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Note on Transliteration

Iuse the conventional transliteration for names and locations in the body
of the text. However, in the footnotes to my introduction, notes, and
bibliographic information, I adhere to the Library of Congress system of
transliteration.

In the introduction and notes, all translations are my own unless other-
wise indicated.






Introduction: Mapping the
Ukrainian Poetry of New York

In the midst of ever-increasing quantity, anthologies enable individual voices to be heard above the collective noise.
—(zeslaw Milosz'

In the very city of New York literally every day poets read their work in dozens of different places:

at museums, churches, universities, various institutions, libraries, theatres, galleries, cafes and private places. [. . .]
Every place that has a roof is a place for poetry.

—Bohdan Boychuk?

This poetry is no hymn to the homeland; rather the gaze of the allegorist, as it falls on the city,

Is the gaze of alienated man. It is the gaze of the flaneur, whose way of life still conceals behind a mitigating nimbus
the coming desolation of the big-city dweller

—Walter Benjamin?

The Encounter

Legend has it that on a mid-fall day in 1966, while on an official trip to New York
City as part of the Soviet-Ukrainian delegation to the annual convention of
the United Nations, Ivan Drach—then a thirty-year-old aspiring poet and
screenwriter—managed to escape the KGB personnel tailing the poet and
headed into a district of the city totally unknown to him. After wandering
around this strange neighborhood, the poet stopped before a cafeteria, entered
it, and spotted a bearded, bespectacled man sitting in the corner as if waiting
for someone. Drach approached him; the two men shook hands. The bearded
man, believed to be the American poet Allen Ginsberg, lived nearby in an area
known as the East Village. The Ukrainian poet did not know conversational
English well, and Ginsberg did not know any Ukrainian. So the two sat for an
hour in complete silence, just gazing at each other, and afterwards stood up and
bid their farewell, noiselessly parting ways.

1 Czeslaw Milosz, Milosz’s ABC, trans. Madeline G. Levine (New York: Farrar, Straus and
Giroux, 2001), 39.

2 Bohdan Boychuk, “Tsikavyi lyst,” Suchasnist' 6 (1979): 102.

3 Walter Benjamin, The Arcades Project, trans. Howard Eiland and Kevin McLaughlin
(Cambridge and London: Harvard University Press, 2002), 10.
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The legend is incredible enough to have actually taken place. (What
happened for sure, though, is that Drach did read at the international literary
festival in Sorrento, Italy, in July 1967, along with Allen Ginsberg and the
Austrian poet Ingeborg Bachmann. Later, the whole group of poets set out to
meet the great American literary expatriate, Ezra Pound.*) How could these
two important poets of their generation—one American, one Ukrainian—
relate to each other? How was their silent yet meaningful encounter influenced
by their environment—a cafeteria in Manhattan, a locale designated for such
chance encounters, these meetings and almost-meetings? The appeal of this
anecdote—not unlike perhaps the most important urban poem of the modern
age, “A une Passante” (“To a Passerby”) by Charles Baudelaire—Tlies in its
desire to find the ideal urban language.

This anthology is dedicated to such encounters between the poets and
the city.

The anthology’s title is inspired by two poems contained in the collec-
tion, which bear two vital thematic components: the city of New York and the
genre of elegy. An elegy is a poem about distance (and, in its original meaning,
about death and mourning). In his volume A Poet’s Glossary, Edward Hirsch
defines the elegy as “a poem of mortal loss and consolation” and suggests
that “[t]he American elegist in particular seems to suffer from [...] a ‘polar
privacy, a dark sense of isolation, of displacement from traditional settings of
grief and the consolations of community”® It may be risky but worth trying
to amend Hirsch’s definition to substitute American elegists for Ukrainian
elegists in America or simply for Ukrainian elegists, too. It helps us under-
stand that periods of drastic life changes—such as immigration, escape, and
exile—will have a serious impact on the author from which a new sense of
lyrical optics emerges. I want to call this new sense an elegy.® Ukrainian poets
kept in mind that the elegy is defined by distance. For these poets, the city
of New York had never really been their city but that did not deter them.
Their writing, in the end, suggests a loving elegy for a city (an urban object

4 Interview with Ivan Drach in Koncha-Ozerna, July 2017.

S Edward Hirsch, A Poet’s Glossary (Boston: Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 2014), 196, 198.

6 It has been also suggested that “New York poems might be by nature elegiac, at least for
the writing of native New Yorkers, in that so many of the places in them were the haunts
of —and then became haunted by—the poet’s childhood” (John Hollander, “Foreword,” in
I Speak of the City: Poems of New York, Stephen Wolf, ed. [New York: Columbia University
Press, 2007], xxv).
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of desire) that they cannot fully appropriate. This distance, or even lack, only
sharpens their appreciation.

The Roots of Ukrainian Poetry about New York

Ukrainian poetry written about and in New York developed more or less in
parallel with the establishment of the Ukrainian community in the city. It might
even be ventured that as soon as a community settles in an area, it works to
establish some sort of printing press. Different diasporic waves produced dif-
ferent kinds of publications. With the first wave of Ukrainian immigration,
which took place at the end of the nineteenth century predominantly from
what is now known as Western Ukraine, came one of the first Ukrainian news-
papers to be published on the East Coast; the New York-based Svoboda was
established in 1893 and continues to be in print. The first wave of immigra-
tion had little cultural output but nonetheless managed to establish points that
would later be transformed into a net of Ukrainian institutions in the city.”
In addition, the twentieth century brought the poetic voice to the forefront of
the Ukrainian diaspora. With each new wave and generation, Ukrainian dias-
poric poetry gained complexity, volume, and significance, culminating after
World War II, with the appearance of the Third Wave.

New York City is powerfully associated with culture and literature at
large, and poetry in particular. The city hosts a variety of places of poetry
(such as publishing houses, reading venues, libraries, and even book clubs).8
Newcomers to the city, belonging to differing backgrounds, interacted with
the city’s cultural aura to create both immigrant communities and literature
about their experiences. Ukrainian literature in and about New York was no
exception: it made its mark with the creation of journals, publishing houses,
readings series, and, most importantly, ardent discussion, through which the
city’s writers were able to encounter their audiences.

7 Onthe account of the development of Ukrainian literature in the United States, see George
Grabowicz, “The Voices of Ukrainian Emigré Poetry,” Canadian Slavonic Papers 28, no. 2
(June 1986): 157-173; George S. N. Luckyj, Ukrainian Literature in the Twentieth Century:
A Reader’s Guide (Toronto: Shevchenko Scientific Society; University of Toronto Press,
1992), esp. chap. 7, “The Second Emigration and Diaspora,” 95-103; Bohdan Rubchak,
“Literatura.” Entsyklopediia Ukrains'koi diaspory, Vol. 1, Spolucheni Shtaty Ameryky, A-K,
39-46 (New York: Naukove Tovarystvo im. Shevchenka v Amerytsi, 2009).

8  For a useful attempt of history and periodization of literature written in New York City, see
Susan Edmiston and Linda D. Cirino, Literary New York: A History and Guide (Layton, UT:
Gibbs Smith Publishers, 1991).
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So how was the city portrayed by these poets? What lenses did they use for
their observations and expressions?® Those who came to stay and those who
came to visit approached cities in different ways. Historically, the Ukrainian
diaspora in the twentieth century gravitated around three major hubs—
Warsaw, Prague, and New York—and a few less significant but nonetheless
important cities such as Berlin, London, and Paris.!® New York served as a
crucial harbor for Ukrainians from the end of the nineteenth century to the
present day—both for those who decided to immigrate and those who wanted
to travel and encounter the “New World.” Literati of various inclinations, poets
included, were among those displaced. And each poet had a different story, a
separate and intimate encounter with the city.

Outlining the Goals

New York Elegies: Ukrainian Poetry on the City, an anthology of Ukrainian
poetry about New York City, includes poems written by Ukrainian poets
between 1922 and 2016.!! The anthology presents an almost century-long

9 For a source of scholarly discussions of various themes in regard to the city of New York,
see Cyrus R. K. Patell and Bryan Waterman, eds. The Cambridge Companion to Literature of
New York (Cambridge, UK: Cambridge University Press, 2010).

10 The cities of political, cultural, and other dominance outside of Ukraine are a topic yet
to be researched. Here, we can only outline the possibilities suggested by scholars of the
Ukrainian community in exile. George Luckyj lists the following North American cities:
New York, Philadelphia, Chicago, Detroit, Montreal, Toronto, and Winnipeg (George
Luckyj, Ukrainian Literature in Twentieth Century: A Reader’s Guide [Toronto: University
of Toronto Press, 1992]); Maria Rewakowicz suggests another triangle of cities significant
to the Ukrainian diaspora: New York, Warsaw, and Prague (Maria Rewakowicz, Literature,
Exile, Alterity: The New York Group of Poets [Boston: Academic Studies Press, 2014]).

11 Alist of selected anthologies of American poetry about New York City may include (but does
not limit itself to) the following publications: The City That Never Sleeps: Poems of New York,
edited by Shawkat M. Toorawa, foreword by Anne Pierson Wiese (Albany: State University
of New York Press, 2015); Writing New York: A Literary Anthology, edited by Philipp Lopate
(New York: Library of America, 2008); I Speak of the City: Poems of New York, selected and
edited by Stephen Wolf, foreword by John Hollander (New York: Columbia University Press,
2007); Broken Lands: Poems of Brooklyn, edited by Julia Spicher Kasdorf and Michael Tyrell,
foreword by Hal Sirowitz (New York: New York University Press, 2007); New York Poets I1:
An Anthology: From Edwin Denby to Bernadette Mayer, edited by Mark and Trevor Winkfield
(Manchester: Carcanet, 2006); The New York Poets: Frank O’Hara, John Ashbery, Kenneth
Koch, James Schuyler: An Anthology, edited with an introduction by Mark Ford (Manchester:
Carcanet, 2004); Poetry After 9—11: An Anthology of New York Poets, edited by Dennis Loy
Johnson, introduction by Alicia Ostriker (New York: Melville House, 2002); Poems of
New York, selected and edited by Elizabeth Schmidt (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 2002);
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corpus of poetic text, including works by poets belonging to three distinct
waves of Ukrainian immigration to the United States, visiting poets
from Soviet Ukraine, and poets who moved or traveled to the United States
after the 1991 collapse of the Soviet Union, when Ukraine regained its
independence.

New York Elegies aims to shed light on the previously unexamined space
of Ukrainian literature by providing examples of poetic works in both the
Ukrainian original and the English translation for scholars of Slavic literatures,
urban studies, and diaspora studies, and for those with a interest in poetry. This
anthology highlights how, despite and/or due to a number of historical and
political obstacles, Ukrainian literature over the course of past century proved
reactive to contemporary international literary tendencies. This collection of
poems about the Ukrainian New York offers a multi-layered panorama of fresh
urban visions, comprised of texts composed by poets who had (or continue
to have) diverse fates. New York Elegies attempts to demonstrate how descrip-
tions and evocations of New York City are connected to various stylistic modes
and topical questions urgent to Ukrainian poetry throughout its development.
The collection thus gives readers the opportunity to view New York through
various poetic and stylistic lenses.?

The texts are grouped into three sections: (a) interwar poetry from the
early 1920s through the late 1930s, written by visiting poets from Soviet
Ukraine and émigré poets based in the United States, as well as by poets who
never visited New York, such as Mykhail Semenko and Oleksa Slisarenko;
(b) post-World War II poetry, written predominantly by newly emigrated
poets from Ukraine who left during the war, as well as by visiting Soviet
Ukrainian poets between the mid-1940s and mid-1970s; and (c) post-1991

New York: Poems, edited by Howard Moss (New York: Avon, 1980); An Anthology of New
York Poets, edited by Ron Padgett and David Shapiro (New York: Random House, 1970). Of
particular interest are early individual collections and anthologies dedicated to New York that
date back to the late 1900s and 1920s, such as Ballads of Old New York, ed. Arthur Guiterman
(New York: Harper & Bros., 1920); City Tides: Archie Austin Coates (New York: George H.
Doran Company, 1918); Cobblestones: David Sentner (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1921);
Manbhattan, ed. John Myers O’Hara (Portland, ME: Smith & Sale, 1915); Charles Hanson
Towne Manhattan (New York: M. Kennerley, 1909).

12 A useful approach might be a comparison between how American writers and those who
arrived to New York viewed and depicted the city; see Stephen Miller, Walking New York:
Reflections of American Writers from Walt Whitman to Teju Cole (New York: Fordham
University Press, 2015).
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New York Elegies

poetry written by both visiting and immigrating poets from a newly indepen-
dent Ukraine.

The poems belonging to the first period are characterized by their close
connection to the Futurist tradition emerging at that time in Ukraine and cul-
tivated among Ukrainian authors residing in the United States. For example,
one of the most prolific Ukrainian New York-based poets of the time, Mykola
Tarnovsky, described in detail his Leftist views on the city’s turbulent nature.
Tarnovsky was employed by Ukrainian leftist organizations and edited several
magazines, some of which were dedicated to literature. In the texts by these
left-leaning authors, the city serves as a place for the political and social to
manifest itself. Futurist aesthetics and socialist politics become intertwined.
Although these poets were enthralled with the city’s flashing lights, they also
opposed what they believe to be a sharp division between the city’s rich and
poor, the privileged and the outcast.

The second section contains a significant number of poets, both estab-
lished and emerging, who fled Ukraine during World War II. The established
poets include authors such as Yuri Kosach, Yevhen Malanyuk, and Vadym
Lesych, to name a few. These poets published their first books during the
interwar period of the 1920s and 1930s.!3 Their move west was crucial for their
actual survival and, no less significant, for the survival of their creative oeuvre.
Those who belong to the group of emerging poets (for example, the New York
Group of poets, which I will turn to later) are those who left Ukraine as teen-
agers, received their education in the West, and thus had different perspective
toward literature, Ukrainian or otherwise.

These two groups disagreed on several questions: Which direction should
the poetic gaze look to in the situation of exile? And what is to be done with
the constructed feeling of nostalgia? According to Svetlana Boym, nostalgia is
“an affective yearning for a community with a collective memory, a longing for
a continuity in a fragmented world. Nostalgia inevitably reappears as a defense
mechanism in a time of accelerated rhythms of life and historical upheavals.’1#
In other words, should Ukrainian diasporic poetry be nostalgic, fueled by the
memories of the Past, yearning for the abandoned realm of Ukrainian territory
and culture? Or shoulditbe urgent, directed at the poet’s new environment, that of

13 For a take on Iurii Kosach’s life in the immigration and the writer’s adaptation to a new
world, see Askold Melnyczuk, “Remembering and Forgetting,” Boston Globe, April 4, 2015.
https://www.bostonglobe.com/arts/books/2015/04/04/remembering-and-forgetting/
XqrhKryvRSCUxi7xgqmWMLK/story.html (accessed: November 30, 2017).

14 Svetlana Boym, The Future of Nostalgia (New York: Basic Books), xiv.
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New York urbanity? The older group of poets portrayed the city with the senti-
ments of those who had been made to leave their home—with loneliness, resent-
ment, alack of understanding, difficulty accepting their new situation, and a sense
of being lost. In contrast, the younger generation felt more open toward new sty-
listic means and devices, delving into modern literary approaches to urban repre-
sentation. Sometimes, their poems were free of any specific topographical details,
yet were ostensibly based on their experience of making contact with New York
(for example, Yuriy Tarnawsky, Bohdan Boychuk, Bohdan Rubchak, Dima, Lydia
Palij, and others). It is important to mention here the New York Group of poets,
a modernist circle of young authors. This group, united in their quest for new
literary styles and sensitivities, opposed the representatives from older genera-
tions of the Ukrainian diaspora and their somewhat old-fashioned approach to
the understanding of literature and its processes.!> The poetry of the younger
generations, however, offered a new and timely contribution to the development
of Ukrainian poetry in the Diaspora.'¢

The following excerpts demonstrate how the youngest generation of
poets of that time living in the Diaspora viewed the city:

tearing apart her cotton dress
she crosses Times Square
and gives herself to everyone
who hungers for flesh

and pays

you
also make love to her
having no one

closer!”

And this excerpt from Dima:

The night is sliced, split into half

1S For a history and critical study of the body of work produced by the New York Group of
poets, see Maria Rewakowicz, Literature, Exile, Alterity; and Mariia Revakovych [Maria
Rewakowicz], Persona Non-grata (Kyiv: Krytyka, 2012).

16 To compare and get an understanding of the establishment of literary life in New York that
apparently overlapped with the formation of literary life among Ukrainian immigrants of
the post-World War II wave, see Dan Wakefield, New York in the S0s (Boston: Houghton
Mifflin/Seymour Lawrence, 1992).

17 Bohdan Boychuk, “Eleven,” trans. Mark Rudman and the author, p. 125 in this volume.
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by the roar of engines, the wail of sirens,
by the mad traffic of

the New York cars

and the smoke from house

on fire close by.

The night ended

without ever dreaming.'8

As well as one from Lydia Palij:

In the canyons of the city,
the brownstones

breathe fish and garlic

on each other.

On the asphalt

[...]

Wide-hipped black women
sit on the stoops
near open doors,

knees splayed apart.

Dark-skinned kiddos

screech under the cascades

from the open hydrants.!

All three poems focus on the dynamics of street movement. Palij’s descrip-
tion concentrates on an unnamed area of the city where life goes on in the heat
of the summer, with the block’s residents filling the street. This image is both
concrete, yet located in an unknown place; its precise location is not necessary
for the reader to know. Boychuk looks at the city from the point of view of
a prostitute who is a city dweller and a flaneuse, walking along Forty-Second
Street in Manhattan. In the Dima poem, the body of the city is stripped of any
human bodies and filled with invisible drivers whose cars cause “[ ... ] the roar
of engines, / the wail of sirens” as well as “[ ... ] the mad traffic of” These poems
present us with the city’s shocking, sometime uneasy intimacy.

18 Dima, “New York Night,” trans. Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella, p. 135 in this volume.
19 Lida Palij, “A Hot Day in New York,” trans. Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella, p. 137 in this volume.
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Poets visiting from Soviet Ukraine following World War II and during the
Cold War, composed a vital and significant bulk of poetry on the city. By and large,
these poets were expected to represent the official Soviet worldview and were
commissioned to fulfill a particular (and often, ideological) undertaking (e.g. to
promote and defend the ideals of a socialist world and to persuade the Ukrainian
community of New York City that events in Soviet Ukraine were part of a his-
torical process and that the issues of concern in the Ukrainian diaspora—like, for
example, the process of violent Russification or imprisonment of dissidents—
was not threatening).?® Each poet had to make a near impossible decision: on
the one hand, they likely wished to portray the city as authentically as possible,
but, on the other hand, were supposed to meet the standards of Communist
Party propaganda. They were expected, in other words, to uphold the correct—
that is, Soviet—style of life and condemn what they experienced in New York.
Sometimes these poems are curious in their ambivalent utterances, compromis-
ing and uniting the authentic with the ideological (as might be the case of Borys
Oliynyk). Yuri (George) Shevelov had his own take on this specifically “Soviet”
view of the American city. In an article written in response to the publication of
several of Andriy Malyshko’s poems (in the Polish, Paris-based literary journal,
Kultura, in 1950), Shevelov accounts for Malyshko’s poetry and sets himself up as
a defender of New York City, which faithfully served as a home for him from the
early 1950s until his demise in 2002. Shevelov writes:

This America arrived into the Malyshko book not from the New York
streets, but from the pages of the Moscow-based journal Krokodil
[Crocodile]. It is not interesting for us. We know it. Mayakovsky created
it during the first years following the revolution with his colleagues at the
office of ROSTA [Russian telegraph agency]. Back then such an embodi-
ment was known under the name of Wilson. Mayakovsky predicted the
world’s future as struggle between a Russian Ivan and an American Wilson,
a struggle in which the victor Ivan raises Soviet flag above Chicago. No
one believes in such an America. [ ... ] This image is a central one in Soviet
propaganda and appears in many volumes of literature even when a cylin-

der and binoculars are not actually mentioned.?!

20 For an example of a volume comprised of works depicting the United States and
New York, specifically, in an unbalanced light, see Gorod Zheltogo D'iavola: Sovetskie
literatory ob amerikanskom obraze zhizni, Anatolii Parpara, ed. (Moscow: Khudozhestvennaia
literatura, 1984).

21 Turii Shevelov, “Zakhid ie Zakhid, a Skhid ie Skhid,” in Iurii Shevelov, Literaturoznavstvo:
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A group of Soviet Ukrainian poets including Andriy Malyshko, Ivan
Drach, Dmytro Pavlychko, and Borys Oliynyk wrote poems about the city after
their New York sojourns, which spanned the mid-1940s through the 1980s.22
Their trips often resulted in single poems or cycles, but also full-length poetry
collections, as in the cases of Andriy Malyshko and Ivan Drach.?3 Regardless of
the heavily-politicized verse published, these poets crafted nuanced, differing
depictions of the Other from a Soviet angle.

The third section of poems belongs to the period after the collapse of the
Soviet Union. The post-1991 period is characterized by the newly available—and
until then, unimaginable—opportunities that opened up for poets, who became
free to travel around the world. Thus, the poems in this section are divided
among those who, due to various circumstances, decided to settle down in
New York or elsewhere in the United States (for example, Vasyl Makhno and
Oksana Lutshyshyna), and those visiting poets who belonged to at least three
generations of the Ukrainian diaspora: visimdesiatnyky, or the Eighties generation
(Yuri Andrukhovych and Oksana Zabuzhko), dev'iatdesiatnyky, or the Nineties
generation (Serhiy Zhadan, Maryana Savka, and others), and dvokhtysiachnyky, or
the millennium generation (Kateryna Babkina, Iryna Shuvalova, Iryna Vikyrchak).

This post-1991 poetry is characterized by the poets’ experiences in a new,
turbulent, and unpredictable post-Soviet world. These poets were, by and
large, free of the burdens that impacted generations of Soviet Ukrainian poets;
many of these émigré poets were unable to return to Ukraine and thus their
writings often focused on an irresolvable sense of nostalgia, longing for the old
country and its traditions, and searching for a new home. In the new era of
the 1990s (and even now, in the first two decades of the twenty-first century),
Ukrainian poets no longer have to fear eternal displacement or be scared of
forced residency in a new and often hostile environment. They observe New
York not with fear but with an acute feeling of curiosity and even awe as they
search for new aesthetics to reflect their discoveries. In this hyperactive epoch

knyha II, compiled by Ivan Dziuba (Kyiv: Vydavnychyi dim “Kyievo-Mohylians'ka
akademiia,” 2009), 520-521.

22 In general, the topic of encounter of Soviet and émigré literati as well as the relationship
between those two groups of literary people needs an attentive study. It suffices to say that
every such trip of Soviet authors to the United States have been covered in the Ukrainian
media in the United States and led to ongoing disputes.

23 Andrii Malyshko, Za synim morem (Kyiv: Radians'’kyi pys'mennyk, 1950); Ivan Drach,
Amerykans'kyi zoshyt (Kyiv: Molod', 1979).
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of technology, Tony Judt suggests that New York is the city that “looks outward,
and thus attractive to people who would not feel comfortable further inland.”>*

Mapping Ukrainian New York

Historically, New York City has functioned as a harbor—both physically and
symbolically—for newcomers. It has played this role for centuries with immi-
grants coming in on vast ships at first, and now on aircrafts. By and large, the
city continues to perform its role as a harbor; if one likes it here, they remain,
and if not, they continue further inland. Even if New York was not the traveler’s
initial destination, the memory of the city remained as their first impression of
the United States.

The city—and, more specifically, certain neighborhoods—remains one of
the most ethnically diverse urban areas in the world. Jackson Heights in Queens
has proudly held this title for decades. Specific neighborhoods throughout the
city’s five boroughs are home to dynamic and diverse diasporic groups. East
Harlem and Bushwick in Brooklyn are associated with Latino immigrants, while
Yorkshire on the Upper East Side used to be an enclave for German migrants.
Italians established what became known as “Little Italy” both in Manhattan
and later in Brooklyn’s Bay Ridge district (though Bay Ridge is now home to an
Arabic population from various regions of the world). Greenpoint in Brooklyn
and Ridgewood in Queens have become home to the Polish diaspora. Brighton
Beach and Sheepshead Bay in southern Brooklyn are notoriously marked as
areas of influence for people from the former Soviet Union. Chinatown in
Manbhattan, Chinatown in Brooklyn’s Sunset Park, and Flushing in Queens
should be mentioned too, as well as Korean Way (o, as it is officially known,
West 32nd Street) in Manhattan; East Williamsburg, Bushwick, Borough’s
Park, and Riverdale in the Bronx are the city’s well-known Hasidic enclaves.
Finally, the East Village in Manhattan and, more recently, Staten Island, house
much of the Ukrainian diaspora.

Ukrainians are commonly believed to have arrived in the United States for
the first time in the 1880 to 1890s. These immigrants were largely from Galicia,
then part of Austria-Hungary and now part of Western Ukraine. Although
most of these newcomers from what is now Ukraine were working class, they
nonetheless created the foundation for cultural and educational life for future

24 Tony Judt, The Memory Chalet (London: William Heinemann, 2010), 196.
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generations.?’ By the end of nineteenth century there were newspapers, various
organizations, and churches on both coasts of the United States. Revolution
in the Russian Empire impacted the United States as well, for many of these
immigrants were manual laborers seeking a more comfortable life; the ideal-
ization and adherence to first socialist and later communist ideals was popular.

In the years following the end of World War II, Ukrainians started to grad-
ually move to New York and established or continued to establish a thriving
Ukrainian community in Manhattan’s East Village. For decades, this neighbor-
hood has been closely affiliated with Eastern European immigrants and partic-
ularly with Ukrainian emigres. Residents of the East Village experienced a wide
range of cultural features characteristic for the Ukrainian community from the
1960s through the 1990s. You could visit dive bars and affordable restaurants
with Eastern European cuisine. You could acquire art by Ukrainian artists from
the gallery and shop ARKA. You could buy various editions of books in the
bookstore Surma.?® You could even purchase a trip to Soviet Ukraine through
the Kovbasiuk travel agency, or attend exhibitions by Ukrainian artists, or
listen to poetry readings or literary discussions at The Literary and Arts Club
on Second Avenue in those days, just as can now be done at the Ukrainian
Museum or the Ukrainian Institute of America.?’

Scholarly institutions that previously existed in Ukraine were reestab-
lished in New York, such as the Shevchenko Scientific Society, now located
in the East Village, and the Ukrainian Academy of Arts and Science on the
Upper West Side, while some were created from scratch, such as the Ukrainian
Institute of America. In the 1950s, the Organization of Ukrainian Writers in
Exile “Slovo,” was established as well. A great number of newspapers, literary

25 For the history of Ukrainian immigration to the United States, see Iulian Bachyns'kyi,
Ukrains'ka immihratsiia v Spoluchenkh Shtatkh Ameryky (Kyiv, 1995); Myron Kuropas, The
Ukrainian Americans: Roots and Aspirations, 1884-1954 (Toronto: University of Toronto
Press, 1991); Halyna Lemekh, Ukrainian Immigrants in New York: Collision of Two Worlds
(El Paso, TX: LFB Scholarly Publishing, 2010).

26 One of the oldest and last remaining venues from the great Ukrainian past in New York was
a bookstore called Surma. Located in the East Village, it closed in 2016. For coverage of the
event, see Noah Remnick, “With Closing of East Village Shop, Little Ukraine Grows Smaller,”
New York Times, June S, 2016. Available online: https://www.nytimes.com/2016/06/06/
nyregion/with-closing-of-east-village-shop-little-ukraine-grows-smaller.html?mcubz=0
(accessed on November 30,2017). See also an older article on the Surma bookstore: Alastair
Reid, “An Afternoon in the Ukraine,” New Yorker, May 31, 1982, 27.

27 Christine Lukomsky, “The Ukrainian East Village: Present,” Hosi zopuzonmu/New Directions
3,n0.7 (1971): 11-23.
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journals, and scholarly publications were produced with the help of this second
wave of Ukrainian émigrés.

These publications confronted the long-standing Ukrainian New York-
based leftist presses and organizations. Leon Tolopko started off as a poet,
and after World War I, involved himself in Ukrainian socialist institutions
based in New York. Tolopko went on to edit a newspaper and publish several
volumes of history on the Ukrainian leftist movement in the United States.??
At the end of the 1950s, Mykola Tarnovsky traveled to Soviet Ukraine and
remained there until his death, enjoying relative literary success: his works
were reprinted in many collections and translated into the other languages
of the Soviet Union.?”

Mykola Tarnovsky decided to visit and then remain in the Soviet Ukraine.
Yuri Kosach, nephew to the famous Ukrainian writer Lesia Ukrainka, traveled
to Soviet Ukraine on several occasions in the 1960s. His works were even
published in Soviet Ukraine, from the 1960s through the1980s, making him
an anomaly—typically, Ukrainian diasporic writers were not received well
by Soviet critics. Kosach could have remained in Soviet Ukraine to enjoy the
success and attention of the Soviet Union, as Tarkovsky did. He did not need
to struggle in his adopted country, the United States, but nevertheless always
returned—proving that he chose freedom.

Common Places/Common Senses

We certainly can speak of the “Kyiv text” or the “Kharkiv text” or the “Lviv

»30

text”3Y—for centuries, these were the important hubs for Ukrainian (and other

28 For the history of Ukrainian socialist and communist movement in the United States,
see Leon Tolopko, Trudovi ukraintsi SShA: Knyha persha (1980-1924 rr.) (New York:
Liha amerykans'kykh ukraintsiv, 1984) and its English-language version: Leon Tolopko,
Working Ukrainians in the USA: book I (1980-1924) (New York: Ukrainian American
League, 1986).

29 See, for example, Tarnovsky'’s “Avtobiohrafiia” (Autobiography) in a volume of his selected
works: Mykola Tarnovs'kyi, Z burkhlyvykh liv (Kyiv: Dnipro, 1965).

30 For the Kyiv text, see Taras Koznarsky, “Three Novels, Three Cities.” In Irena R. Makaryk
and Virlana Tkacz, eds. Modernism in Kyiv: Jubilant Experimentation (Toronto: University
of Toronto Press, 2010), 98-137. Inna Bulkina ‘Kievskii tekst v russkom romantizme:
Problemy tipologii, Lotmanovskii sbornik 3 (Moscow: OGI, 2004), 93-104. Serhiy
Bilenky, Imperial Urbanism in the Borderlands: Kyiv, 1800-1905 (Toronto: University of
Toronto Press, 2018); for the Lviv text, see Jan Paul Hinrichs, Lemberg—Lwéw—Luviv
([Amsterdam]: Lubberhuizen, 2008), and its Ukrainian edition: Ian-Paul’ Hinrikhs [Jan
Paul Hinrikhs], Lemberg — Lwow — Lviv. Fatal 'ne misto, trans. Iaroslav Dovhopolyi (Kyiv:

XXiX



XXX

New York Elegies

kinds of ) literature and poetry—but what about the cities outside of and away
from Ukraine? Many Ukrainian authors flowed from its territories westward
(and sometimes eastward), establishing literary hubs in foreign countries.
New York is an example of the results of this flow.

What is a city’s text? Vladimir N. Toporov provides a useful definition: “It
[here Toporov specifically means St. Petersburg, but this can also be applied
to New York] talks to us through [or with] its streets, squares, waters, islands,
gardens, buildings, monuments, people, history, ideas and can be understood
as in its sense a heterogeneous text which is ascribed a certain general meaning
and on a basis of which one could reconstruct a certain system of signs that is
realized in a text3!

When paging through the anthology, one notices which urban pat-
terns catch the attention of many generations of Ukrainian poets; these are
topics and rubrics that, despite various literary styles and political affiliations,
nonetheless linked many of the Ukrainian poets in New York together, com-
prising an echo chamber that we might name the “Ukrainian poetic text of
New York”

Topics “traveling” from decade to decade include: (a) modern features
of the city, such as the subway, lack of nature, skyscrapers, bridges, lighting,
and advertisements; (b) addressing the great writers of New York, and borrow-
ing from their arsenal of writing, for example Edgar Allan Poe, Walt Whitman,
Federico Garcia Lorca, and Vladimir Mayakovsky, among others; (c) features
of ethnic and racial difference like Harlem, blackness, poverty, social inequality,
and injustice; (d) toponyms: Broadway, Brooklyn, Central Park, Hudson River,
East River, Times Square, and Wall Street (a location especially significant to
the poetry of left-leaning poets, who believed it to be the manifestation of capi-
talism, a place from which exploitation emanates); and (e) various natural and
human-made features surrounding and defining the city, such as the harbor,
ocean, and islands.

It is curious to note that many of these topics occur in both Ukrainian and
American literatures on New York. Some of the overlapping topics discussed
include “the city’s contradictory faces of glamour and squalor,” “the gigantic

Vydavnytstvo Oleksiia Zhupans'koho, 2010); Katarzyna Kotyriska, Lwéw. O odczytywaniu
miasta na nowo (Krakéw: Migdzynarodowe Centrum Kultury, 2015) and its Ukrainian
translation: Katazhyna Kotyns'ka [Katarzyna Kotyniska], L'viv: perechytuvannia mista, trans.
Ostap Slyvyns'kyi (L'viv: Vydavnytstvo Staroho Leva, 2017).

31 Vladimir Toporov, "Peterburg i Peterburgskii tekst russkoi literatury." In Mif. Ritual. Simvol.
Obraz (Moscow: Izdatel'skaia gruppa "Progress"—"Kul'tura"), 274 275.
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built environment and the relative unimportance of nature,” “its Mammon-

» o«

like preoccupation with business and money,” “its offer of anonymity to
the many,” “its large, dense population, providing space if not always the
warmest of welcomes for the immigrant and the nonconformist,” “its fabled
loneliness and alienation,” and “its symbolic importance as the modernist city
par excellence.”3?

For the purposes of this anthology, the city is, first and foremost, a zone of
imagination and only secondly a place of experience. A symptom of this is the
inclusion of poems by those who never visited New York. For them, the city
was a powerful chimera, a product of a cultural imagination that they needed to
re-imagine. Onto this symbolic canvas, they projected their fears, dreams, and
anxieties of the ideal modernist urban body. Poetry written by those who never
visited the city is one of the more curious subcategories included in this anthol-
ogy—those who instead imagined it, creating by means of fantasy. It is crucial to
keep in mind that relationship with the urban image and urban dynamics were at
the very center of the concerns of the Ukrainian poetic futurism; one can argue,
even, that the urban attraction here was even more powerful and productive than
with the Russian futurists. For Ukrainian poets, the modern city was both neces-
sary and unattainable—hence, this constant attraction, and it is within this con-
text that New York became the ultimate modern dream.

Imagining New York from afar was in literary fashion in the 1920s. Franz
Kafka established the fashion’s precedent a decade prior with his text Amerika,
which he wrote without ever visiting. In Ukraine, New York grabbed the atten-
tion of poets as well as prose writers. Mykhail Semenko, for one, did not need
to visit the city for it to leave vivid traces in his poetic oeuvre. His radical visual
poetry outspokenly demonstrates and maps the city of New York as crucial
to futurist poetry. Another example is a poem by Oleksa Slisarenko, who also
never visited New York.33 He observes the city through the poetry of Walt
Whitman, who also influenced a number of Ukrainian poets in the twentieth
century. Slisarenko’s poem, first published in 1923, suggests, at first glance, the
strong literary impact of Whitman on Ukrainian literature.

32 Philip Lopate, “Introduction,” in Philip Lopate, ed., Writing New York: A Literary Anthology
(New York: Library of America, 1998), xviii-xix.

33 For the contribution to the Ukrainian branch of futurism by Mykhail’ Semenko and Oleksa
Slisarenko, see Oleh S. Ilnytzkyj, Ukrainian Futurism, 1914-1930 (Cambridge, MA:
Harvard Ukrainian Research Institute, 1997).
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The City’s Boundaries and the Echoing of
September 11, 2001 Tragedy

At times, imagining and imaging New York becomes akin to imagining
the end of the world, the city seemed that remote and that terrific, almost
impossible. For poets, the imaginary New York connects the real and sur-
real, utopian and dystopian impulses, dreams and anxieties. It is that uto-
pian “good place” (eu topos), that end/edge of the world that never ceases to
attract people all over:

Have driven

across the bridge
effortlessly,
without having to pay
the toll,

like blood

coming

out of vein,

the car

tumbles along

the concrete

as if through space,
other cars, trucks
tumble past me,
some hundred
yards ahead

where the darkness
starts

a sign

in red, blue, and white
onagreen
background
proclaims:
INTERSTATE

80 WEST

RT 17 NEWARK
EXIT

1/2 MILE.3*

34 Yuriy Tarnawsky, “End of the World,” trans. by the author, p. 103 in this volume.
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By constructing the end/edge as both spatial and temporal, New York is
imaged here as an end in itself — that is, the reality beyond this megapolis
is literally beyond imagination. We may also encounter risqué play with the
dystopian New York in a poem by Yuri Andrukhovych, one of the city’s most
observant Ukrainian describers. He imagines the city being destroyed by the
lyrical character:

“It's New York” — I say. —
“Prepare for bombing”

We start, not at the same time,
but all four of us. The streams cross,
the city beneath us hisses and whole neighborhoods

go out.

“More attention to Manhattan” — I say. —

“Black Harlem and the Bronx are not to be touched.”
“Brooklyn and Queens are down” —

adds John,

a bit drunker and more concentrated.

Having demolished Chrysler, Seagram and the Empire State,
we are generally satisfied with the operation.

We pull up our zips, we go back

to base, in darkness, feeling like the aces of creation.®

Something that was meant as a simple joke in the end turns into horrifying
tragedy: “One month later— / such jokes are in bad taste.” Andrukhovych’s
poem rehearses the point made by one of the city’s cultures main theoreticians:
his work’s imagining of the destruction of New York can now be seen as a maca-
bre foreshadowing of the terror attacks of 9/11. Once the Western nightmare
of the twentieth century became a reality—with Manhattan destroyed—the
city needed to be reimagined altogether. “Many portrayals of the city’s end are
born of love for the city, not disgust.” [ ... ] “[I]n the summer months [0f 2001],
American image makers portrayed disasters that were remarkably similar to
what was to happen in September. Up to the very moment of the attacks on

9/11, these fantasies seemed irresistible to writers and filmmakers.”3¢

35 Yuri Andrukhovych, “Bombing New York City,” trans. Sarah Luczaj, p. 181 in this volume.
36 Max Page, The City’s End: Two Centuries of Fantasies, Fears, and Premonitions of New York’s
Destruction (New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 2008) 146, 195.
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The tragedy of 9/11 inspired mourning in American and non-American
poets alike. In the United States, an anthology of poems about the city after 9/11
hasbeenpublished. Thecity’sgreatesttragedywasnotignoredby Ukrainianpoets
and writers, either; works by Yuri Andrukhovych, Vasyl Makhno, and Oksana
Zabuzhko contain deliberations and personal emotional responses to 9/11.
New York Elegies includes a poem by Yuri Andrukhovych, whose main
New York elegiac theme circles closely around this topic. This poem is paired
with a text by Vasyl Makhno, which might be thought of as a poetic response to
Yuri Andrukhovych’s verse.3” Zabuzhko also tackles the topic in an elegy to free-
dom and strangeness, managing to capture a strikingly powerful image of the
Towers as something that was “erected to be hit like bowling.” Andrukhovych,
too, wrote of Manhattan’s loss of the Twin Towers: “The expansion of Manhattan
in all its denseness and beauty now; after the fall of the Twins, cannot be seen.
For me, in particular, this view is lost forever. I did not make it on time. When
the Twins stood, I didn’t come up with an idea to suffocate with them”38

For a number of foreign-born writers and poets from various corners of
the globe, the events of 9/11 made them reconsider their place in the city. It
made them feel like a New Yorker in the same way that President Kennedy pro-
claimed himself a Berliner when the German city was in danger.? Lithuanian
poet and scholar Tomas Venclova felt this; for him, 9/11 let him explore a hith-
erto unknown side of his identity: “[o]n that day [September 11, 2001] I felt
myself an American for the first time—there was a sentiment (oshchushchenie)
that my country was under attack.”#0

In addition to the imaginary eschatological New York, there also exists the
abstract poetic New York. How can one depict the city without mentioning its
toponyms? This problem was outlined, in part, in the works of 1920s Soviet
Ukrainian poets who never visited the city. The mechanism of this poetry is
based on a wide array of literature, primarily poetic, the authors of which were
usually American, such as Walt Whitman. The other prominent body of work is
the poetry of the New York Group. Its members, according to the scholar Olena
Haleta, “often point at specific places that are connected [to the history of the

37 See: “Aviation Response to Yuri Andrukhovych,” in Vasyl Makhno, Thread and Selected
New York Poems, trans. Orest Popovych (New York: Meeting Eyes Bindery, 2009).

38 Iurii Andrukhovych, Leksykon intymnykh mist (Kyiv: Meridian Czernowitz, 2011),
196-197.

39 Norman Manea, The Fifth Impossibility (New Haven, CT: Yale University Press), 320.

40 “[Interview with] Tomas Venclova” In Poety v N'iu-Iorke: o gorode, iazyke, diaspore, lakov
Klots, ed. (Moscow: Novoe literaturnoe obozrenie, 2016), 658.
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group]. Their city’s topography is above all the topography of Ukrainian New
York, constructed by predecessors, contemporaries, and by the power of their
own imagination”*! One of the key figures in the group was Bohdan Rubchak.
He knew the city and its topography well, but preferred to portray it abstractly as
asymbol, rather than an object on a map. Rubchak came to the city as a teenager
in thelate 1940s and lived in Harlem, and worked as a professor of literature. The
poetical lens of his poetry is modernist but stripped of physical presence, pre-
ferring a metaphysical one. His contribution to the anthology, “The Homeless,”
was published in his debut 1956 collection when the poet was just twenty-one.
This work displays some of the most vivid urban verse of the poet’s corpus. In
the poem, Rubchak does not specify what city he is writing about—but is that
kind of precision necessary for his vision? There are, however, a few indications
that the city’s environs are those of New York. The city’s renowned movement
and speed is mentioned (“[i]n his eyes there is a street that will never slow him
down”); in popular media, New York is often depicted as the city that never
sleeps. The poet reiterates this imagery in the fourth stanza: “This motley street
will slow down for nothing” Here, Rubchak’s use of the adjective “motley” adds
a colorfulness to the depiction of the street’s landscape.

A Soviet Look on New York as Text

I tend to believe that Soviet poets—those part of delegations and those who
visited the city between the wars—were impressed and moved by the city.
A 1967 poem by Pavlychko serves as a telling example. His writing is based on
his first visit to the city in 1966; here, we are dealing with his freshest impres-
sions of the city. The poet chose to work with the first philosophical element—
air. On this canvas, the poet unrolls a brief story of a day in the life of the city.
First, the origin of the air: “New York’s air consists of clumps: / a canvas of
smoke above the dumps.” Here, the topic of nature reoccurs. Then, a Soviet
look at the city: ‘I was born and grew up in a large ancient city, but I like small
American towns; the largest conglomerate of such a town is New York” And
later, the poet elaborates: “New York is a thing in itself, a small settlement that
grew large, an all-American open throughway (prokhidnyi dvir) with its own
laws and its own inner life; but even for a sporadic visitor, New York is a spec-

41 Olena Haleta, Vid antolohii do ontolohii: antolohiia iak sposib reprezentatsii ukrains'koi litera-
tury kintsia XIX-pochatku XXI stolittia (Kyiv: Smoloskyp, 2015), 274.
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tacle, it is a theater for everyone where spectators and actors are divided very
conditionally and all the time are changing roles.”*?

This anthology allows us to observe various motifs or topoi over time—
for example, how Ukrainian immigrants and visitors of New York reacted to the
phenomenon of Harlem, a locale of expressed racial difference in the city. For
many reasons (some more obvious than others), Ukrainian poets in New York
were fascinated by Harlem and its complex ethnic, social, political, aesthetic,
and even sexual dynamics. Ukrainians, as newcomers and foreigners to the city,
found this zone of otherness a useful comparison vis-a-vis their new place of hab-
itation. The interpretations of Harlem in 1920s poetry are filled with conflicting
expressions of adoration, anxiety, and attraction. Some poets lived there, others
just visited; both parties, in the end, became well acquainted with the neighbor-
hood. In this anthology, one can observe certain tendencies—both stylistic and
thematic—as to how the borough was absorbed and digested in their writing.

In his poem “The Black Epic,” Ivan Kulyk introduces a main character called
Sambo, which isbased on the children’sbook The Story of Little Black Sambo (1899).
In this poem, Kulyk attempts to restore Sambo’s path across the United States and
tells Sambo’s story of “how he cursed his fate of picking cotton on southern planta-
tions, how he deceived and ran away from his master, and how he finally found safe
haven in a commune of runaway slaves in Fort Blount.™*3 The last part of the poem,
included in the anthology and dedicated to Harlem of New York, is as follows:

While my montage in Harlem

Will show how freely Sambo lives.

...Can mere words aim
To relate truthfully
How Sambo’s life in Harlem

Is blossoming with beauty? [...]

Thoughts leapt like deer and
Hearts rose in the air:
In Harlem! In Harlem!—

You'll find black millionaires!

Replace the harps, pick up the horns!

42 Vitalii Korotych, Kurbatura iaitsia (Kyiv: Molod’, 1977), 20, 27-28.

43 Yohanan Petrovsky-Shtern, The Anti-Imperial Choice: The Making of the Ukrainian Jew
(New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 2009), 96-97. Chap. 2 of the monograph focused
on the life and creative activity of Ivan Kulyk.
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And play the bugles non-stop!
In Harlem! In Harlem!

The blacks are even cops! ...

There blow hot winds
Down streets and avenues:
But most of all in Harlem—

There are black prostitutes. [ ... ]

...Let black
Join white

And white
Join black,

Let skyscrapers like masts
Arise from the dead bodies,
Let bruised heads in bunches

Hang above the shipyards.

But that’s not from the Black Epos.
That’s from the Red Epos.**

The text demonstrates various formal commitments to the epoch, such as
cine-montage and montage of poetical rhythmic patterns, in addition to show-
ing how enthusiasm for the alleged opportunities of the Harlem Renaissance
were marred by reality—how “black millionaires” morphed into “black pros-
titutes.” Kulyk plays here with the political semantics of colors—he mixes the
black of skin and the red of blood to pronounce his verdict that blackness
cannot find its true realization in New York without the red of the political Left.
Another curious aspect seen in this poem is its aversion to exoticism—Kulyk
mistrusts clichés about the dangerous yet sensual streets of Harlem—and as a
result, he does not exoticize danger.

This political anxiety becomes more pronounced with time; thirty years
later, a poem by Vadym Lesych establishes the contrast between the vision of
Harlem as a place of exotic otherness and Harlem as a socially difficult locale
of displacement:

They roam in white day

from one street to the next,

44 Ivan Kulyk, From “Black Epos,” trans. Alexander Motyl, p. 31, 33 in this volume.
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so empty and sad,
dragging black otherness,
the same kind as we—
gapers, poets, comedians,
and those who, in worry,

expect their burdensome motherhood.*>

Lesych’s compares the inhabitants of Harlem and his own kin—the poets
and artists of Ukrainian New York—and finds two populations whose joy
remains elsewhere. The topography of New York becomes a topography of
global difference—it is pervaded by the sensations, memories, and projections
from various “Old Countries.”

