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34 Festival of Poetry

Introduction

This section of the journal is devoted to a first-of-its-kind event: an
online festival of contemporary Ukrainian poetry that was part of a series of
literary events | organized with support from the Danylo Husar Struk
Programme in Ukrainian Literature of the Canadian Institute of Ukrainian
Studies at the University of Alberta. The Struk programme regularly hosts
readings by contemporary Ukrainian authors, giving scholars and the public
a chance to engage with the latest trends and names in Ukrainian literature.
They are meant to show that literature should not be restricted to university
classrooms but needs to be seen and heard by a wider appreciative audience.

The festival ran for eight weeks on Zoom through July-August 2020 and
showcased sixteen contemporary Ukrainian poets. This issue of the journal
includes translations of some of the poetry presented at the festival, now
available for English-speaking readers and researchers.

The idea of organizing a two-month, weekly, online festival arose after
the sudden proclamation of the lockdown and other restrictions in March
2020. This unexpected and unprecedented experience changed our attitude to
each other. It marked the beginning of a period of anxiety, insecurity, and
dread of physical closeness, yet it also prompted a search for new means and
venues of communication.

A sense of despair associated with the pandemic drove me to seek tools
to help adjust to the newly fragmented, isolated reality. The solution was
language—the thing that unites us with others. It occurred to me that poetry
was this all-uniting, all-accommaodating, all-forgiving language that could
express the anxieties, losses, and adjustments of the pandemic situation
without shame and embarrassment. A festival of poetry would enable the
Ukrainian diaspora and English-speaking readers to encounter Ukrainian
literature in a more direct way; to watch, listen, and pose questions to poets
with whom few in the Ukrainian diaspora could have interacted, even in pre-
pandemic times. This awkward, untimely pandemic could be an excuse to
organize a large literary event outside Ukraine.

Such a large festival, with sixteen contemporary poets, would have been
very difficult to organize as an in-person event—it would be almost
impossible to bring so many poets to North America. Ironically, the pandemic
offered an opportunity to establish something otherwise unimaginable—a
real (though virtual), viable poetic dialogue between the Ukrainian
community in North America and poets in Ukraine (and beyond its borders).

The Danylo Husar Struk Programme supported this initiative, and the
Festival of Contemporary Ukrainian Poetry took place in the summer of 2020.
Recordings of the sessions are available on the Programme’s website for
those who didn’t attend and for those who teach Ukrainian literature in
schools and universities, both in Ukraine and abroad. These same goals are
further promoted by now publishing translations of some of this poetry.
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Selecting whom to invite to take part in the festival was challenging, but
from the beginning | was guided by a basic principle. There seemed to be no
point in further canonizing those who have already been canonized. | wanted
to give the audience a more panoramic view of contemporary Ukrainian
poetry, to include both well-known and lesser-known poets; poets who live
in Ukraine and outside it; and poets who do not write solely in Ukrainian. |
wanted to highlight the multicultural and multilinguistic richness of Ukraine
and its literature. This includes Ukraine’s Russophone literature, which has
often been the subject of politicized debate. | realize this is a very sensitive
topic. But, excluding literature written in Russian, Tatar, Yiddish, or in other
minority languages would diminish the richness of Ukraine’s culture and
echo the exclusions and banishments of previous epochs. Today, many
Russian-speaking poets of Ukraine are beginning to write in Ukrainian,
whether due to internal needs or the crisis in relations with the Russian
language and Russia. Their choices should be a matter of discussion and
debate in the context of mutual understanding and respect.

A project like this, | believe, brings poets, translators, readers and
scholars together, making it possible to rethink, in a dialogue, what was
previously unspeakable, to translate it both literally, in poetry, from one
language to another, and symbolically—from one’s own internal language,
with its truths and lies, to that of someone else. As such, this festival and the
translations that were born with it are decidedly comparative and topical, as
they foster an appreciation for otherness and develop curiosity, critical
thinking, cross-cultural and trans-epochal understanding. And all this is
possible because—only because—poetry has the power to reconcile.

Alex Averbuch
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Japuna I'naayn

THCTUTYT HEPELJISTY ICTOPII

1.

«_ 3ABO/l» cnemianizyeTbcs Ha BHPOOHUIITBI [Oyab-sKe
CJI0BO |

[Oynb-sxa dpaza]
[6ynb-sixa hpaza]

[0ymb-sixe cioBo] 1762 pik[nay3a]

[6ymp-sxa dpaza]
[6ymp-sxa dpaza]
[6ymp-sxa dpaza]

MoYaB BUPOOHUIITBO ITapOILIABIB
[6ymp-sxa dpaza]
BHPOOHHUIITBO NAPOTSTIB
[6ymp-sixa dhpasa]
3aJTI3HHYHUX MOCTIB
[6ymb-sixa dhpasa]
[6ymp-sixa dhpaza]
[6ymb-sixa dhpasa]

3 1963 poky Ha 3aBOJIi BHITyCKAIOTh AUTSAYi KOJISICKH

3 1965 — aBTOMOOIIBHI 3aITIACTHHH

3 1982 — manorabapuTHi npajbHi MAITUHA «-»

[Oynb-sike c10BO]

[Oynb-sika dpaza]

y 1998 porii 6y;0 po3moyaTo BUPOOHHUIITBO MIKKOHTUHCHTAIEHUX PAKET
CTpaTeriyHoro NpU3HaYeHHs «_»

y 2006 — cepiliHuil BUITYCK paKeT KOMIUIEKCY «_»
y MaifOyTHbOMY 3aBOJI IIJIAHY€ BHITYCK

[Oynb-sixa dpaza]

[Oynb-sixa dpaza]

[6ymp-sxa dpasa]

a TAaKOXK
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Daryna Gladun

INSTITUTE FOR HISTORICAL REVIE

1.

I -~ CTORY specializes in the production of [any word]
[any phrase]

[any phrase]
[any word] the year 1762 [pause]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

began manufacturing steamers
[any phrase]

manufacturing locomotives
[any phrase]

railway bridges

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

from 1963 at the factory baby carriages were made
from 1965 automobile parts

from 1982 compact “jl” washing-machines

[any word]

[any phrase

in 1998 _ intercontinental strategic missiles began production

in 2006 mass production of the d missiles started

in the future the factory plans to produce
[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

and also

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — »
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2.

BUKpazadyi icTopii

LIOPOKY 3MiHIOBAJIH T10 CJIOBY

Ha OHY CTOPIiHKY MiApyYHHUKA

[6ymp-sixa dpaza]

[6ymp-sixa dpaza]

[6ymp-sxa dpaza]

10 YOTHPH CJIOBA HAa CTOPIHKY KOHCTUTYII1
[6ymp-sxa dpasa]

[6ymp-sixa dpaza]

[6ymb-sixa dpasa]

3acHyBaJIM IHCTUTYT neperysiay GakriB i ¢panbcudikamii

KiJIbKa JECSATKIB BUAAHb NEPiOJUKH (30KpeMa, JIiTepaTypHi Ky pHalIu
Y. . rozcn «i)», «i» TOLIO)
TBOPYI CITITKA

i

OJMH TeJleKaHa

SIKHH y 9ac MPOTECTiB TpaHcIioe OaeT «Jlebenuue 03epoy
[6ymb-sika dpasza] [6ymp-sike c10BO] iM€0IOTIUHI BaKelli BIUTHBY
[6ymp-sxa dpaza]

[0ymp-sixa dhpasa]

[0y mb-sika

a naim —

[0y nb-sike croBo] mpote

i goci 3raayodn npo XX CTONITTS TOBOPUMO PO

MIPOEKTH 1HO3EMHUX MOJITUIHUX JisT9iB BIPOBAHKEHI HA TEPUTOPIT
JIepIKaBU

TaKOX TOBOPHMO TIpo OyaiBHULITBO BAMy

1 TIHATTS TITHHYA (X04a
0e3mocepeHbO)
[Oynb-sxa dpaza)
[0ynb-sike cii0BO]
[Oynb-sxa dpaza]
PEnpoayKy€EMO CIIOTBOPEHI CIIOTa Iy

[0y mB-sike ciioBO]

nepepyKoByeMo chaiabcudikoBaHi pakTH Npo KUIbKICTh xepTB ["omokocty
T'omomomopy CranmiHChKHX pemnpeciit

[6ymp-sxa dpasa]

[6ymp-sxa dpaza]

[6ymp-sxa dpasa]

Iist9i KyJIBTYPH BCTAIOTh IIepe KIHOIMOKa30M Ha 3HaK MPOTECTY MPOTH
MAacOBHUX apellTiB

He Oyna o Hel mpuYeTHa
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2.

every year history robbers

change a word on every

page of the textbooks

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

four words on a page in the constitution
[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

they established the institute for the review of facts and falsification

a few dozen periodicals (particularly, the literary journals “| | .
“JH, the newspapers i ﬂ etc.)

unions of artists

and

a TV channel

which broadcasts the ballet “Swan Lake” during protests

[any phrase] [any word] ideological gears of influence

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase] substitution of

the histori of . with the history of || | | | [N 2o 'ater

[any word] however

still speaking of the twentieth century we talk about

the projects of foreign politicians were implemented on state territory

we also talk about the construction of the Baikal-Amur Mainline

and upturning virgin soil (although [l was not directly involved in it)
[any phrase]

[any word]

[any phrase]

reproduce distorted memories

[any word]

reprint falsified facts about the number of victims of the Holocaust the
Holodomor the Stalinist repressions

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

workers within the arts stand up before a film screening to protest the mass
arrests

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >



40 Festival of Poetry

[Oynb-sxa dpaza)

MITHHTYIOTb IIPOTH HOOUTTS CTY/IEHTIB

[Oynb-sxa dpaza]

BUCTYHIAIOTh IIPOTH JIep>KaBHUX 3JI0YHHIB

[6ymp-sxa dpaza]

3TiHO 3 CEKPETHOIO TUPEKTUBOIO 3rayeMO IX JIMIIE SK 3paJIHHUKIB
IIMUATYHIB

KOHTPPEBOIIOLIIOHEPiB

3.

[Oymp-sKa xiHKa]
[Oynp-sxwmii 9oMOBIK]
18+
TOBOPSTH IIPO BilHY 1 IUTFO0
TOBOPSTSH IIPO BilHY
Ipo BiHY
TOBOPSATH NP0 U006
[6ynp-saxa xiHKa]
[0y nb-sikmii 90MOBIK]

[pimem mpu3HAYESHMH AT IepeTIIAay 0co0aMH CTapIINMH 32 ]
[Oynb-sikmii BiK]

(s cepiio3HO)

[Oynb-sikwmii BiK]

[cMepTh

MpU3HAYCHA IS TIePeriisiLy
oco0aMu CTapIIMMH 33|
[6ynb-axwmii Bik]
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[any phrase]

resist the beating of students

[any phrase]

oppose state crimes

[any phrase]

in accordance with a secret directive we only mention them as traitors spies
counterrevolutionaries

3.

[any woman]
[any man]
18+
talk about war and marriage
talk about war
about war
talk about marriage
[any woman]
[any man]

[this film is intended for people over]
[any age]

(I’m serious)

[any age]

[death is
intended for
people over]

[any age]

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >
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abo

[meperusag cMepTi TO3BOJICHHUIA JIHIIE 32 3TOIH JOPOCITHX |
MMOYHHAE BipUTH B OOTa

[Oymp-sKa xiHKa]

[0y mp-sxwmii qomOBIK]

BUPIMIYIOTE 1€ OXPECTHUTH HOBOHAPOIDKEHY TOHBKY

[6ymp-sxe cioBo]

[6ymp-sika dhpasa]

[6ymb-sika dhpasa]

3a JIBa POKH IICJIs MiNMHCaHHS AEKIapalil po He3aJIeXHICTh
OTPUMYIOTh CBIIOLITBO PO HAPOJPKEHHS TUTUHH CTApOTro 3pa3Ka
31 cTapuM repoom

31 CTapOIO HA3BOIO TEPHUTOPIi

BiliHY 32 IIPaBO HA HOBY IICHTUYHICTH MPOTPAIH
[Oymp-sKa xiHKa]

[0y mb-sxmii 90MOBIK]

HE 3MIHIOIOTH nTactioptu 10 1995 poky

[0y nb-sike cii0BO]
[Oynb-sxa dpaza]
[Oynb-sixa dpaza]

4.

nedinut nepesipenoi iHpopmarrii
1110710 30pOHHUX KOH(DIIKTIB
MIPU3BOJUTSH JI0

[Oynp-sixa perutika)]

[Oynp-sixa perutika)]

[Oynb-sixa 5]

[Oymp-sika pernrika]

BHUKPUBJICHHS CIIPUHHATTS MOTiH

Ta BXJIMBOCTI BHECKY OKPEMHX JIOJEH
[Oymp-sixa pernrika]
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or

[watching death is allowed only with adult consent]
starts believing in god

[any woman]

[any man]

decide where to baptize their newborn daughter

[any word]

[any phrase]

[any phrase]

two years after the signing of the Declaration of Independence
they receive an old-style birth certificate

with the old seal

with the old name of the territory

the war for a new identity was lost by
[any woman]
[any man]

didn’t chanﬁe i)assports until 1995

[any word]
[any phrase]
[any phrase]

4.

lack of verified information

about armed conflicts

leads to

[any remark]

[any remark]

[any 1]

[any remark]

distortion of our perception of events

and the importance of the contribution of certain individuals
[any remark]

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >
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Tak-3BaHUI 1IHPOPMALIHHUH HIyM

[Oynb-sixa perutika)]

3 METOI0 MaHIIMyJIALIT lyMKOIO HIMPOKKX BEPCTB HACETICHHS
[Oynmp-sika perutika]

MiTiTapHu3amis mo3a 30HO OOHOBHX Miit

[6ymp-sKa pernrika]

TIOIITYK BOPOTa Y OYAb-KOMY XTO BiIJpi3HA€THCS Bifl
[6ymp-sxa pernrika]

[6ymp-saxa pernrika]

[Oynp-sixa perutika)]

JIaHU# TEKCT Ma€ TaKOXK MPOCBITHUILILKY MICi0
03HAMOMHTHU YHTaYa 3 MAKCUMAIBbHO 00’ EKTUBHOIO
Giorpadieto [im’st mpizBuiie]

[6ynp-sixa dhpaza)

[iM’st ipi3BuInEe] HapoAUBCS

[im’st ipizBuIne] momep

[Oymp-sika permrika
Y MIiCTEUKyY
6im,-;n<a iermiKa

[0y nb-sika perntikal

TaK camo -

[Oynp-sika perutika]
[Oynmp-sika perutika]
[Oynp-sika perutika]

Opax mepeBipeHoi iHpopMarii
CIOTBOPIOE CHPUIHATTS AIHCHOCTI

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — »
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the so-called information noise

[any remark]

aiming to manipulate the opinion of the masses
[any remark]

militarization beyond the conflict zone

[any remark]

seeing an enemy in anyone who differs from
[any remark]

[any remark]

[any remark]

this text also has an educational mission

to acquaint the reader with the most objective
biography of [name surname]

[any phrase]

[name surname] was born

[name surname] died

[any remark
in the town
|ani remark|

any remark

also
[any remark]
[any remark]
[any remark]

lack of verified information
distorts the perception of reality

Translated by John Hennessy and Ostap Kin

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org
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Ouena I'yceiinoBa
Motsaru

Kino3amu cTBopeHi mist

MOTSTIB,

SIKi Ha TIOBHIHM IIBUAKOCTI

JIETATH yTIEpPex.

B ocranHio XBUIUHY,

KOJIM B 3aJTi HE JINIIAETHCS HIKOTO,

XTO O HE 3aIUTIOIINB OYCH,

Ha eKpaHi 3 SIBISETHCS IOChH IHIIIE.
OpmHOro pa3zy KOTPUICH 3 HUX

HE BTPUMAETHCS 1 000B’SI3KOBO
pO3ipBe MOJIOTHO EKpaHa.

Moxe, e Oy/ie €BpOTICHCEKIIA eKCTIpec,
3 BUIIYKaHHM BarOHOM-PECTOPAHOM,
€JIEKTPUUKA 3 OpyIHYBaTHMH BiKHaMH,
TOBapHSIK?..

XKepts Oyzne meHie,

HIX ITij] 9ac aBiakatacTpodu.

B HOBHHAX PO 11 TOBOPUTHMYTH CTPUMAHO.
Crinka kiHemaTorpagicTiB

Bi3bMeE Ha cebe 3000B’sI3aHHS
MKITyBaTHUCS PO POIMHH 3arHOIHX
(be3komTOBHI KBUTKH HA IIPeM’ €pHI MOKa31
iM OyIlyTh rapaHTOBaHi).

Konen kiHOTEaTp HE 3aKPUIOTH.
Komych nomactuts 36epiratn
IIMAaTKH CKJIA 1 KJIaNTi po3ipBaHOTo
eKpaHa...

UYexkaro niepen adirmiero,

MIOKU TH OCTaTOYHO

BIICBHUIIICS,

10

B IIbOMY (pistbMi

He Oyne

YKOJIHOT'O TIOTATA.

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org
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Olena Huseinova
Trains

Movie theaters are made for

trains

that fly

full speed ahead.

In the final moment,

when there is no one left in the hall,
no one who wouldn’t close their eyes,
something else appears.

Someday, one of them

won’t resist and will inevitably
slash the silver screen.

It might be a European express
with an exquisite dining car,

or an electric train with dirty windows,
or a freight train?..

The casualties would be fewer

than a plane crash.

