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“Åìîö³éíå íàïîâ-
íåííÿ ïîåç³¿ Ìàðòè
Ïî÷èíàéêî íå ïåðå-
õëþïóº ÷åðåç êðàé. Íå
âèòðà÷àºòüñÿ íàäàðåì-
íî. Õî÷à, çäàâàëîñÿ á,
ÿê öå âñå äîçóâàòè ó
ë³ðèö³?! Íåìîæëèâî!
Îäíà÷å, – òàêà îñîá-
ëèâ³ñòü àâòîðñüêîãî
äèõàííÿ, àâòîðñüêîãî
ñëóõàííÿ! Íå ïåðå-
ëèâàòè ÷åðåç êðàé ÷à-
ø³ êîøòîâíèé íàï³é.
Àäæå â³í çíàäîáèòüñÿ

“The emotional filling
of Marta Pochynayko’s
poetry does not brim
over to be wasted.
Strange though it may
seem, emotion in lyrics
can hardly be dosed or
overdosed! The author
has a keen sense of ba-
lance, as natural as
breathing or hearing –
measure is treasure. Re-
ally, why should one spill
the precious elixir of po-
etry out of the brimmer
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é äëÿ ³íøèõ êóáê³â. ²
â÷óâàºòüñÿ ìåí³ øëÿ-
õåòíèé ïåðåäçâ³í ñïî-
ê³éíîãî ã³ðñüêîãî êðè-
øòàëþ”.

Â³êòîð Ïàëèíñüêèé1

“Æàíð ë³ðè÷íî¿ ì³-
í³àòþðè, âçàãàë³
â³ëüíîãî, íåðèìîâàíîãî
â³ðøà çíà÷íîþ ì³ðîþ
ñôîðìóâàâñÿ ÿê çàïåðå-
÷åííÿ òîãî, ùî Ïîëü
Âåðëåí íàçâàâ “ë³òåðà-
òóðîþ”, – îçäîáëåíîãî
çâè÷íèì àðñåíàëîì
õóäîæí³õ çàñîá³â, ÷àñòî
íåùèðîãî, ÿêèé “á³ëü-
øå äçâåíèòü, àí³æ âà-
æèòü”, ñîëîäêàâîãî
ïèñüìà.

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

 Victor Palinsky 1

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

The genre chosen by
Marta Pochynayko is
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Òîé æàíð, ùî éîãî
îáðàëà Ìàðòà Ïî÷èíàé-
êî, ñïîð³äíåíèé ³ç ãðà-
ô³êîþ ïåðåäóñ³ì ÷³ò-
ê³ñòþ øòðèõ³â, äîâ³ð-
ëèâèì, áåç íåäîìîâîê ³
íàï³âò³íåé, çâåðíåííÿì
äî ÷èòà÷à, ÷è òî ïàê
“ãëÿäà÷à” – ïåðåä íàìè
“çîðîâà“ ïîåç³ÿ, â ÿê³é
äóìêà ³ ïî÷óòòÿ âò³ëåí³
ó ëàêîí³÷íî îêðåñëåíèé
îáðàç... ×èòà÷ â³ä÷óº îòå
ìóçè÷íå “ëåãàòî” (îá-
ðàçè ïîºäíàí³ çäåá³ëü-
øîãî àñîö³àòèâíî, ó íà-
ñòðîºâîìó êëþ÷³); òà
ãîëîâíå – ùî ñàìà êîì-
ïîçèö³ÿ, òÿãë³ñòü âè-
êëàäó, áóäó÷è âèðàçîì
íàïðóæåíî¿ ïðàö³
äóø³, ³ëþñòðóº ïðîâ³ä-

similar to graphics – first
and foremost, in legibi-
lity of touches; trustwor-
thy, with no reservations
or half-tones while ad-
dressing the reader, or
rather, “the spectator” –
because here we deal
with “visual” poetry in
which thoughts and
feelings are embodied in
a laconically-shaped
image... The reader will
enjoy the “legato” music
(images are conveyed
chiefly by associations
and state of mind);
moreover, the very ar-
rangement and expo-
sure of the poetic mes-
sage is a manifestation of
laborious strain of soul:
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íó äóìêó ïîåòè÷íî¿
çá³ðêè: ëþäèí³ ëè÷èòü
ïîê³ðíî íåñòè ñâ³é òÿ-
ãàð äîðîãîþ î÷èùåííÿ,
çìàãàþ÷èñü ïåðåäóñ³ì
³ç ñîáîþ...”

 Àíäð³é Ñîäîìîðà2

“¯¿ ïîåç³ÿ ñòðîãî ðà-
ö³îíàëüíà, äóõîâíà, áà
é ³íòåëåêòóàëüíà, àëå
ïàðàäîêñàëüíèì ÷è-
íîì òîíêî ÷óòòºâà ³
ïñèõîëîã³÷íà. Òóò âàæ-
ëèâà ìèòü äîòîðêó äî
³íøîãî, äî åíåðãåòèêè
áëèæíüîãî, äî íåçãëè-
áèìî¿ íàðîäíî¿ äóø³, é
îöÿ ô³ëîñîô³ÿ ñåðäå÷-
íîñò³ çäàòíà çâîðóøè-
òè äî ñë³ç íå ò³ëüêè àâ-

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

Andriy Sodomora 2

“Her poetry is strictly
rational, moved by spirit
and intellect, and how-
ever paradoxical it might
sound, it is keenly sensile
and psychologic. Most
significant about it is an
instant of contact with the
energy of kindred spirits,
with the unfathomable
soul of our folks, – and
this philosophy of cordi-
ality can move to tears not
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òîðà: “Ìîº ñïîê³éíå
ñåðöå çàïëàêàëî â³ä
ðàäîñò³”.

Áîãäàí ×åïóðêî3

the author alone: “My
easy-tempered heart shed
tears of joy”.

  Bogdan Chepurko 3
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...Âäÿãàþ ïîñòîëè, ñòàð³ ÿê ñâ³ò
² ïîñï³øàþ äî ìåæ³ ñâîº¿...

...I’ll take my old, worn out shoes
And hurry towards my destination...
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ÏÎÐ²Ã ÑÌÈÐÅÍÍß

A THRESHOLD

OF HUMILITY
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 Äîçâîëü ç Òîáîþ ðîçìîâëÿòè,
 Äîïîêè Íåáà òâåðäü
 Íàä ãîëîâàìè íàøèìè…
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 As long as over our heads
 We have the God’s skies,
 Shall I talk to You…
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 Ïîåò ïîä³áíèé äî çóõâàëüöÿ,
 Áî âçÿâ ñîá³ çà ïðàâî
 Ñâî¿ äóìêè îïîâ³äàòè ³íøèì.
 Äî âåëåòà ïîåò ïîä³áíèé,
 Ùî ïåðåíîñèâ äóìêè-öåãëèíè
 Íà âèñîêó ãîðó
 ² çáóäóâàâ ïàëàö íåçðèìèé,
 Íàä³â êîðîíó ç ïåëþñòîê ñëîâåñíèõ
 ² ò³øèòüñÿ õèìåðîþ…
 Äî æåáðàêà ïîåò ïîä³áíèé,
 ßêèé íåñì³ëî ïðîñòÿãàº êíèãó,
 Âè÷³êóº òðåìòëèâî
 Äóìêó Âàøó.
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 A poet is the one who’s ventured
 To entitle himself
 To word his thoughts for others.
 A poet is like a giant
 Who carried the bricks of his thoughts
 Onto a high mount
 And built an invisible castle,
 Put on a crown of word-petals,
 And feels happy with the miracle he’s done.
 A poet is much of a beggar
 Who shyly hands out his book,
 Anxiously waiting
 For Your Say on it.
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 Ìè âñ³ éäåìî…
 Õòî – ïî ñòåðí³,
 Õòî – ãàºì âåñíÿíèì,
 Õòî – ñ³ðîþ ïóñòåëåþ…
 Íà öå Âñåâèøí³é
 Ñêàçàòè ì³ã áè:
 Êîæåí ç âàñ,
 Éäó÷è äîðîãîþ ñâîºþ,
 Âèá³ð ìàâ…
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 Everyone paves his way...
 Someone steps

     on the stubble of harvested crops,
 Someone walks

    through the woods in the springtime,
 Someone else wanders a desert…
 On that, the Most High
 Could say:
 Anyone,
 Walking his own way,
 Has had a choice…
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 Âæå ë³ò áàãàòî â÷óñÿ
 Ïîâ³ðèòè ñîá³
 ² çäàòèñÿ íà ìèë³ñòü Áîæó.
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 For years I’ve been learning
 To trust in myself
 And surrender at God’s discretion.
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 Çìèëîñåðäèñÿ, Ãîñïîäè!
 Äàé ñèëè ïîáîðîòè
 Ñåáå â ñâî¿õ äóìêàõ!
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 My God, have mercy on me!
 Give me strength to overcome
 Myself in my thoughts!
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 Äóøà ñòðåìèòü äî íåáà…
 ² òâîðèòü ï³ñíþ
 Íà ïîë³ â³÷íèõ ñë³ç…



— 23 —

 The heart strives to the skies…
 And makes songs
 On tear-watered grounds…
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Çàêîëèñàëà äóøó
Îáëåñëèâ³ñòü ÷óæà
Òà é â³äïóñòèëà ¿¿, ñîííó,
Ïîì³æ ëþäè...
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The soul was lulled
By the strangers’ mealy-mouthed speeches
And ... was let to go, half asleep,
Amidst the folks.
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 Ùîäíÿ ìè ïåðåõîäèìî
 Öåé ì³ñò, ùî ç’ºäíóº
 Ãàíüáó ³ ìèëîñåðäÿ…
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 Daily we cross
 The bridge that spans
 Disgrace and graciousness…
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 Ïåðåðîñòàº â ñëîâî
 Æîðñòîêà äóìêà,
 Ùî äî÷åêàëàñÿ íàãîäè
 Çáåíòåæèòè ì³é ïðîñò³ð…
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 My mental torments
 Are taking verbal shape,
 For time has come
 To stir my aura of oblivion…
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 Òàê-òàê, Ãîðàö³þ4,
 Íåáàãàòüîì ñóäèëîñÿ ï³çíàòè
 Ñâîþ ìåæó –
 Ó ïîìèñëàõ, ó â÷èíêàõ,
 Ó ãàíüá³…
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 That’s it, Horace4,
 Very few succeeded in seeing
 The bounds
 In their designs, deeds,
 And their disgrace…
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Íàñòàíå äåíü,
² êîæåí ç íàñ ïîêèíå
Ñâ³é êîðàáåëü-ïðèìàðó –
Íåâì³ëèì êðîêîì ñòóïèòü
Íà áèòèé øëÿõ.
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The day will come
For each of us to disembark
From a phantom ship –
To set an awkward foot
Onto a well-trodden path ashore.
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 À ã³ðêîòó, ùî íåäðóãè ïîäàðóâàëè,
 Çí³ìó ³ç ñåáå ÿê áðóäíå ëàõì³òòÿ.
 Ñëîâà ã³ðê³ –
 Òî äîòîðê êîìàðà.
 Ï³äó ñòåæèíîþ ñâîºþ…



— 35 —

 I’ll strip off, like dirty rags,
 The bitterness received from my foes.
 Bitter words are nothing
 But bites of gnats.
 I don’t care. I’ll keep to my track…
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 Çóñòð³ëà ñèâèíó…
 Òà â÷óñÿ øàíóâàòè
 ×óæå ìîâ÷àííÿ, êðèê ÷óæèé,
 ² ñë³ïîòó ÷óæó, ³ ãëóõîòó,
 Áî íå çáàãíóòè,
 Ùî ä³ºòüñÿ
 Â ÷óæ³é äóø³.
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 My hair’s gone grey…
 Now I’m learning to hold in respect
 Somebody else’s reticence, someone’s cry,
 Other people’s blindness, and deafness,
 For you can never know
 What ‘s there
 In one’s heart of hearts.
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 Ñïóñòèëàñÿ ó ïåêëî Äàíòîâå5...
 Ï³çíàëà, ùî äîñòîéíà ïðîñüáà
 Ëþäèíó âîçâåëè÷óº,
 À ò³, ùî ³ç ïîðàäîþ
 Äàðóþòü ùå é ëóêàâñòâî,
 Âïàäóòü íà äíî…
 Ïîâ³ðèëà, ùî â³ä íàäì³ðíèõ ñë³ç
 Äóøà ìàë³º…
 ² çðîçóì³ëà – ëþáîâ³ ïîòðåáóþòü ò³,
 Ùî êîÿòü çëî…
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 Having descended to the Dantean Hell5...
 I’ve come to know that an adequate request
 Adds to one’s dignity,
 While those who add to their advice
 A piece of slyness
 Will go to the bottommost depth…
 I’ve come to see that excessive tears
 Lessen the soul…
 Now I understand – those are in need of love
 Who commit the wrong and evil…
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 Ç â³ê³â äàëåêèõ Ìàðê Àâðåë³é6

 Ïîñëàâ ìåí³ òåðïêå ³ ìóäðå ñëîâî:
 Íå ïîãàíüáè äóø³ ñâîº¿ ïåðåä â³÷í³ñòþ –
 Çäîëàé ñâî¿ ñòðàæäàííÿ.
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 Marcus Aurelius6, from bygone days,
 Endowed me with a precious admonition:
 Put no shame upon your soul

    before the Doomsday –
 Learn to fight your bitter sorrows.
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 Ùîäíÿ â÷èìîñÿ
 Âðàí³øíþ çîðþ ñòð³÷àòè,
 Ñõèëÿòè ãîëîâó â ïîêîð³
 ² äÿêóâàòè Íåáîâ³,
 Ùî íàì
 Îñâ³òëþº ñòåæèíè…
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 Every day we learn
 To welcome the dawn,
 To bend our heads in reverence
 And send thanks for the Heavens above
 That lighten the paths
 For all of us…
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 Äîá³ãëè ïîëóäíÿ ìî¿ ðîêè.
 Ïî÷óëà â³ä ó÷èòåëÿ ñâîãî:
 Ëþäèíà â ñàìîò³ ïðèðå÷åíà
 Íà åãî¿çì.
 ß õî÷ó çðóéíóâàòè öþ íàóêó
 ² ïðàãíó â ñàìîò³
 Ñåáå çàáóòè…
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 I’ve reached the midday of my age.
 It reminded me of a teacher of mine saying:
 A single person is, as a rule, condemned
 To be selfish.
 I want to break the rule
 And try, in my solitude,
 To forget my own self…
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 Çåëåíå äåðåâöå
 Êîð³ííÿì ÷³ïêî ñêåëþ îáõîïèëî,
 Ùîá â³òðó ïðîòèñòîÿòè,
 Ðîñòè, ì³öí³òè,
 Ñòð³÷àòè ñîíöå ç ðîêó â ð³ê,
 Áî òàê õîò³â Òâîðåöü.
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 A green sapling,
 Clutched with its roots at the rock
 To resist the wind,
 To grow stronger
 And see the sun from year to year,
 For this was the Creator’s will.
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 Ñâ³÷êè-äåðåâà â ãîëóáîìó ìèãîò³íí³
 Ó ì³é îñ³íí³é äåíü
 Íàø³ïòóþòü:
 Íå âàðòî çãóùóâàòè áàðâè
 Íà íåçàâåðøåí³é êàðòèí³
 Âëàñíîãî æèòòÿ…
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 The candles of the trees in their blue gleam,
 On the day of my autumn,
 Whisper in my ear:
 One shouldn’t thicken paints
 On the unfinished picture
 Of one’s own life…
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 Ìîÿ õàòèíà êðàé ñåëà
 ² â³êíà äèâëÿòüñÿ â äàëåêèé ñòåï.
 Ñ³äàþ íà ïîð³ã ³ ðîçìîâëÿþ ç Íåáîì…
 ß âäÿ÷íà äîë³,
 Ùî òóò æèâó
 É í³õòî íå ï³äñëóõîâóº
 Ðîçìîâó…
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 My humble house in the countryside
 Has windows opening on a vast steppe.
 I’ d sit down on the threshold

