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StOW0 WStgpne =

Po czterech dniach intensywnych rozmoéw, interesujacych dyskusji, po-
ruszajacych spotkan, pracy ze stowem mdéwionym i pisanym, préb oraz
scenicznej tremy mlode slamerki i mlodzi slamerzy z Polski, Niemiec
i Ukrainy mieli przyjemno$¢ zaprezentowac sie opolskiej publicznosci.
Wieczdr Poetry Slam odbyt si¢ w ramach organizowanych juz po raz trzeci
w Opolu warsztatéw tematycznych, tym razem pod hastem ,,Poetry Slam
3.0 - Slammin’ for the future — Nasza wspoélna przysztos¢ w Europie”.

Celem projektu bylo w kreatywny sposob skonfrontowa¢ mtodych
z problemami, z jakimi si¢ zmagaja w obecnych czasach. Bezposrednim
efektem warsztatow staly si¢ wlasnie slamy - luzne w formie, ale mocne
w przekazie teksty, stanowigce automanifesty naszych uczestnikow.

Nach vier Tagen intensiver Gespriche, interessanter Diskussionen, bewe-
gender Begegnungen, Arbeit mit dem gesprochenen und geschriebe-
nen Wort, Proben und Lampenfieber hatten junge Slammer und junge
Slammerinnen aus Polen, Deutschland und der Ukraine das Vergniigen,
sich dem Oppelner Publikum zu présentieren. Der Poetry-Slam-Abend
fand im Rahmen der thematischen Workshops statt, die zum dritten Mal
in Oppeln organisiert wurden, diesmal unter dem Motto ,,Poetry Slam 3.0
— Slammin’ for the future — Unsere gemeinsame Zukunft in Europa’”.

Ziel des Projekts war es, junge Menschen auf kreative Weise mit den Pro-
blemen auseinanderzusetzen, mit denen sie heute konfrontiert sind. Das
unmittelbare Ergebnis der Workshops waren die Slams - lockere in der
Form, aber starke in der Botschaft, Texte, die Selbstmanifestationen unse-
rer Teilnehmer Innen darstellen.



podzigkowania

dla Konsulatu Generalnego Niemiec we Wroctawiu, Polsko-
Niemieckiej Wspolpracy Mlodziezy Urzedu Marszatkowskiego
Wojewodztwa Opolskiego za wsparcie finansowe projektu;
dla Aktion West Ost za wspolprace przy projekcie;

dla koordynatorek projektu Pauliny Pieter i Weroniki Koston;
dla Veroniki Lange za koordynacje grupy z Niemiec;

dla Marii Tkachivskiej za koordynacje grupy z Ukrainy;

dla najlepszych treneréw Dagmary Swierkowskiej-Kobus

i Wojciecha Kobusa;

dla Alli Krekotnevej, Michata Bakasova oraz Oliwii Drozdowicz
za tlumaczenie warsztatow;

dla Fundacji KulturAkcja za pomoc w promocji projektu;

dla Klubokawiarni OPO za udost¢pnienie lokalu na organizacje
wieczoru slamerskiego.

danksagung

dem Deutschen Generalkonsulat in Breslau, dem Deutsch-Polnischen
Jugendwerk und dem Marschallamt der Woiwodschaft Oppeln
tiir die finanzielle Unterstiitzung des Projekts;

Aktion West Ost fiir ihre Mitarbeit an dem Projekt;

an die Projektkoordinatorinnen Paulina Pieter und Weronika Koston;
an Veronika Lange fiir die Koordination der Gruppe aus Deutschland;
an Maria Tkachivski fiir die Koordination der Gruppe aus der Ukraine;
an die besten Workshopleiter Dagmara Swierkowska-Kobus
und Wojciech Kobus

an Alla Krekotneva, Michal Bakasov und Oliwia Drozdowicz fiir
die Ubersetzung des Workshops;

der Stiftung KulturAkcja fiir ihre Hilfe bei der Promotion des
Projekts

dem Clubcafé OPO fiir die Verfiigungstellung seiner Rdumlich-
keiten fiir die Organisation des Poetry-Slam-Abends.



spis tresci

Karolina Tulik i Jessica Skowron
10
Nelia Hladysh
13
Annalena Croce
18
Katharina Masljak
23
Wania Szewczyk
25
Maria Tkachivska
32
Khrystyna Mahas
36
Natalia Shevchuk
39
Karolina Tulik
42
Maria Kohutiak
45
Jessica Skowron
49
Maria Kohutiak i Khrystyna Mahas
52
Luna Altenmiiller
54
Vladyslava Kedo
58
Paulina Gruszecka
63
Jonathan Lange
66






B. Jestem taka zme¢czona, ten lot trwal niesamowicie dtugo. Musze jeszcze
pojs¢ po swoje walizki i wreszcie pojade odpoczac.

A. Zaraz przyjedzie po mnie moj chlopak.

B. O nie! Gdzie jest moja grupa?

A. Tak sig ciesze, ze biore udziat w Erasmus Future!

A. Czekaj... Gdzie my jesteSmy?

B. No jak to gdzie? Na biegunie pélnocnym ostatnich ludzi.

A. Dlaczego tu jest tak zielono? Przeciez na biegunie pétnocnym sg lo-
dowce i wieczna zima.

B. Haha, chyba tak bylo sto lat temu. Na pewno nie teraz. Przez caly rok
mamy lato i pigkng pogode, i co najwazniejsze da si¢ tu oddychac. Stuchaj
ja wlasnie wracam z wycieczki z Polski i tam nie dalo si¢ ztapa¢ oddechu
bez mojego pojemnika tlenowego. Gdybym nie miata kombinezonu chto-
dzacego to bym sie spalita z goraca. Wszedzie tylko piach, pozary, kaktusy
i giga komary.

A. Co? Jak to mozliwe? A gdzie rzeka z umierajacymi rybami? Dostownie
wczoraj bylam w Opolu na poetry slam i ciggle lalo. Nie ma tam zadnych
pustyn.

B. O jakiej ty rzece méwisz? Czytalam o niej w ksigzce historycznej
i wiem, Ze jest to woda w stanie ptynacym. Totalna magia. Ja nigdy nie
widziatam wody!

A. Ta wymiana mlodziezowa o temacie przysziosci jest bardzo realistyczna.

B. To nie jest zadna wymiana mlodziezowa tak wyglada rzeczywistos¢
w 2122 roku.
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B. I am soo tired. Those flight was soo long. I have to go to pick my luggage
and then I will finnaly have rest.

A. My friend will pick me up soon.
B. Oh no! Where is my group?

A. I am so happy to take part in Erasmus Future project! Oh wait ... Where
am I?

B. North Pole! Where else could we be?

A. Why is it here so green? On North pole there is ice and winter for whole
year!

B. Hahaha! Maybe 100 years ago... Here we have summer all year and the
whether is simply divine. And what is the most important you can breathe
here. You know yesterday I was on a trip in Poland and it was impossible
to breath without my oxygen box and it was too hot without cooling down
suit. Everywhere only sand, fire, cactuses and giant mosquitoes.

A. Whaaat? That’s impossible? Where is the polluted river with dying fishes?
I also left Poland yesterday, I was in Opole at the Poetry Slam and there was
rain all the time. There is no sand at all.

B. Of which river you are talking about? There is no river anywhere. Oh
wait! I was reading about the rivers in the history book. As far as I know
river is a moving water. Totally magic! In my whole life I have never seen
water.

A. This youth exchange about future is really realistic.

B. What are you talking about? This is how 2122 looks like.

12






A - ManeHbKa IilMHKa y KOCMI4HIN 6e3mexxHocTi. d - KocMiyHMI TN,
TaKMit ApiOHMI Ta He3aMiTHUIL. AJte, BCe XK, TAKUI BaXK/TMBUIL. BaxkmuBuit
IJIS1 YOTOCh, HE 3HAXOYMI ITIOKU JI/IA YOIO...

Mo>xnuBoO, 51 CTaHy IUIAHETOIO, IO JACTb >KUTTSA YOMYCh OibIIOMY Ta
OibII 3HAYYLIIOMY.

Mo>xnuBO, 5 CTaHy CYIIyTHUKOM, IJ0 OyAe CypOBOKYBAaTU KOTOCh Ha
HeOOoCXIIi, Oyydy 3aBXXAM NOPYY, T, BOFHOYAC, HEJOCSIKHO JIA/IEKO.
MoX/nmuBO, A CTaHy KOMETOI, SACKPABOI Ta CKOPOMUHYLIOK, IO
CTBOpEHa JINIIe IJI TOTO, {00 ACKpaBUM BUOYXOM CBiT/Ia CIIa/IaXHYTH
B UMIEMYCh HIYHOMY HeOi - i 3TaCHY T Ha3aBX[L.

