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A Note on Transliteration

The names of people and places in this book have been
transliterated according to a modified Library of Con-
gress system, with ligatures are omitted and the i
transliterated without the breve, as i rather than i. The
Ukrainian apostrophe has been retained. Well-known
personal names appear in spellings widely adopted in
English-language texts, while the spelling of several oth-
er names of living authors follows their own preference
or the established use in English, where applicable.
Toponyms are transliterated from the language of the
state in which their referent currently lies, thus Lviv, not
Lwéw or Lvov. In some cases, countries have established
an official place-name in the Latin alphabet: Kyiv is one
such place (rather than the Library of Congress translit-
eration Kyiv). Where cities have well-established English-
language forms, irrespective of alphabet, English-
language forms are used. These places include Moscow
(not Moskva), Warsaw (not Warszawa), Vienna (not Wien).
For rivers that cross international borders, an English-
language form also is used, with the exception of the Dni-
pro instead of Dnieper as it is used in individual poems.
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Introduction

Babyn Yar in Ukrainian
Poetry

Ostap Kin

Croroani oxsigas Babuii sp. Xax
Today I visited Babyn Yar. Horror.!
- Oleksandr Dovzhenko, 1943

What Happened in the City?

Between the end of World War II and the independence
of Ukraine in 1991, the Soviet government launched
anumber of initiatives, most of them unrealized, to com-
memorate the massacres at Babyn Yar. The nationality
and ethnicity of the victims was always elided under the
category of “Kyivans” or “Soviet citizens,” and the weak
attempts at memorializing the murders took a back-
seat to plans to obliterate the site altogether by filling
the ravine and quarry with industrial wastewater and
smoothing the pit over at street level. In 1966 the first
marker—a granite stone—was finally erected, and in
1976 a bronze sculpture was installed. Neither memorial
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mentioned the Jewish identity of the victims of Babyn
Yar. It was only in 1991 that Babyn Yar was characterized
in Ukraine as a Jewish massacre. A bronze menorah was
erected in that year. The cornerstone of a museum was
laid in 2001 but no construction followed.2 In the spring
of 2020, almost eighty years after the Babyn Yar massacre
in Kyiv, the Ukrainian capital witnessed yet another at-
tempt to create a memorial that would adequately com-
memorate those who perished; on October 6, 2021, the
Foundation and Babyn Yar Holocaust Memorial Center
was inaugurated.

During World War I1, Babyn Yar was the site of one of
the most horrendous massacres in the twentieth century
and was central to the “Holocaust by bullets.”s The Sovi-
et army retreated from Kyiv on September 17, 1941. Nazi
troops marched into the city in the early morning of Sep-
tember 19, 1941, marking the beginning of a new epoch
in the life of the city and its inhabitants.* The Red Army
recaptured Kyiv on November 6,1943, but they arrived in
what was an unrecognizable metropolis. The Nazi occu-
pation had utterly changed the architectural, spatial, and
intellectual shape of the city.

The most vulnerable part of Kyiv’s population proved
to be the local Jews. Many of them were unable to leave
before the Nazis arrived. On September 28, 1941, around
2,000 copies of the notorious unsigned trilingual an-
nouncement, in Russian, Ukrainian, and German, were
widely posted across the city. The announcement ordered
the Jews of the city to gather on the intersection of two
streets by the cemetery. One inhabitant noted in her di-
ary on September 28:
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In the middle of the day, a terrible order for the Jews was
posted: that tomorrow, September 29, all of them should
gather at eight in the morning at Luk’ianivka (at Babyn Yar)
with documents, warm clothes. Those who do not show up
will be executed. [..] The distress among the Jews is terrible.
It is so hard to look at the suffering of others. Many of them
think they will die.®

No one really knew the meaning of that order. Some
thought the Jews would be sent to the Soviet Union. Oth-
ers heard they would be relocated to Palestine.® Between
September 29 and 30, 33,771 Jews were machine-gunned
in a ravine on the outskirts of Kyiv. On September 30, the
Kyivites already knew what fate had awaited their neigh-
bors: “We found out that the Jews were killed in Babyn
Yar. No one expected it.”” The killings went on, and in the
course of Kyiv’s Nazi occupation between 100,000 and
150,000 perished in Babyn Yar, most of them Jews. Oth-
erskilled included patients from psychiatric institutions,
representatives of other nationalities inhabiting the city
(Ukrainians, Russians, and several Romany camps), Sovi-
et prisoners of war, detained partisans, sailors, members
of the Ukrainian nationalist movement, Communists,
and others.

Kyiv as a Jewish City

The first Jewish settlements in Kyiv appeared in the ear-
liest years when it was the capital of Kyivan Rus’. The
Principality of Lithuania expelled the Mongols in the fif-
teenth century and the Jews shortly thereafter, but the
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Jewish community was quickly reestablished. Another
expulsion of the local Jews took place under the rule of
Tsar Nicholas I in 1835. However, two of decades later,
during the rule of Alexander 11, some Jewish groups were
again permitted to settle in Kyiv. Between 1859 and 1881,
the Jewish community became a significant econom-
ic force and made up three-quarters of the first-guild
merchants. By the mid-1890s, Jews represented half of
all the merchants in the city. After 1881, local Jews were
very much involved in organizing Kyiv’s rabbinate, as
well as hospitals, schools, and synagogues. Beginning in
1905, Jews participated in the formation of political or-
ganizations and later began to play a role in the political
life of the city.®

Before the 1917 revolution, there were more than fifty
thousand Jewish residents in the city, constituting some
ten percent of the population. These numbers steadily
increased over the next two decades. After the Bolshe-
viks took power in Kyiv, they began to control all Jewish
institutions and soon closed some of them. In 1926, the
number of Jews was 140,256, which was 27 percent of the
total population of Kyiv. On the eve of the war, according
to the 1939 census, the total population of the city was
846,724 residents?; Jews constituted 26.5 percent of the
population, or 224,236 people.®

How “Poetry about Babyn
Yar” Is Organized

Today, Ukrainians—shaped and tested by a variety of
political and historical events—are still looking for ways
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to understand the tragedy of the Holocaust in Ukraine.
The question of Ukrainian complicity in the Holocaust
in general and in the tragedy of Babyn Yar in particular
is a broad and important one. A number of important
historical studies, monographs, and academic volumes,
have been published on these topics." In most cases,
these works are based on documents from archives and
special collections and they use eyewitness accounts to
build a narrative.

There are other media that might help us understand
the tragedy of the Holocaust more broadly and the trag-
edy of Babyn Yar specifically. One such medium is the
poems written in response to the massacre. Poetry is an
extremely reactive form of art; it can present an emo-
tional and immediate response to an event, often before
any deliberation or reworking to fit political narratives.
Therefore, it can serve to measure people’s reactions and
emotions—compassion, understanding, lack of empa-
thy, or even an unwillingness to tell the truth.?

This anthology presents a number of responses to the
events in Babyn Yar created in the years 1941-2018, that
is, in the course of several historical phases and artistic
movements in Soviet and post-Soviet Ukraine.'® Poets
belonging to distinct literary traditions and political ep-
ochs responded to the tragedy; this collection attempts to
create a catalog of those reactions. Of particular interest
is the publication history of these texts. The poems col-
lected here were at times excluded from the poets’ sub-
sequent selected or collected editions, meaning that they
remained unread. Publishing was tightly controlled by
the state at every stage, requiring ideological and artistic
compliance from writers. This raises the question about
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the interaction between the Soviet poet and the censor,
especially in the case of writing about the Holocaust;
the poems that emerge out of such interactions must be
read with an understanding of the explicit and implicit
censorship to which the authors were subject. The lim-
itations imposed by censorship and self-censorship can
often be felt in the details of the poems dedicated to the
Holocaust.

The poems featured in this book can be divided into
three periods, although these periods also have their sub-
divisions. The first includes the years 1941-46, the time
of the Nazi occupation as well as the period after Kyiv
was recaptured by the Soviet army. The poems from this
period may, in turn, be divided into at least three more
categories: (a) works created by someone who lived in the
city during the Nazi occupation and witnessed the events
(a number of inhabitants left their diaries); (b) the 1942
responses to the Nazi atrocities by the Soviet Ukrainian
poets who escaped Ukraine during the evacuation (such
influential names in Ukrainian literature as Pavlo Ty-
chyna, Maksym Ryl’s’kyi, and Volodymyr Sosiura); and
¢) poems composed by poets who returned to or visited
the city after it was recaptured by the Red Army in 1943
(Mykola Bazhan and Volodymyr Sosiura, as well as two
younger poets who had just come of age at that time:
Vasyl’ Shvets” and Oleksa Iushchenko).™

Following the five years after Kyiv was retaken from
the Nazis the harsh period of 1948-49 and the 1950s
began, an enormously difficult phase in the history of
Ukrainian Jewry, when a large number of Ukrainian
Jews in the literary field were publicly disparaged and
humiliated in the press and endured severe pressure as
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part of a ferocious state-orchestrated anti-Semitic cam-
paign. Many topics related to Babyn Yar simply ceased
to be published for more than a decade. The poems from
this second period began appearing in the early 1960s,
partially coinciding with the twentieth and twenty-fifth
anniversaries of the mass killings. Of special note here
is the publication of Anatolii Kuznetsov’s novel Babii ar:
roman-dokument (Babi Yar: A document in the form of
a novel; 1966 and 1967) and Yevgeny Yevtushenko's poem
“Babi Yar” (1961). Extensive public controversies and dis-
cussions surrounded these publications.* The second pe-
riod lasted, again very roughly, through the 1970s until
perestroika (1980s) and the collapse of the Soviet Union in
1991. The number of authors who published in this sec-
ond period is rather large and includes mainly official
poets. This category of poet includes, on the one hand,
the modernist poet Leonid Pervomais’kyi, who began
his literary career in the late 1920s, and, on the other
hand, the poets who emerged and began to write in the
1950s, 1960s, and 1970s, and who might be dubbed the
second wave of Ukrainian Soviet modernism. (Here, the
poems of Ivan Drach and Moisei Fishbein are especial-
ly intriguing.) This period also includes poets who were
not engaged in building a bridge between the early and
later movements of Ukrainian modernism (the one inter-
rupted in the 1930s by political repressions and restarted
in a clandestine manner in the 1960s). These “non-mod-
ernist” poets are interesting for one reason: they demon-
strate the official, conformist, censor-approved writing
that was permitted to appear in print. As the scholar Ilya
Kukulin noted:
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One of the characteristic features of Soviet poetry, especially
the poetry of war, was its teleological tendency. The image of
a given (or implied) socially valuable aim—such as victory in
the war, or the establishment of communism, or progress of
society—was a counterweight to pain, or hunger, or the ne-
cessity of suffering. In Soviet literature, the hope for a better
future gave meaning to any social conflicts and existential
problems.1®

For that reason, a poem by Marta Tarnawsky—written in
emigration—differs tremendously from what was writ-
ten at that time in the Soviet Union. Tarnawsky, first of
all, establishes a direct link with the Ukrainian modernist
literature repressed by the authorities; living abroad, she
was free to do so openly while her counterparts in the
Soviet Ukraine were not as fortunate. Secondly, she was
able to write freely about the childhood traumas of the
Holocaust experienced in Galicia (a part of what is now
western Ukraine), something quite unimaginable in the
Ukraine of the 1970s.

The third period began on the eve of the collapse of the
Soviet Union and accelerated after the independence of
Ukraine. A new era had arrived: poets were freed from
fear of the state and its censors and the suffocating po-
litical atmosphere of the Soviet Union. These political
developments opened the doors to the introduction of
new stylistic approaches and allowed discussion of Babyn
Yar in a way markedly different from that of the past.
Vivid creations by Ukrainian Jewish poets appear: Hry-
horii Fal’kovych, Abram Katsnel'son, Arkadii Anin and,
much later, Denys Holubyts’kyi, are published. The cul-
mination of this period is marked by the publication of
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Marianna Kiyanovska’s award-winning collection Babyn
Iar: Holosamy (The voices of Babyn Yar; 2017). In it, Ki-
yanovska offers a fresh and hitherto little-used method
of approaching the victims by performing their voices;
in other words, she looks at the city and its catastrophe
through the eyes of its Jewish inhabitants. In her poetry,
the victims are given voices to tell their stories. While
they may call to mind eyewitness accounts recorded years
after the event took place, Kiyanovska's subjects are not
being interviewed or recorded years later. It is as if they
share their stories right after the event, or as the events
are unfolding—as if their voices have survived in order to
relate the gruesome experiences they have gone through.
The poet is relying not only on the tradition of Ukrainian
modernism but also the radical methods offered by var-
ious other European modernisms. By applying those
approaches to her confessional writing, Kiyanovska is
able to construct a persuasive narrative, a wide palette
of emotions, and, even more importantly, to give voices
to the anonymous victims.

Two years after the massacre at Babyn Yar happened,
the Polish poet Czestaw Milosz wrote a poem entitled
“A Poor Christian Looks at the Ghetto”:

Bees build around the honeycomb of lungs,
Ants build around white bone.
Torn is paper, rubber, linen, leather, flax,
Fiber, fabrics, cellulose, snakeskin, wire.
The roof and the wall collapse in flame
and heat seizes the foundations.
Now there is only the earth, sandy, trodden down,
With one leafless tree.
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Slowly, boring a tunnel, a guardian mole makes his way,
With a small red lamp fastened to his forehead.
He touches buried bodies, counts them, pushes on,
He distinguishes human ashes by their luminous vapor,
The ashes of each man by a different
part of the spectrum.
[...]
I am afraid, so afraid of the guardian mole.
He has swollen eyelids, like a Patriarch
Who has sat much in the light of candles
Reading the great book of the species.
What will I tell him, I, a Jew of the New Testament,
Waiting two thousand years for the
second coming of Jesus?
My broken body will deliver me to his sight
And he will count me among the helpers of death:
The uncircumcised.”

In this poem, the poet offers a sharp response to the ex-
periences of war. Mitosz presents the reader with aland-
scape that has been desolated and whose people were
annihilated. The poet’s narrator is dead, decomposing.
The language that the narrator uses in the verse initiated
a much-needed discussion about various modes of re-
membrance. Similarly, the poems collected in this an-
thology also invite their readers to a potential dialogue,
contemplation, and remembrance. Above all, these po-
ems showcase various efforts at communication with
those who perished at Babyn Yar. For many poets, the ex-
perience of living in a city where so many people—whole
families, friends, foes, neighbors, lovers, colleagues, and
just fellow inhabitants—were simply erased presented
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a confounding paradox. How was one to cope with this
city’s emptiness and the death of these people? What
words can be used to at least broach these events, if not
to transmit them? How should one start this conversation
with, in, and about the past?

Recreating Memories of the Tragedy

In the Soviet Union, the practices of commemoration
took a different form: for the most part, these practices
were selective and a number of categories of people were
excluded from memory. As Olga Gershenson claims,

Foremost among the forgotten were the Jews. There was no
institution of Holocaust memory within Soviet borders. The
word “Holocaust” itself was not used—the particular Jewish
loss had no name. There was no clearly formulated, consis-
tent policy regarding the Holocaust; instead, beginning in
1943, the tendency was to silence any discussion of the matter.
Although this vague policy and its enforcement fluctuated
over the time. . .throughout most of the Soviet era the silenc-
ing mechanism remained the same: the Holocaust was not
denied, it just was not treated as a unique separate phenom-
enon. The Holocaust was, instead, generally universalized by
subsuming it as part of the overall Soviet tragedy, with Jews

euphemistically labeled “peaceful Soviet citizens.”'8

Shortly after the end of World War II, the Soviets aban-
doned any initial ideas to properly commemorate the
Jewish victims in Babyn Yar and decided instead to focus
on commemorating the Soviet people. The reasons for
doing so, Timothy Snyder argued, were as follows:
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For the Soviet authorities the memory of the Holocaust was
not useful. Because it would reveal the fact that Nazism is not
just a form of fascism against communism, but also a force
against Jews. Therefore, for the Soviet authorities, it was in-
convenient to confirm that Jews had suffered more than other
parts of Soviet society. That is why, from the very beginning
and later, the Soviet authorities did not portray the Babi Yar

massacre as mainly a tragedy of Jews."®

The Red Army retook Kyiv only in 1943, when in the ear-
ly morning of November 6 Soviet troops rushed into the
city. Nikita Khrushchev, the future leader of the Soviet
Union, headed to Kyivaccompanied by three writers. The
writers were meant to describe what they saw, though
their written impressions were originally aimed at sev-
eral different audiences and had a number of ideological
goals. After he entered the city, the writer [urii lanovs kyi
observed in a published piece:

On November 6, 1943, Kyiv was a desert—the Germans got
rid of all Kyivites. Some buildings were still in flames, set on
fire by the enemy during the night of their retreat. Khresh-
chatyklayin ruins. . .[However,] Kyivwas recognizable... Kyiv
breathed and lived. In the clouds of dust and smoke, which
hovered above the streets, aliving city smiled at us. This smile
was painful, tears of happiness ran down its cheeks. The first
day of freedom after two years of German torture had begun.

Solitary Kyivans started leaving their shelters.2?

His report aims to capture the devastating conditions the
city had been enduring, and its sigh of relief after the Red
Army troops finally marched into the city. Following the
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tradition of socialist realism, the author gives this city
a chance to smile painfully and cry tears of happiness.

Oleksandr Dovzhenko had been jotting down events
in his private diary in a similar way: “[A]round noon
[on November 6, 19431, N[ikita] Khrushchev, Marshal
Zhukov, and I went to Kyiv. Destroyed roads, dead ani-
mals, in one word, everything is as if at war. We entered
Kyiv from the side of Kurenivka, Podil, headed to Khresh-
chatyk. Khreshchatyk was on fire.”?' He then proceeded
to describe the city:

The more I look at Kyiv, the more I see what a great tragedy
Kyiv has endured. There is actually no population in Kyiv.
There is a small group of poor, needy, impoverished survi-
vors. There are no children, no young men or women. Only
old women and disabled people. This is a stunning picture.
Our world hasn't seen anything like this in the course of a few
centuries, of many centuries. Because Kyiv was a city of mil-
lions. Now, among the ruins there are fifty thousand.??

Although the architectural collapse of the city was an
enormously painful thing to experience and endure, it
was the city dwellers, or, to be more precise, the lack
thereof, that impressed the writer the most:

What struck me the most, plunged me into unforgettable
sorrow and despair and longing which I also never forgot
were the people. The Kyiv people. They weren't there. The city
was empty. I saw only around a hundred of them alone or in
small groups. These were largely the old, those with war in-
juries, or the disabled. But all of them had that mad look that
one can never forget. They were semi-insane, thin, skinny,
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and yellow, with unnatural hysterical movements and wide
unhealthy eyes.2®

Describing this sight in great detail becomes a crucial
theme for a diverse group of poets for several genera-
tions. From what is known, there are no poems written
by survivors of the massacre in the ravine, although we do
have a number of testimonies that are, of course, a source
of valuable material.

No matter how gruesome the panorama was and how
desperate the inhabitants were, a new cycle of life and
history had begun. Shortly thereafter, an influx of peo-
ple arrived in the city and merged with those who stayed
there through the occupation. Very soon it became clear
that the people needed art to be able to talk and think
about their war experiences. This means that a special
place was reserved for poetry by the war survivors and it
played the role of a healing, interpreting medium ready
to assist with daily reminiscences of horrific wartime
experiences. The poet Evdokiia Ol’'shanskaia reminisced
that in 1945 Kyiv was in dire need of what is now called
Holocaust poetry. Specifically, she discusses how the in-
habitants consumed Il'ia Selvinskii’s renowned poem
“I Saw It!” about a massacre of Jews near Kerch in an an-
ti-tank ditch:

She [the poet’s sister] sent me poems she liked. Once she
sent me a poem by Ilya Selvinsky. It was called “I Saw It!”
It told about the execution of Jews in Crimea. But Kievans
received it as a description of the tragedy of Babi Yar. . . .
Therefore in Kiev the poem “I Saw It!” was passed from hand
to hand, people copied it, memorized it, which is how it had

reached me.2*



Introduction 15

Poets were on the frontline of those who produced ar-
tistic responses to the mass annihilation of Jews in the
Soviet Union, and they wrote their poems in Russian,
Yiddish, or Ukrainian.25

Bazhan and the Poems of Sights

Mykola Bazhan was among those first three Ukrainian
writers who entered the city of Kyiv right after it was re-
captured by the Red Army. His impressions of what he
observed in the city were akin to those depicted by his
peers: the panoramas of houses buried in ruins, still in
flames. In addition to that, it was difficult to maneuver
between the shattered buildings. The images of those de-
stroyed edifices and what they were like during the poet’s
life in the city began to merge and intertwine in the poet’s
mind. In his description, while walking the city, the poet
barely notices any people on the streets until this unex-
pected encounter in the center of the city:

Two figures were running down towards us. A woman and
a man. They waved their hands, shouted something indis-
tinctly, either cried orlaughed, they threw themselves onto us
to hug. The man embraced me. . . . “You are Bazhan, you are
Bazhan!” the man kept repeating. I could smell his horrible
and deadly stench. He smelled of soot, ashes, decay, sweat
and dirty body and of that eerie spirit which smells close to
insanity, which blows from the mentally ill. “Don't you rec-
ognize me? I'm Shul'man, an artist from the first cinema,”
the man is telling me hurriedly, hurrying and being nervous
that I don't recognize him. My God, even if I remembered the
artist from the first cinema, would it be possible to recognize
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anyone in this pitiful, thin, pale and almost crazy creature
who came seeking warmth, friendship, and companionship?
.. .He calmed down a bit and told us his story. Since October
1941 he had been sitting for two years, or rather standing, in
alarge masonry stove in their apartment where he arranged
a hiding place by removing bricks. His wife, a Ukrainian, let
him go out from this depressing cell only at night. Wearing
socks so that his neighbors wouldn't hear him, he walked
around the room and kneaded his frozen body. His wife start-
ed working somewhere, brought a pitiful ration, fed her hus-
band. This lasted for two years. When Shul'man saw us, these
were his first steps under a long-unseen sky, even though it
was gloomy, even though it was windy with wet snow, it was
his hometown, it was free, and it was his.2®

In a chance meeting with Shul'man, one of a small num-
ber of Kyiv Jews to survive Babyn Yar, Bazhan faces for the
first time the decimated part of Kyiv’s inhabitants—its
Jewish part, which constituted approximately twen-
ty-five percent of the capital’s prewar population. Shortly
thereafter, a visit to the site of the mass killing of the Kyiv
Jews triggered the creation of one of the first, and most
gripping, responses to the tragedy: “Ravine.”?’

Not only was it a personal reflection on historical
events but, in fact, also a nuanced report—a diligent
work of a careful-minded reporter, if not an inspector,
who observes the place after being summoned there.
Bazhan's poem already features an approximation of the
total number of victims who perished on site—some-
thing that was known more or less immediately (“a des-
perate cry of one hundred thousand hearts” or “the traces
of one hundred thousand”). The poem also reconstructs
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the overall panorama of the site and describes the rem-
nants of people who ended up here, producing a strong
emotional response in the reader: “Silver dust of burnt
bones. / A cracked piece of human forehead.” Or: “And
smoldering, thrown to the side, / A child’s shoe covered
inblood” goes along with “the broken lens of an old man’s
glasses.” Was itan attempt at a journalistic account from
the site? Or should we consider this a poet’s imagination?
We do know of some details from the writer Oleksii Pol-
torats’kyi, who visited the site and later told an American
reporter: “I went out to Babi Yar shortly after the war was
over. As I walked along I tripped over the torn shoe of
a little child. I have never gone back there since.”?8 In
“Ravine,” after the description of the place and people,
the poet slowly pans his imaginary camera and over to
the flames and smoke that mark death during the Ho-
locaust. Here Bazhan includes the surviving inhabitants
who by chance witnessed the events: “And people saw
from their mournful shelters” how “flesh and blood were
brutally burned.” Bazhan's poem, written in a baroque
language that instantly recalls his oeuvre of the late 1920s
and early 1930s, might be considered a point where new
poetry of trauma, the poetry of the Holocaust composed
in Ukrainian, began. Though written in a politically and
ideologically charged atmosphere, it nonetheless con-
tains some of the clearest evidence of the poet’s mastery,
which did not vanish in spite of the horrendous ideolog-
ical aura that permeated the late 1930s.
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Drach and the Atmosphere
of the Year 1966

Yohanan Petrovsky-Shtern puts particular emphasis on
the commemorative events that took place on September
29,1966, in Kyiv’'s Babyn Yar, as well as on what happened
before or after that day, as a paradigm-shifting moment
in the history of Ukrainians and Jews. The decade af-
ter the war passed in a careful silence enforced by the
state-organized anti-Semitic campaigns of the late 1940s
and the early 1950s, but the decade of the 1960s brought
significant changes. On the day commemorating the
twenty-fifth anniversary of the mass killings, between
five and twelve hundred people gathered on the site.
Participants included the Ukrainian writers Ivan Dziuba
and Borys Antonenko-Davydovych, as well as the Rus-
sian writer Viktor Nekrasov. Someone asked Dziuba to
say a few words. Without having notes at hand, Dziuba
spontaneously delivered a speech, which he jotted down
after coming home.?? In it, the literary scholar said:

Today I want to say a few words here—a thousandth part of
what I am thinking and what I would like to say. I want to
address you as people—as my brothers and fellow humans.
I want to address you, Jews, as a Ukrainian, as a member of
the Ukrainian nation to which I proudly belong. Babyn Yar is
a tragedy of all mankind, but it took place on Ukrainian soil.
Therefore, a Ukrainian, like a Jew, does not have the right to
forget it. Babyn Yar is our joint tragedy, a tragedy first and
foremost of the Jewish and Ukrainian peoples.3°
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The importance of that commemorative event cannot be
underestimated, as cannot the writings on Babyn Yar by
Leonid Pervomais’kyi in 1964, and Leonid Cherevatenko
and Ivan Drach in 1966.

An article on Babyn Yar in The New York Times from the
same year points out the feelings of Soviet contempo-
rary times and the sense of forgetting that indisputably
prevailed over that of commemorating and remembering
on the official level. A reporter for the newspaper vividly
portrays a Soviet-style paradise erected on the outskirts
of the city, where memories of the gruesome past do not
appear to be in high demand. The report conveys the at-
mosphere of the district in the following way:

Connecting with the main trolley route, No. 56 bus turned
into Demyan Bedny Street. On the right were rows of five-sto-
ry apartment houses with groceries and little repair shops on
the ground floor. On the left was Babi Yar. . . . Now couples
who have no memories of the war stroll through the wooded
fringes. Neighborhood boys have staked out two soccer fields.
A small girl with a big red bow in her hair made mudpies on
the sidelines. . . . The boys ended their soccer game as night
fell. The strollers went to their homes. Behind their modern
apartment building there was a lovely pink sunset, but on the
ground that was Babi Yar darkness came quickly.3!

This portrayal of a Soviet-style amnesiac idyll is aston-
ishing and truthful. The site, while as notorious as Buch-
enwald or Auschwitz in the West, was given little import
in Soviet Ukraine. In the same year the poet Ivan Drach
published a poem that on the surface treated the sub-
ject similarly. However, Drach differed from a Western
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reporter who had the freedom to write whatever was ac-
tually on their mind; the Soviet Ukrainian poet could not
be so overt. Whatever he wrote, he would not be able to
discredit the homegrown paradise of the Soviet Union.
Drach’'s poem offers a Brueghel-like portrait of an in-
tense, yet tranquil and joyful, Soviet existence playing
out right in the middle of the site of the tragedy. Most
people are calm and relaxed, while only an elderly woman
is agitated and wishes to sell crosses to the inhabitants.
Some mysterious and loud heavy machinery undermines
this otherwise idyllic picture of life.

somewhere pile drivers pounded firm ground
and someone shoveled sky over me
firm with the roots of clouds

with stones of sun
so that the metal cobras of lanterns
hid their long necks in brushwood (85)

The imagery forms a recurring theme in this collection:
memories or visions of the past are gained not through
working with facts but through dreams.

