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Taras Chubai

Taras Chubai (b. 1970) is one of the best known and respected musi-
cians in popular Ukrainian music today. He is the son of legend-
ary 1970s underground cultural figure and poet Hryts’ko Chubai.
Taras, trained as a violist, began his career as a singer-songwriter
at the age of 16, performing songs he composed for his late father’s
poems. Together with other figures of L'viv’s alternative cultural
scene (Viktor Morozov, Iurii Vynnychuk), Taras formed the cabaret
group Ne Zhurys’ (Don’t Worry), which performed for thousands
in glasnost-era, and post-Soviet, Ukraine, as well as abroad. The
group satirized Soviet existence and unearthed both new Ukrainian
culture and proscribed past cultural achievements. In 1991, Taras
formed the rock band Plach Ieremii (Jeremiah’s Cry) which quickly

became one the most popular bands in newly independent Ukraine.
Composing and performing songs to verse written by poets of a
new literary generation emerging in post-Soviet Ukraine (such as
Viktor Neborak, Yurii Andrukhovych, Kostiantyn Moskalets’ and
Ivan Malkovych), Taras played a central role in the advancement of
post-Soviet Ukrainian literature in the 1990s.

Taras has recorded several albums including Dwveri kotri naspravdi
ie (The Doors Which Really Are) and Nai bude vse iak ie (Let All Be
As Is), which introduced the hits Vona (She), Hryfon (The Griffin)
and Litaiucha Holova (Flying Head) to fans of Ukrainian music. Taras
has also recorded three albums featuring his interpretations of tradi-
tional and popular songs—the songs of Volodymyr Ivasiuk, Ukrainian
Insurgent Army songs, and Ukrainian Christmas carols. Taras has
performed in Eastern and Western Europe, Canada, and the U.S., as
well as at over one hundred concerts in Ukraine, including a 2003

solo performance at Kyiv’s prestigious Ukraina Palace.



sKinka

CyMHa ;KiHKa AKa He 4eKa€ HIKOro
CyMHa KiHKa sAKa A€KUTb TOpiAnLIb
Ha b6epesi piukn

AKa gyMae Ipo BOAY Pid4uHY

10 A0 MOp: Teue

BOHA CaMa CTa€ PivKOIO IOBOAI i
SIKOChb JUBHO MAIOCKOTUTD Ha ICKY
0 K pUOH BUCTPOMAIOIOTH TOAOBH
i3 Bogu abu Te AMBO 3aranesiTi

abu 3araegitu 6iny piuky 1o

bepera ;KOAHOTO HE Ma€

i Teye il BOAOCCA HEBIZOMO KyAu

i Teue ii TiAO HEBIZOMO KyAU

Hryts’ko Chubai: (1949-1982). Born in the Volyn’ region. A central figure of underground Ukrainian
culture in Lviv in the late 1960s and the 1970s, he was harassed and repressed by Soviet authorities for
most of his adult life. His first collection of poetry, Hovoryty, movchaty, i hovoryty znovu (To Speak, To
Be Silent, To Speak Again) was published posthumously in 1990. The definitive collection of his work,
Plach leremii: Poezii(Jeremiah’s Cry: Poetry) was published in 1998.

The Woman

a sad woman who waits for no one
a sad woman who lies face-up

on a riverbank

who thinks about the river’s water

flowing into the sea

she slowly becomes a river

so strangely splashing the sand

that even the fish jut their heads

out of the water to glance at this miracle
to glance at this white river

which has no bank

and where her hair flows is a mystery

and where her body flows is a mystery

Translated by Mark Andryczyk with Andrij Kudla Wynnyckyj



BigmyKysanHusa nmpu4eTHOTO
(ypuBOK)

Ha BOJ1

HaBITb

KOAQ MO CUHIN BOJI
CKOPOMUHYII 3€A€HI KOAQ
HABITb TOAI

HaBIiTb TOJI

SAK HIKOTO

Hige

HIKOAH

a wo AK i cnpasai panToM Hige

a o AK i cnpasi panToM HiKOro
a o fAK i cipaBi panToM HiKOAH
1 TIABKU MU

HApPOYUTO BUAMMI

TIABKH MH

MiZKPECAEHO icHYIOUi

OiAbIE BCHOrO Ha CBiTi

HCpCAHKaHi CBOT'O BAACHOTI'O H€6yTTH

BipHMO IO BCE-TaKH XTOCh
BipHUMO 1O BCe-TaKu A€Ch
i Hale TiAo i Hawmi gy

1 Zal ke HaM AHECH
BAYUTE

TO IIPOYMHUAHUCA ABEPi KOTPi € HacIpaBAi

TO OPHUHIIOB XTOCH i3 HAC i KaKe O BiH

6a9MB CHOTOAHI pedi 3a BUANMICTIO peueit

i o 3apa3 BiH 6a4UTh TIAO 32 BUAUMICTIO HAILIOTO
TiAQ i IO MU AY?K€e AOTEIHO ITPAEMOCS B JKUBUX —
aAe CTiHa rpae CTiHy 1je AOTernHille HixK MU —

