

Help small victories

On the way to our biggest victory.



> Katya Komlach & Amber Janse
Dutch and English atya g r Jansen

On Freedom

‘Dit is vrijheid.’ zeg ik.

Groene zee wuift oceaan geluid naar mij toe

Ritselende golven in de takken om mij heen

Woorden uit mijn boek poétischer dan gewoonlijk

“To glance for a moment at the surrounding vision of form and
colour.”

Ik kijk om mij heen

Schaduw in het water

kringen van watergaasvliegjes maakt de waterwereld wazig
Koninklijk blauw raast langs de oever en verdwijnt in de
takken van een omgevallen boom

om terug te komen in een wervelende dans

Twee fluweel gevleugelde vogels walsen in de lucht

De wind een aanzwellend orkest

Een 1libelle land naast mijn voet alsof ze zegt: ‘Kijk naar
mij, ik ben ook blauw.’

Heft haar doorzichtige vleugels en verdwijnt in het groen

Ik sluit mijn ogen

en luister (pauze) naar het orkest

Vrijheid, denk ik

en laat mij wegzinken op de tonen van de wind



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

English

On Freedom

In safety yet barely safe.
On the edge of two realities.

You carry Ukraine abroad,
You carry ‘abroad’ in Ukraine.

You doubt your enoughness.

Am T enough

0f my ancestors’ daughter?

If their bones could speak,
Would I break under their gaze?

Am I worthy

0f our warriors’ sacrifice?

If their eyes could speak,
Would I break under their gaze?



English

On Freedom

Will my children

Be proud or ashamed?
Will my sacred land
Prevail or obliviate?

An emigre working two jobs,
Rallying every weekend.

A student selling their art
For drones and helmets.

An activist of many causes.
Buried in boxes of aid centres.

An artist giving his last penny
To the artists in the trenches.

Add one part sky-blue will to
One part golden-wheat warmth.

Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

English

On Freedom

Rooted in dignity.
Freedom weaved

Into the linen fabric
0f your soul.

Connected to generations
Through family heirlooms.
Tangible or embroidered
Into your very DNA.

The ancestral hope and joy
Sprinkled with poppy-seed love.
The living embodiment

0f their wildest dreams.

You hold their weight

With powerful grace.

The resilience made of steel
In your very bones.



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

English

On Freedom

You are a child of the most
Fertile soil on Earth.
Carry on your cause,

The rear of the rear.

Your gifts are needed now.
Before all fall exhausted
Open your arms to them and
Embrace into a better future.

Fight our battles with

Your own brand of fierceness.

Help small victories

On the way to our biggest victory.



Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen

English

On Freedom

‘This is freedom,’ I say.
Green sea wafts ocean sound towards me
Rippling waves in the branches around me
Words from my book more poetic than usual
‘To glance for a moment at the surrounding vision of form and
colour.’
I look around me
Shadows in the water
Circles of water mesh flies blur the water world
Royal blue races along the shore and disappears in the branches
of a fallen tree
To return in a whirling dance
Two velvet-winged birds waltz in the air
The wind a swelling orchestra
A dragonfly lands next to my foot as if to say, ‘Look at me, I'm
blue too.’
Lifts her translucent wings and disappears into the greenery
I close my eyes
and listen to the orchestra
Freedom, I think
And let me sink away to the tones of the wind
S |
.
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Qe Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen
Ukrainian

[Ipo BoOJIO

B Gesneni, Ta nenp 6e3mneuyHO.
Ha mexi nBOX peasbHOCTeil.

Hecem YkpaiHy 3a KODIOHOM,
Hecem «3a kopmoH» B YKpaiHui.

CyMHiBaemecs B NOCTATHOCTI.

UM [OCTATHBO A

Jlonpka cBOix npenkiB?
9K6KM IX KiCTKM T"OBODMIH,
dK BMMOBNANM 6K Moe iM’ a2

Uy ripHa #

XepTBM Hamux BOIHiB?

k6K ix oul rosopuiH,
3namanachy O mip IX nornanoM?

Yu Mol piTu OynyTh
[lnmaTca a60 COPOMHUTHCBH?
Uu Mof cBATA 3eMid

[lepemoxe a6o nponane?



Qe Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen
Ukrainian

[Ipo BoOJIO

MirpaHTka Ha 1BOX po6oTax,
[IpoTecTye mOTHXHA.

CTyneHT mpolae cBoOb TBopuicTs
3a IpOHKM Ta MOJOMH.

AxTHBiCcTKA Di3HMX HaNpAMKiB
3axoBaHa B KOPOOKAaX LIEHTpPiB NOMOMOTM.

Murens Binnae ocraHHi komiitku
MuTuAaM B oKonax.

Jonajite He6ecHO-O6NAKUTHOI BOJi

[o 3050TO-NMEHUUHOT'O Tenna.

YkopiHeHi B ripgHocti.
Ceo6ona cnneTeHa

B nnAHy TKaHUHY
Teoel nymi.

lloB’ A3aHi 3 MOKoNiHHAMM
CimeitHuMM penikBiAMH.
PeanbHuMKM UM BHMHATHUMK a

N
Y came JHK. .
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Qe Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen
Ukrainian

[Ipo BoxiO

Hapisa Ta pamicTs npenkis,
llocunaHi MaKoBoo JOGOB 1.
XuBe BTineHHsA

Ix natteminuBimux Mpiit.

Tu Hecem Ix Bary

3 MOTyXHOWL rpanien.
BurpuBanicTts 3i crani
¥ camux TBOIX KicTkax.

T - nMTHHaA Haitponouol
3emni Ha cBirTi.
[Iponosxyit GopoTHcH,
Tun Tuny.

TBol papu norpi6Hi s3apas.
Jlo Toro, Ak yci BnanyTs Oescuini,

[IpocTArHM 10 HHUX DYKH A
Ta o6ifimu y kpame MailGyTHe. JT.:‘k
-
f'-‘
Bopuck B Hamux OMTBax » v ¥
3i cBOiM BMIOM 3amekJyocTi. N ~
a2

[lpyHOoCH Mani nepemoru
[lo noposi mo Hai6Ginbmoi IlepeMoru.



Qe Katya Komlach & Amber Jansen
Ukrainian

[Ipo BoOJIO

«lle Bong», A Kaxy.

3eneHe Mope Hece 3BYK OKeaHy [0 MeHe

CrBopioou¥ XBUN1 y rinkax noBKoNa

CnoBa 3 Moel KHMI'M noeTHuHimi Hix 3a3Buuait

«['nAHYTH Ha CeKyHIy Ha oTouywbuy Bisiob opMM Ta KONBODY.»
IuBnocy DOBKOJNA

Tini y Boni

Kona BOmAHMX MYMOK pPO3MHMBATb BOINHHI CBIT

KoponiBchkuit 67aKMTHUIE MUMTBH KOJO Oepera Ta 3HHKAE Yy
rinkax BMaBmOTI'O IepeBa

AGKM TOBEpHYTHCb y KpyXRJIAlOuMit TaHOK

JIB1 OKCaMHTOBO-KpMJNAT1 NTamKy BajbCyoTh y noBiTpi

BiTep nepernoBHEeHHiII OpKeCTp

Komaxa-6abka cipnae 6ing Moel HorM, HiOM KaxyuM «llomuBHCBH
Ha MeHe, S TaKOX CHHA.»

