¥ T
~ E AT

 PIBHEHCBKMM AEP)KABHMIA 'VMAHITAPHUM YHIBEPCUTET
DAKYABTET IHO3EMHOI ®IAOAOTIT
KA®EAPA POMAHO-TEPMAHCBKOI ®IAOAOTTI

ARS TRANSLATORICA

PIBHE - 2017




MIHICTEPCTBO OCBITU | HAYKM YKPAIHI
PIBHEHCBKMIN AEP)KABHMI T'YMAHITAPHUI YHIBEPCUTET

®AKYABTET IHO3EMHOI ®IAOAOTTT
KA®EAPA POMAHO-TEPMAHCBKOI ®IAOAOTT]

ARS TRANSLATORICA

36IPHUK MNMEPEKAAAIB

AO 25-PI448 )
®AKYABTETY IHO3EMHOI ®IAOAOTIi PATY

BAUMYCK |

PIBHE - 2017



VIIK 81°255.2
BBK 81+83
A 80

Ars Translatorica : 30. mepexnamiB / YHopsaHUKU:
€.B. Muxaiinosa, O.B. KoncranrinoBa. — Pisue : PAI'Y, 2017.
—Bun. 1.— 76 c.

Ars Translatorica : The Collection of Translations / Compilers:
E.V. Mykhailova, O.V. Konstantinova. — Rivne : RSUH, 2017.
—Issue 1.— 76 p.

A 80

Y 30ipHUMK YBIMIIIJIM NEPEKIAU AHIICHKUX, HIMEIBKUX
Ta iTaNifCbKUX TBOPIB YKPAaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO: XY/JOXKHS MNpO3a,
noesis, qUTsAYa Jiteparypa. 301pHUK MPU3HAYECHUI )11 BC1X, XTO
L[IKaBUTHCS MPOOJIeMaMy MePEKIIaI03HABCTBRA.

The Collection includes Ukrainian translations of
English, German and Italian fiction, poetry and children’s
literature. The Collection is intended for a wide circle of the
theory and practice of translation admirers.

Penakuiiina koJieris:

['onosuwmit penakrop — Aemenuyk O.B., 1-p dinon. Hayk, nmpodecop.

BinnosinaneHi penaktopu — Koncrantinosa O.B., kana. ¢ision. HayK, TOLEHT;
MuxaiisioBa €.B., ka1, ¢iton. HayK, JOICHT.

Penaxrop ykpaincbkux TekctiB — I'epacimuyk H./l., yauTenb-MeTOIUCT.

Ysenu peaakuiiHoil KoJerii:

IMaBaoBa O.l., kaun. dimon. Hayk, npodecop; Aaaabko J.0., kana. dinon.
Hayk, joieHT; Kajinivenko M.M., kau. ¢inon. Hayk, goueHT; Kyuma T.B.,
kaHa. ¢imon. Hayk, goueHT, Opea LI, xana. ¢inon. Hayk, OIEHT;
IMaBaoBcbka JI.O., kana. ¢inon. Hayk, goueHt; Tapacwok H.FO., kann.
¢binon. Hayk, AoiueHT; Yedepsak A.M., kaH/. GUIOIN. HAYK, JOLEHT.

PexoMeH10BaHO 10 IpYKY BUECHOIO PajIOr0
PiBHEHCHKOTO IepKaBHOTO TyMaHITAPHOTO YHIBEPCUTETY
IIpomoxon Ne 12 6io 26.10.2017 p.

© Asropu myb6mikariii, 2017
© PiBHEHCHKUH Aep)KaBHUM rymMaHiTapHul yHiBepcuTeT, 2017



ARS TRANSLATORICA

INIEPEIMOBA

[Mepmmit 36ipauk mnepeknaniB. «ARS TRANSLATORICA» mnpucsueHo
25-piyuro ¢akynabTeTy 1HO3eMHOI d¢imosorii PiBHEHCHKOTO AE€p>XKaBHOTO
T'YMaHITApHOTO YHIBEPCUTETY.

306ipHUK 00’ €HY€e TepeKnann npodeciiHuX TepeKamadiB 1 amaTopis,
¢imoM0riB 1 MaTreMaTHKIB, TIyMmayiB 13 OaraTOpiYHUM CTaXeM 1 CTYIEHTIB, SIKi
MIPEICTaBIIIA CBOI TIEpII EKCIIEPUMEHTH Ha Tepekiamanbkid HuBi. Y 30ipHUK
YBIAIIUTM TIEPEKIIaId YKPATHCHKOI0O MOBOIO 3 HEBEJIMKUX AHTIINCHKHUX, HIMEIIBKUX Ta
1TaiChKUX TBOPIB a00 YPUBKIB 13 HUX.

OCHOBHOIO METOIO BHJAHHS € TOMYJISIpU3aIlii Ta PO3BUTOK YKPAaiHOMOBHOTO
nepeKyamay, 30KpeMa MUISTXOM 3adydeHHS JIO0 I1i€i CIpaBH MOYATKIBIIB — CTYJACHTIB
(GUTONIOTIYHUX CHEHIAIbHOCTEH, SKI IIyKalTh CBIM HUIAX y mpodecii 1 4acTo He
MaroTh 3MOTH BUIIPOOyBaTu ceoe, HOTpe6YIOTB npodeciiHoi HiI[TpI/IMKI/I 1 Iopajiu BiA
nocBimdeHux kojyer. CmogiBaemMocs, mo iXHii AeOT MaTUME TiHE TPOJTOBKEHHS, 1
MOJIOJIE TIOKOJIIHHS TIyMadiB TBOPYO 1 IUTIAHO TMpaIlfoBaTUMe 3aajisi 301M>KEeHHS
YKpaiHCBKOT KYNBTypH 3 KYJIBTYpaMH CBITYy Ta 3ajis pPO3KBITY 1 30aradeHHs
YKpalHCbKOI MOBH.

Peokonezia 30ipnuka
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Conomia I'a30yn, Piene , Yxpaina

email: mia0397@gmail.com

Carol Moore
WHO DID PATRICK'S HOMEWORK?

Patrick never did homework. "Too boring," he said. He played baseball and
basketball and Nintendo instead. His teachers told him, "Patrick! Do your homework
or you won't learn a thing." And it's true, sometimes he did feel like a ding-a-ling.

But what could he do? He hated homework.

Then on St. Patrick's Day his cat was playing with a little doll and he grabbed it
away. To his surprise it wasn't a doll at all, but a man of the tiniest size. He had a little
wool shirt with old fashioned britches and a high tall hat much like a witch's. He
yelled, "Save me! Don't give me back to that cat. I'll grant you a wish, I promise you
that."

Patrick couldn't believe how lucky he was! Here was the answer to all of his
problems. So he said, "Only if you do all my homework 'til the end of the semester,
that's 35 days. If you do a good enough job, I could even get A's."

The little man's face wrinkled like a dishcloth thrown in the hamper. He kicked
his legs and doubled his fists and he grimaced and scowled and pursed his lips, "Oh,
am I cursed! But I'll do it."

And true to his word, that little elf began to do Patrick's homework. Except there
was one glitch. The elf didn't always know what to do and he needed help. "Help me!
Help me!" he'd say. And Patrick would have to help — in whatever way.

"I don't know this word," the elf squeeked while reading Patrick's homework.
"Get me a dictionary. No, what's even better. Look up the word and sound it out by
each letter."

When it came to math, Patrick was out of luck. "What are times tables?" the elf
shrieked. "We elves never need that. And addition and subtraction and division and
fractions? Here, sit down beside me, you simply must guide me."

Elves know nothing of human history, to them it's a mystery. So the little elf,
already a shouter, just got louder "Go to the library, I need books. More and more
books. And you can help me read them too."

As a matter of fact every day in every way that little elf was a nag! Patrick was
working harder than ever and was it a drag! He was staying up nights, had never felt
so weary, was going to school with his eyes puffed and bleary.

Finally the last day of school arrived and the elf was free to go. As for
homework, there was no more, so he quietly and slyly slipped out the back door.

Patrick got his A's; his classmates were amazed; his teachers smiled and were
full of praise. And his parents? They wondered what had happened to Patrick. He was
now the model kid. Cleaned his room, did his chores, was cheerful, never rude, like
he had developed a whole new attitude.
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You see, in the end Patrick still thought he'd made that tiny man do all his
homework. But I'll share a secret, just between you and me. It wasn't the elf; Patrick
had done it himself!

Kepoa Myp
XTO BUKOHAB IOMANLIHE ITATPUKA?

[TaTpuk HiKOJIM HE BUKOHYBAB JOMAIITHE 3aBIaHHS.

- Hanro mHynHO, - ka3aB BiH.

HaromicTs BiH rpaB y GeticOoi, 6ackeT60m 1 B HiHTeH10.

VYuurenm kazanu nomy: « [larpuky! Bukony#l nomaiiHe 3aBianHs, 00 TH HIYOTO
HE HaBYUIICS». | 1€ IpaB/aa, 1HKOIM BiH 1 CIIpaBil MOYyBaBCS JYPHUKOM. AJle 10 BiH
MIT 3pOOUTH, KOJTU HEHABUIUTH JOMAIITHE.

Axock y nenp Cesroro Ilatpuika iloro KiT 0aBHBCS 3 MaJEHBKOKO JISUIBKOIO, a
[latpuk i1 BuxommB. Ha iioro 3muByBaHHS 1€ Oysia 30BCIM HE JIsiIbKa, a YOJIOBIK
KPUXITHOTO 3pocTy. Bin OyB ofsiTHEHN Y MaJIeHbKY BOBHSIHY COPOUYKY 1 CTapOMOIHI1
IITaHW, MaB BHCOKHUM KamejroX, CXOXXKHMM Ha BiIbOMChKHU. YOJOBIK 3aKpHUyaB:
«Ypsaryit mene! He nosepraii Tomy koty! S BuKOHat0 TBOi OaxkaHHs, 00111510 )

[TaTpuk HE MIT TOBIPUTH, 110 HOMY MomacTuiao. TyT Oyino pileHHs BCiX HOro
npobiem. OTOX BiH CKa3aB: «3a YMOBH, SKILIO TH BUKOHYBaTUMENI yCl MOi JIOMAIlIHi
JI0 KIHIISI CEMECTpY, 1€ - 35 aHiB. kim0 T 700pe BIOpa€EmIcs 3 UM, S HaBITh 3MOXKY
OTPUMATH «BIAMIHHOM.

OO6mMYYst MaJICHBKOTO YOJIOBIYKA 3MOPIIHIIOCSA, SIK KyXOHHHIA PYITHUK, KHHY THIA
y KomuK. BiH TynmHYB HOramu i CTHC KyJakd, CKOPYMB rpumacy i HaayB ryou: «O,
9H K S IPOKIATUN? AJie 3po0Itro!»

JIOTpUMYIOYHCh CBOTO CJIOBA, MAJICHBKUW €llb() MMOYaB BUKOHYBATH JOMAIITHE
3apnanng [larpuka. Opnak OyB omguH HIoaHC. Enb(d He 3aBkau 3HAB, IK BUKOHYBAaTH
roro 1 morpebyBaB monomoru. «Jlomomoxku meHi! Jlomomoxu MeHi!» — ckaxe BiH. |
[TaTpuk Oyne 3MyIIeHH TONOMOI'TH, Xail Tam 110.

«5l He 3HaIO LBOTO CIIOBa», - 3amuIIaB eiab(, yuTaroun jgomantHe [larpuka.
«[icranp meni cioBHuk. Hi , mie kpaiie, MOAUBUCH y CIOBHHUKY 1 TMPOAUKTYH IO
OyKBax».

Komu mivimmo no maremaruku, [larpuky He momactmwino. «lllo Take TaGmwmii
MHOXEHHs? - 3akpu4aB eiab®d. - Hawm, enpdam, BoHH HiKoIW He Oynu moTpiOHi. I
JOJJaBaHH4, 1 BIJHIMAHHA , 1 AUIEHHS, 1 Apoou? Ock, ciail mopyy, TH TPOCTO MYCHUIII
HAIIPABJISITH MCHEY.

Enpdu HidOro He 3HAIOTH MPO JIOACBKY ICTOpIIO, IIe JUIS HUX 3arajka.
Manenbkuii enbd, 0 BKe i TaKk KpHUYaB, CTaB e jayxkde Bonatd : «Mmm 10
616miorexu! Meni noTpiOHI kHMKKH! binbine i Outbiie KHIKOK! | Ti Tex Moxkerr
JIOTIOMOTTH MEHI1 1X YuTaTu!»
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3 KOXHUM JHeM enb( craBaB yce HecteprHimuM! [laTpuk mpairoBaB Baxkdye,
HIX Oynb-konu, 1 1e OyB 1ie Toi kiomit! BiH He caB HouaMu 1, HAY4YW 0 HIKOJH,
HIKOJIY ITI€ HE MOYYBaBCS TAKUM YTOMJICHUM, OYl HOTO 3ammyXJIH.

Hapemiti HacTaB ocTaHHIN JIeHb IIKOJIW, 1 €db(] cTaB BUIBHUM. binble He
noTpiOHO OyJ0 BUKOHYBaTH JOMAIIHE, TOXK BIH TUXO W CHPUTHO BHCIW3HYB uepes
3aJTH1 JABEPi.

[TaTpuk oTpUMaB «BIIMIHHOY. Moro OmHOKIaCHUKH Oynu 37MBOBaHI, BYUTEN
ycMmixamuch i Oyaum croBHeHi ropaictio. A iforo 6arbku?! Im Gymo mikaso, mio
cranocst 3 [larpukom. Bin Tenmep OyB 3pa3KoBOIO AWTHHOK: MPUOUpPAB  KIMHATY,
BUKOHYBaB CBOi OOOB’sI3KH, OyB BecelWM, HIKOJIM He TpyOisHuB. [laTpuk mijikom
3MIHMB PO ce0e TyMKY OTOUYIOUHX.

baute, Ilatpuk Bce-Taku naymaB, MO BiH 3MYCHB KPHUXITHOTO YOJOBIYKA
BUKOHYBATH 3a HHOTO BCl JIOMAIIIHI 3aBAaHHs. AJle 5 IOJIUTIOCS CEKPETOM, 11€ TITbKH
MIK HaMH: TO He elb(, a [laTpuk Bropascs cam!
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Ceamocnas 3ybuenko, Jlvsis, Yrpaina

email: svjatik_zu@meta.ua

Franz Kafka
DAS SCHWEIGEN DER SIRENEN

Beweis dessen, da3 auch unzulidngliche, ja kindische Mittel zur Rettung dienen
konnen:

Um sich vor den Sirenen zu bewahren, stopfte sich Odysseus Wachs in die
Ohren und lieB sich am Mast festschmieden. Ahnliches hitten natiirlich seit jeher alle
Reisenden tun konnen, auller denen, welche die Sirenen schon aus der Ferne
verlockten, aber es war in der ganzen Welt bekannt, daB dies unmdglich helfen
konnte. Der Sang der Sirenen durchdrang alles, und die Leidenschaft der Verfiihrten
hétte mehr als Ketten und Mast gesprengt. Daran aber dachte Odysseus nicht, obwohl
er davon vielleicht gehort hatte. Er vertraute vollstdndig der Handvoll Wachs und
dem Gebinde Ketten und in unschuldiger Freude iiber seine Mittelchen fuhr er den
Sirenen entgegen.

Nun haben aber die Sirenen eine noch schrecklichere Waffe als den Gesang,
namlich ihr Schweigen. Es ist zwar nicht geschehen, aber vielleicht denkbar, daf3 sich
jemand vor ihrem Gesang gerettet hétte, vor ihrem Schweigen gewil3 nicht. Dem
Gefiihl, aus eigener Kraft sie besiegt zu haben, der daraus folgenden alles
fortreiBenden Uberhebung kann nichts Irdisches widerstehen.

Und tatsdchlich sangen, als Odysseus kam, die gewaltigen Sdngerinnen nicht,
sei es, dal} sie glaubten, diesem Gegner konne nur noch das Schweigen beikommen,
sei es, dall der Anblick der Gliickseligkeit im Gesicht des Odysseus, der an nichts
anderes als an Wachs und Ketten dachte, sie allen Gesang vergessen lieB3.

Odysseus aber, um es so auszudriicken, horte ihr Schweigen nicht, er glaubte,
sie sangen, und nur er sei behiitet, es zu horen. Fliichtig sah er zuerst die Wendungen
threr Hélse, das tiefe Atmen, die trdnenvollen Augen, den halb gedffneten Mund,
glaubte aber, dies gehdre zu den Arien, die ungehort um ihn verklangen. Bald aber
glitt alles an seinen in die Ferne gerichteten Blicken ab, die Sirenen verschwanden
formlich vor seiner Entschlossenheit, und gerade als er ihnen am nichsten war, wuflte
er nichts mehr von ihnen.

Sie aber - schoner als jemals - streckten und drehten sich, lieBen das schaurige
Haar offen im Winde wehen und spannten die Krallen frei auf den Felsen. Sie wollten
nicht mehr verfiihren, nur noch den Abglanz vom groflen Augenpaar des Odysseus
wollten sie so lange als moglich erhaschen.

Hatten die Sirenen BewuBtsein, sie waren damals vernichtet worden. So aber
blieben sie, nur Odysseus ist thnen entgangen.

Es wird iibrigens noch ein Anhang hierzu iiberliefert. Odysseus, sagt man, war
so listenreich, war ein solcher Fuchs, daf} selbst die Schicksalsgéttin nicht in sein
Innerstes dringen konnte. Vielleicht hat er, obwohl das mit Menschenverstand nicht

S
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mehr zu begreifen ist, wirklich gemerkt, daf} die Sirenen schwiegen, und hat ihnen
und den Gottern den obigen Scheinvorgang nur gewissermallen als Schild
entgegengehalten.

®pann Kagka
MOBYAHHSA CUPEH

Ochb noka3 TOro, 10 1 HEXWUTpl, 0a HABITH 30BCIM AUTAYl METOAH, MOXYTb
MOCITYKUTHU TIOPATYHKOM.

[ITo6 yOepertu cebe Bim cupeH, Omiccell 3aliMmMB ByXa BOCKOM 1 HakasaB
npuB’s3aTu cebe A0 moru. [{imkoM oyeBHIHO, 110, MPOIIMBAIOYM TaM, TaK Camo
MOIIIM O YMHHUTH 3 He3amaM’ SITHUX YaciB 1 BC1 1HIII, OKPIM X10a-1110 TUX, KOTO CUPEHH
MIPUMAaHIOBAJIY III€ 3/1aJIEKy; YTIM IUIMNA CBIT 3HAB, IO TaKl METOAM HE JOIOMAraroTh.
CmiB cupeH IPOHHMKAB Kpi3b ycC€, a MPHUCTPACTh CIOKYIICHOI XEPTBH HE MODIH O
CTpUMATH aHl JAHIIOTH, aHi I[0IVIa. LLIonpaB;[a Opmicceit ipo 11e He MOTyMaB, X04 1
MIT TIpO TI¢ KOJUCh YyTH. BiH MOBHICTIO TOKJIAQJaBCs Ha KYyJIbKY BOCKY 1 MOTOK
JIQHITIOT1B, KOJIM IIJIMB HA3yCTPid CUpeHaM, HEBUHHO PaJIIFOuU IIMM 3aco0aM.

[IpoTe B cupeH € 11e ojHa 30pos, CTpAIlHIIIA OJ] CIIBY — iXHE MOBUYAHHS. X0O4
I[LOTO W HE TPAIUISIIOCS, MPOTE MOXKHA MPUITYCTHUTH, IO XTOCh BCE-TAKW BPATYBABCS
B1JI iXHBOTO CITiBY, ITPOTE BiJ IXHROTO MOBYAHHS — TOYHO HIXTO. Big4yTTIO TOTO, 110
TH 3]10JIaB 1X BJIACHUMU CHUJIaMU, 1 SIK HACIIJIOK — HECIIPOCTOBHIM MOTOPAi, HE 3MOXKeE
IIPOTHCTOSTH HIIIO HA CBITI.

