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AEPHKOCH )J;OHEACY APRICOTS OF O0NBAS 

noeua 
TaM, .ne He pocryTh a6prIKOCH, noaanaersca Pocis. 

a long poem 
Where no more apricots grow, Russia starts. 

the coalface 
ByriJIJUI o6JIH'l'IJI 

i3 oqttMa MOpCbKllMll CHHiMII 
Ta 3 BOJIOCC.lIM )KOBTIIM JIJI.lIHIIM 
TPOXII BIIJIIIH.lIJIIIM 
ne He rrparrop 
:u;e CTOlTb y max-ri 
ITO KOJiiHa y soni 
Mill TaTO 
HOrO 06JIIIqqJI, .lIK ByriJIJI.lI - 
i3 Bi,ll;TIICKOM 
IIOJibOBOro XBOI:u;a ,ll;OIIOTOIIHOro 
poKaMII pO3TOIITaHe 
Mope TBep,n;He cinrno 
TpaBa TBep,n;He ByrIJIJI.lIM 
a TaTo eras JIK TPaBa-KOBIIJia 
CllBIIM 

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 

. . BlH qOJIOBlK 
a qoJIOBlKII He rrnaqyTh - 
TaK Ka)KYTh B peKJiaM1 
a ID;OKII HOrO piBqaKaMII 
nopyfiana nraxra 
i ByriJIJI.lI .nofiyre 3 o6nIIqqJI 
Moro 6aTbKa 
sropino B ,IJ;oH6acy ninxax 
i 6araTT.lIX 

a ,n;ech TaM BIICOKO 
CTOlTh TepIIKOH 
rapqIITb TepIIKOH 
.lIK ,n;paKOH 
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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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.HK C<piHKC 
mo saxamae csoro Tyraaxaaona 
i 3Hal0 TiJihKH .H O,IJ;Ha 
mo rrocepe,n; cTerry TepnKOH - 
ne KOpKH Bi,n; IIJI.HIIIOK 
.HKl TaTO BHIIHB 
i norrin Bi,n; cnrapoK 
rn;o BHKypHB TaTO 

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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TepHI<OHH rpy ,n;e:u: the terricones of breasts 

,n;epeBa om 
.HK KOJibOpOBi orrisrri 
TIOHaBTHKaHIB3,ll;OB)K,ll;OpOrH 
i TiJihKH qacoM npoute Kpa3 
nocepe,n; CTeny B JIICOCMY)KKY 
,IJ;oH6ac! ,IJ;oH6ac! 
IIIHTIHTh TPY6a 
COHI:i;lO Ha BYIIIKO 

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 

TH CTOlIII 
y cnenoopsd 
Byrn.HHoro arerrra 
i naxnenr naptpYMHO 
peareHTaMH: 

you stand 
in the uniform 
of a coal agent 
and smell perfume-like 
of reagents: 

- .H )KlHKa 
MO.H CTIIXi.H BO,D;Ha: 
u;e - He TiJihKH 3po6HTH qaii: 
qH TIOMHTH nocy,n; - Hi! 
xov )KiHOK He fiepyrs y IIIaxry - 
arre 6epYTh Ha cpa6pHKY 
aynnerrepepofiay 
. . I j{ MHlO BYrIJIJI.H 
Hi6H MHJia 6H KOCH 
.H ByriJIJI.H no,n;pi6H1010 
nasre p1)Ky KapTOTIJilO 
a6o nepeMen1010 M' .HCO 
y finennepi cpa6pHKH 
I 3anpaBJI.HlO MaCJIOM 
pO3TOTIJieHHM - 
T06To TIOJIHBalO u;eii: fiopm 
peareHTaMH 
cnyxaii, orri KOMTIJiiMeHTH 
npo Kpacy ,n;oH6achKHX ,n;iBqaT 
MalOTh .HKHMCh cenc 

