A MEDLEY OF MY POEMS/ URYVKY Z MOHO KOBZARJA/ YPUBKU 3

MOIO KOB3APA — A SONG CYCLE
IpuHa MNybapeHko/ Iryna Hubarenko

1. A SHAKESPEAREAN ODE/ SHEKSPIRIVS’KE/ LUEKCNIPIBCbKE

3anawHy TbMAHICTb cmepTHOi  nobosi
Zapashnu t'mjan’ist’ smertnoji ljubovi
The fragrant  gloom of mortal love
A 3axoBal B cepui Ao KiHLA.
Ja zakhovaju v serts’i do kintsja.
| hide inmy heart to theend.
Bonaew KpOBi?
Volajesh krovi?
Do you cry for blood?
Bunun, cectpo, Kposi
Vypyj, sestro, krovi

Drink, oh sister, some blood

I He Tynu cBiyaga Ao nmus.
I ne tuly svichada do lytsja.
And do not draw the mirror to your face.
Moe 6aratta, Apysi, He 3anmaunte!
Moje bahattja, druz’i, ne zajmajte!

My  pyre, friends, do not assemble!

A BubMpato 3HOBY A0 MiHOp.
Ja vybyraju znovu do minor.
| choose again ¢ minor.

Cnigante 8ci!
Spivajte  vs'il
Sing everyone!



ypausoi cniBamTe Ta oAAramtTe YOpHUM MK Konbop!
Zhurlyvoji spivajte ta odjahajte chornyj mij kol’or!
A sad song sing and puton black my colour!

B cio p[oBry Hi4, B CHO MPiHY Hiy OCTaHHIO
V sju dovhu n’ich, v sju mrijnu n’ich ostannju
In this long night ,in this dreamy night last

Janeknx [3BOHIB ™ xiba He 4yB?
Dalekykh dzvon’iv ty khiba ne chuv?
Far off bells did you perhaps not hear?

BignoBsigan cKopiw, MOE KOXaHHSA,
Vidpovidaj skorish, moje kokhannja,
Answer promptly, my love,

To conosen un YKallBOPOHOK  b6yB?
To solovej chy zhajvoronok  buv?
A nightingale or a lark was it?

2. TO KHARKIV/ KHARKOVU/ XAPKOBY
IpuHa lNybapeHko/ Iryna Hubarenko

Y cbomy micui, Aae 3arMHyB  CKPUMNHMUK,
U s‘omu mists’i, de zahynuv  Skrypnyk,
In this city, where perished Skrypnyk,
(Mykola Skrypnyk - Ukrainian revolutionary)

Oe XBUNAbOBUM MipHYB Y HebyTTA,
De Khvyl'ovyj pirnuv  u nebuttja,
Where Khvyl'ovyj plunged into oblivion,
(Mykola Khvyl’ovyj — Ukrainian novelist & poet)

Oe Kypbac Jlecb, HemoB  po3nN'ATUIN  MUTHUK,
De Kurbas Les’, nemov rozpjatyj mytnyk,
Where Kurbas Les’, like a crucified customs official,

(Les’ Kurbas — Ukrainian Theatre Director)



Miwos 3 KUTTA, KyAmcb niwos 3 KUTTA...

Pishov z zhyttja, kudys’ pishov z zhyttja...
Departed from life, to somewhere departed from life...

Y cbOomi micui  cipim i BOpPOXKiMm,

U s‘omu mists’i s’irim i vorozhim,

In this city grey and hostile,

BbuBatoum CcuHIB # [ OY4OK,
Vbyvajuchy syn’iv j dochok,

Slaying sons and daughters,

Je uiny  Hiy KpuyaTb: MNUAbHYW  CcTOpOXKe!
De ts’ilu  n’ich krychat’: pyl’nuj storozhe!
Where all night they shout: beware guard!

I NOBNATbL HOHI AyWwi Ha  ra4vok.

I lovljat”  jun’i  dushi na hachok.
And they catch young souls on a hook.

Yy MicTi, ae KamiHHMM Tocnogapem CTOITb Kob63ap,
U mist’i de Kaminnym Hospodarem stojit’ Kobzar,
Ina city, where as astone host stands the Minstrel,

(The Minstrel: Taras Shevchenko, Ukraine’s national poet)

Y  6poH3y 3anaxHyBCb, VY MiCTi,

U  bronzu zapakhnuvs’ u mist’i,

Ina bronze aroma in the city,

Oe LapoTb LWL He3gapu,

De tsarjujut’ lysh nezdary,

Where rule only the untalented,

I ae He X04yTb 3HaTb npo boxy Kapy,
I de ne khochut’ znat’ pro  Bozhu Kkaru,
And where they don’t want to know about God’s punishment,
Je ayx  CBatuih B  6110BOTI 3aX/INHYBCb...

