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Travels through
the ianguage frontier

This book is the first trail of translation young Ukrainian
poetry into one of the most widespread languages and to
compound them in one anthology. This book presents the
«freshest» texts, which have appeared in Ukrainian litera-
ture during last 10 years. Besides the translators and the
authors are from one generation, that's why we at least can
not talk aboul the «generations conflict».

Agreat daring and even an adventure (we realize it very
clearly) is to refuse from the widespread practice of for-
eign texts' translation by only «native speakers». All trans-
lators presented in anthology are from Ukraine. And what
is more we realize very clearly is a very simple thing — if
you don't start to declare yourself (even with some
mistakes and shortcomings}, nobody will do it for you first.
We are sure, only that one doesn't make any mistakes that
does nothing. «White horses» of triumphal entry to English
speaking literature «hippodrome» have been already en-
gaged by other world literatures. Thal's why only one role
left — the role of «dark horse». And we have taken it! We
do everything by ourselves: write poems, translate them
and bring them forward. Obviously, it's not correct to
compare literature with hippodrome, but the complete
absence of Ukrainian letters in the global literature excuses
any metaphor.

That's why the role of the youngest — is to be bold and
saucy. The spirit of the phenomenon, which the critique
has already called «Ukrainian literature after 90's» is free,
adventurous, risky and romantic at the same time. But
romance is slowly turning into typical «postrevolutions
pragmatism, sometimes into despair, but never into feel-
ing of inconsolability. This is new aesthetics, dictated by
new time, events and conditions. We are not sure about
social shock's use for literature in general, but Ukrainian
literature has derived benefit from it and got many tal-
ented, modern, new names in literature,



Travels through the language fronfier

Last 10 years ol Ukrainian publishing can be charac-
lerized by one word — decay. However Lhat may be, bul
published book is a praclical confirmation ol writer's work,
and at the same time creation's summing up. Every new
book is a baromeler of writers' crealive development or
decadence. Lovers of poelry arc lucky because this book
suggesls the selected poems that mean ones of the best
poems of cach author. Unfortunately some ol them are very
complicated for English interpretation because ot
language and cultural diflerences. However, as we said,
it's only a trial of youngesl Ukrainian poelry’s intrusion
on the Cnglish speaking world. More protound anlhology
and personal gatherings ol poctry will follow our antho-
logy.

Furthermore this anthology has a claim not only on the
declaration of the existence of Ukrainian literalure in
English speaking world and presentation of new lrends in
it. Poets presented in this book are potentially able, not at
once, step by slep, but to integrale Lo the world literalure
processes and even to influence on them,

Poetry is Lhe most concentraled and personal form of
literature. Il presents things for Lhe recreation of feelings,
Unfortunalely it is impossible Lo render the effecl of
original text inlo its native readership, because of Lhe
language and cultural differences. But translation can
render the elfect produced by the original text on the Lrans-
lator. That is the most important in presentation of trans-
laled poetry.

Young lyrics ol 90'th with its forms, methods of ap-
proach, aesthelic [illing and sense is Lhe most appropriale
for the perception in Literature World of Europe and
America. Besides Lhat, this poetry deserves to be the
representative of Ukrainian literature tradilions. It's only
a beginning of exciling travelling to the «lerra incognita»
of beautiful Ukrainian poetry. To be conlinued!

Tanya Doniy
Andriv Bondar



NOAOPOHM 33 WOBNAR BOBAOH

Ll KHUKKa — nepiia cupoda HePeKAaCTH OAHIEr 3
HaNDIABII IOMHUPEHNX CBITOBHX MOB TEKCTH CYYaCHHX
YKPaIHCLKUX MOAOAHX AiTepaTopiB. ¥ Hill IpeACTapAcHE,
CKa3aTH O, HaMHOBIILe 3 TOTO, IO 3'IBMAOCA B VKpaTHCBKII
AlTepaTypi 3a ocTalHe ALCATHAITTS. Ao TOTO 3K, aBTOPH Ta
[IePeKAGAdYl € POBECHHMKAMHA, TOMY Hapasi IIeMae nipcTan
TOBOPUTH PO KOH(PAIKT IMTOKOAIHE,

BeAnKom 3yXBaAiCTIO Ta aBaHTIOPOIo (i MU cBipAOMI
IBOTO) € TAKOK Biaxip BiA Homupenol y CBiTi LpaKTHKE
NePeKAAAY IHIIOMOBHUX TEKCTIB « HOCIAMH MOBH» («native
speakers»], aaKe BCi NepeKAasaui aHTOAOTI — aHTAIHCEK]
thinororu 3 Yrpainm, OAHAK MU TaKOK GITKO POIYMICMO
IIPOCTY 1 CTAPY, 4K CRIT, Pi4: KOAM HE OYATH 3aSIBASITH PO
ceDe caMuM (HaBiTh 3 TOMUAKAMM, XMOAMH Ta HEOKOBUD-
HOCTAMHA — Ie INOMUASETLCH TIABKY TOM, XT0 HIYOTO IIe
POOHTB), HIXTO epunM To61 He 3anpomnonye. «Bil Ko,
Ha SAKHX MOXHa TpiyM(paAbHO B'IXaTH B a HTAOMOBIIHI
(Y4MTal «BCECBITHIN®) iIMOAPOM, AGBHO pO3ibpani iHnTIMuU
Alreparypamu. ToMy AOBOAUTLCS BUKOITYBATU POAD «CipHX
KOHSYOK», AKi CaMi NUIIVTE i cavi IepeKAAAarOTh, a MOTiM
NPONOHYIOTE cele CBITOBI. BOUeBHAL, He AyKe IPHCTORHO
MOPIBHIOBATH AITEPATYPy 3 iTOADOMOM, aAe CUTyallid
MarKe TOTAAbHOI HeMPUCYTHOCTL YKPAiHCRKOTO CAOBA Y
CBITI BHOavaec OyAL-AKi (i HaBITL KiHCHKO-CIIOPTUBHI)
MeTagopu.

Tomy came HaHMOAOAIIMM BHIIAAAE W MACYC OYTH
HaXabOHUMU U SyXBaAUMU, AyX ABHUINA, 1110 HOTO KPUTUKH
B)Ke ODiIiNHO Ha3HBAOTh «YKPalHCLKOIO AITEPaTypor
micas 90-ro poky», — BoAHOYAC BIALHUH, ARAHTIOPHUI Ta
AEI0 POMAHTHYHUA., AAe pOMAaHTHKA IIOTIM MA4RHO
TPaHCPOPMYETBCS Y XapaKTePHUH AAS «TIOCTPCBOAITIH-
HOTO» Yacy MparMaTU3M, IHOAL — V BIAYAH, Ta a’k HisK —
Y ACKAAPAaTHBHE BIAUYTTA OC3BHXOAL. Lld 1I0Ba ecreTHka
IPOAHKTOBaHA YaCcOM, IIOAIAMUK Ta yMoBaMu, He viokHa 3
YICBHEHICTIO CKa3aTH, YM MAYTh y3araai aliTeparypi Ha
KOPHCTh COLIIaAEBH] MOTPSICIHHSA, ane MOJKHE CIBEPAXKY-
BaTH, 110 BOHH LA Ha KOPHCTh YKPAIHCLKIH, BUKAMKAR-
1T HOBY MOETUIHY XBHAIO.



Travels through the language frontier

OcTaHHE YKPalHCBKE AlTepaTypHe ACCATHAITTS Xapak-
TePU3YETHCA OUEBUAHUM 3aHENapA0M BMAABHHUYOL AlIAD-
HocTl. Xo4u gk 61 Tam DYyA0, a AAE TUCHbMEHHUKA BHAAHA
KHHMXKa — peaAbHe MATBePAKEHHs UOTO TIpalll, a pa3oM
3 TUM — TACYMOK TTeBHOT'0 TaIry TBOpUYOCTi. KoXXHa HOBa
KHWra 4 30ipka — GapoMeTp TBOPYOTO 3POCTaHHA YH
sadernaay. [llaHyBaAbHHMKAM CY4aCHOTO IIOETHYHOI'O CACBA
[IEBHOIO MipoI0 TIOHIACTHAO: TTPOIIOHOBaHa 30ipKa MiCTUTE
BHUOpdHe, a 3HaYUTh — HEe HaWriplile 3 TBOPYOro AOPOOKY
KOKHOT'O 3aABAEHOTO B Hilt aBTOpa. 3BiCHO XK, MH YCBIAOM-
AIOEMO TAKOJK, 1110 ¥ HaHMKpallli TOeTUYHI 3pa3KH KOJKHOTO
3 TIOETIB MOKH 110 3aCKAaAHI AASL @HTAOMOBHOL IHTEpIIpe-
Talii yepe3 CKAAAHOIII mepepadi KOHTEKCTY Ta MOBHOI
nobyaosH. ITpoTe e Aumre nepiia cnpoba BTpyYaHHS
HAMMOAOALUOI YKpaiHCHKOI Toe3ii B aHTAOMOBHHH CBIT, 3a
KOO MAYTH GIABII COAIAHI 1 peNIpe3eHTaTHBHI aHTOAOT]
Ta 30ipKH OKpeMHUX aBTOPIB.

INoupy 11e, IPONOHOBAHA AHTOAOrIA IPpeTEHAYE Ha
Aello OiAbIIe, HiXK MPOCTO 3asiBUTH a HTAOMOBHOMY CBITOBI
PO iCHYBaHHS NPUHIUIIOBO HOBUX AAS YKPAIHCBKOI
AlTepaTypu Tedid. [ToeTn, IpeAcTaBAeH] B HIH, TOTEHI[IHHO
3AATHI, HeXaW He OApa3y, NOCTYIIOBO, aAeé — BBIMTH B
3araAbHOCBITOBHM AITEepATYPHUN NPOLEC | HABITEH BIIAHWBA-
TH Ha HBOTO.

TMoesis — HaWGiABII 0COOHCTICHA TA KOHLEHTPOBAHA
cdhopMa AiTepaTypu. BoHa npeacTaBasie pedi Aasi TOro, o6
BiATBOPHTH mouyTTs. Ha npeBeAMKHH KaAb, IPU miepe-
KAAAL HEMOJKAMBO TTOBHICTIO BIATBOPHTH €(peKT, AKUH
CTpaBASIE OPUTIHAA Ha YMTAYiB, ¥ CHAY MOBHMX Ta KYAb-
TYPHHMX BiaAMiHHOCTEH. AAe mepeKAap, BIATBOPIOE edeKT,
1110 HOTO CIIPAaBHB OPHUriHaA Ha CaMOTO nepekAapaya. I e
HaHBasKAMBIIIIe TPH TIPEACTaBACHHI [IePEKAGAHHX TEKCTIB.

Aipnxa 90-x 3a cBoiMM hopMaMM, THAXOAAMHU, ECTETHY-
HUM HAIIOBHEHHSIM Ta 3MICTOBHAM HaBaHTaKeHHAM —
HaMOIABII OAM3BKA AAS CIIPHHHSATTA B AiTepaTypPHOMY CBITi
€pponu ta AMepuku. Lle Auille HOYaTOK 3aXONAWBOI ITOAO-
poxi y «terra incognita» ykpaincekol moesii. To be
continued!..

Tapa AoHin
AHApi# BoHABD






Andriy Bondar
Anapii Bovgap

an autumn dealhlyscript...
11 you'll hardly be the wax of those candles...
transfated by Olga Zatayduh

12 In random. In a rain. As a wanderer...
transtated by Tetvana Polovels

13  we're quits — and you, and me...
14 il's lack of time, of fever and of strength...
fronstaled by Tanya Donty

15 being running- eyed guide...
frivnstoled by Olga Zotayduh

16  RUSTISY
treesfated by Tanva Dondy

AN BWEIE [ic circles like a boll from the blue» — Hu:_n
Ll e LIRS S s Nl 40, [amous critic from Kharkiv, onc '
clelnit@Nle[ahstelalstly. [N obody has know him, nobody has ht-‘rilti
about him when he wioke Smoloskyp» poetry award.

TEIUGIGIENC CITERE aderships, those who understand poelry,
not just read it. And n, Im s to avoid slereotypes in his poems,
but uses slate clishesgs alled, «infelligenty poetry. He is
not belong with any jnmp or poetic circle, he is alone seeker.
He thinks that life shi]itsR =R v IR fuelmqa nol poetry, poetry
SOOI ERSTNIMNAEIR < why vou shouldn't look for the «storm o
passion» in his poetrig

Slel gL RS EE I 0 e W iGNy a N o [s-Podilsky, he allended Kiev Mohila
academy. Now Andrig@inGEERTel Sl
He is a poet, a crilic, sEiGHEIGITO S

Gathering of poetry: &
(2000).

Qi iiicacRzisic il BT 1 THITX Ky 1'aX, SIK CHIT Ha TOAORY », — CKa3ap
OAIIOTO pa’ﬂf npn Ana, }iﬂ E('IH,l,Etp{'i BINOMEH XapKIBCEKUH KPUTHAK
OAH ElH H'T]HH\MH [I[]E_*Z\Ilﬂ: ~-ti‘._- OAC

BaHb abo Km ENERERSIOTHI I 111y Ka. Ampm BBAXKAC, 1110 TEOUYTTS
BC euyzd sy BRER IR TT, A TIOR3 5! HOBUHHA OYTH uucTo10, Tomy,
HC IWIVKANTE BUOYXY JI0Steiy ol BN o Re N jial=kIi 0

S ETolehNEr Tl S W KPR < v sini11i-[ TOAIARCLKOMY, 3aKiHTUB Kneso-
MornasincnKy AxasecuiiteRis(Es NpoXXuBac B KHeri. AHApPIU ¢
BEN RV R oTINOINER KDUTHKOM, | [ICPeKAAAQYeM.

