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AKTI|ACTI

I.  PROLOG /PROLOGUE

CHOR / CHORUS

NINSHUBUR

CHOR / CHORUS

NINSHUBUR

diki...

Look at me, look and listen to me now,
I am a human, a person!

A brittle creature modelled in flesh
Merchandise labelled “fragile”

just one of many, to be used one time
After using — trash it!

Look, a person, a human.

And yet [ am an instrument,

the heavens play on me.

The fingers of the gods make music on me,
music [ don’t understand.

The breath of the gods’ sways me,
sways me and plays me like a reed.

ahat-il1 (Sister of God),
do not go near the fire,
you will get burnt!

Ever they do call me “Sister”,

they speak of me as their friend,

their most beloved,

but what sort of friendship is this...

I shall never know them.

For them I would do anything, I trust them,
but on them I have no influence.

I don’t know where my own will ends,
and where their fun and games commence.
I don’t know where I reach my end,

and where the void begins...

All I can do is love!

Look at me now, look and listen.
I am a person, a human.

Obudz sig...

Patrzcie na mnie, stuchajcie mnie,
jestem cziowiekiem, osobg!
Kruchym tworem ulepionym z ciata
Towarem z napisem ,,fragile”
Jjednym z wielu, jednorazowym

Po uzyciu — zniszczyc¢!

Patrzcie, osoba, czlowiek.

A jednak jestem instrumentem,

na ktorym gra niebo.

Boskie palce wygrywajq na mnie muzyke,
ktorej nie rozumiem.

Boski oddech gnie mnie,

gnie i gra jak trzcing.

ahat-ilt (siostro bogow),
nie podchodz do ognia,
sparzysz sie!

Oni mowiq o mnie ,,siostro”,
nazywajq mnie swojq przyjaciotkq,
umilowang,

ale co to za przyjazn...

nigdy ich nie pojme.

Zrobitabym dla nich wszystko, ufam im,
ale nie mam na nich zadnego wphywu.
Nie wiem, gdzie konczy sie¢ moja wola,
a zaczyna ich igraszka.

Nie wiem, gdzie koncze si¢ ja,

a zaczyna pustka...

Moge tylko kochac!

Patrzcie na mnie, patrzcie i stuchajcie.
Jestem osobq, czlowiekiem.

Wake up...
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I ODEJSCIE INANNY / INANNA’S DEPARTURE

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

ERESHKIGAL

iszassT-anni
What is she saying, is something wrong?

She is hearing something,
someone calling her...

Calling?

amminim imtam ana uzni-ja taszakkanim
rigmam biszam

annitam aj eszme annitam aj ide

anna ina libbi sza ummim ina teknim ninnidir

tiszi warhi ina ini-ni nudaggal

ana ramanim-ma tabisz nidi

ahatum ana ahatim appam tetenniq

ina apsi sza libbi ummi-ni nistir

teéma-ni € iszteénisz nitmi-ma

kiszszatam isztu-ma

mimma ul ikassar-szinati balatum ttanallak

What is she saying now?

She is talking to someone...

Talking...?

Complaining, explaining...

balatum

iszid kiszszatim adrum muszum u ekletum
anaku

bitat miitim erszahungli marustum u eprum
darum batilat simanim

Ona mnie wola!
Co ona mowi, czy cos sie stato?

Cos styszy,
ktos jg wola...

Wota?

Dlaczego mi sqczysz w uszy ten jad,

zgnile dzwieki?

Nie chce tego stuchac. Nie chee tego wiedziec.
To prawda, obejmowatysmy sie kiedys czule
w tonie matki,

przez dziewieé miesiecy patrzylysmy sobie

w oczy,

znamy sie dobrze.

Jedna drugiej ssala nos,

tanczylysmy w morzu matczynego brzucha,
nasze mozgi przedly wspolne nici,

tkaly z niego swiat.

Ale nic nas juz nie lgczy, Zycie toczy sig dalej.

Co ona mowi?

Rozmawia z kims ...
Rozmawia...?

Narzeka... humaczy...

Zycie...

Ja — mroczny fundament swiata,
noc i ciemnosc,

domy Smierci, lamenty, bol i kurz.
Wiecznos¢, uniewaznienie czasu.

She is calling me!

Why are you dripping this poison in my ears,
these putrid noises?

1 don’t want to hear it. I don’t want to know it.
1t’s true that once we tenderly embraced

in our mother’s womb,

for nine months we gazed each other

in the eyes,

we know each other well.

One sucked the other’s nose,

we danced in the sea of our mother’s belly,
our brains spun common threads,

and wove the world from them.

But nothing joins us anymore, and life moves on.

Life...

I am the gloomy foundation of the world,
night and darkness,

houses of death, lamentation, pain and dust.
Eternity, time made null and void.
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NINSHUBUR

INANNA

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

annikiam ina huppi ersetim ahtallal

mimma ummum ul Ttedir-anni mimma abum

mélultam ul isztakan-anni
mimma haditam ula artaszi
mimma sza tabtim teleqq1
mimma ellim szahnim u masztim

Inanna, what’s wrong?

Nobody’s calling you, who are you talking to?

There’s nothing to be heard!
Is there something wrong?
Tell us! Please!

It is my sister, can’t you hear?

A pitiful wailing,

like matter that’s injured,

like the earth full of wounds,

like scars that will never knit together,
like the ailing innards of the earth,

as if everything hurts, the air hurts,
breathing hurts.

I cannot bear it! She’s calling me!

Oh, stop it. We are having a festival soon.
...yes, a festival...

I have planted flowers,

...yes, flowers...

I have made garlands of flowers for you.
They’re looking forward to it.

...yes, yes!
They are like children,

people are looking forward to our gifts,
I beg you!

Przez dziure w ziemi wezolgatam sie tutaj,
nie tulita mnie zadna matka,

nie bawit si¢ ze mnq zaden ojciec.

Nie dane mi bylo zadne wesele.

Ty wzigtas lepsze:

Jjasne, cieple i suche.

Inanno, co ci jest?

Nikt cie nie wola, z kim rozmawiasz?
Nic nie stychac!

Czy cos sie stato?

Odpowiedz! Prosze!

To moja siostra, nie styszycie?

Zatosne buczenie,

jakby zraniona materia,

jakby ziemia petna ran,

jakby blizny, ktore nie zrastajq sie nigdy,
jakby chore wnetrznosci ziemi,

Jjakby wszystko boli, powietrze boli,
oddech boli.

Nie moge tego znies¢! Wola mnie!

Och, przestan! Niedlugo w miescie Swigto.
...tak, festiwal...
Nasadzitem kwiatow,

...tak, kwiatow...

przygotowalem dla ciebie girlandy kwiatow.

Wszyscy juz czekajqg.
...tak, tak!
Oni sq jak dzieci,

ludzie czekajq na nasze prezenty,
Blagam cie!

Through a hole in the earth I crawled in here,
no mother hugged me,

no father played with me.

I was not granted a wedding party.

You took the better life:

bright, warm and dry
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INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

zittum iktiin-ma ana kati eli madi
wardi-ki maditi

u naphar baltitim ana katim ibaszszi
miutum eli balatim rabi

rabi 12 baszi eli baszi

minam ittl-ja beltum

sza niri anaku szarrat szamszi,
beélet szeréti u szimitan
amminim taszassinni

annitum isztu erisztim-ma
ahatam eriszati-ma

kima adraku-ma marsaku
attt elléti u hadati
kima miitim anaku balatum atti

kima 12 walittim anaku walittum attt
kilattan miszil napharim-ma
balukki anaku ul abaszszi

ana gamartim naphar 180ti

ilum részta

eli kal sziprT abb&-ni ninu

Inanna, it’s just a dream... synapses tangling.

Echoes of nervous impulses. An illusion.
I’d give you a pill to take,
but medicines don’t work on the gods. ..

Oh, how idle your human ears are!
Can’t you hear it?

It’s my sister.

The silence of hell

has found its voice.

I cannot bear it! It’s roaring in my head,
making my hair stand on end!

She is calling me. I’'m leaving!

If I’m not back in three days’ time,

go to my fathers and fetch help.