Kiyanovska and the New Style
of Performative Witnessing

Kiyanovska's poems are written in a deliberately colloqui-
allanguage as though the speakers (the survivors as well
as the dead) were summoned by some invisible divine
power and invited to provide their eyewitness accounts of
the events. Thus, here they are: their language is broken,
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unpunctuated, their thoughts are scattered, and their
emotions are heightened. In her poems, several utter-
ances remain opaque to the reader. These are thoughts
that remain unfinished. At times, these poems resemble
a transcript of conversations that were not edited, clar-
ified, or polished, which makes the verses so powerful.
The unedited voices, transcribed word by word, contain
painful emotions and convey the overall atmosphere of
the period, as when a character says, “unusual things in
my suitcase i've packed / the way people pack for the road
these days / only the key letters photographs a brooch and
money / all right not exactly money just a few bills.”

Kiyanovska's poetry is exemplary in that it deals with
ordinary things that are the sources of feelings and emo-
tions, the things that could help reproduce the fragments
of memory: a school diary, a notebook, letters, and even
herbaria. Forgotten and dumped in the remote corner
of one’s attic, in reality, these are the only lines capable
of reconnecting one with the past, loved ones, relatives,
or neighbors. This collection of everyday objects is a link
to traumatic memories as well, which one might be very
much willing to get rid of.

The Key Tropes

A good deal of attention in the poetic responses to the
massacre is given to Babyn Yar as a site, the scene of the
killings, and as a place serving as a grave for all those
murdered here. Equally, the places that are located
around the site are described in both the early and lat-
er poetry. The geographical locations of that part of Kyiv
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serve a purpose: they are often inhabited by witnesses to
the atrocities:

And people saw from their mournful shelters

How beyond the crowns of Kyryliv's buildings

Beyond the poplars of distant cemeteries,

Their flesh and blood were brutally burned
(Bazhan, 1943, 55)

The city’s district of Podil, known for its sizeable number
of Jewish residents, became a place full of fear:

But where did the air go
that filled lungs with the night
in the room at the first cry, so much screaming
over Podil, over all of Kyiv
(Shvets’, 1944, 195)

Later, other poets introduced key geographical locations,
notorious as places where the Jews gathered or moved
through on the way to their deaths. More prominently,
one of Kyiv’s streets—Melnyk Street—stands out in par-
ticular. Sava Holovanivs’kyi reconstructs the ordeal Jews
had to endure while marching down Melnyk Street. As
the street undergoes a reconstruction, modernization,
and upgrades, it also loses its quality as a direct witness
of the crime, and so it is being stripped of its memory,
its value as a witness. As a place, it will no longer be able
to offer to future generations something it possesses at
this particular point:
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Let the young people walk along here

and sometimes trip over potholes

lest they forget the terror of those times,

the columns of the condemned and despairing!
(1975, 115)

In his emotional verses Holovanivs'kyi relies on the
19th-century romantic tradition of poetry, while Dabo-
Nikolaiev offers an experimental modernist take that
introduces sound as a companion to the narrator in
his poem:

swoosh
of shoe-bottoms
from Halytska square
westward
to the Sun
like anthracite
to Babyn
Yar
(2001, 81)

Beside geographical localization of the tragedy, another
crucial trope is that of vengeance. This trope is especially
strong in the earliest poems, when the creative moment
immediately follows the experience of seeing the city of
Kyiv upon the poets’ arrival with the Red Army, or their
discovery of the tragedy. However, even in 1942, before
the poets themselves followed the Red Army troops into
the city, there were poetic appeals to justice on behalf of
the victims. For instance, Pavlo Tychyna mentions both



24 Ostap Kin

European ghettos and the revenge that will fall on the
German perpetrators:

Let our wrath boil, ignite like a thunderstorm,
the unthinkable ghettos in Europe! Let the Germans
know there will be vengeance: —Halt!

(1942, 223)

Especially eloquent in demanding retribution is Volo-
dymyr Sosiura, whose calls can be followed through the
years. Sosiura, who had been evacuated from Kyiv, sent
a poem to be read at a Jewish rally in Ufa in September
1942.32;

We'll drive the beast together into the abyss,
we'll scatter the black ashes of brownshirt hordes,

because we love our native land beyond measure (201)

He wrote another poem in 1943, most likely after return-
ing to Kyiv and visiting the site:

Welll find everyone who spilled the blood of children,
who left the horrendous rows of

corpses in ravines (209)

In mourning the deaths of children and calling for them
to be avenged, poets invoke the biblical figure of Rachel.
Pavlo Tychyna, for example, proclaims:

We hear the keening from Europe: Rakhil
mourning for her children, a mother’s
lament... O, these tears and pain
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will resound through centuries, an accusation
against their silence!
(223)

The Soviet censor compels Tychyna to obscure the ori-
gin of the lament; the weeping of Tychyna’s Rachel can
be heard in Europe, not in Ukraine. Yet this seems to be
a displacement of Jewish suffering that is perhaps the
only way for Tychyna to indicate what was happening to
the Jews of Ukraine, substituting their plight with that of
the Jews of Europe, as Soviet state ideology demanded.
Several poets invoke the names of those who perished,
thus lending their calls for revenge and justice additional
power. Lina Kostenko names all the victims lying in the
ravine outside the city, an act that enables her to treat
the loss as real rather than symbolic. She commemorates
along, inclusive list of the deceased:

People say: everyone was buried alive
Somewhere here in the valley.

Here, Odarka, a watchful mother,
Peacemaker in children’s fights.

Here Lavrin, known for proverbs,

And Kryvenko, a gray-haired shoemaker.
Here Iurko, and Khana with dark eyes,
All my little friends.

Here's the soil; it has a deep wound,
Dor't touch it, it hurts the soil.33

The most radical approach in this regard has been offered
recently by Marianna Kiyanovska. The title of her collec-
tion juxtaposes two things: the names we give Babyn Yar
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and the voices that evoke the lives of the victims. In one
of the poems, we encounter a woman sharing her story.
As she finishes, she sums it all up by uttering her name,
Rakhel, as the last word of the poem:

and now i’'m leaving for good i understand and see
all our doom through the glitter of intense lights
iwould die on this street and so i don't cry
but i settle my suitcase on cobblestones

i carry only my name
'm rakhel (143)

There is also the story of a schoolboy who has miraculous-
ly survived and is now hiding with his other surviving
classmate, Srulik. Once, Srulik punched the speaker in
the face, but that does not matter at this point:

srulik punched me i would have even forgotten about it
if not for the fact thathe and i
miraculously survived out of the whole class (145)

Finally, the speaker names the Nazis committing the
atrocities:

here is the ravine where hans does his shooting

(..)

but kuno is spitting out another round and laughter
here is fritz near rivka some three wounds but

(..)

rivka hears everything even the heartbeat

fritz shoots her in the belly and says: garbage

here is albert brother of the murdered yona a jew

(-)-
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here is young miriam who was happy
here she is being embraced by poor small
dead tsylia who warms her up with

warmth without warmth (155)

Naming gives reality to the victims and perpetrators alike.

Probably one of the most intriguing aspects of the po-
ems collected in this volume is their language. In some,
we see the prescribed Soviet style of writing about a ca-
tastrophe, while others are written in the freer language
we encounter in the post-Soviet period. Dealing with
trauma requires an instrument of particular subtlety,
and language is one such instrument. Was the poetic lan-
guage that existed in Soviet Ukraine before World War I1
capable of transmitting an honest emotional response to
catastrophe, or was a new language necessary, alanguage
unencumbered by the pathos and didacticism of social-
ist realism? Although there were many historical events
that could have propelled the emergence of such a lan-
guage—World War I and its aftermath, the 1917-1921 po-
litical and military struggles in Ukraine, the Holodomor
and its aftermath, the Gulag experiences throughout
the 1930s, and the 1986 Chernobyl tragedy—it was large-
ly impossible to write and publish genuine responses in
the Soviet political atmosphere and with the ideological
restrictions it imposed: the consequences for the poet
would have begun with a prison sentence.3*

Another aspect of this challenge was the need to con-
struct a new language after the Holocaust took place
on the territories of the Soviet Union occupied by the
Nazis. Therefore, the poems collected in this anthology
showcase a language or, rather, languages capable of
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portraying suffering such as that endured at Babyn Yar.
It was a striking experience to put together these uncon-
nected poems, composed in different decades following
the war, and to find a sense of trauma permeating them
in different ways—trauma that was in search of tools to
express it, whether within the boundaries of the existing
(Soviet) Ukrainian language, or outside of them.

Previous Collections

In order to compile this anthology, I worked predomi-
nantly with first editions, the sources in which the indi-
vidual poems were first published, from newspapers to
single-author collections. Not surprisingly, a number of
poems were published in outlets that are hard to locate
today. Some were featured only in newspapers and never
reprinted.3s A particular challenge of compiling an an-
thology such as this one lay in its goal to be representative
of awide range of poetry in terms of style and viewpoint,
while also summarizing eight decades of writing about
Babyn Yar. As Amir Weiner argued,

The mass murder of Jews was never denied in Soviet repre-
sentations of the war, but in the official accounts and artistic
representations, memory of the Jewish catastrophe was sub-
merged within the universal Soviet tragedy, erasing the very
distinction at the core of the Nazi pursuit of racial purity.36

While an anthology dedicated to Babyn Yar wouldn't have
been permitted during the Soviet era, individual poems
about Babyn Yar were published.3” The most active period
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began with perestroika, when censorship was relaxed. This
period also saw the publication of anthologies of poems
dedicated to Babyn Yar in Ukraine. Beginning in 1991,
Iurii Kaplan, a Ukrainian Kyiv-based Russophone poet,
was actively involved in publishing books on the Babyn
Yar tragedy. He prepared for publication as many as three
different editions of a poetry collection. The first, entitled
in the Russian language Ekho Babego Iara (The Echo of
Babyn Yar), appeared in 1991, in a print run of some fifty
thousand copies. This was followed by two subsequent
editions, in 2001 and 2006. These anthologies included
bilingual presentations of poems written originally in
Ukrainian or Russian, as well as translations from Yid-
dish into Russian. Both came out under the same title in
Ukrainian, Vidlunnia Babynoho Iaru (The Echo of Babyn
Yar). Each new edition included more poems and sup-
plied critical materials by new individuals; the literary
scholar Ivan Dziuba wrote an introduction to the second
edition, whereas Oleksandr Moroz, the then-head of the
Socialist Party of Ukraine, prefaced the third edition and
had his original 1982 poem included in the anthology as
well. There were also some unexpected additions. For
example, Paul Celan’s quintessential Holocaust poem
“Todesfuge” (Death Fugue) in Vasyl” Stus’s translation
and Marina Tsvetaeva’s poem “To the Jews” were included
in the collection.3® Apart from the three Kaplan antholo-
gies, there have been other notable attempts to antholo-
gize poetry about Babyn Yar—including the 1991 volume
Bol’ (Pain), edited by the Kyiv-based literary scholar and
poet Ritalii Zaslavskii, 3 and the 2004 anthology entitled
Babyn Iar edited by Il'ia Levitas, another scholar, who ed-
ited several books on Babyn Yar.#° Like Kaplan’s, these
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anthologies included bilingual presentations of poems
written originally in Ukrainian and Russian, as well as
Yiddish to Russian translations.#!

Poems related to Babyn Yar appeared now and then
in official Soviet publications; they are included here.
Clearly, there were poems published in the past that are
yet to be found and reprinted. We know about some of
them from passing comments in the press of the day. In
addition to that, it is fair to assume that there were other
poems that were once published but remain beyond the
reader’s accessibility for various reasons: they appeared
in hard-to-find publications, were omitted by scholars or
negatively perceived by official critics and therefore were
erased notjust from the canon but from any literary map.
It is also fair to say that every editor will have their own
selection of texts in Ukrainian on Babyn Yar, which can
only benefit the overall goal of discovery and commen-
tary. However, as of today, there is no authoritative canon
of Ukrainian-language poems on Babyn Yar; in fact, no
anthology of exclusively Ukrainian-language poems on
Babyn Yar has ever been published before. The present
bilingual edition is the first such undertaking. This is not
entirely surprising, as a project such as this one always
remains a work in progress that, in fact, may never be
completed. Babyn Yar will remain vivid in Ukrainian let-
ters, and new poems about Babyn Yar will continue to be
written.

Our translations were chosen predominantly for their
content, though we have done our best to make a selec-
tion showcasing a range of formal elements and differ-
ent styles. Stemming from such different periods, the
poems’ contrasting styles, diction, and syntax required
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special attention. Most, if not all of the poems display
unexpected linguistic layers and vocabulary, specific local
details, and the ever-present atmosphere of the Soviet
era. Additionally, we encounter Soviet vs. post-Soviet
approaches to versification and formal structures, espe-
cially with regard to what one could say overtly. Taken
together, the poems presented here posed challenges for
the translators tasked with deciphering their meaning
and preparing adequate English-language equivalents.
As always, the translation process is a constant compro-
mise, an activity where one often has to think about what
to keep and what to change, and how to make it sound
natural. It hardly needs to be said that translation inevi-
tably requires acts of interpretation.

Instead of a Conclusion

The artist Vasyl” Ovchynnykov (1907-78) returned to Kyiv
after the city was recaptured by the Red Army. His own
house was destroyed; however, he was more interested in
the fate of his Jewish neighbors:

He began asking questions about their fate, the artist’s
daughter later recalled. “The thing is that many neighboring
families were Jewish.”

“The Zalvalses?”

“Went to Babyn Yar.”

“The Knizhniks?”

“In Babyn Yar.”
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The answer to Ovchynnykov’s questions about the fate of
other Jewish neighbors was the same: “In Babyn Yar, in
Babyn Yar. . .”42 Shaken by the erasure of so many people
and by the cruelty of their execution, Ovchynnykov be-
gan work on what would become a triptych in charcoal
and sanguine (chalk) chronicling the final days of the
Jews of Kyiv at Babyn Yar. Operating under the famil-
iar constraints of official Soviet policy, which prohibited
the singling out of Jews as particular victims of the Na-
zis, the artist nevertheless made very clear that it was
the execution of 34,000 Jews on two days in 1941 that his
triptych memorialized, naming the first panel “29 Sep-
tember,” and showing in three scenes the gathering of
Jews in the streets, their forced march to Babyn Yar, and
their entrance into the quarry before being commanded
to undress. The taboo on identifying victim groups makes
it possible to imagine characters to be either witnesses or
victims of Nazi persecution. A reporter for the newspa-
per Radians’ke mystetstvo visited Ovchynnykov in his stu-
dio, and began his article: “Decades will pass, centuries
will pass, but civilized humanity will never forget the tens
of thousands of graves where the victims of fascism are
buried: millions perished in the German concentration
camps, machine-gunned in Kerch, in Babyn Yar, burnt
in crematoriums, and choked in gas vans.”#3 The news-
paper account once again makes clear that even though
it was possible to mention several locations where large
numbers of Soviet (and European) Jews perished, it was
improper to specify that these victims were in fact Jews.

As David Roskies and Naomi Diamant suggest, “Holo-
caust literature [...] unfolds both backward and forward:
backward, as previously unknown works are published,
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annotated, translated, catalogued, and promptly forgot-
ten; and forward, as new works of ever greater subtlety
or simplicity come into being.”#4 The poems collected in
this volume show that the attempt to understand and
commemorate the tragedy of Babyn Yar began in Ukraine
almost immediately after the massacre. But this selection
of poetry also presses us to uncover more of the variety of
ways this horrific moment in history was commemorat-
ed and continues to be commemorated in the literature
of today.
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KaxxyTs n10gu: Zech TYT y AONUHI

Bci xxuBLeM 3akomnaHi 6ymH.

Tyt Opapka HeBCHIIyIlla MaTH,

MupoTBOpUS ZUTSYHX YBaP.

Tyt JlaBpiH, IPUCAIBIMU GaraTHii,

I KpuBeHKo, cHBHi1 4060T2p.

Tyt IOpko i yopHOoOKa XaHa,

Bci mani ToBapumi Moi.

Tyr 3eM7Is, a B Hiit ITH60Ka paHa,

He uinaiite, 6ons4e 3eMii.
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Arkadii Anin (1925-2015) was born in
Shepetivka and fought in the Soviet army
during the World War I1. From 1952 to 1989
he worked as a stomatologist at the Kyiv
Medical Institute. In 1989, he published his
first collection, Liubit” by i liubit” (To never
stop loving), in Russian. In 1990, he moved
to Israel. He published two more collections
of poetry: Bessonnik: Stikhi raznykh let (Dic-
tionary of dreamlessness: Verses from var-
ious years, Bnei Brak, 1995), in Russian, and
Dotyk (Touch; 1997), in Ukrainian.
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MOHONOr HEHaPOAXKEHOTO NaM’ATHUKA

MeHe HeMae B KaM'THOMY pyKOTBOPI.
I 6oneM 6POH30BUM £ TeX He KPOBOTOYY.
Jlexxy,
rpaHiTHa 6puina,
THX0, 6€3 JOKOpiB,
1 Ha foposi—
BiJ )KUTTA
IO CMepTI,
yCiM JUBIIOCS B OYi.
I —kaMiHb, MiCI[€ CBIIUYEHHS,
S —Bixa.
He Tpe6a ranacy, 36iroucbka, IpoMOB.
[IpuxoznspTe i pucayxanTecs —
Iuxa
3eMJg TIAbMU.
To fuxae 110608
I MONUTH HUHI CYLIUX —
NOMI06UTU
Bce, 1110 )KBe HaBKpYT,
1—mig seMien...
Mumnyne He 3a6yzbTe,
MaibyTHE He 3ry6iTh!..—
JT106iTh JT1060B!
Bu—
cupoTH
6e3 Hei.

[1997]
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Monologue of a Monument Never Built

I'm not carved from stone.
And I don't bleed with bronze pain either.
I'm lying,
a granite block,
silently, without complaint,
and on the road
from life
to death,
I look everyone in the eyes.
I'm a rock, a place of testimony,
I'm a milestone.
No need for fuss, rallies, speeches.
Come and listen—
the earth
breathes with people.
Love breathes
and begs every living person
to love
everything that is above
and beneath the earth...

Don't forget the past,
don'tlose the future!...
Cherish Love!
You're
orphans
without it.

[1997]
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MoHonor namM’aTHUKa

MeH1i 103BOIeHO
Tyt
Cnaru.
S Ha 3aABipkax 3Mep3 JIeXKATH.
MeHe 3amyuunu o kabiHerax
Ge3nyIIHi MapTanoaoreTy.
Pa3oMm i3 congaToM, i MaTpoOCOM,
1 MmapTU3aHOM —
Becy Min pij
TYT CIIUTh HABIYHO MiJ TOKOCOM, —
TyT 6yB TOTanbHUMU redouug!!!
[IpuiniTh, 3aK0XaHi, i3 KBiTaMH,
JIUILITH /103y, HU3BKIM YKIIH —
3 cepLUsMHU, U PICTIO 3irpiTUMHU.
A6y — 6e3 BiiiH.
A6y — 6e3 BiliH.

[1997]

Arkadii Anin
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Monologue of the Monument

I'm allowed
to sleep

here.
I got cold lying in the storage yard.
I was tortured in party offices
by soulless apologists.
Together with soldier, sailor
and partisan—

All my people
sleep here forever under a layer of grass,
here was a complete genocide!
Come, lovers, with flowers,
leave a tear, take a low bow—
with hearts warmed by sincerity.
Just no more war.
Just no more war.

[1997]






Mykola Bazhan (1904-1983), one of the
most important poets of the 1920s and 1930s,
was born in Kanrianets-Podilskyi. Bazhan
emerged as a futurist; however, in the 1920s
and early 1930s, he embraced Romantic Ex-
pressionism. During his extensive career
spanning some six decades, Bazhan was
prolific as a poet, literary critic, translator,
editor, and political and cultural figure. His
early collections of poetry include 17-i patrul”
(The seventeenth patrol; 1926), Rizblena tin’
(The sculpted shadow; 1927), Budivli (Edi-
fices; 1929), the longer poem Sliptsi (Blind
bards; 1930-31). A four-volume edition of
his work was published in the 1980s. An
anthology of his early works in Ukrainian
with English translations, Quiet Spiders of the
Hidden Soul, edited by Oksana Rosenblum,
Lev Fridman, and Anzhelika Khyzhnia, ap-
peared in 2020.
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Sp

Pyni mpoBasist, I/IMHUIIA 3€JIeHi,
3aBaseHU# 30TIIMM CMITTSM piB.
YKaxarourch, BpUBA€EThCS B IeTeHi
3710BilLMI BiTep p>kaBUX MyCTHUPIB.

He 61igHyTH, He CKHITH He 3IpUTraTUCh —
— CTosATb, 9K cya! Ik BONOBHUK CTOSTB!
3aMa’io KIATB, 106 HUMHU MIPUCATATHUCH,
106 NpOKIMHATH — He CTA€E MPOKATh.

3BUYaHUM p, OpyAHUI | HeOXaHHUH,
TpemTnaBi BiTH ABOX 6iAMX OCHK.

Hi, ue ne Tnma! He3aracuMui KpUK,

Cra THCAY ceplib, IpeJCMepTHUM KPUK OfYalHUM.

CpibnacThil mOmis crialeHUX KiCTOK.
Jroacpkoro noba TPiCHYTHUH HIMATOK.

Posnanuce Spy 31BUTHYTI yKOCH.
I[T103BYTb i3 IMU 30JI0THUCTI KOCH —

B 3eMi1i He CKpHUJIOCH, TIHOM He B35710Ch
BuTke i H>XHe 30710TO BOJIOCH.

BauuiaTh Ha MOKpii TBaHi KpyTOspiB
Po36uTe cKI0 CTapeyrx OKy/spiB,

I noTniBa€, KUHYTUH Ha 6iK,
3aKpOBIEHNH JUTAYNI YEPEBUK.
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Ravine

Auburn chasms, green clay canyons,
A ravine full of smoldering garbage.
It’s terrifying, this wasteland blasts
A sinister wind through your lungs.

Don't blanch, don’t wilt, don’t shiver—

Stand as if you're in court! Stand like a warrior!
There aren't any oaths you can take,

You don't even have the right to expletives.

A typical ravine, dirty and shabby,

The trembling branches of two pale aspens.

No, this isn't silence! Endless howling,

A desperate death cry of one hundred thousand hearts.

Silver dust of burnt bones.
A cracked piece of human forehead.

The ravine's shifting slopes fall apart.
Golden braids crawl from the ravine—

The delicate curly golden hair

Didn't disappear underground, turn to dust.
The broken lens of an old man’s glasses
Glitters in the wet mud of steep ravines,

And smoldering, thrown to the side,
A child’s shoe covered in blood.
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3apHTO B 3eMJIIO, BTOIITAHO ¥ [JIMHY
JKaxnmBUH C1iZ CTOTUCSYHOTO TIIHY;

Cnu3bKUM 1 )KMPHUM 3aMicUBCA Ie
Po3kpHIlIeHMHU pellTKaMH JojeH.

Le TyT peBiny Boruuia 6arposi,
Le TyT mkBapyasy HadpTH pyyai,

[ B Tpynax »aHo pUIMCA NaJii,
Ilykaroyr ckap6iB Ha MEPTBAKOBI.

TsoxKUH, THITYYUH 1 HeCTepIHUN JUM
IlizHOCHBCS Hal MOTOPOILIHUM SIPOM.

BiH z1XaB cMepTIO, BiH AyLLINB KOLIMapOM,
BrioB3aB B ZOMH CTPaXOBUILEM ITIYXUM.

BarpoBo-yopHi nonoxu 6aykanu

ITo 3aHIMIIIN BiZ Xkaxy 3eMili,
KpuBaBHIM 31MM BiIOIUCKOM KBapTany,
BpyaHHIY >XUTeNb KUIBChKUX IIMHJLI.

I 6ayuB 1107 3 CBOIX CKOPOOTHUX CXOBMILL],
Sk 3a BiHIIeM KMPHIIIBCbKHX OyZOB,
3a TOMoNIMHU JaJbHIMH KIaZOBHLI
Topina cTpamiHo iXHs IJIOTH 1 KPOB.

MorunpHui BITEp 3 TUX APiB IIOBISB —
Yazi cMepTHUX BOTHULLL, TiJI AUMY4HX 3rap
JusuBca KuiB ruiBHOMM NN KuiB,

Sk B monyM'i MeTaBcst BabuH Sp.
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Buried in soil, trampled in clay,
Horrific signs, the traces of one hundred thousand;

The soil grows slippery, viscous, and changes
Color from mixing with human remains.

Here is where the crimson fire roared,

Here is where the streams of gasoline sizzled,
And those in charge of burning first greedily
Ransacked the corpses for loot.

Thick, deplorable, unbearable smoke

Rose high above the hideous ravine.

It exhaled death, choked people with terror,
Ravaged houses like a poltergeist.

Scarlet and black terrors wandered

Across the land numb from horror,

Oozed through neighborhoods covering all
In blood, reflecting evil, soiling Kyiv’s spires.

And people saw from their mournful shelters
How beyond the crowns of Kyryliv’s buildings,
Beyond the poplars of distant cemeteries,
Their flesh and blood were brutally burned.

Sepulchral wind blew from those ravines—
The smoke of deadly fires, of burning bodies.
Kyiv watched, Kyiv with its irate face,

While flames rampaged through Babyn Yar.
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3a IoMiHb Lieil He Moxe 6yTh IOKYTH,

3a norap 1ei Hema 11le Mipy MCTH.

Byab poKIAT TOM, XTO 3BabUThCH 3a6yTH!

Byzp IpOKAT TOM, XTO CKa)ke HaM — «IIPOCTH» !

1943
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For this flame there can't be any atonement,

For this scorched terrain there’s no measure of vengeance.
Be damned, anyone tempted to forget!

Be damned, anyone who tells us to forgive.

1943






Valeriia Bohuslavs'ka (b. 1939) is a poet and
translator. She began writing in Russian but
later switched to writing and publishing po-
etry and translations in Ukrainian. Since
1998, Bohuslavs'ka has published more than
six collections of poetry. She has also trans-
lated work from Russian, English and Yid-
dish. She is the coeditor, with Velvl Chernin,
of Antolohiia ievreis koi poezii (An anthology of
Jewish poetry; 2007), a volume of poetry in
Yiddish translated into Ukrainian.
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MapiaHHi KiAHOBCbKIN — Ha KHUXKY
«babuH Ap. ronocamn»

KprBaBMM J1e1IOM IIMHH POT 3206HTO,

[Ipobusnocs TiNbKHM CIIparie C10Bo:
«Myuy!»

...3 KOMETHO-KOMaTo3Hoi opbiTH

Jlylia nocTykaa IoeTui B Ay1y.

Kpisb BabuH dp, kpisb KypeHiscbki cerni
BoHa npubnnace, MoB6H 1o oceni
CBoei— HibH ceplie cTHCA B )KMeEHI,
HeHaue MOBMIA: CKaXX! 3a MEHe,

Brazail Moe€ crTIOHpOBaHe iMeHHS,
Hi— sk1110 Mo>kell, epeBTibcs B MeHe!

I Tu B>)xe MapiaMm, He MapiaHHa,
Pos’aTpeny cBoO cMepTe/IbHYy paHy
Hecem y BabuH fp, Ha Micue cTpaT —
3a Bcix, KOMY 3aCTYIIHUIA I cecTpa TH.

