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BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB

CMACEHHOE CJ10BO

«bor — eguH, — roBopto Npu cnyvae NpaBoCNaBHOMY U KaTOMMWKY, MyCYNbMaHVHY 1
nygeto. — MNpocTo Mbl obpaltaemcs kK HeMy Ha pasHbIx si3blkax».

Moa3ns — eguHa. 3T1o 5 roBopto cebe. OHa — BHe Hac. OHa Nopol ogapseT Hac CBOEW
3HEpreTMYecKom NoANUTKOM, AapuT cebst 6eccrnoBecHO: KaXaomy — Mo Bepe ero. A Mbl
TONbKO Npuaaem en opMy: KTO — B KpacKax, KTO — B TaHLe, KTO — B KaMHe. ..

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

Tak 4TO BCe Mbl — NepeBoaYMkN. Kak roBapusanv BCTapb — «Tonmaym». TornkoBatenm.
PeTpaHcnaTopbl 6eccnoBecHo ropHen 3Heprun — Ha A3bIK CMOB.

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

Mel gpy>xum ¢ OmuTpom KpeMrHem gobpbix Tpy gecaTka feT, Halv JyXOBHbIE MUPbI
B3aMMOMpPOHMLIaEMbI, OHU MOAMNUTBLIBAOTCA U3 OOHUX NCTOYHUKOB, MO3TOMY NEPEBOAUTL
OpYr Apyra aAnst Hac Bcerga Obino AenoM NpuBbIYHBIM U eCTECTBEHHbIM. Moun cTuxu
B nepeBogax AmuTtpa KpeMuHs, ero ctuxv B MOMx nepeBofax — nyonmkoBanmcb Ha
NPOTSDKEHUN 3TUX TPUALATA NET B NMTepaTypHbIX u3gaHusax. Ham nogymanocs: aa,
NoaTbl MO NPMPOAE CBOEW — CONUCTLI, HO pa3Be HEBO3MOXEH Ay3T CONMUCTOB?

[na Hawux geten — monodoro yyeHoro-gunonora Tapaca KpemnHs, moen godepu-
CTYOEHTKM AHHBI U CbiHa-oMHaHcucTa pera, Kak 1 Ans X CBEPCTHUKOB, BbIPOCLUMX
nocre KpyLueHUsi TOTannTapHoOK, ypaBHUBABLLEW BCEX, COBETCKON MMMEPUN — YKE
€CTECTBEHHbI U paBHO POAHbI YKPAUHCKUIA U PYCCKUI A3bIKW, 0a U MUPOBOW aHIITMNCKUIA
1M He Jyxg. Korga nonutrku, B CBOMX MHTEPECaX HaXMMasi Ha «A3bIKOBbIE» KINaBULLIM,
NbITAOTCA TOMNKaTb NloAEeN U3 KpaNHOCTM B KPAHOCTb, Mbl Mpeasiaraem CBOK BEPCUIO
— HET, He peLLEeHNsI 3TOW YyBCTBUTENBHON A1 COBPEMEHHON YKpauHbl Npobnemsl, HO —
KOHCTPYKTMBHOIO OTHOLLUEHMS K HEW.

Mel npegnaraem Tpy Bepcumn — Ha BbIOop. OHM HE COMEPHMNYALOT, Kak MUTUHTYIOLLME
TOMMbI — CTEHKA Ha CTeHKY. OHY — B3aUMONpPOHMLIaEMbI, AOMOMHAT M oborallaT CnoBo
— CMNoBOM.

Bnadumup lMy4koe



CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

CNACEHHE CIoBO

«bor — eauHUI, — Kaxxy Npu Harogi NpaBoOCNaBHOMY i KATONMKY, MYCYyfibMaHWHY Ta
iyaeto. — Npocto Mu 3BepTaeMmocs 40 HbOro pisHMMn MmoBamm».

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

lMoeTn 3HaxoasTb i BTINEHHS B cnoBax i 3Bykax. KoXHui — B crioBax i 3Bykax CBOEI
MOBW, B apxeTunax CBOEI 3eMIi, B MOHSATTAX CBOrO Hapoay.

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

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

Mwu ToBapuwyemo 3 [Imutpom KpemiHem [oOOGpUX Tpu OECATKM NiT, HaLLi AYXOBHi CBITU
B3aEMO MPOHMKaKYi, BOHW NigKPINAOITLCA i3 OQHUX DpKepen, TOMY nepeknagatu oguH
O[QHOro Ans Hac 3aBLle 6yno cnpaBor 3BUYHOM | NpupoaHoto. Mol BipLui B nepeknagax
OmuTpa KpemiHs, noro Bipuwi B MOiX nepeknagax nyonikyBanvcb NpoTAroM Lux TpuauaTu
niT y nitepatypHUx BuaaHHAX. Ham nogymanocsk: Tak, MOeTu 3a CBOE NPUPOLOH0 —
coricTtu, ane xiba HEMOXNMBWIA OyET COriCTiB?

[nsa Hawwx giter — monogoro B4eHoro-ginonora Tapaca KpemiHsi, MO€Ei JOHEYKu-
CTyOEeHTKM AHHM i cMHa-biHaHcucTa Mpera, K | 4ns iX POBECHUKIB, SiKi BAPOCN Micrs
Kpaxy ToTaniTapHoi, sika 3piBHIOBana BCiX, pagsHCLKOI iMnepii, — BXXe NPUPOAHI i
O[HaAKOBO PiAHi yKpaiHCbka Ta pocCiicbka MOBW, BTiM, i CBITOBA aHriACbKa iM He Yyxa.

Konu nonitukun, B CBOIX iHTEpecax HAaTUCKYUYM Ha « MOBHI» KMaBilli, HaMararlTbCs
LUTOBXAaTW NI0AEN i3 KpaNHOLLIB Y KparlHOLLi, MM NPOMNOHYEMO CBOO BEPCItO — Hi, HE
BMpILLEHHS L€l BonicHOT onsi cyvacHoi YkpaiHu npobrnemMu, ane — KOHCTPYKTUBHOTO
CTaBfneHHS O0 Hel.

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

Bonodumup lMy4ykoe



BNAOVNMUP MYYKOB

THE WORD RESCUED

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

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

Vladimir Puchkov



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB

OOMUCCEN

MoTepsBLUEMY POAUHY-MaTb —
[Onro NnbiTb HA OCKNM3on gocke,
W OONMbITh, Y CNAc&HHO ApemaTtb
Ha 3epHMCTOM OribBUMCKOM Mecke,
1 noka doutunek He norac,
MOTbINTbKOBOMY 6pun3y BHUMATb. ..
HenpunuyHo ckopbeTb Hanokas
noTepsiBLLUEMY POAMHY-MaTb.

Bpewms ctewet 3ybubl 1 pybubl

B CMHyCOMAY BOJSTH U XONMOB.

