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IIEPEIMOBA

36ipuuk mneperaamiB «ARS TRANSLATORICA-VI» BuUXoouTb Y
MeXKaxX CIIIABHOTO IIEPEKAQIAaIlbKOTO IIPOEKTY Kadeapu poMaHo-
repMaHCbKOi ¢inoaorii PiBHEHCBKOTro [Aep:KaBHOIO TyMaHITapHOTO
VHIBEPCUTETY 1 (PaKyABTETY AIHTBICTUKU HallioHaABPHOTO TEXHIYHOTO
yHiBepcHUTeTy YKpaiHu «KHiBCbKUN MOAITEXHIYHUMN IHCTUTYT iMeHi ropsa
CiKOpPCBKOTO».

36ipHUK O00’c¢mHye mepeKAagu MOPOogEeciiHUX IepeKAaIadiB i
CTYNEHTIB, HKiI TIIPEACTaBHUAW CBOi IIEPIIl EKCIEPUMEHTH Ha
nepekaaganpKiyi HuBl. [lpOro poKy y HBOro yBIMMIIAM yKpaiHCBHKI
repekaald 3 HEBEAMKHUX TBOPIB ab0 yPHUBKIB i3 HHX AHTAIRCBHKOIO,
iICITaHCBKOIO, AQTUHCBKOIO, HIMEIBKOIO, IIOABCBKOIO, POCIMCBHKOIO,
TYyPELbKOI0, (PPaHIly3bKOIO Ta SIIOHCHKOID MOBaMH, a TaKOXK KiAbKa
AHTAOMOBHUX IIEPEKAAIIB YKPAiHCBKUX [TOETUYHHUX TEKCTIB.

OCHOBHOI0O METOI0 BUOAHHA € IIOIMyAdpH3allid Ta PO3BUTOK
YKPaiHOMOBHOI'O IIE€PEKAaAy, 30KpeMa IIAIXOM 3aAy4eHHS 40 IIi€l
CIIpaBU IIOYATKIBIIIB — CTYZAEHTIB (PIAOAOTIYHHX CIIELiaAbHOCTEH, HKi
ITYKaIOTh CBiM HIASIX Yy Ipodecii i yacTo He MaroTh 3MOTU BUITPOOyBaTH
cebe, moTpebyroTh NpodeciiiHol MiATPUMKHU 1 opaau Bif MOCBiIYEHUX
koaer. CriomiBaemMocs, 110 ixHi#l Ae6GoT MaTUMe TimgHe ITPOMOBXKEHHs, i
MOAOE IIOKOAIHHA TAyMadiB TBOPYO 1 IIAIHO IIpalfoBaTUME 3a0As
30AMKEHHSA YKpPaiHCBbKOI KYABTYPH 3 KYABTYypaMU CBiTy Ta 3a1Ad
PO3KBITY i 30aradeHHda YKPaiHCbKOI MOBH.

Peoxonezia 36ipHuxa
«Ars Translatorica»

BayBaxkeHHH i Iopaau pefaKIliifHOl KoAerii MaroTh Jopaadui XapaKTep; PillleHHs IIPO OCTAaTOYHUM BapiaHT
IePeKAaIEHOTO TEKCTY NIpuiiMae neperaaaad.
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IIEPEKAAIN 3 AHTAIMCBHKOI

KAPMHA APTEMOBHUY

Ockap Baiinweo
IIOPTPET OOPIAHA I'PES
ITepeomoea

MwuTellb — TBOpPELb IIpeKpacHoro. Mera MHCTENTBA — BIIKPUTHU
cebe AroasaM i cxoBaTu MUTIA. KPUTHK — 11e TOM, XTO MOXKE HOBUM
CII0OCOOOM 4M 3a JOIIOMOT'0I0 HOBOT'O MaTepiaAy mepenaTH iHIIIMM CBOE
BPasKeHHS BiZl IPEKPACHOTO.

HatiBuinoro i HaitHUK4Y010 POPMOI0 KPUTHUKU € aBTobiorpadisa. Ti,
XTO 3HaxXOOdTh OTUAHE y IIPEKpaCHOMYy, — 3IIICYyTi, 10 HE Aomana€e iMm
yapiBHOCTI. lle Bazga.

Ti, xT0 OayaTh NpeKpacHe y NpeKpacHOMY, — KyAbTypHi. BoHu He
be3nanitini. Bouu BubpaHi, 1A HUX IpeKpacHe o3HAdYae AHUIIEe Kpacy.

He icHye MOpasbHUX YW aMOpPaAbHUX KHHUI. € KHUIH, HAIlHCAaHI
nobpe uu roraHo. Lle Bce.

HenaBuctb XIX CTOAITTS [0 peaaismy — 11e AI0Th Kasibana, gakuit
mo6avYuB y A3€pPKaAi CBOE OOAMYYS.

HenaBuctpe XIX cToAiTT OO0 poMaHTU3My — Iie AIOTH KaaibaHna,
aKUY He 6a4UTh y A3€pKasi CBOTO OOAMYYS.

KutTa 3rifHO MOpaAl CTAHOBUTH YAaCTHUHY IIPEAMETY IIOIIYKY
MUTIISI, aA€ MOpPaAb MUCTEIITBA IIOAITA€ B 1I€aAbPHOMY BHKOPHCTAHHI
HeimeaabHOro. 2KOo/IeH MHUTElb He 0askae Hidoro AOBOAUTU. [loBecTH
MoOxKHa Oyap 110. 2KogeH MUTellb He 3JaTHUH A0 €TUYHOIO CIIiBYyTTH.
[Io4yTTd €TUYHOrO CIIBYyTTS CTa€ IIPUYHNHOI MAaHIPHOCTI CTHAIO, SIKY
HEMOXKAUBO Ipobayutu. 2KoieH MUTEIlb He Ma€ IICUXIYHUX BiIXUAEHb.
Mwurenps Moxke 300pasuTu Oyap 1o. [JymMKa Ta MoBa — IHCTPYMEHTH
MHUTI Y CTBOPEHHI MHCTEIITBA. Baau 1 4YeCHOTH — MaTepiasud OAs
CTBOPEHHS MUCTEIITBA. 3 TOYKU 30py POPMH, 3 YCiX BUIB MHUCTEIITBA,
My3HKa € HaWOOCKOHAAIIIOK. 3 TOYKHU 30py IIOYYTTiB — aKTOpPChKa
MaMCTEPHICTb. MUCTEIITBO — 1€ OHOYACHO IIAOIIMHA i CUMBOA. Ti, XTO
XO4yTh OILyCTHUTHCH HHXKYE IIAOIIWMHU, PU3UKYIOTb. Ti, XTO XO4yTb
IPOYNUTATH CUMBOA, PHU3UKYIOTH TakKoXK. MwucrenrBo Bimobpaskae
ragagada, a He XUTTd. PI3HOMaHITTA AYMOK IIOAO0 TBOPY MHCTEIITBa
IIOKa3y€ MOro HOBU3HY, CKAQJHICTh Ta BasKAUBICTb. JKIII0 KPUTHUKU HE
MOXKYTb MiATH 3roAM, 3HAYUTH, MUTEIIb 3aAWUIINUBCH BipHUM cobi. Mu
MOXKEMO ITpoOaYNUTH CTBOPEHHSI YOroCh IIOTPiIOHOTO TOMY, XTO HeE
3axXOIIAIOETBCS LIUM. AWIIe oOaHe BHIPaBOAHHA [OAS CTBOPEHHI
HETIOTPiOHOrO0, SKIIO XTOCh 3aXOMAIOETHCH IIUM MOMEHTAABHO.
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Oscar Wilde

THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY
The Preface

The artist is the creator of beautiful things. To reveal art and
conceal the artist is art's aim. The critic is he who can translate into
another manner or a new material his impression of beautiful things.

The highest as the lowest form of criticism is a mode of
autobiography. Those who find ugly meanings in beautiful things are
corrupt without being charming. This is a fault.

Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful things are the
cultivated. For these there is hope. They are the elect to whom beautiful
things mean only beauty.

There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are
well written, or badly written. That is all.

The nineteenth century dislike of realism is the rage of Caliban
seeing his own face in a glass.

The nineteenth century dislike of romanticism is the rage of
Caliban not seeing his own face in a glass. The moral life of man forms
part of the subject-matter of the artist, but the morality of art consists
in the perfect use of an imperfect medium. No artist desires to prove
anything. Even things that are true can be proved. No artist has ethical
sympathies. An ethical sympathy in an artist is an unpardonable
mannerism of style. No artist is ever morbid. The artist can express
everything. Thought and language are to the artist instruments of an
art. Vice and virtue are to the artist materials for an art. From the point
of view of form, the type of all the arts is the art of the musician. From
the point of view of feeling, the actor's craft is the type. All art is at once
surface and symbol. Those who go beneath the surface do so at their
peril. Those who read the symbol do so at their peril. It is the spectator,
and not life, that art really mirrors. Diversity of opinion about a work
of art shows that the work is new, complex, and vital. When critics
disagree, the artist is in accord with himself. We can forgive a man for
making a useful thing as long as he does not admire it. The only excuse
for making a useless thing is that one admires it intensely.
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IHHA BYPKOBCBKA

Epix Kninenbep2

BIBAIOTEKH - OCHOBA
IIIBIAIBOBAHOI'O CYCIIIABCTBA

Mu HEXTYyEMO OJHIEI0 3 KAIOYOBUX IHCTUTYILIM KYABTYPU, KOAH
norpebyemo ii HatibiabIie. Yu cripaBai 0i6AioTeKM BigiHIIAN ¥ MUHYAE?

BaraTo xT0 BBaxkae came Tak. 3a OCTaHHi KiAbKa POKiB BigOyAoCs
CTpIMKe€ 3HUIKEHHS THUPAaXKiB ITAll€epOBUX KHUT, 1 I1€ 3MyCHAO BUAATHUX
KPUTHKIB JiUTU BUCHOBKY, 110 0i6AioTeKU Oiabllle HE BUKOHYIOTH CBOET
icropudHOi PyHKIIii. BiABIIICTS YMHOBHUKIB HAIIOASITAE€ HA TOMY, IO B
Cy4aCHOMY CYCITIABCTB1 3 BEANYE3HOIO KIABKICTIO EAEKTPOHHUX KHUT, 1€
BCi JKUBYTh B PEXXHMi «OHAAQWH», CIIAKYIOUYHCH BipTyaabHO, 6ibAioTeKaM
BXKe He IoTpibHa Ta HmiATPUMKA, Ky paHillle caMi HaJgaBaAu yYUuTadaM.

Hapa3i 6i0AioTeKH ToAOAYIOTE BiJ HecTadi HEoOXiAHUX pecypciB. B
JessKUX MicTax, HaBiTb Yy TaKuxX 3abe3rnedeHux, sK-oT ATAaHTA,
OPUIINHUAU OISIABHICTB I1iAl KHUIKKOB1 koMmmadii. ¥ Can-Xoce, mratr
Kaaicpopnisa, mopyu 3 odpicamu Facebook, Google i Apple, mybaiuni
bibnaioTeku 3i CBOiM oOMekKeHHM OIOMKETOM A€IBE TPUMAIOThCSA Ha
IIAAQBY, a3Ke HaBiTh i3 3aboproBadHicTio Bulle 20 moaapiB yuTadi He
MaloTh IpaBa OpaTu KHUTU abo KOPUCTYBAaTHUCh KOMII'IOT€paMHU.

Aae mpobaema, 3 IKOKO CTHUKAIOThCH 0iOAIOTEKH, € aKTyaAbHOIO.
Cnpasni, y Heto-MopKy Ta 6araThox iHIIMX MicTax, TUpaxK 6ibaioTex,
BiBiAyBaHICTh KypCiB Ta 4ac, SKUH 4ynuTadi IpoBoOdTh y 6ibAioTekax,
gpocraroTh. OpHak, 6ib6aioTeuHi cucremMu Ta iX CHIBpOOITHUKU He
BUTPHUMYIOTh HAaBaHTAXKEHHSI Y€pPe3 BEANYE3HY KIABKICTH BiABiAyBadyiB,
49Kl TPUXOOITh 3 HAWUPI3HOMAHITHIIIUMU  MIAAMH. 3TigHO 3
onutyBaHHaM 2016 poky, mpoBeaeHUM [0CAITHUIIBKUM LIEHTPOM Pew,
6AM3BKO IIOAOBHHM yCiX aMEepHUKAaHIIB BiKOM Bizm 16 pokiB i 0Oiabllle,
BiABinmyBaan 0iOAIOTEKHM B MHHYAOMY POILi, a ABi TPETUHU OIIUTAHUX
KasKyTh, 110 3aKPUTTHI MiClIeBOro 6ibAioTedHOTo BiAiA€HHA «CepH03HO
BIIAMHE Ha IXHIO TPOMay>.

dKpas3 Tomi, Koau 6ibAioTEKU € AyxKe I[IHHUMU Ta HEeOoOXimMHUMU,
HUMHM II0YaAW HeXTyBaTH. B 4YoMy ImIpuYMHa TakKoro IapagoKcy?
YacTKOBO TOMY, II0 KAIOYOBUH NpUHIUN IIyOAigHOI 0ibAioTeKH «yci
AIOU 3aCAyTOBYIOTH Ha BIABHUM [OOCTYH OO CBITOBOI KYABTYPHOI
CIIaJIIMHN» HEe CHIBIAAAa€ 3 AOTIKOIO Cy4acHOI'0 PUHKY. Ta i1 MaAo XToO 3
BIIAUBOBUX AIOZIEH po3yMmie, YoMy B cCydacHOMY CBiTi 0ibaioTeku
HaCTIABKU Ba>KAUBI.

9 nHazuBarw 06i0AioTeKH «colliaabHOIO iH(pacTpyKTyporo». Lle Ti
Micug, gKi (opmyroThb criocib B3aemopii Aromedi. BoHum He 1mpocto

9
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HaIAIOTh OE3KOIIITOBHUU MOCTYHI OO0 KHHUI, are ¥ HaBYAKOTh OCHOBaM
Mi*KOCOOUMCTICHHUX CTOCYHKIB: ImoBara A0 AIAel MOXUAOTO BiKy, TypOoTa
OiTett mpo OaThpKiB, HaBYaHHS 1HO3E€MHOI MOBH [IAS IMMIrpaHTiB,
IIPUBITHI TPOMAICHKI MicIld IAd OiMHUX, 0€3J0OMHUX Ta MOAOINX AIOIEH.

HentogaBHO s mpoBIB IiAMM piK 3adiMarodyuch eTHorpadivyHUMU
JIOCALI3KEHHAMU HBIO-HOPKCBKUX  0ibAioTeK. 9 BCE OiAbIIE
IIEPEKOHYBaBCs B TOMY, HACKIABKU BaXXKAWBI 0i0OAIOTEKU HE TIABKU OAS
PO3BUTKY KHUTAOBUX ParoOHiB, a ¥ A JOIIOMOTH Y BUPIILIEHHi ITpobAeM
AIO[IEH.

Jast ATomed TTOXHUAOTO BiKYy, OCOOAMBO OBAOBIAUX, i THUX, XTO XKUBE
caM, 6ibAioTEeKU € IIeHTpaMHU CHIAKYBaHHSI Ta KYABTYPHOTO PO3BUTKY
3aBAIKU KHHXXKOBHUM KAy0aM, BedopaM KiHO, IIBEHHHM TypTKaM,
ypOKaM MHCTELTBA, Ta iH(pOPMATUKHU, a TaKOX MOXKAUBICTIO
CITIAKYBaHHS 3 IHIIUMH IOKOAIHHAMU. iTdM Ta ImimaiTkam 06ibaioTerku
PUILETAIOIOTh MOYYTTHd BIANOBIAAABHOCTI Ta IIOBardu, a/Ke BOHU
TIOBUHHI PO3yMiTH, L0 ITO3UYEHY KHUTY IOTPiOHO Oyze IMoBepHYTH, adu
1HIIII TaKOXX MaAW 3MOIYy HEI0 KOpUCTyBaTuUCsd. J[lAad 3HECHAEHUX
HOBOCIIeYeHUX 0aTbKiB, 06abych Ta MmiayciB, a TaKOX OIIiKYyHiB,
6ibAioTeKHU € CIPaBKHBOIO 3HAXIIKOIO.

Y GaraTbox pamioHax HL}O—I?'IopKa, 0COOAMBO THX, O€ ITiOAITKH HeE
HaATO OOTSIXKEHi IT03aIIKIABHUMU 3aHATTAMU, 6i0aioTekH mepedbyBaroTh
Ha ITiKOB1 HOMYASTPHOCTI, a[I3K€ OAS MOAO/I1 IT€ MOXKAUBICTBH IIPOBECTH Yac
3 ogHOAITKaMHu. [lepiior MPUYHMHOIO € Te, 10 0ibAioTeKH 0e3KONIITOBHI
Ta AOCTYIIHi. [HIIT0I0 — Te, 110 CHiBPOOITHUKH 0i0AIOTEK 3aBK /U IPUBITHI
[0 YCiX BiBiAyBadiB; 4acTO BOHH BHUIIASIOTH MICIE OAS CIHIAKYBaHHA
IIiIAITKIB MizK CO0OIO0.

