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Accommodation of time
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Accommodation of time
Day of Autumn Remembrance

It flared and burned out,
autumn...

it departed,

shrugging and

with a creak

of fragile

ice

on thin windows.

It grew distant,
having sown dead,
yellowed leaves -
unreal

flaming fireflies
that beckon

not toward warmth
but into winter.

A white, snowy greyhound
has already streaked through,
warily listening, sniffing,
with his wet

chilled tongue touching

our hands

and faces.



Tetiana Dziuba
[leHp MOMMHAHHS OCeHi

Bona goropina,
OCIHB,

ITinuia,

3 PUIHYBIINCE 1
XPYCHYBIII
TOHKMMM BiKHaAMM
HEeMIITHOT'O

JIbOAY .

Bimnmastenina,
IOCISIBIIIVI MEPTBe
TIOXKYXJI€ JIVCTS —
HeCIIpaBXXHI
rapsdi CBITJIIUKMY,
1110 KJINYYTh

He J10 TeIljIa,

a B 3UIMY.

Boxe v1 OV CHIrOBUL XOPT
IIpOOir,

CTOPOXKKO [JOCITYy Xar0uMCh
Ta IPVHIOXYIOYVICE,
TOPKarO4ICh MOKPVIM
IIPOXOJIOAHVIM SI3VIKOM
HaIlX pyK

Ta 00JIIY.



Accommodation of time

Yellow maple

crosses

beneath limpid

pools of puddled and

petrified crystalline striations -
the day of commemorating
autumn,

the day of unfallen

memories...

While winter,

like an ugly duckling

that hasn’t yet dressed up

in its feathers,

attempts endlessly to clamber
into the emptied

lonesome heart

of nature.

While winter.

anticipating its futility
banishes from the coat hanger
the mid-season coat,

and, like an old akin*

in the garbled hoarse voice

of the winds

commences a long chanting
song.

* akin - Kazakh traditional singer



Tetiana Dziuba
JKoBTi Kj1eHOBI

XPeCcTVKI
i1, ITPO30POI0
CJTIO[IOIO KaJTFOXK —
JIeHb ITIOMVHAHHSI
OCEHI,

IeHb HeoOIeTuIvX
CIIOMUHIB. ..

A 31Ma,

MOB TMJIKe KaueHs,

ITIO IIle He BOpastocs

B ITip’4,

BCe HaMara€TbhCs BJII3TU
J10 CIIOPO>KHIJIOTO
CaMOTHBOT'O CePILIA

HIPUPOLMN.

A 3uma

IIPOTaHsI€ 3 BilllaJIKW,
BUUIKYIOUYM 3aBMepIle,
JleMice30HHe I1aJIbTO

i, HaYe cTapwuil aKuH,
3aXPUIUIVIM F'OJIOCOM BIiTpiB
3aBOIUTD JOBI'Y

IICHIO.



Accommodation of time
The Sea

(tryptych)

I

The sea, coiling and whirling sadness in waves,
plashed and heaved in a gigantic Medusa. It
twisted and twirled, injured against the shoreline,
buried by the strewn pebbles that like a roller
smoothed out the strange work of aquatic forces.
The sea - alive and salty, like blood, rocked the
sated mosquitoes - reddish buoys.

Along the shoreline, as though fish-scales
congealing in air, women glinted alluringly. Palm
leaves, like cheap hand-fans, exchanged whispers
with parchment rustles. And I sympathized with
the fish that was swimming back to Turkey.
Nostalgia - it’s a terrible thing.

II

The sea roared and resounded in diverse
chords, repeating the truth that people cannot
comprehend. Rain delineated the space - the
velvet season. Insistently attempting to win
admiration, the window displays of the shop
“Colonial goods”, and proud parasols hoisted
aloft in satisfaction.

Only the sea declined affectation, resisted
cunning. It was indifferent. The end of the wave
became a white-toothed smile in answer to the
smiles of the augurs.
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Tetiana Dziuba

Mope

(TpmrrTNx)

I

Mope xsrramm kotwio cym. [ TepexitrorryBastocst
riraHTchKOI0 Mey3o10. Kpusniiocs, s3panms-
mmck 00 Oeper, 3acumaHUT HTPUBE3EHOIO
rajlbkolo, 1[0, Have KaTOK, BUpiBHsUIa
AVBOBVDKHY poboTy BopsiHOI cTmxii. Mope -
XMBe 1 COJIOHe, sIK KPOB, IIOXUTYBaJIO CUTMX
KOMapiB - YepBOHYBaTi Oy VIKIA.

B3mosxx HabepexHOT 30/IMCKyBasIN JIIOPEKCOM,
HEeMOB 3acTuIjla y HOBiTpi pmba JIycKoOIo,
XiHku. JIvcrtga manpM, dK JelieBl  Bisia,
HEePeIiNTyBaIOCh HalepoBUM IIejiecToM. I s
criiBuyBasia puOi, 1110 Bigtwmmeia B Typeuunny.
Hocrasbris - XxaxyvBa pid.

II
Mope mrymisio Ha Ppi3Hi J1aay, IOBTOPIOKOYN
icTMHY, SIKy He MOXYTb 30arayTu joan. oy
PO3JIIHIIOBaB IIPOCTIp - BeJIbBETOBUIL CE30H.
Hap’s1371mB0 Hamarascs criogo0aTcs BiTpyHM
MarasuHy «KostoHiasbHi ToBap», IIHYJINCS Bifl
HVIXV ITapaCcOJIbKIL.

JIviie Mope He IO3yBaJIO 1 He JIYKaBWIO — FIOMY
OyJ10 11e mpocTo Hi 10 voro. KiHerrs xBuIi cTaBas
OU103y0OI0 IIOCMIIIKOIO Yy  BiONOBiAR Ha
IIOCMIIIIKM aBIr'ypiB.
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ITI

Aivazovsky* belonged to the chosen and
blessed - He held in trust the temper of the sea.

He swam away. His gaze, as though a plane
within an air hole, breaks through in the water’s
depths. From time to time, the sea hunches over,
but does not regenerate with a colossal surf, the
wave retreats from the shore. Seagulls, forever
mesmerized by the sea, recollect the time when
the wave was tranquil and wise, like a dolphin.

The expression color of a “sea wave” - is
offensive for in this color are all the shades.

* World-renowned painter of Armenian descent living and working in Crimea,
most famous for his seascapes, which constitute more than half of his paintings.
Ivan Aivazovsky is widely considered as one of the greatest seascape painters

of all times.
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ITI

AVIBa30BCBKMII ~HajleXkaB g0 oOpaHMX i
IIaCJIMBYIX — BiH OyB BTaEMHWYEHNM y HaCTpin
MOPpA.

Bimrums. [lomian, Have j1iTak y HOBITPSHI MU,
IIPOBAJIIOETECSL Yy 3amInbiieHHs: Boagu. Mope
pas-11o0-pa3 ropomThcs, ajie He PO3POIKY€ETbCS
BeJIMKMM OypyHOM, XBWIS We Binm Oepera.
Yariki, mpuMartideHi HaszaBXOu OO BOIV,
3raJlyloTh 4ac, KOJIM XBWId OyJia JIariHOIO 71
PO3YMHOIO, 4K AesIb(iH.

BuciiB Kosip «MOPCBKOI XBWIi» — IIUJIKOBUTE
ITacKY/ICTBO, y 1IbOMY KOJIbOPI — BCi dpapOn.
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Triptych

I
All wanderings - are not longer than mantras.
Within a mollusk in green ports
oscillates the northerly, while tomorrow -
a bird pierced by a ray of light.

Upon a cliff, a stony, dampened sacramental mantle,
with the screeching of breathless seagulls

An instant. The reckoning, like a thread - cut off.
Khazarian coins for tea

Shall scorch the road of the Kimmerii.
Words crawl into seashells -

And in the East, unyielding, glows
the lost khaganian dagger

In the constellation of lost souls.

II
I am, perhaps, from Anatolia, anatoliyivna.
By an amulet, via third skin, Tania,
shall I become one cast beyond the fringes
or the essence of the altar?

In a pagan tongue, with pre-faith trust,
(they are gathering firewood, and the sky is
chromatic with spectral pink streaks)

I fall to my knees - why from the south -
the returning beloved -

were torched?
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Tetiana Dziuba

Tpunrmx

I
Bci Mmannpu - He oOBIIIl 3a MaHTPW.
MoiockoM B 3ej1eHVx HopTax
l'ovinaeTncs miBHIY, a 3aBTpa -
ITincTpesieHuy IpoMeHeM IITax.

CkerrsicTe, 3B0JIOKeHE KPVDKMO,

I3 KprKOM 3a"a€HMX YaViOK.

Muwrts. Bimyiik, MOB HUTKY, BIIpiKMO. -
Xo3apcbKa yeKaHKa 3a YaeM

ObnammTe nussxoM Kimmepii.
CJ10Ba 3a110B3a0Th Y MYIIUTL —
I BmepTo Ha Cxozi xeBpie
Karancpknit 3aryOeHmin HixX
B cy3ip’1 3aryOseHmx gy

II
J1, mmboub, i3 AHaTotil - AHaATOJIIIBHA,
aMyJIeTOM, TPeThOIO IIKiporo, TaHero,
3aryMiHHOIO Yl IPeCTOJILHOO CTaHy?

ITo-g3uunmIbKOMYy, 13 O-BipoIo,
(xmMu3 30uparoTh, — a HeOo mnasiese)
IIpUITaar, YoMy X i3 ipiro
HaVIPiTHININX BepTaHH ClIaJIeHO?



Accommodation of time

III
Figures overgrown with evergreen.
Their bodies filled with living sap-flow.
Mummify the surrounding silence with a shot,
From twine, string coral beads...

And I myself I shall appear alone,
sorcering slave-girl-branka,

on the feast of your rite of kalyta

when with a wound red on the brow bone
A wilted brain shall wipe worlds away.

= 5.
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Tetiana Dziuba

III
Omer1or0 mpupoci rmocTarti.
Y Tilax coKopyx XVIBUIL.
3MyMirOV1 T/I0O MOBYaHHSI IIOCTPLJIOM,
I3 MOTY3KM KOpasIi 3BUIL.

A 3’gBiTI0CH 5 caMa, caMO-OpaHKOIo,
B cBgTO Bamoi kasmry,

Ik Ha 71001 YepBOHOIO PAHKOIO
MO030K BUKBIT/IVIVI CTPe CBITH. ..



