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1. KOPOHYBAHHJ OITYJAIIA

NOCepeN By ie He 3HAXOHII HiYOro OKpiM cebe
y HaTOBII 4Y>XHX NOIJISIHYTH Ha ce6e 360Ky
3aC/IyrOBY€ MOSI CAMOTHICTb Ha Bii3HaYEHHs
HaBiTh TONI KOJIM MU 1LI€pa3 BUIAKOBO
3yCTPIJINCSA BU3BOJIMIIACA TBOSI PyKa 3 MOEQ
3yCTPLIMCS BU3BOJIMIACS TBOSI PyKa 3 MOEI
SIK YOBEH Bil MpHCcTaHi 00 JHus To6i

ce oripyeHHs cel xkanb caMoi cebe

OTOX KOPOHYBaHHs BifGynocs B OyIeHb

6€3 XKOXHUX LIEPEMOHIH i CaJIbB NOLIIYPEHO

3 ONmyfajia TpaguLidHOro Gpuiisi HATOMICTh
HaI’sTO OJAlIaHy KOPOHY

6e3MexKs yacy B ONyAaia A1 OCMHCIEHHS
Hiei nopmii 3aHagTo ropae BOHO 06 TPIiMOTiTH
pYKaBaMM BHA3BOHIOBAaTH OpA3KalbLAMU
OyOUTH TOPOOLiB HAKpalle 3aMKHYTHCS

i KOpoHoto noropratu ToM CKOBOpOau
HEPEXXUTH BiYHICTD JIiTa HAUOBILIE XUTTS

y CaMOTi Haye6TO y MICKOBOMY FOIMHHUKY
MEPECUIIAETHCA MICOK YCiX MYCTENb CBITY
IiC/IA KOPOHYBaHHS SIBHO HE MOXell OyTH
3BUYAHHUM OIyJAJIOM CTPaXOIMyIOM

HocepeA CYMHOTO IOJIsl OCEPeN BYJIUII e He
3HaXOMHII HiYOTo OKpiM cebe 3a3upaell y
[JIyXi HeTpi €cTBa




1. CROWNING THE SCARECROW

in the middle of a crowded street where you find nothing but yourself
among strangers taking a sidelong look at yourself
my solitude deserves celebration

even when we accidentally met again

your hand freed itself from mine

like a boat from a slip this bitterness

this self-pity suits you

and so it was a weekday crowning

the scarecrow’s traditional straw hat

flung away without ceremonies or salvos

and replaced by a crown of tin

the scarecrow’s endless meditation

on this event too proud to flap

its sleeves to shake its rattles

to startle sparrows best to withdraw

under the crown to browse through a book by Skovoroda*
to survive the eternity of summer the longest life
in solitude as if the sand of all the deserts

in the world were draining in a sandglass

after the crowning you clearly cannot be

a common scarecrow a bugbear in the middle

of a sad field in the middle of a street where you
find nothing but yourself as you peer into

the thickets of being

*Hryhorii Skovoroda (1722-1794): philosopher and poet who spent much of
his life wandering about Ukraine, his only possessions a Bible and a knapsack.
In his mystic poems, dialogues and fables Skovoroda taught that God and
nature are one and advocated spiritual self-perfection and renunciation of the
world. The epigraph on his gravestone read: “The world hunted me, but it did
not catch me.”




HABiTh TOMI KOJU MU 1€ pa3 BUIAAKOBO

3yCTpiNUCs 3 ROBrol0 HayMoOXO 00ipBaTH

BCe He 6yJ10 1o 06puBaTH BXe 6yno 06ipBaHO

ce GYJIO SICHUM sIK IEHb TH HE 3aXO0Tila

3aBBaXKMTH MO€EI KOPOHM TH HaleBHO MOAyMana

BiH TaKHii SIK yCi a s BiHIiEHOCEeLb

o6paHelp 3-MOMiX MiJILHOHIB MalO [IPaBo

TaKOX KOrOoCh YBiHYaTH

BIIXOAMII MHOXO BUPi3HEHA B HATOBI Xai

MOXE TiJIbKM 10 Be4opa ajle XTO-3Ha 44

HE Ha BCE XUTTS

nepeXUBal0 TBOE OripYEHHs TPHUI NEPEXKUBAIO
. @ ce TOMY IIIO MO€ BiI3HaYEHHSI HeJlerke

HalBaXUINBIIIE HE CBATO KOPOHYBAHHS a Te
SIK HOCUTH KOPOHY CMiXOBHHHO BUIJISINAIO

He Iacye BOHA IO APAHTS L0 MOBEPX

MeHe y CBOEMY KOPOJIBCTBI 51 HE KOPOJIb

a TiNbKM CTOPO3K CTABIUM NITAXOM HE BTEYY
Bill ce6€e NOKHHYBILH NOJIe BTPayy CBOE
NpU3HAYEeHHs1 CKUHYBILY BiHEl[b BCE OHO

He BU3BOIIO ce6e 3 HETPIB CBITOMOCTI He
Ma€ TaKOX 3HAaYeHHs 3 YOro KOpOHa 30JI0Ta
1 CAaMOIBITIB YU TUILKH 3 GJIIXH KOPOHa

€ KOpOHa BOHa BUHAropoja 3a CTpaxKaaHHs
3a CaMOTHICTb MOCepeN MmoJIst 3a JIAHLIOT 0OOB’A3KY
KOJIM Ha JajieKoMy o6pii yriemxy Tebe He
3MOXY 3pOOHMTH i1 OTHOI'O KPOKY

TH HE PO3yMi€lll CbOro




even when we accidentally met again

after long reflection to break everything off

there was nothing to break everything

was broken off this was clear as day you refused

to notice my crown you probably thought

he’s like all the rest but I who wear the garland
chosen from millions have also

got the right to crown someone

you leave singled out from the crowd by me perhaps
only till evening but who knows perhaps

for the rest of your life

I feel your bitterness three times

I feel it and that is because my celebration is not easy
more important than the ceremony of crowning is how
you wear the crown I look ridiculous

it doesn’t suit the rags that cloak

me in my royalty I am no king

only a guard if I become a bird I won’t escape
myself if I leave the field I’ll lose my

designation'if I take off my garland I still won’t

free myself from the thickets of consciousness nor
does it matter what the crown is made of gold

and precious stones or mere tin a crown

is a crown payment for suffering

for solitude in the middle of a field for the bonds of duty
when I spy you on a far horizon

I can’t take a single step

you don’t understand this

'



2. HUHIIIHA BECHA

BHIIaIKOBOCTE

BCE CTeye 3 Tebe

K BOJia 3 Mip’st

a MEeHi Ha Ieyi
3aBjai ripkoTy
KaMiHb CyMHIBY
3aBlail

YU TH BHIIAJKOBOCTE
MeHi CylIXeHa

HMHILIHS BECHA Cillblie Ha NTAILKY
MaiCTpYBaHHs 3HagH Ha sIHroJja
nypxae co6i MiCTOM CBSITHTbCS MiCTOM
aHi ragKy 1o NTaleHss BOHO STHroJst

HMHIIIHS BECHA CKYLUTYE CMYTKY

HE 3aMaHUTHCS HE JIOBUThCS Xiba 1o
BIYCTHUTD Y CHIIbLIE 30JI0TE MipLe
HaMaJIIOETHCA MEHI Ha 1KOHI CHY

HUHIIIHS 3Ma CUJIBbIE Ha NITALIKY
TOTYBaHHS 3paji Ha sIHroJjia

60 1110 KOJH 3A0rafa€ThCs

1LII0 BOHO MTallIeHs 110 BOHO SIHIOJIs




2. THIS YEAR’S SPRING

chance

everything rolls off you
like water off feathers
and on my shoulder
impose bitterness
impose

a stone of doubt

or are you chance

my promised bride

:n1s year’s spring is a snare for a bird

:ne crafting of a lure for an angel

.= tlutters around the city sanctifies the city
znaware the young bird is a little angel

:=:s vear’s spring will taste sorrow
=21’t be enticed won’t be caught unless
- .2ts a gold feather into the snare

- z:nts itself on the icon of my sleep

-=.s vear’s spring is a snare for a bird
z-zzared betrayal for an angel

- - =hat if it guesses

-+ z voung bird a little angel




HPUCHIT MEHE
BOJIOCCS
30JI0THM JIUCTAM

nepecnatu 6 oTak
CIO BECHY

60 BiIJIMHE 30JI0TO
1O Talo CBITAHHSA

NpoOYIKEHHS
BUCITHME SIK Me4d

a Hi4 Mos
He Iife Ha HI4

BIKOHIIEe J1}00a BiKOHIIE

y cBiT fie moOyBaB st

Ie 3abaraTo 151 MEHE ILaCTs
a pafocTi 3aMalo

BiKOHLE J1F00a BIKOHLIE
30BCIM Tenep MOPOXKHE
HEMa MeHe Y 31HHUII

aHi cunyery cepus

BiKOHILE 1006a BiKOHHE
rOJIOBOIO He pO30UTH
xi6a mifl CHHIM OporoM
y Cbo3y 3ibpaTuch




hair
cover me
with golden leaves

oh to sleep
through this spring

for gold will depart
for the grove of dawn

awakening
will hang like a sword

and my night
will not go into night

the window my love the window
into the world I visited

where I found too much happiness
and not enough joy

the window my love the window
is now entirely empty

I am not in the pupil

nor is the heart’s silhouette

the window my love the window
you can’t smash it with your head
only gather yourself into a tear

at the blue doorstone




sl IOfapyBaBIIH OLTHI NeHb BiIXOIXKY

s IOfapyBaBIIIY IOJIyOUi NEHb BiAXOIXKY

sl MOapyBaBIIM YE€PBOHUH I€Hb BLIXOIXY

Yy nofapyBaTH ToO6i Le OIMH AeHb BiIIXONSIYH

6yB Wi Tebe 6inui NeHb MO€E BOJIOCCS
6yB g TeGe rony6uit eHs Mol 04i
6yB i Tebe YEpBOHUM IeHb MOi ycTa
ajie He OyJIO MHS SIKU¥ 6 Mir 6yTH

JIMIIAI0 HaM’sITh GiNOTo JHSA HAa YOPHHUM

JIMUIAIO aM’SITh royooro JHS Ha YOpHUM
JIUILAI0 IaM’SITh YEPBOHOTO IHA HA YOPHHUH

aje 3aBXaM OpaKkyBaTHMe OHOTO JHS Ha YOPHUH

He PO3KYCHTH
30JI0TOro ropimeka

HE OCAI'TH
3CPHSATH €CTBA

TiNILKH JIaMaTH
3y6 3anMTaHHS

KPOB'10 3iHTH

3aJIMIIHLICS
HEPO3KOJIEHHM TOpixoM

HEOCATHEHNM 3€PHSIM
XKIHKO
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since I gave a white day I depart

since I gave a sky-blue day I depart
since I gave a red day I depart

shall I give you another day as I depart

the white day was my hair for you
the sky-blue day was my eyes for you
the red day was my lips for you

but another day could never be

I leave memory of the white day for one that’s black

I leave memory of the sky-blue day for one that’s black
I leave memory of the red day for one that’s black

but one day will always be absent for one that’s black

the golden nut
can’t be cracked

the substance of the seed
can’t be cored

only the tooth of the question
can be broken

spewing blood

you will still be
an uncracked nut

an uncored seed
woman

11



3. OCMUCIIEHHJ ITOPOT A

npuBiB 51 TeO€ 3a LeH Mopir 1o nepecTynas
THUCSIYy pa3iB i THCAYY NEpIUMil epecTyNuUB 3
TOO010 MEXY IOMY i CBITY MEXY Y3BMYa€HOCTI

1 BIYHO CMOMiBaHOI iMk03ii

10 MOX€E TPANUTHUCS B THCSYY HEPIINH KOJIH
6yB HOCBiNl paHKY MONYAHS BEYOpa HOYi BECHH
JIiTa OCeHi 3MMHU MiBIOMEB’ATOI B 5Ky 6

TO He GyJo noroay B siKy 6 To He 6yJo Hopy
AyIUi CMYTKY YM PafiOCTi CXOHaMHM IONOJY i CXomaMu
HaBepXx 3aB3K[IU MOBEPTABCS HIKOJU Y

BYOpa TAKOX HIKOJIM Y 3aBTpa

MIEPECTYNAalo4y s IepecTynas OificHe Te Lo
icHye 06 1110 MOXHa CIITKHYTHCS Bi4yTH Oinb

