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YU AHIVIIMCbKUHM HAIII THYHUHA?

S

[IaBs0 TUYMHa, rparyy i3 COHAYHUMHU KJjap-
HeTaMHU YKpalHCbKOI MOBH, 36araTMB O/JHOYacC-

HO YKpalHCbKY i CBIiTOBY JiiTepaTypy HOBUMH

~~

JIOCATHEHHSIMHU. X04y CKa3aTH LI0Chb PO TBOP-

T

yicTh [laBsia TUMMHU B KOHTEKCTI EBPONEUCKO]

P —

JIiTepaTypH, KOPUCTYIOUUCh NMPUKJIAJAMU JIBOX

o

aMepUKaHCbKO-aHIJIINCbKUX MUCbMEHHHUKIB, SIKi

TBOPSATH NOAIOHY 10 THYUHIBCbKOL MeTapOpHKY.

Y 1922-1921 pokax amepukaHenb T.C. ExioT
HaMuMcaB Biplll, SKUW MOKa3aB aKTUBHY MPUCYT-
HICTb JYXOBHOrO CBITY y HalIOMy Cy4acCHOMY 3
XKUTTI. [IpaBay kaxyuwu, EsioT i3 cyMHiBOM 3Ma-

JIbOBYBaB AiiicHicTb JIoHZ0HY 1918 poky, noBHO- ,f\‘,‘y
ro 6aykawyux Mipiuyaux ¢iryp. Y Bipui «bes- ';N
IJliiHa 3eMJisi» BUKOPUCTAHO 06pa3 mpuUMapw, ){
1106 Moka3aTy 6e3MJIiJHICTb Cy4acHOCTi moeTa: //\
"

«CmemcoH! \j
Tu, xmo 6ye 3i MHOI0 Ha Kopabasix 6 Miaati! k \@:\
Totl mpyn, sikuli /H

Tu nocadue y cady mozo poky. \\Z

BiH po3yeie?»

~ ——

[Ipore, [1aBsio Tuuuna y 1918 pouj, 3mimyo-
YHM IMIiJKI JIIOACBKOTO CTpaXkKJaHHA 3 o6pa3amMu

S e ——
—_— Z>

=
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\; JIyXOBHOTO Bi/[pO/IPKEeHHS, CTBOPUB MNO/iGHMH \>)’
A obpa3 cyyacHoro KueBa, 10 9KOro noBepHyBCs i
{ﬁ Augipiii [lepBo3BaHMii: [H
\ \/
/ «YHOUl, _ Z\
(H‘ Ak Yymaywvkull Llinsx cpibaucmy Kypsigy npocmeue, {“ i
\’ Po3vuHu 8ikHO, nocayxati: \\r’
«\ Cayxaii: g;
!N [ecw 8 Heb6i nauHymb piku, /

\V/ [lomyarcui piku dseony Jlaspu i Cogpiil..» {/
{W BopoH («4opHU# nTax») BBUXKAETHCS B N0EMi (i
\\ K JyX cMepTi, AyX 6paTOBOMBCTBA, IKUW IO- \\\f’

IrpOXKy€ PEeBOJIOLIMHOMY BiZjpo/pKeHHIO0 YKpai-

4 HU. Aste x [loeT He ONYCTUB 3HULEHHS CBATOL ]”y:

LiHHOCTI, 1 B moeMi 3By4YUTb MY3HKa, AKa [AJiA \
V aBTOpa CTaja CUMBOJIOM CBSIIIEHHOI CyTi Bce- /{
‘H cBiTy y 36ipHUKY «CoHsAuHI KnapHeTu»: {‘ \
i [\
\ \
A «YopHuti nmax -y Hb020 o4i-nasypi! *’:

YopHuti nmax i3 2HUAUX 3aKymkie dyui,

I3 noast 6010 npunemie».

Mu 6auuMo noAi6HOTO NTaxa y noemMax Bu/1aT-

—— —

f{y:";\;—:iz;;;:\-kﬂ = , <> ~——
—

HOT'0 aHIJiMcbKoro nucbMeHHuka Tena X'io3a,
aJie MTax iCHye sik MaHidecTallisg uMHI3My i 6py- /5
‘(;‘\
| \

TaJIbHOCTI iCTUHHU. «bor npojoBXKyBaB CIaTH,

\/ BopoH nposoBXKyBaB CMIiATUCA.

