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AOMNTPO KPEMIHb

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

Yce e Mu 3HaemMo Tak AaBHo, SK i noboB-HeHaBucTb A. Pemb6o i . BepneHa, ix gyens i
CTpaLlUHy A1 KOXKHOrO cMepThb B eninosi. MNMpoTe Giorpacdia noeta — ogHe, a “biorpadgis” noro
TBOPYOCTi — BCe-Taku iHwe. B enoxy rmobanisauii Ta iHdopmauinHmx TexHonorin, “Bcesngayoro”
oka IHTepHeTy xT0 i 3ragae mygpeuis i noeTis. | “30n0TMI BiK” NIOACTBA OXXMBAE TiNbKN B MOETUYHMUX
OCSISTHHSIX Cy4acHMX “caMoBMALiB”, KOTPi HaBid 6aunnu nigHeCeHHs, PO3KBIT i 3arnbernb HanbINbLIOT
iMnepii XX cToniTTH i, NPOKNSBLUNX XOPCTOKY CBOIKO MaTip-BOBYMLIIO, ONMakytoTh ii, 60 ganeko 3a
CWHIM 06piemM — 3050Ta X MOMOAICTb...

Y nnesagi noeTiB Mo€i reHepadii Bonogumup Ny4ykoB — oanH 3 HaNTanaHoOBUTILLMX MEHeCTpeniB
iCTOPUYHOrO CTONITTA MOETUYHOI €MNOXMN 3 MaridHOK 3aKOXaHICTHO B eCTpagHy ii obpasHicTb. Y
POCINCbKOMY CMOBI MOrO Apyra — Te, WO i B MOEMY CIOBi YKpaiHCbKOMY: HOCTanbris — 3a “CTtenosoto
Ennapow” (€.ManaHtok) i 3a nereHgapHoto Onbsieto, 3a Nineeto Ta Ckidieto. Tomy 4O KITAaCUYHOrO
KaHOHY MW 3BEPTAEMOCH, @ HE MOBEPTAEMOCH. YB aHTonorii-tpuniHrea “[1sa 6epern//[iBa bepera” —
He nuwe Hawi 3 B.lMyykoBum B3aeMmonepeknaaun, a n noLyk ocasgHoro 6epera, 4o SKOro nnvByTh i
KopcapcCbKi Opurvn aHrmincbKoro noeTa 3 KenbTiB, ane xutensa kaHagcokoro lMiBHivHoro BaHkyBepa
— TanaHosuToro Paccena TopHToHa. B noro ekinaxi — 3antobneHa B CTenoBy OMKYMeHy Halla
HeJaBHA 3eMnsyKa 1 Kornera, BUCOKOTanaHoBMTa noeTka N apTucTka, XygoXHUUA i negaror
CsitnaHa lweHko-TopHTOH. TyT npobytoTb nepo i Ogiccen-pomMaHTuK i3 “HOBOT emirpadii” Ta 3
MUKonaiBCbkMM KopiHHAM per KpacHos, i Mmonoga noeteca-dinonor OJapuHa bepesiHa... Xan Hac
ycix npoyuTatoTb Yy Knesi, Mocksi, JloHaoHi, Ynkaro — Bcioaum Le € nioam 3 aHaTOMIYHUM Yy TTSAM
CnoB.a i 3BYyKY.

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

Bepern — ABa, ue Tak, i BOHM He 3iayTbCA HiKONuW, ane Bucoka Boga, muboka Boga NOETUYHOIo
MOPS rorgae Ha CBOI XBUITi HE nanepoBi kopabnuku, onnakaHi we A. Pem6o, a ko3aubki “yankn”,
Tpiepy aproHaBTiB i Kpencepu 3 Hag3BYKOBUMMU fliTakaMy HaLWoro yacy.

Ane noeTu4He CNoBO BUMNEPEOMUTDL i pakeTy — K “3onoTa cTpina” AHaxapcica, ckioCcbKoro
LapeBuya i HaMApeBHIWOro noeta Hawoi 3emni. 3ycTpivanTte!

Amumpo KpemiHb
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CKUPCKOE BAPOKKO

FOHbI npoBuHUMan Aptyp Pembo nonagaeTt B [Napux HakaHyHe NponeTapCcKon peBofoLMm
1870 roga. Ho napwkaHuH Mo NpUHYXOEHUIO HEe UOET Ha bappukagbl, OH B GoreMHoM Yagy
NULLET reHnanbHble, C KOHKMCTaZoPCKOW HoCcTanbrnen, wenespbl — «[bsAHbIA kOopabnb» 1
«Ce30H B afy», COHeT «ImnacHble», B KOTOPOM 3@ KaXkabIM rMacHbIM 3BYKOM — LIBET...

Bce 310 Mbl 3Haem gaBHO, Kak 1 NoboBb-HeHaBMCTb A. Pembo u . BepneHa, nx ayans u
CTPaLLHYI A4Ns Kaxgoro cMepTh B anunore. Ho Gruorpadusa nosta — ogHo, a «brorpadpus»
€ro TBOpYECTBa — BCE-TaKu MHOE. M «30M0TON BEK» YENOBEYECTBA OXUBAET TOMbLKO B
MO3TMYECKNX 03aPEHNSAX COBPEMEHHbBIX «CaMOBUALIEBY, KOTOPbIE BUAENN BOOHUIO MOALEM,
pacuBeT 1 rmbenb Benuyanen nmnepumn XX Beka 1, NPoKIsAB XECTOKYH CBOK MaTb-BOMYULLY,
ONNaknBalT ee, NOTOMY YTO Aareko 3a CMHUM FOPU30HTOM — 30f10Tast UX MOMOZOCTb. ..

B nnesge noatoB Moen reHepauun Bnagumump MyykoB — O4MH 13 caMbiX TanaHTNMBbIX
MEeHeCTpenen NCTOPUYECKOIO CTONETUS, MOSTUYECKOW 3MOXU C Marn4ecKkor BnoBNeHHOCTbI0
B €€ 3CTpajHyto obpa3HOCTb. B pycckom crioBe Moero gpyra — To e, YTO 1 B MOEM
YKpauHcKoM: HocTanbrus — no «CtenHon Annage» (E. ManaHiok) n no nereHgapHom
OnbBuu, no funee n Ckndmn. BoT novemy K Knaccu4eckoMy KaHOHY Mbl obpallaemcs, a He
Bo3BpallaemMcs. B aHTonorun-tpunuHrea «/[ea 6eperv//[isa 6epera// Two Banks» — He Tonbko
Hawwwm ¢ B.MMy4ykoBbIM B3aMmMonepeBoabl, HO U MOUCK OCUAIHHOTO Bepera, K KOTOPOMY NIbIBYT
N KOpcapckue BpurM aHrMNCKOro NoaTa 13 KenbTOB, HO XUTensa kaHagckoro CeBepHOro
BaHkyBepa — TanaHTnmBoro Paccena TopHTOHa. B ero akmnaxe — BrtoGneHHas B CTEMHYHO
ONKYMEHY Hallla HEaBHSA 3eMMsiYKa U Konnera, BblICOKOTaNaHTIMBas noatecca n akTpumca,
XyAoxHuUa n negaror Ceetnana MweHko-TopHTOH. 3aeck npobytoT nepo n Oguccen-poMaHTuK
N3 «HOBOW 3MUrpaLmm» 1 ¢ HUKonaeBckuMmn KopHamu per KpacHoB, 1 Monogas noatecca-
dunonor JapuHa BepesuHa... Nyctb Hac Bcex npountatoT B Knese, Mockse, JloHaoHe,
Ymkaro — NoBcloAy elle ecTb Noan ¢ aHaTOMUYECKMM YyBCTBOM CIIOBA U 3BYKa.