In Yuri Kosach’s poem we can see some similarities:

thousands of arms like quivering cobras

thousands of legs on the footpaths to heaven.

o god with the yellow eyes

o mother on the black donkey

going to Egypt

down the path with the falling stones
down the difficult path of refugees
hapless and unfree

pass the black bread

the bread that isn’t sown

the bread that isn’t reaped

the bread of heaven

with the trees where the red-feathered

cockatoo rocks.*®

Again, we see an interplay with the colors red and black. However,
this time black is not only the color of racial perception, it’s also the color
of black bread, the bread of the poor worldwide, and red is the color of
memory and nostalgia, the color of the bird that sang in their abandoned
country of origin.

4S5 Vadym Lesych, “Harlem: Day (III),” trans. Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft, p. 61 in this
volume.
46 Yuri Kosach, “Manhattan, 103rd Street,” trans. Ali Kinsella, p. 67 in this volume.
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These two sentiments, empathy and awe, pervade Ukrainian poetry about
Harlem. Ukrainian poets move closer to Harlem in different ways through their
observations; Drach, for one, not only describes how he saves an exhausted
black man on the subway, but how this encounter exemplified for him the
whole social, political, and philosophical world of blackness—and how it can
be approached through action and learning. One of the leading theoreticians of
urban blackness in the twentieth century, James Baldwin, permeates the fabric
of Drach’s politically engaged text:

Just two white guys who were brave
Enough to enter his black ghetto—
Suffering, isolated, and resisting.
Caution! Stay and guard us!

It’s time to read James Baldwin

To feel the African-American spirit
Full of fetor and full of wind ...#”

And if we follow Drach’s invitation, when reading Baldwin we find these
famous impassioned lines on New York:

“Whoever is born in New York is ill-equipped to deal with any other
city: all other cities seem, at best, a mistake, and, at worst, a fraud. No
other city is so spitefully incoherent. Whereas other cities flaunt there
history—their presumed glory—in vividly placed monuments, squares,
parks, plaques, and boulevards, such history as New York has been
unable entirely to obliterate is to be found, mainly, in the backwaters of
Wall Street, in the goat tracks of Old and West Broadway, in and around
Washington Square, and, for the relentless searcher, in grimly inaccessible

regions of The Bronx*8

Ukrainian poets dared to experience and write about “the grimly inacces-
sible regions” of the city, both for their political agendas and their quest for
identity.

47 Ivan Drach, “For Dmytro Pavlychko,” trans. Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella, p. 149, 151 in this
volume.
48 James Baldwin, Just Above My Head (New York: New Dial, 1979), 227-228.
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Broadway

The world knows many things about New York City—or thinks it does, at
least. Due to the speedy globalization of recent decades, the list of commonly
known toponyms is on the rise. Often, however, poets became rooted in one
neighborhood, and did not try to explore beyond it—that is, to actively drift
through the urban space. Occasionally, this happened because they felt alienated.
Some authors stopped walking the city to concentrate on their areas of residence,
for example, the East Village. This could have led to a relative unfamiliarity with
the city and perhaps even alack of interest in it. A Romanian émigré author once
experienced something similar: “The writer, caught up in the shelter of solitude,
does not have much time to wander about. His neighborhood is his world, the
geography of his calendar.” The author, however, hastens to add that New York
City’s streets “offer extraordinary spectacles wherever one is.”*’

The most popular toponyms, however, remain the same. One such exam-
ple is, indisputably, Broadway. This road begins in the Bowling Green district
of downtown Manhattan and stretches the length of the island for thirteen
miles, continuing on for two additional miles in the Bronx; it then exits north
of the city, where runs for another eighteen miles.

One example follows: an unidentified author that hides behind the pseud-
onym V. Rudeychuk—though, admittedly, this could be a real name—steps
off Broadway into an area that might be called Greenwich Village nowadays.
In his 1928 poem “New York,” Broadway is a site of clear class divisions:
“On West Broadway someone cries: / ‘A bottle of beer, two of champagne, /
Mademoiselle planted in the limousine.”>°

Yevhen Malanyuk, whose main corpus of poems about New York City was
written during the poet’s initial years in the city (namely, from 1949 to 1953),
consistently associates Broadway with a canyon, a deep cleft between two
cliffs. It is unlikely that the poet ever visited any canyons in the United States,
and just as unlikely that he saw Berenice Abbott’s photographs of New York
in the 1930s.%! The symbol of the canyon shows us that Malanyuk thought of
Broadway as a nuanced locus of the city. One such depiction reads as follows:
“In Manhattan’s sunless creases, / In Broadway’s canyon craziness / There is

no blueness and no sun / -the trees don’t rustle / -and space never breathes”>?

49 Norman Manea, The Fifth Impossibility (New Haven, CT: Yale University Press), 322.

S0 V.Rudeychuk, “New York,” trans. Abbey Fenbert, p. 27 in this volume.

S1 See, for example, Elizabeth McCausland and Berenice Abbott, New York in the Thirties
(Mineola, NY: Dover Publications, 2013).

52 Yevhen Malanyuk, “New York Shorthand,” trans. Alexander Motyl, p. 43 in this volume.
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Broadway is also the place where times passes through something that may
be described as a darkness roused out of dirt—or “smoke,” to be more accu-
rate: “And all the days that crisscross / Broadway’s smoke-filled canyon”>3
Malanyuk also substitutes, or rather finds, a synonym for “canyon” in his poem
“Thoughts,” in which Broadway is an “abyss” constructed of “waves of stone and
steel:” “An azure rectangle above Broadway’s abyss / Waves of stone and steel.
A sleepless haze”>* In Malanyuk’s poetry, Broadway becomes a dangerous and
sublime natural phenomenon.

Yuri Kosach, a poet who belongs to a younger generation than Malanyuk,
also moved to New York City after World War II, at the same time as Malanyuk.
Inhis poem “Broadway,” Kosach, too, offers anotion of an “abyss” in connection
to Broadway, but in a somewhat different way: “you glide, glide like a dead-
eyed idol, / along the abysses of faceless Broadway.” Broadway here is a venue
of various sorts of idols, along whom one is strolling, and the abysses (again)
of the main New York streets are faceless. Closer to the end of his poem, while
speaking of the city’s probable and imagined destruction, one will remain with
the street of Broadway: “You'll still have your canyons of streets, Broadway,”
and the city’s heart will continue beating: “your still-stone, still-alive heart
will beat”> In the other poem entitled “Ballad of Golden Broadway,” Kosach
remains faithful to the city that adopted him, or rather maybe the city he him-
self adopted, after his escape from post-war Europe. In what may be described
as a conflicting depiction of the city, Broadway is portrayed as a river and a
frigate. Golden Broadway moves along the street and the glimmering street-
lights (“neon”); however, it is not known if they illuminate the street, since the
street is already deserted: “So is she, blue-lashed Ophelia from the neon desert
of Broadway.” The poem’s ending suggests that Broadway will still remain, and
it seems that the author supports this continuation and and hopes that this area
will thrive:

Broadway still glows, the banquet continues

But, though we may be mad, let’s pass it by,

Let’s leave this horde of pirates, of scoundrels

(May the screeching of their laughter hang in a haze!).

We must pave the way to the wondrous places,

53 Yevhen Malanyuk, “Untitled,” trans. Alexander Motyl, p. 47 in this volume.
54 Yevhen Malanyuk, “Thoughts,” trans. Alexander Motyl, p. 49 in this volume.
55 Yuri Kosach, “Broadway,” trans. Ali Kinsella, p. 73 in this volume.
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Faster on the wings of the tempests!

Faster with the stars in spring!>®

Dima belongs to a completely different generation than both Malanyuk
and Kosach. In her poem “Broadway in the Evening,” the street is a location
that collects all sorts of lights that originate from ads: “Ads, ads, ads... / Above
us, below us, on all sides.” However, the ads produce such a myriad of lights
that there is no delight in encountering them: “You walk along Broadway / In
the evening /And it starts to feel creepy / From all those colorful stains L7
Writing about the lights on Broadway is not a novel topic, but rather a contin-
uous one spanning from decade to decade, from one generation of poets to
another. For example, Lorca, too, pointed out that Broadway is full of colors
and lights.

The way Abram Katsnelson perceived the city suggests yet another
example of a poet-visitor and his relation with the city. For the poet, Broadway
becomes a scene “illuminated by ads aglow” (here again the topic of lights and
colorful ads emerges), where a lyrical character encounters a Jewish person
“saved by God,” but also with a “mouth split and splayed” that was “slashed in
a concentration camp with a blade.” For Katsnelson, who was born in a shtetl
in what is now the Chernihiv region, the topic of Eastern European Jewishness
becomes fairly significant right after his visit to New York and his presumable
encounters, at least visual if not verbal, with Holocaust survivors.

Ukrainian Poets of New York and Their Virgils

For a number of poets from Eastern Europe, Ukrainian poets included, one
of the possible ways to get to know the city and comprehend it was through
the interlocutors: foreign poets whose poetry on the city of New York became
available for reading. There are, for example, several of the most frequently
encountered foreign poets whose poetry was of a certain scale for Ukrainian
writers: the American poet Walt Whitman, the Spanish poet Federico Garcia
Lorca, and the Soviet Russian poet Vladimir Mayakovsky.

Walt Whitman’s relationship with Russian and Eastern European lit-
eratures takes its beginning sometime in the second half of the nineteenth
century and becomes more and more intense in the early twentieth century,

56 Yuri Kosach, “Ballad of Golden Broadway,” trans. Ali Kinsella, p. 85 in this volume.
57 Dima, “Broadway in the Evening,” trans. Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella, p. 133 in this volume
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as he becomes a gradually popular poet first among Eastern European poets
and then readers; his work was translated and re-printed into languages such
as Czech, Polish, and Russian.®® Whitman’s influence is apparent for at least
several generations of Ukrainian poets, some of them who visited, such as
Drach, Korotych, and Kulyk, as well as for those who lived in New York City.
Les Herasymchuk suggested that “[t]he peculiarity of Ukrainian Whitmanism
is that it takes its beginning not from the translation, critics, but from direct or
indirect borrowing of the aesthetic ideas of Walt Whitman.”>

As early as in the 1922 poem “Speech,” the futurist Mykhail Semenko

declares the following:

Koau Yoar YiTmen Bmep
(1892)

HApOAUBCS
.60

[When Walt Whitman died / (1892) / 1/ was born].

According to Oleh S. Ilnytzkyj, by “[r]elating his own physical born with
Walt Whitman’s year of death, Semenko presents himself as if he had been a
reincarnation of the renowned American.”! Whitman becomes somewhat of
an unrecognized and continuous Virgil for Ukrainian poets; they enjoyed the
poet’s poetics but, likely, he also became the one who made a bridge between
the countries, between the literary traditions, even though not all visited the
city. But what was probably one of the main things that attracted poets was
how they saw the city (probably for one of the first times) through the poems
of Walt Whitman, who himself was a passionate lover and appreciator of the
city. “Whitman, though a native of the New York area, loved it and wrote of it
with the zeal and zest usually found in those from elsewhere who have made

58 F. Lyra, “Whitman in Poland,” and Stephen Stepanchev “Whitman in Russia.” In Walt
Whitman and the World, 295-299; 300-313. Gay Wilson Allen and Ed Folsom, eds. (Iowa
City: University of lowa Press, 1995).

59 Les’ Herasymchuk, “Amerykans’kyi bard v Ukraini. Retseptsiia dorobku Volta Vitmena.”
Sumno.com. 26 July 2009. Available: http://sumno.com/article/amerykanskyj-bard-v-ukra-
jini/#_ednref41 (accessed on November 13,2017).

60 Mykhail’ Semenko, Vybrani tvory, Anna Bila, ed. (Kyiv: Smoloskyp, 2010), 149.

61 Oleh II'nyts'kyi [Oleh S. Ilnytzkyj], “Ukrains’ka avanhardna poeziia: povernennia do chy-
tacha” In Ukrains'’ka avanhardna poeziia (1910-1930-ti roky): antolohiia, Oleh Kotsarev
and Iuliia Stakhivs'ka, eds. (Kyiv: Smoloskyp, 2014), 8.
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New York their chosen home.”%? Because of this fact, Walt Whitman became

the American poet associated strongly with walking in the city, trying to under-

stand the city on site, thinking very attentively about the city.%3

The artist Louis Lozowick, once a student at an art school in Kyiv, wrote in

his memoir about the first impressions of his stay in New York:

“To me America would be the beginning of a new life; to others, a final
resting place; to all, a plunge into the unknown. [ ... ] We took the ferry
and landed in Manhattan.%* The uncertainty of a month’s pilgrimage was
over. I looked up and down at the unusual environment. The skyscrapers,
which later formed the subject of so many of my pictures, now looked
forbidding, breathed a chilly indifference. But just as new sights were
an object of curiosity to me, so apparently was I an object of curiosity to
others, to judge from the way everybody stared at me. I was dressed in one
of those embroidered Ukrainian shirts with a high collar (made familiar
in this country by the Russian ballet), its tails hanging over the trousers
and a cord with tassels tied around the waist. My brother looked at the
people staring at me, then looked at me and said, “You'll need a new outfit’

My Americanization had begun®%

Lozowick arrived in New York in 1906, and by the end of his life had

become a successful artist with a career in the United States. In the first half of
the 1920s, his paths crossed with those of Mykola Tarnovsky; both attended the
meetings of progressive socialist organizations based in New York. Tarnovsky

arrived in New York just a few years after Lozowick, in the early 1910s, from a

different part of what is now Ukraine, and felt terrified by the city he encoun-

tered after exiting his ferry from Ellis Island to Manhattan: “In front of me,

62

63

64
65

Henry M. Christman, ed. Walt Whitman'’s New York: From Manhattan to Montauk (Lanham,
MD: New Amsterdam Books, 1989), xi.

The scholar of American New York suggests that the latter was putting together the “pic-
ture” of the city: “Whitman’s impact on walking-round literature was vast, partly because
his all-embracing, synthesizing persona helped organize the streets’ random stimuli: what
we now call the problem of ‘sensory overload.” [ ...] This gargantuan process of assimila-
tion, engorging the world by looking at it and naming it, was fueled by the desire to make it
everything in the cosmos” (Phillip Lopate, Waterfront: A Journey Around Manhattan
[New York: Crown Publishers, 2004], 204).

Here, Lozowick is referring to himself and his brother.

Virginia Hagelstein Marquardt, ed. Survivor from a Dead Age: The Memoirs of Louis Lozowick
(Washington, D.C.: Smithsonian Institution Press), 139-140.
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on a certain distance, there was something similar to the stone woods. This
spectacle was similar to jungles which I saw on a picture in the past.”6®
Federico Garcia Lorca spent less than a year in New York, namely, the
period between June 1929 and March 1930. It has been speculated that the
Spanish poet felt uneasy about drifting around the city and preferred to spend
his time in Harlem, consciously restraining his personal geography of the city to
his neighborhood of residence. Lorca is of great influence for many Ukrainian

poets.

“On arriving to New York, one feels overwhelmed, but not frightened.
I found it uplifting to see how man can use science and technology to
make something as impressive as a spectacle of nature. It is incredible.
The port and the lights of the skyscrapers, easily confused with the stars,
the millions of other lights, and the rivers of automobiles are a sight like
no other on earth. Paris and London are two tiny villages compared with

this vibrant, maddening Babel ¢’

Lorca’s feeling of surprise upon first seeing the city is, probably, not
of much surprise in itself. People coming from different parts of the world,
including from Eastern Europe, also had something that might be called shock.
For many poets coming from Ukraine, it was their first visit to a foreign coun-
try, their “first encounter with the racial and religious diversity of a democratic
society” and perhaps more importantly, “their first frightening glimpse of
urban crowds.”®®

I'would like to compare this with the poetry of New York-based Ukrainian
poets of the 1920s. How did they perceive and depict the same city that Lorca
saw? The one, if not the only, possible way to depict the city for that genera-
tion was to look through a political lens; that is, to compare New York life with
catastrophe and dehumanization, whereas Lorca, in 1928, viewed the city as
a source, which helped him change his views and expand his outlook in order
to notice what was around him. It may be assumed that Ukrainian poets of
that epoch concentrated, rather, on economical nuances, using poetry as an

66 Mykola Tarnovs'kyi, Pivstolittia za okeanom: spohady kolyshn'oho emihranta (Kyiv: Molod’,
1979),28.

67 [Lorca’s letter to his relatives from New York, June 28, 1928], in Federico Garcia Lorca, Poet
in New York, Christopher Maurer, ed. (New York: Noonday Press, 1991), 202.

68 Christopher Maurer, “Introduction,” in Federico Garcia Lorca, Poet in New York (New York:
The Noonday Press, 1991), xi.
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instrument of critique, a means to promote the socialist and communist ideas
that their city, at that time, was full of. At the same time, for Lorca, the city was
a profound aesthetic paradigm, both muse and material from which to create.
An entry from a 1952 notebook suggests that Yevhen Malanyuk, after
having lived in the city and in its vicinity for approximately three years, still
experienced considerable conflicting feelings toward the city and had issues
with acceptance: “After crossing the Hudson River, in front of the New York
panorama, you imagine yourself a Gulliver: all these buildings and the very
structure of city reminded you of the buildings of white ants. [ ... ] Here there is

no place and could not be for an homme libre. Here you cannot feel the Human
at all”®?

In Lieu of a Conclusion

The overall intention of this anthology is to delineate Ukrainian poetry about
New York City as a unique corpus of texts in its dynamic relationship with the
other national poetries dedicated to this exciting city. It should be repeated,
once again, that New Yorkis a topos of strong attraction for the poets. Regardless
of the poet’s geographic origin and background, if this poet finds him or herself
in New York, it will likely become a powerful source for—or of—astonish-
ment, deliberation, and rejection. Looking attentively at the poems, beginning
with work from the early 1920s and ending with poems from the mid-2010s,
one observes a vibrant and ceaselessly dynamic use of language, with which the
poets depict both the city’s vivacious and grim sides.

With the intensive alteration of voices, views of the city underwent
energetic change. This change lies at the center of this anthology’s exploration.
In the Ukrainian poetic tradition—and here I mean namely the tradition of
urban poetry—the city has been a theme that has been crystalizing and defining
its boundaries within said tradition. We may outline several ways to look at
the city: abstractly, as often in the poems of those authors who never saw the
city but not necessarily; concretely, as in the poems of the poets of the latest
decades, where one is able see the city the way it was; and in the perspectives
of social concern, which can be sharply discerned in the texts produced by the
post-World War II generations of poets.

69 Ievhen Malaniuk, Notatnyky: 1936-1968, Leonid Kutsenko, ed. (Kyiv: Tempora, 2008),
116.
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Ukrainian poets connected themselves to a powerful myth of New York,
the myth of urban modernity and problematic vitality. The city of exiles and
outsiders sees itself reflected in the mirror that newcomers and exiles created.
By adding new voices and layers to this amalgam, it is possible to observe the
expanded picture of this worldly poetic city. The Ukrainian poet connected,
and continues to connect, to one the most radical urban myths in existence.
As far back as 1923, the compilers of the then-first, as they claimed, “anthol-
ogy of general city verse [on New York]” had suggested that “[a] great city is
a great poem—not a poem by a dapper and correct versifier, but a poem by a
Shakespeare, rough it may be and coarse at times, but filled with nobility and
war, with the presence of all humanity.””°

The present anthology allows its reader to observe how the poetic text
of the Ukrainian New York developed over time while reflecting two realities
at once: that of the city, which was its object of reflection, and that of poetic
language, which wasits instrument. The resulting collection has its masterpieces
and curiosities, wonders and disappointments, but most crucially it testifies to
the existence of a strong poetic attraction to a complex and significant urban
site: New York. I hope that readers of this anthology will share with me the
excitement that these poems emanate, paradoxically diverse despite being ded-
icated to one topic.

70 Garland Greever and Joseph M. Bachelor “Introduction,” in The Soul of the City: An Urban
Anthology, Garland Greever and Joseph M. Bachelor, eds. (Boston: Houghton Mifflin
Company, 1923), x-xi.
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Muxamab CemMeHKo




Mykhail Semenko

WORKERS
OF THE WORLD
UNITE!

INTRO.

spark
flame of the revolution
thought-pulse
across the ocean.
flies
moment-wave
by dark depths of the atlantic
line-wire
distant land.
into the noise
of wire skyscrapers
spark-thought
atom of fire-blaze
tendency of riot-fight
I won’t let you
past
the final floor.
and when you say:
it’s too tight
I'LLLET YOU TO THE GROUND
where hovers the fast
metropolitan.

LISTEN!
circularly).
Moscow-Vladivostok-Honolulu
San-Francisco-Chicago-New
York-London-Paris-Berlin
Warsaw-Kyiv
(circularly).
with an electric thread
of steel soul
I wind stone
iron and smoke
freed by the will of man.

a steel bird will cast an eye
at cities’ horizons.

the spark moves the flames of hearts.

a continuous will pours
streets tunnels and
trains of tenements.
from city to city will flow

a wave of cries and trumpets of the latest

warriors.
the sun will look on the ruin
the word will go from continent to
continent.

ELECTRO

Let’s make noise
with chains
of mountains!

ORE

\OME RrR=R

ERO

Barricades
in rows of spines
on backs!

PARIS

MOSCOW

Mykhail Semenko. Poetrypainting

AERO

“Cablepoem”. Card 2. 1921

Translated by Ostap Kin and Marlow Davis
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SMASH
CAPITALISM
INTO BITS!

MACHINE.

winners
are we.
THE EARTH FOR MAN
shock workers
are we.
we measure the dry land
we place continent
upon continent.

‘WE CAN DO STILL MORE!
let’s level
mouths of rivers!
let’s unite
basins with canals!
massifs of mountains
let’s dynamite away
and exctract
useful ore!
let’s release machinery
upon the land and
below the land
and below
the depth of the world’s oceans.
TOMORROW:
we shall be at home
in the solar
system.
TODAY:
let’s squeeze oil from the land
the target of working
bullets
is land.
let’s deepen the shafts!
MOTTO:
mines.

GOAL:

A machine titan.
our brother
courageous and talented.
geniuses
slowly
die.
faster—together
CONTINENTS
faster—together
WORKERS
the machine
awaits

NEW YORK

Mykhail Semenko. Poetrypainting.

Mykhail Semenko | 7

Pour out
2 the oceans
into the seas!

ANTHRACITE

in order to unite

L Let’s unwind the planet
worlds!

INTERNATIONAL

are falling

Z The masses of ranges
to our feet!

Running circles
will compress
the surfaces of events!

O

“Cablepoem”. Card 6. (1921)

Translated by Ostap Kin and Marlow Davis
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Mykhail Semenko | 9

Picasso Marinetti NEw YORK
¥ \s
LONDON i, o cozmme

Walt-Whitman  gauguin

Revolution-Revolution-Revolution-Revolution

PKSNCO%UTURXSM

AS pfe UKI- e Shkm.“p'&y

Yo g,
o Shpy, A2
s KOBZAR s@?
L Mykhail Semenko
PO
R
E ‘ be‘ h Arlas
5 (o]%) et o Of Three
o Miray 6° Pierrots
YA.SAVCHENKO Dy,
1){&\3\* QUERO-FUTURISM Ny «
R4
QO
s & & &
> 2 S &£ I
< S v
| KOBZAR |

Taras Shevchenko

“System”. 10 July 1922. Kyiv. Poetrypainting

Translated by Ostap Kin and Marlow Davis
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PewTa

Haxmypuo 6posu
cusi 6poBU Hap KHIBOM
1€ Ha CE30H 30CTaBJIEHO
JIacui KyCoK
i muTaE moeT po3ry6iieHo
a SIK 5Ke «y6Ouit Horo>
1 1K JKe BAAAUBOCTOK
a sK >Ke IapYoK i JIOHJIOH
YMKAro i HI-MOpK
1 3HOBY AaTaHi BITpPMHHM XpellaTHKa
penTepchka
ikaBa
i J1o1r
IpoCTpejlb MeHe IPUKHOIHYTOTO
Ha MepHAiaHi KHUIBCbKOMY
IpocTpellb MeHe HaCKpi3b CTPiAo BikiB!

3.X.1922, Kuis



The Rest

The eyebrows furrowed,
the blue-grey eyebrows above Kyiv
the tender morsel is set aside
for one more season
and a poet asks in bewilderment
what’s with this “kill him”
and what about Vladivostok
what about Paris and London
Chicago and New York
and again the mended showcases on Khreshchatyk
Reiterska Street
and coffee
and the rain
shoot me buttoned up
on the Kyiv meridian
shoot right through me, arrow of ages!

October 3, 1922, Kyiv

Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella

Mykhail Semenko
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Oaekca CaicapeHko

Yot YitmeH

S 9onoBik

Taxwit 3BUMANHUT, IO 2% CMIIIHO —

Pixa xpumITaseBa y CMepAIOUHX Oeperax.
Bixu

ITeaecTsTh HA/li MHOXO KPHAAMHL.
TpemrinHA i Xax

ITepeTomnaroro Ha CMiAHMBICTD Y CBOIX raMapusx,
Cayxaro IIryMu BiTpy, MallTHH i

AMXaHHS KOXaHOI )XeHIHY;

Bauy xmapmy, 3emaro, aAuMmapi, 3BipiB i Atopel;
Marnaro pedi, HIOXal0 3aMaxu.

S Takui 3BUYANTHHH, 1[0 QXK CMIIITHO —

I nens Miit posiBiTalo, K AOTOC.

<1923>
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Oleksa Slisarenko

Walt Whitman

I'm aman

So simple it’s funny—

The river flows crystal-clear between reeking banks.
The ages

Rustle their wings above me.

I melt down

Shivering and horror into courage in my forges,

1 listen to the noise of the wind and cars, and

The breathing of a loving woman,

I see clouds, the land, chimneys, animals, and people;
I touch things; I inhale smells.

I'am so simple it’s funny—

And my day blossoms like a lotus.

<1923>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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MukoAa TapHOBCbKUH

Subway

ITia 3eMAer0 rypKOTIiHHS —
Biunmit kaexit, mryMm...

Borko... Tyxao... Temno... Cym!
Bxoars Aropn, a ckaeTiHHS
Bucue moHap HUMY;

BxopAsTb cXOpAMH OPYAHMME —
B mitbmy, MOB Ha rayM!

«CobBeii» — MOB Ti KaTaKOMOH,
CTaHIJiI — MOB OATapi;

BCIOAW BAAOMM i I[oM6u —

MOB Ka3KOBi yrupi!

IlpyTbCs ATOAM AO BaroHiB —
CrimHo, Briepro... (1e xurts?)
Mos y mamy Ai3yTh cMepTi —
Bes Hapii, 6e3 myTTs ...

I morarue ix Toi Moizp —

Aecb Ha iHIII «oATapi»!..
3s1r0Th 3Ai i YOpHI mami —

ITia AooMamu BImp i Braub...

He oauH 3a 11e Tpyasimmit
Mapuo cmepTiO TYT 1I1OrH6!

1924
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Mykola Tarnovsky

Subway

Rumbling down below—

Eternal roar, scream ...

Humid... Rancid... Wretched... Grief!
Down the people go,

The vaults hanging overhead;

Down they go by dirty steps—

Into the darkness, taunting them!

The subway is like the crypts,

The stations are like altars;

Everywhere pits and zombies

like fantastical monsters!

The people push their way to the cars—
Impatient, stubborn ... (what life is this?)
Like they’re climbing into death’s jaws—
To no avail, and hopeless

And the train drags them—

Somewhere to other “altars!”

The black and evil jaws gape

Under the houses’ depth and breadth
For this, more than one worker

died a pointless death.

1924

15

Translated by Abbey Fenbert
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Ha M’'aTin ABeHio

Aexopaunii! ITumni oxpacu!
CainHyTb 04i — 6AMCKy4a Kpaca!
3 BiKOH Ai3yTb IpepisHi rpuMacu:
— He6eca! Hebeca! He6eca!

TpoTyapu — sk pixu ... 'pomasHo
Aexoparjil XOASTb 5KUBi . ..
Ta 30BciM BKe, 30BCiM HEITPHHAAHO, —

Hade mymii Ti BikoBi!

Ha 06Aud4st AUBHCS i AUBYTICS:

Aex Ta cuaa? I oe Ta kpaca? —

MoBs npumapu 3 HAAXMapHHUX eKCKYPCifi:
— Hebeca! Hebeca! Hebeca!

Po3maaboBaHO Bce Ije 3aB3SITO...
Lle «apructu>» (Ha macrs — He Bcil);
Tak 6araTo «apTUCTiB>», 6araTo —

Ta Hema B HUX >KUBOT Aymmi!

1927



On Fifth Avenue

The scenery! Lush decorations!

The eyes go blind—beautiful brilliance!
Through the windows peer all kinds of faces
Heavens! Heavens! Heavens!

The sidewalks are like rivers

The living decorations go in crowds
Such unattractive figures

As if wrapped in ancient shrouds!

Look at their faces and be amazed

Where is that beauty? And where is that strength?
Like unearthly wandering shades

—Heavens! Heavens! Heavens!

All of this is painted fervently,
These con artists (happily, not all)
So many such artists, many

And in not one a living soul!

1927

Mykola Tarnovsky

Translated by Abbey Fenbert
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Y MmicTi, Ae XuB YoT YiTMeH

Y micrTi, Ae xxuB Yot YiTmeH,

I'yas cBiToBui catana Medicropeanr —
MopaepHuit, HOBITHUIA . . .

I'yayTs ime ckpisp kaTacTpodu
BcecsirHi,

A TyT — CBiTOBa Kapyseab...

Yot Yirmen! ITomixx 6yaiBeas
IITe e Byani Ti pyxausi,
Kyau TH KOAUCH ITOXOAXKAB,
Ae Tu mpucTaBaB 3 6ipraxamy,

IITo ix me Tak IIOBHO YCIOAH ...

Y micTi, e xxuB Yot YiTmeH,
S x0ouy cMiATHCS CMiXOM THM BillliIM,
o, och, BKe HATIOBHIOE TPYAH
JKuTTsiM AMHAMITHEM,
IITo BubyxHe 1 MICTO PO3OYAUTS ...
Po36yauTs? 3apurae?
Yu sppurte — st MATAI0 —
3akypeHe, ckoBaHe MicTO?..
Po36yauTs! A 3Hato!
S xody cMiATHCA CMiXOM BillTHM,
Bo, ocy, BiH yxe Hanmpae,
Bske BubyxHe cxopo!

AwuBiTbcs!
Medicro —
O06THCAl IITAHL,
I ma6ast 6anckyda npu 6oui, —
Sk annap crymae ...
Y HBOTO K TYT 3aBXKAH Ha OIIi
3anrobaenuit Paycr!

O daycre roHOMOAIOHUIT!
O, Qaycre! Tu — sk FoHaK!
B T06i 3aK0XaAacCh, HAMeBHO,
Caima Maprapura;

Bomna 3akoxaaace He MEHIIIE,



Mykola Tarnovsky

In the City Where Walt Whitman Lived

In the city where Walt Whitman lived,
the earthly devil Mephistopheles roams
Modern, new...

Earthly catastrophes still drone
Everywhere

And here—the carousel of the world

Walt Whitman! Among the buildings
There are still those lively streets
Where you once strolled,

Where you stood by the poor,

Who still fill those streets.

In the city where Walt Whitman lived,
I'want to laugh with prophetic laughter
It is already filling my chest
With dynamite
That will explode and wake the city...
Will it rouse the city? Shake it?
Will it shake it? I ask,
This smoke-filled, shackled city?
It will wake up! I know!
I want to laugh with prophetic laughter
For now it keeps pressing, pressing
And it will soon explode!

Look!
Mephisto—
In his tight-fitting trousers
And a shining saber at his side
He steps in like a knight...
And in his eye, as ever,
The Enthralled Faust!

O youthful Faust!

O Faust! You are like a boy!

She fell in love with you, certainly,
Blind Margarita;

She fell in love no less

19
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Sk Tn 3akoxaBcs y HiH ...
Besymunit Tu! Criit!

Yce 11e KOXaHHS — OMaHa,

Yce e koxaHHs — 6pexHs!..
Medicro TyT maHOM....

Hapapmo T xaem Toro AHs,
[ITo6u moBiHYATHCS 3 HEIO:

Tebe HaroiB BiH OpexHe0 —
Tupxuit Mepicrodean! —

I Ty, six moAepTHit MAHTOJEAD,

He cranem Bxe HOBUM ...

I soHOCTI BiKe He PO36yAHIIL,

I macTst->KuTTS He 3A00yA€l ...
Craporo HiXTO He TOHOBHUTD —
JKutTs He MOBepHeNI Ha3aA,:

Ty Mycui yMepTH raHe6HO

Bia kyAi roHAIbKOI — TaM, 3 OapHKa ...
Craporo HixTO He TOBepHe Ha3aa!
A ropanuiit Medicro,

o xpyTuTh TO6OIO BIiepep i Hazaa,
Breue 3 6apukaa!

Ta micro,

IITo B HPOMY XUB YiTMeH,
ITapoAUTD KUBUX I0HAKIB,

SIKUX OHOBASITH He Tpeba,

bo Biuno 6YAYTb MOAOAI

I BiuHO 3aKOXaHi B IpaBAy —

Y airicay yxe Maprapury —

I Tak 3ycrpivaTumyTDh COHIIE.

41 Xouy cMiSITHCS CMIXOM THM BillluM,

Bo ocs BiH byxHe AHAMITHO

I craneTnbcs Te, MO TOBUHHO,

IITo MunThCS | MIUTHCS HEBITUHHO,

Mos Ti Kapyseai...

BippoauTbes micto —

Crapuii po3ipBeThcs TAHTOPeAD,
Bespapruit kasurucs 6yae Meicrodeas.

1928



Than you fell in love with her...

You Fool! Stop!

All this love is a delusion

All this love is a lie

Mephisto is lord here....

In vain you wait for the day to marry her
He has made you drunk with lies

Vile Mephistopheles!

And you, like an old torn slipper,
Will never be new again...

And you will never revive your youth,
And you will never find joy in life ...
The old cannot be made new

You cannot get your life back

You must die in shame

From youth’s bullets—from that barricade,
the old cannot be turned back!

But proud Mephisto,

Who twists you back and forth,

Flees from the barricade!

And the city,

In which Whitman lived,

Will give birth to living youths,

Who do not need to be renewed,

For they will be forever young

And forever love the truth

Love the real Margarita

And so they will welcome the sun.

I want to laugh with prophetic laughter
For here it will burst like dynamite

And it shall be as it should be

That which rushes and rushes incessantly,
Like these carousels....

A city will be reborn

That old torn slipper

Mephistopheles, helpless, will rage.

1928

Mykola Tarnovsky

Translated by Abbey Fenbert
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KacaHApuH

Times Square

YyaecHuit HIOHOPKCHKHI « TafiMc-ckBep>,
TopaicTs amepukaHCcbKOI HOUH!

Bip pexasm, opHameHTiB i1 cBiTea
CAinHyTb Oui.

Posciaucs TyT AOMO-BeAETHi Kpyrom,
Mix pi>XHOOGAPBHUM €AEKTPO-IIPOMIHHSIM ...
AHi n51A1 3eMAi He IIycTye AapoM —

CrorHe mip HOraMu, KOAeCaMH 1 KaMiHHSM . . .

Tucsyi, THCAYi ... Mope roais!..
ABTO-MalIMHY, MAIIMHHU, MAIIUHY . . .
ITAuHYTD Bropy, IAUHYTb AOAIB,

I xinns HeMae 3a HUMU.

BanckoM, 6araTcTBOM BiTpHHE 3a0UTi,
Po3kimmio AUXaroTh MIapH . ..
Yu € me micIie Ha HaIIiM CBiTi

Ivomy Ao mapu?

€c, uyaecuuit «Taitmc-ckep>
Topaicts amepuHKaHChKOI HOYUH!

Ta B rpyasx BiaauX crep ...
AvxXaTy B HiM HeMa 9uM.

Y603KxecTBO Ayxa CTpalIeHHe TYT;
U He nrykait AyneBHOTO TYT 3iAASL . ..
SIx cBOIOrO TH He XOY CTPATHUTH,
To BTiKa, Apy>Ke, cKOpim 3Bipciaas!

<1924>
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Kasandryn

Times Square

New York’s wondrous Times Square
Pride of the American night!

The eyes go blind

From the ads, ornaments and lights.

Between polychrome electric beams
The skyscrapers have sat down

Not the smallest piece of soil goes bare
Wheels and stones groan underground

Automobiles, mobiles, mobiles....
Thousands, and thousands... a sea of heads!
They course through hills, through valleys
And it never ends.

Windows overflow with glitter and wealth
The chinks breathe opulence

Is there a place in all the world

That compares to this?

There it is, wondrous Times Square
Pride of the American night!

And in our chests, stifled air

Too stale to breathe.

Terrible poverty of the soul

Do not seek spiritual healing here....
If you do not wish to lose your own
Flee this place quickly, my dear!

<1924>
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M. MiAbHUK

Bxe AocuTb

Hro Hop}( TPEMTHTD,
Toputb orusamu.
JKenyTb 3misiMu
EaesetiTepu...

Bmiepea Bce MunTsb ...
A xMapopepH TiHKO
ITipHsAn Y 6AQKUTD
Bepmku.

Taxk cTpimKo, cTpiMKO.

I po3kir BaTO0 M KOO
O6BuAa xAy6u GaHKIpiB
Xiba 3 AASL HUX € CMIIIIHOO
IToxmypa Hy»XAa 3AHAQPIB?..
Xa-xa! ['eAroue XMIABHO TAYM ...
A BiKHaMH B aKOpPA
BaeriB HepBOBUI MicTa IIyM
(XTOCH ... KypuTbCS 32 «60pPT> )
Boke poocurtp macrs cutux!
Omape 30A0Ta AycKa.
Bo iiayTh B KOHTpacT 10p6H IPUOHTHX,
o xAi6a sxebparoTh KycKa.

21.1.1928, Hro Mopk
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M. Pilny

Enough Already

New York shakes,
Blazing with lights.
Elevators, snake-like,
Drive us...
Forward we all race.
And the skyscrapers have sharply
Stretched their tips
Into the sky.
So rapidly, rapidly.

And in soft cotton, luxury

Has wrapped the clubs of bankers

Do they really find funny

The dreary needs of beggars?
Haha! The drunken taunt crows...
And so the nervous city noise
Flew in through the windows
(Someone... has leapt overboard)
Enough fortune for the fat ones, already!
The golden scale descends.
For counter go the downtrodden crowds
scrounging for a piece of bread.

January 21, 1928, New York
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B. PyAaen4yk

Hio Nopk

Mypu, xaMmiHHS, BexXi ...

Sk mmmai rip

TTiausAMICh Hap 3eMAE0, —
ITiaHAAMCD 2K AO XMAp,

I Tam Bropi HeMOB IAETYTb

TaeMHY Ka3Ky ... 3 HAIIHX

CAaBOIO ... OCITIBAHHUX CTOAITb.

A TyT? — BAOAMHI — ILIiAiCEHPKUI BYAKQH ...
Sk B mekai Aaura ...

CBUCT, I'yAIHHS, KPHK ...

Hap 3emaero — 3emaeto i mip 3eMAero,
S 6ypst duasiMu Ha OKeaHi,

I AuMm, i puM ...

Tikae moMi>x HeMUTHMU MypaMu

I He60 3aiiMaETHCS OTHEM

Ha 3axigHiM 6poaBero ...

XTOCh KpUYHUTD:

«DByTeabky nusa, ABi — mamiaH,
MapaM-M03€eAb BCAAUTU B AEMO3UHH >
I paai cMix, mepdyma, AUM ...

TaHKa 1ip My3HUKY TYASIIOTD ...

A Hacropi? —

Ha yoTupbox niriceHpKIxX 60Kax
3uopHiai, YopHi 6epern

1 AroaH, ATOAH ...

JKuroTb i AMXalOTh OTYT

He y Bexax, He y IaaaTax,

A B MaAVIX ITOAYTIAaHHX XAiBax.

Ha yoTuppox a60 11’ SIThOX [OBepXax,
I mAaXTOX0 XOAOAHOIO MPSIKa,
BxpuBae cnastamit okeaH ...

Ax!..

A 0Cb — AOACBKE SIKECH ECTBO,

Ax cTpax!
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V. Rudeychuk

New York

Walls, stones, towers....

Like the spires of mountains

They rose above the earth—,

Rose all the way to the clouds,

And there in the mountains as if weaving
Asecret tale... of our glory

Of our celebrated centuries.

And here?—in the valley—an entire volcano
As in Dante’s Inferno...

A whistle, hum, scream...

Above the ground—on the ground and underground
As a storm of waves upon the ocean
Smoke and more smoke...

Escapes between the unwashed walls
And the sky is enflamed

On West Broadway someone cries:

“A bottle of beer, two of champagne,
Mademoiselle planted in the limousine”
And then laughter, perfume, smoke
Dancing to the music they go.

And on the bottom—?

On all four sides

Blackened, black shores

All the people, people....

They live and breathe here

Not in towers, not in palaces

But in small, shattered pens.

On four or five floors,

and the sleeping ocean covers them
with a blanket of cold mist...

Ah!...

What horror!

But look here—some kind of human creature
Lies silently, dying of hunger

27



28 | B. Pyaenuyk

Ha cxopax mip xaAiBamMu
MoBYKH AXKHUTH, Y TOAOAL KOHAE.
I criameHwit 6aHkip

Ha «Boaa-crpur> 30A0T0 mepebupac ...

A Ha craryi «CBo6oan»
Tiabku rHi3A0 i ropobui
ITouBipkyioTh ...

Y rpyasix, pykax i rOAOB.

* Xk

Mypu, KaMiHHS, BeXi . ..

Sk mrmai rip,

TTipausAvich Hap 3eMAer0, —
ITiaHAAMCD 2K AO XMAp,

I'Tam Bropi HeMOB IIAETYTb
TaeMHY Ka3Ky ... 3 HalllUX
CAQBOIO ... OCIIIBAHHHX CTOAITb.

15.X1.1928, Hio Mopx
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On the stairs near the cowsheds.
And the banker, fattened up,
Sorts the gold on Wall Street
And on the Statue of Liberty
Only a nest, and sparrows
Chirp...

On her chest, arms and head.

* kX

Walls, stones, towers....

Like the spires of mountains

They rose above the earth—,

Rose all the way to the clouds,

And there in the mountains as if weaving
A secret tale... of our glory

Of our celebrated centuries.

New York, November 15, 1928
Translated by Abbey Fenbert



IBaH KyAuk

YopHa Enones (ypnBoOK)

Anogeos
Cam60 B T'apaemi

Mu 3BUKAM KapAPaMU YAAPHUMU
Beaunune caaButH it HOBe —
51 ¢ MoHTyBaTuMYy, 5K B [apaemi

CaM60 3BiAbHEHUIT XUBe.

Xi6a cA0BaMHU CKaXKelll MAapHUMH,
Xiba npo Te po3rosicy,

Sk Cam6oBe xurtst y [apaemi
Byse, cnosnene xpacu?

Bitina BifiHyAa xMapamu
Ha paapHi ropusonTu:
Oxounx Taku B [apaemi
3HaMMmAOCS ATH Ha GPOHT.

Hap Impamu, Hap, Mapramy,
Kpommao Hac HepAypHO:
Caost x BiTun3Ha B I'apaemi,

BiabHa i1 KyABTYpHA.

Boszamu caniTapHUME
Tsarau orrymku Bammi —
3are sHariman y lapaemi
Taxke, 1m0 ax-ax-ax!

AyMKu crpubHyAu capHamy,
Cep1ie ax reH B eTepi:

Y TI'apaemi! ¥V Tapaemi! —
Hasirtp yopHi MiabiiOHEpH!
He appamu — dpandapamu!
Pesitp! PeBitp! BaaTopHu!
Y I'apaemi! ¥ lapaemi!
Imoaicmenn! Yopmi!
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Ivan Kulyk

From the poem Black Epos

Apotheosis
Sambo in Harlem

We celebrate in film

The great and new with striking clips—
While my montage in Harlem

Will show how freely Sambo lives.

Can mere words aim

To relate truthfully

How Sambo’s life in Harlem
Is blossoming with beauty?

Beyond the far horizon
There gathered clouds of war
And many men in Harlem
For the front did volunteer.

At Ypres and on the Marne
They hit us really hard:

Our homeland is in Harlem,
It’s free and quite cultured.

The sanitary wagons
Carted your remains—
Meanwhile back in Harlem
Life was hey-hey-hey!

Thoughts leapt like deer and
Hearts rose in the air:

In Harlem! In Harlem!—
You'll find black millionaires!

Replace the harps, pick up the horns!
And play the bugles non-stop!

In Harlem! In Harlem!

The blacks are even cops!
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A BBeuepi — pekaaMaMH
IeprouyTb criparao rosu.
I aixrapi y lapaemi
Bosryssarbca yepsoni;

AnesiMu 6yAbBAapHUME —
JKaryui cyxosii:

Hait6iasime x € y Tapaemi —
YopHux NOBIM.

I rop6AsiThCS OTapamMu
YenypyHu TeHAITHI;
e 6iabiue € y Fapaemi

Y 4OpHHX — YOPHHX 3AMAHIB.

I pe-He-pe npuMapHUMU
IITMmaTKaMu CyHe CyMHiB,
IITo ‘Arum kpuBasi B [apaemi,
I inmum — 3A0THI cTpyMeHi;

IITo, moxxe, i mporpaau Mu
Ha Mapwi i1 mia Beppenow,
ITo, mosxe, Tpeba B [apaemi

HoBsux 601B 3AuA€HHNM,

ITo6 xawma HOBuit y Tapaemi
Ha cBir

ITpoxpuyasn

AnTeHH:

106 yopHwmit

Pazom 3 6iaum

Ha 6iaoro

Pasom 3 yopHHM,

IITo6 AepBe 3 MepTBOrO TiAa
XMapouocu MPOAEPAHU IOTAH,
1106 roAOBH PSICHO HaA pesiMU

3BHCaAM TOTOBYEHUMH I'POHAMH ...

Ta e Bxxe — He 3 YopHoi Enomnei, —
ITe — 3 Yepsownoi.

1929



The evening signs of neon
Are hungry for arousing.

The lit street lamps in Harlem
Are red from their carousing.

There blow hot winds
Down streets and avenues:
But most of all in Harlem—
There are black prostitutes.

And crowds there do assemble
Of dandies tender and soft;
But more there is in Harlem
Black poverty quite oft.

And then appear the phantoms
Of doubt and questioning,

Cause some got blood in Harlem,
And some got golden rings.

Perhaps we lost the Marne
And the battle of Verdun,
Perhaps the fight in Harlem
Must poverty take on.

Let the new cry in Harlem
Be carried

To the world by
Antennas:

Let black

Join white

And white

Join black,

Let skyscrapers like masts
Arise from the dead bodies,
Let bruised heads in bunches
Hang above the shipyards.

But that’s not from the Black Epos.

That’s from the Red Epos.
1929

Ivan Kulyk

Translated by Alexander Motyl
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€BreH MaAaHIoOK

* Xk

AHi BepIIHH, aHi HU3HH,

IITo 3pormeHi B BeceANX BOAAX, —
CyMHe pucTaAHIIe MalIuH

Ta McTHBa, 3papKeHa IPUPOAR,

Ta Heb6o, wo foro 6e3kpait
IToxunys Bor.

Iy nosiTpi
AcdaabTy it HaTH 3AUH KOKTANAD

PosHocsTh biceHsTa XUTPI.

I'yap cTomoBepxoBUX CKeAb
O6amoA yANIHIX KaHPHOHIB —
[Tasixu 6e3papicHUX IycTeAb
Aas 6e3HAAIMHNX IIepPeroHis.
TyT srameHo >KUTTA i AYX,

I 3A06HO BU3BOAEHO aTOM.