A Bci Tpu noeTu roBopuav npo ¢pyHaaMeHTalb- (ff\:-
M| |
\ty "7’;"'

\Y
\{ e / — — A — A — A — A — A .,x —AV
‘& \ri‘—‘,x,:’:./"‘xi:::xk- ',‘:‘!&));:_;:x,; ;;;'/W;‘.I{?,‘;'-*@QS;_: SRS \x/;/‘\ ‘"4{:;,:_}";}.'
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Hi 3aca/i4 JIIO/ICbKOI0 iCHyBaHHs, IPOTe TiJIbKU Y
Bipwiax TUYMHU MU 6Aa4YMMO 3JATHICTb MOJUBU-
THUCSA Ha CKJIQJIHICTb iCHYBaHHS pa3oM i3 AKUMOCh
MiCTepiKHMM ONTUMI3MOM. fl FOBOPUB NpPO MOAi-
6HicTb [1aBs1a TUYMHMU 10 IUX MUCbMEHHHKIB, a0U
60/1ail IITPUXOBO MPOJEMOHCTPYBATH, 10 BiH €
BEJIMKUM €BPONENCbKUH NMUCbMEHHUK. MU 3Ha-
€MO, SIK BiH 36araTuB yKpaiHCbKY MOBY, ajie MaJlo
XTO FOBOPUTH PO T€, 1|0 BiH, pa30M i3 iHIIUMH I10-
eTaMHu CBOTrO NOKOJIiHHS, 30araTUB CBITOBY JIiTe-
patypy. Kaxxy 6e3 nepebisibliieHHs, 1110 y Bac 6ys10
HalTa/saHoBiTIilIe Cy3ip’sl MMCbMEHHUKIB yCiX Ya-
ciB, To6TO «Po3cTpinsine BigpomkeHHs». Mu mno-
BUHHI NpaloBaTH Ha MONyJspisaLnito iX TBOPIB.
flk nepeksiasiad My1y po3MipKyBaTH HaJ, TUM, L0
YKpalHCbKUU NMUCbMEHUK JIa€ 1[iKaBOro He JIUIle
YKpaiHCBbKIH JiiTepaTypi, ajie ¥ CBITOBOMY 4YMTa-
yeBl. fIKI0 rOBOpUTHU NIpO MoeTHU4Hi AeBi3u Tu-
YMHH, /11 AIKOT'0 yKpaiHCbKa MOBa CTaJla «COHAY-
HUMH KJIapHeTaMu», TO € NeBHi npobJsiemu. Taky
110€e3i10 HEMOXXJIUBO MepeKJIaCTH KOHBEHIIMHO, Y
3BUYHMH cnoci6 - TuuuHa y cBoiit TBOPYOCTi BU-
KOPHCTOBYE BCi IUTOMI BHYTPILLHI pecypcu yKpa-
IHCbKOI MOBH, BiJi NOPSAAKY CJIiB 10 0COOJIMBOCTEN
PUTMOMEJIOAUKHA U pUMyBaHHS. Te, 1110 BUJAETh-
C 3pO3yMIJIUM i IPUPOJHUM YKPaAIHCBKOIO, CKa-
»KIMO, Ha3BH Bip1liB i3 3anepeyeHHsAM («He 3eBc,
He [laH, He Tony6-/lyx»), BKpaii He3po3yMmise B

[TaBno Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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OyKBaJIbHOMY TMepeK/aZii aHIVIIHCbKO MOBOIO

JUJIs1 EBPONEMChbKOro yuTaya. TakuM YMHOM, MOX-

—

Ha CKa3aTH, 1110 iCHYI0Tb CBOI TPy HOLLli, TOB’A3aHi
3 «HemnepeKJaAHICTIo» reHisd Tu4uHu.
Ane 1 Hamararwcs nepejiaBaTH CyTh L€l noesii

CTUJIICTUYHUMU irypaMu cy4acHOl aHIJIIMCBbKOL

==

noesii, NoKa3aBUIM MAaNUCTEPHICTb YKPaiHCbKOTO
1\ noera, TO6TO MOTO Bi3ilo, HOrO MOIJIsA HA CBIT i3
‘“ BiKpUTHUM cepueM i HauBUILUM TasiaHTOM. Ha-
Jlitocs, 1110, X04 YaCTKOBO 51 3pOOUB Lie.

IS OUR TYCHYNA ENGLISH?