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

BeperoB — aBa, 310 NpaBaa, U OHW HE COMKHYTCS HMKOTAaA, HO BbiCOKas BoAa, rnybokas
BOOA NO3TUYECKOrO MOPS KOMbILET HA CBOEN BOSTHE He BymakHble Kopabrvku, onnakaHHble
eule A. Pembo, a kasaukue «4avkuy, Tpuepy aproHaBTOB U Kpelcepbl CO CBEPX3BYKOBLIMU
camMorneTamu Hallero BpeMeHM.

BnpoyeM, noatnyeckoe crioBo cnocobHoO 06orHaTh U pakeTy — Kak «3oroTasi CTpenay
AHaxapcuca, CKMCKoro LapeBnya n camoro peBHero noaTta Hawen semnn. BetpevainTe!

Amumpo KpemuHb
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SCYTHIAN BAROQUE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dmytro Kremin
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A — TinbkM nNpoisgom. Tu yyew?

A Tinbkn npoisgom.
Yce Mix 6yTTAM i dhiHanom — onbBINCHKUA TPAH3WUT.
Komy nomontocb HaocTaHky? Po3opeHnm rHisgam?
PosopaHunm ckihcbkrM KypraHam

MiXK LIBUHTaAPHUX MnT?

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

A — Tinbkn noxogoMm. KoropTta. Bigbin. Petupaga.
JIumaH yepBoHie. PopTEUHUI PO3HECEHO MYP.
A Tinbkun TpaH3nUTOM.
TpaHautom — i ckidhcbka Ennaga,
| wut Aptemign, n Nepaknom BNonbLOBaHWUM Typ.
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A — Tonbko npoe3aom. Tl CribIWNLWBL?

£ Tonbko Npoesaom.
Bcs %un3Hb — OT HyNsA o mHana —
ONbBUNCKMI TPAH3UT.
Komy nomonutbca?
K KoMy 3aaB1TbCS C NpoTecToM?
K paspbITbiM KypraHam
n 6ykBam KnagoOuLLEeHCKUX NanT?

A — ¢ Aukoro Mons,

nokpbIToro dnotckum GynbBapom,
noA Nerkon NogoLLBOW

TPeLmMT JOMOTONHbIN acdanst.
Ucxog us Ervnta

yxe npeacrtaet babbum Apom.
KoHub!l 1 Havana.

B opkecTpe — nuLb cKpunka v ansr.

A — TonbKo NoxodoMm.

Koropta. Ot601. PeTupaga.
Jluman Garposeer.

TpeLuat KPenoCTHbIE MypbI.
A — TOoNBbKO Npoesaom.

TpaHautHbl — u Pum, n Onnaga.

U wut Aptemmasbl. U uapckoro ckudpa nupbi.

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

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

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

I am only marching.

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

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

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

and the bull hunted by Heracles.
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IMnepcbka okpaiHa.

NoBiB neBaHTa 1 3t0Na-BECTY.
| Kpan gekopalin, e cnpaBXHin nue BUHOrpaa.
| «6or i3 MmawmnHn» —

B €KCTas3i TpariyHoro Xecry.
Tpiepa Egina. ®iHan TeatpanbHux ennag,.
| cOHUEe — TpaH3nTHE?

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

| cepue — sIK COHLE: B 3€HIT...
| BiTep i3 Aukoro Nonsa npoHu3ye mypu.
OnbBiricbka kichapa.

Loskosoro LLUnsixy TpaH3uT.

A — TinbKM NoYaToOK TPaH3UTY,
00 BuNana kapTa
3irpatu uto naprito
B Lier YKpaiHHUI Hapog.
| BCE NpOMUHYIIO.
| Ciy — gk okpageHa Cnapra.
A MoBuUKM Bigxooxy:
npo ue Bxe nucas epodoT.



Kpatoxa nmnepum.

Nomeckb nNeBaHTa C 310M-BECTOM.
Pekopabl aekopa,

rae UCTUHEH NLb BUHOIPaa.
W «B6or n3 mallmHbI»

rPO3UT 3KCTATUUECKNM KECTOM.
3akaT knaccuumama.

duHan TeaTparnbHbIX 3nnaa.
A conHue — TpaH3nTHO?

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

W cepaue — Kak CoMnHLUE: B 3€HUT.

Y Oukoro NMonsa u BeTpa — CBOM NapTUTYpbI.

U WenkoBbin MyTb —
3TO TOXE ONbBUICKNA TPAH3UT.

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

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

11
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TEHOPIBCbKUX MYCTAHI'IB OOICCEA...

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

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

LLle TyT naHye TUwa COTHI NiT.

Y Hebi npocTpeko4e BepTONiT

| 3anageTbesa B HEGO, SK B MOTWy.
Ta KiHCbKuiA ©or mycTaHriB 6epexe,
| 3HOBY Lap MyCTaHriB TaK ipxe,
MoB 4ye OpeBHIO, OMOTOMHY CUY.
LLle TyT Hemae Hiuunel aaui,

Jlnwe nesaHTa NoBiBK rapsivi

Hap migHOTINI rpmeaHi Ta knadi, -
JliTamu TyT Hemae Hi ayLi...

Yu >xgano Tm Takoi ogiccel,

Jlowa 3 6eperoeoi baTapei,

AKy B BiliHY NULWINAM rapmarui?

Ha TeHapi KOHi M'0Tb CONMOHY BOAY.

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

...MoB4aTtb, MoB4aTb 3a,D,yMJ'Il/IBi NMPOPOKMN,

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



TEHAPOBCKUX MYCTAHIOB OOUCCEHA...

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

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

30ech TULb sSHTapHa, CNOBHO AVKUI Mef.

A ecnv NpoCTpeKoYeT BEPTONET, —

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

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

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

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

...Monyat npopoku. TeHgpa monyanuea.

