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“W3 HapepeHuTe cnoese

OT noT 1 npax

M ot yacoseTe usrybeHo Bpeme

KonTo xpaHAT KbpKoOpeLLma rpaj,

ExTex 38bHMU

Mexay 6e3WwyMHN cTeHn

MpekbcBaH OT NeceH Ha NTUUA

EAMHCTBEHUTE Cnesm OT KPexXKo CbllecTByBaHe

KyxaTa yepynka,
TeKKa, BKOYaHeHa

MouyBcTBai Hbawmte n bpataTa n

Cectpute n ntobosute

M3ryberuTte aywm

Mapanusnpanun

Yakalm ga 6baaT NpeHacoyeHn B HaCTOALLETO

HaTpolieHu, pbKAMBK OCTaHKM

EAHO paBHOBecHe OT HECTAabUIHO HEMOCTOAHCTBO
Kbaeto fopv ctomaHa 6usa pasbuta

[laney oT ounTe HaBbH

Kosiko fienvkatHu ca 6eToHHUTE rpeam
MpoBeceHW Ha 3amupalLia CBETINHA
KbAETO Ce MbUMXMe J0/Y

TEKaTa pPbKa KpensLLa Hy 3a HalaTa Len

Cera, 3ampaseH mexyp

Mpo6uT oT xpuna

Ha cBeTa, KOWTO e NPOAB/MKMA HAaTaTbK U 6e3 Hero
M HaTaTbK

M HaTaTbK

M HaTaTbK

[okaTto cnomeHuTe ce pasmusat

C ycKOpABALLOTO Ce MUHAN0

B UCTOPUATA Ca U3CTPENAHW.

Hwe cme npepgagexHun

Ha BpemeTo

3a fa 6bAem npucnaHu oT 3acnanuTe
bBe3skpaeH cympak

Pastountenen

[loKaTo BCeKM egmH OT Hac

He e npeycTaHoBeH BbB NpaLleH Kydpax
M3mexay Kpexkun Tpbou

Ho BceKku yaap Ha uyKa, BCEeKM MUPOH

BcAKO cmasaHo Kosiesno,

BcAKa Kona ABMKeLLa ce, MbT OTbMKaH

Bnbpupa nog noBbXHOCTTa

Cnoii nogmp C0i, rogmMHa Nnoamp roAvHa, 4ac noamp Yac
M30nayeHn oT AucTaHumuATa

[10KaTo BCMUKO, KOETO OCTaHe

E exo”
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“Beneath the caked on layers

of sweat and dust

and hours of lost time

to feed the growling city

the echoes ring

between silent walls

punctuated by birdsong

the only remains of a fragile existence

The hollow shell
heavy, ossified.

Feel the fathers and brothers and
sisters and lovers

the lost souls

paralysed

waiting to be shunted into the present

Crumpled, rusty remains

an equilibrium of unstable impermanence
where even steel can shatter

away from outside eyes

How delicate the concrete beams
suspended in dying light

where we toiled beneath

the heavy hand pinning us to our purpose

Now, the frozen bubble

pierced by the roar

of a world that has moved on without it
and on

and on

and on

as the memories blur

into an accelerating past

fast-tracked into history

We are given over

to time

to be cradled by the sleepy

endless dusk

dissipating

until each one of us

is suspended between the dusty panes
and brittle pipes

But each strike of the hammer, each nail

each wheel polished

each car moved and path trudged

vibrates beneath the surface

layer upon layer, year upon year, hour upon hour
diluted through distance

until all that remains is an echo






