Translation
(ITepexmnam)

Le#t 1opoOOK MICTUTH BipIili B EPEKIIai 3 aHITIIHCHKOI MOBH Ha YKPAiHCBKY. Y
KaJieiaocKoni Ai0paHo NMPUKIIaAN MOSTUYHUX TBOPIB ipiaHAChKUX aBTOpiB. HeBennukuit
30ipHHUK BMICTHB BJIACHI LJTFOCTpAILIii.

Slow Movement

Waking, he found himself in a train, andante,

And yesterday cancelled out, except for yesterday's papers
Huddling under the seat.

It is still very early, this is a slow movement;

The viola-player's hand like a fish in a glass tank

Rises, remains quivering, darts away
To nibble invisible weeds.

Great white nebulae lurch against the window
To deploy across the valley, the children are not yet up
To wave us on - we pass without spectators,



Braiding a voiceless creed.

And the girl opposite, name unknown, is still

Assleep and the colour of her eyes unknown

Which might be wells of sun or moons of wish
But it is still very early.

The movements ends, the train has come to a stop
In buttercup fields, the fiddles are silent, the whole
Shoal of silver tessellates the aquarium

Floor, not a bubble rises...

And what happenes next on the programme we do not know,
If, the red line topped on the gauge, the fish will go mad in
the tank
Accelerando con forza, the sleeper open her eyes
And, so doing, open ours.

[ToBinBHUI pyX

[TpokuHYBIINCH, BiH 3HAWIIOB ceOe B MOI3/1, aHmaHTe™®,
I BuOpamiHiit 1eHs CKacyBaju, OKPIM BUOpAITHIX HarepiB
[Mapmunep mig cCUAIHHSIM.

Hoci O6yno aye paHo, 11 TOBUIbHHH pyX;

AJNBTHCT BUIVISAAB K puOa B CKISTHOMY pe3epByapi

30UTBIITYIOYUCH, 3ATUIIAI0YU TPEMTITU, KUJIATUCh TETh
I'pu3tu HeBUAMMUi Oyp’siH.

Benuka 611a TyMaHHICTh XUTAETHCS 10 BIKHA

PozropuyTa 1o nonuHi, AiTH 1€ HE MAHUIUCH

MaxHyTH HaM - MPOXOAUMO O€3 TIIs1adiB,
3amutitatu 6€3roJIoce Kpeso.

I niBuMHA HABIIPOTH, HEBIJOMOTO 1M 4, TIIE

Cmana 1 xouip ii odeit HeBiTOMUI

SAxuii Moxxe OyTH JKepeIaMu COHIIS a00 MicsiieM OakaHHS
AlJle 111€ 1ye paHo.

Pyx 3akiHuyeTbcs, OTIT TpUOyB A0 3yNUHKA
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B ’xoBTEIIeBUX TOJISIX, CKPUIIKA MOBYHUTH, BECh
HatoBn cpi6HOT MO3aiku akBapiyma
[Tignora, He moBITpsiHA OyIpOAIIKA. . .

[ o craHeThCs HACTYITHUM Ha MPOTPaMi MU HE 3HAEM,

SIK1110, TOHOMETP YTOpi MOKa)ke YepBOHY JIiHI0, prda 3iiiae 3 po3ymMy B
pesepByapi

CHWIBbHO MPUCKOPIOETHCS, CIUISYA BiIKPUBAE 04Ul

[, Tomy, BiIKprBaEMO Harii.

* Aunanre (iTaj. - TOH 110 WJe) - MO3HAYEHHS MOMIPHOMY TEMITY, TOBUILHOTO KPOKY.

The Flower Master

Like foxgloves in the school of the grass moon
We come to terms with shade, with the principle
Of enfolding space. Our scissors in brocade,

We learn the coolness of straight edges, how
To gently stroke the necks of daffodils



And make them throw their heads back to the sun.

We slip the thready stems of violets, delay

The loveliness of the hibiscus dawn with quiet ovals,
Spirals of feverfew like water splashing,

The papery legacies of bluebells. We do

Sea-fans with sea-lavender, moon-arrangements
Roughly for the festival of moon-viewing.

This black container calls for sloes, sweet
Sultan, dainty nipplewort, in honour

Of a special guest, who summoned to the

Tea ceremony, must stoop to our low doorway,
Our fontanell, the trout’s dimpled feet.

KBiTkoBuii Maiictep

Sk nucs4l HOPH B MIKIIBHINA TPaBl MICAYHIN

Mu npuxoauMo A0 CEMECTPIB 3 TIHHIO, 3 IPUHILIUIIOM
3akyTyBaHHs npocTtopy. Hamri Hoxu1i B napui,

Mu BUBYa€EMO XOJIOJJHOKPOBHOCTI YECHOTO BICTPS, K
O06epexHO TIaUTH TUHKK HAPIIUCIB

I 3pobutH iM 3aKkuaaHHS X TOJIBOK Ha3aJl O COHIIA.

Mu mapocTKu HUTKU CTOBOYPIB (piasioK, 3BOTIKAHHS

YapiBHiCTb ri0icKyca MOYMHAETHCS 3 30BCIM OBaJIbHUX,

Cripani TuXxOMaHKH MO10H1 CIIJIeCKaM BOJIH,

[TanepoBi ciaamuau 13BiHOYKIB. MU poOuMO

MopchKi-€HTYy31aCTH 3 MOPCHKOIO-JIaBaHA0K0 MICSYHE MMPUBEICHHS JI0 JIaay
[Tpubnu3HO 17151 HeCTUBAIIO CITOTIISIIAHHS MiCSIIS.

Lle#t yopHUI1 KOHTEHHED 3BETHCS AJI1 TEPHOBUX ST,

Cynran, nacoii, B 4eCTh

CrieniaibHOTO TOCTSI, XTO CKJIMKAaHUHN Ha

YaitHy 11epeMOHiI0, TOBUHEH HAXUJISITUCA JIO HAIIMX HU3BKHUX JIBEpEH,
Hammit ponranens, Goperni BAHUKAIOTD MTHIKKS.

Felicia’s Cafe

Darkness falls short by an hour
Of this summer’s inhibitions:



Only the cold carpet

That owns a kind of flower,
Feeds any farm or ocean
Around the bedroom’s heart.

Each day of brown perfection
May be colour enough for bees:
The part of my eye

That is not golden, sees.

TempsiBa nagae KOPOTKO TOAMHOIO
L{pOro JMTHHOTO TraJIbMyBaHHS:
OnuH TUIBKY XOJIOMHUHN KHIIUM
[le#t B1acCHUK BUIY KBITIB

[onye sikych Gpepmy 4u OKeaH
JloBKOJIa KIMHaTHOTO CepLIsl.

Lle#t neHb KOPUUHEBOTO 1/1€aITy

Kade Deminmis

Moxe OyTH KOJIbOpY TOCTAaTHBO JUIsl OKLI:

YacTUHOK MOTO OKa
Ocb He 3010THI, OaYHIII.



