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...My favourite word is Lyubov. It means love and it is my mother’s name...
... This means ‘Keep moving forward’ in Ukrainian...

...Home is bubbling broth...

...What is the difference between ‘torte’ and ‘cake’...?

...I feel like I found something special here in Glasgow... For me, for my soul...
The possibility to connect with my home in Ukraine and to share my feelings
with other people here in Glasgow...

Introduction

In November 2023, twenty strangers met in a room in Sauchiehall
Street, Glasgow. Half of them had recently arrived in Scotland
from Ukraine; the other half had been in Glasgow longer, but
many of them had once come from further afield too. They were
brought together by a shared interest in language and creativity,
by the desire to learn more about each other and by the hope
of making connections — between languages and lives, between
words and worlds.

This book is an attempt to capture the experience of that
exchange for posterity, to record the fleeting interactions between
people, places and languages that took place over the three work-
shops of the project Bracunmu cnoamu | In Our Own Words in
winter 2023. The participants in this project were not, for the most
part, professional poets or linguists and its primary aim was to
foster a sense of togetherness, not to produce a work of literature.
If nothing had emerged from the workshops but happy memories



and new acquaintances, it would have been a success. Nevertheless,
there was, we believe, something worth sharing in the collisions
and constellations produced when these different people and
different languages came together. This publication presents those
many multilingual fragments — poems, mini-poems, snatches of
conversations — and frames them within the context of the project
and its aim to have a positive impact on the lives of Ukrainians in
Glasgow and of refugees more generally. We hope that it will be
of interest to anyone with an interest in Ukraine, in refugee lives,
or in the potential for creativity hidden in the languages we use
every day.

Contents
The book begins with a two-part introduction, in English and
then in Ukrainian, explaining the origins and design of Bracanmn
cnoamu | In Our Own Words. This is followed by examples of
the writing that emerged during the workshops. More ‘complete’
poems and translations, produced at the time and subsequently,
are intermingled with more fragmentary texts and variations
made in response to those poems, often scribbled on post-it notes
and in margins during the workshops, and with images made in
response to materials from the workshops by Ukrainian artists
and designers in Scotland. The final section of the book details the
vital and unexpected contribution made to the workshops by the
participants’ children.

Texts have only been lightly edited; literal translations of texts
not written in English are available at the back of the book.

Contexts | James Rann

While Bracuumu cnoamu | In Our Own Words is a celebration
of the power of language and creativity, it is celebration that takes
place in the context of - in response to - two lamentable circum-
stances. The first is the longstanding policy of calculated hostility
pursued by the British government with regard to the vast majority
of people who come to the UK in search of a place of safety, the
impediments this causes to their security and self-realisation, and,
more happily, the determined efforts of refugees, asylum seekers
and others to overcome these barriers. The second is Russia’s
war against Ukraine: while the UK government response to this
tragedy has been a singular exception to that policy of hostility, the
experience of war and displacement of thousands of Ukrainians
has highlighted some of the recurring problems facing refugees
in Britain. It is these problems that, in a small way, Bracaumn
cnoBamu | In Our Own Words seeks to address.

Russia’s ten-year war against Ukraine has been a crime against
humanity; it has also been a crime against language, against
language as an expression of humanity. This violence has taken
many forms. Following a pattern developed over centuries,
Russia has tried to undermine Ukraine’s linguistic and cultural
autonomy by attempting to marginalise and eliminate the state
language Ukrainian, as well as, for instance, Crimean Tatar. At the
same time, while purportedly carried out in the interests of ‘the
Russian language’ and its speakers, Russia’s unceasing interference
in Ukrainian affairs, culminating in the bloody full-scale invasion
in 2022, has permanently diminished the prospects of the Russian
language in Ukraine. Many Ukrainians for whom once Russian
was a language of home and family or of everyday business and
interaction have cut it out of their lives, sharing the position of



their government that the words of the invader can have no claim
on Ukrainian hearts. One might even see this as ironic, if the
Kremlin’s trumpeted concern for Russian speakers had not always
been a lie. Finally, as war and tyranny always do, Russia’s ‘special
military operation’ has degraded language as a bearer of meaning,
with euphemisms, acronyms and rhetorical bluffs used to cover up
massacres and justify the unjustifiable.

But language has also been a site of resistance. As in previous
generations, the Ukrainian language has survived the murder of its
speakers and the baseless questioning of its legitimacy to serve as a
rallying point for an independent Ukrainian identity. Its status has
never been more secure, not only as the official national language,
but as a major European language too. For all the complications
and controversy surrounding it, using Russian, too, can be a form
of fightback: when the Kremlin makes the outrageous assumption
that the Russian language is its property to defend and promote, to
use Russian to articulate one’s Ukrainian identity, to reassert one’s
threatened existence, can be seen as a way claiming something
back from the would-be occupier.

It is perhaps a mistake, however, to frame language in these
black-and-white terms of heroism and victimhood, or to pit the
Russian and Ukrainian tongues against each other as antagonists.
Just as countries contain many languages, so people do too, and
whereas states prefer hard-and-fast laws, especially when in an
existential war, people continue to swap and mix languages with
creative aplomb every day (the Ukrainian-Russian hybrid Surzhyk
is a classic example), because their motive is not control but com-
munication. In a comparatively monolingual country like the UK,
oft-repeated terms like ‘Russian-speaking Ukrainians’ give a false
impression, obscuring people’s ability to manoeuvre through,
between and across Russian and Ukrainian, not to mention the
many other languages at their disposal.

This capacity for linguistic improvisation in the service of
quotidian goals has, nevertheless, been seriously challenged
by a war which, for a decade, has uprooted Ukrainians, forcing
them to seek safety elsewhere in their homeland and, since 2022
especially, in other countries. The conditions of the welcome ex-
tended to Ukrainians by other European nations has made their
experience in the UK easier than that of other victims of conflict
from Africa and the Middle East, but being a refugee of any sort
still means a jarring dislocation of language and culture and still
means running up against the priorities of the administrative state
and a view of life and of language that has little patience for their
messy realities. In the United Kingdom, for instance, despite the
provision of translations and interpreters by hard-pressed local
authorities, that necessarily means subscribing to a clear hierarchy
of languages. Unperturbed at the top of the pyramid sits English
— the default, the standard, the expectation; a named, codified
language of a European ally, like Ukrainian, is below it, but still
far above a more minoritised language like Crimean Tatar, an un-
official mixture like Surzhyk, or the multiple language varieties of
Rusyn, not to mention still more marginal indigenous languages
from outside of Europe.

Recently arrived Ukrainians, like many displaced people, have
found themselves in a catch 22. To integrate into British society —
get a job, rent a flat, find friends, make a life - you need to speak
English, but to master English, especially as an adult, you need not
just lessons, but daily interactions with English speakers. In this
context, language can becomes fraught and joyless — a problem
to be overcome rather than a means to express yourself or build
a community.

This problem has been particularly acute in Scotland, which,
proportionate to its population, has welcomed more Ukrainians
than any other part of the UK. As a result, many thousands of
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Ukrainians were initially housed not with hosts, like their com-
patriots, but in hotels and a cruise ship on the Clyde, a floating
Ukraine in miniature, with little interaction with locals.

This notwithstanding, when it comes to language, Scotland
(and Wales and Northern Ireland as well) has something to offer
refugees that is harder to come by in England, especially outside
of London - an openness to the possibility of multilingualism, a
sense that English is only part of the answer. While the bureaucrat-
ic dominance of English is complete, everyone in Scotland is aware
not only of how their version(s) of English might diverge from the
norms determined ‘down south’ but also how even a multifarious,
multipolar English does not have a monopoly on communication
or on cultural identity, given that Gaelic and Scots, though mar-
ginalised, continue to survive and, in places, thrive.

What is more, this awareness of the ever-present possibility
of doing things differently with language creates the potential for
a still more radical, more inclusive multiculturalism. This is the
vision presented in “Threshold, the multilingual poem composed
by the then Makar Jackie Kay for the opening of the Scottish par-
liament in 2016, which urges politicians ‘to say, in any language
you please, welcome, welcome / To the world’s refugees, arguing
that ‘Our strength is our difference’ and exemplifying the power of
this variety with a slogan repeated in multiple languages, including
Glaswegian (“Wan patter is naer enough. / Mak yersel at hame’)
and Ukrainian (‘Opuiel MoBUM HiKO/IM He KocTaTHBLO / JlackaBo
IIPOCUMO’).

It is this same optimistic perspective that inspired Bracuumu
cnoBamn | In Our Own Words, a project which is powered by the
belief that language and creativity can not only help new arrivals
(in this case, Ukrainians) find their voice in Scotland, but also
make sure that these varied voices are part of the conversation that
makes Scotland’s future.

In seeing its long-established linguistic diversity as a spring-
board for a more complex future Scotland that is more open to
the world, Jackie Kay is — we are — operating in a noble tradition.
In the early twentieth century Hugh MacDiarmid presented Scots
as a shortcut to reestablishing Scotland’s severed ties with Europe;
more recently, Christopher Whyte has made writing in and trans-
lating into Gaelic part of a cosmopolitan writerly identity. Perhaps
the most significant figure in this tradition, however, is the poet
and translator Edwin Morgan. Writing in 1971, at the tail end of
rancorous debates about Scotland’s lack of single national lan-
guage, Morgan argued that this ‘mixed state’ might be ‘a blessing
in disguise’ and in his own poetry not only made use of both Scots
and English, but also brought a heightened sensitivity to language
to bear in his translations from many languages, which included
Ukrainian after he visited Ukraine in 1956.

Morgan might be considered the tutelary deity of this project,
its poetic patron, and not just because of his pioneering work
connecting Scotland and Ukraine.

First, just as translation was central to Morgan’s practice as
a poet, so it is at the heart of Bracanmu cnosamu | In Our Own
Words. The place of translation in refugee lives is indicative of
the way in which displacement can instrumentalise language,
draining it of its creative potential. Translation is something that
has to get done, has to get done right. The predominance of both
authorised versions and automatic computer-aided translations
give the false impression that translation is an act of deciphering,
unlocking a code that reveals the exact equivalents hiding behind
a foreign phrase. Morgan, in contrast, like all good translators,
keeps us conscious of the fact that translation is about ‘enthusiasm’
and ‘discovery’; it is an uncertain, open-ended process that is,
above all, a way of learning about another person and another
place. This same logic underpinned Bracuumu cnosamn | In Our
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Own Words: the collaborative dialogue that is translation can
transform language ‘barriers’ into bridges. Every unfamiliar word
is a chance to learn about the world it describes. It is hoped that
this same principle which, we think, has worked so well with this
group will also prove a successful approach with other refugee and
asylum-seeker communities with different language backgrounds.