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE TENDRA MUSTANGS’ ODYSSEY

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

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

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

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

13
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COBOP NOCEPEOWUHI BCECBITY

[onoBu Ha xpami, —

crnoBHeHi 6esymy, Wwany i npucTpacri,
[onosu Ha xpami.
BesboxHun Maman, 3akypuBLIY FHONbKY,
3 k063010 BCIBCS HAa XMapi.
e no MonTasu i BatypuHa

YepBOHi O4i NIOACLKMX ronie
[OunBnaTbca Tak HE3MUTHO

3 YOPHOTU HEGECHOT MNHW.
TpareainHi ronosu.

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

HeicHytodi pyku 1 Tina
CMOBHeHi 6e3ymy;,
A TpariyHi 0bnnyusa —
BOrHI0 HebecHoro.
Hebo ronyGe.
A nig Heba BPOUMCTMM CKNENnom —
CoHwmy TpaBs
ronybun HaniBaHrenbCbKWi nener.

| coH gk npumapa.
W npumapHi Ui Mackn-o06nmyus.
KpuyaTu iM HiMO B KOCMOC
NoHazA Yy>XrMU NnonkKamu.
CBATKY€E YyXMHeLb BIKTOPIlO.
[Mponano Halue Benuyus.
Llap Bun’e manbBasito
i 32KYCUTb HPKUHCBLKMMU OripKamu.



COBOP NOCPEQU BCEJNIEHHON

['onoBbl Ha xpame —

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

3710 — pgo MNonTaBbl n batypuHa.

KpacHble rnasa ronos nenHbix
CMOTPSAT HEMUraKLLe —

N 51 B UX XKapKoMm ¢poKyce TOCKY!HO.
Tonbko TOT, KTO B3sirics Obl

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

U CTpax, N HeMpPUKasHHOCTb JTHOACKYIO.

Pykun n Tena, KOTopbIX HET, —
DecHytoTcs Hag, 6e3aHoto.
B nunuax nnameneet boxuin ceet —
N3HAHKOI HEeBGEeCHOLo.
Hebo ronybeer.
A noa HUM — rge NTUuUbl rTHe3na Nensr,
CINOBHO panckui OpbiM, —
aHrenbCKon TpaBbl 6e34yMHbIN Nener.

Mow coH-HaBaXxaeHbe —

He NYKKN NI0ACKNE, a Macku-oobnmnyns,
UM B KOCMOC BeccunbHO BONUTb

HaZ YY>XMMM NoriKamu 0OyYeHHbIMU.
YyxKaKk TOp>KeCTBYET BUKTOPUIO.

KaHyno Hawe Bennyue.
Llapb BblLeanT Yapky —
N CMAYHO XPYCTHET HEXMHCKUMU OrypYMKamu.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A CHURCH IN THE MIDDLE
OF THE UNIVERSE

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

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

the red eyes of heads
looking unblinkingly

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

insignificance and fearfulness

of human beings.

The non-existent hands and bodies

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

only go out into space.
The stranger celebrates victory.

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

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

00 BXe iM He BodATMCA cMmepTi.
MaTtpiapxu conogkoropni

obpany MOCKOBCEKi KBapTupH,
A Pycb-YkpaiHa —

ce Tinbku dpeckn cobopHi cTeprTi.

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



Bockpecu ux, Nocnogp!
MopBeprHu WTbiKam, sTaraHam, MopTupam!
Tbl NENW UX U3 FMIUHBI, HO AyX —
OH Beb Kpenye, 4eM nynu 1 nopox!..
CnapgkopeyrBble natpuapxu
pasoLLNMCb MO MOCKOBCKUM KBapTupam,
A Pycb-YkpauHa —
nvwb 3atepTble dopeckn B cobopax.
CkynaT TBOM CTpyHbI, 6€300xHNK Mamai!
O yem s, Kak NPOKNATLIN, BTOpto Mamaro?..
OcToB cobopa, obnomok cBoboabl,
3Be34HOro Heba nbinbua. ..
Kak cobcTBeHHbIN Yepen,
1 TUMCOBBIN CMENOK C 3eMNV NOAHMMALO,
MOCMEPTHYIO MacKy CHMMalto ¢ nmua.
B cTonetbsax TeMHO 1 rmyxo:
rpaHuupbl, Myphbl, 3a00pbl.
Konb HeT cobopHocTn gyxa —
CTapTYT B KOCMOC COOOp®I.
LiBeTywine kywwiu. MNotoLlee ApeBo.
BnekyLiune 3Byku.
Co cTeH nckyLatT HEBUHHasA AeBa
N NbCTUBbIE 3MUMN.
W — Ha pacnatum pyku.
W nbHaHas 6eyveBKka Ha Bble.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Give life to the unalive!

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

for they will not be afraid of death!

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

And Rus-Ukraine is nothing

but the church’s scraped frescoes.

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

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

17
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NONOBAHHA HA ANKOI'O BENPA

MontoBaHHSA Ha AMKOro Benpa —
Konu pecatb paloHHUX MYXX4WH
3anuwatoTb, a CHIr y niBMeTpa,
PiBHO gecaTb BNMCKy4Ynx MaLLunH.
| B gybnsHkax,

y BansHkax, retpax

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

Lo T, Benpuky, 1B Ha CHigaHOK?
Ak cupiTkamun nuwnw agiten?

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

im oo cmepTi noTpibeH Tpodeii!

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

in nogan Ha o6in kabawHa!

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

| no noby Tebe — 6atorom!



OXOTA HA AUKOI'O BENPA

Yac 0xoTbl Ha ANKOro Benps —
Korga gecatb panoHHbIX MYXUUH
OcTaBnsioT B 3aCHEXEHHbIX Aebpsix
PoBHO AecsaTb NoueHbIX MaLlnH
U B oybneHoukax,

BaneHkax,

B penbsix —

MpyT K BepwnHe, gepxa kapabuH.

BcxoguT yTpo, nerko n asapTHo...

Uem Tbl, BENPWK, PadXuIica Ha 3aBTpak?
Kak cupoTtkamm 6pocuiib aeten?..

Ho cmelwHa ansa nogen ua panoHa
KpyroBasi TBosi 0bopoHa —

He oTcTynaT, M HyxeH Tpoden!

Beab 1 BnacTb, 4TO 30BETCS HAPOOHOW,
Kak n aHTMHapogHas BnacTb,

He ymeeT octaTbca ronogHom,

BnacTtun Hago HakylwaTbcst BCnacTb.

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

Tak 4TO, BEMNpb, BbIXOOW U3 3acagpl,
Tol ckpyTUN YXe cury ¢ gocagbl,
To 6Guwb — gynio,

ONKapPCKNM XBOCTOM.
TonbKo 3TO AN MUTUHIOB — Ay,
A XNecTHET 13 BMHYecTepa nyns —
W orpeeTt CBUHLOBbLIM XNbICTOM!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE HUNT FOR THE WILD BOAR

The hunt for the wild boar —

takes place when ten men

from the regional administration,

in snow half a meter deep,

get out of exactly ten shiny cars.

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

they press towards mountaintops.

In the mountains it is dawn...

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Twn Tikaew opf, Kyni y HeTpi.

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

MontoBaHHsA Ha gukoro Typal!