[TopiBHATH XO4a 06 KaB'dpHi Starbucks i pecroparnu McDonalds.
BoHU € BaroMMMHU CKAQIOBUMHU COIliaAbHOI iHQPaACTPYKTYpPH, Xo4ya He
KOJKEH MOXKe T03BOANUTH CO0i BiiBiaAyBaTH ixX, OiAbllle TOTO, HA OiAHAKIB
JaCTO JUBASITHCS CKOCA.

HezamoxkHi Ta cTrapuli AI0AW 4acTo YHUKAIOTh Starbucks uepes
BHCOKIi IIIHU Ta 4Yepe3 Te, 10 IOYyBalThCSI TaM «HE B CBOIM TapiAllir.
Babyci Ta mgigyci, 3 AKUMH 9 II03HAWOMUBCHA B HBIO-HOPKCHKHUX
6ibaioTekax, PO3IMOBIAM MEHi, III0 BOHU IIOYyBalOThCcd HebarkaHUMHU B
Cy4YacHHX KaB'dpHSX, 0apax Ta pecTopaHax, siKi 3yCTPidarThCs AeIb He
Ha KOXKHOMY Kpolli. Be3xaTbku Ta Maao3abe3riedeHi AOOM B3araai
YHHUKAIOTh TAKUX MiCIlb. IM BiZIOMO 3 BAQCHOTO HOCBi/y, III0 MEHEAXKEPH
TaKUX TIONYASIPHHUX 3aKAQiB MOXKYTbh BUKAUKATU IIOAIIIiI0 AHIIIE YEpe3
TBOIO IIPUCYTHICTH 0insg BXoay. A oT y 6i6aioTelli BU HaBpsiA YU 3HaMgeTe
IIPaBOOXOPOHIIIB, HABITh IKOU ¥ XOTiAH.

Xouya IIe He O3Hadae, [0 B 0ibaioTeKax 3aBKOU Oe3IIedYHO MU
3aTHIITHO. [IoKM g 3aiiMaBCd CBOIM [OOCAiZKEHHSIM, s1 OyB CBigKOM
rapssyux OUCKYCiH, 6iHOK Ta IHIIUX HENIPUEMHHX CUTYyallill 3a ydacrTi
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TICUXIYHO HEBPiBHOBasKEHUX AOAEYM YW HapKoMmaHiB. [loOpe, IO TakKi
Ka3yCH TpPaIAdIOTBCS PIAKO Ta MIBUAKO BHUPIIIYIOTBCH, 1 3TOAO0M
0ibAiOTEeKH BiOHOBAIOIOTH CBOIO pPOOOTY. AAe IIBOTO, Ha IKaAb, He
VHUKHYTH B TaKHX MOYOAIYHUX MIiCIIIX, OCOOAMBO KOAM HAPKOAOTIYHi
KAIHIKY, IIPUTYAKHU [OA9d 3AHUAEHHUX Ta IIPOAOBOABYL (POHAM dYaCTO
JKEHYTb M'eTh TaKUX AIO/eH, SKUM OyzKe MToTpibHa JoroMora, i HaTOMICTb
BiAIPaBASIIOTH iX B 0i0AioTekH!

JocTymnHIiCTE Ta po3MaiTTs, IO MIPOILBITAIOTh B MICLEBHUX
bibaioTekax, padinie OyAM Bi3UTHOIO KApPTKOK MIiCBKOI KyABTYpPH. Aae
BCe 3MiHHAOCsI. X04a aMEPUKAHCBHKI MiCTa 3apa3 €eTHIYHO Ta KyABTYPHO
PO3BHBAIOTHCSI, HEPIBHICTB BCE K iCHYE, i 0COOAMBO 1€ CTOCYETHCS PaCH
Ta COLIIaABHOTO CTaTyCy AIOOEH.

BibaioTeku — 11e Ti Miclld, e AIOAH HE3aAEKHO BiJ IMOXOMKEHHS,
x00i Ta iHTepeCiB € YaCTUHOIO BiABHOI XKUBOi KyABTYPH.

e Tam, me mnybAiuHUM, IIpUBATHUN Ta OAarOmiHHUN CEKTOpH
COIIIaABHOIO XKUTTHA O0'€OHYIOTBCH 3aIAsl TOTO, abu MOOCATTH YOTOCh
OIABIIIOTO, aHiK YHCTOTO IPUOYTKY.

[lroro aita xxypHaa Forbes omy0aikyBaB cTaTTio, B sKili HIlaocs
po Te, 110 6ibaioTekaM Oiabllle He MOTPiOHA IMiATPUMKA AIOAEH. ABTOP
CTaTTi, €KOHOMICT, 3alleBHUB, ILI0 HaUOIABIINNM iHTEpHET-Mara3uH
TOBApiB MAacCOBOTO IIONHUTy Amazon CKOPO IIOBHICTIO 3aMIHHUTb
6ibaioTeku. Peakilis yuradiB, 3ae0iabmIoro 6ibaioTekapiB, asre ¥ TaKoX
JEeP3KaBHUX CAYKOOBIIIB Ta IIPOCTHUX TpoMaasaH OyAa HaCTIABKU
o0ypauBoOIO, 1110 Forbes BUgasuB CTaTTIO 31 CBOTO BeOCaTy.

Hawm caix 6ytu obepesxxaumu. ChOTOAHI, 3 IOSIBOIO HOBUX MICT Ta
OKOAUIIb, TIONPHU yiAAWBI KOMEHTapi PO Te, 110 BAaA HiIK HE BIIAUBA€E
Ha IIpolleC PO3BUTKY 0i0AioTeK, BasKAMBO, III00 BOHU OTPHUMAaAU
BU3HAHHS, IKOTO 3aCAYTOBYIOTh.

Cain Big3HauuTy, 1o «liber» — AaTUHCBKUN KOPiHB cAaoBa «libraryy,
i Mae nBa 3HAYEHHH: «KHUTa» 1 «BiAbHUI». BibAiOTEKU BUCTYIIAIOTH 3a TE,
10 IIOTPIOHO 3axXUMIaTU: Aep:KaBHiI IHCTUTYILI, sKi HaBITh B €IIOXY
noadgpu3allii Ta HEpPIBHOCTi, CAy2KaThb OCHOBOIO I[MBiAI30BAHOIO
CYCHIABCTBA.

JIKII10 y HaC € mIaHC 3MIHUTH CYCHIABCTBO Ha Kpallle, [IOYHIMO 3
bibaioTeK.
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Eric Klinenberg

TO RESTORE CIVIL SOCIETY,
START WITH THE LIBRARY

This crucial institution is being neglected just when we need it the
most. Is the public library obsolete?

A lot of powerful forces in society seem to think so. In recent years,
declines in the circulation of bound books in some parts of the country
have led prominent critics to argue that libraries are no longer serving
their historical function. Countless elected officials insist that in the
21st century — when so many books are digitized, so much public
culture exists online and so often people interact virtually — libraries
no longer need the support they once commanded.

Libraries are already starved for resources. In some cities, even
affluent ones like Atlanta, entire branches are being shut down. In San
Jose, Calif., just down the road from Facebook, Google and Apple, the
public library budget is so tight that users with overdue fees above $20
aren’t allowed to borrow books or use computers.

But the problem that libraries face today isn’t irrelevance. Indeed,
in New York and many other cities, library circulation, program
attendance and average hours spent visiting are up. The real problem
that libraries face is that so many people are using them, and for such
a wide variety of purposes, that library systems and their employees
are overwhelmed. According to a 2016 survey conducted by the Pew
Research Center, about half of all Americans ages 16 and over used a
public library in the past year, and two-thirds say that closing their
local branch would have a “major impact on their community.”

Libraries are being disparaged and neglected at precisely the
moment when they are most valued and necessary. Why the
disconnect? In part it’s because the founding principle of the public
library — that all people deserve free, open access to our shared culture
and heritage — is out of sync with the market logic that dominates our
world. But it’s also because so few influential people understand the
expansive role that libraries play in modern communities.

Libraries are an example of what I call “social infrastructure”: the
physical spaces and organizations that shape the way people interact.
Libraries don’t just provide free access to books and other cultural
materials, they also offer things like companionship for older adults, de
facto child care for busy parents, language instruction for immigrants
and welcoming public spaces for the poor, the homeless and young
people.
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I recently spent a year doing ethnographic research in libraries in
New York City. Again and again, [ was reminded how essential libraries
are, not only for a neighborhood’s vitality but also for helping to address
all manner of personal problems.

For older people, especially widows, widowers and those who live
alone, libraries are places for culture and company, through book
clubs, movie nights, sewing circles and classes in art, current events
and computing. For many, the library is the main place they interact
with people from other generations.

For children and teenagers, libraries help instill an ethic of
responsibility, to themselves and to their neighbors, by teaching them
what it means to borrow and take care of something public, and to
return it so others can have it too. For new parents, grandparents and
caretakers who feel overwhelmed when watching an infant or a toddler
by themselves, libraries are a godsend.

In many neighborhoods, particularly those where young people aren’t
hyper-scheduled in formal after-school programs, libraries are highly
popular among adolescents and teenagers who want to spend time with
other people their age. One reason is that they’re open, accessible and
free. Another is that the library staff members welcome them; in many
branches, they even assign areas for teenagers to be with one another.

To appreciate why this matters, compare the social space of the
library with the social space of commercial establishments like
Starbucks or McDonald’s. These are valuable parts of the social
infrastructure, but not everyone can afford to frequent them, and not
all paying customers are welcome to stay for long.

Older and poor people will often avoid Starbucks altogether,
because the fare is too expensive and they feel that they don’t belong.
The elderly library patrons I got to know in New York told me that they
feel even less welcome in the trendy new coffee shops, bars and
restaurants that are so common in the city’s gentrifying neighborhoods.
Poor and homeless library patrons don’t even consider entering these
places. They know from experience that simply standing outside a high-
end eatery can prompt managers to call the police. But you rarely see
a police officer in a library.

This is not to say that libraries are always peaceful and serene.
During the time I spent doing research, I witnessed a handful of heated
disputes, physical altercations and other uncomfortable situations,
sometimes involving people who appeared to be mentally ill or under
the influence of drugs. But such problems are inevitable in a public
institution that’s dedicated to open access, especially when drug
clinics, homeless shelters and food banks routinely turn away — and
often refer to the library! — those who most need help. What’s
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remarkable is how rarely these disruptions happen, how civilly they are
managed and how quickly a library regains its rhythm afterward.

The openness and diversity that flourish in neighborhood libraries
were once a hallmark of urban culture. But that has changed. Though
American cities are growing more ethnically, racially and culturally
diverse, they too often remain divided and unequal, with some
neighborhoods cutting themselves off from difference — sometimes
intentionally, sometimes just by dint of rising costs — particularly
when it comes to race and social class.

Libraries are the kinds of places where people with different
backgrounds, passions and interests can take part in a living
democratic culture. They are the kinds of places where the public,
private and philanthropic sectors can work together to reach for
something higher than the bottom line.

This summer, Forbes magazine published an article arguing that
libraries no longer served a purpose and did not deserve public support.
The author, an economist, suggested that Amazon replace libraries
with its own retail outlets, and claimed that most Americans would
prefer a free-market option. The public response — from librarians
especially, but also public officials and ordinary citizens — was so
overwhelmingly negative that Forbes deleted the article from its
website.

We should take heed. Today, as cities and suburbs continue to
reinvent themselves, and as cynics claim that government has nothing
good to contribute to that process, it’s important that institutions like
libraries get the recognition they deserve. It’s worth noting that “liber,”
the Latin root of the word “library,” means both “book” and “free.”
Libraries stand for and exemplify something that needs defending: the
public institutions that — even in an age of atomization, polarization
and inequality — serve as the bedrock of civil society.
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OPUHA KIBEILIb

Apmyp Arom’ep XeHOpikc
BIAAAHEAAD KIHIIAA SUMHA

AHeniticeKitl nati 8i0 amatiyst. I pyoers 1983 p.

Kinenp poKy; BifOTh BITpHU
XOAOMHI, TIOAST KPUZKaH1
TBoi, cHiraMH CS€I TH.

Haue cepiie KpoB’1o AaHU
YepBOHUM I1aAaIOTh MOI.
Kimenp poky; BilOTh BITpPH.

[IyaHceTili TelAl AaHHU
[licag KpuUr KBITHYTbh HABECHI.
B MeHe KBiTH; B TebOe CHIrH.

KBiTHe Te, III0 CiIEMO MH:
xiba y 111a106i Mu omHi?
Kimenp poky; BilfOTh BITPH.

B Ai>KKYy He TpiloThb OiAbIlle CHHU.
[IITopM He ASSKa€ B CAMOTI.
B MeHe KBiTH; B TeOe CHIru.

I cAi3 MU GiAblIle TPOAHAU
Hixk Boz y MOPCBKili TAMOUHI.
Kimenp poky; BilOTh BITPH.
B mene kBiTH; B Tebe CHIrd.
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Arthur Lemiere Hendriks
VILLANELLE OF THE YEAR’S END!

To an English lady; from a Jamaican, December 1983

This is the year’s end; cold winds blow.
Your fields burn frost-white; mine blaze red.
I have Poinsettia; you have snow.

The rich Poinsettia-colors flow
As if from heart’s flood they had bled.
This is the year’s end; cold winds blow.

From warm, sweet roots Poinsettias grow.
To clear bright Springs ice-frosts have led.
I have Poinsettia; you have snow.

What comes to bloom is what we sow;
Is not love due to whom we wed?
This is the year’s end; cold winds blow.

What use has storm when flame burns low?
What warmth the nightmare single bed?
I have Poinsettia; you have snow.

Four thousand miles of sea I know
Do not outdeep the tears we shed.
This is the year’s end; cold winds blow.
I have Poinsettia; you have snow.
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MAPIY KPABIIOBA

Maitixn Mopnypzo

PSIIOBHH IIICHYA
[/ Ypueox/

IT’smob no oecamiii

Bouu BxKe MILIAM 1 1 HApPEUITI 3aAUIINBCA HaoAuHII. [lonepeny y
MEHE Ilira Hi4 i 9 He 3MapHYI0 aHi XBUAlL. 9l He MJO3BOAIO CHY 3MOPHUTHU
MeHe. | He Oyay mopuHaTH B AYMKHU. Y1 He Malo Ha 1ie IpaBa, 00 KOXKHa
MUTBE € HAJTO IIIHHOIO.

9 xoTiB O6u 3amam’aTaTH TeTh yCe TaKHUM, K BOHO OyAO0, K yce
TpanuAocd. 9 IpoKUB MalizkKe BiCIMHAAIISTh POKIB AHIB BUOPAIIIHIX Ta
3aBTpAlIHIX, i CHOTOAHI & TIIOBHHEH 3ragaTH ixX sKoMora OiAbliIe.
Croronti g xouy, abu NIBUAKOIIAWHHI AyMKU SKOMOTra AOBIIE (TaK caMo
[OBTO, SIKUM € MO€ XKUTTsI) HE IIEPEIIOBHSIAN ME€HE, KBalIATYH CBITAHOK.
CroroziHi BHOUI, SIK HIKOAU paHillle, 9 X049y BiqdyTH cebe KUBUM.

Yapai 6epe MmeHe 3a PyKY i Beze 3a coboro, a/azKe BiH 3HAE, 110 S He
X004y UTH. 9 111e HIKOAW HE HOCHUB OJST 13 KOMIPIIEM, TOXK BigdyBalo, sIK
BiH AyIIUTH MeHe. YepeBUKHU HA MOiX HOTax — gKICh AUBHI Ta Baxkki. Ha
cepili MeHi TexXX BaxKKo, 00 s Oorocd Toro, II0 Ha MeHe 4dekKae. Yapai
4acTO PO3IOBIAAB MEHI {KUM JKaxXAUBHM MICIIEM € IIg IIIKOAAQ:
po3noBiaB npo nmaHa ManHHIHICa 1 HOTO AIOTHH HOPOB, a TaKOXK IIPO
JIOBIY Pi3Ky, dKy BiH Billla€ Ha CTiHi HaJ CBOIM CTOAOM.

Beaukomy [I3k0 He TOTPiOHO XOAUTHU 0 LIKOAU i, SIK HA MEHe, 11
B3araai HedecHo. BiH 3Ha4yHO cTaplIni 3a MeHe. BiH HaBiTh cTapIllni
3a Yapai, i 111e HIKOAW HE XOAUB [0 IIKOAU. BiH cUIUTh BAOMa 3 MaMOIO
1 IOTASIIa€ 3a CBOIM [€pPeBIIEM, CMIEThCH 1 HacmiBye oMy «[lomapandi
Ta AUMOHM»? . JJKOU K g1 OyB TaKUM XK€ IITaCAUBHM, K BiH. JAKOU XK o
O6yB yzmoMa, sk BiH. 91 He Xouy ¥UTu 3 Hapai. Y He Xo4uy HTH [0 IIIKOAH.

