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INTRODUCTION

Poetry has always held a special place in Ukrainian lit-
erature. In the early nineteenth century, when the first literary
works came to be written in the vernacular, poets outnumbered
prose writers by far. In those days poetry was strongly in-
fluenced by folksongs and by the historical epic-lyric songs, the
dumy. Soon, the lyrical and historical themes often derived from
folklore were supplanted by poems with original intellectual
content. Taras Shevchenko (1814-61), who was a true founder
of modern Ukrainian literature, was a poet with a definite world
outlook. Since his poems coincided with and indeed were the
best expression of the awakened national consciousness they re-
lated to a large extent to the problems of the Ukrainian national
destiny. Yet uppermost in all his works was concern for suffer-
ing humanity. Therefore, Shevchenko’s influence which dom-
inated Ukrainian literature for a century, was not only an ex-
pression of national and social but also of universal human
sentiments. Among the modern Ukrainian poets, Symonenko and
to a lesser extent, Korotych, are Shevchenko’s heirs. Drach has
written a long poem on “Shevchenko’s Death.”

On the other hand, the Shevchenko tradition did not go
unchallenged. Other poets, even some of his contemporaries,
xplored the inner world of man with a different view in mind.
The history of Ukrainian literature shows the development of
many different poetic schools and an ever widening range of
styles and techniques. Ukrainian poetry experienced its greatest
flowering immediately after the revolution of 1917. The spirit
of that revolution was best captured by Pavlo Tychyna in his
collection Sonyashni klyarnety (The Sunny Clarinets, 1918).
While to him the great national and social upheaval appeared
to reach almost cosmic proportions, to others it opened new
vistas of poetic perception. In the 1920’s the symbolist, neo-
classicist, futurist and ‘“‘proletarian” poets enriched Ukrainian
literature more than at any other time. Among the most out-
standing poets of that era were Tychyna, Rylsky, Bazhan, So-
syura, Zerov and Pluzhnyk. The conditions under which they
created changed drastically during the Stalin era. Many poets
were banished, their works proscribed and those who survived



had to write within the narrow framework of ‘“socialist realism.”
The losses suffered by Ukrainian literature were very severe.
Yet in the mid-1950's, after Stalin’s death, new young writers
began to distinguish themselves in what must be regarded as
a new literary revival. Spearheading it were some young poets,
among whom the four included in this collection are the foremost.

There are obvious similarities between this Ukrainian re-
vival and the Russian ‘“thaw” of the same period. Soviet poets
of the late 1950’s and early 1960’s shared a teeling of revulsion
against Stalinism, coupled with attempts to re-evaluate Soviet
realities and pleas for greater personal liberties. Yet the tone
of these protests and declarations was different in Russia and
in the Ukraine. To see these differences one must study the
works in their original languages and assess them against the
hackgrounds of the two literatures — a task which is beyond
our scope. Quite striking in the Ukrainian poems is the absence
of national themes and sentiments (with the exception of some
poems by Mykola Vinhranovsky and Ivan Drach, not represented
in this collection). One would hope that this is not entirely due
lo fear of possible charges of nationalism. Many Ukrainian
writers in the 1930’s were accused of it, though they erred
more on the side of humanism than nationalism. Today, as in
the thirties, they object, most vigorously, to the simplistic view
of life and rediscover human anguish and suffering. Their poetic
raeans are new, though not unrelated to earlier styles. The
intellectualism of Drach is reminiscent of the best poems of
Mykola Bazhan and Kostenko’s lyricism resembles that of the
early Tychyna. The greatest achievement of the young poets
is the rediscovery of the function of poetry. To be sure, their
attempts to probe beneath the surface of life are still frequently
guided by social concern. Their disenchantment with society
rarely leads to a feeling of alienation. The forcefulness of their
protests betrays their engagement. Yet all of them pause to
lift their voices to the level of ‘‘eternal scores” (Drach) and to
“pass from soul to soul (from tongue to tongue) the freedom
of spirit and the truth of the word” (Kostenko). Occasionally
they succeed. They do it in a language free from the cliches
of the last three decades, vibrant with new images and in-
tricacies.

Unquestionably the most talented is Lina Kostenko. She
was born in 1930 in the small town of Rzhyshchiv in the province
of Kiev. Her father was a teacher. She went to school in Kiev
and graduated from Kiev University. From 1952 to 1956 she
studied creative writing at the Gorky Institute in Moscow. Her
first collection of poems, Prominnya zemli (Earthly Rays) ap-
peared in 1957. Her other collections were Vitryla (Sails, 1958)



and Mandrivky sertsya (The Wandering Heart, 1961). After
a long silence a new collection of verse by Kostenko is being
awaited. She has often been criticized for “formalism” but has
continued to develop her own style. A master of the laconic
and often aphoristic phrase, she is basically a lyricist.

The poems of Ivan Drach are intellectual in content, clothed
in striking imagery. Drach was born of peasant stock in 1936
'n the village of Telizhentsi, Kiev province. After finishing the
secondary school he taught literature in a village school and was
active in the Komsomol. From 1955 to 1958 he served in the
Red Army. After that he enrolled as a student at Kiev Uni-
versity and later studied film scenario writing in Moscow. Drach
is a member of the Communist Party. His first collection of
verse, Sonyashnyk (Sunflower), appeared in 1961. In the same
year he published a long and controversial poem Nizh u sontsi
(Knife in the Sun). His second volume, entitled Protuberantsi
sertsya) (Protuberances of the Heart), came out in 1965. In
1967 Drach visited the United States as a member of the Soviet
Ukrainian delegation to the United Nations.

Another visitor to North America was Vitaliy Korotych
who came to Canada in 1965 and to the United States in 1967.
He was born in 1936 in Kiev. His father was a doctor. After
graduating from high school Korotych studied medicine in Kiev
and has been a practising physician since 1959. His first poems
- Zoloti ruky (Golden Hands) were published in 1961. Next
came -- Zapakh neba (The Scented Sky) in 1962, Vulytsya
voloshok (The Street of Cornflowers) in 1963 and Techiya (The
Current) in 1965. He is also the author of several articles,
among them a long reportage on Canada. Korotych is married
and has a son. His poems ring with deep sincerity which alone,
of course, does not guarantee excellence. They are the product
of a committed writer in search of new values.

The last of the quartet, Vasyl Symonenko, is no longer
alive. He died in 1963 at the age of 28. He was born in the
village of Biyevtsi in the province of Poltava. After finishing
school he studied journalism at Kiev University. He graduated
in 1957 and worked as a correspondent for two papers in Cher-
kasy. His first volume of poetry, Tysha i hrim (Silence and
Thunder) came out in 1962. Another volume, Zemne tyazhinnya
(Earth’s Gravity) was published posthumously in 1964. A se-
lection of his poems, some previously unpublished, and his
diaries, Bereh chekan (Edge of Anticipation) appeared in 1965
in New York. Symonenko’s poems on pp. 66-76 of present collec-
iion have not been published in the Soviet Union. Simplicity
it Symonenko’s greatest virtue. His poems are straithforward

monologues of great power.



This bilingual editon is designed not only for the student
of literature but also for the general reader. For those who
cannot make comparison between opposite pages, translations
are the only way to enter into the spirit of modern Ukrainian
poetry. The selection of poems offered in this volume does not
claim to be representative of the four poets. It was made by
the translators and was dictated partly by their own inclinations
and partly by the need to satisfy the requirements of public
poetry readings. However, the choices are good examples of the
four poets’ work. The Ukrainian texts are reproduced in their
original orthography. The only change is the spelling of “God”
with a capital letter. The dates of the poems by Drach, Koro-
iych and Symonenko are those of the collections in which they
appeared. Some of the poems were published earlier in literary
journals. The dates of Kostenko’s poems art those of the first
publication in literary magazines since few of them were in-
cluded in her collections.






IVAN DRACH
Translated by
M. Bohachevsky-Chomiak



[MPOTYBEPAHUI CEPLIA

Mu uyvem TpaB 3elMeHUH KpHK,
Joiwis 3axymani pedpeHH,

Lle TpaBeHb, BiYHHUH €pETHK, —
Tak 3-min 3emai 60MOUTb 3eJieHO
Ha piBHi BiuHMX naptutyp!

Mu uopHi ropu neperopsem,

Mu BIapum cepueM B MYp 3aXyp,
Mu pO3KBUTAEMOCS 3 TopeM

Ha piBHi Biuliux napturtyp!

JIeTHTh NPOKJILOH B 3MMOBHH COH, —
Mu poskytypxaem B aB00Oi
JIACLKUEA TpaHiT, MHOICBKUH
TyJIpOH

BarpsiHuM rpomMom cuau TOI,
lllo Hac po3uaxye 3 nobpa —
Tak 6’l0Tb 3 cepjhellb

npotybepaHui —
[ToscTaHui conud... binrb BMHpa
Y rpaHmio3HiM CcoHUeTaHLi,
B kocmiuHiM KaekoTi Toptypl.
Tak poskowyeMo 3 no6pa
Ha piBHi BiuHHMX naptutyp!

1965



PROTUBERANCES OF THE HEART

We hear the green glare of the grass,
The retrospective refrain of the rain,
It’s May, eternal heretic,

Bombing away from beneath the clay
On par with the eternal scores.

We'll overturn the black hills,

And hurl our hearts on the wall of woe,
We’ll even up old sorrow’s sores

On par with the eternal scores.

The curses fly into the winter sky:
We'll bash and grind

Grand granite and grandiose pride
With the inherent force within us

The force of good which drives us on.

Thus protuberances beat in the heat,
The partisans of the suns.
Pain pales

in the splendour of the sun,
in the cosmic rattle of the pain,
Again

we glory in the same
We gloat in the glory of the good
On par with the eternal scores.



KPUJIA

HoBopiuna Oanana

Uepes Jic-nepeuic,

yepe3 MOpe HaBKic
Hosuit pik aas Jroneff nooapyHKH Hic:
(Komy — 1wanky cmyuieBy,

KOMY JI0JbKY JelleBy,
Komy -— MoumepHi KkacTeTy,

KoMy — (OTOHHI pakeTH,
Komy — coai no 6Gapa6oui,

KOMY — TpH CHONU BIiTPY B MOJI,
KoMy —- nyuwok Ha puio,

a gsaabkoBi KupuaoBi — kpuaa.)

byB aeHnh fIK IeHb i panToM — HeNopsiaoK,

Kygatiky 3-miz JonmaTok fK HOXeM MNPOUIUIO.
[Ipo6GuBlIM BaTy, 3apaAXxTiaud pano,

Ha conui 3akuminu cuHi Kpuaa.

[om1oxHi He6GOM, BHUNPOCTANHUCH TYTO,
KoBramn 3 He(Ga CHHE MepexTiHHS,

A B maabka B cepui — Tyra,
A B nsizbka B cepli —- TiHi.
(Komy — nmoaw Oarpsny,
KOMY — COHLe 3 TYMaHy,
KoMy — mepca niBoui,
KOMy — CMepTb cepel HOUI,

o6 Tebe moas mobuia,
a Kupuinosi, mpoctd rocnomy, —
KpHJIa.)



WINGS

A New Year Ballad
Offbeat, through the street
Santa brought gifts in shifts:
(For some expensive mink,
For others a cheap cufflink,
For some a hi-fi,

For others —- a rocket in the sky,
For some — table hopping,

For others — window shopping,
For some - legal drinks,

For Uncle Willy — wings.)

It was a day as all the others,
When suddenly —- this bother:
From the back a painful whack
Thrusting through the coat

A pair of wings gloat

Shimmer, glimmer, float,

Wings hungry for heaven,

Desirous of height

Thrusting upward with their whole might,
Drinking heaven in their flight.
And Uncle Willy — dying of fright,
Cursing his plight.

(For some violent pining,
For others a silver lining.

