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Pynmu Kayp
The Sun and Her Flowers: 0eable cTHXH,
OT KOTOPbIX PacCIyCKalTCs IBEThI

to my makers

kamaljit kaur and suchet singh
i am. because of you.

i hope you look at us

and think

your sacrifi ces were worth it

to my stunning sisters and brother
prabhdeep kaur

kirandeep kaur

saaheb singh

we are in this together

you define love.

MOUM €O30amensim

Kamaneum xayp u caute CUHzxy.

5 cyugecmayro 6.a200apsi 8AM.

Haoeioch, 4mo 6bl CMOMpuUme Ha HAcC

u oymaeme,

UMo eauil Heepmesl ObLAU He HANPACHDL.

MOUM 3AMEUAMENbHBIM CECIPAM U Opamy
npabxoun Kayp,

Kupanoun Kayp,

caxudy curzxy.

Mbl 8cez0a Oydem emecme.

6bl NOHUMdaeme, uno nmaxkoe 10006b.
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Wilting
YBsinanue

bees came for honey
Sflowers giggled as they
undressed themselves
for the taking

the sun smiled

— the second birth

nueabl npUAEmenit 3a Meoom,
usemvl pacKpblAUCh

U 3ACMESLNUCD,

padysacwy

YavlbKe connua.

— emopoe podcoenue

on the last day of love
my heart cracked inside my body

B MOCJIEOHWI JIEHb JII0OBH
cepaiie Moe pa3ouIioch.
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1 spent the entire night
casting spells to bring you back

LIEJYI0 HOYb
s KOJIJIOBAJIa, YTOOBI Thl BEPHYJICS.

i reached for the last bouquet of flowers
you gave me

now wilting in their vase

one

by

one

i popped their heads off

and ate them
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s TIOTSIHYJIACh K TIOCNIeHEMY OyKeTy,
NIOJAPEHHOMY TOOOH.

IIBETHI B Ba3e YBSIAN.

OJIHY

3a

apyroun

sl OTPBIBAJIA TOJIOBKU

U ea.

]

1 stuffed a towel at the foot of every door
leave 1 told the air

i have no use for you

1 drew every curtain in the house

go 1 told the light

no one is coming in

and no one is going out

— cemetery

s1 MOJIOKMJIA TIOJIOTEHIIe IO KaXIyIO JBEPb.
0CMaesb MeHsi, — CKa3zana BO3AYyXY,

Oonbue He Xouy OblUAmb.

3aJiepHyJia BCe 3aHABECKH B JIOME.

yxoou, — cKazana cBeTy, —

HUKMO ctooa bonvlue He 8otidem,

U HUKMO omcrooa Oonbvlie He 8bliioem.

— Kaaooduue



P. Kayp. «The Sun and Her Flowers. Besble cTuxu, OT KOTOPBIX pacyCKaloTCs IBEThI»

you left

and 1 wanted you still
yet i deserved someone
who was willing to stay

THI yILIET,

HO $1 TIO-TIpeKHEMY XoTesna Tes,
XOT$ 3aCJIy’KMBaJIa TOrO,

KTO caM T0XkeJIaJl Obl OCTaThCSI.

i spend days in bed debilitated by loss
i attempt to cry you back

but the water is done

and still you have not returned

1 pinch my belly till it bleeds

have lost count of the days

sun becomes moon and

moon becomes sun and

i become ghost

a dozen different thoughts
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tear through me each second
you must be on your way
perhaps it’s best if you’re not
i am okay

no

1 am angry

yes

i hate you

maybe

1 can’t move on

i will

1 forgive you

i want to rip my hair out
over and over and over again
till my mind exhausts itself into a silence

s IPOBOXY JIHU B TIOCTEJTH, U3MYUEHHAs! TOTEPEH.
IIBITAIOCh BEPHYTh TeOsI TIaUeM,

HO CJI€3bI KOHYMIINCH,

a Thl BCE PaBHO HE BEPHYJICA.
ucrapariaa 0 KpOBU KHBOT

U TOTepsiia CYET JHSM.

COJTHIIE CMEHSIETCS JIYHOM,

JIyHa COJTHIIEM,

sI IPEBPAIIIAlOCh B IPU3PaKa.

COTHH Pa3JInYHBIX MbICIICH

KaXIyl0 CEKYH/Iy PBYT MEHsI Ha YacCTH.
ThI UJIEIb CBOEU TOPOTOH,

HO HaBepHOe, ObUIO ObI JTyYIlle, eClIv HeT.
s B TIOPSIIIKE,

HET,

CEepIKyCh,

Aa,

HEHaBUXKY TeOsl.

BO3MOKHO,

HE CMOTY JIAJIbIIIC KUTh,

HO Oyjy.

s Tiporao Teods,

a TIOTOM CHOBa ¥ CHOBa

PBY Ha ceOe BOJIOCHI,

MIOKa MOM U3MYYEHHbIH pa3syM He MOrPY3UTCS B TUILUHY.

yesterday

the rain tried to imitate my hands
by running down your body

i ripped the sky apart for allowing it
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— jealousy

BUEpa

JIOXK[Tb TIONBITAJICS TIOAPAXKATH MOUM PyKaM,
KOTOpBIE MPEXIE CTPYWIUCH [0 TBOEMY TEIy.

s pa3opBajia He0O Ha YacTH 3a TO, YTO OHO TIOCMEJIO.

— PEBHOCMb
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in order to fall asleep

i have to imagine your body
crooked behind mine
spoon ladled into spoon
till i can hear your breath
1 have to recite your name
till you answer and

we have a conversation
only then

can my mind

drift off to sleep

— pretend
9YTOOBI 3aCHYTh,

MMpeaACTaBJIA0, Kak TBOE TEJIO
N30rHyJIOCh IO3aJn MO€TO,
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TOYHO JIOKKa, BJIOKEHHAs B JIOKKY.
IIOKa HE YCJIBIIY TBOETO JbIXaHU,
S IPOU3HOLY TBOE UMHI.

MIOKa Thl HE OTBETULIb

Y MBI HE TIOTOBOPUM.

Y JIAIIb TOTJA

MO€ CO3HaHHE

NIO3BOJISIET MHE 3aCHYTb.

— NPUMBOPsMbCs

it isn’t what we left behind
that breaks me
it’s what we could’ve built
had we stayed

HE TO, YTO MbI OCTABHWIIM [T03a/IH,
paspyiiaer MeHs,

a TO, YTO MbI MOTJIH OBI IIOCTPOUTH,
OCTaHbCsI MBI BMECTE.

pars

S 4 O ) O |
LI

o

i can still see our construction hats lying
exactly where we left them
pylons unsure of what to guard

12



P. Kayp. «The Sun and Her Flowers. Benble cTuxu, OT KOTOPBIX PacIyCKaiOTCsI IIBETHI»

bulldozers gazing out for our return

the planks of wood stiff in their boxes
yearning to be nailed up

but neither of us goes back

to tell them it is over

in time

the bricks will grow tired of waiting and crumble
the cranes will droop their necks in sorrow
the shovels will rust

do you think flowers will grow here

when you and i are off

building something new

with someone else

— the construction site of our future

s BUKY HAIIIM CTPOUTEJIbHBIC KACKH
POBHO TaM, T/ie Mbl X OCTaBUJIH,

CHTHAJIbHBIE KOHYCHI, HETIOHSITHO UTO OrpakKIalolIue,
1 OyJIbI03epHl, kK IyIIHe HAIETO BO3BPAIICHUS.
JOCKH, TJIOTHO YJIOXKEHHbIC B SATUKH,

KIIYT, KOTJIa UX TIPUOBIOT TBO3ASIMHU.