i TMCAYA BUAMMUX TUTPIB HAC MEHILIE ASKAE

HIK OZHA HEBUAWUMA 30PsI X04a caMme 1I HaM

HE BUCTAYa€ AaAcKo ronepeay mob Ao Hel itn
Xo4a came 1l HaM He BUCTa4a€ JAAEKO Mo3aly
o0 40 Hel noBepraTu

The Search For The Accomplice

(fragment)

on the water

even

the rings on blue water

the disappearing green rings
even then

when

no one

nowhere

never

and what if really suddenly nowhere

and what if really suddenly no one

and what if really suddenly never

and only we

intentionally seen

and only we

emphatically existing

are frightened above all else in the world

of our own inexistence

we believe that everything some day
we believe that everything some where
and our body and our souls

and give us this day
You See

it’s a door opening a door which really is

it’s one of us coming and saying that

he saw today things beyond the visibility of things
and that he sees a body beyond the visibility of our
body and that very wittily we play at being alive

(but a wall knows a wall even more wittily than we)
and a thousand visible tigers frighten us less than one
invisible star even though it is the star that

we lack far in front in order to go to it

even though it is the star we lack far behind

in order to return to it

Translated by Danylo H. Struk



“TaK CIPOKBOAA HA/AXOAUTb. ..

TaK CIIPOKBOAQ HAAXOAUTD
HaliTeMHilla Ha CBiTI HiY

i 3acTynae o4HUM-€4UHE MOE BIKHO

i 3aCTyIa€ 3eA€HUMU OIMMa
3aCTyrnae YepBOHY MTOTONTAHY TPaBy
11O 34aBaAaCh MEHI MITaxoM IiACTPEeACHUM

a IITax TOH HiAK 3AETITU HE Mir

HiY 3aCTyNa€ PyKaMH BCOXAE AEPEBO
i 3acTynae ByCTaMM IaAI04€e COHLE

i 3acTynae po3BaKAMBUMH CAOBAMH
AKYCh JyKE CYMHY MEAOAIIO

i 51 B2Ke HiYOTO KpiM TOI HOUi He Gauy

a TIABKM 4YIO SIK 4€Chb JAAEKO-AAAEKO

nosa il ounma

nosa ii pykamu

nosa il BycraMu

PaIToM 3aA0I0YE KPUAAMH YEPBOHA TPaBa
1 OBTO AiTa€ HA/ HAMU

“and ever so slowly looms...”

and ever so slowly looms
the darkest night on earth

and cloaks my only window

and cloaks with green eyes
cloaks the trampled red grass
which seemed like a wounded bird to me

a bird that just could not take flight

night cloaks the dried-out tree with its hands
and cloaks the scorching sun with its lips
and cloaks with deliberate words

a sad, sad melody
and now I see nothing but that night

I only hear how somewhere far-far away
beyond its eyes

beyond its arms

beyond its lips

suddenly the red grass purls its wings

and hovers above us for a while

Translated by Mark Andryczyk with Andrij Kudla
Wynnyckyj



Kopunzop i3 gBeprma 3aBOIABIIKH 3 OKO

HE BiZaro Ak MU 060€ MOTPaNuAHN B 1ei
KOpHZOp i3 ABepuMa 3aBOIABIIKH 3 OKO
HEe BiJaro

MabyTh MU 6yAM BUMTaZKOBUMHU CAi3bMU 11O
BUINAAKOBO CIOAY BKOTUAMCA MabyTh IO Tak

i TyT cobi panTom 3raZaiu mo AIOAU MU

Ta B)K€ HEMAE HAM Ha3a/ BOPOTTS HEMAE
HaBIiTh SIKIJO HAWIl CABO3M 3BiJCH KPi3b
ABEP1 BUKOTATLCA TO MU BCE OAHO

3aAUIIHUMOCH TYT

TaM 3a CTiHAMU 3aMETASAETLCA PO
HAC AUCTS A3UKIB Ha J€PEBax TiA

TO Ti IJACAMBI IO MOKYTb HAC AUIIE
6a4NTH IO HE MOKYTh CIOAH YBIHTH

TO Ti HEIIACHI IO MOKYTb HAC AUIIIE
6a4NTH IO HE MOKYTh CIOAH YBIHTH

The Corridor with Eye-Size Doors

I cannot understand how the two of us entered this
corridor with eye-size doors

I cannot understand

maybe we were just chance tears
that ran into here by chance maybe it is so

and suddenly here recalled that we are human

and there is no way back for us now there is no way
even if our tears should run from here
through the doors it is here

that we’ll remain

murmuring about us there beyond the walls

leaves-tongues on bodies-trees

it is the fortunate ones who can only see us

who cannot enter here

it is the unfortunate ones who can only see us

who cannot enter here

Translated by Mark Andryczyk



Mapiﬂ (ypuBOK)