Podzial byt sprawiedliwy. Dostatas wigcej.
Twoich poddanych jest mrowie

i kazda zZyjgca istota kiedys stanie sig twoja.
Smierci jest wiecej niz zZycia.

Wiecej jest nieistnienia niz istnienia.

Czego chcesz ode mnie?
Jjestem Panng od Swiatla, Krélowq Sloneczng,
Panig Jutrzenki i Zmierzchu.

Dlaczego mnie wolasz?

Czy to z tesknoty?

Czy tesknisz za siostrq?

Tylko dlatego, ze ja jestem mroczna i ponura,
ty mozesz by¢ jasna i radosna.

Tylko dlatego, ze ja jestem smiercig,

ty mozesz by¢ zyciem.

Tylko dlatego, ze jestem jatowa, ty jestes zyzna.

Kazda z nas jest potowq tej samej catosci

i nie moze istnie¢ bez drugiej.

Razem jestesmy catkowitq doskonalosciq.
Najwigkszym bogiem,

wiekszym niz wszystkie biura naszych ojcow.

Inanno, to zwykly sen... splgtanie synaps.
Echa impulsow nerwowych. Iluzja.
Databym ci tabletke,

ale na bogow nie dzialajq leki...

Jakze leniwe sq twoje ludzkie uszy!

Nie styszysz?

To moja siostra.

Rozpaczliwie milczenie piekiel

znalazio swoj glos.

Nie moge tego znies¢! Szumi mi w glowie,
wlosy stajg deba!

Ona mnie wota. Wychodze!

Jezeli nie wroce za trzy dni,

idz do moich ojcow i sprowadz pomoc.

The division was fair. You were given more.
Your subjects are legion

and every living creature will one day be yours.
There is more death than life.

There is more non-existence than existence.
What do you want from me?

I am the Maiden of Light, Queen of the Sun,
Mistress of Dawn and Dusk.

Why are you calling me?

Is it out of longing?

Do you long for your sister?

Only because I am dismal and gloomy,
can you be bright and joyful.

Only because I am death,

can you be life.

Only because I am barren are you fertile.
Each of us is one half of the same whole
and cannot exist without the other.
Together we are total perfection.

The greatest of the gods,

greater than all our fathers’ offices.
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I11. PRZEBRANIE DUMUZIEGO / DUMUZYI’S DISGUISE

NINSHUBUR What is wrong with her? Co jej sig stato?
What has come over her? Co jg znow opetato?
I have bad forebodings, Mam zle przeczucia,
I am afraid for her, boje sie o nig
and I’'m trembling. i cata drze.
DUMUZI She is always just like this, Ona zawsze taka jest,
does what she wants, acts as she wants, robi, co chce, rzqdzi sig, jak chce,
shows no care for others... nie liczy sig z innymi...

NINSHUBUR Oh, no, she does care... Och, nie, liczy sie...
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DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

...but how can I reproach her for it?
I trust her to know what she’s doing.
And I love her.

I too love her more than anything.
For she is everything.

But It’s so hard to live with her,
hard to understand her.

Who knows what thought will enter her mind.

And what impulse she’ll act on.
So it is with Inanna...

...yes...

But the ocean is the ocean, I guess,
whether there’s storm, or calmness.
And the earth is the same earth,
during harvest and temblor.

...yes, yes...

She may be my wife,

but she does as she wishes.

We may be divine,

but sometimes she acts like a strumpet!
...no! She’s just...

And I have so much work to do,

so many flowers to make ready.

And my gardens, they are expecting me.
I must bedeck the gates,

and hang out the lanterns.

...she means well...

Her behaviour will bring trouble down on us,

... ale jakze mam jq za to ganic¢?
Ufam, ze wie, co robi.
Kocham jq.

1 ja jq kocham nad wszystko.
Bo ona jest wszystkim.

Ale trudno z nig zy¢,

trudno jg pojgc.

Nigdy nie wiadomo, co przyjdzie jej do glowy.
1 co pchnie do dziatania.

Tak to jest z Inanng...

..tak...

Coz, ocean jest oceanem w czasie morskiej ciszy
i w czasie najwigkszej burzy.

Ziemia jest ziemiq, gdy karmi zycie i podczas
najwiekszego kataklizmu.

...tak, tak...

Niby moja zona,

a robi, co zechce.

Niby jestesmy bogami,

a ona czasem zachowuje sie jak dziewka!
...nie! Ona tylko...

A ja mam tyle pracy, tyle kwiatow do
przygotowania na Swigto.

I moje ogrody, one czekajgq na mnie.
Musze umaic bramy,

rozwiesic lampiony.

... ona chce dobrze...

Jej zachowanie sciggnie na nas klopoty,
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NINSHUBUR
DUMUZI
NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

CHOR / CHORUS

NINSHUBUR

She will be careful...
I’1l be late with the flowers. ..
She knows what she’s doing. ..

If only I could hide away,
turn into someone else,

go back to my flowers and get my work done!

I had a frightful dream, Ninshubur.

I dreamed about waves that were gathering,
the reeds on the shore

were rustling in the wind,

a dry lament without words.

Water came pouring through my house
and flooded my flowers.

My mug was lost, and my rake,

all that is mine was flooded.

Acid rain was falling on the forests,
the earth was full of decay...

All this happened because of me,

but I couldn’t prevent it at all.

I was small and puny, as defenceless
as the reed-grass.

Nobody knows where bad dreams
come from... Do not think about it.
Hide me, o wise Ninshubur,

my human friend.

Conceal me beneath a rock,

or in a hollow tree,

somewhere in the human world.

ahat-il1, do not go near the fire,
you’ll get burnt!

I think I can help you... yes, I can help you!
Look, here’s the very best disguise,
I’1I hide you in it, my brother,

Bedzie ostrozna...
Nie zdgze z kwiatami...
Wie, co robi...

Gdybym tak mogt sie ukryc,

stac sig kims innym,

wroci¢ do swych kwiatow i robi¢ swoje!
Miatem straszny sen, Ninshubur.

Snily mi sie fale, ktére wzbieraly
trzciny na brzegu

szelescily od wiatru,

suchy lament bez stow.

Woda rozlata si¢ po moim domu,

zalata kwiaty.

Znikngl moj kubek, moje grabie,
wszystko co moje zostalo zalane.
Widzialem kwasny deszcz spadajgcy na lasy
i zgnilizne w ziemi...

To wszystko dzialo sig przeze mnie,

ale nie mogtem niczemu zapobiec.
Bytem maly i drobny, bytem bezbronny
Jjak trzcina.

Nikt nie wie, skqd biorq sie zle sny ...
Nie mysl o tym.

Ukryj mnie, mgdra Ninshubur,

moja ludzka przyjaciotko.

Schowaj mnie pod kamien,

w dziupli drzewa,

gdzies w ludzkim swiecie.

ahat-ili, nie podchodz do ognia,
sparzysz sie!

Chyba moge ci pomoc... tak, moge ci pomoc!
Oto najlepsze przebranie,
ukryje cig, moj bracie,
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DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

DUMUZI

NINSHUBUR

I shall transform you,

no one will know it is you.

You will go back to your flowers,
to beautiful music, to the feast. ..

But... a woman?

Yes! That’s how we want to see you,
Lord of the Gardens.

But a woman?

Yes, trust me! With your delicate hands,
and sense of colour...

But a woman...

I know the meaning of your dream.
The waves mean that there’s danger.
The reed is me in mourning.

The trees that come too close

are demons on their way here.

The flooded floor stands

for underground rivers flooding the world.

The ruined plants mean that
nothing shall be saved,
nothing shall keep its present shape.

Iv. SPOTKANIE SIOSTR / SISTERS’ MEETING

zmienig cie,
nikt cig nie pozna.
Wrocisz do kwiatow,
do pigknej muzyki, do swieta...

Ale... kobieta?

Tak! Takiego cig wszyscy chcemy,
Panie Ogrodow.

Ale kobieta?

Tak, zaufaj mi! Pragniemy twoich delikatnych
dioni, twojego zmystu kolorow ...

Ale kobieta...

Wiem, co znaczy twoj sen.

Fale — to niebezpieczenstwo.