He HekTap 13 LBETOYHOMN NbIfNbLbl —
nen BMHO U3 KO3IMMHbLIX MEXOB!

W, BNepsicb B CbIPOMSITHYIO MYTb,
KOpeLLOoK, HenpuBuUTbIN nober, —
noxanewu CBO POAUHY-MaTb,
noTepsBLUYIO CbiHA HaBek!

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

He Xanes ANUTHbIX CeMSIH,
WCTONKM ee CTyny B MyKy!

W korga nogpyMsiHUTCS Kpan
ropu3oHTa B NNaBUNbHOWN Neyu, —
Ha cnaceHHow kudape nrpam

N cnaceHHoe CroBO LWenyu.



OfICCEN

Tw, XTO HEHbKY-BiT4n3Hy 3rybms —
Migbepun kopabenbHy OOLLKY,

| 4O paHKy B NiBCOHHI MOTUB

Hacnyxaw Ha onbBiNCbKIM MNiCKY.

| 4OMOKW e XKeBpi€e MHIT

| meTenukom nypxae 6pus,

He kp1Bnsncb, MOB 3 OpXxecTpw, y CBIT —
B ubomy CBITi 3amarno BiTYM3H.

Crewe XpoHoc py6ui i 3ybui

B cuHycoigy xeunb i ropbis.

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

Bbo yTpatuna cuHa BoHa.

3amicn Ha 3eMIIsiHKY CTO [TUH,
O6epHU MONOAMLIO B XKOHY,

| 4OBGipHUX Bi3bMWN HACIHWH —
Byt 6opoluHoM Tpeba 3epHy.
| konw 3apymM’aHUTLCA Kpaw
[Opn30OHTY B NNaBUIbHIN Neui,
Ha kidbapi BpsitoBaHin rpan

| cnaceHHi cnoea Lwenoywu.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

ODISSEY

He, who lost his motherland,

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

shouldn’t exhibit his sorrow.

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

Not the nectar from flower dust —

drink wine from goatskin sacks!

And, looking forward

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

who lost its’ son forever!

Prepare some material

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

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

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

and whisper the saving word.



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB
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Y1066 BCMOMHUTL (haMurbHYO MOLLb,
noTepsiBLUEMY POAMHY-MaTb
HaBaXJeHbe ONTMBKOBLIX POLL,

HaJo NMapyCHOM XXMeHen nommMmaTb!

W B 3anane 3acTonbHbIX beceq —
BbINTW BOH, HAKMOHSICb Y ABEPEN,
YTOObI 34ELUHMUA CHACTNUBLINA cocen,
310N cnesbl He 3aMeTuUn TBOEW.



LLlo6 srapaTtn dhaminbHy MoryTb

| — Wo HeHbKy-BiTunsHy 3rybus,
OnuBkoBuX raiB KanamyTb

TW y >XMEH!0 BITPUIBHY 3M10BMB.

| B 3anani 3actonns — opn 0in,
Bunpgew pantom y ABepi Haasip.
o6 wacnueuii TyTeLwLHi cycig
He BO3Hic L0 Cnbo3y B Norosip...

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

To remember the family power —

the one, who lost his motherland,

Should catch the dream of olive groves

into his sail-like grasp.

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

So that the local happy neighbor

doesn’t notice your angry tear.

11



BNAOVUMWP MYYKOB
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BOAPDBILLHUK

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

3aecb BOOUNM B NPSATKA, TEMHOIUKN,
Npenkn, YCKONb3HyBLUNE U3 paM.
BbiBOOKM cagoBOM 3eMIAHUKA

rycTo paccensinicb o sipam.

Hap MNcuxen TpecHysLen durypkon
Konbixanack 6enas nyHa...

MamsaTb, Tbl CyXON 3MENHOW LLIKYPKOW
B CHapobbsa AaBHO uctonyeHal

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



rmia

[e 3ropis maeTok agMipana

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

B niXkmypku TyT rpanu TeMHonuui

Mpenku, 3 pam yTekni, Ham Ha cTpax.

BuBoaku cagoBoi CyHMLi
lycTo nocenunucs B gpax.

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

Apgmipan B OCTaHHiln 060pPOoHi.
Houi y 3arpaBax — i KiHeLb.
MpopocTe y NaHHOYKN Y NOHiI
[TaHoro maTpoca KopiHeLlb.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

HAWTHORN

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

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

It was here that ancestors in twilight
Left their frames

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

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

Night was nice

when admiral’s dead body
Was dragged out,

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

13



BNAOUMUP MYYKOB
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MUYMAH B.WU. JAIlb B HUKOJNIAEBE (1823)

[apHN30HHbIN HOAGPD.

OdmuepLum cTpagatoT MUTPEHAMMN.
KomaHaumpckne ctaBHU

cever negsHas Kpyna.

BeicTynatoT B noxog

odmuepukm ¢ 6pura «MuHrpenusy,
UM ye3gHble GapbILHKN

OapAT npollanbHble na.

Mo necyaHbIM KongobuHam

C a4, 3aKoNoYeHHbIX 3aroas,
WHTeHdaHTCcKue dypbl

Be3yT ¢ Gapaxnom CyHOyKn —
MuMo Crnacckux KynareH,

rae NUCTbs MPUTONSIEHbI B 3aBOASAX
W'y cBail nog MoCTKamu

B 3acaje CTOST CydaKu.

Ot no6BKM 1 NpocTyapl

nepLoBON rOPUIIKON NoAIEYNLLbCS,
N OKaXKeTCsl, MUYMaH,

Tebe 3TOT ropoa — pogHen:

TYT B MaTPOCCKMX Xap4eBHSAX
€BpEW TONKYHT NO-TPeYecKu,

n vyybarble xronubl

3aMOpPEHHBIX MOSIT KOHEMN.



MIYMAH B.I. AN Y MUKOJAEBI
(1823)

[apHisoH. JInctonag.

OdviuepLui — HarnepLwi 3 MirpeHsamMu.
KomaHampcebki BiKOHHMLUI

6’c us 6e3boxHa kpyna.
BuctynatoTb B noxig

Odviuepuiku 3 6pura “MiHrpenisa”,
MoBiTOBI NAHAHKN

MpowanbHi fapytoTb iM na.

Y niwaHunx snboiHax,

3 pady, oxeneaar OKPOMNEHMX,
IHTEeHOaHTChKI pyaBaHu

Punnate 3 nipamigamu ckpuHb,
Mumo Cnacbkux KynaneHb,

[le nucTa B Movapax npuTtonneHe
| cToATb cynaku

Mig mocToMm y 3acagi, siK TiHb.

Op ntoboBi Ta HEXUTI

€ B Hac nant4a nepuiBoyka,

Ot i BupacTbCs, MiymaHe,

TyT ™M B CTUXii CBOIN.

