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A nompy 8 Ilapuxi @ ueraep ygeuepi.
— Cecap Baspexo

3a0yBaroThcs JTiHIT 3armaxu GapBM i 3ByKM

cnabHe 3ip racHe cJIyX i MHUHA€ETbCS pPagicTbh IIPOCTa
3a CBOEKO AYILICH MPOCTATHENI o0JuYYs i pyku
aJie BUCOKO i HEJOCSKHO BOHa IIPOJIiTa

3aJIMILIAETHCS TiJIbKU BOK3aJl HAa OCTaHHIM IIEPOHi
cipa miHa po3JyKU KJIyOOUMTHCS MyXHE i OT

BX€ BOHa pO3MHBaE Mol 0e33aXUCHi JOJIOHI

i OTUAHMM COJIOAKHMM TEIJIOM HAloB3a€ Ha poT
3aJIMILMJIach Jr000B asie kpaiie O i1 He Oyno

B MPOBiHLiIHIN MocTeai g MJiakaja JOKM CTOMMJIACh
i OpusuTBO pyM’sitHuil 6y30K 3arjiasjjaB Jio BiKHa
MO13J; PiBHO ilIOB i 3aKOXaHi MJISIBO [JUBUJIUCH

sIK TiJ TiJIOM TBOIM 3aJMXajlach MOJIMLI OpyJHa
3aTUxajia cTuxaja 6aHajIbHa BOK3aJibHa BECHa

MU noMmpeM He B [lapuxi Ternep s HaleBHO L¢ 3HAKO
B MPOBIHIIAHIN IOCTeJi L0 MOTOM KHUIUUTD i CJIi3bMHU
i TBOro KOHbBSIKY He MOJACTb TOOI XOJEH S 3HAIO
HiuMiM MOL{IJIyHKOM He OyJaeMo BTilL€Hi MU

iy MocroM Mipa6Go He po3ifiAyThCs KOJIa MiTbMU

HA/ATO ripKO MU IJ1aKaJId i obpaxasayu MpUPOAY
HAJTO CUJIbHO JIIOOMITH
KOXaHI{iB COPOMJISYM THUM

HaATO BipIli NMKCajJM MOETiB 3HEeBaXXMBILU
*
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We’ll Not Die in Paris

I will die in Paris on Thursday evening.
— Cesar Vallejo

You forget the lines smells colors and sounds
sight weakens hearing fades simple pleasures pass
you lift your face and hands toward your soul
but to high and unreachable summits it soars

what remains is only the depot the last stop
the gray foam of goodbyes lathers and swells
already it washes over my naked palms

its awful sweet warmth seeps into my mouth
love alone remains though better off gone

in a provincial bed I cried till exhausted

through the window a scraggly rose-colored lilac spied
the train moved on spent lovers stared

at the dirty shelf heaving beneath your flesh

outside a depot’s spring passed grew quiet

we’ll not die in Paris I know now for sure

but in a sweat and tear-stained provincial bed

no one will serve us our cognac I know

we won’t be saved by kisses

under the Pont Mirabeau murky circles won’t fade

too bitter we cried abused nature
we loved too fiercely
our lovers shamed
to0 many poems we wrote
disregarding poets

*
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3poay

HaM BOHM HE J03BOJISITH MomepTu B Ilapmxki

i BOQY

iy MoctoM MipaGo OKiJIbL[IOIOTb KOHBOEM T'yCTHUM.

CT0 pOKiB IOHOCTI...

Cto pokKiB FOHOCTi, a faji Bce — MmycTesid.

OxoJsiiui cBOro craporo micra

Xiba He uyell, 3aTY/JIUBIUU 04i?

Kpi3p MepTBUIi1 WM Hajiatouoro JIMCTs
bixarp cobaku HaIlloro JUTHHCTBA

I migpocrae xpoB... Cro pokiB

FOHOCTi, & [aJli BCe — ITyCTeJIs.