I cripaBai, kou Opmicceit HaOMMXKaBCs, TO MOTYTHI BOKaJIICTKH HE CITIBJIM Y TO
BiJl TOTO, 110 BIPWJIM, IO TAKOTO CyNEpPHUKA 370JIa€ JIUII MOBYAHHS, YM TO BiJ TOTO,
10 BHUpa3 CaMOBAOBOJIEHHS Ha oOnuyui Omnicces, KM y Ty MUTh HE JyMaB Hi MPO
110 1HIIIE, OKPIM BOCKY U JIAHIIIOT1B, 3MYCHB X MUTTIO 3a0yTH BC1 ITICHI.

Opnax Opiccel, KaXXy4d BIAIBEPTO, HE UyB iXHbOI MOBYAHKH, IPOTE CBSITO BipUB,
10 BOHHU CHiBaJIM, a BiH OyB 3aXWIIEHHUH BiJ iXHbOTO ciBy. Criepiry BiH MUTTEBO
MOMISIHYB Ha o0O0epTH IXHIX MWW, DIMOOKEe IMXaHHsS, BOJOT1 BIJ CIi3 0dl,
HaIlIBBIIKPUTUN POT, OAHAK BBa)kaB, 110 BCE 1€ — €JIEMEHTH BUKOHAHHS apiil, sKi
0€33ByYHO JIyHalud JOBKOJIA HHOTO. YTIM YK€ CKOPO BCE PO3YMHWIOCS 3a HOTO
MOTJISIZIOM Y JajIediHb, PIITYydiCTh 3MyCHJIa CUPEH MPsIMO-TaKh 3HUKHYTH, 1 AKpa3 Tiel
MUT1, KOJIM BiH OYyB /10 HUX HanOmmkue, Oicceit B3araii iX He 3rajlyBas.

Bonu x — npexpacHinri, Hixk OyIb-KOJIH — BUTUHAIIUCS 1 BUBEPTAJHCS, BIJTABIIIH
pO3IyIIeHe, CTpaIlHE BOJIOCCS BITPY, BOMBAIOUUCH Ma3ypaMH B cKellto. BoHu Oinbiie
HE CIOKYIIAJdW, a TParHyjid TakK JOBTO, SK TUTBKA MOYKHA, JIOBUTH OJIUCK BEIIMKHUX
OpicceeBHX OYCH.

bynmu 6 cupeHu Toal MpH CBIJOMOCTI, TO MOIJIM O 3HUIIUTH iX. A TaK BOHH
BUIMIIAINACS, 1€ Oyiu, Juil OJIicCero BAanocs BiJl HUX BUPBATUCS.

[Ipo 1m0 Bcro icTopito ToBOpsATH e U Take: Omiccei, MOBIAB, OyB HACTIIBLKH
XUTPUM JIMCOM, IO HaBITh OOTWHS JOJ1 HE 3Haja, IO B HbOro Ha ywmi. Tox,
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MOYKJIMBO, XOY LIbOTO OLIbIIE HE MOXE OCATHYTH JIIOACBKUN DPO3yM, BIH CIIpaB.l
MOMITHB, 110 CHPEHU MOBYAJIM, MPOTE BUPIIIUB BUKOPUCTATH BUILEOMMUCAHUI OOMaH
K IIUT MPOTH HUX Ta OOTIB.

70
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Onena Koncmanminosa, Pisne, Ykpaina
email: olena.konstantinova(@gmail.com

P.B. Shelley
THE CLOUD

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and streams;
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid
In their noon-day dreams.
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet buds every one,
When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast,
As she dances about the Sun.
I wield the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under,
And then again I dissolve it in rain,
And laugh as I pass in thunder.

..........

I am the daughter of Earth and Water,
And the nursling of the Sky;
I pass through the pores, of the oceans and shores;
I change, but I cannot die —
For after the rain, when with never a stain
The pavilion of Heaven is bare,
And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams,
Build up the blue dome of Air —
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
I arise, and unbuild it again. —

77


mailto:olena.konstantinova@gmail.com
mailto:olena.konstantinova@gmail.com

ARS TMMYMTOP{CA
I1.Bb. Il e

XMAPKA

Hecy npoxonoay 1 cBixkyr0 BOAY
3 MOpIB 1 PIYOK.
ba)xaHor0 TIHHIO YKPHIO I[BITIHHS
Kpuxkux KBITOYOK.
JKusmiibHY pocy a1t OpyHBOK NPUHECY,
{06 ix mpoOyauTn
Ta cuny im natu Marip-3emitto koxaru
I Contro pamitw.
Miii rpaj KoM, THYYKHUM 0aTOroM
Cwmapar oJOHUH YOUTHUTb,
A s pO3UMHIOCS, KPi3b TPIM PO3CMIIOCS
[ 31uBOIO CTaHy 32 MUTH.

3 HeOeCHOI XaTKH, KOXaHe JUTSITKO
3emui 1 Boau,
[Topuny 107105y, IPOJIITIOCS HABKOJIO,
Csrny y mubiHb
3eMHy10, Kpeme3Hy. Ta He BMpY $, HE IIe3HY
3 OJaKUTHUX IIaTep.
S coHstuH1 TPOMEHI 1 BITPsIHI TTOAUXHU
JliciB 1 o3ep
Bcorato y cebe 1 Bupymry B He6o,
[I1o6u Bce MOBTOPUTH, —
Sk 13 IoHA AUTH, BUIY 5 3 HEOYTTH,
byny 3aHOBO XHTH. ..
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Georg Trakl
IM HERBST

Die Sonnenblumen leuchten am Zaun,
Still sitzen Kranke im Sonnenschein.
Im Acker miihn sich singend die Frau’n,
Die Klosterglocken lduten darein.

Die Vogel sagen dir ferne Mar’,
Die Klosterglocken lduten darein.
Vom Hof tont sanft die Geige her.
Heut keltern sie den braunen Wein.

Da zeigt der Mensch sich froh und lind.
Heut keltern sie den braunen Wein.
Weit offen die Totenkammern sind
Und schon bemalt vom Sonnenschein.

fOnis Kocmiok, Tepnoninw, Ykpaina

email:juliakostjuk@gmail.com

I'eopr Tpakanb
BOCEHH

Big COHAIIHUKIB Majae THH,
[TpuHUIIKIM XBOP1 B XBWJISIX TEIIA.
VY noui CIIiB 3aBeNH KIHKH,

Han HuUMU — 1MO/I3BiH MOHACTHUPSL.

[Itaxu mpoBagsATh Ka3Ku PO J1ajb,
Han HUMU — TO/I3BiH MOHACTHUPSL.

I3 1BOpY JIIETHCS CKPUTIKOBUI KaJlb.
Temnie B 6oukax OapBa BUHA.

Toni mroaMHA HE 3714 30BCIM.
Temnie B 6oukax OapBa BUHA.
[Tokoi MEPTBUX CTOSITh HABCTIK,
Po3muTi 1oTHKOM JIiTa TEILIA.

&
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Mapis Kpasyoesa, JIvsis, Ykpaina
email.: mariia.konovalova@gmail.com

Sam Silva
SPITE

Mama was wrapping some kind of chocolate cookies that she bought to support
a local orphanage. Sef came downstairs and stood in the hallway adjoining the dining
area were Mama was thus engaged.

The day before he had tried to hang himself with a thin piece of cord. It was
something he did in a desperate fit! He wondered if he was going to Hell for it. He
thought about this while Mama wrapped the cookies.

Then Mama picked up a piece of twine. She said "Look Sef! This is called a
hangman's knot! They used to do this so that the neck would break and people
wouldn't choke slowly to death. The next time you play your games with string ...
remember this."

For years he did not know what she meant by "games with string."

CeMm CinBa
3JICTD

Mawma 3aropTana sKech IIOKOJIaHE TICUMBO, SIKE BOHA KYMWUJIA, MO0 JTOTOMOTTH
MicuieBoMy cupotuHio. Ced crmycTuBcs MO cxomax 1 BCTaB y KOPHUIOpPl Mepen
1IanpHENO, A€ Topajiaca Mama.

Hamepenonni BiH HamaraBcsi TTOBICUTHCS Ha TOHKIM mBOpIi. 3poOUB BiH II€ B
XBUJIMHY Big4aro! ﬁOMy OyJ10 IIKaBO, YW MOTPAIUTH BiH 3a 1Ie 70 INekia. Bin qyman
Ipo 1€ TO1, SIK Mama 3aropraja Me4rBo.

3rogoM mMama B3sja mIMaTok mmaraty. Bona ckazana: «llocmyxaii, Cede! Lle —
«By301 KaTay! Floro 3aB’s13yBanm Tak, 100 11U JaMaacs i JIFOIMHA He TOMHpAaa Bif
NOBUIbHOrO yaymeHHs. HactynmHoro pasy, konmu OaBUTHMENICS Yy CBOi Irpu 3
MOTY3KOIO ... I1aM’ATail Mpo Le».

[IpoTsirom Gararbox pOKiB oMy OyJI0 HEBTSMKH, III0O BOHA Majia Ha yBasl IMij
«Irpamu 3 MOTY3KOIO».
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Joanna Leyland
MY NAME IS ELECTRA

I am a very lucky girl and my family is the nicest in the world. Mummy and
Daddy are important of course and when we're out we have to behave properly but
when we're at home we play and laugh and have lots of fun. "You spoil them!"
Mummy says, and she frowns and folds her arms in front of her but then she laughs
and kisses him so I know she's not really serious. We have all sorts of games like the
one where the hall is the world and the tables and chairs are different countries. Then
Daddy tells us all about his travels, but he says the best thing was when he met
Mummy and fell in love with her. "Now that's a happy ending," he says.

He's a wonderful Daddy and is always nice and funny. When Mummy sighs and
says she's getting lots of white hairs he laughs and says, "I'll be getting them soon and
then we'll be two little old people nodding off on the terrace together" then he hugs
her till she cheers up. And he lets me ride on his back and gallops round the room
making horse noises, then rolls on the floor. Or sometimes we play Hide and Seek or
Blind Man's Buff, even if Daddy doesn't really like it . "I want to see everything all
the time," he says, "Just look at my beautiful wife and fine children!" but then he
laughs and plays it anyway, so he really is a good Daddy.

Nobody is as nice as my Daddy and when I was little I wanted to marry him.
Well, I was just little. When I told him he said, "What about Mummy? You don't want
me make Mummy unhappy, do you?" Of course I didn't, and he said that I would
always be his best and favourite girl and that we would always be special friends, but
really special like brother and sister, even if I've got a brother but he is very serious -
lots more serious than Daddy.

Mummy is nice too but in a different way. Daddy plays with us and makes us
laugh and Mummy tells us bedtime stories. I like the ones she tells about when she
was little and learning how to be a queen. She says her Mummy and Daddy were
very strict and never had any fun and she only started having fun when she met
Daddy. Then she tells us about how they met and it is a wonderful story, just like the
old tales but not scary like them. Well, the first part is scary because Daddy had to get
past a monster but then he met Mummy and they loved each other at once. "It was
just like we'd always known each other", says Mummy, "as if we were part of each
other", then she smiles and I know she's remembering.

When Daddy tells the story, my brother wants to hear about the monster and
Daddy makes a joke of it because he knows I don't like monsters and terrible things.
"It wasn't much of a monster" he says, "I would make a better monster. It didn't attack
me and finish me off . It wanted to talk and play guessing games." Then he laughs,
and if Mummy's there, he says, "Just like a woman - talk, talk, talk." "Half a woman,"
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she says, "don't forget the lion part," then he laughs and says, "Yes, but the top part
was a woman, so | knew it would think like a woman, and that whatever the question
was, the answer would be 'a man'". Then they both laugh and she says that's just like
him, never serious about anything.

That's my favourite story because Daddy is the hero in it and everyone lives
happily ever after.

J:xoanna Jleiaena
MEHE 3BATH EJIEKTPA

S niBumHKa, SIKiM 3aBXAU TaJaHUTh, a CIM S B MEHE - HallKkpaila y cBiTi. Marycs
W Taryck, 3BICHO, CEpiio3HI. | KOIM MU KyIUCh 1IEMO, TO MAEMO YEMHO TOBOIAUTHCS,
ajie, KOJId MU BJJOMa, TO 0aBUMOCS i cMiEMOCH, 1 Ty>Ke BECEJIO TPOBOAMMO Yac.

«Tum ix pozOemyem!» — roBOpUTH MaTycs, 1 BOHAa HACyIUTIOETHCSA Ta CKIIAJae€
PYKH HaBXpECT, aje 3roJloM CMIE€TbCs 1 IuTye Horo. To »x s 3HAIO, IO BOHA IIE
Hecepiio3Ho. Mu 6aBUMOCS B HaWPI3HOMAHITHIIII 1TpU, HAPHUKIIAI, 1€ MEePEaTOKIi —
1€ BCECBIT, a CTOJIM ¥ CTUIbLI — pi3HI KpaiHu. Toal Tarych po3MoBijlae HaM MPO CBOL
NOJIOPOXKI M Kaxke, M0 HalKpaimor Oysio, KOJU BiH 3yCTPIB MaTyClO 1 MOJIOOUB ii.
«Ocp BaM 1 MACIUBUHN KiHEIbY», — TOBOPHUTH BiH.

Bin - uynoBuil Taryce, 3aBxAM MUIUHM 1 cMmilnHui. Konmu marycs 3iTxae i kaxe,
IO B HET 3 ABIIETHCA 0arato CUBOIO BOJOCCS, BIH CMIETHCS 1 BIAMOBigac: «Y MeHE
TeX He3a0apoM 3 SBHUTHCS, 1 TOJAl MH YJIBOX CTAHEMO CTapEHbKUMHU JIOIbMH, SIKI
pa3oM KyHSITUMYTh Ha Te€paci», - TOAl BiH 00iiiMae Ti, TOKU BOHA HE TOBeceimae. A
1€ BiH JJO3BOJISIE MEHI i3[IUTH Y HHOTO Ha TOProliax, i MOAyXy CTpubae mo KiMHari,
1p)Ky4H, K KOHUK, a TOJI KaTyJIsI€ThbCs MO MiAJI031. A AEKOJIM MM IpaEMO B KBaya 4d
NIXMYPKH, HaBITh, SIKIIO TaTyCIO 1I€ HE 30BCIM MOI00Aa€ThCs. «S X0uy MOCTIMHO Bce
0auuTH, — TOBOPUTH BiH. — TIJIBKU-HO MOAUBITHECA HA MO0 KpPACyHIO-IPYXHUHY 1
qyJ0BUX JITOYOK!» — aje ToJl BiH CMIETbCS ¥ BCe OAHO OaBUThLCA, TOXK BiH, JIHCHO,
TrapHUU TaTyCh.

Hemae HikOro Kpamioro 3a MOro Tarycs, 1 Koiu g Oyjaa MajleHbKOI0, TO XOTiia 3
HuUM oapyxurtucs. Hy, mpocto s mie Oyna manor. Konu s iiomy 11e po3mnoBiia, BiH
3anmuTaB: «A sK ke maryca? Tu xx He xodenl, 00 s 3poOMB MaTyClO HEIACHOIO, YU
HEe Tak?» 3BICHO, s HE XOTLIA, 1 BIH CKa3aB, MO 5 3aBKau Oyay MOTO HaWKpamoro i
HaWyJIFOOJICHINIOW JIBYMHKOIO, 1 IO MM 3aBXAH OyJeMO HEPO3IyYHUMHU JPY3SIMHU.
HacnpaBni Hepo3iayuHumu, ik OpaT 1 cecTpa, HaBiTh, SIKIIO Y MEHE € Opar, aje BiH
Jy’Ke CepHo3HUI — Habararo CEpUO3HININIA 3a TaTycCsl.

Marycs Tex xopoiia, ajie mo-iHmomy. Tarych GaBUTBhCS 3 HaMH 1 CMIIIUTh, a
MaTycsi OomoBijjae Ka3ku. MeHi mogo0aroThesl Ti, Y SKUX BOHA PO3MOBiJae, sk Oyina
MaJICHbKOIO, 1 IPO Te, SIK CTaTH KOposieBoio. Bona kaxe, 110 i MaTycs 1 TaTych Oynu
Jy>K€ CYBOPUMH 1 HIKOJIM HE BECETUIINCS, 1 [0 BOHA TT0Yaia BECEIUTUCS TUTBKHU TO/I,
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KOJIU 3yCTpijia TaTycs. Toal BOHa pO3MOBiAaE Mpo iX 3ycTpid, 1 1€ YyaoBa iCTOpi,
Taka X, SK 1 cTapi Ka3KW, ajie He Taka CTpamiHa, Sk BoHW. Hy, mepma vactmHa
CTpauiHa, 00 TaTyCchb MaB OMHUHYTH CTPaXOBHUCBHKO, a MOTIM BiH 3yCTpiB MaTyclo, 1
BOHU OJIpa3y MOJ00MIN ofauH ogHoro. «lle Oymno Tak, Haye MU 3aBXKIU 3HAIU OJHMH
OJTHOTO, — TOBOPUTh Marycs, — Hadye MU OyJW MOJOBHHKAMHU OJHOTO IIIJIOTOY», - TOJI
BCMIXA€EThCH, 1 51 6ady, SIK BOHA MIPUTATYE.

Konu Tatych po3moBijae 110 icTopito, Miil Opar Xxoue MovYyTH MPO CTPAXOBUCHKO,
a TaTych JKapTye 3 1bOro, 00 3HA€, IO S HE JIOOII0 CTPAXOBUCHK Ta THIIUX KaXiTh.
«He Taxke 11e OyI10 1 CTPaXOBUCHKO, — TOBOPUTH BiH. — 3 MeHe O Kpaie Buinuio. BoHo
HE HaIaJIo Ha MEHE 1 He MPUKIHYMIO0. BOHO XOT1710 6atakaTu 1 BiArayBaTy 3arajkm.
Tomi BIH CMIETBCS 1, SKILIO MAaTycsl MOPYY, TOBOPUTH: «CX0Xke Ha KIHKY: OanakaTd,
OanakaTtu, O6anakatu». «HamiBxiHKy, — BiAIOBiIae BOHa, — He 3a0yBail IPO JIEBOBY
qacTUHY». To/l BiH CMIE€ThCS 1 TOBOPUTH: «Tak, aje rojosa B Hei Oyia skiHOYA, TOX 5
3HaB, 110 AyMaTUME BOHA, K JKIHKa, 1 IKUM OW He OyJio MUTaHHS, BIANOBIIII0 Oyje:
«Yomosik»». Toni BOHH 000€ CMIIOTBECS, a BOHA KaKe, 1[0 1[€ TaK Ha HHOIO CXOXKE —
3aB¥K/IM HECEPUO3HUM.

[le mos ymrobneHa ictopis, 00 Tarych y Hid — repoi, 1 BCl KMBYTH JIOBIO 1
IIACJIUBO.
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Luke Thompson
SCARECROW

So we hired this scarecrow. Yincent. My sister saw the ad in the Cambrian News
and said 'Is he for real?' so I called him up to see. We met in the afternoon and in the
evening | called him again to say the job was his. This was Sunday. I showed him the
plot and we watched at the kitchen window so he could see the birds he was meant to
scare. He took it all in, but I could see his hands shake. I said 'Are you nervous?' He
said he had Essential Tremors and he probably drank too much, but the shaking
helped his work. 'Makes you look real,' he said. Before dawn every morning I let the
cat out, and I see Yincent setting up. I think it's nice he's there and I wave, and he
waves.

