Temirkhan Medetbek (translated by Gaukhar Khalyk with
Helen Moore)

Planet Earth

We name you our Mother,
claim we’d burn, die for you.
And yet — we crush

and trample you,

set you aflame.

We have bound you

with threads

of longtitude and latitude,
trapped you in a net.

You sank into a pit

of misfortune

from which you cannot rise.
What brutes we are —
piercing one side,

then the other.

Sorrow and grief

wrap you in a shroud.
Your green velvet dress

is a rag for feet.

Gnashing steels,

greedy machines,

grind and devour you.
Some people grow fat

like overfed badgers,
while your surface

is torn and scarred —
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a land of wounds.

Your forests, your lungs
are full of holes,

as if devoured by rot.
Your salt-stained lands
spill like madness
across your skin.

Your poisoned rivers
tflow like pus

from open wounds.

As if searching for refuge
you drift through space,
wandering, rolling

like a beaten ball,

tossed and spinning.
Oh, dear planet,

you must be so weary!

Kep mapsl

Ceni 0613

AHaMbI3 JeiiMis.

CeH ymin

Kytiemis, ;kaHaMbI3 JeiiMi3.
Ceiite Typa

JKaHmbIn, TanTaiMel3.
OTKa KaKTalMbI3.
Anampaap ceHi

FEHmik neH OOMIBIKTEIH
Kintepimen

baiinman TacraraH:

Topra TyckeHuelcin!
Manmaibely anIbIIMAadTRIH
Copra TyCKeHICHCIH,.
Hetken

TeHTeK, TachIpMBI3:
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Bip Oyiiipinai Tecim,
Bip Oyiipinai

Kecim xatbIpMEI3.
Ceni KaiffpI-KacipeT
[Isipmayra aliHAII B
BapkpitTait

JKacrwin keiinerin
[lynrayra aitHaabI.
Kanmaggaran

Bonat Temipmep

CeHi KapIIbUTAATHIN MaiHAI

Kewmipin xatsip.
Conan 6ipeynep
Bopceikrait 6okl
Cewmipir xKaTsIp.
KenicTirigaig

Beri Timinin
Kecik-kecik 00mpl.
OpmMan-exmnenepiy
Kypt Tyckenaei
Tecik-Tecik OOMABI.
Cop OackaH xepiepin

TerinreH *KbIHBIH CUSKTEIL.

VY KyHbIIFaH e3eHIepiH
Kapanan akkan

IpiH CUSAKTHL.

[Tana i3nerenneit
KenicTikTiH im1iH
Apanan 6apachiH.
Tebinren gonraii 6om
Jomasam 6apacerm!
Kep mapsim-ay!
[Tapmanpia-ay!
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