-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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5IKIIJ;o rroffaqHTH ni 3aBO,IJ;H 
xxmo crrycnrTHC5I B max'rn 
a6o cKyrraTHC5I B orpyinrax so.nax 
Bi,n;cTiHHHKiB 
KY,IJ;H crrycxarorr, lOIIIKY 
nin Moro onsoro 6opru;y 
xxmo 3aJI13TH Ha TepHKOH 
i rrpoBaJIHTHCh iroMY nin KOB.n;py 
TOqHirne - B rrp5IMY KHIIIKY 
a rrepe.n; THM 
rro6aqHTH nsir a6pHKOC 
Hi)KHo-6iJIHH nnir afipnxoc 
a B ocim, 
rro6aqHTH 1XH€ )KOBTe BOJIOCC5I 
13 BHCOTH BaI'OHeTKOBOI'O IIOJihOTY r ,, 

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 
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I a6pHKOCH y xacxax apricots in hard hats 

11i'1 
I Bi,n;1wim1 afipaxoca ).];oH6acy 

Bi,n;TiHKaMM nefia yciaa 
a6pMKOCM B,IVIrttyJill KaCKM 
MMHyJia BeCHa 

the apricot blossoms of the Donbas 
wilted in all hues of the sky 
the apricots put on hard hats 
the spring already passed by 

ix 6yno ,n;Ba,n;I.VITh 
yci MOJIO,D;D;i 
.n;o TPM.D;I.VITM ... 
3a saKOHaMH piBHJIHHJI 
ix i CTaJIO ,n;Ba,D;I.VITb 
OT TillhKll nesra Ha mo piBHJITllCh: 
BOHM TpHMaJIMCh 
Ha BOJIOCllHl 
cranesoro .n;pory 
BOHM CTOJIJIM y KJiiTMHi 
>IK y xosnery Hoesoay 
IllCJIJI IIOTOIIY 

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 

ynana fierony TOHHa 
Ha xnirmry 
BOHM BMIIaJIM 
ix pO3Tporu;MJIO y BiJihHOMY rraninni 
BOHM CTaJIM BlJlhHl 
TaK, BlJlhHl 
51:K a6pMKOCOBi .n;epeBa 
BMpBaHl 3 KOplHHJIM 

ix 6yno ,n;Ba,D;I.VITh 
1 CTaJIO ,D;Ba,D;I.VITb 
Ha HMX prnHJIJIMCh 
3a saKOHaMM prnH>IHHJ( 
KOJIH rrpo,n;OB)KYBaJIM p51,n; 
Ha KJia,D;OBMru;i 
a Mill TaTO 3 HMMll He acrnr 
rropIBHJITMCh 
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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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Min: TaTO TO~ ByriJIJUIM aacrnr 
a BOHH rri,n;HiMaJIHC>I BHIIJ,e i BHIIJ,e 
y I)'MOBHX qOQOT.HX 
i 3 4)JI.H)I(KaMH Oe3 BO,Il;H 
i3 TiJiaMH .HK q>JI.H)I(Ka 
rri,n;HiMaJIHC.H .no aarenis 
ry.n;u: 

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 

i Terrep 6a6yci OHYKaM 
po3Ka3)'10Th Ka3KY 
rrpo aopHKOCH 
yKacKax 

and now grannies tell 
their grandkids a tale 
of apricots wearing hard hats 
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1<a31<a Moei'. 6a6yci my grandmother's fairy tale 

KO.JIM C.JlhO3M 
CTalOTh cinmo KaM' JIHOlO 
KO.JIM Mope B )KMBOTI 
CTa€ IIIaXTOlO 
IIOMMpalOTh MaMOHTM 
i HapO,ll,)K)'lOThCJI .nynri Hap03xpMCT 
BOHM o6MiHlOlOTh CMi.JIMBiCTh Ha ropinxy 
i HaHMalOThCJI Ha pofiory 