De dukh Svjatyj v bljuvot’i zakhlynuvs'...

Where the spirit Holy in vomit has choked...



Yy MiCTi, wWo Ha TPbOX HEMNEBHMUX  pPiYKax
U mist’i, shcho na trjokh nepevnykh richkakh
Ina city that on three undefined rivers

Croitb, 6anayxe, COHUEe, Kam’sHe,
Stojit’, bajduzhe, sontse, kamjane,
Stands, indifferent, the sun, stone-cold

o cboro micta A BoAak: Kutn!
Do sjoho mista ja volaju: zhyty!

To this city | vyell: live!

bo MICTO XapkiB BCE XK TaKu ceate!
Bo misto Kharkiv vse zh taky  svjate!
For the city of Kharkiv is nonetheless holy!

3. AN EVENING PRAYER/ VECHIRNJA/ BEYIPHA
IpmHa M'ybapeHKo/ Iryna Hubarenko

Ornpa? Hi, omaHa! Crpusan!
Ohyda? N’i, omana! Stryvaj!
Abomination? No, delusion! Pause!

Xiba X A n‘aHa? Yekan!
Khiba zh ja pjana? Chekaj!
Perhaps am | drunk? Wait!

Xiba X A TUHY?
Khiba zh ja hynu?
Perhapsdo | perish?

A B cepu,: Cuny!
A v serts’i: Synu!
But in my heart: my Son!

LlokoTinu 4obiTOUKM,
Tsokot’ily chobitochky,
Clattered little boots,



Mocniwatoun B KYTOYKM.

Pospishajuchy v kutochky.
As they rush into the corners.
FOMOHINn nepeasBoOHU —
Homon’ily peredzvony —

Rang out the early bells -

Yn TO cniBn, 4um TO CTOTiH.
Chy to spivy, chy to stohin.
Whether it be singing, or it be groaning,

TaHutoBaB B o4ax BeCb CBIT,

Tantsjuvav v ochakh ves’  svit,

Danced before our eyes the whole world,
Mope, CXWN, Kpaesuna,

More, skhyly, krajevyd.
The sea, theslopes, the landscape.

Yy NiTbMi 6AMwann  cnbosu
U pit’mi blyshchaly sl'ozy
In the darkness were shining tears
Bes Haaii, 6es3 Haroau...

Bez nad’iji, bez nahody...

Without hope, without opportunity...

OmaHa? Hi, To Kapa...
Omana? N’i, to kara...
Delusion? No, it is punishment...

Yekan, moAa npumapal
Chekaj, moja prymaral!
Wait, my dream!

CtpmBan! Tm X 3n1a mapa!
Stryvajl Ty zh zla maral
Pause! Youarean evil spirit!



HeB)e  CKiH4YMNacb rpa?..
Nevzhe skinchylas’ hra?..
Really is ended the game?..

4. SILENT DESPAIR/ TYKHYJ ROZPACH/ TUXUIN PO3NAY
IpuHa MNy6apeHko/ Iryna Hubarenko

Tuxmin  posnay Te YeKaHHs.
Tykhyj rozpach te chekannja.
Silent despair is this waiting.

Tuxuii noaus Te ’KaJaHHA.
Tykhyj podyv te  zhadannja.
Silent wonderis this desire.

Tuxun 3ip A 6ayy 3HOB.
Tykhyj Z'ir  ja bachu znov.
A silent vision | see  again.

Tuxa nicHA— TO  nb6OB?..
Tykha pisnja— to ljubov?..
Asilent song - is that love?..

OcTtaTtoyHe KaAaTTA,
Ostatochne kajattja,
Final repentance,

OcTaToyHe, AK KOXaHHA.
Ostatochne, jak kokhannja.
As final as love.

OcTtaTtoyHe 3abyTTA —
Ostatochne zabuttja —
Final oblivion -

OcTtaToyHe, AK 6arkaHHA.
Ostatochne, jak bazhannja
As final as desire.



OCTaTOYHUIN 3aKNUK Min,
Ostatochnyj zaklyk mij,

This final plea of mine,
OcTaTouHiwe He Tpeba.
Ostatochn’ishe ne treba.

A more final one is not needed.

OcTtaTouHO, Bcebnarmi!
Ostatochno, Vseblahyj!
Finally, All-merciful!

OcTaTo4yHO A no Tebe.
Ostatochno ja do tebe.
Finally | come to you.

