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JUDITH BEVERIDGE — TO THE ISLANDS

| will use the sound of wind and the splash
of the cormorant diving and the music
any boatman will hear in the running threads
as they sing about leaving for the Islands.

| will use a sinker’s zinc arpeggio as it
rolls across a wooden jetty and the sound
of crabs in the shifting gravel and the scrape
of awls across the hulls of yachts.

| will use the wash-board chorus of the sea
and the boats and the skiffler’s skirl

of tide-steered surf taken out by the wind
through the cliffs. Look—I don’t know

much about how to reach the Islands, only
what I've heard from the boatman’s song
and from a man who walked the headland
to find a place in the rocks free of salt

and osprey. But perhaps | can use
the bladder-wrack and barnacle, the gull
wafting above the mussels and the bird
diving back to sea. Perhaps | can use

the song sponge divers sing to time each dive
and then use their gasps as they lift

their bags onto the skiffs. Perhaps
the seapool whispers of the sun-downers

or the terns above the harbour are what
the divers sing to as they hold their

breath and swim the silent minutes through
with prayer. | will use the gull’s height

and the limpet’s splash and the wasps’ nest
hanging like a paper lamp under the pier

and the little boat sailing out. Even the
fishermen lugging shoals over the stones,
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even the sailors shift-walking the decks,
even the end-blown note of a shell leveled
towards the horizon. | will use the eagle’s
flight moored in the eyes of children

and the voices of men, the ones, they say,
who’ve made it, though perhaps the purlin
creaking on its rafter, the gull squawking
from the jetty, the wind calling

along the moorings and the notes the divers
hear in the quiet waters of their breathing
as they seek release through depths
are all I'll know about finding the Islands.

Meanwhile, I'll use the sound of sunlight
filling the sponges and a diver’s saturated

breathing in the lungs of an oarsman
rowing weightless cargo over the reefs.

Landbridge: Contemporary Australian Poetry (Fremantle Arts Centre Press, 1999)
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OXXYAIT BEBEPIAXK — HA OCTPOBU

1 Bi3bMy 3BYK BIiTPY 41 NNeckiTnnee
3aHypeHHs baknaHa i My3uky

noyye 6yab-aKunin YOBHAP B CTPIMKUX Tedisx
cniBatoyy Npo BiANIMTTA Ha OCTpoBY.

1 Bi3bMy LIMHKOBE apriefio rpysuia Koam BOHO
KOTMTbLCSA MO AepeB’AHIN NpUCTaHi i WypxiT
kpabiB y cunkoMy rpasii i ApsnaHHs
LUWNA B3JOBX KOPMYCIB AXT.

11 Bi3bMy pebpuncTuin Xop Mops
i YOBHW i POK-H-POJIbHUIA BEpeck
NPUNAMBY LLLO NOrO BiTEP NPOBaANTb
yepes ckeni. InBuCk - 1 He 3Hato

LO0CUTb MPO Te AK AictaTnca OCTPOBIB NNLLEHD
Te L0 Nnovya 3 YOBHAPCHKOI NiCHi

i Bify HONIOBiKa AKWUIA LWYKaB Ha BICTPi Muca
MiXX KaMiHHAM Micue 6e3 coni

i nTacTeBa. A MoXe 1 Bi3bMy

CTaporo Mixypa i3 KOpKOM a MeBa
LIMPATMME NOHAA MigiamMu i nTax

nipHaTUMe Hasag y mope. Moxe 5 Bi3bMy

NiCHI0 MOPCbKOT ry6KM L0 3aHYpPIOYMCh 3acniBy€E
a NoTiM 3aAMXAETLCS HAMOBHIOKYM
pubanbChKi MilLKK Ha sinax. Moxe i
JIMMaH LLenoye Npo cnafeHb

4N KPAYKM MOHAJ, 3aTOKOIO Tak CaMo §iK
nipHasIbHWKKN CMiBalOTb NP0 Te AK 3aTPVMYIOThb
NOAMX i NIMBYTb KilbKa TUXWNX XBUIUH
3 MOANTBOI. §1 Bi3bMYy MEBWHY BUCOTY

i MAOCKIT MOJIIOCKIB | OCUHE FHi3[0

LLI0 BUCUTb NanepoBoio IaMMoo MNif MPUCTaHHI0
i ManeHbKNN YOBHUK LLIO BignanBaE. HaBiTb

prbanoK Lo TArHYTb KaMiHHAM KOCSKK pub
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HaBiTb MOPAKIB Ha po3ronaaHnx nanybax

HaBiTb OCTaHHIN NOAMX MYLLAI WO 3piBHANACA
3 0bpiem. 4 Bi3bMy noniT

opJla NpuYaneHuin B 04ax biten

i ronocu nogen TUx AKi KaxyTb

XTO 3p06MB Lie X04a MOXe NpoTAr
CKPUMNUTb Y KPOKBAxX MeBa CKPeroye

i3 NpuCTaHi BiTEp BUrYKYye

B3J0BX NpuYaniB i 3iTXaHHA NipHaNbHUKIB
YYTHi B TUXMX BOAAX iXHbOrO ANXaHHA
KOJIN Ti LIYKaIOTb 3BifIbHEHHS i3 rIMBUH
Lie BCe L0 3HaTMMY Npo 3Haxoh KeHHs OCTPOBIB.

MiX TM 5 Bi3bMy COHSYHUIA BiTEp
LLLO HaMOBHIOE MOPCLKI FybKu i rycte

TpeHoBaHe ANXaHHS B JlereHsx Becnspa
LU0 Be3€e HEeBaroMuii BaHTaX Yepes pudgu.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaACbKOro
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PHOTOGRAPHER: CATH PHILLIPS




SUSAN BRADLEY SMITH — AS THIN AND FRAGILE AS WET NEWSPAPER, SHE
WAITED FOR HER MOTHER, ONE DAY SOON AFTER MAN HAD WALKED
ON THE MOON

My mother said she was sorry, she regretted her 1970s parenting
full of Benson & Hedges and diets that involved only biscuits and
strange men in the bathroom. Mother mine, insect with crisp red

wings and black dots, how many wishes did | waste on you? The
first time, it felt like evolution, as | stood at the school gates shedding
history, where are you where are you where are you, tight long socks,

too big uniform, resentful pigtails, dancing freckles, hand-me-down cracked,
brown school bag, with no vegemite sandwiches left. The sun was kicking
mountains away—would you come before proper dark? | needed to

pee, but would not run to the toilets, my vigilance rewarded with hot
trickles leaking through the tight promise of white cottontail panties.
| have two legs and you have six. Ladybird ladybird fly away home,

Your children are waiting and your husband is gone. Years later, | would
marry a German and my tongue would learn his polka—marienkafer

sounds better than ladybug—but you bug me lady he said one day, and

left. Better than never to have come. Six brittle legs you have, none of them

walking my way to collect me. The sky lost its blue. Away you flew. As the
first star cursed, there you came, BKS818, too late.

supermodernprayerbook (Salt, 2010)
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CblO3AH BPEAJII CMIT — TAKOIO TOHKOIO | KPUXKOIO, IK MOKPA
FA3ETA, OQHOIro AHA BOHA YEKAJIA HA CBOIO MATIP HEBAOB3I
nicng Toro, AK JIOANHA CTYNUIA HA MICALUb.

Mos Mama npocuia npobayeHHs, Kasana, LWo »XKaJikye Mpo CBOE

MaTEePUHCTBO CiIMAECATUX
HanoBHeHe Benson & Hedges' i gieTamu, L0 CKNaaaanch nile 3 Neynsa i
He3HaloMKX Y0/0BIKiB Y BaHHi. MaMO MOSi, KOMALLIKO 3 XPYCTKUMU YEPBOHUMM

KPUAbLAMU Y YOPHI LATKM, CKinbKK BaxkaHb S 3MapHyBana Ha To6i? MepLioro
pa3y, Lie BAaBasloCb €BOJIOLIEID, KOMW f CTOANA B LWKINbHIA 6pami icTopii,
LLLO NPOMWHanNa, 4e TV A4e Tv Ae Ty, 0XalHi NiAKOMIHKK,

3aBesimka opma, XKalorigHi MyuLwadi XBOCTUKW, TAHOK TACTOBUHHS,
BXXWBaHWU po3nennbaHni

OpYHaATHWI paHeLlb, B SKOMY He 3a/MLLIXIOCh KaHaMoK 3 BelKiManTom™,
CoHue Konano

ropu, — Moxxe 6 T NpuiLNa NepLU HiXK LLIIKOM CTEMHIE? A xo4y

nicATn, ane He nNobixy Ao TyaneTy, 3a CBOK BapTy S OTPUMYIO BUHAropoay - rapsdi
LliBKM, LLIO TEYYTb Kpi3b TBEpAi 0b6iuaHKN 6innx 6aBOBHAHNX TPYCUKIB
y MeHe nuwe ABi Horwy, a y Tebe WicTb. COHEYKO, COHEYKO, MONETYH B BIKOHEYKO

TBOI #iTV YekaloTb, | 4o10BiK TebE MOKMHYB. MUHYTb POKK, 5

BMNAY 3a@ HiMUSA | Mill 931K HaBYUTLCA MOr0 NOJIbKKM marienkafer+*

3BYYMTb KpalLlle HiXX COHEeYKO, — asie T MeHe [0rpu3Jsia, COHEYKO, CKaxe
BiH OQHOrO AHS i

nige. Kpawe 6 Hikonn He npuxoams. LLicTb genikaTHUX HIXKOK y Tebe, XXoaHa i3 HuX
He nae coan abw 3abpaTu MmeHe. Hebo BTpavae CBOK 6MaKMThb.

Tw BigneTina. JinweHb
nepLua 30ps BUIasNach, K TU Npuixana BiCiMCOT BiciMHaguaTum BKS, 3ani3Ho.

* Mapka umrapok
** TpaguuiiHa aBcTpanificbka nacta Ha OCHOBI APDKAXIB, SIKy HAMA3YHOTb Ha TOCTU i

Kpekepu
*k CoHeuko (HiM.)

Mepeknan MaavHu LLnsH
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PAM BROWN — POWDERY

white frost,
walls and windows
streaky with condensation

you can check your thought,
not speak,

eyelid skinflakes

spot your lenses

a cork placemat,
a 6B pencil, teeth marks,
(not yours, whose?)

you cheated yourself

of natural ageing,

ageing quickly, medication
induced, a shadow,

a dry thin lip

bul buls peck
at the frost-dried grass,
their song

no alcohol,
weak sunlight, powdery
through a dirty pane

not didactic,

how can you continue
to learn?
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NMEM BPAYH — KPUXTU

iHin,
CTiHW 1 BiKHa
3 WapaMun KoHAeHcaTy

MOXXeLL KOHTPOJIIOBaTN AYMKH,
He roBOpUTH,

nyna 3 Bii

BKPUBAE TBOI J1iH3M

KOPKOBa CepBeTKa,
oniseub 6B, BinbnTKM 3y6iB,
(K He TBOI, TO 4Ki?)

cam cebe obaypus

LM NPUPOAHIM CTapiHHAM,
CTapiHHAM LWBWAKUM, MELUYHO
3YMOBJIEHUM, L€ TiHb,

CyXi TOHKI rybun

NTawwkw* 03606al0Thb
CyXy BUMep3/y TpaBy,
e iXHS nicHs

HiSIKOr0 afikorosto,
6nine coHue, KpUXTK
Kpi3b 6pyaHy LWmnby

He MoBYabHUNA,
SK TV MOAEX NPOAOBXKYBATK
BYMTUCA?

* B opuriHani: “bul bul” — pizHoBug cniBoynx nraxis.

Mepeknaa Kpis 3aBafcbkoro
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joanne burns — tableau vivant

big and white and comforting as

the cherished gospels with their
illustrated tales, the family fridge
has replaced the family pew as

the site of pastoral care; its giant
door opens to illuminated providence,
one thinks of the glowing revelations
of jesus’ sacred heart, feast has
conquered famine in this alimentary
treasure chest - you marvel

at the amplitude of its design

as you once admired an evangelist’s
cadillac

within this confluence of elements,
fire, water, earth, and air, like

the sea inside a shell, you can
hear the maker’s hum, the exoteric
purring of the deus ex machine,
even the roaches congregate in
the rear of his warmth

in the legend adjacent to, or on

the freezer door small iconic
drawings give guidance on the
extended life span of foods once
perishable - fish, fowl, red meat,
fruit and veg, with the advent of
the microwave so speedy to defrost,
this ease of resurrection, convincing
as a sermon; and as families get smaller
fridge-freezers grow larger - such
are the extravagant urgencies of
faith

16 — AU/UA: CyvacHa noesis Ykpainu Ta AscTpanii
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I>xoaH BepH3 — XXMBi KapTHUHH

BENKUNIA, BiNnii i BpiBHOBaXKYIOYMIA, SIK
BUMJIEKAHWI rocnen 3

Ka3KOBUMU iMOCTpaLisiMU, XONOAWAbHWUK B POLANHI
3aMiHVNB POAUHHI NOCUAEHBKM, L0
nacTopasbHy cueHy TypboTu; oro BeneTeHCbKi
[1Bepi BiAUYNHATLCS, abn OCIHUTM NPOBUAIHHAM
XTOCb AYyMa€ NMpo po3)KapeHe 0AKPOBEHHS
cBaToro IcycoBoro cepusi, 6eHkeTn

nofoNanmn ronod y Ui xap4osin

cKkapbHuMui, Wo BUKNKaE B Tebe 3axBaT
amMniTy 40K CBOro An3aiiHy,

Tak TW KOJINCb 3axonoBaBcs Kagunakom
€BaHrenicTis

Y LUbOMY 3/UTTi eNeMEHTIB

BOrHIO, BOAW, 3eMJi i MOBITPS, Have
Mope y MyLi T MOXELL NoYyTu
BiArOMiH TBOPUS — eK30TepuyHe
MYpKOTiHHA deus ex machine
HaBiTb TapraHy CNoB3alTbCs A0
Tenna B MOro 3axpucTii

3rigHo 3 nereHaoto 360Ky, abo Ha

[IBEPAX MOPO3WJIbHMKA, MalEHbKUMU iKOHKaMKn
306pa)keHo iHCTpYKLUito, Ans

TPWBaNiWOro TepMiHy NpuAaTHOCTI IXi, WO
LWBMAKO MCyBanacs - pubu, NTuui, 4epBOHOro M'Aca
0BOYIB - (DPYKTIB, 3 MPULLECTAM
MIKPOXBWJIbOBKY i LLUBUAKICHOI PO3MOPO3KH

LS NerkicTb BifHOBNEHHS, MEPEKOHNBA,

SK MPONOBiAb; i POAUHN CTAOTb MEHLIUMN
MOPO3UJIbHI KaMepu CcTaloTb binbwnMmn - Taki
eKCTpaBaraHTHi YpreHTHi BUMOrK

Bipn

Mepeknag MaavmHu LLnsH
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PHOTOGRAPHER: SUSAN ADAMS




MICHELLE CAHILL — SOMEWHERE, A RIVER

for |B

Before the light’s particle rays pencil to floating
leaves, fingerlings, I've left him in a sea of sheets,
his dreaming, a cold waste. Abrasive snores drift
through snow blankets, underwater eyes unseen.

Deep to the surface a totemic legend rudders past
my coracle. | rest in wood rot, salt licking the skin
of my thigh. The scoop hem of a silk nightdress
with its black trimming ties, flutters in the breeze.

Here a lamprey eel’s stone mouth gapes in frigid
holes the ice composes like a riddle. A new moon
spares the sky’s spectacle, intuitively reticent, or
maybe hardened by frost stars setting fire to the hills.

Birds begin to trill their silent score for late dreams.
The boat leaks, cloud water drawn in sapphire amulets
to wrap my limbs. Morning will sprinkle the conifers,
illumine map or dictionary, if not the treaty concealed

by my tarpaulin. I'd like to seed in a grave of mink,
Tuchone, buffalo bones, or in a deep nest where
sleeping fish wait to spawn. When the rapids come
and the wild crocus shoots, the inconnu will abandon.

For now, | am frozen, somewhere between aquatic
and terrestrial. | guess the river’s arctic bend, imagine

nautical light, reading the smoke. Let wildfires reach,
groundwater springs rise; deadly, the snow melting.

Pennsylvania Literary Journal, Dec 2010
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MILWWEJIb KATIJI1 — OEIHAE. PIYKA
ons |B

MepL HiX oniBelb NPOMEHIB CBITIOBUX YaCTUHOK MANBYYUX
JICTKIB TOPKHYBCA, 9 3a/MLInAa Noro y Mopi npocTupagn
Oro CHW, XonoaHun 6pyxT. AbpasmBHUIA xpan apendysas
Kpi3b CHirv KOBAP, Ny4MHOIO B 04i HebayveHo

Brnunb Big NoBepxHi TOTEMHUX NereH KepMaHuyi MUHann

MOI0 LIAKONKY. fl cnoYmBana y AepeB’aHill rHUAI, Cinb An3ana LKipy
Ha Moix cTerHax. [pipea 3a KpaEM LLOBKOBOI Hi4HOI COPOYKM

3 YOPHMMW YenypHUMM 3aB’si3KaMu, TpinoTina nig Gpusom.

OT reH poTu Kam'saHNX BYrpiB PO334BUANCA PPUTiLHUMMN
ZipamMun, CKyTUMK KpUroto B pewleTo. Monoauii Micsiub
6epexxe HebecHi KpaeBnan, iIHTYITUBHO MOBYa3HWIA, YK,
MOXX/IVBO, MPUKYTUA BOFHEM MOPO3SHMX 3ip L0 CXWUNiB

MTaxu NOYNHAKTbL TPeni CBOIX 3 TUXMX NAPTUTYP A5 Mi3HIX CHIB
YoBeH Ja€ Tedy, BOAA XMap HUXe candiposi amynetun

abun obMoTaTU MOI KiHLiBKU. PaHOK KponuTuMe XBolo,
ocsiBaTVME Manu Y1 CNOBHUKK, IKBU He yrofa 3aMackoBaHa

MOEIO LUTYPMOBKOIO. A 6 XOTiNa KNHYTH CiM’a B MOFUJIKY HOPKMU,
TyxoHiB’, B KocTi byiBona, abo rnuboke rHisgo e

cnnsva prnba Yekae Ha HepecT. Koawm 3infyTh CTPiMKi NOTOKM

i INKi KPOKYCK BUCTPINATb, Binopnbunui BiginayTb.