I yoaoBik HaBik TOTYX,

I cyay sxae 3eMAS 3aKasTA.

30.VIL.1949
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Yevhen Malanyuk

* kX

There are no mountains, there are no fields,

There are no frolicsome waters,

There’s but the sad charge of automobiles

And the vengeance of betrayed nature,

And a sky without future
Forsaken by God.

The vile air is heavy
With an oily asphalt mixture
That wily imps spread gleefully.

And skyscraper cliffs tower
Above street canyons in the air—
These deserts are somber,

They stage races of despair.

Here life and spirit are suppressed,
As the evil atom runs free.
Forever mankind is quite dead,

And judged one day this cursed land will be.

July 30, 1949

Translated by Alexander Motyl
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OAHOro AHA

Awnmvanit aesb. [Tpopsmkyasa mip3eMKa 3A0BiCHO i AyHKO.
Koao AHIB 3aMHKa€eTbCA e Pa3 pO3A4AOM HACHAT.
I or Geper i3HOBY ...

I 3HOBY ripxum noiAyHKOM
TTounHaeThCA, MOXKE, OCTAHHS, OCTAaHHS BECHA.

Tuxwit mprcMepK oueil — 30A0Ti€ B HUX AATiAHUI Bedip,
Martepuncpke € moch y 3aBYaCHIH OLIill CUBU3HI,

Ta K I0HO TPeMTSATb I1i KPUXKI, SIK Y AIBYMHH, AT

I ycra — Hi6u Briepine po3xuAeHi B3ycTpid BecHi!

I ocp AuM popisae HecMmianBu IpoMiHb. I uyaom —
AeHb criaaaxye cAfiBOM, i CAHBOM CTa€ CUBU3HA.

... | 3HMKaE 11ef1 TOpoA CTpalIHuTi, SIK HeurcTa 06AyAa

... | B OUaX MOAOAMCTHX 3 SIBASIETHCS BiuHa BeCHa.

25.X.1950



Yevhen Malanyuk | 39

One Day

A day of smoke. The subway’s loud and ominous.
The days come full circle, desire is lacking.
Here’s the shore again...

And again a bitter kiss
Begins what may be the very last spring.

In the silent twilight of eyes, the gentle evening turns golden,
Graying prematurely, this hair has a mothering quality,
While girlish shoulders tremble like fragile children,

And, anticipating spring, eager lips open expectantly!

A hesitant ray severs the smoke. And miraculously

The day shines radiantly, as grayness becomes radiance.
... And there vanishes this unclean and evil city

... While spring eternal arises in youthful glances.

October 25, 1950
Translated by Alexander Motyl
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AHi

Tu rusent, rusen pasom 3 Hero,

CaMOTHUII racHe CIIiB.

ITupsisa OHICTD OPAIM KAGKTOM
Haau BucouinHO AHIB,

A ocb By3bKHi1 KaHbIOH Bpoasero,
Ae cainmHem Hap 9y>KUM IIPOEKTOM

I racum »xap i ruis.

I'miTuTh KaMiHHA TOBepXOBe

I TrcHe sk TSTAp.

... I Bce < Tn 3Haem: TH He GpaHerp,
Ty HOCHII Bimuit Aap.

B T06i opHiM rpumuTs Bertroses,

3 ro6oro OGavuThCs BUOpaHeIb
Hemapnux mys — Earap.

1951



Days

Asyou die, as with Her you pass away,
Alonely song turns to haze.

As youth hovers like an eagle’s cries
High above the heights of days,

There snakes a canyon, Broadway,
Where foreign notions blind your eyes
As you extinguish heat and rage.

The stony surface saddens

and forces you to the tar.

... And yet you know you’re not broken,
As the gifts of prophets are yours.

In you alone thunders Beethoven,

And only you meet the man chosen

By the merciless muses—Edgar.

1951

Yevhen Malanyuk

Translated by Alexander Motyl
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HbloMopKCbKi cTEHOrpamm

M. Myxunosi

I oT )xuTTS Beae KpUBY
Ha 3Aux KoopAMHaTax aBeHIO i CTpITiB.

1.

B 6e3consmnmx mianHax Maxrarrany,
B xanbitoni 60xeBiapHOr0 Bpoasero
Hixoau — cunsaBa i coHije
— IIyM AepeB
— 1 IMOAMX IIPOCTOPY.
Tu, AHIO BaXKKHI,
Tu fipen Tak MASIBO,
Bce cioTukarouncp Ha nepemkopax —
— 3aCHYTb — 3aCHYTb.
A cTapicTb yCMiXa€TbhCsl EXMAHO.
I Haasira BeAMKa BTOMa AHAL

O HOUe, 1[0 HAAXOAMII HeBOAATaHHO!
... A Tam,

Aaaeko-parexo,
Yepes okeaH, Mopsl i ropH,
3a pyinamu B6oroi Espornn —
— B aicax zeaenoi Hlymasu —

— Coasbserr!
Ti panexwit cris,
IITo AepBe Braayerncs,
Aeab 6pUHUTS.

2.

I 3Har0, [0 HAAXOAUTD YA€ — CKOPHUTHCS

I npumupuThbcs. TsDKKO e i He3BHYHO.

IITe He npoipxaBiAa B MeHi iCKpUCTa KpUIlS,
IITe He 3mimaAoCs B MeHi AOYacCHe i BidHe.

IITe B ceprii 3MOpeHiM rOpUTH MeTa.
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New York Shorthand

To Mykhaylo Mukhyn

And so life’s ugly curves
Are plotted on streets and avenues.

1.

In Manhattan’s sunless creases,

In Broadway’s canyon craziness

There is no blueness and no sun
—the trees don’t rustle
—and space never breathes.

You, sluggish day,

You walk so slowly,

Constantly stumbling—
—sleep—sleep.

As old age smiles maliciously

And life’s exhaustion settles in.

O night that comes relentlessly!
... While over there,

Far, far away,
Beyond the oceans, seas and mountains,
Beyond wretched Europe’s ruins—
— Amidst Sumava’s woods of green—
—Is Solveig!

Her distant song,
Almost unremembered,

Is hardly heard.
2.

I'know it’s time to acquiesce

and to submit. That’s hard and not my way.
My gleaming steel has yet to rust,

Eternity has yet to conquer my today.

My heart’s ambitions have yet to die.
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3.

... Koan crmapae cmepk,
3armaAwTh BOrHi, —
B crapux nmposyakax Bpykauny 6pyaHoro
3-3a pory
Pantowm:
— Ilocratp y kpuaarmi.
Kpasat, ik BOPOH, BIT'SIBCh B OXPHUIIAE TOPAO,
Haaasdri aapkoroaem ToMaBi oui,
CkyiioBAXKeHe BOAOCCS
To — 6esymumit
Earap
Buxapkye MeHi siTAiAuM nieperapom
OpAHe — €AMHE CAOBO:
Nevermore.

I TaHe B eAeKTPHYHIM CMepKY,
1 3umkae.

1952-1953
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3.

... When dusk falls,

When the lights go on,

In filthy Brooklyn’s ancient alleys

From ‘round a corner

There suddenly appears:
—A figure in a cloak.

A raven-cravat clutching his hoarse throat,

His dead eyes dulled by alcohol,

His tousled hair
It’s mad Edgar

Spiritedly spitting at me

A single word:
Nevermore.

He melts away in the dusk electric.
And disappears.

1952-1953
Translated by Alexander Motyl
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* K %

I cBiukoOI0 OCASIHMI HaMeT
ITo creni niaxoaeHHOI poboTH
1944

Hi, e mycTead i Hamer,

Ae BBeuepi CBATUH CIIOYNHOK, —
Ocb 3HOB AI06OBH AVIKHIT MEA,

I A mexydi cHU IIpo cHHA,

I camoTa — rayxa >xoHa,

IITo AoAst mOoBiHYaAA 3 HETO,

I pAHi, mo ix mepeTnHa
3akypeHwuit KaHbHOH bpoasero.

9.VL.1953
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* % %

And the candle lights the tent
after a full day’s hot work
1944

No, neither desert, nor tent
Provides nighttime’s sacred sleep—,
Once more it’s love’s wild scent
And dreams of my son quite sweet,

And the deaf wife of loneliness
That fate bestowed on me, her man,
And all the days that crisscross
Broadway’s smoke-filled canyon.

June 9, 1953
Translated by Alexander Motyl
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Aymun

I 3ramanoce. I Bxe He 3pOCTUTH, Hi CKAEITD.
AHI IPOXOASITD, SIK prOU Ha TEMHOMY AH.
IpsiMoxyTHUK 6AakuTi B mpoBaaai Bpoasero
XBuai kameHro 1 kpurii. besconni Borsi.

MepTBuil iAOA MAITUHHU SIBUB I AAIOAUHY —
Cymim po6oTa it MaAIIH, MEXaHIKH I 3Aa.
SIk HaBYATHCS Mael — 3a0yTH — €AUHY?
PospybaTu Tyry mynoBuHYy By3aa?

HIxyTHABraTUMYTb POKHM — CAM3raBa AOPOTa.
I'ypxoTiTuMe BHOYXOM IIPOKASITHII BiK.

Byaem 6aunty, ssk — 6e3 [Ipupoan i Bora —
IToBepraTume B mpax YoAoBik.

21.VIIL.1954
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Thoughts

It finally broke. And it can’t be fixed.

Like fish in the deep pass the days.

An azure rectangle above Broadway’s abyss
Waves of stone and steel. A sleepless haze.

The mechanical idol of death bore a subhuman—

A cross between machine and evil, monkey and robot.
How should you study—or forget—the One?

How should the tightly tied knot be cut?

The years will limp down a slippery course.
Loud blasts will rock this cursed century.
Without Nature and God as his source—
You’ll see Man become ashes, verily.

August 21, 1954
Translated by Alexander Motyl



Baaum Aecuy

Hblo-MopKcbKi cTpodu

KBaaparamu naomi BUpYIOTh

I punyTDH Yy CTpyMeHi ByAHIID,
Braparors KaMiHHI B 3xapy 10p6,
MoB XOAOAHOKPOBHI aKyAH.

I ToHyTSb B IX 3"DKEHUX Malax,

IITo xAaLjaHHAM HABCTSK PO3BEPCTi,
— 3aKAATI y pedi Ipu3HadeHb

KB, TIepEKPOBAEHI )KepTBHY,

@K CKOB3bKO XHTHYTbCS aCPaAbTU
y pelanuit poMb TpoTyapis
— Yy IepCIeKTHBAX i 3BaAaX
OAMCKYYHX i pByYHX aBapiil.

IAyTh i rpUMASTE y cTOXOAAX
TpaMBali aBTa, i ATOAH,
PHIITOBAHHS — YOAQ ITABOASITD
Y ASIGIPUHTH CIIOPYAH.

ITorauHyAM IpOCTip NAMBYYHI
Poskpuri cunirodi BikHa, —
Aum — cxoaH, KPY>KI'aHKH, TOPYddst

— MOHYMEHTAAbHICTh KaMiHHa.

Y xMapu He3pUMO BPOCAH BU
CTPYHKI, HEIIOPYIIHi, XOAOAHI —
OYAIBAI KapTaTi IACAVBIX,
3aAMBACHI B cU3i 6e30AHi.

B oyax Bamux BikoH MiHAMBUX

He GAUMHE B A€TY FOAYOUHIM
OKPHAEHUIT KyAbOAOU IPHUBUA

HaA MapMypoM 0iA0TO KpHHY.

I BpaH, y 6iaim TymaHi,

He OAMICHe KPi3b IIPOCBIT — TPUBOTa,

110 AeCh B OypyHax oKkeaHiB
3aTOIIAEHMH IOHOCTH CIIOTaA.
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Vadym Lesych

New York Verses

Squares rage and gush

Down the streams of the avenues

They flow, stony, into the heat of crowds,
Like cold-blooded sharks.

And inside their wiredrawn jaws

That are so wide, spread by clinging victims
drowning, bloody, yet still alive—

cursed into things of a purpose

and asphalt will shake here, unstable
into the ripped rhombi of sidewalks
—in clusters and scattered perspectives
of shining and torn misadventures.

Pedestrians, vehicles, trolleys
move and tremble in hundreds

and foreheads scaffold
the labyrinthine buildings.

Wide-opened blue windows

consume the floating spaces without.

Opver the stair-rail, a dizzy view of the liminal—
—what a monumental stony creation.

You grow into clouds blindly:
straight, cold, and solid—
checkered buildings of the happy,

you stare into cloudy abysses.

The eyes of your mutable windows
will not reflect the dandelion’s specter
that is winged in dove’s flight

above the vast marble of white plains.

At dawn, in a white mist of morning

the worry won'’t flash through the cranny
that, somewhere in the ocean depths,

is a drowned moment of boyhood.
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I pocsna Tyra He cKkAMTBCS
3a BCIM HalAOPOXKYUM — MPOIAAUM,
— AWII MEPKHYTb [IOB SIA€HI AHIISL

Ha IMM6aX OCAM3AUX TiABAAIB.

ITouari i3 kpecaeHb mamepy,
MAOMMaMH PYK II€PeMHATI,
BOTIAOTHBIIH )KOPCTOKO — XUMEpPY
MaMCTPiB KOIITKUX i 3aB3ATHUX,

BH CTAAU Ha TPpaHi ysBACHb

HaA XAIOCKOTOM XBHADb OK€aHY —
MOB AIMICHUM, HAMAIMCHIIINKI KaMiHb,
IO BUPiC B HAAXMapHY OMaHYy.

He 6puawn, He 3BaAu kayOOBHIL, —
— BaOXEHHHM KPYTDLK IepeMiHu!
— I cepnist TpeMTiHHA He 3A0BHII
Y POKOTI 3AiM XypTOBUHH!

He 3r0Bum1, He CTUCHEII B AOAOHSIX,
1106 cepIie 3aMKHYTH OA CBIiTY
1 B OpamXXepifHiM MOAOHI

ITyCTOLIBITOM TPYXAO PACHITH.

A ceplje — y TpenoTi kposu
KPYXAsIE, MOB TAOOYC BiTY4HI],
10 COHSANIHMX PefKaX HEBAOBHMX,

10B3 Oypi, [pOMH i TOB3 Ty4i ...

ITAuHe Tedi€ro y CTPyMeHsIX,
Topurs y Maikapax moxapis,

— @K BMUTb, AETIOUH, 06€e3yMie
1 CBIT CBiM yIIIEHT PO3YAAPUTb —
i 6eBKHe B 6eckeTTs i 30MKHe,
pO3KoAOTE y 6e3roMiHHi,

HEHACHUTHE, HE3aCIIOKOEHE

ceplie AFOAMHHU.

1949



And dew sadness doesn’t luster

for the dearest and forgotten—

sad withered faces simply fade

in the windows of these sleazy basements.

You started as blueprints on paper,
permeated with handlevers,

gave birth to outrageous chimera
of painstaking audacious masters,

you stood between lines of impressions
above splashing waves in blue oceans—
like stone of an uttermost realness,
overgrown into aery delusion.

No bricks and no piles of billows

—a ponderous whirlpool of changes!
—Unable to catch how hearts tremble
in this vicious rumble of blizzards!

You won't catch it, won’t grip for a moment,
to close your heart against the world

while captive in this greenhouse

You shine with putrid, barren flowers.

A heart whirls in bloody shivers

like a blooming globe

on sun-sparkling crossbars that could be seized,
to weather these storms, thunders, clouds....

It streams like a current,

Burns in a mask of fire

—abruptly flies, frantic and foolish,
to shatter its world—

and drums into aeons and shrieks,
splits inside this silence—
insatiable, anxious

is heart of a mortal.

1949

Translated by Olga Gerasymiv, Oleksandr Fraze-Frazenko, and Jazlyn Kraft

Vadym Lesych
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Ffapaem

Hiy (1)

I3 6pam i yijeAuH xBaTaro0Th

YOPHHUM IIOAYM SIM PYK. 3arOPTAIOTh

B AIO0AIIIHY 1 TPETHY CAM3bKICTD T'y0

iy BUIyKAMIT BUTHO 3aAiB.

I motiM — o4aM, SIKMX YOpHICTb 6e3A0HHA
PYAL€ ¥ BIADAKCKAX TOCTPHX JKard,

AQIOTb MAaTOBICTb OIAMX HAAOKHHIb —
4JopHi piBuaTa [apaemy.

3 TaBepH MAOCHO KAYOUTBCS COIYX,
IepecoYeHnH BUITyMOM IuBa i cedi,
3a5A03€HUM MOXITTIO ¥ IOTOM

3aCMAarAuX i 3BUHHHUX TiA.

3HiueB’s ps1bie ypUBIaCTO — CMIX,

IO TIOAIOHUIT AO I'PYAOK KOHCEPBH

i3 KiHCPKOTO M sIca.

ITiaCKaKyIOTb TYTIIOTOM pyM6H iMamb0
3eAeHi CBiTAa AiXTapiB

i TeMHi OepBeHa OABIPKIB.

I panrTom pech — KpuK,

110 OAMICHYB, MOB HDXX

Y PyUi YOpHOIIKIpif.

I MipsTKH 3aA3BOHHAY, MOB CMiX,
IIIO CKOTHBCS TI0 CXOAAX

AO OYPHX BIATYAMH KaHaAy.

1957



Harlem

Night (1)

Out of gates and gorges they grab

with black flames of hands, wrapping

in lust and trembling the slickness of lips,

into the curved arcs of behinds.

And then—eyes, with bottomless blackness,
turning gingerly the reflections of acute thirst,
will be made pale white concubines—

black girls of Harlem

The stench balls languidly from taverns
soaked with the noise of beer and urine,
filthy with the lust and sweat
of those agile tanned bodies.

Carelessness speckles in jerks,

and laughter looks like canned lumps

of horse meat.

Jumping and stomping rumbas and mambos,
green colors of street lights,

and dark logs of the doors’ jambs.

And suddenly, somewhere—a scream
shone like a knife

in a black skinned hand.

And copper coins rang like laughter
that rolled down the stairs

to the brown pits of the canal

1957
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IHTepmen,o (ll)

Aneie

aTeAbE,

YOpHa Maris

1 UpK.

B3poBx i Bmp —

3 yCixX apximneAaris €.
I Ty6iabamit TaM-TaM,
3 YeperiB TUMisM,
TOAUWI CKAABII,

1 CIIMCPKHX cecTep
KOHBYAbCIMHMM BaAbC.
Ychoro mopoCTab:
irop ixepTs.

€ cBoi MapoHHY,

i cBOI ikOHH,

CBOI HOHHH, CBOI 60HHH,
cBoi Mouu

Aisu, —

i Aakei, i Aaku3y,

BCE CBOE,

i cBift AookTop PascT.

I sycymenust myn —
6OpOAAHD KHUTOYil,
rpoLIopo6, XKeHOAIH

— AIOHATHYHI BHOYI.

€ pUXOHCBKUIT 301K TPYO

Y KaHaAiB HaMyA!

36poAb — y TBaHb!
ITeperya

— 3aAYIINTD, 3aTAYIIHTD

JOPHMM I'PIOKOM MaIlliH,

THiBHUM TPOMOM AYIII,

AKy 3xep Beansesya.
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Intermezzo (ll)

Allis there

an atelier,

black magic

and circus

Length and breadth—

of all archipelagos is there.
And their barbaric drum,
smell of skulls,

naked scalp,

and the convulsive dance
of these Siamese twins.
More than enough of everything:
victims and games.

There are Madonnas,

and their own icons

own nonnas, own bonnas
own Mona

Lisas,

and lackeys, and butlers—
all of their own,

even one doctor Faust

There is a dry navel,
bearded scribe,

lover boy, moneymaker—
lunatics of the night.

Jericho cry of pipes
in silted canals!
Scum—in the dirt!
Echoing buzz
will strangle, will drown
with black rumble of cars,
angry thunder of souls
eaten by Beelzebub.



58 | Baam Aecumy

OriBsce. I xinenp.
Yopua kpanka. Himo.
IxepebepTs —
BETXUM XKPellb
TAEMHHUIID:

6iAmit 4OPT.

1957



That is all. The End.

Black full stop. Nothing more.

Upside down—
an old priest
of all mysteries

has a devil’s white core.

1957

Vadym Lesych
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AeHb (111)

Tam 6poasiTh B 6iAnit AeHb

BiA BYAMII AO ByAUI —

MIOPOXKHI i 3aKypeHi,

BOAOYATh YOPHY iHIIiCTB,

TaKi cami, SIK MH,

— PO335BH i IOETH, i KOMEAISHTH,
iTi, IO 3 TPUBOI OO

OUIKYIOTb BaXKKOTO MaT€PHHCTBA.
Vi Taxi, sik My,

AAe e 6iABII ATOACHKI,

IITe mpaBAuBimIi.

Im cusTHCS wacom me:

Kanuyk 1iykpoBoi mastaranii,
TPOIliYHa HiY i TeCaHUMI

B rebani — ia04,

IO IIACTsI IM AQ€E.

AAxe 11e acTsI AECh 32 OKEAHOM,
Ha iHITIM CyXOAOAIL, 260 i1 — Hi ...
— IJacTa — YOpHe, HeTPUTSIHCbKe,

Take, SIK i BOHHU CaMi.

1957
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Day (llI)

They roam in white day

from one street to the next,

empty and sad,

dragging black otherness,

the same kind as we—

gapers, poets, comedians,

and those who, in worry,

expect their burdensome motherhood.
The same kind as we,

but even more human,

even more truthful.

They dream some nights of

lashes on sugar plantations,
tropical night, an idol

hewn out of an ebony tree;

he brings joy.

That joy is somewhere overseas,

in other lands to linger elsewhere....
A black joy, Negro joy,

that joy so tightly their faces bare.
1957
Translated by Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft
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NIOAM OCIAI

BubyOHIOIOTH 1 BUIIAECKYIOTD 1AOAIB 1 Ta0Yy.
BuroiayioTs 6eApaMi KyKAH XXUBUX HOBOPOAKIB.
I Houi GpeayTs, i AHI — SIK 00X,

Ba)KEHHI, KOIIAATi 11 KOPOTKI.

Ix Macku, mporipkai ropiakoro i TIOTIOHOM,
BI/IGAI/ICKYIO}OTB ITiA MAHAOAIHOIO MiCSAILIs MEPTBO,
— 1 Hig o6epTaeTbc51 BUOASIKAUM AHOM

HaA BIDKEPTHM ITIOIIEAOM JKEPTBH.

3arbMapeHi o4i CIIAMBAIOTD, XO4Y XTUBO IIYKAE PyKa
TAOAIB, TOTOHYAUX — KaMEHEM y 6e3KOHEYHICTD,
— AWII KyOASTHCSI TETIAO IPUITAMBAMU MOAOKA
TiAQ IOBHOTPYAMX TaHEYHMIIb.

1960
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Settlers

Drumming and clapping of idols and taboos.
Dolls of the living newborns are swinging hips.

And night crawls, and days are heavy, shaggy,
and short, like the butt of an axe.

Their masks soaked in vodka reek of tobacco,
sparkle deadly under the moon’s mandolin
and the night becomes a pale bottom

over the ashes of victims eaten.

Tarnished eyes are afloat, but voluptuous arms
look for fruits drowned as stones into infinity,
—only the bodies of bosomy dancers

make warm nests in milky tides.

1960
Translated by Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft
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Hiy Ha IcT-BpoHKci

KopurjeBnii 3amax, 6aHaHOBI FPOHa,
rOPIiXH, MUTAQAL — MK CMaraux o6Amnd,
i Ky4yepsBa i3 rauHu MapoHHA

3-3a KiNTSABU AUMY BAMBASIETbCS B Hid.

Y ckpuBAeHift 6pami Imip OAOBOM BiKOH,

A€ TOPH KOPOOOK, AYIIIIUHHS I ra3er,

sxuiics Aou Xyas, mo npudys 3 ITopro-Piko,
MacHi TepeBeHi AiB4aTaM Bep3e.

PByuxki, Haue capHHU, 3aCMarAO BUIIHEBI,
BOPYILATHCS B TAHEL]b, AULI BYYIOTH 6aHIO, —
— Kpisb pAaA€Y IPOCKUTAIOIOT BTOMAECHO MEBH,

i B’eTbCs IX XKaAb, XO4 He 6a4UTh HiXTO.

Y naAsiMax >KOBTiIOTh BiAAAA€HI ITAOII —
OAial OCTpOBH, 1 BIATAMBAIOTD T€H-T€H ...
AW 9acoM 3AA€THCS Y BIACBITI HOU,

IO AECh ITOB3 IIPOBYAOK METHYBCS Tores,

B KPHAATIill MAHTHABI, BUCOKHUH i TOPAWH,

i3 TIOAYM SIM IIAAY Y KOpYax pyKH, —
3aKPUBIIN COOO0 TPUBOXKHI IPOCTOPU

Ile He BIAKDUTHUX 3€MeAb i BiKiB.

1962
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A Night in East Bronx

Banana bunches and cinnamon smells,
walnuts, almonds among dark-skinned faces,
and a curly Madonna made of clay

look into the night through sooty smoke.

Under the warped gate, under the window
lay stashes of boxes, newspapers, husks.

A new Don Juan came from Puerto Rico,
slick, chatting up the girls.

Dashing as chamois, tan as wild cherries,
starting dances to the sound of a banjo,
distantly, the seagulls wearily squawk,
though none see their sadness curling in awe.

Far off, the squares become yellow stained—
further, further pale islands sail away.
Sometimes it seems through a glow in the dark
that down the alley Gauguin dashes out.

He wears a winged mantle, tall and proud,

with flames of fury and cramping hands—

he closes with his body these troubling expanses
of yet undiscovered ages and lands.

1962
Translated by Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft
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MaHraTtTeH, 103-Ta ByAuLSs

THCSYi pyK — TPeIeTHHX KOOp
THCSAYi HII' Ha CTEXKaX AO paro.

00Ke 3 5KOBTHMH OYHMA
MAaTiHKO Ha YOPHOMY OCAHMKY
IAy4M B €THIIeT

I10 MIASIXY A€ OCHITAIOTHCS KaMiHIN
0 TPYAHOMY LIASIXY 36irLiB
3HEAOAEHHX i HEBOABHMX
[IOAQIITE YOPHOTO XAiba
XAi6a SIKOTO He CiIOTh

XAi6a SIKOTO He SKHYTb

xAiba paro

3 AepeBaMM A€ TOMAAIOTHCS
JepBOHOTIEPi KaKaAy

i coroAKi s16AyKa pocTyTh
MIEPBOPOAHOTO

AlBUMHA — TOAy6e TOPHAAO
ByXOM Ii OicH BIIOB3atOTh
106 BIIOB3TH B 5KUBIT

1 BEPTITH HUM 5K OAYPiAMM
COHIIEM

3y6u 3ybu 3you

IJOKOTOM IIEPAUCTOTO TPAAY
3ybu 3you 3you

ioaeTHi pubu

Mi¥iMaHi B TAN6axX MiCSIHUX peab
HACHUTSTH HE OAHOT'O

TUCSTYI

YOPHHMX AIOAEH.

<1958>
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Manhattan, 103rd Street

thousands of arms like quivering cobras

thousands oflegs on the footpaths to heaven.

o god with the yellow eyes

o mother on the black donkey

going to Egypt

down the path with the falling stones
down the difficult path of refugees
hapless and unfree

pass the black bread

the bread that isn’t sown

the bread that isn’t reaped

the bread of heaven

with the trees where the red-feathered
cockatoo rocks

and the sweet apples of original

sin grow

the girl is a blue tornado
demons crawl in through her ear
to crawl into her belly

and spin it like a crazed

sun

teeth teeth teeth

the chattering of pearly hail
teeth teeth teeth

violet fish

caught in the depths of lunar swings
sate not one

but thousands

of black people.

<1958>
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Translated by Ali Kinsella
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Hblo-MopKcbKka eAeris

I xpyui, i 6eckerrst OyaiBean,

I kAiTi pUnITiB, 3pUHYAVX B 6€30AHI,
Cuporo He6a — OPHAM YOPHUX CKEAD,
I'paniT KaHBAOHIB, IIyCTHPi 6e3BOAH.

I puk mAeMeH, YB'sI3HEHUX, MOB 3Bip,
B cainmux namMpuHHAX, Ae 3raca cBiTaHHS,
I 307K 0Auat0, JOPHMUIT 30HIK 3HEBIp,

I cMepTh caMOTHS, XM>Ka Ha PO3CTAIO.

T Bce CITi3HAB yIePTh, TH Bce 30arHyB

Y ropHi AiT, y OAYM'T BIADOAYKEHD.

Tu 3 KpUIli BUKYBaB TPOSHAY 3alallHy:

Hewma Tyt momeanm. € TiAbKH THIB i TOpAICTb.

<1966>



New York Elegy

Both the cliffs and the precipices of buildings
And the cages of scaffolding, cast into the abyss
The damp sky, boulders of black rock,

The granite of canyons, the waterless voids,

And the roar of tribes imprisoned like beasts

In the blind recesses where daylight dies

And the wail of despair, the black wail of the despondent
And lonely, predatory death on the shining path...

You completely understand, you figured it all out,
In the furnace of the years, in the flames of rebirth,
You have forged a fragrant rose from steel:

There are no ash heaps here! There is only wrath and pride.

<1966>

Translated by Ali Kinsella

Yuri Kosach
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BpoaBen

ITonAuB BiH cypMaMH B CTOAMKY Hid,
3aBUB BAATOPHAMU MOTOPIB, BIABAAUB ApAITiKHI 6pUAH,
o6 3aByAKY, Mammi Oip> i TeMiHb OpaM 3aroA0CHAM
II0 3arpasi, 3iB’sIAllT cepea MAHL

IO 3arpaBi, yMepAill Ha CBiTaHHi.

I Hiv BiACTyKy€ XBUAMHM KYTi

CKASIHMIMU TPaHSIMU IIPO30PUX OYAiBEAD,

i Hi4, kKapOoBaHa pUOOSIMU OPOH,

MOB3€ YAQBOM KPi3b aCPaAbTiB IAUTH,
Kpi3b AXXYHTAL KAMiHIOWYS, 3BAAU CKEAD,
06 rap CAU3BKUI, OTPYTO0 HAAUTHUH,
CBITIOYMM YePEBOM XXUTTS )KUBE AABUB.

O 3axucre Aiaka, OaHKipa i IPOHO3H,

0 IlleAeCTe 3aXAAHHOTO GAHKHOTA,

0 BCECIIyCTOLIYIOYHIT O0XKe,
YTBepAKeHHUIT Ha KaM SIHUX BHCOTAX,

B ITOYeTi KaIlUKiB X0A0AHOTO Boaa-cTpiTy,
MIAMBEIl, TAMBENI, MOB iAOA MEPTBOOKHI,
6esopHsiMu 6e3ankoro bpoasero,

i HUIIKHYTH 10p6H, 3Bipi, AiTH,

KOAH 10 3A001Y BUIIOB3a YAAB,

1 TTOB3€ 110 CXOAMHKAX CBATOro BaBuaohy,
PO3HIKEHUN BeCEAKaMU HEOHY,

BOAOYHUTD TiAMIIA BaXKKOTO 3BO1

110 MapMYPy I'yAFOUHX KaIluIIl,

A€ BUTAIBa€ eAeKTPOHHUI poboT,

paby xuBoMy 6par,

HEeBIAbHUKY OTOMY,

IO ITOMDX Kap6aMu Hi9HOI 3MiHH,
3CYTYA€HUM, OCAITIAMI i TAYXHUH,
HapOAXeHMI1 B 3aKMHEHIH I[iAMHI,

MIOMIX 3aAi335IM, COIIYXOM >KeOpadrX XIK,
CBii1 Bik 6e3 iMeHi BIApOOUTS,

1106 Ha MiCHKHX A€IIeBUX [IBUHTAPSIX
HIKYEMHUM OPYXTOM AOTOPITH.

u € me AxXepeAo Imip UM acParbToOM,
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Broadway

Hailed by bugles it sailed into the multitudinous night
howled with the motors’ French horns, it cast aside the rapacious boulders
so the alleys, the jaws of the markets
and darkness of passageways might shriek
after the flash that perished in the fog
after the flash that wilted at daybreak.
And the night beats out the minutes forged
by the glass facets of transparent buildings,
and o night, notched by the tides of the crowd,
crawl like a boa along the slabs of asphalt,
through the stony jungles; knock over the rocks,
so the slippery asp, filled with poison,
can crush the living life with its glowing belly.
O you defender of hustlers, bankers, and scoundrels,
o rustle of the covetous banknote,
o omniruinous God,
affixed upon the rocky heights
respected by the caciques on cold Wall Street,
you glide, glide like a dead-eyed idol,
along the abysses of faceless Broadway.
And the crowds, beasts, and children go silent
when the boa slinks toward its prey,
creeps along the steps of holy Babylon
softened by the neon rainbows,
drags its heavy, spiraled body
along the marble of the humming altars,
where the electric robot smolders,
brother to the living slave, to that captive,
who works namelessly his whole life
between the notches of the night shift,
slouched, blinded, and deaf,
born in a forgotten crevice,
among the iron, the stench of beggars’ shanties,
so he may burn out like worthless junk
in the cheap, local cemetery.
Is there yet a spring beneath that asphalt,
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49U € XKUBI B ITyCTeAl 0e3 CBiTaHb?

Yu mip rpoMasAIMu 6a3aAbTy

Ije MepeXTUTb OCePAS CIIOAIBaHb?

A Moxe, Teii3epoM Ije BUA3BEHUTD, CITypXHe
KPHUILIeBOKPUAA MPisl, {06 B 3BUTSTAX

MOB yparaHy Iparnop, 3aciBaTu

i KapMa3WHOM IPOIIAAATH,

SIK 3arpaB ITPOBiCHMX HacHara?

Kanpitonu Byanip BMaen me, bpoaser,
3a0’eTbCsI ceplie He KaMiHHE, e XKUBe,
1, CTPiHYBIIM AIOAHMHY, APYKE,
Y 9ac A3BIHKHH, KOAU acPaAbTOM IIPOPOCTA
3eA€HOIITYMHE CAOBO, CAOBO AYKE,
IIPOMOBHUII Yepe3 XyTy 1 AOIL:
«Hi, He MmuHartics,

6yAD,

IOBCTaHb !>

<1966>
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are there yet the living in the dawnless desert?
Does yet a nucleus of hopes twinkle
beneath the basalt behemoths?
Perhaps a steel-winged dream will yet take flight,
ring out like a geyser, so it may wave
in victory like the flag of the hurricane
and be consumed in a scarlet fire
like the zeal of prophetic flares?
You'll still have your canyons of streets, Broadway,
your still-stone, still-alive heart will beat,
and, having met someone, dear friend,
in the sonorous time, when the green-noise
word, the strong word, will be overgrown with asphalt,
you'll utter:

don’t pass on by,

be,

rise up!
<1966>
Translated by Ali Kinsella
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ABEHIO AiOMAHTIB

l'acHe Mpo30AOTH AiTa, iHAIICHKOTO AiTA
Y CKASHHUX capKo¢arax MOBYa3HHX CIIOPYA,
CaMOTa — SIK XMapa — B OPaHXXeBiM BiTpi

BHCHE Map€BOM KPHA IIOHAA IIA€COM OTPYT.

Mix 6ecKeTTsIMH, B YPBUIIAX AABHHOTO OpaHy,
3 moneaunr; Basuaona, 3 Accupii Happ
BHPOCTA€E IIOTBOPA, i I'yA yparany

AYAOHHUTbD HaA IIyCTEASIMH 3BarH i 3pa.

Ocp 3a BUABOTOM BHKpECaB CKAAKAMH CKEAIO
KiHHUIT BeAeT, pabiB Baraxxok — BoaiBap.

Womy 6 Aupu 6yaTapcbki, Ta xutpuit Pokdeanep
OpAuUIt 0Opiil B CTaA€BE SIPMO 3aKyTaB.

Bucounts aBeH:o, po3cTHAAE 6e30AHI,
A€ KaATIUTD AIOAMHY 00AyAH ipiKa,

A€ CHYATh i ITAAAFOTH IMTOXKeXKi HeOHIB,
HABHUCAIOTh HAaA MICTOM, SIK A€30 HOXA.

Kpisb 6e3at0aAst acdaabTiB pabu 0Aep>KuMi,
HaBKeHI CHOBUAM HAOCAII 6iKaTh,

A€ CaMyMiB OAYal, A€ BeCeAKAa KPHOKHHH,

A€ AOIIi AlaMaHTIB, A€ 30A0Ta ap.

Ocb pebeanit Gokcep i BrOAOBAHMUIT FAHTCTED,
KapAMHAA i TaAaficTpa MIASXETHUX MAAAOK
1 MPYAKOTO «AIHKOABHA> CISIOYMMI MaHIUP

IIPOIIAMBAIOTH [I0B3 HeTpi GpapOOBaHMX IIAIOX.

Im uMaHiTH, MOB HETASIM, 0'IOYKCh Y BITPHHH,
3a SIKUMH MIHUTBHCSI MaHa 30A0TQ,
BUTAIBAIOTh MeAY3aMH CKOPOHI [IePAVHH,

1 )KeMYY>XKHY XKapiHb X/DKa HiY oropra.

O AOBIIi THX [IEPAMH i3 TAUOHH OKeaHy,
TPYAApi y MPOBaAAi AAMA3HHMX THX LIAXT,
CKIABKH Tpe0a Iiie CAi3, 100 CKHUIIIB IIOAYM STHO,
3aCBITHBCS 30pelo OTOM AlaMaHT?..
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Diamond District

The gilt of summer, Indian summer, goes out

in the glass sarcophagi of the silent structures
loneliness hangs like a cloud in the orange wind,
a mirage of wings above the pool of poison.

Between the precipices, in the gorges of ancient captivity,
from the ashes of Babylon, from the bowels of Assyria
grows a monster, and the howl of the hurricane
reverberates above the deserts of grit and betrayals.

Here around the corner, that giant of a man, Bolivar,
the leader of slaves, ignites splinters of rock.

His are the rebel Andes, but sly Rockefeller has
enfettered the eagle’s freedom in a steel yoke.

The avenue leaps forth, spreads into the abyss,
where the rust of deceit cripples people,
where the neon fires hiss and burn,

hanging over the city like the blade of a knife.

The possessed slaves, the deranged dreamers

run blindly over the deserted asphalt

with the dust storms of despair, with the rainbow of ice,
with its rains of diamonds and golden ember.

Here the stout boxer and the well-fed gangster,
the cardinal and horde of noble scum

and the gleaming carapace of the swift Lincoln
glide through slums of painted harlots.

They go crazy beating like moths at the windows,
Behind which glimmers the manna of gold,

the woeful pearls smolder like medusas

and the predatory night enshrouds the nacreous heat.

O, divers for these pearls in the ocean depths,

o, laborers in the chasms of those diamond mines,
how many tears are still needed for this diamond
to boil in flames, to glow like a star?. ..
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ABeHIO IIle He AUHE Y COHSYHI TaAH,
Ile MABIBCS CBITAaHOK, MOB 3MOPEHHUH KaT,
KpaMapIOI0YH KPOB 10, CTaTe4YHi MiHSAHAK

CHUIIAIOTD XXEMYYT Y 'MPAQ HECUTHUX rapMar.

Tak IpUXOAD 5Ke OKpaeM 6e3A10Ab, AaMasHTi,
I0B3 6eCKeTTs], IO PBETHCS IIIHASIME AO XMap.
Tu x 60 3HAEIM — CBIYiHHS OLIUX AlaMaHTIB
AIOA IITOBXA€E y MPipBY, Ha CMepTb i Ha 3rap.

Tu — wmii rHiB, AaMasHTI 3 9yAeCHOTO Kparo,
I1e MOSL y TBOIH IOAYM sTHA PYKa.

B Hamumx rpyasix AABHO BKe OYPAUTS i ITarae

THiBY TBOTO i MOMOI'O HEBraCHUM ByAKaH.

<1966>
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The avenue does not yet drift through the sun’s rays,
dawn has not yet risen like a weary hangman;
contemplative moneychangers trading in blood
pour pearls into the mouths of insatiable cannon.

So come through that deserted land, Damayanti,

along the precipice whose spires thrust to the clouds.

You must know—the glow of these diamonds

pushes humanity into the abyss, to death and to the ashes.

Damayanti from the wondrous kingdom, you are my wrath,
this is my flaming hand in yours.

The unquenchable volcano of yours and my

wrath has long surged and burned in our breasts.

<1966>
Translated by Ali Kinsella
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3 niceHb NapAemy

I'poMoxkuii MiCT, TOTBOpPa BEACAIOAAS,
i coHIle — KOAOM bGarpsHIM

BXXe IoAaAoch 3a CTo pecaTy,

1106 KOHXa HOYi CITAAAXHYAAQ,

OCSsAQ LIAMPUHHA SIM 1 HID,

acdaAbTiB HAAPY CKOAMXHYAQ,
KaMiHHUM BIiTTsM 3aryAa,

BiTpHAAMHU HEBOABHUIIBKUX TPUPEM —
BXKIX, OPHAACTHX,

sk Fapaem.

ITymyit, y Hiv imoBmiu, BUH,

CTO ABAALIATS IT'ATa,

PuxoMm cTyroHu mipBaaiB 4OpHHUX,

Ae comyxiB oTpy#Ha MAQ,

Ae TeMiHb, TAIHD, A€ CMEPTb —
Top6ara IAaKaAbHUIL — AOMOBHUHY,
3 AOILIIOK TEHAITHHX 30UTY, CyIIPOBOAUTb
I BU3BOASI ATOAUHY i3 sIpeM.

Tapaewm,

Y CAU3i, y THUAM3HI,

B SIAYYil ITACTI 5Kar,

B TBAPMHHOMY CKHMTAIHHI, y IiTbMi, —

pabiB 0Apa, cAinux pabiB THX HATOBIL

I'iM ryrusBuil macrop npopikae
im’st Xpucra, iM'st Xpucra

i BIACBITOM HEOHHOTIO XpecTa
0AQroCAOBUTD PO3CTail

LIUX aBEHIO, IO AMHYTh XX y pa,
LIMX aBeHIO, I1j0, CIIOBHEHI pabamy,
KAEKOYYTb, MOB BYAKaH,

MOB YOPHHUH yparaH.

O Ty, posir’siTuil, He sifiper,

100 TpUYi Hac, POSIL SITHX, HOTIIIaTH
MIACTYIIAUBUM, OGAYAHHM CAOBOM.
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From the Song of Harlem

The thunderous bridge, the monster of the multitudes
and the sun, that scarlet circle,

has already gone down on One Hundred Tenth

so the conch of night might flare up,

might illuminate the recesses of pits and dens,

stir up the asphalt entrails

whir like stone branches

like the sails of slave galleys

heavy and blocky

like Harlem.

Make noise, moving through the night, howl,
One Hundred Twenty-Fifth,

Roar for the black basements

With the poisonous haze of fetor,

With the darkness, cinders, where death
That humpbacked mourner, accompanies
The coffin nailed from fragile boards,

And liberates people from their yokes.
Harlem,

in slime, in rot,

in the caustic trap of desires,

in the animal whimper, in the darkness,

is a horde of slaves, that throng of blind slaves.

The nasally pastor preaches to them
the name of Christ, the name of Christ
and the reflection of the neon cross
blesses the path

of these avenues that soar up to heaven,
of these avenues that, full of slaves,
seethe like volcanoes,

like a black hurricane.

O you, crucified, you won’t get down,
to delight us crucified ones a third time
with your cunning, deceitful word.



80 | tOpin Kocau

3amoBkHH, 603xe, y [apaemi,

Do napcr He THX, 10 B Hebecax, BiH KAe.

I aeHb ipe B 6e30AHIO,

i3 YOPHUX Hip, 3 AAYIUX IMX O[IAWH,

3 IFIMPHH, A€ KiIMIIATbCs, IX AITH,

i3 6pam, Ae cecTpH iX TOBLSIMU CTOSITH,

i3 MOPOKY KOpUYOM, Ae 6Aa3HEM CTaB BAPHAK,
i3 YaAy, XMEAIO, 3AOUMHY i 3AMAHIB

BHXOAHMTD BiH Ha3yCTpi4 yparasy,

BHUXOAUTD BiH — HEBOABHHUK i TUTaH.

Tymyit, CTo ABaALISITS IT'SITA,
B IIOpH B3ATa!
KamiHH] BiTH THYTbCS, CITAAAXHYB aCaAbT
I ayaoHUTD, i AyAOHUTD: «Iaemo!
IaeMo My, inem!»
Barpsna niv.

Ha marop6ax —

Tapaem.

<1966>
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Shut up, o lord, in Harlem,

It’s not those kingdoms in heaven that he awaits.

And the day goes into the abyss,

from the black burrows, from the caustic crevices,

from the hiding places where their children play,

from the passages where their sisters whore,

from the gloom of pubs, where the convict’s become the jester
from the noxious fumes, the rye, the crime and destitution

he comes out to meet the hurricane,

he comes out—a captive and titan.

Make noise, One Hundred Twenty-Fifth,
harnessed in chains!
The stone branches bow, the asphalt burns
And he rumbles and rumbles: “We’re coming!
Coming, we're coming!”
Scarlet night.

On the hills stands

Harlem.

<1966>
Translated by Ali Kinsella
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Baaaaa npo 3oAaoTun bpoasen

LTe mauBe xopabeas, e pperat 3oaoToro Bpoases,
Tiabky — cKpi3b TaM MepIli, K AO CAMOT'O AHa,

AuI ckeAeTH A3BEHSTD, 1[0 TOBHCAHU Ha PesiX.

I ocranHIM ia€, BXe HEMeBHUM CBOET XOThOM, KarliTaH;
Vrikae 3eMAs i3-Tip Hir, Hage ycTpHIld, 30iKHe i BTUXHe
Ay1a 30A0TOro BUHa, i CXOIIOHE SHTAap.

Tak pUsHaHb BOPOXOOHUX OTAXHE SKEBPIFOYHIT BIXOTD,
I HixoMy A0 TOrO — 30pi Hap 3aByAKOM, MeHi,

IITo Ha HbOMy $perari parorOTh OBl KATH i OIPHUIIKH,
Cepea CrIOp3HOrO CKAa, cepe AT, i KASITHOM, i BOTHIB
Bepewmist OA@KeHHIX,

ITpupevernx BULIKIp.

Tei1, moere, mint 6paTe, CHOBHMAO OCb IJUX IIBUHTAPHII,
Miii ToBapunry B MaHAPaX, 0 Mapao, o AaBHiit!
O6iftrsru 6 Tebe, BiplTyKkaBwu B 10p6i,

Cepep AIOAY MeP3eHHOTO OAa3HIB.

Ae 6apuscsi? Ae Hid HO4YBaB, 4apOAi0?

Ta He cepabcs, TH, AUOOHD, 3 6€3A0M sI TPUHIIOB,
ITocipaemo BKyTIi, CIIMTAIO, @ MOXe, i He CMilo,

TiAbKHU CTIpaBAi, HATPUKAAA, 2 YOM

AX 'y TpeTbOMy aKTi TH BOUB

ITe sHemMoxeHe cepiie moeTa?

Och CKaXH — MOCTPHUBAM, MH X 60 APY3i COOL
Yu He Kpamie yTATH iHaK1Ie?

A gomy 6 He 60pOTHCH Ta B Ljiit 60pOTHO]

Hagirs BracTu — He xpare 62

Xait masae Tpareaiit 0 ABiYHHI BOTOHB!

