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Asrukocu JIOHBACY

noema

Tam, me He pocryts abpukocH, nounHaeTscsa Pocis.

BYTiJLIIsI 00muusn

i3 ouMMa MOPCHKHUMH CHHIME
Ta 3 BOJIOCCAM XOBTHM JILLHUM
TPOXH BANHESIAM

1I¢ HE IIParop

1€ CTOITh Y maxTi

I10 KOJTiHA Y BOX}

MIH TATO

Horo obnmuus, K Byriisa —
13 BIITHCKOM

II0JIBOBOT'O XBOIIA JOIIOTOITHOTO
POKaMH PO3TOIITAHE

MOp€ TBEPIHE CLILTO

TpaBa TBEpIHE BYTLILILIM

4 TATO CTae sK TPaBa-KOBMJIA
CHBUM

BiH YOJIOBIK

a YOJIOBIKM HE TIAYyTh ——
TaK KaXyTb B PeKIami

a IMOKU HOro piBUaKaMu
nopybasa maxra

i Byrijuis mobyre 3 obumuus
Moro GaTbka

sropino B Jloabacy miukax

1 Gararrix

a IeCh TaM BHCOKO
CTOITH TEPUKOH
TrapuuTh TEPUKOH
AK JPaKoH
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APRICOTS OF DONBAS

a long poem

Where no more apricots grow, Russia starts.

the coalface

with eyes sea blue

and hair flaxen yellow

faded a little

it’s not a flag

it’s my father

standing in a flooded mine
water up to his knees

my father

his face, like coal—

with a print

of an antediluvian field horsetail
trampled by years

the sea hardens into salt

the grass hardens into coal

and father turns like feather grass

gray

he’s a man

and men don’t cry—

so the saying goes

his cheeks are trenches
chopped up by the mine
and the coal

from my Father’s face
burned in Donbas bonfires
and ovens

and somewhere high up
there stands a terricone
the terricone snarling
like a dragon
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K cdinke

o 3axumae ceoro TyramnxamMona
1 3HA10 TINBEKYM I OJHA

IO TOCEPE CTEITy TEPUKOH —
L€ KOPKH BT, IJIAMIOK

AK1 TATO BUNMB

1 TTOmiN Big curapok

IO BUKYPHB TATO
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like a sphinx

defending its Tutankhamun

and it’s only me who knows

that the pit heap in the middle of the steppe
is nothing but caps from the bottles

that Dad drank

and ashes of the cigarettes

that Dad smoked
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TEPHKOHH IpyneH

Jepesa ouni

AK KOJIbOPOBI OJIBII
IIOHABTHKAHI B3NOBX JOPOTH
1 TIBKY 4aCOM MpPOLAe Xpas
IIOCEPE]] CTEMY B JICOCMYXKY
Honbac! JJoubac!

IUIHATE TPyba

COHIIIO Ha BYIIKO

TH CTOIII

y crendopmi
BYIJLIHOIO areHTa

1 maxHem napdyMuo
peareHTamu:

— 51 KIHKA

MO CTHX1S BOJHA:

1Ie — HE TLIBKH 3POOKTH uai
YUY IIOMUTH TIOCY L — Hil

XOU XIHOK He OepyTsh y maxry —

ane Gepyrs Ha pabpuky
ByryieriepepoGHy

1.4 Mu10 Byrima

Hi6u Muna 61 Kocu

s BYTLLIA 1101pibHIoN0
Haue PiXy KapToIno

abo mepemMenton M’Aco

y Guerzepi pabpuxu

i sanpasa0 MacaoM
PO3TOIICHUM —

T06TO mONUBato mek Gopi,
pearesTamMu

CIIyXawH, oLl KOMILHMEHTH
PO Kpacy JOHGACEKHX JiBUAT
MAaiOTh AKUHACH CEHC
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the terricones of breasts

these stalks are

like colored pencils

stuck along the road

just now and then

a truck will pass

amid the steppe in the copse
Donbas! Donbas!

the chimneys hiss

into the whorl of the sun’s ear

you stand

in the uniform

of a coal agent

and smell perfume-like
of reagents:

—I’'m a woman

my element is water:

this is not just for making tea

or washing the dishes—no!
although women don’t work in mines—
but at factories they very well do
coal handling

and I wash the coal

like I’d wash my braids

I crush the coal

like I'd cut potatoes

or grind meat

in the factory blender

and drizzle it over with oil
melted—

that is, over this borscht

I pour reagents

you know, all these compliments
to Donbas girls on their beauty
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SAKMIO TOBAUNTH 11l 33aBONN