3apas, 1 3aMOpoXXeHa, AeCb NMOMiXK BOLHUM

i CyxonyTHWM. § rafiato, WO apKTUYHWUIA BUTWH PiKK, MapUTb
Npo MOpPEnJIaBHi BOTHi, YnTaloun AuM. Hexaln noXexi IMHYTb
niA3eMHi gxepena nocTalTb; Lie CMepTesbHO, TaHEHHS CHiry.

* KopiHHe nnem’s An[cKu.

Mepeknan MaavHu LnsH
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MICHAEL FARRELL — magic

wicked children wake me at noon they
become english  and their mothers return them to
london mothers
are a comfort fathers are a pain unless
they are birds under glass
in the building
are some unusual talents a man who draws straws
a woman with a yellow nose they make
the world go round i confess ive never noticed
dragonflies breathing fire goldilocks with porridge
for hire thats what its
like in new republics everyone sleeping everyone
washing the stairs
the police come around and are fed on apples
while the dog goes what about me
but oh lord who needs dogs isnt my
neighbour due to have bubblegum explode in
her bathtub shes never out
of it never clean it must be the
same black magic that covers my
clothes a disguise to make animals gasp and drop
their booty

Island, Best Australian Poems 2003 & open sesame (Giramondo)
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MAWKN ®APPEJ1 — MATIS

nackyZHi aitnaxm po3byannn meHe oniBAHi, BOHK
CTann aHrninuaMy i ixHi MaTepi NoBepHyn ix

MaTepsM JIOHAOHCbKUM

KOTpi € KOMGhOPTOM, BaTbKaM, AKi € KJIOMOTOM, AKLLO He
€ NTalKaMu 3a CKJIOM

B byniBnsx

i MaloOTb SIKiCb HE3BMYAlHI TanaHTW - YOJIOBIK, LLO BUTATYE Xepebd
XKiHKa 3 )KOBTUM HOCOM, BOHW 3MYLUYIOTb

CBIiT 0bepTaTuUCh, A 3i3HAKOCh, LLO HIKOAN He 3ayBa)kyBaB
6AD60K, L0 ANXaloTb BOrHEM, 30/10TOBOJIOCOK 3 Kalleto
[10 BUHalMy, 60 0T BOHO 5K

B HOBMX pecnybnikax yci cnnsTb,

yCi MUIOTb CX0aN

noniuis NpuxoanTb i NaceTbCs Ha sbaykax

NMOKMN Nec KNASAHYNTb «a MeHi»

ane, N'ocnoawn, KoMy nNoTpibeH nec TOYHO He MOIN
cyciaui, ska yepes Bubyx Xynku y

BaHHi HIKOMM He BUXOAUTb

60 LbOro He BiAMWTMK, Lie HamneBHe Ta

CaMa 4opHa Maris, Wo BKPNBAE MO

ofexy Kamydnsxem abu 3Bipi 3axeKyBasiMCb i Knganm
CBOIO 38006m4

Mepeknag MaavmHu LLnsH
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PHILIP HAMMIAL — BITING

The men were biting my arms.

The horse was blindfolded.

No one would extinguish the fire in the next room.

“It will burn forever & you with it,”
said the old woman, the mother of the men.

She took off her clothes, put them into a box
& gave it to me.

“Put them on,” she said, “& give me yours.”

| did as | was told, & became a mother of seven men
for eight hours.

When | told my sons to bite the old woman'’s arms
they refused.

Then we exchanged clothes again.

This went on for seven months.

On the first day of the eighth month the horse was taken
to the burning room.

After we ate the horse the old woman told her sons
to bite my arms.

Drink from the Animal (Island, 2011)

AU/UA: Contemporary Poetry of Ukraine and Australia — 23



®inin FammMmian

FPN30TA

Y0/10BiKM FPU3NAN MOi PYKHK

KiHb 6yB 3allopeHui

HixTo 6 He 3aracmB noxexi B CyCifHi KiMHaTi

«BoHa ropiTume Bi4HO i TV pa3oM 3 Heto»
CKa3aJla CTapa XiHKa, MaTu Y0JIOBIKiB

BoHa 3HsMa ogexy, noknana ii 4o Kopobku
i pana i MeHi.

«OpsarHu, — npomMoBuia BOHa, — i Aall MeHi CBOIO»

1 BYMHUB AK ByN10 Haka3aHo i NepeTBOPUBCSA Ha MaTip CiMOX YOJI0BIKIB
Ha BiCiM roauH.

Konu 5 cka3aB CBOIM CMHaM rpu3TU CTapii XiHUi pyKn
BOHW BiAMOBWJINCb

ToLi MM NOMIHANNCA OASTOM 3HOBY

Lle TpuBano cim micauis.

Y nepwmnin aeHb BOCbMU MiCALIB KOHSA 3aBenun
B Manatoyy KiMHaTy

Micna Toro sk My 3'iNK KOHA, CTapa XiHKa Haka3afa CMHaM
rpU3TK MOi pyKK

Mepeknan MaavHu LnsH
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SUSAN HAMPTON — ON THE BRIGHT ROAD

Someone phones and asks about The Bright
Road. The Bright Road as far as | know

is in eastern Victoria, and for some

reason the country there is good to look at.
| don’t know what towns the Bright Road
connects, or what highway it’s near.

The same as I've never been to Gippsland,
I've never been to Bright.

The vast erasures of the self contain somehow

in their deep hold the — | hesitate to call it a god —
the second self, a post-colonial god,

no longer a queen or king but an acting subject

in the realm of subjectivity, where

your best god is met after your worst self.

The Kindly Ones (Five Islands, 2005)

26 — AU/UA: CyyacHa noesisi Ykpaitu Ta AscTpanii



CIO3AH FEMNTOH — HA BPANT POY[,

[lexTo TenetoHye N nuTae npo bpanT Poya.
bpanT Poyn, HacKiNbkun  3Hato,

y CXigHin BikTopii, i 3 NeBHMX MipKyBaHb

Lie YyZl0Be Miclie BapTo BiABiAaTw.

1 He 3Hato, fKi MicTa 3'eaHye bpanT Poya,
abo ske woce Nob6an3y HbOro.

Tak camo, gK A Hikonn He byna B [IXincneHai,
A Hikonn He 6yna B bpaiT.

3HauyHi 6ini nnamn cebe camoro AKoCh BMILLaOTb

y CBOMOMY rnbOKOMY CXOBKY — He HaBa)kytocsi Ha3BaTu Lie borom —
npyro cebe, NOCTKOJIOHianbHOro 60ra,

BXXe BinblU HE KOPOJIEBY YK KOPOJIA, a Aito4oro cyb'ekTa

B LLapuHi cy6'eKTUBHOCTI, e

TBOr0 HalkpaLLoro 6ora MoxeL 3ycTpiTK iMLe nicns Hawripworo cebe.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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ANDY JACKSON — THE TRICK

A box of journals heavy with ink
accepts the dust underneath my bed
with equanimity. There is less

time left, now that I've written this.
And still the trick is to not reproduce
yourself. Just two years back, we

planted an ash gum in the front yard.
Before cracks appear in the paving
stones, our landlord strains, snaps it
at its thin base. Before we're done
with mourning, feeling the absence
of roots, the stump sprouts.
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EHAI A)KEKCOH — ®OKYC

KopobKa LoAeHHNKIB 06BaXKHINMX YOPHUIOM
36upae nopoxW y meHe nig nixxkom
XO0JIOAHOKPOBHO. Tenep MeHLe

4acy 3aiMWNI0Ch, aHXK KON S MUCaB Le.

| BCe X hokyC y ToMy abu He camo-
MOBTOPIOBATUCK. JILe ABa POKM TOMY, MU

BUCaAXXYBasin KOPOIBCbKUIA €BKaninT nepen 6yAMHKOM
[lo Toro, K TPILLMHM 3'ABUNCHE Ha KaMeH$X

6pyKy, Halli 3eMNIeBNAaCHUKM PO3TPOLLUIN NOro

npu TOHKOMY KOpeHi. Ane e Ao Toro, sk Mu
NoKiHYKMAM 3 ckopboTolo, BigvyBaloyM BiACYTHICTb
KOPIHHSA, NEHbOK MYCTWB NaroHu.

Mepeknag MaavmHu LLnsH
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JILL JONES — THE THOUGHT OF AN AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL POEM TROUBLES &
ELUDES ME

So I've been leaning against
the names of things

not just walls but the very air
the rug, the pen

the silver garbage bin.

But all words are
autobiographies

used to tell

half sentences

a quarter turning moon.

Today is a sound.

| hear words that mean
landing jet or rustled plastic

a book that depends on mercy.
And the gas, breathing.

Dark Bright Doors (Wakefield, 2010)
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[)XKWUAN B)KOHC — ABTOBIOrPA®IYHUIA BIPLU HE WAE 3 FOJIOBU, AJIE
BUCJIU3AE

| ocb a4 cnupatocs Ha

iMeHa peyen BCe XNUTTS:

He TiNbKW Ha CIOBO «CTiHa»,
ajie Tak CaMo N «MnoBiTPsA»,
«KWJIMM» abo «oniBeLb»,
KOLUWK, B SKOMY CMITTSI».

Ta B KOXXHOMY CNOBI
aBTobiorpadgis mMicTuTbCS,
KONINCb NepeKasaHa
niBpeyYeHHAMN

[l0 YBEPTKM KPUBOrO MicsLS.

CbOrogHi — e 3ByK.
| yyto cnoBa, WO 3HaYaTb
3iM'ATUN NaKeTuK, NiTak, Wo ciaae,

KHUKKY,
3aJIeXXHY Bif, MWIOCTI TOro, XTO 6a4nTb,

i ras, Lo Bguxato.

Mepeknas MFaHHW SHOBCbKOI
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CHRISTOPHER KELEN — TO TEND

to tend the gods as given, as found
new habits of homage are required

in word untamed, in sight unframed
paths to follow are so chosen,
by you, for you, willing, blind

go to the makers, not to the mockers
trouble to tell them apart

dust of the world you're sleeping off
lonely under feats of self

but work outlasts if you stay with the tune
survives you and the all that wearied

mockers, thieves and smug ignorers
in the end they scale away

so get the toxins out of your system
protect yourself protect your spark

light in the eyes may be derided
spring in the step, its menace is met

and you, brave word and image maker
you face the dark without, within

for you the tale untold doffs cap
the wheels take on their fated spin

if you'll remember one injunction

go to the makers, never the mockers
tend to the habits of homage you've found

Green Lizard Manifesto (Cerberus, 1997)

32 — AU/UA: CyyacHa noesisi Ykpaitu Ta AscTpanii



KPICTO®EP KEJIEH — ABU LUAHYBATHU

abw waHyBaTK BOriB K HAaMMCaHO, K HaNeXUTb
HOBI 3BMYai NOKJ/IOHIHHA € 060B'A3KOBMMMU

HaCTPMMaHWI y CNoBax, HeobMeXXeHWn y nornanax
LUNAXW HacnifyBaHHS obpaHi,
T060I0, ANs Tebe, MOKIPHOro, CAiNoro

npsaMyin 40 TBOPLIB, @ He HeCMilHWKIB
a BiPi3HNTK iX BaXXKO

6ynbballka CBiTY M03a SKUM TU CNNLL

CaMOTHIM nif HaTuckom cebe

ane poboTa NPOAOBXKYETHCS AKLLO TU B HACTPOI
paTye Tebe i BCe 0Te peLuTa BUCHAXKEHe

HaCMIiLUHWUKK, 31041 i CAMOBMEBHEHI irHOPaHTK
BpeLUTI-peLlT BOHM BrKa3yloTb cebe

TOX BUTaHAN TOKCUHM 3i CBOrO OpraHismy
3axuwan cebe, 3axmLLali CBOI iICKPUHK

CBIiT/10 B 04aX MOXYTb BUCMilOBaTH
BECHa 3a KpOK, ii 3arpo3a Big4yBa€eTbCA

i TW, TBOpELb CMiNnBOro ciiosa i obpasy,
TN 3yCTpivYa€EwWw TempsaBy 6e3, NoMix

nepep Toboto 6yab-ska onoBifb 3HIMaE Kanesnoxa
Koneca 6epyTb Ha CBOI AONEHOCHI CMIUHN

SIKLLO MaM’sITAaEW 04HY HAaCTaHOBY

npsaMyin 40 TBOPLIB, @ He HeCMilHWKIB
LWaHY’ 3BMYai NOKNOHATUCA AKi cam cobi BigHaNLWoB

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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CATH KENNEALLY — IF, ON A WINTER’S NIGHT

In the back of a handbook of home
remedies | find a pencilled query:
Whatever happened to Dave Healey?
Memory kicks in on a winter night

two figures in matching trenchcoats
on Somerton Beach, holding hands
under a black sky

the dark esplanade lamplit at intervals
gently buffeted by rain and spray

running away from a dismal soiree

at Pam’s who had a thing for musicals
uncool to the max: ‘South Pacific’ on
her Kreisler stereo, she strumming

a cheapo guitar she couldn’t play
murdering the tunes, singing half

a note flat,

We, fainting with ennui, made tracks
Weewanda Street wound to the beach

At Sacred Heart, Dave was

A second-go matriculant, fair, quiet,
knowledgeable, funny, older than my fifteen
He'd have been waiting for a sign

some secret thumb-press that I'd

have liked to know, because

| liked him

that look of puzzled, fond forbearance
Hello, Dave. How was your life?

Thirty Days Notice (Wakefield, 2011)
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KET KEHHEJ1I — IKLLL0, 3MMOBOI HOMI

Ha 3BOpOTi AOBiAHMKA 3 LOMALUHLOIO
671aroycTpoto f 3HAXOLXKY HaMuc oNiBUEM:
LLlo x cTanocs 3 [evisom [ini?

Mam’'ATb 3araHsde ABOX NocTaTen

y NPMNacoBaHUX niawiax

Ha ComepToH biy nocepen 3MMOBOI HOMI,
BOHMW TPMMAIOTHCSH 3a PYKMU,

nig YoOpHUM Hebom

TeMHa HabepeXxHa B pUTMIYHNX NiXTapsx,
narigHo 6uta gouwem i bpmskamm xBunb

yTiKalouym Bifl MOXMYypOro Beyopa

no MeM, sKka Mae gewo [o M'to3nKNiB,
niaKpy4ye Ha Makcumymy: "South Pacific" Ha
CTapii MarHiToni, BoHa 6pnHbKae

Ha MOraHeHbKIl riTapi, reTb He B CUAi rpaTwy,
B6MBaOYM rapMoHito, He MOTPANASIOYN B TOH.
Mu, BMAiBaloYy Big Tyru, 3aiMLaemMo cnigu,
paHsa4u BiBaHaa CTpIiT ax Ao NasHxKy

y Konepxi Ceatoro Cepus [ens pobus
Opyry cnpoby nocTynuTun, YeCHWUIA, BUBAXKEHWNA,

06i3HaHWiA, BeCeNnA, CTapLLMA 3a MOT N'ATHaAUATb.

BiH YekaB Ha 3HaK,

Ha AKUINCb TAEMHWUI OOTUK NanbLs, SKUA A
TeX X0Tina 3Hatu, 60

BiH MeHi nogobaBcs.

Lle Harapye cnaHTennyeHe, HaiBHe LOBrOTEPMiHHA.

MpuBiT, JeliBe, 9K TBOE XNTTHA?

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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KAREN KNIGHT — IT’S NOT

the air escaping
through the fine nostrils
of the lace tablecloth

the beeswax candle
depicting hills and sky
through the muslin curtains

the white antique dress
thrown across the black
umbrella stand

the free bird flying
round the leadlight
lantern

the bubbles breathing
in the fluted crystal
wine glasses

the brass bed blushing
as its petticoat
is lifted

it's you
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KAPEH HAWT - HE TE

NnoBiTPA TiKae
Kpi3b TOHKI Hi3api
MepexaHoro obpycy

BOCKOBa CBi4Ka
BMMasiboBYE naropbu i Hebeca
Kpi3b cepnaHKoBi ipaHKy

6ini aHTWYHI WwaTtn
NepPeKNHyYTI Yepes YopHY
nigcTaBky A4 napacosb

BiNIbHWIA NTax

NeTUTb JOBKiN BiTPaXKHOro
nixTaps

6ynbballky AnxalTb

Y pUhNEHUX KPULLITANEBUX
dyxepax 419 BUHa
NaTyHHE NiXKKO LUapIeETbCA
Ko i cnigHMuS
niginmaeTbea

ue Tn

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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MIKE LADD — BOOMER BEACH

The streets dive-bomb into the sea

and the girls are in the shacks

and we, starved for their touch,

unaware of our own beauty,
can't believe our luck
as we drive our wrecks here.

The waves curl and dump -
an exquisite series

of punches to the heart,

the gulls blanket the rooves,
and little white snails

live and die in the dunes

fragile under us
as our first real kisses
stun our mouths.
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MAWK NEOA — BYMEP BIY

Bynuui 6ombapayoTbcs B Mope,

i niB4aTa B xanynax,

i MU, NparHy4un ix LOTUKIB,
HEeBMeBHEHI B CBOI NpuBabanBoCTI,
HEe MOXXeMO MOBIpUTY LLACTHo,

KOJIM TArHEMO CBOI KOCTi Cloau.

