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ICARUS
WITH BUTTERFLY WINGS
&

OTHER POEMS




1. KATEPHHA

TloMix cTinbuis, PO3KMIAHMX HA IUIOIT,
NoMiX S6IYK, PO3CHNAHMX HA CHIrY,

noMix nop: ycis na
inc Karepmua

i Hisk Be PCTLCA 3 LBOTO NAGIPUHTY.
Ha nncyax yopHi nraxm,

WOPHi NTaxy Xyp6u.

OPHi NTAXH 3BIIH CBOI FHI3Aa B MOIX ouax
YOpHi OTax® mMeGETyTH B MOIX 09ax
YOPHi IITaxH 3aCTYIOTE CBiT CBOYMHM KPAITaMA

Criouatky T, KaTepawo, Gyaa MO€I0 cecTpolo,
AKa 9aCTO OPMHOCHTIA MEHi, MAJIOMY, LYKCPKH

i nonapy 3

i Bnepme BigBENa 3a PyKy AO ITKOMH.
Ty Gyna 3aBXaHM PaRiCHOIO,

ane ogHOro pasy % noGauus

Ha TBOIX IIEYaX TOPHMX OTAXIB,
“OPHUX NTaxis Xypou.

Ti 4opHi oTaxm MpA3BeaY TeGe RO BINHKY,
Axuit MERi # ROCi He3pOTYMUTI:

TH CTOsUIa MR AGMYHCIO, 8 NOTIM mimwta,
aac ronoBa AMMMUIACK,

AK OfiHe-OMHICIHbKE A6YKO

Ha NOTHXJIOMY OCIHHBOMY CPEBi.

3 TEX nip A6NYyX0 BHCHTD

i xomM 3ausiTae ACAYRS,

i KONM 3’ ABAAIOTHCA 3CACHU,

i xormm 36mparoTs A6TyKa,

i KOJIH BEIIAZIA€ HA rofti rTKHM CHir.




1. KATERINA (fugue)

Among stools scartered in the yard
Among apples scattered over the snow
Among empty buses on the street
Katerina walks, trappced in this labyrinth.
On her shoulders — black birds

Black birds of grief

black birds nest in my eyes
black birds sing in my eyes
black birds hide the world with their wings.

First you were my sister, Katerina,

who often used to bring me candies

and gave me a book with pictures when I was small
and took me to school for the first time.

You were always laughing

but once I saw

black birds on your shoulders

black birds of grief.

which drove you to an act I still find incomprehensible:
You were standing under an apple tree

and when you went away

your head remained

like a single lovely apple

on a burned-out autumn tree.

Ever since it has hung there, when

the appletree blossoms and when

the first green apples appear and when

the apples are harvested and whea

the leaves fall from the appletrec and when

snow covers the naked branches.




YOpHi IITaXH 3BATH CBOT rHi3Na B MOIX OYax
YOpHi NTaxu webeuyTh B MOIX Ouax
“IOpHi NTAXH 3aCTYIOTD CBIT CBOIMH KDIIaMK

IloriM 5 no6aums Te6e. KaTepnHo,

AIK ilI712 TH 3 IRTHHOIO HA PyKax.

TICPCCTYNAKMH PiKHM, MOLCHI HC KAMCHCM GimnMm,
a CONJATCLKUM TiNOM,

TICPEXORATH NONIA. 3aCIAHI HC 3CPHOM NILCHU'IHKM,
2 NOTOM CONOHUM,

HARyuM Yepes CanKku, B AKHX POCITH HC BHIIIHI,

a MaTepi 3 3aKONAHHMA B 3EMIIi PyKaMu...

Kymu 1 fimna?

Tu ft cama Toro He 3rana!

Ty npocTo #mna HaR CClaMH. MiCTaMK,

HaJ FONORAMM i BiKAMH,

HaJl BOMBCTBAMM i HAPOJIKCHHAMM,

Haj\ 3pagaMH i reposMH,

HAQ O4MMA i BiMAEM.

A Ha nuIeyax cuiinM YOpHi mTaxm,

YOPpHi nTaxu Xypou

JOPHi NITaXH 3BIWIM CBOY FHi3Aa B MOIX Ovax
4OpHi ITaxy weGeuyTs B MOiX 09ax
YOPHi NTax# 3aCTYIOTh CBIiT CBOIMH KpHAAMMU

Hasiwo 3. Karepuno? — reGe nuras,
PYKH B q0p i i,

Y L K CIIi 30pi.,
TPINo'1y4s CBOIMH FOCTPHMH KPHABUAMH.
Hasiuto 5, Katepuno? — TeGe nuras,

KON Naana rpyaKa raMHH Ha BIKO
TPYHM TOBapHINA, AKHI 3aTHAYB Y WAXTI.
Hagiwo n, Karepuno? Ttc6e nuras,
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Black birds nest in my eyes
black birds sing in my eyes
black birds hide the world with their wings.

then 1 saw you, Katerina,

walking with a baby in your arms

crossing streams paved not with white stones
but with soldiers’ bodies

passing through ficlds sown not with wheat
but with salty sweat

through orchards in which no cherry trees were greening
but mothers with their hands buricd in earth.
Where were you going?

You didn’t know.

You walked straight over villages and cities
over heads and ages

over killings and births

over Judases and heroes

over eyes and desperation.

And on your shoulders sat black birds

black birds of grief

black birds ncst in my eyes
black birds sing in my eyes
black birds hide the world with their wings.

‘What am I for? 1 asked you, Katcrina,

washing my hands in the black soil in spring
listening as stars were singing like skylarks
fluttering their sharp wings.

‘What am | for? I asked you, Katerina,

when a lump of dirt fell

on the coffin of my friend who died in the mines.
‘What am I for? I asked you, Katerina,




KOMM MU1aKasa MaTH HAl MACKAMH,
HACHIIAIOMK B HEX HYXNY.

Hasimo s, Karepuno? - tc6e maras,

KO HI3ILKC HeGO OMYCKANIO Kpuna B Tpasy.
<OPHI TITaxH 38K1H CBOY rHi3/1a B MOIX O4ax
4opHi mTaxm meGeuyTb B MOIX OHax

YOPpHi NTaxX# 3aCTYIOTH CBIT CBOYMM KPHITaMH

Po3uMHMIHCA CKAAHI iBEPi A,
i T 3HOBY NP mo Mene, K
CUHBOOKOIO JIBIHROIO,
nmpouti 3 Gep 'O OCOHHSA.
51 xomMB i3 TOGONO y CKJINHI B ITaXIB rai,
S CNyXaB TBOE o ryno
aui TBOY Bi\BEPTi, 4K Kp: NAWKH, FyGH.
Togi s y3raB TBOIO MONOAICTb, KaTepuHO.
Toni TBo€. KaTepuHO, 0611441 BPOCTIO B MOE,
AR BUPOCTAC AGTYKO Y IONORIO,
w00 HaBikW HaM, KaTepnHo, 6yTH onHuM O6nMYuaM.
Tw 3apxum Gyna panicHoto,
AIK CKISHHI MPONICOK 3 GEPe3HEBOT0 OCOHMS,
ane Ha TBOIX IICuax
CHQIiNM 4OpHI TTaxw,
4opHi nTaxu Xypon.

“OpHi NTaxy 381K CBOY THI3Na B MOIX 09ax
OpHi nTaxn meGCuyTh B MOIX OHax
“10pHi NTaXK 3aCTYIOTh CBIiT CROIMM KDHJIAMA

KaTepuHo, TH CTana MOEIO HapCUCHOI0.

Mu chpinm Ha NOKYTi NOPYY y CBITAI CBIT/IENI.
Ha nawe Becinns 3i6panacst DOBHA xaTa Joaeht.
To Gym HalLi POAKYI. ORHOCCABIL.

O6anyus iXHi MIHUIMCK 3 ONHOTO HA4 iHIme.




‘when mother cried over the dishes

filling them with poverty.

‘What am I for? 1 asked you, Katerina,

when the low sky lowered its wings into the grass
black birds ncst in my eyes

black birds sing in my eyes

black birds hide the world with their wings.

‘The glass door of the day opened

and you came to me again, Katerina,

as a little girl

as a glass snowdrop that fell from the March sun.
I went with you into glass groves

and listened to0 your hair humming like becs,

I kissed your lips opea like the rim of a cup.
Then I discovered your youth, Katerina,

then your face grew into mine

as an apple grows into a palm

so that we could be one face forever.

You were always laughing

like a glass snowdrop that fell from the March sun
but on your shoulders

sat black birds

black birds of grief.

Black birds nest in my eyes
black birds sing in my eyes
black birds hide the world with their wings.

Katerina, you became my betrothed

‘we sat at the head of the table in a bright room.
Crowds of people came to our wedding

our neighbors, our countrymen

their faces kept changing:




3HafOMMIl CYCifia CTABaB HC3HANOMNM HONOBIKOM.

Y HE3HAKOMMX OGIHYHA" A BIISHABAB PHCH CBOVX 3HAROMMX.
C'TONM YrHHANUCR BiR MC)LY-BUHA.

A mocepenusi crony KoTunaca xniGuna,

AKa “omy cTana e B y
3 HANEPOBHMY KBiTamu,
as in Te6e, Karep

MOIO HapC'ICHY, CXOXKOIK0 Ha MOK) CCCTPY.
3a CTONOM BCCCNO NAAKATH noam.

51 roocHO CKkpUKHYB

HIKOrO He CTano B CBITAMI,

TiNLKH TH NOPYY,

a Ha nevax y Te6c HopHi nTaxu.

“OPpHI nTaxm Xypou.

YOPHi MTaXH IBUIH CBOI FHI3AA B MOIX O'ax
4opHi nTaxu wWEeGeryTh B MOiX OMax
HOPHI HTaXH SUCTYIOTh CBIT CBOIMI KpUIaMu

KZ’I“CplI)lO. KOJIHCH # 3Haios Tebe
NPONICKOM CKISHUM 3 GCPC3HCBONO OCOHHS,
TENCP, KOAH TH B MCHC Mtitna

nicas Hamoro HeBiaGya0ro Becinax,

5 HE 3HAK), HKOK | A¢ TCOC UIyKaTH.

Ane anxau 1 Te6e NizHaw y XypGi.

Tn npuxosmuw a0 Menc

3 YOpHMMK NTaxaMil Ha nachax,

3 JOPHHMH NTaXaMK KYPOH.

*lOPHI ITaxX} 3BUIK CBOI FHiTa B MOIX Ouax

YOPHi NTaxn wchCUyTh B MOIX 04ax

*IOPHi ITAaXM 3ACTYIOTH CBIT CBOYMH KPUIaMK
KaTepHHO, TH npPHUXOIHIL, IO Oy MTH MCHC RINTH
CROIMH BHCOKHMH T3BOHAMM.




the familiar nei; into an

In the strange faces 1 saw friends' faces
Table sagged under drinks

and in thc middlc rolled a loaf of bread
which suddenly began to lengthen into a coffin
with paper flowers

and in that coffin 1 saw you, Katerina,
my betrothed who looked like my sister.
At the tablc people wept with joy

I shouted in terror

and nothing was left in the room

only you next to me

and on your shoulders black birds

black birds of grief

black birds nest in my cyes
black birds sing in my cyes
black birds hide the world with their wings.