Second, Morgan’s openness to international influences inspired
a mid-career exploration of the possibilities of concrete poetry,
poetry in which the shape and look of a poem matter no less
than its sound or its meaning. This holistic approach to language,
embracing all its aspects - visual, auditory, semantic, somatic,
sensory — also informed these workshops and this publication.
The linguistic encounter between Scotland and Ukraine, of which
this is a tiny sliver, is not just a meeting of words, meanings and
backstories, but a coming together of alphabets and accents, of
different individuals’ rhythm, pitch and breath.

Our purpose as the organisers of these workshops, then, was
to create a space in which people felt confident engaging with lan-
guage, with their languages, both as an embodiment of the diverse
cultures of their homelands and as an intimate expression of self.
To achieve this we did three things: in choosing participants, we
welcomed all levels of English-speaking ability (something made
possible by our fabulous interpreters Olena and Illia) but sought
to include as many languages and dialects spoken in Ukraine and
in Glasgow as possible. Second, we took as our focus a universal,
intimate, difficult theme - ‘home’ Where is your home, what is
your home, how can you make a new home in a new country, do
we have a home in language? These questions recurred again and
again over the course of the workshops. (So too did the topic of the
ultimate home comfort: food.) Third, to make these difficult con-
versations possible and to foster participants’ innate creativity, we
strove to make the workshops as friendly and engaging as possible.

The Workshops | Katherine Mackinnon

The workshop format, mixing creative methods, writing and trans-
lation drew on both James’s experience as a teacher of translation
and my own ongoing work on collective poetry. I have worked
for many years with refugees, asylum seekers and other locals
using poetry and creative group work as tools for discussing and
documenting experiences of everyday life in Scotland. In these
workshops, relevant poems serve as the basis for group discussion,
writing exercises and creative activities.

Bracunmu cnoamu | In Our Own Words differed from much
of my previous work in that the group had more shared languages.
While there were single speakers of some languages like Gujarati
and Spanish, for English, Ukrainian, Russian, Urdu, Polish and
Scots we had at least two speakers of each. This provided much
more space for in-depth discussions about word choice and
meaning, both in the poems we read and in participants’ own
writing.

We designed the workshops to expand in scope week on
week, from the individual letters of different alphabets in the first
workshop, through to fragments of text in the second. This then
provided us with a huge body of material - visual, textual, aural -
to draw on for the final workshop, where participants worked on
more intensive translations and rewriting of both their own earlier
fragments and some of the published poems we had read over the
course of the project. A few participants were experienced poets
and writers who revelled in the intricacies of language and whose
poems flowed freely onto the pages. For others, the workshops
were a leap into the unknown, an at times uncomfortable step
outside of their comfort zone. With a group of varied confidence
and experience like this, collaboration is the most powerful tool to
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overcome the voice in the back of the head that says, ‘poetry’s not
for me’ or T'm more of a numbers person. Working in small groups
with each person sharing their own language and idioms with the
group created a space where everyone was able to teach something
new. The list of favourite words on pages 50 and 51 illustrates the
scope of conversation produced just from one warm-up exercise,
from flowers and lunchboxes to love and freedom.

Of course, things never turn out exactly as you plan, not in life
and certainly not in the world of creative workshops. Unanticipated
elements, like the enthusiastic participation of the children in the
creative writing activities, changed the direction and atmosphere
of the workshops for the better. The playfulness and exuberance of
the children’s contributions in turn energised the adults, creating a
relaxed space for people to share their thoughts, ideas and writing.
Our friend Edwin Morgan reappeared again, with his ‘Song of
the Loch Ness Monster’ sounding undoubtedly Ukrainian to the
children’s ears.

Although it is easily overlooked when there is a tangible
end goal (this book) in mind, the simple act of bringing people
together to work on a shared task is in itself very powerful. In
amongst the noise and stress and complications of navigating life
in a new country, to have permission to stop for a couple of hours
and focus your mind on that most impractical of topics, poetry,
can for many people be a refreshing experience. As one Ukrainian
participant said, ‘T had to switch on my brain and take creative
approaches to questions ... I hope this will help me be more open
in communication in the future’

This sense of the workshops as a space apart from the rest of
the world was greatly helped by our venue for the first two work-
shops Common Ground, a former shopfront on a busy Glasgow
city centre street which has been converted to a venue for bringing
diverse communities together through arts and culture. This

had the benefit of both providing a peaceful, beautiful space for
our collaborative work - colourful murals line the walls as the
crowds pass by on the other side of frosted glass windows — but
also allowed participants to get to know the space and its ongoing
programme of activities.

Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish wrote that ‘every beauti-
ful poem is an act of resistance’ In this collection’s poems of small
comforts, blue skies, language, loss and love the writers resist easy
categorisation - by nationality, language or immigration status.
They resist the forces that would keep us strangers from each other
and the forces that say poems should look a certain way, or sound
a certain way, or have a certain type of author. In this book which
mixes languages, images, poetry and prose, we hope you are able
to enjoy the flavour of Bracaumu cnosamu | In Our Own Words:
the hubbub of conversation, words here and there in Ukrainian,
Russian, Gujarati and German, scissors and bit of paper all over
the place, but above all questions. What does this mean? How do
you say that? What do you miss? What does it mean to be home?
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...Moe yniobnene cnoso — «/I10606». Lle 03nauae «love»,
i ye im’sa moei mamepi...

... Ykpaincvkoro ye o3nauae «3a63icou iimu enepeo»...
. Jim - ye kunnguuti 6ynviioH. ..
... Axa pisnuys mix «mopmom» i «cake...?

...A 8i0uysaro, wio 3Haliwna WOCy ocobnuse mym, y Inaseo... [lns mee,
0717 Mo€t Oyudi... Mosxcnusicmo 368’ g3amucs 3i c6oim 0omom 8 Yxpaini ma
po3dinumu céoi nouymms 3 mumu, xmo mewixae y Inaszo...

BecTyn

Y mucromnapi 2023 poKy gBafLIAATh HE3HAMIOMIIiB 3yCTpi/nncA B
KiMHaTi Ha Bymuui Cokixon y I'masro. IlonoBnHa 3 Hux Hejo-
maBHO npu6byna o llornaupii 3 Ykpainy; inmi >xumn B Imasro
IOBIIIE; OfHAK 0AraTo 3 HUX TeX KOMUCh IPUiXanu CIOAM 3hajIeKa.
Iux nropmeit 06’eHaB CHiIbHUI iHTepeC K0 MOBU Ta TBOPYOCTI,
OakaHHs [i3HATHUCA OiIbIlle ONVH PO OFHOTO Ta HaJis BCTA-
HOBUTHU 3B SI3KM — MI>K MOBAMM Ta >KUTTAMM, MK CZIOBaMU Ta
cBiTamu.

114 xHura crasa copo60r0 BUKOPUCTAHHA JOCBiy TaKOro
00MiHy B MaitOyTHbOMY, CIIpo6010 3aikCyBaTy MIBUAKOIUINHHI
B3a€EMOJII, 110 BiZOY/INCs MK TIOAbMM, MICISIMU Ta MOBaMMU
[IPOTATOM TPbOX CeMiHapiB MpoeKTy «BracHumu cnoBamn | In
Our Own Words» B3uMKy 2023 poKy. Y4aCHUKM IIPOEKTY 3[e-
6inproro He 6yay npodeciiHNMYU IOeTaMu 4 JTiHTBicTamuy, i
Ha MeTi I[bOro 3axofly OyB cKopillle pO3BUTOK IIOYYTTA €JHOCTI,
HDK HamycaHHA jiTeparypHoro tBopy. HaBiTh sikOu ceminapm
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He MaJIM KOJHUX HACJIiJIKiB, OKpiM pafliCHUX CIIOrafiB i HOBUX
3HAIOMCTB, BOHM CTa/Ii 6 CIIpaBXHiM ycrixoM. TuM He MeHII, MU
BB)XAEMO 3a TOTPiOHe MOAIMNTIUCA 3 BaMM yCiMa IPOTUPIYdAMM
MDX JJ[yMKaMI Ta B3a€MO3B I3KaMU, AKi BUHMK/IN, KOJIU TaKi pi3Hi
oA 11 pisHOMaHiTHI MOBU 00’ eHamucs. Ll my6mikaris spise
c06010 30ipHMK YNCTeHHNX 6araTOMOBHMX (pparmMeHTiB — BipiiiB,
MiHi-TI0€eM i ypuBKiB po3MoB. 11 KHITa BBOIUTD IX Y KOHTEKCT
IIPOEKTY Ta JIOTO METYU — MO3UTVBHO BIVIMHYTHU Ha )KUTTA yKpa-
iHniB y Ilmasro Ta 6i>keHuis 3arasoM. Mu criogiBaemocs, 1o 1e
BUJIaHHA CTaHe y Harofi Iyd TUX, XTO LiKaBUTbcA YKpaiHOIo,
KUTTSIM ODKeHI[iB a60 IIOTeHIIia/IoM 151 TBOPYOCTI, IPUXOBAHUM
Y MOBaXx, IKMUMY M KOPUCTYEMOCS IOHA.

3micT
KHura nounHaeThbeA 31 BCTYITY, AKUIL CKIaIA€THCA 3 TBOX YaCTHH.
BeTyn nosiCHIOE TOXO/KeHHS IPOeKTY «Bracunmu cnoBamn | In
Our Own Words» Ta xoHnenuito ceminapis. [lani HagaroTbcs
HIPUK/IaJY IMCEMHOI TBOPYOCTI, AKi 6y/M CTBOpeHi mix Jyac ce-
MinapiB. «IloBHi» Bepcil BipiliB Ta epeK/ajiB, HaMCAHUX Ha
ceMiHapax, ab0 3roloM, MOAIOTHCA Pa3oM 3 Oi/IbI pparMeHTap-
HYIMM TeKCTaMJ Ta Bapialisimy, 3po6/IeHyMH y BiAIIOBifb Ha Iii
Bipmri. 3a3Buyaii ix mkpsA6amM Ha KIANTYKAX [ATlePy 4M Ha MOIAX
1ij yac ceMiHapiB. 3roloM BOHU CYIIPOBOKYBA/IICS 300parkeH-
HAMMY, AKi CTBOPU/IN YKPaiHCBhKi XyJOKHUKM i gusaiiHepn y Iot-
JaHpil 3a MOTMBAMU MaTepiasliB TBOpUMX MaricTepeHb. OcTaHHilt
PO3Ji/I KHUIY [J€Ta/IbHO PO3IIOBifla€ PO XXUTTEBO BaXK/IMBUIL i
HeCIIOfliBaHMi1 BHECOK, 3pOO/IeHMIT HiThbMM YIaCHUKIB.

TexcTy He3HAYHO BifpeflaroBaHi; JOCIiBHI IIepeKIajiy TeKCTiB,
SAKI HaIlMCaHi He aHIJIiICbKOI MOBOIO, HaBelleHi B KiHI[i KHUTH.

