SoundSteps Performance

Texts and translations

Yekaromb geyopa 1odu, cxoxi Ha
pasnukis,

mak eipKo crisime Ha eoK3anax, mak
2n1uboKo.

JlamaHa niHisi KOpOOHY, MO8 COCHO8a
2inka.

[lopoea saxka, Konu Hecew Ha CriuHi csili
OiM i c8oe MUHyrne.

Bnepmi pasnuku 6e33axucHoi €sponu.
JKiHKu, wo 3anuwunu edoma yucmy
rnocminbHy 6inu3Hy.

Aimu, wo He sidnyckaromb MamepuHCbKY
PYKY,

K npuwenneHi 0o abnyHi 2inku He
sidnyckaromb menud cmosbyp.

Mu nompebyemo duea, nompebyemo
1N1bOOsIHUKIG HaOIT,

domukie padocmi, NnPomeHis, Wo
npobusaome mempssy.

Ljo mu si3bmew, manull pasnuky,
subuparoyucs i3 320pinozo domy?
Hacamneped sipy 6 me, wjo mu crodu
HEOOMIHHO MOBEPHEWICS.

YrnokopeHuli yac warneHuie i emikadyis.
Banekna sipa mux, xmo 3itiwoe Ha
80K3aJli BU2HaHHS.

Saexdu nam’smamu po3mauwysaHHs
mebnig y 6ambKieCbkomy OOMi.
Xosamu 8 KUWEHI KItoYi, IK 3aCyWeHy
K8IimKy.

Ocb uysi dopoea — HUHIi No3Ha4YeHa
b6e3eomo0ccsim,
Houieni ui — noOOpOXHI, MOMiXK OOWEM i
muwero.
Bydbme myxHimu, pasnuku, 6yobme
2iOHUMU uiei MaHOpieKU,
8u — no3bassneHi domy, npome He
nosbaesneHi cepus.

Cepeiti KadaH, 2022

People who look like snails are waiting for
the evening,

they sleep so soundly at stations, so
deeply.

A broken borderline, like a pine branch.
The road is hard when you carry your
home and your past on the back.

Stubborn snails of defenseless Europe.
Women who left clean bed linen at home.
Children who don't let go of the mother's
hand,

as branches grafted to an apple tree don't
let go of the warm trunk.

We need a miracle, we need lollipops of
hope

Touches of joy, rays piercing the
darkness.

What will you take, little snail, getting out
of the burnt house?

First of all, belief that you will definitely
return here.

The submissive time of frenzied and
fugitives.

The irrepressible faith of those who
disembarked at the exile station.
Always keep in mind how the furniture is
located in the parent's house..

Hide the keys in your pocket like a dried
flower.

This road is now marked by the voiceless,
these overnight wander between rain and
silence.

Be brave, snails, be worthy of this
journey,

you are deprived of a home, but not
deprived of a heart.

Serhij Schadan (with Google translate)



Y meHe Hemae domy

Cripasa 8 momy,

LlJo 8 meHe Hemae Oomy

| 3a npasunom 006po20 MOHY,

Sk 3a npasunom 006po20 pemMeHs,
51 32a0aro0 3 K020 51 71eMeHi,
lMpuzadaro 3 K020 Micma,

A yekaro Ha ceoe [pemmi,

B meHe npocmo Hema Oe cicmu
Hanucamu ceoro npomosy:

Y meHe Hemae Oomy...

A ntodu maki, noou maki ecome

3a deHb 8 ceoi bemoHHi comu!

A Oe im we xosamuchk, COXHymu,
Jlodsim nepwozo, Opy2oeo copmy?..

A ntodu maki, ntodu maki ComHsIMu

B maHdewmi 3i ceoimu eucomkamu

3 mpembo20, cbOMO20 eepuamu-
eepyamu

CriosHI0OI0OMb 8CE CEHCaMU, CEHCamu ...