9 osuparocsa depe3 IIA€dYe, CIIOAIBAIOYNCH Ha IIOMUAYBaHHS,
CIIOZIiBaIOYHCh TOOAYUTH MaMy, sika ITO0iKUTH 3a MHOIO, 1100 3a0paTu
MeHe nonomy. Aae ii Hema i HeMa, i 3 KOKHHUM HaCTYIIHUM KPOKOM £ yCce
OAmzkYe HaOAMIKAIOCS 10 IITKOAH, /10 ITaHa MaHHiHIca Ta Horo piskH.

«B3garu Tebe Ha roproiui?» — 3anurye Yapai. Bin 6aguth, 1110 Moi
OYi CIIOBHEHI CAi3 1 3HaE€, 9K 11ie. BiH cTapinuii 3a MeHe Ha TPHU POKHU, TOXK
BiH B3Ke IIPOUIIOB Uyepes yce 11e i Bce 1o0pe 3Hae. []o Toro XK BiH CHABHUH
1 4ymoBO KaTae Ha roprouiax. Tox g niacTpubyro, BCAAUBIINUCH HOMY Ha
IIA€Yi 1 IyIIKO 3a HBOTO TPUMAaIOCs, HaMaralo4nuch TOAOCHO HE PIOMCATH.
AAe g He MOXKY JOBTO CTPUMYyBaTU CBOIiX CXAMIIyBaHb, 00 K 3HAIO, II10
Ie¥ PaHOK HE € II0YaTKOM — YOI'OCh HOBOTO Ta 3aXOIIAIOIOYOro, 9K KazKe
MOd MaMa — a pajllie KiHIIEM MOTO ITI04YaTKy. TpuMaroduch 3a HInuio Yapai
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{1 3Ha¥o, 1[0 IPOXKUBAIO OCTAHHI XBHAI CBOr0 6€3TYpPOOTHOTO KUTTS, IO
ITOBEPHYBILUCH JOOMY CHOT'O/IHi OIIiBHi, S B3Ke He Oyay TUM, KUM OyB
JIOCI.

9 posmnaromyio o4i i 6auy MepTBOro KpyKa, 1110 BUCUTH Ha OTOPOXKi,
Horo m3p00 BiAKPUTHH. YU 3aCTPEAUAH HOTO, 3aCTPEAHAU KPHUUYIIOTO,
TIABKH-HO BiH IIo4YaB CBiM CIIiB, 3aAeaABe HOro IIPOHU3AMBA MEAOJIis
BCTHUTAA 3a3BydaTH? BiH po3XUTyeThCsd, HOrO Iip’sa BCe 111€ AOBUTH BITED,
HaBITh OITICASI CMEPTi, HOTO poAMHA Ta APYy3i KapKaroTh Yy CKOPOOTi Ta
THiBi 3 BEPXOBITTS BUCOKUX B’s3iB, III0 BUCOYilOTh Hal HaMU. MeHi He
mIKoga #Horo. MokKAWBO 1€ BiH 3MYyCHB MOIO BIABIIAHKY BIIAETITH 1
CIIyCTOIIMB ii THi3M0, HE 3aAWUINUBIIM ii sgeib. Moix senp. [T'arepo ix
Oys0, JXKMBUX, 1 1 CBOIMH MaABIIIMU BigdyBaB ix Ternao. [lam’araro, K
OIHE 3a OHUM BHUHHAB iX 1 BUKAAB Cc00i Ha OOAOHIO. 9 XOTIB CKAACTH IX
Yy CBOIO KOPOOKY, BUAYTH iX TaK caMo, sIK 11e 3poouB Yapai i mokaactu y
BaTy, pa3oM i3 SHUIIIMH YOPHOTO Apo3aa Ta roayba. 9 6u B3gaB ix. Aae
IIIOCh 3aBaIUAO MEHi 3pOOUTH 11e, 3MYCHUAO 3aBaraTucd. I3 TposHI0BOrO
Kyllla MOTo OaThbKa Ha MEHE [OUBHAACd BiAblIaHKa, ii YOpPHiI Oui-
HaMHCTHHKH ITHABHO TASITIAU Ha MeHe, Oaarasu MeHe.

I B ouax Toro mraxa s robadyuB 6aTbka cBoro. Ilig TposHOOBUM
KYyIIleM, [TIOXOBaHi TAMOOKO ITifl CHPOIO Ta YEPBAUBOIO 3€MAEIO A€IKAAU BCi
JOPOri oMy pedi.

Michael Morpurgo

PRIVATE PEACEFUL
[ Excerpt/

Five past ten

Theyve gone now, and I'm alone at last. | have the whole night
ahead of me, and I won’t waste a single moment of it. I shan’t sleep it
away. I won’t dream it away either. I mustn’t, because every moment of
it will be far too precious.

[ want to try to remember everything, just as it was, just as it
happened. I've had nearly eighteen years of yesterdays and tomorrows,
and tonight I must remember as many of them as I can. I want tonight
to be long, as long as my life, not filled with fleeting dreams that rush
me on towards dawn.

Tonight, more than any other night of my life, I want to feel alive.

Charlie is taking me by the hand, leading me because he knows I
don’t want to go. I've never worn a collar before and it’s choking me. My
boots are strange and heavy on my feet. My heart is heavy too, because
[ dread what I am going to. Charlie has told me often how terrible this
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school-place is: about Mr Munnings and his raging tempers and the
long whipping cane he hangs on the wall above his desk.

Big Joe doesn’t have to go to school and I don’t think that’s fair at
all. He’s much older than me. He’s even older than Charlie and he’s
never been to school. He stays at home with Mother, and sits up his
tree singing Oranges and Lemons, and laughing. I wish I could be
happy like him. I wish I could be at home like him. I don’t want to go
with Charlie. I don’t want to go to school.

I look back, over my shoulder, hoping for a reprieve, hoping that
Mother will come running after me and take me home. But she doesn’t
come and she doesn’t come, and school and Mr Munnings and his cane
are getting closer with every step.

“Piggyback?” says Charlie. He sees my eyes full of tears and knows
how it is. Charlie always knows how it is. He’s three years older than
me, so he’s done everything and knows everything. He’s strong, too,
and very good at piggybacks. So I hop up and cling on tight, crying
behind my closed eyes, trying not to whimper out loud. But I cannot
hold back my sobbing for long because I know that this morning is not
the beginning of anything — not new and exciting as Mother says it is -
but rather the end of my beginning. Clinging on round Charlie’s neck I
know that I am living the last moments of my carefree time, that I will
not be the same person when I come home this afternoon.

I open my eyes and see a dead crow hanging from the fence, his
beak open. Was he shot, shot in mid-scream, as he began to sing, his
raucous tune scarcely begun? He sways, his feathers still catching the
wind even in death, his family and friends cawing in their grief and
anger from the high elm trees above us. I am not sorry for him. It could
be him that drove away my robin and emptied her nest of her eggs. My
eggs. Five of them there had been, live and warm under my fingers. I
remember I took them out one by one and laid them in the palm of my
hand. I wanted them for my tin, to blow them like Charlie did and lay
them in cotton wool with my blackbird’s eggs and my pigeon’s eggs. I
would have taken them. But something made me draw back, made me
hesitate. The robin was watching me from Father’s rose bush, her black
and beady eyes unblinking, begging me.

Father was in that birds’ eyes. Under the rose bush, deep down,
buried in the damp and wormy earth were all his precious things
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T’AHHA KPUIITAAIOK

Pym Cmaiin3 F'annemm

TATIB APAKOH
_ Po30in mpemiii
MIHN BATBKO SHAXOOHUTBH OCTPIB

Miii TaTo IepexoByBaBCS y TPIOMI LIICTh AHIB Ta HOo4eH. [IBidi #ioro
Aeb HEe BUKPHUAH, KOAU Kopabeab 3yIIHHABCS, 11100 J03aBaHTAKUTHUCS.
Aae HapenrTi BiH IIOYYyB, K IKHUHCh MOPSK CKas3aB, II0 HACTyIIHUM
nmoprTom Oyme 2KypaBAWHA, /e BOHH Bi[BAHTAKyBAaTHMYTbH IMIIEHUIIIO.
BaTpko 3HaB, 110 ¥OTO BLAIIPABASTH AOAOMY, SIK TIABKYW 3HAUAyTh. BiH
3arA9HYB Y PIOK3aK 1 BUTSTHYB 3 HbOI'O I'yMOBY CTpidKy. Kpim Toro, BiH
TAKOXK B3s8B IIYCTHUH MIIIIOK BiJ 3€pHaA 3 €THUKETKOK «KypaBawmHa». B
OCTaHHIM MOMEHT BIH 3aAai3 OO0 MilIKa pa3oM 3 PIOK3aKOM Ta BCIM
IHIIUM, 3aBEPHYB BEpPX MiIlIKa BCEpPeAWHYy 1 3aB’d3aB TYMOBOIO
CTPIYKOI0. 3BUYAMHO 1€ MIILIOK A0 BiAPi3HIBCS BiJ YCiX iHIIIUX, aAe
0aTBHKOBI I1e 31aBaA0Cs HAUKpPAIIUM PIllIeHHSIM.

Hezabapom mnpuiiiniau MoOpsaKH, 100 po3BaHTaXKyBaTH. BoHu
OIYCTHAM BEAHKY CITKYy y TPIOM 1 IIOYaAM IIepeKAaJaTH MIilIIKH 3
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OIIEeHUIEeI0. ParrToM oouH MOPSK 3aBepelnan: «BeAukui moTAaHaenb!
[le Ha¥gUBHININH MIIIOK 3 IIIIEHUIIEI0, IKUM S KOAHU-HeOyab 0aduB.
Cxoxe, 110 Y HBOMY SIKICh TPYAKHU, aA€ 3TIAHO 3 €ETUKETKOI0 MOT0 MiClle
Ipu3HadYeHHd — 2KypaBAUHa».

[HIIIi MOPSIKM TaKOXK IIOTASTHYAW Ha MIIIOK, a TOMYy Mili 0aTbhKoO,
dKUN TaM 3HaxXOOUBCHd, HaMaraBCd 3 yCiX CHA HaragyBaTH MIIIOK 3
nureHuiero. Tomi iHIIWE MOPSK IIOYaB oOMallyBaTH MIIIIOK i CXOITUB
AIKOTBR MOTO OaTbKa. «9 3Haro, o Iie», — cKaszaB BiH. — lle wimiok
CYILIEHUX KadaHiB KyKypy/A3u». | BiH BKUHYB MOTO 0aThKa y BEAUKY CiTKY
pa3oM 3 IHIIUMHU MIiIlIKaM¥ MIIeHUII].

Ile Bce Tpammaocd y MApPYyrid IOAOBHHI OHYA, TakK IIi3HO, IIIO
TOoproBelb 3 2KypaBAWHHU, IKUNU 3aMOBASB IMIIEHUIIO, paXyBaB MiIIKH
aXK OO0 HACTyITHOTro paHKYy. (BiH OyB aysKe IIyHKTYaAbHOIO AIOUHOIO i
HiIKOAU He 3allidHIioBaBcd Ha 00i1.) MOpsSKM MOBIIOMUAY KalliTaHy i TOH
3amurcaB Ha IIIMaTKYy Iarepy, 10 BOHU A0CTaBUAM 1060 MIIIIKIB MIIIE€HUIII
1 OMUH MIIIIOK CYIIEHUX Ka4daHiB KyKypyA3U. BOHU 3aAHINNAM 3aIIUCKY
AT TOPTOBIIA 1 BIITIAMAM TOTO K Bedopa.

[TizHimie mi#fi 6aTbKO 4YyB, III0 BECh HACTYIIHUH OEHH TOPTOBEIb
paxyBaB i IIepepaxoByBaB MIllIKH i oOMaIlyBaB KOXKHUM, CIIOiBaIOYNCH
3HAUTU MIIIOK CYIIEHUX KadaHiB KyKypyA3u. BiH HiKoaAnm HOro He
3HAUINOB. AIXKe 9K TIABKH CTE€MHiAO, Mili 6aThKO BUOpaBCs 3 MIIlIKA,
CKAaB HOTO i IIOKAAB Ha3a/ [0 HallAiYHUKA. BiH mimoB y30epesk:KaM a0
YyIOBOTO ITIIIAHOTO MICIIS, A€ IIPHAIT IIOCIIaTH.

Miit 6aTpko OYB AyKe TOAOTHUM, KOAM ITPOKHUHYBCS HACTYITHOTO
paHky. Came TOmi, KOAHU BiH II€pPEBIPAB 3aAMIIKHU 1XKi, IIIOCH BIAPUAO
tioro mo roaoBi. lle 6yB MmanmapuH. BaTbko npocnas i AepeBoM, sKe
PSICHIAO BEAWKHUMM, TOBCTHMH MaHAapuHaMHu. | Toai HioMmy 3ragasocd,
o 1e 6yB octpiB Mangapunid. [loBciogu AMKO POCAU MaHOApPUHOBI
ngepeBa. Mi#i 6aTbko mimidpaB pPiBHO CTIiABKHM, Ha CKIABKU B HBOTO
BHUCTA4YaAO MiCIld, a caMe TPUALEITh OAWH MaHOAapPHH, 1 BiAIpaBUBCS
mykaTu dukuii OcTpiB.

Bin #moB, i ¥HI0B, i HUIIIOB y30€pexKsKdAM y IOIIyKaxX CKEeAb, dKi
3’€AHyIOTh ABa OCTpPoBU. BiH HIIIOB yBech AeHb, aXX IIOKH He 3yCTpPiB
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pubaaky i 3armuran #oro npo JAukuit OcTpiB. Pubaska rmoyasB TpycUTHCS
i He Mir po3MoBASITH HOBrUii yac. Moro mepernoBHIOBAB CTpax Bif caMoi
OyMKHU mpo octpiB. Hapemrti BiH ckaszaB: «<barato Amoaeit mpobyBaau
pocaigmtn Jukuit OCTpiB, ase KOOEH HE IMOBEPHYBCd XXUBUMK. Mwu
AyMaeMo, 1o ixX 3'iau auki TBapuHW». lle He cTypOyBaso Moro OaTpKa.
BiH npomoB:KyBaB HTH i 3HOBY cliaB Ha Oepesi Tiei Houi.

Hactymuuii neHb BUOABCA HAIIPO4Yyd SICHUM. Y OasediHi Mili 6aTbKo
100aYUB CKeEAl, SIKi IPOCTATAAUCS B OKEaH i 3aBEPIIyBAANUCT MAaA€HBKOIO
AeOb TIOMITHOIO 3€A€HOI0 o0a30i0. BiH xyTkKo 371B ciM MaHAaApUHIB i
I10/IaBCS BHU3 y30€PEKIKAM.

Ruth Stiles Gannett

MY FATHER’S DRAGON?
Chapter Three
MY FATHER FINDS THE ISLAND

My father hid in the hold for six days and nights. Twice he was
nearly caught when the ship stopped to take on more cargo. But at last
he heard a sailor say that the next port would be Cranberry and that
they'd be unloading the wheat there. My father knew that the sailors
would send him home if they caught him, so he looked in his knapsack
and took out a rubber band and the empty grain bag with the label
saying "Cranberry." At the last moment my father got inside the bag,
knapsack and all, folded the top of the bag inside, and put the rubber
band around the top. He didn't look just exactly like the other bags but
it was the best he could do.

Soon the sailors came to unload. They lowered a big net into the
hold and began moving the bags of wheat. Suddenly one sailor yelled,
"Great Scott! This is the queerest bag of wheat ['ve ever seen! It's all
lumpy-like, but the label says it's to go to Cranberry."

The other sailors looked at the bag too, and my father, who was
in the bag, of course, tried even harder to look like a bag of wheat. Then
another sailor felt the bag and he just happened to get hold of my
father's elbow. "I know what this is," he said. "This is a bag of dried
corn on the cob," and he dumped my father into the big net along with
the bags of wheat.

This all happened in the late afternoon, so late that the merchant
in Cranberry who had ordered the wheat didn't count his bags until the
next morning. (He was a very punctual man, and never late for dinner.)
The sailors told the captain, and the captain wrote down on a piece of
paper, that they had delivered one hundred and sixty bags of wheat
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and one bag of dried corn on the cob. They left the piece of paper for
the merchant and sailed away that evening.

My father heard later that the merchant spent the whole next day
counting and recounting the bags and feeling each one trying to find
the bag of dried corn on the cob. He never found it because as soon as
it was dark my father climbed out of the bag, folded it up and put it
back in his knapsack. He walked along the shore to a nice sandy place
and lay down to sleep.