A MOXUBO, 5 CTaHY 3ipKOI0 - HeOeCHMM CBITM/IOM, TaKVM SICKPaBVM Ta
HOTY>KHIM, 1[0 CIIATIOBAaTVIMe BCe Ha CBOEMY LIUIAXY, 4epe3 Iie Oymyun
IIpMpeYeHNM Ha CAMOTHICTb...

Inmmmu cnosamy, a1 HIOCD, mo BifyalifylmIHO HaMara€TbCcs CTaTH
JTIOOVMHOIO. B cycminbceTBi, sike He rOTOBE CIPUIIMATH CIPaBXHIX
JIIofein. ..

IToxu mio...
Ha xarnb...
He s2

A 3acTparna.

3acTpArTa MbK MUHYIMM i MalfOyTHIM, He Malouyl >KOTHOI MOX/IMBOCTI
BUPBATHCA 3 LIi€l TaCTKM Yacy.

Lleit MOMeHT - 1Ie BCe, IIJO0 B MEHE €.

Mu Bci 3acTpsarm B 6e3KiHEUHOCTi MOMEHTIB.

KoxHe c/10BO, 1[0 BMIITA€ 3 MOIX YCT, BOHO pOOWTH Iie, HaJil0uMCh
HOTpPalNUTU y MaiOyTHE... B KiHIleBOMY pe3ynbTaTi BCEOZHO CTAIOuM
MIUHY/IAM, CIIOTaZJOM.

Hasgitp 1€ pe4e€HHA CTaHe CIIorajoM, AK TiJIBKU A KJIaniHy IIaJabLsIMU.

Bnosumm? Mu nogopoxxyeMo y Jaci?
14



3HOBY...
3HOBY...
I 3sHOBY...

Haie >xutT4 - 11e HeCKiHYeHHII MMOTIK CIIOTafiB.

3pelIToo, BCi MU KO/MNUCh CTaHEMO IIPOCTO YMIMOCH cIiorajioM. I Bce, 110
MU MO>XeMO i 3000B’s13aHi 3poO6UTH - 11e 3POOUTH 1ieil CIIoTaf TEIUIUM Ta
IIPUEMHUM, - TAKVUM, SIKUI XOTi/I0cA 6 ITOCTaBUTH Ha 1ay3y abo ,,repeat’.
Tomy s Xouy cTaTy came HUM - YMIMOCH CIIOTa[iOM, TAKUM HPUEMHUM,
3aCTOKIIIMBYM Ta 3irpiBaloumM - OyTU BECETKOI0 Yy UMiXOCh TeMHUX
XMapax.

A 11e, 4 X04y J1y>Ke IIPOCTOI, a/le BOFHOYAC, TaKOI HEJOCKHOI IITYKH.
3moragaiTech, 40ro?

A xouy 6y T IACTUBOIO.

S xouy BimguyTH, AK Ije, - OyTM MO-CIpaBXHbOMY IHiacnuBoro. Komych
i BCPOTO KMUTTS He IOCTAaTHBO, 0O 3pobuTH Ije. XTOCh BCE >KUTTS
YKEHeTbCA 3a IPOLINMA, CTAaBOIO,THM, 110, HA I0T0 AYMKY, 3pOOUTH J10TO
LIaC/IMBUM, Ta...IIpOrpae B 1l roHLi. I 3aBxau nmporpae.

Hemae >x0gHOTO CeHCy IIyKaTy Ta TaHATHUCA 3a IACTAM. €nyHe, o MU
MO>KeMO 3pOONTH 3i IACTAM - IIe IPOCTO ,,0yT . by Ty macamBuMu.

51 xouy, 106 B MeHe Iie BUIIIIIO - BiYy TV CIIpaBXKHE IacTs. Tomy 1o 1e
1 € CEHCOM >XUTTA.

He Bax/1mBO, CKiIbKM JHIB B TBOEMY JKUTTI, BXK/IMBO JIMIIE T€, CKIIbKI
KUTTA B KOYKHOMY 3 IJUIX JIHiB.

[Iosipre...

Yacy Ha IOLIYKY LIACTA B HAC HabaraTto MeHIIe, HK MU TYMa€eMO.
JKutta myxe xopoTke.

BoHO 3aKiHUNMTBCA WIBULIE, HDK BA IIPO Lie [i3HA€eTecs.
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Now, I'm inviting you to visit my world

Everyone is welcome

I hope, you'll enjoy this short trip through the shadowed corners of my
mind. I'll try to light them up.

I'm a tiny sand grain, floating in the endlessness of our Universe. I'm
a cosmic dust (the material that all the celestial bodies are made of). So
tiny and imperceptible. But still important. Important for something, not
knowing for what...

Maybe, I'll become a planet that gives life to something grander and
more significant.

Maybe, I'll become a moon that will follow somebody from the sky, being
always near, and, at the same time, so unreachably far.

Maybe, I'll become a comet, bright and short-living, created only to spark
with the light in someone’s night sky and then immediately disappear.
And maybe I'll become a star - a heavenly body, so bright and powerful
that will burn down everything on its way, and, as a result, being destined
to loneliness.

In other words, I'm SOMETHING that is desperately trying to
become a Human.

In a society which isn’t ready to accept real Humans...

Yet...
Unfortunately...
Where am I?

I'm stuck. Stuck between the past and the future, not having the chance to
escape from this trap of time. This very moment is everything I have. We
are all stuck in the endlessness of moments.

Every single word that comes out of my mouth is doing this, hoping to get
into the future. And eventually ends up becoming a past... A memory...
Even this very sentence will become a memory when I'll snap my fingers.

Got this? We are traveling in time.

16



Again
Again
And again...

Our lives are just endless flows of memories.

After all, one day, each of us will become someone’s memory. And all we
have to do is to make this memory warm and pleasant. The one that will
be wanted to be put on ,,pause” or ,,repeat’.

That’s why I want to become it - someone’s memory, so pleasant and
warming...

To be a rainbow in someone else’s clouds.

And also, I want a very simple, and, at the same time, so unreachable thing.
Guess what?

I want to be happy.

I want experience it - being truly happy. For some people their whole lives
aren’'t enough to do this. They are spending all their lives chasing money,
fame, the things they think will make them happy... And... And they lose
this race. And they always will.

There is no sense in searching and chasing happiness. The only thing that
we can do with happiness is just to... ,BE”. To BE HAPPY.

I wish I will manage to do this - to feel a true sense of happiness. ,cause
that’s the meaning of life.

It doesn’t matter, how many days there are in your life, the only thing that
matters is how much life there is in each of these days.

Believe me...

We have far less time for searching happiness than we think we have.
Life is very short.

It will be over before you know it.

17






Wer bin ich? Wer bin ICH?

Ich bin 1,67m grof3, eine Frau, habe lange lockige Haare.

Ich bin Annalena. Ich habe zwei Piercings im Gesicht und Sommersprossen.
Ich konnte diese Liste immer weiterschreiben, aber bin das ich?

Fiir manche bin ich eine Freundin, fiir andere eine Schwester, eine Geliebte,
eine Partnerin.

Ich bin freundlich, hilfsbereit, intelligent, arrogant, selbstsiichtig und dumm.
Ich bin ALLES was existiert und gleichzeitig nichts.

Ich bin mehr als die menschliche Fleischhiille, die ich sehe, wenn ich in
den Spiegel schaue und mehr als die menschliche Fleischhiille, die du sie-
hst, wenn du mich anschaust.

Vielleicht ist diese Hiille schon und du schaust sie gerne an? Oder du kan-
nst sie vor Hésslichkeit kaum anschauen.

Das ist okay, denn nichts davon bin ich.

Ich bin das, was du brauchst.

Das, was du sehen musst.

Das, was du in mich projizierst.

Ich kann alles sein was du willst.

Aber bin das ich?

Vielleicht bin ich ein Chamaileon.

Anpassbar, wandelbar.

Will ich mich verstecken?

Oder ein bunter Vogel,

auffillig und laut.

Kann mich sehen.

Morgens bin ich grau und abends bin ich blau.

Gestern war ich griin und heute kann man mich tiberhaupt nicht sehen.
Ich bin ein Spiegel, traust du dich hineinzuschauen?

Je mehr ich sein will, desto weniger bin ich und wenn ich mich verstecken
will, falle ich jedem auf.

Ich bin ein Mensch, ein Tier, ein Lebewesen.

Ich bin die Erde, die Sonne, die Welt, das ganze Universum.

