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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

A few matters should be clarified for the sake of the reader.
In no way did I attempt to render literal translations of Vasyl Sy-
monenko’s works. In a few cases I sacrificed the exact meaning in
order to reflect the power and emotion of the poet’s writings. This
I did in the belief that the feeling of a poem always supercedes the
wording.

As to the matter of titles: Symonenko has names for only
about half of his poems. For purposes of identification, especially
in the printing of single poems in various publications, I have at-
tached titles to the rest. Such poems appear in this collection with
an asterisk next to the title.

I wish to thank Mr. Zenon Snylyk, the Editor of Svoboda, The
Ukrainian Weekly, for suggesting the idea of translating the works
of Ukrainian poets.

For invaluable assistance in the translation of many difficult
words and phrases, I thank my parents.

For her truly beautiful illustrations, thanks are extended to
Miss Motrya Chodnowska, and for the portrait of Symonenko to Mr.
Edwin Havas.

Thanks also to Mrs. Doris Hayden for her tremendous as-
sistance in the typing of the manuscript.

Maplewood, N.J., 1974. ANDRIY M. FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY
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THE SOLITUDE: SYMONENKO ALONE

One need only read the title poem to grasp the fact
that Symonenko is a national poet. His political verse
holds such o might that the very pages swell. His is a
poetry of war and vengeance, of dignity and freedom, of
power and heroism. Yet, behind this wall of monumental
verse there stands a man — scorned, rejected, and lonely
to the very depths of his existence.

“Oh God! At least send me a foe,
If you don’t want to sent me a friend.”

What intense longing is embodied in these lines from
the poem “Solitude” (p. 43). It seems from these words
that Symonenko had no friends at all. This would be an
exaggeration, of course, but he does admit in the final
entry of his diary (p. 139) that he has almost no com-
panions in his town of Cherkasy.

“I simply haven’t found among them spiritual
Ekindred, and friendship, as is evident, cannot
survive on rational grounds alone.”

Yes, Symonenko comes right out with it. The poet’s
loneliness is visible from poems such as “Don’t Mock Me
Please” (p. 87), where he cowers before “that terrible
‘no’” of rejection, and “You Can Hate Me”, (p. 79) in
which he speaks of love unreturned. In his diary, Symonen-
ko makes it clear that he has a problem with companion-
ship, and the poem “Solitude”, we have seen, shows him
hunting unrelentingly for a “Friday of my own.” But the
same theme re-echoes in less obvious form in a few of his
other works.
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Symonenko’s “Filial” (p. 39) is a political poem. It
is nationally minded and powerful as usual. Right in the
midst of it, however, the poet makes a puzzling comment:

“Life without my friends would go sour,
Without their brows, their arms, and eyes.”

This statement is totally unconnected with the rest
of the poem, and stands out, pointing grimly to the un-
rewarded other-centeredness of its creator.

“Baba Onysia” (p. 49) finds an old woman “who
must face her old age alone.” In “The Old Man Is Dead”
(p. 87) Symonenko laments that “only the rye will cry
for his sake.” Why this preoccupation with alone-ness if
not a tristic reminder of the poet’s own position?

Of the few short stories that Vasyl Symonenko wrote,
we have in this collection three which deal definitely with
rejection or loss. In “Elegy for a Grandfather” (p. 99) the
narrator loses his beloved companion — his grandfather.
Broken love and rejection are the theme in “The Roosters
Crowed on the Embroidery” (p. 113) and “He Kept Her
from Sleeping” (p. 107). In both, the male character walks
off alone.

In his diary, the poet comments sadly on betrayal by
an erstwhile friend and this feeling finds its way into the
poem “Optica” (p. 177), which reveals Symonenko’s hie-
rarchy of values. The loyal soul is “most clean” in the eyes
of the forsaken poet.

What greater desperation can be felt by a writer
than that of him who has no one to whom he can show his
work. Not long before his death, Symonenko experienced
this:

“Yesterday I wrote ‘The Tale of the Dullard’.
...Too bad there’s no one to read it to.”

If inspiration comes with misery, it is no wonder that
Vasyl Symonenko wrote poetry so pendant with truth and
so vibrant with power.

1}

In many of his political poems, we find Symonenko
trying to enlighten the regime as to its own delusions.
“Granite Obelisks” (p. 21) is such a poem. In referring
to the obelisks, the poet speaks of the myriad monuments
that the regime is forever constructing to immortalize the
least worthy of events and people. Symonenko calls for the
Russians to come to the realization that they are simply
deluding themselves with their meaningless memorials, for

“..in the graveyard of the spent illusions
There’s simply no more room to fill.”
“Life is not exactly as yow'd will,” he tells them, and re-
peats his warning about illusion in a later stanza.

The poet lays bare the powerlessness of the Soviet
government before the growth cf the Ukrainian nation and
questions:

“Where is your majesty; your power — where’s it
gone?” This line from “Where Are You Now, Oh Torturers
of Nations?” (p. 31) views the government of the second
greatest world power as bumbling and impotent, as one
that is only fooling itself with self-images of greatness.
The entire poem “Monarchs” (p. 59) is an indictment of
a political system dependent on “fake idolatry as a crutch.”
“Maybe That’s the Way” (p. 63) likewise shotters these
delusions of grandeur.

Stalin was not placed on any pedestal by the people,
says Symonenko in an entry from his diary dated October
19, 1962 (p. 125):

“He CLIMBED UP himself...”

That line from “Where Are You Now...” is indeed most
fitting. Suddenly, it seems that the poet has shown us o
Soviet Union without any vestige of majesty or power.

Ideological decay, which goes unnoticed by the rulers
is perhaps the greatest source of confusion behind the Iron
Curtain. Symonenko in his diary (p. 131) makes it clear
that he despises “bureaucratic, patented, fattened wisdom.”
The poem “Chorus of Elders from the Epic ‘Fiction’”
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(p. 45) also looks at intellectual complacency and bureau-
cratic mindlessness.

Symonenko ridicules those self-satisfied governmental
officers who think they can control the minds of the people
and therefore act like gods by reminding them in “Advice
for Tyrants” (p. 13) that

“You cannot execute a thought.”

What worries Symonenko is that the people may real-
ly be turning into mindless creatures. He looks with pity
at those who fear any special exertion of effort, lest it
bring trouble. This is evident both from the poem “Pond-
rance” (p. 69) and his July 6, 1963 diary entry (p. 135).

“Paradoxica” (p. 85) also expresses compassion for
those who fool themselves:
“For it’s not terrible to die —
It’s terrible to live when you are dead.”

Symonenko wrote much more, of course. We are not
attempting to cover all his works in this short introdu-
ction, however. We are simply trying to analyze the soli-
tude of a man. When Vasyl Symonenko appeared in the
literary arena of the early sixties, he came with more than
his truly beautiful lyric style, bringing a forceful new
poetry of social comment. He is the father of the Ukrain-
ian national re-awakening of the sixties. This is a man
who had the courage to stand up and shout:

“May Russias and Americas be silent
When I elect to speak with you”
in his “Filial” (p. 39), a conversation with Ukraine.
Symonenko shook the cowering population of Ukraine
into producing new heroes, a new national movement
which is today the single greatest domestic threat to
Soviet security.

16

The poet waits for a “new Taras or Franko”.* Too
humble to admit it, Vasyl Symonenko is himself such a
man. Who but Symonenko could succeed in mocking the
inept agricultural system of the U.S.8.R., while at the same
time championing free thought in a single poem. He does
just that in “Necrology for an Ear of Corn...” (p. 33). He is
a poet of all-national themes, yet simultaneously — the
most vehement individualist, as testified by the wverse
“Yowre a Person” (p. 55), while in another poem he
teaches us to “respect a million ‘I's’”.

Why is it that Symonenke writes “a co-understanding
carved itself out between myself and A.H. with special
ease (p. 137). Was it not difficult for the poet to find friend-
ship? Or did the difficulty lie in finding someone with ideas
as bold as his own? It is believed that A.H. is Alla Horska,
one of the few who, like Symonenko, stood up for the na-
tional and individual rights of the Ukrainian people. Within
seven years, both were murdered by the K.G.B. as we learn-
ed from sad reports of the best of sources in Ukraine. It is
not surprising that the secret police injected the leukemia
virus into Symonenko’s system in 1963. He was only 28 ot
the time. One can hardly imagine what influence he
would have had, if he only had lived to be 50. It is not
surprising that Vasyl Symonenko was a lonely man. He
fought o war alone, for at the time there was no other
brave enough to stand in battle at his side.

Maplewood, N.J., 197}. ANDRIY M. FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY

* Taras Shevchenko, (1814-1861), hailed as the greatest Ukrain-
ian poet. Ivan Franko, (1856-1916), poet, educator, publicist, holds
the second place in Ukrainian literature.
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(p. }5) also looks at intellectual complacency and bureau-
cratic mindlessness.

Symonenko ridicules those self-satisfied governmental
officers who think they can control the minds of the people
and therefore act like gods by reminding them in “Advice
for Tyrants” (p. 73) that

“You cannot execute a thought.”

What worries Symonenko is that the people may real-
ly be turning into mindless creatures. He looks with pity
at those who fear any special exertion of effort, lest it
bring trouble. This is evident both from the poem “Pond-
rance” (p. 69) and his July 6, 1963 diary entry (p. 135).

“Paradoxica” (p. 85) also expresses compassion for
those who fool themselves:
“For it’s not terrible to die —
It’s terrible to live when you are dead.”

Symonenko wrote much more, of course. We are not
attempting to cover all his works in this short introdu-
ction, however. We are simply trying to analyze the soli-
tude of a man. When Vasyl Symonenko appeared in the
literary arena of the early sixties, he came with more than
his truly beautiful lyric style, bringing a forceful new
poetry of social comment. He is the father of the Ukrain-
ian national re-awakening of the sixties. This is a man
who had the courage to stand up and shout:

“May Russias and Americas be silent
When I elect to speak with you”
in his “Filial” (p. 39), a conversation with Ukraine.
Symonenko shook the cowering population of Ukraine
into producing mew heroes, a new national movement

which is today the single greatest domestic threat to
Soviet security.
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The poet waits for a “new Taras or Franko”.* Too
humble to admit it, Vasyl Symoncnko is himself such a
man. Who but Symonenko could succeed in mocking the
inept agricultural system of the U.S.8.R., while at the same
time championing free thought in a single poem. He does
just that in “Necrology for an Ear of Corn...” (p. 33). He is
a poet of all-national themes, yet simultaneously — the
most vehement individualist, as testified by the wverse
“Yowre a Person” (p. 55), while in another poem he
teaches us to “respect a million ‘I's’”.

Why is it that Symonenko writes “a co-understanding
carved itself out between myself and A.H. with special
ease (p. 137). Was it not difficult for the poet to find friend-
ship? Or did the difficulty lie in finding someone with ideas
as bold as his own? It is believed that A.H. is Alla Horska,
one of the few who, like Symonenko, stood up for the na-
tional and individual rights of the Ukrainian people. Within
seven years, both were murdered by the K.G.B. as we learn-
ed from sad reports of the best of sources in Ukraine. It is
not surprising that the secret police injected the leukemia
virus into Symonenko’s system in 1963. He was only 28 at
the time. One can hardly imagine what influence he
would have had, if he only had lived to be 50. It is not
surprising that Vasyl Symonenko was a lonely man. He
fought o war alone, for at the time there was mo other
brave enough to stand in battle at his side.

Maplewood, N.J., 1974. ANDRIY M. FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY

* Taras Shevchenko, (1814-1861), hailed as the greatest Ukrain-
ian poet. Ivan Franko, (1856-1916), poet, educator, publicist, holds
the second place in Ukrainian literature.
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“POETRY IS A BEAUTIFUL WISDOM.”

~ from his diary



I'parirni cbenicku, sk Meqysu,
Ioa31u, noeznu i eubUIUCA 3 CUJL.
Ha yeunrapi poscrpinsnux i1r03ii
Yore Hemoae micus s mMo2usl.

Minvapiu eip — 3apuri y zopHo3eMm,
Minvapau woacTe — po3eiani ynpax...
Aywa 20puts, nanae aroTuil po3ym,

I neHaeUCTy pezoze Ha eirpax.

Konu 6 yci ogypeni npospinu,

Konu 6 yci youri oxcunu,

To nebo, eiJ npoKIbOHig nocipine,
Hoanesne 6 pennyno eig copomy it xynu.

GRANITE OBELISKS*

Granite obelisks — medusas —

They crawled and crawled and then fcli ill.
But in the graveyard of the spent iliusions
There’s simply no more room to fill.

A million faiths — all driven to the ground

A million fates — all scattered like dust...

The soul’s enflamed, the mind in wrath abourds,
And hatred cackles on the cold wind’s gusts.

If all the tricked could see now,

If all the martyred rose,

The sky — all gray from course-vows

Would surely crack from gloom so utterly morose.




Tpemriro, youeui, gymaiire, naKysu,
JRUTTA He Haniza Ha eaut KONUJL.
Bu zyere? — Ha yeuHrTapi into3ii;
Yoxe nemae micya gns mozun.

Yae napoq — OfHA CYYiNbHA PaHa,
Yore aif kposu xuskic semns,

I KoKHO20 KaTIOZY | TUPAHA

Yike zexae zcykana neras.

Posrepsani, s3aybroeari, youri
Iligeoasrvea & UAYTs ZUHUTU CYJ.
I ix npoknvonu, 3711 i HECAMOBUTI,
Bnajgyre Ha qywi nuicHaei i cuti,
I 3azovgarors jepesa Ha 6irTTi
Anocronie 3nozuncrea i 061YJ.

22

Think, oh sycophants; and tremble, murderers in your

confusion —
Life is not exactly as yow’d will.
You hear me? — In the graveyard of illusions
There’s simply no more room to fill.

The nation is but one entire wound together,
The blood enfuriates the soil;

And every tyrant-murderer will have a tether
Just waiting round his neck to coil.

The martyred, and the murdered, and the killed,
Their hearts with vengeance rife,

All rise that judgment be fulfilled.

Their curse will fall on evil things,

The time will come, from ropes will swing
Apostles of malignity and strife.

23



A riraro @i cebe, 6if MYk i 8TOMU,
Big KpuKausux OKATuxX MicT.

A camorniii 6peny e 6iny nanopors cHis,
A 3pikaroca 6cix i yyparocs 8cvozo,
Bo xozy nobyru HizuMm.

A HaTOMNEHUI 8NACHON AYPICTiO,
XeabKyearicTio 81ACHON GOUTUL, —
A 8ij cebe erezy 6 b6iny nanopors cHia.
Tam, y crax, HixKHI TUPU
Iinyearumyrs 2ybu Mot nepecox.,
Jleonapau zapieHi 3HIMATUMYTb WKYPY
I meHi gapysarumyrs wempo:

— Bepu!

A 8izbmy i 306YyqY Npo ece Ha CaiTi.
Crany cHOM, CHOBUJIHHAM COJIOJKUM.

Ak gobpe, o 1 — Ue COH,
I 8K no2aHo, WO % NPOCHYCH,
A 6ine nonopoTs 3a3eneHic.

%}

THE FLIGHT*

I flee from myself, from the torment and fatigue,
From the screaming, ever-watching towns,

And alone I will brave the white fern of dreams;

I abandon everyone and desert everything,

For I want to be nothing o while.

Fatigued by my ignorance,

Martyred by my vanity,

I flee from myself in the white fern of dreams.
And there, in dreams the tender tigers

Will kiss my parchment lips,

And magnificent leopards will peel off their skins,
And kindly will give them to me:

— Here, take!

I’ll take and forget about all in the world,

I’ll become a dream, a sweet, phantasmagoric dream.

How good it is that I'm — a dream.
How bad, that when I wake
The fern that once was white will now be green.

25



T YMEP

Or i ece.

Ioxosanu crapesnozo Jija,

3QKONANYU HABIKU Y 36MJIO C8ATY.

Bin Tenep exe He 8CTAHE

i paHKOM He nije

i3 KOCOI MiJT 20pY KPYTY.

I He crame MANTAZKOIO TUWLY OYAUTU,
3aquenaTucs 8 Hebo, AK 2ACHYTb 3iPHU.
JTuw pocoro no Him 6yJie NAGKATU HKUTO
i NAUBTUMYTL HAJ] HUM HENOMITHO 6iKU.
Or i ece.

Ioxoeanu xopowy JIOAUHY,
NOGEPHYNU HAGIKY Y JIOHO 3EMJU.

Ta Hesxe #

ROMICTUUCL 8 TICHY JJOMOBUHY

aci TypboTu itozo,

aci najit,

Hani?

Ta Hesme # TO

flomy ece GifHUMI OalLJYHe —

Zu ceiTuTUME COHUE,

zu Hiz Hanauee?

Binv Y Jywy MO0 30KPAJACTLCA BYKEM,
eijlzail 2pYyau MEeHi PO3NAHALYE, PEe.
A ezorosuit

nosipuTu 6 Yapcreo HebecHe,

60 He xozy,

w06 e zemmo fwau 6e3 cnija
6esimenti,

ceari,

HE3PIBHAHHO ZYHECHi,

eopAai Airu 3emi,

@ipHi JiTU TPYAQ.

Xaii waneni 2YAYTob

26

THE OLD MAN IS DEAD

That is all.

They have buried a very old man.

They interred him fore’er in a sonctum of soil.
No longer he'll rise,

With the dawn in his eyes,

Climb the mountain with sickle to toil,

No longer with strickle the silence he’ll wake,
Watch the sky as the stars disappear,

And only the rye field will cry for his sake
Through the hundreds and thousands of years.
That is all.

They have buried a very good man,

Put him back in the womb of the soil.

But I doubt, and I ask it:

How in his casket

Did they fit all his toils,

His hopes,

And his fears?

Can it be he won’t care

If the sun shines or not,

If the night be forgot?

And pain finds my soul, and it snakes into there,
And it hurts me a lot.

I am ready

To believe in some heavenly place,

For I dow’t want the holy,

The nameless,

And great,

The earth’s children shameless,

The children of toil

To enter the soil,

And enter not leaving a trace.

May the mad maoke a row

O’er the planet of spring;

27



Haj] NIAHETOIO 8ECHU,

xail Tpasa NHETbCA 820PY
Kpi3v nucra crape....

A ne gipro,

Wo Jig 13 MO2UNU BOCKPECHE,
aJie gipro,

WO Hi —

8iH Yyeecb He Ympe.

Hozo pymu HEXUTPi
JIOTYMQAIOTd 8HYKU,

i 3 Ozell we iKY NIOMEHITUMYTb 8 HUX
11020 NPUCTPACTD i 2Hi8,

itoeo pagouli # MyKu,

WO, BMUPAIOZU,

8iH nepeins ANf HKUSUX.

28

May the blades of grass grow

Through the old rotten things.

I do not believe

That the dead man will rise;

But believe,

That no —

He won’t fully die,

That his thoughts so unwise

Will be pondered by grandsons’ surmise.

And for ages his wrath,

All the pain and the joy and the sorrow he had,
And all which in death to his clan he was giving
Shall survive and shall live with the living.

29



He 3apa3 eu, xoTu mMo20 Hapogy?
He eenuz sawia, cuna sowa ge?
Ha acwi 30pi i Ha Tuxi 8oju

Bixe zopHa eawa 37100a He snaje.

Hapog pocre, i MHOMKUTBCA, © Jie

Bes sawux Hazaie | nanauia.

iy conyem sizrocTY Jpearie i Monogie
Hozo wkopcroka % nazigna gywma.