My father was very hungry when he woke up the next morning.
Just as he was looking to see if he had anything left to eat, something
hit him on the head. It was a tangerine. He had been sleeping right
under a tree full of big, fat tangerines. And then he remembered that
this was the Island of Tangerina. Tangerine trees grew wild everywhere.
My father picked as many as he had room for, which was thirty-one,
and started off to find Wild Island.

He walked and walked and walked along the shore, looking for the
rocks that joined the two islands. He walked all day, and once when he
met a fisherman and asked him about Wild Island, the fisherman began
to shake and couldn't talk for a long while. It scared him that much,
just thinking about it. Finally he said, "Many people have tried to
explore Wild Island, but not one has come back alive. We think they
were eaten by the wild animals." This didn't bother my father. He kept
walking and slept on the beach again that night.

It was beautifully clear the next day, and way down the shore my
father could see a long line of rocks leading out into the ocean, and
way, way out at the end he could just see a tiny patch of green. He
quickly ate seven tangerines and started down the beach.
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BIKTOP MAPAY

Ansvppeo Xaycmar

3 mepeB HaMKpallli — BUIIIHI, ¥ KBIT
OxgararoTb CMYTOK CBOIX BIT:
3 raiB cCAMHYAU 3HOB CBHOT'OJHI

Ix 6ini cykHi BeAMKOIH].

Y Ti ciMaecdrT AiT, 10 TakK THYTb,
Hux nBagldTh IOHUX HE BEPHYTB;
BiguaTu kX nBa HeCaATKHU CBAT —

I 3aAUIIIUTHLCA AUIII IT ATOECAT.

[IIo6 cepiie KBiTOM ix OysiAO,
[TiBcoTHi BeceH Oyme Mano;
To xx BapT MUrieM Xai, Ha Oiry

Ha BuIlIHI TASHYTH B CHIrY.

Alfred Housman

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now
Is hung with bloom along the bough,
And stands about the woodland ride

Wearing white for Eastertide.
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Now, of my three score years and ten,
Twenty will not come again,
And take from seventy springs a score,

It only leaves me fifty more.

And since to look at things in bloom
Fifty springs are little room,
About the woodlands I will go

To see the cherry hung with snow.

Bonm Bimmen

O KAIIITAHE! MIA KAIIITAHE!
O kamitane! Mi#i kanitane! Mu B npeiid yxke adaram,
Hair 6pur yHUK ycix HebGe3IeK, MeTU MU JIOCATAHU,
Yxke 0AU3BKO OOHU, g YyI0 A3BOHU, HAPO/ pali€,
BeanuHo ¥ rpi3HO KiAb Boay pixke, 30yAucs Hasii!

Aae, o cepue! Cepre!
I3 paHU KPOB OiKUTE,
[e xamiTaH Miii MEPTBUU
Ha maay06i AeXuThb.

O kamirane! Mi#i kamiTaze! YcraBaii i cayxaii A3BiH;
YcraBait — To6i AMII 3BYKH CYpPM, i CTATr — 1iasad Tebe BiH,
To06i 11i KBiTH i AaBpa BiTH, Ha BCiX Hapid4sax

Tebe aurll 3ByTh, n0 Tebe BCi 3BEepHEHI 00AnYYsT!
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O kamitane! BaTeky!
Ty MOB HIpPHAIT i crivI,—
HacHuaoce, 1110 TH MepTBUY
Ha maay6i aexkwuiir.
Miit kamriTaH He MOBUTH CAOBa, MOBYAaTh ByCcTa OAifi,
TopKHYBCsI PyK — 6€3 IIyABCY B3K€, XOAOIHI ¥ TBEPIi;
Ta ock i3 baKy KHAAIOTH SIKip; 3 OypeMHHUX IAaBaHb
BepHyBcg OpUT 1iAUM, BiH ITePEMOIKIIEM 3aXOAUTh Y raBaHb.
O Gepery! Buit y n3BoHuU!
MeHi AHILIEHD TY>KHUTb,
Illo xkamiTaH Miii MEPTBUU

Ha mmaay0i A€KUTb.

Walt Whitman

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.
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O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up-for you the flag is flung-for you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths — for you the shores a-crowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck,
You've fallen cold and dead.
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.
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FOAIA CAITOXA

Pobepm Ayic CmieeHcoH
HE3BHYHHH YYXXHHEIH

OpgHoro pasy Ha 3eMaAl0 OpUOYB TicTh 3i CyCiiHBOI IIAQHETH.
[Tpubyanii criyctuBcda 3 HeOa. Moro 3ycTpiB BeauKkui disocod, abu Bce
I1oKa3aTH.

Croepiily BOHU HIIIAM KpPi3b Aic. Uy>KHMHEIb PO3TASIOaB BEPXiBKU
[IEPEB.

«XTO K 11e?» — IIOIIKABHUBCS BiH.
«Ce IIpocTo POCAMHU, — MOBUB pinocod. — BoHU KUBi, are reTh
HeIllKaBi».

«fl 1bOTO HE 3HaB, — CKa3aB Yy>KHUHeEIlb. — Tak BUTAS A€, 1110 BOHU
ayke mobpe BUXoBaHi. POCAMHHM 30BCiM HiKOAM HE PO3MOBASIOTH?»

«He maroTh mapy MoBH», — BigKa3aB (piaocod.

«Ta Bce XK, 34a€ThCs, 4 Yyl iXHIM CIIiB», — HE OTOAUBCS
IPUOYAUH.

«Ce AHII IIOMiXK AUCTS BiTEP IIYPXOTUTDH, — ITOSICHUB pirocod. —

91 po3moOBiIM BaM IIPO TEOPil0 BITPiB, BOHA AyZKE LIKaBay.

«apa3n, — KUBHYB 4yKHUHellb. — OgHaK g 0 X0TiB 3HATH, IIPO 110
BOHU OyMAarOThy.

«BoHU He 31aTHI AymMaTH», — BigkaszaB diaocod.

«[lpoT0 g TEK HE 3HaB, — CKa3aB YyzKUHeIlb. BiH TOPKHYBCS PyKOIO
cToBOypa mepeBa i mogaB: — MeHi 10 BIOA00OH I1i AIOIHY.

«Ta ce x y3araai He Aronu, — 3ariepeduB isaocod. — XoaiMo».
3rogoM BOHU IIPOCTYBaAU IIACOBHUIIEM A9 KOPiB.
«A 111 ATOoM Oy>Ke OpyaHi», — 03BaBCs IPUOYAUH.

«Ce 30BCIiM He AIOZIN», — IIOXUTAaB I'0A0BOIO in0Ccod i PO3IIOBIB PO
KOPiB i3 HayKOBOi TOYKHU 30DPYy, ase MOro CAiB g He 3ariaMm’dTaB.

«MeHi no nporo Gadiay:ke, — MOBHUB Yy>KHHEIlb. — AAe YOMY BOHU
HIKOAU HE MUBAATHCI Ha HEDO?»
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«Bo KOpoBU TpPaBOigHi, — MOACHUB inocod. — BoHU XapuyroThCa
AWIIIE TPaBOIO, a BOHA HE HaATO NoxXHWBHaA. CaMe TOMYy iM OOBOAUTBHCS
OPUIOIAGTH BCIO yBary ixki. ¥ HUX HEMa€ 4acy Ha pPoO3ayMHU, PO3MOBH,
CIIOTAG/IaHHS MeM3aKiB YU IMiATPUMYBaHHS YHUCTOTH.

«[Io 3, i TaK BUXKUBATH MOXKHa, — CKas3aB Ipudyauii. — Ta Bce kK
MeHi OiAbIlIe 10 BIIOMOOU AU i3 3€eA€HUMH YYIIPHUHAMU.

Tomi BoHM yBiMIIAM y MicTo. Byauili KwuIliaAm dYoAoBiKaMH U
XKIHKaMH.

«i Afoou gy»kKe OUBHi», — 03BaBCs Uy>KHUHEIIb.
«Ce Aroom HaMKpalloi Hallii Ha CBiTi», — IIPOPiK dirocod.
«HeBxke 11e Tak? — InepenuraB 4dyxKuHelb. — BOHUM X rets Ha

TaKUX HE CXOXKI».

Robert Louis Stevenson
THE DISTINGUISHED STRANGER

Once upon a time there came to this earth a visitor from a
neighbouring planet. And he was met at the place of his descent by a
great philosopher, who was to show him everything.

First of all, they came through a wood, and the stranger looked
upon the trees. “Whom have we here?” said he.

“These are only vegetables,” said the philosopher. “They are alive,
but not at all interesting.”

“l don’t know about that,” said the stranger. “They seem to have
very good manners. Do they never speak?”

“They lack the gift,” said the philosopher.
“Yet I think I hear them sing,” said the other.

“That is only the wind among the leaves,” said the philosopher. “I
will explain to you the theory of winds: it is very interesting.”

“Well,” said the stranger, “I wish [ knew what they are thinking.”
“They cannot think,” said the philosopher.

29



36iprur neperxnadie (ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2021, Bunyck VI

“l don’t know about that,” returned the stranger: and then, laying
his hand upon a trunk: “I like these people,” said he.

“They are not people at all,” said the philosopher. “Come along.”
Next they came through a meadow where there were cows.
“These are very dirty people,” said the stranger.

“They are not people at all,” said the philosopher; and he
explained what a cow is in scientific words which I have forgotten.

“That is all one to me,” said the stranger. “But why do they never
look up?”

“Because they are graminivorous,” said the philosopher; “and to
live upon grass, which is not highly nutritious, requires so close an
attention to business that they have no time to think, or speak, or look
at the scenery, or keep themselves clean.”

“Well,” said the stranger, “that is one way to live, no doubt. ButlI
prefer the people with the green heads.”

Next they came into a city, and the streets were full of men and
women.

“These are very odd people,” said the stranger.

“They are the people of the greatest nation in the world,” said the
philosopher.

“Are they indeed?” said the stranger. “They scarcely look so.”
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OABI'A CMOABHUIIBKA

Tomac O’Apci MaxIi
KEABTH

Biku 3a mexxamMu iMau,
JIBi THCIYI AIT — YU OiABIIIE,
B crapomy EpiHi xuau,
3a pUMCBHKIi CIIMCH BHUILI;
HemoB ayou, BoHU OyAH,
3a HUX 1 Be3Ki1 HUXKYI,
Mixk XBUAB i Oyp CBi#l miM 3BeAU
I3 Baxoay macTupi Bimi.

Bor mopa — Manaunas, MakAip,
B ycTax rHiB KAEKOTIB;

KOypasB y GiAOITIIHHUH BUP
dAroTHAB] KOpPabAiB;

By Kpomaxi, 6or rpomy # 3ip,
3aTeMHEeHHsI POOUB,

Bpurir — ckaazasa BipIIOTBIp,
[ — riMHM criparaux cais.

I BUMHKY, 1 IpUCTPACTi — 3HA4HI;
Bonu 3 KaMiHHA ¥ TAMHHU
TaeMmHi1 3BOIHAHU B Ti OHI
dopTrelli HEMMOXUTHI;
Tawm mipamigu kaMm’dHi,
[ B gapi AHI AUTUHHI
MucauBil y IyIaBuHi
AOCIB CTPIASIAML CITPUTHI.

3 ix pony — PinH, Halnepiui 6apx,
Toii, yuil mpazgaBHiM CIiB

Bce 3MmiHIOBaB — 1 Hicca Aaf
CoAOKO3BYYHUX CAIB.

[peifH 3A0TOKOCA, Yap MPHHA,
Sky ®iHH mTOAIOOUB —

Bing Hei, kpacHoi, 6yB nepmiuM 3 gai —
IloeT y CBIT 3A€TIB.
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Ile Oiicin! /IBa TUCSYOAITTS — IIeA€HA,
9lka He posTae —

Bo deniiB TBoix paTh OyHTIBHA —
B moruaax e.

I 3apas aqusHi @inHa i Toara iMeHa,
9K 1 TBOE —

CraBka iM’a 3abyTe TaM, IK CUBHUHA —
Pyina mniocrae.

BiBTap npyinis, gK 1 racao ix, —
IIle € caign,
He 3rybaenuii 3aBiT IaeMeH CBOiX,
Binu TyT 3aBX)KaH,
O, 36epexkiTh BEAUYHUH CIIiB, 110 OYB Y HUX,
Ix CUAY BiOHaMWIU,
B camoTHil MTicHI — OHI AIoOAeN ITaAKUX,
[Ilo BciX BEAU CIOIH.

O, BeaeTHIO OKpuAeHUi! Jk 30epertu
Ham B Hammi gHi
Te, 1110 IPOMOBUB OyX BEAUYHUH, TH,
TBoi micHI?
Aae MTi3HAIOTh YYHI JaBHUHU CBITH,
Yacu sicHi,
KoAu 3kUAM 3BUTSKII HiXKHI, cepea YUCTOTH...
CriB 36epexxyTb BoHU!

Thomas D’Arcy McGee
THE CELTS

Long, long ago, beyond the misty space

Of twice a thousand years,

In Eirinn old there dwelt a mighty race,

Taller than Roman spears.

Like oaks and towers

They had a giant grace,

With feet as fleet as deers'...

With winds and waves they made their settling-place.
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Their ocean-god was Mannanan Mac Lir,
Whose angry lips,

In their white foam, full often would inter
Whole fleets of ships;

Crom was their day-god and their thunderer...
Made morning and eclipse.

Brid was their queen of song, and unto her
They prayed with fire-touched lips.

Great were their deeds, their passions and their sports;
With clay and stone

They piled on strath and shore those mystic forts

Not yet o'erthrown.

On cairn-crowned hills they held their council-courts.
While youths alone

With giant dogs explored the elks' resorts,

And brought them down...

Of these was Finn, the father of the bard,
Whose ancient song

Over the clamour of all change is heard,
Sweet-voiced and strong.

Finn once o'ertook Grania, the golden-haired,
The fleet and young;

From her the lovely, and from him the feared,
The primal poet sprung.

Ossian! Two thousand years of mist and change
Surround thy name -

Thy Fenian heroes now no longer range

The hills of fame.

The very names of Finn and Goll sound strange —
Yet thine the same -

By miscalled lake and desecrated grange —
Remains and shall remain!

The Druid's altar and the Druid's creed
We scarce can trace,
There is not left an undisputed deed
Of all your race,
Save your majestic song, which hath their speed,
And strength, and grace;
In that sole song, they live, and love, and bleed —
It bears them on through space.
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Oh, inspired giant! Shall we e'er behold,

In our own time,

One fit to speak your spirit on the wold,

Or seize your rhyme?

One pupil of the past, as mighty-souled

As in the prime,

Were the fond, fair, and beautiful and bold...
They, of your song sublime!

Tomac O’Apci MaxIi
KEABTCBKHH XPECT

Kpi3b TbMy, BOTOHB i OypIO s y3apiB —
HIupokui 1 CTINKUY —

Ile KeABTCBKUH XpecT, 3HaK HaIIux OeperiB,
I[Tonan Biku!

[dapma g HuM 60pOAUCH JaHEeIlb, CaKC
Y m1aa "He3ron —

CtoiTh BiH — 1 Beie 31pHUILIEI0 BECH YacC
Posciguuit Hapon.

O Xpect CBaruii! o Arobuit 3HaK PO3ITATh,
XPHUCTOBUX MYK,

HaBkoAo Tebe My4eHUKHU CIIASITH —
I med i AyK.

I CTO €NMCKOIIIB 3AIYUTH 3MOXKY 9
Cepen MepiliB:

lle AaBU BaTaxKKiB, Ta BOXXWH HIITHUAB Cid —
3AaK AT KEHIIIB.

Tebe 3BaAUTD Hi 3K€3Ay KOPOAS, Hi IIIaAy IIypUTaH
He crane cua;
Tawm, ne 7oAUHM, ¥ CUBUMH Tip TyMaH,
MixK MiCT 1 cia,
He I'nenpany, Ap, TipoH — OAS MiCBKHX
Tu moremnep,
Po3kpuB 06iiimu, 11106 BiTaTH BCiX —
Mix rip, o3ep.
IparaBHACEKUHT AyX ONIAAKYIOTH OyPHI,
116 3 BUHHUX CAI3? —
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Yac BUCMie 3ami3HeHicTb O0pPHI,
Po3butuii crimc.

Po3buaa Kpanmepa i3 KpomBeaeM 3eMas,
Yy>KUM — BTEKTH,

9K AHHIi 3 BiAbIMOM; III0 CTAAOCH OITICAST —
Ile 3Haem TH.

O Bory Arobuti, Mmuauii [laTpuky cBATUH,
Twu Bipu 3HaK!

Cniacu HaM LIEPKBY B HEMUHYYUH 4ac AUXUH,
ko mmnuyaxk

BuueMm 3BeneThCcs 3HOBY, 1100 cKapaTh
dcHux CUuHIB,

Arofiet — KOAUIIHIX JHIB FrepOUCHEKY pPaTh,
XTO CMEPTH AIOOUB.

YoM KeAbTaM CAiZl 604THCA BECH Yac
3a pigHUuil xpam?