Accommodation of time -

L

The time of poetry is passing

In autumn leaves the lines
convey the bitterness of maple.
The time of poetry is passing
Now comes the time for rain.
Dense heavy sullen skies

cloud thoughts,

no longer glisten the lights of dreams.
Upon the fiery auburn autumn,
hopes beam in burnished flares.
And words, cast in rhymes,
perhaps in closing,

fly off on wings of cranes
toward foreign dawnings.

The season of the rains erodes
the lines and stanzas and
washes them away.
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Tetiana Dziuba

L

ITopa noesii MuHaE.

Panku y cBiT OCIHHIM JIVICTSIM
HecyTb KJ1€HOBY TipKOTY.

ITopa noesii MuHae,

Ine opa momis.

JIyMOK BaXkKi I'pO30B1 XMapu
bibIll He MepeXuTh CBITIIO Mpii.
Ha oceni Borusx barpsiHmx
TF'opsare Hamil.

I cjioBoO, XKMHYTE Y pUIMY,
MabyTp, BocTaHHE

JleTnTh Ha KpwIax XypaBIViHUX
B uyxe cBiTaHH:.

ITopa pormiB psiAKY 3MUBAE. ..



Accommodation of time

® F *

The day withdrew with the train station’s clatter
and shadows lengthened, like the railway tracks
that lead to the blind alley of night.

They are crisscrossed by women

diminutive anna-kareninas

for whom surcease of troubles

is guaranteed only till morning.

® F *

JeHb BiICTYIIVIB BOK3aJIbHUM FapMUIEPOM —
I TiHI cTayIV HOBIrMMM, SIK KOJIii,

ITTo BenyTh y TyNIMK HOUYi.

Ix mepermHatoTh XiHKW,

3npiOHII aHHN KapeHiHY,

KoTtpumM BrbasiieHHs Bif, 11podiieM
I'apanToBaHe suIIe 10 paHKY.

o -
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® F *

And there will be silence the color of hope,

And there will be tranquility the color of happiness,
And the apple will fall, cleaving in two

Its halves will be eaten by the happy lovers,

And they’ll fail to notice a weeping Eve amidst the
branches

Who cursed her long-ago avitaminosis.

® F *

I Byne TuIa KosIbOpY HaJIil,

I Bynie criokint KosIbOpy IIacTs,

I Br1asie s1611yK0, pO3/I€TiBIINICH HA/IBOE,
Voro moJTOBMHKM 3 iISITh IIAC/IVBI 3aKOXaHi,
I He TOMITSTH 3a TUUISAM 3aIUIakKaHoI €Bu,
JIKa TIpoKJIsIa CBiVI JaBHIN aBiTaMiHO3.



Accommodation of time

Ok Ok

The director will hammer the coin
upon the stage

and once again

commences

the theater season.

When abruptly

something goes awry

in the script.

The production of the Almighty,

where always there ruled:

You in the audience hall

I upon the stage

and precisely to the opposite.

No more will we be divided by the footlit ramp
of life circumstances...

We will not begin to alarm the shadows
of the classics,

you

will not call me by the name

Ophelia,

But from notes and letters

will compose a simple name,

to hear within it

a hidden music.

=21
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® * *

Pexxwicep ripn0’e 1o crieHn
MOHETY

1 IIOYHeTbC s

BKOTpE

TeaTpaIbHNUI CE30H.

Ta Ha pas3

IIIOCH IIePeIUIy Ta€ThCS

y ClieHapii

BceBuiHboro nocraHoBHMKA,

J1e 3aBIlIe IIaHyBaJIo:

TV B 3aJ1i -

s Ha CIIeHi,

Ta 3 TOYHICTIO /10 HaBIaKIA.

Hac He po3niisaTiMe Oisiblile pamIia
KUTEVICBKVIX YMOBHOCTETA. ..

Mu He cTaHeMO TPUBOXUTHM TiHI
KJIACUIKIB,

™

He 3BaTVMelll MeHe

Odperriero,

A 3 HOT-J1iTEp

CKJIafIelll 3B1JarnHe iM'4,

11100 IOYy TN Y HBOMY
IIPUXOBaHy MY3UKY.



Accommodation of time

I will play for you my youth,

you will play for me your loyalty

Four times nature will touch up and tinge over
the decorations...

Afterward there will remain letters,
like tickets for an old,
cast-from-the-repertoire

show,

photos, as unused

posters,

ruddy snow, trodden-upon pain,

a ramp and a bit more time,

before we will be forever divided
by the curtain.

3 -
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Tetiana Dziuba
51 3irpato T0obi cBOTO IOHICTH,

TV 31rPa€ll MeHi CBOIO BIpHICTb,
Hpupoza YoTHpu pasu nepecpapbye
JleKoparlii. ..

Orriciig 3a/TMnIaThCs JIMCTU,
HEMOB KBUTKM Ha CTapw,
BUKVHYTWUW 3 periepTyapy
CIEeKTaKIIb,

doTO, IK HEBUKOPUCTaHI

adpiri,

NOPYAUINI CHIT, TIiITOIITaHM OiJIb,
pamIia Ta I1ie TPOX! 4acy,

JIOKV HaC Ha3aBXIV PO3OUINTD
3aBica.
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® * *

You will remain only a railroad station scene
at the precarious shelters of my life,

where a white gypsy in a black hall

cradles the fate of a wistful child.

You are just an image, wavering and flimsy
in the temple of farewells and yesterday’s tea
you are a sign of the return of a mad race
which I avoided (or am still avoiding?)

Somewhere faithfulness and faith entwined at the roots.
There is no exit from the circle of magical rings.

And this pattern - in spectral shadows,

As though a tattoo etched on the body of an Indian-gaucho.

Is milady’s flower, purified by pain,

upon the damp plank of illusory wellsprings
damming up the thirst of our love, the Golem*,
and light - the yearning of unseeing pupils.

* Golem - an artificial being, who, in contrast to a mythical being, is not
created from clay, but is the result of the human mind and work ( fantastical,
hyperbolic depiction of the search for such a creature by alchemists and
cabbalists). In the household of his “creator,” the Golem performs a variety
of difficult tasks - a reflection of the dream that in this manner, a person may
be liberated for the sake of creativity. Emerging from submission, he becomes
grotesque and unmanageable.



-6

Tetiana Dziuba

® * *

3aIVIIVIIICS JIVII Bi3epYHKOM BOK3aJIbHVIM
Ha ByTmx mipudasiax MOro XuTT#,

He Gijta ranka y 4opHOMYy 3aili
Bxosmcye mosii cyMHe ouTrHYa.

Tu - sy BisepyHOK XMIMepPHWMVI 1 TOHKU
Y xpami mpomraHH 1 BYOPaIIHbOIO Yaro.
Tv - 3HAK OBOPOTY IIaJIeHOI TOHK,
SIkm mpoMuHysIa (4 e TpOMIMHA0?).

Hechb BIpHICTD 1 Bipa CIUININCS KOPIHHSAM.
He BuiiTut i3 Kos1a MarigHmx oOpydoK.

A 11ev1 Bi3epyHOK — IIPYMapHOIO TiHHIO,
Mos po3srnvic Ha Tt IHOIIIg-Tay o,

Ym xBiTKa Mistesi, oumniiieHa oosemM,

Ha BorkimM nsaMpmHHI Mipa)kKHVX KPVHULIb
Bramosye crpary j1ro0oB Hartla - ['onem®,
A CBITJIO - )Kary HeBUIIOIINX 3IHNIIb.

*T'osieM - IITYy4YHa JIIO/IVHA, IKa, Ha BiIMiHy Bill MidiuHO1, He cTBOpeHa

3 IJIVIHW, a € ITOPOKEHHSIM JIIOJICBKOTO pO3yMy Ta IIpaili (paHTacTmdHe
rinepOortizoBaHe BimoOpaskeHHs MOIIYKiB Y IIbOMY HaIIpsiMi aJIxiMikiB i
kabasticTiB). Y momiBIii cBoro «aBropa» I'oieM BUKOHY€ BCUISIKY BaXXKy poboTy,
- BiOMTOK Mpii, IT10 JIFOIMHA Y TaKWUVI CITOCIO 3BUIBHUTECS IS TBOPUYOCT.
Buiimosim 3 okopu, cTa€e CTpaIIHuM i HeKepOBaHVIM.
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® F *

Time trickles through, leaking salt,
Like sand from the oldest clock,

It burns bakes and festers.

And then it recedes, dissolves, -
And becomes the ocean,

In which it is pleasing to swing
On the waves of memories.

Regrettably, only not for long,
For people live on dry land...
Where the ocean is - there is salt.

Yac mpocodyeTbes ciiuo,

SIK IiCOK 13 HaMIaBHINIOTO TOIMHHIMKA,
ITeue, Bumikae, ATPUTE.

A TIOTIM fasieHie, pO34MHAETBCS, —

I crae mopewm,

Y saxomMy moOpe romaaTics

Ha xBwisax criorasmiB.

IIIxoma TUIBKM — HEIOBTO,
bo romy MemkaroTh Ha CyXOI0JIi,
e Mope - CUIb...

= 7
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Accommodation of time

The wind minces leaves into tobacco,
chimneys are burning hand-rolled smokes.
Destiny’s rain appears, like a river loach,
The rain - white beads - above.

The geese and swans have carried away
Your brocade vestments to

The land of their tales.

Without a dowry, autumn, how could you?
Wet petals... lost without a trace,

And like a gypsy’s, shoulders shake,
And the year grants a final role.

Queen, in antiquated apparel.

Where pray tell, is your undressed king?

BPO
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Tetiana Dziuba

Ciue BiTep JIMICTS Ha TIOTIOH,
CaMOKpPYTKM ITaJISATh AVMAapi.
JToJ1i o111 3BMBAETHCS, SIK B IOH,
o1 - HamucTo Oijte - yropi.

I'ycu-nebeni TBOT ITapyesi MmaTu
ITonecnm B Kpai cBOIX Ka30K.

JIk Oe3 BiHa, oceHe, 3MorJIa Tu?
ITepsiB MOKpMX pO3ryOMBCH pa3oK.

I TpeMTaTh, HEMOB LIUTaHCBKI, I1Iedl,
I mapye pik ocTaHHIO POJIb.
Koporneso, y BOpaHHi cTapeui,

[e X TBiVI HEOOATHEeHMI KOPOJIb?