Ich bin mehr als du siehst und weniger als du denkst.

Vielleicht bin ich ein Paradoxon.

Unvorhersehbar, leicht durchschaubar.

Ein Gottes Geschenk und dein grofter Albtraum.
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Ich bin ein warmer Sommertag und der kalte Winter.
Der helle Tag und die dunkle Nacht.

Verstehst du langsam wer ich bin?

Ich bin ALLES und ich bin NCHTS.

Verstehst du es?

Ich bin formlos und doch habe ich eine Form.

Die Antwort ist viel leichter als du denkst.

Verstehst du es?

Ich bin ALLES und ich bin NICHTS.

Wer bin ich? Weif$t du es? Ich ndamlich nicht...

Weifst du denn wer du bist?

Du bist alles was existiert.

Du bist Gott.

bist der Teufel und du bist das ganze Universum.

Du bist das Lachen der Freude und die Tranen der Trauer.
Du bist ein Paradoxon.

Du bist Annalena.

Aber halt... warte... das war doch ich?

Hast DU plotzlich mein Gesicht?

Aber das gehort doch mir, ich wills zuriick.

Das Ego schreit. Annalena weint.

Wer weint denn jetzt?

Du oder ich?

Die Antwort ist klar, wir weinen beide oder eben keine.
Denn wir sind ALLES und wir sind NICHTS.

Oder ein bisschen leichter fiir dich...

ICH bin DU und DU bist ICH.

20



Who am I?

I am 1,67m tall, a woman, I have long curly hair. | am Annalena. I have two
piercings and freckles in my face. I could continue with this list forever, but
is this who I am?

For some I am a friend, for some others a sister, a lover or a partner.

I am friendly, helpful, intelligent.

Arrogant, selfish and stupid.

I am everything and nothing. I am more than my human flesh shell,that
I see when I look in the mirror or that you see when you look at me.
Maybe this shell is really beautiful and you enjoy looking at it? Or maybe
you can’t look at me because of the uglyness.

That’s okay, because that’s not who I am.

I am what you need, what you need to see and what you project inside of me.
I can be everything that you want. But is this me?

Maybe I am a chameleon. Adaptable, changeable. Do I want to hide?

Or a colorful bird, eye-catching and noisy.

Everyone can see me.

In the morning I am grey and in the evening I am blue. Yesterday I was
green and today one can’t see me at all.

I am a mirror, do you dare looking inside of me?

The more I want to be, the less I am and when I want to hide I attract
everyones attention.

I am a human, an animal, a living-being.

I am the earth, the sun, the world, the whole universe.

I am more than you see and less than you think.

Maybe I am a paradox.

Unpredictable, transpicious.

A godsend and your worst nightmare.

I am a warm summer day and the cold winter.

Do you slowly understand who I am?

I am everything and I am nothing.

Do you understand it? I am shapeless and still I have a shape.

The answer is easier than you think..

Do you understand it?

I am everything and I am nothing.

Who am I? Do you know it? I don’t.
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But do you know who you are?

You are everything that exists. You are god. You are the devil and you are
the whole universe.

You are the laughter inside joy and the tears inside sorrow.

You are a paradox.

You are Annalena. Stop wait, wasn’t that me? Who am I then? Do you
suddenly have my face? But that belongs to me, I want it back...

The ego screams, Annalena cries.

Who is crying now, you or me?

The answer is clear, we are both crying or none of us.

Cause we are everything and nothing, or a little easier for you...

I am you and you are me.
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A Kars,

MeHi 19 pokiB,

4 YKpaiHKa,

IBano-®PpaHKiBCHK,

YHiBEpCUTET, MDKHAPO/JHI BiTHOCKHY,
IpYy3i, IPOTYIAHKHA.

bararo mpiit.

24 nrotoro. BiiHa.
OcTaHHE A X04y BUTEPTH i3 IIbOTO CIIUCKY.

I'm Kate,

I'm 19 years old,

I'm Ukrainian,

Ivano-Frankivsk,

university, international relations,
friends, walkings,

a lot of dreams.

24 February. War.
The last one I want to delete from this list.
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Zaczng od coming outu:

Jestem homo

Homo sapiens sapiens

Cho¢ moze troche homo neandertalis
Jak wszyscy uprzywilejowani biali
Posiadacze wielkich czaszek

pustych w srodku

Jestem czlowiekiem dzietem przypadku
ludzkim kundlem w polskiej budzie
rodowodowej rasowej rasistowskiej

nie czystej krwi hartem ducha

a brzydka kaczka krzyzowka

miedzy narodami

Jeszcze sztuczniejszymi niz sztuczne rasy
Rasy psow i rasy panow

Jestem bekartem czterech narodow
Adoptowanym przez piaty
nieszczesliwym przypadkiem
nieszczesliwym wypadkiem
Zaprawionym jedynie jezykiem tutejszym
i wychowaniem chowem

zimnym jak w psiarni

Trudno by¢ nieprawdziwym Polakiem
Gdzie rodak rodakowi robakiem

Jestem paradoksalnym indywudualistg

wiecznie szukajacym sobie kategorii

Cwiartuje sie i upycham po trochu do kazdego worka
polak ukrainiec biatorusin litwin §lagzak

queer trans niebinarny agender

aseksualny panromantyczny

poganin solipsysta aktywista lewak

artysta rysownik performer pisarz poeta slamer
filolog lingwista nauczyciel

26



Jest za duzo rzeczy ktorymi jestem

Za duzo rzeczy ktére s3 dla mnie wazne
Za duzo chce

Od zycia od $wiata

Zyje z poczuciem ze nigdy nie skosztuje wszystkiego

i ze niiewazne ile wycierpie
Wyczerpie si¢ predzej niz wyczerpig temat
Cho¢ temat to ja

Chce ruszy¢ ziemie a sam trwam w bezruchu
albo krece sie tylko wokot wlasnej osi

Cho¢ zadna ze mnie gwiazda

blizej mi do czarnej dziury

albo dziury w dupie

dziury w moézgu zaklejam plasteling socjal mediow
Nie pozwalam strumieniom $wiadomosci ptynaé
Jedyne co plynie to rzeka narzekan

Ale kazdy manifest bedzie narzekaniem
Narzekanie w koncu jest o zmianie

Ale nie ma planu zmiany

jest tylko gar$¢ banalow jak

Pokoj na $wiecie i

kazdemu wedlug potrzeb i

Zatrzymac katastrofe klimatyczna

Srodki produkcji w rece klasy robotniczej
Milos¢ dla kazdego

Wolnos¢ osobista wolnos¢ stowa

Przecz z monopolem korporacji i panstw
prawo i sprawiedliwosci

Wszystko za darmo bez pienigdza

Duzo zdrowia i

badzcie wszyscy mili dla siebie nawzajem i
moze troche szczescia dla mnie

I niech zyje

27



niech zyje pelnia

niech czuje kazda chwile kazdg czastka siebie
niech zyje pelnig zycia albo niech zging przepadne
niech czuje Ze zyje albo zamilkne na wieki

czego chce?

by¢ zywy lub martwy
I to si¢ paradoksalnie nie wyklucza.
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I'll start with a coming out

Iam homo

Homo sapiens sapiens

Maybe homo neandertalis a little bit
Like every white priviledged

With their huge skulls

empty

I am a human coincidences creation
human mongrel in polish kennel

pedigree purebred throughoutbred

not a pureblood shep-heart

but an ugly duckling crossbreed

between nations

even more artificial than the artificial races
dog races and master races

I am a bastard of four nations
Adopted by the fifth

by coincidence

an incident

seasoned just with local language
and upbringing up breeding

cold as dogs nose

It’s hard to be an untrue pole
where kin is a sin to a kin

I am a paradoxical individualist

forever searching for cathegories

I dismember myself and stuff bit by bit to every sack
polish ukrainian belarussian lithuanian silesian
queer trans nonbinary agender

asexual panromantic

pagan solipsist activist leftist

artist cartoonist performer writer poet slammer
philologist linguist teacher
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There’s too much things I am

And too much things important

Too much I want

From my life from the world

I live with the feeling I'll never taste everything
And no matter how I'll suffer

I'll die of exhaust before exhausting the topic
Even if I am the topic

I want to move the earth but I'm staying still
Or spinning right round

but I'm not much of a star

I'm closer to a black hole

or an asshole

the hole in my brain I paste with social media
I'm not letting the consciousness streams flow
The only thing flowing is complainment river
but every manifest is complaining somehow
complaining is about a change

But there’s no plan for a change

There’s only a bunch of cliches like

Peace in the world and

To each according to his needs and

Stop the climatic disaster

The Means of Production in the Hands of the Working Class
Love for everyone

Personal freedom freedom of speech

Down with corporations’ and countries monopolies
law and justice

everything for free no currency

good health and

you all be nice to each other and

a bit of happiness to me

and long live (me)
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let me live my life to the fullest

let me feel every moment with every molecule
let me live to the fullest or begone

let me feel alive or or forever hold my peace

so what do I want?
be dead or alive
and paradoxically not exclusively
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Cepueburts 130. bi>kenka.

