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1. KOPOHYBAHH.HOrrYAAITA)

nocepe\037 BYJIH\037i \037e He 3HaXO\037HllI Hiqoro OKpiM ce6e

Y HaTOBni qY)KHX nOrJISIHYTH Ha ce6e 360KY

3aCJIyroBye MOSI caMOTHicTb Ha Bi\0373HaqeHHSI
. .

HaBITb TO\037l KOJIH MH lQepa3 BHna\037KOBO

3YCTplJIHCSI BH3BOJIHJIaCSI TBOSI PYKa 3 Moel

3YCTpiJIHCSI BH3BOJIHJIaCSI TBOSI PYKa 3 MO\342\202\2541

SlK qOBeH Bm npHcTaHi \037o JIH\037 To6i

ce OripqeHHSI ceii )KaJIb caMol ce6e

OTO}l{KopoHYBaHHSI Bm6YJIOCSI B 6y\037eHb

6e3 )KO\037HHX n;epeMoHiH i CaJIbB nOlllnypeHo
3 ooy\037arra Tpa,[{H\037iHHoro 6pHJISI HaTOMicTb

Han'SiTO 6JISIlliaHY KOPOHY

6e3Me)lOl{Sl qacy B ony\037arra \037JISI OCMHCJIeHHSI

\037i\342\202\254lnonil 3aHa\037TO rop\037e BOHO lQo6 TpinOTiTH

pYKaBaMHBH\0373BOHIOBaTH 6pSl3KarrbWlMH

nY\037HTH ropo6QiB HaHKpaIQe 3aMKHYTHCSI

om KOpOHOIO noropTaTH TOM CKOBOpO\037H

nepe}I{HTH BiqHiCTb JIiTa HaH\037OBllIe }l{HTTSI

Y caMOTi Haqe6TO Y niCKOBOMY rO\037HHHHKY.. .

nepeCHnaeTbCSI nlCOK YCIX rrYCTeJIb CBITY

nicJISI KopOHYBaHHSI SlBHOHe MO)Kelll 6YTH

3BHqaHHHM ony\037arroM CTpaxooY\037OM

nocepe\037 CYMHoro nOJISI nocepe\037 BYJIHQl \037e He

3HaXO\037HllI Hiqoro OKpiM ce6e 3a3HpaellI Y
. .

rJIYXI HeTpl eCTBa)
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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\037:.

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

h \"
not catc me.)
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HaBiTb TOL{i KOJIH MH \037e pa3 BHnaL{KOBO

3YCTpiJIHCSI 3 L{OBrOIO HaL{YMOIO 06ipBaTH

Bce He 6YJIO \037O 06pHBaTH B)Ke 6YJIO 06ipBaHO
ce 6YJIO SlCHHM SlK L{eHb TH He 3aXOTiJIa

3aBBa}I{HTHMOe!KOpOHH TH HaneBHO nOJJ:YMaJIa

BiH TaKHH SlK yei a SI BiH\037eHoee\037b

06paHe\037b 3-nOMi)K MiJIbHOHiB MaIO npaBO

TaKO)K KorOCb YBIHqaTH
BiL{XOL{HllI MHOIO BHpi3HeHa B HaTOBni xaH

MO)Ke TlJIbKH L{O BeqOpa ane XTO-3Ha qH

He Ha Bce )KHTISI)
. .

nepe:>KHBalO TBoe OrlpqeHIDI TPHql nepe:>KHBalO

. a ce TOMY \037O Moe BIL{3HaqeHHSI HeJIerKe

HaHBa)KJIHBillIe He CBSITO KopOHYBaHHSI a Te
SlK HOCHTH KOPOHY CMIXOBHHHOBHrJISI.\302\243I:alO

He nacye BOHa .\302\2431:0L{paHTSI \037O nOBepx
. .

MeHe Y CBoeMY KOpOJIIBCTBl SI He KOpOJIb

a TlJIbKH CTOpO)K CTaBllIH nTaXOM He BTeqy
BiL{ ce6e nOKHHYBllIH nOJIe BTpaqy CBoe

npH3HaqeHIDI CKHHYBllIH BIHe\037b Bce O.\302\243l:HO

He B83BOJIIO ce6e 3 HeTpiB CBiL{OMOCTi He

Mae TaKO)K 3HaqeHIDI 3 qoro KopOHa 30JIOTa

i caMO\037BiTiB qH TiJIbKH 3 6JISlXH KopOHa

e KopOHa BOHa BHHaropOL{a 3a CTpa)K]:{aHHSI

3a caMOTHicTb nocepeL{ nOJISI 3a JIaHQlOr 060B'Sl3KY
KOJIH Ha L{aneKOMY 06pii yrJIeL{}I(Y Te6e He

3MO:>KY 3p06HTH H O.\302\243l:HOrOKPOKY

TH He p03YMleIIl Cboro)
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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)

\037)))



2. HllHIllIH5I BECHA)

BHIIa.n;KOBOCTe

Bce CTeqe 3 Te6e

ilK BO.n;a 3 IIip'iI. .
a MeHl Ha IIJIetIl

3aB.n;aH ripKOTY. .
KaMIHL CYMHlBY

3aB.n;aH

tIH TH BHIIa.n;KOBOCTe

Me HI cy.n;)KeHa)

*)

H\"HiIlIHSI BeCHa CiJIb\037e Ha nTalliKY

MaHcTpYBaHIDI 3Ha.n;H Ha SlHrOJIa

nypxae c06i MicTOM CBSlTHTbCSI MicTOM

aHi ra.n;KH lQO nTallieIDI BOHO SlHrOJISI)

HHHIlliIDI BeCHa CKYlliTye CMYTKY

He 3aMaHHTbCiI He JIOBHTbCSI xi6a lQO

BIIYCTHTL Y CHJIb\037e 30JIOTe nip\037e
. . .

HaMaJIlOeTLCiI MeHI Ha IKOHI CHY)

HHHIlliWI 3HMa CHJIL\037e Ha nTalliKY

rOTYBaHHSI 3pa.n;H Ha SlHrOJIa

60 lQO KOJIH 3.n;ora.n;aeTbCSI

:W;O BOHO nTallieHSI lQO BOHO SlHrOJISI)

6)))



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)

::-us year's spring is a snare for a bird

:\037e crafting of a lure for an angel

.: ;1utters around the city sanctifies the city

..:::aware the young bird is a little angel)

:.-.:5 year's spring will taste sorrow
-:..- :t:1't be enticed won't be caught unless
: _\037:s a gold feather into the snare

: \037:::ts itself on the icon of my sleep)

-
-. _\037\037--ear' s spring is a snare for a bird

:- -=? .1red betrayal for an angel
- .

?-\037at if it guesses
- - \037\037;oung bird a little angel)))



*)

npHCHn MeHe

BOJIOCCSI

30JIOTHM JIHCTSIM)

nepecnaTH 6 OTaK

CIO BecHY)

60 Bi.n;JIHHe 30JIOTO

.n;o ralO CBITaHHSI)

np06y.n;)KeHHSI

BHciTHMe ilK Met{)

a HIt{ MOSI)
. .

He nl.n;e Ha HIt{)

*)

BiKOH\037e JII06a BiKOHQe

y CBiT .n;e n06YBaB SI

.n;e 3a6araTO .n;JISI MeHe l.QaCTSI

a pa.n;OCTl 3aMaJIO)

BiKOH\037e JII06a BiKOHQe

30BCIM Tenep nopO}KH\302\243
. .

HeMa MeHe Y 3IHH\0371

aHl CHJIyeTY cepQSl)

BiKOH\037e JII06a BiKOHQe

rOJIOBOIO He p036HTH

xi6a ni.n; CHHiM noporOM

Y CJIL03Y 3i6paTHCL)

8)))



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)

9)))



*)

SI nO;n:apYBaBllIH 6iJIHH ;n:eHb Bi;n:xo;n::>KY

SI nO;n:apYBaBllIH rOJIy6HH ;n:eHb Bi;n:xo;n:)KY

SI nO;n:apYBaBllIH qepBOHHH ;n:eHb Bi,nXO;n:)I(Y

qH nO;n:apYBaTH To6i I.I.J;e O;n:HH ;n:eHb Bi;n:xOL1S1qH)

6YB ;n:JISI Te6e 6iJIHH ;n:eHb Moe BOJIOCCSI

6YB ;n:JlSI Te6e rOJIy6HH ;n:eHb MOl oqi

6}'B ;n:JISI Te6e qepBOHHH ;n:eHb MOl YCTa

ane He 6YJlO ;n:HSI SlKHH 6H Mir 6YTH)

nHmalO naM'SlTb 6iJIoro ;n:HSI Ha qOPHHH

JIHmalO naM' S1Tb rOJIy6oro ,l(IDI Ha qOPHHH
JIHmalO naM'S1Tb qepBOHOro ;n:HSI Ha qOPHHH

an:e 3aB)KJ:{H 6paKYBaTHMe oJJ:Horo ;n:IDI Ha qOPHHH)

\037;)

He P03KYCHTH

30JIOTOrO roplmKa)

He OCSIITH

3eplUlTH eCTBa)

TlJIbKH JIaMaTH

3y6 3anHTaHIDI)

KPOB'IO 3iHTH)

3aJIHllIHllICSI

Hep03KOJIeHHM roplXOM)

HeOCSlrHeHHM 3epHSlM

)lQHKO)

10)))



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)

II)))



3. OCMI1CnEHH.H nopor A)

npHBiB SI Te6e 3a \037eH nopir \037o nepecTynaB

THCSlqy pa3iB i THCSlqy nepllHH nepecTynHB 3

To6olO Me)l{y ;n:OMY i CBiTY Me)l{Y Y3BHQaeHOCTi

i BiQHO cno;n:iBaHol iJII03il

l.Q0 MO)l{e TpanHTHCSI B THCSlqy nepllHH KOJIH

6YB ;n:oCBi;n: paHKY nOJIy;n:HSI BeqOpa Hoqi BeCHH

JIiTa oceHi 3HMH niB;n:o;n:eB' SlTOl B SlKY 6

TO He 6YJIO noro):{y B SlKY 6 TO He 6YJIO nopy
. . .