The news reports will talk about it with restraint.
The film makers’ union

will make a commitment

to take care of the victims’ families
(guaranteed free tickets

to all premiere screenings).

Not one cinema will close.
Someone lucky has the chance

to gather the pieces

of glass and rags from the torn
screen.

I’ll wait in front of the poster,

until you can

confirm:

there will be

no trains

in this film.

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org
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A

KinematorpadivnicTs
MOS I0CTYITHA
KOKHOMY .

51 He BMitO MamOBaTH
odi i ry0m,

sk Bipa XomonHa.

I pyxu moi

naJIeKi

BiJl

Joxunmkep 1 @pena.
Yepes Moro

dirypy,

(bakTypHICTB SKOL
BEJIbMH CyMHIBHA,

HE MIPOTIIsiAAE

HIYOTrO,

10 O 3rOAMIIOCH A
KPYIHOTO IUIaHy.
Xomna xamepa He 3yNTUHUTHCS
nepen

00IHYISAM.

HixTto He cxoue
BUTpPAvYaTH Ha MEHE KiHOILIiBKY.
I Tinbk¥M KO MEHE BKe
He Oyne,

roJIOC CTUXHE,

TiJIO

11030aBUTHCA

PYXYy,

BXKe He mepediraTume

3 KaJpy B Kafp,

MOSI KiHOIITHICTb
3arycHe,

SIK BUHO

B IiBaIaX BEIUKHUX,
PO3MalbOBaHUX
YEPBOHHM 1 KOBTHM,
OeccapaOCbKHX OyANHKIB.
[i mapemri MmoxmHa Gyie
CKYILITYBAaTH.

Tinbku 06epexrHO
yacTyurecs.

HalHO0 JI0KKOIO.

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org
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My cinematics

could be afforded

by anyone.

I hardly know how to make
up my eyes and lips
like Vira Kholodna.
And my movements
so distant

from

Ginger and Fred’s.
As for my figure—
the texture of which
is rather uncertain—
it’s only vaguely visible.
Not anything

that would attract

a close-up.

No cameras will stop
before

my face.

No one will waste
film on me.

And only when I’m
gone,

my voice

will fade away,

my body

will stop

moving,

no longer will it

flit

frame by frame.

My lens appeal

will thicken

like wine

in the deep cellars

of Bessarabian houses,
painted yellow and red.
At last you can

taste it.

Treat yourself
carefully.

Use a teaspoon.

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >
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Hoxnui

Konu ne3o 3BMYaiiHUX HOXKUIIb,
KYIUIEHUX BYOpPa

Y BiAILTI KaHIEIIPCEKIX
TOBapIB,

BHOIIUCKY€

B COHSYHHX MTPOMEHSIX,

1 HaBiTh KOJIM BOHO HE BHOJHCKYE,
1 HaBITh KOJIM HOXHUII
cTapii 3a MeHe,

ipkaBi,

3 BEIIMKUM,

SIK Ty JI3UK

Ha 3UIMOBOMY TIaJIbTi,
LBSIXOM

IoCepeTInHi,

0010Ch,

10 HE BUTPUMAIO CTIOKYCH.
1o Bi3pMY HOXHII
BIIEBHEHO — IMPABOIO PYKOIO.
I Bimpixy xocw,

HaBIThL HE JUBJISYHCE.

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org



Contemporary Poetry 51

Scissors

When the blade of the ordinary scissors
that | bought yesterday

at the Stationery

sparkles in the sun,

and even when it doesn’t sparkle,
and even when the scissors

are older than me,

rusty,

and hold a big

rivet

in the middle,

like a button

on a winter coat,

| fear

I won’t withstand the temptation:
I’ll hold the scissors confidently
with my right hand and cut

all my hair at once

without even looking.

Translated by Khrystia Leshchuk and Grace Mahoney

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >
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Is KiBa
MAPYCs
Mapii Kosanw

a cectpa Mapis moMupana J0Bro
cXyluia Ha HUTKY

a0u BBIATH KPi3b BYIIKO TOJIKA
1o [apctea Hebecnoro

Jikapi po3pizanu OJtijie oJIoTHO 11 Tina
1 pyKaMu po3BOAWIIN

ip>ka Ta 60110TO

Ha IOXKUBY HE 3QJIULIMIA HAM Hi40To
TaK i 3IIHJIM 110 KJIANTHKaX

MOB 3iIICOBaHY JISUTbKY

Koy MOpdiit Mopes 3acIiuIFoBaB 04i
BoHa Oaumiia sk Ackanis-HoBa
Konucae B o0ifiMax i TUTHHCTBO
3arupae B JICTEHSIX COHIIE PEUnCTe

1 KJaze iM 3 CeCTpoIo BiHKH Ha FOJIOBU

CTeN 3all0BHIOBAB IOPJIO 1i
CTel CTUIIYBAB y4Ball ii ceplst
CTeIl BUCYIITYBaB BUIBTY ii )KHATTS

Bimiiinura Ha Pi3nBo Boropomwmii
IiJ] BEJMKI XPUCTHUSIHCHKI CBSATA
JIFO/IH 3aBXK/IH TIOMUPAIOTH CTPAITHO
MIPUHMAIOYX MYKH 38 PaIiCTh KHUTTS

IiIIa 1Mo BoAy ax Ha camuii CuBat
SIK Ka3aJIi CEJISIHU y HUX Ha XepPCOHIIMHI

3 TOTO Yacy >KOJHA IiBUYWHKA B 11 powHI
He OyBae aHi TipKoOI0 aHi 0akaHOIO aHi 6e3TypOOTHOO
XO4 HaIIPOBECHI JIFOJIU 3aBXKIU ITyCKAIOTh YOBHUKH ITallepoOBi

1 BUTYKYIOTb pajyiicsi Mapie 6iaronari moBHa

TaK BOHA 3HA€ 110 Ha 3eMITi BCe i€ ONMUparoThCs MEeTacTazam 60110

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — »
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lya Kiva
MARUSIA
for Maria Koval

Sister Maria was dying for a long time

she grew as thin as a thread

so that she could pass through the eye of a needle
into the Kingdom of Heaven

the doctors cut apart the pale canvas of her body
and shrugged their shoulders

rust and mud

leaving no sustenance for us

they stitched together the pieces

like a broken doll

when Morpheus’s morphine blinded her

she saw how Askania-Nova

rocked her childhood in an embrace

filling her lungs with blessed sunshine

and crowning her and her sister with wreaths

the steppe filled her throat
the steppe quieted the gallop in her heart
the steppe dried the sweat of her life

she died on the nativity of the Virgin Mary
on great Christian holidays

people always die terrible deaths
accepting tortures for the joy of living

she walked far for water, all the way to Syvash
so the villagers in Kherson said

from that time on every girl in her family

isn’t bitter isn’t desired isn’t carefree

even though in spring people always sail paper boats
and shout out rejoice Mary full of grace

so she knows that on earth everything resists the metastasis of pain

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >
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*k*k

MaTH TPUMAE y KMEHi I’ SITh JOPOCINX CHHIB

00M KWHYTH HACIHUHH y BEJTHKOMY MICTi

3eMJII0 ¥ IXHBOMY CeJi MPOKJIUTH MiCIIEBi XPUCTUSHA
3 TOTO Yacy TYT POIUTHCS JIMIIE KaMiHHS

1 IPYHT IIepeKodye B pOTi IXHi iMeHa

[Masno ITerpo Muxaiino IBan Ta Ski

3 0YMMa SHTOJILCHKHUMH SIK B IXHHOTO OaThbKa
3 XapakTepoM OICOBUM sIK B IXHBOT MaTepi

Bijyiam mepinum [lerpa kaxe
00 HeMae Ha CBITi BUIIPOOYBaHHS
sike O He Tofy»kaja Opria

i [Tetpo crae 3ami3HUIHUKOM

BU3HAYa€ IUIIXH Ta TOETHYE O

aJIaMOBUMH CITbO3aMH BTIIlIa€ BUTHAHIIIB

Jla€ COJIOMOHOBI IOPAJHX 1 IIO3UYA€ TPOII

1 3BICHO K OJIHOTO JIHS MOTIaIa€ThCS Ha KOHTpabaH i

Bigmam apyruM Ilasma xaxe
00 HEMa€e MEHIIIOTO MIX JTIOAeH
CMHUPEHHICT 3aBOJIUTH Jaili 3a OyAb-sSKuil moTAr

i [1aB0 Mpi€ cTaTH CBSIIIEHUKOM

cryaitoe Crapuii Ta HoBuit 3amositi
CHITJIE [IUTATaMH SIK MiJITKaMH 3 KHIIECHb
CHijTae 3 s)xeOpakam¥ i Bedepsie 3 XBOWIaMHU
HOTO HIXTO HE TOJIUIIAE 0OpaKECHUM

60 JI000B HIKOJM HIYOTO HE KOIITY€

a xTo Oyze rogyBaTH POAWHY Yy€ BiH IOJOC 3ropu
a XTO BUTATaTUME CTApIIOro Opara 3 B’ I3HMIII
HeMa paay Ha OJKPOBEHHS 3 HIYHOTO KOIIMapy

i [1aB10 crae pexeTnpom 1o He 6’€ He BOMBae
JIMIIE CAMUMH PO3MOBAMH JIOBOAUTH JI0 CKazy
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the mother holds her five grown sons in her hand

so that she can scatter them like seeds in the big city
the earth in their village was cursed by local Christians
from that time only stones grow there

and the ground rolls their names around its mouth
Paul Peter Michael John and Jacob

with angelic eyes like their father’s

with a devilish personality like their mother’s

first, I’ll give away Peter, she says
because there isn’t an obstacle in the world
which a boulder can’t overcome

and Peter becomes a railroad worker

plans the routes and connects fates

comforts exiles with Adam’s tears

gives them advice like Solomon and lends money
and of course one day he is caught with contraband

second, I’ll give away Paul, she says
because there isn’t anyone more humble among people
humility will take you further than any train

and Paul dreams of becoming a priest

studies the Old and New Testaments

sprinkles quotes like copper coins from pockets
eats breakfast with beggars and dines with whores
is never offended by anyone

because love never costs a thing

but who will feed the family he hears a voice from above

but who will bail the older brother out from prison
there is no hope for revelation in his nightmares

and Paul becomes a racketeer who doesn’t beat or kill
drives people insane with only his words
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BijyiaM TpeTiM Muxaiina kaxe
BiH 3aBJK/IM JIYIIIIOBAB CYCIJICBKHX JiTeH
1 poOMB 30pOI0 HABITh 3 MATEJIEHb Ta OUTHX TOPIINKIB

1 Muxaiino 3aiimaeTbcss OOKCOM K HaBIXKCHUH

IIOBEYOPa IPUHOCUTH OLITb Ta CHHIIL SIK 3apIUIaTy
MEePETBOPIOE KUBE HA MEPTBE MOB KPOB Ha BOJY

a SIK IPUXOIUTH BiifHA i1e 10 10OpOBOIBYOTO OaTaIbiOHY
i THHE B JTFOJICBKOMY KOTJi 0€3iMEHHOIO KiCTKOIO

3a CBIUCHHSIMH PITHUX

BiH 3aBJK/IM TPUMaB ITPU COO1 KYJIFO KOJILOPY XaKi
3 TIEIO AUTSYOIO Irpalikoro HOro 1 XOBaJIu

y IpaBiif py1i Sk Ha BCIX MPMKUTTEBUX CBITIMHAX

BiJ1aM deTBepTHM [BaHa Kaxe
00 'ocoap HAII MUITOCTABHI
3 TAKAM 1M’ IM HEMOXKJIMBO 3aIIOIisATH COOl IIKOIHA

IBaH nOOpe BUUTHCS i CYMITIHHO TIPAIIOE

rpedye MIKiJJIMBUMHU 3BUUKAMHU 1 OpaTOBUMU HUUKAMH
1 HaBITh y XJIOMIIB 3 3aBOJly BUKJIUKAE HYIOTY
OJIPYKYETHCS 3 TKAJICIO-KpaJIero 3 CyciqHboi padpuku
HapoJpKy€E TPIHKO AiTel M00 yce K TOTUTHCS

1 BUCUTh Y pPaMOYIli Ha JOIIIi TOIIaH!

YKUBUM MEPIIEM COIIaliCTUIHOT PEBOJIIOIT T

SIK TICOK PO3BIIOETHCS BiH CTENIOM YYKHHCHKHM
1 CXOIUTHh KOBWJIOO JIiBYAT IIO MU TIOA0000 B JKIHKY
HEMa TOMY POJy MEPEBONY SK TO KaXyTh PO3YMHI JIFOIH

a SIkoBa He BiagaM IIeIoue

BiH IIIe i3 CHPY Ta MOJIOKa

SIK Bi3bMeTe Horo 3abupaiiTe 1M 1 BCi JIaxu
a 1110 HApOAWTH BiH JBAHAAIATEPO CHHIB
TO BH III¢ HE HAMHUCAJH i€ icTopii
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third, 1’1l give away Michael, she says
he always thrashed the neighbor’s children
and even made weapons from pans and broken pots

and Michael boxes like a madman

brings pain and bruises every evening like wages

he turns the living into the dead like blood into water
and when the war begins he joins a volunteer battalion
and dies in a human cauldron of nameless bones

according to relatives

he always carried a khaki-colored bullet with him

they buried him with that children’s toy in his right hand
the way he always appeared in photos

fourth, I will give away John, she says
because our Lord is merciful
with that name it’s impossible to hurt yourself

John is a good student and works hard

avoids harmful habits and brotherly stashes

even the boys from the factory grow tired of him
marries a beautiful weaver from the neighboring factory
begets three children so that everything is as it should be
and he hangs in a frame on the board of honor

as the living dead of the socialist revolution

like sand he is sown over the foreign steppe
and germinates feather grass daughters that resemble his wife
so the tribe never dies out as the wise ones say

but I won’t give Jacob away, she whispers

he is still just cheese and milk

if you take him, take the house and all its contents
he will beget twelve sons,

but you haven’t written that story yet
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MoxkHa OyJi0 O Ha3BaTH 1€ CTaPiCTIO
SIKOW HE BIJOWTKHU HA JTFOCTEPKY
et 6araTopa3oBuit 0hOPTHHHA APYK

KOXKHOTO JHSI He3HalHoMe 300paKeHHsI
037100JIeHe POANMKAMHU 1 TACTOBHHHSM
MO3WYEHUMH B IHIIUX KYJIBTYP

XJIOMYHUK YM IBYMHKA
0aTbKO YH MaTU

BHJIITAIOTh 3 BOJIOTHUX OYEH
MOXOBKJINMH (oTorpadismMu

TICJIS 9YepProBOi Tparemii
MH JIOCKOYEMO BiTep MarnepoBUMHU KPHIAMH
SIK YKpaiHCBKi Oyciun

MOJIOBTY JISKHMO B YPBHIIAX
KaTal4u COJIOHI TPYIKH 3eMJIi
B POTax 3aIUTHX HUTKaMH 0OJII0

TOJyeMO TipKi BOJH icTOPii
MiJ3EMHAM MOJIOKOM 3aMOBUYBaHHS

0Cb METPO I3UTh MOIMHU CyAMHAMU
PATYIOUH BUTYKH [TACaXKHPIiB
HE MPOSIBJICHUX Y IUTIBIIL 4acy

CXJTUITH 3a1i3a 0’FOTBCS O TOPIIO

MTOOPA3KYIOUH MiXk 3yOaMu
KPUXKHAMH IXHIMH IIIIOMOaMu
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you could call this old age
if it weren’t for the reflection in the mirror
these repetitive etched prints

every day an unfamiliar image
decorated with moles and freckles
borrowed from other cultures

a boy or a girl

a father or a mother

flies from the moist eyes
of yellowed photographs

after each tragedy
we tickle the wind with paper wings
like Ukrainian storks

we lie in cliffs for a long time
rolling salty mounds of earth
in mouths sewed together with threads of pain

we feed the bitter water of history
with the underground milk of suppression

so the subway runs along my arteries
preserving the cries of its passengers
not captured on the filmstrip of time
sobs of iron throb against my throat
ricocheting between my teeth’s
fragile fillings

Translated by Olena Jennings
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Mapianna KisHoBcbka

*k*k

JOKYMEHTYIO
JIeHb TIEPIINHA B eBaKyarlii

TOJIOAY MUChbMA HE MOXY YHUKHYTH
00 TOBIHHS OpOTeHE3 BiifHa

CTaH 3a 3HAYCHHSIM OPOTOBITH

HaBiIOBaHHs OJIArOrOBIHHS
XJIOMYUK SIKMI 3yMiB 3’icTH
CTUTbKHA MOPO3HBA TIOJTaAMATH
CTUIbKH ZIepEB MiIOUTH
CTLTEKH OPOHBOBHIKIB

Mae I1e TPOXH 4acy

3a MpaBHJIaMH iHOCKa3aHb

y JeHb APYTUid B eBaKkyamil
MOE TiJIO IepecTaIo poCcTH
ane ceple 1ie Terule Kauarae
4Jail OCTUTTIHH 6€3 LyKpy
obJora BoJI0I0 TBEP/Ii

