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/ntroduction

Prof. Halyna Kruk

The first thing one has to say about contemporary Ukrainian poetry
is that it clearly and inevitably bears the birthmarks of being post-
colonial. The consequences of this are many and varied.

In Ukraine, poetry has always been something greater than just
a poet’s personal vision of the world. For a Ukrainian poet, it is not
enough to simply be a maker of texts: he also has to be a person
on a mission, a “kobzar”, a prophet. Our authors are supposed to
add their civil and ethical stance to their poetic palettes that already
display some uneasy, sometimes even hellish hues.

As a result of centuries of statelessness when the status of the
Ukrainian language remained uncertain, Ukrainian poetry used
to exist in oral rather than in written form, i.e. as word of mouth
remembered and then recited or sung on special occasions. Because
of that, popular Ukrainian poets these days can still draw audiences
of hundreds, or even thousands. The kind of poetry they come
up with is usually rhymed, smooth, melodious and written in
syllabic metres; it has a distinct rhythmic pattern and can be easily
memorised. Of course, poetic diversity and any kind of irregularity
are being kept out more often than not. Cutting corners is commonly
a temptation.

However, there is always another side of the coin: the underlying
streams that feed poetic rivers. In Ukraine, there were—-and still are—
plenty of “underground” writers deprived of any publication options,
or resorting to self-publishing. They are far from the mainstream
tradition but at the same time they influence it and occasionally
reach the mainstream status themselves. This is a normal and all-
too-familiar path of literature’s development.

Ukrainian poetry is still blessed to be at an early stage of its
growth, and therefore remains open to many interpretations. It is

13



Koppon

one of the most productive and fast-evolving forms of contemporary
Ukrainian culture: flexible, variegated and flourishing. We now have
a great number of authors belonging to quite a few generations;
their aesthetic tastes and styles of writing differ along a whole
range of cultural dimensions and traditions. Younger poets strive
to find their own, unique writing techniques, which makes them
explore language options. Their ideals of perfection are different,
their poetics prove to be extremely challenging, both linguistically
and semantically. They often describe reality’s unusual features and
sometimes give it a surreal aura, thus seeking to recreate the world
of their visions. Contemporary Ukrainian poets hold their writing to
the highest standards, and I am not only talking about a few-or even
a few dozen-household names. This makes me extremely happy.

As for this particular anthology, I have to mention the
particulars: here we have twenty-eight poets, the oldest of which,
Vasyl Holoborodko, was born in 1945 and the two youngest, Olena
Herasymyuk and Ivan Nepokora, in 1991. Geographically they
represent almost all the regions of Ukraine. The reader won't fail to
notice that the majority of the poets are thirty-year-olds. Although
they were born in the USSR, most of what they remember are
the years of Perestroika. Nowadays they respond to challenges of
the time by forging a radical new poetic, reconsidering writing
techniques and language itself. Alongside the fellow poets of their
generation, they are destined to shape up poetry in Ukraine of the
times to come.

All the included pieces are free-verse poems, although the reader
can occasionally trace some patterns of sporadic rhyming. Inevitably,
some interesting poets have been left out, but then the editor, who
is also the translator, stresses that his choice was rather personal: he
selected what he felt he could give a life to in the English language.
I am delighted that the authors that he has gathered together under
one cover will now have their voices heard in the English-speaking
world.

Twenty-eight Ukrainian poets say hello to you. Hear them out!

Translated from the Ukrainian by Anatoly Kudryavitsky



[aauna babar

Halyna Babak

Halyna Babak was born in Kharkiv in 1988. Having graduated
from Kharkiv State University, where she studied the Ukrainian
language and literature, she worked as an arts facilitator. She
is currently studying for a PhD at the University of Prague
in the Czech Republic. Her first collection, I Love Green, was
published in 2007; her second, From Clay and Water, in 2011.
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3aMMCIMBIINCD HaJ| TUM, 3BiIKI MU,

A BCTYIN/IA B KaJIIOXKY,

sKa XOTi/Ia IPOKOBTHYTU Miif 400iT.

Kanroxa — 406it — s — AKMit TyT MO>Ke 6y T 3B’A30K?

Xi6a mo kamoxi iHoAi BUOIMCKYIOTD 3ipKaMIL. ..

3aMUCIMBIINCD HAJ| TUM, XTO TaKa Ka/lioxa,
A BCTYIM/Ia B cebe...



The Frontier

A Puddle

Contemplating where we come from,
I stepped into a puddle

that wanted to swallow my boot.

A puddle,abootandI...

what kind of connection can there be?