Accommodation of time = I

the earth is in a crust

of decaying faded frosts
in prescient anticipation
of new reincarnations
the prim trousseau

of immaculate virgins
unraveled at its seams
for dancing spring graces

stars decant chlorophyll in green quivers
tremulously green-braided, green-eyed

and fingers dipped in brilliant green tremors, vibrating
and the mouth’s drimba and traces of baroque

the instant - hesitant

as though a dance - greendragondance
the castle green with silence saturated
behind the lashes curtained with alarm
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Tetiana Dziuba

3eMJIS B IIIKOPMHIIL
HepeTIIUINX XOJIOiB
B IIepeIdyTTi

HOBUX peiHKapHaIin
KpOXMaJIbHMI I10Car
HeIOPOYHMX [IiB

IO IIBax PO3MOB3CA
TUTSL BECHSTHVIX TpaLiivt

31pKM 3JIMBaAIOTh XJIOPOdII 3eJIeHOTPEMHO
3eJIEHOKOCO 3eJIeHOOKO

1 ITaJIBIIl BMOYEHI B 3€JIeHKY TPeMO

i BycT mifiKiBKa i cJ1if1iB Oapoko

1 MUTB HelleBHa

MOB TaHOK 3€JIeHO3Mi€BUII
3eJIEHVI 3aMOK II€peMOBK
3a IepecTpalleHMI BiIMU
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® * *

The snow is patchy - the snowstorm’s obedient son.
The sled runners - half-smiles.

From a round planet we rode into the sky.

Of course, white angels - a bit like children.

And the sun like a ruddy puppy, flung itself behind us.
And lips from laughter melted in bloodstreams.

When this winter day quickly thaws -

Someone will only lose a mitten...

Did fate glow for us, did the star of the vertep
Throughout the overcoated weekdays

Become the steadfast order?

... don’t shun the stiffened amongst the steppes
Stone babas of unspent dreams.

The snow is patchy - the snowstorm’s obedient son.
The blades of the sled - half-smiles.

From a round planet we rode into the sky.

Of course, white angels - a bit like children.
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CHir J1araTui — CvH CJIyXHSIHWI BIXOJIN.
ITos103KM caHYaT — ITiBYCMIIIIKA.

Mu 3 ry1aHeTV KpyIyIoi B HeOo IxasIn.
3BicHO, OUTi aHTe IV - ATV TPIlIKN.

I Kupastock coHIle BOIA IYLIEHAM PYAVM,
I Bif cMiXy B KpOB pO3CiKasIvCh I'yOn.

JIK po3TaHe IBUOKO LIeVi 3IMOBUIL VM —
XTOCh y HBOMY JIMII PyKaBUUKY 3IyOUTb. ..

Yu 3opista mos1s HaM, UM 3Bi3[1a BepTeny

Kpisp mmnensHMX OyAHIB HEIIOXUTHU CTPin?
... He caxarvicp 3aK/IgKIIMIX cepe], CTery
Kam’stHnx 6a0iB - HeBinOysmmx Mpirnt.

CHIir J1araTui — CvH CJIyXHSHWI BIXOJIN.
ITos103KM caHYaT — ITiBYCMIIIIKA.

Mu 3 ry1aHeTV KpyIyIoi B HeOo IxasIn.
3BicHO, OUTi aHTe IV — AiTV TPIlIKN.
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Accommodation of time
For the artist Serhii Poliak,

Who did not live to his 19" birthday

The greyhounds have scattered, the dwarves have
grown weary,

And this yellowed snowy batiste lingers

Seeps in the palm, stubbornly and unmistakably,
scorching the fingers of abbesses,

Sculpted by the park, scattered in the city
On this easel, El Greco remains,

Where a carnival compresses by the content,
Of what will happen tomorrow. Not far

An arm and a glance, and the last, the third,
A path among the asphalt of deceptions,
They hid in his self-portraits,

With the eyes and pallor of the dead.

On the skin of masks and lacquered faces

= 2)i5.

Yellowing snow, on the unvanquished stained glass images,

And our cost - two apples, forsake
The pastel tones for history’s deserts.

Somewhere on the paintings he arrived at the day,
To wrinkles, to the conclusive fragment.

There it’s only starlit, and nonetheless, there’s stubble,
There - it’s simply moonlit in winters of Risorgimento.
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AxoMmopanis go Jacy
Xynoxuuky Cepriro [Tossky,

KWV He TOXXKMB OO0 BJIaCHOro 19-miTT4.

XopTu po30irInch, KapIvKy CTOMIUJIVICE,
A 11671 TIOKOBKJIMTI CHITOBUIL OaTUCT
Teue B 1OJIOHI, BIIEPTO V1 HEIIOMIIBHO,

I obrrikae mmasiprti adbaTwc,

Pi3p0s1eHMX TTapKOM i 3aKMHYTHX Yy MICTO
Ha 11em1 mons0epT, 3aymiiennii Eib I'peko,
Jle KapHaBaJI CIIPeCOBY€ETBCS 3MICTOM,
Toro, mo 30yneTscs HazaBTpa. Hemaneko

Pyxa 1 moryzsa, i ocTaHHIv, TpeTivi,
[ID1sax MiX acdaibTy MaHiBIIiB.

Bonu xoBasicd B 10ro aBTonopTrperax,
3 oumMa i 3acMaror Mepliis.

Ha mixipy Macox i JlakoBaHiCTb 0014
IToxxoBKJIMII CHIT, Ha BiTpaXki HECKOpPeHi,
A HaMm 11iHa - 1Ba 10s1yKa, 00T

Tonwm mmacTenbH1 U1 Iy CTeb iCTOpil.

Hech Ha KapTyHax BiH JOXWB 10 JIHS,

J10 3MOPIIOK, 1O 3aKJIIOYHOTO PparMeHTy.
Tam TUIBKM 30psHa, Ta, Bce OHO, CTEPHS,

TaM IIpoCcTo MiCAYHO B 3VIMU PUCOPIKMMEHTO.
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No men nescio

To be an apartmentrenter of abandoned caves, shells,
honeycombs, cells of this city. To leave imprints of your
body in soft armchairs, marks on the floor and clammy
clay, to generate images, each time accentuating your
own power to vanish. To sense your physical presence
in overcrowded commuter trains. To peruse the cave
paintings within mirrors, one’s own image in alien
canvases. To clone mornings-days-evenings-nights,
until there appears the ability to refrain from leaving
impressions on glass, traces in the snow, breath on the
mirror.

No men nescio

bytn KBapTUpOHarMaueM [IOJIUIIIEHNX Iievep,
MyIlIeslb, IIUIbHUKIB, KeJIil IIbOro MicTa. 3ajiuimary
BIZOUTKM Tijla y M sKMx ¢pOTessix, 3HaKM Ha ITiIjIo3i
Ta IJIBKOMY IJIel, IIPOOyKyBaTU CBITJIMHW, LIOpasy
HiOTBEPIDKYIOYM  BJIacHY — 3HMKOMICTB.  Bimuysatm
¢isvyHy HPUCYTHICTH y IIepPellOBHEHMX eJIeKTpuYKax.
PosmisimaTt HackesIbHI po3MINcH y I3epKaslax, ocoomcTe
300pakeHHs Ha 4yXux ItosoTHax. KiloHyBaTtut paHKu-
JHi-B€YOPM-HOYi, JOKM He 3 SBUTbCI BMIiHHS He
MOJIMIIATY BifOMTKM Ha CKJIi, CJILIV Ha CHIry, HOAMX Ha
JIIOCTEPKY.



Tetiana Dziuba

-
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® * *

The silver fur, a costly prey for Monomakh

Where, my friend, there is no faith - there is no fright.
The snows lay down, uneven, white - prophetic psalms.
Where, my friend, there is no light - unseen is the night.

The third roosters will peck at the dawn with fire and screeching.
Fear not the living, fear God and countless dreams.

With a drowned bell the autumn echoed in the desert unseeing;
“All pathways, bent and ailing - let me fold and once more spread,

All steps, pale and uncertain, like anemia,

I'll gather together with yesterday’s snow - and grow mute.”

It seemed autumn would never depart from my heart

While the calendar foretells something other: a meeting with Mykola.

® * F

CpibisacTe xyTpo, KoIToBHa 3710014 1711 MoHOMaxa.
Tawm, ne Hemae, MiVt gpyxe, BIpy - HEMAE CTpaxy.
CHiru sisiraym, HepiBHi, Oii, - TICaJIBMY TPOPOU.
Tawm, ne Hemae, Mivt IpyKe, CBIT/IA ~ He BUIHO HOYI.

A TpeTi miBHI CKJIIOIOTh 31PHMNII BOTHEM 1 KPVKOM.
XKuBnx se bintrecs, a Oivrrecs bora i Mpivt Oesmkmx.
BronyvM 13B0HOM 03BaJIach OCIHb B CJIIIIIV ITy CTeJIi:
«Ycl cTexXnHY, KpYBi 1 KBOJII, [1ait IepecTerIio,

Vi cmigouku, OImifi v HeIeBHi, SIK aHeMis,

30epy [OKyIM 3 BUOpAILIHIM CHIFOM, - 1 3aHIMiI0».
31aBajIoch, OCIHb He 3iiijie 3 CepIisd MOTrO HiKOJIY,
A Kaznenpap Bimye inme: crpigan Mukosmn. ..
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Salome

In whom will you confide, where will you go in a whirl, in dance?
Blue blood of linen on white garments scattered perchance

The question eternal: Whither thou goest?

The head of John - on a platter.

Dance, Salome, for blood - is not water,
From it the neurons inebriate.

Dance, Salome, for you are young

And have not yet known to intoxicate.

Timpani. Stepping is slippery and dubious...

It is crimson. For the snow and for unfounded sadness
For the feasts in school now on weekends

Resonant, like the “Clarinets” of Tychyna.

Only do not become of your brother the guardian shielding,”
I beg. The scales shook,

And the veils seductively quivered,

Like your, Salome, waist yielding

And barely bloodied fingers, a-wielding.

And the timpanis were drumming and he did not hear
Had he swelled into a barkeep for refugee drifters
And who shall I be when the rains meet me near:

A platter, a head or a dance shape-shifter?

And who will advise you and where will you go?
It's so good, even the enemy pities.

From country to country, from border to border
The unstoppable dance of Salome.
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Castomes

[3 KviM TV mOpaAWIICs, Ky Iy Hifleml y repli, y TaHIji?
briaknTHa KpoB JIbOHY y OUIMX OfeX.

OnBiuHe UTaHHSA: KaMO Ipsiyiel’?

I';taBa loanHa - Ha Tar.

