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https://yiddish.berlin/wp/en
http://yiddish.berlin/wp/en/mageyfe-milkhome-mame-loshn-english/

Taras Shevchenko (1814, Moryntsi — 1861, Saint-Petersburg)

k%

Hymu Moi, 1ymu Moi,

Bu moi eauni,

He kupaiite xo4 BU MeHe
[Ipu nuxiit TomuHi.
[Mpunitaiite, cu30KpuIi
Moi romy6’sra,

[3-3a JIHinpa mMpokoro
¥V cren norynaru

3 KupruzamMu yOOTruMH.
Bonu Bxe yoori,

Vxe romi... Ta Ha BoMi
e monsThCst OOTYy.
[MpumitaiiTe x, Moi 11t00i,
Tuxumu pedamu
[Mpusirato Bac, K JIiTOK,
I 3annauy 3 Bamu.

(1847)

k%

Thoughts of mine, thoughts of mine,
My one and only stay,

You at least do not abandon

Me these bitter days.

From the broad and distant Dnieper
Fly to me, my homing

Pigeons, on your blue-grey pinions,
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(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)
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Through the steppe go roaming

With the poor forsaken Kirghiz.
Long have they gone naked,

Long been paupers... yet still free to
Worship God as sacred.

Come then, dearest thoughts of mine,
I shall greet you ever

As my children, with soft words, and
We shall weep together.

(translated by Gladys Evans)

3anoBiT

Sk ympy, To moxoBaiite
Memne Ha MOru,

Cepen cremny MHUPOKOTO,
Ha Bxpaini mumii,
1106 maHu MIMPOKOTIONI,
I duinpo, i kpydi

Byno BugHO, Oyno 4yTH,
Sk peBe peByunid.

Sk nonece 3 Ykpainu

VY cunee mope

Kpos Bopoxy... oTolmi g
I nanwm, i ropu —

Bce nokuny i monunay
o camoro Oora
MonuTucs. .. a 0 TOro
41 He 3Hato Oora.
IToxoBaiiTe Ta BCcTaBaiiTe,
Kaiinanu mopgite

I Bpaxxoto 371010 KPOB’10
Bomnto okporrite.

I MeHe B ceM’T BEUKiii,
B cem’i BobHIl, HOBIM,
He 3a0ynbre moM’ siHyTH
Hesnmum TuxuM coBOM.
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(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)

My Testament

When I am dead, bury me

In my beloved Ukraine,

My tomb upon a grave mound high
Amid the spreading plain,

So that the fields, the boundless steppes,
The Dnieper's plunging shore

My eyes could see, my ears could hear
The mighty river roar.

When from Ukraine the Dnieper bears
Into the deep blue sea

The blood of foes ... then will I leave
These hills and fertile fields —

I'll leave them all and fly away

To the abode of God,

And then I'll pray .... But till that day
I nothing know of God.

Oh bury me, then rise ye up

And break your heavy chains
And water with the tyrants' blood
The freedom you have gained.
And in the great new family,

The family of the free,
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With softly spoken, kindly word
Remember also me.
(translated by John Weir)

N.N. (MeHi TpuHaquUATH MUHAJIO...)

MeHi TpUHAIIATHI MUHAJIO.
S mac sTHATA 32 CEIIOM.

Yu TO Tak COHEUKO CislIo,
Ywu tak MeHi yoro Oyno?
Meni Tak 11000, 11000 CTalIo,
Henaue B bora......

Yke POKIINKAIY A0 Taro,
A s co0i y Oyp’siHi

Momtocs bory... | He 3Hat0,
Yoro MajgeHEKOMY MEHi
Toliai Tak NPUAZHO MOJIUIIOCH,
Yoro Tak Beceno OyIo.
T'ocnogHe HEOO, 1 ceo,
STHS, 31a€THCS, BECEIUIOCH!
I conne rpino, He TEKIIO!

Ta HemoOBIo CoHIIE IpiJio,
Henosro monmumnoce...
3anexso, MoYePBOHIIO

I paii 3amanuno.

MoB TIpOKHHYBCS, TUBITIOCH:
Ceno no4opHiso,

Boxe HeOo romydee

I Te momapHio.

[ornsnyB s Ha STHATA —
He mof srusital

OOepHYyBCS 51 HA XaTH —
Hewma B mene xatu!

He naB meni bor nigoro!..

I xnmunynu cibo3y,

Tsoxki capo3u!.. A miBunHa
[Ipu camiit mopo3i
Henaneko xoso mene
[Tmockinp BuOHpana,

Ta ¥ mouyna, o 4 1avy.
[Mpwiinura, mpuBiTana,
Yrtupana Moi ciab03u

I mouinysana...

Henauye comntie 3acisiio,
Henaue Bce Ha CBITI cTajo
Moe... manu, rai, cagu!..

I mu, xxapTyrouu, norHanu


http://yiddish.berlin/wp/en/mageyfe-milkhome-mame-loshn-english/

Uyxi arHATA 10 BOIH.

Bpunns!.. A # noci, sk 3rajato,
To ceprie mage Ta OONHTB,
Yomy l'ocrions HE 1aB TOKUTH
Mauitoro BiKy y TiM paro.

YMep 6u, Oprouu Ha HUBI,
Hivoro 6 Ha cBiTi He 3HaB.

He OyB Ou B cBiTi FOpOJUBUM.
Jlroneti 1 [Bora] He npokJisB!
(1847)

.N.N
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N.N. (I Was Thirteen...)

I was thirteen. [ herded lambs

Beyond the village on the lea.

The magic of the sun, perhaps,

Or what was it affected me?

I felt with joy all overcome,

As though with God....

The time for lunch had long passed by,
And still among the weeds I lay

And prayed to God.... [ know not why
It was so pleasant then to pray

For me, an orphan peasant boy,

Or why such bliss so filled me there?
The sky seemed bright, the village fair,
The very lambs seemed to rejoice!
The sun's rays warmed but did not sear!
But not for long the sun stayed kind,
Not long in bliss I prayed....

It turned into a ball of fire

And set the world ablaze.