   and talk to the Skies…
 I thank my lucky stars
 For living here,
 And nobody can hear
 The talk…
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 ×è âàðòî ãîâîðèòè
 Ïðî ã³ðêîòó ñàìîòèíè,
 Êîëè ó âå÷³ð ëàã³äíèé
 Çàïàëþþ ñâ³÷êè
 ² ñëóõàþ Ñåíåêó7!?.
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 Is it good talking
 About the bitterness of solitude
 When on a soft evening
 I can light candles
 And heed Seneca7!?..
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 ×è ñíèëîñÿ,
 ×è íàÿâó áóëî:
 Îñ³íí³é âå÷³ð.
 Ïî âóëèö³ õîëîäí³é, äîùîâ³é
 Éøîâ ÷îëîâ³ê ³ç êîøèêîì ë³ëåé
 ² äàðóâàâ ¿õ ïåðåõîæèì…
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 Whether in a night-dream
 Or a dreamlike truth it was:
 On an autumn evening, cold and rainy,
 A man was walking along a street
 With a basket of lilies,
 And presented them to the passers-by…
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 Ó ñàìîò³ ñâî¿é
 Çàáóäü ïðî ñåáå,
 Ë³íèâå ñåðöå ïðîáóäè
 ² äóõîì ï³äí³ìèñü äî Íåáà,
 Ïîâ³ð Òâîðöåâ³,
 Ùî äàðóâàâ òîá³
 Òâîþ äîðîãó…
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 In your seclusion,
 Forget yourself,
 Wake up your languished heart
 And offer it to be inspired
 By the Creator
 Who paved
 The way for you…
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 Òè íå æóðèñÿ – â³ð!
 Áîã ÷óº
 Ñåðöÿ íàøîãî ñëîâà
 ² çíàº,
 Ùî ðîáèòè ç íèìè.
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 Don’t worry and trust in God!
 He hears
 The words of our hearts
 And knows
 How to treat them.
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 Íàâ³ùî Ãîñïîäîâ³
 Ìîÿ ëþáîâ ³ ïîêëîí³ííÿ,
 ßêùî çíåâàæó áëèæíüîãî,
 Ñë³ïöåâ³ ðóêó íå ïîäàì
 ² ñïðàãëîãî íå çàóâàæó,
 Éäó÷è â çàäóì³ ìîëèòîâí³é?
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 Shall God
 Take my love and faith
 If I disgrace my fellow-man,
 Give a blind man no hand
 And neglect the one who’s thirsty,
 When I walk plunged in pious thoughts?
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 ²ç â³äñòàí³ ìî¿õ ïðèéäåøí³õ ñèâèõ äí³â
 Âæå ïî÷èíàþ íèí³, ùå íà ï³âäîðîç³,
 Âñåâèøíüîìó ïîäÿêó â³ääàâàòè
 Çà òå, ùî ñïîâíèëèñü
 Íå âñ³ ìî¿ áàæàííÿ.
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 At a distance of my grey remaining days,
 Half-way though, I begin today
 To thank the Most High
 For the wishes that are still left
 To come true.
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 Íåõàé ñëüîçà ñàìîòíÿ
 Ñëîâîì ïðîðîñòå,
 Ùî âîñêðåñèòü íàä³þ…
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 May the solitary drop of tear
 Sprout the word
 Which would make me hopeful again…
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 Âêëîíÿþñÿ äî ñò³ï ñâî¿é íåäîë³,
 Òîðêàþñÿ ïîäîëó ¿¿ âàæåííî¿ îäåæ³,
 Äóøåþ çàâìèðàþ,
 Äèâëþñÿ â ¿¿ î÷³, ïîâí³ ñë³ç,
 ² áà÷ó äðóãà â íèõ…
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 I bow low to my cruel lot,
 Touching the hem of its heavy garment.
 With a sinking heart,
 I look into its tearful eyes
 And see my friend in them…
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 Çáóäóþ ì³ñò ³ç ïàâóòèíè
 Íàä ïð³ðâîþ òåðï³ííÿ
 ² ñïðîáóþ, õî÷ äóìêîþ,
 Íà äðóãèé áåðåã ïåðåéòè…
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 I’ll make a cobweb bridge
 Over a gulf of patience
 And try, at least in mind,
 To get onto the other side…
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 Æåáðà÷êîþ áóëà ÿ ïîçàâ÷îðà,
 Ñèä³ëà íà óçá³÷÷³ â ãîì³íêîìó ì³ñò³
 ² ãðèçëà õë³á ñóõèé…
 Áóëà ÿ â÷îðà áàãà÷åì çóõâàëèì
 ² áà÷èëà ëèøå ñåáå
 É ñâî¿ ðîçâàãè.
 À íèí³ ïðèäèâëÿþñü äî ä³òåé ÷óæèõ,
 Ùî íà òðàâ³
 Ï³ä ñîíå÷êîì ñì³þòüñÿ…
 ² ïî÷èíàþ ðîçóì³òè,
 Ùî êâ³òêà, íåáî,
 Êîíèê-ñòðèáóíåöü –
 Òî ñïðàâä³ ðàé.
 Òàê³ ìî¿ ìåòàìîðôîçè,
 Îâ³ä³þ8 äàëåêèé…
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 I was a beggar the day before yesterday.
 I sat at a curb in a noisy town
 And nibbled rusks…
 Yesterday, I was rich and audacious
 Being concerned only about myself
 And the diversions of city life.
 Today, I look closely at other people’s kids
 Enjoying sunshine on the grass
 And laughing happily…
 Now I come to seeing with my own eyes
 That a flower, the sky,
 A grass-hopper –
 All this is a true paradise.
 These are my metamorphoses,
 Publius Ovidius8 the remote…



— 72 —

 Ó ïîìèëêàõ ÷óæèõ ïîáà÷èëà
 Â÷îðàøíº â³ääçåðêàëëÿ
 Âëàñíîãî ãð³õà…
 Ïðîáà÷èëà…áî âñ³ éäåìî
 Îäíèì ãîñòèíöåì ìåòóøëèâèì…



— 73 —

 In someone else’s errors I saw
 Yesterday’s reflection
 Of my own faults…
 I learnt thus to pardon others…
 Because we all walk along a bustling road…



— 74 —

 ß çíîâ ï³äó
 Ñòåæèíîþ ò³ºþ æ…
 Òà ç ³íøèìè äóìêàìè.



— 75 —

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



— 76 —

 Éîìó ñóäèëîñÿ
 Çàâæäè íà ðîçäîð³ææ³ áóòè,
 Ò³êàòè â³ä ñàìîãî ñåáå
 ², âðåøò³-ðåøò,
 Çíàéòè ñâîþ ñàìîòíþ õàòó,
 Êàçàòè ïðàâäó ñò³íàì,
 Áî âîíè çìîâ÷àòü…



— 77 —

 He was fated
 Always to find himself at a crossroads,
 Escape his own self
 And, after all, he found
 Comfort in a solitary dwelling
 To tell its walls the veritable truth
 Because they’d keep it to themselves…



— 78 —

 Â³í ãîâîðèâ ðîçóìí³ ðå÷³,
 Òàê³ ïîòð³áí³ íàì,
 À ìè íå ñëóõàëè…
 Ñàìîòèíîþ â³í òåðï³â
 Íåãîäó äí³â ³ çëèãîäí³.
 À ìè áóëè ñë³ï³, áàéäóæ³…
 Âîñòàííº ïîêëîíèâñÿ â³í,
 Ï³øîâ… íàçàâæäè.
 Éîãî ñëîâà, äóìêè
 ² á³ëü
 Ïîòðîõó âæå íàâçäîãàíÿþòü
 Íàñ…



— 79 —

 He talked of very clever things,
 The things we couldn’t do without
 We didn’t heed him, though…
 In his loneliness, adversity, and destitution
 He would never complain,
 And we were blind and careless…
 He bade us a farewell
 And was gone … forever.
 Today, his words, his thoughts
 And anxieties
 Are, little by little, overtaking
 Us…



— 80 —

 Íàì íå ï³çíàòè
 ßê Óñåâèøí³é íåâèäèìî ºäíàº
 Ñåðöÿ ³ äóø³
 Íà çåìíèõ ñòåæèíàõ…
 Ìè ï³çíàºìî á³ëü
 Ïðè çóñòð³÷³ ñòåæèíîê öèõ
 ²ç â³÷í³ñòþ…



— 81 —

 We’ll never know
 How the Almighty makes
 Our hearts meet
 On this world paths…
 We come to knowing heartaches
 When the other’s path
 Runs short…
 To meet the Maker.



— 82 —

 ß çíîâó îïèíèëàñÿ íà ðîçäîð³ææ³…
 ² ñ³ð³ õìàðè íàïëèâàþòü…
 Çíàéøëà ðÿòóíîê â äóìö³,
 Ùî ìàþ áóòè òóò,
 Àáè ðîçïîâ³äàòè,
 ßê ïî÷óâàºòüñÿ äóøà
 Â áåçâèõîä³…
 ßê ïî÷óâàºòüñÿ äóøà,
 Êîëè ñòóïàº ïî ÷óæ³é äîðîç³…



— 83 —

 Now again I’ve found myself
at the crossroads…

 And grey clouds are impending…
 I’ve found salvation in the idea
 That I must stay where I am,
 To tell others
 What it feels
 To be in great despair…
 What it feels
 To step on a wrong path…



— 84 —

 Ïîäóìàëîñü:
 Íå çàíåäáàòè á äóøó,
 Ùîá íå çìàë³ëà, íå îñëàáëà,
 Ùîá íå ëèøèëàñü ï³ä çåìëåþ
 Ó ò³ë³ ìåðòâîìó
 Òîìèòèñÿ ³ äîãíèâàòè…
 Àáè çíàéøëà ó ñîá³ ñèëè
 Çìàõíóòè êðèëüöÿìè
 ² ïîëåò³òè ââèñü…



— 85 —

 I thought
 Of how to keep one’s soul living,
 Spare its power and strength,
 Protect it against being buried
 In the dead body
 To languish and decay…
 Let it go easy and light,
 Able to flap its wings
 And soar upwards…



— 86 —

 Âæå äóæå-äóæå ñêîðî
 Íà òâ³é ïîð³ã ëèñòîê îñ³íí³é ëÿæå…
 Íà ñâ³ò ïîãëÿíåø
 Ñïîê³éíî, ëàã³äíî,
 Òà íå çàõî÷åø ðîçìîâëÿòè
 Ïðî ãëèáèíó ïðîçð³ííÿ
 ² ïðî ñâî¿ îñòàíí³ äí³…



— 87 —

 Very soon, without delay,
 An autumn leaf will land on your threshold…
 And you will see the world around
 With ease and comfort,
 You’ll feel reluctant to discuss
 How clearly you’ve come to seeing the world
 And be aware of your remaining days…



— 88 —

 Ëåãåíüê³ á³ë³ ïåëþñòêè
 Ëåòÿòü çà â³òðîì.
 Çäàëîñü íà ìèòü,
 Ùî òî âåñíà ò³êàº
 Îä ìîãî â³êíà…



— 89 —

 Light white petals
 Are flying with the wind.
 In a trice it seemed
 That the spring did a bolt
 Off my window…



— 90 —

 Ó öåé ñïåêîòíèé äåíü
 Ìîðîçîì îáï³êàº äóøó
 Âàøà áàéäóæ³ñòü ïðîõîëîäíà…



— 91 —

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



— 92 —

 Â íàø äåíü ðîçõðèñòàíèé
 Íå ãîâîð³ìî
 Ïðî âáîã³ñòü äðóæáè,
 Ïðî ³ðæàâó ÷åñòü, –
 Âæå âå÷³ð íàñòàº.
 Äèâèñü, ÿê ñóìîâèòî
 Âåðáà ñõèëÿº â³òè…



— 93 —

 On the loose days of ours
 We oughtn’t to talk
 About the degrading fellowship,
 Or the rusting sense of honour, –
 Night is falling.
 Better look at the willow
 Dropping its boughs in a melancholy…



— 94 —

Íå äîð³êàé í³êîìó,
² ñîá³...
Ùî â öþ øàëåíó áóðþ
Òâîÿ õàòèíà âïàëà.



— 95 —

No one is to blame,
Neither are you...
If in a raging storm
Your dwelling has collapsed.



— 96 —

Â³ä ÷îðíîòè äóìîê
Òüìÿí³º íåáî...
² ñóìîâèòî ãîëîâè ñõèëÿþòü
Á³ë³ êâ³òè...



— 97 —

Blackness of one’s thougths
Makes the sky dull and gloomy...
And sets the white flowers
Bending their heads in sorrow...



— 98 —

 Äåñü òàì… çà îáð³ºì…
 Ìåíå ÷åêàº á³ëèé ê³íü...
 Íàðàç³ äîãëÿäàþ ñàä,
 Ïðîïîëþþ äóìêè…



— 99 —

 Somewhere …behind the sky-line…
 A white horse awaits on my arrival…
 Meanwhile I’m looking after my garden,
 Weeding my thoughts…



— 100 —

Â³êîíí³ øèáêè í³÷ çàìàëþâàëà
Ó êîë³ð ÷îðíèé...
Â ìî¿é õàòèí³ ñâ³òëî âèïðîì³íþº
Ñîíàòà ì³ñÿ÷íà...
Íàòîìëåíèé Áîäëåð9

Ñïîê³éíî ðóêó ïîäàº,
Âåäå ìåíå ñòåæèíàìè
Êðàñè ³ Ñïë³íó...



— 101 —

The night has painted the window-panes
In black colour...
While my chamber is filled
With the Moonlight sonata...
And fatigued Baudlaire9

Tranquilly offers his hand
To invite me to his realm
Of Beauty and a ruptured Spleen...



— 102 —

 Â íåãîäó âèéøëà
 Íà ñòàðèé ãîñòèíåöü…
 ² ïîâåðíóëàñÿ.
 Ìèíàëè äí³ …
 ß çíîâó éøëà òóäè…
 Íå çíàëà, ùî äàâíî
 Äîðîãîþ ö³ºþ
 Óæå í³õòî íå ¿çäèòü…



— 103 —

 On a nasty day I came out
 Onto an old track…
 And returned home.
 Days went by…
 And I walked there again…
 I didn’t know
 That the track
 Had been no longer used…



— 104 —

 Ïàëàõêîòÿòü äåðåâà,
 Ãàñíå
 Îñ³ííº íàäâå÷³ð’ÿ…
 Ìîæëèâî,
 Öåé äåíü – îñòàíí³é,
 Îñòàííÿ ìèòü…



— 105 —

 Trees are ablaze with gold,
 The autumn evening-glow
 Is dying down…
 This day
 Might be your last one,
 An instant never to return…



— 106 —

 Ïîêèíó ä³ì, áî òðåáà òàê…
 Â³çüìó ç ñîáîþ â òîðáó
 Òå, ùî çàëèøèëîñÿ:
 Òðîõè ÷åñò³,
 Äóìêè,
 Â³ðè…
 Ñòîðîíí³é âñë³ä ñêàçàâ áè:
 Òàê òðîõè…³ æèëà âîíà…



— 107 —

 I’ll leave my home. I think it so…
 And I will pack into my bag
 All that is left:
 A bit of honour,
 A piece of mind,
 And somewhat faith…
 An outsider would say on me:
 She must have lived… that much of a little…



— 108 —

 Î Àâãóñòèíå10!
 ß ùå áðåäó ëèñòîïàäîâèì ë³ñîì
 ² äóìàþ, ùî ïîëþáèòè
 Êðàñó òâîð³íü Âñåâèøíüîãî –
 Òî çíà÷èòü ïîëþáèòè Áîãà.
 Î Àâãóñòèíå!