Copok. Oppy>xeHa. JIBiiiKko fiTeil.
YomoBiK 3aMMIINBCS TaM,

110 To¥1 6ik koppony. Cepueburrsa 130.
Cepiie - 6€3XaTbKO.

Hymaem, nerko 6ykatu cBiTamu,

Konu xBuni Buii Big xmap,

Konu nue koHMk cropunth 6i1s1 TBOTO TOMY
A iM’s1 6aTbKIBIIHY

[ipunTh NOTMHOM Ha UY>KMHCBKUX BYCTaxX

I cTtikae BOfOI0, MOB IIE€pIINII CHIr?

A 1061 npuxmIAI0TH HE6O iHII] -

Ti, B xoro Texx cepueburts 130,

60 B HIX € cepile.

JyMKM Ipo BiTUM3HY TeTUTii,
Hixx cTo coHIp cBiTiB.

JlyMael, 1erko 3HaliT 1ax cepld,
o y BiYHMX /TbOfIAX HEBIOMOCTI
Came € 6e3xaTbKOM?

Copok. Oppy>xeHna. JIBiiiKko fiTeil.
Yo/0BiK 3aMMIIUBCS TaM,

110 To¥1 6ik Kopzony. Conpar.
Cepiie - 6€3XaTbKO.

Hymaen, nerko? —

Konu maenr Hamito — To neriie!

33



Herzschlag 130. Fluechtling.

Vierzig. Verheiratet.

Zwei Kinder. Der Mann daheim.
Herzschlag 130.

Und das Herz ost obdachlos.

Denkst du, es ist leicht

Durch die Welt zu schreiten,

Wenn die Wellen hoeher sind,

als die Wolken,

Und nur die Grillel zirpeln leise vor deinem Heim.
Wenn der Name der Heimat

in fremden Lippen

oft bitter taut, wie der erste Schnee.

Und dich schliessen ins Herz andere, die ein Herz haben
auch mit Herzschlag 130.

Der Gedanke an Heimat ist warmer,

als alle Sonnen der Welt.

Denkst du, es ist leicht,

das Dach des Herzens zu finden,

das im ewigen Eis der Ungewissheit selbst obdachlis ist?

Vierzig. Verheiratet.

Zwei Kinder. Der Mann daheim. Ein Soldat.
Herzschlag 130.

Und das Herz ist obdachlos?

Denkst du, es ist leicht?
Wenn man Hoffnung hat, ist es leichter!
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Heart beat 130. Refugee

Fourty. Married. Twins
Husband stayed there, on the other side of the border. Heart beat 130.
Heart — is homeless.

Do you think it’s easy to wander the worlds when the waves are higher
than the clouds?
Only a grasshopper is chirring in the silence of your home

and the name of the Motherland
bitters more than tarragon on other people’s lips
and melts like the first snow

And others are ready to hug you with their souls,
those whose heartbeats are 130 too.

The thoughts about the Motherland are warmer

than hundreds of suns of the universes

Do you think it’s easy to find the roof of the heart that is homeless in the
eternal ice of obscurity?

Fourty. Married. Twins. Husband stayed there, on the other side of the
border. A soldier.
A heart is homeless

You think it’s easy?

When you have hope — it’s easier.
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«XTO TH?» TV ME€HE CIIUTAEM?

A npwitmra y mei cBiT JUTMHOIO, a CTajia BOIHOM. 3 IEPLIOrO KPUKY
Y XOJIOHI, BOJIOTii KIMHATI poj3any A 3agBuIa:

«Hy mo x, cBiT. T He pgyxe XorTiB, a A npuitnuta. ITpuiimait MeHe,
A —BOIH»

I Tak omicna mosenoc...

JKnrra okpecnene BiuHo 60poTh6010. 110 11e? PaTym Yy BUIIATKOBMI
36ir o6¢cTaBuH? XT0 ¢ [locmanenp y CBiT MOPOKY 4M >KepTBa MOpPa/TbHUX
IPUHIUIIB?

Knrn, abu 6opotuce. boporuce, abu xuTu.

Cnoyvarky 6iif 3a )KUTTA Y MaTepUHCbKOMY /T0HI. [ToTiM — B cTiHax manaTu,
3aIIOBHEHOI YPMBYACTUM JUTAYMM IUtadeM. Jaji — 3a Miclie IIifi COHLIeM,
4J TO IaK — 3a Mic1e y coniyMi. CbOrofiHi — 3a IpaBo XOAWTY 110 BJIACHI
3€eMJIi, TOBOPUTH BJIACHOIO MOBOIO Ta JUXaTy BiIbHUM IIOBITPAM.

Hes>xe 3HOBY — 3a mpaBO Ha XUTTA?!

Hobpe mam’siTaro, Ak 6adycs 3aBXAM Kaszasa, [0 KOXKeH Y LIbOMY CBiTi
Hece CBill XpecT. A XTO [iaB MEHI JI0TO i IKe IpaBO MaB BUPIlllyBaTH, XTO
4 i kM Mato OyTH, fie 5 i AK MeHi 6yTu?

A6cyppHicTb.. Ane x BipuMo. be3Buxinp, ane x MpogoBXyeMo.
CborogiHi s 3 XxpecToM Ha po3[iopixoki. Boin, Akuit 3amryTaBcs, 4n BOIH,
AKNIA BiIMOBUBCA BUKOHYBaT/ HaKa3n?

HesepTupcTBo, ckaxkem Ti. A s BifnosiM — npaBo Ha Bubip. bo fopora
BIlepe] — Iie 1ie Oinbiia 60poThba, 60 mopora Hasaj — Iie BiitHa 3 CO600
Ha 6maro Tux, xTo Hakasye. llnax go 3abyrra? Moxuso... lllnax no
cBoOOAM — 1iJy CyMHIBOM.

«IIlo 6ype?», muTaenr

[Toxn He 3Hato. Boiny Tpeb6a BigmoumTy, abu He 3TMHYTN IIpM IepIiit
061103i. CxmacTyt 36poro i ro/1I0By IIOK/IACTY Ha YICTI IIeJIeHa.

Cnoxkoro nparay. CIokiil ik 3ByK KOJTMCKOBUX.

Boiny Tpe6a manTpa. Purmiuna Mesnopnis, sika mpoOyIKye BHY TpIllIHE.
Hescne opne: 3apepmmtyt miAx un 3MiHNTY poni? OcicTi, 3aMOBKHYTU
i cTaTy MOIENIOM TOTO, IJO JOIIOMOITIO 3aTMIINTHCH.

[ Tyt cupity, i UM BiIUTUC...

MoxXnuBo, TH 3Ha€l, AKa BOJA JOMi?

37



Once you'll ask “Who are you?”

I came to this world as a child and ended up as a warrior. With the first cry
in the cold damp delivery room, I declared:

“Well, you didn"t want at all, but here I am. I came. Welcome me world,
I am a warrior”

And so it went...

A life defined by endless struggle. What's this? Fate or coincidence? Who
am I? Missioner into the world of darkness or victim of morality?

To live in order to fight, to fight in order to live.

At first, there was a fight for life in the mother's womb. Then - within the
wall of hospital wards, full of intermitted baby's cries. After that - for the
best place in the sun, or in the other words - for the place in society. To-
day - for the right to walk on my own land, to speak my native language,
and to breathe the air of freedom.

So, is it again the fight for the right to live?

I clearly remember, that my granny always said, everyone, has to carry his
own cross. But who gave it to me? And who has the right to decide, who
and what I have to be, where and how I have to live?

Nonsenses.... But still, believe. Cul-de-sac, but still continue...

Today I am with my cross at the crossroads. The warrior who got stuck or
the warrior who refused to follow the orders?

You may say desertion. I will answer - the right to choose. Because the
road ahead means the bigger fight, the road behind - the war with oneself
for the benefit of those who give the orders. Is that the road to oblivion...?
Well, could be... Is that the way to freedom? Doubt it...

You will ask “What is next?”

I don"t know yet. The warrior has to rest in order not to die in the first
siege. Has to fold the weapon and place the head on the clean shroud.

I seek peace. Peace as the sound of lullabies.