Pavlo Tychyna, while playing on the solar
clarinets of the Ukrainian language, simulta-
neously enriched both Ukrainian and world
literature. I would like to say something about
him in the context of world literature, using
examples from two Anglo-American writers,
who created metaphors in their poetry, similar
to those used by Tychyna.

In 1921-1922 the American, T.S. Eliot wrote
a poem in which he showed the active presence
of the spiritual world in our contemporary life.

[1aBno TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Truth to tell, Eliot portrayed the reality of London
in 1918 in which mythical figures are wandering
around with a certain sadness, in his poem "The
Waste Land’, he used the images of nightmare to
portray the desolation of this period:

«Stetson!

You who were with me in the ships at Mylae!
That corpse you planted in your garden last year
Has it begun to sprout...?»

However Pavlo Tychyna, in 1918, mingled
images of human suffering with a portrayal of
spiritual renaissance as a means of creating
the image of a contemporary Kyiv to which the
disciple Andrew had returned:

“At night,

the galaxy is written in silver curves,

open the window, listen:

Listen,

rivers flow through the sky powerful

rivers of sound from the bells of Lavra and Sofia!”

The raven (the 'black bird’ referred to in the
text) functions in the poem as the spirit of death,
of fratricide, which threatens the revolutionary
renaissance of Ukraine. However the poet
certainly does not accept that the sanctified

[TaBsio TuunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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elements of existence will be destroyed by this
creature, for the poem echoes with the music
which became a symbol of the sacred in his first
collection, 'Solar Clarinets’:

“The black bird with his clawed eyes
Black bird that has flown
from the rotten corners of the spirit,
from the battle field".

We see a similar creature in the poems of the
well known English poet, Ted Hughes, however
his bird acts as an image of the cynicism and
brutality of existence: «God went on sleeping.
Crow went on laughing».

All three of these poets wrote about the fun-
damental elements of human existence, but only
in Tychyna’s work do we see an ability to look
on the problematic nature of human existence
with a mysterious optimism. I wrote about the
resemblance between Pavlo Tychna and these
writers in order to demonstrate that he is a great
European writer. We know how he enriched
the Ukrainian language, but few people look
at how he, and other writers of his generation
enriched world literature, 1 state, without
exaggeration, that you, Ukrainians, had the
most talented constellation of writers of any era
in the ’Executed Renaissance’. You are under

[TaBno TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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an obligation to popularise their work. As a
translator I must consider what aspects of a A
*N Ukrainian writer’s works are interesting, not ﬁw

only for a Ukrainian, but for readers from other
A parts of the world. If we are speaking about
(o the poetic devices deployed by Tychyna, for {a]

A whom the Ukrainian language became those solar A
clarinets, there are certain problems. This kind
M of poetry cannot be translated by conventional M
means. Tychyna uses all the considerable internal ‘,
resources of the Ukrainian language in his work
H from the word order to its unique rhythmic and }
melodic potential. However that which seems

*‘@ natural in Ukrainian, for example the naming .

of a verse with a triple negative, “No Zeus, No
Pan, No Dove-Spirit” is incomprehensible for
the European reader if it is translated in a literal

manner. So it can be said that there are certain
{":7 difficulties associated with the ’untranslatable’
(H quality of Tychyna. %
However I have attempted to convey the
| essence of Tychyna's poetry by deploying the
*‘ﬁ stylistic resources of contemporary English a

poetry, therefore showing the masterful quality
of the Ukrainian poet, his vision, his ability to |
H look on the world with an open heart, and his H
\ supreme talent. I hope that, atleast in part, [ have
/ succeeded in this aim.
n

\\/ \ /
s . R e e T e e o N e e PN s e A
N SE=CTSE SSZTRSES ST RSee SR SRR S URe S\
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[le TonoJig pocre,
Cepep nouid cTOMO.
[ myMuTB, i CiiBa
KuTto JyMKy CBOMO.

[llyMUTB U TO, CIIiBa,
3a0X04YE€E KUTh.
BiTepernp nogisa,

JKUTO XUJUTD, N'AHUTD...

2KuTto menye MeHi,
AK npuBiIZILHO HABKPYT,
| TpeMTUTH BJa/IUHI

Y notona BUAHOKpYT...

['el, npocTopH AKi.
JIt060-MuU10 3eMJIi:

/le He TIAHb — KOJIOCKHU
Ta Bci B 310Ti-cpi6ui.