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

Y KoHeRn, a iM — Bogonin.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MIDSHIPMAN VLADIMIR DAL IN NIKOLAEV
(1823)

November is in the garrison.

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

are thrushed with icy grain.

Officers from Mingrelia ship

are starting out to battle.

The provincial beauties

are presenting them with farewell poses.

Through sandy uneven roads,

from the summer houses

which have been closed ahead of time,
The supply trucks

are carrying trunks with stuff

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

Ukrainian pepper vodka

will cure you from love and flu

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

Here in sailor’s canteens,

jews converse in greek

And guys with long hair

are giving water to tired horses.

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

ThIPCOWA YKYTaHbl Ha 3UMY,

Jaxe B LEEPKBU CrbIXaTb,

KaK COCHOBbIE MayTbl CKPUNAT.

30ecb NCNOMHEHHbIM JOSTOM
NMMNepcKoe CepaLe yTeLnTcs,
nogpacTvB MacTepoB

BO rnaee kopabernbHbIX BaTar.
[ocynapcTBeHHbIN ropog,

roe panbHemy abimy OTedecTBa
He JaeT 3acTosATbCS

KpecTaTbln aHgpeeBckui donar!



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

A 3aMopcCbKi TposHAM
3akyTaHi B TUPCi Kanaynkom,

| B cobopi novyeLw,

AK Ma4YTK COCHOBI CKpUNNATD.

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

Ha yoni kopabenbHnx BaTar.
CnaBcs, MiCTO gepxaBHe,

I3 amom BiT4m3HK, 60 rpilHMKOM
3acToaTuchb He gacTb

Llen xpewatunii aHapiiBCbKNA CTST.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

In a young city, midshipman,

called after Nikolai

A city that is drafty,

windy throughout, from head to toe,

Roses that have been brought here

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

the pine masts screeching.

Here the imperial heart

will be satisfied by fulfilled duty
Having raised masters

to head up the ship crews.

A government city,

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

by Andreevsky flag with a cross.

17



A% BJTAOVMUP TYYKOB

OTELI (1963)

OT4ero Tbl eXullbes, otewl?
Mano Tonky, Buammo, ot TOL, —
MEep3MOoTy He BbITONWUT 40 AHA
ckopasi XpyLLeBcKasi BeCHa.

W TpewumT no weam co BCex CTOPOH
peopraHn3oBaHHbIA panoH —

MSAA Ha CUAIOLWLMIA Nakar,

Tenkn ot 6eCKOpMUILbI KpU4ar.

KTo oTBETYMK, ecnu Tbl — uctey?
Ha koro Tbl cepanibea, oteu?
Peun rnapku,

TONbKO B MbICNAX LUATKO...
Tspkena oHOaTpoBas Larnka.

CblIH pacTer, [arapuHa pucyer...
He waps pe3nHy n 6eH3uH,

Ha npocTopax PoauHbl Gykcyet
TBOW Ka3eHHbIV YePHbIN NTUMY3UH.

18



BATbLKO (1963)

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

Lis xpyLloBCcbKa WBKUAKicHa BECHA.
| TpiLWMTL, MOB 3rpasi cTa BOPOH,
PeopraHizoBaHuii panoH.

3opayn HanewleHW nnakar,

Tam TenaTa 3 ronogy KpuyaTtb.

Becb T1 YopHui, MOB Hegobpa BiCTb.

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

Ha 3emni postepsaHin bykcye
TBiN Ka3eHHWIN YOPHWI NiMY3UH.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

DAD (1963)

Why are you huddling, my dad?

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

By a quick spring of Hruschov.

And the reorganized district

Is crumbling away —

Staring at a shiny banner

The cows are crying from famine.

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

The speeches are perfect,

but the thoughts are in mess,

The musk-rat hat is far too heavy.

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

Your black fiscal limo is skidding

Across Motherland.
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BOCMOMUHAHME O KOHHOCMOPTUBHOMW LWKONE

Smunrito AHBapesy

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

MUAbIA NOAPOCTOK!
Y 3aBMCTNUBbLIX [Ma3 Ha BUay
Mbl BENW MO TPOMUHOYKE OCTPOW
BOPOHOTO KOHS B MOBOAY.
CnoTbIKkanucb KonbiTa O rpaBuni,
KOHb pasnamblBarn BOA4y, ropsy.
A Kpyrom 3eneHenu osparu —
Tam Toraa eule He 6bINo gav.
Tam oT Bo3gyxa NTuLbI MbsSHENW,
N BbICOKME TpaBbl POCIH,
N NOYTM HEBECOMO BUCENN
Hapg Bogon

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

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

B INHaAMOBCKOW MaliKe,
M YyygecHasi Mopaa KOHSI.



cnorAag npPo KIHHOCNOPTUBHY
LKony

Ewmirito SHBapbOBY

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

3a Bapsapiskolo...
OpHoknacHuue, Mvna sickuHe!
MumMo 3a3apicHUX Bid rrynaka

Mwu Benu no TOHEHbKIA CTEXMHI

Y By3AeuLi TOHKin BOPOHbKA.

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

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

3onoti YopHOOpUBLI-IKMEN...
Cmak yepelueHb. Bakauii nTnuyi.
Ornagatocs — XTO MeHe knuye?

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

| AMHamiBCbKa mMalika B [iBYMCbKa,
| npowwansbHe ipXXaHHS KOHS...

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MEMORIES OF EQUESTRIAN SCHOOL

7o Emil Yanvariov

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

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

B EBpone HblH4Ye paHHASA 3uma.
Ewe Byepa nuctea gblwana, nena —
a noyTpy MOSYUT OCTEKIEHENO...
3acTbinn HaxnobyyYeHHo goma.

B EBpone HblH4Ye paHHASA 3uma.

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

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

A cHer Banun, CKpbIBaA rOPU30HT,
HEeXHee CHa, 6eC‘-IyBCTBeHH817I onunokl!..
OH BMUr NOKpPbIS FIOﬂ,CTpI/I)KeHHbIﬁ ra3oH,
KakK HOBOGpaHLI,a MepTBOIro 3aTbIJ10K.

Bxxumanuck B cTeHbl Npara, byganewr
nepeg 6en0t0, B HEMOTY BOrHaBLUEWN.
Ywna BecHa COMHEHU U HagexXa —
HaJBMWHYyNacb 3uma TPEBOIN HaLUeN.



I3 LWLOOEHHUKA (1968)

€Bpony HUHI paHo 3ameno.

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

MeHe 36yaunu — 3onoTta pyka MeHi
Ha nneyi nnen HakuHyna. Ta ocb
CkaxeHu cKperiT B4yTU JOBENOCH,
Town ryceHUYHW NTUI Xig Ha KaMeHi.

