


I 06K
N ORUHE



BACHJ/Ib CHMOHEHKO

(AT O6BIICK

BHOip, nepexyafn, i noscHeHHsa

Anppis M. ©p.-UnpoBCHKOTo

NOpIiBHAJNEBHI TEKCTH



VASYL SYMONENKO

GRANIT®  0BELIOKD

Selected, translated, and annotated by

Andriy M. Fr.-Chirovsky

parallel text edition



All Rights Reserved by “SVOBODA”

Illustrations and cover design by Motrya Chodnowska

Printed in the U.S.A.
“SVOBODA"”, 81-83 Grand Street, Jersey City, N.J. 07303






CONTENTS

Translator’s Note —__ . 12
The Solitude: Symonenko Alone ____ ... ____ . _______._ 13
THE POETRY OF VASYL SYMONENKO _.________.___._ 19
,»I paHiTHI ofejickH, AKX Meny3Wm” _ . _ ... 20 .
Granite Obelisks* ____ e 21
w1 Tikaio Big ceGe, Big Myku i BTOMM" __________________ 24
The Flight* _ e eeeeemeem 25
T Y Mep - o e 26
The Old Man Is Dead - __ 27
»dle 3apa3 BH, KaTB Moro Hapomy?”’ _._ . ___________ 30
“Where are you now, oh torturers of nations?” _________._ 31
HexpoJior KyKypyA3gHOMY Ka4aHOBi, 1[0 3UHHUB Ha 3aroT-
TIYHKTE o o oo oo e 32
Necrology for an Ear of Corn That Moldered by the Depot 33
» 4ayro y noui ocimni” . ____ 36
Arboreal® __ e 37
»3amuBISIOCch y TBoI 3immmi” .. 38
Filial* e 39
CaMOTHICTD - - oo e eccemaae 42
Solitude _ oo e 43
Xop crapisimus 3 noemd ,,Pixnia” _ .- 44
Chorus of Elders from the Epic “Fiction” ___ . ___________ 45
Baba OHHMCH _ .o 48
Baba Onysia _____ e man 49
JleGemti MATEPHMHCTBA oo - oo oo ocmcmemmmme e 50
The Swans of Motherhood - ___ . _______________. 51
,»TH 3Ha€W, II0 TH — JIIOAMHA" _______ o _____.. 54
You're a Person® __________ o aaaa 55



To GOD, without whom nothing is possible,

to UKRAINE, without which our poets would have
much less beauty to write of,

to VASYL SYMONENKO, without whom I would have
nothing to translate,

ond to MY PARENTS, without whom I couldn’t have
done it.



MoOHaPXH _ e
Monarchs .

»Mmu nymaem npo Bac” __ L ___.__
We Think of You® __ _ -

,»Moaxxe Tak i TpeGa HeomMminHO” ________________________
Maybe That’s the Way - _ .-

03 S S
The Trial __ o le--

,» TOPKECTBYIOTS _ e
A Pondrance® _ _ _ o e

JIHCT o e
The Letter __ e

WK He KpYTH e
Advice for Tyrants™ __ -

3 BIKHA . e
From My Window _ oo

,2Hafioruguimi oui moposxni” _________________________
Optica® . e

,,O0paskaiics Ha MeHe, K Xovueln” _._____ . ______________
You Can Hate Me* . e oo

OCIHHHHE JHCOHAHC — o e oo oo e
Autumnal Dissonance - . o=

,JIIOOH YacTO JKHBYTH Micasd cMepTH’ .. o ________
Paradoxica™ _ oo

,,He xapTy# Hami MHoo, Oymp sacka’” _ o ___________
Don’t Mock Me Please® ___ __ . e

SHORT STORIES BY VASYL SYMONENKO _.________

YopHa MiAKOBA _ .
The Black Horseshoe __ ... e

Becinna Onanaca KpoKBH _ - o ______
The Wedding of Opanas Krokva _____________ .. _..______

AyMa npo Bima - - o oo
Elegy for a Grandfather ... ______________________



He Kept Her from Sleeping - __________________ 107
Kyxypikasy niBHI Ha PYHMIHMKAX... - oo oo 112
The Roosters Crowed on the Embroidery... - ___.________ 113

THE DIARY: THE EDGES OF THOUGHT

ABOUT THE POET, THE TRANSLATOR, AND THE
ILLUSTRATOR



TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

A few matters should be clarified for the sake of the reader.
In no way did I attempt to render literal translations of Vasyl Sy-
monenko's works. In a few cases I sacrificed the exact meaning in
order to reflect the power and emotion of the poet’s writings. This
I did in the belief that the feeling of a poem always supercedes the
wording.

As to the matter of titles: Symonenko has names for only
about half of his poems. For purposes of identification, especially
in the printing of single poems in various publications, I have at-
tached titles to the rest. Such poems appear in this collection with
an asterisk next to the title.

I wish to thank Mr. Zenon Snylyk, the Editor of Svoboda, The
Ukrainian Weekly, for suggesting the idea of translating the works
of Ukrainian poets.

For invaluable assistance in the translation of many difficult
words and phrases, I thank my parents.

For her truly beautiful illustrations, thanks are extended to
Miss Motrya Chodnowska, and for the portrait of Symonenko to Mr.
Edwin Havas.

Thanks also to Mrs. Doris Hayden for her tremendous as-
sistance in the typing of the manuscript.

Maplewood, N.J., 197}. ANDRIY M. FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY
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THE SOLITUDE: SYMONENKO ALONE

One need only read the title poem to grasp the fact
that Symonenko is a national poet. His political verse
holds such a might that the very pages swell. His is a
poetry of war and vengeance, of dignity and freedom, of
power and heroism. Yet, behind this wall of monumental
verse there stands a man — scorned, rejected, and lonely
to the very depths of his existence.

“Oh God! At least send me a foe,
If you don’t want to sent me a friend.”

What intense longing is embodied in these lines from
the poem “Solitude” (p. }3). It seems from these words
that Symonenko had no friends at all. This would be an
exaggeration, of course, but he does admit in the final
entry of his diary (p. 139) that he has almost no com-
panions in his town of Cherkasy.

“I simply haven’t found among them spiritual
Eindred, and friendship, as is evident, cannot
survive on rational grounds alone.”

Yes, Symonenko comes right out with it. The poel’s
loneliness is visible from poems such as “Don’t Mock Me
Please” (p. 87), where he cowers before “that terrible
‘no’” of rejection, and “You Can Hate Me”, (p. 79) in
which he speaks of love unreturned. In his diary, Symonen-
ko makes it clear that he has a problem with companion-
ship, and the poem “Solitude”, we have seen, shows him
hunting unrelentingly for a “Friday of my own.” But the
same theme re-echoes in less obvious form in a few of his
other works.
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Symonenko’s “Filial” (p. 39) is a political poem. It
is nationally minded and powerful as usual. Right in the
midst of it, however, the poet makes a puzzling comment:

“Life without my friends would go sour,
Without their brows, their arms, and eyes.”

This statement is totally unconnected with the rest
of the poem, and stands out, pointing grimly to the un-
rewarded other-centeredness of its creator.

“Baba Onysia” (p. }9) finds an old woman “who
must face her old age alone.” In “The Old Man Is Dead”
(p. 27) Symonenko laments that “only the rye will cry
for his sake.” Why this preoccupation with alone-ness if
not o tristic reminder of the poet’s own position?

Of the few short stories that Vasyl Symonenko wrote,
we have in this collection three which deal definitely with
rejection or loss. In “Elegy for a Grandfather” (p. 99) the
narrator loses his beloved companion — his grandfather.
Broken love and rejection are the theme in “The Roosters
Crowed on the Embroidery” (p. 113) and “He Kept Her
from Sleeping” (p. 107). In both, the male character walks
off alone.

In his diary, the poet comments sadly on betrayal by
an erstwhile friend and this feeling finds its way into the
poem “Optica” (p. 77), which reveals Symonenko’s hie-
rarchy of values. The loyal soul is “most clean” in the eyes
of the forsaken poet.

What greater desperation con be felt by a writer
than that of him who has no one to whom he can show his
work. Not long before his death, Symonenko experienced
this:

“Yesterday I wrote ‘The Tale of the Dullard’.
...Too bad there’s no one to read it to.”

If inspiration comes with misery, it is no wonder that
Vasyl Symonenko wrote poetry so pendant with truth and
so vibrant with power.
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In many of his political poems, we find Symonenko
trying to enlighten the regime as to its own delusions.
“Granite Obelisks” (p. 21) is such a poem. In referring
to the obelisks, the poet speaks of the myriad monuments
that the regime is forever constructing to immortalize the
least worthy of events and people. Symonenko calls for the
Russians to come to the realization that they are simply
deluding themselves with their meaningless memorials, for

“..in the graveyard of the spent illusions
There’s simply no more room to fill.”
“Life is not exactly as yow'd will,” he tells them, and re-
peats his warning about illusion in a later stanza.

The poet lays bare the powerlessness of the Soviet
government before the growth of the Ukrainian nation and
questions:

“Where is your majesty; your power — where’s it
gone?” This line from “Where Are You Now, Oh Torturers
of Nations?” (p. 81) views the government of the second
greatest world power as bumbling and impotent, as one
that is only fooling itself with self-images of greatness.
The entire poem “Monarchs” (p. 5§9) is an indictment of
a political system dependent on “fake idolatry as o crutch.”
“Maybe That’s the Way” (p. 63) likewise shotters these
delusions of grandeur.

Stalin was not placed on any pedestal by the people,
says Symonenko in an entry from his diary dated October
19, 1962 (p. 125):

“He CLIMBED UP himself...”

That line from “Where Are You Now...” is indeed mest
fitting. Suddenly, it seems that the poet has shown us a
Soviet Union without any vestige of majesty or power.

Ideological decay, which goes unnoticed by the rulers
is perhaps the greatest source of confusion behind the Iron
Curtain. Symomnenko in his diary (p. 131) makes it clear
that he despises “bureaucratic, patented, fattened wisdom.”
The poem “Chorus of Elders from the Epic ‘Fiction’”
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(p. 45) also looks at intellectual complacency and bureau-
cratic mindlessness.

Symonenko ridicules those self-satisfied governmental
officers who think they can control the minds of the people
and therefore act like gods by reminding them in “Advice
for Tyrants” (p. 73) that

“You cannot execute a thought.”

What worries Symonenko is that the people may real-
ly be turning into mindless creatures. He looks with pity
at those who fear any special exertion of effort, lest it
bring trouble. This is evident both from the poem “Pond-
rance” (p. 69) and his July 6, 1963 diary entry (p. 135).

“Paradoxica” (p. 85) also expresses compassion for
those who fool themselves:
“For it’s not terrible to die —
It’s terrible to live when you are dead.”
Symonenko wrote much more, of course. We are not
attempting to cover all his works in this short introdu-
ction, however. We are simply trying to analyze the soli-
tude of a man. When Vasyl Symonenko appeared in the
literary arena of the early sixties, he came with more than
his truly beautiful lyric style, bringing a forceful new
poetry of social comment. He is the father of the Ukrain-
ian national re-awakening of the sixties. This is a man
who had the courage to stand up and shout:
“May Russias and Americas be silent
When I elect to speak with you”
in his “Filial” (p. 39), a conversation with Ukraine.
Symonenko shook the cowering population of Ukraine
into producing nmew heroes, a new mnational movement
which is today the single greatest domestic threat to
Soviet security.
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The poet waits for a “new Taras or Franko”.* Too
humble to admit it, Vasyl Symonenko is himself such o
man. Who but Symonenko could succeed in mocking the
inept agricultural system of the U.S.S.R., while at the same
time championing free thought in a single poem. He does
just that in “Necrology for an Ear of Corn...” (p. 33). He is
o poet of all-national themes, yet simultaneously — the
most vehement individualist, as testified by the wverse
“Yow're a Person” (p. 55), while in another poem he
teaches us to “respect o million ‘I's’”.

Why is it that Symonenko writes “a co-understanding
carved itself out between myself and A.H. with special
ease (p. 137). Was it not difficult for the poet to find friend-
Ship? Or did the difficulty lie in finding someone with ideas
as bold as his own? It is believed that A.H. is Allo Horska,
one of the few who, like S8ymonenko, stood up for the na-
tional and individual rights of the Ukrainion people. Within
seven years, both were murdered by the K.G.B. as we learn-
ed from sad reports of the best of sources in Ukraine. It is
not surprising that the secret police injected the leukemia
virus into Symonenko’s system in 1963. He was only 28 at
the time. One can hardly imagine what influence he
would have had, if he only had lived to be 50. It is not
surprising that Vasyl Symonenko was o lonely man. He
fought a war alone, for at the time there was no other
brave enough to stand in battle at his side.

Maplewood, N.J., 197}. ANDRIY M. FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY

* Taras Shevchenko, (1814-1861), hailed as the greatest Ukrain-
ian poet. Ivan Franko, (1856-1916), poet, educator, publicist, holds
the second place in Ukrainian literature.
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“POETRY IS A BEAUTIFUL WISDOM.”

~ from his diary



I'paniTHi ObenicKku, Sk MERY3U,
IIoa3nu, n083U i UOUNUCA 3 CUTL.
Ha yeurTapi poscrpinsrux 1103l
Yoxe nemoe micys s MO2UJ.

Minvapiu eip — 3apuri y ZopHo3enm,
Minvapauw wocTo — po38iaHi ynpax...
Hywa 2opursv, naaae aroTUil po3ym,

I ncHasUCTL pezoze Ha 8iTpax.

Konu 6 yci ogypeni npospisu,

Konu 6 yci youri oxunu,

To Hebo, 8i NPOKALOHIE NOCIpine,
Hanegre 6 penHynio 8if copomy il XYau.




GRANITE OBELISKS*

Granite obelisks — medusas —

They crawled and crawled and then fcli {l.
But in the graveyard of the spent {livsions
There’s simply no more room to fill.

A million faiths — all driven to the ground

A million fates — all scattcred like dust...

The soul’s enflamed, the mind in wrath abourds,
And hatred cackles on the cold wind’s gusts.

If all the tricked could see now,

If all the martyred rose,

The sky — all gray from course-vcws

Would surely crack from gloom so utterly morose.




Tpemrirv, yousys, gymaire, naxysu,
JKUTTS He HaNi3e Ha equl KONUJL.
By, zyere? — Ha yguHrapi ito3ii
Yoe nemae micya gna mozun.

Yake Hapo — ofHa CYUinLHA PAHa,
Yxe @in kpoeu xusic 3emMns,

I KoHO20 KaTIo2Y © TUPAHA

Yoxe zexae 3cykana nerns.

Po3rep3ani, 30Y4bK0o8AHI, YOUTI
ITigeoparvea i UAYTo ZUHUTU CYJ.
I ix npokiboHU, 3711 i HECAMOBUTT,
Bnagyte o gywi nnicHagi i curi,
I 3azo0iljarore gepesa Ha 8iTTi
Anocronie 3nozuHcTéa i 006nY7.
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Think, oh sycophants; and tremble, murderers in your
confusion —

Life is not exactly as yow'd will.

You hear me? — In the graveyard of illusions

There’s simply no more room to fill.

The nation is but one entire wound together,
The blood enfuriates the soil;

And every tyrant-murderer will have a tether
Just waiting round his neck to coil.

The martyred, and the murdered, and the Killed,
Their hearts with vengeance rife,

All rise that judgment be fulfilled.

Their curse will fall on evil things,

The time will come, from ropes will swing
Apostles of malignity and strife.
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A rikaro eij cebe, iy MyKu i 8TOMU,
Big kpuxknueux okGTux MicT.

A camorniii, 6pegy 8 6iny nanoporv CHis,
A 3pikaroca ecix i Yyparoca ecbozo,
Bo xozy nobyru HizuM.

A HaTOMIIEH U 6NIACHOI0 JYDIcCTIO,
XeanvryearicTio 810CHOIO 60uTuil, —
A 8ig cebe erezy 8 Giny nanopors cHis.
Tam, y cHax, HidHT TUPU
Llinysarumyro 2ybu Mot nepecox.,
Jleonapau zapieHi 3HIMATUMYTL WKYPU
I meni gapysaTumyro weqpo:

— Bepu!

A 8izvmy i 3a6yaYy NPo éce HA CEiTi.
Crany cHom, CHOBURIHHAM COJIOAKUM.

Ak pobpe, w0 L — Y€ CoH,
I ax nozaro, W0 A NPOCHYCA,
A Gina nanopors 3a3eneie.
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THE FLIGHT*

I flee from myself, from the torment and fatigue,
From the screaming, ever-watching towns,

And alone I will brave the white fern of dreams;

I abandon everyone and desert everything,

For I want to be nothing a while.

Fatigued by my ignorance,

Martyred by my vanity,

I flee from myself in the white fern of dreams.
And there, in dreams the tender tigers

Will kiss my parchment lips,

And magnificent leopards will peel off their skins,
And Kkindly will give them to me:

— Here, take!

I'll take and forget about all in the world,

I'll become a dream, a sweet, phantasmagoric dream.

How good it is that 'm — a dream.
How bad, that when I wake
The fern that once was white will now be green.

25



M0 YMEP

Or i sce.

Hoxosanu crapesnozo giga,

30KONANU HABIKU Y 3EMIUO CBATY.

Bin Tenep e He acrane

i paHKOM He nife

i3 KOCOI Mif 20pYy KPYTY.

I ne crane manrazeoro TUWY GYIUTU,
30JUBNATUCA 8 HEDO, K 2ACHYTb 3IPKU.
JIuwe pocoro no Him 6yje NAAKATU HUTO
i NAUSTUMYTb HAJ] HUM HENOMITHO GiKU.
Or i sce.

IIoxosanu xoOpowy JLOJUHY,
NOBEPHYNU HABIKYU Y JIOHO 3EMJIL.

Ta Heexe 4

NOMICTUNUCL 8 TICHY JOMOBUHY

eci Typboru ozo,

aci najgit,

KL ?

Ta Heaixe # TO

liomy ece 8iFHUNI OailgyxHe —

Zu ceiTuTuMe CoHye,

Zu niz Hanause?

Binv y qywy moro 30KPAJAETHCA 8YHEM,
8ilzall 2pyaU MEHL PO3NAHAXYE, PEE.

A zoroeuii

nosipuTu 6 Yapcreo Hebecke,

60 He xozy,

w06 @ zemiro iwnu b6e3 caija
beaimennsi,

ceari,

He3PIiBHAHHO ZYHEeCHi,

2opat piTu 3emni,

8ipHi FiTU TPYAQ.

Xait waneHi 2YFYTo
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THE OLD MAN IS DEAD

That is all.

They have buried a very old man.

They interred him fore’er in a sanctum of soil.
No longer he’ll rise,

With the dawn in his eyes,

Climb the mountain with sickle to toil,

No longer with strickle the silence he’ll wake,
Watch the sky as the stars disappear,

And only the rye field will cry for his sake
Through the hundreds and thousands of years.
That is all.

They have buried a very good man,

Put him back in the womb of the soil.

But I doubt, and I ask it:

How in his casket

Did they fit all his toils,

His hopes,

And his fears?

Can it be he won’t care

If the sun shines or not,

If the night be forgot?

And pain finds my soul, and it snakes into there,
And it hurts me a lot.

I am ready

To believe in some heavenly place,

For I dow’t want the holy,

The nameless,

And great,

The earth’s children shameless,

The children of toil

To enter the soil,

And enter not leaving o trace.

May the mad make a row

O’er the planet of spring;

27



HOJ NJISHETOI0 8ECHU,
rai Tpasa NHETLCA 820PY

Kpi3b nucra crape....

A He gipro,

WO Aix i3 MO2UNU 8OCKPECHE,

ane gipio,

wWo Hi —

8iH yeecv He yMmpe.