He CIIUHANTE 11
60 BOHA TTaM’ATA€ PO LIBHHTAP i ITPO JKUTO BUCOKE
BOHA IMaM’sITa€

BOHA 3acCBiuye Mics1b co6oio
i rybamu 3acBivye 3ByKH

Ha/ KOAHMCKOIO BamIolo 6ady ii 3 maadem

Ha/J ZOMOBHMHOIO BamIolo 6ady ii 3i cMixom
AHIIEHDb TOAI KOAU BU 3aCUHAETE

BOHA Bi/ yCiX Bac macCAMBilIa HA BOAOTIM ITiCKY
TAHLIIOE

i cborogHi

BOHA BiAXOAUTb O/ BAaC TAHLIIOIOYU
i He Kajke BaM MIpolasaiire

Maria (fragment)

do not restrain her
for she remembers the cemetery and the towering rye

she remembers

she lights up the moon with her being
with her lips she lights up all sounds

over your cradle I see her weeping
over your coffin I see her laughing

only when you are falling asleep
is she happier than all of you dancing out on the damp

sand

and today
she leaves you
dancing

and utters no farewell

Translated by Mark Andryczyk with Andrij Kudla Wynnyckyj



“KoAn g0 ryb TBOIX AMIIAETHCA
MiBIOAUXY,...”

Koan 10 1y6 TBOIX AUIIAETHCSA MiBIOAUXY,
Koan 10 1y6 TBOIX AMIIAETHCA MIBKPOKY —
3iHMLi TBOI BUTKaHI i3 MOAUBY,

B oyax y Tebe CHHBO i HPOKO.

IJock menuen 3a4apoBaHo i TUXO TH,
TOU LIENiT MOIO THULIY CUHBO Kpae!
I 3abyBaro 51, 0 BMiI0 ANXaTH

i mo XoAUTH BMilo, 3abyBario.

A 4opHHH NTaxX MNOBIiK TBOIX 34iHMaETbCA
i BIEBHEHICTH MOIO KY4UCh BigMae.
HecTynaenuM NiBKPOKY 3aAMIIAETHCS,
MiBIIOAUXY Y TOPAl 3aCTPsTae.

3inuni TBOI BUTKaHI i3 moguBy,
B ouax y Tebe CHHBO i IHUPOKO...
Ane a0 ry6 TBOIX AUIIAETHCA MiBIOAUXY,

20 Ty6 TBOIX AHUIIAETHCSA MBKPOKY.

“When your lips are but a half'a
breath away,...”

‘When your lips are but a half a breath away,
when your lips are but a half a step away —
your pupils get weaved of wonderment,

your eyes all blue and spacious.

You whisper something enchantingly and quietly,
that whisper coolly cuts my silence!
And I forget now how to breathe

and how to walk, I too forget.

And your eyelids’ black bird rises
and takes my confidence away.

A half-step still untaken,

a half-breath mired along the way.

Your pupils get weaved of wonderment,
your eyes all blue and spacious...
But your lips remain a half a breath away,

your lips remain a half a step away.

Translated by Mark Andryczyk



CBiTAO 1 CITOBiZD
Taauni Uybait

1. aepeB’siHA 303yAsl B CTAPOMY T'OAMHHUKY
BiZKy€ ycaMiTHEHHSs Jac

po3uaxHeTbcA A6AYHs
0/ BaKKOI pocHu

I o4 KpHUHUILII BepTaTUMEII
i3 mopokHimMu BigpaMu

2. a 3anuTaio Tebe y TempsBi
PO T€ KOAU BUMAJA CHIr
i B KOKHOI'O MOT'O CAOBQ

6y/Ae AyHa SIK TIPOBAAAA

Kpi3b npounHeHy 6pamy 3 moasip’s
CTYIUTBH CBiTAO GOCOHIK HA CTEKKY
o0 Ha3aBKAW BiZIHTHU Big HAC
ane 6yZe BUAHO i B TeMPABI

mwo B Tebe BriKaouya TiHb

3. T He Mmaeur J0BKoAA
CcBiYaZOHbKA KOAHOTO
ae 6 He maaa cebe
qyKOL

nomykan cobi iHmmMx naec

wo6 HAAUBUTUCH HA cebe

AHMIIN AASI MEHE B MArHITOQOHI

niceHbe IIpoO CBOE 3aANIIAHHA

cBiil 6ir 3ayaBIIM ;KapTOMA

BTEYH TaKH HACTpaB/i
4. nimannM 6eperoM nobiku onisHOUI
HeXal aK 40 paHKy TyTEUIHSA BOAA