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

LLe pywHuus i3 uiskoto gumy...
A Tpodhent 4O MaALLMHU HECTUMY,
Y cTpinbbi No MileHsIX — MacTak.
JInxkyTb CHIr —

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

Lo  Tn, 3 npodhinem gukoro xpsika,
Tuxo cxoguLl 3 TPMOYHM Mig CBMCT?
Bys mucnusuem —

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



Mmynbin 3BEpb

He npugyman obbiyan —
Y106 OXOTHUKK cTanu Jobblven.
Hecatb pos, anbix po3 Ha CHery...
Ha Air-lMeTpn, B Kapnatax u B lNyuie
Benpb curaet ot nynu Bce nyLue.
A xypa y6exuwb? Hu ry-ry...
OOpbIBaeTca cnea Ha CHery.
Yac oxoTbl Ha gukoro Typal
O, xoxnsiukasi Hawwa HaTypa —
JecaTb AbIpoK B AYPHOM ronose. ..
Ot lNoBepnbl 4o PauuHckon gaym —
XneLweT KpoByLUKa —

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

HenogbeMHbIN, 3apa3sal
A Tpodpen potawy go YA3a.
A nannTb N0 MULLEHSAM — MacTak.
JIvxyT cHer — n 6op3oi, 1 oB4apka,
Bynert k Beuepy LUKBapKa u Yyapka:
Mbl MOCMOTPUM, KTO IMSAHET He Tak.
Mobenunu — cTpenok n cobakal..
YTO X Tbl, C NPOUIEM OUKOIO XpsiKa,
Moknaaelwb TpMOYHbI NOA BOW?
BbIn OXOTHUK — B ygade v cune,
1 B MapumMHckoM por nogHocunu,
a Tenepb 1 Teds Noakocunu,
n 6e3 nynu Tbl — ene X1BOMN.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

Can you hunt a huntsman,
wild boars?

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

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

lick the snow.

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

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

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

| BiHYN“ 6€H3MHOM MaLUUHW,

| B BarakHWKy CXNUMHYB Tpoden.

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

MosepTancs i T 4o Hapoay:

Cnpobyn, cyHbCs B npuBaTHY npupoay!
Yun Ha BaHkoBY, 1O BEPXOBITb...

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

Tpu cTORITTSA iLLe NPOCTOITh.

MontoBaHHA Ha AMKOro TUrpa...
Ha cacbapi T Bygews oaunH.

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



AX, kakon Tbl 6bosincs HanacTn?

Jltogsm Bec 3aBoeBaHHOW BNacTu —
KosblpHee 3ananaHHON MacTw,

Cam BUHWCb, ecnu xoauub ¢ Tpeden!..

U Tebsa coyno BeTpoM C BEPLUMHDI,
W poxHynu 6EH3MHOM MalLLUUHBbI,
W B BaraxkHuke BCXIMNHYN Tpoden.

Yac oxoTbl Ha OUKOro Benps.

Yac oxoTbl Axunna Ha lNektopa:
Bcex youtb — u geten, 1 BOOBY,
UTto6 BEpHYTbL 30M04eHy0 Tpoto...
U nogxapat Tebs, kak repos.
YKpanHubl, TpOsHLbI — ay!

BosBpavyanics, nobesHbin, K Hapoay:
Hy-ka, kK 4YaCTHUKY CyHbCs B Npupoay,
Mnu BaHKoOBOW BbICTaBb CBOW CYET...
Kaxgbin cam — 1 6op3aagq, u 3asu,

A npupoga, nioguLikam Ha 3aBuUCTb,
Tpu cToneTbs eLle NPoXMBET.

Yac oxoTbl Tpyba npoxpunena...
Ha cacpbapu Tbl Byaelub oauvH.
A npupoga 3abbITb He ycnena
l'yGepHaTOpCKUA TBOW FIUMY3MH.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

The hunt for the wild boar.

The hunt of Achilles for Hector.

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

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

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

Pimelik

[Toegem B L{apckoe cero!
Ocur MaHgernbiiram
[Toigemo y Ckaupy o rpuéu...
Mukorna BiHrpaHoBCbKmvi

Moixann y TapawaHcbkuii fic!

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

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

Moinemo y TapawaHcbknii fic!

[e 3onoto 6yno — tenep byse Gino.

Tam yepen y cHiry. | we He Bigbonino

Hi matepi, Hi Ham. | BCe X Ham He [0 Cnis.
MogepHuii aBTobOaH. 3acHixeHe Lwoce.
MuTaHHa: «ByTh un He OyTU»?

Koro HoBa Tapawa nigHece?

Koro BigpaxyBanu B nininytn?



NYTELWECTBUE HA KPAN CBETA
Pumelik

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

[asan noegem B TapawaHcknin nec!

loe 3onoton HOAGPL cusan ¢ Hebec —
Tam 4epen Ha CHery B3NpaeT C YKOPU3HON.
Mo kypcy — Knes, 3natornasbiv bneck,
A HaM — N3BEYHbIN XPeObUn YKpanHCK1N:
BpecTtu Tyaa, rge nnadver rofnosa
Bes Ttena,

4a v Tynosy 6esrnasomy
Tocknueo...

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

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

W BHOBb xoxo4eT bec!..

TabaHut aBTobaH. LLlocce moTaeT cuer:

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

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A TRIP TO THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

a re-make...

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

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

Let's go to Taraschansky forest!

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

Let's go to Taraschansky forest!

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

A cnnauyTb Ha AckonbaoBi Moruni
3a eBpo y4yopaluHi kKob3api.

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

Hy oT, i Mn — B Tapauwyi!

Mpuvixanu yasox y TapaliaHcbkun fic!
TyT nOMNHaNbHUN gyx —

MOB KaMeHtoKa 3 npalidi.
JleTuTb Yepes woce,

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

[opTae BiTep CTOPIHKM 3a0yTUX KHUT.
A Hawa ponsa — xTuBa i nykasa.
TyT nonosui, TyT 00p i NeyeHir

I3 yaweto, i yepen CesATocnasa.

fomepu yKpaiHCbKi e X1Bi?

CniBaeMo LopaHky — «Llle He BMepna»

Y ctenosin Ennagi,
Ha nwuxsi,
Oe npe3ngeHTy cBiTUTLCA OBEpna.



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

3a eBpo Ha AcKOsbAOBOW Morune
BcampenuiwHblie nnadyT kob3apu.

3a Bce — 3a obecToyeHHbIn MaingaH,
ManaToyHble Haww Konblbenwu,

3a nauaHoB, YTO B3pOCnbIM Hagoenu,

3a ropbk1in Mmeq MedThl, 3a Bepy 1 obmaH —
Ha pecatu warax congemcs Ha gyanu!
Csoboga unu cmepThb!

Ceppua cTyyart Bce 4valle...

Hy BOT, 1 mbl — B Tapatue!

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

Bynbiron u3 npawy — TapaHALWmin, kak ioml..

U 4, n 1ol — nponawme B Tapalue.