As though just wakened up, | gaze:
The hamlet's drab and poor,

And God's blue heavens - even they
Are glorious no more.

I look upon the lambs I tend -

Those lambs are not my own!

I eye the hut wherein I dwell -

I do not have a home!

,TIVN0 VI 7R LWINYIAER
TRV TR
LJAVAVA WP R IR

VI TN 9RT T OT N — PR
D127 PR UDYN YEIRD 0T M PR
L1V YW VTN ,WTOVS PR
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20V T2 X AXY YTy o7

LTOT IRDIVTO TR W LLIDn R

0N NS VPAVE L YPIRT ORT LM
TTV7IA OYT PR LR DRT OXNIRD

17297 1IR3 15X VIROVA 01 1
LPPADMR R UOR WPR DX 7OV PR
,02IHRA T WT AR KT POR 1D
TOAAIR V31 WT R ON VIR

125 IR [URA] JUORWIRD V21 IR
(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)
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God gave me nothing, naught at all....

I bowed my head and wept

Such bitter tears.... And then a lass*
Who had been sorting hemp

Not far from there, down by the path,
Heard my lament and came

Across the field to comfort me;

She spoke a soothing phrase

And gently dried my weeping eyes

And kissed my tear-wet face....

It was as though the sun had smiled,

As though all things on earth were mine,
My own.... the orchards, fields and groves!...
And, laughing merrily the while,

The master's lambs to drink we drove.

Oh, how disgusting!... Yet, when I
Recall those days, my heart is sore
That there my brief life's span the Lord
Did not grant me to live and die.
There, plowing, I'd have passed away,
With ignorance my life-long lot,

I'd not an outcast be today,

I'd not be cursing Man and God! ...
(translated by John Weir)

Lesya Ukrainka (1871, Novohrad-Volynskyi — 1913, Surami)
JloceiTHi orui

Hiu TemHa mofeii Bcix MOTOMJIEHHX CKpHIIa
[Tix 9opHi, MIUPOKIT KpHIa.

[Noracnu BedipHi OrHi;

Yci cCIoYnBaioTh y CHi.

Bcix Biagapka HiY MOKOpHIIA.

XTO CIIUTh, XTO HE CIIUTh, — ITOKOPUCH TEMHIH CHIII.
[lacnuBwii, XTO CHU Ma€ MHJI!

Bix MeHe con Muni Tika...

HaBkoio TeMHOTA TsDKKa,

HaBxkoio Bce CIuTh, SIK B MOTHUIITI.

[TpuBuAns MUXi MEHI AyLly THITHIIN,
IToBcTaru x He MaJia sl CWIIH...
3HeHalbKa IPOMIHHS SICHE

On cHy TpoOyamIiIo MEeHe, —
JlocBiTHi orHi 3acBiTHIH!
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JloCBiTHI OTHI, IEPEMOXKHI, YpoUi,
[popizanu TemMpsBy HOYI,

lle consyHi IPOMEHI CIUIATH, —
JIOCBiTHI OTHI BXK€E TOPSATH.

To cBiTATSH iX JFOIM POOOUI.

Bcragaii, xT0 *UBHUH, B KOTO AyMKa MoBcTaja!
lopuua s mparii vacrana!

He 6iiicst 7OCBITHBOT MITH —

JloCBiTHIl OrOHE 3amai,

Konu wie 30ps He 3arpana.

[1892]
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(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)
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Predawn Lights

Beneath the black wings of the dark night nestling,
The tired-out people were resting.

Lights out and the silence lies deep,

Now everyone’s buried in sleep,

To night’s suzeraine acquiescing.

Asleep or not, they to dark forces surrender,
And happy the one with dreams tender!

But sweet dreams do not come to me...
Thick darkness all round like the sea,

All sleep as if death held them prisoner.

My soul was weighed down by a portent of evil,
No strength to resist could I feel...

Flashed sudden a bright ray of light,

Dispersing my fears of the night —

The gleam of predawn lights was real!

The solemn predawn lights, triumphantly shining,
Have cut through the sombre night lining,

There is still no sign of the sun —

The workers have turned the lights on,

Those lights of predawn — our future divining.

Arise, living souls who nurse thoughts of rebellion!
The hour for work sounds the clarion!

And fear not the dark before dawn —

You turn those predawn lights on,

If the sunrise has not yet broken.

(translated by Gladys Evans)

k%

CoBo, 4OMy TH HE TBEpIast KPUIIA,
o cepen 6010 Tak SICHO ICKPUTHCS?
YoM TH He ToCTpUH, OeKaTICHIHA MeY,
Toit, mo 3miiiMa Bpa<i TOJIOBH 3 TIjIed?

Twu, Most Epa, rapTOBaHa MOBA,

41 Tebe BUIOOYTH 3 MIXBU TOTOBA,

TinbKu 5 TH KPOB 3 MOTO CEpLsl POJLIEL,
Bpaxxoro *x ceplis KIIMHKOM He Mpo0'e. ..

Burocrpro, BuTouy 30poto iCKpHUCTY,
CKiNbKY JOCTaHE CHArd MEHI ¥ XUCTY,
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[MoTiMm ii moverIro pu CTiHi
[HImIMM Ha BTiXy, HA CMyTOK MEHi.

CoBo, MOSI TH €IHAs 30pOE,

Mu He MOBHHHI 3arUHYTh 000€!
Moske, B pyKax HEBiIOMHX OpaTiB
CraHenn TH KpamuM MeYeM Ha KaTiB.

Bpsizae xmmHOK 00 3a7i30 KaligaHis,
[Tine myHa Mo TBEpIUHSIX THPAHIB,
CrpiHeTbes 3 OPSI3KOTOM 1HIIUX MEYEH,
3 T'yKOM HOBHX, HE TIOPEMHHX pedeil.

MecHUKY TyKi TPUAMYTH MO0 30pO¥0,
KunyTtscs 3 Heto oaBakHo 110 0010...
30poe MOos1, TOCTYKH BOSIKAaM

Kparre, Hixk CIy>XHUII TH XBOPUM pyKam!

