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“EMoIriiHe HamoOB-
HeHHs Ioe3il Maptnu
[Tounnaiiko He Iepe-
XAIOIy€ yepes Kpaii. He
BATpavacThCs HaJlapeM-
HO. X0ua, 371aBaAocs O,
sK Ile Bce J03yBaTu y
Alpuni?! Hemoxanso!
Omnuaue, — Taka 0co0-
AUBICTH aBTOPCHKOTO
IVIXaHHS, aBTOPCHKOTO
cayxanns! He mepe-
AMBATH Yepe3 Kpan 4Ya-
IIi KONITOBHMI HaIIill.
Axe BiH 3HaJOOUTHCS

“The emotional filling
of Marta Pochynayko’s
poetry does not brim
over to be wasted.
Strange though it may
seem, emotion in lyrics
can hardly be dosed or
overdosed! The author
has a keen sense of ba-
lance, as natural as
breathing or hearing —
measure is treasure. Re-
ally, why should one spill
the precious elixir of po-
etry out of the brimmer
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7 oAs iHmmx KyOkis. I
BUYBA€ThCs MEHi IIAL-
XeTHMI Iepel3BiH CIIo-
KiJIHOTO IipChKOTO Kpu-
mITasm”.

Bikrop [TaanachKmit!

“Kanp Aipuunoi mi-
HiaTiOpH, B3araAai
BIABHOI'O, HEPMMOBAHOIO
BipIlla 3HAYHOIO MipOIO
cdopMyBaBcsl K 3a11epe-
YeHHsI Toro, mo IIoAap
Bepaen naspap “Aitepa-
Typor”, — 03106A€HOTO
3BMYHUM apCeHaAOM
Xy IO>XKHiX 3ac00iB, 4acTo
HEIIMPOro, sIKMit “Oirb-
IIle I3BeHUTh, aHi>XK Ba-
KUTH”, COAOOKaBOTO
OMchMa.

while some of it could be
saved for other goblets! It
makes me fancy a eu-
phonic chime of the
noble rock crystal”.

Victor Palinsky !

“The genre of lyrical
miniature is, generally, a
free unrhymed verse that
was formed mainly as
opposed to what Paul
Verlaine called “belles-
lettres”, — light literary
writing embellished with
a common set of figura-
tive means, very often
too sweet to be true -
“Plus sonat, quam valet”.

The genre chosen by
Marta Pochynayko is
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Tont Xaup, o oro
obpara Mapra I Tounsaii-
KO, CIOpiTHeHM i3 rpa-
dikoro mepenycim 4ir-
KiCTIO IITPUXiB, NOBip-
AVBUM, Oe3 HeJIOMOBOK i
HAaIIiBTiHel, 3BepHEeHHIM
IO 4MTada, YM TO IIaK
“TAsavya” — nepen HaMu
“30poBa” 1moesis, B SIKii
IyMKa i IIOYYTTs BTiACHI
Y AAKOHIYHO OKpeCACHMIA
o0pas3... Unrau Biquye ote
My3uuHe “AeraTo” (06-
pasu noenHaHi 31e6inb-
II0I'0 acOLIATMUBHO, Y Ha-
CTPOEBOMY KAIOUi); Ta
TOAOBHE — IIIO caMa KOM-
MO3MUITisI, TITAICTh BU-
KAafy, Oyoydy BUpa3oM
Hallpy>XeHol  Ipari
Iy1lli, IATOCTPYE IPOBiJ-

similar to graphics — first
and foremost, in legibi-
lity of touches; trustwor-
thy, with no reservations
or half-tones while ad-
dressing the reader, or
rather, “the spectator” —
because here we deal
with “visual” poetry in
which thoughts and
feelings are embodied in
a laconically-shaped
image... The reader will
enjoy the “legato” music
(images are conveyed
chiefly by associations
and state of mind);
moreover, the very ar-
rangement and expo-
sure of the poetic mes-
sage is a manifestation of
laborious strain of soul:
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HY IYMKY IIOeTMYHOI
30ipKI: AIOIMHI AMUUTH
IIOKipHO HEeCTU CBiil Ts-
rap JIOpOroxo OUMIIeHH:,
3Maraxouyuch Iepeaycim
i3 cobor0...”

Anppin Cogomopa®

“Ii moesist crporo pa-
IiOHaABHA, TyXOBHa, Oa
7 iHTeAeKTyaAbHa, aAe
napagoKCaAbHUM YM-
HOM TOHKO YyTT€Ba i
rcmxoaorivna. Ty Baxk-
AVIBa MUTH JIOTOPKY IO
iHIIIOTO, 10 eHepreTUKN
OAVKHBOTO, O HE3TAU-
6vMoi HapoIHOT My, 1
o1t dirocodist cepreu-
HOCTI 3[JaTHa 3BOPYIIN-
THU JIO CAi3 He TiABKM aB-

itis only human to carry
humbly one’s heavy
burden along the road of
purification, fighting,
chiefly, one’s own
self...”

Andriy Sodomora *

“Her poetry is strictly
rational, moved by spirit
and intellect, and how-
ever paradoxical it might
sound, it is keenly sensile
and psychologic. Most
significant about it is an
instant of contact with the
energy of kindred spirits,
with the unfathomable
soul of our folks, — and
this philosophy of cordi-
ality can move to tears not
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Topa: “Moe crokiitae the author alone: “My
cepue 3amAakaao Bim easy-tempered heartshed
panocri”. tears of joy”.

Bornan Yenypko® Bogdan Chepurko *



...Bosearo nocmoau, cmapi ax ceim
I nocniwaro 0o mexi ceoei...

..I'll take my old, worn out shoes
And hurry towards my destination...



ITOPII' CMMPEHHI

A THRESHOLD
OF HUMILITY




Ho3BoAB 3 To60I0 pO3MOBASITH,
Honoxu Heb6a TBepib
Han roroBaMy HallIUMIA. . .
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As long as over our heads
We have the God’s skies,
Shall I talk to You...

— 13—



IToer moniGHMII 0O 3yXBaABIIs,
Bo B3sB cobi 3a mpaBo

CBoI IyMKM OIIOBiIaTH 1HIIVM.
ITo BeAeTa moeT nomibHmi1,

[To nmepeHOCUB TyMKU-IIETAVHN
Ha Bucoxy ropy

I 36ymyBaB naAar He3pUMMIA,
HaziB KOpoHY 3 IIEAIOCTOK CAOBECHMX
I TimmThCsa XMMepOoIo. ..

Ho >xebpaka noeT nomi6HMM,
SIKMii HeCMIAO IIPOCTSTrae KHUTY,
Buuikye TpeMTAMBO

HyMmky Bamy.
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A poet is the one who's ventured

To entitle himself

To word his thoughts for others.

A poet is like a giant

Who carried the bricks of his thoughts
Onto a high mount

And built an invisible castle,

Put on a crown of word-petals,

And feels happy with the miracle he’s done.
A poet is much of a beggar

Who shyly hands out his book,
Anxiously waiting

For Your Say on it.
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Mu Bci m1eMo. ..

XTO — IO CTepHi,

XTO — TaeM BEeCHSIHUM,
XTO — CipOIO IIYCTeACIO. ..
Ha e BeeBuirain
Ckasaty Mir Ou:

Koken 3 Bac,

Iﬁﬂqu IIOPOTIOIO CBOEIO,
Bubip Mas...
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Everyone paves his way...
Someone steps
on the stubble of harvested crops,
Someone walks
through the woods in the springtime,
Someone else wanders a desert...
On that, the Most High
Could say:
Anyone,
Walking his own way,
Has had a choice...
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Boke AiT 6araTo Buycs
IToBiputn cobi
I smatucs ma MuaicTs Boxy.
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For years I've been learning
To trust in myself
And surrender at God’s discretion.

— 19—



3mmaocepancs, I'ocrioan!
Hait cuan mo6opoTn
Cebe B cBOIX MyMKax!
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My God, have mercy on me!
Give me strength to overcome
Myself in my thoughts!



Hymia crpeMuTs 10 Heba. ..
I TBOpUTS MicHIO
Ha 1mmoAi Biuamx cais...
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The heart strives to the skies...

And makes songs
On tear-watered grounds...
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3aKoAmMcaAa oyury
O6AecAmBicTh Uy>Ka

Ta 11 BiamycTmaa i, COHHY,
TToMmix Aromm...
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The soul was lulled

By the strangers’ mealy-mouthed speeches
And ... was let to go, half asleep,

Amidst the folks.
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[Monms My Iepexo Mo
Llen micT, mo 3’eqnye
FaHb6y 1 MUAOCEePIIL. ..
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Daily we cross
The bridge that spans
Disgrace and graciousness...



I'lepepocrae B cAOBO
Kopcroka nymxa,

ITTo mouekaaacst Haroau
36eHTeXXUTH Mili IPOCTip. ..
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My mental torments
Are taking verbal shape,
For time has come

To stir my aura of oblivion...
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Tax-rak, 'opamniro?,
Heb6araTpoM cymmaocs mi3HaTH
CBoro Mexy —

Y mommcaax, y BUMHKAX,

Y raus0i. ..
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That’s it, Horace?,

Very few succeeded in seeing
The bounds

In their designs, deeds,

And their disgrace...

— 31—



Hacrane nens,

I Kxo>keH 3 Hac ITOKKHE

CBilt KopabeAp-IIpuMapy —
HeBMiAMM KpOKOM CTYIIATD
Ha 6utnit masx.
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The day will come

For each of us to disembark
From a phantom ship -

To set an awkward foot

Onto a well-trodden path ashore.
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A TipKOTy, IO HeIpYIy OJapyBaAl,
3HiMy i3 cebe K OpyIHE AAXMITTSL.
CAhoBa ripki -

To noropk xomapa.

ITiny cTe>XmnHoro cBO€. ..
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I'll strip off, like dirty rags,

The bitterness received from my foes.
Bitter words are nothing

But bites of gnats.

I don’t care. I'll keep to my track...



3ycTpira CMBMHY. ..

Ta Buycsa manysaTi

Uy>Ke MOBUaHHSI, KPUK UY>KUI,
I cainoTy uyKy, i TAYXOTY,

bo He 36arnyTH,

IIIo mieTbcs

B uy>xint ayumi.



My hair’s gone grey...

Now I'm learning to hold in respect
Somebody else’s reticence, someone’s cry,
Other people’s blindness, and deafness,
For you can never know

What ‘s there

In one’s heart of hearts.
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Cryctmaacs y mekao [anTose’...
I'li3sHaAa, mo mocToitHa Mpockba
AIOIMHY BO3BEANUYE,

A Ti, IO 13 MOpaZOIO

HapyroTs 11ie 1 AYKaBCTBO,

Brmanyrts Ha IHO. ..

IToBipmaa, 110 BiJl HAAMIPpHMX CAi3
Hymia manie...

I 3po3yMina — AT060Bi HOTPeGYIOTH Ti,
IITo KOosTH 3A0...



Having descended to the Dantean Hell"...
I've come to know that an adequate request
Adds to one’s dignity,

While those who add to their advice

A piece of slyness

Will go to the bottommost depth...

I've come to see that excessive tears

Lessen the soul...

Now I understand — those are in need of love
Who commit the wrong and evil...



3 BikiB mareknx Mapk ABpeaii®

ITocaaB MeHi TepIIKe 1 MyIpe CAOBO:

He norans6u nymri cBoei mepe BivHiCTIO —
3/10Aav CBOI CTpasKIaHH:.

40—



Marcus Aurelius®, from bygone days,
Endowed me with a precious admonition:
Put no shame upon your soul

before the Doomsday —
Learn to fight your bitter sorrows.

— 41 —



ITomms BumMocs
Bpamnimmio 30pio crpivary,
CXMASATH TOAOBY B IIOKOPi
I maxysatu HeboBi,

IITo mam

OCBITAIO€ CTEXXVHMA. ..
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Every day we learn

To welcome the dawn,

To bend our heads in reverence

And send thanks for the Heavens above
That lighten the paths

For all of us...

— 43—



Ho6irAu oAy IHS MOi POKL.
ITouyaa BiZl yunTeAs cBOIo:
AIoIIMHa B CaMOTi IIpMpedyeHa
Ha eroizm.

sl xouy 3pyiHyBaTH LIIO HAYKY
I mparny B caMoTi

Cebe 3a6yTHn...
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I've reached the midday of my age.

It reminded me of a teacher of mine saying:
A single person is, as a rule, condemned

To be selfish.

I want to break the rule

And try, in my solitude,

To forget my own self...

— 45—



3eAeHe JepeBIie

KopinHAM YilIKO CKeAIo 00X0oUnAo0,
106 BiTpy NpOTHUCTOSITH,

Poctu, minuiTH,

CrpivaTyt coHIle 3 POKY B pIK,

bo Tak xotiB TBOpers.
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A green sapling,

Clutched with its roots at the rock
To resist the wind,

To grow stronger

And see the sun from year to year,
For this was the Creator’s will.
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Csiukn-nepeBa B r0Ay60My MUTOTIHHI
Y Mil1 OCciHHI IeHb

Hamminryrors:

He BapTo 3rymyBaTu 6apsu

Ha nesaBepieniit Kaptuni

BaacHOro >xutTsl. ..
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The candles of the trees in their blue gleam,
On the day of my autumn,

Whisper in my ear:

One shouldn’t thicken paints

On the unfinished picture

Of one’s own life...
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Most xaTuna Kpai ceaa

I BikHA IMBASITHCS B TAAEKUI CTEIl.
Cinaro Ha mopir i posmoBasito 3 Hebom. ..
S BOSTUHA MOAI,

o TyT >XuBy

WM HixTO He IiJICAYXOBY€
Posmosy...

50—



My humble house in the countryside
Has windows opening on a vast steppe.
I’ d sit down on the threshold

and talk to the Skies...
I thank my lucky stars
For living here,
And nobody can hear
The talk...

— 51—



Yn BapTO roBOpUTH
ITpo ripkoTy caMoTHHH,
Koan y Beuip Aariaumii
3altaAor0 CBIUKM

I cayxaro Cenexy’!?.
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Is it good talking

About the bitterness of solitude
When on a soft evening

I can light candles

And heed Seneca’?..



Un camaocs,

Un HasIBY 6y AO:

Ocinnii Beuip.

l:Io BYAUIIL XOAO/IHIM, TOIIOBi
MImoB YOAOBIK i3 KOIIIMKOM AiAel
I mapyBaB iXx IePEeXOXKNM. ..
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Whether in a night-dream

Or a dreamlike truth it was:

On an autumn evening, cold and rainy,
A man was walking along a street

With a basket of lilies,

And presented them to the passers-by...
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Y caMoOTi cBOilt

3abynp mpo cebe,

AinnBe cepre npo6yam

I myxom mimaimMucek mo Heba,
IToBip TBOp1EB],

[lo mapysaB TO6i

Tsoro mopory...
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In your seclusion,

Forget yourself,

Wake up your languished heart
And offer it to be inspired

By the Creator

Who paved

The way for you...
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Tu me Xxypucs — Bip!
bor uye

Cep1is HaIIOToO CAOBa
I 3HaE€,

[lo pobuTy 3 HUML.