JIrok Tomncon
OIIYIAJIO

OTOX, MU B3sIM Ha POOOTYy oLl OMynano — IHceHTa. Mosi cecTpa mobaumia
oroyiormeHHs B razeri KemOpien Hpro3 1 kaxe: «BiH 1e cepilo3HO?» — TOX 4
MOJI3BOHUB HOMY, 100 nepeBIpuTH. MU 3ycTpuincs no 0011, a BBe4epl 1 3HOBY HOMY
3arenedoHyBaB, 00 ckaszaru, 1o podora ioro. Lle Oyma Heninsa. S mokaszaB omy
JJISHKY, 1 MU OIVISHYJIM ii 3 BiKHA Ha KyXHI, 100 BiH MOOAQYMB MTAIIOK, SKUX MaB
nskatu. BiH yce BTsMuB, ane s 0auuB, SIK TPEeMTUIM Horo pyku. S 3anutaB: «Bu
HepByeTe?» BiH BIAMOBIB, IO Ma€ €CCEHINIAIIBHUN TpeMop 1, HameBHO, 3abararto
BUIIMB, MTPOTE TPEMTIHHS JorioMarae y poOoTi. «Burisgae Tak, Haue TH CIIPaBKHIN»,
— cKa3zaB BiH. KOoJKHOTO paHKy Ha CBITaHKY Sl BUIIyCKalO KOTa T'YJIATH 1 0auy, sIK CTOITh
Tcent. S mymaro, sk 106pe, 110 BiH TaM, i Maxao HOMY, a BiH MaXae y BilMOBib.
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Marcela Carbajo
THINGS WE DO NOT WANT TO HEAR

She turned around on the bed to avoid the light that came from the window. She
embraced the cushion she had set aside during her nap and kicked the sheet until
releasing her feet from under it.

"You are awake already." he said, appearing at the door of the bedroom.

"Almost...." she whispered. She could have slept forever.

He came in and sat on the edge of the bed. It squeaked.

"Could you prepare some tea?"

"Please, put the water on and I'll prepare it."

"Bad mood?"

She turned around again towards the light coming from the window. That light
reminded her that there was activity out of her bed, out of her house.

"I am tired."

"You took a two hour nap."

She repeated, with a sigh, "I am tired."

He went to the kitchen and she could hear the noise of the water running into the
kettle and the sound of a match lighting. Then, he turned on the television and she
heard a dialogue in English and the laughter of a studio audience. Soon after, the
kettle began to whistle

"The water is ready." he warned.

She stretched on the bed and then sat-up, still clutching the cushion in her arms.
The kettle continued whistling. She pressed the cushion strongly against her chest.

"Please, turn that off."

The whistling stopped. Thank heavens, she thought, it was going to drive me
crazy. She looked for her slippers under the bed and stood up. She went to the
bathroom and washed her face. I should take a shower, she thought. I should take a
shower to cry in peace. She walked with heavy steps towards the kitchen. He was
watching a sitcom laughing quietly from time to time. She asked:

"What kind of tea?"

"Mint" he answered without looking at her. She poured two cups and sat close to
him, fixing her eyes on the screen

"I bought a lottery ticket today."

"What?" he asked, absentmindedly. She did not answer.

"When is the draw?"

"Tomorrow. Two million."

"But they take a lot out of it for taxes. You don't believe that you are going to
win two million, do you?"
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He took a sip of tea making a slurping noise. Since when does it bother me that
he slurps? she asked herself. At the beginning, she hadn't even noticed it, soon she
began to become aware of it and now it bothered her terribly, exasperated her. Poor
man, it was not his fault. He had always been making noise when drinking tea. He
had being making noise for the past twenty years.

"Please, stop making that noise when you're drinking."

He looked at her for some seconds, surprised and whispered, "You are in a bad
mood."

"I am depressed."

He continued watching television. After some minutes, he laughed again
echoing the laughs in the studio. Why did it have to be like that? Why do things have
to change that much?

"I have been depressed for some days." she reminded him and herself.

The sitcom finished. She took the empty cups to the sink. He switched the
channel and she sat again next to him. It was a documentary on some place by the
sea, a kind of fishermen's town. It is a gorgeous place, she thought. She could live
there. It was cold there, people were wearing thick coats and scarves and they were
trying to protect themselves from the wind. She would give anything to be walking
next to the sea, feeling cold. And later she would have a cup of hot coffee, coffee with
cinnamon. Yes, she could live that way. It would be a wood house, like the one she
was seeing on the screen, by that sea, and she would have her violin and some scores.
On sunny days, she would sit next to the window and play the violin. How long had it
been since playing anything at all? Centuries. On cold days she would bake some
bread or drink coffee in the kitchen, reading something. She could take the handicraft
cups that they had bought in Uruguay with her. Those cups would go well with her
new kitchen, the sea and the cold weather. He surely was not going to miss the cups.
He had never paid much attention to the objects of the house, except for some
records. Perhaps she would take some records with her too, some jazz. He was not
going to miss jazz records. But...where was she going to play them? They had only
one record player. Television yes, she could take the little one, the one they had in
their bedroom. But what would be the point of having a TV set in that place?

He switched the channel again just when they were going to show the wooden
pier of that little town. She was about to protest but she realized that she did not have
enough energy for that. Instead, she started to examine the kitchen carefully,
evaluating each watercolor on the wall, each shelf, the spice box, the plants, the pots.
She liked the copper pots. Then she started to think about how the kitchen would look
like if she took everything away: the empty nails on the walls with the rectangular
traces of dust, the faded-out paint shaping the objects that used to be there and the
things rearranged on the shelves. He would die. But nobody dies for that reason, she
tried to convince herself. But she felt sadder. He switched the channel again and put-
on a soccer game. She lit a cigarette.

"Still depressed?"

She did not answer.
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"Then I'd rather not speak to you." he decided, "When you are like this it is
better not to talk to you"

"Why?"

"Why what?"

"Why is it better not to talk to me?" she insisted. He did not answer. She almost
begged:

"I want to know why it is better."

"Because you are going to say things that are going to hurt me."

Poor man, she thought. He is scared. At least, that was the most sincere thing
they had said to themselves in a long time. She stood up with a sigh, washed the cups
and put them on a cloth to dry. Then, she opened the cupboard and checked if there
was any flour left.

"Would you like me to make some lemon cookies?"

"Great." he said, smiling.

Mapceaa Kapoaiio
PEUYI, AKI MU HE XOYEMO UYYTHU

Bona mepeBepHynach Ha JIDKKY, 1100 CBITJIO 3 BiKHAa HE IMOTPaIUIsIO Ha Hel.
OO6iitHsIa TOAYIIKY, SIKY BIICYHYJA MijJ Yac CHY 1 31IITOBXHYJNA NPOCTUPAAJIO MEPIL
HI’K BUBUIBHUTH 3-T11]1 HOTO HOTY.

«Tu Bxke MpoCHyIacky», — CKa3aB BiH 3 SIBUBILIUCH y JIBEPSX CHATbHI.

«Maiftxe...», — npouenoTiia BoHa. Bona Morna 0 mpocnary BiYHICTb.

Bin 3aiimoB 1 ciB Ha Kparo Jikka. BoHo 3ackpumiio.

«3poburr yain?y.

«IToctaB, Oyab 1acka, BOAY 1 5 3pO0ITIO».

«IToranuit HACTPIN?»

Bona 3HOBY po3BepHynacs 10 CBiTja, sIKe majaio 3 BikHA. Te CBITIIO HAraayBajio
iif, 10 ICHYE KUTTS 32 MEXKaMHU 1i JII’KKa, 38 MEXaMH i1 JI0MY.

«S51 3myueHay.

«Tu npiMana 30 1B1 TOIUHI.

Bona moBTopuia 3iTXHYBIIN: «5 3MydeHay.

Bin mimoB Ha KyXHIO 1 BOHA IMOYyjia UIYM BOIM, SKa HallOBHIOBaja YalHUK 1
3BYK 3amajroBaHoOro cipHuka. Toji BIH YBIMKHYB TEJIEBI30p 1 BOHa IOYyJa Jiajor
aHTIICHKOIO 1 CMIX MIAJa4iB Y CTyAll. TpoXu 3rofomM 4ailHUK OYaB CBUCTITH.

«Boma 3akuminay, — monepeauB BiH.

BoHa po3tsrnynack Ha JXKKY, a TOJ1 ClJla, BCE IIe TPUMAIOUU B pyKaxX MOAYIIKY.
YaliHUK MPOJOBKYBAB CBUCTITH. BOHAa MIITHO MPUTHCIIA MTOAYIIKY 0 TPYIEH.

«bynp nacka, 3HIMH HOTOY.
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CBucCT mpUNUHUBCA. «XBaja HebecaM, — MojayMaja BOHA — 1€ 3Bejo O MeHe 3
po3ymy». BoHa 3HaiIIa miji JiKKOM Kariili 1 Bctayia. BoHa miniia 10 BaHHOI 1 BMUJIa
oOmmuusi. «Tpeba mpuiHATH AyII, — TOayMana BoHa — Tpeba mpuidHATH Ay, 100
MorUIakaTu Ha camMoTi». BoHa mouoBrasa Ha KyxHio. BiH auBuBCA KOMemiiMHMIA
cepiaj, MoKy cThXa Xixikatouu. BoHa 3anurana:

«Slkuit came yaii?».

«M’siTHUMY, — BIAIIOBIB BIH HE IMBIAYMCHL Ha Hel. BoHa Halmmia IBI 4Yaliky 1
ciia Ol HbOTO, BIMHAIOYKCH B €KPaH.

«S1 xynumna noTepeitHu KBUTOK CbOTOJIH1DY.

«Ilo?», — MamMHATLHO 3anuTaB BiH. BoHa He BiaIoOBiIa.

«Konu xepeOkyBaHHA?».

«3aBTpa. /[Ba MUTEHOHWY.

«AIe BOHM 3HIMalOTh Oararo mojarky. T * He TyMmaell, 10 BUTPAENI JIBA
MITLHOHH, YH HE TaK?».

Bin 3poOuB KOBTOK Harw, chopOarouum ioro. «Bimkomm 1ie MeHe aparye Horo
chopOanHsi?», — 3anuTana BoHa cebe. Crodarky BOHA HaBiTh HE MoOMidana IbOro,
3roJIOM MoYajia 1€ YCBIJIOMJIIOBAaTH, a Temep ILe il *axJMBO JparyBajio, Oicuio ii.
binomamnuii, e He Oyma Horo mpoBuHa. BiH 3amknu chopOaB, Konu nuB 4ail. Bin
chOp0OaB BXKE OCTaHHI JIBAIIISTH POKIB.

«bynp nacka, MpUIUHU CHOPOATH, KOJIH IT” €.

Bin moguBuBCS Ha HEl BOPOMOBXK MEKUTHBKOX CEKyHH, 3AMBOBAaHHUM, a TOi
npoirenoriB: «B Tede moraHui HacTPiiy.

«B menHe genpecisny.

Bin mpomomxxyBaB AMBUTHCS TemneBizop. Uepe3 nekilibka XBUJIMH BiH 3HOBY
3acMIsIBCA MOBTOPIOIOUM cMiX Yy cryaii. «Homy Bce mano Oytu Ttak? Yomy Bce Malo
TaK CUJILHO 3MIHUTHUCA?Y.

«B meHe BKke JIeKiIbKa IHIB JAeTpecisy, — Harajaajga BOHA HOMYy 1 co0i.

Komeniiinuii cepian 3akiHuuBcs. BoHa 3a0pasia mopoxHI Yallkd B YMHBAJIbHUK.
BiH mepexIiourB KaHAT i BOHA 3HOBY cila 6ins Hporo. MIIOB JOKyMEHTalIbHMi
bimeM TIpO SKeCh Miciie Oulss MOps, IIOCh CXOXe Ha pubarpke mictedko. «lle
JTMBOBMKHE MicCIle», — MoAyMalia BoHa. Bona moria 6 tam sxutu. Tam Oyso XonomHo,
Jaronu Oyau BASTHEHI B TpyOl Manbra Ta MIAJUKHA 1| BOHM HaMarajiucs 3aXUCTUTH cede
Bi BiTpy. Bona Morma 0 Bijjatv 1m0 3aBrofgHO, 100 MPOTYITIOBATUCS OIS MODS,
B1JIUyBaTH XOJI0/. A MOTIM BOHA BUNMIA O (1IiXKaHKY rapsuoi KaBd, KaBU 3 KOPHUIICIO.
Tak, Bona morna 0 Tak >xutu. Lle OyB Ou nepeB’sHUil OyIMHOUOK, CXOKHUN HA Ti, 110
BOHA 0aumiia Ha eKpaHi, 01 OTO MOps 1 B Hel Oynu 0 13 co0or0 ii CKpUIKa 1 HOTH.
VY consuHi aH1 BoHa cuiauia O Outa BikHA 1 rpama © Ha ckpumili. CKIJTBKH BXKe
MPOMIIIIO Yacy BIAKOJIM BOHA BOCTAHHE X04 MI0Ch rpajia? COoTHI pOKiB. Y XOJNOAHI JHI
BOHa MekJja 0 X110 uM muia KaBy Ha KyxH1 yuTarouu 1mock. Bona morna 6 3abpatu 3
co000 Ti1 YallKu Py4HOi poOOTH, IO BOHM Kymwik B Ypyrsai. Ti gamku godpe 6
nacyBaJIM 10 i1 HOBO1 KyXHi, MOpsI Ta XOJIOAHOI oroau. BiH 0lHO3HAYHO HE CyMyBaB
Ou 3a n¥MH YyamkaMmy. BiH Maiie HIKOJIM HE 3BepTaB yBaru Ha pedi y OyIHHKY, OKpIM
JeAKUX IJ1aTiBoK. MOXKIIMBO BOHA 3a0paja 0 13 co00r0 1 JeKUIbKa TUIaTIBOK, CKaXKIMO
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ka30BUX. BiH Ou He cyMyBaB 3a JPKa30BUMU IUIATIBKaMU. AJle...Ha YOMY BOHa 0 ix
ctaBwia? Bouu manu nuiie oguH rpamodoH. TeneBizop — Tak, BOHa Moriia 0 3a0paru
MaJICHbKHM, TOW, IO CTOITh y iX crajbHI. AJie SKUH CEHC MaTH TEJEBi30p B TaKOMY
Mmicri?

BiH 3HOBY TepeKTIOuMB KaHAI, sIKpa3 TOMI, IK BOHU MaJii IMOKa3aTH JACPEB’ STHHUM
mipc y ToMy MicTeuky. Bona XoTina 3amporecTyBaru, ajieé YCBIIOMHJIA, IO HE Mae
JOCTaTHHO CHJI JJis 1boro. HaromicTh, BOHA Modajia peTeabHO BUBYATH KYXHIO,
OLIHIOKOY1 KOXKEH KOIip akBapelbHUX (apd Ha CTIHAX, KOXKHY IMOJIULIIO, KOPOOKYy 3
NPSHOIIAMM, POCIMHH, TOPIIMKH. 1if TomoGamucs Mifgmi ropmmku. IloTiM BoHa
3ajymanacs sk OM BUIIA[aia KyxHs, sKOM BOHa Bce 3a0pasia: CaMOTHI I[BAXU Ha
CTIHAX 3 MPAMOKYTHUMHU CIIiJaMy TUITY, BUIBLIA GapOa o (hopmi pedei, siki KOJIUCh
Oynu Ha IbOMY MICIIi 1 TIepeCcTaBlIeHI Ha MOJUIX pedi. BiH Ou momep. Ase & HIXTO
HE MOMUpAE 3 1I1€i MPUYMHU — BOHA crpoOyBaiia nepekoHaru cede. [Ipore BoHa 1Ie
OinblIe 3acyMyBaja. BiH 3HOBY NepekiItouMB KaHall 1 3ynmUHUBCSA Ha QyrOoni. Bona
3aranuia MUrapky.

«oct genpecyem?»

Bona He Bianosiia.

«Toni meH1 kpaie He TOBOPUTH 10 Tebe, — BUpimuB BiH — Konu Tu Taka — 10
Tebe Kpaile He TOBOPUTH.

«Homy?».

«Io yomy?».

«YHoMy Kkpaille 10 MEHE HE TOBOPHUTHU?», — HaMoJsIrajga BoHa. BiH He BiJlMOBIB.
Bona maiixe Onarana:

«51 xouy 3HATH YOMY II€ KpaIIEe).

«Tomy, 1110 TO/1 TH TOBOPHIII pedi, IKi MEHE 00PaKAOTHY.

«bimonamnuity, — moaymana BoHa. Bin Hamskanuid. Ilpunaiimui, ne Oyna
HAWIMpima pid, Ky BOHHM CKa3aJdW OHE OJHOMY BIIPOJIOBX JOBroro 4acy. Bona
BCTaJIa 3ITXHYBIIH, IOMUJIA YAIIKH 1 TOCTaBUJIA iX HA PYIIHMK, 1100 T1 cOXHyIU. Toxl
BOHA BIAKpuUJia mady 1 HoJUBUIACA YU € OOPOIIHO.

«Xouerr, o0 s 3poOuiia TMMOHHI TiCTeUKa?»

«HynoBo», — BIJIMOBIB BiH YCMIXalOYHCh.

25



ARS TRANSLATORICA

Mapia Kpasyosa, Jlveis, Yxpaina
email.: mariia.konovalova@gmail.com

Joanna Leyland
TO SIT IN THE SUN

Don't ask me, dearie. | wouldn't know about that. As I said, I'm just a neighbour
of theirs - that's right, that little white house there on the corner, the one with the fig
tree next to it. And yes, I saw it all. Not that I was watching - I believe in keeping
myself to myself - but a body couldn't help noticing. First all the coming and going
with him being ill, then the weeping and wailing when he died - of course I went to
pay my respects, that's only right - and I saw them carry the poor lamb from the
village, lay him out proper and wall up the tomb. I did feel sorry for the two girls, 1
must say.

What? Yes, that's right, dearie. Four days later it was - just as things were getting
back to normal. Some sort of preacher. The girls must have sent for him - with never
a word to anyone - and up he walked, bold as anything, with a bunch of followers
too. You can imagine the talk. And then to go on up to the tomb, with near enough the
whole village hard on their heels. No, I didn't go - not decent, I thought, stirring
people up, giving them false hopes, but I was wrong, wasn't I? The preacher did it -
got them to open the tomb and called out, so they say, and that was that. Back they all
came, the two girls crying and hugging their brother, half the crowd jabbering with
excitement and the other half - you know, looking sideways and not really sure. |
wasn't sure myself, come to that.

Afterwards? Well, when the preacher left and all the fuss had died down, I asked
his sisters if they needed any help to keep an eye on him. They couldn't thank me
enough. First it was just for a few hours, then they started bringing him over in the
morning and taking him home at night, then they asked me if I could .... you know,
have him permanent. Like I said, I'm a widow, and they ... well, dearie, let's just say
I'm not too proud to accept a little something for having him.

Mind? Bless you, no, of course I don't mind. Well, you can see for yourself,
dearie. He just sits there mostly. I talk to him, of course - well, a body needs some
company - but if [ don't ..... No, he's no trouble at all. He just likes to sit in the sun.

J:xoanna Jleiaena
CHUJITHU HA COHIII
He nuraiite MeHe, qoporeHbka. 3BiIKM MEHI 3HaTU Mpo 1e. Ak s 1 kazana, s

JMIIe IXHA CyCiJIKa — caMe TakK, TOM MaJieHbKU Oumuii OyIHHOK Ha po3i, KOJIO SKOTO
pocte ¢irose aepero. I Tak, s Bce e 6auwmna. He Te, mo0 s crocrepiraia — s BOMitO
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OyTH HAOIMHII — MPOTE sI HE MOIJIa IbOro He MoMITUTH. CroyaTKy yci Il JIFOIH, 110
NPUXOJWIN Ta WIUIM KOJIM BIH XBOPIB, MOTIM PUJIATH 1 TOJOCUIH, KOJIM BIH IOMEp —
3BICHO s MPWMIIIA BiAJATH IIaHY, K 1 HaJCXKUTh — 1 i Oadmia, K BOHU HECIH
01I0JaIlIHOTO 3 CEeNuIa, MOKJIAIW HOro SK TOJUTHCA 1 3aKpwid ckien. Mymry
BU3HATH, MEHI 1 cripaBi OyJo0 MIKoAa IIUX JBOX JiBYar.