1 110 He Hic 6M cKaXiMO KBITKYy KBiTKOXO
3aJIMIIMIIacs Xo4 Ou 6yJia BOHA KBITKOIO CAMOTH
36epirana yepes3 nopir Kojip oOpucH 3anax

He GYB Iopir HiYUM OKpiM NOJiHA

HILIO He 6YJI0 B HBOMY CKPHUTE TiJIOUKH i JIUCTS
BTpayeHi pa3 Ha3aBX[IH HE 3MOXeE HiKOJIU
BHHOM 3eMJIi YIIUTHUCS Xi6a 1110 6YB CHMBOJIOM
HiM Miif 3aMOK Mill 3 TOHKHMH SIK MaIip CTiHaMK
Ha ce¥l pa3 NepecTynHB 3 TO60I0 MEXY YCBITOMIIIOIOYH
110 BCe 3aXOBaHE 3a MOBEPXHEIO IECh

MYCHJIO NIpUYA€EHE TPUBATU yepe3 LiNui yac
BiTYMHUB ABEPi i KOJIM 6 MM MaJll y pyKax

KBIT s1671yHi He 3anuIuBcs 6 KBiTOM a CTaB

6M y HaIIMX pykax si6nykoM a6o 3epHIM

TaK i TPanmuIOCs XOTiB y>Ke BiIPEKTHUCS HE

3HAIO Ci€l CbOTO 3epHS OKPECIMIIACh TBOS
Hec(hOpPMOBaHICTh HECTUIIIICTh Harajanaa OCKoMy
HOMOMITr CKJIACTH JOMAIIHIO BIIPaBY SIKOIOCh
KiHO3ipKOl0 no3abasmiiacs TOpoYHIu obpyc
HiSIKOBOCTI T€ 110 CKPUTO BHUILIHBIIO AMBHE TBOE
NPU3HAHH Brieplle 3Haell MOBUIA TOMI BUIMIIA

12



3. INTERPRETING THE DOORSTONE

I brought you over this doorstone that I have crossed

a thousand times and the thousand-and-first stepped over
with you boundary of house and world boundary of habit
and endlessly awaited illusion

what can happen the thousand-and-first time when

having lived through morning noon evening night spring
summer autumn winter half past eight no matter

what the weather no matter what the hour

of sorrow’s soul or joy’s downstairs and

upstairs always returning never to

yesterday and also never to tomorrow

stepping across [ stepped over the real

the isness what you can stumble over and feel pain

and no matter what I carried a flower let’s say a flower

it remained though it may have been the flower of solitude
preserving over the doorstone its color outline fragrance
the doorstone was no more than a billet

concealing nothing the branches and leaves

lost forever unable

to get drunk on earth’s wine unless it was a symbol

my home my castle with walls thin as paper

this time I stepped over the boundary with you

realizing that whatever was concealed beneath the surface
existed somewhere lurking through all time

I opened the door and if we had apple blossoms

in our hands they would not remain blossoms but would become
an apple or a seed in our hands

that is what happened I was ready to renounce I

do not know this woman this seed your lack of

shape unripeness was defined recalling teeth set on

edge helped compose homework amused herself

with some movie star we unraveled the tablecloth

of awkwardness what was concealed emerged your strange
admission you know that was the first time you said I drank

13



KeJIMX BOTHIO IIOCEPEN KBITYaCTOrO JIyTy HE
[pUragyko BildyTTs NPUragyro TEPNKOII
YepBOHY POMaIKy pO34apyBaHHs Nepel yCTaMu
HOIIIy XTO Telep MeHe NpHiiMe 3rBaJITOBaHY LIKAaBiCTIO
LIEJIECTUTH COJIOMA CJIiB COJIOMa BOJIOCCS

SICHO MEHIi Kpi3b HbOIO 5K y NOJIyA€Hb BOHO
Tenep MOJIOAILE Ha JeKibKa JIT Ha NeCsITKH
JIacK Ha OIHO CKYINTYBaHHs s16J1yKa Mi3HaHHs
He M0XKafaB s TipKOTH OiBOYOCTi

OyB Ha IeCATH JIT 3eJICHILIMM NiBYUHKO

3epHs OyAb 1€ Ci3Ha€ENl TEPIKOI po3yapyBaHHs
YepBOHY pOMaLIKy 1mobiss ByCT Xai

6yne Tak siK € IOMaIlIHs BIIpaBa TOPOYKH

3 o6pyca HiIKOBOCTI TPMMAaTH CTEOIHHKH
MaNbliB HaiOiJbIllIa BigBara HaMMOBHIlLIE WIACTS
BMKOXaTH Ha Iy4yeyKax 6PYHbKH HiXKHOCTI
NepecTYMHUBILIH i CXOHaMH JOAOMY

BEPHYJIUCS COJIOHI Tsrapi JIT MOBHI Yalli
PO3YMiHHs BCE 3aiCHYBaJIO A0 LBOTO i TE IO

TH XiHKa sIKa Ha KBITYaCTOMY J1y3i 3aCKOpPO
3po3yMina KOXaHHs Ta He 3po3yMisa LacTs

a s TOM IO MepecTyNaB THCSYY pas3iB i MOB

He GyJ0 THCSAYY IepLIOro He 6y10 BEJIMKOro
MOBEPHEHHS B KpaiHy YOPHOTO 3E€pHSTH B €MOXY
NOMi3HAHHA MEPETHYB MEXY B HaNpsiMi A0
y3BHYAEHOTO KOJH KBIiTKa 3aJIMIIAETHCA TibKM KBITKOIO
xo4 61 BoHa 6yna KBiTKOIO caMOTH i 36epirana
nopir Konip oOpyCH 3alax a peanabHe

Te L0 3BEPXY TE LIE 3BEPXY

BiIBO3UTDb aBTOOYC XIHKY 5IKY 5 KOXaloO i He
IIOCMiB TOPKHYTHCS KOJIM BOHa IE€peJ XBUJICIO
6yna HeBMHHOO 61Xy cxonamMu 60ke BUITOBHH
GJiararo MyCTOTY CIONIBaHHS Nayl Hillo
NepecTyNUBIUM OPir

14



a chalice of fire in the middle of a flowering meadow I
don’t remember the sensation I remember tartness

I carry the red daisy of disappointment at my lips
who will have me now raped by curiosity

straw of words straw of hair rustles

I see through it as clearly as in daylight it is

younger now by several years by dozens

of mercies by one taste of the apple of knowledge

I did not desire a girl’s bitterness

I was ten years greener little girl

seed stay you’ll know sour disappointment

the red daisy before your lips let

it be thus when there is homework fringes

of the tablecloth of awkwardness holding stems

of fingers takes the greatest courage is the fullest joy
rearing buds of tenderness on fingertips

stepping across and downstairs to home

the salty weights of years return chalices full of
understanding everything came into being before and that
you are 2 woman who in a flowering meadow came to know
love too soon but failed to understand happiness

and I am the one who stepped over a thousand times as if
there were no thousand-and-first never was a great
return to the land of black seed in the age

of pre-recognition cut across the boundary toward
the habitual when a flower remains only a flower
though it be a flower of solitude and has preserved
the doorstone color outlines fragrance and the real

is what is above what is above

a bus carries away the woman I love and didn’t

dare touch a moment ago when she

was innocent I run downstairs God I beg

fill the emptiness of expectation grant nothing
stepping over the doorstone

15



4. OCMUCIIEHHS BEHOPA

KOTpe BUOpaTH NOBEPTAIOYHCh HA BYIIHUIIO

3-mifl 3HaKy eJerii 3 JBOX MPSIMOKYTHHUKIB POXKEBOTO
i roiy6oro Taki 4iTKi OKpeclIeHHs TaKi

iHTEeHCHBHI 6apBH ABa KOJILOPOBi KaapH

cepen YopHOOinoro ¢insMy Bynuii

Yy Bifla€ll WO HA iX TEpPe3ax BaXKUThCS HACTPil
pO3yMiHH# Beyopa abo i caMoro cebe

OIXUIIUTH ysBa POXKEBY LITOPY HOOAYMII XiHKY

IO YeKa€ piiHa BOHA 10 HalMEHUIOro MPOMiHHAYKa
yCMiXy Bipa il SHOJI-XOpPOHUTEIb

He 3Hae€ 6iyis ByXa 3710T0 SI3MKa CYMHiBY 3analtoe
CBIYKH CIIOAIBaHHS OKPUJIEHA MOXE MIIJIETITH

10 CTelli 10 BiKHA JI0 ABepei He KInY

60 BMpe BiJ 11acTsl HE yrieNiBLUIN XTO TOH

CTYKIT T€ T'yKaHHS

pOXeBe CBiTaHHs Ha JIiXKKOBI 6J1aroBiCTUTh NOCTiNb
3ara BHifla€ 04i CBATKYIOTh PYKH HEAaJleKMMHU
06iiMamMu BUGIratoTh TPyAH HaBCTpPi4 Nonepesn

CJIiB 3amaM’siTail Bce OTaK Yy MOCIiJOBHOCTI

KiMHaTy NpeAMET 32 NPeAMETOM HE OMHHHU ITOPTPETY
HEBIIOMOI Ha CTiHi MiICOJIOMXKEeHa

pOXeBUM OIISICKOM Y IOBTi il manbui

PHMHYJIO XUTTS CE X TBOI Nalblli TPUMAEThCS

Ha HUX 3elieHe A0IyKO CBITY sIK Ha iKOHi

16



4. INTERPRETING EVENING

which to choose when you return to the street

under the sign of the elegy of two pink and

sky-blue rectangles such clear descriptions such

intense hues two colored frames

in the midst of the black and white film of the street

do you know that mood understanding

of evening or even of oneself are weighed on their scales
imagination will draw open the pink curtain you’ll see the woman
waiting familiar she is to the smallest beam of her

smile faith is her guardian angel

she doesn’t know the evil tongue of doubt at her ear she
lights candles of expectation winged she can fly

to the ceiling the window the door don’t call her

or she’ll die of joy without seeing who’s

knocking who’s calling

pink dawn on the bed heralds the bedspread

yearning eats out the eyes arms celebrate oncoming
embraces breasts run out ahead of

the words remember everything in order

the room object after object don’t pass the portrait

of the unknown woman on the wall sweetened

by the pink gleam into her long fingers

life surges forth these are your fingers balancing

the world’s green apple as if in an icon

17



onxunuiny rony6y gipaHky xiba cs XiHKa
YyKa JIiHisl OKPECIIOIOYH CHITYET CTiKa€ y
BEJIUKY CIb03Yy Xifa BOHA He piiHa ax 10
Mi3uHIsI OpPOH3010 CyMy NMPUKOBAHA 10 MiJIOTH
He K114 60 BMpeE Bifl 3HeBipH 110 6yio
ryKaHHS 1o 6YB CTYKIT CHHI BIICBITH Ha
MOCTEJ LiyBaJIOcsi 6€3COHHS 3 MOAYLIKOIO
COJIOHE Mope BHULLIO 3 6GeperiB miacTpeneHi
NTaXd PyK YOPHUM CBETPOM MPHUCUIIAHI ABi
Gisli MOTMJTM He MOJNATHCA O HUX TBOI NOJIOHI
Ti X Me6u1i Ta X KIMHaTa HaBiTh Ta HEBiTOMa
YOMYCb Y CHHBOMY CEPHaHKY XeCT

PYKHM [1JIs1 3pE€4EHHS NOBTi MaNblii K CAPOTH
BUPOCIIH CBITOBi Ha NOTaJly HilO KPiM

HeOa He BTPUMAEThCS Ha HUX

BTiKa¥l Bifi CMX BiKOH BUOOPY PO3BOEHHS
Maell YOpHOGisie B3NOBXK THXOI BYJIHII IO
3-Hil 3HaKy eJerii YIIacIMBIIOIOYH OTHO
MOTacUl iHIIe HE BUBAXHLI PO3yMiHHS Beyopa
caMmoro cebe onbepel Byl OUH KOJip
BUGepeL! BIKHO MOB OKO Y NMEPCHEKTHBI
BaraHb HaMITKAIO iCTUHY 1O TOHIIA SIK BOJIOCOK
60 X € OfHi ABEpi 1O OOHOI XIHKH BiIYHHHUILI
IBepi 31IETHCA POXKEBE 3 TONIYOUM Y cipobine
KHMBHE Ha NPUBITaHHS MMOJACTh BeYepIo
OyneHHuM Oynew cuTui 06ipBH BOJIOCOK BYJIHMLIS
JOBra i nevajibHa i HillIO He 3JIMBAETHCS ajle

