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Attuna MorunoHun — Attyla Mohyl’'nyi
1963-2008

KBapTtanu, / Aki a Bxxe, MabyTb, He 3abyay. // | ui aBopu, / LLlo nam’ataloTb SK
O3BeHINn Hawi ritapu / | 9k mu iwnm 3Biacy / nooguHui, / noknagaymncs nuile Ha
LacTd / Ta Ha cKkyny npasay Hawux Bynuub. // | Yac Big yacy / KoxeH 3 Hac
BepTaBcy, / LLlob miLHO-MiLHO / npuTnckaTmncs nnedmma / oo TBepaux CTiH / umx n’
ATOBEPXOBUX BYAMHKIB. // |, MmOXe, / HanbinbLa YeCHICTb / KNIBCLKOro nepeamicts /
B TOMY, / LLLO HAC HiKONW He nuTanun — / Kyau Mu naemo.

Neighborhoods, / Which | perhaps won’t forget. // And these courtyards, / Which
remember the sounds of our guitars / And how we left them / Individually, / Counting
only on luck / And on the poor truth of our streets. // And sometimes / Each of us
would come back / To tightly / Lean against / The hard walls / Of these five-story
buildings. // And maybe / The greatest thing / about Kyiv’s outskirts / Is that / We've
never been asked / \Where we’re going.
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Llen cag Ha ropax — / nerknm i BACOKUIN, B CHirax — / piabbneHun ctexxkamu. //
HuHi 6e3ntogHnn ueun cag. / Mu — y Hbomy, / coDOK0 MOro 4OMNOBHKOEMO. /
CBITNO XUCTKe ropoduHu — / yepBoHe i bine, / mu Mixk 3ameTiB igemo. // Micto —
BHU3Y, / Ha Npn4danax / nexartb Katepu, / BupybaHi 3 kpurn. / Micto — ik Ha
OonoHi, / CnpaBamu cBoiMuK XuBe, / 3iTKaHe 3 BOrHiB | TymaHiB. // Cag Hag
Buaoybunuewm, / KoponisHa Bapsiabka / B crioB’sHCbKMX XyTpax.

This garden on the mountains / Is light and high, in the snows / It's carved by
its paths. // Now this garden is desert. / We are in it, / We fill it with ourselves. /
The faint light of the rowans / Is red and white, / We're going through the
snowdrifts. // The city is below, / The cutters / are berthed, / Like made of ice. /
You can see the whole city, / Living its own life, / Woven out of fires and fog. //
The garden over Vydubychi, / The Varyag princess / In Slavic fur.

(Both texts from Obrysy mista, Kyiv 1991, translations mine.)
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[laBno Kopobuyk — Pavlo Korobchuk
1984

Bipw npo noecmaHHsA Ha synuui I pyuwieecbKko20

BedYip. 3umMa. ABi TUCAYI YHOTUPHAAUATUI PIiK. / 3aMiCTb NOMaan Ha AiBOYMX BYCTax — TPILLKK caxi. /
nomixx bapabaHHMMM yoapamMu YONOBIK Ha NiKTapi / po3rnsgae nanarodi aBTo3aku Ta iHWi nensaxi. //
y MICTi — BiiHa. [JeCATKM nogen nopaHeHo. / MeHemkep rotye 3anasibHy cymill i3 niHonnacty. / Mix
KpukamMmun Ta Bubyxamum — 4yTun nicHi 3 MangaHy. / neHcioHepKka XpeCTuTbcsa B OyaiBenbHin kacu,. //
CBOro OHOKITAaCHMKA, 3 AKMM HOCUB MILLKK 3UMOBI / Ha Dapukagw, TM BRi3HaB 3roqoM, 3a YaLlKow
KaBu, / KON BOMBUBCSA Mpu nepLuinvi po3moBi / y po3pi3 noro banaknasu. // 3apa3s B1 BOKOETE TaMm, e
He 3a0aTHi noMmepTn, / npobiraete Nowelo, Nocepen rapsayvnx rine3s, / i kKngaete OPYKIiBKY, AKa
BUpakae BigBepTy / NONITUYHY NO3uULil0 | € CNOCOBOM CTpUMaHHS cni3. // Yepes Kinlbka roguH
CYTUYOK, OECATKIB crnaneHux LWnH, / nicna oTpUMaHHA paHW Ha CTErHi Ta fierkol KOHTY3il, / B NPOCTO
NOTUCHETE PYKU N PO3DIKMUTECH A0 APYXKUH. / Ti, XTO pa3om 6rm3bKo 0ynn 6ins cMepTi — 40 CMEPTI
opysi. // a Baoma, yaBoX i3 KOXaHO, CKifibkn 6 poKiB HE MUHYIO, / BU Ha3aBXau 3p0o3yMieTe, U
ICTHHa Us npocTta — / Hannaskiwnn NouinyHoK / TOW, Wo 3 NpMCcMakoM rady Ha BycTtax. // Hanwumpiwa
BilHa — 6e3 NPMUCYTHOCTI 3110CTi. / HancepaeLUHili noan — nocepen Hac. / boxe BpATYM
nepemMoxLuiB. / KOxaHa, nogan npoTuras.