/le He I/IIHb — KOJIOCKH
[IpoTH coHLA 6IUCH-0JIUCE..
Jlvi reH ckparo JIiCKH,

Hibu gum, npocTArIuCh...

Jlile ckparo JIiCKH,
A TO BCe, BCe )KUTa,
KoJs10cKkH, KOJI0CKH,
...[MXa AyMKa cBATA.

[TaBno Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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[ stand in the rye,
While it whispers

Or sings quietly

And the poplar grows.

The rye sings and whispers
Wanting to live,

Bowed with the breeze
Sways drunkenly and waves,

‘\
It whispers to me, K/
In such abundance
Trembling into the distance,
Where the horizons drown. m

There is such space here,
The compassionate soil,
The grain, everywhere
Gold and silver.

The grain everywhere
Glimmers against the sun,
Only the distant wood

Dark smoke on the horizon...

Only the distant wood...
And everything is rye,
The grain whispering
Sacred thoughts quietly.

[laBso TuuunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Jlyx HapoZAiB rOpUTb, IYX HAPOZIB — «MOB Kpelib».
Tinbku B Hac gk 6ys10: Ti K pabu, Ti )k nigrinyi...
O npumiTh ke, NpuaiTh, MakkaBes Meyi!
CrianaxHiTe, Borui Jleonapzo zga Binui!

Hama kpoB Ha 1oJisx, Ha MOJIAX Ha Yy>KHUX.
Haiwa kpoB, MOB Ay1a caMory61s rOJIOCUTb.
3acnokouTe X Ii, 3aCIOKONTE CKOpiLL.

Yu B ¥ f0Ci He BUYYJIM, YOTO BOHA TPOCUTH?
Hawi 6paTTsa MoB4YaTh, 60 iM CMepTh y o4ax.
YoM ke BU MOBUMTE, BH, TPArivHO-6e3KypHi?
Yu 3a6ysi1 BU CMiX, YU 3a0y/IM BU TJIyM

[Tig nutayi Hawi »KypHii, ’KypHi, 6aHAypHI?

O HemacHi! MOBYITb... 3aHiIMiHTE HaBIK. ],»
Xau 6ys10Th APYTi, pO3KBITAlOTh Xail iHYi. /f\\
.5k 51 1avy no Bac, MakkaBesi Meui H
Borui TBopui Aa Binui. g

[TaBno TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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The Spirit

Of the people burns like a priest
Inebriated with Christ

But nothing changes. Slaves

Still tend to horses.

Oh come,

The sword of Maccabee,

Da Vinci’s flame

Burn

As our blood falls onto alien fields,

Our blood that speaks like the ghost of a suicide.

Oh, quieten quickly. Can’t you hear

What it asks for?

This is the voice of blood.

“Our brothers are silent with death in their eyes.
Why do you say nothing, tragically indifferent?
Have you forgotten laughter, or how to joke
Beneath the weeping of our harps,

Their troubled music?”

Be silent if you like. Be deaf as well,

Let others storm or bloom,

As I grieve for you, the sword of Maccabee,
The creative

Flame

Of Da Vinci.

[laBno TuuyuHa | Pavlo Tychyna

e o =i

S =—So= =

==

S = ==

-

>

e e —

= :i‘f/’f?«;ii; =

-

«::i-: = ==

o>

=<



Je Tonosig pocte | Where the Poplar Grows

A cToro Ha Kpyyi

A cToro Ha Kpyui -

3a piko0 I3BOHHU:

XKnay TBOIX BiTpUa 4 -

TiHb TaM TOHe, TiHb TaM /IeCh...

BunsuBawTh XMapu -

CyM pocTe, MOB K0JIOC:
XMapu XxMapATb XBUJII —
CyMHO caM £, CBITJIUM COH...

Bipto omodopHo -

3a piko A3BOHMU:

CHIO BOJIOCOXAPHO -

TiHb TaM TOHE, TiHb TaM J1eCh...

[IpunivBell, NpunJnHeN -
CyM pocTe MOB K0JIOC:
3 nicHero npo coHue! -
CyMHO, caM £, CBITJIUH COH...

[laBsno Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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I stand by the river

[ stand by the river,

Its sound shapes to a bell
Calling, where is your sail?
Only shadows on the water

And edges of cloud creep closer.
Sadness grows in the grain,

The sky a swarming ocean
Alone in my dream...

The river sings its bell

Of sound, each star

Of the Pleiades on the water,
Where shadows jostle...