11 He MepeBaxye
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they pulled back the sky-blue curtain is this woman
delineating the silhouette an alien line flows into

a large tear is she not familiar down to her

little finger chained by sorrow’s bronze to the floor
don’t call her or she’ll die doubting that

there was a cry that there was knocking blue glimmers on
the bed insomnia kissed the pillow

the salt sea overflowed wounded

birds of hands two white graves covered

by a black sweater your palms don’t pray to them

the same furniture the same room even the unknown
woman for some reason in a blue veil the gesture

of the hand for resignation the long orphaned fingers
grew up to be sacrificed to the world nothing but

sky can be balanced on them

flee these windows of choice of disunion

you have black and white along the quiet street

under the sign of the elegy making one happy

you extinguish another you won’t unhinge understanding
of evening of yourself you’ll deprive the street of one color
you’ll choose a window like an eye in the perspective of
hesitation I’ll stumble on the truth thinner than a hair

for there is one door to one woman you’ll open

the door pink and sky-blue will flow into gray-white
she’ll nod in greeting serve supper

you’ll be sated by the commonplace pluck a hair the street
is long and sorrowful and nothing flows together

nor outweighs
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5. ABTOIIOPTPET 3 KPNJIOM APXAHT'EJIA

OllHa Napa 3aKOXaHHX
IOBro 6i1ykajia KapuMm nojem
BXe OyJ0 IIOHOYi

KOJIM BOHa 3[0rajfanacs
nofaTUcs A0I0My

HelacHa NiBYMHA

BIJIEIIBILY LACIIUBY HApy
BUpIIIMIA B3araji He NOBEpTaTUCS
3 Kaporo nos

PYIIMB 51 Ha3UpLi 3a HEIO
Criajia BOHa Ha 3emi

6ins pacbKUX MypiB
Cnajajia BpaHillHs ClbOo3a

Hix 3ryku cpibHOi cypMu
BiluMHUNacs 6paMa

apxaHrejy Hasajg y MiXBH
NoCJIaB BOTHEHHOTO ME€4a

nmiBynHa 6yna taka 6e33axucHa
1O BiH MPUKPHUB il
CBOIM KPHJIOM
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5. SELF-PORTRAIT WITH AN ARCHANGEL’S WING

a pair of lovers

long wandered a hazel field
it was after dark

when they thought

they’d go home

seeing the happy couple

the unhappy girl

decided not to come back at all
from the hazel field

I set out to keep watch over her
she was asleep on the ground
by the walls of paradise

a morning tear was falling

the gate opened
to a silver trumpet’s sound

the archangel sheathed
his fiery sword again

the girl was so helpless
he shielded her

with his wing
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He MOXHa nepenaTu
34ynyBaHHs JiBUUHU
KOJIM BOHA NPOKHMHYJIACs

paHOK 6yB SIK paHOK
ajie Kpuio He 6yJio 6yneHHHM

MOAEKYIHU TPAIUISIUCh CPiOHi
a TO ¥ 30JI0Ti mip’ iHK

MiBYMHA MPOBEJa NMaJbLEeM M0 Kpuii
CPiOHi mipLsi BUAAIM HiXKHUH Nepe3ByK
SIK CTpYHU apdu

KOJIM BOHA crnajia
s BUGYIyBaB Ui Hei TepeM
NPUHOCHUB il MOTPaBH
KOJIM BOHA criania

3BHKJIa 1O HECIIOMIBAaHOK
sSIK 1O CXONy COHIIs

BipHJia B Yapu KpuJja

BXe€ Ha Ipyrui IeHb
rpaja BOHa TakK COJIONKO

IO TPEMTiJIa MOsI ylla
sIK I€Ka CKPUIKHU
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it’s impossible to convey
the girl’s amazement
when she woke

the morning was like any other
but the wing was not ordinary

here and there were silver
and even gold feathers

the girl ran her finger along the wing
the silver feathers made a gentle sound
like the strings of a harp

while she slept

I built her a palace
and brought her food
while she slept

as used to surprises
as sunrises

she believed in the wing’s spell

the next day
she was playing so sweetly

that my soul was the trembling
soundboard of a violin
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NOBIINI yac
sl He NIOKa3yBaBcs i Ha oYi

3aXOBaHUM 3a BisIMH
SIK 3a TYCTHM YaCTOKOJIOM

BCiX IECATH ii MCEHbOK
HaABYUBCS HE MaBIIIH CIIYXy

KOJIX BOHA TYJIAJIA KPUIIO

no rpyneu
1 XOTiB OyTH KPUIIOM

OIHOTO Be4yopa
HaBiTh 3a3HPHYB Y LINApUHY
sIK BOHa po3psranacs

24



for a long time
I didn’t show myself to her

hidden behind eyelashes

like a seamless palisade

I learned all her ten songs
though I had no ear for music

when she pressed the wing
to her breast
I wanted to be a wing

one evening
I even peered through a crack
as she was undressing




BPELITI 5 BiIBaXKUBCS
BUITH 31 CXOBKY

OyB A€Hb 5K AEHD
Ta He 6ayna MEHE iBYMHA

MOopyxas
3alepeB’IHIJIOK PYKOIO
HE 3aBBaXHJia XECTY

KPHMXKHM I'OJIOCOM
s1 3acCIiBaB OfiHy 3 ii MiCeHbOK
HE MovyJia CHiBy

3 pO3MyKH BXONMB ii 3a PYKY
He BillyyJia JOTOPKY

npoMia Kpi3b MeHe
MOB Kpi3b HilllO
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finally I got up the courage
to come out of my hiding place

it was a day like any other
but the girl didn’t see me

I moved
my numb hand
she didn’t notice my gesture

I sang one of her songs
in a brittle voice
she didn’t hear my singing

in despair I clutched her hand
she didn’t feel my touch

she walked through me
as though through nothing




OH 5K
npocHyas it ycin

[Nynoi Ho4i
s MOBMILMITYIO BCi
Ccpi6Hi i 30710Ti Mip’iHK

CTaHe KPHUJIO XKaJIOTiAHIM
AocTeMEHHO 00CcKy6aHNM
IyCAYUM KPHIIOM

y KyT NOX0ypro
3aXaM

TILIUBCS 5

SIKOi TH 3aCIiBa€ll 3aBTpa
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so that’s how it is
I hissed after her

one dark night
I’ll pluck all
the silver and gold feathers

the wing will become pitiful
nothing more than a plucked
goose wing

I’ll toss it in a corner
just you wait

I gloated

what song will you sing tomorrow
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IIOBEH IOMIOJIOK XKaJko
IIOHeCIa NiBYMHA
10 palChKHUX MYpiB

i3 3ryKOoM cpiGHOI cypMu
BifunMHMIacs Gpama

He MOCJIaB apXaHreJ y MiXBU
BOTHEHHOTO Meya

MOMHMHHULIE
IPOrpHUMIiB BiH

110 3po6uiia 3 MOiM KpPHJIOM

[EBHO Ha HbOMY
Gnynuia BHOYI 3 npubiynaMu

s 6YB BiIOMIIEHHI
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the girl carried
a lapful of sorrow
to the walls of paradise

the gate opened
to a silver trumpet’s sound

the archangel did not sheath
his fiery sword

scullery-maid
he thundered

what have you done with my wing

vou must have screwed
on it at night with strangers

I was avenged




OflHA ITapa 3aKOXaHUX

HOBro GiyKaja KapuM IOJIEM
BXe 6yJI0 NOHOYi

KOJIM BOHa 3[orajganacs
MIONATHCS AOAOMY

Ol BUTYKHYyJIa HapeyeHa
Sl CIITKHyJIacst
00 sKech rycsiye Kpuio

O}l BUTYKHYB HapeuyeHui
s1 CIITKHYBCS 00 JIIOAMHY

o6mII

IPOLIENOTiIa HapeYeHa
Kpaljie BTiKkaiMo

60 1110 K BOHA

HEXHBa
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a pair of lovers

long wandered a hazel field
it was after dark

when they thought

they’d go home

oh cried the bride
I have stumbled
over a goose wing

oh cried the bridegroom
I have stumbled over a person

come away
the bride whispered
we’d better run

for what if that person is

dead
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6. CTUXOTBOPH ITPO HETIEBHICTb

XTOCB IIIIOB MONepely MEHe
CHM ILIISIXOM

XTOCh Ha KaMm’sTHOMy IOpo3i
3aJIMIIMB 3HAK KOJiHA

XTOCh 32 MHOIO CTOSIB
KOJIH 51 TaCUB CBiYKy

XTOCh MMOAIYB MEHI i3-3a Iieya
KOJH 51 3ipBaB Kynb0alby

30pi 6ynu no6pi
i 6ynu 30pi HemoOpi

KOJIY 51 IUBHMBCA Ha 006pi 30pi
6y1no Bce rapasn

KOJIH TJIsiHYB Ha Hemo6pi 30pi
XTOCh IIOKJIaB PYKY Ha ceplie

Ta Giis MOET TiHi
He OyJIO TBOEI TiHi

ceple MO€ 0Ci CHBE
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6. VERSES ABOUT UNCERTAINTY

someone strode this road
before me

someone left the mark of a knee
on the doorstone

someone stood behind me
when I snuffed out the candle

someone blew over my shoulder
when I plucked a dandelion

there were good stars
and evil stars

when I eyed the good stars
everything was right

when I glanced at evil stars
someone placed a hand on my heart

but your shadow was not
beside my shadow

my heart is still gray
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He Gpakye HaIIii 3eMi
TPBOX KUTIB

He Gpakye HamoMy HeGOBI
CTOBIIIB 3aJli3HUX

He 6pakye Halllii BIEBHEHOCTI
pO3myTTH

YY B IPUIOPOKHIN Kannuyiy
MOJIMTBA IO CYMHIBY

€ MPaBOUBOIO

HepCT BUTECaHUH i3 KaMEHIO
MO€ NPHUBUIIIHHS

MOSL OpOr'a KOPCTOKa
SIK XIHKa

MOsI Iopora 3pajjiuBa
K KIHKa

MosI opora KabJiyyka
MOIapOBaHa XiHKOIO
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our land doesn’t lack
three whales

our sky doesn’t lack
iron posts

our certainty doesn’t lack
a crossroad

is a prayer to your doubt
in a roadside chapel

authentic

a finger carved from stone
my apparition

my road cruel
as 2 woman

my road treacherous
as a woman

my road a ring
given by a woman
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Ta BCE TaKH
HaBiTh y Li# mycTeJi

HE € Bi3i€l0
CTajo JIeBiB

6’€ThCs BOHO LLIONHS
006 g He60oKparo

yekae
KOJI¥ 3 IPOJIOMY OBHUAY
noTeye YepBOHE HEOO

SIK OCSAT'TH MEBHOCTI
cepel XOPCTOKOCTi

3aJIMIIAETHCS COO0K0
XOY LIyKa€ BUXONY

3 OJHi€i KJIITKM B iHIIY
He MaJi yacy
nepeciaTi HaM CIoTajiu
nepuli XpUCTUSHU

aje NpoXKUBae
HaiOyneHHIIUUHA TeHb

niBUMHA

IIOr'OHMY JIEBIB
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and yet
even in this desert

a pride of lions
1s not a vision

beating every day
against the horizon’s ice

waiting
for red sky to flow
from the broken firmament

»

how to achieve certainty
amidst cruelty

staying itself
though seeking a way out

from one cage to another
the early Christians

had no time

to mail us their memoirs
but the girl

lives through

*he most ordinary day

.lon tamer




BMIHHS IaCTH JIEBIB
JIIOCSATAaEThCSA HaiBHICTIO

BOHA 3BHYAaWHO HE THU
BOHA Mae€ TiJ10 i TiHb

BOHA HE BHXOAMWJIA
no3a oopii
SIK 1 mo3a cebe

3aHaAToO TyTeHula
aje fie 3HalTH

NEBHIIly KPHiBKY
Hap ii Tino
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being able to graze lions
is brought about by naivety

of course she isn’t you
she has a body and a shadow

she hasn’t gone
outside the horizon
or beyond herself

she’s too downhome
but where can I find

a safer hiding place
than her body
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HiBYMHA 3aMKHYJIa KOJIO
BHOYI Ha 3a4apOBaHOMY TepeMi
KOXaHHS