Hapopg miii ¢! Hapon mitt saexju 6yae!
Hixto He nepexpecnurv miit Hapoj!
IlowesHyTs 8Ci nepesepTHi i npubaYy U
I opju 3aeotiosHuKig-3abpos!

Bu, 6aiicTProKY KATi@ 0CATAHINUL,
He 3a6yeaiire, 6UPORKU, HiJE:
Hapon miit €! B 1020 80N1AZUXL HKULAX
Kozaybra Kpoe nynvcye i 2yze!

30

"WHERE ARE YOU NOW,
OH TORTURERS OF NATIONS?'**

Where are you now, oh torturers of nations?

Where is your Majesty; your power — where’s it gone?
You will no longer have the quiet, sacred places

To lay unholy waste upon.

My nation grows, expands, is acting,

Without your whips, without your scorn.

It will outlive all those whose fortitude was lacking,
All those whom evil hordes had borne.

My nation is! My nation lives eternally!
And no one will destroy my nation’s life!
It constantly grows young internally,

Its soul with tenderness and fury rife.

You! Bastard sons of torturers satanic!
Forget this not, you harvest of the mud:

My nation is, its vibrance is Titanic,

My nation’s veins still throb with Kozak blood!
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NECROLOGY FOR AN EAR OF CORN

HEKPOTIOI' KYKYPYII3AHOMY
THAT MOLDERED BY THE DEPQT

KAYAHORBI, IO 3THKB

HA 3ATOTIIYHKTI You hear no dirge, the orchestra is rusty,

He zyru 2010CiHb. Ip:agitors OPKECTPU.
OpaTopu 8TOMUIUCY i KPUZOHD,

B TpyHi nesutv He 0HAb i HE MAECTPO,
A npocro — KYKYPYA3AHUIL KOZAH.

Tpyra i3 TYnocTu, 6e3JapHicTIo 066UTY.
BpeJyre 3¢ HEIO 8TOMJEHI AYMKU:
Kozo onnaryears? Kozo meni cyguru?
Komy i3 cepys 8i6ueats 3aMKU?

Kozo rpscru, 30 nerenvru i Jywy?

Kozo knacru 30 yro 6e3zny3gy cmeprs?
ITomep kazam, i 2 KPUZATU MYULY,
Hanuruil cmytom i 3100010 euiepTsb.

Razane miit, 30 wo rebe 3eHoinU?
Kazane miit, komy T4 308uHue?
Kazare miil, 127U 68 TEOIO MOZULY
I nrofceka npoys, i WeFpoTy, HUe.

The orators are tired and forlorn;
And in the coffin lies no monarch gruff and crusty,
No, in the casket lies an ear of corn.

The coffin made so talentlessly by some drudge,
And following it thoughts so stale.

Whom should I mourn? Whom should I judge?
Whose heart, whose soul should I unveil?

Whom should I take, whose soul should I shake?
Whom should I curse for this murder distraught?
The corn is deceased, I must cry at his wake

With remorse and with petulance fraught.

Oh, ear of corn, why did they let you rot?

Oh, cob of corn, whom did you fault?

Oh, ear of corn, did you know that

Fertility and work must share with you your vault?
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Be3CcoHHI HOZi, HEeCROKITIHE JHUHU,
Mo3oni, MitT, IYMOK 2apAZUL wem
JIsznu 3 TOGOIO NOPYZ 6 JOMOGUHY

I fozHuUBAIOT® NiJ 2YCTUM JOWEM...

IIpoknarra eam, nyKasi IUrofit,
B axux 6u eu e wasnucs zuHax!
Bu, ybusaere n0gCbKi HaFii

Tax camo, ax younu Kazaua.
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Sleepless nights and restless days,

Blisters, sweat, the pinch of torrid thoughts,
All this with you in you your coffin lays,
And in the heavy rain it rots...

Damn you, vile executors of schemes;
In whatever job yow’ve borne

You execute a person’s dreams

Just as you murder ears of corn.
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¥ * ARBOREAL*®

I feel them in the nights of fall,

I dream of them throughout the bluish snow.
I feel the roots as from my feet they crawl,
As in the ground they seem to grow.

A zyro y Hozi ocinmi,

A mapro kpi3v cunil cHie:
Bpocrae Tyze kopinns

Y 3emmo eneery i3 wie.

My arms are becoming branches,

My forehead’s becoming the crest of a tree,
In subtle flowers my body chances

To open my heart to me.

Crators mot pyxu eirram,
Bepzie’am zono crae,
Posrpunocs HisHUM cyyeiTTam
36enrexene cepye moe.

I swiftly grow towards the apse of the sky,
Where the stars like hornets abound.

And the saps ease right through me and I
Feel the juice as it flows from the ground.

Bpocrato y nebo, eucoke,
He zopi — oeri gecmerti,
I zyro: nynvcyrors coru
Y 1ino moe 3 zemni.

And I sense that the barrows are speaking to me;
They use the lips of those at rest.

And all their pent up powers I see,

As they seep and they flow to my breast.

3i MHOIO 2080PATL MOZUNU
Yeramu ronuwrix nrogei,
I iz neposrpazeni cunu
IInueyre go moix 2pygei.

Oh wild and wonderful soil!

Their days were swallowed up by you.
Give to me all that they once had loved —
So that I can love it now too.

O 3emne sxopcroKa i muna,
Koernyna tu ixni gui —
Yce, wo gonu nrobunu,
Biggaii yonrwobure meni!

Let all their unfinished ideas,

Which they lost in the violence of war,
As they whisk and they rattle and wheeze
Enter ME, where they can soar.

Yce, wo aonu He fjompianu
Y zopromy reanri 6ois,
Xaii knexorom i 3aeiamu
Beipeervca e qymeu moi!

Listen, soil and heavens,

To my roarings of agony,

I must live for the OTHERS also —
I exist not only for me.

Bcenyxaiireca, semne i Hebo,
Y pokir crpaskgany moix —
JKuey He nuwe jqna cebe,

A mywy sxuru % 30, HUX.
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3apuenarocy y T80T 3iHUU,

T'onyb6i, TpueosHi, HIbGU PaHb.
Kpewyrs 3 nux zepeoui 6ruckasuyyi
Pegonroyiil, 6yHTie § NOBCTAND.

Ykpaino! Tu gns mene queo!

I nexaii nause 30 poxom pix,
Byny mamo, 2opje i epognuea,
3 Tebe zynyeaTucs nosaix.

Pagu Tebe nepnu e gyuti ciro.
Paju tebe mucnro i T80PHO.
Xaii moszare Amepuru i Pocii,
Konu a 3 To6oro zoeopio.

Ogpiitnire, negpyeu nyraei!
HApysi, 3azexaiire Ho nyri!
Maro 5 ceare cuniscvke npago
3 marip’ro nobyrv HACAMOTL.

Pinro, Hene, 32aqyro npo Tebe,
JHi 3aHAgTO KYYi TG M.

I]e ne aci zopru #Kusyrsv Ha HeGI,
Xopure ix gobica no semmni.

Bazuw, 3 Humu wozofunu 6’roca,
Qyew — 6uTeu CNOKoH8IZHUI, 2proK!
Ak e 1 Ge3 gpysie obiigycs,

Bes nobis ix, Ges ozeil i pyk?

Ykpaino, Tu mos monurea,

Tu mos posnyra eikosq...
I'pomorurs Haj ceirom utora 6urea
3a T80€ HUTTS, TEOL NPasq.
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FILIAL*

I peer intently in your eyes,

As blue and frightening as the fire’s core;
And from within a scarlet lightning flies —
The light of riots, revolts, and war.

Ukraine! You are truly a marvel;

And may the timeless ages flow,

My proud and gracious, handsome mother,
For me your wondrousness but grows.

For you I sow pearls on my spirit,

For your sake is all that I think and I do —
May Russias and Americas be silent

When I elect to speak with you.

My wicked foes will hide from sight,

And my friends will remain on the street;
For I have the sacrosanct filial right,

To visit with mother, secluded with me.

The days are so often too stumpy and short.
So, rarely do I think of you —

Not all of the fiends are of heavenly sort,
The world has a lot of them too.

See, I'm fighting on the hour;

Hear the battle’s endless noise?

Life without my friends would go sour,
Without their brows, their arms and their eyes.

Ukraine, yow're my prayer I dare say —

Yowre my millenial care and strife.

And high above the world a battle’s fought today
In the cause of your rights and your life.
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Xait nanarors tmapu Gypakoai,
Xait cuzaTs 06PA3U — 6CE OHO
A NPONNIOCA KPANESIbKOI0 KPoeu
Ha T80¢ ceaweHHe 3HAMEHO!
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May the beet-colored clouds burn forever,

And may the insults fly or not —

I'm determined to sprinkle your sanctified banner
At least with a drop of my blood.
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CAMOTHICTbD

Yacro A camoTril, Hibu Kpyso,
Buznagmo 3-3a 06pito Kopabiis.
I nymea 6e3nopafHo 2PY3HE

B kaeiikim 6a208unHi cnie.

Ha ceoemy puxkomy ocrposi,

B wkipanuyi 3 youTux Hajgii,
IIrpuxkaro HebGO 0ZUMG 2OCTPUMU:
— He Tu, IPatnuye miit?

3annu eigzaro peYTvCa i3 20paa,
I'yprorars y 6aiigyxy A0Tb:

— Hownu meri, Boxe, xoz eopoza,
Konu npyza nocaaTu #as!
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SOLITUDE

Like Crusoe, 'm often alone and thinking —
Searching for ships where the sky meets the earth,
And suddenly find my thoughts are sinking

In a bottomless pool of words.

On my wild barbaric isle —

In skins from hopes that I had grown,
I sharply scan the sky a while,

— Where’s that Fridey of my own?

My throat gives way and out pours woe,
Sounding unheard to the world’s end.
Oh God! At least send me a foe,

If you don’t want to send me a friend.
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XOP CTAPIMIIVH 3 TIOEMHU |, PIKIIA"

IIpoceituanck! Ta e xoueMm
APYTHX TIPOCBiTHTH.
T. IlIeBYeHKO

Hopopa nowae myape eixy npuponu,

Mu 3HaeMm 8ce, 60 0CAZHYNU &ce,

i 2qUNGEe HE HAC 380PYULEHO i 20PAO
WACTUBUTL NPEJOK — WUDPUY, WiMnaH3e.

Homy zotigaruce Ha 2inni punyzim
I Ha TpoNiZHUX TIWUTUCD GITPAL...
A mu nigem i yinudi ceir HaYzuUM,
AK Yy ZOPHUNLHUX NAASATU MOPAX.

Y Hac Taki npemyapi eci i ezeHi,
WO NMITYEMO ZOPHUNO | Nanip,
BYKAHY, JJIOTb JYHi © CKOMEH]

6 xpebTax SUCOKUX NANEPosux 2ip.

Mu snaem ece! Jns nac yce eijome!
IIlo 6yge sasrpa? 3anuraiire HAC.

AK HUBUTL BOZHUWE PYAA CYXA CONIOMB,
TaK HOC 20FYE MYAPICTL NOBCAKZAC.

Mu nignecem, mu nigeegem i nigem,

M gititemo, mu caeHemo aucor!!!

Mu cTinbry, iCTUH 6aM HO MUTb HOUIAUM,
W0 NOJUS HA3ABMHAU 30UINUTL POT.

Y020 TUHAETECL MO CBITY, HIOU W AHI,
2020 WYKAETE, KOIU MU 6Ce 3HAUWLIY,
KO GEAYTb JOPOU OCAAHI

niJg Hawle COHYe 3 8auloi iMnu.

4

CHORUS OF ELDERS FROM
THE EPIC "FICTION"

We stand enlightened but
yet we want to enlighten
the others.

— T. Shevchenko

By nature our species is sagacious;

and we know all and are masters of all that we see.
And thus are watched with pride and jubilation

by our ancestor — the gentle chimpanzee.

He swings in trees directly from birth,

And bathes himself in tropic winds...

But we will go teach all the nations on earth
How to swim in the oceans of ink.

Among us everyone’s so learned

that limits on our paper must be kept.
Volcanoes of paper are constantly burning,
and spewing forth mountains of script.

And we know all: and everything is clear as day.
What of tomorrow? Ask us that!

Just as the fire is fed by hay —

so wisdom nurtures us and makes us fat.

And we will raise and rise and go.

And we will reach and breach the heights!!!
And so youw’ll gape in simple awe,

when we reveal to you our endless fancy’s flights.

Why do you ramble round like drunken churls,
why do you search, when we've discovered all,
when from your fog to our sunny world

there leads a brilliant, sun-lit hall.
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Y Hac RaeHO 1 HiXTO He Zzye npo zope
T THWE HICEHITHUYL 1 GPUHFO.

Oana TypboTa zona Hawi ope:

a WO AK 8 MYAPL NAneposi zopu
PANTOBO 8NYZUTH ICKOPKA 8OZHIO?
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We haven’t heard of strife for quite a while here,
or other such absurdilties or shame,

There’s but one problem that resounds:

oh, what if our wise paper mounds

were visited by one small spark of flame?
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BABA OHUCH

Y 6a6u Onuci 6yno rpu cury.
Y 6a6u Ornuci cunie Hema.

Ha koxcHiY 1 80J10CUHAE
MOPO30OM TPIWUTL 3UMG.

A zopa Ha ceiri 3acTae b6azaTo.
Crpoamniuiozo # 20ps HEMa,
HiX Te, KON CTAPICTL MATU

8 Jomieui crpizae cama.
Hemae raroi 6igu i myru,

HiX CYMHO 3-niJ cusux 6pis
JUBUTUCL WOTHA, AK SHYKU
pocryre Ge3 ceoix barvkia.

30 Te, WO MU 8 KOCMOC 3HANUCS
WO HUMi 370poat i wHcusi,

A nam’ ATHUK 6061 OHuUCH
gozeuz 6u Ho niowi e Mockai.
IIlo6 3nanu mMaiibyTHi npejrezi
e wacnusiil i 2opHii fobi:

iz 2ope Ha yrni nezi

Onucs e3anag co6i.

o6 nogsuz it Hajg 3emmnero

Yy Gpon3i f3eenie eiku,

wob aci, iryzu noes Hei,
BHIMONYU 8 NOWGHT WANKY.
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BABA ONYGSIA

Baba Onysia once had three sons —

all three of her offspring were lost.

And on every one strand of her crystalline hair
there crackles the winter’s frost.

I've seen strife and it’s made me shudder,
but greater strife no one’s known

than the pain of an aging mother

who must face her old age alone.

She suffered through crying and knowing
the pain and the horror of

just watching her grandchildren growing
without their fathers’ love.

For all astronautical missions,

for the fact that we’re well and we’re here,
I'd erect a bust of Onysia

in some place in a Moscow square.

Just to tell the future’s precursors

when into the joy of their age they should delve,
all their strife on her pain-ridden shoulders
was laid on by Onysia herself.

She would stand there, in honor surpassing,
she would stand there, remembered, erect,
so that all may respect her in passing

and remove all their hatls in respect.
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JIEBENI MATEPVHCTBA

Mpirotv kpunamu 3 Tymany nebeli posxesi,
Cunnrors HOZI Y TUMAHY 30Dt cypeyzeai.

3aznanae 8 WUBKY KA3KG CUSUMU OZUMO

Marepuncora go6pa nacka e Hel 3a niezuma.

Ot Giwcu, b6iaku, Jocazo, HE 8EPTAl JO XLATU,
He nywyy Te6e KONUCKY CUHO8Y 20UJATYU.

Ipunnusaiire o Konucku, nebexi, ak mpii,
Onycrirves, Tuxi 30pi, cunoe: nig 8ii.

Tempsagy TPUBOKUNU KPUKGMU NiGHI,
Tanwrosanu nebexi 8 xaTi HO CTiHI,

Jlonorinu Kpunamu ¢ poxKesum nip’am,
Jlockoranu mapeeo 3010TUMY, CY3ip’aAM.

Y xminvHi cMepKAHHA MOBKU ZOPHOGPOEL
sKaarumyrs T80€i HisknocTy i 10608U.

Bupocrew, T, CUHY, SBUPYUWUUL € JOPORY,
Bupoctyrs 3 T06010 NPUCNOHE TPUBOSU.

Byayrv Tebe KAUKATb Y COAU 3€/EHI
Xnonyie zopHoZybur JUEO-HAPEZEHi.

Moxew subupaTu ApY3ie i APYHUHY,
Bubparu He MOMHA TinbKU BaTbHieuWuHy.
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THE SWANS OF MOTHERHOOD

Dreamingly they float from out the misty foggage,
Pinkish swans who paint the night with waxen starrage.

So peers the fable through the pane with graying eyes
And motherly good grace, which right behind it lies.

Don’t return, vexation, run, forever run,
I won’t let you rock the cradle of my son.

Swim towards the cradle, oh swans, like some wishes,
And let the quiet stars rest ‘neath his lashes.

The roosters threatened nighttime with their calls —
The swans still danced upon the sullen walls.

With their wings and down, they issue murmurations,
Tickling mirages with their gold constellations.

Yow’ll grow up, my son, and start upon your way,
Many dormant dangers will mature that day.

In the transport of dusk the forest nymphs with
darkened brow

Will greed to have your subtlety, your love some way,
somehow.

They will call for you in gardens of green,
Those betrothed to the dark-hairs of wondrous mein.

You can surely choose your friends and pick a spouse,

my som,
But of choices for a country there is only one.
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Mosxna eubpatv gpyea ¢ no gyxry 6para,
Ta He MOMHA PifHY MATIp eubUpPaTU.

3a 06010 308WE GYAYTL MAHADPYSATYU
Ozi matepuncvki i 6inaea xara.

I akuwo enagews TU Ha ZYKOMY MO,
Ipuiigyre 3 Y kpainu eepbu i Tonond,

CranyTte naj TO6OIO, NUCTAM 30TPINOZYTH.

Ty2010 NPOWAHH JYWY 3AT0CKOZYTb.

Moxcna ace Ha ceiTi eUOUPATU, CUHY,

Bubparu He MOMHQ TibKU BaTbKieWUHY.
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You can pick a friend and a blood-brother too,
But your mother’s already chosen for you.

Always they’re with you, wherever you go —
Your mother’s eyes, the home you used to know.

And if foreign fields be the resting place for you,
The willows and poplars will come without ado.

They will stand over you, and rustling their leaves,
Their baleful farewell will touch your very eaves.

For you can choose anything at all, my son,
But of Fatherlands for you there’s only one.
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* * YOURE A PERSON*

You know that yow’re a person;

Tu sHaew, Wo TU — JIORUHG. You know this; or do you not?
Tw snaew npo ye zu Hi? Your smile is unique,

Yemiwka r80s — €quna, Your pain is unique,

Myra 1603 —~ €RUNA. Your eyes — only you have got.

Ozi 180% — OfHi.
Tomorrow yow'll be here no longer;

Binvue T6‘66. He 6yge. No more on this earth will you be.

3aer.pa Ha yid 3emti Others will walk

Imm: XOJUTUMYTS JIFOJU, And will love and will talk,

THwi KOXATUMYTY UOAY — Others — much better, much eviler than we.

Hobpi, nackasi i 37.
Today all is here just waiting:

Cvozozni yee Ana rebe — The meadows and lakes and the unbounded stoppe.
Osepa, 2at, CTERU. And to live you must rush,

I surw eniuiury, Tpeba, To love you must rush.

Koxaru cniwwry rpe6o, — Hurry up, wake up, don’t sleep.

Tnagu # ne npocnu!




