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CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

FKOHmIA npoeiHuian Aptyp Pem6o notpannsie go MNapwka HanepenoaHi NponeTapcbkoi peBorntoLii
1870 poky. Ane napwxkaHuH 3 NPUHYKN He nae Ha bapukagw, a B GoreMHOMY Yaay nuLle reHianbHi, 3
KOHKICTaZOpCbKOI HOCTanbrieto, weaespu — “IN’sHun kopadenb” i “Ce30H y nekni’, coHeT “lonocHi”,
B IKOMY 33 KOXXHWUM FOMOCHMM 3BYKOM — KOTip...

Yce e My 3HaemMo Tak AaBHo, SK i noboB-HeHaBucTb A. Pem6o i . BepneHa, ix gyens i
CTpaLUHy A1 KOXKHOrO cMepThb B eninosi. MNMpoTe Giorpacdia noeta — ogHe, a “biorpadgis” noro
TBOPYOCTi — BCe-Taku iHwe. B enoxy rmobanisauii Ta iHdopmauinHmx TexHonorin, “Bcesngayoro”
oka IHTepHeTy xT0 i 3ragae mygpeuis i noeTis. | “30n0TMI BiK” NIOACTBA OXXMBAE TiNbKN B MOETUYHMUX
OCSISTHHAX Cy4YacHMX “caMoBMALiB”, KOTPi HaBid Gaunnun nigHeCeHHS, PO3KBIT i 3arnbernb HanbINbLUOT
iMnepii XX cToniTTd i, NPOKNSBLUNX XOPCTOKY CBOIO MaTip-BOBYMLIIO, ONMakytoTh ii, 60 ganeko 3a
CWHIM 06piemM — 30510Ta X MOMOAICTb...

Y nnesagi noeTiB Moei reHepadii Bonogumup Ny4ykoB — oavH 3 HaNTanaHoOBUTILLMX MEHeCTpeniB
iCTOPMYHOrO CTONITTS MOETUYHOI €NOXM 3 MaridHOK 3aKOXaHICTHO B eCTpagHy ii obpasHicTb. Y
POCINCbKOMY CMOBI MOrO Apyra — Te, WO i B MOEMY CrOBi YKpaiHCbKOMY: HOCTanbris — 3a “CTenosoto
Ennapow” (€.ManaHtok) i 3a nereHgapHoto OnbBieto, 3a Nineeto Ta Ckidieto. Tomy 4O KITAaCUYHOro
KaHOHY MW 3BEPTAEMOCH, @ HE MOBEPTAEMOCH. YB aHTonorii-tpuniHrea “[1sa 6epern//[iBa bepera” —
He nuvwe Hawi 3 B.lMyykoBum B3aeMmonepeknaan, a n noLyk ocasgHoro 6epera, 4o SKOro nNnvByTh i
KopcapcCbKi Opurn aHrmincbKoro noeTa 3 KenbTiB, ane Xxutensa kaHagcokoro lMiBHivHOro BaHkyBepa
— TanaHosuToro Paccena TopHToHa. B noro ekinaxi — 3antobneHa B CTenoBy OMKYMeHY Halla
HeJaBHA 3eMnsyKa W Kornera, BUCOKOTanaHoBMTa noeTka N apTucTka, XygoXHUUA i negaror
CsitnaHa lweHko-TopHTOH. TyT npobytoTb nepo i Ogiccen-pomMaHTuK i3 “HOBOT emirpadii” Ta 3
MUKonaiBCbkMM kopiHHAM per KpacHos, i Mmonoga noeteca-dinonor OJapuHa bepesiHa... Xaw Hac
ycix npoyuTatoTb Yy Knesi, Mocksi, JloHaoHi, Ynkaro — Bcioaum Le € nioam 3 aHaTOMIYHUM Yy TTSAM
CnoB.a i 3BYKY.

Ycim ecteTam i noetam, ycim, 40 KOro JOSIMHAE COHOPHE FOMOCIHHSA | COMbHUI CNiB WacTs — BCIM
ogipyemo “[1Ba 6epern”.

Bepern — aBa, uUe Tak, i BOHM He 3iayTbCA HiKOMKW, ane Bucoka Boga, muboka Boga NOETUYHOIo
MOPS rorgae Ha CBOIN XBUITi He nNanepoBi kopabnuku, onnakaHi we A. Pem6o, a ko3aubki “yankn”,
Tpiepy aproHaBTiB i Kpencepu 3 Hag3BYKOBUMMU fliTakaMy HaLoro yacy.

Ane noeTu4He CNoBO BUMNEPEOMUTDL i pakeTy — K “3omnoTa cTpina” AHaxapcica, ckidCcbKoro
LuapeBuya i HaMApeBHIWOro noeta Hawoi 3emni. 3ycTpivanTte!

Amumpo KpemiHb
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CKUPCKOE BAPOKKO

FOHbI npoBuHUMan Aptyp Pembo nonagaet B [Napmx HakaHyHe NponeTapCcKkon peBofoLmMm
1870 roga. Ho napwkaHuH Mo NpUHYXOEHUI0 He UOET Ha bappukagbl, OH B GoreMHoM Yagy
NULLET reHnanbHble, C KOHKMCTaZoPCKOW HOoCcTanbrnen, wenespbl — «[bsAHbIA kopabnb» 1
«Ce30H B afyy», COHeT «ImnacHbie», B KOTOPOM 3@ KaXkabIM rMacHbIM 3BYKOM — LIBET...

Bce 310 Mbl 3Haem gaBHO, Kak 1 nobdoBb-HeHaBMCTb A. Pembo u . BepneHa, nx ayans u
CTpaLLHYI NS Kagoro cMepThb B anunore. Ho Guorpadusa nosta — ogHo, a «brorpadpus»
€ro TBOpYECTBa — BCE-TaKu MHOE. M «30M0TON BEK» YENOBEYECTBA OXXUBAET TOMbLKO B
MO3TMYECKNX 03aPEHNSAX COBPEMEHHbBIX «CaMOBUALIEBY, KOTOPbIE BUAENN BOOHUIO MOALEM,
pacuBeT 1 rmbenb Benuyanien umnepumn XX Beka 1, NPoKIsB XECTOKYH CBOK MaTb-BOMYULLY,
ONNnaknBalT ee, NOTOMY YTO Aareko 3a CMHUM FOPU30HTOM — 30f10Tast UX MOMOZOCTb. ..

B nnesge noatoB Moen reHepauun Bnagumup MyykoB — O4MH 13 caMbiX TanaHTNMBbIX
MEeHeCTpenen NCTOPUYECKOIO CTONETUS, MOSTUYECKON 3MOXU C MarnyecKkomn BnoBNeHHOCTbI0
B €€ 3CTpajHyto 0bpasHOCTb. B pycckom crioBe Moero gpyra — To Xe, YTO 1 B MOEM
YKpauHcKoM: HocTanbrusa — no «CtenHon Annage» (E. ManaHiok) n no nereHgapHom
OnbBuu, no f'unee n Ckndmn. BoT novemy K Knaccu4eckoMy KaHOHyY Mbl obpallaemcs, a He
Bo3BpallaeMcs. B aHTonorun-tpunuHrea «/[lsa 6eperv//[iBa 6epera// Two Banks» — He Tonbko
Hawwwm ¢ B.MMy4ykoBbIM B3aMmMonepeBoabl, HO U MOUCK OCUAHHOTO Bepera, K KOTOPOMY NIbIBYT
N KOpcapckue BpurM aHrMNCKOro NoaTta 13 KenbToB, HO XUTens kaHagckoro CeBepHoOro
BaHkyBepa — TanaHTnmBoro Paccena TopHTOHa. B ero akmnaxe — BrtobneHHas B CTEMHYHO
ONKYMEHY Hallla HeaBHSA 3eMMsiYKa U Konnera, BblICOKOTaNaHTIMBas NoaTecca v akTpu1ca,
XyAoxHuUa n negaror CeetnaHa MweHko-TopHTOH. 3aeck npobytoT nepo n Oguccen-poMaHTuK
N3 «HOBOW 3MUrpaLmm» 1 ¢ HUKonaeBckumMmn KopHamu per KpacHoB, 1 Monogasi noatecca-
dunonor JapuHa BepesuHa... NycTb Hac Bcex npountatoT B Knese, Mockse, JloHOoHe,
Ymkaro — NoBCoAy ellle ecTb Noan ¢ aHaTOMUYECKMM YyBCTBOM CIIOBA U 3BYKa.

Bcem acteTtam 1 noatam, BCEM, 4O KOrO JOHOCUTCS COHOPHOE pblAaHne N COMbHOE NeHne
cyacTbsl — BceM aapum «[la Geperay.

BeperoB — aBa, 310 NpaBaa, U OHW HE COMKHYTCS HMKOTAA, HO BbiCOKas BoAa, rnybokas
BOOA NO3TUYECKOrO MOPS KOMbILET HA CBOEN BOSTHE He BymakHble Kopabruvku, onnakaHHble
ewle A. Pembo, a kasaukue «4avkuy, TpUepy aproHaBTOB U Kpencepbl CO CBEPX3BYKOBLIMU
camMorneTamu Hallero BpeMeHMU.

BnpoyeM, noatnyeckoe crioBo cnocobHo 06orHaTh U pakeTy — Kak «30roTasi CTpenay
AHaxapcuca, CKMCKoro LapeBnya n camoro peBHero noaTta Hawlen semnn. BetpevainTe!

Amumpo KpemuHb
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SCYTHIAN BAROQUE

The young provincial poet Arthur Rimbaud arrives in Paris during the uprising which leads to
the Paris Commune of 1871. Although he is now a Parisian, he doesn’t feel compelled to go to
the barricades; instead, in the bohemian smoke, he writes, with an explorer’s nostalgia, his mas-
terpieces, “The Drunken Boat”, “A Season in Hell”, and the sonnet “Vowels”, in which each vowel
sound has the quality of a colour...

We know of the duel-like love-hate relationship between Arthur Rimbaud and Paul Verlaine,
and of its epilogue in which both of these poets meet miserable deaths. A biography of a poet is
one thing, however — a “biography” of a poet’s work is a completely different thing. In our era of
globalization, highly advanced technology, and the “all-seeing eye” of the Internet, who speaks
of sages and poets? The “golden era” revives in the poetic achievements of “eyewitnesses” who
have seen the rise and collapse of the Soviet empire, and who have cursed their cruel mother-
wolf and now lament for her and for their own youth far away, beyond the dark blue horizon...
Among the Pleiad of the poets of my generation, my friend Vladimir Puchkov stands out — in
his pieces meant for the page as well as for performance on the stage, the gift he displays for a
deep, magical interplay of imagery makes him one of the most talented minstrels in the current
poetic epoch. As it happens, this Russian-language poet also strikes notes similar to what may
be heard in my own poetry in Ukrainian: a nostalgia for the world of Steppe Hellas (the novel by
Yevgen Malaniuk), for the legendary Olvia, and for Scythia. Puchkov’s poetry and my own recall
a classical canon — yet our work is of our time.

Two Shores includes my Ukrainian translations of Puchkov’s poetry and Puchkov’s Russian
translations of my poetry. With the English translations of my poetry published in Two Banks,
this trilingual anthology also represents a search for a sunlit shore on the part of an English-
language poet, a Celtic-Canadian resident of Vancouver, the talented Russell Thornton. His co-
translator, our recent compatriot and colleague — and someone with a great love for the steppe
region — is the highly talented poet, actress, artist, and teacher, Svetlana Ischenko-Thornton.
With the English versions of Puchkov’s poetry, included here are two others trying the transla-
tor’s pen: Greg Krasnov, an embodiment of the odyssey of the “new emigration,” with Mykolaiv
roots, who lived in the United States for a number of years and now lives in Kyiv, and the young
poet and Mykolayiv university English language instructor, Daryna Berezina... Let everyone read
us in Kyiv, Moscow, London, Chicago — wherever there are people with an affinity for the lyric
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word...

To all who appreciate beauty, to all poets, to all who hear a deep lament and a solitary song
of happiness — to all these we offer Two Banks.

Banks... there are two of them, and they will never meet; meanwhile a poetic sea at high tide
rocks vessels in its waves — not Arthur Rimbaud’s boat but the Cossacks’ seagulls which they
called boats, the Argonauts’ war ships, and the military cruisers carrying high-tech aircraft.

But a poem will outrace even a rocket — like a “golden arrow” of Anakharsis, the brother of a
Scythian king, and an ancient poet of our land. We welcome you!

Dmytro Kremin
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A — TinbkM nNpoisgom. Tu yyew?

A Tinbkn npoisgom.
Yce Mix 6yTTaAM i dhiHanom — OnbBINCHKUA TPAH3UT.
Komy nomontocb HaocTaHky? Po3opeHunm rHisgam?
PosopaHum ckipcbknmM KypraHam

MiXK LIBUHTaAPHUX MnT?

A — 3 Oukoro lMNons,
NOKPUTOro ProTCbknM ByrbBapoM.
Yxe nig Horamu NOTPiCKye APEBHiN acdansr.
A wngax i3 €rmnTy 3akiHunTbea babuHum Apom.
KiHeub i noyatok.
OpkecTpoM — ML CKpUMKa i arner.

A — Tinbkn noxogoM. Koropta. Bigbin. Petupaga.
JIumaH yepBoHie. PoOpTEUHUI PO3HECEHO MYP.
A Tinbkn TpaH3nUTOM.
TpaHnautom — i ckidhcbka Ennaga,
| wut Aptemign, n Nepaknom BNonLOBaHWUM Typ.
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A — Tonbko npoe3aom. Tl CribIWNLWB?

£ Tonbko Npoesaom.
Bcs %un3Hb — OT HyNA o uHana —
ONbBUNCKMI TPAH3UT.
Komy nomonutbca?
K KoMy 3aaB1TbCS C NpoTeCTOM?
K paspbITbiM KypraHam
n 6ykBam knagbuLLEeHCKUX NanT?

A — ¢ OQukoro lMNons,

nokpbIToro ®notckum GynbBapom,
Mo Nerkon NogoLLBOW

TPeLmMT JOMOTONHbIN acdanst.
Ucxog us Ervnta

yxe npeacrtaet babbum Apom.
KoHub!l 1 Ha4ana.

B opkecTpe — nuLb cKpunka v aner.

A — TonbKo Noxoaom.

Koropta. Ot601. PeTupaga.
Jluman Garposeer.

TpeLuaT KPenoCTHbIE MYpbI.
A — TONBbKO Npoesaom.

TpaHautHbl — u Pum, n Onnaga.

U wut Aptemmasbl. U uapckoro ckmudba nupel.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO
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| am only passing through. Do you hear?

| am only passing through.
Everything between existence and its finale —
is an Olvian transit.
To whom will | pray at the end?
To ruined storks’ nests?
To the ploughed Scythian kurgans
among the cemetery slabs?

| am from “The Wild Field”
covered by Flotsky Boulevard.
Already, the ancient asphalt cracks underfoot.
And the path out of Egypt will end in Babi Yar.
The end and the beginning.
Like an orchestra —
only a violin and an alto.

I am only marching.

A cohort. A retracted order. A retreat.
The estuary turns red.

The fort’s stone wall is brought down.
| am only in transit.

In transit also — the Scythian Hellas
and the shield of Artemis

and the bull hunted by Heracles.
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IMnepcbka okpaiHa.

NoBiB neBaHTa 1 3t0Na-BECTY.
| Kpan gekopauin, e cnpaBXHiN nvwe BUHOrpaa.
| «6or i3 MmawmnHn» —

B €KCTa3i TpariyHoOro Xecry.
Tpiepa Egina. ®iHan TeatpanbHunx ennag,.
| cOHUEe — TpaH3nTHE?

PeByTb Ha KiHOypHi Oyn-Typu.
Ha Tengpi — mycTaHru.

| cepue — sIK COHUE: B 3€HIT...
| BiTep i3 Aukoro Nonsa npoHu3ye mypu.
OnbsBircbka Kichapa.

Loskosoro LLUnsixy TpaHsuT.

A — TinbKM NoYaTOK TPaH3UTY,
00 BuNana kapTa
3irpatu uto naprito
B Lier YKpaiHHUIM Hapog.
| BCE NpOMUHYTIIO.
| Ciy — gk okpageHa Cnapra.
A MoBuUKM BigXoOxy:
npo ue Bxe nucas epodoT.



Kpatoxa nmnepum.

Nomeckb NeBaHTa C 310M-BECTOM.
Pekopabl aekopa,

rae UCTUHEH NLb BUHOrPaa.
W «Bbor n3 mallmHbI»

rPO3UT 3KCTATUUECKNM KECTOM.
3akaT knaccuumama.

duHan TeaTparbHbIX 3nnaa.
A COnHue — TpaH3UTHO?

PeByT Ha KnHOypHe Oyi-Typbl.
Ha Tengpe — mycTaHru.

W cepaue — Kak CoMnHUE: B 3€HUT.

Y Oukoro NMonsa u BeTpa — CBOM NapTUTYpbI.

U WenkoBbin MyTb —
3TO TOXE ONbBUICKNA TPAH3UT.

£ — Tonbko Ha4Yano TpaH3uTa,
MHe Bbinana kapTa
Cheirpatb 310 Cono —
B OKpaWHHBbINA 3TOT Hapog,.
M Ceub 3anopoxckasa —
Ta X ogypéHHas Cnapra.
Ho a npomonuy.
Beab 06 aTom ckasan 'epogor.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Imperial precincts. A southwesterly arrives,
a breeze from the Levant.
Ours is the land of artificial decoration —
where the only real thing is the grape;
the land of “the god” in his fancy new car —
in the ecstasy of his grand gesture.
The crown of Oedipus.
The finale of the theatrical Hellas.
And the sun — transitory?
The wild bull lows on Kinburn,
the nature reserve.
On Tendra — mustangs.
And a heart like the sun at its zenith.
The wind from “The Wild Field”
pierces stone walls.
The Olvian kithara. The transit of The Silk Road.

| am only the beginning of a transit
because it was the card | drew
and could play in the game
of a people at the edge of an empire.
And everything passed by.
And Sich, the cossack camp,
like a robbed Sparta.
| leave silently;
Herodotus already wrote about this.

11
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TEHOPIBCbKUX MYCTAHI'IB OOICCEA...

Ha BbepesaHi, Tam, Ha bepesaHi,
CBiTaHKM cxapanymxeHi BCTaloTb.
A Ha KiHOypHi 3HOBY CKNsiHKM 6'10Tb.

| nuWw Ha TeHApi KOHI NapTU3aHATb,
| BOAY, | CONOHY BOAY M'IOThb.

LLle TyT naHye TUwa COTHI NiT.

Y Hebi npocTpeko4e BepTONiT

| 3anageTbesa B HEBO, SK B MOTuny.
Ta KiHCbKuiA ©or mycTaHriB 6epexe,
| 3HOBY Lap MyCTaHriB TaK ipxe,
MoB 4ye OpeBHIO, LOMOTOMHY CUIY.
LLle TyT Hemae Hiuunel aaui,

Jlnwe nesaHTa NoBiBK rapsivi

Hap migHOTINI rpmBaHi Ta knaui, -
JliTamu TyT Hemae Hi ayLi...

Yu >xgano Tv Takoi ogicced,

Jlowa 3 6eperoeoi baTapei,

AKy B BiliHY NNV rapmarui?

Ha TeHapi KOHi M'0Tb CONMOHY BoOAY.

Ha TeHapi 1 KoHi BUbpanu ceobogy.
A Mun? Konu mu ctaHemo nogbMmn?

...MoBuaTtb, MoB4aTb 3a,D,yMJ'Il/IBi NMPOPOKM!,

| rpi3HWiA AUM — 3 NNMaHY i 3aTOKM,
Ak Ti, i3 COPOK NepLloro, AMMMN...



TEHAPOBCKUX MYCTAHIOB OOUCCEHA...

Ha BbepesaHu, Tam, Ha bepesaHu,
PaccBeTbl 3anonoLuHbIe BCTaloT,
A Ha KuHbypHe cHoBa CKMsiHKM BbIOT.

W nuwb Ha TeHape KOHW NapTU3aHsT,
W ropbKyto MOPCKYHO BOAY MbHOT.

30ech TULb sSHTapHa, CNOBHO AVKUI Mef.

A ecnv NpoCTpeKoYeT BEPTONET, —

To TyT e B HEBO KaHeT, Kak B MOruny.
30ecb KOHCKMIM Bor MycTaHroB 6epexer,
W uapb MyCcTaHros, He TasiCb, 3apXeT,
VICKOHHYI0 B gyLUe NoYysB Cuny.

ELe 3gecb HETY HU Oy, HX gayw,
JInwb BONbHOrO NeBaHTa Ayx ropsyni
LLlekoyeT Teno CTpUryHka n Knsym —
logamu, ot 3apu 1 4O 3apM...

AX, Xgan nu Tel nogobHon oamccew,
JNowéHok ¢ pasbombnéHHon batapen,
KoToporo 3abbinu nywkapun?

Ha TeHape KOHM NbIOT MOPCKYHO BOAY.
3aecb gaxe KoHW Bblbpanu ceobogy.
A mbl? Korga e B noaun BeIMAEM Mbi?

...Monyat npopoku. TeHgpa monyanuea.

U rposHbIvi AblM — € NUMaHa, u3 3anuvea,
Kak Te, n3 copok nepsoro, AbIMbl. ..

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE TENDRA MUSTANGS’ ODYSSEY

In Berezan, there, in Berezan,
the frightened dawns rise.
In Kinburn, some people break bottles.

And only in Tendra, horses live on
and drink water, and drink the salt water.
An ancientness still rules here
As it has for hundreds of years.
A helicopter will chirp in the sky
And fall into the sky as into a grave.
But the horse-god takes care of mustangs,
And again a king of mustangs neighs
As if he feels an ancient,
before-the-flood strength.
Here no one’s dacha is yet built -
Only the hot breath of a Levant
For the copper bodies of stallions and mares;
Not a soul here for years and years...
Did you expect such an odyssey,
A foal left behind by the gunners
Of a shore artillery unit in a time of war?
In Tendra, horses drink the salt water.
In Tendra, even horses have chosen freedom.
But what of us? When will we become humans?