[IMo? Taxk, mpaBmwiIbHO, JOpOTeHbKA. Lle crasocs 4oTwpu aHI TIOTOMY — SIKpa3
KOJIM BCE IOYaJi0 CTaBaTH Ha CBOI Micusl. Skuiick nponoBiaHuK. HamesBHo 11e aiB4yara
JOro MOKJIMKAJIM — HE CKa3aBIlIM HIKOMY aHl CJI0OBa — 1 OCh BIH MPUHIIOB, JTUCUH, SIK
KOJIIHO, TEX MpHUHICHIN OykeT KBITiB. Mo)keTe ysBUTH cOO1 1ied morosioc. A moTiM
MIIAIIOB JI0 CKJEMy 1 Maike yce cenmiie 3i0panocs 3a HuM. Hi, 1 He mima —
HEMPUCTOMHO — Moaymana s — Nig0aabOpIOBaTH JIIOIEH, MOJaBaTH iM MapHi Hajii,
poTe sl moMwsiacs, ud He Tak? [IpomoBimHHUK 3pOOWB 1€ — HaKa3aB iM BIIKPHUTH
CKJIEN 1 TOJIOCHO OKJIMKHYB, TaK BOHU KaXyTh, 1 Ha 1IbOMY Oynio Bce. | Ha3zan BoHU
BIJICTYNWJIM, JIBl AIBYMHM IUIaKalIM Ta o0OiiiManu cBOro Opara, YyaCTUHA HATOBILY
MPUTOIOMIILTNBO OyOOH1Ta, a 1HIIa YaCTHHA — HY, 3HA€TE, IUBWIACS 1O CTOPOHAM 3
MIeBHOO HEeZIOBIpoto. S 1 cama He Oyia nmepeKkoHaHa, SIKIo Ha Te MIILIO.

Onmicns? Hy, Kony NponoBiJHUK MIIIOB 1 raMip CTUX, sl 3aluMTaja Horo cecrep,
Y1 MOTPeOyIOTh BOHU JIONIOMOTH Yy JAOIIsIAL 32 HUM. BoHu Oynu 6e3MeXHO BISYHI.
Crouarky 1€ 3aiiMano JuIie AEKiIbKa rofuH, MOTIM BOHHM MOYalId MPUBOAUTH HOTO
3paHKy 1 3a0UpaTu J0/IOMYy BBEYEPi, a MOTIM BOHU 3aMMUTaIN Y4 HE Moryia O 4 ... HY,
3HA€TE, 3AMIITUTH HOTo Ha3aBKIu. SIK 5 1 Ka3ana, s BIOBa, a BOHM ... HY, JOPOTEHbKA,
MIPOCTO CKAXKIMO 51 aOCOTIOTHO HE MUIIAIOCS TUM, 110 MPUITMAI0 HEBEJIUYKY MOJSKY 32
Te, 10 CUDKY 3 HUM.

Yu s mpotu? 3apaam bora, Hi, 3BicHO s He mpoTu. Hy, cami mepexoHaiitecs,
Jnoporenbka. BiH mepeBaxHO MPOCTO CUAMWTH TYT, 3BICHO 5 10 HHOIO TOBOPIO — HY,
KOKHOMY MOTpiOHE TOBAapUCTBO — aje SKIIO s I[boro He podmto ... Hi, Big HBOrO
YKOJTHOTO KJIOTOTY. BiH MPOCTO MIOOUTH CUAITH HA COHIII.
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Bikxmop Mapau, Piene, Yxpaina
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Thomas Moor
THOSE EVENING BELLS

Those evening bells! those evening bells!
How many a tale their music tells

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time
When last I heard their soothing chime!

Those joyus hours are pass'd away
And many a heart, that then was gay,
Within the tomb now darkly dwells
And hears no more those evening bells!

And so 'twill be when I am gone,

That tuneful peal will still ring on,

While other bards shall walk this dells,
And sing you praise, sweet evening bells.

Tomac Myp
BEYIPHIN A3BIH

Beuipniit a3811! BeuipHiii a3BiH!
O, sax OEHTEXUTD AyIIy BiH!

SI miM 3razas 1 FOHI JHI,

Sk BiH KOJHCBH JIyHAB MEHI.

Jlita mpomMYanuce MO0/,

M xT0 Tak pasiB, KOXaB TOM1,—
CKinbKOX BXKE B35IB MOTMJIBHUM TIIIH,
M ue 9yTH iM BeUipHii A3BiH.
[limy 3a HUMU BCII 1 41,

Ta B1uHA 111 MeJTOIIS.

Boke iH111 iAyTH MEHI B3aMiH
OcmniByBaru BeuipHii A3BiH.
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Thomas Hardy
THE DARKLING THRUSH

I leant upon a coppice gate,

When Frost was spectre-gray,

And Winter's dregs made desolate
The weakening eye of day.

The tangled vine-stems scored the sky
Like strings of broken lyres,

And all mankind that haunted nigh
Had sought their household fires.

The land's sharp features seemed to me
The Century's corpse outleant,

Its crypt the cloudy canopy,

The wind its death-lament.

The ancient pulse of germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,

And every spirit upon earth

Seemed fervorless as I.

At once a voice arose among

The bleak twigs overhead,

In a full-throated evensong

Of joy illimited.

An ancient thrush, frail, gaunt and small,

With blast-beruffled plume,

Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carolings

Of such ecstatic sound

Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,

That I could think there trembled through

His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew,
And I was unaware.

Tomac Xapni
BIIIU TPO3]I

JlepeBa iH1il NPUTPYCUB,
Ile OpiB 51 OAMHOKO.

3uMOBMI1 BeUip yKe 3racuB
ITHs1 cnaboCHITbHE OKO.

CnnieTiHHA BIT yropi, iX Max,
MosB cTtpyHu apd po30UTHX.

Xo0BaBcH JIKOJI YBECH Y XaTax,
Tennom neyen 3irpiTux.

BiitHyJso 3 cymioro BCboro
CrouniTTs TpyMy TIIIHHSIM,

e xmap mwaTpom — OyB CKJIET HOT0,
A BITEP — FOJIOCIHHSIM.

Y noroui peBHLOMY OyTTS
Bce cturino 1 Him1I1O,

A fie 11e 1 XKeBpiJIo XKUTTS —
Te, K 1 51, TUIIT CKHLJIO.

Ta panTom ronoc npo3Byyan
Kpi3b Mty 1 BiTTS O€X:

Ile Beuip micHErO cTpiyaB
Y papocTi 6e3 Mex

Crapuii, 061137111, KBOJIMU JPO3JT —
Hesaruimxo i itiomy —

Ta cnaB gy cBoei OpoCcTh
Y BIYHICTb 1 MITHMY.

Xaii 30BCiM He 0YJIO MijICTaB
JI71s1 TIMHIB: CyMHO ¥ roJ1o,

I Xxonmop Bce 3emMHe CKyBaB,
Kymu He risiHp HaBKOJIO.

[IlacnuBo Tak Lei ciiB JyHAaB
I ceputo cTisIbKM BUjaB

bnarux Hajiii, 10 BIH y3Ke 3HaB,
A s 1111e — He BijiaB.
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Robert Burns

TO A MOUSE
On Turning up in Her Nest with the Plough, November, 1785

Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie,
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awasae hasty,

Wi' bickering brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee
Wi' murd'ringpattle!

I'm truly sorry man's dominion,

Has broken nature's social union,

An' justifies that ill opinion,

What makes thee startle

At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An' fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimenicker in a thrave

'S a sma' request;

I'll get a blessinwi' the lave,

An' never miss't!

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!

It's silly wa's the win's are strewin!
An' naething, now, to big a new ane,
O' foggage green!

An' bleak December's winds ensuin,
Baithsnell an' keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,
An' weary winter comin fast,

An' cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thou thought to dwell -

Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Out thro' thy cell.
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That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble,
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble!
Now thou'sturn'd out, for a' thy trouble,
But house or hald,

Tothole the winter's sleety dribble,

An' cranreuchcauld!

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain;

The best-laid schemes o' mice an' men
Gang aft agley,

An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,
For promis'd joy!

Still thou art blest, compar'dwi' me;
The present only toucheth thee:
But och! I backward cast my e'e,
On prospects dreaer!

An' forward, tho' I canna see,

I guess an' fear!

PoOept bepuc
0 MU,
suUBepHysuiU nayeom ii Kyono 6 iucmonadi 1785 poxy

MarneHbKui 3JIsIKaHUH 3BI1PKY,
Jlapma nmaHiuHy 1 OpyaKy

Tu cipUTHICTH BUSBHB TaKY:
ToO1 Boriu

MoeMy He JIeTITh KPEOKy —
Jlnisa oyra Bin!

Sk xaib, 10 3-3a JIFOACHKUX POBUH
[Tpuponi st Bxxe OLIBIIT HE CHH,

I oMy n1oka3s e ouH —

VYBech TBIM CTpax;

S x npyr 1061 1 10 CUBHH,

bo xne nac npax!

Tu kpagem y Mmene aaneoi:
o x, Tpeba >xutH 1 TOO1!
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Ta O6paB TH 3015KXKs HE TOPOH,
A JKMEHBKY JIUII:

He cras Ou, B3sBIIM T€ COOI,
A Gararim!

TBOE KUTIIO 51 PO3OPHUB:

YV HiM 3aBUBaHHsI BXX€ BITPIB
1 HeMae JtiTa, 1106 3yMiB
Hoge 3HaliTu,

Jle B rpyIHEBUX XOJIOIB
XoBaBcs 0 TH.

[71s1HB, CIOPOXKH1II TTOJIE ¥ JIyT
3UMH KAYTH 1 pO3TYIy XYT -

A TYT, HE B1/Ial0YH TYT,

Tu 6 MaB Mokiii.

Ta Bpa3 — o xax! — pylHy€ TIyT
[Tputynoxk TBii!

KyGenbl1ie 3 1McTd 1 cTepHi —
ITimm Ha 1€ Bel jiTa aHi;
Hewma nomiBku Bxke — i1 cTpariHi
Hesrogu xnyTs,

Sx mH1 XOJIOMHI 1 XMYypHI

3UMU NPUKTYTh.

Hanii nami, npyxe mii,
Po3BisiB momni OypeBiid,

Maui yKUHKH Miil 1 TB1i
Ha BTix nany,

3acisB macTsIM HUBY Mpii —
A rope xHy!

3 Hac BOX IIACJIMBIIINM TH CTaB,
bo B chorosieHH1 mocTpaxaasn,

A x 1 MuHYIEe O 3HOB 3rajaB, —
Tam Tiapku mpax!

I B 3aBTpa TIsIHYTH 0 JKa/1aB —

Ta 3acTuth xax!
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John Milton
TO NIGHTINGALE

O Nightingale, that on yon bloomy Spray
Warbl'st at eeve, when all the Woods are still,
Thou with fresh hope the Lovers heart dost fill,
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May,
Thy liquid notes that close the eye of Day,
First heard before the shallow Cuccoo's bill
Portend success in love; O if Jove's will

Have linkt that amorous power to thy soft lay,
Now timely sing, ere the rude Bird of Hate
Foretell my hopeles doom in som Grove ny:
As thou from yeer to yeer hast sung too late
For my relief; yet hadst no reason why,
Whether the Muse, or Love call thee his mate,
Both them I serve, and of their train am 1.

Bikxmop Mapau, Piene, Yxpaina
email: marachv@ukr.net

Jzxon MijIbTOH

A0 COJIOB’A

O conoB’1o, TBIH CHIB y T'al0 13BEHUTH

VY TpaBHEBUI Bevip 1 HAC yCiX dapye!
Haniro BiH 3aKk0XaHHM Japye —

BecHu 61axeHCTBO, 10 Y HIM OpUHHUTb,
CrJIenuTh JTHIO 091 OCSIIHI BEUTH

Jlo Toro, siK 303yJ1sl TPOBIIILYE

JIro60B1 30uTKH. Xaii e B HIM HypTYy€

I mpuctpacTs, 1 kara, oo 3arTymnuTh
KpukiauBy nepecMIIIHMITIO Y JTy3i,

Bin my3yBaHb 4diX 3HOB 3aTyXKy.

Tu 3 poky B pik A0aB, 1100 He OyB 5 B Ty3l1,
1 naBaB po3pay, X0u yKe i He CKaxy,
binbi cninbHuKOM JIr060B1 OyB U My3u —
S x iIM 000M OTHAKOBO CITYKY.
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Robert Burns
POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose,
Wi' saut tears tricklin down your nose;
Our Bardie's fate is at a close,

Past a' remead!

The last, sad cape-stane of his woes;
Poor Mailie's dead!

It's no the loss of warl's gear,

That could sae bitter draw the tear,
Or mak our Bardie, dowie, wear
The mourning weed:

He's lost a friend an' neebor dear
In Mailie dead.

Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him;

A lang half-mile she could descry him;
W1' kindly bleat, when she did spy him,
She ran wi' speed:

A friend mairfaithfu' ne'er cam nigh him,
Than Mailie dead.

I wot she was a sheep o' sense,

An' could behave herselwi' mense:
I'll say 't, she never brak a fence,
Thro' thievish greed.

Our Bardie, lanely, keeps the spence
Sin' Mailie's dead.

Or, if he wanders up the howe,

Her livin image in her yowe

Comes bleatin till him, owre the knowe,
For bits o' bread;

An' down the briny pearls rowe

For Mailie dead.

She was nae get o' moorlan tips,
Wi' twatedket, an' hairy hips;
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For her forbears were brought in ships,
Frae 'yont the Tweed:

A bonier fleesh ne'er cross'd the clips
Than Mailie dead.

Wae worth the man wha first did shape
That vile, wanchancie thing — a rape!
It maksguid fellows girn an' gape,

W1' chokin dread;

An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape

For Mailie dead.

O a' ye bards on bonieDoon!

An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune!
Come, join the melancholious croon
O' Robin's reed!

His heart will never get aboon!

His Mailie's dead.

PoGepT bepnc

EJIETTSI HA CMEPTD BIJIOJIAIITHOI OBEUKH MEM.T

VY Bipmax Tyxy, CyMy1o B IIpo3i,
3 ouel y MEHE JUTKOThCS CIIbO3U —
AX, 10T CTIOBHWJIUCS TTOTPO3H,
Biguait npotima,

VY cxop6oTi ceple i B 3HEMO3I:
Ve Melin nema!

He craB 6u # Bix ckapOy BTparu
Tax 0e3yTILIHO 5 pUsIATH;

Ta 3mycwuia criBIs CTpaKaaTH
Ileyasns HiMa,

Sy moOUB Tak CIOTIISIIATH,
Ve Melin nema!

[I{o 3 HEero BIOCBITA CTpIYABCS

U 10 cMepKy Bike HE PO3ITydaBcs;
[Io 6irna, sk 1ech BiATydaBcs,
Hagctpiu cama;

[Ilo B HET BIpPHOCTI HAaBYABCS —
Ve Melin nema!

byna Ttsamyia Big npupoau
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1 HiKOJIM He UMHHIIA LIKOJIH,
3a0paBLIUCh y YyKi TOPOIH, -
I'pixiB xe ThMa

VY 1HImUX 3 IXHBOT MOPOJIU —

VYxxe Meiin nemal!

[TouyBIIM MEKaHHS SITHATH,
Crimry, 1106 x116a oMy JaTu:
Take > BOHO, SIK HOTO MaTH;

To x oO6HIMa

Pyka #ioro, mo6 cymyBaru:

Vxxe Meiin nemal

Bona Oyrna He 3 MicIIeBUX,
3aBe3eHa 3 oTap JBIPILIEBUX,

Bo TyT oBenb Takux B3ipIeBUX
[llykarn napma;

B341h BOBHY — BapTa OpsiK NapyeBHX:
Vxxe Meiin nemal

Xai ToM MOBIK HE 3Ha CIIOUUHY,
XTO BUJIyMAaB METIIO — IPUYUHY
biau, mo # HaMm HEce KOHYUHY,
Sk BBepx 3xiiima...

JInro cnbo3u Ha i1 OBUMHY:

VYxxe Meiin nemal

o mene x, 6apau Eiipy it [lyna!
Xait cMyTOK Mild 03By4YaTh CTPYHH;
JKuBe xaii B miCHI BIYHO IOHA
Bomna, Bcima

OcrmiBaHa 3a TOHKICTb pyHa:

VYxxe Meiin nemal
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John Keats

ON THE GRASSHOPPER AND CRICKET

The poetry of earth is never dead:

When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper’s - he takes the lead

In summer luxury,- he has never done

With his delights; for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The Grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.

Jxon Kire
KOHUK I IIBIPKYH

IToe3is 3emiti TTOBIK HE 3TUHE. ..

Sk B CIIeKy y Taro NTAIIKd MOBYATh,

Han iyrom, e cKOCHIIM CIHOXATh,

Bix >KMBOIUIOTIB A3BIHKO T'OJIOC JIMHE:

[{e KOHWK — B)KE€ HE JIMIIAPCTBO NTAIIINHE,
OnauH BiH CIIABUTH JIITHIO 01aroars.

Hi 3 unm #ioro 61a)xeHCTBa HE 3PIBHSTH,
BToMuBIINCE, THIIT HA MUTH B TiHI CIIOYHHE.
He 3aBmupa moe3ist 3emuti:

VY camoTHIi# Bedip, K BASTHE 3UMa

Bce y MoBUaHHSI, MCHEIO 03BETHCS
L[BipKyH 3-3a meyi, HI>KaYKCh B TEILIII.
Tomy 3k, XTO JIITOM JKHB ¥ yKe JIpiMa, —
[le koHUK B J1y31 cepel] TpaB 3/1a€ThCs.
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William Wordsworth
DAFFODILS

I WANDER'D lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,

They stretch'd in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
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Biabsim Bopacsopt
HAPIUCH

CamoTHiii OpiB, MOB XMapka B HeOI,
1o niuHe B najney romyoy,

Sk Bpa3 mobaunB 0014 cede
Hapuucis 3010T1x 10p0y:

bins Bonum, e BiTeperp,

3-moria iepeB 31MMIIUCS B TaHEITb.
CyuinpHUM TaCMOM, Haue 30pi,
[{o y Yymanpkui [Isax 3nummcs,
I, ssx cam Geper, Heo30D1,

BoHu B310BX 03€pa TANIUCH;
CruniTaB ToJIBKH Y BIHOK

Ix THcsuamu neit TaHOK.

I xBHTi B TAHII TEX, Ta IXHIN
3aTbMapuB KBiTiB JKBaBUH TYPT.
[Toere, cMyTOK TBiH TYT JIUIIIHIMN,
[TinTpumaii ix Becenuii cnypr!

S1 nutn TUBUBCH, T1I€ 3HATH HE MIT:
Ie - ckapO Miii, OCh BIH — OIS HIT.
bo BapTo 0yl Il 3IMKHYTh

VY 3amymi, sIK BUIIIHHS Ti

B nymy cnoMuHOM CAMHYTH

VY moili 61akeHH1# caMOTI,

I ceprie B pagocTi 6e3 Mex

3 HapIUCcaMU TaHIIIOE TEX.
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William Wordsworth
THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?--
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,

And o'er the sickle bending;--

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as [ mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.
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Biabsim Bopacsopt

CAMOTHA KHALIA

Ha Hei mistHb, oHy B 110,
CaMOTHIO JIIBYMHY OTY,

1o xHe, criBalOYH Ha BOI,

U criuauck, 3a6yIb IPO CYETY.
3pi3a il KJ1aae My4euKH JKUTaA,

1 nynae micHs cyMOBHTA.
[Ipucnyxaiicst — mpocCTip HUB 1 JIYK
Vke nepenoBHIOE el 3ByK!

Yu mir 6u ¥ cosoB’THUI criB
MunimvM Oyab MaHApPIBHUKY,

Sk TiHB 0a3u BpEIITI 3piB

Cepen Apasii micky?

I 303y11 rosocom 1anu

Yu O Tak 03By4MB I1aJI BECHH,
[roun BIIJTYHHS B Jajib MOPIB
JoBkin ['eOpuaCbKUX OCTPOBIB?