25/X1 1896
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L2092 VIR 0T T LYY N T
127 9127 LIV PR N LT R 00T
(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)

Fekek

Why are my words not like steel brightly flashing
Out in the field where two armies are clashing ?
Why not a sabre whose pitiless blows

Cut off the heads of our bitterest foes ?

You dagger-words, that I tempered and tested,
Gladly I'll draw from my breast where you rested,
But it is my heart to the purpose applying,

I'll shape a weapon with sparks from it flying,
Then I shall hang it up high on the wall

Others to gratify, me to appall.

My only weapon, dear words that I cherish,
We must ensure that not both of us perish !
Wielded by brothers we do not yet know,
You may do better in routing the foe.

My blade shall sever the fetters of iron,

Echo aloud in the forts of all tyrants.

Other blades also shall join it to bring

New days when speeches of free men will ring.

Mighty avengers my sword shall inherit,
With it they'll race to do battle with merit...
Sword, better service go render the brave
Than to my feeble hands you ever gave!
(translated by Peter Tempest)

Ivan Franko (1856, Nahuievychi — 1916, Lviv)

Kamensipi

S| 6auuB TUBHUI COH.

Hemos nepeno MHOO

besMipna, Ta ImycTa, i IUKa IIONTHHA

I s1, mpuKOBaHW NTaHIIEM 3aJ1i3HUM, CTOIO
[1in BUCOYEHHOIO IPaHITHOK CKAJIOK),

A nmaii THCSYl TaKUX CaMuX, SIK 5.

YV KOXKHOTO YOJIO XKHTT 1 ’KaJb MOPHUIIH,

I B o11i KOKHOTO TOPUTH JIFOOOBI Kap,

I pyku B KO’KHOTO JIaHIIi, MOB TaJIh, OOBHIIH,

I myedi KOXKHOTO OOy €SI CXUITUIIH,

Bo naBuTh BCiX OAMH CTpalIHUHN SIKUICH TATAp.

VY KOXKHOTO B pyKax TSHKKHH 3aJTi3HHNA MOJIOT,
I ronoc cunbHUt HaM 3ropH, SIK TPiM, TPUMUTD:
"Jlynaiire cto ckamy! Hexaii Hi »ap, Hi Xonox
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He ciunuTh Bac!
3HOCITH 1 TpyH, 1 CIIpary, i rojiox,
Bo Bam npu3HaYeHO CKaly CECIO pO30UTh".

I Bci Mu, sIK OfMH, TIAHSIN BrOPY PYKH,

I THCSIY MOJIOTIB O KaMiHb 3aryio,

I B THCSYHI OOKM pO3NPUCKATIHCS MITYKU
Ta BIAPUBKH CKAaJIM;, MU 3 CHJIOKO PO3IYKH
Pa3 o pa3 rpumainu o kam'siHe 40J10.

Mog Bojomay peB, MOB OUTBU TYK KPHBaBHIA,
Taxk HaI MOJIOTH TPUMIIIU pa3 y pas;

[ m'sinp 3a m'saero Mu Mictist 3100yBaIy;

X04 He OIHOr0 TaM KaJIl4MJIM Tl CKaIu,

Mu gani WA, HIO HE CIIMHIOBAJIO HAac.

I xoxxHU1 3 HAaC Te 3HaB, IO CJIABU HaM He Oye,
Hi mam'siti B mronieit 3a ceii KpuBaBUil TPy,

o ax Tomi MiTyTh IO Ciit TOPO3i JItOIH,

Sk My ipo0'eM 1 Ta BUPIBHSEM BCIOIH,

Sk Ha KOCTi TyT i HEIO 30THUIOTE.

Ta cnaBu TI0ACHLKOT 30BCIM MU He Oakau,
Bo He repoi mu i He Gorartupi.

Hi, My HEBONBHUKH, X0U JOOPOBLITBHO B3SIIH
Ha cebe myta. Mu paGamu Boumi cTanu:

Ha umsixy moctymy Mu JIMII KaMEHsIpi.

I BCi MU BipwIH, III0 CBOIMHU PyKaMH
Po3i6'eMo ckaiy, po3apoOUMO IpaHir,

[lo kpoB'to BIACHOIO 1 BIACHUMH KiCTKaMU
Teepauii 3MypyeMo TOCTHHEIIb i 32 HAMH
[puiine HOBE KUTTS, 10OOPO HOBE Yy CBIT.

I 3HaNM MU, 10 TaM JTaIeKo NIeCh Y CBITI,
Sxuit Mu KMHYIH JUTS TIpali, oTy | MyT,

3a HAMH CITbO3HU JUTIOTh MaMH, XKIHKH 1 JITH,
o apyru i HeApPYTH, THIBHII Ta cepANTi,

I mac, i HaMip Ham, 1 IO T€ KICHYTb.

Mu 3Hau ce, i B Hac He pa3 Aya OoJina,
I cepue pBanocs, i rpyau xajlb CTUCKAB;

Ta crbo3w, aHi xaib, Hi OUTb MEKy4Hil TiNa,
AHI IPOKJIATTS HAC HE BIJTSIIN Bij A,

I MonoTa HIiXTO i3 pyK HE BUITyCKaB.

Otak MU Bci H1eMOo, B OTHY TPOMaJy CKYTi
CBATOIO TyMKOIO, @ MOJIOTH B PyKax.

Hexaii npoxusati Mu i cBiTom mo3adyTi!

Mu JJOMHMO CKaIly, piBHSEM MPaBi MyTi,

I macrs Beix npuiize no HalIuX ax KicTKax.

(1878)
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(translated by Dovid Hofshteyn)

Stonebreakers

I had a dream. Like there is ahead

And endless, empty and the wildest plane.
And I stand there, held by iron chain,
Under the tall rock made from finest granite
And next to me are thousands just like me.

The face of everyone is marked by woe and sorrow,
And eyes of everyone contain fervor of love.

And hands of everyone are chained with snakes of iron,
And every shoulder's bent low to the ground,
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Because a scary burden crushes all us down.

And everyone holds heavy iron hammer,

And loud voice from above sounds like a raging thunder:
"Thou split this rock! Allow no cold, nor heat

To stop you! Suffer pain, and thirst, and hunger,

Because you are to break this rock apart!"

