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In a Time Before Maps

Long ago when the city was an infant
it lay on its back on a big white sheet
transfixed by the tiny articulations

of its own small hands.

Constellations of eyes beheld from the sky —
the city grew vivid, grew hearty,

grew schools and grew graveyards

and when these were replete, it grew more.

Straw begat sticks, then sticks begat brick
so the wolf packed its bags

and decamped to the forest.

The city sprouted a gate and then locked it.

Even the city became lost in those days —

took itself for a wander inside its own head

and simply vanished. Something had to be done.
The cartographer stepped from a fold in the sky.



Kouu mie He 0y10 Man

YV n1aBHUHY, KOJU MiCTO OYJIO 1€ TUTSIM,

BOHO JIeXKaJI0 TOPiIMILL Ha BEJIMKOMY OijloMy MpOCTUPALi,
MPUTOJIOMILIEHE IPIOHOI0 MOTOPUKOIO

BJIACHUX KPUXITHUX PYYOK.

Cysip’s oueil MuIbHYBalM 32 HUM 3 Hebec,

MiCTO 3pOCTaJIO SICKPaBUM, 3pOCTAJIO CEPACUHMM,
PpO3poIIyBajio coOi IIKOJIU, PO3POLILYBaIO LIBUHTAPI,
i KOJIM HUMU ax 3apsICHLJIO, JaJli pociio.

CoJsioMy 3MiHUB XMU3, XMU3 3aMiHWJIA LIeTJ1a
BOBK CITaKyBaB CBOi TOpOU

i 3aGpaBcs 110 Jiicy.

Bupocna 6pama, i MicTo 3aMKHYJIO ii.

TuMu JHSIMU MiCTO caMe PO3ryOuIOCh —
PYLIWUJIO MaHAPYBATH BJIACHOIO IOJIOBOIO

i mpocto 1esno. Crin 6yJ10 BXUTH 3aX0IiB.
KapTtorpadka Buiiliia 3 HebecHOro 3aKaneska.



The Cartographer Invents Herself

Thunder loped across the sky’s wilderness
and clouds stumbled around
then fixed upon an almost-shape.

The Cartographer feels her hands
for the first time, lifts them to her face
and expertly moulds her own eyes.

She draws the roads that will carry her blood
and the pathways to order her ribcage
then hollows out a playground for her breath.



CamoBuHaiineHHs1 Kaprorpadxu

Ipim po3pyOyBaB ockaxeHinie HeOO
XMapu IITOPTAJIKNCS TOBKOJIA
a TOJIi MiATNpaBUIN CBOIO HETO(hOPMY.

KapTtorpadka Brnepiiie BiguyBa€e BlacHi pyKu
MiTHOCUTH X 0 OOJINYYST
i1 MaiicTrepHo ¢popMye coOi oui.

Martoe noporu, siKi HeCTUMYTb i1 KPOB,
i CTeXXKH, 5IKi BIIOPSIAKYIOTh TPYJIHY KITiTKY,
a TOJi BUBLJIbHSIE MalllaHUMK JIJI CBOTO TUXaHHS.



Streets of the Abandoned City

The Street of the Candlemaker runs slant to the river
where time is detained in slight tallow bodies,
moored up in ragboats awaiting the tide.

The Street of the Illusionist was never there,
or so it would have you believe;
an empty black bag in a vat full of pitch.

The Street of the Graveyard is lined with books,
with symbols and scorings no one can decipher
and carvings of cherubs too weighty to fly.

The Street of the Birds is a vault of locked cages,
each inhabitant rendered to feather and bone.
'Wind blusters through keyholes to parody song.

The Street of the Kings wears a crown of eye teeth
plucked from the jaws of anonymous dogs.
The Street of the Dogs was scratched from the map.