Xait XKUTTSI, Xail HeHABUCTb, Xail Kpura!

Xait 11e KpoB, KpOB HEHACHUTi cepiis TBOTO!

Xaii e MOABHT, Xaft 6ypsi, Xait BUxop!
ITosiTHH-00 CBI4iHHSIME A€3a HAOPSIKAUI MTCTPSIK,
ITo 3cu3iB KOPOAIO Ha IIyXKOMY HOTO MAOOpPiAAL!
Bske mopa, 106 y rpoHi Aaku3 i cyTsr

CraB cyaAeIo IToeT Ha IOKapy OruAi!



Yuri Kosach

Ballad of Golden Broadway

This is the sailing ship, this is the frigate Golden Broadway,

It’s just...the dead are everywhere, all the way to the bottom,
Only their skeletons hang jingling on the spars.

And the captain goes last, his step no longer sure;

The earth flees from underfoot, like an oyster, the golden wine’s
soul wails and calms, and the amber grows cold.

Thus the smoldering straw of rebellious confessions will go out,

And no one will care, not the star above the alley, nor1,

That prostitutes, hangmen, and crooks on this frigate are in paradise
Among the dirty glass, among the flutes and the curse and the fires—
The uproar of the touched,

The grin of the doomed.

Hey, poet, brother mine, sleepwalker of these vast cemeteries,
My companion on the journey, o Marlowe, o ancient!

I'd embrace you, having found you in the crowd,

Among the jesters of the nasty people.

Where did you linger? Where did you spend the night, magician?
But don’t get angry, perhaps you’ve known homelessness,

Let’s sit together, I'll ask or maybe courage will fail me,

Only really, for example, but why

You waited to the third act to kill

That wearied heart of the poet?

Tell me this, wait a minute, we're friends after all.

Is it not better to do it another way?

Or why not fight that fight

Would it not be better, even if you fall?

Let the eternal fire of tragedies burn!

Let there be life, let there be hate, be ice!

Let it be blood, the blood of your insatiable heart!
Let it be a triumph, let there be a storm, a whirlwind!
With the flash of a blade, slice the swollen pimple
Rotting blue on the king’s soft chin.

From among the lackeys and swindlers, it’s time

For a poet to become judge and punish the ugliness!
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«IIpomuHaii, TH — NpUYMHHMI!> — pede KaIliTaH.

Ta # BoHa — cunbOBis Odeais 3 mycTku HeoHiB bpoases.
Hi, mipare, e MHUCAUTS, >KUBE MOE « 51>, IIle XHBE,

He npuunnni — TBepesi mu 3 Mapao,

Koau xouer, manBiMO 3BiACiAb B OKeaH,

TiAbKY MBHALLE, 32 00pif, 3a ckapbamu!

€ KpaiHa, 10 KBITTAM yMasHa BiYHUM,

€ xpaiHa, Ae papicTb TpuBag,

€ KpaiHa, Ae ITOCMIXiB IACTS He AiJaT,

€ KpaiHa, Ae MCHSI OABIKY AYHAE ...

Teit, cyBopocre, B macri mpumap!

(e x mauBe xopabeas, 1je x ¢pperar 3oaoToro Bpoases).
T'oAy6inb pBiliHOKpHAA CBidie 3-3a xMap!

(A ckeAeTH A3BEHATS, 1110 IOBHCAH Ha Pesix).

B myTh Tpemky pioreTHHX 3aTOK,

Y KpHIITaAbHICTD HEBraBHOTO CKpecy

PunyTb AyHH OCTaHHI APaIi>KHIX OPKeCTp,

I 3a MuTB KOpaOeAb Ljeil 3aMOBKHe.

e cBiuie BpoaBei, o TpuBae GeHKeT,

Ane MU, X04 IPHYHMHHI, MHHIMO,

IToAnmtim 1110 rasaicTpy miparis, IpOHO3
(Xait ix perory ckperit imaoo 3aBucHe!).
Ham-60 cTeAUTBCS MASIX y IPOCTOPH YyA€ECHI,
IIBupmIe 3 KprAaMuU rpo3!

IIIBupmIe 3 30psIMU B BecHH!

<1966>
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“You shall pass, you are mad!” says the captain.

So is she, blue-lashed Ophelia from the neon desert of Broadway.
No, pirate, it still thinks, my “I” is alive, still alive,

Marlowe and I are sober, not mad

When you want, we’ll sail from here into the ocean,

Only soon, beyond the horizon in search of treasures!
There is a country bedecked in everlasting flowers,

There is a country where happiness endures,

There is a country where smiles of joy can’t be counted,
There is a country where the song sounds eternal...

Hey, austerity, in the trap of ghosts!

(This is the sailing ship, this is the frigate Golden Broadway.)
The restive-winged azure glows from behind the clouds!
(Only their skeletons hang jingling on the spars.)

In the quivering murkiness of violet gulfs,

In the crystal clarity of the unstoppable spring thaw

The last echoes of the rapacious orchestras surge.

And the ship will silence this in an instant.

Broadway still glows, the banquet continues

But, though we may be mad, let’s pass it by,

Let’s leave this horde of pirates, of scoundrels

(May the screeching of their laughter hang in a haze!).
We must pave the way to the wondrous places,

Faster on the wings of the tempests!

Faster with the stars in spring!

<1966>
Translated by Ali Kinsella



AHApPiIM MaAuwWko

MaskoBCbkuii B AMepULL

3a KpYTOIO XBHAEIO, 32 OKEaHOM,
3aAMMAeHe COHIe B XMapax Teye,
XoAUTD BiH 31 MHOIO PAaHHIM-PaHOM,
IToroxxuBmu pyKy MeHi Ha TIAeve.

ITo Mocty, mo 6pyKaiHChKiM, o Bpoasero,
Biag xmapoyociB kpokoM, SIK CTaAb,
HerpursaHchKy ByAUITIO BTAGAUTh — i Hap Helo

Tenaumu ouriMa AUBUTBCS B AAAD.

B woprnomy l'apaemi aitu HErpuTsTa
3HaI0Tb HOTO IMOCMIIIKY ¥ AACKY PYKH,
XoasTh 61ASI HBOTO 1 IPOCSATD Ha CBATO
AoKepH, BAHTRKHUKH, POOITHHIKIL

Bin 3aBoAUTD 3 HUMH rapsIy pO3MOBY,
Sk 61 TO iM IIpaBAY BipHilI 3HAHTH,
I pa3zom 3HaXOASTD TPaBAUBE CAOBO,

I spaernest, — pipni BoHu 6paru.

I Bip TOro cAoBa B HbIO-HOPKCHKOMY CBiTi
Kaesera i 36062 KpryaTh HaBCIIIIKH,
XmypsiTbest 6aHKipy Ha YOAA-CTpIT,

3 30A0TOM XOBAIOYH YOPHi MillIKH.

I cBUCTHTD 11O ByAMIISX BiT€p MOCKOBCHKUI
T'HiBOM peBOAIOL}iil BUA3BOHIOE OPYK.
3Apacryit, Mi yauTearo!

3apacTyit, Maskoscbkuii!

Y MiABHOHHIM MOTHCKY POOITHIYHX PYK!

TaM, 32 OKeaHOM, SIK BHAHUTA 3 KPHIL],
ITaemme TBOsI MOBa y 6paTCTBi TPyAQ,
Ko>xHe TBO€E CAOBO pOAUTSH ¥ GANCKaBHIL,
I'pomom BarpkiBmuHM — TBOA X0AQ.

<1950>
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Andriy Malyshko

Mayakovsky in America

Beyond tall waves, beyond the ocean,
Amidst clouds flows the smoky sun,
With me he walks in early morn,

And on my shoulder rests his arm.

Across Brooklyn’s bridge, along Broadway,
Past skyscrapers our steps resound,

A Negro street meets his steely gaze,
While warm eyes peer above and beyond.

The Negro children in black Harlem
Know his smile and his hand’s caress,
Dockers, loaders, workers walk with him,
And invite him to their labor fest.

With them he has a heated discourse
About how best the truth to find together,
And words of truth they find of course,
Indeed, it seems as if they’re brothers.

These words provoke in New York’s world
Quickened cries of slander and fury,
While hiding their black sacks of gold,
Wall Street bankers frown and worry.

The streets howl with Moscow’s wind,
With revolution’s rage sidewalks resound.
Greetings, my teacher!

Greetings, Mayakovsky!

To you worker millions their hands extend!

Beyond the ocean, as if molded from steel,
Your words resound amidst brothers of labor,
All you say has lightning’s sharp feel,

While your walk is my Fatherland’s thunder.

1950
Translated by Alexander Motyl
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AeoHia AMMaH

OciHb y BpoHkcnapky

Sk yepemnaxu, Aech IOB3YTb BiKH,
I BiTep mapmae y>xe ocTaHHi KBiTH,
ITorastHb, AMTHHO, Ha OLIi AUCTKH,

bo cMepTb 3eMAi BiAUYIOTD TIABKH AITH.

O BiTpy MOXHTHYAACh AOBTA TiHb,
3AIfMAIOTHCS 3-IiA 3eMAi KaMiHHI OpUANL
ITe Bxxe MoyaToOK Ka3KH i MapiHb,

SIKIo MU TYT B OCiHHIM A€Hb XOAUAH.

I Amme xmapw, BiTep i micku —
ITepsicHi BiauBian. ITouatky it HacoroaH,
A 11i aAel, KATOMOM, TaOAMYKY —

HEMOB HEAOAIKH OABIYHOI IPUPOAU.

1951
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Leonid Lyman

Autumn in a Bronx Park

The centuries crawl past like turtles,
The wind tugs on the last flowers,
Take a look, my child, at these leaves,
For only children feel the earth’s death.

The wind has bent a long shadow,

boulders push up from under the soil.

This was the beginning of the fantasy and dreams
when we took a walk here on a fall day.

Only the primeval clouds, wind, and sand have
Bloomed away. Their beginning and delight,
And these alleys, flowerbeds and plaques are
like imperfections of nature eternal.

1951
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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IOpin TapHaBcbkumn
OaAa Ao kadcbe

O. A. Boponesuuy
I

0, TETIA€ MiCIle BiATIOUYMBAHHS TiAQ,

A€ MO>XKHa pO3BiCUTH MOKpi TOAOTHA IIKipH,

BHCYIIMTH Ha BiTPi CyXUX, aAe AACKaBUX XBHADb

IT BTOMH, HOTH IIOCTaBUTH, Y€KaI0IH

ax 6iAb cTede Ha AOAIBKY THXHMM CKHMAIHHSIM HOXQ,

3a CKAOM, B CHHBOMY CBiTAi He0a, 6OPOTUMYTHCSI IIje AeSIKi:
Ha IpaTax KaHAAIB A€XXaTUMyTb MOKpi, 0€3roAOBi TpyIH,
BIAXOAMTHMYTb OCTaHKU OYHTIBHUKIB

i3 6e3’sI13uKMM, HIMUM IIPAIIOPOM, aAe He PO3IapOBaHi,

0, MiCIje BIATTOYMBAHHS CYXMX, SIK FOpiX, MBKYAb Ky4epsBOIro MO3KY,
A€ MO>KHA, 3AAMIIUBIIH [IOA€ OO0, OTASIAQIOUHC,
mepecraTy OyTH BUHHUM, APSITTAHIM, CCAHUM BCEPEAVHI,
A€ MO>XHA MakDKe 3aCHYTH i3 POTOM, IOBHUM CMaKy
MOAOKA XOBTHX I'PYA€H MIBAGHHUX OBOYiB,

A€ MO>KHa MAAKAaTH IPUEMHUMH CAI3bMH,

SIKi TeUyTb, SIK POCa, i3 PiIAKOBUX OUel,

A€ MO>KHA IIPUHEeCTH OOroBi macTst

ABiI MOHETH B X€PTBY, 3aMiHATH 3a

ABI XBUAMHU AIHMBOTO CIIOKOIO

0, CBATHHE HEMAIOYHX CBSTHHD,
TH MPUKMMAEI B CBOI TEIAI AOAOHI

CIIOBIAQHHS 3aAI00AHUX i pO349apOBaHuX,
CAyXa€ll BipIliB MOETIB i KPUKAUBI pO3MOBU
$ir0codiB I MUCTIIB 3 YOPHUME 60pOAAMY,

TH IPUTOPTAENI iX AO TEIIAOTO, TBEPAOTIO XKUBOTA,
IPUKPHUBAIOYH BEAUKOIO AOAOHEIO,

TAQASTYH IXHI CITMHU i TAAAKE BOAOCCS,

0, MaTH PUAQIOYHUX CHPIT,

TH BIAAAEIICS 6QXKAIOUHM, SIK AellleBa MOBis,
poaael OiAe, TemAe TiA0

MOAOAMM, IITO IIYKAIOTh HATIOBHEHHS,

1 AMITAENT IX CIIOKIMHKMMU i IIOBIABHUMH, KOAY BiAIIAYTH
920



Yuriy Tarnawsky

Ode To A Café

To O. L. Voronevych
I

o warm place of rest for one’s body,

where you can hang up the wet sheets of your skin,

dry off the sweat of fatigue in the wind

of dry but kind waves, stretch out your legs, waiting

for the pain to trickle down to the floor like the soft whimpering of a knife,

on the other side of the glass in the blue light of the sky some will still go on
fighting:

on the gratings of sewers the wet headless corpses will lie undisturbed,

the rest of the rebels will retreat

with a mute, tongueless flag but not disappointed,

o place of rest for the dry walnut-like hemispheres of the curly-haired brain

where you can drowse with your mouth

full of the milk squeezed from the yellow breasts of tropical fruit,

where you can cry pleasant tears

which flow like dew from violet eyes,

where you can give two coins to the god of happiness

as an offering, in exchange for

two minutes of indolent peace

o temple of those who have no temples,

you accept into your warm hands

hopes of lovers and of the disappointed ones,

you listen to the poems of poets and to loud arguments
of philosophers and artists with black beards,

you press them to your hard, hot belly,

protecting them with your big hand,

stroking their backs and the lank hair,

o mother of orphans who keep on crying,

like a cheap whore you give yourselves to whoever wants you,
you sell your warm, white flesh

to the young ones who crave happiness

and you leave them silent and slow when they go away
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II

B AbOAOBHX POTaX BUCHTD YOPHA HiY,
IO CMAKYE, K Hid TPOMIKY,

IO HaraAye SI3MKOBi

AMXaHH, SIK B CITOAYII ABOX TaM-TaMiB

CHHIM S3UKOM CITiBa€ IJHOTANBA MY3HKa,

KapTUHH BXKe He CHYIOThCS B Yepelli TaHIIOI0UNMH,
AMII HAPOCTAIOTh TOAL HESCHI XOTiHHS

i 3BHOBY IJHOTAMBO IIAQYe TEIIAOI0 KPOB IO Ceplie

0, I1AQY, KBOA€, 60sI3AMBE ceplie:

51 € yCMIXHEHO-3aA0BOACHUIT 60A€EM,
IIAQY, ceplie, B CBSTHHI CIIOKOIO,

Ae Kpi3b CHHI BiKHa BUAHO XKHUTTS

1955-1956



Yuriy Tarnawsky

I

in the icy mouths hangs a black night

which tastes like the night of the tropics
which makes the tongue remember

a breathing as in the coitus of two tom-toms

a prudish music sings with its blue tongue,

images no longer float dancer-like through your skull,

only vague desires now swell up inside you

and your heart cries once again its insipid warm tears of blood

cry my poor, timid heart,

I smile, relaxing happy in my pain,

cry my heart in this temple of peace

where life can be seen through blue windows

Ca. 1955-1956

Translated by the author

93



94 | HOpit TApHOBCbHKMM

HealiAi
I

cepe B’SI3HULI KUTTS

HEAIAl, SIK KeAil-OAMHOYKY,

MIPUTAAYEOTD IIPO MYPH,

IIPO CaMOTY, XAaAb i Kapy,

PO MPii, SIKi BTEeKAU BOAOIO,

SIK HEMHMHYYi TOAMHH IIPOMOB
[MOBYAABHUX, HE3HOCHMUX,

SIKi IPUBOAATD AO 60>xeBiAAs

CBOEIO BIIEPTOIO TAYIIOIO0 HACTHPAHUBICTIO,
CBOIM 6€3KOHEYHHUM AKEPEAOM MAAAHHS
TATAMMU KPAaIIAMHAMH Yacy

II

B HEAIAIO XKHUTTS ITyCTi€ Bip PYXy,

BiA MAIIMHAABHOTO CIIOCOOY, SIKUI HeOOAyMaHHI],
BiA AOBI'MX TiHEH Ha PO3AOPIIOKSIX,

KOAH CXOAUTB 1 3aXOAUTH COHIIE,

B HEAIAIO ATOAU CITASITD,

CHASTD Y M'SIKHX KPiCAaX, HACAYXaIO4HCh,
SIK OCTaHKU 6a’kKaHHS BUXOASTD

Kpi3b OPH AIpsBOI MIKipH

HYAHHM 3aI1aXOM KAAHA,

HapKOTHYHUMH HUTKAMH AUMY,

B HEAIAIO CEPIISI XOAOHYTb:

BOHPAIOTD ¥ cebe X0A0A

rOAy6UX HeOeCHUX TapeAis,

CTiH KIMHAT 1 06AUY PIAHUX,

1 BCepeAVHI BUAHIE ITPaBAQ,

3abyTa cepep pedei OyTTs,

SIK AOPOTHI KaMiHb, CLI0UUI cepea IIMaT,
SIK AOPOTHH KaMiHb, TBEPAMH i XOAOAHUH,
B HEAIAIO FaCHYTD Haail

1 JOpPHHAOM HaIIOBHAIOTbHCS

PIAKHM, TEPIIKUM, YOPHUM

AYMKH AIOACH



Yuriy Tarnawsky

Sundays

1

in the prison house of life

Sundays are like solitary cells,

reminding one of walls,

ofloneliness, guilt, and punishment,

of dreams that have flowed away like water,
they are like unavoidable sermons that last for hours,
teaching you what you should do, unbearable,
driving you to madness

with their stubborn, mindless insistence

their inexhaustible source of the dripping

of the viscous drops of time

II

on Sundays life grows empty of motion

of the mechanical way in which the brain plays no part,
of the long shadows at road crossings

when the sun rises and sets,

on Sundays people sleep,

relax in soft chairs,

watching the rest of their hopes escape

through the pores of their skin full of holes

like the sickening smell of incense,

like narcotic threads of smoke,

on Sundays people’s hearts grow cold:

they absorb the chill of the blue celestial platters,

of the walls of the rooms and of the faces of their loved ones,
and inside suddenly shines the truth

forgotten among the things of existence

like a precious stone glittering among rags,

like a precious stone, hard and cold,

on Sundays people’s hopes grow dim

and a black, caustic ink

fills their thoughts
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IIX

B HEAIAIO HAITOBHAIOTHCA KIHOTeaTpu

YOPHHMM BOAOCCSM AIOACHKHX TOAIB,

TEIAOI0 TEMPSBOIO IIOTY,

3IIICYTHM MOBITPSIM, Bi SKOIO OOAUTH TOAOBA,
B TeaTpax XUBYTb aKTOPH

iMeHaMU 1 TiAaMU iHIITUX,

CKPHITaAi TAQYYTb CKPUIIKaMH,

B 6i6AiOTEKAX KHIDKKHA

HACTaBASIIOTD IIiA TIOPOX TiAa,

IPilOYKCh AO TUXMX BiKOH

v

0, IPHMAYTD IiCAS IICKiB CTOAITH
CBIXI, K TIOMapaHdyi, AH,

imoTeuyTs y He6O

BOAOCITAAH BOTHSIHUX MOPiB:

SIKi KUIIITUMYTb, PO3IAAIOTBCS i TOKPHIOTDh
YOPHI AOAIBKHU Hebec

POXeBOI0 PIAUHOIO,

1 FAQAKOIO CTaHe TIOBEPXHS,

Ae Oyau ropy, piky, Micra,

1 BUPOCTYTb BiTpsIHi, IPOCTOPi OceAi
HOBHX 3A0POBHUX AIOAEH,

3 AOPOTMIM KaMeHeM ITPaBAH,
TOCTPUM, TBEPAUM, SICHUM,

CisIFOumMM B cepIii

1955-1956



III

on Sundays movie houses fill up

with the black hair on people’s heads,

the warm darkness of sweat,

stale air that gives you a headache,

actors inside theaters live

with the bodies and names of others,

violinists cry with their violins,

inside libraries books

expose their bodies to dust

warming themselves against the quiet windows

v

o but there will come after the sands of centuries
fresh, orange-like days,

and waterfalls of fire will roar up into the sky
boiling, spreading, and covering

the black floors of heavens

with a rose-colored liquid,

and the surface will turn smooth

where once there were mountains, rivers, and cities,
and spacious airy dwellings will spring up all around
belonging to new healthy people,

with the precious stone of truth,

sharp, hard, and shining,

glittering in their hearts

Ca. 1955-1956

Yuriy Tarnawsky

Translated by the author
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A06OBHUM BipLU

Ha ne nemae cais:

MOXKe, CITPaBAlL

MU 3aKiHUMAU HEAETKY IIKOAY AIOOOBHL.
Tu mam’siTaem KBaAPaTOBi

HeAIAI, TPUAABAEH]I KybaMu MiCTa.

ITam aTa€m, SK Ao

noxpusas ¢ocGopom Aoporu

i SIK y BUCOKUX IASIIIKAX BYAMITh
0CiAQB YJOPHHUH HAMYA AHSI?

Yce mpoiimao.

Cxaxxu, Ae AIAMCS CTOTOHU

B FapsTYUX AETeHSIX TOTEAI0?

Tam Terep XTOCh pO3NIHHAE MOBT
Ha GIAMX TOATOTaX ADKOK.

<1959>



Love Poem

There are no words for it—

maybe it’s true that we have finished
the difficult school of love.

You remember the square

Sundays under the heavy

cubes of the city.

Remember how rain

coated the roads with phosphorus
and how the black silt of evenings
settled in the tall bottles of the streets?
Allis gone!

Tell me what happened to the moans
in the hot lungs of the hotel?

Now whores are being crucified here
on the white Golgothas of beds.

<1959>

Yuriy Tarnawsky

Translated by the author
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Mpwuisa IV

Ao HOABIfIHOTO IepeOyBaHHs, IO TPUBAAO IO ABA TIDKHI, Ha OCTPOBI, popMy
SIKOTO IepebpaAa MOSI AyIIIa; AO KIMHAT, B SIKMX HEMOXKAUBE ITOHSTTS BIKOH; AO
MOTO MO3KY M s3MKa Yy $OpMi MypaIlHHUKIiB, 1[0 KUIIATh Bia IUPP; AO MaIluUH,
TeX M SKHX, HEMOB i3 TAWHH, i KOHYCOIAHUX, B SIKMX PO3BOASITBCS MYpALIKH
Ta Ceya; AO 30py, IO He MICTUTBCS; AO AIOAEH, 3 SAKHMX BUAMMI AMII S3UKH, YU
OAIBIi, UM KperAQ; AO IIUTapOK, YaCTKOBO 3aCAOHEHHMX MO3KAMHU; AO CXOAIB 3
MOBH, ITiA SAKMMHU CTOTHYTb AFOACBKI AYIIi; AO IIEPEPB AAS 30PY; AO POTIB, MO
caMi AiTalOTh BYAMIIIMU B ITyKaHHI DKi; AO PecTOpaHiB, AAS TeMpPSBU SIKUX
CKYIIOBYIOTb IIPOCTip POTIiB; AO MOEI XOAU 32 AOIIOMOI'OI0 POTa; AO KPaMHHIIb,
BiA SIKUX S o6epTancsi AOTOpH HOTaMH i fKi CTaOTh YaCTHHOI MOE€l YABHOI
TOAOBH; AO CTaTe€BOI IPUEMHOCTH, IIEPETBOPEHOI B IAMIpP; A0 CIIEPMATO30IAIB i
JKIHOYHMX SI€Ib, YOPHUX i CXOKHMX Ha APYK; AO Cipol Ta CyXOl MEHCTPYaAbHOI
KPOBH Ha TPOTyapax, IOBHOI OAIIMAb TyOepKYABO3H; AO AIOAET 3 PO3MillIeHUMHU
0OANYYSAMU 1 AyIIaMH, i 3 OOAMYYSMH B 4epeBax, i 3 pOTaMu Ha KOAiHAX; AO
OYAHHKIB, IIO PYXaIOTbCSI i BUTASIAQIOTH, SIK AFOAM; AO HATOBIIIB, IO BUTASIAQIOTS,
SIK HeIIACAUBI TPy6i OGAUTIS; AO [TOBICOM CAM3i Ta XKOBTOI CaXi B IIOBITPi; AO
AVIMY 3 5KOBUYi; AO MOTO TiAd, PO3TATHEHOTO BiA MBUAKOCTH, K AMM, 31 CMaKOM
I'yMH B HOTaX; AO POT'Y BYAHL}i, A€ 32 HEBEAUKY LiiHy OOTHHAIOTH TOAOBH; AO
MBA€HHOTO KiHIII OCTPOBa 3 A€3; AO 3api3aHMX AIOAEH, IO OAYKaIOTh TaM,
ITYKAIOYU CBO€lI KPOBM, 3HUKAOI 3a IIOBITPSM; AO MOPS, IO IEPEXOAUTbH
Y MOBITPSI; AO CEHABIYIB 3 AABOK, i 3 METAAEBUX KOIIB, i 3 MAABT, i 3 BAACHUX
PYK; AO AABOK, SKMX HE MOXXHA BIAPI3HUTH BiA MIAAITKIB, IO IPAIOTHCS, i Bip
3aKOXaHHMX I1ap; AO MiAAITKIB, II[O XOBAIOThCS 32 AAAEKOBHUAOM i KIMHAaTaMH, SKi
AdAeKi Bip HUX, OO ITOGAYUTH MO0 AYIIY; AO MEHE, KOAH sI CTOK0 MO6iY cebe i
6ady, SIK SI XOBAIOCS 32 CBOIM XXYBaHHSM, IO Mae GpOpMy Oe3AMCTOro Kyma, i 3a
TPaBAEHHSIM MOT'O LIIAYHKA y BUTASIAL TOPOU 3 OpPYHATHOTO Iarepy, i, AUBASIHCS
B CiAb Ta B M sIcO, crapatocs mobauntu Ecrnasito.

<1969>



Yuriy Tarnawsky

Arrival IV

To a double stay, each lasting two weeks, on an island, whose shape my soul
took on; to rooms, in which the concept of windows is impossible; to my brain
and tongue in the shape of anthills teaming with numbers; to machines, also
soft, as if made out of clay, and cone-shaped, full of ants and urine; to eyesight
which is too big to fit in; to people, the only visible parts of whom are tongues,
or pencils, or chalk; to cigarettes partly hidden behind minds; to staircases
of speech under which moan people’s souls; to recesses for one’s eyesight; to
mouths which fly alone through streets looking for food; to restaurants for the
darkness inside of which they buy up the spaces of mouths; to my walk with the
help of my mouth; to stores from which I turn upside down and which become
part of my imaginary head; to sexual pleasure turned into paper; to sperms and
women’s eggs, black and looking like print; to gray and dry menstrual blood
on the sidewalks full of the germs of TB; to people with their faces and souls
kneaded like dough and with their faces in their bellies and with their mouths
on their knees; to buildings which move and look like people; to crowds which
look like fat unhappy faces; to skeins of mucus and yellow soot in the air; to
the smoke of bile; to my body stretched out from speed like smoke with a taste
of rubber in my feet; to the street corner where they chop off your head for a
reasonable price; to the southern tip of the island made out of knife blades; to
people with their throats slashed who wander around there looking for their
blood which has vanished behind the air; to a sea which gradually becomes air;
to sandwiches made out of park benches, and wire baskets, and overcoats, and
one’s own hands; to park benches you can’t distinguish from teenagers who
play games and from pairs of lovers; to teenagers who hide behind telescopes
and rooms which are far from them, so as to see my soul; to me, as I stand next
to myself and see myself hiding behind my own chewing in the form of a leaf-
less bush, and behind my stomach digesting my food in the shape of a brown
paper bag, and, looking into salt and meat, try to see Spain.

<1969>
Translated by the author
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KiHeuwb cBiTYy

ITepeixas

MicCT,

6e3 3ycuaas,

He TIAQTHBIIN

3a poi3p,

SIK KPOB,
BUIIAUBAIOYN

3 KHAH,

aBTO

KOTHTbCS

o 6eToHi,
HEMOB KPi3b
IIPOCTIp,

IHIIi aBTa, TPY30BHKH,
KOTSITbCS

TIOB3 MEHE,
AKKX

CTO MeTpiB
TIOTIEPEAY,

A€ TOYMHAEThCS
MMiThMa,

HaIuc
YePBOHHMH, CHHIMU i OiANMEI
AiTepaMu

Ha 3eAeHIM

TAI

CITOBIIIIAE:
INTERSTATE
80 WEST

RT 17 NEWARK
EXIT

1/2 MILE.

<1978>
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End of The World

Have driven

across the bridge
effortlessly,
without having to pay
the toll,

like blood

coming

out of vein,

the car

tumbles along

the concrete

as if through space,
other cars, trucks
tumble past me,
some hundred
yards ahead

where the darkness
starts

a sign

in red, blue, and white
onagreen
background
proclaims:
INTERSTATE

80 WEST

RT 17 NEWARK
EXIT

1/2 MILE.

<1978>
Translated by the author
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CccmepTb

Cyxopebpa

IIKAIa HeTOAU

A€ABE BOAOYHUTDH HOTH ByAUILIEIO,
AOII TIAeIe

TIAITKH IIPO AiTO,

MO30K B OAHY MUTb GOPMOAIOE
TEOPilo APOXiB,

MaibKe BeAnkaens,

CKIABKICh TaM POKiB TOMY,
Takui cobi MOAOAEID,

HE AY>Ke-TO MOAOAMI,

ITiA COPOKIBKY,

31 CMOAOCKHUIIAMH O4Y€eH

1 peImToK BoAOCCH,

T'aHsAB KPi3b BiCIM-MIABHOHOBE MiCTO
3a MapeBaMH MEeXXHHIDIOKS,
OAHA TeX cobi Taka
aHOPEKCiMHA ITAaHHOYKa,
TXHYAO 11 3 YCT AITPUHOIO,

60 Bia yaopa

Hi PUCOYKH B POTi,

o6 6yru me 6iabure,

sk TBurri,

BOAMB Il B PYCCCKUM
pecccropan

icTH yKpaiHChKHI 0PI

i cccupny

PYCCCKY IacccKy,

MOTiM Ha KOHIIepT

cccTpacren

3a CCCs. IBanOM 3AaTOyCTTTOM,
y Kapneri I'oaa,

IiA MKipOX CCCMEPTh
TpsiccceThest (TPYCCCHTBCS), SIK KPOAKIK,



Dddeath

The skin and bones

nag of bad weather

barely drags itself

down the street,

the rain

whispers bad things

about the summer,

the mind in one instant
formulates a theory of shivering,
almost Easter,

some X number or so years ago,
a certain young man,

not so young in reality,

pushing forty,

with the torches of his eyes blazing,

ran madly through an eight-million inhabitants city

in search of the mirages of crotches,
another certain similar one
anorexic young lady,

her breath smelling like a latrine
because she didn’t have anything to eat
since the day before

in order to be still more

like Twiggy,

took her to a Russsian

ressstaurant

to eat Ukrainian borshch

and Russsian Eassster

cheese cake,

after that to a concert

in Carnegie Hall

to hear the Ssst. John Passsion,
under the skin dddeath

shakesss (shiversss) like a ssscared rabbit,

Yuriy Tarnawsky
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KOAM TPHMATH 33 CCCIAHHIL,
Q)X CCCTPAIIHO,

Hi6M cccaM rpaem
CCCBOIO-TaKH

ccemepTh!

17.1V.1987



giving you the shiversss
as if you were fffucking
your own

ftfucking dddeath.
April 17,1987

Yuriy Tarnawsky

Translated by the author
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be3AoMHUM

O6AMYYsT — 0e3CTPYHHA CKPHIIKA, 3a[I0POLIEHA | IIOPOXKHSL.
Micro MOMeHTIB — oMy HyAHa, Ge36apBHa Bi4HICTS.
B ouax — Byam1s, 110 HiIKOAM, HIKOAM He CTIMHUTE;

Buopa, 3aBTpa, ChOropHi 6ANMAIOTh HE3MiHHIMU HEOHAMHL.

O06AMYIsT — MpeKpacHa CKYABIITYPa B A€PeBi AOPOTOMY,
Crapa cKyABIITYpa, IO 3aKWHEHA AECh Y ITABAAVIHHY;

A B aymi, Bosxe! B Aymi Epemist pupae,

Cuastan Ha BIAAAMKAX TPAridHIX, Ha pyiHax 6yAiBeAb TOPAUX.

Hi! ITecTpa ByAUIIs HIKOAY Hi9UM He CIIMHUTb.
ITecTpa nTHIlS, BOTHSHA, YACOM Y CHAX AiTaE,
I He 3Hatu (Hi6U XTOCh FOAOBY B3SIB y AOAOHI i TuCHE!) He 3HaTH,

Yu BoHa AacKaBa, YM O4i BUAEPTH XOUe.

Yera He roBopsiTh. TiabKY OPYKOBI KXKyTh IIPO CMYTOK,
Tiapku yacoM cTapedift CTiHi, HEMOB MaMi, PO3XAIOIIYIOTb OOAi.
OcranHil pa3 yCMiXHYAKCDH, KOAY BiH Y35IB HI’KHO B KU
BpyaHoro roay6a 3 po3apepTHM KPUAOM i [TeCTHB.

Toay6 6ise 360AiAe KPHAO POSIPOCTEP HA YOPHHUI IAAELID,
Cobaka-pr6Ayaa HOOUTY FOAOBY Tep 00 HOro BTOMAEHY HOT'Y,
A obuBareab, B IKOTO AylIa, SIK KPAMHUYKA, A€ IPOAAIOTH pUbYy,

Horo 06MUHaB, TPEMTSIYM 3a CBill CUTHIL TOPTEAb.

Ycra yemixayancs . .. IToTiM, Moxe, rapsdKoro spaHeHi Mpii
IIpuiinam — He PO XaTKYy, FTOPOAYHK, IOMIAHY CyCiAiB —
A Mpii Ipo YKCTi TOpH, Ha SKUX CHITH XKUTTEAANHI,

Mpii mipo 6epir, mpo Ay>xi mpr6oi, PO UIyMU OE3MENOKS . . .

1.1956
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Homeless

The face is a stringless violin, covered with dust and empty.

This city of moments—he’s bored by colorless being.

In his eyes there is a street that will never slow him down;

Yesterday, Today, Tomorrow blink with the constancy of neon signs.

A face is a beautiful sculpture in a setting so rich,

An old sculpture cast off, lost in a basement;

And in his soul, oh Lord! In his soul Jeremiah cries,

Sitting on fragments so tragic, on the ruins of buildings once proud.

No! This motley street will slow for nothing.

This variegated bird, this firebird, careens into a dream

And it’s not known (as if his head were taken into palms and squeezed!), not
known—

whether the bird’s gentle or wants to rip out his eyes.

Lips do not speak. Only to this stone road of sorrows

Only to this senile wall, motherly wall, they splash the pain.
Last time they smiled, he had gently taken in his hands

A dirty dove with a torn wing and caressed it.

The dove spread a white damaged wing over black fingers,
A stray dog rubbed its beaten head against his tired leg,

A man with a soul like a fishmonger’s shop
passed him by, trembling for his fat briefcase.

The lips smiled... Then, maybe, dreams came—stricken with fever:
They are not of a house, or a garden, or respect from the neighbors—
But dreams of pure hills, with life-giving snows,

Dreams of the coast, of hefty waves, of immensity’s noises.

January 1956
Translated by Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft
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Bipwi npo micTo

1

S ipy sycrpirucs,

Ta micTo

3aTArHyAOCs KaMeHeM,
He sipe

Mesi HanpoTn.

2

S wekaro, moxu
Cronaarbcs mip Micamem
Aaxu

Ha Bleecker Street

I mam’sitb HaOy6HsIBiE
Bip wmiTis.

3

S ipy sycrpirucs

3 AFOADMHU

I npukaaaaro maabIi
Im a0 TY6,

AAe KpUBaBASITD

3 AOTHKY yCTa,

I s1 Anmmarocs cam.

4

Mypu
TucHyTb THX,
Sxi xoxaroTbcst
Buoui,
Poszmapmani

lapsraum cakcoponoM;

ITo xoxanHi

XAoTIeITb KHAA€ B TOPHSTKO CepIis
TpUALSTS CPiOHSKIB,

Ha aiBunHy Asrae TiHb.



Bohdan Boychuk

City Verses

1.

I'm going to a meeting
The city

Laced up in stone
Does not go

Against me

2.

I'm waiting for

The roofs

To melt under the moon
On Bleecker Street

And for memory to swell
From myths

3.

I'm going to meet
people

And lay my fingers

On their lips

But their mouths bleed
From the touch

And I remain alone

4.

Walls

Squeeze the ones
Who make love

At night,

Torn up

By a hot saxophone;

After sex

The boy tosses into the cup of his heart
Thirty pieces of silver,

A shadow lies down on the girl.
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R)

biabma BikoH
AoMASTD TeMpSBY,

B sxitt ropsTs
CBiuKH JKaAAHHS,
Bias BuTepTHX 06ANY

Ha roxxax.
6
Aro60BHUKH

3aKyTyI0ThCS
B remai crinm.

Mix HOramu cTorHe
3AaMaHa HEBUHHICTB,

Mos popora B cTapicTb.

<1963, 1983>



S.

Cataracts of windows

Break the dark,

Where burn

The candles of desire,
Around the washed-out faces
On the couches.

6.

Lovers

Wrap themselves
In warm walls.

Between legs groans
Broken innocence,
Like the road to old age.

<1963, 1983>

Bohdan Boychuk

Translated by Anand Dibble
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Avctun

Hpto-Mopx, 11 Bepecus
Mu He 3Hait0Mi, 60 TeOe HIXTO e iMeHeM He CKBepHUB. Mu 3yCTpiArCs Ha BOAAX
HOYi — TH NPUMIIIAQ M SIKOIO CTEKKOIO CHOBUAY. Boan 3aTpemTian #1 Bipifimam,
HeMOB BiATIAUB, y TeMpsiBy. I 51 Tebe He 3Halo, 60 Tebe HIXTO Ime iMeHeM He
cKkBepHUB, AiBunHO. Tr uncra. Bo iM’st — 1je masiMa, Ha sIKiit po3Ma3aHo 6araTo
3HadeHs. 5 paaiio, mo Tebe He 3Haro.

Taprdopa, 1 ciuns
MeHe BHIITOBXYIOTb TOAUHH, a 51 He X04y HTH, 60 AstqHO. [OAMHE IXaoTh i
BHUIITOBXYIOTb 32 ABepi POKY, a 51 He XOUy HTH, XaIlaloCs 32 CIOMHHH i AyMalo IIpo
Tebe. AsTIHO, ASTYHO #iTH Y HeBipoMe. HaM Temaimmil crioMuH, HIX SKUTTS, 140
MOB Uy>Ka AIOAMHA Ha A0opo3i. MeHe asixae Te, mo HeBipome. Ham Tsopernp He
AQB YaCTHHH CBOTO CepII.

Baurinrros, 11 6epests
MeHi ropa Haraaye Tebe: 3eAeHi IIyIr STHKU MAHOCSTHCS 3-I1iA YOPHOI COPOUKH
TPHMBO>KATh 3aI1aXOM BECHU. BpAKHYTh COKaMU pOCAMHH, TY>KaTh IPOPOCTAaHHAM
— Ha OAHY BecHY, epuHe AiTo! O, AKMiT KOPOTKHIT yac. A MOs BeCHa — IIe
comuH. Most BecHa — 1je TH. A MOXe, Kpaije 6yTH CIIOMHHOM, 60 MU He
BMi€EMO IIPOIIATH, K KPaca XiHOK CTUPAETHCS AITaMH.

Capacora, 1 ceprus
Cnexa. Hapmip corms xpusauTh i Bucymrye. Kycaroun maoam, KaaiduMo ycra
CMaKOM TepIIKOI CMEPTH, [TaXHe Mi3HbOI AF060B 10. MU HIKOAU He 3HAHOMUAKCDH
ycramu. MeHi dyxi micHi TBOix KOAiH. Ym AificHO, BUNUBIIN KOXaHY >KiHKY,
rybumo Hafikpami mouyTTs? S He 3Haio, 51 HIKOAM YCT TBOIX He KPUBAHB, HAM He

3HAHMII 3aI1aX Mi3HbOI AF0OOBH, aHi MepIIoi.

Hpto-Mopx, 11 Bepecus
S mykas Te6e Ha Byamnsx Hpio-Hopka. Ta aapma, poapma. Byawi Aymmaucs
O6ANYYSAMHU | IIYXAU: BTOMOIO, HYABIOKO, NEPECTOSIAUM KOXaHHSM, HIMIHKOO
pospepTiMHU ycTamu. Yac po3MasyBaB 0OANYUS 3MOPIIKAMHE i TOTOM, — THaB
AOAEH BCe OADKYE AO KiHINSL, GAMDKYe AO KiHIs OAHOI Byauni. Tebe Tam He
6yao0. Hac He MO>Ke PO3KAAAATH CTAPICTIO ysiBY. Ty He 3MiHMIICS HiKOAN. Byperr
MOAOAQ.



Bohdan Boychuk

Letters

New York, Sept. 11
We’re strangers because no one defiled you with a name. We met one the
night’s black water, you came over the soft path of a dream. Water trembled
and receded like a tide. And I don’t know you, because nobody defiled you with
a name. You are pure. For a name is a stain, blurred with many meanings. I'm
glad I do not know you.

Hartford, Jan. 1
The hours elbow me, but I don’t want to go. It’s frightening. The hours push
and shove me out the old year, but I refuse to go, hold on to my memories
and think of you. It’s frightening to step into the unknown. Remembrance is
closer to us than life, which stands like a stranger on the road. I'm scared by the
unknown. The Creator did not give us a shred of His heart.

Washington, March 11
The season reminds me of you: green buds rise through the black shirt and
disturb with the smells of spring. Vegetation swells with sap, yearns to grow—
for just one spring, one summer! Oh, what a narrow time! But my spring is
only a memory. My spring is you. Maybe it is better that you remain a memory,
because we don’t know how to forgive when a woman’s beauty wears down
with age.

Sarasota, Aug. 1
Heat. Excess of sun wrongs and scorches. Biting fruits, we infect our mouths
with a taste of death; smells of late love. I never bit your mouth. The songs of
your hips are also unknown to me. After having drunk a loved woman, do we
really lose our deepest feelings for her? I don’t know. I never wronged your lips,
we never knew the smell of late love.

New York, Sept. 11
I'was looking for you on the streets of New York. A hopeless search. The streets
choked with faces, swollen with weariness, boredom, stale loves. Time smeared
the faces with sweat and wrinkles, drove them closer to the end of the last street.
You were not there. Time cannot mark a dream by age. You will never change.
You will be young.
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Heb60 3amoBrae aast aropnau. Kpuk nosHavenux TBoprieM masiHeT HiYOro He
roBOpUTb. PO3TSAraEMo AOPOTH Ha XHTKHUX APaTAMCTHX HOYAX, i AOPOTH HHUIATh
nac. [y6umo caipu i Ty’HO pobuThCA 32 AOTUKOM (4K Mae 3HAYEHHs?) TBOET
6iroi pykH, 3a Kpacoio 40pHO6pOBOro (uu Mae?) MOTASAY, 32 MPOHHKAHHAM
MOAOAOTO TiAa, i ToAl HaM Tpeba 3HaTH, 5K 3a6yTu. Sk yce 3abyTu.

<1963, 1983>



Bohdan Boychuk

Heaven is dumb to creatures. The shouts of planets, marked by God, say noth-
ing. We stretch out roads over gelatinous space and they strangle us. We lose
our footprints and grieve for a touch (does it matter?) of your white hand, for
the beauty (does it?) of a dark-eyed (does it?) glance, for the penetration of a
girl’s body. Then we have to learn how to forget. Everything.

<1963, 1983>

Translated by Mark Rudman in collaboration with the author
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Herp cuautb nocepeauHi ooporn i 6’e y 6apabaH

3 bapabaHOM i YOPHHUM AULIEM

CiB XAOITYMHA, PO3KUHYBILH HOTH, —
HaA KaMiHHUM HaAOUTHM [A€YeM
3aIIMOPTHYAMCD By3AAMH AOPOTH.
ITia ac$parbTOBHM ITOTOM IIEYe
YOpHa IIKipa MIASXIB i ATpiE.
DBapabaHuTb XAOMIKHA, i KAAD
IIPUAUIIAE HA Bil;

3 6apabanoM i GoaeM B oUax

MiCHUTD AABLISIMH 3BYKH I'yTHSBI, —
Ha MUHYAOTO OIAMX ITOASIX

OYAUTD CIIOMUH CMATASIBHIL.

3 bapabaroM. A0 HBOTO IPOIIaxX
IIOAVX IIPEAKIB 3 MOTHAH,

IXHi KOCTi CKAMKA€E Ha CYA,

00 Ha 6yOHAX AOMUAKCE.

IITo6 ix A’KEe30M IEKAO B YepelH

i ITAAMAO 1M IIOKH,

1106 CTaBAAU 3 SKMBHMH B PSIAH:
6ir03y6i rybari mpopoxu.

IX.1963
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A Negro Sits in the Middle of the Road and
Beats a Drum

With a drum and a black face

the boy sits, legs spread—,

above his stony cracked shoulder

the roads knotted tight.

Under the asphalt sweat the black skin

of paths bakes and glistens.

The boy drums with pity

stuck to his eyelids

with a drum and pain in his eyes

he produces the nasal sounds with his fingers—,
on the white fields of the past

he wakes a dark-skinned recollection.

With a drum. The breath

of ancestors has reached him from their grave,
their bones call to judgment,

to break apart on tambourines.

To have jazz burn in their skulls

and scorch their cheeks,

to line up with the living:

white-toothed, thick-lipped seers.

September 1963
Translated by Anand Dibble
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Alo60B y TPbOX Hacax

Tpu
1

ITomapu e 6iAOAKCTSIM,
06 BUPOCAO BiANME ITepcamy,
AlBOUi 6eApa 0OAMCTHAO,

mo6bu obnecTury;

[IOMApHUII AOIYIIMM AHCTSIM,
1106 CTerHa 3eAeHUM PO3IIAABHAO,
a IIOTiM IIAOCKUMH AOAOHSIMU
06 06AaCKaBUAO.

2

TH MapHI 1Ipo 6iAi cTinn

0

MOB YKCTi CTOPiHKM Ianepy
[PHUIMAIOTH Tebe i CHHbOOKY AIBUMHY

HaTOMICTh
3aIIMOPIyEmCs
B AOBI'HX BYAHIISIX

obAumaenr

3aAMIAHHAMU MY>KYUH Ha 42-Tiil ByAuIi
TOAMMY TPYABMH

XOB3bKUMU OeApaM

HaOPSIKAMIMH yCTaMU

X Tebe OIMiBHOYI PO3IAOLIYIOTH
Ha 3Y>KMTIM TiAl XKIHKU
MDK OpyAHMME MaTepanamu

006BHCA cTiHH
Have 60Xi pyKu
3

S 3aBxaM MapuB ii TiAoM. A Temep: AIBUMHA CTOSIAA TOAQ, BXOAMARA y CTpwity.
ITpozopi HOru Ha OiAiM KaMeHi, pBy4Ka BoAa i 6iaa aiBunHa — OyAM, m06 ix
[PUIAMATH i AFOUTH. AIBYMHA 3aAa3MAQ IIOBIABHO B PiuKy, Il HOTH TO



From Three Dimensional Love

Three
1

You will dream that birch-white leaves
will cup her whitening breasts,
wrap around her hips and caress

her legs;

you’ll dream of burdock leaves,
their sap pressing against her things,
lifting her toward you

on flat green hands.