;n:YUIl CMYTKY qH pa;n:ocTI cxo):{aMH ;n:o;n:OJIY 1 cxo;n:aMH

HaBepx 3aB)I{J{H nOBepTaBCSI HIKOJIH Y

BqOpa TaKO)K HIKOJIH Y 3aBTpa

nepecTynalOqH SI nepecTynaB ;n:iHCHe Te l.Q0

iCHye 06 l.Q0 MO)l{Ha cniTKHYTHCSI Bi;n:QYTH 6iJIh

i \037o He Hic 6H cKa)KiMO KBiTKY KBiTKOIO

3aJIHllHJIaCSI XOq 6H 6YJIa BOHa KBiTKOIO caMOTH

36epirarra qepe3 nopir KOJlip 06pHCH 3anax

He 6YB nopir HiqHM oKpiM nOJIiHa

Hil.Qo He 6YJIO B HbOMY CKpHTe riJIOqKH i JIHCTSI
. .

BTpaqeHI pa3 Ha3aB)I{J{H He 3MO)l{e HIKOJIH

BHHOM 3eMJIi ynHTHcSI xi6a l.Q0 6YB CHMBOJIOM

;n:iM MiH 3aMOK MiH 3 TOHKHMH SlK nanip cTiHaMH

Ha ceo pa3 nepecTynHB 3 T06010 Me)Ky YCBi;n:OMJIlOlOqH

l.Q0 Bce 3aXOBaHe 3a nOBepXHelO ;n:eCb

MYCHJIO npHqa\302\243He TpHBaTH Qepe3 \037iJIHH qac

Bi;n:qHHHB ;n:Bepi i KOJIH 6 MH MaJIH Y PYKax

KBiT Sl6JIYHi He 3aJIHllIHBCSI 6 KBiTOM a CTaB

6H Y HallHX PYKax Sl6JIYKOM a60 3epHSIM
. ..

TaK I TpanHJIOCSI XOTIB Y)Ke BI;n:peKTHCSI He

3HalO ci\302\243lChoro 3epIDI OKpeCJIHJIaCb TBOSI

Hec<popMOBaHicTh HeCTHrJIicTh Hara;n:a.JIa OCKOMY

;n:onOMlr CKJIaCTH ;n:OMalliHIO BnpaBY SlKOIOCb

KiH03ipKOlO n03a6aBHJIaCSI TOpO'-lHJIH 06pyc. .
HUlKOBOCTI Te m;o CKpHTO BHnJIHBJIO ;n:HBHe TBoe

npH3HaHIDI Bneprne 3Ha\302\243llI MOBHJIa TO;n:1 BHnHJIa)

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 I 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)))



KeJIHX BorHIO nocepe):{ KBITqaCTOrO JIyry He
. .

npHra):{ylO Bl):{qYTTjI npHra):{ylO TepnKOIIJ;1

qepBOHY pOMaIllKY p03qapYBaHIDI nepen YCTaMH

HOIllY XTO Tenep Me He npHRMe 3rBaJITOB3HY \037iKaBicTIO

llIeJIeCTHTL COJIDMa CJIIB COJIOMa BOJIOCCSI

SlCHD MeHI Kpl3L HLoro j1K y nOJIy):{eHb BOHO
. .

Tenep MOJIOnIlle Ha ):{eKlJIbKa JIlT H3 ):{eCjlTKH

JIaCK Ha O):{HO CKYllITYBaHHSI j16JIYK3 ni3HaHHSI
. . .

He nO)Ka):{3B Sf rlpKOTH nlBOqOCTI

6YB Ha neCjlTb JIiT 3eJIeHillIHM niBqHHKO

3epHSf 6ynb l.Qe cni3H3\302\2431lI TepnKOl.Qi p03qapYB3HHSI

qepBOHY pOMalliKY no6iJISI BYCT xaH

6y):{e TaK j1K \342\202\254nOM311IIDI BnpaBa TOPOqKH

3 o6pyca HmKoBocTi TpHMaTH cTe6JIHHKH

nanb\037iB HaH6iJIL1lI3 Bi):{B3ra H3HnoBHillie' 1.Q3CTjI

BHKoxaTH Ha nyqeqKaX 6pYHbKH Hi)I(HOCTi

nepecTynHBIllH 1 CXO):{3MH nOnoMY

BepHYJIHCjI COJIOHi Tjlr3pi JIiT nOBHi \037allIi.. .
P03YMIHHjI Bce 331CHYBaJIO ,UO \037boro 1 Te I.QO

TH )KiHKa SlK3 H3 KBiTQ3CTOMY JIY3i 33CKOpO
. .

3P03YMlJIa KOXaHHjI Ta He 3P03YMlJIa l.QaCTSf

a Sf TOR I.QO nepecTynaB THCSfqy pa3iB i MOB

He 6YJIO THCjlqy nepllIoro He 6YJIO BeJIHKOrO

nOBepHeHHjI B KpalHY QOpHOrO 3epHSITH B enoxy
. .

):{on13HaHIDI nepeTHYB Me)KY B HanpSlMl ):(O
. ..

Y3BHQ3\302\243HOrO KOJIH KBITKa 3aJIHllIa\302\243TbCSI TlJIbKH KBITKOIO

XOQ 6H BOHa 6YJIa KBiTKOIO caMOTH i 36epiraJIa

nopir KOJIip 06pHCH 3anax a peaJIbHe
Te IQO 3Bepxy Te \037e 3Bepxy

BinB03HTb aBTo6yc )KiHKY SlKY SI KoxalO i He

nOCMIB TOPKHYTHCSI KOJIH BOHa nepe):{ XBHJIelO

6YJIa HeBHHHOIO 6i)Ky cxo):{aMH6o)l(e BRnOBHH

6JIaralO nycToTY cnoniBaHHSI ,UaH Hiw;o

nepecTynHBIllH IIOplf)
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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 a 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)

IS)))



4.0CMHCITEHH.HBEqOPA)

KOTpe BH6paTH nOBepTalOQHCh Ha BYJIHU;IO

3-ni.n: 3HaKY eJIeriI 3 .n:BOX npSIMOKYTHHKiB p0)l(eBOrO

i rOJIy6oro TaKi qiTKi OKpeCJIeHIDI TaKi

iHTeHCHBHi 6apBH .n:Ba KOJIhOpOBi Ka.n:pH

cepe.n: qOpHo6iJIoro cpiJIhMY BYJIHU;i

qH Bi.n:aellI l.QO Ha IX Tepe3ax Ba)KHTbCSI HacTpiH

P03YMiHIDI BeqOpa a60 0 caMoro ce6e

O.n:XHJIHTh YSIBa p0)KeBY llITOpy n06aQHllI )KiHKY

\037O qeKae pmHa BOHa .n:o HaOMeHlIIoro rrpoMiHHSIQKa

YCMixy Bipa 10 SIHrOJI-XOpOHHTeJIb

He 3Hae 6iJISI Byxa 3JIOrO SI3HKa CYMHiBY 3anaJIIO\342\202\254.. . .
CBlqKH cno.n:lBaHHSI OKpHJIeHa MO)Ke nl.n:JIeTITH

.n:O cTeJIi .n:o BiKHa .n:o .n:Bepeo He KJIHQ

60 BMpe Bi.n: rn;aCTfl He yrJIeniBIIIH XTO TOM

CTYKIT Te rYKaHHSI

p0)l(eBe cBiTaHHSI Ha JIi)l(KOBi 6JIarOBicTHTh nocTiJIb

)l{ara BHI.n:ae oqi CBSITKYIOTb PYKH He.n:aJIeKHMH

o6iHMaMH BH6iralOTh rpy.n:H HaBCTpi\037 nonepe.n:

CJIiB 3anaM'SITaH Bce OTaK Y nOCJIi.n:OBHOCTi

KIMHaTY npe.n:MeT 3a npe.n:MeTOM He OMHHH rropTpeTY
. .. . . .

HeBl.n:OMOI Ha CTIHI nl.n:COJIo.n:)I(eHa

p0)l(eBHM 6JISICKOM Y .n:oBri iI naJIhu;i

PHHYJIO )l(HTTSI ce )I( TBOI naJIhu;i TpHMaeTbCSI
Ha HHX 3eJIeHe SI6JIYKO 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)))



O\037XHJIHJIH rOJIy6y cpipaHKY xi6a CSI )l(iHKa
. . .

qY)I(a JIIHISI OKpeCJIlOlOQH CHJIyeT CTIKa\342\202\254y

BeJIHKY CJIh03Y xi6a BOHa He pi.I{Ha a)l( ):(0

Mi3HH\037 6pOH301O CYMY npHKOBaHa ):(0 ni.I{JIOrH

He KJIHq 60 BMpe Bi.I{ 3HeBipH \037o 6YJIO

rYKaHHSI lQO 6YB CTYKiT CHHi B\037CBiTH Ha

nocTeJIi QiJIYBaJIOCSI 6e3COHHSI 3 nO\037YllIKOIO

COJIOHe Mope BHHllIJIO 3 6eperiB IIi.I{CTpeJIeHi

nTaXH PYK qOPHHM CBeTpOM npHCHnaHI JJ:BI

6iJIi MOrHJIH He MOJISlThCSI .I{O HHX TBOI .I{OJIOHi

Ti )I( Me6JIi Ta )I( KiMHaTa HaBiTh Ta HeBiJJ:OMa

qOMYCh Y CHHhOMY cepnaHKY )l(eCT
. .

PYKH ):(JISI 3peqeHHSI JJ:OBrl IIaJIbQI SlK CHpOTH.. ..
BHpOCJIH CBITOBI Ha nOTarry HI\037O KPIM

He6a He BTpHMa\342\202\254ThCSI Ha HHX

BTiKaH Bi):( CHX BiKOH BH60py p03.I{BO\342\202\254HHSI

Ma\342\202\2541lIQopH06iJIe B3):(OB)I( THXOI BYJIHQi I.QO

3-ni):( 3HaKY eJIeril y\037aCJIHBJIIOIOQH O):(HO
. .

noraCHIII IHlIIe He BHBa)l(HllI P03YMIHHSI BeqOpa

caMoro ce6e 0.I{6epelII BYJIHQi O):(HH KOJIip

BH6epellI BiKHO MOB OKO Y nepcneKTHBi
. .

BaraHb HanlTKalO ICTHHY \037O TOHlIIa SlK BOJIOCOK

60 )I( \342\202\254o.I{Hi JJ:Bepi .I{O O.I{HOI )l(iHKH Bi):(qHHHIli

):(Bepi 3iJIJI\342\202\254ThCSIp0)l(eBe 3 rOJIy6HM Y cip06iJIe

KHBHe Ha npHBITaHIDI nO.I{aCTh BeqeplO

6Y.I{eHHHM 6Y.I{ellI CHTHH 06ipBH BOJIOCOK BYJIHQSI
. . .