__ 58—



Don’t worry and trust in God!
He hears

The words of our hearts

And knows

How to treat them.

59—



Hagimo I'ocrtonmosi

Most AT0OOB 1 TIOKAOHIHHSI,
SIKIIIO 3HEeBaXKy OAVIKHBOTO,
Caimnesi pyKy He IToaM

I ciparaoro He 3ayBaxy,
Iﬂﬂyqn B 3a7lyMi MOAUTOBHIN?

— 60 —



Shall God

Take my love and faith

If I disgrace my fellow-man,

Give a blind man no hand

And neglect the one who's thirsty,

When I walk plunged in pious thoughts?

— 61—



I3 BizicTani MOIX IPMIAIEIIHIX CUBMX JIHIB
B>xe nounnaro HyHi, 1ie Ha IiBIOPO3i,
BcepummpoMy IOISIKY BifaBaTu

3a Te, IO CIOBHMAMCH

He Bci Mo1 6a>kaHHsI.
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At a distance of my grey remaining days,
Half-way though, I begin today

To thank the Most High

For the wishes that are still left

To come true.

— 63—



Hexait caro3a caMoTHS
ChoBoMm mpopocre,
IITo BocKpecuTh HaIiIO. ..
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May the solitary drop of tear
Sprout the word
Which would make me hopeful again...



BXAOHSIIOCS TO CTill CBOI HEOAI,
Topxarocst IOIOAY 11 BaXKeHHOI OZleXi,
Hymiero 3aBMuparo,

IuBAIOCS B 11 OUi, IOBHI CAi3,

I 6auy npyra B HUX...



I bow low to my cruel lot,

Touching the hem of its heavy garment.
With a sinking heart,

I'look into its tearful eyes

And see my friend in them...
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36y Iyro MicT i3 TaByTMHMA
Han nmpipBoro Tepminms

I cipo6yro, X04 TyMKOIO,
Ha npyrmi 6eper IIePEeNTH. ..
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I'll make a cobweb bridge
Over a gulf of patience
And try, at least in mind,
To get onto the other side...

— 69—



XKebpaukoro 6yaa s mo3aB4Opa,
Cnaira Ha y36i4ui B rOMiHKOMY MicCTi
I rpmsaa xAi6 cyxuii. ..

Byaa st Buopa GaraueM 3yXBaAMM

I 6aumaa Anire cebe

M cBoi po3Baru.

A HVHI HIPUIUBASIOCH IO JITeN Uy>KNX,
ITo na TpaBi

ITig comeukoM CMIIOThCA. ..

I mounnaro posymiru,

ITIo xBiTKa, HEOO,
Konuk-crpnbynens —

To cupasni pait.

Taxi Moi MeTamopdo3y,

OBiniro® garexkuii. ..
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I was a beggar the day before yesterday.
I sat at a curb in a noisy town

And nibbled rusks...

Yesterday, I was rich and audacious
Being concerned only about myself

And the diversions of city life.

Today, I look closely at other people’s kids
Enjoying sunshine on the grass

And laughing happily...

Now I come to seeing with my own eyes
That a flower, the sky,

A grass-hopper —

All this is a true paradise.

These are my metamorphoses,

Publius Ovidius?® the remote...

— 71—



Y moMMAKax 9y>Kux modadmaa
Buopaine BigasepKaAas
Baacnoro rpixa...
ITpo6aumaa...60 Bci imeMo
OnHMM TOCTMHIIEM METYIIAUBUM. ..
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In someone else’s errors I saw
Yesterday’s reflection

Of my own faults...

I learnt thus to pardon others...
Because we all walk along a bustling road...

— 73—



51 3HOB 1y
CTe>XMHOIO TI€IO XK...
Ta 3 inmmMM nymMKaMn.

74—



I'll go on
The same way, as ever...
But think another way.

75—



I7IOMy CYIIMAOCS

3aBXX/IM Ha pO3IOpiXKi OyTH,
TikaTy Bizm caMoro cebe

I, Bpemri-pemnr,

3HaMTH CBOIO CAMOTHIO XaTy,
Kasarty npaBny crinam,

bo BouM 3MOBUaTh...
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He was fated

Always to find himself at a crossroads,
Escape his own self

And, after all, he found

Comfort in a solitary dwelling

To tell its walls the veritable truth
Because they’d keep it to themselves...
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Bin roBopus posymHi peui,
Taki morpi6Hi HaM,

A MM He CAYXaAM...
CaMOTMHOIO BiH TepIIiB
Herony nmHiB i 3SAMTO/IHI.

A My 6yAn caimi, Gaiimyxi. ..
BocTanme MOKAOHMBCS BiH,
I'Timmos... Ha3aBX M.

Moro cAoBa, Iy MKMA

I 6iAb

ITorpoxy B>XXe HaB3I0raHsIOTh
Hac...
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He talked of very clever things,
The things we couldn’t do without
We didn’t heed him, though...

In his loneliness, adversity, and destitution
He would never complain,

And we were blind and careless...
He bade us a farewell

And was gone ... forever.

Today, his words, his thoughts
And anxieties

Are, little by little, overtaking
Us...

— 79—



Hawm me mizHaTH

JIK YceBUIIIHIV HEBUIMMO €IIHAC
Cepriat i mymmi

Ha 3eMuMx cTe>XXmHax. ..

M misHaeMo 6iAb

[Tpm 3ycTpivi CTEXXMHOK IIX

I3 BiuHicCTIO. ..
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We'll never know

How the Almighty makes

Our hearts meet

On this world paths...

We come to knowing heartaches
When the other’s path

Runs short...

To meet the Maker.

— 81—



1 3HOBY OIIMHMAACS Ha PO3IOPLKXKI. ..
I cipi xMapy HaIAMBAIOTh. ..

3HaliAa PATYHOK B IyMIIi,

o maro 6yTi TyT,

A6u posnoBinaTy,

SIK movyBaeThcs aymia

B 6e3Buxomi. ..

SIK mouyBaeThcs Aylia,

Koan crynae mo ay>xin qoposi. ..
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Now again I've found myself

at the crossroads...

And grey clouds are impending...
I've found salvation in the idea
That I must stay where I am,

To tell others

What it feels

To be in great despair...

What it feels

To step on a wrong path...

83—



[Tomymanoce:

He 3anen6aru 6 nymry,

ITTo6 He 3Manina, He ocrabAa,
IT106 He AMIIMAACH I 3eMAEIO
Y TiAl MepTBOMY

ToMmuTyCs 1 TOTHUBATH. ..

A6u 3HaMIIAQ Y cO6i CrAK
3MaxHy TV KPUABIISMU

I moaeTiTV BBUCE...
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I thought

Of how to keep one’s soul living,
Spare its power and strength,
Protect it against being buried

In the dead body

To languish and decay...

Let it go easy and light,

Able to flap its wings

And soar upwards...

85—



Bxxe nyxe-my>ke ckopo
Ha TBiJt IOpir AMCTOK OCIHHIN ASDKe. ..
Ha cBiT morastaent
CIHoKiltHO, AaTriIHo,

Ta He 3ax04eI1 po3MOBASITHI
ITpo rAnbuAy npo3piHHES

I mpo cBoI ocTanHi AHi. ..
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Very soon, without delay,

An autumn leaf will land on your threshold...
And you will see the world around

With ease and comfort,

You'll feel reluctant to discuss

How clearly you’ve come to seeing the world
And be aware of your remaining days...

87—



Aerenpki 6iAl MEAIOCTKH
AeTATh 3a BITPOM.
31aA0Ch Ha MUTH,

IITo To BecHa Tikae

Opn Mmoro BikHa...

88 —



Light white petals

Are flying with the wind.
In a trice it seemed

That the spring did a bolt
Off my window...

89—



VY 11ei1 ClIeKOTHUM JIeHb
Mopo3om obmikae aymry
Bama 6a171/:[y>KiCTb IIPOXOAOMHA. ..

— 90—



On such a hot day
Your cool apathy
Burns my soul with frost...

— 91 —



B mam nenp posxpucranmit
He rosopimo

I'Tpo B6oOricTh APYyXOMH,
ITpo ip>xaBy 4yecTs, —

B>xe Beuip nacrae.

IMBUCE, IK CYMOBUTO
Bepba cxmasie BiTH. ..
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On the loose days of ours

We oughtn’t to talk

About the degrading fellowship,
Or the rusting sense of honour, —
Night is falling.

Better look at the willow
Dropping its boughs in a melancholy...

93—



He nopikaii HikomMy,

I cobi...

o B mio maaeny 6ypio
TBosI xaTuHA BHAAA.

94—



No one is to blame,

Neither are you...

If in a raging storm

Your dwelling has collapsed.

— 95—



Bin wopnoru mymox

TeMsie mHebo...

I cyMOBUTO TOAOBY CXMASIIOTH
biai xBiTH...
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Blackness of one’s thougths
Makes the sky dull and gloomy...
And sets the white flowers

Bending their heads in sorrow...
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Heck TaM... 3a 0OpieM...
Mene yekae GiAMIT KiHb...
Hapasi morasiparo cazn,
ITponoAro0 IyMKM. ..
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Somewhere ...behind the sky-line...

A white horse awaits on my arrival...
Meanwhile I'm looking after my garden,
Weeding my thoughts...
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BikoHHi mmOKM Hid 3aMaAIOBaAa
Y KOAiIp YOpHMIA...

B Mot xaTuHi CBITAO BUIIPOMIHIOE
CoHnaTa MicsgHa...

Haromaennit bonaep’

CrnokiiiHo pyKy IIOJac,

Bene MeHe cTe>xmHamMm

Kpacn i Crainy...

— 100 —



The night has painted the window-panes
In black colour...

While my chamber is filled

With the Moonlight sonata...

And fatigued Baudlaire’

Tranquilly offers his hand

To invite me to his realm

Of Beauty and a ruptured Spleen...

— 101 —



B nerony Bmiiiiaa

Ha crapwmit roctunens. ..
I moBepuyAacs.
MwuHaAM IHi ...

51 3HOBY MIIIAQ TYIN. ..
He 3HaAa, mo gaBHO
Hopororo 1iero

Y>Ke HiXTO He 13IUTh...

— 102 —



On a nasty day I came out
Onto an old track...

And returned home.

Days went by...

And I walked there again...
I didn’t know
That the track
Had been no longer used...

— 103 —



ITaraxxoTATh IepeBa,
l'acue

Ocinne nagsevip’s. ..
Mo>XAMBO,

Ileit nens — ocTaHHIM,
OcTaHHS MUTE. ..

— 104 —



Trees are ablaze with gold,
The autumn evening-glow
Is dying down...

This day

Might be your last one,
An instant never to return...

— 105 —



IToxuny niM, 60 Tpeba Tax...
BissMy 3 co6o10 B TOpOY

Te, 1110 3aAUIIIMAOCS:

Tpoxu gecri,

HyMxn,

Bipu...

CTOopoHHII BCAiz cka3aB Ou:
Taxk Tpoxmu...i XX1uaa BoHa...

— 106 —



I'll leave my home. I think it so...
And I will pack into my bag

All that is left:

A bit of honour,

A piece of mind,

And somewhat faith...

An outsider would say on me:

She must have lived... that much of a little...

— 107 —



O Asrycrune'!

S1 me 6peny AMCTOIIAIOBUM AicOM
I mymaro, 1o moAroOuTH

Kpacy tBOpin® BeceBummnroro —
To saauuTs noArOONTH Bora.

O Asprycrune!

— 108 —



Oh, St. Augustine'!

While strolling in the November woods
I come to believing that to enjoy

The beauty of God’s creations

Means to love the Most High Creator.
Oh, My Augustine!

— 109 —



Brsray moBKoBy CyKHIO,
ITiny y yopHwMii cBiji KBagpar...
TaM TpoMOBASIIOTE
CKpuIKy, BIOAOHYEAI. ..
I AenBe-AenBe

Moe 360Aaire ceprie
OxxuBae.

— 110 —



I'll dress myself in silk

And enter my “Black Square”...
There I can hear

Violins and cellos

Sweetly talking

To my long-suffered heart,
And it gets revived.

— 111 —



51 3HOB 1 3HOB iy

Ha micT xucTkmin

Han ypsumem.

TaM XBUASL CTPIMIOAOB
ITage B 0OIIMM CKEAB. ..

— 112 —



Over again I step

Onto a shaky bridge
That spans the precipice.
There the water falls
Headlong into a hug of rocks...

— 113 —



He posmmnait Moi caroBa
I me mykait o6Ay I,

bo Mn y>xe na Tin cresi,

e TIOrAsI/I IPOMOBASIE. ..

— 114 —



Don’t crucify my words,

Seek no pretence in them,

For so much a path is left behind us,
That it’s not words but looks

Which matter most...

—115—



Y Halll HecaMOBUTUIL Yac
Memne Ha3goraHse

Mysuxa Poccini'! -
ITeperansie,

BepraeTncs

I BUXOpOM KPY>XKASIE,

Hemos caoBa napye:

Panin, BcMmixavcst 6AI/I>I(HBOMy,
Honoxu He 1moyyAa
[iarno3-BUpOK...

SIKIIO e cTaAOCh

I xoron KpyoKaHuI TPOHU3YE
TBOIO CBITOMICTB,

To cuam BimHaMIM B coO1

I 3aTaHDION CBiV1 TaHeIb

Ha pimnomy, TBepoMy I'pyHTi,
Crymn 6e3 >KaAto

Ha cBiit mouaTox

ITicAst KiHDSL. ..

— 116 —



In our crazy time

I'm caught up

With the music by Rossini'! —
Now it leaves me behind,

And now comes back,

And whirls round

As if urging

To be cheerful, smiling to the fellow-men
Before you hear

The verdict of final diagnosis...
If this has, though, happened
And the icy cold pierces

Your mind,

Gather all your vigour

And dance your dance

On your own, firm soil,

Make a steady step

With no regret to start anew
After the end...

— 117 —



TyT npucMepK AarigTHmii. ..
TyT KO>XXHE CAOBO Ba>KUThb...
TyT cepre Tnxo nmArave.
Un 3BaKMUITICS...

3a e Mopir crynmuTu?..

— 118 —



Here dusk brings every comfort...
Here every word weighs much...

Here one’s heart cries softly.

And could you venture...

To step over this threshold?..

