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“Oh, Creator, We Need an Answer”

Translated into English by Rowan Williams
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The NS Poem: Creator, we need an answer

A new poem by the Russian poet Larissa Miller, translated by Rowan
Williams, on the first anniversary of the war in Ukraine.

https://www.newstatesman.com/culture/poetry-culture/2023/02/poem-creator-we-need-an-answer

- partly in the bilingual almanac “How Are We Meant to Survive
This” / compiled by Tatyana Bonch-Osmolovskaya / Freedom
Letters, July 2024

https://freedomletters.org/books/kak-nam-eto-perezhit

- in the Netherlands, a small bilingual book translated by Anne
Stoffel (‘O Schepper, geef antwoord!’, Pegasus, Amsterdam)

https://www.pegasusboek.nl/o-schepper-geef-antwoord.html
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- "Vestnik Evropy'', 2023/60
https://magazines.gorky.media/vestnik/2023/60/0-sozdatel-daj-otvet.html
- "Novaya Yunost', 2022/6(171)
https://magazines.gorky.media/nov_yun/2022/6/novye-stihi-50.html
and 2023/5(176)

https://magazines.gorky.media/nov vun/2023/5/speczialist-po-rajskim-kushham.html

- "Noviy Bereg'", 2022/79

https://magazines.gorky.media/bereg/2022/79/perednij-kraj.html




*kok

['ne-To psiioM - CMEpPTHBIN 001,
[lepectpenka, OUTBa, CTHIUKA,
3/1ech Ke - oJIOT ToJIy0oi

M mopxaromasi ITHYKaA.

['ne-to psigoM - OoliHs, OpaHb,
KpoBb u rubensb, ceya, cXBaTka,
31€ECh XK€ - B YTPEHHIOK PaHb
CrsT, mocansiBasi CJIaJKo.

O, Co3narennb, qail OTBET,

B mupe, uro To6oit ocHOBaH,
JIHs1 cerogHsIIHEro Open

brut ¢ ToOoro cormmacosan?

skokok

Somewhere not far away is fighting to the death,
exchange of fire, battles and skirmishes;

here though, there is a canopy of blue,

and a bird flutters overhead.

Somewhere not far away, carnage, abuse,
blood, death, clashes, dismemberment;

here though, in the early morning hours,
people are still asleep, and snuffle touchingly.
Creator, we need an answer from you:

in this world, the world that you established,
was all today’s insanity always

part of the bargain with you?



*kok

JKuBy 0HMM, HO TWBHBIM JTHEM,
JIerko urparomuym ¢ OrHEM
JINCTBHI JIETAILICH.

JKuBy ¢ yTpa 10 HOUM B HEM
Cpenu ciensmen

JIucTBBI, YTO PONIIET HA THIETY
W, yieras B TEMHOTY,

Bapyr 3aBucaer,

TBOpst HEBOJIBHO KPacoTy,

Yro mup cnacaer.

*kok

I live only one day, but an astounding one
that plays at ease with flames

of flying leaves;

morning to night, I live it through

amidst the blinding

leaves that protest against futility;

and, flying into darkness,

suddenly it hangs still

and, without meaning to, creates that beauty

that will save the world.



*kok

Ho noOexnaaer - HeT, HE CKPEXKET, -
A 3BYK, KOTOPBIM YXO HEXKHUT.

M moOexnaet - HET, HE BOM, -
becena noxanka ¢ TpaBoOM.

N noOexaaet He OpsilaHbe,

A peuYKH TUXO€ MEPILAHBE.

He nukwuii p€s, HE PBIK, HE OD,

A MEBYMX NTHUIl PACCBETHHIN XOP.
He depHb, norpszias B 00uaax,

A 4eyi-To TUXHUHU BIIOX U BBIJIOX.