For some female breasts,

For others the valley of death.
Oh, God damn it all,

Willy wept, Willy whimpered.
Willy got wings.)

[@1]



XKinka rodqocuaa: “JIwaW AK JIOOM.
IM 10358 Macaom ry6H 3MacTuaa.

Komy — BansiHkH,
KOMY — HITYJKH OA NPOCTYIH,
Komy - - xoM y rocnoxny,

a4 UbOMY racnuauy,
NpocTH TOCMOAH, —
" Kpuaar?!”

Tax Kupuao no Ttamu Opis, ’
I, mo6 Matu skycb cBodouny,
Cokupy 6pyckoM 3a106pus
[ xkpuaa o6t1aB 06 koJony.
Ta KoM 3aXxJHHAIUCL CHYI,
Hacmixaauca 3opi 3 Kupuaa,
[, npoGuBWIH COPOYKY BHOUI,
3HOB KHMMIJIH NPVAMHUCTI KpHJA.
Ta Kupuao 3 cokupow xkus,
Ha Kpuaax HaBiTb po3xuBcd —
Kpunamu xaTty BB,
Kpunamu o6ropoamuscs.
A Ti Kpuaa poO3Kpanu MNOETH,
[1lo6 ix my3a 6yna HebGe3kpuJa,
Ha T1i xpuna mosauauch ecteTH,
I cHuaocs He60 nopybaHUM KpHJIaM.

(Komy -— HOBI BOpOTa,
KOMY -— TOHHY MiIJOTH,
Komy --- coHLle B KuUIEHIO,
KOMYy — IyJ10 JeuleBy,
[IIo6 Tebe noasi nobuaa,
A KupuioBi — He nollacTHTb Xxe

OTaK 40JIOBiKOBi! —
KpuJaa.)
1965



His wife wailed:
“People as people

They know how to live.
Look at their gifts:
Wardrobes and trips
And drinks to sip.
And silly-nilly Willy
Had to get wings!”

Willy withered, Willy paled
And to rid himself of this cursed scoff
Took an axe and chopped his wings off.

But at night, when the owls scowled in fright
The stars leered at Willy.

Bursting the pajama seams,
Breaking through his dreams,

Wings kept growing on Willy.

Not tc be driven silly,

Willy lived with an axe.

He even learned to relax

Chopping off his wings,

And turning them into useful things:
He roofed his house with wings

He built a fence of wings.

And these wings were stolen by poets

To carry them to the muses.

These wings were taken by critics

To see what really amuses.

And the chopped off wings kept dreaming of heaven.

(For some — a picture window,
For others — a way to swindle.
For some — the sun to finger,
For others — time to linger.

Oh, damn it all —
Willy’s stuck with bad luck,
Willy keeps growing wings.)



CAMOTHICTb

Xiba # Le CcaMOTHiCTb, KOJIH 006 CTiHY

CBiT XBHUAAMM NJellle HeHaue 06 rpebio?
B Takit — poskouyio, Takow He rpebym.
B o06iliMax 3 Takow 3ropw — He TracHy.

be3kpasi caMOTHicTb KUruye BHOUi

Jo cBOro OCTaHKy — CKENTHYHOTO paHKy.
CaMOTHICTb — MalCTpHHIO,
CaMOTHICTb — IOBCTaHKY

3aMKHY B CBOW 0e3BiCTb | 3HHUILY KJIIOYI.

A Tam — caMOUBITH TOPMJIHMBI JexaTb,

A cyeTHu#i ramip 3auyax 3a NOpoOrom

[ wesaa mexa, cnomemina Mexa

Mix Hew i TBOpuicTi, TBOpUicTHO — borowm.

Tox, ropaa caMOTHOCTe, 3JHHCA 31 MHOIO,
Koau awacbki Kpuaa wyMmJasTb 3a CTiHOIO,
Ta 3ruHb-nponazu y 6e3M0OBOPOTHOCTI,

Konu TH caMOTHicTb
JHUI B iM’d CaMOTHOCTI!

1965



LONELINESS

That — vou call loneliness?
When the world in waves
Laps against the wall?
I rejoice in it, and never waver,
Shall burn in its embrace
and never sleep at all.

Limitless loneliness squalls through the night
Till it is spent in the skeptical morn;
Loneliness of activity, of creation born.
I'll lock up into the subconscious

and hide the key from sight.

Proud jewels lie there. And vain
Daily murmurs lie mum at the door.
The borderline vanished; dissolved in pure air
Between my loneliness and creativity,
and creativity and God.

Proud loneliness, fuse with me

When human wings rustle outside the wall.

But if you’re loneliness just in the name of loneliness
Vanish — never to return at all.
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IIEPO

[Tepo, Mifi cKa.abneaw BOTHEHHMH,
Tu Mili XKOPCTOKMI .IMXOmiii,
Mi#i AMKHH NOKJIHWK WiJI0IdEeHHHH,
MepBousit Miit, nepsoaw6 wmiit!

Ham postuHatiH aHi ui kapi
Jo cepueBHHH, 10 30pi.

Kyau He nifanyTn sHH4yap

B o06aynuifi cioBoO.uyaHii rpi,

JIHi 1OJOXJAUBI 1 HEBTHIIHI,

I aakoniyui, roudi aHi.

I ani. Mo raednky 3 OnimHi,
[TpoTsTi wWwnmaramMu BOTHIB,

I 1Hi, AKMM Hema Binpanu,

[ BuHOrpazmui, Tenai naui,

He Tuxo cnasATbL cTapi docan,
iy uBIIMChG, HA CaMiM IHi.

JHi NpPOMEHUCTO JerkoBaKHI,
Fop6ati nHi, Mo3inbui IHi,
I mui yecHoT, i AHI NMpona:KHi,
SIKHM COJIOHAa KpOB 3piIHi.

[lepo — ue Hauia cnijabHa Aoaf
Bce o6ifiTh i Bce 3HAMTH,

AX TOKM B roJoBax TOMNOJS
He npowyMuTL 3a aBa XpecTH.

1965



THE PEN

My pen
My fiery scalpel.
My cruel terror,
My wild, dayvlong ecall.
My pristine flower,
My first love,
My all.

We must cut
these clear days
To the quick.
To the morning star.
Where wcerdy traitors
do nct penetrate:
In their vile game
do not get far.

Cut all the days:
the hesitant, the sad.
The days laconic.
and the days precise.
And those creative, fiery days,
and days as clear and blue as ice.

The days where there will be no joy,

and days as warm as ripening grapes,
Where cares sleep bundled, undisturbed.

and make no noise.

The easy, beaming days,

and hunchbacked, callous ones;
The days of virtue

and the days of bribes
Kindred of vile blood.

My pen —

That is our common fate
To survey all and to find all,
Until the poplar at our heads
Rustles for two crosses tall.
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YOPHHMHM ETIO

s Howy TBOI ryOn,

K HaHOiablUMH THArap y CBITI,
[lo HaiBHOCTI XO04XKY,

Haye 110 JMHBI LHMpKau.
O, siK 3aMajio COHLUA

B TBOIM CIMHAJIUSATHJITHIM BiTTi,

Xou caab Had TO6OI i COHAYHO-OYHHO mJay.

Jlali MeHI CMYTKYy MeKeJabHOro,
fIK oui cxainoro BOUTOrO,
Uu nait meHi panocri,

TIILKKW He CKJAHKY, a COHAYHHH OKeaH.

Ta B kalimaHu po3yapyBaHHSA
3HOBY 3aJi3HO 00BUTO
Moei HaiBHO1 Bipu
TOHKHH TONOJIMHHIT CTaH.

e TBill cOHAUHUE BiTep,
TYru#, COKOBHUTHH?
$1, BMUTHE TBO€I IUTHHHICTIO,
po3yM cBift npuAyUuIUB.
A HaBKOJO pHIAIOTB,
60eBOJIIOTL YOPHI KBITH
3 niaMaHTHHMU pOCaMH
TBO€I AYILi.

1965



BLACK ETUDE

I wear your lips,
a heavy albatross.
I tread taut naivete,
a circus acrobat.
There's not enough sun in you —
your teenage branches dross.
One should but cry over you
profusely, sunnily, lustily at that.

Give me the sorrow of hell,

as the eves of a blind, dead lass,
Or give me some joy

a sun-drenched ocean, not a glass.
But the shackles of disenchantment

entwine again with an iron rod
My naive, sweetpea faith in its bud.

Where is your sunny, sun-swept wind,
lusty and firm?
Cleansed by your -childishness

I plugged my reason.
Around

black flowers abound
black

heart-rending cries,
black

mind-losing cries,
black

with diamond dew

from your own soul.

13
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JIBOUI TTAJIbLIl

Boxe, cKilbKH CTOTOHYy Ha naabUsAX,
CKiTbKH KPHKY B roJyOHX NyuKax,

Ha 3sropiiux naabusix, Ha O.JIVKaabUAX,
Ha crpasxaanbusax HiXKHHX — Ha pyKax.

Boxe, CKiIbKH TOro MepexTiHHA

B maabusix, B CNOBHMBAJbUAX TipKOTH,
B nJomeHsiX HanCAJHOTO CYyMJiHHS,
I3 akuM JHIO TiHb Mos Ha "TH'.

CBIiTATLCS — O CBITJIAYKH, CBiTAHKH.
[NMouiayHkoym BMHBaHI CBiTH,
[TaJIbUMKH KOXAHKH-KaTOPHAaHKH

3 katopru J0OOBi-HIMOTH.

o x 60 iM pOOGHUTH, CTOABSUKHUM —

I G6e3MOBHHM; cHajaxHelw — TOMpeLI...
[MpokauHalo, Kpaw CHHIM KDHKOM
TignicTe naiabuiB, 0e3cCOpPOMHicTL — Tex!

CoHEeuoK M'AATipKo... 3acCHHAI...
Hani MHOW0 nNadbuMKH-31pKH...
YebpeLeBHil, B ceple INOPHHAIOUHH,
Men Baw, pigHi, COHAYHO-TipKHI...

1965



FINGERS OF A GIRL

God, the groans there are in fingers,
Cries of anguish in the bluish tips;

In the sultry fingers, the pleasure finders,
In the gentle sufferers, the hands.

God, how much of sweltering shimmer

In those fingers, swaddlers of woe,
Fire-torches of the grafted conscience

With which but my shadow dares be friends.

They shine - o fire-flies, sweet dawns,
World washed by kisses,
Finger-mistresses, lovers, slaves,

In silence toiling, in mute love.

What else can they do, the hundred-tongued
And mute; shine out, and you’ll die.

Curse, I curse and chop with a cold blue cry
The dignity of fingers and their brazenness.

Five tiny suns,

I fall asleep.

Above — the fingers, finger-stars,
Honeysuckle, bitter and so sunny
Penetrates from fingers into me.

15
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BAJTAJA TIPO BHITPAHI LUTAHU

Hiu po3nucaia HebGO B CHHIO IOMAILUHI Basv.
3axJuHy.1ac eJekTpHyka. Komap B crnopuili NpPHHHLIK.
3amyp3aBcs 1 Ha poOOTI — i MaTH NPHMITHIA 3pa3dy

3anasaMiaeHi coaizoaom e

BaHfK Ha NJIWTY NOCTaRuW.1a
A wmicaup y Oiaux crmomHsx
Jlaneko OBOTHEHe MICTO Ha
CmayHol Oya1a mnicas nHBa

BiArOHHIH IpPYWaMH XMapH.

NyTHI cipi wWTaTH.

. Hictaia 2 noJauui MHIO.
3 0aTbKOM V¥V LIaXu rpas.
COH Tro0ayOUH MOCTHJIOCH.
rvcta kadauykosa iKpad.

' BITPI TOMMJIMCA 1WECHOTH.