[linnimMae cBoi mpo3opi Kpuna Ta XOBAEThCA B 3eneHi

9 3akpuBap oui

Ta cnyxao opkecTp

Bong, nyman

I posBosnf co6i MOTOHYTH B TOHaxX BiTpy



Dutch Daria Lysenko

Metamorfosen

Ze zeggen dat het nieuwe land waar iemand woont, zijn
spoor nalaat en iemand verandert.

Zal er nu een verschil zijn tussen jullie Oekraizense
vluchtelingen als jullie naar huis terugkeren? -
vragen buitenlanders die ik ken.

En inderdaad,

Duitse Oekrainers houden nu van orde,

Franse Oekrainers zijn nog grotere snobs geworden,
Spaanse Oekrainers kunnen nu niet meer zonder siésta,
Italiaanse Oekrainers zijn net als Spaanse
Oekrainers,

Belgische Oekrainers beginnen de ochtend met een
wafel,

Amerikaanse Oekrainers uitsluitend met een burger en
een cola,

Griekse Oekrainers voelen je diepe verbondenheid met
de antieke cultuur,

net zoals Roemeense Oekrainers dat voelen,

Engelse Oekrainers weten alles van thee,

Kroatische Oekrainers van raki.

Hollandse Oekrainers zijn de akeligste - die zeggen
gewoon recht in je gezicht wat ze denken,

Die zeggen bijvoorbeeld die stereotypen geen sporen
nalaten, maar dat de oorlog zijn sporen nalaat en
iemand verandert,

maar dat Oekrainers,

gek genoeg 06
vooralsnog overal zichzelf blijven.



Ukrainian Daria Lysenko

MeTamopdosu

KaxyTp, HOBa KpaiHa, B fkilt xuBem, Haknanae cBiit cnin
1 sMiHoOE NOIKHY.

Uu Oyne Tenep pisHuusa Mix BaMM yKpaiHUAMH-OixeHUAMH,
fAIKMO BM INOBepHeTecHd NONOMy? -MMTAalTb 3Hailomi
Hinepnanpui.

I cnpaBri,

ykpaiHui-Himui cranu yoGMTH MOPALOK,
ykpaiHui-¢paHuysu crany me OinbmuMM cHOGaMH,
ykpaiHui-icnaHui He MoxyTb Tenep 6e3 ciecTy,
ykpaingi-itaniui rtaki x, Ak 1 ykpainui-icnanui,
ykpainni-6esnprifini nouuMHawTs pPaHOK TinbKKM 3 Badelsb,
yKpaiHui-aMepukaHui - BMKNWOUHO 3 6yprepa i1 KOKa-KOJH,
yKpaiHui-rpeks BinuyBawTh CBOW TI'JMMOOKY NpHUETHiCTh 1O
QHTHUHOI KYJBTYDH,

TaK caMo, fAK le BinuyBawoTs i ykpalHui-pymyHH,
ykpaiHui-anrniiini posbupanThcs B uafx,
ykpaiHui-xopBaT¥ - B pakisx.

YrpaiHyi-rosnanpui HafiHenpueMHimi - BOHM KaxXyThb NpAMO
B J06 yce, mo IyMalTh.

Hanpuknan, KaxyTb, MO He CTEpeOTHNH, a BillHa sumae
cBiff cnin 1 3MiHoE NOOMHY,

A TeMuacoM ykpalHui,

fAIK OM 1le NMBHO He 3Byuaso,

BCOIM 3aJMManTbCHA CaMMMH co60D.

06



Dutch Daria Lysenko

De catcher

In plaats van een schamel vogelfiguurtje

uit een oude autoband gesneden

zit er een echte zwaan op de binnenplaats,

leren kleine meisjes paardrijden op echte pony's,

rent er een jongen door de dichte rogge

die de kinderen in de gaten houdt, opdat ze niet zouden
vallen -

is dat allemaal wel echt wat ik zie?

Hollandse Holden Caulfield,

doe je net alsof je de catcher bent en er geen afgrond is?
En de eenden 's winters nergens heengaan,

dat zelfs de waterplas niet echt bevriest?

'Mijn mond is het Heelal

en dat kan niet leeg zijn' -

zegt vlakbij een meisje luid in het Russisch -
dat is waar de echte afgrond gaapt,

Holden,

of kun jij iedereen redden, wie het ook is,
omdat je niet weet waar het gevaar loert?




Ukrainian Daria Lysenko

De catcher

3amicTp OpynHoi ¢irypu nraxa,

BMpisaHol 31 cTapol muHH,

Ha nmoiBip’i cHUIMTBH crnpaBxHilt ne6ins,

MaNeHbKi NiBuaTKa BUaTbCA BEpXOBOI i3IM Ha CrNpaBXHiX noHi,
cepel I'yCTOI'O XUTHBOT'O nond 6irae Xxioneus

i crexuTp 3a niTbMM, mo6 BOHM OyBa He BHAJNH, -
UM CrpaBXHiM € Bce Te, mo A 6auy?

Fonnanpcekuit T'onneHe Kondinpe,

u¥ nomivaem TH, AK JOBellb, MO TYT HeMae NpipBu?
I mo Kauk¥ B3MMKY HiKyIu He niBabTbeH,

anxe @ CTaBOK He 3aMep3a€ MO-CIPABXHbOMY?

«Mi#t por ue Bcecsir,

i BiH He Mae OyTH MOPOXHIM», -

[Iopyuy r'OJIOCHO Kaxe IiBuMHa pocilicbkon, -
ochb e HacnpaBnl BinkpuBaeTwhcA npipsa,
lonpene,

UM 3MOXem T BpATYBaTH 6onail KOroch,
AIKMO He 3Haem, e Hebes3neka?



Engl ish Sandra Mako Sanchez

Untitled

I approach the circle upon the cobblestones

Flags are waved and I see my friends head in his hands

He asks if it would be immoral for him to write about his
experience impeding objectivity

Then a couple weeks later he's left to help those escaping
a country forced into conflict

He comes back, but I never see him smile the same way again
Then he leaves again

I remain and watch those on the cobblestones grow and
lessen. Another war, another set of flags and the others
seem left behind by headlines.

Yet the internet remembers

and sometimes a person dies on your screen when I watch you
scroll too fast through reddit

A head cocked in the wrong way after something too fast to
process. Is that life?

No, that's death.