XBWAi 3aKpy4y0TbCA | NagaloTb -
cepis BULYKaHUX

yaapiB y cepue,

MEBW BKPWBaOTb MypH,

i ManeHbKi 6ini cnumakn

XKUBYTb i MOMUPAIOTB Y AOHAX -

nigBnagHa TEHOITHICTB,
AK Halli NepLUi CpaBXHi NOWinyHKN,
LLLO LWOKYIOTb BYCTA.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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ANTHONY LAWRENCE — THE PELICAN

When the pelican flap-stepped out of the drink
and tail-wagged over to where a family

were lying about in the shade, and scooped a puppy
from the grass, and flipperwinged it back

to the lake, pursued by adults and children
avoiding those at the water’s edge, their arms
outstretched, it paddled into the deep, then
turned to face them, small waves lapping

its breast feathers and the outline of a dog
clearly visible through the lit, transparent pouch
below its beak, as a man who had gone in

fully clothed, free-styled out towards it

like @ mongrel with a stick clamped sideways

in his teeth, the crowd yelling encouragement
and abuse, and then the bird did what any bird
will do, when threatened while preparing to eat
it ate, and shook itself, then sailed away
satisfied and watchful from the scene.
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EHTOHI JIOYPEHC — MEJIKAH

Konu nenikaH noBoJii CTynas, HibU XxnnbHyBLK CObI,
BUXWASIOYN XBOCTOM, TyZW, fie AOro CiM's

NnexXkana B TiHi, i BUJIOB/IOBAB XEBXWKa

i3 TpaBw, i TArHYB Oro Ha3an

B 03ep0, NepecsigyBaHUin JOPOCUMA 1 4iTbMM,
YHUKaK4M TUX Ha Kpato BOAW, IXHi pyKu
nNpoCTAranncs, BiH rpib B ganunHy, noTim
OrnsAaBCs, XBUbKW NIIOCKOTINN

MiX Nip’aM Ha rpyasx, i ¢irypu cobak

nobpe npornsganncs y CBiTNi, Npo3opa CyMKa

nig oro A3boboM, sK HibW 4onoBiK, Wwo nae cobi
nobpe oAArHYTWIA, PO3CMININNIA KOMY Ha3yCTpIY,
MOB KyHZe/b 3 NaJjKoto, 3aTUCHEHOI0

B 3ybax, opba 3aknnkKana Lo XOPCTOKOCTI,

i Topi NTax 3pobuB Te, WO byab-AKUIA IHLWWA NTax
3pobus 6K, KoM NOMyY LLOCh 3arpoXKye Nif Yac ign,
BiH NOiB, CTpeneHyBacs, i NOTiM BiANANB
3a[10BOJIEHHUI | 30CcepedXeHnin nofani 3i CLeHu.

Mepeknaa KOpis 3aBafcbkoro
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MYRON LYSENKO — LIFE IS A TEST

Life is an anthem & some like to stand for it
Hate is a fast car, love prefers bicycles
Death is a test & all of us pass

Anger & stress grow like bananas
Sadness comes in waves, happiness goes surfing
Life is an anthem & some like to sit for it

Laughter helps the garden grow, as do tears
Work is a sport but not everyone can play
Death is a test all of us pass

Sin is not something we do with our bodies
Is joy a burger on the run? No it's muesli in bed
Life is an anthem & some like to lie for it

Fear grows like ice-cubes in winter
Friends grow old & bitter or bold & better
Death is a test all of us pass

The nuclear family sings like an atom
Relationships begin with passion & then explode

Life is an anthem & some like to sing for it
Death is a test all of us pass

Winning and Losing Again (Flat Chat, 2005)
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MWPOH JINCEHKO — XXUTTA — LLE TECT

MWTTA — Le riMH, | XTOCb BCTAE Npu HbOMY.
HeHaBncTb MunTb Honigom, a nobos — Ta obepe Benocunes,.
A cMepTb — Ue TecCT, i BCiM N0ro NponTu.

Hanpyra 1 rHiB pocTyTb, HEMOB HaHaHW.
Meyanb — 5K xBUAI, WACTA — BiNbHWUI cepdep.
MWTTA — e riMH, | XTOCb CUANTL NPY HbOMY.

Big cmixy cap pocTe, pocTe 1 Bif Ci3.
PoboTa — cropT, He BCiM 340p0OB’A CTaHe.
A cMepTb — Lie TeCT, i BCiM 0ro NPONTH.

pix — Le He Te, Wo pobuTbCa i3 TiNoM.

Yu pagicTb — 6yprep Ha xony? Hi, pagle, MIOCi B NiXKKY.
MUTTA — Ue MiMH, | XTOCb NeXUTb NPU HbOMY.

CTpaxu pocTyTb, HEMOB BypYJibKM B3UMKY.

A Opy3i CTaHyTb CTapLUi Y¥ CTPaLLHiLi.

A cMepTb — Lie TeCT, i BCiM A0ro NponTu.

PoauHa Hykn1eapHa — AMBO aTOMHE;

Ocb npucTpacTb Habnpa KPUTUYHY Macy.
XuUTTA — Ue riMH, | XTOCb NOro CriBaeE.

A cMepTb — Ue TecT, i BCiM 10ro NponTu.

Mepeknan FaHHW SHOBCLKOI
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CHRIS MANSELL — WATER

| lift my shirt up above my naked breasts
and run around the house

because the air feels good on them

and no one else is home.

And because | am free

this morning

| ask myself the eternal

and distressing question of our age:

Would Condoleezza Rice do that?

| walk around the empty house and look
at the light falling

across that geranium there

illuminating and articulating dust.

Would Condoleezza Rice do that?

| don't practise piano but

read instead a flabby book

while drinking tea and being quiet
and harming no one.

Would Condoleezza Rice do that?

| fail to go to gym but

make a poem this morning

because it is benign and, as Auden says,
‘makes nothing happen'

enacts a null hypothesis

fails to make object impinge on object
sends no beast to the slaughterhouse and
does no harm nor any good either.

Would Condoleezza Rice do that?
| waste my day in thought and

drenched in words, come
exuberant and feckless into the early night.
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And then

| walk on the beach with the poem in my head
and then that nothing

which the ocean gifts to us.

In all humility, | ask you:
is a spider smarter than a rose?

Would Condoleezza Rice do that?

Spine lingo: new and selected poems (Kardoorair, 2011)
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KPIC MEH3EJIJ1 — BOOA

A1 3apupato GyTboNKy BULLE Frpyaen

i birato Tak no xari,

60 iX NPUEMHO MPOBITPUTK

1 HIKOr0 BAOMa HeMa.

A Wwe — ToMy, L0 CbOroAHI BpaHLi

He Mato HiiKMX Cnpas.

| 4 cTaBnto neped cobolo BiYHE N TPUBOXKHE
NMUTaHHSA Cy4aCHOCTI:

A 4n 3pobuna 6 Tak KoHgonisza Painc?

Xo4XXy NopoxxHimM by aAuHKOM i aneniocs,
AK CBITN0 Nafla€e

Ha KIMHaTHI Kanaymku Kpi3b BiKHO,
NiACBIYYE i NiAKPECNI0e Nn.

A 4m 3pobuna 6 Tak KoHgoniza Painc?

1 He rpato Ha miaHiHo, 3aTe
HaTOMICTb YNTAK0 MOXKOBAHY KHUXKY
3a YaeM, MOBOAXKYCS TUXO,

HIKOMY He YMHSAYU LLUKOAN.

A 4y 3pobuna 6 Tak KoHgonisa Paic?

Ha TpeHaXxepu CbOrofiHi He BTpanJio, 3aTe
LLbOr0 paHKy Cknagato BipLy,

60 e NPMEMHO i, K TO MoBMB Of€eH,
«HIYOr0 He CNPUYUHAE» —

pO3irpy€eTbCs HyNbOBA rinoTesa:

XKOLEH He HaKNHETbCA Ha XXOAHOIO,
)KOAHa TBapuHa He nifge Ha 6iiHio.

OfHe CNOBO, Hi LWWKOAM, Hi KOPUCTI.

A 4m 3pobuna 6 Tak KoHgoniza Painc?
3rasBLW LeHb 33 AYMKaMU,
o ropsIo B CJIOBax, BUXOLXY,

KBiTy4a i NerkoBaHa, Ha3yCcTpid Be4opy.

A Topni
NPSMYI0 Ha NASX i3 BipLweM y ronosi,
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a TaM — Te BeJIMKE Hi4oro,
L0 JApY€E HaM OKeaH.

| cnnTato Bac 3 YCi€lo CKPOMHICTHO:
XTO Kpalumin: naBykK Yu TposHAA?

A 4m 3pobuna 6 Tak KoHponiza Painc?

Mepeknan MaHHa SIHOBCbKOI
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PETER MINTER — VOYAGER

It could start here again,
summer on the edge of instant war

night flowering under courage
stole from municipal stars

where olive leaves
in freshly graded parks

look slightly lossy in the breeze,
definition soft

& dry as moonlight.
The cities will all fall

into an open sky,
your epidermis tracked by satellites

will barely strike a shadow
in the fusive afterglow

of hydrocarbon jets.
So goodbye, go out & find

what there is to say
of transformation, the sparkle, junk

& greenest hearts. Go out
before the world knows you're not.
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MNITEP MIHTEP — MAHAPIBHUK

Lle Mo>xxe 3HOBY no4YaTnCA 3BiACK,
JIITO Ha BIiCTPi MUTTEBOI BiliHM,

HiYHe LBITIHHA Nig xopobpicTio,
naNaHTUH i3 MiCbKKX 3ipoK,

[ OJIMBKOBE JINCTS
y LLOWHO BMOPSAKOBAHWX NapKax

BUI A€ TPOXW BTPAYe€HO Ha BITpi,
BMPa3HO M’'AKO

i CyXx0, SIK MiCA4He CAlBO.
Bci micTa BnagyTb

y BigkpuTe Hebo,

TBIN enifepMic 30paHuii CynyTHUKaMu

TiNbKW LWUTOBXHE TiHb
y LeTOoHytoYe NiCAAUBITIHHA

BYr1€BOAHEBUX NOTOKIB.
OTOX, NpoLyaBail, BUAAN i 3HaNAm

IO TaM KaXKyTb
npo TpaHcdopMaLlito, ickpu, CMITTA

i Han3eneHiwi cepus. Bungn,
[LOMOKM CBIiT AyMaE, Lo TW TyT.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaACbKOro
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DAVID MUSGRAVE — PHANTOM LIMB

My enemy reminds me of my father:
the smell of smoke and newsprint, and the eye

behind the lens. | cannot understand the likeness:
my father was kind,

but he, my enemy,
deceives me from his empty office;

besides, my father has been dead for fourteen years.
| haven't seen my enemy for one,

but a semblance persists. He is a length of mind
which has no end. He harvests anger

and his name is myth.
His limbs hang loose and powerless,

his reasons, features, falter into word-mist,
but still he hurts me with his snarling smile.

| dreamt of him the other night
- wood is ash’s dream of being whole -

and when | woke, the only clue
to what I'd lost, like a tingling nose before the lie

was an itch where nothing itched before,
a phantom absence: the limb | never knew | had, excised.
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LEVBIO MACI'PENB — ®AHTOMHA KIHLLIBKA
Mi Bopor HaraZlye MeHi npo moro 6aTbKa:
3anax guMmy i raset, N OKO

3a NiH30t0. He MOXXY 3p03yMiTU CXOXOCTi:
Min 6aTbko byB fobpum,

ane BiH, Mii Bopor,
LYPUTb MEHe, CUAAYN Y CBOEMY MOPOXHLOMY KabiHeTi;

KpiM TOro, Min 6aTbKO MOMep YOTUMPHAALUATbL POKiB TOMY.
Sl Tak i He po3rneais CBOro Bopora,

ane CX0XiCTb 3anam’'sAtanacs. BiH € 4OBXWHOI CBIAOMOCTI,
AKa He Ma€ KiHUS. BiH NoXXunHae 31icTb

i Aoro im's — Mid.
Woro kiHuiBkn 6e3cnno 3BncatoTb,

10ro MoTuBK, 0COBAMBOCTI, BCe 36MBAETHLCA Ha C/IOBECHUIA TyMaH,
aJne BiH BCe 0HO BPa)ka€ MeHe CBOEID CTPaXiT/MBOK MOCMILLKOLO.

BiH MeHi CHMBCS iHLWIOI HOMI
- [lepeBuHa € Mpi€to nonesy npo LiNliCHICTb -

i KON 1 NPOKMHYBCA, EAUHUM HaTAKOM
Ha Te, WO A BTpaTuB, Ha4ye cBepbuThb Hic nepen bpexHeto,

6yB cBepbixx TaM, e paHiwe Hivoro He cBepbino, paHTOMHa BiACYTHICTb:
Bigpi3aHa KiHLiBKa, X04 5 HIKOJIN He 3HaB, L0 BOHa byna.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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LES WICKS — POOL

Even though sometimes
the ugly tin
aboveground hump in every
suburban tract backyard.

Even though the picture
of local council stalinist infrastructure -
long rows of militarily undressed teenagers,
that visceral bite of chlorine as you dive across
freeway-marked regimens of swimmers.

Sometimes the space beneath
a diffident waterfall -
the bubbling contusion of water carving
sandstone as it flies.
Sun is trimmed to filigree by overhanging gums.
Ignited brown fingerlings call up to tiny bush flowers.
Insects officiate.

Always
water parts to calloused hands.
Mouth lets go the troubled breath
then you are cradled & deep.
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JNEC BIKC - BACEMH

Xoya 6 fekonm
noTBopHa bnsiwaHka,
Ha3eMHWI naropb y KoOXXHOMY
3axigHOMy nepeaMicTi BU3HAYaE NOPAAOK Ha NoaBip'i.

Xoya 6 cBiT/NIMHa
fenyTaTiB-CTaNiHICTiB MicLeBOi paau
3 JOBMMMU padamu NigNITKIB y BiCbKOBMX OLHOCTPOAX.
ToW KMLLKOBWIA CNa3M Bif XJIOPY, KOJIM TV NipHAELL nonpu
po3hintoBanbHi NiHii NnaBuiB.

[ekonn npocTip nonia
HenpurasagHUM BOAOCNALOM -
6ypnsymin 3abin Boau, Wo Tewwe
nilaHnK y CBOEMY NOTOL.
CoHue ¢hinirpaHHo 06pi3a€TbCa HAaBUCANMU AICHAMM,
IpiBbHOK CKOPUMYHEBINOIO 3@ XUTTA pnboto
i KPUXITHUMUW KBITaMU YarapHUKis,
o 060XKHIOBaHI KOMaxaMmu.

3aBxau
BOAA Naja€ Ha MO30JISICTI PYKMU.

PoT BMNyCKa€e HECMOKINHWIA MoANX
TOAi TV 3aKOPIHEHWN | 3arnnbneHwni.

Mepeknan tOpis 3aBaacbKoro
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CEPTI/ XXAQAH — NANPUKA

3a 3e/1eHM CManaxoM ropoanHu,

3a AABOMa MigniTKaMm, sKi TpUMaloTbCS 3a PyKu,

TV nocepen BeYipHbOro CynepMapkeTy -

LiBYMHKA BUBMPAE LMTPWHW | CONOAKMIA NepeLlb,

[a€ NoTpMMaTy CBOEMY XJIOMLEBI i, CMilOYMCh, KNage Ha3aa.

3a [ecaTb XBWIWH fecaTa, BOHWU JOBro nepes,

TUM CBapW/IUCb, BOHA XOTifa Bif HbOrO NiTW, BiH YMOBMB il 3a/IMLLNTUC;
NOBHI KWLLEHI 3eNeHnx peyen,

30/10Ti acipincbKi MoOHeTH, 3HebotoBaNbHI TabneTku,

conopka nobos, 3a4apoBaHa Nanpuka.

BWHECITb 3BiACW, HY, BUHECITb, BOMIOTY AyLY, KOXXEH NOMEPSINIA NAif i NONYHUYHY
KpoB, pnbu, BOUTI FBUHTaMU CTapyx NaponiasiB y NiBAEHHUX WTaTax,
HahapLLoBaHi cepeXxxkamu i BPUTaHCHKMMIN NaHKIBCbKUMM LUMWIbKaMK, CTOTHYThb
Big KobeiHy B 356pax, YopHUX xBOpOob i Bif 3eN€HOro CBiTNa, Hibw NpocaTbL

BMHECITb 3BiACHU, HY, BUHECITb HaC 3BiACK Ha HaNBAMXKYy CTOSIHKY, A0 HaNbANXKYOro
aBTOCEpPBICY, [0 HabAMXKYOro X0N04HOI0 OKeaHy, Hibn NokKasyloTb, BUFMHAYMCh
BOJIOFMMU AyLIAMK, [OKK Li FBUHTW B Hebecax Haj BevipHiM cynepMapkeToM
pPO3BasIOI0Tb COKOBUTE MOBITPA, AOKM Mif HIrTAMK 3anikaeTbCsa KodeiH

BVHECITb, Hy, laBaliTe, CXOBaWTe B KMLIEHAX TEMJIi 3e/1eHi cnanaxu, NoKNaaiTe Nig
A3UK Cpib0 i 30710Ti MOHETU, A0 HANBANXKYOT CXOBAHKM, [0 HaNbAMKYOro
CTafioHy, KPOB 3a KPOB, FOCMOAb HAac Kan4e, MOBOAAYM NNaBHUKaMu

ToMmy, WO Tak, AK BiH TPMMAETLCS 3a Hei, 1 He 3MOXY
HIKO/IM i Hi 3@ KOO TPUMaTUCh, A He nponay banayxe
NOB3 L0 MePTBY TKaHWHy, i 6e3 Toro HaATo AOBro BaraBscs,
He Maloyu Cun pywnTn, abn Tenep He NTK 3a HAMU CNiLOM.

Twn X HaneBHe 3HAEL, L0 iX OYiKy€E, MpaBAa X? TaM, Ae TW 3apas3 €, Ae Tn

OMWMHUNACh, TN BCE MOXKELL CKa3aTu IM Hanepes - Lie ABa-TPU POKK 30/10TOr0
NiANITKOBOrO 3aBMUPaHHA B CEPMNHEBi TpaBi, po3TpavyBaHHA MOHET Ha Pi3HYy
OTPYTY i BCE - NaM’'ATb 3aMOBHIOE Te Micue B Tob6i, e 3HaxoAuNach HiXKHICTb.

