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AoMiBKa yce Ije MOXXAHBA TaM, A€ CYIIATh HAABOPI OiAK3HY,

A€ ADDKKO IIOTOMY IIOBHE BiTPY i aAU9€BOrO LBiTY.

ITopa 1151 — BeAnKka i mepira A060BHa GAM3BKICTB,

I[O MYCUTD CTaTH IPOHUKHEHHM, HiIKOAHM He TIOBTOPUTHC.
3eAeHHM Ae30M KOKEH 3aPOAOK AUCTS

CTAETHCS, | KPUK XMBOI'O 3HAXOAUTD 1 HiY, 1 pUTM.

Tonxa ¢poAbra, mopa, KOAM 3aYHHAIOTHCS AOPUKOCH

OAHOYACHO 3 BiIlHAMH i HEMOBAATAMH, y TiM CAMill AOXKIIi TOBITPA,
Y 3aAyCi CITaAeHb YU B XOAOA], 3 IKOTO Y XaTy IPOCUTbCA

BOPYUIKUI, K 3rpasi MEAY3, i IePeAITHUM IIBIT.

birooxo, Kirrucro moAro€ KBiTHeBUI MOPO3,

Ta OAHAKOBY TeIIAY IYXHACTY IKiPKy MATUMYTh AITH.

Bcs pisHuIA y TOMY, Ha CKiABKH YaCTHH PO3AOMASTHCS,

SIK HACTaHe II0Pa YIACTH, YU TPOCTO PO3i6 I0THCS BIIEHT.

3a cTiHOIO CyCip OAHOPYKUH, ITTHUM, OAyKae BAOMA,
MepernAyTaBIIN BCi €IT0XH, 3a4elTUBIIN IIAeYEM

ABi 3aAi3Hi Muanni 3 [lepiuroi cBiTOBOI, KapTOHHUH PAASHCHKUIH IITOAOM,
i mOpTpeT HEBIAOMOTO 3 IIOTASIAOM, IK aBTOMaTHa 4epra,

i BilllaK COPOYOK, I[O AABHO 3 OAHMM PYKaBOM.

OTxe, MapaTUMYTh, P03i610ThCs Ha AOABKH Ta Ha AOAI,
PO3TOMAAAOCA IiAASL, BITPAM YCIOAU BIAKPHUTO.

IlepeTucHeHa mus — TOH epeMHIOK, i TAK AUBHO IIEPIINTD ¥ TOPAI,
HiOH Yac He MMHAB i IpaMH IIOB3€ iIPUT.

I'yce e — 3a0yTa y piaHiM 3eA€HIM IIOABIP'I I'pa,

11e OAyKaHHS MeXKHU PO3BIlIAaHMX BUIIPAHUX IIPOCTUPAAA,

CBIT IJOMUTI TOHIIKI, i KOAH OOifIMa€EI panTOM

KpPi3b TKAHMHY — He 3HAEI, XTO TaM, i 3HAMIIOB TH HOTO Y1 BTPATHB.
A TryxXHaAcTe ABOAiABHE TiAbIle BilHH 6y6H;{Bie B CepIi LIBITY,

IO MOTO MM XOAOAHOI HOYi HE BITyCTUAU AOAOMY I'PITHCS.

Home is still possible there, where they hang laundry out to dry,
and the bed sheets smell of wind and plum blossoms.

It is the season of the first intimacy

to be consummated, never to be repeated.

Every leaf emerges as a green blade

and the cries of life take over the night and find a rhythm.

Fragile tinfoil of the season when apricots first form

along with wars and infants, in the same spoonful of air,

in the stifling bedrooms or in the cold, from which the wandering
beg to enter, like a bloom of jellyfish, or migratory blossoms.

The April frost hunts white-eyed, sharp clawed,

but the babies have the same fuzzy skin for protection.

What makes them different is how they break
when the time comes for them to fall, or if they get totally crushed.

Behind the wall a drunken one-armed neighbour stumbles around his house,

confusing all the epochs, his shoulder

bumps into metal crutches from wwi, a Soviet helmet made of cardboard,
and the portrait of a man with a glance like a machine gun firing

and hangers for shirts, all of them with a single sleeve.

So they will fall and break into pieces and fates

branches parted, fruit exposed to the winds.