3MifCHUIOCS 3BIJIbHEHHS
Biff 3yCTpiyi
Ha CTeXLUi CHY

XOTIB 6M s 6a4uTH
YU CTOITh
NIpUJOPOKHS KaruimykKa

YU HE CyMYIOTb
Ha pyiHi Moi SIHroJu
YopHu# i Ginui

CraJio mifg JIOmyXoM
HafyapiBHillle CTBOPiHHS

BpiBHOBaXKHMJiacsi Bara BaraHb
3HMKJIM 6e3roJioci mocrari

MHp 3ifIIIOB Ha JIEBiB
COHIIE BIEpILE AONAJIO 3eHITy

KOJIY s1 BAMILIOB 3 IUIOTI
Ha 6ocy TpaBy
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the girl closed the circle
at night in the enchanted palace
of love

escape from the meeting
occurred
on the path of dreams

I'd like to see
whether the roadside chapel
is standing

whether my angels
both black and white

are grieving on the ruins

the most charming creature
was sleeping under a burdock

the scale of doubts was stilled
the voiceless figures disappeared

peace descended on the lions
the sun overtook the zenith for the first time

when I emerged from the flesh
on the barefoot grass
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HIKOTO nonepeny
HikOro nosagy
HiKOro o6iu

Ti Morna 6yTH
TUIBLKH B MEHI
KoJM 6 Tv B3arami
icHyBasa

ajie 3HaTH 5 bOTO HE 3HAI0
HiYoro He 6paKye
3eMJli i HeOy

CBIT 3aBEpPILIECHO

JIMLIE BCTHT S
NPOMOBHTH




no one ahead
no one behind
no one beside

you could have only
been within me

if you existed

at all

but I didn’t know this

earth and sky
lack nothing
the world is complete

I only managed
to utter
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7. CTUXOTBOPU ITPO KPUXITHUX JIIOIEN

ABO€ KPUXITHHX JIfOfeH
Ha 3eJIeHOMY Y3rip’i

3a NeKeJIbHUM MICTOM
Ha XBHJIbKY

3a0yJIM PO CYMHIB

a KOJIM OTJISIHYJINCh
no3sap cebe

BiH CBOIM TSrapem

po3mniieckaB HalBHILKH nMarop6
pa3oM 3 KBiTaMH

i 60XMMH KOpiBKaMHU

i naM’TTIO

npo 6araTbox

NOpOTHX Jrofen

a MiCTO BHBTIKaJIO
i3 XKOBTO{ CMOJIH 3alyXH

3aJIMILUINUCS
Kyuep’siBi marop6ku
L0 MAaCIKCA B3AOBXK 3ali3HMI

i TiHi

IO MOJOLUMINCS KPUKY CHPEH
i 6inui nyx moi3nis

IO BUTaB

HaJl IBOMa KPUXiTHUMH
KPUXITHUMH JTIOIbMH
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7. VERSES ABOUT TINY PEOPLE

two tiny people

on a green slope
beyond the hellish city
for a moment

forgot their doubt

and when they
looked back

he flattened the highest hill
with his burden

together with flowers
ladybugs

and the memory

of many

dear people

and the city fled

from the airless yellow resin

curly-headed hills
remained
grazing along the railway

and shadows

startled by the sirens

and the white spirit of trains
that hovered

over two tiny

tiny people
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KOJIY BiH ynas
Mi3epHui
Ha ii JOJIOHIO

i 3amuBHMBCH Ha cebe
y A3epKaii ToNoHi

TOMi N0Gayus

1110 CBOIO HIKYEMHICTh
MaB 3a MWIHHKY

aTe
1110 3BAJIOCS B OLii CIO3010
3a BCECBIT
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when he fell
miserable
into her palm

and gazed at himself
in the mirror of her palm

he saw

he had taken his baseness
for a speck of dust

and what
was called a tear in the eye
for the universe

49



y FEpMETHYHY YOPHY MUBHULIO
NYIIEHO MPOMIHYHUK

i uboro 6yJI0 OCTaTHLO

100 HEBUILHMK OCIIII

SIKOCh BiH HATSTHYB HOToO
SIK TATHBY

1 TNBO

MUBHULS OTJTYIIKIIACH
METAaJIEBUM 3TYKOM

TOMI TOPKHYBCS SIK NiBUUHU
i BUAAB NMPOMIiHb CPiOHMI 30#K

BiJl TOTO AHSA

3a6yTO MPO BOJIIO

ajixe BUILHUA HE MOXeE
6yTH My3HKOIO Ha [POMEHI
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into the hermetic black cellar
a beam was let in

and that was enough

to blind the prisoner

he stretched it once

like a bowstring

and lo

the cellar was deafened by
metallic noise

then he touched it like a girl
and the beam let out a silver cry

from that day

freedom was forgotten
for a free man cannot
play music on a beam
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HENOJyrMi XBOPHH XJIOMUHUK
SIK TUNBKH BU3BOJIUTBCS

Bill MAMHHOI PYKH

nepecTae 4yTH ii rojoc
nepecTae 4YyTH HaBKOJIUILIHE

IPUMITHBHA ysiBa BOOUTH
HOro no Komiy
BKJIaNla€ B YCTa AKeCh AMPKOTIHHSA

BiH XOIMB O TaK UIJIHH JeHb
BiH XOOMB OM TaK BCEHLKE XHUTTA

Ta KOJIMCh HENOJIyra MIOANHKA
sika Oyne Ko cMepTi
XJIOIMYMKOM i MOTOLIMKIIOM
3anMMThes 6e3 MaTepi

i wo 6yne

sIK 51 BTpauy Tebe
IIPOMOBHB BiH

Ha y3rip’i
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as soon as he frees himself
from his mama’s hand

a weak and sickly boy

stops hearing her voice

stops hearing his surroundings

primal imagination leads
him in a circle
sets quail cries in his mouth

he’d go around like that a whole day
he’d go around like that a whole lifetime

but one day the weak little man
who will be a boy and a motorcycle
until the day he dies

will become motherless

and what will happen
when I lose you

he uttered

on the slope
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HaBITh COHILIEBI
He 3a0yBaloOThb
II’SITaYKy HOro MM

MicsineBi
BOMBCTBO BUMHEeHe GpaToM
Ha 6paToBi

a Giniit 30pi Te
1110 3racjia BOHa
MIJIBLHOHH JIIT MO Hac

a KOXaHii
PO3JIYKH

MOBEPHEHHs 0IOMY
O3Hayae 3ycTpiy
3 IOPOXHIM A3€pKalioM

BOHO He BipUTb

B OTOYEHHSA

He nignyckae fo cebe
3aMKHEHe

y paMUsiX CaMOTHOCTI

NIOBEPHEHHS KOAOMY
1ie O3Ha4ae 3yCcTpiy
Ha BCIX CTiHax

cTelli miano3i y cHax
3 il ouuMa
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even the sun
is not forgiven
its small coin spots

the moon
the murder of brother
by brother

the white star
that it became extinct
millions of years before us

or a lover
separation

coming home
means meeting
an empty mirror

it doesn’t believe

in its surroundings
doesn’t face up to
what is enclosed

in a frame of solitude

coming home

also means meeting
her eyes

on all the walls

ceiling floor in dreams
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LiJTNHA IEHb HOCUB
Ha HATOYI

3a coboro

rony6y Kyiro

60siBcst abU HE MYCTUTH 3a BITPOM
abo He MpOKONOTH

TOCTPUM Bpa>KeHHSIM

YH He 3aJIMILUTH 32 PO3MOBOIO

y 3HallOMHUX

Ta BJIACTUBO BiH GyB

y ui#t rony6ii o6om0oHUi
1 He BigaB

XTO TaK MILHO

TpHUMace ii

3a HUTKY
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all day he trailed
a sky-blue balloon
on a string

behind him

afraid to let the wind blow it away
to puncture it

with a pointed impression

or to leave it behind

after a talk with friends

but in fact he was

within that sky-blue membrane
and didn’t know

who was holding it

so firmly

by the string
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8. 3AMOK

3aMOK i3 YITKUM IIaHYBaHHSAM KOPHMIODIB

i CXOOBMX rajb BeX i MMBHULB Le# 3aMOK

3 yacy KOJIM B ONHOMY 3 JaJIbHIX BIKOH

s yrneniB Te6e craB HeBOJIaraHHUM 1aGipUHTOM
HeMa€ HallMeHLIOoi HMOBIPHOCTI

3ycTpiTHCS B Lifl BeNMYE3Hid cropyni 3
TUCSAYaMH ITOKOIB

TIJIbKM YM MOXYTb Y 1€ MOBIPUTH 3aKOXaHi

3 pOKY B pik Moau6yI0 KPUXITKH Hamii

OChb TYT Iepeq KiIbKOMa JHSMHU TH HoYyBaja
Kpyria BUIONMHKA Ha NOOyLIli po3ry6neHi
CpiOHi WUMUIBKYU OO BOJIOCCS 32 POrOM
NpUBHAiBcs Ginuil pykaB e Aech HaMmiTKaB
PO34YNHEHY KHUXKKY sIKY HAalICBHE B2K€ HE NO4YHUTaAELl
60 HEMa MOKJIMBOCTI 11Ie pa3 NOTPaNuTH

1O TIET XX CBITJIMII

JapeMHi BCSKi NTAaHOMIpPHi po31yku 60 Bce
OIHO 3a6MyTUMOCS TMIIMBCSA OIUH Gor

iM’s1 KOTPOr'0 BUIIaAKOBIiCTh

MOJIUTBA NMPOCTATHEHUX PYK NMOHAN ITMGOKUM
HpOBaJIHﬂM.HBOPy He Oixu B 06Xi 3HOB
3ry6MMOCs Ha pOKH

a 1Ie CbOrOJHi 1 HaTpPanMB Ha JBa KiCTAKU
TIJIbKM OHi ABEPI po3ainsny ix 3a6pakio
BipH BCHOT'O Ha OJMH MOPIT

i OCh 3apa3 KOJH MU CUIUMO

NPHTOPHYBLIKMCH Y HIYHOMY aBTO

OCBIYEHOMY TIILKH OCIHHIM JOLUEM

MM 3HAEMO 110 MOJOJIATH 3aMKOBHH

NabipuHT HaM He CyauIocs
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8. THE CASTLE

a castle of precisely planned corridors

and staircases towers and cellars ever since

I spotted you in a far window this castle

has been an unyielding labyrinth

there’s no likelihood

of meeting in this huge building with

its thousands of rooms

but can lovers believe this

year after year I come upon crumbs of hope
you spent the night here several days ago

a round hollow in a pillow scattered

silver hairpins around a corner the apparition
of a white sleeve elsewhere I stumble on an open
book that you probably won’t finish

for it’s impossible to enter

the same chamber again

systematic search is useless for we’d

still get lost there remains only God

whose name is chance

a prayer from hands proferred above the deep
abyss of the courtyard don’t run around or
we’ll be lost again for years

and I chanced on two skeletons today
separated only by a door they lacked the faith
to step over just one more doorstone

and now as we sit

huddling at night in a car

lit only by autumn rain

we know we weren’t doomed

to conquer the labyrinthean castle
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9. MIPUT'OTOBJISIHHS 10 OCEHI

1LIEe JITO
y TenedoHi

1€ CIyXaBKa
SIK MYIILIST

me GiXKUTL
3e/leHaBa XBUIIS

1ie 30JI0THi JTyT
y MHJIKY

e CIOBO TBOE
SIK SIONyKO

3a0yabMO
npo nouj

npo KOJIbOPOBI TiHi
apacoyboK

neperasnanmMo
rep6apiit iita

PO3BOpYLIIM BYJIHK
[axolLiB

Ta LIEJIECTUTH
31115

SIK MOLLL




9. PREPARING FOR AUTUMN

still summer
in the telephone

the receiver

still like a shell

the greenish wave
still surging

the golden field

still in pollen

your apple word
still

let’s forget
the rain

the colored shadows
of parasols

let’s look through
the herbarium of summer

let’s disturb the beehive’s
fragrance

and herbs

rustle

like rain
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rOTyAMO YOBHH
HaIUIMBA€E OCIiHb

rOTYAMO YOBHH
3 6eperTiB XKaJlb BUCTYNIAE

3aljinBEMO
B 03€pO NMagoJINCTy

03epo
1[0 MOTJIMHAE CNIOH

06epHETHCs
NpOCTIp MiX HaMH
y NOPOXKHEYy

He JIONIOMOXKe
CTEXKa
y MiXTrip’st 3ragok

aine Onykae
NMOTAEMHMI ITOTJISIA

MOB 3iXKYXJIUM JIMCTKOM
TaHATHUME BIiTEp

06ipBaHoI0 (pa3oro

3 TBOEI MICHI
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let’s ready the boats
autumn is sailing in

let’s ready the boats
sorrow’s tacking offshore

we’ll sail

into the lake of leaffall

the lake
that swallows the trail

the space
between us will turn
to emptiness

the path

to the valley of remembrance

is no help

but a mysterious look
wanders

like a withered leaf
the wind will blow about

the phrase torn away

from your song
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BTiIIafMOCs
PO3IYKOIO