Bynuui nokunyTtoro micra

Bynuusg CeiukapcbhKa cTpiMKO 30irae 1o piku,
JIe Yyac 3yMUHUBCS B TOHEHbKHUX JIOEBUX MaJIMUKaX,
MPUILIBAPTOBAHUX Y BITPUIbHUKAX, 1110 YEKAIOTh MPUTLIUBY.

Bynuui Into3ioHicra TyT Hikou He OyI10,
a0o0 X BOHA 3MYCHUTb Bac Tak MOAyMaTH —
YOpHa, SIK CMOJIa, TOPOKHEYa B MillIKY.

Bynuus LIBuHTapHa BUMOLIIEHA KHUTAMU
3 OykBaMM i nudpamu, siki rofi posimndpyBaTu,
BaXXKHMMMU Pi3bOJEHUMU XePyBUMaMU, 1110 HE 3/1€TSTh.

Bynuus INtacTBa — ranepest 3aMKHYTUX KITiTOK,
BiJl MEILLIKAHLIiB JIMIIMJIACS KyTia Iip’s i KiCTOK,
BiTep TyJisi€ MIMapUHAMMU, IMITYIOUM CITiB.

Bynuus KopoJiiB HOCUTh KOPOHY 3 iK1,
BUAECPTUX 3i LIEJET MPUOTYTHUX TICIB.
Bynuuo I1ciB Oyyio ctepro 3 Mar.



the forest outside the city

is bedlam with birdsong
each flashy morning

gravid with wolfsong
all the long nights

is pathless as a cauldron
hung over a pyre

don’t unbolt the gates
warned the mournful breeze

keep away from the shadows
mouthed the shadows



3aMiChKMIi JIic

TYT IIOPAaHKY TPUMMTD
Oenj1aM MTAIIMHOIO CITiBY

JIOBTi HOYi OOBaXKHT
BiJl BOBYOTO BUTTS

3ary0JieHi CTeXXKU
HaJl BaTPOIO Y Ka3aHi CKMITal0Th

«He BiiMuKaiiTe Opam!» —
CKOPOOTHUIA BiTep 3aBMBa

«BiJl MOPOKY BTikKaiTe!» —
caM MOPOK MPOMOBJISI.



A\

The Story of the City

It all began a long time ago as stories are wont to do.

began with wolves, but wolves were too fierce, so they

were written out of the story. The story really begins

when some of the cast-out wolves turned their coats inside-out
and called themselves dogs. Their paws grew soft, so people
took pity and invited them into their homes. Some of the people
envied the dogs and asked that their fur be groomed

too. And with their fur so sleek, they asked that others

manage their claws, and with their claws to tidy and clean,

they asked that their food be bought to them on golden

trays. Soon they wore cloaks to protect their sleek fur and

went about the city as if they owned it. They were so convinced,
the rest of the people believed it too. And it was

deemed right that their golden trays be piled high, while

others’ bowls were left empty save a few grains

now and then.

One day, a wolf stood on a hill and looked down

on the city. She howled to her children to come join her

in the world. The dogs went first and then people, one by one,
until only a handful of those ones in cloaks were left. They held
their golden trays up to the sky, begging for sweetmeats,

but with no hands left to feed them; they died.



Micbka icTopis

Bona nouanacs naBHo, sik yci ictopii. [Touanacs 3 BOBKiB, Ta BOBKU OyJid HAATO
JIIOTi, TOX 1X BUKpecauan. Hacnpasni Bce moyanocsi, KOy aesiKi BOBKM-BUTHAHIL
MOBUBEPTAJIU LIKYPH i Ha3BaIMCA NcaMy. IXHi J1anu oM SIKIIAAM, JTIOAM 3KATUIICS
i 3anpocuiu ix gogomy. Jesiki 3a3apuiin rcam i MpoCcuiIn, 1100 iM TeX CTPUTIU
xyTpo. Kosu XyTpo cTano JUCKyuYuM, OTTPOCUIIN, 11100 XTOCh MPUBIB M 10 a1y
nasypi, a Malouu YUCTi i TOTJISTHYTI Ma3ypi, MOMPOCUIIN, 11100 Xy M MmoaaBaiu Ha
30J10TUX TalsiX. HeBnoB3i BOHM 305 KCs B IUIallli, 1100 3aXUCTUTU JIUCKYYe XyTpo,
i KpOKYBaJM MiCTOM, Haue BOJIOIapi, — TaK YyIMEeBHEHO, 110 B iXHIO BeJWY MOBIpUIN
iHuri. Tak i TpeGa Oys0, AymMau, — Ha IXHi 30JI0Ti Talli HAKJIaJAl0ThCs TOPH, a B
MOPOXXHI MUCKU iHIIIUX BPSIAM-TOJM BIaJie KiJibKa 36pHUH.

