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Christ Church, Newgate Street, London, John Piper, 1941

Who will tell me the truth about this war?

Whose child stares fearfully into the darkness?
Whose child ducked its fair little head?

A thick current, like an electric shock, struck.

Who sees the slave pits in their dreams?

The clouds barely crawl, full of fear.

A poplar tree has grown in the hospital garden.

A child walks on clouds like they did on the ground.
Walk on, child, across the white sky.

Everyone’s kneecaps are filled

with dead water, their hands tremble.

The snow falls, red, from heavenly bonfires.

Who will tell me the truth about this war?

Which shell crater will shelter the blame?

But it’s climbed out of the crater and stands there,
The roots of the black poplar ache.

The child walks through the clouds straight toward home,
patting quiet stars on their tiny heads.

The air, aflame. The window, gaping.

For whom the bell tolls—

for the bullet it’s all the same.



A war is not a hundred days but one long day,
the longest, darkened one.

A day of gloom, a day of muffled screaming

and sticky cold inside the bones.

Early old age floods in bright and early.

The earth is our blind corner, wallpaper torn,
and we, ground squirrels, are patient and cloudy with sleep,
and our thoughts are cruel, our dreams explicit,
and our burrows are abandoned in the dark,

and there’s no way to hide deep under the sea..
A war is rough-edged snow, heavy water

falling on the ground like fearsome rocks.

Now this shall be bread from God for us.

The seeds feel cold and dark deep in the snow,
the sprouted snow burning the bosom

among the prickly stones, small and raw.
There, among the trifling victories

the machine roars, spitting blood,

and ragged people march along,

the shaggy sea sways in the dark,

the resurfaced road boiling,



while sullen truth is sleeping in a cave.

BiMHa—He COTHi OHiB, a OOBruvM O€Hb
OOWH HAaWOOBWMWA OEHb MNOCYTEHiNuu,

0EHb TeMpaBMW, OeHb 30aB/IEHOr0 KPUKY
1 xonogy nuny4oro B KiCTKax,

a BpaHUl HanJMBA€E paHHA CTapicCTb,
3eMnfa—Halw KyT rAayxuu, wnanepu 3peprti,
a MM XOBpallkM 3acnaHi u Tepnnadyi,

1 B HaC OYMKM XOPCTOKi, CHM BiaBepTi,
1 Hawi HOPM KUHYTi B NiTbMi.

1 He cxoBaTUCb Ha MOPCbKOMY [OHi ..
BiMHa—wWepwaBun CHir, Baxka BoOfda

KaM1HHAM Fpi3HWMM napga€ Ha 3eMio,
Tenep ue byne xnib Bipg bora HaMm,
B CHiry 3epHfiTkaM XOJI0OQHO 1 TeMHO
1 ma3yxy ne4ye nNpopoC/MWA CHIir

MiX KaMiHU1B YWWNUBUX CUPUX.

TaM cepep Opib6’s3koBMX nepemor

MallMHa TYPKOTUTb MJIETLCA KPOB'I0,

1 TArHeTbCA po3wapnaHun Hapofd,

W KonMuweTbCs B NiTbMi nmaTtnaTte Mope,
1 wnax nepenuuboBaHUN KUMUTL ..
noxMypa npasfa y neyepi CnuThb.
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In August 2014, she left her home in Donetsk and moved to
Kiev. When the war started, she left Kiev for Rome, and more
recently moved to Anzio.

While participating in the Dartmouth-sponsored “Voices of
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