Caz KOIHMXaBCA COJO0IKO Ha roiiadui THUWHHH.
A Ha npyAHHHUCTIH WBOpUI, 3BilUeHI 3a MaHKeETH,
[Mpuwnuiedi roctpuMu 30psiMH, B HeOO iWIIM WITAHH.

([ToBHi 0o0Opa3u, MOBHI OrViaH

Moi nuwHOry6i eTwIu.

"lle B:e 3aHaATO, Ue BXKe 34aHALTO , —
MeHi HawinTyBaJd COHaTH,

[ poscunanauch mo naxeli

Moi poHIO i pUTYpHeIi —

1 ob6ifioBcst 6e3 HHX,

OcniByruYM IUTaHH.)

1962



BALLAD OF THE LAUNDERED PANTS

The night painted the sky a blue earthenware vase.
The trolley gasped. The mosquito dozed off.

i got dirty at work — and mother noticed it —
The spattered pair of good gray coveralls.

She put the cauldron on the stove and got the soap.
The moon in white ducks played chess with dad.
The fiery city settled for the night in the distance,
And the fish roe tasted well after the cold beer I had.

The pear trees chased away the clouds. Whispers
drowned in the wind.
Sweetly the orchard swung on the swing of silence.
On the slack clothes-line, suspended by their cuffs,
Nailed in place by sharp stars, my pants marched into the sky.

(At that

My exquisite etudes

Exude more than shock.

“You’'ve gone too far,”

My sonnets,

My rondeau,

All my poetic forms

Complain again.

But 1 can do without them,

Singing of pants marching to heaven.)

17



BAJIAOA OHK -—
OE3OKCIPMBOHYKJIETHOBOI KHMCJIOTH

10. lllep6aky
. TaeMHUUI CMAAKOEMHOCTI — :Kap-NTHUI Nepedir...
A npoToHH i HEHTPOHU Tex B CBOIll opOiTI?
— EBpuka! — Kpuuaan Bxe 3 JeCATOK JiT

®pencic Kpuk i IxelimMc YOTcOH ——
aBa Koaym6u B MiKpOCBIiTi.
-— TaemMHuuw cnaakoemuocti -— I HK
PosmdpoBano Moaekyay -- cBiTalns
B Gioaorii. JIwaHHa BiKe 3BHKA
BusnauatH cnaakoemHicth. Hamaranus
3anporpamMyBaTH KpecdeHHs Oiaka!
IlITyuHi opraHiamMu uepe3 necAThb .TiT!
Biosoris pakeTHo BHpBa.1ach B MOJIT.
®i3nka 3axekadacb. B cBiTi THwNHHA.
| A&ap-nTius — TaeMHHUA B TeMpsBi 3pHHA...
Tak aTOMHHH BakKKOBO3
F'ynotuts B icToOpii.
Mipianamu norpos
Mo3ok BiH 3aMOpIOE:
a) DByaytv apmii, 6vayTh wTVuHi,
ByayTh LyUHKaMH HpPHpYYEHHMH,
ByayTL rBHHTHKAaMH MNpHPEYEHUMH —
Ha xpecti OyayTb HonepeyHHami.
6) 3aBon mo BHPOOHHUTBY MO3KiB.
[Tane resepaae! [las Bawoi apmii
HaBaHTaxeHO TPHHAAUATL COCTABiB
MounepHizoBaHux Mo3kiB Tuny "J[lereHepat”.
MoxeTte pywartd. CrtpuBaiiTe —
[Man mpe3ugeHT xoue OCOOHCTO
BaM BCTaBUTH HOBY LUTYUYHY KJENKY.



THE BALLAD OF DNA
— DEOXYRIBONUCLEIC ACID

To Yuriy Shcherbak

Secrets of heredity — a flight of the firebird...
Are the protons and the neutrons orbitally swirled?
“Eureka!” — for nearly a decade now scream
James Watson and Francis Crick —
two Columbuses in the microworid.
“The secret of heredity — DNA.
The molecule deciphered.
New Worlds declared.”
Man is getting used
To choose his heredity.
Attempts made
To program the albumen pattern.
Artificial organisms in a decade.
Biology rocketed sky-high
Physics gave a sigh.
Silence in the universe.
The firebird — the mystery at dusk alights...
Thus the atom truck
Rumbles amuck
In history.
Myriads of threats
Some spelling deaths
Volley on the brain.
A. There’ll be armies, artificial armies,
Trained little puppies, predetermined cogs,
Traverses in crosses.
B. A factory to manufacture brains.
“General, Sir: For your army
Thirteen loads of modernized version
The ‘Degenerate’ type brains are ready.
You may leave. No, wait a while —
Mr. President wants personally
To put a new cog in your head.”
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..2KyxHe xax Ha HOXax
Ha TpuBoxHux py6Gexax,
A Hax XxaxoM BHHHKa

s 6amrama O HK,

Jlamnie cTaH TYrHM BYXeM,
Han cosoHHUM, MeraToHHUM,
BeskopaoHHum pyGexeM.

1965

TyT OpU3 XOOHMTb B LIOPTAX,
B NepJACHOBHX,

B YOPHHX,

TyT Mope ropuTb 3auijJoBaHe COHLEM.

TyT cBiT ouaMpiauii, JyKaBHH MOB YOPTHK,
[Te Keauxu CcOHUS XamnueMm, CKOPOrOHLEM.
Bin ceGe BTekTH, fIK TiKalTb Bil HEHbKH,

Y pait ueit, y van uei, y waa ueift KoxaHug,
e csil0Tb KOJIH 30J0Ti MicsiueHbKH

Ta mnepciB NPOKJAATUX [ABa pillHi BYJKaHH.
CosioHa Mos, MOSl YOpHa ToMoJe,

[TokiftHOro coHus Mnexky4a BAOBHLUe,

Sl — nayr TBill XKOPCTOKUH, & TH — MOE NOJe,
A mactio y Biui HecHaIa JAHBHUTLCA.

1965



Hair-raising horror hops

Along the borderline props.
Above the horror, along the way
Flies the ballad of DNA.

It breaks with mighty quakes,
Shakes like monstrous snakes,
And a laser

Will not phase her

On the salty, malty, megatonny
Border without end.

The sea-breeze here wears shorts
perlon and
black,

The sea, spent by the sun, burns on,
The world pepped up, yet feverishly slack,
Gulps the sun neat, one by one, on the run.
Racing from self, as child runs from mother
Into this Eden, this garden perfumed,
This passion, sought after,
Which the gold-moons of your knees do increase
With your known cursed breasts,

two volcanoes possessed.
Oh, my salty one, my slim black poplar,
The burning widow of the dead sun.
I, I am your plow,
And you are my field.
You cannot look happiness into the eye.
Not now.
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TPUIITHUX

IMam'siti T.T. LlleBuenka

I

1 — I[leBueHko.

s1 BMmep.

SI Jexy Ha noposi Ma#cTepHi,
[ v meHe B ouax

3acTuranTt O.JaKHTHi BOTHI.
$i 3UMOBKHVB CbLOI'OJHI HaBiK —-
AkaaeMik i3 ucephi,

I voepure B ®urri

CTa1o ayike CHOKiAHO MeHI.
He 3a6’'e¢ Mene uap,

Ha deabadebeas pucaMu cXOxHM.
He ckapae ¢eabagpeben,
[Topi6uuit Juuem mo wuapis.

B kasemarti, y kapuep

Hixto 3aTeuuTH He 3MoXe.

Y peecTpax €OJ1JaTCHKHX
3akpecaaTb iM’s mHcapi.

B nortaemHux apxiBax

¥6iKk BIiIKI2IVTH MOIO CIpPaBy,
1 MeHe BiicniBawTb

Cepiio3si kvaiaTti nonu.

Ha Mmoruai Moi#

[TpopoctyTh 1we He 6aveHi TpaBy
Ta npeansni KBiTKH,

Jle HekTap COJOHIUIMH PONH.
1 — nmnoer.

1 — llleBueHko.

€ nicHa y cepui MOEMY,
HenocniBawa mnicHs,

Ulo asxe v iHuli cepus,

IIlo Ha riMHU oOepHeTbCH,
CraHe psAJKaMH B IOeMH,

Hlo HikoaHM He 3riHe,

Hikoann He nifime 10 KiHus.



TRIPTYCH

I

In memoriam T. H. Shevchenko

I am Shevchenko.

1 died.

I lie on my studio’s threshold

The blue flames paling in my eyes.
I — the academician from among the peasants —
Have grown silent forever today.
And for the first time,

I am thoroughly calm and safe.
The tsar, who resembles a corporal
Can’t kill me, nor can the corporal
Who thinks himself a tsar.

[ can’t be arrested,

Nor drafted.

My case will be filed away,

And I will be buried

By serious, shaggy priests.

Flowers yet unknown will bloom
On my grave,

With nectar more salty than brine.
I am a poet,

There is a song in my heart —
Unsung as yet,

A song,

Which will lie in the hearts of others,
Which will transform itself

Into anthems,

Into poems,

Which will never perish,

Which will never die.
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...[lepenTinenHa ayui,
[lepesTineHHa wBipuliB Ta AVXY —
ATpuOYTH mNOeTHKH,

BiuHa peasbHicTh Ti.

[licHa cTiHn 3aamae,

310.1a€ KaTiBeHb 3alyXy

I Bockpeche —

flk BOIH, WO 3paHeHUM iixe v 06oi.
S He xouy JexatH —

KaptunHo,

B BiHOuKYy i3 TepHif.

o6 3iTxaJuu:

"$lki B reHiaJbHHUX TpariuHi KiHui!'"
51 — ILlleBueHKo.

1 BMmep.

$I Jemxy Ha moposi MalcTepHI.

Jdo wmoabOepTiB  0d.1HUYAM,

[3 nmeH3iem y npaBiit pyui.

Il

— TlokoxaifiTe Ti,

Ty, 1O s MOKOXaTH He 3Mir.
Liny#Te i,

Ty, siky s He 3Mir uijayBaTu.
$1 mositocs npaxom,

Illo6 BmacTH KOXaHilf ;O HIr.
I coBoio 3aeuy,

A6u nicHio npo 6ixb mpocniBaTH.
s He MaB TOro uacy,

Y KOTpHI KOXalTb XiHOK,

sI He BMiB WidyBaTH,
Po3masaBwu Bipwi ry6amm.

Bins Jawabkn — Oarir.
Han TpyHOl0 MO€0 — IIMHOK.
A HaBKOJO — LIEePKOBKH

OtpyiiHumMH, 3AUMH rpubGaMu.



...Reincarnation of souls.
Reincarnation of verses and spirit —
The attributes of poetry,

The eternal reality of it.

The song will break walls,

Overcome the mustiness of dungeons,
And will rise, as the wounded soldier,
Who goes into battle again.

I don’t want to lie picturesquely,

In the wreath of thorns,

So little ladies could sigh,

“Such tragic ends befall the geniuses!”
I am Shevchenko.

1 died.

I lie on my studio’s threshold

Facing the canvas,

The brush poised in my right hand.

II
Love her,
The one whom I had no chance
To love.
Kiss her,

The one whom I could not kiss.
I'll turn into dust

To fall at her feet.

I'll fly as an owl,

To hoot the song of pain.

I did not have the time

In which women are loved.

I did not know how to kiss,
Smearing the verses with lips.
Near my cradle — a whip.
Over my grave — a tavern.
And around me tiny churches,
Haggard mushrooms.
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A HaBKOJO — TeHINIKTb
Hlnnkamu,

LlepkBamii,

Jlioabmu.

A HaBKOJO — CHiBawTh

I rayxHyTb Onx BJIACHOTO KpHKY.
I Hemae koxaHOi —

Jlecb BOHa TaM, MeXH TbMH.

Ta xi6a il yyTHO —

Marnenbky Taky, 6e3’s3HKYy?.-
bBe3’sa3uki koxaHi,

Slkux s MouyTH He 3Mir.
Be3’si3uki noety,

SIki He VMIiOTH KpHUATH.