KoHTteker | Axenmc PaHH

3 opHoro 60Ky, mpoekT «Bmacuumu cnosamu | In Our Own
Words» 1je ¢BATKYBaHHSA CIIM MOBM Ta TBOPYOCTi. 3 iHIIOTO
00Ky, Lle CBATO, sAKe Bi0yBaeTbCs B KOHTEKCTi, ab0 iHakIIe
Ka)Xy4l — Y BiJITIOBi/ib Ha IeBHi XaniOHi o6cTasuum. [To-nepure,
1€ JaBHA IMOMiTHKa PO3PaX0BaHOI BOPOXOCTI, AKY IPOBOJUTH
OpPUTAHCHKUI YPsAJ, 110 Bi[HOIIEHHIO 10 ITepeBaXKHOI 0i/bIIocTi
nrofielt, AKi NpUDKMKaTh Ko CrnomydeHoro KoponmiBcTBa B
Hourykax 6esmne4Horo Micus nepebysanss. Lle nepeurkonn, sxi
BUHVKAIOTh Ha IIULAXY ODKeHIB 1o 6e3neknu i camopeanisalii,
Ta, Ha OibII ONTUMICTUYHIN HOTI, pimydi sycumnsa 6i>KeH11iB,
LIyKaYiB MPUTYIKY Ta iHIIKMX /I TIOJONMAHHSA LMX IIE€PELIKOZ,.
I pyroro o6craBuHOIO € BiltHa Pocii nmportu Ykpainu. Xoda peakiis
ypsany Benukoi bpuranii Ha 1o Tparefito 6yaa yHiKaJTbHUM
BUHATKOM, 1O BifIMiHMB IOMITUKY BOPOXKHEYi, JOCBiJ] BiliHM Ta
nepeMilleHHA TUCAY YKPaIHLiB BUCBITIM/IN TPYAHOIL, 3 AKMMU
HOCTiTHO cTUKaloThcs ObkeHI B bpuranii. Came 11i mpo6nemu,
xo4a 6 4aCTKOBO, HAMAra€eTbCs BUPIMIMTU MPOeKT «BracHumu
cnoamn | In Our Own Words».

Hecatupiuna BiltHa Pocii nmpotn Ykpainu cTana 3104MHOM
IPOTM JTIOAICTBA; @ TAKOXX 3/I0YMHOM IIPOTY MOBM, TOOTO MOBM
AK BUABY TOAAHOCTI. Lle HacuIbCTBO NpUitHAO 6e3nid popm.
3a cxeMo10, 1110 po3po6m1nac;1 cromitTamu, Pocig Hamarajnacg
3pyMHYBaTH YKPaiHCbKY MOBHO-KY/IbTYPHY aBTOHOMIIO
HUIAXOM MapriHamisanii Ta miksimanii mpepsxasHoi moBu. Tyt
JIZIETHCA He TibKY NP0 YKPAIHChKY, ajle TAaK0XK, HAIIPUKIIAJ, PO
KPUMCBKOTaTapcbKy. BogHowac 3pificHIoBanocs GesnepepBHe
BTpy4aHH:A Pocii Bo BHyTpimHi cnipaBu YKpaiHu Hi6UTO B
iHTepecax «pocilicbkoi MoBU» Ta ii HociiB. lle BTpy4yaHHA
3aBepIIN/IOCh MTOBHOMACIITAOHMM KPUBAaBMM BTOPTHEHHAM
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y 2022 poui, moO OCTAaTOYHO 3MEHUIMJIO IE€PCIEKTUBU
byHKLiOHYBaHHA pocilicbkoi MoBM B Ykpaini. barato xTo 3
yKpaiHLiB, I AKUX POCiiicbKa KOMUCh Oyla MOBOIO JJOMY Ta
ciM’i, a60 MOBCAK/IEHHOTO Oi3HeCY Ta CIIIKYBaHHS, BUJA/IVIN
il 31 CBOTO >XUTTs, NOAINAIYYN MO3NIII0 CBOTO YpARY. A caMe,
c/loBa 3arapOHMKa He MOXYTb IIpeTEeH[yBaTM Ha Micie B
cepusax ykpaiHnis. Taki BuToku HaBiTh Mormm 6 mpupbatu
iponiyHoro 3micry, sk6u ry4Hi 3asBu Kpemisa mpo typbory
IIPO POCifICbKOMOBHMX YKpaiHIIiB He Oy/ IOCTilTHOIO OpexHero.
HapeurTi, six 3aBX/y, BiitHa i TMpaHist 3poOMIN CBOIO CIIPaBY.
Pociiicbka «crenianbHa BificbKOBa onepalis» 3HU3NUIA SKiCTb
MOBU SIK HOCis 3Ha4eHH: LIUIAXOM YIIPOBa/PKeHHA eBeMi3MiB,
aKpOHIMIB Ta puTOpUIHOro 671edY, AKMIT BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS IS
IPUKPUTTA PisaHMHM Ta BUIIPABJAHHSA TOTO, 1[0 BUIIPABAYyBaTU
HEMOXX/TMBO.

Ane MoBa Takoxx 3aBxau Oyna apeHorw omnopy. Ak i B icTopii
HOIIepeHIX TOKOMiHb, YKpalHChKa IepeXkiia BOMBCTBO CBOIX
HocCiiB i 6e3mifcTaBHMII CyMHIB IOJO CBOE€I JeriTMMHOCTI
BMKOHYBaTy QYHKIII ocepeqika He3ame)XXHOI YKPaiHChKOI ifieH-
TryHOCTI. Terep ii ctaTyc cTaB 6e3neyHNM, K HIKOIY paHille, He
TiIBKY B IKOCTi 0iLliiiHOI HalliOHAIBHOT, aje 11 Y po/ti OCHOBHOI
€BponeiichbKoi MoBM. HesanmexxHo Bif yCiX MOXK/IMBUX YCK/TaIHEHD
i monemiky HaBKOMIO cebe, BUKOPUCTAHHS POCIICHKOI TEX MOXKe
oytu ¢popmoro onopy: ko Kpemab po6uts 06ypnmBe npuiry-
II[eHH, 1110 POCiiichbKa MOBa € J10T0 BIACHICTIO, SIKY TOTPiOHO 3a-
XMILATY Ta IPOIATryBaTH, BUKOPUCTAHHSA POCIIICHKOI MOBY 3271
apTUKYIALIl CBOET YKPAIHCHKOI 1JeHTUYHOCTI, BifICTOIOBAaHHA
CBOTO iCHYBaHHA IIij] 3arp030I0 MOXKHA PO3ITIAMATHU AK CHOCIO
Bi/IBOIOBaHHS BJIACHOTO IIPOCTOPY y MOTEHLIIHOIO OKYIIaHTa.

OpnHak, MabyTb, HaMaraHHs 0OpaM/IATY MOBY LIVIMU YOPHO-6i-
JIMIMU TepMiHaMU T€POi3My Ta BiIKTVMHOCTI € IIOMUIKOBUM, TAKOX
AK 1 IPOTUCTABIATY POCINICHKY Ta YKPalHChKY SIK aHTAarOHIiCTiB.

Tak camo 5K B 6araTbox KpaiHax (pyHKI[iOHYIOTb pi3Hi MOBH,
JIIOAM TaKOXX 3a3BMYall pO3MOBIAIOTH JeKinbKoMa. B Toit 4yac
AK Jiep>KaBy BiJJaI0Th IepeBary >KOPCTKUM 3aKOHaM, 0COOINBO
KON MIIeThCA PO €K3UCTEHIIiaIbHIN BiliHi, TIOIM IIPOJOBXYIOTh
I[OAHA TPaHCHOPMYBATH Ta 3MIITYBAaTV MOBY 3 TBOPYMM aIl/IOM-
6oM (K/1acYHMIT IPUKIIA — YKPaiHCbKO-POCIIChKMII TiOpuHMII
CYpXKUK), 60 Ha MeTi JTIofiell He KOHTPOJIb, @ CIIIIKYBaHHA. Y
IIOpiBHAHO OJJHOMOBHIN KpaiHi, Takiil AK Benuka bpuranis,
4acTO Y>KMBaHi TEPMiHM Ha KIITA/IT «pOCiiICbKOMOBHI YKpaiHIIi»
CTBOPIOIOTDH X1OHE Bpa)kKeHH:, IPUXOBYIOYM 3[ATHICTD /IO
MaHEBPYBATH MK POCIIIChKOIO Ta YKPaiHChKOIO, He Ka)Ky4M BxKe
po 6araro iHIINX MOB, AKMMI BOHU TaKOK BOJIOLIIOTh.

IIpore 14 3[JaTHICTb O MOBJIEHHEBOI iMIIpOBi3alii 3aA
HOBCAKIEHHNUX ITOTPe6 CTajla Cepiio3HNM BUK/IMKOM Yepe3 BilfHy,
AKa IPOTATOM JECATU POKiB BUKOPYOBYBajla YKpaiHIIiB 3 pifHO1
3eMIi, 3MyIIyIoun iX mykatu 6esneku Ha CBOIN OaTbKiBIHI,
a TaKoX, 0co6mBo 3 2022 poKy, B iHIINX KpaiHax. YMOBH, 3a
AKUMM YKPaiHIIiB IpUiIMany B IHIIKX €BPOIENChKUX KpaiHax,
cripocTuu ix mocBif nepebyBanus y CrnonydeHomy Koponis-
CTBi, TOPiBHAHO 3 >KepTBaMM iHIMIMX KOHQMIKTIB 3 Appukn Ta
brnsbkoro Cxopny. Ane 5k cTatyc 6bkeHIA 3 6yab-AKOi KpaiHn
BCe Ille O3Ha4Ya€ pi3Ky 3MiHy MOBJIEHHEBOTO Ta KyJIbTYPHOTO Ce-
PEemOBNIL, a TAKOXK 3iTKHEHHA 3 IpiOpMTeTaMM aJMiHICTPAaTUBHOI
Tep>KaBU Ta IOITIALOM Ha KUTTA i MOBY. [Ipu 11boMy TepIiHHA 50
Oe3nmaHUX peaniit ODKeHIiB He 3aBX/u BucTadae. Hanpukiap,
nepebyBanHs y Benukiit bpuranii, He3Baxkaoun Ha 3abe3IedeH-
HA IepeKIajiB i HalaHH:A MOC/IYT NepekIafjadiB 3 60Ky MicueBoi
BJIa/I, 110 TIepeOyBae Iifi HOCTINIHUM 3HaYHUM TUCKOM, 000B’513-
KOBO Ilepefbavae MmifericTs 4iTkiit iepapxii mos. Ha Bepuimsi
mipamifiu 3a 3aMOBYYBaHHAM BIIEBHEHO PO3MICTU/IACA aHIJIiN-
CbKa, B TOJI Yac K YyKpaiHCbKa — CTaH/IJapTHA, O4iKyBaHa; Ha3BaHa,
KoaMdiKoBaHa MOBa €BPOIEICHKOTO COI3HMKA 3HAXOAUTHCSA
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HIDKYe, aJle 11je [jaJIeKo TTonepeny 61/1bI MiHOpUTI30BaHOI MOBH,
SK-OT KPMMCBKOTAaTapchKa, HeoDililiHOI cyMilli, IK-OT CYPIKUK,
a00 4YMC/IEHHUX MOBJICHHEBUX Pi3HOBWJIB PyCHMHCBHKOI MOBY,
He Ka)Ky4l BKe IIpo Iie Oi1bI MapriHaabHi KOpiHHI MOBH 3-3a
Me>xamy Espon.