Bo T4 Ha 3eMNi — JUOUHA,
I xozew 1020 ZU Hi —
Yemiwka 16808 — equHa,
Mykxa Teos — €qUHA,

Ozi T80t — OfHA.

For on earth you are still — a person.
And whether you like it or not,

Your smile is unique,

Your pain is unique,

Your eyes — only you have got.
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MOHAPXHY

HAuxraropu, kKoponi, imneparopu,
Mnirozu e qumi x8a1bbu,
Po3zzaenanu nawi, moe Kparepu,

I 2ykanu:

— Mu — cumeon job6u.

— Xro He 3 Hamu, Tol nporu Boza.
— X7T0 He 3 Hamu, TOil NPOTU 8CIL. —
I cunanuce naspu yo6ozi

Ho kyyux kpusasux wHiz.
Hixkzemna, npojosHa zenagv,
Banjga kpuenik jnsa erix,

IITo6 mary wo NogezePATy,
I'ogyeana xonyiicreom ix.

Igonu, obcnuneni, obyinoeari

Iwnw eenuzasi ¢ ceoiit xoxi.

A nopyez ecraguiu HEKOPOHOBOHI
Kopudbei i cnpasarcri goxni.
Bcerasanyu Konepnuru i Jaopgarone,
Illegzenko nigeoaue mMo2YyTHe Z0J0,
I 6ina @izHO020 iXHBLO20 TPOHY
Jary3u #o0gH020 He 6yno.

Bo wupe, eucore nebo

He nigmanrocws keazem,

Bo eenuzi cnpaexnili He Tpeda
Cnuparuce Ha niezi HiKZEM.
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MONARCHS

Emperors, rulers, kings, and dictators
Fainting in the frankinscence of praise,
Opened their mouths like huge, gaping craters,
And screamed:

— We're the symbols of the age

— Those not with us are hateful to God
-— Those not with us are foes of all. —
They were showered with scraggly laurels,
By their bow-legged feet they would fall.
And their cheap little lickspittle servants
A band of invalids that knew what pays,
So as not to die from famine or of scurvy,
Fed the monarchs with their sycophantish praise.
And so the idols, kissed and fawned upon,
Pranced away with great to-do;

And then stood the rulers uncrowned:
Coriphaeuses — sovereigns true —
Copernicus rose and Giorgione,

And Shevchenko lifted his brow.

And by their eternal ethereal thrown
There was no sycophant to bow

For the true, the honest heavens

You just cannot paint with a brush.

For real greatness never needed

Fake idolatry as a crutch.
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Mu gymaem npo eac. B noz0xi NiTHI HOZi,
B moposHi parku i eezipHiil zac,

I @ ceara zoMminkKi, i 8 JHi pobozi

Mu gymaemo, npasHyru, npo eac.

Mu gymaem npo 6ac — i TOMY HAWL PYKYU
He &’anyrv 6ina nnyza i cTanKa,

Tomy e cepyax y HaC He BUTOHZEHA MYKA,
A pagicre zonocucra i p3einKa.

Hi, 0 He cym NPpOMIHUTD PUCH KOXKHA,

To reopczicTy 6°c 3 HAOJXHEHHUX HOUWUL 8iZ,
A TeopzicTo 308K U MPIHA i TPUBOIKHA,
Hemoe TpasHesa HeCNOKiliHa HiZ.

Hi, cornnuil cnokiti 306cim HOM He CHUTHCS,
Hi, Hac He 8a6UTb HIMHO TUUWUHY —
Hpuiigewne ocasae Hawi quys,

Hecnockiil Teopzuil 3 8igHICTIO €gHA.

I Tomy mu cnokiitno i cysopo
Crpizaemo y npaui i 6opri
Harnenw 310611 § TYni JOKOPU,
IToroku 6oskesinbHOi OpexrHi.

Mu gymaem npo sac. B nozoxi nitHi HoZi,
B moposHi parku i eeZipHill zac,

Ha ceara zominki i @ gHi pobozi,
Hawagrxu Jopozt, Mu 30xUuaem eac.
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WE THINK OF YOU*

We think of you. Through the quiet nights of summer,

In freezing morns, and evenings 00,
And holidays and days of labor
Great-grandsons, we remember Yyou.

We think of you — and that is why our hands
Dow’t languish by our plows and carts.

We don’t submit to pain — instead we stand.
And joy, not toil re-echoes in our hearts.

No, it’s not sadness that outflows from our faces,
It's creativity that we outpour this way.

And creativity with hope and danger blazes

Quite like a restless night in May.

No, we don’t dream of quiet slumbering places,
We are not drawn by the serewnity of night,
The future shines in our faces

Eternity and creativity unite.

And this is why, with graveness, and serenity
We meet when e’er we work, whene’er we vie
The evil accusations, so vile in their insanity,
The rivers of demented lies.

We think of you. Through the quiet nights of summer,

In freezing morns, and evenings too,
And holidays and days of labor
Oh dear descendants, we're defending you.
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Mosxe Tax i Tpeba HeogmiHHO,
AK pobuTy JABHO 83e 36UKIU.:
Hapatu cryxuano na Konina
Ilepey 2eHianvHUMU TIF0 oMU,

Buxeanary, i cnasuru, i Kpuzary,
Posgyeatu tumisamie gum —
I'eniie miok Hamu nebazaro,

To zomy o He NOKNOHATUCH Tm?

Ane a 3i6pas 6u ecix TUTAHIE
I crazae OU, 3HABULY KANETIOX:
A ne 6yay eam cniearv NEAHU
I 280166010 NOCKOTATU CNYX.

Bu yci posymui Ta gigeepTi,

Toxk cKaMHiTO NO WUPOCTT MEHI:

XTo0 it 30 w0 eam Fapyeas beacmeprs,
XT0 i 30 WO npogosKue eduli gHi?

I'ogopiry, Kpuzirse, Wob 6Ct Y3HANU,
Bramunu HapewTi J0 NYTTA:
Cmeprni eam Gescmeprs Japyseani,
CmepTHi 8aM NPOJOBKUIY HUTTS!

IIJo6 Hagilino Kpuna coKOAUME
Bac y nebi giznocTu Hecau,
Mygapocru ceoci no Kpaniuri
CmeprHi eam, ak 6AKONU, BIIAGIU.

Bac, ax npanop, nigHima nroquHg

B 6oporv6i 30 npasgy nporu ToMU.
I'enii! Bescmeprri! Ha konina
Cranvre nepeg cmeprHumMy J0gomu!
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MAYBE THAT'S THE WAY*

Maybe that’s the way that it should be —
We've done it now since who knows when.
Yes, maybe we SHOULD fall upon our kness
Before the geniuses of men.

Praise and glorify and laud;
There aren’t many men of zeal,

So why not blandish and applaud
And glorify and kneel?

But I would gather all the titans,
Remove my hat and then Pd say

That I will sing them no more paegans
Nor cajole them in a sycophantish way.

You all are men of intellectuality,

So tell me please — sincerely and with brevity:

Who — for what — has given you your immortality?
Who — for what — has lengthened your longevity?

Talk and scream that everyone beyond the portals

May see and grasp and bring to mind:

You got your immortality from mortals,

Your lives were lengthened by the mortals of mankind.

That you may fly on wings that never stop,
That you may soar upon eternity’s eonian breeze,
Their wisdom slowly, drop by drop

The mortals gleaned for you like bees.

You were their banner, if you please,

In wars for truth, lucidity in human ken,
So, Geniuses! Immortals! — on your knees
And kneel before the ranks of mortal men.
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CYl

Hapazpagpu npucinu 6ins crony,
IIpumiTEw NPUZAIIUCL NO KYTKAL,
Ozuma 2ocTpumu MIACYAHY NPOKOIOIU
Iurarw i3 GazHeTAMU 8 PYKALX.

I yuprynap pususcs 6 oKynapu,

I zpinuca pozzsneu 6ing zpyo,

I sra3ieru craxanu, Mo NPUMAPY,
I3 Trenegornrux mygpux Tpyb.

— Boua zyxa, — napazpads cKa3a.1%.
— BOHO HE HOW®, — MOBUB YUPKYILAD.
— Hezysana, — NPUMITKY NPONUWAIY.
I @ 3a.1i 3HA8BCA NEMEHT | 6a3ap.

I yuprynap Ha HUx NO2NAHYE CTPO20,
I 3an 3a80pywuscs i 3QTUL.

I posw’anu i, Hebozy,

B in’a napaepaghie To8CTUL.

THE TRIAL

The paragraphs were seated at the table,

The footnotes by the witness stand.

And so to pierce the suspect with their eyes were able
Quotations all with bayonets in hand.

The circular was peering through his glasses,

And explanations warmed themselves by nearby stoves.
The symbols jumped, as if phantasms

From telephonic wisdom tubes.

“She’s not one of us,” the circular had stated.
“Yes! She’s a stranger,” the paragraphs had yelled;
“Unheard of” screamed the foolnotes unabated

And shouting started, sounding all like hell.

The circular looked at them gravely,

And stopped their outbursts and their laughs.
So she was crucified and martyred bravely
For all the portly paragraphs.




Bona japemHO npucszane CJi3HO,
IIlo He zuHuAA § HE ZUHUTD 3710...
Byno y cyagie nozika 3a1i3Ha:
BoHa Hi @ AKi paMOZKYU He Ni3na,
Bona — HO8010 JYMKOI0 6yna.
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In vain she shed her tears and swore,

That evil she knew not and never had,

But iron logic’s what the judges bore.

She fit no margins — THAT they all abhorred;
She was a thought — original, at that.
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Topaecreyrors:

Bin ne nomunaecs,

He 3mozue —

Hi pazy! —

ITigowos,

IIporu eitpy —

JKopen paz!

He nxaecs...

Anex ein Hikyau i He twos!
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A PONDRANCE*

They celebrate:

Mistaken he was not

He did not wet —

Not once!

His soles,

Against the wind —

Not once! —

He didn’t push. ..

But neither did he venture towards a goal!
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JTUCT

3108 ucTa MEH NPUCTATN MOTU,
Hesenuzkull tucT — Ha KilbKa CJli8.
Huwe pigHa, W0 HABKONO LATU
Haw cagox swwHesuil 306imis.

Haze gzopa 6iza8 8 JO WKOIY

I conue Ti 8uUeHbKY Mai,

A Tenep eyayTe Hag Humu 6RH0NU
I NOGANHI NYCTYHU-JHMETL.

Cnie Tarkux i Tpeba HebazaTo,

Ta oMU, AK GECHAHL NICHi,
IIpurecny 8 2YPTOKUTOK 8 KIMHATY
Tenni-Tenni cnozaju MeHi.

70

THE LETTER

I just received my mother’s letter,

It was fairly short, alright.

She says the orchard’s looking better,
The cherry trees are blossoming in white.

Just yesterday I used to run to school, it seems.
I used to plant those cherry trees.

And now with bees the berries teem,

They’re swarmed with hordes of wasps and bees.

Her words bring something special to my dormitory room,
A lot of them there needn’t really be.

But like a sort of song of joy, a simple springtime tune —
They always bring warm memories to me.
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Ak ne kpyru,
HQ OJHE SULOJUTD,

CNiT OU KATIO2AM JABHO 3063Y6PUTH :

MOMHQ NPOCTPENUTYU MO30K,
Wo FYMKY HOPOJUTH,
AYMEU 3 He abuTs!
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ADVICE FOR TYRANTS*

No matter how you twist it,

it will always be the same.

Someone should have told the torturers, methought.
You can execute the brain

where ideas were wrought,

you cannot execute a thought.
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3 BIKHA

Cunuys 8 WuUbKy eRAPUNL KPUTLMU.
Iogunnur cras. CipiroTe nimo crinu.
Hap cusum cmyTKom paHHbot 3umu

Hpurnumkny xmapu, Mo8 KONUYL Cina.

IInuee nezany. BinitoTsb CMONOCKUNY
I'painueo nogpapbosanux snun —

Bonu croarv, Hemos Yy zepeHi nunu,
Sabpieuiu @ cusuil i 2YcTuil NONUH.

Ilonun cHizig noe3e JJo GUAHOKONY,
Jlockoze ob6piti 3anaxom 2iprum.
Janari, 6i1i © om0z 6RHOAU.
Hersanto KpyxKenstoTb NOHAT HUM...

4

FROM MY WINDOW

The winged coalmouse struck the window;

The clock had stopped, the walls turned mutely gray.
And o’er the blue-gray grief of winter,

There drooped the clouds, like bales of hay.

The sorrow flows, and like white torches
The spruces stand all colored, glad and gay.
They look like linden trees in summer,

Who crept among the wormwood here today.

The absinthe of snow crawls into your sight,

And tickles the sky with its bitter-sweet smell.

The white and the stinging fat bees take to flight,
Around it they sluggishly circle and swell...
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HadiozuJHiwi 0zi nOpoHi,
Haiizpizniwe moezurs 2posda,
Huodinikzemriwi JYpHI 6€/1b MOMCH,
Hoadinigniwe 6pexnuea civosa.

Huaidinperxpacriwa maTu woacaues,
Hagiconoquii koxani eycra.
Hatizucriwa qyue He3pagiued,
Haiicknogniwe noJure npocra.

Ane npasju 8 Opexri ne po3miwyi,
He 2anvbu ece nigpapn 6e3 nyrra,
Bo Ha ceiti Tol Hadimygpiwwil,

X710 Haligy#ze NOOUTL HUTTS.
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OPTICA*

The ugliest eyes are hollow,

Silent threats cause the fearsomest fear.
The worst kind of monarch is shallow,
Most base is the fraudulent tear.

Most pretty’s a mother when joyful and bouyant,
Sweetest are lips that you love.

Most clean is a soul that is truthful and loyal,
Most complex is a simpleton.

But dow’t mix the truth with lies,

And thoughtlessly go criticize and boast.
For on earth, you know, he is most wise,
Who loves life, and who loves it the most.
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Obpasxaiica HO MEHe, K x0zeu,
3Hnesaucati, HEHOBUTb MEHE —
Bce opno s 0610 T80T 024

I sonoceca reoe cymue.

Xaii jocaga zu eHie Keapie,
Xait go cniz a rebe o3nro —
Tu pna mene He TinbKy, Mpis,
A sugoro Tebe nr06I0.

Ans KOXAHHA 8 HAC ZaCY MO0,
Hna moezanus — y HAC GIKU.

Bce signae 6u, 40 H#uUTs 0CTAIOCD,
3a zapazuii gorurx pyrKu.

Bnuiics conyem y wupy mosy,
Y nymok moix reziro —

A nwobaro Teoi 2ybu, i 6posu,
I nocrasy, i 6poay TE0M0.

Ob6pasxatica HA MEHE, AK X0Zeul,
I nep3upcreom youii mene —
Bcee oano s nrobaro Teot ozi

I sonoces reoe cymHe.

78

YOU CAN HATE ME*

You can hate and abhor and loathe me,
Be angry with me, I dow’t care.

I will still love your eyes so lovely,

I will still Tove your sorrowful hair.

With vexation, chagrin, and with hatred yow’ll teem,
And in tears you may finally be,

But to me you are more than o beautiful dream —
It’s alive that youw're winsome for me.

No time for romance, with affection so rife,
But for silence eternity stands.

And I’'d give away all of the rest of my life
For a touch of your warm, loving hands.

Be as bright as the sun, and sincerely
Swim into my thoughts’ vibrant flow.

For your lips and your brow I love dearly,
As the nature and beauty of you.

You can hate and abhor and loathe me,
And kill me with scorn, or whate’er

I will still Tove your eyes so lovely,

I will still Tove your sorrowful hair.
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Bin pusueca He mene Tyno,
Ozuysamu nosHUMU 6AECKOTU:

— Hapma Tu cebe yaenseur nynom,
Ha csiri Gesniz Taxux, S5 Tu. —

Bin 2pumie ogepsxumo i moro,
I kpusunocs zrigom nuye pade.
Bin najen 6ye mene posinHyTu
3a e, wo 1 nosasxaro cebe.

He crana HasKoniuwku 20pgicTs Mos,
JIinuso TaznaCA OTAPA LEUIUH.

Ha cgiri 6eaniz rakux, 2K 1,

Ane s, — Wi, 602y, OQUH.

Bo 6 koxHO20 8 € ceoe im’a,

Ha gcix e Hazpumacw, epizno.

Mu — ye He bezniz cTarAAPTHUX 2,
A 6esniz acecairie piznux.

Mu — ye napoyy oxeizre nono,

Mu — oreanna scentofcora cim’s.
I Tinbru TUX NOBANKAIOTL MINLUOHY,
Xr0 nosaxae MinvioHU 97,
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\\Ill

He looked at me as if I had no worth.

I saw his eyes were empty when he finally withdrew —

“Why do you see yourself the center of the earth?
There are many millions just like you.”

He was gruff and angry — that I could see.
His wrathful face would twist and swell;
And if he could, he’d have crucified me,
Because I respected myself.

But my pride didw't want to kneel,

Every minute stretched long before it was done;
There are millions like me, but I feel,

That I will always be ONE.

For everyone has his own style,
Not everyone can be coerced.

WE — isn’t many standard 'S —
It’s many different worlds.

WE — is the bosom of nations, of billions,
WE — is the clan that all persons comprise.
And only he will get respect from millions
Who can respect o million I’S.
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OCIHHIV [TMCOHAHC

Hebo cryiiosgsxene i po3xonucaHe
Apanra cnycruno nHa remui 6opu.
COHHO20 MICAUA CUBH NUCUHG
Honym’am cuaum 2opurs.

3 poraTum, pugorozuM PUKOM
Birpu opau xmap HecyTs,
I xopure 3a TxHiM KPUKOM
Baxcanna naeztu % 30CHYTY...
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AUTUMNAL DISSONANCE

The sky, churned up and disheveled,
Drops its junk on the forests of pine.
The dormant moon, from baldness level,
With flames of grayish blue will shine.

The wind, with screeching, screaming sounds,
Carries rabbles of clouds in a sweep.

In response — in the air that keeps swirling around
Floats the urge to recline and to sleep.
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* * PARADOXICA®

People often survive after dying:

He expires but he walks and he eats,

Selling worn-out opinions and sayings
On some stuffy suburban side streets.

JIr0qu 20CTO SKUBYTDH NIC/IA CMEPTU:
Bpiwxe pyba, & x0quUTs 4 icTo,
Ilepenponye mucni niaTepri

Y saeynkax TicHUX nepegmicTs.

He will fawn and he’ll offer advices,
Bearing sackfuls of new proclamations,
And he notices serious vices,

In the doings of organizations.

I'unury 3y6u, gae nopaju,
Hocurs noHTYXU HOCTGHOS,
ITigmizae cepiio3Hi eagu

Y pianvHocri ycranos.

He’s tired not to eat, in sleep to lie,

He eromnaerscs onaru & HKepru, And after time on crutches he has sped —

E{ 0 MUTUYAYL 30, ZACOM GiHKUTD. But that’s his right, for it’s not terrible to die;
lii-npaeo, He CTPAULHO emepTy,

A CTPOWHO MEPTEOMY HUTD.

It’s terrible to live when you are dead.
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He xaptyit Hagi MHOO, 6YJb JIACKA,
1, 2080pazu, He mo8Zu.

Howo npasgi cnosecna macka?

Tu MOBZAMHAM MEHI KPUZU.

I 6e3 cnie a yce posymiro,
o crazaru maew Mmewi,

Ta 6 mMogzaHHI ude U HAZIA
He nozyru #opcroke ,Hi”!
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DON'T MOCK ME PLEASE*

Don’t mock me please, just this I ask,

Aand when talking, donw’t speak silently.