S xuBy v TIOpMI.

Bias JawabkH Moei -— 6arir.
B3anoBxk J1oporu Moei

CraoTbh camoZepxli Ha yaTu.
Sl He Maw APYXKHHH.

)" Mene HeMa€e CHHIB.

MoB em6JeMa Tripka,

Couue 6aMMaEe B Temaill KalKi.
A Hamaaki Moi,

IiTH 3 YOpHHX, CYMHHX MOIX [IHiB,
To moeMu Moj,

To nicHi MOI, TyXHI Ta IyXi.

s — mnoer.

1 — onaun.

Sl crvnaw B cMepTeabHi 6Ol

$1 3aruHy BXe CKOpo —

Bin 6pexennb abo Bin meraay.
Uepes posri poku

CeiT mo6auaTb OHYKH MO,
Hitu BipwiB MoiXx,

Ta xiHkH, 1110 MeHe 0 NOKOXaJH.



And around me they haggle
Over taverns,

Over churches,

Over people.

And around me they sing
And grow deaf

Of their own clamour.

And there is no beloved.

She is there. in the mob.

But can one hear her —

So tiny, so inarticulate?
Inarticulate lovers,

Whom I could not hear.
Inarticulate poets,

Incapable of shouting.

I live in jail.

Near my cradle stands a whip.
My path is marked

By autocrats standing watch.
I don’t have a wife,

And I have no sons.

As a heavy emblem

The sun blinks in the puddle.
My progeny

Children of black, heavy days,
These are my poems,

My songs — lonely and strong.
I am a poet.

I'm alone.

I am entering into a deadly fray.
I'll die soon —

From lies or from metal.
After long years

The world will see my grandsons,
The sons of my poems,

And the women

Who could have loved me.
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- - Po3kaxite MeHi, sk ue Bimbyaocs...

51 maBHO yke cm1w Ha BHcokii YepHeuiit ropi.
Bxe, npopiciun kpi3p 3emiio,

€ TpaBol MO€ BoJOCCS

I 3 JereniB Mmoix

HanauinpsHcbki wyrawTb BiTpH.

A Ha rpymsx y MeHe — COTHedYHTOBHI BiUHHH KaMiHb.
A Ha kaMeHi TOMy — Haye fl, y Baxkill OpOHi.

S1 Jexy mnid KaMiHHAM.

Sl 1noxoBaHHi MiX pOKaMH.

S1 Hiuoro He 3Hal — # X 60 B HOUI.

Ik TaM — v aHi?

Sl Ha KaMHi # mi1 KameHeM —

Y 3emai @I MeTali BamKoOMY.

He MeHi BH O6viveTe — B cepli uit B OpoH3i — 1iMm?
S He MoKy 3iTaiTH —

$1 360pOR BiKORy YTOMY,

Sl 3emaer0 iy Ha 3BUTSKHHH, CTOLYXHUH TpiM.
51 — llleBuenko!

Bu uyere?

3nAKaHUE NTax 3JiTaE,

[ 3i MHoto BiTatloTbcsi 3 [IHinpa Baxkki kopab.i.
s1, Kpi3b 4ac NpPOpPOCTalOUH,

Bam "Ko63aps” uuralo.

S — He 3 O6pOH3H.

1 — 3 maori.

fl — BiUHHIl WIMATOK 3eMJi.
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III

It all happened...
Tell me, how did it happen.
For a long time now I have slept
On the high Chernechy hill.
My hair became grass
Growing through the ground.
My lungs feed the winds
Howling over Dnieper.
On my breast lies a hundredweight rock.
And on that rock, cast in heavy bronze,
Something resembling me.
But I'm under the rocks.
I’m beneath the years.
[ know nothing, for dark night is all around.
Tell me — what is day like?
I'm on the rock and beneath it.
In the ground in heavy metal.
Where do you build me a home?
In the bronze, or in your heart?
I cannot decompose
I have conquered ageless stupor,
I go through the earth
Like a victorious hundredfold thunder.
I am Shevchenko!
You hear me?
A frightened bird flies to me,
And heavy ships salute me from the Dnieper.
I grow through time
To read you the Minstrel.
I am not made of bronze.
I am made of flesh.
I am an eternal piece of my land.
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IMoetn!

Buith ni1anety nobpoti —

Bona 1aBHO B¢ MHpY i1 JdCKH mparwe.
B napoxaiB i cepus, i ry0Gu cnpardi
YekawTb CJIiB, 110 MyIpi Ta CBATI.
JBaguaTuit BiK Kpi3b 4ac TPHUBOXKHO .IHHeE.
KpnBaBo BHCHYTb B NPOCTOpi CBiTH.

I yopHi Jawnau, cTaBlIM Ha KO.liHa,
Baaraotb TpoxH MHpPY # mOOpOTH.
[MpoxawTb y awmelt, a He B IKOHHU.

B cyuacHHKIB... '

Bu uyete, 3aa7s

Y KomkeH miM 3 niaadyeMm npuxoautbh Kowro,
PoacTpiisiHa #i 3anponaHa 3eM.s.

O. aaiiTe J0I9M TPOXHU-TPOXH JTACKH.
CBiT - He KaTisHA.

Cuit nam — He THIOpMa.

ITeyaan cnaza ma macyi, Have Jaco,

I sawnopramu avwi o6iiiMa.

Bu uyeTte?

My xouemMo paaiTi...

Kpi3b naeTtHBo 3aaHMJeHHX pOKiB
BpeayTts B aBaausaTuit Bik cepiio3Hi aitu —
B:xe cuBi mity ctpaueHux OGaTbkiB.

Most niaaHero, BiYHO TH B OGOpHI.

Y TeGe B cipux wpaMax Ayxi pyKH.
To6i HeJxerko...

3eyae, aall MeHi

Ceiit TamicMmaHd, cBiif 3aci6 NPOTH MYKH.
He Biaaeur...

Sl 3Harw, 1o Ooi

3a BoJaw Tpe(a BeCTH Ule POKaMH.

Ta B OuTBi 3a .11060B He BOHI Ti
AOpCTOKHUMH HEMYAPHMH DVKaMH.
[lnaHeTo, paH KPHBaBHX He SATPH.

Han srapuulamMu cTano Bie CBiTaHHS.
CaiB, wo mpocTi i BHCOKI, MOB KOXaHHS,
3emas uyekae.

Buite 1i, Ma#ictpu!
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Poets

Teach the planet goodness.

For ages it yearns for both peace and kindness.

The hearts and lips of nations parched

Await the words, both wise and holy.

The twentieth century -- apprehensive —
speeds on through time.

The worlds suspended, bloodily, in space.

They beg of men, and not of icons.

And black men kneeling beg for peace and grace.

They beg of their contemporaries...

You hear, as from afar

To every home comes weeping Congo,

The executed land and torn.

Oh, grant the people just a little bit of grace.

The world is not a torture place.

It’s not a jail

Sadness lassoes shoulders

Tugging tightly at the souls.

Do you hear?

We want rejoicing...

Through the latticework of smoking years

Wade into twentieth century sad children —

Grey-haired children of executed parents.

My planet — constantly in struggle,

It’s rough on you.

Your heavy hands are heavily scarred.

Oh, Earth, give me

Your talisman, your pain-relieving charm.

Don’t know of one?

Oh ves, I know, the fight

For freedom must go on for years and years.

But in this struggle for love, don’t kill it

With cruel and silly deals.

Planet Earth, don’t sear the bloody wounds.

Above the smouldering rubble dawn arises.

The world awaits the words

Both tall and simple, like the love,

The world awaits —

Teach her, masters of the art.
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Sl 3HeBaxalo cJa0BO "B3arauai’.

He "B3arani Haponx”, He MJABI TiHi,
He "Bsarami 3emas”, a — rpam 3emii
Y KOpeHiB XUMEPHOMY CHJETiHHi.

He "B3araxi noesis”, a TH.

I 5.

[ BiH.

Yci HecxoxXi HaxTo.

He "kocmoc B3araai”, a KOCMOHaBTH.
He BcecBiT, a — y BcecBiTi CBiTH.

Bce TOYHiICTIO HAamMOBHIOETHCH BLIEPTh.
s TouHictb BHOVxae, Haue ETHa.
KuTTs-KOHKpeTHe.

I KOHKpeTHa cMepThb.

[ Tinbku auw 6e3JHKICTb -— HEKOHKDETHa.
Hexaii MBe KOHKPETHICTb BCiX MOHATB.
KoHkpeTHicTb CHiry,

[Ipomens

Ta Bipuwia.

KoHkpeTHIicTb (B,

3a KOTpUMH CTOATH

Ti peuenss,

B siki TH CBATO BipHLL.
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I spit on the words ‘“general”
“generally”
“on the whole”
and
(‘allii.
Not *“humanity”
(for which no one gives a hoot)
Not the somnolent shadows,
Not ‘“‘the world in general”
but the gram of dust
entwined into the braided root.
Not “poetry as such”
but
you.
And L
And he.
All too dissimilar.
Not “cosmos”
but the cosmonauts.
Not ‘“‘universe”
but worlds within it.
Precision fills it all
and erupts.
Life is definite.
And so is death.
And only anonymity lacks precision.
Long live the concreteness of all concepts
— snow
— sun-beam
— and poem
and words
supported by sentences
in which you
sacredly believe.
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BEYIP

Bxe coHUe HaHM3aJ0Chb Ha LIMHJI,
I nnave exeKkTpuuka BiX YTOMH.
3a naBi roauHu
Micaup Ha 3emi
[litBoauTHMe MapeBHi XOpPOMH.
Yac posaymis...
Koan BMupae neHb,
Ilo6 3HOBY HapOIUTHCA HaA3aBTPa,
Jlic, B yopHe nocapboBaHuil,
Bpene
MeHi HasycTpiu
TeMHUM OpPOHTO3aBpOM.
Kphuyatp nTaxu, He BHAHUMI B MiTbMi,
Illo kpuiaamu 3amiytaanuch, B Oepe3ax.
A A HOTyW 3BepLUEHHA Ta JIHI
[ Baxy ix Ha coBicTi Tepesax.
To HaficTpawHilUi cyd — Haw BJAcHHil CyA,
He npucynu cyBopi H OCTaTOuHI,
e BupOKH 3 c06010 He HecyTb
MoxauBocTelt Ajaf BHNpaBAaHb MPETOUHHUX.
Toit cyn, B ssKOMYy cyadi MU H KaTH,
B skoMy, xaii TO HaM He3pyuHO HyXe,
Mu BJaCHMX BYHMHKIB TOCTpil KYyTH
He 3miHioeMo Ha Ge3neuni nayr.
Cimae coHue...
Beuip npoctenas
[Tia .1ixTapsaMu koaa cBitHi 6ixno.
[ToBiibHO oGepTAETLCA 3CM.IH,
[TpoHOCsAUH MeHE Kpi3b HeOOCXHJIH.
I MicAilb pPO3XBHILOBAHHH IPHXKHTE.
I HaxuaIsi COCHa TPEMTJIHBY pYKY.
S1 Buycsi XHTb.
S HUHI BUYCH XHTb,
INpuxoxsuu no cebe y Hayky,
IMpuxoaauu B HayKy 10 TpPaBH.
Jlo npoMeHiB, npopocaux B TiIO HOUYi...
o wmicsus...
CkaxiTb MeHi, a4 BH
Xou pa3 cob6i muBuauca y oui?!
1965
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EVENING

The evening threads itself into the peaks
And the trolley sputters in exhaustion.
In two hours the moon will dance dream dances over the world.
A time for contemplation this --
When the day dies to be reborn again tomorrow.
The forest, painted black, charges at me —
a prehistoric dinosaur;

Unseen birds, their wings entangled in the birches, cry.
I take note of the actions and the days and weigh them
On the scales of my conscience.
This is the dreaded court — the court of our own making
Where sentences are harsh and final
And where verdicts leave no possibilities for

well-prepared vindications,
The court where we alone are judges and hangmen,
In which we, in fits and starts,
Don’t change the painful corners of our actions
Into pleasing arcs.
The sun sets.
The evening makes its bed
In the white linen of the lantern light.
The world turns slowly
Carrying me along through the horizons.
The moon trembles,
The evergreen extends its hand to me,
I learn.
I learn to live.
Coming for lessons to myself,
To the grass,
To the beams of light
Which eat through the body of the night,
To the moon.
Tell me:

Have you ever looked yourself
Squarely in the eye?
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A3EPKAJIO

$ --- n3epkaio.