Katerina, [ found you once

a glass snowdrop from the March sun,

now, after you left me

at our wedding that never was,

T don't know where or how to search for you.
But I will know you in grief.

‘You come to me

with black birds on your shoulders

with black birds of gricf.

black birds nest in my eyes

black birds sing in my eyes

black birds hide the world with their wings.
Katerina, you come to wake me to act

with your tall bells,




K P T™H 0Op mob p P ™
MOY KPOB'SHi CyaMHK B OGMLTLNI pikH.

Karepnno, T™# npuxonuiu KIMKATH MERE iTH
Ha MANEHbKE COHUA Y i

Karepuno, 5opHa xyp6o!..

3abinitoTs cHirm,

i B cuiry,

B TPaR'SHOMY rHI3RI

BHBCICTLCR NMTAMCHS.

Hesxc ©opHOro nraxa,

YOPHOIO MTaxa Xypou,

SKUIt BIYHO CHAMTD Ha TBOIX IAICHAX,
Karepuno?




Katerina, you come to open

my blood vessels into shallow rivers.
Katerina, you call me to step

upon a small disk of sun in the sky.
Katerina, black gricf!

The snow will whiten

and in the snow,

in a nest of grass

a fledgling will hatch.

Could it be from the black bird

black bird of grief

which sits forever on your black shoulders,
Katerina?




2. 3 JUTHHCTBA: 1011

A ynnerTenmit BCCh IO RATKR

Y 3CACHC BONOCCR aowy,

yIieTeHa I0pora, Imo BeAe A0 6aTLKIBCLKOT XaTH,
YIUICTCHA XaTa, IO BUAHIETHCR HA rOpi, AK 3ENCHUHA Tax,
YIUICTCHE ICPCEO, WO, TPUTHXE, CTOITh Hajl AOPOTOIO,
ynnereua piuxa, Haue GIaKHTHA CTPivKa B XiBOTY KOCY,
YIUIETEHA TIepefia KOpiB, IO CIOTTRBAIOTE Ha THP.

A xmapa nnere i mrere
3CJICHC BONOCCA Aomy,
XOJIOAHE BOJOCCH AOLLY.

Aune ycim Temno,
yci 3H210TH — OUL NPCCTaNE,

XTO HACHAMTLCA Ha ropi,

XTO HANEXNUTLCA,

a XTO npuije A0 AOMY

Y XaTy, HalOBHEHY TEILIOM, AK IHi3f0.




2. FROM CHILDHOOD: RAIN

1am twined entircly

in green tresses of rain

twined is the road that Icads to my father's house

twined is the housc that shimmers on the hill, like a green bird
twined is the tree, grown silent by the road

twined is the stream, like a blue ribbon in a girl's braid

twined is the herd of cows resting by the trough.

A cloud weaves and weaves
green tresses of rain
cold tresses of rain.

But everyone is warm

they know - the rain will stop

and some will graze to their heart’s content
some will scamper

some will sway with a content heart

some will sit on the hilltop

some will loaf

and somc will come home

to the warm house, a nest.




3.

MeHmMi 6paT TiKa€ 3 NONOHY WyXo¥ THUL

PO36MBAE AEUKA NTAXIB HECTIOKOIO MO B'IOTH
THI3NA y AATCKAX CAKax

TPMMac y Pymi GITaKATHOrO i 3e/1€HOro oMiBug
YCPBOHOIO 3aCTPYTAHOIO 3AHINAE CTIKATH
KPOB'I0 y KOpo6ui

ROTHTA KOHA
CTIHKM CKJISSHOT'O JT3GanRKy

Ae RITH IC JTH 11O CMIIOTHCK HAR
3aMYP3aHHMH LOKAMM M AYIB
mo6 po36uTH el ACHL OPATTHYTHH JO CXHIY

CKay KOHIO [HIIH NEPIIOTO PARKA
10 HOro MPOTHTAE KOPiHHA




3.

the younger brother breaks loose from someone else’s silence

he smashes bird eggs of restlessness that plait
nests in far orchards

e holds a blue-green pencil in his hand
lets the sharpened red one drip
blood into a cup

horse hooves echo in
the glass walls of a jar

where are the children, children who laugh at
the cheeks of balls streaked
so this day hitched to the hillside can be broken

prance, my horse, write that first line
to be read by taproot




4. XHWBI I MEPTBI

1 BcTanyTs MepTsi

- 3 POIPHTHX GYNBACICPAMMN KOBAULKHX MOTHIT
i OXHBYTbD,

i 3aCOPOMIISTLCH CBOET XKOBTOT KOCTI,

i BAATHYTBCS B KHTAECBUR ONAT,

i WPHKE B Gine Yono uep
i CIIMTAIOTE Y XHBUX - Y HaC:
3a BiNO noru6GaTy,

B YHCTOMY NOAi NONIOBH KOWNLKI NOKAanaTH?

1 He 3HATHMYTD XHMBi — MM LIO BIATIOBICTY.

3a caoso?
I K He MH caMi 0IMOCH HOTO YTONOC BUMOBJIATH,
aGu He Hay Ha saliBe

JA/MUIKY HALLIOK JTFONCHKOT FHOCT!

‘3a micuw?

Yn K HE MU CaMi IEPCMMKAEMO TCACBISIAHWA KaHan,
KO HOYEMO YKPAIHCBKY MHCHIO,

60 8 Hifl CHIBAETHLCA NPO IHIMKNA CBiT,

Y SXOMY HE XOEMO XuTh!

3a xary?
Un K HE MM CaMi HAMAraEMOCA AKHARIUBHALIC HOKHHYTH XaTy,
AK MicCle THLIC HiYiuX NOGatieHs i3 Helo

MM 3ac i !

“3a GaTbKie?

{1 3K HC MK caMi MaM'ATAEMO JOPOTY NO GaTLKiB

NKLIC 5K K BHC iy

Bif CIPOAAHOT KOPOBH, HCAOBrOBIHMA — HAJTMNAE A0 KOnic
BIACHOTO ABTOMOGIJIA, @ IPYHTOBOIO IOPOrol0

3a6yBaemo BiaBixyBaTH 6aTLKIB Yepes KypaBy!
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4. THE LIVING AND THE DEAD

The dead will rise

— out of bulldozed kozak graves —

and come to life

and be ashamed of ycllowing bones
and will put on silken shrouds

and veil ashen faces with scarlet cloths
and will ask us, the living:

why are we dying.,

yielding kozak heads to open fields?

And we, living — will have no answer.

For language?

Aren't we afraid to speak our minds,

lest we expose what's left of human dignity
to more humiliation?

For songs?

Don't we switch channels

when we hear Ukrainian songs
because they sing a different world
where we don't want to live?

For home?

Don't we try leaving home as quickly as we can,
it's just a place to spend the night

in an old sleeping sack.

For parents?

Don’t we look down our parents’ road,

a mere carpet covered with paper rubles

from the sale of a cow, short-lived -

it sticks to our car tires,

and we forget to visit parents because of dust on the dirt road?




3a pireir?

Ym 3k He My CaMi TBOPHMO HOTCpYAT i3 fiTeit,

CKuaalown 1x, a0 mpocTO 3 NOJAOroBoro GyJUHKY TH RC MU
p X py y Gar i o3epa!

I BiRnagyTh MEPTBI XXMBHM —~ HAM — CBilf KATAECBHH ORAT.




For children?

Don't we make poterchata! of our children,

and abort them or transfer them — like mermaids —

from birthing beds to watersilk lakes!

And the dead will give us, the living — their silken shrouds.

1 poserchata - in folklore, children who dicd unbaptized




5. BUIA KBITKA

Ocb TYT Hi'. a TaM 32 CTIHOIO BUAHO AK YACHb: TPaBa 3C/ACHA,
NTamKkH giTaloTsh. Yepes MeXy AAA i BOYi Mae mpoittr Toi#,
KOro s 1aBHO 4eKaw. JlyMato: B TCMHOTI He noGady, Ta it To#n
neBHO mpofife y cpiTni. Knany KaMiEb Ha KaMiHB i cTalo Ha
HUX, WOG BUTIAHYTH HA TOW GiK cTikm. [nswys, a Tam 3a cri-
HOI0 Y CBITAI AHA KOJIO OJHOL AOpPOrH topGa MOAChKa — BC B

6LmHX copo ir THX MalyTh i BOHN eKa-
1018 Toro. [1oBro cTo10 TaM Ha KaMingi, a Toro sce ne BumHO.
Bawy, wo narosn — HC JI b

TEX WXy 3 KaMiHRs, nummam B TCMHOTY HOHi i 6ady mo
Toil, KOro s JABHO YEKAO, MHHAE MCHC B TCMHOTI 32 MOEIO
a a nap Ha opo3i. Tineku @t noGams

2B Heoro y pyni Beanxy 6iny kBiTKy.




5. WHITE FLOWER

Here it's night while there beyond the wall it's bright as day green
grass birds soaring through this scam between day and night He
whom I've long awaited is supposcd to pass I think I won't see in
the dark and He will probably come in light I pilc stone upon stonc
and climb on top to peer over the wall I look and there in the light
of day huge throngs of people stand beside a road wearing whitc
robes murmuring softly maybe waiting for Him too and I stay
perched on those stones for a long time but He docsn't appear I see
the crowds are leaving they have lost patience I too climb down
the stone pile stare into the deep of night and see Him whom [
have long awaited passing behind me in the dark | had looked
down the road in vain in His hand I only catch a glimpse of a huge
white flower.
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6. BUIE PI3IBO

YTOpi HiIMIIOTb BOTHI AMXaHHA

HEBTPAMHI CTLO3H NOMNLT CAHIM OrOpPTAlOTH
i RaJOBrO CyM PO3KOLIYE HA ROJIORAX GO0
Om3BYdanH AaBHi OOPiT yTpauicHHuX THII
Micsps iNJTy CROBYE B €AMW AcHD

HAIIEX NPOMAILEAX NOCIBiB

BHRO NPHEKPAWIAE YB'A3IHCHI WIew
3CJICHHMH NAPOCTKAMH irop

YTOMJICHI BITPaMK QANCKUX HONiB
BExopaTs y Binc Piageo




6. WHITE CHRISTMAS

overhanging inhaled fires fall silent
streaming tears clothe ashes in blue
distended sadness pierces palms of pain
absent horizons of lost silences resound
the moon chisels frost into the sole day
of our seeded farewells

wine graces prisoned shoulders

with the green sprigs of play

sapped by the winds of far fields

they enter White Christmas




7.