— 109 —

 Oh, St. Augustine10!
 While strolling in the November woods
 I come to believing that to enjoy
 The beauty of God’s creations
 Means to love the Most High Creator.
 Oh, My Augustine!



— 110 —

 Âäÿãíó øîâêîâó ñóêíþ,
 Ï³äó ó ÷îðíèé ñâ³é êâàäðàò…
 Òàì ïðîìîâëÿþòü
 Ñêðèïêè, â³îëîí÷åë³…
 ² ëåäâå-ëåäâå
 Ìîº çáîë³ëå ñåðöå
 Îæèâàº.



— 111 —

 I’ll dress myself in silk
 And enter my “Black Square”…
 There I can hear
 Violins and cellos
 Sweetly talking
 To my long-suffered heart,
 And it gets revived.



— 112 —

 ß çíîâ ³ çíîâ ³äó
 Íà ì³ñò õèñòêèé
 Íàä óðâèùåì.
 Òàì õâèëÿ ñòð³ìãîëîâ
 Ïàäå â îá³éìè ñêåëü…



— 113 —

 Over again I step
 Onto a shaky bridge
 That spans the precipice.
 There the water falls
 Headlong into a hug of rocks…



— 114 —

Íå ðîçïèíàé ìî¿ ñëîâà
² íå øóêàé îáëóäè,
Áî ìè óæå íà ò³é ñòåç³,
Äå ïîãëÿä ïðîìîâëÿº...



— 115 —

Don’t crucify my words,
Seek no pretence in them,
For so  much a path is left behind us,
That it’s not words but looks
Which matter most...



— 116 —

 Ó íàø íåñàìîâèòèé ÷àñ
 Ìåíå íàçäîãàíÿº
 Ìóçèêà Ðîññ³í³11 –
 Ïåðåãàíÿº,
 Âåðòàºòüñÿ
 ² âèõîðîì êðóæëÿº,
 Íåìîâ ñëîâà äàðóº:
 Ðàä³é, âñì³õàéñÿ áëèæíüîìó,
 Äîïîêè íå ïî÷óëà
 Ä³àãíîç-âèðîê…
 ßêùî öå ñòàëîñü
 ² õîëîä êðèæàíèé ïðîíèçóº
 Òâîþ ñâ³äîì³ñòü,
 Òî ñèëè â³äíàéäè â ñîá³
 ² çàòàíöþé ñâ³é òàíåöü
 Íà ð³äíîìó, òâåðäîìó ãðóíò³,
 Ñòóïè áåç æàëþ
 Íà ñâ³é ïî÷àòîê
 Ï³ñëÿ ê³íöÿ…



— 117 —

 In our crazy time
 I’m caught up
 With the music by Rossini11 –
 Now it leaves me behind,
 And now comes back,
 And whirls round
 As if urging
 To be cheerful, smiling to the fellow-men
 Before you hear
 The verdict of final diagnosis…
 If this has, though, happened
 And the icy cold pierces
 Your mind,
 Gather all your vigour
 And dance your dance
 On your own, firm soil,
 Make a steady step
 With no regret to start anew
 After the end…



— 118 —

 Òóò ïðèñìåðê ëàã³äíèé…
 Òóò êîæíå ñëîâî âàæèòü…
 Òóò ñåðöå òèõî ïëà÷å.
 ×è çâàæèøñÿ...
 Çà öåé ïîð³ã ñòóïèòè?..



— 119 —

 Here dusk brings every comfort…
 Here every word weighs much…
 Here one’s heart cries softly.
 And could you venture...
 To step over this threshold?..



— 120 —

 Äóìêè òðèìàºø,
 ßê ó çàòèñíóò³é äîëîí³, –
 Íà âîëþ â³äïóñòè ¿õ…
 Íåõàé ëåòÿòü íåìîâ ïòàõè
 Ó ïðîñò³ð,
 Äå ñîíöå, ï³ñíÿ, ãðîçè…
 ² ÿêùî ïòàøå÷êà êîòðàñü
 Îá ñêåëþ ðîç³á’ºòüñÿ,
 Òî ïîäàðóé çåìë³
 Ñëüîçó…



— 121 —

 You keep your thoughts
 As if clenched in a fist, –
 Release them…
 Let them fly like birds
 Into the outer space
 Full of sunshine, songs, and storms…
 And if a reckless birdie
 Happens to hit a rock
 Give it a tear
 Of sympathy…



— 122 —

 Íå ïîêèäàé ìåíå, Âñåâèøí³é,
 ² íà ìî¿ ñòåæèíè ïðèâåäè
 Íàñïðàâä³ òèõ,
 Êîìó ïîòð³áíà ÿ
 ² õòî äî ìåíå ãîðíåòüñÿ äóøåþ.
 Íå ïîêèäàé ìåíå, Âñåâèøí³é,
 Áî æ ÿ áëóêàþ
 Â òåìðÿâ³…



— 123 —

 Abide with me, my Lord,
 Bring onto my paths
 Those who feel truly
 In need of me, and
 Who lean to me with all their hearts.
 Oh Lord, abide with me,
 For I am wandering
 In the dark…



— 124 —

 Çóñòð³íó ï³ñíþ âðàí³øíüî¿ ïòàõè
 ² ïîêëàäó ñâîþ ëþáîâ
 Íà ïëàõó äíÿ…



— 125 —

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



— 126 —

 Íàä íàìè íåáî…
 ª ìîâà ð³äíà, º çåìëÿ
 Ç ³ìåííÿì – Óêðà¿íà.
 Ïîäàé íàì, Áîæå,
 Çìîãè é ñèëè
 Íà õë³á íàñóùíèé çàðîáëÿòè,
 Òâîðèòè ï³ñíþ,
 Ï³çíàâàòè ñâ³ò.
 Îöå ³ âñå, ïàíîâå…



— 127 —

 We’ve got the Sky over the head…
 The native tongue, the land –
 Its name’s Ukraine.
 God the Almighty, grant us
 A feasible force
 To earn our daily bread,
 Create our own song,
 Gain true knowledge of the world.
 That’s all I’ve got to say…
 Just for today…



— 128 —

 Ñâîáîäà – ïðîâåñ³íü
 Äëÿ çä³éñíåííÿ ñì³ëèâèõ ìð³é.
 Ñâîáîäà – ïîêëèê â³÷íèé
 Äëÿ äóø³…
 Ñâîáîäà – íåáåçïå÷íèé, áóéíèé õì³ëü,
 Ùî íèùèòü íåðîçâàæíèõ ³ ñëàáêèõ…



— 129 —

 Freedom is a dangerous intoxication
 That kills the reckless and the weak.
 Freedom is an early spring
 For the boldest dreams to come true.
 Freedom is an everlasting call
 For an open heart…



— 130 —

 Òàê-òàê, Òàðàñå12…
 Íàðîä, îêðàäåíèé, çáóäèâñÿ,
 Òà ñïðîñîííÿ
 Ãîñòèííî äâåð³ â³ä÷èíÿº
 Íåäðóãàì íîâèì…



— 131 —

 Oh you were right, Taras12…
 The people awoke robbed,
 And still half-awake
 Now opens the doors
 To welcome new foes…



— 132 —

 

 Ìè çíîâó ó êóòêó
 Ç³ ñòðàõîì ñïîãëÿäàºìî,
 ßê âîðîãè çóõâàëî áåíêåòóþòü
 Ó íàø³é õàò³…



— 133 —

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



— 134 —

 Çà îáð³é, ùî âîãíåì óçÿâñÿ,
 ß ïîäóìêè ñï³øó,
 Ùîá äåíü íîâèé çóñòð³òè
 ² çãëàäèòè ïåêó÷ó ïàì’ÿòü
 Ïðî íàøå ñüîãîäåííÿ…



— 135 —

 Behind the sky-line, which is aflame,
 I am mentally hurrying up
 To see a new day in,
 To smooth away the burning memory
 Of the “nowadays” of ours…



— 136 —

 Âæå çîð³ ïîñèëàþòü íàì
 Òèñÿ÷îë³òòÿ òðåòº.
 Á³ëÿ çáóäîâàíîãî õðàìó
 Ì³é â÷èòåëü...
 Cåðåä æåáðàê³â
 Íåñì³ëî ðóêó ïðîñòÿãàº…
 Çäðèãíóëîñÿ ñòàðå ðîçï’ÿòòÿ
 Íà õðåñò³ íîâîìó…



— 137 —

The stars have ushered us
 Into the third millennium.
 By the door to a newly-built temple,
 I see my teacher...
 Among the almsmen,
 With his palm stretched shyly out for alms…
 The old crucifix
 On a new cross flinched…



— 138 —

 Ìèíóù³ ìè…
 ² çëî, ùî òâîðèìî, – ìèíóùå.
 Çåìëÿ òåðï³ëà,
 Ñòåðïèòü íàø³ êðîêè...
 ² ïðèéìå íàñ…



— 139 —

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



— 140 —

 Óñ³ì íåëåãêî ðîçóì³òè,
 Êóäè éäåìî
 (Òà ÷è éäåìî?), –
 ßê ³äåìî?
 À ùå íå ëåãøå – ïàì’ÿòàòè,
 Ùî â êîæíîãî ñâîÿ äîðîãà –
 Òàêà êîðîòêà…



— 141 —

 It isn’t easy,  for anyone, to make out
 Where we are going
 (whether we are moving at all?), –
 Or what way we are going.
 And it isn’t any easier – to bear in mind
 That everyone has his own path –
 And so short at that…



— 142 —

 Ç³éäåìî ³ç æèòòºâî¿ äîðîãè
 Ó ñëóøíèé ÷àñ…
 Òà áà!
 Íàø³ ä³ëà, äóìêè
 Ùå äîâãî áóäóòü íóðòóâàòè
 Àáî ñòåëèòèñÿ òåïëîì ÷è õîëîäîì
 Ñòåæèíàìè æèâèìè…



— 143 —

 To get off the road of life
 In due time…
 Alas!
 Our deeds and thoughts, however,
 Will long be hanging low,
 Either warm or cold,
 Along the running paths…



— 144 —

 Ìè ñïîä³âàºìîñÿ,
 Ë³íèâñòâîì âëàñíèì ñêîâàí³,
 Ùî Áîã âåëèêèé
 Ç³éäå ³ç íåáåñ
 ² ãðÿäêó íàì ñêîïàº…



— 145 —

 What fools we are
 To reckon
 On God Almighty
 Coming down from Heaven
 To dig beds for us…



— 146 —

 Âåëèê³ â ïîìèñëàõ,
 Ìàë³ â ä³ëàõ –
 Ìè ïðàãíåìî çóñòð³òè ùàñòÿ…



— 147 —

 Big in designs,
 Small in deeds,
 We reckon on fortune to smile on us…



— 148 —

 Íå â÷è ìåíå, ÷óæèíöþ,
 Ôàëüøèâî óñì³õàòèñü –
 Íà çåìë³ ìî¿é
 ª âëàñí³ ì³ðêè ³ øëÿõåòí³ñòü.



— 149 —

 Don’t instruct me, stranger,
 To wear an affected smile –
 In my land,
 We have our own values and morals.



— 150 —

 Âö³ë³ëå ñëîâî
 Íà ðó¿í³ äíÿ
 Ïðèéäå íà äîïîìîãó.



— 151 —

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



— 152 —

 Ùîðàíêó ñîíöå ïîñèëàº
 Òðåìòëèâèé ïðîì³íü ó â³êíî ìîº,
 Áëàãàþ÷è:
 Âñòàâàé, âäÿãàé êîëü÷óãó äíÿ
 Íà áîðîòüáó
 Ç ã³ðêîþ ñàìîòîþ…



— 153 —

 Every morning the sun sends
 A timid ray into my window,
 Pleading:
 Get up, put on a chain armour of the day
 To fight
 Your bitter solitude…



— 154 —

 Íà ï³âäîðîç³
 Ïîãëÿä Òâ³é
 Ïåðåõîïèëà â³÷í³ñòü…



— 155 —

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



— 156 —

 Âè â³ä³éøëè…
 Äëÿ ìåíå æ ò³íåé ñâ³ò â³ä÷óòí³øèé,
 Àí³æ ïåðî, ùî ó ðóö³ òðèìàþ
 ² ö³ ñëîâà ïèøó…



— 157 —

 You’ve passed away…
 And I am more aware

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



— 158 —

 Äóøåþ ïðèòóëþñÿ
 Äî Òâîº¿ ò³í³…
 Òîá³ ñêàçàòè ìîæó:
 ß áà÷èëà ñëüîçó,
 Ùî ïàäàº ó â³÷í³ñòü…



— 159 —

 I’ll lean my soul
 Against Your shadow…
 You can be told:
 I saw a tear
 Falling into eternity…



— 160 —

 Ïîêèíóâøè çåìí³ òóðáîòè,
 Òè â³ä³éøîâ ó íåäîñÿæíó äàëå÷³íü…
 Ìåí³ çàëèøèâ
 Ñâîþ ëþáîâ, ñâ³é á³ëü ³ ñâ³é òÿãàð.
 Ì³é äåíü ñïëèâàº äî ê³íöÿ.
 ß êðàé äîðîãè ïîêëàäó
 Ïîäâîºíó ëþáîâ,
 Òÿãàð ïîäâ³éíèé,
 Íåâãàìîâíèé á³ëü…
 ² ïåðåõîæîãî áëàãàòèìó :
 Ñïàëè ì³é ñïàäîê,
 ², ìîæå, âîãíèê öåé
 Êîãîñü ç³ãð³º,
 Êîãîñü ðîçðàäèòü,
 À ìîæå… é ðîçñì³øèòü.



— 161 —

 Having abandoned the earthly trouble
 You passed away, too far away to reach…
 You bequeathed me, though,
 Your love, your pain, your bondage.
 My day is coming to an end.
 I’ll lay at the edge of the road
 Virtually doubled love,
 Twice as much bondage,
 And the incessant pain…
 I will implore a passer-by
 To burn my heritage.
 The fire and light
 Could warm someone,
 Bring comfort or consolation,
 Or might … make one laugh.



— 162 —

 Ì³é ïðèâ³ëåé ³ ìóêà:
 Æèâó çåìíèì æèòòÿì
 ² çâ³ëüíåíà â³ä ñâ³òó…
 Ì³é äðóã –
 Ïî òîé á³ê âèì³ðó,
 Äå ÷àñ íå ìàº â³äë³êó…



— 163 —

 My privilege and my distress:
 Living a secular life
 I am secluded in a fortress…
 My sweetheart’s gone
 Into immeasurable space
 Where time has no accuracy…



— 164 —

 Ìîÿ ñâîáîäà – ñïîãàäè ïðî Òåáå,
 Ìîÿ ëþáîâ – òî ñïîãàäè ïðî Òåáå,
 Â ìî¿é õîëîäí³é ñàìîò³
 Ìåíå ðÿòóþòü
 Ñïîãàäè ïðî Òåáå.