Trzcina — to ja w zatobie.

Drzewa, ktore podchodzq zbyt blisko —

to demony, ktore tu idg.

Zalana podtoga — to nurt podziemny rzek,
ktory zalewa Swiat.

Zniszczone rosliny —

nic sie nie uratuje,

nic nie zachowa swojego ksztaltu.
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INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

JUDGES /
SEDZIOWIE

INANNA

pitt anakii-ma

szumma uszerreb-akkim tamat
att1 tidi-ma

1a ile’e szut kima anaku ul imutta

tamat-ma ana ahi-ja tebbert
u gamiriitam nillak
riqit gimrim u gimir riqitim

minum mitum ul apallah-szu
szt mukinniit balati-ja
balatum-ma anaku

mimma szumszu sza kati ina

mahar babim tezzibi

tezzibl-ma mimma-ki

annikiam 13 kabit

mimma szumszu tanaddini

szumma terrubam

mimma szumszu ina muhhim babim tezzibi

Achtotipan teocuitlatl tlamantli,

nochi in tlen neci cuacualtzin

Tlapalli, ahuyaliztli, tlamaniliztli
Mahmatoquiliztli, totoncayotl tlapitzoliztli
Nochi in tlen motoca pahpaquiliztli

Nochi in huelicaliztli, tlamahuizolli,
tlachializtli

Tlapipiquiliztli, elcihcihuiliztli

Yancuic tlanehnemiliztli, nepanohtoc tlahtolli
Nochi in tlen motoca cualtzin tlahtolli
Tlacuicaliztli, ahuyac tlahtolli, ipaquiliz in
toyolotzin, yectli tlahtolli tenonotzaliztli,
tlapohualiztli, tlailnamiquiliztli

Non amo monequi nican.

szumma ina kussi-ki attaszab

awilutum mitam limaszszir

Jestem, otwieraj!

Czy wiesz, ze jesli wpuszcze cie dalej,
umrzesz?

To niemozliwe, tacy jak ja nie umierajq.

Umrzesz, przejdziesz na mojg strone.
Wtedy bedziemy petnigq.
Pustq petniq i pelng pustkq.

Co to jest smierc? Nie boje sig jej.
Jest tylko dowodem na to, ze zyje.
Ja jestem samym Zyciem!

Musisz zostawic¢ przed bramg
wszystko, co masz.

Musisz zostawic wszystko, co twoje.
Tutaj nie bedzie juz wazne.

Musisz oddac wszystko.

Jezeli chcesz tu wejsé,

musisz zostawic¢ wszystko przed bramg.

Najpierw blyskotki,

cale to tak zwane piekno.
Kolory, zapachy, faktury
lubiezne dotyki i pocatunki.
Cala tak zwana przyjemnosé,
wszystkie te smaki, zachwyty,
spojrzenia,

niuanse, westchnienia,
zabawne mysli, stowne gierki,
cala ta tak zwana poezja,
piesni i wiersze, radoS¢ serca,
elokwentna mowa,

historie, opowiesci, pamigc.
Nic tu nie bedzie potrzebne.
Gdybym to ja usiadla na twoim tronie,
uwolnitabym ludzi od smierci.

I am here, open up!

Do you know that if I let you come in further,
you will die?

That’s impossible — those such as I do not die.

You shall die, you shall cross over to my side.
Then we shall be a whole.
An empty fullness and a full emptiness.

So what is death? I'm not afraid of it.
1t is merely proof that I'm alive.
I am life itself!

You must leave at the gate

everything you have.

You must leave everything that’s yours.
Here it will have no value any more.
You must give up everything.

If you wish to come in here,

you must leave everything at the gate.

First the trinkets,

all that so-called beauty.

The colours, odours, textures,
lecherous touches and kisses.

All the so-called pleasure,

all the flavours, raptures

and glances,

the nuances, the sighs,

the comical thoughts, the play on words,
all the so-called poetry,

songs and verses, heartfelt joy,
eloquent speech,

stories, tales, memory.

Nothing will be needed here.

If it were I who sat on your throne
I would free humans from death.
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INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

JUDGES /
SEDZIOWIE

ERESHKIGAL

ina muhhi mutim kala bani
naphar paras kiszszati

ina qibit mahritim lGszabtil-szu

ina paras szarriti 1a kittim liszkun-szu
ana rész anzillim lGsztur-szu

mitum la kinu ibaszszi

ina muhhi matim kala bani

mudé simanim ana riqim uszattal
puluhtum ana pthatim szuzuzzu

hattum sza miitim laban appim ilammad
palhum hasis ramani-szu inaddin

balatum u miitum ina qati-ja
ana annitim alkam

waszbati-ma hud1
isztu aszri-szu napiszta-ki ul taballut

i Tlahtlacolyoh!

In yeh tlahtlacolyoh,

jtiquihtoah ma quimictican!

Nochiintl en quipia, nochi in tlen oquitlan
Nochi in tlen, momoztlatica iaxca

Cehcen cahuiltzitzin,

nochi in non mitztlahtlacoltia, Inana

Huan in teh, mopan mota motlahtlacol
!Nochi monemiliz quitlahtlani in miquiztli!

warkatam paris szari lillika

Wszystko jest zbudowane na smierci,
caly porzqdek swiata.

Zniostabym jq pierwszym dekretem,
zakazatabym jej w konstytucyi,

wpisatabym na listg niebezpiecznych uzywek.
Smier¢ bylaby nielegalna.

Wszystko jest zbudowane na smierci.
Poczucie czasu — czyni przewidujgcym,
strach — kaze by¢ odpowiedzialnym,
groza Smierci — uczy pokory,

lek — daje samoswiadomosc.

Zycie i $mieré, w moich rekach...
Po to tu przysztam!

Posiedz tam sobie. Naciesz sig.
1 tak nie wyjdziesz stqd zywa.

Winna!

Ona jest winna.

Skazujemy jq na Smierc!

Wszystko co ma, co osiggnela,

kim jest, kazdy jej dzien,

kazda minuta —

sq przeciwko tobie, Inanno.

1 ty sama jestes dowodem winy.

Cale twoje istnienie zastuguje na smierc!

Procedura skonczona. Mozna wietrzy¢ sale.

Everything is built upon death,
the entire order of the world.

I would remove it with my first decree,

I would forbid it by constitution,

I'd add it to the list of dangerous substances.
Death would become illegal.

Everything is built upon death.

A sense of time makes a person prudent,
terror bids him be responsible,

the threat of death teaches humility
fear brings self-awareness.

Life and death, in my hands...
This is what I came for!

Just you sit there. Enjoy yourself.
You’ll never get out of here alive.

Guilty!

She is guilty.

We'll sentence her to death!

All that she has, all she has achieved,
who she is, her every day,

every minute —

are against you, Inanna.

And you yourself are proof of guilt.
Your entire existence warrants death!

The proceedings are over. The halls can be aired.
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V. NINSHUBUR W NIEBIOSACH | NINSHUBUR IN HEAVENS

NINSHUBUR

CHOR / CHORUS

OJCOWIE /
FATHERS

NINSHUBUR
OJCOWIE/
FATHERS

NINSHUBUR

Human time cannot be extended,

and the days are numbered.

Higher and higher I go.

Everything here tastes of metal and of rust.
What can I, a person, a tiny human being,
possibly do for a goddess?

How am I to restore the balance of the gods?

And to bring them succour?

Who will do as I ask?

What is a human to do

when a god is going to die?

Are we to cope on our own hereafter?
Who’s going to care for the cities now,
bring children into the world,

fight against our enemies,

celebrate, support the weak

and delineate the streets?

Up, up!

The higher you go the ruddier the faces,
the more light and air there are,

the more gardens,

for wealthy and mighty

are the fathers of Inanna!

1: Sic! / 2: Vai! / 3: Tak!

Father...
1: Bene factus est nobis!
2: Euergos esti hemin!

3: Siej ohodien nam byst'!

Rescue her, our Father.

Ludzki czas nie daje si¢ naciggac,

a dni sq policzone.

Ide coraz wyzej i wyzej.

Wszystko ma tutaj smak zelaza i rdzy.
Co ja, czlowiek, mata ludzka istota,
moge zrobi¢ dla bogini?