KOTpa Hallli JHi
HEPETOINHUTH Y 30JI0TO

Hall qHi
B Ilie OJTHY 30pIO NepeKye

60 3aB6ore He6O
y posnyui

Ha Irpasi CHy
SIK 10 JIMHBI1

DifCHICTB
Ta 6anaHCyBaHHA

a KOJIn
INSAHYTHA BHU3

HENMOBIpHO
MUHYJIE 36JIMXKYEThHCS

pO3pi3HAO0
KOXHY TPaBHUHKY

HE MOXJIMBO
BTPUMATH

piBHOBaru

i cis
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let’s rejoice
in the separation

that will melt
our days to gold

will forge our days
into yet another star

for the sky is too poor
in separation

verging on the tightrope
of sleep

reality
and balancing

and when
you look down

incredibly
the past approaches

I can clarify
every blade of grass

it’s impossible
to maintain

my balance

or hold back my tears

65



LIOICHHA 3yCTPiY HAa KaHATI

Ha piBHi BeX i XMapoJiepiB

BHHM3Y pO33sIB CTPOKaTa Mana
Bropi 10 BiYHOCTi 6/1aKUTHI [ABepi

LIe TUJIBKM KPOK O 6ynb yBaXKHa
XOY 3JIyKa Hallia IorJIyM POAHTh
IJISL BCBOT'O CBITY MU JIMII GJ1a3Hi
i MOLINYHOK HaM BHHAropopja

ajie CbOT'OfIHI HaANpPOrpaMHO
s1 oxomno Tebe B 06iiiMu
BiIYMHATHCS 6I1aKUTHI 6pamMu
KOJIH i3 JIMHBHU 3 KOHY 3ifineM

JeKaTUMy
SIK YTOILIEHUK
Ha [(HI OCEHi

30JI0Ti KOCSIKH JIUCTS
HaragyBaTUMyTh
[po 30JI0Ty pUbKy

3KOBTI J103U oLy
PO CTPYHH

TBOET CKPHUIIKH

TIJILKY HE BYYIO
ii rosiocy

Kpi3b TOBLLY OCEHi
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the daily meeting on the tightrope
high as skyscrapers and towers
below a quilted map of gaping fools
above the blue gate to eternity

just one more step oh be careful
though our union elicits derision

the world thinks we’re simply clowns
and a kiss is our reward

but today for an encore

I’ll catch you in my arms

and the blue gate will open

when we soar off the stage from the tightrope

I'll Lie
like a drowned man
at the bottom of autumn

golden schools of leaves
will remind me

of a goldfish

yellow vines of rain
of the strings
of your violin

only I won’t hear
her voice

through the thickets of autumn
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He 6yJIO e OCeHi Haj 10
OCiHb Ta Bce Ma€ Kpai

i HecroniBaHO Kpi3b panToBO
OroJIEHHH cafl Bifkpuiocs
He3HaHoMe MOPOXXHE MoJe
6€e3 KOIHOI 3BUYHOI BiXu

Yy Hafii Ha 3yCTpiy

HE XOTLJIOCs IO CHX Mip BIpUTH
IO 1 cajy Ma€ KiHEUb

i 32 HUM OYMHAETHCS

HOBa 3eMIIs

Ta LIOHaHripie s 3po3yMiB
1[0 NOBENETHCS UTH IIUM
6€e3/IIOHIM NOJIEM HE 3HAIOYU
KYIH i OO

He BiipiKaicsi CHY CBOTrO

He BipiKaicsi THS 30JI0TOTO
He Bifpikaicsi cuBoro 6010
3a MHOIO

3a co6010

He 3Halo Tebe
IPOMOBIIIO BIEpHIE

He 3Halo Tebe
IIPOMOBIIIO BOpYTe

He 3Haro Tebe
IPOMOBJIIO BTPETE
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no autumn ever equalled this
one but all things end

and unexpectedly through the
suddenly naked garden a strange
empty field lay revealed
without a single familiar landmark
or any hope of meeting

I refused to believe until now
that even the garden ends

and a new land

begins beyond it

but even worse I saw

I’ll have to walk

this desolate field not knowing
where or why

3

do not abdicate your sleep

do not abdicate the golden day
do not abdicate the gray pain
for me

for yourself

I do not know you
I’ll say once

I do not know you
I’ll say twice

I do not know you
I’ll say thrice
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10. BUT'AJAHA KOXAHA

MEHUIAIOTh
CBiYi JIHIB

IOJIOHEIO
3aTyiso
CHPOTJIUBHH [IJIOMiHb

BHXOILTIOIO
iHoxi 3 Henam’sITi
Hari BycTa

MigRaTINBHK
BICK TiNIa

MOIMH NanbIsIMA
T cpOpMOBaHa

3 MOTO 3iTXaHHS
3ponXKeHa

JIEXHII He3aiMaHa MiX OJINX CTiH
HEBXE TYT MA€ CTaTUCh HEMUHYYE
pyOaeM LLISAX KPi3b CyMHIiBM T'yCTi

HEMOB Kpi3b 3apOCTi ApiMyUi

N3BEHATH CaMi iBa KEJIMXU MYCTi
1110 HEIOMMTO MO CTOJIi PO3JIUTO
a TH BCsl BijJl BOJIOCCH 1 IO CTin
BOJIA€EI MaM’AATi IPO cMarje JIiTo
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10. THE IMAGINARY LOVER

candles of the days
grow short

I cover
the orphaned flame
with my hand

sometimes I snatch
naked lips
from oblivion

pliant wax

of the body

by my fingers
you are shaped

of my sighing
you are born

you lie virginal between naked walls
will the inevitable really happen here
we hew a path through thickets of doubt
as though through dense brushwood

two untouched empty goblets ring

what was undrunk spills on the table

and from hair to toe you

beseech memory about the dusky summer
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MOsl KOXaHa
sl TaK IEKEJIbHO
BHOOpPIOBaB
nepBO31aHHe
POKaMH MOCIHiJIb

npocrynas o6pa3
MijiMeTp 3a MiJliMETpOM
i3-min ¢pansmuBOro
30JI0TOTO

IIOKPOBY

TaK BiHOBJIIOIOTh
IKOHH
MOSI KOXaHa

Ta KOJIM ceplie
MONMETBCS BOTHEM
K IepeB’siHa LEPKOBLs

TO HIKOJIH BXe
3 noneny
Boroponuus
HE NOBCTaHe
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my love

I strove

so damnably
for the primal
year after year

millimeter by millimeter
the image emerged

from under the sham
gold

shroud

this is how icons
are restored
my love

but when the heart
bursts into flame
like 2 wooden chapel

the Mother of God
will never again
rise

from the ashes
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CITUII i3 MY3WKOO OGHSIBILIUCH JOCTOTY
3a ONBIPKOM CHY S CTOIO SIK YY>KHiA
3iB’SIB YyIOTBOPHUH ILTIONI JOTUKY
BiICOXJIM PYKH MOI 1110 X HPOXEHU

Ha IJIYM Ky4YepsIBUTHCS XMiJlb TOMiX CTEroH
IIMBO NMPHUCTPACTi NPOIIYMUTL MPOLUIYMHTh
Tpeba UTH a ToM CBiT WO Ge3 TeGe

ie GiJbLIe XKOPCTOKUH HiX TH

6yBaJo
CTaBaB Ha MpIO
3 OHHOT'OJIOBUMH

Tenep
OUXAIOTh BOTHEM
CEMHTOJIOBI

6yBaino
Apy3i IMyXxanu
y 30J10Ti TpyOH

Tenep
MOTJISINaloTh Ha MEHE
YOPHHUM NiiHEGIHHAM
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you sleep embracing music just outside

the doorjamb of sleep I stand like a stranger

the miracle-working ivy of touch has withered
my hands have shriveled well then send me away

hop curls between thighs in derision

the beer of passion will cease foaming
I’ve got to go but without you that world
is far crueler than you

sometimes
I’d begin to dispute
the single-headed ones

now
the seven-headed
breathe fire

sometimes
friends would blow
on gold trumpets

now
they gaze at me
with black palates
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Ipocnascs coH Miit no3a o6piit —
He NepeiTH Horo 3a Hiy;

miljaHe Mope XBUJIi TOpHE

i mepeBo KpUYHUTH 1O BiY.

Ane cTpuBaii-HO, IPUANBHCS:
xi6a ce nepeBo? Ce — TH
croiu, K nepeBo 6e3 JuCTH,
ycst Hara o CpaMoTH.

I ram npoxonsiTh KapaBaHU
i THYYTBH TIIyMOM Y TBill 6iK.
3anepeBiUMI HOraMu

He 3pyLuy 3 Miclsi, naneoi.

A 1110 1M1 KPUKHY — TO Mili rosioc
3aliNeHiHHA He Npob’e.

3HOB TH, 6e3M0MiyHa i rona,
CaMOTHIM epEBOM CTa€ll.

BinaTUCcs NOGPOBINIBHO
B PYKH OCeHi

nycTuTHcs 6epera
3 ii WITAaHAapTaMu

II0 INTATKHUX O3€pUAX
KaBape€Hb

HOBiTyBaTHUCS
npo tebe
3 IECATHUX YCT
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My dream has spread beyond the horizon—
it can’t be crossed in a night;

the sea of sand gathers waves

and a tree screams in my face.

But wait, look again:

is it a tree? It is you
standing like a leafless tree,
shamelessly naked.

Caravans of gapers pass,

poking you scornfully in the ribs.
My legs grown stiff,

I can’t move from the spot.

No matter how I cry, my voice
can’t penetrate the numbness.
And again, naked and helpless,
you become a solitary tree.

freely submit myself
into the hands of autumn

cast off from shore
with its banners

on the shallow lakes
of coffeehouses

to learn
about you
at tenth hand
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MaJIIOBaTH TOMI
10 MapMYPOBOMY CTOJIMKY
LUTaHCBKY OpPOTY

Ha Te
po3iIuTa KaBa

Ha Te
Hiy 6e3 6eperiB
o6 po3IMIyTYBaTH

BIILIBUJIO 11 KBITYBaHHs
[lepjiMHa y CKOMKaXx JIOHa
BiTep Xypbu BinciBae
3rajKy 3epHs Bill IOJIOBH

psTy#Te ii 0¥t mpo6i
006BHIITE MOJIIHHAM KOJiHA
NPOKJIATTAM HabuTa yTpoba
SIK TOCTPUM KaMIiHHSIM
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and then to draw

a gypsy road
on the marble table

that is why
coffee is spilled

that is why
night has no shores
so it can be untangled

3k

her flowering has faded

a pearl in the conch of her womb
a wind of sorrow winnows

recall of the seed from the chaff

for God’s sake save her

wrap her knees in prayers

her womb is packed

with the jagged stones of curses
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11. XPOHIKA OCMUCIIEHb

«IcHye Us BelHKa MalllHHA,
MalIHHA BCEBITY, ajle BOHa —
CHOBH[I I TIHB».