3aqeKan! 
:o;JI maxra KOBTHe Te6e 
:o;JI KpacyHJI 3 TeMHOlO IIIKipo10 
KaM'JIHa 
MO)Ke, ,ll,.JIJI nei' IIO.JIOB~ pi3b6M.JIM craryi 
cepe,n, aerorrenax, JIK maxrapi, crenis 
3aqeKaH! 
BOHa HapO,ll,MTh To6i MepTBe Mope 
'ii Ta.rri11 He miornecar 
a rpy,n,M o6BMC.JIM .no ITOJ!Ca 
He saxo.m, y Hel 
MO)KeIII He IIOBepHYTMCJI 
MOB ,ll,MTMHa B MaTep1 
JIKa He xoxe Hapo,n,)KyBaTM 

BiH 3attypMBCJI B nei' pa3 
. . I IIOBepHyBCJI 31 C.JihO3aMM B pyKax - 
BiH 3aHypMBCJI B Hel - ,D,Ba 
i IIOBepttyBCJI i3 cinmo B pyKaX 
BiH 3attypMBCJI B aei - TPM 
i IIOBHi pyKM Byr.JIMH 
IIOTJ!rtty.JIM Ha ,ll,HO 
mztsexmoro Mop11 

I i 

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 
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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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afipaxocosi .n;epeBa po3rrpocTepnn pyKII .no nefia 
a6pIIKOCII O,JJ;JITHYJIII )KOBTOrap.Hqi KaCKl:I 
i Terrep, KOJIII ICII a6pIIKOCII 
Bcepe,n;IIHI - ByrJIIIHa 
KIHeI.J;h Ka3KII 

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 
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I<HHra arrr-e.mn the book of angels 

TBOI syfia TeMHi n .nip .. ani 
.HK oui TepIIKOHM 
TBOI orri cipi i rrpani 
.HK rrepeaepnyr'i xopeni 
,n;MMY ansrescsxoro 
rn;o rrpopocTae Bropy 
i rrpunMa€ThC.H Bc10,n;u 
.HK sepfia 

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 

- MO€ anopon'a KeIIChKe 
arre )l(a.JiiTM Mette He TPe6a 
JI ,n;1cTa10 TPaBy, ane He JIKYCh 
a xasr'xny . . . 13-IIl,Il; sexrm 
is-nin aefia: 
KOJIMCh TYT 6yno Mope 
poCJia r1raHTMqHa TPaBa 
Ha Hitt KOJIMXaJIMCJI aHreJIM 
TPaBacnyxarrai:xttipo3MOBM 
sanaxr' JITOByBaJia CJIOBa 
i rrpecyBarrac.H B Topq> 
BiH BMTMCKaB 3 ce6e BO,n;y 
CTaBaB CYTTlO scsoro 
BKpIIBaBCJI CBi)l(eHhKMM riJIJIJIM 
1 me JIKMMMCh KOJIO,n;aMM 

~iaHreJihChKiCJIOBa 
He MOrJIM rrepe,n;aTMCh IIOBiTP.HM 
TO)l( CTaBa.JIM JierKMM KaMlHHJIM 
KaM' .HHOlO TPaBOlO 
T06To CTaBa.JIM ByriJIJIJIM 
i Terrep KO)l(Ha maxra - 
~e KHM)l(Ka 
3 aHreJihChKMMM CJIOBaMM 
CTOpiHKM JIKOI 
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-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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i ne nenereacsxi CBiqKH 
noposryfineai 
crenana 

they are giant candles 
scattered 
in swards 
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! TOM)' ii ,Il;oH6acy 3aBO,IJ;H 
Kyp.HTb B nefio ,Il;HMOM KO.JibOpOBHM 
i IM IT.JilOBaTH Ha safiopona 
TlOTlOHOITa.JilHH.H 
y rpoMa,IJ;CbKHX MiCI.J;.HX 
60 Ha 3aBO,IJ;CbKHX Maii.n;aHqHKax 
BOHH - y ce6e B,Il;OMa 
a TaM, .HK Bl,IJ;OMO 
KYPHTH He safiopoaeno 
aasirr, Kory 
ry-ry 
I1013,Il; 
rv-v-v 

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 
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