Oh why give the truth a word-muddled masque?
In silence you scream to me.

You can speak without words and with that I can cope,
Comprehend all you say and you show.

And in silence there still lives the faintest of hopes
That I won’t hear that terrible “no”.
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"I STILL LIKE THE STORY.
TOO BAD THERE'S NO ONE
TO READ IT TO.”

- from his diary



YOPHA IIIIIKOBA

XMapu IMOB3JIM TaK HU-

3bKO, II0 IepexXoki He-
CIIONiBAHO BUPUHAJIUA 3
HHX 1 TaK caMo Hecmoxi-
BaHO TOHynH. JliBunHa
.. 3ajfiepyia r'oJIoBY, Hi6um xo0-
...+ TijIa TpPOTAPAHHUTH OYHMA
" ix  KiaybuacTy IIOXMYy-
piets. JoBrumm  pigmu
BOHa, TOopKajaci Kpais
xMap, a il oui Gynm egu-
HUMM CHHIMEH IATKaAMU
cepex mepeArposoBoi ci-
pocru.
: — A me mob6io Tebe,
- CcKa3aJia NiBYMHA, RUBJIA-
. ynes y He6o. — Tu Gpe-
XaB MEHi...

— # He 6pexap TOGI...

— Tu ne o0us MeHe.

Bin puBuBca B 3emuo i He Gaums, IO KOIThCA HaX
HUMH,

— § mr06m0 Tebe, — XJIomelhb HEPBOBO YOBr'aB uepe-
BHKOM IIO 3€JIEHOMY I'OPOHKY i Bie BUOHMB Ha HBOMY YOPHY
nigkoBy. — 1 sr06uit0 Tebe...

— Tu mpocro 6Goimea BTpaTHTH MeHe i 3aJIHMIIUTHCH
CaMOTHiM,

— Jypuuni! — panrom szarapauuBca BiH. — Koo a
craB Gafimy:xuMm ToGi TO...

Bona mernysa Ha Hboro ABi cuHi GiHMCKABKH.

— YoMy TH Bech YAC TUBHLICI B 3€MJIIO 7

Bin Bayko, MoB rupi, migHas ceoi oui i cmigyoGa
ITIHAIIHYB Ha Hel, ajle 3a MHTL HOro o4i 3HOBY BHAJIH
B TpaBy.

— Ile He Mae 3HaYeHHd, KyAu A AUBIIOCH.
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THE BLACK HORSESHOE

The clouds crawled so
low that passers-by would
unexpectedly emerge and
just as unexpectedly sink
into them. The girl threw
back her head, as if she
wanted to ram through -
the whirling sullenness ° =
with her eyes. She touch-
ed the edges of the clouds
with her long lashes, and
her eyes were lone blue
spots amidst the threaten-
ing grayness.

“I don’t love you,” said
the girl, gazing at the sky,
“you lied to me...”

“I didn’t lie to you.” He looked at the ground and
didn’t see what went on above them.

“I love you,” the boy scraped nervously at the green
hill with his shoe and kicked out a black horseshoe. “I love
you...”

“You're simply afraid of losing me and being left
alone.”

“Nonsense!” he suddenly barked. “If I've become a
matter of indifference to you, then...”

She whipped her two blue lightning bolts at him.

“Why do you look at the ground all the time?”

He lifted his eyes laboriously, as if weights, and look-
ed sullenly at her, but in a moment his eyes fell on the
grass again.

“It’s meaningless where I look.”

“You never looked in my eyes. You were always
greedy and impatient,” she executed his doubts. “You
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— Tu mikonu He AuBMBCA MeHi B oui. TH 3aBKau GyB
JaniGuuM i HeTepmAuYMM, — pO3CTPiNIOBajsia BOHa HOrO
cymaiBa. — TH He X0TiB GyTH IACAMBHUM 3i MHOO, TH IIPO-
CTO XOTiB OLIACIHBHTH MeHe.

Bona pamrom sammaxasa i JsexsBe BrpmMatiacd, o0
e TMPUNIACTH HOMY JIO I'pyxeH.

— J Tesx Xouy Gomall oAHY JIIOQUHY 3POGHTH IIACIH-
BOIO, — CepPAHTO BBirHaJa Tmipgpo6 y FJIeBKy 3eMio i mpo-
JKOTOM KHHYJIACA T'eTh.

— Iloverait, — BiH pymws 3a He.

Taryge sakamaaBca rpiM, i 06 JaueTa 3amopolaId
BeJIKi, MOB 6opy6’saxu, KpaIlii. 3 XMap BHPHHYJH KBOE.
Bonu tpumasmcea 3a pyku i 6irsmu mpamo mim Kiaed. 3ymm-
HHJIHCA 3aXeKaHi i MOKpi, uracsusi, 110 3HAHIILIN TAKY Ty-
CTy KpOHY.

— JluBucCA, MiKOBA, — BUTI'YKHYE XJIOIIEIb.

Born npucinu 6ind yopHoi Ayru, BmasHOl B 3eJeHe
6oxesinua. I axock HecmoxiBaHo 3ycrpismes ixHi oui, mo-
TiM pyK# i ry6u.

— ITigKoBYy 3HAXORATL Hg INACTA, — IPOIIEJIECTININ
ii Bycra.

Ti, 110 3HAXOAATH MiTKOBY, HIKOJIM He AYMAIOTH IIPO
TOr'0, XTo 3aryOuB ii.
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didn’t want to be happy with me, you only wanted to
make me happy.”

She suddenly began to weep and hardly held off from
throwing herself at his shoulder.

“I want to make at least one person happy too,” she
crossly drove her heel into the clammy soil and tore away.

“Wait,” he moved after her.

The thunder coughed ropily, and powdered the leaves
with drops as big as mud-balls. From within the clouds
there appeared two figures. They held their hands and
ran directly under the maple. They stopped, gasping and
wet, happy they’d found such a dense treetop.

“Look, a horseshoe,” the boy cried out.

They sat down by the black arc, soldered into the
green insanity. And somehow unexpectedly their eyes met,
then their hands and lips.

“It’s good luck to find a horseshoe,” murmured her
lips.

Those who find a horseshoe never think of him who
lost it.
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BECIIITIA OITAHACA KPOKBU

Hixto He posymis, 1o renrorie poBroTexecus Ta cy-
xopebpuil kaparesns. AJie BCi 6auusm, AK 3 HOro PoOTa BH-
IIOB3aJIM TajOKH. BoHm NOBro cuvasau y Byxax, a IIOTIiM
IXHE CHUaHHA TepexyalaB Ha JIOACLKY MOBY IepesaKaHuH
Y4YHTes b 3 CYCIIHLOTO Cena.

— BiH Kase, 110 W BAIIMM XyTOPOM BYOp2 3aCTPe-
JIEHO TpOs cosfarTiB. k0K 1e Tpamuioca TYT, BoHM 6 3a0u-
JIK BCiX 70 ORHOro. A TaK XO4YyTh IIOBICHTH JHIlle THX,
Yy KOro B ciM’AX € maprusaHy, SKulo K BH He BHAACTE Iap-
TH33HCHKHX DOAHUUYiB, TO GyjeTe 3HHUILEHI Bei.

JBicTi nimgis, 6a6, skiHok Ta miTedl cTosnm mim Goxe-
BiJIBHO rapdA4mM CoHIle, aJje im Gyio xosopHo. IliBKu mo-
PO3y CTPYMEHIIM 3 YOPHUX OTBOpPiB aBTOMATIB i Kyseme-
TiB, HallileHUX y Beix pasom i Hi B Koro 3oxkpema. Hapg
HATOBIIOM BHUCIJIZ NEpeKHIBHY, CTIeKa | lepeficMepTHe MOB-
yaHHdA. IToTiM 3HOBY 3 ececiBCHKOTO POTA TIOMOB3JIM MagIOKH.

— Bim Kake, 1I0 MOXeTe MOBUYATH IIE AECATL XBU-
JIVH, a TOAi BiH 3BesMTH CTpinATH.

Jecars XBUIMH GiraJd 3MOpIUKH IIO 4OJaX, RAeCAThb
XBUJIMH CTiKaJl0 MOBYAHHSIM COHIlE, NECATh XBHJIUH 3a7y-
OiMMHp OYMMa BAUBJIAJHNCH JIIOAU B 3aKpPYyYeHHH LITOpPHIL,
HiOM XoTinm BifmafiTHm B HbOMy AKHil TOpATYHOK. IToTim
HATOBII 3aBOPYIIUBCA, 1 03eple Jrofel BHXJIONHYJIO HA-
nepen, TucadosiTHboro Onanaca Kpoksy. Bin 3a0ys HaBiTh
YKJIOHHTHCA JIIORAM, g IIIIOB IPAMO HA BUHTEJIA.

— CKaxy 1OMy KHYpOBi, 1o TO MOl CHHM 3aGHJIH
TUX BHJIYDKIB. I me ckasku, Xa#l He cMiloTh MeHe OmTH, 6O
1 KopocTaBuH. Xal NpocTo BILIAIOTE.

— Crkinpku Bamux cuHig y Jjici? — mepekjarB yqu-
TeJib 3aIIHTAHHA ececiBld.

— Ta Bci mo oxHOrO.

— A xT0 ¥y Bac € goma,?

— Bysa 6a6a, Ta BMepJa.

— A 106 T06i a3uK He Biffjcox! — BHCYHyJACA 3 IOp-
01 cuBa JKiHoua IIOCTaTh, XiGa Ha AKe CTOJITTA MOJIOJIIIA,
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THE WEDDING OF OPANAS KROKVA

No one understood the cackling of the lanky and
emaciated punisher. But everyone saw the snakes crawl
from his mouth. They hissed in the people’s ears, and
then the frightened teacher from a neighboring village
translated their hissing into human language.

“He says that three soldiers were shot by your hamlet
yesterday. If it had happened here, they’d kill all of you
to a one. But this way they want to hang only those in
whose families there are insurgents. If you don’t deliver
up the insurgents’ families, youw'll all be destroyed.”

Two hundred grandfathers, grandmothers, women
and children stood under the insanely hot sun, but they
were cold. Jets of frost streamed out from the black
openings of the sub-machine and machine guns, aimed at
everyone together and no one in particular. Above the
mass there hung the pre-harvest sultriness and pre-mortal
silence. Then the snakes crawled out from the SS-man’s
trap.

“He says that you can keep silent ten more minutes,
and then he’ll have them begin shooting.”

Ten minutes the wrinkles ran across their forcheads,
ten minutes the sun ran down in silence, ten minutes the
people peered with stiffened eyes at the curled grass, as
if they wanted to find salvation in it. Then the crush stir-
red and the little lake of people splashed up the thousand-
year-old Opanas Krokva. He even forgot to greet the
people, but went straight for the teacher.

“Tell this boar, that it was my sons that killed those
creatures. And tell them that they’d better not beat me,
‘cause I'm mangy. Let them just hang me.”

“How many of your sons are there in the woods?”
The teacher translated the SS-man’s query.

“Why, all of them, to a one.”

“And who’s at home?”

“Had a hag, but she died.”
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Bix Onanaca. — JKHBOIO MeHe mo MOTuJu KJjaJe, Ta Iie
i nprmogro. He Brevemn v Big mene, ipoge, i Ha To# cBit!

EceciBens peroras mosro i ¢mMauxo, KoJd BUMTEJb Il€-
pekJiaB HoMy Iieil MOHOJIOT' CTapOi.

— e Bama 6a6a ? — cmuras OmaHaca.

— ¥ry. Mosa. A uua x ite?

— Tlpasny ka3aB Aif, 1o Bamli CMHM B NapTHU3aHax?
— JonuTyBaJcA B 6abu.

— A mpasny. Xi6a Takuii a6peme? Yci coxonATa Ha-
wi B jici rHisgaTecd...

Ix mosicuim Ha riraHTCBKOMY B’S3i KOJMIIHBOI ILep-
KOBKM. 3AUBOBAHMMY OYMMA [JHBHJIACA BOHHM Ha BpATOBa-
HUX HUMH Jiofell i moKa3yBasH BCJif KapaTesJAM CBOI cHu-
Hi IOPUKyIIeH] S3HKH.

Omnanac KpokBa 3pomy He MaB firteit, a 6aba Opuca,
[0 TOEAHAJIACA 3 HUM BipHOBKOIO, Hikojam He Oysa Horo
Apy:xEuHOo0. KaXyTh, y I0HOCTI BOHM Jy:Ke KOXaJHCA i Xo-
Tinu moGparuck, aJe GarThbKU He Ho3Bosmiu. Bupamm Opm-
cIo 3a GaraTioro.

Moske, me mpaBaa, a MOKe, JIOAcEKa (aHTasid TBoO-
PHUTH HOBY JIET€HTY PO BEJIUKY JIO0OOB, KA BXe Ha CMepT-
HOMY OIpi 3auaja HTTA.
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“You'd better hope your tongue doesn’t dry up!” A
gray female figure, about a century younger than Opanas
moved out of the crowd.

“He puts me in a grave alive, and publicly yet. You
won’t escape me, scoundrel, even in the next life.”

The SS-man roared long and deliciously when the
teacher translated this old woman’s monologue.

“This your woman?”’ he asked Opanas.

“Uhuh. Mine. Who else’s?”

“Did the old man tell the truth about your sons being
insurgents?” they questioned the old woman.

“The truth. Would his kind lie? All of our little
falcons are nesting in the woods.”

They were hung on the giant elm of the erstwhile
little church. With puzzled eyes they gazed at the people
they saved and showed their executioners their blue and
bitten-down tongues.

Opanas never had children in his life, and the old
woman Orysia, who united herself with him through a cord
was never his wife. They say that the two loved each other
very much when they were young, and wanted to marry,
but their parents didn’t allow it. They married Orysia off
to a richer man.

Maybe it’s true, and maybe human imagination has
created a new legend about a great love, that began to live
vn a deathbed.
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HYMA TIPO HOIITA

Cumxy nip KiyHelo, a Qi Ha HHU3y 3Maraerbcd 3
COHIIEM —— XTO IIepIINM 3aKiH4uTh cBOi meHHI TypGoTH.
Horra ri#p ox ropba Bixe obiu3ye Horo jiBy Hory, a mpa-
Ba Ilfe CTYIAaE 110 COHAYHIN cmyxui. 'ocTpa Koca ask BUCBH-
CTyC — TaK He TEPIUTHCA AiOBi JOKOCHTH OCTAHHIO Py4-
Ky i, HapelTi, cnouuTH. A TiHL YoKe CATHYyJIa JifOBHX KO-
JIiH, ToTiM paNTOBO MHifCKOuMJa Jo ToAcCA, TONIOB3JA HA
rpynu.

S migsisca 3 micig i cTaB HaBIINHMHBKH.

— IBaHKy! — JOHOCHTBCA N0 MeHe Aimie rosgoc. Bir
CTOITh ysKe TO LIMIO B TiHI i JKMyTKOM ciHa BHTHpaE KOCY.
— Yyem, Irauky?

— Hi, He 4yro, — KpH4Yy, CKJIABIIN JOJIOHi YOBHHKOM.

— To 4voro s osuBaemcd, Jenamio? — roJioc y Aiaa
jariguuit, i 4 3Ha10, Uo BiH 30BCiM He cepauThLCS Ha Me-
He. — Ilpunecu kmucer, 60 Komapi 3’iRATE.

Ile Bin, 3Buvaiino, snaxae MeHe. Komapi Hikosu He
3’InATH Fioro, 60 BiH Ay’Ke BEJHKHE i B CTO pasis CHIIBLHI-
muf By yeix Komapie, 1m0 KHBYTL Ha HamoMmy 6oJioTi.
Ane meHi IIPHEMHO 3po0uTH IOCHYTY AiRoBi. I mpurbMoM
Oy wepes rpagKy Io AifoBoro migkaka, no6yBaio 3 KH-
umieHi Kucer, BuOiraio Ha ciHokic i, cTpuGaroun yepes Io-
KOCH, MYy IO mina.

— Horu He mokonu, — uyio Horo HacTaHOBy. — Jle-
THILI, MOB 33€Ib TepeJIsTKaHu,

— A Xxiba mepesnixaHi zafini mwBUIAKO BiraroTs?

~— Ta BiKe K 1[0 WIBHIKO.

— Takx, 1o # B He mo:KeHnere ?

— He 3Har0, ne ipoGyBas.

— A uomy He npoGysanu?

Jig coMHHTHL Urapky i JiykaBo IOCMiXaeThest y Byca.

— Do 3a e TpyAoRHIB HE IUIIYTE.

— A ax6u mucann?

. — Onnax He B3aBca 6. He moGmro AaypHe gisno po-
UTH.
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ELEGY FOR A GRANDFATHER

I sit by the barn, and the old man below competes
with the sun—who will finish his daily troubles first. A
iong shadow from the hill is already licking his left leg,
but his right is still walking along a sunny strip. The
sharp scythe whistles—so impatient is the old one to reap
the last handful and finally rest. And the shade has reach-
ed the old man’s knees, then suddenly jumped to his waist
and crawled up his chest.

I rose from my place and stood on tiptoe.

“Ivanko!” Grandfather’s voice carries up to me. He
is standing up to his neck in shadows and wiping the
scythe with a wisp of hay. “You hear me, Ivanko?”

“No, I don’t,” I scream, folding my hands into a boat
around my mouth.

“Then why do you answer, you sluggard?”’ — Grand-
father's voice is gentle, and I know he’s not cross at me
at all. “Bring the tobacco pouch, the mosquitoes’ll eat
me alive.”

Naturally, Grandfather is only scaring me. The mos-
quitoes will never eat him up, ’cause he’s very big and a
hundred times stronger than all the mosquitoes who live
on our mud-hole. But I enjoy doing Grandfather a good
turn.

I run headlong across the flower bed to Grandfather’s
coat, pull the tobacco pouch out of the pocket, run out
onto the hayfield, and loping through the sheaves of hay,
I hurry towards Grandfather.

“Don’t cut your feet,” I hear his instructions.

“You're tearing along like a frightened hare.”

“Oh? Do frightened hares run quickly ?”

“Sure they run quickly.”

“So quickly that even you couldn’t catch up?”

“Don’t know. Haven’t tried.”

“And why haven’t you tried ?”
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Bignosins He BnamrToBye MeHe, i 4 MOB 3 TOpOU BU-
CHIA0 IIepeR OioM KyIly 3aIHTaHb,

—- Tefi-reif, — cmitoThea Horo mOXMaKaHi ByCTa. —
Bepu xpaliie Kocy Ta HecH ii o KiyHi.

Mu #inemo uepes ciHokic, i Temuie mHaj Hamu HeGo,
i HsBeHUTH 2eMJIT Ha THUCAUY JARiB, 1 1 cayxaro. Ciyxato
HeDo, 1 ciyxaio 3eMio, i ciyxalo AinoBy MoBy. I B ceplie
MO€ BJINFAETHCH SIKACH HE3PHMAa CHJA, 10 Ha BiKU-BiuHi
IpUB’sKe Mete A0 niel 3emJr, mo cniBy4yoi THxol MOBH.

..UnM ryerilma namoposh Ilajajia HA XiOBY TOJIOBY,
Tum Oinblie BiH Jilo6uB MeHe i Iefpilne PO3KPHBAB CBOIO
OyIIeBHY cxapbumijo, Bin crapis Ha Moix ouax, i Homy
37aBaJICLH, MO CHJia Horo I HABITE came MKUTTS #Horo Ie-
pesibarThCA B MeHe, 00 He GyJio B Jijna cHHIB — TIOKO-
ey X momrecti ta KyJi...