— 119 —



HyMKu Tpumaen,

JIK y 3aTUCHYTIN JOAOHI, —
Ha Boaro Bigmyctn ix...
Hexai1 AeTsITh HEMOB IITaxu
Y mpocrip,

[e conrie, micHs, TPO3MN. ..

I sAx1mo nTaneyka KoTpack
O6 ckeAto posi6’eTncs,

To momapyit 3eMai
CApo3y...

— 120 —



You keep your thoughts
As if clenched in a fist, —
Release them...

Let them fly like birds
Into the outer space

Full of sunshine, songs, and storms...
And if a reckless birdie
Happens to hit a rock
Give it a tear

Of sympathy...

— 121 —



He nmoxupait mene, BceBummniii,

I ma MO1 cTe>XXMHM IpuUBeIn
Hacnpasni tnx,

Komy norpibna s

I XxTO O MEHe ropHeTH s AYLIEIO.
He nioxunai mene, BeceBummiii,
Bo x s 6ayKato

B TeMpsBi...

— 122 —



Abide with me, my Lord,

Bring onto my paths

Those who feel truly

In need of me, and

Who lean to me with all their hearts.
Oh Lord, abide with me,

For I am wandering

In the dark...

— 123 —



3ycTpiHy IiCHIO BpaHIINIHBOI HTaX!
I moxkaany cBoxo AIOO0B
Ha naaxy nms...

— 124 —



I'll hear the dawn chorus
And will give all my love
For the whatever day to come...

— 125 —



Han samu ve6o. ..

€ MoBa pi/iHa, € 3eMAS

3 iMeHHAM — YKpaiHa.

ITomait mam, boxke,

3MOTHU M CUAM

Ha xAi6 HacyImHMit 3apoOAsTH,
TBOpUTH ITiCHIO,

I'TismaBaTy CBiT.

Or1re i Bce, maHOBe. ..

— 126 —



We’ve got the Sky over the head...
The native tongue, the land -

Its name’s Ukraine.

God the Almighty, grant us

A feasible force

To earn our daily bread,

Create our own song,

Gain true knowledge of the world.
That’s all I've got to say...

Just for today...

— 127 —



CBoboma — mpoBeciHb

A5 31iICHEeHHSI CMIAMBUX MpIiiA.
CBob6oma — HOKAMK BIUHMI

HAst mynmi. ...

CBob6ona — HeOe3leunmit, OYHUI XMiAb,
[Tlo HMIINTE HEPO3BAKHMX i CAAOKMX. ..

— 128 —



Freedom is a dangerous intoxication
That kills the reckless and the weak.
Freedom is an early spring

For the boldest dreams to come true.
Freedom is an everlasting call

For an open heart...

— 129 —



Tax-tak, Tapace'...

Hapon, okpanenmit, 36y nmBcs,
Ta crpoconns

['ocTunHO IBepi BimuMHsIe
Henpyram HOBuM. ..

— 130 —



Oh you were right, Taras'...
The people awoke robbed,
And still half-awake

Now opens the doors

To welcome new foes...

— 131 —



Mmn 3HOBY y KyTKY

3i cTpaxoM CIIOTASIZIAEMO,

SIK BOporu 3yxBaAo OeHKETYIOTh
Y Hammin xaTi...

— 132 —



Driven again into a corner
And gripped by fear we watch
The foe feasting impudently
In our home...

— 133 —



3a 06piit, 0 BOTHEM Y3sIBCH,
sl moayMKM CIIinny,

[Tlo6 meHP HOBMIT 3yCTPIiTH

I stAammTy mekydy mam’siTh
ITpo Hamte cbOroIeHHs. ...

— 134 —



Behind the sky-line, which is aflame,
I am mentally hurrying up

To see a new day in,

To smooth away the burning memory
Of the “nowadays” of ours...

— 135 —



Bxxe 30pi nocKAarOTH HaM
TUCIYOAITTSI TpeTe.

biast 36ymoBaHOTO Xpamy

Miit BUNTEAB...

Cepen xebpakiB

Hecmiro pyKy npocrsrae. ..
3IpUrHYAOCS CTape po3IL ATTs
Ha xpecri nOBOMY...

— 136 —



The stars have ushered us

Into the third millennium.

By the door to a newly-built temple,
I see my teacher...

Among the almsmen,

With his palm stretched shyly out for alms...
The old crucifix

On a new cross flinched...

— 137 —



Munymii mu. ..

I 370, 110 TBOPUMO, — MUHYIIIE.
3eMAs TeplriAa,

CrepunTs Hallli KPOKMA...

I npuitme Hac...

— 138 —



We are transient...

The evil we do is transient.
The tolerant earth did
And will endure our steps on it...
And will accept us...

— 139 —



YciM HeAerko posyMiTw,
Kymm itnemo

(Ta un mnemo?), —

SIK imemMo?

A 111e He Aerllie — HaM’ ITaTH,
ITTo B KO>XHOTO CBOS IOpOra —
Taka xopoTka...

— 140 —



It isn’t easy, for anyone, to make out
Where we are going

(whether we are moving at all?), —

Or what way we are going.

And it isn’t any easier — to bear in mind
That everyone has his own path -

And so short at that...

— 141 —



311 1eMo i3 XXKUTTEBOI TOPOIA

Y cAymIHMI1 yac...

Ta 6a!

Hami miaa, nymMxmn

le noBro 6ymyTs HYpTYBaTH

AGO CTeAUTHCS TEIIAOM UM XOAOIOM
CrexXxuHaMM KUBUMIA. . .

— 142 —



To get off the road of life

In due time...

Alas!

Our deeds and thoughts, however,
Will long be hanging low,

Either warm or cold,

Along the running paths...

— 143 —



Mu criomiBaeMocs,
AIHMBCTBOM BAACHMM CKOBaHi,
ITTo bor BeAMkmit

3ine i3 Hebec

I rpsanky HaM cKomae. ..

— 144 —



What fools we are

To reckon

On God Almighty

Coming down from Heaven
To dig beds for us...

— 145 —



Beamki B moMmcaax,
Maai B mirax —
Mmn mparueMo 3ycTpiTit acTsl. ..

— 146 —



Big in designs,
Small in deeds,

We reckon on fortune to smile on us...

— 147 —



He Bun Mene, uy>Xuniro,
PaArpIIMBO yCMiXaTUCh —

Ha 3eMAi Moint

€ BAACHI MIpKM 1 IIASIXETHICTb.

— 148 —



Don’t instruct me, stranger,

To wear an affected smile —

In my land,

We have our own values and morals.

— 149 —



Biiariae caoBO
Ha pyini ous
I Ipwitine Ha nOIIOMOTY.

— 150 —



A word spared
By ruins of the day
Will come to your rescue.

— 151 —



[IMopaHKy coHIIe IIOCHAAE
TpeMTAMBIMII IPOMiHB Y BIKHO MOE,
baararoun:

BcraBaii, BasTai KOAbUYIY IHS

Ha 6opoTs0y

3 ripKoI0 CaMOTOIO. ..

— 152 —



Every morning the sun sends

A timid ray into my window,

Pleading;:

Get up, put on a chain armour of the day
To fight

Your bitter solitude...

— 153 —



Ha niBmoposi
ITorasn TBint
ITepexonmaa BiUHICTb. ..

— 154 —



The-way-You-look
Was intercepted by eternity...
Half-way...

— 155 —



Bu Bimiviimam. ..

HAst MeHe XX TiHeM CBIiT BiIUyTHIIINIA,
AHIX 11€pOo, IO Yy PYIIi TPUMAaIO

I i caoBa mymry...

— 156 —



You've passed away...
And I am more aware

of the world of shadows
Than of the pen held in my hand
And writing these words...

— 157 —



Hyniero IpuUTyAIOCs
o TBoel TiHi...

To6i cka3aTy MOXY:

51 6aumaa cAbO3Y,

ITo manae y BiYHICTE. ..

— 158 —



I'll lean my soul
Against Your shadow...
You can be told:

I saw a tear

Falling into eternity...

— 159 —



IToxmuyBIM 3eMHi TypOOTH,

Ty BifiIIOB y HeIOCSDKHY TaA€UiHb. ..
MeHi 3aAUIIIMB

CBolo AI0O0B, cBilt OiAb i cBiit TsTaPp.
Mii1 1eHb CTIAMBAE OO KiHIIS.

sl Kpaii 1oporu oKAany

ITonBoeHY AIOGOB,

Tsarap noasinumii,

HeBraMmoBumi1 OiAb. ..

I mepexo>xoro 6aaraTuMmy :

CraAm Miit CIIaiox,

I, MO>Xe, BOTHUK Iieit

Korocs 3irpie,

Korocp pospamuTs,

A MoOXe... 11 pPO3CMIIIINATE.

— 160 —



Having abandoned the earthly trouble
You passed away, too far away to reach...
You bequeathed me, though,

Your love, your pain, your bondage.
My day is coming to an end.

I'll lay at the edge of the road
Virtually doubled love,

Twice as much bondage,

And the incessant pain...

I will implore a passer-by

To burn my heritage.

The fire and light

Could warm someone,

Bring comfort or consolation,

Or might ... make one laugh.

— 161 —



Miit mpusiaeit i MyKa:
KuBy 3eMHUM XUTTSIM
I 3sBiABHEHA BiJ CBITY...
Mint npyr -

I'lo Toit 6ik BuMipy,

He yac He Mae BilIAIKY...

— 162 —



My privilege and my distress:
Living a secular life

I am secluded in a fortress...
My sweetheart’s gone

Into immeasurable space
Where time has no accuracy...

— 163 —



Most cBo6oma — crioramy mpo Tebe,
Most A1060B — TO cioramu mpo Tebe,
B Moi11 XoAOIHIVI caMOTi

Memne pATyI0TH

Cnoramy po TebGe.

— 164 —



My freedom is remembrance of You,
My love is reminiscence of You,

In my cold solitude

The memory of You

Is my only salvation.

— 165 —



He mparmyunm Toro,

Tutbysie

YuureaeM MOIM HalOIABIIM.
HaBumB MeHe

ITorimami1 TMXUI IeHb AOOUTH,
36aray T TAMOVMHY CMMUPEHHS,

B ouax, y TeprieAMBoMy MOBYaHHi
IToGaunty Ar060B,

Baprhimy 3a XUTTA. ..

— 166 —



Without being keen on it,
You've been
My greatest teacher,
I've learnt from You
To love a soft and quiet day,
To perceive the heart of humility,
And in the eyes, in patient reticence,
To see love,
Worthier than life...

— 167 —



TBoI cKymi croBa

3 pokamu HaOyBaIOTh

biarpmol Baru

I B mam’sITi 3pMHAIOTH sICKpaBillle.

— 168 —



Your sparing words,

With years, acquire

More weight

And come out from memory much brighter.

— 169 —



YUuTeAro Miii TepIIeAVBNIA,
Uepe3s 6ararto AiT s BUBYMAA YPOKM. ..
[ Tpmiinm, xod yBi cHi.

5l CKpOMHO pyKYy HifHecy
I mo3BOAY mpOCHTUMY

3 To6010 pO3MOBASITH. ...

— 170 —



My most patient Teacher,
It took me years to learn Your lessons...
Come in a dream of mine at least.
Meekly, I'll raise my hand

And ask permission

To talk to You...

— 171 —



Crnoxiitia piuka

BizncsiuyBaAa coHIleM, ycMixaaach,
Boaory mapyBaaa ciparAuM. ..
XTOCh KaAaMyTUB BOJY,

XTOCh KMJaB KaMeHeM,

To He60 mapyBaAO TSKKi CABO3ML. ..
TpeMTiA0 THXO IIAeCO IOBKOBUCTE. ..
Crokirna piuka

3HOB CcTaBaAa UMCTOIO. ..
Tyman rycTuit i BIYHMI Oy CTUBCS. ..
4 3HAKO...

Tam nAuBAa

CrmokirHa, HiXKHa piuka...

— 172 —



A quiet river smiled shining in the sun,
Stored water for the thirsty...
Someone would stir its waters
By hurling pebbles,
Sometimes the sky would shed

its bitter tears...
Its silky surface would ripple softly...
The calm and peaceful river
Restored its purity...
Now it is lost in thick and steady mist...
I remember:
There used to run
A sweet and placid river...

— 173 —



3 Tob6oro po3moBAasito, boxe,
CAi3spMHM, IYMKaMIH. ..

Ty — MOBUMIII...

Anin vac of; yacy

Ha nopir Miit ctaBuir KBiTy —
To yopmni, To CAiqu0-6iAi. .

— 174 —



Oh Lord, I talk to You

With my tears, my thoughts...
And You keep silent...

Only from time to time,

At my door, You leave flowers —
Now black, now dazzling white...

— 175 —



XoAoIHa CipicTh THIII,
Aul le-He-Jle 3pMHAE Maropd CMyTKYy,

OOAIO. ..

Brsraro 1mocroamn, crapi SIK CBiT,
I mocrrimaro 10 MeXXi CBO€T. ..

— 176 —



Cool greys of serenity pervade the place.

Only here and there rises a hillock of painful
SOITOW...

I'll take my old, worn-out shoes

And hurry towards my destination...

— 177 —



OcinHi AMICT JOPOI'Y CTEAUTD.
I Ha cBoIiT mOPO3i 6OAIO

OmnHa Boairo 6yTH,

bo Mo>KHa IIOMUMAUTHICS

I mepexkaacTy cBii1 TaTap

Ha 6AmkuaBOTO. ..

— 178 —



The autumn foliage lays its way.
Along my own bitter road,

I'd prefer to go alone

Because I might be wrong

And all the burden could be shifted off
Onto my fellow-men...

— 179 —



3eAeHa IAIIOPOTH XKMUBe

B Mmoiit xaTumHi,

Mene HaBUac:

Tpeba xntn...

Ho BikoH mpuAiTae Giamit ITax —
I cAyxaeMo My3HUKy...

Hispinku npobirae TiHb 10 XaTi,
Haranye,

IITo ckopo BUpyILY B JOPOTY.
BiseMy 3 coboro

TiAbKM BAacHy AymIy...

— 180 —



A green fern growing

In my dwelling

Teaches me:

We ought to live on...

A white bird comes flying to my windows —
And we both listen to music...
From nowhere rushes a shadow
And reminds me

Of my setting off on a voyage soon.
I'll travel light and take with me
My own soul alone...

— 181 —



AI060B He Bllara Y MOTMAY,

A 1ITaxoM IIOAeTiAa B XMapu

CxoBatmcst Bill GOAIO.

Y et yAbTpaMapUHOBO-OaTrpsSIHMIL PaHOK
Sl BimuyBaIo ii IOTASI. ..

— 182 —



Love didn’t fall into the grave.

Like a bird, it flew into the clouds

To take refuge from the pangs.