Basano y cna3amn. XTocb i3HOBY i
| moBuB: «[1eBHO, pO34MNLLAIOTb CHIr».

A CHir yKp1B XONoAHWNA FOPU3OHT.

A CHIr ykpuB i ayLuy, i BOMIBKY.
[MokpuBLLX BMUTE NIACTPUXKEHUI ra30H,
MoB HOBOGpaHLsi MEPTBOIO «HYIIBKY».

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

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

LIST FROM A DIARY (1968)

It is an early winter now in Europe.

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

The houses look gloom and silent.

It is an early winter now in Europe.

| was awaken when a hand of kindness

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

Of caterpillars clang on cobblestone!

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

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

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

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

Briaganmumpy baxrosy
l'oe 6eTOHHOM CTPYOLMHOM
3a)kaTa XuBasi peka —
ropoackasi Tpaea,
Kak conpgar, Nnof HyneBKy OCTPUXKEHA...
MoHMMmato: nporpecc.
Opobpsito nporpecc.
Ho noka —
XOTb Ha napy OeHbKOB
MHe HY>XHa KaMbILLOBasi XW>KMHa.

Pa3ameHsn a9 4eTBepThbIN AECATOK —
CMNNOLUHOWN HeaoneT.

TanTaHckas ckaska

XYOOXHUKY cnaTb He JaeT.

MHe wentanu: “Kyna?..

OTuK TpOMbl APYIMMU UCXOXKEHbI,

He Xaneelub cebs...

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

YTO yBMXY — He 3Halo:

BEOET He pacyeT, a asapr,

HO pasymHel nu Te,

KTO rOTOBOWM Mopanbto HanbbKeHbl?
N3 cemelnHbIX JoMOB

N HaZeXHO YKPbITbIX MaHcap4,

Mbl BHE3AMHO YXOOUM

NCKaTb KaMbILLOBbIE XMXXWUHbI.

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



OYEPETAHA XNXKA
Bormogumupy baxroBy

e 6eToHHa cTpyOumMHa

3aTucna wareHy piky,

Tam Tpaea, MOB congar —

nig HyniBKy (KNeHy Taky CTPUKKy!)...

Posymito nporpec.

Ane xo4y xod pa3s Ha BiKy
3aneTiTn ganeko,

B OYEPETSHY XVXKKY.

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

XYAOXHUKY CnaTu He JacTb.
WenoTinu: «Kyan tn?

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

a B O4YEepET... 3a XMXKKOH...»

Ta Beae He paxyHOK niTak,

a rapsunn asapr,

Bubupas xe Hac Bik,

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

i3 HaQiIHO YKpUTUX MaHcapg
YTikaemo B CBiT

i LUYKAEMO TY XK TaKM XMKKY.

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

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

CANE HUT

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

but still —

For a couple of days

| still need a cane hut.

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

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

of the cane huts.

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

Tenepb NPOAoIKaeM — C Hyrs.

B pemecne npeycnes,

Mbl HEe 3HaeMm, 3a4emM Mbl 0By4€EHbI.

Fony6ble ropernkuy akpaHoB

B JOMaX 3aXOKeHbI.

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

1 TOMKWE Kpecrna HacWXeHbl,

W, Konebnack, MaHAT MUPaXKN —
KaMbILLIOBbIE XVKUHBI...

Tam npmupoaa co MHOW, YENOBEKOM,
B NONAHEBHOM nagy:

COIHLLe CTano Neckom,

n rpachmTHasn TeHb obe3nBMKeEHa...
CepebpucTyto BETKY MaCrWHBbI

OT rnas oTeegy —

1 B3OOXHy: cnaea 6ory,

XNBa KamblLLOBas XMKuHa!

Bnpo4yem, HblHELWWHEN Tne

no 3yb6am aHTUKBaPHbIA CamMLLINT,
nononanu rpubHmnKn

K 3anoBegHOMY necy BonbpkuHy...

W niobutens npupoap!

B oTAen o6bsBNeHnn cnewmT

N AVKTYET:

“Ha neTo CHUMY KaMbILLOBYO XVXKUHY.



Lkogysanu, nenisnu,

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

Ta He 3Hasnu, HaLLo NOro HaBYEHi.

lony6i ronyO6iHku ekpaHiB,

yce Le TakK €.

Tvwa TULW Hac KaTye,

B MEpLBCbKUX LLIENenax xye.
Tvwa TUW Hac 4vaTye.

A xan 6u gaBHo BoHa Tpicna!
XOo4y B XUXKKY OYEpETSIHY.
Mpowante, HacMaxeHi kpicna!

Tam 3i MHOO Npupoaa.

Tox Bigato: 1 He OauH.

CoHue cTano nickom.

Tvwa pueTbCa Ciporo MULLIKOHO.
Biaseny Bia oyen

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

Ha koniHa Bnagy nepen XumxKoto.

Ane Tni HoBoYacHiIn

no 3ybax aHTMKBapHWIA CaMLLWT.
OH i rpuBHMKM CYHYTb

no nickosi BonmxuHomy...

| ntobutens Npupoau

3 OrOMNOLLEHHSAM 3HOBY CHILLNTB!
| oukTye:

«Ha niTo 3HIMYy O4YepeTSaHY XMKKY».

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

It was leading us just for the leaving us

out of a sudden?

We started from “A” marks,

and now we continue from the “D’s.

We are the skillfull craftsmen —

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

The blue fires of the TV screens are lit.

Deep in the soul the worked out steem

of the silence is whistling.

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

Calls us and entices us...

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

The sun has turned to a sand,

The graphite shaddow is still.

The silver brunch of the olive

will sigh at my touch,

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

But why! The modern greenflies are eager

to gnaw an antique box-tree.

The mushroom-gatherers are already

in a reserved Volygyn Forest.

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

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

B dokycHbIx nepennetax
OKOH, Kak B boTopame,
nyensl B HebeCHbIX coTax —
3Be3abl Haj XyTopamu.
HoeT B kanuTke TUX0
copBaHHasi Npy>XuHa,
GOKOM LUYpLUNT exmnxa —
Tam, rge xuset OxuHa.

KTo Ha nogBopbe CTynuT —
6poBu OxuHa cynur,
TNOBUT OHa Ha CIioBe,
nodUT oHa — 40 KPOBMW.
Bbino 6 cnonHa B komope
pblbbl, BUHa 1 xnebal

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

TpyaHo B WwanaHae 3bi0kon,
Jaxe B MedTe pebsyben,
NNbiTb HE 3aBETHOW PbIOKON,
a cUpoToW pblbayben,

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

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

Huve y aoBepusax Tnxo
36uTa 3 neTni Npy>xuHa.
Bokom rpebe ixaumxa
Mpiy, oe xmnBe OxuHa.
XT10 6 He xoaouB HaABoOpi —
Bposu B OxxnHU cyBOpi,
JloBUTb BOHa Ha CroBi,
JTlobuTb BOHa 4O KPOBI.
LLle 6 nansHuupb y KOMOpI,
Pubu i BuHa, sik Tpebal..
Tam, e BepcTta oo Mops,
Tam — i BepcTa 4o Heba.