Rl vigis kel i 1HA cpeck» (1998), «IcTtiHa i Mmea» (2001).



AHapint boaaap
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an autumn deathlyscript
demiverlen's obscure languor

or perhaps a fairy twinkling flits

a heraldry of gabbled roadway

a horse is nodding (joking no way)
a jockey beats

L

MEePTBOIIHC OCeHI
HalliBEEPAEHOBE TBOPIHHSA

a MOJKe MepexTiHH4 del
repaAbAMKa KaMiHHOI OpYKIBKH
KHBAE KiHb (HOMY HellepeAHBKH)
ciue JKoOKeH

x W W

you'll hardly be the wax of those candles

or of the gravestone rosemary blossom

no ribbons bright will be as one has blossed them
nor currents jerked nor weeping nor scandals

still just gay-colored count down
and even it is spoilt damned

still just turned up so toughly hateful
the ened end

= & W

HaBpSA TH OyAell BOCKOM THX CBIYOK
Yy¥ HAMOTHABHHX KBITIB PO3MapUHYy
He Oyae OiABII Hi TAQYY HI KITUHY

Hl B'AA€HUX NOPIYOK Hi CTPIYOK

AHIIe CTPOKATHH BIAAIK Yacy
1 TOH 31CYyTHUH HaHIBelb
AWLIe KUPIIATHH OCOPYKHHUN
KiHLeM KiHelb



T

Andriy Bondar

C N

In random. In a rain. As a wanderer.
There's no. There's no and none.
You're dreaming or you might be sick.
You're dead or might be alive.

How fatal it is, but imperceptibly,
There's no. There's no and none.
You're hiding the tears from wing
You're lonely or you might be sad.

You might be the only one touch
Or the treacherous dream of my heart,
S0 lonely. So sad. So ungracious,
There's no. There's no and none,

L ]

Hasnomanku. B pomr. TMomiaTHHHEO.
Hemae., Hemae. Hema,

Ty Mapuil, a MoXKe, XBOPIEIIL

T MepTBa, a MOKe, HiMa.

HK 3ryOnHO, Ta BCe K HETIOMITHO.
Hemae. Hemae. Hema.

Tu cAbo3u xX0OBae op, BiTpy —
CaMoOTHH, a MOXKe, CyMHa.

TH, MOKe, OAWH AHMIIE AOTHK
Yu, MoKe, 3pasrviBa MaHa.
Camorusa. CymHa, Henmpusitha.
Hemae. Hemae. Hema.



AHApIH Boupap

we're quits — and you, and me
and red magician
who's scratching sky of blue with claws
not you, nor me can find the doors
so great escape from deep pit is inauspicious.

the tears from your eyes so soon

will stream
small mice are eating substance grass
the blood is freezing in a cotton dream
and on the glass...

&= & &

MU KBUTH — TH 14

W pyAMM MaricTp
IO Yelle CTesKi Heba nazypaMu
1TH 18 — MH BCi AD OAHOIL IMH
1sIMa B AMY AO HMOSIBH iCKp

3 O4YeH TBOIX IIIe MHTh
1 AMHYTB CABO3H
| MULIIEHSATA BIPU3AHCH B €CTBO
Ha 3ryCTKaX KPOBIL BOBHSIHI MOPO3H
1 CKAO...



Andriv Bondar
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it's lack of time, of fever and of strength
it's lack of dreams with new fresh plot.
the shadow and the banks will dance

to the desire so hot

in length...

L ]

SK OOMaAL Yacy CHA CHar#

SIK 0OMaAk CIIB 3 HOBUM CHOKETOM
1e3ae TiHL 1 Oeperu

3 HeCcaMOBHTHM MIETCTOM

CHITH...
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being running- eyed guide on behind the eye-gnawing sun
you are moving like groping without leaving a print

on the sand where jellyfish's daze so ox-eyed 'n’ dun
kisses on all resilient heel’s Achillida like passionate bint

yol are pacing a-kimbo as though the bullets to gat
you are humming some tune while smoking
gratuitous hay-dust
you have already squandered your liver your sleen
and your fat
and glides-by as a walnut the slimy
and mucilage skull-test

you are dreaming sky's mud with the dull
and opaque-dense felt
you are taking your roots as if being an old tortoise-shell
and are sticking to fingers of plasticine idols you melt
in pitch-darkness of night 1o bee back
in the morn you do shall

LI

MIXOHOILA Kanpasuil 3a COHIEeM 110 o4l 3'1Ad

TI1 iA@1 HAde MOMatiKi HACTH He AHLIAIOYK CAIAY
Ha NICKY AC OCYAKHHUX MEAY3 BOAOOKA CAKOAG
BHLIIAOBYC TI'SIT 3MOPHIKYBATO-UPYTKY axXiAnAY

TH A1 PYKI B DOKW Hellaue HA0O0I B MICTOAb

[IOCH TYTHABKII TTHA HIC CMAASTYH AAPMOBY TTOTEPYXY
TH IPOHBUITAPHB MUKy HUPKU | IPOAGR BaKYOAD
i BOAOCHKMM FOpIiXoM 3MIITLCHA CAKM3LKA depenyXa

3aMMHacil KAALIll Hedeca B HeIIPOCiHHY MOBCTh
i BpocTacil ¥ 3CMAK) HEMOD YepeltaXOBUH TaHIep
HAAMTIAEIT Ha MaALII MACHUX MAACTUALIIOBHAX 003b
| BIAXOAHIIT BHOUL @M 3HOBY BCPHYTHCS BPaHIi



Andriy Bondar
RUSTISY

to be a bread, a loaf, or a roll

a portion, cereals, a hunk

a slice, a half, a bil, a dole

a cut, a crumb, a scarp, a chunk

to be a skin, a dream , a cake,

an Augusl or the tree of thought

a hole wheat, a corn, lresh-backed
or dust, a son, a lucky pot

a Christlmas carol, walk or cold,

an ear ol ray, a mowing rathe

1o be a mother's milk — tirst world
Or s0 sweet and clear faith

PYCTHUKAAIA

OVTH 3AaKOM XAIDOM KOAOOKOM
CKUOROK KaBAAOUKOM IIMATOUKOM
KYCHHUKOM KPHXTHIIOIO KYCOUKOM
OVAKOI) POTAAMKOM HIMaTKOM

OYTH KUTOM ILIKIPOH) | CHOM

OYTH APEBOM MUHCAIIO 1 CEplIHE
YOPIHM OIANM VKPAIHChKUM TENARM
IIOMCAOM 1 CIHOM 1 BHHOM

XOAOAOM KOMIAKOK) XOAOK)
KOTHKOM I[IOKOCOM KOAOCKOM
OYTH MaTepUHCEKUM MOAOKOM
BIPOH COAOAKOH) TAKOK?
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Sergly Zhadan
cenvia Hianam

19  Look through the window-spring's whistle...
200 Music for fat

24 Music, reed..,

26 Bodvwork

28  Immigrant Zong

30 the sun of august's markets and flies...

32 Gloom's coming back..,

34 She hasn't grown up vet ...

Jé  March in the gvpsay district...

38 New York — [ucking city

40 a minute before lhe starting of storms...
fronsfated by Tanve Donoiy

They often call him 1[_.- {I¢
mutiny can be his
unexpected performglag ‘qulx, i.dﬂ ‘-"leij‘hf.‘ Or even thL :
audience, but never lmw 11 nnhfiﬂwm or disappointed. His
poetic world is so 1ic ce that it's difficult to talk about any
definitions. His poef rigeEliRels url:nﬂrrism. and quite rough, but at
HGEEGWERITTIIERNY ic's piercingly delicate and sad. It seems
pRelim e AYCTIRSIL N (rough the Lime and space whelher it's
nlele (S S MBI S TR CRWTSE: - war Europe or America of 60", Kharkiv
a\ShsElldRyBElel war or Jerusalem of crusades time.,

SO R EPERS RGN sk, Lugansk region, now lives in Kharkiv.
S. Zhadan has gradu{iSsBefelsil Nstid sy pedagogical University
Chls Biral R s RGOl | ] school of the same unive Qrsity.

EETHS I ERN IRy, © « Quotations» (1995}, «General Uda»
BRERIRG LTS EERReEl | «Ballads about war and reconstruction»
PARUD IR CRUS S YSYy best psychedelic stories of fighting and
other bullshit» (20008

ISR = Tok (S R E k) Su=Fe o 1 < ' K palliCLKMM PeMBo», HKi0 BU3HAYATH
OCHOBHI IIPHTAMaHH i EIERNEsIa(esy TO e OYAYTE — TAAAHT, IPHET-
PACTL Ta D"-,-'HT UKFHN T, H]IH l:‘pl 1K T8 -‘l.cllfHF.TTTIIH noeT, HOTO
e lennes gt b GARERI O UK YBAHUMU TiephoMancamu. Bin voxe
3AUBYBATH, HABITL 118 TH ITYOAIKY, dA€ HIKOAM HE 3aAullac
CAVXaydis Da f:i_r'ﬁ,‘}f)KHMI/ OTO NMOSTHYITHI CBIT HaCTIALK K DaraTHi
1 BIABHHH, 11O TOAL I TOBOPHTH PO SKICh BH3Haucnng. [Noesis
& E‘[)I‘IH MOMe D}f"l‘H otullHL THYHOH) 1 AOCTATHRO ZODCTEOK, dAe
ER0E I ol CTR LSRN0 11 K& 1TPOHHE3AHBO CyMHd | BUTOHUEHO HiK-
CRRCRLET s e elle O C 10 TOPUHAEIT PA30M 3 HUM KPi3h 4ac |
IIPOCTIP: CY4aCHq 'IdiHLi micassoeia CBpona, \mwpmm t:r.l
Xapkir qa{‘umpyrmc [, €. PYCAanHM YaCiB XPECTOBMX HOXOAIB.
Hapoausesa B 1974, {-:'I'ﬂ;_}f.Hji..-"l._l.ﬂ.‘.‘.b['{", yraHchka 00A,, Terne
PR N IS o 11 A KiHTTHE XapKiBCLKHH NeAATOTITIHUAH
YHIBCPCHTET 1 acmipa/INgyeiiie)s gt Xessat® vl

[MoeTHaH] 301pKH: « [MTATHHK 11”{1)], e e

«Tlerci» (1998), «Kp Uit aGILITN [SERREAY 1 E:H 1LTup1t m:[:-m LOH
PR ESRIERET ARSI ORNE: i 1. BLOpaiii itoeaii 1992-2000x (2000,
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Look through the window-spring's whistle
grey overcoat of infantry regiment

eager yard-keeper, over the sweepings,

is loosing his broom, like blind a needle.

Feel garden roots' warmth and wisdom
washing you hands with warm water.
Birds will come back here out of season
flying into our foul weather.

Paper flower... I'll also receive it,
Mixed blood and secret sprayer.
Mark in the list, you also will see it,
first uncertainty in atfair.

This house will also get a banner
watching the leaves falling together.
So the birds are leaving this garden
passing by me, in spite of the weather.

* ok #

bauuii 3a CKAOM BeCHSIHE PO3MAITTa —
Cipi IWMHEeAl HIXOTHOTO MOAKY,

JKBABUHN ABIDHHK Hap, PENITKAMM CMITTH
ryOuUTh MITAY, MOB He3PAYHH T'OAKY,

Tenae KOPiHHSA HIYHOI'O CaAy.
BuAARO Ha pyKUY HarpiTy BOAY.
ByAyThL BEPTATH OTAXU HE AO AGAY
B HAllly BAIT@HOUH HEIOTOAY.

byae 1 MeHI anepoBa KBITK4,
3MilllaHa KPOB, TacMHa (POPCyHKa,

B AOBI'OMY CIIMCKY IIOBa’KHa [IPUMITKa,
nepiia HEBU3HAYEHICTh Y CTOCYHKaX.

byae ¥ Ha ULOMY AOMI 3HAMEHO,
[Mapaty ramy30M OYAE AUCTA.

ApJKe NITaxy IPOoAITaloThL IOB3 MeHe —
NMpyuHaUMHI Ha 1[[@ BOHYU CIPOMOTAUCS.

Ceprini Kapan



Sergiy Zhadan
Music for fat

yurly andrukhovich in this old people shelter,
cantankerous old man of seventy

author of half forgotten whodunits

looked after by city and trade unions

and he, with heap of senile decays

with month in the pajama’s pocket

with bangles on the knotty wrists

with razors and forks scattered in the room,

is putting the clock back one hour for winter
taking a breath and listening to the voice from TV:
salman rushdy — indian,

yuriy andrukhovich — ukrainian

if you don't take a false step

others can understand the poetry of your people
withoult translation

even if you don't give a shit,

thirty years without a war
thirty years without future
thirty years of old music
of writing into emptiness
country with an agrarian drive
here they are your suitcases
your kidneys
your literature
when you are coming thorough 64
and when the blood stops to think
where it should go next
at this point
yeah, exactly al this point
sewing-machine of the Universe cries till mormning
turns its tired mechanisms
not stopping
for a moment



Cepriit Kapran

and morning comes and looks through a window of old
people shelter

and the sky is brown after the rain

and you can hear clear voices from the kitchen

and Iwo fish are on the frying —pan like

lovers on the hot August bed

and yuriy andrukhovich who is known Lo everyone here
looks through yesterday newspapers and

marks his mentioned names

marks the thoughts he liked

marks the dead friends' names

marks the interesting radio-programmes for next week

pack of words and crowds of passers-by
such dackhau left from the whole generation

and coming for breakfast

later

notices meanwhile

warm air

dry air

it's only a pity there are no birds
however they have never been
in this barrack.