OoanC. T.

THXIIlIe MPOMOBYH MPOMOBASHTE
THXiWe Ka3aub KaXiTe

XO4y NOYYTH SK niavc
COILTKA WICThMA OMMMA

THXiule COMUIKO mnaw
THXILE WOG ax HE YyTH 6yno

HC 3NAKANH CLOTOAHI YOPHMUX NTaxXiB
L0 CinM HA XKIHOYI TONOBK

THXiNIC ITAXH KPHIAMHK WICACCTITL
THXilWE He cnoaoxaiTe XiHooro nnauy

xan WCA'1YTh CNLOIH MO UOKAX
‘OCTaHHE IO A XOYY HOUMYTH
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7.

for S.T.

softly, soften your speech
say your sermons softly

1 want to hear the six cyes
of the flute crying

cry softly, my flute
so softly you can't be heard

don't scare the blackbirds
settied on women's heads

rustle your wings softly, birds,
softly, don't frighten womanly tears

let the tears on cheeks whisper
what I want to hear last .




8.

JliB4aTa CRA3aNM: MH KON
TOCKHMAANM BCIO ONiX i3 ceGe
i pO3BiCHIN Ha rinIx

W06 AepcBa OAATIHCR

HoGpanucs 3a pyxu

i TAHIDOIOTSH HA CTEXHRAL
KOJH IPHCITYXATACH

TO 4y€EII TOMOTIHHA IXHIX Hir




8.

Liule girls said: we're rain
threw off their clothes
hung them on branches
so trees could dress up

Hand-in-hand
they dance down the path
and listening carefully

you'll hear their feet patter.
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9. BOJICHMM CIIOTA[l

Bina nipina nraxa
iM’st AxOrO 3a6ynu monu
ROBrO 3CJCRIE HA GUTi CTiRI oqelt

3 NEPOKO POIKPHTHME OTHMA
TWIDA BUCIBAC KBITH

i3 NCPRANLIAMA NETFOCTOK
Kyan 6onste 3a3UpaTH qiBIaTaM.
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9. PAINFUL MEMORY

‘White feather of a bird
whose name people forgot
lingers green on the white wall of cycs

with wide-open eyes

silence sifts flowers

with mirror-petals

young girls glance into them with pain




10. HANPAMOK BOIJIIO

o6 MeHi 6oJILNo, 2 BINYHAATHMY OpaBAWB] ABCPi,
a 3ainy 30BCIM RE TYIH, KyAM #IOB.

1 Toni 3’'sBHTLCE 6LIB, i X HC 3HATHMY,

KYAH CXOBATH Ty GAMCKYYy MOHETY,

moG i cam He 6aTHB:

IaNIATHA B MyXOBY NEPHAY,

KWHYTH B KOIMIUIO CiHa

IH MOKJIACTH HA JOPO3i, 106 COPOKA BRpanu?
BaMIiEAIO MOJO GAMCKYTy MOBETY Ha KOHMKA,
389HY CBHCTITH, MOXE, IONYMAIO, 1110 MCHi He GONHTD,
60 HA rMMHANOMY KOHHKY Xi6a pancko mockaveur!




10. PAIN'S DIRECTION

To feel pain — I'll open real doors

but end up in a totally different place than I was heading.
Then pain will appear and T won't know

‘where to hide that shiny coin,

even from myself:

sew it into a featherbed,

or throw it in a haystack,

or put it on a road for thieving magpies

Tl trade my shiny coin for a horse-shaped whistle.

and blow it, thinking maybc I don't hurt

because after all you can't canter very far on a clay horse!




11.

- Tu xT0?
- 3 TO#, XTO XOANTH AANEKO-NPCAANEKO.
i P B CCprIHi.
OGBHTHI CTpiuKaMu A6IYK.
- Tu xr0?
- A Tol, XTO BCE NAYTaE.
Moy BUNYCKATH JIUCTH, 2 NOTIM NOMUIIOCA
i BUITYIIY AMCTOK, WO JiTaE.
- Tu xT0?
- A e % BMilO 3 MNOK THUIY IIECTH
i CKJIaMIal0 y TOM KOWINK POXKCBI NETIOCTKH,
a noTiM po3cUNalo OANIN RiBuMHLi,
WO BMI€ MANLUTHKOM MANIOBATH Ha MiCKY 30pi.
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11

- Who are you?

— I am the etemal wanderer.

1leave in springtime, return in August
twined in apple-garlands

~Who are you?

- I'am the muddler

Birthing leaves and, by mistake,
loosing a leaf that flies.

~ Who are you?

- 1 also weave silence from branches
and gather rose petals in that basket
scattering them later for the little girl

‘who draws with her fingertip stars in sand.

3



12. OIBOYE
IM’A

Kasana mexi yragaTu in's,

a A RifK e Mir yrajaTa.

Bnepiue s KMKaB Te6¢ BOAOIO,

Kazas:

- It 3a To6oI0,

HEHae 32 BOJOIO PitIKOBOIO, — HC NOBEPHYTHCK. —
Tu ka3ana, Wo T4 HE BORA.

Kazas:

- Tpaga. - CMisnacs, a 1 DOACHIOBaB:

TH, K OCTaHHA TPaBHHKA Ha IANABMHI,
CBITHIN MEHi 3CNCHNM JLIXTaPAKOM,

wo6 Te6C 3aBXKAN 3HAXOAUB.

I MOXe, Te6e 3BaTH,
60 KOnM UITYIO, TO PYKH — Ha9e6 NOBIIA
ATamKy, WO NiTa€ y Te6e Hal roosoio!
Hixonu McHi HC BrajaTi TBOE iM’S

AK He BrajiaTH Hitioro npo Te6e.

GO R 3HAIO0 TLILKH OPO BOAY,

Tpo Tpasy

i mpo nramky.




12. AGIRL'S
NAME

You told me to guess your name,

but I simply couldn't.

First, I called you water,

saying:

- Following you

is like following a river — of no return. —
You said you weren't water.

1 said:

— Grass, then. — You laughed, so I explained:
You're like the last blade in a grass clearing
glowing lantern green

always drawing me toward you

Maybe I should call you bird

for kissing you is like trying to catch

a bird in flight!

Il never guess your name

nor anything else about you,

because I know only about water,

about grass

and a bird.
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13.

TH NOMHANACH CHIrOM
mo cigas Ha nicwi
THXilE 33 NOMUTYHOK

TH NOTHHANACH Bi MOIX ryG
HA AKHX CHJLIO YMOBICHHS

TCHRITHIME 33 CHUKHEKY

™ mpo

y axo¥ 6yaa xaTka B Kyuax
a TCNCp HE MAc Ae CXOBATHCA

TH NOTHHANACA CHOrOAHI
i BCymepey BoM FOfMEHAKAM
obiuana He KiHuaTHCR




13.

You began as snow
settled on shoulders
softer than kisses

you began on my lips
as a promise
more fragile than snowflake

you began as a story about a bird
at home in a bush
who now has no place to hide

you began today
and despite two clocks
you promised no ending
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14. WYKAYI MOI'ujl

Izopesi Kaaunyio

BruBnA€MOcK OfHE OAHOMY B O4i,
BHIYKYEMO HARBAXITHBINT, HiGH IIOCh 3ArpOXY€ HAMIOMY
iCHYBaRHIO Wi€EY MHTI, C/IOBA Kpi3h TOBULY NOBITPA,
p 0 Y BaXKKY Bony,
aJne 3amicTs cniB Wy€MO OGOMTLHE MOBYAHHA:
— AC Ham rojoc?

Croimo nepen Bi y TIOp 6p
Y Heekil ucprax, BHEIY

Ta mob nep pefiavy, ane Ham

IO THX, KOTO MU PO3LIYKYEMO, TYT HEMAC:
— ne Hawi noeTR?

XOmmMo no KIaNOBAILAX yChOTO CBITY,

BYXO 10
MOTHJ y Jlicax, y Taifsi, y TyHapi,

no 6p Morax
mnounoro TPHALSTE TPETHOTO POKY
(uM HC MOYYEMO 3BY RYR ,

mo Gynu i
pasou i3 3armGmnvm),
ONMYCKACMOCH BOMONAIAMM HA JHO MOPS IO MOTEUTH
¥ Gapxd i3

3 XKaxoM mo mp

AMU, BHIIOBRCHOY BAITHOM:
— i€ MOTTUTH HALWMX NOCTIB?

(IMammo caivy
NICPEA MyCTENIEIO CRiTY
Y BRIIHCBOMY HBiTY)
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14. GRAVE SEEKERS
For lhor Kalynets

We stare into each other’s eyes.
as if our exi: were th d at this
we call out crucial words, through the thick air
pressed into heavy ocean water,
mstead of words we hear mutual silence:
- where is our voice? —

‘We stand in front of peepholes at prison gates
m endless lines, pleading for a visit,
a chance to bring a parcel - but are told
that those we're looking for are not here:
- where arc our poets? -

‘We roam the world's ccmeterics
pressing our ears to silent nameless
graves in forests, taigas, tundras
and listen at the barrows of our brothers
ravaged in thirty-three by faminc!
(perhaps we'll hear the sound of flutes, reed pipes,
floyarkas and sopilkas? buried
together with the dead)
like divers we descend to the grave on the ocean floor,
the sunken barge with the condemned,?
with horror, we approach the lime-filled hole
barely covered with dirt:
- where are the graves of our poets? -

(We light a candle
before the world's wasteland
covered with cherry blossoms)

1 anificial famine of 1933 enforced by Stalin, ax a result of which 10 million perished
2 reed pipe folk instruments
3 entire barge of sentenced poets, deliberately sunken during the purpes ot the 1930s.




15.

A Topi 2 po3kaxy ToSi Ha Byxo
METENHKOBI KpUna

MPOLICHYY OKCAMMT i3 MOXY
cxaxy Mca To6i Ha Byxo

i TH y3Ha€wm

AKUA R HiXHMR | TarigHKia




15.

Then I will murmur in your ear
butterfly wings

and whisper moss velvet

and intone honey

and you will know

how tender 1 am and how gentle
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16. 3 IITAXOM

IisuiMi ocinniMu BeTOpamu

Yy HeTomIeHil xaTi

ROBrO BAATAEWICH Y NDKKY — HE MOXEI 3aCHYTH

Bin nep P T © g,
NPUAWRNACIICA A0 TEMPABH,

TPHCYXAELWICH 4O THII,

MO HCCNOAIBAHOrO CYCilia OTaxa, MO TCX HE MOXC
3aCHYTR, yTH, 5K M CTPiX0I0 y KyGmi

JOBrO TOBYETLCR:

nip'ay i

aNC AK He BKIAE — XOMOJ AOWKYNAC,

3aCHYTH HC Aa€.