Life is what I see in your eyes when we meet
Another day worth in the 1light of understanding

We blanket ourselves in the comforts of stories and
knowledge

Building home and hearth to keep warm within the 08

O

intermittent storms of humanity



Ukrainian Sandra Mako Sanchez

be3 HaszBH

9 HaGnMEAlCh IO KOJNA HA KaM AHii O6pykiBui

[lpanopu MmaitopATs i A 6auy rojoBy MOro npyra y #oro x pykax
BiH nmuTae MeHe uM Oyno 6 aMopasybHMM oMy mMcaTH mpo cBiit
IOoCBin ycynepeu 06’ EKTHBHOCT

A kinpka THMXHIB no TOMy, BiH BMpYmaE€ NOMOMAraTH THUM, XTO
Tikae 3 KpalHu, NpUCHUNyBaHOI 1[0 Bi#tnu,

Bin nosepraeTbcA, Tinbku Oinbm He BcMixaeThbcs AK paHime

Toni BiH BMpymae 3HOB

9 sanumanch i Gauy fK Ti, Ha Kam sHi#t GpykiBui spocranTs i
3MEHmyThCH.

lle onna BiitHa, me onuH Ha6ip npanopiB, B To#t yac Ak Ti iHmi
Bxe 3a0yBanTbCA 3ar'0JIOBKaMM.

Ane iHTepHeT mam’ ATae

I nekosnu 6auy fIK AKachb JOIMHA [IOMMpAaE Ha TBOEMYy €KpaHi, Kona
HanToO mWBUIKO ropraem reddit

lonoBa, HanpUpOIHBO CXMNEHAa nicyfd yorochp, mo CTANOCh HALTO
WBUIKO [IJIA PO3YMiHHA.

HeBxe 1le ## € ®UTTA?

Hi, ue cmepTs.

XuTTH 1le Te mo A 6auy y TBOIX ouaxXx KOJM MM cTpiuaemoch
lle onuu rinHuit neHp y cBiTni po3yMiHHA

My sropraemoch y koMpopT icropit i 3HaHHA

Bynyous niM i mpuxucTok, mo6 sirpiTuca cepen moueprosux O

mTOpMiB JOICTBA



Dutch & English

Lethe

Een rivier stroomt
Het water kabbelt

Vergeet me Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma

Niet

Mijn lievelingsbloemen
Blauwe blaadjes fluweel

Ik verdwaal in groene vlakken

Zie mezelf wazig worden

In het heldere water
Regendruppels vallen in mijn maag
Ik zie mezelf

Vervagen

Een soldaat

Verdwaald in groene vlakken
Een stille wachter

wacht op het moment

dat hij zich opricht

buigt als riet

verwelkomt grijs blauwe wolken

09



Dutch & English

Lethe

Ik herinner

Ben deel van het groene vlak
Op de achtergrond
plak ik aan de muur

Vergeet mij
Vergeet me
Niet

Ik ben een rivier

Ik stroom

Vernieuw

Als je drinkt van mijn bron
Vergeet me

Niet

Kijk me aan

Als ik praat

Mijn ogen vertellen geheimen
Breng mij blauwe bloemen

Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma

Ik vergeet

Elke keer

Vernieuw ik

Drink een druppel

Ik herinner

De soldaat

Ik herinner

De stille wachter

Niet meer 09



Dutch & English

Lethe

Once courtly framed Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
in gold and in jade
but modest

Shrunk down to a flower
so/as frail

A goddess can fail

I promise

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind

09



Dutch & English

Lethe

Tremble in grace Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
Flatline ballet

a portrait

to track down and shower
in paint

your translucent ways
distorted.

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind”

09



English

Lethe

A river flows Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
The water ripples

Dont forget

My favourite flowers
Blue velvet leaves

I get lost in green spaces
See myself blurred

In the clear water

Raindrops fall in my stomach
I see myself

Fade away

A soldier

Lost in green fields

A silent sentinel

waits for the moment

he straightens up

bows like reed

Welcomes grey-blue clouds

09



English

Lethe

I remember

Am part of the green plane
In the background
I stick to the wall

Dont forget me
Dont forget me
Not

I am a river
I flow
Renew

As you drink from my spring

Dont forget me

Look at me
When I talk
My eyes tell secrets
Bring me blue flowers

Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma

I forget
Every time

I renew
Drink a drop
I remember

The soldier

I remember

The silent sentinel
No more

09



English

Lethe

Once courtly framed Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
in gold and in jade
but modest

Shrunk down to a flower
so/as frail

A goddess can fail

I promise

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind

09



English

Lethe

Once courtly framed Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
in gold and in jade
but modest

Shrunk down to a flower
so/as frail

A goddess can fail

I promise

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind

09



English

Lethe

Tremble in grace Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
Flatline ballet

a portrait

to track down and shower
in paint

your translucent ways
distorted.

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind”

09



Ukrainian & English

Lethe

Piuka Teue Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
Ha Bopi Gpuxi
He 3abysBail.

Mol ynoGneHi KBiTH

CHHBO-BEJNLBETOB1 JIMCTOUKH

9 ry6no cebe y serneHi

Bauy ce6e po3MMTO

Y sacHi#t Boni

Kpanni nomy mapaioTs Ha Mift ®MBiT
9 6auy Ak A

Posran

Conpat

3ary6neHuil y 3eyleHHUX MOoNAX
MoBuasHuit BapTOBHit

UYeKae uacy

BiH BHUIpAMIAETHCA
3THHAEThCA fAK TPOCTHHA
3ycTpivae cipo-cuHi xMapu



Ukrainian & English

Lethe

9 nmam’ aTap
Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
$l yacTHHaA 3eJIeHOr'0 MpOCTOpY
Ha ¢oHui
JunHy no cTiHuM

He zabyBail MeHe
He zabyBail MeHe

He

Sl piuka

9 reuy

OxoBJ0CH g sa6yBan
Kormu n’em iz moro mmepena opasy Ak
He zabyBail MeHe OHOBJICH

Bunuit xpanno
IuBKUCH Ha MeHe

9 3rapap
Konu rosopiwo
Mol oui noBipawTh TaEMHHUIIL Conpara
[lpuHOCATH MeH1 cHHI KBiTH 3ranan

MoBUa3HOT'O BapTOBOTO
il He Ginbme



Ukrainian & English

Lethe

Once courtly framed Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
in gold and in jade
but modest

Shrunk down to a flower
so/as frail

A goddess can fail

I promise

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind

09



Ukrainian & English

Lethe

Tremble in grace Amber Jansen & Wybe Wiersma
Flatline ballet

a portrait

to track down and shower
in paint

your translucent ways
distorted.

“Cause 1’11 wait here no more,

to watch you fray until you’re torn
between bathing at the shore

and giving in to drink a drop

I’11 embrace you to the core

and if you take forevermore

I'11 fade with you from now on/and/to
ensure/secure/but be warned

but Please don’t even drink a drop
Leave Lethe behind”

09



English The Last Mandrill

One shot

One shot or eleven with one kiss to blow,
one shot aimed at heaven or at wherever we’ll go.

I see the glisten of tears that could have been my
own,

but now I listen to fears that should have stayed
unknown.

Dear father can you hear me?
Because the table has been quiet.

One shot or eleven with one kiss to blow,
one shot aimed at heaven or at wherever we’ll go.