At this ultramarine and crimson daybreak
I feel its eyes...

— 183 —



€ Tyra 6oAicHa —
Jlomoxu € >KUTTSL. ..

€ micHs pasocTi —
Jomoxu € >KUTTSL. ..

ITpo Tebe 6ynmy nymaTy —
Jomoxu € >KUTTSL. ..

— 184 —



One can feel a painful sorrow
As long as one lives...

One can enjoy a song

As long as one lives...

I'll think of You

Aslong asIlive...

— 185 —



...Y noeaqoi xoeaaracev HezeAubuHHicmy
Teoeo uwymma...

... Your sweet glance held unfathomable profundity
Of Your keen senses...



3ATUXAI KPOKHA

FOOTSTEPS FADED AWAY
FOR ETERNITY



Mos crexxnua 30paHa —
ITo6aumaa s BpaHIIi.
CApo3a yIlara Ha piAAIo.

— 188 —



My footpath has been ploughed —
I saw that in the morn.
And dropped a dewy tear onto the ground.

— 189 —



CAbO3a MaACHBKA CBIT 3aBOAIKAE...

I conne Mepkue,
I Tebe HeMma. ..
biap mymry pse
Bizx cais,

He nomaposanmnx
To0i...

— 190 —



A tiny tear is dimming the sight...
The sun is growing dark,
And you are gone...

The ache tears my heart
For the words

I never endowed

You with...

— 191 —



TTeuaar Mos
[Tpo6ymKyeTbcs yHOUL
" KPY>KAsI€ HaJli MHOIO
B mraaeniM taHimi.

—192 —



My sorrow

Awakes at night
And whirls over me
In a wild dance.

— 193 —



Kimnuara - 1mycTka i caMOTMHa.
3aAizo i 6eToH,

I Bimuaii posaupae ayunry, MO30K.
O boxke, 1o me?

Manie pocrip,

o Mene IiACTyIIaroTh CTiHN.
PykaMu 3ynmHsIIO 11eJ1 HaBaAbHUM PYX...
IITe Tpoxm — BOASI BMpe,
Moei myMKyt BOASL.

— 194 —



My room’s a boring desert —

Nothing but iron and cement

Driving to despair my soul and my brains
What's happening, my Lord?

Space gets reduced,

The walls are waging an attack on me.

I stretch out my arms to avert the offensive...
A minute of delay might kill my will
And the power of thinking.

— 195 —



3razmaaa TBOI 04i ToAy6i —
I 3arommaamcs poMalkn
Ha 3eaeHmx XBUASIX,
baararoun:

He naau, He maad...

— 196 —



As I recalled the azure of your eyes —
The ox-eye daisies got swinging

On the green waves,

Pleading me:

Don’t cry, dear, don’t cry, please...

— 197 —



B TBOiX cAOBax CKyINX,

Y nmorasiai

XoBaAach HE3TAMOMHHICTD
TBoro uyTTsI. ..

— 198 —



Your delicate remarks

And sweet glance

Held unfathomable profundity
Of your keen senses...

—199 —



sIKorocr Beuopa TH 3ayBa>KuB,
[To Bcs Kpaca XUTTs
Y BiATiHKaX, y IiBTOHAX.

— 200 —



One evening you observed
That the entire beauty of one’s life
Consists in its nuances and semitones.

—201 —



Y HaATOBII AIOJIEN,
Hapma, 110 TO 4yXi,
Mii1 GiAb cTHXaE.

— 202 —



When in a crowd,
Amidst the strangers,
My heavy heart abates.

—203 —



Aui omHOMY TOO1

Xoriaa 6 omoBicTy Ipo CBilt GiAb —
AAe cTiHA MK HAMU
HenonoaaHHa,

Biuna...

— 204 —



You are the only one

To whom I could impart my pangs,
But there’s a wall between us,
Insurmountable,

And eternal...

— 205 —



He 6oAeM cTanb,
A TemAuM crorajioM
ITpo meHb 3UMOBMIA. ..

— 206 —



Cease being my pain,
Turn it into a warm remembrance
Of that winter day...

— 207 —



Bu B TOMy CBiTi,

Ile 3HaueHHsI, MOKAMBO, i He MalOTh
Hamri caroBa,

Ta Bce X... s IPOMOBASIIO:
ITpmitnite 10 MeHe

3i cBiTy TiHeN,

3iTXHEeMO Hall MUHYAUM JTHEM.

— 208 —



You belong to the world

Where human words might have
No meaning,

But nevertheless... I say:

Please come to my place

From the realm of shadows,

And we shall pine

For the day that’s gone away.

— 209 —



[ Tpuranyro:

Bcuxaam KBiTH Ha BiKHI.

TBOI AackaBi pyku

KopiHunk MoAOIMIT 3eMAEIO OOTYASIAU
3 Hamiero

MaAaeHbKe AITO IPUMHECTH 10 XaTH. ..

— 210 —



I recall

The plants withering on the window-sill,
And your sweet hands, mummy,
Covering the rootlets with soil

So that they

Could bring a bit of summer to our home...

—211 —



B ysBi
ITpobyro mpoKnTy IHi TBOI —
Ha cepue O1AB cHIazae.

—212 —



I'm trying to live your days
As I can see them.
That brings back the heartache of mine.

—213 —



Baskkmit, TAryumit 6inb
Hecha s 3a TpyHOIO.

I Ha mpoITaABHMIA CIIIB,
MoB Ha umMech IIAeUe,
I?Inyqn s OIIMPAAACh.

—214 —



I carried the burden

Of a continuous dull pain,

Walking after my mother’s coffin.

And valedictory canticles

Supported me like someone’s shoulders.

—215—



[TpmcamAaocs, o mAaUy
MoB muTHHa,

bo 3ary6maa

Tenro pyku TBOE€I,

Mos Mmamycio...

— 216 —



I dreamt that I was crying
Like a kid

That lost

The warmth of your hand,
My dear mum...

—217 —



3 JKUTTS TSDKKOI'O, MaMo,
Tu nepeniaa y micHIO,
B Moi najikpaiii crioraim.

— 218 —



From hardships of your life
You came into my lyrics, mother,
And my best remembrance.

—219 —



XTOCh 3aKypUB —

I 51 3aKamAsIAQCh Bim My .
Y MoI0 IyIlry panToM
TenAoM moBisIAO —

Tebe 3ramanra, Taty ...
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Someone lit a cigarette —
And I had a fit of coughing.
Then suddenly there came
A breath of warmth —

That reminded me of you, my dear daddy...
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Yekaroun MeHe, IIOAVHYB

Y 1apcTBO CIIOMMHIB. ...

Moro HecMiAMiT TIOKAUK

3HaMIIOB BiJAYHHSI

Boaro Biunoro

B Moemy cepri.

Temep...

HacmMinrorocst MipsTu JKUTTSI IIOHUKAE
CBOIM MaA€HBKMM PO3YMOM,

I nparny, xai B ysBi,

CrynaTy Ha 10TO CNeXXKIN.

3 TymMaHy AiT JaAeKux

Bumnausac

Crapenbka xara...

Ha noposi

CuauTh IUTS 3allAaKaHe,

Bo ckpniiouxky MareHpKy IIOAAMaAK,
MoB moATO.

ITo>x6ypmAM B OTOHB.
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While waiting for me to come

He took a trip down memory lane...
His timid call

Echoed in my heart

With never soothing ache.

And now...

I dare conceive the life expired
With a meek mind of mine,

I crave, virtually though,

For treading his paths.

The mist of distant years

Reveals

A shabby old hut,

With a kid sitting

On the threshold

And weeping over a broken fiddle
As bitterly as if it were his own fate.
The fiddle was thrown into the fire.

— 223 —



Beaian Bupocratn
['ocomapem.

3pocras...

I misHaBaB cebe,

JIK 4acTOUKY 3HeIOACHMX.

I mexoAm B>XXe IpsIMyBaB

Ha toit rocturens,

o o6insB oMy MaliOyTHE,
Ta nmosepraBcsl,
HesposyMianit nas Aroziein.

31 CKPUIIKOIO B pyKaX TY>KMB.
Y BiXOAy, B MOpO31

lapsyi maap1i OiraAm 1o rpudy —
BosBeceass Piznso.
Po3KBIiTAOIO BECHOIO

Ha B6or0My IOABip'1 3yIIMHSBCA. ...
Heopannii ropon uekas,

A BiH nuBuBcs B HeOO...

Un KOABOPY 1IIYKaB,

Un cayxaB po3IOBiIb

Hepes crapesnnx

I Tpo >xurTs

baTpkiB cBOIX, JiiB i IpaIiliB.
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The boy was brought up

To be thrifty and industrious.

And he was growing up...

Coming to know his own self,

Part and parcel of luckless people.
Sometimes he’d wend

Upward the high road

That seemed to promise him his future.
He would come back, though

A stranger to his folks.

He’d share his melancholy with a violin alone.
In winter storms and frosts

His ardent fingers would run the strings —
To make Christmas merry.

The blooms and blossoms of the spring
Would find him out in his squalid farmstead...
The garden might stay untilled

While he were looking at the sky...

Was he looking for the colour he wanted,
Or listening to the tales

Of the long-lived trees

About the lives

Of his parents and their ancestors?
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A MOXe, BiH IIpurajiyBas
Cymny uacuny,

Koan roromamit 6eccapab 3aiIios 10 xaTu
I Tpocutn XA10a un KapTOIIAL...
Bromas umM Mir,

barnypy 6paB 1o pyk —

I AMHyAa yymManbKa IicHsL.

A Jac MUHaB...

HaBkxoAo0 GiAb,

biAp BAacHOI ciM'T,

bBiap pinHoi 3eMAL

OxkpazeHoi.

HemneBHicTp,

Crpax,

A1060B

He BigmycTmam i3 oceai.
HeckyTuit posym misHaBaB

I3 pigaoro moaBip’s CBiT.
Kaszas:

“Moe 6araTcTBO — KAAIITUK Heba” .
OcranHi IpOMiHb

Ts>XKo BIIaB Ha IIAeUi,
3aTUXAM KPOKM.
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Or he might recollect

The sad incident

When a starving Bessarab entered the house
To beg for some bread or potato...

He’d share the bit he had with anyone
Or he would take the bandore —

To play a tchoomak’s* song.

Meanwhile, life was passing by...

Amid the pains and pangs around,

In his own family,

In his native land,

Robbed as it was...

Hence - diffidence,

Fear,

And love

Never let him leave his home.

Being broadminded, he came to knowing
About the outer world from within his household.
He said:

“My wealth is a patch of sky”.

The final ray came down from above
Onto his shoulders

To stop his footsteps on the earth.
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Ho 6iamx CTiH XMAMAQACS TpaBa.
AUIIMAMCS Ha CIIagoK

CAoBa >XXWBi:

“IIaekait y ceprii

Mmunocepnst i Bipy”.
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The blades of grass bowed to the white walls.
And I inherited

His ever living words:

“Do cherish in your heart

Mercy and faith”.

* Old Ukrainian carter having a yoke of oxen to his cart
and bringing salt and other goods from the Crimea.
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[IToseuopa

ITig BikHaMM MOIMM — TiHb TBOSI
dipaHKy Biaxuase

I cayxae MOI IyMKu.
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Every night,

Behind the windows, I see your shadow
Slightly opening the curtain

And eavesdropping on my thoughts.
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Miit Kpail MeAQHXOAIVIHMIA. . .

TaM rycro nmaxae M'sra i yebpens,
Tam s16AyHEBUI IBIT XOBae
3anAakaHe OOAMYYSL. ..

TaM ycMminka, iponis i posymMm
CroHYKYIOTb 300AiAe ceplie

I maAi 6ynyBaTu miMm. ..
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My melancholy land...

That’s sweet fragrant of savory and mint,
That’s where apple blossom hides

A tear-stained face...

That’s where smiles, irony, and wisdom
Urge the heavy heart

To build on and up a home...
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Y maAMHI CMHIIOTE TOPH. ..
Y IaAuMHI >)KOBTI€ CTeII. ..
Y maAmMHI CTOKpMAA IICHS 1 IIAQY. ..
Un xouenn i misHaT Kpa,
Mo 3auapye TBOXO IyNly,

A MoXe, 11 3TyOUTB?..
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The far-off mounts show their deep blue...

The far-flung steppe enjoys its golden spun...

The space brings on its wings
songs and sorrows...

Welcome to my land -

It would enchant you,

Or... might make upset?..
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3HecuMAeHNIT Opad He yIajie,

Po3opana piaas He mocipie

I He60 mocMAraTMMe NpiGHEHPKMIL IO,
Mos cAbo3M panocTi.
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The enfeebled ploughman won’t collapse,
The ploughed soil will not get wasted,
And the sky will send a drizzling rain,
Like drops of joyous tears.
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Ha it 3eMAi g1 Hapoamaacs,
Tyt Maro xnrn,

Xou, 6yBa,

Bcmxae can xBiTyunii,
AeAeKy IIOKMIAIOTh THi3Ia,
Banspkoro ceprs

CrpyHnu 3aMOBKaIOTb.
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On this land I was born,

And here I belong.

It happens, though, —

The flowering garden dries in,
Storks abandon their nests,
The strings of dear hearts
Lapse into silence.
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3eMAS HaTOMAEHa

Crpivyara OCiHb...

I 3aTpeMTiAa il BaXKKMMM KpOKaMM —
YUy XuHIi yBIMIIAK Y call.
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The wearing land

Was facing autumn...

And shuddered at vigorous strides —
Strangers marched into the garden.
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Uu 3 BOAL BAAQCHOI,

Un TO 3 HPOKASATTS

Bonmu crynaamu ropro,

HacniByBaan rorocno

Kopcroky mpocry micHio

I MmopayBaAm 1o noposi

Bcix MoBUasHMX. ..

KpuBuit roctunens npokaagasyn

I KyAaKOM IIOIPO>KYBaAM COHITIO.
3HeCHMAEHI... IPUIIIAK Ha 3Tapulle.
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Either of their own will,

Or under a curse,

They walked free and easy,
Singing vociferously

A brutal primitive song

And jeering at those

Who didn’t join in...

They built a crooked road
Threatening the sky with fists.
Broken down,.. they didn’t gain —
They lost...
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HemacHi Aromm,
Ounypeni Bikamy,
[Timam B wy>ki Kpai
B iM’st cBoOGOIM
Kaiimanu posmaBarn.
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Poor things,
Deceived for ages,
Made for alien lands
For liberty’s sake

To hand out fetters.
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KuBy, HEMOB ...

B aBTOGYyCi TicHOMY.

I HiuMM muxaTy, i ctaTv Hize,
A BUIITH CTpAIIHO —
Hansopi ocinb,

XOAOIHMI BiTED. ..
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I live as if I were pushing

On a crowded bus.