The warrior needs some mantra, a rhythmic melody that awakes the inner.
One thing is unclear - to end up my way or change the roles. To settle
down, to sign off and become the dust, which helped me to remain

And sit here, and share these words

Perhaps, you know, what the will of fate is?

38



S
 qom—

Nigmey/Ukra




Beperuns popny, 6eperuss pony
Tik-Tak, Tik-Tak, TiK-Tak

TBit TOIMHHUK TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK

I BaguATh YOTUPH, IBAALATD YOTUPU
JIBanIsATh 4eTBEPTOTO JIIOTOTO I ATA PAHKY TiK-Tak
EBakyanis, eBaKkyanisa

“bepernHi pony” B eBakyauii

CBoi, He cBOI — Uyxi

MeHnTanka Ha HyIi

Xto Tn? Xro s1? XT0 Mu?

3aMilllaHHA 3aMiXOKS B TONIOBI

XTO BOPOT, XTO JIPYT...

Tu 3 miTtbMu?

Yomy TH TYT, a He B TUITY?

Yomy TH TYT, a He Ha QPOHTI?

Yomy T TV BOTOHTEpUIL?

Yomy He BOTOHTEpUIL?
I[IceBnodeminicTka, mceBonibepanka
3a piBHOIpaB’s, a MU B pOBY 6e3 BUi3ay
Je TBill MapuI 3a paBa, TpaHTOigKa?!

A TyT, TM TaM — TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK
IIepemMora TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK
TBiit 3a6ir Tik-TakK, TiK-TaK, TiK-TaK
TikaoTpb LIIHHOCTI B TAKTiB TiK-TakK
PeopMyroTh TeKTOHIYHI IUINTY CYCIIIBCTBA TiMBKY TaK
Ilepemora TyT, T — TaM

Mu 6e3 Tebe nmag gaemo

[Tpodecionanu komnereHTHi mid-mad
I BaguATh 4OTUPH, IBAALATD YOTUPU
HBaglsATh IIiCTh TiK-TaK,TiK-TaK

TBiit Yyac HapOPKyBaTU TiIbKM TaK
Inxmro3ia inmrosii

Amnecre3is Big amHe3il

CaMocyn TinbKM Tak
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Guardian of the family, guardian of the family
Tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock

Your clock is ticking, ticking

Twenty-four, twenty-four

Twenty-fourth of February, five oclock in the morning
Evacuation, evacuation

Guardian of the family in evacuation

Ours, not ours — strangers

Mental health at zero level

Who are you? Who am I? Who are we?

Discomfiture of marriage in the head

Who is the enemy, who is the friend..

Are you with children?

Why are you here and not in the rear?

Why are you here and not at the front line?

Why are you volunteering?

Why don’t you volunteer?

Pseudo-feminist, pseudo-liberal

For equality, but we are in a ditch without a way out
Where is your march for rights, grant-eater?!

I'm here, you're there — tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock
Time of victory tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock

Your running marathon is tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock
Values run away in tick-tock beats

Reform the tectonic plates of society only in this way
Victory is here, you are there

We get along without you

Competent professionals puft-puft

Twenty-four, twenty-four

Twenty-six, tick-tock, tick-tock...

Your time to give birth is just like here

Inclusion illusion

Anesthesia from amnesia

Self-judgment only like that
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Nastgpila ogromna zaglada. Ekstrawertycy zawladneli nad s$wiatem.
Wchodza oni na piedestaly w prze najrézniejszych dziedzinach.

Prosze samemu spojrze¢ chocby taki programista. Dotychczas osoba
pograzona w wlasnych myslach, godzinami samotnie programujaca.
A dzisiaj? Wielkie koncerny otwierajg wspdlne przestrzenie pracy. Wiecej!
To czy twoj pomysl zostanie przyjety zalezy od tego czy w odpowiedni sposéb
go potrafisz sprzedac.

Cofnijmy si¢ w czasie. Szkota i obowigzkowe prezentowanie przed cala
klasg. Niezaprzeczalnie umiejetnosci retoryczne sg fundamentem doro-
stego zycia, ale czy widzac trzynastoletniego ucznia trzesacego si¢ niczym
galaretka i majgcego zaraz zala¢ si¢ Izami to czy koniecznie musimy mu
wstawia¢ oceng niedostateczng? Czy nie mozemy sprawdzi¢ jego umiejet-
nosci oraz pozna¢ przemyslenia w sposob bardziej indywidualny?

Zadajmy sobie pytanie: dlaczego caly $wiat podporzadkowujemy pod
ekstrawertykéw? Ja? Nie wiem. Wiem jednak, ze akceptowanie naszych
réznic pozwoli na wykrzesanie z nas pelni potencjatu, ktéry w nas drze-
mie. Bowiem to co w ludziach jest najpiekniejsze to wlasnie to, ze si¢ od
siebie réznimy i nawzajem mozemy dopelnia¢
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Our final days has come. Extraverts took over the world. They are on pe-
destals in all sorts of areas.

Please look by yourself for instance a programmer. In the past a person
locked in their own thoughts, endlessly programming alone. But now?
Huge IT concerns are opening open spaces for their workers, moreover
your success depends on your ability to persuade the others to buy it.

Let’s move back in time for a little. School and presentation in front of
whole class.

Undeniably soft skills are exceedingly important in adulthood. But while
seeing shaking like a jelly 13 year old student who will soon be overwhel-
med by tears, do we, adults really rate him with lowest score? Instead of

checking his competences and thoughts in the individual way?

Let’s ask ourselves a question: why we subordinate the whole world to
extroverts?

To be honest, I don’'t know the answer either.
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Xto a7 A pgymaro, guUTMHA, 4yTIMBe JUTMHYA, sIKE HE MOXKE [JOBIO
BUTPUMYBATV KPUTHUKY i IIOCTIIHO I/IaYe...

ITnave? Hi, iHmmi 11poro He IIOMIYaIOTh.

HOuruaa? 20 — 1e B3araii He guTA4Mii Bik. XT1Oo A¢ S mimmiTOK, SAKMit
3aBXX/V IIPOTECTYE.

ITporectye? Hi, iHmIi 11bOro He MOMiYalOTh.
S xinka, gKa nIyKae 1acrs, i 1je IoMiYarTh BCi.
Bci Tam, fie € 4. A A Ha mepexpecTi acTs.

A 3HAl0, 110 l'IiI[y [IpaBMJIbHUM NIJIAXOM, ajI€ A TAaKOXX BIIEBHEHA, IO
KOJXEH HIIAX HpaBI/I/'II)HI/HZ 1 KO>KeH 3 HUX MO>Ke IIpMHECTU B MO€ JKUTTA
II10Cb ITIO3UTMBHE ab60 HeraTuBHe.

Ha npomMy nuiaxy A macnmsa, OCKIZIBKY IS KOXKHOTO IIACTA Ma€ pisHe
3HaYeHHS, Ie MO>Ke Oy TH CiM s UM Kap €pa, TapHe IUIATTs Y1 [jikaBa KHUTA.
3apas, MO€ LIACTA - 3MOTa IPOCUHATICA OPAHKY i He YyTY MOBITPAHMUX
TPUBOT IPOTATOM JHA. MOXX/IUBO, MMi3HilIe 1je CZIOBO MaTMe JI/Is1 MEeHe
iHIIe 3HaUYeHHs. AJle Ile He Ma€e 0COO/IMBOTO CEHCY, TOMY 1[0 5 BCe OJTHO
Oyzmy Imacnusa.
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Wer bin ich jetzt? Ich glaube, ein Kind, ein sensibles Lind, das nicht lange
Kritik halten kann und das immer wieder weint...

Weint? Nein, andere merken das nicht.

Bin ich ein Kind? 20 ist eigentlich kein Kindesalter. Wer bin ich? Ich bin
ein Teenager, was immer protestiert.

Protestiert? Nein, andere merken das nicht.
Ich bin eine Frau, die nach ihrem Gliick sucht und das merken alle.
Alle dort, wo ich bin. Und ich bin an der Kreuzung der Gliickes.

Ich weif3, ich nehme den richtigen Weg, aber ich bin auch sicher, dass je-
der Weg richtig ist und jedes von diesen kann etwas Positives oder etwas
Negatives in mein Leben bringen.

Auf diesem Wege bin ich gliicklich, da Gliick fiir jemanden verschiedene
Bedeutungen hat, Es kann Familie oder Karriere, ein schones Kleid oder
interessantes Buch. Jetzt mein Gliick ist die Moglichkeit jeden Morgen
aufzustehen und keine Alarme wéahrend des Tags horen. Vielleicht spater
wird dieses Wort andere Bedeutung fiir mich tragen. Aber das ist vollig
egal, weil ich sowieso gliicklich werde.
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Who am I now? I think a child, a sensitive child, who cannot hold
criticism for a long time and who keeps crying...