):(OBra 1 neqaJIhHa 1 HI\037O He 3JIHBa\342\202\254ThCSIarre

H He nepeBa)l(Y\342\202\254)

18)))



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)

19)))



5. ABTOIIOPTPET 3 KPHJIOM APXAHrEJIA)

on Hana pa3aKoxaHHX
nOBro 6JIYKaJIa KapHM nOJIeM

B)I{e 6YJIO nOHoqi

KOJIH BOHa 3nOranaJIaCSI

nOnaTHCSI nOnOMY)

.
He\037aCHa nlBqHHa

BrJIenlBIIIH LQaCJIHBY napy
. .

BHpllIIHJIa B3araJIl He nOBepTaTHCSI

3 Kaporo nOJISI)

*)

PYllIl1B \037Ha3Hp\0371 3a Hero

cna.n:a BOHa Ha 3eMJII

6iJISI paHCbKHX MypiB
cnanana BpaHlllIHSI CJIb03a)

nin 3rYKH cpi6HOl CypMH

BinQHHHJIaCSl 6paMa)

apXaHreJl Ha3an y nlXBH

nOCJIaB BorHeHHoro Meqa)

niBqHHa 6YJIa TaKa 6e33aXHCHa

l.QO BiH npHKpHB iI

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)

21)))



*)

He MO)f{Ha nepenaTH

3QynYBaHIDI.IUBQHHH

KOJIH BOHa npOKHHYJIaCSI)

paHOK 6YB SIK paHOK

ane KpHJIO He 6YJIO 6yneHHHM)

nOneKY.QH TpanJISIJIHCb cpi6Hi
a TO H 30JIOTi nip'IHH)

. .
.IUBQHHa npOBeJIa naJIbQeM no KpHJIl

cpi6Hi nipWl BHJJ:aJIH Hi)l{HHM: nepe3BYK

SIK CTPYHH apcpH)

*)

KOJIH BOHa cnarra

SI BH6YJJ:YBaB ):(JISI Hel TepeM

npHHocHB 1M: nOTpaBH

KOJIH BOHa cnaJIa)

3BHKJIa JJ:O HecnOrUBaHOK

SIK no cxoJJ:Y COHWI)

BlpHJIa B QapH KpHJIa)

B)I{e Ha ):(pyrHH neHb

rpana BOHa TaK COJIOJJ:KO)

\037O TpeMTlJIa MOSI JJ:YllIa

SlK JJ:eKa cKpHnKH)
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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)

23)))



*)

.n:OBillHH qac

g He nOKa3YBaBcSI 18 Ha oqi)

3axoBaHHH 3a BUlMH

SIK 3a rYCTHM qaCTOKOJIOM)

Bcix .n:eCSITb iI niceHboK

HaBQHBCSI He MaBillH CJIYXY)

KOJIH BOHa TYJIHJIa KpHJIO

.n:o rpy.n:eH

Sf XOTiB 6YTH KpHJIOM)

o.n:Horo BeQOpa

HaBITb 3a3HpHYB Y lllnapHHY

SfK BOHa p03nSlranacSI)

24)))



\037:-)

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)

:\)



::.)

BpeillTl Sf Bl.QBa)I{HBCSf

BHHTH 3i CXOBKY)

6YB neHb HK neHb

Ta He 6a1.IuJIa MeHe niB1.IUHa)

nopyxaB Sf

3anepeB'HHiJIOIO PYKOIO

He 3aBBa)KHJIa )KeCTY)

KPHXKUM rOJIOCOM

Sf 3acniBaB onHY 3 Ii niceHbOK

He n01.IYJIa cnlBY)

3 p03nYKH BxonUB ii 3a PYKY
He Bl,Q1.IYJIa nOTOpKY)

npOHillJIa Kpi3b MeHe
. .

MOB Kp13b HIIQO)

26)))



:\037)

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 HK

npOCHQaB 18 YCJIi\037)

rnynol Hoqi

Sf nOBH\037HnylO BCI

cpi6Hi i 30JIOTi nip'IHH)

CTaHe KpHJIO )KaJIlOrl\037HHM

\037OCTeMeHHO o6cKy6aHHM

rycSfqHM KpHnoM)

Y KYT nO)K6yplO

3a)K,QH

TlillHBCSf H)

HKOI TH 3acniBa\342\202\254ill 3aBTpa)

28)))



::..)

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 walt

I gloated)

what song will you sing tomorrow)

29)))



*)

nOBeH no.n:OJIOK xaJIIO

nOHeCJIa .n:IBqHHa

.n:o paHCbKHX MypiB)

i3 3rYKOM cpi6HOI CypMH

Bi.n:qHHHJIaCjI 6paMa)

He nOCJIaB apXaHreJI y nlXBH

BorHeHHoro Meqa)

nOMHHHHQe

nporpHMIB BIH

IQO 3po6HJIa 3 MOIM KpHJIOM)

neBHO Ha HbOMY

6JIy.n:HJIa BHoqi 3 npH6JIy.n:aMH)

Sf 6YB Bi.n:OMIQeHHH)

30)))



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)

-:'1)))



*)

0\037Hanapa3aKoxaHHX

\037OBro 6JIYKaJIa KapHM nOJIeM

B)J{e 6YJIO nOHoqi

KOJIH BOHa 3\037Ora\037aJIaCSl

no\037aTHCSl \037O\037OMY)

08 BHrYKHYJIa HapeqeHa
H cnlTKHYJIaCSl

06 SlKeCb rycSlqe KpHJIO)

011 BHrYKHYB HapeqeHHH
H cniTKHYBCH 06 JIIO\037HHY)

06JIHllI

npollienOTlJIa HapeqeHa

KpaIQe BTiKaHMo

60 1Q0 SlK BOHa

He)l(JfBa)

32)))



:\037)

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. CTMXOTBOPM IIPO HEIlEBHICTb)

XTOCb IIDOB nonepe\037y MeHe

CUM IDJISfXOM)

XTOCb Ha KaM'SfHOMY nopo3i

3aJIUIDUB 3HaK KOJIIHa)

XTOCb 3a MHOIO CTOSfB

KOJIU Sf raCUB CBlqKY)

XTOCb nO\037YB MeHI 13-3a nJIeqa

KOJIU Sf 3ipBaB KYJIb6a6y)

*)

30pi 6YJIH \037o6pi

i 6YJIH 30pi He\037o6pi)

KOJIH Sf \037UBUBCSf Ha \037o6pi 30pi

6YJIO Bce rapa3\037)

KOJIH rJISfHYB Ha He\037o6pi 30pi
XTOCb nOKJIaB PYKY Ha cep:Qe)

Ta 6iJISI MO\342\202\254lTiHi

He 6YJIO TBO\342\202\254lTiHi)

cep:Qe MO\342\202\254\037OCI CUBe)
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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)

35)))



*)

He 6paKye Harniii 3eMJli

TpbOX KHTIB)

He 6paKY\342\202\254HarnOMY He60Bi
. .

CTOBnlB 3aJ113HHX)

He 6paKY\342\202\254Harniii BneBHeHOCTi

pO 3nYTTSI)

'1H B npH.n;opo)I{HiH KanJlH'I\037i

MOJlHTBa .n;o CYMHIBY)

\342\202\254npaB.n;HBOIO)

*)

nepCT BHTecaHHH i3 KaMeHIO

Moe npHBH.n;IHHSI)

MOSI .n;opora )KOpCTOKa
SlK )lQHKa)

MOSI .n;opora 3pa.n;JlHBa
SlK }KIHKa)

MOSI .n;opora Ka6J1Y'lKa

no.n;apOBaHa )lQHKOIO)

3 6)))



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 a woman)

my road treacherous
as a woman)

my road a ring

given by a woman)

37)))



*)

Ta BCe TaKH

HaBiTb Y QiH nycTeJIi)

He \342\202\254B131\342\202\25410

CTa.n;o JIeBIB)

6'eTbCSI BOHO \037onIDI

06 JIin He60KpalO)

qeKae
KOJIH 3 npOJIOMY OBH.n;y

nOTeqe qepBOHe He60)

*)

SlK nOCSIrTH neBHOCTI

cepen )KOpCTOKOCTl)

3aJIHIIla\342\202\254TbCSI c06olO

XOq IIlYKae BHXO.n;y)

3 o.n;Hiel KJIiTKH B iHrny)

He MaJIH qacy

nepeCJIaTH HaM cnora.n;H

neprnl XpHCTIDIHH)

aJIe npO)KHBae

HaH6yneHHiIIlHH neHb

nlBqHHa)

nOrOHHq JIeBIB)

38)))



::-)

and yet

even in this desert)

a pride of lions
. . .
IS not a vIsIon)

beating every day
against the horizon's ice)

waItIng
for red sky to flow

from the broken firmament)

:r)

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
11yes through

:he most ordinary day)

. .

.:on tamer)
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*)

. .
BMIHIDI naCTH JleBIB

nOCSlra\342\202\254TbCSIHalBHicTIO)

BOHa 3BHQaHHO He TH)
. ..

BOHa Mae TIJlO 1 TIHb)

BOHa He BHXOnHJla

n03a o6piH

SlK i n03a ce6e)

3aHanTO T}'TeHma)

ane ne 3HaHTH

neBHimy KPHIBKY

Han Ii TiJlo)

40)))



*)

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)

41)))



*)

,rUBQHHa 3aMKHYJIa KOJIO
. .

BHOQI Ha 3aqapOBaHOMY TepeMI

KoxaHHSI)

3niHCHHJlOCSI 3BiJlbHeHHSI

Bin 3YCTPI ql

Ha CTe)l(lO CHY)

XOTiB 6H SI 6aqHTH

qH CTOITb

npH,IJ;OpO}KHSI KannHqKa)

qH He CYMYIOTb

Ha PYIHi MOl SlHrOJlH

qOPHHH i 6iJlHH)

*)

cnarro nln JlOnyxoM

HaHqapiBHirne CTBOpiHHSI)

BpIBHOBa)KHJlaCSI Bara BaraHb

3HHKJlH 6e3roJloci nocTaTi)

MHp 3iHrnOB Ha JleBiB

COHI.J;e Bneprne nonarro 3eHITY)

KOJIH SI BHHrnOB 3 nJloTi

Ha 60cy 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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*)

RIKoro nonepe,n;y

HIKoro n03a.u;y
HiKoro o6iQ)

Tn MOrJla 6yrn
. .

