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Iwanie, Iwanie
Twoje jesiony wida¢ nawet z satelity,
pod zwartg $ciang puszczy.
Zostatly po tobie, ocalale z rzezi,
I w czarne listopady §wieca jasng kora,
odbijajac si¢ w szybach niemo wpatrzonych
na wschod. Jeszcze raz podtoze ci dionie
pod siwa gltowe, i zamkne ci bigkitne oczy,
spalone ptomieniem dwoch wojen, rewolucji,
co patrzac na role¢ widziaty niebo w skowronkach.
Nie uratowates jej, prowadzonej na rzez,
Sprincy z Narewki, corki krawca i introligatorki.
Zamieszkata w tobie, az do konca wieku. A ty states
w czarnej bruzdzie, z ziarnem zyta w dtoni,
z kazdg nowa wiosng, z twarzg na nowy wschod,
wygladales powrotu ptakow do domu.
Wojna skonczyla si¢ jak bez $ladu. Plyty na kosym
kirkucie w Narewce wrastaja w ziemi¢. Sprince
rozwial wiatr w obcej stronie po catym §wiecie.
Sprinca trwata w tobie jak ziarno bez dostepu §wiatta,
a przy koncu $wiata przebila Slepnacg powieke.
Miata ke¢dzierzawe wiosy, niosta siano dla konia,
gdy przejezdzates zamowié letnik-marynarke.
Miegdzy jabtonkami migata czarna gléwka Sprincy,
Gdy z koszykiem zbierata czerwone jablka dla ciebie.
Kochates ja. Uratowatby$ wigcej niz swoje zycie.

Ivan, Ivan

Your ash trees can be seen even from a satellite,

against the dense wall of an old forest.

They are all you left behind, rescued from the slaughter,

and they shine in black Novembers with their bark so white,

and they leave reflections in the window glass voicelessly staring

to the east. Once more I’ll put my hands

under your grey hair, and I will close your blue eyes,

burnt with the fires of two wars, a revolution,

looking at the field they saw a sky full of larks.

You didn’t save her, when she was led to the slaughter.

Sprinca from Narewka, a daughter of a tailor and a bookbinder.

She lived in you till the end of the century. And you were standing

in a black furrow, with a grain of rye in your hand,

with each new spring, with your face to the new east,

hoping for the birds to come home.

The war finished with no trace. Slabs on the slanting

Kirkut in Narewka grow into the ground. Sprinca

was dispelled by the wind in a foreign country all over the world.

Sprinca lasted in you like a seed deprived of light,

and at the end of the world she pierced the blind eyelid.

She had frizzy hair, she was carrying hay for the horse

when you came to order summer suit.

Between the apple trees you could see Sprinca’s head,

when with her basket she picked red apples for you.

You loved her. You would have saved more than your life.
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