JleHb HE MUHYB — BiH IIIe He 3rac —
Bparye Ham

IpaaBOiro, oe y poarodoMy 3€pHI —
3emada cBaTa:

Jlorioku He 3ycTpiHe EpiH BiAbHI OHI —

TBepaAUHA 119 CTOITHME XpeEcTa..

Thomas D’Arcy McGee
THE CELTIC CROSS

Through storm and fire and gloom, I see it stand
Firm, broad, and tall,

The Celtic Cross that marks our Fatherland,
Amid them all!

Druids and Danes and Saxons vainly rage
Around its base;

It standeth shock on shock, and age on age,
Star of our scatter'd race.

O Holy Cross! dear symbol of the dread
Death of our Lord,

Around thee long have slept our martyr dead
Sward over sward.
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An hundred bishops I myself can count

Among the slain:

Chiefs, captains, rank and file, a shining mount
Of God's ripe grain.

The monarch's mace, the Puritan's claymore,
Smote thee not down;

On headland steep, on mountain summit hoar,
In mart and town,

In Glendalough, in Ara, in Tyrone,

We find thee still,

Thy open arms still stretching to thine own,
O'er town and lough and hill.

And would they tear thee out of Irish soil,
The guilty fools!

How time must mock their antiquated toil
And broken tools!

Cranmer and Cromwell from thy grasp retir'd,
Baffled and thrown;

William and Anne to sap thy site conspir'd, —
The rest is known.

Holy Saint Patrick, father of our faith,

Belov'd of God!

Shield thy dear Church from the impending scaith,
Or, if the rod

Must scourge it yet again, inspire and raise

To emprise high

Men like the heroic race of other days,

Who joyed to die.

Fear! wherefore should the Celtic people fear
Their Church's fate?

The day is not—the day was never near —
Could desolate

The Destin'd Island, all whose clay

Is holy ground:

Its Cross shall stand till that predestin'd day
When Erin's self is drown'd.
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NMEPEKAAOU 3 ICIAHCBHKOI{

BIKTOP MAPAY
I'abpiena Micmpane
COPOM’SAI3AHUBICTH

O, 9K TBiH 1morasia BCe B MeHIi MiHS€:
o0AMYYd cd€, Haye TpaBU B Pocax;
BUCOKHWH O4YepPET BKE HE BIII3HAE
MeHe, KOAU [0 piuku UTumy 6oca.

Cebe COPOMAIOCE: TOAOC XPHUIIAYBATHH,
KOAIHA IOCTPi, TPIILIEYKHU CYyTYyAQ;

TH K MiAIUIIOB 1 TASHYB — ¥ He BIII3HATH:
cebe cAabKOIO ¥ TOAOIO Bigdyaa.

Yu X KaMiHb €, 11100 TaK IBASB IIPU CTPidi
CBOIO 0e30apBHICTb Ha 3aTaAbHUM OTASII,
dK JXKiHKa 1151, IKYy BMUTH BO3BEAUYHB

3a Ii IIiCHIO AMUIII OUH TBIM IIOTASI?

9 mpoMmoBYYy, 1100 IIACTS MOTO CBiIKOM

He cTaB O XTOCh, Xal i MaiiHe AWIII TiHHIO:
oder X CAUBO, TOPAUM A00 11eH — 3BiIKH,
U TaiThCs IO Y PYK MOIX TPEMTIHHI?..

HagxomuTk Hi4Y ¥ Ha TpaBU POHUTH POCH.
BaouBaaiice, HAUIITYyH HI2KHO — B HArOPOAY,
KOAM [I0 PiYKU BpaHLi UTUMy 60ca,
MIAYHKHY IIi BCIM 9BASITH MOIO BPOY.
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Gabriela Mistral
VERGUENZA

Si ta me miras, yo me vuelvo hermosa
como la hierba a que bajo el rocio,
y desconoceran mi faz gloriosa

las altas canas cuando baje al rio.

Tengo verglienza de mi boca triste,
de mi voz rota y mis rodillas rudas;
ahora que me miraste y que viniste,

me encontré pobre y me palpé desnuda.

Ninguna piedra en el camino hallaste
mas desnuda de luz en la alborada
que esta mujer a la que levantaste,

porque oiste su canto, la mirada.

Yo callaré para que no conozcan
mi dicha los que pasan por el llano,
en el fulgor que da a mi frente tosca

en la tremolacion que hay en mi mano...

Es noche y baja a la hierba el rocio;
mirame largo y habla con ternura,
jque ya manana al descender al rio

lo que besaste llevara hermosura!
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OABI'A CMOABHUIIBKA

Hixonac I'inven

CEHCEMASA
/ Hicnsa, wob youmu 3miro/

Maiiémbe — 66:mbe — matiom6b6é!
Maiiombe — 60MOe — matioMOE!
Maiiombe — 60MOe — matioMOE!
3wmiitg — y Hei 04l CKAgHI,
3MiiIlg roB3e, 0OBUBAIOYU KU,
3 oUMMa CKAIHHWMU, Ha KUUKY,
3 O4YHMa CBOIMU CKASTHUMH.
3Miilg XoauTe Oe3 Hir;

3Miillsd XOBaETHCS B 3€eAaX;
XOOHUTh, XOBAETLCH B 3€AaX,
XOOUTHL Oe3 Hir.

Maiiombe — 66Mbe — MmarioMOé€!
Maiiombe — 660MOe — matioMOé€!
Maiiombe — 660MOe — matioMOé€!
Cokuporo BAapusB ii TH, 1 BMepAaa BOHA:
3apas ygap!

Hororo He 6uit, 60 y:KaruTh Tebe,
HOTI'OIO He Ouii, 60 BTeue!
Cencemasi, 3Mmiinig,

ceHceMmasi,

Cencemast, 3i CBOiMU Oo49HMa,
ceHceMasl.

Cencemast, 31 CBOIiM KaA0OM,
ceHceMasl.

MepTBa 3Mmiillg Higoro He 37iCTh,
MepTBa 3Miilld HE 3aCUYUTh,

i He TIOB3THUME, 1 He Oi>KUTB,

i He BTeude, 00 yTpaTHUAa 3AiICTE.
MepTBa 3Miilg yrpaTtuaa 3ip,
MepTBa 3Miilld He MOXKe, He IT'E,
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He auxa 3 THX Iip,

He BKYCHUTB, He BO’E.
Matiiombe — 06Mbe — matioMOé€!
CeHcemast, amiiys...
Maiiombe — 66Mbe — MmatioMOé€!
Cercemasnt, 6e3pywiHa...
Matiiombe — 06Mbe — matioMOé€!
Cencemas, amiiusi...
Maiiombe — 66Mbe — matioMOé€!
3miiysi, emepsia 8oHaA.

Nicolas Guillén )
SENSEMAYA

[/ Canto para matar a una culebra/
jMayombe — bombe — mayombé!
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
iMayombe — bombe — mayombé!
La culebra tiene los ojos de vidrio;
la culebra viene y se enreda en un palo;
con sus ojos de vidrio, en un palo,
con sus ojos de vidrio.
La culebra camina sin patas;
la culebra se esconde en la yerba;
caminando se esconde en la yerba,
caminando sin patas.
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
iMayombe — bombe — mayombé!
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
Tu le das con el hacha y se muere:
jdale ya!

iNo le des con el pie, que te muerde,
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no le des con el pie, que se va!
Sensemaya, la culebra,
sensemaya.

Sensemaya, con sus 0jos,
sensemaya.

Sensemaya, con su lengua,
sensemaya.

Sensemaya, con su boca,
sensemaya.

La culebra muerta no puede comer,
la culebra muerta no puede silbar,
no puede caminar,

no puede correr.

La culebra muerta no puede mirar,
la culebra muerta no puede beber,
no puede respirar

no puede morder.

iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
Sensemayad, la culebra...
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
Sensemaya, no se mueve...
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!
Sensemaya, la culebra...
iMayombe — bombe — mayombeé!

Sensemayd, se murio.
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NEPEKAAIU 3 AATHUHCBKOI

CBATOCAAB 3YBYEHKO

Axo06 Banvoe
XOPOBOIH CMEPTI*

Hy >k 60 pyku Bi3bMiM, 00 TaHIIOBAaTH 4Yac
Bke BedipHS 30ps MEPTBUX AYKABO 3B€
Ha caiauBux pizxkkax Kintiga® xmapamu

3HOBY PAXTAUBE CBITAO IIIAE.

Y 6e3ragHUX BOpAHHAX BiKy CTApOro MysK
Y ipxKi KoABOpPax IOHOK ILIUKAQON® TyT:
Ta Kpi3k 11iAy 10p0Oy cTpiuka Oy3koBa e
Y putMm Tpebda cTyrnaTh HaM.

TyT i MUTPHU KePILLiB, 1110 (piMiaM mpornax.
IloaeM naxHyTB LMIANIKH, iX ITACTYXU BAATAH.
€ TYT 1 KOPOAS IIAAILL IIyPIIyPOBUM TEXK.
Cywmini, me iMeHa BTEKAU.

2KogHoMy BHCOTa HACHUILy He DOAUTH
[ He 3a3apUTH HiXTO HaMcaMm Ha I'podax.
CMmepTh ycix 3abepe, KOKHOTO B pi3HUM ydac.
2KomeH He OMUHE IILOTO.

Hawm 3amaautk Koauchk Heb6o Cy3ip’iB CBIT,
Xo4 He rapHUM Takuil; 6yayTh 3edipu HaM,
Xal He K HaBeCHI, Hi>KHi TO/[i BOHH.
Byne i kunapucy Aaic.

Muai gy1mni, XKUTTA BUpBaHe 3 BaC HaBIK
BcTeaiTs ke oTeriep KBiTaMH YOPHUMU
fpyHT, III0 TOITYEMO MHU; AlAIM HACHIITE IIBIT
Muauii, TEMSHOTO KOABODY.
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Ex, 9K ke 10 Aamay poOMMO KPOKU MU!
Xo4 HiYOoro HeMa, 3HOBY APUIKUTH 3€MAS.
Haue 3 kpuaamMu MU, 3BiABHEHI BiJl Baru
/Aerko BOIUM TAHOK TiHEH.

Tpuui criB o6ipBeM THUXUM T'YAiHHSIM Bpas.
Tpudi ragaemo no mrmoast Eaiciro.
Tpudi po3cigyeMo MOPOK HiYHUN BOTHEM.
dakeA KOKEH 3allaAuTh Xal.

9K mobavyuIl TaHOK, CIIIABHUHM MePILB i HaC,
To cniBaTuMeIn ¥ TH TpaypHHUX IIUX ITiCEHb.
Cranelll CKOpo 9K MU, 1110 pa3 OyAU K TH.
Vinu 3a iHIIUMHA i nporaii!

Jacob Balde
CHOREAE MORTUALES

Saltemus: socias iungite dexteras.
[am Maneis dubius provocat Hesperus.
Per nubeis tremulum Cynthia candidis

Lumen cornibus ingerit.

In lodice senes non bene pendula,
In ferruginea cyclade Virgines:
Sed picta violis grex tenet instita;
Alternos facimus pedes.

Heic et Pontificum ture fragrantibus
Rus pastoris olens pileus infulis,
Et Regum Tyriis paenula vestibus

Miscentur sine nomine.
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Nullus de tumulo sollicitus suo
Aut pompae titulis, invidet alteri.
Omneis mors variis casibus obruit,
Nullo nobilis ordine.

Nobis nostra tamen sunt quoque sidera,
Sed formosa minus: sunt Zephyri, licet
Veris dissimiles, auraque tenuior,
Cupressisque frequens nemus.

O dulces Animae, vita quibus sua
Est exacta, nigris sternite floribus
Quam calcamus humum: spargite lilia
Fuscis grata coloribus.

Aptos choreis inferimus pedes!
Ut nullo quatitur terra negotio!
Dempta mole leves et sine pondere
Umbrae ludimus alites.

Ter cantum tacito murmure sistimus.

Ter nos Elysium vertimus ad polum,

Ter noctis tenebras (stringite lumina)
Pallenti face rumpimus.

Nos quicumque vides plaudere Manibus:
Cantabis simileis tu quoque naenias.
Quod nunc es fuimus; quod sumus hoc eris.
Praemissos sequere, et Vale.
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NEPEKAAOU 3 HIMEIBKOI

KAPVHA APTEMOBHY
Cmedgan Lleeii2

HETEPIIIHHSI CEPIIS
[/ Ypueox/

Bce nmoyaaocs 3 ogHiel He3pyIHOCTI, aOCOAIOTHO HEBUHHOI AyPOCTi,
3 «IIpoMaxy» sIK TOoBOpATh dpaHIiy3u. [Jaasi Oyao crpoba BHUIIpPaBUTU
OyPIiCTh, ase SdKIIO IIOKBAIIIleM HaMaraTUCs IIOAATOAUTH KOAINIATKO
rOAWHHHUKA, TO CKOpillle 3a BCe 3ilCyelml Bech MexaHi3dM. HaBiThb
CBbOTOMIHI, TIicass OaraTbOX pPOKIiB, s HE MOXKY PO3MeXKyBaTH, 1€
3aKIHYHAQCSI IIPOCTO MOS  HeBAa4da 1 I[odaaacd ocobucra
BIAIIOBiAaABHICTE. MO3KAMBO, TaK 1 He Ai3HAIOCH.

MeHni Toai Oyao 25 POKiB, i g CAYyKHUB AEUTEHAHTOM B OJHOMY
YVAQHCBKOMY IIOAKY. 91 He MOXKYy CTBepIKyBaTH, III0 KOAU-HeOyOb
BiluyyBaB BHYTPIIIIHE ITOKAUKAHHS A0 O(illepChKOT0 YHUHY. AA€ KOAU B
aBCTPIiMCHKIN ciMT mep3kaBHOTO CAYKOOBIId ABi MAIBYMHKU i YOTUPHU
3aBXKIU TOAOJHUX XAOTTYUKU CUASTH 3a HebaraTUM CTOAOM, TOMi BXKe He
3alUTYIOTh PO yromobaHHd, a 3aBYacHO OOUparoTh Ipodecito, 1100
3aHaATO OOBTO He O0TIXKyBaTH O6aTbKiBCHKUM aiM. Moro 6para Ypaixa,
AKUH IIIe B IIOYATKOBIHM IIIKOAI 3iricyBaB cobi O4i MOBrUM HaBYaHHSM,
Biimasn y AyXOBHY CEMiHapii0, MEHE XK AIKYIOYH MOIM MIITHUM KiCTKaMm
BiAIIpaBUAHU y BiMiICBKOBY IIIKOAY, 3 TOTO 4YacCy XKUTTS He 10 HaKaTaHiH.

HepxaBa TypOyeThcss IIpo Bce. Yepe3 OeKiabKa pPOKIB BOHA
6€e3KOIITOBHO 3 OAIiOTO XAOITYaKa-IiAITKa 3a MOoIepenHiM apiiChbKUM
3pa3KoM 3AIITUTH ITPAIIOPIIMKA 3 IIYIITKOBOIO OOPIKOIO i BiAIPaBUTH
Horo 1m0 apMmii roToBUM MO0 BUKOpPHUCTaHHS. MeHi 111e He O0yao
BiCiIMHaIIIATH, KOAHM, B JIeHb HapPOIXKEHHd Ilicaps d oTpuMaB co0i Ha
KOMip MepIily 3ipKy, TOOTO MpPOMIIIOB IepHIMM eTar, i Tenep pyx
TpUBaTHUMeE 3 BIAIOBLAHUMHU IIay3aMH aXX OO0 BHUXOAy Ha IIEHCIIO Ta
ogarpu.
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Stefan Zweig

UNGEDULD DES HERZENS
/Die Passage/

Die ganze Sache begann mit einer Ungeschicklichkeit, einer vollig
unverschuldeten Télpelei, einer «gaffe», wie die Franzosen sagen. Dann
kam der Versuch, meine Dummheit wieder einzurenken; aber wenn
man allzu hastig ein Rad in einem Uhrwerk reparieren will, verdirbt
man meist das ganze Getriebe. Selbst heute, nach Jahren, vermag ich
nicht abzugrenzen, wo mein pures Ungeschick endete und meine
eigene Schuld begann. Vermutlich werde ich es niemals wissen.

Ich war damals finfundzwanzig Jahre alt und aktiver Leutnant
bei den x... er Ulanen. Daf’ ich jemals sonderliche Passion oder innere
Berufung fir den Offiziersstand empfunden héatte, darf ich nicht
behaupten. Aber wenn in einer altdsterreichischen Beamtenfamilie
zwei Madel und vier immer hungrige Buben um einen schmalgedeckten
Tisch sitzen, so fragt man nicht lange nach ihren Neigungen, sondern
schiebt sie friihzeitig in den Backofen des Berufs, damit sie den
Hausstand nicht allzulange belasten. Meinen Bruder Ulrich, der sich
schon in der Volksschule die Augen mit vielem Lernen verdarb, steckte
man ins Priesterseminar, mich dirigierte man um meiner festen
Knochen willen in die Militdrschule: von dort aus spult sich der
Lebensfaden mechanisch fort, man braucht ihn nicht weiter zu 6len.