(from Khvoiia, Lviv 2017)
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Poem on the uprising on Hrushevsky street

evening. winter. 2014. / instead of lipstick on girls’ lips — a bit of soot. / while the drum is beating, a
man on a streetlamp / observes burning paddy wagons and other landscapes. // there’s war in the
city. tens of people are wounded. / a manager’s preparing an incendiary bomb with Styrofoam. /
among shouts and explosions you hear songs from the Maidan. / an old woman with a construction
helmet is crossing herself. // your schoolmate, with whom you carried sacks / to the barricades, you
recognized him later, over coffee, / when during the first chat you took a look / at the opening of his
balaclava. // now you’re fighting there, where you’re unable to die, / you run through the square
among hot shell casings, / and you're throwing cobbles, which express a clear / political stance, and
help you hold back your tears. / after many hours of clashes, tens of burnt tires, / a wound on your
hip and a light bruise / you just shake hands and rush home to your respective wives. / those who
were together near death are friends till death. / at home, with your love, no matter how many years
have passed, / you'll always acknowledge, and that’s a simple truth, / that the hottest kiss / is the one
with a gas flavor on your lips. / the frankest war is that without rancor. / the heartiest people are
among us. / god save the winners. / honey, hand me my gas mask.

(translation mine)
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Na Kuea - lia Kiva
1984

a9 xmBy mexay babbum Apom n CbipeLknm KOHLIarepem
KaXKabl AeHb, BO3BpAaLLAsCb JOMOW AOPOrod CMepTH
S OKa3blBaloCb B IOBOEHHOM bepanyese

| live between Babyn Yar and Syrets’ concentration camp.
every day, going back home through the death road
| find myself in pre-war Berdychiv
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Let’s go

ropoackoe NpPOCTPaHCTBO MPOTUBOMOIOXHO AoMY / BpaxaebHo naee oceanoctn / Mex Tem
O4YepPYEHO 3aMKHYTO / N YTO OCOBEHHO YTOMUTENBLHO / COBEPLLUEHHO BHE3AMHO // BOT cKaxem /
obHapyxuBaeLlb cedba Ha nepekpecTtke / ynuubl [JoBXeHKO 1 npocnekTta [lobeab! / nnu
CTOSALWMM Ha nnatdopme meTpo Kpewatuk / nnn naywmum ot Nogona Kk EBponenckomn
nnowaaun / 4To Tl 34ecb Aenaeub // nnn ckaxem / criywaellb My3blKy B MECTHOW
domnapmoHun / cMmoTpuLlb PuUnbM B MECTHOM KMHOTEeaTpe / Nbellb Koe ¢ KopULLen B MECTHOM
KaBbsApHe / po3roBapmBaellb C MECTHbIM UHTENTUIEHTOM / BOOBpaXkaellb YTO
OPUEHTUPYELLLCA HA MECTHOCTU / B CYMKe He MeHbLLE YeThlipex KapT Knesa / B TOM yncne
ogHa OOBOEHHad

the urban space is the opposite of home / hostile to the idea of settlement / well-defined closed
/ and which is particularly tiring / utterly abrupt // let’s say / you find yourself at the intersection /
of Dovzhenko Street and Victory Avenue / or on the platform of Khreshchatyk Station / or
walking from Podil to European Square / what are you doing here / or let’s say / you're
listening to music in the local philharmonic / watching a movie at the local movie theater /
drinking cinnamon coffee at a local coffee shop / talking with a local intellectual / you imagine
that you know your way around // in your bag you have no less than 4 maps of Kyiv / among
which one is of the pre-war period

(both from Podal’she ot raia, Kyiv 2018, translations mine)