HO HUKTO W3 HAaC He BepHETCS,

yTOOBI CKa3aTh UM,

YTO BCE YK€ KOHYEHO.

KUPIHWYU YCTAHYT KJAaTh U PACKPOIIATCS,

KPaHbI OIYCTST TOJIOBHI C TOPSI,

JIONaTH 3apXKaBeloT.

JyMaelib, IIBETHl OYAyT pacTH 3/1eCh,

KOI/Ia KaKAbIN U3 HAC YUJET

CTPOUTH UTO-TO HOBOE

C KEM-TO JIpyrum?

— cmpolinaowaoka Hamezo 6yoyuiezo

i live for that first second in the morning
when i1 am still half-conscious

i hear the hummingbirds outside
flirting with the flowers

i hear the flowers giggling

and the bees growing jealous
when i turn over to wake you

it starts all over again

the panting

the wailing

the shock

of realizing

that you’ve left

13
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— the first mornings without you

s )KMBY pajid TOM NEPBOM CEKyHIbI yTpa,
KOTJa 5 ellle B MOTyCHe,

CIIBIIITY, KaK KOJIMOPU 32 CTCHOM
(mupryioT ¢ iBeTamu

¥ LIBETHI CMEIOTCA,

a IYeJIbl PeBHYIOT.

TYT s IOBOPAYMBAIOCH, YTOOBI pa3OynuTh Teos,
¥ BCE HAUMHAETCS CHavasIa.

cepredHasi 60Jb,

CIe3bl,

ITIOK

OT OCO3HaHUsI TOTO,

YTO ThI yIIEN.

— nepavle npoodYNHCOeHUs: Oe3 meost

the hummingbirds tell me
you’ve changed your hair
i tell them i don’t care
while listening to them
describe every detail

14
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— hunger

KOJIMOPH TOBOPAT MHE,

YTO Thl U3MEHUJT TPUYECKY.
OTBEYal0, YTO MHE BCE PABHO,
BHUMATEJIBbHO CITyIlast

UX MOAPOOHBIN pacCKas.

— 20100
i envy the winds

who still witness you

S 3aBUAYIO BETpaM,
KOTOPBIE MO-TIPEXKHEMY BUAST TeOsI.

o

G—
| (5 >
e

e

1 could be anything
in the world
but 1 wanted to be his

s1 MorJia Obl OBITH KEM YTOTHO
B 9TOM MHUpe,
HO XOTeJa OBbITh TOJIBKO €ro.

1 tried to leave many times but

as soon as 1 got away

my lungs buckled under the pressure
panting for air 1’d return

perhaps this is why i let you
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skin me to the bone

something

was better than nothing

having you touch me

even if it was not kind

was better than not having your hands at all
i could take the abuse

i could not take the absence

i knew i was beating a dead thing
but did it matter

if the thing was dead

when at the very least

i had it

—addiction

s MBITJIACh YATH MHOTO pas,

HO CTOMUJIO MHE YWTH, Kak

MOM JIETKUE CKUMAJIUCh,

¥ 51 BO3Bpallaach, XBaras pTOM BO3IyX.
BO3MOKHO, UIMEHHO TI03TOMY TIO3BOJIHJIA TeOe
COIpaTh C MEHs KOXY: XOTh UYTO-TO

ObLJIO JTy4llle, YeM HUYErO.

THI TIPUKAcaJICS KO MHE.

YacTo 3TO OBIBAJIO HE MO-J00POMY, HO BCE XKe JIydIle,
4yeM eciv Obl TBOM PYKH COBCEM HE KacaJluCh MEHSI.
s1 MOIJIa IEPEHOCUTh HaCUJIKE,

HO HE MOIJIa IEPEHECTU TBOETO OTCYTCTBUSI.

4 3HaJIA, 4TO IOIYCTYy Tpayy Bpemsd,

HO Pa3Be 3TO UMEJIO 3HaYEHMUE,

Korza

s TIOJTyvasia To, 0e3 4ero He MOIJIa KUTh?

— 3d6UCUMOCMb
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TN

Q=X

you break women in like shoes

Thbl pa3HAIWMBACIDb JKCHIINH, KaK 06yBI).

17
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loving you was breathing
but that breath disappearing
before it filled my lungs

— when it goes too soon
J0OOBB K TeOe OblIa BO3LyXOM,

HO 3TOT BO3/IyX UCYE3 TPEKIE,
YeM HAIOJHUJI MOH JIETKHE.

— NPeNHCOeBPEMEHHAS. CMePb N1008U

18
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what love looks like

what does love look like

the therapist asks

one week after the breakup

and ’'m not sure how to answer her question
except for the fact that i thought love
looked so much like you

that’s when it hit me

and 1 realized how naive i had been

to place an idea so beautiful on the image of a person
as if anybody on this entire earth

could encompeass all love represented

as if this emotion seven billion people tremble for
would look like a five foot eleven

medium-sized brown-skinned guy

who likes eating frozen pizza for breakfast

what does love look like

the therapist asks again

this time interrupting my thoughts midsentence

and at this point i'm about to get up

and walk right out the door

except i paid far too much money for this hour

so instead 1 take a piercing look at her

the way you look at someone

when you’re about to hand it to them

lips pursed tightly preparing to launch into conversation
eyes digging deeply into theirs

searching for all the weak spots

they have hidden somewhere

hair being tucked behind the ears

as if you have to physically prepare for a conversation
on the philosophies or rather disappointments

of what love looks like

well

i tell her

i don't think love is him anymore

if love was him

he would be here wouldn’t he

if he was the one for me

wouldn’t he be the one sitting across from me
if love was him it would have been simple

i don't think love is him

anymore 1 repeat

19
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1 think love never was

1 think i just wanted something

was ready to give myself to something
i believed was bigger than myself

and when i saw someone

who could probably fit the part

1 made it very much my intention

to make him my counterpart

and 1 lost myself to him

he took and he took

wrapped me in the word special
until i was so convinced he had eyes only to see me
hands only to feel me

a body only to be with me

oh how he emptied me

how does that make you feel
interrupts the therapist

well

1 said

it kind of makes me feel like shit

maybe we’re all looking at it wrong

we think it’s something to search for out there
something meant to crash into us

on our way out of an elevator

or slip into our chair at a cafe somewhere
appear at the end of an aisle at the bookstore
looking the right amount of sexy and intellectual
but i think love starts here

everything else is just desire and projection

of all our wants needs and fantasies

but those externalities could never work out

if we didn’t turn inward and learn

how to love ourselves in order to love other people

love does not look like a person

love is our actions

love is giving all we can

even if it’s just the bigger slice of cake

love is understanding

we have the power to hurt one another

but we are going to do everything in our power

to make sure we don’t

love is figuring out all the kind sweetness we deserve
and when someone shows up

saying they will provide it as you do
but their actions seem to break you
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rather than build you
love is knowing whom to choose

21
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KaK BBIIVISIIUT JIO0OOBL

KaK 6b12A510um 110006 ? — CIIpaIlIiBaeT MeHs TICUXOTepareBT
CITyCTSI HEJIEJIO IOCTIe pa3phiBa.