Aoranse Tebe pycaom

Hexall 61KUTh monepeay cpibascTuii

OKYHbD i3 IIIMAaTOYKOM MicCALA

AOPOTyY BOJi OCBITAIOE

Light and Confession
For Halyna Chubai

1. a wooden bird in an old clock

cuckoos the desertion of time

the apple tree sunders

from under the heavy dew

You’ll return from the well

with pails unfilled

2. I'll askYou in darkness
of when the snow fell
and an echo an abyss

will fill my every word

from a courtyard through a gate ajar

a light will step barefoot onto the trail
to leave us behind forever

but even in darkness it is clear

that You have a fleeting shadow

3. nowhere around
canYou see a reflection
in which You are not

strange

find other still waters

in which to gaze atYourself

leave behind a recording for me

a song about Your leaving

Your run begun in jest

escape now for real
4. run at midnight along the sandy beach
let the water there keep up with You till morning

in the form of a river bed

let the silvery bass carved out of the moon

run before You

lighting the water’s way



. 'Tobi ycaig HE AMBUTHUMYCh

AHUIIE AUCTOIIAZOBO oui 3allaomy

A UBOTO He nobady
AK AMCTOYKM CAiZiB oNasyThb

i3 TAAYYA CTEKOK

. CA4€ HaBIIPOTH 303YAdd HiMa

B Hel Big Aira iHil Ha A3b006i

AaM T noropraTy TOPilHii

repbapiit

mo Horo Hasbupaau
BiTep i Th

. IPEYUCTi TOAOCH
y AOBTUX KOpHUAOPaAX
MOAUTBH 13 YHCEA

NPOKA3yIOTh

TO MAaZOHHHU IOAUH OAATAIOTHCA B Oire
TO MAaJOHHHU TOAWUH HOCHiIHaIOTb

10 CBOTO TOAUHHUKOBOTO TOYaiBa
mo6 3acBiTUTH yAOCBiTa

3aMICThb CBIYOK MiZ iIKOHAMHM CHIT

. 04 BiKHa i1 04 cTaBy
HaJ cagu i CAigu
3aCITiBaAO AiTaBe

i3 ounMa BOAU

6yze caHsM ocaHHA
y MalOyTHil 3umi
i CAOBaA CAABOCAMHI

o HAAiHAYThb caMi

BJK€ U CHIT 3aCBITUAN
MaJOHHU TOAUH
1 CAlZ 3aAAUIIUAY

OJUH

. I won'’t follow at Your heels

I'll shut my eyes like falling leaves

I will not see
as the tracks’ leaves will fall

from the time-worn branches of the paths

. a mute cuckoo will sit across from me

with summer’s hoar-frost on its beak

I'll let it sift through last year’s

herbarium

which has been gathered
by the wind and by You

. the purest voices

in long corridors
recite prayers

composed of numbers

it’s the hours’ madonnas dressing in white
it’s the hours’ madonnas hurrying oft

to their clock’s holy place

in order to light up by dawn

not candles below icons but snow

. from the window and from the pond

above the orchards and the tracks
all that flew sang

with the eyes of water

the sleds will have their hosanna
in the winter to come
and glorifying words

will arrive on their own

and now the hours’ madonnas
have lighted the snow
leaving a trail behind them

only one



9. nobixky o HLOMY 3 PyHUIHHUIIEIO 9. I'll run along it with a rifle

00EpPHETHCA PYHIHUIIA HA MAAUIIO the rifle will turn into a cane
CAlAM 3aBEAYThb Y BUCOKE KUTO the tracks will lead into the high rye fields
6yse KUTO MOBOAI MEHIIIATH the rye fields will slowly become smaller
a cepej KuTa and amongst the rye
HOBOPIYHA SIAMHKA a new year’s tree
i a1 6ias Hel MaAeHBKUH and I'm so little beside it
- 'TaTky a Tpo€ gepes - But Daddy, don’t three trees
e BIKe Aic? make a forest?
10.1e Bigaio ze 10.I don’t know where
HE BiZaro 3BiAKH I don’t know from where
TOAUHHUK COAOM SIHUI a clock made of hay
BiTEp CTPIAKH MOAOMUB its hands broken by the wind
3aTUXAO Hig cHIrom iM’s crepHi the wheat stubble’s name has been silenced by the snow