ONIOTyAMBIICHE HEOO 3 BiKHA
TPETHOTO JHS JCCh € COHIIC

a "I'pagn" e Oy Taki caMOCIHKH
&Kapo- 1 MOPO30CTIHKI

B JICHb YETBEPTHUI CHOTOTHI
JlyMaro K BOHO

KOJIM YHOYi BOTHI KyJIi Tpacyroodi
JIpyToi CBITOBOT

i ge ix mita

Mariepariist pyiHyBaHHS KJIITHH
JIeHb T’ SITHIA proa i ITHIs

Ha 0azapi migy i KyIuto s {yMaro
gac i 10 yacy
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Marianna Kiyanovska
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documenting

the first day of dislocation

can’t get rid of a hunger for writing
fasting, orogeny, war

a condition, by definition, of hardening
tissues cornifying

under a spell of reverence

a boy that could eat

so much ice cream break

S0 many tree trunks shoot down
S0 many tanks

still has time

by the logic of allegory

on the second day of dislocation

my body ceases to grow

but my heart is still warm, it pounds
tepid tea, sugarless

terra firma besieged by water

scabby sky in the window

on the third day — a sun somewhere

rocket launchers grow like self-seeding weed
heat and frost resistant

on the fourth day today

I think what it’s like when the night’s

filled with fire, glowing trajectories of tracers
in the second world war

and how far they land

maceration, dissolution of cells
on the fifth day, of fish and foul
I will fetch at the market, | think
time and again
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PO3TIBLIAI0 Y A3EpKai 3yOou

oLl CBOT crimcana

TOH 1 He TOM marip

SICHA 3aKPOBOTOYHIIN

BTOMJICHA. IIIOCTOTO JHS
MePEHAPOKECHHSI IEPETBOPEHHS

cobaxka SIKUif migipBaBCcs Ha PO3TSIKIIL
CTaB Mi3HHIIEM 3JIaMaHUM 1 OOJIUTh
HE MOXY JIaJli yce IOBTOPCHHS

yce BMUpaHHS TIpo cebe JI0AChKe

a 3apas 3a pa3

CHOMHI I€Hb
3TIiAHO 3 HAITMCAHUM
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examining my teeth in the mirror
my worn out white

paper I’ve used up for writing
gums bleeding

I’m wiped out, on the sixth day
a rebirth a metamorphosis

a dog that got blown up on a tripwire

turns into a broken pinkie and hurts and hurts
I can’t go on, it’s an eternal return

a dying off of the human form

and now — no... ow

the seventh day
as it has been written
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MaJIeHbKa ropa MPUXOIUTh JO MEHE Ha JIOHO
micis BIfTHY €WHA BIIIiIa

MOIIACTHIIO 3a0iryIa Tajeko B JIiC

TOJIOBY HAKpUJIa pyKaMu

TOTO JTHS OYJI0 TaK

NacTyX INPUKALIOB O FOpU
CIMHUBCS TaM KOJIO caMOi CKpOHi
KOJIO ByXa 1 KOJIO ropiia

Ha [0YaTKy CTpyMKa

a rmacTyx Iie JI'oAuHa 31 30po€to
a OIIPHILOK IIe AacTyX 0e3 OBelb
noOpuii TacTUPIO MACTUPIO T00pHi

1 OyII0 TaK IO JUIITUIACS TiTBKH 30post
TIJTBKH 30p0st cepIie 3eMJIsl OOpHUi ITacTHUPIO
oOpHii MaCTUPIO €MHI Ha BCIiX

KOJI OIIPUTOMHIB

13 TpyJei oro aepeBo Mpopociio

TITaIllKa BHJIETiNA 3 IyTiia

0oca mpocToBooca

1 XTOCH Ti BOUB

MaJICHbKA ropa NpeBEINKE rope
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a small mountain sits on top of my womb

the only one that survived the war in one piece
it got lucky ran deep into the woods

covered its head with its arms

on that day it went like this

a shepherd came to the mountain
stopped by its very temple

by its ear and by its throat

at the mouth of the spring

a shepherd is a man with a weapon
and a rebel — a shepherd with no sheep
good shepherd godly pastor

and so it was that only the weapon remained
only the weapon heart soil kindly shepherd
good shepherd these are the same for all
when he came to

a tree sprang out of his chest

a bird flew out of its hollow

barefoot, with hair loose

and somebody killed it

a small mountain a momentous sorrow
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ceplie 1mopa3y BepTaeThes
3 MICIIS Ha MicCIle

BiJI IBEpeH i 10 cHY
MPOKUIAETHCS THM

0e3 4oro He MOJKE JKHUTH:
00OpieM KpaeM

gacy BCepeanHi

micisMaiiOyTHe
y BIIACHOMY IPOCTOPI

pyx s0myka
i3 IKOrO HE BUIIHO
Hi IepeBa Hi MeHE

3HAIO IO SIOTYKO
TIIBKH TOMY IO CBITJIO

IUISIMA Ha HEraTUB1

Maibke Kpyria
MaiiKe KHBa
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heart turns every time
from place to place
from a door to a dream
waking up as what

it can’t live without:

a horizon, an edge

of a time inside

afterfuture
in its own space

a movement of an apple
from which you can see
neither the tree nor me

I know that it’s an apple
only because it’s light

a splotch in the negative

almost round
almost alive
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JoOpuUii CeKc Iie MPOCTO TBOS POOOTA

Kpaine OyTH APYKIHOIO JI0Ta
a He JI0YKOI0

el CHHEIb 3a THXXICHB [03eJICHIE
(oTocHuHTE3 11€ KOJIN Oi7h OEpeThCs 3 HIYOTO
JKIHKA OJIHE 13 BOXKJIMBHX JDKEpeEI Oika

*k*%

TaToO BMEP
14 craya
JIykKe JUTHHOIO

IUTavqy cama 3aMicTh cebe
cMirocs caMa 3aMicThb cebe
iM cama 3aMiCTh cebe
CILTIO caMa 3aMiCTh cede

TOBOPIO cama Jio cebe
0aBJIFOCS] THHY TOBOPIO

Ternep
Tpeba 3 UM JKUTH

Hy a BiH MEHI Ka)Ke 1110 X € 5K €
JI0Ope 10 TH BXKE MOXKEIT POCTH
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good sex is simply your job

better to be a wife to Lot
than a daughter

in a week the blue of the bruise will turn green
photosynthesis is when pain grows out of nothing
woman is one of the principal sources of protein

*k*%

father died
and | became
very much a child

crying for myself
laughing for myself
eating for myself
sleeping for myself

| talk to myself
play perish speak

now
I must live with this

and he says well it is what it is
good thing you’re already able to grow

Translated by Oksana Maksymchuk and Max Rosochinsky
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Ouer Konapes

Mapgymep

HalJIeMEeBIINN €30/J0pPaHT
BUSIBUBCS] HAWKpalum —
modopkaB HUM SK DKaKOM

i TaXBaMA

CTaB MaXHYTH

SIK TIBYMHKA 0J1s1 B MeTpo B 11 kiaci
icam y cebe 3aKoxaBcs

CKJIaJIA€Il TaJbIli OYTOHOM TIOJBIIaHA
1 mTIe

1 MUTa€em

«HY B YOMY XK CEHC XKHUTTA?»

TaK HiOW BXKe 3HAEII

Jie MU

1 SIK MU CIOJTY TIOTPAITUAIIN

Bopotnda

IlIkoma naBHO 3aKpuiachk,

a IexTo 1 gaii

YPOKH MPOTYIIOE

1 HaBiTh 30UPAETHCS

3HEBaXaTH

THX, XTO MPOTYJIFOBATH HE CXOYE,
00 MOXYTb 3HAHTUCH

1 TaKi.
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Oleh Kotsarev
Perfumer

the cheapest deodorant

turned out to be the best—

| spritzed it like a hedgehog

under my arms

and started to smell

like that girl olia in the metro in 11th grade
and fell in love with myself

you fold your fingers into the bud of a tulip
and you write

and ask

“well, what’s the meaning of life?”

as if you already know

where we are

and how we got here

Struggle

School is long closed,
but some people are still
playing hookey

and even planning to
disparage

those who don’t want to
’cause maybe they exist
too.
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KnacHy omiky BUKHHYITU
HA IyCTHP

3a

3a

3a

3a-

JI3HMIIEIO,

Ta € cepell HaC CEHTHUMEHTAIbH,
€ IMOMIDXK Hac

HAIOJIETINBl —

Taky 3HAWIUIA 11,

100 PYKOIO HETIEBHOIO
BUBECTHU KPEUJI010
«FUCK».

Sk rapHO Bce pyxaeTbes
0e3 MpuYuH,

SIK MapiOHETKH
TaHIIOIOTh,
MIOTIepeTPU3aBIIN MOTY3KH,
K 1 0e3 cTpymMy

rparoTh Ha Mapakacax
JIAMIIOYKH
HaI[lOHAJILHMX,
COIIIaJIbHUX,

ECTeTHYHHX

1 pinocoderkux ripasHA!

OcTtaHHS cucTema,

3 SIKOIO I1Ie MO’KHa OOPOTHCH —
cHCcTeMa KaHami3arlii,

Ta OCh TH CTOIII 1 OOIIICS

6it posmoyary,

OoimIcs miAHATH KPUIIKY —

a panToM

1 BOHA

HAaCIpaBJIi BXKe HE MpaIfoe?
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The chalkboard was thrown into
the lot

be

be

be

hi

nd

the train tracks

but the sentimental are among us,
among us are

the persistent

who found it

so they could write

in chalk and an uncertain hand
“FUCK.”

Everything moves so nicely
without reason

like marionettes

dancing

after gnawing through their strings,
playing the maracas

that are the currentless

light bulbs of

national,

social,

aesthetic,

and philosophical

garlands!

The last system

that can still be struggled with
is the sewer system,

look, you’re standing and afraid
to start the battle

you’re afraid to lift the lid—
what if

really

it too has stopped working?
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Cria 3paHky

1’ siTa paHKy

Ha TJIi 3eJICHOTO MapKy

Matopie ckaTepTiHa Oina

CMIIOYHCH 1 3AIHMAI0OYH PYKH
3arpoKyr0UH MiTHATH CTUT Y TIOBITPS

HAa CTOJI BiTep roiigae MiHiaTIOpHY IJIACTMACOBY ITapacobKy
MOBUKH JIEKUTh HEJIOIAEHUI MapMypOBH cUp
Haue HIMaTOK JIOPOTH

COHIIE PaHKOBE BIIaJIO Ha CIpyBary Tapuiky
011010 IIUHKOIO

B HEZIOTIUTOMY

B HETOOUTOMY

KeTNXy

TUTaBa€ TTOMLT

iMmepiit? cepaenb? Kpuir? TEKCTiB? MUTapoK?
a HeJIOMAJIOK TOPsII BAae 3 cebe odimianTta
MIPUXOBYIOYH MPOTATCHY TIPKY Ha CKaTepTHHI

HaMIBIOPOXKHIO TUIALIKY HaKpHJIa X0J0AHA 00apOKOBIICHA CBIUKA
HaIiBIIOBHY — METEJIMK TEMHO-MSICHOTO KOJIbOPY
BUCTKH PO3KUIAHO HIOM Medi micis 6010

MTOKH HIiXTO iX imie He 3i0pas...

X04 30BCiM CKOpO HaJliiiie apXeosor

Ta IOKH BCE Ha CBOIX MICIIIX

ycepio3 pyXaeThCs TUTBKH BOJIa B OTOMY (POHTaHI
MIPOJIITAlOYH BECEJIKY May

MPUKPUBAIOYY HE AyXKE MOMITHY CKYJIBOTYPY BIATHHI
HiOu 3pizatoun ne3om Okkama

1 1€ JTr0aMHA

Y BiKHI JKXOBTOT'O JIOMY

3 MOPIIETITHOBUMH OYHMa

sIKa TTUIIIe:

«BocbMma paHKy.

[ToBinbHO NeTHTSH 13 PoHTaHY BOAA.
[oBinbHiIIe, Hi’K TaKCi MOB3eE,

B sixomy 3 TOO00 MU inemo,
3a0BOJIeHA KaM sHa TPOSHIO!»
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The Table In Morning

five a.m.

against the background of the green park
a white tablecloth flutters

laughing and raising its hands
threatening to lift the table into the air

the wind rocks a miniature plastic umbrella on the table
the marble cheese sits quietly, untouched
like a piece of road

the morning sun fell on a grayish plate

as white ham

in an undrunk

unfinished

goblet

float ashes

of empires? hearts? wings? texts? cigarettes?
the butt nearby looks like a waiter

covering a burn hole in the tablecloth

a cold, rococo-ed candle tops a half-empty bottle
half-full—a butterfly a dark, meaty color

forks scattered like swords after battle

when no one has yet gathered them...

very soon an archeologist will find them

but for now everything’s in its place

seriously only the water in that fountain moves
flying in a small rainbow

obscuring a hard-to-see sculpture in the distance
as if cutting with Occam’s razor

there’s also a person

in the window of a yellow building

with porcelain eyes

who writes

“Eight a.m.

Water streams slowly from the fountain.
More slowly than the taxi

we’re riding in crawls.

You happy stone rose!”
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TLIBKU Hi BOCBMOI paHKy

Hi TaKCi HeMae

K 1 KaM’STHOT TPOSIHIH

€ TUIBKY BOJA IO MOBUIBHO MaIac
3pi3al0yu CTaTyIo

3a0yTOro repost Cy4acHOr0 MUCTELTBA
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only it’s not eight a.m.

and there’s no taxi

or stone rose

there’s only the water falling slowly
cutting the statue

of a forgotten hero of contemporary art

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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Bano Kpiorep
Aévtpa.
Tlonini Jlaspositi

sL pO3YyMil0, HABIIIIO MIAMITAHCHKE 1 BHIITHI. . .

MpoTe YoMy KaHAeNs10p B KabiHeTi...?

e CBIIOK 3aHAATO 0araThbox BXKE TIHEM...

MPOTE BOTOHB HA CBiYaX — II€ HITTI HAa MAJBIIX —
1I€ BOTHSHI YOJIOBIYKHY B 04ax

3e0pa BHOY1 — 3rOpPHYTI IPOMEHI COHIISI —
PHCKH YOPHUM 10 OijIoMy

3e0pa BICHb — 3rOPHYTa TEMpsBa HOYl —
PHCKH COHLIEM II0 YOPHOMY

mam’ ITaro

BUILIHIO B TE€TbMaHCHKIM cafy,

o 000upaB s i3 APYToM,

CITUJIAJIN

a

JIEpeBO TOTO, XTO B3SIB KOPY c00i, Haye WIKipy
3eJIeHie 1 1oci
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Véano Krueger
Aévtpo.
for Paulina Lavrova

the champagne and cherries | get,

but why’s there a candelabra in your office?
this witness to already too many shadows...
the flames on candles are nails on fingers—
fiery men in one’s eyes

a zebra at night is the furled rays of the sun
stripes of black on white

a zebra in day is the furled darkness of night
stripes of sun on black

| remember

the cherry tree in the Hetman’s orchard

that a friend and | picked clean

was cut down

but

the tree of he who took the bark as his skin
still grows green
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Peavedu 78707 v
Muxartiny I pucopogy

COHIIE CBITHUTH 30JIOTUMH

1 ')KOBTUMH TIPOMEHIMU

T Ma M

TIaHTIEP MOKPHII

KPYTHCh HalMyIpiIia 3 KOMax KPyTHCh
B 0€30/1HI KOJI015135 Heba

HIXTO TaK HE X04e 00 TH PO3TOPHYJIACH
SIK ST IBOT'O XOUY

HIXTO TaK HE X04e TeOe MPOYnUTaTH —
— CyBIii TBIiM Tipcbkuii i HeOecHU —
SIK ST [BOTO XOUY

KPYTHCh HalMyIpiIia 3 KOMax KPyTHCh
3HAEII 1 CBIAUMII

JIEHb 3MIHIOE HiY

HiY 3MIHIOE JICHb

COHIIE CBITHUTH 30JIOTUMH

1 YKOBTUMH IPOMEHSIMU

MicsLb — OUIMM 1 CBITIUM

SIK KICTh, 3 SIKOT BCE MOYaIOCs. ..

PYKHU KeJpoBi TaTyioBaHi 60ieM

KYKH X He paHsaTh — 00 KWK BiIMEpIIn
0araToHIXKKa OTIepi3y€e KeIPOBE ACPEBO
IIIOBKOBHM I105ICOM

y Hel Tak 0arato 4JieHHUKiB

y Hel Tak 6araro Hir

y Hel Tak 6arato ouei

BOHA Taka JIOBI'a 1110 KOJIK O

OyJla UM CYBO€M, JICHb HE HACTaB. ..

BOHAa Taka a0oBra, mjo iif BJ)ke HEMA€E 4oro OOSTHCH. ..

KEJp PO3KPUBAETHCS MOKPHIICIO
y HBOT'O TaK 0araro 4JICHHUKIB

y HBOT'O Tak Oararo Hir

Yy HBOTO Tak 0arato ovei

ma Mo M

COHIIE CBITHUTH 30JIOTUMH

1 Y)KOBTUMH TIPOMEHIMHU

KEIIpH POCTYTh 100 BTEKTH BiJl KOPIHHSI —
030yTHCS TIIiHY 3eMTi!
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%77 77X Reliefs
for Mykhailo Hryhoriv

the sun shines in golden

and yellow rays

M M

shell of the woodlouse

curl up, you wisest of bugs, curl up
in the bottomless well of the sky
no one wants you to unfold

as much as | do

no one wants to read you

—your scroll alpine and celestial—
as much as | do

curl up, you wisest of bugs, curl up
you know and bear witness

night becomes day

day becomes night

the sun shines in golden

and yellow rays

the moon in white and silver

like the bone that started it all...

cedar arms tattooed with pain

beetles can’t wound them for the veins have died
the silk belt of a centipede engirdles

the cedar tree

she has so many segments

S0 many legs

S0 many eyes

is so long that if she were

this scroll, day wouldn’t come...

so long that she no longer has anything to fear
the cedar unfurls like a woodlouse

he has so many segments

S0 many legs

SO many eyes

M M

the sun shines in golden

and yellow rays

cedars grow to escape their roots—

get rid of the smolder of earth!