... Thoughtful prophets are silent, silent,
And the threatening smoke

from the estuary and cove
Is like 1941 smoke...

13
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COBOP NOCEPEOWUHI BCECBITY

lonoBu Ha xpami, —

CMOBHeHi 6e3ymy, Lwany i npucTpacrti,
lonoeu Ha xpami.
BesboxHun Maman, 3akypuBLIY MHONbKY,
3 k063010 BCiBCA Ha XMapi.
e no MonTasu  BatypuHa

YepBOHiI O4i NIOACHLKUX roniB
OunBnaTtbca Tak HE3MUTHO

3 YOPHOTK HEGECHOT MUHM.
TpareginHi ronosu.

XT0 0 iX 6e3ronis’qa rois,
Ton 3po3ymiB 61 BeNUY, HULIICTb | CTpax NMOaMHU.

HeicHytoui pyku 1 Tina
CMOBHeHi 6e3ymy;,
A TpariyHi 0bnunyys —
BOrHI0 HebecHoro.
Hebo rony6e.
A nig Heba BpoUNCTUM CKenom —
CoHwmy TpaBs
ronybun HaniBaHrenbCbKni nener.

| coH Ak npumapa.
M npumapHi Ui Macku-06nmyusi.
Kpvyatu im HiMo B kocMocC
noHag 4y>Xvmu nonkamu.
CBATKY€E YyXMHeLb BIKTOPIlO.
Mponano Hale Benuyys.
Llap Bun’e manbBasito
i 3aKYCUTb HXXMHCBbKMMU OripKamu.



COBOP NOCPEQU BCEJNIEHHON

['onoBbl Ha xpame —

CTpacTHble, 6e3yMHbIe, LWarnbHble —
IMUHSAHBbIE OONUKN.
PackypwuBLum nionbky, webytHon Mamaw
BoccefaeT ¢ kob3ot Ha obnake.

3710 — go MNonTaBbl n batypuHa.

KpacHble rnasa ronos nenHbix
CMOTPSAT HEMUraKLLe —

N 51 B UX XKapKoMm ¢poKyce TOCKYHO.
Tonbko TOT, KTO B3siricsl Obl

neunTb OT 6e3ronoBbst MasblX CUX, —
pa3rnagen 6bl HA30CTb U BENUYKeE,

U CTpax, N HeMpPUKasHHOCTb JTFOACKYIO.

Pykun n Tena, KOTOpbIX HET, —
DecHytoTcs Hag, 6e3aHoto.
B nuuax nnameneet boxun ceet —
WM3HaHKOI HEeBGEeCHOLo.
Hebo ronybeer.
A noa HUM — rge NTUuUbl rTHe3ga Nensr,
CINOBHO pancku gapbiMm, —
aHrenbCcKon TpaBbl 6e34yMHbIN Nener.

Mow coH-HaBaxaeHbe —

He NYKKU NI0ACKME, a Macku-oobnmnyns,
UM B KOCMOC BeccunbHO BONUTb

HaZ YY>XMMM NorKamn oOyYeHHbIMN.
YyxKak TOp>KeCTBYET BUKTOPUIO.

KaHyno Hawe Benunyue.
Llapb BblLeanT Yapky —
N CMAYHO XPYCTHET HEXMHCKUMU OrypYMKaMu.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A CHURCH IN THE MIDDLE
OF THE UNIVERSE

The church domes are heads.
Heads of the passionate, furious and crazed.
The church domes are heads.
The Godless cossack Mamay,
smoking a pipe,

sitting with his lute on a cloud.
On the way to Poltava and Baturin,

the red eyes of heads
looking unblinkingly

out of the black clay of the sky.
Tragic heads. Someone might heal them —
one who knew the grandeur,

insignificance and fearfulness

of human beings.

The non-existent hands and bodies

are full of madness,
and the tragic faces — full of heaven'’s fire.
The sky is blue.
And under the triumphant crypt of the sky,
in among the grass’s multitude,
a blue half-angel’s babbling.
And the dream is like a mirage.
And the mask-faces, like mirages —
Their cries, soundless,
reach no strangers’ regiments,

only go out into space.
The stranger celebrates victory.

Our grandeur is lost.
A tsar will drink malvazia and
snack on Ukrainian pickled cucumbers.
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OXuBiTb HEXMBUX!

Hawnitb atarann, wabni i moptupu!
He Ha JToGHoMy micui,

00 BXe iM He BodATMCA cMmepTi.
MaTtpiapxu conogkoropni

obpanu MOCKOBCEKi KBapTuUpH,
A Pycb-YkpaiHa —

ce TiNbku dpeckn cobopHi cTeprTi.

...IMNpo BiWo T rpaew, Mamato?
Mpo BIiLLO cniBaeLL,
0e300xHMn Mamato?
Ynamok cobopy,
KpuxTa cBoboau,
30psiHa BUCOKOCHICTb...
A s, Haye ronoBy BMNacHy,
rincoBy Macky 3 3emni nigHimaro:
Hemae cobopHocTi ayxy,
cobop BigniTae y Kocmoc.
3eneHi kywi. CniByyi gepeBa.
3i CTiH MPOMOBIAOTbL YrecnmBi 3mi.
| Ha po3M’ATTi pyKW.
/A mMoTy3ka nnsHa Ha Bui.



Bockpecu ux, Nocnogp!
MogBeprHu WTbiKkam, sTaraHam, MopTupam!
Tbl NENW UX U3 FMIUHBI, HO AyX —
OH Beb Kpenye, 4eM nynu 1 nopox!..
CnapgkopeyvBble natpuapxum
pPasoLLIMCb MO MOCKOBCKUM KBapTUpam,
A Pycb-YkpauHa —
nvwb 3atepTble dopeckn B cobopax.
CKkynaT TBOM CTpyHbI, 6€300xHNK Mamai!
O yem s, Kak NPOKNATLIN, BTOpo Mamaro?..
OcToB cobopa, obnomok ceoboabl,
3Be34HOro Heba nbinbua. ..
Kak cobcTBeHHbIN Yepen,
A1 TUMNCOBBIN CMENOK C 3eMNV NOAHMMALO,
NMOCMEPTHYIO MacKy CHMMalto ¢ nmua.
B cTonetbsax TeMHO 1 rmnyxo:
rpaHuupbl, Mypbl, 3a00pbl.
Konb HeT cobopHocTn gyxa —
CTapTYT B KOCMOC COOOpbI.
LiBeTywine kywiu. MNotoLiee apeBo.
BnekyLiune 3Byku.
Co cTeH nckyLatT HEBUHHasA AeBa
N NbCTUBbIE 3MUMN.
W — Ha pacnatum pyku.
W nbHaHas 6GeyveBKka Ha Bble.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Give life to the unalive!

Send to them Turkish swords, send sabres!
But send them to no execution block —

for they will not be afraid of death!

The sweet-throated Church patriarchs
officiate in Moscow’s lavatories,

And Rus-Ukraine is nothing

but the church’s scraped frescoes.

What do you play on your lute,
Godless cossack?
What do you sing about, Mamay?

A wreck of a church? A crumb of freedom? The
stars’ contrivance of the leap year’s
And I, | lift from the ground
a gypsum mask as if it were my own head:
There is no holy trinity;
there is a church flying away into emptiness.
Green bushes. Singing trees.
Seductive snakes are speaking
from church walls.
And arms are on the cross.
And a cotton rope is around a neck.

17
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NONOBAHHA HA ANKOI'O BENPA

MontoBaHHA Ha AMKOro Benpa —
Konu pecatb paloHHUX MYXX4YWH
3anuwatoTb, a CHIr y niBMeTpa,
PiBHO gecaTb BNMCKy4YnX MaLLmnH.
| B gybnsHkax,

y BansHkax, retpax

I3 pyLHMLAMY NPYTb OO BEPLLMH.
Hag ropoto 3anmaeTbCcs paHok. ..

Lo T, Benpuky, iB Ha CHigaHOK?
Ak cupiTkamun nuwnw giten?

Twv 3anHAB KpyroBy 0BOPOHY,
Ane ntogu ski! 13 panony!

im oo cmepTi noTpibeH Tpodeii!

| Togi, konn BNaga HapoaHa,
AG0 aHTMHapodHa BOHa,
Bnaga OyTu He Moxe ronoaHa,
Bo sika Toai Bnaga BoHa?

i nogai Ha o6in kabawHa!

Oviknn Benp, TM BUXodb i3 Hivniry!
Ty MUCRIMBUSAM CKPYTUB Yxe Qoiry,
CebT0 aynto, AUKYHCHbKMM XBOCTOM...
Ane ue 3aansa MiTUHry — aynsi.
A neTuTb i3 BiHYecTepa Kyns

| no noby Tebe — 6atorom!



OXOTA HA AUKOI'O BENPA

Yac 0xoTbl Ha ANKOro Benps —
Korga gecatb panoHHbIX MYX4UH
OcTaBnsoT B 3aCHEXEHHbIX Aebpsix
PoBHO AecsTb NnouleHbIX MaLlunH
U B oybneHoukax,

BaneHkax,

B penbsix —

MpyT K BepwnHe, gepxa kapabuH.

BcxoguT yTpo, nerko n asapTHo...

Uem Tbl, BENPUK, PadXuIica Ha 3aBTpak?
Kak cupotkamu bpocuiib aeten?..

Ho cmelwHa gnsa nogen ua panoHa
KpyroBasi TBosi 06opoHa —

He oTcTynaT, M HyxeH Tpoden!

Benb 1 BnacTb, 4TO 30BETCS HAPOOHOW,
Kak n aHTMHapogHasi BnacTb,

He ymeeT octaTbca ronogHom,

BnacTtn Hago HakylaTbcst BCnacTb.

Ecnu BnactHa Hag MMPOM OHa —
E nopai Ha oben kabaHa!

Tak 4TO, BEMNpb, BbIXOAW U3 3acagpl,
Tbl ckpyTUN YXe cury ¢ focagbl,
To Guwb — gynio,

ONKapPCKMM XBOCTOM.
TonbKo 3TO AN MUTUMHIOB — Ay,
A XNecTHeT 13 BMHYecTepa nyns —
W orpeeTt CBUHLOBbIM XNbICTOM!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE HUNT FOR THE WILD BOAR

The hunt for the wild boar —

takes place when ten men

from the regional administration,

in snow half a meter deep,

get out of exactly ten shiny cars.

In leather jackets, felt boots, winter socks,
with their guns,

they press towards mountaintops.

In the mountains it is dawn...

Little boar, what did you eat for breakfast?
How can you leave

your children to be orphans?
You implemented military strategy —
but what people they are!

from the regional administration!
They need badly to acquire a trophy.
And whether authority

is democratic or anti-democratic,
power can’t be hungry;
otherwise, what is power?
Give the boar to the power for dinner!

Wild boar, you leave your night lodging!
You say “Go to hell!” to the hunters —
fire a bullet with your wild tail...
It's only you showing off,

it's only for the hell of it —
but a real bullet from a Winchester
flies and hits you

in the forehead like a whip!
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Bu mucnunBus BnonoeTe, Benpi?
PiBHO gecaTb TPOSHA Ha CHiry...
Y Kapnatax a6o Ha Aii-lNeTpi

Twv Tikaew opf, Kyni y HeTpi.

A xyon v BTevew? Hiry-ry...
O6puBaeTbca cnig Ha CHiry.

MontoBaHHsA Ha gukoro Typal

Lle Taka ykpaiHCbka HaTypa —
JecaTb Kynb y AYpHIii romnosi...
Lle Noeepna 4n PauuHcbka gavya,
3adoHTaHunnNa KpiBUs rapsiya, —
| cmepeka — moB Cnac Ha Kposi.

LLe pywHuus i3 uiBkoto gumy...
A Tpodhert 4O MaLLMHU HECTUMY,
Y cTpinbbi No MileHsIX — MacTak.
JInxkyTb CHIr —

i roHYaK, i BiB4apkKa.
Byne wkBapka nig, Beuip, i Yapka:
XTO Tenep MeHi ckaxke He Tak?
Mepemoxui — cTpineup i cobaka...

Lo x Tn, 3 npodhinem gukoro xpsika,
Tuxo cxoguil 3 TPMOYHM Mig CBUCT?
Bys mucnusuem —

[onas nepesanu
| B MapiiHCbKiM Tex HanuBanu,
A Tenep i Tebe 3aubKyBanm
| 6e3 kyni younm Ha nicr.



Mmynbin 3Bepb

He npugyman obblyan —
Y106 OXOTHUKM cTanu gobblven.
HecaTtb pos, anbix po3 Ha CHery...
Ha Air-lMeTpn, B Kapnatax u B lNyule
Benpb curaet ot nynu Bce nyLue.
A xypa y6exuwb? Hu ry-ry...
OOpbIBaeTcs cnea Ha CHery.
Yac oxoTbl Ha aukoro Typal
O, xoxnsiukast Hawwa HaTypa —
JecaTb AbIpoK B AYPHOM ronose. ..
Ot lNoBepnbl 4o PauuHckon gaum —
XneLeT KpoByLUKa —

napowm, 6e3 coaum —
Mo cHeram 1 noxyxnown Tpase.
KpoBb 1 nopox. ®unHan. Ca ns su.
Tonbko enb — 6yaTto Cnac Ha Kposw.
Benpb nexnt —

HenogbeMHbIN, 3apa3sal
A Tpodpen gotawy go YA3a.
A nannTb N0 MULLEHSAM — MacTak.
JIvxyT cHer — n 6op3oi, 1 oB4apka,
Bynert k Beuepy LUKBapKa u vapka:
Mbl MOCMOTPUM, KTO IMSAHET He Tak.
Mobenunu — cTpenok n cobakal..
YTO X Tbl, C NPOUIIEM OUKOIO XpsiKa,
Moknaaelwb TpMOYHbI NOA BOW?
BbIn OXOTHUK — B ygade v cune,
1 B MapumMHckoM por nogHocunu,
a Tenepb K Teds Nogkocunu,
n 6e3 nynu Tbl — ene X1BOMW.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Can you hunt a huntsman,
wild boars?

Exactly ten roses lie in the snow...
From the Carpathian mountains to Mt. Ah-Petri,
you escape into the earth’s core.
But where can you escape to? There is no way...
A set of footprints trails off in the snow...
The hunt for the European bison!
It's so much a part of the Ukrainian nature —
ten bullets in a stupid head...
Whether on Goverla,

the highest of the Carpathian mountains,
or at famous Ratsyn’s dacha...
the hot blood will begin to fountain —
and a fir tree will look like one of the churches
called Spas na Krovi,
A gun is still smoking...
| will carry a trophy to the car;
I’m a master at shooting at targets.
A greyhound dog and a shepherdess

lick the snow.

By evening there will arrive a tumbler of vodka
and a piece of fried bacon.
Who will argue with me now?
The winners are the shooter and a dog...
What can you, government official

with the profile of a wild boar,
grab quietly from a speaker’s platform

under everyone’s whistle?
You were a hunter,
you traveled through ravines, over mountaintops,
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AX, sikol 6osiBca T 3paan?
JTrogun xouyTb TpodhenHol Bnaaum,
Ha dpir im — Ogiccen i Opdpen...
3ayno BiTpom Tebe i3 BEpLUNHN,

| BiHyN“ 6€H3MHOM MaLUUHW,

| B BarakHWKy CXNUMHYB Tpoden.

[MontoBaHHs Ha guKoro Benpa.
MontoBaHHsa Axinna Ha lNekTopa.
Tpeba BOMTM BOOBY i3 AiTbMU,
o6 no Hac nosepHynacs Tpos...
| nigcmaxartb Tebe, sk repos,
YKpaiHui, TposHuj, ue — mu!

MosepTtancs i T 4o Hapoay:

Cnpobyn, cyHbcs B npuBaTHY npupogy!
Yun Ha BaHkoBY, 1O BEPXOBITb...

KoxeH 3 Hac — i mucnueeLb, i XepTea,
Ta npupoga, xmBa abo mepTBa,

Tpw cTORITTSA iLLe NPOCTOITh.

MontoBaHHA Ha AMKOrO TUrpa...
Ha cacbapi T Bygews oauvH.

A npupoga 3abyTu He BcTMMa
ly6epHaTOPCLKMI TBIV MiMY3WH...



AX, kakol Tbl 6bosincs HanacTn?

Jltogsm Bec 3aBoeBaHHOW BNacTu —
KosblipHee 3ananaHHON MacTw,

Cam BUHWCb, ecnu xoauub ¢ Tpeden!..

U Tebsa coyno BeTpoM C BEPLUMHDI,
W BoxHynu 6EH3MHOM MalLLUWHBbI,
W B BaraxkHuke BCXMNHYN Tpoden.

Yac oxoTbl Ha QUKOro Benps.

Yac oxoTbl Axunna Ha lNektopa:
Bcex youtb — u geten, 1 BooBY,
UTo6 BEpHYTbL 30M04eHy0 Tpoto...
U nogxapat Tebs, kak repos.
YKpanHubl, TpOsHLbI — ay!

BosBpavyawics, nobesHbin, K Hapoay:
Hy-ka, kK 4YaCTHUKY CyHbCS1 B Npupoay,
Mnu BaHKkoBOW BbICTaBb CBOW CYET...
Kaxgbin cam — 1 6op3aagd, u 3asu,

A npuvpoga, nioguLikam Ha 3aBuUCTb,
Tpu cToneTbs eLle NPOXMBET.

Yac oxoTbl Tpyba npoxpunena...
Ha cacpbapu Tbl Bygelub oanH.
A npupoga 3abbITb He ycnena
l'yGepHaTOpCKUA TBOW NTIUMY3MH.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

and, in Mariinsky, the Kyiv square,
they filled a tumbler for you —
but now, even you are humiliated
and killed without any bullet during Lent.
Ah, what betrayal were you afraid of?
People want a trophy of power —
and would say “Up yours!”
to Odysseus and Orpheus...
You were blown by the wind off the mountain,
and the cars spewed gasoline smell,
and in the trunk the trophy sobbed a single time.

The hunt for the wild boar.

The hunt of Achilles for Hector.

It's a must to kill a widow with children.
So that we will regain Troy...

And they will fry you up, like a hero,
Troyans, Ukrainians — they are us!

Come back to the people:
Try, dare, to invest in privatization!
Or maybe on Bankova St.,
the central avenue in Kyiy,
try to get to the top branches...
Each of us — is a hunter and a victim,
but the natural world, alive or dead,
will remain for three hundred years
after we're gone.
The hunt for the wild tiger...
On safari you'll be the only one.
But the natural world hasn’t yet had time to forget
your governor’s limousine...
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MAHAPIBKA HA KPAU CBITY

Pimelik

[Toegem B L{apckoe cero!
Ocur MaHgernbLiram
[Toigemo y Cksupy o rpuéu...
Mukora BiHrpaHoBCcbKumvi

Moixann y TapawaHcbkuii fic!

e casB 6inui cHir —
Tam 3s€ 6inun Yepen.
Hecb nopsg — Kuis, BopuuiB y3Bi3,
A Ham —
npaBiYHUIN yKpaTHCbKUN xepeb:
ITn y nic, ae TSKKO ronosi
Bes Tina, TsKKO 1 TinoBi ©6e3rnasomy...

A B 3nartornasin lNpasi Bi3a.i
3a yBieHHNX MONUTBLCA JlyKaBoOMYy.

Moinemo y TapawaHcbknii fic!

[e 3onoto 6yno — tenep byse Gino.

Tam yepen y cHiry. | we He Bigbonino

Hi matepi, Hi Ham. | BCe X Ham He [0 Cni3.
MogepHuii aBToOaH. 3acHixeHe Lwoce.
MuTaHHa: «ByTn un He OyTU»?

Koro HoBa Tapawa nigHece?

Koro BigpaxyBanu B nininytn?



NYTELWECTBUE HA KPAN CBETA
Pumelik

[Toegem B L{apckoe cero!
Ocun MaHgeribLram
[Toigemo y Cksupy o rpubu...
Mukoria BuHrpaHoBcKkui

[asan noegem B TapawaHcknin nec!

loe 3onoton HOABPL cusan ¢ Hebec —
Tam 4epen Ha CHery B3NpaeT C YKOPU3HON.
Mo kypcy — Knes, 3natornasbiv bneck,
A HaM — N3BEYHbIN XPeOUN YKpanHCKNN:
BpecTtu Tyaa, rae nnadver rofnoea
Bes Ttena,

4a v Tynosy 6esrnaBomy
Tocknueo...

loe-To B Hopax cneubpaTtsa
3a yOMeHHbIX MONUTCS NTyKaBOMY.

[asan noegem B TapawaHcknin nec!
McTneno 30n0To — NPEYUCTLIN CHET CUSIET,
W yepen Ha cHery rmasHuLamMm 3usier.
M maTb YepHbIM-YepHa.

W BHOBb xoxo4eT bec!..

TabaHut aBTobaH. LLlocce moTaeT cuer:

“BbITb UMb He ObITb?” — BOMPOCHI 1 MUHYTHI...

Yto Ham Tapawia BHOBb NpenogHeceT?
Koro Tenepb oTuncnaTt B nunmnyTbl?

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A TRIP TO THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

a re-make...

Let’s go fo The Tzar's Village!
Osjp Mandelstam

Let’s go fo Skvyra for mushrooms...
Mykola Vingranovsky

Let's go to Taraschansky forest!

Where the white snow shone,
a white skull gapes.
Somewhere near is Kyiv, Borychiv Uzviz,
but for us —
there is the eternal lot of the Ukrainian:
to go to the forest where a head feels heavy
without its body,
where a headless body feels heavy also...
But in golden-domed Prague, a vis-a-vis
prays to a devil for all the killed.

Let's go to Taraschansky forest!