OIHOTO JTHST BOBUMIIS 3 Y3BUIIIIIISI OTJISTHYJIa MIiCTO i1 3aBWJia, KJIMIyIU TUTHHYAT iTH
3a Heto y eBiTu. Criepiny MillJId TICU, TO/I JIOAM OJHE 32 OMHUM, aX IMOKU 30CTajach
JIMIII )KMEHbKA TUX, Y IJ1alax. BoHu migHocuiu ¢Boi 3010Ti Talli 10 Heba, 61aralouun
COJIONIOLLIB, ajie 0e3 pyK-TOAYBaJIbHUIIb BUMEPJIU.



The Hungry Mirrors

The mirrors of the abandoned city

are hungry as hungry can be.

At least the lakes have a bellyful of sky.

At least the ponds are heavy with livestock.

These days, it’s drawn blinds,
empty changing rooms

and the chirruping crickets
they have no ears for.

Once, a spider hauled itself
down by a thread

and they gorged on it frantically,
like a someone lost in the desert.

Ah, those starveling servants of vanity,
we must pity them in their lean days —
when all eternity is an empty great coat
in the maw of an unlit corridor.



Tononui n3epkana

J3epkasna B MOKUHYTOMY MiCTi
HAWTOJOHIll Y CBiTi.

B o3ep Oopaii )XuBOTH HaIrxaHi HEOOM.
CraBKM 00BaXKHiJIi Oomait Xyn000io.

Hacrtanu nHi onynieHUX xano3si,
MOPOXHIX MepeBsiraIeHb

i minGanbopIMBUX LBIPKYHIB,
SIKUX HIKOMY CJTyXaTu.

SKoch MaByK OBUC HA HUTOYLII,
CMOB3al0uy BHU3,

i BOHM KMHYJIMCSI 10 HBOTO,
Haye 31YaBiji 3 ycTeTi.

O, 11i BiYHO TrOJIOJHI CJTYTM MapHOCJIaBCTBA,
3XaJIbMOCh HaJl HUMU Y JIHi TTOCTY —

KOJIU BiYHICTbh — HiYMIAHE MPOCTOPE MaIbTO
y 4epeBi TbMSIHOTO KOPUIIOPY.



Nights in the Abandoned City

Dark comes home to the abandoned city

and heaves off its boots by the fire.

It is astonishing how weary the dark is from its work,
its commute through choking towns and encampments.

It talks to the flames of the things it has seen
of the stilled hearts it has held

between finger and thumb.

It unburdens itself of all human sorrow.

And the fire, pretending for now,

it is a hearth at the centre of a church house,
listens like a priest and bites its own tongue,
imbues the parlour with cloying incense.

In the shadowplay, the dark is a plague doctor’s mask,
a bone-saw, a gathering of spat-out teeth.

Soon, fire will describe a still life of eyeglasses:

their tiny infinities — all their dashed lenses.



Houi nokunyToro micra

TempsiBa moBepTa€THC JOJOMY B IOKUHYTE MiCTO,
CKUJA€E MPU BOTHUIL YOOOTH.

HeiimoBipHO, SIK CJIBHO BUCHAXYE TEMPSIBY
IOOUpaHHS Kpi3b 3ayLIIUBI MicTa i1 TAOOpH.