2

you dream of whitewashed walls
that like empty pages

would accept you

and your blue-eyed girl

but you're strangled
by longs streets
propositioned by men
on 42nd St

plastered by
naked breasts
sweating hips
swollen lips

until the walls

flatten you at midnight

on the used woman’s body
and a dirty mattress

like God's palms

3

I always dreamt of her body. Now she was naked, entering the river. Delicate
legs over white stones and a freckled girl. Slowly she waded into the river,
assuming strange shapes under the currents. She went deeper and deeper, until

Bohdan Boychuk
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BHAOBXYBAAKCSI, TO AMBHO BUTMHAAWCS ITiA XBHASIMH. BoHa mipHaaa raubure,

ABOMa pyKaMH o6HIMaAa COHIIe i, AUBHO YCMIXaI04UCh, IAMAA AO MEHE.

Ha KoaifioBii ByAuIli TOPOXKHIi CTiHH, MOB He3aITHCaHi CTOPiHKHU Iamepy, MOB
HEMHAOCEPAHI 60Ki pyKH, TUCHYAU MeHe HOYaMHU. Y Mypax KOPUHUAUCS IIOCTATi
ATOAE, BUIIMXAAHM XYAl OOAUTYS | KPUIAAU B TEMPSIBY.
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she embraced the sun with both hands and, with a hazy smile, swam toward me.

In my room on Railroad Street, the empty walls, like blank pages, like God’s
merciless hands, weighed down on me each night. Human shadows twisted
inside those walls, pushed out their emaciated faces and shouted into the dark.
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OAMHOAUSATD
1

HarmHe Ha rpypsix mepkaab Houi,
06mapuTh r'yOH KPOIIOM COCOK;
3HEMPUTOMHIBIIN, HECITOKOEM

3aKpOIIMII OYi.

3aHypui roaoBy y 6iay
I'ymaBuHy rpyser KUIy4Ynx,
Baxaroun me pas BepHyTHCH
B xxinoue Tiao.

2

PO3AEpIIU Ha TPYASIX IIEPKAAD
BOHA IIepeXOAMTD times square
1 BIAAQETHCS KOXKHOMY

XTO IIParHe KOXaHHs

3a rpomi

it

CaMOTHIH

TAKOXX 3ASITAEIICS 3 HEIO

60 He Ma€en HiKOro

OAMKIOTO

3

Koan mu mHapermTi Bubiram Ha ropy, AiBYMHA TSDKKO AMXaAa, a IPUCMEPK
HpUKpHBAB il COCKH. OAATHYBIINCH, MU CTOSAM IIOPYY i CAyXaAM, SIK BHHU3Y
mymiaa Crpuma, SIK Hap Kpydero HiMiau 3opi. Mu 6yau cami it macausi. Aae
CBSITI, SIKI XaIIAAMCS 32 MOOASIKAI PEIITKY CBO€EI BIYHOCTI Ha Mypax, BHITMXAAU
3-MDXK KaMiHHS CTPOTi AMIIA i He PaAiAY 3 HAMH.

ITicast HivHOI aKIiii Ha JKUAIB, KOAHM I'eCTallO TAaHSAO IMOPOKHIMHU KBapTaAaMH,
AOAOBAIOIOUH i AOCTpiAtorouy, s inroB yHu3 KoAilloBOIO ByAHIIeI0 AO TOPTOBEABHOI
IIIKOAH, 5IKA CTOSIAQ HABIPOTH PaTy 10 ApyroMy 6ori CTPHITH it OAHUM IIA€deM
HmATpEMYyBaAa ropbok i3 crapum KaaposuieM. bBias kpuauni Co6echkoro s
N06AYHB KIHKY, SIKa AeXKaAa MOCepeA BYAUILH, POKUHYBIIM PyKH. [i roaoBa 6yaa
Ppo3ipBaHa IOCTPIAOM, A 3 JAIIIKK TATHYAACS 3ACTHIAA KPOB i KAAIITi AMITKOTO BOAOCCSL.

360Ky AexaAa BIAKPUTA TOPOHHKA, 3 SIKOI CUITAAKCH IIITMABKH, KOPaAi, TpebiHew. ..

1974-1976
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Eleven
1
She’ll shed the night’s percale,

burn your lips with her breasts,
infect your moistened eyes
with unrest,

you’ll dip your anxious brow,
in the white foam of her flesh,
turning to return

into her.
2

tearing apart her cotton dress
she crosses Times Square
and giver herself to everyone
who hungers for flesh

and pays

you

also make love to her
having no one

closer

3

In the monastery, dusk covered her nipples. Dressed, we stood next to each
other and listened to the Strypa below, to the stars over the precipice. We were
alone and happy. But the saints, who kept holding on to their faded eternity on
the ruins, pushed out their fierce faces through the walls and did not rejoice

with us.

After the night action on the Jews, as the Gestapo chased over the empty
streets, hunting and shooting. I was headed down Railroad Street to the
Commercial School. Near Sobiesky Well I saw a woman fallen in the middle
of the street with her arms spread. Her head had been splintered by a bullet.
Her hair was dark brown. At her side lay and opened handbag, spilling pins,
beads, combs...

1974-1976
Translated by Mark Rudman in collaboration with the author
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AQHYOHETHUM TPUNTUX

IMpuixaswu do Amepuxu,
1 npayr06as nocyooMULHUKOM

1

Ha HemoTpe6i HbI0-HOPKCHKOTO «AABHTABHY >
BCe OYAO 3aXOIIAIOOYE TOTO POKY:

OAMMAaIOYi BUKAUKH HEOHIB,

nepescKpaBAeHi yCcTa XiHOK,

MOKMaKaHa BaTa 6iA0ro xaiba,

SIKOTO 5T HIKOAY HE MaB BAOCTAAb,

i HaBiTh AQaHUOHET Ha Bepik Byamiyi,

A€ COTHI TapiAOK, YaIIOK i CKASTHOK

OyAM IpHSITEAl MOIM PyKaM.

2

S mparroBaB AmIIe ABa MicsAIi

B Til1 3abirafiaisii

i BIIepIe 3a AeCATUAITTS HACUTHUBCH,
Bci Mene npuiiMaau MUpHO:
TapiAKH, SIKi TPUMAAKMCS AOAOHD,

He TTapQAH,

BAACHHKH-OPaTH, reOperichKol AariAHOCTH,
XyA€HDKa iTaAilKa,

SIKQ TOHIIIAAQ TTiA KOXKHUM ITOTASIAOM,
i mupokosapa Axoysi,

0 po360BTYBaAa i TPUBOXKMAA TPYABMH
rycTe IOBITps

1 Mi¥ CITOKiH.

3

4 mpamroBaB Aue ABa Micsiy,

Ta IJIAUX ABAAIISTD AIT

MeHe TPUBOXKHUAU ITPUMapH
AQHYOHETHUX CHIB.

AKX OAHOTO AHS

51 He BUTPUMaB,

TIOTHAB AO TOT'O AAHYOHETY.
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Luncheonette Triptych

Coming to America,
I worked as a dishwasher

1

In the trash of New York’s downtown
everything was exciting that year:

the shimmering neon cries,

women’s garish mouths,

the crumpled cotton of white bread,

the kind I never got enough of,

and even the luncheonette on Varick street,
where hundreds of plates, cups, and glasses
were buddies to my hands.

2

I worked only two months

in that joint

and for the first time in ten years got enough to eat,
They all accepted me peacefully:

the plates that held onto my palms,

didn’t fall,

the owners—brothers with their Jewish tenderness,
the skinny Italian girl,

that got thinner under every glance,

and wide-hipped Josie,

that shook up and disturbed with her breasts

the thick air

and my calm.

3

I worked only two months,
yet for twenty whole years
I'was disturbed by ghosts
of luncheonette dreams.
But one day

I couldn’t resist,

ran off to that luncheonette.
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Koau zantmos —

Ha MeHe BAapHAa

BIABIOTHA YY>KiCTb:

BCe MePeiHaKIINAOCH 32 Ti pOKH,
CTaAO He3HaroMe —

AXOAM, ABEPI, CTiHM, HaBiTb IIOCYA,.

B Ty xBuAMHY YacTOYKa MOTO XUTTA
HEHaye pO3YMHHUAACA B [TAUBKil peaAbHOCTI,
HOOASIKAQ.

I He cHUTBCA Oiable.

BiaToai s mouyBarocs,
Haye MeHi BUPBAaHO KyCOK MHHYAOTO.

14.X11.1977, 1983



Bohdan Boychuk

When I went in—

I got hit

with a humid oddness:

everything was altered in those years,
became unfamiliar—

people, doors, walls, even the dishes.

That minute it was as if a bit of my life
dissolved in wavering reality,
withered.

Now I don’t dream about it.

From then on I felt
like a piece of my past was torn out.

December 14, 1977, 1983
Translated by Anand Dibble
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Hblo-Mopkcbka eAeris

Hbpro-Mopk KOoBTa€ HAC BEAUKUMH KYCHSIMU,
IepeTpaBAIOE
i mporaHse€ MOHYpUMH BeHAMHU

AO OCTOBIIIHHSI.

3aAUXHYBIIHCD TIEPEASKOM,
XaIlaEMOCh

32 pO3XMAMTaHI
ABepi,

3a Bipuam
OCAMBAEHUX TiA,

3a Kpa€elb IMOpOXKHedi —

K KaMiHb OCIAOM BHHUKAE B J)KUAU
i CIIOBIABHSIE

MOPYX KAITHH.

17.1.1978



New York Elegy

New York swallows us in big pieces,
digests

and drives us around gloomy veins
to stupor.

Breathless with fright,
we catch

at swinging
doors,

at the despair
of clammy bodies,

at a speck of void—

till the stone penetrates our veins like a precipitate

and slows
the movement of our cells.

January 17,1978

Bohdan Boychuk

Translated by Anand Dibble
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Aima

BeuipHin bpoaBen

PexasiMu, peKAsIMH, PEKASIMH ...
Hap mamu, 3 60KiB, mip HamH . ...
PexasiMu Ha KOXHOMY KpOIIi,
Ak 3a60AiA0 B OI1i.

3eaeHi,

Yepsoi,

Kosri,

Bancxyui,

Baiaj,

bapsucri

PexasiMu TaHIIOIOTD,

Pexasimu criiBaroTs,

PexasiMu — ByAbKaHU HeHaue —
Borons Ta AM BUITYCKaIOTh . ..
Ipenr mo Bpoasero

Y BedipHIO ToAUHY

I MmoTopomHo cTae

Bip oTux KOABOPOBHX IASIM ...

I six TiABKM MO>Ke ATOAMHA

Butpumarts criabku pexasm?

<1963>
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Dima

Broadway in the Evening

Ads, ads, ads...

Above us, below us, on all sides...

Ads on every corner,

So many your eyes hurt.
Green

Red

Yellow

Bright

Pale

Colorful

Ads dance,

Ads sing,

Ads are like volcanoes
Putting off fire and smoke.
You walk along Broadway
In the evening

And it starts to feel creepy

From all those colorful stains...

How can a human being
Stand so many ads?

<1963>

Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Hblo-MOpKCbKQA HiY

Hiu nepepizano, po3yaxHyTo HaBIIiA
MOTOPiB peBOM, BUTTSIM CHPEHH,
HbIO-HOPKCHKHUX aBT

PYXOM IIaA€HUM

i AUMOM 6YAMHKY,

IO TOPYY TOPiB.

Hiu 3akinunaace,

He IMOYaBIIIH CHIB.

Y BikHa 6MAOCS BUTTSI CHPeHU
i 3BHOBY MapHAOCH 3eAeHe

Ta THXe TIOAE,

a Hap HUM —

HebecHe YyAO He3a0yTHE —
MaAOTO >KalBOPOHa CIIiB.

<1984>



Dima

New York Night

The night is sliced, split into half

by the roar of engines, the wail of sirens,
by the mad traffic of

the New York cars

and the smoke from house

on fire close by.

The night ended

without ever dreaming.

The wail of sirens was knocking at the window
and again I dreamed about a quiet,

green field

and above it—

an unforgettable miracle in the sky—

the singing of a small lark.

<1984>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Aiaa Maaiu

CnekoTAMBUIA AeHb B Hio-Aopky

B xenpitonax micTa

KaM sSIHi AOMU

AUXAIOTb OAUH AO OAHOTO
pu6OI0 i YACHUKOM.

Ha acdaapTi

0iAst HOPOKHIX HaHBOK i3 KOHCEPBIB
A€XaTb XyAl KOTH, MOB MEPTBI.
Ilpu BiAKpUTHX ABEpSIX
IIUPOKOOEAP] HETPUTSIHKH
CHASITD Ha CXOAAX,
PO3CTaBUBIIH KOAiHA.

bianmu pooroHIMH

BUTHPAIOTD IIT 3 90AQ

1 30pATD TYAH,

A€ 3a ip>KaBUMU ApabrHaMu
I[IaAQ€ CMYTa PO3IEYeHOro Heba.
TemHOMmKIpi AiTAAXH

IHIIATH ITiA BOAOCIIaAAMU

BIAKpUTHX TiAPAHTIB.

<1960-Ti>
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Lydia Palij

A Hot Day in New York

In the canyons of the city,

the brownstones

breathe fish and garlic

on each other.

On the asphalt

near empty cans of food,

skinny cats rest like they’re dead.
Wide-hipped black women

sit on the stoops

near open doors,

knees splayed apart.

They wipe the sweat from their brows
with their white palms

and gaze off to where,

beyond rusty fire escapes,

the line of burning sky blazes.
Dark-skinned kiddos

screech under the cascades

from the open hydrants.

<1960s>

Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella

137



AmuTtpo MNasanyko

NosiTps Hblo-Mopka

Yera 3aTyan cobi, oui 3amaron; —
ITyuxamu niznaem nosirps Hero-Hopxka:
IpuTpymenuit caXkero YOPHUI MAIOIT,
TkaHMHA 3aTYTAOTO AUMY H MOPOKY.
Slaunu 71 6epe3n Ha CyXOTH CAabi,

a 30pi, K AITM B CHpOTHHIJi, 3a9aXAH.
Tu 3BuKaen KOBTATH B O€3CHAI 34061
T'aH4ip’st DAIOLIEBOTO BiTpY i3 Karau.
Haoxpecr Ha cTpiTax Ta aBeHI0

CHyI0Tb HOTO BIIEPTO AaKYAHCTi aBTa.

Tu BcoTaHMI1 B HHOTO, HEMOB Y OPEXHIO,
AereHi 60A4Th HEIIOMITHO, K IpaBAQ.
Tu B HpOTO 3aKpydeHHUIt, HIOU B CyBiii,
Tu coxuem y HboMy, SIK TPyl papaoHa,
A AOIIUK, SIK CABO3H 3 PpapOOBaHUX Bill, —
Hemupa 1 HikueMHa TBOSI 000pOHa.

Tu 6ypi 6aaraent, yekaeu rpoMis,
O06aypeHuit XMapoIo MAAOT'Y CMOTA.
3Aa€ThCA, HApEIITi TH 3pO3yMiB,

IITo B6uBae Tebe HaikpacHima Aoopora!

1967
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Dmytro Pavlychko

New York’s Air

Shut your mouth, close your eyes—

New York’s air consists of clumps:
Soot-covered ivy you'll recognize,

A canvas of smoke above the dumps.
Consumptive and sick are birches and firs,
While stars like orphans do fade.

You learn to gulp with powerless rage
Plush rags of smokestack air.
Crisscrossing streets and avenues
Shark-cars weave through the air,

You're quite sucked in, in lies not a few,
Truth’s pain your lungs must bear.

In its folds are you wrapped,

As a pharaoh’s corpse quite dry,

Your useless defense as you stay trapped
Are tearful raindrops from painted eyes.
You pray that thunder and storm descend
From smog clouds of deceit.

And finally you comprehend

That this wondrous road is your death!

1967
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IBaH Apay

ABo€ BBeYepi Milku

«OAACMObiAI», «IIOpILIE>», «MyCTaHIH>, «TPiyMPH>»,
«Iefcepu>», <KMEPCEAECH>, <aAbPa-POMEO >, IIDKO>,
A€TiAM, MYaAH, KOB3aAUCDH, TAADMYBaAH, 3UPUAH,
MYaAH, CHTHAAVMAY, CMEPAIAY, CHOBUTAAH, Oirau,
BCi AMBHAMCb 1 BCi He BipHAH, IPOIAAOM, IPOIMAAOM,
mumo cranifin [lleaa, mumo craniiit Ecco i Amoaao,
MHUMO AepeB 3a0eH3NHeHHUX, MUMO CTAHIfi
3arasoAiHeHux
MYaAM MAIIMHH, IPUCBUCTYBAAH, AK BUAH,
KPYTHAU MallMHY IIUSAMH, IepeAHIMU papamu
03UPAAKCh,
o Iie 3a ABi icToTH L]eHTpaAbHIM MapKOM yBeuepi
He B MalllMHi i He B KapeTi, He y BEpTOAbOTI i He B
pakeri,
ABI ICTOTH IIPOCTO Ha BYAHIIi, IPOCTO Ha TPOTYyapi,
AB1iCTOTH He IAYTb, HE AETSTb, a, HaYe AO HaIIOl epH,
ABI icTOTH iKY iAyTh BBedepi LleHTpaAsbHUM mapKoM ...
03UPAAKCH OAACMODIAIL, ITOpIIe, MYCTAHTIH,
Tpiymbu,
KPYTHAM 3aAI3HIMH MM, KYHKY COO1 5KyBaaH,
Hy ¥ AMBYBAaAUCDH, AMCKYYMMU MIMSIMH XUTAAH,
«EMmaiipcreiiT 6MAAIHT > HarHyB HEOHOBY LIKIO XUpadu,
ATOMHMM MiABOAHUI YOBEH BUAYIIUB I1€PECKOIIH,
ABI icToTH minKK iAyTh BBeuepi LleHTpasbHUM ITapKoM,
Apwmcrponr 3 Micsis HOAMBHBCSL i 3a0YB Bce Ha CBITi:
PO AiTarodi OAIOAL 1 IO Tpeba Ha 3eMAIO BEpHYTBCSL.

ABoe BBedepi mimku LJeHTpaAbHUM ITApKOM . ..

<1975>
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Ivan Drach

Two Walk in the Evening

Oldsmobiles, porsches, mustangs, triumphs,

pacers, mercedes, alfa romeos, peugeots,

flew, sped, skated, braked, watched.

sped, honked, stank, roved, ran,

everyone looked and no one believed, gone, gone,

past the Shell stations, past the Esso and Apollo stations

past the petrolled trees, past the gasolined stations

the cars sped, they whistled, nearly howled,

the cars craned their necks, they glanced ‘round with their headlights,
who are these two creatures in Central Park in the evening,
notin a car, nor in a carriage, not in a helicopter, nor on a rocket,
two creatures just on the street, just on the sidewalk,

two creatures not riding, not flying but as if before our time

two creatures are walking in the evening in Central Park....

the oldsmobiles, porsches, mustangs, triumphs looked back,
they turned their iron necks, they chewed their gum,

and were surprised, they swayed their sleek necks,

the Empire State Building lowered its neon giraffe neck,

a nuclear submarine sent up its periscopes,

two creatures are walking in Central Park in the evening,
Armstrong looked down from the Moon and forgot everything in the world:
about flying saucers and that he must return to Earth.

Two walk in Central Park in the evening...

<1975>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Hbio-Mopk B cTHAI KyBizmy

ITucano mucaHHs KyOaMu XFDKAMEI —
A\OHAOHAMH, AaHTBEpIIeHAMH, TAPIDKAMH,
1110 3amucano, Te 3amucane, McaHe.

HasmucHo nucane. 3ymuche nucaso. Mum He mucHe.

Kaapeno xaapxy. Ckaap€HO CKAAAHI CKAQAHO.
Cxkao ckaeeHe. CKAEIMHHS CKAEIIaHe.

TysxHO o6aapnano. HarysxHo. BaaaHo.
OaHe, ckopOOTHe, MapyAHe, XBareOHe,

PosxoTucTe, XXMOTHCTE, IIleApe, IleAPOTHE
KoTtuTbcsi, KpyTUTbCS, KPOTUTHCS COOBEFHO
BiabHo i pBifiHO, HeBiAbHE 11 3aIIpOAaHe,

CymepmopepHe — cMOpiAHOMYy3eHHe . ..

ArobaeHO i1 kasTO Tebe Ha BCi OOKH.

B HOYaX rOpOOUHHUX TH BeCh YOPHOOOKHIT,
HemoB 3amnoB3siBest T HerpoM o6yTH,

Yce mpokosTHYBIIM — Bip Mao po Byaau.

Kiapkopo poaapiB — i1 kymnau Manxerren!
Ae mo1iA BirBaMiB, sIKi BCTUTAU 3yMITH,
ITepxao siKe po3BepraAu masxeTHe —
Yinki cTaAaKTUTH, KPYTi cTaaarMiTh!

YopHa 4epiHb y YepHeUiM JOPHHAL

Bce ropHe A0 cebe it KOBTa€ B FOPHHAI . ..
Atoro nucane. Kpyro mucane. Ky6 symuche.
Koxane saxe! Pipue saxe! SIke HenaBucue!

CoHsIXOM COHIA CTOIO Ha aAQAABTI

I mposuparo kpisb A’ka3oBe 0AOBO,

SIK ckpHITKa ITOBiCHAACh HIXKHO Ha aAbTi,
IToxaaBmu Ha TA€Yi 3aKOXaHO FOAOBY.
ComsxoM 60ocuM cToro Ha ManxerTeHi.

Ay1a 60COHIK 0A CyM SITTSI XOAOHE . ...
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New York in the Cubist Style

The writing is written in predatory cubes—

In Londons, Antwerps, Parises,

What is written is written, written down.

Written on purpose. Purposely written. A mouse’s no kitten.

The bridge is built. The pieces are placed with poise.
The glass is glued. The vault is vaulted.

Woefully furnished. Staunchly. Ambitiously.

Alone, sorrowful, tedious, praised,

Reverberating, greedy, generous, bountiful, it
Wriggles, writhes, warrens like the subway
Freely and restless, arrested and sold off,
Super modern—museum stenchy...

They’ve loved and cursed you.

In the stormy nights you’re black and blue

As if you decided to become a Negro,

Having swallowed everything—from Mao to Buddha.

A few dollars and they bought Manhattan!
Where’s the dust of the wigwams that managed,
The noble hell they threw aside—

Stalactites that snag, stalagmites that stab!

Black oven bottom in the monk’s ink

Rakes everything and swallows it in the stove....
Fiercely written. Sharply written. The cube is forced.
How lovely! How dear! How hated!

I'stand on the asphalt like a sunflower of the sun
And I see through the jazzy tin,

How the violin amorously put its head on its
shoulders and hanged itself tenderly on the viola,
I'm stand in Manhattan like a barefoot sunflower.
My barefoot soul cools from the turmoil....
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Ky6u onji maaHeTor0 ckAaaeHi,

3a Aymi 3aAyIIIeHi, 3a AyIi moaaTaHi,

O ToHe mpavopHHUIL, A€ X TH, 06epToHE?!
YoM 3aBKAM ITi KOABOPH IIepecBaTaHi:
Ae Hid ropo6uHa, TaM cepiie YepBoHe!

Cepije MO€ He3HHIIIEHHO YepBOHe!

<1975>
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These cubes are placed like a planet,

The souls strangled, the souls are mended
O tone so black, where are you, overtone?!
Why are these colors always matched.
When the night is stormy, the heart is red!
This heart of mine is indestructibly red!

<1975>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Bi4yHMK OAlO3

YepBoHi TPOSHAN Y YOPHOMY AMCTi.
dapu 9epBOHi y YOpHOMY MicTi.

I'ybu uepBOHi 0A IIpUCTpACTi YOpHI,
CraAIoI0Th MiCTO Y YOPHOMY TBICTi.

36iaeHi 6iai — 3 6e3KkpoB’st 36iAiAi!
YepsoHni I'ya30HU B TpadopHOMYy Tiai!
Yopui oo MaocTi! HopromarkopHi!
Buaaiai woprmm! I'pomu mogopHiai!
YopHe xuTTs Ha 6iAOMY CBiTi —

YopHi nomaau Ao 6iaux y ciri!

Ta xaxem o9nma, SK MPaBAOIO B KOPEHi,

Biaku B yopHux 0iAl, ik papu Heckoperil..

<1980>
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Eternal Blues

Red roses in a black leaf.

Red headlights in a black city.
Red lips black with passion,
burn the city in a black twist.

Whitened whites are anemically whitened!
Red Hudsons in the old black body!

Black to fatigue! Black-and-positive!
Fumigated with black! Blackened thunders!

A black life in a white world—

the blacks fell into the whites’ nets!

You say with your eyes like it’s real truth

The blacks’ squirrels are white like headlights unvanquished! ...

<1980>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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AmuTtposi NaBAnYKy

Lle 6yao B Hoto-Mopxy y cobsei —
AaAredeHbKO Bip 3eMAI CBOEI.

VA MU BABOX ITA3EMHIM ITEPEXOAOM
Bseuepi 3 HamopeHuM HapoAOM,

IITo BepTaB A0AOMY IO POOOTI

Y 3apymi TAyMHIH, ¥ 5KypOOTi.

A Bropi — Ka3sHAKCS MAIIHHU

%1 MiCAIb CANBOM MiAHOI TPOIIMHU
3axAMHABCSA Bip KYIIIOP HEOHY,

T'ers mipHaB B MacHui1 cobBeit I'yasony.
Panrom — mo ne? Ilfoce Hapoa MUHAE.
Moske, 11e BUAIHHS YU MaHa €,

AAe AIOA CaXAETHCS i KPOKY

Hapaae, 106 He BCTYIIUTb B MOPOKY.
Ta Bcboro OyBae B EPEXOAAX.
Baunmo, ax Herp AeXXuTh Ha CXOAAX.
AOAIAHITH A€XKHTD, 2 XOU€e BCTATH.
Horu HecayxHaHi, Haye 3 BaTu.

Bce sx e. I xpos. I 3Buunmit ocTpax
I'etp TiKa€e B YepeBUKAX FOCTPHX.
Moske 6, MU TeX IPOIIMUATHYA! MUMO,
Axe X BABOX iIIAM MU He300pHMO,
Aeab ITepe3sUpHYAUCh — i AO HBOTO —
Arororo. Kpusasoro. bpyasoro.

Hac Tax BUMAM: ATOAM, IIKOAQ, MATH,
SIK AFOAMIHA BIIape — IIAIIMATH.
ITiaifiMaem — BiH Ha HAC SIK TAUIIHE,
XTO IpUAUII — HaBiKHU TOM OAAMTIHE !
Sk m06a4umB, O 1e ABIMKO 6iAMX,

e i Takux HaXaOHUX, OCMIAIAKX,
3BiBCs IT'SIHO, CHBHIL 1 )KOPCTOKUI —
PosmeTaB Hac AIOTO Ha ABa 60Kw!

Xro0 6yan iiomy mu? Komysicru?!
IIpocto — aABOE 6iAMX, 1O ITOAI3TH



From a poem “For Dmytro Pavlychko”

It was in the subway in New York—

Far away from our native land.

We two walked in the underground tunnel
In the evening with exhausted people

Going home after work

Lost in thought, in worry.

Above us the cars ran mad

And the moon, glowing like a copper penny,
Choked on the neon bills,

Dives into the greasy subway of the Hudson.
But what’s it that? People are passing by.
Maybe it’s an apparition or specter,

But people jump back and quicken

Their step lest they get into trouble.
Everything happens in the tunnels.

We see a black man lying on the stairs.

He’s face down, but he wants to stand up.
His legs are disobedient as if made of cotton.
Everything is there. Blood. And the usual fear
Runs away in its pointy boots.

Perhaps we’d also speed on past,

But we two were walking invincibly,

We barely looked at each other—and approached him—
Ferocious. Bloody. Dirty.

They—people, school, mother—taught us
That if a person falls, pick them up.

We lift him and he stares at us

The one who stick to you won’t let you go!
When he saw that we were white,

Impudent and those who dared

He, drunk, got up, grey and cruel—

He viciously threw us in two sides!

Who we were for him? Communists?

Just two white guys who were brave

Ivan Drach
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OcMiAnAHM B 10TO TE€TO YOpHE —
CrpapHuiske, BiApyOHe i BialopHe.
Ocroporo! Cranb T HaM Ha yaTn!
A>xeriMca Boaayina BapT uuTaTH,
IIT06 BiAYyTH HETPUTAHCHKUIL BIAPYX,
ITosen comyxy i moBeH BiTpy ...

[...]
<1980>



Enough to enter his black ghetto—
Suffering, isolated, and resisting.
Caution! Stay and guard us!

It’s time to read James Baldwin

To feel the African-American spirit
Full of fetor and full of wind ...

[...]

<1980>

Ivan Drach

Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Bopuc OAiMHUK
Bip 6iaoi xaTu A0 Bisoro pomy ...

1. 3HAOMOMCTBO

Cupuit 6eTon aeporopry Kenneai.

Sxoch 3HeHAIbKa BUCKHYAH IIACI.

Bce. AeB’sITHAALIATD AECSTD 32 HBIO-HOPKCHKUM.
... AaBaiiTe TO3HaIOMIMOCB, AMEpPUKO.

Tyman.

Hece 6ensunHuM meperapom,
HemoB cuByxo10 Bip nHska.
Ha 3aiTHUX cMyrax 6AUMAarOTh BOTHI
Barposi i 3eaeni. ITorobiuno.
3aAepIIy XMKO BUTHYTI A3b0OOH,
3A0BiCHO, BAXKKO B He6O BUIIOB3AIOTH,
HewmoBs poicTopuyni nTepo3aspy,
IToxmypi HapcydacHi AiTaku.
Er nerepa... Er nerepa.
(Ha6ip AXEHTE€AbMEHChKUH IPHUCTAHLITHUX BPayKeHb
KOPOTKOYACHUX Bi3UTepiB. )
He 3Biacu nounHaeTbcs AMepuKa.
He 3 Toro 60Ky mounHart 3HaOMCTBO . ...

Tu moYHM AAST 3HATOMCTBA
AOCKITIAUBUI TECT
He 3 rep6a, mo Binua
IIPEe3UAEHTChKY Kapery,
He 3 ryynux Aexaapariit —
MH 3HAEMO TEKCT!
Y ABAAIITIM 3 TATEKCTY
BUBYAIOTDb AaHKETY.
He 3 mouaTtky —
3 piHaAy BHBUATH TIOYHH,
I movaTok po3kpHeThCS,
Haye AOAOHSL.
...OCb KBapApaT TUIIHHHL

Bip crinm A0 cTinu
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Borys Oliynyk
From the cycle From the White Home to the White House...
1. Getting Acquainted

The gray concrete of Kennedy airport.
The chassis squeaks a bit abruptly.
That’s it. Seven-ten New York time.

... Let’s get acquainted, America.

Fog.
It carries the boozy stench of gasoline,
Like rotgut from a drunkard.
The lamps glow on the runway
Scarlet and green. Otherworldly.
These gloomy, ultramodern aeroplanes,
Like prehistoric pterosaurs,
Curved beaks slash predatorily,
Ominously, they rise clumsily into the sky.
Et cetera... Et cetera.
(A gentlemanly collection of station impressions
from short-term visitors.)
This isn’t where America begins.
Don’t start getting acquainted from that side....

To get acquainted you take
a comprehensive test
Not on the coat of arms that crowns
the presidential motorcade
Not on the loud Declarations—
we know the text!
In the twentieth century, they study the
questionnaire from the subtext.
Not from the beginning,
start studying from the end.
And the beginning will open
like the palm of a hand.
... Here’s your square of silence.
From wall to wall
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Bca Amepuxa BTrCcAach

B MacmTab ApAiHITOHA.
Axyparso. I Byauni. Hazsu. ITpocnexkr.
Maiixe Bce, SIK B KUTTI.

Hasits kpame, ifi-6ory ...
Tak cebe maaHyBaaa.

OrastHbTe MPOEKT:
Bupno 3aaym

iTe, [0 AMIIHAOCH Bip HBOTO.
Bce TyT:

3AMUCAH FOPAL IIOYATKY AOOHL.
I — 30aa o 3amucAeHiM,

SIK Bip HaIlaAMY.

OT moaerai 3a BoAIO —
Ije 3aCiB CyAbOML.
Ot Bpo’Kait Ha CbOrOAHI —
ybuTi 3a B'erHamy.
ITonap suMHM —
MaA€HbKi, ASIABKOBi XPeCTH,
SIK IIAFOCH AO MOTHA
[IPE3UAEHTCHKIX
PO3KIIIHUX.
...OT i mepmmii mATeKCT.
I — xpyTn He KpyTH,
Hy nisix He 36iraeTscs 3 TekcTamy,

rpimHui!
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All of America squeezes into
the space of Arlington.
Neatly. The streets. And names. And the boulevard.
Almost everything, like in life.
Even better, by Jove!
It was planned that way.
Take alook at the project:
The design is apparent
as is what was left out.
It’s all here:
the proud beliefs from the start of the age.
And the ashes left behind,

they could be from napalm.

And those who fell for freedom

are the sowing of fate.
And today’s harvest

is the deaths in Vietnam.
Above them stand

small, doll crosses,
Like plus signs to the graves

of presidential

luxuries.

... And here’s the first subtext.

And no matter how you spin it,
It doesn’t line up with the texts,

you sinner!

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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2. TopuTb Hblo-Nopk

loniy ropurs Hero-Mopk.

CriAnBae KpOB'10 ThMA.
OO6AMYIYSI TOPOXKAH — SIK AMKH, AUTI 3 BOCKY.
I Bce AOBKPYT KOCMIYHUI 5KaX IPOMa,
Hewmos y Buausax leponima bocxa.

Tu noryass, Heio-Hopx!

I or BiH — Crpamauit Cya:
Bippomchke r[oz\yM’ﬂ I'yA€ B IIEKEAbHIM TaHIIi,
Moauch yu He MOAUCD: CyBill I'PiXiB HECYTb

CxaabnoBasi To60I0 iHAaHII.

Koawnce T061, roA0AHOMY, BOHH
ImAvKa IpUHeCcAH, HAIBHI AITH YecTi.
Tu meapo BipTIAQTHB:
Iip PeriT caTaHu
B cepria im pospsiauBIIu CBill BiHuecTep!

...Topurs, ABurrurs Hero-Hopk.
PoxoBanuit oresb

Bucsitatoe y miit MicTHUHIHN Alopami

Hearoachkuit cMix CKaAbITOBaHUX MIAEMEH,

CxagHi 3iHuLi B6uTHX v B'eTHAMI.
! y

Hy 1o, mo>xupysas, BcecBiTHil BaBnaon?!
Tenep Tpemtu i 3pu: y 6pami Baaracapa
Tpu caoBa HauepTaB POKOBaHi BOTOHb,
Tpu Bimi 3HaKH Tpi3HOI MOKapH!

.. .JIMIIAY CHpeHH Ha CYIIAbHHI 30HK.
Boaators pauil. I'yae op6a 6erresxHO.
ITe — cTpanHuii cyp rpsae ...

Aae miosip, Hpro-Hopk:
S pyku He morpiro Ha TBOIH OKeXi.

51 6auy, SIK HAI[AAKY II€PLINX BYTASIpIB,
Cunu K0B60IB — XAOML KPYTOA0H] —
Ha nmoapus nuHikiB-rasersipis,

HecyTs B orons cBoi racasipcbki pobu.
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2. New York Burns

New York burns every night.

It bleeds darkness.
The urbanites’ faces are visages poured from wax.
And a cosmic horror penetrates everything around
Like in Hieronymus Bosch’s apparitions.

You've had your fun, New York!
And here it is—Judgment Day:
The witch’s fire hums in the hellish dance,
Pray or not: the scroll of sins is being carried
By the Indians you scalped.

Once they brought you, hungry,
A turkey, those naive children of honor.
You paid them back generously:
with a satanic laugh
You discharged your rifle into their hearts.

...New York burns, quakes.

The inescapable fire
Iluminates in this mystical diorama
The bestial laughter of the scalped tribes,
The glassy pupils of those killed in Vietnam.

Well, have you had your fill, universal Babylon?!
Now tremble and behold: Balthazar’s at the gates
The fire traced three inevitable words,

Three prophetic signs of the terrible punishment!

... The sirens have become a continuous wailing.
They call for reason. The masses drone anxiously.
This is it, Judgment Day is coming....

But believe me, New York:
I'won’t warm my hands at your fire.

I see how the posterity of the first miners,
The sons of the cowboys—those sharp guys—
To the surprise of the cynics and newsies,
Wear their flameproof robes into the fire.
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IayTb mopsATYBaTh He 30A0TY Mapy,

He ronop 1Bif1, maTaruit Yorepreirom,
He raitni cnucku B ceitgpax LIPY —
Takux yxe AeMOKPAaTHIHHUX CTEHTIB!

He 3a poasip, wopru itoro bepy,

ITTo 3aTyAMB, MOB KaTapaKTa, CKeAbLis!
Ypouo noxuam Aep>KaBHi Ipamopu:
Bownu ipyTs 3a Tebe, Aropu cepiist!

XTOCh 0OBYTAIB Hap 5KaxX0 aBeHIO ...
AAe B )KUBUI AAHIJIOT

CTyIIA€ iHIIUHA BIEPTO
I3 pyk A0 pyk IIepepa€ BOTHIO
TBoe MailOyTHE, BUpPBaHe y CMepTi.

B pyunimax AyOAeHHUX, IKMM MAKOBU THYTD,

Tax HDKHO # TpeneTHO, MOB XAIOOp06 KOAOCCH,
BUHOCSTS 3 TOAYM ST TBOTO CIIPABAELIHIO CYyTh —
Ajirei TBOIX, AMepHKO, BUHOCSTD!

Kpisb Boraesy 6e3yMHy, AUKY TPy
Hecyrs, npuTHcimm A0 rpyAei MOTYTHIX.
I 5 B 15iM AaHIIOTY Ha pyKH ix 6epy

I BrIeBHEHO IepeAao B MaOyTHE

biagBux, SIK0 A€Hb, YOPHIIIUX Bip HOYeH,
YepBoHUX, K IPAHAT, YKOBTIIIINX OA AHMOHA —
Bepy ao pyk TBOiX piTeit i B kHU3] ix oueit
Yurarw 0oACBIT criopiBanb AiHKOABHA.

...Koan posrane auM, i pom mmape 3 Hebec,
I, crepiuu miT, My TAsIHEMO Ha cebe, —
Y cepiie HaM KOAbHe:

Ta )X MU CTPi4aAuCh AECH ...

Crpusaii, cTpuBaii, 4u . .. He Ha Kpy4ax Eapou?
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They go to save not the golden ghost,

Not your honor, cut down by Watergate,
Not the secret lists in the safes of the FBI—
These are democratic states after all!

Not for the greenbacks, devil take them,
That’ve clouded their lenses like cataracts!
National flags are beautifully lowered:
They’re coming for you, people of the heart!

Some get horribly charred above the avenue...
But others obstinately

step forth into the living chain
And the fire passes from hand to hand
Your future, uprooted in death.

In cupped hands that bend horseshoes,

As tenderly and trembling as the sower, an ear of grain,
They bear your children, o America, out of the

Flames of your true essence. They bear them!

Through the fiery, mad, savage game

They carry them pressed to their powerful breasts.
And T, in this chain, take them by the hands

And pass them confidently into the future

The white as day, the black of night,

The red like the pomegranate, the lemon yellow—

I take your children in my arms and in the book of their eyes
I'read the light of Lincoln’s hopes.

...When the smoke clears and the rain falls from the heavens,
And we wipe away our sweat and take a look at ourselves
We'll feel a stab in our hearts:

haven’t we met somewhere...
Hold on, hold on, was it not... on the cliffs of the Elbe?

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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4. NpomeTeun NpUPYyHEHUH

Sxocp HbIO-I;IOPKOM,
Kpi3b SAYXY CIIEPTY,
41 6piB, MOB AaHT, B cipuaHiM TymaHi.
I panrrom Ha ckaai Poxdeasep-nienTpy
Cam IIpomereit — cBsT-cBAT! — SBUBCH MeHi.

4 Bxe xotiB y HOoru Boro6opiio
B cBsamenHin maHi macTu AOAIAMILb.
Ta mocp MeHi CIMHKMAO Ha MiBKPOITi,

I 3HMK MipaX, SIK ITHA 3-ITiA KOAICHHIb.

Hi ckeai, Hi opaa.

OTamuBch: pe 2!
Ha Tai cTinmy, sk B A3epKaai KpUBiM,
baaxxenno Bosaexas i3 ankom [Ipomeres

30A04YeHUI AIHUBHI XePyBUM.

3-mi 6aHKY 3MpKaB ipOHIYHO CTPAKHUK.
MoBasiB, 3a Tpoui .. . i He TAKUX, AHOOHb.
... KpUKHYB prAMA 51 BIACTYITHHUKOBI:
— 3papHuK!

Hy, cam mpoaasce. ..

Tax 51K TH Mir — BOTOHbB?!
Tu >k mpaBUB y 3MaraHHIX HaM Ha Mipy.
Tax mopyu Tebe cam Iyaa — Tins:
To#t — oAHOTO IPOA3B. ..

A TH 5 3aIIpOAAB Bipy
Moro i Bcix MUHYAHX ITOKOAIHB! —

I xamiHb B3SIB 51, FOCTPHIL i peOpPHUCTHIL.
Boxe 3amaxHyBCb. ..
Ta pantom BUCOYiHD
XwurHyAacs,
13 MeTaAeBMM CBUCTOM

Ha roaoBy MeHi mosepraach TiHb:

Hap xmMapogocom, 1o HaBHCHYB IpisHO:

, i
YIr'sBIIM KirTi y KpUBaBYy MAOTD,
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4. Prometheus Doomed

Across New York,
through the thick, stale air
I once trudged like Dante in the sulfuric fog.
When suddenly on a rock in front of Rockefeller Center
Prometheus himself—holy, holy!—appeared before me.

I'wanted to graze at the feet of the Theomachist
Prostrate in his blessed aureole.

Yet something stopped me in my tracks,

And the mirage vanished like dust from under a chariot.

Neither rocks, nor eagles.
I came to: Where am 12!
Reflected in the wall, like in a funhouse mirror,
Was a gilded, indolent cherub
Lying blissfully like Prometheus.

A guard stared sardonically from the bank.
As if, need money? I've seen worse....
...and sobbing, I shouted at the defector:
“Traitor!”
He’s the one who sold out...
How could you—for fire?!

You ruled us equitably in the competitions
Judas himself stands beside you—a mere shadow:
He sold one man...
But you sold the faith
Of me and all previous generations!

And I took up the stone, sharp and serrated.
I'd already raised my hand....
When suddenly the skies
Bowed down,
and with a metallic whistle
Smote my head with their shadow:

Above the skyscrapers hanging menacingly:
Its claws dug into the bloody flesh,
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AeriB opea
MOXMYPO i 3aAi3HO

Yunutu kapy 3a EBkcuncpxuit [TonT.

I cTorin 6040 i3 ripcpKOro Kparo,
ITpoTsiBumm Heb6o,

BMep3 Y MaTePHK:
— Myxaittecs, atopau! 4 3a Bac BMuparo,
Ta pokM ATOAY BU —

He BMpY HOBiKk!

I 3HUK $paABIIUBIIL AYOAD,
SK TIOTOPOYa.
I 51 oAkpuUB y ApeBHbOMY
HOBe:
— Iloxkiab 32 Hac BMHpaem,
Borobopue, —
BescmepThmii T,

00 Bipa B HaC JKUBE.



An eagle flew
gloomy and steely
To exact punishment for the Black Sea.

And a moan of pain from the craggy land,
Cut through the sky

and froze on the mainland:

“Man up, people! I am dying for you,
But as long as you're human,
I shall never die!”

And the false double disappeared
like a spook.
And I discovered in antiquity
something new:
“As long as you’re dying for us,
O theomachist,
you are immortal,
for our faith is alive.

Borys Oliynyk

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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5. Ta Bia binol xaTu ...

Ta Bip, birol xatu

ax Ao bisoro poomy —
CybMapuHu it pakeTy,

OKeaHH, TyMaH i IIe4aAb ...
ITpunecu meHi Bitpe,

XO0Y CTEOAMHY COAOMH
3 MaTepHHCHKOTO ITOAS

Ha cBUHIIeBUH I'yA30HIB Ipuyaa.

B njim 3aaisHOMY CBiTi
BEPXOBOASTD MallIUHH.
B TeMHMX BUTHHAX ByAHIIb
OPOAWTD HIK Ta OITHIHHI IIPULA . . .
Ilpunecu meHi, BiTpe,
CH3HH XOAOA OXKHHH,
B 1110 3aaymauBy Hig
MIPUHECH MeHi COHIIe B PYIH.
TyT 6e3KaaicHO IIPaBAITH
HaBiTb 3 COHILIS IPOLIEHTH . ..
A AylIa MOsI BAOMA,
a Ayliia MosI IIASIX 06ifiMa,
Ae cTpivaem Ti, Mamo,
IomTaps i3 paiIjeHTpy,
A AuCTa Bce HEMaE,
a AKCTa I[OCh Bip CHHA HeMa ...
He Ty»xu, most Mmamo,
IIPY BiKHI,
IIPH BiKOHII —
TTonap okxeanu,
BEAHKI 1 MaAl,
Hama Bumns Ha riargi
TIOAQ€E MeHI COHITE,
IITo HixoAM He 3aiiag,
60 3IXOAUTD Ha OTUill 3eMAi.
51 Ao pipHOTO COHIA
IPUXUAUBCD, SIK AO OpaTa.
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5. From the White Home...

From the White Home

all the way to the White House
Submarines and rockets,

oceans, fog, and sorrow...
Bring me, o wind,

at least one piece of straw
From my native fields

to the Hudson’s leaden wharf.

In this iron world
cars are in command.
In the dark bends of the streets
the knife and the optical sight roam...
Bring me, o wind,
the blue-gray cold of blackberries
Into this stifling night
bring me the sun in your hand.
Here they ruthlessly demand
interest even from the sun...
But my soul is at home,
and my soul embraces the path,
Where you, mom, meet
the mailman from town,
But the letter’s not there,
the letter from your son’s not there....
Don’t grieve, dear mother,
near the window,
near the little window—
Across the oceans,
large and small,
Our cherry on the branch
gives me a sun,
That will never set,
for it rises on my paternal land.
I nestled up to my sun,
as if to my own brother.
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XMapo4oCH Ije3ar0Th,

HiOU siIepH, B TEMIHD CTOAITS . . .

Buma Biroro poomy
most birag xara,
bBo 3a mpasay croirs.

Bo na mpaBai oABiKy cTOITD.

1978



The skyscrapers vanish,

like lizards into the darkness of the ages...

My White Home is,
higher than the White House,
For it stands for truth.
For it has always stood in truth.