Der Staat sorgt fur alles. In wenigen Jahren schneidert er
kostenlos, nach vorgezeichnetem &rarischem Muster, aus einem
halbwtichsigen, blassen Buben einen flaumbéartigen Fahnrich und
liefert ihn gebrauchsfertig an die Armee. Eines Tages, zu Kaisers
Geburtstag, noch nicht achtzehn Jahre alt, war ich ausgemustert und
kurz darauf mir der erste Stern an den Kragen gesprungen; damit war
die erste Etappe erreicht, und nun konnte der Turnus des
Avancements in gebuihrenden Pausen mechanisch sich weiterhaspeln
bis zu Pensionierung und Gicht.
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BEPOHIKA POMAHIOK

Teoodop IlImopm
MICTO

I3 ciporo Gepera, ciporo mops,
TymaHOM OKyTaHE€ MiCTO BHIHIE,
9lke cporoaHi 3a3HaA0 BKE ropd

Y AHII THIIIEIO MOPSI MiITHIE.

Hemae B HiM 3€A€Hi, AiCYy HEMAE.
TyT rapHoro CHiBy mTaliok He OyBae.
Han 6eperom aunie, ge TpaBUu 34yBaE,

Baykaroga nitaxa aitae.

Ta Bce K, MO€ MICTO HaJ MOPEM
Xou cipe, Ta TAMO0KO B CepIli MOiM.
3 T060I0 MU CMYTOK ITo60opeM,
doprellsd MosI TH, TU PIAHUN MiH OiM.

Theodor Storm
DIE STADT

Am grauen Strand, am grauen Meer
Und seitab liegt die Stadt;
Der Nebel driickt die Dacher schwer,
Und durch die Stille braust das Meer
Eintbnig um die Stadt.

Es rauscht kein Wald, es schlagt im Mai
Kein Vogel ohn Unterlafs;
Die Wandergans mit hartem Schrei
Nur fliegt in Herbstesnacht vorbei,
Am Strande weht das Gras.

Doch héngt mein ganzes Herz an dir,
Du graue Stadt am Meer;
Der Jugend Zauber fir und far
Ruht lachelnd doch auf dir, auf dir,
Du graue Stadt am Meer.
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OAEHA CTEITAHIOK

Kipcmin Illeab /Kirstin Schwab/

* % %

BAOMA

Jle BiAIIOBiai HE YeKaloTh
AUIIIE OOBipa y MHUTAHHAX
Hallla cymMa OJOTUKY
3aAUIIAETHCS IIOCTIHHOIO

AKip HaIIUX 3HUKAUX OAYKaHBb
MOMEHT COHIII

110 BUCYLIY€E KPAaIIAMHY BOAU
Yy CTYAL Yepernaluku

TBO€I PYKHU

* % %

daheim

dort wo keine Antwort wartet

allein Vertrauen in Fragen

unsere Berihrungsmenge

bleibt konstant

Anker der immer fortkommenden Reise
Sonnenmoment

der den Wassertropfen trocknet

in der Muschelhélfte

deiner Hand

* % %

BIABHO

9K CIIaABHHWH MINIOK, 10 IPUXOAUTH 3 BAQCHUM TE€IIAOM
BIABHO

SIK CAOBa, 110 3MiHIOIOTH CBifi CMHCA
IIPU 3MiHi MicIlb

BIABHO

4K MO4 pyKa y TBOiM

BIABHO

dK Yac, 10 T'parAuBO HOO0BXKYETHCH
BIABHO

dIK CIIMTATH

* % %

frei

wie ein Schlafsack der mit seiner eigenen Warme kommt
frei

wie Worte die im Platzwechsel ihre Sinne tauschen

frei
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wie meine Hand in deiner

frei

wie Zeit die sich spielerisch vermehrt

frei

wie fragen
* % % * % %
Kummsa/ ax mucmeuymaeo Leben / zarte
i TOIIEM Regen
HECKiHYEeHHO in dem ich

TaHIIOBATH endlos

1106 He 3MepP3HYTHU

tanze
nicht zu frieren

* % %

Karae

Ha BCIX HacC

BiTEp

rpae HaxabHO

TO 3 TBOEIO

TO 3 MOEIO

HIKiPOXO

TiaHICTH

Y1 BBaXXKaTHMETHCI BOHA KOMIIacCOM?
JyepeBHAa IIOPOXKHUHA Ha PiBHI cepld
MH BCl

3aBXKIU

pasom

KPHUXKI

* % %

es tropft

uns alle an

Wind

spielt frech

mit deiner

dann mit meiner

Haut

Wirde

wurde das als Kompass gelten?
Bauchhohle auf Herzhohe
dass wir alle

immer

gemeinsam

zerbrechlich sind
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IIEPEKAAIH 3 IIOABCBHKOI

OABI'A CMOABHHWIIBKA
Cumeon ITonousvruil
BAJKKO BCIM OOIroauTu

Crapells 1 MEHIINN y IIyTh BHPYILIAAH,

I mag cuaiHHA OocAa IIPUAAIHAAN.

Crapinuii XOoTiB JOTOAWUTU AUTUHI,

Ycanus i pymiuB caM 6iasl TBapUHHU.

Ta cTpiuHi Ha Te HoMy Bpa3 OOpPiKaAH:
«[IITypxait MaAoOro, caM C4b», — BOAAAU.

CiB cTapelp, caM ITNIKH IIyCTHUBIIN MaAoOro,
Ta cTpiB NOAOPOKHBOTO B IIyTi HOBOTIO,

IITo kpuKHYB: «IlorAdHBTE HAa AYPHS CTAPOTO —
Cawm, oy>kuii, po3ciBcsi, a TPYAHUTH CAAOKOTO».
[ mimmku obuaBa TOMy BUPYILIAAH,

Ta Bpa3 o Aopo3i i34l iX cIriTKau,

ITTo 3 TOi cipaBU AWBYBAaAUCH AUILIE:

«[IypHi, — MOBASITBH, — OCAQ MAIOTh — a IIACHTAIOTh ITiIlli».
«[Ilo BUMHMUII, — PiK Oim, — CAABMO pa3oM, Xai oye,
YHHUKHEM TaKOro BOAQHHI U OTyaM».

Ta im ime gy>xd4de TOAl OJOPiKaaH,

9K THX, 110 YCIAUCH, IIOTOMY CIIITKaAH.
«OcTaHH4a paga: IOHECIMO OCALATIO,

YHUKHEM TOi MU IOTaH 1 IPOKASTTSI».

Ta iHmmi o6ox 3a 6e3yMIliB IpUiMasH,

Bo Hécau ocaa, 110 HUM IXaTH MaAH.

He MmozxHa 60 KO3KHOMY, Bip, JOTOAUTH,

9k BUIIaAO B3K€ HAPOAUTHUCH Ha CBITi!
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Symeon Potocki?
TRUDNO WSZYSTKIM WYGODZIC

Starzec y malec w droge sie puscili,

W ktora dla folgi osta sposobili.

Starzec mtodemu godzac¢ pocholeciu,

Dat wprzody siedziec¢, sam szedt przy bydleciu.
Ale spotkawszy ludzie mu nalaja:

“Zepchni mtodego, a sam wsiadz”, — wotaja.
Wsiadt starzec, dziecie pusciwszy przed soba,
Ale sie spotkatl z niektora osoba,

Ktora zawota: “Wej starca glupiego —

Sam duzy jedzie, trudzi nieduzego”.

Potym obadwy piesze iS¢ zmyslili,

Natrapia ludzi jadacych w tej chwili,

Ktorzy ich sprawie wielce sie dziwuja:
“Ghupcy, — rzkac, — osta maja, a wendruja”.
“Coz czynic¢, — mowig, — obadwaj nan wsiadziem,
A zawotania takiego pozbedziem”.

Ale im jeszcze bardzej nalajano,

Gdy tak siedziacych na oslie spotkano.
“Ostatnia rada, osla poniesiemy,

A zawzdy tako nagany ujdziemy”.

Toz szolonymi byc¢ ich rozumieli,

Ze osta niesli, ktorym jechac¢ mieli,

Wierzze, iz wszytkim nie moze wygodzic,
Komu przydato na swiat sie urodzic!

Aeononso Cmadgpgp

* % %
He natt imeHHa 60Ar0 HazapeMHO.
3a Tebe MOBUTH AEPEBO IIIYMAUBE,
3iTxae BiTep Xal Kpi3b HIYKY TEMHY,
I oceHi 3amaade cipa 3AMBAa.
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CaMOTHIM IIOMOTTH HIXTO He cXode,
Yyzka npaBUIld HE Ja€ CIIAaCiHHS.
Co0i cam Oyab CBITUABHHUKOM ITOHOYI,
Ha 6e3mopizk:ki cam cobi 6yab TiHHIO.

O Ilapanoe, myapocrti LHapurtie,

Cobi neaHnu aopaHTiB cAyxal.

Bxxe Beuopie. B MeHe TaEMHHUIIIO
BiguwHi npuitiMe auin ['ocriogHe ByxO.

Leopold Staff

* % %

Nie bierz imienia bolu nadaremno.
Niechaj za ciebie lkaja szumem drzewa,
Niech wiatr tutaczy wzdycha noca ciemna
I ptacze szara jesienna ulewa.

Skarga samotnych nie znajdzie pomocy

Ani sie cudzym podeprze ramieniem.

Sam sobie bylem latarnia wsrod nocy,

Sam w skwarnej drodze bylem sobie cieniem.

Madrosc¢ stulecia, Wielka Paranoja,
Peanu swoich balwochwalcow stucha.
Zapada wieczor. Tajemnica moja

Ma usta tylko dla Bozego ucha.
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OAEHA CTEITAHIOK

36irnee I'epbepms
OVIIIA IIAHA KOI'ITO

Pauire

K BIJIOMO

OyIia BUXOOHAA 3 Tiaa
KOAHU 3yIIHUHSIAOCH CEPIIE

3 OCTAHHIM IIOOUXOM
BOHA THUXO HIIIAA T'eTh
Ha HeOEeCHI ITaCOBUCHKA

ayina nnaHa Koriro
IIOBOOUTHCS IO-IHIIIOMY

Hae 3 Tiaa 3a KUTTA
6e3 CAiB IIpoIITaHHS

MICSIIIMHA POKaMHU PO3BaKa€EThCHI
Ha IHIIIHUX KOHTUHEHTAaX
rmo3a MesxkaMu rnasHa Korito

BasKKO OTpUMAaTH il agpecy

1 HOBHUH BiJ Hel HeMae

YHHKAa€ KOHTaKTiB

1 HE TIHUIILIE AVCTIB

HIXTO HE 3HA€ KOAU ITOBEPHETHCS
a MOxKe U Iminiaa Ha3aBXIU

naH Korito HamaraeTbcsda IpUAYIINTH B CObi
HU3bKE IIOYYyTTd 3a3IPOIIiB

AyMae MIpo Ayury moope
AyMae IIPo HEl 3 HiKHICTIO
3BHUYAHO X BOHA MOXKE

JKUTHU B 1HIITUX TiAaX
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3aHaATO MaAO Ayl
Ha BCE AIOACTBO

naH KoriTo nmoromKyeTnbcs 3 JOAEIO
IHIIIOTO LIAIXY HEMAE

HaBiTh HaAMaraeThbCs 3alIeBHUTU cebe
— MOd ayuia Mos —
AyMae MIpo AyLly YyTAUBO
ayMae Opo AyIILy 3 HIXKHICTIO
TOMY KOAM 32a9BASIETHCH
HEOYiKyBaHO
BiH He BiTae ii cAoBaMu
— ao0pe 110 X04Y ITOBEPHYAACh

JIUBUTLCA TIABKH CKOCa
dK cimae 6iag a3epkasa
1 4ellle CBOE BOAOCCS
CIIAyTaHE 1 CUBe

Zbigniew Herbert

DUSZA PANA COGITO
Dawniej
wiemy z historii
wychodzila z ciata
kiedy stawato serce

z ostatnim oddechem

oddalata sie cicho

na laki niebieskie
dusza Pana Cogito
zachowuje sie inaczej

za zycia opuszcza ciato
bez stowa pozegnania

miesigce lata bawi
na innych kontynentach
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poza granicami Pana Cogito

trudno zdobyc jej adres
nie daje wiesci o sobie

unika kontaktow
nie pisze listow

nikt nie wie kiedy wroéci
moze odeszla na zawsze

Pan Cogito usiluje pokonac
niskie uczucie zazdrosci

mysli o duszy dobrze
mysli o duszy z czuloscig

zapewne musi mieszkac
takze w innych ciatach

dusz jest stanowczo za malo
jak na cala ludzkosc

Pan Cogito godzi sie z losem
nie ma innego wyjscia

stara sie nawet mowic
-moja dusza moja-

mysli o duszy tkliwie

mysli o duszy z czuloscig
wiec kiedy sie zjawia
nieoczekiwanie
nie wita jej stowami
- dobrze ze wrocilas

patrzy tylko z ukosa
gdy siada przed lustrem
i czesze swoje wlosy
splatane i siwe

55



36iprur neperxnadie (ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2021, Bunyck VI

36irnee I'epbepm
3AIIOBIT

3aroBigao YOTUPHOM CTUXISIM
T€ YUM BOAOIIB TaK HEIOBTO

BOTHIO — IYMKY
Xal KBITHE BOTOHD

3eMai Ky ayzKe AI0OUB
MOE€ TiAO Ge3maifHe 3ePHO

a IOBITPIO CAOBA 1 PyKH 1 TYTYy
TO 3aMBi pedi

TO IO 3aAHIITHAOCDH
Kparial Boau

Xak¥ KPYyKASIOTb MixXK
HEeOOM 3 3EMAEIO

xa¥ Oyme AoIIeM ITPO30PUM
HaIIOPOTTIO MOPO3y CHIZKMHKOIO
Hexall HIKOAHW He Jgocdrac Heba
JIOAMHOIO CAl13 3€MAl MO€T

II0OBEPTAETHCS BipHO YHCTOIO, POCOIO,
KaMiHb JOBOAIOYU KpariAsd 3a KparAero

s He3abapoM MOBEPHY YOTUPHOM CTUXIAM
T€ YUM BOAOIB TaK HEIOBIO

- 91 He TOBEPHYCH [0 AXKEPEAA CIIOKOIO
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Zbigniew Herbert

TESTAMENT

Zapisuje czterem zywiotom
to co miatem na niedlugie wladanie

ogniowi - mysl
niech kwitnie ogien

ziemi ktora kochalem za bardzo
ciatlo moje jatlowe ziarno

a powietrzu stowa i rece
i tesknoty to jest rzeczy zbedne

to co zostanie
kropla wody

niech krazy miedzy
ziemia niebem

niech bedzie deszczem przezroczystym
paprocia mrozu platkiem Sniegu

niech nie doszediszy nigdy nieba
ku tez dolinie mojej ziemi

powraca wiernie czysta, rosa,
cierpliwie kruszac twarda glebe

wkrotce zwroce czterem zywiotom
to co miatem na niedlugie wladanie

- nie powroce do zrodia spokoju
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36irHee I'epbepm
ITIAH KOI'ITO I PYX IYMOK

Mrucai pogaTbeCa B I'OAOBI
TaK ITPUCAIB’I KaxKe
IIPUCAIB’A TIepediabITye
PyX OAYyMOK

OIABIIICTD 3 HUX

CTOSITH HEPYXOMO

cepen HyAHOTO KpPaeBULY
cipux marop6biB

CYyXUX I€PEB

4acoM HiOIUAYTh 00 PyXy
YYKUX TyMOK

CTOdATH Ha Oepesi

SIK 3TOAOOHIAI YallAl

3 CyMOM 3TaayIOTh
BHUCOXAl J2Kepeaa
obepTaroThbCd Ha OMHOMY MiCIIi
B ITOIIIyKaX 3€PHS

HE POSTHCS

60 HeMma poiB

HE TO4YaTbCd

60 HeMae 3BiAKU

CUOITEH CO0l Ha KaMeHi
3aAaMyIOTb PYKU

i IIOXMYPHUM

HU3bKUM

HeboM

Jyepena

Zbigniew Herbert

PAN COGITO A RUCH MYSLI

Mysli chodzg po glowie

mowi wyrazenie potoczne
wyrazenie potoczne

przecenia ruch mysli
wiekszosc¢ z nich

stoi nieruchomo

posrodku nudnego krajobrazu
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szarych pagorkow
wyschtych drzew
czasem dochodzg

do rwacej rzeki cudzych mysli
staja na brzegu

na jednej nodze

jak gtodne czaple

ze smutkiem
wspominaja wyschte zrodla
kreca sie w kotko

w poszukiwaniu ziaren
nie chodza

bo nie zajda

nie chodza

bo nie ma dokad
siedza na kamieniu
zalamuja rece

pod chmurnym
niskim

niebem

czaszki

36irnee I'epbepm
ITIAH KOI'ITO YUTAE€ T'A3ETY

Ha mepmriii nimasbTi TOBiAOMAEHHS
BOuTO 120 BOYKIB

BiliHa TpUBa€ MOBTO
MOXKHAa IIPU3BUYAITUCH

HOpy4d KpUMiHaAbHA XPOHiKa
CEeHCaliMHUM 3A04YUH
OPTPET BOUBIII

oKo ImaHa Korito

KoB3ae€ batinyzke

10 COAIATCHKIiN rekaTomoOi
1100 XTUBO 3aTrAUOUTUCDH

B OIIMC HNIOAEHHOTIO KaXiTTd
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TPUALATUPIYHUN hbepmep