TIJIbKH B MeRl

KOJIH 6 Tn B3araJIi

lCHYBana)

ane 3HaTH Sf \037boro He 3HalO)

Hiqoro He 6paKye
3eMJliiHe6y.
CBIT 3aBeprneHo)

JlHme BCTHr g

npOMOBHTH)

44)))





7. CTI1XOTBOPI1 IIPO KPI1XITHI1XJIIOAEH)

nBO\342\202\254KpmdTHHx JIlOneH

Ha 3eJIeHOMY Y3rip'1

3a neKeJIbHHM MICTOM

Ha XBHJIbKY

3a6YJIH npo CYMHiB)

a KOJIH OrJISlHYJIHCb

n03a,a ce6e)

BiH CBOIM TSirapeM

p03nJIeCKaB HaHBH\037HH narop6

pa30M 3 KBITaMH

i 60)l{HMHKopiBKaMH

i naM'SiTTIO

npo 6araTbOX

nOporHX JllOneH)

*)

. .
a MICTO BHBTIKaJlO

i3 )l{OBTOl CMOJIH 3anYXH)

3aJIHllIHJIHCSI

Kyqep'SiBi narop6KH . .
\037O naCJIHCSI B3nOB)I{ 3aJII3HHIJ;t)

1 TIHI

\037O nOJIOIlIHJIHCSI KPHKY CHpeH
i 6iJIHH nyx n013niB

\037o BHTaB

Han nBOMa KpHXITHHMH

KpHXITHHMH JIIOL{bMH)
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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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*)

KOJIH BIH ynaB

Mi3epHHH
Ha iT .nOJlOHIO)

i 3a;rUiBHBCSI Ha ce6e
. .

y .n 3e pKaJII .nOJIOHI)

To.nin06aQHB)

. .
\037O CBOIO HIKQeMHICTb

MaB 3a nHJIHHKY)

aTe

\037O 3BaJIOCSI B 0IJ;1 CJIb03010

3a BceCBIT)

48)))

SlTOl B SlKY 6

TO He 6YJIO noro):{y B SlKY 6 TO He 6YJIO nopy
. . .

;n:YUIl CMYTKY qH pa;n:ocTI cxo):{aMH ;n:o;n:OJIY 1 cxo;n:aMH

HaBepx 3aB)I{J{H nOBepTaBCSI HIKOJIH Y

BqOpa TaKO)K HIKOJIH Y 3aBTpa

nepecTynalOqH SI nepecTynaB ;n:iHCHe Te l.Q0

iCHye 06 l.Q0 MO)l{Ha cniTKHYTHCSI Bi;n:QYTH 6iJIh

i \037o He Hic 6H cKa)KiMO KBiTKY KBiTKOIO

3aJIHllHJIaCSI XOq 6H 6YJIa BOHa KBiTKOIO caMOTH

36epirarra qepe3 nopir KOJlip 06pHCH 3anax

He 6YB nopir HiqHM oKpiM nOJIiHa

Hil.Qo He 6YJIO B HbOMY CKpHTe riJIOqKH i JIHCTSI
. .

BTpaqeHI pa3 Ha3aB)I{J{H He 3MO)l{e HIKOJIH

BHHOM 3eMJIi ynHTHcSI xi6a l.Q0 6YB CHMBOJIOM

;n:iM MiH 3aMOK MiH 3 TOHKHMH SlK nanip cTiHaMH

Ha ceo pa3 nepecTynHB 3 T06010 Me)Ky YCBi;n:OMJIlOlOqH

l.Q0 Bce 3aXOBaHe 3a nOBepXHelO ;n:eCb

MYCHJIO npHqa\302\243He TpHBaTH Qepe3 \037iJIHH qac

Bi;n:qHHHB ;n:Bepi i KOJIH 6 MH MaJIH Y PYKax

KBiT Sl6JIYHi He 3aJIHllIHBCSI 6 KBiTOM a CTaB

6H Y HallHX PYKax Sl6JIYKOM a60 3epHSIM
. ..

TaK I TpanHJIOCSI XOTIB Y)Ke BI;n:peKTHCSI He

3HalO ci\302\243lChoro 3epIDI OKpeCJIHJIaCb TBOSI

Hec<popMOBaHicTh HeCTHrJIicTh Hara;n:a.JIa OCKOMY

;n:onOMlr CKJIaCTH ;n:OMalliHIO BnpaBY SlKOIOCb

KiH03ipKOlO n03a6aBHJIaCSI TOpO'-lHJIH 06pyc. .
HUlKOBOCTI Te m;o CKpHTO BHnJIHBJIO ;n:HBHe TBoe

npH3HaHIDI Bneprne 3Ha\302\243llI MOBHJIa TO;n:1 BHnHJIa)

12)))



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 repMeTHqHY qOPHY nHBHHQJO

nYIIJ;eHO npOMIHqHK

i QbOrO 6YJIO JJ;OCTaTHbO

I.IJ;o6 HeBiJIbHHK oCJIin)

SlKOCb BiH HaTSIrHYB Horo

SlK TSlTHBY

1 JJ;HBO

nHBHHQSI or JIYIlIHJIaCSI

MeTaneBHM 3rYKOM)

. .
TO]:U TOPKHYBCSISlK ]:UBqHHH

i BHJ{aB npoMiHb cpi6HHH 30HK)

BIJ{ Toro J{HSI

3a6YTO opo BOJIJO

aJ{)Ke BiJIbHHH He MO)Ke

6YTH MY3HKOJO H3 npOMeHi)

5\302\260)))



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 10

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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*)

HeL{OJIyrHH XBOpHH XJIOnqHK

j1K TlJIbKH BH3BOJIHTbCjI

BiJJ; MaMHHoI PYKH

nepeCTae qYTH iI rOJloc

nepeCTae qYTH HaBKOJIHIIIHe)

npHMITHBHa YjlBa BOJJ;HTb

Horo no KOJIY

BKJIaL{ae B YCTa j1KeCb L{HpKOTIHHjI)

BiH XOL{HB 6H TaK \037iJIHH JJ;eHb

BiH XOL{HB 6H TaK BceHbKe )l{HTTSI)

Ta KOJIHCb He,LtOJIyra JIIOJJ;HHKa

j1Ka 6YL{e L{O CMepTi

XJIOnqHKOM 1 MOTO\037HKJIOM

3aJIHlIIHTbCjI 6e3 MaTepi)

i I.U;O 6YJJ;e

j1K jI BTpaqy Te6e

npOMOBHBBIH

Ha Y3rip'l)
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\037\037)

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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*)

. .
HaBITb COH\037eBI

He 3a6YBalOTb

n'SlTaqKH Horo nJISlM)

. .
MICSI\037eBI

B6HBCTBO BqHHeHe 6paTOM
Ha 6paTOBi)

a 6iJIiii 30pi Te

\037o 3raCJIa BOHa

MiJIbHOHH JliT .no Hac)

a KoxaHiH

p03JIYKH)

*)

nOBepHeHIDI J{OJJ;OMY

03Haqae 3YCTPlQ

3 nOpO)l{HIM J{3epKaJIOM)

BOHO He BlpHTb
B OTOQeHIDI

He niJ{nYCKae J{o ce6e

3aMKHeHe

y paMQSlx caMOTHOCTI)

nOBepHeHHSI JJ;O.n,OMY

\037e 03HaQae 3YCTPlQ
. .

Ha BCIX CTIHax)
.. .

CTeJII nlJ{JI031 Y CHax

3 Ii OQHMa)

54)))





*)

QiJIHH neHb HOCHB

Ha HHTOqU;l

3a co6olO

rOJIy6y KYJIIO)

60SIBcjI a6H He nYCTHTH 3a BiTpOM

a60 He npOKOJIOTH

rOCTpHM Bpa)l{eHHjlM

qn He 3aJIHllIHTH 3a p03MOBOlO

Y 3HaHOMHX)

Ta BJIaCTHBO BiH 6YB

Y u;iH rOJIy6iH 060JIOHU;i
. .
1 He BInaB

XTO TaK MIU;HO

TpnMa\342\202\254Ii

3a HHTKY)

56)))

you strut about like a boat on the tide

could it be that your taut ears

have also heard the charm of undressing)

d ustclouds 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)

87)))

P)l{I)

94)))



):.)

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 13 qlTKHM nJIaHYBaHIDIM KOpHJJ;OpIB

i CXOJJ;OBHX raJIb Be)K i nHBHHQb QeH 3aMOK

3 qacy KOJIH B OnHOMY 3 JJ;aJIbHlX BIKOH

SI yrJIeJJ;iB Te6e CTaB HeB6JIaraHHHM JIa6ipHHTOM

HeMa\342\202\254HaHMeHllIOI HMOBipHOCTi

3YCTpiTHCSI B QiH BeJIHqe3HiH cnopYJJ;i 3

THCSlqaMH nOKoIB)
. ..

TIJIbKH qH MO)KYTb Y Qe nOBlpHTH 3aKOXaHI

3 POKY B piK nOJJ;H6ylO KpHXiTKH HaJJ;il

OCb TYT nepeJJ; KIJIbKOMa JJ;HSlMH TH HOqYBaJIa

KpyrJIa BHJJ;OJIHHKa Ha nOJJ;YIlIQi p03ry6JIeHi

cpi6Hi llInHJIbKH JJ;O BOJIOCCSI 3a pOrOM

npHBHniBCSI 6iJIHH PYKaB Il1e JJ;eCb HaniTKaB

p03QHHeHY KHH)KKY SlKY HaneBHe B)Ke He JJ;OQHTaelli

60 HeM a MO)KJIHBOCTi l.Qe pa3 nOTpanHTH

JJ;O Ti\342\202\254l)I( CBiTJIHQi

JJ;apeMHi BCSlKi nJIaHOMipHi P0311IYKH 60 Bee

OJJ;HO 3a6JIYJJ;HMOCSI JIHllIHBCSI OJJ;HH 60r

iM'SI KOTporo BHIIaJJ;KOBicTb

MOJIHTBa npOCTSlrHeHHX PYK nOHaJJ; rJIH60KHM

npOBaJIJISlM JJ;BOpy He 6i)I(H B o6xiJJ; 3HOB

3ry6HMocSI Ha pOKH
. .

a m;e CborOJJ;HI SI HaTpanHB Ha JJ;Ba KICTSIKH

TiJIbKH OJJ;Hi nBepi p03JJ;iJISlJIH IX 3a6paKJIO. .
BlpH BCboro Ha OJJ;HH noplr

1 OCb 3apa3 KOJIH MH CHJJ;HMO

npHropHYBIlIHCb Y HlqHOMY aBTO
. . ..