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

3necb nomnoeew 1 0bp, 1 NeveHer,

W cTtaBwuni vawen yepen CesTocnaea.

[omepsbl ykpauHckue, ay! —

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

loe npesnaeHTy yyauTca losepna.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

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

into Taraschansky forest!
Here, the spirit of remembrance,

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

of forgotten books.

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

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

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

Mogisno Ha mope, Ha Opaecy.

A Ham Ha KuniB ctenuTtbcs Loce,

| TM B NnonoHi cnoragis i ctpecy

Bepew aBTO, BeAeL — KpaMm CBITY, Kpan 3umu.
| 3ynuHsiew. | GpegeLu y xaiuy.

Enoxa: Hi ueHsypu, Hi Kyumn...

Moixanu B Tapatuy!



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

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

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

Moexanu B Tapatuy!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

Let’s go to Taraschal
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PI3OBO HA BOIronoi’i
AHApIEBI AHTOHIOKY

3noTtoBepxuin xpam Ha borononi.
Ak noro HU30BKa 3amena!

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

| BOHa — npuiwna...

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

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

Hemxe ue mu, AHgpito?

XT0 nopgacTb i xniba, i BUHa?

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

Ha 3amepani Hawwi 6epern?

TaBpis. TaBpo Ha AgukKin Boni...
Llsa 3emna mos, a Tak cis...
Bossenu cobop — Ha Borononi:
Bu okcTiTbes, Gpartia mos.

He pepxiTb Ha [ocnoga oGpaay,
A papywnTe Ui cnaceHHi gHi
leHito, cTpaxgansyuto, 6oromasy
| Himomy HecTopy — MeHi.
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POXAECTBO HA BOIronorske

AHApeto AHTOHIOKY

3naTornasbln Xpam Ha boronone.

Kak ero H13oBka 3amenal

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

W oHa — npuwna...

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

Brnbnuio Ha knupoce packpoto,
BeyHble yBUXY NMCbMEHa.

Tbl, AHOPUIO?..

370 — Mbl ¢ TODOHO?

KTo nogact Ham xneba 1 BuHa?
[oe-To ecTb amepukn, poccum —
Cnagkuin yx yyXoro nupora...
Bparte mon, goxaytca nn Meccuio
JlegsHble Hawm Gepera?

TaBpus. TaBpo Ha AUKON BONeE...

KTo knermun Hac — HblHE caM KrenmeH!
M B3owen cobop — Ha Boronone:
30mnoTown rnaBon CUSIET OH.

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

leHus, cTpaganbua, 6oromasa

M Hemoro Hectopa — meHs!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

CHRISTMAS IN BOGOPIL
7o Andriy Anforyuk

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

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

God!

Is this really us, my friend?

Who will give us bread and wine?

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

How will we wait for the messiah

to come to our frozen shores?

Tavria. A brand on wild freedom...

This land, is it really mine?

A temple was built in Bogopil:

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

But give away your days

To a genius, a sufferer, an icon painter,
And to the speechless Nestor — me.
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CsiTuTtb TOM cobop — go MNepekony.

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

e 6yna nuw uepksa gepeB’siHa,

Ha Biku Bo3BeaeHo cobop!



Mol 6penem ctensamu k MNMepekony,

Cabns ¢ ntonbkon — BOT 1 Bce Aobpo...

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

That temple lights the way to Perekop.

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

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

But you, Misfortune, greedy and drunk,

send monsters to us in vain.

Where there was only a wooden church,

a temple is built to last centuries!
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MISAHCBKA BEXA

A 6y y Misi. MiginmaBck Ha BeXy,
fka naBHO 11 HigK He ynage.

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

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

Mw Bunwnu i3 €runty 11 BasinoHii,
Ta rHyTb JO3eMHO — BexXi i niTa.

| AymaB f: Ha YacoBoMy 3pisi —
To nepesa, TO CTAPOBUMHHUX BEX, —
| Mu — nizaHui. Mu y BiuHin ITi3i,
A piBHOBary B LbOMY He 3HavaeLl.

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

A B Hawim Aukim Moni — cyxosii,

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

| cnaneHo Haw AepeB’sHNA XpaMm.



MN3AHCKAA BALLIHA

A cvesann B MNuay. Magatowen GawHe

OTBETHO NOKNOHUNCA HaaABy.

A — He3aBucuMm. BeTpa 6ecliabaluHen,
cam B ballHe, Kak 6e3balleHHbIN, XK1BY.

Mmnepckuin bneck, n 3abbiTbe KONOHUNA,
BpoxaeHHbIN cTpax HEBUANMbIX TEHET. ..
Mbl BbIpBanuch 13 nreHa BaBUMOHWMN,
Ho Ha nneyax — baHTOMHOW BalluHM THET.

TyT CyTb HE B UCTOPUYECKOM Kanpuse,
A npocTo y BEKOB OOUH pedpeH:
Mol Bce — nu3aHUpbl,
BCe Mbl — B Be4HOM [Nun3e,
HET paBHOBECbS —
€CTb N1LWb BEYHbIV KPeH!

Kapabkatocb MypaLlKon No KapHU3y —

Ha 6awwHio Beka, 0ep30K U CUIEH.

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

A B Hawem [ukom lNMone — cyxosew,
NCCOXIO ropro, BbICOXMNMX CMNoBa.
MagoHHbI Nnoganucb B HOYHbIE hew,
CTapuHHbIA Xpam pa3obpaH Ha gposa.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE TOWER OF PISA

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

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

Imperial time. Non-existence

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

We came out of Egypt and Babylonia

but towers and years weld us to the ground.

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

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

But in our Wild Field, dry winds

dry our lips, dry our souls.

They have made a madonna

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

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

A uq 3uma — HeMOB cTopiHKa Gina.
A Bexa cepep, cTeny — 3onota.
Kpvno apxictpatura Muxaina

[o Hac y Ouke lNone 3anita.



lNen3aHe mbl. Bo3bmeMcs 3a MOTbITW.

[Nn3aHubl — 3HaeM LUATKUA CBOW LLIECTOK. ..

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

Benbim-6ena — 3emnsa B CHery 3acTbina.
W nyy Hapgexabl 6alHo 3onoTwT,
Korga apxuctpatura Muxauna
Kpbirio —
W B HaLLW CTEMW 3aneTuT.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

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

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

KuiBcbky 6ibnioTeky cnanuu,

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

Yxe 3 HYopHoOunsa netatsb.

Kuis, KniB, Knie — He AdoiHw.

Ane n TyT moron i capaLuH.

| YopHWIA nonin YkpaiHu,

| ouMm i3 [laHTOBMX TEPLUH.

CHir y KoHui. BpaHeup Boni 11 4ecTu
Mnaye, B Ty3i NOXUNUB YOnoO...
CnanuTn pykonuc. [loBecTtn,

LLlo Hac Ha cBiTi 11 He Byno.

Y Ky ripky xaneny Bnun Tu,

| Npo BCe icTOpist 3MOBYNTD.