I'. CkoBopona

»

B. Copoui npucssita

i3 MaTIPHOIO MHS rany>KuMOCs IUIiITHO

BXK€ CTaJI0 I'YCTO Hac MO0 BCEHBKHX MYCTKax
obilsiHa 3eMis MaHa 6e3ciinHa

siKk MUJIbHA GyJIbKa MOHAN HaMHM JIyclia

BepcTaiMo i 6e34yaccs it 6e3n0pixkxKs
HaM 3a Moiices 10Ha Bilbxa

B3X€ ¥ HE[IOBIPKHM Xall| CTapidInHK
BHJIA3ATh 13 3aMJIIJIOTO 3aMiis

LINKYIOTbCS Y JIaBH XXOBTON3106i J103H
Bpa3 OrOJIMBIUY CIUCH JIiITOPOCIIIB
[O3ip BiCTYIOTH BIiCTYHH ILIO0 KO31

BXXe 06TpH3ar0Th Halllli aBaHIOCTH
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11. A CHRONICLE OF INTERPRETATIONS

“There exists a great machine,

the machine of the universe, but

it is a dream and a shadow.”
Hryhorii Skovoroda

Dedicated to Bohdan Soroka

we branch from motherstem in fecund growth
we’ve multiplied on all the barrens

the promised land that trackless specter

a bubble that is bursting overhead

let’s traverse endless time and pathless wastes
an alder sapling serving as our Moses

now even infidels in the thickets of elders

are creeping out from the exhausted rear

yellow-beaked willows fall into line

and all at once uncover spears of shoots
and runners snap to attention to report
that goats are chewing up our outposts
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OCMUCIIEHHSA 3AYUHY

ONiKYHKO POIMHHOTO TeIia
[pamMamo ABOPY JIMIO
BITyCTH Hac 10 CBOTO Aymjia
sIK 10 cO60pY Ha MOJIUTBY

60 110 MOCIEMO MOXHEM

a 10 MOCIEMO HE 3BiCHO

He iiieM 10 Tebe MopoKHEM
HeceM TOGi nmpuricHe

BXK€ NONABUBCS OTOBIp
O3BEHUTD BECIILHUIA NOI3N
OMIKYHKO CiM’i BIOBiX
CBOIO NMpENBiYHY NOBICTh

TYT OpeNKaMy HEJIMHIMHU
BrHOEHO 3€MITIO

Ha ropopisi Byrus

YOpHI JOJIOHI JIUCTH

3acBiTYy€E apXeoJIoris
roponuilie YOpHOGopy
30JI0TOKOPY CTOJIHULIO
CBSLLIEHHOr 0 Jy0a

BUTHaHi Ha nepudepito
HepeTpHUBaId FOHIHHSA
Tenep LWIHUTH IepeB
Bill[y}OTb CMEPTh COKHPIi
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INTERPRETING THE BEGINNING

linden custodian of family warmth
first mother of the manor

admit us into your hollow

a cathedral for prayers

for we’ll reap what we sow

and we don’t know what we’ll sow

we don’t come to you with empty hands
but bring you a visitor’s gifts

gossip is throttled
the wedding train is ringing
custodian of the clan tell us
your age-old story

the earth manured here
by ancestral oaks

black palms of leaves
on a cross-cut of coal

archeology witnesses

the ruined black-forest town
gold-barked capital

of the holy oak

driven to the periphery
they’ve survived persecution
now the trees’ shields
foretell the axe’s death
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OCMUCJIEHHS I[TOCTIMHOCTI

MO$ TOCIIOfIa Ha4€e OYalloK

CBSITKYE Mif TPIALEIO CTiN

Hallla IPUB’SI3aHICTh YB’SI3HEHHS Hallle
3aB’s3aHHs y cebe a BTIM

K 06iliTHCs 6e3 mouinyHKy

6e3 Tebe MHIIa KOJIM BCe TSt
KOJIY HEMOPYIIHI Ba30HH Ha JyTIi
Ta TiNBKYU He HEGO i He 3eMiid

Ha BiKHa BNaJIY CHIirk ¢ipaHKu

1o ceit 6iK OiIACHICTD MO TOH 6iK MIT
BiJl paHKy 0O HOYi Bill HOYi IO PaHKY
OCTaHbMO OCTaHbMO CaMi

ax ui MuTi 3HaoMi
IPUBITHO-AEKOPaTHBHI
JIOSINIbHO O6CTPHIKEHi
3eJIeHi nymeni

ax I npusiTe

3 1apacoyibKaMH NMPOXOJIOAH
JIUCTB’SIHi IPOTHUra3n
3ayLUIJIMBOrO MicTa

ax Li cTpaxonyau
3-Mil KpUJIelb IOMiB
ui€i Hoyi acanbT
BHUCaIUJIY Y MOBITPS
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INTERPRETING CONSTANCE

my house is like a bowl

the table celebrates under the trinity
our attachment our confinement
our entering into ourselves but then

how can I do without a kiss

do without you love when all is dust

when the flowerpots in the window are still
but the earth and sky are not

the snow of the curtain falls on the windows
reality on this side myth on the other

from dawn till dusk till dawn

let’s stay let’s stay alone

oh these dear familiar
invitingly decorative
loyally cropped
green poodles

oh these friends

with their parasols of coolness
leafy gas masks

in the suffocating city

oh these bugbears

under the wings of the houses
blew up the asphalt

tonight
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OCMMUCIIEHHA YEKAHH

MPHUPIC 5 O MYILIi OfiBipKa
[IenTana MyIis y THILI

PO CIUIECKH MaHYiX Ha MiJIory
XBUJIb Ha MilllaHuii 6eper

IyrHyna npuboeM CyKOHKa
CILIMBJIO IIYMOBHHHS COPOYKH
a moHaJl BCIM LUEeJIeCT epex
OCTaHHbOI MiHM CTaHUKA

olBipKYy 1o 6yae 3 To600
XOIHMII SIK YOBEH MO XBUIII
HEBXe TYT1 TBOI ByXa

TEX BUYJIH Yap pPO3AAraHHs

KypsiBa HaJl KOrOPTaMH
TO CTAr 3€JIeHUH Jicy
CYpMJISITh JiepeBa
CypMaMH Till

npafaBHE Ha BYJIHLSX
NapcyHH 3BipiB

B yJIaMKax BiTpUH

K y CBidYanax

TOBYYTH OMIBIpKH

O 3eMIli YOTOOUTHIO
3 pO3KOJIMH GETOHY
pO3pHUB-TpaBa BHOyXae€

86



INTERPRETING WAITING

I grew to the shell of the doorjamb

the shell whispered in the stillness

about the splash of stockings on the floor
of tides on a sandy shore

the dress surged like surf

the slip’s froth drifted away
and above all the murmur

of the brassiere’s final spume

doorjamb what will become of you

you strut about like a boat on the tide
could it be that your taut ears

have also heard the charm of undressing

dustclouds over cohorts
banner of green forest

trees trumpet

on the trumpets of their bodies

the ancient in the streets
animals as persons of high rank
in the shattered shop windows
as in mirrors

doorjambs bow low
in salutation
impatiens explodes
from cracked concrete
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OCMUCIIEHHA WEOPOCTI

He 3BHKHY [0 TBOTrO Tija
nomMapaHyy 3 HE3HaHOTO cajy
Mi3HOLBIT OALBITHHA
caMiTHUHM ocaMiTHeHa

HiCTaBisIIO cebe sIK MUCY

YM IIEAPICTIO BUMIOBHHUII MUCY
ONLBITHHA MEPBOLBIT

TO B OLIi TO B pyui

He 3BMKHY 10 CBOr'O IIACTS
TYXKY 3a WACTAM 3€JIEHUM
Mi3HOLBIT OALBITUHA
CaMiTHHMHM ocaMiTHEHa

*

obponuiacst KACIUIS Ty4YHa KOpOBa
Ha MaliaaHi nocepen Micra
paTULsIMK Brpy3ia

nomnacae GpyKiBKy

AOSAITH i1 3€JI€HE MOJIOKO
Pa3oM i3 JIUCTAM

HajBEe4ip OlHa CTPOMOBHHA
4yopHa 360J1eHa fifka

a BpaHIli MOBOpiThMa JiliHa

L€ KUCIINI KACIUYKU
CMOXXMBAXOTh FOPONSHHU IEAPOTH
LIEAPICTIO HE HAXBaJISAThLCS
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INTERPRETING BOUNTY

I can’t get accustomed to your body
orange from an unknown grove

late blossom faded flower

both alone and abandoned

I offer myself as a bowl

will you fill it with bounty
faded flower early blossom
first in the eye then in the hand

I can’t get accustomed to my happiness
I yearn for a green happiness

late blossom faded flower

both alone and abandoned

the crab apple stout cow
bears fruit in the square
its cloven hooves sunk in
it grazes on pavement

its green milk is milked
together with its leaves
at dusk a steep branch

is a pain-riven black teat

next morning it milks even better
its fruits even tarter

city folk consume its riches

and can’t overpraise its bounty
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OCMUCIEHHA YACY

6yB B aHTHKBapHi Ha INeHCIi
ax g oro TaM HagubaB
yepe3 30JI0TE MEHCHE

CBIT CNOTJISAJa€ sIK AUBO

MHCIHTB y AyCci 6apOKKO

HE BXKEHEThCS 33 HalIUM TEMIIOM
MypKoye cobi MOB KOTHK

B HallliM Y3HIXKi TEITiM

3pifKa BKa3iBKOIO YOBTHE
TONMHU BEPCTA€E MILUKH
IUIMBEMO Ha 4acy YOBHHUKY
3 OMHOTO HiYOro B iHIIE

COKHPHUILE KePEB’STHOrO NOPORY
XJIopoiNioBUi BUILTIA
BUTECAHMH NpUIIacOBaHUM
3a40BraHU# 10 JIUCKY

TPUMa€ 3aNi3HUIA THCOK

Ha Tinax 6patiB nouep6neHui
HeMa B HbOMY 3€JIeHOi KpOBi
Hi KDOBUHOYKH

>KOPCTOKUH sTHUYap

nec LMBLII3aLi]
npubepesxe HOro raHb6y
CKJISHMH MaB30Jied yacy
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INTERPRETING TIME

retired to an antique shop
on a pension till I found it
marveling at the world

through its gold pince-nez

it broods in a baroque mood
can’t catch up to our tempo
purring like a cat

it warms itself at our feet

occasionally it moves a dial
passing the hours on foot
we sail on the boat of time
from nothing to nothing

axe helve of wooden stock
chlorophyll offspring
shaped fitted

scraped to a gleam

it holds the iron snout
notched on its brothers’ bodies
it contains no drop

of green blood

blood-sucking traitor
civilization’s dog

its infamy will be preserved

in the glass mausoleum of time
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OCMUCIIEHHS BE3HAII

Hac BOJATb 611ynoBOOH
Yepes JIICH Ta BOAU

3 OMIHOI 3rajiky B iHIIY

106 MM Ha LLUISAX HEe BUAIIUIH

raTimMo roJIOBOIO

06 CTiHHM CTiHM CTiHM
MiIyTh Bil HaC Ha BOJIIO
3anepTi B CTiHAX TiHi

KOJIy€ 3rajoK TiYHs

Hi CTEXKH Hi 3Hani0’ s
OIHa CaMOTHICTb BIYHICTh
a 1Bi ce O6e3Hamis

BHaJja 3aBica CTiHH
BiIKPHJIMCS] COTU MOBEPXiB
COTHi BepTelmiB

i B KOXKHOMY JIHLEOiHCTBO

Kpicen nuBaHiB L1ag

TeJIeBi30PiB JlaMN XOJIOAMIIbHUKIB
KHUKOK BapeHHS KMJIHMIB
KOJIUCOK TiHEH

BpOIJIOCS pevaM y roJioBi
TIUIBKY JOMYCTH iX 1O KOHY
OIMH JIMII MAasiTHUK CKOBOPOOH
YepKHYB aMILUTITY[y CKOHY
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INTERPRETING DESPAIR

false guides lead us

through forest and water

from one memory to another

to stop us from finding the road

let’s bang our heads

against walls walls walls
shadows imprisoned in walls
will run from us for freedom

currents of memory swirl
neither path nor tools

only eternity and stillness

and together the two are despair

the curtain of the wall has fallen
honeycombs of stories are revealed
hundreds of puppet theatres

and a play being staged in each

by armchairs sofas cupboards
TV sets lamps refrigerators
books jam carpets

cradles shadows

things have got it into their heads
that they must be allowed onstage
only the pendulum of the frying pan
marks the depths of demise
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OCMMUCIIEHH4 ITPOT'PU

HOBEYOpi€ AeHb i CBIT

i MH TOBEYOPi€EM 3BiCHO

ceit neHp GyB Hall i CBIiT GYB CBift
IO Tenep 3 AHEM i 10 3i CBiTOM

PYKaMH JIMHEII MOB KPUJIbMH
Ta noHaj ceGe TH He 3MOXelll
He pyu ¢ipaHKH a To 6 MU
TakKe y3[piJy 110 KpUid 60xKe