4 He 3HAI0, YTO €1 OTBETHUTD,

KpOMe TOTro, 4TO sl CYMTAIA,

YTO JI000Bb MOX0KA Ha TeOS.

¥ TOIIa MeHs OCEHUJIO,

4 0CO3HAaJIa, KaKo! ke ObUIa HaMBHOM,

pa3 11 MeHsI 3TO MIPEeKPaCHOE CIIOBO BOTUIOTHIIOCH
B KOHKPETHOM 00pa3e 4YeJloBeKa.

Kak Oy/ITO XOTb KTO-TO Ha BCEW ITOM 3emJie

MOZKET OOBEIUHUATD B ceOe BCIO JIIOOOBD.

Kak Oy/ITO 3TO YyBCTBO, KOTOPOE BOJIHYET CEMb
MUJLTHAPIOB YeJIOBEK,

MOXET BHIIVISIIETh KaK CMYIJIbII MTAPEHb CPEIHETO
CIIOKEHNS,

KOTOPOMY HPaBUTCsI €CTh Ha 3aBTPaK 3aMOPOKEHHYIO
TIALILLY.

KaK 6v12150um 11006066 ? — CHOBA CIIPALLIMBAET TEPAIEBT,
0OpbIBasi TeUEHNE MOMX MBICJIEW Ha TIOYCIIOBE,

¥ s 4yTh OBLJIO HE BCTAIO U HE BBHIXOXKY M3 KaOMHETa.
TOJIBKO $1 3aIJIaTHIIa Yepecdyp MHOTO 32 3TOT vac,

TaK YTO MPOCTO OpPOCal0 Ha Hee MPOH3UTEbHBIN B3I,
KaKUM CMOTpHMIIIb Ha KOTO-TO,

nepe]] TeM Kak BBICKaXKeIllb eMy BCE, YTO O HEM JyMaelllb.
IUIOTHO CXKaB TyObl TIepe] HayajioM pa3roBopa,

r1a3amu OypaBs ra3za codeceTHIKa

B TIOKMCKaxX CJIa0bIX MecT,

KOTOpbIE OH MpsTIET,

KaK BOJIOCHI 32 YIIIH.

Kak OyATO HYXHO (PU3MUECKHU MOATOTOBUTHCS K Pa3roBopy,
NOJHOMY (pMII0CO(PCTBOBAHUI UM CKOpPEE pa30yapOBaHUIN
10 TIOBOJIY TOTO, YTO TaKOE JIDOOBb.

HY, — TOBOPIO e, —

5 Yoce He OYymMaro, Ymo A0008b — 3Mo OH.

eciIu Obl JI000Bb ObLIIA UM,

OH ObUI ObI 3/1€Ch, HE TaK JIn?

ecyi Obl OH OBLJT JIJISI MEHSI TEM CaMbIM,

OH OBI ceifuac CujieN1 HalpOTHB, a HE BHI.

ObLIO OBI ITPOCTO, €ciu OB JIIOOOBb ObLITa UM.

51 He Oymaro, umo 10008b — MO OH, — TIOBTOPSIIO 5.
MHE KaXXeTCd, 4TO JIIOOBU HUKOIA U He ObLIO,

s IPOCTO MeYTaja O YeM-To,
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ObLJ1a TOTOBA BCIO Ce0s1 OTAATh YeMY-TO,
YTO OBLIO OOJIBILIE MEHS CAMO,

M KOTJa 51 YBHJEJIA TOrO,

KTO MOT OBl IIOJJOUTH Ha 3Ty POJib,
I[JIaBHOM MOEH LIeJIbIO CTajo

CTaTh C HUM IapOu.

U 51 3a0bL1a cedst pajiy Hero,

a oH Opan u Opai,

OOBUB MEHSI BCIO CBOUM H1bl OCOOEHHAS,
TIOKa He BHYIIWJI MHE, YTO €ro Iia3a HyKHbI, JIUIIh
YTOOBI CMOTPETh Ha MEHH,

€ro PyKH JIACKAIOT TOJIbKO MEHs

¥ €T0 TeJIO JKeJIaeT TOJbKO MEHs.

JI0 Yero ke OH MEHSI OITyCTOIIIHJI.

umo 8ol uyecmeyene no AMoMy noody ? —
npepBaJia MOM MBIC/IU TePAareBT.

HY, — CKazana s, —

uyecmeyio cebsi Om 3moz0 0epbMOogo.

OBITH MOXET, Mbl BCE CMOTPHM Ha 3TO HE TaK,

AyMaeM, 4To HaJ0 4TO-TO TaM UCKATb,

0XMJAEM, YTO MBI C UEM-TO CTOJIKHEMCS Ha BBIXOJE

u3 mudra

WJIM 4TO-TO IIPOCKOJIB3HET K HaM B KPEcJIo r1e-To B Kade,
HOSIBUTCS U3-3a JJAJIbHETO KOHIIA CTeJUIaXka B KHUKHOM
MarasuHe,

BBIJISA/ISL B HYKHOW TIPOMIOPLUH CEKCYaIbHbIM

Y UHTEJJIEKTYaJIbHBIM,

HO 1 JyMalo, I0OOBb HAYMHACTCS 30€Ch.

BCE OCTaJIbHOE — JIMIIb METAHUs, SBJISIOLIUECS
poeKLMen

BCEX HAIIMX KEeJIAHUH, HYX]J U (paHTa3uM,

HO BCE€ 9TU BHEIIIHHE MPOSIBJICHUSI HE CMOTYT padoTaTh,
€CJIM MBI He 3arjIsiHeM BHYTPb ceOs1 1 He HayunuMCsI
TMOOUTB ceOsl IJTs1 TOTO, YTOOBI JIIOOUTH JPYTHX.

MOOOBDb HE BHIIVISIUT KaK YEIOBEK.

MOOOBb — TO HAIIK MOCTYIIKH.

MOOOBb — TO KOTJa OTAACIb BCE, YTO MOXKEIIIb,

Jaxe eCl 3TO JIyUIlIui KyCOK MUpora.

MOOOBb — TO MOHUMaHHME:

MBI MOEM HaBpPEIUTb JAPYT JIPYTY,

HO JleJlaeM BCe, YTO B HAIlIMX CUJIAX,

YTOOBI TOTO HE COBEPILIUTH.

MOOOBb — TO BKYIIIEHUE BCEX BUIOB CIAAKHUX PaJOCTeH,
KOTOPBIX MBI JIOCTOMHBI.

OHU TOBOPSIT, YTO MIOHUMAIOT JIIOOOBb
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TaK e, KaK U Tbl, HO UX JIEUCTBUS
JIoMaloT 1e0s, a HE CO3UIAIOT.
MOOOBb — 3TO 3HATh, KOTO BHIOMPATH.