I1il BIIANBOM HEPBOBOI ZeIpecii
BOUB OPYKUHY

1 ABIMKO MaA€HBKHUX QITAAXIB

B IIOAPOOUIISX TTOBIIOMASIIOTE
PO Tepebir 3A0YHHY
IIOAOZKEHHH TiA

Ta 1HIII AeTaal

120 3arubaux

MapHO IIIyKaTH Ha KapTi
3aHaATO BEAUKA BIICTAHDb
IIPUXOBYE IX SIK IKYHTAI

BOHU He 30ypIOIOTH yBY, iX 3aHaATO Oarato
4HCAO HYAb B KIHIII

IIePETBOPIOE iX Ha abCTpaKIlito

TeMa IAd PO3AYMiB:

apudMeTUKa CHiBUyTTd

Zbigniew Herbert

PAN COGITO CZYTA GAZETE

Na pierwszej stronie
meldunek o zabiciu 120 Zolnierzy

wojna trwala dtugo
mozna si€ przyzwyczaic

tuz obok doniesienie
o sensacyjnej zbrodni
z portretem mordercy

oko Pana Cogito

przesuwa si¢ obojetnie

po zolnierskiej hekatombie
aby zaglebic sie z luboscia

w opis codziennej makabry
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trzydziestoletni robotnik rolny
pod wplywem nerwowej depresji
zabil swa zone

i dwoje malych dzieci

podano doktadnie
przebieg morderstwa
polozenie cial

i inne szczegoly

120 poleglych

daremnie szukacC na mapie
zbyt wielka odleglosc
pokrywa ich jak dzungla

nie przemawiaja do wyobrazni jest ich za duzo
cyfra zero na koncu

przemienia ich w abstrakcje

temat do rozmyslania:
arytmetyka wspotczucia
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IIEPEKAAIN 3 POCIACBHKOI

MIA T'A3AYH
Pobepm PoxcoecmeeHcorull
AIOBOB 3IHIIAA

Cniana Aro60B 6araTo pokKiB y MeHi,

I Hi Ipo 1110 1€ TTIOYYTTS HE TOBOPHUAO.
Bona yekaaa i xoBaaach y TiHi —

I och pocHyAacCk 1 MEHI 04i BiAKpHAA.

Tenep 1e#t criB He Milt — AIOOOB cmiBa!l
I ii icHYg B CBITI €XOM BIiAIA€THCS.

9K paHOK CXOOUTBb, TaK AIOOOB 3iHIIAA.
I AnIII BOHaA B MeHi 1 ITaa4de i cMieThbed.

I BcecBIT BeCch ImpuIas g0 MOiX Hir!

[ 51 panito, HIOU COHIIE HE 30TAi€!

He 3moxkerr Tu Big Hei puHyTH ¥ 6ir!
Bona 3Hatifne, BoHa criiima —
Ar060B Tebe 3irpie!

Cnasna Ar060B 6araTo pokiB y MeHi,

I Hi Ipo 110 1€ TOYYTTd HE TOBOPHAO.
Bona yekaaa i xoBaaach y TiHi,

I ocw ipocHyAacsk, 1 MeH1 0o4i Binkpuaal

Pobepm PoxcdecmeeHcKUull
AIOBOBb HACTAAA

Kax MHOIoO A€T BO MHE AIOOOBB CIIaAa.
MHe 5TO CAOBO HU O YEM HE I'OBOPHUAO.
NA1000BB TamAaach B TAYyOMHE, OHA KJara —
M BOT IpPOCHYyAaCh U rAa3a CBOH OTKphIAA!

Teneps 1010 He s — AIOOOBE 110€eT!

U 5Ta 1iecHs B MUpPE 3XOM OTIAETCsI.
A1000BB HacTasa Tak, Kak yTpo HacTaer.
OHa omHa BO MHE U ITAa4eT U cMeeTcd!
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N Bcga niaaHeTa pacliaxHyAach Oad MeHd!

U sTa pagoctsb, OyaTO COAHIIE, HE OCTBIHET!
He cmozkeins ThI YUTH OT 3TOrO OTrHs!

He crnpgauyeniscd, HE CKPOELIbCH —
A1000BBb Teba HacTurHer!

Kak MHOro AeT BO MHe AIOOOBbB CIIaAa.
MHe 5TO CAOBO HU O YeM He TOBOPHAO.
A1000BB Tamaach B TAyOUHE, OHA KJara —
M BOT IPOCHYAaCh U raa3a CBOU OTKpPhIAa!

Aena Cmrogp
KOXAHHS TBOIroO CBIT

Ty 3HOB IPUXOAUII YBi CHI,

He moBro 3k cCHUTHLCHA BiH MEHI.

[ Bpas mme3aenr 3paHKy.

Ha cBiTaHKky TH

[Tpomemnouern: "He 3abynps meHe..."

B monmk 30A0THM OropHE KOXaHHS CBIT MEHE.
3ipkaMu 3aciga BiH HaOBro B Hebecax.

He cyamaocd Hallle 1iacTd pPo3IiAUTHU BABOX.
KoxaHHS TBOro CBIT Ha3aB3KIHU B MOiX CAbO3aX.

MaOyTh Aech TaM, yaaAuHi

To0Oi Bce 3K Aeriiie, HizK MEHI.

2Kypby cBOIO g X04y BiAILyCTUTDH TYAU, A€ TUXIIIIE
[MTemoyern: "He 3abyap meHe..."

CBIT 3aXUCTUTH MEHe BiJ OifI.

3ipkaMu 3aciga BiH HaOBro B Hebecax.

He cyauaoca Hale macTs 36eperTu pas3oM.
KoxaHHs TBOTO CBIiT Ha3aBXKIU B MOiX CAbO3aX,
Tu B MOIX CABO3aX...
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Aena Cmrogp
CBET TBOEM AIOBBH

OngaTh NPUXOAUNIL Thl B MOU COH,
Ho Tak HEemoAro OJAUTCS OH.

Tebsa yHOCUT BeTep.

Ha paccBere TbI, Hcuesad,
[Tpomrenyerns: "He 3a0yap MeHs..."

CaeT TBoel AIOOBU HE ITPOABETCS 30A0THIM JOXKIEM,
3Be3gamMu cusaTh OyIeT JOATO B Hebecax.

Hawm He cyzKmeHOo OBIAO CUaCThe Pa3deAUTh BIABOEM,
CBeT TBOe€l AIOOBU HaBCET/A B MOUX CAE3aX.

HasepHo, rae-To JaA€Ko

Tebe ceiuac COBCEM AETKO.

[leqyaab CBOIO XO4y S OTIIYCTUTH Tyda, TZl€ BCE THUIIIE
Th1 merrgerns: "He 3a6yap MeHd..."

CaeT 3alllUTUT MeH4 OT Oef,

3Be3maMu CUAaTh OyAeT J0ATO B Hebecax.

HawMm He cyskneHo OBIAO cYacTbe COXPaHUTH CBOE,
CBeT Mo€el AIOOBU HaBCeTrZla B MOUX CAE3aX,

Tosl B MOUX cAe3ax...
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NEPEKAAIU 3 TYPEIBKOI

OABT'A CMOABHHIIBKA
Mycmadgpa drceexepi

/ «Cb0200Hi 51 00 cady nompanue...»/
* % %
CrorozHi B cafi IIPOAI3TH BCTUT —
Hi cam He 3HaB, Hi CailBHUK.
I pyxi ¥ mepCUKU — TBiA CMiX —

Hi cam »He 3HaB, Hi caaiBHUK.

CanmoBuil Myp 4 IIEPEAI,
Barpgany pyzKy mHi3Haro,
[ToiriaAyBaB, OOHAB, IOHIC —

Hi cam He 3HaB, Hi caiBHUK.

CanoBy 6pamMy BiTUUHUB,
MoB onnMHUBCA y paro,
I BmuBCY 31pBaHUX ITAOIB —

Hi cam He 3HaB, Hi caaiBHUK.

CaiTaHHS 3HUIIYE MAY XMap,
I ciiBiB COAOBTHHUX 4ap,
Cgitt [IxxeBxepi 3abpaB Tarap —

Hi cam He 3HaB, Hi caiBHUK.
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Mustafa Gevheri®
BUGUN BEN BIR BAGA GIRDIM

Buglin ben bir baga girdim
Ne bag duydu ne bagbanci
Gulln, seftalisin derdim

Ne bag duydu ne bagbanci

Bagin duvarindan astim
Kirmizi giiliine kostum
Optiim sardim helallastim

Ne bag duydu ne bagbanci

Bagin kapisini actim
Sanasin cennete distim
Doldurdum badesin ictim

Ne bag duydu ne bagbanci

Seherin tan yeri att1
Bulbul elvan elvan 6ttt
Gevheri yakiinu tuttu

Ne bag duydu ne bagbanci
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NMIEPEKAAOU 3 YKPATHCBHKOI

KATEPHA I'OPAELIbKA
Olena Teliha
LIFE
/To Vasyl Kurylenko/

Days’ ominous rattle breaking into parts

And horror of the nights that holds one’s crying

You, betrayed by life, by one of your sweethearts

Please, feel the deepest, forgive, that’s my applying.

It seems to have been snowing? Is a party coming soon?
Have flowers bloomed? At once or long before?

Oh, it doesn’t matter if your soul’s a burst balloon,
When blind and wingless walking to the ocean floor.
Catch it, hold and pull it up!

Just row the quickest, run and run!

Believe me, something that’s obscure, when no one knows enough
It will meet you gladly — see the sun!

The snow will shine and aprils gonna whisper like a liar
They’ll creep just like a clue.

You'll accept the life once more and it will you desire
Having known it deeply, right to the bottom view.

Onena Teniza

HHUTTSA
/Bacuneei Kypunenkoei/

3A0BilUH OpA3KIT AHIB, IO O0'IOThCS Ha KaBaAKH,
I >xax Houel, 110 3aTHCKAIOTh IIAQ4Y.

Tu, 3pamKeHUud KUTTIM, AK€ AIOOUB TaK IIaAKO,
Biguyi#t nHaiirambiiie, asae Bce mopobad.

3naeThcd, mamaB CHIr? 37aeTbcsa, Oyze CBATO?
Po3kBiTAM KBiTH? 3apas3, 4d OJaBHO?

O, gk Oadigy:Ke Bce, KOAW MOyIlla 3iM'sTa,

Cairra, 6e3kpuaa — CYHETbCS Ha IHO.

A T ii AoBH, TpHUMal, TATHH Haropy!

'pebu ckopimre i 1AuBH, TAUBH!

[loBip: He3HaHE IIIOCh y HEBIAOMY IIOPY

Tebe 3ycTpiHe pamicHUM — 3KUBU!

Tomi 3abAMCHE CHIr, 3allleloTiIOTh KBIiTH

I miamoB3yTh, MOB HHUTKa IIPOBiAHA.

Tu mpuiiMenl 3HOB KHUTTS 1 TakK 3axO4dell KUTH,
Voro misHaBIIH TAMGOKO, [0 [HA.
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AHACTACIY JAHUAKOK

Katrina Riaboi

Try not to miss for things you lost

And something which in your life lack
You will find what you love the most

Let happiness in heart come back

And say goodbye for foolish minds

Only great thoughts allow to stay

New chances will be your good finds

Be set for actions anyway

Know what is lie and truthfulness

Be with kind people, avoid a rainy hour
And don't try going at a guess

Just do believe, you full of power

If something didn't happen - don't regret
New day will give a new desire

You will be able only needed things to get
Which will bring joy and will be your inspire
Try not to miss for things you lost

And something which in your life lack
You will find what you love the most

Just leave the whole your grief aback.
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Kampina Psibou

He mikoayiTe 3a BTpa4e€HUM [JTHEM
I 3a TUM, III0 XOTIAOCEH ¥ He 0YA0.
Mu cBoe I1le B >KHUTTI BigHangeM,
Abu cepaeHBKO MIACTs Bimgyao!
[Iporanaiimo i3 LyM HEraTus,
3aauiaiMo AyMKH AUII XOPOII,
Tak 6araTo B KUTTi IE€PCIEKTUB...
Tpeba O6yTH 3aBKIM HA CTOPOXKIi,
BigpisHaTu ne npaBaa v OpexHs,
XTO € UIUPHUM, a XTO AULIEMIPUTD.
He it abu Tak HaBMaHHI...

A BaskAUBO y cebe noBipuUTh!
SIk1m1o nrock He 36yaoch — He Oima.
HOBut#i neHr npuHece HOBI Mpii.

I 30i¥iCHUTBCA 13 HUX caMe Ta,

[Ilo B Oyl AUIIIEHb PAOICTh IIOCIE.
He mkoayiiTe 3a BTpa4€HUM JHEM
I 3a THM, III0 XOTIiAOCE ¥ He 6YAO.
Mu cBoe 111e B 3KHUTTI BigHamngeM,

Xait auin rope 11106 Hac 0OMHHYAO!
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OPHUHA KIBEILIb

Vasyl Symonenko

If ever on Earth I wished you tears and pain,

And if I wished a penalty for you,

I would neither twist your fragile hands nor would enchain
You underground — that I also wouldn’t do.

Sure, | would not attempt to set you on fire,
Something even worse [ would rather do:

I would wish you someone so much to love and desire,
Just the way I love you.

Bacune CumoHeHKOo

Koau 6 T06i 6askaB 4 cai3 i MyKH,

[ Kapu HaMcTpalHimoi 6axkas,

91 6 He BUKpyYyBaB TBOiI TEHIITHI PYKH
I B xMypim mig3zeMeaal He gepKas.

Hi, 1 6 He cTaB Tebe BOTHEM ITAAHTH,

3 106010 6 PO3KBUTABCS 0€3 3KaAIO:

91 6 mobazkaB TODOI KOrOCh OTaK AIOOHTH,
9K g Tebe Ar0bOATO.

Lina Kostenko

The words are hideous when they cannot speak,
When them to hunker the one never expects,

And to begin speech the one for them seeks,

And whether they are untouched the one suspects.

The words can begin and can end too,

They are cried out in tears or in pain muttered.
Billions of words and billion people apart from you,
And you are the first these words to utter!
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Everything is known: both ugliness and beauty.
Both asphalt and weeds the feet has known much.
Uniqueness is the poetry’s main duty,

To go through ages and one’s soul to touch.

Lina Kostenko
* % %

Crparti caoBa, KOAM BOHU MOBYATh,
KOAV BOHH 3HEHaIlpbKa IPUYaiAlCh,
KOAM HE 3HAEII, 3 YOTO iX I10YaTh,

60 Bci caroBa OyAU YK€ YUIMUCH.

XTOCh HUMH IAAKaB, My4UBChH, O0AIB,
13 HUX [I0YaB 1 HUMH 3K 1 3aBEPIIUB.
Aronert MIABSIPAU 1 MIABSIPAN CAIB,

a TH iX Ma€ll BUMOBUTH BIiepiie!

Bce moBTOpPAAOCE: 1 Kpaca, ¥ IOTBOPHICTS.
Yce 6yao: acdpasbTH ¥ CIIOPHUIIII.

[Toesiqa - 11e 3aBXKAH HEIIOBTOPHICTB,
AKUNCH 6€3CMEePTHUMN MOTUK A0 yIIi.

Mykola Voronyi
THE STARSCAPE

The moon light is gently lolling,
Kissing the gelid snow,
The black chimney’s figure’s falling

On the white carpet’s glow.

The wordless space is so sad here
Weaving is sorrow’s wing
The stars are frowning full of tears

At time when psalm they sing.
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Fatigue draws eyes into the dim
Tears turned into beading
Milky Way and Pleiads dream

Charle’s Wain with dreams feeding.

In majestic silence I hear
A scatter-gun somewhere
Shaping music into spheres

Of planets left impair.

Muxona BopoHuil
30OPSAHE HEBO

[lecTuThbCd MICIYHUN ITPOMIiHB,
AM>Ke XOAOMHUM CHIT;
YopHOIO IMASIMOI0 KOMUH
Ha 0iauit KHABM Air.

CyMHO B HiMOMY IIPOCTOPi
Bie Hynpra KpuAoM.

XMypsSTBCH CIIAAKaHI 30pi,
CriBaro4u I1CaAOM.