Tskko B LIAnaHai XoHi,
Xan i B gutadin mpii,
XBuUni Taki CoOnoHi, —
Pubka x nnuse, 60 BMiE.
HixkHicTb NnnnBe HeBMiNa
3paHky Ha nomiy Gpary.
[lo YopHOTHK 3ropina
[oHeuyka iHTepHaTy.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

BLACKBERRY

In the focus bindings

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

Stars over khutors.

Quietly in the gate

A broken spring sings,

Sidewise a female hedgehog

Is making noise

There where Blackberry lives.

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

She loves you to blood.

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

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

It's difficult in a rocky boat,

Even in a childhood dream,

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

Awaiting for an early sunset

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

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

MoxeT, B n3bbITke

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

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

[0 nHpepHanbHom xsopu!



Mope B MOpsiHU coni,
Xumxo OxuHa paHUTb,

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

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

Moxe, conogki HeTpi

Arogn — moB konocca?

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

Hibwn ctaBana ronku,

Lenpo noina cokom —
YopHMM, M’'STHKUM, CONTOAKMM.
HixkHicTb T 3armHana,
CTpivyHMM TENNOM XnBunach,
Bxxanuna — wkogysana,

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

A K BepcTa 4o Mops —
3HauunTb, BepcTa i go Heba...”

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

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

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

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

Maybe too much sweet

Berries appeared?

That tourist in a tent:

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

Offered him generously juice —
Black, dark, sweet.

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

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

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

From foster home chlorox

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

BCe, YTO MPVBWI MO MbsAHKE
HEXHbIN 3arneTHbIN rypy.

Bonochl B y3en CTsHeT,
ryObl 4O cnes kycas,
BbIMAET K NMaHy;,

cTaHet

B MOKpPbIN necok 6ocasi.
ObIlwnT TENNo oBeybe,
HOTM B LLEKOTKE AachHUM. ..
OcnuHka Ha npegnneybe —
cnepg oT NPUBUBKN aBHEN.



| B HX30BIW BITPSHL
MoB6wu Bigcoxro 3gypy,
Lo npuwenms y m'aHui
HixkHWUIN 3anNbOTHWUIA rypy.

CrarHe Bornoccs B By3o0r,
'y6un kycHe B GE3COHHI X,
Wpe no numany, sk 6ycon,
CTtaHe B nicok 60OCOHIX.
3Bi3an BUCATb SK CBidi,
Horu B nockotax gadHin,
BicnuHka Ha nepeanniyyi —
Bce Te B icTOpii gaBHin.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

And in the lower skin irritation

Somehow dried off stupidly

Everything that got attached by the drunk
Gentle temporary guru.

She’ll tie her hair in a knot

Biting her lips to tears,

Will come out to the sea, will stand

In the wet sand barefoot.

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

A pockmark on the shoulder —

A mark from an old inoculation.
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LUTPA®PHAA POLLA

Hanerke, YepHbl 1 TOLMK,

Mbl )XMBEM B OfIbXOBOM poLLe
Ha NPUMOPCKUX XyTOpax,

Ha ABeHaguaTy BeTpax.

B nome uniie —

B poLle npoLye:

ryLie Bo3ayx, TEHW pesve.
BeLuun cHbl,

MOCKOMbKY B poLue

He OTArowalT BeLu.

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

JInwb MOBUNBHUK 3aKonJoBaH -—
OyOTO HEKMI MUCTEP UKC,
BbICTaBNASI BCTPEYHbIN UCK,
FNYLWNT ronoc 3aKOPAOHHbIN —
pBaHbIN BOW, MOP3SIHKM MUCK.

MeHs kTo-TO Habupaet —

HO MOp3siHKa Hanupaer.
(Cpenpb nanyaTtok u neipees
cxembl AMBOB 1 xopees
OVBHbBIM NEHbEM MapCUaHKu
oTnevatanucb B MOP3siHKe).

34



LUTPA®HA OIBPOBA

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

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

Biwmx cHiB conogka moBa

Y MyapoBiM CBITiHHI.

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

3avapoBaHuii MOBINBbHUK —
TaemMHuuuin mictep Ikc
BucTtaBnsie BNacHWi CTiNbHUK,
[MyLwWnTb 3aKOPAOH CyLiNbHUI —
| BUTTS, 1 MOP3SIHKN MCK.

MeHe 3HOBY HabupatoTb,

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

cxema: amMobu i xopei
OMBHUM CMNiBOM MapCistHKN —
Kpankoropnuusa MOp3siHKH).

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

PENAL GROVE

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

In the shelter on the sea-side

With the winds that come in twelve.

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

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

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

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

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

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

To nu rnumnT OT Yndbmpu,

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

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

Munn Bano.

MNvnbl BbINK.

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

YTo BbI, TETKM, CNE3bl NbeTe —
B3BO/A, KaK poLla, MepTB yXxe.
Bcex HaKpbI10 Npu HaneTe

B TOM OfbXOBOM OnvHaaxe.

KonbixHeTcs 3aHaBecka

B Grnm3nexaiiem m3 XunuLy...
Orta polla — 4oYb NoAnecka,
YTO B30LLEN OT KOPHEBMULL.

He onbXoBHUK, @ MOTUINbHYK.
Nyywe BbIpYOGUTL MOOBUMNBHKK!..

XyTOp CTenblo OKaHTOBaH,

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



B kombGiHauisx unadipi
3awundposaHa BinHa.

Moxe, rmoku Bif, undipy,
Moxe, kntoy 3aBuc B eqipi:
“[e 3B’s130K TBIN, cTapwmnHa?..”

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

He nunu...

A nvnn Bunu.

Y canepis cnuHM B Myni.

Jlic 6niHaaXHUM BECb APWKUTD.
J1i3b B aTaky: B Hil 4OXUTB!

He MokpiTb, CNbO3NMBi TLOTI, —
B3Bog yXe Ha Bipaxi:

Bcix Hakpuno npu HanboTi

Y BinNbxoBiM GniHaaxi.

Onyckaemo 3aBicy

MoHaa npipBoto BUAIHB.

Lia pibpoBa — goHs nicy,

Lo 3pocna Big TUX KOPiHb.
He BinbXiBHMK, @ MOTUITbHUK.
Jlinwe Bupy6an MobinbHUK!..

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

3a obmoTkamm wtpadbary.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

These confused and messy figures
Hurry to encrypt the war.

Are we drunk to bats in belfry,

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

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

Sluggish drinking,

Saws were howling.

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

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

In that dug in alder trees.