Lk

you cannot

walk in and out of me

like a revolving door

1 have too many miracles
happening inside me

to be your convenient option

— not your hobby

Thbl HE MOXEIIIb
XOIIUTh B MOEH J1yllie B3a1-BHepes,
MO/I00HO BpalaloLIencs JBepH.
TYT IPOUCXOAUT

CJIMILIKOM MHOTO 4yJec,
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¥ 51 HE TBOW yOOHBIN BapHUaHT.
— He meoe pa3eneueHue
you took the sun with you

when you left

THI 3a0paJi ¢ cOOOH CONHIIE,
KOT/Ia yIIed.

i remained committed

long after you were gone

1 could not lift my eyes

to meet eyes with someone else
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looking felt like betrayal

what excuse would i have

when you came back

and asked where my hands had been

—loyal

s OCTaBaJIaCh MpeJaHHoON Tede

TaK JI0JIr0, TIOCJIe TOTO KaK ThI YIIEJI.

sl He MOIJIa TIOJHSITh IJ1a3a,

BCTPETUTHCS B3IVISIOM C KEM-TO IPYTHM
CMOTpeJIoCch Obl OYATO MPEeAaTeIbCTBOM.
Kak ObI OMpaBaasach ,

KorJa Obl Thl BEPHYJICS

¥ CITPOCHJL, I/ie ObUTA MO PyKH?

— 8epHas

when you plunged the knife into me

you also began bleeding

my wound became your wound

didn’t you know

love is a double-edged knife

you will suffer the way you make me suffer

KOrga Tbel BOH3UJI B MEHA HOXK,

y TeOs1 TOXe MOTEeKJIa KPOBb,

MOs1 paHa CcTajla TBOEH paHoil.

pasBe ThI He 3Ha,

YTO JTIOOOBH — 00OIOI0OCTPBIN HOX

¥ ThI OyJelIb CTPaAaTh TaK ke, KaK 3aCTaBUII
CTpasiaTh MEHH .
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1 think my body knew you would not stay

AyMalo, MO€ TEJIO 3HAJIO, YTO ThbL Yﬁﬂeﬂlb.

—_—
,-——\\_ﬁ f—\_.\gﬁ . —\_\gﬁz’: ._-—Aﬁ_\lw ._-—\@ _,ﬁ—\_E\nﬁ’ ..HA\_\S‘%

1 long

for you

but you long

for someone else

1 deny the one

who wants me

cause 1 want someone else

— the human condition

sl TOCKYIO
1o Tede,

a Tl —

0 KOMY-TO ellie.

sl OTBEpraio Toro,

KTO XO4YET MEHHA,

MOTOMY YTO XOUY JIPYroro.

— yenoseuecKkas NpupPooa
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i wonder if i am

beautiful enough for you

or if 1 am beautiful at all

i change what i am wearing

five times before i see you
wondering which pair of jeans will make
my body more tempting to undress
tell me

is there anything i can do

to make you think

her

she is so striking

she makes my body forget it has knees
write it in a letter and address it

to all the insecure parts of me

your voice alone drives me to tears
yours telling me i am beautiful

yours telling me i am enough

UHTEPECHO,

JOCTaTOYHO JIM 51 KpacuBa Jyist Te0st

WM BOOOIIEe KpacuBa Jiu 1.

sI MEHSIIO CBOM HAPSIIbI

ISATh a3 nepen BcTpevelt ¢ ToOou.

pazayMbiBasi, B KaKOW Mape JKMHCOB

Moe TeJio OyZIeT BHIJISAAETh 0ojiee COOMa3UTeIbHBIM
IIpU pa3AcBaHUM.

CKakH,

MOTY JIH 51 9YTO-TO CJIeJIaTh,

YTOOBI THI TIOYMAJT:

OHa,

OHA MAKAsi NOPA3UMENbHAS,

OHA 3acmagnsient Moe meno 3a0bimbv, YMo Y He20 eCilb KONEHU.
HarmvIiiar 93TO B IMMCbME U OTIIPaBb €10

BCEM CaMbIM HEYBEPEHHBIM B ce0e MOUM YacTsIM.
1Yy TIPOCTO OT 3ByKa TBOETO rojioca.

KOrja Thl rOBOpUIlb, YTO 1 KpaCuBa,

KOrja Thl TrOBOpUILb, YTO A JOCTATOYHO XOpOoIa.

you're everywhere
except right here
and it hurts

ThI BE3JIE,
HO TOJIBKO HE 37€ECh,
Y 9TO MEHS PaHMT.
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show me a picture

1 want to see the face of the woman
who made you forget the one you had at home
what day was it and

what excuse did you feed me

1 used to thank the universe

for bringing you to me

did you enter her right as

1 asked the almighty

to grant you all you wanted

did you find it in her

did you come crawling out of her
with what you couldn’t in me

MOKaKX MHE CHHUMOK,

s1 XO4y BUJETH JIUIO KEHIIUHBI,
paau KOTOpPOH Thl 320bLT Ty, YTO OCTABWII IOMA.
KaKoH JIeHb 3TO ObLI

Y KaKyI0 OTMa3Ky Thl MHE CKOPMUJI?
s1 Oaroiapusia BCEIEHHYIO

3a TO, YTO OHA MpUBea TeOs1 KO MHe:
BOILLIETI JIU THI B HEe, KOraa

s POCHUJIA BCEBBILITHETO

JapoBaTh TeOe BCe, YTO Thl XOUEIh?
HAaIIIE] JIU THI 3TO B HEM,

BBIHEC JIU THI U3 HEE

TO, YTO HE MOT' HATH BO MHe?

29



P. Kayp. «The Sun and Her Flowers. Benble cTixu, OT KOTOPBIX pacIlyCKaloTCsl LIBEThI»

what draws you to her
tell me what you like
S0 1 can practice

4TO TeOsI B HEll MpUBJIEKaeT?
CKaXH, 4TO TeOe HpaBHTCH,
YTOOBI $1 OMPAKTUKOBAJIACK.
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your absence is a missing limb

TBOE OTCYTCTBUE — HEAOCTAOMIAA YaCTh MCHS.
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questions

there is a list of questions

1 want to ask but never will

there is a list of questions

1 go through in my head

every time i'm alone

and my mind can’t stop itself from searching for you
there is a list of questions i want to ask

so if you’re listening somewhere

here 1 am asking them

what do you think happens

to the love that’s left behind

when two lovers leave

how blue do you think it gets

before it passes away

does it pass away

or does it still exist somewhere

waiting for us to come back

when we lied to ourselves by

calling this unconditional and left

which one of us hurt more

i shattered into a million little pieces

and those pieces shattered into a million more
crumbled into dust till

there was nothing left of me but the silence

tell me how love

how did the grieving feel for you

how did the mourning hurt

how did you peel your eyes open after every blink
knowing 1’d never be there staring back

it must be hard to live with what ifs

there must always be this constant dull aching
in the pit of your stomach

trust me

i feel it too

how in the world did we get here

how did we live through it

and how are we still living

how many months did it take
before you stopped thinking of me
or are you still thinking of me
cause if you are
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then maybe i am too
thinking of you
thinking of me