Bona po3nosinae mosym’to mpo Te, 1110 6ayuna,
PO 3aCTULJI ceplid, sIKi TpUuMaia

BKAa3iBHUM i BEJIMKUM MaJIbLSIMU.

3BiJIbHSIE ceOe Bill JIIOACHKUX CTpaXKIaHb.

A BOTHMIIIC TUM 9aCOM TTPUKUIAETHCS
KaMiHOM TTocepe.t LIepKBH,

clyxae, sIK CBSIILIEHUK, Kyca€e co0i s13uKa,
00KYPIOE 3aJTy MaxoIlaMy Kaauia.

YV CBITNIOTiHI TeMpsiBa CTa€ MACKOI YYMHOTO JIiKapsi,
MUJIKOIO JIJISI KiCTOK, JKMEHBKOIO BUTLTIOHYTUX 3Yy0iB.
HeBnos3i, BOroHb Hanuiiie HAaTIOPMOPT 3 OKYJISIPAMU:
LIUMU KPUXITHUMU HECKIHUEHHOCTSIMU B TTYHKTUpaX JIiH3.

7>



The Tales

*

The maid stood at the edge of the city and opened the cage of
her chest. Her heart preened its wings of arterial blood

and then flew. Up it went, high, high as the cathedral

spire. She returned to the palace and made beds, tight

as drums.

*

One morning, when the cloak-maker had finished a long night
of stitching, his fingers aching, the fabric spotted

with his own blood, he sat in the stillness and observed

his labours. Even the sun was not stout enough to penetrate
the deep valleys of the cloak.

£

What use is a head? thought the gardener as he scythed off his own and
those of his groundsmen. The heads rolled

into the palace’s ha-ha. Bees were occupied like

any other day. A mole mined a path under the neat rolled lawn.



IcTopii

*

[TokoiBKa cTosijia Ha OKOJIULL MicTa, PO3YaXHYBILIU KJIITKY

rpyzeit. Ii cepiie npuinmuamno cobi KpUbLA 3 apTepiaabHOT KpoBi

i mosieTiyio. Yropy, Bce BUILIE i BULIE, IO LU0

cobopy. BoHa nmoBepHysacst 1o nanaity i 3actejnia Jiixkka, HalrHYBIIU MTOCTiJIb,
K OapabaH.

*

OpmHOTrOo paHKy, MiCs TOro, SIK KpaBellb LJIiICIHbKY Hiu

LLIMB TIalli, Majiblli #oro 00JiM, a TKaHWHA OyJ1a TOTIIMIeHA

KparuisiMi KpoBi, TOX BiH CiB, 3aBMep i CIIOMISIaB

101U cBOET mpaui. HaBiTh COHIIIO 3a0pakjio BArOMOCTi, 40U MPOHUKHYTH

B IVIMOVHM TJIAIIOBUX TOJIVH.

*

«$lka KOpuCTb i3 ToJI0BU?» — MOyMaB CaJliBHUK, CTSIB CBOIO i

CBOIX 3eMJISIKiB. IxHi ros0BM nokoTuIMCH

y najan xa-xa. bpkomu Oyiu K 3aBXau 3akjionoTaHi. KpiT puB TyHeni mig
aKypaTHO MiACTPUXKEHUM Ta30HOM.



Zoo of the Abandoned City

With the biddable and winsome gone

the zoo is a graver place of sharp eyes and fangs.
The small and portable are piqued

they’ve been deserted here

and funnel spiders have long memories.

Cages were left unlatched

(the keepers were not beasts after all)

so everyone is free to come and go

at their own leisure and, well, peril.

Caimans have made Monkey Walk a no-go zone.

Inmates are balanced on their nerves
like high-wire acts within a wide cupola;
are scrappily made effigies of themselves
held out to the rain that leans in

before continuing its rounds.