Your sail steers so close,
Sadness breathes in the corn
Yearning for the sun

And loss forgotten.

[TaBso TuunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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TaM TomnoJii y nosii Ha BoJIi

(XTOoCh Ha 3aX0/i »KepTBY NPUHIC)

3 6yHUM BiTPOM, CBAaBOJIbHUM i JUKUM,
CTpPYHKO pBYTbCSl KYJUCh B JlaJIeYiHb...

WAy B POCTOPH £, 4yIMH, TPUBOKHUI
(TacHe geHb, 06JiTag, MOB MaK).

B MoimM cepui i 6ypi, i rpo3y,

1 pokoTaHHs - puaHHa GaHAYP...

\.
>

———

16 XUIUTD BiTEp )KUTA NOHAJ LIJIIXOM
(O# Tam xMapa noxMypa 3 miBHs)

;/\ [ Tak CMyTHO, TaKk CyMHO CIIiBa€ -
Tinbku nepenen 6’e geckb y A3BiH...
‘\x_yj"/

Mos micHe, BOTHUCTA, 11aJIeHa
(Kpemie He6O i KOTUTb CBil THiB),
Ax, po36uiics Ha CBITJIi aKOpAH,
Po3pujance - i 3aTUXHHY, AK IPIM...

\/,
>
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The poplars grow at liberty in the field
(Someone has left a sacrifice to the dawn),
And the wind, mindlessly wild,
Stampedes shadows to the horizon.

[ walk this space, too raw and hurt.
As dusk fades like a poppy,

Storms echo in my heart

With a bandura’s* plangent melody,

And the breeze bends the rye over the path, 17
So gently and sadly it sings

While the clouds are a wall over the south,
A quail beats through the bell of things.

= ==

=

And my song grows, savage as fire, in each
note,

The sky throbs with its anger

Until chords break apart in light

To mourn and become quiet, like thunder.

—

—
<

N

== =

*A bandura is a traditional Ukrainian stringed instrument,
similar to a lute

e O

[IaBsio Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Do e sOces SoOies sOnes s

KBiTyacTuu ayr

KBiTuacTui Jiyr i JOLMUK 30JI0TUH.

A B flanivHi, MOB aKBapeJi, -
[IpuMpyKUIUCH ral, 3aMUCIUIUCh OCeJIi...
Ax, cepue, nui!

[ToBiTps — MOB NPUB’SAJIUN TPYHOK.

e paHHA OCiHBb LI [[IJIYHOK

Takuit 4yI0BUI Ta CYMHUH.

CToto g1 caM nocepe/i HUB YYXKHUX,

HemoB nokunyTa odipa.

‘ [ cnyxae mit cym npupoga. Jlro6a. llupa.
o Kpisb nuiay, Kpisb cMix.

V/ BoHa cama - njapiBHa Mus1a -

He pa3 cBili CMyTOK XOpOHUJIa

B camili co6i, B miCHAX CBOIX.

Croro. Mostock. Tak TUXO-THUXO CKpi3b, -
Mos nepes 06pa3zoM MagoHHH.

Jlvul BiJi ocesib UIMBYTh TY»Hi, OOHSABLIUCH,
JI3BOHH, -

Y3opu ciais.

Jluiue 3-HaJ XMap 4acoM MpUJIMHE
[IpowaHHs 3 1€ TOM XKypaBJIMHE -

[loracse, K rpeser i3 pus...

['eii, Ha/K OpOTOI0 CTOITH BepOa,
JI3BiHKI JO10Bi CTPYHHU JIOBUTD,

Bce BiTaMu xuTa€, Haye CYMHO MOBUTb:
Kypba, xkypba...

OTak pokH, oTak 6e3 Kparo

Ha cTpynax BiyHocTi nepe6upato

A, onuHOKasi BepOa.

[TaBsio TuyuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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The flowering meadow

The flowering Meadow, and gold drizzle...
In the distance, an aquarelle...

The woods meditate, villages nestle.

Oh, heart drink...

The air has a taste

Distilled from autumn’s Kiss

Of wonder and sadness.

[ stand alone in these unknown pastures,
A forsaken sacrifice,

And nature listens to my sorrows.
Through smiles and tears

She is the same sweet princess,

Who more than once has crowned

My sorrow in her songs.

[ pray. It is so quiet

As if | stood before the Madonna.
Only the bells in the village echo

So lazily,

While from just above the clouds
The last farewells of swallows fade,
0Old vestments. Brocade.