“owm 6u 3apa3 HE BCTATH - BCE OAHO X HC 3acHel —
Ta HC 3rOTYBATH AEYHI Ha EIEKTPOIUTHTI,

Ta He NOKJINKATH CYCina. AKOMY TCXK HC CIIMTLCS.
«Jlpyc nTaiue. TH He 3HAEW,

¥ AKifi pyni TPHMaTH BHACAKY!

(Bupeaky - yci YOTHPH pikKER -

YCTPOMESB Y A3606a,

HiGK 3i6paBcs YCTH HE A€THIO,

a BHIEIKH).

SIK XC TH ICTHMENT RETHIO?

A ax6u TH 3aXOTiB BUNNTH.

Ta B MeHe 6yno 6 suno,

Ta TH B34B 6H CKAAHKY Y A3606a.

Ta % HaHe 61 To6i Buma,

TO TH BHAMB G cobi Ha cniny!

A T0Gi it TaK XON0NHO:

8 Ky6ni HC Harpisca.

¥ XaTi HC TOMIEHO.

Ta we i o6ausca 6 BHHEOM!
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16. WITH A BIRD

On late autumn nights

in an unheated house

you lie restless in bed — unable to sleep
flooded with the day's images of emptiness.
you stare down darkness

and listen to the silence

and 10 an unexpected neighbour - a bird, who can't
sleep either - hear him

‘making racket under the roofbeams in his roost:
arrunging and rearranging feathers

10 no avail - the biting cold

‘won't let him sleep.

‘Why not gct up - you can't sleep anyway —
and fry an omelet on the hot plate

and then invite the neighbor, who can't sleep either.
“Friend bird, you don't know

how to hold a fork!

(He took all four prongs

in his beak,

as if he wanted to eat forks

not eggs).

How will you eat the eggs?

And if I offered wine

when you wanted a drink,

you would hold the glass in your beak

while I poured wine

and would spill it all over you!

You are already cold

Yyou can't get warm up in your roost

my house is unheated

and in addition - you'd be all wet from wine!
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TH XO9 CRAXKH, YONOBIK TH 4l XKiHKa?
AJic MOXCIII HE BiINOBifaTH,

e He MaC€ 3HAYSHHS»,

Onraka Buiilita BEICps Ha caMoTi

3 ITaxoM.




At least tell me, are you man or woman?
You don't have to answer,

it doesn't matter.”

And that's the way supper turmed out, alone
with a bird.




17. KBITKA BPATKH

Hacnpasji Mu HapogmiRea Bin rsanTy,
JANOMIRHOrO HaMm y Micaui ucpBHi:
noGpe Ham Gyno pocTi
HENOIMEHOBAHOIO KBITKOIO B Ty3i,
OGIAMAIOUH CTEONO0 AUCTKAMM, AK PYKAMH
(y MCHc JTACTOK npaBwif,
y Te6e — niswmit),

i AK

(y MCHc xopixcup y cpibai,

y Te6e - B giamaHTax),

TOPRAIOYACE OHE OJHOTO NEJLIOCTKAMM, K ryGaMu
(y MeHe nemocTxa 6J1aKHTHA,

y TeGe — 30n0T2),

Ta CyRHAa HaM RO

BNACTH RA 3CMITIO KBITKOIO

3 Nepepi3zanolo MHIEK

CTANEBHM CTIOBOM,

TIPONINTH TPaB’AHY KPOB i3 CHiNLHOI pauu,

mo6 M BICPIIE YIHAMM, IO TO € KPOB,

a BCTATH i3 36MI i MiTH 3eMne0

GpaTkamit — GpaTKOM Ta CECTPOIO -

3 POCAHWM CTIOTafioM TPO JiTHil JIyT,

ne My Gynm ONHIEIO KBITKOIO,

3i CTPaxoM mepe BUNOCTPCHMM CTAICBUM JIC30M,

Bill AKOTO HAM YAPYTC NPHANCTLCA BNACTH HA 3CMITIO,
MORACHLKEM NOT

AJie KM TiC/IA TOro BCTaHeMo?
‘Ta wm it BcTauemo?




17. THE SIBLING FLOWER

Actually we were bomn out of rapc

done in the month of June:

it was good to grow

an unnamed flower in thc mcadow

embracing stems with leaves, like hands

(minc is the right leaf,

yours — the left),

interlacing little roots, like fingers

(my little root - in silver,

yours — in diamonds)

touching each other with petals, like lips

(my petal - bluc,

yours — golden)

but fate had destined us

to fall to earth - a flower

with its neck cut

by a steel word

sharpened with human hands,

and to spill grassy blood from a mutual wound.
so we might know first what blood is.

and rise up from the earth - and roam the earth
as brothers - brother and sister —

with a dew-memory about the summer meadow
where we were once onc flower,

fearing that sharp steel blade

which would send us to carth a second time,
defamed by human slandcr.

But then who shall we rise as?
And will we risc at all?
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18. TPU XIHKH JIIOBUJIX MEHE

OpHa xinka nobuaa MCHC,
L - yR
Konu 6 He NOAMBHAACK — Ga“IMAA TIILKH MCHC.

[pyra xiHKa nmoGuna mene,

KO7M My GyAK, IK KONLOPORI CKIAHI HaBiCOMKM,
3aBHHCHi y GaBOBHY:

MM HE TOPKAJIHCA OHE OANIOrO -

w006 He nopizaTucs.

TpeTa XiHKa NIO6KAa MEHE:

N3ICPKANLUC KPHHUIKH

RHUCTaBJIAIA NCPCAT MHOWO, WOG % cce noGauus,
-y CKARHI i -

PaHH HE NOATHCR X JO CLOTOJIHI.

Ilepia xinka
- TO MaTH MOs Gyna -
BMILLLIA PATOM 3i MHOIKO Y KBIiTY4H# CaoK.
nip P
Bauy i n0ci i - HAATHXIWOIO NCAKCTKOIO 3 BRLIHE
y TOMY canky.

Hpyra xinka
- TO cccTpa Moa Gyna —
BiNBC/A MCHE 32 PyKY A0 IIKONH,

napy poGKy F ap6.

Bauy i goci v i rpyA

Tpers xinka
TO Gyna Th -
AONOMOTTIA MEHi BUITH i3 OIIICMCANA METPO,
nocanuna MCHe YxaTy aani,
CaMa JIMIUHACH CTOSTH Ha 3yNUHUI.
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18. THREE WOMEN LOVED ME

One woman loved me,
loved — saw the inverse in the mirror
each time she looked — saw only me.

A sccond woman loved mc,

we were colored glass pendants
wrapped in cotton:

untouching -

lest we cut ourselves.

A third woman loved me:

set the mirror of a well

in front of me, so I saw myself,
loved — she shattered the pendants —
‘wounds still open.

The first woman

— my mother —

took me to a flowering bower

and put me under a tall tree.

1 can still see her — the cherry's softest petal
in that orchard.

The second woman

— my sister —

led me by hand to school

gave me a box of aquarelles.

1 can still see her — the most brilliant hue in the paint box.

‘The third woman

—you—

helped me up out of the underground metro
sent me on

while you stayed at the station.
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Bauy it noci TeGe Ha ToMy X Micui
— uainscHIIIN 3yGKOM i3 rpaGnis —
110 5 GaraTo pokis TOMy.




1 can still see you in that same place
~ smallest prong of a rake —
years ago.
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19.

Kouau 3piaka npuixpxalo

3 inTepBanamu y 6araTo pokis
no Kuesa

3 He6araTbMa XHBHMH APY3AMH
FUIy KA MOIHN BMCPIMX

na Baiikose xnagosAme

norim incmMo

KMCHBKA MICKY THX XTO INIUMBCH
RO Cxanceny

XOIIMO MiXX BITPAKIB

AiC AABHO yXKe HE MEJIOTH

MiX CTapux xaT

AC HIXTO HC XUBC

RO Kanoaszis

3 AKHX He GepyTs BONY.
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19.

On rare occasions
separated by many years
when I retum to Kiev

with a few living friends

1 visit graves of those dead
at Baykiv Cemetery.

Later we
the handful left
£0 to an outdoor museum

to wellsprings
where no one draws water.
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20. BIIAKMTHA NIBYMHA

Hecs y rnnGokomy Jici € o3zcpue,

AC TH TEBHIICS Y JI3CPRATLUE:

TOABOIOEI CBOEIO NMPHCYTHICTIO GNAKWTHY KBIiTKY.
6naxuTHOO Gavmm cebe Bia GaKHTHOrO NOrAsAY,
MaBKOIO TPaBHCBOI ROdi,

o mani BigxoAHMIN BiJl NICOBOTO O3EpuA.

To Ginblic p BCA, 3 TBOI O'Ii.

o TAUMnOCK Tenep y TBOW NOCTATi Bift GIAKHTHON AiBYHAA?
Jivme GnaxurHui nornsn

Kapmx ogeit,

WWPOKO PO3KPUTHX CBITORI,

10 XBRUIK 33 XBUACIO

BiaGapae soxy

TBOTO JICOBOTrO BifOGPaKEeHHA.

Youmy 6 T06i He THIATHCA
Ha Gepesi ticoBoro o3lepus,
MaBKOIO roHAaTHCA Ha 6epe30BOMY rinni!




20. SKY-BLUE GIRL

Deep in a forest is a lake

where you look in a mirror:

you duplicate the sky-blue flower with your presence,
sky-blue you see yoursclf from a blue glance

nymph of a May night

illuminated by moonlight,

The farther you go from the forest lake
the wider your eyes grow, with every step.
‘What's left of the sky-blue girl now?

Only the sky-blue gaze

of hazel eycs,

wide-open to the world

which, wave after wave,

winnows the watcr

of your forest reflection.

‘Why couldn't you have stayed
on the shore of that forest lake.
nymph swaying in the branches of a birch!
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21. CYHUYHUH KYIHUK

Cuppi 32 CTONOM y TCMHIA caiTaNL
nepea Ginum apkyuicm nancpy
'3 YOPHMM OMIBICM Y pyui:

HE MAIOELL YOBCH, LIOG KOAHCH
BUNIMCTH Ha HBOMY i3 IiET KIMHATH y CHHE MOpe,

HC 306paXxyeur KazKoBOro nraxa, wot
BHHIC TC6C i3 1LOTO AOMALIHBONO NIAICMCNA.

He 06BOAULI YOPHHM KOHTYPOM CNLO3Y,
IO CKOTHAIACK Ha nanip.