xouay Tebe 3abyTn I want to forget You
3aTHUXAO IM’A PiAai the ploughed field’s name has been silenced
xouay Tebe Ar0buTH I want to love You
11.Bitep 3iM’ATY TpaBy BUMIPAMASIE 11.the wind straightens out the crumpled grass
TpaBa BUIIPAMASETBCA i Bce npobadae the grass straightens out and forgives us
HaM of everything
A3BOHATDH ABOHU B MYPAILIMHUX bells ring in ant-sized
MOPOKHIX 1]€ PKOBLIAX empty churches
Z10 HAWYHUCTINIOl CIOBiAl signalling the cleanest of confessions
12.a Tu Ha BUCOKI ropi 12.and You atop the tall mountain
3BiZIKHU COHILIE BUAHO OITiBHOY1 from which the sun is visible at midnight
orAsAaem cebe y TOHEHbKIH KPUKUHII stare at Yourself in a thin sheet of ice
13.nacuurtbes Tobi yucra Boga 13.You’ll dream of clear water
rnosepramcA return
A€TH B AiTaKy fly in an airplane
06 TOBTOPHUTH LIAAX 303YAi so as to repeat the path of the cuckoo
BiZ mepBOCHiBY aK A0 OHIMIHHA from its first singing to its becoming mute
IASIAU 3rOPH B ITOPOKHI THi3Aa look from up high into the empty nests
MOBEPHUCA paHile CBiTAQ return before the light
paniiie BUPiIo i paHillle CBOro roaocy before the birds fly south and before your voice
yBIHAM 40 XaTU MOBYKH enter the house silently

Translated by Mark Andryczyk with Yaryna Yakubyak
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ITETPO MIZIAHKA

Petro Midianka: born in 1958 in the Transcarpathia region of Ukraine. Has published several collections
of poetry, which often feature the dialect of his native village, Shyrokyi Luh, where he continues to

reside.
Cepsyc, nane Boproa Hi There, Mr. Warhol
Anapiii Bapxora — pycuH 4u XOXOA? Andriy Warhola—Ruthenian or khokhol?
I'peko-KaTOAMK, CTABAEHUK MOM-apTy. Greek-Catholic or instrument of Pop Art.
Engi Boproa — e gxa3 i pok-H-POAA! Andy Warhol—it’s jazz and rock’n’roll!
Kyau a0 nporo BipmmuKy uu 6apay... Bards and rhymers don’t compare...
I KonByAbCUBHUH, i TOOOKHUH “POABK) Paroxysmal and religious folk-art,
I giaka 6ira. Okyaspu... Enai White wig. Glasses... Andy!
I MHOrOAMKHiT xMapoaep Hpio-HMopk: Schizy sky-scraper New York City:
Ti kacuno, i Koka, Openai, geHai. Casinos and cola, brandy, dandy.
Ympe y 1litcbypsi, ae coyc, mapmeras, He’ll die in Pittsburgh among sauce and marmalade,
XpecTH CXU3MaTHKIB, NEIaABHHUI KOAyMOapiii. Schismatic crosses, sad urn-chamber,
B pyaeTky rpuma, 3alucH pyAag, A roulette wheel, roulade recording,
bapBucTuii cakkoc, pyCHHCbKUI Bikapiii. Brightly colored saccus, a Ruthenian vicar.
MapasMaTHaHHUI BUTHH KaMbaAm... Marasmatic curve of plaice...
O 3emnain, Cnim, Heo-/xepci Ta AAscka. Oh Zemplin, Speesh, New Jersey and Alaska.
I3 napkoTuuHoi 3aBicH, i3 iMAH — From narcotic’s veil and empty haze—
/Jusaiin cyniB, HOCOBUUKH, 3aMacKa... Soupcans, kerchiefs, and an apron...

Translated by Dzvinia Orlowsky



OAED' AMIIETA

11

Oleh Lysheha: born in 1949 in Tys’'menytsia, near lvano-Frankivs'k. Expelled from L'viv University for
contributing to the samvydav (samizdat) journal Skrynia (1971), which was edited by Hryts'ko Chubai. He
was prohibited from publishing his poems until 1989, when his collection Velykyi mist (The Great Bridge)
appeared. 7he Selected Poems of Oleh Lysheha, a bilingual collection of his poetry in Ukrainian and English,
won the 1999 PEN Club Award for best book-length translation. He lives in Kyiv, Tys'menytsia, and L'viv.