HermopaBHo mpu6ysii ykpaiHiyi, Ak i 611bIIiCT IepeceeHIiiB,
ONIMHWINCA B IApafloKcanbHil curyaril. s Toro 106 interpy-
BaTUCA B OPUTAHCBKE CYCIIINIbCTBO — OTPMMATH POOOTY, OpeHAY-
BaTV KBapTUPY, 3HAITH APY3iB, HATATOAUTI XXUTTA — MIOTPiOHO
TOBOPUTH aHIJIIICBKOIO; ajie 1[0 OBOIOAITY MOBOI0, 0COOINBO
B JIOpPOC/IOMY Billi, HOTPiOHI He TiIbKM 3aHATTA, a 1 MIOfeHH]
B3a€MOJil 3 aHIJTOMOBHMM OTOYEHHAM. Y IIbOMY KOHTEKCTi MOBa
MOYKe CTaTy 0OTSDKIMBOIO 1 6e3pamicHOI0 — TOOTO CKopill mpo-
61emMoro, Ky Tpeba Mofi0/1aTy, HiXk 3ac060M CaMOBMPaXKEHHS 41
NIPYENHAHHA 10 MiCLI€BOI CIII/IBHOTM.

111 nmpo6ema crana ocobmso rocrpoto B llloTmannaii, saxa,
IIPOIIOPLIIITHO CBOEMY HACe/IeHHIO, IpuiiMae Oiyblile yKpaiHIiB,
HiK 6ymb-sKa iHmTa yacTuHa Benukoi bpurawii. ¥ pesynbrari,
6araTo TUCAY YKpaiHI[iB CIIOYaTKY pO3MIiIl[yBa/IiCsA He Y TOCIIOfia-
piB, sK IXHi CIIBBITYM3HMKY, a B TOTE/IAX i Ha Kpyi3HOMY KOpabii
Ha piuni Knaitn. Ieit kopabenb cTaB IaBalodo0 YKpaiHOIO B
MiHiaTIopi, 1110 He 3a06e3MeYyBasTo0 MOXXIMBOCTI CIIKYBaTHUCA 3
MICIIeBUMU >KUTEIAMMU.

HesBaxaroun Ha 11e, KOnu iaeTbcs npo Moy, lloTnangis (a
Takox Yenbc i IliBHiuHa Ip/anpis) MaloTh 110 3alpONOHYBATH
6ixennaMm. Ile te, mo HabaraTo Baykde 3HaMTH B AHIJIIT, 0cO6/IN-
BO 3a Mexkamut JIOH/JOHa, a came, BiIKPUTICTh ;O MOXKIMBOI Oa-
TraTOMOBHOCTI, Bi[4yTTA TOTO, 1[0 aHIJIIJIChKA € JMIIEe YaACTUHOO
BIJITIOBiJIi HA 3aIIUT.

Y Toi1 4ac sIK 610pOKpaTHYHe TaHyBAaHHSA aHIIIICBKOI € a6C0-
JIIOTHUM, KOKeH MellKaHelb IloTmanpii ycBiJoMII0€ He Ti/IbKI
Te, K 1XHi Bepcii aHIIiCbKOI MOXKYTbh Biffpi3HATHUCA Bifi HOPM,

BJMI3HAYEHMX «HA MiB/IHi», ajle TAKOX, 10 HaBiThb PI3HOMAaHITHA,
6araTomnojsipHa aHIJIICbKa MOBA He Ma€ MOHOIOJII Ha CITi/IKY-
BaHHA YU KY/IbTYPHY iIeHTUYHICTD, BPaXOBYI04l, IO IeTbChKa
Ta IOT/IAHJCbKA MOBY, X04a J1 MapriHaji3oBaHi, IPOIOBXYIOTh
BIDKMBATH, a MiCLAMM 11 IPOLBiTATH.

binpmre Toro, Take ycBiZOMJIEHHS IOCTiIHOI MOXX/IMBOCTI
(dYHKI[IOHYBaTH IO-iHIIOMY 3a HOIOMOTOK MOBY, CTBOPIOE
HOTeHLiasI /1A e OiIbII pafiuKaabHOTO, Oi/IbII iHK/TI03MBHOTO
MYIBTUKYIbTypaniamy. Take 6aueHH: npencrasiere y «[Tloposi»,
6araTOMOBHII MoeMi, CKaafeHill TOMIiIIHIM HalliOHAJIbHUM
noeroM lllornanpii Ha im’a [Ixeki Keit Ha 4ecTb BifKpUTTSA MIOT-
JAHJChKOTO MapnaMeHTy B 2016 poui. IToeT saknmKae NomiTUKiB
«rOBOPUTY OY/[b-SIKOI0 MOBOIO: «OY/Ib TACKa, TACKABO IIPOCUMO»
OXKEHIISIM 31 BCbOTO CBIiTY», CTBEPXKYIOUY, 110 «HAIIlA CUJIA — Iie
Hallla BifIMiHHICTb», i IEMOHCTPYIOUM CUTYy TAKOIO Pi3SHOMaHITTA
3a JOIIOMOTOIO Tac/a, 1[0 MOBTOPIOETHCA KilbKOMa MOBaMl, B
ToMy 4ncii — MoBolo Imasro (‘Wan patter is naer enough. / Mak
yersel at hame’) Ta ykpaincbkoto (‘OpHiel MOBU HiKOJIM HeTOCTAT-
HbO / JlackaBO IPOCUMO’).

Came 11 ONTUMICTMYHA NI€PCIIEKTUBA Ha/IUXHY/Ia KOMaHY
«Bracanmu cnoamu | In Our Own Words» po3po6utu poexT,
SIKUII TPYHTY€ETbCS Ha Bipi B Te, 110 MOBa Ta TBOPYiCTb MOXYTh
He JIMIlIe JOIIOMOITY HOBOIpUOYINM (Y IIbOMY BUIIAJKY, YKPaiH-
11M) 3HaiTU cBiit ronoc y lloTmanpii, ase TakoX ZOIOMOXYTb
IIePEKOHATHCS, 110 1i pi3HOMaHITHI TOIOCK CTaHYTb YaCTUHOIO
PO3MOB, 1110 cTBOPIO€ MaitoyTHE [lloTmanmii.

Posrnaparoun cBO€ [JaBHO ycTajleHe MOBHE PO3MAITTA AK
TPaMIUTiH /11 KOMIUIEKCHOTO po3BuTKy llloTrnangii, sika 6inbir
BifIKpuTa 10 CBiTYy, 3a AyMKowo [Ixeku Kes, Mu Hacmigyemo
6naropopui Tpapnuii. Ha mouarky XX cromitts I"1o Mak/liapmin
Ipe/ICTaByUB IIOT/IAH/ICbKY MOBY fIK 3aci0 IIBMJKOTO BifHOB-
NeHHsA posipBaHux 3aB’sa3kiB HloTnanpil 3 €sponoto. IlisHime
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Kpictodep BaiiT nepeTBopuB MucaHHs Ta MepeKIaf Fe/IbCbKOIO
Ha 9aCTUHY KOCMOIOITUYHOL MMChbMEHHUIBKOL iJeHTUIHOCT.
Opnak, noet i nepexnagady Ensin Mopran iMOBipHO ABIA€
cobor0 HalisHavHiny ¢irypy B uiit Tpaguuii. B 1971 poui, Ha-
NPUKiHI 37TOOHNX i HaIpy)XeHMX fie6aTiB Mpo BifCYTHICTD y
HloTmaHpii €MMHOI HalliOHAIBHOI MOBY, MOpraH CTBepI KyBaB,
10 151 «3MillIaHa Jep>KaBa» MOXKe OyTU «3aMacKOBaHUM 071aro-
CIIOBEHHAMY, a y CBOIJ1 BJIACHII 110€3il He /IMIIe BUKOPUCTOBYBaB
LIOTNIAHACHKY Ta aHIMINICbKY MOBHU, ajleé TAaKOXX 3all0YaTKyBaB
TPeH/I Ha MiIBUIIEeHY 9y TIMBIiCTb 10 MOBY, 1J0 Bifo6pas3miocs B
JI0TO0 ITepeKIaziax 3 6araTboxX MOB, BKIIOYAI0UM YKPATHChKY, IiC/IA
TOTO, AK BiH BifiBifaB YKpainy B 1956 poi.

MopraHa MO)KHa BBaXaT! 60>KeCTBOM-IIOKPOBUTE/IEM IIbOTO
IIPOEKTY, a TAKOX JIOTO IOETUYHMM MELIEHATOM, i He TiJIbKU
3aBJISIKM JIOTO pOOOTI IepIonpoxoablis 1o 3’ egHanHo [llorian-
#ii Ta YKpainm.

ITo-nepite, mogi6HO /10 TOTO, SIK IIEPEK/Ia]] 3aiiMaB LleHTPaib-
He MicIle y MOeTUYHii NpakTuli Moprana, mpoekT «BracHumn
cnoBamu | In Our Own Words» Tako>X po3roptaBcsi HABKOJIO
nepeknany. Micie nepexiafy B )XKUTTi ODKeHIIiB BKasye Ha Te,
AKUM 4YMHOM BUTICHEHHS MOKe iHCTPyMEHTa/li3yBaTll MOBY,
11036aB7s1r04n 1i TBOpYOro noteHuiany. [lepexnaz rpe6a poburn,
jtoro Tpe6a poOUTU PaBUIBHO.

JomiHyIo4i aBTOpM30BaHi Bepcii Ta aBTOMATUYHI KOMIT I0Tep-
Hi mporpamu-nepexazjadi CTBOPIOIOTH X1OHe BpaXKeHHS, 110 Iie-
peKIa € akToM JiemnpyBaHHA 260 po306/I0KyBaHHA KOAY, AKWI
3allpOBA/)KY€E TOYHi €KBiBaJIeHTH, 1JO XOBAIOTbCA 3a YY>KUMU
¢pasamn. I maBmaku, Moprah, fAK i Bci xopouri nepextagadi,
JIOTIOMAra€e HaM YCBiTOMMTH TOiI (DaKT, L0 TEePeKIaj — 1€ «eH-
Ty3ia3m» i «BIZKPUTTA»; 1je HEBU3HAYEH NI, BIIKPUTNII IIpOLiec,
SIKUA €, TIEPLI 32 BCe, CIOCOOOM Ii3HATIICS TIPO iHIIY TIOUHY Ta
inme micue. L4 >k y1orika ne>xana B 0CHOBI IpoeKTy «BracHumn

cnoBamu| In Our Own Words»: criiibHuMii Iianor, AK1M € mepe-
KJIaJ], MOXXe IIepeTBOPUTY MOBHI «6ap’epu» Ha Moctu. Koxxue
He3HalloMe CJIOBO — Ij€ MOXK/IMBICTD JII3HATHUCA PO CBIT, AKUNI
BOHO onucye. Mu criofiiBaeMocs, 110 IPMHLNIIL, AKUIL, Ha HAIITy
AYMKY, TaK foOpe CIpalioBaB y Ll Tpymi ODKeHIiB, TaKOX
3a0e3nevynTh YCIiIHNWIL MifIXif| KO iHIIMX CIIZIBHOT yKpaiHIiB Ta
HIyKayiB IPUTYIIKY, 1[0 MAaIOTh pi3HE MOBHE IIOXO/>)KEHHS.