Tanmont, Castomee, 60 KpoB - He BofIa,
Bin Hel HepOHV XMeJIIOTb.

Tanrront, Canomee, 00 T Mosioa

I mre He crri3HaIa IIOXMUDIAL. . .

Tvmmanm. I KOB3KO 11 HEIIeBHO CTYIIHI.
YepBoHO - Ha cHIr i Ha cyM 0e3 IpUUMHIL.
Ha cBarkm y mKostax Temep BuUxifHi,
Jlynxi, moB «Kimapretv» Trvavmm.

«Tu cTopoxeM OpaTOBi TUTBKYM He CTaHb», —
brararo. CxuTHyJIMCA IIAJIBKY,

Mos 1Bin, Casiomee, DOTiINBMIL CTaH

[ yreb 3aKpvBaBIIeH! HaJIBLIL.

Ta Ovm TMMITaHY - 1 BiH He TIO4YB
Yu 3pic KopuMapeM I CKUTaJIbLIIB?
A xviM MeHi OyT, SIK CTPiHYTb HOILIL:
Tapiumo, r1aBoro um TaHIEM?

[ 3 KviM Tvi IOpapuIIIcs, Ky mifem?
Tax gobpe, axx Bopor XaJlie.
Bin xparo 1o xparo, Biff MeX 1 10 Mex
Hecrmanmi tanok Costomit.
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chorales of autumn on the street of the November
Uprising

the twilight of Europe the flavor of coffee

the residence of the mouse monarch

(the ancestors of the Lviv mice registered

here back during the time of Poland and Austria)
who can in no fashion be hunted down by the
stone lions

our meeting is random a rainbow at the sky’s edge
my solitude with roses forged beneath fingernails
here clocks stop and weary atlantas and caryatids
unable to support antiquity

beside the severe, stern church of the bernardines
your smile on my palm

a breath of autumn in the august freshness

a few centuries - crumbs pecked by the pigeons
only why, like esotericists

from far off sense a witch,

do I intuit a nearby separation

Translated from Ukrainian by Luba Gawur
Aneaiiicokoro nepexaaia JToba [abyp
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xopasi oceHi Ha By vl JIucronagosoro Yuny
npucMepK €Bpomnm prcMak KaBu

pe3VIIe I MUIIIaYy0ro KOPOJIst

(Ipenxm JIbBIBCHKVIX MUIIIEVI IIPOICAIIVICS

TyT 1e 3a [Tosbini Ta ABcTpii)

SKOT'O HisIK He BIIOJIIOIOTh KaM'sHi JIeBU

Hallla 3yCTpid BUITaJIKOBa BeceJIKOIo Kparl Heba
MO CAaMOTHICTb KOBaHVIMM TPOSTHAAMI TTiJT
HITTAMM

TYT COVHAIOTHCA TOAVIHHVIKI

1 BTOMJIEHI aTJIaHTH V1 KaplaTuam

He B 3M031 BTpVIMaT! CTapOBUHY

Ot cyBOpOro KocTeiry bepHapAVHIIIB

TBO# YCMIIIIKa Ha MOIV JTOJIOHI

IIOJIVIX OCEHI y CBLXKOCTI CepITHeBi

KiJIbKa CTOJITh — KPVXTU 110 CKJIIOIOTH TOJIyOm
TUIBKV X YOMY $SIK €30TepUCTU

3/1aJIeKy BUyBalOTh BiIbMY

s BiluyBaro OJIM3bKe po3cTaBaHH:
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The day departed with the railroad station’s clamor,
and the shadows became as long as the tracks
which lead into night’s blind alley.

They are crossed by women,

diminished anna kareninas,

who are sheltered from problems

only till dawn.

JeHb BiICTyIIMB BOK3aJIbHVM IFapMUIEePOM —
I TiHI cTayIVI HOBIMMM, SIK KOJIii,

Ilo BeyTh y TyHIMK HOUI.

Ix HepeTUHATh XIHKM,

3npiOHiII aHHY KapeHiHY,

KoTtpumM BubasiieHHs Bifg 1ipodiiemM
l'apaHTOBaHe JMIlle 1O paHKY.

= Al
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There will be silence the color of hope,

there will be peace the color of happiness,

and the apple will fall, splitting in two;

its halves will be eaten by happy lovers,

who won't notice the crying Eve behind the branches
cursing her ancient scurvy.

I Gyme TuIIa KOJILOPY HaII,

I Byne criokint KosIbOpy IIacTs,

I Brrazie s1611yKO, pO3/I€TiBIINCH HAIBOE,
Voro TI0/ToBMHKM 3 TISTh MIAC/TMBI 3aKOXaHi,
I He TOMITATE 3a TUDISAM 3arIakKaHoI €8,
sIKa TIpoKJIsyIa CBiVi JaBHIVI aBiTaMiHO3.
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® * *

The salt of time seeps

like sand from an ancient clock,
it burns, aches, irritates

and then dissolves

becoming sea,

in which it’s pleasant to rock
on waves of remembrance.

Unfortunately not for long,
because people are land creatures,
and the sea is of salt.

Yac mpocouyeThes CUUTIo,

JIK IicoK 13 HavIaBHIMNIOTO TOIVMHHMKA,
Ileue, Bumikae, ATPUTE.

A TIOTIM [JaJIeHi€, pO3UMHIETbC, —

I crae mopeMm,

Y saxomy moOpe rompaaTmcs

Ha xBuiisx crioraiis.

IIIxoma TUTBKY — HEIOBTO,
bo srony MerkaroTh Ha CyXOf1071i,
e Mope - CUIb...
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® * *

I ring the numbers, which

I don’t know by heart, at the time
when nobody picks up the phone.
Only then I can hear the message

I always wanted to hear.

® * F

J3BOHIO 110 TetedpoHaX,

Howmepu siKmx 3Haro HariaM' siThb,

Y wac, Ko HiXTO He HijIHIMe TPyOKIL.
Tomi TUIbKM MOXKHA Y HUX IIOYYTU Te,
IIlo xouemI TOYyTM TakK AaBHO.
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Princesses always fell for fools,
says folk
wisdom.

KoportiBHm 3aB111e [1icTaBasivich Iy pHIM, —
IIepeKOHY€ HapOIHa
MYIPICTb.

Translated from Ukrainian by Bohdan Boychuk
AHIITIVICEKOI0 nlepexiiaB borman bormayk
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Serhii Dziuba

Cepriit [3106a

The sun smells of snow and apples
CoHlle maxHe CHirom i abaykamu

Selected Poems

Bubpani Bipmri

English translated from Ukrainian
Luba Gawur and Bohdan Boychuk

AHTAIMCBKOIO 3 YKPaiHCBKOI MOBH IIE€PEKAAAU
Aroba T'aByp Ta Bormau Botiuyk



Serhii Dziuba - Ukrainian poet, novelist, essayist, playwrighter, translator and parodist, critic.
Was born September 20, 1964 in Piryatin, Poltava Region (Ukraine). He graduated from the
Journalism faculty of Taras Shevchenko Kyiv State University. Currently lives and works in the
city of Chernihiv. He is President of the local organization of journalists, writers and researchers,
«Chernihiv Intellectual Center». Mr. Dziuba is also the chairman of Chernihiv branch of the
Ukrainian National Union of Journalists. He is an honoured professor at the Lutsk Institute of
Human Development of the University «Ukraine», and a member of the Ukrainian National Union
of Writers. His 45 books are devoted to his wife — novelist, journalist and literary critic Tetiana
Dziuba. (As the experts say, this is the only such event in the history of world literature). Serhii
Dziuba is the winner of many international and national awards. His works were translated into
50 languages and published in 23 countries. They were read, listened to and perused in books,
newspapers, magazines, radio broadcasts, television and the Internet by more than two million
people around the world.

YkpaiHcbkuii nucbMenHk Cepriit [13t06a — aBTOp 45 KHUI, NPUCBAYEHUX APYXWHI TeTsHi
(Ha aymKy dhaxisuyis, Lie — €[UHWIA Takuil BUNAZOK B CTOPIT CBITOBOI NiTEpaTypy). Woro TeOpK
nepeknagaeHi 50 moBamu i HagpykoBaHi B 23 kpaiHax. Ix npouuTanu, npocnyxanu i nepernsHynu
B KHVXXKAX, raseTax, XypHanax, no pagio, TenebayeHHto Ta B iHTEpHETI NOHaZ ABOX MINbIAOHIB
nogen 3 ycboro cBiTy. Jlaypeat 6araTbox MiXHApOZHMX i HauioHanbHUX npemii. MpesngeHT
MIO «YepHiriBCbKUIA iHTENEKTYANbHUIA LIEHTP», ronoBa YepHiriBcbkoi MiCbKoi opraHisaLlii
HauioHanbHoi crinkn xypHanicTi Ykpainu. MNovecHnin npodecop JTyLbkoro iHCTUTYTY po3BUTKY
nognHu - YeisepenteTy «YkpaiHay, uneH CrnoB'saHCbKOI NiTepaTypHO-MUCTeLbKoi Akagemii
(Bonrapis), MixHapogHoi nitepatypHoi Akagemii «MakenoHis MpeseHT» (Pecnybnika MakeaoHis)
Ta HauioHarnbHOT Cninku NCbMEHHMKIB YKpaiHm.



And this book is also dedicated to y charming wife, Tanya.

She knows for what.
Serhii Dziuba

ITpucBsuy1o i 1110 KHVDKKY MOIV YapiBHin Apy>kuHi TamHi.
Boma 3Hag, 3a 1110.

Cepeii I3t00a
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A little verse
about the miraculous palms

of the petite finch Tetianka

I will come to you from out of poetry,
between palms I will warm the soul
all else the snows shall finish writing
Now no one can disturb a word.

If only the gentle fingers would recognize -
so balsamic, so Ukrainian

Let it be, this tale with the sad finale -

even so, still she is as though a child.

Let the frosts be filled with envy

and the new year awaits beyond the fence
in a sweet earthly swoon

suddenly it is your heart I'll meet.
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MasneHbpKHM BipHIMK
PO YyAdO4iViHi JOIOHI
Criryponbkm TeTstHKM

I no TeOe mipuiiny Bif Bip1iB,

Y mosnomnzsx sirpiro ayimy,

A Bce IHIIIe CHII'MI JONUINYTb —
XTOCB CJIOBEUKO Tellep He 3pYIINTb.

Tinbky O nayIbuYMKM yIIizHaIM —
Tak Garp3aM0BO, YKpaiHHO. ..