SKIHO CIIYCTUTHCA B HIAXTH

a0 CKynaTHCA B OTPYHHUX BOJAX
BLECTIFHWKIB

KYJi¥l CIIyCKAlOTh 10IIKY

Big Moro ouporo Goputy

AKIWO 3aJ1i3TH HA TEPUKOH

i mpoBasrTHCH HOMY TiJ| KOBIDY
TOUHINIE —— B IPAMY KUIIKY

a mepex, THM

mofaunTH 1BIT abpHUKOC
HixHO-GLIHI TBIT aBPHKOC

a B OCIHB

noGaunTH IXHE XOBTE BOJIOCCA

i3 BHCOTH BarOHETKOBOTO IIONBOTY
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make sense

if you see those factories

if you go down into the mine

or bathe in the poisoned waters

of the sumps

where the broth is dumped

from this borscht of mine

climb up the terricone

and tumble under its blanket

namely, down its colon

but before that

catch a glimpse of the apricot blossom
supple white apricot blossom

and in the fall

see their yellow curls

from the height of the mine trolley’s flight

SL
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abpuKoCcH y Kackax

sigsimu abpuxocu Jorbacy
BinTiEKaMu Heba yciMa
abpHUKOCH BIATHYJIH KACKU
MUHYJIA BECHA

1% OyJI0 HBAJIIATH

yci Mostoin

IO TPHUILATH...

3a 3aKOHAMY PiBHAHHA
iX 1 CTANO HBATLATD
OT TUIBKY HEMA HA WO PIBHATHACE:
BOHH TPUMAJINCH

Ha BOJIOCHHI]
CTAJIEBOTO JPOTY

BOHH CTOSJIA Y KIITHHI
ax y xopuery Hoesomy
micsis TIOTOIY

ynana 6eToHy TOHHA

Ha KJITUHY

BOHM BUITAJIH

iX PO3TPOLIMAIO y BUIBHOMY aIiHHI
BOHU CTaJIX BLIBHI

Tax, BUIbHI

sax aBpUKOCOB] ICpeBa

BUpBaHi 3 KOPIHEAM

ix 6yJI0 ABAIIIATE

1 cTaymo OBAaIIATH

HA HUX PIBHSINCD

33 3aKOHAMY DIBHAHHA
KOJTH TIPOJOBXYBAJH DAJ,
Ha KJIAJOBUIIL

a Mil TaTO 3 HUMHU HE BCTHUT
MOPIBHATHUCD
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apricots in hard hats

the apricot blossoms of the Donbas
wilted in all hues of the sky

the apricots put on hard hats

the spring already passed by

twenty

good men

under thirty . . .

the law of equation
reduced them to twenty
but there’s nothing to equal them to:
they hung

by the thread

of a steel wire

in their cage, they stood
like in Noah’s Ark

after deluge

a ton of concrete
crashed on the cage
they fell out

in free fall

broke free

yes, free

like uprooted
apricot trees

they were twenty

turned twenty

they were looked up to

when they continued the row
by the laws of equation

six deep at the graveyard

but Father didn’t catch up
with them
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MiH TATO TOH] ByriUISIM 3aCTHAD

a BOHM I IHIM&IMCA BUOIE 1 BUILE
y I'YMOBHX 40B0TIX

i 3 dusspxkamu 6e3 Bogu

i3 TimaMu Ax QuKKa

NI GHIMAJIMCA IO AHreJIB

Ty

1 Tenep 6abyci oHyxam
PO3Kas3yl0Th Ka3Ky
po abpukocu

y Kackax
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my father turned into a pillar of coal
as they went on skywards

in their rubber boots

and flasks without water

their own bodies like flasks

they rose to the angels

yonder

and now grannies tell
their grandkids a tale
of apricots wearing hard hats

SL
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Ka3Kka Moe€i 6abyci

KOJIH CJIBO3H

CTalOTh CLILIIO KaM’'IHOM0

KOJI MOP€ B XHBOTI

CTa€ MIAXTOO

MOMUPAIOTh MAMOHTY

1 HAPOIPKYIOTHCA Oyl HAPO3XPUCT
BOHM OGMIHIOIOTh CMIJIMBICTB HA TOPLIKY
1 HafiMalOTLCA Ha POBOTY

3aueka!

I MaXTa KOBTHE Tebe

I KPACYHS 3 TEMHOIO MIKIPOO

KaMm sHa

Moxe, 1A Hei nonosw pissGunu cratyi
CEpeJI HETOJIEHNX, AK MAXTapi, CTEIB
sauekar!

