54. INTERMEZZO - FANTASIA TO THE MOON/ MISJACHNA

FANTAS’IJA
Pavlo Movchan

Bce CKpageHe, po3piBHAHe, cpibnAacTe
Vse skradene, rozrivnjane, sribljaste
Everything is stolen, flattened, silver
MpUHaAXKYE, MOB KypsBY, npmnacTtu,
Prynadzhuje, mov kurjavu, prypasty,
Luring it like a mist to fall,
JoByacHo 3aHimiTK, cpibhom CTaTb,
Dovchasno zan’imity, sriblom stat’,

In time to numb, silver to become,
AKe  no3HauuTb MiCAYHA neyaTb.

Jake  poznachyt’ misjachna pechat’.
Which denotes the moon’s  seal.

YUn X byae TaK: pPIBHUHHA piBHOTQ,

Chy zh bude tak: rivnynna rivnota,
Truly will itbeso: aplain So even,

I HiKOMmy uen npocrTip 3anuTaTb
I n‘ikomu tsej prost’ir zapytat’
And there is no one this space to ask

(This space has no one to ask)

MNpo CYyTb Kpacu TOHKOI, Haye nAniBKa,

Pro sut’ krasy tonkoji, nache pl’ivka,
About the essence of beauty so fine, like  a glaze,

Mpo  cyxousiT, ae He 6yBae 64KiNKa,
Pro sukhotsvit, de ne buvaje bdzhilka,

About dry flowers, where thereis no trace ofa bee,

Mpo  4ucTy BOAY, MEPTBY, AK KpWULITasb,
Pro  chystu vodu, mertvu, jak kryshtal’,
About clear water, dead like crystal,



MNpo CPiOHMI UBIT, AKOro BXe He »Kanb.
Pro sribnyj  tsvit, jakoho  vzhe ne zhal’.
About the silver blossom, which | now do not pity.

Xiba K TO COH, AK BCE 3auineHino?
Khiba zh to son, jak vse zats’ipen’ilo?
Maybe indeed it is a dream, where everything is numb?

Ctpax Kpenaoto niaBoanTb CTiHU 6ino.

Strakh krejdoju  pidvodyt’ st’iny bilo.

Fear with chalk sketches the walls in white.

I Uiy HiY4  A3BEHUTb ronogHa nwuaka

I ts’ilu n’ich dzvenyt’ holodna pylka

And all night screeches the hungry saw

Mpo Te, wWo BIK — CHIXXMHKA - OAHOKpWAKa.
Pro te, shcho vik - sn’izhynka - odnokrylka.

About the fact that  the ages are but a snowflake  one-winged.

Jo [XKepen noBepTatochb, Namatoum  onip,
Do dzherel povertajus’, lamajuchy opir,
To the source | return, breaking resistance,

I BCTPOMIAKD Y  HUX A  A3BEHIOYI KAtoui.
| vstromljaju u nykh ja dzvenjuchi kljuchi.
And force into it | jingling keys.

(And | force jingling keys into it)

Po3Bep3aeTbcA CBIT, i B po3nomi  3ife€

Rozverzajet’sja svit, i v rozlomi  Z'ijaje

Opens up the world, and into the rift it gapes
CBigpoBMHaA ryatoya, WO BCMOKTYE  y4ac.

Svidrovyna hudjucha, shcho vsmoktuje chas.
A crater whining, that swallows up time.



HeBaromun Bxe A — o060n0HKa npo3opa 3NiTaE

Nevahomyj vzhe ja— obolonka prozora zl’itaje
Weightless now am | - ashell transparent flies off
Y NPOAYXBUHY Kpyray, ae coHue BMUCBITIIOE  Hac.
U produkhvynu kruhlu, de sontse vysvitljuje  nas.

Into a funnel round, where the sun shines on us.