Jak mam przywroci¢ boskg rownowage?
Jak mam sprowadzi¢ pomoc?

Kto mnie postucha?

Co ma zrobic czlowiek,

gdy umrze bog?

Czy mamy odtqd radzi¢ sobie sami?
Kto bedzie doglgdac teraz miast,
przyjmowac dzieci na Swiat,

walczy¢ z wrogami,

Swigtowac, wspierac stabych,
wytyczaé ulice?

W gore, w gore!

Im wyzej, tym bardziej rumiani sq ludzie,
tym wigcej swiatla i powietrza,

tym wiecej ogrodow,

bo bogaci i potegzni

sq ojcowie Inanny!

Tak!

Ojcze...

Udato si¢ nam!

Ratuj jg, Ojcze nasz.

Yes!

1t is our success!
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Rashly she descended to her sister’s realm
and came not back.
We shall perish without her, rescue her.

I’'m tired of the word “rashly”.

You must mind your words.

On that life depends.

Rational action is equal to linguistic order.
You must decline life consistently by cases,
observe the grammatical endings.

And if you are unsure,

you must check in dictionaries,

that are written by wise men.

She, Inanna, is troublesome,

like a filthy word.

I cannot help her!

Every living creature must die.
And please mind the logic.

“Every” — meaning an unconditional qualifier.

“Living creature” — meaning sentient,
independent being.

“Must” — this is the eternal law.

“Die” — to undergo universal collapse,
for ever!

Lead her away!

My dear woman, just look at all this.
We have built a beautiful structure
that develops on its own.

Here you have plankton, and here is man.
Here hierarchical order prevails.

One thing eats another,

everyone competes for everything.
The better and faster win.

The one who stands and stares is lost.
It’s brilliant!

The stupid fall out of the game.

That is why, my dear,

Zeszia nieopatrznie do swojej siostry
i nie wrocita.
Zginiemy bez niej, ratuj jq.

Dos¢ mam stowa ,, nieopatrznie”.

Trzeba uwazac na stowa.

Na tym polega zycie.

Rozumne dzialanie rowna si¢ porzgdek jezyka.
Trzeba konsekwentnie odmieniac zycie przez
przypadki, pilnowaé koncowek.

A jak sie nie jest pewnym,

sprawdzi¢ w stownikach,

pisali je medrcy.

Ona, Inanna, jest ktopotliwa

Jjak brzydkie stowo.

Nie moge jej pomoc!

Kazda zywa istota musi umrzec.

Trzeba by¢ logicznym,

., Kazdy” — znaczy kwantyfikator ogolny.

., Zywa — znaczy czujgca,

niezalezna istota.

. Musi” — to odwieczne prawo.

., Umrze¢” — to ulec powszechnemu rozpadowi,
na zawsze!

Wyprowadzié!

Moja droga, spojrz tylko.
Zbudowalismy przepigkng konstrukcje,
ktora rozwija si¢ sama.

Tu masz plankton, a tu jest czlowiek.
Panuje tu hierarchiczny porzqdek.
Jeden zjada drugiego,

wszyscy rywalizujq o wszystko.
Wygrywajq lepsi i szybsi.

Kto sie zagapi — przepada.

Czy to nie genialne?!

Kto ma glupie pomysty — wypada z gry.
Dlatego, moja droga,
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I can’t place Inanna above the law.

At the very most I can scan her into paradise.

1: Cannot help her...
2: Lead her away!
3: Paradise!

I beg you to save her!
You have made a cruel world,
full of pain and suffering.

And you have told us to turn the other cheek.

You are a petty tyrant,
an auditor and accountant,
a heartless governor,

the self-important chairman of this company.

Almighty and yet so incompetent...
You have arranged things badly!

My dear woman, Life comes from the dirt.
All in all it’s nothing great,

One of our many businesses.
Wherever there’s decay, there is life.

I am a craftsman, a smith and a potter.

I am an accountant and bookkeeper.

I am a slave-driver and butcher.

I made it — full stop! According to the rules.
Well, perhaps it came out slack,

but life is possible...

And you, who are you, woman?

Do you know what you’re demanding?
How dare you ask us

nie moge Inanny stawia¢ ponad prawem.
Moge jq co najwyzej zeskanowac do raju.

1: Nie moge jej pomoc...
2: Wyprowadzié!
3: Do raju!

Blagam. Ratuj!

Zrobites swiat okrutny,

peten bolu i cierpienia.

A nam kazates nadstawiac¢ drugi policzek.
Jestes malym tyranem,

ksiegowym i buchalterem,

nieczutym zarzgdca,

zarozumialym prezesem tej firmy.
Wszechmocny, a nic nie potrafisz...

Zle to ulozyles!

Moja droga, zZycie bierze si¢ z brudu.
To w sumie nic wielkiego, to zycie.

Jeden z wielu naszych biznesow.
Tam gdzie gnicie — tam zZycie.

Jestem rzemiesinikiem, kowalem i garncarzem.

Jestem ksiegowym i buchalterem.

Jestem poganiaczem i rzeznikiem.

Zrobitem i juz! Wedtug przepisu.
No coz, moze wyszedt z zakalcem,
ale przeciez da sig zy¢ ...

A ty, kim jestes, kobieto?

1 czy wiesz, czego zgdasz?

Jak smiesz prosi¢ nas
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to break the strictest law?
Nobody can go in there
and then come back alive.

Oh, not a single seed shall germinate,

all forms of transport shall stop

and factories shall shudder,

the cables shall wither, the pens shall run dry,
the lifts shall move neither up nor down.

the spindles shall rust in the taps,

no instrument shall give out sound.

You shall add up empty columns,

you shall sum up zeros!

Insanam cave mulierem,

quae contra deis pugnat.

Recte agit fortasse?

Aut patietur nostra forsan terra
crimine huius Inannae?

My ze ¢to wozmdzem sotworiti?
Tamo wlast’ nasza nie prostiraszesia

w prieispodniaja.

Tes Tartaru hé despoina ekei auté tyrannetei.

Uh hoi6s tesmen haptesthai t&s arhés tes autés.

...a wo jéze zyti paki darowati
jescie nie wiéduscie jeSmy

Kaiper pollé peirontes.
Necesse sit tamen, ut ipsa illa Tartarea
domina cedat Inannam absoluturam.

Qui ad-monére eam possumus, qui exorare?

o zltamanie najsrozszego prawa?
Nikt zywy nie moze tam wejs¢
i wrocic zywy!

Och, nie wzejdzie ani jedno nasiono,
Stanie transport i

zatrzgsngq sie fabryki,

uschng kable, wypiszq sie diugopisy,
windy nie pojadg ani w gore, ani w dol,
zardzewiejq kurki w kranie,
instrumenty nie wydadzq dzwigku.
Bedziecie podlicza¢ puste kolumny,
podliczac zera!

Strzez sig szalonej kobiety,
ktora rzuca wyzwanie bogom.
Moze ona ma racje?

Moze nasz swiat ucierpi
przez wybryk tej Inanny?

Ale co my mozemy zrobic¢?
Tam, do Podziemi

nasza wladza nie sigga.

Pani Podziemi rzqdzi tam niepodzielnie.
Na jej rzqdy nie mamy wplywu...

... a do zycia przywraca¢
jeszcze nie umiemy

...cho¢ pracujemy nad tym.
Sama Pani Podziemia musiataby si¢ zgodzic,
by zwolnié¢ Inanne.

Ale jak na nig wplyng¢? Jak jg przekonac?

Beware the insane woman

who casts a challenge to the gods.
Maybe she is right?

Maybe our world will suffer

for this Inanna’s caprice?

But what can we do?
Our power does not extend down there,
to the Underworld.

There the Lady of the Underworld rules supreme.
We have no influence on her powers...

... and we are not yet able
to bring anyone back to life.

...although we are working on it.
The Lady of the Underworld herself
would have to agree to release Inanna.

But how are we to influence her, persuade her?
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Not a single seed shall germinate,

all forms of transport shall stop

and factories shall shudder!

The cables shall wither, the pens shall run dry.