*kok

But victory comes, not with gnashing teeth,

it comes with sounds that will caress our ears.
Victory comes, not with voices wailing,

it comes in conversation between rain and grass.
Victory comes, not with the rattle of weapons,

it 1s the silent glitter of a river.

Not a wild howl, a roar, a yell,

but birdsong at first light.

And not a mob bogged down in grievance,

just someone breathing quietly, in and out.



Kok

Korna, 3arnymas BeCeHHUM TalAex,
Paznactcst mpOH3UTENIBHBINA TOJIOC CUPEHBI,
To ThI, mOKHAAS POAUMBIC CTCHBI,

bepu Tonpk0 TO, 0€3 Uero nponajacuisb.
bepu, cobupasick B HEeBE€JJOMbIN MYTh,
Kol-4T0 U3 j1eKapCcTB, KOE-4TO U3 OJICKIbI,
A TaBHOE, KaIuIio NOCJICIHEH HalekK IbI

Cpenb MpOYHKX BEIEH 3aXBaTUTh HE 3a0Y/Ib.

Kok

So, when the springtime noises are drowned out
by strident wailing from the sirens,

you, as you leave behind the walls you know,
take no more than you would be lost without.
Take it as you embark on unknown roads —
stuff from the medicine cupboard, a few clothes:
only, above all else, never forget to grab,

with all the other things, a final drop of hope.



kokok

B 3an6IMIIEHHOM IPOCTPAHCTBE, BOWHBI IOCPEIU
KTO-TO Y0HBIN € YyTOBUIIHOW JBIPKOW B IPYAU
HenBrmxumo J1eXuT nocpe MUpo3aanbs,
BoinomnHss 6e3yMHOE UbE-TO 3a/1aHbE.

W ranaut BOPOHBE HA KPOBABOM ITHDY,

N tep3aeT KpOBaBYyIO 3Ty ABIPY,

W nerarot Haj 41610 UCTEP3aHHOM CYLIU

BCSYTCHIHLIC, CKOp6HBI€ IOHBIC OYIIIH.

ook

In a smoky space in the middle of the battle,

some young man sprawls, a monster hole in his chest,
unmoving in the middle of the universe,

fulfilling somebody or other’s mad command.

And the crows racket over their bloody meal,

and worry away at the bloody hole,

they fly across a stretch of tortured soil,

inconsolable, sorrowful young souls.



kokok

A B pa300MOJICHHOM JIOM€ BUCHUT KaJCH/Iaph,
TouHO, KaKk y MeHsA. MHE TakoM )K€ KyIUIH.
Kanenagaps nodepHe, Tak Kak oM pa300MOUIu,
[IpeBpaTuB 4bK-TO PAAOCTH B MEMNEN U Taphb.

N BuCcUT KajleHAapbh HEU3BECTHO HA YEM —

Ha kakoi-To BepeBOUYKE, HUTOUKE, JIECKE,

N urpaer ocTaTtok NBETHOW 3aHABECKHU

C 3arryTaBIIMM CIIYyYaliHO NEYAIBHBIM JTYyYOM.

ook

But in the bombed house, there is a calendar

just like mine. It’s the same one I bought.

A calendar that blackened as the house was bombed,
turning all somebody’s delights to ash and cinders.
A calendar that hangs precariously on something —
some sort of rope or thread or fishing-line,

and what’s left of the coloured curtain plays

with a stray, casually regretful, sunbeam.



Kk

A cTtas nTUYbUX 00KBUX TBAPEH
CeromHst HOUbIO C TPEX YACOB

B Takom HaxomguTcs yaape -

Her cHa OT ITUYBUX TOJIOCOB.
3apsi B OKHO MOE IIJIECKAET
[Ipuropiunu Tpenen u pyJanu. ..
N xax BceBbIlIHUM JOITYCKAET,
Yro re-To psAaoM Cyluu af,
YTo r1e-To psIoM C BEIIHEWN NITULIEH,
Ubs necHs IbETCS, KaK CTPYyA -
JIoMOB OOYIJTIEHHBIX TJIa3HUIIBI

I'msimsat va nenen ObiTUA?

skokok

A flock of the creator’s bird-creation

starts up the song at three a.m —

such a clapping of sound, a din so loud

you can’t sleep for the bird-noise.