Hozo aymu Hexurpi

JOAYMAIOTL BHYKU,

i 3 ozel we 8iKU NIOMEHITUMYTL 8 HUX
1020 NPUCTPACTD § 2Hi8,

oo pagouti 6 Myxu,

WO, 8MUPAIOZU,

8iH nepeas AN HUSUXL.

28



May the blades of grass grow

Through the old rotten things.

I do not believe

That the dead man will rise;

But believe,

That no —

He won’t fully die,

That his thoughts so unwise

Will be pondered by grandsons’ surmise.

And for ages his wrath,

All the pain and the joy and the sorrow he had,
And all which in death to his clan he was giving
Shall survive and shall live with the living.

29



He 3apas eu, karu moz2o Hapoay?
He senuz sawa, cuna sawa ge?
Ha acui 30pi i na Tuxi soqu

Bace zopua eauia 371000 He snaje.

Hapop pocre, i MHOMUTLCA, § Ji€

Be3 gowux Ha2ai8 i naiaua.

IIig conyem gizHocTU ApesHie il mONOgie
Hozo xopcroka 1 nazijHa Jywa.

Hapoy miw e! Hapon miti 3a8:x3u 6yge!
Hixro He meperxpecaurv mitk Hapoj!
ITowje3nyTv 8Ci nepesepTHi 1 NPUBLYAU
I opau 3asouosHurie-zabpos!

Bu, GaiicTproku KaTig 0CaTaHIUL,
He 30bysaiire, 8upogru, Hige:
Hapon miit €! B i020 80NAZUL HULAL
Kosaybvra kpoe nynveye i 2yne!
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"WHERE ARE YOU NOW,
OH TORTURERS OF NATIONS?*

Where are you now, oh torturers of nations?

Where is your Majesty; your power — where’s it gone?
You will no longer have the quiet, sacred places

To lay unholy waste upon.

My nation grows, expands, is acting,

Without your whips, without your scorn.

It will outlive all those whose fortitude was lacking,
All those whom evil hordes had borne.

My nation is! My nation lives eternally!
And no one will destroy my nation’s life!
It constantly grows young internally,

Its soul with tenderness and fury rife.

You! Bastard sons of torturers satanic!
Forget this not, you harvest of the mud:

My nation is, its vibrance is Titanic,

My nation’s veins still throb with Kozak blood!

31



HEKPOJIOI' KYKYPYI3AHOMY

KAYAHORBI, IIIO 3I'HYB
HA 3ATOTIIYHKTI

He zyru 20n0CiHb. IpiKaAGIIOTL OPKECTPU.
OpaTopu 8TOMUNUCL @I KPUZAHD.

B TpyHi nexxuTdb He 80K AL i He MaecTpo,
A npocTo — KYKYPYA3IAHUL KOZAH.

TpyHa i3 TynocTu, 6e3RAPHIcTIO 0GOUTA.
Bpenyrov 30 Hero 8TOMAEHT JYMKU.:
Kozo onnaxkysars? Kozo meni cyguru?
Komy i3 cepys eigbusears 3omru?

Kozo rpacru, 3a nerenvku i gywy?

Kozo knacru 3a yro 6e32ny3qy cmeprs?
ITomep KazaM, i & KPUZATU MYULY,
Hanuruii cmyrkom i 37106010 6U4EPTD.

Kazane miit, 30 w0 Tebe 3enoinu?
Kazane miil, komy T4 308UHUE ?
Kazarne miit, nazau 8 78010 MOZUNY
I nropcoka npays, © werporu Hus.




NECROLOGY FOR AN EAR OF CORN
THAT MOLDERED BY THE DEPOT

You hear no dirge, the orchestra is rusty,

The orators are tired and forlorn;

And in the coffin lies no monarch gruff and crusty,
No, in the casket lies an ear of corn.

The coffin made so talentlessly by some drudge,
And following it thoughts so stale.

Whom should I mourn? Whom should I judge?
Whose heart, whose soul should I unveil?

Whom should I take, whose soul should I shake?
Whom should I curse for this murder distraught?
The corn is deceased, I must cry at his wake

With remorse and with petulance fraught.

Oh, ear of corn, why did they let you rot?

Oh, cob of corn, whom did you fault?

Oh, ear of corn, did you know that

Fertility and work must share with you your vault?




Be3COHHI HOZE, HeCNOKIHT JTHUHU,
Mo3zoni, nit, JYMOK 2aPpAZUIL WeM

JInenu 3 T060I0 NOPYZ 8 JOMOBUHY
I j0o2RUBAIOTH Nify 2YCTUM HOWEM...

IIpoknarra eam, nyKasi NUxORii,
B akux 6u eu He waanucs zuHax!
Bu yb6ueaere nOACOKE HaAIL

Tak camo, ak younu KazaHa.
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Sleepless nights and restless days,

Blisters, sweat, the pinch of torrid thoughts,
All this with you in you your coffin lays,
And in the heavy rain it rots...

Damn you, vile executors of schemes;
In whatever job yow’ve borne

You execute a person’s dreams

Just as you murder ears of corn.
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A zyro y HOZi OCiHHI,

A mapro Kkpi3v cuniil cHiz:
Bpocrae Ty2e KopinHa

Y 3zemnro zneery i3 Hie.

Crarory MOt pyku eirTam,
Bepzxie’am zono crae,
Po3Kpunocs HiMHUM CYyY8iTTAM
36enTexHene cepye Mmoe.

Bpocraro y Hebo, sucoke,
He 30pi — o08Ti Jament,
I zyro: nynvcyroTb COKU
Y rino moe 3 zemni.

3i MHOI 2080PATL MOUJNU
Yeramu konuwHiz srogeil,
I ix Hepo3TpazeHi cunu
IInueyre o moix 2pyAeil.

O 3emnie #OpPCTOKA & MUIA,
Koernyna tu ixHi gHi —
Yce, wo eonu ro6unu,
Bigaaii qonrobure mewni!

Yce, wo aoHu He gompisau
Y zopuomy reanri 6ois,
Xaii knekorom i 30.8iAMU
Beipeervcs @ Jymru moi!

Benyzxaiitecs, 3emne i Hebo,
Y pokir crpaxaare moix —
JKuey He nuwe gnsa cebe,

A mywy H#Huru it 30 HUL.
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ARBOREAL*

I feel them in the nights of fall,

I dream of them throughout the bluish snow.
I feel the roots as from my feet they crawl,
As in the ground they seem to grow.

My arms are becoming branches,

My forehead’s becoming the crest of a tree,
In subtle flowers my body chances

To open my heart to me.

I swiftly grow towards the apse of the sky,
Where the stars like hornets abound.

And the saps ease right through me and I
Feel the juice as it flows from the ground.

And I sense that the barrows are speaking to me;
They use the lips of those at rest.

And all their pent up powers I see,

As they seep and they flow to my breast.

Oh wild and wonderful soil!

Their days were swallowed up by you.
Give to me all that they once had loved —
So that I can love it now too.

Let all their unfinished ideas,

Which they lost in the violence of war,
As they whisk and they rattle and wheeze
Enter ME, where they can soar.

Listen, soil and heavens,

To my roarings of agony,

I must live for the OTHERS also —
I exist not only for me.
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3aguenarocy y T80t 3iHUY,

Tony6i, TpueoxsHi, HIOU parb.
Kpewyro 3 Hux zepaowi 6iuckasuyi
Pegomoyiil, 6yrnrie i nOSCTAHD.

Ykpaino! Tu gns mene gueo!
I nexail nuee 30 porkom pik,
Byny mamo, zopaa i epojauea,
3 1ebe zyaysaruca noeix.

Papu Tebe nepau 6 Jyuli ciro.
Paju tebe mucaro i T8OPHO.
Xaii moszate Amepuru i Pocii,
Konu s 3 Toboro zo8opro.

Opiinire, Heppyeu nyxasi!
HApy3i, 3azexaiire Ha nyri!
Mato 5 ceare cuniscore npaso
3 marip’to nobyre Hacamori.

Pigko, Hene, 32a7yro npo Tebe,
HHi 3aHAJTO KYYUi T MaJi.

Ille ne aci zopTu #usYTb HA HEDI,
XopuTte ix gobica no zemai.

Bazuw, 3 HumMU U020JuHy 06’rocs,
Yyew — 6GUT8U CNOKOHBIZHWI, 2prok!
Ax xe s 6e3 gpy3ie obiigycs,

Be3s nobie ix, 6e3 ozeil § pyx?

Ykpaino, ru mos monurea,

Tu mos po3nyka eikosd...
I'pomoturs Hag ceitom suora 6ursa
3a T80€E HUTTA, TEOL NPASA.
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FILIAL®

I peer intently in your eyes,

As blue and frightening as the fire’s core;
And from within a scarlet lightning flies —
The light of riots, revolts, and war.

Ukraine! You are truly a marvel;

And may the timeless ages flow,

My proud and gracious, handsome mother,
For me your wondrousness but grows.

For you I sow pearls on my spirit,

For your sake is all that I think and I do —
May Russias and Americas be silent

When I elect to speak with you.

My wicked foes will hide from sight,

And my friends will remain on the street;
For I have the sacrosanct filial right,

To visit with mother, secluded with me.

The days are so often too stumpy and short.
So, rarely do I think of you —

Not all of the fiends are of heavenly sort,
The world has a lot of them too.

See, I'm fighting on the hour;

Hear the battle’s endless noise?

Life without my friends would go sour,
Without their brows, their arms and their eyes.

Ukraine, youw’re my prayer I dare say —

Youw’re my millenial care and strife.

And high above the world a battle’s fought today
In the cause of your rights and your life.
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Xaii nanaroTs TMapu Oypakoai,
Xaii cuzaTs 06pA3U — 8Ce OJHO
A NPonnOCAL KPanesbKoro Kposu
Ha T80€¢ ceawernHe 3HAMEHO!
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May the beet-colored clouds burn forever,

And may the insults fly or not —

I’m determined to sprinkle your sanctified banner
At least with a drop of my blood.
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CAMOTHICTb

Yacro 8 camoTHiil, Hi6U Kpys3o,
Buznagaro 3-3a 00piro Kopabiie.
I fymra Ge3nopafiHo 2py3He

B raeiikim 6azo8urHi caie.

Ha ceoemy pguxomy ocrposi,

B wripanuyi 3 youTux Hagii,
LITpukaro Heb6O OZUMA 20CTPUMU:
— He ru, IParnuye mi?

Bannu eigzaro peyrvcsa iz 2opaa,
Typrorare y 6aiigyxy Jarb:

— Hownu meni, Bosxe, xoz gopoza,
Konu apyza nocnoaru xans!
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SOLITUDE

Like Crusoe, 'm often alone and thinking —
Searching for ships where the sky meets the earth,
And suddenly find my thoughts are sinking

In a bottomless pool of words.

On my wild barbaric isle —

In skins from hopes that I had grown,
I sharply scan the sky a while,

— Where’s that Friday of my own?

My throat gives way and out pours woe,
Sounding unheard to the world’s end.
Oh God! At least send me a foe,

If you don’t want to send me a friend.
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XOP CTAPIMIIIVH 3 TIOEMHU |, PIKIIA"

IIpocsiTunuce! Ta e xoueMm
APYTHX IIPOCBiTHTH.
T. IlleBYeHKO

IIopofa Hawa mMyapa 6 npupoiu,

Mu 3Haem ace, 6o ocazHYNU ace,

i enunae Ho HAC 380PYULEHO i 20PAO
WACTIUBUIL NPEJOK — WUPUL WiMNAH3e.

Homy zoiigarucey Ha 2inni punyzim
I Ha TpONiZHUL TIWUTUCH GITPAL...
A mu mifem i yinwii ceir Hayzum,
AK y ZOPpHUNBHUX NNABATU MOPAX.

Y nac Taxi npemynpi aci i ezeHi,
Wo NiMITYEMO ZOPHUTO & nanip,
BYJNIKAHY JIFOTb JYHL § CHAXEHI

8 xpebTax eucokux naneposuz 2ip.

Mu 3naem ace! Jna nac yce aijome!
IIlo 6yjae saerpa? 3anuraiite Hac.

Ak Hueurs 0ZHUULE PYAG CYXA CONOMA,
TAK HAC 208Ye MYAPICTL NoscaKzac.

Mu nignecem, mu nifeegem § nigem,

mu giitgemo, mu ciazremo eucor!!!

Mu crinoru icTur aam Ha MUTL HaYiZuM,
WO NOJUB HA3ABHIU 30YINUTb POT.

Y020 TUHAETECH NO CGITY, HIOU W AHI,
Z020 WYKAETE, KONU MU 8Ce 3HAUWIU,
KON 8elYTb JOPOU OCAAHE

niJ HowWe COHYE 3 aauULo’ IMU.
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CHORUS OF ELDERS FROM
THE EPIC “FICTION"

We stand enlightened but
yet we want to enlighten
the others.

— T. Shevchenko

By nature our species is sagacious;

and we know all and are masters of all that we see.
And thus are watched with pride and jubilation

by our ancestor — the gentle chimpanzee.

He swings in trees directly from birth,

And bathes himself in tropic winds...

But we will go teach all the nations on earth
How to swim in the oceans of ink.

Among us everyone’s so learned

that limits on our paper must be kept.
Volcanoes of paper are constantly burning,
and spewing forth mountains of script.

And we know all: and everything is clear as day.
What of tomorrow? Ask us that!

Just as the fire is fed by hay —

so wisdom nurtures us and makes us fat.

And we will raise and rise and go.

And we will reach and breach the heights!!!
And so yow’ll gape in simple awe,

when we reveal to you our endless fancy’s flights.

Why do you ramble round like drunken churls,
why do you search, when we’ve discovered all,
when from your fog to our sunny world

there leads a brilliant, sun-lit hall.

)/ 5]



Y Hac RaeHO U HixTO HE ZY8 Npo zope
T, tHWE HICEHITHUYL % GPUTHIO.

OAHa TYypbOTA ZONA HAWLE OpE:

o Wo AK 8 MYAPi NANEPosi 0Py
PANTOBO 8NYZUTH ICKOPKA 802HIO?

46



We haven’t heard of strife for quite a while here,
or other such absurdilies or shame,

There’s butl one problem that resounds:

oh, what if our wise paper mounds

were visited by one small spark of flame?
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BABA OHHUCH

Y 6abu OHuci 6Yn0 TPU CUHU.
Y 6a6u Onuci cunie HeMma.

Ha roxHiil Tt 6oslocuMi
MOPO30M TPIWUTL 3UMG.

A zopa Ha ceiri 3acras 6azaro.
CTpawHIUO020 K 20 HEMA,
HiX¥C Te, KONU CTAPICTL MATU

8 Jjomisyi crpizae cama.
Hemae Taroi 6igu i myru,

Hid CYMHO 3-ni] cueux 6pis
JUBUTUCL WOTHA, AK SHYKU
pocTYThb 6e3 ceoix barbria.

3a Te, Wo MU 8 KOCMOC 3HANUCA
WO HUHi 3q0poei it Huet,

2 nam’arnur 6a6i Onuci
aosfauz 6u Ha naouli 6 Mockaei.
IITo6 3Hanu mabYTHI npeTezi
8 wacaueiii i 2ophiit gobi:

iz 2ope Ha yrni naezi

Onucs ¢3ana cobi.

o6 nojeuz % Hajy 3emnero

y GPOH3i j3eeHie eiKku,

w06 act, ifyzu noe3 Het,
BHIMATIU 8 NOWAHT WANKU.
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BABA ONYWRIA

Baba Onysia once had three sons —

all three of her offspring were lost.

And on every one strand of her crystalline hair
there crackles the winter’s frost.

Pve seen strife and it’s made me shudder,
but greater strife no one’s known

than the pain of an aging mother

who must face her old age alone.

She suffered through crying and knowing
the pain and the horror of

just watching her grandchildren growing
without their fathers’ love.

For all astronautical missions,

for the fact that we’re well and we’re here,
Id erect a bust of Onysia

in some place in a Moscow square.

Just to tell the future’s precursors

when into the joy of their age they should delve,
all their strife on her pain-ridden shoulders
was laid on by Onysia herself.

She would stand there, in honor surpassing,
she would stand there, remembered, erect,
so that all may respect her in passing

and remove all their hats in respect.
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JIEBE]] MATEPVHCTBA

MpiroTy Kpunamu 3 Tymany nebedi poxesi,
CunsiroTv HOZi Y NUMAHYU 30Dt CYypeyzesi.

Baznapae 8 WUbKY KAKA CUBUMU OZUMO
Marepuncvra J06pa Nacka 8 HEL 3a NIeZUMA.

Ot Gisxcu, Oiau, Jocago, He 8ePTAl JO XATU,
He nywy Te6e KONUCKY CUHO8Y 20UJATU.

IIpunnusaiite go Konucku, nebenti, Ak mpii,
Onycrireca, Tuxi 30pi, cuHosi nij aii.

Tempagy TPUBOKUNU KPUKAMYU NiHI,
Tanyrosanu nebexi 6 2aTi Ha CTiHi,

JIonorinu Kpunamu i poskesum nip’am,
JlockoTanyu mMapeso 300TUMY CY3ip’aMm.

Y xminoni cmepranHs masku Zoprobposi
JEnaTumyre Teoei HiskHocTu i Jirobosu.

Bupocrew TU, CUHY, UPYUWUW 8 J0po2Y,
Bupocryre 3 T060I0 NPUCNAHE TPUBOU.

Byjyre Tebe KIUKATb Y CARU 3ENEHI
Xnonyie zopHOZYOUX FUBO-HAPEZEHI.

Mosxew. subupaTu APY3ie i APYHKUHY,
Bubpatu He MOXHA TinbKu BaTbriewuny.
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THE SWANS OF MOTHERHOOD

Dreamingly they float from out the misty foggage,
Pinkish swans who paint the night with waxen starrage.

So peers the fable through the pane with graying eyes
And motherly good grace, which right behind it lies.

Dow’t return, vexation, run, forever run,
I won’t let you rock the cradle of my son.

Swim towards the cradle, oh swans, like some wishes,
And let the quiet stars rest ‘neath his lashes.

The roosters threatened nighttime with their calls —
The swans still danced upon the sullen walls.

With their wings and down, they issue murmurations,
Tickling mirages with their gold constellations.

Yow’ll grow up, my son, and start upon your way,
Many dormant dangers will mature that day.

In the transport of dusk the forest nymphs with
darkened brow

Will greed to have your subtlety, your love some way,
somehow.

They will call for you in gardens of green,
Those betrothed to the dark-hairs of wondrous mein.

You can surely choose your friends and pick a spouse,

my son,
But of choices for a country there is only one.
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Mosxna eubpaTs Apyea i no gyxy 6para,
Ta He MOXHA PIFHY MATp UOUPATU.

3a T060r0 308WE GYAYTL MAHAPYSATU
Oczi marepuncoKi i binsea xara.

I akwo enagew TU Ha ZYHoMY Noi,
II'puiigyre 3 Yepainu eepbu i Tononi,

CTanyry Haj TOGOM0, IUCTAM 34TPINOZYTD.
TY20t0 NPOWAHHA YWY 3GJIOCKOZYT®.

MoxHa ace Ha C8ITI sUOUPATU, CUHY,
Bubparu He MOXHa TinbKkU BaTbKi8UUHY.
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You can pick a friend and a blood-brother too,
But your mother’s already chosen for you.

Always they’re with you, wherever you go —
Your mother’s eyes, the home you used to know.

And if foreign fields be the resting place for you,
The willows and poplars will come without ado.

They will stand over you, and rustling their leaves,
Their baleful farewell will touch your very eaves.