“Cnm, Mos A100a, yce 3acuHae,...”

Cnn, Most AToba, yce 3acHHaE,
MONUBIIN HA HiY 3 PIKH MOAOKA.
Hudepbarar 6yanrbHuka

MOpPiC CyXUM OYEPETOM, ApiMae.
Koawncka tBos,

BCMIXHYBIIHCH IPOIIAABHO
GIAOCHIKHUM CMiXOM,
3aroiigarach Ha BiTpi,

niBzimena 40 Heba cCHaAMU.

A 3anaery TBOI KOCH 40 3aBTPa,
PAaHKOM HAXHUAIOCh HaZ TO6OIO B iHel,

CTPIYKH ACKpasi, barpsHi.

Cnou, Most A0ba,

B /IOMi OU€pEeTy rOpUTh CBiYKa,
3amaAeHa MHOIO, 6€3J0MHHM.

Kpura nazg roboro, kpura mig To6010.
IToAy™m’st Bigirpie mam’sATh.

“Sleep, my love, everything’s dozing off,...”

Sleep, my love, everything’s dozing off,
after some bedtime milk from the river.
The alarm clock’s face,

overgrown with dry reeds, is napping away.
Your cradle,

smiled good-night

snowy-white,

now rocks in the wind,

hung from heaven on dreams.

I will weave your braids all through the night,
and lean over you, frost-covered, at morning,

ribbons bright and crimson.

Sleep my love,

in the house of reeds, a candle burns,

lit by me, the homeless one.

An ice floe above you, an ice floe below you.

Memories will thaw in its flame.

Translated by Mark Andryczyk with Andrij Kudla Wynnyckyj



IBAH MAARKOBINY

Ivan Malkovych: born in 1961 in the Hutsul region. A key voice in 1990s Ukrainian poetry, he is
perhaps best known today for his success as a publisher of children’s literature through his A-BA-BA-
HA-LA-MA-HA publishing house. He lives in Kyiv.

I3 AHroAoM Ha naeyi An Angel On My Shoulder
(Crapocsircpka 6araza) (An Old-World Ballad)

Kpaewm cBity, yHoui, Along the edge of the world at night
npu locnoaniit npu cBivi in the light of the Lord’s candle

XTOCh 6pese cobi caMOTHBO somebody is wandering alone

i3 AHTOAOM Ha MAEYi. with an angel on his shoulder.

Nae B HiZe, B HEBOPOTTH, He’s walking toward nowhere, to non-return,
Uae AeAIMHO, SAK AUTH, he’s walking lazily like a child,

i sKeHe MoOro y cnuny and the gray pendulum of life

cipuil MAaATHUK KUTTH, — prods him from behind,

mo6 He BEmTaB YHOUI so he won’t roam at night

npu locnoaniii npu csiyi, in the light of the Lord’s candle,

w06 110 CBITI HE TUHABCA so he won’t ramble around

i3 AHTOAOM Ha IAEYI. with an angel on his shoulder.

Bie BiTep Buposuii, A whirling wind blows,

Bue Ipoa Mmoposuii, a pestilential Herod howls,

MaATHUK Bce Aykue OyxKa, the pendulum is striking stronger,
CTOTHE SIHTOA A€Ab KUBUU... the barely alive angel is moaning.

A BiH Hge 1 e, xo4ua But he keeps going on and on,

BJKE U HE AMXAE€ CBiva, though the candle’s no longer breathing,
AHMII BYCTQ APHUAKATb Tapsivi: just his hot lips quiver:

AHTOAE, HE BaJb 3 ITA€YA. angel, don’t fall from my shoulder.

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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Viktor Neborak: born near L'viv in 1961. Member of the Bu-Ba-Bu literary group. Organizer of several,
now-legendary, cultural gatherings in Lviv throughout the 1990s. Author of six collections of poetry
as well as several publications featuring his prose, essays, and literary criticism. His groundbreaking
collection Litaiucha holova (Flying Head) was first published in 1990 and then in a 2005 Ukrainian-
English edition as 7he Flying Head and Other Poemns. He lives in L'viv.

Eaeria 1

(3HalgeHa y NAANILI 3-1Ti4 HEBiZOMOIO HAMOI0)

Mene 3uMa 3amypyBaaa.

Memne 3abyaa KopoAeBa.
AbOJaMU BKPUAMCA A3€PKaAa,
opraHu, BiTpasi, gepesa.

CrtoATb Ha Be;KaX KOMAaHAOPUA —
CYMHi CKYABOTYpU — i He 6iAbe.
3a MypaMu — 3aMep3Ae Mope,
HalXOAOZHIIIEe, HAUbIAlIIE.