Crying? No, others don’t notice.

Am i a child? 20 is actually not a child’s age. Who am I? I'm a teenager,
who protests.

Protests? No, others don’t notice.
I am a woman, who is looking for happiness and everyone notices that.
Everyone is there where I am. And I'm at the crossroads of happiness.

I know I'm taking the right way, but I'm also sure that every way is right
and each of them can bring something positive or something negative
into my life.

In this way, I am happy because happiness has different meanings
for everyone, it can be family or career, a nice dress or an interesting
book. Now my happiness is about being able to get up every morning
and not hearing any alarms during the day. Maybe later this word will
have another meaning for me. But it doesn’t really matter because I'll
be happy anyway.
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Wer bin ich?

Bin Tochter, Schwester, Enkel, Cousine, Verwandte.

Bin Freundin, Kommilitonin, Bekannte.

Ich bin die Fremde auf der Straf3e.

Wer definiert mich? Wer bestimmt meine Rolle?

Welche Entscheidungen in meinem Leben treffe ich tatsachlich allein?
Wer will ich sein?

Wer bin ich?

Bin Sportlerin, Musikerin, Stadtplanerin.

Bin wissbegierig, abenteuerlustig, weltoffen, engagiert, kreativ.
Ich bin vielfiltig.

Was definiert mich? Was bestimmt mein Selbst?

Welche Bedeutung spielt, wer ich bin? Wer kann ich sein?

Mein Ich erscheint so unbedeutend.

Ich lebe in einem unendlichen Universum.
Mein Dasein ist beschrinkt.

Ich lebe in der Gegenwart, im Hier und Jetzt.

Ich denke an eine Welt, in der das Unmogliche moglich ist.
In der das Gesagte in der Stille liegt.

In der ein jede*r dieselben Chance hat.

In der der Feind zum Freunde wird.

Ich denke an eine Welt, in der das Unvollkommene vollkommen ist.
In der das Neue im Alten zu finden ist.

In der Vielfalt als Reichtum anerkannt wird.

In der im heutigen Handeln an morgige Konsequenzen gedacht wird.

Ich denke an eine Welt, in der das Wertvollste, das wir anderen schenken,
Zeit ist.
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Who am I?

I am a daughter, sister, grandchild, cousin, relative.

I am a friend, a fellow student, an acquaintance.

I am the stranger on the street.

Who defines me? Who determines my role?

What decisions in my life do I actually make alone? Who do I want to be?

Who am I?

I am a sportswoman, a musician, a city planner.

I am inquisitive, adventurous, open-minded, committed, creative.
I am diverse.

What defines me? What determines my self?

What is the significance of who I am? Who can I be?

My self seems so insignificant.

I live in an infinite universe.

My existence is limited.

I live in the present, in the here and now.

I think of a world where the impossible is possible.
In which what is said lies in silence.

Where everyone has the same chance.

Where the enemy becomes a friend.

I think of a world in which the imperfect is perfect.

Where the new is found in the old.

In which diversity is recognised as richness.

In which today’s actions are thought of tomorrow’s consequences.

I think of a world where the most precious thing we give to others is time.
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Isepkano

— e s1?

— Lle n.

— CKIiZIbKM MeHi?¢

— IImroc mBamIATH Bifi ChOTOJIHI.

— He s2

— Broowma.

— A ne min gim?

— Tam, e TV HapoUIacCh.

— Tam € TpuBora?

— Tinbku TOAi, KoM B Tebe 1[0Ch HE BUXOOUTD.
— O, A roBOpPIO YKPaIHCHKO0. A iHIII..

— A 1m0 T 3po6uia, o6 iHIIi TeXX TOBOPUIIN,
— (Tmma)

— A Tpeba pobuTn 6inblire, aH>K TBOS BifATIOBi/b.

The mirror

— Is it me?

— Yes, it is.

— How old am I?

— Twenty years from now.

— Where am I?

— At home.

— And where is my home?

— Your home is where you were born.

— Is there an alert?

— Only when you cannot cope with something.

— Oh, I speak Ukrainian. What about others?

— And what did you do to make others speak too?
— (silence)

— Well, you had to do more than the answer you gave.
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Manchmal denke ich, ich wire nichts. Nichts in diesem unvorstellbar
groflen Geflecht aus Zufillen, Ursachen und Wirkungen. Nichts in einer
Welt, die mit dem Wort Welt nicht beschrieben werden kann, weil sie die
Grenzen des Wortes, Gefiihls und Seins explodieren lasst.

Doch ich muss mich daran erinnern, dass ich Teil dieser Welt bin — ganz
gleich wie fremd, wie fremdbestimmt ich mich von Zeit zu Zeit zu ihr
tithlen mag.

Ich bin ein Wasserstoffatom in einem Ozean, klein und unbedeutend dem
Gefiihl nach. Und doch stehe ich in ewigen Wechselwirkungen mit den
Atomen um mich herum. Mit meiner Bewegung stofle ich sie an, gebe
Energie weiter. Diese Energie vereint sich mit der Energie um mich herum
-Energie verursacht von anderen Atomen, anderen verschwindend kleinen
Bruchstiicken. Sie wird starker und machtvoller. Bis sie sich autbadumt. Und
die Welle, die auf dich zurollt — ich bin ein Teil von ihr. Ja, ich bin klein,
doch auch der kleinste Bruch ist ungleich Null.

Aber in mir? Es ist ein ewiges Auf und Ab.

Gestern konnte ich meine Energie fiihlen. Konnte sehen, wie ich den
Ozean in Schwingungen versetze. Spiirte meine Verbundenheit mit den
anderen Atomen, aus denen die Welt besteht. Spiirte unsere gemeinsame
Stirke. Sah die Welle. Unsere Welle.

Heute fithle ich die Enge, den Druck von allen Seiten, kann die Ober-
flache nicht sehen, durch die gestern noch die Sonnenstahlen blitzten.

Heute werde ich hin und her gerissen von unvorhersehbaren Kriften,
unbegreiflichen, komplexen Vorgidngen. Und die Wellen bewegen sich
in alle Richtungen, nur nicht zum Licht. Diese Wellen sind bedrohlich,
baumen sich zu einem tddlichen Sturm auf. Aufer Kontrolle geraten und
miteinander um Starke ringend.

Was soll ich in diesem Sturm tun aufler mich treiben lassen? Mich dem
Zufall hingeben, dem Lauf der Dinge? Und in Gleichgiiltigkeit zerflief3en?
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Doch dann denke ich an morgen. Wie wird mein Morgen aussehen?
Mich trifft die Erkenntnis. Mein Morgen wird so aussehen wie die
Gefithle meines Heute. Wie die Gedanken und Hoffnungen meines
Heute.

Verschwinde, Dunkelheit. Verschwinde, Enge und Machtlosigkeit. Ich
will von Neuem meine Stirke finden — begrenzt, aber existent — und sie
zum Impuls fir das Entstehen einer neuen Welle machen. Eine Welle
Richtung Licht.
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Sometimes I think I am nothing. Nothing in this unimaginably large web of
coincidences, causes and effects. Nothing in a world that cannot be described
with the word “world” because it explodes the boundaries of word, feeling
and being. But I must remember that I am part of this world — no matter how
foreign, how other-directed it might make me feel from time to time.

I am an atom of hydrogen in an ocean, small and insignificant at the first
glimpse. And yet I am in eternal interdependency with the atoms aro-
und me. With my movement I nudge them, I pass on energy. This energy
unites with the energy around me - energy caused by other atoms, other
infinitesimally small fragments. It becomes stronger and more powerful.
Until it rears up. And the wave that rolls towards you — I am a part of it.
Yes, I am small, but even the smallest fraction is not equal to zero.

But inside of me? It is an everlasting up and down.

Yesterday, I could feel my energy. Could see how I set the ocean on
oscillation. Felt my deep connection with the other atoms that make up
this world. Felt our collective strength. Saw the wave. Our wave.

Today, I feel the narrowness, the pressure from all sides, can’t see the
surface through which yesterday the sunbeams flashed.

Today, I am torn back and forth by unpredictable forces, incomprehensible,
complex processes. And the waves move in all directions but towards the light.
These waves are threatening me, building up into  a deadly storm. Out of con-
trol and struggling with each other for power. Whatam I to do in this storm but
drift? Surrender to chance, to the course of events? And melt into indifference?

But then I think of tomorrow. What will my tomorrow look like? The
realisation hits me. My tomorrow will look like the feelings of my today.
Like the thoughts and hopes of my today.