Where there was gold —
now a whiteness steadily grows.
A skull in the snow. And it still pains
a mother and us. But it is no time for tears.
A modern highway. A snow-covered road.
A question: “To be or not to be?”
Who will the new Tarascha lift up?
Who was counted as a Lilliputian?
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Moixanu B Tapaluy Ha 3opi!
A tam — TerTiiB, cnoragaHHsa Muni...

A cnnayyTb Ha AcKonbaoBi Moruni
3a eBpo y4yopaluHi kKob3api.

| 3a XpewaTtuk, npubpannn MarigaH,
3a HeMOBIAT y cNaneHnx HameTax...
Tam y NonoHi NiT 3ikTK ripkum mMeadam,
3inTucs Ha ayenbHUX nictonetax —
Ceobogai n cmepTi, cTenosi i xalLdi...

Hy oT, i Mn — B Tapauwy,i!

Mpuixanu yasox y TapaliaHcbkun fic!
TyT nOMUHaNbHUN gyx —

MOB KaMeHtoKa 3 npaltdli.
JleTuTb Yepes woce,

noHan, aBTo HaBCKiC,
A mu Bce Ti — nponalui i3 Tapalui.

[opTae BiTep CTOPiIHKN 3a0yTUX KHUT.
A Hawa ponsa — xTuBa i nykasa.
TyT nonosui, TyT 0Op i NeyeHir

I3 yaweto, i yepen CesATocnasa.

omepu yKpaiHCbKi e XMBi?

CniBaemo LopaHky — «Llle He BMepna»

Y ctenosin Ennagi,
Ha nuxsi,
Oe npe3ungeHTy cBiTUTLCA OBEpna.



MaxHem B Tapawy! YTo HU roBopu —
MbI >kMBbI, 1 NOKa eLle Mbl B cunel..
Ho, boxe, oT 3apu 1 go 3apu —

3a eBpo Ha AcKOsbAOBOW Morune
BcampenuiwiHblie nnadyT kob3apu.

3a Bce — 3a obecTo4veHHbIn MangaH,
ManaToyHble Haww Konblbenwu,

3a nauaHoB, YTO B3pOCbIM Hagoenu,

3a ropbk1in Mmeg MedThl, 3a Bepy U obmaH —
Ha pecatu warax congemcs Ha gyanu!
Csoboga unu cmepThb!

Ceppua cTy4ar Bce 4valle...

Hy BOT, n mbl — B Tapatue!

Mol B TapaluaHckuin nec 3aexanv saBoem!
34ecb NOMUHAnNbHbIA AyX —
NeTUT, 3padkM Tapalua,

Bynbiron u3 npawu — TapaHALWmin, kKak ioml..

U 4, n 1ol — nponawme B Tapalue.

3ona oT BELUMX KHUT NTETUT Ha Oenbli CHET.
Cyaobba — n noxotnuvea, 1 nykasa:

3necb nomnoeew 1 0bp, 1 neveHer,

W ctaBwuni vawwen yepen CesTocnaea.

[omepsbl ykpauHckue, ay! —

Bbl xuBbl? 3aBogute — “LLie He Bmepna”, —
MocbinaB nennom cuByto rnaey,

loe npesnaeHTy yyauTca losepna.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Let’s go to Tarascha at dawn!
There is Tetiyiv. There are dear memories...
For one euro, yesterday’s kobzars
will cry out on the Askold Grave
for Khreschatik Street,
for the appropriated Maydan,
for babies in burnt tents...
In the captivity of years, bitter honey might rise,
freedom and death, steppe and thicket,
might meet like guns in a duel...

That’s it, and we are in Tarascha!
The two of us have come

into Taraschansky forest!
Here, the spirit of remembrance,

like a stone from a sling,
flies across a highway, over an automobile —
and we are still the losers from Tarascha.
The wind passes through pages

of forgotten books.

Our fate is to us greedy and cunning —
here are Polovets, here are Obr and Pechenig,
using Sviatoslav’s skull as a drinking cup.

Are any Ukrainian Homers still alive?
We sing every morning,

“Ukraine hasn’t yet died” —
on the steppe, Hellas, on the ski slopes
where Goverla shines for a president.

27



AOMNTPO KPEMIHb

28

HoBa noba HoBux oBeLb nace.

Mogigno Ha mope, Ha Ogecy.

A Ham Ha KuniB ctenuTtbcs Loce,

| TM B NnonoHi cnoragis i cTpecy

Bepew aBTO, BegeL — Kpau CBITY, Kpan 3umu.
| 3ynuHsieww. | Gpegelu y xaiuy.

Enoxa: Hi ueHsypu, Hi Kyumn...

Moixanu B Tapatuy!



...4abaH oTapy HoBylo nacer.
Moeesan 6pu3 — Tam mope 1 Opecca.
Ho Hac Ha KneB aBTOOaH Hecer.

W Tbl, B AypmaHe namsTu n cTpecca,
Pynuiwb — no Kpomke neta v 3uMbil...
Ho Topmo3aunLlb.

Bpenelwb Haowynb B YaLyy.
Onoxa: Hu LeH3ypbl, HU Kyumbl...

Moexanu B Tapatuy!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

New times graze new sheep.
The wind blows to the sea, to Odessa.
But for us, a highway runs to Kyiv,
and you, in the captivity of memories and stress,
drive an automobile —
drive along the edge of the world,
along the edge of the winter.
And you stop. And you wander into the thicket.
An epoch: No censure, no Kuchma...

Let’s go to Taraschal
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Vi AOMNTPO KPEMIHb

PI3OABO HA BOIronoi’i
AHApIEBI AHTOHIOKY

3notoBepxuin xpam Ha borononi.
Ak noro HU30BKa 3amena!l

Mwu 3 Hu3iB. Mu Tak Yyekanu Boni —
Tpwn cTonitTs!

| BOHa — npuiwna...

Ak My BiganMpanu pabcbki TaBpa,
Buaganu yoptam i conipT, i diHT...
A BoHa — B nogobi MiHoTaBpa:
3HOB y Hac He WX, a NabipuHT.

Ha kpunoci 6i6nito po3kputo,
MpouunTato BiYHI NMCbMEHa...
Mocnogu!

Heexe ue mu, AHgpito?

XT0 nopgacTb i xniba, i BUHa?

LLlo Ham Ti )x — amepukun, pocii?
JTroou Bce, Wo manu, 3depernu...
Ak Ham goyekaTtucs Mecii

Ha 3amepani Hawi 6epern?

TaBpis. TaBpo Ha gukKin Boni...
Llsa s3emna mos, a Tak cis...
Bossenu cobop — Ha Borononi:
Bu okcTiTbes, Gpartia mos.

He pepxiTb Ha [ocnoga o6paay,
A papywTe Ui cnaceHHi gHi
leHito, cTpaxgansuto, 6oromasy
| HimoMy HecTopy — MeHi.
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POXAECTBO HA BOIronorse

AHApet AHTOHIOKY

3naTornasbln Xpam Ha boronone.

Kak ero H13oBka 3amenal

Mbl — HM3bI. Ham Tak xoTenock Bonu —
Tpwn ctoneTbs!

U oHa — npuwna...

Kak Mbl oTanpanu pabbu TaBpa,
Bblganu 4eptam n pnupT, N QUHT. ..
A oHa — B 06nnybe MuHoTaBpa:
BHOBb y Hac He MyTb, a NabUPUHT.

Brnbnuio Ha knupoce packpoto,
BeyHble yBMXY NMCbMEHa.

Tbl, AHOpPUIO?..

370 — Mbl ¢ TODOHO?

KTo nogact Ham xneba un BuHa?
[oe-To ecTb amepukn, poccum —
Cnagkuin yx yyXoro nupora...
Bpate mon, goxaytca nn Meccuto
JlegsHble Hawm Gepera?

TaBpus. TaBpo Ha AUKON BONeE...

KTo knermun Hac — HblHE caM KrenmeH!
M B3owen cobop — Ha Boronone:
3onoTown rnaBon CUSIET OH.

OTOT ieHb — CBATOW He Mo yKaay,
Opapute xOTb Kpatoxon aHs

leHns, cTpaganbua, 6oromasa

M Hemoro Hectopa — meHs!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

CHRISTMAS IN BOGOPIL
To Andriy Anforyjuk

A gold-domed temple in Bogopil —
Covered in a low-flying snow-laden wind!
We come from the lower classes.
We waited for freedom —
For three hundred years!
Freedom came...
Oh, how we tore off slave-brands,
Flirted with the devil.
But freedom is in the image of the Minotaur —
Again, no way for us but a labyrinth.

In the choir stall of a church, I'll open the Bible,
Read the eternal writings...

God!

Is this really us, my friend?

Who will give us bread and wine?

What are these americas, russias, to us?
People saved everything they had...

How will we wait for the messiah

to come to our frozen shores?

Tavria. A brand on wild freedom...

This land, is it really mine?

A temple was built in Bogopil:

You, my brothers, redeem yourselves.
Don’t be angry at God

But give away your days

To a genius, a sufferer, an icon painter,
And to the speechless Nestor — me.
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AOMNTPO KPEMIHb

CsiTuTtb TOM cobop — go MNepekony.

LLlabnsa 1 nonbka — oT i Becb 60MOHS...
lnanic — To bor: Bege B €Bpony.
YopHe Mope — TO EBKCUHCBHKUI MOHT.
Ane Tn, Hegone, xTMBa 1 N'sHa.
MapHo Hacunaew Ham NoTBop.

e Oyna nuw uepksa gepeB’siHa,

Ha Biku Bo3BeaeHo cobop!



Mol 6penem ctensamu k Mepekony,

Cabns ¢ ntonbkon — BOT 1 Bce Aobpo...

byr-f'mnanuc taHeTcs B EBpony.
IMOHT EBKCUMHCKMIA LLYPUTCS XUTPO.
Ho y Hac cyobba — He nobupyLuka
W He NbsHbIN NOCTOAMbIA ABOP.
l'oe 6bina gowaras uepkByLUKa —
Ha Beka Bo3aBurnm Mel cobop!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

That temple lights the way to Perekop.

A sabre and a pipe — that’s our salon...

The river Gipanis is God leading us to Europe.
The Black Sea — Euxeinos Pontos.

But you, Misfortune, greedy and drunk,

send monsters to us in vain.

Where there was only a wooden church,

a temple is built to last centuries!
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MI3BAHCBKA BEXA

A 6y y Misi. MiginmaBck Ha BeXy,
fka paBHO 11 Higk He ynage.

A HesanexHun. Cam cobi Hanexy.
XKuBy y Bexi, K HIXTO 1 Hige.

IMnepcbkun Yac, i HebyTTs1 B KOMOHIT,
PocTpanbHoi KonoHu BucoTa...

Mw Bunwnu i3 €runty 11 BasinoHil,
Ta rHyTb JO3eMHO — BeXi i niTa.

| AymaB 5: Ha YacoBoMy 3pi3i —
To nepesa, TO CTAPOBUHHUX BEX, —
| Mu — nizaHui. Mu y BivHin ITi3i,
A piBHOBary B LbOMY He 3HavaeLl.

Komaxoto Ha Bexy BiKy niy,
Ha posmax kpwn,
Ha po3max Lux paMeH.
A xT0 TYT BYB? YCix nocnanu B [liay,
He BugHo n criigy, i akux imeH!

A B Hawim Aukim Moni — cyxosii,

| cywmTb rybu, cywuntb Ay Ham.
CotBopeHo MagoHHy i3 nosii,

| cnaneHo Haw AepeB’sHNA XpaMm.



MN3AHCKASA BALLIHA

A cvesann B MNuay. Magatowen GawwHe

OTBETHO NOKNOHUNCA HaaABy.

A — He3aBucuM. BeTpa 6eclabaluHen,
cam B baliHe, Kak 6e3balleHHbIN, XKUBY.

Mmnepckuin bneck, n 3abbiTbe KONMOHUNA,
BpoxaeHHbIN cTpax HEBUANMbIX TEHET. ..
Mbl BblpBanuch 13 nreHa BaBUMOHWMN,
Ho Ha nneyax — pbaHTOMHOM BalluHM THET.

TyT CyTb HE B NCTOPUYECKOM Kanpuse,
A npocTo y BEKOB OOUH pedpeH:
Mol Bce — nu3aHLbl,
BCe Mbl — B Be4HOM [Nun3e,
HET paBHOBECbS —
€CTb N1LWb BEYHbIV KpeH!

Kapabkatlocb MypaLlKon No KapHU3y —

Ha 6alwHio Beka, 0ep30K U CUIEH.

He nepsbin 4... Ho Bcex nocnanu B NMnay!
W cnepn notepsiH, Aa Kakux nmeH!..

A B Hawem [ukom lNMNone — cyxosew,
NCCOXIO roprio, BbICOXMMX CMNoBa.
MagoHHbI noganucb B HOYHbIE hew,
CTapuHHbIA Xpam pa3obpaH Ha opoBa.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE TOWER OF PISA

| was in Pisa. | climbed the tower
That still has not fallen down.

| am independent. | belong to myself.
| live in a tower like no one, nowhere.

Imperial time. Non-existence

in a colony. Height of a rostral column...

We came out of Egypt and Babylonia

but towers and years weld us to the ground.

| thought: On the rings
of a cut tree or of venerable towers —
we are Pisans.
We are in eternal Pisa,
but no one can find a balance.

Like an ant | climb the shoulder,
the wingspan, of the century’s tower.
Who was here?
Everyone sent to Pisa.
No footprints left. No famous names!

But in our Wild Field, dry winds

dry our lips, dry our souls.

They have made a madonna

of a prostitute, burnt our wooden temple.
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Mensanun mu. MizaHui mun y [Misi.

lepb — cTpaxoBMAano yepena i KiCToK.
| nignnmBae KPoB'l0 B APEBHIN KHUSI
KapMiH i yepBiHb ApEBHiX CTOPIHOK.

A us 3MMa — HEMOB CTOpiHKa bina.
A Bexa cepep cTeny — 3onorta.
Kpvno apxictpatura Muxaina

[o Hac y Ouke lNone 3anita.



lNen3aHe mbl. Bo3abMmeMcs 3a MOTbITW.

Nn3aHubl — 3HaeM LIAaTKUA CBOW LLIECTOK. ..

Ho npocTynaet KpoBblo B APEBHEN KHUTE
KapMuH 1 YyepBneH SICHO30PKMX CTPOK.

Benbim-6ena — 3emnsa B CHery 3actbina.
W nyy Hapgexabl 6aluHo 3onoTwT,
Korga apxuctpatura Muxauna
Kpbinio —
W B HaLLWX CTENK 3aneTuT.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

We are Pisans. We are Pisans in Pisa.
A national emblem is a skull-and-crossbones.
The scarlet and black of ancient pages
in an ancient book are soaked in blood.

But this winter is like a white page.
And a tower in the middle of a steppe

is golden.
The wing of the arriving archangel
Michael appears in our Wild Field.
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3ATYBNEHUA MAHYCKPUMNT

KuiBcbky 6ibnioTeky cnanuuu,

He AnekcaHapincbky, — TO 1 NPOCTATb.
A YOpHUN cHir, a 6ina ranuy —

Yxe 3 HopHoOunsa netaTb.

Kuis, KniB, Knie — He AdoiHw.

Ane n TyT moron i capaLuH.

| YopHMIA nonin YkpaiHu,

| ouMm i3 [laHTOBMX TEPLUH.

CHir y KoHui. BpaHeup Boni 11 YecTu
Mnaye, B Ty3i NOXUNUB YOnoO...
CnanuTn pykonuc. [loBecTty,

LLlo Hac Ha cBiTi 11 He Byno.

Y Ky ripky xaneny Bnun Tu,

| Npo BCe icTOpist 3MOBYNTD.

A BXe nanatTb MaHyCKpUMTU

| cHir 3 YopHoOUNA NeTuTb.

A lans cie YopHoGpwuBLi

MNocepen ntoTOT 31MMU,

| nnavyTb NTaxn-camosOMBLj,

LLlo6 mu 3ocTanucs. Jliogbmu...



YTPAYEHHbIA MAHYCKPUNT

B Knee 6mbnunoteky cnanuiub,
He B AnekcaHgpuu, — bor npocTuT.
Kak caxa, kak BOPOHbS1 3anexb —
CHer 13 YepHobbIns neTur.
Kues, Knes, Knes — He AduHBbI,
Ho u TyT moron n capauuH.
W yepHbI nenen YkpauHbl,
W obiM 13 [JaHTOBbIX TEPLUH.
CnaT cHera. He cnuT HEBOMBHUK YECTU —
Mnavet y BypxyWiku B CKOPOHbIN Yac...
XKru pykonuce! [lokaxem BmecTe,
YT0 He GbIno Ha ceeTe Hac!
AX, B KaKyto nepegernky Bnum Tbl,
Ho o TOM MCTOpUYK yMOMnYunT.
BoBcto nbinatoT MaHycKpunTl,
M cHer 4epHOObLINLCKUA NETUT.
A lans ceet 4YepHOOpUBLbI,
W nnayyT nocpeau 3vmbl
Mo Hac

NTEHUbI-CaMoyOunLbl,
YTtobbl NitoabMM OCTanuch Mbil. ..

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE LOST MANUSCRIPT

If you burn the Kyiv Library,

not the one at Alexandria — they’ll forgive you...
And the black snow and the white crows —
they are already in flight from Chernobyl.

Kyiv, Kyiv, Kyiv — is not Athens.

But even here are Mongols and Saracens.

And the black ashes of Ukraine,

and smoke from Dante’s tercets.

It's snowing in Koncha.

A recruit of freedom and honesty
is crying out of grief, tilting down his head.
To burn a manuscript — is to try to prove
that we have never existed in the world.
And what bitter trouble

you have gotten yourself into —
and how silent history will be about it all.
And already manuscripts are burning,
and the snow from Chernobyl is flying.
And a woman is sowing seeds of flowers
in the middle of a fierce winter,
and suicidal birds are crying
so that we will remain. As a people...
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IX AOMNTPO KPEMIHb

AOHKIXOT I3 IMMAHY

HapgueuTtuch Ha Bce B YKpaiHi,

| pykoto MaxHyTh Ha Bce...

Ha cTtapiin gepeHunuBin MaLlnHi
Ha Ob6yxiBCcbke BMIATU LLOCE.

byB 6u kiHb, sik OyBarno i3gaBHa, —
Mpockakae 6w nponatyi nita.

Tawm icTopisi, KaxyTb, HecnaBHa.
leorpadiqa, kaxyTb, He Ta.

ix GaraTo y gywy Hanisno!
MpuHecnun Ham cBoK HeMnoboB.
| B YOopHO3eMi — KpOB i 3ani30.
Bxe 1 3anisa HerycTo...

A kpoB
3abinie Big AycTy i XNOPKW.
| HiIXTO He Ha3Be Ha iM'4l.

...Y kpaiHi CepBaHTeca 1 Jlopku
3apobnisie kpaiHa mMos.

Ha MangaHi — naHoBe i naHii
He noginsate BiTuMsHy Hisk.

Ane 6yB yonosik yB EcnaHii,
Bce kngaBcb 3i CMCOM Ha BITPSK.
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AOHKMXOT C NIMMAHA

HacmoTpeTbcs Ha Bce B YkpanHe —
W B3goxHyTb: «[la kaTutech Bbl BCe!»
Ha cBoen gonoTtonHom maluvHe
Haobym nokatuTb no wocce.

Bbin 6bl KOHb — NPONTNCTHYN Obl, KaK rnasbl,

Tom nycTon — 3a BepCTOLO BepcTa.
3aeck uctopusi, geckatb, 6e3 cnasbl.
leorpacus — Toxe He Ta.

CKOnbKo B AyLLY YyXX1X noHanesno!
MpuHecnn Ham CcBOK HentoboBb.

B 4yepHO3emax — TO KpOBb, TO XKeneso.
YK HerycTo xenesa... A KpoBb
3abeneeT OT oycTa 1 XMNopKu:

KTo mbl, rae? Mocne Hac xoTb noton!

...Ha 3emne [JoH Kuxota u Jlopkun
YKpauHubl 6aTpadvaT B3axneb.
Ckopocnernoe NaHcTBO B CTONUue
He nogenut OTYM3HY HUKaK.

Ho Beab Obin e B MicnaHum poiuapb —
Bce knpancsi ¢ konbem Ha BeETpSIK.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

DON QUIXOTE OF THE ESTUARY

To look at everything in Ukraine,
and wave one’s hand at it and dismiss it...
To try to get onto the Obukhiv highway
in the noisy old car...
If | had a horse,

as | would have had in times past,
| would gallop through the lost years —
the years
that are our history and that, they say,

weren’t legendary,

the years
when our geography, they say, wasn't right.
They who brought us their animosity —
too many of them climbed into the soul!
And in the fertile black ground — iron and blood.
But now, not much iron...
and the cells of the blood
white because of powdered poison and chlorine —
and no one recognizable enough anymore
to be called by name.
To earn bread, the workers of my country
now go to the country of Cervantes and Lorca.
On Khreschatic Street in Kyiv,

“‘ladies” and “madams”
share the riches of the land with themselves.
And there was a man in Spain —
he threw himself along with a spear

into a windmill....
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MICAYHA COHATA - XXI

Tv npu micaui npana 6inuany,
Bce BigHOCKMB BypxnuBuii MOTIK...
...Je 1 konu 3arybms A BiTunsHy,
Hi4 Npu Micsaui, 3eMnto Lo, pik?

Ot i MaT mosa y moruni

Ha ropb6i, cepen pigHnx morun.
| CHi>XXWHKK 3niTatoTbes Oini,

A 3pgaBanocs: 30psiHA Nun.

Bce »xuTTH Bigknagae g Ha NOTIM:
Tam 3acHixeHi ropu i nic.

A XNUTTS Lile — MOB KUIBCbKUI NOTST,
I3 BEPLUMHM NETUTB Nif YKiC.

Ta MeHe Le He KNNYyTb Ha TPU3HY
CopoK YOpHMX MOTX COpPOKIB, —

e konuck A BigHangy BiTunany
Hap pikoto, B 6e304Hi pokiB.