— 165 —

 My freedom is remembrance of You,
 My love is reminiscence of You,
 In my cold solitude
 The memory of You
 Is my only salvation.



— 166 —

 Íå ïðàãíó÷è òîãî,
 Òè áóâ ³ º
 Ó÷èòåëåì ìî¿ì íàéá³ëüøèì.
 Íàâ÷èâ ìåíå
 Ïîã³äíèé òèõèé äåíü ëþáèòè,
 Çáàãíóòè ãëèáèíó ñìèðåííÿ,
 Â î÷àõ, ó òåðïåëèâîìó ìîâ÷àíí³
 Ïîáà÷èòè ëþáîâ,
 Âàðòí³øó çà æèòòÿ…



— 167 —

 Without being keen on it,
                            You’ve been

 My greatest teacher,
 I’ve learnt from You
 To love a soft and quiet day,
 To perceive the heart of humility,
 And in the eyes, in patient reticence,
 To see love,
 Worthier than life…



— 168 —

 Òâî¿ ñêóï³ ñëîâà
 Ç ðîêàìè íàáóâàþòü
 Á³ëüøî¿ âàãè
 ² â ïàì’ÿò³ çðèíàþòü ÿñêðàâ³øå.



— 169 —

 Your sparing words,
 With years, acquire
 More weight
 And come out from memory much brighter.



— 170 —

 Ó÷èòåëþ ì³é òåðïåëèâèé,
 ×åðåç áàãàòî ë³ò ÿ âèâ÷èëà óðîêè…
 Ïðèéäè, õî÷ óâ³ ñí³.
 ß ñêðîìíî ðóêó ï³äíåñó
 ² äîçâîëó ïðîñèòèìó
 Ç Òîáîþ ðîçìîâëÿòè…



— 171 —

 My most patient Teacher,
 It took me years to learn Your lessons…
 Come in a dream of mine at least.
 Meekly, I’ll raise my hand
 And ask permission
 To talk to You…



— 172 —

 Ñïîê³éíà ð³÷êà
 Â³äñâ³÷óâàëà ñîíöåì, óñì³õàëàñü,
 Âîëîãó äàðóâàëà ñïðàãëèì…
 Õòîñü êàëàìóòèâ âîäó,
 Õòîñü êèäàâ êàìåíåì,
 Òî íåáî äàðóâàëî òÿæê³ ñëüîçè…
 Òðåìò³ëî òèõî ïëåñî øîâêîâèñòå…
 Ñïîê³éíà ð³÷êà
 Çíîâ ñòàâàëà ÷èñòîþ…
 Òóìàí ãóñòèé ³ â³÷íèé îïóñòèâñÿ…
 ß çíàþ...
 Òàì ïëèâëà
 Ñïîê³éíà, í³æíà ð³÷êà…



— 173 —

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

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



— 174 —

 Ç Òîáîþ ðîçìîâëÿþ, Áîæå,
 Ñë³çüìè, äóìêàìè…
 Òè – ìîâ÷èø…
 Ëèø ÷àñ îä ÷àñó
 Íà ïîð³ã ì³é ñòàâèø êâ³òè –
 Òî ÷îðí³, òî ñë³ïó÷î-á³ë³…



— 175 —

 Oh  Lord, I talk to You
 With my tears, my thoughts…
 And You keep silent…
 Only from time to time,
 At my door, You leave flowers –
 Now black, now dazzling white…



— 176 —

 Õîëîäíà ñ³ð³ñòü òèø³,
 Ëèø äå-íå-äå çðèíàº ïàãîðá ñìóòêó,

áîëþ…
 Âäÿãàþ ïîñòîëè, ñòàð³ ÿê ñâ³ò,
 ² ïîñï³øàþ äî ìåæ³ ñâîº¿…



— 177 —

 Cool greys of serenity pervade the place.
 Only here and there rises a hillock of painful

          sorrow…
 I’ll take my old, worn-out shoes
 And hurry towards my destination…



— 178 —

 Îñ³íí³é ëèñò äîðîãó ñòåëèòü.
 ß íà ñâî¿é äîðîç³ áîëþ
 Îäíà âîë³þ áóòè,
 Áî ìîæíà ïîìèëèòèñÿ
 ² ïåðåêëàñòè ñâ³é òÿãàð
 Íà áëèæíüîãî…



— 179 —

 The autumn foliage lays its way.
 Along my own bitter road,
 I’d prefer to go alone
 Because I might be wrong
 And all the burden could be shifted off
 Onto my fellow-men…



— 180 —

 Çåëåíà ïàïîðîòü æèâå
 Â ìî¿é õàòèí³,
 Ìåíå íàâ÷àº:
 Òðåáà æèòè…
 Äî â³êîí ïðèë³òàº á³ëèé ïòàõ –
 ² ñëóõàºìî ìóçèêó…
 Í³çâ³äêè ïðîá³ãàº ò³íü ïî õàò³,
 Íàãàäóº,
 Ùî ñêîðî âèðóøó â äîðîãó.
 Â³çüìó ç ñîáîþ
 Ò³ëüêè âëàñíó äóøó…



— 181 —

 A green fern growing
 In my dwelling
 Teaches me:
 We ought to live on…
 A white bird comes flying to my windows –
 And we both listen to music…
 From nowhere rushes a shadow
 And reminds me
 Of my setting off on a voyage soon.
 I’ll travel light and take with me
 My own soul alone…



— 182 —

 Ëþáîâ íå âïàëà ó ìîãèëó,
 À ïòàõîì ïîëåò³ëà â õìàðè
 Ñõîâàòèñÿ â³ä áîëþ.
 Ó öåé óëüòðàìàðèíîâî-áàãðÿíèé ðàíîê
 ß â³ä÷óâàþ ¿¿ ïîãëÿä…



— 183 —

 Love didn’t fall into the grave.
 Like a bird, it flew into the clouds
 To take refuge from the pangs.
 At this ultramarine and crimson daybreak
 I feel its eyes…



— 184 —

 ª òóãà áîë³ñíà –
 Äîïîêè º æèòòÿ…
 ª ï³ñíÿ ðàäîñò³ –
 Äîïîêè º æèòòÿ…
 Ïðî Òåáå áóäó äóìàòè –
 Äîïîêè º æèòòÿ…



— 185 —

 One can feel a painful sorrow
 As long as one lives…
 One can enjoy a song
 As long as one lives…
 I’ll think of You
 As long as I live…



— 186 —

...Ó ïîãëÿä³ õîâàëàñü íåçãëèáèíí³ñòü
Òâîãî ÷óòòÿ...

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



— 187 —

ÇÀÒÈÕË² ÊÐÎÊÈ

FOOTSTEPS FADED AWAY

FOR ETERNITY



— 188 —

Ìîÿ ñòåæèíà çîðàíà –
Ïîáà÷èëà ÿ âðàíö³.
Ñëüîçà óïàëà íà ð³ëëþ.



— 189 —

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



— 190 —

 Ñëüîçà ìàëåíüêà ñâ³ò çàâîë³êàº…
 ² ñîíöå ìåðêíå,
 ² òåáå íåìà…
 Á³ëü äóøó ðâå
 Â³ä ñë³â,
 Íå ïîäàðîâàíèõ
 Òîá³…



— 191 —

A tiny tear is dimming the sight…
The sun is growing dark,
And you are gone…
The ache tears my heart
For the words
I never endowed
You with…



— 192 —

Ïå÷àëü ìîÿ
Ïðîáóäæóºòüñÿ óíî÷³
É êðóæëÿº íàä³ ìíîþ
Â øàëåí³ì òàíö³.



— 193 —

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



— 194 —

 Ê³ìíàòà – ïóñòêà ³ ñàìîòèíà.
 Çàë³çî ³ áåòîí,
 ² â³ä÷àé ðîçäèðàº äóøó, ìîçîê.
 Î Áîæå, ùî öå?
 Ìàë³º ïðîñò³ð,
 Äî ìåíå ï³äñòóïàþòü ñò³íè.
 Ðóêàìè çóïèíÿþ öåé íàâàëüíèé ðóõ…
 Ùå òðîõè – âîëÿ âìðå,
 Ìîº¿ äóìêè âîëÿ.



— 195 —

 My room’s a boring desert –
 Nothing but iron and cement
 Driving to despair my soul and my brains
 What’s happening, my Lord?
 Space gets reduced,
 The walls are waging an attack on me.
 I stretch out my arms to avert the offensive…
 A minute of delay might kill my will
 And the power of thinking.



— 196 —

 Çãàäàëà òâî¿ î÷³ ãîëóá³ –
 ² çàãîéäàëèñÿ ðîìàøêè
 Íà çåëåíèõ õâèëÿõ,
 Áëàãàþ÷è:
 Íå ïëà÷, íå ïëà÷…



— 197 —

 As I recalled the azure of your eyes –
 The ox-eye daisies got swinging
 On the green waves,
 Pleading me:
 Don’t cry, dear, don’t cry, please…



— 198 —

 Â òâî¿õ ñëîâàõ ñêóïèõ,
 Ó ïîãëÿä³
 Õîâàëàñü íåçãëèáèíí³ñòü
 Òâîãî ÷óòòÿ…



— 199 —

 Your delicate remarks
 And sweet glance
 Held unfathomable profundity
 Of your keen senses...



— 200 —

 ßêîãîñü âå÷îðà òè çàóâàæèâ,
 Ùî âñÿ êðàñà æèòòÿ
 Ó â³äò³íêàõ, ó ï³âòîíàõ.



— 201 —

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



— 202 —

 Ó íàòîâï³ ëþäåé,
 Äàðìà, ùî òî ÷óæ³,
 Ì³é á³ëü ñòèõàº.



— 203 —

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



— 204 —

 Ëèø îäíîìó òîá³
 Õîò³ëà á îïîâ³ñòè ïðî ñâ³é á³ëü –
 Àëå ñò³íà ì³æ íàìè
 Íåïîäîëàííà,
 Â³÷íà…



— 205 —

 You are the only one
 To whom I could impart my pangs,
 But there’s a wall between us,
 Insurmountable,
 And eternal…



— 206 —

 Íå áîëåì ñòàíü,
 À òåïëèì ñïîãàäîì
 Ïðî äåíü çèìîâèé…



— 207 —

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



— 208 —

 Âè â òîìó ñâ³ò³,
 Äå çíà÷åííÿ, ìîæëèâî, ³ íå ìàþòü
 Íàø³ ñëîâà,
 Òà âñå æ… ÿ ïðîìîâëÿþ:
 Ïðèéä³òü äî ìåíå
 Ç³ ñâ³òó ò³íåé,
 Ç³òõíåìî íàä ìèíóëèì äíåì.



— 209 —

 You belong to the world
 Where human words might have
 No meaning,
 But nevertheless… I say:
 Please come to my place
 From the realm of shadows,
 And we shall pine
 For the day that’s gone away.



— 210 —

 Ïðèãàäóþ:
 Âñèõàëè êâ³òè íà â³êí³.
 Òâî¿ ëàñêàâ³ ðóêè
 Êîð³í÷èê ìîëîäèé çåìëåþ îáòóëÿëè
 Ç íàä³ºþ
 Ìàëåíüêå ë³òî ïðèíåñòè äî õàòè…



— 211 —

 I recall
 The plants withering on the window-sill,
 And your sweet hands, mummy,
 Covering the rootlets with soil
 So that they
 Could bring a bit of summer to our home…



— 212 —

 Â óÿâ³
 Ïðîáóþ ïðîæèòè äí³ òâî¿ –
 Íà ñåðöå á³ëü ñïàäàº.



— 213 —

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



— 214 —

 Âàæêèé, òÿãó÷èé á³ëü
 Íåñëà ÿ çà òðóíîþ.
 ² íà ïðîùàëüíèé ñï³â,
 Ìîâ íà ÷èºñü ïëå÷å,
 Éäó÷è ÿ îïèðàëàñü.



— 215 —

 I carried the burden
 Of a continuous dull pain,
 Walking after my mother’s coffin.
 And valedictory canticles
 Supported me like someone’s shoulders.



— 216 —

 Ïðèñíèëîñÿ, ùî ïëà÷ó
 Ìîâ äèòèíà,
 Áî çàãóáèëà
 Òåïëî ðóêè òâîº¿,
 Ìîÿ ìàìóñþ...



— 217 —

 I dreamt that I was crying
 Like a kid
 That lost
 The warmth of your hand,
 My dear mum...



— 218 —

 Ç æèòòÿ òÿæêîãî, ìàìî,
 Òè ïåðåéøëà ó ï³ñíþ,
 Â ìî¿ íàéêðàù³ ñïîãàäè.



— 219 —

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



— 220 —

 Õòîñü çàêóðèâ –
 ² ÿ çàêàøëÿëàñü â³ä äèìó.
 Ó ìîþ äóøó ðàïòîì
 Òåïëîì ïîâ³ÿëî –
 Òåáå çãàäàëà, òàòó …



— 221 —

 Someone lit a cigarette –
 And I had a fit of coughing.
 Then suddenly there came
 A breath of warmth –
 That reminded me of you, my dear daddy…



— 222 —

 ×åêàþ÷è ìåíå, ïîëèíóâ
 Ó öàðñòâî ñïîìèí³â…
 Éîãî íåñì³ëèé ïîêëèê
 Çíàéøîâ â³äëóííÿ
 Áîëþ â³÷íîãî
 Â ìîºìó ñåðö³.
 Òåïåð…
 Íàñì³ëþþñÿ ì³ðÿòè æèòòÿ ïîíèêëå
 Ñâî¿ì ìàëåíüêèì ðîçóìîì,
 ² ïðàãíó, õàé â óÿâ³,
 Ñòóïàòè íà éîãî ñnåæêè.
 Ç òóìàíó ë³ò äàëåêèõ
 Âèïëèâàº
 Ñòàðåíüêà õàòà...
 Íà ïîðîç³
 Ñèäèòü äèòÿ çàïëàêàíå,
 Áî ñêðèïî÷êó ìàëåíüêó ïîëàìàëè,
 Ìîâ äîëþ.
 Ïîæáóðèëè â îãîíü.



— 223 —

 While waiting for me to come
 He took a trip down memory lane…
 His timid call
 Echoed in my heart
 With never soothing ache.
 And now…
 I dare conceive the life expired
 With a meek mind of mine,
 I crave, virtually though,
 For treading his paths.
 The mist of distant years
 Reveals
 A shabby old hut,
 With a kid sitting
 On the threshold
 And weeping over a broken fiddle
 As bitterly as if it were his own fate.
 The fiddle was thrown into the fire.