I xTo 6 ckazas, mpo 110 1IeH criB?
VY HIM, MOX€e, CMYTKOM JINHE BBUCH
[lewyanbHM CIIOMUH TaBHIX JHIB
[Tpo 6utBH, 1110 OyaM KOIKUCH?

Yu, Mmoxe, 11eii MOTUB BBIOpaB
KypOy 1 »xaii HeJaBHIX cpas?
Cywm, crioMuH, BTpartu, O11b, TI000B
VYce, mo Oyino i Oyab MOXKe 3HOB.
31a710Ch, UM 3ByKaM y TOJ1 TICHO,
M 1mo 6e3 Kinms OpUHITH 1M;

I 3piB, ik BOHa y mpalii i MicHI
Cxunsnacs Haji CEpPIIOM CBOIM.

A cmyxaB, CIIBOM THM IIpOMMaBCS
Y xonu na rop0 Bxke migiiMaBcs.
M Tiix MY3HIIi, 0 HIC MiHl CITyX,
Voxe OLble HE TOPKHYTHUCS BYX.
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William Blake
SOFT SNOW

I walkedabroadin a snowyday:

I ask'dthesoftsnowwithmetoplay:
Sheplayed&shemeltedinallherprime,
And the winter call’d it a dreadful crime.

Biabam Bbuaeilik
CHIT

Pa3 sixoch y J1y31 IyJisiB sl 3MMOIO,
I cHir g npocus, 00 NOrpascs 31 MHOKO.
Bin rpaBcs i po3TaHyB — HOTO BXke HEMA,
I 3m10uMHOM BCe 11e Ha3Baja 3uMa.


mailto:marachv@ukr.net
mailto:marachv@ukr.net

ARS TRANSLATORICA

Bikxmop Mapau, Piene, Yxpaina
email: marachv@ukr.net

William Shakespeare

SONNET 91

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,
Some in their wealth, some in their bodies' force,
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:

But these particulars are not my measure;

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments' cost,
Of more delight than hawks or horses be;

And having thee, of all men's pride I boast:

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away and me most wretched make.

Binbsam Hlexcnip
COHET 91

XTO XBaJUTHCS MOXOMKEHHSIM, XTO BMIHHSIM,
XTO CHJIOIO, XTO 3 IOrpeda BUHOM,
XTO OASTOM, XTO JJOPOTUM KaMiHHSIM,
XTO COKOJIOM, XOpPTaMH, CKaKyHOM.

3 HUX KOKE€H Mae€ M 1HIII1 BIIOJOOAHHS,
AJne 3HaXOAUTh PAIICTh y YIMCh OJHIM.
MeHi x ogHe AicTalIocs Haa0aHHS,

Ta 1HII1 BC1 BMICTHIIMCS Y HIM.

TBost 11000B 32 POAOBII 3HATHIIIA,

3a ckap0 jgopokua, Kpaia 3a BOpaHHS,
3a MMOJIFOBaHHS 3 COKOJIOM MMIIIIIIA,
BenbMokHiIIa 3a TUTYNIN 1 3BaHHS.

Tu moxeln Bce 3a0paTh, YUM BOJIOJIIO.
O, sk Toa1 oxpaszy kK A 301aH10!
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William Blake
THE TYGER

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? and what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

+0
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Biabam Bbuaelik
TUT'P

Turpe! Turpe! Tu yHiu

Csiem 3 HETp1B HaBC1014.
JI0CKOHAJIOCTI BiHEIIb,

XT10 O6e3cMepTHHI TBiil TBOpELb?
biuck 3 muOuH nei uu 3 Hebdec,
[ITo B ouax TBOiX BOCKpec?

3 KpWJI YHuiX, 3 YMiX JOJIOHb

VY Tebe BIuBCS 11€1 BOTOHB?

XT0 3BE€CTUCH TOO1 3BEIIB

I cepus >xunu Tyro crutip?

I Ha cTHCK TPI3HUX YHUIX PYK
BinizBaBcs ioro ctyk?
["apTyBaBCh y SIKIM TOpHI

Mo30k TBiH, y SKiM BOTHi?
Mosnort uuii iloro KyBaB?

XTO MOro, MOB JIKT'YT, 3BUBAaB?
VaKe sIK BITaiiv 3ip CITUCH,

1 c7i3 iX TH HAIHUBCS 3 POCH,—
Xou BcmixHyBes Bin? I Toi ue 3piB,
o konuch SArusa ctBopuUB?
Turpe! Turpe! Tu y Hiu

Csew 3 HETp1B HaBC1014.

Cunu Tpi3HOI B3ipelrs,

XT10 6€3cMEepTHHI TBIH TBOpEIb?


mailto:marachv@ukr.net
mailto:marachv@ukr.net

ARS TRANSLATORICA

Onena Muxanuwun, Xowumin, Bemuam
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GERALD MCDERMOTT
COYOTE
A TRICKSTER TALE FROM THE AMERICAN SOUTHWEST
Coyote.
Blue Coyote.

He was going along, following his nose. He had a nose for trouble.

Coyote stuck his nose into Badger's hole but got bitten.

Coyote wanted to have a flaming red head like Woodpecker but his fur caught fire.
Coyote went looking for Snake but only found trouble.

Coyote was always in trouble.

Coyote came to a place where earth meets sky. He heard laughing and singing. He
went up to take a look.

Coyote saw a flock of crows.

They were chanting.

They were dancing.

Then the birds spread their wings.They flew through the air and circled the canyon.
"Oh, if only I could fly," said Coyote. "I would be the greatest coyote in all the
world!"

Coyote called to the crows.

"Let me join you," he said.

"This foolish coyote wants to be like us,"

Old Man Crow said to his flock.

"Lets have some fun with him."

Old Man Crow turned one eye toward Coyote. "You may dance with us," he said.
"Thank you! Thank you!" said Coyote. "But I want to fly, too!"

"Maybe you can," said Old Man Crow.

Old Man Crow plucked a feather from his left wing.

He told his flock to do the same. They stuck the feathers in Coyote.

Coyote winced. His nose twitched.

The crows chuckled.

"You are ready to fly." said Old Man Crow.

The birds began their slow, steady chant. They hopped

from one foot to the other. Coyote joined in the dance. Even

though he got out of step and sang out of tune, he was

very proud of himself.
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The crows spread their wings and soared into the sky. Coyote followed. His flight
was jerky. He tilted to one side. Since his feathers were only from the left wing of
each bird, he was off balance.

He fell to the ground.

"Wait! " he cried out.

"Don't leave me behind "

The birds returned and gathered round Coyote.

"We must balance him," said Old Man Crow.

Old Man Crow plucked a feather from his right wing.

Each of his flock did the same. Coyote cringed as they stuck the feathers in his fur.

The crows cackled.

"Now I'm perfect! "said Coyote. "I can fly as well as the rest of you."
Coyote had become rude and boastful.

He danced out of step.

He sang off-key

The crows were no longer having fun.

The birds again began their slow, steady chant.

Coyote hopped along, flapping his feathered legs and

singing sour notes.

The dancers spread their wings and leapt into the air.

The crows circled Coyote but didn't carry him. Instead, they took back their feathers,
one by one.

Coyote sank through the air.

He fell straight down.

Wo000000000000!" he howled.

Coyote fell so fast his tail caught fire. He fell into a pool on the mesa.

Coyote crawled out of the water.

He heard laughter and saw the crows flying away.

Coyote ran after them.

He tripped and fell, tumbling in the dirt.

Coyote went home soaked and covered with dust. To this day, he is the color of dust.
To this day, his tail has a burnt, black tip.

To this day, Coyote still follows his nose.

He has a nose for trouble. He always finds it.

Hxepanba Mak lepmort _
KOUOT
3a momusamu KazKku npo 2eposa-mpikcmepa 3 peziony nie0eHno2o0 3axo00y Amepuxu.

Kotiot. bimiakuteuil KOMOT.
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brykarouu, BiH 1I110B 3a IMOKJIMKOM CBOTO HOCA.
A HicC 1or0 MaB HIOX Ha MPUTOJIH.

Koitot yctpomuB cBoro Hoca 70 Hipku bopcyka, ane Toil yKycHuB Horo.
KoiioTy 3axoTiioCcst MaTH SICKpaBy YE€pPBOHY T'OJIOBY, SIK Y ASTIIa, HATOMICTb, HOTO
XyTPO CHaJIaxHyJIO BOTHEM.

Koiiot BifmpaBUBCS Ha MONTYKH 3Mii, ajie BTPAINUB Yy Xajemy.
Bin 3aBx ¢ 11yKaB MPUTOAH HA CBOIO TOJIOBY.

Koot mpuifiioB 10 MicIis, 1€ 3eMIIsl 3yCTpIYa€eThes 3 HeOoM. Tam JyHaB cMiX, OyJo
YyTH CIIIBH.
Bin Habnu3uBcs, 100 PO3AUMBUTHUCS, 1110 B110YBAETHCS.

KoitoT moGaunB 3rparo BOpoH. BoHM po3cmiByBaiy MiCHI 1 TAHITIOBAIH.
[ToTimM nTaxu 3MaxHyJId KpUJIaMH, 3J€TUIH B MOBITPS 1 0OJIETIIM KaHBOH HABKOJIO.

— SIx 6u MeH1 XoTu1ocs Jitatu, — nogyMaB Koiot. — 5 6yB Ou Hanepimmm KOMOTOM
y BChOMY CBIT1!

Konor ryknyB 10 BOpPOH:

— MorkHa s npueaHarocs 10 Bac?!

— [eit nypauk KoiioT xoue OyTu cX0KUM Ha Hac, — ckazaB Crapuit Bopon cBoiit
3rpai. — [lonty3ylimo 3 HBOTO.

Crapuii Bopon kunyB okom Ha Koiiora i mpoMOBUB:

— Tu MOXeI MOTaHITIOBATH 3 HAMU.

— Haxyto! O, naxyro! — BignosiB Koitot. — Aune g Takox xouy jitaru!
— MoxuBo, To01 B1actThcs, — ckazaB Ctapuii BopoH.

Bin BumumAyB mip’iHy 31 CBOTO JIIBOrO KpHJIa 1 HaKa3aB CBOIM 3rpai 3p0OHUTH TeE K
came.

Boponu BctpomutroBanu mip’s B Kotiora.

Koitor Mopmusest. Moro mic 3mpurasces.

[Traxu xXixikajiu.

— Tenep T roroBuii netitu, — ckazaB Crapuii BopoHs.

Boponu 3arsaruynu CBiii MOBITEHUN, OMHOMAHITHUH criB. BoHu nepectpulyBanm 3
ofHi€T anku Ha iHury. Koot moyaB po6utu Te s came. He3Baxaroun Ha Te, 1110 BiH
HE BIJYYBAaB aHl pUTMY, aH1 MEJIO/Ii, Ty>Ke MUIIABCSA COOOI0.
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Boponu posnpasuiu kpuna 1 3a1iHsMcs B noBiTpsi. Koilor HamaraBes ciinyBatu
iXHPOMY MpPUKIATY. Aje HOro Moyt BUMIIOB AuBakyBaTuM. [1ip’st Oyno BUCMUKHYTE
TIJIBKH 3 JIIBOTO KpWJia MTaxiB, 1 BiH HE BTPUMAaB PiBHOBATY.

Bin BnaB Ha 3eMII10.

— 3auekante! — BuryknyB Koiuor. — He 3anumaiite mene!

[ITaxu moBepHyIHCH 1 310panucs HaBkosio Koiiora.
— Ham notpi0Ho Horo 30anancyBaru, — ckazaB Ctapuit BopoH.

Bin BUCMUKHYB mip’iHY 31 CBOTO NMPABOr0O KpHIIA.

Kosxnuii ntax 31 3rpai HaciiayBaB oro npukiaa. Koot 3apurascs mopasy, K nTaxu
BCTPOMJISIITH TIO TMip THI B HOTO XyTpo. BopoHu XiXikamw.

— Tenep st rotoBuii, — ckazaB Koitot. — SI MoXy JliTaTu Tak camo, K 1 BH.

Ko#ioT moBoauBCcst HEUEMHO 1 [TOYaB 3a3HABATHUCS.

Bin He3rpaOHO TaHIIOBaB iXHIN TaHOK.

Bin ¢anbimmBo criBaB iXHIO MICHIO.

Boponawm Oinpiiie He OyJ10 Tak BECelo.

BoHu 3HOBY 3aBeiM CBOIO MOBUIbHY I OTHOMaHITHY MEJIOAIIO.

Koiiot nmiacTprlyBaB, Maxarouu JIanaMu, OOJIIIICHUMU Tip M, 1 TATHYB (ajJbIInBI
HOTH.

TaHLIOpUCTH 3MaXHYIU KPUJIAMU 1 3HSJIUCS B TOBITPSI.

Boponu otounm Koitora, ane He miaxomuin Horo.

HatoMmicTb, BOHM TTOYaI BUCMUKYBATH CBOE Mip s HA3a/1, OJIHE 32 OJTHUM.
Koiiot mouas magaru.

Bin monetiB yams.

—B-y-y-y-y-y-y-y-y! — 3aBuBaB BiH.

3Bip majaB TaK MIBUJIKO, 10 HOTO XBICT 3aHHSBCH.

Bin ymaB B 03epiie Ha MIacKiid BEpUIUHI TOPH.

Koitor Bui3 3 Bou.

Bin no4yB cMmix 1 m006a4uB, IK BOPOHH BIJIITAIOTh T€Th.

KoitoT mouaB 6irtu 3a HUMHU.

Bin nepeuenuBcs 1 BnaB, MOKOTUBIIUCH Y OPYII.

KoitoT moOpiB m1010My BBECh TPOMOKJIINH 1 OpyaHuid. J[o 1iux mip BiH Ma€ KOJip
Opyny. Jlo 1ux mip #oro XBiCT Ma€ YOpHUM, HIOM OOIaICHHH, KIHUHK.

o nux mip Koot ciigye 3a CBOIM HOCOM.

A Hic HOTO Ma€ HIOX Ha IPUTOIU. TOX BiH 3aBXK]IA 3HAXOJIUTH 1X.

)



ARS TRANSLATORICA

Herman Melville
ART

In placid hours well-pleased we dream
Of many a brave unbodied scheme.
But form to lend, pulsed life create,

What unlike things must meet and mate:

A flame to melt—a wind to freeze;

Sad patience—joyous energies;
Humility—yet pride and scorn;

Instinct and study; love and hate;
Audacity—reverence. These must mate,
And fuse with Jacob’s mystic heart,

To wrestle with the angel—Art.

Hamania Moposiok, Pisne, Ykpaina

email: morozyuk2015@mail.ua

I'epman Measin

MUCTELNTBO

VY MpiiinKBi TOIUHU € MOpE 11eH,

Ta Bce * Take yacto OyBae -

Inei oOmexxye Mope Jronei,

I cyTHicTh OyTTS OOpamiIse.

I B cBiTIIOMY pO3yMi 3 IBUTHCSI BCE:

I nukwii 3Bip, 1 Ka3KOBa TBapUHA.
[ToenHaeTbed Bee, 10 HE 3’ €/IHAHE 1IE, -
A cTaeThCs Take MOXBUIIUHHU.

Bornto nonym’s manene

Ta BITpY XOJIONHUIA TOPUB;
CMHpEHHICTB, III0 TOPAICTh TPUMAE,
[Ipo sxy pabd 3aBx a1 TOBOPUB.
[HCTHMHKTH ¥ 3aKOHU, cUMTIATIs U Bijpasa,

Haxabc¢TBO ¥ 61aropoAHICTh - YK€ 3HaH1 BOPOTH.
Ta six Ou He 3apUTaacs 3eMJis Bl BOEH PI3HUX,
€ Micie sl MPEeKPacHOTO - MUCTEITBA Y CEPIIIX.
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William Butler Yeats

Ilasno Mocxkanenko, bpancvk, Ykpaina

email: dreamlord39@gmail.com

HE WISHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN

Had I the heaven's embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the dim of the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half-light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I being poor have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly, because you tread on my dreams.

Biabsam batuep €iite

AKIIO b I MAB HEBECHY
CKATEPTUHY

Sxkiio 6 s MaB HEOECHY CKaTepTUHY,
Ska po3mmura cpiOHUMU HUTKAMH,
SAxmo 6 nepkaB y pykax Taky TKaHUHY,
IO CsI€ JUBOBUKHUMU 31pKaMH,

41 6 po3sicnas ii 40 HIT TBOiX!

AJte OITHSK 51, Maro JIUIIE MPIi. ..

To61 iy HOTU MPOCTUIIAKD TX.

Jlerkoro X000 MOi TH TOIMYEN Mpii,
TBOi cTalOTh CHJIBHINIMMH 32 HUX.
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Greta Persson
ESC and ENTER

The screen turned blue again. Mai shook her head. It was the sixth time now and
she really was tired.

'"You suck!' she hissed and reached down for the reset button. With a silent sigh
she stood up and walked over to the gnarled bookshelf. She grabbed Kommander
Kolerik's Strange Dreams of a Silver Turtle in the Gamma Waves and returned to her
desk.

Her machine was up again, snorting like an old hag and wheezing like the
Gamma Train. Kommander Kolerik once travelled with through the cold of
Antarctica.

'Pass-word-pleazz--', the computer coughed.

'Dunno', Mai replied and opened the book.
'Co-rrect!'the machine clattered.

Mai thumbed through the first pages, while the OS flickered on the screen. A
drawing somewhere near the middle of the book attracted her attention. Mai had read
the book many times since her mom gave it to her as a present for her seventh
birthday. This drawing showed Adeena - Kolerik's fair and almond-eyed android -
while she was deconstructed by the evil bot Croolio during their confinement on
Gravel Planet. But something Mai never noticed was the similarity of Adeena's face
and her own, smiling from the wallpaper on her screen.

Mai took a closer look and slapped her computer when the screen started to
flicker seriously again.

'No bluescreen please-', Mai whispered and browsed through a bunch of folders
she hadn't opened since ages. The folders contained mostly photos her parents had
taken of her when she was younger. She entered keywords in the file search while the
screen jittered nervously but to no success. Her parents never tagged or named
pictures they just gave them numbers which wasn't really helpful now.

A cup of coffee and two sandwiches later Mai found the picture she was
searching for. It showed her on a friend's party. The theme of the evening was Space
Travelling and Mai was costumed as an android with a fair-haired wig - like Adeena.
Of course her almond eyes she had since her birth matched with the drawing of
Adeena, too. But what really scared Mai was the fact, that she stood exactly in the
same position like the android on the picture and behind her was a poster of a
mechanical giant.
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'Screen-saver-a-head!" grumbled the computer but Mai didn't notice. She stared
on the screen as it turned to black with a flying image of her dog and closed the book
quickly. She grabbed her mobile and dialed.

'Hi Mai!' Janet's voice sounded terribly amphoric through the phone.

'Strange things happen' Mai replied instead of a salutation.

'What's up?'

'Do you remember the Space Travelling party at your house three year ago?'

'Uhm -- sure, but--'

'Listen! You took a few pictures of me and Matt, d'you remember?'

'Tdo.

'Fine-- you still got'em?'

'One of them 's hanging on my door, i think.'

'Could you send it to me? As a scan or something?'

'Sure - uhm, now?'

'Would be great--'

'And you will tell me one day why I'm doin' this, right?'

'Yeah--'

'Fine. I'll send them quickly now, have a date with my mum in an hour.
'Don't let me keep you', Mai said goodbye politely and hung up.

Fifteen minutes later Mai got mail. The computer restarted again with a
reproachful hum and switched to a bluescreen seconds after Mai opened the picture
Janet sent. But the few seconds had been enough.

Mai switched off her computer for the last time and grabbed her jacket, then she
ran down the dark staircase and crossed the street where she had parked her car. As
she turned the ignition key, the headlights lit up the asphalt in front of her.

Minutes later she reached the hill outside the city, switched off the lights and
parked the car at the side of a narrow lane. Mai hesitated but finally left the car and
walked through the nightly meadows. Dew wet grass soaked her trouser legs.