A BXe nanatTb MaHyCKpUMTU

| cHir 3 YopHoOUNA NeTuTb.

A lans cie YopHoGpwuBLi

MNocepen ntoTOT 31MMU,

| nnavyTb NTaxn-camosOMBLj,

LLlo6 mu 3ocTanucs. Jliogbmu...



YTPAYEHHbIA MAHYCKPUNT

B Knee 6mbnmnoteky cnanuiub,
He B AnekcaHgpuu, — bor npocTuT.
Kak caxa, kak BOpOHbS1 3anexb —
CHer 13 YepHobbIns neTur.
Kues, Knes, Knes — He AduHBbI,
Ho u TyT moron n capauuH.
W yepHbI nenen YkpaunHbl,
W obiMm 13 [JaHTOBbIX TEPLUH.
CnaT cHera. He cnuT HEBOMBHUK YECTU —
Mnavet y BypxyWiku B CKOPOHbINA Yac...
XKru pykonuce! [lokaxem BmecTe,
YT0 He GbIno Ha ceeTe Hac!
AX, B KaKyto nepegernky Bnum Tbl,
Ho o TOM UCTOpUYK ymMOMnyunT.
BoBcto NbinatoT MaHycKpunTl,
M cHer 4epHOObLINLCKUA NETUT.
A lans ceet 4epHOOpPUBLbI,
W nnauyT nocpeau 3vmbl
Mo Hac

NTEHUbI-CaMOyOunLbl,
YTtobbl NtoabMM OCTanuch Mbil. ..

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

THE LOST MANUSCRIPT

If you burn the Kyiv Library,

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

Kyiv, Kyiv, Kyiv — is not Athens.

But even here are Mongols and Saracens.

And the black ashes of Ukraine,

and smoke from Dante’s tercets.

It's snowing in Koncha.

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

you have gotten yourself into —
and how silent history will be about it all.
And already manuscripts are burning,
and the snow from Chernobyl is flying.
And a woman is sowing seeds of flowers
in the middle of a fierce winter,
and suicidal birds are crying
so that we will remain. As a people...
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AOHKIXOT I3 IMMAHY

HapgueuTtuck Ha Bce B YKpaiHi,

| pykoto MaxHyTK Ha Bce...

Ha cTtapiin gepeHunuBin MaLlnHi
Ha Ob6yxiBCcbke BMIATU LLOCE.

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

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

ix GaraTo y gywy Hanisno!
MpuHecnun Ham cBOK HeMoboB.
| B YOpHO3EeMi — KpOB i 3ani30.
Bxe 1 3anisa HerycTo...

A KkpoB
3abinie Big AycTy i XNOPKW.
| HiIXTO He Ha3Be Ha iM'S.

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

Ha MangaHi — naHoBe i naHii
He noginsate BiTunsHy Hisk.

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

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

Bbin 6bl KOHb — NPONTNCTHYN Obl, KaK rnasbl,

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

CKOMnbKO B AyLUY YyXX1X noHanesno!
MprHecnn Ham cBOK HentboBb.

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

KTo mbl, rae? Mocne Hac xoTb noton!

...Ha 3emne [JoH Kuxota u Jlopkun
YKpauHubl 6aTpadvaT B3axneb.
Ckopocnernoe NaHCcTBO B CTONUue
He nogenut OT4M3HY HUKaK.

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

DON QUIXOTE OF THE ESTUARY

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

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

weren’t legendary,

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

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

into a windmill....
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MICAYHA COHATA - XXI

Tv npu micaui npana 6inuany,
Bce BigHOCKMB BypxnunBuii MOTIK...
...Jle 1 konu 3arybms A BiTunsHy,
HiY Npu Micaui, 3eMnto Lo, pik?

Ot i MaT mosa y moruni

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

A 3pgaBanocs: 30pstHA Nun.

Bce »xun1T4 Bigknagae g Ha NOTIM:
Tam 3acHixeHi ropu i nic.

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

Ta MeHe Lie He KNNYyTb Ha TPU3HY
CopOoK YOpHMX MOTX COpPOKIB, —

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

...Hiv y WnnoTi micauem cse,
lMonoHuHa nanae Big 3ip...

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

MonoHvHa nanae, nanae,
MepexoaaTb y XBUMi POKW.
TinbKkn XiHKa, SKOI Hemae,
Tuxo nnaye Hag BMPOM Piku.



JTYHHASA COHATA-XXI

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

Bot 1 mama YXKe 3a npegenom,

Ha XoIrMe, B OKpYy>XeHbW POAHOM,
N CHeramu, Kak 3epkarno Genbim,
3aHaBelleH pO,EI,I/ITeJ'IbCKVIIZ OoM.

A nucan cBot CKOPYH NOBECTb —
©e3ornsaHo, BYEpPHE, HE BCEPbES...

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

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

s1 Hanay v Tebst, u OTYN3HY

B NTyHHOM MapeBe, B 6e3qHe BEKOB.

...Kak oT 3Be3q nonoHuHa cuser,
KaK NpubpexHble TEHN TycTbl!
Bce Boaa C BbILLMBAHKM CMbIBAET,
TAHET B OMYT LIBETbI 1 KPECTbl.

A Oywia BCTpeneHeTcs B Hagexae,
1 yaaya nomMaHuT pyKow,

TONBKO XEHLLUMHA B NMYHHOWN ofexae
TUXO NnadeT Hag GbICTPOWN PEKO.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

MOONLIGHT SONATA XXI

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

The valley blazes, blazes.

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

Tpucrta

Tin — B YeuHi, B pedhpmxepatopi.
Tino

B TapaluaHcbKkoMy ficky...

Kpecnutb Wo? — K 9ApbOHIN anbma matepi! —
leomeTp Ha gukomy nicky?

Besronosa TiHb LEHTYypioHa...

MwuTtb — Gesrnase Tino: Apximen.

LLlo Tam He KaxiTb, @ KPOB — YEPBOHa,
Mope — YopHe. A XuUTTa — He mea.



HE3BKNWAOBA rEOMETPUA

Tpucta Ten — B YeyHe, B pedpuxepartope.
Teno — noa Tapauleto, B fiecke.

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

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

A BCe Xe KkpoBb — GarpoBa,

Xun3Hb — He meq.

XOTb B 3TOM He nepeub.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

NON-EUCLIDIAN GEOMETRY

Three hundred

bodies — in Chechnya in a refrigerator.
A body

in the Taraschansky forest...

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

The shadow of a centurion approaches...

A moment later —

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

Bikropy 3asisioHy

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

A nosa HUMK — TUrp.
| NOpAATYHKY BXe He A bnarato,
Cama npupoga...

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

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

[, piaHnn 6paTt manbyTHin kaTtacTpodi,
BiH MyunBCA o CBITOBMX CKOPOOT.

| ropaoBUTMIA GakpOoHIYHMI NpOdinb.

| B nocmiwiui, moB y MedicTa, — poT.

| TaK BiH TSXXKO NMOXO4KaB 3a Kaapom,
AX nig Horamu yruHaBcs cTer.

| cboMM NOTOM CXoAMB onepartop.
| NnasBCA CkaXXeHO aCUCTEHT.