I[To-npyre, MopraH 0yB BiffKkpUTUM [0 Mi>KHapPOJJHOTO BIUIUBY,
i Ha WKy cBO€I Kap’epy BiH HOCTIVB MOX/IMBOCTI KOHKPETHOL
noesii, To6To Takoi, B AKiil popma i BUIIAL Biplra MalOTh He
MeHIIIe 3HaYeHH, HiX J10ro 3BYK a60 jtoro 3mict. Ieit mimicHui
IiJXiJ 10 MOBI, 1110 OXOIUIIOE BCI II aCIIEKTI — 30POBUIL, CITyXO-
BMI1, CEMaHTUYHNIL, COMaTUYHNI, CEHCOPHUIL — TAKOXK CTaB IIpU
HAarofi miji 4ac mpoBeieHHs ceMiHapiB Ta poOOTH Haf Iji€to my6JIi-
Kanio. 3yctpiu Mk Illornangiero Ta YkpaiHoto, 110 KOPOTKO Bi-
nobpaXkaeThCs B Lt ny6nil<aui'1', 1le He IIPOCTO 3iCTaB/IeHHA CIIiB,
3Ha4YeHb Ta nepiofis ictopii. e Takoxx moegHanHs andasiTiB Ta
aKLIeHTIB, BIACTYBUX PiSHUM JIIOLAM, L0 MAlOTh CBill BIACHUI
PUTM, BUCOTY i JUXaHHA.

Otxe, MM B AKOCTi OpraHisaropiB nux ceMmiHapiB Maau Ha
MeTi CTBOpeHHA HPOCTOPY, ¥ AKOMY MIOAU IOYYBaTUMYTbCA
BIIEBHEHO B XOJIi B3aEMOJIil 3 MOBOIO SIK TaKOIO, Ta 31 CBOIMU
PiZHUMM MOBaMM, 11O BTUIIOITH PiSHOMaHITHOCTI KYy/IbTypu
PigHOI KpaiHM, a TAKOXK iHTMMHE BYPaXK€HHS KOXKHOI JIIOAVIHNA.
3ajy1s JOCSTHEHHS L€l iTi, My 3poOM/IN HaCTYIIHE:

py BUOOpi y4acHMKIB MU BPaXOBYBa/IM YKPAIHIIIB 3 Pi3HUM
piBHeM BOJIOAiHHSA aHITIIICHKOIO (ITeBHa po6oTa Oyia mpoBefeHa
HallIMI 9yOBMMIU Iepeknagadamu OneHorwo ta Iiero), ane Mu
HparHy/y 3aTy4UTH O po6OTHU sikoMora 6ijiblire MOB i fjia/IeKTiB,
AKMMM PO3SMOBJIAIOTDH B YKpaiHi Ta B I'masro. Ilo-mpyre, mu 3oce-
penVINCA Ha YHiBepCaJIbHil, IHTUMHIN, CKIafHii TeMi — «JJiM».
A came, pie TBiit fiM? Sxuit B Tebe gimM? STk MOXkHa BIamITyBaTH
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HOBUII iM y HOBIIT kpaiHi? Yn € y Ha1iit MOBi c/1oBO «gim»?¢ L1i
MIMTAaHHA NOBTOPIOBA/INCA 3HOBY i 3HOBY IIPOTATOM TPbOX CEMi-
HapiB. (Tak camo 1 TeMa, TOB’s13aHa 3 DKEI — MAaKCUMaTbHUM
poMarHiM KoMm¢oprtom). ITo-Tpere, m06 Taki Baxkki po3MOBK
CTanyM MOXKIMBMMM, MY HaMarajaucs CIPUATU HPOSIBIEHHAM
BPOJIKeHOI TBOPYOI HaCHATY YYaCHMKIB, a TAKOXK 3poOUTH ceMi-
Hapy MaKCHMaJIbHO IPY>KHIMM Ta I[iKaBUMI.

MaicTepHi | KetpiH MakkiHHOH

dopmar cemiHapy, TOOTO IIOEJHAHHA METO/IB TBOPYOTO MICbMa
Ta IepeKIazy, ClIMpaBCcsA AK Ha IOCBij pO6OTI/I II>xeiiMca B IKOCTi
BUIKJIaJIaya IepeK/Iajly, Tak i Ha MOIO BJIACHY IIOCTilIHy po6OoTy Haf
KOJIEKTUBHOIO TToesieto. [IpoTsirom 6ararbox pokiB s IpaljoBaja
3 ODKeHIAMY, IIyKayaMy IIPUTY/IKY Ta IHIINMM MiCLIEBYMU XK1 -
TE/ISIMM, BUKOPUCTOBYIOUM [I0€3iI0 Ta TBOPYY I'PYIOBY pOOOTY 5K
iHCTpyMeHTM /11 0OOTOBOpPEeHHs Ta JOKYMEHTYBAaHHS iX JOCBimy
noBcsakjeHHoro XuTTa B [lloTmanpii. Ha nux ceminapax Bigmo-
BifiHi BipIIi CTy>XKMJI OCHOBOIO JIJIs1 TPYIIOBOTO OOTOBOPEHHS,
MJCbMOBYX BIIPaB i TBOPYOI AisATbHOCTI.

[IpoexT «Brnacunmu cnoBamu | In Our Own Words» Bizpis-
HABCS BiJl MOIX ITOIIepeHiX POOIT THM, 110 WIEHN TPy BOTOAIIN
Oi/IbIIIOI0 Ki/IBKICTIO CIITbHMX MOB. X04a 6Y/IM TaKOX IIPefiCTaB-
JIeHi OKpeMi HOCII IeAKMX MOB, TaKMX AK T'yIpKapari Ta iCllaHChKa.
o mo aHIMiiChKOI, yKpaiHChKOI, POCifICBKOI, YPAY, IOIbCHKOI Ta
IIOT/IAHACHKOI, cepef] HALMX YYacHUKIB Oy/1y IpUHANMHI IBO€
HOCIIB KOXXHOI 3 IJIX MOB.

Taxuit KinbKicHUIT pO3IOAIT HOCIIB Pi3HNMX MOB 3abe3neynB
HabaraTo Oifnblie MPOCTOPY A/ HMOIMMOIEHUX JUCKYCI PO
BUOip i 3HAUEHHA C/IiB, K y IOe3il, AKY MV YMTa/IN, TaK i y BipIIax,
HaIlVICAaHUX Y9aCHUKAMM CEMiHapy.

Mu crtaHyBamyu 3MIiCT ceMiHapiB TaKMM YMHOM, 1006 MaTu
MOX/IMBICTh pO3MMPIOBATM OOCAT POOOTM IIOTVDKHA: Bif
OKpeMMX JTiTep Ta Pi3HOMaHITHUX a/ndaBiTiB Ha NepIIOMY ceMi-
Hapi, X 10 pparMeHTiB TeKCTy Ha Apyromy. Take I1aHyBaHHSA
3a0esnevynIo HaM BeINYe3HY KiZbKicTh Marepiany — Bisyaib-
HOT'0, TEKCTOBOTI'O i 3BYyKOBOI'O — Ha OCTaHHbOMY CeMiHapi, Konu
YYaCHMKM IIpaIioBaIy Hafl Oi/IbII iHTEHCHBHUMM HepeKIagaMu
Ta IEPenuCcyBaHHAM CBOIX BJIACHUX IOINepefHiX ¢gparMeHTiB
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Ta JIesIKMX 3 ONYO/IiKOBaHMX BipIIiB, SKi MM YUTAINU IPOTATOM
npoekrty. Jlekinbka 3 yyacHUKIB Oy1M JOCBiTYEeHNMH ITOETaMu
Ta MMCbMEHHMKAMH, 10 HACOIOKyBa/IMCs TOHKOIIAMJ MOBY,
Ta 4Ki BipmIi Bi/IbHO IMHY/NM HAa CTOPiHKM. [I/1s1 iHIIMX ceMiHapn
CTa/M CTPUOKOM y HeBiZIOMe, @ 4aCOM — He3pyYHUM KPOKOM 3a
Mexi cBO€l 30HM KoMdopTy. B rpymi, 10 moeanye mropeit pisHoro
PiBHA BIIEBHEHOCTI Ta )XUTTEBOTO JOCBiMY, CIIiBIIpalls CTA€ Hall-
INOTY>XHIIIMM iHCTPYMEHTOM [/ MONOTAHHA BHYTPIIIHBOTO
rojnocy, akuit menodve «Iloesia He m1A MeHe», abo «4 6inpuie
mo6mio nudpu». [parooyn B HeBeIMYKNX IPpyIax, abo mopu-
Hal4y y BJIACHOK MOBY Ta II ilioOMaTUKy pasoM 3 Ma/IEHbKOIKO
I'PYIIOI0, MU CTBOPU/IM IIPOCTIp, /e KOKEeH 3MiI HaBUMTU BCiX
iHIMX y4yacHMKIB 4orocb HoBOro. CHmcok ymwobneHux ciiB
imoctpye macmtabu posmosu. 1li cioa O6ynu orpumani e 3
OfiHi€l BIIpaBy — po3MMHKM. [liania3oH ym06/IeHNX CTiB cATaE Bif
KBITiB i JaHYOOKCIB 710 M1000Bi Ta cCBOOOM.

3BMYAITHO, Hill[O 11 HIKO/INM He CKIaJa€EThCs CaMe TakK, K BU
IUIaHYy€Te, Hi B )KUTTI, Hi B TBOpUYiil MalicTepHi. Henepen6aueni
€/IEMEHTH, AK-OT aKTMBHA YIaCTh JIiTell y TBOPYMX IMCbMEHHNLb-
KUX 3aHATTAX, 3MiHI/IN HAIIPAMOK Ta aTMOC]epy MaiicTepeHb Ha
kpaue. [paitmuBicTh i XXKBaBiCTh AUTAYMX BHECKIB Y CBOIO Yepry
HaJUXHY/IN JOPOCINX Ha TBOPYICTh Ta CTBOPEHH: HEBUMYIIIe-
HOTO IIPOCTOPY, /i€ TIOAM MOXKYTb IOJUIMTIACA CBOIMU IyMKaMI
ta TeKkctamu. Hau gaBHiit fpyr Ensin MopraH 3’1BUBCA 3HOBY, i
vioro «ITicHs npo JloxHecbke YyZOBUCbKO» 0€3CYMHIBHO, 3By4aa
YKPaIHChKOIO JI1 AUTAYMX BYIIOK.