Disappear, darkness. Disappear, narrowness and powerlessness. I want to
find my strength anew - limited, but existing - and make it the impulse for
the arising of a new wave. A wave towards the light.
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Xro a2 Kum s xouy craru? YoMy s Ty1? Yu miiicHO A X049y OYTH TYT?

Xro 51?2 — Buopa nepes cHOM 5 3alyMajach ,,XTO 51, ajIe He 3MOIJIa 3HATH
BignoBifb Ha Ie nuTaHHA. CIOYaTKy TPOXM 3acMYTWIAcs, aje MOTiM
3pO3yMisa, 1110 1je Mill TeMII.

XTOCh CTaB yCHIIIHMUM pexxucepoM y 25 pokiB i momep y 50. XToch cTaB
pexucepom y 50, anme nmomep y 90. XTOCh 1OCi CaMOTHIl y 32 poKwu,
a XTOCh y>Ke Mae ciM'1o Ta fiteit y 26. A XTocb y 26 TOTYETbCA [0
PO3/Ty4YeHH.

KoxxeH y boMy CBiTi 61KUTb CBOIO B/IaCHY TOHKY, Ha CBOIll JOpO3i Ta
y cBiit 4ac, i came YAC - 1e pisHUIA.

HacnpaBpi Bce B CBiTi mparoe 3a CBOIM 4acoBuUM IosAcoM. Moi
Apy3i MOXyTb OyTM Ha Kibka KPOKiB IIOIIepeRy, a XTOChb MOXe
oyty nosany. I e npupogHo. Y KOKHOTO CBOS BiICTaHb Y CBOEMY
yacoBoMmy nosci. He 3asppu, He nmopiBHI0M. BOHM B CBOEMY 4acoBOMY
IIOACI, @ TU B CBOEMY.

Xro a? 4 ykpainka! f BinmbHa. BinbHa y cBOIX AyMKax, IMOYYTTAX,
NIEPEKOHAHHAX 1 B CBOIX [JiAX. 3apas A JKMBY 3aBIAKM IeposAM, fAKi
3aXMILAITh YKPaiHy, pUSUKYI0YM BTACHUMKUTTAM! CaMe TOMY 1 He MOXY
00sTHUCS, TOMY 5 LIiHYI0 KOXKHY MUTD, 3yCTPidi 3 pifHUMIU i IPOTY/ISHKN
3 apy3aMu. Sl He 3HaM, AKe MiCTO pocifaHu 6oMbapAyBaTMYTh 3aBTpa,
TOMY JXUBY KOXK€EH JI€Hb, AK OCTaHHII.

JKurta koportke! Yacy — mano!

BuxopbTe 3 KiHOTeaTpy, Koy GitbM HYgHMIT, HaBiTh Ha MOYaTKy. CBiT
IIOBHMII 9yOBMX QibMiB.

3aymuaniTe pecTopaH, Akuil He mopobaerbcs. [llammk Ha BracHOMY
nozBip’i — Halikpalle, 1o mpugyMany aoan. Lle He samMiHNII Hi YOpHOIO

ikpoto, Hi pya-rpa!
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He crinkyiica 3 igioramu. Ile HaiiumcneHHima rpyma moogeit. Ix
IPEICTABHMUKM € IPAKTUYHO B YCiX KyTOYKaX CBITY.

Hagpuarite nmme tux, Xro nparse BuntucA. IlpmcBagyii csoro pyury
TiIBKY TUIM, XTO Iie oLliHuTh. [Tpo1mai s 3 TMu, XTo Opelile mic/is Apyroro
pasy. [lepmmit o6MaH - e mommika. Jpyruit — cucrema.

Hemae yacy Ha Tux, xTo 6perre.

Yac - enuHe HesaMiHHe JKepeno, Lie Te, 10 3a IPOILIi He KYIIMILL
Burpadennit neHb 0OMiHy Ta IIOBEpPHEHHIO He ITifIJIATae

Bu 3apas mpo)xuBa€eTe cBOI HailKpallli pOKI, KOXKeH JIeHb 3alnTyiiTe cebe
«4M 3aJJOBOJIEHUII I CBOIM >KUTTSIM» ¢!

KoxxeH pas, konu Bu BignoBigaeTe «tak» — ikcyiite i 3amam aToByIiTe
et crad. Iei € macTs.

I 1je macTs 3aKiHYNUTHCA B OBHY CEKYH/Y, TOMY IO KUTTS - IJe HeCKiHYeHHa
TOHMTBA 32 LI€I0 CEKYHTOH0...

XT10 A? I aBTOp CBOTO >XUTTS, IAC/INBOTO, CIIOKIITHOTO i, BTACHE, CBOTO
xuTTA! Sl He X04y OyTM >XepTBOW, CKAp)KUTWUCS Ha IIOTAHMII JIEHb,
IOpasKy 4M Iily, Ky MOHa Oyno mpurotryBaTty Kpaige. Sl He xouy
Irykary 6esrIysiux BUIIPaBAaHb Yy YeKaTy Kpalyx yacis!

Aje mogy po6IATH BCe HAaBIIAKM. BOHM MOCHIIMIAIOTD CTATY JOPOCIUMI,
a IOTIM CyMYIOTb 3a JUTUHCTBOM, AK€ BXX€ MUHY/IO0. BOHU HeXTyIOTh
3[I0POB’IM 3apajy Tpolley, i Bigpady BUTpayalTb Tpolli, 106
BITIKYBaTHUCA Bifi XBOPOOIL.

Bouy pymaioTp mpo MaiflOyTHE 3 TaKMM HETEpIHHSAM, IO HEXTYIOTb
TeIepilllHiM, @ TOMY He MaloTbh Hi TellepilllHbOro, Hi MaitbyTHbOro. BoHNM
JKUBYTD TaK, HiOV HiKO/MM He MMOMPYTh, i MOMMPAIOTh TaK, HiOK HiKomM
i He XXWIIN.
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Who am I? - Whom I want to become? Why am I here? Do I really want
to be here?

Who am I? Yesterday before I went to bed I was starting to think ,who Iam”
but couldn’t find an answer. I was a bit disappointed but then I realized that
it's my pace.

Someone became a successful director at the age of 25 and died at 50.
Someone became a director at 50, but died at 90. Someone is still single at
the age of 32, while someone else already has a family and children at 26.
And Someone in 26 is preparing for divorce.

Everyone in this world runs their own race, on their own road and at their
own time and TIME is the difference.

Actually, everything in the world works on the basis of its own time zone.
My friends can be several steps ahead, and someone may be behind. And
that’s natural. Everyone has their own distance in their own time zone.
Do not envy, compare, they are in their time zone, and you are in yours.

Who am I? 'm Ukrainian! I am free. Free in minds, in my feelings, beliefs
and in my actions. I can live now because of heroes who defend Ukraine,
risking their own lives! That’s why I cannot be frightened. That’s why I ap-
preciate every single moment, family gathering, and having a walk in my
native city. I don't know which city will be bombarded next by Russians,
and live every day like the last one.

Life is short! Time - is short!

Leave the cinema when a movie is boring, even at the beginning. The
world is full of great movies.

Leave a restaurant when it’s bad. Barbecue in the backyard is the best

that people came up with. You can replace it neither with black caviar
nor foie gras!

61



Don't hang out with idiots. This is the most numerous group of people.
Their representatives are almost in every corner of the world.

Teach only those who are eager to learn. Dedicate your soul only to those
who will appreciate it. Say goodbye to the cunning after the second decep-
tion. The first deception is a mistake. The second is the system.

There is no time for those who lie.

Time is the only irreplaceable source, it’s something - Money cannot buy.
The spent day is not subject to exchange or return.

You are living now your best years, every day ask yourself, ,,am I satisfied
with my life”?

Whenever you answer ,,yes” — fix and remember this state. This is happiness.

And THIS is happiness will end in a second, because life is the endless
pursuit of this second...

Who am I? I am an author of my life, of a happy, peaceful and, actually,
my life! I don’t want to be a victim, to complain about a bad day, defeat or
pizza that could have been cooked better. I don't want to find lame excu-
ses or wait for the better times!

But people do everything the opposite. They hurry to become an adult,
and then miss the childhood that has already passed. They neglect he-
alth for the sake of money, and immediately spend money to be cured
from a disease.

They think about the future with such impatience that they neglect the

present, and hence they have neither a present nor a future. They live as
they will never die, and die as if they never lived.
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Mam pewien plan
schowajmy sie gdzies.
Wylaczmy komputery,
uprzedzenia, bariery, kariery, problemy, nasze doczesne zycie...
Zresetujmy si¢

i zobaczmy w sobie wzajemnie ludzi.