...Hiv y lWnnoTi micauem csie,
lMonoHuHa nanae Big 3ip...

Bce Boaa i3 copoyku ammBae,
KBiTW 1 XpecTuku BTArye sup.

MonoHvHa nanae, nanae,
MepexoaaTb y XBUMi POKW.
TinbKkn XiHKa, SKOI Hemae,
Tuxo nnaye Hag BUPOM PiKW.



JTYHHASA COHATA-XXI

B nyHHOI peyke cTupana copoyky,
Cepebpsicb, yHOCUICA NOTOK.
...MNoTepsin s BonwebHy CTPOUKyY
n OTun3Hy B gyLle He cbeper.

Bot 1 mama YXKe 3a npenenom,

Ha XoIMe, B OKpYy>XeHbW POAHOM,
N CHeramu, Kak 3epkano Genbim,
3aHaBelleH pO,EI,I/ITeJ'IbCKVIIZ OOoM.

A nucan cBok CKOPYH NOBECTb —
0e3ornsaHo, BYEpPHe, HE BCEPbES...

Hy, a Xn3Hb — CITOBHO KMeBCKWUI noesa,
OT BepLUMHbI NETUT Nof OTKOC.

Ho noka He no3eanu Ha TpU3Hy
COPOK YepPHbIX MOUX COPOKOB, —

s1 Hanay v Tebsi, u OTYN3HY

B NTyHHOM MapeBe, B 6e3qHe BEKOB.

...Kak oT 3Be3q nonoHuHa cuser,
KaK NpubpeXHble TEHN TycTbl!
Bce Boaa ¢ BbILLMBAHKM CMbIBAET,
TAHET B OMYT LIBETbI U KPECTbl.

A gywia BCTpeneHeTcs B Hagexae,
1 yaada nomMaHuT pyKow,

TONBKO XEHLLMHA B NMYHHOWN ofexae
TUXO NMnadeT Hag ObICTPON PEKON.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

MOONLIGHT SONATA XXI

You, in moonlight, washed linen.
The swift stream carried away everything...
...Where and when did | lose my homeland —
and that moonlit night, that ground, that year?
Now my mother is in the grave,
on the hill among the graves
of those dear to me.
And the snowflakes fly downward together —
but it seems they are stardust.
| let myself postpone my life.
There — the snow
covered mountains and forest.
And life — is like a Kyiv train
rushing down a slope.
My forty years — like black magpies —
don’t yet call me to the funeral feast
at which | will return, through an abyss of years,
to my homeland above the river.
...The night in Shypot is moonlit.
The mountain valley blazes with stars...
The river water
washes away everything from a shirt,
and an eddy pulls
in the shirt’s flowers and crosses.

The valley blazes, blazes.

Years become the ripples of the river.
Only the woman who no longer exists
remains to cry quietly above the eddies.
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HEEBKNIAOBA TEOMETPIA

Tpucrta

Tin — B YeuHi, B pedhpwxepatopi.
Tino

B TapaluaHcbKkoMy nicky...

Kpecnutb Wo? — K 9ApbOHIN anbma matepi! —
eomeTp Ha guKoMy nicky?

Besronosa TiHb LEHTYypioOHa...

MwuTtb — Gesrnase Tino: Apximen.

Lo Tam He KaxiTb, a KPOB — YePBOHa,
Mope — YopHe. A XuUTTa — He mea.



HE3BKNMWOOBA rEOMETPUA

Tpucta Ten — B YeuHe, B pedpuxepartope.
Teno — noa Tapalleto, B fiecke.

YTto Tam 4epTut? — Kk 3abybeHHon matepu! -
eomeTp Ha ConNHeYHOM necke?

TeHb LeHTypuoHa Gesrornoea...
Bamax — 1 ronosa ynana c nnev! —
Apxumes...

A BCe Xe KkpoBb — 6arpoBa,

Xun3Hb — He meq.

XOTb B 3TOM He nepeub.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

NON-EUCLIDIAN GEOMETRY

Three hundred

bodies — in Chechnya in a refrigerator.
A body

in the Taraschansky forest...

And what the hell
does the mathematician outline
on the wild sand anyway?

The shadow of a centurion approaches...

A moment later —

Archimedes is a body and a cut-off head.
Whatever they say about events — blood is red;
the sea is Black. And life — is not honey...
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MAJIMA PEKBIEM

Bikropy 3asisioHy

JlackaBui 3anumk Bubirae 3 rato...
Un — 6inun KiHb...

A nosa HUMK — TUrp.
| NOpATYHKY BXe He A bGnarato,
Cama npupoga...

Oani ntume — TuTp.
3Himarite, 60 3HiMaeTe npupoay.
BoHa we €. BoHa we — epa 3 ep.

BiH 3aMoOBKaB i NMB X0NoaHy BoAy,
KynbraBunm 6or Hall, Tenepexmcep.

[, piaHnin 6paTt ManbyTHin kaTtacTpodi,
BiH myumBcs of cBiTOBMX CKOPOOT.

| ropaoBUTMIA GakpOoHIYHMI NpOdinb.

| B nocmiwiui, moB y MedicTa, — poT.

| Tak BiH TSXXKO NOXo4XKaB 3a KagpoM,
AX nig, Horamu yruHaBcs cTer.

| cboMM NOTOM CXoanB onepartop.
| NnasBCA CkaXeHO aCUCTEHT.

A CBIT He »aaB Hi TaiHW, Hi TalkHW.
Bynu xHuea. Kocuno xni6 ceno.
Bynu mawwuHu. Tpaktopu. KombainHu.
A 6inoro, rHigoro — He 6yrno.

| 3an4mK He apiMaB y NicoCcMyai...
BiH 3anuwmBca B TiM BECHAHIM OHi,
Konu ckoHaB nig nemetuem y nnyasi,
Ta Tak i 3anuwmnecs B 6OPO3Hi.



MATNbIA PEKBUEM
Bukropy 3aBusnoHy

«CHavana 3ai4uK BbIOEXUT N3 poLLU.
Her, 6enbin KoHb...

[MoToM, 32 HUMU — TUIP...

He q, He Mbl — cama npupoaa ponLleT:
crnacute, MOuT...

Oanblwe 6yaet TuTp.

CHumaewm, b6patupl, — 310 e npupoaal
Uem 3anoBeaHeN nec — TeM pexe cop...»

OH 3amorkan v Nun u3 Kpy>ku sBoay —
XPOMOW O4KaCTbIN Tenepexuccep.
BuTuinctBoBan, B rpagyLlen katactpoge
TONWM CBOK BECXUTPOCTHYHO 310CTb

N BAOXHOBEHHO-TopAenvBbIA Npoduss
CKITOHSIN Ha GakpoOHNYECKYIO TPOCTb.
[MoToM Wwaran, kak HULLMIA uMnepartop, —
NOBUM BbICOKON UCTUHBI MOMEHT!..

W3HeMoran oT nota oneparop
N MaTepurcs B CrvHY aCCUCTEHT.

A MUp He XXgan HXU TanHCTBA, HU TalHbI.
LLina »xaTtBa, cobuparno xneb ceno.

Bce ObIno: xaTku, TpakTopbl, KOMOaHbI.
A Genoro, rHeforo — kak Hasno!

W 3aiunkoB He BMaena okpyra:
MUWHYBLLUUM NETOM, B YTPEHHEN poce,
normb, crnenoro He 3amMeTUB NIyra,
nocrnegHun 3asu, B fieconosnoce.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A LITTLE REQUIEM
1o Victor Zavizion

An affectionate hare comes out of the forest...
Or maybe a white horse...
And after — a tiger.
And it's not me pleading for mercy
but nature itself...
After, the end credits of a movie will come.
Film this because it is nature you film.
It still exists. It is still an era of eras.

He stopped talking and drank cold water,

our lame god, the movie director.

He, a brother to a future catastrophe,

was tortured by the world’s sorrows.

A proud Byronic profile.

A smile on his lips — like Mephistopheles’.

He paced so heavily behind a camera frame
that even the steppe sank down under his feet.
A cameraman sweated heavily.

An assistant director scolded furiously.

The world didn’t wait for a mystery, nor a secret.
It was harvest time. A village cut down wheat.
Cars were there. Tractors. Combines.

But a white horse, a sorrel horse — weren't there.
And a little hare didn’t dream in a forest...

That hare remained in the spring day

when he died under a plough blade

and lay there in a furrow.
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A pexwcep... Binomo — pexxucepu

CBii BNacHWI CBIT BiAKPUIOTb HABMaHHS.
— Bu wo 3a ntoau, Bawy? Bu xumepn?
Ta a nnoBaB Ha Bawi eHTeepw!

Hema 3anuncebka? 3HIiMEMO KOHS!

...Hac ,rasuk” muaB. Bitpununa gopora,
MOB OKeaHCbKa XBWUIIS HAaC Hecna.

| niHist narna, Jitka i cTpora,

Ha ninito B1ucokoro yona.

CTtoBnu BycCibi4 posbiranuck, Girnu.
MognsiB, Kyam Bac, Xnondi, 3aHece...

| pantom — 6ine, 6ine, 6ine, 6ine
Y YopHiM Kagpi YOPHOro Lwoce.

(... Hawo Tu, KoHto, KOHMKY? HaBiwwo?
Mowo ip>kaHHA xanibHe TBOE?

Ham Tak ycim npucygkeHo HaBivHO:
[Hopora B niogn n BuBege, i B6’e.

Mwu Ha woce ogHaki — 1 KiHb, | BEPLUHUK.
Apmapa aBT. Enoxa aBTtoep...)

| BiH cxunmecs. BiH 3annakaBe BnepLue,
KynbraBum 6or Hall, Tenepexucep.

Hapomxenun y nywi, B binopyci,
Y cnanaxax, y KpoBi, Y BilHi,
BiH Ha ii 6ineHbKOMY 06pYCi
lMpomyas, HEMOB Ha BifIOMY KOHi.



Ho pexwuccep!..

Y HUX CBOM MaHepb!:

OyLlyeT NpuxoTb, N €e — He TPOHb!
«[a A nneBan Ha BaLllKN «3HT33PbI»!
Het 3anua? —

3HauuT, B Kagpe byaeT KoHb!..»

PaamatbiBanach xapkasi gopora,

KaK KMHOMNEHTAa, B HOMM HaM Tekna.
JleTen «yasuk», nunkasa Tpesora
3BEHeNa HeMOABWXKHO, Kak nyena, —

1 Mbl TAHYNUCb OyXOM OpobenbiM

K HageXHOCTM KOMBanHOBbLIX acKaap...

Ho Bapyr B3opBancs —
O6enbiM, 6enbiM, 6enbiM! —
nocHswmnca acgansToBbIN CTOM-Kagp.

(...Hy, kak xe Tak?

Opyxuwe, pagm 6ora,

BCTaBaW, KOHeK, Mol benblii, Mol cegoin!
OpHa 1 Ta e poBHas gopora

BbIBOOUT B NIOON — U TpO3nNT Beomn.

Tbl MO LWOCCE XOTEN NPOMYaThCs fnXo...
Apwmagpl... ABTOOpAbI... uknin xop...)

Mbl Crpyaunuck, 1 TyT 3annakan TUxo
XpOMOW Haw Gor, HaLl Tenepexuccep.

PoamBLumiica B 3agbIMAEHHON, CMepPTEbHON
3eMnsiHke, B benopyccuu, B BoHe,

OH Ha CBOEeM noluagike camoaesibHOn
MeuTas O HacCTOSILLEM CKaKyHe.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

And the movie director...
It's known how directors
will open their inner world
without thinking they are opening it:
- What is it with you people? What the hell?
| spit on your new technologies!
No hare? Film a horse!
...We drove a little car called GAZ.
The road carried us
as if it were an ocean wave.
And a line, distinct and severe, scored itself
into a line on his high forehead.
Telephone poles were scattering
in all directions, running
and seeming to be saying,
Where will the road take you, guys..?
And suddenly — white, white, white, white
in the black camera frame of the black road.
(...Why did you do that, horse? For what reason?
Why your mournful neighing?
It is predicted for us forever:
The road to the people will nurture you;
it will also kill you.
Horse and rider — they are the same on this road.
An armada of automobiles.
An “auto era” epoch...).
And he bent down. He cried for the first time,
our lame god, the movie director.
Having been born in the land
of the thick forests of Belorussia
during the time of bombing, and blood, and war,
he galloped across his land’s white tablecloth
as if on a white horse.
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(... Tebe, mit KOHIO, ogpuaaTN Mano.

T He BMUpaMK, X04 CTO pa3 NoOMUpas.

O, Ak Tebe HaM, KOHIo, He cTa4ano,

Ak a9 coboto no BiViHi opas.

3acianu 3emnuuto MiHu 1 Kyni.

Kpisb 6igHi cxoan npopocTana cranb.

e 1 meHWwwnn BpaTrk Ha rapmaTHim gyni,
B konucui nonoTHsHIN BUpoOCTaB.
CkaniyeHi TBOi GineHbki Horu.

He Tux wykaB T, KOHIO Mil, 4OPIT...).
KiHb posymiB. | niginMaBcb 40 HbOrO.

| napas. | nigBecTucA He Mir.

B oyax ctosinu cnbo3un, He BoauLs.

ByB feHb Ak AeHb. He B nekni, He B palo...

| MOBMB XTOCb:

— A B MEHE € pyLUHMLSA.

[asanTe, xnonuji, s horo Ao6’to.
XTO fopikHe, Wo Mu noro younn?
Bigbiraecs, BigMy4mnBcs — i Bce.

...30ViK rarnbm.

| pexucep.

YepBoHe 11 Gine

Y YopHiM Kagpi HOpHOro Lwoce.



(Mown 6enorpuvBbli, YTO € TOBOI CTanock?
He ymupaw — nycTb cTo cmepTen B cyabbe!
O, kak Tebsa HaM, KOHI0, He xBaTaro,

Korga naxanu 3emnio Ha cebe!

3acesanu 3eMnuuy MyHbI, Nynu,

CKBO3b BCXOAbl CTalnb pasurna Hanosar,
BpaTtuLika MO Ha opyanHOM ayrne

B POrOXXHOW Konblbenbke BbipacTan.

3a4deM xe 30ecCb Tbl, KOHb MOW, O4YTUIICA —
30eCb NepekpecTok He TBOUX JOPOTr...)

KoHb noHuman. M KoHb NOAHATLCA TLLUIICS.
W nagan. N nogHATLCSA OH HE MOT.

LiBenu rnasa B KpOBaBOW MeLLAHUHE.
TaHyna cTenb Menoanto CBOK...

W KTO-TO MOonBun:

— EcTb pyxbe B maluvHe,

[asante, xnonupl, s ero 4ooLH,
YK€ He OXMBUTb, YTO XOYellb Aenan,
oTberancd, OTMy4uncs, Kak BCe...

Buar wuH!..

U — pexuccep.

U — kpacHo-6enbii

yAap

B CTOM-Kape YepPHOro LLIOCCeE.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

(...t is not enough to lament for you, my horse.
Don’t die, even though you died
a hundred times before.
Oh, how we felt our need for you, horse,
how | myself ploughed the ground of the war.
Land mines and bullets sowed the land.
Between the poor young shoots of wheat,
steel grew.
And the youngest brother grew up
in a canvas cradle and at the mouth of a cannon.
Your white legs are injured.
It was not those roads
you were looking for, my horse...)
The horse understood. And the horse got up.
And fell. And couldn’t get onto its legs again.
Tears welled in the eyes.
It was an ordinary day.
It was neither hell, nor heaven...
And somebody said:
— | have arrifle.
Guys, let me finish him off.
Who will blame us for killing him?
He’s finished running,
he’s finished being tortured — that’s all.
...A shriek of brakes.
And the movie director.
Red and white
in the black camera frame of the black road.
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AHTUKBapHa YapymHa 3erneHoro ckna.

I3 Takol TV NUB, SIK NPUXOAMB Ha TPUSHY.

A pika lepaknita Tekna i Tekna.

| 3a6yB A KoHA. A Tenep — i BiTunsHy.

LLlo Byno meHi pigHe — HaBikun yyxe.

YBOCTaHHE npoLansHo pigHo obinmalo...

Tak HeBXxe Hi BiTynaHun, Hi lwiabni?
Hesxe

Tinbkn Yapka Ha Tpu3Hi, kozaye Mamato?



AHTUKBapHasi Yapka NIUToro cTekna.

NoMHI0, MU N3 Takor NOMUHAIbHOE 3€enbe.

A peka lepaknuta Tekna n Tekna.
Mo3abbin g KoHSA. U ropumT MHE NoxMernbe.

Bce, uTto poguHom 6bino, — YyXXon KapaBan.

Mpunagato B cnesax

K paBHogyLwHon OTUYM3He.

AX, HEYXXTO HaBeKku, kazaye Maman,
Hu OTuYmn3HbI, HM cabnu —

JInwb yapka Ha TpuaHe?

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

*k%k

An antiquarian cup made of green glass...

You drank from such a cup

when you came to the funeral feast.

But Heraclitus’s river flowed and flowed.
As for me, | forgot a horse —

and now forget my homeland.

What was close to my heart

is now foreign forever.

For the last time, | embrace my relatives...

Is it true

that there is no homeland, no sabre?

Is it true, cossack Mamay,

that there is only a cup at a funeral feast?
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BOXOJMMHA ENETIA

Jlita GnykaHb, CyMHi i MapHi,
BoHu Gynu — moB He Gynu.

...B npuMopCLKin COHAYHIN KaB’sapHi
Mw 30n0Te BMHO nunu.

A OHi OCiHHiI NOYMHaNUCb...

B conogkun 4ac, rpixoBHuin 4Yac
MpocBivyBano coHLe Hackpisb

| ocsiBano coHue Hac.

Ane ToAi, 9K 3rycTok cBiTna,
Ak 3rycTok coHus i Tenna,

HemoB 30pi mana kpuxiTka,
[o Hac npunuHyna 6axona.

A OopKinka KBiTOYKM LIyKana
B TicHi kaB’apHi Ha cToni,

Ak BUrvH cpibHoro nekana,
Ha 6igHin, pigHin uin semni.

Bboxona ynana Ha KoniHa...
Moaymanocs: oT kiHo!

A 4n 30ps, a um ogMmiHa,

To Bce 0Q1HO, TO BCE OAHO.
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MrHoBeHus1 GnaroroBeHbs

nepeg yTpadeHHbIM A4aBHO...

B npumopckoi conHevHon kodenHe
Mbl MUIN CriagKoe BUHO.

OceHHuIn Xmenb 6poaun No BeHam,
N B AICHbLIN NpeaBeYepHuii Yac
NnpocBeYvMBarno, kKak peHTreHoM,

N OCEHSINO COrHLEe Hac.

n BOPYI, NepeKrnkadacCb C TOCTOM,
B 4eCTb yxoasdulero tenna,
cnendawunm CImiMTKOM aBryCtoBCKMM
Had HaMu BChMbIXHYyNa nyenal

OHa nnbina, oHa npocuna
XOTb 3ano3ganoro upetkal
Ee HeuncTOBas cuna

Obina HanpacHa v cnagka.

O, KaK uBeTacTo Balle nnarbe!
Muyena c nneya crnonana Ha rpyadb...
He Hapgo, Munas, He nnavste —

Bbl He XOTenu obmMaHyTb!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

AN ELEGY FOR A BEE

The years of wanderings, sad and in vain,
passed by
and now it as if they never existed.

...In the sunny seaside cafe

we drank golden wine.

The days of autumn began...

In the sweet time, the blissful time,
the sun shone through us

and lit us up.

Like a concentration of light,

like a concentration of sun and warmth,
like a little bit of sunrise,

a bee came flying to us.

The bee searched the table

in the crowded cafe for flowers,
the bee made arcs

of a silver drafting curve

over this poor dear land.

The bee fell into our laps...

A thought crossed my mind:
This is not real!

Whether a dawn, or a change —
it is the same, the same..
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Konu npuniT i 3niT 3 Hi3Bigku,
CToXanbHun xanb Tede nponme.
Ane 6gxona LWyKae KBiTKM,

A KBiTKa — none ue Hime.
Crtonyxo Bnbyxae 3eneHb

| 3aBMMpaEe 3enexb Us...

A A npoly 6mpkoni NpU3eMIeHHs,
LLlo6 Bce cnovaTKy 1 OO KiHUS.
Cnouatky 11 6e3 KiHu4...



Ee npunet — u3 HMotkyaa,

HO noyemy BonbHen cTokpaT?
JleTuT nuena, v xaxget Yyga —
HO capg oTugern,

1 BblUBEN caa.

B kakvne 6e3gHbl BeTpoM BpoLlueHa
no6Bn GecueHHasd nbinbLa...
BepHuco, nuena,

BEPHUCb, XOpoLLlas,

Ha4YyHeM c Havana,

[0 KoHLUa.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

When the place of an arrival

and the place of a departure

is nowhere, then you are pierced

as with a hundred stings of sadness.

The bee is searching for a flower,
but the only flower is this mute field.
Greenness explodes in its all power,
then this greenness goes still...

And | pray for the bee’s landing

so that everything

may begin and come to its end.
May begin and never end...
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OVWKUA MEQL

Yepes TpuausTb, Yepe3 COpok, Yepes
[T’'atoecaTt o3BeLlcs TU MEHI...

[uvknin men isgaBHa 3BETLCS BEpeEC.
BepecHeBi Halli HoYi 1 gHi.

LLle He ocCiHb, ane Bxe He niTo,
[MaByTUHKM CpiBHOI CTpyHa...

A no BiHUg, l'ocnogn, HaNUTO

Ham 6yno i meay, i BUHa...



OUKUA MEQ

Yepes TpuauaTb, Yepes COpokK, Yepes
MsATbAECAT ayKHELIbCS B OTBET...

[uvkun men y Hac 30BeTCS Bepec.
Crnapok ceHTA0pst MeqoBbIV CBET.
M He oceHb, 1 yxe He NneTo,
MMayTuHKa OpOrHeT, Kak CTpyHa...
A Begb 6bino, Nocnogu, HanUTo
[o kpaeB u meaa, u BuHal..