And all, like one, upthrusted their hands,

And thousands hammers started working on the rock.
And thousand fragments flied in all directions,

We hit the cliff with force of desperation

Time after time still beating on that crag.

Like growl of waterfall, like roar of bloody battle,
Again our hammers clattered and again

And inch by inch we conquered bigger space,
Though lots of us were crippled by those crags,
We carried on, and nothing could impede us.

Knew everyone that we would get no glory,
We wouldn't be remembered in the end.

That only then would people walk this road,
When rock was battered, leveled everywhere,
And our bones stopped rotting underneath.

We didn't want the glory for the doing,

We are no heroes looking for the fame.

No, we are servants, though at free will's guidance
We took these bonds. Became the slaves of choice,
At future's way we are just the stonebreakers.

We all believed that we will break the rock
With our hands, we'll shatter the granite.
With our broken bones and our blood

We'll lay a firm foundation, and right after
New life, new hope will come into this world.

And we all knew that far in world of ours,

Which we abandoned for the labor, sweat and bonds,
Hot tears were cried by wives, and sons, and mothers.
That wrathful and irate, our enemies and rivals,
Cursed us, and our purpose, our cause.

We knew it, and that thought was often painful,
The sorrow stroke, and heart was torn apart.
But neither tears, nor grief, nor burning pain
Not even curses stalled us from the work,
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And never someone let his hammer out.

So there we went, united all as one

By sacred dream, with hammers in our hands.
Let us be cursed and totally forsaken!

We break this rock, we make the path for truth,
And happiness for all will walk on our bones.
(unknown translator)

Dovid Hofshteyn (1889, Korostyshev — 1952, Moscow)
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(1918)

I

Hag mictoM 4yTH — 13BiH porys
I3 mmuns Gamru pas i BApyre...
B kparto cHiris, HOYe 1 TyTH

Tam nepuii 3pa3y K IOTOHYB.
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Kutna a101ChKOr0 OCTPOBH,

B conomy BKyTaHi, 30rpiri,
CT0ATh, CTYIMBILINCE, HAYE JITH,
XaruHKa, norpio i XJTiBH.

I TuXHi-THXHIA 30peKpyT!
I nuxae npupoza coHHa...
He ciuth numn xatka JBOBIKOHHA,
A B Hi#1 BiJl TaMITH TETIHH KPYT...

B ouax 1oHanpKux mock He300pHE.
I npucnyxarorbcs KyTKH,

SIK CTiN CTOpPiHKY TIeperopHe.
BiHKHM TpEMTAMBUX AaBHIX JIT

B motoi gacy mpouryminmg.

B naneke — nomisix 1€TKOKPUIIAHA,
I roHmit 1yX — 10 BCiX, Y CBIT...
Mos 6agpopicTs 3 TOT HOU,

Bix Toi HOYI — TOpauii CyM.
S me Toai cTepir mpopoui
XKutts Bopota, CBIiTY CTpyM.
(nepexnao Ilasna Tuuunu)

*k%

There, above the towns, the towerbell
Sounded already once, and twice...

In the void of night, in the land of snow
A little village is sunken...

Like islands of people’s rest,

Wrapped in hay, warmed up for the night,
Arm in arm with stables and fences,

A house holds onto a house.

The starry night is listening to

The calm breath of life —

There is a quiet circle of lamp-light
Left in one of the houses...

The sleepy corners barely hear
A rustle of paper on the table.
But the young eyes cannot get enough...

A bunch of trembling years
Is sunken in the hay of time,
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A sharp look — in the farthest far away,

A young spirit — in the world, in the entire world...

My bravery comes from that night,

From that night — my proud sadness,

I stood awake already then, lonely and free,
By the door of life, by the gates of the world.
(translated by Katerina Kuznetsova)

Leyb Kvitko (1890, Holoskovo — 1952, Moscow)
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' N L VI YRRD —

IR0 TR ORT ORI ,IRD TR O OXN
,0121 TIP VIR 012N TIP VIR —
LT TER LN 0T AV TR )

1
HemoB BHHO — TIp030p0, PIBHO
VY KpoB moBiTps JuI€: BecHa!
B TpuansTuit pas no JoBrux cHax
3eMJIst BCTa€e 3eeHOCIIIBHO.
[Iporpanm 6iit. Hana3uts rigpa:
Ecnexu x 3HOB 3ipByTH 001. ,
[Titu 6 B ceno nararu Biapa —
Tak iHCTpYMEHTH S5 TIPOIB.
Sk Tak —y manapu! 1o x, s racHy —
A Tam — Barosw, IryMm, TmoJsl.
Mo’, cTpiHy KEHIIMHY PEKPacHY,
o 3Hama 6 BCe MOE KUTTA.
I ot cTpidaro: B 3MOpIITKax, B pUTI —
Hessxe e matu? — i3 oueit Taka nevains!
CuauTh B JaXMITTI,
IIle ¥ conue yxo iif neyve...
I TsKKO Tak 3iTXa€ MaTH:
Crapa x BOHa, Taka Iuioxa.
Ha rpynsx oiedka «mryxay»,—
Orto xou pa3 Ou 3axpimaru!
— Oi1, MmaMo J1r00a, Off CKaXKu XK:
— Hy, mo poOuts, Hy 1m0 3po0oHUTH?
— Hiyoro, cunky. 3 6e310pixk
Inu Bepen. Bee iau ta itau Tu. ..
(nepexnao Hasna Tuuunu)

The Out-of-Work Man and His Mother

Surging through blood the clearest drink,
the air of spring anew.

For the thirtieth time the earth

renews itself for me in green song.

This battle lost,

steeling for the next;

the SDs* sabotage each strike.

I would have gone to a village to mend buckets—
if I hadn’t eaten my tools away.

So I ride the rails in search.

JORIPRAYTIROENRD [*]


http://yiddish.berlin/wp/en/mageyfe-milkhome-mame-loshn-english/

Riding does you good.

It does the eye good to swallow distances,
people,

market squares.