Biningire, ocobu y cipomy oas3i,

L0 TaK MHALHO CTEXKHUTC 3u KOKHUM
PYXOM MOTO ONliBUA Ha nanepi -

BM TaK WINLHO OBCTYNMAM Mift cTin,

100 ¥ 30BCiM 3acTYyETE

THMSHC CBITJIO COPOKABATHO! NAMNOMKH
¥ HBbOMY #i TAK 32TIHEHOMY NPUMILIICHHI,
BigiAnire,

pafiTe 3MOry IOMaaloBaTi Uell CyHuuHnit
KYIUMK — MORAPYHOK coGi caMOMy

Ha Hoswui pix:

KOAY BRACTBCA AOBCCTH Mit HaMip

/10 SABEPIUCHHA, BiH PO3KBITHC
cnpaBxHim GLTHM KBiTOM

Ha GUIOMY CHiry NancpoBoro apKyma -
Ginum no Ginomy.




21. WILD STRAWBERRY BUSH

You sit at a desk in a dark living room
facing a white paper sheet,
black pencil in hand:

don't draw yourself a boat, sailing,
one day from this room to bluc seas,

don't sketch a legendary bird
1o carry you out of this domestic underworld,

don't outlinc in black contour the tear
that rolls down on the paper,

Step aside, grey-suited watchdogs
meticulously tracking cach move

of my pencil on paper -

you stand around my table in such a tight circle
that you completely block

the dim light from the 40-watt lamp

in this already dingy place,

go away,

give me a chance to finish drawing

this wild strawberry shrub — gift to myself
for New Year's:

if [ do what I plan to do

it'll bloom

with real white blossoms

on the whitc snow of paper —

white on white.




22. BE3 OJIHOroO CKJIIAY

A xoTiB uHTaTH -
JKOICH HE Hapi MeHi coel

BROGUPABCA 3'T3IUTH A0 MiCbKO! KHUTapHi,
ABTOGYC 3aYMHHMB JBCPI NEPCA MOIM HOCOM,
aBTOPW HANCHNANHA CBOIX arcHTiB, i Ti

BUY LM iXHi izci 0¥ Gi

i 3 Mocl HeamceIBHOT KHUIO3GipHi.

A xoriB mHCaTH -
no Ts nmancpy Ha cronmi,
nanip crasas YOpPHOTO KOTLOPY,
i 3rOpAB Bik MOro NOTASNY.
uM HOPHIB Bi MOIX AYMOK,
PyYKa KOB3aJa IO Nanepy. AX 0O CKAy.
THM, WO MilRile HAKMIMHILIONO KA€10,
TPAKPITUTIOBANTH MEHi B MPaBy PyKy HEOMiBelb.

Tax 5 ft He OPOUKTAB TC, IO XOTiB NPOTHTATH,
Tak % # HC HaNMCaB TC, WO XOTiB HAMMCATH.

Mii MOBYaTHMHA YHTaYY.

CNOTNANATLRAKY MOTO Bifi'€MHOIO HABYAHHS.

MO TEKCTH, AKi TH COPOMOXELICS PO IHTaTH,
GynyTh Ui Te6e HCIOBHUMM:

¥ HAX HC BHCTaYaTHMCE RANCYTTERILIOrO CKIARY.
AKMA A WYKAB Y KHKHXKKAX, aJlie He 3HaimoB.

AKMI A XOTIB HABMUTHCH ITMCATH, ANIE HE NOBEIIOCH.




22. ONE SYLLABLE MISSING

I wanted to read -

but not a single writer sent me his book,
I set out for the city bookstore,

the bus shut its doors on my nose,
authors sent out their agents, who
withdrew books from the village library
and from my meager collection.

T wanted to writc —

approached the white sheet on the table,
but it turmed black,

did it bum from my stare

or did it blacken from my thoughts,

the pen slid over paper, like on glass,
when they, with the strongest of all glues,
attached a non-pencil to my right hand.

And so I didn't read what T wanted to read,
and so I didn't write what | wanted to write.

My silent reader,

viewer of my negative leaming,

my texts, those you'll manage to read,
will be incomplete:

the most essential syllable will be missing in them,

I searched for it in books, but didn't find it,
1 wanted to learn to write it, but was unable.
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23.

BiH ckuHyB i3 cc6e aucT i Taxis,
noryGHB CTEXKH pOraTi B TPaBax,
BMBLILHABCK 3-THJ CYHHITB i CTPYMKIB —
icras min Hoawit pi Jlicom.

JIeswi cyMyBanu Ha 0N,

nesaki yexanmu nosepuenns Jlicy B iic,
Ti AEAKi HE MOTJIN BTAMMTH,

mo Jlic Hapeurri cras camum co06010.

Nesxi McTinucs 3a6yTTAM,

BATaXyBaJH inui CBATA.
A pexro siruuass 6t aBCpi
i P! pyHKiB Big Jlicy.




23.

He shed his leaves and birds,
lost trails in the forked grass,
freed himself from berries and streams —
and on New Year's Eve became a Forest.

Some sat unharvested, disheartened,
others waited for Forest to return to forest,
they couldn’t understand

that Forest had, at last, become himself.

Some got revenge by forgetting
and came up with new holidays.
But some opened white doors
and bore fruit from Forest.
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24.

Lur P
CTana i He 3HA€ 3a AKOIO MOHETOK FHATUC

Tax yci # pO3KOTHRCR
a Tpasa noxosana

A nOTiM KONAIE MOIRUIH i 3HAXONHIH MOHCTH
i MymMam mo Bi| crapb6 i

A ROJW OPIOYH 3HAXONMIH MOHCTH
TO 3 GiNLIUKM 3aB3ATTAM OPANH MIMpIIE




24.
The gypsy's necklace broke
she stood, couldn't decide which coin to grab

They all scattered
smothered in grass

Digging graves later on they found coins
and thought they'd discovered buried treasure and dug deeper

And when they found coins while plowing
they doggedly widened the furrows
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25.

MH BXe He NOofiGHI OAHC A0 OQHONO:

Hi Ha HallIHX COP He
Hi micHi He cniBaeMo Ti cami,

Hi COB2 HE BHMOBJISEMO CXOXO.

o Hac 06’eaHye?

Jlnwe sawi nansui

PiBHOMIPHO NOKBAILOBAHI HOAOM.

Un ue npodinakTuunmit 3axia.

Uy MM BXC NOPAHCHi.




25.

‘We don't look like each other any more:
our shirt embroidery isn't the same,

we don't sing sharcd songs,

‘we say words differently.

‘What binds us?

Only fingers

evenly smeared with iodine.
A prophylactic precaution.

Or are we wounded.




26. COHLE

IlBoe xnomyakis

P HEeHi B it OfAr
— OKYNauTH —
— Kapateni —
wicns XpuBasoY onepai,
CHAATH Kpait NOPOrH,
P npo Moo GaTbKi Y.

Opun kaxe: «Y HUX € WOCh TaKe OKPYTAC, —

06OMa PYKaMH OHCYE KOO, — HAIMBAETLCHA JORHES,
Jpyruit moBepTae NOJOHI ROTOPH, HOAAE:

«I KONICTBCN, AK OCTIOKM».

1 cMIIOTECH OTHE ORHOMY THXCHBKO.
Hy, cnpasxni xaomaaxy!




sit by the road
and talk about my homeland.

One says: “They’ve something round —"

and with both hands scribes a circle “~ it is called Sonne!.”
The second spreads his palms, and adds:

“And sharp, barbed.”

They share soft laughter.
In fact, just kids.

1. Sonne, sun in German; also prison zone
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27.

CrapiTi, KOXHOTO POKY IORABATH

O iRTHMAOY KoneKuil Ha ropaNT

e OffHi CTONTaRi YePEBHKH

MIiHATH CTEPTI ilepes’aHi JIOXKKH Ha HOBi,
- POTH Ha

CTaBaTH CCpHOIHNMHA,

TPaTHCK cepHo3HO

B CiM'10, B 0GOB’A3KM, B 4ONOBIvY NPYRCY

i nC wipwTH cHAM,

A€ AAILKH POIMOBISIOTE K JIOAK.




217.

To age is to add

a yearly pair of wom-out shoes

to intimate attic collections,

to replace old wooden spoons,

wear out the well beams,

tum serious,

play at

serious family life, duties, and male kinship
and loose faith in dreams,

were puppets talk like people.




28. TUXA POSMOBA

Komn Te6e xToch NOMOGHE,

TO 1i€ CBiTYHMTHL HE NpO TC,

IO TH MAELL AKiCh MEPEBArd NEpef KUMOCh,
ane opo Kpacy Aymi Toro,

XTO Te6e nono6us:

He npoxaiit Moto GOTOKApTKY y MEHC

- 3aKHHEHOrO Big T¢6¢ Ha 6araTo KiTOMCTpiB —
Kpame NOKAHY MaNapis,

O XONATH ACCh — HCYHCICHAL — N0 YKpalHi
Ta 3aMOB M, IOG6 Te6e IMaNIOBaTI

TBOi O4i,

TBOY GpoBH,

2 RanepeN TBOIO THXY PO3IMOBY.

Koz xo9em noGauTy Halie KOXaHHSA —
TOMABHCH Y KPUHH'IKY:
He MeHi cBolo ¢
X CIOJM — 33 FOpM —
TBOA CBIT/THHA — TH, AK2 AHBHIICK Y KPHEIIKY

i mornamom BuBepTacm I — aX BUIHO KOMLOPOBi

iHIG, 3 AKMX p! Y. = pi
Ae AHOM — TBOE OGMWaas,
a Bofa no3a ToGoto.




28. A QUIET TALK

‘When someone loves you
this doesn't mean

anyone has an advantage

it only bespeaks the beauty of the soul
that loves you:

don't ask for my photograph
- miles and miles away —
instead summon painters

the wandering few in Ukraine
ask them to paint you:

your eyes

your brows

but first, your quiet talk.

When you want to see our love -

look in a well:

don't send your photo

here — over the mountains -

your photo — is you, looking into a well

-turning it inside out with your gase - till colored
pebbles lining the bottom are visible, the inverted well.
where the bottom - is your face

with water behind it.

n



29.

Ha npolanHa Nofapyo cnisy4oro aAucTka
2 TH Aymaii U0 TO NTalKa
AKA XHBC HA CAMOMY BEPUICHKY ACPCBa

i IPHB’XH 1O GUABLA 32 HIXKKY HUTOUKOK)
o6 cnisaB TOGI NEPER CHOM i He BTIK
60 pns Te6e a cnifiMas

KpUXTaMH #Oro He rouyi
anc s nasyy TcGe Aoro Bine’s3aTH
KOITH BiH NOKHHE CTIiBATH




29.