$I akymyJI0l0 MOBYaHHS.

Y MeHe € TiIbKH oOui.

S awbaw aymaTtu.

$1 n3eHbKal HOYaMH

Ta npokuuawcs Bil IN3eHbKaHHSA
OniBHOUYi.

HaBkoso MeHe no 4opHid KiMHaTi
X01qTh MICAYHI HHUTKH

[ koTH, yoTHpHHOri, MOB KpicJia.
Oui MOI NOYHHAIOTb HUTH,
[TounratrTb 60JiTH pi3Ko.

S — akymyasaTop crnoramuis.

$1 HiYOoro He uyw i He BMIil0 XOIHTH.

Ane B MeHe € oui — HaHOiabwi B CBiTI —
SI Bce Oauy:

1 6auy, sIK CTAalOTh OOPOCHAHUMH JIiTH.

SI mpocrexyro ooar0 JIOACLKY i Hoaio cobauy.
I — nm3epkaino.

[lepeni MHOIO TroOJAThCH,

[llapynsaTe HOBHMH OJeXaMH.

S Moxy 6Aa4YHTH HaBiTb HAHUHOTJMUBIIIMX — TOJNHUMH.
1 6auy, fiKk NpHMIPIOIOTL OpLEHH,

llle He omepxaHi.

He 3uarw, Ak BH ouililweTe cBOi MOJ00H.

I — rayxe.

Sl He uyl Hiuoro.

§l 3nalo, WO iHKOJAM BaM He 10O BHNOAOGH
Mosa poGora.

Tinbku He cepabTecd — 3apaau bora.

$1 3aBxau uecHe.



MIRROR

I'm a mirror.

I accumulate silence.

I only have eyes.

I love to think.

At night I jangle

And awaken from my own jangling

At midnight.

All around me, in the black room
Threads of moonbeans shoot by

And cats, four-legged like stools,

Play hide-and-seek with them.

My eyes begin to water,

Sharp pain hits them often.

I’'m a sponge of memories.

I can hear nothing and I cannot walk.
But I have eyes — the biggest in the world —
I see all:

I see as adolescents turn adult.

I observe human fate and the fate of dogs.
I'm a mirror.

People shave before me,

Or rustle their newly-bought gowns.

I can even see bashful naked bodies.

I watch, as some pin on medals

Not yet awarded to them.

I don’t know how you judge your appearances.
I'm deaf.

I can hear nothing.

I know that sometimes you’re not happy
With my work.

But don’t be angry — for God’s sake.

I am always honest.
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HaBiTh KoM BH MeHe BOHpaETe

B 30.g0Ti pamuy,

Koau BH MeHe 04raTcTBoM OareTiB AVIIHTE,
S saaMwancs GpaMolo,

Kpispb fIKy BH NPOXOAMTe Yy BIaCHI AyLIi.
JIo6iTh MeHe!

51 Oe3 HIir ta 6e3 ByX.

1 —- cyuilbHi BeIHKi Oui.

Sl — n3sepkado.

51 npokuaawca oniBHOUI

I m3eHbKaw, J3eHbKalo.

A noTiM TpUMIK BeJIHYE3HUM JA3BOHOM.

) roJaosi Bauwii.

[ B4 cBOI BUMHKH Y TPHBOXKHOMY CHi BaxHTe,
1 B 3 ceGc BICKOpPOBaHI TOTH 3pIBAETe,

A KpiM TOrO,

B meHe — po3OuBaere,

Koan BaMm HecTepnHO Bike OaYyUTH MNpaBay,
[Tekyuy, moaym’s Haue.

l{o %, cnpaBn 6e3 MeHe cnpabTe.

Ti1bKH Ha Bac 4aTylOTb HeBlaui,

Bo xToch noBiiHeH OVTH 3 BEIUKHMH OUHMa,
Y #AKux BiaOHMBaeTbca WiTHHA CBIT,

o 6yB i wo Oyuxe.

$1 --- x3epkaio.

Sl He 1aw Hiyoro 3albvTh.

§l — reniaabHUA BHMHaXim Bau,

Jlroau!
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Even when you decide to trim me

With golden frames,

When you throttle me with riches of rajahs,
I remain a portal

Through which you enter your souls.

Love me.

I’'m legless and earless.

I'm simply all eyes.

I'm a mirror.

I wake up at midnight

And jangle and jangle,

Then peal like a giant bell

In your head.

And you weigh your actions in nightmares
And out of spite

You — shatter me —

When you can no longer stand the truth,
Burning, as a flame.

Well —- go on living without me.

Only vou are destined for failures

Because there should be someone with great eyes
In which the whole world would be reflected
That was and that will be.

I'm a mirror.

I won’t let anything remain forgotten.

I’'m your own ingenious invention,

People.
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[TATIOPOTb

[MTuni 3eaeHi

y Mmi3H nopy
CraTH 3JeTiIHCh
Ha CBiXHWH mopyo.

Tuxo cnycTHIUCH
Ha JKOBTY TJHLIO
NTHUI 3eJeHi,
3eJieHi MTHLI.

Kpuaamii Ouamy,
nepa ryouau,
rOJIOBH CH3i
HHU3bKO XHWJHJH.

[T4i HaBkpyru —
iXHi poAMYi KPOBHI.
3pi3d Ha nNHAX —
Haue Micsllb Yy MNOBHI.

IMTuui 3edeni!
lo x BaM we Tpe6a?
MaeTte Micalb.
Maerte nHebo.

Ta Ha 30pi,
B 30JI0TaBy MNOPY
NTHLUI 3eJeHi
PBOHYJIHCS BrOpY.

TinbKM 3JeTiTh

He 3MOIJH, He 3yMiJH:
TicHo OyJ0,
nepenayTaluch KpHJIa.
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THE FERNS

Late, late at night
Those birds of jade
Flew down to sleep
In a fresh felled glade.

They settled down
On needles of pine,
Those birds of green,
Of emerald fine.

Thev flapped their wings,
They lost some feathers,
Their heads hung low

In bluish head-dress.

Stumps all around —
Their blood relations,
The faces on stumps —
Full moon sensations.

Oh, birds of green
What more do yvou need?
You have a moon
And sky complete.

And toward stars
In a golden light
Those birds of jade
Rushed up in flight.

But to ascend

They were unable,
Their crowded wings
Could not untagle.



CMIX

Ha Byauui — s uyw Kpi3b BikHO —
CMi€TbCS XKIHKa WITYYHHUM CMiXOM.
MabyTb, iff cyMHO, axe XiHKa Xxoue,
wob iff XOTimocs CMIiATHCH.

A s QUBIIOCH HAa PIKH TeMHUX BYJIHLb,
Ha TOJOBH BeceJUX JiXTapHKIiB,
OISITHEHI B MaJi KalUKeTH 3 XepcCTi,

i HAa MO€ BHCOKe IMiABIKOHHA
KawTaHyd Oigi KBITH NOJAIOTh...

A s guBmIOCH i AyMaw npo BipLui.

Koau iM cyMHO — xall BOHH CyMYIOTb.
Xalt TiIbKH He CMIlOTbCA LWITYYHUM CMiXOM,
60 uMpi JIOOH 3aKPHUBAKOTbL BiKHA.
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LAUGHTER

Through my window, from the street,
I hear a woman force a laugh.
Perhaps she’s sad, but I feel

The woman wants to want to laugh.

But I look at rivers of dark streets,
At street lamps’ cheery heads.
All dressed in tiny caps of tin,

And to my lofty window-sill
White chestnuts offer flowers...

I gaze and think of poems:

When they feel sad, may they sadden,

But let them never force a laugh

For the sincere then pull their windows shut.
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30PI

B xoaonHi HOui 3BVXKYIOTbCS 30pi,
HeMOB 3iHHUI 60XeBiJbHOTO.
MoTopowHO # NHIBHO

auBUTbcs BcecBit — Beaukuit Mar, —

niZHABIUK Hanx 3eMiaer0 pyvkaB Uymaubkoro [lasxy...

A B HoOui TemJai, B HOUi Oipw030BI,
CTPEKOUYTb KacTaHbETAMH LHKalIH.
I Ham 3emJyer po3UBiITAaWOTH 30pi,

o

COJMOAKI H JKOBTi, fIK LYKaTH.

30pi MawTb TiIMHOTHYHY CHJY.
Jlroau 3ipkol0 3 JaBHUHH
Ha3WBaKTh XKIHKY BPOIJIHUBY,
SIXTH, KBITH i OpJIeHH.

KaxxyTb: 3ipKy LIacauBy Mae.
[MpoBigHOO 3ipKy 30BYTb.
KaxyTtb: 3 HebGa 3ipok He 3HiMae.
I mo 30psAx 3HaXOAATb NYTb.

— XTocb ymep, — TOBODHUJIH CTpOFO,
KOoJau Brasa 3 HebGa 3o0ps.

l'agaau no 30psxX acTpOJIOTH.

I Ha 30pi Moauauch Mops.

I HegapMa y coTHax Bip

CrnoniBajJoCh — JAylla BOCKpeCHe,
NOJIeTHTb JAeCb TYAH, HO 3ip,
60 MiX 30pIMH — LApCTBO HebecHe...

A B Houi 6y#Hi, B HOui ropo6uHi
najalTb 30pi rpi3HOI KpacH...

Tu noGyBaia 3ipkoo, JHOAHHO!
XTo X Mae mnpaBo JIOACTBO MNOracutb?!
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STARS

When nights are cold the stars contract

as if the eyes of madmen.

And the Great Magus — Universe

frightfully and diligently watches all,

having spread over earth its wide-sleeved Milky Way...

And in warm nights, in nights of turquoise
cicadas chirr their castanets,

above the earth the blooming stars poise,
like sweet and yvellow candied nuts.

Already since primordial times,

Man, awed Dby stars’ hypnotic powers,

has called his lady fair a ‘*‘star”, at times
he labelled “star” his yachts and flowers.

Men say, “He's got a lucky star,”

“A star’'s a guiding light,” they say

and that one ‘“cannot pluck a star from sky afar”
and by the stars one finds one’s way.

“Someone will die,” they said so sadly

when a star fell off the sky,

from the stars all astrologers prophesized gladly
and the seas prayed to stars by and by.

It is no wonder that hundreds of faiths
claim the soul after death will arise
and fly to the stars, to the gates,

of the star-sprinkled heaven of paradise.

And in wild nights, in nights of crow black
stars of frightful beauty shine aflame...

You have been a star, o Man!
Who then has the right to snuff out humanity’s flame?!
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JOLLL

Bitep O6auckaBKy BHCTpYra,
XMapa HacyHe 3-3a rip, —
MepeKUIOM,
KOJIeCOM,
BHUCTPHOOM

BUOIraJau I1iTH HanBip.

Tonrtaau Oy3koBuil Bepec,
TPYCHIH HA TOJOBH XBOIIl.
3xifiMaad cTpauleHHHMH Bepeck,
JacKaBO MNPOCHIH JOIIL:

"loy, inW, DoLUMKY!
3Bapio ToOi OOpPLUMKY

B MNOJMB'SIHIM TOPILUHKY,
B MOJMB'SIHIM Tropiiuky!...”