Over the road stands the willow
Catching the resonant strings of rain,
Bowing with its branches as if saying
Sorrow, sorrow,

Such years, such without end

On the strings of eternity I play

A willow, solitary.

[TaBsio TuyuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Ile nrTamku...

[lle moJsioBi€ 3/10TOM XBWJIb Ha COHLII )KMTA pU3a
(BiTpu nexxaTh, BiTpU Ha apdy rparoTh); -

A B He6i cCBapUTBCSA BXKe XTOCh. 3aBica YOPHO-CU3a
[liBHe6a MOBYKHU 3am 'sijia. 3eMJisl BASTAE TiHb...
MoBg 3Bip, XOBAa€ETHCA JOAMHA.

- [ocnopp ife! - nogyMaB Jiech MOJIMHb

3ansakasB J011l... i BIYX.

MoBuuTbH ropa. MOBYUTE JOIMHA.

- [ocnogHA TiHB, — NPOLIENOTIB OJIUHE.

[ Bpa3 - po3gepJack nomnosiaM 3asica! -

Tuwa. Mepraa...

MeTHYBCb OrOHb: pO31|BiBCh, pO3M1ABCh —

QXX BOAU 3aKUITIIN!

[ mostmnacst micHb, NpUHEC/IACh XKepTBa.

KypsiTh 1uisixu, 6i>kaThb, 6ikaTh... PByTb BUXOpH,
SIK KUJIH,

Pinke kopiHHS Bep6 CTapHX, [0 MOJSAATHCS B C/Ib0O3aX.
A TpaBH - ¥ NJIaKaTH He CMIIOTh.

[ayTh noTyxHi cuau! Mopok. Kax...

...] I3BOHSATH J1€Ch B CeJIi.

[ BXKe TpeMTSATh, BXKe CIIOKIH CiloThb

CpibsisicTi rony6u y Hebecax.

-

[1aBso TuyunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Vi Birds Still... \/
i
,fA\‘ Birds still bathe blue light with resonant songs, ‘/;";
"; Rye lays in gold waves, a rich brocade,

A (The wind basks, or plays on harp strings of grass): \
/ Someone bickers in heaven. A curtain of black grey A
b} Soundlessly obscures half of the sky. Earth adorns N
\'{/ herself with shadow. \’"
\i Like animals we hide.

% “It is the coming of God,” whispers the wormwood. N
\\"v,/‘ As the rain weeps. i
> The mountain is silent and silent too is the valley. A
/;‘j\ “The shadow of the Lord,’

@ Whispers the wormwood. 2
4

/\ And... the curtain is torn apart... a silence like )
Hg the silence of death... (v
‘\;/ Fire skewers the earth and the waters boil, \
y A deluge of song, a current carrying the dead. %
/’ \\ The pathways smoke, their edges blur and run. f i)
'\:v,ff Rain sheaths the world in transparent veins. |

A\ The willow prays through tears

And only the grass is unable to mourn..

The air is filled with unseen presences.. fear
and dusk...

Already, trembling and shining peacefully,
Doves in the resurrected sky.

—
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[1aBsio Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Yxe cBiTag, a e imaa...
Ha He6i 3Mopiika sasrua.
- flk 3ammIa K MeHi neyasp!

[IpomiHHi 3d0pu Bopasucs y XMapH.
22 Yyto - pandapu!
- flK 3ai111a K MeHi nevyass...

O#, He daHdapH To, a CypMH i rapMaTH.
Jlexxu, He poKKAaKcs, MOsI MaTH!..

[IpOoKJIATTA BCIM, IPOKJIATTS BCIM, XTO
3BipoM cTaB!
(3amicTb coHeTiB i OKTaB).

[MaBsio TuuunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Day Breaks

But it is still misty. A wrinkle of cloud.
Sunlight a plough’s blade.
Laid on the field.

What is that sound
Carried on the wind? 23
Cannons and trumpets.

A wounded music.
Let my mother sleep,

And let these words be
A curse on those in the grip
of their bestiality.

[TaBao Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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EBoe!

TBopui peBostOLIii 3/1€6i1bIIOTO JiPUKHU.
PeBoJitoLis €CTh TpariyHa JiipykKa,

a He JipaMa,

SIK TO MOJEUKYIOTh.