Except that some puddles harbour sparkling stars . . .

Contemplating what a puddle is,
I stepped into my inner self.

17
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TpaBa Kojlo/macs i ropina

3[]aBaJI0Cs IO LUISX 4O cebe MPOCTUIL i COMOHMIA
i xorimocs Heb6a MIMaTOK y /10/MOHi

i mamano He6O [o Hir moleM

TOBOPV/IN TIPO cebe

CITyXajy Bronoc

i He Oy710 cTpanIHO

BiTep 3aIlyCKaB JIOBIi ITa/Iblli Y BOIOCCA
1 ITaxy miginnMasnmcs BIUCOKO

a KO/ MY IPUMIIIN —

He BITi3Ha/m cebe



The Frontier

The Way U

prickly grass was on fire

the road to inner self

seemed easy and salty

we yearned for a handful of heaven
the sky fell at our feet as rain

we were pondering ourselves

and listening aloud

there was no fear in us

the wind ran its long fingers through our hair
soaring birds gained height —

but when we arrived

we didn’t recognise ourselves

19
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Mobuanns, i wpiax

TinectHicTh Mae yac i mpocrip.

Xouya He gyMae mpo 1e OymeHHa KiHKa,
TOPKAIOYMCh fK 3aBIlle TOp/Iaya,

{00 IpUHEeCTU BOAM.

bo tuma i Bopma,

CTUPAIOTh JIiHii Ha Ti/li roprayva,

1110 CBOTO Yacy HaHec/a pykKa

TBOPIIA.

Xouya He gyMae mpo e OyaeHHa >KiHKa,
TOPKAIOYMCh fK 3aBIlle TOpJIaya,

100 BUIIUTY BOJ.

bo gac i mpocTip - 10 1i pyKa.



The Frontier

\%‘ée/wea/zda‘/ag

Corporeality has dimensions of time and space.
Although an everyday woman doesn't think of it
every time she takes a jug

to fetch water.

For silence and water

erase lines

on the body of the jug

left by Creator’s hand.

Although the everyday woman doesn’t think of it
every time she lifts the jug

and drinks water.

For her hand is both time and space.

21
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[Ipuxopgunu Ko MeHe BiBIL,

TAHIIOBA/IM TaHIi, BOLWUIN XOPOBOJN.
[Tpocunmu Bunacary, He 3a06yBaTy, Oy THL.

I cniokiit — TizIOM, TEII0M, POCOI0, TPABOIO.

I npuxopuna 1.
[Tpocwuna Bumacary, He 3abyBatu, Oy TH.

I[Tigivimarna pyku o Heba,
a BOHO — XMapy,

a BOHO - IIOJIE,

a BOHO — [IOJIA.

BiB1i, moi BiBIIi.



The Frontier

Sheepp

Sheep came up to me,

they danced circle dances.

They asked me to keep letting them out to graze,
to be around them, not to forget them.

And calm came over me,

over my body, as warmth, as mildew, as grass.

Then I came up to you.
I asked you to keep letting me out to graze,
to be around me, not to forget me.

I raised my arms to the sky,
but the sky was all clouds,
all fields,

all destiny.

Oh sheep, my sheep. . .

23
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Bona gonuryBanace,

911 TIOOUTH MOpe?

Ate BiH MOBUaB.

BoHa Bce gonmrysanace,

4 CyMYyIOTh KOpa01i 3a KarmiTaHaMu?
AJle BiH Bce MOBYaB.

I BoHa fonuTyBanach,

4OMY Y BOAM TaK 6araTo TepIiHHA?

I B i10ro MOBYaHHI HapOJPKYBaIOCh MODE,
i mmmBu Kopabii,

i cyMyBanu crapi KamiTaHu,

i cmyxanmm myMm Mops y MyIIIAX,

i meperyAgany MOKOBKJIL CBIT/IVHY,

i po3moBiflay OHyKaM IIpO CBOI MaHJIPM. ..

A XBUJI TUXO KOTU/IVCD,
a XBUJIi TUXO IIETIOTIiIN
IIpo moch cBoE.

Mosxe, Ipo Moroxy,
a MOXKe, YeKaJIi Ha BiTep 3 Mops,
a MO>Ke, IIPOCTO YeKaJIN.

I BoHa Big4yBaa cuIy 110ro BOAM.
I BoHa BifguyBaja cuay 110ro TEpIiHHA.



The Frontier

The Sea

She wanted to know

if he was fond of the sea.

But he was untalkative.

She wanted to know if ships
miss their captains.