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

| 3ar4mK He apiMaB y NicocMyai...
BiH 3anuwmBca B TiM BECHAHIM OHi,
Konu ckoHaB nig nemeluem y nnyasi,
Ta Tak i 3anuwmnecsa B 6OPO3Hi.



MATNbIA PEKBUEM
Bukropy 3aBusnoHy

«CHavana 3a4uK BbIOEXUT N3 poLLU.
Her, 6enbin KoHb...

[MoToM, 3a HUMU — TUIP...

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

Oanbwe 6yaet TuTp.

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

OH 3amorkan v Nun 13 Kpy>ku soay —
XPOMOW O4KacCTbIN Tenepexuccep.
BuTuincteoBan, B rpsaayLlen katactpoge
TONWM CBOK BECXUTPOCTHYHO 310CTb

N BAOXHOBEHHO-TOpAenuBbIA Npoduss
CKITOHSIN Ha GakipoHNYECKYIO TPOCTb.
[MoToM LWwaran, kak HULLMIA uMnepartop, —
NOBUM BbICOKON UCTUHBI MOMEHT!..

W3HeMoran oT nota oneparop
N MaTepuIcs B CrYHY aCCUCTEHT.

A MUp He XOgan HXU TanHCTBa, HU TalHbI.
LLina »xatBa, cobuparno xneb ceno.

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

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

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

A LITTLE REQUIEM
1o Victor Zavizion

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

He stopped talking and drank cold water,

our lame god, the movie director.

He, a brother to a future catastrophe,

was tortured by the world’s sorrows.

A proud Byronic profile.

A smile on his lips — like Mephistopheles’.

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

An assistant director scolded furiously.

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

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

That hare remained in the spring day

when he died under a plough blade

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

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

Hema 3anuncebka? 3HIiMEMO KOHS!

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

| niHist narna, Jitka i cTpora,

Ha ninito B1ucokoro yona.

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

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

(... Hawo Tu, KoHto, KOHMKY? HaBiwo?
Mowo ip>xaHHA xanibHe TBOE?

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

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

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

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



Ho pexwuccep!..

Y HUX CBOM MaHepb!:

OyLuyeT NpuxoTb, N €e — He TPOHb!
«[Ja a nneBan Ha BaLllN «3HT33PbI»!
Het 3anua? —

3HauuT, B Kagpe byaeT KoHb!..»

PaamatbiBanach xapkasi gopora,

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

1 Mbl TAHYNMCb OyXOM OpobenbiM

K HageXHOCTM KOMBanHOBbIX acKaap...

Ho Bapyr B3opBancs —
OenbiM, 6enbiM, 6enbiM! —
nocHsWwmnca acgansToBbIN CTOM-Kagp.

(...Hy, kak xe Tak?

Opyxuwe, pagm 6ora,

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

BbIBOOUT B NIOON — U TpO3nNT Beomn.

Tbl MO LWIOCCE XOTEN NPOMYaThbCs fnXo...
Apwmagpl... ABTOOpAbI... uknin xop...)

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

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

OH Ha CBOEeM rnoluagike camoaesibHOn
MeuTar O HacTOSILLIEM CKaKyHe.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

T He BMUpaMK, X04 CTO pa3 NoOMUpas.

O, Ak Tebe HaM, KOHIo, He cTa4ano,

Ak a9 coboto no BiViHi opas.

3acianu 3emnuuto MiHu 1 Kyni.

Kpisb 6igHi cxoan npopocTana cranb.

e 1 meHWwwnn BpaTrk Ha rapmaTHim gyni,
B konucui nonoTHsHIN BUpOCTaB.
CkaniyeHi TBOi GineHbKi Horu.

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

| napas. | nigBecTuca He Mir.

B oyax ctosinu cnbo3un, He BoauLs.

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

| MOBMB XTOCb:

— A B MEHE € pyLUHMLSA.

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

...30ViK rarnbm.

| pexucep.

YepBoHe 11 Gine

Y YopHiM Kagpi YHOpHOro Lwoce.



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

Korga naxanu 3emnio Ha cebe!

3acesanu 3eMnuuy MyHbI, Nynu,

CKBO3b BCXOAbl CTarnb pasura Hanosarl,
BpaTtuLika MO Ha opyauHOM ayrne

B POroXXHOW Konblbenbke BbipacTan.

3a4eM xe 30ecCb Tbl, KOHb MOW, O4YTUIICA —
30eCb NepekpecTok He TBOUX JOpPOTr...)

KoHb noHuman. M KoHb NOAHATLCA TLUUIICS.
W nagan. N nogHAaTLCSA OH HE MOT.

Lisenu rnasa B KpoBaBOW MeLLAHUHE.
TaHyna cTenb Menoanio CBOKO...

W kTO-TO MOnBUnN:

— EcTb pyxbe B maluvHe,

[asante, xnonupl, s ero ooLH,
YK€ He OXMBUTb, YTO XOYellb aenan,
oTberancs, OTMy4urncs, Kak BCe...

Buar wuH!..

U — pexuccep.

U — kpacHo-6enbii

yAap

B CTOM-Kape YEpPHOro LLIOCCeE.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

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

I3 Takol TV NUB, SIK NPUXOAMB Ha TPUSHY.

A pika lepaknita Tekna i Tekna.

| 3a6yB A KoHA. A Tenep — i BiTunsHy.

LLlo Byno meHi pigHe — HaBikun yyxe.

YBOCTaHHe npoLansHo pigHo obinmalo...

Tak HeBXxe Hi BiTunaHun, Hi wiabni?
Hesxe

Tinbkn Yapka Ha Tpu3Hi, kozaye Mamato?



AHTUKBapHasi Yapka NIUToro cTekna.

NoMHI0, MU N3 Takor NOMUHAIbHOE 3€enbe.

A peka lepaknuta Tekna n Tekna.
Mo3abbin g KOHSA. U ropumMT MHE NoxMernbe.

Bce, uTto poguHom 6bIno, — YyXXon KapaBan.

Mpunagato B cnesax

K paBHogyLHo OTUYM3He.

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

JInwb yapka Ha Tpu3He?

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

*kk

An antiquarian cup made of green glass...

You drank from such a cup

when you came to the funeral feast.

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

and now forget my homeland.

What was close to my heart

is now foreign forever.

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

Is it true

that there is no homeland, no sabre?

Is it true, cossack Mamay,

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

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

...B npuMOpCLKiN COHSAYHIN KaB’apHi
Mw 30on0Te BMHO nunu.

A [OHi OCiHHiI NOYMHaANUChb...

B conogkun 4ac, rpixoBHUn 4Yac
MpocBivyBano coHLe Hackpisb

| ocsiBano coHue Hac.

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

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

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

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

Bboxona ynana Ha koniHa...
Moagymanocs: oT kiHo!