A buzzing grew. A flare immersed the surrounding treetops. Mai looked up and
saw Matt standing on the grassy bank. Behind him the outline of a flaming door
appeared.

She knew it! He was Kommander Kolerik! And she was going to be his android.

Full of expectation she approached Matt and the door to the galactic adventures
awaiting her. Matt waved vaguely and stepped through the door just before Mai
reached him.

She looked back but didn't hesitate. Turning her head again, she carefully
reached out for the flaming door remaining in mid-air and felt a prickling on her skin
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like floating energy. With a last glimpse to the nightly city she stepped forward and
vanished.

A rattling laugh sounded through Mai's apartment, as the screen immersed the
room with a dazzling white glow. Mai's body laid sprawled on the floor, her almond
eyes closed, her breath flat and slow.

'Gotcha!' the machine smirked triumphantly, 'you'll always be mine, Mai!'

I'pera Ilepccon
ESC ta ENTER

Expan 3HOBy cTaB cuHiM. Meii moxurasna rojoBoto. L{e Bxe Buiocte, i BoHa Oyia
JTy>’K€ BTOMJICHA.

— Bigcriit! — mpommmina JaiBYMHA 1 HATUCHYJIA KHOMKY Iepe3amycky. Tuxo
3ITXHYBIIIM, BOHA BCTajda, MAIMIUIA O KapakaToi MOJUIl 3 KHUTamu, oOpaja
«/IuBamit con Komanmopa Konepika mpo Cpibny Uepenaxy B ['amma-nmpomeHsix» Ta
MOBEPHYJIACS JI0 CBOTO CTOITY.

Komn yBiMKHYBcCs 3HOBY. BiH comiB, Haue crapa BibMa Ta MUXTIB, HIOM ramMmma-
notar. Komangop Komepik skoch MOJOpOXKYyBaB Ha TakoMy Kpi3b MOpO3HU
AHTapKTHKH.

— ITapons, Oyab J1ack -Ka -Ka, — Hade MPOKALUISIB KOMIT IOTEp.

— XTO3Ha, — BiMoOBiIa Meil, BIAKpUBAIOYN KHUTY.

— BipHo! — mpoTOpOXTIB «arperar.

[Toxu 3aBaHTaXyBaslacd omnepailiiiHa cucrema, Mel ropraina cTopiHku. [lech
yCepearHl KHW)KKM YyBary MIBYMHU TMPHUBEPHYB OJAMH MaltoHOK. Binroai sk Mei
oTpuMaja B TMOJApyHOK Big Mamu KHIKKY Komanmopa Konepika «/luBHui coH
Cpi6Hoi Yepenaxu B ['aMMa-mpoMeHsAX» Ha CBId CbOMUHM J€Hb HApOIKECHHs, BOHA
HEOJTHOPA30BO TiepeuuTyBasia ii. ToW MalOHOK 300pakaB AJlIHYy — aHJpoina
Konepika, CBITJIOBOJOCY MIBUMHY 3 MHUTAQIECBUIHMMH OYMMa, — B MOMEHT ii
3HMILEHHA 31uM O0otoM Kpymio mig yac ix yB’s3HeHHs Ha ruiaHeTi ['paBiid. [lo wiei
XBUJIMHH Meli HIKOIM HE IToMidajia, HaCKIJIBKM oOJMY4Yst AJIHM CXOKe Ha 11 BJIacHe,
SKe ycMixayocs i 3apa3 31 mIajiep Ha eKpaHi OJJOKyBaHHS.

BoHna npuguBuiacs 10 €KpaHy i CTYKHY/Ia KOMIT OTE€p, KOJIM TOH 3HOBY ITOYaB
CHJIBHO MUTOTITH.

— bynp nacka, TIIbKM HE CHHIN €KpaH, — MIenoTiia Mei, Mporysaaoyu IMarnkH,
Kl HE BIJKpUBajia Maiike BIYHICTh. Tam, B OCHOBHOMY, Oynu ii auTsdi ¢oTo,
3po0OseHi OaTbkamMu. BoHa BBOJMIIa KITIOYOBI CJIOBa B MEHIO MOIIYKY (ailiiB, eKpaH
HEpBOBO MEPEXTiB, TPOTe Oe3pe3y/bTaTHO. 1i GATHKM HIKOAM He Mo3Hayanu (aitnm
CJIOBaMH, BOHU TIPOCTO HyMEPYBAaJIH X, [0 aHITPOXU HE TOJETIIYBaJIO 3a/1a4y.

BunuBmm B mporeci MoOmryKy 4YamiKy KaBW Ta 3’iBIIMA JIBa CaHABIYi, JIBYMHA
3HalnuIa morpioHe 300pakeHHs. lle Oymo doro Meil Ha TemaruuHid Bedipil
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MOJIPYTH, MIPUCBAYEHIA KOCMIYHUM IOI0OpOkKaM, JIe¢ BOHa BOpaHa B KOCTIOM aHJIpoina
31 CBITJIOIO TIEPYKOIO HA TOJIOBI, TeTh K Yy Aninu. | murnanenoaioni oui Mei, mio ix
BOHA MaJia BiJl HAPOKEHHs, Oyau Tak CXOXi Ha o4l AJiHU 3 KapTUHKU. Ane Mei
CTaJ0 HACIpaBAl MOTOPOIIHO, KOJIM BOHA 3ayBakuiia, 10 Ha (POTO CTOITh y Takii
caMiid 1031, AK 1 aHAPOIJ Ha KApTHHIN, a 3a HE — TOCTep i3 300paKeHHSIM
MEXaHIYHOTO TiraHTa.

— CkpiHceliBep BMHKAa€eThcsi! —  mpoOypyaB KOMIT IOTE€p, MPOTE JIBYMHA HE
3BepHy/Ja yBaru. BoHa guBHIIacsi Ha €KpaH, aX IOKM BIH HE TMOTEMHIB Ta HE
3’BIIIOCA TU1aBaroue (poTo i 1ca, MoTIM TMIBUAKO 3aKpUiIa KHUTY, CXOMUIa TeJedoH i
HaOpasa HoMep.

— Ipusit, Meii! — ronoc [I)xaneTt syHaB, HIOM 3 HO0KOT aMpOpH.

— KoiTbcs mochk TMBHE, — BIMOBLIA JIBYNHA 3aMICTh MPUBITAHHS.

— o cramocs?

— [Nam’sTaem Bewipky «KocMmiuHi oopoxki» y Te€d6e TpU POKU TOMY?

— Emm, Tak, ane...

— Cnyxait! Tu pororpadysana mere Ta Merra, nam’sitaem?

— Ara.

— lobpe... VY tebde me € Ti hoTo?

— OpHe 3 HUX BUCUTh Y MEHE Ha JABEPSIX, 3/1a€ThCA.

— Moskemn HajicnaTu MeHi? BinckanyBaTtu aboio?

— 3BICHO... €MM, 3apa3?

— Byno 6 xpyTo.

— A TH KOJHCh pO3KaXelll, 10 YOro e Bce, 1o0pe?

— ABXEX.

— JloOpe, s mBHUIKO, 00 Yepe3 roJuHy MyITy OyTH Ha 3yCTpidl 3 MaMolo.

— He Oyay Oinblie Tebe 3aTpuMyBaTu, — BBIWIMBO MompoIianacs Mei.

Yepe3 m’ATHaAIATh XBWIMH BOHA OTpuMana momrty. He BcTuria aiBumHa
BiIKpUTH Hajiciane Jkaner ¢oTo, SK 3a JYEHI CEKYHJH KOMIT FOTEP 3HOBY
3aMHIOTIB 1 3 HEIPUEMHUM T'yJIOM YBIMKHYB CHUHIN €KpaH. AJie TUX KUIBKOX CEKyHJ
OyJIO JOCUT.

Meili BUMKHYJa KOMIT'IOT€p BOCTAaHHE, BXOMUJIA KYpPTKY, XYTKO CITyCTHJIACS
TEMHUMH CXOJaMU Ta Mepedirna BYIMIIO 10 CBoe€i MamuHU. BoHa 3aBena
aBTOMOO1JIb, 1 CBITIIO (pap BUXOIMMIIO TACMO TEMHOTO ac(habTy.

3a kUIbKa XBWIMH JiBYMHA JlicTanacs rnarop0a 3a MiCTOM, BUMKHYJIA CBITJIO Ta
npunapkKyBajia aBTo Ha y30iyui By3bkoi goporu. [loBaraBmmmchs, Meil 3pemitoro
3BKWJIACS BUWTH 3 aBTO Ta MPOUTH KPi3b TEMHUH JIYT, € POCUCTA TpaBa HAMOYHIIA
1M IITAaHWHM.

Meii modyna ryj, cuia 3ByKy HapocTana, BEPXiBKU JIEPEB HABKOJO TMOTIIMHYJIIO
cnajaxamu. J[iBuMHa TOAWBMIIACH JOTOpPH 1 mobadymia MeTTa, 10 CTOSB Ha
3apOCJIOMY TPABOIO HACHIII. 32 HUM 3’ SIBUBCS KOHTYP JABEPEH, OXOIUICHUX MOIYM SIM.

Bona Oyna nmpasa! Bin — Komannop Konepik! [ Bona — itoro anapoi.
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[ToBHa criomiBanb, Meit HabGnmxkanacs a0 MeTta Ta 70 ABeped rajakKTHYHHUX
MPUTO/, 10 YeKaJIX Ha Hei. MeTT moMaxaB PyKoOlo 3 TyMaHy Ta MEpPecTyIUB MOPIT 3a
MHTbB O TOro, IK Mel aictaiacs Horo.

JliBunHa OrIsiHYyJacsl Ha3all, IPOTE Y)KE HE Malia KOJHUX CyMHIBIB. [lepeBiBiiu
NOMJISA/l, BOHA O0EpEKHO MOTATHYJACS 10 Majaloyux ABEpeil, skl HIOW 3aBHUCIU Y
MOBITP1, Ta BIAUYJIa MOKOJIIOBAHHS Ha INKIPi BiJ €HEPreTUYHUX CTpyMiB. BoctaHHe
KHHYBIITM OKOM Ha HiYHE MICTO, BOHA 3pO0MIIa KPOK yrHepe/ 1 3HUKIIA.

VY kBapTupi Meli npoiyHaB I'ypKOTIMBHMA CMIX, 1 clillyde Oije CBITIHHS €KpaHy
3armoyioHnsI0 KiMHary. Timo Meit po3miactanocs mo miajio3i, ii MurgasenoaioHi odi
OyJu 3aIUTIONIEH], IMXaHHS yTPYIHEHE Ta YIIOBUIbHEHE.

— Ymiiimanacs! — TpiyM@anbHO YMUXHYB «arperary», — TH 3aBXKIH1 OyJell MOEIO,
Meii!
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Hamania I[lunvnesa, Pigne, Yxpaina
THE BIBLE LEGEND OF THE WISSAHIKON

It was here in these wilds of the Wissahikon, on the day of the battle, as the
noonday sun came shining through the thickly-clustered leaves, that two men met in
deadly combat. They grappled in deadly conflict near a rock that rose —like the huge
wreck of some primeval world —at least one hundred feet above the dark waters of
the Wissahikon.

That man with the dark brow and the darker gray eye flashing with deadly light,
with the muscular form clad in the blue hunting-frock of the Revolution, is a
Continental named Warner. His brother was murdered the other night at the Massacre
of Paoli. That other man, with long, black hair drooping along his cadaverous face, is
clad in the half-military costume of a Tory refugee. That is the murderer of Paoli,
named Dabney.

They had met there in the woods by accident, and now they fought, not with
sword or rifle, but with long and deadly hunting-knives that flash in the light as they
go turning, and twining, and twisting over the green sward.

At last the Tory was down. Down on the green sward with the knee of the
Continental upon his breast — that upraised knife quivering in the light—that dark-
gray eye flashing death into his face.

"Quarter — I yield!" gasped the Tory, as the knee was pressed upon his breast -

"Spare me — | yield!"

"My brother!" said the Patriot soldier, in that low, deep tone of deadly hate -

"My brother cried for ' quarter' on the night of Paoli, and even as he clung to
your knees you struck that knife into his heart! Oh, I will give you the quarter of
Paoli!"

And his hand was raised for the blow, and his teeth were clenched in deadly
hate. He paused for a moment and then pinioned the Tory's arms, and with one rapid
stride dragged him to the verge of the rock and held him quivering over the abyss.

"Mercy!" gasped the Tory, turning black and ashy by turns as that awful gulf
yawned below. "Mercy! I have a wife — a child — spare me!"

Then the Continental, with his muscular strength gathered for the effort, shook
the murderer once more over the abyss, and then hissed this bitter sneer between hid
teeth:

"My brother had a wife and two children. The morning after the night of Paoli
that wife was a widow, those children were orphans! Wouldn't you like to go and beg
your life of that widow and her children?"

This proposal, made by the Continental in the mere mockery of hate, was taken
in serious earnest by the horror-stricken Tory. He begged to be taken to the widow
and her children to have the pitiful privilege of begging his life. After a moment's
serious thought the patriot soldier consented; he bound the Tory's arms yet tighter,
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placed him on the rock again — led him up to the woods. A quiet cottage, embosomed
among trees, broke on their eyes.

They entered that cottage. There, beside the desolate hearth-stone, sat the widow
and her children. She sat there a matronly woman of thirty years, with a face faded by
care, a deep, dark eye, and long, black hair hanging in disheveled flakes about her
shoulders.

On one side was a dark-haired boy of some six years; on the other a little girl
one year younger, with light hair and blue eyes. The Bible — an old and venerable
volume — lay open on that mother's knee.

And then that pale-faced Tory flung himself upon his knees, confessed that he
had butchered her husband on the night of Paoli, but begged his life at her hands.

"Spare me for the sake of my wife — my child!"

He had expected that his pitiful moan would touch the widow's heart — but not
one relenting gleam softened her pale face.

"The Lord shall judge between us," she said in a cold, icy tone that froze the
murderer's heart. "Look! the Bible lays open upon my knee. I will close that volume,
and then this boy shall open it and place his finger at random upon a line, and by that
line you shall live or die."

This was a strange proposal, made in full faith of a wild and dark superstition of
the olden time.

For a moment the Tory kneeling there, livid as ashes, was wrapt in thought.
Then in a faltering voice he signified his consent.

Raising her dark eyes to Heaven, the mother prayed the Great Father to direct
the finger of her son; she closed the Bible; she handed it to that boy, whose young
cheek reddened with loathing as he gazed upon his father's murderer.

He took the Bible — opened its holy pages at random — placed his finger on a
verse.

Then there was silence.

Then that Continental soldier, who had sworn to avenge his brother's death,
stood there with dilating eyes and parted lips.

Then the culprit kneeling on the floor, with a face like discolored clay, felt his
heart leap to his throat.

Then in a clear, bold voice the widow read this line from the Old Testament — it
was short, yet terrible:

"That Man shall die!"

Look! The brother springs forward to plunge a knife into the murderer's heart,
but the Tory, pinioned as he is, clings to the widow's knees. He begs that one more
trial may be made by the little girl, that child of five years, with golden hair and
laughing eyes.

The widow consents; there is an awful pause.

With a smile in her eye, without knowing what she does, that little girl opens the

Bible as it lays on her mother's knee — she turns her laughing face away — she
places her finger upon a line.
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That awful silence grows deeper.

The deep-drawn breath of the brother, the broken gasps of the murderer, alone
disturb the silence. The widow and dark-eyed boy are breathless.

That little girl, unconscious as she was, caught a feeling of awe from the horror
of the countenances around her, and stood breathless, her face turned aside, her tiny
fingers resting on that line of life or death.

At last gathering courage the widow bent her eyes to the page and read. It was a
line from the New Testament:

"Love your enemies."

Ah! that moment was sublime!

Oh! awful Book of God, in whose dread pages we see Job talking face to face
with Jehovah, or Jesus waiting by Samaria's well or wandering by the waves of dark
Galilee. Oh! awful Book, shining to-night, as I speak, the light of that widow's home,
the glory of that mechanic's shop — shining where the world comes not, to look on the
last night of the convict in his cell, lightening the way to God even over that dread
gibbet. Oh! Book of terrible majesty and child-like love, of sublimity that crushes the
soul into awe, of beauty that melts the heart with rapture, you never shone more
strangely beautiful than there, in the lonely cot of the Wissahikon, when you saved
that murderer's life!

For — need I tell you.' — that murderer's life was saved! That widow recognized
the finger of God — even the stern brother was awed into silence.

The murderer went his way.

Now look ye, how wonderful are the ways of Heaven!

That very night, as the widow sat by her lonely hearth — her orphans by her side
sat there with crushed heart and hot eyeballs, thinking of her husband who now lay
moldering on the blood-drenched sod of Paoli, there was a tap at the door.

She opened the door; and — that husband living, though covered with many
wounds, was in her arms!

He had fallen at Paoli — but not in death. He was alive; his wife lay panting on
his breast.

That night there was prayer in that wood-embowered cot of the Wissahikon.

Lippard had a profound reverence for those noble Preachers of the Gospel who
carried their religion into the battle-field, and who not only ministered consolation to
dying soldiers, but could wield a stout sword in their country's defense.

JIEI'EHJA ITPO BIBJITIO 3 BICAXIKOHY

Came TyT, Ha JIOHI He3aiiMaHOi BICCAXIKOHCHKOI MPHUPOMAU, Y J€Hb OUTBU, KOJIU
MONyJACHHE COHIIE NPOCBIUYyBajJo depe3 TYCTy KPOHY [IepeB, IBOE YOJIOBIKIB
3yCTPUIMCHh y CMEPTEIbHOMY TO€IWHKY. BoHM 34yenwimmch y HemamaHiii 00opoThoi
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noONM3y CKejl, fKa, Haue TIraHTchka pyiHa IEPBICHOIO CBITY, IiJHOCHJIACH
IIOHalMEHIIe Ha COTHIO (yTIB HaJl TEMHMMH BoJaMu Biccaxikony.

Yo10BiK 3 MOXMYPUM BHPA30M OOIUYYS 1 111€ MTOXMYPIIITUM CIPUM TOTIISIOM, IO
najaB HEU[aJHUM BOTHEM, MYCKYJIUCTHUH (QIryporo, OJATHEHUM y OJaKUTHHM
MUCIUBCHKUI CIOpTYK PeBomtonii, - 1e congar BiilHu 3a He3alnexHICTh Ha 1M’
Bapuep. Moro Gpar 6y y6uTuii MuHy10i Houi mix uac Pisammuu B ITaomi. Tmmmit
YOJIOBIK, 3 JOBTMM YOPHHM BOJIOCCSAM, IO CHAJaJ0 Ha MOro CMEpTENbHO Omize
oOnuuusi, OyB yOpaHuil y HamiBBIHCHKOBY (popmy emirpanta topi. Lle OyB yOuBLs y
[Taoni Ha iM s J{eOHi.

Bonu 3yctpiuuck TyT, y Jicax, BUMAJIKOBO, TOX OWJIMCH HE 32 JIOMOMOIOI0 Meya
Yy pPYLIHWLI, @ BUKOPUCTOBYIOUM JIOBIl 1 CMEpPTOHOCHI MMCIMBCBHKI HOXI, SKi
criajiaxXyBaJId Ha CBITJI1, 00€PTAIOYHCh, CIUTITAIOUYMCh, BUKPYUIYIOUNCh Ha (DOHI 3€JICHOT
OyHHOCTI.

Hapemri Topi nporpas. [loBaneHuii Ha TpaBy 1 NpUIaBICHUN KOJIIHOM COJIAATa;
3aHECEHUH HaJ HUM HIXK TPEMTIB Ha CBITJI1, TEMHO-CIpi 04l TPOPOKYBAIH 3arHOECIIh.

«ITomaau! S 3narocs! — 3aaKXaBcs TOpi, aJKe KOJIIHO TUCHYJIO MOMY Ha TPYyAH.
— Ilomaau mene, s 371a10Ch!»