— 224 —

 Âåë³ëè âèðîñòàòè
 Ãîñïîäàðåì.
 Çðîñòàâ…
 ² ï³çíàâàâ ñåáå,
 ßê ÷àñòî÷êó çíåäîëåíèõ.
 ² äåêîëè âæå ïðÿìóâàâ
 Íà òîé ãîñòèíåöü,
 Ùî îá³öÿâ éîìó ìàéáóòíº,
 Òà ïîâåðòàâñÿ,
 Íåçðîçóì³ëèé äëÿ ëþäåé.
 Ç³ ñêðèïêîþ â ðóêàõ òóæèâ.
 Ó â³õîëó, â ìîðîçè
 Ãàðÿ÷³ ïàëüö³ á³ãàëè ïî ãðèôó –
 Âîçâåñåëÿâ Ð³çäâî.
 Ðîçêâ³òëîþ âåñíîþ
 Íà âáîãîìó ïîäâ³ð’¿ çóïèíÿâñÿ…
 Íåîðàíèé ãîðîä ÷åêàâ,
 À â³í äèâèâñÿ â íåáî…
 ×è êîëüîðó øóêàâ,
 ×è ñëóõàâ ðîçïîâ³äü
 Äåðåâ ñòàðåçíèõ
 Ïðî æèòòÿ
 Áàòüê³â ñâî¿õ, ä³ä³â ³ ïðàä³ä³â.



— 225 —

 The boy was brought up
 To be thrifty and industrious.
 And he was growing up…
 Coming to know his own self,
 Part and parcel of luckless people.
 Sometimes he’d wend
 Upward the high road
 That seemed to promise him his future.
 He would come back, though
 A stranger to his folks.
 He’d share his melancholy with a violin alone.
 In winter storms and frosts
 His ardent fingers would run the strings –
 To make Christmas merry.
 The blooms and blossoms of the spring
 Would find him out in his squalid farmstead…
 The garden might stay untilled
 While he were looking at the sky…
 Was he looking for the colour he wanted,
 Or listening to the tales
 Of the long-lived trees
 About the lives
 Of his parents and their ancestors?



— 226 —

 À ìîæå, â³í ïðèãàäóâàâ
 Ñóìíó ÷àñèíó,
 Êîëè ãîëîäíèé áåññàðàá çàéøîâ äî õàòè
 Ïðîñèòè õë³áà ÷è êàðòîïë³…
 Âãîùàâ ÷èì ì³ã,
 Áàíäóðó áðàâ äî ðóê –
 ² ëèíóëà ÷óìàöüêà ï³ñíÿ.
 À ÷àñ ìèíàâ…
 Íàâêîëî á³ëü,
 Á³ëü âëàñíî¿ ñ³ì’¿,
 Á³ëü ð³äíî¿ çåìë³
 Îêðàäåíî¿.
 Íåïåâí³ñòü,
 Ñòðàõ,
 Ëþáîâ
 Íå â³äïóñòèëè ³ç îñåë³.
 Íåñêóòèé ðîçóì ï³çíàâàâ
 ²ç ð³äíîãî ïîäâ³ð’ÿ ñâ³ò.
 Êàçàâ:
 “Ìîº áàãàòñòâî – êëàïòèê íåáà”.
 Îñòàíí³é ïðîì³íü
 Òÿæêî âïàâ íà ïëå÷³,
 Çàòèõëè êðîêè.



— 227 —

 Or he might recollect
 The sad incident
 When a starving Bessarab entered the house
 To beg for some bread or potato…
 He’d share the bit  he had with anyone
 Or he would take the bandore –
 To play a tchoomak’s* song.
 Meanwhile, life was passing by…
 Amid the pains and pangs around,
 In his own family,
 In his native land,
 Robbed as it was…
 Hence – diffidence,
 Fear,
 And love
 Never let him leave his home.
 Being broadminded, he came to knowing
 About the outer world from within his household.
 He said:
 “My wealth is a patch of sky”.
 The final ray came down from above
 Onto his shoulders
 To stop his footsteps on the earth.



— 228 —

 Äî á³ëèõ ñò³í õèëèëàñÿ òðàâà.
 Ëèøèëèñÿ íà ñïàäîê
 Ñëîâà æèâ³:
 “Ïëåêàé ó ñåðö³
 Ìèëîñåðäÿ é â³ðó”.



— 229 —

 The blades of grass bowed to the white walls.
 And I inherited
 His ever living words:
 “Do cherish in your heart
 Mercy and faith”.

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



— 230 —

 Ùîâå÷îðà
 Ï³ä â³êíàìè ìî¿ìè – ò³íü òâîÿ
 Ô³ðàíêó â³äõèëÿº
 ² ñëóõàº ìî¿ äóìêè.



— 231 —

 Every night,
 Behind the windows, I see your shadow
 Slightly opening the curtain
 And eavesdropping on my thoughts.



— 232 —

 Ì³é êðàé ìåëàíõîë³éíèé…
 Òàì ãóñòî ïàõíå ì’ÿòà ³ ÷åáðåöü,
 Òàì ÿáëóíåâèé öâ³ò õîâàº
 Çàïëàêàíå îáëè÷÷ÿ…
 Òàì óñì³øêà, ³ðîí³ÿ ³ ðîçóì
 Ñïîíóêóþòü çáîë³ëå ñåðöå
 ² äàë³ áóäóâàòè ä³ì…



— 233 —

 My melancholy land…
 That’s sweet fragrant of savory and mint,
 That’s where apple blossom hides
 A tear-stained face…
 That’s where smiles, irony, and wisdom
 Urge the heavy heart
 To build on and up a home…



— 234 —

 Ó äàëèí³ ñèí³þòü ãîðè…
 Ó äàëèí³ æîâò³º ñòåï…
 Ó äàëèí³ ñòîêðèëà ï³ñíÿ é ïëà÷…
 ×è õî÷åø òè ï³çíàòè êðàé,
 Ùî çà÷àðóº òâîþ äóøó,
 À ìîæå, é çãóáèòü?..



— 235 —

 The far-off mounts show their deep blue…
 The far-flung steppe enjoys its golden spun…
 The space brings on its wings

             songs and sorrows…
 Welcome to my land –
 It would enchant you,
 Or… might make upset?..



— 236 —

 Çíåñèëåíèé îðà÷ íå óïàäå,
 Ðîçîðàíà ð³ëëÿ íå ïîñ³ð³º
 ² íåáî ïîñèëàòèìå äð³áíåíüêèé äîù,
 Ìîâ ñëüîçè ðàäîñò³.



— 237 —

 The enfeebled ploughman won’t collapse,
 The ploughed soil will not get wasted,
 And the sky will send a drizzling rain,
 Like drops of joyous tears.



— 238 —

 Íà ö³é çåìë³ ÿ íàðîäèëàñÿ,
 Òóò ìàþ æèòè,
 Õî÷, áóâà,
 Âñèõàº ñàä êâ³òó÷èé,
 Ëåëåêè ïîêèäàþòü ãí³çäà,
 Áëèçüêîãî ñåðöÿ
 Ñòðóíè çàìîâêàþòü.



— 239 —

 On this land I was born,
 And here I belong.
 It happens, though, –
 The flowering garden dries in,
 Storks abandon their nests,
 The strings of dear hearts
  Lapse into silence.



— 240 —

 Çåìëÿ íàòîìëåíà
 Ñòð³÷àëà îñ³íü…
 ² çàòðåìò³ëà ï³ä âàæêèìè êðîêàìè –
 ×óæèíö³ óâ³éøëè ó ñàä.



— 241 —

 The wearing land
 Was facing autumn…
 And shuddered at vigorous strides –
 Strangers marched into the garden.



— 242 —

 ×è ç âîë³ âëàñíî¿,
 ×è òî ç ïðîêëÿòòÿ
 Âîíè ñòóïàëè ãîðäî,
 Íàñï³âóâàëè ãîëîñíî
 Æîðñòîêó ïðîñòó ï³ñíþ
 ² ìîðäóâàëè ïî äîðîç³
 Âñ³õ ìîâ÷àçíèõ…
 Êðèâèé ãîñòèíåöü ïðîêëàäàëè
 ² êóëàêîì ïîãðîæóâàëè ñîíöþ.
 Çíåñèëåí³… ïðèéøëè íà çãàðèùå.



— 243 —

 Either of their own will,
 Or under a curse,
 They walked free and easy,
 Singing vociferously
 A brutal primitive song
 And jeering at those
 Who didn’t join in…
 They built a crooked road
 Threatening the sky with fists.
 Broken down,.. they didn’t gain –
 They lost…



— 244 —

 Íåùàñí³ ëþäè,
 Îäóðåí³ â³êàìè,
 Ï³øëè â ÷óæ³ êðà¿
 Â ³ì’ÿ ñâîáîäè
 Êàéäàíè ðîçäàâàòè.



— 245 —

 Poor things,
 Deceived for ages,
 Made for alien lands
 For liberty’s sake
 To hand out fetters.



— 246 —

 Æèâó, íåìîâ ...
 Â àâòîáóñ³ ò³ñíîìó.
 ² í³÷èì äèõàòè, ³ ñòàòè í³äå,
 À âèéòè ñòðàøíî –
 Íàäâîð³ îñ³íü,
 Õîëîäíèé â³òåð…



— 247 —

 I live as if I were pushing
 On a crowded bus.
 No air to breathe, no room to step,
 And I’m unwilling to get off
 Into the wet
 And windy autumn…



— 248 —

 Çäàëîñü íà ìèòü:
 Ì³é âëàñíèé ñâ³ò ïåðåòâîðèâñÿ
 Â ìàëåíüêó ÷îðíó ïëÿìó.



— 249 —

 Just for an instant I thought
 My own world turned
 Into a small black spot.



— 250 —

 Äåðåâà õâîð³ – îìåëà áóÿº.
 Ïîñ³ÿí³ â³òðàìè
 Äè÷êè ïîâèðîñòàëè,
 Çàïóùåíà, â ðó¿íàõ,
 Îñåëÿ ìóäðåöÿ
 Ñòàëà çàáàâîþ
 Äëÿ ä³òâîðè.



— 251 —

 The trees are ailing – ravaged by mistletoe.
 Cast haphazardly by winds,
 Wild plants rushed out.
 A wise man’s abode
 Fell into ruin and neglect,
 A place for kiddies
 To play.



— 252 —

 Íàâêîëî ñòðàõ…
 ß â íàòîâï³ ñåáå çàáóëà
 ² éøëà,
 Íàïåðåê³ð äóø³…



— 253 —

 Fearful of all around,..
 In a crowd I felt oblivious of myself
 And strolled on,
 Counter to my will…



— 254 —

 Ñë³ïèé áëàãàâ:
 “×è º õòîñü òóò?
 Ñêàæ³òü,
 ßê âèéòè ç öüîãî ì³ñòà?”
 Ó â³äïîâ³äü ïî÷óâ:
 “Íå çíàºìî…
 Ìè òåæ ñë³ï³,
 Ïîñèäü-íî ç íàìè…”



— 255 —

 A blind man pleaded,
 “Is there anyone near here
 To tell me the way out of town?”
 And heard in response,
 “We don’t know…
 We can’t see either,
 Come and join us…”



— 256 —

 Ôàëüøèâà âåëè÷
 Ïîõîäæàº
 Ñòåæèíàìè âóçüêèìè
 ² ãîñòðèì ë³êòåì
 Ðàíèòü
 Íåâèííèõ
 ² ñëàáêèõ…



— 257 —

 Megalomania
 Loiters
 On narrow paths
 And with its thorny elbows
 Hurts
 The innocent
 And weak…



— 258 —

 Òè áëóäîñëîâèâ
 Ïðî äîáðî
 ² çëî òâîðèâ.



— 259 —

 You were too loquacious
 About good deeds,
 And did evils.



— 260 —

 Òè âèäåðòè íå ì³ã
 Êîëþ÷³ áóäÿêè ç çåìë³,
 Òè ¿õ òîïòàâ, ëàìàâ ³ ïðèñèïàâ
 Çåìëåþ ñâ³æîþ –
 Íàòõíåííî â³ðèâ ó ñâîþ ðîáîòó.



— 261 —

 You never could
 Uproot the thorny thistles,
 You broke and trampled them down,
 Then powdered with fresh soil –
 And proudly thought you did a good job.



— 262 —

 Áëóêàþ â ïîòåìêàõ…
 Òà ³íêîëè ðàä³þ,
 Áî â³ðþ çðÿ÷èì.



— 263 —

 I wander in the dark…
 Sometimes, though, feeling happy,
 For I trust the perspicacious.



— 264 —

 Êîëè  ïëå÷à ìîãî òîðêàâñÿ
 Òåïëèé ïðîì³íü ñîíöÿ,
 Äî òóãè ÿ ãîðíóëàñü,
 Äî çàòèøêó, äî ïðîõîëîäè…
 Äí³ þíîñò³ ìèíóëè,
 À ñìóòîê ó äóø³ ìî¿é ïðîð³ñ
 Ì³öíèì êîð³ííÿì…



— 265 —

 

When a warm ray of sunlight
Touched my shoulder,
 I’d rather yield to the pangs of mine,
 Seeking comfort somewhere in the cool…
 Now the days of my youth are far over,
 And the grief in my heart
 Took deep and strong root…



— 266 —

 Çèìà ëèøèëà á³ëèé ñë³ä
 Íà ãîëîâ³ ìî¿é,
 ² âñå æ ÷åêàþ
 Íà ÿáëóíåâèé öâ³ò âåñíè.



— 267 —

 The winter left its white impact
 On my head,
 Nevertheless, I’m looking forward
 To the apple blossom of the spring.



— 268 —

 ×è òè çíàéøëà,
 ×è â³ðèø, ùî çíàéøëà, –
 Íå ìàº çíà÷åííÿ, –
 Ñêàçàëà ìåí³ ðàä³ñòü.



— 269 —

 Whether you’ve found,
 Or think you’ve caught it, –
 Said joy to me, –
 It doesn’t matter.



— 270 —

 Ö³º¿ îñåí³ íàâ÷óñÿ
 Ñïîê³éíî çóñòð³÷àòè
 Äåíü õîëîäíèé.



— 271 —

 This autumn I will learn
 To feel easy in my mind,
 On a cold day.



— 272 —

 Ñâ³é á³ëü
 Íåñó áàãàòî ë³ò
 ² ðîçïîâ³ñòè ìîæó
 Ëèøå â³òðàì ³ Áîãó.



— 273 —

 I’ve been carrying the burden
 Of my sorrows for many years
 And can confide them
 Only to the winds and God.



— 274 —

Íàâêîëî êàì’ÿí³ ðó¿íè…
Çåëåíèé ïàãîðá
Äî ñåáå ìàíèòü
² áóäèòü
Íàä³þ ïðèñïàíó.



— 275 —

 There are a lot of stone ruins…
 A green hill
 Looks enticing
 And stirring a gleam
 Of the lulled hope.



— 276 —

 Ó ñîíÿ÷íèé çèìîâèé äåíü
 Øóêàþ ñõîâêó
 Ó çàò³íêó óÿâè.



— 277 —

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



— 278 —

 Äîðîãà ð³âíà,
 Àëå ³ òóò, íà í³é,
 Òàê áîëÿ÷å ñï³òêíóâñÿ…



— 279 —

 His road was smooth,
 And he still happened
 To stumble on it so badly…



— 280 —

 Íà çîëîòó äîðîãó îñåí³
 Âæå ñèïëå ìîêðèé ñí³ã –
 Íàì ïîñï³øàòè òðåáà.



— 281 —

 The autumn’s golden road
 Is trying  the mantle of wet snow on –
 We must make haste.