A 4n 30ps, a M ogMmiHa,

To Bce 0aiHO, TO BCE OAHO.
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MrHoBeHus1 GnaroroBeHbs

nepeg yTpadeHHbIM AaBHO...

B npumopckoi conHevHon kodenHe
Mbl MUIN CrAgKoe BUHO.

OceHHuIn Xmenb 6poaun No BeHam,
N B AACHbLIN NpeaBeYepHuit Yac
NnpocBeYvMBarno, kak peHTreHoM,

N OCEHSINO COrHLEe Hac.

n BOPYI, NepPeKrnkadaCb C TOCTOM,
B 4eCTb yxoasdulero tenna,
cnendawnm CImiMTKOM aBryCtoBCKUM
Had HaMu BChMbIXHYyNa nyenal

OHa nnbina, oHa npocuna
XOTb 3ano3garnoro upetkal
Ee HeuncTOBas cuna

Obina HanpacHa v cnagka.

O, KaK uBeTacTo Balle nnarbe!
Muyena c nneva crnonana Ha rpyab...
He Hapgo, Munas, He nnayste —

Bbl He XOTenu obmMaHyTb!

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

AN ELEGY FOR A BEE

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

...In the sunny seaside cafe

we drank golden wine.

The days of autumn began...

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

and lit us up.

Like a concentration of light,

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

a bee came flying to us.

The bee searched the table

in the crowded cafe for flowers,
the bee made arcs

of a silver drafting curve

over this poor dear land.

The bee fell into our laps...

A thought crossed my mind:
This is not real!

Whether a dawn, or a change —
it is the same, the same..
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Konu npuniT i 3niT 3 Hi3BigKu,
CToXanbHun xanb Tede nponme.
Ane 6gxona LyKae KBiTKM,

A KBiTKa — none ue Hime.
Cropyxo Bnbyxae 3eneHb

| 3aBMMpaEe 3eneHb Ls...

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



Ee npunet — u3 HMotkyaa,

HO noyemy BonbHen cTokpaT?
JleTuT nyena, n xaxget Yyga —
HO capg oTugern,

1 BblLBEN caa.

B kakne 6e3gHbl BeTpoM BpolueHa
no6Bn GecueHHasd nbinbLa...
BepHuco, nuena,

BEPHUCb, XOpoLlas,

Ha4YyHeM c Havana,

[0 KoHLUa.

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

When the place of an arrival

and the place of a departure

is nowhere, then you are pierced

as with a hundred stings of sadness.

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

And | pray for the bee’s landing

so that everything

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

Yepes TpuausTb, Yepe3 COpok, Yepes
[T'atoecaTt o3BeLlCcs TU MEH...

[uvknin men isgaBHa 3BETLCS Bepec.
BepecHeBi Halui HoYi 1 gHi.

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

A no BiHUg, N'ocnogn, HaNUTO

Ham 6yno i meay, i BUHa...



OUKUA MEQ

YUepes Tpuauatb, Yepes COpokK, Yepes
MsATbAECAT ayKHELIbCS B OTBET...

[vkun men y Hac 30BeTCS Bepec.
Crnapok ceHTA0pst MeqoBbIV CBET.
M He oceHb, 1 yxe He neTo,
MMayTuHKa OpOrHET, Kak CTpyHa...
A Begb O6bino, Nocnogu, HanUTo
[o kpaeB u meaa, u BuHal..

CKI®CbKE BAPOKO

WILD HONEY

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

Since ancient times,

in our tongue the word for wild honey

has been the same

as for the first month of autumn.

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

but already it's no longer summer.

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

Our lives have been filled to the rim for us
with honey and wine...
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Y noesii He OyBae KONEKTUBHOrO aBTOpa, SK Yy TeaTpi Y B KIHO: KOXXEH Npo-
MOBIS€E Bifi CBOro iMeHi, 3 BepLUIMHM CBOro TanaHTty. Ane HaBiTb CBITOBI BENUYUHU
3anuwmnucs 6 y yacoBumx, €THIYHMX pamMKax i He ctanu 6 HagbaHHSAM yCbOro NacTBa,
skOn He 3a3By4anun MoBamMu GNN3bKMMU | BigganeHnMn, agxe HaBiTb Y HANMEHLLIOMY
Hapogai-nnemeHi 3aBXan LeHTpanbHUM € cninbHoNAckLKe. Tenep, konu YkpaiHa ctana
n konuckot MixkHapoaHoT acouiauil NMCbMEHHULbKMX cninok «Crnoeo 6e3 KopaoHIiBY,
i cnpaBai HacTaB Yac MICTY | CBITYy SBUTW HaLly BenNuKy NOETMYHY poboTy: gacTb bor,
i us aHTonoris - «[lBa 6eperm» - Oyae nomiveHa B Pi3HUX KpaiHax, Ae noesid B byab-
SAKOMY MOBHOMY €KBiBaneHTi BiAKpMBae cepud, BiAKpUBAE Lini MaTepuku KpmunaToro
cnoBa. CaitnaHi lweHko ta Pacceny TopHTOHy 3 KaHagm 3aBgsdyto MoSABOK L€l
YHIKasibHOI KHUW.

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

OmnTtpo KpemiHb

doto Ha obknaguHui OnekcaHapa Kpemka Ta Omutpa JlacklHa



Pag ToMy, 4TO MHOroneTHss Apyxba C BbICOKOTANaHTMMBBLIM YKPAWHCKUM
noatom [Omutpom KpemunHem, KpoMe HacnaxgeHusi TBopyeckum oblieHnem, gana
CTOSb BELECTBEHHbIN pe3ynbrar.

NckpeHHe Gnarogapto Tex, KToO NOMOr 3TON HEOObIYHOW KHWUre YBUAOETb CBET:
mMonoayto noarteccy u cdovnosnora dapuHy bepesnHy n3 Hukonaesa, kuesnsiH Cepres
WrnatoBa n Npera KpacHoBa, o6LWUMM yCMnmMsiMmn KOTOPbIX POAMACh aHrosA3bl4Has
BEpCUS.

NCTUHHBIM COaBTOPOM KHUMN CHUTAD HUKOSTAeBCKOro XyaoXKHUKa AnekcaHapa

MnaTbeBa, cymeBLUErO NO-CBOEMY NPOYYBCTBOBATb M YBMAETb CITOBO.
OTOT 3ambicen He cmor Obl peanua3oBaTbca 6€3 nNoOAOEpPXKNM W3BECTHOrO
npeanpuHumaTens U MmeueHata— reHepanbHoro gupektopa OO0 CIT «HABYJTOH»,
lepos YkpauHbl Anekcess AdpaHacbeBuya Bapgatypckoro u HukonaeBckoro mapa
Brnagumupa Omutpuesnya Yanku.

Cnacubo scem!
Bnagumunp lMyukos.

®oTo Ha 0bnoxke Anekcangpa Kpemko n Amutpua JlackuHa.
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