HE mania ton anthropon fobera hemin.
T&€ mani€ hoi anthropoi gignontai...

Divi videntur...

Fylattdmen tas manias ton anthropon...

Kako boliézn priespodnich

hospozy utoliti?

Kako mir skriezésciusciej duszy jeja darowati?
Da na¢niém truditsia...

Sije dotzno byti niecto, jéze ot piérwyja cierty
wriémienie jej wozliubiti

Quod eam delectabit

Quod illa furtim cupit

Quod desiderat

Quod illa aliis invidet

Quod numquam potuit habere prorsum
Deceat ut ipse sit illae aequus

Sed etiam habeat naturam patiendi

Niékto miahkij i janyj...

Afanés t(e) euddes t(e)

1: Yeni!
2: Erhii (enthade)!
3: Prichodi!

Nie wzejdzie ani jedno nasiono,
Stanie transport

i zatrzqsngq sie fabryki!

Uschng kable, wypiszq si¢ diugopisy!

Ludzki szal nas przeraza.
W szale ludzie staja sie ...

Jakby boscy ...

Strzezmy sie ludzkiego szalu...

Jak ukoic bol

Pani Podziemi?

Jak przynies¢ spokdj jej warczqcej duszy?
Wezmy si¢ do roboty ...

To musi by¢ cos, co ona pokocha

od pierwszej sekundy.

Cos, co jq zadziwi.

Cos, o czym ona skrycie marzy.

Czego pozgda.

Czego zazdrosci innym.

Czego nigdy miec¢ do konca nie mogia.
To musi by¢ ktos jej rowny,

lecz zdolny jej si¢ poddac

Ktos czuly i delikatny ...

...tajemniczy, tadnie pachngcy ...

Przybywaj!

Human madness terrifies us.
In madness humans become ...

Like gods...

Let us beware of human madness...

How are we to soothe

the Lady of the Underworld’s pain?

How can we bring peace to her snarling soul?
Let’s get to work...

It has to be something that she will love

at first sight.

Something that will amaze her.
Something she secretly dreams of-
Something she desires.

Something she envies others.

Something she could never entirely have.
It must be someone who'’s her equal

but able to submit to her

Someone tender and fragile...

...mysterious, fragrant...

Come on!
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O! Phantasma optima,
sed etiam mollis!

Jeda wozmo6zno budiet
takowu hospozu wielikuju isprielstiti im?

Theasth(e) auton. Entos éhei de ti anthropeion.

Hedys émoige. Eoiké tini...

1: Bene factus est nobis!
2: Euergos esti hemin!
3: Siej ohodien nam byst'!

Ot, zjawa idealna,
lecz jakaz niepozorna!

Czy da si¢ nabrac na niego
taka wielka pani?

Spojrzcie na niego, ma w sobie cos z czlowieka.

Mnie si¢ podoba. Przypomina mi kogos...

Udato si¢ nam!

VI. DUMUZI W PODZIEMIACH / DUMUZI IN UNDERWORLD

Here’s an apparition that’s perfect,
but so modest!

Can that great lady
possibly be duped by him?

Look at him, he has something human about him.
1 like him. He reminds me of someone...

1t is our success!



SIOSTRA BOGOW | SISTER OF GODS | ahat-ili

ERESHKIGAL

SEDZIOWIE /
JUDGES

DUMUZI

ERESHKIGAL

umahhas-anni umahhas

Axan amo ticnenemilizqueh cox tlahtlacolyoh
Ticpehpenazqueh occe tonalli inic mochihuaz
in non tequitl

Ma hualcalaquicah in miquetzitzin occepa ihte
in iminnacayo tlen ompa huetztoqueh ipan
imintlapechmeh tepahtilcalco

Itzintlan in tepozmimilolli, ma quicotonican
in mecatl tlen quinililpia

Moztla tamechhuicazqueh

Axan tozohuatzintli chocaticah

In aquin mitzitta huan mitzcuepa tetl-choca,
In aquin tzahtzi huan in tlalli ceucmiqui

In aquin quihuica cuaxicalcozcatl.

Choca

(Aquin quiyollalia? ; Aquin quicehuiz in
itlaocoyaliztli in zohuatzintli aquin chanti
Mictlan?

(Aquin ipan tlayohtoc

tlalticpac quipalehuiz?

(Aquin ipan tlacoltlalticpac

quihuetzquiliz?

(Aquin ipan teococotlalticpac
quipahpaquitiz?

(Aquin quicochitiz campa

amaca cochi?

Axan amo ticnenemilizqueh cox tlahtlacolyoh

tabat balatim belet szeértim anaddin-ki
temet-ki mitati edekki

libba-ki amaszszad tabik

damim amahhas

hitta-ki apattar-ma libba-ki uhaddi

balatam aj erisz

ahati 10 adik

szl ina miitim ina idi-ja
la illak

Boli mnie, boli.

Drzisiaj nie bedzie sqdzenia,
wyznaczymy inne terminy
rozprawy.

Niech zmarli wrocg

do swych stabych cial

na szpitalnych lozkach,

pod kota pojazdow, niech sig zerwg
ze sznura.

Jutro was wezmiemy.

Dzis nasza pani placze.

Ta, ktorej wzrok zamienia w kamien — placze,
ta, ktorej krzyk Scina ziemie mrozem,
ta z naszyjnikiem z czaszek.

Ona placze.

Kto ja ukoi? Kto ukoi

smutek Pani

Podziemi.

Kto w swiecie bez swiatla

da jej promyk nadziei?

Kto w swiecie bez radosci

da jej usmiech?

Kto w swiecie bolu

da jej przyjemnosc?

Kto w bezsennym swiecie

da jej kolorowe sny?

Drzisiaj nie bedzie sqdzenia.

Dam ci, Mroczna Pani, przyjemnosci zycia.
Obudze twoje zamarte zmysty.

Rozmasuje ci serce,

zatrzymam jego krwawienie.

Rozgrzesze cig i pociesze.

Nie chce zycia!

Zabitam wiasng siostre,

lecz ona nie chce mi towarzyszyé
w Smierci.

It hurts, it hurts.

Today there will be no trials,

we shall set other dates

for them.

Let the dead return

to their feeble bodies

on hospital beds,

beneath the wheels of cars, let them break free
from the rope.

Tomorrow we shall take you.

Today our mistress is weeping.

She whose gaze can petrify is weeping,
she whose shout freezes the earth solid,
she who wears a necklace made of skulls.
She is weeping.

Who will soothe her? Who will ease
the Lady of the Underworld’s

grief?

Who, in a world without light,

will give her a ray of hope?

Who, in a world without joy,

will give her a smile?

Who, in a world of pain,

will give her pleasure?

Who, in a world without sleep,

will give her colourful dreams?

Today there will be no trials.

Sinister Lady, I shall give you the pleasure of life.
1 shall arouse your deceased senses.

1 shall massage your heart,

1 shall stop it from bleeding.

1 shall absolve and comfort you.

1 do not want life!

I have killed my own sister,

but she does not wish to keep me company
in death.
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kima szikin napisztim kima umamim imit
annitam Trisz ammaki mitam ana dariatim
isztum dar 13 hasisat-ma

anumma kajjanamma marsaku

umahhas umahhas-anni

umahhas-ki madisz umahhas
sihil-ki Tde-ma itti-ki marsaku
adannum szumrusati

alak umit

lanum &dent

szinnil sza imqutii ul irabbii
szartum pesiim ul isallim
s€rum keplm ul iszszir
milkum ul ibaszszi

minum t€mum szanim
mannum ana jaszim iddin-szu

libbi iszappil-ma ana zunnim sza dimatim Twi

1a 1da ilu annitam
mannum atta

ana rémim szakanam enszutam
u dullam lamid

magqtam u bikitam lamid
sihlam ana ramani-szu leqe-am

ina Tna-ja sikat 1a taknitim puszusz
nahlaptam apluhtam zumrT hulup-ma

umahhas-ki madisz umahhas

sakak uznT ana jaszim epusz mabhis libbi kila
aj amrus l@ iltum anaku

Mitzmacaz cocotzin yecnequiliztli,
cocotzin yectlachializtli
Ticmachiliz queme tipatlantica,
titetlazohtla

Umarla jak czlowiek, jak zwykie zwierze.
Wolala to niz wiecznosc smierci.