Sergiy Zhadan
My3HKa AAS TOBCTHX

HOPIN aHAPYXOBHY B TIBOMY TIPUTYAKY AAS AITHIX
CBAPAMBHH CIMACCATHPIYHHUH MHUCbMEHHHK
aBTOP Hanip3abyTHUX AETEKTHBIB

AOTASIHYTHH MICTOM i mpodCcIriAKaMH

BiH — 13 KYIIOI CTAPeYrX 3aMOPOYOK

3 HeTASIMH V KHIIeHIX IiXKaMH

3 (peHeYKaMH Ha KUAaBUX 3all ACTIX

3 OpUTBaMH i BUAEAKAMH ITOCEpeA, KiIMHaTH
MepeBOANTEL CTPIAKM TrOAMHHWKA Ha 3MMOBHH Yac
BIAAMXVCTLCS CAYXAc TOAOC 3a KaApoM:
CaAnbMaH pyLIAL — lpaHelb

IOPIM aHAPYXOBHY — VKpalHelL

SJKITO TH He CXUDOUB

[oe3ist TBOro HapoAyY 3p03yMIAd IHIIHM

De3 nepexkaapy

HaBITE KOAM TOOL Ha Lie HacpaTH

TPHUALATE POKIB 0e3 BIMHH
TPHUALATE POKIB 0e3 MalOyTHEOIO
TPHALATE POKIB CTapOl My3HMKHA
[IUCAHHA B [IOPOXKHEYY
KpalHa 3 arpapHHM ApalBoOM

OCE BOHHM TBO1 BaAi3H

TBO1 HUPKH

TBOSL AlTeparypa
KOAH TOD1 MHUHAac 64
1 KOAHM KPOB NIPUTAALMOBYE [I0OOH TOAYMATH
KYAU 181 AgAl OIirTH
B [ILOMY MiCITi
TakK caMme
B LILOMY MIiCILi
I1BAllbKa MallMHA BCECBITY PHAAE AO PAHKY
KPYTHTE CBOI 3aMyU4YeHl MeXaHi3Mu
He 3YIIUHAKYUCE
Hl HA MUThb



Cepriy KararH

1 OCh IPUXOAWTE PAHOK 111A BIKHA HPUTYAKY

I HeDO KOpUYHERE MICAS AOTILY

I 3 KYXHI UyTH ABBIHKI 'OAOCH

I puOM Ha NaTeAkrHl AeKaTh HIDH

KOXAHIT HA PO3TEYLHOMY CEPITHEROMY ADKKY

i 1OPIN aHAPYXOBUY SKOTO TYT BCI 3HAIOTh B 0OANYYA
NMEePerAgAic BUOPAIIHI Ta3eTH |

TIAKPECAIOE MAPKEePOM CBOI IPI3BHIIA

MIAKPCCATOC AVMKH 10 HOMY CIIOA0DAAMCE
MAKPECAIOE IMeHa [IOMepARX APY31B

IMIAKPCCAIOC IIKaBI pajionepeaadl Ha HACTVIIHHH THXKASHD

3rpas CAIB 1 HATORII IePeX0iKUx
TaKe AaXay AULIAETHCH BIA LIAOIO HOKOAIHHA

I BJKe BUXOAHYW HA CHIAGHOK
HIAHITE

MOMIYAE HIOW MIDK THIIFM:

TErA TTOBITPA

CyXe MMOBITpSd

ITKOAA AHIIeHE 0 HeMae [Taxie
VTIM IX HIKOAH 1 11 OVAD

B IILOMY Oapartii



Sergiv Zhadan

Music, reed

Right over yvour wrist
Whal's the comel's speed
Which passes Lhe mist?

See Lhe ice melts

In the Llowns and rivers
All Lthat we had

Woere Lhe high teelings.

All that my eyes keep

Your phone machine knows
Regrel in my voice deep
And sadness grows, grows.

Your favorile Lrain of ghosts
Noever will slop its run

Look at these different snows
We are too far. They won.

Feel it, your blood moving
Where does your [light lead?
What is my soul doing?

It's growing like fragile rced.



oW oW

My3uKa, ouepeT

Ha AOACHI, DY
CKIABKH TTPOHAE KOMET
Kpi3b oHapAXMap'si 1 ¢

SIK TIpOCTYIIA TENAO
yepes PikK, MICTa.
Bce, mo y Hac 6yao —
TIABKH 118 BHCOTA.

Bce, 1o TPUMAaAOCh Bil,
FoAOC MTeYyaALHHH, ITAQY,
1 CKUAQIO Ha TBiA
aBTOBIAIOBIAAY.

[Moiza TBOIX XUMep
He 3ynuHse Oir,
HaM 3 TODOFO Telep
TIAAA€ PL3HUH CHIT.

HapizHo KpOB MOCITiiNg,
COAOAKO IIIMPHUTECH AET,
THXO pOCTe AYIIa,

MOB AQ@MKHH OYeper.

Ceprii KasaH




Sl Lladei
Bodywork

Last Wednesday before Easler comes.
Jesus with aposlles holds service
in one of the orthodox churches.
They leave after that, having arranged the meeting
for lomorrow,
Jesus finds an olive grove and starts to pray.

Night comes. Earth gets colder.
Olive leafage, like green clot of air, hangs over your head.
Sides walks become empty, Apostle Peter appears,
lies on the grass and, wrapped in the blanket,
tries Lo get asleep.,

Stars appear. Wind dies slowly down.

Peter can't get asleep and looks into the sky.

Night birds hunt for the invisible prey.

Peter, falling into sleep, listens to the Master's voice.,

In the morning gardeners come.

Coming slowly, they share the news.

They find Jesus. He's scared and frightened of
passing this cup from him.



Ceprifi MapaH
Bodywork

[MpUXOAUTE OCTAHHS cepepd nepep, BeAnkoaHeM.
[cyc 3 amocToOAaMU BIACTOIOE CAYIKOY
B OAHOMY 3 [IPaBOCAABHMX XPaMiB,
[To ToMy PO3XOAATECST, AOMOBUMBIIMCDH Ha 3aBTpa
PO 3YyCTPIY,
lcyc 3HAXOAMTE OAMBKOBHH TaM | IOYHHAE MOAUTHCD.

[pHXOAUTD Hid, 3eMAST BHXOAOAKYECTLCA.
OAMBKOBE AMCTS, MOB 3@ACHI 3TyCTKH IIOBITPH,
BUCIIE HaA IMOAOBOIO,
XiAHUKH [TOPOKHIIOTE, 3 IBASETRCA allocTon [leTpo,
ASITQE Ha TPaBy 1, 3aropHYBIIHCE ¥ KOBAPY,
HaMaracThCs 3ACHYTH.

[NpuxoaaTh 3IpKH. BiTep 1IOCTYIIOBO CTUXAC.
[TeTpo He MOKE 3aCHYTH | AMBHTECA ¥ He0O,
HigHi Iraxu IMOAIOIOTE Ha HEBHAUMY 3A00MM.
[TeTpo, 3aCUHAIOYH, CAYXAE TOAOC VUHTEeAN.

Bpaliili MpuxoAUTE IYPT CaAIBHUKIB,

[MoBIABHO HAYYH, OOMIHIOKTECSI HOBHHAMU,
3HaxopsATh Icyca. Tol cTpalUThC 1 JKaXaeTbCs,
10 1T galla 0OMHEIIVAA HOTO,



Sergiv Zhadan
Immigrant Zong

there's nothing more permanent then these things
there's nothing more intimate then these torments
the snow will touch his face like lady's hand

and on the way out of town will fall on his shoulders

road leads a train to the west

harmonicas cry with addresses matches

cry, post-war Europe, they will be your challenge
sad men's pubs full of tramps

because he won't come back even if he wants to
water of all oceans washes his eyes
because he won't come back
and what can you ask him for?
among the blesses memory of red fifties

except the Gothic contours of learned alphabets

except grenades and leaflets except birds tablets

the memory cares for him the memory counts and names
shell can’s reach twice one and the same aim

the street dies away the fingers and dish shedder
meekness reaches your body and runs through like a point
when the death comes when the remains join

when you breath out the last name with air

for the death like white sugar sticks the teeth and gums
for patience comes with the death descends

and comes easy
and silence starts sudden silence in time
in which you can't hear even your heart



Ceprin #Karan
ImirpanT 30Hr

HEMA€ HIYOro TPHUBAAIIIOIO 3a 11l peul
HeMae HIY0ro pIAHINIOTO 3a I MYKH

Ha BHI3AL 3 MiCTa CHIT ASKe Ha IIAed]
TOPKHYBIIHCH HOMY AMIIS Ha4ue JKiHOYl pYKH

AOPOTOI0, IEPEeroHOM KOTUTHLCH 10134 HA 3aXiA,
[IAGYYTh I'YOHI FrapMoOHil 3 appecaMu CipHUKAMH
IAaY IOBOEHHA €BPOIO Xal OYAYTh TOOI MOB 3aKHA
CYMHI HOAOBIYI OapH [OBHI MaHAPIBHHKAMHU

DO BiH y>Xe He MMOBePHeThCHS HaBiTh KOAH 3ax0ye
BOAA YCIX OKeaHIB MOMY BUMUBAE 04l

OO0 BiH He NpHIAe Ha3aa i M0 3 HbOTO MOJKHa B3STH
cepep OAaKeHHOI IaM ' ATi YePBOHHUX I ATUAECSITHX

OKpiM rOTUYHHX KOHTYPIB 3aBYEHHX HEM abeToK
OKPIM I'PaHAaT 1 AMCTIBOK OKPIM NITaXxiB TabDAETOK
naM gThb PO HBOrO ADac NaM ' ATk paxye AlUUTh

B OAHY H Ty CaMy PIKY CHapsip He BAYYAE ABIUi

BYAHIIA 3aTHXAC 3APUTAIOTECA TAABII ITOCYA
CMHPEHHA BTPAIIAAE Y TIAO MOB IIPOOUBAE BiCTRIM
KOAH IIPHXOAUTE CMEPThE KOAM 30CTAETBCS OCaA
KOAH OCTaHHE IM'Sl BUAMXYEUT PA30M 3 NIOBITPAM

00 cMepTh Haye DAk IYKOP 00AiNAIOE 3y0H sicHa

31 CMEePTIO NPUXOANTE TEPIIHHA CIYCKAETHCA 1 AAETBCA
1 IOYMHAETHCA THIIA THIA PanToBa BYacHa

Y AKIH He 4yTH HIYOT0 HaBiTh BAQCHOTO Ceplid



Sergiy Zhadan

* h W

the sun of august’s markels and [lies
the sun of consumptives and winds
morning radio like piece of advice
for may-bugs and teens

the crystals of salvia on your lips

jesus of silence jesus of rain

the simplest sadness from all these heaps
rises in autumn again

darkness in bones lies from below
wear you out with blood so slowly
like somebody pumps clear water
and feed the fish with loaf's quarter

all this is just trial in very deep
to look for your features of face
that is the reason [ am so heaped
with sweet vegetables death

but sky keeps high silence

I'm get used to feel myself wrong

it lasts so long... there 13 no answers
and it stops my tong



kK

COHlle CepPIIHeBUX Da3apiB I Myx
COHIIE CYXOTHMKIB | IIIIALHUKIB
PaHKOBC PaAio HAvye MacTyx

AAS THAMTKIB 1 JKYKIB

CAHMHH KPHILTAAb Ha TBOIX yCTax
icyce THILI ICyCce BUHA

3 YCIX IIedYane HAaUOIALII HpocTa
110 OCCHI BUPHHA

TCMIHE B KICTKax 3aasilae 3i CIIOAY
1 KPOB BUTATYE B TIAO 'AUGOKO
MOB XTO lepeKadYyc CBLKY BOAY

1 MATOAOBYE PHOOK

BCe [e AU cupoba y TAMOHHI
PO3TAEAITH PHCH TBOT'O AWIIA
TOMY TaK COAOAKO TaXHYTDH MCHI
OBOYIB MCPTBI Cepiis

TIABKH MOBYHTh 3aCAOHA Iehec
MOBYHUTL TAK AOBTO, IIIO 5 BXKe 3BUK
TaK AOBTO, 1110 BIATIOBIAL BTpavac CeHC
i 3aTIKae 31K

Cepriii Maaan



Sergiyv Zhadan

LI ]

Gloom's coming back

to galleries.

I recognize

but leave

your morning — long and treasure
like a harvest time,

That is the end

of such a story

and it's the time

for the reveille

on warm dunes of waking up

on yellow coastlines of melancholy.

Because of fits,

of silence, quiet

because of dust

on wings of night

the shadows are higher and the details
are paler in your pictures.

But with flair

left, like

ornament

of old cloth

you can descry light

of tree, friends and animals.

And also year

tough length —

filled niche

with great care

gratitude with years

becomes as quieter as deeper,



Ceprisr Kasan

L ]

[litbMa BepraeThCsa

Y IITOABHI,

A BoiaHar

1 HOAHMILIAD

TBiM PAHOK — AOBTUMH i KOIITOBHMH,
HEMOB 30MpaHHsA YPOXKalo.

Tarku# KiHelb

OIOBIAAHH,

1 BXe naTpyab

CYPMHUTL NOOYAKY

Ha TeTAUX AIOHAX TTPOKHMAAHHS,
Ha JKOBTHX I00epesIKAX CMYTKY.

Bip npucTymis,
MOBYaHHY, THIITI
BiA [THAY

110 HIYHHX AQIITYHKaX
BCe BHILI TiHi, BCe CKYITiIi
AETaAl ¥ TBOIX MaAIOHKAX,

AAE UYTTSIM,

AKe 0ClAo

OpPHaAMEeHTOM

B CTApHX TKAHUHAaX,

TH BMI€I PO3PI3HATH CBITAO

B A€pPeBax, APy3aXx 1 TBApHHAaX.