The neck feels squeezed, in the narrow isthmus of the throat

time just stands still and mustard gas creeps through the ditches.

All of this is but a forgotten game we play in the family backyard,

hiding amongst the laundry that hangs outside

the world becomes more fragile at each moment, and when you suddenly
embrace

through the cloth — you don’t know who it is, and whether you've lost or
found.

And the swelling parted body of war intrudes into a blossoming heart
because we didn’t let it enter our home on a cold night to warm itself.

[07 & OL]



IMTocTe kBiTHA

Crunr He AuIIe 3 OAHUM OIJUM YOAOBiKOM,

a 11 3 yCEHPKUM HOT'0 XUTTAM.

I vacom BOHO 3aBa)ka€ BaM CIIATHU YK IIPOCTO OO 06iiMaTHUCSL.
CxaxiM0, 9aCcTO IPUXOAUTD BilTHA i ASXKHTH Mi’X BAMH, HEMOB AUTS,
siKe 6OIThCSI AMIIATHCH HA CAMOTI y TeMHi cycipHif KiMHAaTi.

Y BifiHH, Ka)ke BiH, B apceHaAl 6araro yucea:
ABOE POAMYIB — OAMH MiIIOK i3 KiCTbMH,
THCSI9a TPUCTA AEBSTHOCTO ITSITh AHIB 06AOTH MiCTa,

TPH IAKYHKH 3 IYMaHITAPKOIO: MACAO, KOHCEPBH, CyXe MOAOKO, TPH OPyCOYKH

MHAAQ.
ITo Tebe MPUXOASITH YeTBEPO, KOXKEH 31 30pPOEI0 Ha ITAeYi.
IToka3yIoTb CIIUCOK, BeAyTb Tebe ITip KOHBOEM

yepes3 MicTo HiuHe. A Ba pasy, iayuu,

9y€ENl CHAPAAH, IO IIPOAITAIOTh BUCOKO HaA TOAOBOIO.

... IT’saTh pasiB i3 6apaKy BUBOASTH ITiA 3AMBY BHOUI

AO BIAKPUTOI IMM, B SIKi} BXX€ THUIOTh COPOK TPOE,

1 MOpa3y AyMa€NL: OT 5l HAPEIITi 3apas3 MoMpy

i3i3Hatocst borosi — 1je OyB HeBAQAUI JKapT.

A BOHHU Bac KUAAIOTb BCiX AOAIAMIID Y 6pyA

I THIIAIOTD Y IOTUAHUIIIO AYAO, i MYCHTE AOBI'O A€XKaTH.
IBipTOAL S pO3AIO6I/IB, Ka’Xe BiH, AUBUTHUCS CHU —

BCi Ili cIorapH, 3Ha€ll, He Ay>Ke-TO 1 YOAOBiYi,

KOAH BU OiXXHTe 4epes Aic, BAM y CIIMHY CTPIiASIIOTb BOHHU,
KOAM KyAS B CTETHi,  TH BCe BiAUyBa€N OTe 6arHO Ha 0OAMYYI.

Ocb Toal BeanKe 6e3AUCTE AEPEBO OOAIO IIPOPOCTAE I IYABCYE B IPYASIX,
i TH He BipTIOBipa€em, 60 10 Ha TaKe BiAIOBICTH.

I crupaem, cTUpaen, CTUPAEN OMY 3 00ANYYSI TOM OPYA,

HaBiTb Kpi3b COH.

I maBiTn

KOAHM Ha BiACTaHi.

April 6

You are not just sleeping with this one man, but with his whole life,

and sometimes it wakes you up and snatches him out of your arms.

For, you see, war often comes along and lies down between you like a child
afraid to be left alone in the dark.

War, he says, involves many numbers, let’s see —

two relatives equal one sack of bones,

one thousand three hundred and ninety-five days of siege,
three packages of humanitarian aid: butter, canned goods,
powdered milk, three bars of soap.

Four armed men come for you,

show you their orders and then escort you out into the night.
During the walk across the city

you hear missiles flying over your head — twice.

... Five times they take you out of the barracks
to a ditch where forty-three lay rotting

and each time you think: I will finally die

and tell God that it was a lame joke.

But they throw you face down into the dirt

and take their sweet time pressing a gun to your head.
Since then, he says, I don’t like to dream,

these kinds of memories, they aren’t fitting for a man.