5. A GIFT/ PODARUNOK/ NMOAAPYHOK
IpmHa M'ybapeHKo/ Iryna Hubarenko

A nopapyto  cobi uUeh PpaHOK,
Ja podaruju  sobi tsej ranok,
| gift to myself this morning,

Tpoxu NOXMYpPWUHI,
Trokhy pokhmuryj,
Somewhat gloomy,

3 NaByYTUHHAM Ha  BiAX XMapWH.

Z pavutynnjam na vijakh khmaryn.

With its spider’s web hanging like eyelashes in the clouds.

(A crisp morning where spiders’ webs are woven against a cloudy backdrop)

Heba cniBydicTb, NPOMIHHA BECHAHOK,
Neba spivuchist’, prominnja vesnjanok,
The sky’s refrain, the gleam of Spring birds,

CoHue Bonore A nogapyto cobi.
Sontse volohe ja podaruju sobi.
The sun moist | gift to myself.



Hocutb KangaHamu BOJIO xanatu!
Dosyt’ kajdanamy volju khapaty!
Enough with chains freedom to seize!
(Enough of fighting for freedom whilst in chains)

B ropy, Cusuoe!
V horu, Syzyfe!l
Arise Sisyphus!

HepopeyHo  yKnageHun Mir.
Nedorechno ukladenyj mit.

Inaptly construed  myth.
Cepue BiLyE, Lo Tino — He rpatu,
Sertse vishchuje, shcho t'illo — ne graty,
Our heart foretells that ourbodyis not waste,
Tino TO BcecsirT,
T'ilo to Vsesvit,

Our body is the Universe,

Oe cepue nanae B niTbmi!
De sertse palaje v pit’mi!
Where our heart smoulders in the darkness!

A nopapyto cobi ce cBiTho,
Japodaruju sobi se svitlo,

| gift to myself this light,
Bitep nackaBum y 3alWmoprax  cmixy 61aKUTb.
Viter laskavyj u zashmorhakh smikhu blakyt’.
This wind affectionate in its oppressed laughter in the blue sky

Ayxie  HebecHMX, UEN KBiTEHb BECHAHUM,
Dukhiv nebesnykh, tsej kviten” vesnjanyj,
Spirits heavenly, this April spring,

Anopapyto  cobi Liny MuTb.
Ja podaruju  sobi ts’ilu myt’.
| gift to myself this whole moment.



6. THE HEAVENLY CHRISTIAN/ NEBESNYJ KHRYSTYJANYN/

HEBECHUW XPUCTUAHUH
IpnHa MNy6apeHko/ Iryna Hubarenko

Mace CBOIX HebecHuit XpuCTUAHWUH.
Pase svojikh Nebesnyj Khrystyjanyn.
He nurtures his own the Heavenly  Christian.

KeHe nignernux,
Zhene pidlehlykh,
He chases his subjects,

A BOHM npy4aroTbCH, CMILLH...

A vony pruchajut’sja, smishn’i...

But they resist, the comical ones...
A 6auy MmalKe yBi CHi Lenh PaHOK,
Ja bachu majzhe uvi sn’i tsej ranok,

| see almost in my dream this morning,

PiykoBi  xBuni,
Richkovi khvyl’i,
The river waves,

CoHue 6ayy moBO6M yBi  CHI.
Sontse bachu movby uvi sn'i.

The sun | see as if in a dream.
Bxke rocTpo naxHe BEPECHEBMM CMYTKOM.
Vzhe hostro pakhne veresnevym smutkom.

Already thereisa sharp scent  of September’s sorrow.

Jacu cepnaHkKy!
Dasy serpanku!
Offer usa haze!

Nito BUMLINO MOBYA3HUM.
L'ito vyjshlo movchaznym.
The Summer passes  silently.



A 6auwy moB 6u yBI CHi 3MMOBE XYyTpO,

Ja bachu mov by uvi sn’i zymove khutro,

| see as if in my dreama winter fur,
XonogHi 30pi B MICTi Kam’aHim.
Kholodn’i zori v mist’i kamjan’im.

The cold stars inthecity of stone.

Ta  nito e XWU3YETbCA Ha ring.

Ta Vlito shche khyzujet’sja na hilts’i.

And Summer still reveals itself on the branch.
HebecHi BiBUi u4ytOTb ronoc Mactupa csoro.
Nebesn’i vivts’i chujut’ holos Pastyrja  svoho.

The heavenly flock hear thevoice of Shepherd their.
(their Shepherd)

PiukoBi MentocTku, MoB BaMCKaBKMK B coninui,
Richkovi peljustky, mov blyskavky v sopilts’i,
The river petals like lightning flashes from a flute,
Ta Nitepa Rutta 6AMwnTL B TpaBi, MOB CKJO.
Ta L'itera Zhyttja blyshchyt’” v travi, mov sklo.
And the cycle of my life will shine inthe grass like glass.