Tak camo pik

Ba’KKa MPOTAXKHICTL —
3amoBHeHa

ADaMAMBO Hillia —

NAEKAKYH 3 POKAMH BASYHICTE,
CTa€ YUM TAMOINA, TUM TUXIIIA.




Sergiy Zhadan

LI I

she hasn't grown up yet and hasn't lost her mind
because of black music in her wrists

and light from the sky and beginning of starving
will be like happiness in her hands

she hasn't fallen down on the wel mattresses
and her blood hasn't hurry yel

and cattle haven't warded through south roads
branded like uniform

neither pain in hings nor other splashes
in dark endless grass without measure
and hot flowers of high pressure
haven't grown on open skin places

friends on the station and rivers in villages
worry about their travelling staft

the clothe fading in the sun, is still

very Light on her shoulders

she slill can't just die

she licks wounds, like envelops
she brushes her teeth, like guns
and she still falls asleep next to you



Ceprisr Karan

BOIIA II[e He BUPOCAA | He BTPATHAA I'OAOBY
Bip HOPIOI MY3UKH Y BAQCHUX 3all ACTAX

1 CBITAO HebDec 1 MoYaTKH TOAOAY

B II AOAOHIAX OVAYTE 34 IHACTS

BOHA llle He [Tajand Ila MOKpI MaTpaiy

| B KPOB 11 He BAUBABCS HOCIIIX

| e He HAYKaAa HIBACHIIMMHE TpacaMu

xyaoDa — raBpoBaHa MOB [IAALIKapTHA ITOCTIAL

Hi OOAFD B ACTeHSX HI peluTH OAUCKY

B T@MHIH TpaBi De3 KIHIM 1 MipH

Y rapsayl KRITH BUCOKOI'O THCKY

HE POCAHM Ha BIAKPMTHX AIAAHKAX LIKIPH

1 APY31 Ha CTAaHIigX | pIKK B CeAMILAax
ADAIOTEH PO CBIM MOAOPOKHIN CTaTOK
1 OAAT BUITAAIOETECS HA COHILI BCE 111e
BIpHO TPHMAIOYHCH 11 ACIIATOK

BOIIa IITe He MOJKe [IPOCTO IMOMEePTH
3aAM3YC Palld lade KOHBEPTH
YUCTUTE 3y0H MOB TaDCALHY 30pOI0
| 3aCHMHae 1opyd 3 ToDOIO



Sergiv Zhadan
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March in the gypsy district

blue oil-paint on the walls of school dinning-hall
skin of sleeping women is warm and salted

and smoke crows through the central heating system

Gypsy families, the lasl clots of Shanghai
bring home foods and belongings
crucify motley carpets nail them up

on the empty walls like God's body

light drugs, which grow in their vegetable gardens
channels which are ruled by them in suburbs

all these are wisely mixed with fresh melted snow
wilh drawing crossroads and good news

lhe sky moves very low over one's head

beating nests and sharp night brunches off, It's held up
by thesc expectation and laugh pounded herbs

by pornographic light in the quict children face

you loose thaw, as an important link

why do you need this sorrow? Nobody will give il back,
The Virgin still watches hempseeds growing

till morning in the [ragile silence of March



Ceprii Kajran

LI

Bepesennr o nuraschKUX palonax

CHHS OAlMHa (papba HA CriHax IKIABHHX IAaACHL
I1iC BBi CHI ¥y JKIHOK WIKIpa Tenad ¥ CoAOHa

1 MIAIMMAETRCH AMM INAAXAMUH CHCTEMU OIaACIL

[UTAIICLK] POAMHM OCTAHHI 3TYCTKH [HAHXAK)
[IPUHOCHTL AODAOMY Xapdi 1 301K roToBe
CTPOKATL I'YCTI KUAUMH AKI BOHW PDOINHHAK) Ik
[BAXaMH 11a TOAMX CTIHaX MOB TIAO XPUCTOBE

Ael'Kl HApKOTHKH Ti, L0 POCTYTH Ha IXHIX TOPOAAX
yCe 3aMIlaHO MYAPO 118 CBUKHX PO3TAAUX BOAAX
Ha BTOIACIIHX TICPeXpecTax

| AODPUX BiCTAX

UM YEKAHHHAM | CMIXOM CTOAOYCHOI) TPABOID
HOpHOUpadhitHUM CBITAOM I1a TUXHX AUTAYUX OOAUTYSAX
TPUMAETHCH HEDO PYyXaeThCd [TH3LKO HaA FOAOBOIO
0DOMBaAKYM IHIZAE | FOCTpe HIYIC DOBITPA

BTpavacll BIisAnl'y HIOU BaXKAHUBY AQIKY

HaBiIoO 1001 1[I CMYTKK AKI HIXTO IIC IIOBePHEe

e AMBUTRCS DOrOPOAMIE K A0 CAMOTO PAIIKy

E KPUXKIN OepesHeBid T pOCTYTh KOHOILASHI 3epla



Sergiy Zhadan
New York — fucking city

as if not waler and as if it didn'l escape
didn't knock you down didn'( get cold on the stones
just left in the passages to Lhe
arrhythmic music and jolly sky
I know — it's hardly possible to get something
from such an experience

when a wayside wasp flies outside

to the South
and independent radios announce first
about approaching to a city

even when the weather's getting worse
you won't get neither luck not calm though
il. was to happen
young transvestite appears round the corner
in long raincoat and warm skirt
stands by your doorway looks for the keys rain streams
over his face
make up spreads under his eyes like nail dirty
big bluc drops streams over the thin cheeks
over the knitted cloth and fall on the black boots

as if there really aren't any tracks
as if memory isn't water and doesn't get cold deeply
in body
adoring large settlements
like adoring trees growing not depending on you
you talk to yourself fall asleep unwittingly
and your eyes roll behind the eyelids
like lost toys



Ceprift dKapaH

New York

fucking city

HIOW BOAA HIOH He BUTIKaAa
He 30MBaAa i3 Hir He XOAOHYAA Ha KaMIiHHI
AMLLE 3aKHHYTHHI Ha XIAHHUKH ILA aPATMIYHY MY3HUKY
1 Beceal mipHebeccs

s 3HAK) — T'OAl OIIOCH BUHECTH 13 TAKOIO AOCBIAY
KOAH TIPUAOPOIKIIS OCa IepeaiTae 3a BIKHOM

¥ [IBACHIIOMY HATTPAMKY
i HezaAesKHI paplocTaHIIll mepiikiMA CIOBIIIAIOTH
PO HaDAMXKEHHS MICTa

BJKE TOAIL K TCYETECS IIOTOAA
Hi Be3iHHA TOOL He OyAE HI 3aCTTOKOEHHA

X04Ya HIDM TaK Maao CTAaTHCh
i3-3a pory BMOpIAQE I0IHH TPAHCBECTUHT
B AOBTOMY AOIIOBHMKY 1 TCTIAIH CIIAHHIII
CTOITh IEpep, CBOIM TIiA I3A0M IITYKAE KAK)U1

AOLL Tedue OOAHMYYAM

hapba 30MBAETHCH ITiA OUMMa Hade OPYA (1A HITTSIMHA
BEAMKI CHHI Kparnai CKOUYIOTLCS Ha TOHKI BUAMIII
Ha B's3aHAN OAAT 1 YopHI OOTHHKH

HiOHM i cTIpaBAl HE AMIITHAOCE CAIALB

i TaM'ATEL HiOH He BOAA | He XOAOIIe TAHDOKO B TiAl
AODOB A0 BEAMKHUX HaCEeAeHUX ITYIIKTIB

HiOU ATOGOB AQ A€PEB 1110 POCTYTDL HE3aAeKHO Bip Tebe
rOBOPHIL cobi 3aCHHAETT HRIIOMITHO

i OUi 3aKOUYIOTLCS TiA MOBIKH

Hayde 3arydAeHl irpaliky



Sergiv Zhadan

A minute before the starting of storms

you'll feel the vibration of skin under pressure
of unfallen drops, like many small stones

press on your body — the box with the treasure

So doves, light but dirty, left on the street,

feel smell of a meal a minute before it.

S0 a solder, who soon should be killed

feels bullet in body, that one, which deforms it.

Laugh, which should come to me very soon
i'll recognize through the sadness tomorrow.
A minute before you come to the room

i'll feel you, ignoring the sorrows.

= &k

3a XBAAMHY AO TOTO, K BHIIaAe AOIL,

TH BIAYYEIL, SIK HIKipa BiGpye mia THCKOM
e He BIIAAUX KpAlleAb, 10 ASKYTh Y3A0BXK
TBOIO TiAA 1 Bpa3 MOTO CTUCHYT.

Tax Aerki roayOu, Ha BYAUISIX KUHYTI,
BIAYYBAIOTE CMAK TKi 3@ MUTE A0 TOAIBAL
Tak coapaT, 110 3@ XBUAIO MAE 3arUHYTH,
BIAYYBa AedpopmMariii y BAGCHOMY TiAl,

Cmix, IO MAaE Ha3aBTpa A0 MeHe NPUKATH,
PO3MIi3HAK) CHOTOAHI IOMIXK TIAQUY 1.
3a XBHAUHY AO TOTO, K 3'SBHILCH TH —

51 TeDe IepepuyIo.



‘Baaun Hosans




Yadvym Kovai®
Bagim Kosans

4.} That open space, where [ have been...
trasstoted by Myroslagva Kot

43 The lasses, lhose who are marching...
fransiated by (Mg Zatavdinh

44 My Lord, I've alwavs Lrusted in You..,
lrunsiated by Myvroslave Kryl

45  I'won't change lhe words of mine for...
transtoted by Clgo Zatoyeloh

46 To Lhe friend of mine.
franstofed by Tefavnn Pofovets

ISEREERnBOWERE in Magnitogorsk, Russia. In 1974 Vad VIT
ICIREROREeElllc with his family, graduated from the
S NGEIREWRESRITY, biological department, after graduation
he worked Lhoere.

IR BRI ublished in « Chelver» magazine, «Teracly,
(SN REL MR EM ST ing only started and seemed so good...
RATNERIEI R BRI o car wilh four people collided with a train.
The Poet was only o{GRiteReil=ls B iR - lalsls (1118

Big HapoanBed B 196 il Marnitoropckky, Pocia. B 1974 pasom
R siesN SR IIOI SRR 3C T Ha YKpalHy, 3akimgus Yepnipenskui
SRR LISy el ARGV o7 Gionoril. 3akiHuuBIIH YHIBCPCHTeT,
S BN N Rl O 33 TH. LIOTO RipIIl ADYKYBaAKMCE ¥ Ky pHAAI
O R VENR M RSN P Tt i 1111THX MICLIOBHX BHAaLNSX. Bee TiaLKH
OTITHAAOCE 1 348 oA Slentins 1 gt ela)e = Re
SRS LUHIRRELRSEN 111a 3 4 HacakupaMu BIMITOBX 1 YAACH !
RIRIPIRE RS R NIOENE Gl i 1ITETH] 3a1I'MHYB eAMHUET — [Toer,
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That open space, where [ have been
Is paralyzed.

When I presented those words

In course of gold...

In words, reserved in advance,

Are tracks of iron.

Just sit and lick them off,

Like poison of wicked insects,

LB B

Tos npocTip, Ae 4 icHyBRaB,
[NapaaizoBano.

Koau caoBa nopapyBas

B Tapeai 3oa0Ta.

B sape3eproBaHUX CAOBAX —
CaipaH 3aai3a.

Ix Ak OTPYTY 3AMX KOMax
CHAH, 3aAH3YH...

LA

Baanm Kosaas

The lasses, those who are marching
With the posh shoes of shardony eyes
Over the flowers of my heart.

The lasses, who put spears

On the lake of their eyelashes.

The lasses, who wash their feet

In the lake of my words.

-k ow

KOukw, Ti, 110 KPOKYIOTh
YoboTaMu YOPHUX OYeH

I'lo KBiTKax MOro cepus.
HOHKH, 1110 OITYCTHUAU CIIUCH
Ha o3epa cBolx Bil.

KOHKH, 110 MHIOTE HOTH

B ozepi Moix cAiB.



Vadym Koval'

W om

My Lord, I've always trusted in You,

But now on my standard

Is gleaning the question: My Lord, and You,
Have You ever trusted in me?

[t's so awful if You can grin

When we are buried into the tombs

Hey, listen. I'm fed up with creeping of mine.
I'll remember about my wings!

W ok

Mii Boske, s BipuB y Te6e 3aBxaH,

Ta zapa3s Ha MoOIM 3HaMeHi

[lanae murauus — il Boxe, a TH,

Tu BipuB X0u TpOXH ¥ MeHe?

AK CTpallHo, AKIo yeMixaemcs Tu,
Koan HAC KAGAYTE IO MOTHAAX.
[Tocayxail, MeHi BXKe HaGpPHAAO [TOB3TH.
A 3apa3s 3raaaio Opo KpHA4...



Baawnrm Kopaas

- o o

[ won't change the words of mine for
The worst.

And pass you all my prayers off

At verses.

When crumple leaps quicksilver up —
Rain will be,

You'd better have forgotten me
Once... may be,

L .

He Oyay 3MiHIOBATE CAOBaA

Ha ripui.

Tobi MOAUTBH BHAABATE

3a BipIi.

Auiie cTpHOHE CYAOMHO PTYTh
Y 3AMBY,

I 3Haem, TH MeHe 3a0YAB. ..
Moskango.



Vadym Koval’
To the friend of mine

And you became a person, who deprives
The flowers of colors. Once

You've drunk an air. Now you

Came to a plateau. And we are
Gathering glory, money fat.