OO0uH e kaHoe

| have no home

The crux of the matter is that

| don’t have a home,

And by the rules of common decency,
As if by the rule of good belt (force),

| will remember the tribe | am from,
Will remember the town I'm from.

I'm waiting for my Grammy,

It's just that | have nowhere to sit down
to write my speech.

| don’t have a home...

People are so, people are so...
For the hundredth time

To their concrete hive cells!
Where else could they hide, whither,
First and second class people?
People are so, people are so...

By the hundreds

In tandems with their high rises,
From third, from seventh (floor)
With the hertz (of their heartbeats)
Filling everything

with sense...

Odyn v kanoe



Ol y nysi YepBOHa kanuHa

Ol y nysi YepBOHa kanuHa noxmnunacs
Yorocbk Hawa cnaeHa YkpaiHa
3axypunacs.

Mpucnis (noBTOPUTK ABa pasu):

A MU TyI0 YepPBOHY KanuHy niginmemo,
A My Hawy cnaeHy YKpaiHy, rei-ren,
posBecenumo!

He xunucs, yepsoHa kanvHo, MmaeLu
6inun ugiT,

He xypucs, cnaeHa YkpaiHo, MaeLwl
BiNMbHWIA pia.

Mpucnis (noBTOPUTK ABa pasu):

A MU TyIO YepBOHY KanuHy nigiimemo,
A MK Hawy cnasHy YkpaiHy, ren-rei,
possecenumo!

MapwwmpytoTe Hawwi o6poBonbLi y
KpvBaBuiA TaH,

BussonsaTtu 6paTtie-ykpaiHuis 3
MOCKOBCbKWX KanfaH.

Mpucnis (noBTOPUTK ABa pasu):

A Mu Hawmx GpaTiB-ykpaiHuiB
BM3BOIMMO,

A My Hawy cnaeHy YkpaiHy, rei-ren,
poseecenumo!

Ak nosie OyliHeCeHbKUIA BiTEP 3
LUIMPOKUX CTENIB,

To npocnaeuTb MO BCill YKpaiHi Ci4OBUX
CTpinbUIB.

Mpucnie (noBTOPUTK ABa pasu):

A MK Tylo CTpineLbKyto cnasy
36epexemo,

A MK Hawy cnasHy YKpaiHy, ren-rei,
posBecenumo!

AHZPIN XrMBHIOK

There is a red viburnum in the meadow

Oh, in the meadow red viburnum bent
own.

For some reason, our glorious Ukraine

is distressed.

Chorus (repeat two times):

But we will raise that red viburnum!
And we will cheer our glorious Ukraine
up, hey-hey!

Do not bend low, oh red viburnum, you
have a white flower,

Do not worry, glorious Ukraine, you
have free people.

Chorus (repeat two times):

But we will raise that red viburnum!
And we will cheer our glorious Ukraine
up, hey-hey!

Marching forward, our fellow volunteers,
into a bloody fray,

To free our brother Ukrainians from
Moscow shackles.

Chorus (repeat two times):

And we will liberate our brother
Ukrainians,

And we will cheer our glorious Ukraine
up, hey-hey!

When the stormy wind blows forth from
the wide steppes,

Then it will glorify the Sich riflemen
throughout Ukraine.

Chorus (repeat two times):

And we will preserve riflemen’s glory
And we will cheer our glorious Ukraine
up, hey-hey!

Andrii Khlyvnyuk



Pérdida del idioma. Ocultado, prohibido,
menospreciado, castigado. ;Quiénes
somos?" Por mi culpa, por mi culpa, por
mi gran culpa”.

Exotizacién. ;Quién tiene derecho a
decirlo? El mundo se gobierna desde
una arcaica perspectiva. Extrafio,
diferente, raro, mal visto.

Romantizacion de nuestro entorno.
Nacer racializado, marginado,
despojado y juzgado sin entender. ¢Por
qué?, ;Porqué?, ;Por qué? "Sipolvo
eres y en polvo te convertiras".