You run through the woods, they shoot at your back,
a bullet hits your thigh but all you feel is this dirt on your face.

That’s when a leafless tree of pain grows

in your chest, pulsating.

AndIdon’t respond because what do you say to that

Ijust keep wiping the dirt off his face, over and over again,
even while he’s sleeping,

even while he’s away.

[0] & OL]



CuayeTu 3 OCBITA€HUX BiKOH

Y HUX cAyK60Ba KBapTHPKA — BIKHA Y ABip TIOPMH,
1XBOpa AUTHHA y HUX, i BCe Y HUX, K y BCiX.

ITisHo BBeYepi, KOAM XAOIIYMK CIIUTD, a IIOCYA OCTAHHIN IIOMUTO,
KOAM 3aCTUIA€ MICTO B I[YKPOBiM TUXiH Kpaci,

Y Ta3HKY F'OAOCHO XAIOTIAIOTbCSI ABi pUOMHM XKHUBI,
apecby mip13A1 TAage AyPHE KOIIeH4 CAire,

BOHA CiAQ€ I AyMag€: OT, 11 90AOBiK

I[OPaHKY BUXOAMTD i3 Palo i CIIYCKAETHCA B IIEKAO.

A taM 11i ypKu OpPyAHI, 2 B HbOTO 5K TAKHIL OpeOoA

CBITAMHI AOBKOAAQ, IO CTPAIIHO YaCOM FAAAUTH I10 TOAOBI,
Ha AiTO Tpe6a B CEAO — MAAUM IIbOTO POKY KBOAHIA,

Tpeba Tydai B peMoHT. Bopiyy HaBapuTH . . .

A BiH

caMe KOMyCb BUOMBa€ 3y0OH, IOKH BOHA 3ACUHAE,

3 HAITAPHUKOM ITiCA Sl 3MiHHM KOBTA€ FOPiAKY BTOMAEHO

i xaxxe: He xouy poopomy. Tam 151 6a6a AypHa

i 3HOBY MaAmi xBopie. Ilexao, kopoTie, BAOMA.
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Silhouettes in the lit windows

They have a rented flat looking on to the prison yard

And an ill child and all that other couples have

Late in the evening when the boy is in his bed and the last dishes are washed.
And the whole town is dozing in silent sugared beauty,

And two live fish are splashing noisily in the washbasin

And a stupid blind kitten is crying somewhere in the staircase,

She sits down and thinks — here, her husband

Leaves Paradise every morning and descends into Hell.

And there all those dirty jail birds are and he has such a nimbus

Shining that she is sometimes even afraid to pat his hair,

It would be nice to go to the country for summer, the kid isn’t well this year,
And the shoes need repairing and I have to cook soup . ..

And he, while she falls asleep

Is breaking somebody’s teeth

Later with his companion he drinks vodka wearily

And says — I don’t want to go home,

There is this stupid woman

And the kid is ill again. In short, there is hell at home.

[MG]

11



ITaaiTpa

Bepecenp oBepTa€eThCs, 06 3MIHUTH yCe.

Ai3e Kpi3b TEKTOHIYHUI pO3AaM YOPHA I'yCTa PiKa,
Hece BUUTEAIB, o 61AH Tebe AIHIFIKOIO II0 pyKax
Y MOHACTUPCBKil MIKOAI

9H TO MaK

B MeApece,

ApPYy3iB 3ary6AeHHx — IPUBMAIB 6iAOAMITUX,
MIENIOTH ¥ KPUKH, 1e AKeCh IIyMOBUHHS.

I AiBuaT 3 HAaMMiBCOHHUX CiIABCHKHMX CBITAUIIb,
KOTPi CTpHOAIOTH OAPA3y AAAEKO 32 XXOBTY AiHIIO.
(Cnepmry yci BoHM X04yTh 1036y THCH AKLIEHTY,
cipi TiAa IIPOXOAOAHI ¥ BY3bKi, SIK ¥ pHO,

BTiM, AO ApeCypH IIPHAATHI, 3aCBOIOIOTH IIPaBUAA I'PH,

BMIiAO MIATPHMYIOTH 3BSI3KY AOHOp-aKLIel'ITop).
I'yuHO y MOBHUX TpaMBasX CIiBa€ HeH3a

IIPO Te, SIK ACTATH 3 YKPaIHU ITAXU HaA XaTOIO.
ko Bxe mefl MicAIb pixe BCiX OAHAKOBHUM A€30M,
TO 3BIAKHY HaA ISl BUXKUTH

Ta

He iH}iKyBaTHCS.