ToMy, WO Tak, K BOHa 60iTbCS 3@ HbOrO, A HE 3MOXY

HiKO/IM i Hi 3@ KOro 60ATNCb, TOMY, WO 3 TaKO NErkicTio,

3 SIKOI0 BOHa Knafe nomy A0 pyK Ui Tenni LWTPUHK, 9 HE 3MOXY
HIKOIN HiKOMY HiYoro BigaaTu;

6yay i pani 3a HUMK i,

B AOBIMX BUCHAXJIMBMX CyTiHKax CynepMapkeTy,

3 )KOBTOIO TPaBOIO NifJ Horamu,
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3 MepTBO prboio Ha pyKax,
Bigirpisatouu i cepue

CBOIM ANXaHHSAM,
BifirpiBalym CBOE ANXaHHSA
il cepuem.
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SERHIY ZHADAN — PAPRIKA

Walking through the supermarket at night

past the green flash of salads,

behind the two teens holding hands --

the girl picks out lemons and sweet peppers

and lets the boy hold them, then laughs and puts them back.
It's ten to ten, before this they argued

for a long time she wanted to leave, he convinced her to stay;
pockets full of green stuff,

gold Assyrian coins, painkillers,

sweet love, enchanted paprika.

take us out, come on, take us out, the dank soul, every dead fruit, the blood of
strawberries, and fish killed by old ship propellers in southern states, minced

with earrings and British punk pins, their gills stuffed with

caffeine, black disease, turning away from the green light, they groan as if begging

take us out from here, come on, take us out to the nearest bus stop, to the nearest
gas station, to the nearest cool ocean, they seem to signal, bending

their dank souls, till the propellers in the night skies above the supermarket

wreck the juicy air, and the caffeine stains your finger nails

take them out, well come on, hide the warm green flashes in your pockets, place
silver and gold coins under your tongue, take us to the nearest hiding place, to the
nearest stadium,

blood for blood, the lord calls us, moving our fins

Since | won't ever be able to hold anyone

the way he holds her, | can’t simply pass by

all this still life, | hesitated too long,

didn’t have the strength to move, so now | have to follow them.

Where you are now, you must know what awaits them, right? where

you wound up, you can predict everything - two or three more years of golden
teenage swooning in the August grass, squandering coins on all kinds of

poisons and that’s it - memory fills the place in you once occupied by tenderness.

Since | won't ever be able to be afraid for anyone

the way she is afraid for him, | won't ever be able to give
anything to anyone with the ease with which she places

the warm lemons in his hands;

| will follow them further

through the long exhausting twilight of the supermarket,
with yellow grass underfoot,
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dead fish in hand,
warming its heart
with my breath
warming my breath
with its heart.

Translated by Virlana Tkacz and Wanda Phipps
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BACWJIb TEPACUM’IOK — “HA CIHI, WO CPIBJIIE HAJ KYWAMMU...”

Ha ciHi, wo cpibnie Hag KyLwamum,
3aBMepsu ABi Ayl B Nerkux Tinax.
1 3Halo,

XTO MPUKMAAB iX NiacTaMu.

Hac knu4yyTb, Muna,

Ayuwi y CiHax.

XuBe, CKaXky, Yn HEXIMBE CTBOPIHHA
TYT HUNAE, CTUCKaYM ropbn?

Oue, obaepTe rnoaoM 03BipiHHS,
oLie NPOMiHHSA nekna nosobu.

bo ocb HaaAXoAUTb MUTb —

i naxHe m'aTa.

bapBiHOK MaxHe —

3abupae 3ip.

Yy>KMM, HaBCKICHMM 3anaxoM 3aiHATa, —
TV €. MiBAYXOM NEPAOBUAHUX HIip —
TU €. Nagy, Himilo — BCe, 80BOI!

€ Tn. | Tinbkn T. | poKNM TV —

oui KyLLi,

NOTOBYeEHI i roni

B CBOE Ba)XKe BOJIOCCA 3anjeTu.
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VASYL HERASYMIUK — “TWO SOULS IN WEIGHTLESS BODIES GREW
STILL...”

Two souls in weightless bodies grew still

in the hay that turns silver above the bushes.
| know

who covered them in layers.

The souls in the hay, my dear,

are calling us.

Listen, is it a creature poking around here,
alive or dead, pressing the hillocks?

Love these illuminations of hell,

this savagery torn by craving.

For the moment arrives—

and it smells of mint.

And of periwinkle—

that takes away your sight.

You are entranced by an indirect foreign scent—
You are the half spirit of pearl-like burrows—

| fall, | grow numb—that’s all, that’s enough!
There is you. And only you. And while you are —
braid these bushes,

broken to pieces and bare,

into your heavy hair.

Translated by Svitlana Bednazh
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MABJIO FNPHUK — “CBITAE, MOCBITAETbLCA...”

CBiTa€, NOCBITAETHLCS,
CipatoTb TiHi nonpw gyuwi.
CKpeca€, BOCKPeCaEeThCs
| ybieHHe, i rpsigyLle.

JliTae YopHe BOPOHHS,
XonoHe xaTa 3a nievyamu.
Yekae cToMsieHa pigHs -
Cnbo3uHa, BUNnTa o4YnMma.

CBiTa€, NOCBITAETHLCS,

JiopHie cnoso 6e3’'s3nke.
CKpeca€, BOCKPeCaEeTbCH.
CnisatoTb AiT 6boronuki...
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PAVLO HIRNYK — “IT DAWNS, IT LEAKS ITS LIGHT..."”

* %k %k

It dawns, it leaks its light,

Beside the souls the shadows calm.

It breaks up and it brights,

That all what's killed and all what comes.

Aloft the darken raven flies,

The colding home beyond my way.
The tiny tear imbibed by eyes —
My tired family in wait.

It dawns, it leaks its light,
Untongued word's humaning thing.

It breaks up and it brights,
And godfaced children sing...

Translated by Yury Zavadsky and Les Wicks
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IOPIA AHAPYXOBMY — AND EVERYBODY FUCKS YOU

JisyaTa 6ynn He HaATO rapHi i ManeHbKi,

aJie 0Ha CKa3ana Ao iHWoi:

«MponoHyioTb poboTy Ha ipMi.

CekpeTapeM-pedepeHToM, 060B’'13KOBE 3HAHHS KOMN'loTepa.
CTo bakciB Ha Micsiub - i BCi Tebe TpaxaloTb».

CTo 6akciB Ha Micsub, NoayMasB 1.

| BCi Tebe TpaxaloTb.

Lle natoc 4n MiHyC, SK Lie po3yMiTu, nogymas 1.
| B SIKOMY CEHCi, MoflyMaB fi, HEBXXE B J,OC/IBHOMY,
MOXXe, B NepeHOCHOMY?

| B AKoMy ceHci byno bu kpaLue?

B pocnisHomy? B nepeHOCHOMY?

f1 MaB HafZ 4YvMM 3alyMaTuUCb, a N0i3g

rHaB cobi fani n koneca

SK BypHi BUbuBanm

OJlHE 1 Te caMe, OJIHE 1 Te CaMe:

CTo 6akciB Ha Micsub!
| BCi Tebe TpaxaloTb, TpaxaoTb!
Cto 6akcis Ha Micsub!
| BCi Tebe TpaxaloTb, TpaxaoTb!
CT0 6aKciB Ha MicsLb!
| BCi Tebe TpaxaloTb, TpaxaoTb!

AU/UA: Contemporary Poetry of Ukraine and Australia — 67



YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH — AND EVERYBODY FUCKS YOU

The girls weren't so pretty or graceful,

but one said to the other:

‘They offered me work in the company.

Secretary /clerk, computer skills essential.

A hundred bucks a month - and everyone fucks you'.

A hundred bucks a month - | thought to myself.

And everyone fucks you.

Is it a plus or a minus, how to understand it? | wondered.
And in what sense, | thought to myself, in the literal

or maybe in the metaphorical?

And in which sense would it be better?

The literal? The metaphorical?

It gave me something to think about, and the train
rushed on and the wheels

tapped out stupidly

the one same thing the one same thing:

A hundred bucks a month!
And everyone fucks you!
A hundred bucks a month!
And everyone fucks you!
A hundred bucks a month!
And everyone fucks you!

Translated by Sarah Luczaj
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MWXANO FPUrOPIB — “BUIHAHYI 3ABIPIOXMW...”

BWIHaHYi 3aBiptoxu

3MUPEHi apKyLi
BMOJIbOBAHUX
0bany
ypviBaloThb

B HaLisx

cypmu

noporis

TOU

yus
onoBiab
yTPUMYE

(B NiTbMi MeTenNnkKa)

CKpULLeHi

KBIiTW MiCKiB -

Ha 3pag/IMBOMY NOXi
3acTae

Ha3bupaHuin

KPVK OUTUHN
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MYHAILO HRYHORIV — “RENEGADE BLIZZARDS...”

renegade blizzards

reconciled sheets
of captured
faces

interrupt

in nations
trumpets

of thresholds

the one

whose
tale
holds

(in the darkness of the butterfly)

crumbled

flowers of sands -

on the treacherous couch
encounters

the gathered

wails of a child

Translated by Yury Zavadsky, Les Wicks, Catalina Girona and Andrii Antonovskyi
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OJIET JINLLETA — YEPEMAXA

Hioxom s yyB—pecb TyT Mae byTu rpmb!
y6, Mmox, Bonororo—paech TyT..

1 BiBINLWOB KiNbKa KpOKiB ybiK i pBy4YKo 0bepHyBCA—
MaHeBp, o6 He BCTUX 3aX0BaTWUCh y TPaBi..
3a KyLeM XTOCb NMPUHULLKHYB.

Sl onyCcTmMB rosoBy, 3HOB MiLWOB HibW aani,
Ane Bce 6anxLe, 61mxYe .. Hi, To He gy6oBUiA INCT ..
He KaMiHb .. skacb 6poH30Ba nocyaunHa? ..
Ha Brncoko 36mTiit MOXOBI NoayLuLli,

flkpas fe Bnaso COHLE, PO3KMHYBLUW nanm,
Jlexxana Yepenaxa.

Mo>Ke 4usCh? .. Hige HIKoro.. Cnpasai, AnKa..
flkocblue ManmM pa3 6aymB y 3anopixoKi,

B rHunin 3atoui..

A us TyT. Y BUTONTAHOMY JiCi..

1 B39B Ha pyKNn—

HiXHI naHUmMp TaknMin NpoxXoa04HUNA..
KicTaHa nnacTuHa, ane xusa..

s 61 TpUMaB TaKy HoLUy Bi4HO,

AbU TV TiNbKK Ka3ana, kyan Tebe HecTw..
KicTka bnigHyBaTa, BUHOBraHa, K LONOHA—
MabyTb >xe, TaM BMpi3bbneHi niHii nobosi,

| nopora, i cMepThb..

S onycTmB ii 3HOB Ha MOX

[, He OrNSAHYBLUMUCb, MiLIOB.

..Kinbka fHiB no Tponenbycax, B MeTpo

Ha npaBin fLonoHi BifyyBaB ii npoxonogy—
A poboTa N8 pyK 3aBXAMN 3HaNAEeTbCA—
Mungyn, cTporaT, MiCUTK FANHY..

MeHe 3HOB NOTArHYN0 A0 JliCy,

Ane, npobnykaBLUWN LEeHb,

TaK i He 3HANLIOB TOI MiCLMHN.

Mpu LOpo3i B CYyTiHKaX Mas4iB MypaLLHUK.

Sl NpnCiB HaBMOYINKM

| H3bKO HaXWAMB Had HUM JMLeE..

BucTpi, MenoamnyHi MypaLlHuKK, 34aBanoch,
TAranu B Hopy Nif, 3eMAeio rocTpi UBSXU..

| panTomM MOs NpaBa L0J10HA

Hibun 30BCiM OKpeMO Bifg pyKy Bnana ix HUX..
A1 He 3Mir il MigHATK, YyXYy, | BOHa TaM 3aKNaKNa,
ObninneHa 3ani3HUMM KpUCTanamm,
MokipHa, rpyba, HemoBopoTKa,
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Janeko Big Moro 061M448 i3 3an/OWEHNMI 04MMa..
A 6aynTe, Takm He NPOCTO NPOKYCUTH

Moto BOSIAYY LUKYPY..

Ak 3 rnMBOKOro KoNoAA3S, NOTPOXY 3anybCyBana
Xwnnamun KkomallmnHa oTpyTa..

KycainTe, KycanTe, 5 cTepnio..

..PaHKOM , NPOKMHYBLUNCH,

Opnpa3y 06anBMBCS [ONOHIO—

bniga, MNABO HaTArHyTa LKipa,

3'ipeHa munom i poboToto..

A MOXe, TO NPUCHUAOCh, WO BOHa TpuMana Ha cobi,
SIK Ha MOXOBIl NoayLuLi,

MokpanieHy NNCTAM | COHLEM iCTOTY..

Ane Hawo Tofi BYOpa KMHYB ii B Ty 031061eHY HOpy
MomixX MypaLLoK?..
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OLEH LYSHEHA — TURTLE

| picked up a scent—a mushroom ought be here, somewhere..
Oak, moss, dampness—it's here someplace..

| stepped just off the path and turned around quickly—
As not to let it hide in the grass..

Someone fell silent behind a bush.

| lowered my head, and walking as if farther on,

Yet ever closer, closer.. No, not an oak leaf..

Not a stone.. Some bronze vessel?..

Perched on a deep cushion of moss,

Just there, under a shaft of late sunlight,

Lay the turtle.. Somebody'’s, perhaps..

Yet nobody in sight.. Indeed, it was wild..

Once as a child | saw one in Zaporizhya,

In a marshy stream.. But here,

This one, in these trampled suburban woods,

| held close to me—

Its under-armor, so cool to the touch..

A boney plate, yet alive.

| would've carried it like that all my life,

If only it would have told me, no matter where it was going..
The pallid carapace, summoning, smooth as the palm of a hand—
Certainly, lines of love were chiseled there,

And life's roads and death..

| placed it back on the moss

And not turning round | walked away..

For days on the subway, on the bus,

My right palm sensed coolness

And yet a hand always finds a job—

Sawing, planing, or kneading clay..

Days later, | felt | had to return to the woods,

But wandering all day there,

Back and forth, | couldn't find the exact spot.

Then at dusk, far off by the path an anthill..

| kneeled there and leaned in close..

Bustling, methodical ants were pulling what seemed
Sharp nails into their earth mound..

And suddenly, as if altogether

Separate from my arm, my right hand fell among them..
| couldn’t lift it, so strange, and it stiffened there,
Subdued, rough, clumsy,

Covered with the iron crystals..

With eyes closed, my face felt far away.
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And yet it wasn't easy for those ants to bite
My leathery skin..

Their venom as from a deep well

Started pulsing slowly..

Bite, go on, | thought, I'll endure it..

Early the next morning, just after waking,

| examined my hand—

Splayed, its pale, loose skin

Seemed gnawed by work and soap.

Or perhaps it was a dream the hand was keeping to itself
—As if on a cushion of moss.

A sun-dappled creature among the leaves—
Yet why yesterday

Was it plunged in that vengeful mound
Among the ants?..

Translated by James Brasfield with Oleh Lysheha
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®OTOIPA®: BIPA MINNAH-MOHACTUPCBKA




IPUHA LLUYBAJIOBA —

... TV YOPHWI FK 31Ma
3anoLWmMANCb [OSOHI
3aTUCHYIN CBIN CKapb
HENpPoOMAEeHNX XNTTIB
i AHFONIN CTPUMASATL

B MOBITPi—Y MOJIOHI
NPULWNUAEHI 0 CHIry
Ha [OTWKax ApoTiB
yepes fKi MOCTH
XOAWNTU HaM y Hebo?
Ha 3BajinLax cTapux
BOPYLUNTLCS XNUTTH
PO3CTaBNEHO MNaCTKN
NpUXoBaHo nNoTpebu
TiNna—TiNbKN AMYyXHU!—
3a BiTPOM BiANETATL

i HayebTO BXe BCe
HeMa Kyawn BepTaTuch
nig 6punamm rognH
NMOXOBAHO KJIOYi

MOB SiHFOIN CYMHi
NeTATb aepocTaTH
TaK X0N04HO YAEeHb
TakK MoHoYi BHOYI

“...TU YOPHUN fIK 3UMA..."”
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IRYNA SHUVALOVA — “...YOU ARE BLACK AS WINTER..."”

...you are black as winter
your palms shut

you clenched your treasure
of unspent lives

and angels rush

in the air—in captivity
pinned to the snow

by the touches of wires
over which bridges

do we go into the sky?

life will stir

in old ruins

traps are set out

needs are hidden
bodies—just blow!—

will fly away beyond the air
and it’s as if already there’s
nowhere to return to
beneath the clods of hours
keys are hidden

like sad angels

balloons fly

it's so cold during the day
so dark at night

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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BACWJIb MAXHO — JARDIN

YONOBIKW BUXOAATH Y AOMOTKAHHMX MOHYO

3 KoCcTeNny — obcamxeHnM nomMapaHyamu - iM 3abesneyyoTb NoyveT
[O0L i 3eneHa ryCiHb — MPUKPUBLUM XO4MN YEPBOTOYVUH -
NPVKPUBLLN BUXiA i BXig,

3anMWaThCs TYT A0 PaHKY - SIK CTiHWU CyUinbHi 1 BpykiBka
KOHi 1 KOPOBW Ha CXnnax - 3anaxy [OBra LHypiBka
KOTPY 3[0raHs B NiABOPITHI 064yXpaHuii nec-kanika
oMy BCAip CBACTATL ByXi

«Chevy» cTape 3 70-Tux — [inap 3 MONOAUM KOMaHAaHTe
BiH HOCUTb BiINCbKOBY COPOYKY - i MpOisib BUrHaHUA [aHTe -
CX0XKe BOHW NPUANLIMANCD Wo6 3 Hamn Tpoxm nigaaTy

i CKOpOTaTK Hiy

3/MBa KOTpa NpoLyMina NpUHICWIM KaMiHHSA | MOPOK
KoXxaHuto Minap — nig TpMALUSATb a il BXKe AaBHO 33 COPOK
3UMOBI AOLLi He BiYHI — a i1 K& NPU3HaTUCb COPOM

- MOLLENKU BiY-Ha-BIY -

pynHe WOoHOYI KNAMKa — nefdanb «LLeBpone» 4n knanaH -
XTOCb Nif BIKHOM FOTENbHMM B Hi4 CBOIO Mpoyananas

a MopyYy CNUHW TPEMTIHHA — i MaHr'o 3a4yLMBMIA 3anax
3 Lue3sapkamm i Kypmu

TYT We 3MuMa — a MNoTiM BUCTaBASATb Aou, Ha Facebook’y
NULWYYY BipLWi LWOPaHKY MoXKew Habutn pyky