But he still remained silent.
She also wanted to know

why the waters were so patient.

And his silence gave birth to the sea,

and watercraft navigated it,

and ageing captains were sad,

and they listened to the roar in sea shells,

and viewed yellowed photographs,

and recounted their wanderings to their grandchildren.

And the waves were gently rolling,
and the waves were softly whispering
their thoughts.

Maybe about the weather,
or maybe they expected an onshore wind,

or just expected something.

And she felt the power of the waters.
And she felt the power of their patience.

25
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4yac JOPIiBHIOE BificTaHi BOX
1[0 KOBTAIOTH MOBITPsI MOB pubm
ONIMHUBIINCH Ha Oepe3i CHIiB

Ie MeXXa MK XOTIB yBIITU

i BBIiJIIIOB y MOTIK

1110 Hi JIeHb i He Hi4 i He I/IMHA —
He 3JIiIUTHU UL

He CTBOPUTU KyMUpa

BCe 3MUBAE BOAA — i I10 KONy
IIOMapaH4eBe [iepeBo

crpara i 36post —

BCe TI000B

i po3MOBM NTaxiB

i ceobopa i 6MU3bKicTh

i cmoBo



The Frontier

lime

Time is equal to the distance

between the two who gulp air like fish
stranded on the shore of dreams

that has a border between an urge to dive
and the actual dive into the stream
which isn’'t a day or a night

no clay there

impossible to mould a face

or an idol

the water washes all away

forming a circle, an orange tree

thirst and weaponry -

everything is love

birds’ chirps

and freedom and intimacy

and the word

27
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Anna bapana
Anna Bagriana

Anna Bagriana (Hanna Bagryantseva) was born in 1981 in the
city of Fastiv near Kyiv. Having graduated from Kyiv National
University named after Taras Shevchenko, where she studied
the Ukrainian language and literature, she worked as a radio
and television journalist. She has published six collections of
her poems, the latest being Love Spell (2011), as well as three
novels, a collection of her plays, a number of children’s books and
numerous translations from Bulgarian and Macedonian. Among
her awards are the Panteleimon Kulish Prize (2013) and the Grigori
Skovoroda Award (2014). She lives in Sofia with her husband, the
Bulgarian poet Dimitar Hristov.
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A — BepIlIMHA CTApOTo i YopHOro y6a

MeHe pybanu rpomu Ta HeBuauMi pyku JJaxx6ora
51 BUCTOSITIA

ajie KOJIM IIPUIIIIIA JIFOfVHA

s BIIaJIa cama

00 HiXTO He OAyMaB

HiOM 3maTHA miggaTICca

cui

6e3cunux pyx



The Frontier

Oate

I am the apex of an old black oak
thunders and Dazhbog’s” invisible hands
were trying to bring me down

yet I survived

but when a man approached

I fell of my own accord

so no one would think

that I could succumb

to the power

of weak hands

* Dazhbog: a major god in Slavic mythology.
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Koppon

[Touamor

CIIovaTKy Oymu paHn

a 3 paH BUTiKamo He6O

Ha He6i 3'ABAmicsa miMpoBysIn
1[0 3B’A3YBa/IM OKYIIN

yCi Ti XMMepHi KyIbKI

110 TaK 6e31ajHo
BEITA/INCA 110 HeOy
(3BigKy BOHU B3AMMCA?..)

a TI0TIM BY3/IM 3pOCTAJIN
Ba)KYajIn

MOB KaMiHH S

i

MOB KaMiHHS

CUIIAINCS JOHU3Y
CTBOPIOIOYM LIOCH MOfiOHe
o TuX (BXKe 3B’13aHMX) KY/TbOK
AK1 Ha3suBaIucCA

KOXKHa

iMmenem 6ora

i1 6oramu cami cTaBaan

60 mymann

110 HEMAE

OinblIe HiKOro B Hebi
(mpocTo BOHM 3a0yu

PO paHn

3 SIKMX IOYMHABCs BeecBiT)
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THE TRANSLATOR

Anatoly Kudryavitsky was born in Moscow, Russia, in 1954. His
father was from Dnipro, Ukraine, mother of Irish descent. He has
been living in Dublin, Ireland, since 1999. Between 2006 and 2009
he worked as a creative writing tutor for the Irish Writers’ Centre. He
has published four collections of his poetry, the latest being Horizon
(Red Moon Press, USA, 2016), as well as three novels written in
Russian. The latest title in English translation is disUNITY (Glagoslav,
2013). His anthology of Russian poetry in English translation, A Night
in the Nabokov Hotel, appeared in 2006; his anthology of German-
language poetry in English translation, Coloured Handprints, in 2015;
both have been published in Ireland by Dedalus Press. He has also
published his English translations from Tomas Transtromer, Miron
Bialoszewski and a few other poets, and edited two anthologies of
Irish haiku: Bamboo Dreams (Doghouse Books, 2012) and Between
the Leaves (Arlen Hourse, 2016). Kudryavitsky is the founding editor
of Shamrock Haiku Journal and SurVision, a magazine for Surrealist
poetry.
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Dear Reader,

Thank you for purchasing this book.