Going, I leave you a singing lcaf
pretend it's a bird
who lives in a tree top

tie it to a stalk with thread

so it can’t escape but sings you to sleep
I caught it for you

don't feed it crumbs
I'll teach you to untie it
when it stops singing

3



30. COJIOBEMKOBE ThbOXKAHHS

Ilpr wucTHX 30pAX AiBUMHA

110Ka3y€ CONOBCHKOBI

cBol rpyau

— HIGH YY>XHMM NaJbUAMK POITOPTAE TKAHNRAY,

IO MaTCPHHIME KONOHAMY 3aTYyAsRE W TiNo ~

i npuniTac BiTepeus, WO IACHYB NOMIX FTOK
KBITHYTOTO iepeBa, NpoSykeHiil [iBO1OK TPHCYTHICTIO,
BCCBb Y MCIOCTKAX,

i TOPKACTBCH KPUNBIAMA ITANIHHEME AIBOMX IPYAEi,
i nafjae KpannuHa pocu

Ha BUTAEMANYCHY WIKipy AiBOYOro Tina

i TOPKAETLCR A3bOGOM NTAUIHHKM,

i HaXINAETHCR risIKa Aepesa

210 OFOJIEHOTO MACYHA, KONH QIBYMHA CTPHBOXCHO
06epTacTL R Ha HEBIAOMY THILY,

MO HACTa€ Yy Nay3i CONoBeikoBOro CuiBy,

i TOPKAETLCA HIXKKAMH NTALIKMHKUMY -

TaK NOCENSETHCA Y TiMli RiBOUOMY

T Hi"THOTO it

A B KJ1aCi, HCYBaXHa O yPOKY.

OGBCAC NOTNSNIOM YXe CKUILKE POKiB 3HafloMi o6anyus
xnonuis i giByart

i noGaumnTh Ha OHiIlN MapTi.

A€ A0 TOTO CHAIB HCMPHMITHIMN XJIOMYHHA,

ACROTO MicATA,

i CONOBCHKOBC THOXKAHHN O3IBETHCA Y i Tini:

i crane piB'uHa NCIKOIO, AK HA NTANIHHMX KPIIbIAX,

i crane giBmiNa IPO3OPOIO. K MANCHLKC FOPHSTKO POCHHM,
i crane nis: cnparaoo

AK ITAIIHH] HOKKK

RO KBITY'OT MJIKH.
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30. THE NIGHTINGALE'S SONG

Under pure stars a young girl

shows the nightingale

her breasts

- as if other fingers unfolded the fabric
which, like motherly palms, covers her body —
a breeze that slept among the branches

of a fl ing tree, d by herp
blows covered in petals,

and touches the girl's breast with bird wing,
adew drop falls

on the bared skin of the young girl's body
and touches it with bird's beak,

a tree branch bends

to her bare shoulder, as apprchensively she
listens to the strange silence

in the pause of the nightingale's song,
which touches her with bird's feet —

and so, the nightingale's night song

settles in the girl's body.

In class, distracted from her lessons,

she looks at the familiar faces she's known for ycars
of boys and girls

and sees that at one desk

where once a lad sat unnoticed,

there now shines a bright moon,

and the song of the nightingale will resound in her body:

and she will be light, like on bird wings,

and she will be transparent, like a little cup of dew,
and she will thirst for touches,

like bird feet

on a flowering branch.

s



31.

Ha pos3i Tiei Bysmmi

BHPOCIIO ICPEBO POKY

i BKPITOCK JOICTSM FOAMH

Bei 9exanw mo6 npmieTiia nTalka

1 3BUJ1a HA TOMY CPeBi rHi3to

Bci yexann aGn nepexoHaTHCT

110 Uue ACPEBO HE ucp'rne nepeno

Ane KONH 3aXONNII 0 TONMHEAKAPA HOPYY
TO Gasnum 1O BCi FOAWHANKH CITHHIUTHCA
i 9yTHO K 3 mngep6naTis

CHILIETHCH IHCOK FOMWH

Tenep yci 3ramRm

TO MCPTBE ICPEBO
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3L

On the comer of that street

grew the tree of the year

and covered itself with leaves of hours
everyone waited for a bird to come
and weave a nest up in that tree
Everyone waited to be convinced

that this was not a dead tree

But when you go to the clockmaker’s shop next door
you see that all the clocks have stopped
and hear the sand of hours

pour from their faces

Now cveryone knows

that tree is dead




32.

o6 3acHnaTH LC MPOBATLIN

JCKiNbKA CTOPIHOK IOBOQHUTLCK HCCTH YRBOX
AJc TPOXH O3MpaEMOC

wo6 He NoGayMe HarnAnasY

AKHM i il iamonm
3aCHIIAEMO MPOBANIA

3racMo

WO HABECH] mpae 3 rip BOKa

i NpOBaJNK 3HOBY 3’TBATLCA 3-Mi MOTAOXY




32.

To fill this chasm

we utilize all sorts of rubbish

but perhaps most of all we rip up books from libraries
Enormous books

it takes two to carry some of the pages

‘We glance over our shoulders to make sure

the supervisor won't see

what cheap outlandish building materials

we use to fill the chasm

‘We know

that in the spring water will flow from mountains
and under the rubbish the chasm will appear again




33.

Y upoMy MIiCTi 8 BijiyBa10, IO KONOCh HEMAE.

Cpasi

ymy douny Gyaxy

i CTany N3BOHMTH B yCi Kinui,

Ta 3 yCIOAH MCHi BiNOBIAATHMY T

MOl 3HaNOMi (AKuM 5t nep xasy),
CNOBIIAIOYH, O BOHM | XuBi i S0POBI,

anc X 8 3HaI0, IO KONrOCh HEMAE

i Ty OR3BOHUTH HiAK.

3a3upHy B yci NiR'3aK, KBapTHPY,

T i ycraHoBM — i 3ycTpith
TOrO, KOTO HEMaE.

IlinnimMycs Han MICTOM, ONYLLYCR B METPO

i HC 3Halny.

IMiny B xiKo i Ha Tauui,

MiAY NiA BIKHaMK BHCOKHX GyauHKiB,

iRy A0 KpaMHKUUi AUTMX iFPaILOK,

anc # TaM HIKOro He 3Hanny.

I Togi s AizHAIOCA, 1O Y UbOMY MICTI
HCMEAE MCHC CaMoro.




33.

In this city I sense someone is missing.

Wilfully I take over the telephone booth
and begin calling all over town

but everywhere my friends reply

(those whose moming coffee I disrupted)
and tell me they're alive and well,

yet I just know someone is missing

and can't be reached by phonc.

I peer in doorways, dwellings,

and state houses - expecting to encounter
whoever’s missing

I ride above the city and go to the metro below
but cannot find him.

1 go to movie theatres, and dances,

walk under windows of tall buildings,
and through a children’s toy shop,

but even there I find no one.

And then I realizc, in this city
it's me who's missing.
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34. TPMBOXHE

Cepca xaTu BEpocna a6myns,

a nip x6arynero —

Bmepna! (MaTu?)

Nyecrits! MycriTs!

Ilep (MaTh?) pi y no

MARa0 (MaTn?) noje B XUTax 3 NTAIIRHKMM IFOJTOBAMH,

nepeitaio (MaTH?) AcpeBa y UBITY,
(maTn?) Ha monei.

A! — oT Mos kOxaHa (MaTH?)

Al - ot Mol apy3i (MaTu?)

A! - or mof Tosapumri no poGoTi (MaTtu?)

ny ROBro-posro,

Po3unngio Geiniu nsepeit (MaTtu?),

CKISHMX TA CYULIBHUX.

IlepecTpubyio qepes coBak (MaTu?)

KYANIaTHX: O ACCATKY O9eH y nobi.

A XTOCh KPUUHTB,

1O MeRi uic He6araTo TpeGa NpoiTH.

wo6 y3HaTH,

o Tam nig F6ayHEI0 (MaTH?)

Cepen xaTv Bupocna s6nyus.




34. ALARMING

An apple tree grew in the middle of the house
beneath that tree —

she died! (Mother?)

Let mc go! Let me go!

1 cross (mother?) the river over stones

and pass (mother?) the rye ficld covered with birds
1 fly over (mother?) trees in bloom,

stumblc (mother?) over strangers.

Ah! - here is my beloved (mother?)

Ah! - here are my friends (mother?)

Ah! - here are my co-workers (mother?)

I travel long — so long.

I open countless doors (mother?)
glass and solid.

1 leap over dogs (mother?)
shaggy: with ten-eyed heads.

Someone shouts

that I only need go a bit farther

to find out

what is under the apple tree (mother?)

An apple tree grew in the middle of the house.




35.

s ip conoB'Y mi, 30pCI0

THINA BCLIACA 38 KOXHUM CTONIOM IPOPOCTIOIO M'ATOI0

3a cc6e
3 ONORSIMA POIKPATHMHE JU/IS CJLB NOMATKY

MJIAHOBE KONO YIUIMBAE 32 NOBIKH JiBYaT

imiTs cnaTH

Biltreca xoneca nicy i sepeTeHa sirpy
3aTyASNHTC BIKOHIE MBHEM IO YEPBOHIE YPaRT

i3 3010THX BOPIT BUINGDRAIOTH Ha CXiRt
BEPIIHAKH i3 KCPEIbLAMI

cinb ropimmix marop6is 6inic Ha nrevax
BOHH He NOBEPHYTHLCH HIKONH ROROMY
MICTKOM i3 KJICHOBMX KiCTOK




35.

nightingales set green horizons on fire with starlight
silence settles on every tablc like sprawling mint

behind a darkened stalk I discover myself
palms open to words of beginning

the millstone shadow flows behind girls’ eyelids

20 to sleep

beware the forest wheel and the wind's spindlc
shade your window from moming's crimson rooster

from golden gates riders head east
with springwells

salt of the hilltops whitens on their backs
they will never return home

over the maple bridge bones
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36.

TparicHHA noGauuTH TeGe po3GuBae MMGKH JANECKOrO
Kpaesuay

BOPOTA YEPBOHI IrafiOK 3ATYNCHI KRITKOIO NanopoTi

i cainuit XOpiHL CTa€ rIKOIO AN MEPTBAX OBOUIB

ixp P Big PKiB HE po3TaE

TYT HE XMBYTD HifIKi ITaxy JIHIIE NePeNiTH




36.

longing for you shatters window pancs of a distant landscape
the crimson gates of memory arc wrapped in a blossoming fem
and the blind root becomes a branch for dead fruit
farewell's ice docsn't melt at touch

no birds live here — only migrants
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37.

Bce nepennyTrauc:
roay6u znitanuca Ha GoioBrIe
i CKNBOBYBANH O'i MCPTBHM BOSKaM

Kpykis nigrogosysanu Ha mrowax

AK BOHM 1Nty N3BOG:
i CTIiBaNM MPO HHUX NiCEHL

Xi6a nep TiNBLKH 3AUBY
i mpoxcHeMo rony6is i3 Mcpuis
60 xaaieMo KpyKiB




37.