3oonapk y NOKHHYTOMY MicCTi

binux i myxHactux posidpanu,

300TapK CTaB CYBOPUM OCEPEIKOM TOCTPUX OUEH i KiTTiB.

KUILIEHbKOBUX i MPUKPUX PO3APAKHUIU,
MOKUHYBIIHU TYT,
a B MaBYKiB-aTpallM/IiB [1aM SITh Xe€ TOBra.

Kotiti i He3aMKHYTUMU

(Harisayvi, BPEILTi PELLT, He 3Bipi)

TOX KOXEH BUIbHUI ITH i MOBepTaTUCS

Ha CBIili cTpax i, 3BiCHO, pU3UK.

Kaiimanu 3po6uinu MaBnsiuy CTeXKY HETTPOXiJTHOIO.

YB’s13HEHI pO3roiiyl0ThCs Ha BJIACHUX HEpBaXx,

SIK BACOKOBOJIBTHU I Ka0eJsb MiJl IUPOKUM KYITOJIOM,
MEePETBOPIOIOYMCH HA CTPAXiTJIUBI CKYJIBITYPH,
TATHYYUCH J0 TOULY, SKUI JIMHE HA3yCTpiy,

Mepil Hilll MPOJAOBXUTU CBOIO KPYTOBEPTb.



Luncheon in the Abandoned City

There have been no hands

to wind clocks for months now,
thus, restaurants rely on instinct
and the shadows on pavements

to signal when to prepare for service.

Only salt and pulses remain

so0, ladles spend the morning

meting them out in melancholy portions
onto row upon row

of poker-faced plates.

At noon, cutlery goes through the motions —
a mechanical dance of luncheon
gnashing salt into powder
agitating the pulses
till the gong shudders
and they all fall down.



O0in y nokuHyTOMY MiCTi

Vixe KiJibKa Mics11iB OpaKye pyK

3aBECTU TOJUHHUK,

TOMY PECTOPAaHU MOKJIAAAI0ThCSl Ha iHCTUHKT
i Ha TiHi Ha TpoTyapax,

pPO3paxoByl0Uur, KOJIM HAKPUBATU Ha CTiJl.

Jluunucs cinb i 606u,

TOMY OTIOJIOHUKHU 3 CAMOTO PAHKY
HaKJIaIal0Th MEJIAaHXOMiiHI TOPILil

Ha TapiJiku, sIKi KopuaTb Mokep-geiic.

OmiBIHI CTOJIOBE HAYMHHS TAHIIIOE
MeXaHiYHUI 00iIHil TaHEIb
NPiOHUTH CiJIb HAa TIOPOX
Milrae 6000Bi,
aX TIOKU yAapUTb TOHT

i BCE OITMHUTHCS JOJi.



The Art Gallery

clears its throat and holds forth

to the symposium’s audience

of one hundred and twenty stacking chairs,

a water cooler with seven plastic cups, and a broom.

Is it a given then, that these Old Masters

are shorn of their aesthetic and their monetary value
when there are no human eyes to feast here?

it asserts, getting into its stride.

The water-cooler gurgles crankily in response,
the broom agitates the dust

while the faces on the walls look

as they have looked for tongue-tied centuries.



Miucrenbka rajepes

MPOYUIIIAE TOPJIO | TPUMAE

ayIUTOPII0 CUMIIO3iyMYy:

CTO ABAIISThH CKJIagaHUX CTiIBLIIB,

KyJiep 151 BOJU, CiM TUTAaCTUKOBUX CKJISTHOK i MITJTy.

«Yu 3aecou uyi Cmapi Maiticmpu

8MpPa4arOms C80H eCmemutHy i MamepianbHy YiHHICMb,
KOAU HeMA€ M00CbKUX 04ell Ha ubomy Oenkemi ?» —
numae 80Ha, KUHysuiucy y Oiil.

KyJiep XypJIMBO CKPUKYE Y BifTIOBIi/Ib,

MiTJia 3aiiiMae i

MOKU 00JIMYYS Ha CTiHiI BUTPILIAIOTHCS

SIK BUTPILLIAJICS BXXe Oarato 0e3MOBHUX CTOJIITh.