2018
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For Marianna Kiyanovska—in Response
to Her Book The Voices of Babyn Yar

Mouth stuffed with bloody clay,
Only thirsty words broke through:
“I must!”
... From the comet’s sleepy orbit
A voice rapped on the poet’s soul.

Through Babyn Yar, through the Kureniv villages,
She made her way as though coming home,

As if she clenched her soul in her fist,

As if she’'d come to say: speak for me,

Guess my decimated name,

No—if you can, embody me!

And now you've become Miriam, not Marianna,
You carry your aching deadly wound

To Babyn Yar, to the place of execution—

For all whose guardian and sister you've become.

2018
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Leonid Cherevatenko (1938-2014) was
a poet, screenwriter, and literary critic.
Born in Dnipropetrovsk (now, Dnipro), he
graduated from the Taras Shevchenko Kyiv
National University and the Higher Screen-
writing Courses at the Goskino USSR (State
Committee for Cinematography USSR) in
Moscow. During his lifetime he authored
four collections of poetry, wrote screenplays
for a dozen feature and documentary films,
edited and compiled books, and translated
poetry. He is also known for his articles in
the field of film studies. A recipient of the
Taras Shevchenko Prize in Cinematography,
he died in Kyiv.
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MikenaHao)xeno

ocbk amaTopchke GoTo:
i3 apxiBiB dpamusmy:

[JIMHUCTOIO JIOL[OBUHOIO

Teye T0BIJbHA piKa

6inux nepeneTeHUX Tin
neke/bHe BUAMBO MikenaHaxesno
roJi >XeHIIUHU

roiui gitTu

roji Kajaiky i 1iau

BCiX IX 3a6UTO B NOTUIIUIIIO

a MOMI>X HUX MY>XYMHU
HaMUTHI-BaJIyHU cepej oIS
roii ropbacTi pyku cBoi

TIOMIDX KIIK Ta AiTeil

XOPOHSATb

i CXOPOHUTH He MOXYTb
po3AsrHeHi jorona

MY>KYUHU

iX Tak caMo 326U TO B MOTHIIHIIO

HeHaBUJHEe BUAUBO Mikelauaxesno

BabuH fip. 1966
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Michelangelo

here’s an amateur photo
from the archives of fascism:

through a rotten ravine

flows a slow river

of pallid intertwined bodies

a hateful scene from Michelangelo
naked women

naked children

naked disabled and old men

they all are shot in the neck

and among them men

like boulders in the middle of the field
their naked gnarled hands

among the disabled and children

they bury

and can't bury

men totally

naked

who were also shot in the neck

a hateful scene from Michelangelo

Babyn Yar, 1966
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Mepy3a loproHa

To BU rajiacte, 30H]epKOMaHIA,

IIIo mpamoBana B BabuHim dpy,
Crxiazanacs 3 XBOCTaTUX i poraTux
CTpaxoBHU1l — 3 HOBOYaCHUX KBa3iMoj0?

Bynu 1e 6pasi, xBaBi, TepTi XJI0M1j,

Jlo BUIIMBKY OXO0Yl 1 3aKyCOHY

I s1aci go »«iHouTBa. Tox He IUBHO,

IIIo 3akopTiso iM NoXapTyBaTH:

Ha Buctyn Hag 6e30He0 BOHU
Komnsacky BUKOTUIHU 31 cTapolo
Xuziskoro, 26U nomuyBanach

Xoy mepej cMepTIO, SK ijJie B IpaBiYHICTb
Hapogn ii, 1110 TS>xK0 3aBUHUB

Iepex moapmu i Tocnogom. Jlynanu

3 Tiei npipBU IeMeHT i BOJIaHH4,
BeanagHa KpUKHSBA, [ypYaHHS KyleMeTiB
I cTOroHU HHOT/IUBUX, HEIIOYaTUX
JiBuaTok: ix yOuBIi I'BAITyBaNU

Y MaTepiB HECTSIMHUX i cTapoi

Ilepen ounma.

CTopuMa y Hei KocH MIZHSINCH:
BoHa Temnep HaraziyBaa TpeTio

3 roproH — Menysy. CMepTHY.
Tinbky He 3HaMIIOBCA

Tepoii [lepceit, 1o 1i1 61 BigpyOaB
O6BUTY rafiisM roioBy. (i1 Takox
He nomactuno B kaMiHb 06epHyTH
Bcee Te, 110 6aunna. Tox mycTyHU
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The Gorgon Medusa

So, do you really think the death squads
Working Babyn Yar were full

Of monsters with horns and tails,

A bunch of modern Quasimodos?

They were brave, energetic, experienced guys,
They loved their food and drink—

And especially their women. It's no wonder
They wanted to mess around:

They rolled an old Jewish woman

In a wheelchair to the edge of the ravine

So before dying she could admire

The way her people were entering eternity,
Guilty before man and God. Lamentations
Came from down below, chaotic shouting,
The roar of machine guns, the groans

Of virgin, untouched girls: the killers
Raped them in front of their grief-mad
Mothers and the old woman.

Her braids stood up straight:

Now she looked like the third

Among the gorgons—Medusa. The mortal one.
Perseus, the hero who could have

Chopped off her snake-covered head,

Wasn't around. But she wasn't lucky enough
To turn all that she saw to stone.
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PozBarxumnuck, HabaBunuck. Haageuip,
Komnu kiHyYaBcs iXHiil JeHb pobouuii,
I3 peroToM i CBUCTOM 3aKOTHIIU
CTapy >XUJiBKY, B KOTPOI BiJ Kaxy
Bosoccs AM6UIoCh Ha TOMOBI,
Tynu — B 6e304HSBY, B IPOBALIS,

B 6€3BiCTb.

2010
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Those pranksters just kept carousing.
That evening, their workday done,
Roaring with laughter and whistling,
They rolled the old Jewish woman, whose
Hair rose up from terror, and pushed her
Off—into the abyss, into the gorge,

into obscurity.

2010
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€BpencbKe NUTaHHA: pik 1941-1

JKuB cobi yonoBik Calrrka,
Byna y HbOTO cipa cepM'sxKKa,
Ha rosoBi mamouxa,

A Ha cpani 1aToyKa...

Ocb SIKUMU IPUMOBKaMU PO3BAXKAB

JiT1axiB CyCIACHKUX, @ 320 HO 1 JOPOCIHUX,

Jauuio IBaHoBUY, Zix Mii 106U,

3a baxoM eNleKTpUK, SKUI1, 26U TpoxXU

IlinzapobuTH, 3aX0AUBCS KPYTUTH reliedTu

YaBox 3i cBOIM KBapTHpaHTOM YenypHIKOM

(3aitmaBcs TOOTO, SK HUHI cka3anu 6,

MasnonpubytkoBum 6izHecoMm). I 3aBxau

YoMych BUXOAWIIO TaK, 1O A1J TO3UYaB,

¥ 60pr naBaB kosnesi YenypHSKOBI,

Aste HiKONMY KOTIIMIKY He 3apoOUB, HAaBMIAKU —

3anuirascd Hi6U 11e 1 BUHHUM.
YenypHSKOBI X

HeHaue XTO II1ENOTIB Ha BYXO

3MiHM Kypcy: OpaB 3a cTapum,

[ToBepTaB 3a HOBUM. | OT 1]ikaBoO:

Jiz aHICKIIBKY He JpaTyBaBCs:

«I1lo Ty xouell? 30/10Ta roI0Ba y XJI0ML,

€spericbka! Hy, a 1 — 6apaH 3 6apaHis!

Y MeHe i1 Mi3KU He TYZAO0IO CTOATh...» A BTIM,

Slke To 3HaYeHHS Ma€

ITicia ToTO, 110 CTasOoCH MOTiM?
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1941: The Jewish Question

Let me tell you about Sashka.
He wore heavy grey overalls,
On his head, a hat,

On his butt, a patch...

With these ditties my beloved grandfather,
Danylo Ivanovych, an electrician by profession,
Entertained neighborhood children,
And, at the same time, adults. In order to earn
Extra money, he began a side-hustle
With his tenant Chepurniak. Somehow
It always turned out that grandpa would lend
Money to his partner Chepurniak,
But he never got a penny back. On the contrary,
He always owed more.

It was
As if someone whispered in Chepurniak’s ear
Change the rate: he would borrow by one,
And return by another. And what's
Interesting: grandfather was never annoyed:
“What do you want? The guy has a brilliant mind,
AJewish one! And I'm a ram among rams!
My head doesn't work that way...” Anyway,
Does it really matter
After what happened later?
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A moTomy npunepaucs GpalnucTy.
3HOB-TaKU —
Cepen HalillepIIKX IIPO Lie A0BiAaBcs YemypHsK:
He npu6113HO, 2 TOYHO BiH 3HaB, L]0 HiMIIi BCTYILIATS,
1o Heo6XigHO TikaTH, 6IrTH 3BiACH.
Jlaxyi cBoi MOCKUAABILN ¥ TOpOH,
HeBizoMo sk 106YB BaHTaXKiBKY
Ta i1 mozaBcs 3 ycim CiMeHMCTBOM Ha CXiZ.

3ocTasnacs TIbKYM HalicTaplia fodka

3 iM'aM 6i6iiiHKMM EBa,

Bo mana migniTka-crHa J1Ky,

[Jo 3BaBcs O-BYANYHOMY JIasbKo.
[TokpydeHi, Hade B KOMaxH, pyKkH i HOTH
He no3Bossnin oMy HOpMaJbHO
[TepecyBaTuchk. KaTanu ioro y Bi3ouky,

I To 6ysa HeabusiKa BTiXa AJst BCi€l Maseui,
JIns oroi api6HOT 6ocoTH. YpBUTE,
Tacanu MM 3 6e3nopagHuM JIa3pKoM,
BemxkeTyBanu, Aypinu. I BiH AypiB i pafiB
3 Hamu pa3oM i peroTtas H6e3Typ6OTHO.

(Mabyrts, 3 1poro i BapTo Hyno
Po3MOYMHATH OIIOBiZb, Ta BXKe TaK BUHIILIO,
Tak BoHO ckJIaoCs...)

JleHb 6yB COHSYHUI, BepeCHeBUM, TeTIeHbKU .
Kinbkopo Hac, AiT1axiB, 6aBUIOCS Ha NOABIP|:
TanacyBany, Taraau Bi3ouka 3 JIa3abKoM,

Konu HaroguBscs HiMellb — OLUH, K TTaJlelp,
Monoauil, CUMIIaTUYHUHI TaKUH, OLISBUH,

I1ix MOroHOM IIJIOTKA, HACBHUCTYBAaB
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Because then the Nazis showed up.
Again—
Chepurniak was among the first to find out:
He wasn't guessing, he knew the Germans were coming,
That he’d better flee, run away from here.
Having packed some old clothes into bags,
He somehow managed to get a truck
And went eastward with the whole family.

Only the eldest daughter remained,

With the Biblical name of Eva,

Because she had a teenage son Yasha,

Who was called Lazko on the street.

Twisted, like insects, his arms and legs

Didr't allow him to get around

Normally. We rolled him in a wheelchair,

And it was a great joy for all kids,

Especially the little poor ones. Troublemakers,
We raced around with helpless Lazko,

We misbehaved, goofed off. And he was happy
And laughed carelessly with us.

(It's likely I should have started this story
Here, but I've already been going on,
This is how it turned out...)

It was a September day, sunny and warm.

Several of us children played in the yard:

We were loud, dragging the wheelchair with Lazko,
When a German appeared—alone, like a finger,
Young, handsome, blond,

A hat snapped to his shoulder, he whistled
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IIlocs He3HaltoMe. Ta MUTTIO MaMH
Posxamnanu cBoix 6e3lTaHbKiB,
HeMmoB Kypuart Bif MIyJikH,
IToxoBasy 1o 3aKalleakax.
Aste HiMelb OZHUM NepeliMaBCs: I 1?
I 3'sicyBaBIIH, 1[0 107 Y HAsIBHOCTI IBOE,
ITomascs retb. OTOXK Ha KOPOTKY YaCHHKY
3anaHyBaza Thwa. [IporpuMKoTiia nmizBoa.
(Piu BizoMma: 6pysHy poborty apiiiui nepe-
AOpY4aIH KafpaM MicLieBUM).
«Jle Bawi 1011, MOKa3yiTe!» — 3alIMTaB Bi3HUK CEPAHUTO,
He BrcTpH6yloun Ha 3eMio. I Buiiia €a,
3 nepeny>keHUM CHHOM BMKOTHJIA BI30YKa.
Slmxa-Jlaspko HiMyBaB. MoBuano 6esnonHe noABip's.
HecnoziBaHo cBapka 34MHHUIACh: TeMEHTYBaB BI3BHHUK:
«$ He GUHAIXKHUK BaM, He BAHTaXKHHUK!
Moe zino 3aBe3TH, KyAU HaKaXXyTh,
A BaHTa)XUTU — He HaliMaBcs!» XKidoluTso
Hamie Tak caMo 04roBOpHIoCh. 3HaBOPY
Xtoch pazuB: «['ykHITh oninas». I Toi

[IpycKO4YUB, TBUHTIBKY IPUCTaBUB 0 KJIeHa
I 3 €BOIO BABOX BUCAJWJIU BOHU Bi30ouka

3 inBanizom JIasbKoM Ha MiBOAY.

I HaMicTpalllHillle HacTalo — MpOLLaHHS.

€Ba cMTasa 103BOJy B Ioilas,
Y1 MO>KHa 3 CyC1JaMU IO pOIIaTUCh?
HoBoi BIagy pUCIy>KHUK 3HEXOTst OypKHYB:
«[Ipo MeHne...»
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Something unfamiliar. And instantly all the mothers
Grabbed their poor kids
Like chickens from a hawk
And hid them in corners.
But the German was concerned with one thing: Jude?
And having found out that there were two Juden,
He left. So silence settled for
A short hour. Then the carriage rattled.
(It's a known fact: the dirty work the Aryans
Entrusted to the locals.)
“Where are your Jews, show me!”

the coachman asked angrily,
Without getting off the cart. And Eva came out,
Rolling the wheelchair with her petrified son.
Yashka-Lazko remained mute.

The deserted courtyard silent.
Suddenly, a quarrel erupted: the coachman complained:
“I'm not a mover, I'm not a moving-man!
My job is to drive things where I'm told,
But I don't intend to load!” Our women
Also wouldn't help out. Someone in the courtyard
Advised: “Call a policeman.” And one came

Quickly, put his rifle by the maple tree

And together with Eva loaded the wheelchair
With the disabled Lazko onto the carriage.
And the worst thing began, farewell.

Eva asked the policeman,

Can I say goodbye to my neighbors?

The servant of new power reluctantly muttered:
“Go ahead..”
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I[Ipouanacs €Ba, He BCTYIalOYH B XaTy.
«He noMmHaiTe IMX0OM, cycinko, — €Ba MOBUIA
Kpiab BikHO MOiit Mami. — HermoraHo >xuau My,
YKM MOTJIH, TIOMarani,
Hexail, cycizko, TaTaHNUTh BaM, @ HaM...» —
IToka3zana pykoto B He6o.

I moku
He obiituuna ycix, momninail HoHypo
JIMBUBCS KyAUCD HAbIK. ..

[IporpuMKOTiNIa BOCTAHHE NIJIBOAA
Io cTapii, 1ie 3 HapchKUX YaciB, OpyKiBLi.
Binbile HiXTo He 6a4uB
Aui €y, Hi miky-Jlaspka.
CTOpOHHI NI0AY Ka3aJIu: €BpeiB
[TocTpinsinv 3a MICTOM, Y CTeIly ¥ 3aKOIaIU
Y IpOTUTaHKOBOMY POBY, SKHH IIpOTe
dancTiB He 3yIIMHUB.
Crapuit YenypHsk
[ToBepHyBCS OAOMY 3 eBakyallii.
Hagani
Jauuno IBaHOBUY, Aif Miit JTo6uit,
O pyx6u 3 HUM He BoguB. He 3mir
IIpoCTUTH: IOKHMHYB JOYKY 3 OHYKOM
«PaKTHYeChK! Ha ITorubenb».
Ha ronoBi miamouxa,
A Ha cpalll 1aTo4YKa.
UM rapHa Mos ka3odka?

2011
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Eva was saying goodbye without entering houses.
“Don’t remember me poorly, neighbor,” Eva told
My mother through a window. “We didn’t quarrel,
We helped each other in whatever way we could,
May you have luck, my neighbor, and we..”
And she pointed to the sky.

And while
She visited everyone, the policeman gloomily
Looked the other way...

The carriage rattled for the last time
On the old cobblestones from imperial days.
Nobody ever saw
Either Eva or Yashka-Lazko again.
Strangers told us: the Jews
Were shot outside the city, on the steppe, and buried
In the anti-tank trench which had failed
To stop the fascists.
Old Chepurniak

Returned from evacuation after the war.
Danylo Ivanovych, my beloved grandfather,
Was no longer friends with him. He couldn’t
Forgive: he left his daughter and grandson
To die.

On his head, a hat.

On his butt, a patch.

Isi't my fairytale beautiful?

2011






Borys Dabo-Nikolaiev (1943-2022) is a
poet, essayist and literary critic. He grad-
vated from Taras Shevchenko University
of Kyiv. During the Soviet era, he was re-
pressed for his connections with the so-
called Ukrainian bourgeois nationalists
and was banned from defending his dis-
sertation and teaching at universities. After
the collapse of the Soviet Union, he taught
Ukrainian literature at Kyiv National Lin-
guistic University.
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BunpobyBaHHs Tparefi€io

LUIAX IMUTSX IJIAX
1esex menecT
epex

MigoIB

3 lanuupkol nmaori
Ha 3axix

o CoHus

aHTpalLlUT Haye

ydp

Babuu

LJIAX

ejex 1ejnecT
IIepex llepex Ilepex

Kuis moB-4aB
-4aB

-4aB

A 4y yyB

4yB

4yB?

2001
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Tested by Tragedy

street street street
swish shoosh

swoosh of
shoe-bottoms

from Halytska square
westward

to the Sun

like anthracite

to Babyn

Yar

street

swish shoosh

swoosh swoosh swoosh

Kyiv was shh
shh

silent

But did it listen
listen

listen?

2001
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Ivan Drach (1936—-2018) was a poet, literary
critic, translator, screenwriter, and politi-
cal leader. An author of many critically ac-
claimed collections of poetry, nonfiction,
and screenplays, in the 1980s he emerged
as a political activist. He is best known for
his collections Soniashnyk (Sunflower; 1960),
Protuberantsi sertsia (Solar prominences of
the heart; 1965), Balady budniv (Workday bal-
lads; 1967), Poezii (Poems; 1967), and Kyivs'ke
nebo (Kyiv sky; 1976). A collection of his se-
lected poetry, edited by Stanley Kunitz,
appeared in English translation in 1978
under the title Orchard Lamps. A collection
of poems about his experience in the Unit-
ed States, Amerykans’kyi zoshyt (American
notebook), was published in 1980. Drach
was awarded the highest literary awards in
Soviet and post-Soviet Ukraine.
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[22 yepBHA 1966 poky
0 5 roguHi Beuopa...]

22 4epBHS 1966 POKY O 5 TOAMHI Beyopa
[Ipoisgunu My Haj BabuHum SIpom
BeuipHe coHIle ryc/o B COHHIM XMapi
JAAbKY B KyILax JIEXKaIU 1 TUIU IHBO
O6CMOKTYIOYH 3 IPULIMOKOM TapaHIo
[oobiy Herp posnircs Ha KomliHax
BronaunucToi 10HOI kpacyHi
Xopuna cuBa 6abai HanuTyBaa
UM B HUX HEMa€ XPeCTHKIB Ha ITPOAaK.
XUpnsaBl KIEeHU XYXIHU Off CIIEKOTH
I cun Mili crlaB y MeHe Ha KOJMiHax
I cHUBCS IOMy IMKUM KiHb Y TpaBax
Jech rynany konpu o6 TBepAb 3eMHY
Ta XToCh IOTIaTaMU CKUAAB Ha MeHe Hebo
TBepze 3 KOPIHHAM XMap

3 KaMiHHAM COHIA
A>x MeTaneBi kobpu maMmioHiB
B rymaBuHi XoBasu A0OBr1 MIKi
I 3aTynB 1 IHCTUHKTUBHO CHHa
22 4epBHS 1966 POKY O 5 TOAMHI Beyopa
Konu mMu npuisguiu Haj Babunum Spom

1966

Ivan Drach
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[On June 22, 1966,
at five in the afternoon]

On June 22, 1966, at five in the afternoon
we drove by Babyn Yar
the evening sun thickened in a sleepy cloud
men rested among the bushes and sipped beer
smacked their lips over stockfish
nearby a black man sprawled on the lap
of a young blond beauty
a silver-haired woman walked around
and asked if they were selling small crosses.
Frail maple trees withered in the heat
and my son slept on my lap
and he dreamt of a wild horse in the weeds
somewhere pile drivers pounded firm ground
and someone shoveled sky over me
firm with the roots of clouds

with stones of sun
so that the metal cobras of lanterns
hid their long necks in brushwood
and I instinctively shielded my son
on June 22, 1966, at five in the afternoon
when we drove by Babyn Yar

1966
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KuiBcbka nereHpa

CporofiHi Hau nigx — yepes JHirnpo.
[TornsHbTe Ha Heper, 1110 Nepes BaMHU.
Tam KuiB, ykpaiHcbka 3eMsl, TaM JiTH
i apy>xuHu, 6arbkH i MaTepi, bpary i
cecTpy. Bonn yekaroTs Ha BAC!..
I3 3BepHeHHS BiNiCbKOBOI pagu
1-TO YKPaiHCbKOTO GpOHTY

— YoMy TH TaM, Aily, cToill Hag JIHIIpoM?
Yoro TH TaM, Jifly, Maxa€ll BeCIOM?

— Croto, 60 Yekalo Ha Ballli [TOJIKH.
1 — Kuii-niepeBi3HUK 3 LiI€i pikH.

Jixycio, cTpYBai, Kyl CUILIATD, K TpaJ.
Jinycto, nsrait, 60 HaKpUe CHapsA.

— KiHuail TepeBeHi, cilall y YOBHU.
CMOI0I0 CTOMITh POCMONUIUCH BOHU.

Ox JlaBpu 6'c HiMellb 3 FApMaTHUX MallekK.
Ha octpiB Ko3auuii mniuBu MeHi, ek.

Tu x, 6pate XopHBe, IpIMy# Ha IPOPHB. —
Ha Becna cToniTh Handrae Xopus.

— A XTO TaM Ha Kpyul CTOITb, sk MaHa?
[le ¥ pyKH 3aJIOMJIIOE, CAMOTUHA?

Ivan Drach
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A Kyiv Legend

Today our path goes across the Dnipro.
Look at the shore in front of you.
There’s Kyiv, Ukrainian land, children
and wives, fathers and mothers, brothers and
sisters. They are waiting for YOU!
From the appeal of the military council of
The First Ukrainian Front

—Why are you standing above the Dnipro, grandfather?
Why, grandfather, are you waving an oar?

—TI'm here because I'm waiting for our regiments.
I'm Kyi, a porter working this river.

Grandpa, wait, the bullets are raining like hail.
Grandpa, lie down, a shell might hit you.

—Stop jabbering, and get in the boat.
It’s covered with the tar of centuries.

Near the Lavra a German opens cannon-jaws.
Sail to the Cossack island, Shchek.

You, brother Khoryv, break through.
Khoryv plunges the oars of centuries.

—And who's standing on the cliff like a ghost,
Wringing her hands in sorrow? You, loneliness?
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— To JInbias-cecTpulld, 3aKyTa B IPOTax,
llyrae TeBTOHCbKUU Hag JINbina0 NTax.

— A 1110 TO 32 JUBHi-TIpeJUBHI TOHU?
— IloBileHi J3BOHATH, MOB KUIBCHKI I3BOHU!

3aJI0>KHUKIB THCAYI TaM, Ha ITozoii,
3aMyuyeHUX, THaHUX, 6e3 xniba i comi.

— A 1110 TaM KJIeKo4e Kpi3b [Torap-nosxap?
— Hauunenuit mogoM nuxuit Babu ap.

— ATaM reH Tpinodye BOrHeHHU HaMeT?
— Tam cTorHe miananzeHui yHiBepcurer!

— ki x 60 My KUiB Hal o6asriu...
— Sk meksa Ba pPOKU — TO CKINBbKH XX 307117

BorneHHHUM 3aBUC TOHaJ, PiKOIO IIKBAJL.
Jo Kus ctaporo izie renepar,

A Kuii iomy B KacKy Boau Habupa—
BaTyTiH e BoAy cBAlLeHHY 3 JHIinpa...

1976
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—This is Lybid’, our sister, wrapped in barbed wire,
A Teutonic bird rustling above her.

—And what are those strange tones?
—The hanged ones ring like Kyiv bells!

There are thousands of hostages there, in Podil,
Tortured, persecuted, without bread and salt.

—And what is gurgling through the fire?
—Evil Babyn Yar, filled with people.

—And over there, is that a tent on fire?
—There groans the burning university!

—What fires besieged our Kyiv...
—If two years of hell, then how much ash?

Aburst of flame is hanging over the river.
An old general goes to old Kyi.

And Kyi gets him water in a helmet—
Vatutin drinks holy water from the Dnipro.

1976
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Hryhorii Fal'kovych (b. 1940) is a poet, a
children’s poet, and director of the Sholem
Aleichem Jewish Cultural Educational Fel-
lowship. He studied at the Taras Shevchen-
ko Kyiv State University and later worked
at the Oleksandr Potebnia Institute of Lin-
guistics. Fal’kovych has authored more than
a dozen poetry collections as well as chil-
dren’s books. His works appear in Russian,
English, Yiddish, and Hebrew translation.
He lives and works in Kyiv.
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[I3 TOl cTpalwHoI cBATOI Nopwu]

I3 Toi cTpalllHOi CBATOI TOpU

4 He 3a6yxy HikonM:

ITo BabuHiM Spi roHMIH BiTpH
[TepexoTumnore.

CKOHaJM KIiCTKH, pO3ZOPINOKS, CIOBA,
Yu, Moxke, 3gaJ10¢4,

KoTunacs cBiTOM He cHBa TpaBa —
Bonocca. Bonoccs...

Ha muts nputamye. I 3HOB Kkpy>xend.
I sHOBy — nopora.

HMoro 3-mix 3emii BIIIyCTHIIA 3eMJIS,
He 3Hato, 1715 yoro.

[lepekoTHIIONE, IEPEKOTHUIIONE,
[TamM'TH MO0 BiITyCTH.

Yepes moi 6011i, ix i Tak goBoi,
[TlepekOTH, MEPEKOTH.

Mu reTs yci TBOS IacTBa
[ToMix cripaB i JyMOK.
OH Byxe 11 COHAYHE I1acMO
BepeTscs B KIYOOK.

[lepekoTunoie, nepekoTUIIONE,
Jyuly Molo BIAITyCTH.

Yepes moi 6o,

Yepes moi goii,

ITepexorH.

ITepexorH.

1989-90
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[From that horrible holy time]

From that horrible holy time
I will never forget:

The wind blew tumbleweeds
Across Babyn Yar.

Bones, crossroads, words, all faded away,
Or maybe it just seemed so to me.

But the wind rolled hair, not gray grass,
Across the world. Hair...

It stops for a second. And it rolls again.
And again—down the road.

The earth sent it forth from underground,
I have no idea why.

Tumbleweed, tumbleweed,
Leave my memory alone.

Past my pain, I've had enough,
Roll me over, roll me over.

We're all your congregation
Despite our thoughts and deeds.
See the sun’s threads

Tighten into a knot.

Tumbleweed, tumbleweed,
Leave my soul alone.

Past my pain,

Past my fate,

Roll me over,

Roll me over.