— 282 —

 ß âèéøëà íà ãîðó
 Ìî¿õ ñòðàæäàíü ³ ìóê –
 Õîëîäíèé â³òåð, äîù â îáëè÷÷ÿ á’º.
 Â³ä ñòðàõó ö³ïåí³º ìîçîê,
 Äóøà ìåðòâ³º.
 À çàâòðà, çàâòðà –
 Âåëèêîäíà ï’ÿòíèöÿ!..
 ² ðîçïèíàòèìóòü Õðèñòà…



— 283 —

 I’ve reached the top
 Of my pangs and torments,
 A bitter wind and cold rain beat in the face.
 With horror, the brains grow torpid,
 The heart stops beating.
 That’s tomorrow, oh yes, tomorrow
 Comes Good Friday!..
And Christ is going to be crucified…



— 284 —

 

 Óâå÷åð³ çáèðàþòüñÿ äîêóïè
 Ñëîâà ëèõ³, ùî ÿ çà äåíü ñêàçàëà,
 ² ìó÷àòü äóøó.



— 285 —

 Towards night, all the profane words
 Uttered through the day
 Get together and lie heavy on my soul.



— 286 —

 ²ç íî÷³
 Ïðîñòÿãàþ ðóêè
 Íàçóñòð³÷ ñîíöþ.



— 287 —

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



— 288 —

 Óïàñòè,
 Âèñòðàæäàòè,
 Êðèëà çàãî¿òè
 É ï³äíÿòèñÿ –
 Ñóäèëîñÿ éîìó.



— 289 —

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



— 290 —

 Íå á³éñÿ çàãëÿäàòè
 Ó òåìí³ çàêóòêè äóø³ ñâîº¿ –
 ²íàêøå íå ïîáà÷èø ñâ³òëà â í³é.



— 291 —

 Don’t dread peering
 Into the mist of your soul –
 Otherwise you’ll never be aware of light in it.



— 292 —

 Âåñåë³ âå÷îðè òâî¿
 ² áàëà÷êè  ïóñò³
 ßê çàãîðîäà ñòàëè
 Äëÿ âëàñíî¿ òâîº¿ ïóñòîòè.



— 293 —

 Your joyous parties
 And idle talks of yours
 Are now nothing but a means
 To be distracted from your own vacuum.



— 294 —

 Á³ëü íåùàñëèâî¿ äóø³
 Íàçâàâ äóðíèöåþ
 ² íå ïîäàâ ðóêè ñë³ïöåâ³,
 Ùîá òîé äîðîãó ïåðåéøîâ.



— 295 —

 You called a heartache of th’ unhappy
 A mere nonsense
 And didn’t give the blind man
 A helping hand with crossing the road.



— 296 —

 Òâîÿ çåìëÿ – ñòåïè.
 ×è ì³ã òè ÷óòè,
 ßê ïëàêàëà ñìåðåêà,
 Â³òðàìè çàêîëèñàíà!?



— 297 —

 Your land is vast steppes.
 So how could you hear
 A fir-tree crying
 To the lulling winds!?



— 298 —

 Áàãàòî äí³â æèëà
 Ó ïàâóòèíí³ âëàñíî¿ îìàíè –
 Ïðèéøëè äîù³ õîëîäí³, çìèëè âñå.



— 299 —

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



— 300 —

 Òàê íåñïîä³âàíî îñ³íí³é â³òåð
 Ïîçàì³òàâ ñòåæêè â³ä ëèñòÿ.
 ß ðîçãóáèëàñÿ –
 Êîòðîþ ç íèõ ï³òè.



— 301 —

 All of a sudden, the autumn gale
 Swept up the dead leaves off the paths.
 I was at a loss –
 Which one to follow.



— 302 —

 Ìåí³ ïðèçíàëàñÿ ëþäèíà ñèëüíà,
 Ùî äåêîëè ¿é òåæ áóâàº ñòðàøíî
 Ï³ä âåëèêèì íåáîì.



— 303 —

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



— 304 —

 Ö³º¿ îñåí³
 Ïðèéøëî äî ìåíå äîáðå ñîíå÷êî
 ² ïîâåðíóëî
 Çàãóáëåíèé ì³é ë³òí³é äåíü.



— 305 —

 This autumn
 The sun paid a kind visit to me
 And brought me back the summer day
 That I had lost.



— 306 —

 ×àðóº ëèñòîïàä,
 Òà îñ³íü âæå âåäå
 Íà çèìîâó äîðîãó.



— 307 —

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



— 308 —

 Íàâ÷àþñÿ ó êîæí³é äíèí³,
 Ìåí³ äàðîâàí³é,
 Çíàõîäèòè ìàëåíüêó âò³õó.



— 309 —

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



— 310 —

 Íà ðîçäîð³ææ³
 Ìè ðîç³éøëèñÿ.
 Çà íàìè
 Ãîð³ëî íåáî
 ² ñîíöå ëàã³äíî òîðêàëîñÿ çåìë³.



— 311 —

 At a crossroads
 We parted,
 Leaving behind us
 The burning sky
 And the sunlight softly touching the earth.



— 312 —

                                 À. Ñîäîìîð³

 ²ç â³ä÷àþ ñëîâà çáèðàëà â æìåíüêó
 ¯ êèäàëà çí³÷åâ’ÿ,  äëÿ çàáàâè –
 Íà ÷îðíèé ñò³ë.
 ß â÷èëàñÿ ñêëàäàòè â³çåðóíêè
 ² çâàæóâàòè ñëîâî…
 Íà  äí³ ìî¿ íàõëèíóëè õîëîäí³ õìàðè
 ² Âè ïðèéøëè, õàé íà õâèëèíêó,
 Àáè ïîñï³â÷óâàòè.
 Òà îñåí³ õîëîäí³ çìèëè ïàì’ÿòü…
 Òåïåð ñòóïàþ íà ñòåæèíó,
 Ùî çàâåäå ìåíå â äàëåêèé êðàé…
 ²äó, áåíòåæíî îçèðàþ÷èñü, –
 Íåìà ç êèì ïîïðîùàòèñü…
 ß êëè÷ó Âàñ íà òå îñòàííº ñëîâî…



— 313 —

                         Dedicated to A. Sodomora

 In despair, I picked words in handfuls
 And scattered them as if for mere fun –
 Onto my black desk.
 Thus, I was learning to construct patterns,
 Weighing each word…
 When an avalanche

of cold clouds slapped me down,
 You came, for a short while as it was,
 To share in my feelings.
 Cold autumns washed  off

     the memory of it, however…
 Now I’m treading on the path
 That might bring me

       to the undiscovered country…
 I go ahead, looking around anxiously…
 I see nobody to bid a farewell…
 And I call You to say the final word…



— 314 —

 Âèì³ðþþ æèòòÿ ã³ðêèìè äíÿìè,
 Áîþñÿ âèìîâèòè ùèðî:
 “Î Ãîñïîäè, ïðîñòè!”
 ß âèðîñëà íà íèâ³ ñòðàõó,
 Êðîêóþ, çìó÷åíà, ïî â³÷í³é ãðàí³
 Ì³æ íåáîì ³ çåìëåþ.



— 315 —

 My life is measured in bitter days
 I daren’t utter in all sincerity,
 “Forgive me, oh Lord!”
 Having been fostered in a fear-field,
 I walk, with weary steps, on the eternal verge
 Of the heavens and the earth.



— 316 —

 Óæå êàëèíà ÷åðâîí³º
 ² âåðáè çàêîëèñóþòü ð³êó…
 Ó ñèâ³ êîñè çàïë³òàþ ñìóòîê
 ² â³ðþ â ÷óäî íà ìî¿é çåìë³…



— 317 —

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

in my country working wonders.



— 318 —

 Íàä³ëà êàïåëþõ íîâèé –
 Çäàëîñü íà ìèòü,
 Ùî çàõîâàëàñÿ â³ä áîëþ.



— 319 —

 Putting on a new hat
 I pretended for a while
 It was a good refuge from my pangs.



— 320 —

 

 Ì³é ñòðàõ âåñíà ðîçâ³º,
 Ç³ãð³º äóøó ë³òî
 ² îñ³íü  ïîçîëîòèòü ñàä.



— 321 —

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



— 322 —

 Ó êîæíîãî ñâîÿ ìåæà,
 Ç ÿêî¿ âèäíî áåçë³÷ äí³â,
 Ïðîæèòèõ ìàðíî…



— 323 —

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



— 324 —

 Ç íàä³ºþ âñòàþ,
 Ùî ñâ³òëèì áóäå äåíü –
 Óâå÷åð³ íà ñîá³ áà÷ó
 ×óæèé ³ âëàñíèé áðóä.



— 325 —

 I get up with a hope
 To enjoy a sunny day –
 At sunset I see myself,
 As well as others, stained with filth.



— 326 —

 Íåâæå õîëîäíèé â³òåð îñåí³
 ² ëèñòîïàä íà ãîëóáîìó òë³
 Òåáå âæå íå òðèâîæàòü?



— 327 —

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



— 328 —

 Áåçäóìíèé äåíü,
 Ïîí³âå÷åíèé ìíîþ,
 Ïîäàðóâàâ ìåí³
 Ñïîê³éíèé òåïëèé âå÷³ð.



— 329 —

 A reckless day,
 Frustrated by myself,
 Granted me
 A warm and comfortable evening.



— 330 —

 Óæå òèñÿ÷îë³òòÿ
 Òè ñì³ºøñÿ ç íàñ,
 Ä³òåé Çåìë³,
 Âåíåðî…



— 331 —

 For as long as a millennium
 You have been mocking at us,
 The children of the Earth,
 Oh, Venus...



— 332 —

 Ïåðåìîãëà òóæáó ÷åêàííÿ,
 Ïåðåìîãëà òÿæê³ äóìêè…
 Î äîëå, äîëå,
 ×è òè ìåíå êàðàºø,
 À ìîæå, áåðåæåø…



— 333 —

 I’ve overcome the anguish pending,
 And vanquished my grave reflections…
 Oh, my providence, my fate,
 I wonder whether you punish me
 Or, maybe, try to spare…



— 334 —

 Âñì³õíèñÿ íåáó.
 Çáóäèâøè âëàñí³ ñèëè,
 Ïðîéäè ñâîþ äîðîãó.
 Íå íàð³êàé ³ íå ðèäàé,
 Çáóäóé ó âëàñí³ì ñåðö³ ñïîê³é.
 Éäè äî ìåòè ñâîº¿.
 Íà îáð³¿ ñâ³ò³â äàëåêèõ
 Äàâíî âæå ñïîãëÿäàº íàñ
 Âåëè÷íà ñâ³òëà ïîñòàòü,
 ßêà ïðîéøëà
 Ñòðàæäåííèé øëÿõ çåìíèé
 ² íàì ïîäàðóâàëà â³ðó.



— 335 —

 Give the sky a cheerful smile,
 And urging upon your own fortitude
 Find and make your own way.
 Never complain and lament,
 Set up unruffled calm within your heart.
 Stride on towards your aim.
 At the sky-line of the remote worlds
 There’s someone keeping a vigil eye on us,
 The grand and bright personage
 That traversed
 His terrestrial path of martyr,
 Who devised a faith and endowed us with it.



— 336 —

 Ó ë³òíþ í³÷
 Ïåðåä³ ìíîþ ñàä, ìîâ ðàé:
 Ëåãåíüêèé â³òåð çàêîëèñóº äåðåâà,
 Ïî òåìí³é çåëåí³ ðîçêèäàí³ êâ³òêè ïàõó÷³,
 Ëåëåêà ³ç ãí³çäà,
 Ùî âèñî÷èòü íà çð³çàí³é ÷åðåøí³,
 Íà íåáî, âñ³ÿíå ñâ³òàìè, ñïîãëÿäàº.
 Ì³ñÿöü ïðîì³ííÿ ñèïëå
 Íà õàòêó ëåëå÷åíÿò.
 Î Áîæå, ÿ áà÷ó öå
 Â ñâîþ áåçñîííó í³÷
 ² â³ðþ, ùî Òè º!



— 337 —

 A mid-summer night
 Shows a garden as if in Paradise:
 A gentle breeze is lulling the trees,
 The dark verdure

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

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



— 338 —

 Âæå îñ³íü îáñèïàº ëèñòîì
 Íàø³ ãîëîâè…
 Òèõ³øå, äðóæå ì³é,
 Íå âèòðà÷àéìî ñèë íàìàðíî,
 Çáîë³ëèìè íîãàìè
 Ìè ìóñèìî ïðîéòè äîðîãó –
 Íàì ñóäæåíó.



— 339 —

 Autumn’s come to shed its leaves
 Onto the heads of ours…
 Slow you down, my dear friend,
 Now we can’t afford the unavailing efforts,
 And despite the ailing feet
 We must traverse the path
 We have been destined for.



— 340 —

 Íà ñîíÿ÷íîìó òë³ âèáëèñêóþòü ñí³æèíêè,
 ² äóøó, é ðóêè õîëîäèòü ìîðîç.
 ²äó ïî ÿáëóíåâèé öâ³ò…
 ×è ä³éäó, ÷è çíàéäó, ÷è, ìîæå, çãèíó
 Ó áë³äî-ãîëóáîìó áîæåâ³ëë³?..



— 341 —

 Snow-flakes sparkle on the sunlit groundwork
 The frost cools down my soul, likewise the hands.
 And I’m walking to seek the apple blossom…
 Can I reach it , or find it, or perish
 In the pale blue raving festivities?..



— 342 —

 Íå ç âîë³ âëàñíî¿ ÿ â ñâ³ò ïðèéøëà,
 À ç âîë³ âëàñíî¿ ãð³øó ³ ïðîêëèíàþ
 ² äåíü, ³ ñàä, ùî ï³ä íàìåòîì íåáà.
 Íå âì³þ çáóäóâàòü ñîá³ õàòèíè,
 Ùîá â³ä äîùó ñõîâàòèñü.
 ßê íàéîãèäí³øèé ñêóïèé
 Òðåì÷ó íàä âòðàòàìè ó âëàñíîìó æèòò³,
 Ùî ó âñåëåíñüêîìó ñàäó
 Íàëåæèòü íå ëèøå ìåí³…



— 343 —

 It wasn’t by my own will that
        I came into this world,

 But it’s within my will
to violate the truth, and curse

 The day and garden under the tent of skies.
 I do not know how to build up my own home
 To take shelter on a rainy day.
 Like a most miserable niggard
 I shudder at the losses in my own life,
 While in the oecumenical garden
 It does not belong to me alone…



— 344 —

 Äëÿ íàòîìëåíîãî êîíÿ
      íàäòî êðóòà öÿ äîðîãà,

 Äëÿ íàòîìëåíîãî êîíÿ
         çàíàäòî òÿæêèé öåé âàíòàæ,

 Äëÿ íàòîìëåíîãî êîíÿ
                                     íàäì³ðó ñóò³íêè ãóñò³.
 Òà âåðøíèê ïðàãíå äîñÿãòè ìåòè…



— 345 —

 

 For a fatigued horse
      the road is too steep,

 For a fatigued horse
    the burden is too heavy,

 For a fatigued horse
the dusk grows far more excessive,

 But nevertheless
  the rider strives to reach his destination…



— 346 —

 Íàïðîâåñí³ ïî÷óëà ÿ ñëîâà:
 “Ñåáå çàáóäü, ï³êëóéñÿ äåðåâîì,
 Ùî ó ñàäó òâîºìó,
 Ñåáå çàáóäü, ïðî äðóãà äóìàé,
 Ùî éäå ç òîáîþ ïîðÿä,
 ² âñå çäîáóäåø”.
 Ë³òà ìèíàþòü...
 Ìî¿ ñòåæêè ïåðåîðàëà ã³ðêîòà,
 ² äèâí³ ö³ ñëîâà ÿ ïî÷èíàþ ðîçóì³òè
 Ëèøå â ñâ³é ñèâèé ³í³ºâèé ÷àñ…