1978

Borys Oliynyk

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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A6pam KawHeAbCOH

YoAA-CcTpIT

Tak Haue CTBOPIOBAAM IT'€TO HAM —

BiA HAC i30AI0OBAAU CBIT.
I ot iay Temep ManxeTTeHOM,
nepeAi MHOIO YOAA-CTPIT.

ITpo Yoaa-cTpirt, HeMOB YYAOBHCHKO,

YHMAAO YYAU PETIAIK 3AUX:
MOBASIB, OTO OCEPAS YTUCKY

1 BCAKMX IIAQHETAPHUX AUX.

I 3arapyroun mpo xumepH 1ii,
OyAO HaM COPOMHO, KOAH
peaabHicTh 6avauu B AMepuii,
LIi€I0 BYAUIICIO MIIAM.

IITe Hac AIKAAM XMAPOYOCAMH.

A 51 TIOB3 HUX He Pa3 XOAUB —
PaAiB TBOPIHHAM PyK i po3ymy,
Kpaci CTPYHKUX BUCOTHHX AMB.
Ta Bce 5k i TyT, 32 OKeaHOM MU —
cepeA peKAAMHUX BepeMin —

B AYIIi AUIIAEMOCH KHUSTHAMH,
3aAr00AeHi B Xpemarux CBifl ...

1995
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Abram Katsnelson

Wall Street

It’s like they made a ghetto for us—
they isolated the world from us.

So now I'm walking around Manhattan,
And Wall Street lies before me.

About Wall Street, like about a beast,
we’ve heard a lot of nasty comments:
like, it’s the center of oppression

and various worldly calamities.

And recalling these illusions,
we felt ashamed when

we saw the American reality
as we walked down this street.

They tried to scare us with skyscrapers.

But I've gone past them many times.

I enjoyed these creations of hands and minds,
the beauty of these tall, slender miracles.

But even here, across the ocean,
among the noise of ads,
in our souls we remain Kyivans,

in love with our Khreshchatyk.
1995
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Ha Bpoasei

Ha pexaamno 3aauTomy csiiBoMm bpoasei,
Hauye borom BpsITOBaHi, XOASTH €Bpei.

Ae 3BeANCh XMApOYOCH CTPYHKUMH OTPOMaMH,
FIAYTb OTI, 1JO BHOUI CHHU iX GYASITH IIOTPOMAMHU.
Ve cTapwii iHBaAip 3 IepeKomeHuM poToM,
IO PO3iApaHUil OYB y KOHIITAb0Pi APOTOM.

B Toro crmaseno aipa xuBIieM B KpeMaTopil.

A oHyk 6aTbKOM CTaB, TopiBHuBCsI i3 Toporo.
Kamnearox, aoBri mericu. I 3 HuM, mopyd marepi,
II0 PAHXUPY HAYTH dapa. | ix yxxe 'sitepo.

Ha pexaamno 3aautomy caitBom bpoasei,
Haue Bborom BpsATOBaHi, XOAATD €Bpei...

1998
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On Broadway

On Broadway, illuminated by ads aglow,

as if saved by God, the Jews, they all stroll.

They who are awakened by pogroms at night

move past the skyscrapers clustered so tight.

An old cripple walks with them, mouth split and splayed,
it was slashed at a concentration camp with a blade.
That one’s granddaddy burned alive in an oven.
Grandson’s now a father and lets the Torah govern.

A hat and long sidelocks. With him and their mother,
their brood walks along—all five, one after another.

On Broadway, illuminated by ads aglow,
as if saved by God, the Jews, they all stroll...

1998
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella



Ceprin XaaaH

Hblo-Mopk — dbakiH ciTi

HiOM He BOAQ HiOM He BUTiKaAa

He 301BaAa 3 HiI' He XOAOHyAQ Ha KaMiHHI

AMIIIe 3AKMHYTUN Ha XIAHMKH TTiA

apUTMIYHY MY3HKY i Becel mmiaHebeccs

51 3HAI0O — TOAIl I[OCh BUHECTH i3 TAKOIO AOCBiAY

KOAHU ITPHUAOPOXKHS 0Ca IIEPEAITaE 32 BIKHOM Y IiBACHHOMY HAIIPAMKY
1 He3aAeXKHI paplOCTaHII IepIIMMHU CIIOBIIIAI0Th

PO HabAKEHHS MicTa

BXK€ TOAI SIK IICY€ETHCS TIOTOAQ
Hi Be3iHHsI TOOI He OyAe Hi 3aCIIOKOEHHS X04a Hibu

TaK MaAO CTaTHCh
i3-3a pory BUOpiAa€ IOHHUIT TPAHCBECTHT

B AOBIOMY AOIIOBUKY i TEIIAIM CITIAHHUIN

CTOITb Iepe CBOIM A 13A0M HIYKA€E KAIOYi AOII| TeYe 06ANYYSIM
papba 36uBaeThCA MMip OUMMA Have OPyA A HIrTaMu

BEAUKI CHHI KPaIlAl CKOYYIOTbCS Ha TOHKI BHAMIN

Ha B'SI3AHHUI OAST 1 YOpHi 6OTHHKH

HibHU i CIIPaBAl HE AMIIMAOCH CAIAIB

i mamM’sTh HIOU He BoAA i He XOAOHEe TAUOOKO B TiAl
AI00OB AO BEAUKHX HACEACHUX ITYHKTIB

HiOU AT06OB AO AEPEB IO POCTYTh HE3AAEKHO Bip Tebe
roBOpHII cO6i 3aCHHAEN HETOMITHO

i 04i 3aKOYYIOTbCA TiA TOBIKK

Have 3ry0AeHi irpamxu

<2001>
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Serhiy Zhadan

New York Fuckin’ City

as if water wasn’t pouring down

growing cold on the cement knocking people off their feet

just tossing me down on the sidewalk

to arrhythmic music and blissful heavens

I know—it’s hard to learn anything from experiences like these
aroadside wasp flies by the window heading south

as an independent radio station announces

that you're approaching the city

when the weather turns bad

there’s no luck or peace although both were promised

a young transvestite emerges from around the corner

in along rain coat and a warm skirt

stops at the front door looking for keys rain pouring down her face
the makeup cakes under her eyes like dirt under nails

great blue drops run down her narrow cheeks

onto woolen clothes and black boots

as ifindeed no trace remained

and memory wasn't water and wasn't growing cold deep inside the body
love of large cities

is like the love of trees that grow without you

you say to yourself as you imperceptibly fall asleep

and your eyes roll up behind the lids

like lost toys

<2001>

Translated by Virlana Tkacz and Wanda Phipps
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I HarimeHma piBunHKa B YarHa-TayHi,

i crapi 6anTHCTH B XOAOAHUX IlepKBax MaHrereHa
HaBiTb He YABASIOTD, SKi 3IpKM IIAAAIOTh B Hallli KOMUHHY,
1 5IKe CMapara0Be YaCHUKOBE AMCTS

pocTe Ha HAUX GpYTOOABHHX ITOASX.

ITe ocp okeaH, 6e3 movaTKy i KiHIs,

3aAmBaE beper, Ha IKOMY CTOSITh KUTAMChKi IAQAbHI,
i THCSTYa KAIIAAOTIiB XOBAETHCA B HHOMY 32 ITICKOM i MYAOM,
HaBIiKU BIAAIASIIOUM MEHeE Bip KpaiHy,

SIKY SI ATOOUB.

ITe ocb yopHi AepeBa B XOAOAHUX CHirax,

Hi6K adpUKAHKY Ha GIAMX IPOCTHPAAAAX,

1 Ha KOXXHOMY A€PE€Bi CHAATD ITaxXH,

KPUKAUBI ITaXy eMirpariii,

CriByYi ITaX¥l BATHAHHS.

Aneoch s

KOXXHOI HOYi

BBi CHi

BaHTAXY CBil IAPOIIAAB 30PsMH i IIIEHUIIEIO,
3aTIIOBHIOIO TPIOMU POMOM i IIUKYTOIO,

MpOrpiBaro CTapi MalluHHY,

TaK K TOIASITh KaXASHi ITe4i.

Bsxe 30Bcim ckopo Iocmoab mokaude Hac ycix,
MOBepPHE OKeaHChKi IIOTOKH, II0KeHe HaC Y TeMPSBY.
Pupait Toal 3a MHOIO,

COAOAKA MOPChKA KaITyCTO AMEpPUKH,

TaK SIK yMi€Ill AWIIIE TH OAHA,

TaK SIK YMI€Il AMIIE TH OAHA.

2008
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And the smallest little girl in Chinatown,

and the old Baptists in the cold churches of Manhattan
don’t even imagine how the stars fell into our chimneys,
and how emerald leaves of garlic

grow on our soccer pitches.

This is ocean, without beginning or end,

flooding the shore where Chinese buffets stand

and a thousand sperm whales hide beneath sand and silt
separating me forever from the country

Iloved.

Here are black trees in cold snow,

like African women on white blankets,
and birds sit in every tree,

the vehement birds of emigration,

the melodious birds of exile.

And here I am

every night

in my dream

I'load my steamship with stars and wheat,
I fill holds with rum and hemlock,

I warm up old engines

the way you stoke tile stoves.

Yet soon the Lord will summon us all,

will divert the oceans’ tides, will urge us into darkness.
Then weep for me,

sweet seaweed of America,

the way only you can do it,

the way only you can do it.

2008

Translated by Ostap Kin

Serhiy Zhadan
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OkcaHa 3a6yxko

New York, NY

... Tak AOBro 3HaTH KpaiHy, IO [1aM SITaTH YacH,

Koau npoisp Ha MeTpo OYB yABIUi ACLIEBIINM . . .

B ne0i ropsits nepexusioaeni Tepesu,

I Crpiaenp 3 niporo 60Ky 3eMAi BUTASIAQE, SIK BepUIHHUK.
Micsiup 3’ IBASIETHCSI HATAO, MOB TEPOPHCT, —

He 3 Toro 60Ky, i He 3a THM 3aKPYTOM ...

B wjiit kpaiHi s BiAbHA — SIK BIAVHUM OYBa€ AUCT,

Y 1mryxasiay BKMHYTHH i AO IIOPH 320y THIA.

MosxHa 3BepHYTH 3 IIASXY i B TapKy Ha PiBepcaiia,

Xo04 AO paHKy CHUAITH i TPOCTO AMBUTUCH Ha bpykain ...
(B Lifl KpaiHi i 6e3 MeHe IMOBHICIHPKO BCAKHX 3aliA,

Ha xpasix ix 30py 51 Aum e opHa «6iaa Kykaa».)

AHOHIMHICTD i € cBo60pa — He KPaAGHOTO «ak-Al>,
A AulIeHDb HETIOTPiOHOTO, HaBiTh B HIYHIM MOTeAL, —
BipuyTTs mip Horamu He TBepAi i He Boau, —

A KOAUIITHBOI CTeAI.

OT 3aAAS ITHOTO T AOAAETHCS OKEaH

(M BucraBasroThCs Besxi, sk kerai, — Ha Te, mo6 36uTu....).

51 A¥O6AIO 1150 KpalHy — 3a Te, 10 BOHA HiYMs,
IITo BoHa He MOst — i He MyIy il AFOOUTHL

2002
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Oksana Zabuzhko

New York, NY

...you’ve known the country so long you can remember
when the subway cost half as much...

Tilted Libra burns in the sky, and
from this hemisphere Sagittarius looks like a cowboy.
the Moon appears abruptly like a terrorist,

not from her usual side, but around a foreign corner...

In this country I'm free, just like a letter

tossed into a drawer and forgotten until its time.

You can veer from your route and sit in the park on Riverside
until morning, just gazing at Brooklyn...

(Even before me, this country held enough unwelcomes—
in whose eyes I am just another white chick.)

Anonymity is freedom—even before an ID is stolen,

it’s extraneous, even at a motel—

what you tread is neither firmament, nor waters,

it’s what used to be the ceiling.

This is why the ocean is crossed

(and the Towers are set up, like pins to be knocked over).
I'love this country because it’s nobody’s,

because it is not mine and I don’t have to love it.

2002
Translated by Ostap Kin, Ali Kinsella and Jazlyn Kraft
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IOpi AHAPYXOBMY

Bombing New York City

Oci6 xiHOYOI CTaTi 3aIPOIIYEMO HA BUXIA —
3HUKHYTH B TeMpSIBi.

ITeit HOMep — CyTO HaIll, JOAOBIUHIL.

3peImTolo, Tak 3aX0TiAa IPUPOAQ,

Came 110 HeHOTpi6Hy CTaTh, HAAIAVBIIY 3AQTHICTIO

Bes Boau racuTu xeppirodi 6ararTs.

Heb60 Hap HaMu B 3ipKax.

ITe cepmiens, ceprieHs.

Micro mip HaMu IpekpacHe, Hi6u [aaakTuKa.
ITe cepriens, cepreHs.

ITe GararTs, IpH SIKOMY LIOMHO CHAIAH.

«1Te Horo-Mopx, — kaxy 1. —
IpuroTyBaTnch A0 60MOApAyBaHHS>.
ITounHAaeMO HeBOAHOYAC, aAe BCi 4eTBepo.
Crpymeni mepexpeInyioTbcs,

Micro mip HaMu cCUYUTH

I'racHe njiAuMM KBapTaAaMHL.

«Dbiapmre yBaru MaHreTTeHy, — Kaxy s. —

Yopuuit [apaem i Bporkc He yimaemo>.

«3 bpyxainom i Ksincom nmoxinueno», —

Aomosipae A>KOH, A€IIO IT AHIIIKII i 30CepeAKEHIIIN.
IToBaamsmu Kpaticaep, Cirpam ta Emmaitp Creitr,
Mu B 11iAOMy 3aA0BOA€HI OIeparriero.

3aTaryemo 3aMKM Ha IIMPiHbKaX,

Biaxoanumo Ha 6a3y, B TeMpsIBY,

HO‘IYB&IO‘II/ICI) HebeCHUMM acaMH.

Mune micsaup —
I Taxi >kapTH BUAQAYTBCSI ITOTAaHHIMIL

<2004>
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Yuri Andrukhovych

Bombing New York City

Those of the female gender are requested to leave—
to disappear into the darkness.

This is a guy thing.

It’s how nature herself planned it,

bestowing on this useless gender the ability

to put out smouldering bonfires without water.

The sky above us is starry. It's August, August.

The city below us as gorgeous as the Galaxy.

It’s August, August.

This is the bonfire, which we were sitting around just now.

“It’s New York”—I say.—
“Prepare for bombing.”

We start, not at the same time,

but all four of us. The streams cross,

the city beneath us hisses and whole neighbourhoods
go out.

“More attention to Manhattan”—I say.—

“Black Harlem and the Bronx are not to be touched.”
“Brooklyn and Queens are down”—

adds John,

a bit drunker and more concentrated.

Having demolished Chrysler, Seagram and the Empire State,
we are generally satisfied with the operation.

We pull up our zips, we go back

to base, in darkness, feeling like the aces of creation.

One month later—
such jokes are in bad taste.

<2004>

Translated by Sarah Luczaj
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Bacuab MaxHo

Hblo-MopKcbKka AUCTIBKG BoraaHoBi 3aaypi

XOTiB HapicaaTy TO61 AMCTIBKY 3 BpykaiHCHKHM MOCTOM
1 He 3HAMIIOB y KPaMHMII

B AMepuIii TakOX He Bce €
HATOMICTb 3HANIIOB AUCTIBKY 3 AskoHOM Em6epi 3 60-ux

i MUMOBOAI ITOPIBHSIB 1OTO 3 TUM SIKOTO S 6a4uB Ha 22-I1 BAHL|i y 1Or0
ITOMEMIKAHHI

KOAM AXKOH AO KiHIIf He 3pO3yMiB 3BIAKH B YKpaiHi 6epy’rbc51 oeTH

3anaaTtusiiu 70 1jeHTiB

3AMBOBAaHOMY KpaMapeBi B SIKOT'O HIXTO HIKOAU He KyITyBaB pOTOAUCTIBKU
MOeTiB

3aX0BaB y BHYTPILIHIO KMIIEHIO ITiAXKAKA

i mimoB y HanpsiMky bpoaseto
[OTIM 3BepHYB i mobauns Bpykaincekuit Mict
9 TOOI 1jiKaBa sl HPIO-HOPKCbKa Tornorpadis?

60 B Hpio-Mopxy HikoAn He 3ary6umcs

aAe 4u BipHamAe cebe?

IO 32 AQOIPUHTH BOHH TYT IOHAOYAOBYBaAH?

11l KAHAAM IIPOPUTO HYABAO3EPAMU — CKeAl MAIPBAaHO AUHAMITOM

TYT BUCTap4ae

criBakiB — MaTpOCiB — IOBiil — re6peis — adppoaMepUKaHIB sIKi y
koxHOMY psiaxy [Toema y Hoto-Hopxy Aopxu

IO IIYKAB TYT CEKCYAAbHUX IIPUTOA Y TOM Yac KOAU BCe IIIIAO IIKepebepTh

1929 poxy xoAu 36anKpyTyBasa Bipixa

MOJKe TOMY BiH BiariAuB 3rop0oM Ha Ky6y

a MO>Xe TOMY IO He BUBYMBIIH aHTAIFICHKOI HOMY CTaBaAO IOpa3 CyMHIIIe i

caMoOTHie?

s XOTiB HapicaaTr T061 BpykaiHchkuit MicT: 60 BiH Haue 5KeCT BHAMHSIAOI AIBKU
— craTyi CB060AM — ITO3EAEHIAOI Bip OKeaHiYHOI BOAOTOCTH SIKy BCAAMAM Ha
LITYYHOMY OCTPOBI Ta sIKa CTIABKOX 00AypHAQ

xi6a MOXKHa BIPUTH [IPOALKHUM AIBKaM?
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Vasyl Makhno

New York Postcard to Bohdan Zadura

I'wanted to send you a postcard with the Brooklyn Bridge
and I couldn’t find one in the store
America does not have everything either

instead I found a postcard with John Ashbery from the 60s

and in spite of myself compared him to the same one I saw on 22nd Street in
his apartment
when John failed to understand where poets in Ukraine come from

having paid the 70 cents

to the surprised merchant who had never had anyone buy from him a postcard
with the photo of a poet

I tucked it into the inner pocket of my jacket

and went in the direction of Broadway
then I turned and saw the Brooklyn Bridge
does this New York topography interest you?

because in New York you will never get lost
but will you find yourself again?

what sort of labyrinths have they built here?
these canals were bulldozed,

the towers were dynamited

here, there are enough
singers—sailors—prostitutes—Jews—African-Americans that can be found
in every

line of Lorca’s Poet in New York

who was searching for sexual adventures here at a time when everything went
topsy-turvy

in 1929 when the stock market crashed

maybe that is why he ended up sailing off to Cuba

or maybe because not having learned English he became sadder

and lonelier?

I'wanted to send you the Brooklyn Bridge because it’s like the gesture
of a washed up broad—
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Bacmab MaxHO

IaxoAu Ha [punBiu-Biripk 36MpaoThcs MOETU MOCHAITH Y SKiCh KaBapHi mo6u
YUTATH BipIi
aAe SIKOCh HyAHO BOHH 1€ POOASITH Hade SKYIOTb XKYHKY

KXXyTbh: IO BCi TYT eMiIpaHTH

1 MaHApIBI

1 OTyKadi IPHUTOA:

sax [om6poBuy sikuit 6iabmme saanmus aBrorpadis y Byenoc-Aiipeci na

kxBuTaH1iax Banco Polaco
aHDK ITOHAMHUCYBAB TEKCTIiB

sk BiTkanm — BiuHME TypuCT i MemKaHenb 3aKOTIaHOTO — SIKHI HEBIAOMO
AAS 9OTO KOAM ITOYaAAcs BiliHa 1moixas Ao Ilepemumag (lm A€Cb y THUX
oxomuax) i TaM HakA@B Ha cebe pyKH

sk Bpyro Hlyas1y i3 mpocTpeAeHOI0 MOTHUAHIEIO OiAS LITHAMOHOBOI KPAMHHUII

Ha OAHIF i3 ByAMuOK Aporobuya sikuit He BCTUT BUKOHATH HAKa3 HIMEIThOro
BOSIKA

33AMIINB MAAIOHKHU Ta $pPeCKH — IIPAIfio TIMHA3IIAPHOTO BUUTEAS i CBOI

€pPOTHYHI MapeHHs
YoMy MU BCi eMirpanTu?

T'ocnodu — xoaucs Burykuys 36irues [epbept — dusyrocs wo céim maxuil
pisHomanimHudi

151 AMUBYIOCSI TAKOXK KOXKHOTO Pa3y 3yCTPidaro9u LIUX AOXOAAT-Tilli —
PO3MaAbOBaHUX [IAHKIB — MiCIIeBHX aAKOTOAIKIB SIKi 0OCHKAIOTh KPAMHHIIL
1 IKUX HE apeIITOBYE MOAiLis

CIIOTASIAAIO:
Hi4HI BOTHi BEAMKOTO MiCTa — BOHH FOPSITb XyTPOM HeOeCHOro Anca

ITia3eMKu SIKi CTPSICAIOTBCA Bip PyXy IOTATIB
1 3By4aTh MY3MKOIO Pi3HHX €THOCIB IIJO CTiKa€ pa3oM i3 KaHaAi3aliMHUMHU
BOAAMH

IJMX TOAOAHMX KapUOCHKHX SKIHOK SIKi ITOTPSICAIOTh LUL[PKAMH Ta Oeppamu
— LMX CyXUX i BUIJBIAUX aHTAOCAKCOHOK SIKi MOB JK€PAUHU BCTPOMAEHI Ha
BYAMIISIX 3aMiCTh A€PeB K AiXTapi Ta cBiTAOOpHU

9u TO6I IiKaBi Iji HBIO-HOPKIi?

Iji pUTMH — I1i 3BYKH?
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the Statue of Liberty—a fading green from the ocean clamminess who was
perched

onto a faux island and who has fooled so many
One can't really trust girls for sale, can one?

sometimes poets gather in Greenwich Village to sit in some coffeehouse
in order to read poetry

but they go about it in a bored sort of way

as though they were chewing gum

they say: everyone here is an immigrant
and a wanderer
and an adventure-seeker:

like Gombrowicz who left behind more autographs in Buenos Aires on
the tickets of Banco Polaco
than written texts

like Witkacy—the eternal tourist and resident of Zakopane who for some
reason when the war began went to Przemysl (or thereabouts) and laid hands
on himself

like Bruno Schulz with his temple shot through next to the cinnamon shop on
one of the narrow streets of Drohobych who failed to execute the order of the
German soldier and left behind paintings and frescoes—the work of a gymna-
sium teacher and his own erotic musings

why are we all immigrants?

Lord—once Zbigniew Herbert shouted—I am surprised that the world is so
diverse

and I am awed as well every time I run into those hippie street people—
the painted fags—Ilocal alcoholics—who piss up stores and who the police fail
to arrest

I observe:
the nocturnal fires of a big city—they burn with the pelt of a celestial fox

the subways that jolt and jostle from the motion of the trains
and resound with the music of diverse ethnicities that drips down along with
the water rushing through the canals

those hungry Caribbean women that shake their tits and hips—those desiccated
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Bacmab MaxHO

TH [TaM SITA€EL 1O € Iie Lji MpOBiHLiiHI MicTeuka 30yaoBaHi 3a Marae6yp3bKium
[paBoOM

i3 IAOIIEIO SIKa HEOAMIHHO HasuBa€Thcs PHHOK

LIEPKBaMH i KOCTE€AAMHU — MOPYMHOBAHMMH CHHATOraMHU

Y1 BOHM — Y 3aTHCHeHil AooAoHI Bpyno Ilyapiia — HarapyroTh MaseHbKe
AacTiB’s1?

49U BiH YCTUT TOAl CXOIUTH TiHb Iip iH?

npuraayio cobi marop6u Bydaua:
Ha IIeHTPAAbHIN BYAUIIi I[€ 3aAMIIMAMCS KPaMHUIIl 3 KOBaHMMH ABEPMH
i crapuMu 3aMKaMu pOOOTH MiCIIeBUX KOBaAiB

reOpefchKUIl BUHTAP Ha IKOMY [TAUTH 3 HAIIMCAaMH Ha IBpUTi — Have KHHUIa

POAIB raAuIIbKHX rebpeis —
41 He Ipo Toi byuay mucas IlImyeas Arnon?

4u He Toi Byuad 51 mmykaB pasom i3 fioro pouxoro Emoro SIpon Ha Briiaiaux
peluTKax rebpefcpkoro uBUHTAPst y TepHOMOAIL

a ppaHIy3bKe TeAeOaIeHHS 3HIMKYBAAO KOAM BOHA ITAABLIEM IIPOTHUPAAA 3aTEPTi
1 TI03eAeHIAl AiTepH Ha MOTHMABHIH IIAUTI IKOTOCh CBOTO AAAEKOTO pOAMYa?

1 IPUTYAUBIIUCH AO Hel AOBTO IIOCh MIeNOTiAd

yoMy BpyKaiHCHKUIT MiCT TaKUI KOPOTKHUI i YOMy HIM He MO>KHA AOIXaTH AO
Esporm?
JOMY ITaM sITh TaKa AOBI'a i AOBXKMHA Il BUMIPIOETHCS HeCKIHYEeHHICTIO?

51 3BUYAMHO 3HAMAY L[F0 AMCTIBKY — a TH KOAM KYIIUII aBTO BHI3AKAM Ha
Bpyxaincekuit micT 6iast ITyaas

i mpamy# oo Hero-Mopka

MMOCHUAMMO Ha rpI/IHBi‘{—BiAjAH{

1 MOYMTAEMO OAHE OAHOMY BipmIi

60 ixus MuTh (i Halma TakOX) SIK Y HIYHMX MOTHAIB

1 Bip TOro — IO IPHCBITHII KOMYCh — He CTa€ A€rlie

<2004>
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and withered anglosaxonites that stick out like poles on the streets like
streetlamps instead of trees

are these newyorkers interesting to you?
these rhythms—these sounds?

you remember there are still those provincial towns built according to the
Magdeburg Law

with the open area, the square, uniformly called the Rynok

with the churches and the kostels and the ruined synagogues

do they—in Bruno Schulz’s tightly curled palm—recall a tiny sparrow?

did he manage then to grasp the shadow of their feathers?

I'recall the hills of Buchach
on the central streets there still remain shops with wrought iron doors
and ancient castles fashioned by local blacksmiths

the Jewish cemetery on which the tombstones are written in Hebrew—as
though a book of the genesis of Galician Jews—

was it not this Buchach of which wrote Shmuel Agnon?

is it not the same Buchach I searched together with his daughter Emuna Yaron
in the surviving remains of the Hebrew cemetery in Ternopil

as the French television channel showed as she fingered the faded

and greening letters upon the gravestone of one of her distant relatives?

and drawing closer, persisted in whispering something extensively

why is the Brooklyn bridge so short and why doesn't it go
to Europe?

why is memory so elongated and why is its length measured in endlessness?

of course I'll find that postcard and when you buy your car
get off at the Brooklyn Bridge near Pulawy
and head to New York

we’ll sit in Greenwich Village
and read each other poems

for their moment— (and ours as well) as in nocturnal butterflies
and from this—that you may enlighten someone—it doesn’t get easier

<2004>
Translated by Luba Gawur



188 | Bacmab MaxHO

Ha kasi y «Starbucks»

Y IPYAHI — Y AOAIIIHbOMY HBIO-HOPKY —

r'1oun KaBy B «Starbucks» — crocrepirato
SIK ABA MEKCHKAHIIi BKAAQAQIOTh MApMYPOBI IIAUTH

AO IIAPAAHOTO BXOAY B GYAUHOK

y KaB’sIpHi KpyTsTh Has s3auBui Jingle bells
BYAHIISIMUA MUTOTSTh HbIO-HOPKITi
3 Pi3ABSHMMU IMOAAPYHKAMH ¥ aBTa
BYAWYHi TOPTOBII PO3IPOAYIOTh TYPHCTaM YCIASKHI HeHOTpi6
MOAILIITHTH MEPHO APIMAalOTh Y TEIIAOMY aBTi
AO LIepKBU Yepra — Hi,

ChOTOAHI HE HEAIAS — BIAKPUTTS SKOICh BUCTaBKH

HY, ocb i 12-#1 amocToA poky —

TPYAEHB CiAa€ 3a CTiA TaMHOI Bevyepi
HelleAPi IAOAYM TBOIX AHIB BUKAAAEIN i3 IMaKeTa

o6 IpUrOCTUTH 12 armocToais
II0 AOPO3i 3a6ir A0 KPAMHHULIi Ta KYIIHB HAIIBUAKYPYY
aAe BOHM 3HAIOTh yce

i BU MOBUKH pa3oM AOICTe IPiCHUI XAi0 3aBepIIeHHS POKY

HY, OCb i HAAXOAHTb Yac
KOAM 3ripKAMM AOCBiA ITAOAIB i CKMCA€ MOAOKO AHIB
yce yacTime 3 ABASIFOTHCS Ha TBOEMY IJOACHHOMY CTOAl
KOAHU IITyM OKeaHy BCe JacTillle BUCUTD Y IPOCTOPI TBOIX CAiB
yce Jacrime TH APiOOTHII IT'ITHAITHIM AO KOIIapu
IOOH MOAVXATH BUIAPAMU

oBeIfb 60 — Ka3aAu — BIAITYCTUTD TBifl CYXHI KIlleAb

HY, OCb TU — COPOKAAITHIA MY>KYMHA — 1€ YKAAAQ€EII CAOBa
Ije 3aMuCyen iX — IIo X TyT HOBOTo?
3 QaHTUYHMX YaCiB AMIIE KIABKOM

YAQAOCH IIEPENMANBTH OKE€aH TUCSTYOAITD

CbOTOAHI — Pa3oM i3 To60F0
100 Trcsay moeTiB yKAAAQIOTh CAOBHUKH CBOEI MOBU
91 X04 yAAMOK CTPOQHU AOTIAMBE (SKIIO GyAe KyAU TIAUCTH)

M X049 3BYK TBOEI MOBU —
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Coffee in Starbucks

in december—in downtown new york—
drinking coffee in Starbucks—i watch
two mexicans laying marble wall slabs
in the entrance to the building

an irksome Jingle Bells keeps playing in the café

new yorkers shimmer with their christmas gifts and cars

street peddlers sell the tourists all kinds of crap

the policemen snooze peacefully in their warm car

there’s a line to get into a church—no, today’s not Sunday—
the opening of some exhibit

well, here’s the twelfth apostle of the year—
december is sitting down at the table of the last supper
from the bag you unpack the meager fruits of your days
to host the twelve apostles
on my way i ran into a store and hastily bought them
but they know everything
and in silence you’ll finish eating the unleavened bread
of the year’s end

well, the time is approaching when the bitter experience
of the fruits and the soured milk of your days
appear all the more often on your daily table
when the sound of the ocean all the more often
hangs in the space of your words
all the more often like a five-year-old you take small steps
to the sheepfold to breathe the sheep exhalations
because—they say—it will relieve your dry cough

well, here you are—a forty-year-old man—

you're still composing words
you're still scribbling them down—what else is new here?
from ancient times only a few managed to float

across the ocean of millennia
today—together with you a hundred thousand poets

are composing dictionaries of their language
at least the debris of a strophe will float its way
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Bacmab MaxHO

32 3aKOHAMH ACTPOHOMII — YIIOAIGHIOIOUKCSI 3Bi3AL —
AKO1 BKe HeMa — (SKIIO Ti 3aKOHU He 6peXAHBi)

HY, OCb BIDKMBAEII OCTAaHHI AHi CTApOTO POKYy —
Have ONAAYeHMM TOTeAbHUN HOMEep —
TIOMUBAEI KaBy — i AMBHIICS SIK:
ABa MEKCHKaHIIi — PO3IUAIOIOTh KaMiHb —
061ABa MAHOCSTD HOro — AOTIACOBYIOYH AO CTiHM —

3HOBY ITOBOAI OITYCKAIOTD i 3HOBY HAAITUAOIOTD
KaMiHb TDKKUN
JKHTTS A€TKe

<2004>
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(if there’d be a way to float somewhere)
at least the sound of your language—according to the laws
of astronomy—becoming like a star—
that no longer is — (if those laws aren’t wrong)

well, here you're using up the last days of the old year—
like a hotel room you've already paid for—
you drink up the coffee—and watch:

two mexicans—cutting the stone slab—
both of them lift it up—fitting it to
the wall—again they slowly lower it and again they cut it

the stone slab is heavy
life is easy
<2004>
Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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Federico Garcia Lorca

XTO BUAH3YE TEIIAUH 5KOBTOK MiCSAIIs
XTO IuIe Ipo KopoAs [apaemy
3abysmu npuHra lamaera

XTO 3aMOBiAA€ 3€ACHUM A€PeBaM

IX 3eA€Hy CMEepPTb

1 TPEMTAUBUM CAOBaM
IX cMepTh
TPeMTAUBY?

MICTO sIKe BiH ITMB — MOB BUHO —

BUTEKAO KPi3b AipsIBi OTBOPH FOTO KUA

APAHTAMBHH MaIIip

BCMOKTAB YOPHHMAO — He 3aAUIIAIOYH HAIMCAHUX CAiB —
yci pAaeiTH CBOIMU

MeTaAeBUMH KUITKAMU

IepeBapUAU MOBITPs Ha HiKYeMHi 3BYKHU

a 3 KapTuH AaAi IOBUPI3yBaAH MIAYHOUKH CepIist

OAHaK BiH Mir OIIOBIiAQTH YCIM ITPO MIiCTO B IKOMY
Xipypridse BTpy4aHHS [TO€Ta

HeoOxipHe

SK TOXKEXHUKaM

OTPi6HO biAblire BOAY

— ceui y Mixypax —

— CAMHHU Y POTi —

Yy IOT0O MiCTi MEIIKaAN KPOKOAMAM i ITOBIT —
3eAeHi ir'yaHy i Xopu adppoaMepUKaHIliB

BiH A0i3AKaB A0 Tapaema moispom

i AMBUBCS Ha KOPOASI

SIKH TIAAMIB KYOUHCBKI cUrapu

1 ITyCKaB KOAAMU AMIM HaKa3yH4U CBOIM IIAAETAMM

He YillaTH 1IbOTO iHO3eMIIs

BiH 3alMCyBaB Ha3BU KaBapeHb i TeaTpiB
BUMB HAIIAM SITh YHCAA BYAULIb
HOCHB aAbIIMCHKI TiPChKi KOCTIOMHU

[IAATHB My3UKaM 3aBXXAU OiAbIIle aHDK BOHH TOTO 3aCAyTOBYBAAH
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Federico Garcia Lorca

Who licks up the warm yolk of the moon
who writes about the king of Harlem
having forgotten prince Hamlet

who prophesies to green trees

their green death

and to trembling words
their trembling death?

the city he imbibed—like wine—

leaked out through the apertures of his porous veins

shoddy paper

sucked in the ink—obliterating the written words—

all the flutes with their

metallic intestines

contorted the air into awful sounds

and from Dali’s paintings cut out the ventricles from the heart

he could however tell everyone stories about the city in which
surgical intrusion by a poet

is as indispensable as

plentiful water is for firemen

—or urine is for bladders—

—or saliva for a mouth—

in his city resided crocodiles and whores—

green iguanas and choruses of African-Americans
he commuted to Harlem by subway

and watched the king

who smoked Cuban cigars

and blew rings of smoke ordering his underlings
not to bother this foreigner

he recorded the names of coffee houses and theaters
memorized street numbers

wore Tyrolean attire

always paid musicians more than they deserved

and listened to jazz as if bewitched
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CAyXaB A’Ka3 MOB 3aBOPO>KEHHI

KOAM CaKCOQOHICT

BHIIAOBYIOUH AeOEAHHY IIHI0 CAKCOPOHA
BHOAMCKYBaB 30A0THMU OpacAeTaMu

i KOIITOBHUMM IePCHAMHU

BiH cayxaB pAxa3 y Cotton Club

Y l'apaemi

mip xigenp 20-Tux
AXKa3-KAyOH MHOKHAHCH
Have IOBil i MOpSKHU

Y HOPTOBHX MicTax

<2007>
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when a saxophonist

smothering with kisses the swan-shaped neck of the saxophone
would flash his gold bracelets

and precious rings

he listened to jazz at the Cotton Club

In Harlem

towards the end of the 20s
jazz clubs were multiplying
like whores and sailors

in port cities

<2007>

Translated by Orest Popovych
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Mpow,aHHs 3 BpykKAIHOM

51 3amucyro KiAbKa CAIB y po36yXAy KHHUT'Y IIPOLIAHb

CHASIH 61AsI 6YXTH OBe4OI FOAOBH — ITI0YM — MDK YPUBKAMM — dait
i OPYKAMHCHKMM YafiKaM KMPUAUILIO Ha CePBeTL

3AAMIITY HA [TAM SITh — BOHA IM ...

aAe 00OITABHA 3aA€XKHICTh — CeOTO JKUTTS HaB3aeM
MIATBEPAXKYETHCSI IIPHICAIB SIM: € 1OHKO — MaM PeembCs.

0 IM — 3PEINTOI — AO MOIX eBpOIl — iHAiM — aBiaAiHik
BiAYINIA@HHMX IIAPYCiB 3 SXT — CBiTAA pO3NOPOIIEHOrO B HaCiHHI
IIOP3KaBIAOTO METAAY MOIX XK€ KOHCTPYKIIi

BipIIiB — GAOIIMHOTO PUHKY BXXHBAHIX BEAOCHIIEAIB

KOHI aliA€HAY 3aITMCAHOTO Ha KaceTi

AaMH 3 c06auKOI0 — BipHillle CyKH IIpH CydIf

BOHH IO TIAXHYTb OKEAHOM i OYXTOI0 OBE40i TOAOBH
3aAiTaroTh HatipaAblre A0 DAeTOYIT — MUHAIOTDH CabBero POBH
1 AOBASITD IIOTIK MOBIiTPSI — B HAIIPSAMKY Ha KOHI allA€HA
POCAAOAIOIOTH KPHAQ BITPOBI Ha OTAAY

i AOAITAIOTD AO OYXTH — Hade KOHI|EPTHY 3aAy

3aIIOBHIOIOTH B BIAMX CMOKIiHrax — ae

pecTopaHHa My3HKa TAYIIHTbD iX KPUK i KOPOAIBCHKUM IIOYET
AAOYXH ITO-POCIACHKY AAGAIOTH AO Mi3HBOI HOUi

M MATIMAL KOXaHII B 3aCKACHHX Mepcepecax

BTIKaIOTh HEHaYe Ha HUX BAAIITYBAAM IIOTOHIO

YaMKH OCIAM Ha sXTaX — 1 iX BXKe HiXTO He TOHUTb

xi6a o mpocriBaHa $pasa «dax mama mos odecca>

TypeLbKa JalHa TAaKOX 3aYMHAEThCS — BAACHHUK ApiMae
CbOTOAHI KAIEHTIB 0OMaAb — OAMH II[e YOTOCh YeKaE

IHIIIE IOCh Ha CEPBETLi — KPeCAUTh — CKopilre 6 3abpaBcs
POCIilICPKOMOBHI €Bpe€l CIPaBASIIOTD BECIAAS

3a6AyAAm71 XaCHA MiA CTIHOIO — HeHaye MecCisd —

3aryAsi€ cOBOI0 HATIUC «Mym OYAu 8ans i sacsi>

OPYKAMH 1IePKOB [IPABOCAABHUX CHHATOT i MeyeTei

6py1<AHH KMTaMIIiB iHAYCiB — y4eHb i BYUTEAD

BAACHMKY YalHU — 3AA€TbCSI — BBipBacs TepIielb

BiH ITocMixaroquch kaxe right now is close
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A Farewell to Brooklyn

in my bulging book of farewells I write down a few words

sitting near Sheepshead Bay—drinking tea—Dbetween the excerpts
and to Brooklyn seagulls I'll leave on a napkin

my Cyrillic writing as a memento—for them prepared...

but our mutual dependence—meaning the life we had shared

is confirmed by the adage: a chain breaks at its weakest link

besides—what do they care—about my Europes—Indias—airlines
the sails detached from yachts—the light scattered in the see—
about the rusty metal in my own structures of verses—

a flea market of used bicycles

about the play “Coney Island” recorded on DVD

about “A Lady with a Dog”—more precisely a bitch with a bitch

they who smell of the ocean and of the bay of sheepsheads
fly at most as far as Flatbush—passing by the subway tracks
and catch the air stream—in the direction of Coney Island
falling prey to the wind they exhaust their wings

and arrive at the bay—as if filling a concert hall

in their white evening jackets—but

the restaurant music muffles their shrieks and royal retinue
musicians play Russian songs late into the night

and tipsy lovers inside their dimmed Mercedeses

slip away as if escaping pursuit

the gulls have settled on the yachts—no one pursues them any more
except perhaps for the refrain “oh my mama Odessa”

the Turkish tearoom is closing too—its owner napping

few customers today—just this one who’s still lingering

he writes on a napkin—then crosses it out—I wish he’d disappear
as Russian Jews are celebrating a wedding ball

a lost Hasid—Tlike a Messiah—stands by the wall

blocking with his body the graffiti “Vanya and Vasya were here”

O Brooklyn of Orthodox churches synagogues and mosques

O Brooklyn of the Chinese and Hindus—a disciple and a teacher
the tearoom proprietor—it seems—Ilost his patience
mockingly—he says—right now I close
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Bacmab MaxHO

i BUMUKA€ CBITAO — IO K BiH Ha Te € 60c

3 KyXHi BUXOAATDb APY>KUHA ABIFIKO AiTeH i mec

51 3aTHCKAIO CEPBETKY Hade KPOHIITeHOM Mapyc

SIK 3aBXKAM IACTYIIHA CAMOTHICTD IIPUXOAMTD i3 BipIleM Ha Imapy
SIK 3aBYKAM CKPHUIIASITD SIXTH — Hade PyOaHKOM CTOASIp —
19allOK BHOYI ITOXUTY€E Ba’KKa TKAHMHA BOAU

BAMXAIO COASIPKU 3aIlaxX AKMH MeHi 3HOCHUTb AUM

YOMYCh B 3€A€HOMY CBIiTAl SIK BUIIPAaHUI AOAAP

OPYKAMH Lie AOMAaHHII IeAST a60 IOPIKaBiAUIL Kpeep
CBITAO HiYHOTO MOTATY IO MYMUTD IO CTAAEBIN penIi

1 TIOr0 Ha3AOTHATH He MOXKHA — CITIIMAaTH TaKO>K He MOXK
BiH 3aAMLIAETHCS B TODOI 8arero 3iHot0 nedpo

YaMKaMM Hap KOHI aliA€HA — KMPHAHMILICIO HATIEBHO

KOTpa Ha CepBeTIi CX0Ka Ha MOCipiAMI MOX

<2011>
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and turns off the lights—after all he’s the boss
his wife two kids and a dog come out of the kitchen

I squeeze the napkin like a sail with a bracket

as always wily loneliness and verse come paired

as always the yachts creak—like a carpenter’s drawknife

and the heavy fabric of water rocks the seagulls at night
Iinhale the smell of diesel fuel brought down to me by smoke
which shimmers in the green light like a washed dollar bill

Brooklyn is like a broken farthing or a rusty penny

like the light of a night train speeding on a steel rail

and it’s impossible to overtake it—or to catch it
Brooklyn abides within you as Vanya Zina Pedro

as the seagulls on Coney island—as the Cyrillic writing
which on the napkin surely looks like grayish moss

<2011>

Translated by Orest Popovych
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BpykAiHCbKa eAeris

I[OPAHKY IeKapHi EBPeNChKi BIAMMHSIOTD 3 IIThMHU
neplie 1o AObirae — cxo>xmit Ha IIPYAKICTD AUCHLID —
3amax IJMHAMOHY — PO3TEePTHX i3 I[yKpOM SE€Lb —

AO LIETASHUX CUHArOT — i Il € TOYaTKOM 3MMH

00 TicTO IaxHe COCHOIO i 3ipBaHMIT BIOPA KACMUH
Pa3oM i3 YaCHUKOM i IUOYAEI0 CHI'HAAUTH TOOI 3 IIOAHIIb

0A CbOMOI IOYMHAETHCSA ASAIIAHHSA METAACBUX 3aMKiB
ip>kaHHS cabBel0 — IeperyKy ByAUYHHX [IPOAABLIB —
BAaHTOXHHUKH HOCATb GPYKTH 3aA€KHO BiA IIOMUTY i I[iH
i KaByHM cMyTacTi CXOKi Ha TUTPIB 3 GOKIB

arapbysu raAyBUHCHKi — Ha TOAIBYACBKHX AIB

BaHTaXXHUKHU MEKCUKAHII — Ha OAIMITIICBKHX 6opuiB

a IIKOASIP MACKAKYIOTh: OCh — SKOBTHII IIKIABHHUIT aBTOOYC
CTapa MAMITa€ ByAMII0 — CMEPAUTD AELI€BUH TIOTIOH
OpPYKAIH BOBTY3HUTBCS 3PAHKY — CKApPKA4HCh Ha CAMOTY

Ha APaKOHSIIy HEHKEPAUBICTD i Ha CBOIO XBOPOOY

Ha METAaAeBHI MICT, 1110 BUTHYBCS Haue X000T

Ha Ile MypaBAMIIE AIOAY IIJO 3HUIUTb KOAKCh CaTypH

XaCHAM — MOB YOPHA CMOPOAMHA — OOAIMMAM [iAASL CHHATOT
BOHH BUHOTPaA apaMeNChbKUM — YMaHCbKA TAMHA i KAeH
ApaTBa SIKOIO 3IIMBAE TEMHI CAOBA I0AEH

HAKUHYBILIH TAAEC Ha TOAOBY — HOMY IOCh IIeroye 60or

i AiTH FiOTO Ie6edyTh — MOB PafichKi ITAUIKK — 60

BHCIIIBY€ IOMY OPYKAIH XAI60M i pUIIoM ABepeit

KO>XHUM KOAIHOM FOAEMCHKMM — PSAKOM IO TETAMM SIK CHP
reOMeTpi€lo KabaAl — KaMIiHHSIM EPYCAAUMY

CIiBOM >KiHOK B ITeKapHi 5Ki HAKOBTAAKMCDh AUMY

KaAaTAAOM IIepeA CyOOTOI0 — i MOAOKOM Bi KO3H
XPHUCTHSHUH — AO ITeKapHi; A0 CHHAarOTH — XacUA

i — 3rOAOAHIBIIH OPYKAIH — KOBTAa€ CAUHY

<2011>
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Brooklyn Elegy

each morning the Jewish bakeries open up out of the darkness
first to reach the brick synagogues—with the swiftness of foxes—
is the scent of cinnamon—eggs beaten with sugar—

and this is how winters begin

for the dough smells of pine and the freshly picked jasmine
blended with garlic and onions beckons to you from the shelves

at seven starts the clanging of metal locks

the screeching of the subway—the shouting of street vendors—
they unload fruit according to demand and prices

striped melons that look like tigers on their sides

Halloween pumpkins—Ilike Hollywood dames

the Mexican unloaders—Ilike Olympic wrestlers

school children jump up and down—their yellow school bus is here

an old woman sweeps the street—the stench of cheap tobacco fills the air
Brooklyn bustles in the morning—griping about being forlorn

about the draconic greediness and its own ailment

about the metal bridge arching like the trunk of an elephant

about this human ant hill that some day will be sacked by Saturn

the Hasids—like black currants—have covered the branches of the synagogues
they’re the Aramaic grapes—the clay and glue of Uman

the shoemaker’s thread used to stitch together obscure words by a Hebrew man
with a tallith on his head—God whispers to him His advice—

and his children chirp—Tlike birds of paradise—

Brooklyn sings to him with bread and the creaking of doors

with every Hebrew generation—each line of print as warm as cheese
with the geometry of the cabala—with the stones of Jerusalem

with the song of the women in the bakery who’ve inhaled enough smoke
with a clapper rattling before the sabbath—and the milk of a goat

a Christian—heads to a bakery; a Hasid—to a synagogue
and—Brooklyn feeling hungry—swallows its saliva