TIaaBae B He6i Hap MicTOM BaHiABHO-IIYKPOBa BaTa.
Boruuku 60A0TsIHI paxyel, abu 3aCHY TH.

T'op6umicst Hap PAaHKOBOIO KaBOIO, Mift HaBicHUIT MeAXXHYH,

1 He 3rapa€enl HaBiTh, KYAU XOTiB IIPAMYBATH.
BepeceHs. Y moBiTpi 3eAeHHIT COITYX HOAIT.
YoAoBikH Ha Me>XXi HEPBOBOTO 3PHUBY.

S npoBeay, XOAH 32 MHOIO YCAIA,.

AixTapiB CAU3bKI pO3AYLIeHi CAUBU

COKOM Ha IIA€Yi CKaIlyIOTb.

biapmre — xopAHUX ypoKiB.

TBoe 6e3ymcTBO i AaAi OyAe BHCOKHM.

I TiAbKH, 06 TaM’SITATH, BSDKH Ha 3aIICTSI HUTKY:
BepeceHb IOBEPTAETHCS 3HOBY yCe 3MiHUTH.
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Palette

Here September returns to get everything changed.

The fracture is bleeding blackly, thickly, abruptly,

bringing those teachers of yours from the monastic school,

or actually

the madrasa;

those who’d whipped your childish hands with the rulers,
bringing the pale wraiths of your companions lost,

bringing the screams and whispers, bringing the murky foam,
bringing the girls, eager to skip the borderline

once they’ve broken free from their somniferous backwoods homes
(primarily they want to get rid of the accents.

Grey are their narrow bodies, fishy and lifelessly cold,
willing to get exercised, willing to not mistake

the rules of conjunction between a donor and an acceptor).
Listen, the streetcar insane is singing aloud

of how the birds are leaving Ukraine, flying over the chimney of ours.

So how can we hope

to survive uninfected

when the crescent is scything us all

inarow?

Cotton vanilla candy’s wafting over the town.

Bog is twinkling with light. Count those glimmers, then sleep.
Humping over the morning coffee, my madly perplexed Majnun,
have you already forgotten where were you going to leave?
Here it’s September. Bogs are excreting their green malodour.
Men remain on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

Come, fill my steps in. Slicky yellow light of the lanterns
pours its juice on your shoulders.

Now you have nothing to learn,

highly infatuated forever.

Merely touch the thread on your wrist and remember:

here September returns to get everything changed

over and over again.

[av]
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AyHail IPUXOAUTD i Kaxe: Biaaal, Biaaait
imacMmo, i cmasM, i pyKy i3 pykasa,

TH He PO3yMi€lll, 51 He IPOCTO BOAQ,

TH BCS IPOMHHEII, a 51 cO6i AAAl TpUBATUMY,
A1060B MOIO OMHTYBATH He CTAHE PO3AYK,

i CBITAO MOE CHIIKe, SIK 6AXKOAMHA IIepra,

BiAAaM IIiBiMeHI, a IIiCHIO BiAAQM ITiAY.

Birica sMmiii Ta A060Bi, X0AIHHA 60CO0 IO CHIrax,
HApOAY, IO MiXX 6eperaMu CTEAUTHCSI OCOKOIO,
PAaHKIB, KOAM Ha IIOKH BUITAAA€ 10 CUBiM Bili,
140AOBIiKa, IKUM MEHI HOCUTHUMe MOAOKO
ropo6buHOI HOYi.

Biabme Hivoro He 6incs.

I'asipu: 60puBiTep, 10 6UTBY 3 BITPOM IIPOTrpas,
AeTHTD Hap TOOOIO i POHHUTD Y PYKY IIepo.
Haiiran6mra Moruaa — CIis, 1o He 3Ha€ yrasy.
Moi yoBHM 3roAOAHIAM, BAIAM IM CBO€T KPOBI.
Ocb Tenai rpixu i XAibH, cIIiBaroTh MOI BeCASIpI,
I xomaBa, ik Mix pebep 3aAi3HuU rax.