1989-90
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[BabuHe nito no babuHim Apil

BabuHe nito no Babunim Api
Pa30oM i3 OCIHHIO XOAUTb y Tapi:
XoauTs, mykae 6abuHe niTo

Hamy pizHto, 1110 B TiM s1pi y6uTO...

BabuHuM Spom brnykae i goci
BabuHe 1iTO — KUIBCbKa OCIHb.

1989-90
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[Indian summer in Babyn Yar]

Indian summer in Babyn Yar
Walks hand in hand with the fall:
Indian summer walks, looking for
Our relatives killed in that ravine...

Across Babyn Yar, Indian Summer
Still wanders—a Kyiv fall.

1989-90
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[MepenneHb cBsiLEHHOI cyb6oTH]

[lepenneHs cBa1leHHOI cyboTH
CTH1Iye XpPOHONOTIYHUM JIIK.
Ha xopzoHi Ha1oi ckop60oTH
3yNMHUBCA COpOK NEPLINH pik.

BcecsiTe, uut KocMoce, uu Boxxe —
Toi, 1110 Bce CKepoBYeE 3BiATLIB!
Ta HeByKe HIXTO HaM He [TOMOXKe
He 326yt — BTaMyBaTH Oinb?

Xait He Bce IPOCTUTU — BIANYCTUTH
Biz nyuii 3HeHaBUCTb, MCTY 1 THIB,
[1106 Mornu 36arHyTh X04 Hallli AiTH
Buiuit cMuciI TUX BepeCHeBUX IHIB.

Bci mu Buiny 3 BabuHoro Spy.
CTpalIHo [oBepTaTUCS TYAH,
Boxxe! Om>xeHu Mapy i xmapy,
Ha 3emi Hac 6inbllie He CyAU...

1989-90
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[On the eve of the holy Sabbath]

On the eve of the holy Sabbath
The measure of time slows down.
On the border of our sorrow

The year forty-one rests.

The Universe, or the Cosmos, or God—
The one who directs from out there!

Is anyone going to help us not to
Forget but at least to soothe the pain?

If not forgive everything, then let go

Hatred, vengeance, and rage from the soul.
So that at least our children can understand
The deeper meaning of those September days.

We all came out of Babyn Yar.

It’s frightening to go back there, God!
Chase away specters and clouds

And don't judge us on earth...

1989-90






Moisei Fishbein (1946-2020) was an
award-winning Ukrainian-Jewish poet,
essayist, and translator. An author of sev-
en collections of poems, one collection of
children's poetry, and translations from
many languages including German, Yid-
dish, Hebrew, French, Polish, and Russian,
he was a recipient of the Vasyl” Stus Prize
and a member of the Ukrainian Center of
the International PEN Club and the Na-
tional Union of Writers of Ukraine. In 1978,
Fishbein immigrated to Israel. He later took
a job as a correspondent for Radio Liberty/
Radio Free Europe in Munich, Germany, be-
fore returning to Ukraine in 2003.
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Sp
I

Y BpaHIIIHIO TUIIY

610ThCs KpUJIa NITaXiB.

... CamoTHI rosoc.

CamoTHS 3ipKa.

I1le He 3iTepTi

BYOpallIHi CIigH,

Beyip 6e3 KOTUCKOBOI.

I1le 3 OCTpa He 3HUKIIH
BUOpalIHi 061muays.

IIle ciuTh

Poxese 6e3 IipKu B CKpOHi.
CaMoTHIH ronoc.

Boke 3ipky HeMa.

I[ITax¥ JUBIATHCS Ha 3eMJIIO

3 XOJIOZHOTO Heba.

Yosranug. lamip. Puninug. TyniT.
Bouu nzayTh

XOJIOIHOIO TBep/I010 OPYKiBKOIO,
THCSYI JIIOLY

MAyTb MK TBepAUX HeBOIaraHHUX CTiH,
BOHU HeCyTb

Poxese 6e3 ipkH B CKPOHI,

0Cb BOHA, CKpOH,

IUTSYa CKPOHS 6e3 ipkH,

BOHU HeCyTb Ii TyIU, 10 KyJleMeTiB.
Yosrauus. Tymnit. Puninus. Famip.
3 Heba

Ha 3eMJII0

IUBISAThCS NITaXH.

Moisei Fishbein
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Ravine
I

Into the morning silence

the bird wings beat.

A solitary voice.

A solitary star.

Yesterday’s traces

aren't erased yet,

an evening without a lullaby.
Rokhele still sleeps

with no hole in her temple.

A solitary voice.

The star is already gone.

Birds observe the ground

from a cold sky.

Scuffle. Clatter. Squeak. Tramp.
They walk

on cold firm cobblestones,

they carry

Rokhele with no hole in her temple,
here it is, her temple,

a child’s temple with no hole,
they carry her there, to the machine-guns.
Scuffle. Clatter. Squeak. Tramp.
From the sky

the birds observe

the ground.
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II

IToHaz BabuHUM S poM JeTATh >)KypaBii —
BepecHeBe pPUJaHHA.

IToHaz BabuHUM S poM JeTATh >)KypaBii —
K HaJis OCTaHHA.

YopHI TiHi I€TATb y BaXKKill TUILIKHI,

y CBOIM CAaMOTHHI,

MOHaJ, OCiHb JIETATD, IOHAJ HOYi i AHI

11 Ti/1a XKypaBJIUHI.

I HecyTb HeJOCS>KHICTb Ha KOXKHIM KpHIIi,
1 3BHMKaIOTh y MpeBi.

[ToHaz BabuHUM S poM JIeTATh )KypaBi,
11i J1ayi BepecHesi.

1974 pik, Kuis
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II

Above Babyn Yar the cranes fly—

the wailing of September.

Above Babyn Yar the cranes fly—

like the last hope.

The black shadows fly in a dark silence,

in their solitude.

Above the fall they fly, above nights and days
these bodies of cranes.

And they carry the unattainable on each wing
and disappear into a mirage.

Above Babyn Yar the cranes fly—

these lamentations of September.

1974, Kyiv






lakiv Hal'perin (also known as Iakiv Halych
and Mykola Pervach;1921-43) was a poet and
author who wrote in Ukrainian and Rus-
sian. Before the war, he published in Litera-
turna hazeta and during the war he received
a fake identification card that enabled him
to publish his writings in Ukrains’ke slovo,
Lytavry and Proboiem (Prague). Posthumous-
ly, his poems were anthologized in the book
Piatnadtsat’ poetov — piatnadtsat” sudeb (Fif-
teen poets, fifteen fates; 2001), Sto russkikh
poetov o Kieve (One hundred Russian poets
on Kyiv; 2001), Sto poetov o liubvi (One hun-
dred poets on love; 2001). He was arrested
and executed by the Nazis in 1943.
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Cmix

Bu yynu—
BeciHHg 311Ba npoyia,
LINYPJSIOYU Ipaj i rpim?
[ToeTaM CHUIUCH CONIOAKI CHU
Ta 6e3iy 6IMCKAaBUX PUM,
IM 6auniocs: puMa Ha puMy iiuna,
OZU CTPOYMJIMCD BILIKBAp —
Y BUAABHHULTBI YeMHUM KacHUp
CII/Ia4yBaB FOHOpPap.
Ajte ) He cTpiHYTH My3HU iM,
He 6auuTH My3u iMm—
BoHa cmiByya Ta HaBicHa,
1 macThbes NUIIE HABICHUM.
4 ninyBas ii ry6u maHki
Ta Ha pyKax Hic.
OciHb imna, xyra inmra—
30pi majianu BHU3.
41 roBopwUB iit: 6yab-1110-6yb—
3 T06O0 XKUTTS TPOUAY:
Bauy 6iay, uyio 6izny,
nepezauyBato 6ixy!
AJte 3a7i30 B )KUJIaX MOIX,
IJIOMiHb B 04aX MOIX,
A Ha BycTaX— TOHKHX I 3TUX —
Hernepe6OpHUH CMiX.
O, He 3abyTH MeHi, He 3a6yTb
CHHIX OCIHHIX JHIB.
CTany >XOPCTKUMH 04i MOi,
B Ceplli MOEMY I'HiB.

lakiv Hal’perin
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Laughter

Did you hear the spring
downpour passing
bringing hail and thunder?
The poets had sweet dreams
full of flashing rhymes,
They saw rhyme fighting rhyme,
their odes hastily written—
In the publishing house a diligent
accountant paying an advance.
They won't encounter the Muse,
they won't see her—
She sings and is powerful—
but only the mighty ones will hear her.
I kissed her drunken mouth
and carried her in my arms.
Autumn coming, snowstorm coming,
the stars falling down.
I told her: whatever happens—
I'll walk through life with you:
I see trouble, I hear trouble,
I sense trouble!
But the steel in my veins,
flame in my eyes,
And on my lips—thin and evil—
irresistible laughter.
O, I won't forget, won't forget
those blue fall days.
My eyes grew cruel,
anger in my heart.



108

3acrepirae KoxaHka MeHe:
«[lnay, ckaXkeHiH, a MUIIH!»

«Jle TU?» —TUTAIOTh 1 y Ay —
1 He 3HaXOMKy AyMIi.

Ase Bigpisye I'HiB: «1 TyT!»
HEHaBHUCTb KaXke: «€!».

— Bepu Tpinouaue rope e —
BOHO I10 N1paBy TBOE!

Hi, He m1ykaTHUMy BOpOTTS,
Hi, He 3HalAly KasgTTsa —

Bonsamu, pajolaMu, cisbMU
npuiimarlo tebe, XKutrs!

Bonsamu, pajolaMu, clisbMH,

OCTaHHIM TXHIHHSIM KISHYCb:

A 1ie, TIOZOHBKU, IOCMIIOCH,
JIIOTO LlIe TOoCMitoch!

1941

lakiv Hal’perin
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My Mistress warns me:
“Cry, get mad, but write!”
“Where are you,” I ask my soul—
and can't find it.
But Anger breaks in: “I'm here!”
Hatred says, “Here [ am.”
—Take this trembling grief,
it belongs to you by right!
No, I won't look for a way back,
no, I won't look for repentance—
I accept you, Life,
with pain, joy, and tears!
With pain, joy, and tears
I swear by my last breath:
People, I'm going to laugh in the end,
I'm going to laugh fiercely!

1941






Sava Holovanivs'kyi (1910-89) was a poet,
fiction writer, playwright, and translator.
His first collection of poetry appeared in
1927. During World War 11, he was a war
correspondent for the newspapers Krasna-
ia zvezda and Za chest’ Batkivshchyny. During
his lifetime, he published over forty books of
poetry, prose, translations, and plays. His
collected works, in three volumes, appeared
in 1981.
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Bynuua MenbHuka

Ha Bynuui, mo e nos3 BabuH dp,
KJIagyTh acdasbT.

B noBinbHIN KpyroBepri
KUIIHUTDb CMOTIA,

1 pO3JMMaIOTh >Kap
pobiTHUKM 3aMyp3aHi i ynepri.

BifHMHI /1 IPUCHO BHACIZOK CTapaHb
6aThKiB LIbOTO YCIaBIE€HOTO MiCTa
nposshke TyT 6e3 IM ab6o koB6aHB,
Zopora CTpi/IoBUAHA i ypOYHCTa.

Anpke He B13 YU JpeBHIM TapaHTac

TYT HUHI i3UTh NOCIIXOM MYLLIMHUM,
— ¥ BiK pakeT I MDKIJIaHETHUX Tpac
NOTpiOHO MYATH — JIIOASAM | MaLIIMHAM.

Hy 1o ¢, rapasz.

Ioxsika i xBana
BCIM 3a CTapaHHS NUIbHE I BelrKe,
XT0 16a€ BYaCHO 1 He CIIPOKBOJIA
npo AedilUTHI UHY i YepeBUKHU.

IxoAa nulire, 0 TOM, XTO TyT IIPOMIIIOB
KOJIUCh Ha CM€PThb y HaTOBIII HiMOMY,
361BaB 06 rpyaad LIKipy MiZOLIOB,

1 CNIOTUKaBCs B po3Mayl Ha HHOMY...
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Melnyk Street

On the road that goes past Babyn Yar,
they’re laying asphalt.

In the slow feverish whirl
tar boils, and the workers,
dirty and stubborn,

spread it out.

From now on, thanks to the efforts
of this celebrated city’s council,

here will lie, without potholes or pits,
aroad, arrow-like and solemn.

Because it’s not a cart or ancient tarantass

that cruises by with the haste of ants these days—
in the age of rockets and interplanetary routes
people and cars have to rush.

Well, fine.

Give thanks and praise
to everyone for their grand attentive efforts
to save from ruin the tires and shoes we lack,
and in such a rushed and hurried fashion.

Only it’s a pity that those who were marched

in muted crowds toward their death here

had to wear down their own shoe-bottoms

as they trod along the pockmarked road in despair.
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MoxxnuBo, neriite 6inpb 6y0 6 TEpMiTh
MoMy, T1 KpokU pobIgY OCTaHHI,
k61 MOTUIBHUM CHOM 3a3/la/leTifb
He AUXasu LI IMU Ta KoBOaHi.

O, kpate 611ck acharbTOBUX TOKPUTh
poBiB He 3aTynaB 61 Ta BU60iB

— He TaMyBaB TOTO, IO Ilie 60IUTH,

i pan Ha ckopO6Hi# Bynuui He rois!

Hexai 61 MM TUM LLJISXOM MOJIOZL
i cmoTMkanucek iHoAi B 6aropax,

06 He 3abyTH KaX, IKUM TOZ]

YKUHU KOJIOHU CMEePTHHUKIB NOXMypHUX!

...51 cam 06110 1[I0 BYIHIIIO HOBY,
KalllTaHaMHU 3acisiHy i OCiHb,

¥ CKBepax CBIXXOCKOIIIEHY TPaByY,
Kpacy TOIOJb i BULIYKaHICTh COCOH.

Ta panToM JaBHS BUIYIbKHE CTIHA,
1 >ka16HO YUTAEL, K Ha IUTaJbTI,
Ha Hill OTI TpariyHi NuchbMeHa,

SAKUX He IPOYUTAELI Ha acPabTi. ..

1975
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Maybe it would have been easier to endure
the pain while taking those last steps

if those potholes and pits couldn'’t breathe
their grave-like dreams in advance.

O, it'd be better if the sparkling asphalt

didn't cover the potholes and pits—

didn't curb what's still aching

and didn't heal wounds on this mournful street!

Let the young people walk along here

and sometimes trip over potholes

lest they forget the terror of those times,

thi1se columns of the condemned and despairing!

...I myselflove this new street,

with its crop of chestnuts in the fall,

the just-mown grass in the parks,

the beauty of poplars and elegance of pines.

But all of a sudden, an old wall will emerge,
and you read it greedily, like a newspaper page,
its tragic script, explicit captions,

which you won't read on the asphalt...

1975
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Denys Holubyts'kyi (b. 1977) is a poet who
writes in Russian and Ukrainian. He grad-
uated from the Kyiv Polytechnic Institute
as an engineer. Holubyts’kyi has authored
three collections of poetry and recorded
three musical albums. Holubyts’kyi lives
and works in Kyiv, where he was born.
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[KamiHHs1 MOix bpaTiB
i Hebo Moix cectep]

KamiHHg Moix 6parTiB i He60 Moix cecTep,
TpPeMTiHHS Npi3BHUIL, TiTep TaHOK Nepex BiTom.
Ha Bynuui aHrenis Melukae 6abycs. Mabyts, Ectep...
Lle# BepeceHb 360>keBOJIB—
BIH 3rapuleMm [IaxHe I... KBITaMHU.
3anisHo, 3ani3Ho, EcTep, BcTynaTucs 3a Hapoz!
...CII0/10XaHUH BY/IUK BYJIHII pO3CUIIABCS BMUTb.
Byna i e JlloTepaHChKOIO CThOXKKA Ha TL/I MiCTa,
ILIOB Ha T/Ii HEMUHYYOCTi.
IToBosi Brajy!o TiHb HIMELIbKOTO KOJIOHICTA.
Himenpkoro?! I HiMilo Bif 36iry ns4HOrO.
A Bynuus 3HOBY 36irae B 06ilimu XpelaTrka,
XpecHUH TOPYIOYH LIISX.
Ha uiit HaltkopoTIL1H HalAOBILIM JOpO3i
He MOXXHa HIYOro Terep po3pi3HUTH,
xi6a Tinbku xai6HIO Ha po3i.
A g1 10ci He 3Haw, KyAW MeHi 04l AiTH —
CXOBaBCs B MyILIJI He-y4acTi.
Babycto, 6abycto, BcTymucs!
Yeci, XTO TaM — TBOI AiTH...
He mo>xHa s1eTiTH, By1ULe, He MOXKHA JIETITH,
NOTpibHO CIMHUTH TOM KaMeHecIaj,
yacocnag, 6onecnaz.
[ToB3u, JIroTepaHChKa, OB3HU!
Tu— BynUU4 NIOTI, TU— BYIUUS paHU CMEPTENbHOI.
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[The stones of my brothers
and the sky of my sisters]

The stones of my brothers and the sky of my sisters,
the trembling of last names,
a dance of letters before Vitus.
On the street of angels
lives a grandma. Maybe Esther...
September has gone crazy—
it smells of fires and...flowers.
Too late, Esther, too late to intercede for the people!
... The frightened beehive of a street
fell apart in an instant.
Liuteranska Street was and remains
a ribbon on the body of the city,
a seam in the background of inevitability.
Slowly, I discernthe shadow of a German colonist.
German?! I feel numb from this scary coincidence.
And again the street runs down
into the embraces of Khreshchatyk,
clearing the way to Calvary.
On this shortest longest road
nothing can be distinguished today,
except for a bakery on the corner.
And I still don't know what I should do with my eyes—
I'm hiding in a shell of nonparticipation.
Grandma, Grandma, step in!
Everyone here is your child...
You can't fly, street, you can't fly,
you need to stop that rockfall, timefall, painfall.
Crawl, Liuteranska Street, crawl!
You're a street of rage, you're a deadly wound.
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IM'st TBOE pO3PUBAETHCSA HABIILI,
B 6abycHHUX racHe oyax.
Ile HaBITb He celis, HaBiTh He YOpHe Ta biie.
Ie B)Xe 1032 CHAMU BOTKHUX KOJIbOPIB,
1o3a BcecBiTOM 6apB.

2016
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Your name is being torn in half,
it fades out in the grandma’s eyes.

It’s not even sepia, it’s not even black and white.

It’s already beyond the dreams of damp colors,
beyond the universe of colors.

2016
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Oleksa lushchenko (1917-2008) was a poet,
children’s writer, and journalist. In the
course of his lifetime, over thirty volumes
of his writings appeared. During World
War 11, he worked at a radio station that
broadcast throughout the occupied zones
of Soviet Ukraine. After the Red Army re-
captured Kyiv, he returned to the city with
the apparatus of the radio station and took
up residence there.
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BabwuH fAp

Ha 6e3nucTux, pibHUX KyIax
BpaHui xycTka Tpinoue, binie,
JKMyT Bonoces, koca YOpHiE...
A 4ui X To KOCTi B poBax?
ITo cMyTHHX, 110 OCIHHIX HOYaX
To » 1Mo KOMy Bce TY>KUTb IITax?
BabuH gp, YopHUH 1p, CMepTi p,
[IponnuBaloTh TiHI IpUMap...
Burngzae 3 micky yepeBUK —
OT po3cHILIeThCS, K MiCOK.
TyT ocTaHHI! JUTHHHU KPOK,
MaTepHuHHI HeBTILIHUM KPUK.
O¥ okonuLg, e HeZOMS U...
3 xKaxy ceplie YHE He PO3KONIEThCS?
XT0, 1062aYMBIIH, He 3APUTHEThCA?
B cepui 6ypero BiAryKHEThCS:
Ha 6e3nucTux ApiOHUX KylIax
Tam oH xycTKa Tpinoye, Gisie,
YKMmyT Bonmoccst — koca YOpHIE...
A 4ui X To KOCTi B poBax?
BabuH gp, YopHUH 9P, CMEpTi 4p,
Haz HUM cTenqaTbed TiHI TpUMap.
Jyuiory6u, 3abpoau po3inioyeHi,
CKINbKH, CKIIBKA BOHH 3aMYYHIIH...
JHi 3axMapeHi, IH1 3aTy4yeHi
SIK pyAaIN CO3aMU KUNIYYUMH,
..MopzayBanu, CTpUILNN TYT, MyYHTIH...
[IBMHTap MyYyeHHKiB. TUIIMHa.
Ta npucnyxaicp —

pHZa XTOCh, KOHa?

Oleksa lushchenko
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Babyn Yar

In the morning, on the leafless shrubs
A kerchief flutters, turns white,

A clump of hair, a braid turns black...
But whose bones are in the ravines?
During the sad, autumnal night

For whom does a bird yearn?

Babyn Yar, a black ravine, a death ravine,
The shadows of specters sail by...

A shoe pokes out from the sand—

It will dissolve like sand.

Here is the last step of a child,

A mother’s grieving scream.

The outskirts where this misfortune...
Whose heart will not break from terror?
Who, upon seeing, will not shudder?

It will resonate in the heart like a storm:
In the morning, on the leafless shrubs
A kerchief flutters, turns white,

A clump of hair, a braid turns black...
But whose bones are in the ravines?
Babyn Yar, a black ravine, a death ravine,

Above them spread the shadows of specters.

Murderers, savage foreigners,
How many, how many did they torture...
There were clouds, the days were overcast
As they wept profusely,
... They murdered here, shot, tortured...
The cemetery of martyrs. Silence.
But listen—

Is someone weeping, dying?

125



126

I 3appurHeTses JIyk’sHiIBKa Haue —

I[BMHTap KpOB'10 HEBUHHOIO II1aYe...

Yyewu, 9p, 3aKpUBaBIeHUM p, —
He BTeknu ayuory6u Bij 3arybu,
He BTexu Bizx nokap!

1944

Oleksa lushchenko
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And Luk’ianivka is shaking as though—
The cemetery weeps innocent blood...
You hear, ravine, bloody ravine—

The murderers did not escape death,
They did not escape punishment!

1944






Igor Kaczurowskyj (1918—-2013) was a poet,
translator, fiction writer, literary scholar
and journalist. In 1943 he left Ukraine and
settled in Austria in 1945. In 1948, he im-
migrated to Argentina and settled down in
Buenos Aires. In 1969, he moved to Munich
and worked as a literary observer for Ra-
dio Liberty/Radio Free Europe in the 1970s
and 1980s. In 1973, he began teaching at the
Ukrainian Free University in Munich. His
debut poetry collection appeared in 1948; his
last collection, Liryka (Lyrics), was published
in 2013. In addition to poetry, he published
many books of prose, translations, and
scholarly works.
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MapTi TapHaBCbKin
(Biaryk Ha moe3iio «B >KUTTi MOEMY...»)

IIle 6arpsaHiB, 9k paHa, BabuH p,
A Byxe niiy npodicysatu Kuis.
I MicTOM IIKB gpit0YUI KoLIMap
Y Bunapax KpUBaBUX YOPTOPHUIB.

3amato >xepTB — He BCi TOAI 31MLIIUCS:
XTo caMm yTIK, KOTO CXOBaJIU JIIOAH.
..Bunurysanu xmxo: «lOge? FOne?»

I nepeM0O>XHO HUILIIOPUJIHU CKPi3b.

¥ wadu i mig 1i>kka 3azupan...
HixTo 3 Hux IeTe, meBHO, He YUTaB,
IIpo BarHepa HiXTO He TaM'ITaB,
O6xoaguu ropuIla i miBaau.

BBasumKCh i B KBAPTUPY-aTeIbe,

Je BigB ayx LIningera it ®paroHapa,
[ ®panua lanbca, i1 Lo, i1 Penyapa,
1110 B KOXXKHIM 3 HUX MiCTUYHa CUJIA €.

I BTyIIUIMCh B KAPTUHMU i MONBOEpTH —
[ cTUXIM 3a4yZOBaHO Hapas,

HeMoB nepez 3aKkIATTAM [IPOTH CMepTi:
— Ilpo6aute! Mu He notypbyem Bac...

3 KaTiBCbKMMM O3HaKaMH Ha IIalili
Tax Hecnony4Hi BBiWIMBI CJIOBa...

...A B radi B HUX TpeMTina, Tefb )KUBa,
Crapa eBpeiika, mpusTenbka 6abui.

1982
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To Marta Tarnawsky
(A response to her poem “In my life too..”)

Babyn Yar was still bleeding, a wound,
Though they’d already set out to search Kyiv.
And terror flowed through the city

In the vapors above the blood-soaked ravines.

Not enough victims—not everyone had arrived:
Some escaped; others, people hid.

..They were asking viciously: “Jude? Jude?”

And triumphantly searching everywhere.

They looked in closets and under beds...
Most likely none of them had read Goethe,
And nobody remembered any Wagner
While raiding attics and basements.

They also burst into an atelier where

The spirit of Spitzweg and Fragonard hovered,
And of Frans Hals, and Goya, and Renoir,
Each of whom possessed a mystical power.

And they stopped at once, suddenly,

And stared at the paintings and easels

As if enchanted by the spell of death:
“Forgive us! We won't bother you again..”

The symbols of torture on their caps

Were so incompatible with those polite words...
...And in the closet trembled, barely alive,

An old Jewish woman, my grandmother’s friend.

1982
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Abram Katsnel'son (1914—2003) was a poet,
translator, and literary critic. His first col-
lection of poetry was published in 1935. He
authored many poetry collections and col-
lections of essays during the Soviet era. In
August 1994 Katsnel'son moved to the Unit-
ed States and lived the rest of his life in Los
Angeles. After moving to the United States,
he published several collections of poetry.
His essays range thematically from poetry
studies to the analysis of poetic language.
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Y babuHim fipy

CrinHUIMCH 61714 SApY,

1110 3laBHa 3BaBCS

«Babun».

ByB nepIunm y KOJIOHI CTapuit

KOJIMIIHIM pabuH.

3 MaHaTKaMHU JpiOHMMHU B He3BiZlaHy Zopory
y35IB IpPMYIJIKY, TaJlec,

11106 JleCb MOIUTUCH

Bory.

Konu >k BiguyB 3arubes,

3a ITSTh XBWJIMH 10 3ry6u

MOJIUTBY LIeNOTiNN Horo nobmigi rybu.

A cMepTb OMY ¥ Bidi SIK IJITHyJa 3/I0BillO,
1o Heba CKUMHYB PYKHU:

«OM roTeH1o, 3a BilLo?..»

Ta cyxo TpicHyB nocTpin—

1 B ITIMHUIL 30CTUINCH

i pabuH, i IpMysnka, i B IIIMax KpoBi Tasec...

1990
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In Babyn Yar

They arrived at the ravine

that had been called Babyn Yar

for a long time.

The first in the column

was an old rabbi.

Along with his meager possessions,

on this unknown journey he took
ayarmulke and tallis to pray to God
somewhere on the way.

When he had a premonition of death

five minutes before the end

his pale lips whispered a prayer.

And death peered into his eyes ominously,
he threw his hands to the sky:

“Oh gotenyu, what did I do?...”

And a shot dryly cracked—

and in the clay remained

a rabbi, yarmulke, and tallis covered in blood...

1990
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MoHonor oHyka

B fp migy i nokoHoCs.
Bin—3pganocsa Tak MeHi —
3BeThcq «Babun», 1o 6abyc,
Halua 6a6us Peitan-Bycs,
MepTBa TaM JIeXUTD Ha JHI.

Mu 1i 106Uy, BHyKH,
HalIo4ecHily B CiMTi,
By3JIyBarTi ii pyky,
MyZpy ITOCMILLKY ii.
3aBXXAU JarigHa i TUXa,
Hi KpaIUIMHU B Hei 3J1a.