Zawsze byla glupia.

A teraz wszystko mnie boli.

Boli, boli mnie.

Boli cie, bardzo cig boli...

Wiem, jak cierpisz

i cierpie z tobg.

To czas cig boli, to przemijanie,

to jednorazowosé ciata.

Zeby, ktore wypadly — juz nie odrosng.
Siwe wlosy nie zaczerniq sig juz.
Zgarbione plecy nie wyprostujq sie.
Nie ma na to rady

Co za dziwne uczucie.

Kto mi je zadat?

Serce mi topnieje, zamienia si¢ w deszcz lez.
Bogowie tego nie znajgq.

Kim jestes?

Zeby wspotczué trzeba by¢ samemu stabym
i zna¢ cierpienie.

Trzeba upasc, trzeba umiec plakac.

Wzig¢ bol na siebie.

Wetrzyj w me oczy proszek nieczutosci,
opancerz moje ciato.

Boli cie, bardzo cig boli...

Oglusz mnie, zatrzymaj fomot serca.
Nie chcg cierpiec, jestem przeciez boginig

Daje ci odrobine iluzji,
szczypte ztudzenia.
Zdaje ci sig, ze lecisz,
ze kochasz,

She died like a human, like a common beast.
She preferred that to the eternity of death.
She was always stupid.

But now everything hurts me.

It hurts, it hurts.

1t hurts, it hurts you very much...

1 know how much you 're suffering,

I am suffering with you.

1t’s time that hurts you, it’s transience,

it’s the one-off nature of the body.

Teeth that have fallen out will not grow back agai
White hair will never go black again.

A stooping back will never be straight again.

There’s no helping it.

What a strange emotion.

Who has made me feel it?

My heart is melting, changing into a rain of tears.
The gods do not know this feeling.

Who are you?

To empathise you have to be weak

and know suffering.

You have to fail, you have to know how to weep.
To take pain on yourself.

Rub my eyes with the powder of indifference,
armour-plate my body.

1t hurts, it hurts you very much...

Make me deaf, stop my heart from thumping.
1 refuse to suffer, for I am a goddess.

1t gives you a touch of illusion,
a pinch of deception.

It makes you think you 're flying,
you 're loving,
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Timotemanilia,

titlaelehuia

Ticahxitia in tlen ticnequi
Titlamachilia, titlacaqui, titlachia

zumram akam ana jaszim idnim
ul terresz-szu

Quen, quenami, quenamique...

mititu liszpt

ana kaszim amminim
amminim ana kaszim
zumur ahatl mahsum

sz1 1a ana mutim szT ana balatim

Amo, aquen, aquenman...

mititu liszpt
ahuz-szu isztu mahar a-ja lthalliq
matima aj amur-szi

jAmo melahuac, amo melahuac!

Nin ayic panoa nican

In tlen yomomiquilih amo moyolitia occepa
In miquilizatitlan

zan motilana cecan

Ayic hualmocuepa

jAmo melahuac, amo melahuac!

Nin quihtoznequi ticpatlazqueh in
totlanahuatil.

(Quenin tictlalizqueh ipan

iamauh in miquiztli?

Aquin ipan monequi huan aquin ipan oc cah?
Zaniman ichicahualihcihc moihyotiah,

Ze sig poswigcasz,

Ze pragniesz,

ze spelniasz marzenia,

ze czujesz, ze stuchasz, ze widzisz.

Oddaj mi to biedne cialo,
nic ci po nim.

Jak, w jaki sposob, w jakim sensie?

Milczeé, trupy!

A tobie ono na co?

Po ci martwe ciato

mojej przegranej siostry?

Ona nie jest do smierci. Ona jest do zycia.

Nie, nie ma mowy, nigdy ...

Milczed, trupy!
Wez je sobie. Niech zniknie mi z oczu.
Nie chceg jej juz wiecej widziec.

Niebywate, niebywale!

To sie tu nigdy nie zdarza.
Zeby umarte mogto 0zy¢.
Rzeka smierci plynie

tylko w jedng strone.
Nigdy nie zawraca.
Niebywate, niebywale!

To ztamanie

najsrozszego prawa.

Jak to zapiszemy

w rejestrach smierci?

Kto winien, a kto ma?
Skqd nagle w ptucach pojawito sie powietrze,

devoting yourself,

desiring,

fulfilling your dreams,

You think you 're feeling, hearing, seeing.

Give me that poor body,
there’s nothing left of it.

How, in what way, in what manner?

Silence, corpses!

What use is it to you?

Why do you want the lifeless corpse
of my defeated sister?

She is not for death. She is for life.

No, no way, never...

Silence, corpses!
Take it. Let it be gone from my sight.
1 never want to see her again.

Outrageous, outrageous!

This never happens here.

The dead do not come back to life.
The river of death flows

in one direction only.

It never turns about.

Outrageous, outrageous!

This is a breach

of the strictest law.

How shall we record this

in the register of deaths?

Who's in credit, who's in debt?
Whence has the air suddenly appeared in her
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ERESHKIGAL

SEDZIOWIE /
JUDGES

ERESHKIGAL

(Canic huitz?

In iyolo pehua nehnemi, hualmocuepa
inemiliz

(Canic huitz? ;canin oyiya?

mititu liszpt

iNin amo huelitiz!

Axan nochtin quinequizqueh moyolitizqueh
Nochtin quihtozqueh ;huan nehhuatl tlica
amo nonemac?

Nin amo cualli tequitl

Tozohuatzintli amo yectlayecanaz

ompa mictlan

Quinixpantiz in cualantli huan

miquetzitzin tlanenequiliztli

Queman yocmo quipachihuiz

in mahmatoquiliztli huan in elehuilpaquiliztli
iNin amo huelitiz!

masi batil

subat-ki arim

kata ana puhim errisz
ana hispati-sza

u la 1de-sza tappal
usammar-ka

skqd pierwsze uderzenie serca,
skqd przyszio do niej

to zycie?

Skqgd? Gdzie bylo do tej pory?

Milczeé, trupy!

To byc¢ nie moze!

Kazdy teraz bedzie chcial zmartwychwstac,
kazdy powie:

a dlaczego nie ja?

To niesprawiedliwe.

Nie utrzyma nasza pani porzqdku

w podziemiach.

Bedzie miata strajki i spoleczne rozruchy
martwych.

Na ile starczq jej masaze,

drobne rozkosze.

To byc¢ nie moze!

Stop. Zatrzymaj sie.

Podoba mi si¢ twoja suknia...
Ciebie chcg w zamian.

Ty zaplacisz za jej bezczelnosc
i glupote.

Ciebie chcg.

lungs, when the first beat of her heart, whence
has life come

back to her?

Whence? Where has it been until now?

Silence, corpses!

This cannot be!

Everyone will want to rise from the dead now,
each one will say,

and why not me?

This is unjust.

Our mistress will not maintain order

in the underworld.

She will have strikes and social unrest
among the dead.

That will be the price she pays for massages,
petty luxuries.

This cannot be!

Stop. Do not move.

1 live your dress...

I want you in exchange.

You shall pay for her insolence
and stupidity.

I want you.



SIOSTRA BOGOW | SISTER OF GODS | ahat-ili

AKT III | ACT III

VII. POWROT INANNY | INANNA’S RETURN

NINSHUBUR

DEMONY/
DEMONS

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

How much is needed

to recompense the death of a god?
Mountains of shoes?

Spectacles assembled in heaps?

Tons of wedding rings?

Gravestones arranged in the form

of a road around the earth?

How much of this light and dark material
is needed, how much?

How much is needed

to rescue a god from dying?

How much life? How much pain?

How many beings, how many?

Is it a hundred, or a thousand? Six million?
Does a single one even count?

The iron gate opens

and darkness demands its rights.

It will have its plunder.

In hueyi altepetl
Toaxca

In caltzitzin

In tomincalmeh

In temachtilcalmeh

Welcome back, Inanna. Welcome back...

Ninshubur, my dearest!

Tell me how long the mourning for me lasted.