3 KOWLIATHX KYLUiB COJOB’ATA 3HPKAJH,
K NO 3eMJi i wWeapo i BUIaBLeM,

TO 3JHBH XOIHWJH, BHCOKI, fIK UHPKYJII,

TO MXHYKA Majda MeTVIUUJIACA BHIpPiGLEM.

Ha kayHi cToBOMUYMB NpOMOKJHU OycoJ.
A My no kamwxax racaau 6oci,

60 kasaau MmatH H 6abyca —
Ayxe pobpe moul Ha BOJOCCH.

Ie#t, inmitb, OJaromaTHi 3JUBH!
Bunapaiite, nepaucri pocu!

Xa#i Ham'lTbCS N0 HECXOYY HHBH.
Xalt nmiBuata NOMHIOTH KOCH.



THE RAINS

Winds whittle a lightning,
Clouds descend from the mountains;
jumping,
rolling,
topsy-turvy,
children run out of their houses.

They trample the lilac heaths,
create a terrible racket,

shake jointweeds over their heads,
entreat the Rain with a cackle:

“Come on, Rain, fall all day,
I will give you all I may,
If you only come and play,
If you only come and play...”

Nightingales peep from shaggy bush,
as over the earth in torrents proper
downpours dance on high compass legs
or drizzles bustle along with a patter.

A stork stands drenched on a barn,
and we jump and skip in the puddles,
for both mom and grandma said
that rain was good for our curls,

“Come on down, you blessed downpours,

scatter about your pearly dew,
so the girls can wash their braids and curls,

so the fields can drink their fill of you!”
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Bynytb kocu O6auckyui & ayxmsHi,
3aA3BEeHATb BeCiNIs 1 3apyuHHH.
LlinyBaTUMyTb X.JOMUi KOXaHi
nepeMHUT]i IOlIaMH Kyuepi...

Tak HeBXe X mig 6arpsHUM COHLEM —
6maromaTHi 6paTH OKeaHCbKi —
ui mouli,

OTPY€EHI CTpPOHLIEM,
3aCBHUCTATb, SIK CTPIiAH INOTaHCbKi?!

1962

€ Bipwi — KBiTH.
Bipwi — gy6u.
€ irpamiku — Bipuui.
€ paHu.
€ noBenuTedi i pabwu.
I Bipwi € —
KaTOP>KaHH.

Kpi3ab MypH B’SI3HHIIb,
N0 TepHax JHXOJITb —

inyTh, iZyTb mo eramy CTOJITb...

1962



The braids will be shiny and scented,
engagements and weddings will ring —
the boys will kiss and caress then

those locks that were washed in the rain...

Blissful brothers from across the sea!

Will the sun be a witness to horrors,

when these rains fill with strontium ninety

and like arrows of pagans will whistle above us?!

There are verses like flowers,
Verses like oaks,
Verses like toys,
And verses like wounds.
There are also verses
Masters and slaves
And verses —
ex-convicts.

Through dungeon walls
On thorns of evil ages,

They walk and walk and walk

Over centuries’ stages.
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Komycb — o6 xai6a ckubka.

KoMycb — 1106 TiibKH JaBpH.
OpHa aywa — $IK CKPHIIKa,
a gpyra — sK JitaBpa.

A TyT He Bce TaK 4iTKoO.

To kpuma, TO BepHrH.
Bix baxa — no ueuitkw.

Bix "umxuxka” — po [pira.

Big HiXHOrO HOKTHOpHA —
JO TPOMOBHX cUMQOHIH.
Bix 6yiiHoro o6ypeHHs —
IO CMixy cakcodoHiB.

Bci romocu npuponu,
BCi BHUAM H pi3HOBHUIH,
BiZ roJocy Hapoay —
IO THCKY iHAUWBizHA.

Bce B ayuly BXOIWUTb BHEpTO.
BBiiimiio — HaBiK 30CTanoCh.
Oue Taxki KOHLEPTH.

AX cepue HazipBaJoCh.
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Some want a crust of bread,

Some only crave for laurels,

Some souls are soft like violins,

And some like kettle-drums, in chorus.

But here not all’'s as clear.

One goes from wings to chains —
From Bach to double shuffle,
From Grieg to ‘“tip-cat” games.

From nocturnes gently playved -—

To a symphony like thunder,

From a sound of boisterous wrath —
To a sax’s mellow laughter.

All voices found in nature,

All types and variations —
From the whimper of a man
To the booming voice of nations.

All this persists to fill the soul

And there to stay forever —

Such are the concerts of this world

Till strings of ruptured hearts are severed.
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BUIA CHMM®OHIs

byno HaM Toai He mO cMixy.
Hiu nignsaa 3aBicy —
6ima cum¢oHis cHiry
MJKBJAA HajX LIOTJIAMH JIicy.

A Jic, ak gpeddyloua UIXyHa,
CKpHINiB, y JI50IH 3aKyTHH...

I xjqomeup, 3BOPYLUJIHBO HOHHIA,
CKa3aB i3 JOPOCJAHM CMYTKOM:

— Tu nicHa Mosi JebexuHa,
OCTaHHE MOE€ KOXaHHSl...
B TakoMmy BiUi Jdr0aMHa
3aBXJAH KOXa€ BOCTAHHE.

bo To yxe cnpaBa rimHocTH —
KUTTA, 6ay, AK COH, NPOMaHHYJIO.
[MigaiTky pas coJiIHOCTH

MyCSiTb MaTH MHUHYJIE.

3aBisiHi cHirom BiTpHJa
3BHcaaH, fiIK Oina ruuka...

S Tex HOMy 110Ch TOBOpHIA,
i Tex, NmeBHO, LIOCb TpariyHe.

Byao koxaHHsi (aranabHe,
Maixe 3 gpamu PocraHa..
S1 TiabkH cHir mam’sATar,
OTOMH, L0 IAaBHO pO3TaHYB.

Biny cumdoniio cHiry,

LIXyHY, B JbOXH 3aKyTy...
A Ham 3 TOGOKO — mO cMmixy!
A HaM 3 TOGOI He CMyTHO!



THE WHITE SYMPHONY

We saw nothing funny then.
As night raised its curtain —
a white symphony of snow

floated over a forest mountain.

Like a schooner chained in ice
creaked the drifting forest,
and a boy so touchingly young
spoke with adult sadness:

— You are my swan song,

my last love — ...
and at an early age one's love
is always very final.

Respect and dignity are crucial then
and life’s a transient dream,

so the young must all possess a past,
a solid dignity, it seems.

Like leaves of plants, hung forest’s sails

all limp and swept with snow,
I turned to him, no doubt, and spoke
of something tragic, something noble.

Our love was tragic and fatal,

as if from a scene by Rostand...
But I can only remember the snow,
the one that has long since gone.

A white symphony of snow

and a schooner chained in ice...
Everything seems funny now,
nothing’s very sad.
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I mo6Gpe TOGi, i Becexo

Ha OiloMy CBIiTi XHTH.

Tu Tiabku, AK BCi BOCKpeci,

He J100HIW Npo CMepTb TOBODHMTH.

I Maew, HameBHO, palilo.

MuHyJe BMep3a€ B KpHIY.

I ue Bxe He mekopauis...
bBinra cumdoHnin chiry.

CTorHe 3aBisfi O paHHA,
3I1aMasiwu 06 JiC KpHJIO...
TH — Moe neplue KOXaHHA.
OctaHHe yxe OyJo.

CxonuTb CcOHUe, SICHUH 06arpsiHOK
3arasjgae y Biui MeHi:

a yu po6puil y Mele DaHOK,

Yy He NJaKajJa sl BBI CHi?

Panok — noGpuit.
A Houi, HOui!

CHuuicd TH i uyxi Kpai..

INaakanu cuHi oui.
INaakaau cipi oui.
[Naakanu 4yopHi oui.
I Bci — Mol.

1962
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You feel happy and content
to live in the world,

but like all the resurrected
vou hate to talk of death.

And undoubtedly you are right,
for the past is bound in ice,
and it is no decoration

but a syvmphony of snow.

Its wings broken on the forest

Howls the snowstorm till the morn...

You are now my first love,
For the final love has gone.

THE SUN RISES

The sun rises; a bright crimson
Sneaks into my eyes:

And is my morning wholesome,
Or did I cry in sleep?

The morning’s fine.
But nights, those nights!

I dream of vou and foreign lands...

The blue eyes cried.
The grey eyes cried.
The black eyes cried.
And all — are mine.
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ECTA®ETH

Pisni OyBaioTh ectadertu.

Mimanu MiulaHaM nepenmaiotb OydeTH,
3annoxeHi JOXKH, Tymi HOXI,
I'aynoTty cBOIO i AYMKH 4yXi.

Pisni GyBaioTb ecradeTu.

Boinu BoiHamM mnepenalpoTb O6arHeTtw.
Maiictpu MaficTpaM — CBOi TaeMHHLL,
Llapi uapAM — yKasu H TeMHHLUI.

Pisni OyBarwTb ectaderu.
[TlepenaioTs nmoeraM mnoeTH

3 aywi y zyuwy.

I3 MoBH B MOBY

CBobony amyxy i mpaBmy CJOBa,
He npominsiBluu Ha peui TJaiHHI —
Ha cmnaBomo6¢cTBO i Ha BHrony.

I He 3pOHHBIIH.

Bo 3Byk mnaxinusa

OsBeTbcss 6oJeM B Iylli Hapoxmy.
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BEQUESTS

There are various bequests.

Philistines give philistines buffets.

Dull knives and spoons so greasy,

Own ignorance and borrowed thoughts so easy.

There are various bequests.

Soldiers give soldiers bayonets.
Craftsmen to craftsmen secrets of skill,
Kings pass to kings decrees how to Kkill.

There are various bequests.

Poets of poets make requests

And pass from soul to soul

From tongue to tongue

The freedom of spirit and the truth of the word.
Not to be bartered for the substantial

For love of glory, of life’s essentials —

Nor to be dropped,

For the sound of the fall

Will echo with pain in the peoples’ soul.
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MACAX BOJIIO

Masno BcbOoro — uie i Tyry Ui BOBUYy
B Olle U{OJEeHHE JIACbKE YJIOII0!
A s neperepnia a s NepeMOBUYy
QXX NOKH 3TipKkHe CJOBO “J100J10”
oui Hisrapu 6ayny i 6pyny
a A nepecuaio pycsiBa Kk Pycb
a s nepe6’'toca s nepebyny
a s mepenJjayy mnepecMiroch!
lle mepexxzaTtu nepexanaTu
Lle nepeiBiuHe HaBlepexpecT
e siKk nepecTpit — TebGe nepecTpiTH
e fIK HepecTym — CJIOBO i XeCT.
INepene6auy mnepeHeuyio
nepeoHTLC Tepe6oiIto
a s MNepeIHIOI0 NEePeHOYYIo
a f neperogoM nepenar6Jio.
A s yreuy B kxouwuati Kapmatu
a 9 uwo awbosB 3axymy i y6'io
3opi cro3opi
BH IO —

TeJenaTH?

Yoro X BH TaK AUBHUTECh B Aylly MOO?!
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A PASSAGE OF PAIN

On top of all this beastly hurt
joins the daily human hoot!
But I will silence keep and suffer dirt
from Niagaras of lechery and filth
till the word ‘“love” grows bitter root.
Yes, I, like the auburn Rus’, will overcome
I'll break out, survive each day,
weep myself out, laugh it all away.
To wait it out, to wish its outcome
this pre-eternal double cross
this like the crossroads where you cross
this like a threshold — word or jest.
This I will overlook and this not overhear.
It will rain out, I will sustain the test
and while away days and sleep out nights
and soon my love I'll overbear,
ensconced in a Carpathian hill
and there this love I'll choke and Kkill.
What are you —

telepathic,

multi-eyed Star?