Y HbOMY TOHYTb KapaBeAH,
nepebiraloTb NEPAAMYTPH.

Ycix KOXaHLIB KOPOAEBHU
MPUTATYIOTD TAXKKI 6epmyau,
MOTBOPU /AHA, CAU3bKI 1 CUHI...
IIlo 6auuTh 1HE XOAOAHE OKO,
cBiTUAO MeTaAeBer.. TiHi,

IO IPOPOCAU Kpi3b AHO TAUOOKE?
Bono 3 nitbMu ix nigHiMae,

i obpocTae HUMH CTEAS. ..

Hize xoxanoi Hemae —

Hi B HeOi, Hi Ha AHI. IlycTeas.

Elegy 1

(found in an empty bottle that contained an unknown beverage)

‘Winter has iced me in.

The queen has forgotten me.

Mirrors, organs, stained-glass windows,

trees have been covered with ice.
Commanders stand on the towers—

sad sculptures—and no more.

Behind the walls—a frozen sea,

the coldest, and the whitest.

Caravels sink it,

they outrace the mother of pearl.

All the queen’s lovers

are drawn by heavy Bermuda triangles,

by monsters of the bottom, slimy and blue...
What does this cold eye see,

a metal luminary?... Shadows

that grew through the deep bottom?

If lifts them out of the darkness,

and the ceiling becomes overgrown with them...
My love is nowhere—

neither in the sky nor at the bottom. A wasteland.

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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Ailrarwouya loroBa

Bona nigHiMaeTnhes, Ik TOAOBA,
BigpybaHa roAOBa BOAOLIIOTH.

Bona npomMoBasie ynepiue i Bgpyre,

i BTpeTe cBOi moToibivHi croBa:

A AITAIOYA TOAOBA!

Haz ropMuiiem maolli HABUCAO HaBKiC
11 BCEBUIOIIIE AETIOUE 6ap0KKO.

Kpos rycue B nosiTpi, po3uaxHyTui 3pi3
TiHb BiAKHJA€ BaKKY i TAMOOKY:

A AITAIOYA TOAOBA!

Cokupa HeBUAMMA B MiCTO BBiHlIIAQ,
CTATHYAHU 3 OMOCTIB Tina 6€3rOAOBi,
PO33ABH HAITUAUCH /JEIIEBOI KPOB,

Ta 3imkpebe caig ip;kaBuil 3 yoaa
IMTPUBU /I AITAIOYA TOAOBA!
Kepem MmerogpaMu TeAEBI3iIHHI?

T posrasgaent ApakoHis 3a CKAOM!
Criny T0o6i mpoAaMae 4oAOM

0KUAA KYAIO 3 “Opkectpy” DeAnini —
A AITAIOYA TOAOBA!
3amam’siTal, He CXOBATUCH Hige!
ITAoma NpuUxoAUTh y CXOBH, MAoMIA!
bpykiBKy TeMHY CBATO MoAolIE

i B HeGeca Penecancy rpage

MACKA — AITAIOYA TOAOBA!
A AITAIOYA TOAOBA!

ATO AO BA AITA

I0OYA TOAO BAA

YATOAO 10 AA

AOAO

Flying Head

It lifts up, like a head,

a head chopped off a derelict.

It speaks, and then again

and again, its other-worldly words:

I AMTHE FLYING HEAD!

Its all-seeing flying baroque-eye

streaks across the sky above the crowded square.
Blood thickens in the sky, the cut is ragged,

its shadow’s heavy and deep:

I AMTHE FLYING HEAD!

An invisible ax is in the city,

they dragged the headless bodies oft the scaffold,
so gaping fools can drink blood cheap.

Scrape that rusty smear off the forehead

A PHANTOM—A FLYING HEAD!

You devour television melodramas?

You're watching monsters under glass!

The wreaking ball from Fellini’s Orchestra

will break through your wall head first—

I AMTHE FLYING HEAD!

Remember, there’s nowhere to hide!

The crowd scrambles to hide in the square!
The dark pavement is ritually washed,

and in the Renaissance heavens the beast slouches
A MASK—A FLYING HEAD

I AMTHE FLYING HEAD

I AMTHE HE AD FLY

ING HEAD AM 1

ING HEAD FLY I

FLYILY I

Translated by Virlana Tkacz and Wanda Phipps
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[OPIN AH/IPYXOBUY

Yurii Andrukhovych: born in 1960 in Ivano-Frankivs'k. Member of the Bu-Ba-Bu literary group. Author
of four books of poetry, five novels, and several collections of essays. Editor of the Potiah 76literary
journal (http://www.potyah76.org.ua). He lives in lvano-Frankivs'k.