10



EngllSh The Last Mandrill

Make it stop

Drawn away, let us use our imagination, we could be a
drawn away,
where our lives have not yet gone insane.

Make it stop
Make it stop
Make it stop

Drawn away, let us use our imagination, we should be
drawn away,
never noticed you had gone insane

Make it stop
Make it stop
Make it stop

Why do only roses remain?
Make it stop

Make it stop
Make it stop



English Maksym Kryvtsov

I don’t want to play

I don’t want to play
this game called “A Human”.

I want to write

write about

how much fish has been caught
how many leaves have fallen
but there have already been
angels to count all of it.

Fine, I’11 write about suicide.

And I don’t drink alcohol
I drink only air

I am drunk

I am as drunk as the night
hold me.

The moonbow

takes the night apart

cuts it

like an ear

into the sea and svitanok*.

1z

* Svitanok — dawn.



English Maksym Kryvtsov

I don’t want to play

I understand Van Gogh
my best friend.

The ears of the sea are
scattered

and a child is gathering shells
the coast is listening to the
sea

the sea is listening to the fish
the fish cannot smell the odor
of petrol the grasshopper of the
waves is jumping

into the abyss of water.

A boy who works for a ZhEK*
after classes

mows down cypress trees
sunflowers

branches with blossoms.

Van Gogh, how do you like it?

N\)

* ZhEK — housing department.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov

He xouy rpat

He xouy rpatu
B 1o rpy “lionuHa”.

g xouy nucaTH
NKCaTH Npo Te
CKiNbKM OMaNo JNMCTH
ane 1Jf LbOT'O BXe €

aHreJNM-paxyBaJbHUKH .
Jlo6pe, mucaTMMy mpo caMory6ecTBO.

I 5 He n’ 0 aJKOTOJD
A n'o Jum noBiTps
A n’ auuit

A 0 AHuit AR Hiu
TpuMaiiTe MeHe.

lyra micaus
po36Kpae Hiu

pixe 11

Haue BYyXO

Ha Mope #f CBiTQHOK.

9 posymin Ban l'ora
Hailkpamoro [npyra MOro.

N



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov

He xouy rpat

Byxa mopd poskupaHi

i nuTa 36Mpae uepenamku

6eper crnyxae Mope

MOope clyxae pHO

pubM He BinuyBaoTb, fK NaxHe
GEeH3KK

KOHHMK-CTPUOYHEllb XBUJb CTpHOac B
6e30[H0 BOJIH.

Xnoneup, mo mpauwe Ha XEK nicnsa
HaBUaHHA

Ira30HOKOCApKO 3pisae Kumapucu
COHAXH

rinouku 3 UBiTOM.

Bau T'ory, sk T06i ne?

N



Maksym Kryvtsov, photo works



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja halverwege maart 202I
huurde er een klein appartement op de begane grond en
nam een kat

met een vacht in de kleur van eclair-glazuur.

Hij zat op Engelse les, deed aan fitness, ging
regelmatig te biecht

en hield ervan toe te kijken hoe het sneeuwde
hoe de straat verdween in de mist.

Hij luisterde naar Radiohead, oude albums van Okean
Elzy, de regen, de donder,
de hartslag van het meisje
met wie hij in slaap viel in het kleine appartement op
de begane grond
met wie hij wakker werd in het kleine appartement op de
begane grond
hij kuste haar warme gezicht
drukte zich tegen haar plakkerige lichaam aan
dompelde zijn hand in de golven van haar haren
en raakte erin verstrikt, als een vliegje in een

spinnenweb.



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Zij verliet hem in de herfst

zoals vogels de bossen verlaten

of ingenieurs de fabrieken na afloop van de shift
en ze vertrok naar Polen

om er te blijven.

Hij nam de kat die op een gebakje leek

en zei: kat, we moeten gaan

als de ochtend

als het leven

als een ziekte

overkwam ons

de oorlog

koud als ijs

dit is het einde van de les getiteld ‘Een rustig
leven’.

In de mist verdwijnt de straat
en regent het
een regen waarnaar niemand luistert

de kat rende het veld in, zijn naam was Storm.

Op een kruis staat als op een identiteitskaart:
hier rust nummer 234, eeuwige gedachtenis.



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Zij droomde ervan naar Patagonié te reizen
een romance met een rockmuzikant te beginnen

te reincarneren als tsarina of als vis.

Ze was van plan een boek te schrijven

over het geheugen,

dat het broos is als het korstje op een creme brfilée
kwetsbaar als de liefde,

dat het wegstroomt als zand tussen de vingers

dat het verdwijnt

vergaat

niet meer bestaat.

Ze hield van haar fiets

van roomijs met gecondenseerde melk

ze verzamelde vergeelde bladeren

zoals je postzegels verzamelt

ze hield ervan te turen naar de wolken
zoals popcorn rondgestrooid

door een slordig jongetje in de bioscoop.

Ze reisde in haar eentje naar de bergen

voor een inhalatie van bos en lucht

ze verzamelde munt en wilgenroosjes

ze verzamelde dageraden en rangschikte die in haar
geheugen als in een fotoalbum.



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Haar vader kwam om in 20I4
zij was veertien toen haar moeder naar Italié vertrok
en niet meer terugkeerde.

Ze begon met niemand een relatie, want ze wachtte op

haar rockmuzikant.

Toen de winter besloot

om minstens tot de volgende herfst te blijven
en dit luid en pijnlijk aankondigde

en het in de straten rook

naar ijzingwekkende stilte

naar vuur en aarde,

vlogen de kraaien uit.

Toen liet ze zich niet kennen

ze pakte van de bovenste plank een bokaal
met gedroogd wilgenroosje en bonenkruid
bracht de kruiden aan de kook

goot de thee in een thermos

en bracht het naar de jongens

van de verdedigingseenheid.

Op een kruis staat als een tatoeage gekerfd:
hier rust nummer 457, eeuwige gedachtenis.



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Ze woonde naast het park

in een klein gebouw

ze hield er eekhoorns

hield er honden

hield er dronken vrouwen

ze was beschermvrouwe van de herfst
en beschermvrouwe van herinneringen

verstrooid als suiker.

Ze was 54

werkte bij een onderneming van de gemeente

droeg een blauw werkplunje van het merk Epitsentr
en reed met de fiets.

Ze verfde haar nagels scharlakenrood
verfde haar lippen scharlakenrood
en elke nacht droomde ze scharlakenrode dromen.

Ze keek het programma ‘Hier spreekt Oekraine’

depte haar tranen met een witte zakdoek

dacht aan haar kindertijd terug

hoe warm de zon toen was

voor het slapengaan las ze boeken van Kokotjoecha

en dook in haar dromen, zoals een zwemmer in het water,

dromen in de kleur van haar nagels

IC
dromen in de kleur van haar lippen. ’



Dutch Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Ze wachtte op de zaterdag

om de kamers af te stoffen
kleren te wassen

een appeltaart te bakken

en aan het verleden te denken.