[Ipoxxua ¥ HikoMy IKxa

i 06pa3s He 3aBaaa.
[IpuKpuBaOYX 0611YYs
KPUJIBLSMU TOHKUX JONIOHbD,
K 060XKHIOBaja CBiyi,

ixHi¥ TpeneTHHUI1 BOTOHB!
To Bona HeuyTHO 3 Borom
PO3MOBJISIA B CAMBI CBiY,
macTs 6ifHKUM 1 yborum

B Ty BUMOJII0OBaJIa HiY.

...B fp mizy i moxnoHoCs.
Bin—3ganocsa Tak MeHi—
3BeThbcs «BabuH», 1110 6abycs,
Halua 6a6us Peitzn-Bycs,
MepTBa TaM JIXXUTb Ha JHI.

1990

Abram Katsnel'son
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Grandson’s Monologue

I'll go to the ravine and bow down.

It’s called—it seems to me—
Babyn Yar, “grandma’s ravine,”
and our grandma Reizl-Busia
lies there dead down below.

We, her grandsons, love her,

the most honorable in our family,
her knotty hands,

her knowing smile.

Always gentle and quiet,

not a drop of evil in her.

She lived and didn’t cause anyone
trouble, didn't offend anyone.
Covering her face

with the wings of her thin palms,
how she adored candles,

their quivering fire!

She talked silently with God

in the candlelight,

that night she prayed for joy

for the poor and crippled.

... I'll go to the ravine and bow down.

It’s called—it seems to me—
Babyn Yar, “grandma’s ravine,”
and our grandma Reizl-Busia
lies there dead down below.

1990
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KuiB. 29 BepecHsi. BabuH fp

OciHHA, TaM'ATHa,

B as106i YOpHa Hiy.

Y BabuHim Spy
MMajlaloTh COTHI CBiY.
Cnb03aMH CILIIUTD 3ip
He3pUMMUM UM TipKUH.
[Mo6nignu B Hebecax
BiJI >Kaxy BCl 31pKH.

1990

Abram Katsnel'son
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Kyiv. September 29. Babyn Yar

A black fall night,
memorable, full of mourning.
In Babyn Yar

hundreds of candles burn.
Bitter invisible smoke

blinds vision with tears.

All the stars in the sky

have gone pale from terror.

1990






Marianna Kiyanovska (b. 1973) is a poet,
writer, translator, and literary scholar. She
is the author of many collections of poetry
and one collection of short stories. She has
translated poems from Polish, Lithuanian
and Belarussian into Ukrainian. Kiyanovs-
ka is the recipient of prestigious awards
including the Kyiv Laurels Literary Festival
Prize (2011) and the Taras Shevchenko Prize
for poetry (2020). In 2014, Forbes Ukraine
named her one of the top ten most influ-
ential writers working in Ukraine. A collec-
tion of her poems in English translation,
The Voices of Babyn Yar, was published by the
Harvard Ukrainian Research Institute in
2022. She lives and works in Lviv.
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[a 61 BMepna Ha Bynuu,i Uil
abo Tin wo 3a porom]

g 61 BMepIIa Ha BynuILi LiK abo Tii 1110 32 porom

Ta KOHBOM He JI03BOJIUTb 3/]a€EThCS IPOCH He TIPOCH
y Basisi He Te 11106u peui 361panack B Jopory

SK 36MpaIOThCA JIIOAU B JOPOTY B OCTAHHI YacH
TIIbKM K104 1 11cTU doTorpadii 6porika i rpori
Hy He Te 106U rpolili BChOro JUIIe Kibka 6aHKHOT
MU 6pezieMo N0 KypsBi JIITHil HEMOB I10 [TOPOILi
OMMHaI04U BUPBU TiMIa 1 CI1HA HEUHUCTOT
yBipBasIKcs B liM HaKa3ajlu Bce LiHHE y3ITH

o B3sJ1a TEIUTUH [1JIeJl TPOXU Xiba i Tpoxu Boau

a ececiBellb KPUBUBCH BicITaBO Ha BOOTicTh KIMHaTH
1110 3arajacs palToM B HilllO SIK i 1 HA3aBXXAHU

a Temep 4 iy HasaBXXAH posymito i 6auy

BCIO IIpMpedeHicTh Hallly Kpi3b CBIiT/Ia LIIJIBHOTO ACy
g 61 BMepIIa Ha ByIHI Lil i TOMY S He I1auy

a Bas1iy Ha 6pyk oIlyckalo iM's TUIII Hecy

S paxuis

2017
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[i would die on this street or
on the one around the corner]

i would die on this street or

on the one around the corner
but the convoy won't let me it seems

whether you beg or not
unusual things in my suitcase i’'ve packed
the way people pack for the road these days
only the key letters photographs a brooch and money
all right not exactly money just a few bills
we wander through the summer dust

as through first snow
bypassing the craters bodies and the traces of sewage
they burst into the house and ordered us

to take all valuables
i took a warm blanket some bread and some water
and an ss soldier grimaced at the poverty of our room
which suddenly fell into nothing like me into forever
and now i'm leaving for good i understand and see
all our doom through the glitter of intense lights
i would die on this street and so i don't cry
but i settle my suitcase on cobblestones i carry

only my name
i'm rakhel

2017
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[3a yto BiKMHY A1 HaBITb ax nigpicl

3a 1110 BiMHYy Sl HaBiTh aXX Migpic
XOAUB y APyrUi kiac Ternep 1 6yB 6u
Y TpeTboMY OONUTH pO3OUTUH Hic
yZAapHUB cpyJlik s Ipo Le i 3a6yB 61
AKOU He Te 1110 MU i3 HUM yJIBOX
BUUILIM 4yZIOM 13 LIJIOTO KJIacy

s 3aXOBaBC 32 YOPTOIONOX

BIH HIY CUZIIB Ha iepeBl 1110pa3y
3puraBcs i 60s1BcCs 1110 Brlajie

BiJ| CTpaxy Bech CIITHIB Ka3aB 0 HUTKHU
BiH ZyMaB XTOCB JIMLLIUBCS Ta Hifle
HIKOTO aJie B iXHbOI cyciaKu
3HaMIIOBCSA KyCHUK X71i6a Ha cTomi
BiH ZIaB MlOro MeHi Ka3aB He Xxoue

60 Bcix yOUIM BCi 1exaTh B 3eMIi

y 6a6KHIM spy 3eMJIS XJTI0TOue
Ka32aB BiJl KpOBI TaM XUBUX KaTMa
BOUBATU HIMIIiB B HbOTO € I'PaHaTa
BXKe TpeTiil leHb 10ro HijJle HeMa
AUBIIOCH Ha JKOBTI cTpinku nuepbiata
FOAMHHUK JiiB 1 JaBHO He e

S CKOpO BMpY sk BiH 60 yac He Xze
60 sk Oyna ob61aBa BCix B3SIU

i1 MeHe Bi3bMyTb He 3HalO 111 KoY

2017
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[i even managed to grow during the war]

i even managed to grow during the war

i went to second grade now i would have been

in the third my broken nose hurts

srulik punched me i would have even forgotten about it
if not for the fact that he and i

miraculously survived out of the whole class

i hid among thistle

he sat the whole night in a tree every time

he shivered i was afraid he would fall down

out of fear he was all sweaty he said soaked to the skin
he thought others survived but no one

nowhere but at his neighbor’s

he found a piece of bread on the table

he gave it to me saying he didn't want it

because all were killed all lying in the ground

in babyn yar the earth soaked

he said with blood there are few survivors

to kill germans he has a grenade

he’s nowhere to be found for the third day

ilook at the yellow arrow on the face

of my grandpa’s watch and it hasn’t worked for a while
i will die soon like him because time doesn’t wait
because during the raid everyone was taken

and i will be taken i don't know when

2017
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[ BCe > Takn Le NpoOMOBJI0
1 BCE XK Takn ue npunmyl

S BCe 5K TaKH 1le IPOMOBJIIO S BCE 5K TaK! Lie IPUIMY
CKa3aBILHY i He CKa3aBIIM HeHaye BBiiify y Mope
BilfHa 03Haua€ 6€3BiCTh 1 6010 CTpAIIHY NiTbMY
1 L€ 03HayaE Biuail 1 rojie KOpOoTKe rope
s 6yB Ha IHIINpi y4opa HacIpas/i He Ha HIiMNpi
a IpOCTO 34aJIs JUBUBCS Ha BOAY HMOTO i XBUII
ropuIo pyZlaBe TUCTS JepeB 1 YOBHU CTapl
XOBaJIKCS il BOJOIO 1 THUIY 1 yaliku 6ini
JapeMHO LIYKaJIH CBijka Ha CBIM HENTAIIUHUI KPUK
OIUTaKyIouH pubanok i mpocto 3arubesnp Micra
151 3apUaB HENIOACHKU Ta OyB IPUKYCUB S3UK
a 3apas 4 lie IPOMOBJIIO: IPUCYTHICTb 3aBX/U BOiCTa
NpocBepATIeHi HAMUCTUHU MHU:

XTOCh KyJ1e10 HacKpi3b XTOCh
HaHHW3aHI HAMUCTUHU MHU i XKOJIHa He € OKpPeMO
1 COHIle CTOITh Tak BUCOKO HEMOB BOHO Mi/{HANIOCh
1106 MicTo 3ropu MO6aYUTH 1 IK MU § HBOMY MpeMO
1 IK MM Y HbOMY XOJMMO JUBUTHCS Ha PiKy
TOMY 1110 Hac yOUBaIOTh afle/Ibka Mip'sIM iebopa
JIeXaTh y 1Py PO3CTPLISAHI 1 Malo Ilevasb TaKy
1110 ceplie 3po6HUIOCh KaMeHeM i cTaJia Ayllia Ipo3opa
1 TOHILIa€ BCe | TOHIIIAE a L[ 03HaYa€ CMepThb
i cyTHicTb Ii ABOICTa 60 CMEPTB 1l HaCIIpaBJi pa3soM
3 aJie/IbKOIo i lebopoto 3 Mip'sM lokU Heba TBepAb
1JOKH JHINPO 1 Kpyul y JOCBIAaX 11032 YaCOM

2017
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[i will say it anyway
i will accept it anyway]

i will say it anyway i will accept it anyway
by articulating it or not as if i walked into the sea
war means not knowing
and the terrible darkness of pain
and it also means despair and naked bursts of grief
i was on the dnipro yesterday actually not on the dnipro
just looking from afar at its water and waves
red leaves of trees burning and old boats
sunk beneath the water and decomposing
and white seagulls
seeking a witness in vain for the first non-bird’s scream
mourning fishermen and the destruction of the city
and i wept inhumanly and bit my tongue
but now i will say it: presence is always twofold
we're drilled beads: one with a bullet one clean through
we're stringed beads and none is separate
and the sun stands high as if it had climbed up
to see the city from above and how we're dying in it
and how we walk in it to look at the river
because we are being killed adele miriam deborah
lie in the ravine shot i have such grief
that my heart has become stone
and my soul transparent
and it gets thinner and thinner and this means death
and its essence is twofold because death means
being together
with adel and deborah and miriam until the sky is solid
and until the dnipro and its cliffs are experienced
beyond time

2017
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[ui Bynuui Bxe pyiHu
e MOXXe He BCi Ta Bxe]

1i ByJIMII BXKe PyiHMU I11le MOXKe He BCi Ta BxKe
S L|e KiCTbMH BiZ4yBalo MeHi Lie 60UTh Y Kulax
i Heb0 Take rubOKe i COHILE Take yy>Ke
1 TSIKKO ITH i FOpY...

KazaJH...

B POBax-MOTHIaX...

Ka3aJI4... B pOBAX-MOTHIIAX... MD>K BOUTHX... HAI BXKUBI...
1 CTOrHYTb pOBY HOYaMHU... LJe¥ CTOTIH Y THUILI YyTH
Ha KIJIbKa CyCIIHIX ByJIMIb SIK 1LI€JIeCTH Yy TpaBi
SIK ['yXaHHS 1 SK periT sKUi po3pUBae rpyAu
Ka3aJIy 110 y 6yAMHKaX XUJAIBCHKUX BCYLLIb cKap6u
Ternep ix BCyLIb IPOCTYKYIOTh i 4acTO Cycifiy BCsKi
1 CTYKiT Lieit TaKOXK YyTH Ha BYTULAX | IKO6U
KaMiHHS MOTJIO KpUYaTH BOHO 6U KpUYaso SAKiB
yIaB i 1oro MpUCTpearIU B KOJIOHI He BCi 3a BCiX
He KOXXKeH Tebe MiATpPUMae He KOXKeH Bi3bMe 3a PyKy
Ta MOXKe BOHO i o6pe i3 s1py 6e3TIMHUIT cMix
a TIOTIM KOpOTKa Yepra 3JiiMa€ 3 3eMJIi TUIIOKY
He 3Ha€ CKOpOOT M0 MHA He 3Ha€ CKOpOOTH Micllb
He 3Ha€ IOPOTH ceplisl X JOKU He BUIZe 3 yacy
a 4...TOMEXHU POBAMHU... T&KATUMY... JOOPUH TiCTb...
i 3 MeHe pocTHMe JlepeBo He@3MeXXHO >KHBE 1110pasy

2017
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[these streets are already ruins
maybe not all but already]

these streets are already ruins maybe not all but already
i feel it with my bones it hurts me in my veins
and the sky is so deep and the sun is so alien
and it’s so hard to get uphill...
they said...
in ravine-graves...
they said... in ravine-graves...among the murdered...
some are half-dead...
and the ravines moan at night... in the quiet you hear
the moaning
on several neighborhood streets like the rustling in the grass
like a sudden sound and like laughter that splits
the chest open
they said that the jewish houses were full of treasures
now they’re sounding the walls and floors
and often various neighbors
and this knocking is also heard on the streets and if
the stones could scream they would scream yakiv
fell down and was shot there in a column it’s not one for all
not everyone will hold you up not everyone
will take your hand
but maybe it’s for the better from the ravine
delirious laughter
and then a short round of gunfire raises dust
from the ground
humans don't know sorrow don't know the sorrow
of these places
don't know the heart’s road until they walk out of time
and i...among the ravines... will lie... a good guest...
and out of me will grow a tree enormously alive always

2017
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[36bupalo konekuito Tpu
HaMOCTaHHILLI TUXKHI]

361palo KOJNeKIio Tpu HalOCTaHHI I THIKHI
omnucyio Bci poTrosHiMku 6paTiB 30kpema

L0/l HHUKY CBill 1 apKalllMH HOTaTHUK KOJIHUIIIHI
PO3XpHUCTaHI CNIOraAy HUHIIIHIX B MEHE HeMa
CKJIaZialo B KOPOOKY JIUCTHU I CECTPU PYKOALILISA
3acylleHi KBiTU Mapis ckazana 6 TpaBy
CBOTOJHI 1Ile TPOXHU TIOCIUIIO 3aBTpa Oyze Hexins
a [TOTIM BIBTOPOK 3BUYAMHO SKILO JO’KUBY

yce 110 1 MOXKY 3aHECTH lie Bce Ha FopHuille

i Xai1 6¥ Llelt MOT/I0X 3HAMILIIU MOXKE AiM K 3HeCyThb
XOTiB OM JIMIIUTY B KIMHATI Ta yMalo BULLE

ii He MOXX6YPATE B CMITTS aJI>ke B TOMY BCS CyTh
3aru6enp OMIIE CIIOYaTKY ML TaBa i Mo
rapsiue JIIOJChbKe a Telep Lie My3eit i ckapbu

Y KH€BI CTaIOCS LIOCh HE 3 XXUJaMH a 3 YaCcoM

y Yaci He ¢TI0 MalOYTHBOTO B Yaci Jo6u

He CTaJIo F'OMMHU Ha CIIOKiH BiliHa 1 06aBu
TiJlla Ha IO0pO3i Ha TUHBKY [1OeKyAU KPOB
XOJ)KY Tellep TiINbKH 0 HaJl MUTAIo K CIIpaBU
KXy i1 auBUCS 1 TYT 6yTH ropyd 10608

1 1y pU3UKYIOUH TiIOM SIKOTO He CTaHe

o Tebe 11106 TPOCTO MOCHUAITY MOBUKH YABOX
CIacH i IOMUJIYH MOJIIOCS Ta CJIOBO OCAaHHU
CTa€ TiNIbKY CJIOBOM BpATYH S He 3HaI0 YU 6or
BpATYE MEHe 1 HaJlll0 Ta 3HaI0 JJOCTOTYy
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[i've been getting together a collection
for the last three weeks]

i've been getting together a collection the last three weeks
i'm labeling all the photographs
of the brothers in particular
the diaries mine and arkasha’s notebook old
scattered memories i don’'t have any recent ones
i put letters in the box and my sister’s handmade things
dried flowers maria would have called grass
today i will get some more sleep tomorrow is sunday
and then tuesday of course if i live till then
allican do is put everything in the attic
and let them find this junk maybe when
the house is demolished
i would like to leave it in my room but i think it won't be
dumped in the trash if it’s up there
because that’s the point
the death of pompeii at first lava and hot
human flesh and now they’re museum pieces
and treasures
in kyiv something happened with time not with the jews
time has no future anymore and there is no time
today for rest war and raids
bodies along the road sometimes blood on the fence
now i only go to see nadia i ask how she’s doing
i tell her look i’m here to be near means love
i walk to you risking my body which won't exist
just so the two of us can sit silently
save us and have mercy i'm praying but the prayer
becomes only save us i don’'t know if god
will save me and nadia but I know for sure
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1110 ckap6 Ha ropuili e Hauli B Mal6yTHE clifu
pobiio HemoOMITHY ApibHY i HeBAIYHY pobOoTy
IIPOCTOrO BTPUBAJIEHHS MaM Th IIPO HAC Ha3aBXIU
He 3HAI0 YU XXUTUMY IIOTiM 60 3/1e BOHO BCIOAU
006/1aBU LIOKOXKHOTO OHS 1 )KaxiTTH K CHU

1 6yB y IOMIIesX ZUTUHOIO TaM'ATb Lie JII0U

a 1HOZI peyl a 1HOA1 pellITKH CTiHU

AKOU s yMiB yMUpaTH 1 BMep 61 MOXIIUBO

s 3HAIO HaIleBHO 1110 B)xe He3abapoM yMpy
36upaio Kojek1io Hoxe Mill TaM'aTh Iie ZUBO
yce 1110 S Malo CiM'sl BCiX yOUIIU B py

2017
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that treasures in the attic are our footprints into the future
i do inconspicuous small and unappreciated work

simply inscribing memory of us into forever

i don't know if i will survive because it’s so bad everywhere
raids every day and horrors like dreams

i was in pompeii as a child memory is people

and sometimes things and sometimes parts of a wall

if i only knew how to die I would probably die

i know for sure that I will die soon

i work on the collection my god memory is a miracle

all i have is a family all were killed in the ravine

2017
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[ocb Ap Yy IKOMY PO3CTPIinio€E raHc]

OChb SIP ¥ SIKOMY PO3CTPLNIO€E raHC

OChb T'iJIb3U Bifl KyJIb 1110 BAYYaIOTh ¥ HAC
OCh CNIiAY 1 BIZOUTKY KylemeTa i Hir
FaHC 3aMYYUBCS CTUX

HEeMOX@JINBO 11106 BCix

XTOCh 61 MOYke ITIJHABCh XTOCh OU MOXe Mobir
ajle KyHO BUXapKye 4epry i cMix

ocb pill KoJIo pUBKU 30 TPH paHU ane
och 06pyuKa cepe>kKu BCe 3aHaATO Majle
och 06/11YY4 ii 30J10T€ BCE KUTTH

OCh BEJIMKUH XKUBIT i B yTpobi AUTS
PUBKa Yye€ yce HaBiTh cepLebuTTs

$piu cTpinge B )KUBIT i FOBOPUTH: CMITTH
och anbbepT 6paT ybruToro HoHU eBpeit
OChb IIiJ] HIFTAMU B HBOTO JIBi CKaJIKU 3 IBepeit
0Ch YepBOHHUI pybelb Ha 061Ky H6iim
capa KBUJIMJIA HAEeMO XOiMO XOJiM

BiH YiIUISBCh 32 OZ[BIpOK XaIlaBcs 32 AiM
BiH XOTiB OU 1 )XUTU i BMEPTHU y HIM

ajle OCbh BiH y AMi i piiHi i3 HUM

OCb pO3ZIepTH pyKaB TOOTO ci1if pykaBa
ocb OpyHaTHa Bif KpoBi 3eMJIs i TpaBa
OoCh Tina iTinaiTinaiTina

ocbh Mip’sM MoJIoZa 1110 LIacauBa bya
ocb ii 06iiiMa€ B>ke MepTBa MaJa

6igHa nund i rpie Teriom 6e3 Teruia

OChb HaJ| IpOM r'ycTa i poxkeBa imia

2017
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[here is the ravine where hans
does his shooting]

here is the ravine where hans does his shooting

here are the shells of bullets that are hitting us

here are traces of a machine gun and footprints

hans got tired and went silent

it's impossible that everyone

someone might have gotten up someone might have run
but kuno is spitting out another round and laughter

here is fritz near rivka some three wounds but

here is an engagement ring earrings everything is too small
here is her golden face all her life

here is her big belly and a baby in her womb

rivka hears everything even the heartbeat

fritz shoots her in the belly and says: garbage

here is albert brother of the murdered yona a jew

here are two splinters from the door under his fingernails
here is a red scar on his pale face

sara wails let’s go let’s go let’s go

he clung to the doorpost grabbed onto the house

he wanted to live and die there

but here he is in the ravine and his relatives are with him
here is a torn sleeve actually a bit of the sleeve

here is blood-stained soil and grass

here are bodies and bodies and bodies and bodies

here is young miriam who was happy

here she is being embraced by poor small

dead tsylia who warms her up with warmth without warmth
here is a thick and pink mist above the ravine

2017
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[Xoauswwu 6ina babuHoro Apy]

Xogpupuu 6ins Babunoro fApy,

Je rnave BiTep CUBUM, K IIPOPOK,

51 Ha YepBOHUI HACTYIIUB JIUCTOK,
[Ilo 3 KIeHa BIaB Ha IVIUTU TPOTYyapy.

I 6pusHyna, 1K MOMyM'st TOXKAPY,

I3 HbOTO KPOB, 1 [TOCIIU3HYBCS KPOK.
O3BaBcs Ky/leMeT, 1 B TEeMHUH 3MOpOK.
HeHaue B siMy, BIIaB 4 BiJ yaapy.

Tam s momep Biz Kyi i Bockpec,
Ane HaBik, 1K OMMCKaBKa Il1aJIeHa,
B my1i Moit 30cTaBcst KpUK Hebec.

BcTynua B MeHe cHjla HE3HUILIEHHA,
A Hazi MHOIO JIUCTS, IK 3HaM€eHa,

IManano B rnubuHi HebecHUX IIec.

1976
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[Walking near Babyn Yar]

Walking near Babyn Yar

Where the grey wind cries like a prophet,

I stepped on a red leaf

That fell on the sidewalk from a maple tree.

And blood burst out of it like

A fire’s flame, and my foot slipped.

A machine gun rattled, and into pitch dark
Asifinto a pit I fell, hammered from a blow.

There I died from a bullet and was resurrected,
But the roar of heaven remained in my soul
For good, like a mad lightning bolt.

An indestructible force entered my body,
And above me the leaves, like banners,

Burned in the depths of vast stretches of sky.

1976
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[Kpa BabuHoro Apy B Hebecal

Kpait BabrHoro fdpy B Hebeca
3Benacs TeneBexka. A mij Hero
CisiHHS IUBHe CTeJleThCs 3eMIIEIO0,
HeMoB oCiHHIX 1BODIB fica...

Ta Hi! TaM cg€ MaMHHa CIbO3a
Kpisb TOBILY 3aKpHBaBI€HOTO IJI€I0,
TaM 6ie cBiT/IO, CXOKe Ha jiner,
3ananioe 61aKUTh, K Ta rpo3a.

A TaM UMYIOTb FOPH, Haye paHy,
BKpHBalOThCS BOTHEM MaTEPUKH,
BoniHHIM NI0ACTBA CBITATh OKEaHH!.

Kyzu >« Te caiiBo nuHe? Jle 3ipku,
[ITo moBepTalOTL Ha CBOI €KpaHU

3abuTux Ay HeBUracai ZyMku?!

1977
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[On the edge of Babyn Yar they raised]

On the edge of Babyn Yar they raised
ATV tower to the heavens. Beyond it
A strange radiance extends across the ground,
Like the flame of ash trees in the fall.

But wait! There a mother’s tears shine
Through layers of bloodsoaked clay,

And there, light as white as a lily

Brightens the blue sky like a thunderstorm.

And there, mountains covered in smoke, like wounds,
The continents are consumed by fire,
And oceans gleam with human pain.

Where does this shining lead? Where are

The stars that return to their screens
The imperishable thoughts of murdered souls?

1977
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PekBiem. babuH Ap

Brnaguko cBiTia, 106pOTH i TpaBaH,
3iizau 3 Hebec, Ha 3eMJIIO HALILY CTaHb.
TyT nojchka KpoB NPoNUTa 6e3 NOIIAaH,
TopHTb B MOTHIII SIK HE3racHa I'paHb.

BTuiM niayi i 30iKH B ThbMi [THOOKIH,
Cepus po36HTi 1ackoI0 BrOpHHU;
Japyii cBATOMY IIpaxy BIYHHM CIIOKIH.
BrarocnoBeHHi, HelpoOyAHI CHHU.

2

M#u TyT n1€>XUMO B Ticky Ha riei,

Ha Bci cTOpOHH CBITy IpOCTepTi—
EBpei, eBpei, eBpei—

Jinuy, Matepi, HEMOBJATA.

Tocnozu, fait HaM BiZIITOYMTH BiJ cMepTi,
Bix mornsany kata!

3

Byzne cyn i 6yze kapa,
OtBep3setbcst Babus Sp,
XinMHe KpoB SIK ITOBIHb fIpa,
BrapHTh XBUJIA 2K 10 XMap.

Ha y3uums nisjHebecHe
Buiize cBiTANM CyAid.
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Requiem for Babyn Yar
1

Lord of light, kindness, and truth,

Come down from heaven, walk our earth.
Human blood is spilled here without mercy,
Sears the grave, inextinguishable margin.

Calm the crying and howling in darkness,
Heal broken hearts with grace;

Give eternal peace to the holy ashes,
Blessed, uninterrupted dreams.

2

We lie here in the sand and clay,
Aimed at all parts of the world,
Jews, Jews, Jews.

Grandfathers, mothers, infants.
Lord, let us rest from death,

From the glance of the executioner!

3

There will be judgment and punishment,
Babyn Yar will open up,

Blood will flood the ravine,

A wave will rise to the clouds.

Aluminous judge will step down
Atop a celestial hill.
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KpHUKHYTH CypMH i BOCKpecHe
Bes JaBuzgoBa cim's.

He cxoBa€Thbcs IOYBapa,
AHi B6UBLS, HI rpabap.
Byze cyx i 6yze kapa,
OtBepseTscst Babun Sp.

PosnanyTecs HeOOCXUIH,
Boxa sBUTHCA MOI'YTh.
BuiizyTs paBeiHi 3 MOTMIIH,
371X B MOTMJIy IIOBEAYTh.

4

Bo>xe, T CTBOPUB JIIOJIMHY,

JlyX BCeNUB y TEMHY [JIMHY —
Jns nobpa ¥ CBATOTO YHHY.
JIronCcTBY 1aB TH B HArOpPOAy
BnacHy MyzpicTs, BTacHy BpoZy,
3amoBiB 6paTepcTBO i 3rofy.
YoM >xe MU, TBOI TBOPIHHS,
[ToBHI CMepTHOTO TepNiHHA,

B 3eM10 BOUTI, MOB KaMiHHA?