Xoya 11e71 MOMEHT JIETKO NMPOIyCTUTY, KOJIM Ma€ell Ha yBasi
BiUyTHY KiHIIeBYy MeTy (uo KHury!), came axkTt 06’ efHaHHA
TIOZeN /1A CIINbHOI AiANIBHOCTI CTa€ MOTY>XHUM MOTHBOM. Ko
CTpaXJa€ll Bif myMy abo cTpecy i yCKIaJHeHb, HaBYAIOUNCh
JKUTU y HOBI KpaiHi, JO3B1/I 3yIIMHUTHUCA HA Iapy TOAMH i 30-
cepeuTICA Ha HalHENPAaKTUYHIIIIN TeMi, TaKill AK 1oesid, 11

6araTbox JI0fieil MOXKe CTAaTV IIPMEMHO OCBDKAIOYMM JOCBiIOM.
SIK cKa3aB OfMH YKPaiHCbKMII y9aCHUK: «VIeHi TOBeI0CsA BKIIIO-
YITY MO30K i 00paTy KpeaTMBHUII MiAXif 7O NOIIYKY BigoBifei
Ha 3anuTaHHA ... CIIomiBaiocs, el JOCBIT TOIIOMOYKe MeHi CTaTh
Oi/1bII BIIKPUTUM B XOfii CIIIZIKYBaHHSA y MaitOy THbOMY».

CrBopeHHI0 aTMoc(epu MalicTepeHb K IIPOCTOPY, OKPEeMOTo
BiJl pelITH CBiTYy, Ay>Ke JOIOMOITIM JIOKALil MepIINX JBOX CeMi-
HapiB, Common Ground, KOMuIIHSA BiTpUHA B )XBAaBOMY MicCTi
[’1asro, Ha J10T0 IieHTpa/IbHil By/nIyi, Oy/a mepeTBOpeHa Ha MicIie
111 06’ €fHAHHA Pi3HNX CIIBHOT Yepe3 MIUCTELTBO Ta KY/IbTYPY.
Bu6ip i€l mokauii ctas mogBirtHoI0 nepeparolo. [To-nepiue, ToMmy
11O MM 3MOI/I CTBOPUTY TaM MUPHMUI 1 KPaCUBUIL IIPOCTIp 1A
CIinbHOI po6OTH — 6APBUCTI Mypanyu IpUKpalaIu CTiHN, KOMn
HepeXO0XKi JIIUIV II0B3 BiTPMHY 110 iHIIMIT 61K MaTOBOTO CK/ISTHOTO
BikHa. [lo-mpyre, ydacHUMKM Many 3MOry O3HATOMUTICA 3 LIi€10
JIOKAIi€l0 Ta il IOTOYHOI IIPOrPaMoOI0 JIis/IbHOCTI.

ITanecTuncpkuit moer Maxmyn JJapBill mucas, IO «KOXKEH
IpeKpacHUi Bipll — Iie aKT onopy». ¥ 1eit 306ipHMK yBiium
Bipii mpo MasyieHbKi BTixu, 6/akuTHe He6O, MOBY, KOXaHHS i
BTPAaTH, AKUM NpOTUCTOAMN aBTOpK. KaTeropusania 6yna 3po-
67eHa 3a HAI[IOHAJBHICTIO, MOBOIO UM MIrpaliitHuM CTaTyCOM.
ABTOPM TaKOXX YMHU/IN OMip CUIaM, AKi HaMaTaaucs TpUMaTH
Hac Ha BificCTaHi OAMH BiJi OTHOTO, @ TAKOXX TUM, XTO Kake, 10
BipIIi MalOTh BUITIAATH, 200 3By4YaTy IIEBHUM 9MHOM, 00 MaTh
IIEBHUII TUII aBTOPa. M1 criofiiBaeMocs, 110 YMTAYM KHUTY, KA
3Milrye MoBH, 06pasy, Moesiio i Mpo3y, BU 3MO)KeTe HaCOMOANTH -
51 cMakoM 1poekTy «Brmacuumu cnosamn | In Our Own Words».
Le — roMiH po3MOBH, CTIOBA TYT i TaM YKPaiHCbKOIO, POCiICbKOIO,
IyIPKypari Ta HiMEIIbKOK MOBaMI; HOXKUII Ta IIMaTOYKM MAIIiPY,
asie mepiu 3a Bce 1je nutaHHsA. «Illo e o3Havae? K Bu 1ie BMMOB-
nsiere? Yoro Bam 6pakye? Illo o3nadae 6yTu Boma?»
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JiM B MeHi IpopocTae KOpiHHAM

Kristina Yatsyshena

JiM B MeHi IpOpPOCTa€ KOPiHHAM.
[To 3anuiry TBOIM MOKOMIHHAM?
He6o0 uucre, mpupoan kpacy..?
Yu nmopy>kato, un foHecy?

Yy noBepHeTHCA O CTEXMHA

B piganit fim -

B moro Ykpainy...

Home Is Taking Root

Kristina Yatsyshena

The home is taking root in me
How can I leave them after? See

The clear sky... The beauty of the tree...

Am I going to destroy the chain?

Or will I lose my passion in this pain?
Will my soul return to lovely home
Or I always like a storm...
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Dom we mnie zapuszcza korzenie,
Ktore pozastawie waszemu pokoleniu?

JloM BO MHe IIpOpOCTaeT KOPHAMI,
YTO OCTaB/IIO TBOEMY ITOKOJIEHNIO?

34 ¢

Heimat: Sie schldgt in mir Wurzeln.

‘Was werbe ich der nichsten Generation hinterlassen?

laspiBcTBO MpOPOCTAE KOPIHHAM BO MHi.

Tax o mury cBoim fiTBakam?
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Home Is

Paulina Zurakowska

Home is

the ‘Big Yin’s brew’ coaster,

next to the I <3 Mum one,

and tendrils of steam from a chipped Mini Eggs mug.
Home is

The bits and bobs from faraway places,

The gifted painting of four faces,

And the rolled-up socks huddled in the corner of the sofa,
Waiting to be claimed in the morning rush.

Home is

bubbling broth and

chunks of celeriac bobbing along the surface,
dancing with the carrot and parsnip,

warming wind-whipped, ruby red cheeks.

Home is

The clanking of stainless steel against bowl

In the still silence of a long and late afternoon,

Home is

My knobbly knees thrown clumsily over my mothers,
And barging into my sister’s room for a wee gossip,
“You'll never guess what -

But she almost always does.

Home is

Language shifting, shedding, morphing

mix-matching with another

‘What'’s the word again for -

‘Oh I don’t know but I know what you mean;,

It is the fervent waving of hands, the rising intonations,
And the disapproving/approving grumble of my father.
Home is

Where [ am

Where they are

Where we are.
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IiM — e KUIsaauin 6ynb]7{0H 31 cMixy,
CYIepevoK, >KapTiB i mo6oBi

warmth laughter dumplings
TEIIOTA CMiX BapEHUKU

[im 11e rapsianit 6y/160H

Ilim 11e konu Hebeca Taki 671aKuTHI
IliM 11e 3armax 3emi

Ilim 1e 36mpatmcs pasom

JliM BKOpiHMBCSA B M€Hi

tcl «il S| €42 | Home is the End of World

Minaxi Champaneri
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Where the fragrance of the motherland wafting.
Where the blue clouds spreads over the sky.

Family members are enjoying together at home.
Where the fragrance of the cooked dishes are wafting.
Where everyone is reminiscing of the life.

Wherever we moved, we built the house.

That’s what Home is the end of world.
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Mb1 BepHéMCA Ha3af,

Vanya Yakimov

Mpb1 BepHéMCs Ha3al, ¥ Ha 9TO €CTb Macca IPUYLH,

W cBOMMM K/TI0YaMU OTKpOeM 3HaKOMbIe IBEpPII.

BpInbeM 4aro ¢ MaJIMHOM, YTO Ka>KETCH OYEHD IIPOCTHIM,

W ycnéM Ha mopylKe CBO€N, U IOJ, KPbILIEN CBOEIO.

Hac He Hy>XKHO BUHUTD, MbI B€3/1M CTAPUKOB U JieTell.

Ot cBMHIIa U CHapAfa, OT CMEPTY ¥ TPOXOTA IYIIEK.

Hac He HY>XHO Xa/eTb, HaM [JOCTaTOYHO B 3TU CTO [HEI
Ynanoce o cebe MOCMOTPETD, IPOYUTATD U TOCTYLIATh.

Mpl BepHEMCA Ha3all, KTO-TO paHblile, KTO IO3Xe - He CYTbh.
W capmpl pazo6béMm, 1 IOMI0O6MM JTABHO Pa3T0OMBIINX.
Cka)keM TPYCTHO cr1acu60 cynbbe 3a M3BMUINCTBIN Ty Th

W ¢ 607b111071 67TarOAPHOCTHIO0 BCIOMHIUM HAC BCEX MPUIOTUBILNX.
MBbI BepHEMCSI TOMOTL ¥ IPOTIIEM 10 JTI0OMMbBIM MECTaM.
Bb1yT OBI 11€71 3TOT IOM, TZie CHUMAJT, YJIU POC U ObUI CYACT/INB.
W 3By4aT ronoca 13 pa3nmM4HbIX IPOBMHIINI 1 CTPaH.

MBbI BepHEMCS TOMOIA, 4YTOO yrKe HMKOT/]A He IIPOIIAThCA.

This Russian-language poem, written by a Ukrainian
poet in Kyiv in 2022, was one of two chosen by Nataliia
Batrakova to represent the theme of ‘home’.
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Mu noBepHeMOCH JOJOMY

Yevheniia Vodopianova, after Yakimov

Mpmu noBepHeEMOCS JOZOMY

ITiCJIA LBOTO COJOMY

i st poro € 6e3iy MpUYMH.
CT0iMO, MOBYMMO Ki/IbKa XBYJINH
Ta CBOIMM K/TIOYaMU

Hayde Yy>KUMM PyKaMu
BiIKpMEMO 3HaNoOMi fBepi,
11o6a4MMo 3HaIOMi CTeJIi.

Aye We'll Be Back

Finola Scott, after Yakimov

Aye we'll be back for shair.

An we'll open oor ain doors,
Wi oor ain keys.

Thir’ll be nae fuss.

We'll jist settle doon

Wi a wee cup a tea.

An fair contented

We'll coorie doon in air ain bed
Heid saft oan the pillow

In oor ain hame.
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SI6nyka gocninm, A67yka YepBoHi
Maskym Ryls’kyi

A6nyka gocminm, A6myka 4epBoHi!