— BescMmeprauko TH MOe KuprnaTe, — IIeNOTiB Aix,
KOJid f ®ACHHAB Hif My3HKy HOTO CJIB.

To Gynu myske raphi ciopa, 60 MOraHuX Aim He TOBO-
PHUBR MeHi.

S uacto of6pakaB i KPHBOHB Rifa CBOEIO HeTAMYydi-
CTIO, TO JKOPCTOKUM JUTSYHM eroizmom. AJie Rif BesIHKO-
IYWHO IIpofavar MeHi, SK yMiloTh IIpobavaTH BEJHK] Ji0-
Zu. A nip 6yB EesmKuUM 1 IIPOCTOTOIO CBOEIO i THM, IO HE
KaHIOUHR Off UTTA Gifbllle, HIX 3aCIIYXKHB.

Jlrofus gmixg uuratu icTopiio Ta reorpadiro, a me Jro-
6ue IlleBuenka ta I'opbkoro, 0o IlleBueHKO — Ilg, MOB-
JISIB, CeNAHCHKUE NMUCHMEHHHK, a IOpbKHH — TOPOACHKHIL.

— IlpaBau Takoi, K y HMX, Hi B Koro Hemae. Immi
Te)K po3yMHi, asle He Taki. He cesstHCbKuil i He poGoumit
po3ym vy Hux. SKIo g He 3p03yMiB iX, TO IONIPOCH y HUX
3a MeHe npobadyeHHs, KOJIK BUPOCTEI.

Illo &, mpobaure tomy, rpadge Tozacronn i AmnroHe
YexoB, He ob6paxaiiTeca Ha HbOr0, MOTyTHi#l ®paHKO i HiX-
Ha Jlecto, He rHipafitecsa, Onekcaunpe Biok, Boixogumupe
Masnxkoscskuit i Onexcannpe JoBxenko. I me i me inmi. A
Ti, XT0 €ayuB, K caM BigpUBaR Bij PoTa, OFFABIIHN OCTAHHIO
3ePHHHAY (DPOHTOBI, AK rOAYBaB HA TPHUCTArPaAMOBHHE TPYRO-
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The old man licks the cigarette, and smiles craftily
under his moustache.

“’Cause they don’t sign in workdays for it.”

“And if they did?”

“Still wouldn’t try. I don’t like doing useless work.”

The answer doesn’t suit me, and I spill out a bunc
of questions, as if from a bag, before the old one.

“Hey, hey,” his bitten-up lips laugh. ‘“Better take the
scythe and carry it to the barn.”

We walk through the hayfield, and the sky is darken-
ing above us, and the ground is sounding a thousand tunes,
and I listen. I listen to the sky, and listen to the ground,
and listen to Grandfather’s talk. And some sort of invisible
power flows into my heart that will tie me to this ground,
to the quiet singing, talk.

...The denser the hoar-frost that fell on Grandafather’s
head, the more he loved me, and the more genersusly he
opened the treasury of his soul. He grew old bcfore my
eyes, and it seemed to him that his strength, and even his
very life flowed over into me, for the old man had ro
sons—plagues and bullets had harvested them.

“My little pug-nosed dear,” Crandfathor would whis-
per when I fell asleep beneath the music of his words.

They were very nice words, for ugly ones he never
spoke to me.

I often insulted and hurt Grandfather with my obluse-
ness and cruel, childish egoism. But the old forgave me
magnanimously, as great people forgive. And Granfather
was great in his simplicity and in that he didn’t beg of
life more than he deserved.

Grandfather liked to read history and geography, and
he liked Shevchenko and Gorki, because Shevchenko was
supposedly a peasant writer and Gorki — urban.

“Truth like theirs is not to be found with anyone else.
Others are smart too, but not as smart. It's not a peas-
ant’s, or worker’s mind they have. If I haven't understood
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JeHbL CBOIX BHYKIB — Ti, IM0 Gauniu Ie i MopyajH abo
IBipiHBKOTI/IM pHMaMu Ipo KOXaHHA, Hexad caMi HifyTbh
Ao HOro MOTWJIM i HOUIpOCATH y Hboro mpobaueHHA. He
36arHysu BOHM Hi cusim, Hi KpacH, aHi poboru ioro. I 5{1(-.
1[0 He IPOCTHTHL BiH IX, TO HeXall CHAJATH CBOI KHHXKKH 1
Bi3pMyThCA 3a iHmy npaio, 1106 He Gysa ix crapicTs y6o-
ro10.

.51 xoxuB TOOi B choMy Kuiscy. JleB’aTh KinomeTpis
Gys10 mo mKosaH. Sk Ha MOl YOTHPHAAUATH POKIB, TO Lie He
TaK B¥Ke H MAJoO.

B mepnimio paix uinmit gens yuraB. Deorpaditoo, MaGyTs.

—- IBane, migu BpyGafi KpoB, — CKa3aJla MaTH.

— Yoro ue came a?

— Bo a1 B:Ke He MOy, — IIPOMOBHB Jifl.

— Bu caMi KHHKK duTacTe !

— He namexyi, Isane! — rpuMHyJa MaTH. — Tijb-
KH HA A3UK i IIpOBOPHHMH.

S moxaB cupy Jio3y Oing pposirHi. Ilim moB3 MeHe
OpoHIIOB y KJAyHIO. B HBHOro B pyli TellmaBcs IyNKHH
KOHOTLIAHMA Hajmray. S IjokaB Jo3y, a B KJIyHi Oyio
THXO.

Pantom Hi6x 06yXOM XTOCH I'elIHYB TIo cepIpo. §1 ku-
HYE COKHPY B CHIr i KHHYBCA B KJIyHIO.

— Hi-mycro!

Bin crosiB i po6uB MilIaHKy AJiA KopoBH. A Bif fAces
332 KOXXHHM HOI'o PyXOM KafiGHO CTEKHJIa TIPHILATa LyI-
KuM HaJmmradeM Jlucka. Jig ryigHyB Ha MeHe i, 300a4uB-
UM ItepesiaK Ha o6Jsinuui, cTypOyBaBCca H caM.

— ITTo 3 TOGOMO, IBaHE?

— Bwu imau 3 HajguradeM, i & MIogyMaas...

SI npunas mo HOro APEeBHBOTO KOMYyXa i pesiB, MOB
OUTHHA, 1 IPOCHB IPOIIEHHA.

YBeuepi mixm ckazas:

— TanHO, Hexali IBAHKO 3aBTPa He Hle B IHKOJY.

— UYoro?

— Pagz xaxy, To Tpeba.
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them, then ask their forgiveness for me when you
grow up.”

Forgive him, Count Tolstoy and Anton Chekhov,
don’t take offense at him, mighty Franko and subtle Lesia
don’t be angry, Oleksander Blok, Volodymyr Maiakovsky,
and Oleksander Dovzhenko. And many more others. And
those who saw how he pulled the food away from his own
mouth, having given up his last grain for the front, how
he fed his grandchildren with one workday’s three hundred
grams of bread—those who saw this and kept silent or
chirped away in rhyme about romance, let them go to his
grave themselves and beg his forgiveness. They graspoed
neither his strength nor his beauty, nor his work. And if
he does not forgive them, then let them burn their bocks
and take hold of some other work, so that their old age is
not squalid.

...I was in the seventh grade then. It was nine kilo-
meters to school. For my fourteen years of age this wasn't
very little.

On Sunday Grandfather read all day. Geography
perhaps.

“Ivan, go chop some firewood,” said Mcther.

“Why me?”

“’Cause I ean't any more,” uttered Grandfather.

“You only read books.”

“Don’t babble Ivan,” thundered Mother, ‘“agile only
with the tongue.”

I hacked away at the green sallow wood near the wood-
shed. Grandfather walked past me to the barn. In his hand
there swung a rigid hempen cord. I hacked away at the
sallow and it was quiet in the barn.

Then suddenly it was as if someonc had struck my
heart with the butt-end of an axe. I threw the hatchet into
the snow and dashed for the barn.

“Gra — and — Pa — pa!”

He was standing and making a mixture for the cow.
And from the manger Lyska, tethered with the rigid cord
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— Jobpe, IBaHKO He mWife, — MATH 3ABUTHYJA Iljle-
ypMma.

Ajte 1o ne Oysa nmpumxa. B ToHedisIoK Aima BiKe He
Gyso. CyBopuil i mpeKpacHuil, BiH JleaB y NOMOBHHI Ha
crapesHifi Ay6oBid JsiaBi. A HagBOpl CBITHJIO COHIE, CKpPH-
B cHir 1 KykypikaJju TiBHI Ha BigJHry.

...s1 Hikoro tak He mobiro, AK Aigie. Ile »xuBa MyZA-
picts, Henucana icropig nHamioro Hapopmy. Ha cBoix 3irmy-
TUX IIJIeYaX HeCcyTh BOHH CTIJIBKH Kpacu 1 HIXKHOCTH, IO
MO3Ke I03a3IpHTH IM Oy b-XTO.

I Konm B aBrobyci A Gauy cigoraaBoro mpejfKa MOro
3 B's13aHKOI0 OyOuMKiB, A woMych AyMaro: 3apa3 TIpHHAe
B XaTy, pobype cBifl HeXUTPHUH I'OCTHHENL i CKaXXe CBOGMY
IBaHKOBI :

~— A TNsgHb, 110 S OpuHic Bij 3afnd...

BiH mocajuTh Ha KOJIiHA CBOE YOpHABe uu Oingse
Oe3cMepTAYKO, i BOHO, PO33ABUBIIM POTHKA, CJIyXaTHUME
HOro TpPOCTOAYILIHI ONOBiAi, B AKux IeperieTeTbcd Hif-
CHiCTH 1 (paHTasid. I KosuCh 060B’I3KO0BO TPOCHETHCHA B HO-
ro Ayui migosa Kpaca, i XXHBHTHMe HOTO JiZloRa MYApIiCTh
i migosa moga.
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greedily traced his every move. Grandfather glanced at
me and, seeing fear on my face, himself became alarmed.

“What’s the matter with you, Ivan?”

“You went with a cord and I thought...” I fell to his
ancient sheepskin coat and cried like a baby and begged
forgiveness.

In the evening Grandfather said:

“Hanna, Ivan won't go to school tomorrow.”

“Why not?”

“If T said so, it’s necessary.”

“All right, Ivanko won’t go,” Mother shrugged her
shoulders.

But that was no whimsy. On Monday Grandfather was
gone. Grim and excellent, he lay in the casket on the anti-
quated oak bench. And outside the sun shone, the snow
creaked, and the roosters crowed to hail the thaw.

I love no one as much as grandfathers. They are
a living wisdom, an unwritten history of our nation. On
their bent backs they carry so much beauty and subtlety
that anyone could be jealous.

And when I see a whiteheaded ancestor of mine on
the bus with a bundle of buns, I somehow think: He’ll come
into his house in a moment, pull out his unclever present
and will tell his Ivanko:

“Look what I brought from the hare...”

He’ll seat his little dark or fair dear on his lap, and
it, with gaping mouth, will listen to his simple-hearted
narratives, in which reality and fantasy intertwine. And
someday without fail his grandfather’s beauty will awaken
in his soul, and his grandfather’s wisdom and his grand-
father’s talk will nurture him.
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BIH SABAHAB i1 CIIATU

Iaxomu #Horo 3a rpyau
XamaB JOBrHH i TATyunit
Kaneas. Big kypinnag.

— T'nare, Meni o6pupgio
TBOE OyXKaHHA! — KpH-
Yyajia BOHA TOf] 3i cIaJibHi.
— Tu 3aBakael cnaTu.

Bin BunyBaTO puUBHBCA
Ha KOpHYHEeBi IOPTHEpH i
Ka3aB:

— HMobpe, JIi, A He Ka-
UIIATHMY.

— Bszaragi ta Mmir 6u
HTH Ha KYXHIO | KAIUIATH TaM X04Y [0 PaHKY! — COJIOAKO
TACHYJIa CJIOBa Ta, KOTpy BiH Hasueas JIi.

Ceirsio pazom 3 HUM HepexOAusIo Ho TicHol kyxHi. ITe-
pen cBiToM BOHO BTOMJIIOBaJjiocs i racsio. MaGyTs, BTOM-
JroBaBest i BiH. Koporkuit HepBOBHI COH CIIOBHIOBABCH XH-
MepHHUMU BHJOBHCbKaMH, Kosuch Bin riysyBaB Haj IO3H-
THBHHMH TepoAMu yOorux pomaHiB. ITo3HTHBHHM 3aBIH
CHuBCA BepcraT abo TpakTop. A Homy Toxmi cHuimea Bci
niBuara, Kpim JIi. A AK He XOTiJIOCA pO3JIyvaTHCA 3 HEIO
HaBiTh YBi cHi!

.- -

Tenep fioMmy cHusmca dopmMynH, CHHIHCH TIapapeilb-
Hi JxHpHi JinHil i Byca rojsoBHoro KoHcTpyKTopa. IIpaBna,
B fkuma IBaHOBu4Ya 3popy Haj ryGaMu He GyJio LIETHHH,
ajie 'HaT y cHi YoMych TBEp/l0 3HAB, IO TO BCE X HOro
Byca. Onanoro pa3y Bim ckasas mpo ne SkumoBi IBaHO-
BHYY.

— JloGpe, HaMOTa10 Lie Ha Byc, — BinOyBCA TOH Kap-
TOM. — A B3araJii Taki CHH cupocTa He cHAThCA. TH, Ma-
OyTh, BHCHAKUBCH.

dAxum IBaHOBHY sm06ue I'Harta, ajle He BUABJAB CBOIX
mouyrriB, mo6 He Gyso zafiBUX po3moB. SK-He-ik, ['Har
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HE KEPT HER FROM SLEEPING

Now and then a long
IR and ropy cough would
R, . .grab him by the chest.

“Hnat, I'm sick of your
whooping!” she would
scream from the bed-
room, ‘“‘you keep me from
sleeping.”

He looked guiltily at
the brown drapes and
said:

“Right Li, I won’t
cough.”

“You could go to the kitchen altogether and there
you could cough even till morning,” the one he called Li
would drag the words sweetly.

The light went with him to the tight kitchen. Before
daybreak it grew tired and went out. Perhaps he too grew
tired. His short and nervous dream was full of chimerical
scenes. Once he jeered at the positive heroes of miserable
rcmances. The workbench or the tractor always appeared
positive in his dreams. And then he dreamed of all the
girls except Li. And how he hated to part with her, even
in his dreams!

Now he dreamed of formulae, he dreamed of fat pa-
rallel lines and the head designer’s moustache. True, Yakim
Ivanovich never had a bristle over his lip in his life, but
in his dream, Hnat somehow knew well that it really was
his moustache. One time he told Yakim Ivanovich about it.

“Good, I'll curl my whiskers over that one,” he laugh-
ed it off with a joke. “Generally, this kind of dream doesn’t
just simply come. Maybe you're overworked.”

Yakim Ivanovich liked Hnat, but didn’t show his
feelings so that there would be no idle talk. Like it or not,
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Oys #oro 3areM. Toro pasy HecHOAiBaHO AN caMoro cebe
BiH 3anuTan:

— Bu yacro ceapureca 3 JIifow ?

-— Hi, mu mikosm He cBapHMOCH...

— 1 Bona HiKoOJIM HC CHYHTL Ha Tebe?

— DBysae. Aje rinpkw TORi, Kojm A 3aBaxkaro i
CHATH...

— §I Tak i 3HAB, 1[0 TH 3aBAKAECII IH CIATH, — KHHYB
Axmm Ianopny, i foro joGpi kapi odui panrom craniu cu-
Bit. Tak 6yso 3aBXIH, KOJIU BiH CepIUBCA.

— DBosxe Mifi, 1m0 ™ 3po6UB 3 KyxHero! — IOpaHKY
Aaxagaca Jliga, oryismarouyd Kynu HejomaJkie, — TH cam
CKOpO TENETBOPHILCS B IYHKTUPHY JiHiO...

A TI'mar jgro6up cBoi npoxypeHni Houi. Biu so6us cBoi
curaperH, cBifi xamenb i cBoi KpecssApcekki 3HapAmnA.
3Bicxo, 63 rauo Big mir 6u oBifiTucs, ane 6e3 TAKHX
HoueH — viax! Bin jrobus cBo0 BTOMY i cBOI XUMEpHi CHI.
I me m06HB cOHHe GYypPMOTIHHS RADY/KUHHU.

— K Tu HacMaJHBCA UHX CMEPAIYHX CHTADET...

Jlima me posymisa Hi floro curaper, Hi HOro Kaljio,
ui fioro cuis. I BoHa He JroOmia fioro BTOMY i HOrO HOYI.

Konu 'zar 38’a3ap goxynu Bei ¢Bol JyMKH, KOJIH HOT'O

C3COHHA BTINIMJIOCH B XMMEPHIM NAaBYTHHHI KpecjleHb, BiH
npubir y cnasnesHO i ¢xomus Jligy 3a miteui:

— JIi, K yce 3710poBo BHHALLIO...

— Hy, woro T8 ? — Kpi3b COHHy JIiHb 3alMTaJa BOHA.

— JIi, 2 3HafuIOB TeE, IO INyKaB!

— Aje i, musnu#, xiba uepes me Tpeba GyaMTH BCC
micro?

Bin no pauky cuzis na KyxHi i 3aimaB TIOTIOHOBUM [H-
Mom ii Gaiigys:kicrs. PamKoM BiH cKiIagaB peui B YeMOAaH
i roBopus iii 06passmBi cioBa. BoHa miakana i Bignosigasa
AoMy THM Ke.

A motim BiH crosAB y KaGimeTi TeeTd, uM To HmaK Tro-
JIOBHOT'O KOHCTPYKTOpa, i BUJIHBaB HOMYy CBOIO 00pasy.

— {1 mimos ox Hel, 106 He 3aBaskaTh it craru. d moi-
ny Ha Iliexiu i Hikosu 3BigTH He BepHycCH...

108

Hnat was his son-in-law. This time he asked, unexpectedly
even for himself:

“Do you often fight with Lida?”

“No, we never fight...”

“And she never hisses at you?”

“It happens. But only when I keep her from sleeping...”

“I knew it; you keep her from sleeping,” threw in
Yakim Ivanovich, and his kind black eyes suddenly began
to gray. It was always that way when he was cross.

“My God, what've you done to the kitchen!” Each
morning the pile of butts would shock her. “You'll turn
into a dotted line yourself soon...”

But Hnat liked his smoked-away nights. He liked his
cigarettes, his cough, and his drafting tools. True, he
could've gotten by without the cough, but without those
nights—never! He liked his fatigue and his fantastic
dreams. And he liked the sleepy mumbling of his wife.

“Wow, did you burn up a mess of those stinking ci-
garettes...”

Lida didn’t understand his cigarettes, nor his cough,
nor his dreams. And she didn’t like his nights and his
fatigue. When Hnat tied all his thoughts together, when
his sleeplessness personified itself in the whimsical webs
of his diagrams, he ran into the bedroom and grabbed Lida
by the shoulders:

“Li, how great everything’s come out...”

“Well, what is it?”’ she asked through her sleepy list-
lessness.

“Li, I’'ve found what I was looking for.”

“But dear, do you have to wake the whole city because
of it?”

He sat in the kitchen till morning and devoured her
indifference with tobacco smoke. In the morning he packed
his things in a suitcase and spoke insulting words to her.
She cried and answered him likewise.
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YV Sdxuma IsaHoBmua oui Gysu cHBi, a rojoc Ganmy-
SKHH.