Ta HeBdxe TBOO OO0y

Manu ¥ Ti, 110 Hac fo rpoby
[Tockuaany, MoB xyxo6y?

He Haj Hauioo cyas6010,

He Haj M104CHKOI0 raHbOO0 —
3rasHbes, Boxe, Hag coboro!
3rasHbCA Hajl CaMUM co6oro!
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The trumpets will sound
And David’s whole family resurrect.

The monster won't be able to hide,

Nor the killer, nor the gravedigger.
There will be judgment and punishment,
Babyn Yar will open up.

The skies will break apart,

God’s power will be revealed.
The righteous dead will be raised
And lead the wicked to the grave.

4

Lord, you created man,

You imbued dark clay with spirit

For holy and righteous deeds.

You rewarded humanity with

Your wisdom and your beauty,
Commanded brotherhood and peace.
Why are we, your creatures,

Full of mortal patience,

Ground into the earth like stones?

Did those who threw us

Into the grave like cattle

Bear your resemblance?
Forget our fate,

Our human disgrace—

Show yourself kindness, God,
Show yourself mercy!
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5

[ToxuneHU BITPOM OCIHHIM,
Hazn BabunuM Jpom cToio.
Otus cuBobpoBoro H6auy,

I 6paTa, i MaTip cBolo.

He TyT BOHM TS)XKO BMUPAJIH,
He TyT BOHM 3MOp€HI CIIIATb.
Ta ixHi MONMTBU ¥ 61araHHs

B mepeBax iech TyT 11€J1eCTATh.

Tyt KuiB Ta pig Miii KO3albKUH,
Tyt Hama cBo6oja B KPOBI.

Haz 6paTHIM ycomIIum Hapogom
Mu MonMMoOCh, MepTBI i XKHBI.

1 6auy — TO MaMUHI C/1bO3U
BnvckouyTh Ha XBU/X JIHINpa.
S 3Har0—Mmos YkpaiHa
BockpecHe Ha noxuk gobpa!

6

Tocrioay, 3a 1110 HaM Iisl CIIOKYTa —
Kyns ritnepiscbka roctpa i nora!

A 32 1110 3arHaJIM pa3oMm 3 HaMH
HenopoyHHX JITOYOK A0 AMHU?
3racina B Hebi Hallla MUTb OCTAHHS,
Ta He 3rac/iy CTOTOHU U BOJIAaHHS.
Hami ckapru, ronocy 3aCMyTH —
Jloku cBiTy ¥ coHus — 6yze uyTH!
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5

Bent by the autumn wind,

I'm standing above Babyn Yar.
I see my gray-haired father,
My mother, and my brother.

They didn't die in pain here,

They don't sleep here tortured.

But their prayers and supplications
Rustle somewhere here in the trees.

Here's Kyiv and my Cossack kin.
Here's our freedom covered in blood.
We pray, the lost and the living,

For our fraternal dead.

I see my mother’s tears

Reflected on the waves of the Dnipro.
I know my Ukraine will be
Resurrected by the call to goodness!

6

Lord, this redemption, Hitler’s bullet,

Sharp and fierce—what's it for?

And why do they shove innocent

Children into the ravine with us?

Our final moment faded in the sky,

But the groaning and crying continued.

Our complaints, the voices of sorrow—

As long as there’s world and sun—will be heard!
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7

Moricero cMBUI, THAaHHUH JI0 pOBa,
I[Texna BOrHeM Ayl1a TBOS XKMBA,
TBos mevanp kpymInIa ceplie 3Bipa.
Ty ropzio Hap 6e30Hero CTOSB,
Pykamu #iTSMm oul 3aTysB,

Unyuu Ha cmepTs sk Tocriogy odipa.

3zupany ogar 3 Tebe, Ak 3 XpUCTa,
Ta B mornsazi TBoiM 6y/a He MCTa,

A U1 po3IyKa Ta CyMHa JJOKOPpa.
Tax, Haue 6aYMB TH HOBY CKPHIKaJIb
Jle moncTBy HakapboBaHa nevyalbp—
ByayimiyHa HeclipaBeJIMBa 1 XBOPa.

Hepxe n1iach HeBUHHA KPOB 33flapMa,
HeBxe Oynsuus Bkpue Babun fp,

I HoBM Lap 3a6'e Hapoay B spMa?

Hi, BificaxHeTbCsI CMEPTi XMXKUH COH,
Po3BanuThca HOBITHIN BaBunon! —
Bospaayiica! —Tu He nomep 3azapmal

8

Bospaznyirecs 3 HaMmH,
HeBuHHO BOUTI,
[IpunydyeHi cMepTIO CBOEIO
Jlo TBopUTeNs Jo6poTH.

B coBicTI I0[CTBA CAOY1
Haue coHIie B 671aKHTI,

B npaBegHux Ayliax cyuii,
HeBmupyuii moi 6paTu!
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7

Grey Moses, you were rushed to the ravine,
Your living soul burnt with fire,

Your sorrow broke the heart of a beast.

You stood proudly over the abyss,

Covering the children’s eyes with your hands,
Going to death like God’s sacrifice.

They stripped you of your clothes, like Christ,
But there was no vengeance in your glance,
Only calamity and a sad reproach.

It’s as if you saw a new stone tablet,
Humanity engraved with sorrow—

The future is unfair and vile.

Was innocent blood spilled for nothing,
Will thistles cover Babyn Yar

And a new tsar yoke the people to their burden?

No, the dreadful dream of death will wither,
This new Babylon will fall apart!—
—Rejoice! You didn't die for nothing!

8

Rejoice with us,

You, killed for no crime,

You're attached through death

To the creator of kindness.

My immortal brothers,

You exist in righteous souls!

You shine like the sun in azure

In the consciousness of humanity.
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9

Benuxun Boxxe, MU 3 TBO€ET 3roAU
[Ipoxoxumo nopory B Babus Sp,

Jle cMepTIo T MOENHYEL HAPOAH,
1106 36eperTH >KUTTS ¥ CBOOOIM Aap.

BTy rayi i 30 KU B ThbMi ITUOOKIH,
Ceplis po36UTi 1aCKOI0 BrOpHH.
Jlapy# cBITOMy Ipaxy BiYHHUH CIIOKIH,
BnarocnoBeHHi, HenpoOyAHi cHU!

1991
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9

Great God, with your permission we
Take the road to Babyn Yar,
Where you unite people through death

To save lives and preserve the gift of freedom.

Calm the crying and howling in darkness,
Heal broken hearts with grace,

Give eternal peace to the holy ashes,
Blessed, uninterrupted dreams.

1991
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Leonid Pervomais'kyi (1908—73) was a poet,
writer, and translator. He moved to Kharkiv
in 1926 and worked there as an editor for
newspapers, journals, and various pub-
lishing houses. From 1934 to 1941 he lived
in Kyiv. The most complete edition of Per-
vomais'kyi's works is Tvory. U semy tomakh
(Works in seven volumes, 1985—86). Pervo-
mais’kyi translated the works of S. Petéfi,
Heinrich Heine, Frangois Villon, Federico
Garcia Lorca, and other writers.
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[Bockpecu MmeHe, ManbyTHE, ans HoBoro]

Bockpecu MeHe, MailbyTHE, 11 HOBOTO
IcHyBaHHS Ha HOBIM BiKY.

[TUnbHO INISHB Ha MeHe, Ha YXUBOTO,

B TeMHOMYy ip>aBOMy BIHKYy —

He B TepHOBOMY, 2 3 TOTO APOTY,
II]o mepeTuHae 6inuii CBIT,

Ha TepmniHHg A1944 § NIANOTY

Ha y6uBLb i )KepTBHU NIOACHKUH Pif.

S1 B KUTTI mpoioB Taky [onrody
Yepes gp no 61MKHBOI comi,

[1Jo Moi XTI0MIOYYTh KPOB'I0 cTpodu
Y cTUrMU He 3pOCT2IOTBCA B AL

S B 10p6i CTOAB Ha KIAZOBUII

Tonuit moMi>k Harpo6kiB i Mix IIHT,
3razyouu NOpUBY HaMBHUIIL,

CBiT 6e3 6ot i 6e3 KpoBi CBIT.

[ KONy 9 T21aB MEPTBUIA 3 Kpydi

B rnuHUIlle KPUBABUX TiMl CTpALIHE,
BriepTo BipHB 4, 1[0 HEMHUHYYe
[Ipuiizen TH, 11106 BOCKPECHUTH MEHE.

Bockpecu >k MeHe, KoJIu TH B Bidi
YecHo MoXkelll IJISHYTH MeH1,—
51 ins Tebe )KUB B TaKiM CTOpivYi,
[1]o TakuX y>xe He Oyze, Hi...
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[Resurrect me, future, for a new]

Resurrect me, future, for a new
Existence in a new time.

Look at me attentively, alive,

In my dark, rusty crown—

Not of thorns but made from that wire
That bisects the immaculate world,
Dividing it into patience and villainy,
Human beings, into killers and victims.

In my life, I passed such a Golgotha
Through a ravine to a nearby road

So my stanzas are wet with blood

And the wounds in my soul won't heal.

I stood in a crowd at the cemetery,
Naked, among tombstones and markers,
Remembering the wonderful times,

The world without pain and blood.

And when I was falling down, dead, from a cliff
Into the terrifying rot of bloody bodies,

I believed tenaciously that youwd inevitably
Come to resurrect me.

Resurrect me, if you can

Honestly look me in the eye—

I've lived for you through a century
That will not happen again, ever.
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Bockpecu >x MeHe B )KHUTTI, e YOPHUX
CTpyM He nepemnanioe Ha Ipax,

Jle He epeMeIOI0Th Ha YXOPHaX
JII0AChKUM MTOMIN IO MiChKHUX SIpax.

Bockpecy xo4a 6 Ha MUTb EAUHY,
11106 BBy MO6GAYUTHU g Mir

YecHUN X116, KU XKUBUTD JIOAUHY
Ha cToni ronogHux i HIMUX.

Bockpecu MeHe B Iyrax 3eJleHUx
Cepexn KBiTiB i MOXWINX TPaB,

[1106 MOIH >KUBI CKa3aTh PO MeHE,
I11o 51 TaKO>XX CMEepPTIO CMEPTh IOTIPaB.

Bockpecu pSaKoM, ETUHUM CIIOBOM,
Xail BOHO IIpOLLIeIeCTUTh B TPaBi

I 1aeKuM paHKOM MaJIMHOBUM
BpixkeTbcs B HOBI cepIis JKUBI.

A xonu 11 B Tobi HeMa Haii,

Ik B MUHYIUX He 6yJI0 Bikax,
Xait 30 MHOIO Lielt PSIJOK 30TIli€
[ y MepTBHX 3ryOUThCS MiCKAX.

1964
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Resurrect me into a life where bodies
Are not transfigured into ash,

Where millstones don't grind
Human ashes in the city’s ravines.

Resurrect me at least for a second,
So I can see the real world,

Honest bread, which feeds a human,
On the table of the hungry and deaf.

Resurrect me on green meadows
Among flowers and wilted grass
So that the living can say

That I trampled death with death, too.

Resurrect me as a line, a sole word,
Let it rustle in the grass

And crash into living hearts

Some remote raspberry dawn.

And when even you have no hope,
Just as there was no hope in the past,
Let this line rot with me

And vanish in the sand.

1964
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B BabuHim Apy

CraHb 6ing MeHe, CTaHb, Miii CUHY,

S mpuKpHIO ZOMOHE TBOT 0ui,

1106 T He mob6ayMB CBOET CMePTi,

A TiZTBKY KPOB MOIO B ITJIBLISIX Ha COHIII,
Ty xpoB, 1110 ¥ TBO€IO CTajla KPOB'I0

I 3apa3 BUIMTUCH Ma€ Ha 3€MIIIO...

1968
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At Babyn Yar

Stand near me, stand close, my son,

[ will cover your eyes with my hand

Soyou don't see your death,

But only the blood on my fingers in the sun,
That blood that became yours too

And is about to spill on the ground...

1968
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Volodymyr Pidpalyi (1936—72) was a poet,
editor, and translator. He studied at the Kyiv
University and later worked as an editor at
the publishing house Radians’kyi pys'men-
nyk (Soviet writer). Pidpalyi authored the
following collections: Zelena hilka (Green
bunch, 1963), Trydtsiate lito (The thirtieth
summer, 1967), V dorohu—za lastivkamy (Hit
the road, follow the swallows; 1968), Vysh-
nevyi svit (Cherry world, 1970). Several more
collections were published posthumously:
Syni troiandy (Blue roses, 1979), Poezii (Po-
ems, 1982), Zoloti dzhmeli (Golden bumble-
bees, 2011).
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BabuH Ap

Y BabuH sp!.. A TaM Jxepena
BOJIOI0 KPI>KaHOIO 6'I0Tb,

y cMHiM Hebi kapaBenu
6e30MHHX XMap IIUBYTb

i nponnuBatoTh 6€3 mevani

3a CyM, 32 CyTb, 3a CMiX...

Ha Tuxi BeuopiB ckpHkali
CJIIB He CTa€ MOIX.

OTyT 3acHyTH 6e3 meyvai,
CKa3aBILH BCe, 110 Mir...

1972
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Babyn Yar

To Babyn Yar!... There springs

erupt with ice-cold water.

In the blue sky the caravels

of homeless clouds steer by,

and they sail without grief

beyond sorrow, meaning, laughter...

I don't have the words

for the quiet scrolls of evening.

If only I could fall asleep here without grief
after having told you everything...

1972
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Maksym Ryl'skyi (1895-1964) was one of the
most important poets of the twentieth cen-
tury in Ukrainian literature. He was close-
ly associated with the Neoclassicist group.
Ryl’s’kyi was a prolific translator from En-
glish, French, German, and Polish, as well as
a folklore and literary scholar. Twenty vol-
umes of his works appeared posthumously
in the 1980s. An English translation of his
work appeared as The Selected Lyric Poetry of
Maksym Rylsky in 2017.
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€BPEenNCbKOMY HapOAa OB

Hapoze, 1110 3eMJ1i 1aB reHiiB BeTUKHUX,

Hapoge, 110 Hecel i3 BiKOBUX ITUOUH,

Buicokuii, yecHUM ayx cepesi OOMOBUH AUKUX,—
Husbkuit Tobi yxiin!

Hac x71i6 )KMBUB OJMH, OJHI IIOIMTH BOAH.

Jinunu, sk 6paTv, MU paficTh i mevasb,

I HaM 3a 3eMJII0 1110, 32 IIBIT ii cBoboau
JKUTTS BigaaTh He dKallb.

3HOB IIACTS HABKPYTH NIPOCTeNeThcs 6e3KpaitHe,
B kpuBaBiit 60poThbi e mepemory yac,
[ Ham CBITUTUMYTD BenUKUM Mapkc i l'aiiHe,

I Bam—npopok Tapac.

Xaii Oyps 3712, MOB 3Bip,—ii MU Iepe6opeM.

B orHi, B 1My 601B 0JIBOXXHO MU i1eM

[ 3 MyApHUM ycMixoM, sk cuBui Moiixep-Cdopim,—
Ak [IBapiMaH Halll — 3 MEYEM.

Hac He 371aMaTb noBik, 60 MU He TOOAMHLI],

A norniy i1eMo Kpi3b TeMPSBY HETOZ. ..

He ymuparts, a >kxHTb, €Bpei, ykpaiHmi!
Hexaii >xuBe Hapoa!

1942
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To the Jewish People

Oh, people who gave the earth great geniuses,

People who carry from antiquity

A grand, honorable spirit despite wild slander—
I bow down before you!

We ate the same bread, drank the same water.
We shared, like brothers, joy and sorrow,
And for this land—to keep it free—

We will not hesitate to give our lives.

Once again, endless joy will spread,
From the bloody fight a time of victory
Will resume, and the great Marx and Heine
Will shine for us, and for you—our prophet Taras.

Though the storm is furious as a beast—we'll overcome it.
Through the flames and smoke of battle

we walk courageously,
With a witty smile, like the gray Moikher Sforim—

Like our Shvartsman—with a sword.

No one will break us, because we're not divided,
We walk shoulder to shoulder through darkness,
troubled times,
Not to die, but to live, the Jews, Ukrainians!
Let the people live!

1942






lurii Shcherbak (b. 1934) is a poet, fiction
writer, screenwriter, epidemiologist, pol-
itician, diplomat, and environmental ac-
tivist. Shcherbak worked as a researcher
at the L.V. Hromashevs'kyi State Insti-
tute of Epidemiology and Infectious Dis-
eases from 1958 to 1987, earning a PhD in
1965 and a doctor of medicine in 1983. He
has published more than 100 articles and
books in the field of science, and more than
twenty volumes of poetry, prose, plays, and
essays. His novel Chornobyl’: dokumentalna
povist” was published in English in 1989 as
Chernobyl: A Documentary Story. Shcherbak
is the recipient of the Iurii Ianovs’kyi Liter-
ary Prize (1984), the Oleksandr Dovzhenko
State Prize (1984), and the Antonovych Prize
(2018). A former ambassador of Ukraine
to the United States, Canada, and Israel,
Shcherbak now lives in Kyiv.
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Backetbon

¥ Kuesi, Ha Cupui,

HaBIIPOTHU TeJeBi3ifHOI Bexi,

B OJIIMIIIICbKOMY LIeHTP1
iZCOTOBKU 6ackeTOONICTIB,
CX0’KOMy Ha OpaHXepelo,
MTOXO/YKAIOTh MOJIOJIi BEIETHI,
rOJIOBOIO TOPKAIOUKCh KiJlellb.
TyT naxHe noToM i MsTYaMH,
COHIIe BECHsIHe IIPUKIMaE,
XJIOIIi Y BeCceTMX YepBOHUX MalKax
M'SIKO CKMJJaI0Th M'SI41 ¥ KOILHK,

ay BIKHO 3a3MpaloTh 3a3po
TiHI THUX, XTO HIIOB TYT

no Babunoro fpy

Ha po3CTpiI,

YCMIXal0ThCS IAT1HO,
IUBJISIYKCH Ha I[UX BECEJIUX TITraHTIB,
1 I11€TI0Yy Tb:

nepemaraiTe 3aBXxJ1, XJOML],
HIKOJMH He 3HaiiTe I0pa3okK,
TiIbKY TIepeMaraire,

OHYKH Hallll IIacIuBI...

1984

lurii Shcherbak
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Basketball

In Kyiv, in Syrets,

in front of the TV tower,

in the Olympic center

which looks like an orangery
where basketball players train,
young giants walk

touching rims with their heads.
It smells of sweat and basketballs,
the spring sun is firing,

guys in cheerful red t-shirts
swish shots through the net,

but peeping in the windows
are the shadows of those who
walked to Babyn Yar

to be executed,

they smile gently,

looking at these happy giants,
and whisper:

guys, you should always win,
never know loss,

only winning,

our happy grandsons...

1984
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Vasyl” Shvets™ (1918-93) was a poet and
translator. He began publishing his work
in the late 1930s and over the course of his
life published several books including his
collected works. During World War 11, he
served in the Red Army.
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BabuH Ap

He xBanucs MeHi, He po3kasyl
i He ay. 5 i Tak po3yMilo,

SIK TIOPBaJIUCH JIET€HI Bij rasy,
K HaBIKM CKJIEIIUIMNCH Bii.

VaBns0: IPUKYLIEH] ryon

B HeBUMOBHIM %1061 AUXHYTH.
Cu3Hi MOPOK ToJIOAHO] 3ryou.
HeBMonuMicTb HIMOI OTPYTH.

Jle > IOBITps, 1110 HiYYI0 B KIMHATI

3 II€pIIMM KPUKOM HaIlOBHUJIO TPyAU
i sKoro Tak gy>xe H6arato

Haz I[TogonoM, Hag KnesoM. Beroau!..

JyxoTo0 i cMOpoJOM Julile
Yy>K03eMHOT0 Beyopa Xxmapa.
IInavye MaTH. MOBYaHHA 1 THIIA.
Hiu i crorin Hag BabuHuMm Spom.

VYeTaroTh 3-1iJ 3eMJIi Hatri JiTH,
3aKaTOBaHi, BAylIeHi, BOUTI,
HeJOKOXaHI HaMU i CBITOM,

He Hay4yeHI TBEPJO XOLUTH.

Tak IpUXOAUTD 10 HUX TOBHOMITTS
B MiZ3eMeJis, TpyIo6H i aMHu.

Tak iTUMYTb BOHM Kpi3b CTOMITTS,
Hecy4yM Ha HiMeuurHy nismu.

Vasyl’ Shvets’
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Babyn Yar

Don't praise yourself, don't talk,

and don't weep. I already understand
how their lungs burst from the gas,
their eyelids were sealed forever.

I imagine bitten lips,

mute, yearning to breathe.

The blue darkness of starvation.
The unrelenting deaf poison.

But where did the air go

that filled lungs with the night

in the room at the first cry, so much screaming
over Podil, over all of Kyiv. Screaming everywhere!

The cloud of an alien evening

exhales its foul, airless breath.

A mother cries. Speechlessness, silence.
Night and moaning over Babyn Yar.

Our children, tortured, choked, killed,
not fully loved by us and the world,
not taught to walk steadily,

have risen from under the earth.

This is how they come of age

in the underground, the slums, and pits.
This is how they’ll walk through centuries
carrying stains across Germany.

195
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[I71IMM ITIOMCTH 1 THIBY, 1 KpUBAH
YMM TH 3MHEL, yOUBLe-Hapoze?
Jyuory6xy ass cBiTy BilKpHB TH,
i BUHa MuMo Tebe He npoize!

He oTpyeHUM AHMOM — IETIEI0
yopHe ropyno 6aHaUTa 06XBaTUTh
1 BecTHMe B IIpe3UPCTBI 3eMJIEI0
3 poZly B pifl 1 Bif XaTH 1o XaTH.

[ 3agynTs. I KuHe B 630 HIO.

B n1irBo mokuabok, rHuii i 6pyay.
CrpatuHo cyay? He 6iiitecs! CporozgHi
MU GaHAUTIB KapaeM be3 cyzy!

BabuH sp — BiKOBiYHa MOTHIIa,

SIK IMTUHCTBO, HEBUHHA 1 CBITJIA.
CKiJIbKY, CKIIBKY TH AYLI 3arybuia,
JAymworybxko— HimewuurnHo migna?!

3. 1. 1944

Vasyl’ Shvets’
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The stains of vengeance and rage,

How will you scrub them out, you nation of killers?
You invented the gas van,

and this guilt won't pass you by!

Not poisonous gas—a rope will

collar the criminal’s black throat

as he's dragged around the earth

from generation to generation, house to house.

You'll choke and be thrown into the abyss.
Into a den of scum, rot, and filth.

Are you afraid of judgment? Don't be! Today
we punish criminals without trial!

Babyn Yar is an eternal grave,

like childhood, sinless and bright.

How many, how many souls have you killed,
you, the soul-killer, vile Germany?!

March 3, 1944






Volodymyr Sosiura (1898-1965) was a poet
and writer. He was very productive during
his lifetime and published several doz-
en poetry collections. In 1942-44, Sosiu-
ra was a war correspondent. His collected
works have been published in three-volume
editions (1929-30 and 1957-58) and in a
ten-volume edition (1970-72). The autobi-
ographical novel Tretia rota (The third com-
pany) appeared posthumously in the time
of perestroika in 1988. In 1948, Sosiura was
awarded the highest literary award, the Sta-
lin Prize.
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€BPEenNCbKOMY HapOAa OB

Ty A1110B Kpi3b HiY, Kpi3b 6ib, BikaM{ FHaHUH.
Kpi3b AUM KOCTPiB, IOIPOMIB JUKHUI TUM.

Mi>x rocTpux ckesb I1ykaB T XaHaaHy,

B [TiCKaX IyCTHHb, HAYYH LIIIXOM BAXKKHUM.

Ty 11108 BiKM Kpi3b JOBIY HIY 3a/1i3HY,
Kpi3b C/1bO3U M KPOB, 1 OT A1MILIOB METH:
B KpaiHi Pajl 3HaMI1IOB CBOIO BITYM3HY,
MIDX BIJIBHMX Hac pPO3KBITHYB BIILHO TH.

3 Toboto AiM MU CBiTIMH 36yAyBaNH,
11106 XXUTH y HiM, Ha Paf{iCTh ITOKOJiHb.
Ta yac npHiLLIOB Y IypKOTi MeTaiy,

13 3axofly ynaja rpisHa TiHb.

I 3HOBY 30J1K, 1 CTOTOHH, 1 IPOKJIBOHH,
MOTPOMIB UM i IIMOEHUIIb XPECTH.
Hapoay AayTs Ha 6iif MHOTOKOJIOHHO,
i3 HUMU Hjer Ha 6iit 6e3cTpaliHo TH.

Mu BCTasnu BCi y BUXOpi HErOAH,
3JIMJTUCD B OZHO, JUIIOYH 32 IIACTS KPOB,
i HeHaBHCTb TBOSI, OHOBJIEHHU I Hapoze,
€ Hallla HEHaBUCTb, K i TBOS JI000B.

Mu saxeHeM pasoM B 6e304HIO 3Bipa,
OpyHaTHHX OpJ pO3BiEM YOPHUH Mpax,
60 pizHMI Kpall MU 1106MMO 6e3 MipH,
6o Crani Hac Brepex Bezie B 60gx.
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To the Jewish People

You walked all night in pain, persecuted through centuries.
Through the smoke of fires, the wild smoke of pogroms.
Along cliffsides you looked for Canaan,

In deserts, always walking a difficult path.

You walked centuries through a long steel night,

through tears and blood, and finally you reached the goal:
in the country of the Soviets you found your homeland,
among us, the free, you flourished.

Together we built a bright home

to live in, for the joy of generations.

But the time arrived roaring with metal,
and a menacing shadow cast from the West.

And again howl, groan, and curse,

the smoke of pogroms and the crosses of gallows.
The nations go into battle in many columns,

and with them you walk fearlessly.

Together we weathered the whirlwind,
merged into one, pouring blood for happiness,
and your hatred, you rejuvenated people,

is our hatred, as well as your love.

We'll drive the beast together into the abyss,

we'll scatter the black ashes of brownshirt hordes,
because we love our native land beyond measure,
because Stalin is leading us forward into battle.
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Hau cBiT/AMH fiM cisSTUMe Hafl CBiTOM,
ite sicHiW BiH BcTaHe y 6G1aKUTh.

60 3ip KpeMns Hikomy He 3racuty,

i cepug 6i¥1 HapoziB He CIUHUTD.

1942
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Our bright home will shine across the world,

rise even more visibly into the sky.

Because the eyes of the Kremlin can’t be closed,

and no one can stop the beating heart of our nations.

1942
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BabuH Ap

Croay BOAUIY X i CTAaBUIU MiAPAT,

[ yy>k03eMHa raBkajza KOMaHJa...
PoscTpintoBanu ix «Bo cnaBy daTepasHaa»,
I magany BoHHU, cecTpa i Apyr, i 6par,

1 ajiany BOHU: KOXaHUH I Apy>KUHa,

i Maty, i guTHHYa, 6a6yca K Aix cyMHUT,

6e3 KpUKY, MOBYKH BCi... CBATa IX CMepTh HEBUHHA,
K MaM'SITHUK B Bikax, 6e3cMepTHUIA, Kpato Miii!

Ix Tucaui narno y Babus Sp raubokui,

i TpambyBanu iX y TiM Spy KaTH...

