She is saying less and less

you said: “the winter is drawing in, give me your coat, it can be

the leather one, i'll return it someday, when the thaws come. now give

me your hand and i will lead you to the land of the graves. all covered

in autumn leaves although each is saying something, listen to this” - and i listen

“you are alone here, she knows it too, though she led you here to us. no

belief in the futurism of butterflies will help, they do not live as long as you, but what
a small life you lead. when you discover the analogy you will be enlightened.”

“i heard something and something touched me harshly” - i say to her and she

laughs, laughs girlishly, i try to touch her young

body - she leaves untouched. in the mist.

Ona moéwi coraz mniej

powiedziatas: ,,nadciaga zima, daj mi swoj ptaszcz, moze by¢

ze skory, kiedys ci oddam, jak nadejdzie odwilz. teraz podaj

mi reke a zaprowadze cie do krainy grobow. wszystkie przykryte
jesiennymi lis¢mi ale kazdy cos mowi, postuchaj tego”- i ja stucham:
»jestes tutaj sam, ona tez wie o tym, lecz przyprowadzita cie do nas. nie
pomoze ci wiara w futuryzm motyli, wszak zyja krocej od ciebie, ale co
ty masz za zycie. kiedy odnajdziesz analogie bedziesz oswiecony”.
,ustyszatem i co$ co mnie tkneto dotkliwie”- méwie do niej a ona

sie Smieje, bardzo dziewczeco sie Smieje, probuje dotknac jej mtodego
ciata- - ona odchodzi nietknigta. we mgle.

Pawet Baranski

translated by Marek Kazmierski