— 347 —

 Early in spring I heard the words:
 “Forget yourself, take care of the trees
 Growing in your garden.
 Forget yourself, think of your friend
 That goes step in step with you,
 And you will gain a lot”.
 Years pass far too quickly.
 My tracks have been ploughed

with bitter sorrows,
 And I come to seeing

  the meaning of the words
 Only now, in the grey-rime span of my life…



— 348 —

 Êðèê ïòàõà íà ãîð³ âèñîê³é
 Íåáî ðîçäèðàº.
 Ëÿãàþòü ñóò³íêè íà çåìëþ ³ õîâàþòü
 Ñàìîòíüîãî ìàíäð³âíèêà…



— 349 —

 A bird’s shriek over a high hill
 Rends the sky apart.
 Dusk falls onto the ground and hides
 The lonely wayfarer…



— 350 —

 Êðè÷èòü ñîâà,
 ² âîäîñïàä ãóäå,
 Äî íåáà ï³ä³éìàþ ðóêè.
 Âåëèêèé ñòðàõ, ïðîáóäæåííÿ
 ² çîð³ â íåá³,
 Íåìîâ ç³ðíèö³ ïðàâäè!
 Òàê í³÷ –
 Ì³é äåíü çóñòð³ëà…



— 351 —

 An owl is hooting
 And a waterfall is droning,
 I raise my hands to the sky.
 Filled with awe,
 I wake up to see celestial stars
 Sending down the light of truth!
 And thus the night ushered me to my day…



— 352 —

 ×è íà ï³ñêó, ÷è íà òâåðä³é îñíîâ³
 Òîá³ ÿ ïîáàæàþ çáóäóâàòè çàìîê.
 ×è ó ïóñòåë³, ÷è á³ëÿ ð³êè
 Òîá³ ÿ ïîáàæàþ âèïëåêàòè ñàä.
 Ó ñóò³íêàõ, à ÷è ó ñâ³òëó äíèíó
 Òîá³ ÿ ïîáàæàþ çàñâ³òèòè ñâ³÷êó
 ² â³äíàéòè ñåáå…



— 353 —

 Either on sand, or a solid ground,
 I wish you could build a palace.
 Either in a desert, or at the riverside ,
 I wish you cherished up an orchard.
 In the twilight, or in broad daylight,
 I wish you lit the candle
 And found your own self…



— 354 —

 Î Ãîñïîäè, áëàãàþ!
 Îáåð³ãàé ìî¿õ ñåðäå÷íèõ äðóç³â,
 Ñìèðåííÿ é ñïîê³é
 Íåäðóãàì ìî¿ì ïîøëè
 ² ïîâñÿê÷àñ, áëàãàþ,
 Ç³ ìíîþ áóäü!



— 355 —

 Oh Divine Master, I plead
 For my bosom friends to be protected,
 For my foes to be granted
 Humility and peace,
 I daily pray, oh Lord,
 Abide with me!



— 356 —

...Â êîðîòêî÷àñíîñò³
Áîæåñòâåííà êðàñà...

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



— 357 —

ÒÂÎß ÄÎÐÎÃÀ ÏÎÐßÄ

YOUR PATH RUNS

ALONGSIDE MINE



— 358 —

 ²øëà ñòåæèíîþ
 ²… ñòð³ëà Òâî¿ î÷³.
 Íå ïëàêàëè ³ íå ñì³ÿëèñü ãîðè…
 Çãàäàëà äí³ ìèíóë³…
 Çðîçóì³ëà –
 Ëþáîâ áóâàº á³ëüøîþ
 Àí³æ ñàìå æèòòÿ…



— 359 —

 Walking along a path
 I saw… Your eyes.
 The mounts neither cried nor laughed…
 And I recalled the bygone days…
 Now I’ve got it –
 Love can be bigger
 Than life itself…



— 360 —

Â öåé ë³òí³é äåíü
Öâ³ò³íü ìàíèëà ïàõîùàìè
² êëèêàëà ó ìàíäðè…
Íà ïàãîðá âèéøëà, äå ñòàâîê, –
Ïî÷óëà òèõó ï³ñíþ…

² çàáðèí³ëà ï³ñíÿ áàðâàìè
Ò³º¿ íåçãëèáèìî¿ äóø³ –
Äóø³ íàðîäó.
Ìîº ñïîê³éíå ñåðöå
Çàïëàêàëî â³ä ðàäîñò³.



— 361 —

On that summer day,
Florescence was full of enticing fragrance
Inviting to wander…
I climbed a hill, near a pond, –
There I heard a gently flowing song…

The song grew purled with all colours
Of an unfathomed soul, –
The soul of my folks…
My easy-tempered heart
Shed tears of joy…



— 362 —

 Â ïîã³äíó äíèíó
 ×è â íàäâå÷³ð’ÿ òèõå,
 ßê ñïîãëÿäàòèìåø çãàñàííÿ äíÿ
 Àáî ³òèìåø ñòåæêîþ ó ë³ñ³,
 Â äóø³ ïðîáóäèòüñÿ
 Ìàëåíüêà ³ñêðà –
 ² Òè â³ä÷óºø
 ªäí³ñòü ç â³÷í³ñòþ…
 Çàòèõíå ñìóòîê…



— 363 —

 On a sunny day
 Or at a calm sunset,
 While contemplating

the glow of the dying day
 Or walking along a path in the woods,
 All this will stir in your heart
 A tiny spark
 And You will feel
 At one with the universe…
 Your grief and sorrow will fade away…



— 364 —

 Ó ïîãëÿä³,
 Ó òèõî ìîâëåíîìó ñëîâ³ –
 Òâîÿ êðàñà.
 Ïîâ³ð, ùî çìîæåø
 Ñïîê³éíî ³ áàãàòîáàðâíî
 Ïðîéòè ñâ³é øëÿõ...
 Íå âèêëèêàþ÷è â í³êîãî
 Ñï³â÷óòòÿ…



— 365 —

 Your eloguently kind eyes
 Your low-uttered word –
 These are your charms.
 Believe that you will manage
 To cover your path,
 Easy and colourful...
 Meeting no one’s sympathy…



— 366 —

 Áàãàòî çà ïëå÷èìà âæå äîð³ã…
 Òà ìè ï³äåì
 Ñòåæêàìè âðàí³øíüîãî ë³ñó…
 Íàïåðåê³ð íåãîä³…



— 367 —

 Many a road have been left behind…
 We’ll still take a path
 Running through the morning forest…
 Despite a nasty weather…



— 368 —

 Çíèêàº ãðàíü
 Ì³æ ïîòîéá³÷÷ÿì
 ² ðåàëüí³ñòþ,
 ßêùî íàñïðàâä³
 Ñëóæèø Äóõîâ³ Òâîðöÿ,
 Ïîâ³ð –
 Êðàñà Íåáåñ
 Äóø³ òîðêíåòüñÿ...
 ² áàéäóæå,
 Ùî áîñèìè íîãàìè
 Ñòóïàºø ïî ñòåðí³…



— 369 —

 There’s a thinning border
 Between the other world
 And the real one,
 If you serve truly indeed
 The Spirit of the Creator,
 Then, the beauty of the Skies
 Is sure to touch your soul...
 And it would hardly matter
 That you set your feet
 On prickly stubble…



— 370 —

 Ïîñëóõàé òèøó íî÷³,
 Ïðèãàäàé îñ³íí³é ë³ñ…
 Ïîñëóõàé òèøó íî÷³ –
 Ïàì’ÿòàé,
 Ùî õòîñü òèõåíüêî ìîëèòüñÿ
 Çà òåáå…



— 371 —

 Listen to the night’s silence,
 Recall the autumn woods…
 Heed the silence of the night,
 And remember –
 There’s someone praying quietly
 For you…



— 372 —

 Òèøà…
 Òàêà ÷óòëèâà
 Äî ôàëüøèâèõ çâóê³â…
 Òèøà…
 Áëàãîñëîâëÿº
 ×àð³âíó ìåëîä³þ.
 Òèøà íàâ÷àº,
 Ùî ñàìîòà
 Íå º íàéã³ðøèì ïîäàðóíêîì äîë³…
 Äàëåêî ó ñâ³òàõ
 Çîðÿ òâîÿ áëóêàº…



— 373 —

 Silence…
 Is so susceptible
 Of faulty sounds…
 Serenity…
 Gives its blessing
 To a charming melody.
 Peace and harmony
 Make us learn that solitude
 Isn’t the worst turn in your fate…
 Somewhere far in the universe
 There’s your star, wandering…



— 374 —

 Äóøà ìîÿ ïðîõîäèòü ÷åðåç õàù³
 Ñóì’ÿòòÿ, íåäîâ³ðè, ìàðíîòè…
 Íå ïàäàþ, áî ïàì’ÿòàþ
 Éîãî ñëîâà…
 Íå ïàäàþ, áî â³ðþ,
 Ùî òàì, íå òàê äàëåêî,
 Ì³ñöèíà º îñâ³òëåíà,
 Äå ÷óòè õîð “Áîæåñòâåííèõ ï³ñåíü”
 ² ìîæíà, õî÷ â óÿâ³,
 Ñòóïàòè íà ñòåæèíó
 Ãðèãîð³ÿ Ñêîâîðîäè13…



— 375 —

 My soul’s making its way through the jungle
 Of commotion, distrust, and fuss…
 I don’t lose heart, for I remember
 His words…
 I don’t feel despondent, for I believe
 That somewhere, not very far away,
 There’s an illuminated place
 Where one can hear a chorus

                  of “Divine Songs”
 And could fancy
 The one might set foot onto the path
 Of Gregory Skovoroda13…



— 376 —

Êð³çü îêóëÿðè
×èòàþ Âàøå ñëîâî...
Ñåðöå ùåìèòü â³ä äóìêè,
Ùî ìàéæå íà æèòòÿ
Cï³çíèëàñÿ
Íà Âàø óðîê, Ó÷èòåëþ...
Àëå, àëå...
×è ìîæíà íàð³êàòè
Íà äí³ îñÿÿí³ ³ òåïë³
Â îñ³ííþ ïîðó...



— 377 —

Now bespectacled,
I am reading Your word...
My heart aches at the thought
That, for a span of life,
I’ve been late
For Your class, my Teacher...
Alas! But we can’t help it...
We can never lament, though,
The bright and warm
Autumn days...



— 378 —

 Ñâî¿ì æèòòÿì
 Â³í âèòâîðèâ ³ äàðóâàâ
 Íàì ï³ñíþ äèâîâèæíó…
 ²ç ïëèíîì ÷àñó
 ¯¿ â³äëóííÿ
 Ìåí³ äàðóº
 Ñëüîçè…



— 379 —

 With your life,
 You’ve made and given us
 An amazing song…
 In the course of time
 It comes to echo within me
 Evoking tears…



— 380 —

 Íå á³éñÿ òèø³ ó ñàìîòèí³,
 Ùî ïðîáóäèëà ñïîãàäè
 Ïðî òâ³é â÷îðàøí³é äåíü…
 Çíàéäè íà ïðîéäåí³é äîðîç³
 Ðîçðàäó…
 ² ïîðàäó
 Íà äåíü ïðèéäåøí³é…



— 381 —

 Don’t dread the quiet in your confinement
 That has refreshed your memory
 Of the days gone by…
 Try and find on the path traversed
 Some consolation...
 And admonitions
 For the day to come…



— 382 —

 Íå çàãóáèòè á â³ðó
 Ó ùèðå ñëîâî
 ² íå ïðîñïàòè á
 Ñâ³é îñòàíí³é äåíü…



— 383 —

 I hope I don’t lose my faith
 In a candid word,
 And do not miss
 My last day…



— 384 —

 Âàøó ïîãîðäó çàõîâàº
 Ìðÿêà âå÷îðîâà…
 ß æ ïîñï³øàþ –
 Ó öàðñòâ³ ò³íåé
 Áåíêåò ñïðàâëÿþòü…
 Ö³êàâî…
 ×è çâàæàòüñÿ íàðåøò³
 Áîäëåð ³ Àâãóñòèí
 Ïîäàòè ñîá³ ðóêè?..



— 385 —

 Your arrogance can be concealed
 In the mists of dusk…
 And I must take haste –
 For in the realm of shadows
 The feast is in full swing…
 And I wonder
 If Baudelaire and St. Augustine
 Would bring themselves
 To shake hands?..



— 386 —

 Íå çíàþ,
 ×è äëÿ ñïîêóñè,
 ×è äëÿ ï³çíàííÿ,
 À ÷è íà ïðîáó âàðòîñò³ äóø³
 Ìåí³ äàðîâàíà çåìíà ñòåæèíà…



— 387 —

 I do not know
 Whether for leading into temptation,
 Or for my cognitive development,
 Or, maybe, for probing the value of my soul
 I have been offered the earthly path…



— 388 —

 Òâîðåöü íàì äàðóâàâ
 Ñâÿòó ìîæëèâ³ñòü
 Ï³äíåñòèñü ñåðöåì äî Íåáåñ…
 ² ã³äíî éòè,
 À ìè æ, óáîã³,
 Ùîäåíü ðóéíóºìî
 Ñâ³é ðàé çåìíèé…



— 389 —

 The Creator gave us
 A sacred chance
 To raise our hearts as high as Heaven
 And proceed along for a good cause…
 While we, poor things,
 Are busy destroying daily
 The earthly paradise of ours…



— 390 —

 Íàâ³ùî âèéøëà íà äîðîãó,
 ßêùî íå â çìîç³ éòè? –
 Ñåáå ïèòàþ…



— 391 —

 Why have I come out onto the road
 If I can hardly walk? –
 That is my question…



— 392 —

 Çàáóëà ìîðå…÷è ïîêèíóëà…
 Ùîäíÿ
 Äî ð³÷êè ïðèë³òàº ÷àéêà –
 Òóæëèâî êâèëèòü…



— 393 —

 It might have forgotten the sea…
 Or has it left it..?
 The sea-gull comes daily flying

              to the riverside
 And cries plaintively…



— 394 —

 Çàï³çíî äóìàòè,
 ×îìó â ñàìîòèí³
 ß îïèíèëàñÿ íà ïîë³,
 Äå êîâèëà áóÿº…
 Çàï³çíî ïîâåðòàòèñÿ…
 Áóäó îðàòè, ñ³ÿòè ³ æàòè
 ² ä³éäó äî ìåæ³ ñâîº¿…



— 395 —

 It’s too late to think
 Why I’ve found my lonely self
 In a field
 Of the raving feather-grass…
 Now it’s too late to go back…
 I’ll have to plough it, sow and mow,
 Until I reach my boundary marks…



— 396 —

 ß õî÷ó â³ðèòè,
 Ùî äí³ ìî¿ òàê³,
 ßê ìàþòü áóòè.
 ß õî÷ó â³ðèòè,
 Òà â³ä÷óâàþ á³ëü…
 ² çëàìàíå êðèëî…



— 397 —

 I’d like to be sure
 That my days are
 What they should be like.
 I wish they were,
 Though I feel pricks of pain…
 And cracks in the wing…



— 398 —

 ßêîñü òè ìîâèâ:
 “Ïîãëÿíü!
 Ìåòåëèê äèâîâèæíèé
 Íà íàøå ï³äâ³êîííÿ ñ³â”.
 ² íà ìàëåíüêèõ êðèëüöÿõ
 ß ïîáà÷èëà
 ×àð³âí³ñòü íåáà…
 Âî³ñòèíó,
 Â êîðîòêî÷àñíîñò³…
 Áîæåñòâåííà êðàñà
 ² â³÷íà ïðàâäà –
 Â êîðîòêî÷àñíîñò³…



— 399 —

One day you said:
“Look!
What a wonderful butterfly
Landed on our window-sill.”
And on its tiny wings
I saw
The wonder of the Sky…
Indeed,
The divine beauty
Can be found in short-living things,
And the verities of truth
Can live in them likewise...