BepTailMocs y CBIT crapuii
BEpTaniMocs y cebe 3HOBY

ce nporpa nporpau 60 Bci Irpu
He BapTi HaBiTh CJIOBa

Ie 3yx a He rony6e aBTo

OT 1 MOKIPHE MiCbKe TEJISITKO
no6GpuKanocst po3naHaxaHe YepeBo
Ha BJIaCHIM BOTHi [TOne4YeHe

Ha NepeaMicTi 3ynMHeHe CTeXer0
SIK IUMATIEKOI0 METENHNK
[IpOXpoMJIeHe MiKow Oyka
KOJIOM OIHUM BODYLINTH

Tenep BOHO MaM’SITHUK Bil4almylmHOCTI
MOHYMEHT MeTalli3My
YHrae 3 XUKUX KyUIiB
HEHaXepHa rieHa pxi
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INTERPRETING DEFEAT

the world and the day will decline

and we too will decline

this day was ours and this was our world
now what of the day and what of the world

you soar with your wing-like arms
but can’t surmount yourself

don’t touch the curtain

or God knows what we’ll see

let’s return to the old world
let’s return to ourselves
this 1s loss this is defeat
for no game is worth a word

brave fellow and not a sky-blue car
and so the humble urban calf
pranced about until it burned

its bloated belly on its own flame

balked by a path in the suburbs
like a butterfly by a pin
impaled on the pike of a beech
it merely moves in circles

now it’s a tombstone of valor
a monument to metallism

the insatiable hyena of rust
lies in wait in ravenous bushes
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OCMUCIIEHHS BTPATHU

HITIO0HA HiY OCTAaHHLOI CBIYKH
HUTFO6HA HiY OCTAaHHBOI HiYKHU
06pyui KPYXIAIOTh AOOKOJIA THOTY
pa3 o6py4ka cpibHa a pa3 3J10Ta

nam’sITa€ell JIaCcKo Mepily JacKy
nam’sITa€ll Jacko JIaCKH MacKy
Hallla HiY MaJli€ CBiYYMHA MeII0CTKa
B OL[i MACKH JIaCKO 3s5i€ MyCTKa

BUTEKJIO 3iHMLI XUBe Cpibiio
6irano KpyLmiIoch 30BCiM 31pi6io
BUTEKIIO 3iHUI THMSAHE 3JIOTO
3aKypUB CBiTaHOK YOPHUM I'HOTOM

3eJieHe CBATO cobopy
xiba 3-mepen yaciB

y 30J10THH Bik 60py
6yso TyT 3eneHile

TepHUHA No6ing 6paM niasye
NOporH Linye

3a MOJIH YiIlIsi€e

naire jicy panu

BUTEKJIM 3iHHUII BiTPaxiB
OOJIiBKA MiJi KWIMMOM CKeJIelb
3pO3yMiB JIICOBHI NTax

1O BiH He BOPTHAHCHLKHIA
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INTERPRETING LOSS

wedding night of the last candle
wedding night of the last night
rings circle around the wick

the ring once silver once gold

grace do you remember the first grace
grace do you remember the mask of grace
our night grows short the candle’s petal
gaping in the mask’s eye like an empty hole

the pupil’s quicksilver runs out
scurries around breaks up grows small
the pupil’s dusky gold runs out
dawn’s black wick is smoking

green holiday of the cathedral
only before all ages

in the golden age of the pinewood
was it greener here

thornbush creeping by the gate
kissing the doorstones
clutching coattails

give the forest advice

pupils of stained glass windows run out
the floor carpeted by eyeglasses

the woodland bird realizes

it is no Bortniansky*

*Dmytro Bortniansky (1751-1825): conductor and composer of choral
church music.
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OCMUCIIEHHA PEAJIBHOCTI

MiJI OIeIOM HOYi
i CHOM Y CHi
CIIUTH 30JIOTHH CHIN
CNUTh OIIMI CHIr

[iJ onejaoM HoYi
Tenep 5K i Brepiie
CILTATH KOXaHOI KOCH
CIUIATH KOXaHOI Mmepcu

il noneyjaoM Houvi
JOMoneJiie sica

TH Gyneil 3HoBy cama
s1 6yny 3HOBY caM

IlIaniB TyT BiTEp, 1110 KNAAB TYMaHAMH
MiCKY ¥ CHIry, 'HyB HO1OJYy lepeBa i
3anvpasB BiIIMX Yy Ipydsix. B onnii xBui
3 ropu JIbBa BigipBanacst 6puna micky

/1 Ha TOMY MicIL|i HOSIBMIIAacs IOCTATh JINLIApPs
y noBHiit 36poi; naHuep 6yB 3/10XeHUH 3
JIyCOK, L0 po6uiy BpaiHHS rpy6oi
HIKipu. 3’siBa cTos/1a HEpyXoMa, — aje
MNOBIsIB BiTEp i NOCTATh 3HUKJIA, JTUIINABCS
cipuit kpyr micky. Tak nmoBcrana jereHaa
Npo JUIaps — OMiKyHa ropu.

(3 xposiku Bin 11 6epesus 1926 p.)
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INTEPRETING REALITY

beneath ashes of night

beneath the dream within dream
a golden sheaf lies sleeping
white snow lies sleeping

beneath ashes of night

now as the first time

my lover’s braids lie sleeping
my lover’s breasts lie sleeping

beneath ashes of night
light will turn to ash
you’ll be alone again

I too will be alone

A wind raged here, scattering a mist

of sand and snow, bending trees to the ground
and taking your breath away. Just then

a slab of sand fell away from Lion Mountain

and the figure of a knight in full armor

appeared on the spot; his coat of mail was made
of scales, they looked like thick leather.

The apparition stood motionless, but

when the wind blew and the specter disappeared,
a gray ring of sand was left. Thus was born the legend
of the knight who guarded the mountain.

(From the chronicle for 11 March 1926)
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OCMUCIIEHHA XPOHIKH

s1 MOBUB MHJIa
cell COH YPYKY
LOCh Y TiM CBITi
IIOCh Y TiM

1 MOBUB MHJIa
cell COH YpYKY
1IOCh TaKH B CBiTi
L[OCh TaKH

sl MOBHB MHJIa
cell COH ypyKy
LIOCh Y TIM CBITI
IIOCh TaKH

cKkoiocs
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INTERPRETING THE CHRONICLE

I said love

the dream has come true
something in that world
something in that

I said love

the dream has come true
something in the world has really
something has really

I said love

the dream has come true
something in that world
something has really

happened
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12. CTUXOTBOPH ITPO 3PEYEHHA

BiIPEYEHICTH JINCTKA Bill [epeBa
BiIp€YEHICTh lepeBa Bill 3eMuti
BifIpeYeHIiCTb 3eMli Bii He6a

IO TO € BilpEYEHICTh

BiIpEYEHICTb OYen
Bifl JIUCTKa iepeBa 3eMJli Heba

BiIpeYEeHICTh
JIUCTKAa iepeBa 3emili Heba
Bifl ouel

i ce HaKpacHiIIOi
BECHH

KOJIY JIUCTOK 3 IePEBOM
IepeBo i3 3eMIIer0
3emiid i3 He6oM
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12.  VERSES ABOUT ABDICATION

abdication of leaf from tree
abdication of tree from earth
abdication of earth from sky

what is abdication

eyes” abdication
from leaf tree earth sky

leaf’s tree’s earth’s sky’s
abdication
from eyes

and that in the most beautiful
of springs

when leaf 1s with tree
tree with earth
earth with sky
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*

KOJIH MEPO 3a CONIOMUHKY
nepo 3piKaeThcs

caMe TOMi KOJIH
MiBeHb TPHYi HE MPOKPUYAB

KOJIM PHAAHHSA TIyXe
CJILO3H Climi
po3MyKa KyJibraBsa

KOJIN KaleloxX
HE KJIaHSAEThCS
CBITOBI

i Konu 51

Il TUM KaleJ0XoM
SIK i CHJIBLEM
caMe TOxi
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when a feather is straw
the feather abdicates

just when the cock
fails to crow thrice

when muffled sobbing
blind tears
crippled parting

when the hat
doesn’t bow

to the world

and when I

am under that hat
as if in a snare
just then
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KOJIH 51 BKIIOHUBCS
JIani i ITepyHosi
CTaB JIIOINHOIO

KOJIM 51 BKJIOHUBCS
CTiHI HepyLINMii
CTaB IepPXaBoIo

KOJIU 51 BKJIOHHBCS
co6i caMoMy

craB 6€300MHHMM
CxoBoponoro

Tenep 03UparoCs
Ha BCi CTO CTOpiH
nycreni
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when I bowed
to Lada and Perun*
I became a man

when I bowed
to the unshaking wall
I became a kingdom

when I bowed
to myself

I became a homeless
Skovoroda

now I look around
at the desert
in a hundred directions

*Lada was the Slavic goddess of fertility and love, Perun the god of
thunder.
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*

He crnofpo6uB MeHe CBIT

KpHBE J3epKaJo
BOIH 1 HEOeC

KpHBe 13epKajio
sI3UKa

KpHBe [3€pKaJlo
TpUOYH

JIITAaXOTh IOHOYI
KakaH! TPUOYHH
HaJi MHOIO

po3inHiM #oro
KaXKe KaxKaH KaxKaHOBI

BiH He FOXHUI HaM
BiH Y HallIUX J3epKajiax

[IOTBOPHUH

e ¥ NOBTOPEHUMI
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the world has not vouchsafed me

crooked mirror
of water and sky

crooked mirror
of the tongue

crooked mirror
of podiums

every night
bats and podiums
fly overhead

let’s crucify him
bat says to bat

we don’t need him
he is monstrous

and mirrored and mired

In our mirrors
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YUra€ Ha MEHe MPOBIHLIs
MajieceHbKa IPOBiHList

KaMeHYy€ MEHe MpOBiHList
MaJleHbKa IIPOBIHILis
BEJIMKMM KaMeHEM

no4yeKa MpOBIHLIE
TH X TaKa MaJjieCeHbKa
KaMiHb 3[10pOBE3HHH

Kaxke MPOBIHLiS

OCJIaBUB TH MEHe
MaJIECeHbKY
Ha 1Ty GiNbIIEHBKY

3axOTiB 6ay4 BiHIIA

HE Na€ll MeHi
THXEHHKO
NPOBiHLS-
THCS




the province the tiny little
province lies in wait for me

the province the tiny little
province stones me
with a huge stone

just wait province
you are so tiny
the stone so big

the province says

you’ve slandered
little me
so hugely

you wanted a garland

and now

you won’t let me
quietly
provincialize




y cany OnaxKeHCTB

1€ BiCiM KBITiB

ONMH TIJIBKM NI MEHE
6J1a)XE€HCTBO I'OHIHHSA

3i cany 6J1aXKeHCTB

Zie BiciM KBiTiB

OIHMM MEHeE BIHY€Il
6J1a3KEHCTBOM T'OHiHHS

SIKHH ce KBIT 6apBOIO
Ha Oise MOBUB GH
4YOpHe

KOJIX O He cri3HaB

Ha 4OpHE MOBIIIO Gine
60 3anysa Tebe
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in the garden of pieties
with eight flowers

only one is for me

the piety of persecution

from the garden of pieties
with eight flowers

you give me as dowry
the piety of persecution

what 1s this flower’s color

white I'd call
black

if I hadn’t gotten to know it

black I call white

because I do it for you
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B IOBTi#l JUIsIHIA copoyii
OYB s1 Mixk HUMH

ONHOrO pa3y 6yps
BTOMNMJIA Halll YOBEH

4yoro 6oiTech MaJIoBipH
[pOKa3aB yYUTeJlb

6ypI0 3pOAMB Balll CYMHIB
TOIUTH BaC B MOPI CYMHIB

4yoMy 6 He BiNOBICTH
BYMTEIIO

KoJii 6 He CYMHIB
XTO YBipy€ B TeGe
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in a long linen shirt
I was among them

once a storm
sank our boat

why are you afraid you of little faith
the teacher said

your doubt birthed the storm
doubt is drowning you at sea

why not answer
the teacher

if it weren’t for doubt
who’d have faith in you
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Mel MOBYaHHS
Ha#ripKiluui NOJUH