For you can choose anything at all, my son,
But of Fatherlands for you there’s only one.
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Tu 3HaeUL, WO TU — JFOJUHG.
Tu 3Hacw npo Yye zu Hi?
Yemiwka raos — equna,
Myka T80a — ejuHa.

Oczi 1807 — OjjHi.

Binvwe rebe ne 6yne.
3asTpa Ho yid 3emi

ITHwi xoRUTUMYTSL IO,
THWi KoXaTUMYTo ORU —
Hobpi, nackaai % 37i.

CvozogHi yce gns rebe —
Oszepa, 2ai, cTENU.

I suru cniwuryu Tpeba,
Koxatu cniwury Tpebo —
napu »# ne mpocnu!




YOURE A PERSON*

You know that yow’re a person;
You know this; or do you not?
Your smile is unique,

Your pain is unique,

Your eyes — only you have got.

Tomorrow yow’ll be here no longer;

No more on this earth will you be.

Others will walk

And will love and will talk,

Others — much better, much eviler than we.

Today all is here just waiting:
The meadows and lakes and the unbounded siopy:.
And to live you must rush,

To love you must rush.

Hurry up, wake up, don’t sleep.




Bo Tu Ha 3emMni — JHOJUHA,
I xozew T020 ZU Hi —
Yemiwka T80 — €quHQ,
MyKka Teos — €RUHQ,

0zi T80T — ORHI.



For on earth you are still — a person.
And whether you like it or not,

Your smile is unique,

Your pain is unique,

Your eyes — only you have got.
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MOHAPXUY

Huxraropu, koponi, imneparopu,
Mnirozu e gumi xeanvbu,
Po33zaenanu nowi, moe KpaTepu,

I zykanu:

— Mu — cumeon jobu.

— Xr0 He 3 Hamu, TOU npoTu Boza.
— XT0 He 3 Hamu, TOi NPOTU 8CiL. —
I cunanuce naspu y6o2i

Ho kyyux kpusasux Hie.
HikzemHa, npogaxna zensjo,
Banja kpuensk gas erix,

IIlo6 maru w0 noeezepary,
I'ogyeana xonyiicreom ix.

Igonu obcnurnewni, o6UiINOBAHT

TIuwnw eenuzagi e ceoiit x0Ji.

A nopyz ecrasusiu HEKOPOHOBAH]
Kopugbei i cnpasxHi eoxai.
Bcerasanu Konepruku i JI#OpA#OHE,
Illegzenko NiZ60JUS MORYTHE ZOJO,
I 6ins eizHO20 iXHBOZO TPOHY
Jlarkysu #0gFHO20 He OYno.

Bo wupe, eucoke ne6o

He wigmanoew keazem,

Bo eenuzi cnpagxniii ne Tpedba
Cnupartuce Ha nnezi HiKzeM.
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MONARCHS

Emperors, rulers, kings, and dictators
Fainting in the frankinscence of praise,
Opened their mouths like huge, gaping craters,
And screamed:

— We’re the symbols of the age

— Those not with us are hateful to God
— Those not with us are foes of all. —
They were showered with scraggly laurels,
By their bow-legged feet they would fall.
And their cheap little lickspittle servants
A band of invalids that knew what pays,
So as not to die from famine or of scurvy,
Fed the monarchs with their sycophantish praise.
And so the idols, kissed and fawned upon,
Pranced away with great to-do;

And then stood the rulers uncrowned:
Coriphaeuses — sovereigns true —
Copernicus rose and Giorgione,

And Shevchenko lifted his brow.

And by their eternal ethereal thrown
There was no sycophant to bow

For the true, the honest heavens

You just cannot paint with a brush.

For real greatness never needed

Fake idolatry as a crutch.
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Mu pymaem npo eac. B nozoxi nirni Hozi,
B mopo3Hi parku i eezipHiil zac,

I ¢ ceara zominki, i 8 JHi pobOZi

Mu pymaemo, npasHyxu, npo eac.

Mu pymaem npo éac — i Tomy Hawi pyKu
He @’anyre 6ina nayza i CTakKa,

Tomy e cepyax y HAC He BUTOHZEHA MYKQ,
A pajgicte 2onocucra i p3sinka.

Hi, 70 He cyMm npOMIHUTL puca KOXHA,

To reopzicTv 6’¢ 3 HAJTHEHHUL HAWUL 6iZ,
A T80pzicTb 308x U MPIliHA i TPUBONHA,
Hemoe Tpasresa HecnoKiiHa Hiz.

Hi, conHuil cnokil 306cim HAM HEe CHUTbCA,
Hi, Hac He 8a0UTb HINHA TUWUHN —
Hpuigewne ocasae Haui nuys,

Hecnokiii, Teopzuil 3 8iZHICTIO eqHQ.

I Tomy mu cnokiino i cyeopo
Crpizaemo y npayi i 60pHi
Haxnenu 3106HE i TYni JoKopu,
Iororu 603xesinbHOT OpexHsi.

Mu pgymaem npo eac. B nozosxi niTHi HoZi,
B moposHi parku i 8eZipHill zac,

Ha ceara 20MiHKL § @ JHi pobOZi,
Hawagxu Jopoet, mu 3acumaem eac.



WE THINK OF YOU*

We think of you. Through the quiet nights of summer,
In freezing morns, and evenings too,

And holidays and days of labor

Great-grandsons, we remember you.

We think of you — and that is why our hands
Don’t languish by our plows and carts.

We don’t submit to pain — instead we stand.
And joy, not toil re-echoes in our hearts.

No, it’s not sadness that outflows from our faces,
It’s creativity that we outpour this way.

And creativity with hope and danger blazes

Quite like a restless night in May.

No, we don’t dream of quiet slumbering places,
We are not drawn by the serenity of night,
The future shines in our faces

Eternity and creativity unite.

And this is why, with graveness, and serenity
We meet when e€’er we work, whene’er we vie
The evil accusations, so vile in their insanity,
The rivers of demented lies.

We think of you. Through the quiet nights of summer,
In freezing morns, and evenings too,

And holidays and days of labor

Oh dear descendants, we’re defending you.
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Mouxe rax i Tpeba nHeogMiHHO,
AKx pobuTs JABHO 83KE 38UKIIU:
IIagoTu cCAYXHAHO HQ KONTHO
Ilepen 2eHianbHUMU JIFOJbMU.

Buxeanars, i crasuru, i KpuzaTu,
Po3nyearu, TuMiAMIE AUM —
I'eniie misk Hamu Hebazaro,

To zomy # He NOKNOHATUCL Tm?

Ane s 3i6pae 6u ecix TUTAHIE
I crazae 6u, 3HABWU KANENIOX:
A He 6Yyny eam cnigaTy NEAHU
I xe8anvb0r0 NOCKOTATU CAYX.

Bu yci posymni ra einsepri,

Toxk CKOMITb NO WUPOCTE MEHI:

XTo ii 30 w0 eam Japyeae bezcmeprs,
Xro il 30 wo npogosxus sauli JHi?

I'osopire, Kpuzirs, W00 6ci YaHANY,
Bramunu nHapewTi Jo NYTTA:
CmepTHi eam bescmeprs Fapyeanu,
CmepTHI 8aM NPOROBHKUNY HUTTA!

IIJo6 HaRIiHO KPUNA COKONUHIE
Bac y Hebi eizHocTu Hecu,
Myapocru ceoei no KpaniuHi
CmepTHi 8am, K GAHCONU, GIARAN.

Bac, sk npanop, nigHime Ji0JuHA

B 60poTbbi 30 npasay Nporu ToMU.
I'enii! BeacmeprHi! Ha Konina
CTaHbTE nepey CMepTHUMU JI0goMu!
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MAYBE THAT'S THE WAY*

Maybe that’s the way that it should be —
We've done it now since who knows when.
Yes, maybe we SHOULD fall upon our kness
Before the geniuses of men.

Praise and glorify and laud;
There aren’t many men of zeal,

So why not blandish and applaud
And glorify and kneel?

But I would gather all the titans,
Remove my hat and then I'd say

That I will sing them no more paeans
Nor cajole them in a sycophantish way.

You all are men of intellectuality,

So tell me please — sincerely and with brevity:

Who — for what — has given you your immortality?
Who — for what — has lengthened your longevity?

Talk and scream that everyone beyond the portals

May see and grasp and bring to mind:

You got your immortality from mortals,

Your lives were lengthened by the mortals of mankind.

That you may fly on wings that never stop,
That you may soar upon eternity’s eonian breeze,
Their wisdom slowly, drop by drop

The mortals gleaned for you like bees.

You were their banner, if you please,

In wars for truth, lucidity in human ken,
So, Geniuses! Immortals! — on your knees
And kneel before the ranks of mortal men.
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CY[

Hapazpagu npucinu 6ina crony,
IIpumiTEY NPUZAIIUCL MO KYTKAL,
Ozuma zocTpumu MiFCYJFHY NPOKOIONU
Luraru i3 6azHeTAMY 8 PYKAL.

I yuprynap pueuscs 8 oKYAspu,

I 2pinucsa poszasu 6ina 2pyod,

I era3zieru craranu, Mo npuMapy,
I3 renegponrux myapux rpyoé.

— BoHa zyxa, — napa2padu cKasanu.
— BoHa ne Hawa, — mMo8U8 YUPKYIAD.
— HezyeaHa, — NPUMITKY NPONUWGIU.
I @ 3ani 3HA8CA NEMENT i ba3ap.

I yuprynap Ha HUX NONAHYE CTPO2O,
I 3an 3080pywuUECA i 30TUL.

I poswsanu i, ne6oey,

B im’a napazpaghie TOSCTUL.




THE TRIAL

The paragraphs were seated at the table,

The footnotes by the witness stand.

And so to pierce the suspect with their eyes were able
Quotations all with bayonets in hand.

The circular was peering through his glasses,

And explanations warmed themselves by nearby stoves.
The symbols jumped, as if phantasms

From telephonic wisdom tubes.

“She’s not one of us,” the circular had stated.
“Yes! She’s a stranger,” the paragraphs had yelled;
“Unheard of” screamed the footnotes unabated
And shouting started, sounding all like hell.

The circular looked at them gravely,

And stopped their outbursts and their laughs.
So she was crucified and martyred bravely
For all the portly paragraphs.




Bona gapemHo npucszane cni3Ho,
IIlo ne zuHuNQ i HE ZUHUTD 37Q...
Byna y cyAAie no2ika 3ai3HA:
BoHa Hi 8 AKi paMOZ KU He Ni3na,
Bona — 108010 JYMKOI0 6yaa.
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In vain she shed her tears and swore,

That evil she knew not and never had,

But iron logic’s what the judges bore.

She fit no margins — THAT they all abhorred;
She was a thought — original, at that.



TopxecrsyroTsy:

Bin He nomunsaecs,

He 3mozue —

Hi pasy! —

Iigowos,

IIporu eirpy —

+#Hopen pas!

He nxascs...

Anex @in HiKYAU i He iiwos!
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A PONDRANCE*

They celebrate:

Mistaken he was not

He did not wet —

Not once!

His soles,

Against the wind —

Not once! —

He didn’t push...

But neither did he venture towards a goal!
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JTINCT

3H06 aucTa meHi npucaana maru,
Hegenuzxkuilt nuct — Ho, KislbKa CTi6.
Huwe pigHa, w0 HABKONO XATU
How cagok suuiHesudt 3ab6inis.

Haze ezopa 6icae 2 Jo wKONU

I canue i BUUWEHbKYU MaJli,

A Tenep 2yqYTy HAg HUMU OXKONU
I MOBAMNHI NYCTYHU-THMETL.

Cnie raxuz i Tpeba nebazaTo,

Ta eoHU, AK 8eCHAHT NicHI,
IIpunecnu 8 2ypPTOKUTOK 8 KiMHATY
Tenni-renni cnozagu Mmewi.
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THE LETTER

I just received my mother’s letter,

It was fairly short, alright.

She says the orchard’s looking better,
The cherry trees are blossoming in white.

Just yesterday I used to run to school, it seems.
I used to plant those cherry trees.

And now with bees the berries teem,

They’re swarmed with hordes of wasps and bees.

Her words bring something special to my dormitory room,
A lot of them there needn’t really be.

But like a sort of song of joy, a simple springtime tune —
They always bring warm memories to me.
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Ak ne kpyru,

HO OfjHE SUXOJUTH,

cnig 6u Karro2am JaeHO 303Y6PUTSs !
MOCHO NPOCTPENUTY, MO3OK,

WO JYMKY HAPOJUTS,

AYMKYU H He 6burs!
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ADVICE FOR TYRANTS®

No matter how you twist it,

it will always be the same.

Someone should have told the torturers, methought.
You can execute the brain

where ideas were wrought,

you cannot execute a thought.
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3 BIKHA

Cunuysa 8 WUbKY 8JAPUNA KPULbMU.
Topunnur cras. CipiloTs HIMO CTiHW.
Haj cuzum cmyTKom paHHbot 3umi
HIpurnuwwknu cmapu, M08 KONUYL CiHa.

IInuee nezanv. BinitoTe CMONOCKUNY
I'patiiuso noghapbo8aHUr AIUH —

Bonu croarb, HeMO8 Y ZePeHi nunu,
3abpiewiu ¢ cuswuilt i 2YcTUL NONUH.

IIonun cHizie no3e O 8UZHOKONY,
Jockoze obpiil 3gnarom 2iprum.
Jlanati, 6ini i kKonrozi 6a%0nu.
HexeanHo KpYHensroTo NOHAT HUM...
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FROM MY WINDOW

The winged coalmouse struck the window;

The clock had stopped, the walls turned mutely gray.
And o’er the blue-gray grief of winter,

There drooped the clouds, like bales of hay.

The sorrow flows, and like white torches
The spruces stand all colored, glad and gay.
They look like linden trees in summer,

Who crept among the wormwood here today.

The absinthe of snow crawls into your sight,

And tickles the sky with its bitter-sweet smell.

The white and the stinging fat bees take to flight,
Around it they sluggishly circle and swell...
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Hailoezugniwi 02i nOPOKHi,
HajiepizHiuwe moszurs 2po3a,
Haiinikzemriwi JYpHi 6enbMOMKHI,
Hainigniwae 6pexnusa cnvo3a.

Haiinpexpacriwa matu wacausa,
Haiiconogwi koxaui eycra.
Haidizucriwa aywa He3pajnusa,
Havicknagiwa nroquHa npocra.

Ane npasnu e 6pexri ne posmiwyi,
He 2anv6u ece nigpajg 6e3 nyrrs,
Bo na ceiti T0% HaiimyApiwiwl,

XTo Heugy#ze NOOUTL HUTTS.
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OPTICA*

The ugliest eyes are hollow,

Silent threats cause the fearsomest fear.
The worst kind of monarch is shallow,
Most base is the fraudulent tear.

Most pretty’s a mother when joyful and bouyant,
Sweetest are lips that you love.

Most clean is o soul that is truthful and loyal,
Most complex is a simpleton.

But don’t mix the truth with lies,

And thoughtlessly go criticize and boast.
For on earth, you know, he is most wise,
Who loves life, and who loves it the most.
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Obpasxcaiica Ha MeHe, AK xozew,
3Hnesaxal, HEHOBUTb MEeHEe —
Bce ogno s nrobaro 1801 0Zi

I sonoces T80€ cymHe.

Xaii gocaga zu 2Hie Xxeapic,
Xaii go cniz s rebe o3nro —

Tu fna meHe He Tinbku Mpis,
A sueoro Tebe nrobro.

Ana koxaHHa e Hac zacy maJio,
HAna moszanns — y HAC IKU.

Bce gifgae 6u, w0 KuTb 0CTANIOCYH,
3a zapazuil JOoTUK PYKU.

Bauwiics conuem y wupy mosy,
Y pymok moix Teziro —

A nrobaro 6ot 2you, i 6posu,
I nocraey, i epogy T80,

Obpaxaiics Ha MeHe, AK LozZeul,
I nepsupcreom yowi merne —
Bce ogHo s 060 1807 02i

I sonoccsa T80€ CYMHE.
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YOU CAN HATE ME*

You can hate and abhor and loathe me,
Be angry with me, I don’t care.

I will still love your eyes so lovely,

I will still love your sorrowful hair.

With vexation, chagrin, and with hatred yow’ll teem,
And in tears you may finally be,

But to me you are more than a beautiful dream —
It’s alive that yow're winsome for me.

No time for romance, with affection so rife,
But for silence eternity stands.

And Pd give away all of the rest of my life
For a touch of your warm, loving hands.

Be as bright as the sun, and sincerely
Swim nto my thoughis’ vibrant flow.

For your lips and your brow I love dearly,
As the nature and beauty of you.

You can hate and abhor and loathe me,
And Kkill me with scorn, or whate’er

I will still love your eyes so lovely,

I will still love your sorrowful hair.
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Bin gueuscsa He meHe TYNO,
Ozuyamu NOSHUMY GIEKOTU:

— Hdapma Tu cebe yaenacu. nynom,
Ha ceiri 6e3n1iz Takux, K TW. —

Bin 2pumie ogepsxumo i nroro,
I kpusunocs znigom nuye pabe.
Bin nagen 6ye mene posinHyTU
3a e, wo 2 nosaxar cebe.

He crane HO8KOMIULKY 2OPAICTL MOS,
Jinugo TA2NACA OTAPA LEUTUH.

Ha ceiri 6e3niz rarkux, K s,

Ane s, — i, 602y, OUH.

Bo @ K0HO20 5 € c80€ iM’,

Ha gcix He Hazpumaeul 2pi3Ho.

Mu — ye He 6e3niz cTAHAAPTHUX A,
A be3niz aceceirig pisHUX.

Mu — ye Hapogy ojeizHe noHO,

Mu — OKeaHHa 8CENIOACLKA CiM’S.
I TinvKku TUX NOBANKAIOTL MiNbUOHU,
XT0 nosaxae MinviloHU ,,12”.
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\\Ill

He looked at me as if I had no worth.

I saw his eyes were empty when he finally withdrew —
“Why do you see yourself the center of the earth?
There are many millions just like you.”

He was gruff and angry — that I could see.
His wrathful face would twist and swell;
And if he could, he’d have crucified me,
Because I respected myself.

But my pride didn’t want to kneel,

Every minute stretched long before it was done;
There are millions like me, but I feel,

That I will always be ONE.

For everyone has his own style,
Not everyone can be coerced.

WE — isn’t many standard I'S —
It’s many different worlds.

WE — is the bosom of nations, of billions,
WE — is the clan that all persons comprise.
And only he will get respect from millions
Who can respect a million I’S.
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OCIHHIM TUCOHAHC

Hebo cryiiosfKeHe i PO3KONUCAHE
Apanra cnycruno na Temui 60pu.
ConHOZO MicaYus cua NUCUHG
Honym’am cusum 20puTs.

3 poraTum, puaarOZUM PUKOM
Birpu opau xmap HecyTo,
I xoquTy 30 TXHIM KPUKOM
BaxkauHns nazTu % 30CHYTh...
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AUTUMNAL DISSONANCE

The sky, churned up and disheveled,
Drops its junk on the forests of pine.
The dormant moon, from baldness level,
With flames of grayish blue will shine.

The wind, with screeching, screaming sounds,
Carries rabbles of clouds in a sweep.

In response — in the air that keeps swirling around
Floats the urge to recline and to sleep.
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Jronqu zacTo #KUBYTb NICAA CMEPTU:
Bpisxe qyba, @ xoqUTH i icTb,
Ilepenponye mucni nigrepri

Y sasynxax richux nepegmicrs.

Iunury 3y6u, gae nopaju,
Hocurb nauTyxru HACTAHOS,
ITigmizae cepiio3Hi eagu

Y pianvHocri ycraHos.