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org



82 Festival of Poetry

MapHa crpasa — 00 IPOKJIATa 101 AepeB!

XO0Y 1 311HHATI pYKH IXHI B MOJIHHI

HIMOMY SIK KpUK BUIAJICHOT IIOWHO 3eMJIi

KeIIpH HE KBITHYTb... KBITH KEJIPOBI — HE-KBITH. ..
BH ITOMpETE 1 BIIaJieTe HACiHHSAM. ..

B TIOJILOTI 3aHYPHUTECH B 3EMJIIO. ..

100 TPOPOCTH 1 3MIMHATH 3HOBY PYKH B MOJIiHHi !
HIMOMY SIK KPHK BHTIAJIEHOT MIOMHHO 3eMITi. ..

...KyI¥l %K TH POCTelll, KBITKO 00ca — KeJpoBa He-KBITKO. ..

...KpiM 3emJi TeOe BXKE HIXTO HiJIC HE YCKaE. ..

R T

penbedu KOHM — I'PYIH, CTETHa, XKUBIT. ..
TBi#l HapedYeHUH 1 CUH

3a0yBae Mpo SIMKY Ha BEpXHil Ty0i —
Tam, e TOPKHYBCS BOTOHb. ..

3a0yBae, 1o ifeanbHa hopma —
KparuinHa
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it’s pointless—the fate of trees is cursed!

even though their arms are raised in prayer

to the deaf one like the scream of the just scorched earth
cedars don’t flower... cedar flowers are non-flowers...
you will die and fall as seeds

in flight dive into the earth

to grow and again raise your arms in prayer!

to the deaf one like the scream of the just scorched earth

...where are you growing, barefoot flower, cedar non-flower...

...besides the earth, no one waits for you anywhere...

2R TN

reliefs of a woman—breasts, thighs, belly...
your betrothed and son

forgets about the dimple on your upper lip —
where the fire has touched you...

forgets that the ideal form is

adrop
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MenuTaniss THOETCHLKOI0 JIAMH

— ...4mo Kacaemcs meopya 3mo20 Mupa,
Mo 5 ¢ HUM 00BOJIbHO KOPOMKO 3HAKOM.
— Bom kax?
— Ha-c. Ezo 306ym [ pucopuii Komosckuii, on orcueém 6 Ilapuoice,
u, cyosi no Momy, 4ymo Mol BUOUM 3d OKHAMU
sauell 3amedamensbHol MauuHbl,
OH npododICaem 310ynompeonams KOKAUHOM.
Buxmop Ilenesun

JlaBpenTiii bepisi, TuOeTCHKMIT YepHelb,

Ha 4omni #ioro — 3mopIiku, MOB IPOMEHI COHII,

o menpo AapyroTh i CBITIIO, i TEIUIO.

JlaBpenTiit bepis, THOSTCHKMIA YepHENb,

Menurye,

" y MequTanii

Baunte mramana Tpagumii 00H,

o rmaguTh WUIH HA MIKipi 3Mil,

IIlamaH HI>KHO IIECTUTD 3MII0, BiH IJIAAHTh il 13 J1r000B’10,
3Mist BiI4yBa€ BCIO HIKHICTH IIAMaHa 1 IJIATUTh HOMY
PozymiHHAM.

JlaBpenTiit bepist, THOETCHKMIA YepHenb,
Hepyxomo cuauts,

M ue MIOBOPYXHYTBCS 3MOPLIKH

Ha #ioro o6muyyi:

Bin menurye.

" y MequTanii

BbaunTts, sk 3Mii

CrutiTaroThCsi B IPUCTPACTI,

[Tix He MEHIT MPUCTPACTHI KPUKHU IIIAMaHa,
SIxuit BUTOJIOIIYE CIOBA 1 MOJIUTBH.

3Mmii i3 kKpritaMu, 3Mii OKpHJICHI TIPUCTPACTIO,
3Mmii yTBOPIOIOTH KaIyIlei — Ke3JT OCIaHIB,
I BiqUUHAIOTH BOpOTa

Mix 310M 1 10OpOM, ITEKIOM 1 paeM, 3HAHHSAM i HE3HAHHIM
[Tig mpuCTpacTHI 3BYKH MOJIUTBH IlIaMaHa.
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Meditation of a Tibetan Lama

“But as for the creator of this world,
I am rather briefly acquainted with him.”
“And how’s that?”’
“Oh, yes. His name is Grigory Kotovsky and he lives in Paris,
and judging from everything that we can see through the windows
of your remarkable automobile, he is still using cocaine.”
Victor Pelevin, Buddha’s Little Finger

Lavrentiy Beria, Tibetan monk,

Wrinkles on his forehead like rays of the sun,

That generously give off light and warmth.

Lavrentiy Beria, Tibetan monk,

Meditates,

And in meditation

Sees a shaman of the Bon tradition,

Stroking the barbs on a snake’s skin,

The shaman gently pets the snake, he strokes it with love,
The snake feels all the shaman’s gentleness and pays him with
Understanding.

Lavrentiy Beria, Tibetan monk,

Sits motionless,

And the wrinkles will not move

On his face:

He mediates.

And in meditation

He sees snakes

Entangled in passion,

To the no less passionate shouts of the shaman,

Who is delivering the words and prayers.

Snakes with wings, snakes winged with passion,

The snakes form a caduceus—the staff of messengers,
And open the gates

Between good and evil, heaven and hell, ignorance and knowledge
To the passionate sounds of the shaman’s prayer.
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JlaBpenTiii bepis, TuOeTCchKNMil YepHelb,
Menurye,

" y MequTanii

BiH cTOiTh Iepe NPSIMOKYTHHM 1 YOPHIM MPOBAIIISIM —
— BOPOTaMHU IeKJa —

3a CIMHOIO0 KOXaHHS,

UYui ougi 3aB’s13aHi 1 3B’ s13aHi pyKH.
JlaBpentiit bepis

[MigHOCHTH PYKY i3 May3epoM

Jlo motwiuii OpaHKH, MPOCTO JI0 IMKH,

o nincTynHO cXoBanach B BOJIOCCI.
May3ep HIXKHO LTy€e OpaHKy y SIMKY,

Ii Tino 3apuraeThes i 6e3TyyHO Hagac B sAMY.

JlaBpenTiit bepis, Bxke 1ama THOSTCHKMIA,
HixHicTIO CBITATBCS HOTO 3MOPIIKA
JlarizmHo MOOINCKYIOTh CKENbLS IEHCHE
JlaBpentiit bepis, 1ama THOSTCHKHIA
YcMixaeTbes:

Bin

Hapermri

3BiIBHUBCS.
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Lavrentiy Beria, Tibetan monk,

Meditates

And in meditation

He stands before a rectangle and a black chasm—
the gates of hell—

Love is behind him,

Its eyes covered and its hands tied.

Lavrentiy Beria

Lifts his hand with the Mauser

To the captive’s nape, to the dimple

That cunningly hid in her hair.

The Mauser tenderly kisses the captive in her dimple
Her body trembles and noiselessly falls in the pit.

Lavrentiy Beria, now a Tibetan lama,

His wrinkles glow with tenderness

The lenses of his pince-nez glisten delicately
Lavrentiy Beria, Tibetan lama,

Smiles:

He’s

Finally

Free.

Translated by Ali Kinsella
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l'anuna Kpyk
BikHo Mo:kIMBOCTE#H

110 K 1I€ 3a CBIT TaKHM,

Jie KOXKeH MOJKe BHJIaBaTH ceOe 3a KOroch iHIIOoro,
HA3BaTHUCS YYKUM IMCHEM,

BECTH iHCTarpam "macauBoi JIOIuHU",

"yCminrHo1 KiHKH", sSIKa BCe BCTUrae

a00 HIKOJIHM HE MOBEPTAETHCS 3 CK30TUYHUX KpaiH,

HE XOJUTH JI0 Tpalli, He pOOUTH HIYOTO BaKKOTO

HIYOTr0 Ba)KJIMBOTO, KpiM cebe camoi

IO 3K IIC 32 CBIT TaKHH,

JIe HaC BYUTH JKUTH KOKEH, KOMY BIIAJIOCS CHOTOJTHI
BHUUTH CyXUM i3 BOAH, OTUHUTHUCS B MMOTPIOHOMY MicIIi
00irHaTé Tebe Ha TIOBOPOTI, TOKH TH ITOCTYTIaBCSA MICIIEM,
JTaBaB JOPOTY CIa0IIOMY,

— 1 XTO 3 Hac Tenep cirabak? — MAMOPTYE XUTPO

110 JK LIC 32 CBIT TaKHIA,

JIe HIXTO HIKOJIM HE 3HA€, 10 3 HUM TPAIUThLCS 3aBTPa,
JIe HiSIKe 3HAHHS HE JIa€ TapaHTii, 110 BOHO HABINIOCh MOTpPiOHE,
Jie KOXKHa roTpeda Taka Xk THMUYACOBA, SIK 1 BCE periTa

y HaMiBIOPOXXHBOMY OCTAaHHBOMY TpamBai

TPOE MIMMINX YOJIOBIKIB i TPUALSATE 0OTOBOPIOIOTH HOBUHY,
1110 B MICTI BIIKPHJIOCS II€ OIHE "BIKHO JKUTTS"

OJIMH Kake: 00T B TIOMIY MAJIOJIITKaM, X04 BOHH i AypH
JpYTHH 3amepedye: BCl MU JiTH TOCTIOIHI,

HaBiTh TaKi IPUIYPKH, K TH, Bacs,

TPEeTilf X0ue BUITH Ha HACTYIIHIN:

MaIlaly, He CTHCYyHTe Bce Ha Oora,

OJIHE 13 HUX — TOYHO MO€, Tpeba BEpHYTHCS, 3a0paTH...
Ti HE ITyCKalOTh. BAPUBAETHCS, IIJIaUe.

KOJIM BIAYUHSIFOTBCS OJ[pa3y BCi ABEpi —

3HAYMTH IIC KIHIICBA, BUXOJIBTE, JIFOIM. .

1 TH BUXO/Ib, 1110 3aBTpa 3a0yAeLI PO CBOI I1'siHI TOPHBH,
1 51 BUXOJDKY, IO CBIT MEHE HE X04Ye OLIbIIIC JIOBHUTH,

SIK ST HE MiJIAK0Cs, SIK s HE TiIar0Cs
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Halyna Kruk
A Window of Possibilities

what kind of world is this,

where anyone can masquerade as someone else,

be called by another name,

post on instragram as “a happy person,”

“a successful woman,” “extremely accomplished,”

always in an exotic place,

never has to go to work or do anything difficult

or important other than for herself,

what kind of world is this,

where we can learn from anyone, able to emerge

dry from the water today, in the right place

overtaking you at that critical moment when you held back,
making way for a weaker person,

and which of us is now weak? — she winks cleverly

what kind of world is this where no one ever knows, what will happen to
them tomorrow,

where knowledge is not guaranteed to be of use,

where every need is fleeting, just like everything else

in the last half empty tram car

three drunk men under thirty discuss the news,

that in the city another “window on life” opened

one says: god will help the young, even though they are naive
the second one argues: we are all children of god,

even jerks like you, Vasya,

the third one wants to get off at the next stop:

guys, don’t attribute everything to god

one is certainly mine, we need to return, bring him back...
they restrain him, he breaks free, cries.

when all the doors open at once

it means they are at the last stop, get off, ladies and gentlemen...
and you exit, for tomorrow you’ll forget about your drunk impulses,
and | exit, for the world no longer tries to capture me,

I do not surrender, do not surrender
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caMmicTh

CTOsUIA TaKa CIeKa,
110 HaBiTh MPOXOJIOTHICTE y CTOCYHKaxX Oyfa sk Omaro

TIepPIT HiX BiIHTH, JTITO BUYABIIIOBAJIO 3 HAC OCTAHHI COKH
MIEPEIUIABIIAIIO B MIOCH iHIIE, He 000B'SI3KOBO Kparie

1€ TiJIO He BUKIIMKA€E B MEHE OiNbIIIe TOBipH,

aJie HIXTO MeHI HOro He 3aMIHHUTh, TIJIO 5K T1JI0

1HOZII CBIT 0OMEXY€EThCSI KpUCAMHU KaIleItoXa BiJl COHIIA,
3anajMHOK0 MiX Ipy/Iei, KOJiHAMHU Ha TOPU30HTI

st TeOe He Oauy, TiI0 MOE€, sl POKYCYIOCS Jai,

JIe JIHis MO JIe/lb 3aJIaMy€ThCs 10 KpasiX,

SIK 3aKOIUJICHI I'yOH, HaraJyrouu, o 3eMJisi Kpyriia

€ pedi, B siki TpeOa BipUTH, HABITH SKIIO CaM HE JTOCBITUHMIIL:
(iznKa TBEpIOTO i MOPOKHUCTOTO Tija,

MeXaHiKka BHyTPIIIHBOTO PyXy BrOpy, ONITHKA IIPOCBITICHB.

111€ YKOJTHOTO JIiTa MU HE IIPOYNTAIIM YChOTO CITUCKY JIITEPATYPH,
3aB)XK/IH II0Ch BUSBIISIETHCS 3aBUM, 3aCTaplInM, HE CMAKYE.
OCTaHHIH [BIPKYH JIiTa 3HAXOIUTH Y MEHI MepIIy IIMO0KY 3MOPIIKY
1 TaM 3aJsirae Ha3aBXKIu

BHCOKOYAaCTOTHHM 3BYKOM, BiJI SIKOTO HEMa JIe CXOBaTHCh

TiJI0 MO€E JT100€, MU MPOHIIIN KPUTUYIHY TOUKY,

MH PyXa€eMOCS B HAPSIMKY Iopa3 OinbIIoro auckoMpopry:
6e3riry3/ie JUCKO Ha IUBDKI, HAOPUATNBI KPUKH 9y)KHUX TITEH,
KOJTFOUHMH ITICOK IMiJ KyHaJIbHUKOM,

Mope O'eTbest 00 3axman,

110 MU OlIbIIIE HE TIOBEPHEMOCS CIOAN HIKOJIN

TAaKUMH CaMUMU HIKOJIM TAKUMH CAaMUMH
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the self

there was such a heat wave,

that even the cooling off of relationships was like a blessing

more than moving on, summer squeezed the last juices from us
melted them into something else, not necessarily better

I don’t trust my body anymore,

but nothing will replace it for me, a body is a body

sometimes the world is limited by the rims of a sunhat,

the crevice between breasts, knees on the horizon

I don’t see you, my body, my focus is out into the distance,

where the line of the sea almost breaks at the edges,

like pursed lips, reminding us that the earth is round

there are things, which you have to believe in, even if you have not
experienced them:

the physics and hollowness of the body,

the mechanics of an inner movement upward, the optics of enlightenment.
there still has not been a summer when we have read the whole list of
literature,

something always seemed unnecessary, too old, not to our liking

the last cricket of summer finds my first wrinkle

and lodges there forever

with a high frequency sound, from which there is nowhere to hide
my dear body, we have passed a critical point,

we are moving in the direction of even greater discomfort:

senseless disco on the beach, endless shouting of someone’s children
prickly sand underneath my swimsuit,

the sea beats and bets

that we won’t ever come back here

the same never the same
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cipa 3oHa

TOTO JIiTa, KOJIU B HhOMY 3HAWIIUIA OCUHE THIi3JI0,

1 KO’KeH, KOMY He JTiHb, THKaB TyI{ TTaJKOIO 1 TiKaB,
6aTpKOBa cTapa KypTKa, OBIIICHA Ha I'BI3IOK
KJ1aJia foMy Ha IjIede CBil BaXKKHH pyKaB —
migbagpoproBaa, Sk MOTJIa.