Why do you peer into my soul from afar?
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VASYL SYMONENKO

Translated by
M. Bohachevsky-Chomiak

Ballad about a Stranger translated
by D.S. Struk



BAJIAIA TTPO 3AMLLJIOTO YOJIOBIKA

Ha cBsiTo 3eseHe 3 rycTux 3amnjas

[MpuiilioB 4oOJOBIK i Hanil MNOCifAB:

— Mene, awoxd 106pi, [Ta”-Bor nocaas,

lllo6 s Bam 3auaB Mecilo.

['pixamu 3anaB/ieHe Balle CeJo,

BpexHus posauaacs sk Mope,

Ta BcTaHe Miff CMH | JyKaBCTBO Ta 3J0

3a Boxum BeainHaM nobope.

BenitTb MeHi IOYOK WIiCTHALUSATH JIT,

S Bubepy cymxeHy borom, —

CkazaB i npuciB 6ia1s WHMHKY Ha IJIT,

[TpuniklwKH BCiX NOrJIANOM CTPOTUM.

Koau x npuBeau mnepeia HbOro miBuar,

BiH MoOBMB, MaxHyBLUH PYKOIO:

— Hy, wo xk, noBexeTbcs HaCTYMHOTO
POKY ueKaThb:

Hema moMix HUMH cBATOI. —

I xTO TimbKM Mir, TOH npubJayni roxus,

Hic ictu i nuTH mO XaTH,

IIlo6 ix BH3BOJHTENb O0€3)XKYPHO J[OXUB

B ceni po nHactynmHoro cmsra.

I 3HOBY BeayTb nepex HbOro JiBuarT,

A BiH JMHWI XHT4 TOJOBOIO:

— Taifi-rafi, 10BexeTbCs HACTVIIHOTO
CBATA 4YeKaThb:

Hema # noMix uumMu cBATOI. —

I 3aumu O6iniroTh, i BeCHH A3I0pYaTh,

Poku nponauBaioTh, MOB XMapH,

A BiH NOXMWB/ISAE napaau AiByaT

I Bce He 3Haize co6i napw.

Jluwe cyMHO u10JiTA KHBa TOJOBOIO:

o

— Hema & nmomix uumu cBsATOI...

I n0au NPUHUILKIAM, NMOKIipHI ¥ CYyMHI,
I MoaATbCcA, XTO TIABKH MOXe:

— Sk Tpeba, XKHTTA YKOPOUyH MeHi
Ta wau oMy cylmxeny, Boxe.



BALLAD ABOUT A STRANGER

On a green Holy Day, from afar

A stranger arrived to sow hope:

“I was sent, my dear people, by God,
A Messiah for you to beget.

Your village is heavy with sins,

And your lies flow in rivers;

But my son shall arise,

By God’s will,

To destroy all the evil and save us.
Bring forth your virgins of sixteen
And I shall pick the chosen and clean.
He said and sat on the tavern’s fence
Branding all with the strictest glance.
But when they brought the maidens,

He took his head and said,

“We must wait till next year,

For not one is worthy, I fear.”

Then all the villagers who could
Placated the stranger’s mood:

Brought him drink and food

To help him pleasantly survive

Till the next Feast shall arrive

When new virgins shall pass by his eye.
But he shook his head and said,

“Oh, no, we must wait till next year,
For not one is worthy, I fear.”

Winters whiten,

Springs hum with torrents,

While years pass with the clouds.

He still ogles the girls

And each year has his doubts,

Saying sadly,

“For not one is worthy, I fear...”

The villagers, sallow, despondent and sad
Went about with prayers in their heads:
“Shorten our lives, if you must,

But send him the right one, our God!”

2
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Ha cBsATO TpuauATe CJAyXHSAHI OCTH,
BToMuBUIHCA NPHCYAY KAATH,
HaBwinmuHbku [0 3ainu y xaty 3adluad, —
BiH MepTBHIl JexaB cepei XaTH.

Kosu K nNpOKJAHMHAIOUM TPIillIHHX HXiBYaT,
O6mMmuTth Horo Jawoa no3birascs,

[To6auuau pantoM: Oe3nmaimiHHH KacTpar
Mecio 3auaTh HaxBaJsABCA.

1965

cya

[Taparpacdu npucitu 6ins cToay,
[TpumiTkH npuuyaiauch MO KyTKaXx,
OuuMa TrOCTPUMH NiJCYIHY MPOKOJOJH
Uuratu i3 6arHetaMu B pYyKax.

I uupkyasip AMBHUBCA B OKYJIAPH,
I rpimucs posssBu Oinsa rpy6,
I BkasiBKM CKakaJd, MOB MNpHMapH,
I3 TtenedpoHHux MyApux TpyO.

— Bona uyxa, — mnaparpagu ckasaiau.
— Bona He Hawa, — MOBHB UMPKYJIAP.
— HeuyBaHa, — npUMITKH NPONHILIAIH.
1 B 3axi 3HsBcs JemeHT i 6asap.

I uupkyasip Ha HHX MNOIJSIHYB CTPOTO,
1 3an 3aBopywiuBcs i 3aTHX.

I posrm’sau 1ii, Hebory,

B iM’a naparpagiB TOBCTHX.

BoHa mapeMHo npucsiraza ciisHo,
IIlo He yHHMJAA i He YHHHTHL 3Ja...
Byaa y cyaniB Jorika 3aJisHa:
Bona Hi B siki paMOYKH He Ji3Ja,
Bona — HoBO1O AyMKolo Oyua.
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On the thirtieth Feast
The obedient beasts,
Tired of waiting his choice
Tiptoed into his house,
Found him dead on the floor.
Cursing sins of the virgins
As the cause of their woe
They took slowly to wash him
And then suddenly saw:
T’was a castrate
Who promised to sire
The hoped for Messiah.

THE COURT

Sections sat sternly at the table,

Notes crouched in corners, carefully inclined,
Quotations with fixed bayonets stared sharply
At the defendant who was being tried.

The circular peered through his glasses,
The audience huddled close,

Instructions leaped out ghostlike

From the wise wires of the phones.

The sections hissed — ‘“the defendant is foreign!”
The circular croaked — ‘“she’s not from here.”
The notes piped in — “Was never heard of.”

The audience, shocked, screamed.

The circular looked sternly at the court
And re-established silent rapport.

They executed the defendant right away ——
The sanctimonious clauses carried the day.

In vain did the defendant swear

Her innocence. It could not matter there.
The court was logical and strict,

In no known category did she fit —
She was a new idea.
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HEKPOJIOT KYKYPYO3AHOMY KAYAHOBI,
ILO 3ATMHYB HA 3ATOTIIYHKTI

He uvTtH ro.aocinb. IpxaBiloTb OpPKeCTpH.
OpaTopH BTOMW.IHCb Biil KpHYaHb.

B TpvHi JexHTb He BOMKAb i He MaecTpo,
A nmpocTo -- KVKYPVIA3AHHMH Kaual.

Tpyua i3 tvmocTtH, Ge3xapHicTio 066uTa.
BpeayTb 3a Helw BTOMIEHI JIyMKH:
Koro omiakysath? Koro MeHi cvaHTH?
Komy i3 cepust BiabusaTh 3aMKH?

Koro Ttpsict 3a neteibkn i aywy?
Koro kasictH 3a uwo 6e3raysay cMepTb?
[Momep kauaH, i 1 KpUYaTH Mylly,
Haautnit cmyTkoM i 3106010 BLIEPTh.

Kauane wmiil, 32 wo TtebGe 3rHoiaM?
Kauane Miff, KOMYy TH 3aBHHHB?

Kauyane Mmiif, J4rju4 B TBOI0 MOTHIY
I awacbka npaus, i WEAPOTH HHB.

Be3coHHi HOYi, HeCNOKilHi IHWHH,
Mo3o.ai, nit, IVYMOK rapsyuil 1iem
Jlarau 3 T1o60K MOpPVY B J1O0MOBHHY
[ JorHuBalwTh Mil rYCTHM J0UIeM..

[NpokasTTa BaM, JyKaBi JHUXOLIi,

B akux OM BH He ULIAAMCA YHHaXx!
Bu yG6uBaeTe J10ACBKI Hamil

Tak camo, ik yOMJIU KauyaHa.

1965



ODE TO A CORN COB
WHICH DIED AT THE SUPPLY DEPOT

No sobs are heard. The orchestras rust.
Orators, worn out, rest without a throb.
For laid to rest is not a general or a snob,
But a simple yellow corn cob.

The coffin made of dumb stupidity,

Laid out with inexperienced crudity.

My worn out thoughts after it trudge.

Over whom shall 1 weep? Whom shall I judge?
To whom impute the failure to budge?

Whom shall I shake by collar and soul?
Whom shall I curse for this senseless death?
A simple corn cob died and yet I must ery
Filled as I am by sorrow and anger.

Oh my corn cob, why did they turn you into manure?
My corn cob, dear, what wrongs have you committed?
It took much human labour for you to mature

And much abundance of the field {o produce you.

Sleepless nights and worried days,
Sweat and callouses and burning brain,
Now laid alongside with the cob
Decaying together in the rain.

Curses upon you, cunning thieves
Whatever your high rank might be!
You killed the corn cob

As you kill off the hopes of humanity.

-
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3J1I0AIM

Osanpka 3aTpumald uyu BHifiMaJH,
Hanpka B ciibpady eCKOPTYBaJH,

[dsiabka MOBYAMH | JOKOPSIH:

—- $lk Bam, IAnbKy, He al-f-AH?

Kpactu Ha moJi cBift ypoxaii?

Y koro Bu Kpaiu? Bu kpaau B cebe.

Lle » mnpocto copoM Kpactd cBill Tpya! —

[sinbko MOHYypo TiM'ssi TepeOUB

I cmakyBaB Maxpy.

JIaabKo KJainaB TOBCTHMH BisIMH.
Baxkko IHBUTHCH B Oui raHbOu,
Baxko oMy i3 pomauHiMu MpisMu
Bpas ocsirHyTb napamokcu mo6wu.

— Ta BOHO TaK, — Y KyJaK KaxWKaB, —

Kpactu norano.. Kyau Bxe ripw. —
PBucA 3 rOpJAsiHKH CBaBiIbHUM KDHKOM,
Miit Hecayxuauuii Bipiu!

YoMy BiH 3a0mifi? 3 skoi peui?

YoMy BiH KpacTH NilIOB CBOE?

Jdaau 6 TOH KJIYHOK MeHi Ha mnJjedi —
CopoM y ceple MeHi IIIOE...

Janpka A BOUTH 3HEBarow Myily,
Tiabky XK y TrpyAsix KJIeKoye rposa:
XT10 ob6ikpaB i 06cky6 #oro aywy?
XTO #oro coBicTi pykd 3B’si3aB?

Jle BOHHM, Ti — BIiArOZOBaHI, Cipi,
HenopikyBati memaroru i OpexyHH,
o B'A34 CKPYTHAH AAAbKOBIH Bipi,
[Npo6uparouuch B Kpicia H YHHH?

ix 6u 3a rpaty, ix 6u mo cyny,

ix 6u mo kapuepy 3a pos6iii!

Hoxkasis mano? [lokasom 6yayTh
JIaHTyXH BKpaaeHUX Bip i Hamiil.

1965



THIEF

Grandpa was detained and caught,
Transported to the village court,
Where he was suitably taught
The shame of stealing his own harvest.
“Grandpa, you stole your own.
Oh, what a shame to steal your labour.”
Grandpa was obviously distraught,
Scratched his head and chewed tobacco.
How difficult it is to see one’s guilt.
Grandpa, with his hearth-nourished dreams,
Can’t grasp the paradoxes of the age.
“Sure,” he mumbles into his fist,
“It’s wrong to steal.”
But how much worse,
Oh my uncotrollable verse!
Why did he steal, for what reason,
Why did he go to steal his own?
If only they’d put the sack he stole
On my own back.
Shame spits at me —

At my attempt —
Yet I must kill grandpa with contempt.
But I feel thunder rolling in my breast,
Who stole and throttled grandpa’s soul?
Who tied the hands of his conscience?
Where are they — grey-flanneled, nameless,
Fat demagogues and liars,
Who trampled the faith of grandpa
On their way to jobs and honours?
They should be locked up for plunder.
Evidence inadequate? Oh!