Ocp MuuTS 3i 3BiCTKOIO i CITaAaxye Ha ropi
IIUIIIIMHA — BEPIUIHUK i3 KPOB'I0 HA OCTPOrax.
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Danube approaches, he wants me to give away

alock and a cramp, and an arm from a flowing sleeve,

I'm more than just water, regardless of what you say,

and I will go on even after you fully leave,

no parting’s a bandage enough for my love’s deep wound,
my light is like crystal pollen that falls in grains,

give me one half of your name and the song you found.
Beware of the serpents, of love and of walking again
barefoot aloof in the snow, of the folks like reeds,

days when a silver eyelash will drop like a tear,

of the man who will bring me milk on a path thatleads
through the heart of the night.

Save for that, you have nothing to fear.

Look: here comes the falcon who battled the wind and lost,
from the bottomless sky a feather he drops for you.

Know: the deepest of graves is the song that persists the most.
For my famishing boats give a bit of your bloody brew.
Warm are sins and the loaves of bread, and my oarsmen chant,
through the ribcage an iron hook of Ko$ava curls.

Here a dogrose

bush rushes up through its steep ascent

like a message bearer with flaming blood on his spurs.

(1s]
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3BIAKH IIPUIAIIOB £ 3 0YMMa iHIIOr0 KOABOPY
3BiAKHM TaKMH IO MaTH B MEHI He BIIi3HAAA PiAHOTO
3BIAKH Ii iHIIIi ATOAHM B MOIHT AOMiBITi

3BiAKH 3aAi3HA IOIIKA B MOIM TapiAni

3BIAKH IAMSITh PYKH IO AO 32Ai3a TATHETHCS
3BiAKM TPaBH IIO IXHi CMaKHU y POTi IBITyTb
3BIAKH B MOTO COOaKHU CTPaX MOEI IPUCYTHOCTI
3BIAKHM 3iHMIIS PO3IIKMPeHa B KOXXHIN CBivIi
3BIAKH MiX 3ip AapeMHO po3cHIIaHe 6OPOLUIHO
3BiIAKH AOCI ITAQYYTh yCi HEBUAMMI AiTH

3BiAKH IPUMIIIOB 5 BIATIOBIAQIO 3 AOPOTH

3BiAKH Hi3BiAKH IPOMIIOB cobi MeXXH CAbO3UHAMU
3BiAKH CABO3H BiATIOBiAQIO 31 CIIOTAAY

3BIAKH CIIOTaA SKIO He 3TaAal0 IOBEPHEHHA

3 II0AS i3 AiCy i3 TPSICOBUHH HOAOTSHOI

3BiAKH Balll TIEPEASIK 1 YOMY BIACTyIIa€Te

3BiAKH 3AOAIM IO BUKPAB Y MEHE iM'st MOE€
13aX0BaB y HEIIPOPOCAIl 3epHUHI

i3aKomaB I y BOBYOMY Ay3i

3BiAKH y HeOi Alpka poamipom 3 Bora.
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Where did I come from that my eyes changed colour

Where did I come from that my mother didn’t recognize me as her
own child

Where are these strange people in my house from

Where is this iron stew on my plate from

Where is memory of my arm searching for iron from

Where is this grass I can taste in my mouth from

Where did I come from that my dog fears me

Where are the dilated pupils of every candle from

Where is the flour from that is scattered among stars — such a waste!

Where are these invisible children from, crying somewhere near

Where did I come from — I answer I came from the road

where from nowhere I just leaked between tears

Where are the tears from I answer from my memory

Where is my memory from if I don’t remember coming home

from the field from the forest from the swallowing bog

Where is your fear from and why are you stepping back

Where is this fiend from, he who has stolen my name

and hid it among grain unsprouted

and buried it in the wolves’ ravine

where is this God-sized hole in the sky from.

[MG]
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I'un craeTbcs 3 MAA@HBKHMHU IIOCh HACTIPABAL BeANKe?
IMocxkpunyoTs mip Horamu comk M 3sHaHHA meperumai.
Tenep T 3Ha€N, HATIPUKAAA, K Y YaCH BiiHU

B AOMIBKaX 3iIyA€HUX ITyAbCYIOTb CBITAOM SAMHKH,

SIK BiTep MEPTBOTHMM i3 IOABOBOIO 3rapuina

HIypY€ NIYHTOM IIOMIX CTiHOK a0OpTH,

sk I'acmap, Baatacap, Meabxiop

CHiIIaTh y MBHAKII i3 mpocTpeAeHOI0 $paporo,

SIK 31 CIIBYYTTS IOAOHEHHMM XMMEPHI I'yCTi AICH POCTYTb,
i MOTiM ASITAIOTH IMapOM TOP (Y Ha TEMHY AYLIY.