No air to breathe, no room to step,
And I'm unwilling to get off

Into the wet

And windy autumn...
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31aA0Ch Ha MUTB:
Miit BAaCHMIA CBIT IIepPeTBOPUBCS
B MaAeHBKY YOpHY IIASIMY.
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Just for an instant I thought
My own world turned
Into a small black spot.
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Hepesa xBopi — oMeAa Oysie.
ITocisani BiTpammn

MUKy IOBUPOCTaAM,
3anyimiena, B pyiHax,

Oceast My npernst

Cranaa 3a6aBoro

HAs miTBOpm.
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The trees are ailing — ravaged by mistletoe.
Cast haphazardly by winds,

Wild plants rushed out.

A wise man’s abode

Fell into ruin and neglect,

A place for kiddies

To play.
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Hasxkoao cTpax...

I B HaTOBII cebe 3a6yAa
| 870110,

Hamnepexip mymi. ..
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Fearful of all around,..

In a crowd I felt oblivious of myself
And strolled on,

Counter to my will...
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Cainmit OAaras:

“Un € XxTOCh TYT?
CKaxiTs,

SIK BuyATH 3 ITBOT'O MicTa?”
Y BiAIIOBiZb IOYYB:

“He 3Ha€eMO...

Mu TexXx cairi,
ITocunp-1o 3 HaMM...”
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A blind man pleaded,

“Is there anyone near here

To tell me the way out of town?”
And heard in response,

“We don’t know...

We can’t see either,

Come and join us...”
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daAbpIIBA BeAUY
IToxomxkae
Cre>xXnHaMmn By3bKUMU
I rocTpum AiKTeM
Paants

HeBumanx

I chabkux...
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Megalomania

Loiters

On narrow paths

And with its thorny elbows
Hurts

The innocent

And weak...
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Twu 6aynocaosus
ITpo mo6po
I 3r0 TBOPMB.
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You were too loquacious
About good deeds,
And did evils.

— 259 —



Tu Buneprn He Mir

Koaroui 6ymsxu 3 3eMai,

Tu ix TOITaB, AaMaB i IpUCUIIaB
3eMA€I0 CBiXKOIO —

HartxaeHHO BipMB y CBOIO POOOTY.
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You never could

Uproot the thorny thistles,

You broke and trampled them down,
Then powdered with fresh soil -

And proudly thought you did a good job.

— 261 —



baykaro B moreMkax...
Ta inKoAn papiro,
bo Bipro 3psunm.
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I wander in the dark...
Sometimes, though, feeling happy,
For I trust the perspicacious.
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Koam maeya Moro ropkascst
Tenamit npoMinb coHIL,

o Tyru s TopHyAacs,

10 3aTHIIIKY, 10 IPOXOAOIM. ..
[IHi JOHOCTI MUHYAH,

A cMyTOK y IyI1i MOIii IIpopic
MinHuM KOpiHHSM. ..
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When a warm ray of sunlight
Touched my shoulder,

I’d rather yield to the pangs of mine,
Seeking comfort somewhere in the cool...
Now the days of my youth are far over,
And the grief in my heart

Took deep and strong root...
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3uMa AuIIMAa OIAMI CAlf,
Ha roaoBi Moiis,

I Bce x yekaro

Ha s16AyHeBUI1 IBIT BeCHN.
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The winter left its white impact
On my head,

Nevertheless, I'm looking forward
To the apple blossom of the spring.

— 267 —



Uwu Tm 3HAMIIIAS,

Un Bipui, 10 3HANMIIAQ, —
He Mae 3HauenHs, —
Cxaszanra MeHi paZlicTb.
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Whether you’ve found,

Or think you’ve caught it, —
Said joy to me, —

It doesn’t matter.
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Liel oceni HaBUycCs
CHokiitHo 3ycTpivyaTi
JleHb XOAOTHMI.
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This autumn I will learn
To feel easy in my mind,
On a cold day.

— 271 —



o

Csiit 6iAb

Hecy 6araTo AiT

I posnoBicTy MOXY
Awnine BitpaMm i bory.
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I've been carrying the burden
Of my sorrows for many years
And can confide them

Only to the winds and God.
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HaBkoao kaM'sHi1 pyiHN. ..
3eaeHni1 marop6
o cebe MaHUTH

I 6ymmute

Hamiro npucmany.
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There are a lot of stone ruins...

A green hill

Looks enticing

And stirring a gleam
Of the lulled hope.
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VY COHSTUHMI 3UMOBWUII IeHb
[ITyxaro cXOBKY
Y 3aTiHKY ysIBH.

— 276 —



On a sunny winter day
I'm seeking shelter
In the shady nooks of my fanciful mind.

— 277 —



Hopora piBHa,
AhaeiTyT, Ha Hil,
Tax Goastue CiTKHYBCH. ...

— 278 —



His road was smooth,
And he still happened
To stumble on it so badly...
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Ha 3oa0t1y nopory oceni
B>xe curiae MOKpMIt CHIr —
Hawm nocminrati Tpe6a.

— 280 —



The autumn’s golden road
Is trying the mantle of wet snow on —
We must make haste.
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1 BiillIAG HA TOPY

Moix cTrpaxXianp i MyK —

Xoaomawmit BiTep, nom B 06Anadst 6e.
Bin crpaxy 1inenie MO30K,

Hymia MepTBie.

A 3aBTpa, 3aBTpa —

Beanxomna i’ stamris!..

I posmmaaTMyTh Xpucra...
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I've reached the top

Of my pangs and torments,

A bitter wind and cold rain beat in the face.
With horror, the brains grow torpid,

The heart stops beating.

That’s tomorrow, oh yes, tomorrow

Comes Good Friday!..

And Christ is going to be crucified...
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YBeuepi 36MparoThCs JOKYIIN
CAaoBa AMXi, IIIO S 32 OeHb CKa3aAa,
[ Mmyuars nymry.
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Towards night, all the profane words
Uttered through the day
Get together and lie heavy on my soul.

— 285 —



I3 moui
ITpoctararo pykn
Hasycrpiu conmzo.

— 286 —



From the dark night
I raise my hands
To meet the sunlight.

— 287 —



Ymacty,
Bucrpaxxnarn,
Kpuaa saroitn
W mimEsiTcst —
Cymmaocs momy.

— 288 —



To fall down,
Endure the pangs,
Heal the wings
And rise again —
Was his destiny.

— 289 —



He 6itica saragmatu
Y TemH1 3aKyTKM Ay CBOET —
[HakIe He moOauMIII CBITAA B HilL.

— 290 —



Don’t dread peering
Into the mist of your soul -
Otherwise you'll never be aware of light in it.
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Beceai Beuopu TBOI

I 6arauky mycri

SIK 3aropona craAu

IAst BAACHOI TBO€I Iy CTOTH.
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Your joyous parties

And idle talks of yours

Are now nothing but a means

To be distracted from your own vacuum.
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biap memacanBoi gymri
HasBas nypnurnero

I He monaB pyKu CAillIIeB],
106 TOM TOPOTY HEepeIIOB.
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You called a heartache of th” unhappy
A mere nonsense

And didn’t give the blind man

A helping hand with crossing the road.

— 295 —



TBOSI 3eMASI — CTelIN.
Unp Mir ™1 uyTH,

JIK IAaKaAa cMepeka,
Birpamn 3akoAncana!?

— 296 —



Your land is vast steppes.
So how could you hear
A fir-tree crying

To the lulling winds!?

— 297 —



bararo muiB >Xmaa
Y naByTMHHI BAAQCHOI OMaHM —
[ TpmiiIiAM IOIIIL XOAO/IH, 3SMUAM BCe.

— 298 —



For many days I was living
In a web of sheer illusions —
Cold rains fell and deluged off them all.

— 299 —



Tax HecItoIiBaHO OCIHHIN BiTep
ITo3amiTaB CTE>XXKM Bill AMCTSI.
S posrybuaacs —

Korporo 3 Hux miTn.

— 300 —



All of a sudden, the autumn gale

Swept up the dead leaves off the paths.
I was at a loss —
Which one to follow.

— 301 —



Meuni npusHaAacs AIOIMHA CMABHA,
o mexoAn iit Texx OyBae cTpaIIHO
I'Tin BeAukuM HeOOM.

— 302 —



A strong-willed person told me confidingly
That there’s none under the broad sky
Who wouldn’t happen to feel lost or feared.

— 303 —



I1iel oceni
[Tpwitiao 1o MeHe NOOpe COHEUKO

I moBepnyao
3aryOAeHMIT Miif AITHIN [IeHb.

— 304 —



This autumn

The sun paid a kind visit to me

And brought me back the summer day
That I had lost.

— 305 —



Yapye aucromnas,
Ta ocinb BXe Bejie
Ha sumoBy nmopory.

— 306 —



November is charming.
Autumn, however, is showing
Its way to winter.

— 307 —



Hapuarocs y KoXXHin qHuHi,
Meuni naposasii,
3HaxO0IUTI MAAEHBKY BTiXY.

— 308 —



I'm learning to find in every day
I've been endowed
At least a tiny bit of joy.

— 309 —



Ha posmopixoki

Mu posiimancs.

3a HaMU

I'opiro HEGO

I conne AariTHO TOPKAAOCS 3eMAL.

— 310 —



At a crossroads

We parted,

Leaving behind us

The burning sky

And the sunlight softly touching the earth.

— 311 —



I3 Bimuato cAoBa 36Mpara B SKMEHBKY
[ xmana 3uiues’s;, mast 3a6aBu —

Ha yopumit cria.

S BUMAacs CKAaIaTy Bi3epyHKHA

I 3Ba>XyBaTI CAOBO...

Ha 1xi MOI HaXAMHYAM XOAOIHI XMapu
I Bu mpmiiiiam, xait Ha XBUAMHKY,
A6¥ ToCIiBYYyBaTH.

Ta oceHi xoAO0dHI 3MMAM HaM SITh. ..
Tenep crymaro Ha CTeXMHY,

IITo 3aBesie MeHe B JaACKUI Kpa. ..
Iy, 6eHTeXXHO 03MpPaOUNCh, —

Hewma 3 KM nonpomarmucs. ..

sl KAanuay Bac Ha Te ocTaHHE CAOBO...

A. Codomopi
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In despair, I picked words in handfuls
And scattered them as if for mere fun —
Onto my black desk.
Thus, I was learning to construct patterns,
Weighing each word...
When an avalanche
of cold clouds slapped me down,
You came, for a short while as it was,
To share in my feelings.
Cold autumns washed off
the memory of it, however...
Now I'm treading on the path
That might bring me
to the undiscovered country...
I go ahead, looking around anxiously...
I see nobody to bid a farewell...
And I call You to say the final word...

Dedicated to A. Sodomora
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ByuMipIoro XXNUTTsI TipKUMM JTHAMHA,
Borocs BumoBuTH 1iytpo:

“O I'ocmogy, mpoctn!”

Sl BUpocAa Ha HUBI CTpaxy,
Kpokyro, sMyuena, 110 BiuHil IpaHi
Mix HeboM i 3eMAeIO.
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My life is measured in bitter days

I daren’t utter in all sincerity,

“Forgive me, oh Lord!”

Having been fostered in a fear-field,

I walk, with weary steps, on the eternal verge
Of the heavens and the earth.
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Y>Ke KaAMHa YepBOHie€

I BepOu 3aKOAUCYIOTH PiKy...
Y cmBi KOocH 3aIIAiTal0 CMYTOK
I Bip1o B 4y 10 Ha MOIV 3e€MAi. ..

— 316 —



Guelder-roses are turning red
And willows are lulling the river...
Interwined with sorrows my locks go grey,
But I still believe

in my country working wonders.

— 317 —



Hamiaa xammeArox HOBUI —
31aA0Ch Ha MUTH,
ITTo 3axoBaaacs Big OOAIO.

— 318 —



Putting on a new hat
I pretended for a while
It was a good refuge from my pangs.
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Miit ctpax BecHa poO3Bie,
3irpie ayury AiTo
I ociHp TO30AOTUTH cajl.

— 320 —



Spring will come and my fears will be gone,
Summer will warm up my heart,
And autumn will gild my gardens.

—321 —



Y KOXXHOI'O CBOSI MEXa,
3 K01 BUIHO Oe3Aid [HiB,
[Tpoxxntux MapHO...

—322 —



Anyone has his own summit
From which he can clearly see
Heaps of days lost forever...

— 323 —



3 HaJi€o BCTAlo,

lo cBiTAMM OyIle meHb —
YBeuepi Ha co0i 6auy
Yy>xnit i BAacHMMI Opy .

— 324 —



I get up with a hope

To enjoy a sunny day —

At sunset I see myself,

As well as others, stained with filth.

— 325 —



Hes>xe xoronnmit BiTep oceni
I AMcTromnian Ha FOAy6OMy TA1
Tebe B>XXe He TPUBOXKATH?

— 326 —



Don’t you say you no longer care
For the autumn chilly winds
Or the foliage shed against the blue!

— 327 —



bBesnymumit nens,

I ToniBeuenmit MHOIO,
ITomapyBaB MeHi
CHOKIVIHMI TeIAMI Bedip.

— 328 —



A reckless day,

Frustrated by myself,

Granted me

A warm and comfortable evening.

— 329 —



Y>Ke TUCSTUYOAITTSI
Tu cmiercs 3 Hac,
Hiten 3eMAi,
Benepo...
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For as long as a millennium
You have been mocking at us,
The children of the Earth,
Oh, Venus...

— 331 —



ITepemoraa Ty>kx0y YeKaHHS,
ITepeMoraa TsKKi JyMKH. . .
O moae, moae,

Un T MeHe Kapael,

A Moxe, Gepexker. ...
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I've overcome the anguish pending,
And vanquished my grave reflections...
Oh, my providence, my fate,

I wonder whether you punish me
Or, maybe, try to spare...

— 333 —



Bewmixancst HeOy.

36yIvBII BAACHI CHAH,
ITponnu cBoIO IOpOry.

He napikaii i e punaii,
?36y/:[y171 y BAQCHIM cepIi CIIOKil.
Mnu mo MeTn cBoEl.

Ha o6pii cBiTiB marekmx
laBHO BXKe CHOTASIIAa€ Hac
BeAmuHa cBiTAa IIOCTaTh,
SIka mponiaa
Crpa>kIeHHMI IMIASIX 3eMHUI
I maM momapyBaaa Bipy.
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Give the sky a cheerful smile,

And urging upon your own fortitude

Find and make your own way.

Never complain and lament,

Set up unruffled calm within your heart.
Stride on towards your aim.