Xart 114 KasKa 3 CyMHUM iHaIoM -
Bce oo BOoHA, MOB AMTMHA.

Xan pesny1ots Hiny Moposn,
I y>xe HoBuii pik 3a TriHOM, -
VY cosonkin 3eMHi1 3HEMO31
Parrrom ceprie TBoe 3ycTpiny.
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Kisses
(Triptych)

I

Kisses, like morning light
scamper across your
face,

not oriented

after the sun,

though with their gentle
elusiveness

they resemble

tiny sun

bunnies.

Unfathomably transparent,
they crave to

grasp,

all of you;

yet breathless

from tenderness,

they perform a warm
comedic dance

inside your healing

palms.

Not reaching the unattainable!

m5G _
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IouinyHkn

(mpunmux)

I TomisryHKM-CBiTaHKM
HOCHIIIAaIOTh 110 TBoeMy
o0mmyuro,

He OPIEHTYIOYNCh

3a COHIIeM,

X0 1 HaraayooThb

CBOCIO JIaT1THOIO
HEBJIOBVIMICTIO
MaJICHBKMX COHAYHMX
3aI4MKiB.

Heszbaruenso mpo3opi,
BOHU IIParHyTh
oxormmtit TeDe

BCIO;

Ta, 3aXJIMHAIOYVICh

BIJT HI>)KHOCTI,

BEeyThb TEIUTUI,
KyMeIHUV TaHOK

y TBOIX LIUTIOIIX
IOJIOHSIX, —

He ocarnyTu Heocspxae!
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A kiss - hope

carries the scent of time,

your braids
and ardent mouth.

It aches of seventh heaven

and the emeralds
of your thoughts.

Curbing the fervor
in a whisper,
falling to his knees

before the fortress of your

non-love (?)

And envies Galactica:

her celestial stars
slumber as elves

having discovered the eternity

of Supernovas...

NG -
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IT

IToriryHOK-HaIid
ITaxHe YyacoM,

TBOIMI KOCaMI

1 po3IIe"YeHVIMYL yCTaMI.

Bix 0otk cboMMM HeOOM
1 cmapargamu TBOIX
JIYMOK.

Tamyroun 11aj1eHCTBO,
HIOIIIeTIK M

OITyCKa€ThCs Ha KOJIIHA
nepen, poprenero TBoro

Hekoxanns (?)

I 3a3gpurrs lNasmaxTvri:
11 cBiTWIa

3aCMHAIOTh KapJIMKaM,

IMI3HABIIIM BIYHICTH

Cynepsipox...
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Kisses-poets -

the greatest utopians:
each believes himself
the chief and true one
for You.

But their rhymes
rhythms

and colorings
cannot mirror
your eyes.

And when at the edge
of your smile
God appears, -

Kisses-poets -

who believe in God,
passionately, create
Harmony in nirvana.

..So
is born

the mystery
of Life.

- 63 -
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ITI

I TorryHKM-I1I0€TN -
HaVOUIBIII yTOICTI:
KOJKeH BBaXkae cebe
TOJIOBHVM 1 CIIPpaBXXHIM —
wig TeDe.

Ajte X puMaMm,
puUTMaM

i dpapbam

He BIIIJI3e pKaJIUTU
TBOIX OuerL.

Ta ko Ha Kpaeuky
TBOE€T ITOCMITTIKIL
3’ gaBigeTnes bor, -

I TouityHKM-110€TH,
K1 BipATh B bora,

IaJIKO, 1O HeCTAMM
TBOPATH ['apMoOHiro.

. Tak
HapOIKy€EThCA
TAaEMHUITSI
Kurrs.
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® * *

Once I twice

entered into one and the same river,

in order to forever dissolve in her body.
And then, saturated with the Cosmos,
upon a fragile, ruby planet

I saw my childhood -

A dark-haired little boy,
who clasped my dreams
tightly to his breast.

“I've returned! Take me back!”
my mouth wanted to scream
but only stirred in dull muteness

and cursed in betrayal.

“You have a crumpled smile
and unbearably mature
eyes.

Our planets
are thinking about different orbits,
I don’t want to be with you!”

resounded my childhood,
seating itself at my back
and I lost the river,

which I had twice entered...

... Leaving behind simple
trampled-upon
visions.

Yet it is very rarely that
I am awakened by greetings

from the ruby planet...
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® * *

Opnnoro pasy asivi

s BBIVIIIIOB Y OJJHY V1 TY X PiUKy,

11100 Ha3aBXXAM PO3UYMHUTICH B i1 TiMi.
I Tomi, mponmsanmit Kocmocom,

Ha KpMXiTHiN pyOiHOBiN 1U1aHeTi
mobadmB CBOE AUTUHCTBO —

YopHABOro XJ10M4mKa,
AKWVI MIITHO IPUTWCKAB 10 IPyIen
MOT MPii.

«5I mosepnyscs! I1purmm mene!» -
XOTi/I KpydaTu Iyom,
Ta Jiviie 6e36apBHO IOBOPYXHYJIVCDH

1 ITO-3palHUIIBKOMY 3aKJISKIINL.

«Y Tebe moxmMaKkaHa IOCMIIIIKa
1 HecTepIHo JOpOCJIi
oui.

Harmi rotanern
IyMaloThb PO pi3Hi opbiTH,
4 He xouy OyTu 3 To6010!» —

I3BiHKO 03BaJIOCh AUTUHCTBO,
CUJIO 1O MeHe CHVHOIO,

15 BTpaTuB PiuKy,

y SIKY BBIVIIIOB /IBii...

... 3aIMIIVIUCH 3BUYAVTHI
ImigTorTaHi
CHOBUJIIHHSI.

Ta my>xe pigko
MeHe OyJIsTh IIPUBITH
3 pyOiHOBOI IJTaHeTH.
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The heavenly sky came to the pines.
Dreamily - to the lovers:
to bestow blessings.

People seized the sky
and scraped out its dreams.
And then - made a hammock.

And crucified it - between the pines.

Hebo nipurimuio 1o coceH.
3amMmpisiHe — 0O 3aKOXaHMX:
0J1aroCJIOBUTIA.

JTronm cxormim Hebo
1 BUYOBraIv 110ro Mpii.

A 110TiM - Tamax 3poOwUINL.

I posr’ s - MiXK coceH.

g7 -
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HoY -
Ballad of a flower

I craved murkiness,
desertion,

the desert.

And was a familiar animal
of despair and weariness.

I lay beneath three quilts

a shriveled, startled
Ccreature.

And it was not a paradox -
I was freezing.

And going mad, like a hundred
poets,

and could not manage

to extract even one thought
And called out to Jesus for help
And clenched in cupped hands
a feeble heart.

You became alarmed.

And awoke as a large
flaming Flower

in order to come to me
and unfold in petals.

I wanted warmth,

beauty,

dreams that come true.
And this was no paradox -
we drifted to sleep...
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banaga mpo KBiTKy

Jl mparnys mTeEMM,

Iy CTKY,

Iy CTeIl.

I 6yB 3HaIOMIMM 3BipoM

13 BiT9aro 1 BTOMIA.

I texxaB iy TpbOMa KOBIpaMm
CKOITIOOJIeHVIM, CIIOJIOXaHMM
CTBOPIHHSM.

I 11e He OyJ10 MapagoOKCOM —

s 3aMep3aB.

I DoxeBos1iB, MOB CTO
TIOeTIB,

1 He MIr CIIPOMOITHCH
BUYaBUTY Oofan IyMKYy.
I ximkaB Ha riomiu Icyca.
I ctickas y mpuropiti
KBOJIe ceplle.

Tu 311sKasace.

I mpokuHyJ1acs BeIMKoro
[Toym’siHor0 KBiTKOIO,

1100 IIPUITI JTI0 MeHe

1 PO3UMHUTIICH IIeJIIOCTKAM.
XOTIB TeIvia,

Kpacy,

CHIB, 1110 30y Ty TbCSI.

I 11e He OyJ10 MapagoOKCOM —
MW 3aCVHAJIN. ..
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Twin doubles

I saw us both - she was similar to you,

And supposedly myself, only in ten years.

As though someone had conjured, or is now conjuring,
So that our doubles are appearing here on earth.

Their paths were intersected by a black cat.

Yet how did it come to traverse a beach?

And that woman - she was bronzed and ripened so!
I saw: he loved - her, and not another.

He had, it seemed more grayness.

And pain - in the eyes, and age - in his gait.
Perhaps, he also in the night devoted poems to her:
Nor could he betray her, nor lose her in life.

I saw them both - and was tempted to approach:

To only peer - a silent glimpse - somewhere beyond...
She cast a glance my way - upon a cloud so white-
toothedThat now must separate the two of us by rain.
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I BIVIHVIK

51 6aums Hac 0box: ii, Ha Tebe CX0XYy,

I HiGUTO MeHe - jTuIII Yepe3 1ecsTh JIiT.

MoB XTOCh HaBOPOXXVB UM 3apa3 TyT BOPOXWUTH,
IIo Harm aBiviHMKM 3’ SIBJISTIOTHCSI Ha CBIT.

Im wopHe Komenst mopory nepeGirio.

I 3BiIKi/Ist BOHO Ha IUISDKI y35J10Ch?

I xxiHka Ta OyJ1a Taka 3acMariio cturial
J1 baumB: BiH KOXaB - i1, a HEe KOTOCh.

Y HBOTrO CMBMHM 0OYII10, 30A€THCS, OlyIblIIe.

I Gormro - y ouax, i crapocTi - B XO/Ii.

Bin, MaOyTb, TeXX BHOUI IPUCBAYYBaB 171 BipIIIi:
Hi spagnTn He Mir, Hi BTpaTUTU B )XWUTTI.

J1 baumB ix 000X — IMIOCH TIFIVITV MaHWJIO:
Kynuce 3a ropy30HT JIMIII 323 PHYTh TUXIIEM.
ITomisHysta B Min OiK — Ha xMapy Oiy-0isy,
[ITo MycwIa TeTlep HaC PO3JIYUINUTD JIOIIEM.
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® * *

In yellowed leaves the autumn saddened,
And I was both the lovage and the thyme
that caressed your braids, my beloved,

in fresh spring sunny rain.

Somewhere the poplars wept in falling leaves,
Bitter blizzards rent the world in shards...

Oh, how you kissed away the pain

how with your heart you had the power

to mend the ice!

You are gone, while I, a hundred-year old man
Shuffled off into the world to suffer...