And maybe in some train car I’1l find

a woman in her young years

to carry my life over mountains.

In one of the cars I find
my mother sitting in a patched coat.

Dozing,

dozing,

bowing her head, her yellowed face,
with the sun steaming, baking

her large ear.

My mother’s every sigh splits my heart.

On her chest dangles the sign:

“Deaf.”

Old, dispirited, she dozes on strange shoulders,
leaning, lurching.

“Mother of mine, oy, vey z 'mir,

what should I do, what should I do?”
“Nothing, my child, nothing, my child,
Go on your way, go, my son...”
(translated by Jake Schneider)

* Social democrats

s sfe sfe sfe sfe sfe sk sl sk st sfe st sfe sfe sfe she she she sk sk e sie st sfe sfe sfe sfe she she she sk sk s sie st st sfe sfe sfe she she she sk ske s sie sk st st sfe sfe she sfe she she sk sl sk sk st sfe sfe sfe sfe sfe she sk ske sl sk sie st sfe sfe sl seskeskeskeoskeosk

Dvoyre Fogel (1902, Burshtyn — 1942, Lviv)

piath
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T PR TT DIRDWYAIR
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TP R PR JORPWYA T°T 0N OR3 0T X
3R TR UPITIVIRD D0W IR PR
.. VIRDWRI TO9ORN YT 0T 9N

200 QYT VWL 1M TR 0T VAN
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0yOuHKU (3 «MaHeKeHi8»)

IMHOOPEBI JJaXy — SATKU TeILIa,

a perira 01J10T0 y MPSAMOKYTHHKH 1T0310paHo.
TOU OLIMH, 1110 IPOCTUH 1 HE COMOIAUTHCS,
31TXHE MO3ipPINBO.

MOCTIIMPATHCS HA OBAJIH JIBEPEH,
MOCTIUPAJIHCS Ha OBAaJl BYJIHIII.

0, BYJIMIII caMiii OM B KpyT 3aMKHYTHCH,
THXEHBKO IIMTH KIHLI,

SIKOW OyTMHKY HA TE€ TIOTOMIIHACS.

aJie BOHH HE XOUyTh CKOHY —

OyJAMHKH XOUyTh TIJIBKH OJIMH Pa3 BUTUXHYTH,
BiJIMTOYUTH KOJIO CIpOTO MOPS-BYIIHII

1 maJti MpUHADKYBATH 1i-710J11 BUBEPTH.

TUIBKU pa3 BUANXHYTH.
TYJISTHCS CTIHU PO3TYOIEHO
nepes 6e3MipHUM MOpPEM THIII,
SIKE PaIrITOM JIBOPOM PO3ITHIIOCS.
(nepexnao Ipunu 3po6ok)

Houses

Vermillion roofs: drops of warmth.

And whiteness gathered in crooked rectangles
white which is flat and without sweetnes

here becomes a sweet sigh...

Leaning against walls

leaning against an oval of the street.
O, the street would close in a circle
and finish its course so still

if the houses agree...

OYOX 1R 97X 192 1900 e 0T
...DR} T 22 107 WK 22 — T WK

2T TN 1302 WT T VPRYIRD W1 PR

1192 QYL IR MK

VoMLY VIVN T T IVIY

VPPYW N5 27 107173 1IRD

ORDRDM T VXRRIVWYIDNIN LR OXN
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But the houses don’t want death:

the houses simply want to draw one breath

to rest—by the gray sea: by the street...

And they are enticed further by the bend of fates...

Just for one breath

the walls crowd together perplexed
before the great sea of stillness
which suddenly surges around them.
(translated by Anastasiya Lyubas)
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LUPO00M BRI LYIRDD IRI IRIRD IR THIRM ORT M YWOVORIY IR YDIRDWYIIR DYVIR?D ;YWY N
VY MW TR OXN ,1IWBRANT0IAY? IWIPIT T 2,012 WT ND TYIRIWON IR OYVIRDDTIVII YIOININ
0PV MY 11D JORDIVIONN

IR JWRDS L1077 ,9509a ,yorn R 119 ;100172 IR IWAD N5 TIIRP YA9P TR IJIRT PR 0O TR VIR T
023N VT AR 12V7 18 ORN O1X LIRS PR VIRAYT PN LIVANTORD

P02 57 12K JOYID 100172 YPUR 0 TWIIRD FIYIW 21X UIRAYT TN [WYIRTPIRD YWILRDY PR
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TPAKTAT ITPO )KUTTA: PO3ALT NEPIINIA

JlocuTh BUATH HA BYJHIlI, B OyPINITHHOBI CYTIHKH JKOBTHSI: TOJIi, Mi’K TOIWHOIO YETBEPTOIO 1 11’ ITOIO
MOTIONTY/IHI, XKUTTS 3aBXK]IU «3JIaMaHey, Xail TaM 1110 3 HUM JI€ThCS.

VY «Salon de beautéy, Bymuis Kapmenitcbka, HOMep ABaIIATH 11’ ATh, MAHIKIOPHUIIS — HIOH 3 BOCKY 13
BHCOKOIO 3a4icKol0, (hacoH yisuibku 1924 poky; nepykapeBa 3adicka MiJIkpy4deHa Ta iHTeHCUBHO
HanaxyeHa mille-fleurs; HaTOMICTh BIACHMIIA CAJIOHY — JIOCI Il MOBIIIIEHA HA CTiHi, CHIILHO
migperymoBaHa gotorpadis qamu 3 1900 poky, 3 IHOOKO BUPi3aHOIO TATIEIO 1 KOMipIeM Ha
KUTOBOMY BYCI, TUCSYa JIeB’SITCOT HAWHOBILIIOT MOJIH.

Came cTosuti conofiki, OypIITHHOBI CYTIHKH B MicALl >KOBTHi, ko BiacHuLs Canony Kpacu Ha By
KapwmemiTcpkiit 3BepHyacs 10 MOMivyHIKA, OE31IEPEMOHHO ¥ CYTIPOTH BCiX BiJBiAyBadiB, 3
0e3MTy3IMM 3alIUTaHHSIM: a HaBilIO MEH1 KUTH?