And dawn is spattering my window

with a handful of trills and roulades.

So how come the Almighty sits back and permits
that somewhere not far away from the spring bird,
its song that runs in spate just like a brook,

there are charred eye-sockets of houses

looking out empty on the ashes of being?



Kk

S o0 cTpalllHOM U 3HATh HE XOUY.

Cun He cTano, - YK Bbl U3BBUHUTE, -
Ha noapoOHOCTH ¢ MecTa COOBITHIA.
51 Beab TOXKE TEM PENCOM JIEeuy

B camonére, 4To NOJIKEH yIIacTh

W mponacTk r7e-T0 B TEMHBIX TTyOHHaX.
S1 Beap Toxke 00IOCH, UTO B JTIOOMMBIX
MoskeT HeKuit 6e3ymell MonacTh.

A Benb TOXKE HOUYaMM Oery

OT KaKoi-TO KOBpOBOW OOMOEKKHU

N mnazneHny B KpOBaBOU OJIEKKE

[Touemy-TO ITIOMOYB HE MOTY.

skokok

I don’t want to know about all the horrors.
Sorry. There’s just no strength left

to cope with all the on-site details.

I am a passenger too on the same flight,

a plane inexorably headed for the plunge
into some gulf or other, into shadowed depths.
I too am terrified some lunatic

1s going to break in, get at the ones I love.
And I too, I’'m running through the night,
running from saturation bombing,

and a baby with bloodstained clothes —

for some reason I can’t help.



Kk

«Kak xuBére?», - cipocuyii. BoT Tak 1 )KUBEM:
B macTu 1ukoro 3Beps yIOT CO3aEM,

B mactu 1ukoro 3Bepst HABOAUM YIOT,
3aHaBECKH LIYypIIAT, MOJOBHUIIBI MTOFOT.
Menbremmum, medapiinm, a, ycTaB XJI0IOoTaTh,
[To3BossieMm cebe B 00J1aKax MOBHUTATh,

Ecin HaMm 1103BOJISIET pa3BEPCTAs NACTh

BI/IILCTI) CBETJIBIX HEOeC XOThb KaKyH-TO 9aCThb.

ook

“How’s life?” they asked. This is how.

In a wild animal’s jaws we make ourselves at home;

in a wild animal’s jaws we build our nest.

The curtains rustle and the floorboards sing.

Flickering and muttering, but too tired to bother,

we let ourselves drift off into the clouds —

if there 1s space enough to see, through the gaping jaws,
the shining heaven, or at least a bit of it.



Kk

OnoMalIHUINCH CJIOBA!
«IIepecTpenka, B3pbIB, 00MOEKKA»
W 3Bydar moyTu KaxK «KOIIIKa,
Kak «10pokka» 1 «TpaBay.
UT0OBI OM CBOM YTEIUIUTb,
Hano, nByx Han€ToB Mexny,
[Tocenuts B qyIie HAJIEKIY,
UtoObI Kak-HUOY/Ib IPOJIUTH
DTy KU3Hb, T JHU MO
3a OKHOM HE CHET UCKPUTCH,
W neTuT He JUCT, HE NTHUIIA,

A yOWICTBEHHBIN CHapPS/I.

skokok

The words have been domesticated:
“exchange of fire”, “explosion”, “bomb attack™;
they’ve come to sound almost like “cat”,
like “path™, like “grass”.

And if you want to warm your home,
then, in the gap between two raids

you need to give houseroom to hope,

so as somehow to prolong this life —
where day by day by day it is not

snow that sparkles outside the window,
nor 1s 1t leaf or bird that flies,

but the death-bearing missile.