With a rustle of cranes” wings, the summer fades.
And autumn. As though eternal. Forever.

L

[ToXXy XM JIMCTSIM CyMyBasla OCiHb,
Ta g mobuictkoM OyB i uebpetieMm,

JIK mmecTvIv TBOI, KOXaHa, KOCH
BecHsaHmM, CBDKMM, COHIUYHMM TOIIEM.

Iech 11a10/IMICTOM IIJTaKaIM TOIIOJI,
Kostroui xyrvi mmmMaryBasin CBiT. ..

O, sk i 3auisioByBasia 0o,

JIK cepiieM BMisIa BUTOITM JIif!

Tebe HeMa, a s CTOIITHIM OiftoM
ITomkanambas cTpaXgaTul y CBIiTHL. ..
KypaBkamn OpMHUTB ITPOITAIILHO JIITO.
I ociaw. HiOu Biuna. Hazasxmm.
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The sun smells

of snow and apples,
snow and apples

smell of the sun,
someone’s life -

the promised land,
while we - are gypsies.

® H X

CoHIIe rtaxHe
cHirom i g6srykamu,
CHIr i s10JTyKa
ITaxXHYTh COHIIEM,
YI€Ch KXUTTH —
3ewsIs 00iTOBaHa,

a MU — IIUTaHMN.
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® F X

When loneliness

like a glacial coldness
penetrates me to the bones,
my enemy arrives.

I can never in advance
recognize his face

and do not know

how he will be dressed.

Today my enemy
resembles a medieval
Prince. He does not mock
me, does not reproach
and doesn’t even try

to weave intrigues,

But simply proposes

to engage in a sword fight.

I know that I live
not at all

as is desired

by my enemy,

for every day I break
his rules.

I am weary and don’t want
to kill him.

= 7/
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® F X

Koy caMOoTHICTB,

HeHaye KproKaHa XOJIoHeva,
IIPOHM3Y€ MeHe J10 KiCTOK,
HPVIXOAUTH Mill BOPOT.

J1 HIKOJIV 3a30aJIeTiab

He MOXY BIi3HaTM

7I0ro B 00/yIMuys 1 He 3Halo,
gK BiH Oy/ie OfsrHeHWIA.

CporopHi Mint Bopor

CXOXXWMV Ha CepeJHbOBIYHOIO
punaps. Bin He 1i1y3ye

3 MeHe, He JOpiKae

1 HaBiTh He HaMara€TbCs
IUICTVU IHTPUTH,

a IIPOCTO IIPOIIOHYE

OuTHCS Ha Meyvax.

#1 3Ha10, 1110 XVBY
30BCIM He Tak,

JK [IbOTO ITparHe

MiVi BOPOT,

00 1ogHA NOPYIITYIO
VIOT0 3aKOHIA.

I cromienwit i He xouy
71Ioro BOMBaTH,
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But once again 1

do not have a choice: convulsively
I press with both hands

the terrible weapon

and attack first.

Now we are inseparable

and his gaze sears

my skin.

But I make an effort

to avoid looking into the eyes
of my enemy -

I am only interested in

the sinister music

of our swords.

It subsides only

for a moment, when

Having lost my balance
from a heavy blow,

I ended up on the ground.
But the enemy was too noble
to take advantage of

my vulnerability.

He waits, until I finally
come to my senses.
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AJle y MeHe 3HOBY
HeMa€ BUOOPY: CyZIOMHO
CTUCKao oboMa pykamm
CTpauiHy 30poro

1 Haraao IePIIVIM.
Temmep Myt — Hepo3ITyuHi
1 VIOTO TIOIJISAT OOITiKae
MOIO HLIKIpPY.

ITpote s Hamararocs
He OIVBUTHCS B 04Ul
CBOEMY BOPOTOBI -
MeHe I[IKaBUTh JIVIIIe
MOTOPOIIIHA MY3MKa
HaIIIIX MeYiB.

Bona ctmxae TiTbKM
Ha MUTb, KOJIN,

BrpaTmsim piBHOBary

BiJI CWJILHOI'O yaapy,

s OTIMHSIOCS Ha 3€MUII.

AJle BOpOT — HafITO IIUIAXeTHU,
abu ckopucTaThC

MO€I0 Oe3rIopaiHiCTIo.

Bin uekae, oKV 1 HapemTi
OpUVAY 00 TSIMMU,
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And even assists me

In getting up. What a man!
I take pride in my enemy -
in other circumstances

we could have become

the best of friends.

but now I am still capable
of killing him.

The main thing is to not become
distracted,

by the lament of the city

nor the squeaking brakes

of careless automobiles,

Nor the vain footsteps of passersby
should not lead to a

fatal mistake which

would cost me my life.

All the more, that here,

In this strange nook -

Our duel -

Is in absolute safety.

Only my enemy

knows the way here!
These embraces of swords
Exhaust me completely,
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I HaBIiTH mOIIOMarae MeHi
rminBectrcs. Mostomerin!

1 muarocst CBOIM BOpOIroM —
3a i”Imx o0cTaBMH

MW MOIJIM O craTm
HaVIKpalIyIMVL JPY3sIMIL.

A 3apa3s 4 e 3gaTHUN

TIOTO BOUTM.

T'ost0BHE, He BiIBOJIIKATUCSA
Ha JIeMeHT MicTa —

Hi CKPUITIHHA rajIbM
BiJUaViZIyIIIHMX aBTiBOK,

Hi CY€THI KPOKU ITePEeXO0XKMX
He IIOBVHHI IIPU3BeCcTn

10 dpaTasIbHOI TOMWIKY, sIKa
KOILITYBaTVIMe MeHI JKUTTSL.

Tvim Oiblrte, 110 TYT,

y LIbOMY AVMBHOMY 3aKalleJIKy,
HAaIIl ITOEIMHOK —

y LIJIKOBUTIV Oe3retrti.

JIvire mivt Bopor

3Hae€ croau gopory!

I1i obGivtmMm MeuiB

30BCIM BUCHaXYIOTb MEHe,
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And I cannot differentiate
sweat from blood.

Yet I must insistently
continue our dance,

until the final note
reverberates.

All is well - these duels were
always insufferably difficult!
The sword entered me

calmly and assuredly.

A few times the earth

leaned in rendezvous

and swallowed my face...

- How are you? Hold on,

I'll be there soon. - my wife
assured me over the telephone.

- Of course, - my enemy

barely moved his lips.

Now everything will be different....
What do you have in mind? -
apprehensively through the receiver.
No, this was not a dream:

On the floor

there lay the mutilated body

of his enemy.

In whom he
couldn’t

not recognize
himself.
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I 1 BXXe He MOXY
BIZIPI3HUTM IIOTY Bifl KPOBi.
Ta mymry 3aTgaro
IIPOIOBXYBaTy Halll TAHOK,
IOKM He IIpOJIyHae
OCTaHH: HOTa.

Bce rapasn - 11i 1B0060T 3aBXIM
Oy HecTepIIHO BaXKKyMM!
Meu yBINIIOB y MeHe
CITOKIVIHO Ta BIICBHEHO.

3eMsd KUIbKa pasiB
XVWJINTHYJIacd Ha3yCcTpid

i morimHyIIa Moe o0IMYys. ..

- JIk T? IloTepnuy,

s cKopo Oyzy, - BTilllajia
KIHKa y CJIyXaBIIl.

- 3BICHO, - JIe[Ib BOPYXHYB
ryOamu Mivt BOpPOT. —

Tenep Bce Oyne iHaKIIIMM. ..
- IITo T Maent Ha yBasi? -
3aHeIIOKOIVCS y CITyXaBIIL.
Hi, 11e 6yB He coH:

Ha ITiJ1031

JIe)XKaJI0 MOHIBeYeHe TII0
TIOTO BOpOTa,

Y sgxomy BiH
He Mir

He BITi3HATMU...
ceDe.
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Come inside of me

with the voice of a wounded
violin -

Here, it is open.

I want to die
beneath the parasol
of your pain.

® F *

VBinan B MeHe
rOJIOCOM ITOpaHeHOo1
CKPWMIIKM —

TYT BITYMHEHO.

s xouy momepTi
i1, ITapacoJIbKOIO
Tsoro Gortro.

mg3
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What is love?

It is when there are verses,
lips and faith

and one wants to die

from happiness.

® * *

ITIo Take KOXaHHS?
Lle xonu Bip1i,

ByCTa 1 Bipa,

a XXUTU He XOUeThCS —
BIJT ITIACTS.

On the bed, beside me
You - a petite poem,
like a sunlit bunny.

® * F

Ha nbkxky mmopyd
Tu - Bipirensw,
SIK COHSTYHMV 3aVYVIK.
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Everything was flowing, everything was changing,
and only the woman, who waited,
was beauteous.

Strange woman.
strange man, whom she
never found,

waiting fruitlessly.

Bce Texi10, Bce 3MiHIOBaJIOCH,
1 TUTBKM XXIHKa, KA JeKajia,
OyJ1a BpoIIMBOIO.

JIviBHa XXiHKa.
JIVIBHMTI Y0JIOBIK, SIKOTO BOHA
He JoYeKasiach.
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Amongst the seas and the fishes
we make love,

warm and tender,

for the last time.

Then, we will become
the sea and the fish
and we will receive
other lovers

from the cold shore.

Cepen Mmops i pub
KOXa€MOCH,

TeIUIl Ta HIXHI,
BOCTaHHE.

I'ToTiM cTaHeMo
MopeM i puboro,

Ta IpMIMaTIMEM
IHITIMX KOXaHITiB

3 XOJIOHOTO Oepera.



The sun smells of snow and apples - 87 -

Roses do not rhyme with sadness:

It hurts them so! Why are they beautiful?

And my hands and both of them - left-handed.
Not to write, that is not to live. Swiftly

The heart disappears. What a pill can contrive!
And once again - an untouched page...
Somewhere a beautiful woman suffers,

For happiness rhymes not with beauty...

Will I expire, then, in the black hole of fate?
Is not she - my only first one and only?

I wait for you - the last and first rhyme -
With roses, beauteous from pain...
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TposHay He PUMYIOTBCS 10 CMYTKY:

Im Tak GosmTe! Yomy X BOHM Kpacusi?
A B MeHe pyKu 11 Ti 00MABI - JIiBi.

He mvmrerses, TO 11 He XnBeTbcsd. XyTKO

3nukae cepue. 1o mirynka KoiTs!