B 1to MuTh, HIOH Y BIATIOBiIH, TORAHYIACS 1 3aBOPYIIMIACS BOCKOBA MaHIKIOPHULIS T TLTIHOBUM
abaXypoM 1 1oj1aja MmaHi B CyKHi KoJbopy bleu amoMiHiEBY MHCOUYKY 3 BOJIOIO IS HITTiB.

[Ticns nporo i nepykap, raaaciuso i 3 paHTasiero, B3ABCS MiAKPydIyBaTH OJHY 3a4iCKy 3a JPYTOI0, 3
0COOJIMBOIO, TTECTIMBOO TOAHTHBICTIO MIBLHYIOUN (haCOHY KOXKHOT OKPEMO1 XBHIIBKH BOJIOCCH,
LIOTPH CAHTHMETPHU XBUIIBKA.

Haromicts Momopima nepykapka, 3i CBOro 00Ky, B3s1acs — 3 HETIOSICHEHHUM TIOCITIXOM 1 HiYMM He
OOTPYHTOBaHHM TapMUJICPOM — BITOPSIKOBYBATH 1 BCTAHOBIIIOBATH OJISIIIIAHKHU 3 XHOIO YOPHOIO 1
KOPHYHEBOIO.
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Tak 3100yBaBcs Ha TOJIOC, HA ACLIEBOMY TJIi 3 IAMOIO 1 IIYNKUMH psAaMu OIALIaHOK COPTY XHa, TOH
(haxT, 110 TAaKM € JJIs 9OTO )KUTH Ha cBiTi. Ta i un Moryio BOHO OyTH iHaKIIe B I[bOMY OTOYEHHI 1 3a
ouXx 00CTaBUH?

I Tak moYMHANOCH BOHO MOCTiiHO. [INTaHHIM: «HABIIIO KUTH» TTOYMHATIOCS KOXKHE OKpeMe KUTTA 1
OCIHHIH TpaKTaT PO >KUTTSI.

PO3ALJI JIPYTU TPAKTATY PO KUTTS
«A BCe-Taku BapTO KUTW.
Tak mounHaBCS 3aBKIU IPYTHIA PO3JILUT TPAKTATY U KUTTSL.

Toni 3a3BHUaii 1iTO, a JWIKA, MIUPOKA 1 TPyda MaTepis CBITY ak OpOIUTH BiJl OOITHHIID, 3aMaxiB i
MOXIIUBOCTEH. BOHa moineHa i po34JieHOBaHa Ha Pi3HOTO POy OpHiu: Opuiu rpydi, 00BHCHI 1
He3rpalHi; OpWIIH HATIPYXKEeH]1 1 eTacTUYHI, K YeKaHHS; i TUIACKi, HeBaXKJIMB1, aHOHIMHI TUTUTH
MeTaJieBUX OJ1sX, 1 Oe3mopaHi, marnepoBi 00pi3Ku MUPOKOI, IEBHOT cede, MaIo He CIIOP3HOI 3
HaJMipy MIEBHOCTI MaTepil KUTTSI.

Yce 11e BXOIUTh Y MEeCTIIMBI 1 TIOBHI IYIITi KOHTYPH: T i IepciB; Oyp’sHIB, JIUCTS, MypiB, TUIAIIOK Ta
noxiii. I ozl € U1t 40oro )XUTH Ha CBITI.

AJesMu MiCbKHX MapKiB XOSTD TOJI BasKKi TOPCH 3 KPYIJIMMH MEPCaMH; BTUCKAIOTh B KOPCETH 3
OpOoKaTy TiTMCTOTO Ta OPOKaTy KOMhOPY a0OPHUKOCIB MMHUPOKi, Oe37aaHi BEpCTBH 1 XBUII TiTa. L{poTO
Tina 3abararo. Tijo maxHe MUPOKUM JHCTSM JiTa. BpoauTs MOXKIMBOCTAMHU.

I Tomi o3uparoThCs 32 HUMU CTapi NaHi B OMANX CyKHSIX, OCOOJIMBO B AUISHIN Tpyaei. | monn, ski «He
MOXYTb KHTH.

I Toni MmoxHa OyTH EBHUM, 1110 BCi TIEPEXO3Ki TyMalOTh PO OJHE i T€ K: 110 0€30BOPOTHO MPOMHUHAE
JKUTTS 1 TAKAHM € JUHUAM, MEABSIHUN I€Hb, IIOBEH MOXKIIMBOCTEM 1 THCSAY OOITHHIb.

Toni 3aBxu OPOH30BA CIIEKa; CBIT € METAJICBOIO 1 KMILISTYOIO KYJIEIO CIIeKH, a KHUTTSI BapTe TOTO.
(nepexnao 3 nonvcokoi FOpxa [lpoxacvka)

Treatise on Life: Chapter One

It simply suffices to go out into the streets, into the amber October dusk. Then, between four and five
in the afternoon, life is always “broken,” regardless of what happens to us.

In Salon de Beaute, 25 Karmelitska Street, a manicurist appears to be made from wax and with a high
hairdo, like a typical doll from 1924. A hairdresser has a wavy hairdo scented with Milles Fleurs
perfume, and the owner is like a heavily retouched photo of a woman circa 1900, with a deeply cut
waistline and a stiff underwire collar, the latest fashion of the early 1900s.

In the yellow dusk between four and five o’clock, the owner of the beauty salon on the Karmeltiska
Street—unceremoniously and without paying any attention to customers—asked her employee: “What is
it that [ am living for?”
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As if answering the question, the manicurist under the purple lampshade swayed at that moment and
gave the lady in black an aluminum bowl with water for her nails.

Then, with a lot of noise and imagination, the hairdresser started working on one wavy hairstyle and
then another one, with particular thoughtfulness, tending to every single wave.

In turn, a female apprentice began to arrange and set up canisters with black and brown henna, with
inconmprehensible haste and making unjustified noise.

And so a cheap sight with a woman on it, and rigid tins with hair dye, pointed to a conclusion that it’s
useless to “live in the world.” And how could it be otherwise in this setup and in these circumstances?