30JI0TO MOBYAHHS
3apxasina GJsika

NyCTKOIO Halla XaTa
BUT'IH IyCTHHEIO

HE BUILUIMBE CJIOBO
13 ThbMH MOBYaHHS

BOMa Hallla HiKoJIu
HE CTaHe BUHOM

a ’ATh XJ1iONH
3aJIMIIAThCS
II’SIThbMa XJIIOUMHaMu

116



the honey of silence
is bitterest wormwood

the gold of silence
a rusty tin scrap

our house abandoned
the pasture a barrens

no words emerge
from the gloom of silence

our water will never
become wine

and the five loaves
will remain
five loaves
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HE BUPOCJIO 32 HaMU
IEPEBO CTBEPHXKEHHS

BUPOCIO 6 BilpeYCHHs
Ta KOpeHst

BOHO

He 3Ha€

HacTaB 4ac npoulaHHsA

MIOCHAMUMO [J1s1 TOXUThCS
MOMOBYHUMO ISl TOAUTbCS
HOTOXUMOCS [JIs1 TOQUTHCS
po3iieMocs Ik TORUThCS

isrosimu
yepe3 HiMi BopoTa
THXEHbKUMHU CTEKKAMH

3piKar0YMCh BCHOTO
He 3piKaloyuch
TIJIBKH

CaMoro 3peyeHHs

NEPEKOTUIIOINSA
Hamoro
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the tree of affirmation
has not grown up behind us

abdication would grow
but it

doesn’t know

the root

the time of parting has come

we’ll sit a bit for appearance’s sake

we’ll be silent a bit for appearance’s sake
we’ll agree a bit for appearance’s sake
we’ll part for appearance’s sake

as exiles
through the mute gate
along the quiet paths

abdicating everything
not abdicating

only

the abdication

of that tumbleweed
of ours
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ABsTo6iorpacivyna npumiTka

Haponuscs s 9 nunust 1939 poky y Xogoposi Ha JIbBiBuIyHI. I,
XO4 sl HOKUHYB MicT€YKO 1956 pOKy, KOJIM 3aKiHYMB CEPENHIO
LIKOJY ¥ BCTYNUB 10 JILBIBCHKOTO YHIBEPCUTETY, 3B’S3KIB
i3 HUM He mopuBaro o HuHi. bo 3 XoxopoBoM nos’si3aHi He
TIJILKY MOI UTSAYI BpaXkeHHs1 ¥ criorafgu, 60 3BiITU HE TiIbKU
IKEPENIO0 HATXHEHHS—TaM JIFOIHU, 1O HaJld MEHi XUTTS i
BHXOBAJIM y 3OPOBOMY HAl[iOHANLHOMY AYci. 51 TaKOX HiKOJIH
He Mir 3a0yTH, 11O 51 XPEIIEHUH B IPEKO-KaTOIULbLKOMY
o6psni i mo 6pat Moei MaTepi—cTyaeHT JIbBIBCbKOTO
yHiBepcuTeTy—OYyB 3aKaToBaHuil y yepBHi 1941 poKy y Tropmi
HKBC—y Ti#t TIOpMI, e TPUAUATH POKIB OMICHs HOBENOCH
MeHi il Moiii Ipy>kuHi, npaBo3axucHuui Ipuni Kanuneus, nobysatn
y 4ac ciigcTBa i cyny Haai Hamd. HeomnizHaHi ocTaHKM MOTO By#Ka
B KOTpilich i3 6paTchbkux Morui Ha JInyakosi uu SIHiBCbKOMY
uBuHTapi y JIbBoBi. [1pO MOTUIM s TAKOX HIKOJIM HE 3a0yBaB—
3aHagTo 6araTo CyMHOI NaM’Ti JOBOAUTLCS HaM, YKpaiHLsIM,
ABHTIaTH.

3akiHyuBLIM (inonoriyuuit pakynbreT JIbBIBCHKOTO
yHiBepcuteTy 1961 poky, s npautoBaB B 06J1aCHOMY apxiBi 10
1972 poky. Mosi oco6ucra nam’siTh 36arayyBanacs e i icto-
PHYHOIO. SIK MOEeT-1ICTAECATHHK sI BAPOCTAB Ha TPafULIisiX
pinHOi 3emiti, HapomHOi 0OpsimoBocTi i Po3crpinsHoro
BinpomxenHs. Miit Buntensb: bornan-Irop AHTOHHUY.
IIpo6nemu, siki Tenmep Tak roJOCHO 3aTOPKHYJa YKpaiHa, BXe
TONI MYYHJIK MEHE 1 1 3ai€KIapyBaB CBOIO I'POMAICHKY
NO3MLIO HE TiIbKY Y Pi3HMX IPaBO3aXUCHUX aKLisIX, ajle i B
cBoii moe3ii. Knuxeuka «Boroub Kynana» (KuiB, 1966) mana
IPUXWIbHY KPUTUKY B YKpaiHchKil nepioauui. Ta
BUIABHUITBA BiIXUJISIIM HACTYIHI 3GipKU BCynepey iXHbOMY
6akaHHIO i 51 BXXe MaB HE HanTO JO0OPO3UYNIUBY OIiHIlO Y BIACTh
iMyLIHX.

Miit fopo60ok craHoBUTH 17 noeTuyHux 36ipoK, 1110 3rpyHoBaHi
B 1BOX LuKiax: «[Ipo6ynxkeHa My3a» (My3a LIiCTAECATHUKIB, 9
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Autobiographical Note

I was born on 9 July 1939 in Khodoriv in the Lviv region. And
although I left the town in 1956, when I finished secondary school and
went to Lviv University, I have never broken my ties with it. For
Khodoriv is not simply the place of my childhood impressions and
memories, not simply the source of my inspiration: the people who
gave me life and brought me up in a healthy national spirit are there. I
have also never been able to forget that I was baptized in the Greek
Catholic rite or that in June 1941 my mother’s brother, a student at
Lviv University, was tortured to death in an NKVD prison—the same
prison where my wife, the human-rights activist Iryna Kalynets, and I
were forced to spend time thirty years later during our investigation
and trial. My uncle’s unidentified remains are in one of the mass graves
at the Lychakiv or Ianiv cemeteries in Lviv. I have never forgotten
those graves either—we Ukrainians have to bear the burden of far too
many sad memories.

Having graduated from the philology department of Lviv University
in 1961, I worked in the provincial archives until 1972. My personal
memory was enriched by historical memory. As a poet of the sixties,
I grew up on the traditions of my native land, folk customs and the
cultural revival of the 1920s. My teacher was Bohdan-Ihor Antonych.
The problems that Ukraine is now raising so loudly tormented me even
then, and I declared my civic position both in human-rights actions and
in my poetry. The Fire of Saint John’s Eve (Kiev, 1966) was favorably
reviewed in the Ukrainian press. Yet publishers unwillingly rejected my
subsequent books, and I was no longer in the good graces of the powers
that be.

My work consists of seventeen collections of poetry, which are
grouped in two cycles: The Muse Awakened (the muse of the 1960s,
nine collections) and The Muse Imprisoned (eight collections written
in 1972-1981, the period of my imprisonment). Several collections
from the first period circulated in samizdat and then made their way to
the free world, where they were published both in Ukrainian and in
translation. For this, as well as for the civil disobedience expressed in
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36ipok) i «HeBonbuuya My3a» (8 36ipok 3 1972—-1981 pokis,

qacy yB’si3HeHHs ). Kinbka 36ipok i3 nepiioro nepiony,
HOXOMMBIIY Y CAMBUAABi, BUAILIIM Y BiIJIbHOMY CBITI

i YKpaiHCbKOIO MOBOIO, i B epekJani. 3a 1e, siK i 3a
rpOMafsHCbKY HENOKOPY B TEMATHIIl BiplIiB, s 6yB penpecoBaHHil.
BaniTky 1972 poky Bcnin 3a CBO€IO APYKHHOO s1 6yB 3aapelTOBaHUH
i oTprMaB 6 poKiB CyBOpHX TaGOPpiB i 3 pOKM 3acllaHHs, sKi Bin6yB
Ha [liBHiyHOMY Ypaui i B 3abaiikanii. B yB’si3HeHHI npaytoBas
TOKapeM i KoyerapoM. My4mBcs, ajne He KasiBcsi — i pagui 3
TOro, 60 Yyrocs, IO JUIKBCS JroauHo0. Iloesis gonoMorna
BUCTOSATH i B NEPIINIA, i B Apyruii mepiogu. 3ymiB 36epertu

BCE HamucaHe, 1O TeX JUBOBIKHO, ajle HE BIEBHEHUH, IO

e pagicth anis yurava. Ilicns 1981 poky st 3aMOBK SIK HOET i
Temnep st — IMIIpecapio KOMUNIHLOro noera Iropst Kanunus.

He nerko 6yno BnamryBaTHcs 6iGi0T€KApEM Y JIbBIBCbKil
Haykogiit 6i6mioreni AH YPCP im. Credanuka miciisi noBepHEHHs
Ha BaTbkiBLIMHY — CTOSIB BUCOKOCHUH pik 3acToro. [Jobpe, 1o
He TOAAJH Lije OXHOTO TEPMIiHY 32 IapMOINCTBO, HAPKOTHKH,
3rBaJITYBaHHS YM 3a BipLU, JIUCT, 3as1BY, SIK Lie OYyJIO 3 iHIIUMH.
HauionanbsHe BiIpOIKEHHS CIPUHHSB yCiM €CTBOM. Tomy
1977 poKy yBI{ILOB 10 peRakllii 103aueH3ypHOro albMaHaxy
«EBIIAH-31117151» , IKMHA BUXOAUTD O CHOTONHI i KOPHCTYETHCS
NPUXUIBHICTIO yuTayviB. I'pyna «EBiaH-3inns» OIHa 3 mepIux
MoG6ini3yBasa IbBiB’sH Ha nepeOynoByYi mpouecH, rypTyBana ix
Is nepe6openHs cTpaxy ¥ iHepuii. Tenep s peqakTop >XKypHainy,
IIIO HOr0 Ma€ BMAABaTH JIbBIBCHKUI obnacHui Binnin ®oHpy
KYJIbTYDH.

51 ropnuii, wo 6yB y JIbBOBi OynuTeneM HaliOHATBLHOTO
BinpomxkeHHs 1987—-1989 pokiB. Ane i B i YynoBi poku He
BinuyBaB noTpebu B nepi noeTnyHiM. OTak XuBY, BiTMOB-
JIFOIOYKCh Bill IPONO3MLI NPYKYBAaTHUCS B KypHaiax. Ane
3BaXKUBCs Bce-Taku: 1991 poky B KueBi Ma€ BUATH KHUXKKA i3
TpboXx 36ipoyok. Ha rpybiy, kaxyTh, Hema namnepy.
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the subject matter of my poetry, I was repressed. In the summer of
1972, following my wife, I was arrested and sentenced to six years of
strict-regime camps and three years of exile, which I served in the
northern Urals and the trans-Baikal region. While I was a prisoner I
worked as a turner and stoker. I suffered, but did not repent—and am
pleased by that, for I feel that I have remained a human being. Poetry
helped me to survive both periods. I managed to save everything I
wrote, which is also remarkable, although I am not certain that this
will please readers. In 1981 I stopped writing poetry, and now I am the
impresario of the former poet Thor Kalynets.

Getting a job as a librarian at the Stefanyk Library of the Ukrainian
Academy of Sciences in Lviv when I came home was not easy—it was
the leap year of stagnation. A good thing I wasn’t given another
sentence for parasitism, drugs, sexual assault or a poem, letter or
statement, as some people were. I keenly felt the national revival. That
is why in 1977 I joined the editorial board of the uncensored cultural
review levshan-zillia [“Wormwood”], which is still coming out and
enjoys the support of readers. The levshan-zillia group was one of the
first to draw the citizens of Lviv into the process of reconstruction and
to unite them in overcoming fear and inertia. Now I am editing a
journal that is to be published by the Lviv regional branch of the
Cultural Fund.

I am proud of having helped awaken the national revival in Lviv in
1987-1989. But even in these marvelous years I have not felt a need to
write poetry. And so I get along as I can, rejecting offers to be
published in literary reviews. Nevertheless, I did agree to the
publication of a book containing three of my collections in Kiev in
1991. I’m told there is not enough paper for a thicker one.
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