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The Other Sister 
 
 
It’s good to have a sister. A sister blooms early, 
before plants, before the moon 
and feathered creatures. 
She is the first worldly light under your roof, 
a lucid light bulb, the straight and sturdy surface 
of a dining room table. 
And when people ask me about my family, 
nothing is hard to explain 
except for that fine golden dust, that falls gently 
from a beautiful primrose somewhere in space. 
A lovely flower that once had the role of a light bulb, 
but with time purposes surrender. 
 
A sister is the likeness of fingers, 
the space between one’s eyes is a measure of happiness,  
in short, a sister is a very simple thing, 
a carton of black milk. 
And especially, a glass that tips over 
on the dining room table 
and it’s a must to tuck a primrose in, behind the ear. 
 
It’s good to be the other sister, 
illiterately scribbling with a green crayon 
across the handwriting of a school assignment, 
sucking on the tendrils of young ABCs  
and seeing that in the stem used to climb into the bud 
someone has already built fragile but useful stairs. 
 
The other sister sleeps in the basin, drinks from the basin 
and slips her foot into the basin, trying it on. 
When the stems split into two  
thundering trees, the other sister will despair 
and look up at the moon like a wolf. 
 
The other sister is part wolf, 
part market of treasures. She doesn’t let go, 
she watches over. 
 



An Accidental Tree 
 
 
I am a tree, an accidental tree to my daughter. 
She touches me because I'm rough, because I have roots  
whose five toes peer out from the ground, for her little feet. 
My eyes are placed among the leaves, 
they tremble in the wind 
and turn after my daughter. 
Daughters are incandescent planets and as soon as flowers  
rise from bed in the morning, 
those planets already burn among the petals. 
Trees don't know the way  
that daughters love you and make you their own. 
They just follow spherical fires with leaves  
that descend down the stalk, 
race down the slopes to an icy stream, 
in a swarm of tiny palms. 
 
My mother, too, is an accidental tree 
I get up in the morning, I make coffee  
and with my mug in hand I walk along her roots 
in which trains have cooled down, 
thoughts have overgrown and a few blades of grass have shivered. 
My feet play on cold keys 
and I know that this is an ordinary, gentle happiness.  
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𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖼𝗅𝗈𝖺𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗆𝖺𝗌𝗌 
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𝖲𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝗆𝗉𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖾𝖽𝖺𝗅 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝗉𝖾𝖽𝖺𝗅 𝗍𝗈𝗇𝖾 
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𝖦𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗆𝖺 𝗐𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗌 𝗎𝗌 𝗎𝗉 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝗊𝗎𝗂𝗅𝗍, 
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𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖦𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗆𝖺 𝗅𝖺𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖽𝗎𝗌𝗍 
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𝖺𝖼𝗋𝗈𝗌𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗋 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗈𝗋𝖼𝗁𝖺𝗋𝖽, 
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𝖻𝗎𝗍 𝖻𝗅𝗎𝖾 𝖽𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗍𝗐𝗈𝗈𝖽, 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗈𝖿 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗈𝗆𝗇𝗂𝖺, 
𝖦𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗆𝖺 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇 𝗌𝖺𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝗋𝗉𝗅𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗉𝗒 𝗈𝖿 𝖶𝖾𝗂𝗅, 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀 
𝗁𝗈𝗐 𝗆𝗎𝖼𝗁 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖽𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗂𝗍 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗅𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗏𝗈𝗋𝗍𝖾𝗑 
𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗋, 𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝗇𝖾𝗑𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝖻𝖾𝖺𝖼𝗁. 
𝖨'𝗆 𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝗋𝗉𝗅𝖾, 𝖻𝖾𝖼𝖺𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄, 
𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗍𝗌 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗇𝖾 
𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖾𝗒𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝗌𝗍𝖿𝗎𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝗇𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍,  
𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗁𝗋𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖾𝗋, 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝗅𝗈𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝖽𝗈𝗏𝖾, 
𝖿𝖾𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝗎𝖼𝖾𝗌, 
𝖨 𝗀𝗅𝖺𝖽𝗅𝗒 𝗉𝗎𝗌𝗁 𝗈𝖿𝖿, 𝗉𝗎𝗌𝗁 𝗈𝖿𝖿 
 
 

 



On the Cusp of Winter 

 

So that evening in the park 
when for a moment, I was a crow in a greasy coat 
that I carried you in, an even smaller bird 
and my gaze pierced the black branches 
against the already black sky 
 
and earlier, that morning in the park 
because I stroked for some time 
the plush bark of a birch tree  
to coax out 
something indistinct and wild, 
milk or bells 
 
the snow picked up our scent. 
 
You, because you just arrived and everything around you shines. 
And only then the droplets 
which we dragged behind us like rainy ink 
and the protective eye on my crow’s body 
and you, the bird close to my heart 
and a moment later, and the branches that float against the sky 
while the evening draws to a close 
along different seams than yesterday 
 
the snow picked up our scent. 
 
 
Because nestled in my coat was freshness, 
still untamed, all skin and eyebrows, the flowing universe 
one moment a hedgehog, the next a fish, then a sprig of mint- 
and your breath was fast and shallow, 
the trees gently leaned down to sniff you 
before winter, before the descent  
of large, greasy birds. 
 
 
We walked ahead of the snow, 
with a festive body coated from the inside with the wool 
of all piano concertos no. 1. 
And behind us trailed a cloak  
of deep blue sky with black lace 
made from rare, abandoned branches. 
 

 