TOT OCEHi, KO MPHU3axiHE COHIIE ITiIaIIIO CYyCIIChKIH M,

1 HIXTO, KPIM HBOTO, HE MOOIT TACUTH, Ky BOHU BCI Miluin?

BiH 3p0O3YMIiB, 1110 3aBAJICHUI FTOPU30HT ITOiH

He JIa€ oMy Oa4duTH CBITIIO, ajie BOHO JIECh TaM, 1€ PO3XOJSTHCS LIBH
0'e B 0JTHy TOUKYy i O'€,

TOT 3UMH, KOJIM B 3[IMYABLINX COOAYMX OYaX BiH MEPECTaB
BUTJISAATH JIFOIIHOIO, 3a0yB PO3PI3HATH HIY 1 ICHB, 30aliIyXiB
JI0 YChOT'O, I'PIBCsI 00 TEILTY YyKYy KPOB, TaKa CTaBKa

100 BIDKHUTH, IPpUpoJia 6epe ropy HaJi TOporo JIFOIEH,
3HAXOJIMB, XOBaB

TOT BECHH, KOJIM BiliHa 3aKiHYMJIACS, BIJACTPLISIN AUKUX TBAPHH,
po3ibpanu 3aBaiy, NesiKi HaCeNeH] IMyHKTH MEPEHECIIN

Ha TIOPO’KH1 HOB1 MICIIsl, HIXTO HE 3HaB, 1110 33 OJINH

XOJWUTh y OaThKOBIil KypTIli, TOBOPHUTH B CajaxX A0 BIUIUINX CIIHB,
1 CIIMBH HOMY BiJIMOBiAAIOTH

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — »



Contemporary Poetry 93

gray zone

that summer, when we found a hornet’s nest,

and everyone, who wasn’t lazy, poked at it with a stick and ran away,
father’s old coat, hung on a nail

put its heavy sleeve on his shoulder,

encouraging him as much as it could.

that fall when the sun set fire to the neighboring building,

and no one, except him, ran to put it out, where did they all go?

he understood, that the overwhelming events on the horizon
preventing him from seeing the light, where the seams come undone
pounding and pounding at a single point.

that winter, when in the eyes of wild dogs he stopped

looking like a person, he forgot how to differentiate night and day, turned
totally apathetic

warmed himself against a stranger’s blood

just to survive, nature took mounds and mounds of people,

found them, hid them

that spring, when the war ended, they shot the rest of the wild animals,
dismantled the mounds, transferred some inhabited sections

to new empty cities, no one knew who

walked in father’s coat, who spoke to the surviving plums in the orchards
and the answers that they gave

Translated by Olena Jennings
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Mmupocaas Jlaok
rapHi gepesa

KOJIM TIOMepJIa BiciaBa MIMMOOPCHKa

Milf cycix gepe3 mapkaH

[I0YaB BUXOJHTH B cajl i Ka3aTu:

ZlepeBa JiepeBa sKi BU BCi rapHi — Taki TapHi

10 HEMOJKJIMBO BHOPATH Ha KOTPIM i3 Bac BimaTucs

BiH 3BICHO HE 3HaB XTO TaKa MNIMMOOPCHKa
a sikOu s oMy cKa3aB 1ie iM’s

BiH OM CTapuii TOYHO MEPENHUTaB:

XTO-XTO — HaTaJs [iMOOpChKa?

Ta Bimaics Bxxe HapemTi! —

3 4acoM Iovalia KpuyaTd HoMy 3J1a APY>KHHA

KOTpa KOJIKCh MMO3UYNIIA y HAC I’ ATh MILIKIB IEMEHTY

1 oci He Bimmana

(a me ii mOKiIHHUI OaTBKO Y BilfHYy momomaraB ¢amucTtam!)

a YOJIOBIK Bi/MOBiaB: I1i IepeBa Taki rapHi

10 HEMOJXKJIMBO BHOpATH Ha KOTPIM i3 HUX BiIaTHCA —
3pEIITOI0 OJIHOTO JHS MOBICHIIACA CyCigKa

Ha BepOi

Hy J00pe: sl TPOXH IEPETHYB

HE MOBIiCHIIACS — TIOMEpIIa CBOEKD CMEPTIO
ajye I’ATh MIIIKIiB [IEMCHTY

Tak 1 HE Bigmana
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Myroslav Laiuk
pretty trees

when wislawa szymborska died

my neighbor across the fence

started going out into the garden saying

trees trees you’re all very pretty — so pretty

that I can’t tell which one I want to hang myself from

he of course didn’t know who szymborska was
and if | said the name to him

the old man would ask

who now — natalya tsymborska?

just hang yourself already!

his angry wife started saying after a time

she’s the one who borrowed five bags of cement from us
and still hasn’t given them back

(and her late grandfather helped the fascists in the war!)

the husband answered: these trees are so pretty

that | can’t tell which one | want to hang myself from —
then one day his wife hanged herself

from the willow

well okay: | exaggerated

she didn’t hang herself — she died of natural causes
but still never gave us

those five bags of cement
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3yNHUHKA

1151 JIOIIKA SIKa Terep YopHa
Oyma Kouch 6e3 CyMHIBY 011010

Ha Hel CIIaIN COTHI JroAeH

Ha IIf0 CTPYKTYPHY YaCTHHY JIABKH i1 aBTOOYCHOI 3yIHHKH

Ha I[i#l 3aCMaIbIbOBAHII JOIIIII

BHAPSATIaHI MATIOKH

XTO 1 KOJH TYT OyB

XTO B LIill MicIMHI OB

1 HaBITh JIOJIaHI iXHI HOMEPH TelePOHIB

ajie TOJIOBHE — II€ PO3KIIAJ PYXY

i KOMY IIe Tpeba — CIHUTAENT XTO B IIbOMY BUHCH

HABKOJIO K€ )KHUBYTh YUCTI BUXOBaHI JIIOIH
BOHH HIKOJIM HE 3alli3HIOIOTHCS Ha aBTOOYC
60 TOYHO 3HAIOTH PO3KIIA]

siOyHIBChKUIT 0 7:30 KOCIBCHKHU 3eseHuit 0 7:45
KOCiBchKuit Oimii 0 9:00 BepxoBuHCHKUI Mixk 8:25 1 8:40
kuiBChKUM K010 9:00 ane BiH MOXe HE 3yITUHUTHUCS

yCi IPUXOIATH PIBHO BYACHO HA 3YMUHKY

a0y He 3aX0MTH BCEPENHY 1€ 3aBXKIU 3arHHKEHO

rpoMaja HaBiTh HEJABHO BiANUIiyBaga IOMKY 10 OUTH3HU
ajie BOHA 3HOBY YOpHa BOHA MYCHUTb OYTH YOPHOIO

abu OLIMM MpOCTyTalld HAAITUCH

a0y 3aBXAM KOXEH MIr 3HATH PO3KIaf pyxXy

TO He ISl MICIIEBUX SIKI i TaK 3HAIOTh

1 BcepeuHy HIKOJIM HE 3aXO0.SITh

TO JJIs TAKUX SIK MU

TIPOTKIKAX TPUIKIKUAX BiT KIHKAX

KOTp1 CHIATh YCepEeAnHi Mi€i 3aTuHKEHOI 3yITHHKH
1 HEe IYIOTh CMOPOILY

KOTpI JIOBJIATH AyX 4acy

1 HE YyIOTh CMOPOIY
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the stop

this board that’s black now

doubtless used to be white

hundreds of people sat on it

on this structural part of the bench and the bus stop

on this greasy board

with swearwords scratched in

who was here and when

who’s the whore in this village

and even their phone numbers

but the main thing is the bus schedule

and to whoever needs it — ask who’s to blame here

clean, well-groomed people still live around here
they’re never late to the bus
because they know the schedule

to yabluniv at 7:30 green to kosiv at 7:45

white to kosiv at 9:00 to verkhovyna between 8:25 and 8:40
to kyiv around 9:00 but it might not stop here

everyone gets to the stop right on time

so they don’t have to go inside where it’s always filthy

the community even washed the boards till they were white recently
but now it’s black again it has to be black

so the signs show through white

so everyone can know the schedule

that’s not for the locals who know anyway

and don’t even go inside the stop

that’s for people like us

passing through settling in setting out

who sit inside the filthy stop
and don’t smell the stench
who get the zeitgeist

and don’t smell its stench

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >



98 Festival of Poetry

CHIr 3eMJri i cHir He0a

KOJIM roMepiia npababa KopHeis
BHIIAB CHIT TaKWH IO JiBaTHCS OyII0 HIKyAH
X10a XOOWUTH 3 3aIUTIOIEHUMH OYrNMa

BOHA CTOsUIa HAJI MIYYI0 Bapmia OynbHoH
1 IMO¥HO 3rOopHYyJacs Kypsda KpoB — mpabada ymana
a TIOTIM IIIIIOB CHIT

KIHKH LIENTaIUCS PO Te K KOPHENS BUXOJUJIa HaIBIp
1 — COHSIYHO UM XMapHO — MPOKJIMHAJIA [TOTOLY
TOJIOCHO Ha BCi ropou

1 KOJIA YOJIOBIKH JI0 [IBUHTAPS PO3YUCTHIH JOPOTY
TO 00CpHYJIHUCS Ha3a] i 3pO3yMLIH

10 HIYOTO HE PO3UUCTUIIN

00 1II0B HE TIJIBKY CHIT HeOa

a 1 CHIT 3eMJIi

aje e Take — OyBae

TOJIOBHE — Ka3aB i1 MeTpo 1 CHH —

IO CHIT 13 TOTO Yacy He 3yIHHSABCI —

BiH KOYKHOTO JTHS 1 KOKHOT HOYi #/le — a MM 1 HE TOMI4aEMO

a s ATAB: SIK 11€ HE 3YITUHUBCS —
TJISIHB Y BIKHO TaM >Ke JITO

a BIH BIAIOBIJAB: 1 HAIIO TH IO IIKOJIM XO1umI?!
HIYOTO TH HE PO3yMi€ent

OaricTpe
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ground snow and sky snow

when great grandmother kornelia died
a snow fell that hid everything
like you were walking around with closed eyes

she stood over the stove and made broth
and just when the chicken blood clotted, great grandmother fell
and then the snow came

the women whispered about how kornelia went outside
and — rain or shine — cursed the weather
loud echoing over the hills

and when the men cleared a path to the cemetery
they looked back and realized

that they hadn’t cleared a thing

because not only sky snow was falling

but also ground snow

but that’s nothing — it happens

the main thing — said old man petro why was her son —
is that the snow hadn’t stopped since that time

it falls every day and every night and we don’t notice it

| asked how it hadn’t stopped

look out the window, it’s summer

and he answered: why do you go to school?
you don’t get anything

bastard

Translated by Anand Dibble
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Oxkcana JlynummnHa

* k%

MOJIOJIi TOHI MOPPICOH 1 eH/IKelNa IeBic

KPOKYIOTh (3Ia€THCSI) MAHTETTCHOM

KPOKYIOTh BIIEpE]l Y IIACIHBIIIi YacH

KOJIM BU3BOJIATH JKIHOK

KOJIM BU3BOJIATH POOITHHKIB

KOJIM X04 KOFO'He6yﬂL BU3BOJIATH

HElapMa OJiHa 3 HUX BUBYAE ﬂiaﬂeKTl/IKy BU3BOJICHHS

a 1HIlIa TUTae —

Iocroau 110 e 3a )kepTBa Taka LIo L 3a KepTBa

KOJIM MaM'ATar0Th 110 TH YOpHA aJie 320y 10 TH — KoxaHa?

IIe CiMIecsT YeTBEPTHH piK

IIe piK Ii Ha3BOIO MaikKe TPU YBEPTi

Ie piK KOJIU JIFOIH e HE BTOMITIOBAJIMCS BipUTH

Ie pik MOTO HapOKECHHS Y 30BCIM iHIIIH KpaiHi

y Tilf Ie eHIKeTa Kake — Xail )KUBE BEJIMKUHN JICHIH
y Till ie HIXTO HE 4yB IIPO TOHI MOPPICOH

JIe HIXTO HE ySABJISIE€ 001 BOTO CHIBY JiTEH BOIU —
MU 36epemocs Oing piku, 'ocrioan

1o mirMHe 10 TBoro mpectommy

MOJIOZIi TOHI MOPPICOH 1 €HKeNa IeBic
MOJIOJII Ha LiH CBITIIMHI MOJIOIII 32 MEHE
1 XopoOpimi

CBIT JIOBKOJIAa HUX TEX MOJIOIHIA

SK TO 1 OyBa€ y epy TUTaHIB —

MOJIOTUH 1 JTFOTUH

CIMJIECAIT YETBEPTHIA — II€ CTOJITTSI O€3 cepruKa
1€ 3aJTi3HUH BiK 1€ PiK KPOBI sIKa CTA€ ipiKero

PiK ipKi sIKa cTa€ KPOB'FO

1€ piK IOYaTKy Yacy

SIKHH Ka)Ke MEHi: a TeTep pO3IUIIONTyH 0di
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Oksana Lutsyshyna

* k%

young toni morrison and angela davis

walk (it seems) across manhattan

walk ahead to happier times

when women are freed

when workers are freed

when at least someone is freed

itisn’t in vain that one of them learns the dialectics of freedom

and the other asks —

Lord what kind of sacrifice is this what kind of sacrifice

when they rememeber that you are black but forget that you are beloved?

It’s 74

a year that is almost three quarters of the century

a year when people weren’t yet tired of believing

the year of my birth in a whole different country

one in which angela says — let the great lenin live

one in which no one has heard of toni morrison

and no one imagines the songs of the children of the water—
we shall gather at the river, Lord

which flows to Your throne

young toni morrison and angela davis
young in this photo younger than me
and braver

the world around them is also young
the way it often is in the era of titans —
young and cruel

74 is a century without a sickle

it is an iron age a year of blood which turns into rust
a year of rust which turns into blood

it is the year of the beginning of time

which says to me: and now open your eyes
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*k*k

1 OCh IOYMHAIOTLCS OCTAHHI JHI HAYe OCTAaHHI JAHI
BTUICHHS, 1 TH Ka)keml — [ 0CTIoin HaBiTh JIFOJT MOXKYTh IOBEPHYTH PIKy —
TO HeBxke Tu He Mosken?

MTOYMHAIOTHCS OCTaHHI JHI 1 BCE BUTIIAAAE SIK BTpaTa — COHIIC
3 BiKHA, KiT Ha Ti/J1031, BIpIIOBaHI PAIKHU IIepeaMaHi
amkamMOeMaHaMH, CIieKa

3aBUCJIA HAJ MICTOM SIKOI'O TH HE 3HAEILI

1 BKe 1 HE B3HAEI

Tpeba mucaTu, AyMaell, aJKe He3aKiHIeHO0
3aJIMIINNIACS ICTOPIS TIPO TY JKIHKY 13 CepeIHIX BiKiB
PO YyMy SIKy TH HOCHJIA y co0i 33I0BTO [0 i€l 9yMu
3aJI0BrO 10 BCOTO

y ToMy 4aci a0 y ToMy 0e34acci )KiHKa TaHII0e
TaHeIlb-PeBEPC

1€ SIK MOBEPTATHCS 10 BUTOKIB BIACHOTO 30py —

PaHO YHM Ti3HO ONHMHSIELICS CIIEPIIy Yy TEMPsIBI & TOMI Y CBITII
MPOHU3YEI 1 TPOHU3YENI YHICh IepeBa
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* % %

and so the last days begin as if they are the last days
of embodiment, and you say — Lord even people can change a river's course —
so how is it possible that You can't?

the last days begin and everything appears as a loss — sun

through the window, cat on the floor, lines of the poetry that are broken
by enjambment, a heat wave

hangs above a city you don't know

and will never know

you need to write, you think, since the story

is unfinished about that woman from the middle ages

about the plague you carried inside too long up to this plague
too long for everything

in that time or in that timelessness a woman dances

a dance in reverse

that is how you return to the source of your own sight —
sooner or later you'll end up first in darkness and then in light
that pierces and pierces someone's trees
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...a TaM JlaJli MOYMHAEThCS TaKa KiMHATa Jie HeMa BipIIiB
a 3a HElo IIIe ogHa

MTOBOPOTH, TiI3eMHI IIePeX0I1, TyHeM i

i TYHEJSIMH 1 TiJT iHITUMH TTepeX0JaMu

1 TH 3HA€EMI IO TIe TEX JOPOra KO MOXKHA ITH

sIKa TIOB3€ BHHU3 1 BHU3

aX MMOKH TH PO3YMI€NI IO TENep TH MiJ He TiTbKH ITiJ] 3eMIICI0
ane 1 g MopeM

i 0ch BOHO 0'e cO00I0 Jiech TaM Ha MOBEPXHi

JICCh BOHO YJIapsi€ B MICOK y KaMiHb Y CYIILY

JIeCh BOHO 3BHBAETHCSI HATOpi yCiMa CBOIMH KITITHHAMH
MOB Mi(iuHHH IpaKoOH

i HIMA€E TOJIOBY 1 CHYUTH

sIKa MaJja IUIATa Biaiase Tede Bix HbOTO,

YoMy BOHA JIOCI HE Tpicina? CKUTbKH

Ma€ 4acy NpONTH 100 CATHYTH BiJ bOTO MOPS JI0 iHIIOTO
JI0 TOTO III0 3aMKHYT€ y MiBKOJO KOHTHHEHTY,

BJIMTE MAJIMMH 3aTOKaMHU

Yy MOKpY 3€MJIIO 3 SIKO1 pOCTYTh MAaHTPOBi Jepena?..

1€ TBOSI KPYTOCBITHS OZOPOXK 3pi3aHUM KOJIOM

MEHIIIUM 3a KOJIO 3eMJIi

...] OCh TH MPHUXOAHUII Y TOUKY TEMPSIBH

1 HapemITi yyem ioro, Mope,

HaMalIly€ll BOJIOT] CTiHM 1 HacllyXael Horo Baroty —
TYT, Ha TaKidl MIHOWHI, HEMAa€ HiSIKHX XBUJIb,

ayie y TPIIMHKY Yy TUTUTI 3aTiKae BOAa

1 pyXaeTbcs 10 Tebe K 3BYK, K CBITIO

SIK 3BYK, SIK CBITJIO

SIK CBITIIO
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...and further there is a room where there aren’t any poems
and beyond that there is another room

turns, underground passages, tunnels

below tunnels and below other passages

and you know that this is also a road that you can take
which slopes down and down

until you understand that now you are not only beneath the earth
but also beneath the sea

and its waves crash somewhere on the surface

somewhere the sea strikes sand, stone, and land
somewhere it billows up with every cell

like a mythical dragon

it lifts its head and hisses

what thin slab separates you from it,

why didn’t it crack yet? how much

time does it take for you to go from this sea to another
to the one that is locked in the semicircle of a continent,
poured into small bays

into the wet earth from which mangrove trees grow?..
this is your around the world trip of a sliced-off circle
smaller than the circle of the earth

...And so you arrive at the point of the darkness

and finally you hear it, the sea,

you grope the moist walls and listen to its weight —
here, at this depth, there are no waves,

but through a small crack in the slab water leaks in
and moves to you like sound, like light,

like sound, like light

like light
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XTO 32 MEHE, UTAEI
XTO 3a MEHe? — OCb 1ie IePEBO,

xi0a BoHO MOke OyTH poTH Tebe?
xiba mepeBa OyBaIOTh MPOTH JOACH?