Evoe!*

3a IJ1yrom XO4UTH Hallli Hala K1
roTyBaTUMYTbCS

He MeHIl, IK 3apa3 roTylThCA

B 6aneTHiu cTyail. [

Ha JII/IMHY, 1110 He BMITHUMe IIiCHI,
JIUBUTUMYTbCS K

Ha CNpaBXHbOT0 KOHTPPEBOJIIOLi0Hepa.

Bce Ha cBiTi BiJy npUMpy>KeHUX 04eM.
Evoe!

*Evoe! Buzyk padocmi Ha cessmax cmapodagHix 2pekis

[TaBno Tuyuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Evoe!

The poetry of revolution

Consists of lyrics

(Revolution itself is a tragic lyric)
And not the drama of popular gossip.
Evoe!*

And so our inheritors

Walk with the plough and are no

less nourished

Than we are now in the ballet studio. 25

They look upon someone
Who can’t sing
Like the bearer of the counter revolution...

And squint through half closed eyes
At everything in the world.

Those cries,

“Evoe! Evoe”...

*Evoe! - A traditional cry of delight at ancient Greek festivals

[TaBso TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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AHTKCTpoq)a

[ime ¥ ToAi, AK HaJ 6€3MEXHOK BOJI0I0
nacjaucs

TabyHH BITpIB, -

ile ¥ ToAj, IK rOpM 3aTPSACIAMCh, Mopenaaach
3eMJ,

a [0 WOPCTKIiH, FOCTKIH, FOCTPIiN K Meyi
Tpasi

26 Pi3Hi MOMNOB3JIY IOTBOPHU —

- XMapu, Ha COHLI XMapu rpajavchb
6e3TypOOoTHi.

Hi>kHi popMHU JUTHHHI! - BUTOHYEHI
o6pucu! -

KOMY BOHM OyJI1 MOTPiOHI?

JIMKyH HaiBLIMCA cUporo M’'sica, JOBro
CTEXUB

3a HUMH He3po3yMIJIMMU 0YMMa 1
HEeCBIiJIOMO HIOXaB KBITKY,

noAi6Hy o0 6yaska. .

[TaBno TuyuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Antistrophe

In those days, when herds of winds grazed
over

The infinite waters,

While mountains rocked and the earth split
open,

And from its womb

Monsters with skin arrayed with swords
of bone

Crawled over the grass

And the clouds

Played in the sun carelessly,

Their shapes

Childish, subtle, unnecessary,

As the sky...

The savage man,

Glutted on raw meat, tracked them,

And then unthinkingly sniffed at a flower,
Bruised and purple

As a thistle.

[1aBso Tuumna | Pavlo Tychyna
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BiTep 3 YKpainu

=

Hikoro Tak 51 He 1106110,
SK BiTpa BITPOBiHHSI.

—
e~
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—

Yopris BiTep! [IpoknsaTuii BiTep!
BiH 3amaxHeTbcs pas -

peB! cBUCT! KpyiHHSA!

1 B)Xe B raro TOpIillIHiN JIUCT -

AK YOpPTOBE HAaCiHHA...

>"<v)ff

M i
’H . ?H\
ol A60: yIHeTbCA B IPy3JyIo piuiio, 0
\ MiZilacTh BaroHaMH BOJIi — \¢
/ yX, IK CTPEMJIITh BOHH T10 peJibcax, /
1[I\ W (i3
i QXX HarMHAITHCA TOMOJI!.. i
\{"/5 Yopris BiTep! [IpoknsTHii BiTep! \/
p p! Mp p!

/
——

Cupauts B Benrauii Pa6igpanar:

28 HeMa OyHTapcCTBa B HAaC: JIAWHA 3 TJIMHU. —
Peroue BiTep 3 Ykpainu,
BiTep 3 YKkpainu!

Kpi3b mkenbus 3axiza, MoB 3-3a rpar:

= =X
N »\_:

] TO MOXi/ 3Bipa, 3Bipa YU JIOAUHU? - ]
} Peroue BiTep 3 Ykpainu, A
I\ BiTep 3 YKkpainu! /\‘\
[¢[4) M\
| o . H
\ Yopris BiTep! [IpokaaTuii BiTep! \

Bin kopuyBaTy rosioBy 3 /IHinpa:
He X/JiTb, NaHH, Jo06pa:
JlapeMHa rpa!