At the sky-line of the remote worlds
There’s someone keeping a vigil eye on us,
The grand and bright personage

That traversed

His terrestrial path of martyr,

Who devised a faith and endowed us with it.
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Y AiTHIO HiU

Ilepeni MuoIO caz, MOB paii:
AereHBbKNMI BiTep 3aKOAMCYE JiepeBa,
I'To TemniN 3ereHi pO3KMIaHi KBITKM IIaxyui,
Aeaeka i3 rHisna,

[TTo B¥cOUYNTE Ha 3pi3aHiil YepellHi,
Ha ue6o, BcisiHe cBiTaMM, CHOTASIAE.
Micsnp IpOMiHHS CUIIAE

Ha xaTky AeaeueHsT.

O Boxe, s1 6auy 1e

B cBoto 6Ge3coHHY Hiu

I Bip1O, 10 Tu €!
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A mid-summer night
Shows a garden as if in Paradise:
A gentle breeze is lulling the trees,
The dark verdure

is strewn with sweet-scented flowers.
A stork in its nest,
Towering above the clipped cherry-tree,
Contemplates the sky

dotted with outer worlds.

The Moon pours its light
Onto the small chicks’ cradle.
Oh, Lord, I can enjoy this sight,
At my sleepless night,
And I believe You do exist!

— 337 —



B>xe ociup oOcuIae AMCTOM
Harirri roaoBn...

Tuxime, mpy>xe Mi,

He BuTpauaiimo cua HaMapHO,
300AIAMMYM HOraMM

Mu MmycMo poiT Iopory —
Ham cymxeny.
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Autumn’s come to shed its leaves

Onto the heads of ours...

Slow you down, my dear friend,

Now we can’t afford the unavailing efforts,
And despite the ailing feet

We must traverse the path

We have been destined for.

— 339 —



Ha coHsIMHOMY TAl BUOAMCKYIOTH CHI>XKMHKY,
I mymry, i1 pyKu XOAOIMTE MOPO3.

Iny o sst6AyHEBUI IBIT. ..

Un iy, um sHaimy, 4, MOXe, 3TMHY

Y 6Aino-roay6omMy O0KeBinAi?..
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Snow-flakes sparkle on the sunlit groundwork
The frost cools down my soul, likewise the hands.
And I'm walking to seek the apple blossom...
Can I reachit, or find it, or perish

In the pale blue raving festivities?..
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He 3 BOAL BAAQCHOI I B CBIT IIPUIIIIAQ,

A 3 BOAl BAQCHOI I'pillly i IPOKAMHAIO

I neusn, 1 caz, 110 1Iig HaMeToM Heba.

He Bwmiro 36ymyBaTh cobi xaTuHmy,

106 Bim IOy CXOBATHUC.

SIK HaVIOIMIHIIINIA CKYIINA

Tpemuy Haz BTpaTamMy y BAQCHOMY >KUTTI,
[To y BceaeHCHKOMY cazly

HaAeXXuTp He AUIlIe MeHi. ..
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It wasn’t by my own will that

I came into this world,
But it’s within my will

to violate the truth, and curse

The day and garden under the tent of skies.
I do not know how to build up my own home
To take shelter on a rainy day.
Like a most miserable niggard
I shudder at the losses in my own life,
While in the oecumenical garden
It does not belong to me alone...
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Al HATOMAEHOTO KOHSI
HaJITO KpyTa IisI ZIopora,
IIAsI HAaTOMAEHOTO KOHSI
3aHAITO TSDKKUIM eyl BaHTaX,
Al HATOMAEHOTO KOHSI
Ha/IMipy CyTiHKM I'yCTi.
Ta BepIIHMK IIparHe NOCSAITHA METH. ..
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For a fatigued horse
the road is too steep,
For a fatigued horse
the burden is too heavy,
For a fatigued horse
the dusk grows far more excessive,
But nevertheless
the rider strives to reach his destination...
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HampoBecHi mouyaa s1 caoBa:

“Cebe 3a0y b, MIKAYIICS IepeBOM,
ITo y cany TBOEMY,

Cebe 3a6ynp, mpo Apyra oyMaii,

o itne 3 To6010 HIOPAL,

I Bce 3m00y mem”.

AiTa MMHAIOTb...

Moi crexxku nmepeopaa ripkora,

I mvBHI 111 CAOBa $I IOUMHAIO PO3YMITH
Awulle B CBiyl cMBMII 1HIEBUIT Uac...
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Early in spring I heard the words:
“Forget yourself, take care of the trees
Growing in your garden.
Forget yourself, think of your friend
That goes step in step with you,
And you will gain a lot”.
Years pass far too quickly.
My tracks have been ploughed
with bitter sorrows,

And I come to seeing

the meaning of the words
Only now, in the grey-rime span of my life...
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Kpuk nraxa Ha ropi BUcOKin

He60 posanpae.

ASTaroTh CyTIHKM Ha 3€MAIO 1 XOBaIOTh
CaMOTHBOTO MaHIpiBHMKA. ..
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A bird’s shriek over a high hill
Rends the sky apart.

Dusk falls onto the ground and hides
The lonely wayfarer...
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Kpuunurts cosa,

I Bomocman ryne,

o Beba mipiiMaio pyKn.
Beanknit crpax, IpoOyIKeHHs
I 30pi B HEO],

Hemos sipauni npasamn!

Tax Hiu —

Miit nens 3ycrpiaa...
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An owl is hooting

And a waterfall is droning,

I raise my hands to the sky.
Filled with awe,

I wake up to see celestial stars
Sending down the light of truth!
And thus the night ushered me to my day...
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Un Ha IicKy, UM Ha TBepIill OCHOBI
To6i s mobakaro 36ynyBaTy 3aMOK.
Un y mycTeai, un 6irs pikn

To06i st moba>karo BUIIAKATH cal.

Y cyTiHKaX, a UM y CBITAY ITHUHY
To6i s mobakaro 3aCBiTUTH CBiUKY
I BigHaitTu cebe...
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Either on sand, or a solid ground,

I wish you could build a palace.
Either in a desert, or at the riverside,
I wish you cherished up an orchard.
In the twilight, or in broad daylight,
I wish you lit the candle

And found your own self...
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O I'ocnonu, 6aararo!

OGepirait MOIX ceplIeUHNX IPY3iB,
CMupeHH: 11 CIIOKiN

HenpyraM MoiM noman

I moBcsikuac, OAararo,

3i MHOIO 6y 1IB!
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Oh Divine Master, I plead

For my bosom friends to be protected,
For my foes to be granted

Humility and peace,

I daily pray, oh Lord,

Abide with me!
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...B xopomxouacnocmi
bosxxecmeenna kpaca...

...The divine beauty
Can be found in short-living things...



TBOJ JOPOTA I1OPA I

YOUR PATH RUNS
ALONGSIDE MINE




Imaa crexxuaOIIO

I... crpiaa TBoI oui.

He maakaam i He cMisSIAMCD TOPH. ..
3ramasa oHI MUHYAL ..

3posymina -

A1060B 6yBac GiABIIOO

AHIX caMe XUTTS...
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Walking along a path
I'saw... Your eyes.
The mounts neither cried nor laughed...
And I recalled the bygone days...
Now I've got it -

Love can be bigger

Than life itself...
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B mei1 AiTHi nenp

IIBiTiHP MaHMAQ HaXOIIaMM

I KAMKara y MaHIpH. ..

Ha narop6 Buiiiaa, e CTaBOK, —
ITouyaa Tuxy micHIO. ..

I 3a6pwHiAa micHS 6GapBaMu
Tiei He3TAMOMMOI Iy —
Hymii mapony.

Moe cnokiiiae cepiie
3anAakaao BiJl pasiocTi.
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On that summer day,

Florescence was full of enticing fragrance
Inviting to wander...

I climbed a hill, near a pond, —

There I heard a gently flowing song...

The song grew purled with all colours
Of an unfathomed soul, —

The soul of my folks...

My easy-tempered heart

Shed tears of joy...
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B norigny manny

Un B HaziBeuip’s Tuxe,

SIK cTIOTAsITaTUMEIll 3TacaHHsI THSI
AGo iTHMeI CTeXKOIO Y Aidi,

B mymi mpoOymuThest

Manaenpka ickpa —

I T Biguyem

€ THICTSH 3 BiUHICTIO. ..

3aTuxHe CMyTOK...
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On a sunny day
Or at a calm sunset,
While contemplating
the glow of the dying day
Or walking along a path in the woods,
All this will stir in your heart
A tiny spark
And You will feel
At one with the universe...
Your grief and sorrow will fade away...
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Y morasimi,

Y THXO MOBAEHOMY CAOBi —
TBos Xpaca.

ITosip, 1m0 3MoXeI
CrokiitHo i 6araro6apBHO
[TponTy cBilt MIASIX...

He BukAMKaroun B HIKOTO
ChiBuyTTs. ..
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Your eloguently kind eyes
Your low-uttered word —
These are your charms.
Believe that you will manage
To cover your path,

Easy and colourful...

Meeting no one’s sympathy...
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bararo 3a maeunMa B>XXe JIOpIr...
Ta My miem
Cre>XKaMy BpaHIIIHbOIO AiCy...
Hamnepexip meroyi...
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Many a road have been left behind...
We'll still take a path

Running through the morning forest...
Despite a nasty weather...
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3HuKae rpaHb

Mix moTonbidusaM

I peaapHicTIO,

SIKIO HacipaBi
Cayxum [yxosi TBopri,
ITosip -

Kpaca Hebec

Hynii TOpKHeTbCL. .

I Gaitmy>xe,

ITIo 6ocumuy HOTAMM
CryIaent 1o cTepHi. ..
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There’s a thinning border
Between the other world
And the real one,

If you serve truly indeed
The Spirit of the Creator,
Then, the beauty of the Skies
Is sure to touch your soul...
And it would hardly matter
That you set your feet

On prickly stubble...
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ITocayxait Tuiy HOUi,
[Tpuranait ociHHiM Aic...
ITocayxait Tuiry HOUl —

ITam’ s1Tai,

IITo XTOCh TMXEHBKO MOAMUTHCS
3a Tebe...
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Listen to the night’s silence,
Recall the autumn woods...
Heed the silence of the night,
And remember —

There’s someone praying quietly
For you...
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Tuma...

Taka uyTAuBa

o darpmMBMX 3BYKIB. ..
Tuma...

baarocaoBasie

Yapisny MeAOIio.
Twuma HaBUae,

IITo camoTta

He € mairipmmm ogapyHKOM IOAL. ..
Iarexo y cBiTax
3opst TBOSI OAYKaE. ..
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Silence...

Is so susceptible

Of faulty sounds...
Serenity...

Gives its blessing

To a charming melody.
Peace and harmony

Make us learn that solitude
Isn’t the worst turn in your fate...
Somewhere far in the universe
There’s your star, wandering...
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[yma MOst IpOXOIUTE Yepes3 Xallli
CyM’ aTTs1, HeIOBipM, MApHOTH. ..
He mamaro, 60 mmaMm’sataro

Moro cAoBa...

He nanaro, 60 Bipio,

ITTIo TaM, He TaK ITaAreko,

MicmmHa € OCBiTAEHa,

He uytn xop “boXkecTBenHMX 1icens”
I Moxxna, xou B ysIBi,

CryaTt Ha CTeXUHy

I'puropis Cxosopomm™...
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My soul’s making its way through the jungle
Of commotion, distrust, and fuss...
I don’t lose heart, for I remember
His words...
I don’t feel despondent, for I believe
That somewhere, not very far away,
There’s an illuminated place
Where one can hear a chorus
of “Divine Songs”
And could fancy
The one might set foot onto the path
Of Gregory Skovoroda®...
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Kpisp okyAspn

Umnraro Bamre caoso...
Ceprie meMuTs Bifl TyMKH,
ITTo maike Ha >XUTTSI
Crisanaacs

Ha Bam ypok, Yunrearo...
Ane, ane...

Un Mo>XHa HapiKaTh

Ha mHi ocstsaHi 1 Tenmail

B ocinnro nopy...
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Now bespectacled,

I am reading Your word...

My heart aches at the thought
That, for a span of life,

I've been late

For Your class, my Teacher...
Alas! But we can’t help it...
We can never lament, though,
The bright and warm
Autumn days...
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CBOIM KUTTSIM

Bin BUTBOPUB i napyBaB
Ham micHio nuBoBIoKHy ...
I3 mAmMHOM Yacy
Ii BinAyHHS
Meuni napye
CABO3M...
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With your life,

You've made and given us
An amazing song...

In the course of time

It comes to echo within me
Evoking tears...
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He 6ivtcst Tmmi y caMoTHHi,
[lo npo6yamaa crioramam
ITpo TBiN BUOpAIIIHilL ICHb. ..
3nHanau Ha IpOVIeHI T0po3i
Pospany...

I mopany

Ha nens mpminenmin. ..
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Don’t dread the quiet in your confinement
That has refreshed your memory

Of the days gone by...

Try and find on the path traversed

Some consolation...

And admonitions

For the day to come...
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He 3ary6uru 6 Bipy
Y mmpe cA0BO

I He mpocmaty 6

CBiVt ocTaHHI I€Hb...
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I hope I don’t lose my faith
In a candid word,

And do not miss

My last day...
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Bamy moropay 3axosae
Mpsxka Bedoposa...

41 XK mocminaro —

Y mapcTsi TiHe
BeHKeT clipaBASIOTE. ..
IlikaBo...

Un 3Ba>KaThCsl HapeITi
Bomaep i Asrycrun
ITomaTy co6i pyxn?..
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Your arrogance can be concealed
In the mists of dusk...

And I must take haste -

For in the realm of shadows

The feast is in full swing...

And I wonder

If Baudelaire and St. Augustine
Would bring themselves

To shake hands?..
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He 3naro,

Un 1ast criokycy,

Un nAd misHaHHS,

A uy Ha mpo6y BapTOCTi mymi
Meuni napoBaHa 3eMHa CTeXMHA. ..
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I do not know

Whether for leading into temptation,

Or for my cognitive development,

Or, maybe, for probing the value of my soul
I have been offered the earthly path...
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TBopenp HaM napyBaB
CBATY MOXKAMBICTD
ITinaecTnch ceprieM no Hebec...
I rimao WTH,

A Mm X, y6ori,
[MMonens pyitHyeMO
CBiit pait 3eMHMIA. ..
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The Creator gave us

A sacred chance

To raise our hearts as high as Heaven
And proceed along for a good cause...
While we, poor things,

Are busy destroying daily

The earthly paradise of ours...
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Hasgimo Buiiiiaa Ha 10pory,
SIKIIO He B 3MO31 MTn? —
Cebe nmuralo...
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Why have I come out onto the road
If T can hardly walk? —
That is my question...
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3abyAaa Mope... 4y IOKMHYAQ. ..
Iomus

o piukm nmpuaitae yaika —
Ty>XAMBO KBUAUTE. ..
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It might have forgotten the sea...
Or has it left it..?
The sea-gull comes daily flying
to the riverside
And cries plaintively...
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3ami3Ho Qymarn,

YoMy B camoTHHi

S1 omMEMAACS Ha TOAI,

Ile xoBuAa Oysie. ..
3ami3Ho IOBEepTaTUCS. ..
byny opatu, cistu i >XXatn
I mivimy 1o MexXi cBOeT. ..
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It’s too late to think

Why I've found my lonely self

In a field

Of the raving feather-grass...