LTAN TTapK IepeB
LIUTHH JTiC, SIKIO XOo4el — 1 Bci 3a Tebe
KOJKHICIHBKE

a kiT? xi0a kit npotu Tede?

Hi, KiT 3a TeOe

1 e KiT 1 Bci Ha CBiTI KOTH

BCi — 3a Tede, BCl — TBOS apMis
CTPYHKI, )KOBTOOKI

a 6oru? TBOI1 1 Uyxi — i BCi Ha CBITI?
x10a iM 1 TeOe 1moch mKoaa?

Ta HIYOTO HE IIKOJA, 3BICHO,

BOHH 3a TeOe,

sIK 61 11e BOHH OyJIK — TPOTH?

a TOHM y4MTelb 10 CKa3aB — JAyMKa MOXe Bce?

AK Horo — 3apa3 3rajgato — Csami Bimrnynesananma?
BiH 1[0 — TIpoTH Tebe?

0ToO cTaB O BiH BUTpayaTH 4ac! 3BiCHO,

BiH 3a TeOe

3a Te0e

a Mope? 110 — JyMaell, Mope NMpoTH Tede?
BCl MOro XBUJl 1 KaMIHI 1 MITUHKA
BUIMMI 1 HEBUIUMI

Bci 3a Tebe, He CyMHiBaicCs

IIOMHS 1 MOXBHJIMHA

Yy€enr — MOpe IIyMHTH?

1€ BOHO Kake T0Oi: 5

3a TeOe

3a Tebe
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who is on my side, you ask

who is on my side? — this tree here,
as if it could be against you?

as if trees could be against people?

a whole park of trees
a whole forest, you could say — and all are on your side
all of them

and the cat? is the cat against you?
no, the cat is on your side

this cat and all the world’s cats

all — on your side, all — your army
nimble, yellow-eyed

and gods? yours and others — and everyone in the world?
wouldn’t they help you?

of course, they would

they are on your side

how could they be — against you?

and that teacher that said — thoughts are everything?
what’s his name — Swami Vishnudevananda

is he — against you?

why waste your time! of course,

he is on your side

on your side

and the sea? what — you think, the sea is against you?
all its waves and pebbles and beaches

visible and invisible

everything is for you, don’t doubt it

everyday and every minute

do you hear — the sea roars?

it says to you: |

am on your side

on your side
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a My3HKa? KoTpa 3 HOT — NpoTH Tede?
KOTpa i3 Meomin?

Mouapt? penepu? mianictu?
Axanemis bizanTina? ITon MakkapTtHi?
Ta Hi, Hy IO TH

Bci 3a TeOe

3a TeOe

1 HeMa€ HIKOTO TPOTH

i HiKOJIK He Oyie

a ToMy JIF0Ou, 00U Jami
He Oilicst
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and music? which of the notes are against you?
which of the melodies?

Mozart? rappers? pianists?

The Accademia Bizantina? Paul McCartney?
no, what are you thinking

everyone is on your side

on your side

and there is no one against you
and there will never be

and so love, keep on loving
don’t be afraid

Translated by Olena Jennings
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Cepro Mymraros
TOYHAs BE€IIb PEBOJTIOIUHA

pydeit — OBICTpBI OMHT
MOK&XH 3TO MECTO YKOIIa
MOYKY

4yepe3 KOTOPYIO BblIedat
pebpo magoHu

yepe3 KOJICHO IS0

HIEPETHET

HEJONET PyKaBULbI €KOBOM:
«gom ewé 00uH 0om

Kak uena unu wypgh

Kak pasbee ¢ OMUHHOU 8epEéKoll
6e3 3mes 6yMaKNCHO20»

HE CBsI3aH KakK MPYThs METJIbI
Koprmeit pruapma
OTHACJIbHBIC BETKH KUBBIC
OJIOKHOT J1 noJéTa

(xams 3a Karei)

caM IoJIET

MOpe 32 MOpeM
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Sergo Mushtatov
the exact thing of revolution

a stream—a brisk bandage
show me the injection site
an ear lobe

though which they will cure
the rib of the palm

through the knee the neck

it goes too far

an undershoot by the iron fist
“here’s one more house

like a needle or a mine shaft
like launching a long rope
without a kite

not bound like broom bristles
with linty film

individual living branches

a notebook for a journey
(drop by drop)

the journey itself

sea by sea
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JepeBsIHHASI KPOBBb 2 ( VErS.

WU
BMECTO CEMEHHBIX MMOPTPETOB — OYXThI C TEJIOM TaHIopa
C TpeMsi TBO3IISIMH ¢ OOMOTKO#

¢ ympa — ympo

U3 IETCKOM CTEHBI BBICTYNAET AOCKA JUIS MPBLKKOB

B HE3pUMBIH Oacceitn n3 Meben — MyJIbe

+ MHCKa ¢ BapEHbEM U3 MEJIKUX IUIOJI0B u3 ycunui

+ HECKOJIbKO KHUT O IIPUIMBAX + KapaHJall

YeNoBeK KaK peiic (6e3 aApma epmaka) s 3aIIACOK
SI3BIK TIEBULIBI C IOAPOOHBIM ITOTOIIOM

pa3byx 10 pa3MepoB caja HA 3UMY 3020MO06KA KOPOH
conny

HIIN

Ha3BaThLCs OOJBIINM naJbIIEM HOTH Ha X0JI10J
poOOBATh CITyCKOBOE 03€PO

PacTBOPUMBIM IMUCEMOM B TOCYJapCTBO Carior)

B IIOPTY TBOI BHYTPEHHUI OCTYH : “He nokasicem
Kapouozpamma umo s ne cepoye He meno
MobKO Habnooarw 3a HUM...”

B LUIIOTIKE paclyXUIei aHMIaKThl ¢ MOTKaMHU CTpy#
NpUEM BHYTPh Ha MMOYTOBOW MapKe KaHabl

4EpHBIE IETH CaAAT HETATHB CHETOBHKA 3a 6opT

3a KpaeBH TUTPOB

(

TeNne-TI0JOCKU-TaTy Ha 6CeX KaAHANax 4€pHOT0) SAIUKA
THUJI TI0 PEMOHTY XBOWHBIX TIOBTOPOB

00yT B KUPIIUYH BMECTO BaJICHOK B3sUT MEHS

€J10YHBIM LIAPOM IPUMEPUIL KyAa IPUIIU3AI0JIUTh

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — »



Contemporary Poetry 113

wooden blood 2 ( vers.

or

instead of family portraits — a coil with the body of a dancer
with three clusters winding

from morning — morning

a springboard juts from the children’s wall
to the invisible pool from the furniture — a pulse

+ a bowl of jam from fine fruit from effort
+ a few books on rising tides + a pencil

man is like a flight (without the yolk of yermak) for notes
the tongue of a soprano with a deliberate flood

swells to the size of an orchard a stash of sun crowns

for winter

(

or

to call yourself “a big toe” for the cold
to try the drained lake
with a soluble letter to the government boot

at the port your inner runner: “won’t show
the cardiogram that I am not heart not body
| just look after them...”

in the inflatable boat unplugged with skeins of spurts
taking by mouth on the postage stamp of canada

black children plant the negative of a snowman overboard
beyond the edge of subtitles

(

tele-striped-tattoo on all the channels of a black) box

a guide for repairs of coniferous replays

shod in brick instead of valenkitook me

as a christmas ball tried to screw on
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B IIPOTONTAHHOM BO3JlyXe B HAaceJNEHHOM ITyHKTUPE
Oy/ITO HAaBOJIIO BBIITYIIEH IIUIAHT TIOXKAPHBIN

TI0J] CHJILHBIM HaIlopoM

HepeBO] Ha SA3BIK JIOHKEPOHOB C SI3bIKA II0CAIOK

(kak mepaxkm nomepsams)

C IMEHEM YJIBTPaKOPOTKHM CIUTIOHYTb JINHTaM
Ha JIOpoTy

CAIHCEHYbL MOPA cpa36eea
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in the trodden air in the populated dotted line
as if a fire hose is on the loose released
under strong pressure

translation in the language of a wing from the language of a landing
(as if the terrorist act would be lost)

with an ultrashort name spits a lingam
on the street

(

seedlings of the sea take a running start
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HAAYBHI Hikcei (K0J10-Ka4yKa-IPUKOPIOHHHK
KOBa/IJ10 CKAMH Ta iHNI. ) NIPAMYIOTh Ha MiB<...>3axi/
JaHTe JINIIA€ BaJi3y JiMOiB B kamepax cj10Ba

(naznu 0o M.A.)*

M)XK PO3MOBHHKOM 350€p Ta XMapoi TPOSHA Yacy CIUIaB
YCMIIIKY TIca 3 BIIKPATHM JICTOM O€3 IiJIoTa OKa MicCT

MIDXK HIJJ3EMHUM CEpPLEM Ta CTEKKOIO 3 MY3€l0 CBITIa
BOJIOCHa N B 00iMax TUTPH (TyT) BUAMX-TIIPYYHHK
IyOUTBCSl Ha CHIT'Y HaMip-Kparuist BIIEHT pyX opOiT Ha 3pi3ax
ITHIB IKJIO TyOUTHCS BapTa B HEOl MPSIMOCTOSYEM. «3A8HCOU

nouamoxy 3apa3 AepeBaM He Ma€ MoTpedu B 3ybax JiTep

cropa (CTaHOM Ha 3aBTpa) YOBEH Ta Oeper (JOIEeHTPOBU)

3 OC3MIOTHIM TMOBITPAM 0€3 KaMEeHIO Jax IIiJIb-J0JI0 Ta Mparia
MK KO>)KHAM PaHKOM Ta MOPEM OCh BiH KOBTOK-IIOJIT HOBUIi
HaBIOMAIIKH JIiM(a HOTY€E CXOAH JIKEPEN: «oai byde

pazom» (auxae riimOOKO MOTaHKA MICHs apT MeperopHyTHX
JIiH3 B couli BiTep xpebeT A TBOpels — Brepes B KapnaTu!) 2

Y Mupocnaey S200i npucesuyemocs.

2 Teopu ne nompebyioms cygnepa. B zanepei “Tpu kpanxu”, wo icnysana y JIv6osi
3a adpecoro 8yn. 1. @panxa (mixe 38 ma 40 6y0.) (kin. 80-x ma nou. 90-x) 6ys
6UNAOOK, KOAU GIOKpUmms imnpesu mpaguiocs 3a giocymuicmio Aemopa, 60
supiuiue cobi CROKiliHO noixamu 8 20pu.
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inflatable pixels (circle-duck-border guard
anvil icicles and others) they head nor — sou <...> west
dante leaves a suitcase of rings in the chambers of the word

(puzzles to M. Y.)!

amidst the phrase-book of gills and rose cloud of time is situated a floating
dog’s smile with an open letter missing the pilot’s eye of the city

amidst the underground heart and the path from the museum of light
waterfalls in embraces captions (here) a textbook on exhalation

is completely lost on the snow the intention-droplet the movement of orbits
on hisections

of stumps the glass fades the guard in the straight standing sky: “always

the beginning” now the trees don’t need the teeth of disputing

letters (according to the situation tomorrow) the boat and shore (centripidal)
with deserted air without stone a roof a target-brow and a sling shot
between every morning and the sea here it is a new gulp-flight

groping a lymph that notes the shoots of springs “will be

together” (a ragdoll breathes deeply after turned school-desks
lenses in salt the wind a ridge And the creator — forward to the
Carpathians!)?

Translated by Grace Mahoney

! Dedicated to Myroslav Yahoda.

2 Art works do not require a prompter. In the gallery “Three Points™ that existed in
Lviv on Ivan Franko street (between buildings 38 and 40) (from the late-80s to the
early-90s) there was an incident when an event opening miraculously went off in the
absence of the Author, because he had quietly decided to go to the mountains.
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Jlecuk Ilanaciok
I'pynenn
YoMy uu pajiie KyId MHA TIKaEMO 3 Ii€i TOCTIHHOT 3uMH

Koo Ha cHiry HakpecieHe IUpKyJIeM MPHUB’I3aHOTO TIca

YOpHE MOB 3aIMCaHa Ha JICTSHAX KypI 110IOr9HO HellpaBHiIbHA My3HKa
IpKa3 Ha KICTKax

cipi 3ByKH cO0a40ro Kalulo He JaloTh po3idparyu ciioBa

CrapeHbKa KpUYUTh y CIyXaBKY KpPi3b POKH

MOBUIBHO CTYIIAE O CHIT'Y MEJIOJIEI0 110 PIBHOBATY TPHMAE Ha TOJII
rpamodoHa

BYCIMIACS 32 PO3MOBY Haue 3a MOPATYHOK

ciiu i Ha CHITY MyHKTHPaMH IS BiZIpi3y

Be3oMHi HaMararoThCsl TAHIFOBATH i1 1Iel TaMaHHi PUTM PAHKOBOT
BYJIUTI

0e3I0MHI ChOTOJIHI TYJISIOTh y HAIIOMY OJs131

SIK JIMYaTh iM Hallll BOPaHHS i PO3KUIAHI PyXH B MOBITPI

Pyxu po3kuzaaHi y moBiTpi

KOJIO HaKpecJIeHe Ha CHITY

ITyHKTHP CIiJIiB Ha CHITY

My3HUKa MiX TOJIKOIO BT€Y1 i TEMHOIO OOPO3HOIO 3UMH

BJIA€MO IO TAHIFOEMO

BUpizaeMo (paszu 3 KOHTEKCTY

BUPUBAEMO MICIMHH 3 JIaHILAPTy

BIMXAa€MO MY3HUKY TTOKH IIBOPKa 3aKpy4Yy€ThCSl HABKOJIO CTOBIIA

Yci Hami 3yCHInIs BPEITi IPUTHCKAIOTh HAC MAPYIOUUMHU OOTHIISIMH

J10 OETOHHOTO TAJTBIIA IO 3aTYJIsIE COO0I0 OCTAHHE CIIOBO
SIKE MOJKEMO BUKOPHUCTATH MPOTH cede
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Lesyk Panasiuk
December
Why or rather where are we running out of this constant winter

A circle etched in the snow with the draughtsman’s compass of a chained
dog

black as ideologically incorrect music recorded on the lungs of a smoker
jazz on bones

you can’t make out the words over the gray sounds of the dog’s cough

An old woman yells into the receiver through years

stepping slowly through the snow she is a melody balancing on a
gramophone needle

she clings to the conversation like a lifeline

her tracks in the snow make dotted lines to cut along

Homeless people try dancing to the ruptured rhythm of this morning street
homeless people today stroll about in our clothes
how well our garments and movements scattered on the winds suit them

Scattered movements on the winds

in the snow the circle etched

in the snow the tracks a dotted line

music between the needle of escape and the dark groove of winter
we pretend we’re dancing

we cut phrases out of context

we take places out of the landscape

we breathe in music while the leash wraps around the pole

All our straining merely presses our steaming faces against

the concrete finger that obscures the last word
that we might use against ourselves
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IToxn BCJIYXaKOCH B 3amax TerJjaa

Mo craeTbes 3 Biporo KOJIM 3aKPUBAIOTH OCTAHHIO LIEPKBY
IO CTAETHCA 31 CBITIIOM K€ 3aBXKAH OYII0 BcepennHi

YH MOYMHAIOTH TOPITH SICKpaBillie BUBICKK MadiB i OapiB

Y{ IOYMHAIOTH JOBIIE NPALFOBATH JIOMOAPAN 1 CEKOHA-XCHIH

BeuipHi nixtapi ByriIbHOTO TepMiHaIy 3a0pyIHIOIOTH PiUKY CBITIOM
BOJIa B MACHUX 1 OJMCKYYHX IUIIMax Hade CepBETKa IiCIIs Beuepi
HIXTO HE 3ayBa)KUB HAIIMCaHI CJIOBA

JITEPH PO3ILTUBAIOTHECS MOB y THUXIH MOCTIHHIA MOJIHUTBI

HacrinpHa namna cXuiiuiiacsi MOHaXMHEIO Hajl MOiM CTOJIOM
00nn44s ii Take YucTe IO CIIUTh 04l

1 MOKM BCITyXalocs B 3alax Teria

XTOCh NEPETa3UTh MapKaH

MiACBIYY€ JIXTapUKOM TelleoHa

1 TIMIIIe HA CTiHI IePKBU

TyT OYB Icyc

Hopo:xniii pyTasp

HaBiTh KOCMOHABTH IOMUPAIOTH
1 iXHI qymi mpuOUBae 10 3eMITi Hade Tijia I’ SHUIb

Tenep He MiTHATHUCH Y KOCMOC

a JIeKaTy BcepearHi GpyTisipa Bijg KoHTpadaca

KOTPHIT YOPHOIO AiPOIO 3aTATYE B ceOE KOHIIEPTHI 34 i3 IMyCTKaMH
BUIBHHX MiCIb

My3uKka BUKOpYyBaHa i3 Tijla HOUl
BHpBaHa HiOM KicTKa
sIKa BUOJIMCKYE Bi€to O 0ka cobayoi Oyam

