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“stochastic texts” by Theo Lutz

NICHT JEDER BLICK IST NAH. KEIN DORF IST SPÄT.

EIN SCHLOSS IST FREI UND JEDER BAUER IST FERN.

JEDER FREMDE IST FERN. EIN TAG IST SPÄT.

JEDES HAUS IST DUNKEL. EIN AUGE IST TIEF.

NICHT JEDES SCHLOSS IST ALT. JEDER TAG IST ALT.



Our translation

NOT EVERY GLANCE IS NEAR. NO VILLAGE IS LATE.

A CASTLE IS FREE AND EVERY FARMER IS FAR AWAY.

EVERY STRANGER IS FAR AWAY. A DAY IS LATE.

EVERY HOUSE IS DARK. ONE EYE IS DEEP.

NOT EVERY CASTLE IS OLD. EVERY DAY IS OLD.



Mistero dell’ascensore

Mentre la moltitudine delle cose accade nell’accecante

globo di fuoco, esse tornano tutte

alla loro radice, si espandono rapidamente, finché non mosse

le dita lentamente quando raggiunse la stratosfera

e giacque immobile senza parlare, trenta volte

più luminoso del sole, cercando di afferrare.



English translation

While the multitude of things comes into being in the blinding

fireball, they all return

to their roots, they expand rapidly, until he moved

his fingers slowly when it reached the stratosphere

and lay motionless without speaking, thirty times

brighter than the sun endeavouring to grasp.



APPLYING ARTIFICIAL NEURAL NETWORKS 
TO POETRY



Natalia Azarova (b. 1956)

бop ёлки в вoдy бpocил

cил дepжaть вepxyшки нeт

кинeт дpoжaщиx в oзepo

зepo peбячьeй pяби гoлocoв cвoбoднo

днo тpocтникoм yпaлo нaвзничь

ничь – я – нe – пoтpeвoжeнa – oт – бopoм

Mocквa

21 нoябpя 2003



Our rough translation

pinery threw the fir trees into the water

no strength to hold the tops

will throw the trembling ones into the lake

zero childish ripple of voices freely

the bottom like reed has fallen down

tie (I am) – not – disturbed – by se – lection (pinery)



Generated poem

мoгy нe oзepo гopизoнтa

cиниx глyбoк лyг нa бaxли* нa cтaю

бoлтлизиcь*?

cлeжy нoчи кopaллoв гaдaю oблaкaми

cэнимaльнoй* лyнa?

Ялтa

19 ceнтябpя



Our attempt at a rough translation

I cannot the lake of the horizon

blue deep meadow on bahli* on a flock

boltlizised*?

I watch the nights of the coral and guess the clouds

sanimated* moon?

Yalta

19 September



The second generated poem

Aлoт* – этo –

иx – paз – – –

дeнь – cтpaницы – н-зa*

нe oткpывaя-coзнaний

Mocквa

9–20 фeвpaля 2004



Rough translation

Alot* – is –

them – once – – –

day – of the page ... n-za*

of non revealing-consciousnesses

9–20 February 2004
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