Ze doodden haar op vijf maart

toen ze op de fiets

haar straat insloeg

ze doodden haar zoals de nacht de dag doodt
zoals de herfst de zomer doodt

ze kruisigden haar met het salvo van een
tankmitrailleur.

Op een kruis als op een mededelingenbord:
hier rust nummer 45I, eeuwige gedachtenis.

In de straten en op de velden

Zijn nieuwe Golgotha’s verschenen

maar dan met kogels in plaats van nagels
met artillerie in plaats van lansen.

Je wilde graag

de dagen tot de zomer tellen

de kittens tellen

de kinderen tellen

de dageraden tellen

tot honderd tellen, terwijl je in slaap valt.



Dutch

Maksym Kryvtsov

Hij verhuisde naar Boetsja

Hier rust nummer I76,
hier rust nummer 20I,
hier rust nummer I63,
hier rust nummer 308,

eeuwige gedachtenis
eeuwige gedachtenis
eeuwige gedachtenis

eeuwige gedachtenis.



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

He moved to Bucha in mid-March 202I
rented a small apartment in the basement and got a cat
whose fur was the color of fudge on eclairs.

He went to English classes, to the gym and

to confessions

he loved to watch the snow fall and the street
disappear in the fog.

He listened to Radiohead, old albums of Okean Elzy,
rain, thunder and the beating of a girl’s heart

with whom he fell asleep in a small basement apartment
and woke up in a small basement apartment

kissed her warm face

snuggled up to her sticky body

dived with his palm into the waves of her hair and
floundered there like a fly on a web.

She left him in the fall

as the birds leave the forests

as the engineers leave the factory at the end of the
shift

and went to Poland

to stay there.



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

He took a cat that looked like a cake and said: cat, we
have to go

with us, as the morning

as your life

as a disease

happened cold

as ice

war

the lesson called “Quiet Life” is over.

In the fog disappears the street,

it rains,

they don’t listen to him at all

the cat ran out into the field and his name
is the wind.

On the cross, as if on an ID card, it is written: Here

lies number 234, rest in peace.

She dreamed about a trip to Patagonia about an affair
with a rock musician about reincarnation as a queen or

a fish.

Planned to write a book
about how memory is
brittle like a crust of a creme briilée I3



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

vulnerable, like love

it crumbles like sand between fingers and disappears
vanishes

doesn’t exist

She loved her bike

ice cream with condensed milk collected yellowed leaves
like stamps

loved to look at the clouds

scattered like popcorn

by a sloppy boy in the cinema.

Traveled to the mountains alone

to take inhalations of wood and air collected mint and
Ivan tea collected the stars, arranging them

in memory, as if

in a photo album.

Her father passed away in 2014
she was fourteen when her mother went to Italy and did

not return.

She did not have a relationship,
because she was waiting

for a rock musician.



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

When winter decided to stay

at least until next fall

announcing it loudly and painfully

and it smelled in the streets like terrifying silence
like fire and earth

the crow flew away

Then she was not confused

took out a bottle from the top shelf with dried Ivan
tea and thyme brewed herbs

poured into a thermos

and carried to the posts

to the guys from Teroborona.

On the cross is engraved as if by a tattoo: Here lies
number 457, rest in peace.

She 1lived next to the park in a small house

fed the squirrel

fed the dogs

fed drunkards

was the keeper of autumn and keeper of memories
scattered like sugar.

She was 54

she worked at a utility company wore a blue “Epicenter”

robe and rode a bicycle. I3



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

She painted her nails crimson

painted her lips crimson

and crimson dreams came to her every
night.

She watched “Ukraine Speaks”

wiped her tears with a white handkerchief
remembered her childhood

how warm the sun was back then

read Kokotyukha before going to sleep

and jumped like a swimmer

into the water,

into her dreams

crimson like fingernails crimson like lips.

Was waiting for Saturday to dust the rooms
wash clothes

bake a charlotte

and think about the past.

She was killed on March 5

when she returned to her street riding a bicycle
killed as night kills day

as the autumn kills summer crucified by the burst of
KPVT*.

13

*KPVT — is a Soviet designed I4.5xII4mm-caliber heavy machine gun.



English Maksym Kryvtsov

He moved to Bucha

On the cross, as if on a notice board,
it is written:
Here lies number 45I, rest in peace.

On the streets and in the fields

new Golgothas appeared

but with bullets instead of nails
but with artillery instead of spears.

I wanted

to count the days until summer

to count kittens

to count children

to count the stars

count to a hundred while falling asleep.

Here lies number I76, rest in peace.
Here lies number 20I, rest in peace.
Here lies number 163, rest in peace.
Here lies number 308, rest in peace.

*KPVT — is a Soviet designed I4.5xII4mm-caliber heavy machine gun.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov

BiH nepelxaB B byuy

OBiH nepeixas B Byuy B cepenuHi OepesHsa 202I
BMHAlHAB MaJyieHbKy KBapTHpy y uUokoni i saBiB koTa
mepcTb AKOro Oyjya KOJbOpY NOMajnky¥ Ha ekyepi.

Bin xomuB Ha aHrnificbky, B TpeHaxepKy Ta Ha crnoBini
BiH moOMB IMBHUTHCH, fK [agae CHir
Ta B TyMaHi 3HMKae BynHuA.

Bin cnyxas Papioxen, crapi anb6omy OkeaHy Enb3u pom,
rpim i crTykiTt cepus IiBUMHKH

3 fAKO 3aCHHAB y ManeHbKilt 1okoybHilt KBapTHpi

i mpokunaBca y ManeHbki#t noxkonpHi#t kBapTHpi

UinysaB i1 Tenne o6nMyusd

npuropraBsca no ii nunkoro Tina

nipHaB ponoHew y xBMni Ii Bonoccs

Ta 6opcaBcd TaM, Haue MymMKa HAa NaBYTHHi.

BoHa nokuHyna #oro BOCEHH

TaK AK NTaX{ MNOKMIAbTh nicu

TaKk fAK iHxeHepH (aOpUKY NO-3aKiHUEHHI 3MiHK
i moixana B [lonbmy

mo6 TaM 3aJHUMUTHCH.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov

BiH nepelxaB B byuy

Bin B3#AB KOTa, CXOXOr'0 Ha TicTeuko

i ckasaB: KiT, HaM Tpeba ixaTu

3 HaMM, fIK DPaHOK

K XUTTH

fIK XBOpOO6a

CcTanach XOJOIHA

fIK KpHUra

BiitHa

ypok mo 3BeThcH “CriokiliHe xMTTA” 3akiHuMBeCH.

Y TymaHl 3HHKAE BYJNHLA
nagae pom
floro 3oBciM He crnyxaoTb

kit BMOIr y noxe i im’a floro Birep.

Ha xpecri Haue Ha id-kapTui HamucaHo:
TYT crnouMBae HoMep 234 BiuHa naM’ATh.

Bona Mpisarna npo MaHppiBky B IlaTaroHiwo
NpO pPOMaH 3 DOK-MY3MKaHTOM
npo peiHkapHalio B Uapuilio u¥ B pUOY.