BOHA HAPOJUTH TOOI MEPTBE MOpe

1l TaJisg He mICTIeCAT

a rpyuu o6BHCIM O Hosca

HE 3aX0Jb y Hel

MOX€II He TOBEPHYTHCA

MOB JHUTHHA B Marepi

SIKa He X0Ue HapOIKyBaTH

BiH 3aHYpHBCA B Hel pas

i MOBEpHYBC 31 CABO3aMU B PyKax —
BiH 3aHYpHBCA B Hel — nBa

1 moBepHYBCA 13 climmo B pykax

BiH 3aHYpHBCA B Hel — Tpu

i TOBHI PyK¥ ByIJINH

HOTAIHYJIH Ha JHO

i I3eMHOTO MOPS
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my grandmother’s fairy tale

when tears

turn to rock salt

when the sea in the stomach
turns into a coal mine

mammoths die

and hearts are born on the sleeves
they swap mettle for liquor

and get hired

wait!

this coal mine will swallow you

this ebony beauty

of stone

maybe it was for her that the Cumans carved statues
amid the steppes, unshaven like miners
wait!

she’ll give birth to a dead sea

her waist is not sixty

her breasts droop to her midriff

don’t come inside

you might not return

like a child of a mother

who doesn’t want to give birth

he plunged into her once

and came back with tears in his hands—
he plunged into her—twice

and came back with salt in his hands

he plunged in her—thrice

and hands full of coals

pulled him down to the bottom

of the underground sea
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abprKOCOBI JiepeBa PO3IPOCTEPIN PyKH 10 Heba
abpUKOCH OIATHYJIH KOBTOTapAYL KACKH

i renep, xouu icu abpukocn

BCepeUHI — ByIIMHA

KiHEIb Ka3Ku
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apricot trees stretched their hands to the sky
apricots put on hard hats, yellow-hot

and now when you eat apricots

you find coals inside

end of the tale

SL
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KHHUTA aHTEJIIB

TBOI 3yGHM TeMHi 11 #ipABi
SIK Ol TEPUKOHHI

TBOI Oui Cipi i mpAHi

AK NEPEBEPHYTI KOPEHi
JUMY aXUeBCHKOTO

[0 IPOPOCTAE BrOPY

1 IpUMMAaETHCA BCIOIA
sik Bepbu

— MO€ 3I0POB’s KETIChKE

aje kaJjiTH MeHe He Tpeba

S HiCTalo TPaBy, ajie He AKyCh
a xaM’sHy

i3-mmim semut

is-mig Heba:

KoJIuch TyT ByJio Mope

pOCia riraHTUYHA Tpasa

Ha Hil KOJHXaIUCA aHreJIn
TpaBa CiIyxana ixHi po3MOBH
3araM’ATOBYBaJIa CJIOBA

i mpecysanacs 8 Topd

BiH BUTHCKAB 3 cebe Bomy
CTaBaB CYTTIO BCHOIO
BKPHBABCA CBUKEHBKUM TiJUIAM
1 1€ SKMMYCH KOJIONAMU

i aHTEJLCHKI CIIOBA

HE MOTJIY MePeSaTHUCh IOBITPAM
TOX CTABAJIH JIETKUM KAMIHHAM
KaM’SHO1O TPABOIO

TOGTO CTABAIN BYTLLISAM

i Terep KOXHa maxra —

1€ KHIDKKA

3 AHTEJILCHKUMU CJIOBAMU
CTOPIHKA SKOL
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the book of angels

your teeth dark and decayed
like terricones

your eyes gray and spicy
like the upturned fibrils

of the smoke of Alchevsk
that grows upwards

takes root everywhere

like willows

—my health is lousy

but I needn’t be pitied

I pluck grass but not just any grass
stone grass

from under the ground

from under the sky:

once, here was a sea

here grew gigantic grass

on it, angels swayed

the grass listened to their talk
committed the words to memory
and pressed itself into turf

the turf squeezed out its water
became the essence of the universe
got covered with fresh twigs

and some other woodblocks
these angelic words

could not be transmitted by air
so they turned into shingle

stone grass

that is, turned into coal

and now every terricone

is a book

of angelic words

the pages of which

burn in the forge
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rOpATH y MUKax —

1 1Ie BEJIETEHCHKI CBIUKM
noposryoieni
cTenaMu

romy 1 Houbacy 3asomu

KyPATH B HEDO JUMOM KOJIBOPOBHM
i1M mmoBaTH Ha 3a00pOHU
TIOTIOHOTIQTIHHA

V IPOMAJACHKUX MICIIAX

60 Ha 3aBOJCHKUX MAMIAHUYMKAX
BOHH — Yy cebe BroMa

a TaM, AK BiJIOMO

KypuTH He 3260pOHeHO

HABITBH KOTY

Ty-Ty
moisy,
TYy-y-y
dns FO.A.
2012
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they are giant candles
scattered
in swards

that is why Donbas plants

shoot colored fumes into the sky
not giving a damn

about the smoking ban

in public places

because on factory squares

they are at home

where, as everyone knows

even cats

smoke as much as their masters do

choo choo
goes the train
choo choo

SL
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