CBiTAO - eHs APATIOTAMBE - CKABYAHTD KPal IOAYIIKH,
CBITAO TOHKe i CHI)KHE, CHII 0OAMYYSI OCTYAUTD
i3adikcye, sIK 11l 00AMYYS [1EPEeTBOPIOIOTHCS HA AMKH,
IOIIiA CepIie 3eMAL BPi3alOThCA.

Ao BecHHU

x04 611 TerrAa He OyAO, OO AeXKaAQ I1s MAAIAHHUIIS.

Yu ycporo, mo cTaAoCs, AOCTaTHBO AASL CIIPABAL BEAUKOTO,
M IPOCTO i3 60AI0 BUPOCTE BEAHKE AEPEBO - TYT,
KPUBAaBUTH SITOAAMH, CTYKATH Y BikHa HiYHUX KBapTUP?
3BiaKH y Tebe, KOXaHUM, [je MiCSTYHE CSIABO MKipu?
Tpoxu roaoay, BiAdaro, Ta MOAOKA, Ta PTYTI.
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Can great things happen to ordinary people?

The rotting boards of knowledge creak underfoot.

Now you know, for example, how in wartime

lights pulsate on Christmas trees in squat homes,

how the deadly wind blows from a burning field

burrowing like a stent between aorta walls

how Gaspar, Balthazar, Melchior

rush in an ambulance with a bullet-riddled headlight

how the thick magic forests appear out of compassion for the prisoners
of war

and spread in a layer of peat over the darkened souls.

Daylight, a clawing puppy, whimpers by the pillow,

the light is faint and snowy, snow will cool the faces

and capture them turning into icon-like images

that cut through the heart of the earth.

If there is no warmth

until spring, let this shroud remain.

Was everything, everything that happened, for a greater good
or would all the agony cause a tall tree to grow — bleeding
berries, pounding against apartment windows at night?
Where did you get this glistening moonlight skin, my love?
From starvation, despair, and milk, and mercury.

[0] & OL]
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Lo camoTHicTh Morau 6u 3Batu Ecrep a6o Mipiam.

3 HEMOBASTYHM [TAAYEM ASTAIOTD Y 3MAIO ITOAKH.
MIi>x BOAH Ta COAl AABHO 3aTiCHO CAOBaM.

Ilip mpucnymeHNM NpanopoM peroyyTh COTHI XPUIIKHX
HeTYTeIHiX IeAbOK, CKaAKaMU MOBHU TOKOAOTHX.

Lst caMOTHICTb XOAOAHA, PO3BepCTa i TaKa 6e3AOHHa,
IO 1 4y>KaK He bepe.

HenpuxasHi AiTy 3i mKkoAn

BHOPIAQIOTD, CTOSATD HaA MOPEM, SIK IIEPEeA CYAOM.
TpickoTHTD y MOBITPi 313Ky IIepeCcoXAe TiAAS,

XTOCH YIIepTO BUI'yKY€ IIO3UBHU I MOIEAHIIA.

1Tt camotHicTh Morau 6u 3Batu Ceaima a60o CeBriab,
iMeHa MOKMHYTUX COAOHI 11 3aBXAH HaWUTAUOMIi.

I BuxoAUTH BOHA, HEPBOBO NAABIIAMU MHE

YOPHUI BY30A XyCTUHH, I'yOU B Hel OAiAl:

xTo 1je, Kaxe. ITpuiiom, un xTocs ime uye Hac?

IIJoriHO XTOCh BUKAMKAB HAC i HA3MBaB iMeHa.

Hy x 60, CMHKY, IpHIIOM, TOCAyXail MEeHe, MeHe:

BCi mimAwm i3 6epera, MOLUIyKai y BOAL
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This loneliness could have a name, an Esther or a Miriam.
Regiments fall to the ground with an infant’s cry.