And so it always started with a question, “Why should one live?” That’s how the course of every
single life began and the autumn treatise on life.

From the Second Chapter of the Treatise
“And yet life is worth living.”
And so the second chapter of the treatise—and of life-began.

It is an ordinary summer, and sticky, wide and thick matter of the world ferments with promises,
aromas, and possibilities. It is divided up and segmented into different lumps: thick blocks, flabby and
shapeless; tight and elastic like waiting; and flat, insignificant, anonymous layers of brass, and scraps
of wide, self-important life-matter, almost obscene from the access of assurance.

All of this falls into things: smart contours of bodies and breasts; weeds, leaves, walls, bottles, and
events. And then there is a reason to live in the world.

In the city park alleys, heavy torsos with round breasts scroll. They cram chaotic layers of body
curves in brocade corsets the color of flesh or apricots.

There is too much of the body. The body has the smell of wide summer leaves. It sparkles with
possibilities.

Then the old ladies in dresses that are too wide and loose, especially sagging around breasts, look at
the torsos, as well as people who “cannot leave.”

And then one can be sure that all the passersby think about one and the same thing: that life flies by
irreversibly. That single honeysweet day, full of a thousand possibilities and promises, is slipping
away.

Then the heat is bronze; the world is a metal seething ball of heat; and life is worth living.
(translated by Anastasiya Lyubas)
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eéecHa eooma

BECHa Hapi3ae BYJIUII,
naxydi BiJf CBiXKoro xJioa -

Rachel Korn (1898, Galicia — 1982, Montreal)
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TpicKae 31 cxomy
CITUIMH I1J111 HeOa,
PO3IOB3a€THCS JIO COHIIS KICTOUKH MaTF0Ye-Mi THON.

OCTaHHI TiHI HIYHI

BaJISIOTHCS TOIT]] CTIHAMH,

SIK TIOJIOPO’KHBOTO OJISIT, KOJIU JIOBI'a
nopora,

1 Ko BiH )XypOy CBOIO /10 TTOpOTa HAPEIITI
JIOBIB.

3elleHi cTebra ipuciB

TOCTPSIThCSA IPOTH BECHSHOTO HEOA,

SIKE PO3ITYCKAETHCS JICTKUMU CIPUMHU XMapaMH,
HIOM BOHM XOTIJIM OU BTUIMTH

PO 3aXOTIEHHS 3eMJTi

HeOECHOI0 BHCOTOIO

0ararboX NIOKOJIiHb MapEHHS.

JiepeBa BaHTAXKCHI IMHAMITaMH,
3aHOBO PO3KBITIMMH KBiTaMH,
YEKaIOTh Ha MEePIINH CUTHAI
MIPOMEHS JIiTa.

Ha CTPYHI 30JIOTii
OIKOJIH TTOTBOTY

rpae paHoK

MEJO/IIF0 HIXKHY, I3BiHKY 1
IIyKae ceplie Aepera -

OTOJTIOETHLCS

CKpOMHa,

HecMina,

SIK IUTSYE [JIATTAYKO, KOIU OaBIISITHCS,
3 ITOJIOJIOM TIiTiI0paHuM,

TepIia YepenHi KBiTka,

COH Oimmii.

nepemuuiiv, 1941
(nepexnao Ipunu 3po6ok)

Springtime Back Home

The first rays of daylight slice the streets open,
still fragrant with fresh bread.

In the east, the ripe fruit of the sky splits open
parted by that glowing red seed.

The last shadows of the night

curl up behind the alleyways,

like the clothes of a wanderer, who after a long voyage
has brought his longing to harbor.
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The green swords of irises

spear upward into the spring sky,

which drops down in soft, gray clouds

as if wanting to make some ancient dream come true,
an age-old dream of the earth

conquering the high heavens.

The trees are armed with the dynamite
of folded blossoms,

awaiting the first signal,

set off by sunbeams.

The early morning plays

its gentle ringing melody
on the golden violin strings
of a flying bee

seeking the heart of the tree.

The first sour-cherry blossom
unfurled,

immodest,

wrinkled,

like a girl’s white dress at playtime,
snagged at the seam,

a white dream.

May 1941, Przemysl

(translated by Mariam Isaacs)
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51 crasia Taka gocmijiia

Crana Taka focmija yepe3 cyM i HeCIIOKiH,
10 HaBiTh bor cam 3Moke JOBIpHUTHCS MEHI,
KOJIM PYKY TIOZIaM -

sl IPUBENY KOT0 MNEBHO

70 T 0 1 3eMuIi.

Miii cCMyTOK BJKE€ OTIPABHUB TaM

BCI LIJISXH,

ceplie MoJIaroAWJIO IUTHTH 1 BUNIAJICHI MOCTH.
He 3a0nynuthes Oinbiie

Hi CJIb034,

aHl KpoK,

Hi TH, Miii bor.

Mu Oynemo cTosTH

KOJIO JIBepel MO€I MaMHu,

LTyBaTUMEMO ITHJI 3 TIOPOTa

1 TPUMaTHMEMO KJISIMKY B PYII TaK JOBTO,
MTOKHU HE TTOYYEMO 3 TOTO OOKY CTiHU

i HAITIBrOJIOCHUI ITOIUX.
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yNPOND ,1944
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XTo mepiia BiAYNHUTH IBEPi?

XTO 4eKkae me B TUXIM JIoOMi Ha MeHe?

Uwu mocTyKae 10 BikHa

PYKOIO TUTSIYOFO0

JiepeBa rijka,

MaMH MO€1 Mpis:

YU TIPUNATITIOB CION XTOCH 13 JAJIEKO1 KpaiHu?

Yoro x Baraemics, boxke, ckaxmu?

S e choro/HI 3BeUopa ONpaBuiia BCI MUTSIXH
1 oJaroauia MOCTH

TYIH, 1€ OiM THXUAN

icang -

4y, MOXke, Ooimics i, boxe,

MMOBEpHYTHCH Ha3aa?

Mocksa, 1944
(nepexnao Ipunu 3pobok)

So Ripe Am I

So ripe am I from pain, from grief,
that even God himself

can entrust himself to my hands—
that I will guide him over safely
across to the other land.