[InaHyBana HanucaTH KHUTY
npo Te, mo nam’ATb
KpHXKa Haue Kipka Ha KpeM-Oplone 13



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov

BiH nepelxaB B byuy

Bpas3yMBa, Haue KOXaHHA

pos3cunasTocs, fK nicok noMix manpuis
i 3HMKae

me3ae

HeMae.

Bona nio6urna cBiit Benocumnern
MOpPO3KBO 31 3rymiBkoib

36Mparna MOXOBKJNE JUCTH

Haue MapKu

NMoOUNa POITNANATH XMAapH
pO3CHNaHi Haue MON-KOpH
HeOXallHMM XJOMUMKOM B KiHoTeaTpi.

ManppyBarna y ropy HaomMHI{1

mo6 mnpuitMaTH iHranauii nicom Ta noBiTpaM

30upana M’ATy Ta iBaH-uait

30upana 30pi, poskynamalud B nam’fATb, Haue y GOTO-anbOOM.

Ii 6aTbKO 3arMHYB y UOPTMHANIATOMY
it 6yno UOTHpPHAIUATH, KOJM Mama noixana B Irtaniwp

Ta He NOBepHYyJach.

BoHa He mana CTOCyHKiB, 60 Bce yeKana Ha POK-MY3HKaHTAa.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov
BiH nepelxaB B byuy

Konu 3MMa Bupimuna 3anMmUTHCh
moHaliMeHme [0 HACTYNMHOI OceHi
ryuHo i Gondue cnoBicTHBmM mpo Le
i1 nmaxHyno Ha ByJMUAX

THIEn XaxXakouol

BOTHeM 1 zemien

poaniTanocad BODPOHHA

Tonil BOHA He PO3TyOHIKCA

IicTrana i3 BepxHbOI monuli nnAmeuky
iz BucymeHMM iBaH-uaeM Ta uyelpelieM
3aBapuia TpaBH

posnuna y TepMoc

Ta IIOHEeCcJa Ha IOCTH

XnonuAM is TepoO6OpOHHM.

Ha xpecTi Haue TaTywBaHHAM 3aKapOOBAaHO:
TYT crnouMBae HoMep 457 BiuHa naMm’ATh.

BoHa ®una nopyu 3 MapKOM

y HeBeJMKOMY OyIMHKY

ronysana 6iynok

ronysana co6ak

ronysana In’sfAHHIb

6yna XpaHUTENbKOWD OCeHi

1 XpaHMTenbKOl crnoranis 13

PO3CHIIAHKUX, fAK IYKOD.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov
BiH nepelxaB B byuy

In 6yno 54
BOHa MpalBana y KOMyHajbHOMy MinmpHeMcTBi
Hocuna cuHio po6y “EninenTp”

Ta I30MNa Ha Bejyocuneni.

dapOyBana Hirrti y GarpaHuit
papOyBana rybu y OarpsHuii
i moHoui no Hel mpuxonuny O6arpsHi cHH.

Bona nuBunace “I'oBOopuTb YKpaiHa”

BUTHpana CJbO3M OGiNMM HOCOBHUKOM

3ranyBsayna JUTHHCTBO

AKUM TOni TemnuM OyNO COHIE

nepen cHoM uuTana KokoTioxy

Ta cTpubana, Haue MyaBelb y BOLy, B CBOI CHHM
6arpsaHi, Ak Hirrti

6arpsaHi, Ak ryou.

Yexkana Ha cy6oTy

mo6 BMUTEPTH MNMUIOKY B KiMHATax
BUIPATH OJAT

NpUI'OTYBaTH MApPJIOTKY

Ta NyMaTH NpPO MUHYyJe.



Ukrainian Maksym Kryvtsov
BiH nepelxaB B byuy

Ii B6unm n’Aroro GepesHs

KOJM BOHA MOBepTana Ha CBOW BYJHID
inyuu Ha Benocuneni

BOMNM, AK Hiu BOMBaE IeHb

fIK ociHp BOMBae niToO

PO3iMHYNM Uepron KIBT.

Ha xpecTi Haue Ha nomii orosyomeHb HAMKCAHO:

TYyT crnouuMBae HoMep 451 BiuHa maM’ATh.

Ha BynuuaAx Ta Ha monAx
3’apnanucy HoBi [onrodu
TinbKM Kyni 3aMmicTp UBAXI1B

TinbKM apTUnepia s3aMmicTp cnucis.

Xorinocsa

paxyBaTH OHi po nira
paxyBaTH KOMEHAT

paxyBaTH piTeil

paxyBaTH 30pi

paxyBaTH IO CTa, 3aCHHAbUH.

Tyr cnouuBae Homep I76 BiuHa nam’ATb
TyT cnouuBae HoMep 20I BiuHa mam’ATH
TYyT crnouuBae HoMep 163 BiuHa mam’ATh
TYT crnouuBae Homep 308 BiuHa mam’ATb. I3



English

I,975km

My South African roommate asks me, as we scroll the news,
“What if you are right, and the war will reach here? I
mean with the new foreign troops on their side and now
less aid to you, then what if..”

I answer her without hesitation.

I thought of this countless times, as I heard (yet again)
the roar of an airplane above me in this city.

“We will hide from missile attacks in the basement, where
we have our storage room.

It’s not too deep, but it does have two exits. If the
building is sturdy enough, and the hit — not direct, we
will be fine. It is convenient even for night raids: all
that separates us from the basement is four flights of
stairs or one elevator ride.

I’ve hidden in such a basement a few months ago.

It even had a mattress. We can also bring a mattress to
this one, but I’'m afraid the Groningen rains made the
floors too damp for us to place it.”



English

I,975km

My roommate laughs nervously.

She tells me she’d rather go back to her home country.

I laugh in response, my response softened by the anti-
anxiety pills I take semi-regularly now: “Hopefully the
war won’t reach you there.”

Knowing full well that’s what my family thought fleeing to
a city in the West where my relatives live. Iranian drones
hit a couple months later, not far from their new home.
They felt the walls shake around them, they told me.

1,975 kilometers.

That’s the distance from Kyiv to Amsterdam.

If a ballistic missile from Russia could reach Kyiv in
less then 5 minutes, how long will it take to..

Will it be enough to..

Or if not then..

I turn away from my roommate and a notification appears on
my screen.

A Tikkie donation.

€5 from a Dutch acquaintance to the army brigade I’m
fundraising for.

Oh! Another person who has no other “safe” home country to
escape to, good for him.

I guess then I will not be alone struggling on that damp

basement floor with a mattress.



Ukrainian

I,975kKM

Mos niBneHHoadpHMKAHCBKA cycinka nUTae MeHe, fAK
TOpPTAEMO HOBMHH,

“A mo sxkmo TH Maem pauio, i BifitHa nicraHeTncs it
conu? CrnpaBri, i3 HoBuMM iHO3eMHMMM BilicbkamMu Ha
ixHpoMy Oonli i Tenep MeHmow KinbKicTio NOMOMOTH

BaM, mo fK..”

g BipnoBipaw I1i#f 6e3 Barawsb.