Suddenly the window curtain

Flickers in the nearest house...

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

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

Khutor is enframed in steppes,

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

[oe gbllWnTCa 1 noeTcs

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

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

OTKyaa X OH B3s5ca — crneno
B 60NoTO CBEpHYBLUUIA cnea?

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

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

A MOXET, CeKyT UCnuTbIe
GOrnoTHbIE YMbIpK,

Kak rpssblo cebs ucnbiTbiBaeT
nai-geBoYka Ha napu?



cnig 6ONoTAHUNA

[e nicHi Bucoka HoTa,

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

CTynu — i 3BOPOTHIN 3MiNoK
MpyXMHUTb HaBCNak CTYMHi...
A 3BigKkuM BiH B3sIBCS, CNino
B 6onoTo BKasaBLUK MeHI?

Hapg TBaHHIO Ma3yTHMX 6040k

BepBeuka: xTocb 60cui iLLoB.

[1BOiTbCA MOKpUIA PAOOYOK,

MosB rpybuin J>KMHCOBWIA LLOB.

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

A moxe, civyTb ay0oBi,
BonotsaHi ynupi,

Ak mynom cebe Bunpobosye
Man-giB4mHKa Ha napi?

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

TRACE OF A SWAMP

Where breath and song

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

One step — and a reverse image
Springs back

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

Over the oily barrel of the swamp

A chain of barefoot steps

Doubles like a wet string,

Like a thick connecting line on jeans.

The silliness of an extreme sportsman?

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

Or maybe drunk swamp vampires
Are watching

How a good girl is testing

Herself in mud, for a bet?
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Mopa yxe 3BaTb No OTYECTBY, —
Tbl MHE rOBOPULLIb, UCKPACh.
Bce — no cyxy? Bcé — no uncty?
Tbl X — B rpsisb!

Ckaxxu MHe, locnoab Bce3HaloLui,
ecnu Tbl ecTb BONU3U:

OTKya OH B HAC — U3HAHOYHbIN
cobnasH oTopBaTbCs B rpsi3n?

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

M Bblen ns-3a ckanbl

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



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

| — Hi nokpuLKN, Hi gHa!

Ckaxu meHi, boxxe BcesHato4umi,
Ak posibpartuca TyT?

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

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

| BUMLLIOB, HEHa4e TiHb,

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

YopHoTa nigowos y 60M0Ti.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

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

All — dry? All —clean?

But you — into the mud.

Tell me, oh God omniscient

If you are somewhere around:

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

of rolling in the mud?

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

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

His feet are muddy.
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PEKA MEPTBOBO[

KpbITbIn 3aMLUEN rpaHUT

1 Yymaukoro Heba paccon,
Kpan yLenbs KpeHuTt
BaryHa negHuKoOBLIA MOCOTT,
W pasnyky Taumt

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

A 1eba He Hanay HuKorga.

BeeT BeTep BbICOKMIA,

n cnaboe cepaue 6onur,
3yMMEPUT HaZl OCOKOM
ONyXLUWIA OT CMSIYKU HYKNnA,

a U3 KaMeHHbIX COT
HEeOTpPbIBHO rMaauT 3a Tobon —
To obrrnogaHHkLIN rnog,

TO YBOWHBIN LBETOK 3BEPOBONA.

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

A Tebs1 He Hanay HuKoraa.

Ha oTkoce kpyTom

B TOLLEM pycrie wypLiaT byasku,
NnepeBuTbI XXIyTOM

CYXOXWUIUSI MEPTBOW PEKMU,



PIKA MEPTBOBO[

KpuTtuin mwieto rpaHit

| YymaupbKkoro paHky pona,

[e HeuyyTHO POHUTL

MowHonir,

| posnyka cnina —

I3 neyepHux vacie

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

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

Opn cnngaykm 3anyxnuim Hyknia,
A 3 KaMiHHUX nopig

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

BiyHa KBiTKa XUTTS 3BipOOINA.
Ha piBHUWHI, OOHUHI —

TarHyno ui Bogu Becno,

LLlo6 y YopHil TiCHWHI

Ix M’si3n B cynomi 3seno.

Lo cTtpymouka arat?

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

A Hikonu Tebe He 3Hanay.

[e nonir kpyTocxun

| ToHeHbke cTebno byasika,
BupuBaetbcsa 3 xun

KpoB’to YopHO MepTBa pika,

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MERTVOVOD RIVER

Velvet on granite,

And the marinade of the chumak morning,

And, barely audible, the background noise

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

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

| will never find you.

The high wind is blowing

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

A nuklid, swollen from sleep.

And from stone cells
Relentlessly follows your sight
Either gnawed hawthorn

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

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

| will never find you.

In a steep hillside

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

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

Kak 3MeWHOro Tena cTpys.

Ha »xenesHyto Knsmky

yuienbe 3aMKHET BEPTOIET.

Kak anTeyHyto CKIsHKY —

XpaHio B pykase MepTBoBOA.

W wmnoBHuKa cnep —

nouenys oTpaBneHHbIN rpoLl —
pOeeT 3XOM B OTBET:

Tbl MEHS HAKOTAA He HangelWs. ..



Ta gBurtuTb B6ins Hir

| Knekode cTpallHa Teuis,
Mo cnnenacs B 6arir

| HaBignir wmarae 3mis.

Ta Ha knamKy 3anisHy

BeckeTTa 3amMkHe BepTOniT.

MoB anTeuyHy Baniay,

Tpumato B pyui MepTBoBia.

| wvnwmHa WKMNUTbL —

MouinyHOK cMepTenbHUA NPOCTEX,
| BignyHHSA rpyMnTb:

Tw HiKONM MeHe He 3HanaeLL...

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

But the stream is gurgling

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

Like a waterstream of a snake body.

With an iron lock

The creek will enclose a helicopter
Like a medicine jar —

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

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

You will never find me...
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30N10TbIE BOPOTA

CeroaHst Tbl NOMMeLLb,
OTKyda TakK 3HaKkoma
pyKa, 4To, uc4yepnas
npocTon NoBOBHbLIN KOA,
YepKHyna HancKocb
B kabnHe TakcodoHa:
“A 6yny

»xaaTtb Tebs
y 3onoTbix Bopot”.

Ha nepekpecTtke
TPEXMUHYTHOM,
OBYXIPOLLIOBOM,

rae cTekna BblOUThI

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

y 3onotbix Bopot”.

HanpacHo He 3BOHM
N HUKOTO He Myya,
no6BM cBOS Nopa,
pasnyke cBOW Yepes.
3a caxapHow ropon,
3a acnuaHot Ty4yen
A byay xaatb

Tebs
y 3onotbix Bopor.



