Oleksandra from Odesa writes a Letter to the Future

I’'m so afraid of writing letters

I’m so afraid of writing letters,

you’re frozen.

| keep burning the past bridges just for the matter
for you to be on time

right when the sunrise comes out

when the first minute of morning touches the ground
loudly whispering, ,,you are alive”,

i’'ve come to the darkest

life is like the harvest

an endless path on which i lost my nation

and we’re all going to the sound of cheers and ovation
blindly

just because we’re afraid to see

the body of a guy who was once our classmate

and his recently appeared grave

i blindly believe in you,

because what can i do?

you haven’t answered my letters, but i couldn’t burn them down

for some reason i see in you better things than what you’ll probably show out
i blindly believe in you,

because what if you care? what if you really do?

what if you cure my wounds?

what if at your time wrong people won’t carry the clout

and my country will be free?

make me fall asleep

promise you’ll take care and we will be a family

i'll turn on to naive side, i’ll be like a child

and i’ll pray to god
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for Ukraine

for the peace

for the world

for the victory

i’ll handle my cruel, unbearable anxiety

and pray to God until i’'m asleep

Oh, Future.

I’ll touch your skin with my finger until you say

that the peace will come the next day

that we will wake up from the alarm clock and not just alarm

I’ll touch your veins gently, not making you harm

The past is hidden, the future is unwritten,
and we are souls wrapped in the feeling of deja vu

that believe in better tomorrow and you

we’re too scared to ask
»,does the end justify the means at last?”

wdoes it?”

You're silent. Unsent letter.

I’m going to sleep,

come tomorrow

in a form of a girl in light summer dress
oh, don’t cut me deep,

i’ll wait for you in the kitchen.

you tell and i listen.

| beg you, don’t go away,

don’t say goodbye

like you did yesterday...

Oh, future,

we’re so scared
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we’ve been fighting

with our own demons

Future, please,

be gentle with us.

No, never mind, forget about what i said, you’re free—

be whatever you’re willing to be.

just simply promise to be.

Shvied Oleksandra (sashenka chainka)

Odesa (refugee from Kherson) — Ukraine

17 years old
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Oleksandra from Odesa writes a Letter to the Future -

(Ukrainian Version)

S Tak 6orocst NUcaTH INCTHU

A Tak 6oroca nNucatm NUCTn

TV 3aCTuUr, —

1 3HOBY CMasirok0 MUHYNi MOCTH

abu TV TiNbKK BCTUT

NPUIATK 0,0 MEHE HA CBITaHKY

i 3HOBY No4apyBaTh NepLUy XBUTUHY PaHKY
rOJSIOCHO LLUEeMNoYyuH, WO 9 — e MUBA...
ManbyTHE, XUTTS — IK XKHUBA
6e3nepepBHUIA LWINAX, HA SKOMY a1 3arybuna cBoro Hauito,
i MM BCi TYT igeMo nig, oBauii

3 3an/1K0LWEeHNMM 04YMMa

TiNbKK 6 HE N06AUUTU XNTONUYUHY

AKUA XOOMB 3 HAMU B NepLUNA KNnac

i horo obpas B HOBMHaAX

y NepLnii i oCTaHHil pas.

A cnino Bipto T06i, 60 Wo we pobutn?

TW He BigMNOBIB Ha JIUCTU, Ta A He 3MOr/a IX cnanuTw,

yoMycb 9 6a4y B TOGI KpaLli peui, HiXK Ti, O TW, CKOPIiLU 3a BCe, CNpaBai Maew
s cnino Bipto T06i, 60 Wo, AK T Npo MeHe nogbaew?

L0, IK 3aKPUELL MOT paHun?
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2 cnino Bipro To6i, 60 W0, AK Npy BNagi TBOiM NOMPYTb yCi NaHu
i cTaHe BifIbHOKO MOS 3eMna?

BK/1a4M MEHe cnaTu,

CKaMMW, Lo TH cTaHew a6atm

i MM 6yoemMo BCi, IK ogHa ciM's

s 3pobntoca Toai HaiBHa, MOB OUTS

i 6yoy Monutucb 6ory

3a yKpaiHy

3a Mup

3a CBIT

3a nepemMory

1 M0,0,0/1a0 MOPCTOKY, HE340N1aHHY TPMUBOTY

i 6yoy Mmonutucb 6ory...

MalibyTHe. A nanbueM cTaHy BOAUTM MO TBOIN LWKIipi

aXx Oonoku Tu bygew nasaTy Hagiko, W0 MU Ha3aBTpa NPOKMHEMOCH B MUPI

Big 6yOuNbHUKA, @ HE CUPEHU

A nanbuem 6ygy TpuMaTh Nynbc i 06ikiMaTh TBOI BEHM.

MuHyne — cxoBaHe, MaibyTHE— 3O0raam,
MU — 3aBEPHYTI B 4eXaBHo croragm,

AKI NIKYHTbCS i4e€r0 NPO Kpalle B 3aBTpa
3aHaaTo 6onicHO cNUTaTK

«4U e TOro BapTo?y,

CKaXWu, Yn ue 1oro BapTO?

Submitted by Odesa, City of Literature



Mosuuw. Jlnct 6e3 agpecara.

A BKNagarocsa cnatu.

Mpuxogb Ha 3aBTpa

y BUrNa4i BiBUMHW B NITHIR CYKHI
s 3a4eKkato Tebe Ha KyXHi

abu MM pa3oM BUNUAK Yaid.

4 6narato. MNpuxoab. He Kaxu MeHi «lMpolaBain!y.

ManbyTHe,

Mu 6oimMocsH,

MU TaK OaBHO 6'emocs

KOMEH 3i CBOIMU YopTaMu.

MalibyTHe, npoLy

6yab NackaBuMM 3 HaMW.

A, B3arani, 3Haew... 3abygb,—

6yab, AkuMm 6ygewl... JIuw Tinbku 060B°'93K0BO 6yab.

Shvied Oleksandra (sashenka chainka)

Odesa (refugee from Kherson) — Ukraine

17 years old
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