MOXKELU CNiNMaTN NOrNsA4 SKUA CMiBPO3MiPHUIA 3BYKY

1 3/MBaM cepej 3uMu

7 UMM NPULOPOXKHIM LWaxTaM — MOKPUM MilLKaM 3 BYTinasam
CensiHaM Lo CXOAATb B HEAiNo rpynaMm sk Ha Becinns

UMM pobiTHNYMM cennLiam - BTOMIEHUM — L0 NPUCINN -

B MIMHSAHWI TOBLY,

TOMY Lie MiCTEeYKO B ropax CTO POKiB B AoWax — N CTONITHI
BMCOBYIOTb MOPAW Ha30BHi 6e340MHi NCK 3 NiABOPITHI

y OBEpAX rocnofap KypuTb — a ABi iHOIHKW BariTHI
MUHaTb Oro i aouy,

MOCTYKYIOTb NasibLii AOLLAMU FAINHOK A FOCTPUM KaMiHHAM
NMOXUTYETLCSA Ha LUBWAKOCTI BOAI i Moro kabiHa

i noniuencbknit Npn MocTi — i Mict — i cTebno kapabiHa

i lepeB’sHNI XpucToc
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BillHa Le nmue Ye MeBapu Wwo HOCUTb Mosioab Konymbii
ue yepenuud i ranHa — Casa KynbTypu — Knybwm i
BapTOBUI NONILENCbKMI 3 04Ma KOHCEPBHOI CKYMOBpil
3a/IUTi B TOMaTHWUIA MOpC

Lie KaBYyBaHHS B OMiBHiY Ha NOLLi nepes KOCTENIOM

ue pow wo tebe nocpibNnTb | HUTKY CBIT/Ia NPOCTENUTL
Minap Lo NyCKaE 3 AMMOM CBOi TAEMHMLI Nif CTeNto

- CpibHi bpacneTu 3MmiiioK -

y LA BANALKOBOCTI MICTO — Lielt caf nomapaHyi —i “Chevy”
L€ BiAYYTTS LLO HWHI XXUTTHA 1 HAPKOTa AeLleBi

i O NpoLlaHHA 3 MapkCM3MOM - Lie BipLUi NpoCTi N AyLUeBHi
-NOAPAMMHN LLO HE 3MUIO -

Lie BiAYYTTS Yy>XXOro Lo 3aBTpa 3aJULLNTb MiCTO

LLLO CMUKHEe pa30oM 3i CBIT/IOM TifIbK/ pa3ok HaMucTa
Bi3bMe KinbKa BY/MLb 3 NCaMM - | HABMKaMu CagmncTa
NPUTAYMUTb LBIT NOMapaHy

KNI 3abmBa€ Hi3api — 1 BiTaHHAM B KpaMHuLi 6yeHoC

LLIO CXOXe Ha FNHY 1 pOCAIMHM — 11 NOBITPSA AK NOCAIA 3eneHe
i pyTboNICT B Tenesizopi - 6ANCHYTL DiHTK 1 NepcTeHi -

B NaAiHHi BTpa4YaEe mM'ay

1 OCTaHHi y LbOMY Ce30Hi fowi 1 hyTO0oNbHI MaTui
36upatoTbCs nicnsa cyxobm npu Tenesisopi Ma4o

BUKPUKYIOTb ClepevanTbca — Cyaasa NOMUIMBCA N NpU3HaYnB
CYMHiBHE NeHanbTi

i KO)KEH MaCUBHY PYKY i3 CITKOI XW1 — Ha MayeTe

i B 0L Lie 3eN1eHNI Ha Mol CyLAI0 SiK TeNsd 3aMOYnTK
i BATEPTW N1e30 MayeTe B TpaBy Wo6W 3pa3y HaBYUTK
BUKNACTW B CanTi

A MiCTO Le i3 ¢hyTH0IOM 3anULLIMB - KOPOBY 11 cobaku
3a/IMWLATHLCA 3 NOMapaHYyaMu, iX COKOM — JIMMKUM iX CMakoM
[OLLEeM LU0 3a/MWNTBCA 3 HUMKU — Lo iM 3abnBae baku
BiIHOCHO CTa NiT

60 4ac Lo naunBe no BpykKiBLi TPUMAETLCA | 33 0ABIPKM

Ha Moy BUXOANTb CIOBO — BOBIKM BiKiB 1 HaBiKW -
nepebira€e ByMLIO CNOSIOXaHWA Nec-Kasika
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uen 6ir notpebye cTonith

60 Lo A TYT 3MOXY CKa3aTu: 3a HiY Hac 3aBa/iuTb BOAOIO
i CNOPOXKHHIE MoLLa - Lo NjeHTaTMMeTbCA 3a Toboto

N 6y AMHKK 3iAOYTHCSH AOKYNW | CTaHYTb OAHOIO CTiHOO
MOXe K BipLu

i 6ypyTb cTOATU Npy TO6I AK XNib icnaHCbKOi MOBK
i ByoyTb NETITU Ha KpUAax CUHI MONOYHI KOPOBU
HY @ 4epBOHi MacyTbCH - i POrK iX SK KOPOHU
TPUMaOTh NiACBIYHWK Fip
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VASYL MAKHNO — JARDIN*

men in home-woven ponchos emerge

from the church — surrounded by orange trees — their retinue provided by
the rain and green caterpillars — covering the wormhole tracks -

covering the exit and entrance

they'll remain here until morning — like the massive walls and cobblestones
like the horses and cows on the slopes — a long shoelace of smell

with which a scratchy dog catches up in the foyer

drunks whistling at his heels

an "Chevy" from the 70's — Pilar with a young "comandante"

he wears an army shirt — and the profile of an exile from Dante -
it's likely they stayed behind so as to tie one on with us

and shorten the night

the downpour blew over bringing rocks and darkness

Pilar's lover — is almost thirty while she's well over forty

the winter rains are not forever — but for her this is an embarrassing to admit
-whispering face-to-face

squeaking every night is the doorknob — the pedal or valve of the "Chevrolet" -
under the hotel window someone walked barefoot in the mud

while close by a trembling back — and the suffocating scent of mangos

with guinea fowl and chickens

here it is still winter — but later they'll post the rain on Facebook
writing poetry each morning you can gain experience

you can catch a glance equivalent to the sound

and the winter downpours

and to these roadside mine shafts — to the wet sacks of coal

to the villagers who descend on Sunday in groups like a wedding party
to these workers' settlements — tired — squatting -

in the clayish slime

therefore this little mountain town has survived a hundred years in the rains — and
the centennial

stray dogs poke their snouts out of the foyers

in the door the proprietor is smoking — while two Indian women pregnant

bypass him and the rain

fingers are drumming like the rains the clay and sharp stones
from the speed the driver and his cab are rocking
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and the policeman at the bridge — the bridge — and the stalk of a rifle
and the wooden crucifix

war is the face of Che Guevara worn by the youth of Colombia
it is the tiles and clay — the Casa of culture — clubs and

the police guard with the eyes of a canned mackerel

covered in tomato juice

it's drinking coffee at midnight in the church square

it's the rain that casts a silvery glow on you and Pilar spreads a thread of light
letting loose her secrets with smoke up to the ceiling

- the silver bracelets of the snaking puffs -

in this instance the town — this orange orchard — and the "Chevy"

give the feeling that today life and dope are cheap

and that bidding farewell to Marxism — are verses simple and from the soul
- scratches that cannot be washed away -

this is the feeling of a stranger who will leave this town tomorrow

together with the daylight he will snatch only a string of corals

and capture a few of the streets with the dogs — and with the habit of a sadist
stifle the orange blossoms

which stuff the nostrils — and in a store with the greeting "buenos"
resembling clay and plants — and the air green like chaff

and a soccer player on television — flashing feints and rings -

falls down after losing the ball

and at the end of the season of rains and soccer matches
after work by the television gather the machos

shouting arguing — the referee made a mistake by awarding
a dubious penalty

and everyone places his massive sinewy hand on a machete

ready to slaughter the ref like a calf in this green rain on the field

and to wipe the blade of the machete on the grass so as to teach him right away
what's what in soccer

| left this town with its soccer — the cows and dogs

will stay behind with the oranges, their juice — their gluey taste
the rain that will remain with them having baffled them

for one hundred years

for the time that flows on the cobblestones holds fast and beyond the doorposts
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onto the square emerges the word — for ages and ages — and forever
the startled crippled dog crosses the street
this run requires centuries

for what more can | say: over night we'll be inundated with water
and the square will empty — shadowing you

and the buildings will merge and become a single wall

perhaps like a poem

and beside you will stand the arepa** of the Spanish
and the blue milch cows will fly on their wings

while the red cows are grazing — and their horns like crowns
are holding up the candelabra of the mountains

* Jardin is a town in Colombia
** Arepa are pancakes made of corn flour

Translated from the Ukrainian by Orest Popovych
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IOPIN 3ABAACBKUN — “JIIOACBKUIA YEPEMN...”

Jlioaceknin yepen, —
Takuin caMui, K yCi iHLWi.

Momy He macye Ha3WBaTMCA FepoeM, ClacuTeneM, MPOPOKOM,
Bo oro cmMepTb 3anporpamMoBsaHa,
besymoBHa.

[leTepMmiHi3M, KOJIM MOYYBAELLCA YOI0BIKOM
| 3Ha€ELW Ha WO BUTPATUTK CBOI CUAIN.

Ko>xHoro gHs nepexusato B cobi Yyeproey 3arubenb, —
3anepeyyto cobi paxyBaTnCs 3i CMEPTAMM HY)KUHLIB,
Konu cTinbku moix 6oris HeaoBipeHo.

OAuH i3 cnx gHiB...
BigipsaHui ryasuk.
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YURY ZAVADSKY — “HUMAN SKULL...”

Human skull, —
The same as all others.

He does not look to be called a hero, savior, prophet,
Because his death is programmed,
Unconditional.

Determinism, when you fell yourself as man,
And know where to expend your strength.

Every day | endure the regular ruin in myself, —
Stridently ignore those deaths of outlanders
When so many gods go begging for belief.

One of these days...

Torn away button.

Translated by Yury Zavadsky and Les Wicks
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®OTOrPA®: BACUJIb HECIMIIAK




OJIET KOLLAPEB — JIOBOBHI CNOraaun

SIKLLO A1 HaBiTb He MaM siTato,

Ha AKoMy iHCTpyMeHTi

BoHa rpana y My3uyHin Wwkoni,

AIKLLO A HaBiTb He NMpuraaao,

Y1 3HaNLWOB ii NepLly 3MOPLLKY,

Konun cka3ana: He 3Hanpgew!,

AIKLLLO HaneBHe MOXY 3ragaTu

Jlnwe 5K 9 rHaBCs 1 HasgorHae ii aBTobyc,
KoBTatouu nereHsamMu Linun napk aepes,
Halwux 3eneHnx nerexis,

AKLLO TakK,

Y1 MOXKHa NMoBIpMUTK B Te, WO Lie Tex Byna cnpaBxHs nto6os?
Yy MOXXHa NOBIPUTMK, LLIO KOXXHOr0 Be4opa
Mu BiIHaxo4WAM KOXeH y cebe

Mo HeBenuykin i HebMCKyiIn,

Ane Tennii i BATOYEHIN 3ipUi

Ta npuHoCKMAK iX 0gHe ogHOMY?

Yn MoxxHa?
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OLEH KOTSAREV — LOVE MEMORIES

If even | can't remember

What musical instrument

She played in the school

If even | can't recollect

Did I find her first wrinkle

When she said "You willn't"

If I can only remember for sure

How | ran down to her bus after long pursue
Swallowing with my lungs a whole park of trees
Of our green lungs

If so

Could we believe in the fact of true love?
Could we believe in the fact that every evening
We found in ourselves

Two little and shimmering

But warm and refined stars

And brought it to each other?

Could we?

Translated by Arseniy Kapelist
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MWKOJIA LLUMAKOBCbKUI — 3AJIULLAHHSA

nepes TUM K KUHYTW KypuTu
€ BUHATKOBUI BeYip

HaKypuTmUCA Hibn HanepepoaHi camoi
cmepTi

LWoch 36iXKHEe A MoMivalo B XiHOK

AKi N04aNbLIOro AHA 3aMULLNSAIOTb
NPUKaCcTMCA [O Li€TK

HanxaTuncs wob ax 3aTpiwano

a ot bor i rpowi nobnaTe nopagok
HISIKUX BUHSTKIB
XKOLOHMX ane

LLle HiXTO foTenep He BiAilMaB y MeHe npuBineto
pobnTn 0COBUCTIi NOMNAKK

TRI€ CHIr

NoAnHI ska 36yayBana gepxxaBy B Cobi
30BHilWHA BNafa He € noTpibHa
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MYKOLA SHPAKOVSKYY — STAYING

before one quits smoking

there is always a special evening

where one smokes like there is

no tomorrow

something i find in common with women
who before going on a diet

decide to stuff themselve with food

until they are ready to burst

however God and money do love it when everything is in its place
no exceptions
no 'ifs' no 'buts'

nobody before has deprived me of my priviledge
to make personal mistakes

the snow is smouldering

the man who has built a state within

needs no external power

Translated by Katia Yusif
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BIKTOP HEBOPAK — MUCbMEHHUK

HanepepopnHi IBaHa Kynana
[Bi TUCAYI LLOCTOr0 POKY
nocepen 6inoro gHs

y baxmaui

s 6a4mB Bonogmmmpa Kawky
y noABip’i MOro XpyLuiBKn

MK 3'aBuaunca 6e3 nonepenrkeHHs
3Ba/ININCb NOMY Ha roJs10BY
BUPYANAN

B 1Or0 NPOCAUPTOBAHUN 3ip
CANANBUAM NiMY3NHOM

)KOJHa 3MopLUKa
Ha 0614y Kawwkn
He 3pafanna 3AUBYBaHHS

BiH CTOAB CaM y cobi
HaBMNPOTM Hac NpubynbLiB

panTom
3arosopve

po3kianaB nepep Hamm
noTpinaHy mMamny CBOr0 XWUTTS

KOXHe coBo 6yo
sk nobuTta 6aTbkOM ANTVHA

KOXXHE CNoBO 6yr|o
AK CXnmn
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VIKTOR NEBORAK — THE WRITER

the day before Ivan Kupalo*

in two thousand and six

smack in the middle of the day

in Bakhmach

| saw Volodymyr Kashka

in the yard behind his Khrushchev-era apartment building

we showed up out of the blue
intruded on his space

slid

into his alcohol-drenched gaze
in a shiny limousine

not a single wrinkle
on Kashka'’s face
revealed his sense of surprise

he stood singularly
across from us the newly arrived

suddenly
he began to speak

he laid out the ragged map
of his life before us

every word was
like a child beaten by his father

every word was
like a sob

* The church feast of St. John the Baptist, which occurs close to the

summer solstice.

Translated by Mark Andryczyk
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MIPEK BOAHAP — “3ABUBAIOCb Y KYTOK...”

3abmBatoch y KyTOK,

TWXO iM, TUXO CMJI0.

Bpas - 3aKMHYB XTOCb ra4yok.
1 Koo,

Mponnueato puboto i mopnato Hamy.
Mo>xe, Koporn, MOXe, COM.

1 Ha ZHi, @ 3BepXy Myn

BOAY N'e i 3anaja€ B COH.

3Bepxy My”n i cneka, i niTo.

A1 TpMatoCb rAnbuHN.

BuoaTHuin akTop, He YanniH - KiToH,
LMBUTBLCA NPO MEHE CHY.

MosHoBoAHa Miccicini.
MponaunBae NAiT, a Ha NIoOTy
iHAiaHUi,

rini

BNALUTYBaN TaHLUi,
CTaBAATH Tini,

LWKipy MaloTb 30/10TY.

LiTn KBITiB, BCi ACKpaBi,

i CBIAOMICTb BCiX - pO3LUMPEHa A0 MeX.
OH Icyc nepenae Kocsk Bapassi,

i nyHae «biTn3» 3 BaBUJIOHCbKMX BEX.

Hy a s - s npocTo puba,

NponauBato, Mopnato Hamy.

3Bepxy YyTu TaHUi, CMiBW, KPWKK, XpUnu,
3BepXy 4yTW WyM i ryn.

PanTtom cTtano Tuxo. Licc, moBYoK!
A NPUHWLLK, 3aCTur i yaato,
Hiby cnokin y cobi Kyto.

Bpas - 3aKMHYB XTOCb ravyok.
A KNolo.
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MIREK BODNAR — “l AM HIDING IN A CORNER..."”

| am hiding in a corner,

eating quietly, sleeping quietly.
Suddenly - someone threw a hook.
| nibble.

Floating as a fish and rummaging in silt.
Maybe carp, maybe sheatfish.

| am on the bottom, mule is on the top
drinking water and falling asleep.

The mule, heat and summer are on the top.
| am keeping to the depth.

Prominent actor, not Chaplin - Keaton,

has dreams about me.

Deep Mississippi.

A raft floats, and on the raft
Indians,

hippies

arranged dancing,

putting tipi,

gold skinned.

Children of flowers, all are bright,
consciousness is widened to the limit.

There Jesus is giving weed to Barabbas,

and The Beatles arise from the towers of Babel.

As for me - | am just a fish,

floating and rummaging in a silt.

Dances, sings, shouts, wheezes are heard from the top,
noise and boom are heard from the top.

In @ moment became quietly. Quiet!
| felt silent, stopped and pretending
like | am forging quiet in myself.
Suddenly - someone threw a hook.

I nibble.

Translated by Marichka Oliynyk
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OKCAHA 3ABY>XKO — HOBUI 3AKOH APXIME[A

“He pyww Moix Kin” (“Mn dov tolg KOKAOUG TpaTTE”)— TakK, 3a NepekasoMm,
MOBWB 3aHypeHuIn y po3aymMu ApxiMen puMCbKOMY Jier'ioHepoBi,
KOJIN pUMCbKe BilicbKo B350 Cipakysu.

NB: KO0 ANs AaBHiX rpekiB— He TisbKK hopMa 3anucy AyMKM,
a i CMMBOJ LiNOCTY Ta CyBEPEHHOCTW AYXOBHOIr0 XWUTTS B3araJii.
He pyw MOix Kin— Moi Kona Tobi He HanexaTb.

FeH-reH NaponaaByuK i3 MopeM 3lmBa Hebocxun,

MoTpoxy WTopMUTb, | Be3ntoaHie NAsXK. MOYNHAETECA HEXNTb.
36upait pyLUHUKK 1 Napacoii— He pyLU MOiX Kif.

BOoHW camonpaBHi— AK B KaMiHb BLIiJIOBaHi MOpeM,

Ane i 3HUKOMi— MNiCKOM-NONiA-BiTPOM KPUXKi...