The Cats and the Mice

When all had been absent of human noise
for three turns of the moon,
the cats and the mice came to an understanding.

Mice would reign in the cheese shop
while cats would claim sovereignty
of the fishmongers.

There will be no Tom-and-Jerry-style absurdities.
No sticks of dynamite applied
to the rolled-out tongues of sleeping cats

and no mouse need squander a bead of sweat
on hefting irons to rooves
in the hope a cat would mosey by.

Thus, began a golden age, which like each golden age
will soon prove itself to be composite metal
with gilding shown greenish as it rubs away.

A mouse in a cloak stands on the last cheese wheel.
A cat in a cloak holds the last sole aloft.
1t’s the cats’ fault! said the mouse. Greedy mice!said the cat.

Hence, the Battle of the Grocery Shop began.
The mouse shouting orders with a mouth full of brie.
The cat screaming attack! spitting sole at the ranks.



Kotu it Mmummi

Konu mym ntoncbkuii He 101MHAB
YIPOAOBX TPbOX LMKIIIB MicsILId,
KOTH i MUILII AIAIUTA 3TONU.

Mulii 3anaHyl0Th y CUPHili KpaMHUIL
a KOTU MOUIUPSTH BIALy
Ha pUOHY.
bBinbin Hisikoro adcypay B ctuiti Toma i Ixxeppi.
Hisskux OpukeTiB nMHaMITY
Ha BUCOJIOTUUIEHUX SI3UKaX CIUISTYMX KOTIB

JKOJTHA MUIIIa He 3MapHYE I KpaTeJIbKu TOTY,
CITyCKaIOU¥ TIPACKY 3 Iaxy
B HaJlii, 1110 KiT TPOXOJIUTUME TOB3

TakK rmo4yajaacs 30J10Ta z[06a, KOTpa, 4K i BCsika 30J10Ta H06a,
CKOPO BUABUTDHCA CILJIaBOM MeTa]'[iB,
1o 36H€Hi€, KOJI1 00J1a3UThb 11030J10Ta.

Muiiia B rialli CTOITh Ha OCTAHHBOMY KPYKaJblli CUDY.
KiT y miamii xarnae octaHHIO KaMOany
«lle komu éunnil> — cKaxe MUILIA. «3axXAAHHI MUWIY — CKaXe KiT.

Tax moyanacs 6uTBa 3a 0akaliiiHy KpaMHULIIO.
Muia BUTYKyBaTUMe HaKa3u, HaIrxaBllu B pOT cUpy Opi.

Kit BepemaTtume: «B amaky’ mmo04Yrch KaMOaIO0 Ha IIEPEHTH.

<>



Oui Ja

On the Street of the Clairvoyants
an unmanned Ouija board
is rapidly shifting a sherry glass.

A long-dead lion-tamer
is anxious to have the last word
in a long-standing feud with the ringmaster.

A stuttering pharmacist
spells out the periodic table,
glass faltering over the O of oxygen.

Moreover, Alice needs to speak to Lawrence,
but there is nobody there
to take the call.

She frantically moves the glass to yes
yes yes and then, I do —
the door rattling against its jamb.



Oui Ja

Ha Bynuii AcHoBuliis
HeKepoBaHa JolKa 3 HarmrucoM «Ouija»
LIBUJIKO MEPECTABISIE CKISIHKU LIEPi.

JlaBHO momMepuii MpuOOpKyBay JIeBiB
HepBye, 00 X04e cKa3aTu OCTAaHHE CJIOBO
y JaBHili BOPOXHEUi 3 iIHCIIEKTOPOM MaHEXY.

ArnTekap 3aTHHAEThCS,
BUMOBJISIIOUM IO OYKBax NEPiognyHy TaOIULIO,
CKJISTHKA TPEMTUTH Hajl KucHeBUM O.

binbie Toro, Astici Tpeba noroBoputu 3 JloypeHcom,
aJie HIKOro HEeMae,
11100 BiIMOBICTU HA BUKJIUK.