Ane cbOTOJIHI HE OYY€I rapyaHHs

sike O BUILYKYBaJIO Ha CIIUHI HAalMEHIITYy CTPYHY

MY3HKY BKpaJICHO

KPOKH COJIIaTiB 30MBAIOThCS 3 PUTMY

BYJIMKH IICPKOB CHOTOJIHI 0€3 01K

LBIPKYHHU MOBYaTh

CHIBaKH 3aCTy/DKEHI

TIIBKH JIeCh 3a CKJIOM UTIOMiHATOpa IPOJIiTaE CAMOTHIH KOHTpadac
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Whilst | Listen Hard to the Scent of Warmth

What happens to faith when they close the last church
what happens to the light that was always inside

do the signs in front of bars and clubs really shine brighter
do pawn shops and thrift stores really stay open longer

At night the lights of the coal terminal sully the river with their glow
the water shines with oily splotches like a napkin after dinner
nobody noticed the words written there

the letters blur like a murmur of permanent prayer

The lamp bent over my desk like a nun

her face so pure it blinds your eyes

and whilst I listen hard to the scent of warmth
someone hops over the fence

using their phone as a flashlight

and writes on the wall of the church

Jesus was here

An Empty Case

Even astronauts die
and their souls are hammered to the earth like the bodies of drunks

There’s no more going up in space
but you can lie down inside a case for a double bass
a black hole that sucks in concert halls with the void of vacant seats

Music uprooted from the body of the night
ripped out as if it were a bone
that glimmers like a lash by the eye of a doghouse

But there could be no growling today

to touch the tiniest string on your back

the music has been stolen

the footfalls of soldiers are out of rhythm

today the honeycombs of churches are without bees

the crickets are silent

the singers have come down with colds

there’s just a lonely double bass flying past the viewport

Translated by Isaac Stackhouse Wheeler and Reilly Costigan-Humes
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AntoH IloayHin
OrHHHUI Maell MOMepTH

9acoM BOHO COJIOJIKE K JTUMHHH ITOPOX
CyM i mypryp

sL pOOITIOCST BHCOKUM

s KJIel-TpaBa

T'yIaio B CTEIIO

renarwch Ha MaTpall

COJIO/IKI MyXH Ha ITiJBIKOHHI
PIAMHU B OJTiTUX )KUBOTAX
OTOPHYTHUX JIAKMYCOBUM IaIrepoM
JKUBI

Tarara

HATIWITY 5K BiIITYCTHTH
YEeTBEPTOTO

ITHS BOHH TIISTHYJTH TOpi

1 cTaim OOATHUCH

He OliiTech CKa3aB

HalKpaiui

(o 2

CBIT 3MIHIOETHCS TIOKU TH 10Ty €It
KEPTOBHUH T

IIACTMBHIA KBUTOK B POTOBIM

B KOHIUTEPCHKIM HEO1 OTUIABJICHI 3aBUTKU
TiIbraMerr TiHe MOB TaMJIeT

011 BOIH

MepeKpecIeHU TOPU30HTOM

130000071

ceazop MpUHI MOKPHX 3eMeb
3aHOCHTH KBITKOBUH MeY

MTHJIOK 30JI0THH HEPYXOMHUTH MOBITPS
TMIEITFOCTKH JIETSATh

roury0i miomeHie

LTI 13 JEKCTPO3H 1 CyMy

BUPOJIOK BUKPECIICHUH 3 BiKHA
3MIHIOETHCS

Tn HaTucKaem skip
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Anton Polunin
ugly you have to die

sometimes it’s sweet like gunpowder
sadness and purple

I make myself tall

I’m glue-grass

I slam into the ceiling

fall on the mattress

sweet flies on the windowsill
liquids in pale bellies
wrapped in litmus paper

are alive

dadada

I’ll write when it lets go

on the fourth

day they looked up

and began to fear

don’t fear said

the best

flo 2

the world changes while you’re fucking around
sacrificial tallow

a lucky ticket in the oral cavity

melted curlicues in the candy sky

gilgamesh dies like hamlet

near the water

crossed by the horizon

another

celador prince of wet lands

draws his flower sword

the golden pollen immobilizes the air
blue petals fly

a trenchcoat

of dextrose and sadness flames up

a monster crossed out of the window
changes

you press skip
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Oionepma

KOBTOK IPOBATIOETHCSI MOBITPSIHI Ty XHpi
HIIIHAPAIOTh JIBOASHY aMalbraMy
MTa MiAATECS KPi3h MiAJIOTY
YeTBepTa paHKy JBIHHHIK

BITUMHAE CBOIM KJIIFOUEM

1 He 3HABIIN YOO0IT

BIIKTIOYA€THCS JOJIUINI HA JUBaHL
CTSATYEI 3 HHOTO CBill

IIYXOBHK MOKPHIA BiJI MOKPOTO
CHITY 3HIMA€EI NPOIAXJIU
YIIFOOJICHHM OJICKOJIOHOM Iapg
HAMOTY€NI Ha KyJIaK MOB

JIaHIOT

JOTeNbraHrep CTOrHe KPi3b COH

SIK 11 pOOIATH yci

YHpsl JyIla 3HAXOAUTHCS 330BHI
KIMHATY HaIOBHIO€ aJKOTOJbHUN TyMaH
MOBITPSIHI Ty XUpi

3aKOpPKOBYIOTh OaTapei

CHITHINMIL 1 CHHIN Y
PIAKOKpUCTAIIYHIM CBITiHHI

1 BepBax UMy

BrHKaenn B Xhamster

CBSITE ceple

TSATHE MEHE Ty KyIH 5 HE X0Uuy

3 1000B'T0

AQHTOH
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bioderma

the gulp bursts the air blisters
buttress the ice amalgam

mist filters through the floor

at four am a double

opens the door with his key

and not taking off his boots

flops face down onto the sofa
you take your down coat off him
wet from the wet

snow you remove the scarf
scented with your favorite cologne
wrap it around your fist like

a chain

your doppelganger moans in his sleep
just like everyone whose

soul is on the outside does

an alcoholic fog fills the room

air blisters

plug up the radiators

sweaty and blue in

the sparse, crystal light

and ropes of smoke

you zone out on xhamster

a holy heart

pulls me where I don’t want to go
with love

anton
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B I0’KHOM KpbLI€e

U3BIIU BOTHHUCH
OTOHEK 0€33BYYHBIN B pyKe
LIeJTyIIaluics Jak

MeX JJUCTAaMH NCTTHCAHHBIMHU
HETIOTPeOCTBOM

€CJIM Cep/ALe TBOE Pa3phIBACTCSA WIIH MOTIUT
BOT CUHTAIOYKA

B 10)KHOM

KpBbLIE

¢durenex

BaJIbCOK

B TOJIOBE

YKECTOKUM

TATHII

naBau

TOBOPHTH II0 CIOTaM

YacTHBIC TPareIny BEKa COPOKOBOTO
TapanuTcs ¢ YKpaHa YepHO-0eIro
COPOKOOKO

yepHO

6en0O

JlaBaii TOBOPUTH O NPOCTOM
OCTaHOBHMCSI Ha

Oepery mpyna

31IECh IMEIO COOOpaKCHUE
00pe3aTbesi 0 TPOCHUK

MOJTYaTh MUHYTY

ApYyryo

IIOTOM €IIIe
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in the southern wing

come out bend in

a silent fire in your hand

the varnish flakes

between pages covered in written
obscenities

if your heart breaks or is silent
there’s a counting rhyme

in the southern

wing

the ell

a waltz

in your head

the cruel

fifth

come on

talk in syllables

private tragedies of the forties
stare out from the black-and-white screen
a four-eyed

black

white

let’s talk about simple things
we’ll stay on the

bank of the pond

here I have an idea

to cut myself on the reeds

be quiet a minute

another

and then one more
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another angry voice

IJic aBesib Opat TBOM KauH

paccTaBb 3aIAThIe

KacCHOIIes 3UT3UT HaJl TOOOH
MHKPOBOJTHOBKA KPYIIHUT OKUIAHMUS
rze Opat TBOW KanuH aBejb

1 9TO 32 TOJKJIaKOH ITyXOBHUKA TBOETO
MOJKET ATO KITFI0Y

HET

MOXKET 3TO MBIIIb

HET

MOJKET 3apOJIbIT Oe3yMus

CKOJIb3KMH U PO30BBIii

KaK TpedndpyT pa3pe3aHHbIH OI0IaM
WK JIOKETIKA

cepeOpsTHHAs HA/IeXkK1a OTIIMIIIIAS OT pedpa
CMEIIIEHHBIH IEHTP THKECTH

rie

I1a BOT JKe

ere pas

HET

YCTOMCTBO BBIMIABIIICE U3 PA3KaTOM JIaJOHU
3aropaercs oy osIM

KO’Ka OTCIOZIa JOCIOa

na OyZieT BOJIsl TBOSI BOOOIIIE

HO CETOJHS

naBaii 0e3 3Toro
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another angry voice

where abel is thy brother cain

place the commas

cassiopeia howls above you

the microwave shatters expectations
where is thy brother cain abel

and what’s in the lining of your coat
maybe it’s a key

no

maybe it’s a mouse

no

maybe a germ of madness

slippery and pink

like a grapefruit cut in half

or a spoon

silver hope peeled from a rib

a displaced center of gravity

where

look here

again

no

a device fallen from a clenched palm
lights up blue

skin from here to here

yeah, in general thy will be done
but today

let’s go without it
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Ipuna llysanosa
TH 3aCJYTOBY€Il Ha Oinbiie
YOMY TH TyMae€Il IO 3aCIyTOBYENI HA OiJIbIIe

TH a He JiBYMHKA IO MiICKaKye Ha BHOOTHAX ITif] JOIIEM
HAa 33IHFOMY CHAiIHHI 6aTBPKIBCHKOTO MOTIea

TH a He JiJI0 3 )KOBTOIO IIUTapKOI0 MiX KOBTHX 3y0iB
110 TIOJIOIIE COPOYKH B 3€JICHABIH BOJII IMiJ MOCTOM

TH @ He TOM XTO He J0’KUBE 10 IMOHEIIIKA

TH a He Cepifo3HUH BOMii aBTOOYCA 3 pOAUMOIO TUIMOFO HA IO
B Mi/KaKy 3 YSPBOHOIO HAIITMBKOIO

TH a He TOH XTO Tpe pyKaBOM 3alOTLTy MmOy aBTOOyCHE BiKHO
XTO X04€ M00AYHTH IO 32 HEHO

TH a He MPOIaBYMHS KBITiB

TH a He Tec 1o nepedirac aBToMoOiIbHE 1MI0Ce MO TiaroHai
TIeC JiaroHajb SKOr0O MePEPUBAETHCS

TH a HE YyBaK y 3eJIeHii KypTii

TH — a HE BCl XTO HE TH
TH — a He 001ail XTOCh 13 HUX

YOMY TH TyMA€II IO 3aCIyTOBYENI HA OUTBIIE
KOJIM IIbOMY HEOOBi 30BCiM HEMa 4OTO TaTH

KOJIO BOHO IIOPO31aBaJI0 BCE HAM — YHCIICHHUM —
1 TeTIep AUBUCS: TIOPOXKHE CBITUTHCS HAJ MiCTOM

sK OlJla eMaabL0BaHa MHUCKA

9acoM CBITJIO 3ABUTHETHCS Bi3bMETHCS OpHKaMu
SIK CKaTepKa MiJl SIKOI0 XOBAIOThCS ITH
MeMOpaHa 3a sIKOI0 TPEMTHTh

YyTJIMBE HYTPO IXHBOTO TAEMHOT'O CBITY

3a SIKOIO CBIT TPUBAE 3aBXKIH —

JIETKUH BOPYXKHH HE3MIHHUH
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Iryna Shuvalova
you deserve more
why do you think you deserve more

you, not a girl on the back seat of her dad’s moped
hopping up and down on the bumpy road in the rain

you, not an old man with a yellow cigarette between yellow teeth
who rinses his shirts in the green water under the bridge

you, not someone who won’t live till monday

you, not a solemn bus driver with a birthmark on his cheek
in a jacket with a red armband

you, not the one who wipes the foggy glass of the bus window with his
sleeve to see what’s beyond it

you, not the lady selling flowers

you, not the dog who runs diagonally across the highway
the dog whose diagonal gets interrupted

you, not the dude in the green jacket

you — not all those who aren’t you
you — not even one of them

why do you think you deserve more

when the sky has nothing else to give

when it has passed everything out to us, the numerous
and now look — it shines empty above the city

like a white enamel bowl

sometimes the light shifts and folds up

like a tablecloth the kids hide under

a membrane that something trembles behind
the sensitive innards of their secret world
where the world lasts forever

airy agile unchanging
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YEKaell [0 Tpa CKIHYUTHCS 3aBiCy BIICYHYTh a TaM

ajyie TaM TUTBKH Cipe TaHe Y CipoMy
TIJBKH CBITJIO TaHE Y CBITII

TaM TIIBKA — IO 1e? TUBUCI —
npibka

mie apioka

OH CHIT

B TAKOMY I'yCTOMY TyMaHi

B TAKOMY T'YCTOMY TyMaHi

COKHpa, OIMCABIIH B TIOBITPi IYTY,
HE MOLISE B JIEPEBO,

00 1epeBo HEMOMITHO BiIICTyIIa€e

B TAKOMY T'yCTOMY TyMaHi
TIepesTiTHI NTaxu

BJISITAIOTh YEPBOHI IIATIOYKH KPHUKY,
abu He 3aryouTncs

B TAKOMY T'yCTOMY TyMaHi

13 3eMJIi BUPOCTAIOTh CTIHU

a MM — HaiBHi, K SHIOJIH —
Kpi3b HUX IIPOXOJUMO

B TAKOMY T'yCTOMY TyMaHi

piky iAOHUParOTh TOBTI MOJIH

1 01kaTh HABBUIIEPEIKW HABCITAK
JIO BIIACHUX BHTOKIB

B TAKOMY T'yCTOMY TyMaHi
TOJIOCH TYJISIOTh

OKpPEMO BiJ JIFOJICH

B IMJII TPUMAIOTHCS 33 PyKH

B TAKOMY T'yCTOMY TyMaHI1
PYLIHULIS JIOBTO

BHCHUTH Ha CIIeHi 3a0yTa

1 He BUCTPLITIOE
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you wait for the game to be over the curtain drawn back and there

but there it’s just grey melting into grey
just light melting into light

just — what’s that? look

acrumb

another crumb

oh, snow

in such thick fog

in such thick fog

a hatchet describing an arc in the air
doesn’t hit the tree

because the tree inches back unnoticed

in such thick fog

the migrating birds

put on their red caps of cries
S0 as not to get lost

in such thick fog

walls grow up from the earth
and we — naive, like angels —
pass through them

in such thick fog

the rivers pick up their long skirts
and race each other back

to their sources

in such thick fog
voices wandering
separate from people
hold hands in the mist

in such thick fog

the rifle hangs for a long time
on the stage, forgotten

and doesn’t fire
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i pyku

IIi pyKH B SIKUX JIS)KUTH TBOE CEpPIIe TUBUCS
SIKi BOHH BIIPaBHI TeTUTi Oaiimyxi

SIK TOPKAIOTHCS YaIllKW, OB Kpiciia, HOXa
371aMaHol TJIKH, 3JIIKaHOI IOKH

IUBUCE SIK Il PYKH CTUCKAIOTHCS SIK PO3IPYKYIOTHCS
SIK BUYABIIIOIOTH 3 CEPIIsl TBOTO
MaJICHbKY PO3IIawINBY MICHIO

CTHIJIe TPOHO 0OJII0
KPHUBaBOIO MIHOIO MOPCKAE
MIX IIEPCTiB

JIOKH B IIUX PYKaX SIK JSITHK
YU€ TUMYACOBE TLIbIE
Ie Tpiroye Bij 3iTKHEHH 3 OO0

JIXKH SIK 3HAWJIeHa piu
Terep HaJIeKHa KOMYCh, a OTXKe BIIOKOPEHA

JISKU SIK KaMiHb
AKOMY HIKyJ¥ TiKaTH

i pYKH B SIKHX JIEXKHTH TBOE CEpLE
HDKHI K TIOBIB BITpY
KOJIM TOW 3MiITa€ MicTa 3 IIMPOKOTO Jioba 3eMti

3HIMae jaxu 3 OyJMHKIB
3a3upae BCepeHy 3a4yIOBaHUM JHUTIM

Oepe Tebe 1 miTHIMae BUCOKO-BHCOKO
TPpUMAIOYH 00epEKHO

SIK JISUIBKY

CHJIKYETBCS PO3JIUBUTHUCS
TBOE 00JIMYYS
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these hands

these hands that hold your heart look

how clever warm indifferent they are

how they touch a cup, the arms of a chair, a knife
a broken branch, a frightened cheek

look at these hands clenching, then unclasping
squeezing from your heart
a small, desperate song

a ripe grape bunch of pain
splashes bloody foam
all over the fingers

lie in these hands like a bat
whose temporary body
is still quivering from hitting the windowpane

lie like a found object
now belonging to someone, therefore tame

lie like a stone
with nowhere to flee

these hands that hold your heart
are gentle like a breath of wind
when it sweeps cities from the earth’s wide brow

blows roofs from the houses
peeks in like an awestruck child

takes you and lifts you up and up
holding you carefully
like a doll

struggling to make out
your face

Translated by Anand Dibble
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Snic Cinaiiko