Words hardly fit between water and salt.

Under the flag at half-mast, hundreds of hoarse voices

laugh, pricked by the splinters of language.

This loneliness is vast, bottomless, and so chilling

that even a stranger turns away. Restless children wander
out of the school, stand by the sea, as if in front of a tribunal.

Dried tree branches crackle in the air like transmitters.

Somebody keeps calling out the name of the city turned into ashes.
This loneliness could be named Sevgil or Selima.

The names of the abandoned are salty and deep.

She comes out, fumbles with the knot
of her black headscarf; her lips are pale.
Who is there, she says, do you read me? Does anyone hear us?

Just a moment ago somebody called out our names.

Do you read me, son, try and listen to me, to me —
they have all left the shore, look for them in the sea.

[0] & OL]
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OsupHenics Ha3aa i BIATYENT y rOpAi CiAb.
JKoBTuil 3Mi¥l BOTHSIHUI A€XKUTD Ha AAXy KOCTEAY.

Cap 3a poomom mymuts. Hlym MOAIOHMI Ha TOAOCIHHSL.

3aBTpa BUIAEII Y CaA, a BiH TOOI He 3arBiTe.
3aBTpa rayxo To0i criiBaTUMe A3BiH BEAUKHX ITOXKEXK,
3aBTpa piuKa TBOS 3aKMIIUTD i CTaHE KPUBaBa.

CHu TpuBOXHI Hap PaHOK, i pAHOK TPUBOKHUMT TeX.
Ha AncTky BUHOTpaay 3aBMep BeAUYE3HUN PAaBAHK.
3aBTpa BUHACNI HAa CTAHINIO — OTATH, TOCIIIX, ITHA,
Tak OeHTeXXHO, HeHaye BiliHa.

Mix gyxux ycix

3aroBOPHUII AO KOTOCb — Y TOAOCI CKPHUITHE CiAb.

I Beanka mosxexxa Ha ceplii.

A moxu - criu.
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You’d be turning around and feeling the salt in your anxious throat.
Orange serpent would burn down the church,

as the garden behind your house

would be mournfully weeping

and tomorrow would never be going to bloom;

as the fire would dully be tolling for you;

as your river would seethe with the blood.

Anxious morning would bring disquiet into your dreams.
An enormous snail would freeze on a leaf of the grape.

On the dusty and hasteful station

the embarrassed trains would forebode something like war.
There amongst the crowded strangers

you'd be feeling the salt in your anxious voice.

Orange serpent’ll revive in your heart

tomorrow.

Sleep till it does.

[av]
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ITaTpecar r0Ay6iB TIOAETIAO 3 IIi€l A3BIHHUIII.
Topu rpiM mepesxoByIOTH, paHsTh 6e33y6i sicHa.
KBoae aepeBo BiTpy pocTe Ha IIiCKy BEeCHH.
Koxxen Aro6uTs cBii 6ilf TIABKY Ha3BaHUM Ha iM,
KOXXeH A0D ITaM’siTaTUMe BAACHHUI pO3OUTHII MY,
KO>XeH 3pOOUTH i3 BAACHOI KiCTKHU COb1 1japsi,
KO>X€H BAACHOTO 60ra KAQA€ B YePENHY MIThMY

i CAOBa BUCHIIA€E B KOAOASI3b a0eTKU ycimippAA,
He HOApi6H€Hi M Ha CKAAAMU.

IlomeAnmHKH TPeMTSATH Ha BifX,

POCTs paHKY B 6araTTs KMAAIOTb, 60 cyxe.

ITonap 6eperom ckade KiHb, BOPOHUI, XXUBHI,
aAe BYepeBi B HbOrO BOPYMIaThCA TiHi aXeHIliB.

Fifty pigeons have flown away from the belfry.
Mountains munch the thunder, wounding their toothless gums.
Wind is frailly sprouting up from the sand of the spring.

Every battle’s worth loving when named,

every forehead remembers its own broken wall,

every king is arisen from a bone of the master,

every god is buried down in the darkness, deep in the death’s-head.
Words are pouring into the well of a hornbook,

just as whole as that.

Grains of ash on the winkers, trembling;

withered seed of the morning is thrown into the pile to burn.

On the seashore, the black horse is racing alive,
full of ripe Achaeans’ shadows budging inside his belly.

[av]
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