BoHa pByuko nepecyBa€e CKISIHKY Ha TaK
mak max a TOofi, 3200Ha —
JIBEpPi TpackaioTb 00 pamy.



The Birds

During the final days of those final days

the city gate was propped open for stragglers
dragging their suitcases through windy streets —
civilization’s chip-wrappers jamming their wheels. —

And then a rustling of a million feathers
as all the sky’s birds

put their shoulder to the gate

and closed it, as if closing a tomb.

A whirlwind of litter baffled about the city —
until a crow with one blue eye

rose, gave an ushering caw,

and thence the assembly swooped.

For six days and six nights they worked

with unstinting precision

to garner each cast-off wrapping, each scuttling drink can,
each motley fragment of plastic.

On the seventh day, urged on by the crow,

they conjured a structure from this debris,

a structure surpassing any manmade fabrication.

A nest, a glorious nest reaching out to the high heavens!



IITacTtBo

V HallocTaHHIILINI1 i3 OCTAHHIX JHiB

MicbKa OpamMa OyJia HaBCTiXK BiTUYMHEHa ISl BOJIOLIIOT,

SIKi TIXaJIy BaJi3Ky BITPSIHUMU BYJIULISIMUA, —

i 0OropTKM BiJ MepeKycoK LMBiIi3allii 3acTpsArajiy y KomilliaTkax.

A ToJli IIlypXOTiHHS MiJIbIUOHIB Mip’iH
yCiX HEOECHUX MTaxiB,
SIKi HAJISITJIM Ha Opamy
i 3aYMHWIM ii, IK 3a4MHSIIOTb MOTUJTY.

Buxopu cMiTTs cnaHTeIMUEHO KPYXKJISJIUM MiCTOM —
aX TTOKM BOPOHA 3 CUHIM OKOM

3iiHsIacs, 3aKJIMYHO KapKHYyJIa,

i 3JIeTijIach Hapaja.

BoHu npalijoBajiu 1IiCThb JHIB i IiCTh HOUEH

HEBTOMHO # peTesibHO,

30Mpan KOXeH BUKMHYTUI (haHTUK, KOXKHY IyCTOTIMBY OJISIIIIAaHKY BiJl HAMoIO,
KOXEH CTPOKATHUI KJIANTUK IIACTUKY.

CbOMOTO JHST Ha 3aKJIMK BOPOHU

BOHM HAaYaKJIyBaJu CIIOPYIY 3 IIbOTO MOTJIOXY,
Cropy.Ly, 110 MepeBepllnIa BCi JTIOAChKi TBOPiHHSI.
[Hi3n0, caBeTHE rHi3M0, 1110 cATal0 caMux Hebec!



Dusk

At the amusement arcade
an out-of-date fortune teller
keeps pedalling her cards
inside her electric booth.

Nobody thought to unplug her
so the future is pushed forward
on lavender cards

with a fleur-de-lis motif.

A stranger will call with tidings from afar.
Beware the season’s turn!

One of the light bulbs is out

casting her left side in shadow.



CyTiHKH

V naBisibiioHi rpaJiIbHUX aBTOMATiB
3acrapijia BOpoxKa

Jaji Tacye KapTu

Y CBOIli €JIEKTPOHHII OyI1Li.

HixTo He moaymaB ii BAMKHYTU
TOX MaiiOyTHE AaJli MPOPOKYEThCS
KapTaMHu 3 JIJaBaHI0BOIO COPOYKOIO
i inigmMu

Hesnaiiomeuw nece daneky 38icmky.
Cmepeoicucs 3minu ce3onie!

OpHa 3 1aMITOYOK Teperopina,
JIiBUi OiK MOTJIMHYJIA TiHb.



Sleep

The city is old.