He gromnsersca cnaru i xepru,
Ha munuuax 3a zaCom GisKuTb.
li-npaso, He cTPAUWHO 8MEPTU,
A CTPAWLHO MepTBOMY HUTb.
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PARADOXICA*

People often survive after dying:

He expires but he walks and he eats,

Selling worn-out opinions and sayings
On some stuffy suburban side streets.

He will fawn and he’ll offer advices,
Bearing sackfuls of new proclamations,
And he notices serious vices,

In the doings of organizations.

He’s tired not to eat, in sleep to lie,

And after time on crutches he has sped —

But that’s his right, for it’s not terrible to die;
It’s terrible to live when you are dead.

.nﬂ’%\?&» g
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He sapryit HaJi MHOW0O, 6YAb NACKA,
I, zo80psizu, He Mo8eU.

Hoawo npaspi cnogecHa macke?

TU MOBZAHHAM MEHI KPUZU.

I 6e3 cnie s yce po3ymiro,
o craszaru maew meHi,

Ta 6 moszanHi wuee il HAgiA
He nozyru #opcroke ,Hi”!



DON'T MOCK ME PLEASE*

Don’t mock me please, just this I ask,

And when talking, don't speak silently.

Oh why give the truth a word-muddled masque?
In silence you scream to me.

You can speak without words and with that I can cope,
Comprehend all you say and you show.

And in silence there still lives the faintest of hcpes
That I won’t hear that terrible “no”.
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"I STILL LIKE THE STORY.
TOO BAD THERE'S NO ONE
TO READ IT TO.”

~ from his diary



YOPHA TIIIIKOBA

XMapu IOB3JIM TaK HH-
3bKO, IO Ilepexoxki He-
cnofiBaHO BUPHHAJH 3
HuX | Tak camo Hecmoxi-
BaHO ToOHyJiM. JliBunHA
3a/iepJia rojioBy, Hibu xo-
.Tijla IpoTapaHUTH OYHMA
ix kaybuacty IOXMY-
picts. JoBrumu  Bigmu
BOHa TOpKaJacd KpaiB
xMap, a il oui Oysnm egu-
HUMM CHHIMH  IATKAMH
cepex IepeArpo3oBoi ci-
pOCTH.

: — S ne mobiaro Tebe,
iR CKa3aJjla NRiBYMHA, AUBJIA-
. uice y He60o. — Tu Ope-

XaB MeHi...

— S He 6pexas TOOGi...

— Tu He n06GUB MeHe.

Bin pguBuBca B 3emJnio i He GayuB, 110 KOIThCA HaZ
HUMH.

— i m06mo TebGe, — xJIoNelh HEPBOBO YOBraB depe-
BUKOM TIO 3eJIeHOMY rOpOHKY i Bie BUOMB Ha HHOMY YOPHY
mifgkoBy. — S sr06110 TeGe...

— Tu mpocto Goimics BTpaTHTH MeHe i 3aJIMIIMTHCH
CaMOTHiM.

— Jypruni! — panrom sarapauuca BiH. — Kouu 4
cTaB Gaigysum T00i TO...

Bona meTHyJ1a Ha HBOrO 7iBi CHHi OJIMCKaBKH.

— YoMy TH BeCh Yac JUBHLICA B 3eMJIIO 7

Bin Baxxko, Mo rupi, mifuss csoi oui i cmigmoba
IIHIHYB Ha Hel, aje 3a MHTh HOro odYi 3HOBY BIAJIH
B TpPaBy.

— Ile He Mae 3HAYEHHSA, KYAHN A TUBJIIOCA.
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THE BLACK HORSESHOE

The clouds crawled so
low that passers-by would
unexpectedly emerge and
just as unexpectedly sink .
into them. The girl threw - ..
back her head, as if she |
wanted to ram through .--<
the whirling sullenness -~ ™
with her eyes. She touch-
ed the edges of the clouds
with her long lashes, and
her eyes were lone blue
spots amidst the threaten-
ing grayness.

“I don’t love you,” said
the girl, gazing at the sky,
“you lied to me...”

“I didn’t lie to you.” He looked at the ground and
didn’t see what went on above them.

“I love you,” the boy scraped nervously at the green
hill with his shoe and kicked out a black horseshoe. “I love
you...”

“You're simply afraid of losing me and being left
alone.”

“Nonsense!” he suddenly barked. “If I’ve become a
matter of indifference to you, then...”

She whipped her two blue lightning bolts at him.

“Why do you look at the ground all the time?”

He lifted his eyes laboriously, as if weights, and look-
ed sullenly at her, but in a moment his eyes fell on the
grass again.

“It’s meaningless where I look.”

“You never looked in my eyes. You were always
greedy and impatient,” she executed his doubts. “You
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— Tu HikosM He RuBuUBcA MeHi B oui. Tv 3apkau GyB
#ani6HuM i HeTepnmAYHMM, — pO3CTPiJIIOBajla BOHa HOrO
cymHiBH. — TH He XOTiB 6yTH LIACIMBUM 31 MHOIO, TH IIPO-
CTO XOTiB OIIACJIMBUTH MeEHE.

Bona pamTom samnakaJa i JlegBe BTpHMaJiacsd, Io0
sle IPUIIACTH HOMY RO Tpyxaeit.

— 5 rex Xouy Goma¥ oRHy JIIOMUHY 3POOHTH IIACJIH-
BOIO, — CEPAMTO BBirHaJjla Hmixpol y rjeBKYy 3eMJII0 i Ipo-
JKOT'OM KHHYJIACA I'eTh.

— ITouekaii, — BiH pymus 3a Helo.

TAryde 3akalllyIgBCA I'piM, i 00 JHMCTA 3aTOPOLIAJTIH
BeJIMKi, MOB Gopy0’AxH, kpami. 3 XMap BHPHHYJH IBOE.
Bonn tprumasmmea 3a pyxu i 6irsu mpamo mmix Kied. 3ymu-
HuJucs 3aXeKaHi i MOKpi, 11aciuei, 10 3HAHILIN TaKy ry-
CTy KpOHY.

— JTuBucd, NMiAKOBA, — BUTYKHYB XJIONEIb.

Born mpucinu 6isna yopHoi Amyrw, BmadHOi B 3€JIeHE
6ooxeBina. I AKock HecmoxiBaHo 3ycTpismed ixHi oui, To-
TiM pyK¥M i ry6u.

— ITigkoBYy 3HAXOMATHL Ha IIACTA, — IIPOLIEJIECTIIH
ii Bycra.

Ti, m10 3HaXOAATh MiZKOBY, HIKOJM He AyMalOTh IPO
TOr'o, XT0 3aryOuB ii.
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didn’t want to be happy with me, you only wanted to
make me happy.”

She suddenly began to weep and hardly held off from
throwing herself at his shoulder.

“I want to make at least one person happy too,” she
crossly drove her heel into the clammy soil and tore away.

“Wait,” he moved after her.

The thunder coughed ropily, and powdered the leaves
with drops as big as mud-balls. From within the clouds
there appeared two figures. They held their hands and
ran directly under the maple. They stopped, gasping and
wet, happy they’d found such a dense treetop.

“Look, a horseshoe,” the boy cried out.

They sat down by the black arc, soldered into the
green insanity. And somehow unexpectedly their eyes met,
then their hands and lips.

“It’s good luck to find a horseshoe,” murmured her
lips.

Those who find a horseshoe never think of him who
lost it.
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BECITITIE OITAHACA KPOKBU

Hixro He posyMmiB, mo resroris moBsroresecuit Ta Cy-
xopeGpuii Kaparenb. Ajle Bei 6auuiy, gk 3 Horo pora BH-
TIOB3aJIM TaJIOKH. BOHH NOBro cuyaJiM y ByXax, a IOTIM
iXHE CHUaHHA NepexyIafiak Ha JIIOACEKY MOBY IepeJIgKaHHH
Y4HTeJIb 3 CYCiRHBOTO ceJia.

— BiH kaxe, 1m0 Mij BaIIMM XyTOPOM BYOpa 3acrpe-
JIEHO TpOs coJifaTie. KGH e Tpammioca TYyT, BOHU 6 3a6u-
JIH BCIX 70 OXHOTO. A TaK XOUyTh IOBICUTH JIMIlle THX,
Yy KOro B ciM’six € nmapruzann. JAKiro X BM He BHIACTe map-
TH33aHCHKMX POMHUUYIB, TO OGyfeTe 3HHIIEHi BCi.

HAsicti minis, 6a6, »xiHOK Ta miTed crosau mip Goxxe-
BiJIbHO TapsadYuM coHIE, aJje im OyJso xosjomHo. IliBku Mmo-
po3y CTpyMeHisiu 3 YOPHHX OTBOPiB aBTOMATIB i KyJjeme-
TiB, HamijleHHX y Bcix pa3oMm i Hi B koro 3oxpema. Hax
HATOBIIOM BHCi/IM TIepeJIXHUBHA, CTIEKa i IlepeficMepTHE MOB-
yaHHA. [ToTiM 3HOBY 3 eceCiBCHKOI'O POTA IIONIOB3JIMA MaJIOKH.

— Bin kae, 10 MOXeTe MOBYATH e EeCAThH XBH-
JINH, & TORI BiH 3BEJINTH CTPiJIATH.

Jecars xBuUMMH Oiraau 3MOpIIKH IIO 40JIaX, AECHATh
XBUJIMH CTiKaJI0 MOBY4HHAM COHIlE, AECATh XBHJIUH 3afy-
6isIHMH OYHMa BAUBJIAJIMCS JIIOAU B 3aKPYYEHHI IUTIOPHIIL,
Hi6H XOTiyiM BigHAHTH B HHLOMY SKHI TopATyHOK. IloriM
HATOBI 3aBOPYIIMBCA, i O3eple JIOAeH BUXJIIONMHYJIO Ha-
niepeR, tucsadoaitHroro OnaHaca Kpoksy. Bin 3a0yB HaBiTh
YKJIOHHUTHCA JIIOAAM, 4 MIIOB TIPAMO HA BYHTEJA.

— CkaXy IbOMy KHYpPOBi, 1[0 TO MOl CHHH 3a0MJIH
THX BUJYNKiB. I e cKa<u, Xai He cMioTh MeHe OMTH, 60
A gopocTaABHH. Xal MpocTo BiIAIOTH.

— CKiJpKH BalIUX CHHIB y Jici? — IepeKyaB y4u-
TeJIb 3alIMTAHHA ececiBld.

— Ta Bei xo omHOrO.

— A xT0 y Bac € goma?

— Byua 6a6a, Ta BMepJa.

— A 106 T00i A3uK He BificOX! — BHCyHyJacs 3 10p-
61 cuBa, iHoYa IOCTATh, Xi0a Ha fAKe CTOJITTA MOJIOALIA
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THE WEDDING OF OPANAS KROKVA

No one understood the cackling of the lanky and
emaciated punisher. But everyone saw the snakes crawl
from his mouth. They hissed in the people’s ears, and
then the frightened teacher from a neighboring village
translated their hissing into human language.

‘“He says that three soldiers were shot by your hamlet
yesterday. If it had happened here, they’d kill all of you
to a one. But this way they want to hang only those in
whose families there are insurgents. If you don’t deliver
up the insurgents’ families, you’ll all be destroyed.”

Two hundred grandfathers, grandmothers, women
and children stood under the insanely hot sun, but they
were cold. Jets of frost streamed out from the black
openings of the sub-machine and machine guns, aimed at
everyone together and no one in particular. Above the
mass there hung the pre-harvest sultriness and pre-mortal
silence. Then the snakes crawled out from the SS-man’s
trap.

“He says that you can keep silent ten more minutes,
and then he’ll have them begin shooting.”

Ten minutes the wrinkles ran across their foreheads,
ten minutes the sun ran down in silence, ten minutes the
people peered with stiffened eyes at the curled grass, as
if they wanted to find salvation in it. Then the crush stir-
red and the little lake of people splashed up the thousand-
year-old Opanas Krokva. He even forgot to greet the
people, but went straight for the teacher.

“Tell this boar, that it was my sons that killed those
creatures. And tell them that they’d better not beat me,
‘cause I'm mangy. Let them just hang me.”

“How many of your sons are there in the woods?”
The teacher translated the SS-man’s query.

“Why, all of them, to a one.”

“And who’s at home?”

“Had a hag, but she died.”
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Bix Onanaca. — JKHBOIO MeHe ;o Moruju Kjane, Ta Iie
i npumonno. He Brevem TH Bix mene, ipoge, i Ha To# CBiT!

EceciBers peroras moBro i cMayHo, KoJii BYMTEJIb II€-
peKJIaB HOMY Iieit MOHOJIOT cTapoi.

— Ile Bama 6a6a ? — crurap Onanaca.

— ¥Yry. Mosa. A ung x itne?

— IlpaBAy kasaB Aix, 110 Balli CHHU B IApPTH3aHAX?
— JONHUTYBAJIHCA B 0alH.

— A mpaspy. Xi6a raxuii 36peme? Yci coKoATa Ha-
mi B Jici THi3gaTHCA...

Ix mopicmim Ha riraHTCbKOMy B'A3i KOJIMIIHBOI Iep-
KOBKYM. 3IMBOBaHUMH OYMMAa [AWBHJINCA BOHHM Ha BpATOBa-
HHUX HHMH JIIOfged 1 ToKasyBaJId BCJIiJ KapaTeyaM CBOi CH-
Hi IpHKyIIeHI S3HUKH,

Onmanac KpokBa 3pony He Mas #irteit, a 6aba Opucs,
1[0 HOERHAJIACA 3 HHM BipHOBKOIO, HiKoJH He Oysa ioro
IpyxuHoo. KaXyTs, y IOHOCTi BOHH XYXKe KOXaJHCA i X0-
Tisnm moGparuch, aje GaThKH He mo3BosmyH. Bupasu Opu-
CI0 33 6ararTioro.

Moxe, 1e mpaBma, a Moe, JIIOACHKAa (paHTa3ia TBO-
PHUTH HOBY JIET€HAY IIPO BEJIHKY JII00OB, KA BXKe Ha CMepT-
HOMY OZipi 3ayaJia JKHTTA.
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“You’d better hope your tongue doesn’t dry up!” A
gray female figure, about a century younger than Opanas
moved out of the crowd.

“He puts me in a grave alive, and publicly yet. You
won’t escape me, scoundrel, even in the next life.”

The SS-man roared long and deliciously when the
teacher translated this old woman’s monologue.

“This your woman?” he asked Opanas.

“Uhuh. Mine. Who else’s?”

“Did the old man tell the truth about your sons being
insurgents ?”’ they questioned the old woman.

“The truth. Would his kind lie? All of our little
falcons are nesting in the woods.”

They were hung on the giant elm of the erstwhile
little church. With puzzled eyes they gazed at the people
they saved and showed their executioners their blue and
bitten-down tongues.

Opanas never had children in his life, and the old
woman Orysia, who united herself with him through a cord
was never his wife. They say that the two loved each other
very much when they were young, and wanted to marry,
but their parents didn’t allow it. They married Orysia off
to a richer man.

Maybe it's true, and maybe human imagination has
created a new legend about a great love, that began to live
on a deathbed.

97



MYMA TTPO [IOA

Cumsky nig KiayHelo, a Oig Ha HH3y 3Maracrecad 3
COHIIEM — XTO IIePIIUM 3aKiH4YHTH CBOI AeHHiI Typ6OTH.
ZloBra TiHb of rop6a B:ke 06JM3y€ HOTO JIiBy HOTY, a IIpa-
Ba IIle CTYTIAaE 110 COHAYHIN eMyxui. INocTpa Koca a BHCBH-
CTYC — TaK He TepHUThCA RiZOBI JOKOCHTH OCTaHHIO PyY-
Ky i, Hapemri, ctounTu. A TiHBL yIKe CATHYyJIa AigJOBHX KO-
JIiH, MOTiM panToBO HiACKOYHMJA [0 HOAca, IIONOB3Ja HA
rpynu.

51 migBiBea 3 Micig i cTaB HaBIUMMHBKH,

— IBaHKY! — MOHOCHTBCA [0 MeHe mimi rojoc. Bin
CTOITH y’Ke 110 LIMFO B TiHI i XKMyTKOM ciHa BUTHDa€ KOCY.
— Yyeu, IBanky?

— Hi, He uyr0, — KpHUY, CKJIABIIH JOJIOHi YOBHHKOM.

— To uworo x osuBaelicd, Jefamo? — roJjoc y Aifa
Jarigunft, i 4 3Halo, 1o BiH 30BCiM He CepOUTHCT Ha Me-
ne. — IIpuHecH kmuceT, 60 KoMmapi 3'IZATE.

e Bin, 3Buuaiino, nAxkae MeHe. Komapi Hikonu He
3'igars jioro, 6o BiH my»Xe BeJMKHH i B cTO pasiB CHJBHI-
mmi pijx ycix KomapiB, 10 JKMBYTh Ha HamoMmy G60JIOTi.
Ane meri IpHeMHo 3poduTH Tocayry gpifosi. S mpureMoM
Oy uepes rpagKy mo RifoBoro Hifyxaka, fo0yBalo 3 KH-
urteHi kucer, BuGiraro Ha ciHokic i, cTpubGaroun uepes3 IIo-
KOCH, MUY IO Hifa.

— Horu He moxoJsin, — 4ylo Horo HacraHoBy. — Jle-
THIL, MOB 3a€lb IepeiTKaHU.

— A xi6a mepesakaHi safini meagKo GiraroTs ?

— Ta Be K L0 IIBUIKO.

— Tak, 1110 i1 BH He JoeHeTe ?

— He 3naro, e npoGyBaB.

— A uoMy He npobysayn?

Jlix cIMHHTBH LUTapKy i JyKaBo IOCMiXaerbca y Byca.

— Bo 3a ne tpynonHiB HE MHIIYTH.

— A ax06u mucann?

— Opnak me B3ABca 6. He moGiaro mypHe gino po-
Gurrr,
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ELEGY FOR A GRANDFATHER

I sit by the barn, and the old man below competes
with the sun—who will finish his daily troubles first. A
iong shadow from the hill is already licking his left leg,
but his right is still walking along a sunny strip. The
sharp scythe whistles—so impatient is the old one to reap
the last handful and finally rest. And the shade has reach-
ed the old man’s knees, then suddenly jumped to his waist
and crawled up his chest.

I rose from my place and stood on tiptoe.

“Ivanko!” Grandfather’s voice carries up to me. He
is standing up to his neck in shadows and wiping the
scythe with a wisp of hay. “You hear me, Ivanko?”

“No, I don’t,” I scream, folding my hands into a boat
around my mouth.

“Then why do you answer, you sluggard?”’ — Grand-
father’s voice is gentle, and I know he’s not cross at me
at all. “Bring the tobacco pouch, the mosquitoes’ll eat
me alive.”

Naturally, Grandfather is only scaring me. The mos-
quitoes will never eat him up, 'cause he’s very big and a
hundred times stronger than all the mosquitoes who live
on our mud-hole. But I enjoy doing Grandfather a good
turn.

I run headlong across the flower bed to Grandfather’s
coat, pull the tobacco pouch out of the pocket, run out
onto the hayfield, and loping through the sheaves of hay,
I hurry towards Grandfather.

“Don’t cut your feet,” I hear his instructions.

“You're tearing along like a frightened hare.”

“Oh? Do frightened hares run quickly?”

“Sure they run quickly.”

“So quickly that even you couldn’t catch up?”

“Don’t know. Haven’t tried.”

“And why haven’t you tried?”
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Bignosigs He BiamToBy€ MeHe, i 1 MOB 3 TOpOH BU-
CHTIa10 IIepef AimoM KyIly 3allUTaHb.

—- Tlefi-reit, — cwmirorsca Horo moxmaxaHi Bycra. —
Bepu xpalie Kocy Ta HecH Ii 70 KJyHI.