I'pudon

Miii nane, AKUI HEPO3YMHHUI CBIT!..

SIxa na pymoBHIIE CXOAUTD KYypbal
ITia Hebom wopHuUM, HIOU rpadiT,
KoHalo B Iicky. I rpudon 3 repba.

3 AepeB MoracAuX KpHJaTh TPAKH.
A BnaB 3 KOHA i mporpas TypHip.
‘leniep Kpi3b MEHE POCTYTb IAKH,

npoOUBIIN B MaHLIEPi TpUCTA Aip.

JA€TH K BiZ MEHE, MOHCTPE 3HAMEH,
KpuAaTui Aese! f Bunas 3 rpu.

3 oyHULIi B MEHE LIBiTE€ POMEH.

/I He maB meua. To 6yB AloTHI TpUd.

A Ty, IO YeKae, 10 HMeHHs MOL

Ha rpudeAi nuie B CTOTUCAYHUH pas,

KPHUAOM 3aXMCTH. | 3aMOBKAY ii
y 3€MAIO CXOBaH Big 06Ayz i 06pas.

Yowmy sk He Aetum? Ha Boaorim micky

TaHIJIOEN JOBKIA MOIX TUXHX PYK.

The Griffin

My Lord, what a foolish world this is!

‘What anguish falls over the ruins!

Beneath a graphite sky,

I fall in the sand. A griffin descends from the crest.

Jackdaws crow from the darkened trees.
I’ve fallen from my steed and lost the joust.
Now branches are growing through me,

driving hundreds of shafts in my armor coat.

Take wing from me, monster of banners,
Lion with wings! I've fallen out of the game.
There are daisies blooming from my sockets.

I had no sword. Just a lute’s fingerboard.

And with my wing I defend the lady who’s waiting,
who’s writing my name on a slate
for the millionth time. Cloak her from deceit and scorn

she who’s grown silent in the earth.

Why aren’t you soaring? You’re dancing around
my stilled arms on the moist sand.

You drink the eternal river from me,

I Mem 3 MeHe A0OBTY NpeaBiuHy piKy

TH, CXOKHI Ha KpyKa. T maiizke Kpyk. you, so much like a raven. Now nearly a raven.

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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KROCTAHTHUH MOCRAAEID

Kostiantyn Moskalets’: born in 1963 in Chernihiv oblast. Poet, prose writer, and essayist. He also
worked as a bard in the Ne Zhurys’ (Don’t Worry) cabaret ensemble where he performed his own
songs. He lives in the village of Matiivka, in northern Ukraine.

Bona

3aBTpa Npuiige 40 KiMHATH
TBOIX Apy3iB Hebararo

BUIT'€TE XOAOAHOIO BUHA

XTOCh ITpuHece 6iAi aficTrpu
CKayKe XTOCh: ‘“KUTTSA NMpeKpacHe”
TaK JKUTTH IPEKPACHE a BOHA

a BOHA a BOHA CUAITMME CyMHa
6yse NUTH HE TAHITH BiJ A€IEBOrO BUHA

s CITIBATUMY AAs Hel 2K GpUHITUME KPUIITAAD
Ta Xiba 3ymMi€ roaoc MoAOAATH L0 TIEYAADb

TaK Yy CBiTi IOBEAOCH
51 AIOOAIO TI BOAOCCSH

s1 AI0OAIO Ti TOHKI BycTa

Ta HEBAOB3i Npuiige OCiHb
MH yci posbizkumocs

Mo pycMpikoBaHMX MicTax

AHUII BOHA AU BOHA
CUAITUME CyMHA
6yse MUTH He ITAHITH Bij ACIMIEBOTO BUHA

MOSI AIBUMHKO TMeYaAbHA
MO ZOAE 30A0TA

A TPO/IOBKYI0O KpUYATH

Hiv 6e3MeskHa i mycra

She

tomorrow a handful of your friends
will come to your place

and you’ll be drinking chilled wine

somebody brings you white asters
somebody else tells you “life’s just grand”

yeh, it’s grand—but she...

but she, but she keeps sitting there sad and lonely
just sipping the wine without getting high
I'll sing for her till the crystal wineglass rings

will my voice manage to win over her sadness?

this is the way you win in the world
I love her hair

I love her pursed lips

but soon fall will be here
we’ll all scatter

throughout the russified towns

it’s she just she
sitting there sad and lonely
just sipping the wine without getting high

my sad and lonely girl
my golden fate

I'll keep on shouting

the night is vast and empty

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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