TyT cosoB’i, HeHade LBSAIIKY, BOUTI
Y rpyy JOKBiTAalOUMX KYILiB;

Y BepecHi IpocylleHi gouri
IMostougyThest Ha COHLY, K OisM3Ha,
Po3siliena Mix BikoH. A cHiru!
Benuki, ¢ionerosi... Ane tn

Mycuil G6Jinx4ye migifiTi

Ho pyx, mieueii, 40 LUKipH, A0 COPOYKH,
Tapsyuoi Big creku. [lo cTiHy,

XosnogHoOT Big cTpaxy i Bijg MOXy.

Xiba He uyel, 3aTYJIMBIIMN OYi,

CBOIO KOJIMLIHIO KPYTJIy YHUCTOTY?

Xiba He xoyell YBiHTH y KaMiHb,
XO0BaK4KCh BiJj NEpPIUUX MOLiTYyHKiB?
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they’ll not let us die in Paris
and the alluring water

under the Pont Mirabeau
will be encircled with barricades

Translated by Dzvinia Orlowsky

A Hundred Years of Youth

A hundred years of youth and all beyond —a wasteland.

The neighborhoods of your old city

Do you not hear them, when you shut your eyes?
Through the dead smoke of blazing leaves
Hounds of our childhood run

And the blood thickens...A hundred years

of youth, and all beyond — a wasteland.
Here nightingales, like spikes, are driven
Into hearts of flowering shrubs;
September’s parched-out rains

Are rinsed in sunlight, like linens,

Hung between windows. And the snows!
Mammoth and violet... But you

you must come closer

To the hands, shoulders, skin and shirt
Torrid from heat. To walls,

Grown cold from fear and moss.

Do you not hear it, when you shut your eyes,
Your own lost innocence?

Do you not want to meld in stone,

Hiding from those first kisses?
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Tyau, Tyqu — y KaMinb i y Mox,

Y Outy nersy, mopBadi M’aui,

Y cosioB’iB! ¥ JarigHux cobax

JAUTUHCTBA HALLIOIO, 110 BCe IOB3YTb 32 HAMH
Kpi3b MEpTBHI1 UM IaJar0uoro JIMcTs,

AX KpOB iM MpPOCTyIa€ Ha XxpeOTax.

Y mox! ¥ crpax!

...a JaJii Bce — IYCTeId.

Ilopa peneruuiii

Haina xoXHa 3aKOXaHIiCTb KOXHa TicHilIa ta OJimXK4a
CMEpPTOHOCHOIO I'OJIKOK BHILUTO dJiep el i AuUM
TIOBEPHU Micgllp TakK, L100 BiH TajaB Ha pijgHe o6uuus
i TpeMTH sIK XyJOXHMK i Iiau Sk yOWBI[S HAJ HUM.

Lie TI0pa peleTHUL{iil JepeBa BUXOASATh Ha CLICHY
KPOB CTaporo akTopa CTiKa JIMCTOTaf JIMCTOMA,
0 HaiBHUU TJI47a4y TH BipHII L1 CMEepPTh AOCTEMEHHA
CMEPTh 3aBXAU JOCTEMEHHa Tebe Hayyae TeaTp

i Ha cajJj L0 Telep IOMHPa i BOCKpeCHE BECHOO

Ha 3iB’4J1i oroJieHi nJiedi crapoi ropu

i Ha pigHe 06y 110 36GJIAHYIO mepel TOOOK
HakKJ/1aJja€ MUCTCLTBO LUMPOKHUH HifKpeCIeHUN I'PUM

Lie Mopa peleTHIi BXKEe TEKCTOM BEJIMKOI ApaMu
MepeTPyAXKEHO rybu peMapku ropsth i3 MMTbMU
xall He OyyTb NPOKJISTUMM pOJii 1110 0OpaHO HAMU
MH SK Ii3Hi JepeBa rOTOBi yXe A0 3UMMU.
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There, over there —into the stone and moss,
Into the timeworn brick, the tattered balls.
Into the nightingales! Into the gentle hounds
Of childhood, that lope behind us always
Through the dead smoke of blazing leaves,
Until blood rises on their spines.