Mu #gemo dYepes ciHoKic, i TemHie Hamg Hamu He0o,
i nicBeHuTH zemuiz Ha THCAWY Jafis, 1 4 cayxar. Ciyxaro
Hebo, 1 cayxaro 3eMiro, i cayxai migoBy MoBy. I B ceplle
MO€ BJIMFAETHCA fAKACh HE3pHMMa CHJa, 1o Ha BiKU-BiuHi
TIpUB’SI3Ke MeHe R0 uiei 3emui, g0 cHiBy4oi THXOI MOBH.

..HuM rycrima maMopo3s Iajajla Ha KiZOBY I'OJIOBY,
TuM OisbINe BiH J1IOGMB MeHe i IeApimre po3KPHBAB CBOIO
AyIIeBHY cxapOuuIo. Bin crapis Ha Moix odax, i Homy
37aBaJIc.d, 10 CHJIa HOro 1 HaBiTH caMme MKHTTA HOro Ie-
pemiisaioThca B MeHe, 60 He GyJio B Higa CHHIB — ITOKO-
ciH X Ionrecti Ta KyJi...

— DBescMeprauKo TH MO€ KHUpmaTe, — LIENOTIB Rif,
KOJ:i f »ACHHAB I My3HKY HOT0 CJIB.

To Oynu gyxe rapsi cjosa, 6o ITOraHuX Jix He I'OBO-
pHB MeHi.

A vacrto of6paxaB i KpHUBAUB Aifa CBOEIO HETAMYYi-
CTIO, TO JKOPCTOKUM JUTAYMM eroisMoM. AJie Oim BeJmiKo-
RyIWIHO mpodauas Mexi, AK yMilOTh npobayaTy BeJMKI JIO-
ou. A pmin 6yB BesIMKHM i IIPOCTOTOIO CROEKO i THM, 110 HE
KaHIOUHB Of KHTTA OiJIbllle, HIXX 3acilyKHB.

JIro0ue nix uyurartu icTopiro Ta reorpadiro, a uie Jro-
oue Illepuenka ra I opbkoro, 6o IllepueHKO — Ie, MOB-
JIfIB, CeJITHCHKUI MHCbMEHHHUK, a I OPbKHH —— TOPOJCHKHH.

— IlpaBau Takoi, K y HHUX, Hi B KOro Hemae. IHmi
TeX po3yMHi, ase me Taki. He cenaHchkuil i He poGoumit
po3yMm y HuX. SKI0 2 He 3po3yMis iX, To HOIpocH y HHX
3a MeHe npobadeHHA, KOJIH BHPOCTENL.

IIfo :x, mpoGaure Homy, rpacde ToJscrolt i AHTOHE
YexoB, He obpakafitecss Ha HHOTO, MOryTHil Ppanko i Hix-
Ha Jlecio, He ruiBafitecd, Onekcanape Biok, Bosomumipe
Masakoscbkuii i Onexcangpe Josmxenxo. I e i me inmi. A
Ti, XTO CayuB, AK caM BigpHUBaB Bif poTa, OAAABIIN OCTAHHIO
3epHHHY (DPOHTOBi, K TOyBaB HA TPHCTArPaMOBHI TPYRO-
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The old man licks the cigarette, and smiles craftily
under his moustache.

“’Cause they don’t sign in workdays for it.”

“And if they did?”

“Still wouldn’t try. I don’t like doing useless work.”

The answer doesn’t suit me, and I spill out a bunch
of questions, as if from a bag, before the old one.

“Hey, hey,” his bitten-up lips laugh. “Better take the
scythe and carry it to the barn.”

We walk through the hayfield, and the sky is darken-
ing above us, and the ground is sounding a thousand tunes,
and I listen. I listen to the sky, and listen to the ground,
and listen to Grandfather’s talk. And some sort of invisible
power flows into my heart that will tie me to this ground,
to the quiet singing, talk.

...The denser the hoar-frost that fell on Granafather’s
head, the more he loved me, and the more gencrously he
opened the treasury of his soul. He grew old before my
eyes, and it seemed to him that his strength, and even his
very life flowed over into me, for the old man had ro
sons—plagues and bullets had harvested them.

“My little pug-nosed dear,” Crandfathor would whis-
per when I fell asleep beneath the music of his words.

They were very nice words, for ugly ones he never
spoke to me.

I often insulted and hurt Grandfather with my obtuse-
ness and cruel, childish egoism. But the old forgave me
magnanimously, as great people forgive. And Granfather
was great in his simplicity and in that he didn’t beg of
life more than he deserved.

Grandfather liked to read history and geography, and
he liked Shevchenko and Gorki, because Shevchenko was
supposedly a peasant writer and Gorki — urban.

“Truth like theirs is not to be found with anyone else.
Others are smart too, but not as smart. It’s not a peas-
ant’s, or worker’s mind they have. If I haven’t understood
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JeHh CBOIX BHYKiB — Ti, [0 Gaumau me i MoBuaau a6o
IBipiHBKOTININ pPHMaMH Ipo KOXaHHA, Hexad caMi migyTsh
Jlo HOoro MOTHJIH i mompocars y HbOro IpobaueHHd. He
30arHysu BOHM Hi cHJM, Hi KpacH, aHi poGoru #Horo. I Ak-
110 He NPOCTHUTH BiH IX, TO HeXal CIAJATH CBOi KHHKKH 1
Bi3bMyThCA 3a iHUIy mparrto, 1106 He GyJsa iX crapicTs y6o-
r'o1o.

.51 xogue Tomi B choMy kJdcy. JeB'saTh KinomeTpiB
Gyno mo mkosu. Ik Ha MO YOTHPHAAUATH pOKiB, TO Ile He
TaK BXe i MaJo.

B menimo gmig uinumé gens umras. [eorpadiro, MaGyTh.

— IBame, migun Bpy6alt xpoB, — CKa3aja MATH.

— Yoro ne came a?

— Bo 4 Bxe He MOy, — TIPOMOBHB Jif.

— Bu cami KHHXKKH yuraere!

— He mamekyii, Ipane! — rpumayia matu. — Tijb-
KH HA A3HK i OpoBOpHMUIL.

S moxaB cupy s03y Ginma mpositHi. [ig moB3 Mene
NIPOHINOB y KJIYHIO. B HROro B pyui TesimaBed IIyIIKHI
KOHOTLIAHMHA Hajuray. S mokas Jio3y, a B kJayHi 6ymo
THXO.

Panrom Hi6u o0yxoM XxToch renHys Io cepipo. S ku-
HYB COKHPY B CHIiI' i KHHYBCA B KJIYHIO.

— Hdi-gycro!

Bin croaB i po6uB MimraHKy A KopoBH. A Bix fAcen
332 KOXHHM HOr'o pyXoM KaXiGHO CTeXKuja TIPpHII'ATa Lyl-
KuM HaJjdrauem Jlucka. Jif rugHys na MeHe i, 300a4uB-
1M Iepelidk Ha o6imydi, cTypOyBaBcd H cam.

— IITo 3 ToGoro, IBaHe ?

—- Bu #muu 3 HasuraueM, i g IogyMaB...

S mpumaB mo Horo ApeBHBHOrO KOMYyXa i peBiB, MOB
OUTHHA, i IPOCUB IIPOILCHHS.

YBeuepi gixg ckasas:

— lanno, Hexa#l IBaHKo 3aBTpa He ifle B IIKOJIY.

— Yoro?

— Pa3 Kaxy, 10 TpeGa.
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them, then ask their forgiveness for me when you
grow up.”

Forgive him, Count Tolstoy and Anton Chekhov,
don’t take offense at him, mighty Franko and subtle Lesia
don’t be angry, Oleksander Blok, Volodymyr Maiakovsky,
and Oleksander Dovzhenko. And many more others. And
those who saw how he pulled the food away from his own
mouth, having given up his last grain for the front, how
he fed his grandchildren with one workday’s three hundred
grams of bread—those who saw this and kept silent or
chirped away in rhyme about romance, let them go to his
grave themselves and bcg his forgiveness. They grasped
neither his strength nor his beauty, nor his work. And if
he does not forgive them, then let them burn their boclks
and take hold of some other work, so that their old age is
not squalid.

...I was in the seventh grade then. It was nine Kkilo-
meters to school. For my fourteen years of age this wasn’t
very little.

On Sunday Grandfather read all day. Geography
perhaps.

“Ivan, go chop some firewood,” said Mcther.

“Why me?”

“’Cause I can’t any more,” uttered Grandfather.

“You only read books.”

“Don’t babble Ivan,” thundered Mother, ‘“agile only
with the tongue.”

I hacked away at the green sallow wood near the wood-
shed. Grandfather walked past me to the barn. In his hand
there swung a rigid hempen cord. I hacked away at the
sallow and it was quiet in the barn.

Then suddenly it was as if someonc had struck my
heart with the butt-end of an axe. I threw the hatchet into
the snow and dashed for the barn.

“Gra — and — Pa — pa!”

He was standing and making a mixture for the cow.
And from the manger Lyska, tethered with the rigid cord
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— Hobpe, IBaHKO He Tife, — MATH 3QBUCHYJIA IIjle-
yuMa.

Aje to He Oyya mpuMxa. B moHeniniok Aima Bie He
oyso. Cysopuit i IIpeKpacHuH, BIH JIe)KaB y JIOMOBHHI Ha
crape3Hiii Ay6oBii sapi. A HagBopi cBiTHJIO COHIE, CKPH-
IiB CHIr i KykypikaJiu miBHI Ha BigmHry.

..«1 Hikoro tak He mwobato, Ak Rixie. Ile xuBa MyX-
picTe, HemucaHa icropid Hamoro Hapoxy. Ha cBoix 3irmy-
THX TLJIEYaX HecyThb BOHM CTIJILKM Kpacd i HiMKHOCTH, IO
MOXe TIO3a3APUTH iM OyHb-XTO.

I ko B aBTOOyCi & Gauy cimorsaBoro IpefiKa MOrO
3 B'A3aHKOW OyOsMKiB, f yoMych AyMalo: 3apa3 IpuUife
B XaTy, poOypne cBili HeXMTpUH rOCTHHELb i CKa)ke CBOEMY
IBanKoBi -

— A risauHp, 110 A NpUHIic BiJ 3adLs...

Bin mocajurr Ha KoJliHA CBOE 4YOpHABe uH OisifgBe
O0e3cMepTAYKO, i BOHO, PO33ABHBIIA POTHKA, CJIyXaTHMe
Hore IpocTOAyLIHi omOBiAi, B fAKux NepensiereThcd Mid-
cHicTb i ¢panrasis. I KosHcs 060B’A3KOBO TIPOCHETLCHA B HO-
ro Ayui migoBa kpaca, i »KHUBUTHMe HOrO AifoBa MYZApPiCTH
i mimoBa MoBa.
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greedily traced his every move. Grandfather glanced at
me and, seeing fear on my face, himself became alarmed.

“What’s the matter with you, Ivan?”

“You went with a cord and I thought...” I fell to his
ancient sheepskin coat and cried like a baby and begged
forgiveness.

In the evening Grandfather said:

“Hanna, Ivan won't go to school tomorrow.”

“Why not?”

“If I said so, it’s necessary.”

“All right, Ivanko won't go,” Mother shrugged her
shoulders.

But that was no whimsy. On Monday Grandfather was
gone. Grim and excellent, he lay in the casket on the anti-
quated oak bench. And outside the sun shone, thc snow
creaked, and the roosters crowed to hail the thaw.

I love no one as much as grandfathers. They are
a living wisdom, an unwritten history of our nation. On
their bent backs they carry so much beauty and subtlety
that anyone could be jealous.

And when I see a whiteheaded ancestor of mine on
the bus with a bundle of buns, I somehow think: He’ll come
into his house in a moment, pull out his unclever present
and will tell his Ivanko:

“Look what I brought from the hare...”

He’'ll seat his little dark or fair dear on his lap, and
it, with gaping mouth, will listen to his simple-hearted
narratives, in which reality and fantasy intertwine. And
someday without fail his grandfather’s beauty will awaken
in his soul, and his grandfather’s wisdom and his grand-
father’s talk will nurture him.
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BIH 3ABAHAB i1 CIIATU

Iukosm #Horo 3a rpyau
XanaB JoBruit i TAryumi
Kalredb. Big kypinna.

— TI'nare, Meni o6pupio
TBo€ OYXKaHHA! — KpH-
4aJjia BOHA TOZI 31 CIIaJIbHI.
— Tu 3aBa)kaems cmaT.

Biun BHHYBaTO pHBHBCA
Ha KOpHUYHEBi IOpThEpH i
Ka3aB:

— HoGpe, JIi, a He Ka- _ T Y
LIATHMY. i ) Uk

— Bsarani ta Mmir 6u
HTH Ha KYXHIO i KAIUJIATH TaM XOY RO PaHKY! — COJIOHKO
TATCHYJIa CJIOBa Ta, KOTPy BiH Ha3usaB JIi.

Ceir10 pa3om 3 HEHM IlepeXOxuJIo Ao TicHoi KyxHi. ITe-
pen cBiToM BoHO BTOMJIIOBaJioca i racso. Ma6yrs, BTOM-
JoBaBed i BiH, KOpOTKMI1 HepBOBHIt COH CITOBHIOBABCH XH-
MepHUMH BHZoBHCBKaMH, KosaHch Bim riiysyBaB HAZ I03H-
THBHMMH TepOsIMH yOorux poMaHiB. IIo3uTHBHHM 3aBXKIH
CHHMBcA BepcraT a0o TpaKTop. A oMy TORI CHHJIHCA BCi
miBuara, Kpim JIi. A AK He XoTijloca pPO3JiydaTHCS 3 HEIO
HaBiTH yBi CHi!

Tenep #omy cHumuca (HOpPMYJH, CHHJIHCH TIapapesib-
Hi UpHI JiHI{ i Byca rosioBHOro KoHcTpyKTopa. IIpaBna,
B fIkuma IBaHOBHYA 3poxy Hajn ryGaMu He OyJio INETHHH,
ase 'HatT y cHi YoMych TBepAo 3HaB, L0 TO BCe X HOrO
Byca. OpgHoro pasy Bim ckasas mpo ue Sxumosi IBano-
BHUY.

— Jlobpe, HaMOTalO e Ha ByC, — BigOyBCA TOH XKap-
TOM. — A B3araJji Taki CHH cIIpocTa He cHAThed. Tu, Ma-
6yTh, BUCHAYKHBCA.

Axum IBaHOBHY sro6us I'HaTa, ajie He BUABJIAB CBOIX
mouyTTiB, mob He Gysno 3afiBux posmoB. fk-He-aK, I'Har

- -

. ~
LYl T BT RN
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HE KEPT HER FROM SLEEPING

Now and then a long

and ropy cough would

aw#i: . grab him by the chest.

“Hnat, I'm sick of your

whooping!” she would

scream from the bed-

room, “you keep me from
sleeping.”

He looked guiltily at

the brown drapes and

o said:
- ’a“;\;gﬁ—""" " “Right Li, I won't
cough.”
“You could go to the kitchen altogether and there
you could cough even till morning,” the one he called Li
would drag the words sweetly.

The light went with him to the tight kitchen. Before
daybreak it grew tired and went out. Perhaps he too grew
tired. His short and nervous dream was full of chimerical
scenes. Once he jeered at the positive heroes of miserable
rcmances. The workbench or the tractor always appeared
positive in his dreams. And then he dreamed of all the
girls except Li. And how he hated to part with her, even
in his dreams!'

Now he dreamed of formulae, he dreamed of fat pa-
rallel lines and the head designer’s moustache. True, Yakim
Ivanovich never had a bristle over his lip in his life, but
in his dream, Hnat somehow knew well that it really was
his moustache. One time he told Yakim Ivanovich about it.

“Good, T'll curl my whiskers over that one,” he laugh-
ed it off with a joke. “Generally, this kind of dream doesn’t
just simply come. Maybe you're overworked.”

Yakim Ivanovich liked Hnat, but didn’t show his
feelings so that there would be no idle talk. Like it or not,
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6ys iforo 3arem. Toro pa3y HecmofiBaHo gud camoro ceGe
BiH 3alMTaB:

— Bwu vacro esapurecs 3 Jligowo ?

— Hi, mu HikosM He cBapuMOCH...

— I Bowa HiKoJIM HC cUYHUTH Ha Tede?

— ByBaec. Ajye rtizbKm TORI, KoM s 3aBajkalo iH
CHATH...

— $I rak i 3HaB, N[0 TH 3aBaXKacul 1 cMaTH, — KHUHYB
Sfxum IBavoBuy, i fioro modpi kapi oui panToMm craJyu cH-
Biti. Tak OyJsio 3aBXKIU, KOJU BiH CepAUBCAH.

— DBoxe Mi#f, o ™ 3poOHB 3 KyxHero! — IIOpaHKy
skaxasiacg Jlifa, orsiImaoyn Kyid HejomasikiB, — Tu cam
CKCpO MEePCTBOPHICA B NYHKTHPHY JIHIIO...

A T'nar modus cBoi npokypeHi Houi. Bin m00uB cBol
curapetrd, cBiii xaumresab i C€BOI KpecJsSpcbKi 3HApPARAA.
3Bicno, 6C¢3 KalLI0 BiH MIr O o0iMTHCA, ane Oe3 TaKuX
Houell — rigi! BiH Ji100UB cBOIO BTOMY i cBOi XMMepHi CHH.
I me m001B conHe GYPMOTIHHA JIPY>KHHM.

— SIk TH HacMaJIMBCA IUX CMEPHIOYUX CUTaper...

Jlima we posymina Hi floro curapeT, Hi Horo Kamuo,
Hi fioro cuis. I BoHa He Jro0mia Horo BTOMY 1 HOrO HOYI.

Komu IM'zar 38’A3aB JOKYIH BCi CBOI XYMKH, KOJIH HOro
OC3COHHA BTIMMIIOCHA B XMMEpHiM MAaBYTHHHI KpecJsieHb, BiH
npubir y cmaspHIO i cxomus Jligy 3a milewi:

— JIi, aK yce 3710poBO BHHANIIJIO...

—— Hy, yoro tu? — Kpi3b COHHy JIHb 3aIMTalia BOHA.

— JIi, a4 3HAWIOR Te, 10 LIYKaB!

— Aje x, muummi, xi6a uepes me Tpeba OyAHMTH BcC
micro?

Bin j10 pamky cunis va KyxHi i 3aigaB TIOTIOHOBHM JH-
Mowm ii Gatinyskicts. PaHkoM BiH ckJyajaB pedi B YeMOAaH
i roBopus ift o6pazsmsi cjoBa. BoHa nnakaJa i Bigosigana
HOMY TMM 3Xe.

A morim BiH cToas y KabiHeri Tecrd, uM To MaK To-
JIOBHOT'O KOHCTpPYKTOPA, i BUJIMBaB HOMy cBOIO 00pa3y.

— S mimoB op Hel, 11106 He 3aBaxaTh id craTy. S moi-
oy Ha IliBHiu i HikosM 3BiATH He BepHycCd...
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Hnat was his son-in-law. This time he asked, unexpectedly
even for himself:

“Do you often fight with Lida?”

“No, we never fight...”

“And she never hisses at you?”’

“It happens. But only when I keep her from sleeping...”

“I knew it; you keep her from sleeping,” threw in
Yakim Ivanovieh, and his kind black eycs suddenly began
to gray. It was always that way when he was cross.

“My God, what've you done to the kitchen!” Each
morning the pile of butts would shock her. “Youw'll turn
into a dotted line yourself soon...”

But Hnat liked his smoked-away nights. He liked his
cigarettes, his cough, and his drafting tools. True, he
could’'ve gotten by without the cough, hut without thosc
nights—never! He liked his fatiguc and his fantastic
dreams. And he liked the sleepy mumbling of his wife.