with me

in me

around me
everywhere

you and me and us

do you still touch yourself to thoughts of me

do you still imagine my naked naked tiny tiny body
pressed into yours

do you still imagine the curve of my spine and
how you wanted to rip it out of me

cause the way it dipped into my

perfectly rounded bottom

drove you crazy

baby

sugar baby

sweet baby

ever since we left

how many times did you pretend

it was my hand stroking you

how many times did you search for me in your fantasies
and end up crying instead of coming

don’t you lie to me

i can tell when you’re lying

cause there’s always that little bit of

arrogance in your response

are you angry with me

are you okay

and would you tell me if you're not

and if we ever see each other again

do you think you’d reach out and hold me
like you said you would

the last time we spoke and

you talked of the next time we would

or do you think we’d just look

shake in our skin as we pine to

absorb as much as we can of each other
cause by this time we’ve probably got
someone else waiting at home

we were good together weren’t we

and is it wrong that i’'m asking you these questions
tell me love

that you have been

looking for these answers too
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you call to tell me you miss me

i turn to face the front door of the house
waiting for a knock

days later you call to say you need me
but still aren’t here

the dandelions on the lawn

are rolling their eyes in disappointment
the grass has declared you yesterday’s news
what do 1 care

if you love me

Or miss me

or need me

when you aren’t doing anything about it
if ’'m not the love of your life

1’ll be the greatest loss instead
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BOIIPOCHI

BOT Me€peveHb BOIPOCOB,
KOTOpBIE 51 OBl XOTeJIa 3a1aTh, XOTS TOTO yXKe HEe CITyJUTCS.
BOT MepeveHb BOMPOCOB,

KOTOpbIE BO3HUKAIOT Y MEHSI B TOJIOBE

KaX bl pa3, KOraa MHe OIMHOKO.

MOE CO3HAaHHE He MpeKpaliaeT UCKaTh Teosl.

BOT IepeveHb BOIMPOCOB, KOTOPHIE 51 X0uy TeOe 3a/1aTh,

1 HAJCKChb, Thl MEHA I'IC-TO CABIIINIID.

HTaK, BOT MOU BOITPOCHI.

KaK ThI lyMaelllb, YTO TPOU30MIET

C JOOOBBIO, KOTOPAsi OCTAJIACH MTO3a/IH,

KOT/Ia JIBOE BIOOJIEHHBIX PACCTAIUCh?

Kak JyMaelilb, CUJIbHO JI1 OHAa TOCKYET

nepes] TeM, Kak yMepeTh?

yMHUPaET JIi OHA

WU BCE TaK ke CYIIECTBYET IJIe-TO,

OXH/Iast HAaIlIero BO3BpallieHus?

KOTJIa MBI Jirayiv ceoe,

TOBOPSI, UTO JIIOOUM O€3yCIIOBHO, Y Pa3OIILIHCh,
KTO M3 HAac OOJIbIIe TocTpagan?

s pa30uiach HA MHJUTMOH KPOXOTHBIX YacTeH,
9TU YaCTH Pa3JIeTENIUCh ellle Ha MUJLIMOH,

a INOTOM MPEBPATUIIMCH B IbLIb.

HWYETO HE OCTAJIOCh OT MEHsI, JIUIIIb MOJTYaHHE.

CKaXXV MHE, KaK, JIIOOMMBIH,

KaKOBO TeOe OBUIO ropeBaTh,

Kak TeOe ObLI0 OOJILHO OIIAKMBATh HAC?

KaK Thl OTKPBIBAEIIIb IJIa3a MOCJIe KakI0ro MOpPraHus,
3Hasl, YTO 51 HUKOT/Ia He B3MJISIHY Ha Te0s?

IIOJIKHO OBITh, TSKEJIO XUTh C d ecau Obl.

IIIe-TO B )XUBOTE JOJKHA OBIThH

MIOCTOSIHHASI HOIOIIAs O0JTb.

TOBEpb MHE,

s TOXE ee YyBCTBYIO,

HE NMOHMMAI0, KaK C HAMH CITyYHJIOCh TO, UTO CIYUHJIOCH,
KaK MBI 9TO MEPEKIITN

1 KaK BCE €llE KUBHL.

CKOJIBKO MECSIIEB TPOIILIO
JI0 TOTO, KaK ThI IepecTall [yMaTtb 000 MHe?
WIN THI BCe erlie 000 MHe aymaelib?

BeJlb €CJIU IyMaellb,
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3HAYMT, 51, BOSMOXHO, TOKE.
s TyMamo o Teoe,

THI yMaelib 000 MHe,

TBI CO MHOW,

ThI BO MHe,

ThI BOKPYT MEH1,

TMIOBCIOZTY,

ThI, U 51, U MBI,

THI BCE ellle Tporaeiib ceds1, Jymasi 000 Mae?
ellie MpejICTaBIIsielllb MOe MaJIeHbKOE Haroe Tejio
B CBOMX OOBATHAX?

ellie MpejICTaBIsielllb, Kak M3rudaeTcst MO MO3BOHOYHUK,
Y TIOMHHIIIb JIK, KaK XOTeJI BBIPBaTh €ro U3 MEHs
U3-3a TOrO, KaK OH COCTUHSIICS

C MOel uieaibHO KPYIJION 3aHULIEH,

cBojist Tebst ¢ yma?

MaJIBIIII,

caxapHbIid MO,

CIIAKUH,

C TEX IMOp, KaK Mbl PACCTAJIHCh,

CKOJIBKO pa3 Thl IIPEJICTABIIS,

YTO MOsI pyKa TeOsl riaguT?

CKOJIBKO pa3 BUJIEJ MEHS B CBOMX (paHTa3UsIX,

a MOTOM ILJIaKaJI, BMECTO TOT'O YTOOBI KOHUUTD?
HE B3/lyMay JiIraTb MHe.

sl BCET/Ia BUXY, KOTJIA ThI JIKEIIIb,

MOTOMY YTO B TAKME MOMEHTBI

ThI BCET/Ia HEMHOTO HaJIMCHEH.

CEepIUIIILCS JIA Thl HA MEHSI?

BCE JIU Yy TeOsI B opsiaKe?

Y CKaXelllb JIM MHE, eCJIA 4TO He TaK

Y €CJIA KOrJa-HuOYIb YBUMMCSI CHOBA?

JyMaelib JIM, YTO MPHKMEITb MEeHsI K ceOe U yIepKHUIllb?
THI Be[lb CaM CKa3aJl TaKk

IIPY TIOCJIETHEM HAIlleM pa3roBOpe.

¥ elle Thl TOrJa cKa3ayl O TOM BPeMeHH,

KOTJIa MBI CHOBa Oy/ieM BMeCTe.

WU JIyMaelllb, MbI IIPOCTO B3IJITHEM APYT Ha JIpyra

Y HAC 3aTPSCET OT BCIIBLIXHYBILIETO, HO HEUCTIOTHIUMOTO
KeJlaHus,

TIOTOMY YTO K 3TOMY BPEMEHH KakJO0ro U3 Hac,
BEPOSITHO, OYJIeT KIaTh KTO-TO JPYrOu.

HaM ObLIO XOPOIIIO BMECTE, COIIaceH?