I'm lost somewhere in the childhood
You've vanished somewhere in the life...

Apyry

I kM TH CcTAaB —
3HeDapBAIOBaY KBITOK.
KoAHCE TH UB TTOBITPS.
Tenep TH BUHILIOB Ha MAATO,
KOAH TIOBIARHO

Mmn HabUpaeMOCH 3BUTHT,
I'potutedt i cana.

Aech 3aryOMBChL B AMTHHCTRI A,
AeChk ¥ XHUTTI Te0e He CTano..,



Faruna Hpym




Galuna Rrowmi
[anuma Hoyy

49  Be beautiful — don't say a word...
trarnsfiafed T Hedvioo Pokhing

30 I was dreaming about the city of butterflies...
a2 lsa'Lil really green lor yout,
traenslated by Tanvo Doniv

33 Woman was crving on stairs of port...
trensfated Dy Andely Pekiingk

31 Spasmodic trails of stopping this day..

afi  You'll give vour body...

38 Darling! You arent waited in Paris...
tricresfoled Oy Tanva Doy

60  You come out of silence
translated by Andriy Pekhnvk

s of Galina's poelry can

sive attacks, which you can

, there is self-confidence

es that one of the

mosl t]mwrcil [f-alura in new llkr‘rimmn poelry is Lo combine
ARG ERTEA NGB combined. But she has done it, And this
IPEVIRTEERe RSl | that it seems there are no such things in
ERH M ERIILER e ws the «game rulesy» and follows them, her
play is opened and hejsesn

SielsaBImEEFES R finished Lviv state Unive rsity.
Gatherings of poetry SEENG iR @il iR RS

LRSI N ISR IR I, 13 ) KAC BATOHYCHICTL T HOHABR SI3AMBICTL
PSR RIETC GRSl < 1 X aIPCCUBHAX BUIGAIR, UMM HaCTO IPi-
RiNGUy ) RGN 04 10231y, TYT CIOKIIHA BIEBHEHICTE
BEEEENS NSRS U] sKitKY, CaMa ['arnHa BBakae, IO AAS
HSHARYNEIISNINE O 2ii XxapaKTepHO PUCOIO ¢ HaMaraiiis

IRGTN SR NN (R GLN DA BLIAG TPH 1 He NopyLIye IX, 1l rpa 4ucTa i
YOOk,

GV EGISP R IR A\ LEOR], 3aKiHYHMAG ALBIBCLKHA ACPIKAB-
HUH YHIBEPCHTET.

IS wanisametap) sl [ 1 C TO MeTeAlKIB» (1998).



Be beautiful — don't say a word.

S.Baudelaire

Be beautiful — don't say a word.
In an old square
janitors rake up the leaves and sand.
The melody in memory of hand
has hushed.
The doors are locked somewhere.

Be beautiful — don't say a word.

The time preserves
its watch for thoughts as if for maple leaves.
Indeed you only have what autumn gives,
though seem to have a handful in reserve.

byge rapna i MoByiu.
1. boaaep

Byab rapHa 1| MOBUH.

B crapomMy ckBepl
3arpidaroTh AUCTS ADAAl ABIDHUKH.
Meaoaid v maM ' saTi pyku
TTPUHUTITKAL,

CKOpO 3a4MHSAIOTH ABEpI.

Byab rapHa 1 MOBYH,
[MTauTpye yac
AYMKH 1 Mpil, MOB AMCTKH Ha KA€HI.
[Ar03i4,
1110 Mac€Ml NI0Ch y JKMEeHl...
A Maell TIALKH OCiHB TIPO 3aT1ac,

Faanna Kpyk



Galvna Krouk

* A

I was dreaming about the city of butterflies
Where they mourned those, who were tempted by alamp..,

And you buy roses,

buy
certainly for the gladness of
your sweetheart.

And others were so gloomy
Because they hadn't achieved such a success..,

And you buy roses,

buy
certainly for the smile of
your sweetheart.

And they hated there, those
Who was flying at the wrong time.

And you buy roses,

buy
certainly for the happiness of
your sweetheart.

I was really sorry for them
But I dreamt about it at dawn,

And you buy roses,
buy
while there are three left.



FaamHa Kpyk

L .

MeHi CHUAOCE MIiCTO MeTeAUKIB,
A€ OMAAKYIOTE THX, XTO Ha AAMITY 3HAAMBCH...

A BH KyIyATe TPOSHAH,
KYIIYATE,

3BICHO K — 3apAs KOXAaHOI
PaAO0CTi.

I BCi pelliTa XOAUAN ITOXMYPI,
60 He AOOMANCE TAKOTO YCIIXY..,

A BH KYIIYUTe TPOSHAM, KYNIYHATE,
3BICHO JK — 3aAA5 KOXAHOI YCMIXY.

A Halipy>Kde TaM He AI0OHAH
THUX, XTO KpHAAMH MaXaB HeBYaCHO...

A BH KyNyHTe TPOSHAHM, KYIIYHATE,
3BICHO X — 3aAAs KOXaHOIL 1acCTsI.

CTaAo MeHI IX HalmpasAy LIKOAQ,
AA€ TO BJKE IMiA PAHOK CHUAOCH...

A BU KYIIyHTe TPOSHAH, KyIIYATe,
MIOKM II[e TPH AMIITHAOCH.



Galyvna Krouk

W w

Isn't it really green for you?

What kind of snows are licking my footsteps
What kind of ripple are in my eyes

What kind of moon confesses me?

Isn't it really green for you?
Where [ will turn

Round the corner or the horizon
Or round the shadow of your?

Isn't it green for you, for fair?

i & ¥

Xi6a Tobi He 3eAeHo,

SIKI CHITH CALAM MOT AUKYTh,
JKI KOAQ B MEHe [Tepep, OurMa,
SIKI MICALl MEeHe CIIOBIAGOTE?

Xiba Tobi He 3eaeHO,
KYAH s 3aBEpHY:

3a pir, Y 3a TOPU30OHT,
494 38 TIHb TBOIO?

Hepxe T0Gi He 3eaeno?



IF'aanna Kpyk

* T oW

Waoman was crying on stairs of port.

Woman in black.

Sea depth had followed the fleet of her lord —
They won't be back.

Giving him back was, maybe, too human.

Sea didn't do even less,

Sea surf could give young crying woman
Only forgetfulness.

LA I

IThakana iHKa Ha CXIALSX XpaMy.
CALO3M — MOB BepPBHIISL.

Mope nopasocs BCAlA 3@ KOXaHHM,
BXe He noBepHeThL .

Chana AOAOHI HOBHUKOM BTYAHM —
XBHAI BrTHHAAUCH.

sKinka xoTira Mope 3abyTH.

He 3zadymaaocs...




Galyna Krouk

" k=

Spasmodic trails of stopping this day
which is put on a history shelf
You've forgiven somebody all that
you couldn't forgive yourself.
So tender and childish Mister-out-of-bed
is sleeping on one of park stall.
Don't be so sad, you're a Mister, for fact,
Mister-out-of-cat, Mister-out-of-all.

A garret, for sure, would suit you
with the windows to the sky
Mister-out-of-keb, Mister-out-of-home.
Mister-out-of-pie
murmurs something in sleep and his spattered coat
gives him a real warm hug.
Keep an eye on your dreams like on coffee
escaping from pretty hot mug.

It's so clear,
For your tales, you have to look for the birds
You left for yourself so many unspoken words
«Watch overcrowded streets or
you'll be caught by this world!»
you'll hear the words of the Mister
hoarse from sleeping and cold.



¥ h oW

CriasMaTHYHe Xalalllld 3a el AeHB,
AKOMY BiKe KpHIIKA.
Tu npoGayus KOMYCh
BCe, 4OI'0O He 11PODavyuB cooi,
CHHTEL Ha AABl AUTUHHHWM | AQTIAHHI
[Tan-bes-AKka.
[Tan-bea-Kimku, A ma” Taky, paneoi.

A To61 nacysaaa O MaHcapja
13 BIKHAMH B Hedo.

IToraMoByenr Mpii, MOB KaBy,

11O 3apas Breue.
ITan-bez-Aomy-3-INMapapauM-TTia izaoMm.

I TTan-Bea-Keba
HpOOypMOoUYe KPi3h COH

1 MAMOCTHTD [AaALTO THA [TAEYE,

BouyerHAL,

Taamna Kpyk

TOOL Tpeha 1yKaTH IITaXiB AAT PO3MOBH:
TH 3aAHIITIHB c00l 3a0ardro HeCKazaHHHAX CAlB...

«CTEPEIKHUCH 3aAKAHEHUX BYAHITE,
Do CBIT TeDe 3A0BUTLY, —
I1all, 3aXPHUITAWH 31 CHY,
CTBYYTAHBO AOKHIIC YCAIA,



Galyna Krouk
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You'll give your body
for couple pennies of caress
they've still kept warm of chance man's hands
for a kiss-stamp on the naked rock of your shoulder blade
over which (what a pity!)
the wings will never spread.

You'll finally realize: you're a stranger even for yourselt
even when you fall into sleep in your personal bed.
Therefore — death in Geese valley is
neither worse
nor better. You might feel not so lonely there.
If you can —
jusl break up this silence, so depressing at dawn
sing the song out of tune in the man's ear
doesn't matter if he wakes up
and shouts:
«Shut up! You're just marring the song with your voice!»
That's it! If only to live!



Taanua Kpyvk

* &t %

Biapacu croe Tiao
3a RIALKa MIATHUKIB AACKH,
I} TeNARX Bia PYK BUNAAKOBOTO YOAOBIKA,
3a TaBpO NOLIAVHKY Ha MOALN CKeAl AOTIaTKH,
3 K01 HIKOAY (a JKaAb!)
He IPOKAIHYTECS KPHAQd.

| 3BarHen OCTaTOYHO: TH 3aBIie co0l 9y KMHKA,
HABITh KOAW 3aCHHAEUI ¥ BAACHOMY ADKKY.
X0o4y — IIOMHPATH B A0AWHI [13a

HIYHMM HE TipIle,
HiYWMM He Kpalle. Xiba 1[0 — He TaK CaMOTHLO.
HAriro Moskenr —

PO3XAIONIYH IO THILY, HA PAHOK XUXKY,
(PAABILIVIOUH BIEPTO Ha BYX0 TOIC YOAOBIKA.
Xai U X04 BiH IPOKUHYBCS,

Xak OH HaBITh KPHKHYER,
«He cniraii! TH cioraHrOEI TOAOCOM TICHKG |»
I AOCHTE — abu Ile JKUTH.



Galyna Krouk

We are not gonna
die (n Paris.
N.Belotserkivels

Darling! You aren't waited in Paris

by hot Janetta with hazel eyes.

Like a blame

the string of a guitar is caught on

my umbrella or just on the rain.

Happy

because they can stop the rain like stopping the car.
Follow me,

believe me, they don'l shed bitter tears in London.
They've just thrown

us out of this train.

Turn right,

turn left or go straight — there's no way.
Darkness.

And the Moon like a lemon in a cup of train tea.

I really don't know

why you're not waited in Paris by

little bit greedy

Janetla's coffee eyes.

Dving

lights of falling stars draw something high in sky.
Don't look for

that station, lost somewhere in maps.

We're good enough.

We know we deserve to die in those Paris.

But queen of spades

just lick lips without your Kiss

‘cause there

we will never die there...



TaanHa Kpyvk

Mu nompenm
tie i Mapusx.
H.bironepriBens

Koxanmnit! Tebe He yekae B [Mapuxki

JKaryda sKaHeTTa 3 MATAGACRUM B30DPOM,
NOKOPOM

ritTapHa CTPyHA 3a4enHAach

3a CIUILIO MOEL [TapacoaAl YK B 3AUBI.

Llacawuni,

[0 AOIL, IIaYC ABTO, CIIUHAIOTH PYKOTO,

3a MHOIO,

IOBip Mei, B AOHAOHI ITAGYYTE He TIPKO,

3a IWKIPKY

0DOX 11aC 13 NoI3Aa CKUHYAR Opago.

Hanpago,

AAIBO 1 OPAMO AODPOTH HICMa.

IliTeMa.

I MICHLbL AUMOHOM Y CKASIIII CTAIIIIHIIOTO 4410,
He zanaro,

HOMY He YeKaloTh 11a Teoe B [laphiiki

ABAL XMKI

ZKaHerruHl oul Hla KOAIP KaBOBO1 VI
Buupyiii

BOI'HI 30penapy po3KpecAirh ¥ TOAOBAEX 11CD0.
He Tpeba

MyKaTu Ty craniii, borom 3abyTy, Ha Kaprl
Mmn EﬂpT‘i.

M gHaeM, 1110 BaprTi nomepru y romy [apaski.
QoAMKe

Ta AaMa MIKOBA 03 TROTO TIAYHKY YCT4,

00 Tam,

HIKOAWM MH TaM He ITOMPevo...



Galvna Krouk
You come out of silence

You come out of silence,

And lwilight is dropping behind you.
Like wet wonderful lish,

Your [ootprints are trembling on sand.
All this lown is empty.

You simply are tollowing waler

From Lhe blue into black,

While your voice is crealing the land.

And the words — who will care? —
Silenl vortex will twist them and drawn.
And the lootprints — who cares? —
Will parch into thin yellow fish.

And the essence 18 not

In singing according to notes,

And the sorrow 18 not

That you sing in the times of collapse.

o h

Ty BUXOAWIN i3 T,
i cRalyc cyTils TODO).
Haue MoKpi pruOUHHU,
TPIUOTYTL CAIAM Ha TTICKY.
B LLoMYy MICTI HIKOI'O.
TH HPOCTO IACHI 34 BOAOK)
I3 BAAGKHUTIIOTO B YOPHE,
MOB TOAOCOM TBOPUII DHKY.