«Miit Opar, - moBuB conaar [1aTpioTiB TUXUM, HU3BKUM BiJ] YOUBYOi HEHABUCTI
rojocoMm. - Miif 6par npocuB nomaay B Hid [1aosi, a Koy BiH XamaBcs 3a TBO1 HOTH,
TH BJIapUB MOTr0 MM HOXKeM B cepile! S mokaxxy To01 momay!»

Bin nigHsAB pyKy A yaapy, a 3yOu CTUCHYB BiJ *axJuBoi Biapasu. Ha MuTh BiH
3aBaraBcs, TOJ1 3B’s3aB PYKH TOPi, CTPIMKO IMIATATHYB HOTO 0 Kparo CKelll 1 TPUMaB,
TPEMTSIYOr0, HaJ OE€30/JHEIO.

«ITommnyit! — 3iTXHYB TOpi, 1 30diAHYB, MOOAYMBINK, SK IIHOOUYIE€ 3HU3Y
*kaxyuBa nmyurHa. — [Tomunyi! S maro apyxuHy, TUTHHY, TOXKaATIH MeHe!»

«Miil Opar Takok MaB JIpyXHUHY 1 JBOX niTed. Bpanui micas nHoui Ilaomi ta
JKIHKa CTayia BJIOBOIO, a JITH — cuporamu! Uu MoXKe TH XOdYel IITH IMOIPOCHUTH 3a
CBO€ KUTTS y Ti€l 00e3/101eH01 1 1i cupit?»

[{r0o mpono3uito, siKy 3poOMB COJJaT, TIY3ylOUd BIJ OTUIM, Ha)KaXaHW TOpi
MPUIHSAB 3 IUIKOBUTOIO Cepio3HICTIO. BiH mompocuBcs a0 BOOBH 1 1i JiTeH, 1100,
Onararouu 3a CBOE UTTS, BUKJIMKATH >KallicTh. [1icist HEAOBTUX CephHO3HUX PO3IYyMiB
congar IlaTpioTiB mOronuBcs; BiH 3aTSATHYB MOTY3KM Ha PyKax TOpl 1€ TICHIIIE,
BUTSAT HOr0 3HOBY Ha CKEJIO 1 MOBIB Y HeTpl. Ha oul HaTpanuia 3aTUIlIHA XaTUHA, 10
3arainack cepej JepeB.

Bonu yBiiinum 10 nomemkanss. Tam, mopsiy 13 3aHe10aHUM BOTHUIIEM, CUALIA
BroBa 1 ii mitu. lle Oynma moBakHa »KiHKa, 11 OOIWMYYS 3MApHUIO BiJ TEPEKUBAHD,
norasg OyB TAMOOKHM 1 TOXMypPHUM, a YOpPHE BOJIOCCA OTOYYBAJIO IIIevi
CKYWOBI)KEHUMH TTACMaMH.

[Topy4 cumiB YOPHOBOJOCHI XJIOMYHMK OJM3BKO MIECTHU POKIB; 3 1HIIOTO OOKY —
Ha PiK MOJIOAIIA JIIBYNHKA, 31 CBITJIMM BOJOCCSYKOM 1 OJIakuTHUMH ounMa. CTapui,
CBAIIICHHUHN TOMUK bi0mii mexan pOSFOpHyTI/II/I Ha MAaTEPUHUX HOTaX.

306:11a51Mii TOpi 3BAJIMBCS HA KOJIIHA 1 313HABCS, 1110 BiH TOM, XTO )KOPCTOKO BOWB i
yoJioBika B Hi4 [aoi, Tenep BUMOIIOE CBOE KUTTS, 110 3HAXOUIIOCH B 11 pyKax.
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«3MUIyTECh Hall MHOIO 3apajJiil MO€T APY>KUHH 1 TUTUHU!»

Bin nHaxgisiBcs, 1m0 HOro >kadiOHWN CTOTIH JOCSTHE Ceplisl BIOBH, ajie >KOJICH
IPOOJUCK CHIBUYTTS HE TOM SIKIIUB ii CMyTHE 00IHYYsL.

«T'ocniogs bor po3cynuTh Hac. — ckazaja *iHKa XOJOJHUM, OalIy>KUM TOJIOCOM,
KUl cKkyBaB cepiie BOMBILI. — [loguBithes! Ha Moix Horax nexuts biomis. S 3aropny
ii, TOMI XJIOMMYMK PO3TOPHE 1 HABMAHHS BKaXE PSAOK, 1 TAK MU BUPIITUMO, KUTH TOOI,
YU IIOMEPTH.

Ile Oynmo He3BHUUaAMHE PIIIEHHS, CHPOBOKOBAHE IIJIKOBUTOIO BIPOIO B JIHKI 1
CYMHIBHI 3a0000HM MUHYJIUX YaciB.

Jlesikuii yac cMepTenbHO 0NN TOP1 CTOSIB HA KOJIIHAX, OXOIUICHUH PO3TyMaMHU.
Toni BiH HEBNEBHEHO BUCJIOBUB CBOIO 3TOJY.

3BiBIIM CBOi TeMHI o4i 0 Hebec, maru Omarana OTIS HAMPaBUTH TMEPCT CHHA,
BOHA 3aropHyina bi0miro, nepeaana i XJIOMUUKY, HIOKU SIKOTO HAJIMBAIKUCS OarpsHiieM
KOYKEH pa3, KOJIH BIH JAMUBUBCSA Ha BOMBIIIO CBOrO OaThKa.

Bin B3sB bibmito, po3ropHyB ii Ha JOBUIBHIN CTOpIHII, 1 BKa3aB MaJIbIIEM Ha
BIpIIOBaHUH PAJIOK.

3anaHyBaJja THUIIA.

Conpar, SIKUH TPUCSATHYBCS TOMCTHTHUCH 3a CMeEpTh Opara, CTOSIB 13
PO3UIMPEHUMH Y TIOJIMB1 OYMMA 1 PO3KPUTHUM POTOM.

OOBuHYBaueHU Bce 1Ie nepedyBaB Ha KOJIIHAX, KOT0 00IM44s 3HE0ApBUIIOCH,
Haue TJIMHA, 1 BiH BIIYYBaB, SIK CEpIIe MJACKAKY€E JI0 TOpJa.

YiTKkuM, BIEBHEHUM TrOJIOCOM BJIOBa 3auuTaia psaok i3 Craporo 3amoBiTy; BiH
OyB KOPOTKHM, aJI¢ KaXTHBUM:

«I1sa monunHa mompe!»

Crepexitbesi! bpar npurdyB Brepen, 1mo0 BCaAUTH HDK y cepiie BOMBIN, aye
TOp1, OyIy4H 3B’sI3aHUM, MPHUIIAB J0 HIT BJOBU. BiH Onaras mpo 1ie oauH MaHc, SKui
Maja JaTd JIBYMHKA, JUTS II'SITH POKIB, 13 30JOTHM BOJIOCCSYKOM 1 YCMIXHCHUMH
oynMa.

JKinka moroamiachk, 3amaHyBajia MOTOPOIITHA T1ay3a.

3 BecenomaMu y MO, HE yCBIOMIIIOIOYM CBOIX Jii, Majieda po3ropHysa
bibniro, ska nekana Ha MaTepUHUX KOJIHAX, IMOBEpPHYJAa YCMIXHEHE OOmuYus 1
BKa3aJyia Ha PAJIOK.

I'HiTIOYa 6€3MOBHICTH CTaBaJia BCE HECTEPITHIIION.

Jlume ruboke auxaHHS Opara Ta HaAIpBaHI 31TXaHHS YOMBII MOPYLIYyBad IO
Tumry. BmoBa Ta TEeMHOOKHIA XJIOIMYUK 3aTaMyBaJIA MTOJINX.

Ils me HecBigoMa MalleHbKa [JiBUYMHKA IIepeHHsUIa OJIaroroBIMHUN CTpax
OE3MOBHOCTI CBOI'O OTOYEHHS, BOHA CTOsIa O€3QUXaHHO, BIJBIBIIM ITODISI BOIK 1
TPUMAaIOYM MAICHBKI TTAJBIUKHA HA JOJIEHOCHOMY PSIKY.

Hapemri, HaOpaBmIKCh MYXHOCTi, BIOBa OIYCTHJIA MOMIAJ Ha CTOPIHKY 1
3aynTtana. lle 6yB ypuBok 3 HoBoro 3amnosiry.

«IToxro6u BOPOTiB CBOIX).

Ox! Ile OyB rpanmio3HUIT MOMEHT!
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O Bemmnuna boka KHuro, Ha 4uix cTpamiHUX CTOpIHKaxX MU Oauumo, sk loB
po3MoBIIsie 3 €ToBo10, sk Icyc yekae kono kpunuil B Camapii Uu MaHIpy€e XBHIAMHU
teMHoro [anineiicekoro mops. O Benmmuna Kauro, manarodi B 110 HIY BOTHI JIOMY ITi€l
BJIOBH, CJIaBa 11€Xa PEMICHUKA — MMaJIal0Th TaM, /¢ HE BUHUKAE CBIT, 100 TOJUBUTUCH
Ha OCTAHHIO HI4 HOT0 yB’S3HEHHS B Kamepl, OCBIUyIOUM HUISIX A0 bora HaBiTh uepes
crparmrHe nosimenHs. O Kauro Haa3BudaliHO1 BeJIMYi 1 ITUPOT JIFOOOBI, ITTHECEHOCTI,
10 BBEprae AyIy B OJIarOrOBIHHS, KpacH, sika B 3aXBaTi PO3TOILIIOE CEPIIsl, TH HIKOJIH
He cssa OUTbIIOi HE3BUYHOCTI Kpacoro, HXK TyT, B CaMOTHIA XaTuHl Biccaxikony,
KOJIM 30€eperiia )KUTTS yOUBIIi.

S Xouy ckazatu, 110 XKUTTS 1[bOTO Jaymioryoda Oyno BpsitoBaHe. Bmosa Bmi3zHana
yka3 bora; HaBiTh CyBOpHil Opar 0JIaroroBiB y MOBYAHHI.

YOUBI ITIIIOB CBOEIO OPOTOIO.

[TornsubTe, siki pekpacHi muisixu [apcrsa HebecHoro!

Tiei camoi HOY1, KOJIM BIOBA CHUJIJIa Y CAMOTHBOT'O BOTHHMIIA, 3 TYTOKO Ha CepIll 1
rapsuMiMH O4HMMa, a ii CHPOTH KOJIO Hei, 1 JyMmala Mmpo CBOTO YOJIOBIKa, KU Temep
JIeKaB y HacCU4YeH1M KpoB’1o 3emii [1aosmi, mposyHaB CTYKIT y ABep.

BoHa BiunHuIa — nepes HeK CTOSB il )KMBHUH, X04a 1 pSCHO BKPUTUN paHaMH,
YOJIOBIK.

Bin nmaB y Ilao:i, ane He Ha cMePTh; JIPYKUHA 3aUXaaCh PUIAHHIMHU HA HOTO
TPYyIsX.

Tiei Houl BkpuUTy Jicamu BiccaxikoHy XaTWHy OCBATHIIA MOJIMTBA.

Jlinmapa rmruOOKo MOBa)kaB TUX CBSIIEHHOCTYKUTENIB €BaHreli€, K1 IPUHECTH
CBOIO DEJIril0 Ha mosie 0010, 1 SIKI HE TUIBKH CIY>KWJIM PO3PaT0I0 MOMHUPAIOUYUM
coJjjiaTam, ajie 1 BOJIOAUIN MeUeM JJis 3aXUCTY CBO€I KpaiHu.
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Csimnana Capsipa, Kuis, Ykpaina
email. svas21036(@gmail.com

Biagio Marin

LA VITA XE FIAMA
Solo 1a luse

Solo la luse me da incora zogia
Quela beata del matin

Quela che a sera assieme al ponentin
Se lusa un poco stanca su 'na fogia.

D'oltro in 'sto mondo no' me inporta:
finid 'l tenpo d'amor

no' se verze piu un fior

a la gno brama storta.

'Desso la luse 1'anema me bea
Che la sia del levante o del tramonto,
difusa in sielo, distesa sul ponto
su la grande marea.
b'snxko Mapin

AKUTTA — LE CITAJIAX
TinbKH CBITJIO

Jlumn coHIM CBITIIO padiCcTh 1€ Aapye,
KOJIM IPOMIHYMK BpaHIIl 3ariisiiae

a00 HaJBEYIp JIariTHO JIATAE

Ha JIMCTS CTOMJICHE, 1110 I1iJT BIKHOM KBITYE.

J1y1st BCHOTO 1HIIIOTO JTyIIa 3aKpuiiacs,
KOXaHHs 11 O1IbIIIE HE 3irpie:

31B’si1a KBITKA - JIEAb JKUTTS KEBPIE,
BITYYyTh MaJIKe OakaHHS HE CYIUIIOCS.

OT coHIIS MPOMIiHb.. .10 JIJIs acTs Tpeda?!
baiinyxe, BiH paHKOBUH M BEUIpHIiH,
KoB3He 1o Mopto, 1T OCBITUTh MUPHHUI

Yu po3iyuieTbes Ha miBHEOA.
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Ceimnana Capsipa, Kuis, Ykpaina

email: svas21036@gmail.com
Biagio Marin
SON DUTO ‘NA FIAMA

Son duto 'na fiama
Che ilumina la note;
me brusa la brama

e lagreme dirote.

La vita m'ha lassao

La xe andagia pel mondo,
sercando un zoveneto biondo
de ¢éla inamorao.

E me son qua nel bando
Ridoto a una buga,

che incora vol brusa

e fa 'l so fogo grando.

b'sinsko Mapin
3IACJIO ITIOJIYM'SI B MEHI

I 3racio y MeHi Te HoiayM’ sl MaJIeHbKE,
3 SIKUM HE CTpaIIHo OyJI0 HaBITh YHOUI.
Jyma 3aiiiacs Bif miavy,

[IpoTe mekydi C1b03u HE 3ITPIFOTh.

KutTa monummuno MeHe,
Ine mo cBiTy, moxomxkae,
PycsaBoro mykae roHaka,
II{o manko ¥ BijjIaHO HOTO *Kajae.

A s 3aIuIIMBCS OOUH,

Sk ToO¥ MHUCTOK, 10 Ha BITPY TPIMoUe,
37eTITH y BUCOUIHB BIH X0Y€

Ta cHOBHTAE IO 3¢MJIl, HEHAYEC TIHb.
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Anna Ceepeorwk, Jlvsis, Yrpaina

email: sv.anna@ukr.net

Peter Bichsel
SAN SALVADOR

Er hatte sich eine Fiillfeder gekautft.

Nachdem er mehrmals seine Unterschrift, dann seine Initialen, seine Adresse,
einige Wellenlinien, dann die Adresse seiner Eltern auf ein Blatt gezeichnet hatte,
nahm er einen neuen Bogen, faltete ihn sorgfiltig und schrieb: ,,Mir ist es hier zu
kalt”, dann, ,,ich gehe nach Siidamerika*, dann hielt er inne, schraubte die Kappe auf
die Feder, betrachtete den Bogen und sah, wie die Tinte eintrocknete und dunkel
wurde [in der Papeterie garantierte man, dal sie schwarz werde], dann nahm er seine
Feder erneut zur Hand und setzte noch seinen Namen Paul darunter.

Dann sal er da.

Spéter rdumte er die Zeitungen vom Tisch, liberflog dabei die Kinoinserate,
dachte an irgendetwas, schob den Aschenbecher beiseite, zerrill den Zettel mit den
Wellenlinien, entleerte seine Feder und fiillte sie wieder. Fiir die Kinovorstellung war
es jetzt zu spit.

Die Probe des Kirchenchores dauerte bis neun Uhr, um halb zehn wiirde
Hildegard zuriick sein. Er wartete auf Hildegard. Zu all dem Musik aus dem Radio.
Jetzt drehte er das Radio ab.

Auf dem Tisch, mitten auf dem Tisch, lag nun der gefaltete Bogen, darauf stand
in blauschwarzer Schrift sein Name Paul.

,,Mir 1st es hier zu kalt, stand auch darauf.

Nun wiirde also Hildegard heimkommen, um halb zehn. Es war jetzt neun Uhr.
Sie ldse seine Mitteilung, erschrike dabei, glaubte wohl das mit Stidamerika nicht,
wiirde dennoch die Hemden im Kasten zdhlen, etwas miilte ja geschehen sein.

Sie wiirde 1n den ,,Lowen* telefonieren.

Der ,,Lowen* ist mittwochs geschlossen.

Sie wiirde lacheln und verzweifeln und sich damit abfinden, vielleicht.

Sie wiirde sich mehrmals die Haare aus dem Gesicht streichen, mit dem
Ringfinger der linken Hand beidseitig der Schléfe entlang fahren, dann langsam den
Mantel aufknpfen.

Dann sall er da, iiberlegte, wem er einen Brief schreiben konnte, las die
Gebrauchsanweisung fiir den Fiiller noch einmal - leicht nach rechts drehen -, las
auch den franzdsischen Text, verglich den englischen mit dem deutschen, sah wieder
seinen Zettel, dachte an Palmen, dachte an Hildegard.

Saf3 da.

Und um halb zehn kam Hildegard und fragte: ,,Schlafen die Kinder?“

Sie strich sich die Haare aus dem Gesicht.
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Iletep Bixcean
CAH CAJIBBAJIOP

Bin xynuB co01 aBTOpYUKY.

[To3HauuBIIN Ha JIUCTKY KUIbKOMa XBWJISICTUMH JIIHISIMHM CIIOYaTKy CBIM MIAMNHC,
MOTIM HANUCABIIM CBOi 1HIIIANK 1 aJpecy, 3aTUM aJpecy CBOiX OaTbKiB, BiH y3B
HOBUM apKylll, A0aMIMBO CKJIaB Horo 1 Hamucar: “MeHi TyT HaATo xo0i0aH0 . Tlotim
nonas: “S iny no IliBneHHOT AMEpUKH”, - 1 CIMHUBCS. 3aKPYTHUB KOBIIAYOK Ha pyulil
I CTaB crocTepirarH, sk Ha apKylll BUCUXA€ YOPHUIIO 1 CTa€ TEMHUM (y KaHILITOBapax
HOMy TapaHTyBaJiM, 1110 BOHO OyJe YOpHE). 3roJJOM 3HOBY B35IB pyuyKy U JONUCaB
yHH3Y cBo€ iM s “Ilaynp”.

Omicns ciB.

[leperogom npuOpaB raszetd 31 CTONYy, MNEPErJsSHYBIIU MPU TOMY
KiHOOTOJIOIIEHHS, HEYBAXXHO TPO IIOCHh MOAyMaB, MPUCYHYB MOMIBHUYKY 110 ceoe,
XBUJISICTO pO3ipBaB adilly, BUTHCHYB 13 PyYKH YOPHWJIO 1 3HOBY ii 3ampaBuB. 1100
YCTUTHYTH Ha NIOYATOK KIHOCEAHCY, BKe OyJ10 3ami3Ho.

Pemneruttist iepkoBHOTO XOpy TpHBaia 10 JIeB’ATO1, O TiB Ha jaecsaTy [inbpaerapa
MO’Ke TIOBepHyTHUCs. BiH uekaB Ha Hei. A TyT JI0 BChOTO 1€ i My3HuKa 1o pajio. Bin
BUMKHYB il.

Ha croni, Ha camiciHbKIA HOro cepeiuHi, Bce IIe JiekKaB CKIAJACHHUN apKyIl
nanepy 3 HMoro, HamMCaHUM YOPHO-CHHIMH JiTepamu, imMmeHeM “Ilaynp”. “MeH1 TyT
HAJTO XOJIOAHO, — OYyJIO TaM TaKOX HAaMCaHO.

VaBuB co6i: ['impaerapa nmoBepHeThest o miB Ha aecary. llloitHo nuime nes’siTa.
[Ipountae ¥HOro mMOBITOMIICHHS, NEPEISAKAETHCSA, HE MOBIpUTH mpo IliBneHHY
AMepUKy, KHHETbCA 110 madu mnepepaxoByBaTH HOTO0 COPOYKHU M MOAyMa€, MO TaKH
HI0Ch TPAIUIIOCS.