9TO HEMPABUJIBHO, UTO S 3aJ1al0 TeOe TaKKe BOITPOCHI.
JIydIlie CKaXu, JTIOOUMBIH,

9TO ThI TOXKE

WCKAJI HA HUX OTBETHI.
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TBI 3BOHUIIIb U TOBOPUIIIb, YTO CKYYaellb 10 MHE.
s IOBOPAYMBAIOCH JIUIIOM K BXOTHOU JIBEPH,

OXH[as1, 9TO ThI IIOCTYYHIIIb.

CITYCTSI HECKOJIBKO JTHEW ThI 3BOHUIIIb CKa3aTh, KaK
HyXHa Tebe,

HO BCE PaBHO HE TOSIBJISICIIbC.

OJyBaHUYMKHU Ha JIy’KalKe repeji JOMOM

3aKaThIBAIOT IJ1a3a OT pa30YapOBAHUS.

TpaBa Ha3Basia TeOs] BUESPAITHUMU HOBOCTSIMHU.

a Kakas MHE pa3HUIIA,

JIIOOMIIIB JIV THI MEHS,

WIN CKy4Yaelllb,

WIN HYX/IaelIbCcsl BO MHE,

€CJIM Thl BCE PAaBHO HMYETO HE JieJIaellb 10 STOMY TOBOY.
€CJIU s He JTI000Bb BCEN TBOEH KU3HH,

s Oyy ee BeJIMJyauilei moTepei.

where do we go from here my love

when it’s over and i’'m standing between us
whose side do i run to

when every nerve in my body is pulsing for you
when my mouth waters at the thought

when you are pulling me in just by standing there
how do i turn around and choose myself

MOs1 JTI00OBb, Ky/la UITH OTCIOAA,

KOTJ]a BCE KOHUEHO U 1 CTOI0 MEXK/ly HaMH,

Ha YbI0 CTOPOHY OeXkaTh?

KOTJIa KaX[blii HEPB B MOEM TeJie MyJIbCUpYeT O Teoe,

KOTJIa MOI pOT OT MbICJIEN HAIIOJIHSETCS BJIarou,

KOTJIa ThI IPUTSITUBACIIb MEHS, JIaKe €CJIM IMTPOCTO CMOTPIO Ha TeOs,
KaK MHE OTBEpHYTbCSI M BBIOpaTh ce0s1?
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day by day i realize

everything 1 miss about you
was never there in the first place

— the person i fell in love with was a mirage

C KaXXIbIM JHEM A BCC ACHEC IIOHUMAIO:
BC€, YECIroO MHE TaK HEC XBAaTa€T B TC6C,
He UMeeT K TeOe HUKAKOro OTHOIIEHUS.

— Uen06€K, KOmMopozo s /li06u/ld, Obin MUPANCOM

they leave
and act like it never happened

they come back
and act like they never left

— ghosts

OHM YXOIAT
" BEAYT ceos TaK, CJIOBHO HUYETO MCKY HAMU HE OBLIIO.

OHH BO3BpAlIAOTCA
" BEAYT ceos TaK, CJIOBHO HUKOIrJga HaC HE OCTaBJIAJIN.
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— npu3paxu

1 tried to find it
but there was no answer
at the end of the last conversation

—closure
4 IelTajJach HAWTU OTBET,

HO [JaX€ B KOHIIE IIOCJIEAHETO pa3roBopa
€ro He MoJy4yuia.
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— niema sakpolma

you ask

if we can still be friends

1 explain how a honeybee
does not dream of kissing
the mouth of a flower

and then settle for its leaves

— i don't need more friends

ThI CHpaIHI/IBaeI_Hb,

MOXEM JIK MBI OCTaThCS APY3bsMHU.

4 00BACHSIO, YTO ITYea,

MeuTaBIIasi O MOIEITye C IBETKOM,

HE COIJIACUTCS JI0BOJILCTBOBATHLCS JIUCThSIMU.

— MHe He HYNHCHO bonvute Opy3eli

40



P. Kayp. «The Sun and Her Flowers. Benble cTixu, OT KOTOPBIX pacIlyCKaloTCsl LIBEThI»

why is it
that when the story ends
we begin to feel all of it

rovyemy,
JIVIITH KOT/Ia UCTOPHS 3aKaHUYMUBAETCS,
MBI HAUMHAEM BCE B HEW ITOHUMATH?

rise
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said the moon

and the new day came

the show must go on

said the sun

life does not stop for anybody

it drags you by the legs

whether you want to move forward or not
that is the gift

life will force you to forget how you long for them
your skin will shed till there is not

a single part of you left they’ve touched
your eyes finally just your eyes

not the eyes which held them

you will make it to the end

of what is only the beginning

go on

open the door to the rest of it

—time

NOSIBUCH, —
CKa3aJia JIyHa,

Y TIPUIIIEIT HOBBIN JICHb.

oY OONIHCHO NPOOONIHCAMBCSL, — CKA3AJIO COJTHIIE.
JKU3Hb HE CTOUT Ha MECTE,

OHa TaIruT Teds Briepes,

XOYEIllb ThI 9TOrO WJIM HET,

TaKOB ee J1ap.

JKU3Hb 3aCTaBUT TeOsI 3a0bITh O TOCKE.

TBOSI KOKa OyJIeT MEeHSThCSI, TTOKa He OCTaHEeTCS
HU OJHOM €€ YaCTUIIbI, KOTOPOM KacaJuCh OHHU.
TBOM TIJ1a3a HAKOHEII-TO CTAaHYyT BOMCTHUHY TBOWMH,
a He TeMH, KOTOpbIe BUJIENN HX.

THI JOWJIEIIH IO KOHIIA TOTO,

YTO SABJISAETCA HA CAMOM JIEJI€ JIUIIb HA4aJIOM.
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HE OCTaHaBJIMBaiicH,
OTKPOW ABEPH TOMY, UTO KJET BIIEPEIHU.

— 8pemst
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Falling
Ilanenne

1 notice everything i do not have
and decide it is beautiful

A 3aME€ydaro BCE, YEM HE O6HaI[aIO,
" NIOHUMAIO, 4YTO 3TO IMPEKPACHO.

1 hardened under the last loss. it took something human out of me.
1 used to be so deeply emotional i’d crumble on demand. but now the
water has made its exit. of course i care about the ones around me. i'm
just struggling to show it. a wall is getting in the way. i used to dream
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of being so strong nothing could shake me. now. i am. so strong. that
nothing shakes me.
and all i dream is to soften.

— numbness

NOCJIEHASA TIOTEPs. MEHS OXKECTOYMJIA. OHA OTHsJIA y MEHS 4TO-TO
YeJI0BEUecKoe. 51 OblJIa HACTOJIBKO PAHMMOM, YTO Pa3BaMBAIACh IO
moOoMy MOBOAY. HO Telepb BOjA HAIlUIA BBIXOJ. KOHEYHO, 51 JIIOOIO
TeX, KTO PSAZIOM CO MHOM. IIPOCTO MHE CJIOKHO 3TO IOKa3aTb, CTEHA
BBIPACTAET HA MOEM IMYTH. PaHbIlle s MEUTala CTaTh CUJIBHOW, YTOOBI
HUYTO HE MOIJIO MEHsI OKOJIe0aTh. U BOT. SI. TaKasi CUJIbHASI. U HUUTO
MEH$ He ITyraeT. ¥ BCe, O YeM 51 MEUTal0, — 3TO CTaTb MATYe.