OCBlqeHoMY TIJIbKH OCIHHIM nO\037eM

MH 3Ha\342\202\254MOIl10 nOJJ;OJIaTH 3aMKoBHH

Jla6ipHHT HaM He CYJJ;HJIOCSI)
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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. ITPl1rOTOBJI5IHH5I A0 OCEHI)

\037e JIITO

Y TeJlecpOHi)

\037e CJlyxaBKa

SlK MYllIJlSI)

\037e 6i)KHTb

3eJIeHaBa XBHJISI)

l..Qe 30JIOTHH JIyr

y nHJlKY)

\037e CJlOBO TBoe

}lK }l6JIYKO)

3a6YJJ:bMO

npo JJ:O\037)

npo KOJIbOpOBI TIHI

napaCOJIbOK)

neperJlSlJJ:aHMO

rep6apiH JIiTa)

P03BOpYllIIM BYJIHK

rraXOI..QIB)

Ta rneJIeCTHTb

3IJlJISI)

SlK JJ:O\037)
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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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*)

rOTYHMO qOBHH

HanJIHBae OCIHb)

rOTYHMO qOBHH

3 6eperiB )KaJIb BHcTynae)

3anJIHBeMO

B 03epO naJ{OJIHCTY)

03epo

I..QO nornHHae CnlJ{H)

*)

06epHeTbCSI

npOCTlp Ml)K HaMH

Y nOp0)KHeqy)

He L{OnOMO)l(e

CTe)l{Ka

Y Mi)l{J'ip'Si 3raJ{OK)

aJIe 6nYKae
nOTaeMHHH norJIR,D;)

MOB 31)l{yxnHM JIHCTKOM

raillITHMe BITep

o6ipBaHOlO cppa3010)

3 TBoel niCHi)

62)))

3anHpaB BirtrtHX Y rpYrt Six . B ortHiH XBHJIi

3 ropH JIbBa BirtipBaJIacSi 6pHJIa niCKY

H Ha TOMY MiCQi nOSlBHJIaCSI nOCTaTb JIHQapSi

Y nOBHiH 36pol; naHQep 6YB 3JIO)KeHHH 3

JIYCOK, \037O po6HJIH Bpa)KiHHSI rpy601

llIKipH. 3'jlBa CTOSlJIa HepYXOMa, - aJIe
. . .

nOBISIB BITep I nOCTaTb 3HHKJIa, JIHllIHBCSI

cipHH Kpyr niCKY. TaK nOBCTaJIa JIereH\037a

npo JIHQapSi
-

onlKYHa ropH.)

(3 xpoHiKH Birt 11 6epe3HSI 1926 p.))

9 8)))



let's ready the boats

au tumn is sailing in)

let's ready the boats

sorrow's tacking offshore)

we'll sail

in to 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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*)

BTimaHMOCjI

p03JIYKOlO)

KOTpa Hami JJ;HI

nepeTonHTb y 30JIOTO)

Haml JJ;HI

B \037e OJJ;HY 30plO IIepeKye)

60 3aB60re HeGo

y P03JIYQI)

*)

Ha rpaHI CHY

SlK no JIHHBI)

JJ;iHCHiCTb

Ta 6a.rraHcYBaHHSI)

a KOJIH

rJISIHYTH BHM3)

HeHMOBipHO

MHHYJIe 36JIH)KyeTbcSI)

p03p131U11O

KO)KHY TpaBHHKY)

He MO)KJIHBO

BTpHMaTH

plBHOBarH)

1 CJl13)
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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)
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*)

. .
\037OL{eHHa 3YCTPlq Ha KaHaTI

... .
Ha plBHI Be)l{ I XMapOL{eplB

BHH3Y p033SIB CTpOK3:Ta Mana

Bropi no BiQHOCTi 6JIaKI1THi L{Bepi)

\037e TiJIbKI1 KpOK 0 6ynb YBa)l{Ha

XOQ 3JIYKa Hama nOrJIYM ponHTb
nJISI BCboro CBiTY MH JIl1m 6JIa3Hi
. .
I nO\037IJIYHOK HaM BHHaropOna)

Me CbOrOL{Hl HaL{nporpaMHO

jI OxonJIIO Te6e B 06ii1MI1

BinQI1ID1TbCSI 6JIaKI1THi 6paMI1

KOJIH i3 JII1HBI1 3 KOHY 3ii1neM)

*)

JIe)l{aTI1MY

SIK YTOllJIeHI1K
. .

Ha nHI aceHI)

30JIOTI KOCSIKH JII1CTSI

HaraL{YBaTI1MYTb

npo 30JIOTY pl16KY)

)l{OBTI JI0311 no\037y

npo CTPYHH

TBOeicKpl1nKI1)

TIJIbKI1 He BQYIO

iI rOJIocy)

. .
Kpl3b TOB\037Y oceHI)
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the daily meeting on the tightrope

high as skyscrapers and towers

below a quilted mGl,p 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 \037e oceHi Ha\037 \037IO

OCiHb Ta Bce Ma\342\202\254Kpal1
. . .
I HecnO\037IBaHOKp13b panTOBO
OrOJIeHHH ca\037 Bi\037KpHJIOCSI

He3HaHOMe nOpO)l{H\342\202\254nOJIe

6e3 )l{O\037HOI 3BHqHOI BixH

QU Hanii Ha 3YCTpiQ
. . .

He XOTIJIOCSI no CHX nip BlpHTH. .
\037O I ca\037 Mae KIHe:Qb

I 3a HI1M nOQHHa\342\202\254TbCSI

HOBa 3eMJISI

Ta \037OHaHriprne SI 3P03YMiB

\037O nOBeneTbCSI 11TH :QHM

6e3JIIO\037HHM nOJIeM He 3HalOQH

KynH I no\037o)

*)

He BmpiKal1CSI CHY CBoro

He BmpiKal1CSI \037HSI 30JIOTOrO

He Bin;piKaHcSI CHBoro 60JIIO

3a MHOIO

3a c06olO)

He 3HalO Te6e

npOMOBJIIO Bneprne)

He 3HalO Te6e

npOMOBJIIO B\037pyre)

He 3HalO Te6e

npOMOBJIIO BTpeT\342\202\254)
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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)

::.)

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. BHr AAAHA KOXAHA)

MeHwalOTb)
.. .

CBI '-II 1{HIB)

1{OJIOHelO

3aTYJIHIO

CHpOTJIHBHH nJIoMiHb)

BHXOnJIlO1O

iHO\037i 3 HenaM' SITi

Harl BYCTa)

nin\037aTJIHBHH
. .

BICK TIJIa)

MOIMH naJIb\037MH

TH CcpopMOBaHa)

3 Mora 31TxaHHSI

3paJ{)I(eHa)

*)

JIe)KHIlI He3aHMaHa Mi)l( rOJIHX CTiH

HeB)I(e TYT Ma\342\202\254CTaTHCb HeMHHyqe

Py6a\342\202\254MWJISIX Kpi3b CYMHiBH rycTi. ...
HeMOB Kpl3b 3apOCTI npIMYQl)

. .
n3BeHSlTb caMI \037Ba KeJIHXH nYCTI

\037O HeJ{onHTO no CTOJII p03JIHTO. ..
a TH BCSI BI\037 BOJIOCCSlI \037O CTIn

BOJIa\342\202\2541lInaM'SiTi npo crvlarJIe 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 Iny 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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*)

MOSI KOXaHa

SI TaK neKeJIbHO

BH6oplOBaB

nepB03J:{aHHe

pOKaMH nOCnlJIb)

npocTynaB 06pa3. . . .
MlJIIMeTp 3a MlJIIMeTpOM

i3-nin <paJIbllIHBOrO

30JIOTOrO

nOKpOBY)

TaK Bl,n:HOBJIIOIOTb

lKOHH

MOSI KOXaHa)

Ta KOJIH cep:u;e

nOHMeTbCSI BOrHeM

SlK nepeB' SIHa n;epKOBQSI)

TO HIKOJIH B)I{e

3 nOneJIY

EoropOnHQSI

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 a wooden chapel)

the Mother of God

will never again
rIse

from the ashes)
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*)

cnHill i3 MY3HKOIO 06ID1BllIHCb L{OCTOTY

3a onBipKOM CHY SI CTOIO SlK qY)KHH

3m' SIB qynoTBopHHH nJIIOI.I..J; L{OTHKY

Bi.[{coxnH PYKH MOl I.I..J;O )I( npO)l(eHH)

. .
Ha rJIYM KyqepSlBHTbCSI XMlJIb rrOMl)K CTerOH

nHBO npHCTpaCTl npornYMHTb rrpornYMHTb

Tpe6a UTH a TOU CBiT I.I..J;O 6e3 Te6e

:r.Qe 6iJIbrne )KOpCTOKHU Hi)K TH)

*)

6YBaJIO

CTaBaB Ha nplO
3 O.[{HorOJIOBHMH)

Tenep

.[{HxalOTb BorHeM

CeMHrOJIOBl)

6YBaJIO

npY31 nMYXaJIH

y 30nOTi Tpy6H)

Tenep

nOrJISI.[{alOTb Ha MeHe

QOPHHM nmHe6iHHjIM)
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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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*)

npOCJIaBCSI COH MiH n03a 06piH
-

He nepeHTH Horo 3a Hiq;
. .

nlm;aHe Mope XBHJIl ropHe
. .
1 J{epeBO KPHqHTb J{O Blq.)

Ane CTpHBaH-HO, npHJ{HBHCSI:

xi6a ce J{epeBO? Ce - Tn

CTOIlll, SlK J{epeBO 6e3 JIHCTSI,

YCSI Hara J{O cpaMOTH.)

I ran npOXOJ{SlTb KapaBaHH

i TH'IYTb rJIYMOM Y TBiH 6iK.

3aJ{epeBiJIHMH HoraMH

He 3pYlllY 3 Micl\\SI, J{aJIe6i.)

A \037o JIHllI KPHKHY
- TO MiH rOJIOC

3aQineHiHIUI He np06'e.
3HOB TH, 6e3nOMiqHa i rOJIa,
caMOTHIM J{epeBoM CTaelli.)