Mu 3 T060I0 J1/1eMO CTEXKOIO B Cafy.

Tu MeHe, KoXaHa, IpOBeziell [0 101,

S nmigy — 1, Mmoxe, GinbIe He IPUILAY.
Byxe-s1 m1000B gocmina mip IIPOMiHHAM TeIUINM,
I'ii sippanm pagicHi ycra,-

A Tenep y ceplii IIOCh TPEMTUTb i rpae,

SIK TpeMTNTD Ha COHLI IiJIKa 30/10Ta.

Teit, 110/ YKOBTIIOTh, i CMHIE HEOO,
ITnyrarap y noni nefBe Mag4nTh-

ITowinyit BocTaHHE, OOHIMU BOCTAHHE;
BMmie po3cTaBaTich TOIL, XTO BMIB TIOOUTB.

This Ukrainian-language poem, written in 1917,
was one of two chosen by Nataliia Batrakova to
represent the theme of ‘home’.
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Where
Syeda Sadaf Anwar
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Where
Syeda Sadaf Anwar

Where will be the blue sky?
Where will that house be found?
Where they passed the night and day
where you and we met

where all was true

where all was love

where all the secrets were

where everyone was friends

where all those fields are golden
Now all are dust

now all are ashes

Where will that blue sky be found?
Where will that house be found?
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Miit iM TaxHe YePHO3EMOM

Home had come here
The end of the earth is home

JiM IpUIIOB CIoau
Kpait semsi e fim

Dom to jest koniec ziemi

48

Sweet home, Ykpanna

Where the skies are so blue
Sweet home, Ykpanna

Lord, I'm comin’ home to you

A
ne o0
3

This home is taking root in me
Where skies become blue

A ripple of light, golden softness
It’s another type of blue

the same but not the same

that is home for you.
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Words We Love

shoogly
nieHn / pshenytsya / wheat
naBanpa / lavanda / lavender
nonyHuus / polunytsya / strawberry
papillon

whippersnapper

50 o

niezalezno$¢ / independence

sociable, pronounced so-ki-a-ble

TOpMO30K / tormozok / a miner’s packed lunch

pin / reed / family

azadi / freedom

coorie doon

mo60Bb / lyubov / love
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From Childcare to Co-Creation | Christine Bird

Childcare is necessary if parents are to be fully included in any
endeavour. The default preference in Scotland is for children to
be looked after somewhere else. At home, with a childminder,
in another room - anywhere that they won't disturb the adults.
Blessings come in many guises: for us, there was nowhere else.
Far from being disruptive, sharing our space turned out to be the
secret, creativity-enhancing sauce that we didn’t know we needed.
What did the children bring? A valuable air of playfulness. As
each of the adults round the table tentatively offered their name
and reasons for attendance on day one, the children got stuck into
the biscuits. Magnificent bridges were constructed from Tunnocks
Teacake boxes in those first minutes. Creativity requires calm
minds, and who could fail to relax and smile at a child deciphering
Edwin Morgan’s ‘Song of the Loch Ness Monster’? There was an
ongoing discussion about Nessie’s classification, origin, prospect
of conquering Glasgow and the correct pronunciation of ‘Sssnnn-
whuftIl’. The children gave the rest of us permission to play.
They were fearless. Once inspired by an idea, there was no
hesitation in realising it. In week one, Misha and Olesha brought
the house down with poetry performances featuring their own
invented alphabets, cut-and-pasted from a range of scripts. Misha’s
series of carefully crafted clicks and quacks was superlative. The
following week, alongside junk modelling, playdough, origami
and drawing, the children used a frame to create poetry about
home. Injeela unselfconsciously mixed Urdu and English, de-
scribing a place where Mama, Dada and Baya eat kofta ka salan,
the TV turns off with a k-ch sound, and she feels safe. The baya
in question, Arshiyan, painted an enchanting picture of a warm,
concrete-white home filled with his sister’s toys, fragrant with the
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scent of cooked rice. Sasha had his PS5, Misha his lime trees and
Jasmine her orange candlelight. Everyone connected home with
food.

Week three brought together the ideas and materials that had
gained the most traction: images of pizza, kofta ka salan, Koka
curry noodles, a white concrete house in Pakistan, a Ukrainian
linden forest, the Loch Ness Monster; alphabets; paper; pens;
scissors; glue. With these tools, the children created, discussed,
collaborated. Arshiyan assumed the role of expert as he explained
the Urdu alphabet and common phrases. Injeela drew. Jasmine
stuck. Sasha played computer games. Misha talked about dino-
saurs. Through the creative process, each child developed their
multilingual imagination and ability to express their own vision.
Adults were drawn into the children’s sphere; a Nessie story here,
a conversation over playdough rotis there, Mina’s poem about her
home, her temple.

This project owes its children a debt of gratitude. Together,
Injeela, Misha, Olesha, Jasmine, Arshiyan and Sasha showed the
adults how to play, have fun and create fearlessly. They represent
a persuasive advert for cross-age collaboration in future projects.

Pob6oTa 3 aAitbMu | KpicTiH Bepa

Konu 6arpku 3aitHATI BaX/IMBUMM CIIpaBaMu, JOIJIAJ 32 AiTbMMI
crae HeobXxinHicTo. 3a3Buyait y lllormanpil foris oprani3oBaHo
TaKUM YMHOM, 06 #iTH He 3aBakamu gopocium. [Ipu nbomy
BOHM MOXYTb 3a/IMIIATUCA BJJOMa 3 HAHEIO B iHIII KiMHarTi. Ha
Hallle IacTs, iHmoi KiMHaTK He Oyno. CriJibHe BUKOPUCTAHHA
IMPOCTOPY HaM He 3aBa)kajlo, a HaBIAKU BUABMUIOCA CEKpET-
HVM 3aCO00M PO3BUTKY TBOPYOCTI, PO SKUII MM HaBiTh He
iZJO3PIOBAIN.

Sxnit BHecok 3pobumm pitn? BoHu cTBOpumIu GesliHHY aT-
Mocdepy rpainmBocti. Konn y nepimmit feHs Jopocri, cupsan
3a CTOJIOM, IO 4ep3i posmoBifanm mpo cebe Ta NMpUYMHY, 3
AKX BOHM B35/IM yYacThb Y IPOEKTI, JiTH BXe i7IM CBO€E NeYNBO.
Hespossi kopo6ku Tunnocks Teacake Bxxe mepetrBopunmcs Ha
4ygoBi MocTukM. TBOpUiit mpolec 3a3Buyait BifOyBaerbcs 3a
YMOB CIIOKiJIHOI iHTe/eKTyanbHOI AisIbHOCTI. Ta 4u MOXINBO
He 3aCIIOKOITICS 1 He TOCMIXHYTICS JUTVHI, fKa po3umidpoBye
«ITicHio Jlox-Hecbkoro uygosucbka» Enina Moprana? B Toit
JKe 4ac TpMBaJa AUCKYCiA Moo knacudikaiii MOTIAHACHKUX
YYIOBIUCDBK, IX MOXOIPKEHH, IX IepCIEeKTUBH II0/I0 3aBOI0OBaHHA
Dnasro ta npasuibHoOl BuMoBy «CHHHHBYGG1». Hezabapom
DTV 32Ty YU/ JOPOCIUX IO CBOEI IPH.

Bouu Oynmu 6esctpamnHumu. HapuxHyBUINCh Oynb-sAKOIO
ineer, BOHM B)Ke He Barajucs i Bipunm B 11 peanisaniro. Ha
nepmomy T>KHI Muxaiinuk Ta Onekciit IpuroIoMIIz Hac Ioe-
TUYHUMM BYCTYIIAMI 3 BUKOPUCTAHHAM BUHAlIeHNX a1daBiTiB,
AKi BOHU caMi BUTaJa/m i HoOyayBamm MIAXoM KOMOiHyBaHHS,
a60 3a1103MYeHHA MceMHUX cucteM. Cepist peTebHO CKIaieHNUX
Muxail/InKoM «KJIallaHb» i «KpsiKaHb» Oyya Haj3Bu4aitHow0. Ha-
CTYIIHOTO TVDKH:A, CTBOPIOIOYM MOJIEI 3 IMiIpyYHMX MaTepiaib i
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IJIACTUJIIHY, 3a/IMal04MCh Opirami Ta MaJTIOBaHHAM, JiTU TaKOX
CIPpOMII/IMCA CKIACTU Bipuli PO AiM, BUKOPUCTOBYIOYM BEp-
6anbHi pamMouHi onopu. IHmKina HeycBifoM/IeHHO 3MilTana ypry
Ta AHITICHKY, ONMUCYIOYM Miclle, ie MaMa, TaTo Ta baa (6part)
inATh «kapi 3 kopTamu» (TedTeni), TeneBi3op BUMUKAETbCA 31
3BYKOM K-4, i BOHa T04yBa€ThcsA B Oesreri. bas (6par), mpo sikoro
limeThbCs, 3BeThcA ApHInAH. BiH HaMasoBaB 4apiBHY KapTUHY:
TerUInii, 6iuii 1iM 3 6eTOHY, B IKOMY IIOBHO irpalIOK J10T0 CecTpu
i1 maxHe BapeHMM pucoM. Caiko 3rajas cBiit PS5, Muxarnnuk
HamicaB mpo aunu 6inst xatu, a XKacMin - mpo momapaHdesi
cBiuku. Kpim Toro, yci iTi MoB’A3yBa/ KOHIIENT ZOMY 3 DKero.

Ha TpeTbomy TyoKHI My Biffibpanu inei, ki HaOymu Hait6inb-
1101 HOMY/ISIPHOCTI: 300pa)keHH: Hily, KOPTH, TOKUIMHN Kappi
Koka, 6inoro 6eronHoro 6yauuky B IlakucraHi, ykpaiHCbKOTO
JINIIOBOTO JTiCY, JIOXHeChKOT0 YyOBMChKA; a0eTKY; aIlip; py4YKy;
HOXMIIi; Kyeil. 3 UMM iIHCTpyMeHTaMU JiT! TBOPIN, SUCKYTY-
Ba/IM, CHiBIIpalIOBa/I. APIINAH B35AB Ha cebe pO/lb eKCIepTa,
nosicHIoYM andasirt Ta 6a3oBi ppasu Ha Ypay. [Hmkina maoBa-
na. YKacmin keina. Camko rpaB B KOMITIOTepHI irpy. Muxaiimk
PO3IOBiflaB PO AMHO3aBPiB. 3aBAAKM TBOPUill HaCHa31, KOXKHA
AUTMHA IPOIEMOHCTpPYBaia CBOI 6araToMoBHY ¢aHTasiio Ta
3[JaTHICTh BUCTIOB/IIOBATH B/IaCHI HyMKU. JIopOC/Ii TAKOX 3a/Ty4a-
JIACSA IO JUTAY0I TBOPYOCTI: TYT C/IyXann icropii mpo Hecci, Tam
L[iKaBWINCS PeLleNTypPOoIo TicTa I KOpXKiB Ta x1i61uis, a Mini
TUM 49acOM JIeK/IaMyBaJIa Bipli IIpo CBiil [iM i XxpaMm.