— bec UYeCMmMe€eHHOCNb

yesterday

when i1 woke up

the sun fell to the ground and rolled away
flowers beheaded themselves

all that’s left alive here is me

and 1 barely feel like living

— depression is a shadow living inside me

BUEpa,

KOT/Ia st TPOCHYJIAacCh,

COJIHIIE YIaJI0 Ha 3eMJTIO U TTOKATHJIOCh TIPOYb,
LIBETHI ce0s1 00e3IIaBIIIN,

HE 0CTAJI0Ch HUYEro KMBOTO, KPOMe MEHsl,

Y MHE TOXKE €[1Ba XOUYETCS KUTh.

- denpeccuﬂ — 9MoO MeHb, HCUsyuast 60 MHe
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why are you so unkind to me
my body cries

cause you don't look like them

1 tell her

nouemy mul Maxk Hedoopa Ko mHe? —
KPUYUT MOE TeJIo.
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NOMOMY MO Mbl He NOX0HCe HA Mend OPY2UX HCeHUSUH, —
TOBODIO 51 EMY.

you are waiting for someone
who is not coming back
meaning

you are living your life

hoping that someone will realize
they can’t live theirs without you

—realizations don’t work like that

THI KJEIIb KOro-TO,

KTO HE BepHeTCH,

a 3HAYMUT,

JKUBEIb HaJAEK IOM,

YTO KTO-TO HAKOHEL] IOHMET,
YTO HE MOXET XUThb Oe3 TeOs.

— NOHUMAHUEe makK He pa60maem

a lot of times

we are angry at other people

for not doing what

we should have done for ourselves

— responsibility

qacTo
MBI CEPANMCS Ha IPYTUX JIOAen 3a To,
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YTO OHU HE JCJIal0T YE€ro-To,
YTO JOJIZKHBI ACJIaTh MBI CaMU.

— ONneemcni6eHHOCHb

why

did you leave a door

hanging

open between my legs

were you lazy

did you forget

or did you purposely leave me unfinished

— conversations with god

noyemy

Thl OCTaBWJI OTKPBITON

JIBEPb

M€K MOMMH HOTaM# ?

IO JICHU JIH,

110 3a0BIBYNBOCTA

WIU CIeIall 9TO HAMEPEHHO, YTOOBI OCTaBUTh MeHSI He3aKOHYEHHOM ?

— pazeo8opul ¢ 6020M
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they did not tell me it would hurt like this

no one warned me

about the heartbreak we experience with friends
where are the albums

1 thought

there were no songs sung for it

1 could not find the ballads

or read the books dedicated to writing the grief
we fall into when friends leave

it is the type of heartache that

does not hit you like a tsunami

it is a slow cancer

the kind that does not show up for months
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has no visible signs

is an ache here

a headache there

but manageable
cancer or tsunami

it all ends the same

a friend or a lover

a loss is a loss is a loss

— the underrated heartache

MHE He cKa3aJii, 4To Oy/ieT Tak OOJIBHO,

HUKTO MEHS He MpeayIpeIn

0 CepIEeYHOM paHe, KOTOPYIO MOI'YT HAHECTH JPY3bsl.
20e dice 6ce IMu anvbOOMbl, — TIOyMaJa s,

00 9TOM He IIeJIN MECEH,

U 5 He CMOIJIa HAlTH TaKuX Oajuiam

WY TIPOYMTATh KHUT, PACCKA3bIBAIOIIUX O TOpPeE,
KOTOPOE MbI MCIIBITBIBAEM, KOIJIa HAC OCTABJISIOT JPY3bsl.
O TOM THIIE CepaeuHON OO0,

YTO He OOPYIIIMBACTCS HA HAC, KaK I[yHaMH,

a TIPUXOIUT, KaK HECTICITHbIN paK,

KOTOPBIN HE MPOSIBIISACTCS MeCSAIaMU

U HE UMeeT 3PUMBIX TIPU3HAKOB.

00JIb BO3HUKAET TO B TEJIE,

TO B T'OJIOBE,

HO Kakasi-To Teprnumasi.

paK WM IlyHaMH,

10 CYTH, 3aKaHUYMBAIOTCSI OIMHAKOBO:

noTeper apyra Wik JioOUMOoro,

KOTOPBIE YXOMIAT, YXOAAT, YXOJISAT.

— HEOOOUeHeHHAs cepOeuHast O0Nb

1 hear a thousand kind words about me
and it makes no difference

yet 1 hear one insult

and all confidence shatters

— focusing on the negative

S1 CJIBIITY THICSTYU TOOPBIX CJIOB 000 MHE,
HO OHU MEHsI He TPOraioT.

OJIHAKO OJTHOTO OCKOPOJIEHUSI JOCTATOYHO,

9YTOOBI TIOTEPSTH BEPY B CeOsl.

- cocpeaomowumbm Ha Hezaniuee
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home

it began as a typical thursday from what i recall
sunlight kissed my eyelids good morning

i remember it exactly

climbing out of bed

making coffee to the sound of children playing outside
putting music on

loading the dishwasher

i remember placing flowers in a vase

in the middle of the kitchen table

only when my apartment was spotless

did i step into the bathtub

wash yesterday out of my hair

1 decorated myself

like the walls of my home were decorated

with frames bookshelves photos

1 hung a necklace around my neck

hooked earrings in

applied lipstick like paint

swept my hair back — just your typical thursday

we ended up at a get-together with friends
at the end you asked if i needed a ride home and

1 said yes cause our dads worked at the same company
and you’d been to my place for dinner many times

but i should have known
when you began to confuse

kind conversation with flirtation

when you told me to let my hair down

when instead of driving me home

toward the bright intersection

of lights and life — you took a left

to the road that led nowhere

i asked where we were going

you asked if 1 was afraid

my voice threw itself over the edge of my throat
landed at the bottom of my belly and hid for months
all the different parts in me

turned the lights off

shut the blinds

locked the doors

while 1 hid at the back of some

upstairs closet of my mind as
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someone broke the windows — you
kicked the front door in — you
took everything

and then someone took me

— it was you.

who dove into me with a fork and a knife

eyes glinting with starvation

like you hadn’t eaten in weeks

i was a hundred and ten pounds of fresh meat

you skinned and gutted with your fingers

like you were scraping the inside of a cantaloupe clean
as 1 screamed for my mother

you nailed my wrists to the ground

turned my breasts into bruised fruit

this home is empty now

no gas

no electricity

no running water

the food is rotten

from head to foot i am layered in dust

fruit flies. webs. bugs.