Sk 3aBTpa Haw CBIiT ynaae, moB Conom i Fomoppa,

To BNnacHe TOoMy, L0 HaA Mipy BUHWLLYBaB Kin!

A 5 cBOi fOBro nNnekana (xosana, poctuna...)—

AX BpeLUTi Kpi3b HUX NPOCTYNWI0, MOB hOCdOp, Pi3KnM,

Llo— Hi, He ByBa€TbCs BMXKYe, HiIX Tino oo Tina,

Y Hawomy cBiTi!

Hikonn.

Hi B 4omy.

Hi 3 Kum.

Mpwu vim xe TyT Tino?! O a3epkano, XTo Us KobiTa?...

A Tn i CMi€LICA— MOB 3apa3 rOTOBMUI Ha CKiH,

| BCe, WO 5 MOXY HacnpaBAi onsa tebe 3pobnutn—

KoxaTu Tebe, gk npen borom i mopem: HE pylwa4n Kin!

Mpo ue— BCi gepeBa-i-nTaxu (1onovy4mm nuctam!),

| pnbu y mopi, i 3Bipi y noni— npo ue x:

He pyw moix kin!— 60 Hema B HUX ans Tebe kopucTi, 6o no3sa
CBOIMMN— Hi4Oro B XXMTTIO He 3HanaeLwu!

O, 3HaB-Taku Myapuii, LLLO Kaxe, Lo Tak 3arapaTas
HanacHnKy B 04i— Ha ABaALATb MOTOMHWMX BiKiB!...

| MOBAItO NO-€/NIHCbKI: “MF) MOV TOUC KOKAOUC TApATTE —
My>X4uHam,

IMnepisam,

Yacy:

He pyLw Moix Kin .
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OKSANA ZABUZHKO — ARCHIMEDES' NEW PRINCIPLE

“Don’t touch my circles” (“Mn pov Tob¢ KOKAOULG TAPATTE"),

The legend goes Archimedes once said while in deep contemplation

to a Roman soldier while the Roman army was besieging Syracuse.

NB: A circle for the ancient Greeks is not just a symbol for recording a thought,
but one of wholeness and the dominion of spiritual life.

Don’t touch my circles—they don't belong to you.

Far away, a tiny ship sews up the horizon to the sea,

It's stormy, the beach is growing deserted. A head cold's taking grip.
Collect the towels and umbrellas—but don’t touch my circles.

They're self-willed, as though imprinted by the sea in stone,

And evanescent—fragile in the sand beneath the breeze...

If tomorrow our world would collapse like Sodom and Gomorrah,

It's because too many circles have been destroyed.

I've long cherished (concealed and nurtured) my circles—

Till finally something akin to phosphorus passed sharply through

them.

What—no, nothing in our world occurs closer than one body

Pressed to another!

Never.

Not in anything.

Not with anyone.

Why the body here? Mirror, who is this woman?

You smile at her as if you were ready to die

And all | can actually do for you—is love you,

as if before God and the sea—WITHOUT disturbing the circles!

They chatter about this—all the birds and trees (with chattering leaves!)
—about the very same thing!—the fish in the sea, and the beast in the field:
Don’t touch my circles!—there’s nothing of use for you there,

Beyond your own circles—you’ll find nothing in life for yourself.

The sage indeed knew what to say in the face of his foe,

| say it in Hellenic Greek: “Mn pov ToU¢ KOKAOUC TdpaTTe"—
To men,

To empires,

To time:

Don’t touch my circles.

Translated by Olha Tytarenko
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®OTOIPA®: BIPA MINNAH-MOHACTUPCBKA




HATAJIKA BIJIOLEPKIBELUDb — MU NOMPEM HE B NMAPUXI

A nompy B lNapwxi B 4eTBEPr yBeYepi.
—Cecap Banbexo

3abyBatoTbCA NiHii 3anaxu 6apsu i 3ByKM

CnabHe 3ip racHe ciyx i MMHAETLCA paficTb NpocTa
3a CBOEIO AyLueto NPOCTArHew o6amy4s i pyku

Ane BUCOKO i HeLOCS>XKHO BOHa NponiTa
3anMWAaETbCA TiNbKY BOK3as Ha OCTaHHIM NepoHi
Cipa niHa po3nykn knybo4mTbCs NaxHe i oT

B>xe BOHa po3MmBa€E Moi 6e33axnUCHi AONOHI

| orMAHMM CONOAKMM TEMNIOM HaMoB3a€E Ha poT
3anuwmnack nobos ane kpauye 6 i He byno

B NpoBiHUINHIN NocTeni 1 Niakana [OKU CTOMUAACh
| 6pnannBo pym’'siHUI By30K 3arnspaB L0 BikHa
Moi34 piBHO iLLOB i 3aKOXaHi MNSBO AUBUIUCH

Sk nig Tinom TBOIM 3afmxanacb nonvusa bpyaHa
3aTuxana cTuxana 6aHanbHa BOK3asibHa BeCHa

Mu nompeM He B [Mapuxi Tenep s HaneBHe Lie 3Hato
B NpOBiHUINHIA NoCTeni Wo NOTOM KMLWINTbi CRi3bMU
| TBOro KOHbsIKY He nofacTb Tobi XoLeH 5 3Hato
Hiuunim nouinyHkom He byaemo BTilLeHi Mu

Mig mocTom Mipabo He posiinayTbCs Kona NiTbMu
HapaTo ripko Mu nnakanu i obpakanu npupopy
HanTto cunbHo Mmobuan KoxaHLiB COPOMASAYUN TUM
HapaTo BipLwi nmMcany noeTis 3HEBaXKMBLLW 3poay
Ham BOHM He [03B0NATL NoMepTu B Mapuxi i Bogy
Mig MocTom Mipabo OKiNbLIOIOTH KOHBOEM MYCTUM
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NATALKA BILOTSERKIVETS — WE'LL NOT DIE IN PARIS

I'll die in Paris Thursday evening.
—Cesar Vallejo

Forgotten lines scents colors and sounds

Sight weakens hearing goes and simple joy passes

You stretch out your face and hands for your soul

But it flies past way high out of your reach

Just a train station on the very last platform is left

The gray froth of parting continues to swirl and swell

And already is washing away my helpless palms

And a foul delicious warmth creeps onto my mouth

Love lingered, better if it had never been

| cried till | tired in the godforsaken sheets

A sickeningly reddish lilac bush peered faintly through the window
The train steadily moved on and two lovers languidly looked
As the soiled shelf under your body heaved

A prosaic train-station spring grew quiet settling down

We'll not die in Paris | know now for sure

In the godforsaken sheets teeming with sweat and tears
And no one will give you your cognac | know

We won't be heartened by anyone's kiss

Rings of darkness won't move on under the Mirabeau Bridge
We cried too bitterly unsettling nature

We loved the lovers too strongly embarrassed by this

We wrote too many poems of poets never scorned in our lifetime
They won't let us die in Paris and they’ll ring

The water with a thick convoy under the Mirabeau Bridge

Translated by Michael M. Naydan
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KATEPUHA BABKIHA — rIP4YuU A

Llei s6ny4HMI conog, L0 B BUNapax XOBTHS Ha LWKbKax ocsae,
| 3amax TpaBu SKMIN Pa3oM 3 TPABOIO XMBE Ha ropuLLi

Mun MOXXEMO CTaTh KOTPOIKChH 3 LIX COCEH; MU MOXXEMO cnaTu

B BoJsioriin TpaBgi, ane COCHU Bifi TOrO He CTaHyTb HaM BaVKYI.
WunwwuHa 6arpsHa, i TeMHUIA BigBap i3 aybosoro ancTs,

| rpywi nigrHwni y nici B AHi BITPAHI rynatoTb CTPaLUHO.

Mu MoxeM Hamnbinblue - xiba Lo NycTUTK Leit nic Ha obincTs
Ane BCe 0HO BiH Bif, TOr0 He CTaHe CBOIM i JOMALLHIM.

Yyxi i 6e3rnysgi, Mu TyT ranacnamei Bap'satu,

Tak ripko, i 3MBK Hi4Hi 0b6epexHi, Wo ix He ninmMaTy .
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KATERYNA BABKINA — BITTERWEED

This sweet apple most that will settle on glass in October,

The odour of hay in the loft piling up from the hay.

We surely can turn into one of these pines, sleeping over

On this dewy grass, but the pines will remain far away.

The crimson wild roses, the brown opaque brew of the oak leaves
And moldering pears striking ground from the wind-shaken tree.
The best we can do is to let the grove into our doorways,

Don’t expect it to be tame and amenable.

How alien we are, by our boisterous madness undone,

And these nightly downpours so careful, try corralling one.

Translated by Oleksiy Tsvetkov
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FPUrOPIA CEMEHYYK — “BHYTPILUHIA JATECTAH...”

BHYTPIWHINA JarecTaH, 3aKiH4MTbCA BHYTPILLHIM TanibaHomM,
ab0 X LLie AKMMOCb TEPOPUCTUYHUM YrpyrnoBaHHA Tina.
i KONW HiY cifae, gk NTax Hag aBTobaHoM,

A Xanalo POTOM KUCEeHb, 36iraloTbCa Myaaku i Myannm;
36iraloTbCs ankoroniky 3 HaBKOJIMLLHIX XaT,

a 32 HAMW XiHKW | giTw...

YKpaiHa - He €BPOCOI03, Lie BHYTPILLHIN AXKxaa,

[le Ha MHol i FiBHI NPOPOCTalTb KBITU.

i nobaynsLum Tebe, HIbK AiBY rpynHeBy,

MOE cepLie 3yNUHANO0CA LLOMIBFOAUHM...

ckopo Byae BecHa, cepLeBo-CTaTeBa

HeBeceni KOKTeNNi, irpucTi BUHa.

NAaCcTUKOBWI NOCYA, i MW MNAACTUKOBI.

HaKANYeMo BCiX, i AiBYaT i NaLaHiB.

Le He byae Tpuanepom, cKopille haHTacTUKOIO,

i KaNIMHa POCTVME MOB Kpuna B CMUHi.

TOX SIKLLO, 5 pexucep uboro 6nokbactepy,

[le aKTopw noraHi i rpatoTb 6e3 roHopapy -

roI0BHE He MafjaTw i He mponacTun

60 HaBKOJI0 Kyna XansBu i Wwapu.

60 TV NPOXOAMLL LLOAHS, | CepLie 3yNMHAETbLCS,

MOB KOJIN AMBIIIOCH CIOXXETU Npo apabcbkuii xanidar,
i BCe 3abyBa€TbCs, 3HNKAE, 3MUBAETLCA

HarecTaH, TanibaH pXxuxag.

i Tenep Big4yBalo cepLie KOXHOro,

KO>XHOI0 MPUCYTHLOMO TYT.

MOKW 8 MOXY OMBUTUCH Ha Tebe -

B MEHE € napaLlyT .

60 Tenep § MOXY NPUATK | CKaszaTwm,

TV MeHi 3HOBY BYOpa HacHWaacs

noTiM Yy BiAMNOBIZb LWOCb YEKATW, MOBYKUN CTOSATM

a cepue CNUHAN0CA, Ta He 3YMUHUOCS...
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GRIGORY SEMECHUK — “INTERNAL DAGESTAN...”

internal Dagestan will end as internal Taliban

or even as some other terrorist group of my body.
when night falls as the bird on the highway

my mouth catches the oxygen and some assholes come running here;
alcoholics coincide from the neighbourhood,

women and children follow them...

Ukraine isn't European Union, this is an internal jihad,
where flowers sprout on the pus and shit.

seeing you like the December Virgin

| felt that my heart stopped every thirty minutes...
cardio-sexual spring will come soon;

tragic cocktails, explosive wines.

plastic tableware, and we're plastic too.

invite all of them, girls and guys.

this won't be a thriller, rather science fiction,

and guelder roses will grow like the wings on the back.
so if | direct this blockbuster,

when actors play badly and for free -

the main aim is not to fall and not to loose,

'cause there are so many freebies around.

‘cause you pass through every day, and my pulse stops,
like watching movies 'bout Arab Caliphate,

all is forgotten, disappeared, washed off -

Dagestan, Taliban, jihad,

and now | feel everyone's heart,

everyone's, who's present here.

my look at you

is my parachute.

‘cause now | can come and say:

you came into my dreams last night

then | have to wait and stand mutely,

but heart's stoped but | keep moving.

Translation by Yury Zavadsky and Les Wicks
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NETPO MIAAHKA — CEPBYC, NAHE BOProJs

AHIpii Bopxonia — pyCrH 41 X0xo7,
peKo-KaToMK, CTaB/IEHUNK MOMN-apTy.
Enpi Bopron — e ka3 i pok-H-ponn,
Kyon [0 HbOro BipWHKKY 41 Bapay.

KOHBYIbCMBHMI | NOBOXHNI hONbK
| yinka 6ina, okynspu EHgi.
MHoronukuii xmapogep Huto-Mopk

| Ti Ka3unHo, KOKa, AeHAi, bpeHai.

Ympe y NiTcbyp3i fe coyc, mapmenaa,
XpecTn cxnsmaTukiB, NevanbHUA Konymbai.
B pyneTky rpuiia, 3anucu y nag,
BapBUCTWI CaKoC, PYCUHCLKMI BiKapii.

Mapa3maTunyHui (Bupi6 "Kambenn")
(O3eMHui) cniv Heto-Oxxepci Ta Anacka
I3 HAPKOTMYHOI 3aBicK i3 iMAN

Tw (3a1bCyNiB) HOCOBMYKYM 3a Macka
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PETRO MIDIANKA — HI THERE, MR. WARHOL

Andriy Warhola — Ruthenian or khokhol?
Greek-Catholic or instrument of Pop art.
Andy Warhol — it's jazz and rock'n'roll.
Bards and rhymers don't compare...

Paroxysmal and religious folk-art.
White wig. Glasses... Andy.

Schizy sky-scraper New Your City:
Casinos and cola, brandy, dandy.

He'll die in Pittsburgh among sauce and marmalade,
Schismatic crosses. grief urn-chamber,

A roulette wheel, roulade recording,

Brightly colored saccus, a Ruthenian vicar.

Marasmativ curve of plaice...
Oh Zemplin, Speesh, New Jersey and Alaska.

From narcotic's veil and empty haze —
Soupcans, kerchiefs, and an apron...

Translated by Dzvinia Orlowsky
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®OTOIPA®: IBAH BONTIOK




FTAJINHA TEBKIB — CTAPI MELLY3U

TaM, fe 3aKiHY4yETHCA CMYTOK,
PO3KBiTalOTb apoOMaTy CNOAiBaHb.

TaM, e B1U4epnyoTbCs CnofiBaHHS,
naHye cMak 6e3cunoi BiYHOCTMN. ..

Llen cmak cnepluy Ha4yebTo 3HanoMuMiA,
NOTIM BiH 303€ETLCA HENPUNHATHUM,

i AW TOAi - OCTAHHIM, HECKIHYEHHUM...

Mpuragyew niTHiA gim?

TBOi 3anamMopoyeHHs byn Taki Hacn4eHi,
TBOI 04i - Taki TEMHO-CVWHI,

HeHaye okeaH nepep 3BUYaiHNM yparaHoM.

MpuragyeL, KoM MU 3'aBASANCH Ha NAsSXI,
oAV BTIKanW Bif Hac, SK Bif 0BEPXUMUX.

BOHW He iaeHTUGIKyI0Tb CMaKy BOAW.
Mpunmatloymn BaHHy,

nycKalTb Ha Nporpagaydi guck , Mysmka mops”,
» JIIoAMHa He MoXXe CTBOPUTU HI4YOro Kpaworo” -
KaXXyTb BOHW.

A MU LLIe 0OBrO CMAMMO Ha NAsXi,

cTapi menysu,

MW LLie JOBro CrepeyvyaEMocCh Npo LWoCh,
1, 38e6inbloro, 3aBXXAN Ma€ELW pauito...

Konnce Tv cTaHeww KaniTaHoM

i noBe3eLl MeHe Ha iHWui Bik CBITY.

[ly>xe piako a8 HaBaXytoCb noro cobi ysasnsaTu.
BiH, MabyTb, 30BCiM iHLIMA,

MOXXe, TPOXM NPOoAyMaHIWn. ..

K ragaew:

Ha ToMy 6oL BiYHICTb TaKOX Ma€ CMak?
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HALYNA HEVKIV — THE OLD JELLYFISH

There, where misery ends

the aromas of hopes begin to blossom.
There, where hopes are exhausted
reigns the taste of helpless eternity...
This taste is as if familiar at first,

then it seems unacceptable,

and only then — final, unending...

Remember the summer house?

Your vertigoes were so saturated,

your eyes — so dark-blue

like an ocean before some ordinary hurricane.

Remember? When we appeared on the beach
people ran from us, as if from the madman.
They do not identify the taste of water.

Taking a bath,

they play a disk The Music of the Sea;

“A human being cannot create anything better,”
they say.

And we are still sitting at the beach for a long time,
the old jellyfish,

we are still arguing over something for a while,
you are almost always right...

Someday you will become a captain

and take me to another side of the world.
Very seldom do | dare imagine it.

It is probably entirely different,

perhaps a bit more thought-through...
What do you think:

eternity has a taste on that side also?

Translated by Oksana Maksymchuk
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KOCTb MOCKAJIELb — “BOHA TAHUIO€E 3APA3 HA TEPACI...”