Niemka, Polka, Ukrainka...
Jakie to ma znaczenie?

Kazda z nas sie tak samo $mieje,
tak samo placze,

zywo gestykuluje poruszona

lub milczy oburzona.

W kazdym z nas jest cztowiek.
Dajmy mu zy¢...

Dajmy mu by¢!

Docenmy go, pokochajmy...
Kochajmy siebie!

By kochac¢ innych

Zyje w $wiecie obtudy
Zyje w $wiecie masek i szczerzenia zebow.
Coraz wiecej klamstw i szopek z réznych wzgledow.

Rozwigzanie?

Przestanmy by¢ ludzmi,
Bo najwyrazniej to nam wciaz nie wychodzi.
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I have a plan

Let’s hide somewhere.

Let’s turn off the computers,

prejudices, barriers, careers, problems, our worldly lives....
Let’s reset ourselves

and see the people in each other.

German, Polish, Ukrainian...
What does it matter?

Each of us laughs in the same way;,
we cry the same way,

gesticulates vividly with emotion
or silent in indignation.

There is a human being in each of us.
Let us let him live...

Let us let him be!

Let us value him, let us love him....
Let us love ourselves!

To love others

I live in a world of hypocrisy
I live in a world of masks and baring of teeth.
More and more lies and cribbing for various reasons.

The solution?

Let’s stop being human,
Because clearly that still doesn't work for us.
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Lebe Europa, sei Europa!

In meiner Brust brennt ein Patriotismus.
Er inspiriert mich, definiert mich und motiviert mich.
Ich wiirde mich freuen, dich ein wenig damit anzustecken.

Mein Patriotismus gilt jedoch nicht meinem Herkunftsland Deutschland.

Ich bin der Geburtenlotterie zwar dankbar, dass ich einen so hohen
Lebensstandard geniefien darf und liebe die deutsche Sprache — mein
Deutschsein macht mich allerdings nicht zu einem besseren oder
schlechteren Menschen.

Mein Patriotismus gilt Europa!
Meine Heimat ist Europa; meine Familie meine européischen Schwestern
und Briider.

Europa ist fiir mich nicht durch willkiirliche Landesgrenzen definiert - so
einen Firlefanz brauchen nur Nationalstaaten.

Ich verstehe und denke Europa als eine Wertegemeinschaft, fiir die sich Lander
und einzelne Menschen entscheiden — und dann fiir diese Werte einstehen.

Europa ist die Idee, dass sich Menschen trotz verschiedener Sprachen
durch Liebe verstandigen konnen.

Ich will mich nicht auf eine Nation beschrianken — sondern im Reichtum
der Vielfalt aus dem Vollen schopfen.

Europa ist fiir mich gelebte Demokratie — in einer Zeit, in der jeder
Diktator und jedes Regime sich selbst als demokratisch bezeichnen.

Das EU-Parlament und der Europarat sind nur nacktes Gertist, wenn es
keine Menschen gibt, die durch sie vertreten werden.

Europa erwacht durch dich und mich zum Leben, indem wir uns in
Gemeinschaft engagieren:
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Haushalt.
Nachbarschatft.
Stadt.

Region.

Land.

Europa.

Es liegt in unserer Verantwortung zu schauen, dass in Briissel und
StrafSburg

Entscheidungen in unserem Sinne — und nicht von Lobbyisten getroffen werden.

Europa ist fiir mich Frieden.
Bei so viel Verschiedenheiten sind Konflikte eine natiirliche Konsequenz
— aber es liegt in unserer Verantwortung, diese Konflikte mit Verstandnis
und Friedfertigkeit zu l6sen.

Und daran zu wachsen.

Statt sie mit immer weiterer Provokation eskalieren zu lassen.

Wenn man - mit Nachsicht fiir den anderen - fiir die eigenen Werte
einsteht, ist es eben ein schmaler Grat zwischen Kleinbeigeben und

impulsiver Uberreaktion.

Albert Camus sagte: ,,Ein Grund zu leben, ist auch immer ein Grund zu
sterben.”

Ich bin bereit, fiir mein Europa zu sterben.
Aber ich weigere mich, dafiir zu téten!

Europa ist fiir mich gemeinsame Zukunft. Den Klimawandel wird niemand al-
leine stoppen und atomare Abriistung gelingt nun einmal nicht mit Egoismus.

Europa braucht Mut, zukunftsweisende Veranderungen in die Welt zu
tragen — auch wenn es dafiir manchmal einen langen Atem braucht.
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Was haben wir denn von kurzfristigem, fliichtigem Profit, wenn ihm
dabei die langfristigen, weitaus bedeutenderen Ziele zum Opfer fallen?

Nimm meine Hand - und gestalte mit mir ein lebenswertes Europa fiir
unsere Kinder! - Vielleicht werden sie sich eines Tages Weltbiirger nennen.

Und wenn du mich nun einen naiven Traumer schimpfst, dann ldchle ich
nur - und danke fiir das Kompliment.

Und wenn du sagst, dein Recht des Starkeren sei stirker als meine Ideale,
so habe ich fiir dich nur Mitleid - und den Hinweis, dass in der Wiiste
neben Ozymandias noch viel Platz ist, fiir alle Menschen, die sich selbst
zum Gott erhoben haben — um dort (zu Staub zerfallen) von der Welt
vergessen zu werden.

Mit dem Blut, das in Ungerechtigkeit vergossen wurde, wird Abels Ur-
schrei zum Himmel stets das letzte Wort haben.

Ich kann dir Europa nicht aufzwingen, weil es dann wertlos wére. Ich
mochte dich auch nicht zu Europa tiberreden, weil du die Idee dann ledi-

glich im Kopf tragst.

Alles, was ich kann, ist, dich einzuladen, mit mir Europa zu leben - in der
Hoffnung, dass du es dann auch im Herzen spiirst.
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A Patriotism burns in my chest. It inspires me, defines me and motivates
me. I would like to - just for a little bit - infect you with it also.

My patriotism, however, is not for my country of origin, Germany.
I am grateful to the birth lottery that I can enjoy such a high standard of
living and I love the German language - but being German does not make

me a better or worse human being.

My patriotism is for Europe! My home is Europe; my family are my
European brothers and sisters.

For me, Europe is not defined by arbitrary national borders - such
frippery is only necessary to nation states.

I understand and think Europe as a community of values which countries
and individuals may decide to join and then stand up for these values.

Europe is the idea that people can communicate despite speaking diffe-
rent languages through love.

I cannot and do not want to limit myself to one nation - but to fully benefit
from the wealth of diversity.

For me, Europe is real democracy in action - at a time when every dictator
and regime calls itself democratic.

The EU Parliament and the Council of Europe are only a bare carcass, if
there are no people who are happily represented by them.

Europe comes to life through you and me, by engaging in community:
Household. Neighbourhood. City. Region. Country. Europe.

It is our responsibility to make sure that decisions in Brussels and Stras-
bourg are made with our interests in mind - and not by lobbyists.
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For me, Europe is peace.
With so many disparities, conflicts are a natural consequence - but it is up to us to
resolve these conflicts with understanding and peaceableness. And to grow thro-

ugh this. Instead of letting them escalate with ever more and more provocation.

If — with leniency for the other - you stand up for your own values, there
is a fine line between simply giving in and impulsive overreaction.

Albert Camus once said, ,What is called a reason for living is also an ex-
cellent reason for dying.”

I am ready to die for my Europe. But I refuse to kill for it!
For me, Europe is a common future.

No one will stop climate change all on their own. And nuclear disarma-
ment cannot be achieved through egotism.

Europe needs courage. To bring forward-looking changes to the world ...
even if it may sometimes feel slow draining.

What do we gain from short-term, fleeting profit - if long-term and far
more important goals are sacrificed in the process?

Take my hand - and build with me a Europe worth living in for our chil-
dren! And maybe one day they will call themselves citizens of the world.

And if you now call me a naive dreamer... then I can only smile - and
thank you for the compliment.

And ifyou say that your princeiple of survival of the fittest is stronger than my ideals,
.. then T only have pity for you - and the hint that there is still plenty of room in the
desert next to Ozymandias ... for all the people who have elevated themselves to the
status of god — to have crumbled to dust and be forgotten by the world.
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With the blood shed in unrighteousness, Abel’s primal scream to heaven
will always have the last word.

I cannot impose Europe on you - because then it would be worthless.
Nor do I want to persuade you to Europe — because then you’ll only have

the idea in your head.

All T can do is to invite you to live Europe with me - in the hope that you
will feel it in your heart.
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