KomaHJa IpoeKTy BUCTIOB/IIOE NOAAKY HiTAM, AKi Opamu y
HbOMY y4acTb. Inmxuma, Muxaiinuk, Onexciii, Kacmis i Camko
— Yci pasoM JIOBEM JOPOCINM, IO MOXXHA IPATIUCA, BECETUTIUC
Ta TBOPUTH Oe3 cTpaxy. BoHM mepekoHanu Hac y TOMY, 11J0 BapTO
CIIIBIIPAIIIOBATY 3 TIIObMY Pi3HOTO BiKy B MallOyTHIX ITpOEKTax.

Sasha

Home is family

Home is pepperoni pizza

Home is my mint-green bedroom walls
Home is quiet

Home is my PlayStation 5

Home feels like home

Jasmine

Tha dachaigh mo mhathair

Tha dachaigh nudailean Koka leis am blais coiridh

Tha dachaigh an las orains a tha a’ tighinn dheth coinneal
Tha dachaigh ciliin

Tha dachaigh am faileadh de air ur-thuine rolan caineal
Tha dachaigh mo leabaidh nuair a tha mi a’ cadail

Tha dachaigh fiodh agus bricean

Tha dacaigh gaol
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Injeela

Home is mama, dada and baya

Home is delicious kofta in salen

Home has light brown walls

Home is the k-ch! sound when the TV turns oft
Home smells like my mum’s cooking

Home is my pretend camping things

Home feels like I'm safe

Misha

Home is my cousin Mikola

Home is pizza margherita from Al Dente
Home is my orange pillow

Home is the sound of kids playing
Home smells like trees

Home is my soft toy shark

Home is made of trees

Home is happy

Arshiyan

Home is like concrete white

Home is father, mom, grandfather, and my sister, not yet born
Home has the smell of rice being cooked

Home is filled with delicious food

Home is filled with toys (mostly my sister’s)

Home is warm, since we were in a hot country
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Translations

Ilim B MeHi mpopocTae KopiHHsaM, Kristina Yatsyshena, p. 32
Home is growing its root out inside me, / What will I leave to
my generations? / The clear sky, the beauty of nature...? / Will I
manage, will I bring something? / Will the path of fate turn / To
my beloved home -/ To my Ukraine...

Mb1 BepHéMcs Hasaf, Vanya Yakimov, p. 41

We will go back and there are masses of reasons for that, / And
with our own keys we will open familiar doors. / We will drink tea
with raspberry jam, which seems very simple, / And fall asleep
on our own pillow and under our own roof. / There’s no need to
accuse us, we took out the old people and children. / Away from
the lead and the shells, from death and the rumble of cannons. /
There’s no need to pity us, in those hundred days / We had plenty
of chance to watch, read and listen about ourselves. / We will go
back, some earlier, some later - it’s not important. /And we will
make gardens and love those who have long fallen out of love. /
We will say a sad thank-you to fate for the winding path / And
with great gratitude we will remember all those who took us in.
/ We will return home and walk in our favourite places. / Is that
building still standing, the one I rented, or grew up in and was
happy? / And voices from different provinces and countries will
sound. / We will return home so that we never say goodbye again.

Mu noBepHeMocs gofomy, Yevheniia Vodopianova, p. 42

We will return home / after this Sodom / and for that there are
lots of reasons. / We will stand in silence for a few moments / and
with our own keys / as if with someone else’s hands / we will open
familiar doors, / we will see a familiar ceiling.
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SA6nyka gocuinm, s6myka yepBoHi, Maskym Ryls’kyi, p. 45
Translation by Michael Naydan

The apples ripened, the apples are red! / You and I are walking in
the orchard along a path, / You, my love, will lead me to a field,
/ T1l go my way — and maybe come no more. / Love has already
ripened under the warm rays, / And joyful lips have torn it off
— / But now in my heart something is quivering and playing, /
The way a golden branch quivers in the sun. / Hey, the fields are
turning yellow, and the sky turning blue, / The ploughman barely
looms in the field... / Kiss me for the last time, hold me for the last
time; / Only one able to love knows how to part.

Jasmine’s poem, p. 57

Home is my mother / Home is noodles with curry sauce / Home is
the orange flame of the candle light / Home is quiet / Home is the
smell of freshly baked cinnamon rolls / Home is wood and bricks
/ Home is love

About the Contributors

Participants:

Syeda Sadaf Anwar
I am from Karachi, Pakistan. Creative writing and poetry is my
passion. I also love to do art and photography.

Nataliia Batrakova

I was born in Crimea and left behind my beloved Kyiv. I hope to
see my country free again. Being in forced emigration, I closed
myself off from life and people. Thanks for this project. It was a
time of joy and comfortable communication, of new knowledge.
It gave me inspiration to do what I love and help other people.

Yulia Belyakova
Ceitidh Cameron

Minaxi Champaneri

I am originally from India and am now living in Glasgow. I am
very passionate about languages. I enjoy reading, writing, dancing,
performing, singing, painting and traveling. Katherine asked me
to help out this amazing group to meet and encourage them to
write and be part of the community. I have enjoyed meeting and
greeting all the newcomers and loved being part of the group.

Kristina Yatsyshena

With all due respect to the diversity of people on the planet, I am
proud to be Ukrainian. My three life rules, formed on the basis of
my life experience, are: 1) Where there is love, there is no place for
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fear; 2) An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, I'm gonna fight for
the Trident; 3) Draw your dreams. In Our Own Words gave me
the opportunity to become closer to understanding the power of
words. Slava to Ukraine, slava to the heroes!

Inna Kozyr

Olha Lukianova

I am a lecturer in Ukrainian literature from Kharkiv, Ukraine. I
am passionate about books, architecture and picking outfits for
my loved ones.

Marina Pshenychnykova
Yulia Rogozhina

Vladyslava Rozenko

I am originally from Kyiv, Ukraine, where I worked as a copy-
writer. I currently live in Greenock and am studying English at
West College Scotland.

Finola Scott

As a Glaswegian I write in both Scots and English, so was delight-
ed at the opportunity to engage with people who spoke not one or
two, but in many cases three or four languages. It was wonderful
to hear first-hand people’s experiences. It was for me a way of
extending friendship. I was not disappointed - I spoke with people
of all ages and backgrounds, widening my knowledge of those
displaced and separated from family. It was a moving involvement
as people opened up over the weeks, sharing their concerns and
hopes. I am grateful for the chance to be involved and wish our
new Glaswegians well.

Niall Sellar
I was born in Edinburgh in 1984. I work as a teacher and transla-
tor. After spells in Dublin, Konstanz and London, I currently live
in Glasgow.

Liudmyla Shurkovska

I am 42 and all my life I lived and studied in Ukraine, before ar-
riving in Scotland at the end of June 2022. My native language is
Ukrainian, with a local dialect, which reflects the history of where
I am from. I used to work with different communities (Hungarian,
Romanian, Ukrainian, Slovak) in the Transcarpathian region in
western Ukraine, which is why I decided to participate in this
project.

Yevheniia Vodopianova

I come from Ukraine and I currently live in Glasgow. I like to meet
and communicate with different people, so I joined the project In
Our Own Words. I plan to study languages.

Paulina Zurakowska

I am from Poland but have lived in Glasgow since I was very young.
I joined this project as I thought it would be a great opportunity
to experiment with using languages I don’t usually use for creative
writing. I really enjoyed my time with everybody on the project
and thought it was incredibly insightful and inspired my creativity.

Interpreting and Translations into Ukrainian:

Illia Malanchuk
I am currently studying law at the University of Glasgow, where I
am President of the Ukrainian Society.
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Olena Taukchi

I am an experienced researcher and teacher of English with a PhD
from Donetsk National University, with particular interests in
psycholinguistics and second-language acquisition. I am currently
working at the University of Glasgow.

Art Editing, Design and Cover Illustration:

Oleksandra Novatska
One of my courses when I studied at the Academy was Book
Design and Illustration, and since then I have enjoyed participat-
ing in making books as an art editor and illustrator. For me, there
is no greater pleasure than holding a freshly printed book in which
there is a piece of me.

Ilustratations:

Nadiia Bedrina

Originally from Ukraine, I am currently residing in Edinburgh. I
work remotely as a lecturer and assistant professor at Kharkiv State
Academy of Design and the Arts. I found great joy in contributing
to this project, particularly in combining my background in cul-
tural studies with artistic expression.

Anastasia Taranets

Daria Udovenko

I was born and raised in Kyiv, Ukraine. My city is my home and
comfort zone, which I hold dear. Recently, I arrived in Glasgow
with my sister. Taking part in this project brings me great joy.

While working on these illustrations, I immerse myself in my
memories and feelings. I continue to explore my creativity and
pursue what I loved in Ukraine, as I have dearly missed it.

Project Leaders:

James Rann

I am Lecturer in Russian at the University of Glasgow. Among
other things, my research focuses on experimental poetry,
translation and multilingualism, as well as the interaction of all
those things, with a particular emphasis on cultural connections
between Eastern Europe and Scotland. When I can find the time,
I translate from Russian. I am currently learning Ukrainian.

Katherine Mackinnon

I am a part-time PhD researcher at the University of Glasgow,
working on an oral history of refugee lives in Scotland from the
1970s to the present day. My professional background includes
work in refugee integration, prison education and community
development. Alongside my PhD, I am a writer and workshop
facilitator, working with groups to read and write poetry and
explore creative ways of documenting everyday life. I am also a
founding member of Radical Glasgow Tours, a collective that runs
radical history walks around Glasgow.
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Thanks

This project and this book were made possible by funding from
the Arts and Humanities Research Council (AHRC), part of UK
Research and Innovation, given via the Impact Accelerator
Account at the University of Glasgow. It was made in association
with the Association of Ukrainians in Great Britain (Glasgow
Branch), Scottish Refugee Council and the Centre for Contem-
porary Arts Glasgow.

The organisers would like to thank the following people for
their assistance with this project: Christine and Jasmine Bird;
Olena Taukchi and Illia Malanchuk; Alina Ostapenko, Olga Lutsy-
shyn and Kateryna Campbell at the Association of Ukrainians in
Great Britain (Glasgow Branch), Mohammed Alazraq and the
Common Ground team at CCA; Shan Saba at Scotland Against
Modern Slavery; Soizig Carey at Scottish Refugee Council; Lindsay
Middleton, Bella Hoogeveen, Maki Rooksby, Helen Green, Iwona
Winiarska-Pringle, Shamil Khairov, Lynne Clark and Joanna
Szostek at the University of Glasgow; Vanya Yakimov, Michael
Naydan, Gordan MacCoinnich, and Tom Hubbard.