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

WILD HONEY

In thirty, in forty, in
fifty years, you will still echo within me...

Since ancient times,

in our tongue the word for wild honey

has been the same

as for the first month of autumn.

Our nights and days are a sweet September.
I's not autumn —

but already it's no longer summer.

It's a spider web’s silver violin string...

Our lives have been filled to the rim for us
with honey and wine...
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Y noesii He OyBae KONEKTUBHOrO aBTOpA, SIK 'y TeaTpi Y B KIHO: KOXXEH Npo-
MOBH€E Bifi CBOro iMeHi, 3 BEepLUIMHM CBOro TanaHTty. Ane HaBiTb CBITOBI BENUYUHU
3anuwmnucs 6 y YacoBumx, €THIYHMX pamMKax i He cTanu 6 HagbaHHSAM yCbOro NacTBa,
skOn He 3a3By4anun MoBamMn 6NN3bKMMU | BigganeHnMn, agxe HaBiTb Y HANMEHLLIOMY
Hapogai-nnemeHi 3aBXan LeHTpanbHUM € cninbHoNAckLKe. Tenep, konu YkpaiHa ctana
n konuckot MixkHapoaHoT acouiauil NMCbMEHHULbKNX cninok «Crnoeo 6e3 KopaoHIiBY,
i cnpaBai HacTaB Yac MICTY i CBITY SBUTW HaLly BeNUKY NOETMYHY poboTy: gacTb bor,
i us aHTonoris - «[lBa 6eperm» - Oyae noOMiveHa B Pi3HUX KpaiHax, Ae noesid B byab-
SIKOMY MOBHOMY €KBiBasfeHTi BiAKpMBae cepud, BiAKpUBAE Lini MaTepuku KpmunaToro
cnoBa. CaitnaHi lweHko ta Pacceny TopHTOHy 3 KaHagm 3aBgsdyto MosBOKO L€l
YHIKasibHOI KHUTW.

CnpaBgi, NOeTUYHE CMOBO HISKUMW KOPAOHAMM HEe 3YMUHUTU — ue Bigyynu i
3po3yMinn mMygpi MeueHatu aHtonorii — ['epon YKpaiHu, reHepanbHUM OUPEKTOop
TOB «HibynoH» O.0O. Bagatypcbkuin i mep Mukonaesa B.[]. Yaika .

Omntpo KpemiHb

doto Ha obknaguHui OnekcaHagpa Kpemka Ta Omutpa JlacklHa



Pag Tomy, 4TO MHOroneTHsis Apyxba C BbICOKOTANaHTIMBbLIM YKPaUHCKUM
noatom Amutpom KpemuHem, Kpome HacnaxpgeHus TBopyeckuM oblieHnem, gana
CTOMb BELECTBEHHbIN pe3yrnbTar.

NckpeHHe Gnarogapto Tex, KTO NoMor 3TO HEOObIYHOW KHUre YBUAETb CBET:
mMonoayto noarteccy u cdovnosnora dapuHy bepesnHy n3 Hukonaesa, kuesnsH Cepres
WrnatoBa u pera KpacHoBa, o6WUMM yCunmsiMmn KOTopbIX poauiachk aHrnos3bi4Has
Bepcus.

NCTUHHBIM COaBTOPOM KHUIM CHUTAD HUKONAEBCKOro XyaoXHMKa AnekcaHgpa

MnaTtbeBa, cymeBLUEro NO-CBOEMY MPOYYBCTBOBATb M YBUAETHL COBO.
OTOT 3ambicenn He cMor Obl peanu3oBaTbCcs ©0e3 nNogAepXKKUM U3BECTHOro
npeanpuHumaTens u meueHata— reHepanbHoro gupektopa OO0 CIT «HABYJTOH»,
lepos YkpauHbl Anekcea AdpaHacbeBunya Bapatypckoro n Hukonaesckoro mapa
Bnagumupa Omntprnesuya Yamku.

Cnacubo scem!
Brnagumup lNy4kos.

doTo Ha 0bnoxke Anekcangpa Kpemko n mutpua JlackuHa.
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BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB

CMACEHHOE CJ10BO

«bor — eguH, — roBopto Npu cnyvae NpaBoCNaBHOMY U KaTOMMWKY, MYyCYNbMaHVHY 1
nygeto. — MNMpocTo Mbl obpallaemcs k HeMy Ha pasHbIx si3blkax».

Moa3ns — eguHa. 3T1o A roBopto cebe. OHa — BHe Hac. OHa Nopol ogapseT HacC CBOEWN
3HEpreTMYeCcKom NoANUTKOM, AapuT cebst 6eccrnoBecHO: KaXaomy — Mo Bepe ero. A Mbl
TONbKO Npuaaem en opMy: KTO — B KpacKax, KTO — B TaHLe, KTO — B KaMHe. ..

Mo3aTbl HAXOOAT eV BOMMOLLEHME B CrOBax M 3ByKax. Kaxxabivi — B CnoBax U 3ByKax
CBOETO fA3blKa, B apXxeTunax CBOen 3eMru, B MOHSATUSIX CBOEro Hapoaa.

Tak 4TO BCe Mbl — NepeBoaYMkN. Kak roBapusanv BCTapb — «Tonmaym». TornkoBatenu.
PetpaHcnaTopbl 6eccnoBecHo ropHen 3HepPrun — Ha A3bIK CMOB.

Waes aTol KHMrv Bo3HMKNa Tor4a, Korga yxKe Hakonunach Kputmdeckas macca
martepuana.

Mel gpy>xum ¢ OmuTpom KpeMmHem 0obpbix Tpy AecaTka feT, Haln JyXOBHbIE MUPbI
B3aMMOMpPOHMLIaEMbI, OHN MOAMNUTBLIBAOTCA U3 OOHUX UCTOYHUKOB, MO3TOMY NEPEBOAUTL
OpYr Apyra aAnst Hac Bcerga Obino AenoM NpuBbIYHBIM M eCTEeCTBEHHbIM. Moun cTuxu
B nepeBogax AmuTtpa KpeMuHs, ero ctuxu B MOMxX nepeBofax — nyonmkosanucb Ha
NPOTSDKEHUN 3TUX TPUALATA NET B NIMTepaTypHbIX u3gaHusax. Ham nogymanocs: aa,
NoaTbl MO NPMPOAE CBOEW — CONUCTLI, HO pa3Be HEBO3MOXEH Ay3T CONUCTOB?

[nsa Hawux geten — monodoro yyeHoro-gunonora Tapaca KpemnHs, moen godepu-
CTYOEHTKM AHHBI U CbiHa-oMHaHcucTa pera, Kak U Ans X CBEPCTHUKOB, BbIPOCLUMX
nocre KpyLueHWUsi TOTanuTapHoW, ypaBHUBABLLEW BCEX, COBETCKON MMMEPUN — YXKE
€CTECTBEHHbI U paBHO POAHbI YKPAUHCKUIA U PYCCKUI A3bIKW, A U MUPOBOW aHIITMNCKUIA
1M He Yyxg. Korga nonutrku, B CBOMX MHTEPECaX HaXMMasi Ha «A3bIKOBbIE» KIaBULLIM,
NbITATCA TONKaTb NIoAEN U3 KPAaNHOCTM B KPAHOCTb, Mbl Mpeasiaraem CBOK BEPCUIO
— HET, He peLLEeHNst 3TOW YyBCTBUTENBHON A1 COBPEMEHHON YKpauHbl Npobnemsl, HO —
KOHCTPYKTMBHOIO OTHOLLUEHMS K HE.

Mel npegnaraem Tpy Bepcumn — Ha BbIOop. OHM HE COMEPHUYALOT, Kak MUTUHTYIOLLME
TOMMbl — CTEHKA Ha CTeHKy. OHM — B3aUMOMNpPOHMLIaEMbI, AOMOMHAT M oborallaT CnoBo
— CMNoBOM.

Bnadumup lMy4ykoe



CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

CNACEHHE CIoBO

«bor — eauHUI, — Kaxxy Npu Harogi NpaBoOCNaBHOMY i KATONMKY, MYCyfibMaHWHY Ta
iyaeto. — NpocTo Mu 3BepTaeMmocs 40 HbOro pisHMMn MoBamm».

Moesis — eanHa. Lle g kaxy no cebe. BoHa — no3a Hamu. BoHa yacom o6gapoBye Hac
CBOEK EHEPreTUYHO MilLto, gapye cebe 6e3cnoBecHO: KOXXKHOMY — Mo Bipi noro. A mu
TiNbKM HAgaeMo i opmMu: XTo — y dpapbax, XTo — B TaHLi, XTO — B KAMEHi...

lMoeTn 3HaxoasTb i1 BTiNEHHS B cnoBax i 3Bykax. KoxHuiA — B crioBax i 3Bykax CBOEI
MOBW, B apxeTunax CBOEI 3eMIli, B MOHSATTAX CBOrO Hapoay.

Tak Wwo BCi MM — nepeknagadi. Ak MOBNANM B JaBHUHY — «TOBKMadi». Triymadi.
PeTpaHcnaTopu ropHbOi eHeprii — Ha MOBY ChiB.

loes uiel kHUrn BMHUKNA TOA|, KOMW BXe HarpoMagunacs KputuyHa maca matepiany.

Mwu ToBapuwyemo 3 [Imutpom KpemiHem [oOGpuX Tpu OECATKM NiT, HaLli AYXOBHi CBITU
B3aEMO MPOHMKaKOYi, BOHW NigKPINAOKTLCA i3 OQHUX DpKepen, TOMY nepeknagaTtu oguH
O[QHOro Ans Hac 3aBLle 6yno cnpaBol 3BUYHOM | NpupoaHoto. Mol BipLui B nepeknagax
OmuTpa KpemiHsa, noro Bipwwi B MOiX nepeknagax nyonikyBanmcb NpOTAroM Lux TpuauaTm
niT y nitepatypHux BuaaHHaX. Ham nogymanocsk: Tak, MOeTu 3a CBOE NPUPOLOH0 —
cornicTtu, ane xiba HEMOXNMBWIA OyET COriCTiB?

[nsa Hawwx giten — monogoro B4eHoro-ginonora Tapaca KpemiHs, MO€Ei JOHEYKu-
CTyOeHTKM AHHM i cMHa-biHaHeucTa Tpera, K | 4ns iX POBECHUKIB, SiKi BAPOCN Micrs
Kpaxy ToTaniTapHoi, sika 3piBHIOBana BCiX, pagsHCLKOI iMnepii, — BXXe NPUPOAHI i
O[HAKOBO PiAHi yKpaiHCbKa Ta pocCiicbka MOBW, BTiM, | CBITOBA aHriCbKa iM He Yyxa.

Konu nonitkun, B CBOIX iHTEpecax HAaTUCKYOUYM Ha « MOBHI» KMaBilli, HaMararlTbCs
LUTOBXaTW NI0AEN i3 KpaNHOLLIB Y KparlHOLLi, MM NPOMNOHYEMO CBOIO BEPCIitO — Hi, HE
BMpILLEHHS Liei BonicHOT onsi cyvacHoi YKkpaiHu npobrnemMu, ane — KOHCTPYKTUBHOTIO
CTaBfneHHSA Jo Hel.

Mwu nponoHyemo Tpu Bepcii — Ha B1Gip. BOHN — He B MPOTUCTOSAHHI, K HATOBMNU
MITUHrapiB — CTiHKa Ha CTiHKY. BOHM — B3aEMONPOHMKIMBI, LOMOBHIOKTDL | 306aravyoTb
CMnoBO — CIIOBOM.

Bonodumup lMyykoe



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB

THE WORD RESCUED

“God is common, — | use to say to an orthodox, catholic or Moslem believer. — We just
apply to Him in different languages”.

The poetry is common too. This is what | often say to myself. It is beyond us. It may
sometimes grant us with its energy flow — grant in a speechless way, and each of us is
granted according to his faith. And we only give shape to it: in paints, dance or stone...

Poets try to embody it through words and sounds. And each of us embodies it in his
own Mother tongue, within the archetypes and notions of his nation.

We are translators in fact. Interpreters, in the old meaning of the word. Commenta-
tors. We all work as transmitters of speechless Supreme Energy trying to express it in
words.

The idea of this book occured to me as soon as the critical mass of material had been
collected.

We are friends with Dmytro Kremin’ for more than thirty years, and our spiritual worlds
are interconnected being fed from the same sources, and this is the reason why it has
always been so easy and natural for us to translate our verses in kindred languages.

My verses have been translated by Dmytro and his verses in my translations have
been widely published for these thirty years in different publications. The idea behind it
was simple: if every poet is a soloist, why not trying a duet of soloists?

Ukrainian and Russian are Mother tongue for our children: young scientist Taras
Kremin’, my daughter Ann (a student) and Greg (my son, a financier), and English is not
foreign for them too. All of them were born after the totalitarian Empire had collapsed.
And now when the politicians try to tamper with the existing language barriers to push
people from one extreme to another - we offer our own version. It is not an immediate
remedy for this problem of the modern Ukraine, but rather a way to address it in the
most positive manner.



CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

We give here three versions for your convenience. Please choose the right one for you.
They are not opposite as it happens in riots when one crowd opposes the other. No, they
are interrelated and designed to enrich and complement one another, word by word.

Vladimir Puchkov



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB

OOMUCCEN

MoTepsBLUEMY POOUHY-MaTb —
[Onro NnbiTb HA OCKNM3on gocke,
W OONMbITh, Y CNAc&HHO ApemaTtb
Ha 3epPHMCTOM OIibBUMCKOM MecKe,
1 noka uTunnek He norac,
MOTbINTbKOBOMY 6pun3y BHUMATb. ..
HenpununyHo ckopbeTb Hanokas
noTepsiBLUEMY POAMHY-MaTb.

Bpewms ctewet 3ybubl 1 pybubl

B CMHYyCOMAY BOSH 1 XONMOB.

He HekTap 13 LBETOYHOW MbINbLbl —
nen BUHO U3 KO3MWHbIX MeXOB!

W, BNepsicb B CbIPOMSITHYIO MYTb,
KOpeLLOoK, HenpuBuUTbIN nober, —
noxanewn CBO POAUHY-MaTb,
NoTepsiBLUYIO CbiHa HaBek!

3amecu Ha 3eMINSHKY camMaH,
npuronybs Monoguuy B COKY,

He Xanes ANUTHbIX CeMSIH,
UCTOMKN ee CTyny B MyKy!

W korga nogpymsiHUTCS Kpan
ropu3oHTa B NNaBUNbHOWN Neyn, —
Ha crnaceHHoun kndape mrpan

N cnaceHHoe CroBO LWenyu.



ONICCEHN

Tw, XTO HEHbKY-BiT4M3Hy 3rybmse —
Minbepun kopabenbHy OOLLKY,

| 4O paHKy B NiBCOHHI MOTUB

Hacnyxaw Ha onbBiNCbKIM MNiCKY.

| 4OMOKW e XKeBpi€e MHIT

| meTenukom nypxae 6pus,

He kpuBnsmncb, MOB 3 OpXxecTpw, y CBIT —
B ubomy CBITi 3amarno BiTYM3H.

Crewe XpoHoc py6ui i 3ybui

B cuHycoigy xeunb i ropbis.

He HekTap, i He meq B Monoui —
MniA BUHO i3 KO354MX MiXIB.
CVpOM’'SITHO Y LIbOMY Kpato
BoapuTb B ronoBy oyx TOMOKHa.
Moxanin Tm BiTunsHy ceoto,

Bbo yTpatuna cuHa BoHa.

3amicy Ha 3eMIIsiHKY CTO [TNH,
O6epHU MONOAMLIO B XKOHY,

| BO6ipHUX Bi3bMWN HACIHWH —
Byt 6opoluHoM Tpeba 3epHy.
| konw 3apymM’AHUTLCA Kpaw
[Opn30OHTY B NNaBUIbHIN Neui,
Ha kidbapi BpsitoBaHin rpan

| cnaceHHi cnoea Lwenoyu.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

ODISSEY

He, who lost his motherland,

shall long sail on a slippery piece of wood
And until morning shall be, saved,
dreaming in the grainy sand of Olvia,
And, while the candle doesn’t go out,
listen to the butterfly-infused breeze...
He, who lost his motherland,

shouldn’t exhibit his sorrow.

Time will hack the peaks and ridges
into a sinusoid of waves and hills.

Not the nectar from flower dust —

drink wine from goatskin sacks!

And, looking forward

into uncomprehensible intransparency,
you, a root, an uncultivated offshoot —
Feel sorry for your motherland,

who lost its’ son forever!

Prepare some material

for building a house in the earth.
Make a juicy lass satisfied,

Without regret for your elite seed,
crush her corn into flour!

And when the edge of the horizon
becomes pink in the melting furnace —
Play on your rescued kifar

and whisper the saving word.



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB
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Y1066l BCMOMHUTL (haMurbHY0 MOLLb,
noTepsiBLUEMY POAMHY-MaTb
HaBaXJeHbe ONMBKOBLIX POLL,

HaJo0 NMapyCHOW XXMeHen nommaTb!

M B 3anane 3acTonbHbIX beceq —
BbINTW BOH, HAKMOHSICb Y ABEPEN,
YTOObI 34ELUHMUIA CHACTNUBLIN cocen,
310N cnesbl He 3aMeTuUN TBOEW.



LLlo6 srapaTtn dhaminbHy MoryTb

| — WO HeHbKy-BiTunsHy 3rybus,
OnuBkoBKX raiB KanamyTb

TW y >XMEH!0 BITPUIBHY 3M10BUB.

| B 3anani 3actonnsa — opn 0in,
Bungew panTtom y ABepi Haasip.
o6 wacnueuii TyTeLwLHi cycig
He BO3Hic Lo cnbo3y B Norosip...

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

To remember the family power —

the one, who lost his motherland,

Should catch the dream of olive groves

into his sail-like grasp.

And in the middle of conversation at a table —
walk out, bowing down at the door

So that the local happy neighbor

doesn’t notice your angry tear.

11



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB
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BOAPDBILLHUK

Fae noxrnu ycaabby agmupana
B OEBATLCOT BecnamsTHOM rogy,
Mbl pocnu, aywa He obmupana,
NbsHO LBEN GOAPLILHUK B caay.

3aecb BOOUNM B NPATKA, TEMHOIUKN,
Npenkn, YCKoNb3HyBLUNE U3 paM.
BbiBOOKM cagoBoO 3eMIAHUKN

rycTo paccensinucb Mo sipam.

Hap MNcuxen TpecHysLen durypkon
Konbixanack 6enas nyHa...

MamsaTb, Tbl CyXON 3MEUHOW LLIKYPKOW
B CHagobbsa AaBHO uctonyeHal

AoMupana HOYKOK MOroXemn
yTONnTanM MepTBOro B MELLOK.
MpopacTET y GapbIWHU NOA, KOXEN
NMbSHOrO MaTpoCa KOPELLOK.



rmia

[le 3ropis maeTok agmipana

B nep’aTcoT ssikoMycb poLi, Tam
Mwu pocnu, gywa He 3aBmupana,
[TaHo rnig B cagoyky naxHyB HaM.

B niXkmypku TyT rpanu TeMHonuui

Mpenku, 3 pam yTekni, HamMm Ha cTpax.

BuBoaku cafoBoi CyHMLi
lycTo nocenunucs B gpax.

A lMcuxel TpicHyTa dirypka,
MicsiuHe y Hebi nonoTHo...
Mam’'siTe, cyxa 3MilHa LIKypKa
Bxxe B yap-3inni Buyaxna gasHo.

Apamipan B OCTaHHiln 060pOoHi.
Houi y 3arpaBax — i KiHeLb.
MpopocTe y NaHHOYKM Y NOHiI
[TaHoro maTpoca KopiHeLlb.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

HAWTHORN

Where admiral’s estate was put on fire
In nineteen... whatever year it was,
We grew up,

and souls were clean of numbness,
And the hawthorn blossom was so wild.

It was here that ancestors in twilight
Left their frames

to hide and seek with us,
Where shoots of runaway strawberries
So thickly clustered in ravines.

Moon that time was so pale and shaky
Over the Psyche’s figure cracked...
Memory, your skin of snake so crispy
Ages ago was pounded for drugs.

Night was nice

when admiral’s dead body
Was dragged out,

and trampled down in bag.
Drunken seaman’s root will now grow,
Grow up under young lady’s skin.

13
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MUYMAH B.WU. JAIb B HUKOJNAEBE (1823)

[apHN30HHbIN HOAOPD.

OdumuepLum cTpagatoT MUTPEHAMMN.
KomaHgumpckne ctaBHu

cever negsHas Kpyna.

BeicTynatoT B noxog

odmuepukm ¢ 6pura «MuHrpenusay,
UM ye3gHble GaphbILLHKN

OapAT npollanbHble na.

Mo necyaHbIM KongobuHam

C a4, 3aKoNoYeHHbIX 3aroas,
WHTeHdaHTCcKMe dypbl

Be3yT ¢ Gapaxnom CyHOyKn —
MUMo Crnacckux KynareH,

rae NUCTbst MPUTONSIEHbI B 3aBOASAX
W'y cBaii nog MocTKamu

B 3acaje CTOSAT CydaKu.

Ot nobBKM 1 NpocTyapl

nepLoBON rOpUIKON NoaIeYnLLbCS,
N OKaXXeTCsl, MUYMaH,

Tebe 3TOT ropoa — poaHen:

TYT B MaTPOCCKMX Xap4eBHSAX
€BpEeEW TONKYHT NO-TPEYeCcKH,

n vyybarble xronubl

3aMOpPEHHBIX MOSIT KOHEMN.



MIYMAH B.I. IANb Y MUKOJAEBI
(1823)

[apHi3oH. JInctonag.