Entre ser y no ser, eres todo sin saber
la verdad. Lo escrito habla, lo vivido
calla. Te persiguen, te atrapan, te
roban, eres menos pero lucran contigo.
Adiés a tu familia, adiés a tus amigos,
adiés a tu hogar. Cierran tus ojos, te
cortan la lengua y te sacan el corazén.

‘Jma/i“)i..a/; J‘}.u//‘
Prieto, zambo, mulato, chino, indio,

moro, gitano, mestizo, latino, morisco.
iSil Yo soy y ¢Qué?.

Sil

Sil

Si! Yo soy y mientras tenga fuerza nadie
me va a callar.

Munir Arreola

Language loss. Hidden,
belittled, punished. Who are we?
Because of my fault, my fault , my serious
fault".

prohibited,

"

Exoticization. Who has the right to say it?
The world is governed from an archaic

perspective. Strange, different, rare,
frowned upon.
Romanticization of our context. Born

racialized, marginalized, dispossessed
and judged without understanding. Why?
Why? Why? " For dust you are and to
dust you shall return”.

Between being and not being, you are
everything without knowing the truth.
What is written speaks, what is lived is
silent. They chase you, they catch you,
they rob you, you are less but they profit
from you. Goodbye to your family,
goodbye to your friends, goodbye to your
home. They close your eyes, they cut out
your tongue and they take out your heart.

Black, yellow, red, brown, zambo,
mulato, chino, indio, moro, gipsy, half
blood, latin, moorish. jYes ! | am. and
What's the problem?

Peasant, yes!

Moroccan, yes!

Mexican, yes!

| am and as long as | have strength, no
one is going to shut me up.

Munir Arreola



Der Raum in der Seele ist mit einem
Gewicht gefiillt.

Ein Fluss, der immer weiter durch die
Adern flie3t.

Ein Gewicht, das immer weiter
geschoben werden muss bis zum Ende.
Zugehdrigkeit

Teilnahme

Druck

Wertschétzung

Einfluss

Verantwortung

Stérke.

Louis Flothmann

La responsabilité.
Bien trop de choses a dire a son sujet.

Cependant la premiere chose a laquelle
Je pense, c’est le dos de ces femmes que
Jje ne regarde plus pareil.

Je revois le dos de l'une de ces
nombreuses femmes que jai pu croiser
dans ma rue la nuit.

Elle ne le sait pas encore mais je marche
derriere elle sur le trottoir qui mene a
mon appartement.

Elle ne m’a pas vu mais je me sens déja
| de la pression que mon existence cause
et causera, j’ai peur de lui faire peur et je
partage sa pression sans pour autant I'en
délester.

Aswan Zahoui

A space in the soul is filled with a
weight.

A stream that is ever flowing through our
veins.

A weight that has to be pushed forward
until the end.

Inclusion

Participation

Pressure

Appreciation

Impact

Responsibility

Strength.

Louis Flothmann

Responsibility.
Too many things to say about it.

However, the first thing | think about, is
the back of these women that | can’t see
the same way anymore.

| can still see the back of one of these
numerous women that | might have seen
in my neighbourhood at night.

She doesn’t know yet but I'm walking
behind her on the same sidewalk that
leads to my appartement.

She didn’t see me, but | already feel
responsible for the pressure that my
existence causes and will cause, I'm
afraid to scare her and | share her
pressure without relieving her of it.

Aswan Zahoui
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Sitting by the tree feeling the warmth of
the summer sun.

Waiting for my traveller migrant friend to
come. She sat next to me and started
talking...

We heard the tunes of a bohemian band
calling for freedom and diving borders.
Hearing these tunes made me think why
not write about them now, in this
moment.

We're in August, summer season, sitting
in a place | visit often in Toulouse.

L'lle du Ramier, the land of immigrants,
where they tell the limits of time, society,
and distance.

Immigration stories.

Farah Harmouch