I 3HOBY - HemOTOpKaHa CTOpiHKa...
Crpaxxnae mechk Taka BpOIMBa XXIHKA,
bo macTa He puMyeThCs 3 Kpacoro.

Hes>xe ckoHaro B 4OpHIN gip1ii Joiii?
Hesxe Bona - Mos enyHa mpmma?!

s xny TeOe - ocTaHHIO 11 HepIIly pUMy -
3 TposiHIaM1, KpacuBMMM Bifi O0JIIO.
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® * *

You disappeared,
sunlit little girl
while my fingers
ardently caress
the perfect matter
of your skin.

Look here, I am alongside -
A manual warm wind.
Take me and cradle me,
Like an infant:

Sunnily I'll fall asleep,

On your palm, girl...

® F *

Twv 3HUKIIa,
COHSYHA JIBUMHKO,
a MOI ITaJIbITl
IIPUCTPACHO ITIagATh
JIOBepIIeHy MaTepiro
TBoeT mKipm.

Ilorsans, s opyy -
PYYHUI TEIUIVIN BiTep.
Bi3zeMu MmeHe 1 3aKoTmInm,
MOB HEMOBJIA:

COHSAYHO 3aCHY

Ha TBOIM 10JI0HI, JIBUMHKO...

g
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To appear with the first snow -
while they wait and leave -
before they get tired of you:
for what, for you locals,

to suffer with the final breath
of the blessed snow?

3’ IBUTVICS IEPIITIM CHITOM —
IOKV YeKaloTh 1 IITU —

ITOKVI He HaOpumI:

JUISL 9YOTO BaM, TYTeIITHIM,
MYYUTVCh OCTAHHIM ITOJTVIXOM
Or1a’keHHOTrO CHIry?
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® * *

I take the most beautiful note -
silence, which cannot be learned
by heart

and do not correspond in time
with the white linen of your body
which knows how to kiss

the purity of such music,

to delve into it

for entire centuries

as though a soul essence.

Then I also endeavor

to leave behind in memory
of this room

my papier-mache,

so as to recognize you

as another.

Only we cannot
Be the silence -

Together:

I turn off the only thing

that does not unite me

with the dusk -

light, and beside the open window
I await your

return.

Translated from Ukrainian by Luba Gawur
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& % Kk
bepy HarvimpexpacHiiny HOTYy -
TUIIY, Ky He MOXXHa BUBUUTU
HaraM’ sTh,
1 He criBIIagaro y vaci
3 OiytmsHorO TBOro Tina,
1110 BMi€ IIIHyBaTU
YUCTOTY TaKOI MY3UKIU,
3arIM0III0I0YICh Y Hel
Ha Il CTOJITTS —
HiOM my1ma.

Toni g Texx Hamararochb
3IMIHNTI Ha I1aM’ SITh
IIiv KiMHaTi

CBOE€ 11aIl e-Mallie,

aOm mizaatu Tebe
1HIITY.

TinbKM MU HE MOXeMO
OyTu THIIEIO -

pasom:

BVIMMKAIO €I1MHE,

1110 MeHe Tellep He II0€IHYE
3 CyTIHKaMMU, —

CBITJIO,

1 OIS BITUMHEHOT O BiKHAa
yekaro Ha TBoe
IIOBEpHEHHS].

Aneaiicvkoro nepexaaaa Jloba IaByp
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On eternity’s silver palm
a little girl

combs her hair

with moonlit comb

and doesn’t see her face
in the capricious mirror

where her glance is
with the wrinkles
of an unknown
woman.

Ha cpibrisicTint 1os10Hi BiYHOCTI
MaJIeHbKa J1BUMHKA

po3uicye Kocu

MiCSYHMM rpeOiHIleM

i B IPUMXJIBOMY JIIOCTEPKY
He 0a4MTH CBOTO OOIMIYST:

Tam 11 moryisat
1 3MOPIIKI
He3HamoMO1
Kiskm.

EE3
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® * *

On an island

as distant as Eve’s tears,
hugged tightly

by blinding white rocks,
where the horizon

could be captured

if it didn’t run into the sea,

the music found
a shelter

to give birth

to a Man

and Woman.

Ha octposi,

HajleKOMY, MOB CJ1b031 €B,
CTUCHYTOMY OOiIMaMM
CITITy40-0OUIMX CKeJlb

TakK, III0 MO>XHA CITIIMaTU

TOPW30HT, SIKIIIO BiH He BTIKa€ y Mope,

3HaVIIUIa IPVXMUCTOK
My3VKa —

11100 HapOoAUTH
Yos1oBika

1 Kinky.
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® * *

Live long,

write little

and don’t blame Heaven
for your sins.

® * F

JKvBiTh mOBTO,

HUIIITH MaJIo

i He 3BuHYyBauyTe Hebo
y Tpixax.

Folks,
please, be quiet -
I cannot hear the sea.

JTrogu,
Oynb j1acka, THXiIle —
He 4y TU MOpHL.
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® * *

Old, old
guitar stands heavily

in the corner,
like a child.

B KyTKy rirapa,
CTapeHbKa-CTapeHbKa,
K OUTUHA,

CTOITH BaXXKO.

Crying beauty:
her eye -
lashes in tears
attract

a rainbow.

3arulaKkaHa KpacyH:I:
BI1

HaAMWCTUHKaMM CJTi3
OPVIXVIIVIIV
BeCeJIKY.

Translated from Ukrainian by Bohdan Boychuk
Amneaniiicvkoto nepexaab bozdan botuyk
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About the translators

Bohdan Boychuk (USA) - Poet, prose writer, translator,
literary critic. Born 11 October, 1927 in the village of Bertnyky
within Ternopil region. In 1944, the retreating Germans
apprehended him and took him to Germany as a forced
laborer. After the war, he spent time in a displaced persons
refugee camp (DP) in the city of Aschaffenburg, where he
completed his secondary schooling in the camp gymnasia.
In 1949, he immigrated to the US and settled in New York.
Soon thereafter, he was diagnosed with tuberculosis and
spent three years in a sanitarium in the mountains. It was there that he delved
more deeply into literature and began to write poetry. In 1957, he completed
his studies in electronics and worked as an engineer until 1992. From the
early 1950s, Boychuk actively participated in Ukrainian literary life. He wrote
and published collections of poetry, prose, dramatic works and translations
into Ukrainian from English, Spanish and Russian; and from Ukrainian into
English. He established as a literary authority and skilled literary critic, having
published a wide selection of articles, reviews, forewords. Boychuk organizes
and edits two serious anthologies of Ukrainian poetry, memoirs, et al. Bohdan
Boychuk is one of the founders of the New York Group and was the co-editor of
an annual of this group, “Novi Poezii” (New poetry), 1959-1971, the founder and
chief editor of the New York - Kyiv quarterly, “Svitovyd,” (1990-1999). During
the years 1961-1973, he worked as literary editor of the journal “Suchasnist”
(Munich, Germany). Member of the National Association of writers of Ukraine.
Winner of several international literary prizes. Currently divides his time
between Glen Spay, N.Y. in the US, and Kyiv, Ukraine.

Luba Gawur (USA) - Writer, translator. Born 1957 in
B8N Cleveland, Ohio, where her parents had emigrated to in
E 1949 as postwar refugees. She received her education at
Kent State University, with a degree in Slavic Languages,
and later a degree in Library Science, and at the University
of Toronto with an MA in Slavistics. She lived and worked
in Toronto, New York, Prague and Kyiv. Presently, she lives
in Kent, Ohio. Luba Gawur writes poetry in English and
: Ukrainian. She translates from English to Ukrainian, and
vice versa. Her work has been published in several print versions and Internet
editions, such as the Ukrainian journal “Suchasnist”” “Kurier Kryvbasu,”
“Zolota pektoral,” the American newspaper “Casper Star Tribune”, the Polish/

English periodical “deKadenzya”. Winner of various international prizes.
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IIpo nepexnagadvis:

bonuyx Boezoan (CLIA) - moet, mposaik, Ilepekiafad, JiTepaTypHU
kputuk. Hapoamsesa1lxosTaa1927 poky Beesti bepTtHuky, nHa TepHOIiIbIHI.
B 1944 pomui, mpu BifcTymi, HiMITI cxommim 11oro 1 3abpaym o HiMewunnm
Ha nipuMycosi pobotu. [Ticiist BivtHM ItepebyBaB y Tabopi nepemimnieHmnx ocib
(Mi-ITi) B micTi Amaddenbypr, fe 71 3aKiHUMB CepeTHIO OCBIiTY B TaOOpPOBiN
rimHasii. B 1949-my poui nepeixas go CLLIA i ocenmsest B Hpro-Vopky. 3romom
y HBOT'O BUSBIIIN TyOepKYyJIb0O3, TOX TPV POKM IIPOBiB y caHATOpii B ropax.
Came TaM T7MOIle ITO3HAVIOMMBCS 3 JIiTepaTypolo i Imodas ImcaTy BipImi.
Y 1957 p. 3akiHums cTy/ii 3 eJIKTPOHIKM, Bi/ITaK IIpalfoBaB iH>KeHepoM
mo 1992-ro. Big mouartky 50-TMX pOKiB aKTMBHO BKJIIOUMBCS B yKpaiHChKe
nitepaTtypHe XutTTs. [Tnrme i Bumae 30ipku moesiv, mpaMaTIYIHI TBOPH, IIPO3Y,
repexyiajy yKpaiHCbKOK - 3 aHIJIIIChKOT, iCITaHChKOI M POCiVICbKOT MOB, i 3
YKpalHChKOI — Ha aHIINCBKY. [TposiBirsie cebe i sik JiTepaTypo3HaBellb Ta
JiTepaTypHUM KPUTUK, OIyOIiKyBaBIIM MWMPOKY HU3KY CTaTell, peleHsiii,
rnepeaMoB. YIOPsIKOBYe i peparye [Bi IIOBakKHi aHTOJIOTII yKpaiHCHKOI
noesii, memyapis Tomo. bornan borayk - ogwH 3i criBsacHoBHMKIB Hbro-
Vlopkebkoi [pymm, GyB criiBperakropom piunmka wiei x [pynm «Hosi TToesii»
(1959-1971), 3acHOBHMKOM 1 TOJIOBHUM peHaKTOPOM HBIO-MIOPKCBKO -
KUIBCBKOTO JIiTepaTypHO-MUCTEIILKOro IokBapTaibHuka «CsiTo-Bum»
(1990-1999). Y 1961-1973 pokax mpallioBap $K JITepaTypHWUII pemakTop
xKypHaity «Cyyvachicte» (Mionxen, Himeuunna). Ynen HamionameHoi
CIIJIKM TIMChbMeHHWKiB YKpainu. JlaypeaT MiKXHapOgHUX JliTepaTypHUX
npewmin. Huni mermkae B Ien-Crei (CLIA) Ta Knesi.