It's all mixed up:
doves flocked on battlefields
and pecked at dead soldiers’ eyes

Ravens were fed in squares
painted in loving pairs
and sung about in songs

Will we be frightcned or simply surprised
and chase the doves away from corpses
because we fecl sorry for ravens




38. FOTYEMOCH 1O CBATA

3Hal0 — nonepeny ACHb, AKHI MAHCCCHO BiICBATKYBATH

MaeEMOo.
51 BunpacyBaB WITARM, 3aB'A3aB Ha Ginilt copouwi KpaBaTKy,
Martip IonpocHB HANEKTH IHPOTiB T2 BUTAITH 3 norpc6a
oripkiB i 261yK, a caM NitoB 3aMPOWYBATH APY3iB.

IToBepTaEeMOCK 3 APYTOM, BiH PO3NOBiAAaE NPO AKiCL MPUrOIH,
AKi TPAILNOTHCA HOMY Ha poGoTi, 8 % BCe AyMalo PO CBATO.

Konu Bxc 10 MO€] Kil apyr
HACTIBYBaTH AKYCh CBATKOBY MICHIO.

Sl mAXOMIKY NO KANECHAAPA Ha CTiHi,

mo6 i we nHis RO cBSITa,
ax Gavy WOHHO Tenep, WO TOH ICHb, AWt X 36Hparocs
3 IPY3SMH BiICBATKYBATH, YXE JaBHO MUHYB.

JluBy10CH, YOMY MEHi PO LC HIXTO HC CKa3aB.

Hi MaTm, Hi ApyT, AKOrO A 3a0pOCcHB J10 ccbe.




38. WE ARE PREPARING FOR A HOLIDAY

Tknow — the day we are to celebrate is just ahead.

1 pressed my trousers, knotted a tie on my white shirt,
asked mother to bake pies and bring cucumbers and apples
from the cellar, while I went out to invite friends.

As we walk back, my friend is full of tales
about what goes on at work, but my mind’s on the holiday.

‘When we come to my room, my friend starts
singing some holiday song.

T walk up to the wall calendar

to see how many days lcft till the holiday,

and suddenly, I see that the day which I'm preparing
to celebrate with fricnds is long gone.

T wonder why nobody told me.

Neither my mother, nor the fricnd I'd invited home.

9



39. NAM'ATH

Hi6u anitinoB Hapenrri {03BiN Ha TC,
IO MOXHA Ha KNaROBHILAX
CaJIHTH KapTOILTIO i BCAKY iNOTY FrOPOANHAY.
Yepes xinbka rogum MicIA TOro
oxowi rpmo'mm To Bymai
i Bipy — 6irm
TPAAKY Nif Kap i BeAKy iy rop
ane To Gyno 3aise, 60 B KOXHOro
Gynu poauti, SKi CIOMWBAIH TYT BiYHHM CHOM.
‘OTO BOHE PO3PIBHANH MOTHIKH,
BHIpaNM MBHAKIB i GYI0K,

(IToriM BOHN NOGAYMITH, IO TO MC BATITHO —

TUILKH il uayTH 6YN0, AK TySH 3a13/[AIH MOTOLKIIOM
3 60 TaM 3aKy rapna Gyna).

T'psan Gynu pi xi T2

(apubpani, ax Morunaknl),

i mony Hapikamn Ha AOMWIO,

(O TaK MaJO IXHIX POAKYIB MOBMHPANIO,

mo6 MoxHa 6yJI0 Ha IXHIX MOrHAKax

CaJMTH KapTOITIO i BCAKY iHITY FOPOAWRY.




39. REMEMBRANCE

It seems permission was granted at last

to plant potatocs and various vegetables

in cemeteries.

Some hours later in the streets

the eager hurried

with picks and buckets to reserve garden plots
for and various

it was silly to rush, everyone has relatives
resting there in eternal peace.

So they leveled the graves,

ripped out iris and lilacs,

transplanted onions, potatoes, and seeded radishes.
(Later they realized this wasn't practical -
they could hear when men on motorcycles

went there to drink because snacks were available).

‘The garden plots were squared, neatly aligned
(decked out like graves!)

and people bemoancd fatc

nat enough relatives had died

to use their graves

for planting potatoes and various vegetables.
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40. TOJIOBA

Korunacs, ik KaByH, roJiOBa 3 FOpH,

AK KaBYH, KpHMBasa JIOACHKA NoJoBsa.
Korunacs ronosa.

e y owax Tpinorinn

JIMCTH mamiprj 3eesi

i HaMOT cTpi Mg HOTH.
Ille y Byxax uypkoTisio konoces,

pHMiB 6ins XONOAA3NA KyPaBEb,

TYNH OCH,

CMisNacs AWTHHA.

e Ra ry6ax BRCiB NONLTYHOK,
WC BOHH BOPYUITHCS

i PY , Mo

Lile 3y6m XaiGHO BIPH3ATHUCR Y M AKICTL
TPYMOR-NCRKAHOK.

Ilic 134K po3nosinas

OpO BeceJIi NPHIOfH APY3AM.

Ille mORM BiIYBANH TEILNO NORYIIKW

i XiFTmROrO WICYA.

Ile y ic 3aX0AMAM NAXOWi OCCHi,
TpLIOro JUCTA.

¢ uin 4010M B3PI AYMKH.
A ronosa yxe KOTHIacs.

SIK KaBYH, KpHBABa MONCHKA I'ONIOBA.

1 nagany HCMPUTOMHI XIHKH,

TaJaTH HEOPHTOMHI MaTCPi Ta CCCTPH

i mpocTaTany no 3cMi noBri pyxu,

ino pyxax,

AKX N0 GLTMX pyLIHWKAX,

iIH 3a rONOBOKO MIOAU

i wencerinu,

X JOPHi XKaNOOHI CTPiTKH.




40. THE HEAD

Likc a watermelon, a head rolled downhill,
a bloody human head, like a watermclon.
The head rolled.

Green paper leaves

still quivered in its eyes

and the path wound a ribbon underfoot.
The wheat still rustled in its ears

the well tower still creaked

bees droned

and a child laughed.

A kiss still lingered on its lips

they trembled,

O-shaped for whistling.

Teeth still sank into soft

ripencd pcars.

The tongue delighted friends

with stories.

Cheeks still felt warmth of the pillow
and the wife's shoulder.

Scents of autumn’s damp leaves

still filled nostrils.

Under the wrinkled brow thoughts matured.

But the head was already rolling.

Like a watermelon, a bloody human head.
‘Women fainted and fell

mothers and sisters fell

stretching their arms along the carth,

over those arms,

like on white scarves.

behind the head walked people

rustling,

like black ribbons of mouming.




41. TIICEHBKA BHOUI

TisHo yseucpi. KOMK 8 CUAXKY i YHTAIO KHUXKY.
HCCNOJIBAHO MIOMHHAIK) “YTH, IK XTOCh THXEHBKO
ncpeGupae CTpyHH a CTiHOI0. 3alikasncHui,

A 3aroPTaKd KHIKKY i NiAXOAXY N0 BikHa.

O6er in Aoro i B TEMHI
CHIYETH BHIIICHS, 110 POCTYThL KOJIO XaTH.

A TO#, XTO X3BEHIB CTPYHAMMU, YIYIO, CMICThCA

Jefb TYTHO | 3uuKac. | Tak KOXKHOT HOUI.

1 Hisx HC BAANOCA jtoro noGauuTy.

OgHOTO pasy s BUPIIKB HOTO NiAManyTH.

Togai BiH 3HOBY NO'AB BUrPaBaTH THXCCCHBLKY

MCJI0AIO 112 CTPYHAX, @ f BCTAB, aNC KHILKKY

HC 3arOPHYB, a JIHILHMB PO3TOPHCHOK HA CTONN

i Buiimos y canox. OGimuos HOro 33agy. a Bil CTOITL

i BUIpa€ Ha HKOMYCh IMBHOMY MY3HUHOMY iHCTPYMCHTI:
MaICHLKHI XNONYHK, 2 32 CIHMHOK - METENUKOBI KpHIa.
Sl RXOIHB fIOTO 22 KPUNO - BiH NEPEAAKAHO CTPENCHYRCH,
BUPBUBCS i LICS B TCMHOTI.

Ko f HaxuauBcs, TO B TPaBi 0GauKB T HCGauCHHA
MY3HYHHI IHCTPYMEHT. SIK 5§ HC HAMaraBCca X0 HKkuit-HeGyan
3BYK BHIOGYTH '3 HLOTO  BiH MOBaB.

'3 THX Mip BiH GLNLLIEC HE IURNNBCR NEPENl MOIM BIKHOM,

TOM I XITON'MK 3 MC ¥ -
MCTHBCR MCHi 12 TC, 1O % OHOTO Pa3y CXOTIB HOro
noGawsTa i 3incy HOTO Kf Kpuio.




41. NIGHT SONG

Late at night, as I sit rcading a book,

1 suddenly hear someonc quictly

strumming strings beyond the wall. Curious,

I close the book and walk up to the window.
Carefully, I open it and peer into dark

silhouettes of cherry trees growing beside the housc.
‘Whoever plucked the strings | heard laughs

very softly and vanishes. It's like that every night.
Impossible to catch sight of him.

One time 1 decided to trick him.

‘When he began to play his muted

melody on strings. [ got up, but did not

closc the book, instead, 1 left it open on the table

and went into the garden. I came up from behind,

and there he stood. playing a strange musical instrument:
a little boy — and on his back — butterfly wings.

1 grabbed him by the wing - he shuddered. frightened,
tore away and disappeared into the dark.

When 1 leaned down 1 saw that unfamiliar instrument
in the grass. No mattcr how I tried to make some
sound on it — it remained silent.

Since then, he's never appeared by my window again,
that little boy with wings -

punishing me for that one time I wanted

to see him and ruined his beautiful butterfly wing.
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ABTOBIOTPA®IYHA IMPUMITKA

Mosa sK SKCCh IEPEBO: TO BOHO BaCiHMHA, TO Je-
peso. Taxk i skice 3rop LCK Y
P i MOXYTBb TP 4Mac y TaKOMy BHIJIARI
ncpcOGysaTi B Mosi. Hamaralocs y mipy cBoix cua i
CTIPOMOXHOCTEH BifUlIyKaTH TaKC iBMINE, AKC OT-OT
HOFAMHC CMCPTB. i 3HOBY aTH TOMY CJIOBY NPOPOCTH y
PACHC, KBiTYy!e ICPCBO.

Ioer npo ce6e™
Hoeain, 2 (Kuis, 1988)

Haponusca 1945 poxy na JI i B ceni,

AKOrO, KyIH HE KHHEII OKO, BUTHUIHCA waxTh. BaThku Ha Tolt
4ac mpaulosanu B Kxoarocmi. A Moi i Ta 6abycs 1929 poxy
nix wac izawil Gynu poikyy i, XaTy iXuo 6yno
BiRiGPaNo i mepeRano CUILChKOMY aKTHBICTOBI. a iX camux pa-
30M 3i CBOIMH [iTBMM BMBE3ICHO TIOTATOM CNICUNCPCCE/EHIIB
Ha Ypan, e fin i 3aruHyB NpH HCBMACHCHUX OGCTaBHHAX. 3
ciM's fioro nopepHyNaca nilmilue Ha YKpaiHy. anc BXC He B
piaKe ccno. a Ha mMaxTy.