Now it’s too late to go back...

I'll have to plough it, sow and mow,
Until I reach my boundary marks...
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I xouy BipuTH,

ITlo mmi Mo1 TaxKi,
SIk MaroTh OyTH.

I xouy BipuTH,

Ta BimayBaio Girb...
I 3Aamane Kpuao...
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I'd like to be sure
That my days are
What they should be like.
I wish they were,
Though I feel pricks of pain...
And cracks in the wing...
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SIKOCH TV MOBWMB:
“TlorAsHB!

MeTeAnK OUBOBV>KHUMI
Ha mamre migBikoHHSI ciB”.
I Ha MaAeHBKIX KPUABIIAX
51 mobGaumaa

UYapisHicTb Heba. ..
Boictuny,

B xopoTkoyacHOCTi. ..
boxectBenna Kpaca

I Biuna npasna —

B xopoTko4acHOCTi. ..
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One day you said:

“Look!

What a wonderful butterfly
Landed on our window-sill.”
And on its tiny wings

I saw

The wonder of the Sky...
Indeed,

The divine beauty

Can be found in short-living things,
And the verities of truth

Can live in them likewise...
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Xotirocst 6 ToOI ckasaTy,

[Io Huni HagBEYip s
HesBuuartme:

Boruenni s3mku —

Han vopunum Aicom.

ITorpoxy TeMinp miaKpanaeTbCs
I moramnae...

MmwrTeBmit o6pas3.
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Id like to tell you

That the sunset today

Is quite unusual:

Fiery tongues

Overhang the black woods.
The growing darkness creeps
And devours

The instantaneous scene...
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Hawm 4gacto Tpeba obupartn
Mix TiMm, 1mo Moxxe 6yTH,
I TMM, Yoro He cTaHeThCSI HIKOAN. ..
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We often ought to choose
Between what might happen
And what could never come...
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IToBOAIL BUTICHSIO

Cebe — 31 cBOro >XUTTHI. ..
A 1m1e 6 30patu

I1e MmaAreHBKeE TIOAE. ..
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I'm slowly ousting
Myself — from my own life...
And I wish I could plough
My tiny plot of land...
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Hapnirocs,

1o moi BecHSIHMIM

He posmne

Moro crexuny,

3 TpyIOM BigHaMIEHY ...
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I cherish the hope

That a spring shower
Wouldn’t wash away my path
Found with a lot of real effort...
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Y Bedip npaTiBHMIA
ITomipkyBaty BapToO,
[To conite 3aBTpa BXe
I Ast TeGe

Moxe He 31iiTH...
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On an irritable evening
Just think...

That tomorrow

The sun

Might never rise

For you again...
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TBO€ MOBUAHHS

He nocie

3HeBipy um OaNoyKicTh
Y MoeMy cepi,

bo micns pagocTi 3ByYnTs. ..
bo nicns pagocti -
3i MHOIO...
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Your reticence

Will never sow the seeds

Of disappointment or apathy
In my heart

Because a delightful melody does sound...
Because the sweet song of bliss
Has always been with me...
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bysae...

Y Mol xaTuHi
ITaAaXKOTUTH XMMEPHMIA BOTHHUK. . .
Ha xBuAsIX My3MKM CBATOL
CwMieTbcs rope, IIAaue pamicTh —
3i MHOIO po3MoBAsie [laranini'...
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Things happen...

A queer tiny light

Comes to my humble dwelling...
Bringing divine music

In which grief laughs, and joy weeps —
Paganini'*

Enters into conversation with my heart...
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IToAaromxy MocTy MOl
3i cBiTOM...

IITo6u cokiitHo
CxoBaTmcs y 3aTiHKY
CBoel maM’Ti. ..
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I'll mend my bridges
With the world...

To feel easier

While hidden in the shade
Of my memory...
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1 3HOBY Ha IIOPO3i
Hosoro mus...

ITiny crexxnnoro

Moix TyMOK HeXUTpUX
Cebe mykatn. ..
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Again I'm on the threshold
Of a new day...

I'll set out onto the path
Of my artless thoughts,
Trying to find my own self...
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Hewmae morasimy tBoro
Y 1ei1 ociHHiN Bedip —
3irpiro myury
Hywmkoro mpo Tebe...
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I'lack the glance of yours
In my autumn evening -
So I'll warm up my soul
With a thought of you...
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TBiJt IOTASLIT 32a4apOBYE,
Aerka xozia apye CIOKilt.

Ta Bce X nmorpoxm Buycst

He 6aunt; TBoix ouelr,
CrymaTyit BAQCHOIO XOJI0I0,

He 3a6yBary, 1mo Bce — Irpax...
Hymia omxa Topye Ha 3eMAi
CBil MIASIX 7O BIYHOCTI. ..
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Your glance is captivating,

Your light step brings home peace of mind.
I'm trying, though, to learn

How to do without Your eyes,

To take my own steps

Remembering that all crumbles into dust...
The soul treads alone

Its earthly path to eternity...

— 421 —



TBosI xaTuHa TaK DAACKO...
CrexxyHy CHIroM 3acmiiac —
sl moBepTarocs 10I0MYy.
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Your abode is too far away...
The path is getting buried under the snow —
So, I am returning home.
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Tax HeZOpeuHo — paHKM JTOIIOBI
B octanmi AiTHI 1Hi!

HemoB nraxiu... mHi BiZAITaIOTh
Y rAu6OKy OCiHb...

— 424 —



The rainy mornings are so objectionable
On the last days of summer!

Like birds, days fly away

Into the late autumn...
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Un Gaumi, gpyske —
3axmuTaBcs CBIT

Bin MmapnoTn. ..

To>x mocminiimMo

Xo4 TpOXM yKpilluT
Pimpnii rpysT

I mocamnTy ca.
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As you can see, my dear friend,
The world’s become unsteady
Because of fuss and vanity...
So, let’s make haste

To fix, at least a bit,

The native ground,

And plant an orchard.

— 427 —



Tepminns, Mykn,

o rigmHi CTOrony 3eMAi

I mrauy Heba,

BraeAncs B TOAiI IOAOTHO
Moro napony...
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Endurance and torments,

Equal to the groan of an earthquake
And weeping of the Sky,

Have been plaited into the canvas
Of my people’s lot...
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He Bipio,

ITo Mynpe cAOBO
3aryourbcs

Y Xxaoci BOpOXXMX CKPeroTiHB,
[TIo micHrO HaMy,
BceeBuiniM nogaposany,
Bep6oro 3akoamcaHy,
IToramuyTh nUKi 3ByKH,
[Io 36ASIKHYTh KOABOPY
Ha Bummmrist copourti

I Bcoxne KyIIl KaAVHMN.

— 430 —



I don’t believe

That the true Word

Can be lost

In the chaos of hostile twaddle,

That our song,

Endowed by the Almighty,

And lulled by the willow,

Can be devoured by wild sounds,
That colours of the embroidered shirt
Will fade,

And the bush of guelder rose will wither.
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My npenrs CkoBopoia
[onomarae HaM Ipo3piTH,
[lo y HanMmipHOMY 6araTcTsi
3HuKae Halla CyThb —

AIofuHa MOXKe cTaTy TiHHIO...
IIIe 3a >XUTTSI.
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Skovoroda, the Man of Wisdom,
Helps us to see clearly

That excessive wealth

May deprive man of his inherent self —
Turning him into his shadow...

Still in his life-time.
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Ceimaoi nam’ami xyo0oxcnui
3enoeii IOcvkis™

In respectful memory of the artist
Zenovia Yuskiv"



ITpoBuny BAACHY BiguyBaro,
ITlo He 3HaIAG ¥ cOOi CHAM
Ckasaty Bam motpiGHe cA0BO.
...Y mosauacci Bu -
3aAUNIMAUCE 31 MHOIO
Hoxopu cyMAiHHSL.
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I take the blame upon myself

That I couldn’t muster all my courage
To tell You the word You deserved.

... Now You are beyond the time —
Having left me

At one with pricks of conscience.
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Xy nOXXHUIIL

3ycTpiAa BiYHICTE. ..
3aAnimaa

CBiVt IMBOBV>KHMI CBIT
[oBepiireHo1 AiHii,

B siKoMy KO>XKeH 3 Hac
I'lizgae cBiTAO...
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A talented artist, as she was,
Now belongs to eternity...
Having left behind

Her wonderful world

Of absolutely perfect line,
In which everyone

Can see light...
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ITPUMITKN
NOTES

1. Biktop IMaruaceknit (13. IX 1956) — ykpalHChKUII 1IO€T,
1pos3aik, eceicT, AiTepaTypHUA KPUTUK.
Victor Palinsky (13 Sept. 1956), Ukrainian poet,
prose-writer, essayist, literary critic.

2. Augpiit Conomopa (1.XII 1937) — ykpaiHchKuii lepekaa-
Ilay 31 CTapOrpenbKol Ta AATUHCHEKOL MOB, IIPO3aiK, HOeT.
Andriy Sodomora (1 Dec. 1937), Ukrainian translator
from old Greek and Latin, prose-writer, poet.

3. borman Yemypxko (26.VII 1949) — ykpaiHCBKmit HIOET, AiTepa-
TYPHMIA KPUTHK, €CeICT, ITYMOPMUCT, IUTSUMIA IIMCbMEHHVK.
Bogdan Tchepurko (26 August 1949), Ukrainian poet,
literary critic, essayist, humorist, children’s writer.

4. Topanint ®aakk KsinT (65-8 10 H.€.) — pUMCBHKIII TOET.
Inerbesa mpo TBOpu B iepekaani Anapist ConoMopu.
Horace (Quintius Horatius Flaccus, 65-8 B.C.), Roman
poet. Here we refer to some of his works translated into
Ukrainian by Andriy Sodomora.
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5. ManTe Aair’epi (V 1265-14. IX 1321) — iTaAilicbkuit oeT.
HartsupaTnimmit eip “Boxecrsenna KoMmenis” cKaazna-

€TbCs 3 TPHOX YacTuH: “Tlekao”, “Yucrmanme”, “Pait”.
Ilepekaan €prena Ipo6’s3Ka.

Dante Alighieri (1265-1321), great Italian poet. His
most distinguished poetic work “Commedia
Divina”(“Devine Comedy”) consists of three parts:
“Hell”, “Purgatory” and “Paradise”. Ukrainian trans-
lation by Yevhen Drobyazko.

6. Mapk Aspeaiit (26.1V 121-17.11I 180) — puMcbKuit
iMIIepaTop, Cl)iAOCO(p-CTOiK. Inerses npo TBip “Haonunmni
3 co6o10” B nepekaani Poctmcrasa ITapanpka.

Marcus Aurelius (121-180 A.D.), Roman emperor,
Stoic philosopher. He recorded his view of life in his
“Meditations” (Ukrainian translation by Rostislav
Paran’ko).

7.Ceneka Ayniit AuHelt (OA. 4 10 H. e. — 65 H.e.) — pUMCBKUA
opatop, dirocod-croik. luersest mpo TBip “MopanbHi
AMCTM 110 Ayniaaisa” B nepekaani Anapis CoroMopu.
Seneca, Lucius Annaeus (c. 4 B.C. — 65 A.D.), Roman
orator, philosopher, writer. Here we refer to his “Moral
Letters to Lucius” translated into Ukrainian by Andriy
Sodomora.
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8. Osigiit Hason ITy06aiit (20.111 43 1o n.e. — OA. 18 m.€.) —
pUMCBKUIt moert. Ilaerbes mpo Midoaoriuamit emnoc
“Metamopdosn” B nepekrani Auzapis ConoMopu.

Ovid (Publius Ovidius Naso, 43 B.C. — c. 18 A.D.), Ro-
man poet. We refer here to his mythological epos “Meta-
morphoses” translated into Ukrainian by Andriy
Sodomora.

9. lllapas Boaaep (9.1V 1821-31. VIII 1867) — dppanIy3s-
KM [HoeT, KpUTuK. laerses mpo 36ip1<y noesin “Ksitu
3ra” B nepekaani Jmurpa ITaBanmuka i Muxaiira
MockaAeHKa.

Charles Baudelaire (1821-1867), French poet, critic. His
chief work is the Collection of poems “Les Fleurs du
mal” translated into Ukrainian by Dmytro Pavlychko
and Mikhailo Moskalenko.

10. Asryctur Asppeaiit (354—430pp.) — XpUCTUAHCHKUNI

6orocaoB i HePKOBHMI [is4, POJOHAYaABHMUK
XPUCTHAHCHKOI cpirocodpii Ta icropil. lneTsest mpo itoro
“Cnosinp” y nepekaasi 3 aaruan IOpig Mymaka.
St. Augustine Aurelius (Augustinus Sanctus, 354-430),
Christian theologian, Father of Christian philosophy and
history. We refer here to his “Confessions” translated
into Ukrainian by Yuri Mushak.
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11.

12.

13.

Poccini I>xoakkino AuaroHio (29.11 1792-13. XI 1868) —
1TaAIICHKIMIA KOMIIO3UTOP.

Rossini, Gioacchino Antonio (1792-1868), Italian com-
poser.

Tapac IlleBuenxko (9.111 1814-10.11I 1861) — reriaarpHMI
yKpalHCHKUI 0T, Xy IOXKHNUK, MUCAUTEAD.

Taras Shevchenko (9 March 1814-10 March 1861),
Ukrainian poet of genius, superb artist, intellectual.

I'puropiit Ckosopoaa (3.XII 1722-9. XI 1794) -
regiaAbHMI yKpalHChKMI dpirocod, MpocBiTUTEAD-
I'YMaHiCT, IoeT.

Grigori Skovoroda (1722-1794), Ukrainian philosopher
of genius, enlightener of humanistic ideals, poet.

14. Hikkoao IMaraniui (27. X 1782-27.V 1840) —iTaAiicbkmit

15.

CKPI/IHaAb-BipTYO?), KOMIIO3UTOP.

Niccolo Paganini (1782-1840), Italian virtuoso violin-
ist and composer.

3enosia FOcekiB (18.V 1953-2. X 2007) — ykpalncbka
XyIOOXHNUIL, I'padik, irtocTpaTop KHUT.