T'aByp Twba (CILIA) - nviceMeHHMI, nepekinanad. Haponumacs 1957
poky B Kimisnnenai (Oramo, CIIIA), xyau y 1949-my emirpysanm 1i 6aTeKw,
IIOBOEHHI BTiKaui. Buiy ocBiTy - MaricTpa B rajysi cj10B STHCBKMX MOB —
orpuMasia B Kent Crent YHiBepcuTeTi Ta B TOPOHTCHKOMY yHiBepCUTETI.
Ilisnime B KeHnTchkOoMy yHiBepcuTeTi 3700yiIa crerjiajabHICTh MaricTpa 3
Gibmiorekapcrra. Kwa i mpamosana B ToponTo, Heto-Mopky, [Tpasi, Kuesi.
Hunai memkae y Kenri (Orarto). Ilwuiire moesii aHTITiTICBKOIO Ta yKPaTiHCHKOIO
MoBamm. [lepekitazae 3 aHIIIIICEKOT yKpaiHChKOIO i HaBmakm. [IyOstikyBasacs
B 0OaraTboX APYKOBaHMX Ta iHTepHET-BUIAHHAX, 30KpeMa B yKpaiHCBKMX
xypHaitax «CyuacHicte», «Kyp’ep Kpmsbacy», «3omora mnexropasb»,
aMepuKaHCBKin raszeri «Casper Star Tribune», monbCbKO-aHITIITICBKOMY
qaconuci «deKadentzya». JlaypeaT Mi>kHapomHMX JTiTepaTy pHVUX IIPeMilt.
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CepaedHo OAKyeMoO:

BVICOKOITPOecinTHIM IlepeKiiajadaM Hallloi KHVDKKW — IIoeTaM
31 CILIA Boedarobi boiuyxky (criiB3acHOBHMKOBI jtereHapHo1 Hpto-
Vlopkcbkoi rpyrm) Ta JIio6i [abyp;

NVICBMEHHMKOBI, JIiTepaTypO3HaBLIeBl, JOKTOPY CJIaBICTUKM 3
Kanann Mapxky-Pobepmy Cmexy - 3a Irpodeciviti mopaau;

HaIllM HaIirtHUM Opy3sM: Ooirapcbkomy 1oeToBi Jumumpy
XpucmoBy Ta Vioro 4yapiBHiV TPy KMHI - YKpaTHCBKil IIVICbMeHHWII
Amnni baepaniii; moeTty, IlepekyajaveBi 1 HayKoBleBi [Imumpobi
Yucmsaxky; anbaHcpkoMy moeToBi 3 besnbrit €mony Keamenoi;
icropuky n XxypHaiicty Ouseni Tepewenxo - 3a 3HaAVIOMCTBa 3
BiJOMMMM 3apyOiKHVIMM JIiTepaTopaMu Ta BCe XOpOIlle, III0 BOHU
3po0vIM 1171 Hac;

nvsaviHepy Anamoaito Kyavuenxky - 3a olllaTHe MaKeTyBaHHS
HaIIMX KHUT;

YKpalHCBKiVI IMCbMEHHWII, IlepeKIaJaveBl ¥ HayKOBIIO
3 bpaswrii, IlleBuenkiBcbkoMy Jslaypeary Bipi Bofk, #xa
3arovyaTKyBajla MDKHApOOHWMI JITepaTypHUM ITpOeKT «Bipriri
Cepris i Terstan 1310061 50 MoBam11 CBITY»;

JOKTOPOBi (pisTosIOriyHMX HayK, IIpodecopoBi, akKageMiKy
IOpie6i Mocenxicy - 3a Hari nyosikarii B CIA;

rostoBi YepHiriBcbkol oOitacHOI opranizartii HarrionanpsHOT
CIIUIKV Ky pHaJIicTiB YKpatuu Anamoaiebi Tiomionnuky Ta JemyTaTy
YepHiriscbkoi 06s1acHOT paiy, rojIoBi-3aCHOBHUKY bitaromirtHoro
doHIy HayKoBMX [IOCIIDKEHb IiCTOPMYHOIO cepefoBUIIa
«DPoHIC» Muxkoai 36epefy - 3a HOCTIVIHY HiITPVIMKY.

3 BENVIKOIO II0BArolo,
Ceprin i Tersina [13100m1
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Instead of an afterword

Serhii and Tetiana Dziuba are a poetic duo in which the woman’s and the man’s
voices harmonize in a synchronicity of the most elevated human emotion - love.

Tetiana Dziuba is a tireless seeker of the primordial truths of being. In her
quest, she often relies on allusions and philosophical musings, butin the end, she
ultimately reveals these truths with her own heart. Her poetry is characterized
by unexpected, refined and profound metaphors, a natural rhythm and an aura
of harmonious tonality.

Serhii Dziuba in his own poetry is capable of eliciting intense sentimentality,
as well as chivalrous romanticism, especially with regards to his beloved wife,
Tetiana, to whom he dedicates all of his books. Tetiana is his Muse, and of the
Muse, one can speak only in highest superlatives, the most tender soubriquets,
and the most exquisite metaphors. Simultaneously, the poet does not refrain
from humor, and employs witticisms and irony, even in his romantic lyrics.
After all, mutually happy, time-tested love must also be joyous, even jovial, for
good cheer, as we know, simply serves to strengthen emotions, transforming
the mundane into a celebration.

Anna Bahriana,
Ukrainian writer, Republic of Macedonia

Dear Serhii and Tania,
You are both some of the most illustrious people in my life!
Vira Vovk,
writer, translator, laureate of the Taras Shevchenko National Prize of Ukraine,
who is based in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.

Serhii, I have already devoured your and Tania’s green book of poems (in
Polish). Thank you so much! It was a pleasure to see once again those poems of
Tania’s that I translated into Persian - this and her “anna kareninas” and Eve with
vitamin deficiency...And the new ones are even more exquisite!

It was interesting, Serhii, to read about your apparitions. And about the
dragon - in general - great! The poem, in which: “they say there will be no
more winters for the dragon died indeed” - well, this is simply true modernity.
It was as though you were gazing into a pool of water. And the outlawed
Grandfather-frosts and you cannot fly north in your dreams...In a word. This
is simply pure panache!

Nadia Vyshnevska,
translator from Persian, Artist, (Lviv, Ukraine)
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3aMicTh HicJIAMOBM:

Ceprin i Terana /131001 - MOeTUYHNMIL IyeT, B IKOMY >KiHOUMII i uosIoBiumMm
rOJIOCY TAPMOHIVIHO Y3ro/KeHHi HaVBUILIVIM JIFOJICBKMM ITOYY TTAM ~ KoxaHHsIM.

TerstHa /131002 - HeBTOMHMI ITTyKa4 OBIYHMX icTVH Oy TT4. Y cBOiX ITOnIyKax
BOHA YaCTO BHAAETHC 1O alto3ilt Ta PilIocodPchbKmxX po3ayMiB, ajie BpelTi-pernT
BiZIKpMBAaE 1Ii iCTMHM BJIaCHUM CepLieM. Ti moesisim npuUTaMaHHI HecIlofiBaHi,
BUTOHYeHI 7 TIMOOKi Meradopw, HpMpOIHA PUTMIYHICT, HACTPOEBUIL
3BYKOIIVAC.

Ceprin [I3106a y cBOIilI IMOeTHMYHINI TBOpPYOCTi BMmie OyTm i Hagmipy
CEeHTVMEHTAJIbHNM, i IO-IUIIapChKM POMAHTMYHVM, OCOOIMBO X - KOJIN
VIIIeThCs ITPO KOXaHy ApYyXuHY TeTdHy, KOTpill BiH IPUCBATUB yCi CBOT KHUTH.
Tersna - vioro Mysa, a ipo My3y Mo)XHa TOBOPUTM JINIe HaVHDKHIIIIMMI
ertiTeTaMy, HalKpacuBimmMy nopiBHAHHSAMN. Ta BomHOYAcC I10eT He OOIThCs
VI KapTyBaTv, OyTM IOTeIIHMM, BOaBaTvcsa 1o iposii. Hasire - y mo0GosHIN
Jlipui. 3pelnToro, B3aeMHe, IJaciIviBe, IlepeBipeHe poKaMM KOXaHHS 3aBXOn
Mae OyTm i Tpoxm BecermM, 00 X JOOPMII TyMOp, SIK BiOMO, JIMIIIe 3MIITHIOE
IIOYYTT$, IIe€PETBOPIOI0YN OYIHI Ha CBATO.

Anna barpsiHa,
yrpaincvka nucemennuya (M. Cxon’e, Pecnybaixa Makedonis)

Hopori Cepriro i Tanro,
Bu - oniHi 3 HaVICBITIIINIMX JIIOET Y MOEMY JKUTTi!
Bipa Bosk,
nuceMeHHUuYA, nepexaadauxa, saypeam Hayionarvroi npemii Yipainu imeni
Tapaca Lle6uenxa (m. Pio-de->Kaneiipo, bpasuais)

Ceprito, Bamry 3 Tanelo 3ejieHy KHVDKKY BipIIiB (ITOJIBCBKOIO MOBOIO) BXKe
npokosTHYa. [lyxe msaxyro! [TpmemHo Gyro mie pa3 mobauwry i Biprmi Tawi,
SKi TlepeKiIajiajia IIepcbKOIo: e — i 11 «anHu kapexinu», i €6a 3 abimaminosom... A
HOBI - Ile Kparii!

LixaBo Oys1o mpounTaTyt 1ipo Barmmx, Ceprito, ipuBmzIiB. A mIpo JpakoHa —
B3arajii MMM... Bip1il, B IKOMy «KaXkyTh, 3MIMI B3arajli He Oyyie, 00 IpakoH Taku
3M0X» - IIe Hy IIPOCTO TaKM CydacHiCTb, Bu K y Bomy ausruics. I migy Mopos3n
I103a 3aKOHOM, 1 JIiTaTy BBi CHi Ha IIiBHiY He MoOXHa... lle mmxapHo, ogHIM
cjroBom!

Hanis BuimaeBcbKa,
nepexaadauka 3 nepcvkoi MoBu, xyooxnuysa (M. JIv6i6, Ypaina)