*)

BiJ{J{aTHCSI J{06pOBiJIbHO

B PYKH oceHI)

nYCTHTHCSI 6epera

3 iI llITaHJ1:apTaMH)

no nJIHTKHX 03ep\037x

KaBapeHb)

JJ;OBJ..[{YBaTHCSI

npo Te6e

3 J{eCSlTHX 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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MaJIlOBaTH TOJU

no MapMypOBOMY CTOJIHKY

QHraHCbKY JJ;opory)

Ha Te

p03JIHTa KaBa)

Ha Te

Hiq 6e3 6eperiB

\03706 p03nJIYTYBaTH)

*)

BiJ{QBiJIO iI KBiTYBaHHSI

nepJIHHa y CKOHKax JIOHa

BiTep )Kyp6H BiJJ;ciBae

3raJ{KH 3epHSI BIJ{ rrOJIOBH)

pSlTYUTe Ii ou npo6i
06BHuTe MOJIiHIDIM KOJIiHa

rrpOKJISITTSIM Ha6HTa YTp06a

SlK rocTpHM KaMIHHj{M)
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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)

::.)

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

wi th the jagged stones of curses)
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11. XPO HIKA OCMI1CJIEHb)

\302\253IcHye I.{H BeJIHKa MalllHHa,

MalllHHa BceBITY, aJIe BOHa -

CHOBHJ( 1 TIHb\302\273.

r. CKOBOpOLta)

E. CopOQi npHcBRTa)

. . .
13 MaTlpHoro nHR raJIY)KHMOCR nJIIL1HO

B)Ke CTaJIO rYCTO HaC no BceHbKHX nYCTKax
06iQRHa 3eMJIR MaHa 6e3CJIiL1Ha

RK MHJIbHa 6YJIbKa nOHaL1 HaMH JIYCJIa)

BepCTaHMO i 6e3QaCCR i1: 6e3L10pi)K)101

HaM 3a MOHceR IOHa BiJIbXa

B)Ke H HeL10BipKH xaIIJ; cTapiHllIHHH
. . .

BHJIa3RTh 13 3aMJIIJIOrO 3anlJIJIR)

IlIHKYIOTbCR Y JIaBH )KOBTOLt3106i JI03H
. .

Bpa3 OrOJIHBllIH cnHCH JIITOpOCJIIB.. .
n031p BICTYIOTb BICTYHH IIJ;O K03H

B)Ke 06rpH3alOTh HallIi aBaHnOCTH)

80)))



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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OCMllCITEHHH3AQllHY)

onlKYHKO pOL{HHHOrO TenJIa

npaMaMO JJ:BOpy JIHnO

BnYCTH Hac JJ:O CBoro JJ:ynJIa

SlK ,I:{O c060py Ha MOJIHTBY)

60 \037o nOCi\342\202\254MOnO)KHeM
. .

a :r.Q0 nOCl\342\202\254MOHe 3BICHO

He HJJ:eM JJ:O Te6e nOpO)KHeM
HeceM T06i npHricHe)

B)Ke nO,I:{aBHBCSI noroBlp

JJ:3BeHHTb BeciJIbHHH n013,I:{

oniKYHKo ciM'1 BnOBi)K
. .

CBOIO npe,I:{BlqHY nOBlCTb)

*)

TYT npe,I:{KaMH HeJIHHSlMH

BrHO\342\202\254HO3eMJIIO

Ha ropopl31 ByrJISI
. .

qOPHl,I:{OJIOHlJIHCTSI)

. .
3aCBlJ{qy\342\202\254apXeOJIOrlSi

rOpO,I:{H\037e qopH060py

30JIOTOKOPYCTOJIHQIO

CBSI\037eHHoro JJ:y6a)

BHrHaHi Ha nepHcpepilO

nepeTpHBaJIH rOHIHHSI

Tenep I.I..(HTH ,I:{epeB
. .

Bl:r.QYIOTb cMepTb COKHpl)
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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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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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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)

.r,.-)

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

tonigh t)
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OCMHCnEHH\037qEKAHH\037)

. ..
npHplC SI ,no MYlliJIl O,nBlpKa

IllenTaJIa MYIllJISI Y THIllI
. .

npo CnJIeCKH naH'-IIX Ha nl,nJIOry

XBHJIb Ha ni:I.QaHHH 6eper)

IllyrHYJIa npH60eM CYKOHKa

CnJIHBJIO llIYMOBHHHSI COpO'-lKH

a nOHa\037 BCIM IlleJIeCT Illepex

oCTaHHbol niHH CTaHHKa)

o\037BipKY :I.QO 6y\037e 3 T06010

XO\037HllI SlK '-IOBeH no XBHJII

HeB)I{e Tyri TBOI Byxa
Te)l{ B'-IYJIH '-lap p03\037SlraHHSI)

*)

KypSiBa Ha\037 KoropTaMH

TO CTSIr 3eJIeHHH JIicy

CypMJISlTb ,nepeBa

cypMaMH TIJI)

npa\037aBHe Ha BYJIH\037X

napCYHH 3BlplB

B YJIaMKaX BITpHH

SlK Y CBlqa,nax)

TOBqYTb O\037BlpKH

\03703eMJIi'-loJI06HTHIO

3 p03KOJIHH 6eTOHY

p03pHB-TpaBa BH6yxae)

86)))

your violin)

only I won't hear
her voice)

through the thickets of autumn)
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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)

d ustclouds 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)

87)))
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OCMllcnEHH\037 IIJ:EAPOCTI)

He 3BHKHY ,no TBoro TIJIa

nOMapaHQy 3 He3HaHoro ca\037y
. . .

nI3HO\037BIT O\037WJITHHa

caMiTHHH ocaMiTHeHa)

niJ{CTaBJISIIO ce6e SlK MHCY

qH \037eJ{piCTIO BHnOBHHUJ MHCY
. .

O\037QBITHHa nepBOQBIT
. .

TO B OQI TO B PYQI)

He 3BHKHY ,nO CBoro \037aCTSI

TY)I{Y 3a \037aCTSIM 3eJIeHHM
. . .

nl3HOQBIT O\037QBITHHa

caMiTHHH ocaMiTHeHa)

*)

06pOJ{HJIaCSI KHCJIHQSI TyqHa KopOBa
Ha MaH,QaHi nocepeJ{ MicTa

paTHQSlMH BrpY3JIa

nonacae 6PYKiBKY)

\037OSlTb iI 3eJIeHe MOJIOKO

pa30M 13 JIHCTSIM

HaJ{Beqlp o,nHa CTpOMOBHHa

qOpHa 360JIeHa J{iHKa)

a BpaHQi nOBopiTbMa \037iHHa

\037e KHCJIIIlll KHCJIHQKH

CnO)l{HBalOTb ropo,nSlHH \037eJ{pOTH

\037e,nplCTIO He HaXBaJISlTbCSI)
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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 frui ts even tarter

city folk consume its riches

and can't overpraise its bounty)
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OCMllCJIEHH.H QACY)

6YB B aHTHKBapHi Ha neHcii

a)K Sf Horo TaM Ha,aH6aB

Qepe3 30JIOTe neHCHe

CBIT cnorJISI,aae SlK ):{HBO)

MHCJIHTb Y ,ayci 6apOKKO
He B)KeHeTbCSI 3a HallIHM TeMnOM

MypKOQe co6i MOB KOTHK
. .. .

B HallIlM Y3Hl}lOf(l TenJIIM)

3pi):{Ka BKa3iBKOlO QOBrHe

rO):{HHH BepCTae nlllIKH

nJIHBeMO Ha qacy qOBHHKY
. .

3 O}:(Horo H}tIoro B IHUJe)

*)

COKHpHII.J;e ,aepeB' SlHoro nopony

XJIOpOcpiJIOBHH BHnJIi,a

BHTecaHHH npHnaCOBaHHH
3aqOBraHHH ,ao JIHCKY)

TpHMae 3aJIi3HHH nHCOK

Ha TiJIax 6paTiB no\037ep6JIeHHH

HeMa B HbOMY 3eJIeHOl KpOBi

HI KpOBHHO'-lKH)

)KOpCTOKHH SlHHqap
nec QHBiJIi3aQil

npH6epe)l{e Horo raHb6y
CKJISfHHH MaB30JIeH '-lacy)
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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

chlorophy11 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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OCMI1CJIEHH5I EE3HAAII)

Hac BO\037SlTb 6JIY\037OBO\037H

Qepe3 JIICH Ta BOLtH

3 O\037HOI 3raLtKH B iHIlIY

ll\\06 MH Ha IlIJISlX He BHHIlIJIH)

raTIMO rOJIOBOIO

06 cTiHH cTiHH cTiHH)

. .

nlLtYTb BILt Hac Ha BOJIJO
. . . .

3anepTI B CTIHax TIHI)

KOJIye 3ra\037OK TI'-IHSI

Hi CTe)KKH Hi 3Ha\037i6'SI
. ..

O!{Ha caMOTHICTb BI'-IHICTb

a !{Bi ce 6e3Ha.aUl)

*)

. .
BnaJIa 3aBIca CTIHH)

. .

BI\037KpHJIHCSI COTH nOBepxIB
. .

COTHI BepTenlB

i B KO)KHOMY JIHu;e.aiHcTBo)

KpiceJI LtHBaHiB llIacp
. . .

TeJIeB130plB JIaMn XOJIO.aHJIbHHKIB

KHH)KOK BapeHIDI KHJIHMIB

KOJIHCOK TiHeH)

BpOlJIOCSI peQaM y rOJIoBi

TiJIbKH nonycTH IX LtO KOHY

OLtHH JIHIlI MaSlTHHK CKOBOpO\037H

'-IepKHYB aMnJIITY\037Y 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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OCMI1CnEHH.H IIPOrPH)

. ..
J{OBe1.IOpl\342\202\254J{eHb I CBIT

i MH nOBeqopi\342\202\254M 3BicHO

ceu neHb 6YB Hall i CBiT 6YB cBiH
. ..

\037o Tenep 3 ,aHeM 1 \037O 31 CBITOM)

PYKaMH JIHHelli MOB KpHJIbMH

Ta nOHaJ{ ce6e TH He 3MO)J(elli

He pyrn cpipaHKH a TO 6 MH

TaKe Y3npiJIH \037O KPHH 60)J(e)

BepTaHMOCSI Y CBiT CTapHH

BepTaHMOCSI Y ce6e 3HOBY

ce nporpa nporpall 60 Bci rp\"
. .