“Wow, did you burn up a mess of those stinking ci-
garettes...”

Lida didn’t understand his cigarcttes, nor his cough,
nor his dreams. And she didn’t like his nights and his
fatigue. When Hnat tied all his thoughts together, when
his sleeplessness personified itself in the whimsical webs
of his diagrams, he ran into the bedroom and grabbed Lida
by the shoulders:

“Li, how great everything’s come out...”

“Well, what is it?”” she asked through her sleepy list-
lessness.

“Li, I’ve found what I was looking for.”

“But dear, do you have to wake the whole city because
of it?”

He sat in the kitchen till morning and devoured her
indifference with tobacco smoke. In the morning he packed
his things in a suitcase and spoke insulting words to her.
She cried and answered him likewise.
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YV Sxuma IBanosmua oui Gysm cuBi, a rosoc Gainy-
I

— Igu # ciga# 3a pobory. Higoro Hromi posnyckari,
— ckxa3aB fkum IpanoBud. I 3aMOBK.

¥VBeuepi BiH cam mpuiinros go I'marosoro croJy:

— Jliga mpuxopmuia KO MeHe...

T'nar BigkuHyB 3 YoJia 4OPHYy YYIpPHHY i, HEMOB 3 AMH,
IVITHYB HA TECTA.

— ITlo BoHa roBopua?

— Tineku Te, 0 3aBXAH KaXKYTh KIHKH B TAKHX BH-
nmajgkax, — BiH o6MallyBaB ounMa He3rpabHy IIOCTAaTh 3ATA
i mymaB, MabyTs, Ipo miock Ay:Ke masieke. — S ckazas iff:
KOJIH JIIOOJIATH — He HOCATH CBOIX Cji3 10 NMOocepelHUKIB.

T'rar ogarases i HigK He Mir BCyHyTH JiBHH yepeBHK
y KaJjomry. IToriM BoHH cmyckajHca 3 TPeThOr'o IOBepXy
1 KypHJIH CHI'aPEeTH,

Ha Bysmui peroras ocinHi#i Bewip. Bora fimuiu kpisp
Horo perir.

Hecnogisano dxum IBaHoBHY BXOmUB I'HaTa 3a meui
i mosepHyB Jaullem mo ceGe:

— § crazap 1#f, w0 T™H, MOJKe, IOBepHeurcd IO Heli,
KOJIM BOHA IIpocHeThCA. ToAi TH He 3aBakaTHMen i caTh.

Bin mimos, maiixke mo6ir oxg I'uara.

I'mar OpuiiinoB y rortesb i Aye paHo BKJIABCA B JIK-
kKo. Momy cuunaca Jliga, mapasesnbHi Jinii i Heicmyroui
Byca I'OJIOBHOI'O KOHCTPYKTOpA.
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And later he stood in the office of his father-in-law,
or rather, the head designer, and spilled his insults out on
him.

“I left her so as not to keep her from sleeping. I'll go
north and never come back.

Yakim Ivanovich’s eyes were gray, and his voice in-
different.

“Go and sit down by your work. There’s no use wailing
about it,” said Yakim Ivanovich. And he fell silent.

In the evening he himself came to Hnat’s table:

“Lida came to me...”

Hnat threw back the black locks from his forehead
and, as if from a pit, he looked at his father-in-law.

“What did she say?”

“Only that which women always say in these cases,”
with his eyes he touched the ungraceful figure of his son-
in-law and thought, perhaps, of something very distant.
“I told her: When they love—they don’t take their tears
to mediators.”

Hnat was dressing and just couldn’t get his left shoe
into the galoshes. Afterwards they descended from the
third floor and smoked their cigarettes.

On the street, the autumn evening cackled. They walk-
ed through its cackling.

Unexpectedly, Yakim Ivanovich Hnat by the should-
ers and turned him, face-to-face.

“I told her that maybe you'll come back to her, when
she wakes. Then you won’t keep her from sleeping.”

He went, almost ran away from Hnat.

Hnat came to the hotel and very early lay himself in
the bed. He dreamed of Lida, parallel lines, and the non-
existent whiskers of the head designer.
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KYKYPIKATIM TIIBHI HA PYIIHHMKAX...

B Owucbku gepeB’aHinM HorH, KoJiK Jech IIopyY A3Be-
HiB Horo roJjoc. Boua 3aB U HIILIA TIOB3 HBOI'O JIEBe JKH-
Ra i He cmijia IeBecTH HABiTL 6pOBOIO B HOro GiK.

A Bikrop kpuyasn:

— Omnuceko! Kouin T cKaskewl, 1o A ajg tebe Hail-
Kparmit ?

— dx mHapoiinl ox mama NOBHY RiHHHLIO MOJIOKA, —
IIMaroHyJsia AiBYHHA.

— f He Oygy GiraTtu 3a 106010, — KemKyBaB IapyOOK.
— 4 npocro mpuiiny ceaTanud.

— ITpuxops, rapdysu Bpopguyun modpi, — MOB Kpi3b
HifIJIKy, TpOIycKaaa CI0Ba, TAMYIOYH 33 0iIH3HOK 3yO0iB
i odpasy, i 6is1b, i Hagit.

Inoxi pmoApkam ypuBaBcd Tepliellb, i BOHH IOYHHAJIH
s3actynaTtucs 3a OHHCBRY.

— Tu ii Mi3uHIA He rofleH! — Ka3aju HOMy.
— Osg-ra! AGH Tineku ckasap ,,uin-nin”, To mpubi-
JKHTH, MOB KBOYKa, — HEBraBaB 00JIiKOBEIlb.

— T'nmangu, w00 He moOBesioca caMoMy Ha SHIIAX CHII-
™, — py0Oasia CHuchbxa Iif 3arajibHHf perirT.

Tinpku TaToBi Morsga OHHCBKA IoBipHTH, YOro KOII-
TyBaJa iii Ta Po3B’SI3HICTE.

Taro 6yB 30Bciv roHMH. BiH mimos Ha BiiHy TpUIUATH-
JITHIM i TakuMm 3asnmuBes HaBiku, OHUCBKA YACTO XOTija
odayuTH Horo cuBuM i BycatuM. He Buxomuio. Maru mo-
3T0poBKaJaca 31 crapicTio, a TATO 3aJHIIMBCI MOJOIHM.
Yac y»xe BTpaTHUB HaJ HUM BJaZRy.

— Of, 9k MeHi BajXKo, TaTy, — ka3zajsia OHHCBKA,
OIIyCKAaOYH A0 T0fca YOpHY TYTy CBOIiX Kic. — fK g Horo
J06.110 i AK... HeHaBUIKY | — TYTaJIa, MaJIeHBKOIO HIXKKOIO.
— HTo Meni poduru, Taty?

Ane 6aTbko MOBuaB, i TOAi myrm AiBoumx G6piB cro-
B3ajiHcsa [0 KHUpmaToro Hoca, a Bil IIBHAKO-IIBHAKO KJIi-
MaJiy, 3araHAIOYH HAa3aJ HECJYXHTHi C/ILO3H.
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THE ROOSTERS CROWED ON
THE EMBROIDERY ...

Onysia’s legs would stiffen, whenever his voice would
ring nearby. She was always barely alive when she passed
him, and didn’t even have the nerve to raise her brow in
his direction.

And Victor would scream:

“Onysia! When are you going to say that I'm the
most handsome fellow you know?”

“When you get a pailful of milk from a billy goat I
will,” she snapped.

“I'm not going to run around after you,” he teased.
“T'll just ask you to marry me.”

“Do that—the pumpkins* are big this year,” she
filtered the words, as if through a strainer, damming the
pain and the outrage and hope behind the brilliant white-
ness of her teeth.

Once in a while, the milkmaids’ patience would give
way, and they’d begin to defend Onysia.

“You're not even worth her little finger.”

“Ah! I just have to call and she comes running like
a mother hen,” the bookkeeper went on.

“Be careful—you might have to hatch your eggs
alone,” she snapped amidst the general laughter.

Only to her father could Onysia trust the secret of
how much her flippancy cost her.

Father was really youthful. He went to war at thirty
and remained that age forever. Onysia often wished she
could see him mustachioed and gray. It just never hap-
pened. Mother had greeted her old age but Father stayed
forever young. Time had lost its grip on him.

“It’s really—so hard, Father,” Onysia would say, let-
ting the thickness of her braids fall to her waist. “How

* In colloquial Ukrainian, “Getting a pumpkin” means rejection.

113



OciHHi cBiTaHKH TpHBOXHI, AK MapeHHA. OHHCBbKa 3a-
CIAMHUMH 0YHMa 00MaIyBaJja iX cuBy Ge3HOHHICTS i mpHaJIa
B ixHi0 TpHBOry. ITo moposi mo cdepmH BoHA TOXHUBJIAIACH
y ¢Boi ntiBoui cHu.

OpnHoro pagy ii posbyaus Bikrop.

— Yoro #pgemr, MOB JyHATHK ? — 3acMifBcd BiH 6ina
caMoro Byxa, i OHHCbKA 3HOB BifgdyJa, AK TepIHYTh HOTH.
Auste rosioea i A3uK y Hel HIKOJIM He TepILIH.

— CkaXXHu Kpale, a Yoro TH TaK paHO BHJII3 3 IIeJIO-
IoK ?

Bin 3mo0BuaB, a moriMm AKOCH HECMIJIMBO B3AB 33 PYKY.
Onuceni 30BciM He XoTinoca BHIpydyBaTH ii.

— Hikonu #He gyMas, 1o B TeGe Taki TEHAITHI pyKH...
— My’KuK He IOBipHTH, IIOKH He IIOMAIa€, — CXOBAJIa

LocaRy B mocmimmi.
— Migem 3a MeHe? — pamnToMm Hi ciso Hi BmaJo 3a-

muTaB Bikrop. — Iligem?

— Mooxe, # migy 3a Tebe... 06J1iKOBLIEM NPAIfOBATH, —
BOHA TaK{ BHIPYYHJIa PYKY i HIJIa, HEMOB IO I'OCTPHX
Jie3ax.

oese

— To a mpuiixy cBaTalld, — CKa3aB, Hi6H He 4yB I
caiB, i TaK caMo paITTOBHO, AK 3’STBUBCA, PO3CTAHYB y CHBi
po30opocti.

e

IMimuit THKOeHs 33 OHHCHKOIO, KyaU 6 He Himja, mOB-
3JIM TIepelIiNTyBaHHS Ta XHUXOHBKH. i HelpuxoBaHO Ii-
KaBHMH TOrJagaMH il mrewi CyTyauimcd, a JyMKH THITHIIA
o0pa3a. ,,Ha Bce ceso posueipiHbkaB”, — MyKa Tyro CTH-
CKyBaJjla IpyAH.

Bikrop npufios y cy6ory. B kemmi HaGakup, y Hauu-
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I love him and how... I hate him!” She stamped her little
foot. “What should I do, Father?”

But her father remained silent and then the girl’s
arched brows crawled down to her pug-nose and her
eyelids fluttered ever-so-quickly, chasing back the ino-
bedient tears.

The autumn dawn was as uneasy as a dream. Onysia
would touch its gray bottomlessness with her sleepy eyes
and dive into its anxiety. On the way to the farm, she
finished dreaming her girlish dreams.

One time Victor woke her.

“Why are you walking like a lunatic?” He laughed
by her very ear and Onysia felt her legs get numb again.
But her head and tongue were never numb.

“Better yet,” she said, “why did you climb out from
under your covers so early?”

He fell silent, and then somehow timidly he took her
by the hand. Onysia didn’t feel like pulling it away.

“Never thought you had such delicate hands...”

“A peasant won’t believe until he touches it,” she
hid her spite in a smirk.

“Would you have me?” Victor asked out of nowhere.
“Will you?”

“Maybe I will... take your place as the bookkeeper,”
she pulled away her hand after all and walked away, as if
on sharpened blades.

“Then I’ll come to ask your hand,” he said as if he
hadn’t heard her words, and just as quickly as he’d ma-
terialized, he disappeared in the gray transparency.

All week, wherever she’d go, the whispers and the
snickers crawled after Onysia. Her shoulders hunched
beneath the visibly curious stares, and the insult weighed
down on her thoughts.

‘“He’s blabbed it all over the village,” the pain pressed
tightly in her chest.
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LeHUX 10 GJIMCKY XPOMOBMKAX, BPOAJIMBHMH i MPUIM3aHUH,
MOB nJakar. BiH po3ciBesa Ha s1aBi, 3aKHHYB HOT'Y Ha HOTY,
HiOU BHCTaBJAIOYM HamoOKa3 HOBi wo6Goru. I Bigpasy x 3a-
BiB AKyCh [OPOXKHIO PO3MOBY 3 MaTip'to. ['oBOpHB AOBro
i omBepTo xM3yBaBCA, a IOTIM, Haye MiX iHIUMMH, MOBMB:

— J ome, titko, mpuiimos cBataTn Bamy OHUCBKY...
Maru 3puBOBaHO 3Bejla TOJIOBY i CKa3aJsia O0OpaiXeHO:

— Xiba, BikTope, Tenep npo e 3 6aTbKaMH TOPIYIOTh-
ca? B CHuchkY €BOA roJIoBa Ha B’'A3aX, — i, HiGH migkpe-
CJIIOIOUH CBOKO HETIPUYETHICThL [0 TOTrO, L0 AI€ThCA B XaTi,
TIOBiNIbHO BUAMGAJa Ha NOABip’'d.

BoHu f10Bro cupminv BABOX y xaTi i MoBuayn. KyKypi-
KaJM TMiBHi Ha PYIWHUKAX, i O IXHROrO MOBYA3HOTO CIIiBY
O3BEHIJIO y ByXax.

— To mo x TH craxem MeHi, OHHCLKO? — 37HaJIeKy
XJIIONHYB TpHBOroio BiKTopiB roJoc.

— A Ty B MEHe HIYOro He ITHTaB.

—Tu  3Haew, 49oro s TyT, — BiH guBMBCA Tak Ona-
raJibHO i BUHYBATO, 1110 B Hel Bce TiJIO CIIOBHUJIOCA JIIHMBOIO
JKaroio,

— T 1le He BTONTAaB CTEXKH i O MOIX BOpiT, & BXKe
CTYKaell y ceple, — CTPYCHYJa 3 cebe MJIIABICTS.

—AJle ¥ TH KOXacIll MeHe...
— 3Bigku T 3Hacm? — HaCMIMKYyBaToO IiABeJsa Oui.

— IIpo 1te roBOpUTHL yCe cedo...

— AuJre onHa MIOAMHA I[LOTO HE TOBOPUTH, — OHUCBHKA
BiZKMHyJIa HA TIOKYTh BUINWBAHHA i He 3HaJa, IO POOHTH
3 cBoimu pykamu. ['HiBoM cmasiaxHysm xapi 3iHMI.

BixTop HeMOB ymepiie moGaums ii.
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Victor came on Saturday. Wearing a cap on the
side of his head, with his chrome leather shocs polishzd
to a shine, handsome and slicked up, like a poster. He
rolled down onto the bench, crossed his legs, as if putting
his new boots on show. And he immediately began some
hollow discussion with her mother. He talked long and
swaggered manifestly, and later, as if casually, added:

“I've come to ask your Onysia’s hand...”

Her mother raised her head and said insultedly:

“Does one really bargain with parents nowadays?
Onysia has her own head on her shoulders,” and as if to
emphasize her uninvolvement in that which was going on
in the house, she slowly strolled outside.

They both sat in the house in silence. The roosters
crowed on the embroidery and from their silent singing
there was a ringing in their ears.

“So, what do you say, Onysia,” his voice fell with
fear from afar.

“You haven’t asked me anything.”

“You know why I'm here,” he gazed so entreatingly
and guiltily, that her entire body filled with a listless long-
ing.

“You haven’t yet beaten a path to my gate, and you're
already knocking at my heart,” she shook off her languor.

“But you love me...”

“How do you know?” She mockingly raised her eyes.

“The whole village is talking about it...”

“But one person isn’t saying it,”” Onysia threw the
embroidery into a corner and didn’t know what to do with
her hands. Her dark eyes burned with anger.

It was as if he’d seen her for the first time.

“And you would shame me in front of the entire vil-
lage?” he immediately realized the stupid regretability of
his question.
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— I TH copoMuII MEHe Ha Bce cejio? — 3pa3y ¥ 30ar-
HYB 0e3rJIy3ny KaJIIoriJJHicTh CBOTO 3allMTaHHA.

— Sxui# TH, BikTOop! — He cJI0Ba, a CIBO3H TEKJH
3 ii Byer. — Igu 3Bimcu reTh i MoKem HaGpaTv Ha TpPAALi
CKITBKHY 3aBrogHo rap6ysiB. Xou migBomoio mMpHixKmxKal. —
Onucpka ruyMuiIaca Haj CBOEIO Mykow. — OpHoro ToGi
MaJ0, 6epH LiiHE Bi3 i rogyd HUMH CBOIO IHXY...

Bin nimoB srop6uBiiuce, Hi6KM ¥ cupaBzi Hic Ha CBoix
nae4ax migBoxy rap6yais.

Onucbka pHAaJia HaJl BUMIMBAHHSM,.
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“Victor, you're so..” Not words, but tears flowed
from her lips. “Get away from here and take as many
pumpkins as you wish and can from the garden. Drive up
with a wagon.” Onysia scoffed at her torment. “One’s not
enough for you, take a wagon-load and feed your in-
solence...”

He walked away, hunched over, as if he really bore
a wagonload of pumpkins on his back.

Onysia wept on her embroidery.
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"I KNOW OF NO COMPANION
MORE FAITHFUL,
MORE SINCERE THAN PAPER.”

-- from his diary



OKPAHIII OYMOK

,, JXTaTH 6e3 Ko3Boay Tyxi
L[OJeHHUKN — EBeépecT
manocTr’.
(Hesigomuti adopusm
npocraka Biscona)
18.IX.1962.

SaunHaro Lied IOAEHHUK He TOMY, L0 XO4YeThes IIo-
6aBuTHCA y Benukoro. MeHi morpibeH pgpyr, 3 AKHUM A Mir
6u gminurMca rerh ycima cBoiMM cymHiBamu. Biprimoro
i ceppeunimoro nobpaTima, Hixk mamip, s He 3HAIO.

3eMna Bixe ABANUATH BOCHMHUIH PiK Hece MEHe HABKOJIO
coHns. Masio Betur A 3poGMTH 3a Leff 4ac rapsHoro i mo-
Oporo. 3aTe HaBYMBCA MOBYATM i OyTH 0GepeXKHHM, KOJIH
coig xpuvuatd. I HaficTpamHimme — HaBYMBCA GyTH HeLu-
puM.

Bpexusa — MabyTs, Moa npodpecia. Tamarr GpexyHa
y MeHe BpomkeHHY. € Tpu Kareropii OpexyHiB: omHi Ope-
IIyTh, 100 MATH 3 I[LOTO MOPAJIBHY YH MAaTEPiAJIbHY BH-
roxy, apyri 6pemyTs, abu GpexaTH, a TpeTi ciayxarh Opex-
Hi AK MuctenTBy. BOHM, BjlacHe, BHI'aAyloTb a0 HOMH-
CJIIOIOTH JIOTiuHi KiHKiBKM o mpaBmu. ITi GpexyHn, 3 Moei
OpexyHiBCbKOI KYNMHH, BHEAIOTHCA MeHi 6JIarOpOXHMMM.
Boxu — peseps Jitepatypu. Be3 HuUX HygHO 6yJi0 6 KUTH,
Ge3 Hux i mpaBpa craysa 6 KyI00 Ta IOOYTOBOIO, HYZHONO
i mpi6’askoBoro. Biaropogua OpexXHA BO3BEJIMYYE NPABAY.
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THE EDGES OF THOUGHT

“To read others’ diaries without
permission — the Everest of ba-
seness.” (Unknown aphorism of
the simpleton Wilson).