It pulls furs about itself,

hunkers down and draws archetypes
on the insides of its eyelids with chalk:

a staircase stopping to consider

if it is going up or down,

a bed empty as a ploughed field,
a discarded sheet miming snow.

These days there is nothing

you can say to bestir the city.

No seraphim or hooded minstrel

to pour music through its underground trains.



Con

MicTo crape.
BoHO BKpUBAa€eTHCSI LIKypaMu,
HaBIPUCSIIKW MAJTIOE apXETUTTH

Kpea010 Ha BHYTPILLIHIl CTOPOHI BJJACHUX TMOBIK:

CXOJIM MEePECTAIOTh 3BAXaTH

BEIYTb BOHU BrOpy UM BHU3,

JIIXKKO TMOPOXKHE, SIK 30paHe roe,
BiIKMHYTE MTPOCTUPAIIIO iIMITY€E CHIL.

3apa3 HeMae CIiB,
MPOMOBJISIHHS,, SIKUX TIOXXBaBUTb MiCTO.
CepaduMu i KanTypHi MeHeCTpeJi

BXKE€ HE JUIIOTb MY3UKY oro l'IiI[3€MHI/IMV[ nois;[arvm.



Outside the City Walls

The Beast shakes itself down,

looses the mizzle from its pelt.
The rainfall had kept it awake
through the centuries

and it felt satisfying at last

to confront it.

The Beast had pulled

the clouds apart with its jaws,

raised its hackles

and howled at the thunder

like a man affecting the cries of a wolf.
It rolls in straw to dry itself.

There really was nothing out there
but meteorological conditions.

The Beast should have listened

to its mother on that score.

It looks along its own sullen shadow
and wonders if that is a fiction too.



3a micbKHMH MypamMu

3Bip 00TpinyeThCH,
CTPYLIYIOUU 3 ce0e MXKUUKY.
Jlo1ii He JaBajiv criaTu
CTOJIITTSIMU

SIK ke 10Ope HapellTi
YUHUTH 1M OITip.

3Bip posnep

XMapu CBOIMM ILIeJIeNIaMU,

OLIETUHUBCS

i 3aBMB Ha Ipim,

SIK JIIOIMHA, KOTpa iMiTy€ BOBYi KPUKU.

3Bip BUKOUYETHCS B COJIOMi, 11100 OOCOXHYTH.

Tam cripaBni Hivoro He OyJ10,

KpPiM TTOTOJTHUX YMOB.

3BipoBi cJ1ij 0yJs10 TTocayxaTucs

MaTepi 3 [IbOTO MPUBOY.

BiH BOUBASIETHCS Y BJIACHY MTOHYPY TiHb
i He 3Ha€, YU if 11e He BUTAIKa.



The Cartographer Unmakes

It’s snow that gives her the idea,

bleaching parks of desire lines

and blotting out coffin paths.

With a white paintbrush

she makes a halo of the ring road

and cancels out the tower blocks and castle.

And when there is no one left

to remember the City,

when all has turned to fireside yarns and myth,
a traveller will open out

some spotless pages of the map

and imagine lady fortune shines on him.



Kaprorpadxka 3uumrye

e cHir migkuHyB iii inero,

BiIOLTI0I0YM MApKU BiJl TPOTONTAHUX CTEXKOK
i CTUpaIOYU MOXOPOHHI LLIJISIXU.

binum neHsnem

BOHA KPECJIUTh OPEOJT KiIbIIEBOI TOPOTH,
CKaCOBYE€ BeXi i1 3aMKH.

I KoM He 3aJTUIITUTBCS THX,

XxT0 06 mam’sitaB MicTo,

KOJIY BCE TePEeTBOPUTHLCS Ha TIETUBO MihiB IPU BOTHUILII,
MaHIpPiBHUK BiKpUE 1Jis cede

MOPOKHi CTOPIHKYU KapTu

i yBUTB, 1110 fioro ocsiBae cama DopTyHa.
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