He BapTI HaBITh CJIOBa)

*)

Qe 3YX a He rOJIy6e aBTO
. . .

OT I nOKlpHe MlCbKe TeJISlTKO

,a06pHKaJIOCSI p03naHaxaHe qepeBO. .
Ha BJIaCHIM BorHl nOneqeHe)

Ha nepe,aMlcTl 3ynHHeHe CTe)l{elO

SlK rnnHJIbKOIO MeTeJIHK

npOXpOMJIeHe niKolO 6YKa

KOJIOM O,aHHM BOPYllIHTb)

Tenep BOHO naM'SlTHHK BinqaH,aYlliHOCTi

MOHYMeHT MeTaJII3MY

qHrae 3 XH)I{HX KYII.J;IB
. .

HeHa)l{epHa rl\342\202\254HaP)l{I)
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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 is 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 \302\267

a monument to metallism

the insatiable hyena of rust

lies in wait in ravenous bushes)
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OCMllCITEHHgBTPATll)

llIJII06Ha Hiq oCTaHHbol CBiqKH

llIJII06Ha Hiq oCTaHHbol Hit{KH

oGpyqi KPY)KJUIIOTb ,UOOKOJIa fHOTY

pa3 o6pyqKa cpi6Ha a pa3 3JIOTa)

naM'SlTa\342\202\254llIJIaCKO nepllIY JIaCKY

naM'SlTa\342\202\254llIJIaCKO JIaCKH MaCKY
. . .

HallIa HIt{ Manl\342\202\254CBlqqHHa neJIIOCTKa)
.

B OI.U MaCKH JIaCKO 3S1\342\202\254nYCTKa)

BHTeKJIO 3iHHl.d )KHBe cpi6JIO

6iraJIo KPYllIHJIOCb 30BCiM 3,Upi6JIO
. .

BHTeKJIO 31HHQI TbMSIHe 3JIOTO

3aKypHB cBiTaHOK \"IOpHHM rHOTOM)

*)

3eJIeHe CBSITO co6opy
xi6a 3-nepe,U qaCiB

Y 30JIOTHH BiK 60PY

GYJIO TYT 3eJIeHirne)

TepHHHa no6iJISI 6paM nJIa3Y\342\202\254

noporH QIJIY\342\202\254

3a nOJIH qlnJIjI\342\202\254

rtaHTe JIicy pa,UH)

. .. .
BHTeKJIH 31HHQI BITpa)KIB

. .
,UOJIIBKa nlrt KHJIHMOM CKeJIeQb

3P03YMiB JIiCOBHH nTax

\037o BiB He DOpTHSlHCbKHH)
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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 winaows run out

the floor carpeted by eyeglasses
the woodland bird realizes

it is no Bortniansky::.)

:\037Dmytro Bortniansky (1751-1825): conductor and composer of choral

church music.)
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OCMllCllEHHgPEAllbHOCTI)

. .
nI.l{ nOneJIOM HOql

ni.[( CHOM Y cHi

cnHTb 30JIOTH\" cHin

cnHTb 6iJIHH cHir)

. .
nlrt nOneJIOM HOqI

Tenep SlK I Bneprne
CnJISlTb KoxaHol KOCH

CnJISlTb KoxaHol nepcH)

. .
nlrt nOneJIOM H01{1

,UononeJII\342\202\254Sica

Tn 6yrtell 3HOBY caMa

SI 6y\037y 3HOBY caM)

*)

IIIaniB TYT BiTep, \037o KHrtaB TYMaHaMI1

nicKY \" cHiry, rHYB rtortOJIY rtepeBa H

3anHpaB BirtrtHX Y rpYrt Six . B ortHiH XBHJIi

3 ropH JIbBa BirtipBaJIacSi 6pHJIa niCKY

H Ha TOMY MiCQi nOSlBHJIaCSI nOCTaTb JIHQapSi

Y nOBHiH 36pol; naHQep 6YB 3JIO)KeHHH 3

JIYCOK, \037O po6HJIH Bpa)KiHHSI rpy601

llIKipH. 3'jlBa CTOSlJIa HepYXOMa, - aJIe
. . .

nOBISIB BITep I nOCTaTb 3HHKJIa, JIHllIHBCSI

cipHH Kpyr niCKY. TaK nOBCTaJIa JIereH\037a

npo JIHQapSi
-

onlKYHa ropH.)

(3 xpoHiKH Birt 11 6epe3HSI 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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OCMI1CJIEHH5I XPO HIKI1)

Sf MOBHB MHna

ceo COH YPYKY
. ..

\037OCb Y TIM CBITI

\037OCb Y TIM)

Sf MOBHB MHna

ceo COH YPYKY

\037OCb TaKH B CBITI

\037OCb TaKH)

Sf MOBHB MHna

ceo COH YPYKY
. ..

\037OCb Y TIM CBITI

\037OCb TaKH)

CKOi\"JIOCH)

100)))



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. CTI1XOTBOPI1 IIPO 3PEQEHH.H)

.. .

BILtpeqeHICTb JIHCTKa BILt LtepeBa.. ..
BILtpeqeHICTb LtepeBa BILt 3eMJII

BinpeqeHicTb 3eMJIi Bi):{ HeGa)

. .
\037O TO \342\202\254BILtpeqeHICTb)

BiLtpeqeHicTb OqeH

Bin JIHCTKa nepeBa 3eMJIi He6a)

. .
BILtpeqeHICTb

JIHCTKa LtepeBa 3eMJIi He6a

Bin OqeH)

i ce HaHKpacHilIIol
BeCHH)

KOJIH JIHCTOK 3 LtepeBOM

LtepeBO 13 3eMJIelO

3eMJISI i3 He60M)
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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 is with tree

tree with earth

earth with sky)

1\302\2603)))



*)

KOJIH nepo 3a COJIOMHHKY

nepo 3plKa\342\202\254TbCjI)

caMe TO]:U KOJIH
. .

nlBeHb TPHql He npOKpHqaB)

KOJIH pH\037aHHjI rJIyxe

CJIb03H CJIlnl

p03nYKa KYJIbraBa)

KOJIH KaneJIIOX

He KJIaHSI\342\202\254TbC\037

CBITOBI

I KOJIH jI

nm THM KaneJIIOXOM

SlK nILt CHJIbQeM

caMe TO\037l)
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-:\037)

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 SI BKJIOHHBCSI

JIa.ni i llepYHOBi
CTaB JIIO.nHHOIO)

KOJIH SI BKJIOHHBCSI

cTiHi HepYIlIHMiu
CTaB .nep)KaBOIO)

KOJIH SI BKJIOHHBCSI

co6i CaMOMY)

CTaB 6e3.nOMHHM

CKOBOpO.nOIO)

Tenep 03HpalOCSI
. .

Ha BCI CTO CTOplH

nYCTeJII)
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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.)

1\302\2607)))

Kpi3b CYMHiBH rycTi
. ...

HeMOB Kpl3b 3apOCTI npIMYQl)

. .
n3BeHSlTb caMI \037Ba KeJIHXH nYCTI

\037O HeJ{onHTO no CTOJII p03JIHTO. ..
a TH BCSI BI\037 BOJIOCCSlI \037O CTIn

BOJIa\342\202\2541lInaM'SiTi npo crvlarJIe JIiTO)
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5. ABTOIIOPTPET 3 KPHJIOM APXAHrEJIA)

on Hana pa3aKoxaHHX
nOBro 6JIYKaJIa KapHM nOJIeM

B)I{e 6YJIO nOHoqi

KOJIH BOHa 3nOranaJIaCSI

nOnaTHCSI nOnOMY)

.
He\037aCHa nlBqHHa

BrJIenlBIIIH LQaCJIHBY napy
. .

BHpllIIHJIa B3araJIl He nOBepTaTHCSI

3 Kaporo nOJISI)

*)

PYllIl1B \037Ha3Hp\0371 3a Hero

cna.n:a BOHa Ha 3eMJII

6iJISI paHCbKHX MypiB
cnanana BpaHlllIHSI CJIb03a)

nin 3rYKH cpi6HOl CypMH

BinQHHHJIaCSl 6paMa)

apXaHreJl Ha3an y nlXBH

nOCJIaB BorHeHHoro Meqa)

niBqHHa 6YJIa TaKa 6e33aXHCHa

l.QO BiH npHKpHB iI

CBOIM KpHJIOM)
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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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the province the tiny little

province lies in wait for me)

the province the tiny little

prOVInce stones me

with a huge stone)

. . .

Just walt 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)
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*)

Y ca\037y 6JIa)l(eHCTB
. . ..

\037e BICIM KBITIB

O\037HH TlJIbKH \037JISI MeHe

6JIa)l(eHCTBO rOHiHHSI)

3i ca\037y 6JIa)l(eHCTB
. . ..

\037e BICIM KBITIB

O\037HHM MeHe BIHY\342\202\254llI

6JIa)l(eHCTBOM rOHiHHSI)

SIKH\" ce KBiT 6apBOlO)

Ha 6iJIe MOBHB 6H

QOpHe

KOJIH 6 He cni3HaB)

Ha QOpHe MOBJIIO 6iJIe

60 3a\037JISI Te6e)
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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 is 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 ,lXoBriH JIJISIHiH copotIQi

6YB SI Mi)K HHMH)

O,lXHOrO pa3Y 6ypSi
BTOnHJIa Halli tIOBeH)

tIoro 601Tecb MaJIOBipH

npOKa3aB yqHTeJIb)

6yplO 3pO,lXHB Balli CYMHiB
. .