<2011>

Translated by Orest Popovych
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Staten Island

CrateH AliAeHA — Ije OCTPIB Ije 3HAYUTh — KaAiKa Ha MHAUIISIX
ITopom pomause — GPS He moMuANTBCS

I B3p0OBK OKeaHy 6eric60abHi moas i1 Kanmopano

OyABBap — A€ CaMOTHBO i BITPSIHO — I'PYA€Hb i ciueHb

Ieit ocTpis mo cam cobi IIPOCTip NO3MYIMB

3 KPAaMHHIISIMU i peCTOpaHOM

Aifipe QK ITO0 KOTHKH B 3UMHY ATAQHTUKY — 3HAUHTh
BiH KAIOY 110 3aBOAUTH « ToroTy>» — Bin 6aunts
imict Verrazano i o6pucu OpyKAIHCHKHX BUAUIID

1 KYABYHK Y ByCi — HY I10 IIPUKOAY 11eH IIipCHHT —

i me xopabai — mo mAuBYTH A0 Hbto- Askepsi
06Mep3Ai B CHIrax — 110 IPUIAMIAY i 3BAAHAKCH —

3aCHITABIIH [TArOPOH it ByAMIKH — My3eiHOro Byaay
npunapkoBaHy «Alfa Romeo>» — HoMep sikol 3a6yay
MTOA€ AASL TOABQY — CTApPUX iTAAIMINB 3 q)YT6OAOM

3 MiIfo0 1 $piAbMaMHU ITPO He3HUIEHHICTh Madii
ITIOTh y TPATOPISIX KaBy — IASTH IIOKOAAAHMIT muffin

IX CUITMAIMICHKHI 3aXHCT IPOAIPSBAEHO TOAOM

HacrpaBai Ha CTaTeH ATIA€HAI THIIIA 3CYBAETHCS CHIrOM
3a0HMBA€THCS MULIEIO B TEMiHb — CipHM OirdrHUM 6irom
MaxXHe KUTaUChKMM CYIIOM Ta iTaAIMCHKUM TiCTOM
CKyITYeHHSIM YOPHUX AIKTIB i 6acKeTOOAPHUX MaFlOK
A’Ka30M IIOTOHI 32 aBTOM sIKe B OITiBHIY 3HHMKAE

BiA MOAIIIECHKHUX <« Chevy» — B XPOHIIli 3aBTpa MOMICTATh

MeHi 111 3MMa B CHIrOIaAaX AUKTYE AMCTH i Bipmi
IPOT'YASHKHM B3AOBX OKeaHY SIKUMHU Hi90T0 He BUPilIMII
TOMY IO IIMCAHHS KHUTH Ile CIIOTASIAQHHS PyXy

Ije MATASIAQHHS B IIIIAPKY ABEPHOTO 3aMKa — I cobada
IPHCTPACTh OOHIOXATH HPOCTip — i 6iast mipcy mobaunTu
Mapy KOTpa LHAYETHCS TPUMAIOYKMCh MIlJHO 32 PYKHU

TOMY IO KUTTS 32 COPOK Ka)Ke AUBUTHUCD ITPOCTimIe:
i He MUTATUCh AASL 9OTO MOPiBHY CHIry i THII
i me TaKoX He IMUTATHCh — IO O3HAYAIOTH 3HAKH

11 9OMY B IJUX CHIraX TBill CyMHiB — HEHa4e CAiIlli HAOCAIl —
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Staten Island

Staten Island—is an island meaning—a cripple on crutches
a ferry will get you there—the GPS won’t miss it

and along the ocean baseball fields and Capodano
boulevard—desolate and windy—in December and January
This island which has borrowed the space it needs

with shops and restaurants

will immerse up to its ankles into the frigid Atlantic—Meaning

it is the key that starts a Toyota—1It views

both the Verrazano bridge and the outlines of Brooklyn’s jaw bones
and sees an earring—this ear piercing as a challenge

and then the ships—which sail to New Jersey

iced up from the snows—that came down heavily

burying hillocks and streets—and the Buddha at the museum
a parked Alfa Romeo—whose number I'll forget

a golf course—and the old Italians enjoying soccer

pizza and films about an indestructible mafia

drinking coffee in trattorias—eating chocolate muffins

their Sicilian defense penetrated by a goal

In reality on Staten Island stillness is displaced by the sliding snow
it scurries like a mouse into darkness—darting like a gray squirrel
there’s the smell of Chinese soup and Italian dough

the gathering of black elbows and basketball shirts

the jazzy chase of a car which at midnight eludes

police Chevys—and will make tomorrow’s paper

to me this winter with its snowfalls dictates letters and verses
walks along the ocean that will resolve nothing

because writing a book is like observing motion

like peeping through a lock in the door—and the canine
passion to sniff all around your space—and by the pier to spy
on a couple kissing while firmly holding hands

because life after forty tells you to look at things more simply:

and not to ask why snow and stillness come in equal parts

and also not to ask about the meaning of signs

and why in these snows your doubts—feeling their way like blind people—
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Bacmab MaxHO

CyHe To61 Ha 3yCTpiv — i ITaXHe ITAIINHUI TOCAIA
00 Bce Ije — OpaTaH — TH MyCHB It AO TOTO 3HATH

TOMY-TO Ljeil OCTpiB pHUrpismu npunapkosany «Alfa Romeo»
Ha 5Ky IOBCIAQAMCS IITaXU ITEPEBa’KHO HAAYTi MEBU

AIAMTBCS CHIFOM i CAOBOM — SIK CUTapeTaMH — KeHT

i Kaxxe TOOI He IIUTATHU PO IIPUHIKII KUTTS i IPOIOPIIiit

i TaxaM 3UMOBUM IIJO IPIIOTHCS B TEMAIM IPOTOL

TH KHAQEII XAib 3 PO3roHy — i BCAip BUITAAKOBHI LI€HT

<2011>
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are pushing towards you—there’s the stench of bird droppings
for all of this—bro—you must have known before

therefore this island having warmed up the parked Alfa Romeo

with birds sitting on it mainly puffed up seagulls

is sharing with you the snow and the word—like cigarettes—a friend
and tells you not to question life’s principles and proportions

and to the winter birds warming themselves on the strait

you toss some bread on the run—followed by an occasional cent

<2011>

Translated by Orest Popovych



Map’sHa Caska

OAUHOAUATA-CTPIT

CHATBCS CHU
B HHX KPi3b MeHe IIPOXOAATb MOCTHU
IXHi BUTHYTi XOpAY
IIPOXPOMAIOIOTH CepIie i A0PTH

i BUIIMparoTh Kpi3b pedpa
MaHXeTTeH 3 OpoABeeM

9OpHi TyHeAi cabBeiB

1 AO HyAOTH YiTKa FreOMeTpis BYAUIIb
OAMHAAIATA-CTPIT

Mae )X MaTH Ky-HeOYAb IIaM sITh IIPO MeHe
MO>Ke BiAOUTOK MOTO ob1jaca

B PO3M SIKAIM acdaabTi

3 TOTO YaCy KOAU

S yB’SI3HyAQ B AiTi y MiCTi y MUTI

a TIpoTe I1e He HAATO BaXAUBO
AVIIITD MeHi CKHOKY

3a4epCTBIAOrO YOPHOTO XAiba
rOAYBaTH Ha OCiHb CTAPHX FOAYOiB
PyKaMu OAQKUTHO-IIPO30PUMU

6e3 JXOAHOTO HATSIKY

Ha CBOIO MPUHAAEXKHICTD

AO IMASXETHOI pacu

SIKA TaM IIASXETHICTDb

51 He BMIIO illle TOBOPUTH AO HHUX
FOAYOHUHOI0 MOBOIO

BMIIO AUIIIEHb

rybu KycaTu HaACAAHO

AO KpOBi

OYEBHAHO X

3 AI0OOBi

<2008>
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Maryana Savka

Eleventh Street

I have dreams

in which bridges pass through me
their curved chords

pierce my heart and aorta

and protrude from between my ribs
Manhattan and Broadway

the black tunnels of the subway and
the sickeningly precise geometry of streets
eleventh street

should have some memory of me
maybe an imprint of my high heel

in the softened asphalt

from the time

I got stuck in the city for a moment one summer
though, it’s not that important

leave me a slice of

stale black bread

to feed the old pigeons in fall

from my transparent blue hands
with no hint

of my belonging to an

aristocratic race

what aristocracy do you mean

I'still don’t know how to talk to them
in the language of pigeons

I only know how

to bite my lips

until they bleed

out of love

of course

<2008>
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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OkcaHa AyumLlumHa

* K ¥

Miit opyr CredaH y BeAbBeTOBOMY IMiAKaKy $OTOTpadyeThCS

3 Pi3HUMM >KiHKaMH SIKi KyIIyIOTb 1OTO KHIDKKH

BiH Cs€ YCMIIIKOIO i TaK CaMO CAOTB 1ji XIiHKH, IO 3aIIOIAAM HOTO Ha MAA€HDKY
BIYHICTb.

51 cupKy y KaB'sipHi Hap, CBOIMH HOTaTKaMH i maagy. Most Aoouka

30CTaBaAacs y MeHe Ha BUXiAHI, BOHA TaKa BEAUKA i He3aAeXHa,

asi AOCi He 3HalO, sIK€ MAaTEPHHCTBO Ha CMaK.

Mos moppyra AiaHa AeXHTD Y ADKKY i AMBUTBCA cepiaa Ipo AeKcTepa, 9ac Bip
gacy

IIOBEPTAIOYKCh AO 3aBAAHHSA 3 AIHTBICTHKHY, i INTA€ y MeHe: piAHa MOBa —

o Ie AAS Tebe? — is BiAKA3YIO:

e AlM, y IKOMY HEMA€E MiCIIs AAS TEMPSIBH.

ITopTaana i Tammai Hbpro-HMopki Bci inmi MicTa, MaAi i BeAMKi — Ile KOHTeHHepH
i3 OBITPsIM, TOBHUM MUHYAOTO, Lje 3aredaraHi Eaemu mam’si.

CporopHi BHOUI MeHi CHUAOCS, IO sI BUBYMAA (Gi3HKy i XiMifo 1 e Oe3Aid yCsKix

HayK,
i Temep 3Har0 BCe IO AMIIEe MOXXHA 3HATH IIPO KOKEH aTOM

BOHH TaHLIIOIOTh MEHi IlepeA 0UYKMa i 51 TOSCHIOIO KOXKEH i3 IXHIX pyXiB KOTPUMOCH

i3 3aKOHIB CBITOOYAOBH,
Ane, 3HAIOYHM BCe, TAK i He MOXY IlepecTaTu BipuTu B bora.

2014
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Oksana Lutsyshyna

My friend Stefan in the corduroy jacket is taking selfies

with the various women who are buying his book

he’s all smiles and so are they, happy to have caught him for a short eternity.
I'am going over my notes in a coffee shop and crying. My daughter

stayed with me over the weekend; she is so big and independent,

yet Istill have no idea what motherhood tastes like.

My roommate Diana is lying on her bed watching Dexter, from time to time
returning to her linguistics homework. She asks me, “native language,

what’s it for you?” and I answer,

“It’s a house with no room for darkness.”

Portland and Tampa and New York and all other cities big and little are but
containers of air filled with the past, those sealed Edens of memory.

Last night I dreamt Ilearned physics and chemistry and all the other sciences
and now I know all there is to know about every atom

they dance before my eyes and I explain each of their movements with

some law of the universe,
But, knowing everything, I cannot stop believing in god.
2014
Translated by the author and Ali Kinsella
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KaTtepuHa babkiHa

3HeBOoAIOBAABHE | CHOAIMHE

3 MicTa, KOTpe HIKOAH He Aa€ TOOI criaTy,

MeCTUTh TeOe TaK COAOAKO, YaBUTb TaK OE€3HAAIMHO —
APY3i IpOCHAH pi3He: coycH, poToamapary,
KOCMETHKY i IKYCb MO3aiKy ITU3AYBaTy,

reaedonu, HaciHHS, Kear. I Tiabku Kats

[OIPOCHAA 3HeOOAIOBAABHE 1 CHOAlIHE.

Tocrioau, mpoBean Hac B Bpyxain 6e3 axumieca,
MepeNuIIY HaM Bi3H 3 KOHYEHHUX Ha ITOCTiMHI.

51 6n 3pana Tit Beix 6opaeaiB i 6apis aapecy,

st ipuBe3Aa 6 1i YafiKy 4i YOPHOLIKIPY IPHHIIeCY —
aAe BOHA IPOCHAA 3HEOOAIOBAABHE 1 CHOAIMHE.

Bci TpyAOBi MirpaHTH, OASIAL, CTUIIEHAIATH,
MeHeAXepH 1 HIHbKH, 6abKU AlacIiopiitHi,

BCl, XTO CIOAM AICTaBCS B PaAOCTi IOMUPATH —
[IOTePIAIOTh Bip O0AIO, MOASTHCS HA HIY MAaTOM,
3aIIHBAIOTh 3HEOOAIOBAaAbHE, MAPSIIU IIPO CHOAIMHE.
Kars, Hap OKeaHOM Hi¥ 3aIAyTye ciTi,

Ha HaMAQABIIOMY CTPiTi, B HaltbpyaHimomy Oapi
HYAMTD illle AO TOTO, IK 3aAMOBUB i BUIIMB.

Bcim HaM 60AUTD Tak camo — TO6i i MeHi, i AiTaM
pubasoxk i3 HariHa-TayHy, KOTPi He CIIASITH, OO AOBUTH
CBIXKI MOPEIIPOAYKTH AASL AOCBITHIX Oa3apis.

2014
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Kateryna Babkina

Painkillers and Sleeping Pills

From the city that never lets you sleep,

which caresses so sweetly and presses so harshly,

friends asked for so many different things: sauces, cameras,
cosmetics, some fucking mosaic,

telephones, seeds, Keds. But Katya

asked for painkillers and sleeping pills.

Lord, lead us into Brooklyn without our GPS,

change our visas from temporary to permanent.

I would give her the addresses of all the bordellos and bars;
I'd bring her a seagull or even a dusky princess,

but she wanted painkillers and sleeping pills.

All the migrant workers, whores, and scholarship students,
managers, nannies, and diaspora grannies

who came here to die happy,

suffer from pains, and curse through their prayers at night,

take painkillers, and dream about sleeping pills.

Katya, night tangles the nets in the ocean,

it nauseates you before you order and drink

on the farthest street in the dirtiest bar.

We all hurt the same—you, me, and the kids

of the Chinatown fishermen, who don’t sleep

to catch the freshest seafood for the markets at dawn.

2014
Translated by Virlana Tkacz and Wanda Phipps
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IpuHa Wysaaosa

BEAUKA puba Ta iHWi MocTH

1

yI0pa MiCTOM XOAHAQ BEAUKA prba

51 3HAIO 51 CaM Iie Oa4uB 5 caMe MipsiB

Ha ce0e BYAMIIIO SIK 3aTiCHY COPOUKY

a60 He3HANOMY XXIHKY. TOAI pO3Bep3cs
aBTOOYC, i S IPOIIIOB Yepe3 ANM AIOAeH
AepeBa TPEMTIAU 3aAePIIU CIIAHUII. HOTH
3aHYPHBIIM TOAi B XOAOAHI 03epa BiTpUH

i3 Heba IAMAOCS GiAe CyMHE MOAOKO

KOAM S1 CIIMHUBCSI CKPYTHUTH CObi mamipocy
CMiIIHI MOT [TaABLi KOMHU3HAKCH Have TpabAi
ripKUit Mifl SI3MK Hade I1'sTHUH 3aTOYYBaBCh B POTI
KOAH sI CIIUTABCS ¥ Tebe KyAr MeHi HTH
MAAQHeTa XUTHYAACh — i TH IIOKa3aAa Ha 3axip
SIK TIOPOXHbBO CTAAO Y CBITi SIK AOBIO £ CIIaB
AMBHCS BIAKOAM 4 1B BCi XAiOU cKaM sTHiAM
BIAKOAY 51 IINB 3aXAUHYAACb COOOI0 BOAQ

i moAyM’s 3racao

BOHa 3aCMisIAACh I 3K Hi4

BHOYI B ITbOMY MiCTi TPalIASIIOTHCS pedi sKi
IIPH CBIiTAl HATAAYIOTD SHTOAIB 3 6isoro cupy

a B TeMPsBi HOCATb HaBUBOPIT AUI — 1 TaK
36UBAIOTH 31 CAIAy KPUBABY AIXTapHY apMaAy >
BOHa 0 rOBOpHAQ iIme ase prba mpomsa

II0B3 HAC 0OeperKHO TOMAAIOUM MY>KHIM XBOCTOM
abu He 30YAUMTH 3aCHYAOTO IIOPYY He3XaThKa

B MIOr0 HEITOPOYHOMY KOKOHI )KXOBTHX ra3eT
BOHa 3aBepHYAa 3a pir Ha cathedral i broadway

MU TiHi CXOBaAM B KMIIEHI i CIAM B METpO
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big fish and other bridges

1.

yesterday a big fish walked through the city

I know I saw it myself I was just trying on

the street like a tight shirt

or a strange woman. then a bus erupted

and I walked through the smoke of people

the trees trembled hiking up their skirts. naked

legs sunk into the the window display’s cold lakes
gloomy white milk seeped down from the sky

when I stopped to roll myself a cigarette

my comical fingers moved like rakes

my bitter tongue staggered in my mouth as if drunk
when I asked you where I should go

the planet swayed—and you pointed west

how empty the world became how long have I slept
look since I last ate bread has turned to stone

since I last drank the water has choked on itself

and the flames went out

she laughed “but it’s night

at night things happen in this city which

in the light resemble angels made from white cheese
but in the dark they wear their faces inside out—and thus
evade detection by the bloody armada of streetlights”
she would have explained more but the fish walked
by us cautiously swinging its formidable tale

so as not to wake the homeless guy nearby

in his immaculate cocoon of yellowed papers

she turned on the corner of cathedral and broadway
we hid the shadows in our pockets and got on the subway
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214 | lpyHa LLyBaAoBa

2

TH PO3TOMAYEIICA — U IepeCTyIAENI IOpir
BHHOCHII cebe 3a ABepi

Ha AOBTHX HOIIAX TOPHU30HTAABHOTO BiTPY
KiMHaTa 4ilAg€eTbCs 3a Tebe Kake He AU He HAU

HY Ta 5K He MAY

KOAH AiTO CKIHYHAOCH a ITO HbOMY HE CTAaAOCh Hi40Tro
KOAM MiCTO PO36HAOCH 00 cipuit 6pe3eHTOBHII beper
13arpy3Ao 1o BiKHa 1 HaBIKH AMIIHAOCS TYT

S He 3HAIO YH TH ITIOMITHB aA€ BiAKOAU AHIL

[I0YaAM KOPOTIIATH 5 He 3HAI0 KOAH Iie 6yAO TOpiK?

MO>K€ AABHiIlle 51 He IPUTaAyIo Gilllka B TOMY

I]0 BOHHA KOPOTHIAIOTH i AOCI 1IJ0 )KOAHA BeCHa

JKOAHE AITO He 3AaTHe 3aI00irTH CKPYYyBaHHIO IPY>KHUHKH

TiAa CTapilOTh CBITHAA FACHYTb CKHCAE B XOAOAMABHUKY MOAOKO

MU
TaK AAAEKO BiA YChOTO KOAM CHAMMO Ha IapaneTi
KOAM TI0B3 HAC IIPOIIAUBAIOTH KOBTI CAOBA MAIIIMHH
HOBITPsI CAaKCOPOH OIryH roAy0 OAPYXOKS

reiB cAOBa 3amax Gyprepis [eYaAb 3pELITOIO AOLL
MU TaK AQAEKO

HaIlli AHi KOPOTIIAIOTh

1 KOAMl TH BUXOAMII BHOYI IIOKYPHUTH Ha CXOAAX

y OYAMHKY BCi CIIASITH TIABKY IIPaAbHA MAIIMHKA He CIIUTD
SIKIIIO OYi 3aIIAIOIIMTU MOJKHA ITiACAYXATH IIEAeCT

Ije BOPYIIMTHCS Yac SIK BEAMKa MiA3eMHa pika
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2.

gathering momentum—you cross the threshold
carry yourself through the doorway

on the wind’s long horizontal stretcher

the room entreats you don’t go don’t go

but how can you not go

after summer was over nothing happened
when the city shattered against the gray canvas shore
and sunk up to its windows and stayed so forever

I don’t know if you noticed but since the days

started to get shorter I don’t know when that was last year?

maybe earlier I don’t remember the thing is

they are getting shorter still and up to now not a single spring

not a single summer has ever been able to prevent the spring from coiling
bodies age heavenly lights fade milk sours in the fridge

we

are so distant from everything as we sit on the railing
as past us flow yellow words cars

the wind a saxophone a jogger a pigeon a gay

couple the smell of burgers sadness finally rain

we are so far away

our days are getting shorter

and when you go out at night to have a smoke on the stairs

everyone in the building is asleep only the washing machine doesn’t sleep
if you close your eyes you can hear the rustling

it’s time moving like a giant underground river
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3

13 4Or0 CKAAAQETHCS MiCTO?

i3 mapu

i3 ByCT

i3 IMApKiB A€ CIIASITH BOAOIJIOTH, i3 TEIIAUX KBaPTHUP
Ae BiKHa BITyCKAIOTb KPi3b IITOPU OTOACHHI PAaHOK
i3 IICiB 10 3A€0iABIIOTO MariKe He TUASTH IYOAIMHO
METpO IO Be3€ HaC MOCTaMH B PAaHKOBUI TyMaH
KOAM MU BEPTAaEMOCH 3 BiAiAXKa B iHIIY KpaiHy

A€ COHHI J)KiHKH He 3HaXOAATD Y CyMIIi KAIOYiB
APIMalOTh Ha IaHKaX y KOMIp CXOBaBIIN AUIlE

i3 IpOTAriB 110 061AMAOT KPi3h KyPTKH i [TaAbTA

i3 BUIIBIAMX QOTO B CTAPUX AHTUKBAPHUX KPaMHUYKAX
ilte He 3HAMOMUX CYXUX HIKOTHHOBHX I'y0
AAKOBAHHUX i eA€raHTHUX IeYAAbHHUX IHAIMIIIB

SIKi BUIIAMBAIOTD 13 YOPHHX CBOIX KOAICHHIIb

AABal IO KaNKeMKy a IOTiM IOPOMOM Ha afA€HA
KOAH £ IIUTAIO K BUMTHU Ha TBEHTIi BaH icT

MeHi ITOCMIXaI0ThCS JKAAICHO SIK iAIOTIIL

AMBHCB KA KAACHA TaTyXa AKAN IAAOAUCT
3aryOAeHHII MIAANK BXKe TIKAHD JKHBe Ha [apKaHi
CyCiA BUDKAXKAB OU Ha A)KOO 4 He IEePIIIM METPOM
OAHAK IIJ0 POOMTH KOAK BOHO IIAOAOGOBE

a IHIIKM CyCiA 1€ He CIIUTh CTepeske CBOIO TiHb

TyT GpiAOM i AibepTi pa3oM SIK 3 AIPOM aCKOABA,

SK AYKOHCOH i3 A)KOHCOHOM. MEAAHXOAIMHO B MiA3eMITI
BUKPYYy€ I'BUHTUKH 3 PAAOCTi BIOAOHYEAD

SIKIIO MAIMTH 30BCiM OAM3BKO AO Kparo B TyMaHi
OKPECAMTBCS MiCT BOPYXHETbCS BEAUKA BOAA

OiryH KalIASIHe IIeAeCHYBIIH KPUAATHM KPOCIBKOM
HEBUAUMA TiHb — HY i 1 TyT HEBUAUMA TiHb

CTOI0 MOBYA3HA HOCAKOM KOAYTIAIOUH TIaM SITh
SIKIO 51 Tebe OOAMIKY SIBLKOM OKeaHy

BBi CHI — YM [IPOCHYBIINCS OyA€LI AFOOUTH MeHe?
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3.

what is the city made from?

from steam

from mouths

from parks where vagrants sleep, from warm apartments
where windows let the naked morning seep in through the shades
and dogs that for the most part don’t shit in public

the subway that carries us over bridges in the morning fog
when we are coming back from a Village into another country
where tired women are fumbling for keys in their bags

they doze on porches hiding their faces in their collars

from gusts that embrace through jackets and coats

from faded photos in old antiquarian shops

yet unfamiliar dry nicotine lips

from lacquered and elegant sad Indians

who stream out of their black chariots

let’s have a cupcake and then take the ferry to the Island
when I ask how to find east 21st

they smile at me awkwardly like I'm an idiot

look at that cool tattoo what an autumn

alost scarf has been living on the fence for a week now

our neighbor would be taking the very first subway to work
but that’s not an option in the city where it runs around the clock
your choice doesn’t matter when it runs 24 hours a day

and the other neighbor isn’t asleep he is guarding his shadow
here freedom and liberty go together like Dir and Askold

or Johnson and Johnson. with melancholy in the subway
the cello is unscrewing the pegs out of happiness

if you walk to the very edge in the fog

the bridge becomes visible the big water stirs

the runner coughs his winged sneakers squeak

an invisible shadow—and so am I

I stand silent kicking up memory with my shoe

if Ilick you with an ocean’s tongue

in a dream—when you awaken will you love me?
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4

SIKII[O BUITH 3a ABepi

3aMKHYTH B KBapPTHPi KAIOUi IepeHUTH OAPa3y
AODPOTI'Y B HEAO3BOAEHOMY MiCI[i BUKMHYTH
06TOPTKY Bip ABOASIHHKA B CMITHHK IIPOMUHYTH
IepexpecTs He BiTaTHCA Hi 3 KM HaBiTh

31 3HAFIOMIM OapMEeHOM 1110 BUIIIOB Ha [IepeKyp
MPOMTH ABa KBAPTAAHU IOTIM HAIIPUKAAA

Ile ABa aAe B iHIIOMY

HAIPSIMKY CKOPHCTATHCS TPAHCIIOPTHIM 32C000M
BHITH Ha HE3HANOMIil 3yITUHII

SHUKHYTHU

IMOBIPHO HIXTO TaK i He 3rapa€ IO MM KUAU TYT

IO HAIIli BiKHa BUXOAMAN Ha BEAUKUI 6YAI/IHOK 3 peKAAMHHUM 6i.A60pAOM
i 6apom Ha mepmomy nosepci (mpusit 6apmen)

HIXTO He 3HaTHMe

SIK A@KA4U HOYaMU B ADKKY MM AOBTO

AMBHAKCD Ha CTEAIO TIOBHY BiAOUTKIB CBiTAQ

AYMaAH TIPO AiTO po60Ty BUGOPH Hi IIPO 110 KOHKPETHO IIPO HaC
3aCHHAIOYU CAYXaAU

HIeAeCT BeAMKO]I piku

2015



Iryna Shuvalova

4.

if we were to walk out the door

lock our keys in the apartment then immediately
jay-walk across the street throw out

the wrapper from the popsicle in the garbage pass through
an intersection not greeting anyone not even

our buddy the bartender who came out for a smoke
walk two blocks and then for example

walk two more but walk in another

direction use public transportation

get out at an unfamiliar stop

disappear

it’s likely that no one would ever remember that we lived here
that our windows looked out on a big building with billboards
with the bar on the first floor (hi bartender)

no one would know

how at night lying in bed we stared

at the ceiling full of imprints of light for a long time

thinking about summer work elections nothing in particular us
how falling asleep we listened

to the whisper of the great river

2015

Translated by Olena Jennings
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IpuHa Bikupyak

P.A.

Poso,

TH 3HaAa

SIK [IOYYTH 60ra y cCaMOMy ceplli MaHI€TTeHY
SIKIMOCH YHHOM AOBHAQ PYKaMU

AATOMIHIEBI CITipaAi MPY>KUH

110 3BUCAIOTh 3 Heba

a IMOTIM BIAXOAMAQ HA 6e3neqHy BIACTaHb
AO EAMHOT 10AyHI

B IJeHTPaAbHOMY ITapKy

i BuGupaaa caosa

3aKAAAAAQ IX B SIGAYKO 3aMicTh 3epeH

1 BIATIPABASIAQ TIPY>KMHOIO B KOCMOC
BiAITyCKaAa

Poso,

51 3HAIO, TH YyAa

T'OAOCH IIOKOAiHb, IIJO 3aCTPATAM B OBITpi
MIX TPHALISTD Y4eTBEPTOXO 1 IT'SITOIO aBEHIO
COPTYBaAa iX IO 3aMHATHX odicax
TeAeOHHMX KabeAsix i Teaerpady AO €BpOIH

a TAKOXX B papaioedipy HbIO-FIOPKCHKUX CAYXKO TaKci
i Boall, 6aapopi i 6arayxi

IIPUIMAAHM IXHi 3aMOBACHHS

IXaAM 3a HEICHYIOUHMMH appecaMu

OAyKaAn

3HUKAAU

3BIABHSIAHU

2015
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To R. A.

Rose,

you knew

how to find God in the very heart of Manhattan
your hands could somehow catch

the aluminum spirals of springs

that hang down from the sky.

and then you’d withdraw to a safe distance,

to the only apple tree

in Central Park

and you'd select words,

put them into an apple instead of seeds

and use the springs to send them out into space
you let them go

Rose,

I knew you heard

the voices of the generations that got stuck in the air
between Thirty-Fourth Street and Fifth Avenue
you sorted them among busy offices

telephone cables and telegraphs to Europe

as well as on the New York taxi cab frequency
and the drivers, cheerful and indifferent,
accepted their dispatches

drove toward nonexistent addresses
wandered

vanished

liberated

2018
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Ce30HHa

Autumn cannot bereave us.
Rose Auslinder

IITo6u nisaaru [ocmopa —

i TH IIPO Ile AyMa€emn

KO>XHOTI'O pa3y Ha 3AiTHiN cMy3i, —
Tpe6a BAMBASITHCS Y AAA€Ki BOTHI,
IaM SITATH PO IpaBiTaliio,
BUBYATH Pi3HKY.

Po6uTH 3HIMKH IIEPEX0KUM,
3arASIAQTH IM B OYi i AyTITy.
KoxxHi miBpoky mepeixaxarty,
abu HabUpaTH MOBITPS B A€TeH,

BI/IHI/IpHyBHII/I.

IIJo6 moaoAaTH CE30HHY, —
TASIAITHL B OOAMYYSL CTpaxam,
ITOKAAAATHCh Ha IICHXOCOMATHKY,
AYMaTH IIPO CMEPTbH i SMUPHUTHUCD,
3 Il HEeMMHYYICTIO YH Mi3Hille,

YU BXX€ CbOTOAHI.

BrikaTy, 106 He 3ry6uTHCH,
YeKaTH ITOCAAKHU ITOTOMOIK,
A€ AF000B IIPOAAETHCS

B KHurapasix it Crap6axci.
IIpuiiMaTy, He pO3AUBHBILKCE,
MOPYLIMBIIN BUBYEHY Qi3HKY,
SIK AKCIOMY Ce30HHY:

[0 KO>KHOI OCeHi

KO>XHOTO

3 HaC

€ TIOTPOXH

8 Horo-Mopxy,

iTpoxu

Hpio-Hopxy

Y KOXXHOMY

3 HacC.

2015
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Seasonal

Autumn cannot bereave us.
Rose Ausldnder
In order to understand God—
and this is something you think about
every time you're on a runway—
you need to stare into distant lights,
remember gravity,
and study physics.
Take snapshots for passersby,
look into their eyes and souls.
Move every six months
so you can fill your lungs with air
when you emerge onto the surface.
In order to overcome the seasonal,
stare your fears in the face,
rely on psychosomatic medicine,
think about death and come to terms with
its inevitability—either later
or even today.
Run away so you don’t get lost,
await your landing on the other side
where love is sold
in bookstores and Starbucks.
Accept without question,
ignoring what you learned in physics,
like a seasonal axiom:
that every fall
there’s a little bit
of each
of us
in New York,
and a little bit
of New York
in each
of us.

2018
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella



OAekcaHAp Ppase-PpaszeHKo

B Maikley

aAe SIKOCh BUXOAMTD TaK, IO TeéMa KOXKHOTO MOTO QiAbMY 3aBXKAU MyCHUTh 3HUKATH.
BOHA MYCHTb BHUBITPIOBaTHCsI, BOHA, sk Paradise Lost Asxona MiapToHa, BOHA
BTpara.
i camMe 3HMKAHHS, SIK CIOXKETHy 0OCTaBUHY, Tellep Mao He Briepiue. Yybait Brpadae
IIiABHICTD TiAQ, 3SHUKAIOYH CEPEA AiCY, XOU CIIEpIIMCh Ha AePEeBO — IOBEPTAETHC L.
Terep s 3MycuB Maxa suukary B aeponopry Chicago O’Hare, BipaiTaroTs AiTaku
i3a6buparoTh CTiHY 1Or0 AOMY 3 CO60I0, 1 TOF AIM Ha CIMOX BITpaX. HEAIAS IIOITOAYAHI,
Mil MO30K HaIlTOBHEHUH MyXaMH. XO4Y 3yCTPITHCS 31 CBOEIO AIBUMHOKO, KOAH IIPHIAY.

Mapxko He Moxe 3HanTH doTorpadiio, Ae Aulrera TaHI[IOE HAa HOTO BECIAAL 5
HE MOXY

3HAWTH KHIDKKU 3 MOTO AUTHHCTBA, He MOXY 3HarTi Kaaunmesoro ITana Hixra.
4H e

03HAYAE, III0 — TaK, sl TeX € HuM, To6To HixToM, npuMipsiio #oro HeBUAUMHUI
KOCTIOM.

MOi QpiAbMU XK TIABKH IIPO MEHE, TOXK IASIAQY HeXal 3aiiMa€ThCsl CBOIMU CIIpaBaMH,
as

cBOIMH. prba 3 6a3apy 3aIlAMBa€E B MO€ BIKHO 3i CBOIM 3aI1aXxoM. Ha cobi 6ady TeMHe

KOMQOPTHe MiCIle, KyAl BOHA 3a[IAUBAE. MO3KY ITiTH 32 HElO, SIK [TeC, BXOAXKY XK TYAH,

HiOU KAIOY. TOOTO, 51 He XOUy PO3AYMYBATH HAA LIMIM, IIPOCTO 30MPar0Csi ITepenoBisaTu

CIOJKET, CXOXKHI Ha BTPATy 1 IOBEPHEHHS Paro0. aA€ CbOIOAH 4, SIK i COTHI MOIX cecTep

3My4€eHHUI Bip AMMY 6€3 BOTHIO, X042 CbOTOAHI AOOPHIL A€Hb, HE 3BKAIOYH Ha AUM.

CbOTOAHI He iCHye MO€i AX00OBI, THXMIl MCOK OOMpae MOI IaAbLli CbOTOAHI,
CbOTOAHI TN

BCS B KBiTaX, OAHOIO 3 F€PMaHCHKHX MOB IIPOBEAEHA 1151 AAMaHa AiHisl, 1 BUMIPIOIO I1i

ABa MiCSIITi 3eAeHHUM CIIOKOEM BiTpy HaBecHi, Toal it Opeaepik Ao OaMcTe BrvicaB

Mil CHAYeT B L]i 3eA€Hi OBAAH i ITiA I OBaAbHI MOCTH, AABHO 3aTIAAHOBaHa KOMOIHaIIis.
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Oleksandr Fraze-Frazenko

At Maikley's Café

and it turns out to be so that the theme of my every film is like John Milton’s

Paradise Lost, it must evaporate, it is as though it must disappear, it is a loss.

now, the disappearance as a plot device, I have done that before. Chubay lost

his body, vanishing in the woods—though, leaning onto a tree, he returned.

then I forced Makhno to disappear at the Chicago’s O’Hare airport, planes
departed

and took walls of his house with them, that house on seven winds. Sunday
afternoon,

my brain is full of flies. I want to see my girl when I arrive.

Marko could not find the photo where Lysheha dances at his wedding. I cannot

find a book from my childhood, I cannot find Kalynet’s Mr. Nobody. does that

mean that I am also him, meaning Nobody? I am trying on his invisible costume.

my films are about me and the viewers can simply mind their own business, and I

shall mind mine. a fish from the market swims through my window, with its
stench. I see

a dark cozy place where it swims. I can follow its fins, like a dog; I enter there

asakey. I mean, I don’t want to think about it, I am simply trying to tell the plot.

looks like an prodigious failure and paradise is found. but today I am, like my
sisters’ fleet,

weary of smoke without fire, although today is a good day, despite the smoke.

today my love does not exist, quiet sand pricks my fingers today, today you are

full of flowers; a Germanic language drew this broken line, I divide these

months in two with the green tranquility of the wind in spring, Frederick Law
Olmsted wrote

my silhouette into green ovals and under these oval bridges a well-planned
combination.

but I go further, the quagmire swallows me and then spits, so today I am

in Chinatown, Brooklyn, on the corner of Fifty-Ninth Street and Eighth Avenue

at the Maikley Cafe, and three blocks away the Chinese showed up here, here
they

came out of deep earth, digging a hole in their Tulou, until they saw lights
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OAekCaHAP Ppa3ze-Ppa3eHKo

aAe FiAy AaAi, TpACOBMHA TOBUHHA MEHE KOBTATH i BUIIAbOBYBATHU TOXX ChOTOAH 51

cupxy B Chinatown Brooklyn Ha posi m'sitAecsiT AeB’siTol ByAuIi Ta BOCHMOI
aBEHIO

B Maikley Cafe, i o0 peui, TppoMa 6A0KaMM HIDKYe KUTAML B3AAUCA TYT, TYT
BOHH 1

BUIIIAY 3 TAMOUHU 3€MAi, KONIABIIN AIPY B CBOEMY TYAOY, &K IOKH IOOAYHAM
CBIiTAO

Kpi3b ABEpi CynepMapKeTy. MeHe BIIi3Ha€ KpacHBa KUTASHKA, IIeBHO 3 OyI3saHb
(6yBii aia),

My3HKH HeMa. SIKOH 51 CUAIB He caM, HaBPSIA IIMCAB OH BIPIIL aAe OCD 5T BUXOAXY

3 GYAI/IHKY, OCb BIAUMHSIO ABEPI, OCb 5 CUAXKY IIepeA BIKHOM i KMTaMIl AUBASITHCS Ha

MeHe, SIK Ha 3aXiA, B SIKOTO LIMPOKO BIAKPHTI 04i, i He 6a4aTh MeHe. HaIlla 3yCTpid Mae

03HaKy BHUIIAAKOBOCTI, Hallla 3yCTPiY Ma€ 3aIlax COA I AyCKY, s IPUBI3 AAS Tebe
KallleAb

i3 3axoay, et Brooklyn mosHaueHmit cAM30M MOIX OPOHXIB, TAKHIT CAIA CAUMAKA, aAe

TaKi CAUMAKH He MaAH 6 XKUTH Ha 1{bOMy KOHTHHEHT], IPYHAIMHI Ile O3HaKa BUAY. He

Moxxy 3HaiTu ITana Hixra, 60 fioro it He OyAO HIKOAW. AyMaro, NHIIY Bipuii,
TaK AyMaIo.

Ha CBITAVX AICOBHX y3AICCSIX Ma€ OYTH AIM CAFIMAKA. 3 HIOTO OOKY, Mifl  YAIOOA€HHIT

PesKUCcep Tefl, Mifl yAOOACHHIT BIpIII HAITMICAB [IOTONEABHVIK. II10 5T M0 POOUTH 3 LIHM.

TaM I[OAHSI CXOAUTH COHIIe, Ha Te BiH i CXiA, Ha 3aXOAl MU Te€X TaKe MAaEMO.
AMBHO, aAe

BUXOAUTD TaK, IO KOXXEH Mill $iAbM IO3HAUYEHHI CAM30M MOIX 6p0HXiB i1e
MOJKe CTaTH

XPOHIYHMM 3aXBOPIOBAHHAM. 51 HAAIIOCS Ha KHUTAWCHKY 3YIly 3 KPEBETKaMH
MOPChKUMH

KOHMKAMH, a TaKOX Ha Ii TeIAO. 3irpiii MeHe, AO3BOAb BiAXapKyBaTH, AO3BOAb
OyTu

noeroM y Hpio-J1opKky, AO3BOAb XOAUTH CTEXKaMH, SIKi IMepexpemyroTbcs,
AO3BOAb

OYTH XAOITYHKOM, SIKHMF MAa€ MAACTHKOBOIO MOPCHKOTO KOHHKA 1 6aBUThCS HUM
Y BOA,

AO3BOAb KOBTATH TBOE TeTAO, 60 koxwuit moer y Hpio-Mopky xoue 6yrm
noeroM y Hpro-

Hopxy. me Tak AaAeKo A0 Hei, e Tak 6AM3bKO AO Hei, Tak 6AH3BKO AO Tebe,
MY3UKH

HeMa. s HasuBaIo Ile II0e3i€l0, AyMaliTe TaK 31 MHOIO Ha CBITAMX Y3AiCCAX Aicy

HaBeCHI.

2015



Oleksandr Fraze-Frazenko

through the door of a supermarket. a beautiful Chinese girl recognizes me,

probably out of Fujian (was her ancestor), no music here. if I wasn’t alone

I'would less likely write a poem. I exit

the building, I open the door, here I am facing the window and the Chinese are
looking at

me as if I was the West with wide open eyes, but they do not see. our meeting
has all

signs of chance, it has a smell of salt and fish scales, I brought this cough for you

from the West, this Brooklyn is marked with mucus of bronchi, like a snail trail,
but

such snails should not live on this continent, at least this is a species’ sign. I

cannot find Mr. Nobody because he never existed. I think; I write poetry, so
I think.

at the light-filled forest edges there should be a snail house. on the other hand,
my favorite

director is gay, the poet who wrote my favorite poem drowned. what should
I do with this?

there every day the sun rises, it is east after all, in the west we also have that.
amazingly, but

without cessation my every film is marked with mucus from my bronchi and it
may become a

chronic disease. I have hopes for this Chinese soup with shrimp and seahorses,

I have hope for her warmth. warm me up, allow me to expectorate, let me be

a poet in New York, allow me to walk paths that intersect, let me

be a boy who has a plastic seahorse and who plays in the water with it,

let me swallow your warmth, for each poet in New York wants to be a poet in
New York. still she is so far, still she is so close, you are so close, the music

is not. this is poetry, think just like me in the bright edges of forests in spring.

20158

Translated by Olga Gerasymiv
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BacuAb AO3UHCBKUMA

Hblo-Mopk

Koaopa B o11i — BeAukuin XMapoAEp.

Hewmae xomy ckasaty, o HepobOpe
TaK, SKINO IOCh BTPAIAsIE

B OKO 3 XMapoaepa.

ITimmuka B o11i — He KoAOAQ.

2015
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Vasyl Lozynsky

New York

The beam in my eye is a huge skyscraper,
there is no one to tell how awful it is
when something lands in

your eye from a skyscraper.

The grain of sand in my eye is not a beam.

20158
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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OAis MycakoBCbka

* k%

TyHeAstME 6IAOTO KaXAIO KYPCYIOTb KOBTi PUOHHYL,
BCi Ha OAHY T0A00Y, aAe 3 PI3HUMH TOAOCAMU.

Ieit ocTpiB 3Ha€ BCi ixHi MOBU. AOBKOAA CIIiHEHe,
MOpe IXHIM IiCHSIM MACITBY€ Oe3IepecTaHHo.
MucrenTBo CIiBiCHYBaTH 3 HECXOKUMU Y AOBipi,
6e3 Brparu cebe. OcTpiB 3a6yB, mo 6yA0 iHakmIe.
Tyneai, cxoxi Ha AOBI'i CypMH, IPOTSDKHO BHIOYH,
TPHMAIOTh FIOT0, MOB KOpabeAb TPHMAIOTh KaHATH.
IJoch MycUTh TPUMATH, KOAX HABKOAO CTiABKE CBOOOAM.
Ifock MycuTs He AaTH TOOI 3aTyOHTH HATIPSIM.
Koawn y rpadiri B MeTpo npocrymurs 06anads Bora,
Pa3oM 3alBITyTh AOPHKOC, TIOABIIAHH i CAKypa.

I T copok mimux kBapTaais A0 CeHTpaA-TIapKy

ATHLI, TepeMilIaHuil AUXaHHSM i3 I0pOoIo,

A€ B KOXXHOTO B IIbOMY ITOTOIi — B OKP€eMiil MapocTi —
3aHAATO 6araTo CTpAIIHOI CIOPIAHEHOCT] 3 TO60!O.

Y kAepka B HOBOMY B3YTTi, HAUMIIEHOMY AO MirpeHi,

Y BIpPMEHHHA, IO AAETHCA 32 KEPMOM CyTIEP-IITaTAQ,

y MaTepi 3 HeMOBASIM, Y Tilli 3 pAATOI0 Ha peMeHi,

Y a31aTKK-CTYACHTKH 3 XMMEPHO HaKPYYeHUM IapPpoM.

Hasiuo T06i 11€ ripKe i1 HaAKyLIeHe IOAYKO CBiTY,
00YPAUBI IOTASIAM KAACHKIB y CIIOPOXKHIAUX aAesx,

111 Clipo6a AOBUTBOIO BiTpy cebe 3IiiAuTH,

KOAH MOBITPSHY KYAIO IIPOLIMAH IIITHAL CTaA€BI.
CrpubnyTn 3 Bepxisku Emmaiitp-Crefity y mopoxHeuy
CTPYHOIO 3a I0SIC OOB I3aHMIL, HaYe HAITHYTUM HEPBOM.
I ax YHH3Y 3AMBYBATHCB: SIK CTPIMKO i Ge3KiHeqHO
IOXKEeXKHI ApaOMHY 4epBOHKX OYAHHKIB POCTYTh y HebO.

2016
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Yulia Musakovska

* %k k

Yellow fish course through white-tiled tunnels

all bear the same faces, but have different voices.

This isle knows all of their sounds. In foam all around
the sea sings along to their songs without ceasing.
The art of coexisting with strangers: still trusting
without losing the self. The isle forgot there is any other way.
The tunnels are like trumpets that howl

they hold the isle as ropes hold a vessel.

Something must moor it against so much freedom.
Something must keep straight your course.

When the image of God is traced in subway graffiti,
Apricots, sakura, tulips together will blossom.

And you fly forty blocks to Central Park

mixed with the breath of this crowd,

where everyone in this flow—in a separate shoot—

holds too much dreadful affinity with you:

A clerk in new shoes, shined superbly;

An Armenian cussing, driving his SuperShuttle;

A mother with child; a hippie with a hip flask;

An Asian student with a scarf strangely wrapped covering her neck.

Why do you need this bitter and bitten Big Apple,

the outrageous look of the classics in empty alleys,

this attempt to heal yourself by catching wind,

when the hot-air balloon is pierced with steel spires.

Dive off the top of Empire State into the void,

tied by the belt with a string, like a pulled nerve.

At the bottom, however, you will be overjoyed

Seeing buildings, red ladders of fire, sprout up with verve.