someone call the plumber

my stomach is backed up — i’ve been vomiting since
call the electrician

my eyes won’t light up

call the cleaners to wash me up and hang me to dry

when you broke into my home

it never felt like mine again

i can’t even let a lover in without getting sick
1 lose sleep after the first date

lose my appetite

become more bone and less skin

forget to breathe

every night my bedroom becomes a psych ward
where panic attacks turn men

into doctors to keep me calm

every lover who touches me — feels like you
their fingers — you

mouths — you

until they’re not the ones

on top of me anymore — it’s you

and 1 am so tired

of doing things your way

— it isn’t working

’'ve spent years trying to figure out
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how i could have stopped it

but the sun can’t stop the storm from coming

the tree can’t stop the ax

i can’t blame myself for having a hole

the size of your manhood in my chest anymore
it’s too heavy to carry your guilt — i’'m setting it down
’'m tired of decorating this place with your shame
as if it belongs to me

it’s too much to walk around with

what your hands have done

if it’s not my hands that have done it

the truth comes to me suddenly — after years of rain
the truth comes like sunlight

pouring through an open window

it takes a long time to get here

but it all comes full circle

it takes a broken person to come searching
for meaning between my legs

it takes a complete. whole. perfectly designed
person to survive it

it takes monsters to steal souls

and fighters to reclaim them

this home is what i came into this world with
was the first home

will be the last home

you can’t take it

there is no space for you

no welcome mat

no extra bedrooms

’'m opening all the windows

airing it out

putting flowers in a vase

in the middle of the kitchen table

lighting a candle

loading the dishwasher with all of my thoughts
until they’re spotless

scrubbing the countertops

and then

i plan to step into the bathtub

wash yesterday out of my hair

decorate my body in gold

put music on

sit back

put my feet up

and enjoy

this typical thursday afternoon
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JIOM

s TIOMHIO JIMIIIb, YTO 3TOT JIeHb ObLT OOBIYHBIM YETBEPIOM.
COJIHEUHBI 3aiUMK TOIIEIOBAJT MOM BEKH — C JOOPBIM YTPOM.
sI TOYHO TIOMHIO,

YTO, BCKOYMB C TIOCTEITH,

chenaia cede kode Mo KpUKH JIeTel Ha yuIe,
BKJTIOUMJIA MY3BIKY,

3arpy3uiia ocy10MOEUHYI0 MallIHY.

MIOMHIO, YTO MOCTaBHJIA [IBETHI B Ba3y

Ha KYXOHHOM CTOJI€.

¥ JIMIIb KOTJa KBapTUpa cTaia 0e3ynpevHo YMCTOH,
OTIPABUJIACH B BAaHHYIO.

TaM 51 CMbLJIa C BOJIOC BUEPAIITHUN [ICHb

¥ TIPUHSLIACh ceOsl yKparaTb,

KaK yKpalualT KapTUHaMH U (poTorpadusMu

CTEHBI IOMA W KHUKHBIE TIOJIKH.

s1 IOBECUJIa Ha LIEI0 OXKepelibe,

HaJieJla CepbrH,

TIOJIK pacyia ryosbl,

3a4ecalia BOJIOCHI Ha3a]] — OOBIYHBIN JJIsI MEHSI YeTBEpr.

MBI OBUTH Ha BEYEPUHKE C IPY3bSIMHU,
Y 10 €€ OKOHYAHUU ThI CITPOCUJI, MOKHO JIY ITOIBE3TU MEHS JIOMOM.

s cKazaJia da, BeJlb HaIlli OTIIBl paboTaIM B OMHON KOMIIAHUU
Y THI YK€ MHOTO Pa3 Y MEHs YKUHAI.

TYT Obl MHE U JIOTa/IaThCs,

KOT/Ia ThI HAYaJI MyTaTh

NPUATHBIN pa3roBop ¢ puuprom

¥ TOTIPOCHIT MEHS PACIyCTHTh BOJIOCHI.
BMECTO TOTO YTOOBI BE3TH MEHSI JIOMOW

K SIPKO OCBEIIIEHHOMY TEePEKPECTKY,
TIOJTHOMY OTHEW ¥ W3HH, Thl CBEPHYJI BJIEBO,
Ha JJOpPOry, KOTopasi BeJia B HUKY/A.

s CIIPOCHJIA, Ky/Ia MBI €JIeM,

a ThI CIIPOCHIT, He OOIOCH JIH fI.

MOW TOJIOC CIIPHITHYJT BHU3 C Kpasi TopJia

Y TIPU3EMJIWJICS Ha JIHO JXKMBOTA, a MOTOM MPATAJICS BO MHE JOJTHE
MECSIIBI

TO 37IeCh, TO TaM.

BBIKJTIOUMIT CBET,

OITYCTHJT JKAJTIO3H,

3arep JBepu.

s JKe TIPSITAIach B ITyOOKOM UyJiaHe

MOET0 CO3HAHUSI, HO TYT
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KTO-TO Pa30MJI OKHA — 3TO OBLT THI,

Y BBIIIUO BXOJHYIO IBEPb — 3TO OB THI.
1 3a0paJt Bce BO MHeE,

U 3a0paJt MeHs.

3TO OBL THI.

Tl BO MHE OpPY/I0BaJl CJIOBHO BUJIKOIM U HOKOM,
IJ1a3a TBOM CBEpPKaJM OT Tojoja,

CJIOBHO ThI HE €J1 LIEJTYIO HEeJIeJTI0.

BO MHE OBLJIO CTO JiecATh (DYHTOB CBEKEro Msica.
ThI CHSIJT KOXKY U BHITAIIWI U3 MEHsI BHYTPEHHOCTH,
NOIOOHO TOMY, KaK BBIYMIIAIOT JIBIHIO.

a Korja s crajia 3BaTb Mamy,

NPUAABAI MOM 3aIlsSICThsI K 3eMJIe

Y MIPEBPATUJI MOIO I'Py/lb B CIUIOIIHOM CUHSIK.
3TOT JJOM TeNeps IyCT.

HM rasa,

HU 2JIEKTPUYECTBA,

HU BOJIONIPOBOJA,

efa mpoTyxJa.

1 BCSI C TOJIOBBI JIO HOT B IBLJIH,

TYT U TaM IJIOJOBbIE MYIIIKH, TAYTUHA, KYUKH.
KTO-HUOY/Ib, BRI3OBUTE CAHTEXHHKA.

KEJYOK OOJNUT — MEHSI PBET C TeX Iop.
BBI3OBUTE JIEKTPUKA,

MOM IJ1a3a MOTYXJIU.

BBI3OBUTE YOOPIIIMKOB, ITYCTh MEHSI BLIMOIOT M TIOBECSIT CYIIIUThCSI.

C TO¥ MOPHI, KaK Thl BIOMUJICS B MOH JIOM,

s1 OOJIBIIIE HUKOT/IA HE YyBCTBOBAJIa €r0 CBOUM.

s Jake He MOTY MPUTJIACUTh TIOOOBHUKA M3-3a OOJIe3HH,
sI TIOTepsiJia COH T0C/Ie TIEPBOro CBUIAHUS,

noTepsiia anmeTuT.

y MEHsI CTaJI0 OOJIbIIIe KOCTEH M MEHBIIIE KOXKH,

41 3a0BIBAIO OBIIIIATD.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.

57


https://www.litres.ru/rupi-kaur-14237181/the-sun-and-her-flowers-belye-stihi-ot-kotoryh-raspuska/?lfrom=30440123&amp;ffile=1

	Wilting
	what love looks like
	как выглядит любовь
	questions
	вопросы

	Falling
	home
	дом

	Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