— 400 —

 Õîò³ëîñÿ á òîá³ ñêàçàòè,
 Ùî íèí³ íàäâå÷³ð’ÿ
 Íåçâè÷àéíå:
 Âîãíåíí³ ÿçèêè –
 Íàä ÷îðíèì ë³ñîì.
 Ïîòðîõó òåì³íü ï³äêðàäàºòüñÿ
 ² ïîãëèíàº…
 Ìèòòºâèé îáðàç.



— 401 —

 I’d like to tell you
 That the sunset today
 Is quite unusual:
 Fiery tongues
 Overhang the black woods.
 The growing darkness creeps
 And devours
 The instantaneous scene…



— 402 —

 Íàì ÷àñòî òðåáà îáèðàòè
 Ì³æ òèì, ùî ìîæå áóòè,
 ² òèì, ÷îãî íå ñòàíåòüñÿ í³êîëè…



— 403 —

 We often ought to choose
 Between what might happen
 And what could never come…



— 404 —

 Ïîâîë³ âèò³ñíÿþ
 Ñåáå – ç³ ñâîãî æèòòÿ…
 À ùå á çîðàòè
 Öå ìàëåíüêå ïîëå…



— 405 —

 I’m slowly ousting
 Myself – from my own life…
 And I wish I could plough
 My tiny plot of land…



— 406 —

Íàä³þñÿ,
Ùî äîù âåñíÿíèé
Íå ðîçìèº
Ìîþ ñòåæèíó,
Ç òðóäîì â³äíàéäåíó...



— 407 —

 I cherish the hope
 That a spring shower
 Wouldn’t wash away my path
 Found with a lot of real effort…



— 408 —

 Ó âå÷³ð äðàò³âíèé
 Ïîì³ðêóâàòè âàðòî,
 Ùî ñîíöå çàâòðà âæå
 Äëÿ òåáå
 Ìîæå íå ç³éòè…



— 409 —

On an irritable evening
Just think…
That tomorrow
The sun
 Might never rise
 For you again…



— 410 —

 Òâîº ìîâ÷àííÿ
 Íå ïîñ³º
 Çíåâ³ðó ÷è áàéäóæ³ñòü
 Ó ìîºìó ñåðö³,
 Áî ï³ñíÿ ðàäîñò³ çâó÷èòü…
 Áî ï³ñíÿ ðàäîñò³ –
 Ç³ ìíîþ…



— 411 —

 Your reticence
 Will never sow the seeds
 Of disappointment or apathy
 In my heart
 Because a delightful melody does sound…
 Because the sweet song of bliss
 Has always been with me…



— 412 —

 Áóâàº…
 Ó ìî¿é õàòèí³
 Ïàëàõêîòèòü õèìåðíèé âîãíèê…
 Íà õâèëÿõ ìóçèêè ñâÿòî¿
 Ñì³ºòüñÿ ãîðå, ïëà÷å ðàä³ñòü –
 Ç³ ìíîþ ðîçìîâëÿº Ïàãàí³í³14…



— 413 —

 Things happen…
 A queer tiny light
 Comes to my humble dwelling…
 Bringing divine music
 In which grief laughs, and joy weeps –
 Paganini14

 Enters into conversation with my heart…



— 414 —

 Ïîëàãîäæó ìîñòè ìî¿
 Ç³ ñâ³òîì…
 Ùîáè ñïîê³éíî
 Ñõîâàòèñÿ ó çàò³íêó
 Câîº¿ ïàì’ÿò³…



— 415 —

 I’ll mend my bridges
 With the world…
 To feel easier
 While hidden in the shade
 Of my memory…



— 416 —

 ß çíîâó íà ïîðîç³
 Íîâîãî äíÿ…
 Ï³äó ñòåæèíîþ
 Ìî¿õ äóìîê íåõèòðèõ
 Ñåáå øóêàòè…



— 417 —

 Again I’m on the threshold
 Of a new day…
 I’ll set out onto the path
 Of my artless thoughts,
 Trying to find my own self…



— 418 —

 Íåìàº ïîãëÿäó òâîãî
 Ó öåé îñ³íí³é âå÷³ð –
 Ç³ãð³þ äóøó
 Äóìêîþ ïðî òåáå…



— 419 —

 I lack the glance of yours
 In my autumn evening –
 So I’ll warm up my soul
 With a thought of you…



— 420 —

 Òâ³é ïîãëÿä çà÷àðîâóº,
 Ëåãêà õîäà äàðóº ñïîê³é.
 Òà âñå æ ïîòðîõè â÷óñÿ
 Íå áà÷èòè Òâî¿õ î÷åé,
 Ñòóïàòè âëàñíîþ õîäîþ,
 Íå çàáóâàòè, ùî âñå – ïðàõ…
 Äóøà îäíà òîðóº íà çåìë³
 Ñâ³é øëÿõ äî â³÷íîñò³…



— 421 —

 Your glance is captivating,
 Your light step brings home peace of mind.
 I’m trying, though, to learn
 How to do without Your eyes,
 To take my own steps
 Remembering that all crumbles into dust…
 The soul treads alone
 Its earthly path to eternity…



— 422 —

 Òâîÿ õàòèíà òàê äàëåêî…
 Ñòåæèíó ñí³ãîì çàñèïàº –
 ß ïîâåðòàþñÿ äîäîìó.



— 423 —

 Your abode is too far away…
 The path is getting buried under the snow –
 So, I am returning home.



— 424 —

 Òàê íåäîðå÷íî – ðàíêè äîùîâ³
 Â îñòàíí³ ë³òí³ äí³!
 Íåìîâ ïòàõè… äí³ â³äë³òàþòü
 Ó ãëèáîêó îñ³íü…
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 The rainy mornings are so objectionable
 On the last days of summer!
 Like birds, days fly away
 Into the late autumn…



— 426 —

 ×è áà÷èø, äðóæå –
 Çàõèòàâñÿ ñâ³ò
 Â³ä ìàðíîòè…
 Òîæ ïîñï³ø³ìî
 Õî÷ òðîõè óêð³ïèòè
 Ð³äíèé ãðóíò
 ² ïîñàäèòè ñàä.
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 As you can see, my dear friend,
 The world’s become unsteady
 Because of fuss and vanity…
 So, let’s make haste
 To fix, at least a bit,
 The native ground,
 And plant an orchard.
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 Òåðï³ííÿ, ìóêè,
 Ùî ã³äí³ ñòîãîíó çåìë³
 ² ïëà÷ó Íåáà,
 Âïëåëèñÿ â äîë³ ïîëîòíî
 Ìîãî íàðîäó…
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 Endurance and torments,
 Equal to the groan of an earthquake
 And weeping of the Sky,
 Have been plaited into the canvas
 Of my people’s lot…
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 Íå â³ðþ,
 Ùî ìóäðå ñëîâî
 Çàãóáèòüñÿ
 Ó õàîñ³ âîðîæèõ ñêðåãîò³íü,
 Ùî ï³ñíþ íàøó,
 Âñåâèøí³ì ïîäàðîâàíó,
 Âåðáîþ çàêîëèñàíó,
 Ïîãëèíóòü äèê³ çâóêè,
 Ùî çáëÿêíóòü êîëüîðè
 Íà âèøèò³é ñîðî÷ö³
 ² âñîõíå êóù êàëèíè.
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 I don’t believe
 That the true Word
 Can be lost
 In the chaos of hostile twaddle,
 That our song,
 Endowed by the Almighty,
 And lulled by the willow,
 Can be devoured by wild sounds,
 That colours of the embroidered shirt
 Will fade,
 And the bush of guelder rose will wither.
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 Ìóäðåöü Ñêîâîðîäà
 Äîïîìàãàº íàì ïðîçð³òè,
 Ùî ó íàäì³ðíîìó áàãàòñòâ³
 Çíèêàº íàøà ñóòü –
 Ëþäèíà ìîæå ñòàòè ò³ííþ...
 Ùå çà æèòòÿ.
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 Skovoroda, the Man of Wisdom,
 Helps us to see clearly
 That excessive wealth
 May deprive man of his inherent self –
 Turning him into his shadow...
 Still in his life-time.
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Ñâ³òëî¿ ïàì’ÿò³ õóäîæíèö³
Çåíîâ³¿ Þñüê³â15

In respectful memory of the artist
Zenovia Yuskiv15
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 Ïðîâèíó âëàñíó â³ä÷óâàþ,
 Ùî íå çíàéøëà ó ñîá³ ñèëè
 Ñêàçàòè Âàì ïîòð³áíå ñëîâî.
 …Ó ïîçà÷àññ³ Âè –
 Çàëèøèëèñü ç³ ìíîþ
 Äîêîðè ñóìë³ííÿ.
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 I take the blame upon myself
 That I couldn’t muster all my courage
 To tell You the word You deserved.
 … Now You are beyond the time –
 Having left me
 At one with pricks of conscience.
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 Õóäîæíèöÿ
 Çóñòð³ëà â³÷í³ñòü…
 Çàëèøèëà
 Ñâ³é äèâîâèæíèé ñâ³ò
 Äîâåðøåíî¿ ë³í³¿,
 Â ÿêîìó êîæåí ç íàñ
 Ï³çíàº ñâ³òëî…
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 A talented artist, as she was,
 Now belongs to eternity…
 Having left behind
 Her wonderful world
 Of absolutely perfect line,
 In which everyone
 Can see light…
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ÏÐÈÌ²ÒÊÈ

NOTES

1. Â³êòîð Ïàëèíñüêèé (13. IX 1956) – óêðà¿íñüêèé ïîåò,
ïðîçà¿ê, åñå¿ñò, ë³òåðàòóðíèé êðèòèê.

Victor Palinsky (13 Sept. 1956), Ukrainian poet,
prose-writer, essayist, literary critic.

2. Àíäð³é Ñîäîìîðà (1.XII 1937) – óêðà¿íñüêèé ïåðåêëà-
äà÷ ç³ ñòàðîãðåöüêî¿ òà ëàòèíñüêî¿ ìîâ, ïðîçà¿ê, ïîåò.

Andriy Sodomora (1 Dec. 1937), Ukrainian translator
from old Greek and Latin, prose-writer, poet.

3. Áîãäàí ×åïóðêî (26.VII 1949) – óêðà¿íñüêèé ïîåò, ë³òåðà-
òóðíèé êðèòèê, åñå¿ñò, ãóìîðèñò, äèòÿ÷èé ïèñüìåííèê.

Bogdan Tchepurko (26 August 1949), Ukrainian poet,
literary critic, essayist, humorist, children’s writer.

4. Ãîðàö³é Ôëàêê Êâ³íò  (65–8 äî í.å.) – ðèìñüêèé ïîåò.
²äåòüñÿ ïðî òâîðè â ïåðåêëàä³ Àíäð³ÿ Ñîäîìîðè.

Horace (Quintius Horatius Flaccus, 65–8 B.C.), Roman
poet. Here we refer to some of his works translated into
Ukrainian by Andriy Sodomora.
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5. Äàíòå Àë³ã’ºð³ (V 1265–14. IX 1321) – ³òàë³éñüêèé ïîåò.
Íàéâèäàòí³øèé òâ³ð “Áîæåñòâåííà êîìåä³ÿ” ñêëàäà-
ºòüñÿ ç òðüîõ ÷àñòèí: “Ïåêëî”,  “×èñòèëèùå”, “Ðàé”.
Ïåðåêëàä ªâãåíà Äðîá’ÿçêà.

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

6. Ìàðê Àâðåë³é (26.IV 121–17.III 180) – ðèìñüêèé
³ìïåðàòîð, ô³ëîñîô-ñòî¿ê. ²äåòüñÿ ïðî òâ³ð “Íàîäèíö³
ç ñîáîþ” â  ïåðåêëàä³ Ðîñòèñëàâà Ïàðàíüêà.

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

7. Ñåíåêà Ëóö³é Àííåé (áë. 4 äî í. å. – 65 í.å.) – ðèìñüêèé
îðàòîð, ô³ëîñîô-ñòî¿ê. ²äåòüñÿ ïðî òâ³ð “Ìîðàëüí³
ëèñòè äî Ëóö³ëë³ÿ” â ïåðåêëàä³ Àíäð³ÿ Ñîäîìîðè.

Seneca, Lucius Annaeus (c. 4 B.C. – 65 A.D.), Roman
orator, philosopher, writer. Here we refer to his “Moral
Letters to Lucius” translated into Ukrainian by Andriy
Sodomora.



— 442 —

8. Îâ³ä³é Íàçîí Ïóáë³é (20.III 43 äî í.å. – áë. 18 í.å.) –
ðèìñüêèé ïîåò. ²äåòüñÿ ïðî ì³ôîëîã³÷íèé åïîñ
“Ìåòàìîðôîçè” â ïåðåêëàä³ Àíäð³ÿ Ñîäîìîðè.

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

9. Øàðëü Áîäëåð (9.IV 1821–31. VIII 1867) – ôðàíöóçü-
êèé ïîåò, êðèòèê.  ²äåòüñÿ ïðî çá³ðêó ïîåç³é “Êâ³òè
çëà” â ïåðåêëàä³  Äìèòðà Ïàâëè÷êà ³ Ìèõàéëà
Ìîñêàëåíêà.

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

10. Àâãóñòèí Àâðåë³é (354–430ðð.) – õðèñòèÿíñüêèé
áîãîñëîâ ³ öåðêîâíèé ä³ÿ÷, ðîäîíà÷àëüíèê
õðèñòèÿíñüêî¿ ô³ëîñîô³¿ òà ³ñòîð³¿. ²äåòüñÿ ïðî éîãî
“Ñïîâ³äü” ó ïåðåêëàä³ ç ëàòèíè Þð³ÿ Ìóøàêà.

St. Augustine Aurelius (Augustinus Sanctus, 354–430),
Christian theologian, Father of Christian  philosophy and
history.  We refer here to his “Confessions” translated
into Ukrainian by Yuri Mushak.
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11. Ðîññ³í³ Äæîàêê³íî Àíòîí³î (29.II 1792–13. XI 1868) –
³òàë³éñüêèé êîìïîçèòîð.

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

12. Òàðàñ Øåâ÷åíêî (9.III 1814–10.III 1861) – ãåí³àëüíèé
óêðà¿íñüêèé ïîåò, õóäîæíèê, ìèñëèòåëü.

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

13. Ãðèãîð³é Ñêîâîðîäà (3.XII 1722–9. XI 1794) –
ãåí³àëüíèé óêðà¿íñüêèé ô³ëîñîô, ïðîñâ³òèòåëü-
ãóìàí³ñò, ïîåò.

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

14. Í³êêîëî Ïàãàí³í³  (27. X 1782–27.V 1840) – ³òàë³éñüêèé
ñêðèïàëü-â³ðòóîç, êîìïîçèòîð.

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

15. Çåíîâ³ÿ Þñüê³â (18.V 1953–2. X 2007) – óêðà¿íñüêà
õóäîæíèöÿ, ãðàô³ê, ³ëþñòðàòîð êíèã.

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