OdviuepLui — HarnepLi 3 MirpeHsamMu.
KomMaHampcebki BiKOHHMLI

6’c us 6e3boxHa kpyna.
BuctynatoTb B noxig

Odviuepuiku 3 6pura “MiHrpenisa”,
IMoBiTOBI NAHAHKN

MpowanbHi fapytoTb iM na.

Y niwaHunx snboiHax,

3 pady, oxeneaar OKPOMNEHmXx,
IHTEeHOaHTCbKI pyaBaHu

Punnate 3 nipamigamun ckpuHb,
Mumo Cnacbkux KynaneHb,

[le nucTa B Movapax npuTonneHe
| cToATb Ccynakm

Mig mocToMm y 3acagi, siK TiHb.

Op ntoboBi Ta HEXUTI

€ B Hac nant4a nepuiBoyka,

OT i BupacTbcs, MiymaHe,

TyT ™1 B CTUXii CBOIN.

YKeboHATb y xapyeBHAX MaTPOCLKNX
€Bpei no-rpeubky, i LinaTeca
Cwnsmm okoM y xnonuis YybaTtux,

Y KoHeRn, a iM — Bogonin.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MIDSHIPMAN VLADIMIR DAL IN NIKOLAEV
(1823)

November is in the garrison.

Officers’ wives are suffering from migrane.
The commander’s window panes

are thrushed with icy grain.

Officers from Mingrelia ship

are starting out to battle.

The provincial beauties

are presenting them with farewell poses.

Through sandy uneven roads,

from the summer houses

which have been closed ahead of time,
The supply trucks

are carrying trunks with stuff

Past the Spassky swimming grounds,
where leaves are half sunk in the creek
Where by the pylons under the piers
pike perches fre in ambush.

Ukrainian pepper vodka

will cure you from love and flu

And this city will look more familiar
to you, the midshipman.

Here in sailor’s canteens,

jews converse in greek

And guys with long hair

are giving water to tired horses.

15
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B toHOM ropoge, MUYMaH,
HuKonuHbIM UMeHeM Ha3BaHHOM,
NpoayBHOM, MPOCKBOXEHHOM
HacKBO3b, OT MaKyLUK/ A0 NAT —
3aBe3eHHble Po3aHbl

ThIPCOW YKYTaHbl Ha 3UMY,

Jaxe B LEEPKBM CrbIXaTb,

KaK COCHOBbIE MayTbl CKPUNAT.

30ecb NCNOMHEHHBIM JOSTOM
uMnepckoe cepaue yrelumTcs,
nogpacTvB MacTepoB

BO rnaee kopabernbHbIX BaTar.
[ocynapcTBeHHbIN ropog,

roe gansHemy aobimy OTedecTBa
He [JaeT 3acTosATbCS

KpecTaTblin aHapeeBckuin cnar!



KOHe micTo ue, miumaHe,
MMeHHsM Mukonu ocBsiyeHe,
| BiTpamu npogyTe Ha NpoTA3i,
Bin ronosu i go n’sT,

A 3aMopcCbKi TposHAM
3akyTaHi B TUPCi Kanaynkom,

| B cobopi no4yeLw,

AK Ma4YTK COCHOBI CKpUNNATD.

TyT — Gopr 4ecTi BXe BigaaHo,
Cepue iMnepcbke yTilleHe,
MigpocTatoTb MancTpu

Ha yoni kopabenbHnx BaTar.
CnaBcs, MiCTO gepxaBHe,

I3 amom BiT4m3HK, 60 rpilHMKOM
3acToaTuchb He gacTb

Llen xpewatunii aHapiiBCbKNA CTST.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

In a young city, midshipman,

called after Nikolai

A city that is drafty,

windy throughout, from head to toe,

Roses that have been brought here

are covered with feather-grass for the winter.
Even in the church you can hear

the pine masts screeching.

Here the imperial heart

will be satisfied by fulfilled duty
Having raised masters

to head up the ship crews.

A government city,

where the far smoke of the Fatherland
Is not allowed to go stale

by Andreevsky flag with a cross.

17



A% BJTAOVMUP TTYYKOB

OTEL| (1963)

OT4ero Tbl eXullbes, otew?
Mano Tonky, Buammo, ot TOL, —
MEep3MOoTY He BbITONWUT 40 AHA
ckopasi XpyLLeBcKasi BeCHa.

W TpewumT no weam co BCcex CTOPOH
peopraHn3oBaHHbIA panioH —

rnaasa Ha CUSIIOLLUIA Nnakar,

TENnkn ot 6eCKOpMUILbI KpU4ar.

KTo oTBETUMK, ecnn Tbl — uctey?
Ha koro Tbl cepaniubea, oteu?
Peun rnapku,

TONbKO B MbICNAX LIATKO...
Tspkena oHOaTpoBas Larnka.

CblIH pacTer, [arapuHa pucyer...
He waps pesnHy n 6eH3uH,

Ha npocTopax PoauHbl Gykcyet
TBOW Ka3eHHbIV YePHbIN NTUMY3UH.

18



BATbLKO (1963)

Yom Tu, 6aTbKy, nomarnis yBecb?
Mano, BugHo, pagocrTi Big TEL.
Mepanoty He npobepe go AHa

Lis xpyLloBCcbKa WBUAKicCHa BECHA.
| TpiLWMTb, MOB 3rpasi cta BOPOH,
PeopraHizoBaHuii panoH.

3opayn HanewleHW nnakar,

Tam TenaTa 3 ronogy KpuyaTtb.

Becb T1 YopHui, MOB Hegobpa BiCTb.

XT0 TOGI 11 TEnATam BiAnoBIiCTb?
Y peyax ogHangeTbest NpUYMHa,
JInw Baxxka oHAaTpoBa LlanymHa.
CwvH pocTe. [arapiHa manioe...
Ane € we ryma 1a 6eH3uH.

Ha 3emni postepsaHin bykcye
TBiN Ka3eHHWIN YOPHWI NiMY3UH.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

DAD (1963)

Why are you huddling, my dad?

The power station seems to be useless.
The permafrost is not to be melted

By a quick spring of Hruschov.

And the reorganized district

Is crumbling away —

Staring at a shiny banner

The cows are crying from famine.

Who is the respondent when you are the plaintiff?
With whom are you angry, Dad?

The speeches are perfect,

but the thoughts are in mess,

The musk-rat hat is far too heavy.

The son is growing older. He paints Gagarin...
Not sparing the gum and the petrol,

Your black fiscal limo is skidding

Across Motherland.

19
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BOCMOMWUHAHME O KOHHOCMOPTUBHOMW LLKONE

Smurito AHBapesy

Mapoxoauk yxoauT 3a kagp,
3apbiBaeTcA B BOMHbI 3aKaT,
n Boda —
30510TO0 3aBapKoW
3a BapBapoBko#...
OpHoknaccHuua,

MUAbIA NOAPOCTOK!
Y 3aBMCTNUBbLIX Ma3 Ha BUay
Mbl BENW MO TPOMUHOYKE OCTPOW
BOPOHOIO KOHS B MOBOAY.
CnoTbIKkanucb KonbiTa O rpaBun,
KOHb pasnamblBarn BOAy, ropsy.
A Kpyrom 3eneHenu osparu —
Tam Toraa eule He 6bINo aav.
Tam oT Bo3gyxa NTuLbl MbsSHEeNw,
N BbICOKME TpaBbl POCIU,
N NOYTM HEBECOMO BUCENN
Hapg BoOon

YepHOOPUBLbI-LLUMENU. ..
Bkyc yepelleH, Ha4ano KaHukyn.
OmsHycb,

OyaTO KTO-TO OKIMKHYI
N3 UOHbLCKOrO AeTCTBa MeHs!..
TabyHOK NaLaHoB Ha Ny><anke,
N OeBYOHKa

B ANHAMOBCKOWN MaliKe,
N YyygecHasi Mopaa KOHSI.



cnorAag npPo KIHHOCNOPTUBHY
LKony

Ewmirito AHBapbOBY

Maponnas oannueae 3a Kagp.
Tennun Bevope cnnyTaHux kapT!
MonopgaH 3010TO 3aBapKoto

3a Bapsapiskolo...
OpHoknacHuue, Muna sickuHe!
Mumo 3a3apicHUX Bid rrynaka

Mwu Benu nNo TOHEHbKIA CTEXMHI

Y By3AeuLi TOHKi BOPOHbKA.

Tam KonuTa o rpasin A3BEHINM,
KiHb po3namyBaB Boay, MOB LLKIO.
Tam Balipaku HaBKin 3eneHinu,
Tam Togi iwe aady He Byno.

Tam oa naxoLyiB nTaxm xMeninu,
Tam BuCOKa TpaBa Mo 3emrii...
Hesaromo y Hebi Bucinu

3onoTi YopHOOpUBLI-IKMEN...
Cmak yepelueHb. Bakauii ntnuyi.
Ornapatocs — XTO MeHe knuye?

3 TOro YepBHs, 3 AUTUHCTBA, A0 AHA?..
A B Xnon’saTu gopora Hebnunsabka.

| AMHamiBCbKa malika B [iBYMCbKa,
| npowansbHe ipXXaHHS KOHS...

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MEMORIES OF EQUESTRIAN SCHOOL

7o Emil Yanvariov

With steamship going out of sight,
With sunset fading out in waves,
With Varvarovka water golden like tea...
My class girl, sweetheart sibling of youth!
In the envious eyes watching us
We went off by the narrow path,
Holding strings of a black horse behind.
Horse hoofs stumbled in shingle, and he
Broke through water, fiery and hot.
All around us ravines were in verdure,
No cottages were there yet.
Birds were mad with the air itself,
Grass was sprouting, growing high,
Orange-black bumblebees so weightless
Over water were floating still...
Taste of cherries, the holidays starting.
I'll glance back as if somebody’s call
Reached my ear

from the childhood of June!..
Herd of kids might be there at the lawn,
And my girl in “Dinamo” T-shirt,
And a wonderful snout of the horse.
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N3 OHEBHUKA (1968)

B EBpone HblH4Ye paHHASA 3uma.
Ewe Byepa nucrea gelwana, nena —
a noyTpy MOJSYUT OCTEKIEHENO...
3acTbinn HaxnobyyYeHHo goma.

B EBpone HblH4Ye paHHASA 3uma.

A 6bIn pa3byxeH — gobpas pyka MHe
Ha nneyv nnen HakvHyna... N Bopyr
S B TULUMHE Yycrblllan AMKUIA 3BYK —
TaMm ryceHuLbl na3rany Ha kamHe!

3HO6UNOo... OCTOPOXHEIN YenoBek
ckasan: “HaeepHo, pacumiaroT cHer”.

A cHer Banun, CKpbIBaA rOPU30HT,
HEeXHee CHa, 6eC‘-IyBCTBeHH817I onunokl!..
OH BMUr NOKpPbIS FIOﬂ,CTpI/I)KeHHbIﬁ ra3oH,
KakK HOBOGpaHLI,a MepTBOIro 3aTblJ10K.

Bxxumanuck B cTeHbl Npara, byganewr
nepeg 6e40t0, B HEMOTY BOrHaBLUEWN.
Ywna BecHa COMHEHU U HagexXa —
HaJBMWHYyNacb 3umMa TPEBOIN HaLUeN.



I3 LWLOOEHHUKA (1968)

€Bpony HUHI paHo 3ameno.

3nma ckaxkeHa — e ii Hayano?
Habe3Bik ropge nTacTBo 3amoB4aro.
KpywtanaTe — i 6yamHkw, i 3eno...
€Bpony HUHI paHo 3ameno.

MeHe 36yaunu — 3onoTa pyka MeHi
Ha nneyi nnen HakuHyna. Ta ocb
CkaxeHui cKperiT B4yTU JOBENOCH,
Town ryceHUYHWI NTUI Xig Ha KaMeHi.

Basano y cnasamun. XTocb i3HOBY i
| moBuB: «[1eBHO, pO34MLLAIOTb CHIr».

A CHir yKp1B XONoAHWNA FOPU3OHT.

A CHIr ykpuB i ayLuy, i BOMIBKY.
[MokpuBLLX BMUTE NIACTPUXKEHUI ra3oH,
MoB HOBOGpaHLsi MEPTBOIMO «HYIIBKY».

Btuckanucs B cTiHu MNpara, Byganewr,
Bina ckyBana kpuroto Min nanakd.
BecHa Hagii BMepna BpeLuTi-peLuT.
3nma TpmBoru n 6o NoYnHanach.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

LIST FROM A DIARY (1968)

It is an early winter now in Europe.

A day ago the leafage breathed and sang,
But now glazed and numb.

The houses look gloom and silent.

It is an early winter now in Europe.

| was awaken when a hand of kindness

Put plaid around my shoulders... But sudden
| heard a violent sound

Of caterpillars clang on cobblestone!

Felt chilly. But aside a voice of caution
Just uttered: “Snow-cleaning truck | guess.”

And snow fell down and down to hide the skyline
As tender as a dream, as numb as sawdust.

It was so fast to lay and cover trimmed-up lawn
Indifferent and cold like head of a dead recruit.

Both Prague and Budapest
seemed pressed in wall,
In face of a disaster sunk in dumbness.
The spring of hopes and doubts has gone away,
The winter of unrest has come so close.
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KAMbILLOBAA XUXUHA

Briaanmumpy baxrosy
l'oe 6eToHHOM CcTPYOLMHOM
3a)kaTa XuBasi peka —
ropopackasi Tpaea,
Kak conpar, Nnof HyneBKy OCTPUXKEHA...
MoHMMmato: nporpecc.
Opobpsito nporpecc.
Ho noka —
XOTb Ha napy OeHbKOB
MHe Hy>XHa KaMbILLOBasi XW>KMHA.

Pa3ameHsn g 4eTBepThbIN AECATOK —
CMNOLUHOWN HeaonerT.

TanTtaHckasi ckaska

XYOOXHUKY cnaTb He JaeT.

MHe wentanu: “Kyna?..

OTuK TpOMbl APYrMMU UCXOXKEHbI,

He Xaneelub cebs...

[a v 4to Tbl yBUANLLL — U3 XUXKNHBI?!”

YTO yBMXY — He 3Halo:

BEOET He pacyeT, a asapr,

HO pasymHel nu Te,

KTO roTOBOWM Mopanbto HanbbKeHbl?
N3 cemelnHbIX JoMOB

N HaZEeXHO YKPbITbIX MaHcap4

Mbl BHE3AMHO YXOOUM

NCKaTb KaMbILLOBbIE XMXXWUHbI.

Moxer, BpeMA NOBUHHO —
noaoriom ot 6ypb 3aCJ10oHA,



OYEPETAHA XNXKA
Bornogumupy baxrosy

[e 6eToHHa cTpyOumHa

3aTucna wareHy piky,

Tam Tpaea, MOB congar —

nig HyniBKy (KNeHy Taky CTPUKKy!)...

Posymito nporpec.

Ane xo4y xou4 pa3s Ha BiKy
3aneTiTn ganeko,

B OYEPETSHY XVXKKY.

3a 4yeTBepTUiN OECATOK...
[oreHiBCbKMIA NiACYMOK LLACTb.
Ane kaska TaiTi

XYAOXHUKY CnaTu He JacTb.
WenoTinu: «Kyau tn?

Tw cBIiT 3acTennB cobi KHUXKOLO.
Lle x Tak Tpeba — He B rpeyky,

a B O4YEepET... 3a XMXKKOH...»

Ta Beae He paxyHOK fiTak,

a rapsunn asapr,

Bubupas xe Hac Bik,

YN MEHE, UM SIKOTOCb SPUKKY.
Mwu 3 cimenHux gomis,

i3 HAQiIHO YKpUTUX MaHcaps
YTikaemo B CBiT

i LUYKAEMO TY XK TaKM XMXKKY.

Mo>ke, yac Hac HacTur?
Moxe, bypto nnekana 3emnsa?

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

CANE HUT

7o Volodymyr Bahfov
Where the concrete cramp
squeezes the alive river —
The city grass is cut bald like a soldier...
| understand: it's a progress.
| approve of the progress,

but still —

For a couple of days

| still need a cane hut.

I’m over my forties —
It's a total short fall.
Atale of Tahiti
doesn’t let an artist to sleep.
They whispered to me: “Where are you?
This threads are beaten by others.
You don't pity yourself.
And what can you see from the hut?”

| don’t know what can | see,
Not ratio, but heat is my guide.
Are those cleverer
who are full of themselves?
From the family mansions,
from the well-protected attics
We still leave for the search

of the cane huts.

Maybe the time is to blame —
Protecting us from the storms,
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Hac Xaneso, Taluno, BNeKmno,
a NnoTom — Ha 0604UMHbI?..
HauunHanu ¢ natepok,

Tenepb NPoAoMKaeM — C Hyrs.

B pemecne npeycnes,

Mbl He 3HaeMm, 3a4emM Mbl 0By4€EHbI.

Fony6ble ropernkuy akpaHoB

B JOMaX 3aXOKeHbI.

B noacosHaHbe CBUCTUT
0TpaGoTaHHbI Nap TULLWHBI.
3aHaBelleHbl yLu,

1 TOMKUE Kpecra HacuXeHbl,

W, Koneénack, MaHAT MUPaXn —
KaMbILLIOBbIE XVKUHBI...

Tam npupoaa co MHOW, YENOBEKOM,
B NONAHEBHOM nagy:

COIHLLe CTano Neckom,

n rpachuTHasn TeHb obe3nBMKeEHa...
CepebpucTyto BETKY MaCrMHBbI

OT rnas oTBefy —

1 B3OOXHy: cnaea 6ory,

XNBa KamblLLOBas XWKuHa!

Bnpo4yem, HblHELWHEN Tne

no 3yb6am aHTUKBaPHbIA CaMLLINT,
nonona3nu rpubHmnKn

K 3anoBegHOMY necy BonbpkuHy...

W niobutens npupoab!

B oTAen o6bsABNeHn cnewmT

N AUKTYET:

“Ha neTo CHUMY KaMbILLOBYO XVXKUHY.



LWkoaysanu, nenisnu,

CTeXi NpoKknanu Ham 3asi.
MouynHanu 3 M’ATipok.
MpoooBXNUMO HWUHI — 3 HyNA?
3Hanu mmn pemecrno,

Ta He 3Hasnu, HaLLo NOro HaBYEHi.

lony6i rony6iHkn ekpaHis,

yce Le TakK €.

Tvwa TULW Hac KaTye,

B MEpLBCbKUX LLENenax xye.
Tvwa TUW Hac 4vaTye.

A xan 6u gaBHo BoHa Tpicna!
XOo4y B XUXKKY OYEPETSIHY.
Mpowwante, HacMaxeHi kpicna!

Tam 3i MHOO Npupoaa.

Tox Bigato: 1 He OauH.

CoHue cTano nickom.

Tvwa pueTbCa Cipor MULLIKOHO.
Biaseny Bia oyen

Lo cpibepHy ranysky MacnuH.
| 3iTXHY. | cxmntock.

Ha koniHa Bnagy nepen XumxKoto.

Ane Tni HoBoYacHiIn

no 3ybax aHTMKBapHWIA CaMLLWT.
OH i rpuBHMKM CYHYTb

no nickosi BonmxuHomy...

| ntobutenb Npupoau

3 OrOMOLLEHHSAM 3HOBY CHILLNTB!
| oukTye:

«Ha niTo 3HIMY O4YepeTSAHY XMKKY».

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

It was leading us just for the leaving us

out of a sudden?

We started from “A” marks,

and now we continue from the “D’s.

We are the skillfull craftsmen —

And we don’t know what for we were tutored.

The blue fires of the TV screens are lit.

Deep in the soul the worked out steem

of the silence is whistling.

Our ears don’t hear, our armchairs are swampy,
And the heat-haze of cane huts

Calls us and entices us...

There the nature is on good terms
with me, the man as | am.

The sun has turned to a sand,

The graphite shaddow is still.

The silver brunch of the olive

will sigh at my touch,

And | will gasp: Thanks Goodness,
The cane hut still lives.

But why! The modern greenflies are eager

to gnaw an antique box-tree.

The mushroom-gatherers are already

in a reserved Volygyn Forest.

And the nature-lover is hurrying to the ad-box
In order to claim:

“A cane hut is needed for the summer rent!”
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OXWUHA

B dokycHbIx nepennetax
OKOH, Kak B boTopame,
nyensl B HebeCHbIX coTax —
3Be3abl Haj XyTopamu.
HoeT B kanuTke TUxo
copBaHHasi Npy>XuHa,
OGOKOM LUYpLUNT exmnxa —
Tam, rge xuset OxuHa.

KTo Ha nogBopbe CTynuT —
6poBu OxuHa cynur,
TNOBUT OHa Ha CIioBe,
nodUT oHa — A0 KPOBMW.
Bbino 6 cnonHa B komope
pblbbl, BUHa 1 xnebal

Tawm, roe BepcTa [0 Mops,
hanblle — BepcTa [0 Heba.

TpyaHo B WwanaHae 3bi0kon,
Jaxe B MeuTe pebsavben,
NNbiTb HE 3aBETHOW PbIOKON,
a CUpoToW pblbayben,

C HEXXHOCTbIO NpUTaeHHOoM
paHHero »aaTb 3akaTa
Jo4YepHa npoKaneHHon
Jo4Yepun UHTepHaTa.
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OXUHA

Y doKycHUX nanitypkax
BikoH, y dhoTopami,
Boxxonu B cotax nypxarTb —
3opi Hag xyTopamu.

Huve y oBepusx Tnxo
36uTa 3 neTni Npy>xwuHa.
Bokom rpebe ixaumxa
Mpiyv, oe xmnBe OxunHa.
XT10 6 He xoamB HaaBopi —
Bposu B OxxnHU cyBOpi,
JloBUTb BOHa Ha CroBi,
JTlobuTb BOHa 40 KPOBI.
LLle 6 nansHuUpb y KOMOpI,
Pubu i BuHa, sik Tpebal..
Tam, e BepcTta oo Mops,
Tam — i BepcTa 4o Heba.