Did they scatter ashes on our gardens?
Tell me how much my fathers despaired,

how all the theatres and cinemas were closed,

how all the music was hushed.

Inanna, there’s going to be a banquet

Ile trzeba,

zeby odkupic smier¢ boga?

Gory butow?

Okulary usypane w hatdy?

Tony matzenskich obrgczek?
Kamienie nagrobne utozone

w trakt wokot Ziemi?

1le trzeba materii

tej jasnej i ciemnej, ile?

1lu trzeba ludzi,

by wybawié boga od smierci?

1le zycia? Ile bolu?

1le istnien, jak wielu?

Stu, tysigca? Szesciu milionow?
Czy pojedyncze w ogole sig liczy?
Zelazna brama otwiera sie

i mrok dopomina sie swoich praw.
Bedzie plgdrowac.

Miasto...
Jest nasze.
Domy,
banki,
szkoly.

Witaj z powrotem, Inanno. Witaj ...

Ninshubur, najdrozsza!

Powiedz, jak diugo trwala po mnie zatoba.
Czy sypali popiot na nasze ogrody?
Opowiedz, jak rozpaczali ojcowie,

Jjak zamknieto wszystkie teatry i kina,

jak Sciszono muzyke.

Inanno, ma by¢ festyn

The city...
Is ours.
The houses
the banks
the schools.
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DEMONS/
DEMONY

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

DEMONY/
DEMONS

in the city, everyone is busy.

They’re out enjoying the gardens,

they’re making dinner.

They don’t understand the dramas of the gods.
For them the heavens are the lining of a tent,
and hell is a hole in the ground.

Nin amo ce mihtotiliztli,

nin ce hueyi cualantli

In yectlanahuatil oquicotonqueh

In yecnemiliztli oquitepahzoltihqueh

Intla huelitizqueh quinactizqueh in miquiztli,
in tlanahuatil yocmo tequitiz

So? What are you saying?

I am saying that no one took notice, Inanna.
No one perceived the change,

No one knew you had died.

Nothing stopped, nothing slowed.

No fuses blew,

no milk went sour.

Nothing and no one.

No one saw, no one heard,
No one felt it.

No one noticed

No one lamented. ..

No, no one. No one was sorry.

Ihcon tictzinquetzazqueh in tlalticpac

In tehhuan in aquihqueh tichantih mictlan,
amo tichocazqueh

Amo techixpatzacuaz in choquilizehecatl,
nion in atl tlen quiteca in temictic tepoztli
Tocamachuan oquiiqueh

in atl tlen yahui catlan Atitlan

Tonacayo amo quimachilia in tecocoliztli

w miescie, wWSzyscy sq zajeci.
Cieszq sig z ogrodow,

szykujq kolacje.

Nie rozumiejg boskich dramatow.
Niebo to dla nich poszycie namiotu,
piekto — to dziura w ziemi.

To nie jest karnawal.

To jest wojna.

Regufy zostaly zlamane.
Porzgdek zburzony.

Jezeli Smier¢ mozna odwrocic,
nie dziala juz prawo.

A wiec? Co chcesz powiedzie¢?

Chce powiedziec, ze nikt nie zauwazyl, Inanno.

Nikt nie spostrzegl zmiany,

nie wiedzial, ze umartas.

Nic sig nie zatrzymalo, nie zwolnito.
Nie wysiadly korki,

nie zwarzyto sig mleko.

Nic i nikt.

Nikt nie widzial, nikt nie stysza,
Nikt nie czul.

Nie zauwazyl.

Nie lamentowat ...

Nie. Nikt nie Zatowal.

Postawimy swiat na glowie.
My, podziemni,

nie lejemy fez.

Nie oslepi nas gaz tzawigcy,
ani woda z armatek.

Nasze gardla pily wode

z podziemnych rzek,

nasze ciala sq nieczute na bol.

This is not a carnival.

This is war.

The rules have been broken.
The order has been disturbed.
If death can be reversed,

the law no longer works.

We are turning the world on its head.
We, people of the underworld,

do not weep tears.

Tear gas does not blind us,

nor do water cannon.

Our throats have drunk water

from underworld rivers,

our bodies are insensitive to pain.



SIOSTRA BOGOW | SISTER OF GODS | ahat-ili

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

DEMONY/
DEMONS

And he, my Dumuzi, Lord of the Gardens,
did he tear his robes?

Did he scatter his head with ashes?

Did he cry his eyes out?

Dumuzi... went after you.
No!

He had to...

No!

He was sent.
He stayed there in your place, Inanna.

No, no!
And I am to blame. ..
No!

In hueyi altepetl

Toaxca

In caltzitzin huan in tlapechmeh

tlen yahueh tlacpacalmeh

In tomincalmeh yoquintepahzoltihqueh
In temachtilcalmeh canin

in piltontzitzin momachtia in yectlahtolli

Nehhuatl, no, nech...
Noaxca, nech, nehhuatl

A on, moj Dumuzi, Pan Ogrodow,
czy rwat szaty?

Czy glowg posypat popiotem?
Czy oczy wyptakiwal?

Dumuzi... poszedt za tobg.
Nie!

Musialt...

Nie!

Zostal wystany.
Zostal tam za ciebie, Inanno.

Nie, nie!
To moja wina...
Nie!

Miasto...

Jest nasze.

Domy

i windy,

banki czynne do ostatniej kropli krwi,
szkoly, gdzie dzieci

uczq sig najprostszej gramatyki:

Ja, mnie, mng, u mnie...
Mnie, moje, u mnie, ja!

The city...

Is ours.

The houses

and the lifts,

the banks open to the last drop of blood,
the schools, where children learn

the simplest rules of grammar:

I, me, by me, with me...
Mine, for me, of me, I!
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VIII. OFIARA NINSHUBUR / NINSHUBUR’S SACRIFICE

INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

INANNA

ERESHKIGAL

INANNA

idni-szszu

szil ina et(tim sza eli-ki 1a tabu
isztu siti-szu mimma ul irabbi-am
mimma ina zeri-szu ul ussi-am
kam’atam pesam sza szamasz

1a inattalu epusz u

idni-szszu

ahat mimma szumszu-ki
napharum ana kaszim ibaszszi-ki
szamszum nannarum ana kaszim
niszil musza sarhtitum ana kaszim
eriszum u nipszum

kisir libbi-ja apattar awat libbi-ja apattar
gipisz libbi-ja apattar

balusz-szu mamman ul iballat

balusz-szu kiszszatum esemta-szu ukallam
hud libbi szii

szammam T1risz diszpum dussupum sithum
szuari u sthatum

14 naramum sz

szittum mahritum bala-sza ul iballat
idni-szszu

ra’imani baltitim tabaszszi
zumur-szunu qgatniitim

gémam u méqam tabaszszi
szikaram karanam u kamanatim
duszszupatim tabaszszi

umami lahmiitim

zubbam u digdiqgam

lubuszatim zana insabati sza uzni

idni-szszu
adi mati dulli uszallis libba-ki
warki iimi szina taparrasi-szu

Oddaj mi go,

na nic on tam tobie w ciemnosciach.
Z jego nasion nic tam nie wyrosnie
zadna z jego cebulek nie pusci pedow.
Hoduj sobie swoje biate grzyby

Slepe na stonce, ale

oddaj mi go.

Siostro, masz wszystko,
wszystko do ciebie nalezy
Masz stonce, ksigzyc,
masz ludzi, cieple noce,
zapach i smak...

Zaluje swego gniewu, Zatuje ztych mysli,
zaluje swej pychy.

Nie mozna zy¢ bez niego,

bez niego Swiat obnaza swoj szkielet.

On jest radoscig.

On sadzit rosliny, stodka wata, smiech,
tance i zZarty.

On jest mitoscig.

Cudowng iluzjq, bez ktorej nie mozna zZyc.

Oddaj mi go.

...masz zywych kochankow,
ich gladkq skore.

Masz pudry i szminki,

masz piwo i wino

i stodkie ciastka,

puszyste zwierzeta,

biedronki i kolibry,
wyszywane suknie, kolczyki...

Oddaj mi go.
Jak dlugo bedzie cig cieszyl moj bol?
Po dwoch dniach cig znudzi.