TonHTb Bac B MOpl CYMHIB)

qOMY 6 He Bi,lXnOBicTH

BQHTeJIIO)

KOJIH 6 He CYMHiB

XTO YBipye B Te6e)
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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)

115)))



*)

Me\037 MOBqaHIDI

HaUfipKillIUU UOJIUH)

30JIOTO MOBQaHHSI

3ap)KaBiJIa 6JISIllIKa)

UYCTKOJO BallIa XaTa

BUflH uycTUHeJO)

He BUUJIUBe CJIOBO

13 TbMU MOBQaHHSI)

BOL{a HallIa HIKOJIH

He CTaHe BUHOM)

a rr'SlTb XJIi6HH

3aJI HllI aT bCSI

rr'SlTbMa xJIi6HHaMH)
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cni3HaB)

Ha QOpHe MOBJIIO 6iJIe

60 3a\037JISI Te6e)
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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 BHpOCJIO 3a HaMH

L{epeBO CTBepL{)KeHIDI)

BHpOCJIO 6 Bi\037peqeHHSI

Ta KopeHSI

BOHO

He 3Hae)

*)

HaCTaB qac npOlQaHHSI)

nOCHL{HMO \037JISI rOL{HTbCSI

IIOMOBQHMO L{JISI rOL(HTbCSI

IIOrOL{HMOCSI L{JISI rOL{HTbCSI

p03iHL{eMOCSI SlK rOL{HTbCSI)

13rOSlMH

qepe3 HIMI BopOTa

THxeHbKHMH CTe)KKaMH)

3plKalOQHCb BCboro

He 3pIKalOqHCb
TIJIbKH

caMoro 3peQeHHSI)

nepeKOTHnOJISI
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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ABTo6iorpacpiqHa IIpMMiTKa)

HapOLU1:BCSI SI 9 JIHrrHSI 1939 POKY Y XOL{0pOBi Ha JIbBiBl.QHHi. I,

X01.J SI rroKHHYB MicTe1.JKO 1956 POKY, KOJIH 3aKiH1.JMB CepeL{HIO

llIKOJIY Ii BCTyrrHB L{O JIbBiBcbKOrO YHiBepCMTeTY, 3B'Sl3KiB

i3 HUM He rropHBalO L{O HHHi. Eo 3 XOL{0POBOM rrOB'Sl3aHi He

TiJIbKU MOl L{HTSl1.Ji Bpa)KeHHSI H CrrOraL{H, 60 3BiL{TH He TiJIbKH

L{)KepeJIO HaTXHeHHSI-TaM JIIOL{H, l.QO L{aJIH MeHi )KHTTSI H

BHXOBaJIH Y 3L{OpOBOMYHaIJ;ioHaJIbHOMY L(yci. .51 TaKO)K HiKOJIH

He Mir 3a6YTU, l.QO SI xpel.QeHHH B rpeKO-KaTOJIHIJ;bKOMY

06pSlL{i i l.Q0 6paT Moel MaTepi--cTYL(eHT JIbBiBcbKoro

YHiBepcHTeTy-6YB 3aKaTOBaHMM Y 1.JepBHi 1941 POKY Y TlOpMi

HKBC-y TiH TlOpMi, L(e TpHL{IJ;SlTb pOKiB onicJISI L{OBeJIOCSI

MeHi H MOIH L{PY)KMHi, rrpaB03aXMCHMIJ;i IpMHi KaJIHHeIJ;b, rr06YBaTH

Y 1.Jac CJIiL{CTBa H CYAY HaL(i HaMM. Heorri3HaHi OCTaHKM Moro BYHKa

B KOTpiHCb i3 6paTCbKHX MOrHJI Ha JIM1.JaKOBi 4M .5IHiBCbKOMY

IJ;BHHTapi Y JIbBOBi. npo MOrMJIH SI TaKO)l( HiKOJIH He 3a6YBaB-
3aHaL{TO 6araTO CYMHOI rraM'SiTi LtOBOLtMTbCSI Ha\037l, YKpaIHQSlM,

L(BHraTH.

3aKiH1.JHBIlIH cpiJIoJIori 1.JHMH cpaKY JIbTeT JIbBiBcbKoro

YHiBepcHTeTY 1961 POKY, SI rrpaIJ;IOBaB B 06JIaCHOMY apxiBi L{O

1972 POKY. MoSi Oc06HcTa rraM'SlTb 36ara1.JYBaJIaCSll.Qe H iCTO-

pH1.JHOIO. 51K rroeT-llIicTL{eCSlTHMK SI BMpocTaB Ha TpaL(MI.(iSix

piL{Hol 3eMJIi, HapoL{Hol 06PSlL{OBOCTi i P03CTpiJISIHOrO

BiL{p0L{)KeHHSI. MiH B1.JHTeJIb: EorL{aH-Irop AHTOHH1.J.

TIp06JIeMH, SlKi Terrep TaK rOJIOCHO 3aTopKHYJIa YKpalHa, B)Ke
. .

TOL{l MY1.JHJIH MeHe 1 SI 3aL{eKJIapYBaB CBOIO rpOMaL{CbKY

rr03HIJ;ilO He TiJIbKH Y pi3HMX rrpaB03aXMCHMX aKQiSlX, aJIe M B

cBOIH rroe3iL KHH)Ke1.JKa \302\253BoroHb KyrraJIa\302\273 (KHIB, 1966) MaJIa

rrpHXHJIbHY KPMTMKY B YKpalHcbKiH rrepiOL{HQi. Ta

BHL{aBHHQTBa BiLtXHJISlJIH HacTyrrHi 36ipKH Bcyrrepe1.J IXHboMY

6a)KaHHIO i SI B)Ke MaB He HaL{TO L(06P03H1.JJIHBY orriHilO Y BJIaCTb

IMYl.QHX.

MiH L{Op060K CTaHOBMTb 17 rrOeTH1.JHHX 36ipOK, l.QO 3rpyrroBaHi

B L{BOX QHKJIax: \302\253np06YL{)KeHa MY3a\302\273(MY3a WiCTL(eCSlTHHKiB, 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 1941my 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 laniv cemeteries in L viv. 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 \302\253HeBOJIbHl-ftla MY3a\302\273(8 36ipOK 3 1972-1981 pOKiB,

qacy YB 'Sl3HeHHSI). KiJIbKa 36ipOK i3 nepllIoro nepioL{Y,

nOXO):{HBIlIH Y caMBH!taBi, BHUllIJIH Y BiJIbHOMY cBiTi

i YKpalHcbKolO MOBOIO, i B nepeKJIa!ti. 3a Qe, SlK i 3a

rpOMaL{SlHcbKY HenoKopy B TeMaTHQi BipllIiB, SI 6YB penpecoBaHMH.

BJIiTKY 1972 POKY BCJIi.D: 3a CBOelO L(PY)I{HHOIO SI 6YB 3aapemTOBaHHH

i oTpHMaB 6 pOKiB CYBOPHX Ta60piB i 3 pOKH 3aCJIaHIDI, SlKi BiL{6YB

Ha IIiBHiqHoMY YpaJIi i B 3a6aHKaJIJIi. B YB'Sl3HeHHi npaQIOBaB

TOKapeM i KOqerapoM. MyqHBCSI, aJIe He KaSlBCSI- i paL{HH 3

Toro, 60 qyIOCSI, I.IJ;O JIMllIHBCSI JIIO):{MHOIO. IIoe3iSl L{OnOMOrJIa

BHCTOSITH i B nepllIHH, i B ):{PyrHH nepiOL{H. 3 YMiB 36eperTH

Bce HarrHcaHe, I..QO Te)K L{HBOBH)KHO, aJIe He BneBHeHH\", IQO

Qe pa):{iCTb L{JISI qHTa qa. ITicJISI 1981 POKY SI 3aMOBK SlK noeT i

Terrep SI -
iMrrpecapio KOJIHllIHbOro rroeTa IropSi KaJIHH\037.

He JIerKO 6YJIO BJIallITYBaTHcSI 6i6JIioTeKapeM Y JIbBiBCbKiH

HaYKoBiH 6i6JIioTeQi AH YPCP iM. CTecpaHHKa rricJISI rroBepHeHHSI
Ha EaTbKiBIQHHY

- CTOSIB BHCOKOCHHH piK 3aCTOIO. A06pe, I..QO

He L{o):{aJIH I.IJ;e OL{HOrO TepMiHY 3a ):{apMOl.D:CTBO, HapKOTHKH,

3rBaJITYBaHIDI qH 3a Bipm, JIHCT, 3aSlBY, SlK Qe 6YJIO 3 iHmHMH.

HaQioHaJIbHe BiL(p0L{)KeHHSI crrpHHHSlB YCiM \342\202\254CTBOM.TOMY

1977 POKY YBiHmOB !to peL{aKQil rr03aQeH3ypHoro aJIbMaHaxy

\302\253\342\202\254BIllaH-3iJIJISI\302\273,SlKHH BHXOL(HTb ):{O CborO):{Hi i KopHcTyeTbcSI

rrpHXHJIbHiCTIO qHTaqiB. rpyna \302\253\342\202\254BmaH-3iJIJISI\302\273OL{Ha 3 rrepllIHX

M06iJIi3YBaJIa JIbBiB'SiH Ha nepe6y!tOBqi rrpOQeCH, rypTYBaJIa IX

L{JISI rrepe60peHIDI cTpaxy H iHepQiL Tenep SI peLtaKTOp )KypHaJIY,

rn;o Horo Mae BHL{aBaTH JIbBiBCbKHH 06JIaCHHH BiL{L{iJI <l>OH!ty

KYJIbTypH.

5[ rop):{HH, I..QO 6YB y JIbBOBi 6YL(HTeJIeM HaQioHaJIbHOrO

Bi):{p0L{)KeHHSI 1987-1989 pOKiB. AJIe i B Qi qy):{oBi pOKH He

BiL(qYBaB rroTpe6H B rrepi rrOeTMqHiM. OTaK )l(HBY, Bi!tMOB-

JIlOlOqHCb BiL( nporr03HQiH ):{pYKYBaTHCSI B :>KypHaJIax. AJIe

3Ba)KHBCSI Bce-TaKH: 1991 POKY B KHeBi Mae BHHTH KHH)KKa i3

TpbOX 36ipoqOK. Ha rpy6my, Ka)KYTb, HeMa rrarrepy.)
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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 1981I stopped writing poetry, and now I am the

impresario of the former poet Ihor 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 Ievshan-zillia [\"Wormwood\"], which is still coming out and

enjoys the support of readers. The Ievshan-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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Ihor Kalynets, who was born in Western Ukraine in 1939, is

the author of seventeen books of poetry, which have been called
\"the most sophisticated modern poetry :yet to appear in Ukraine.\"

Drawing on pagan antiquity and folk beliefs, Kalynets mixes

metaph)Tsical contemplations with erotic imagery and social
criticism. Because of his unconventional poetics and his

spirited

defense of human rights in Ukraine\" only one of his books has
been published there, and even that one was

immediately banned.

In 1972, along with his \\\\rife Iryna 5tasiv - a human-rights
activist and a poet in her own right -

Kalynets was sentenced to
six years of imprisonment and three years of exile. He now lives
in Lviv and is at the forefront of the cultural and

political revival

in Ukraine.)
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