Tskko B LIAnaHgi XoHi,
Xan i B gutadin mpii,
XBuUrni Taki CoOnoHi, —
Pubka x nnuse, 60 BMiE.
HixkHicTb nnnBe HeBMiNa
3paHky Ha nomiy Gpary.
[lo YopHOTHM 3ropina
[oHeuyka iHTepHaTy.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

BLACKBERRY

In the focus bindings

Of windows, like in a photo frame,
Bees in the heavenly hives —

Stars over khutors.

Quietly in the gate

A broken spring sings,

Sidewise a female hedgehog

Is making noise

There where Blackberry lives.

If someone comes to the yard,
Blackberry’s eyebrows will come together.
She catches you on your word.

She loves you to blood.

There should be enough in the house
Fish, wine and bread.

There, where it's a mile to the sea
Next step is a mile to the sky.

It's difficult in a rocky boat,

Even in a childhood dream,

To swim, not like a wonderful fish,
But like a dead fisherman’s child.
With hidden gentleness

Awaiting for an early sunset

The blackened by the sun
Daughter of a foster home.
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KpyTo mMopsiHa conuT,
noBko OXuHa paHuT:

He noanyckaeT — KOmeT,
BLIENUTCH — HE OTCTaHeT.
MneTn HaBCKUOKY MeYeT,
KOrTW B 3acafe ToUYuT —
Gonbio OxuHa neyurt,
cyacTbs OXMHA XOYET.

MoxeT, B n3bbiTke

cnagkon
Aroabl HaBsAA3anocb?
ToT OTNYCKHUK C NanaTkomn:
YTO-TO B HEM — MOKa3anoch...
[VBHBIM KOCMNa OKOM,
LuaromM ApasHuna LaTkum,
LLeapo nonna cokom —
YepHbIM, APEMYYUM, CITAOKUM.
HexHocTblo Taxenena,
BCTPEYHbLIM TEMNIIOM XUBMNACh,
anuna — v xanena,
Xanumnacb — 1 XXypunacs:
«bbino 6 cnonHa B kKOMope
pblObl, BUHA 1 xneba!
Ecnu Bepcta o mops -
3HauuT, BepcTa Ao Heba...»

YTpOM CMbIkana CTBOPKU,
pasom cMbiBana B Mope —
OT MHTEPHATCKOWN XJI0PKU

00 nHpepHanbHom xsopu!



Mope B MopsiHU coni,
Xumxo OxuHa paHUTb,

| He nignycTuTL — BKOIE,
Buenutbcs — He BiacTaHe.
| Haraem rapye,

Kirtrnkom 3anockouve,
Bonem OxuHa nikye,
LacTta OxunHa xo4e.

Moxe, conogki HeTpi

Arogn — moB konocca?

Tow BiANYCKHWK Y HAMETi —
Lochb i Take 3ganocs...
Kapum nosuna okom,

Hibwn ctaBana ronku,

Lenpo noina cokom —
YopHMM, M’STHKUM, COSNTOAKMM.
HixkHicTb 1 3armHana,
CTpivyHMM TENNom Xunemnach,
B>xxanuna — wkogysana,

B xanicTb niwna — xxypunace:
“lle 6 nanaHuub y KOMOPI,
pnbn i BMHa — gk Tpebal..

A gk BepcTa Ao Mopst —
3HauunTb, BepcTa  go Heba...”

BpaHui cknenuTtb NoBiKM,
MwuTTiO 3MMBaE B Mope
Xnop iHTepHaTy — HaBiku,
LLle wock, nekensHO XBope.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

The sea breeze is making the air salty.
Blackberry wounds painfully.

Doesn’t allow to come close — she stings
When she grabs - she doesn't let go.
Throws whips without taking aim,
Sharpens the nails in the ambush —
Blackberry treats you with pain,
Blackberry wants happiness.

Maybe too much sweet

Berries appeared?

That tourist in a tent:

Something seemed to be in him...
Looked at him with a strange eye,
Teased him with shaky step,

Offered him generously juice —
Black, dark, sweet.

Was getting heavy with gentleness,
Was getting alive from return warmth,
Presenting — and regretting,
Complaining and feeling sorry:
“There should be enough in the house
Fish, wine and bread

There, where it's a mile to the sea
Next step is a mile to the sky...”

In the morning she closed the window panes,
Immediately washed into the sea —

From foster home chlorox

To infernal sickness.
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W B HM30BON BETpsIHKE
Kak-TO OTCOXINO caypy

BCe, YTO NPMBWI MO MbsAHKE
HEXHbIN 3aneTHbIN rypy.

Bonockl B y3en CTsHer,
ryObl 0O cnes kycas,
BbIMAET K NMaRy;,

cTaHer

B MOKpPbIN necok 6ocasi.
ObIlwnT TENNO oBeyYbe,
HOTM B LLEKOTKE AadHUM. ..
OcnuHka Ha npegnneybe —
cnepg oT NPUBUBKN aBHEN.



| B HM30BIW BITPSAHL
MoB6wu Bigcoxno 3gypy,
Lo npuwenus y m'aHui
HixkHWMI 3anbOTHUA rypy.

CrarHe Bornoccs B By3or,
'y6un kycHe B GE3COHHI X,
Vpe no numany, sk 6ycon,
CTtaHe B nicok 60COHIX.
3Bi3an BUCATb SK CBidi,
Horu B nockotax gadHin,
BicnuHka Ha nepeanniyyi —
Bce Te B icTOpii AaBHin.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

And in the lower skin irritation

Somehow dried off stupidly

Everything that got attached by the drunk
Gentle temporary guru.

She’ll tie her hair in a knot

Biting her lips to tears,

Will come out to the sea, will stand

In the wet sand barefoot.

The warmth of the sheep is breathing,
Legs are ticked by water fleas...

A pockmark on the shoulder —

A mark from an old inoculation.
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LUTPA®PHAA POLLA

Hanerke, YepHbl 1 TOLMK,

Mbl XXMBEM B OfIbXOBOW poLLe
Ha NPUMOPCKUX XyTopax,

Ha ABeHaguaTy BeTpax.

B nome uniie —

B poLLie npoLle:

rylie Bo3gyx, TEHU pesye.
BeLuun cHbl,

MOCKOSNbKY B poLLe

He OTArowaloT BeLu.

YTpom obnayku pyMsiHbl,
NOBUT HaLl OfbXOBbIA Xpam
orHeblwallen MopsiHbI
BOJIXOBaHbE MO Bepxam.

JInwb MOBUNBHUK 3aKonJoBaH -—
OyOTO HEKMI MUCTEP UKC,
BbICTaBMNASI BCTPEYHbIV UCK,
FNYLWNT ronoc 3aKOpAOHHbIN —
pBaHbIN BOW, MOP3SIHKM MUCK.

MeHs kTo-TO Habupaet —

HO MOpP3siHKa Hanupaer.
(Cpenopb nanyaTtok u neipees
cxembl AMBOB 1 xopees
OVBHBIM NEeHbEM MapCUaHKu
oTnevatanucb B MOP3siHKe).
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LUTPA®HA OIBPOBA

YopHi, cxyani, Ta 300posi,
Y BinbxoBiA Mu OiGpoBi
Ha npumopcbkmx xyTopax,
Ha gBaHagusTu BiTpax.

OiMm — yncTiw, npocTiw — aibpoea,
[yx 030Hy, CBITAI TiHi.

Biwmx cHiB conogka moBa

Y MyapoBiM CBITiHHI.

Bxxe pyM’ssHa xmapka 3paHa,
Xpam BinbXoBuUn, i Nosu:
BorHeauwHa us mopsiHa —
Ha BepxiB’six, e BONXBW.

3avapoBaHuii MOBINBHUK —
TaemMHuumin mictep Ikc
BucTtaBnsie BNacHWi CTiNbHKK,
[MyLwnTb 3aKOPAOH CyLiNbHUI —
| BATTS, 1 MOP3SIHKN MACK.

MeHe 3HOBY HabupatoTb,

A Mop3siHKa — sik napaniy.
(Ui nupii n emnipei —

cxema: amMobu i xopei
OMBHUM CMiBOM MapCistHKN —
Kpankoropnuus MOp3siHKu).

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

PENAL GROVE

Having nothing, dark and skinny
Living here, in alder grove,

In the shelter on the sea-side

With the winds that come in twelve.

Clean at home — simple in grove:
Thicker air, sharper shades.
Dreams prophetic, as in grove
We are free of loads of things.

In the morning clouds are pinky,
And the alder temple catches
Fire-spitting breeze from sea-side,
And soothsayers’ spell in highs.

The mobile phone is enchanted
Like a sort of Mr. X,

But a counterclaim is coming
Silencing the foreign voices —
Ragged howling, Morse peep.

| am searched by someone’s dial,
But the Morse code is pressing.

(In five-finger and couch-grass
Schemes of iambuses and trochees
With a Martian woman’s singing
Printed in the Morse code).
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B koMOuMHaumax uucmpu
3awmndpoBaHa BoWHa.

To nu rn4mnT oT Yndbmpu,

TO K KoY nponan B adupe:
«Hety cBAa3n, ctapumHal..»

B pouy 6poLueH 6bin Korga-To
B3BOZ canepoB u3 wrpadgbara.

MNunn Bano.

MNunbl BbINK.

Y canepoB CNuHbI B Mbife.
Jlec nowen Ha GrnvHaaxu.
BnuH, noxutb 6bl He no mku!..

YTo Bbl, TETKM, CNe3bl NbeTe —
B3BOA, KaK poLla, MepTB yXxe.
Bcex HaKpbI10 Npu HanetTe

B TOM OfbXOBOM OnHaaxe.

KonbixHeTcs 3aHaBecka

B Gnm3nexaiiem m3 Xunuy...
Orta polla — 4oYb NoAnecka,
YTO B30LLEN OT KOPHEBMULL.

He onbXoBHUK, @ MOTUMbHYK.
Nyywe BbIpyOUTL MOBUMNBHKK!..

XyTOp CTenblo OKaHTOBaH,

M OT NHEeNn, 4YTo B ABa 06xBaTa,
TAHET pyKM nec aHTOMHbIV
3a obmoTkamu wtpadbara.



B komGiHauisx unadipi
3awundposaHa BinHa.

Moxe, rmoku Bif, undipy,
Moxe, kntoy 3aBuC B eqipi:
“[e 38’30k TBiW, cTapwmnHa?..”

Y pibposi, B YopHy aaty —
BaBopg canepis i3 wrpadbary.

He nunu...

A nunn Bunu.

Y canepis cnuHM B Myni.

Jlic 6niHaaXHUM BECb APWKMUTD.
J1i3b B aTaky: B Hil AOXUTB!

He MokpiTb, CNbO3NMBI TLOTI, —
B3Bog yXe Ha Bipaxi:

Bcix Hakpuno npu HanboTi

Y BinNbxoBiM bniHaaxi.

Onyckaemo 3aBicy

MoHaa npipBoto BUAIHB.

Lia pibpoBa — goHs nicy,

Lo 3pocna Big TUX KOPiHb.
He BinNbXiBHMK, @ MOTUITbHUK.
Jlinwe BupyGan MobinbHUK!..

XyTip. Cten. Y KpoB i BTOMY,
Bia neHbKiB, Kpi3b KpanHio xaTy
TSXKKO UTW NiCKy-haHTOMY

3a obmoTkamm wtpadbary.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

These confused and messy figures
Hurry to encrypt the war.

Are we drunk to bats in belfry,

Or the key lost in the air:
“Sergeant! No contact, Sir!”

In this grove lost and thrown
A platoon of penal sappers.

Sluggish drinking,

Saws were howling.

Sappers’ backs were all in sweat.
Forest rushed onto dug-out.
God, | want to live, no lies.

Why you, women, are shedding tears —
The platoon is dead like grove.
Everybody smashed to nothing

In that dug in alder trees.

Suddenly the window curtain

Flickers in the nearest house...

Feels this grove like youngest daughter,
Sibling from blasted roots.

Not a grove — a burial ground.
You’d turn off the mobilel...

Khutor is enframed in steppes,

See these stumps so wide and mossy
See the arms of phantom forest
Stretching for platoon’s puttees.
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CINEQ BOJIOTHbIN

[oe abllWnTCa 1 noeTcs

C 3anacom Ha LiernbIi rof,
nyramu B 06xoa 6onotua
Hac K MOpto Tpora BeferT.

LLlarHu — n obpaTtHbIN crenok
NPYXVHUT CTYMHE B OTBET...

OTKyaa X OH B3sncs — crneno
B 60NoTO CBEPHYBLUUIA cnea?

Hag Tonu masytHon 6o4kon
Leno4yka 6ochkIx Laros
OBOUTCSA HAMOKLLEN CTPOYKOM,
Kak rpyobii J>KUHCOBbI LLOB.

[ypayecTBO 3kcTpemana?
Wnb gayHvua 3agpemana —
C TPOMWHKON Tepsisl CBS3b,
XPSCb B rpsi3b?

A MOXET, CeKyT UCnuTble
GONoTHbIE YMbIpK,

Kak rpssblo cebs ucnbiTbiBaeT
nai-geBoYka Ha napu?



cnig 6ONoTAHUNA

[e nicHi Bucoka HoTa,

e nogux — gk 6inbw Hige,
Jlyramn, B 06xig 6onoTa,
[lo mops ua cTexka Beae.

CTynu — i 3BOPOTHIN 3niNoK
MpyXMHUTb HaBCNakK CTYMHi...
A 3BigKkuM BiH B3sIBCS1, CNino
B 6onoTo BKkasaBLUK MEHI?

Hapg TBaHHO Ma3yTHMX 6040k

BepBeuka: xTocb 60cui iLLoB.

[1BOiTbCA MOKpUIA PAOOYOK,

Mos rpybuin o>KMHCOBWIA LLOB.

YUu Le 3aknaoH ekcTpemana?
Uun gadHnus 3agpimana,
CTexuHKM NigcTynHa cnmsb,
BHM3 — 6nnce!

A moxe, civyTb ay0oBi,
BonotaHi ynupi,

Ak mynom cebe Bunpobosye
Man-giB4mHKa Ha napi?

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

TRACE OF A SWAMP

Where breath and song

Are enough for a year to come,
Through callow bypassing a swamp,
The path leads us to the seashore.

One step — and a reverse image
Springs back

as an answer to your sole...
Where did it come from — the trace
That blindly turned into the swamp.

Over the oily barrel of the swamp

A chain of barefoot steps

Doubles like a wet string,

Like a thick connecting line on jeans.

The silliness of an extreme sportsman?

Or a tourist fell asleep,
Losing touch with the trail,
Smash — into the mud?

Or maybe drunk swamp vampires
Are watching

How a good girl is testing

Herself in mud, for a bet?

39



BNAOVUMUP MYYKOB

40

MNMopa yxe 3BaTb No OTYECTBY, —
Tbl MHE rOBOPULLIb, UCKPACh.
Bce — no cyxy? Bcé — no uncty?
Tbl X — B rpsi3b!

Ckaxxu MHe, locnoab Bce3HaloLui,
ecnu Tbl ecTb BONU3U:

OTKyda OH B HAC — U3HAHOYHbIN
cobnasH oTopBaTtbCs B rps3n?

«Jlvwb TOT, KTO U3 rpA3N B KHA3MN,
CTbIOUTCA KOCHYTbCA rpA3n».

M Bblen ns-3a ckanbl

OH cam, 13 KpoBW M MMOTHU.
Opexabl ero — denbl.
MopowBbl ero — B 6onoTe.



Mopa 6 yxe Bac no 6arteyky,
Twn Kaxkewl MeHi, cMilLHa.
MigconoguTtun naTtouky?

| — Hi nokpuLKN, Hi gHa!

Ckaxu meHi, boxxe BcesHato4umi,
Ak posibpartuca TyT?

[lo noTonenbHUKIB — 3aBUAOKN?
Lochk iHwe knpae B 6pya?

“Nnw Ton, XTO 3 BarHOKU B NaHwu,
COpOMUTLCS BaroBuHM...”

| BUMLLIOB, HEHa4e TiHb,

BiH cam, Becb i3 KpoOBi 1 NNOTi:
Binictb Moro ogiHb,

YopHoTa nigowos y 60M0Ti.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

It's time to call me by my patronymic —
You tell me, sparking.

All — dry? All —clean?

But you — into the mud.

Tell me, oh God omniscient

If you are somewhere around:

Where does it come from, our perverted
Desire to get a kick out

of rolling in the mud?

“Only the one who went from mud into princes
Is ashamed to touch the mud”.

And He came from behind a rock
He himself, in blood and flesh.
His clothes are white,

His feet are muddy.
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PEKA MEPTBOBO[

KpbITbIn 3aMLUEN FpaHUT

n yymaukoro Heba paccon,
Kpan yLenbs KpeHuTt
BaryHa negHuUKoOBbIN MOCOTT,
W pasnyky Taumt

He Tonswas xaxay Boaa...
Mo BepeBke — B ang...

A 1eba He Havay HuKorga.

BeeT BeTep BbICOKMIA,

n cnaboe cepaue 6onur,
3yMMEPUT HaZ OCOKOM
ONyXLUWIA OT CMSYKU HYKNnA,

a U3 KaMeHHbIX COT
HEOTpPbIBHO rMaauT 3a Tobon —
TO obrnogaHHbIN rnog,

TO YBOWHBIN LBETOK 3BEPOBONA.

Mo paBHWHE, B pBaHMHE —
BIIEKNO 3TN BOAbl BECIO,
YTOObI B TECHOW CTPEMHUHE
UX KopYyeM nagyyum ceeno.
Yrto mHe xneb Ha mepny,
poaHuKa nckpsHas cnirogal —
B NpeuncnogHem cagy

A Tebs He Hanay HuKoraa.

Ha oTkoce kpyTom

B TOLLEM pycrie wypLiaT byasku,
NnepeBuTbI XXIyTOM

CYXOXWUIUSI MEPTBOM PEKMU,



PIKA MEPTBOBO[

KpuTtuin mwieto rpaHit

| YymaupbKkoro paHky pona,

[e HeuyyTHO POHUTL

MowHonir,

| posnyka cnina —

I3 neyepHux vacie

He BTaMOBYe Big4yan 6igy...
Mo moTy3ui B aia...

A Hikonu Tebe He 3Hanay.
Bitep aome Hag pikoto,
HeBTileHe cepue 6onnThb,
3ymMMep Haf, OCOKOK —

Opn cnngaykm 3anyxnuim Hyknia,
A 3 KaMiHHUX nopig

MunbHO cTexaTb, HEMOB Ha ybin, —
BiyHo rmuTanmn rnia,

BiyHa KBiTKa XUTTS 3BipOOINA.
Ha piBHUWHI, OOHUHI —

TarHyno ui Bogu Becno,

LLlo6 y YopHil TiCHWHI

Ix M’si3n B cynomi 3seno.

Lo cTtpymouka arat?

Lo ans meHe uen xni6 Ha meany?
[Mnay, nekenbHMn Min caa!

A Hikonu Tebe He 3Hanay.

[e nonir kpyTocxun

| ToHeHbke cTebno byasika,
BupuBaetbcsa 3 xun

KpoB’to YopHO MepTBa pika,

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MERTVOVOD RIVER

Velvet on granite,

And the marinade of the chumak morning,

And, barely audible, the background noise

Of a rock, which is like an extremity of a glacier.
And separation is hidden

In the water which does not save from thirst...
Down the rope — into Hades...

| will never find you.

The high wind is blowing

And the weak heart is aching,
Like a zummer over the grass,

A nuklid, swollen from sleep.

And from stone cells
Relentlessly follows your sight
Either gnawed hawthorn

Or a killing flower St. John’s wort.
Through the plains, through the rubble —
An oar was carrying this water,
So that in a scary narrow spot
They were thrown into a fit.

What is bread with honey for me,
And the sparky glitter of a spring!
In the hellish garden

| will never find you.

In a steep hillside

In the thin river bed sonchuses are whispering.
Like tied with a rope

Are the tendons of a dead river.
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HO KITOKOYET MOTOK,
pBaHbI HOPOB MO HOpaMm Tasi, —
KaK nneTeHbIn Garor,

Kak 3MEeWHOro Tena cTpys.

Ha »xenesHyto Knsmky

yuienbe 3aMKHET BEPTOIET.

Kak anTeyHyto CKIsHKY —

XpaHio B pykase MepTBoBOA.

W wmnoBHuKa cnep —

nouenys oTpaBneHHbIN rpoLl —
pOeeT 3XOM B OTBET:

Tbl MEHS HAKOTAA He HangelWs. ..



Ta gBurtuTb B6ins Hir

| Kneko4ve cTpaluHa Teuis,
Mos cnnenacs B 6arir

| HaBignir wWmarae 3mis.

Ta Ha knamKky 3anisHy

BeckeTTa 3aMkHe BepTOniT.

MoB anTeyHy Baniay,

Tpumato B pyui MepTBoBia.

| wvnwmHa WMNUTbL —

MouinyHOK cMepTenbHUA NPOCTEX,
| BignyHHSA rpyMnTb:

Tw HiKONM MeHe He 3HanaeLL...

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

But the stream is gurgling

Hiding in the holes a wild modd
Like a weaved whip,

Like a waterstream of a snake body.

With an iron lock

The creek will enclose a helicopter
Like a medicine jar —

| save in my sleeve Mertvovod
And the trace of a thorn —

A poisoned penny of a kiss —
Answers like a pink echo:

You will never find me...
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30N10TbIE BOPOTA

CeroaHst Tbl NOMMeLLb,
OTKyda Tak 3Hakoma
pyKa, 4To, uc4epnas
npocTon NoBOBHbLIN KoA,
YepKHyna HancKocb
B kabnHe TakcodoHa:
“A 6yny

»xaaTtb Tebs
y 3onoTbix Bopot”.

Ha nepekpecTtke
TPEXMUHYTHOM,
OBYXIPOLLIOBOM,

rae cTekna BblOUTbI

1 BETEP BOPOT PBET,
KpOLUWCb, LIBETHOWN MENOK,
3aroBOPEHHbIM CITOBOM:
“A 6yny xpatb Tebs

y 3onoTbix Bopot”.