A cAOBa — IO CAOBa ! —

JOPTOPUL 3aKPYTITE 1| BTOHANHTE.
A CAIAH — HIO CAIAM? —

IMIOBCUXAHI 'L AO JKOBTHX TdPdAHb.
| He B TOMY BCSI CYTh,

oH ITaR4aTUCH CHIBATH 110 HOTAX,

I He B TOMY [IEUAAL,

IO COIBAEIN ¥ Yac IOMHIIaHD.
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ostysiay Meinviiy
PocTiucnag Momehmsis

63 Exfolificatio
64  Explicatio
tronshinled by fanya Doy

JESER LA tals il O [.oenid Ushkalov, in the first place relies
) MG IIEV R ERESR S to each sound, he would like to turn these
sounds into music., HoGlate @eige) el f sleg{eleif{e) y ol (e} sTed ¥ {lol =123 g E-Te8
Poetry for him is somERaisRsll paintings, Roslyslav, as an arlisl,
palnt the images witRslslejsies)le) s :m{i H*plm_im es the piclures
in verses.

Sl iRl REEX LS G O gradschyna, finished Kharkiv pedagogi-
SEIRhnY S el Bl - raduated school at the same University,

Gathérlnqﬂ. of poetryj ~*Hl]ﬂ||llf] for a Deer» (1996), «Traveling

RIS reley e R W aRTE) RN 11 N COHIAG YIIKAAOBE, TOKAAAdE HAAIID
LLI.DllEiL‘:lllﬂ[.}lLI(} 1) MO Bt AOCAYRAETT (1 KO TOTO.2RYEKAG, Bin
bR el syl )i UNE e B VK1 MOBH HA 3BYKH MYy3WKH. Bin I—I
MEPEBATY AOCKOHAAOSsuRerlel sl CHNRE
AAST HBOTO TIOR3 — JIlemns ey suey:T
K XYAOMKITHE, BHMa EEaRetia) elijertels| qrhpdmmu Ildpr_:dMIIl
EARNRET o e GBI GORRAMY |1 131 IORATTUMM DSIAKAMH,

IS GlalaY ezt QREEACHR 60 | | DOBOTPAAIIHHIL, JaKIHUWE XapKIBCEKHH
BEREIEel yhacis s @b lswawy T, & TAKOOK aclllpaHTypy IIPH OBOMY By3l.
RIS RIEISTRI e e il O A roBatig Ha Oaendy (1996], «[loaopox
piBHOAeHHAM» (20008



Pocrucias MeasHHKIB
Exfolificatio

[ should take this

country and just sell

for the

rains and lindens,

or exchange, or forget...

Wait a little,

drink a bear

leave my shoes and

being barefoot

fall into oblivion — meaning disappear,

Excgoaikanis

Lo

KpalHy

Ha

AOII 1 AMTIH
PO3MIHSTL, IPOAATE H 3a0YTH 30BCIM...
[T1Ba BUIINTE,
[IOCTOATE

[ Bocum

B Kpau
NanacsiTa

[1ITH | 3HUKHYTh



Rostysiav Meinykiv
Explicatio

At one time
You hunted
a Bird
Grandpa called it
Sun
and let it go..,
But anybody
knew
nothing else is left
from the country
of travelling monks
but several splinters of
broken mirror,

ERcrnikanis

Croro gacy
Tu Bnoarosag
lNTaxa
AIAYCBO HasBas #foro
CoHuem
1 BUIIYCTHB Ha BOAJO. ..
Ane HixXTO
He 3Has,
1ifs)
VAAMKH
PO3OHTOTO ASepKara —
BCe,
U100 3aAUNTHAOCS
BiA KpaiHu
MaHADIBHUX ASTKIB,







Sorgly Pantivk
coprin NanTioy

37 BusroutMNe3d

franisteted Dy Toimpa Daondy

(S slanRaaage v vou feel at once in his poetry. Amazing
SeR LD IGMEsEERelE N d great inside forth are reflected in his
RECCRIRTRIREELGIE the images Lo express poems, the image ol
RTINS (o = S aIe- 1y, will be the strained string. Even in his
lyrics everything is n_the last brink — to have everything o
nothing.

M et RN RTINS dillyva, finished Pedagogical institule in
Kamoenets'-Podilsk,

EEILD TN RIS « T he mystery sacraments» (1994), «Ariana’s
S Wt MG CEVMI N o temple of charaterners» (1995), «The
Master of fire» [ 200008

BUTETISRIG RS ISR O 110CTd BIAYYBACTLCH HABITE B HOTO Moesil,
sELEIS RV GRS -C ITBHICTE, IPHCTPACTE, BeAHKA BHYTPIIIHA
CHA& — BCe IIe f]Jc}HT 3 HOTO Blpu_tlB Hhmn BIALIYVEOBYBAaTH
CHMMBOAITHI 300pa eHHS AAS TIOE3IH, TO CHMBOAOM 1HOCTS
IBEIRENERRSIRRRISIHIC), OyAaa O HaTaruyra crpyiia,
EEIRPATTEIITREEL ) 0 IBOpax Bee Ha «rpali» — abo Bee, abo
HIYOro.
IREYslokNai:Teb: 8- W RRIEEM 26 [ [OAiAAL. 3AKIHUMB IeAATOTIHHUM IHCTHTY
v Kay -1 ToaALC IS a

RIS AT RCTO e TSI i1 1o puyacTs» (1994), « TiHE ApigHA»
AREEETRS GBI GRS cpHUKIR» (1995), « Boaoaap Boraio» (2000).



Ceprif IlaaTioxK

Bus rout Ne 3
to Telaynka

It seems so weird, so easy, so simple
when you're laken somewhere by bus,

I can look anxiously around but it's too much bother.
[ can fecl myself but it's so depressing

Whole life is a fixed bus rout

but it just doesn't move in a circle,

[ need to go, to go, just go —
home
mine or somebody's else — [ don't care
but to know exactly
or just feel very deep
that you are
somewhere near,

And let them talk
and let them get surprised
my problem is murk
my ally is a street
This one?
Exaclly —
half-lost in fuss
covered with warm snow...

I walked along il for the first time
about 10 years before your birth.



Sergiy Pantjuk

MapmpyTt HOMED TPH
Teradni

AGK AMBIIO — TdK 1POCTO 1 AGTKO BCe,
KOAM OTTMHWBCH B TPOACHDYCI,

(3UPATHCE CTPUBOMKEHO — ATHBKH,
3aAMIIATHCE B COOl — HEe3aTHIIHO,
Bee skuTTa — 112 TpoAcHOYCIIa AlHIS,
TiABKH B KOAD He 3dMKHeHd.

Tpeda ixary, IXaTH, IXxaTv —
AO XaTH —
CROET, Y¥ZKOL — Hauxaru —
I 311aTH
abo BIAUYBATH,
0 TH
IOPSIA,.

[ HeXal roBOpATH,
| Hexal AUBYHITHCH, —
MO MOPOKd — MOPOK,
d COMOBIILST — BYAWL.
Lisi?

CadMe 119 —
HaliB3aryoAacHa B Me Ty I,
TEITAMM CIHITOM 3BOAOKEHA...

S yrnepnie nioB 1o Hil
AlT 38 ASCHTDL AQ TROTO HAPOAMEHIIS.






== bLalyna Petrosaniak
{anuna Netpocanay

71 to stay forever in Dominican shelter...
transiated by Tanva Donty

72 From the bird's-eye vista domes...
transioted by Qlga Zofayduh

@EILERSRGEENVELNi s [Tom Slanislav poetic school, which is
FU G ETS IR WG W« phenomenon», although her poelry is
S eI GIMS R, at first sight, verses blow up wilh number
) @t R esiett 0115, Readoer has gol a wonderful opportu-
i iaute It ol oA GNIEY 1] conlexlual play. V. Eshkilev, a crilic,
Il il arAaRe eIk 11 () Liage of Calina, as ustylized neo-classics.
10l ns R B ES it BT R EINER [ s hina., Now she lives and works in lvano-
Frankivsk.
(@R GER BelelsligY - « ark on the descent» | 19906), «Lighl ol
outskirts» [ 2000)

3yXBaAO Ha3BaHO! «(HUNIEAIMIIEE
HaAbHOIO, I, Ha nepliizaisivs
De3AiYYI0 CeHCIB 1 BERR NI bt HAAACTLOH POKPacHa
MOMKAHWBICTE OTPHMATHEREE DAY BIA HCEBALTON OHOBIAL Ta KOH-
(WD WERSN By lls . C1IKIACE XAPAKTCPHUIYE HOSTHUYHY MOBY
[aal aK cTHAIZ0OBaHY SIRMTTREE L T6 2 TaTR

Hapoawmaacsa 1969, HEREEIRENTiNgizsts 67120 i b ETTR(STER PR NI TTIOR
OLERTeN:TaN g ICERCE (1K paliinil Bipur 18996 p. Dyaa yaocTOEHS
npewuii by-ba-by.
pleTyra=iziMicIolNo el 1Pk 11d Cxuaiy [1996], « CBITAD OKpaili»
(2000).



Taanna MNerpocansak

* b o=

To stay forever in Dominican shelter
near Vienna

To pray only in Ukrainian, surprising the sisLers.
Somelimes, alter vespers, to write letters to my people
Asking how they are and about this year harvest.
To go every day to Lhe market on Scholsshergstrasse.
To get used to wealth, to buy a car
To live in peace wilh myself, thank ing God for
cverything is so good. And suddenly
In about 20 years, when nobody lakes you
As a stranger, to wake up at dawn
To pray in Ukrainian, surprising people again,
And without taking off the Dominican cloth
Realizing very clearly, what you change for what,
To set out with Lhe firm resolve never Lo return,
Surprising those, who hasn't thought that

the word «patria» has
Such an incredible potency.
And to get surprised.

* ok ow

Hazarxam AMITUTHCH B IIKOAT AOMIHIKAIIOK MTODAHZY
BiaHg,

MOAUTHCS BUKAFOUHO YEPAIHCBKOIO cecTpam Ha IMOAWB,

[licAn BeuepHi IHOA] ITHCATH TOCAAHHS PLAHH M,

[Turaroun, sk iX 3A0pPOB's, i IK 3pOAMAT TOPOAH.

XOAUTH LIOAHS I1a pUHOK 110 Scholssbergslrasse.

SBUKHYTH AO AOCTATKY, KYIHTH aBro,

7KK'1v 3 coB00 B 3AaroAl, ckaapatoun AdKy Cracy

3a e, M0 Bee BUHINAO Tak A06pe. W pamron,

POKIB ACCh Yepe3 ABAAIIATE, KOAM BAKC HiXTO 110 Ovae

BuizHaBarTy B TOO! 4y’KHHKY, IPOKUHYTUCE Ha CBITAHKY,

[ToMOARTUCE MO-yKPAIIICHKH 3HORY K Ha MOAWB AFOASTM,

[, He CKUAEFOYH 3 cebe OASITY AOMIHIKaHKH,

3HAYK A0OPe, 1o 1 Ha 1o MIHHEITI,

BADPYIUNTK B AOPOTY 2 HAMIpOM He IoBEepTaTACH,

AMBYIOUH TUX, XTO IIC AYMaB, 1110 CAOBO «BiTUH3HAY Mae

Tary HesbarneHHy MiCTKICTE.

I caMmilt 3AMBY BATHCE,



Galvna Petrosanjak

r * A

From the bird's-eyc vista domes and towers, powdered
With the December snow, roots of magnificent Prague
Rose to sprinkle in the air tunes of the aulumn day
when spouted
Thousand year old wine of this cily that quenched your
Thirst of luck
Far wanders and impressions. Litlle by little
it was slarting to sink
The park on the slope, as a palette ol fresco.
A juzz-band on Karl's bridge was playing swing.
Anxious woman voice was calling someone in Czech «Hol»
And for a fortuitous stranger who was already tired a bit
When leaving the world unknown by anybody rather
than new and unsecarched
Life secmed Lo be Dvorzak's symphony or slightly lit
Secession slained glass window by Alfonso Mukha
in St. Vitus's church.

* & &

3 TTepCICKTHBE ITANIUIIOTO AeTY BeXKi | KYIIOAH,
[pwrpylIeHi CHIFOM MPYAIICEM M, AAXH HEPI3ABS HOL lparu
3BeAV 3BVHATH MCAOAIT OCIITHBOI'O AL, KOAHT

LIEo1'o MiCTa BUIIA TUCATOAITHI TBOIO TAMYBAAN CLpary
AarekUX MaHAPIB Ta BpaskeHb, [ToMany rac

[TapK Ha CXUAI, HCIIade naaiTpa (hpeckw,

MysuKkalnTi Ha KapAoBiM MOCTI I'DaAR OCIHIIIHA AXKA3,
CTypOOBaHIH KILIOYHH I'OACC KAMKAE KOI'OCL TO-4eCLKH.
1 npudyALIIeBi BUTAAKOBOMY, 1110 TPOX1 BTOMWBCH BXKe,
[AVYIH HEe CTIABKM 3 TIOBOI'O, SIK 3 HIKIM He 3I1aHOTO CBITY,
YKUTTS 3AaBasoch cuMpoHicio ABopsKaka, U1 BiTpakeM
Cenecivnuy Anbdoirca Myxu B cobopi cearoro Bina.