18.1X.1962.

I am not starting this diary for want of playing at
greatness. I need a friend, with whom I can share my
doubts. I know of no companion more faithful, more sin-
cere than paper.

The earth is carrying me around the sun for the
twenty-eighth year now. I haven’t done much of anything
that's good or beautiful during all this time. Instead,
I've learned to be silent and cautious when I should
scream. And, most horrible of all, — I've learned to be
insincere.

Lying — perhaps my profession. I was born with a
talent for lying. There are three categories of liars: some
lie to have a measure of material or moral comfort from
it; others lie just for the sake of lying, and the third group
serve lying as an art. It’s they that make up, or dream up,
logical extremities for truth. These liars, of all my horde
of liars, seem noble to me. They are the “reserves” of li-
terature. Without them it would be boring to live; without
them truth itself would become mundane and petty, boring
and trivial. Noble lying adds glory to truth.
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Kepyrounchk 1uM, A yacTille BCLOTO BAABABCHA JI0 Tpe-
Thol OpexHi. Taki, Ak g, Tex HeoOXigHi gna siTeparypu —
MU CBOIMM KBOJMMHM JYMKaMH YTHOIMO I'DYHT, Ha SKOMY
Bupocre riraHTt. Ipuiinemnifi Tapac aGo Ppauko. Koy
Horo, AKX Bipyroumii npuiectss Xpucrosoro. Bipro, mio MeHi
TIOIIACTUTD TIOYYTH paficHY OCaHHY Ha YecTh Horo mpuxony.
Xalt TiIbKM He 3HEBa)Ka€ BiH HAC, MaJIeHHKUX YOPHOPOGiB
noe3sii. Big Bupocre 3 Hac.

A wmir 6u mpuenyxuTHcA JiTeparypi Oinblue, AKOH
TpupoRa He oORinMja MeHe cJyXoM i oumma. S He Gauy
BcixX BifATIHKIB i He uyro BCix 3BYKiB. My3uKa — MOR MyKa.
Hikonu e mopocry mo Toro, mo6 rauGHHHO po3yMirx ii.
Hikonm s He moGyBalo Ha TaKoMy CBATI 6aps, 3 AKOTo HE
noBepTacThea wacauBui Cap’aH. S He MOXY HaBiTh IO-
cupaBxHbOMy 3a3gpuru Cap’samam i IIlocrakoBuuam, GOX
HeMMCbMEHHUH He Moxke 3a3gpuru JIeBy Toscromy. BiH
3a37pUTh CyCiZoBi, AKHH yMie posmmcaTucd.
19.I1X.1962.

Jlity yacom HecBifoMo roBopATh BURATHI peui. ITpu-
ragyio: pik tomy mu 3 OseceM rynsanu 6ins Kasbercpko-
TO PUHKY. Y3ApiBIIM TaM'ATHUK [ecloTa, BiH 3alMTaB
MeHe:

— Tary, xTo ne?

— Cranin.

OpHy MuThH Bin AMBHBCA
Ha Hporo i Hi6m Mix iH-
UMY 3aIIHTYE

— A yoro BiH TyAY Bu-
aiz?

Crmpasgai, Crainin He 3ifi-
1IOB Ha II'6eCTaJI, HE JIIO-
AU IocTaBMJIM HOro, a BiH
caM BHMJIi3 — uepes Bi-
poJIoMCTBO, TigsicTs, BH-
J1i3 KpUBaBO i 3yXBaJIO, AK
i Bci xaTu. Tenep nei Turp,
{0 KHBHBCA YOJIOBiuH-
HOIO, 380X OM Bixg Jmori,




Steering myself by this, more often than anything
else, I fell in with the third type of lie. People like me are
also indispensable for literature—with our sickly thoughts
we fertilize the soil where a giant is to grow. Some future
Taras or Franko.! I await him like a believer would the
coming of Christ. I believe that I will have the luck to hear
the joyous Hossana in honor of his arrival. May he only
not insult us little journeymen of poetry. He will grow
from out of us.

I could be of greater service to literature had nature
not endowed me with hearing or sight. I do not see all the
segments of reality, nor hear all the sounds, music is tor-
ment for me. I will never even visit that holiday of hues
from which the happy Sarian never returns. I can’t really
envy the Sarians and Shostakoviches, for an illiterate
can’t be jealous of Leo Tolstoy.? He is jealous of his neigh-
bor, who can scratch out a few measly words.

19.IX.1962,

Children sometimes make salient remarks unawares.
I recall: a year ago Oles® and I were fooling around by the
Kazbet market, espying the monument of the despot, he
questioned:
— “Daddy, who is that?”
— “Stalin.”
He looked at him for a
moment and almost ca-
sually asked:
— “Why did he climb up
there?”
It’s true, Stalin did not
descend upon the pedestal;
neither did the people put
him there. He climbed up
himself — through trea-
chery, turpitude, he clim-
bed up bloodily and in-
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KoJu 6 mizHaBeCs, AKOIO 3HAXiAKOO AJA 36GMpauiB MeTaso-
JIOMY cTaJy Horo Ge3mapHi jgyOKOBI naM'ATHUKH.

ITe cTpamHO, KOJIM IPYXKHTTEBA claBa i 060KeCTBIIeH-
HA CTAlOTh TIOCMEPTHOKW raHnboi0. Ile B3araJi He cnaaBa,
a TinbKH irpamka, sxol Timarses gopocai gitu. He po-
3ymiloTh 1BOro TiNILKM yGori myiero i Mo3KoM.

27.IX.1962.

Croropmui mpoizgom y Hawmx Yepkacax MeJbKHYB B.
Brepute a 3ycrpiBes 3 Hum y 1958 poui. MaGyTs, y BepecHi,
60 Ha pyruft feHb MM CHALNM B KiMHATIi, AKY BiH BUHAH-
MaB Ha 1ol Kaninina, i macyBasnu suHorpagom. Mu maii-
¥e TIOAPYXUICA, ajie TIoTiM — po3ayka. Bix 30BciM 3a-
OyB TIpo mI0 3ycTpiu 3a 4oTHpH poKu. I — Hi. Ha MeHe
BiH mie Topi cmpaBuB romboKe i cusbHe BpakeHHd, S mo-
BipHB y HBOIO 3 mepmoro 3HafoMcTBa i, ragaro, He IO-
MUJIMBCH.

Bynaere mpokssaTi Bu, HikueMHi rpowi! Bu 3pobumau
MeHe paboMm rasetd, i 1 He Mir moixaTu pasom 3 MukoJ0I0
no Kanesa. JlaBHo B MeHe He Gyisio Takoi BTpaTH, 60, IO
apaBai Kaxyud, Hikoro 6yJ0 BTpayaTd.

8.X.1962.

Tpy gHi i cro BpaxeHs. Binrpanoseskuii, IT'aH0oB, Ko-
JoMienpb i rpilrHME a3 BUMHWJIM KaBaJlepifichKi HAacCKOKM
Ha Kpusuit Pir i Kiposorpas. Xou xogHoro pasy He BRaJIo-
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solently just like all the tyrants do. Now this tiger that
fed upon human flesh would die from anger, if he found
out what a prize for scrap-metal collectors his cheap, dull
monuments have become.

It’s terrible when temporal glory and deification be-
come posthumous shame. It isn’t glory at all, but only
a toy, with which grown-up children play. Only the poor
in mind and spirit cannot understand this.

27.1X.1962.

Today V. appeared for a moment, passing through
Cherkasy. I first met him in 1958. I think it was in Sep-
tember, because the next day we sat in the little room
he’d rented on Kalinin Square, and regaled on grapes.
We almost befriended each other, but then — separation.
He completely forgot about that meeting in four years
time. I didn’t. He already made a deep and lasting impres-
sion on me then. I believed in him from our first acquain-
tance, and, I think, I was not mistaken.

Be damned, good-for-nothing money! You've made me
a slave of the newspaper, and I couldn’'t go to Kaniv with
Mpykola.* I haven’t had such a loss for a long time, because,
to tell the truth, there was no one to lose.

8.X.1962.

Three days and a hundred impressions, Vinhranovsky,
Pianov, Kolomiyets,* and my sinful self made cavalry at-
tacks on Kryvyi Rih and Kirovohrad.® Although there
wasn’t a chance to perform before a massive audience, I re-
main satisfied. Mykola — indisputably a tribune. The
words in his poems crack from the passion and ideas.
Alongside him you gain spiritual profundity.

We argued with Pianov about ‘“Roses in Mourning.”*
It seems to me that the Madonna created by artists, and
the fundamentally religious Mother of God should not be

127



¢ BHCTYIIATH IIepej] YHCJIEHHOIO aBAMTOpicro, A JIMMMBCA
3agoBoseHni. MuKosa — GeanepeuHo, TpuGyn. CioBa y io-
ro moesiax pemNaloTbead Bixg mpucrpactH i Zymok. ITopyd
3 HUM raubuHiem gyiuero.

3 II'aHOBMM cHepevasncss My TIpo «TposiHAX B Tpaypi».
Mesi 3paeTned, 0 He MOXHA MIYTaTH MaJlOHHY, CTBOPEHY
MUCTIAMY, i cyTO penirifiny Matip Boxky. JIunemipu B pa-
cax npekpacuoro Icyca i fioro Martip meperBopusIM B Ha-
CUNBPHUKIB JroAckkoi mioTi i ayxy. Komwm HaBiTh Hafi-
npekpacHima seredpa (a Icyca i gisy Mapiio & BBaXkaro
BUTBOpPAMH YHIKaJBHHMHU) C€TaJa 3ac000M AYXOBHOIO IIpH-
THiYeHHd, TOZAI BXKe Tpo «XiloBUX 0cib» JereHau A He MOXKY
cyauTty 6Ge3BifHOCHO #O TOro, M0 poOAATHL Oy3yBipH, TIPH-
KpuBalouMch ix imeHamu. Hiaki Bucokobaropossi i Bucoxo-
ryMaHHi HaCTaHOBM Gynb-gKOro BYEHHA He MOXKYThH IpH-
CYXKUTHCA TIOCTYNY, KOJM BOHHM CTalOTh eTajioHom. He-
IIOpOYHa, TpedYucTa RiBa BapTa 3aXOIJIEHHd, aJje, RapyH-
Te, — He HACTiAyBaHHA. 3peYeHHA IJIOTCHKUX pajocTel —
TIPOTHIIPUPOTHE, a TOMY KOPCTOKe i peakmifine.

Ho Toro x y «TpoAaHpmax B Tpaypi» a 30BciM He MaB
HaMipy «moBaJiMTH GOriBy. S BHCTYIAIO0 B HHX IIPOTH HOBOI
pediirii, mpotu nunemipis, AKi He Ge3 ycmixy HaMaraioThes
TIepETBOPHTH MapPKCU3M Y peJIiriio, B IPOKPYCTOBE JIOMKE AJIS
HayKH, MHcTenTBa i sroGoBu. CyMHI npukmagu 3 xiGepHe-
THKOIO, TeHEeTHKO0, GYpX/IMBe IPOPOCTAHHA IIOTaHOK y JIi-
TepaTypi # xHBOmHCi, BiUHi 3aKJIMKM RO IKEPTBYBaHHA
i 6e3koHeuHi OOINAHKM «pal0 Ha HOTIM» — Xifa 1e Take
BXe I maJsieke Bin tpareail BpyHo i Iamines, mcanmo- Ta
ixoHomucaHHA, Bix MaHACTHpPIB i apcTBa HEGECHOTO ?

SIKmo MapKcH3M He BMCTOITh IIepell IIAJIeHUM HACTy-
TIOM JOrMaTH3My, BiH IpUpeYeHME CTaTH pesiriero. Hisxe
BYEHHS He ¢Mi€ MOHOIOJII3YBaTH AYXOBHE JKUTTS JIIONCTBA.
Bee Taku Afmmraiin He OyB MOIM IOJdiTHynuMm OXHOZYM-
1eM, X0d4 i 3poOuB BIAKPUTTA, AK1 MOTPACTH Hayky.
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confused. Cassocked hypocrites transformed the beautiful
Jesus and His Mother into violators of the human body
and soul. When even the most beautiful legend (and I con-
sider Jesus and the Virgin Mary exceptional creations)
has become a means for spiritual oppression, then I can no
longer judge the “characters” of the legend without re-
gard to that which the wild fanatics do, hiding behind
their names. No highly noble and greatly humanitarian
aims of any teachings can serve progress, when they be-
come the reference standard. An immaculate virgin is
worthy of awe, but, forgive me, — not of imitation.
Denial of bodily pleasures is unnatural, and therefore sa-
vage and reactionary.®

Besides, in “Roses in Mourning” I had no intention
of “toppling the gods.” In it I speak out against new
religion, against hypocrites, who try in vain to transform
Marxism into a religion, into a Procrustes bed for science,
art, and love. Sad examples of cybernetics, genetics, the
blistering germination of “toadstools” in literature and
painting, incessant appeals for sacrifice and endless pro-
mises of “paradise for later” — are these so far removed
from the tragedies of Bruno and Galileo,’ psalmody and
iconography, from monasteries and the heavenly kingdom?

If Marxism does not withstand the wild onslaught of
dogmatism, it is destined to become a religion. No teaching
has the right to monopolize the spiritual life of mankind.
Einstein was most assuredly not of my political line of
thought, even though he did make discoveries that shook
all science.

16.X.1962.

There is nothing more terrifying than unlimited power
in the hands of a limited person.

At a meeting, the chairman of the collective farm
from the Yaremko village screamed out of wrath and
fatigue:
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16.X.1962.

Hemae Hivoro crpamrHimoro 3a HEOGMEXEHY BIaXy
B pyKax oOMexeHOI JIIORHHH,

IN'osoBa Kosrocnmy 3 €peMeHKOBOrO cesla Kpu4YaB Ha
360pax Bixg 6e3CHMIA i JIOTi:

— 4 Bam 3po6Gurio HoBHH 33-ift pik!

3BuuaiiHo, HiXTO HaBiTh He TIOAYMAaB B3ATH 33 KOMip
IIbOTO HETiAHHMKA. A Ied ke AYpeHb OAHicI0 CBOEIO imioT-
CBKOIO (hpa30l0 3HHUIIMTL HACTIgKH poGoTH AecATKiB po-
3yMHuX Jiogeil. A6y B HaIUMX BOKAIB OYyJIo Oijpmie riys-
Ry, Hix €, noni6Hi KpukyHn MuayBasmca © He60M Kpisb
I'paTH,

21.X.1962.

Jo Ge3TAMH HEHaBHUIKY Ka3eHHY, NaTEHTOBaHY, BiA-
rofoBaHy MyapicTe. kuMu 6 uuratamu Ge3gxapH He mmig-
IIHpajy CBOIO PO3YMOBY CTEJ0, BOHA OXHAK 3aHHU3bKa IJA
HOopMaJbHOI JmopuHu. K HpocTip Hemueaumuit Ge3 pyxy,
TaK Ioe3ia Hemucauma 6e3 pyMkH, 11To To 3a IpocTip, KOMH
B HBOMY He MOXKHa pyxarucda? fka To Hoe3is, KoiM BOHA
He Mucaurh? IToesin — e mpekpacHa MYApiCTb.

Jlo uworo 3miniB Ham rymop, Ak 3yOoxkina carupa!
Crunaru, nepexkynky, By3bKi IiTaHYaTa i MORHI 3auicku —
YU BapTO CepHO3HUM JIIOAAM TPATUTH HA Ii€ HiKYeMCTBO He
JIMIIe CJIoBa, a ¥ HepBH? A CKiNBKH B¥e Ha3yGoCKaJIMIIM
3 IOraHuX JITKOHCYAbTaHTIB! S HikoJM HaBiTH He TIPOGY-
BaB IIHCATM I'PYHTOBHI i ryimGoxi BimmoBini ma Minki TBo-
pu. B kamoxi ramGoko He mipHel, 6ygb TH X0Y SIOHCBKUM
LIyKayeM IepJiB.

Tpeba Hammcatu moeMy mpo Iepocrpara. Ile 3apa3
Ayxe aKTyaJyibHe. 3eMJa KHUIMUTL [epocrparamm.

9.X1.1962.

Munynu cBaTkH, i MeHi cOPOMHO 3rafyBaTH CBOIO BYO-
pamHio ToBeniHKy, A BiB cefe AK NMOKUALOK — HaBiTH 06-
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— TI'll give you another 1933!*

Naturally, no one even considered taking this wretch
by the collar. And this moron — with one of his idiotic
phrases will destroy the results of the work of scores of
intelligent people. If our rulers had a bit more sense than
they do, similar noisemakers would feast their eyes on
the sky through prison bars.

21.X.1962.

I despise bureaucratic, patented, fattened wisdom to
the greatest degree of all. Whatever quotes the dullards
use to prop their intellectual ceiling with, it’s still too
low for any normal person. Just as space is unthinkable
without movement, so is poetry unthinkable without
thought. What kind of space is it if you can’t move in it?
What sort of poetry — when it doesn’t ponder? Poetry isa
beautiful wisdom.

How shallow our humor has become, how impoverished
is our satire! The fashion conscious, the black marketeers,
narrow trousers, modern hairdos — is it worth it for
serious folk to waste not only words, but nerves on this
worthlessness. And, oh, how much we’ve mocked the liter-
ary consultants! I've never even tried to write well-found-
ed and profound retorts to shallow works. You can’t dive
deep in a mud-puddle, even if you're a Japanese pearl
diver.

Have to write a poem about Erostratos.!* It’s very re-
levant at the moment. The world is teeming with Ero-
stratoses.

9.XI1.1962.

The holidays are over and I'm ashamed to think
about my behavior yesterday; I acted like some rifraff —
even insulted people. It’s too bad no one muddled my nose!
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paxaB JiloRed. Sk KaJib, 10 HIXTO He PO3KBACHB MEHi HO-
ca! Tpeba sKock GpatTu cebe B PYKHM i MeHINle TeJIEHbKATH
SI3MKOM, & OisibIlle BOPYIIMTH MO3KOM.

3amizHise KaATTA 3aBAKAM CXOXKE Ha II03epcTBO. AJie
y MeHe HeMae inmoro Buxony. TpeGa puuruca 6auuTu cebe
300Ky.

21.V1.1963.

Maii:xe MBpOKy A He 3arJIAKAB 4O I[HOTO 3OILUUTA, X0
AeAKi MoZil, mo Tpamuauca BIPOAOBK LHMX IIOCTH MicAIB,
Tpeba Oyio 6 aKock 3adikcyBaTH.

JlegBe He 3aJUXHyBCA B IIOPOXOBOMY IHMMY ifmeosorid-
HuX GaraJjift. Peaniam opep:xaB ueproBy BikTopiro, He TBO-
pamu, npaBRa, a aXMiHiCTPATMBHHMHU 3aXORaMH.

Bzarajsi HeGesmeka c¢opMajicTuyHOro 06e3yMCTBa,
3RaerscdA, Gyna mosipHolo. ITpuHafiMui Ha VKpaini a He
3ycrpiB XomHOro yGosiBasnbuuKa aGCTpaKLUioHi3My UM AKO-
rock HeopyTypuaMmy. PeasipHorwo sajumumirHcsd, ax i 6yJaa,
3arposa opmaJjicTHYHOro HeZoyMcTBa B Jireparypi. Bo
xi6a He (hopmasi3M, KOJHM COTHI IucapuyKiB 3a Hamepen
3aTOTOBJIEHUMU CXeMaMHU 0GCMOKTYIOTh AECATOK JPYTHH TaK
3BaHMX BiYHUX ifiell — Jr06H mpairo, IOBaJKal TaTa ¥ Ma-
My, He OMBHCBH KOCO Ha cycifiB? PopmasisM NOYHHAECTHCA
TaM, Jie KiHuyacThesa qyMKa.