The sacks of stolen faiths and hopes

Shall serve as evidence galore.
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51 Tikaw Bin cebe, Bixl MyKH i BTOMH,
Bix KpHUKJIHBUX OKAaTHX MICT.

S1 camotHilt OGpeny B 6iny NanopoThb CHIB,
$1 3pikarcs Bcix i Lyparwcs BCbOTO,

Bo xouy no6yTH HiyuM.

$I HaTOMJIeHHMH BJACHOKW AIYpicTIO,
XBaJbKyBaTiCTIO BJAaCHOIO BOHMTHH, —

1 Bin cebe BTeuy B Oidy NanopoTb CHiB.
TaMm, y cHax, HiXHI THIpH

LlinyBatuMyTb ry6H MoOi mnepecoxi,
Jleonapau u4apiBHI 3HIMAaTHMYTb LIKYPH

I MeHi mapyBaTUMyTb I1enpo:

— DBepu!

$I Bi3bMy i 3abyav mpo Bce Ha CBITI.
CTaHy CHOM, CHOBHIIHHSIM COJIOIKHM.

Sk mobpe, WO s — Le COH,
I six nmoraHo, 110 § NMPOCHYCH,
A 6ina mamopoTh 3a3eleHie.
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1 flee from myself

from pain and from exhaustion.
From the noisy cities full of eyes.
I go alone into the white fern of dreams.
1 renounce all

and shy away from everything.
1 want to be nothing for a while.

I am tired of my own nonsense
Killed by my own self-importance,
[ flee from myself

into the white fern of dreams.

In dreams, gentle tigers

will kiss my lips.
Charming leopards will undress
And give me their skins as gifts.

I'll take them and forget everything in the world:

I'll become a pleasant pleasing dream.

How nice that I am a dream,
How awful the knowledge of awakening,

How miserable the fact that the white fern will turn green!
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XOP CTAPIMIIMH 3 MMOEMHM "®IKLIA"

IMpocsiThauce!
Ta e XoueM IpPYyrHX MPOCBITHTH.

T. IlleBueHKO

[Topona Hawa Myapa Bix NpPHUPOIH,

MH 3HaeM Bce, 60 OCSITHYJH BCe,

i rJumae Ha Hac 3BOpYLUEHO i ropao -
IlacJAUBHH MNpenoK — IUUPUH 1iMMOaH3e.

Momy roiimatuce Ha riati pumydim
[ Ha TpomiyHHX TIlUHTHCH BiTpax..
A MU nizem i uinu#i cBIT HayuuM,
Sk ¥ YOpPHUJIBHHUX TMJIABAaTH MOPSX.

Y Hac Taki npemynpi Bci i BueHi,
L0 JiMITYEMO YOpPHHJO i mamip,
BYJKaHH AiOTb AYXi i CKaxeHi

B xpebGTax BHCOKHX MNanepoBUX Tip.

Mu 3Haem Bce! [as Hac yce Bizome!
llo 6yme 3aBTpa? 3anuTaiiTe Hac.

SIk KHMBHUTb BOTHHILlE DyJa CyXa COJOMa,
TaK Hac rolye MyIpicTb NOBCSKYaC.

Mu nmigHeceM, MH miaBegeM 1 miaem,

MH nifiieMo, MM csarHemMo BucoT!!!

MHU CTiIbKH iCTHH BaM Ha MHTb HaUiIHM,
1[0 MOAMB Ha3aBXIM 3allinHTb pPOT.

Uoro THHSIETECh MO CBiTy, Hi6H m'siHi,
4YOoro WYyKaeTe, KOJU MM BCe 3HAHLLIH,
KOJIH BeIyTb HOPOTH OCssHI

Mig Hale COHLle 3 BALIOl iMJH.

Y Hac zaBHO M HIXTO He 4yyB MNpoO rope
Ta iHWi HiceHiTHHLI # OpuaHIO.
Opna Ttyp6oTa yoJsa Hauwi ope:
a U0 fIK B MyIpi nanepoBi ropu
PanToOBO BJYUYHUTb iCKOpPKa BOTHIO?
1965



cHOIR OF THE ELDERS FROM THE POEM “FICTION”

“We are civilized
and want to civilize others”

T. Shevchenko

Our kind is wise from birth,

We know everything since we acquired status’ girth.
Our lucky ancestor, the chimpanzee

T.ooks at us in awe and glee.

He’ll go on rocking in the tropics

While we elucidate the topics

Important for everyone else.

we’'ll instruct the world in the rudiments
Of sailing in ink wells.

We have so many scientists and persons erudite,
That we limit the paper and ink supplies,

Since violent volcanoes vibrate with thrills

The spines of high paper hills.

We know everything and everything is known to us.
Want the prognosis for tomorrow? Simply ask us
As the flames are fed by dry reddish straw,

So wisdom in us has its constant flow.

We’ll raise, we’ll add, we'll go,
We'll scale the heights just so.
We’ll manufacture so many truths,
That you’ll shut up for good.

Why do you stumble as drunks through life, why do you lurch?
Why do you seek, when everything is found?

When beaten paths lead from your foggy search

To our suns, which do indeed astound?

For ages now, no one has even heard of woe,
Stupidity, sorrow and hurt.
But still we worry in our wisdom:

Would everything remain the same

If suddenly our paper mounds

Were touched by a spark of flame?



A0 TIATIYT

Bu, mio caoBa y ropby Meraere,
Hi6bu crapi n’srtaky,

UoMmy BH JHUIe MNOBTOPSETE?
e Bawi BIacHi OyMKH?

Uy BH IiX HiKYEMHICTb XOBa€Te,
Yu BU B3aralxi ix He MaerTe,

Un noBcHUXalW Vv Bac SI3UKH?

SIKIIO mnoBcUXaaH, MOXHA NpoGauyuTH,
MoxHa NpPOCTHTH, alex...

Y Bac A3HKH — MOXHAa KOCH MAaHTayUTH
A60 samitaTu MaHex!

YoMy X BH UYYXKHMH CJAbO3aMH IIayeTe,
Ha Mucasax nos3udyeHUX 4YOMY CKayeTe? —
XoTinocb 6M 3HaTH Bce X!

1964
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TO PARROTS

You, who throw words into the crowds
like old pennies,
Why do you simply repeat the sounds,
like silly old ninnies?
Where are your own thoughts,
or don’t you really have any?
You may be excused if your tongues from disuse
have dried out.

But —
your tongues can whet the scythes
not to mention the knives,
They can be used as brooms
to sweep up large stables.
So --- you are able.
Why then do you cry
tears not your own?
Why do you hop around on the thoughts of others?
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MOHAPXH

Jukratopy, Kopodi, iMmepaTtopw,
Muaioun B nuMi XBajibOwH,
Poa3sBasiu naiui, MOB KpaTepH,

I rykanu:

— Mu — cumBOJ mO6H.

-— XTO He 3 HamH, To# npotH bora.

— XTO He 3 HaMH, TOH TNPOTH BCix.

[ cunmanuce gaa2Bpu yb6ori

o Kyuux KpuUBaBUX HIr.
HikueMHa, nponaxxHa 4eJsimb,
BaHga KpuBAsIK 44 BTIX,

Hlo6 maTu WO NOBeuepsTh,
FonyBana xoJy#cTBOM iX.

Inoau o6cauHeHi, o6uigoBaHi

Iiwau BesuuyaBi B CBOiff XOMi.

A mopyy BcTaBaJH HEKODOHOBaHi
Kopudgei i crmpaBxHi BOXIi.
BcraBanu Konepuuku i JKopJHxoHe,
[leBueHKO TIiIBOAHB MOTYTHE 4YOJO,
[ Gias BiYHOrO iXHbOTO TPOHY
Jlakysu xoJHOTO He OyJ0.

Bo wmwwupe, Bucoke HeboO

He ningManioewr kBaueM,

Bo Beaunui crpaBxHill He Tpeba
CnupaTuch Ha nJedi HiKueM.

1964



MONARCHS

Dictators, kings, emperors

fainting in the vapour of vanity

opened their muzzles, large as craters

and roared:
“We are the symbols of humanity!
Who’s not with us is against God!
Who’s not with us is against all!
We incarnate the era.”

Their piddling laurels fell

at their spindly bloody feet.

A band of cripples serving as jesters

sell themselves for a bowl of porridge

and feed the vanity of their masters.

Idols kissed and salivated over

go pompously shuffling their gait.

All the while near them — uncrowned —

the real leaders wait.

Copernicus and Giordano Bruno,

Shevchenko proudly raises his brow.

No lackeys near them,

for the sincere high heaven

cannot be painted over with a mop.

For glory, true and eternal,

does not need a prop.



MMPOPOLITBO 17-TO POKY

I'panitii o6eyicku, fIK MeLy3H,
INoB3sH, MOB3JH i BHOWIHUCA 3 CHI —
Ha uBuHTapi po3cTpiasiHux im103iit
¥Yxe Hemae wMmicus AJS MOTHIL
Miabsipau Bip 3apuTi y 4YOpHO3eM,
Minbsipiu 1wactb poO3BiAHI y mnpax.
HOywa roputb. [lanae mwoTuit posym.
I HeHaBHCTb perouye Ha BiTpax.

Koau 6 yci oaypeHi mnpespiiaw,
Koau 6 yci ybuti oxuaw,

To Hedo, Bill MPOKJLOHIB mocipiae,
HanesHe O, pemnHyJo Bil COPOMYy H XyJaH.
Tpewmrits, y6uBui! [ymaiite, naky3u!
XKurtra He Hajiza Ha Balwl KOMNHJIL.
Bu uyere? Ha uBuHTapi iara3ii
Yxe Hemae Micusa Ajas Morua!

Yixe Hapol — OZHa CyliJbHA paHa,
YKe BiI KpOBi XHXie 3eMJs,

[ KOKHOrO KaTWry i THpaHa

Yxe uyekae 3cykaHa neTJs.
OuykaHni, 3alubKOBaHi, yOHUT]
[ligxBoasiTbcsl i HAYyTb YUHUTH CYIA,

[ iX npokJbOHH, 3Ji U HECaMOBHTI,
Bnanyts Ha Tywi nJicHABI i CHTI,

I saroiimaioTh mepeBa Ha BITTi
AnocroniB 3nouuHcTBa i 06ayn!

I BcraHe mpaBza i Ja06OB Ha CBITi,
I Ha cTopoxi mpaBAM CTaHe TPYA.

1964



THE PROPHECY OF 1917

The granite obelisks, grizzly medusas,
Crawl on and fall.

On the graveyard of executed illusions
There is no room for more.

Millions of faiths are burrowed into the black earth,
Millions of joys are burned and scattered,
The soul burns, the angered minds aflame,
The hatred’s fanned in the roaring wind.

f all the deceived could but see

And all the executed arise,

The heaven, leadened by the cries,
Would burst from shame and blasphemy.

Tremble, killers; contemplate, you lackeys:
Life simply doesn’t fit your last.

You hear? On the graveyard of illusions
There is no room for more.

The people are already a single running wound,
The land is wild from blood.

Now every hangman and every tyrant

Awaits the hangman’s hood.

The dead, the hounded and the torn
Arise and go to form a court.

Their curses, angry and yet untold
Fall on the mouldy, satiated souls.

And the wind rocks the trees,

The last props of the apostles

of crime and swindle.

On earth both truth and love shall reign

And honest work will stand on guard for truth.

33
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