BaTbko Miit Ha TO# uac 6yB OAPYXCHMIL. XKHB 3i CBOEK)
ciM’c10 oKpeMmo Bin nina # 6Ga6u. Ilicns xinskapa3oBnx onucis
MailHa BR #oro ccf i ToMy He BACNanM cni-
NoM 3a cBoiMA piaxnmu. Oue TaBpo CepeaHAKa TAXKLTO Ran
HAWOIO CiM'€10 JOBIi POKH, UCPC3 TC XKOACH i3 MOIX GpaTis i
cecTep AC OTPUMANA HaBiTh CEPEAHLOV OCBITH i MMuIC MeHi
BANOCH 1C 3POGHTH 6O “ac MOTO HAaBYAHHA NPUNAB HAa Xpy-
WOBCHLKY Bigaury, mo Hacrana micns XX 37say KITPC y 1956
poui. IlowaTkosy ocBiTy 5 3006yB Y cCMHpiLi Yy piTHOMY ceni,

fIKa Ha 1ac MOro ime R Y
Cepennio ocBiTy 3006yBaB yxe noza cenou, 60 cepenHi WKo-
nu GynA Nuwe y maxrap Ilsa

POKHM XONUR NIllIKH 32 8 KiNOMETPIiB N0 WIKOIM, TOTIM NCPeBiB-
CR IO WKOAK-IHTEPHATY, ab4 HA BHTPAYaTH Yac i 3ycunna Ha
AOnNaHHA BiACTaHi 4O AANCKOT LIKOJH 10 6C300PINKIO Ta B yCi
nopu poky. 1963 poky 3axinuus cepHio mKomay. Toro x poxy
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AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

Language is like a tree: scedling after seedling
between full grown trees. In language, a whole complex of
images can be contained within the seed and can exist in
that form for a long time. As far as possible, I try to find
that phenomenon which is on the verge of engulfing death,
and allow the word to develop and grow into a bright blos-
soming tree.

“The Poet About Himself™
POETRY Vol. 2. Kiev, 1988

I was born in 1945 in a village in the Donctsk region. Wherev-
er you looked, you saw nothing but mine shafts. My parents
worked on a collective farm. During collectivization in 1929, my
grandparents were "de-kulaked,” their home was given to some
village activist, and their family exiled and rcsettled in the Urals.
My grandfather died there under unclear circumstances. His family
later retumed to Ukraine but was sent to the mincs instead of their
native village.

At that time. my father was married and living apart from his
parents, with his own wifc and children. After evaluating his
property and goods, the authorities classified him as “middle
class™ and 50, he didn't meet the same fate as the rest of his family.
But that “middle class™ label weighed on our family for many
years and was the reason why none of my brothers or sisters was
ablc to get a sccondary education. 1 was the only lucky one be-
cause my schooling occurred during the period of the “Khruschev
thaw,” immediatcly after thc 20th Congress of the Communist
Party in 1956. 1 i my primary ing in the U i
language villagc school but had to attend the rcgional sccondary
school. For the first two years I walked eight kilometres to that
school but later was ablc to transfer to the boarding school and
graduated in 1963. That year, [ went to work in the mincs because
the job provided a steady incomc for an eight-hour day, unlike
work at the collective farm. Meanwhile, I read, wrote poetry, and
for ission to the university.




TIOB NpaokaTH B WaxTy, 60 TaM GyB CTaMl 3apOGITOK Ta
BOCHMMroOAMNHUIL poGOUME ReRb, HA BiIMiIHY Bi paarocmy.
TMpawoBas y maxTi, MICaB BipIli, TATaB, FOTYBAaBCA JIO BCTYMY
B YHIBEPCHTET.

1964 poxy scrynus qo KuiBcbkoro yHiBepcuteTy Ha yKpa-
THCLKC BIUILICHHA dinonoriuboro ¢gakyanrery. Ha Tok wac s
BXC IpyKyBaBcs — fcGiorysas y Kuesi 8 1963 poui - i map
6arato CHMIATHKIB nmoesiit. Cepen HuxX 6ys i KiHopexucep
Cepriit ITapanxanos, skuit yMosus Mene nepesectuca 1o Ku-
RerKoro TeaTpanbHOro INCTHTYTY Ha aKkyabTeT KiHOpeXHn-
cypit. Mol X ORHOKYPCHHKH [O YHIBEPCHTETY Ha MOYATKY HO-
BOrO HaBYaNLHOrO POKY BIANPaULOBYBANN OGOB'SIKOBO B
xo}lrocm AKOMYCb lll)l Kuesom, y TOR Yac, AK 5 Il}lBIle“al

TCT. 3rogom TYT A PO3UINMB, AK TOTY-
BaHHA PEMICHUKIB i BEpimMB GinbLme TYaH HC NMPUXOAHTH.
Anc X i 3 ysiscpesrery 2 3ipBasen, apKe He noixas 10 Koa
rocmy. a IS pajsiCLKOro CTYACHTA O¢ OYB i ¢ HCNPUILYCTH-
MMt IPIX, 32 AKUA CTYNCHTA BINY 3 BY3y
HiX 32 aKaNCMIYHY HCYCTIIUIHICTD.

1966 poky & po3no4aB HaBYaHHA Ha Apyromy Kypci Jlo-
HENBKOro YHiBCPCHTCTY, afic Mafke Bei | BuKnajna‘i, i CTy/icH-

TH i HO MCHC 1OC HO, 6O BXe
nciM 6y0 CKa3aHO, wo 1 upuGys 10 ,Lloxeubxoro YyHiBepcHTe-
TY 3 METOIO 1p TH ariTauifHy iCTHTRY poGoTYy.

Bpcwri-peT Ha nouatky 1967 poky Mene 1akaioM pekTopa
Y AKOMY BKa3yBANOCH, 14O 3 BIAPAXOBYIOCH 3i CKNaly CTYACH:
TiB .,3a JiT HCCYMiCHI 3i 3BUHHAM PaASHCLKOro CTyAeHTa™
Gyno 3BinbueHo 3 yuisepcureTy. [IpnBogoM ans Takoro pi
weHHa 6yNo Te. MO A HaBaB CTYACHTAM “INTATH NPAIO YKpa
IHCBKOro BUeHOTro IBana [13t06M /umepHayiona.riam, wu Pycu
ixayin.

Ilicas Toro s Mas Hesaany cnpoGy BCTynuTi A0 MockoE
chkoro JlitepaTypHOro IHCTHTYTY, ajic 10 CK3aMCHIB MCHC H
6yno gomymecHro. HacTae wac nepecainysans i roninb. 19€
POKY MCHE 3 METOIO nep 6yno no Bii
CbKa y OyaiBeJIbHi 3aroHm. fe s it npo6ys no 1970 poky.

3 TOro wacy mpamoBaB Ha IIAXTi. B PaATOCHi HA pi3Al
POGOTAX, HE MaKOUK HiIKOro daxy. 1 Tak TpuBano ax o 19
POKY, KON Y MCHC BUAIINA HAPCIUTI NCpwa Ha YKpai
KINDKKA i MCHC GYN0 npuiinaTo B wien CHIKH MICLMCHE
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In 1964 | was admitted to the Ukrainian Section of the
Philology Dep at Kiev University. I was i by then
debuting in 1963 - and had a good number of rcaders. Among
them was film director Sergei Paradzanov, who persuaded me to
transfer o the Kicv Institute of Theatre and study film direction.
Because I attended classcs instead of putting in the prescribed time
at the collective farm at the beginning of the school ycar, a sin
more scrious than academic failure, I had to leave the university.
In 1966 I began my second ycar of studies at the Donctsk
University. From the outset, the faculty and student body were not
very frlendly to me because they had becn told that 1 transferred to

their uni y for purp of nati gitation. In 1967, the
deanotdemdme" issed from the university for “behavior inap-
propriate 10 a soviet student.™ The basis for his decision was that T
d fellow to read /nternationalism or Rus-
sific alum a work aulhou*d by the Ukrainian scholar Ivan Dziuba.
Fe g my dismissal, I sought admission into the

Institute of Literature but was not allowed to take the entrance
exams. In order to “re-cducatc” me, in 1968 I was conscripted in
the army and assigned (o construction units where I served until
1970.

Since then, | worked in mincs and at various jobs on collective
farms, with no profession of my own. And so it was not until 1980,
when a collection of my poems was published for the first time in
Ukrainc that | was admitted into the Ukrainian Writers’ Union.
After that, for the first time in my life. [ was finally able to dedi-
cate all my time and cnergy to creative cndeavors in litcrature.

Following my debut in 1963, I was published in Ukraine until
1969. After that, not a single line of my work was printed there
until 1986. In 1968, the publication of my first collection was
stopped during typesctting. In 1969, my second collection was not
published though it fit into the publisher’s prescribed plan. Finally.
in 1988, my poclry collection, Green Dav, was published and giv-
en the Rep 's Prize for Li A second book
followed in 1990 - Icarus With Burterfly Wings.
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KiB, MiCAIA 9Oro A BXC HC GyB 3MYLICHMI ACCh NPAIIOBATH, K
10 TOTO 3060B'A3YIOTH PANAHCHKI 32KOHM, 3 NOBHICTIO 3alHS-
THCE HAPEIITi, BNCPIIC Y CBOEMY XHTTi BHK/IIOTHO JIITCPaTyp-
HOIO TBOPYICTIO.

[leGioTyeas 2 Bipmamu 1963 poKy, ApyKyBaBca Ha YKpaiui
ax 1o 1969 poxy, a BiX Toro wacy i ax 1o cepeauun 1986 poxy
Ha YKpaii He 3'SBUIOCK APYKOM XOIHONO MOro pafKa. 1968
POKy MO0 ncpuuy 36ipky Gyno poscunano y wa6opi. He Bu-
¥nuna 1969 poky it apyra MOA KHFDKKA, X04 i nepeaGavanocs i
BMAAHHA TEMATHIHHM IUTaROM BAuaBAwuTBa. Hapewri 1988
POKy BHEIUIa KEHXK2 3eaen Jenw, aky Gyno einsuaueno Pec-
nyGaikaHcukoio Jlireparyproio INpemicio iM. B. Cumonerka.
Npyra xuuxka suiimna 1990 poky nin Hassolo Ikap Ha
Memeauxooux Kpuaax.







The original translated version of the poem “Kuterina® was done by
Bohdan Boychuk and was published in Exile, Vol. 15, no. 2 (1991) @
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