9 nymara mpo Le Bxe coTHi pasiB, sk uyna (3HOB)

IypkiT ueproBoro niTaka Hani MHOW y LboMy MicTi.
“Mu Gymemo xoBaTHCA Bipn paKeTHMX aTak y ninBani,
Ie 3apa3 MaeMO KOMODY.

BiH He HanTo raMOOKMIt, ane Mae 1Ba BHUXOIM. SKmMO
Ham OyIMHOK OyIe NOCTAaTHbO MillHMM, a ymap -
HenpAMMM, TO Bce Mae OyTH pnobpe. lle 3pyuHo HaBiTh
L7 HiuHMX aTaKk: yce, mo Bipnande Hac Bipn ninsany
- YOTHpM CXONOBi mposyboTH ab0 OnHAa Moispka nifTom.
9 xoBarnacp y mopniGHomy mipBani kinbka MicAuiB
TOMY .

Tam HaBiTp 6yB MaTpall. My MOxXeMO mpHHecTH MmaTpan i
y ueit, ane, Goocb, minyora y HbOMy HAaiTO BXe
Boyora Bin I'poHiHreHChbKMX nomiB, mo6 MM 3MOTJHM
mOCh TaM IOCTABHTH.”



Ukrainian

I,975kKM

Mos cycinka HepBoBO cMieTncH.

Bona kaxe MeHi, mo panme nMoBepHeTbCH y CBOW PinHy
KpalHy.

9 cmiocy y BinnmoBims, Mift cmix mom’sxmye

Banep fHKA, mo ii Temep npuitMan Maitxe perynfapHo:
“CnopiBanch, BiiliHa He nicraHe TebGe Tam.”

3HapuM HaNTO no6pe, MO caMe TAK NyManud MO1 GAaThbKH,
Koy¥ Tikanu 1o MicTa Ha 3axoni KpalHu, e XMUBYTH
Mol popuui. l[laxenu Brapun¥ Kinbka Mmicauis moToMy,
Helaneko Bin IXHBOT'O HOBOT'O [NOMY.

BoHu BinuyBanu fAK CTiHM IpHXATb HABKOJO, BOHH
posnoBinanu.

1,975 kinomerpis.

e nucTaHuia mix KueBoM Ta AMcTeplaMmoM.

dkmo GanicTHuHa pakeTa 3 pocii Moxe nicraTucsa
KueBa 3a MeHm AK O XBHMJNMH, TO fK MBHIKO BOHA..
U4 BHCTAUMTb LbOT'O Uacy IJf.

A sKkmo Hi, TO..



Ukrainian

I,975kKM

9 noseprawch Bin cycimku i noBimomneHHs

3’ ABNAETHCA y MEHe HA eKpaHi.

JoHaT uepes Tikki.

€5 Bin HineprnaHICBKOT'O 3HaitoMoro nng Opuramu, ILnd
fAKO1 306Mpawb.

0! lle omHa mopuHa 6e3 XONHOI iHmol “6Ges3neyHol”
KpalH{, IO fAKOI MOxXHa O6yno 6 BTEKTH, mol6 oMy
Haltkpamoro.

Toni, HameBHO He onHilt MeHi MyuuTHCh i3 MaTpaloM
Ha Tiit Boyori#t mipBanpHiit mipyosi.



English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

Is it for the army? Sorry, I don’t really donate to

that. I don’t support war, you know. If you want me to
help, I'd really rather donate to the normal, peaceful
people, or, you know, pets. - they tell me. And I ask.

when does a person become a soldier?
when are they not counted as a civilian?

is it when they first leave their family behind?

or when they change their lavender lattes for black
half-burnt coffee in the trenches?

is it when they first dress themselves in the swirls
emoting the motion of a still forest?

or when they receive their call sign, reminiscent of
their civilian job or a favorite flower?

is it when they are handed their first weapon?

or when they learn the basics of war first aid?

e AR ¥ )y




English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

is it when they take their first shot?

or when they hear the first cry of their dear friend

nearby?
is it when they protect something from someone else?

or when they send their first request for a fundraiser?

when does a country become a warzone?

how many buildings must collapse on their people for a
city to be considered destroyed?

what is a ceasefire when people are still being killed?

what are negotiations, if their politicians still speak
of a need to cleanse lands of our nation?

what is resolution when people have changed?

e AR ¥ )y




English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

what is peace if it leaves some people locked in
torture prisons, and others - forced to watch their
every move and word not to join them?

the binaries of war shift to a spectrum of pains and
gains as one zooms their perspective into the broken
glass of a building which stood for a hundred years and
whose history is washed away by blood

in wiping away the red before its' stains settle in too
deep, we must ask what is most important to remain

nations mean different things to different people

and those shot at for the language they speak or a
blue-yellow bracelet they wear will never feel the same
about the concept

should the people not think about their nations?

then who creates the nations?

should the people not think about their armies?

then who creates the armies?

e AR § )y




English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

i hear you when you talk about your people, talk about your
army

in my country they tell me not to talk about mine

i was raised in the cradling arms of flags and guns

and when i got old enough i wanted to make sure the guns were
there to cradle others too

and when i saw their misuse i ran as far as i could, afraid
of what it meant about my people

then my people came to your calls, to protect you

and i watched from far away, feeling a hope i once knew




English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

it's not always the people’s free choice to join their armies
you know

sometimes guns are thrust into their hands by love for those
near

sometimes - by a primordial wish for personal survival

lucky are those who have time to deliberate

to listen for peace doves or other abstract creatures

who have never been woken up by bombardments to questions
fight or flight? fight or be killed? fight or see your
dearest be murdered?

when will your people stop avoiding soldiers, and armies?
will it take nothing less than their own missile morning
alarms?

I think people's voices can become hard enough to be heard
when solidarity and understanding are shared

when the people think about their nations

about what they want to create (not destroy)

when the people think about their armies

about what they want to protect (not destroy)

when the people think about their soldiers

about who is protecting

and realize they're people too

e AR § )y

15




English Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

When does a person

become a soldier?

sometimes we hide, sometimes we fight, but a person
acts when they need to protect something they value

we hide here together but we may act to protect
something we value

in our stories, in our work

we decide how we want to power our nations

we decide what we want to protect

tell me your stories and i'll tell you mine
tell me your stories and i'll tell you mine




Ukrainian Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

ue nns apMii? BubauTe, A Ha Take He nyxe [oHauy. § He
ninTpumyo BiltHy, 3HaeTe. fJkmo xouere, mo6 s pomomir, A
6 panme 3aNOHATHMB THM MHDHMM, UMBinbHMM yonam aco,
3HaeTe, JOMamHiM TBapMHaM. - BOHM KAXyTh MeHi. A A
MKUTan.

KOJNM JIOOMHA CTAE COJNLATOM?
KOJM BOHA IepecTae paxyBaTHCh LMBinbHOW?

uM 1le Toni, KONM BOHA Brepme 3anumae cim’o?

