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“HAA BEPETAMW BIYHOI PIKIN”
(1977)

From the Collection
AT THE SHORES

OF THE ETERNAL RIVER
(1977)



[lam’aTi GescMepTHaA Hiopama.
Ocine. Bewip. Bymuus. I'opa.
IMonym’s, olHeceHe BiTpaMH,
XUIIHTRCA ¥ cTopony JlHinpa.

A nip panok — nonin. Hi TpaBuumu.
IIpoiine yac, pOCTUMETECS TPaBi.
Ckaxke XTOCh: MIiCTEYKO CTapOBHHHE,
a YOMYCh XaTH yCi HOBI.

Binuii ®enike, HeCaaMMi prcH!
Tinekn — 6Gomba 3 ayxKkoio Binpa.
...B Iam’sTi BOTHEHHI KHIIapUCH
XHIATECA y cTopony Juinpa.




The immortal diorama of memory.

Autumn. Evening. A street. A mountain.'
Carried off by winds, a flame

pushes on toward the River Dnipro.

And by morning—ashes. Not even a blade of grass.
Time will pass for the grass to grow.

Someone will say: it’s an old town,

but for some reason the houses are all new.

A white Phoenix, features untouched by the fire!
It’s only a bomb with a bucket handle.

...Fiery cypresses in my memory

push on toward the River Dnipro.




CMEPTEAbHWM MAAETPAC

3eMinst KpyxJIsS€ Y KOCMi9HIM BalbCi.
BiTpu ranakTHK —

BiUHI CKpHIami.
TapMOHis Kpi3b TYry AHCOHAHCIB
NPOHOCHTH PUTMH TaHIIO 110 3eMIIL.

I cepuo B TpyAsX TiCHO, TiCHO, TiCHO!
CMHYKM NMHIAIOTE 3aAyOUTHI cyMm.
3uenanbka M’g931 BUOYXHYTH TIEPBiCHO,
yIapHTh KPOB,

AK EJNCKTPUYHHUH CTPYM.

I Bxe mapkeT AOBEIEHUH 10 NIAHIO,

i Bxe myma 30yrmacs BCIX TEHeT.

Ox, 5 mo6o Mariyny Birajay TaHIIo,
me4anb ritap i NpUcTpacTh KacTaHbeT!

I'PMMUTE BHCOKHII TOHOP MOJIOHEY,

i muxoM 6°€ 06 3eMIII0 IEepensc,
JIe3rHHKa YopHa cpibHi rocTpuTE Jie3a,
1 rpanio3Ho XOOUTh Najerpac.

HInypnsB KaHKaH MEPEXKH TapHKaHOK.
[lImMaras apKkaH 110 CHBHX IOCTONAX.

I BiguafimymHui TaHelb MixK HOXKAMH
NIOTJIAHIKH TAHIIOBAJIH Ha CTONAX.

Benuke aino — TaHeus Mix Hoxamu!
Tanuro# codi, num MankMuKa He BPixK.
Jopir BiffHH CMYyTHI OJIOPOYKaHH,

MH 3HalH IHINHH — TaHelb 0e3mopix.




A DEADLY PAS DE GRACE?

The earth circles in a cosmic waltz.
The winds of the galaxies—

eternal violinists.
Harmony through the sorrow of dissonances
carries rthythms of the dance along the earth.

And the heart is so cramped in your chest.
The bows saw at hardened sadness.
Suddenly muscles burst forth primordially,
blood flows

like electric current.

And already the parquet is polished to a luster,

and already the soul has shed itself of its coverings.
O, how I love the magic power of dance,

the sadness of guitars and the passion of castanets!

The great glory of a polonaise® thunders,

and a Russian round dance abandons itself to mirth,
a black lezghinka dance* has sharpened silver blades,
and graciously the pas de grace is in motion.

The cancan tossed the fishnet lace of Parisiennes,
the arkan® lashed along gray bast shoes.

And on the tables Scotswomen danced

a dance of courage between knives.

It’s such a grand thing—this dance between knives!
Dance away, just don’t cut your toe.

Sad travelers of the roads of war,

we knew another dance—the dance of false roads.




Jleck TPyl KOHs BMEP3a€ B CH3Y OCiHb.
I'ynyTs BiTPH B HIMiH Iyl cToBma.
A sz iny. A g pobuo Haocuin

Ha MiHHIM o7 o6epexHi na.

A 5 iny. e xpok... e kinbka Kpoxis.
IIpo ¢aranizam He Mar HOHATTS.

Meni me Tak Ha CBIiTi Mano POKiB,

IO B MEHE BCE IONEPENY MXHTTH.

A JIIOIM KaXKyTh: MiHH TaM HOBKOJIA.
A MIOOM KaXyTh: PBAIMCA HE pas.
One Taka Mos GanmeTHa mIKona —
JIOpIr BIHHH CMepTeNbHHMI Tajerpac.




Somewhere the corpse of a horse freezes in gray autumn.
Winds whistle in the hollow soul of a pillar.

And I walk. And on a minefield

I blindly make a careful pas.

And I walk. Another step... A few more.
No concept of fatalism.

I’ve been on the earth for so few years
that most of my life lies ahead.

And people say: there are mines everywhere there.
And people say: they’ve often exploded.

O, this is my school of ballet—

a deadly pas de grace of the roads of war.




TRANSLATOR’S NOTES

(1) The line in meter, content, and structure is quite evocative
of one of the poems of the Russian Symbolist Alexander
Blok’s cycle Dances of Death. The relevant line from
Blok’s poem reads “Noch’. Ulitsa. Fonar’. Apteka.” My
translation of the poem follows:

The night. The street. The lamp. The druggists.
A senseless and a dimming light.

You live at least a quarter century,

All stays the same, no exit in sight.

You die, begin again anew,

And all repeats as in the past.

The night, the icy rippling surface,
Canal, the druggist’s, street and lamp.

(2) Pas de Grace: A slow ballet dance.

(3) Polonaise: A stately march-like Polish dance, primarily a
promenade by couples.

(4) Lezghinka: A folk dance of the Lezghins performed by
men with daggers and dressed in black coats.

(5) Arkan: A traditional Ukrainian folk dance from the
Carpathian region performed by men and known for its
physical demands.