HanpacHo He 3BOHM
N HUKOTO He Myyal,
no6BM cBOS Nopa,
pasnyke cBOW Yepes.
3a caxapHow ropon,
3a acnuaHot Ty4en
A 6yay xaatb

Tebs
y 3onotbix Bopor.



30510TI BOPOTA

CborogHi T 36arHeLu,
3Bigkinb Tobi 3Harioma
Pyka, o kpecnutb 3HOB
Mpoctuin ntoboBHUI Xia,
Mpouecito vyTTiB

Ha pypui TakcocoHa:
«A xpy Tebe y cTBOpI
3onoTtux BopiTt».

Ha BicTpi nepexpecTb,

Mig ranacom LWOBKOBUM,

[e HiarapuTb niogy ByNUYHOrO LIBIT,
JlTamancs, kpengo,

3 uuM kabanicTUYHMM CNOBOM:

«A xpy Tebe

Y ctBOpi 3onoTux Bopit».

[lapeMHo He A3BOHU —

3a wWwo Taka nokapa?
Bcbomy cBosi nopa,

Ta BnaB NOOBHUI NNifg...
Hexan Ha Ginun cBiT
Jlarae YyopHa xmapa —

A xpy Tebe y cTBOPI
3onoTtux BopiT.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

GOLDEN GATE

Today you’ll understand
Why seems for ever known
That hand that having lost
The simple code of love
Obliquely inscribed

Inside the booth of phone:
“I'll be awaiting you

Beside the Golden Gate”.

And near the crossroad,

Lost minute and lost penny,
Inside the broken glass

And collar-tearing wind,

The colored chalk will crumble
With magic incantation:

“I'll be awaiting you

Beside the Golden Gate”.

Don’t make the calls in vain,
Don't torture anybody.
There was a time for love,
And time to break apart.
Behind the sugar hill,
Behind the flaky cloud

I’ll be awaiting you

Beside the Golden Gate.
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UPMEHb

MpYyXMHALLWIA POOHUK, CBETSALLIASACA poLua,
POSILLMXCA NTMCTKOB Nponatlas cyas6a...
Mpupopna, rosopto, B Tebe — cBeTnen 1 npotie,
He crpalunBai, 3a4eM, — BMyCcTu MeHsi B cebsi!

Tbl, 3aTauBLUUC, XAELLb

N OBepb He OTBOpSsieLLUb,
CBOMX COMHEHWI ApOXb B OAMH UTOT CBEAS.
Xopollasa Mo, MUHyBLLIas, ToBapuLL! —
Tenepb yXXe HaBeK — BNYCTU MeHS B cebsl.

A poLly NponucTHy, OTBETA He HalleLu,

¢ nnatdopmbl B HeGeca OCEHHUE B3IMSHY —
N 3aCKBO3UT B NULIO AblXaHWe Haaexabl:
“BnycTn meHsi B cebsi, He ocTaBnsn ogHy!..”



IPMIHb

MpyxucTe oxepeno, NPeYUCTUA roOMiH rao,
lMponaluoro NMCcTka OCTaHHIN ANBEH COH...
Mpupono, He NOKUHb, NPUPOAO, S bnarato:
Hagilo, He nuTan, — Bi3bMU y CBill NOMNOH!

3aTtaeHHsa TBOE. TBOA Hagisa yyna.

| cyMHiBM, HEMOB OCiHHI MOMUHM. ..
ToBapuLLKO cymHa, NntoboBe NpoMuUHyna,
Tenep yxe HaBik — cOBO0 NOMOHMU.

£ raem npomanHy, neyansHWUA, MOB NUTaHHS,

Yuto Hecy Bify, YUMo Hecy BUHY...
| 3acypMuUTb MeHi TBOS! NMIOOOB OCTaHHS:
«Bisbmu y CBIili NONOH, He 3anuLlan oaHy!»

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

IRPEN’

The springing stream, the sparkling grove,
The ill-fortune of the crowding leaves.

| say — thee, Nature, you are clearer and simpler,

Don’t ask me what for — just let me in.

You are quiet, you are waiting,

you don’t open the door,
The tremor of the doubts have one result.
My well-beloved, my friend, my past —
Let me in forever.

| will leaf through the grove,
without getting the answer,

| will look into the sky of autumn
from the train-station.

And the breath of hope will blow in my face:

“Let me in, don’t leave me alone!..”
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* % %

Yxogu, nokyaa cHer He Bbinan!..
A cerogHs pyku pasHuMmy:

yX04u, NoKyaa He 3acbinan
OH TPOMUHKY K JOMY MOEMY.

Yxoau, nrobumas, cmenee
U ckopee,

MOTOMY YTO HET
HUYero nevanbHen n 6onbHee,
4yeM yBUOETb

TBOW oTcloga creq.



*kk

Waw, ign, nokinb He BUAHO CHiry,
Mokwm BiTEp NaByTUHHSA B’E,

LLo6 nyHKTMpOM BMAMMOrO chnigy
He 60nino 3HWKHEHHS TBOE.

Xau T06i nopa OCiHHS BUTYE
Kunumok — i3 Tpas, i 3ip, i pik...

He npowanca — nam, koxaHa, WwaeugLle.

| BXE Lie — HaBiK, HaBIK, HaBIK.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

*kk

Leave before the snow falls down!..
| will set my hands free:
Leave before the path to my house
Isn’t covered with snow.

Leave, my love, be braver.

Do leave quicker, because

the saddest thing is

to see your footprints on the snowhence.
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NMPOLUAHUE B ASPOIOPTY

Tow BECHOW Mbl paccTaTbCAa peLUmnnu.
A ckazan Tebe: “3na He Tan...” —

HO MEHSl oYepTaHUN NULININ
HabexaBLune cnesbl TBOW.

“Ycnokowcs, — WenHyn g, — ONOMHUCh,
Bce, 4YTO ObINO, Tebe oTaato,

1 NMOBMHHOI HEXHOCTBIO MOSHIOCh,

n nobpa ot Tebs He Taw”.

Tbl B OTBET 3acMesifiacb HErPOMKO:
“He o ToM, He 0 TOM roBopum...”
McuesaeT nocnegHasa Kpomka
MeXay MHO —

n HeGOoM TBOUM.



NPOLLAHHA B AEPOIMOPTY

Ham po3nyky BecHa pokyBana.
A ckasaB: « T NPOCTM MeHI rpix...»
Ane MyXHicTb MOS HETpuBana
Y cnbo3ax NoToHyna TBOIX.
«3acnoKoncs, — LWenHyB, —

Ha XBUITUHY,
LLlo 6yno, Bce Tobi Bigaato,
| cnpaBnso BigYanHy NOBUHHY,
| Big Tebe nobpa He Tato...»
Tn 3gpuranacs B cnasmax puaaHHs:
«He npo Te, He Npo Te roBopIM...»
| noLwe3Hyna cMy»Ka OCTaHHS
Momixxk MHOtO —

| HeboM TBOIM.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

FAREWELL AT THE AIRPORT

In that spring we decided to part

And | told you: “Please don’t nurse a grievance...”
But | felt that my contour was dimmed

By the tears in your eyes coming close.

“Take it easy”, — | told you, — Calm down,
| am giving you all we’ve gathered,

Guilt and tenderness deep in my heart,
Only good, only good stays for ever.”

You responded so mildly and kind:
“We get lost in irrelevant meanings”
See the last piece of surface get broken
Between me

And the sky that you chase.
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3IXO

3abnyaunace, ywna? Nogenowm.
MycTb Ha NAMATb HAHWKETCS 3TO:
OanepuHomn

CKBO3b

Oypenom

npobupaeTcs nerkoe 3xo...

XOTb OTKITMKHUCb Ha ronoc >xumsomn!
Mpununaet K No4ony penenHuk,
3apacrtaeT Tpona MypaBoWn,
3apacTaeT TpaBou MypaBenHUK.



JIYHA

B3abnykana? O6Bisna 3nom?

AHi cni3 Ha NpoLlaHHs, Hi crnoBa...
banepuHoto —

Kpisb Gypenom —

Ha nyaHTax —

JlyHa Becerkoga.

BigrykHeTbcs Ha ronoc? Ossal

Tinbku BiTEP HA4 NaM’ATTIO CBULLIE.

3aTarHyna cTexvHy Tpaga.
3aTarHyno TpaBy MypaenuLle.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

ECHO

Are you lost? Are you gone? Serves you right.
Let the memory keep this forever:

Gentle echo,

Like ballerina,

Slipping gracefully through the windfall.

Please respond to my desperate voice!
It's the time for the bur clung to cloth,
For the path being lost in ant-grass,
For the anthill be covered with verdure.
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noB CTABPUAbl B YEPHOMOPKE

[aBHO xo4y JONTW OO CyTH,
oTBedaTb CONMM OKeaHa,

HO BCE TOM4y MOSIOCKY CyLUM
Ha CTbIKke MOpsi U NTMMaHa.

30Bs B Mops, TpybAT TypOuMHbI!
Ho Kak Hu1 pBYT OHU NOBOAbA —
TEMHbI M CyMpayHbl rMyOuHblI...
Kunut xnsoe menkosoabe!

WTak, npocta mos nnaHuaa:
rpeby Ha 30pbke, yTPOM paHo,
Tyaa, rae nneweTcs cTaBpuaa
Ha CTbIKe MOpS U NMaHa.

He pauyn, He nobblun nerkom!..
Cyabba, XxpaHu Takyt mManocTb,
4yTOO HaZ MOEW CMOMEHOW NoaKon
3Be3a HaMoKLlas cmesnach!

YTobbl gylwia 3awnack ot 6onum
B MELLKE MOJIOYHOro TymMaHa,
Ha rpaHu cyacTbsl U HEBOMNN —
Ha CTblKe MOpSl U NIMMaHa.
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JloB CTABPUAM B HOPHOMOPL|

A BXe nopa ginTtn oo cyTi,
CsarHyTu coni okeaHy...

Ta BigHaxomKy KnanTuk CyLui
Ha ctuky mops i numaHy.

Hapynte, Muni i koxaHi,

Lo s yrnnb He nay CbOrogHi:
Tyt 6’€ XUTTA, a B OKeaHi —
MubunHn MepTBi | XonoaHi.

BigTak, npocta mos nnaHuga —
| 9 BeCnyto BpaHLi-paHo

Tyown, oe 6aBuTbCcs cTaBpuaa
Ha ctuky mops i numaHy.

O pone! dan meHi nisHatn
€auHnmM cnneck gywi i Tina,
AW Ha YOBHMKOM KpunaTum
Mpomokna 3ipoHbka TpemTina!

LLlo6 cepue TboxHyno Big 6onto,
Big cuBux 3ip i Big TymaHy —

Ha rpaHi wactsa i Hesoni,

Ha ctuky mops i numaHy.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

THE FISHING OF HORSE-MACKEREL

IN CHERNOMORKA

| want to come to the essence,

| want to taste the ocean salt,

Bur still 'm here, on a strip of land
Between the sea and the firth.

The steamers are calling to the seal

They are eager to leave, but still

The deep waters are dark and morose,

the low waters are alive!

My fortune is simple,

I’m in my boat early in the morning
Going to fish horse-mackerel
Between the sea and the firth.

You get nothing for nothing,
But | pray — fortune do keep
The sparkling wet star laughing
Over my humble ship.

Let my soul cry in pain

In the sack of milky fog

Between the freedom and slavery,
Between the sea and the firth.
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MJ1AY NO KASALKUM JTIONTbKAM

Houbto Wwtopm niotosan,

YTPOM OMMKK FyNstoT, KaK THOMbKN.
Ha 3anu3aHHon oTmenu
OPEMITIOT KasaLkKue NHoNbKU.

Mx numaH otpaet

rnocre KaXaoro LTopma Kak nnary,
MX NPUAOHHbIE CTPYM

BbIHOCSIT MOA Kaxayto xaTy —
HOCcorpewnHas rmuHa,

Yyepenbe, NYCThILWKN, BUPHONBKN...
A wnay no Boge,

cobupato kasaukume nionbKu.

Mo cbinyyen naryHe,

No OHY, YTO MPYXKMHUT, KaK CUTO,

MO >XapOoBHE LUNMyYen,

B KOTOPYIO BNaru HanuTo,

no KuHbypHckown koce,

Mo ee MenKoBOAHOMY Kpato —

nocrie wropma

0BNoOMKM noracLumx BekoB cobupailo.

Cnenku B340XOB rMyOUHHbIX,
YyOHble COMNENKU-KPUBYIbKN —
Ha NOCHSLLEeNncs oTMenmn
MNET KasaLKnue NonbKN.
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MJAY MO KO3ALbKUX NIONbKAX

HalwTopmuno BHoui.

BpaHLui — GnnckiTkn B MOpi, MOB THOINbKM.
Ha Borkinn minuHi

Tam ko3aLbKi, LLie 3acnaHi, NoNbKN.

ix numaH ogpae

[Micns KoXHOro LWTOpMY, SK nnarty,
Ix BUHOCATL WITOPMK

Monig koxHy cbentory Ta xarty.
Yepenku, Hocorpinkun ui,
CBULLKMKK, 3 TNUHK BamOynbKN. ..
A Bogoto Bpeny,

Min6upato wnidoBaHi NoNbKN.

Mo naryHi cunkin,

Ta no gHy, WO NpYXWHWUTb, MOB CUTO,
Ta no rpaHi Wwunyuin,

LLlo B Hel Bonory HanuTo,

Mo KiHGypHCcbKin koci,

B minkosoapai, ickpaeyky-ckpato —
Micns wropmy

YnamkiB noracnmx cToniTb Hasbupato.
30MKN OpeBHiX 3iTXaHb,

YynacinHi coninkn-kpuBynbkn —

Ha nnnTkin MinuHi

MnitoTb NtONbKN KO3aLlbKi...

On, nionbku!

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MOURNING OVER THE COSSACKS’ PIPES

Storm was furious this night —

in the morning catchlights play like sardelle,
Earthen pipes of Cossacks

on the tidy sandbank dream around.

After storms the estuary pays them
like money for travel,

Bottom currents deliver them,

bring them to every threshold:
Nose-heaters of clay, poor crockery,
trinket and splinter...

| am strolling in water

and gathering pipes of the warriors.

| am all in the sands,

in the bottoms elastic like bolter,
On the braziers sizzling

with water that fills and brims over,
On the Kinbourn sandbair,

| am lost on its shallow border,

| have come after tempest

to gather the debris of ages.

Moulds of sighs from the depths,

queer crooks, narrow vents and blowholes —
Earthen pipes of Cossacks

on the tidy sandbank dream around.
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Ckonbko 6bIno no ceety
CpaXxeHui, n ceyemn, n pybok —

TYT OCENo OHO,

nepemMeTHoe knagodwiie TpyOoK.
MoxerT, BblLLe:

B nsnyymHax byra, [Henpa aa UHryna —
ObIM NMPOKYPEHHbIX NTErKmx
BOpPOHKa CTONETUIN BTSHyNa?
BoasiHo mepTBOBOL,

Ybe TYHHENbHOE BEPTKOE TENOo
CKBO3b 3MOXM NPOLLINO —
BbIpbIBasiCb U3 pyK, NpocsucTenol..
OMyT LUTONOPHON TArW.

Berywun Butok msicopybku:

pa3! — 1 HeT HMKOro.

Tonbko nn HabueaeTcs B TPYOKK.

HeckoHuaembli 6pog...
Mpumepsito Ha owynb crieqsl,

N3 KOTOPbIX pacTyT

POOHMKM NpencnogHer Boabl.

loe Tbl, BpeMsi B3pbIBHOE?

TBoW BbIOPOC NeckaMm NPUTYLLEH.
MepTBOW1 3bIObI0 CTOUT
©e3ronochblii 3050BbI BOW...
JInwb Topyat vybykn —
NepUCKONbI, CBUCTYNbKW OTAYLUNH,
1 npunue HabyxaeT

Hag, KpoMKoto 6eperoBo.



Ckinbku civyen 6yno, noeguHkiB —
LLlopoky, LLoaHUHN,

TyT ocCino BoHo,

Knagosuiue ¢irypHOi rmuHu.
Moxxe, BuLLe:

Y rupni i byra, n QHinpa, we n lHryny
[unm nereHiB NnpokypeHux
BxoauTb B enoxy MuHyny.

Ot Xe wronopHa Tsara!

3anisHun cysii M'sicopybku!
P-pa3! — Hikoro Hema.

JInw Hamyn BUNMHaE i3 TpyOKK.

[omiHKe MasiuiHHA. Ha goTuk Topkato cnigw,

[e cBoe »eboHATb NOTONDIYHI xepenbLs BoAu.

Oe Tn, yace MUHyLLMIN?

Tebe 3agyLumno nickamm.

Ta noctanu mepui nig Eonose rpisHe BUTTS,
| ctmpyaTth 4ybykun —

Mepuckonu ko3aubki Hag4 Hamu,

ABM MM i Kpi3b LBMHTAPHY MMy

Mpo3npanu xutts!

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

See the dead battlefields,

bloody fighting, and fury, and slashing
Settled down in the sands,

in the pipes,

weather-graveyards of breathing.
Maybe, higher and higher —

through bends of the flowing rivers
Tar and smoke of their lungs

went to sink in the whirlpool of ages?

This dead-water canal

with its tunnel meandering over

Comes through epochs to hands —

and frees out, breaks away with a whistle!..
Feel this draught in the spin

and the coil of the cruel meat-grinder:

Ups! — and nobody here.

Only mud fills the pipes and brims over.

Feel how endless the wade...

Try to touch and to measure the traces —
They give way to the springs,

to the springs of the Underworld water.
Where are you, the explosive times?
Are your blasts dead and stifle

In the sands, in the ripples

of the voiceless Aeolus wailing?

Only chibouks around —

periscopes, air-holes of whistles,

And the tide slowly swells,

slowly swells on the narrowing shoreline.
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*k*

EcTb cTuxun — aHTUKBapHas naeka,
r[€e Ha Monkax XornogHble GHCThI.
He y3HaTb 1x — noxanyin, HernoBKo,
a y3HaB — OTBepHyscs, 1 bactal..
Ota pucma — BuTas 6ynaska,
Koewn ckonoTbl [xonckl u MpycThl,
aTa hupma — obMaHka, yrnoBka,
nomecb MpamMopa 1 neHonnacra.

Boru HocaT nypnypHble Torm —

My3a TpenneT 6a3apHble IKUHCbI:

el kopceTbl yborue Tyru,

B CBUTEpPKe NpeanovYTUTENbHEN LWaHChI.
Beab cTuxun — He 3naTble YepToruy,

a cKopee — KOHTaKTHbIE MNMH3bI.

B HUX choHapuKM CBETAT U3 BbiOTN,

N OCSIMU CBepYaT OUNMXaHChI.



*k%k

Bipwi € — rama3sei aHTuKBapa,

[e aHTW4HI 3anunneHi GrocTu.

He BnisHaTuh ix — npocTo raHeba,

A Bni3HaB — ogBepTacELLICs YECHO.
Akwo puma — Ue wnunbka, ge napa
biaHux knacwukis, [xowcu i MpycTu,
OTtxe, nagoc — nonuea, 1 He Tpebda,
LLlo6 xxyBanacs cTpaBa croBecHa.

B 6ora 3Biky us nypnypHa Ttora —
My3a HOCUTb 3aHOLLEHI AXUHCK:
Hi go voro kopceTu Ha Tini,

Hy, a B cBeTpuKy HadaTbest LWwaHcu.
Ane BipLUIi — He NpUCMepK YepTora,
A ckopillie — KOHTaKTHI ue niH3n.

B Hux ropsTb nixTapi B 3ameTini

W pepenyath no oci amnixaHcy.

CIMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

*kk

There are verses like shops of antiques

With their shelves staffed with cool glossy figures.
You feel awkward when fail to recognize them,
But as soon as you did — go out!..

See this rhyme — it goes through, convoluted,
Pins together old Joyces and Prousts,

No, this brand only bite, only gravy,

Only marble mixed up with foam plastic.

Purple togas for heavenly bodies,

Muse would come in old jeans that torn out:

In corsets she feels shy and uneasy,

Catch your chance when she comes in old jersey.
After all, verse is not golden palace,

It is may be sort of some contact lenses.

See its lights flashing through snow blizzards,
Hear its coaches lonely creaking in axles.
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Pag Tomy, 4TO MHOroneTHast apykba C BbICOKOTaNaHTAMBbLIM YKPAWHCKUM MO3TOM
Omutpom KpemnHem, Kpome HacnaxpeHusi TBopyecksm oblieHvem, gana CTonb
BELLEeCTBEHHbIN pe3ynbrar.

WNckpeHHe Gnarogapto Tex, KTo MOMOr 3TON HEOObIYHOM KHUIe YBUAETb CBET: MOSTOAYHO
noateccy n cgunonora dapuHy bepesnny ns Hukonaesa, kmesnsH Cepres MrHatoBa
n Npera KpacHoBa, 06LLMMN yCUNNSIMN KOTOPbIX POANSIACh aHrNoA3bl4HAsA BEPCUS.
NCTUHHBIM COaBTOPOM KHUIMM CYMTAKD HUKOMNMAEBCKOro XygooxHuka AnekcaHapa
MnaTtbeBa, cymeBLUEro no-cBOEMY NPOYyBCTBOBATbL U YBUAETHL CMOBO.

OTOT 3ambicenn He cMmor Obl peanu3oBaTbca 6e€3 nNoagoepXKU WU3BECTHOrO
npeanpuHuMarens u meueHara, reHepansHoro aupektopa OOO CIT «HUBYIOH»,
lepos YkpavHbl Anekces AdpaHacbeBuya Bapatypckoro v HukonaeBckoro mapa
Brnagumupa Omutprnesnya Hamkn.

Cnacun6o Bcem!
Bnagumunp MNyukos

doT10 Ha obnoxke AnekcaHgpa Kpemko n Omutpus JlackmHa.