Into the moss! And into fear!

...and all beyond —a wasteland.

Translated by Myrosia Stefaniuk

A Time of Rehearsals

Our every love is more stifling and close

death’s needle embroiders this linen and smoke

return the moon so it will fall on a familiar face

make it tremble like an artist cry like a murderer over him

this is the season of rehearsals trees appear on stage
the blood of an old actor flows November November
o naive spectator you believe this death is invented

it is always invented so the theatre says

descend on the now dying orchard reborn in spring
onto the bare withered shoulders of an old mountain
and a familiar face that turned pale before you

art puts on its wide underscored make-up

this is the time of rehearsals the text of a great drama
the overworked lips of the prompter blaze in the dark
let the roles we choose not be cursed

we are like late blooming trees ready for winter

Translated by Michael M. Naydan & Dzvinia Orlowsky
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Enerisa Ilikacco

Tiel x Houi cHIir mimos. Igwm,
Be3mrymHUIT CHiXXe, TEMHUMHU YCTaMHU,
MocTtamu, Haue CIJIETEHUMH CHaMH,
Haxamu;

CrosTh cagy XOJIOJHOI CJIOAHU

B oxexi 6iTiif 3 YOpHUMU pyKaMH...
Tak po30yau

Ileit paHOK TMoOHajg HaMU:

Xy[QOXHUKY, illle TU MOJIOJHIA,
Iqu x Tyau, ae cromuieHi i GigHi,
besgomui giTu i cainii 6e3piaHi,
2Kinku 6e3.11006i, Marepi HerapHi —
B miwrixxu, 6oXeBiJIbHi i JiKapHi,
B nmuBHUUKY,

B CJIbO3M B’S1J101 BOAU.
XyJIOXKHUKY, illle TH MOJIOJHIL,
[1le 3Ha€wI caM 3HEJOJIEHICTh i BOOTICTD,
Mancapau Borkuit muJi, i nmuJj, i BOrkicTs,
Crineup i nixxo.

A B OCiHHIO TbMY —

Jpyr y xaB’sipHi B roay6iMm gumy.

...Kyau nersate ui rony6i xaB’spHi,

Kyau OpeyTh 1i TIOUyTTS POXEBi,

I1i akpobaru MaHapiBHI i HixXHI?

— Y 3pijicTs, Tak, y CIOKiil, y JOCTaTOK,

Y cnoragu mpocsaBJeHUX MaiCTpiB. —

[po 110 roBopsTh ABi cecTpu B obilimax,
JBoJIMiKe JFOACTBO, i cBiTe, i rpiliHe?

— Ilpo 3pisicTe, Tak, Npo XpycK TOro IOPTPETa
OcTaHHBOTO, MJIAMUCTOTO, SK CBiT...
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The Picasso Elegy

That very night the snow began to fall. Go,
silent snow, through dark lips,

Through bridges, as if through plaited dreams,
Through rooftops:

Orchards of cold mica stand

dressed in white clothes with black arms...
So rouse

This morning upon us:

Artist, you're still young,
Go to the weary and the poor
To homeless children and blind men without kin,
Women without love, mothers without good looks —
To the inns, the mad houses and hospitals,
To the taverns,
to tears of sluggish water.

Artist, you're still young,
You still know wretchedness and poverty,
The dank smell of garrets, dust, dampness
The chair and a bed.

And to the autumn darkness —
A friend in a coffee house in blue smoke.

...Where do these blue coffee houses drift,
Where do these rose-colored feelings roam,
These wandering and tender acrobats?

— To maturity, yes, to contentment, to plenty,
To the memoirs of famous masters.