Tomrrany ix Tina... Puganu xmapu: «Zoku?»...
CXUIAIU 3/sIKaHI TONIBOHBKU 1IBITH,

1 C1bO3U Kanay 3 JIeTOK iX KpUBaBi,

Ha 3emiio cTep3saHy, e MY B OCTaHHiH pas,
BescMepTHI CMepPTHUKH... | LIeNoTinu TpasBu:
«BoHu minuy Ha cMepTb, 60 Tak MO6UIM Hac,

yIaau, 1K OAVH, BOHU Y ThMy MOTUIIH,
PO3CTPINIOBANHU X CIiIli HOTBOPU MU,
3a Te, o Hebo 1e i 3eMio 1o Mobuu,
110 BipHUMU T0bi, YkpaiHo, Oynul»...

[1]06 3104MHU CBiii CTpaIlIHUM OF KapH 3aX0BaTH,
pykamu O6paHIiB iX 3HOB BUTAI/IU Ha CBIT

1 CKk/1aIy 3 TpyIiB iX BUCOKII KaraTu

1 Bif#asy BOTHIO... BITYM3HU pigHUM LBIT,
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Babyn Yar

They were marched here and lined up,

and an order was barked in a foreign language...

They were machine-gunned for the “glory of the Vaterland,”
and they fell down, sister and friend and brother,

and they fell down: husband and wife,

mother and child, grandmother and grandfather,
without screaming, silently... Their death was righteous,
a monument for centuries, immortal, my country!

Thousands buried in deep Babyn Yar,

and the executioners packed them down in that ravine...
Trampled their bodies... The clouds cried: “How long?”...
The flowers bowed their terrified heads,

and bloody tears dripped from the petals

to the earth where they walked for the last time,
immortals destined for death... And the grass whispered:
“They walked toward death because they loved us,

they fell down, as one, into the darkness of the grave,
they were gunned down by the blind monsters of fog,
because they loved this sky and earth,

because they were faithful to you, Ukraine!”...

To cover the cruel crimes from prosecution,

they were unearthed by prisoners’ hands

and tall heaps of their corpses rose

and were burnt... The native blossom of the motherland,
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K TS)KKO TU FODIB, IK TUHYB UM OF Tebe,
Ha KypeHiBKy, Boab, 1 BUCHYB HaZ JIHIIIpoM,
i mpunazas no TpaB, i migifiMaBch 1o Heba,
K Ipi3HUIT BeJIeTeHb 3 HAXMYPEHUM YOJIOM...

Bin 1MHYB Bce Ha cXifi, TyAH, e 6010 3ryKu
Bce 6mmxye 1o JIHinpa siTxanu i rynu,

BiH IpocTAraB 6paTaM KpUBaBi M JIOBTi pyKH,
IO IIOMCTHU KJIMKAB iX... | Ay 6pary, i fiuuy,

10 TpyMax BOPOTiB, a UM CT€TUBCSI HU3BKO,

imM npunazas 1o pyk i nieyi 1inyBas,

1 moBepTaBcs Ha3aj, Kpi3b 3aIMIB rocTpi 61MCKHY,
i B Hebi 3BMBaMU, HeHaue MJIIOBaB:

«BoHU Byxe 61M3bKO, HAYTh... KaTam 3a Hallli Myku
BOHM BIAIUIATSTh TaK, 110 1 He CHUIOCH iM!»

I mpocTsras B rpoMax Ha 3axXifi THIBHI pykH,

3 IPOKJIATTSM Ha BYCTaX OF )K€PTB HEBUHHUX JUM...

i crasock Tak, 6paTH, IK MapUIH MU 3 BAMHU,
BiH 3HOBY BI/IbHUM, Halll, 30JI0TOBepXUH pail,
Haut Kuis foporuit!.. § spotuyo cipo3amu
XOJIOZHI Ti CTEXKH, Zie BiB BaC BOPOT 3/IUH,

6paTu Moi cBATi i cecTpU Kapookil..

3a BaC MU BXXe MCTUMOCH i CMepTi CMepTh HeceM...
Bonu Bac kuHynu y BabuH Sp rnubokui,

A MU B 6€307IHIO0 IX 0 OJJHOT'O 3METEM...
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how you burnt in pain, how your smoke drifted toward
Kurenivka, further on, and hung above the Dnipro,
and crouched in the grass, and ascended to the sky,
like a menacing giant with a furrowed forehead...

He kept echoing eastward, where the sounds of a fight
rumbled and sighed closer to the Dnipro,

he stretched his arms covered in blood to his brothers,
urged them to avenge... and our brothers kept coming

over the corpses of our enemies, the smoke descended low,
pressed their hands and kissed their shoulders,

and went back, through the sharp brightness of artillery
and zigzagging in the sky as if sketching:

“They’re so close, they’re coming... They’ll avenge

our anguish in a way we couldn’t have dreamt of!”

And stretched, in thunder, wrathful hands westward,
with curses on their lips, smoke from innocent victims...

And it happened, my brothers, as we'd imagined,
it’s free again, our golden-domed paradise,

our dear Kyiv!... I irrigate with my tears

those cold trails, where the evil enemy led you,

my holy brothers and browned-eyed sisters!...

We're already avenging you, carrying death to death...
They threw you into deep Babyn Yar,

and we'll sweep them all into an abyss...
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OZX cTpaZHUKIB BOHU CBATUH JIULLINIIY IO,
Po3BistHUM B BiTpax, BiH YOPHUMU CHI3bMU
Bkpainy opocus i Ha nosns €sponu

PSCHUM JIOLI[eM YIaB, K 3HaK, 110 CKOPO TbMU

He OyZie Byke Hifle, 1110 Kapa HeBOIaraHHO
Ha ro/IoBU KaTiB o6pylilye CBiil Med,

i Meu TpuMaloTh T, B 6010 pa3oM i3 HaMU
3aMyueHi 6patu. Bike ciyxa KpuK yTey

Miil kpaii, fie piiHa KpOB 3 MOTHJI Kpi3b 3eMJIto OUIa,
Iie cMepTi TabOpiB TUILUIUCSI ZPOTH,

1 pyiHM HallIUX MICT, i ceJl CYMHI MOTUJIH,

1 TiHi of ;moge, i 3ipBaHi MOCTH...

Mu 3HafzieMo yciX, XTO KpOB TOYUB JUTSYY,
XT0 6a6UHUX SpiB IULIUB CTPALLHI PaH,
Jie ¥ jocl 111e BITpYU HaJ HaMU B Ty3i [171a4yTh,
1 1ay TOM y Bikax He 3MOBKHe Ha3aBXXAU.

Crozy BoguIH iX... B cipo3ax Moe o6muyus...

A BabuH SIp MOBYUTB, TPUBOTH IIOBHUI BLIEPTH,
1 momin cTpaHUKIB y ceplli CTyKa M KiIuye

Hac, iIMeHeM >XUTTS, OIpaTH CMepTIO CMepTh!

1943
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From martyrs, they left holy ashes,

dissipated on the wind, watered

Ukraine with black tears and fell on the fields

of Europe, heavy rain, a sign that soon there’d be

no darkness anywhere, that punishment relentlessly
points its sword at the heads of executioners,

and that sword is wielded by brothers killed

in action. My native land listens to the cries

of flight, where the blood of relatives fountains
from the earth,
where barbed wire is what's left of death camps,
and the ruins of our cities, and sad graves in villages,
and shadows of people, and bombed bridges...

We'll find everyone who spilled the blood of children,
who left the horrendous rows of corpses in ravines,
where still the wind cries above us out of sorrow

and that cry won't stop through the centuries.

They were brought here... My face is covered in tears...
And Babyn Yar remains silent, full of dread,

and the ashes of martyrs beat in our hearts and call us
in the name of life, wash death with death!

1943






Marta Tarnawsky (1930-2021) was a poet,
translator, bibliographer, essayist, review-
er, journalist, and community activist. Born
in Ukraine, she came to the United States
in 1949. She published four collections of
Ukrainian poetry: Khvaliu iliuziu (I praise
illusion, 1972), Zemletrus (Earthquake, 1981),
Samotnie mistse pid sontsem (A solitary place
under the sun, 1991), and Tykhi rozmovy z
vichnistiu (Quiet conversations with eter-
nity, 1999). She also published collections
of essays, two personal bibliographies,
and a multi-volume major bibliography:
Ukrainian Literaturein English. As an essayist,
reviewer, critic, and bibliographer, she was
the author of numerous articles and essays
in various publications. She published 816
items, of which seventeen were separate
books or pamphlets.
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B »xuTTi MOoemy Texx 6yB BabuH Ap
B >xuTTi MOeMy Texx 6yB BabuH dp:

[y 1o BiciM BynHIer0 MicTa—

T, YOMOBIKHY, XKIHKH 1 JiTH —

1TIOHaJ HUMH HiCCA JUBHUM I'yil:

MOB CTOT'IH COTHI CKapr, HEMOB CKUIJIIHHS,
MOB 37aBJIeHUH y rOp/li AMKUM T/1ay.

[Tonepesy cCMBOBONIOCHN My>» —
BUCOKHH, y po3cTe6OHyTIiH copoulli,

3 MiIHATOIO YTOpYy rONOBOK0 —

1le Halll 3HalOMMH, I'on5116epr, Halll CycCig.
BiH 6yB He pab66i— BiH OyB TiNbKH JiKap,
BiH $inocodito m1:06uB i 6yB MysHKa.
(3BHYaIHO BiH )XUTTS ML PITYBaB,

Ta JI0BeNOCS PATyBaTH TiJIHICTB).

JoBkona ytic 6arHeTiB Ha pyLIHULIX —
KOHBOM 13 ITeJaHTUYHUX MOJIOALLIB.
IIlonoMu CBITATH B COHIII, MOB Ha CBATO,
i 6nuck ige Bix yMIeHUX 4OOIT.

Yy xsomnui Li Takodk YUTanu lete

i cnyxanu «Tanroisepa» i «I301b7y»?
Yu i cepes HUX — dinocodu it MysHKH?

Meni fBaHaALATH pOKiB. Bif BikHa

MeHe HacHy BiATAra€e MaTH.

BoHa cTHCKae y 3y6ax ITICTyK

1 KpOB i3 masnbLiB Make il 061144,

Mene knagyTs y nixkko. 5 B rapguni.

MeHi BBM>Ka€ThCS B CTiHI pO3OUTHI Yeperr.
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In my life too there was a Babyn Yar
In my life too there was a Babyn Yar:

Marched eight at a time down the city’s streets—
men, women, old people, and children—

and above them a strange sound drifted:

the groan of a hundred complaints, a howling,

a wild scream stifled in the throat.

In front, a gray-haired man—

tall, shirt unbuttoned,

his head raised—

this was our neighbor, Goldberg, our doctor.
He wasn't a rabbi—he was just a doctor,

he loved philosophy, was a musician.
(Usually, he was simply saving lives,

but now he had to save his dignity.)

Surrounded by a forest of bayonets,

a convoy of fastidious young men.

Helmets gleam in the sun as if it’s a holiday,
polished boots flash and shine.

Have these boys ever read Goethe

and listened to Tannhduser and Isolda?

Any philosophers or musicians among them?

I'm twelve. My mother grabs me,

pulls me away from the window.

She bites her fist, bloody

fingers smear her face.

They put me to bed. I have a fever.

I have a vision of a broken skull on a wall.
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Hemae Tinpku 6atpka. Bin—B cTogoni,

B Yy>KiM ceJli, 3apUTHH B CIHO, CKPUBCS
IepevyeKaTH Hiy, 1110 BAEHb HacTala.

Ta BiH — He caM. I3 HuM cycig Haw, Jonpabepr,
CHH nikaps, dinocoda it MysHKH.

1972
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My father’s away. He's in a barn,

in a different village, covered in hay, he hid

to wait through a night that had arrived during the day.
But he’s not alone. With him is our neighbor, Goldberg,
the son of the doctor, philosopher, and musician.

1972






Pavlo Tychyna (1891-1967) was arguably
the greatest Ukrainian poet of the twenti-
eth century. His early collections Soniachni
klarnety (Clarinets of the sun;1918), Pluh (The
plow;1920), Zamist”sonetivioktav (Instead of
sonnets and octaves; 1920), Viter z Ukrainy
(The wind from Ukraine; 1924) are often
considered the pinnacle of his creativity. His
later collections of poetry include Chernihiv
(1931) and Partiia vede (The party leads;1933).
He continued to write and publish consid-
erably during and after World War II. His
collected works in twelve volumes appeared
in the 1980s. A collection of his early poetry
was published in English translation in 2017
under the title Pavlo Tychyna: The Complete
Early Poetry Collections.
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€BpenCbKOMY HapOaOBI

Hapogn eBpeiicoknit! CnaBHuit! He BTimnaTs
Tebe 1 xouy. Ko>xeH xail TyT ciyxa:

B Lle! yac, KoM CHHaM TBOIM BMUPaTh
npuiinocs Big gaummncreskoro obyxa,—

s X04y CHJIy, CU/y OCIIBaTh—

6e3cMepTHY, BiYHy CHIy TBOTO iyXa!

BoHa poaunacs Lie JaBHO— TOZI,

K 6yB TH HEPO3CITHHUM i LITUM.

Bysinu B T061 cunu monozi!

I po3uBiTaB [[BITAaCTUH LIIAX, IK KUTUM. ..
Ta och miKpaBcs Bopor —i B 6izi

TH ros1y6oM 3a61BCS CH30KPUIHUM.

Ax, rony6, rony6!.. O6pas BiH gymi
TBOET 6YB KONHCh...AJle IK CTaBCS

TOM 371aM, KOJIH 1 HUBY # CITOpHIL
TO6i CTONTANIH U TH He TIOKOPSIBCS
Bpary, a KHHYB IIOK/IHK «COKPYLIH!» —
TO 06pa3 ronyba Ha coxona 3MiHSBCS.

O, CKINIbKHY Pa3 B cepejHbOBIYYI TH
CKOPSITUCH He XOTIB Hi KOpOJIeBI,

Hi reprioram! ¥ 6y10 He CTpaLIHO UTH,
KOJIY 3By4aJIy FOIOCH CTaJjleBi

i I6H l'abipona 3 TeMHOTH,

1 E3py, 1 lyau— Mmy>xHboro 'anesi!

A B leB'STHaJUATHI CyBOpUM BiK —
OM, CKINIBKH BiJ LIapiB TH HacTpakaascs!
«EBpei? — CMisICh: — I1e XK He YOJIOBIK
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To the Jewish People

Glorious Jewish people! I'm not here
to console you. Listen, everyone:
while your sons are bludgeoned
with the dull back of a fascist axe—
I want to sing your strength—

the eternal strength of your spirit!

It was born a long time ago—when

you were united, not dispersed.

Young strength flowered inside you!

And the blooming path rolled out like a carpet...
But an enemy crept up—and in this turmoil
you sheltered like a blue-winged dove.

Oh, dove, dove!... It was once an image
of your soul... But when this tumult
came, when your crops and grasslands
were trampled over, you didn't surrender
but shouted out “Attack!”—

and the pigeon became a falcon.

How many times through the Middle Ages

did you refuse to surrender to queens

or dukes! And you weren't afraid to march

when the iron voices of Solomon ibn Gabirol,

of Ezra, and courageous Judah Halevi resounded!

And in the stern nineteenth century—
how much you suffered under the tsars!
“A Jew?” they laughed. “A Jew is not a man,
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i He mogMHa». I B KOMIOYKaX c/laBcs
TBiM LIIX,— 1 LIA9X, 37aBaJIOCh, BXKe 3aHHUK...
Ax TyT Lllonom-Anerixem 3acMigBcs!..

[lei1 cMiX, MOB HEPO3TPU3EHHUM rOpiX,

BCe Ha 11apiB KOTUBCh, KOTUBC... JIMIII 3TrO0OM,
K PO3KOTHMBCS BIH I10 CTEXKaX BCIX

JajieKo ¥ OITMHUBCA MK HapoJloM,—

napi TpuBory saapunu. Ta Tux

He BOUTB, B SKUX )KUTTS KUIIUTD MiJCIIOAOM...

JKuTTs ycix Hac KpacHO po3LBilo

nuille B 6e3cMepTHIM XKoBTHI. BiuHo cnaBes
cBo60aM yac, KONU THpaHa 3710

nosepxeHo! 1 eBpeit Toai HazBaBCcsa
6iiiLieM. 3a BOMIO CKINBKU IX nsirno! —

Mix HUX i Owep IIIBaplIMaH KpacyBaBcs...

KpacyeTncs x 1 3apas BiH. CnoBa

moro Ham: «fOreH], oreHa» — Tak NOTpibHi!
O monozicts! Ty MonoaicTh HOoBa
€Bpelicbkoro Hapoay! Hemmoxr6Hi

LISXU TBOI Tenep. Jylia )KuBa

3a MpaBAy A3BOHUTD NIOASM B I3BOHU CPiOHi...

Ajte x Ha 3axozi! —TBoi 6paTn

1 CeCcTpH B KII'TAX 3Blpa-Jlofoiga

111e TSHKKO MydaTbcd. O, e 3HalTH

THX CJ1iB, 11[0O BUCTOBUT: IKa Oruja
IpolMae Hac o Hboro! He rHiTH,
npoknatuii! IlpaBra BcTaHe BorHeBuza!
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not a human.” Your path drove through thorns—
until it nearly disappeared. But suddenly
Sholom Aleichem burst out laughing!

This laughter, like an uncracked nut,

kept rolling and rolling towards the tsars... Finally,
when it rolled across all the roads

and arrived among the people—

the tsars sounded the alarm. But people

so full of life aren’t easy to kill...

Our lives truly blossomed

during the October Revolution. Eternal glory
to that time of freedom, when tyranny

was overthrown. Then, a Jew called himself

a warrior. So many died for freedom! —
among them, Osher Shvartsman shone.

He's still shining. “Jugend, jugend,”

we need his words now as ever.

O, youth! You are the new youth

of the Jewish people! Your path

is unobstructed. Your vibrant soul
rings the silver bell of truth to everyone.

But in the West!—your brothers

and sisters are in the claws of a cannibal,
still in agony. O, where do I find

the words to express how we

loathe him! Stop your tyranny and be
damned! The truth will flash like fire!
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Bona no6ope! IIpasaa Bike BcTae!

I taM, le rpeku, cepbu i XopBaTH,
BUKOBYEThCA HiB. Bike BUrpae

cypMma A1 NOMCTHU. JJOKH X, JOKU XKJAaTH?
Yu Mo xai fywory6 ycix yo'e? —
I[ToBCTaHLAM Yac 1o GUTBU BUPYILIATH.

Y noBcTaHui HAyTh, B CTpaTerii cBoii
TO MOABALIOTHCA, TO B JIiC 3HUKAIOTb...
Kunu, Halil rHiB, Tpo30I0 IIOMeHIi
3a IuKe reTTo y €Bponi! 3HaoTh

Xa¥ HIMYMKHY, 10 € BigmnaTta: — Criu!
ITo BcbOMY CBITy rpO3Y HApOCTAKOTb. ..

I Mu—nig nepe6aucku 61MCKaBULE,

MiJ rpiM TUX I'PO3 HAPOJiB— TXKKICTb IPy3y
3 eBpeiB ckuHeMo. JIoBO/Ii HUIB

nexxatu im! JloBoni Myk i ray3y

nypHoro Iitnepa! 3anizHa minp
nigHuMeThcs 3 PagsgHcebkoro Cowasy!

Mu uyem i3 €Bponu nnay: Paxine

3a iThMHU 32 CBOIMU TY)KHUTh,— MaTH
BO6UBaEThCY... AX, CIbO3M 11l 1 6i1b

B Bikax 0OBHMHyBaueHHIM 3By4aTH
npoty HiMoTH 6yayTs! Lit gk cinb

B oYax eBpeil. Hy, 1110 Ha e ckasaTu?

Hapop eBpeiicpkuit! CnraBuuiit! He BTimarte
Tebe g xouy. Ko>keH Xail TyT ciyxa:
B nen yac, konu cMHam TBOIM BMUPATh
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It will triumph! The truth has begun rising!
And where Greeks, Serbs, and Croats are,
its wrath is being forged. The trumpet is
calling for vengeance. How long do we wait?
Or else let the murderer kill everyone?—

It’s time for insurgents to fight back.

And the insurgents cunningly slip out of

the woods or disappear into them...

Let our wrath boil, ignite like a thunderstorm,

the unthinkable ghettos in Europe! Let the Germans
know there will be vengeance: —Halt!

Across the whole world, the thunderstorms increase.

And we—under the flash of lightning,

the thunder of the people—will release the weight
burdening the Jews, dragging them

flat to the ground. Enough of the torture,

the mockery, from Hitler! The iron might

of the Soviet Union will rise!

We hear the keening from Europe: Rakhil
mourning for her children, a mother’s
lament... O, these tears and pain

will resound through centuries, an accusation
against their silence! For them, a Jew is

like salt in the eye. Well, what can I say?

Glorious Jewish people! I'm not here
to console you. Listen, everyone:
while your sons are bludgeoned
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npuiiiocs Big Gaunctcbkoro obyxa,—
S XOUy CHIY, CUJIy OCIiBaTh, —
6e3cMepTHY, BiYHy CHUJIy TBOTO AyXa.

15-16 BepecHs 1942

Pavlo Tychyna
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with the dull back of a fascist axe—
I want to sing your strength—
the eternal strength of your spirit!

September 15-16, 1942
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Annotations

Arkadii Anin, “Monologue of a Monument Never Built” (p. 47).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Arkadii Anin, Dotyk
(Kyiv, 1997), 102.

The date of this poem is based on its inclusion in the 1997 Anin
collection. The poem is part of a longer cycle entitled
“Babyn Yar.”

Arkadii Anin, “Monologue of the Monument” (p. 49).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Arkadii Anin, Dotyk
(Kyiv, 1997), 103.

The date of this poem is based on its inclusion in the 1997 Anin
collection. The poem is part of a longer cycle entitled
“Babyn Yar.”

Mykola Bazhan, “Ravine” (p. 53).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Mykola Bazhan,
V dniviiny (Kyiv: Viis'kove vydavnytstvo narodnoho komisariatu
oborony, 1945), 63-65.
Written in 1943, the poem was published in the collection as
part four of the cycle called “Kyivs'ki etiudy” (The Kyiv etudes),
which consists of seven parts and may be the poet’s first artistic
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response to the city immediately after it was retaken by the Red
Army in 1943.

This poem was published, for the first time, as “The Ravine”

in an English translation by Peter Tempest in the journal
Ukrainian Canadian (January 1977): 37. This translation, most
likely produced from a Russian translation, later appeared
online in a revised and edited version by Boris Dralyuk (Mykola
Bazhan, Babi Yar: The Source and Translations, http://polyhymni-
on.org/lit/bazhan/). There are two other English versions of
the poem available: Roman Turovsky’s translation and Amelia
Glaser’s translation, both published in Odessa Review 5 (Octo-
ber/November 2016): 39, https://issuu.com/theodessareview/
docs/_sissue.

For more information in English on Mykola Bazhan and

Babyn Yar see Lev Fridman, “In Search of Mykola Bazhan's
Legacy on The Eve of Babyn Yar Commemorations,” Odessa
Review 5 (October/November 2016): 34—45, https://issuu.com/
theodessareview/docs/_sissue.

How beyond the crowns of Kyryliv’s buildings: for Kyryliv, see Geo-
graphical Locations.

Valeriia Bohuslavs’ka, “For Marianna Kiyanovska—in Response to
Her Book The Voices of Babyn Yar” (p. 61).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Valeriia Bohuslavs™
ka, Zemlia abetkovana: riznomanitni virshi (Kyiv: Vydavnychyi dim
“Buraho,” 2018), 95. The dating of the poem is based on my com-
munication with the author.
Poems from Marianna Kiyanovska's collection Babyn lar. Holos-
amy (The Voices of Babyn Yar) are available in this volume.

Leonid Cherevatenko, “Michelangelo” (p. 65).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Leonid Cherevaten-
ko, Vidkrytyi zvuk (Kyiv: Radians’kyi pysmennyk, 1982), 39.
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The date of the poem is based on the information available in
the anthology: Iurii Kaplan, ed., Vidlunnia Babynoho Iaru (Kyiv,
2006), 137.

Leonid Cherevatenko, “1941: The Jewish Question” (p. 71).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Leonid Chere-
vatenko, Zakliate zalizo (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2012), 130-32. The
date of the poem is based on my communication with Valeriia
Bohuslavska.

Leonid Cherevatenko, “The Gorgon Medusa” (p. 67).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Leonid Chere-
vatenko, Zakliate zalizo (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2012), 133. The date
of the poem is based on my communication with Valeriia
Bohuslavs'ka.

Borys Dabo-Nikolaiev, “Tested by Babyn Yar” (p. 81).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Borys Dabo-
Nikolaiev, , Kyievu—Vsesvitovi mistu (Kyiv: Zadruha, 2001), 29.
The date of the poem is derived from information received
from the poet.

The poet’s mother (Ol'ha Nikolaieva-Kochmarzhyns'ka) helped
Father Oleksii Hlaholiev (later, a member of the Righteous
Among the Nations) obtain documents to legalize the Jews who
had survived Babyn Yar. On September 29, 1941, she witnessed
the Jews walking along Taras Shevchenko Boulevard towards
Halyts’ka Square. The poem “Tested by Tragedy” reflects her
impressions and emotions. (This note was given to the editor by
the poet.)

from Halyts ka square: for Halyts’ka Square, see Glossary.
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Ivan Drach, “{On June 22, 1966, at five in the afternoon]” (p. 85).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Ivan Drach, Do dzher-
el (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1972), 109. The date of the poem is based on its
initial publication in a journal.

The poem first appeared in the literary journal Dnipro, no. 10
(1966): 68, as part of a larger submission. The following year, the
poem was featured in the collection Poezii (Kyiv: Molod’, 1967),
160. The same year it was also reprinted in the Slovak
Ukrainian-language journal Duklia no. 6 (1967): 35. A few years
later, the poem was collected in the volume Do dzherel (Kyiv:
Dnipro, 1972), 109.

An English translation of this poem by Daniel Halpern, entitled
“Babi Yar,” appeared in the collection of poems by Ivan Drach
edited by Stanley Kunitz and translated by American poets:
Ivan Drach, Orchard Lamps (New York: Sheep Meadow, 1978), 8.

Ivan Drach, “A Kyiv Legend” (p. 87).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Ivan Drach, Kyivske
nebo (Kyiv: Molod’, 1976), 7-8. The date of the poem is based on
its publication in the poet’s collection.
Today our path goes across the Dnipro: for the Dnipro, see Glossary.
The 1st Ukrainian Front: The 1st Ukrainian Front was a group-level
formation of the Soviet army that existed from 1943 to 1945.
From 1944 to 1945, the Front was commanded by Nikolai Vatu-
tin, Georgii Zhukov, and Ivan Konev during battles in Ukraine,
Poland, Germany and Czechoslovakia. The Front’s last actions
were part of the Prague Offensive in May 1945.
I'm Kyi, a porter working this river... Sail to the Cossack island,
Shchek... You, brother Khoryv, break through... This is Lybid’, our
sister: Kyi, Shchek, Khoryv and their sister Lybid” are three
legendary brothers and a sister who founded the medieval city
of Kyiv according to the Primary Chronicle, which is traditionally
believed to have been written by the monk Nestor and finished
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in1113. In 1982, Kyi, Shchek, Khoryv and Lybid” were depicted
on an ancient riverboat in a sculpture created by Vasyl” Borodai
and installed in one of the parks in Kyiv. This sculpture became
iconic for the city.

Near the Lavra a German opens cannon-jaws: for Lavra, see
Glossary.