We at Glagoslav Publications are glad to welcome you, and hope that
you find our books to be a source of knowledge and inspiration.

We want to show the beauty and depth of the Slavic region to
everyone looking to expand their horizon and learn something new
about different cultures, different people, and we believe that with this
book we have managed to do just that.

Now that you've got to know us, we want to get to know you. We
value communication with our readers and want to hear from you! We
offer several options:

- Join our Book Club on Goodreads, Library Thing and Shelfari,
and receive special offers and information about our giveaways;

— Share your opinion about our books on Amazon, Barnes & Noble,
Waterstones and other bookstores;

- Join us on Facebook and Instagram for updates on our publications
and news about our authors;

— Visit our site www.glagoslav.com to check out our Catalogue and
subscribe to our Newsletter.

Glagoslav Publications is getting ready to release a new collection
and planning some interesting surprises — stay with us to find out!

Glagoslav Publications B.V.
Ringbaan Oost 102
5013 CD Tilburg
The Netherlands
Tel.: + 31 (0) 13 369 95 74
Email: contact@glagoslav.com



Acropolis - The Wawel Plays
by Stanistaw Wyspianski

STANISEAW WYSPIANSKI

ACROPOLIS

THE WAWEL PLAYS

Stanistaw Wyspianski (1869-1907) achieved worldwide fame, both as
a painter, and Poland’s greatest dramatist of the first half of the twentieth
century. Acropolis: the Wawel Plays, brings together four of Wyspianski’s
most important dramatic works in a new English translation by Charles
S. Kraszewski. All of the plays centre on Wawel Hill: the legendary seat of
royal and ecclesiastical power in the poet’s native city, the ancient capital
of Poland. In these plays, Wyspianski explores the foundational myths of
his nation: that of the self-sacrificial Wanda, and the struggle between
King Bolestaw the Bold and Bishop Stanistaw Szczepanowski. In the
eponymous play which brings the cycle to an end, Wyspianski carefully
considers the value of myth to a nation without political autonomy,
soaring in thought into an apocalyptic vision of the future. Richly
illustrated with the poet’s artwork, Acropolis: the Wawel Plays also
contains Wyspianski’s architectural proposal for the renovation of Wawel
Hill, and a detailed critical introduction by the translator. In its plaited
presentation of Bolestaw the Bold and Skatka, the translation offers, for
the first time, the two plays in the unified, composite format that the poet
intended, but was prevented from carrying out by his untimely death.

Buy it > www.glagoslav.com



This anthology reflects a search of the Ukrainian nation for its
identity, the roots of which lie deep inside Ukrainian-language
poetry. Some of the included poets are well-known locally and
internationally; among them are Serhiy Zhadan, Halyna Kruk, Ostap
Slyvynsky, Marianna Kijanowska, Oleh Kotsarev, Anna Bagriana and,
of course, the living legend of Ukrainian poetry, Vasyl Holoborodko.
The next Ukrainian poetic generation also features prominently in
the collection. Such poets as Les Beley, Olena Herasymyuk, Myroslav
Laiuk, Hanna Malihon, Taras Malkovych, Julia Musakovska, Julia
Stakhivska and Lyuba Yakimchuk are the ones Ukrainians like to read
today, and each of them already has an excellent reputation abroad
due to festival appearances and translations to European languages.
The work collected here documents poetry in Ukraine responding to
challenges of the time by forging a radical new poetic, reconsidering

writing techniques and language itself.

Anatoly Kudryavitsky was born in Moscow, Russia, in 1954. His
father was from Dnipro, Ukraine, mother of Irish descent. He has
been living in Dublin, Ireland, since 1999. Between 2006 and 2009 he
worked as a creative writing tutor for the Irish Writers’ Centre. He has
published four collections of his poetry, the latest being Horizon (Red
Moon Press, USA, 2016), as well as three novels written in Russian.
The latest title in English translation is disUNITY (Glagoslav, 2013).
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