BOHa TaHLIOE 3apas Ha Tepaci

BOHA TaHLIOE KOJIbOPOBUIA TaHOK

—nobuTn i nobuTn oniBHoYi—KaxxeLw npo cebe

npo XMapu INMHeBI

3aX04ULW Y HWX MO FPyAn 3aX04uL y iTo

LUMaTO4KW Oro Bigpasy XX TOPKaOTbCA 04el i BOioCCA
LVBULLCS KPi3b HUX Ha coHLe—b6axonn s6yka gouy,

a TaHOK TPMBA€E BOHa TaHLIOE X04 AOBKOJIa TEMHIE
BOHa TaHLIOE B CaAy BOHa TaHLIOE Ha TBOIX A0JIOHAX

i panTom

nagae

nigxonnoew— ntobnutn Tebe oniBHOYI— KaXkeLw

ifew He gocnyxalyy anjaoLNCMEHTIB | CBUCTY 3 ranepku
igeLw no KBiTax i NoMigopax Lo HerapHo NaxHyTb
Hecew Ti— Haye XMapy Haye CiHO MpoCTo AK 6axony—
i He NoBepTaELCA
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KOST MOSKALETS — “SHE’S DANCING NOW ON THE TERRACE...”

she’s dancing now on the terrace

she’s dancing a colorful dance

—to love her to love her at midnight—you say about yourself
about the clouds of July

slip into them up to your chest slip into summer

slices of it now graze your eyes and your hair

you look through them up at the sun—bees apples rain

and the dance continues she is dancing though outside it is darkening
she is dancing in the garden

on the surface of your palms and

she is falling

you catch her—to love you at midnight— you say

walk on ignoring the applause and whistles from the gallery
walk upon flowers and tomatoes which give off a nasty scent
you carry her —some bee in clouds of hay—

don’t look back

Translated by Mark Andryczyk
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AUTHORS / ABTOPH

Judith Beveridge is the author of four award-winning books of poetry. Her most
recent collection is Storm and Honey. She teaches creative writing at the University
of Sydney, and is the poetry editor of Meanjin.

Doxyanit BeBepifX € aBTOPOM YOTMPLOX KHUT, L0 3406y BUCOKi Haropoaw. Ti
CBiXKa KHUra — Storm and Honey. BoHa BMKNlaga€ nitepaTypHy TBOPYICTb B
CigHencbKOMY YHiBepCMTETi Ta NpaLoe peAakTopoMm Bifainy noesii xypHany
Meanijin.

Pam Brown has published many books of poetry, the most recent being Authentic
Local (papertiger media, 2010). She is the associate editor of Jacket2 magazine and
lives in Sydney.

Mem BpayH Bnaana 6arato NOETUYHMX KHUT, Ha pasi 0CTaHHA 3 HUX — Authentic
Local. BoHa € cniBpepgakTopoM XypHany Jacket2. Mewwkae B CigHei.

joanne burns is a Sydney poet. Her most recent book is an illustrated history of
dairies Giramondo Publishing 2007. Her new collection amphora is forthcoming from
Giramondo in 2011.

nxoaH 6epH3 — noeteca 3 Cigreto. i akTyansHa knura — illustrated history of
dairies. HoBa KH1ra amphora HeBAO0B3i BUAE APYKIM.

Michelle Cahill wrote The Accidental Cage and Ophelia in Harlem. Her poetry,
fiction and essays appear in journals in Australia and abroad. She has been awarded
grants and prizes from The Australia Council, Arts Queensland and The Copyright
Agency Limited, notably the Val Vallis Award and the Inverawe Poetry Prize. She is a
Goan-Anglo-Indian migrant.

Miwens Karinn nanncana The Accidental Cage Ta Ophelia in Harlem. i noesis,
npo3a i ecei 3'ABNATLCA B XKypHanax ABCTpanii Ta 3a KopaoHoM. BoHa oTpvmMana
Haropoaw Big KynbTypHoi Pagn AscTpanii, Mucteubkoi Pagn KeiHcneHay i
KonipanTuHrosoi Arenuii, Bnactueo Val Vallis Award Ta Inverawe Poetry Prize.
MoeTKa € roa-aHrNo-iHAiNCbLKOro NOXOAXKEHHS.
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Michael Farrell coedited with Jill Jones, Out of the Box: Contemporary Australian

Gay and Lesbian Poets (Puncher and Wattmann). Other recent publications include
a raiders guide (Giramondo), and a chapbook, thempark (Book Thug). Michael has
had residencies in Ljubljana, Nagoya and Perth, Western Australia.

Maikn ®Pappenn € cnisyknagadyem kHurn Out of the Box: Contemporary
Australian Gay and Lesbian Poets (BugaBeub Puncher and Wattmann). [Hwi
nybnikauii — a raiders guide (Giramondo), i a chapbook, thempark (Book Thug).
Maiikn MewwkaB B JlobnsHi, Har'oi Ta MepTi, Wo B 3axigHin ABcTpannii.

Philip Hammial has had twenty-two collections of poetry published. He is also a
sculptor (30 solo exhibitions) & the director of The Australian Collection of Outsider
Art (26 exhibitions in five countries).

®inin FeMmien BuaaB ABaauATh ABi MOETUYHI KHUMW. BiH TakoX € CKyNbNTOPOM
(opraHisyBaB 6/1M3bKO TPUALATY BUCTABOK) Ta NPaLIlOE AMPEKTOPOM OpraHi3auii
The Australian Collection of Outsider Art, Ha paxyHKy SIKOi 26 BUCTaBOK y N'STK
KpaiHax.

Susan Hampton is a poet and freelance editor who lives in Lyneham, Canberra.
For many years she taught writing at universities. In 1990 she won the Steele Rudd
Award for Surly Girls. The Kindly Ones won the Judith Wright Poetry Prize for 2006.
Her latest book is News of the Insect World.

Cio3aH FeMnNTOH — noeTka Ta pefakTop, Melkae B JlaiHeremi, KaHbeppa.
baraTo pokiB BOHa BuK/lafana niTepaTypHy TBOPYICTb B yHiBepcuTeTax. B 1990
poui oTpumana Steele Rudd Award 3a knury Surly Girls. Ti iHwa kHura The Kindly
Ones oTpumana Judith Wright Poetry Prize y 2006. i HaiiHoBiWa KHUra — News of
the Insect World.

Andy Jackson won the Arts ACT 2008 Rosemary Dobson prize for an unpublished
poem, and his poems have been widely published. His collection, Among the
Regulars, was recently published by papertiger media, and in 2011 he will be an
Asialink resident at Chennai, India.

Enpi J>xekcoH oTpumas Arts ACT 2008 Rosemary Dobson Prize 3a
Heony6/1ikoBaHuI BipLL, NPOTE Oro TBOPY LMPOKO NyBiKyTLCA. oro KHura
Among the Regulars BupaHa BnaasHuLTBOM papertiger media. Y 2011 poui BiH €
y4acHuKoM nporpamu Asialink y YeHHan, IHAis.
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Jill Jones won the Kenneth Slessor Poetry Prize in 2003 and the Mary Gilmore
Award in 1993. Her most recent book is Dark Bright Doors (Wakefield, 2010). In
2009 she co-edited, with Michael Farrell, an anthology, Out of the Box:
Contemporary Australian Gay and Lesbian Poets.

Boxun [>XoyHc oTpumana npemii Kenneth Slessor Poetry Prize y 2003 poui Ta Mary
Gilmore Award y 1993 poui. li HanHoBiwa kHura — Dark Bright Doors (Wakefield,
2010). Y 2009 poui BoHa pa3omM i3 Marikiom Qappenom cTafa CriBykiafavyem
aHTonorii Out of the Box: Contemporary Australian Gay and Lesbian Poets.

Christopher (Kit) Kelen's most recent volumes of poetry are God preserve me
from those who want what’s best for me, published in 2009 by Picaro Press, (N.S.W,
Australia) and in conversation with the river, published in 2010 by VAC (Chicago,
USA). For the last ten years Kelen has taught Literature & Creative Writing at the
University of Macau.

Kpictodep (KiT) KeneH B MuHyni pokun Buaas kHuru God preserve me from those
who want what’s best for me (2009), in conversation with the river (2010). OcTaHHi
ecsaTb pokiB KeneH HaBYae nitepaTypw Ta NiTepaTypHOi TBOPYOCTI B YHIBEpCUTETI
Makay.

Cath Kenneally is an Adelaide poet and novelist whose latest book is Jetty Road (a
novel) and whose Thirty Days Notice appears soon from Wakefield Press.

KeT KeHini — noeTka Ta HosenicTKa 3 Agenaiaw. ii HaliHOBILWa Npo30Ba KHUra —
Jetty Road, a HeBLOB3i BUiAe HacTynHa Nig Ha3Bsoto Thirty Days Notice.

Karen Knight was born in Tasmania. She has been widely published and
anthologised since the early 1960s. She has written four collections of poetry, her
most recent is the award winning Postcards from the Asylum (Pardalote Press,
2008).

Kapen Hant Hapoaunascs Ha TacManHii. MybnikyBanaca y 6araTbox BUAAHHAX Lie 3

noyaTtky 1960-x pokis. Hanncana 40TMpu NOETUYHI KHUMU, HANHOBILLA KHUMa
Postcards from the Asylum (Pardalote Press, 2008) 6yna ouiHeHa HaropoZzoto.
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Mike Ladd lives and writes in Adelaide. He has worked in radio for thirty years and
currently he presents Poetica each week on ABC Radio National. Mike's most recent
book of poems is Transit (Five Islands).

Maik Jlepp, mewwkae i npautoe B Agenaiai. NpautoBas Ha pafio TPUALATL POKIB, i
Tenep NpoeaguTb Nporpamy Poetica woTuxHA Ha ABC Radio National. HanHosiwa
KHura Maika — Transit (Five Islands).

Anthony Lawrence has published eleven books of poems and a novel. A verse
novella, The Welfare of My Enemy, is forthcoming in 2011 from University of
Queensland Press. He lives in Newcastle, New South Wales.

EHTOHI JloypeHc ony6nikyBaB 0ANHAALATE MOETUYHNX KHWM | OAUH poMmaH. Moro
poMaH y Bipwax The Welfare of My Enemy BuxoanTb apykom 2011 poky B
University of Queensland Press. Mewwkae B Hiokacni, Hosui MiBaeHHMn Benbc.

Chris Mansell's (www.chrismansell.com) latest books are Spine Lingo: New and
Selected Poems (Kardoorair Press, 2011) and a collection of short prose fiction,
Schadenvale Road (Interactive Publications, 2011). She is the publisher at
PressPress (www.presspress.com.au).

Kpic Mancenn (www.chrismansell.com) ocTaHHiM Yacom BuaaB kKHUry Spine Lingo:
New and Selected Poems (Kardoorair Press, 2011) Ta gobipky mManoi npo3sm
Schadenvale Road (Interactive Publications, 2011). Mpautoe BnpasLec y PressPress
(www.presspress.com.au).

Peter Minter is a leading Australian poet, editor and scholar. He is the poetry
editor of Overland.

Mitep MiHTep — oavH 3 HalBiAOMILWMX NoeTiB ABCTpanii, peaakTop i BUKIaaau.
PenakTop noetuyHoi pybpukn BugaHHs Overland.

Myron Lysenko co-founded and co-edited (with Kevin Brophy) literary journal
GOING DOWN SWINGING. He is the author of 5 books of poetry and a book of haiku.
He earns his living as a professional poet.

MupoH JInceHko pa3om i3 KeiHOM bpodi € CniB3aCHOBHUKOM i CNiBpefakTOpPOM

nitepaTypHoro xypHany GOING DOWN SWINGING. BiH € aBTopoM N'ATY NOETUYHUX
KHUT | KHUTW XOKKY. YK/B€E 3 NMCbMEHHULbKOI poboTy.
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David Musgrave is a poet, novelist and critic who lives in Sydney and lectures in
creative writing at the University of Newcastle. He founded the publishing house
Puncher & Wattmann in 2005. His work has been awarded several prizes in Australia
and his most recent books are Phantom Limb (poetry) and Glissando (novel).

Deunsip MacrpenB — noeT, Npo3aik i KPUTUK, akun Mewkae y CigHei. Buknanae
niTepaTypHy TBOPYICTb B YHiBepcuTeTi Hiokacny. 3acHyBaB BMAaBHMLTBO Puncher
& Wattmann y 2005 poui. Moro nitepaTypHi poboTi HeofHOPa3080 OTPUMYBaNN
BWCOKi Haropoaw. HewonasHo BiH BUaaB Phantom Limb (noesis) Ta Glissando
(pomaH).

Les Wicks has toured widely and seen publication in well over 200 different
magazines, anthologies & newspapers across 14 countries in 9 languages. His 8", most
recent book of poetry is The Ambrosiacs (Island, 2009).
http://leswicks.tripod.com/lw.htm

Jlec Bikc npoBoauTb 4acTi niTepaTypHi Typu, nybnikyBaBcs y 6inbL Hix 200
)KYPHanNiB, aHTONOrIiA | ra3eT y YOTUPHAALATLOX KpaiHax Aes’sTbMa MoBaMu. Moro
BOCbMa MoeTun4Ha kHura — The Ambrosiacs (Island, 2009)
(http://leswicks.tripod.com/lw.htm).

Ceprin XapaH, 1974, Ctapobinbcek. MpoeT, Npo3aik, nepeknagay. ABTOP KHUM
UntaTtHuk 1995, leHepan KOaa 1995, Menci 1998, BubpaHri noesii. 1992—2000
2000, banaawm npo BiviHy i Binbyaosy 2001, IcTopisi KyAbTypu NO4aTKy CTOMTTSA
2003, MapagoHa 2007, Egpionia 2009, Jlini Mapner 2009, bir' Mak 2003, JeneLw
Moz 2004, Anarchy in the UKR 2005, limMH gemokpaTnyHoi mosozai 2006,

bir Mak? 2007, Bopowuunosrpas 2010.

Serhiy Zhadan, 1974, Statobilsk. Poet, prosaist, translator. Author of Tsytatnyk
(UnTaTHmk) 1995, General Yuda (FeHepan KOpa) 1995, Pepsi (Menci) 1998, Ballads
of the War and Reconstruction (Banaau npo BinHy i Biabynosy) 2000, Selected
Poems 1992-2000 (BwbpaHi noesii 1992-2000) 2000, The History of Culture at the
Beginning of the Century (IcTopisi KynbTypu noyaTKy cToniTTs) 2003, Maradona
(MapagoHa) 2007, Ethiopia (Ecbionis) 2009, Lili Marlene (Jlini MapneH) 2009, Big
Mac (bir Mak) 2003, Depeche Mode (LOenew Mog) 2004, Anarchy in the UKR 2005,
Anthem of Democratic Youth (F'iMH gemokpaTuyHoi monogi) 2006, Big Mac? (bir
Mak?) 2007, Voroshylovgrad (Bopowwnosrpag) 2010.
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Bacunb MNepacum’iok, 1956, KaparaHga-fNpokypaBa. MoeT, pagioseny4nin. ABTop
noeTnyHux KkHur Cmepekn 1982, MNotokm 1986, Kocmaubkui y3ip 1989, Aitn
Tpenetn 1991, OciHHi ncy Kapnat 1999, CepneHb 3a ctapum ctuaem 2000.

Vasyl Herasymiuk, 1956, Karaganda-Prokurava. Poet, announcer. Author of
Spruces (Cmepekn) 1982, Streams (MoTokun) 1986, Weaves of Kosmach
(Kocmaubkmin y3ip) 1989, Children Awe (Litn Tpenetu) 1991, Autumn Dogs of
Carpathians (OciHHi ncu KapnaT) 1999, August of the Old Style (CepneHb 3a cTapum
ctunem) 2000.

Naeno FipHuk, 1956, XMenbHMLbKMIA. MoeT, naypeaT HauioHanbHOI npemii
YkpaiHu imeHi Tapaca LLleByeHka 2009 poky. ABTop KHWUr Cripara 1983, JleTinm
rycu... 1988, Kutavika, KanvHa, Ce 5, npuunHHni... 1994, BubparHe 1996, bpate
Mivi, BoBYe, Mo BiviHi 2000, KoHuk Ha cHiry 2003, lNocsiTaeTbcs 2008.

Pavlo Hirnyk, 1956, Khmelnytsky. Poet, was awarded Shevchenko National Prize in
2009. Author of Thirst (Cnpara) 1983, Geese Flew... (Jletinu rycu...) 1988, Silk
(Kntanka), Kalyna (Kanuna), It's me, insane... (Ce 1, npu4nHHuii...) 1994, Selected
works (BubpaHe) 1996, My Brother, Wolf (BpaTe miir, BoB4e), After War (Mo BilHi)
2000, A Horse In The Snow (KoHuk Ha cHiry) 2003, It Dawns (MocgiTaeTbcs) 2008.

IOpin AuppyxoBud, 1960, IBaHo-®paHkiBCcbK. [0eT, Npo3aik, nepeknagay, eceicT.
OLHUM 3 HaMBIJOMILNX YKPAIHCbKMX NUCbMEHHWKIB Y CBITi. ABTOP KHUI Hebo i
raowi 1985, Cepeamictsa 1989, Ek30TuyHi nTaxw i pocavHn 1991, MlicHi ana
mepTBoro nisHa 2004, Pekpeauii 2005, Mockosiaaa 2000, lepsep3is 1999,
JBaHaausTe 0bpyyis 2003, AusBon xoBaeTbcs B cupi 2006, TaeMHULS. 3aMicTb
pomaHy 2007.

Yuri Andrukhovych, 1960, lvano-Frankivsk. Prose writer, poet, essayist, and
translator. One of the best known ukrainian authors in the world. Author of The Sky
and Squares (He6o i nnowi) 1985, Downtown (CepeamicTs) 1989, Exotic Birds and
Plants (EK30Tu4HI nTaxw i pocanHn) 1991, Songs for the Dead Rooster (MicHi pns
mepTBOro nisHa) 2004, Recreations (Pekpeaii) 1992, The Moscoviad (MockoBiaga)
1993, Perverzion (Mepsep3ia) 1996, Twelve Rings (OBaHanusaTb 0bpyyis) 2003, The
Devil's Hiding in the Cheese (OusBon xoBaeTbcs B cnpi) 2006, The Secret. Instead
of a Novel (TaemHuus. 3amicTb pomaHy) 2007.
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Muxanno Fpuropis, 1947, JlicHni XnibuyumH. MNoeT, penakTop, nepeknapay. ABTop
KHUT Besn meHe, KoHuKy, Criopy axxeHHsA xpamy, Caan Mapii. NlaypeaT npemii imeHi
MaBna Tu4mHw.

Mykhailo Hryhoriv, 1947, Lisnyi Khlibychyn. Poet, editor, translator. Author of
Carry Me, Horse (Be3n mMeHe, kKoHUKY), Construction of the Temple (Cnopy L >KeHHs
xpamy), Mary's Gardens (Cagn Mapii). Awarded for Pavlo Tychyna Prize.

Oner Jinwera, 1949, Tucmenuus. MoeT, ApamMaTypr, nepeknagay. ABTOp KHUM
Benukuyi mict 1989, CHirosi i BorHio 2003, Apyxe Jli 6o, 6pate Ay ®y.