Give him back to me,

he’s no use to you there in the darkness.
Nothing will grow of his seeds in there,
none of his bulbs will put out shoots.
Grow your white mushrooms,

blind to the sunlight, but

give him back to me.

Sister, you have everything,
everything belongs to you.
You have the sun, the moon,
you have people, warm nights,
fragrance and flavour ...

1 regret my anger, I regret my evil thoughts,

1 regret my pride.

1 cannot live without him,

without him the world lays its skeleton bare.

He is happiness.

He sowed the plants, he’s candyfloss, laughter,
dancing and joking.

He is love.

A wonderful illusion without which I cannot live.
Give him back to me.

...you have living lovers,

their smooth skin.

You have powders and lipsticks,
you have beer and wine

and sweet pastries,

fluffy animals,

ladybirds and humming birds,
embroidered dresses, earrings...

Give him back to me.
How long shall my pain give you pleasure?
After two days he’ll bore you.
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INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

NINSHUBUR

INANNA

kima mutim libba-ki ana harrani
sza alakta-sza 12 tajarat tarradi-szu
zumur-szu ktma kam’atim

ina etlitim inammir

idnim, idni-szszu

saltam u gimillam dumqgam tabaszszi
ahhiitam u libbT gummurati

kisram nasziati tuppam u santakkam
meszri-ki rabd u anaku-ma

szii 8édum

sza eleqqu-ki

marsut-ki 12 ubbal anaku

ina szassiir ummim

kiszszatam niziiz

adi szari-ma adi dar kiszszat-ki

temen naphar iszariitim att1

kiszszati enszum u hasbum

ana la dariatim

szikarum u karanum emsisz iwQ
tuppum iheppi-ma santakkum ipaszszit
mimma usuras-su ul inattal

Stop!

Let him go now,

take me instead,

let him return to his gardens.

Ninshubur, my sweetheart...

Take me.

I shall love you just as I love Inanna,

I shall plait your hair,

I shall smear your skin with oils

and paint your fingernails with black varnish.
I shall cradle you.

No, don’t, Ninshubur!

Zatopisz go w pleksi,

Jjak innych swoich mezow.

Bedzie swiecit swoim ciatem w ciemnosciach
jak grzyb.

Oddaj, oddaj.

...masz kiotnie, po ktorych nastepuje zgoda,
masz przyjazn i oddanie,

masz przywiqgzanie, masz papier i litery.
Wielkie jest twoje bogactwo. A ja?

On jest tym jedynym,

co moge ci zabracd!

Nie ja jestem winna twojemu smutkowi.
Podzielitysmy swiat

jeszcze w lonie matki.

Twoj swiat jest wszedzie i zawsze,
Jjestes podstawg wszelkiego porzqdku.
Moyj jest ulotny i kruchy,

nie potrwa dtugo.

Piwo i wino skwasniejg,

papier zetleje, a litery wyblakng.

Nic nie zachowa swojego ksztattu.

Stop!

Wypusé go.

Wez mnie za niego.

Niech wraca do swoich ogrodow.

Ninshubur, moje serce...

Wez mnie.

Bede cig kochaé tak, jak kocham Inanne,
bede splatac twoje wlosy,

bede cig smarowac olejkami

i malowac twoje paznokcie czarnym lakierem,
Bede cie tulic.

Nie, nie rob tego, Ninshubur!

You’ll plunge him into plexiglass,
like your other owlish husbands.
His body will shine in the darkness
like a mushroom.

Give him back.

...you have quarrels after which comes harmony,
you have friendship and devotion,

you have affection, you have paper and letters.
Great are your riches. But I?

He is the one and only thing

that I can take away from you!

I am not to blame for your sorrow.
We shared out the world when still

in our mother’s womb.

Your world is everywhere and always,
you are the basis for all order.

My world is fleeting and fragile,

it does not last long.

Beer and wine go sour,

paper decays, and letters fade.
Nothing keeps its shape.
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NINSHUBUR
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NINSHUBUR

Take me into your realm instead of him.
O great Lady of Sympathy.

I shall go in his place.

For we are in need of living gods,

not dead ones.

Even if they sow chaos.

No!

Yes, I shall take you.

Instead of him.

Let him return.

That life of yours is overrated...
empty calories, sham and pretence...
Come and plait my hair.

The innocent, who feel themselves to blame.

The victims, who feel

they must compensate the culprits.
The losers who are punished.
Such is the order of things.

Look at me.
Look, and listen,
I am a person.

Wez mnie do siebie za niego.

O wielka Pani Wspolczucia.

Pojde za niego.

Bo potrzebni nam sq zywi bogowie,
nie martwi.

Nawet jesli siejq chaos.

Nie!

Tak, wezme cig.

Zamiast niego.

Niech wraca.

Cale to wasze zycie jest przereklamowane,
puste kalorie, blichtr i udawanie...

Chodz zaples¢ mi warkocze.

Niewinni, ktorzy poczuwajq sie do winy.
Ofiary, ktore poczuwajq sie

do zadoSc¢uczynienia sprawcom.
Przegrani, ktorzy zostajq ukarani.

Taki jest porzgdek rzeczy.

Patrzcie na mnie.
Patrzcie i stuchajcie,
jestem osobg.
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IX. EPILOG /EPILOGUE

KAPLAN/
PRIEST

LUDZIE/
PEOPLE

And so it can happen, and so it is the truth!
Look, and listen!

Who would have thought it?

Who would have guessed?

To go there and to come back,

to die and then be alive again...

Unheard of! Unexpected!
Unprecedented...

Infinity is equal to zero.
We’ll have to calculate,
count everything over again...

But now, let’s celebrate!

So I see you, Inanna,

growing from iron, from steel

and from stony deserts,

a great and joyful maiden with naked breasts,
an olive-skinned mother,

a laughing sister, and a wise daughter,

a wife who’s proud of the power of her hips.

A little girl in a rose-pink room,

an ageing woman

who feeds the homeless cats.

I have seen your rage, and the violence
I have seen you singing, and weeping,
and shout and whisper, and thunder.

I have seen you seeking and finding,
creating and destroying.

Your houses of bones in northern forests.
Your ovens for bread and your wells,
your lonely footprints on desert sands.
Your mountain summits,

A wigc to mozliwe, a wigc to prawda!
Patrzcie i stuchajcie!

Kto by pomyslat?

Ktoz by zgadt?

Pojsc¢ tam i wrocic,

umrzec i by¢ znowu zywym...
Niestychane! Niespodziewane!
Niebywale...

Nieskonczonos¢ rowna sig zeru.
Trzeba przekalkulowad,
policzy¢ wszystko na nowo...

Ale teraz — swietujmy!

Tak cie widze, Inanno,

rosngcq z zelaza, ze stali,

z kamiennych pustyn,

wielkq radosng panne o nagich piersiach,
smagloskorg matke,

rozesmiang siostre, i mqdrq corke,

zong dumng z mocy swych bioder.

1 matg dziewczynke w rozowym pokoju,

i starq kobiete,

ktora karmi stada kotow.

Widzialam twoj gniew, twojg gwattownosc.
Widzialam, jak spiewasz, jak placzesz,

jak krzyczysz i szepczesz, widziatam, jak
burzysz.

Widzialam, jak szukasz i odnajdujesz,

jak tworzysz i niszczysz.

Twoje domy z kosci w lasach potnocy.
Twoje piece chlebowe i studnie,

twoje samotne slady na piaskach pustyni.
Twoje szczyty gor,
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your valleys, your rivers and streams.

Your houses of mud and your brooms.
Your cloaks, crowns and headscarves.

Your belly dance, your naked breasts,
and your blood.

Your dark face with a scar
across your cheek.

Your letters, your words,
and your sentences,

Your music and your sounds.

twoje doliny, twoje strumienie i rzeki.

Twoje domy lepianki i miotly.
Burki, korony i chusty.

Twoj taniec brzucha, odkryte piersi
i twojg krew.

Twojq ciemng twarz z blizng
przez Srodek policzka.

Twoje litery, stowa

i twoje zdania,

Twoje nuty i dzwigki.