2016
Translated by Olga Gerasymiv and Jazlyn Kraft
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OAbra Ppase-PpaszeHkKo

FpyA€eHb

B aepomopri eBpefichKi AITH 3 KaIleAIOITHUMU ITYACAKAMH.

Mu Habamkaemoch Ao 6pamu. JKiHka B maauky

3 aMepUKaHChKMM IpaniopoM i HaanucoM Love Ha rymi

AOCHHIB 3 HAMHU IIOAETHTb 32 OKeaH. B aiTaky sycrpivaro Bipasny,
sIKa Ka’Ke, 110 CBIT TiCHUI. MM IIAyTa€EMO TiAKM METPO Ta HAIIPSIMKU:
Aopimep creiiniH i TaM, i TyT. Buxoanmo 3 mia3emesas.

YimasieMoCh 3 KapTOIO A0 ATOAeH. T nuTaem, uu s BiAUyBaro MOBITPSL.
Kaxxy: Hi, 1 IpoCTO BTOMHAACH i XO4y CIIaTH.

3a kiabKa AHIB MU miaeMo mimku Bip OyaTon oo DyaToH
AepeB’sTHUM MOCTOM B TAKOMY CBiTAi, SIKe AI0OAIO, B TAKOMY,

abu 6yAO BUAHO OCTPIB i AiHiF0, SIKOIO XOAUTH depi.

Abu 6on TiCHO i BEAOCHUIIEAUCTH BEAH POBEPH Y PYKaX.

Abwu st kAariaAa 1je Bce Ha IMAIBKY. I 3aKxoxaHuX Ha MOCTI KAaIfaaa

Ha TeAepOH, OO BUKAAAATH Ha PpeficOYK: MOBASIB, OCb IIOAUBITHCS:
AI000B €, BOHA €, IPSIMO TYT Ha BpyxaincbkoMy Mocri.

Y nivHoMy ma6i MoHpO Tesx € AI000B, aAe Be iHIIa.

4 mivoro He 3Hato mpo 1e. S TpuMaCch OCTOPOHB.

S xymyio AypHyBaTy HIAIKY i KOAbOPOBI IITaHM.

A1 saxopxy y Crapbakc 3A0BUTH Baiiail, HAACHAAIO GOTO,

BiH nuTae: Ae T4 €, TH B Ge3Mel;i, KOAY TOBEPHELICS?

MaaeHbKi IIECUKH AUBASITHCS 13 BITPUHH, 0'IOTb AALIKAMH,

KaxyTs: xynn, kymu. S nrykaio o3Haxu AoMy a60 3HaKH,

siki Tyau iprBeAyTh. [1TyKaro ByAndHYy milty i 3eAeHy KyAIO cabBero.
CapiBHUKH MiCTa CapSTh AGKOPATHBHY KAITyCTy HABKOAO ACDEB.
MicTo B6UparoTh, SIK HOBOPIYHY SIAMHKY.

2016

232



Olha Fraze-Frazenko

December

At the airport, Jewish kids are carrying their hatboxes.

We approach our gate. A woman wearing an American-flag scarf

and stretchy leggings with the word Love on them will fly across the ocean
with us. On the plane I run into Virlana who says the world is

small. We get the subway lines and directions confused:

Lorimer Station is both here and there. We come up out of the subway.
We’re bothering people with our map. You ask if I feel the air.

I'say: no, I'm just tired and I want to sleep.

In a few days we’ll walk from Fulton Station to Fulton Station

across the wooden bridge and in that light that I like, the kind

where you can see the island and the ferry’s path.

Where it’s packed and cyclists have to walk their bikes.

Where I capture it all on film. And I use my phone to take pictures

of couples to post on Facebook, so that I can say, look:

love is real, here it is right on the Brooklyn Bridge.

Love is also the Monro Pub at night, but it is different.

I don’t know anything about that one. I stay away from it.

I buy a silly hat and colorful pants.

I enter a Starbucks looking for wi-fi, I send photos.

He asks: where are you, are you safe, when are you coming back?

Tiny puppies stare out from windows they hit with their paws.

They’re saying: buy us, buy us. Ilook for indications of home or signs
that will lead me there. Ilook for dollar slices and the green globe of the subway.
The city’s gardeners plant decorative cabbages around the trees.

The city is being trimmed like a Christmas tree.

2016
Translated by Ostap Kin and Ali Kinsella
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Notes

Dates of the poems are indicated, where known; otherwise, angle brackets,
<>, are used to indicate the publication year of the collections the poems were
included in.

Mykhail Semenko
“System” (p.9)

Filippo Tommaso Marinetti (1876-1944) was an Italian poet, editor, and
founder of the Futurist movement.
Constantin Guys (1802-1892) was a French realist painter and illustrator who
was in contact with Baudelaire.
Umberto Boccioni (1882-1916) was an Italian painter and sculptor who
shaped the Futurist movement.
Gérard de Nerval (1808-1855) was a French writer, poet, essayist and
translator. He is one of the most important figures of French romanticism.
Panfuturism is a Ukrainian avant-garde movement initiated by Mykhail
Semenko. In his article “What Panfuturism wants,” Semenko outlines the main
goals of this literary movement, and therefore Panfuturism “wants to be a sci-
entific system which is attained by its being a system universal and synthetic”;
“wants to abolish all ‘isms™; “is a revolutionary conception”; “is a proletarian
system of art”; “changes the very substance of art and becomes an experimental
science”; “is an organizational art”; “cannot be a ‘new direction’ in art”; “is the
whole art and in the future — what will substitute it”; “is the system liquidat-
ing the old art in its pretension to be an active factor”; “is at once Futurism,
Cubism, Expressionism and Dadaism, it is, however, no synthesis of these

» o«

useful things”; “wants to be organizational ideologically”; “does not want to
be utopia, but practice”; “is a practical system of the prolyterian art” (Zwishen
Stadt und Steppe: kunstlerische Texte der ukrainischen Moderne aus den 1910er bis

1930er Jahren, Marina Dmitrieva, ed. [Berlin: Lucas, 20101, 256-257).

AS p/f Ukr. stands for the Association of Panfuturists in Ukraine (Assotsiitsia
panfuturystiv or Aspanfut), a futurist literary group founded in Kyiv in
November 1921 by Mykhail Semenko with Oleksa Slisarenko, Geo Shkurupiy,



Notes

Yulian Shpol and others. Its two emblematic publications included the jour-
nals Semafor u maibutnie [Semafor into the Future] and Katafalk isskustva
[Catafalque of Art]. At some point in the end of 1923 and/or in the begin-
ning of 1924, the group ceased to exist, with its founding members gradually
organizing and moving into new literary groups of that vibrant time.

Geo Shkurupiy (1903-1937) is a writer of poetry, prose, and one of the most
active members of Ukrainian futurist movement. He was also a dynamic
member of the Association of Panfuturists. The Futurist corpus of his own
texts is “one of the best and the largest,” and “[t]hanks to a penchant for inno-
vation, an antipathy to lyricism, a deliberate engagement to political and liter-
ary polemics—Shkuripii’s legacy stands as an apt and an ample example of the
[Futurist] movement’s poetic practice” (Ilnytzkyj, Ukrainian Futurism, 263).

Kobzar is a poetry collection Semenko published in 1924; in addition, there is a
collection of poems entitled Kobzar (1840) by Taras Shevchenko. Semenko’s ref-
erence to Shevchenko’s Kobzar, a poetry collection considered by many scholars
to be an extremely vital example of Ukrainian poetry, goes as far back as to 1914
when the futurist poet, in the manifesto “Sam” (Alone), declared his willingness
and readiness to burn Shevchenko’s Kobzar. It has been intended to have been
read and interpreted and understood as a symbolical act of cutting ties with the
traditionalist past, in Semenko’s point of view. About ten years later, Semenko pub-
lished his first extensive volume of collected poems, over 600 pages, and gave it the
title Kobzar—a direct allusion to Shevhenko’s earlier collection. Itis also a hint that
the whole idea of naming a collection Kobzar was present in his mind back then.
For the analysis of the relationship between the futurists and the poet Shevchenko,
see the article by Oleh S. Ilnytzkyj [Oleh Ilnyts'kyi, “Shevchenko i futurysty,”
Suchasnist'No. S (1989)]. Finally, there is a famous cartoon by B. Frydkin entitled
“Kobzari [ Shevchenko and Semenko],” in which Semenko says: “Move a bit, Taras
Hryhorovych, for we will be mixed up.”

A kobzar, literally a “kobza player,” is a bard who travelled in Ukraine in predom-
inantly XIX century and played and sung folkloric songs, often accompanied by
play on an instrument called kobza.

Yulian Shpol (real name, Mykhailo Yalovy; 1895-1937) was a poet, prose
writer, playwright and translator. In the early 1920s, he was one of the founders
of “Udarna hrupa poetiv-futurystiv” and until 1923, was closely affiliated with
the Ukrainian futurist movement. Afterwards, he was a member of literary
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organizations Hart and Vaplite, both literary organizations that opposed the
futurist literary declarations and visions.

Oleksa Slisarenko, see Poets

Drum — it could have possibly been an allusion to the forthcoming book
by Oleksa Slisarenko, Baraban. Vitryna druha [Drum. The Second Display
Window] (Kyiv: Panfuturysty, 1923).

9 poems is a collection of Mykhail Semenko’s poems (Kyiv: Siaivo, 1918).

Panfuturists’ October Anthology (in Ukrainian, Zhovtnevyi zbirnyk panfuturystiv)
[Kyiv: Golfstrom, 1923] is a forty-page publication that contained Semenko’s
poem-mottos as well as typographic works by Geo Shkurupiy and Nik [ Mykola]
Bazhan (Anna Belaia and Andrei Rossomakhin, eds. Mikhail' Semenko
i ukrainskii panfuturizm: Manifesty. Mistifikatsiia. Stat'i. Lirika. Viziopoeziia
[St. Petersburg: Evropeiskii universitet v Sankt-Peterburge, 2016], 323).

Mykhail Semenko, see Poets

Mykola Bazhan (1904-1983) was a poet, writer, translator and Soviet
Ukrainian political and cultural figure. At the time when Semenko published
his poem (1922), Bazhan was an emerging poet as well as a cover designer who
just recently moved from the province to the capital. Despite his young age, the
poet was already recognized in the literary milieu of Ukrainian futurists for his
outstanding talent. With the passing years, Bazhan’s poetical lens drifted away
from the futuristic aspirations of his youth but he nonetheless remained an
important poet of his generation. He later became one of the most influential
and widely recognized figures in the literary and cultural world of the Soviet
Ukraine, in particular, and in the Soviet Union, in general.

“Steppe” is a poem Semenko published in 1919, shortly after the poem
“Comrade Sun.” The use of this one in “System” could have also been appre-
hended as an early sign of poet’s deliberations or play with a title for a future
book, since the collection entitled Step [Steppe] indeed would have been
published a few years after the poem “System” was written (Kyiv: Derzhavne
vydavnytstvo Ukrainy, 1925). For the discussion of the 1919 poem “Steppe,”
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see the critical essay by Borys Yakubsky (Borys lakubs’kyi, “Mykhail’ Semenko,”
Chervonyi shliakh 1-2 [1925]).

Com. Sun stands for “Comrade Sun,” (Tov[arysh] Sontse, in Ukrainian) and is
a “rev[olutionary]fut[uristic]poem” by Semenko that was published as a sepa-
rate book (Kyiv, 1919).

Dmytro Zahul (1890-1944) was a poet-symbolist, literary scholar, and critic. In
his 1922 article, Semenko criticized Zahul, and that very article coincides with
the Semenko’s writing of the poem “System,” created in the same year. Zahul
was chided for the fact that he “rehashed and translated Bal'mont while stum-
bling around Kyiv’s cafes” (Anatol’ Tsebro [Mykhail’ Semenko], “Futuryzm
v ukrains'kii poezii (1914-1922)" [lIlnytzkyj, Ukrainian Futurism, 33).
Despite the critical approach to the futuristic movement, in the late 1920s
Zahul positively responded to the launch of the journal Nova generatsiia, edited
by Mykhail Semenko. In 1933, he was arrested and sentenced to ten years in
the labor camps. He died in Kolyma in one of the camps.

Yakiv Savchenko (1890-1937) was a poet and literary critic. In the 1920s he
worked at the newspapers Bil'shovyk and Proletars'ka pravda. During the 1910s
he published various works, predominantly in the symbolist genre. He contrib-
uted to the journal Mystetstvo (Art), edited by Mykhail Semenko.

Pavlo Tychyna (1891-1967) was a poet, translator, and a high-ranking Soviet
Ukrainian political and cultural figure. His output is considered to be an import-
ant contribution to Ukrainian symbolism. Semenko considered Tychyna to be
his epigone, and believed that Tychyna’s experimentation with words in his
early poetry collections were based on Semenko’s first two books (Belaia and
Rossomakhin, Mikhail' Semenko, 341).

Quero-Futurism (Kvero-futuryzm) is a collection of Semenko’s poems (1914).
The collection comprised twenty-five poems poems and two manifestos.
“Quero-Futurism” is also a 1914 manifesto in which the poet suggested that art
is the constant process of seeking.

Oleksandr Oles (real name, Oleksandr Kandyba; 1878-1944) was a Ukrainian
poet, writer, playwright and representative of the symbolism movement in
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Ukrainian poetry. After the fall of the Ukrainian National Republic, Oles immi-
grated to the West and lived in the Czech Republic until the end of his life.

Prelude is the first collection of Semenko’s poetry (Kyiv, 1913) that consisted
of forty-one poems.

Mykola Vorony (1871-1938) was a poet, journalist, and theater director.
Vorony, who is considered to be one of the first modernists in Ukrainian poetry,
at the same time was criticized for his poetic output, which was believed to be
somewhat limited in its scope, with a tendency toward repetition of the same
themes.

Hrytsko Chuprynka (1879-1921) was a Modernist poet. A native of the
Chernivih region, from 1910 he resided in Kyiv and published his work in
the journal Ukrains'ka khata. An author of seven collections of poetry, and a
three-volume collected poems, Chuprynka died under unknown circumstances.

“The Rest” (p. 11)

Vladivostok is a city in the Far East region of Russia. Semenko spent several
years there in the 1910s when he was conscripted to serve in the army.

Khreshchatyk is the main street in the Ukrainian capital city of Kyiv. It has been
a seminal locale in Ukrainian literature and especially vital for the Ukrainian
futuristic poetry of the 1910s to the 1930s and, in general, throughout the

twentieth century.

Reiterska Street is a street located not far from Khreshchatyk, in a central part
of Kyiv.

V. Rudeychuk “New York” (p.27)
West Broadway is a street in Manhattan.
Ivan Kulyk

From the poem “Black Epos” (p.31)



Notes

Sambo is a character from a children’s book The Story of Little Black Sambo
(1899) by Helen Bannerman. In the mid-twentieth century, the book would be
regarded as an object of racial allegations.

At Ypres and on the Marne is a reference to the First Battle of Ypres (Fall 1914)
and the Second Battle of Ypres (April-May 1915), fights that took place for
control of the strategic Flemish town of Ypres in western Belgium. The Battle
of the Marne during World War I took place September 6-10, 1914.

Andriy Malyshko
“Mayakovsky in New York” (p. 87)

The Russian poet Vladimir Mayakovsky visited New York City in June 1925
while traveling in North America. On the first day of his stay in New York,
Mayakovsky met with his old friend, David Burliuk. Mayakovsky spent a
total of three months in the United States and, in addition to New York
City, visited such cities as Detroit, Chicago, Cleveland, Philadelphia and
Pittsburg. His corpus of texts—both poetry and prose—were later pub-
lished to great success.

Yevhen Malanyuk
“New York Shorthand” (p. 43)

Mykhaylo Mukhyn (1894, Kyiv—1974, Algans, France) was a Ukrainian lit-
erary scholar, critic and essayist. After the fall of the Ukrainian National
Republic, Mukhyn lived in the Czech Republic, and, following the Second
World War, in the South of France. Like Malanyuk, during the interwar period
Mukhyn cooperated with the Visnyk, a magazine whose editor-in-chief was
Dmytro Dontsov.

Sumava, known in English predominantly as the Bohemian Forest, is a low
mountain range in Central Europe, extending from the Czech Republic and
Austria and Bavaria in Germany. Malanyuk lived in the Czech Republic after
the fall the Ukrainian National Republic.
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Solveig is a central character in the play “Peer Gynt” by Henrik Ibsen.
Yuriy Tarnawsky

The locales of the poems were supplied by the author.
“Ode to a Café” (p.91)

The cafe in question is the original Pandora’s Box, located at Bleecker Street at
7th Avenue in Greenwich Village, New York City.

Orest L. Voronevych was an artist born in Ukraine who moved to the United
States after World War I1. His work appeared in books published by members
of the New York Group of Ukrainian poets. Voronevych designed the cover for
the poetry collection Life in a City (1956) by Yuriy Tarnawsky.

“Sundays” (p. 95)

The places referred to are Newark, New Jersey and Manhattan, New York.
“Love Poem” (p. 99)

The place in question is 8th Street around Astor Place in Manhattan, New York.

“Arrival IV” (p. 101)

The place in question is the Wall Street and Battery Park area of the Lower
Manhattan, New York.

Bohdan Boychuk

“City Verses” (p. 111)

Bleecker Street is a street in Manhattan located in Greenwich Village.
From “Three Dimensional Love” (p. 121)

Buchach is a town located on the Strypa River in the Ternopil oblast in Western
Ukraine.
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Strypa River is a river in Ternopil region in Western Ukraine.

“Luncheonette Triptych” (p. 127)

Varick Street is a street running in Lower Manhattan in New York City.

Borys Oliynyk

“New York Burns” (p. 157)

Hold on, hold on, was it not... on the cliffs of the Elbe—this is the poet’s allusion
to the encounter on the Elbe between the Soviet and American troops that
occurred on April 25, 194S. It is the event that has usually been referred to in
the West as “Elbe Day” and in the East, the “Encounter at the Elbe”

Yuri Andrukhovych

“Bombing New York City” (p. 181)

The Chrysler Building is a skyscraper located in Midtown Manhattan, at the
intersection of 42nd Street and Lexington Avenue.

The Seagram Building is a skyscraper located in Midtown Manhattan, on Park
Avenue between 52nd Street and 53rd Streets.

Vasyl Makhno
“New York Postcard to Bohdan Zadura” (p. 183)

Bohdan Zadura is a contemporary Polish poet and translator. In particular, he
is a prolific translator of Ukrainian literature into Polish. Zadura, among other
works, translated three collections of poems, one collection of essays, and one
collection of short stories by Vasyl Makhno. Makhno, too, translated some of
Zadura’s poetry into Ukrainian.

Witold Gombrowicz (1904-1969) was a Polish writer and playwright.

Stanislaw Ignacy Witkacy (1895-1939) was a Polish writer, painter, philosopher,
and novelist active in the interwar period.
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Bruno Schulz (1892-1942) was a Polish Jewish writer, artist, and literary
critic. He is regarded as one of the great Polish-language prose stylists
of the twentieth century. The writer was born in the city of Drohobych,
now Ukraine, where he spent his entire life and wrote his famous collections
of prose.

Zbigniew Herbert (1924-1998) was a Polish poet, essayist, and drama writer.
Born in Lviv, Herbert was forced out his native city and re-settled in Poland.

Magdeburgrights orlaws were a set of town privileges first developed by Roman
Emperor in tenth century, and regulated the degree of internal autonomy
within cities and villages, granted by the local ruler.

Shmuel Agnon (1888-1970) was a Nobel Laureate and one of the central
figures of modern Hebrew literature. He was born in the town of Buchach, in
the Austro-Hungarian Empire (now Ukraine), and lived there until immigrat-
ing to Palestine in 1908. The town of Buchach regularly features in Agnon’s
fiction.

Ternopil is a regional center in Western Ukraine.

Pulawy is a Polish town where the poet Bohdan Zadura presently lives and
works.

“Federico Garcia Lorca” (p. 193)

The Cotton Club was a club located in New York City in the Harlem neighbor-
hood on 142nd Street and Lenox Avenue from 1923 to 193S. Later it operated
in Midtown, in the Theater District.

“A Farewell to Brooklyn” (p. 197)

“Coney Island” is a 2006 play by Vasyl Makhno. For its English translation
by Alexander Motyl, see Vasyl Makhno, “Coney Island: A Drama Operetta,”

Ukrainian Literature, Vol. 4 (2014): 187-202.

Flatbush is a neighborhood in the New York City borough of Brooklyn.
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“Brooklyn Elegy” (p.201)

Uman is a city in Central Ukraine. Every Rosh Hashana, Hassids from all over
the world make the pilgrimage to the grave of Rabbi Nachman of Breslov.

“Staten Island” (p. 203)

Capodanno Boulevard is the short name of Father Capodanno Boulevard,
which runs through several neighborhoods in the borough of Staten Island of
New York City.

Iryna Vikyrchak
“ToR.A.” (p.221)

Rose Auslinder is a Jewish German- and English-language poet born in the
city of Chernivtsi/Czernowitz in the Bukowina part of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire (now Ukraine). She lived in New York for some time, where she pub-
lished a collection of poems originally written in English, although her main
body of work was written in German. She later moved to Germany and lived in
the town of Dusseldorf.

Oleksandr Fraze-Frazenko
“At Maikley Café” (p. 225)
Maikley Café is a place located in Brooklyn’s Chinatown on Eighth Avenue.

Hrytsko Chubay (1949-1982) was a Ukrainian poet and one of the central
figures in underground Ukrainian culture of Lviv. Chubay edited the samizdat
journal Skrynia (The Chest). His first collection of poetry was published post-
humously in 1990.

Oleh Lysheha (1949-2014) was a Ukrainian poet, essayist, translator and
sculptor. He spent a year in the United States as a Fulbright Scholar. His collec-
tion The Selected Poems (1999), in the English translation by James Brasfield,
was awarded the 2000 PEN Award for Poetry in Translation.

243



244

Notes

Thor Kalynets (1939) is a Ukrainian poet and dissident belonging to the gener-
ation of shestydesiatnyky (the Sixties generation). His first collection appeared
in 1960s in the Soviet Ukrainian, but later, due to censorship, his works were
published predominantly in the West. A collection of his poems has appeared
in English translation. Kalynets presently lives in Lviv.

Mr. Nobody is the title of a book by Ihor Kalynets as well as the name of the
main character in the story.

Frederick Law Olmsted (1922-1903) was an American landscape architect,
journalist, and social critic. He is considered to be the father of American land-
scape architecture.

Fujian is a province on the southeast coast of China. Brooklyn’s Chinatown,
established in the Sunset Park area of the New York City borough of Brooklyn,
isknown for being an enclave for Fuzhou immigrants from the Fujian Province.

Olha Fraze-Frazenko
“December” (p. 233)

In a few days we'll walk from Fulton Station to Fulton Station—meaning, most
likely, the two stations: one in Manhattan and one in Brooklyn, New York.
There also are two streets in New York called Fulton, also located in Manhattan
and Brooklyn.
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David Burliuk (1882-1967) was a Futurist author and theoretician associated
with Russian Futurism. Born in Kharkiv Governorate of the Russian Empire
(what is now the Sumy region in Ukraine), the poet and artist was an influential
figure in the Russian avant-garde movement of the 1910s and early 1920s. In
the 1920s he immigrated from the Soviet Union and soon landed in the United
States, where he continued his active work as an artist and author, and published,
among other things, numerous collections of materials related to the Futurism.

Kateryna Krychevska-Rosandich (1926, Kyiv), an artist, was influenced
by her family. She studied at an art school in Kyiv before the war, and at the
Industrial Art School in Prague during the war. In 1949 she moved to the United
States. Her works are held in the museum and private collections in Ukraine,
the United States, and Canada. She lives in Mountain View, California.

Abram Manievich (1891, Mstyslav, Belarus-1942, New York) was born
in Mstyslav, now Belarus, studied in Kyiv Art College in 1901-1905, in the
Academy of Artin 1905-1906 in Munich, and later taught at the Kyiv Academy
of Art. In 1921, the artist immigrated to the United States, settled in the Bronx
and was critically acclaimed until his death. The artist is most known for his
works belonging to the Kyiv period as well as to New York period.

Zenowij Onyshkewych (1929, Lviv) is a post-war émigré artist. He studied at
the Art Students’ League of New York, the National Academy of Fine Arts, and
the Pratt Institute. From 1977 to 1984, he taught drawing at Fairfield University.
The New York Times, Reader’s Digest, and various other American publishing
houses featured his illustrations. Solo exhibitions of his work have been held in
New York, Washighton, Chicago, Rome, Toronto, with his latest exhibition in
the Ukrainian Museum in New York in 2016. He lives in Connecticut.

Arcadia Olenska-Petryshyn (1934, Roznoshentsi, now Ukraine-1996, New
Brunswick, NJ), painter and critic, since 1950 lived in the United States. In
1955, she received a Bachelor’s degree from Hunter College, and an MFA from
the University in Chicago in 1963. The bulk of her work comprises lithographs,
graphics, and oil works. Her oeuvre, in general, might be divided into abstracts
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works, paintings of cacti, and prints of plants and trees. She had solo exhibits in
New York, Chicago, Toronto, Edmonton, Antwerp, Brussels, Shenyang, Lviv,
Kyiv and elsewhere. She also served as an art editor of the journal Suchasnist.

Myroslav Radysh (1910, Ilyntsi, Sniatyn county, Galicia-1956, New York), a
painter and scenery designer, graduated from the Poznan Art School. In post-
war period, he worked as an artist and scenery designer in Augsburg, Germany.
After moving to New York in 1950, Radysh taught art and participated in sev-
eral solo and group exhibitions in New York and Philadelphia. A catalogue of
Radysh’s work entitled Radysh (1966) was published posthumously.

Mikhail Turovsky (1933, Kyiv) graduated from Kyiv Art Institute in 1965 and
continued his postgraduate studies at the Moscow Academy of Art until 1968.
He immigrated with his family to the United States in 1979. His works has
been exhibited in New York, Jerusalem, Paris, Brussels, Madrid, Venice, among
others. In 2009 the exhibition of the Turovsky Holocaust painting was held at
the Headquarters of the United Nations in New York. His works are part of
permanent collections at the National Art Museum in Kyiv, the State Tretyakov
Gallery in Moscow, the Yad Vashem Memorial Art Museum in Jerusalem, and
in other public and private collection. In 2008 he was awarded the title of
People’s Artist of Ukraine.

Anton Varga (1989) is a founding member of the Open Group, an initiative of
young artists formed in the city of Lviv in 2012. He studied at Zakarpattia Art
Institute and Kharkiv State Academy of Arts and Design. As a member of the
Open Group, he has received various awards and shown his work in exhibitions
such as the Venice Biennale. He lives and works in New York.
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Yuri Andrukhovych (1960, Ivano-Frankivsk) is poet, prose writer, essay-
ist, and translator. In addition to several collections of poetry and essays,
Andrukhovych authored five novels: Recreation (1990, English translation,
2000), The Moscoviad (1992, English translation, 2012), Perverzion (1997,
English translation, 2005), Twelve Rings (2004, English translation, 2015).
A collection of selected essays, My Final Territory (2018), was published by the
University of Toronto Press. A recipient of several literary awards, including
the Hannah Arend Prize (2015), Andrukhovych lives in Ivano-Frankivsk.

Kateryna Babkina (1985, Ivano-Frankivsk) is a poet and prose writer, author
of the poetry collections St. Elmo’s Fire (2002), The Mustard (2011), and
Painkillers and Sleeping Pills (2014); the short story collection Leloo After You
(2008); as well as a novel titled Sonya (2013). The play Hamlet-Babylon was
recently staged in Kyiv and Geneva. Her poetry and prose have been trans-
lated and published in various collections and magazines in Poland, Germany,
Russia, Sweden, Romania, France, and the United States. Babkina lives in Kyiv.

Bohdan Boychuk (1927, Bertnyky, Galicia-2017, Kyiv) was a poet, prose
writer, translator, literary critic, and editor. He published many collections
of poetry, prose, and translation. He compiled a two-volume anthology of
Ukrainian poetry Koordynaty (Coordinates, 1969). A collection of his poetry,
Memories of Love, appeared in English translation in 1989. Boychuk moved to
the United States in 1949 and from the 1990s until his death resided in Kyiv.

Dima (real name, Diamara Khodymchuk; 1925, Romny, Poltava guberny) is
a poet, actress, and prose writer. From 1945 she lived in Paris and worked in
a theatre. In 1959 she moved to New York. She published six collections of
poetry, prose, and poetry for children, as well as plays and essays.

Ivan Drach (1936, Telizhyntsi, Kyiv region-2018, Kyiv) is a poet, literary
critic, translator, screenwriter, and political leader. An author of many crit-
ically acclaimed collections of poetry, non-fiction, and scripts, in the 1980s
he emerged as a political activist. A collection of his selected poetry, Orchard
Lamps, edited by Stanley Kunitz, was published in English translation in 1978.
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A collection of poems about his experience in the United States, Amerykans'kyi
zoshyt (American Notebook), was published in 1980. He was awarded the high-
est literary awards in the Soviet Ukraine.

Oleksandr Fraze-Frazenko (1989, Lviv) is a filmmaker, poet, photographer,
translator, musician and co-founder of “OFF Laboratory” production studio.
He directed the documentaries Chubay (2014), The House on Seven Winds
(2015), and An Aquarium in the Sea (2016). His first feature film, Don’t Lie to
Me, was presented in 2016. He has authored ten collection of poetry and trans-
lated the first poetry book of Jim Morrison in Ukraine.

Olha Fraze-Frazenko (1986, Lviv) is a film director, poet, and artist. She has
authored two collections of poetry, Museum of Toys (2013) and The Name
of Water (2017); directed a short film, The Name of Water (2015), and a fea-
ture documentary film, I See (2015). She is a co-founder and a CEO of OFF
Laboratory Production Studio. Olha Fraze-Frazenko lives in Lviv.

Kasandryn (realname, Mykhaylo Andriychuk; 1894, Honchariv, Galicia-1938,
New York) is a writer, editor, and civil activist. He moved to the United States in
1911. Known chiefly by his pen name M. Han, he worked as an editor-in-chief
of the newspapers Ukrains'ki visti [ The Ukrainian News] and Robitnyk [The
Worker]. He was closely affiliated first with the Ukrainian Federation of the
Socialist Party of the United States, and then, from 1919, with the Communist
Party of the United States.

Abram Katsnelson (1914, Horodnia, Chernihiv gubernia-2003, Los Angeles)
was a poet and literary critic. His first collection of poetry was published in
1937. He authored many poetry collections and collection of essays during the
Soviet era. In August 1994 Katsnelson moved to the United States and lived
in Los Angeles. After moving to the United States, he published three collec-
tions of poetry. His essays range thematically from poetry studies to analysis of
poetic languages.

Yuri Kosach (1909, Kyiv—1989, Passaic, New Jersey) was a poet, writer, and play-
wright. He studied in Warsaw and Paris. After coming to the United States in 1949,
he published the journal Za synim obriem. He was an extremely prolificand well-pub-
lished author, both during his life in Europe and after immigration to the United
States. From the 1960s to the 1980s, his collections of poetry were published both
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in the United States and in the Soviet Union, in what was an extremely unusual
case. This was in addition’s to the author’s travel to the Soviet Ukraine.

Ivan Kulyk (born Yisroel ben Yehuda Kulyk; 1897, Shpola, Kyiv guber-
nia-1937, Kyiv) was a writer and political figure. In 1914, he emigrated to
Pennsylvania and in 1917 returned to Ukraine. From 1924 to 1927, Kulyk was a
Soviet consul in Montreal. He wrote over ten volumes of poetry and prose, and
edited and translated Antolohiia amerykans'koi poezii. 1855-1925 (Anthology
of American Poetry, 1855-1925; 1928). In 1937, Kulyk was arrested and soon
executed. In the 1960s, he was rehabilitated, and collections of his selected
works were soon published.

Vadym Lesych (1909, Sniatyn, Galicia-1982, New York) was a poet and
essayist. In Lviv, he published three collections of poetry in 1930s, and then
stopped publishing his work for almost two decades. After moving to the
United States in the late 1940s, Lesych published many collections of poetry.
Lesych also authored a monograph on the artist Nykyfor, was a member of the
PEN International organization.

Vasyl Lozynsky (1982, Lviv) is a Ukrainian poet, essayist, translator, literary
critic, and curator. He published a chapbook Feast after Debauchery (2014)
and a collection of poems Another Country (2016). Collection of his selected
poems Das Fest nach dem Untergang appeared in German translation (2016).
Lozynsky has translated Franz Kafka’s and Ron Winkler’s works, and edited
and translated Tadeusz Dabrowski’s collection Black Square (2013). Lozynsky
lives and works in Kyiv.

Oksana Lutsyshyna (1974, Uzhhorod) is a poet, fiction writer, and translator.
She has authored two novels, a collection of short stories, and three collections
of poetry. She also holds a PhD in comparative literature from the University
of Georgia in the United States. Lutsyshyna currently is a lecturer in Ukrainian
studies at the University of Texas at Austin.

Leonid Lyman (1922, Mali Sorochyntsi, Poltava gubernia-2003, New
York) was a poet and prose writer. He immigrated to the United States and
settled in New York in 1949. There he contributed to several Ukrainian
newspapers as editor. In 1960s and 1970s, he was a founding editor of the
sporadically published literary journal Notatnyk. In 2002, his first collection
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of poetry and prose, Pam'iat’ (Memory), was published in Ukraine. He
worked as an editor at various Ukrainian newspapers for most of his life
spent in the US.

Vasyl Makhno (1964, Chortkiv, Ternopil region) is a poet, prose writer, essay-
ist, and translator. He has authored ten collections of poetry, two books of
essays, two plays, and a collection of short stories, The House in Baiting Hollow
(2015). Two poetry collections, Thread and Other New York Poems (2009),
Winter Letters (2011) and Jerusalem Poems (2016), were published in English
translation. He is the 2013 recipient of Serbia’s Povele Morave Prize in Poetry
and the 2015 “BBC Book of the Year” award. Makhno lives in New York City.

Yevhen Malanyuk (1897, Novoarkhanhelsk, Kherson gubernia-1968,
New York) was a poet and essayist. After the fall of the Ukrainian National
Republic, he emigrated to Czechoslovakia. At the end of World War II, he
resettled in Germany and later immigrated to the United States. His first
collections of poetry appeared in Ukraine in the 1920s, and he continued
to publish many more collections of poetry and essays in the United States.
Several collections of his annotated poetry and memoirs have appeared in
Ukraine after 1991.

Andriy Malyshko (1912, Obukhiv, Kyiv gubernia-1970, Kyiv) was a poet and
publicist. During his lifetime, he authored numerous collections of poetry. His
oeuvre also consists of collections of essays and translations from the Russian.
Compilations of his works appeared at first in five volumes (1962), and later
in ten volumes (1972-1974). He was also awarded various Soviet awards,
including the Stalin Literary Award (1950).

Yulia Musakovska (1982, Lviv) is a poet and translator. She authored four col-
lections of poetry: On the Exhale and the Inhale (2010), Masks (2011), The
Hunt for Silence (2014) and Men, Women and Children (2011). In 2010 she was
awarded the Smoloskyp literary prize. A translator of the poetry of Trastromer
into Ukrainian and of Ukrainian poetry into English, her own poems have been
translated into English, Polish, Bulgarian, German, and Hebrew. Musakovska
lives in Lviv.

Borys Oliynyk (1935, Zachepylivka, Poltava oblast-2017, Kyiv) was a poet
and Soviet and Ukrainian government official. In 1958 he graduated from Kyiv
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University with a degree in journalism. He became active in administration of
the Writers” Union of the USSR. His collections have been published since
the early 1960s. In 1983, a collection of essays, Planeta Poeziia (The Planet
Poetry), was published and in 1985, a two-volume compilation, Vybrani tvory
(Selected Work), was published.

Lydia Palij (1926, Stryi, Galicia) is a poet, prose writer, and translator. During
World War II she moved to the West, after spending a few years in displaced
persons camps, and eventually immigrated to Canada, where she settled
down in Toronto. She published a several collections of poetry and short sto-
ries, including one poetry collection in English. Palij was affiliated with the
Canadian faction of the PEN Writers” Organization and was the last President
of the Ukrainian Writers” Organization in Exile “Slovo.” Paljj lives in Toronto.

Dmytro Pavlychko (1929, Stopchativ, Ivano-Frankivsk oblast) is a poet,
translator, and activist. In the Soviet era, Pavlychko was considered one of
most widely recognized Soviet Ukrainian poets and received the highest lit-
erary awards. From 1971 to 1978 he was editor-in-chief of the journal Vsesvit.
Over twenty volumes of his works were published from the 1950s to the 2010s.
His collection of selected poetry in English translation, Two Colors of Love, was
published in 2013. Pavlychko presently lives in Kyiv.

M. Pilny (real name, Leon Tolopko; 1902, New York-1991, New York) was a
poet, writer, and civic activist. Born in the United States to parents who emi-
grated from Galicia, Pilny returned in early 1920s to Galicia, and taught at alocal
college. Shortly thereafter, Pilny returned to New York in the mid-1920s. Pilny
co-authored two books about the life of Ukrainian workers in the United States
and published them under his real name, Leon Tolopko. In the 1960s, he was edi-
tor-in-chief of the Ukrains'ki Visti, a Ukrainian New York-based daily newspaper.

Bohdan Rubchak (1935, Kalush, Galicia-2018, Boonton, New Jersey) is a
poet, prose writer, and literary scholar. In 1948, Rubchak settled in the United
States. In 1977, he defended his PhD dissertation in comparative literature at
Rutgers University and later became professor of literature at the University
of Illinois. He published five collections of poetry from the 1960s to the 1980s
and numerous essays, in Ukrainian and English, on Ukrainian literature. With
Bohdan Boychuk, he co-edited the two-volume anthology of contemporary
Ukrainian poetry Koordynaty (Coordinates, 1969).
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It is unclear if V. Rudeychuk is a real name or a pen name.

Maryana Savka (1973, Kopychyntsi, Ternopil region) is a poet, writer, and
publisher. She has published around ten collections of poetry including Boston
Jazz (2008), children books, and a monograph about the Ukrainian émigré
press in Czechoslovakia. A collection of poetry, Eight Notes from the Blue Angel,
appeared in English translated in limited edition (2007). She runs the Old Lion
Publishing House and lives in Lviv.

Mykhail Semenko (1892, Kybyntsi, Poltava gubernia-1937, Kyiv) was a poet
and theoretician of Ukrainian futurism. The author of numerous collections
of poetry and prose, a complete edition of his work was published in three vol-
umes in 1929 to 1931. In 1937, Semenko was arrested and executed. In the
1960s, he was rehabilitated.

Iryna Shuvalova (1986, Kyiv) is a poet and translator. She holds an MA
degree in Comparative Literature from Dartmouth College and is presently
a PhD candidate at the Slavic department at Cambridge University. She pub-
lished three collections of poetry, Ran (2011), Os (2014), and Az (2014), and
co-edited the first anthology of queer writing in Ukraine, 120 pages of Sodom
(2009).1In 2011, she was the recipient of the Joseph Brodsky/Stephen Spender
Prize for translation. She currently lives in Cambridge, United Kingdom.

Oleksa Slisarenko (real name, Oleksa Snisar; 1891, Konivtsov, Kharkiv guber-
nia-1937, Sandarmokh, Karelia region, RESSR) was a poet and prose writer.
He was co-editor of Universal'nyi zhurnal (1928-1929) and was a member of
the Panfuturist organizations Association of Panfuturists and Komunkult as
well as Hart and VAPLITE. Slisarenko published collections of poems Poermy
(1923) and Baida (1928), a complete six-volume edition of his works was pub-
lished in 1931-1933. Slisarenko was repressed during the Stalinist era because
of his ties with the symbolists and Panfuturists, and was subsequently arrested
in 1934 and sent to the Solovets Islands, where he was executed.

Yuriy Tarnawsky (1934, Turka, Sambir county, Galicia) is a poet, prose writer,
translator, linguist and one of the founding member of the New York Group
of poets well as one of the original Fiction Collective authors. He is the author
of more than two dozens of books of fiction, poetry, drama, and translations.
He holds a PhD in Linguistics from New York University and worked as a
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computer scientist at IBM Corporation, as well as professor of Ukrainian liter-
ature and culture at Columbia University.

Mykola Tarnovsky (1895, Kotsubyntsi, Galicia-1984, Lviv) is a poet, prose
writer, translator. Author of many collections of poetry and prose, Tarnovsky
came to the United States in 1917. In the 1920s, he edited leftist Ukrainian
newspapers and journals and was involved with the Socialist organizations. In
1958, Tarnovsky returned to Soviet Ukraine. Until his death, Tarnovsky was a
deputy chief at the Tovarytsvo Ukraina, an official Kyiv-based Soviet Ukrainian
organization responsible for maintaining cultural bonds with the Ukrainian
diaspora in the world.

Iryna Vikyrchak (1988, Zalishchyky, Ternopil region) is an author, cul-
tural manager, and literature promoter. She has published two collections of
poetry. She is the founder of the Intermezzo Short Story Festival in Vinnytsia
and former director of the International Literature Corporation “Meridian
Czernowitz” (the festival, publishing house, and residency for European poets
in Chernivtsi). She is a PhD candidate in literature at Chernivtsi National Yuri
Fedkovych University.

Oksana Zabuzhko (1960, Lutsk) is poet, prose writer, essayist and scholar.
Her works translated into English include a collection of poems and essays
A Kingdom of Fallen Statues, as well as the novels Field Work in Ukrainian Sex
and The Museum of Abandoned Secrets (2012). Among her numerous acknowl-
edgments are the Global Commitment Foundation Poetry Prize (1997),
MacArthur Grant (2002), Antonovych International Foundation Prize (2008),
the Ukrainian National Award, the Order of Princess Olha (2009), Angelus
(2013), and many other national awards. Zabuzhko lives in Kyiv.

Serhiy Zhadan (1974, Starobilsk, Luhansk region) is poet, prose writer, essay-
ist, and translator. He has authored two dozen collections of poetry, fiction,
non-fiction, and translations. His two novels, Depeche Mode and Voroshylovhrad,
appeared in English translation in 2013 and 2016, respectively, and a collection
of short stories and poems, Mesopotamia, in 2018 from Yale University Press.
His poetry and prose haven been featured in various American literary journals,
both in print and online. A recipient of the Jan Michalski Prize for Literature
(2014) and Angelus (2015), Zhadan lives and works in Kharkiv.
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Bohdan Boychuk, see Poets

Marlow Davis is a PhD candidate in the Department of Slavic Languages and
Literatures at Columbia University in the City of New York, where he is writing
a dissertation on the auto-documentary writings of Iraida Kedrina Barry. His
research focuses on the aesthetics and poetics of the 1910s and 1920s in Russian
and Ukrainian literature and art. Davis received BA (2010), MA (2015), and
MPhil (2017) degrees from Columbia University.

Anand Dibble is a poet and translator from the Ukrainian and Russian. He
studied Russian literature at Hampshire College and lived for four years in
Kyiv. His translations of Sergey Rudakov have appeared in the anthology
Written in the Dark: Five Poets in the Siege of Leningrad, and his original writing
has appeared in the Ampersand Review. He is currently working on a PhD in
Slavic languages and literature at Stanford University.

Abbey Fenbert is a writer from Detroit. She holds an MFA in Playwriting from
Boston University and a BA from NYU. Her original plays have been produced
and developed by the Boston Playwrights’ Theatre, Matrix Theatre Company,
the Boston Theater Marathon, the KNOW Theatre, the Vagrancy and the
Berkshire Playwrights Lab. Fenbert is currently based in Los Angeles, where
she is Literary Manager of the Vagrancy Theatre Company.
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Luba Gawur is a poet and translator. Born in Ohio, she completed studies in
Slavic languages at Kent State University and the University of Toronto, and
obtained an M. A. in library science. She has lived in Toronto, New York, Prague
and Kyiv, and currently resides in Kent, Ohio. Her poetry and translations have
been published in numerous journals and periodicals.

Olga Gerasymiv is an interdisciplinary artist, translator, and performer. She
graduated from the Massachusetts College of Art and Design in 2010 with a
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double degree in Studio for Interrelated Media and Art History. She began
translating Ukrainian poetry in 2014. Her translations of poetry have appeared
in various anthologies. Other projects include video art, graphic design, and
painting. Born in Lviv, Gerasymiv currently resides in Boston, MA.

Olena Jennings’s collection of poetry Songs from an Apartment was published
in January 2017 by Underground Books. Her translations of poetry from the
Ukrainian can be found in Chelsea, Poetry International, and Wolf. She has pub-
lished fiction in Joyland, Pioneertown, and Projectile. She completed her MFA
in writing at Columbia and her MA focusing on Ukrainian literature at the
University of Alberta.

Ali Kinsella has been translating from Ukrainian for five years. She holds a
master’s degree in Ukrainian Studies from Columbia University. She currently
lives in Chicago, where she also sometimes works as a baker.

Jazlyn Kraft is a poet, essayist, and student of literature with an undergraduate
degree in English and Philosophy from Hampshire College. When she is not
rearranging her own words, she particularly enjoys editing for others.

Oksana Lutsyshyna, see Poets

Alexander J. Motyl is a writer, painter, and professor. Nominated for the
Pushcart Prize in 2008 and 2013, he is the author of nine novels and one col-
lection of poetry. His artwork has been shown in solo and group shows in New
York, Philadelphia, Westport, and Toronto, and is part of the permanent collec-
tion of the Ukrainian Museum in New York and the Ukrainian Cultural Centre
in Winnipeg. His paintings are on display on his website, www.alexmotyl.com.
He teaches political science at Rutgers University-Newark and is the author of
seven academic books and numerous articles.

Michael Naydan is the Woskob Family Professor of Ukrainian Studies at
the Pennsylvania State University. He has published over forty articles on lit-
erary topics and more than seventy translations in journals and anthologies.
His most recent books of translations include Andrei Sinyavsky’s Strolls with
Pushkin (2016) and Igor Klekh's Adventures in the Slavic Kitchen: A Book of
Essays with Recipes (2016), both co-translated with Slava Yastremski, as well as
Yuri Vynnychuk’s The Fantastic Worlds of Yuri Vynnychuk (2016).
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Wanda Phipps is the author of the books Field of Wanting: Poems of Desire and
Wake-Up Calls: 66 Morning Poems. She received a New York Foundation for the
Arts Poetry Fellowship. Her poems have appeared in over one hundred literary
magazines and numerous anthologies. She has worked with Virlana Tkacz on
translating Ukrainian poetry since 1989.

Orest Popovych is a professor emeritus at Brooklyn College of the City
University of New York and former President of the Shevchenko Scientific
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“Thread and Selected New York Poems” (2009), “Winter Letters and Other
Poems” (2011) and “Jerusalem Poems” (2016). For the first collection, he was
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Mark Rudman is a poet. He has taught at Columbia University and New York
University and edited the literary magazine Pequod. An author of many collec-
tions of poetry and non-fiction, he has also translated, with Paul Nemser and
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(1977) and, with David Ignatow, Bohdan Boychuk’s collection Memories of
Love (1989). He lives in New York.

Yuriy Tarnawsky, see Poets

Virlana Tkacz is the artistic director of Yara Arts Group, a resident theatre
company at La MaMa Experimental Theatre in New York. She has created over
thirty shows with poetry she helped translate from Ukraine, Central Asia, and
Siberia. She received an NEA Poetry Translation Fellowship for her transla-
tions with Wanda Phipps of Serhiy Zhadan. Her translation of Serhiy Zhadan’s
poetry collection is forthcoming with Yale University Press (2018).
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