Hans OenanaHp

BCE MepTBble CTAHOBATCHA A€TbMU
6eCcnomMoLHLIMN HUYETO HE MOTYT
CaMOCTOATENbHO UM BCe He criaBa bory
o4€eHb NepeBePHN nevarnb yumMu

NX Ha PYKM BO3bMeELLb U HanposeT

BCIO HOYb NPMXaB K rpyam No 4OMY HOCULLIb
noewb UM NECHN BHATHO MPOU3HOCULLb
HWKTO N3 HUX OQHaXAbl HE YMpeT

ca)kaelllb X NoA AOMOM U B OKHO

BCE BPEMSI CMOTPULLDL HE B3OLUSIM NN JIUCTbS
NN NNCTbS HE B3OLLNW HO MOXHO NNTbLCS
AOXAEM M LA BbITAHYB U HOC

AOCTaHeLlb HOYbH KOCTOYKY 3€PHO
CBETSLLEECH CEMEYKO N3 MOYBbI

3anbeLlb ero AoXAeM U CTaHelb Monya
BblHaLLMBaTb BHYTpW cebsi BCIO HOYb

NOTOM poAuLlb U CHOBa ABaguaTh NATb
YacoB noapsia To neneHam To HaHbKawn
KOPMU IrpyaHbIM AbIXaHWEM 1 B Manke

nam Kkonatb

Nadia Delalande

all upon death turn into infants they

are helpless so incapable of any

thing independently eternally complaining

turn over dress drive dolefulness away

you'll pick them gently up and overnight
around the bedroom carry hugging dearly

sing lullabies to them or utter clearly

that everyone of them won't someday die

you plant them in the yard and through the pane
look desperately for a sign of flowers

of flowers not a sign but one can flow as
face-elongating eyebrow-frowning rain

at dark you'll excavate a bony pit

a solid grain a seed alive and glowing

down it with rain and up until it's dawning
inside yourself in silence nurture it

then you'll give birth and for another big

long day now change the nappy now go nanny
go breastfeed with your breath then put on any
tank top and dig