— Inu # ciga#i 3a poGory. Higoro mioHi posmyckary,
— cxa3aB Axum IBaHoBUY. I 3aMOBK.

VBeuepi BiH caM npuiluos Jo I'HaTOROrO CTOJY:

— Jliga mpuxopuyia OO MEHE...

T'Har BiAKUHYB 3 40Jia YOPHY YYIpPHUHY i, HEMOB 3 AMH,
TJISHYB HA TECTH.

— IITo BoHa ropopuJa?

— TiABKK Te, IO 3aBXAN KAKYTh KiHKH B TAKHX BU-
magKax, — BiH oOMallyBaB 04KMMa He3rpabHy IIOCTAThH 3ATA
i tymaB, MaGyTh, Ipo 1IOCH AyXe Aajexe. — §I ckazas i
KOJIH JIFOOMATE -— He HOCATL CBOIX CJIi3 [0 TIOCepeJHHUKIB.

CHaT ofArascs i HiAK He Mir BCYHYTH JIiBHH YepeBHK
y KaJiomy. ITorim BOHM CcIycKanlHCH 3 TPETLOTO TOBEPXY
1 Kypuau cHUIapeTH,

Ha Bysuni peroras ociuuiit Beuip. Bonu #uuim xpisb
Horo perir.

Hecnomirano fxkum IsanHoBHu Bxomnus I'HaTa 3a nieul
i moBepryB JNulleM po cebe:

— 4 ckasas if, Wo TH, MOXXe, IIOBepHelIcd KO Hel,
KOJIM BOHA TIpocHeTheA. ToAi TH He 3aBajkaTHMeln il craTy.

Bin mimos, maitxe nobir ox 'nara.

T'HaT IpHHAOR ¥ roTesb i KyMXe paHO BKJIABCA B JIiXK-
ko. Momy cuunaca Jliga, mapaJsesbri jimii i Heicmyloui
Byca T'OJIOBHOT'O KOHCTPYKTOPA.
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And later he stood in the office of his father-in-law,
or rather, the head designer, and spilled his insults out on
him.

“I left her so as not to keep her from sleeping. I'll go
north and never come back.

Yakim Ivanovich’s eyes were gray, and his voice in-
different.

““Go and sit down by your work. There’s no use wailing
about it,” said Yakim Ivanovich. And he fell silent.

In the evening he himself came to Hnat’s table:

“Lida came to me...”

Hnat threw back the black locks from his forehead
and, as if from a pit, he looked at his father-in-law.

“What did she say?”

“Only that which women always say in these cases,”
with his eyes he touched the ungraceful figure of his son-
in-law and thought, perhaps, of something very distant.
“I told hers When they love—they don’t take their tears
to mediators.”

Hnat was dressing and just couldn’t get his left shoe
into the galoshes. Afterwards they descended from the
third floor and smoked their cigarettes.

On the street, the autumn evening cackled. They walk-
ed through its cackling.

Unexpectedly, Yakim Ivanovich Hnat by the should-
ers and turned him, face-to-face.

“I told her that maybe you'll come back to her, when
she wakes. Then you won’t keep her from sleeping.”

He went, almost ran away from Hnat.

Hnat came to the hotel and very early lay himself in
the bed. He dreamed of Lida, parallel lines, and the non-
existent whiskers of the head designer.
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KYKYPIKATIM IIBHI HA PYIIIHHKAX...

B Osucevru pepeB’aniym Horu, Koy JeCh NOPYY f3Be-
wiB Horo roJjoc. Boua 3aBk Ay HIJIA [I0B3 HHOrO JieJBe U~
ra i He cmisia mosecTu HaBiTH GpOROIO B Horo GiK.

A Bikrop xpuuyas:

— Ounuceko! Kosn T craxen, 1o S aJs Tebe Hai-
KpaLui ?

— dAX Hapolm oj Uala IOBHY ZAiIAHMIIO MOJIOKA, —
IIMaroHyJia AiBUHHA.

— # me H6ypy Girat 3a T00010, — KeEIKyBaB IIapyGoK.
— 4 npocro mipufiny craTaiu.

— Hpuxons, rapbysu Bpopuiau pobpi, — MOB Kpi3b
MiAnJIKy, TPOIYyCKaJla CJIOBA, TAMYIOUH 32 OinH3HOMO 3y0iB
i oOpaay, i 6iab, 1 Hapi.

Inmomi moapkam ypuBaBes Teplenb, i BOHU IOYHHAJHA
sacrynaTtuca 3a OHUCBKY.

— Tu ii Mi3uHNA He rojieH! — Kazanu HOMY.

— Osp-a! A6u TinbKM cKa3zap ,uin-uin”, To IpuGi-
JKHTB, MOE KBO4YKa, — HEBIraBaB 00JIiKOBellb.

— I'oaawm, mob He moBesocsa caMoOMy Ha SHIAX CHII-
TH, — pybGasia CHHCBKa Tif 3arajIbHHUH periT.

Tinbkx Tarosi morna OHHCBKa HOBIPMTH, YOr0 KOII-
TyBaJia Il Ta PO3B’SA3HICTh.

Tato 6y 30mciv touuil. Bin mimos Ha BillHY TPHALATH-
JiTHIM 1 TaxuM 3anummBea HaBiky, OHHCHKA YaCTO XOTiJa
nebaunTyH fHoro cusuM i Bycatum. He Buxommso. MaTtu mo-
3N0pOBKaJacda 31 crapicTio, 8 TATO 3aJHUIIUBCI MOJIOTHM.
Yac ysxe BTPaTHB HAJ HAM BJAgy.

— O#, ax meHi BajKKo, TaTy, — Kaszajia OHHCBHKA,
OTIyCKalo4n J0 Iosca YOpHY TYTy €BOiX kic. — K & Horo
J00TI0 i AK... HeHaBUIKY | — TyIaJjia MaJIeHbKOI HIXKOIO.
— Ilo meni po6urn, Taty?

Ane 6aTbKo MOBYaB, i TOAi Ayrm miBouux Gpim cro-
B3ajiuca Q0 KMpraToro Hoca, a Bil IIBUAKO-IIBUIKO KJli-
IaJIy, 3araHAioud Ha3aj HECJIyXHSHI C/IbO3H.
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THE ROOSTERS CROWED ON
THE EMBROIDERY ...

Onysia’s legs would stiffen, whenever his voice would
ring nearby. She was always barely alive when she passed
him, and didn’t even have the nerve to raise her brow in
his direction.

And Victor would scream:

“Onysia! When are you going to say that I'm the
most handsome fellow you know?”

“When you get a pailful of milk from a billy goat I
will,” she snapped.

“I'm not going to run around after you,” he teased.
“I'll just ask you to marry me.”

“Do that—the pumpkins* are big this year,” she
filtered the words, as if through a strainer, damming the
pain and the outrage and hope behind the brilliant white-
ness of her teeth.

Once in a while, the milkmaids’ patience would give
way, and they'd begin to defend Onysia.

“You're not even worth her little finger.”

“Ah! I just have to call and she comes running like
a mother hen,” the bookkeeper went on.

“Be careful—you might have to hatch your eggs
alone,” she snapped amidst the general laughter.

Only to her father could Onysia trust the secret of
how much her flippancy cost her.

Father was really youthful. He went to war at thirty
and remained that age forever. Onysia often wished she
could see him mustachioed and gray. It just never hap-
pened. Mother had greeted her old age but Father stayed
forever young. Time had lost its grip on him.

“It’s really—so hard, Father,” Onysia would say, let-
ting the thickness of her braids fall to her waist. “How

* In colloquial Ukrainian, “Getting a pumpkin” means rejection.
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OciHni cBiTaHKM TPUBOXHI, AK MapeHHA. OHHCHKa 3a-
CIIAHVMH 04YMMa OOMAIlyBaJia iX CUBy 6e3JOHHICTS i mipHaJa
B ixmio TpuBory. ITo mopo3i 70 depMH BOHA TOJUBJANACH
y ¢Boi miBoui cHH.

Ogproro pasy ii posbyaus Bikrop.
— Yoro #pem, MOB JiyHATHK ? — 3acMigBesa Bim Gina

camoro Byxa, i OHHCBKa 3HOB BiguyJjia, AK TEPHHYTH HOTH.
Aune TosioBa i A3uK y Hel HIKOJM HE TEpILIIH.

— CKaJK4 Kpallle, a 4Oro TH TaK PaHO BHJI3 3 IEJIO-
oK ?

Bin 3MoBuaB, a 1oTiM AKOCL HECMiJIMBO B3AB 3a PYKY.
Onucelli 30BCciM He XoTijocs BHOpyuyBaTH il

— Hikosiz He myMaB, mo B Tebe Taki TeHIITHI PYKH...
— My:xUK He IOBipHTSH, IIOKH He TIOMAalla€, — CXOBAJIA

Kocajy B mocMminmii,
— Tligem 3a mene? — panTom Hi ciso Hi BmaJso 3a-

muraB Bixrop. — Iligemn?

-— Mosxe, # migy 3a tebe... 06JIIKOBIEM NPANIOBATH, —
BOHA TAaKH BHNIPYYMJa DYKY i #Ima, HEMOB IIO TOCTPHX
Je3ax.

— To a mpuiiny csaTamud, — CKa3aB, Hi6m He 4yB ii
cJliB, i TaK caMo paITTOBHO, AK 3'ABHBCH, PO3CTAHYB y CHBIA
po30pocti.

Iismit THxgens 3a OHUCHKOIO, KyAu 6 He Hmuta, TOB-
3JIM TlepemiinTyBaHHA Ta XUXOHbKHU. ITify HempuxoBaHO Ii-
KaBHMH TOTJIAAMY i1 ITedi CyTyJIHimcd, a AYMKH THITHJIA
obpa3za. ,,Ha Bce ceno posusipiEbKaB”, — MyKa Tyro CTH-
CKyBaJjla IPyAH.

Bikrop mpuiimos y cyGory. B kemmi HaGakup, y HadH-
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I love him and how... I hate him!” She stamped her little
foot. “What should I do, Father?”

But her father remained silent and then the girl's
arched brows crawled down to her pug-nose and her
eyelids fluttered ever-so-quickly, chasing back the ino-
bedient tears.

The autumn dawn was as uneasy as a dream. Onysia
would touch its gray bottomlessness with her sleepy eyes
and dive into its anxiety. On the way to the farm, she
finished dreaming her girlish dreams.

One time Victor woke her.

“Why are you walking like a lunatic?” He laughed
by her very ear and Onysia felt her legs get numb again.
But her head and tongue were never numb.

“Better yet,” she said, “why did you climb out from
under your covers so early?”’

He fell silent, and then somehow timidly he took her
by the hand. Onysia didn’t feel like pulling it away.

“Never thought you had such delicate hands...”
“A peasant won’t believe until he touches it,” she
hid her spite in a smirk.

“Would you have me?” Victor asked out of nowhere.
“Will you?”

“Maybe I will... take your place as the bookkeeper,”
she pulled away her hand after all and walked away, as if
on sharpened blades.

“Then I'll come to ask your hand,” he said as if he
hadn’t heard her words, and just as quickly as he’d ma-
terialized, he disappeared in the gray transparency.

All week, wherever she’d go, the whispers and the
snickers crawled after Onysia. Her shoulders hunched
beneath the vigibly curious stares, and the insult weighed
down on her thoughts.

‘“He’s blabbed it all over the village,” the pain pressed
tightly in her chest.
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IIEHUX 70 GJIHMCKY XPOMOBHMKAaX, BPOAJIUBHH i MPHIM3AHUH,
MOB IJIakar. BiH poaciecs Ha JiaBi, 3aKHHYB HOTY Ha HOTY,
HIOHM BHCTABJISIOYM HATIOKa3 HOBI uyoboru. I Bigpasy x 3a-
BiB AKYyCh MOPOXKHIO PO3MOBY 3 Matip’to. I'oBopuB ROBrO
i ofBepTO XM3yBaBCA, a NOTIM, Haue MiK iHIUMMH, MOBHE!:

— 51 ome, TiTKO, npuiitnos cBaTaTy Bamy OHHCBKY...
MaTy 3AMBOBAHO 3BeJia TOJIOBY i CKasajia OOpaKeHO:

— Xij6a, BixTope, Tenep npo Ie 3 6aThKaMH TOPIyOTh-
¢a2? B CHHCHKM CBOS T0JIOBA Ha B'A3aX, — i, HiOu MifKpe-
CJIIOIOYM CBOXO HEMPHUYETHICTHL [O TOrO, IO Ai€TheA B xari,
TOBiNIFHO BHAMGANa Ha MOABip'd.

BoHu [OBro cuiiiu BABOX y xaTi i MoBuayn. Kykypi-
KaJI¥ IiBHI Ha pPYIIHUKAX, i o IXHLOIO MOBYA3HOTO CIIBY
A3BEHIJIO y ByXaX.

— To wio  TH craxxem meHi, OHHCBKO? — 3AaJIEKy
XJIIONHYB TpuBorowo BikrTopis rosoc.

— A Ty B MeHe Hiuor'o He IHTAaB.

—-TH X 3HAELI, Y0r0 A TYT, — BiH JUBHBCA TaK Gaa-
raJibHO i BUHYBaTO, 110 B Hei Bce Tijio CIIOBHHJIOCH JIIHUBOIO
3Karoro.

— Tu 11e He BTONTAB CTEKKHU i JO MOIX BOpiT, a BiKe
CTYKa6II y ceplie, — CTPYCHYyJ1a 3 cebe MJIABICTE.

—AJe ¥ TH KOXacIl MeHe...
— 3BigKu TH 3Hacm? — HACMIMIKyBaTO MifBENA oui.

— TIIpo me roBopuTs yce ceJio...

— AjJle ofHA JIOJMHA I[LOTO HE roBOPHTH, — OHMUCHKA
BiIKMHyJIa Ha TOKYTh RHIIMBAHHS i He 3HaJa, MO POCHTH
3 cBoimMu pykamu. ['HiBoM cnajaxHysu Kapi 3iHmmi.

Bikrop HeMoB ymepine moGayus i
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Victor came on Saturday. Wearing a cap on the
side of his head, with his chrome leather shocs polished
to a shine, handsome and slicked up, like a poster. He
rolled down onto the bench, crossed his legs, as if putting
his new boots on show. And he immediately began some
hollow discussion with her mother. He talked long and
swaggered manifestly, and later, as if casually, added:

“I've come to ask your Onysia’s hand...”

Her mother raised her head and said insultedly:

“Does one really bargain with parents nowadays?
Onysia has her own head on her shoulders,” and as if to
emphasize her uninvolvement in that which was going on
in the house, she slowly strolied outside.

They both sat in the house in silence. The roosters
crowed on the embroidery and from their silent singing
there was a ringing in their ears.

“So, what do you say, Onysia,” his voice fell with
fear from afar.

“You haven’t asked me anything.”

“You know why I'm here,” he gazed so entreatingly

and guiltily, that her entire body filled with a listless long-
ing.

“You haven’t yet beaten a path to my gate, and you're
already knocking at my heart,” she shook off her languor.

“But you love me...”

“How do you know?” She mockingly raised her eyes.

“The whole village is talking about it...”

“But one person isn’t saying it,” Onysia threw the
embroidery into a corner and didn’t know what to do with
her hands. Her dark eyes burned with anger.

It was as if he’d seen her for the first time.

“And you would shame me in front of the entire vil-

lage?” he immediately realized the stupid regretability of
his question.
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— I Tu copoMun MeHe Ha BCe ceslo? — 3pa3y K 30ar-
HyB 6e3IViy3fy KaJIOTiIHICTL CBOI'O 3aIMTaHHA.

— Sxui T, BikTOop! — He cJOBa, a CJILO3H TEKJIH
3 ii Byer. — Inum 3Bifcu reth i Moxxem HaGpaTH Ha CPSAL]
CKiNbKY 3aBrojHo rap6ysis. Xou mifiBoA0I0 NpHIAKAKAN. —
OnuchbKa TayMHJacid HAJ| CROE Mykowo. — Opnoro Tobi
MaJio, OepH Linui Bi3 i TOAy# HHUMH CBOIO IIHXY...

Bin mimos sropGusmuunch, HiGH # cupaBAi Hic Ha CBOIX
IJeyaX TifBOAY rapOyais.

OHUCBLKa pujaJia HAJ BHIUHNBAHHAM,
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“Victor, you're so..” Not words, but tears flowed
from her lips. “Get away from here and take as many
pumpkins as you wish and can from the garden. Drive up
with a wagon.” Onysia scoffed at her torment. “One’s not
enough for you, take a wagon-load and feed your in-
solence...”

He walked away, hunched over, as if he really bore
a wagonload of pumpkins on his back.

Onysia wept on her embroidery.
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"I KNOW OF NO COMPANION
MORE FAITHFUL,
MORE SINCERE THAN PAPER.”

-- from his diary



OKPAMLII YMOK

,, JETATH Ge3 03BONy Tyxi
WOACHHUKE — EBepecT
mianocTH”.
(Hepigomuii adopusm
npocraka Bimcona)
18.IX.1962.

3aunHal0 Ijell WMIOAEHHUK He TOMY, IO XOYETLCA IIO-
OaBuTHCA y BeJIMKOro. MeHi ToTpiGeH apyr, 3 AKUM i Mir
Ou pimurHca reTs ycimMa cBoiMu cymHiBamu. Bipaimoro
i cepaeunimoro nmo6paruma, Hix namip, 1 He 3HalO.

3eMaa BKe ABaALATH BOCbMUI DIK Hece ME€He HaBKOJIO
coHUA. Majio BCTHr # 3pobHTH 3a LeH Yac rapHoro i jo-
Oporo. 3aTe HaBYMBCA MOBYATH i GyTH OGepeXHMM, KOJH
caig kpuyaru. 1 maficTpamHime — HaBYMBCa GyTH Helln-
puM.

Bpexna — maGyrs, Moa mpodecia. TamaHT OpexyHa
Yy MeHe Bpo/pKeHHH. € Tpu Kareropii GpexyHis: omgui Gpe-
IyTh, U060 MaTH 3 HBEOTO MOPAJbHY YH MaTepifiibHy BH-
ropy, Apyri 6peiuyTs, abu 6pexaTH, a TpeTi CayxaTh Opex-
Hi AK MmucreuTBy. BoHm, BiacHe, BUrajyioThb abo HOMH-
CJIIOIOTH JIOTiuHi KiHmiBKM fo mpaBau. ITi 6pexynu, 3 Moei
OpexyHIBCHKOI KYNHHH, BHAAIOTHCA MeHI 6J1arOPOAHUMH.
Bonn — peseps mirepatypu. Bes Hux HyaHO GyJs0 6 XKuUTH,
Ges Hux i mpaBpa crasa 6 KyIom Ta mOGYTOBOIO, HyJHOIO
i mpi6’azkoBoro. Biaropogna GpexHs Bo3BeIHUYE IpaBRy.
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THE EDGES OF THOUGHT

“To read others’ diaries without
permission — the Everest of ba-
seness.” (Unknown aphorism of
the simpleton Wilson).

18.1X.1962.

I am not starting this diary for want of playing at
greatness. I need a friend, with whom I can share my
doubts. I know of no companion more faithful, more sin-
cere than paper.

The earth is carrying me around the sun for the
twenty-eighth year now. I haven’t done much of anything
that’s good or beautiful during all this time. Instead,
I've learned to be silent and cautious when I should
scream. And, most horrible of all, — I've learned to be
insincere.