My pining has repaired all its roads,
my heart replaced as before

each fireplace and burned-down bridge.
No longer shall they go astray

my tears,

my steps,

nor you, my God.

We will stand still

at my mother’s door

and kiss the dust on her threshold
and grasp the doorknob in our hands
until we hear her quiet breath

from beyond the wall.

Who will be first to open that door—

Who is still waiting for me in that quiet home?
Will a twig from a tree

come tapping with a child’s hand

at the darkening blue pane
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and touch my mother’s dream:
Has someone come from a distant land?

Tell me, God, why do you dither?
Just tonight I repaired all the roads
and replaced every bridge

leading to that quiet house,

to that grove—

Perhaps you, God, are afraid,

of going back?

Moscow, 1944
(translated by Jake Schneider)

Pesi Hershfeld (Pomerants-Honigboym) (1900, Volhynia — 1978, Chicago)

LERWPIVA

PIRIT 121 TR oYM 0PRN"D

DT1WR R 121 08T

LT2V5 Y105 QYR OF ORT 100 1IN
DT3P DRT ISR IRT DANHT &
VOYI 21971 PR W ORT WALTOMR IR
LLYORT 721 MO LERWPIYA T IR Y0 0T

CMmyTOoK

51 6 xorina, o6 Moe cepiie
OyJ10 3epHATKOM

1 JIeXKano y BUIbHOMY TIOJII.
[TixiGpana 6u iioro nramka

1 BUCITiByBaa O B HOYi BECHSHI
3 MOTO ceplst JJF000B 1 CMYTOK. ..
(nepexnao Ipunu 3pobok)

Longing

I wish for my heart

to be a small seed

lying in an open field,

for a songbird to peck open that seed
and to vocalize, on spring nights,

the love and the longing of my heart...
(translated by Jake Schneider)
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IPWIPIP R UIRT LKA DYPIPYA

LTI DYPWORP VTN AR TO0 15K
SITTVASIR TRV ©On TYReYp °T

ARW OYTYIYWY 12N WA 0T WO 115
JAMEYX IWORN DX T ORIN
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LJTIEYA W05 v 3yn oyt
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JTIMWNRD TRIRAR T PR TR

Cunoraam npo JiTHiiil 1eHb

[IpoMiHb COHEYKa 30JI0THB
KOCH TACTYIIKH - sipa 1 rapHa:
Ha Oepesi piuKH CTOSIIO AEPEBO,
TaM 303yJ1s KyBaia.

JIVK1 Ka4KU TUTMBJIH PIYKOO,
TOJIIBKH IiTHATI TOPJIO:

o obuaBa Oepern piuku
Yyepean OBEIb MU BOTY.

3avyBcsl MacTyxa CBHUCT,
JI3BOHOM B TIOBITP1 pO3AAIIOCS:
MacTyIiKa 10 Oepera KUHYIach,
pazo micHer obi3Basacs.

Ha inmomy Oepe3i, B moi,
3BYKH PO3JI0T0 OpPHHLIH:
MOJIOZI 1 CTapi MpaIfoBaIIH,
KauaHH Pi3ay CIiIi.

CoHIIe 10701y CITyCKAEThCH,
piduKa BOTHEM 3amainiacs.

Tini co6i po3mycTunucs

1 COHIIE CKOPO TeTh 3aryoniocs.
(nepexnao Ipunu 3pobok)
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Memories of a Summer Day

A sunbeam has gilded the hair

Of a young and pretty shepherd girl;
On the riverbank stood a tree,

A cuckoo cuckooed there.

Wild ducks were swimming in the river,
Heads proudly raised;

From between the hills, herds of sheep
Went down to the water.

Soon a shepherd has heard a whistling
That rang in the air;

The shepherd girl ran to the hills,

And sang out joyously.

From that side of the river, from the nearest field
One could hear the sounds,

Young and old ones were working there,

Cutting ripe ears of grain.

The sun went down between the hills,

Lit the west with fire,

The shadows spread out,

And soon the sun has disappeared completely.
(translated by Katerina Kuznetsova)

Malka Lee (1904, Monastrishtsh

— 1976, New York)
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Byne cBiT

Byze cBit cBiTiioro yyna, TMTHHO,
OyJie CBIT SICHOTO CTOJIITTSI.

Crapwii CBIT 3HUKHE,
3eMJISI BCIETHCS 30PSIMU CBITIIMMH.

Byne cBiT 31 3BYKiB Ta aTOMiB,
OyJie CBIT MEPEXTITH MUJIbHOHAMU.

Byne cBiT — cTae MeHi TpeMKo,
koim bor cam 3ifize Ha 3eMITIO.

Paii momix 31poK cTaHeTkCs,
Oyze cBiT 1000BI 1 pagocTi.

3emiis HeOOM cTaHe, HeOO — PIUKOI,

1 BCE BOHO JOCATHE BIYHOCTI.

JltonuHa mepia 3ycTpiHe OCTaHHIO,

a HOBa - IpO MEHE 3rajac.

3niiMaeThes CBIT, s 0auy,
HOBHIA ITOCTAE i3 PyiH.

Byne BiH — boxe, maif TUTBKHY )KUTTS MEHI

CTUIbKH, 1100 HOBOMY JaTH YKIIiH.
(nepexnao Ipunu 3pobok)

There Will Be a World

There will be a world, my child, of pure wonder,
There will be a world, a bright century.

23T UPPRATR T PIB TOR T
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The old world will disappear,
The earth will be seeded with pure stars.

There will be a world of sounds and atoms,
There will be a world lightened by millions.

There will be a world — I am starting to tremble:
God himself will descend to it.

To bring the paradise on a star,
There will be a world of love and peace.

The earth will become the heavens — the heavens will become rivers,
With one spark to reach eternity.

The first human being will meet the last one,
Let the new human being remember me too.

The world is rising, here, see the dawn,
The world is rising on the ruins.

There will be a world — God, just grant me life,
To give peace to the new world, to the new human being.
(translated by Katerina Kuznetsova)
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