SIK1I0 moeT He MPUHOCHUTH HOBHMX AYMOK Ta eMONif —
BiH ¢opMaticT. Ik 6M He PEKJIAMYBAB CBOIO MHUMY HaJIEK-
HicTh mo peasicriB. XosyHchkuM peasliam He MoxKe GyTH.
€ peaxizM, axkomy cayxup IlleBuenko, i € peasisM, IO
KOpMCTYeThCA mociayraMu JIMurepka. PisHi peui! He gmu-
TEPKH CHANKOEMIli JiTepaTypH. BoHu »xMByTH 3 Hei, a He
Inid Hel,

HaBpan uu meni MoXHa 3aKkuHyTH (bopmaJisM, a He
JPYKYIOTH Hiyoro.
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T've got to take hold of myself, wag the tongue less, and
move the mind a little more.

Belated contrition is always close to hypocrisy. But
I've got no other choice. Have to learn to view my own
self from a distance.

21.V1.1963.

For almost half a year, I haven’t looked into this
notebook, though some events that occurred within these
six months should be somehow affixed.

Almost suffocated in the gunsmoke of ideological
warfare. Realism has achieved a successive victory, true,
not by its creations, but through administrative wheeling
and dealing.

The danger of formalistic**> mindlessness, was on the
whole only ostensible, it seems. At least in Ukraine I
never met any bewailers of abstractism or neo-futurism.
Formalistic inaneness has remained, as in the past, the
real threat in literature. For what is it but formalism,
when hundreds of hacks suck away at such so-called eter-
nal, but in reality secondary ideals — love work, honor
your father and mother, and don’t give your neighbor the
evil eye? Formalism begins where thought ends. If a poet
doesn’t bring new thoughts and emotions — he’s a for-
malist. No matter how he advertises his supposed mem-
bership in the realist school. There can be no grovelling
realism. There is the realism that Shevchenko served, and
realism that enjoys the services of Dmyterko.® All sorts
of things! The Dmyterkos are not the heirs of literature.
They live off her, not for her.

Hardly can I be accused of formalism, and yet they
print nothing.

6.VII.1963.

I don’t know whether it's native to everyone, or if
it's only so with me. Often doubts destroy any sort of as-
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6.VII.1963.

He 3nalo, yu 116 KOXKHOMY BJIACTHBE, YH TiJILKH 3i MHOIO
TaKe GyBac. YacTo CyMHiBM HMIUATH GyAb-AKYy BIIEBHEHIiCTb
B cBOilf My»kHocTi. S He 3HAO, AK TPHUMATHMYCH, KOJIH TIO-
CHILTIOTBCA HA MO0 TOJIOBY CIpaBiKHI BHIPOOYBaHHI.
Yy Jjumycs JIOQUHOI, YH TaK 3aCHilUTh He JIMINE 04i,
a i po3ym? BrpaTa MYXKHOCTH Iie BTpaTa JIOJCBKOI TigHO-
CTH, KOTPY A cTaBmio Hax yce. HaBiTe Hag caMuM KHTTAM.
AJe cKIIBKH JIofed — PO3YMHMX i TaJllaHOBUTHX — PATY-
BaJIM CBOE XHUTTH, MOCTYIalOuuCA TifHicTio, i, BJaCHe, IIe-
PeTBOPIOBAJIM HOTO B HIKOMY He TIOTpiGHe *KUBOTiHHA. Ile —
HalicTpaHimre.

Munymnoi Hegini mu 6ysau B Opeci, xe micuesi TBepno-
J106i HaTimuau Hac cBoim imioTchKMM jKaxoMm: abu 4Oro
He crajgocA. PaKTUYHO HaM 3a00POHHJIM BHCTYNIATH Ha
IITeBuenKiBchbKOMy Beuopi. Buxomurs, Tapaca mexro 60iThb-
ca goci. O6uBaTeni Big pepostronii.

22.VIL.1963.

MabyTts, mouasioca Moe¢ 3racaHHA. PizudHO A Maike
Oe3mopafHUiA, X0U MOpAJIbHO 1 He 30BCIiM BHCHaXKMBCH.
JyMaiouu Ipo cMepTh, He MOYYBal0 HiIKOTO cTpaxy. Mox-
JIMBO, Ileé TOMY, W10 BOHa Ine maJjeko? JuBHa piu: A He
Xo4y cMepTH, ajie ¥ 0coOiuBOi KaXiGHOCTH KO KUITA He
Ma1o. JlecATs pPokiB — AnA MeHe Gisblue, HiXK ZOCTaTHEO.

3 ipoHielo oryiAmaloca Ha TIpOHAeHe: MEHi XBafLAThH
NeB’ATb CKOPO CTYKHe, a Iio A 3po0uB, um Gomall moyas,
3nayHe? He xuTrda, a Hu3Ka APiGHUX KJIONOTIB, ApiOHMX
HeBfaY, Api6HMX po3dapyBaHb i APiOGHMX yemixis!

Hi, e Tak a mpias xurH, ax xusy. IllacauBuil Toi,
XTO X04Ye MAJIO BiJ *KMTTSA — BiH HIKOJIM He PO3YapPOBYEThH-
ca B Hpomy. Hafmpocrimmii i gafikopormuf miax mo Tak
3BaHOTO IACTA — CTATH obmBaTesieM. M0o30K, 3MaTHUH TIO-
POJKYBATH MHCHi, He 3RaTHUH 3pobuTH Horo BJACHUKA
LACJINBUM.
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surendness in my manhood. I don’t know how I'll hold up,
when real trials rain down on my head. Will I remain a
human being, or will not only my eyes, but also my mind
be blinded ? The loss of manhood is a loss of human digni-
ty, which I regard above all else. Even above life itself.
But how many people — intelligent and talented — sal-
vaged their lives, sacrificing dignity, and transformed
them into useless vegetation. This is most frightening.

Last Sunday we were in Odessa, where the resident
numbskulls entertained us with their idiotic fright: lest
anything should happen. Actually, we were forbidden to
appear on stage in the Shevchenko celebration. It seems
that some still fear Taras today. Citizens of the revolu-
tion.

22.VI1.1963.

I believe that my extinction has begun. Physically
I'm almost helpless, though morally I'm not yet totally
exhausted. I feel no fear in thinking of death. Maybe that’s
because it's still far off? Strange: I don’'t want death, but
I've no special yearning for life either. Ten years — more
than enough for me.

With irony I look back at what'’s past: twenty-nine is
coming up on me, and what have I done, or begun at least,
that’s great. Not a life, but a string of petty troubles, pet-
ty failures, petty disappointments, and petty successes!

No, I didn’t dream of living the way I do. Happy is
he who wants little from life — it will never disillusion
him. The straightest and shortest road to so-called hap-
piness is to become a simple loyal citizen. The brain, ca-
pable of giving birth to thoughts, is incapable of making
its owner happy.

3.IX.1963.
The summer, filled with physical and moral debility
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3.IX.1963.

Jliro, Haynuene isuyHMM i MopaJbHMM G6e3CHIIIAM,
— mosany. Ocinb cTasa Ha IOpir, i 4 3 Hagielo guBiIOCA B i1
e mpo3opi oui. Y6ora, ckyma ociHb Iboro Jirta! Yoro a
JoyeKarocd Bif Taxoi )xeGpauxu? Bona kX BHroAye HaBiTh
Ha LIMAaTKy XJi6a.

Line mito a cpasAi cuAis Ha AUKOMY ocTpoBi. I AKGH
He moisaka B Kanis o ,,JKaiisopoHka”, To #i 3aragaTH Hiyo-
ro 6yso 6. Y Kanesi A mo3HalOMHBCA TaKOX 3 XYHAOXKHHU-
mamu A.T. i I". 3. Oco6auBo JerKo BHpi3ajioca B3aEMOpO-
3yMmiHHA Mixk MHOIO Ta A.T.

©

JAdpysi Mol npuHMIIKIM, IpO HHUX HE YYyTH H CJIOBA.
JpykoBaHi opranu craj e Ge3gapHilIMMH i 3yXBaJliliH-
mu: ,,JlirepaTypHa YKpaiHa'’ KacTpye MO0 CTATTIO, ,, Y Kpai-
Ha’ 3HyIaeTbcA Hap Bipmamy, KoxHuii Jakeil poOUTh, 110
oMy 3amMaHeTbed. K TYT cBiTHTHCA BRAUHICTIO, AK He MO-
JIMTHCA 1II0BeYOopa i IOPaHKY 3a THX, L0 MOAapyBaJH HAM
TaKy BOJIbIOTHiCTH. [0 IIbOrO MOXKHa IIe AOAATH, IO B
KBiTHi Gysnu 3uarti moi Bipwi y ,,3mini”, 3apizami(?) y
,»JKoBTHI"”, norim Hamifunm rap6ysu 3 , Juimpa” i ,,Bir-
YU3HH''.

A#, afi, aii, ecesio! Bei mMu min mpecom.

Tak BOHO TpeGa 3ajJaA mporpecy.

5.IX.1963.

Byopa namucas «Kasky npo Jypuna». HanucaB ogHuM
TIORUXOM, X0Y fHelllo GyJio 3aroromjeHe paHimre. Cborogsi
Ka3Ka Ille IIoRo0aeThcA MeHi, JKaJjb, 110 HikoMYy ii mpouu-
TaTH.

Tenep a craB y Yepkacax Iie caMOTHiuuii, 60 HeMae
i Toro KoJeKTUBY, 1m0 OyB y «Mosoai Yepkanuuauy. Ilpu-
ATEJBbChKI CTEXKH MiK MHOI0 Ta Heromoro i Orio6iauuOM,
MO’KHA CKa3aTH, 1103apocTay GyiHuM wmnopuieM. OgHOMY
3 HuX A OyB norpiGen, ROKM Mir 1I0CH AONOMOrTH, APYIHil
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— is now behind us. Autumn’s on the doorstep, and I look
with hope into her yet transparent eyes. What a destitute,
niggardly autumn this year! What can I expect from such
a beggar? She’ll feed us with a scrap of bread.

All summer I really stayed on a wild isle. And if not
for the trip to Kaniv to the “Skylark,”** there’'d be nothing
even to mention. In Kaniv I made the acquaintance of the
artists A.H.'*> and H.Z. A co-understanding carved itself
out between myself and A.H. with special ease.

My friends have fallen silent, not a word can be heard
of them. The organs of the press have grown more dullard-
ly and impudent. Literary Ukraine castrates my article,
Ukraine mistreats my poems. Every lackey does as he
pleases. How can you shine with gratitude, how can you
not pray every day and night for those who granted us
such freedom? To this it may be added that in April my
poems were removed from Change, slaughtered(?) in Octo-
ber, later rejection came from Dunipro and Homeland.

Oh what a joy! And we all are oppressed;

That’s what it takes for this place to progress.

5.IX.1963.

Yesterday I wrote “The Tale of the Dullard.” Wrote
it in one sitting, though some was prepared in advance.
Today I still like the story. Too bad there’s no one to read
it to.

Now I've become even more lonesome in Cherkasy,
for there’s no collective body as there was in Youth of
Cherkasy*°. Social pathways between myself and Nehoda
and Ohloblyn'” have grown over with wild grasses. I was
something of need for one while I could still help somehow,
the second has shown himself to be a simple weather-cock.
I don’t doubt that he’ll deride me with the same fervor
that he praised me with earlier. Why, he manifested this
himself from several positions at many conferences.

But — he does help us.
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BUABUBCA 3BUYaliHiciHbKUM arorepom. He cymuipatocs, 1110
BiH bKYBaTHMe M€He 3 TAaKMM JKe 3allaJioM, AK paHille BH-
xpaJsiaB. Ta BiH Ie # caM IPOAEMOHCTPYBAB 3 KIBKOX TpPH-
OyH Ha pi3HMX Hapajax.

AJjye — HaM CBOE POOMTSH.

20.IX.1963.

Kouu g rogopio 1po ,,AHKMii OCTpiB” i CBOIO CAMOTHICTD,
TO B IIbOMY HeMa€ HigkiciHbkoi 3HeBaru mo Jromeit. Te, 110
B YUepkacax s Maibke He Malo ApPy3iB, 30BciM He 0O3Hauae,
1[0 A BBAXKAIO BCiX HiKYeMaMH, He rigHumMu Moei yBaru i T.1.
(e 3akupae meHi gpyxuHa). IIpocTo He 3ycTpiB A cepex
HUX AYXOBHOI pinHi, a Apyx06a, AK BifOMO, He MOXe TpUMa-
THCA JIMIIEe Ha palio.

HenapHo nosHafiomusea 3 B. T,

3nmaeThbCA, A CTaB NMCATH ripme, HiX pik Tomy. 3Jexa-
yijm MO30K i cepue.
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20.IX.1963.

When I speak of the “wild isle” and my solitude,®
there’s no disrespect whatsoever for people in it. The fact
that in Cherkasy I have almost no friends does not at all
mean that I find everyone worthless, undeserving of my
attention, etc. (my wife accuses me of this). I simply
haven’t found among them spiritual kindred, and friend-
ship, as is evident, cannot survive on rational grounds
alone,

Not long ago I met B.H.

It seems I've started writing worse than a year ago.
My brain and heart have grown lazy.

1Taras Shevchenko, (1814-1861), hailed as the greatest
Ukrainian poet. Ivan Franko, (1856-1916), poet, educator, publicist,
holds the second place in Ukrainian literature.

2 Martiros Sarian (1880- ) Armenian painter.

Dymytri Shostakovich (1906- ) Russian composer.
Leo Tolstoy (1828-1910) Russian writer.

3 Oles Symonenko, son of the author.

+ Mykola Vinhranovsky, film actor and poet.

5 Young poet friends of Symonenko.

6 Central Ukrainian industrial centers.

7 A poem by Symonenko.

8 Raised in a society where Christianity and any other or-
ganized religion are treated as enemies of mankind; it is no wonder
that Symonenko lashes out so at the Church. However, in spite of
the Bolshevik’s efforts at destroying all religious feeling, Symonenko
is seen to have been developing his own personal relationship with
God, as is evidenced by a few religiously inclined passages in his
works.

9 Giordano Bruno (15487-1600) Italian philosopher. Galileo
Galilei (1564-1642), Italian astronomer and physicist. Both were
shamed by the Church for their ideas.

10 This refers to the artificial famine of 1933, in which the
Bolsheviks deliberately starved some seven million Ukrainian
peasants to death by taking away all their food.

11 Erostratos was a Greek “nobody” who wanted to go down
in history. He achieved this goal by deliberately burning down the
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Ephesan Temple to Artemis in the fourth century before Christ.

12 Formalism in literature can be explained as any leaning
towards idealism without concrete foundations. Abstract or sub-
jective forms have no place in the supposedly realistic realm of
Soviet arts.

13 Dmyterko is a Soviet Ukrainian writer who adheres to the
rigid functionalistic formulae set down by the “social-realists.” His
writings are without feeling and, therefore, rather insipid.

14 The “Skylark” is Taras Shevchenko, whose grave is in Kaniv.

15 AH. may possibly be Alla Horska, dissident Ukrainian
painter, murdered by the K.G.B. in 1970.

16 Youth of Cherkasy is a newspaper where Symonenko worked
for a while. Cherkasy is the city in which Symonenko lived. The
same word is used for the surrounding region in central Ukraine.
The name of the newspaper refers to the region.

17 Two colleagues of the poet, from the Youth of Cherkasy staff.

18 See the poem ‘‘Solitude.” This is the work Symonenko is
referring to.
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VASYL SYMONENKO is the man responsible for the nstional
re-awakening of Ukraine in the 1960’s-1970's, for with his poerns !19
has incited many of the young Ukrainian dissidents to act. € 1s,
perhaps, the greatest Ukrainian poet of the twentieth century: with
a subtle lyric style and a powerful political and social verse. .

Symonenko was born on January 8, 1935. His youth, spent in
the village of Biyevtsi of the Poltava region, brought him close to
the land, to the country folk and to his native Ukraine.

Completing his secondary education in 1952 with a gold medal,
the poet studled journalism at the Taras Shevchenko Kiev State
University and upon graduation in 1957, began publishing his
articles, poems and translations of Hungarian works in several
papers of the city of Cherkasy. He mentioned his work at youth of
Cherkasy in his diary. Cherkasian Truth was another newsPaper
where the young Symonenko worked.

Although he began writing poetry during his university 42¥s,
Vasyl Symonenko waited until 1962 to publish his first book of VeTS&
Silence and Thunder. Three posthumous collections, Earthly G7oVitY,
The Shore of Expectations, and Poetry were released in 1963 1965,
and 1966, respectively. Only The Shore of Expectations, published in
New York by Prolog, Inc., contained those poems banned i “}e
Soviet Union. Of these works, “Necrology for an Ear of COrB-",
“Solitude”, “I”, “The Trial”, “The Flight”, and “Chorus of Elders..”
have been translated and appear in this collection. It is The Shore
of Expectations that was the major source for the selectim"_"‘n‘:1
translation of those of Symonenko’s works found in Granite obelisks.
In 1965, a book of his short stories was published under the ttle
Wine from Roses.

The Soviet government has a way of “transforming’ POeMS
through its censors. Three of those known to have been ‘Meta-
morphosed” in the copyright office, “Granite Obelisks,” “Maybe
That’s the Way”, and “Filial” are included in this book as transla-
tions of the original versions. They have been publisheq as POtMS
of Soviet ideology by the Russian government in their distorted
forms.
Symonenko died on December 13, 1963 at the age of 28 The
most reliable of sources indicate, that he was murdered Py the
K.G.B., the Soviet secret police. The method cited — injection of
the leukemia virus. He left in this world his wife, Liudmyl® and
their son, Oles.

Symonenko’s widowed mother was supposad to have Written
a letter attacking those who would use her son’s works a.ga‘inst the
Soviet Union. This letter appeared in an article of the same theme
by Mykola Nehoda, (who was mentioned in the diary) dated April
5, 1965. There is no doubt as to its fabrication by the regim®

141



ANDRIY MARIA FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY is a student at
the Ukrainian Catholic University in Rome, Italy. Born in 1956, he
was raised in the area of Newark, N.J., where he attended elemen-
tary school at the parish of St. John the Baptist. Here also, he
graduated from the Ridna Shkola Ukrainian Studies School and
from Seton Hall Prep., where he was valedictorian, and received
recognition in 1974 as a National Merit Scholar, and a John Jay
National Scholar. He works with children in the Ukrainian scouting
organization, Plast, where he belongs to the ‘‘Chervona Kalyna”
fraternity.

Chirovsky writes in both Ukrainian and English, and hopes
to publish a book of literary sketches in the Ukrainian language.
He writes lyrics and, occasionally, some music. For some time the
writer-announcer of a radio series, he has gained some proficiency
in this journalistic field.

The translator’s parents are Iwanna and Nicholas. His father,
a professor at Seton Hall University, where Mrs. Fr.-Chirovsky works
in the library, is the author of many books on history and economics.
Fr.-Chirovsky's brothers are: Lev, 26, a physicist; George, 22 a
medical student; and John, 11, a pupil of grammar school.
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MOTRYA CHODNOWSKA studies architecture at The Cooper
Union for the Advancement of Science and Art in New York City.
A classmate of the translator from St. John the Baptist Ukrainian
Catholic School, she is also a counselor for young scouts in Plast
and a graduate of the Ridna Shkola Ukrainian Studies School.
This young artist finished her secondary education at Archbishop
Walsh High School and graduated from the Ukrainian Musical In-
stitute. She illustrates Yunak magazine and Ridna Shkola Notes.
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