Zenovia Yuskiv (18 May 1953-2 Oct. 2007), Ukrainian
painter, graphic artist, illustrator.
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3MICT

ITOPII' CMUPEHH3
A THRESHOLD OF HUMILITY

Ilo3BoAb 3 T06010 PO3MOBASITH
As long as over our heads

TMoer moaiGHMIL 7O 3yXBAABIIS

A poet is the one who’s ventured

Mu Bci iiaemo...

Everyone paves his way...

Boxe it Garato Baycs
For years I've been learning

3murocepaucs, l'ocmoan!

My God, have mercy on me!
Nyma crpeMuts 10 Heba. ..

The heart strives to the skies...

3akoAucana ayury
The soul was lulled

ogast My mepexoaMmMo

Daily we cross
ITepepocTac B croBO

My mental torments

Taxk-tak, I'opamniro
That'’s it, Horace

Hacrane genp

The day will come

A ripKoTy, 0 HeApyTU NoAapyBaAu

I'll strip off, like dirty rags
3ycTpira cusuHy. ..

My hair’s gone grey...

— 444 —



Coyctuaacs y mekao [lanTose...

Having descended to the Dantean Hell...... .................

3 BikiB Jarexux Mapk ABpenaiit

Marcus Aurelius, from bygone days
onast BunMocst

Every day we learn

o6irAM HOAYIHS MO POKM

I've reached the midday of my age

3eAeHe epeBIie
A green sapling

Cpiukn-gepesa B TOAy60My MUTOTiHHI

The candles of the trees in their blue gleam

Mos xaTuHa Kpaii cera

My humble house in the countryside

Yu BapTO roBOpUTH
Is it good talking

Y cHMAOCS

Whether in a night-dream
Y camori cBofiit

In your seclusion

Tu me Xypucs — Bip!
Don’t worry and trust in God!

Hasimo I'ocmogosi

Shall God
I3 BincTaHi MOIX IpMIiAENIHIX CMBUX OHIB
At a distance of my grey remaining days
Hexait cAbo3a caMOTHSI

May the solitary drop of tear

BKAOHSIIOCS IO CTill CBOTI HEIOAL

I bow low to my cruel lot

30yayro MicT i3 maByTHMHM

I'll make a cobweb bridge
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XKebpaukoro 6yaa st mo3aBuopa 70

I was a beggar the day before yesterday. 71
Y moMmAKax gy>Kux Hobaumaa 72
In someone else’s errors I saw 73
51 3HOB miny 74
I'll go on 75
Womy cynmaocs 76
He was fated 77
Bin rosopus posymHi peui 78
He talked of very clever things 79
HawMm He misHaTH 80
We'll never know 81
51 3HOBY OIIMHMAACS Ha PO3IOPiXOKi... 82
Now again I've found myself 83
TTogymanoce 84
I thought 85
Bxe nyxe-my>ke ckopo 86
Very soon, without delay 87
AereHbKi 6iAi meAIOCTKHI 88
Light white petals 89
Y neit cieKOTHWMIA eHb 90
On such a hot day 91
B Ham gesp posxpucTanmit 92
On the loose days of ours 93
He nopikait Hikomy 93
No one is to blame 95
Bix woprOTH TyMOK 96
Blackness of one’s thougths 97
Iecs TaM... 3a 06pieM... 98
Somewhere ...behind the sky-line... 99
BikoHHi 6Ky HiY 3aMaA0BaAa 100
The night has painted the window-panes ...........cococeuvuvcrcuerncnnee 101
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B meroay suitimaa
On a nasty day I came out

[MaraxkoTsATH NepeBa
Trees are ablaze with gold

Mokuny nim, 60 Tpeba Tax...

I'll leave my home. I think it so...
O Asryctune!

Oh, St. Augustine!
BasirHy moBKOBY CyKHIO

I'll dress myself in silk

51 3808 i 3H0B imy
Over again I step

He posnmnait moi croBa
Don’t crucify my words

Y Hall HeCaMOBMTHIA Yac

In our crazy time
TyT mpucMepK Aarigamit. ..

Here dusk brings every comfort...
HOymxu Tpumacin

You keep your thoughts

He mokupnait mene, BceBuurain
Abide with me, my Lord

3ycTpiHy IiCHIO BpaHIUIHBOT IITAXV
I'll hear the dawn chorus

Hapg samu vebo...

We’ve got the Sky over the head...
Cpo6oza — mposeciHbp

Freedom is a dangerous intoxication
Tak-tak, Tapace...

Oh you were right, Taras...

Mu 3HO0BY y KYTKY
Driven again into a corner
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3a 06piit, 1[0 BOTHEM Y35IBCSI
Behind the sky-line, which is aflame

Boke 30pi mocuaaTs HaM
The stars have ushered us

Mumymri mu...

We are transient...
YciM HeAETKO po3yMiTi

Itisn’t easy, for anyone, to make out
3iifgeMo i3 XXMTTEBOI Joporn

To get off the road of life

Mu crioaiBaemocst
What fools we are

BeaAmki B moMmcaax

Big in designs

He Bun MeHe, 9y >KMHITI0

Don’t instruct me, stranger
Bmiaiae croBo

A word spared
ITopasKy coHIle ITOCHAAE

Every morning the sun sends

Ha nisaoposi
The-way-You-look

Bu Bigitiam. ..

You've passed away...

[ymero mpuTyArocs

I'll lean my soul
INokuHyBIMY 3eMHI TypOOTH

Having abandoned the earthly trouble
Miit mpusiaeit i Myka

My privilege and my distress

Most co6oma — cooraau mpo Tebe
My freedom is remembrance of You
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He nparayun toro 166

Without being keen on it 167
TBoi ckymi croBa 168
Your sparing words 169
YdauTearo Miii TeproeAuBumit 170
My most patient Teacher 171
Cooxkiltaa piuka 172
A quiet river smiled shining in the sun 173
3 To6oxo posmosastio, boxxe 174
Oh Lord, I talk to You 175
Xoaoana cipicTs Trmri 176
Cool greys of serenity pervade the place 177
OciHHI AUCT IOPOTY CTEAUTH 178
The autumn foliage lays its way 179
3eAeHa MaMoOpPOTh XKNUBeE 180
A green fern growing 181
AI060B He BIIara Y MOTHAY 182
Love didn’t fall into the grave 183
€ Tyra 6oaicHa 184
One can feel a painful sorrow 185
3ATUXAI KPOKU
FOOTSTEPS FADED AWAY FOR ETERNITY .....cccccoviiiiiinns 187
Mosi cTexxmHa 30paHa 188
My footpath has been ploughed 189
CAbo3a MareHBKa CBiT 3aBOAIKae. .. 190
A tiny tear is dimming the sight... 191
ITegars most 192
My sorrow 193
Kimaara — mycTka i camoTHa 194
My room’s a boring desert 195
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3razaaa TBO1 04i TOAY6i
As I recalled the azure of your eyes

B 1BOIX cAOBax cKymumx
Your delicate remarks

SIkoroch Bedyopa T 3ayBa>kuB

One evening you observed
Y HaToBIIi AToJeit

When in a crowd

Anur ogEOMY TO6i

You are the only one

He 6oaem cTanb
Cease being my pain

Bu B Tomy cBiTi
You belong to the world

ITpuranyro

1 recall
B yssi

I'm trying to live your days
Ba>kkwmit, TATY9nii 6irb

I carried the burden

ITpucanAOCs, Mo NAavy
I dreamt that I was crying

3 XKUTTS TSDKKOIro, MaMoO

From hardships of your life

XTOCh 3aKypUB

Someone lit a cigarette
Yekaroun MeHe, IOAVHYB

While waiting for me to come
Iloseuopa

Every night

Miit Kpait MeAaHXOAIMHMIA. ..
My melancholy land...
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Y naAuHi CUHIIOTH TOPH. ..

The far-off mounts show their deep blue

3HecMAeHHUIE Opad He ymaje

The enfeebled ploughman won’t collapse

Ha miit 3eMAi 51 Hapoamaacst

On this land I was born

3eMAsI HaTOMAEHa

The wearing land

Yu 3 BOoAl BAacHOT

Either of their own will

HemmacHi Aroau

Poor things
Kusy, HeMOB ...

Ilive as if I were pushing

3maroch Ha MUTh

Just for an instant I thought

Iepesa xBopi — oMera Gysie

The trees are ailing — ravaged by mistletoe

Haskono cTpax...

Fearful of all around...

Cainmii 6aaraB

A blind man pleaded

DarplIMBa BEAMY

Megalomania
Tu GAymocAOBUB

You were too loquacious
Tu BunepT™t He Mir

You never could

baykaro B moremkax...
I wander in the dark...

Koan naeua moro TopkaBcst

When a warm ray of sunlight
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3uma Anmmaa GiAmit cain
The winter left its white impact

Yum T 3HAMIIAQ

Whether you’ve found

Liei oceni HaBuycst

This autumn I will learn
Csiii 6irb

I've been carrying the burden
Haskoao kam’siHi pyTHH...

There are a lot of stone ruins...

Y COHSITYHMI 3UMOBUI J€Hb
On a sunny winter day

Hopora pisHa
His road was smooth

Ha 3oa0T1y mopory oceni

The autumn’s golden road
51 uitinAa Ha TOpY

I've reached the top
YBeuepi 36MparoThCsI JOKYIIN

Towards night, all the profane words

I3 mOui
From the dark night

Yoactu

To fall down

He 6iiics 3arasmatu

Don’t dread peering
Beceai Bewopu TBOL

Your joyous parties
BiAb HemracAmBo1 aymri

You called a heartache of th’ unhappy
TBost 3eMAsI — cTenn

Your land is vast steppes.
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Bararo aHiB XXuaa 298

For many days I was living 299
Tak HecnoniBaHO OCiHHII BiTep 300
All of a sudden, the autumn gale 301
MeHi npusHaAacs AIOAMHA CUABHA 302
A strong-willed person told me confidingly ........ccecceuvererreurnnnee 303
Liei oceni 304
This autumn 305
Yapye aucroman 306
November is charming 307
Hagpuarocst y koxxHiit namai 308
I'm learning to find in every day 309
Ha posmopixoxi 310
At a crossroads 311
I3 Biguaro cAoBa 30Mpara B )KMEHBKY 312
In despair, I picked words in handfuls 313
Bumiproro >XMUTTs ripKuMm JHAMM 314
My life is measured in bitter days 315
Y>Ke KaAMHA 4epBOHi€ 316
Guelder-roses are turning red 317
Hapniaa xameArox HOBuMIA 318
Putting on a new hat 319
Mii1 cTpax BecHa po3sBie 320
Spring will come and my fears will be gone .........ccceureuneunecee 321
Y KO>XKHOTO CBOSI MeXXa 322
Anyone has his own summit 323
3 Hagiero BcTaro 324
I get up with a hope 325
Hes>xe xoronHUI BiTep oceHi 326
Don’t you say you no longer care 327
besnymanit nenp 328
A reckless day 329
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YoKe TUCSTUOAITTS 330

For as long as a millennium 331
ITepemoraa Ty>0y YeKaHHS 332
I’ve overcome the anguish pending 333
Bemixancst HeOy 334
Give the sky a cheerful smile 335

Y AiTHIO HiY
A mid-summer night
Boxe ocinb o6cumnae AucTomMm
Autumn’s come to shed its leaves
Ha corsiuHOMY TAi BUGAMCKYIOTH CHI>KMHKM
Snow-flakes sparkle on the sunlit groundwork

He 3 Boai BAacHOL 342
It wasn’t by my own will 343
[IAst HaTOMAEHOTO KOHSI 344
For a fatigued horse 345
Hanposecni mouyaa st cAoba 346
Early in spring I heard the words 347
Kpux nraxa Ha ropi BuCcOKiif 348
A bird’s shriek over a high hill 349
Kpuuants coBa 350
An owl is hooting 351
Yu Ha micKy, 9u Ha TBep/iii 0cHOBi 352
Either on sand, or a solid ground 353
O T'ocrioam, 6aararo! 354
Oh Divine Master, I plead 355
TBOJ JOPOTA ITOPA
YOUR PATH RUNS ALONGSIDE MINE ........cccoooiiiiiiinne 357
Imaa cre>xunaOI0 358
Walking along a path 359
B nei1 AiTHIN geHb 360
On that summer day 361
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B norinay nEuBy
On a sunny day

Y morasiai

Your eloguently kind eyes
Bararo 3a maeunMa BKe JOpiT...

Many a road have been left behind...

3HUKace rpasb
There’s a thinning border

IMocayxaii Tviry Hogi
Listen to the night’s silence

Tua...

Silence...

[ynra Most IpOXOAUTH Yepe3 Xamri

My soul’s making its way through the jungle

Kpiss oxyasapu
Now bespectacled

CBOIM >XXUTTSIM

With your life
He 6iitcst Turi y camoTumsi

Don’t dread the quiet in your confinement

He 3ary6uru 6 Bipy
I hope I don’t lose my faith

Bamy moropay saxoBae

Your arrogance can be concealed
He 3naro

I do not know

Tsopens Ham JapyBaB

The Creator gave us

Hasiuno suifiaa Ha nopory
Why have I come out onto the road
3abyAa Mope...uy IOKMHYAA. ..

It might have forgotten the sea...
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3amisHo AymMaTn
It’s too late to think

51 xouy BipuTH
I’d like to be sure

SIKoch T MOBUB

One day you said
Xotirocst 6 To6i ckaszaTn

I'd like to tell you
Hawm gacro Tpe6a o6upatn

We often ought to choose

IToBoAi BUTICHSIFO
I'm slowly ousting

Hagirocst

I cherish the hope

Y Bedip ApaTiBHMI

On an irritable evening
TBoe MoBUYaHHSI

Your reticence

bysac...

Things happen...

TToaaromxy MocT Moi
I'll mend my bridges

51 3HOBY Ha OpPO3i
Again I'm on the threshold

Hemae IOrAsiy TBOIO

Ilack the glance of yours
Tsiit morAsig 3a4apoBye

Your glance is captivating
TBost xaTMHA TaK JaAeKo...

Your abode is too far away...

Tak HeTOpeYHO — paHKM NOIIOBi
The rainy mornings are so objectionable
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Um Gawnur, apysKe 426

As you can see, my dear friend 427
Tepninast, MyKku 428
Endurance and torments 429
He Bipro 430
I don’t believe 431
Mynpens CkoBopona 432
Skovoroda, the Man of Wisdom 433
[IposuBy BAacHY BiguyBaro 436
I take the blame upon myself 437
Xy no>xEnms 438
A talented artist, as she was 439
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INounnaiiko (boiiko) Mapra IMutpisHa

KBITU CAI3

Bubpane. Iloesii

Ilepexaan Tamapu Cavoniu

Iatocrparii|3enosit IOcvxis

Penaxrop Aeca Jlauuuiun
Xynoxmniit penakrop Bacuav Casa
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