30510TI BOPOTA

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

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

Ha BicTpi nepexpecTb,

Mig ranacom LWOBKOBUM,

[e HiarapuTb niogy ByNUYHOrO LIBIT,
Jlamancs, kpengo,

3 uuM kabanicTU4YHMM CNOBOM:

«A xpy Tebe

Y ctBOpi 3onoTux Bopit».

[apeMHo He A3BOHU —

3a wWo Taka nokapa?
Bcbomy cBosi nopa,

Ta BnaB N6OBHUI NAifg...
Hexain Ha Ginun cBiT
Jlarae YyopHa xmapa —

A xpy Tebe y cTBOPI
3onotux BopiT.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

GOLDEN GATE

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

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

Beside the Golden Gate”.

And near the crossroad,

Lost minute and lost penny,
Inside the broken glass

And collar-tearing wind,

The colored chalk will crumble
With magic incantation:

“I'll be awaiting you

Beside the Golden Gate”.

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

I’ll be awaiting you

Beside the Golden Gate.
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UPMEHb

MpYyXMHALLMIA POOHMK, CBETSALLIASACA poLua,
POSILLMXCA NTMCTKOB Nponatlas cyas6a...
Mpupopaa, rosopto, B Tebe — cBeTnen 1 npotie,
He crpalunBai, 3a4eM, — BMycTu MeHsi B cebsi!

Tbl, 3aTauBLUUC, XAELLb

N OBepb He OTBOpSsieLLUb,
CBOMX COMHEHWI OApOXb B OAMH UTOT CBEAS.
XopoLlasa Mo, MUHyBLLAas, ToBapuL! —
Tenepb yXXe HaBeK — BNYCTU MeHS B cebsi.

A poLyy NponucTHy, OTBETA He HalleLw,

¢ nnatdopmbl B HeGeca OCEHHUE B3IMSHY —
N 3aCKBO3UT B NULIO AblXaHWe Haaexabl:
“Bnyctn MmeHsi B cebs, He ocTaBns ogHy!..”



IPMIHb

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

3aTtaeHHsa TBOE. TBOA Hagisa yyna.

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

£ raem npomanHy, neyansHWUA, MOB NUTaHHS,

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

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

IRPEN’

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

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

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

You are quiet, you are waiting,

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

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

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

And the breath of hope will blow in my face:

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

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

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

Yxoau, niobumas, cmenee
n ckopee,

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

TBOW oTcloga crneq.



*kk

Waw, ign, nokinb He BUAHO CHiry,
Mokwn BiTep NaByTUHHSA B’E,

LLo6 nyHKTMpOM BMAMMOrO cnigy
He 60nino 3HWKHEHHS TBOE.

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

He npowanca — nam, koxaHa, WwaeugLle.

| BXE Lie — HaBiK, HaBIK, HaBIK.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

*kk

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

Leave, my love, be braver.

Do leave quicker, because

the saddest thing is

to see your footprints on the snowhence.
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NMPOLUAHUE B ASPOIOPTY

Tow BECHOW Mbl paccTaTbCAa peLumnnu.
A ckasan Tebe: “3na He Tan...” —

HO MEHSl oYepTaHUN NULLININ
HabexaBLune cnesbl TBOW.

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

N NMOBMHHOI HEXHOCTBIO MOSHIOCh,

n nobpa ot Tebs He Taw”.

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

1 HeboM TBOUM.



NPOLLAHHA B AEPOIMOPTY

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

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

| HeboM TBOIM.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

FAREWELL AT THE AIRPORT

In that spring we decided to part

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

By the tears in your eyes coming close.

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

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

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

And the sky that you chase.
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3IXO

3abnyaunace, ywna? Nogenowm.
MycTb Ha NAMATb HAHWXKETCS 3TO:
SanepuHomn

CKBO3b

Oypenom

npobupaeTcs nerkoe 3xo...

XOTb OTKITMKHUCb Ha ronoc >xusomn!
Mpununaet K nogony penenHuk,
3apacTtaeT Tpona MypaBoWn,
3apacTaeT TpaBou MypaBenHUK.



JIYHA

3abnykana? O6Bisna 3nom?

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

Kpisb Gypenom —

Ha nyaHTax —

JlyHa Becerkoga.

BigrykHeTbcs Ha ronoc? Ossal

Tinbku BiTEP HAZ NaM’ATTIO CBULLIE.

3aTarHyna cTexvHy Tpaga.
3aTarHyno TpaBy MypaenuLie.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

ECHO

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

Gentle echo,

Like ballerina,

Slipping gracefully through the windfall.

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

[aBHO xo4y JONTW OO CyTH,
oTBedaTb CONMM OKeaHa,

HO BCE TOM4y MOSIOCKY CyLUM
Ha CTbIKke MOpsi U NTMMaHa.

30Bs B Mops, TpybAT TypOuMHbI!
Ho Kak H¥1 pBYT OHU NOBOAbLA —
TEMHbI M CyMpayHbl rMyOuHblI...
Kunut xnsoe menkosoabe!

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

He pauun, He nobblun nerkom!..
Cyabba, XxpaHu Takyt ManocTb,
4yTOO HaZ MOEW CMOMEHOW NoaKown
3Be3a HaMoKLlas cmesnach!

Ytobbl gylwia 3awnack ot 6onum
B MELLKEe MOJIOYHOro TymaHa,
Ha rpaHy cyacTbs U HEBOMNN —
Ha CTblKe MOpSl U NIMMaHa.
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JloB CTABPUAM B HOPHOMOPL|

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

Ta BigHaxomxy KnanTuk CyLui
Ha ctuky mops i numaHy.

Hapynte, Muni i koxaHi,

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

BigTak, npocta mos nnaHuaga —
| 9 BECNYtO BpaHLi-paHo

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

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

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

Ha rpaHi wactsa i Hesoni,

Ha ctuky mops i numaHy.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

THE FISHING OF HORSE-MACKEREL

IN CHERNOMORKA

| want to come to the essence,

| want to taste the ocean salt,

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

The steamers are calling to the seal

They are eager to leave, but still

The deep waters are dark and morose,

the low waters are alive!

My fortune is simple,

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

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

Let my soul cry in pain

In the sack of milky fog

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

Houbto Wwtopm niotosan,

YTPOM OMMKK FyNstoT, Kak THOMbKK.
Ha 3anu3aHHon oTmenu
OPEMITIOT KasaLkKue NHoNbKU.

Mx numaH otpaet

rocre Kaxaoro LWTopma Kak nnary,
MX NPUAOHHbIE CTPYM

BbIHOCSIT MOA Kaxayto xaTy —
HOCorpewnHasi rmuHa,

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

cobupato kasaukume nionbKu.

Mo cbinyyen naryHe,

No OHY, YTO MPYXKMHUT, KaK CUTO,

MO >XapoBHE LUNMyYen,

B KOTOPYIO BNaru HanuTo,

no KuHbypHckown koce,

Mo ee MenKoBOAHOMY Kpato —

nocrie wropma

0BNOMKM noracLumx BekoB cobupaio.