Bii ctyasie 3HEMOTA,
HixyThCca nepau cais,

Mpie Yymanska [lopora,
Boaocoxkap i Bis...

BcayxaHui B THUIILy BEAUYHY,
Hyro: 1eCh KyAEMET

Kpae Mmy3uKy cdhepudHy
Posroiimanux rmaaxer.
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KAPUHA TTAOALIYASA

Olena Teliha
LIFE
/To Vasyl Kurylenko/

Sinister clank of days which shattered to pieces,
the horror of the nights that squeeze the crying
You were in love with life, in spite of its caprices.
Forgive it all and feel the highest flying.

White snowfall , blooming or sunrise at ocean
When did it happen? Have you known?

Oh.. You’re so insensitive when soul is broken.
It’s blind without wings and going down.

But always try to catch it, keep it, pull it up!
Row faster, harder, only multiply!

Believe that something new is surely coming up
Just meet it with delight, just be alive!

And then you recognize all that you didn’t notice:
The snow will shine, the blossom will surprise.
After perceiving life you’ll bring without causes

Pure, true and stronger love to it in eyes!
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NEPEKAAIU 3 $PAHIIY3BKOI

BIKTOP MAPAY

Illapne Boonep
AABBATPOC

Koau cym i Hynpra o6cigaioTh MaTpPOCiB,

[Ilo6 po3Bary AHMII MaTh, a SIKy — BCE€ OHO, —
NOBASITH IITaxiB BOHU, OCIHHUX aAb0aTPOCIB,

[Ilo BeCh AeHBb CYyIPOBOIXKYIOTh ¥ MOPi CyZIHO.

Yxke Ha naay0i, KUHYTHH I1epen 1op0oro,

[IloitHO — HebOa 6AaKUTD, 3apa3 — rpsi3b, BiH y raHbOi
Biai kpuaa BaxkKi Boaoue 3a cob010,

MoB omyl1ieHi Becaa, B 6€3CHAIH MOABOI.

[lap Hebec i MopiB, ase TyT 3HEMAarae,

CraBiu Bpa3s KaAOTIAHUM, HEIIACHUM, CMIilITHUM.
To# i AUMUTH TIOTIOHOM, AIOABKY B 1300 HoMYy IIXae,
Toi KaaiKy BIOa€ — MIKYyTHABIAE 3a HUM.

Tak moeT AMHe BBUCH CEpPEJ PaOCTi i cyMy,
HenocTynmHUM OAd CTPiA, CBITAO 3BiJaBIIU ¥ THMY,
Ta Xo0AUTB 110 3€MAl cepes I'BAATY 1 TAyMY

JIBa riraHTCBK1 KpHAa 3aBaXkalThb HOMY.

Charles Baudelaire

L'ALBATROS

Souvent, pour s'amuser, les hommes d'équipage
Prennent des albatros, vastes oiseaux des mers,
Qui suivent, indolents compagnons de voyage,
Le navire glissant sur les gouffres amers.
A peine les ont-ils déposés sur les planches,
Que ces rois de l'azur, maladroits et honteux,
Laissent piteusement leurs grandes ailes blanches
Comme des avirons trainer a coté d'eux.
Ce voyageur ailé, comme il est gauche et veule!
Lui, naguére si beau, qu'il est comique et laid!
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L'un agace son bec avec un brule-gueule,
L'autre mime, en boitant, l'infirme qui volait!
Le Poéte est semblable au prince des nuées
Qui hante la tempéte et se rit de 1'archer;
Exilé sur le sol au milieu des huées,

Ses ailes de géant I'empéchent de marcher.

IT’ep 0e Poncap

Bor B nmomi4y BaM, BECHU ITOAPYKKH:
[po3au, BiAbIIaHKHU-IIIEOETYIIKHU,
303yAi, COUKU, COAOBT,

MaAWHIBKH — IITAIIIKU CITiBOYi,

Yuii roMiH 3paHKY 1 40 HOYl
O>KHBAIOE AICH MOI.

Bor B momiy BaM, BECHU OJapPYHKU:
dianku, 1maBaii, MEAYHKU;

I Tu, KBITKO, 1110 A0 LIUX IIIE Hip
¥YTiaroein kpacy Hapiuca;

I Bu, 13BOHUKH, aHiC, Meaica,

[ITo Tak MHAy€ETE Milt 3ip.

Bor B rtomiy Bam, BECHU OOpaHIIi:
Poi meTeauKiB, 1110 B TaHIII
KpykasieTe 6iasl KBITOK;

I BU, coTHi O3KiAOK TPAlTLOBUTUX,
[Ilo mpuMoOCTUAUCS Ha KBiTax,
HekTap m’rouu 3 iX IIE€AIOCTOK.

Cto THCI4Y pa3 0AArOCAOBASIIO

Bcix Bac cepen BeCHH po3Maro

Y 1im cmiBi, 6AUCKY, METYIIIHI;
CtpyMKa A310p4yaHHsS, TYPKIT IpoMy —
¥Yce, 110 MAHUTE MEHE 3 IOMY,

[le B’93HEM KOpoTaB A [OHi.
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Pierre de Ronsard

Dieu vous gard', messagers fidéeles
Du Printemps, gentes hirondelles,
Huppes, coucous, rossignolets,
Tourtres, et vous oiseaux sauvages
Qui de cent sortes de ramages
Animez les bois verdelets.

Dieu vous gard', belles paquerettes,
Belles roses, belles fleurettes,

De Mars, et vous boutons connus
Du sang d'Ajax et de Narcisse,

Et vous thym, anis et mélisse,
Vous soyez les bienrevenus.

Dieu vous gard', troupe diaprée
De papillons, qui par la prée

Les douces herbes sucotez;

Et vous, nouvel essaim d'abeilles,
Qui les fleurs jaunes et vermeilles
De vostre bouche baisotez .

Cent mille fois je resalue

Votre belle et douce venue.

O que j'aime cette saison

Et ce doux caquet des rivages,
Au prix des vents et des orages
Qui m'enfermaient en la maison!
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OAEHA CTEITAHIOK

XKax IIpeeep

BAPBAPA

3ramati-uo Bapbapo
9K mommAo HEBIUHHO Haa BpecroMm Toro mHsa
I T; Hiaa yeMmixHEeHAa
Csarouya pamicHa i mpomMoKaa
ITig moiem
3ragaii-Ho Bapbapo
Jommao HeBIUHHO Haa bpecrom
[ mepectpiB Tebe Ha Byaulli Ciam
Twu mocmixasachk
I g Texx mocmixaBcsa
3ragaii-Ho Bapbapo
Cebe gKoi He 3HaB 4
Cebe gKa He 3HaAa MeHe
3ranari-Ho
3ramayi-Ho TOro 3K TaKH! IHI
He 3abyBait
XOBaBCH Ha I'aHKY YOAOBIK
BiH BUTYKHYB TBOE€ iM’d
i T1 mobiraa 40 HBEOTO
i JOIIEM
csiroya paflicHa i mpoMoKAa
KHWHyAacCh B Horo o0itimMu
aragaii-Ho 11e bapbapo
i He oOpazkaics 110 9 Ha «TH» 10 Tebe
g Ha «TH» 3 yciMa KOTro AIO0AIO
HaBITBb AKIIO S IX 0aYUB €IUHOTO Pa3y AUIIE
g Ha «TH» 3 yCiMa XTO KOXa€ OTHE OTHOTO
HAaBiTh IKIIIO g He 3HAalo iX
3ramaii-Ho Bapbapo
He 3a0yBat
e oI MyAPHUM 1 IIaCAUBUN
Ha TBOEMY ODAUYYI IIIACAUBOMY
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Ha/, IIUM MiCTOM IIIaCAUBUM

LIeH OOl HaJd MOPEM

Ha/ apCceHaAOM

HaJ YOBHOM YecaH

o, Bapbapo

dKa XK AypHs BifiHa

KOO TH CTasa Terep

I ITUM JOIIEM 13 3aai3a
CTaA€BOTr'0 BOTHIO 1 KpPOBI

a Tol XTo TpuMaB Tebe B o0ifimax
KOXaIo49H

BiH MepTBUH 3HUK 0€3BiCTH YU IIE KUBUU
o, Bapbapo

Hag BpecroMm gouuTh HEBITMHHO
K JIOLITUAO KOAUCH

aae 11e BXKe 1HIIIUY 011 1 BCe B pyiHax
IIe JOIIIl HEBMMOBHOI II€e4aAi 1 JKaAro
BiH HaBITh HE I'po3a

13 3aai3a cTan€BOIO BOTHIO 1 KPOBI
AUIIIE XMapU

gKI ITOMI0OHO [0 IICIB

3AUXalOTh OECh 3a MICTOM

IIOB3yTh KyAHUCH II0JaAl

11100 3arHUCTH [ECHh TaM BIAAWHI
[JAaA€KO Bif cTpaxkaeHHoro Bpecty
i 32AMIIIUTH HillTO 110 COOi.
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Jasques Prévert

BARBARA

Rappelle-toi Barbara

Il pleuvait sans cesse sur Brest ce jour-la
Et tu marchais souriante

Epanouie ravie ruisselante

Sous la pluie

Rappelle-toi Barbara

Il pleuvait sans cesse sur Brest

Et je t'ai croisée rue de Siam

Tu souriais

Et moi je souriais de méme
Rappelle-toi Barbara

Toi que je ne connaissais pas

Toi qui ne me connaissais pas
Rappelle-toi

Rappelle-toi quand méme ce jour-la
N'oublie pas

Un homme sous un porche s'abritait
Et il a crié ton nom

Barbara

Et tu as couru vers lui sous la pluie
Ruisselante ravie épanouie

Et tu t'es jetée dans ses bras
Rappelle-toi cela Barbara

Et ne m'en veux pas si je te tutoie
Je dis tu a tous ceux que j'aime
Méme si je ne les ai vus qu'une seule fois
Je dis tu a tous ceux qui s'aiment
Méme si je ne les connais pas
Rappelle-toi Barbara

N'oublie pas

Cette pluie sage et heureuse

Sur ton visage heureux

Sur cette ville heureuse
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Cette pluie sur la mer

Sur l'arsenal

Sur le bateau d'Ouessant

Oh Barbara

Quelle connerie la guerre

Qu'es-tu devenue maintenant

Sous cette pluie de fer

De feu d'acier de sang

Et celui qui te serrait dans ses bras
Amoureusement

Est-il mort disparu ou bien encore vivant
Oh Barbara

Il pleut sans cesse sur Brest

Comme il pleuvait avant

Mais ce n'est plus pareil et tout est abimé
C'est une pluie de deulil terrible et désolée
Ce n'est méme plus l'orage

De fer d'acier de sang

Tout simplement des nuages

Qui crévent comme des chiens

Des chiens qui disparaissent

Au fil de l'eau sur Brest

Et vont pourrir au loin

Au loin trés loin de Brest

Dont il ne reste rien.
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IMEPEKAAOU 3 SINOHCHKOI

OAEHA CTEITAHIOK

Apuxioa Mopimaxe!©

* % %

Ha riaky KBiTKa omasa
IIIoIHO ITOBEPHYAACH.
Hi, 11e 0yB MmeTeAHuK!
9k mkona...

AH TR

% % %
TEACRIZ
VRN N N
BAME D 72

.

81



36iprur neperxnadie (ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2021, Bunyck VI

Miby nHo Tadamine!l

* % %

Bpaniii Hacrase
XOAOHUH
CaiTaHOK

I po3craBaHH4...
Tonai mouye
AyHa

CaoBa cyMmy...
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* % %
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dyosieapa Ho Canexamal?

* % %

3aMHAOBaHUU CaKypoOIo
CxoBaroch i HEIO Bif AOIILY
Cxozxke 1110

TiHHIO MOKpPHUX KBIiTiB

11 cam g cTaB
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%Sl
MIERE Y 2
[ <X
w5 & HIED
AN DAY Y

83



36iprur neperxnadie (ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2021, Bunyck VI

IIPHMITKH IIEPEKAAIAYIB

1 OpuriHaa B34TO 3 aHTOAOTII BecT-iHAmiMChKOi 1oe3ii — Ramchand,
Kenneth, and Cecil Gray. West Indian Poetry: An Anthology for Schools.
2nd ed., Longman Caribbean, 1989.

2 Tpamuiitina aasg AHTAIL AuTd4da IiceHbKa, HapoaHa ITiCH4 Ta rpa, II0
CYHPOBOIKYETHCA CITIBOM.

3 My Father's Dragon by Ruth Stiles Gannett (1923-). lllustrations by
Ruth Chrisman Gannett (1896-1979). New York: Random House, 1948.
Copyright not renewed.

=

A Néwbery Honor Book, 1949.
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/gannett/dragon/dragon.html

4 OpuriHaa Ta nepekaa BUKOHAHO TPETHOIO aCKAEIamoBoK0 CTPodoro.

5 Kintia - iM’g-emiter 6oruHi Mmicana Apreminu. CHUHOHIMiIYHaA Ha3Ba
noxoauTh Big ropu KiHT Ha ocTpoBi [leaoc, ae il BimmgaBaAu MOYECTi.

6 [lukaaga — KiHO4YA TYHIKA.

7 CuMmeoH [ToAOIIBKUH — ITPEeICTaBHUK CAOB’THCHKOT'0 HAPOKO (CIIpaB3KHE
npisBulle IlerpoBcekuii (crap. IlioTpoBchkuit) — CUTHSHOBHY (cTap.
CurnianoBuu),1629-1680).

8 30irueB 'epbepT — MOABCBLKUM TOeT, eceicT, aApamartypr. Haponuscs y
AbBOBi. HatiniinHimmum y n1opobky 'epbepra BBaxkaeThbCd IIUKA TBOPIB
npo mnaHa Korito — nocrati, rambokKo 3aHypeHOi B Cy4acCHIiCTh i
OJHOYAaCHO MIITHO 3aKOPIHEHOI B €BPOIIEUCHKIN KyABTYPHIN Tpaaulii. Y
1980-x pokax 306irHeB ['epOepT OyB MOETUYHUM IIPAIIOPOM ITOABCHKOI
OITO3MILii.

9 Mycrada [IxeBxepi (Mustafa Gevheri (1620? — 1715/16)) — oquH i3

TPHOX CaMHUX BIIOMHX IIPEACTABHUKIB aIlIMKCBKOI moe3ii OcMaHCBKOI
iMmepii, 3a AeIKUMU JaHUMU OYB KPUMIIEM 32 ITOXOI3KEHHSIM.
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10 Apukina Mopitake (1473-1549) — 9a110HCBKUU IIOET, OAWH 3 BEAHUKHX
MalcTpiB peHra. Moro TBOpUYICTP Maaa 3HAYHUM BIAUB Ha II0€3ii0
xatikaii. MopiTake OyB CBAIIEHHOCAYKHUTEAEM Y BHYTPIITHBOMY Xpami
Ice.

11 Miby HO TamamiHe — cepeHbOBIYHUHN SITIOHCHKUH IOET i MUCbMEHHUK
nepiony Xetian. OguH 3 «36 BUAATHUX I10€TIB ANOHiI».

12 dynziBapa Ho Canekara (moMmep 998 p.) — BiiOMUN SIIOHCHKUM IIOET.
[o Hamux dyaciB 36epiraock #Horo ocobucre 3ibpanuda BipiriB. Bys
APYTUM YOAOBIKOM 3HaHOiI daMNOHCBHKOiI mnucbMeHHUIll Ceii CphOHaroH,
aBTOPKH «3alMCcoOK B y3roAiB'i». 3a HENOpsagHUM BYUHOK IIIOO0
Kanirpacda Ta disrorora PynziBapa Ho HOkinapi O6yB 3acaaHuii B
HPOBIHILII0O MUTHHOKY Ha MHIBHIYHOMY CXOAl OCTpBa XOHCIO, IIOMEpP y
BUTHAHHI.

85



36iprur neperxnadie (ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2021, Bunyck VI

BIAIOMOCTI ITIPO ITEPEKAATAYIB

Kapuna ApTemoBHY
PiBue, Ykpaina

karynaartemovych@gmail.com

InHa BypkoBcBKa
PiBue, Ykpaina

Mia I'asayx
AbBBiB, YKpaiHna
miiahazdun@gmail.com

Karepuna I'opaeusbka
Kwuis, Ykpaina

Anacracia JJaHHAIOK
Kwuis, Ykpaina

CesiTrocraB 3yO4eHKO
ABBiB, YKpaiHa
svjatik_zu@meta.ua

Opuna Kibeus
Kwuis, Ykpaina
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imeHi Iropa Cikopcbpkoro»
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ABBIBCHKOTO HAIIIOHAABHOTO YHIBEPCUTETY
imeHi IBana dpanka

Pomowm 13 loneuyunHu. Berynimaa Ha
dakyAbTeT AlHTBicTHKY B HaltioHaabHUH
TeXHIYHUY yHiBepcuTeT YKpainu «KuiBcbkuit
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