Lying — perhaps my profession. I was born with a
talent for lying. There are three categories of liars: some
lie to have a measure of material or moral comfort from
it; others lie just for the sake of lying, and the third group
serve lying as an art. It’s they that make up, or dream up,
logical extremities for truth. These liars, of all my horde
of liars, seem noble to me. They are the “reserves” of li-
terature. Without them it would be boring to live; without
them truth itself would become mundane and petty, boring
and trivial. Noble lying adds glory to truth.
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Kepyrouuch 1mum, a wacrime Benoro BHaBaBCA JI0 Tpe-
Thoi Opexwi. Taki, AK 51, Tex HeobximHi Mg JiTepaTypu —
MH CBOIMH KBOJIMMH RYMKAMH YTHOIMO I'DYHT, Ha SKOMY
BHPOCTe I‘i.I‘aHT. Hpuiipemnizi Tapac aGo ®pamxo. XKay
Horo, AK Bipyrouuil mpuiecta Xpucrororo. Bipro, mo meni
HOIIACTUTH HOYYTH PajiCHy OCAHHY Ha 4eCTh HOr'o IPUXOAY.
Xait TIMIBKE He 3HEBA)Ka€ BiH HAC, MAJIEHBKUX YOpHOPOOiB
moesii. Bin Bupocre 3 Hac.

A Mmir 6u mpucny:xutucsa sitepartypi Ginbime, sKGH
npupona He o0pinuia MeHe ciyxoM i oumma. S me Gauy
BeixX BiATIHKIB i He uyI0 Beix 3ByKiB, Mysuka — Mod MyKa.
Hixomu me mopocry mo Toro, mo6 rimGusHo posymirm ii.
Hikomu 51 me moGyBato ma TaxoMy ceari Gaps, 3 AKoro He
moBepraeThea mwacausuit Cap’sau. A He MOXKY HaBiTe IIO-
cnpaBxHBOMY 3a3fputu Cap’anam i IITocrakoBmuam, GO
HEIIMCbMEHHUH He Moxe 3a3npuru JIeBy Tosctomy. Bin
3a3[PUTh CyCifOBi, AKH# yMie posmmcaTmed.

19.IX.1962.

Hirn gacom HecBimomo rosopaTs BumaTHi peui. IIpu-
ragyio: pik romy mu 3 OseceM rynsnu 6ins Kas6ercbko-
Io pUHKY. Y3apiRmin maM'ATHHK JecloTa, BiH 3aIMTaB
MeHe

— Tary, xT0 11e ?

— Cranin.

OnHy MuTh BiH AUBHBCSH
Ha HBOro 1 Hi6m Mix iH-
IIAMH 3aIHTYE :

— A woro BiH Tyzu Bu-
Jais?

Crpaggi, CraJin He 3ii-
IIIOB Ha IT'6JecTaJl, He JIIO-
AH TIOCTABUJIH HOro, a BiH
caM BHJIi3 — uepes Bi-
POJIOMCTBO, MiAJIicTh, BH-
J1i3 KPHBABO i 3yXBaJIO, AK
i Bci katH. Tenep nelt Turp,
[0 KHBHBCA YOJIOBIUH-
HOI0, 3%0X OH Bixg JIOTI,
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Steering myself by this, more often than anything
else, I fell in with the third type of lie. People like me are
also indispensable for literature—with our sickly thoughts
we fertilize the soil where a giant is to grow. Some future
Taras or Franko.! I await him like a believer would the
coming of Christ. I believe that I will have the luck to hear
the joyous Hossana in honor of his arrival. May he only
not insult us little journeymen of poetry. He will grow

from out of us.
I could be of greater service to literature had nature

not endowed me with hearing or sight. I do not see all the
segments of reality, nor hear all the sounds, music is tor-
ment for me. I will never even visit that holiday of hues
from which the happy Sarian never returns. I can’t really
envy the Sarians and Shostakoviches, for an illiterate
can’t be jealous of Leo Tolstoy.? He is jealous of his neigh-
bor, who can scratch out a few measly words.

19.IX.1962,

Children sometimes make salient remarks unawares.
I recall: a year ago Oles® and I were fooling around by the
Kazbet market, espying the monument of the despot, he
questioned:
— “Daddy, who is that?”
— “Stalin.”
He looked at him for a
moment and almost ca-
sually asked:
— “Why did he climb up
there?”
It’s true, Stalin did not
descend upon the pedestal;
neither did the people put
him there. He climbed up
himself — through trea-
chery, turpitude, he clim-
bed up bloodily and in-
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KoJu 6 JisHaBCA, SIKOIO 3HAXIOKOW AMA 30upauiB MeTaJo-
JIOMY CTaJIH HOro GesfapHi JiyGKOBI IaM ATHHKY.

Ile crpamuo, Koan mpmxHUTTEBa cNaBa i 060KECTBICH-
HA CTalOTh MOCMEPTHOIO raHnGow. Ile B3arani me cnaBa,
a TUIBKH Irpalnka, KO0 TimaTbes nopocai mitu. He po-
BYMIIOTh IIbOrO TiNBKM yGori gymero i MO3KoM.

27.IX.1962.

Crorogui mpoizgom y Bamux Yepxacax MenbkHYB B.
Brepiue 7 3ycrpiBea 3 mum y 1958 poui. MaGyTs, y BepecHi,
60 Ha OpYrHil TeHb MM CHIiNMH B KiMHATHI, AKY BiH BUHAH-
MaB Ha mromi Kasninina, i JIaCyBaJIM BHHOT'pagoM. Mu maii-
e TIONPYHUMHCA, ajie MoTiM — poasyka. Bix 3oBcim 3a-
Oy TIpo mio 3ycrpiu 3a 4OTHpH poKH., I — Hi. Ha MmeHe
BiH me Toni crmpaBus rauGoke i cusibHe BpaKeHHs, S mo-

BIPHB Y HbLOI'O 3 nepHIOro 3HaHOMCTRA, i, ragarw, He Io-
MHUJIHBCA.

Bynasre mpoxnari Bu, Hixuemni rpowi! Bu 3pobuiu
MeHe paGoM raszeTH, i 1 He Mir moixaTu pa3om 3 MmKoJI010
mo Kanesa. [lasno B Mene He Gysno Takoi BrpaTH, 6o, IIO
OPaBAi Kakyud, Hikoro 6yJo BTpadvaTH.

8.X.1962.

Tpu gHi i cro BpaxkeHb. BiHrpanoscoiui, IT’anos, Ko-
JioMIEN: i rpilmHEH a3 BuMHHIH KaBaJiepificbkki HacKOKH
"a Kpusuji Pir i Kiposorpaa. Xoyu JKOXHOrO pa3y He BRAJIO-
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solently just like all the tyrants do. Now this tiger that
fed upon human flesh would die from anger, if he found
out what a prize for scrap-metal collectors his cheap, dull
monuments have become.

It’s terrible when temporal glory and deification be-
come posthumous shame. It isn’t glory at all, but only
a toy, with which grown-up children play. Only the poor
in mind and spirit cannot understand this.

27.I1X.1962.

Today V. appeared for a moment, passing through
Cherkasy. I first met him in 1958. I think it was in Sep-
tember, because the next day we sat in the little room
he’d rented on Kalinin Square, and regaled on grapes.
We almost befriended each other, but then — separation.
He completely forgot about that meeting in four years
time. I didn’t. He already made a deep and lasting impres-
sion on me then. I believed in him from our first acquain-
tance, and, I think, I was not mistaken.

Be damned, good-for-nothing money! You've made me
a slave of the newspaper, and I couldn’t go to Kaniv with
Mykola. I haven’t had such a loss for a long time, because,
to tell the truth, there was no one to lose.

8.X.1962.

Three days and a hundred impressions, Vinhranovsky,
Pianov, Kolomiyets,> and my sinful self made cavalry at-
tacks on Kryvyi Rih and Kirovohrad.c Although there
wasn’t a chance to perform before a massive audience, I re-
main satisfied. Mykola — indisputably a tribune. The
words in his poems crack from the passion and ideas.
Alongside him you gain spiritual profundity.

We argued with Pianov about ‘“Roses in Mourning.”*
It seems to me that the Madonna created by artists, and
the fundamentally religious Mother of God should not be
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¢ BUCTYIATH IIepe]] YHCJIEHHOIO ABRUTOPI€0, I JIMIIUBCH
3aj0BoJieHuH. MuKosa — Gesmepeuro, Tpubyn. Ciosa y Ho-
To 1oe3ifAX pemnaroThcsa Bixg mpucTpacTH i Aymok. Ilopyd
3 HEM IauOHHiem aymero.

3 Il’'aHoBUM cnlepedasincs Mu 1po «TposHau B TPAypi».
Meni spaeThea, 1m0 He MOKHa IUTyTaTH MaJOHHY, CTBOPEHY
MHCTUAMY, i ¢yTO penirifiny Marip Boxy. JIuuemipu B pd-
cax mpekpacHoro Icyca i fioro Marip neperropusn B Ha-
CHJIBHHUKIB Jrofckkoi mutori i gyxy. Kosm HapiTh Haf-
mpeKpacHima Jerenna (a Icyca i gisy Mapiro s BBaskaio
BUTBOPAME YHIKAJBHHMH) CTaJa 3ac000M AYXOBHOrO IpH-
THiYeHHS, TOIi BXe PO «AifoBHX 0Ci6» JIereHaM I He MOXKY
cyAutH Ge3BifHOCHO HO TOro, 10 pobasaTs 6y3ysipH, Tpu-
KpuBalO4uCh iX imenamn. Hiski sucoxo6iaropogHi i Bucoko-
ryMaHHi HAaCTAHOBM GyHAb-AKOrO BYEHHA HE MOMKYTb IpH-
CIIYXKHUTHCA IIOCTYIy, KOJH BOHH CTAIOThH €TajioHoMm. He-
TopoyYHa, IIPEeYHCTa [iBa BapTa 3aXOIJIEHHA, aje, Aapyl-
Te, — He HACJiAyBaHH:. 3peUeHHSA ILIOTCBKUX pajocTel —
OPOTHIIPUPOSIHE, a TOMY KOpCTOKe i peaxirifine.

o Toro x y «TpodHpmax B Tpaypi» & 30BCiM He MaB
HaMipy <«noBaJHTH GOriBs. SI BHCTYNAIO B HHX IPOTH HOBOI
peJiirii, nporu sunemipiB, AKi He Ge3 ycHmixy HaMararoThCs
TIePeTBOPHTH MAPKCH3M y PeJIiriio, B IPOKPYCTOBE JIOMXKE IJI
HayKH, mucTenTsa i mwobosu. CymHi mpukiagu 3 xiGepHe-
THKOI0, TeBETHKOI0, GypXJiHBe IIPOPOCTAHHA TOraHOK y Jii-
TepaTypi # sxuBommci, BiuHI BaKJHMKH N0 KepPTBYBaHHA
i OesxoneuHi OGiAHKH «paio Ha TOTiM» — XiBa me Take
BXe ¥ maJeKe Big Tpareaii BpyHo i Nasines, mcasmo- Ta
ixomonueanna, Bixg Manactupie i napersa neGecHoro ?

fxmo MapKcu3M He BHCTOITH IEPeR IIAJIEHHM HACTy-
IIOM JOrMaTH3My, BiH IpHpPEYeHHH CTaTH pediricro. Hiske
BUYEHHS He CMi€ MOHOITOJII3yBaTH JYXOBHE JKUTTA JIIOJCTBA.
Bee taku Afinmrafin He OyB MOIM NOMTHYHUM opHOmyM-
neM, Xo4 i 3po6uB BIAKPHTTA, AKi MOTPACIN Hayky.
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confused. Cassocked hypocrites transformed the beautiful
Jesus and His Mother into violators of the human body
and soul. When even the most beautiful legend (and I con-
sider Jesus and the Virgin Mary exceptional creations)
has become a means for spiritual oppression, then I can no
longer judge the ‘“characters” of the legend without re-
gard to that which the wild fanaties do, hiding behind
their names. No highly noble and greatly humanitarian
aims of any teachings can serve progress, when they be-
come the reference standard. An immaculate virgin is
worthy of awe, but, forgive me, — not of imitation.
Denial of bodily pleasures is unnatural, and therefore sa-
vage and reactionary.?

Besides, in “Roses in Mourning” I had no intention
of “toppling the gods.” In it I speak out against new
religion, against hypocrites, who try in vain to transform
Marxism into a religion, into a Procrustes bed for science,
art, and love. Sad examples of cybernetics, genetics, the
blistering germination of “toadstools” in literature and
painting, incessant appeals for sacrifice and endless pro-
mises of “paradise for later” — are these so far removed
from the tragedies of Bruno and Galileo,’ psalmody and
iconography, from monasteries and the heavenly kingdom?

If Marxism does not withstand the wild onslaught of
dogmatism, it is destined to become a religion. No teaching
has the right to monopolize the spiritual life of mankind.
Einstein was most assuredly not of my political line of
thought, even though he did make discoveries that shook
all science.

16.X.1962.

There is nothing more terrifying than unlimited power
in the hands of a limited person.

At a meeting, the chairman of the collective farm
from the Yaremko village screamed out of wrath and
fatigue: :
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16.X.1962.

Hemae Hiuoro crpamsinioro 3a HeOOMEXKEHY BJIARY
B PyKax o0MeKeHOI JIIAUHH,

TomoBa xousrocmy 3 €peMeHKOBOro cejla, KpuU4Yap Ha
300pax Bij Ge3cwiia i aroTi:

— i Bam 3poburo HoBmi 33-iit pik!

3BuualiHO, HiXTO HABITH He TIOAYMAB B3ATH 33 KoMip
Iporo HeriHHKa. A Ijefl JKe AypeHbL OJHIEH CBOEIO imioT-
CBKOIO (hpaz0r0 3HMINUTh HACJIOKHM pobOTH HMecATKIB po-
3yMHHUX Jroflefl. SIx6u B HamIuX BOMKAiB GyJ10 Oijblne riys-
oy, HiX 6, NomiOGHi KpUKyHH MuayBasuca 6 HeGOM Kpisb
r'partm,

21.X.1962.

Jlo Ge3rTaMH HEHaBUIKY Ka3€HHY, NATEHTOBaHY, Bix-
rogoBaHy MyzApicrs. fJxkuMm 6 nuratamu Gesfapu He IIif-
NHUPAJIK CBOIO PO3YMOBY CTEJII0, BOHA ONHAK 3aHM3BKa JJIA
HopMaJbHOI JroguHu., SIK Hpoerip Hemucaumui Ges pyxy,
Tax mnoesisx Hemucsuma Gez gymku, I111o 1o 3a npocrip, Koyn
B HHOMY He MOKHa pyxarucs? fIka To moesis, KoMK BOHA
He mucyuth? IToesia — me mpexkpacHa MyApicTE.

Jlo 4yoro 3miniB Ham rymop, sk 3ySoxina catmpa!
Crunary, nepekynku, By3bKi mranyara i Momui 3avicku —
YH BapTO CEPHO3HUM JIONAM TPATHTH HA Iie HiKYEMCTBO HE
JIMIIE CJIOBA, 3 H HepBH? A CKinmbKH BiKe Ha3yGOCKaJIMIIH
3 IOraHuX JiTKoHcysbTaHTIB! f HiKOsM HaBiTL He MpPoGy-
BaB IHCATH I'PYHTOBHI i rmboxi Bigmomini na minki TBO-
pu. B xamo:xi ram6oko He mipHen:, 6yAb TH X04 SIOHCEKUM
OIyKaveM IIepJIiB.

Tpeba mammcaru moemy mpo Iepocrpara. Ile 3apas
AyXe aKTyaJbHe. 3eMJIA KUIIWTL 1'epocTpaTaMy.

9.X1.1962.

Munynm cBATKY, i MEHI COPOMHO 3raJyBaTH CBOIO BYO-
DPaWHIO NOBediHKyY, A BiB ceGe AK MOKMOLOK — HABITL 06-
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— TI'll give you another 1933!°

Naturally, no one even considered taking this wretch
by the collar. And this moron — with one of his idiotic
phrases will destroy the results of the work of scores of
intelligent people. If our rulers had a bit more sense than
they do, similar noisemakers would feast their eyes on
the sky through prison bars.

21.X.1962.

I despise bureaucratic, patented, fattened wisdom to
the greatest degree of all. Whatever quotes the dullards
use to prop their intellectual ceiling with, it's still too
low for any normal person. Just as space is unthinkable
without movement, so is poetry unthinkable without
thought. What kind of space is it if you can’t move in it?
What sort of poetry — when it doesn’t ponder? Poetry is a
beautiful wisdom.

How shallow our humor has become, how impoverished
is our satire! The fashion conscious, the black marketeers,
narrow trousers, modern hairdos — is it worth it for
serious folk to waste not only words, but nerves on this
worthlessness. And, oh, how much we've mocked the liter-
ary consultants! I've never even tried to write well-found-
ed and profound retorts to shallow works. You can’t dive
deep in a mud-puddle, even if you're a Japanese pearl
diver.

Have to write a poem about Erostratos.!* It’s very re-
levant at the moment. The world is teeming with Ero-
stratoses.

9.X1.1962.

The holidays are over and I'm ashamed to think
about my behavior yesterday; I acted like some rifraff —
even insulted people. It’s too bad no one muddled my nose!
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paxkaB Jrofiel. Sk xaJb, 0 HiXTO He PO3KBACHB MeHI HO-
ca! TpeGa siKock OpaTy cebe B PYKH i MeHIe TeJeHHKATH
A3UKOM, a Olnbllle BOPYIIHTH MO3KOM.

3amizHize KaATTA 3aBXKOH CXOXKe Ha I03epcrBo. Aule
y MeHe HeMae iHmoro Buxopy. Tpeba BuuTHCA GauuTH cebe
300KYy.

21.VI.1963.

Maiisxe miBpoKy A He 3aryIAfiaB [0 LBOTO 30LINTA, X04
BeAKi ToAii, 0 TpanusmesT BIPOJOBMK LMX LIOCTH MicAIB,
Tpeba Gyso 6 sKoch 3adikcysarTn.

JlefBe He 3aQMXHYBCA B IIOPOXOBOMY AMMY ineoJsorid-
Hux Garamiii. Peanmism omep:xaB ueproBy BikTOpilo, He TBO-
pamu, npaBha, a afMiHICTPaTHBHUMHE 3aXOJaMHU.

Bzarani nHeGesmeka ¢opmaricTHuHOro Ge3yMcTBa,
3faerned, Oysa mosipHoro. Ilpunaiimui Ha YHKpaini A He
3ycTpiB xopHoro yGosiBasibHMKA abeTpaKIioHiaMy uu AKO-
rocr Heobyrypusmy. PeaspHoro szajmnmumcs, Sk i Gyia,
3arposa ¢opMaJIicTHYHOTO HEROYMCTBa B Jireparypi. Bo
xi6a He hopmasisaMm, KoJIM cOTHI Nucapuykir 3a Hamepen
3aTOTOBJIEHAMH CXeMaM# 00CMOKTYIOTh AECATOK NPYTHH TaK
3BAHEX BiYHHX iffeit — JmoGHu mpaigto, moBaskai TaTa 4 Ma-
My, HE NUBHCH KOCO Ha cycifir? PopmaJism MOYHHAETHCA
TaM, e KiHuyaeTnca gyMKa.