Vatutin drinks holy water from the Dnipro: Nikolai Vatutin (1901-
44) was a Soviet Army General of the Soviet Union who led the
1st Ukrainian Front during World War II. General Nikolai Va-
tutin spoke at the Babyn Yar site after the Red Army recaptured
the city: “Each of you knows about the atrocities of the Nazi
monsters in Kyiv. In 1941 alone the vile Fascist animals extermi-
nated over 85,000 peaceful residents of Kyiv—women, old peo-
ple, children. The blood in our veins freezes as we discover the
terrible picture of the Fascist cannibals’ terrible crime in Babyn
Yar” (Serhy Yekelchyk, Staliv’s Children: Everyday Politics in the
Wake of Total War [New York: Oxford University Press, 2014], 13).

Hryhorii Fal ’kovych, “{From that horrible time]” (p. 93).

Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from the author’s man-
uscript sent to the editor. The date of the poem is based on
information received from the author.

This poem appeared eatlier in the poet’s collection Spoviduius’,
use beru na sebe... [1 confess; I acceptit all...] (Kyiv: Ukrainskyi

J

pysmennyk, 1994),10-11, and was part of the cycle “Babyn Yar.

Hryhorii Fal ’kovych, “[Indian Summer in Babyn Yar]” (p. 95).

Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from the author’s man-
uscript sent to the editor. The date of the poem is based on
information received from the author.

This poem appeared eatlier in the poet’s collection Spoviduius’,
use beru na sebe... [1 confess; I acceptit all...] (Kyiv: Ukrainskyi
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pysmennyk, 1994), 10-11, in a different version, and was part of
alonger cycle entitled “Babyn Yar.”

Indian summer in Babyn Yar: in Ukrainian, “babyne lito” means
Indian summer.

Hryhorii Fal'kovych, “[On the Eve of Holy Sabbath]” (p. 97).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from the author’s man-
uscript sent to the editor. The date of the poem is based on
information received from the author.

This poem appeared earlier in the poet’s collection Spoviduius’,
use beru na sebe... [1 confess; I accept it all...] (Kyiv: Ukrains’kyi
pysmennyk, 1994), 11, and was part of a cycle entitled

“Babyn lar.”

Moisei Fishbein, “Ravine” (p. 101).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Moisei Fishbein,
Rannii rai (Kyiv: Fakt, 2006), 104-5. Initially, the poem appeared
in: Moisei Fishbein, Zbirka bez nazvy (Suchanist’, 1984), 34-35.

Iakiv Hal ‘perin [pseudonym Mykola Pervach],

“Laughter” (p. 107).
Ukrainian text reprinted from Mykola Pervach [Iakiv Hal per-
in], “Smikh,” Litavry, no. 3 (30 November 1941), 2.
The poem was later republished in a slightly different version in
an anthology edited by Ritalii Zaslavskii under the Russian title
Piatnadtsat’ poetov—piatnadtsat” sudeb (Kyiv: Zhurnal “Raduga,”
2002), 87-88.
Halperin, a Kyiv-born Jew, remained in Kyiv during the Nazi
occupation. With help from his Ukrainian friends, he acquired
forged identification documents with a Ukrainian name and
published his work, under the pseudonym Mykola Pervach,
in the Nazi-controlled Kyiv-based literary journal Litavry
and Prague-based journal Proboiem. After two years in Kyiv,
Hal’perin was captured and, most likely, executed by the Nazis
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in 1943. His 1941 poem, the journalist Olena Bilozers'ka argued,
is probably one of the first, if not the first, poem on Babyn Yar
composed in Ukrainian (Olena Bilozers'ka, “Ohydnyi renehat
chy patriot Ukrainy?” Ukrainskie itogi [October 20071, https://
bilozerska livejournal.com/21067.html).

For more information on this poem as well as its author, see:
Naum Korzhavin, “V soblaznakh krovavoi epokhi,” Novyi mir,
1992, no. 8, 130-93; I. Lazitskaia, “...Pravo na nastoiashchuiu
zhizn'...” Raduga, 2006, no. 12, 147-69; Mark Berdichevskii,
“Kiev sorok piatogo goda. Pamiati Iakova Gal'perina. Stikhi,”
Kontinent 136 (2008), https://magazines.gorky.media/con-
tinent/2008/136/kiev-sorok-pyatogo-goda.html; Oleksandr
Kucheruk, “Mykola Pervach:*...i vy pochuiete shche znovu

i znovu prorochu movu,” Orhanizatsiia ukrains kykh natsionalis-
tiv, October 10, 2016, http://kmoun.info/2016/10/10/0leksandr-
kucheruk-mikola-pervach-i-vi-pochuyete-shhe-znovu-i-

znovu-poetovu-prorochu-movu/.

Sava Holovanivs'kyi, “Melnyk Street” (p. 113).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Sava Holovanivs’kyi,
Synii ptakh: poezii (Kyiv: Radians’kyi pys'mennyk, 1980), 49-51.
The date of the poem is noted in the poetry collection.
Melnyk Street: see Glossary.
Sava Holovanivs'kyi penned another poem related to Babyn
Yar entitled “Avraam” (Abraham). Even though some scholars
have mentioned the poem in their studies, the text remains
undiscovered. I assume the poem was written and published
during the Second World War or shortly thereafter and printed
in one of the newspapers or journals. Later, the poem became
evidence used against the poet during the writers’ convention
which coincided with the anti-Semitic campaigns of 1948-49.
Holovanivs’kyi was condemned for depicting Ukrainians and
Russians as bystanders who watched passively as a Jew was
marched by the Nazis to the ravine: “Holovanivs’kyi is the
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author of a nationalistic poem, openly inimical towards the So-
viet people. In this poem, Holovanivs’kyi makes a terrible and
never-before-seen slander towards the Soviet people and he lies
through his teeth by speaking as if the Soviet people—Russians
and Ukrainians—apathetically looked away from an old Jewish
man called Avraam whom the Germans marched for execution
through the streets of Kyiv” (L. Dmiterko [Liubomyr Dmyter-
ko], “Sostoianie i zadachi teatralmoi i literaturnoi kritiki na
Ukraine,” Literaturnaia gazeta 20 [9 March 1949], 2).
Holovanivs'kyi also worked on The Black Book of Soviet Jewry
edited by Ilya Ehrenburg and Vasilii Grossman, but in the end
his pieces did not appear in their book. His contributions—"Gi-
bel” evreev Kharkova. Vospominaniia Niny Mogilevskoi, zheny
rabochego-avtogenshchika” and “Kazn” v Mariupole. Pis'mo
Samuila Aronovicha Belousa™—were included in the following
volume: Neizvesnaia “Chernaia kniga”, ed. Il"ia Al'tman (Moscow:
AST; Corpus, 2015), 92—95, 109-112.

Denys Holubyts kyi, “[The stones of my brothers and the sky of my
sisters]” (p. 119).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Denys Hol-
ubyts’kyi, “Ievreis’kyi tsykl,” Ukrains ka literaturna haze-
ta (October 15, 2020). https://litgazeta.com.ua/poetry/
denys-holubytskyj-ievrejskyj-tsykl/.
On the street of angels: during the Soviet times, Liuteranska
(Lutheran) Street was Engels Street. In German, “engel” means
“angel.”
Maybe Esther: an allusion to the novel by Ukrainian-born
German-language writer Katja Petrowskaja Maybe Esther:
A Family Story. An English translation, by Shelley Frisch, was
published in 2018.
Crawl, Liuteranska street, crawl: see Glossary.
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And again the street runs down into the embraces of Khreshchatyk: see
Glossary.

Oleksa Iushchenko, “Babyn Yar” (p. 125).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Oleksa Iushchenko,
Vybrane (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1977), 40-41. The date of the poem is
based on information mentioned in: Iurii Kaplan, ed. Vidlunnia
Babynoho Iaru (2006).
And Luk’ianivka is shaking as though: see Glossary.

Igor Kaczurowskyj, “To Marta Tarnawsky" (p. 131).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Ihor Kachurovs’kyi,
Liryka, ed. Volodymyr Bazylevs'kyi and Olena O'Lir (Lviv: Astro-
liabiia, 2013), 211-12. The poem was also featured in the poet’s
collection Svichada vichnosty (Munich: Instytut literatury im.

M. Oresta, 1990), 98. Initially, the poem appeared, in a slightly
different form, under the title of “Marti Tarnavskii” in: Sucha-
nist’, no. 9 (1983): 22..

Abram Katsnelson, “In Babyn Yar” (p. 135).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Abram Katsnel’son,
Liryka (Kyiv: Astarta, 2002), 237.

Abram Katsnel'son, “Grandson’s Monologue” (p. 137).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Abram Katsnelson,
Liryka (Kyiv: Astarta, 2002), 237—-38.

Abram Katsnel son, “Kyiv. September 29. Babyn Yar” (p. 139).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Abram Katsnel'son,
Liryka (Kyiv: Astarta, 2002), 238.
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Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i would die on this street or on the one
around the corner]” (p. 143).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn Iar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 11.

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i even managed to grow during the
warl]” (p. 145).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn lar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 30.

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i will say it anyway i will accept it
anywayl” (p. 147).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn Iar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 41.
i was on the dnipro yesterday actually not on the dnipro: for Dnipro,
see Glossary.

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[these streets are already ruins maybe not
all but already],” (p. 149).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn Iar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 55.

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i've been getting together a collection for
the last three weeks]” (p. 151).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn Iar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 62.

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[here is the ravine where hans does his
shooting]” (p. 155).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marianna Kiianovs™
ka, Babyn Iar. Holosamy (Kyiv: Dukh i litera, 2017), 95.
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Dmytro Pavlychko, “[On the edge of Babyn Yar]” (p. 161).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Dmytro Pavlychko,
Vybrani tvory (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1979), 2:135. The date of the poem is
based on the information from this edition.

Dmytro Pavlychko, “[Walking near Babyn Yar]” (p. 159).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Dmytro Pavlychko,
Vybrani tvory (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1979), 2:136. The date of the poem is
based on information from this edition.

Dmytro Pavlychko, “Requiem. Babyn Yar” (p. 163).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Dmytro Pavlychko,
“Rekviiem. Babyn Iat,” Vechirnii Kyiv 95 (21 May 1991).

In the 1991 Vechirnii Kyiv publication, the poem contains

a lengthy introduction penned by Dmytro Pavlychko, in which
the poet underlined the significance of the Babyn Yar tragedy.
He compares it with the Chernobyl catastrophe and under-
scores the importance of understanding that Babyn Yar was

a Jewish massacre in Ukraine.

Leonid Pervomais’kyi, “[Resurrect me, future, for

anewl]” (p. 175).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Leonid Pervo-
mais’kyi, Khai lyshaiet sia vohon” z neopublikovanoi spadshchyny:
poezii, proza, notatky, lysty (Kyiv: Radians’kyi pys mennyk,
1983), 27-28.

Leonid Pervomais’kyi, “In Babyn Yar” (p. 179).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Leonid Pervo-
mais’kyi, Suzir’ia liry (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1976), 23. The date of the
poem is based on its inclusion in the poetry collection Uroky
poezii (1968) which was one of the collections gathered in Suz-
ir'ialiry.
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Volodymyr Pidpalyi, “Babyn Yar” (p. 183).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Volodymyr Pidpalyi,
Berehy zemli: iz spadshchyny poeta, ed. N. Pidpala (Kyiv: Radi-
ans’kyi pysmennyk, 1986), 105. The date is based on informa-
tion in the collection.
The poem was published posthumously. According to Nina
Pidpala, the poet was very interested in translating poets from
Yiddish into Ukrainian and deeply involved in preparing, as an
editor, books by Ukrainian-Jewish authors; in particular, he was
responsible for the work on such poets as Ryva Baliasna, Iosyp
Bukhbinder, Petro Kyrychans’kyi and Mykhailo Mohylevych.
For more information on Pidpalyi and his encounters and work
on the volumes of Yiddish-language writers, see Nina Pidpala,
“Nas khlib zhyvyv odyn, odni poily vody. Dilyly, iak braty my
radist” i pechal’..’” in H. Aronov and et. al., eds. Dolia ievreiskoi
dukhovnoi ta material noi spadshchyny v XX stolitti: zbirnyk nau-
kovykh prats’ (Kyiv: Instytut iudaiky, 2002), 198-204.

Maksym Ryl’s’kyi, “To the Jewish people” (p. 187).
Ukrainian text reprinted from Maksym Ryl’s’kyi, Zibrannia
tvoriv u 20-ty tomakh (Kyiv: Naukova dumka, 1988), 19: 534-35.
The poem was written specifically for an event held in the
city of Ufa (now, in the Russian Federation) on September 20,
1942. The poem first appeared in print in Russian, in Ryl's’kyi’s
own translation, in the volume of his selected poems Slovo o
materi-rodine: stikhi 1941-1942 g. (Moscow: OGIZ, 1943), 29-30.
The poem was not published in Ukrainian during the poet’s
lifetime and appeared posthumously in the nineteenth volume
of Ryl’s’kyi’s twenty-volume collected works, Zibrannia tvoriv
u 20-ty tomakh (Kyiv: Naukova dumbka, 1988), 19: 534—35. In his
August 24, 1942, letter to Khaim Loitsker (1898-1970), a Soviet



Annotations 239

Jewish literary critic and scholar, Ryl’s’kyi wrote: “I'm leaving
the poems—I would be very glad if these were read on the 31st
[of August] at the Jewish rally. Thus, I ask you—if they don't
pose any negative reaction—to pass them where they are need-
ed” (Ryl's’kyi, Zibrannia tvoriv, 19: 201-2). The commentators
suggest the rally took place on August 31, 1942, in the city of Ufa
and all funds raised were dedicated to the construction of army
tanks. The poem was read by someone else at the rally since at
that time the poet was participating in the second anti-fascist
rally of the representatives of the Ukrainian people in the city of
Saratov (Ryl's’kyi, Zibrannia tvoriv, 19: 534-35).

Ryl’s’kyi translated from Yiddish and served as the editor of
several volumes by Jewish poets: Ryva Baliansova, David Hof-
shtein, Veniamin Hutians kyi, Aron Kopshtein. For more on
this poem and Ryl’s’kyi’s relationships with Yiddish-language
poets, see Nina Pidpala, “Nas khlib zhyvyv odyn, odni poily
vody. Dilyly, iak braty my radist”i pechal”..,” in H. Aronov et.
al., eds. Dolia Ievreis'koi dukhovnoi ta material noi spadshchyny v
XX stolitti: zbirnyk naukovykh prats’ (Kyiv: Instytut iudaiky, 2002),
198-204.

With a witty smile, like the gray Moikher-Sforim: Mendele Moikher-
Sforim [Mocher-Sforim] (pseudonym of Sholem Iankev
Abramovich; 1836-1917) is best known for his literary works

in Yiddish. Born in Belarus, he was orphaned early in life and
traveled throughout Ukraine in the company of beggars. His
early writings were in Hebrew; later he wrote novels and short
stories in Yiddish. His most famous works deal with Jewish

life in the Russian Empire; preeminent among the are The Mare
(1873) and The Travels of Benjamin the Third (1878). Sholem Ale-
ichem referred to Mocher-Sforim as the grandfather of Yiddish

literature.
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Like our Shvartsman: Osher Shvartsman (1890-1919) was a Yid-
dish poet. Born in the small town of Vil'nia, near Korostyshev in
the Zhymotyr province, he grew up in the Kyiv province. In his
youth, he composed poetry in Ukrainian and later switched to
Yiddish. During World War I, he served in the cavalry and was
decorated for bravery. After the war, he lived in Kyiv and par-
ticipated in the publishing activity of the Kyiv Group of Yiddish
Communist writers. After the pogrom of August 1919, he joined
the rebel forces and was killed in battle. Several collections of
his poetry appeared posthumously; he was crowned the model
Soviet Yiddish poet. A bibliography of his works is included in
the collection Liderun Briv (1935).

Iurii Shcherbak, “Basketball” (p. 191).
Ukrainian-language text reprinted from lurii Shcherbak, Fresky
i fotohrafii (Kyiv: Molod’, 1984), 61.
In Kyiv, in Syrets: for Syrets, see Glossary.

Vasyl” Shvets’, “Babyn Yar” (p. 195).
Ukrainian-language text reprinted from Vasyl” Shvets’, Dobryi
ranok, Ukraino, ed. Pavlo Tychyna (Kyiv—Kharkiv: Ukrains‘ke
derzhavne vydavnytstvo, 1945), 38—40.
A slightly different manuscript is housed at the Tsentral nyi
derzhavnyi arkhiv-muzei literatury i mystetstva Ukrainy (The
Central State Archive-Museum of Literature and Art), Fond 949,
op. 2,0d. zb. 2, ark. 25, 25 zv.
For more information on the poem see: Mykola Tkachuk, Andrii
Tkachuk, “Malovidomyi virsh Vasylia Shvetsia,” Liferaturna
Ukraina 12 (31 October 2016), 10.
over Podil, over all of Kyiv: for Podil, see Glossary.

Volodymyr Sosiura, “To the Jewish People” (p. 201).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Volodymyr Sosiura,
Literatura i mystetstvo, no. 19 (20 September 1942).
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The poem was written for the anti-fascist rally held in the city
of Ufa (now, the Russian Federation). Initially, the poem was
published without a title, with three asterisks, in the news-
paper Literatura i mystetstvo 19 (20 September 1942). For more
information about the 1942 event, see the annotation to the
poem by Maksym Ryl’s’kyi.

The newspaper Literatura i mystetstvo devoted a whole issue

to the second anti-fascist rally of the representatives of the
Ukrainian people. At around the same time, the Jewish an-
ti-fascist rally took place. The Soviet Ukrainian Jewish writer
Natan Rybak read Pavlo Tychyna's poem “To the Jewish People,”
as the newspaper reported, and the poem “To the Jewish People”
by Maksym Ryl’s’kyi, read by the artist Romanov. Sosiura was
present at the event and read the poem himself. There were

also various Ukrainian Jewish writers who participated at the
event and read their works (“Ievreis’kyi antyfashysts’kyi vechir,”
Literatura i mystetstvo 19 [20 September 1942], 3).

Volodymyr Sosiura, “Babyn Yar” (p. 205).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Volodymyr Sosiura,
“Babyn Iar,” Kyivs'ka pravda (December 1943). This poem, sub-
titled “Fragment” (uryvok), also appeared in Ukrainian in the
Russian-language newspaper: Sovetskaia Ukraina 212 (27 No-
vember 1943).
Selected works on Sosiura’s poem include: Tkachuk, “Malovido-
myi virsh Volodymyra Sosiury ‘Babyn Iar’,” Literaturna Ukraina,
no. 39, (10 October 2013), 4.
Kurenivka, further on, and hung above the Dnipro: for Kurenivka
and Dnipro, see Glossary.
In addition to the two aforementioned poems, Sosiura likely
published another one, in 1946. Sosiura, like the writer Yuri
Smolych, attended the court hearings of captured Nazi officers
held in Kyiv in January of 1946. Eight German officers received
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death sentences and were executed on the central square of
Kyiv. Although the full version of the poem is unavailable (most
likely it was published in a newspaper or journal in 1946), below
is an excerpt from it:

“3a Babuu SIp nmpuitnuia roguHa cyay!

3a Hallly KpOB, 32 TbMU CBaBIIbHUM THIT,

e 312 noTBOD, i 6e3ymy, i 6pyay

Pyka BifmIaT BUTSI/Ia Ha CBIT.

Cyaits e iX, CyAiTh B iM Hapoay,

Bix imMeHi i MepTBUX, i )KUBHUX,

Bix iMeHi )UTTH i 1acTd, 1 cBoboau

O, cyani npaBejHi, CyAiTh IPOKAATUX iX..”
Quoted from Vladimir Abaimov, “Kiev, ianvar” 1946 goda: sud
surovyi i pravednyi,” Zerkalo nedeli 10 (March 15-22, 2001),
https://zn.ua/SOCIUM/kiev,_yanvar_1946_goda_sud_sur-
ovyy_i_pravednyy.html.

Marta Tarnawsky, “In my life there also was Babyn Yar” (p. 213).
Ukrainian-language poem reprinted from Marta Tarnavs'ka,
Tykhi rozmovy z vichnistiu (Philadelphia: Mosty, 1999), 85.
Initially, the poem appeared in the journal Suchasnist’, no. 5
(1974):17-18. Later it was reprinted in the collection Zemletrus
(New York: Slovo, 1981), 34-35, and Tykhi rozmovy z vichnistiu
(1999), 85.

An English-language translation of the poem, by the author,
appeared in: Olha Luchuk, Michael Naydan, eds. Sto rokiv iuno-
sti: antolohiia ukrains koi poezii XX st. v anhlomovnykh perekladakh
[=Hundred Years of Youth] (Lviv: Litopys, 2000).

Pavlo Tychyna, “To the Jewish People” (p. 219).
Ukrainian text reprinted from Pavlo Tychyna, Zibrannia tvoriv
v dvanadtsiaty tomakh, vol. 2: 1938-1953 (Kyiv: Naukova dumka,
1984), 264—66.
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Originally the poem was published without a title, with three
asterisks, in the newspaper Literatura i mystetstvo 19 (20 Septem-
ber 1942). Later, the poem was included in Tychna’s collection
Den’ nastane (1943). The poem was dated September 15-16, 1942,
on one of the manuscripts that survived; however, in the news-
paper publication it is dated only as August 1942. The poem was
written for the anti-fascist rally that was held in the city of Ufa.
During the event, the poem, in Tychyna’s absence, was read by
the Ukrainian writer Natan Rubak.

the ivon voices of Solomon ibn Gabirol: Solomon ibn Gabirol
(1021/22-1050/1058/1070?) was an Andalusian Jewish poet and
philosopher. He published over a hundred poems, along with
biblical exegesis, satire and other works. As a philosopher, he
worked in the Neo-Platonic tradition.

of Ezra and Judah resounded—courageous Halev: Ezra, or Ezra the
Scribe or Ezra the priest in the Book of Ezra, is a Jewish scribe
and priest.

Courageous Judah Halevi: Judah ben Samuel Halevi (c. 1075-1141)
was the premier Hebrew poet of his generation in medieval
Spain. From the end of the eleventh century to the middle of
the twelfth, Halevi wrote nearly 800 poems, both secular and
religious. Halevi also defended the Jewish religion, which was
then under attack.

Sholom Aleichem burst out laughing: Sholem Aleichem (1859-1916),
the pen name of Sholem Rabinovitch, who was born in Ukraine.
He first published Yiddish fiction in 1883 in the newspaper Yud-
ishes folksblat. Even during his lifetime and, and especially after
the death of the writer, literary historians canonized him as one
of the “classic” figures of modern Yiddish literature.

among them, Osher Shvartsman shove: for Shvartsman, see the
annotation to poem by Maksym Ryl’s’kyi.
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The Dnipro (Dnieper) is a major European river running through
Russia, Belarus, and Ukraine. It flows from north to south
through the center of Ukraine and passes through the city of
Kyiv, dividing it into two parts.

Halytska Square is currently known as Victory Avenue, located in
Kyiv. Its unofficial name, commonly used until the 1960s, was
levreiskyi bazar (Ievbaza, the Jewish bazar). This was one of the
places through which the Jews were forced to walk on the way to
Babyn Yar.

Khreshchatyk is the main street in Kyiv. The street was completely
destroyed during World War 11 by the NKVD and rebuilt after
the war in the neoclassical Stalinist architectural style.

Kyiv-Pechersk Lavra or Kyievo-Pecherska Lavra, also the Kyiv
Monastery of the Caves, is a historic Orthodox monastery which
gave the name to one of the city districts.

Kurenivka is a historical neighborhood in Kyiv, known as a suburb
of Kyiv from the first half of the eighteenth century. In the
nineteenth century, Kurenivka, which was constantly growing,
became a part of Kyiv. Now, it is located between the districts of
Podil, Obolon, Priorka, and Syrets.
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Kyryliv, before the Second World War, was a place on the outskirts
of Kyiv where different institutions functioned. There was
a psychoneurological hospital in Kyryliv, as well as the Jewish
cemetery (which stopped functioning in the late 1920s),

a hospiral, and other institutions.

Luk'ianivka was a suburban town close to Kyiv that officially became
part of the city in the second half of the nineteenth century. Its
territory extended to Babyn Yar as well. Among several notable
streets in that district, one may point out Melnykova Street
(sometimes called Melnyk Street but now known predominantly
as Melnykova Street).

It was along Melnyk Street in Kyiv that the Jews were forced to walk
on their way to Babyn Yar.

Podil is a historical neighborhood in Kyiv overlooking the Dnipro.
Podil is one of the oldest neighborhoods of Kyiv, the birthplace
of trade, commerce, and industry in the city.

Syrets is another suburban area mentioned originally in the
thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. Its name derives from
the name of the river Syrets. In the late nineteenth and
early twentieth centuries, Syrets was a place of privately
owned homesteads, which were used as places to live or to
run businesses. During World War 11, the Nazis organized
a concentration camp in that area.
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1942

1943

1944

1964

1966

1968
1972

1974
1975

1976

1977

Timeline

Iakiv Hal “perin, “Laughter”

Pavlo Tychyna, “To the Jewish People”

Volodymyr Sosiura, “To the Jewish People”

Maksym Ryl’s kyi, “To the Jewish People”

Mykola Bazhan, “Ravine”

Volodymyr Sosiura, “Babyn Yar”

Vasyl” Shvets’, “Babyn Yar”

Oleksa Iushchenko, “Babyn Yar”

Leonid Pervomais “kyi, “[Resurrect me, future,
for a new]”

Leonid Cherevatenko, “Michelangelo’

Ivan Drach, “[On June 22, 1966, at five in the afternoon]”
Leonid Pervomais‘kyi, “In Babyn Yar”

Volodymyr Pidpalyi, “Babyn Yar”

Marta Tarnawsky, “In my life too there was a Babyn Yar”
Moisei Fishbein, “Ravine”

Sava Holovanivs “kyi, “Melnyk Street”

Ivan Drach, “A Kyiv Legend”

Dmytro Pavlychko, “[On the edge of Babyn Yar]”
Dmytro Pavlychko, “[Walking near Babyn Yar]”
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1982
1984
1989-90

1990

1991

1997

2001

2010

2011

2017

2018

247

Igor Kaczurowskyj, “To Marta Tarnawsky”

Iuri Shcherbak, “Basketball”

Hryhorii Fal ’kovych, “[From that horrible holy time]”
Hryhorii Fal ’kovych, “[Indian summer in Babyn Yar]”
Hryhorii Fal "kovych, “[On the eve of holy Sabbath]”
Abram Katsnel ‘son, “In Babyn Yar”

Abram Katsnel son, “Grandson’s Monologue”

Abram Katsnel “son, “Kyiv. September 29. Babyn Yar”
Dmytro Pavlychko, “Requiem for Babyn Yar”

Arkadii Anin, “Monologue of a Monument Never Built”
Arkadii Anin, “Monologue of the Monument”

Borys Dabo-Nikolaiev, “Tested by Tragedy”

Leonid Cherevatenko, “The Gorgon Medusa”

Leonid Cherevatenko, “1941: The Jewish Question”
Denys Holubyts kyi, “[The stones of my brothers and the
sky of my sisters]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i would die on this street or

on the one around the corner]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i even managed to grow during
the war]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i will say it anyway i will accept
it anyway]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[these streets are already ruins
maybe not all but already]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[i've been getting together

a collection for the last three weeks)]”

Marianna Kiyanovska, “[here is the ravine where hans
does his shooting]”

Valeria Bohuslavs ka, “For Marianna Kiyanovska—in
Response to Her Book The Voices of Babyn Yar’



Prior Publications In English Translation

Arkadii Anin, “Monologue of the Monument,” Volume
Poetry 7 (15 August 2021), https://volumepoetry.com/
Monologue-of-the-Monument-Arkadiy-Anin.

Borys Dabo-Nikolaiev, “Tested by Tragedy,” Volume
Poetry 7 (15 August 2021), https://volumepoetry.com/
Tested-by-Tragedy-Borys-Dabo-Nikolayev.
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