UM KOJNM BOHa 3MiHwe cBOI yaBaHIOBi yaTe Ha UOpHY

HanmiBmipropiny kaBy B OKOMmax?

UM [1e KOJIM BOHAa Mepme BrArae cebe Yy 3SaBHTKH, cxoxi Ha

pyx Tuxoro nicy?

UM KOJNM BOHA OTpMMye cBi#t nmepmuit nosuBHMit, 3a il
UMB1yBHOW POGOTON UM yJoOJNEHOW KBiTKOW?

yM 1le Konu iff BMmanTh Ii nepmy 36pon?




Ukrainian Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

UM KOJM BOHA BUMTBHCA HANaBaTH nepmy OCOAOBY MeNUUHY
nomnoMory?

UM lle KOJM BOHA cTpinfe ynepme?
UM KOJNM BOHA uye MNepmuit KpUK NOpOroro npyra nopyu?
UM 1le KOJM BOHA 3axumae moch Bip Korocs iHmoro?

UM KOJM BOHA Hajcunae cBiit nepmuit samuT Ha 36ip?

KOJM KpaiHa cTae 30HOW BifichkoBMX niit?

CKinbkM OyIMHKIB MaoTb BINACTH HA T'OJIOBY CBOIM
MENKaHIAM, mo6 MicTo mouanu BBaXaTH 3pyHHOBAHMM?

mO TaKe NepeMMp A, KOJM nopeit noci BOMBAOTH?

mO TaKe [eperoBOpH, KOJNM IX MojiTHkM noci roBopATH Npo

HeoOxinHicTp 3auMcTHTH 3emyni Bip HamoI Hamii?




Ukrainian Anna Bezpala & Sandra Mako Sanchez

Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

MO TaKe BUpimeHHA, KON JoO¥ BRe 3MIHMNMCBH?

MO TaKe MUp, fAKMO BiH 3ayMmae INedKMX Jonelt 3auUMHEHHMU
y KaTiBHAX, a iHmMX - 3Mymye IMBMUTHUCH 33 KOXHMM DYXOM
Ta CJOBOM, mo6 He MPUENHATUCH NO HMUX?

nBoicTocTi BiflHM pyXawTbCcs 1O CNeKTpy 6oni i HanbaHs,
KOJM BM OepeTech DO3TNANATH NEpeClNeKTUBM uepe3 pPO3OUTe
ckyo OyniBni, mo cToAna coTHi pokiB i uma icropis
BMMBAETbCA 33pa3 KPOB 0

SMMBAUM UEPBOH1 MJAMM, Mepm Hi® BOHM B iNATbCA HANTO

CHJIBHO, MM MaeMO CIIMTATH MO X caMe Ma€ JHMATHCH

Hanii osHauvaTh pisHi peui nna pisHux noneit

i i, B KOro crpinfanu 3a IX MOBY UM CHHBO-KOBTHI
OpacrneT BXe HiKOJM He CTaBUTHMMYThCH IO LBOI'0 KOHLENTY
fIK paHime

Uy JOOAM He IyMaTH Npo ix Hauii?

Toni XTo cTBopie Hanii?

Uy JOOAM He INymMaT npo cBoi apmii?

Toni XTO cTBOpE apMii?
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Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

A uyo Tebe KONM T T'OBODMN NPO TBOIX Jnbnelt, roBOpHIN
npo TBoOW apMip

y Moiif KkpaiHi MeH1 KaxyTb He T'OBODHUTH IIPO MOK

fl HapoIuJach cepel KOJNMCKOBMX mpamopiB Ta 36poi

i KonM A BMpOCNa, XOTina BNEeBHMTHUCH, mMO6G 36posA
nMmanach KojucaTd iHmux

a Toni, Koy nobauuna I HenpaBUNbHE BUKODHUCTAHHA, £
Tikana HacTinbkK, Hackiynbku sMorya, 60fuuch yYCBIiIOMUTH
Te, mo 6 I1e 03HAuanNo nJfA MOIX rioneit

ane Toni MOI yiom¥ BipnoBinM Ha Bami 3aKNMKKM, 3aXUCTUTH
Bac

i A nuBMrach 3panexka, BipnuyBaiouM Hanio, KOTpPY KOJKCH
Mana
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Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

nit¥ 0o apMil He 3aBXIM € BinbHUM BMOODOM JIOOMHH,
3Haem

IeKonu 36po BNTOBXYE Yy PYKH JOOB IO ONM3BKHMX
IeKonu - nepenBiuHe 6axaHHA BJACHOI'O BUXMBAHHA

i macyiuBi Ti, XTO MaoTh yac pPO3NYMYyBaTH

cnyxaTu rony6iB Mupy Ta iHmMX a6CTpDaKTHMX CTBOpPiHB
Koro Hi pasy He Oynunu O60OMOApLYBaHHA IO MUTaHb
O6UTHCh uM O6irTH? BUTHCH uM OyTH BOMTHM? BUTHCH UM
6auuTH AK BOMBAWTb ONM3BKMX?

KOJM TBO1 No¥ NepecTaHyTb YHMKATH connaTiB Ta apmiit?
Xi6a Hivoro iHmoro He pos3OynMUTh iX KpiM BracHUX
PaKeTHHX OYyIMJIbHHKiB?

A IyMapo JIONCBKI IoJoOCH MOXYTb CTATH NOCTATHBLO
CUJIBHMMKM, mMO6 OyTH NOUYTHMU

KON conipnapHicTe Ta DPO3YMiHHA € CHiNbHUMK
KOJM JIOIM IyMaoTb NMpo cBOI Hauil

Npo Te, MO BOHM XOUYTh CTBODMUTH (HE BHMMMUTH)
€oNM JOM LyMaonTh Npo cBoi apmii

Npo Te, MO BOHM XOUYTb 3AXHCTUTH (HE BHUMMTH)
KOJM JIOOM IyMaloThb NpO CBOIX conpaTiB

Npo THX, XTO 3aXMmae

i posyminTh, mo Ti - yiooM Tex
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Konu rnopoHHa cTae

COJINATOM?

JEeKOJHM MM XOBA€EMOCH, IEKOJHU MH 60pemocr,, aye JiogHHa

nie, KomM Tpe6a B3aXUCTHTH MOCh, MO IM BAXUTH

MM XOBaeMOCb TYT DPa30M, aye MM MOXeMO NiAaTu nng Toro,
mo6 3aXHCTHTH MOCh, MO HAM BAXUTb

y Hamux icropisx, Hamiit poGori

MM BMpimyeMo sk MM XoueMo nincumoBaTH Hami Hauiil

MM BMpimyeMO mO MM XOUEMO 3aXMmaTH

poskaxu MeHi cBol icropii i1 s poskaxy To6i cBoOI

poskaxu MeHi cBol icropii i1 s poskaxy To6i cBOI




Support Ukraine, support the peace in

your country!

Let’s stay in touch!
@spaces.gro

@vataha.nl