Cnenku B3A0XOB rMyOuHHbIX,
YyOHble COMNENKU-KPUBYIbKN —
Ha NOCHSLLEeNncs oTMenmn
MNET KasaLKue NonbKN.
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MJAY MO KO3ALbKUX NIONbKAX

HalwTopmuno BHoui.

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

Tam ko3aLbKi, LLie 3acnaHi, NoNbKN.

ix numaH ogpae

[Micns KoXHOro LWTOpMY, SK nnarty,
Ix BUHOCATL WITOPMK

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

Min6upato wnidoBaHi NoNbKN.

Mo naryHi cunkin,

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

LLlo B Hel Bonory HanuTo,

Mo KiHGypHCbKin koci,

B minkosoapai, ickpaeyky-ckpato —
Micns wropmy

YnamkiB noracnmx cToniTb Hasbupato.
30MKN OpeBHiIX 3iTXaHb,

YynacinHi coninkn-kpuBynbkn —

Ha nnnTkin MinuHi

MnitoTb NtONbKN KO3aLlbKi...

On, nionbku!

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

MOURNING OVER THE COSSACKS’ PIPES

Storm was furious this night —

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

on the tidy sandbank dream around.

After storms the estuary pays them
like money for travel,

Bottom currents deliver them,

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

| am strolling in water

and gathering pipes of the warriors.

| am all in the sands,

in the bottoms elastic like bolter,
On the braziers sizzling

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

| am lost on its shallow border,

| have come after tempest

to gather the debris of ages.

Moulds of sighs from the depths,

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

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

TYT OCENo OHO,

nepemMeTHoe knagodwiie TpyoOoK.
MoxerT, BblLLe:

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

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

Berywun Butok msicopybku:

pa3! — 1 HeT HMKOro.

Tonbko nn HabueaeTcs B TPYOKM.

HeckoHuaembli Bpog...
Mpumepsito Ha owwynb crieqsl,

N3 KOTOPbIX pacTyT

POOHWKM NpencnogHer Boabl.

loe Tbl, BpeMsi B3pbIBHOE?

TBoW BbIOPOC NeckaMu NPUTYLLEH.
MepTBOW1 3bIObI0 CTOUT
©e3ronochbli 30510BbI BOW...
JInwb Topyat vyOykn —
NepUCKONbI, CBUCTYNbKW OTAYLUNH,
1 npunue HabyxaeT

Hag KpoMKoto 6eperoBo.



Ckinbku civyen 6yno, noeguHkiB —
LLlopoky, LLoaHUHN,

TyT ocCino BoHo,

Knagosuiue ¢irypHOi rmuHu.
Moxxe, BuLLe:

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

Ot Xe wronopHa Tsara!

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

JInw Hamyn BUNMHaE i3 TpyOKK.

[omiHKe MasiuiHHA. Ha goTuk Topkato cnigw,

[e cBoe »eboHATb NOTONDIYHI xepenbLs BoAu.

Oe Tn, yace MUHyLLMIN?

Tebe 3agyLumno nickamm.

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

Mepuckonu ko3aubki Hag4 Hamu,

ABY MM i Kpi3b LBMHTAPHY MMy

Mpo3npanu xutts!

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

See the dead battlefields,

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

in the pipes,

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

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

went to sink in the whirlpool of ages?

This dead-water canal

with its tunnel meandering over

Comes through epochs to hands —

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

and the coil of the cruel meat-grinder:

Ups! — and nobody here.

Only mud fills the pipes and brims over.

Feel how endless the wade...

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

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

In the sands, in the ripples

of the voiceless Aeolus wailing?

Only chibouks around —

periscopes, air-holes of whistles,

And the tide slowly swells,

slowly swells on the narrowing shoreline.
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*kk

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

Boru HocaT nypnypHble Torm —

My3a TpenneT 6a3apHble IKUHCbI:

en kopceTbl yborue Tyru,

B CBUTEpKe NpeanovTUTEenbHEN WaHChI.
Beab cTuxun — He 3naTble YepToruy,

a cKopee — KOHTaKTHbIE MNMH3bI.

B HUX choHapuKn CBETAT U3 BbiOTN,

N OCSIMU CBepYaT OUNMXaHChI.



*kk

Bipwi € — rama3sei aHTuKBapa,

[e aHTW4HI 3anunneHi 6rocTu.

He BnisHaTu ix — npocTo raHeba,

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

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

Hy, a B cBeTpuKy H6adaTbest LWwaHcu.
Ane BipLUi — He NpUcMepkK YepTora,
A cKkopillie — KOHTaKTHI ue niH3n.

B Hux ropsTb nixTapi B 3ameTini

W pepeHnyath no oci amnixaHcy.

CMNACEHHOE CNnoBO

*kk

There are verses like shops of antiques

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

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

No, this brand only bite, only gravy,

Only marble mixed up with foam plastic.

Purple togas for heavenly bodies,

Muse would come in old jeans that torn out:

In corsets she feels shy and uneasy,

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

It is may be sort of some contact lenses.

See its lights flashing through snow blizzards,
Hear its coaches lonely creaking in axles.
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Pag Tomy, 4TO MHOroneTHas apykba C BbICOKOTANaHTAMBbLIM YKPAWHCKUM MO3TOM
Omutpom KpemnHem, Kpome HacnaxpeHus TBopyecksm obuieHvem, gana CTonb
BeLLEeCTBEHHbIN pe3ynbTar.

NckpeHHe Gnarogapto Tex, KTo MOMOr 3TON HEOObIYHOM KHUIe YBUAETb CBET: MOSTOAYHO
noateccy n gunonora dapuHy bepesnny ns Hukonaesa, kmesnsH Cepres MrHatoBa
n Npera KpacHoBa, 06LLMMN yCUINSIMN KOTOPbIX POANIACh aHrNoA3bl4HAsA BEPCUS.
MCTUHHBIM COaBTOPOM KHUIMM CYMTAKD HUKOMNMAEBCKOro XygoxHuka AnekcaHapa
MnaTtbeBa, cymeBLUEro No-CBOEMY MPOYYBCTBOBATbL U YBUAETHL CMOBO.

OTOT 3ambicenn He cMor ©Obl peanu3oBaTbca 6€3 nNoaOoepPXKNU W3BECTHOrO
npeanpuHuMarens u meueHara, reHepansHoro aupektopa OOO CIT «HUBYIOH»,
lepos YkpavHbl Anekces AdpaHacbeBuya Bapatypckoro v HukonaeBckoro mapa
Brnagumupa Omutprnesnya Hamkn.

Cnacun6o Bcem!
Bnagumunp MNyukos

doT10 Ha obnoxke AnekcaHgpa Kpemko n Omutpus JlackmHa.