Oleh Lysheha, 1949, Tysmenytsya. Poet, playwriter, translator. Author of The Big
Bridge 1989, To Snow and Fire 2003, Friend Li Po, Brother Tu Fu.

Ipuna LWyBanoBa, 1986, Knis. MoeTeca, nepeknagay. Onybnikyeana Bennky
KinbKiCTb Nepeknagis, bpana y4acTb y 6araTbox MiXXHapoOAHWUX NiTepaTypHUX
npoeKTax.

Iryna Shuvalova, 1986, Kyiv. Poetess, translator. Published a number of
translations, took part in several international literary projects.

Bacunb MaxHo, 1964, YopTkiB. MoeT, eceicT, nepeknagay. Bugas wictb
noeTnyHmx 36ipoK, HaNronoBHiwWi 3 sknx KHura naropbis ta rogmH 1996, JlloTHeBi
enerii Ta iHwi Bipwwi 1998, MnasHuk pubu 2002, 38 Bipwis npo Huto-Nopk i aeLyo
iHWwe 2004, KHXXKY NepeknagiB nosibCbkoro noeta 36irHesa MNepbepta CTpyHa
cBiTna 1996, NoeTuYHy aHToNOri0 [eB'aTaecAaTHUKN: AHTOIOr s HOBOI yKPaiHCbKOI
rnoesii 1998.

Vasyl Makhno, 1964, Chortkiv. Poet, essayist, translator. Has published six books
of poems, the main of them are Book of the Hills and Hours (Khura naropbis Ta
roavH) 1996, The February Elegies and Other Poems (JlioTHeBi eferii Ta iHwWi BipLui)
1998, 38 Poems about New York and some other things (38 Bipwwis npo Hbto-Nopk i
Hewo iHwe) 2004, a collection of translations of the prominent Polish poet Zbigniew
Herbert String of Light (CTpyHa cBiTna) 1996, and compiled an anthology Poets of
the Nineties: An Anthology of New Ukrainian Poetry ([leB'aTReCcATHUKN: AHTONOTISA
HOBOI YKpaiHCbKOi noesii) 1998.
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IOpin 3aBapcbkui, 1981, TepHoninb. MoeT, KpUTKK, Nepeknanay, BUAaBeLb.
ABTOpP MOETUYHUX KHUT IMOBIpHIicTb 1999, topiizaBaacbkuyi 2003, 2005 i 2008,
KHUIM hOHOBI3yanbHUX BipLWiB POTBpOT/Bocaaboca cninbHO 3 AHAPIEM
AHTOHOBCbKMM YKPAiHCbKOK Ta KaTa/lOHCbKOK MOBaMW i rinepTekCTOBOI noemMu
Uunrapku 2006.

Yury Zavadsky, 1981, Ternopil. Poet, literary critic, translator, publisher. Author of
poetical collections Probability (ImoBipHicTb) 1999, yuryzavadsky (1opin3aBancbkui)
2003, 2005 & 2008, book of phonovisual poems PotBpoT/Bocaaboca with Andrii
Antonovskyi in Ukrainian and Catalan and hypertextual poem Cigarettes (Llurapku)
2006.

Oner Kouapes, 1981, Xapkis. [oeT, npo3aik Ta XXypHanicT. ABTOp KHUI KopoTke i
nosre 2003, 4IJ1I0AOBEOBO! cninbHo 3 0. Fopobyykom i M. Kopob4ykom 2007, Miv
nepmnii Hix 2009, 36ir obcTasuH nig ArotnHom 2009 3 nepeknagamMm Ha POCINCHKY
mMoBy [MuTpa Ky3bMiHa Ta AHacTacii AdhaHacbeBoi Ta 36ipku onosifaHb
HevimoBipHa IcTopis MpasnaiHHsA XnopogiTyma MepLuoro.

Oleh Kotsarev, 1981, Kharkiv. Poet, novelist and journalist. Author of Short and
Long 2003, 24h! with O. Horobchuk and P. Korobchuk 2007, My First Knife 2009,
Coincidence near Yahotyn 2009 with translations into Russian by Dmitry Kuzmin and
Anastasia Afanasieva and collections of short stories Incredible History of
Chlorophytum the First.

Mukona LLinakoBcbkui, 1983, KoHonkiBka. MoeT, KyNbTypHWUIA aKTUBICT, MiCHAP.
Y4acHuK BaraTbox YKPaiHCbKMX i NOALCLKMX NiTepaTypPHUX KOHKYPCIB.

Mykola Shpakovsky, 1983, Konopkivka. Poet, cultural activist and songwriter.
Participated in many Ukrainian and Polish literary contests and actions.

BikTop Hebopak, 1961, JibgiB. MoeT, npo3aik, nepeknagay, eceict. ABTop
noeTnyHmx 36ipok bypltuHosmii Yac 1987, Jlitatoya ronosa 1990, Alter Ego 1993,
Po3moBa 3i cnyrowo 1994, Enoc npo TpuausaTe n'aTy xaty 1999.

Viktor Neborak, 1961, Lviv. Poet, novelist, translator, essayist. Author of Amber

Time (bypwTuHoBMI Yac) 1987, Flying Head (NliTatoya ronosa) 1990, Alter Ego
1993, Conversation with a Servant 1994, Epic of the Thirty-Fifth House 1999.
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Mipek BogHap, 1985, IBaHo-®OpaHKiBCbK. 10T i Ky bTypHUIN MeHeaxep. ABTOp
KHUr Xopouwi BipLwui, morari Bipwi 2010, He gna npogaxy 2010, ®parmeHTn
csobogm 2011.

Mirek Bodnar, 1985, lvano-Frankivsk. Poet and culture manager. Author of Good
poems, bad poems (Xopouwwi Bipwi, noraHi Bipwi) 2010, Not for sale (He pns
npoaaxy) 2010, Fragments of freedom (®parmeHTn csoboam) 2011.

OkcaHa 3abyxko, 1960, Jlyubk. MoeTeca, npo3aik. ABTOP KHUF TpaBHeBUIA iHiv
1985, AupureHT ocTaHHbOI cBiykm 1990, ABTocTon 1994, Kingdom of Fallen Statues
1996, HoBuii 3akoH Apximena. Bubpati sipwi 1980-1998 2000, pyra cnpoba:
BubpaHe 2005, IHonnaHeTsHKa 1992, [Monb0oBi 4OCAIAXEHHS 3 YKPAIHCbKOro CEKCY
1996, Ka3ka npo kaimHoBy coninky 2000, CecTpo, cectpo 2003, My3eii [TokuHy TuX
Cekpertis 2009.

Oksana Zabuzhko, 1960, Lutsk. Poetess, novelist. Author of May Frost (TpaBHeBuiA
iHin) 1985, Last Candle Conductor (OnpureHT oCcTaHHbOI CBi4kK) 1990, Hitchhike
(ABTocTOn) 1994, Kingdom of the Fallen Statues 1996, The New Law of Archimedes.
Selected Poems 1980-1998 2000, Second Attempt: Selected poems 2005, Alien
1992, Field Work in Ukrainian Sex 1996, Tale of Guelder Rose Flute 2000, Sister,
Sister 2003, Museum of Abandoned Secrets 2009.

HaTtanka BinouepkiBeub, 1954, KysHiBka. MoeTeca i nepeknafayka. ABTOpKa
KHWT lig3emHuii BoroHb 1984, Jinctonag 1989, Anepris 1999, Notens LleHTpasb
2004.

Natalka Bilotserkivets, 1954, Kuyanivka. Poetess, translator. Authors of
Underground Fire (MNig3emHuin BoroHs) 1984, November (Jlnctonag) 1989, Allergy
(Anepris) 1999, Central Hotel (FTotens LleHTpans) 2004.

KatepuHa BabkiHa, 1985, IBaHo-PpaHkiBcbK. [oeTeca, npo3aik. ABTopka
NoeTnYHOi KHUrn BorHi cesitoro Enbma 2002, npo3oBoi Jliny nicnsa Tebe 2008 Ta
6araTbox nybnikauin B XXypHanax, razetax, e/1eKTPOHHNX aflbMaHaxax ToLO.
3aMMa€eTbCS Bifeonoesielo, aBTopka NpoekTy Bigeomnoesis||Bigeonposa.

Kateryna Babkina, 1985, Ivano-Frankivsk. Poetess, novelist. Author of poems
collection Lights of Saint ElIm (BorHi cesaToro Enbma) 2002, and book of prose Lilu
After You (Niny nicns Tebe) 2008 and a numerous publications in journals, papers,
digital editions. Makes so called videopoetry, author of the project Videopoetry||
Videoprose.
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F'puropin CemeHuyk, 1991, XmenbHnubkuin, ABTOp 36ipkn Bipwis Tpin 2010.
JliTepaTypHWIn KOOPAMHATOP JIbBIBCbKOIr0 COLLIOKY/IbTYPHOro Yaconucy f1pocTo
Heba. Pa3om 3 FOpkom I3apmkom 3anovaTKyBaB apT-npoekT DrumThaTp. MeHepxep
JIbBiBCbKOr0 Mi>KHapOLHOrO NiTepaTypHOro hecTmaaio.

Grigory Semenchuk, 1991, Khmelnytsky. Poet, active culture manager. Author of
book Trip (Tpin) 2010. Coordinator of literature part of sociocultural journal
Outdoors (MpocTo Heba). In cooperation with Yurko Izdryk founded the art-project
DrumTWaTp. Manager of International literary festival in Lviv.

MeTpo Migsanka, 1958, lWupokui Jlyr TadviBcbKoro panoHy. Moet. ABTop
noetTunyHmx 36ipok Mopir 1987, Ocepenok 1994, ®apamet/imkn 1994 Towwo. OamnH i3
HanACKpaBilLMX NpeACcTaBHWKIB YKPAIHCbKOro MOCTMOAEPHOr0 ANCKYPCY.

Petro Midyanka, 1958, Shyrokyi Luh near Tyachiv. Poet. Author of poems
collections Threshold (Mopir) 1987, Center (Ocepenok) 1994, Embroidery
(PapameTnuku) 1994 and others. One of the most prominent representatives of
postmodern discurse in Ukraine.

FanuHa leBKiB, J1bBiB. MoeTeca, ApaMaTypr i nepeknagay, 3aXoneTbCA
TeaTpoM. ABTOP YUC/IEHHUX Fa3eTHUX Ta XYpPHanbHUX nybnikauin, pagionepeaay. Y
2003 poui cTana Bosogapem nitepaTypHoi npeMii [pusiTaHHA XUTTS iM. B.-l.
AHTOHMYa. HacTynHoOro poky BuidLiia nepwa noeTuyHa 36ipka OamH AeHb cnoBa Hi,
y 2007 - CnoBeciHHs: noema i n’eca.

Halina Hevkiv, Lviv. Poetess, a play writer and a translator, is interested in theatre.
Halina is an author of many newspaper and journal publications and radio programs.
In 2003 she won the Literary Prize of B.-l. Antonych Pryvitannia Zhyttia (Lviv). Has
got two books published: One day of the word No (poetry, 2004.) and Slovesinna: a
poem and a play (2007)

Koctb Mockaneub, 1963, MaTiiBka. [1oeT, npo3aik, niTepaTypHU KPUTUK,
My3uKaHT. ABTOp 6araTbox KHWI Noesii, NPo3u Ta eceicThKM.

Kost Moskalets, 1963, Matiyivka. Poet, novelist, literary critic, musician. Published
numerous books of poems, novels and essays.
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PHOTOGRAPHERS / ®OTOrPA®U

Susan Adams is an Australian poet who has been published extensively in
Australia and internationally. She has been read numerously on ABC Radio National.
She also experiments in light & colour.

Cio3aH ApaMc - aBCTpaniicbKa noeTeca, fka iHTEHCUBHO Ny6iKyeTLCA B
ABcTpanii Ta 3a ii Mexamu. baraTto cnisnpautoe 3 ABC Radio National.
EKCnepuMeHTye 3i CBITJIOM i KOIbOPOM.

Dr Lisa Chandler is an artist, educator, and curator. She is a Senior Lecturer in art
and design at the University of the Sunshine Coast, Queensland, Australia, and was
the foundation director of the University Gallery. Her art work has been exhibited
nationally and is held in national and international collections.

I-p Jliza Yenpnep - muTeub, Nnegaror. Buknagae MucTeuTBo i AN3aiiH B
YHiBepcuTeTi CaHwaitH KoycT y KeiHCneHai, e 3acHysana YHiBEPCUTETCHKY
Fanepew Ti p060T|/| BUCTaBASAINCSA B Pi3HNUX KyTOYKax KpaiHu Ta 3b6epiraloTbCs B
Pi3HMX KONEKLifX.

Alexander Kesselaar (www.alexkess.com) is an award winning professional
photographer with over 8 years of experience. Specialising in Commercial, Event,
Corporate & Fine Art Photography, his clients include Nintendo, Ambulance NSW,
Regional Arts NSW and Porter & Novelli among others. Alexander’s personal projects
have been exhibited all over the world.

He is happily married and living Sydney with two children and is a professional
photographer, videographer, webdesigner and creative & technical director.

AnekcaHpep Kecenaap (www.alexkess.com) - NpotheCinHui Xy LOXHUK 3
BOCbMMPIYHUM CTa)KeM, SIKMI oTpuMaB 6araTo Haropoa 3a ceBoto poboTy.
Creuiani3yeTbCs B pi3HNUX BuAax hotorpadii, AOro KAiEHTaMM € 3-NMOMIX iHLLNX
Nintendo, Ambulance NSW, Regional Arts NSW i Porter & Novelli. MepcoHanbHi
NPoeKTn HOTOXYAOXKHNKA BUCTABAAANCA B Pi3HNX KpaiHax. OApY>XeHNN i MeLLKaE B
CipgHei, BUXOBYE BOX LiTen.
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Cath Phillips works with her hands to create extraordinary art ranging from Mardi
Gras floats to sculpture. Her work currently focuses on fabric installations that
enlivens the eye and engages the mind.

KeT ®ininc BracH/MU pykamMu CTBOPIOE HEOPANHAPHE MUCTELTBO, LU0
PO3MOYMHAETLCS TpaauLiamMu Mapai I'pac i carae B cydacHy ckyabnTypy. Ii poboTa
30cepefKeHa Ha CTBOPEHHI iHAYCTPiaNbHNX IHCTaNALIN, AKi LUOKYIOTb 04i I
po36ypXxy0Tb CBIAOMICTb.

Rick Warr is a Sydney photographer who is making sense of technology through
artful design. Through good design | am seeking to create elegant fusions of art,
purpose and technology. | maintain that when ordinary people prevail over
technology, greater heights can be reached with more intelligent application.

Pik Yopp - cifHencbKuin cotorpad, SKMn Hafa€ HOBOr0 3HAaY€HHS TEXHOJIOrIAM
4yepes BMCOKO MUCTELbKWUIA an3aiiH. obpuM an3aiHOM BiH HaMaraeTbCs
CNpsAMyBaTW A0 rapMOHIAHOro 3AMTTA MUCTELTBO, NOBYTOBICTL | TexHoorii. BiH
CTBEPAXYE, WO Yy TOMY BUMALKY, KOJW 3BNYAHI NIOAM CTalOTb BULLE TEXHONOTIN,
TO 3HAYHILLI Lini MOXYTb ByTW LOCArHYTI Y CNOCI6 PO3YMHILLOro iX BUKOPUCTaHHS.

Annette Willis is a South Australian photographic artist. She has been a finalist in
international and Australian photographic awards including four times in both the
Head On and Olive Cottonportraiture prizes. In 2011 Annette was a finalist in the
Julia Margaret Cameron Awards an international competition for women
photographers. She often collaborates with the poet Jill Jones.

AHeT Binnic - dotoxynoxHuusa 3 rNisgeHHoi ABcTpanii. BoHa € iHanicTom
MiXHapOAHUX i @aBCTpanincbkmx KOHKypciB. Y 2011 poui AHeT cTana diHanicTkoto
Julia Margaret Cameron Awards a5 XiHOK-(hoTOXyLOXHWLb. BoHa YyacTo
cniBnpaLioe 3 MoeTko [xun [KoyHs.

Vira Milyan-Monastyrska, Ternopil. Landscape designer, polygraphy designer,
web designer. Author of solo exhibition at the art club "Galych" (2009). Special
photo-correspondent of "Halychyna.Info."

Bipa MinaH-MoHacTupcbka, TepHoninb. JlaHAWwagpTHUA ansainHep, ansanHep

nonirpacii, Be6-au3saiHep. ABTOp NepCoHasbHOI BUCTaBKM B apT-knybi "Manny"
(2009). CneuianbHuin hoTo-KOpPecnoHAeHT "MannymHa.lHho".
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Vasyl Nesplyak, Kalush. Photographer and programmer.

Bacunb Hecnnsak, Kanyw. ®oTorpad i nporpamicT.

Ivan Voytyuk, Ternopil. Photographer, photo correspondent, participant of many
performances and festivals. Regional representative of lomographichrafichnoho
festival in Ternopil.

IBaH Bo#TioK, TepHoninb. ®oTorpad), hoTO-KOPECNOHAEHT, y4aCHUK 6araTbox

aKuin i hecTuBanie. PerioHanbHM NpeacTaBHUK oMorpadiyHoro ecTusato y
TepHononi.

Nadiya Rotman, Ternopil. Professional photographer, journalist and poetess.
Participant and photographer for numerous publications.

Hapis PotmaH, TepHoninb. MpodecinHuin hoTorpad, XXypHanicTka i noeteca.
Y4acHUK Ta (POTOKOPECNOHAEHT Ans 6e3niyi BuaaHsb.
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UA/AU is an invitation to explore the contemporary poetries
of the Ukraine & Australia.
Book has an educational and culturological character.

It is published as ebook by Krok (Ternopil, Ukraine)
in association with Meuse Press (Sydney, Australia).

Edited by Les Wicks, Yury Zavadsky & Grigory Semenchuk.
All work © the artists.
/
AU/UA - ue 3anpoLUeHHs A0 B3aEMHOMO BifKPUTTS
CyYacHoi noesii YkpaiHu Ta ABcTpanii.

KHWra Ma€ OCBITHIO Ta KY/IbTYPOJIOTiYHY MeTY.

BupaHa ik LumdpoBa KHWNra BUAaBHULTBOM Kpok (TepHoninb, YKpaiHa)
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