What do the two sisters talk about,

Two-faced humanity, both blessed and sinful?

— About maturity, yes, about destroying that last
Portrait, fiery, as the world...
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B kyOiuHMX BiJIJIax COHIIE Iepecoxjie —
Lle crapicTb, ue 300yTOK, 1€ SKach
OpuriHasibHa BTpara IOHUX JIT.

... Tiel X Houi cHir mimoB. Iau,
besnrymHuit cHixe. SIk XUTTS MUHae!
SIk 1Ie7IeCTUTD CJI0AA, K OIlajae,
Ororor0ouu HepBHU-JepeBal ..

Hi moJsoficTp, Hi cTapicTh He Brajae,
Yoro 1myka B XHUTTI JyllIa XHBa.

CnoTuMKarwuMch MixkK 3ipoK

3He0JIEeHUM CBIiTY

Tax rapHo, HIBUAKO OMJIOCH TBOE CEPILE.
51 mam’gTaro TiJibKUM 1e. Aie

Bxe cHir immos 3i croponu [Hinpa,
3aninionyy ovi ¥ OKyJIsIpH,
3aMoTyrouM Tapku Ta OyJIbBapu

B mom’aTuil 3amax MOKporo xyTpa.
XopaiMo Tak 3i MHOIO, TH i S

InyTh cHiry, 3acmivueHi JoujaMH,
Iayte momi y Jlimi i Ilapuxi,

Tak, 110 HE BUJHO B 1ieil BeuipHiil yac
Bxe poauMox Ha 1umi i nJevax —
Bcix ocoGauBocTel Jierkoro Tija.

AJjie 9 nam’ATar TIJIBKU CTpPax.

XTO CJIBO3M IIPOCTUPAJJIOM BUTHPAB,

AOu HIXTO He GauMB — OIIiBHOUI,
*
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In square villas, the sun has dried out—
This is old age, the reward, this is some kind of
Original loss of youth’s years.

... That very night the snow began to fall. Go,
Silent snow. How life passes!

How the rainy weather murmurs, how it falls,
Exposing nerve-trees!...

Neither youth nor old age can guess
What a living soul searches for in life.

Translated by Michael M. Naydan & Dzvinia Orlowsky

Stumbling Among Stars
Of a despairing world

So nicely, quickly your heart beat—
That is all I remember. Yet already
Snow was blowing from the Dnieper
Covering my eyes and glasses,
Wrapping the parks and boulevards
In the scent of crumpled wet fur.
Let’s walk, together, you and L.

Snow is falling in Kiev and Lviy,

Rain is falling in Lima and Paris,

So hard this evening you can’t even see

The birth mark on my neck and shoulders —
Features of a spirited body.

Yet I remember only fear.

Someone wipes tears with a sheet
So no one could see —at midnight,

*

157



Haranka binoyepkiceys

158

I Toi1, XTO BiYHO caMm, aJjie HeCMiJo
Bunpocrtye cBoi xyAi KoJliHa;

XT0 BXe AaBHO 3a0yB Terio XuTia,
I xTo gaBHO 3a0yB Tpo 3amax XJiiba,
I xTo GoiThCa cTapocTi i cMepTi,
Kanigrsa it pagianii — yci

IMosoni #iayte B [lapuxi i y Jlimi,

I poiy im 3anuBa€e oxkyyasipu

I cipi dapu cTomJieHUX Takci.

Po3pisinMo X 1(r0 omiBHiYHY KaBy

3 6e3qOMHHUMM MiJ CipUMH MOCTaAMU —
Bigpaii iM 10JIOBUHY CUTapeTH

I mosroBMHY HiXHMX CJIiB MOIX.
Po3pistumo cBiit oniBHIiYHUI XJTi0

3 rosiofHUMH, He OOMUHIMO I MEPTBHUX
3 royiofHUMH Oe3JOMHUMH YCTaMHU.