SIK1I0 TIOeT He MPHHOCUTL HOBUX AYMOK T4 eMOLif —-
BiH (popmauticT. SIK 6H He PEKJIAMYBAB CBOIO MHHMY HAJIEHK-
HiCTB 0 peasticTiB. XosyHchKMM peasi3aM He Moke GyTH.
€ peamizm, axomy cay:xus IlleBdenKo, i € peajism, O
Kopuctyerbea HocayraMu J{murepka. PisHi peui! He gmm-
TEPKH CHafKOoEMIN JiTepaTrypun. Bonu xuByTs 3 Hel, a He
14 Hel.

Haspan uu meni mo:xHa sakuHyTH bopMasisM, a He
APYKYIOTH Hivoro.
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I've got to take hold of myself, wag the tongue less, and
move the mind a little more.

Belated contrition is always close to hypocrisy. But
I've got no other choice. Have to learn to view my own
self from a distance.

21.V1.1963.

For almost half a year, I haven’'t looked into this
notebook, though some events that occurred within these
six months should be somehow affixed.

Almost suffocated in the gunsmoke of ideological
warfare. Realism has achieved a successive victory, true,
not by its creations, but through administrative wheeling
and dealing.

The danger of formalistic'? mindlessness, was on the
whole only ostensible, it seems. At least in Ukraine I
never met any bewailers of abstractism or neo-futurism.
Formalistic inaneness has remained, as in the past, the
real threat in literature. For what is it but formalism,
when hundreds of hacks suck away at such so-called eter-
nal, but in reality secondary ideals — love work, honor
your father and mother, and don’t give your neighbor the
evil eye? Formalism begins where thought ends. If a poet
doesn’t bring new thoughts and emotions — he’s a for-
malist. No matter how he advertises his supposed mem-
bership in the realist school. There can be no grovelling
realism. There is the realism that Shevchenko served, and
realism that enjoys the services of Dmyterko.** All sorts
of things! The Dmyterkos are not the heirs of literature.
They live off her, not for her.

Hardly can I be accused of formalism, and yet they
print nothing.

6.VIL.1963.

I don’'t know whether it's native to everyone, or if
it's only so with me. Often doubts destroy any sort of as-
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6.VIL.1963.

He 3Ha10, yH I1e KOXXHOMY BJIACTUBE, YH TiJIbKH 31 MHOXO
TakKe GyBas. YacTo CyMHiBM HHIIATh GYAb-AKY BIEBHEHICThb
B cBOI# My:kHocri. S He 3HalO, AK TPUMATHMYyCH, KOJH IIO-
CHILUIIOTBCA HA MOIO0 TOJIOBY CIPaB:KHI BUNpPOOYBaHHS.
Yu Jumyes JIIOMMHOIO, YW TAaK 3ac/linuTh He JIHIIE Odi,
a # po3yMm? BTpara MYMKHOCTH Il¢ BTpaTa JIFOACHKOI rigHO-
CTH, KOTPY A cTaBiK0 HaxX yce. HaBiTh Ham caMUM SKHTTAM.
Ajte ckinBKU Jilofedl — PO3YMHHX i TaJIAHOBUTHX — DPATY-
BaJIM CBOE MKUTTHA, IIOCTyNAaloyucd TigHicTio, i, BiacHe, Ie-
PETBOPIOBAJIM HOT'O B HIKOMY He TIOTpi6He xuBOTiHHA, Ie —
HaHcTpalHie.

Munyaoi megini mu 6ynu B Ofeci, ge Mmiciesni TBepmo-
106i Harimunm Hac cBoiM imioTchkuM KaxoMm: a6m 4oro
He craJjocd. PaxkTuyHO HaM 3a00pPOHMJIM BHCTYIATH HA
Tesuenkiscbkomy Beuopi. Buxopurs, Tapaca mexTo 60iTh-
ca poci. O6usaTtesi Bixg pesostronii.

22.VII.1963.

MabyTh, nmouaJjioca Moe sracauHda. PisuyHO A Malke
OesnopafHU, X04 MOPAJLHO Ile He 30BCIM BHCHAXKHBCH.
JyMaioud Ipo cMepTh, He IOYYBAK HiSKOro crpaxy. Mox-
JINBO, Lle TOMy, 110 BOHA Ife jAajieko? JluBHa piu: s He
Xouy cMepTd, aJjie ¥ 0coBsMBOi KaNiOHOCTH KO KUTITA He
Maro. lecars pokie — [uA meHe Ginbine, HiX JOCTaTHBO.

3 iponiero orsaparoes Ha TIpoiTeHe: MeHi ABAAUATHL
AeB’ATb CKOPO CTYKHe, a Lo s 3pobuB, um OoAai mouas,
snayHe? He xurra, a Hu3Ka APIGHHX KJIONMOTIB, ApiGHUX
HeBJla4, APi6GHUX po3uapyBaHb i Api6HUX ycmixiB!

Hi, ne Tax a mpiaB sxury, ax xkusy. [llaciuBufi ToH,
XTO X04e MaJIO BIJ{ JKMTTA — BiH HiKOJIM He PO3YapPOBYETH-
cA B Hpomy. Hafimpoerimmit i mafiKopormufi miaAx mo Tak
3BAHOIO IJACTA — cTaTH obuBaTeseM. Mo30K, 3XaTHHI II0-
POJUKYBATH MHCJ, He 3JRaTHUH 3POOGHTH HOro BJACHHKA
LIACJIMBHM.

13}

surendness in my manhood. I don’t know how I'll hold up,
when real trials rain down on my head. Will I remain a
human being, or will not only my eyes, but also my mind
be blinded ? The loss of manhood is a loss of human digni-
ty, which I regard above all else. Even above life itself.
But how many people — intelligent and talented — sal-
vaged their lives, sacrificing dignity, and transformed
them into useless vegetation. This is most frightening.

Last Sunday we were in Odessa, where the resident
numbskulls entertained us with their idiotic fright: lest
anything should happen. Actually, we were forbidden to
appear on stage in the Shevchenko celebration. It seems
that some still fear Taras today. Citizens of the revolu-
tion.

22.VII.1963.

I believe that my extinction has begun. Physically
I’'m almost helpless, though morally 'm not yet totally
exhausted. I feel no fear in thinking of death. Maybe that’s
because it’s still far off? Strange: I don’'t want death, but
I've no special yearning for life either. Ten years — more
than enough for me.

With irony I look back at what’s past: twenty-nine is
coming up on me, and what have I done, or begun at least,
that’s great. Not a life, but a string of petty troubles, pet-
ty failures, petty disappointments, and petty successes!

No, I didn’t dream of living the way I do. Happy is
he who wants little from life — it will never disillusion
him. The straightest and shortest road to so-called hap-
piness is to become a simple loyal citizen. The brain, ca-
pable of giving birth to thoughts, is incapable of making
its owner happy.

3.1X.1963.
The summer, filled with physical and moral debility
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3.IX.1963.

Jlito, HayuHeHe (isHYHHM 1 MOPAJILPHHUM Oe3CHJIIIAM,
— no3agy. Ocisb cTasia Ha nopir, i 4 3 Hafgieo AUBMOCA B iI
e Ipo3opi oui. YGora, cxkyma ociHp meoro Jita! Yoro a
moueKarocd Bij raxoi skeGpauxn? BoHa 3 BHIOAye HaBiTh
Ha IIMATKy XJIiGa.

Iline sito a cmpapdi cunis Ha guKOMy OcTpoBi. I axbu
He moizpka B Kauis mo ,,JKafisoporka”, TO it arafgaTH Hido-
ro 6ymno 6. ¥ KaHeBi g mo3HaflOMHUBCA TaKOX 3 XYy[OXKHU-
mamu A.I'. i I'. 3. Oco6GauBo Jierko BUpi3ajioca B3aE€MODO-
3yMinHg MiXk MHOIO Ta A.T.

©

Jdpy3i mol HDpuUHUINKIYN, Ipo HHX HE YYyTH H CJIOBA.
JpykoBaHi oprasu craju e Ge3napHIIINME i 3yxBajimHd-
Mmu: ,JliTeparypna YKpaina'’ KacTpye MO0 CTATTIO, ,,¥ Kpai-
Ha' 3HyIlaeThca Hap Bipmamu, Koxuuil gaxeft poOuTs, 110
HoMy 3aMaHeThed. SIK TyT cBiTHTHCA BOAUHICTIO, K He MO-
JMTHCA 1IIOBEYOpa # IIOPaHKY 34 THX, 1[0 TIORApYRAJIH HAM
TaKy BOJILIOTHiCTh. JIo HBOr0 MOXKHA Ie AORATH, LIO B
KBiTHI Gysu 3HaTi Mol Bipmi y ,,3miri”, 3apizami(?) y
,,JKKOBTHI”, morim Hagiftmau rapOysm 3 ,,Jdmimpa” i ,,Bit-
yu3Hu'’,

Afi, aif, ail, Beceso! Bei mu mig mpecom.

Tak BOHO Tpefa 3amJsa IPOIpecy.

5.IX.1963.

Buopa nanucas «Kazky npo dypuna». HamicaB ogHIM
MOAMXOM, XO0u gemio GyJio 3aroToBiieHe paHime. Cooroani
KasKa Ille Oof06aeThCA MeHi, KaJjb, Mo HikoMy ii nmpoun-
TaTH.

Temep a craB y Yepkacax e caMoTHimwuil, 60 HeMae
i Toro KojiekTHUBY, M0 6yB y «MoJsofi Uepkamuuuy. ITpu-
ATEJILCBKI CTEKH MiX MHOIO Ta Heromoro i Orio6iamHOM,
MOXKHa CKA3aTH, Mo3apocrau GyiauM mmopuraeM. OfHOMY
3 HUX A OyB NoTpi6eH, AOKHM MIr 1[0Ch AOIOMOITH, APYTHil
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—- is now behind us. Autumn’s on the doorstep, and I look
with hope into her yet transparent eyes. What a destitute,
niggardly autumn this year! What can I expect from such
a beggar? She’ll feed us with a scrap of bread.

All summer I really stayed on a wild isle. And if not
for the trip to Kaniv to the “Skylark,”:* there’d be nothing
even to mention. In Kaniv I made the acquaintance of the
artists A.-H."* and H.Z. A co-understanding carved itself
out between myself and A.H. with special ease.

My friends have fallen silent, not a word can be heard
of them. The organs of the press have grown more dullard-
ly and impudent. Literary Ukraine castrates my article,
Ukraine mistreats my poems. Every lackey does as he
bleases. How can you shine with gratitude, how can you
not pray every day and night for those who granted us
such freedom? To this it may be added that in April my
poems were removed from Change, slaughtered(?) in Octo-
ber, later rejection came from Dnipro and Homeland.

Oh what a joy! And we all are oppressed;

That's what it takes for this place to progress.

5.IX.1963.

Yesterday I wrote ‘“The Tale of the Dullard.” Wrote
it in one sitting, though some was prepared in advance.
Today I still like the story. Too bad there’s no one to read
it to.

Now I've become even more lonesome in Cherkasy,
for there’s no collective body as there was in Youth of
Cherkasy'®. Social pathways between myself and Nehoda
and Ohloblyn'* have grown over with wild grasses. I was
something of need for one while I could still help somehow,
the second has shown himself to be a simple weather-cock.
I don’t doubt that he’ll deride me with the same fervor
that he praised me with earlier. Why, he manifested this
himself from several positions at many conferences.

But — he does help us.
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BUABHBCA 3BHUabHiciHbKuM (hirorepoMm. He cymmisarocs, o
BiH IIbKyBATHMe MEHe 3 TAKHM K€ 3aIaJioM, fK paHille BH-
xpaJsaB. Ta BiH Ile # caM IPOJEMOHCTPYBAB 3 KIJIBKOX TPH-
OyH Ha pisHEX Hapajax.

Ane — HaM CBOE POOHUTb.

20.IX.1963.

Kousu s roBOpIO IO ,, AUKMI OCTPiB” i CBOIO CAMOTHICTS,
TO B I[bOMY HeMa€ HifKiciHpkol 3HeBarm jo mojei. Te, mo
B UepKacax s MaidKe He Malo Apy3iB, 30BCiM He 03HAYAE,
1[0 A BBAJKAIO BCiX HIKUeMaMH, He IgHUMHU MO6I yBard i T.4.
(ue 3akupmae meHi apyxuna). IIpocto He 3ycrpiB g cepen
HUX AyXOBHOI pinHi, a Apysx06a, 4K BifoMo, He MOXKe TpHUMA-
THCA JIMIIE Ha palio.

HepmarHo mossafiomupeda 3 B. T,

3naeThed, A cTAB NUCATH Tipile, HiX piK ToMy. 37ena-
yijim MO30K i cepre.
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20.IX.1963.

When I speak of the “wild isle” and my solitude,®
there’s no disrespect whatsoever for people in it. The fact
that in Cherkasy I have almost no friends does not at all
mean that I find everyone worthless, undeserving of my
attention, etc. (my wife accuses me of this). I simply
haven't found among them spiritual kindred, and friend-
ship, as is evident, cannot survive on rational grounds
alone.

Not long ago I met B.H.

It seems I've started writing worse than a year ago.
My brain and heart have grown lazy.

1Taras Shevchenko, (1814-1861), hailed as the greatest
Ukrainian poet. Ivan Franko, (1856-1916), poet, educator, publicist,
holds the second place in Ukrainian literature.

2 Martiros Sarian (1880- ) Armenian painter.

Dymytri Shostakovich (1906- ) Russian composer.
Leo Tolstoy (1828-1910) Russian writer.

3 Oles Symonenko, son of the author.

4+ Mykola Vinhranovsky, film actor and poet.

5 Young poet friends of Symonenko.

6 Central Ukrainian industrial centers.

7 A poem by Symonenko.

8 Raised in a society where Christianity and any other or-
ganized religion are treated as enemies of mankind; it is no wonder
that Symonenko lashes out so at the Church. However, in spite of
the Bolshevik's efforts at destroying all religious feeling, Symonenko
is seen to have been developing his own personal relationship with
God, as is evidenced by a few religiously inclined passages in his
works.

9 Giordano Bruno (15487-1600) Italian philosopher. Galileo
Galilei (1564-1642), Italian astronomer and physicist. Both were
shamed by the Church for their ideas.

10 This refers to the artificial famine of 1933, in which the
Bolsheviks deliberately starved some seven million Ukrainian
peasants to death by taking away all their food.

11 Erostratos was a Greek ‘“nobody” who wanted to go down
in history. He achieved this goal by deliberately burning down the
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Ephesan Temple to Artemis in the fourth century before Christ.

12 Formalism in literature can be explained as any leaning
towards idealism without concrete foundations. Abstract or sub-
jective forms have no place in the supposedly realistic realm of
Soviet arts,

13 Dmyterko is a Soviet Ukrainian writer who adheres to the
rigid functionalistic formulae set down by the “social-realists.” His
writings are without feeling and, therefore, rather insipid.

12 The “Skylark” is Taras Shevchenko, whose grave is in Kaniv.

15 AH. may possibly be Alla Horska, dissident Ukrainian
painter, murdered by the K.G.B. in 1970.

18 Youth of Cherkasy is a newspaper where Symonenko worked
for a while. Cherkasy is the city in which Symonenko lived. The
same word is used for the surrounding region in central Ukraine.
The name of the newspaper refers to the region.

17 Two colleagues of the poet, from the Youth of Cherkasy staff.

18 See the poem “Solitude.”” This is the work Symonenko is
referring to.
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VASYL SYMONENKO is the man responsible for the nstional
re-awakening of Ukraine in the 1960’s-1970’s, for with his poems }_19
has incited many of the young Ukrainian dissidents to act. He 15,
perhaps, the greatest Ukrainian poet of the twentieth century with
a subtle lyric style and a powerful political and social verse. .

Symonenko was born on January 8, 1935. His youth, spent in
the village of Biyevtsi of the Poltava region, brought him close to
the land, to the country folk and to his native Ukraine.

Completing his secondary education in 1952 with a gold msefilc;
the poet studied journalism at the Taras Shevchenko KieV :
University and upon graduation in 1957, began publishing 19
articles, poems and translations of Hungarian works in se;';:ra.l
papers of the city of Cherkasy. He mentioned his work at Yout/ of
Cherkasy in his diary. Cherkasian Truth was another newsPaper
where the young Symonenko worked. v davs

Although he began writing poetry during his university ry 4
Vasyl Symonenko waited until 1962 to publish his first book of VETS&
Silence and Thunder. Three posthumous collections, Earthly G""’;’;;y)
The Shore of Expectations, and Poetry were released in 1963, 4 15’
and 1966, respectively. Only The Shore of Expectations, publishe thn
New York by Prolog, Inc., contained those poems banned 1e
Soviet Union. Of these works, ‘“Necrology for an Ear of corn... )
“Solitude”, “I”, “The Trial”, “The Flight”, and “Chorus of E1ders.
have been translated and appear in this collection. It is The Shorg
of Expectations that was the major source for the selectionl 8;18
translation of those of Symonenko’s works found in Granite OQbeisks.
In 1965, a book of his short stories was published under the title
Wine from Roses.

The Soviet government has a way of “transforming
through its censors. Three of those known to have been”Ma be
morphosed” in the copyright office, “Granite Obelisks,” nZl
That’s the Way"”, and “Filial” are included in this book as transia-
tions of the original versions. They have been published as poems
of Soviet ideology by the Russian government in their distorted
forms.
Symonenko died on December 13, 1963 at the age of 28 Tthhe
most reliable of sources indicate, that he was murdered P¥ "€
K.G.B., the Soviet secret police. The method cited — injection Of
the leukemia virus. He left in this world his wife, Liudmy!® and
their son, Oles.

Symonenko’s widowed mother was supposad to have 'Wr:t:fln
a letter attacking those who would use her son's works a.galntsh €
Soviet Union. This letter appeared in an article of the same :’:ﬁ
by Mykola Nehoda, (who was mentioned in the diary) dated AP
5, 1965. There is no doubt as to its fabrication by the regim®
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ANDRIY MARIA FREISHYN-CHIROVSKY is a student at
the Ukrainian Catholic University in Rome, Italy. Born in 1956, he
was raised in the area of Newark, N.J.,, where he attended elemen-
tary school at the parish of St. John the Baptist. Here also, he
graduated from the Ridna Shkola Ukrainian Studies School and
from Seton Hall Prep., where he was valedictorian, and received
recognition in 1974 as a National Merit Scholar, and a John Jay
National Scholar. He works with children in the Ukrainian scouting
organization, Plast, where he belongs to the ‘“Chervona Kalyna”
fraternity.

Chirovsky writes in both Ukrainian and English, and hopes
to publish a book of literary sketches in the Ukrainian language.
He writes lyrics and, occasionally, some music. For some time the
writer-announcer of a radio series, he has gained some proficiency
in this journalistic field.

The translator’s parents are Iwanna and Nicholas. His father,
a professor at Seton Hall University, where Mrs. Fr.-Chirovsky works
in the library, is the author of many books on history and economics.
Fr.-Chirovsky's brothers are: Lev, 26, a physicist; George, 22 a
medical student; and John, 11, a pupil of grammar school.
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MOTRYA CHODNOWSKA studies architecture at The Cooper
Union for the Advancement of Science and Art in New York ‘Ci'ty.
A classmate of the translator from St. John the Baptist Ukrainian
Catholic School, she is also a counselor for young scoujcs in Plast
and a graduate of the Ridna Shkola Ukrainian Studies Sc.hool.
This young artist finished her secondary educatic.)n at Arcpmshop
Walsh High School and graduated from the Ukrainian Musical In-
gtitute. She illustrates Yunak magazine and Ridna Shkola Notes.
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