TOJIOBBI YIPOIIAOTCS
0€30CTaHOBOYHO

JIMIIG MBITTICUYHBIN
MENOT UX

JOTIEBAET C 00X CTOPOH
KakK cjieabl OT NOIEYNHBI

yIIM BOOpaiu
3EMITIO

y BXoza
MeCHs

JIOMacTCA
HCT

cloBa
KpoMe
yzapa B I0JI0CTb

B KaKOI-HUOYAb TPOMKOH
ThME CTAJIbHBIX JIMHO3aBPOB
JIPOKAIIHMN S3bIK CKPEOET
O peKe MmepeMeInas O HH
JDKECBUIETENLCTBA
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Yanis Sinaiko

heads growing ever simpler
ceaselessly

their muscular
whisper

smoldering on both sides
like slap marks

ears filled up with
earth

by the entrance
a song

breaking
not

word
except for
a stomp to the cavity

in some thunderous

darkness of steel dinosaurs

a trembling tongue scrapes
down the river shuttling only
false testimonies
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JIB€ TBOU T'OJIOBBI 110 O4EpeIU
OTPBIBAIOT
u o0AT ApyT apyra

o
IPSAYYCh B YIIIy KPOBATH

KOTZIa IOPOX
YTHUXHET

4eThIpe mieya
B3BOIOT
B TIOIBITKE M300pa3UTh HAPACHOE

U3 Ty OUHEI

HCTOPTHYT
TaHITYIOIIHH ca

CTaJIbHBIE CTPEKO3BI HECYT Ha cebe
YIENEeBIIYI0 KOCTh
TIPapoUTEIs

U ThI

nepen STUM JIBUXKEHUEM
BBICOXIIIMI BO3TJIac 3¢IEHBIN

BCIb
HHUKTO
HE CKasaJl YTO BBIIIOPXHET MY3bIKa

9TO B TEOS
HUKTO

BOOOIIIE HUYETrO
HE CKazal
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two of your heads by turns
tear each other off
make love

| hide
in the corner of the bed

when the rustling
dies down

four shoulders
will holler
in an attempt to depict the futile

from the depth

cast out—
a dancing garden

steel dragonflies carry on their backs
a salvaged bone
of an ancestor

and you

before this movement
a desiccated green yelp

for
nobody
said that music would flutter out

it’s into you
that nobody
uttered
anything
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CITYCTA CTOJICTHUSA

KTO-TO
MHOCJIETHUN

UAYLIUH 110 3TOH
BBIPOBHEHHOM
3emiie

CIIOTKHETCS

0 TeJo
YyJ0BHILA

BBIITOJI3IICTO
BHE3aITHO
U3-TIOJ] KPOBATH
mpeKa

SA3BIK

JIMIIEH SI3bIKA

eI1€ TOJIBKO

P

B3BEpPUBAETCS

B NIPEJBO3HUKIIYIO
MECTHOCTb CKOpee

OeccieIHo
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after centuries

someone
residual

walking across this
levelled

land

will stumble

over a body
of a monster

creeping out
suddenly

from under the bed
of an ancestor

language

rid of a tongue
only
|
detherionates
into the preimagined
space rather

without a trace
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TOBOPH TaM TJIC JIFOOHIIIb
MTHOBEHHO:

MIPUBKYC THUIOIIEH PEIIETKU BO PTY
pUOUTOE K HEH TEJIO

YTOIICHHHKA

OIyCTOLIEHHBIE KOPaOIIH SI3bIKA OT
MBIIIIIBI

K MBIILIIIE

XOTs ObI OCMEJIBCS

cAepIKaTh

U BOT YK€ YEIIOCTU PBYTCS

KO HY

YTOOBI OCCB HAKOHEI-TO BCKPUKHYTh
oT 6o

B3ampasay

u3 JIuna
3CEMIIN

COPBAHHOTO
TOOOIO B OTBET
BOITUT

BCE

emié mamsnas
HEOCJIOBJIEHHOCTD

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org



Contemporary Poetry

143

speak where you love
instantaneously
a taste of rotting grate in the mouth

a body of a drowned man

washed up against it

devastated ships of language from
muscle

to muscle

dare at least

to hold back

and now the jaws break

for the bottom

so that, settling, they could finally cry out
from pain

for real

out of the face
of soil

ripped out

by you in retort
shrieks

all

the same still-sparing
unwordedness

Translated by Oksana Maksymchuk
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Ocran CauMBHHCHKHUH
AJliHKa B cajly 3 BeJIHKHM C00aK010

CKiJIbKY K BiH )UB? YCi IiTH — BCi I’ ITEPO —
Ha HbOMY 13[IUJIM BEPXH.
Komu gititma Most gepra,
BiH BK€ OCJIIM, i KPyTHBCS Ha MiCIIi, SIK IyIICHS,
III0 TIOJIFO€ 32 BIIACHUM XBOCTOM, —
CyMHUH 3nuTUHLTH nec. Binromi
CTIUILKM CTAJIOCS BCHOTO,
110 i He BiOyoCs HiYOro.
Jlo6pe, 110 MOXKEKi HIKOJHM HE 3MOBIISIIOTHCS MiXk CO00¥0,
1 51 MpocnM3aa MK HUX.
o BiTpw,
SIK CITBCHKI MMIMapKadi, Xi0a 1o CBUCTLIN MEHi yCIi.
Jlnme i, mo 3abupanu O6patiB 1 3a3upaiiv B KACTPYIIi,
no0pe 3HaNH CBif (hax.
3are
CTUTBKH OYJIO PATIBHUKIB, SKAM XOTLUIOCH CMISITHCS B OYi.
Crinbku OyIJ10 MOPAIHUKIB, 10 OOSITUCH
00CMaINTH PyKaB.
Crinbku Oyi10 BUMTENIB, IO A i Jaii Kpydycs Ha MiCIi —
SK Ha TOMY cTapomy poto —
MaJIeHbKa JKiHKa BEPXH Ha BEITUKOMY IICI.
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Ostap Slyvynsky
Alinka in the Garden with a Big Dog

So, how long did he live? All children — all five —
rode astride it.
By the time it was my turn,
he was already blind, and spun in place like a puppy,
hunting for its own tail —
a sad childlike dog. Since then

so much has happened
that nothing has happened.
It's a good thing that fires never conspire with one another,
and | slipped between them.

That winds,

like small-town snot-noses, did nothing more than whistle after me.

Only those who took away my brothers and peeked into the pans,
knew their profession well.
But

there were so many rescuers in whose faces | wanted to laugh.
There were so many advisers who were afraid

of getting their sleeves singed.
So many teachers there were that | keep spinning in place —
as in that old photo —
a little woman riding on a big dog.
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Cectpa

Mu Hampistim cobi Tak 6arato XHUTTA, CECTPO.

Tam He Oy10 XOJOAHUX CUAIHD, YeKaHHSI

3a TYpPHIKETOM, O€3COHHHUX HOYEH B JIIKapHIHOMY

kopuzgopi. Tam He Oyno aBTOOYCIB,

y SKUX OyAATH HAC CBITIIOM JiXTapHKa.

Tawm He Oy1o 3amaxiB Hoxy ¥ cedi.

Mu posrassnuch Ha marop0i i 0irmu 1o camoi Boaw,

1 TUIMBJIM 11O TIOBEpXHi O€30/1Hi paHile,

HI)K BCTUTAJIH MIOyMaTH.

Janem He BMisTM KOPUCTYBATHCH,

JIOBKOJIA JTF000B1 XOUIIH, K XOIATh

JIOBKOJIa TTepeAYacHO PO3KBITIIOTO JiepeBa.

Mmu XOTiJIM IPOKUTH KUTTS GE3COHHE i TyCTe,

SK My3HKa apreHTHHCBKOTO Oepera,

KUTTS LIIBHE, K 3JTUTOK,

a 3a TaKUM >KaJFOTiTHAM KypcoM OOMIHSIIN HOTO Ha PajicTh.
I Tenep, KOJIM HAC 3aUMHWIIN BCEPEMHI

JyIIHOT HOYi — Y 3MOXY 5 X04a 6 MONPOIIATUCH 3 TOOOIO, CECTPO?
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Sister

We dreamed of so much life, sister.

There were no cold seats, waiting

behind the turnstile, sleepless nights in the hospital
corridor. There were no buses

in which we are awakened by the flashlight.

There were no smells of iodine or urine.

We hurried down the hill and ran to the very water,
and floated on the surface of the abyss before
realizing it.

We did not know how to make use of pity,

we walked around love as people walk

around a prematurely blossoming tree.

We wanted to live a sleepless and dense life,

like the music of the Argentine coast,

life solid as an ingot,

but exchanged it for joy at such a paltry rate.

And now when we are locked inside

a stuffy night — could 1 at least say goodbye to you, sister?
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* % %

[ToBiTps, sike BAMXaeN, 11100 BTpUMATUCS

Ha TIOBEpPXHi BOJIH, IMOBITPA,

SIKOTO OpaKxye, o0 BTPUMATHUCS.

[oBiTps, sIKe BUANXAENT Pa30M i3 KPHUKOM,

TIOBITPSI, SIKE BUANXAEI 3aMiCTh KPUKY.

[ToBiTps, AKOTO TUIIMIOCH TaK MAJIO IICHS yCixX

THX POKIB.

[ToBiTpst OyJ0 O cTpaIHUM, SIKOW OYJI0 BUJMMUM.
Tenep, Kou HE TOBOPUMO BxkKe OLIbIIE TOOH, TIOBITPS
TBEPJIE, K PYKIB’s MPOOAUYCHHS.

[ToBiTps1, ropu MeHi, 3aayIIH MEHe,

3aTKHU MCHI OE3TOJIKOBUII POT.

3po6u Tak, Mmoo MU JOMOTLIH, SK ABAa PyKaBU

OJTHIE€T COPOYKH, SIK TIPATIOP, i SKAM HIXTO He mige y Oiif.
[MoBiTps KIIsATE, SIKE HE BTPUMAJIO OaThKa.

BincTynu Hapeniri i Bix MeHe, 3BUTHHE MEHE

BiJl CBOET BCIOIUCYIIIOT MHJIOCTI, BiJl CBOET

MIPiCHOT YCMIIITKU CECTPU MITOCEP IS

OOiLsto: JaneKo s He BTevy, MOBITPsL.
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The air you inhale to stay on

the surface of the water, the air,

which is not sufficient to enable you to stay up.

The air you exhale with a scream,

the air you exhale instead of screaming.

The air, of which so little is left after all

those years.

The air would be scary if it were visible.

Now, after not talking for more than a day, the air is
firm, like the handle of forgiveness.

Air, burn for me, choke me,

shut my silly mouth.

Make us flutter like two sleeves

of the same shirt, like a flag under which no one would go into battle.
Damned air, that did not hold up my father.

Step away at last from me as well, set me free

from your ubiquitous grace, from your

insipid smile of the sister of mercy.

| promise: | won’t get far, air.

Translated by Alex Averbuch
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Mmuxaiino Kapkaiino
HOW

MariqyHA{ peajli3M MepeTBOPUBCS Ha OyIEeHHICTh
HACTUIBKH IO aXK

ATJIAHTH IT03/1a3MIIH 3-1111 OaJIKOHIB

1 po3ifIuIHCS MO KHaimax

KOJIOHU PO3TOPHYJIHCS Haue CYyBOi

13 HUX TaKOX aTJIAHTH MOBUCTPUOYBAIH
MTOBHCHUTIANIUCS SIK KYKH

TPILIKK OiHINI 1 TOMY KpeMe3Hili

Ta ¥ coOl MUK MUSYUTH B CTPUICHKUI TapK
OuTH MOpIY IaM'SITHUKY STHA KiTIHCHKOTO

a KapiaTuu 3 rops CTanyd HeBUAUMKAMU
pO3TaHyIH

XTO y TMOBITPi XTO B KAMEHI XTO Y BOJI

a HaMOCTAHHIIII Ti {0 WIIUTK 3a CBOIMH YOJIOBIKAMH
PO3YHMHUIINCS Y TIMBI Ta KPOBI

KallbBaJiocax Ta OypOoHax

i B mimi

a 1HOZ1 B MOJIONI

a HallKpeMe3Hill 3 HUX Buxoauiu Ha 700-piyus
3analroBaliil y pyKax pord TpoJjenoycis
SIK OEHTaNbChKi BOTHUKH

i Oyna moTa Hid
KprKaHa 3aMeTib
1 He0O 3rOopHW HAIMOB3JI0O HEMOB MeTaJIeBa IryOKa

1 CHIFOM 3aCHMAalo 3eMJIFO IO CAMOT0 00Piro

a KaM'siHI LerJIMHN maropoa Ha sIKOMY CTOSIO MOE
BCEBU/IYEC OKO

po306irnucs sk 1mypi

a IOTIM KOJIM TaHyJj1a KpaiHa HEeMOBOM CHIr
i mpuOyBaa BeIuKa BoJa

Halll KOBYET BO3HICCS

Ha BEPILIECYKY XBHJIb

a TaM Haropi #Oro TOCTOTY MIMATOYOK MHJIA

y35IB Ha JTOJIOHIO
BEJIETEHCHKUM KaM’ SHUH STHTOJI
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Mykhailo Zharzhailo
noah

magical realism became a daily routine

S0 much so that even

the atlantes climbed down from under the balconies
they held up and parted ways to the bars
columns opened like scrolls

and atlantes popped out of them too

spread out like beetles

a little poorer and therefore stronger

and went drinking in stryisky park

kicking the face of jan kilinski on his monument
and the caryatids disappeared out of grief
melted down

some in air some in stone some in water

and the very last who followed their husbands
dissolved in beer and blood

calvados and bourbon

and in lymph

and sometimes in milk

and the strongest of them ended up on 700th anniversary street
lit the horns of trolleybuses like sparklers
in their hands

and it was a fierce night
icy blizzard
and the sky fell like a metal sponge

and snow covered the ground up to the horizon
and the bricks and stones on the hill

where my all-seeing eye stood

ran away like rats

and then while the country was melting down like snow
and the great surge came

our ark ascended

on the tip of the waves

and up there above a giant

stone angel put a piece
of soap in his palm
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HOKTIOPH: MOI3/1

XJI0 CTAaHIIHHOTO JIXTapsi KPULIMTHCS HA MaTparl
XJIi0 TYYHOMOBIIIB CUIUIETHCS Ha TIOTYIIKY

XJ110 M'SIKIITHH 32 JIKKO

MIX ITOJTUIIG IUTALKAPTY

Ha 4epCTBil 3aCITMHEHIN MEPHHI
TH CAMOKpPYTKa

rapsuuii TIOTIOH

Ha BUCOXJIMX I'y0ax

MIX MTOJTUIIb [UTALKAPTY

TH TepOapiii Mi CTOPIHOK
KyITtopa 3aMiCTh 3aKJIaJKH
rarnepoBa CeKyH/Ia y TaMaHIl

MK TIOJIMIIb [UIALKAPTY
TH rpajibHa KapTa
BajeT 0e3 rojoBu
KEHTaBp 0e3 Hir
KymiJioH 6e3 danoca

KOpTacap 4aCHUK ITiJ| HIrTSIMH
KaTyBaHHS CTOPiHKaMHU

CTaHIIHUI CaHBY301

pak-My3uKa pak QIeHTH pak cakcooHy
pak mamipocu

eMOpioH HaBYITHUKA BUTIAZA€ HA TIOTYIIKY

KOMap KaMEpPTOH HaJl ByXOM
npu3a0yTuii 3ByK TeneOHHOT CITyXaBKH
CYKPOBHIIS HOTH «JISD»

a TIOBEPXHsI TyJIC HE SIK KAMEPTOH
a HiOW 30UTH TeMIepaTypy MHIETY
KYKaMH HU3BKOTO «JI0%»

KOJIM PBYYKO JIOJIOHEIO 3aYEPIHYTH 3€PHO XPOIIHHS

SIK CTIIIMaTH KoMapa CepekKu
CIIIHETHCS TIOTIABOK Ka (KA
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nocturne: train

the bread of a station light crumbles on the mattress
the bread of the loudspeakers falls on the pillow

bread is softer than the bed

between berths on a sleeping car
on a stale filthy blanket

you’re a hand-rolled cigarette
hot tobacco

on dry lips

between berths on a sleeping car
you’re a herbarium

a banknote instead of a bookmark
a paper second in a wallet

between berths on a sleeping car
you’re a playing card

a jack without a head

a centaur without legs

a cupid without a phallus

cortazar garlic under fingernails
papercut torture

a station restroom

cancer of music cancer of flute cancer of saxophone
cancer of cigarette

an embryo of an earbud falls on the pillow

a mosquito tuning fork above an ear
the forgotten sound of a telephone receiver
ichor of the note la

and the surface buzzes not like a tuning fork
but as if you were lowering the temperature of tweezers
with the beetles of a low do

when you rapidly scoop the wheat of snoring
the way catching the mosquito of an earring
twitches the fishing float of an adam’s apple

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >



154 Festival of Poetry

MIX ITOJTUIIb [UTALKAPTY
SIK MK JBOX CIITHIJIUX JOJIOHB
TH — OILIECKHU
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between berths on a sleeping car
as between two sweaty palms
you’re the applause

Translated by John Hennessy and Ostap Kin

< — www.UkrainianLiterature.org — >



	гарні дерева
	зупинка