Rowman Skuba
Poman Cunea

73  On the eve
75 When cranes come back te the summer...
76 Looking on the faces of moon...
77 A night window has blood...
78 Noles on the napkins
MNapkin 1
Napkin 2
translated by Tonya Donty
80 Cal's neurosis
82 Alkorvthmia
transiated by Qlga Zalayduh

83 Ilivein a telephone booth...
84  For the last lime — electric frain, so shabby...
5 While light, white snow...

g6 Don't shut the light for windows...

transiated by Irene Tereschenko

MR CIERRGIEENE o o genius means halfway to become 4

P NICECEINELIOEBE i said and Roman Skyba believes him. Also

I S A G el — «when the Sun gathers energy during

a night il surely riscsglilSutsisstislef He j

ou want to be the Killspts {sElis 1ir own Kindom, don'l fight
s in the air and lives there

easy to recognize hisgslelsntRe R giNgt i s and uncxpectec
metaphors. Seems th 3SR OTIREEETeR sleleEReIRTLH and talk
IR NI EIBOEY be lost somewhere in his autumn.

slen BB r MO RYI has graduated from Lviv University, Now
he lives partially in KygAeRsEIREIIcS Ry

eI IR B eale . « They will call me November» (1992,
NS S RS e of mine» (1993), «Autumn at he Moon
or Dragon’s smile» 1INl GRS RUVIRE] 1994), «Sickness of
growing» (1998).

-~

BRI ez R ate] 11 I'CHIY, BAKC HATTOAOBUNY TM
TR RGN RISt h i | PoMan Ckuda HoMy BipuTh. T
CKOAHM COHIC BOED HIY HAKOTHIVE ¢

d He 3aBOMOBYI YHeC BERPAEE 7€ 3AMKU Ha OICKY | JKUBE
B HHX CaM, CaMOTHIi/{eelint opoanb Mpif, OcTaHHIN
JalSIUrNsu v O SNSRI (1L T 2HTUKAE, HIXTO 110 3HAE, AC 3y CTPIHE
HOTO HACTYITHOTO Pai
Gl yeR It e e IR RN OB IIiB A TH 3a PUTMOM, PO3MIPOM Ta Heoi-
jqfg SN IO RS (=Y Gelaoel o 1T, SAACTRCS, 1110 B HE THTacTe BIpIL, d
S LRSI (ob (=N ELO) D OM. 110 HAC TTPOTYASIHKE, 1 MOXKHA HaABITI
3aryOM THUCE B HOTO OMEsil
Hapoausca B 1970,
L RN =Y s R Gl T 1 O 130 B KHERT, YaCTKOBO Y



Poxian CkpbGa
On the eve

I'll trust the trains very soon

Let them take me wherever Lhey want
Many pcople at stalion at noon
Never say me good bye. They don'L.
Never mind, 'll wave to the Sun

And the dutiful train will go.

I would Lrust something else lo someone
But not now, next time, you know...

Hamnepep0AHi

S 1oizpam IOBIpHY CKOPO,

Hexail Be3yTh KyAH DaKaloTh.

Xai 11a BOK3aA 3IMAVTRCH XOPOM

Ti, XTO MeHe 11e NPOBOAKAIOTh.
MaxHY Kpi3b ITTOPKHA IAHKaM ClIPHM,
Koaeca OpsA3HyTh 3a HaKa3oM.

A 1116 KOMYCE 61 1110Ch AOBIPUE,

Ta BKe, HalleBHO, 1HIIHAM PasoM.

* ® &

When cranes come back to the summer
don't envy.

They will never be touched with gray
with the first snow.

¥ & &

KOoAH Ky paBAl MOBCPTAOTECS B ALTO,
™ IIC Tpeba 3a3ApUATH.

Bouu Bk e HIKOAM HE TTOCHBIIOTh

Bip [ICPINONO CHITY...



Roman Skyba

h A

Looking on the faces of moon

From the magically lanterned frame
You will smile and grow so soon
You will smile and turn into rain.

seeing bird-dream in clouds of white
Try to rush aller dream. No doubt!
You will smile and fly up so light
You will smile and turn into cloud.

Staying close to the last brink
Realize Lhal this land you don'l own
You will cry because of clipped wing
You will smile and turn into groan.

* * T

3aAUBURBIIACE ¥ MICSHII AUKH

B randuMHI 3aAiXTapeIIux Ao,
YeMiIXHeUICS | CTallCHT BeAHKHM,
YCMIXHeNTCS | cTallCml, Sk AT,

Koan puMpiell B 11c0i Aeaeky

| prOHEIICA 3a IIHM HAB3AOTIH,
YouMixHeIIcsd 1 cTaten AdAeKHM,
YowvixHencd 1 crTalrell, 4K Bi,

[ KOAM 34 CAIITYYOIO 'PAHHID
OCSTHCI, IO 38MAA He TBOS, —
JapUAAEIII i CTAlICI OCTaHHIM,
YCeMIXHeIICd i cTanenn, sk .



Poman CKHDa

"

A night window has blood.

I mean — darkness.

Have you seen it running

When a stone broke the window body?
A night window has a heart.

I mean — the Moon,

Have you seen it burning the curtains
When cats sang?

A night window has a joy.

I mean — me,

When [ walk along the street
Somebody always raises the curtains
And window feels good.

Y HIYHOTO BiKHa € KpPOB.

CeOTo TEMp4Ba.

Baunam, 9K BoHa CTpyMYyeE,

KoAn TpoOHTH lIHOUKMHE TIAO KaMIiHIIeM ¢
Y HIYHOrO BiKHa € ceplie.

CeOTO, MicHIIL.

bauynAHM, AK BOHO NPOTMIKAE LITOPY,
Koan KpuyaTh KOTH ?

Y HIYHOTrO BIKHA € 1oTixa.

CebTo, 4.

AMKe KOAM S IAY 10 BYAUIT;

IItopy XToCh OG0B ' I3KOBO BiAXHASC...
I BikHY pOGpe.



Roman Skyba

Notes on the napkins

Napkin 1

Don’t be afraid — here're the paradise for ratty
Unearthly windowless snack-bar.

Not veritas, just funny little monster Nessy

is splashing in the wine al bottom of ajar.

The shadows and the hints are getting grosser.
Don't pay for me, You're already so sad.

The poets in all times have written all My verses,
so I'll drink on credit, on behalf of that,

Napkin 2

| coffee by with you,

And that is why the bar lady Is so kind to us.
Instant coffee for you, in beans for me,

But, surely, all these

in one cup for us.



Poman Cruia

I3 cepBeTKOBOI AipHUKH

Kaammots 1

TYyT pai AAS DALOYKIB — a BH Tx HoiTecs,
ITipzeMHa (HezeMmHa) KaB' ApHsa 6e3 BiKHa.
He icTuHa, AMUIeHb CMillTHa moTBOpKa Hecci
NAK)CKOYETLCS Ha AHL, ¥ KeAWIIIKY BHHA,

A DAMKH HeTPUEBKI, a TiHi Bce rycTile,

34 MeHe He [IAATHTL, 00 Bu i Tak cymHa.
IToetu Beix rikiB Moi nucaaum Bipii —

A BuHI 1'10 B KpeAUT Ha iXHI iMCHa...

Khramors 2

A mu 3 706010 —
HepO3AMHKABA.
Tomy i bapByMeH AD Hac AaCKaBa,
Tobi po3unHHY,
MCHI B 3€pHSTKAX,
[ HeopMiHHO —
B OAHE TOPHSATKO. ..



Roman Skyba
Cat's neurosis

NOT to touch with your tail the blind.
With a tong — to the cream.

But it won't work as well

When the moonlight floods-over the room...
Swings is badly away

That the cuckoo will flit from the clock...
Then the floor will exhale

Becoming extremely unsafe.

When you feel your claws get unsharpened
Then sharp them directly

But be carcful however

For they'll stick in the wardrobe's leg
And you won't then escape

Huge and angry she-rat

Who is hunting for you.

On other reverse of mirror

Where dwells your twin-brother...

One by whom

You are being annoyed from the glass
‘cause of mute melancholy

for hasn't been playing with you

as he died blind kitten

at the moment when you were born...



KoTrsauni HeBpo3

HE roprkaTtich A0 IITOPH XBOCTOM.
A3UKOM — AO CMETaHH.

Ane mapHO i Le,

KoAy MicAllk 3aTODHTE KiMHATY...
Posroiiaac 1,

ACK 3 TOAMHHUKA BHIIYPXHE MTAILKA..,
3anapye mipaora

I ctane ToOI HeGe3meuHa,

Tu BipUyell, IR TYTIAATHCS KirTi —
Heraitao rocrpm ix.

TinbrH AOOpe MUALHY,

bo 3aB'A3HYTE y HIXKIIi cepBanTa.

[ TOAl He BTeyeln

Bia Beaukoi 3n01 nyypuii,

o gatye Ha Tebe

o ToMy aAzepkarbHOMY Gorri,

Ae KUBe TBiH OAH3HIOK...

Tou, KoTpuit

3-1103a ckaa Tebe APasKHHUTh

Bia mimoOl HYALLTH,

Lo B AMTHHCTBI 3 TO60I0 He rpaBcs,
bo Hespsauum nomep

Tol >x MUTI, IK TH HAPOAMBCH..,

PoMan CKHOa



Roman Skyba

Alkorythmia

I've killed the bread...
Its' hears ‘s a plat.
I've hold nine days
Of deep regret.

The knife by rust

‘s already dust —

to have the end

all boozes must.

AAKOPpHTMIiA

3apisae XAiD.
Tapiaka — rpi0.
Bia3HauHMB HHUHI
AeB'daTh AlD.
YXKe H HOXKa
Bagaa ipxa —
YciM 3anmeaMm

€ MeXKa.



Poman Cruba

I live in a telephone booth.

And ['m phoned to sometimes...

I'm asked what will happen soon

And why there is a fall in my temples.
I'm asked where take the money,

And where to put them,.

Phone those, whose dreams are funny,
phone those, whose children aren't well,
Why can't I sleep, the vagrant?

What is, damn it, tiredness?..

[live in the telephone booth.

For there's no phone at home...

Ly o

Sl KuBY B TeAe@OHHIN OYAIL
IHKOAM MEHI A3BOHATL...

| muTaroTe, WO AaAl OyAe

[ oMy AMCTONIEA I18 CKDOHSIX,

[ TUTarOTH, A€ B3ATH IPOILI,

[ IHTarOTh, KYAH IX AITH.
AIBOHATL Ti, B KOI'O CHH XOPOIIII,
ASBOHSATE Ti, B KOO XBOP1 AITH.
I1]och He CIUThLCS MEeHI, TPUOAYAL
Hy sika TaM, AO 4OpTa, BToMaZ?..
S 5KUBY B TeaeQOHHIN OYAL

Bo nema TeaecoHa BAOMA...



Roman Skyba

* k¥

For the last time — electric train, so shabby.
Old morning's coughing to the platform.
The fall has such unseasonable habit:

blow out the sky with deep despair of crows.
A town, preparing for holidays,

will be wrapped up in last year's humus, —
the fall virtue to forget all those,

who have been ruined in it for good.

And someone sings about leaves on the guitar,
for two could come to listen to the park...
The fall's desire is to have a couple,

in order to become alone some day.
Someone's truths sensible definiteness
sticks together to the rains once in a while...
And to the fall's left only tenderness.

but, might be, only moisture in the eyes.

ERE R

BoctanHe 1151 00Al3A8 EASKTPHYKA.
CTapeHBKHH PAHOK KAlIASIE B [IePOH.
€ B OCeHIi TaKa HEBYACHA 3BUYKA:
racuTH HebOo po3nayeM BOPOH,

A MICTO, IO TOTYETHCH AQ CBATA,
MOKYTYE TOPIIIHIW Ieperyin, —

€ B OCeHl BAACTUBICTE 3a0yBaTH

yCiX, HaBiK 3arybAeHUX Yy HiH.

[ mAaYe XTOCE PO AWCTA IIIA TITapy,
11106 ABOE B IAPKY CAYXATH 3iAIIAKCH...
€ B ocell moTpeda MaTH Napy,

10H cTaTH 3HOB CAMOTHBLOK KOAUCH,
Huixock IpaBA OCMHUCACHA CYMIPKHICTD
Hi-Hi TA ¥ PO3AHMIIAETHCS B AQLLIAX. ..

I 30CcTaETRCH B OCEHI AHII HIXKHICTD.

A MOXe, IPOCTO BOTKICTE Ha OYax.



Pomranx Cxuba

* &

White light, white snow,

Silvery street.

Someone — has come, someone — couldn't;
The rest were forgotten.

Who's there harnessed the horses?

Who has stooped on the sledge?

White light, white snow...

The rest were forgotten.

L

Biani cBiT, BIAWI CHIT.
BcpibaeHa ByAHIIA.

XTO ~— AIMIIOR, XTO HEe 3MIT;
Pemrra Bce 3a0yrocs.

XTo Tam KoHeH 3anpir?

XTO Ha CaHSX CKYAUBCA ?
Biauit ceiT, BiAwmf cHir,
Pemrra Bce 3a0yA0OCst....



Roman Skyba

ok ok

Don't shut the light for windows.
Lel them look into rains.

Let the skies flow down from branches

on your wet raincoats...

I am the one, who's slightly soaked and cold.

It's also an important role.

The brown dog agrees with me —
he is an umbrella's antagonist.
The dawns will finish their flight
on the bottom of the pods.

Don't shut the light for windows.
I and brown dog are there.

ko

He 3aynHAATe BiIKHaM CBIT.
XaH AMBASTLCSH B AOIII.

Xai Hebeca CTIKaloTE 3 BIT

Ha BamIi Ha I1Aallili...

51 — TO¥, XTO TPOXH 3MOK 1 3Mep3,
Lle TesK Ba’KAKBA POAD.

31 MHOFO 3TipgHAM OYPUHN ec —
IPOTARBHHK 1aPACOAL.
3aBepuUiaTh 30P1 CBiM IOAIT

Ha ATl KAAHOMKHUX TALC.