...Je ogHa mowapnaHa 30ps,
Konm puBimock Kpi3b MOKpi OKYJISApH,
3aJ0LIEHUII 3aKOBTYOYM CHIr.

XoniMo X Tak, y mapku, Ha OyJIbBapHu...
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And someone else, always alone, timidly
Straightens out his thin knees;

Who long ago forgot the warmth of home,
Who long ago forgot the smell of bread,
Who fears old age and death,

Disability and radiation — Everyone
Wialks slowly in Paris and Lima,

And rain covers their glasses,

The wet headlights of weary taxis.

Let’s share this midnight coffee

With the homeless under damp bridges —
Share half a cigarette

And half of my tender words.

Let’s share our midnight bread

With the hungry: not forgetting the dead
With hungry, homeless lips.

...Yet one more tormented star,
Whenever I look through my wet glasses,
Swallowing the rain-soaked snow.

Let’s walk together, to the parks, to the boulevards...
Translated by Michael M. Naydan & Dzvinia Orlowsky
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Hoin... Moy y JIsBoBi, TepHomnoJi. ..

o1y — Ha o6ounHi
Iona, pe Konis piBHa, 6JIMCKy4a — CTpina...
Tu y Baroni He cruil — 9K TOAi, cepel HOUi...
Hi, 11e He 30pi HaBKOJIO, II¢ COHHI Tia.

Cnu, ysBisi, 110 i1 3JIUBa 3MHBa€ MOKipHi
Cnpo3u i miT, OAST, 3MOPIUKH, TPUMACH i T'PUM;
CkJ1aaxy uyxoi Baru i oGJIMILIOl LUKipH,

Haue HakJieeHi KMMOChH HaJ| ceplieM TBOIM.

3MueEThCS BCE, 1 3aJITMILUUTBCA KiCTh MOJIyM’ sTHA,
CyTb i XuUTTH, i TI0€3i1 — HacTpiil i piu.
1gHe1n — 11e CKJIAHKa roiijjaeTncs;

[JISHEII — Lie paHa
KaBu npoauToi IJISSMUTb NMpPOCTEeHY Hiu!

3amax nJjalKapTHUX BaroHiB, BOJIOTHMX TIOAYILIOK,
3amax KJ103eTy, IIUrapok, Jr0oBi i Oiju,

I HeTpuBKi iMeHa yJopalllHiX MOJAPYXKOK —

Bce 3aJIMIINTBCS B MOTOKAX HiYHOT BOAU ...

“We’ll Not Die in Paris,” “A Time of Rehearsals,” “The Picasso Elegy,” and
“Rain... rain in the cities of Lviv and Ternopil...” are from the Bilotserkivets
collection entitled Lystopad (Kiev: Radianskyi pysmennyk, 1989). “A Hundred
Years of Youth” and “Stumbling Among Stars” were published in her collection,
Pidzemnyi vobon (Subterranean Fire), Kiev: Molod, 1984.
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Rain...Rain in the cities of Lviv and Ternopil...

Rain...Rain in the cities of Lviv and Ternopil...
Rain — along the borders

Of a field where the tracks lie flat— glistening arrow...

You do not sleep in the car —as then, that one night...

No, these are not stars that surround you, these tired bodies.

Sleep, imagine this downpour washes away meek

Tears and perspiration, clothing, wrinkles, grimaces, make-up;
The folds of a stranger’s weight and sticky skin,

As if glued by someone above your heart.

Everything washes away, a single fiery die remains,
The essence of life, of poetry — of moods and matter.
Take a look — the glass sways;

look — this wound
Of spilled coffee stains the spreading night.

The scent of third class cars, of damp pillows,

The scent of toilets, cigarettes, love, misery,

And the short-lived names of yesterday’s girlfriends —
All will be left in the streams of nocturnal water...

Translated by Michael M. Naydan & Dzvinia Orlowsky
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