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Epkunih mwupjuw tpughg wppbwbwp
dwh-wqn L

pninpb whgut ukiyulny.

ubkiyulyp ns np k:

wudkl guugnnh htwn 4nih Bju,

kL tw, ny swbiguy, duwg otpinh tnwl:

wjuwntn, tpp hhuw &,

Jubuyp kb, L shub Uniutitpp:
wjuwntn ki hhudw

wuwnbpwuqu

kkk

to wake up from a thirty-year long dream
is a death-sign.

everyone passed through the room,

the room is nobody.

it snowed with everyone who left,

and the one who did not - remained under the layer.

here, when I am now,

there are only women and no others.
here and now

1s war.




Juyph fannkp’ (quhu hunfwp
(4pwlnghg Ytu nwph whg)

tEpp Unnbtwd htid, nt jpugunnmipnit (huh,

gnigk niphpubphtt wwwdbkd pn dwuht

Jud wyt dwuht, ph htywybu kb ghptipubkpp
JbEpwdynid puunuplus thwdthnipnkph

nt sutnugyws dwhywb ninképny génid Yyutipp:

pt htywhtu £ tnpwpnid (niuhtip b ninttwhbwnpp,
htswtu k mbnp Juyph juninbp wdkgunid,

tL thnpp dwupwnwptbpt husybu kb jubjpuhwt wunid
pninp tpwig, nypbp wuownnid tu hpkug dknpp:

hnghu, tpk hwtjupsd wyuytu huh,

np jpwnunnipniup thth, nt Gu sjhubd,
Unwunbkgnpnt hud Juyph juninbpht,

1Egniu nhp hnnht n1 Aknprn hotgpnt hwjuwuwp,
Unw, w0 Unn wnknhi,

np Yuynh junwnkp £ wdkgpt) 1Eqyhu hwdwnp:

wild grass for my tongue
(half a year after the shooting)

when I get close to myself and the peace exists,
maybe I'll tell the rest about you

or about the nights turning into empty bullets,
those tracing life through a failed death.

I will tell how the moon and footprints crack,
by relinquishing its place to wild grass,

and how the small scales make fool of

those who worship their hands.

my soul, if so it may come

there exists peace but not me,

bring me closer to the wild grass,

put my tongue on the ground and spread your hand evenly,
put closer and closer to the place,

where wild grass grows for my tongue.




stwhwignn dwpdhuutpp dkp,

nn ywuwnkpuquh dbe sudtght,

nt thnthnjunipniiup sknuy,

nshi snitikll nwnt hpkughg pugh:

tL hhdw, Gpp ubnunud B dwpdhtp pn,

hnnp pupnid k ninpkpu,

npnyhbwntt dkup suhptghtp hpup,

npnyhtnby

Jtunuth dwpdhtp sthnptghtp pupguuwinipjut htwn:

kKK

our unrelenting bodies,

born in war

met no change

and have nothing but themselves.

and now when I squeeze your body

the ground pulls my feet

because we didn't love each other

because

we confused the living body with the translation.

wuntunhugh wnbwnh Jwhp

tu wnbkuw vh Yuny,

ny, Eupwunpnud &, sghnbp ywwuntunhtgh yntwnh dwhp
(ubkphp hud, FEdwwp),

ny wohuwuphp hwwnnil) puntpny punipugpbint
httwpwynpnipnit sniukp,

ny juwd shwp ny Pudjnih «twgnnubph»,

ns Uniqhth «<hbinunwpdbph» dwuhte

b phybn Yhut wyn mbul) tp dwpglubg,

npnlp wntduqt hplhund Bu wpnplt gpdusp

kL sk nunwynud,

ny Uh wmbqud, Eupunpnud EU, fhut wyn

wuwd shup «upnupnipnibs b «upjuuphwljupg»
puntpp:

the Death of the Palestinian poet

I saw a woman,

who, I suppose, didn’t know about the death of the
Palestinian poet (I am sorry Refaat),

who didn’t have a possibility to describe the world with
exceptional words,

who never heard of Camus’s “adulterers”,

neither of Musil’s “returners”.

and even though that woman saw people,

who repeat what has been written

and don’t suffer,

never, I suppose, has she ever

pronounced the words “justice” or “world order”.




tu nkuly b wyn Yunep Jbpkjulnud’

dwppnihnt wpunwhwgniunny,

wugniph Junph dke Ynpws thnpphly dwpdhub B nkuby,
nn owpdynid kp junonp wpgniipubinhg...

hd mbuws Yhut wytybu Ep wpnwuynud,

wubu fwuwyuwph Ep gund poynitiubpht dkypungdhown,
wubu ghwnbp, np ju ddtn,

npp hwdwnbnt £ n1 sh whgubyn,

wubku skp nignud hwjuwnwy, np htupp Yui k,

wubu nkuk) Ep dwhp Edwwph htug wyh puntpny,
npnlp hhdw oponid B wppuwphnid mpjuljuuh whu.

«kpt tu whwh dknubd, nnt ywhwnh wynptuy,
nn yuwndbu hd wuwndnipniap,

np dwijubu hd hpkpp...»

17.02.2024

I saw that woman in the elevator,

in janitor’s outwear,

I saw the tiny body lost in the azure fabric
trembling of heavy tears...

the woman I saw was weeping.

as if she was bidding farewell to the birds, for good,
as if she knew that winter was coming to stay,

as if she refused to believe, that she was a witness,

as if she saw the death of Refaat in those exact words,
that are spreading now in the world like ghosts:

“If I must die,
You must live

To tell my story
To sell my things”

17.02.2024 / translated by Arevik Ashkharoyan