Bona mon3zBonuts y “JleBu”.

“JleBn” MO cepenax 3a4MHEHI.

Bona ycMixHeTbCs, MOTIM BIacTbCcsl y po3mad 1 Ha [bOMY, HMOBIPHO,
3aCIOKOIThCA. Biibllle He BIOKMIATHME MacMa BOJOCCS 3 4Hojia i He NMPOBOAUTHUME
M1IMI3MHHUM TaJbIIeM JIIBOI PyKH TYIU-CIOW B3JOBX BHCKA, 1100 MOTIM MOBLIHHO
PO3CTIOHYTH MAJIBTO.

Bin yce mie cufiiB 1 0OMipKOBYBaB, KOMy MOKHA OyJ0 O HamucaTH JUCTa. 3aTUM
3HOB Yy34B IHCTPYKIIIO JO0 BHUKOPUCTAHHS PYYKH, JIETKO PO3TOPHYBIIM BIIPaBO,
MPOYUTAB TEKCT (PpaHITy3bKOIO, TTOPIBHSIB HOTO 3 aHIIIHCHKUM 1 HIMEIBKUM, 3HOBY
NOMISIHYB Ha CBOIO 3aIIMCKY, 3alyMaBcs po najbMu, npo ['inpaeraps.

CuaiB He BCTArOUH.

O mniB Ha gecary noBepHynacs ['npaerapa 1 cnurana: “IliTu Bxe crusTh?” A
TOJI1 BIJIKMHYJIA BOJOCCS 3 4OJa.
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Onvea CmonvHuywvra, Kuis, Ykpaina
email: olga-smolnickaya@yandex.ua

ANNACHIE GORDON

Harking is bonny and there lives my love

My heart lies on him and cannot remove

It cannot remove for all that [ have done

And I never will forget my love Annachie

For Annachie Gordon he's bonny and he's bright
He'd entice any woman that e'er he saw

He'd entice any woman and so he has done me
And I never will forget my love Annachie

Down came her father and he's standing at the door
Saying Jeannie you are trying the tricks of a whore

You care nothing for a man who cares so much for thee
You must marry Lord Sultan and leave Annachie

For Annachie Gordon is barely but a man

Although he may be pretty but where are his lands

The Sultan's lands are broad and his towers they run high
You must marry Lord Sultan and leave Annachie.

With Annachie Gordon I beg for my bread

And before I marry Sultan his gold to my head

With gold to my head and straight down to my knee

And I'll die if I don't get my love Annachie

And you who are my parents to church you may me bring
But unto Lord Sultan I'll never bear a son

To a son or a daughter I'll never bow my knee

And I'll die if I don't get my love Annachie.

Jeannie was married and from church was brought home
When she and her maidens so merry should have been
When she and her maidens so merry should have been
She goes into her chamber and cries all alone.

Come to bed my Jeannie my honey and my sweet
To stile you my mistress it would be so sweet

Be it mistress or Jeannie it's all the same to me
But in your bed Lord Sultan I never will lie
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And down came her father and he's spoken with renown
Saying you who are her maidens

Go loosen up her gowns

And she fell down to the floor

And straight down to his knee saying

Father look I'm dying for my love Annachie.

The day that Jeannie married was the day that Jeannie died
And the day that young Annachie came home on the tide
Saying oh it's been so long, you've been so long on the sands
So long on the sands, so long on the flood

They have married your Jeannie and now she lies dead.

You who are her maidens come take me by the hand
And lead me to the chamber where my love she lies in
And he kissed her cold till his heart it turned to stone
And he died in the chamber where his love she lies in.

AHHAKI TOPTOH

«Kpaii I'apkinr aymoBui, 1 1100ui Miil Tam,
I ceprist cBOrO 1HIIUM S HE BiJIJIaM,

Hi cepus He gaMm s 4yXuUM, Hi pyKH,

I 3 mam’s1T1 51 HE 31Tpy AHHAKI.

bo Annaki ['opion — Kkpaca-4oioBik,
[IpuBaOUTH BiH KOXKHY, O/Ipa3y i HaBIK,
[IpuBaOUTH BiH KOKHY, MU 3 HUM HaBIKH,
I 3 mam’s1T1 51 He 31Tpy AHHaKI».

CryctuBcs ii 0aThKo, 1 KaXke BiH 1i:

«O JIx1HHI1, TBI TOHOp JIMILE JUIsl MOBI1M:
besnymnaa! € man — macTs 1acTh Ha BIKU —
Cxopucsk nopay Conrany, KiHb AHHaKI.

Bo Aunnaki Topnon 3nuaap Bce oHO,
Hexaii BiH 1 rapHuil — Jie B HbOro MaitHO?
A B ConTana 3emJil 0e3 Kparo il IBIpKH —
Cxopucs nopay Conrany, KiHb AHHaK1». —
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«Jlianima mmMaToK S 3aBXau 3 AHHaAKI —
Xaii ConTaH /10 HIT pO3CHIIA KAIIITYyKH,
3ropu axx JI0 HIT PO3CHUIIA KaMIITyKH —
YMpy, Ta HE KUHY CBOTO AHHAaKi.

batbku MOi, XO4 MEHE BECTH Y Xpawm,
Ta Conrany-Jopay s CHHa HE JiaM,
Hi cuna He mecTUTH, aHl JOHBKH,
YMpy, Ta HE KUHY CBOTO AHHaK1».

[ToBiHuany J[>XiHHI TOMIB TIOBEJIH,
Yu 3 moutoM pazie Toai mosnoaa? (0s8iui) —
o cebe minuia i caMOTHBO pHjA.

«Jlo moxxa, o J>kiHHI KOXaHa, ITiau,

Tu mani Mos1, 0 KOXaHa, MII». —

«Yu mani, yn J[>KIHHI — MEHI BCE OJHAK,
3 106010, 0 JIOpJie, HE JISIKY HISK».

CryctuBcb ii 6aThKoO 1 T'y4HO CKa3aB:
«JliBKaM [1aii HaKas3:

Xait Tebe po30epyTh.

I momy Toai Mmonona ynana,

Mo 6arbka mpunana, JUl€ CIb03H TipKi:
«Ilornsiup, 6aTbKy: BMpY 0€3 CBOro AHHaK1».

Toit nens, sk JxiHHI A0 BiHIA, Y J)KIHHI CTaB KIHIIEM,

I OyB 11e 1eHb, IK AHHAK1 BEpHYBCS 3 BITEPIIEM.

I xaxxyTh omy: «O, Ak 10Bro Tv OyB, SIK JOBro TH OyB y MiCKax,
Tak noBro B mickax, e MOpcbka INIMOMHA,

Ta JI>xiHH1 3BiHYAIK — 1 BMEpJIa BOHA». —

«Bwu, JI)X1HHI CITY>KHUIII, MEHE T1ABEIITh,
B mokoi BeiTh, ¢ KOXaHa JICKUThY.

Ii IIJTyBaB, JIOKH HE CKaM’sHIB,

I BMep y mokosix, e 1100a JIeKUTh.
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Onvea CmonvHuywvra, Kuis, Ykpaina
email: olga-smolnickaya@yandex.ua

THE BROWN AND THE YELLOW ALE

As I was going down the road one fine morning
Oh the brown and the yellow ale

I met with a young man without any warning
Oh love of my heart

He asked me if the woman by my side was my daughter

Oh the brown and the yellow ale

When I said she was my wife, well, his manner did not alter
Oh love of my heart

He asked me if I'd lend her for an hour and a day
Oh the brown and the yellow ale

I said, "If she thinks it fair, you may take her away
Oh love of my heart

She said, "You take the high road, and I'll take off with him
Oh the brown and the yellow ale

And we'll meet again by the ford in the river"

Oh love of my heart

I waited by the ford for an hour and a quarter

Oh the brown and the yellow ale

And when she came to me, 'twas without shame I saw her
Oh love of my heart

She told me her story, I lay down and I died

Oh the brown and the yellow ale

She sent two men out for timber, oh she never even cried
Oh love of my heart

A board of alder and a board of holly

Oh the brown and the yellow ale

And two greater yards of a shroud all about me
Oh love of my heart

Now if my own little mother, she had never been a woman
Oh the brown and the yellow ale

I would sing you many's another song about the women
Oh love of my heart
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BYPUMU EJIb 1 30JI0TABUM EJIb

Sk panky ¢aifHOTO MEPETHHAB CTCKUHY,
O 6ypuii ento ti 3010mMasuil eno —

Sk rpiM 13 HeOa CTPIHYB MapyOUUHY.

O, mu eouna 6 mMoim cepyi.

CnuTtaB BiH, UM Ta JKiHKA MOPS — MEH1 JOHS,

O 6ypuu ento i 3010magull enio,

CkaszaB 4: TO )KOHA MEH1 — MOT0 3aJIbOTH 0€3COPOMHI.
O, mu eouna 8 mMoim cepyi.

CnutaB BiH: 4M HE AaM y OOpT s Ha TOIUHY U JIeHb 11 —
O 6ypuul ento i 3010magull o,

CkasaB 4: 1110 X, JaCTh JKIHKa 3rojly — HeXal Toji oepe ii.
O, mu eouna 6 mMoim cepyi.

Bomna cka3zana: «iu MHupoKHM HMUISXOM — a 51 33 HUM Iy yCITi.
O 6ypuii enro i 3010masuii enio,

A cTpiHEMOCs TaM, JIe B p1UKU Opiay.

O, mu eouna 6 mMoim cepyi.

Yekas 51 kpail Opoy TOAMHY Ta YBEPTh,
O 6ypuu ento ti 3010magull enio,
[Ipuiinia BoHA: HE Ma€ CTUY T€Th —
O, mu eouna 8 mMoim cepyi.

A sK yce po3IoBiJia — yraB s KaMeHeM 1 BMep —

O 6ypuul ento i 3010magull e,

Bona x 3a TpoOoM JIBOX T0CIana, Hi CII3KU HE 3pOHS TeTep,
O, TH e1HA B MOIM CepIIi.

Ocp go1mika 3 BUTbXH, JOIIKA 3 OMETH —
O 6ypuii enro i 3010masuii enio,

I e nBa sipnu caBany OyJu.

O, Th e1HA B MOIM CEpIIi.

SAx6u >k y MEeHe MaTiHKa He >KIHKOo Oyra —
O Oypwuii emto i 30JI0TaBHUH €ITI0,

Taxoro mpo iHOK BaM HaKa3aB OM 3J1a —
O, TH eiHA B MOIM CepIIi.
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Ilepexnaoayvruii kKomenmap:

Cama Oanaga cTapoBHMHHA IpJIaHJICHbKA, T€IHCHKOI0 BOHA HasmBaeThes “Chuaca
Lan De Bu(i)”. Ipnanacekoro bui — «koBTHIY, «OypiiTHHOBHUIY; lan (ane 1an) MoxHa
PO3YMITH SIK «IOBHUW» (SKIIO IIe¢ HE OMOHIMIsA), de BiJNoOBiAae aHMIIAChKOMY Of,
from, ane SKII0 AOTPUMYBATHCS aHIIIIACHKOTO MEpEKIay brown, To 1€ CI0BO MOXKHA
BBaKartu Bapiantom donn («OpyHarHMii»). [enbcbkow «enb» Oyme leann, Tomy,
MOXJIMBO, lan — BapiaHT 1i€il JiekcemMu. OIMH 3 aHDIMCHKUX NEPEKIaaiB TEKCTY
Hanexuth Jlxeiimcy [[xoricy. Cboromni aHTIINCHKHMA 1 TeTCHKUIM BapiaHTH Oaaau
CIPUMMAIOTHCS Ta CITYXalOThCS HE3aJIE€KHO OJIUH BiJl OJTHOTO.

[Ipucnie “Oh the brown and the yellow ale” s mepemana sik «Oypwuit 1
30J10TaBui enby. Lle Hi B SKOMY pa3l HE «TEMHHUID» 1 HE «CBITIIUI» €J1h, TOMY IO TOJI
oyno 0 dark and pale (newin enb, SKUN «OMIIUI» 3aBASKUA 3JIOTUCTOMY BIJITIHKY;
ypaxoByrouu 1Iie, s mnepeknana yellow He SK «KOBTHI», a SK «30JI0TaBHUI»).
3HAMCHHUTHI €11b, HAIlIOHAJLHUA aHTINCHKUN HaIlii, Mae Oe3md copTiB. € HaBITh
odiiifHUN TEepMIH «cCIpaBXkHIK enb» (real ale). BwucmiB brown ale dacto mpocto
TpaHCHITepyeThCcs K OpaBH-e1b. Tpeda ckazaTu, IO LEW COPT BKIOYAE B cede i
Haroi cBiTmMX ToHIB. «['ipkuit» enp (OiTTEp, bitter) 3a3BU4ail TEMHO-MISHUMN, aje €
BIITIHKA BiJi OypIITHHOBOTO 10 OpPOH30BOIO. IpiaHACBKUN €5Ib BIAPI3HAETHCS
TEMHHUM BIITIHKOM 1 30BCIM YOPHI€, KOJIU THA 3A1HMA€EThCS HAropy.

Y ©Oamami BimoOpakeHHl MOTHUB TO3WYaHHS mapTHEpiB abo oOMiHy (10
3ahiKCOBaHO Y (POJIBKJIOPI ¥ 1HIITUX HAPOIIB, Y TOMY YHCII YKpaiHChbKoro). BoueBuap,
1€ BIATOMIH TMEPBICHOIO MPOMICKYiTE€Ty. 3 1HIIOr0 OOKY, HaBITh Yy BIKTOPIaHCBHKIi
AHIIIT CeNTHUH MIT MPOJATH APYKHUHY, SKIIO BOHA HOTO HE BIAIITOBYBasa. Te, 110
HE3HalloMellb MUTa€ B JIPUYHOTO TEpOosi, YU HE JOYKAa MOMY ISl KIHKA, HAIEBHO,
Oo3Havae, IO JApyXuHa Oyna Habararo Mojoamow (Mo B AHDIL Tparisuiocs
HEpiAKo). 3ycTpid 3 HE3HAHOMIIEM — apXETHUMOBUH MOTHUB Y (OJBKIOPI PI3HUX
HaponiB. lle BUSBIAE€THCS BOPOI, MPEACTABHUK HEYUCTOI CHJIM (TaK 3BaHUM
nerpagoBanuii  ¢deiipi), a moxke Oytu 1 goOpa wyapiBHa cuia — 3 OISOy Ha
amMO1BaJICHTHICTh apXaiku. YTIM, Y JaHOMY TE€KCTI IEPCOHAX SBHO HETaTUBHUIA.

JlipyuHuii repo OMUCY€e CBOKO CMEPThH 1 MOXOPOH, ajie 3p03yMUIO, 1110 s MiCHS
noOy0BaHa 3a MPUHIIMIIOM HEOYBaJIBIITUHU, OMH 3 MOTHBIB K01 «SIK s BMEp».

s xanpy Oanmamu xapakTepHa aHOpPMallbHA TMOBEAiHKAa Tepos (mpo 110
3azHavana Jlaga Komomienp mpu anamizi P. bepuca). He BunsATOK 1 116 TBIp. SIKII0
JipU4HUANA repoi (1 OmoBifay) OXodue€ BIAJA€ IPYXKUHY, TO HE3PO3YyMUIO TOIl, YOMY
dakTt 3paau Bpaxae Woro 10 cMepTi. BoueBuan, TyT JaBHIM MOTHB BHIPOOYBaHHS:
repoil Xxo4de NMePEeKOHATHCh y BIPHOCTI JIPY>KUHH, ajie JKiHKa JIEMOHCTPYE HEBIPHICTD,
M1JJJTAaI0YMCh HAa MPOBOKAITIO.
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Christina Georgina Rossetti
CONSIDER

The lilies of the field whose bloom is brief:
We are as they;

Like them we fade away,
As doth a leaf.

Consider

The sparrows of the air of small account:
Our God doth view

Whether they fall or mount,
He guards us too.

Consider

The lilies that do neither spin nor toil,
Yet are most fair:
What profits all this care

And all this coil?

Consider

The birds that have no barn nor harvest-weeks;
God gives them food:

Much more our Father seeks
To do us good.

68


mailto:feskovfamily1234@gmail.com
mailto:feskovfamily1234@gmail.com

ARS TRANSLATORICA

Kpicrina xopxxuna Po3zerTi

3TrAAMN,

Jlinei nons, 4nid UBIT KOPOTKHUM HAYE MUT,
I Hac Jeka Taka ke 1o,
HeMoB HCTKIB, )KUTTA 1 HAIllE BIIJIETUTD.

3ragam,
MaiJleHbKHX JKEBKHKIB HEOECHHUX,
3a aumu bor cam Harsgnae
Uu majae XTo 3 HUX, YH XTO 3JIITaE,
I Hac BiH TakoX 3aXHIIAE.

3ragam,
Jlinei, mo He npsayTh, aHi MPAIOIOTh,
I kpacoro Benuui 4apyroTh,
Ane, sika & 00 KOPUCTH BiJl TypOOTH,
it OyneHHoi MapHOTH?

3ragam,

[ITaxiB, 1110 HE CIFOTh, 1 HE KHYTh
Aune nae iM bor 1 1110 KOBTHYTb,
Yu x He O11b11 OTenp aae 1js Hac,
Jlns noOpoOyTy B 11eH Jac.
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William Butler Yeats
HE WISHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths
Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dimand the dark cloths

Of night and light and the half-light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

Binbsam batiep €iire
HEBECHE ITIOJIOTHO

SIxOm MeH1 HeOO 31TKajI0 MOJIOTHO,

Po3mure cBITIOM JHS 1 HOYI TIHHIO,

3 cepraHKOM paHKy ¥ Heba CUHHIO,

be3 cymHiBY y35B Ou 51 Horo

I xuHyB 6U TOO1 J10 HIr.

Ta, marouu ynuire 0a>kaHHs, 3pOOUTH 1€ HE 3MIT.
S BUCTENUB 1IeH NUISIX CBOIMU MPISIMH...

Mosto, cTynaii HiXkHiIIe, 60 MIKOIY 3arOAI€N M..
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Sara Teasdale
GRAY EYES

It was April when you came
The first time to me,
And my first look in your eyes

Was like my first look at the sea.

We have been together

Four April snow

Watching for the green

On the swaying willow bough;

Yet whenever I turn

To your gray eyes over me,
It is as though I looked

For the first time at the sea.

4

Onvea Llyn, Piene, Ykpaina
email: olyatsoop@gmail.com

Capa Ticaeiia
CIPI Ol

[Tepumit pa3, sk NPUAIIOB TH,
OyJ10 11e B MIHJIMBOMY KBITHI.
3a3upHyna s, HiOU B MOpE,

B TBO1 041 IPUBITHI.

[ymnsTe BepOOBIi I'JIKH,
JapyoTh OPYHBKH JIOCLIIb,
YEKa€EMO 1X pa3om
YETBEPTUM KBITEHb MOCILIIb.

I oui TBOI cipi

3aBXK/U NEpeJil MHOIO,

y HUX g 0ady Mope,

SK B IIEPIIMH pa3 BECHOIO.
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SaraTeasdale
TONIGHT

The moon is a curving flower of gold,
The sky is stilland blue;

The moon was made for the sky to hold,
And I for you.

The moon is a flower without a stem,
The sky is luminous;

Eternity was made for them,
To-nightforus.

Capa Ticaeiia
CbOI'OJHIIIHA HIY

Micsip — 11e BUTHYTA KBITKa 13 30J10Ta,
HeGo — tuxe # ronyo0e,

Micsupb cTBOpeHUI TpUMarTu HeOO,

as — Ttebe.

Micsanup — 11e KBiTKa 0e3 cTebia,
He6o — nmanaroua miy,

BiunicTh cTBOpeHa 111 HUX 000X,
J1ms Hac — CHOTOMHIIITHS Hid.
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