He 3aupHAITE BIKHAM CBIT.
Taw 51 Ta Gypun nec.






Nazar Fedorak

Wazar Fedorak
Hazap Qegopay

9  Fir-dwarf
90 Chronicle
02 Self-portrait
translated by Tartva Doy

94  Vertep (Christmas Fairytale)
46 | have eaten up all bad apples...

98 PBrams

100 rain comes after rain...

101 The boozers fall like snowllakes;

102 Just moement — and the landscape vanished!
transtated by Irene Tereschenko

Roksana Kharchuk, ] rdorak
with «Liltle prince» g
have to cry. In spite [8 "

skeptical, he is defengalg ‘-.‘-d[]lii Tnhthll [He' ‘::lIlHlJi ne mi h\, lvan
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Ta ACTIPAHTYPY TOTO RuRITEEIsTe T E AT

elallsid M ate L=l ARSIy A piadh T 13 cobomy (1997), «hpankuey
(1997), «3emasiie TisSEuESBE




Haszap Pesopak

Fir-dwarf
Memory of N.Ya.

Fir-dwarf has escaped from the grove.

Who has seen him? Who worries?
Not a murmur, it is a spruces’ wheeze
Breaking brunches of closest lirs

All these trees will fall on the knces,

Did he mean for them?¢ It seems no.
He was laking for granted like breeze
But today disappeared [rom grove
Anguish is only left for Lhe trees.

Not so oflen the dwart escapes...

CnrepeKoBHH THOM
ITant'ari H.A.

3 AICY BTIK CMEPEKOBHH THOM. —

X0 nodauns voro? — HixTo...
TiABKH XPHTIOM XPUNASATE CMEPCKH,
Ha koailla naaAyTL TYpPToM

I AaMaTL DANZLKHIX AQACKI!

Kun Bid GyB im? — Malike HiKEM:
KHMOCK 3BUYHUNM, 5K 11ip's1 XBOI,

A TOTOMY IIOIIE3, SIK AMM,

[ cMepekH TPIlaTs I0pooko.

He moaH« K yTiKac THOM...



Nazar Fedorak
Chronicle

[Englishmen start a week with Sunday.
I start a week with vou,

Salurday:
were saying good-buy,
Sunday:
was Lyping.
Monday:
was wriling about yellow,
Tuesday:
was wasting the time working.
Wednesday:
was sorry for il
Thursday:
realized Lhat I was wailting.
Friday:
having received the letter wanted to play violin
the waltz of Charley Chaplain.
Remembered thal I couldn’t play
having seen the broken strings.

Generally speaking nothing to tell...



Hazap Pepopax
XpoHIKa

AHTAIHAT NOYUHAIOTE THKASHE 3 HeALM,
qJ mouynHAaIO THXASHL 3 Tede.

Cyboma:
[Npoitaaucs.
Heginsn:
CTyKOTIiB Ha MaUTHHILL
IToreginok;
[Tucas Ipo FKOBTE,
Bismopox:
LIMHAPHEB Yac 3a Ipaigero.
Cepega:
[[IKkopyBaB 3a HUM.
Hempep:
3po3yMiB, 1[0 YeKalo,
IT'amuuus:
Oaep>KaBIIN AMCTa, 3aX0TiB TpaTH
Ha ckpumiii Baabe Hapai Hamaina.
3rajpag, 1o He BMIK,
KOAH II00auHUBR 0O0ipBaHi CTPYHH. —

3araaoM, HiYOro, PO IO MoKHA 6yAO O po3Ka3aTH.



Nazar Fedorak
Self-portrait

['m such a genius
That there's no enough space for me!

From time to time I'm burst
And such a genius as I'm
Should be limited for

Not to take an unseemly sound!

['m such a genius

that thanks God,

[live in a pocket flat,

where it's but a step from here to everything:
Lo a window,

to pants,

to a plate,

to flowers,

and (what is more important from time to time)
to the smallest room's door...

['m such a genius!



ABTOmOpTpeT

A — Taka reHiaAnbHa piy,
Lo mano vicrs!

Hacamu MeHe a>k pOo3INHpac,

| Taka reriaabHa piy, K 1,

[TloEMHHa BXOAHUTH ¥ SIKICE paAMKH,

LLloD He BHAGTH HENIPUCTOMHOTO 3BYKA.

Al Taka reHiaabHa piy,

llo caasa bBory,

Lo >XHUBY B KHIIeHLKOBIH KBapTHPI,
A€ AO BCBOTO PYKOIO IIOAAQTH:

AO BIKHA,

AO INTAIIB,

AO TapiAKH,

AO EBITIB

1 {1110 yacaMi HaUTOAOBHILIE)

AO ABCPCH ¥ HAHMeHIIY KIMHATY...

#l Taka reuiantHa piv!

Hazap @epopak



Nazar Fedorak

Vertep

(Christmas Fairytale)
Sorry, My Lord.
I.Druch

When the nights are white

Ancient bones shine...

People say, «Over Peter the Great

Kozaks® on brooks fly,

And Khmelnitsky™ walks with bandore"*"»

And, people say, on the stretched arm

Dumb and gray, and mustached

Pigeon slumbers, it's not like all the rest,

He's lived in palace of Mazepa™"".

There is such night, as people say,

When through the door of classmate

Someone's crippled hand trebles

and the whisper's heard «We'll be
judged, Lyncher!»

All kolyadas***** — the shining bones,

Maria's carried by the choir of girls...

Kozaks fly on their brooks

Mustached pigeon and white nights.

* kozak — Ukrainian free solder XV — XVII centuries
 Khmelnitskiy Bohdan 1595 — 1657 — one of the grealest
Hetman of Ukraine

** bandore — ancient stringed musical instrument,

*=* Mazepa Ivan — 1648 — 1709, another famous Heiman of
Ukraine

*=** kolyada — Ukrainian folk Christmas carol



Haszap Peaopak

BepTten
(HOBOpiYHa Ka3ka)
Mpocmu, fecnogu.

LApa4

Y 6iai HOUl TAaK OAMIIATH KICTKM...
[Tle kaKyTh: Hap [leTpoM BeAnkuM
Ha MiTAaxX TPOAITAIOTE KO3aKH

[ iae 3 DaHAyporo XMeA LHHITLKUH.

[ KAJKYTh, Ha ITPOCTATHYTIA PYIIi
Himmuii | CUBHH, 1 ByCcaTH#H

ApiMae roayd He TaKuH, K BCl, —
Biy ;xuB iule B MaszennuHuxX nanraTax.
[ uie 6yBae, KaXKyTh, Hi9 Taka,

Koan y ABepsIX Ka3eMaTy

YuAck TPeMTHTE CKaaideHa PyKa,
Llenouge: «Hac po3CyASTh, KaTe...»

Best Koagaa — 3acBIUCHI KICTKH,
Hece Mapiro coiB AlBOYHH..,

Ha miTAaX MPOAITAIOTE KO3AaKH.
Bycaruii roay6. bial Ho1l.



Nazar Fedorak

o ow

I have eaten up all bad apples —
you wouldn't crook your face,

I've made drunkards all villains and flappers —
you wouldn't be afraid.

['ve burned jandree with blue fire —
you wouldn't get weak,

['ve pour Baykal over Sahara —

you wouldn't be thirsty.

[ have seen God among hubbub

(I won't give myself airs)

I'll cry by straight catafalques —
you won't notice,

[f it's good for you, don't thank

only try Lo save the voice of cherry tree,
I'll be flying to it.

And the gitl, chasing butterily,

will wave her evelashes and a net

I'll be caught in it.

Dry me over the rainbow

As a frozen apple.



h kW

51 mois yci HepnOpi A0AYKa —

BJKe HC CKPUBHTECH,

s CTIOIB YCiX 3A0AROT 1 MIAAITKIB —
BIKe He DinTecHd,

1 CITAAME JKOBTYXH CHHIM IIOAYM IM —
e zacAradHeTe,

s po3anb Bankaau Hap, Caxapor —
BJKe He clparHeTe.

1 noGauus Bera cepep raracy

(11¢ 3i3HAOCA)

5T 3alAauy piBHUMH KaTaharKaMu —
HC ITOMITHATE.

BaMm Gyae A00pe, Ta He ASKYUTe,
3bepesKiTL AHIIEe FOAOC BHIIHI,
IO AQ HROTO S TPHAITaTUMY.

byae AlBUMHKA 3@ METEAMKOM
MAXATU BIHKAMHU 1 CAYKOM, —

1 CIIIAMAarCH.

3acyiunTs MEeHe

HaA BECEAKOIO MEP3AUM SOAYKOM !

Ha3zap Qeaopak



Nazar Fedoralk
Brams

Floats, floats, tloals, lNoats
the evening over sea — the golden snake,
and trembling W ol stars
Crowns steps...
My staft

as dried tear shivers,
and the sands calmly squelch,
I'walk somewhere and come back,
as if the shadow of the night.
And water laps wilh happy wish —
in her, in her, in her... In her,
whose eyes sofl mica
wakes me down?.,

(The evening — snake
beside white shore).
Footsleps, foolsteps, footsteps, footsteps —
Who made them? Who washed them away?
Who buried them? Come here! — Where?




Hazap Pesopak
bpamc

[TAuBe, mAWBe, IIAHMBE, [IAUBE
HaA MOPeM BeUip — 3A0TUH 3MiN,
31POK TPEMTAUBE AYOAR-Be
BIHYAE MOCTATh...

[MTocox Min
APUKHUTE, AK 3CYIICHA CALD3E,
i THXO XAWNAKTE IICKHA.
Iay BlIEDCA, 1AY HA3EA,
SIK HO41 TiHbB,

i 3aAI00KH
AOCXOUY TIAECKAE BOAA, —
v HiA, y HIH, ¥ HIA...Y HIA
guix odell M fKa CAKAA
MeHe 3MHBac? ..

(Bewip — 3mMin
AOBKOAA DIAMX OeperiB).
CaAipm, CAIAH, CAIAM, CAIAH —
XTO IX CIBOPHUB? XTO iX 3aMiB?
XTO MOXOBaB?..

— Tlpuitan!
— Kyan?..
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rain comes after rain

and takes him by hand,

and from the corner comes the third
with lightning in his fist;

you've been walking very long,

you have left your wife,

and your son has died not living
and not knowing you,

rain tries it run away,

only falls down killed,

two stand over him and cry

with mazepinkas® in hands,

from somewhere around one more appears
rain starts to hide behind the corner,
and the third says to the second:
you ve heen walking very long

" mazepinka — service cap

ok ok

3a AQIEM IPHXOAHUTE AOII]
1 Gepe Koro 2a pyKy,

3-3a KyTa BUXOAWATE TPeTiH

3 OAMCKABKOIO B KYAAlli:

TH 3aHAATO AOBI'O HIIIOB,

TU AUIITHB CBOO APYKHUHY,

B Te0e CHH oMep He JKUBILHA
i He DayuBIIK Tebe,

AOI XallaeThCH TIKaTH,

aAe napae youTHi,

ABa HaA HUM CTOSATE 1| NAQYYTE
3 Ma3ellMHKAMHU B PYKax,
300Ky 1Ie OAWMH HAAXOAMTE,
AOIL XOBAETHCA 3@ POTOM,
TPeTid APYTOMY FOBOPHTL!

TH 3aHAATO AOBTO HIIIOB
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The boozers fall like snowflakes;

1 don't like this place.

— What lime is it?

[ don't have time under this sky.
— Will you give me a light?

I don't have light near these walls,
Gypsies walk like crippled tents

I don't have teeth to this gold

But may be, like Andgey Bursa

[ should give a shit of this?

N.B. What medicine should take
the girl, who is quite sure
that snow is the trampled pelicans?

L

TMaparoTh TAAKY, IK CHDKHHKH.

He Maro ceplis A0 DhOTO MICTa.

— Korpa ropuHa?

He Maro 4acy rip 1um HeboMm.,

— TIpUAARTH AO3BOAMTEC?

He Maro BOTHIO DiAS WX CTIH.

X O0AATH LJUTaHH, K CKaaldyeHi mwarTpa.
He Maio 3y0iB AT IIBOI'O 30A0TA.

A voske, sk ArpKel bypca,
Mary 11 e BCC B AYIi?

N.B. dxi MmepHKaMeIITH

TMOBUITHA NPUUMdATH AIBUKHA,

CBATO BIIEBHEIIA,

IO CHIT — [[@ PO3TOUTaHI [MeAIKAHH ¢
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Just moment — and the landscape vanished!
On black buttons of the grass

It is not difficult to suffer and confess

In what have done and what have hound at.,

The uniform of earth is like the lap of world,
We may forgive the power, may be, —

Just moment and in clear dawn you burst
Like worthless stuff in quiet waters,

Over you peak, the dawn, oh you,
Like tanks, the clouds in the dance.
In recent war we all have perished:
Cu-coo, the cuckoo, cu-coo, cu!..

L

Mure — 1 mefizaski yrikaroui!
Ha yopHHX rya3uKax TpaBu
TaK ABTKO MaeThCs 1 KaeThCsd,
IO HATBOPHB | HATPABUB,

MyHAHP 3eMAl, MOB AOHO BCECBITY,
NpoOAIUTh, YU IPHHAHMHI, BAACTE, —
MMTE — 1y SICHI 30pi BOpeIIcs i

Hd TUXHX BOAAX, 9K DAAACT.

Hap, cBiTKy TH Halll, BepXOBUHOTO,
SIK TAHKH, XMapH Y TaHKY.

Y Wil BiMHI M1 BXKe 3arunyAu;
KY-KY, 303YA€HLKO, KV-Ky!.,
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