\ Ax,

HIKOTI'0 Tak s He JI1006JI10,
AK BiTpa BITPOBiHHH,

HOro 1JIAXH, Horo 60J1iHHA
i 3eMJI10,

= =

—
T —=

=K

i\ 3eMJII0 CBOIO. \

| |
5/ | /
ST s e s > ’UN‘X

[TaBso Tuunna | Pavlo Tychyna
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\ The Wind from Ukraine

y)

'M I do not love anything W
0 As much as the demonic gale
d |
\ That swings, past,

A Roars, whistles and twists |
H Last year’s leaves in the wood, ¥
Satan’s harvest,
> Or drowns the ploughed field in mud
i And tries to wrest the cattle wagons free... i
" How they strain on the rails, "
\ How the poplar bends...
/A Demonic gales...
\/ Rabindrath sits in distant Bengal, (i

“There is no insurrection here,
the people are clay.”
Around him the wind from Ukraine

S =

( Laughs ironically 29
\{‘f' Through the rocks of the west,

W the bars of a prison: :

M “Is this the advent of an animal, (v
\{/ an animal or a human?”... v
The wind from Ukraine
i Guffaws
N With his bushy head from the banks N
W/ of the Dnipro...
“\ “Don’t expect anything good from me,
/N‘/ my lords... 'IH
‘\, Playing your vain and empty game...
(I (

I do not love anything

l/ﬂ“ As much as the gale, i
0 His pain and his path 1
\ And the earth, \
A My earth. /
«

[TaBsio Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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IIpopus (3 KpuMcbKoOro nukiy)

JenbdiH He rpaBch y MOpi,
He OyB i COHLIEXMap -

Ha JJaBHIO CUHIO TeMY
3aJlyMaJjiachb ropa.

A AoB i ornsgHyBCS -
YU XTOCh MeHe [103BaB!
KpecHyJ10-110J10CHYJ10
i 6JIMCHYJIO B C10Ba.

I gouy 3aKkosiMxaBcs,
[IepeMicuJio MyThb.
['pimMKi, masiki npoMoBH
Ha/| MOpPEM SIK Y TbMY.

[ 1 no6ir. Hag myTTIO -
TO 6yB TaKUi NpOpuB!
Ha aBi oKTaBM HHXKYeE
LIYMI1JIO i3 TOPH...

[TaBno TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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Rupture (from the Crimean Cycle)

There was no dolphin frolicking in the ocean
And no cloud backlit by the sun,

Although the mountain

Meditated on its ancient blue theme.

I walked and looked around
As someone called my name,
Lightning happened,

Words burst into flame.

The rain trembled over the ground,
The mud was churned,

In the darkness over the sea

[ heard the storm’s oratory

And ran through the mulch - It was like
A break in music,

When, two octaves lower,

The mountains murmured.

[TaBsio Tuyuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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3a xMapaMHu 06BaJIu

Bnaay, Bnaay, Bnagy
Ha cuHI0 ri604iHb.
TiHb,

[IpéTiHb

Y consa4HIM capy.
BizbMu MeHe, npupojo,
[ 10 CBOIX IPUYKCIIb.
TiHb,

[IpéTiHb

Y consiyHIM canay.

| nai1 g1 3po3ymitro

TBiM 3MICT i TBOIO MUCJIb.
TiHb,

[IpoTiHb

32 Y conayHim cagy.

flk TU MeHe OyauIIa,

Ak T MeHe BeJia,

Ax kpyr Ay Moei

Tpu BUXOpH 3HsAIA.

Tpu BUXOpH, TPU FMHH,
Tpwm nicHi 6uTito -

Mi# Tpya, MO€ ropiHss,
JIto60B i cMepTh Mo}I0.
Illo nepmuM cebe 3Hauy,
lllo gpyre B COH KJazay,
JI1060B’10 Ha3apsCh

Y conayHim cany.
Bnapay, Bnaay, Bnagy

Ha cuHI0 riin604iHb.

3a xMapaMu 06Bau
['poxouyTh K B aay.
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An Avalanche of Clouds

[ fall, I fall, I fall

Into the blue

Depth of shadow and shade
In the sunlit orchard.

Take me nature
Into your heart,
Let me understand
All of your thought.

How you woke

And led me

And made three

Storms rage around my spirit,

Three hymns,

Three well worn songs,

My labour and my sorrow,
My love, which is my death.

Through work [ know my soul,
Through sorrow I dream,
With love I ripen and fall

Into the orchard in time,

Into the happening

Of clouds

The laughter of thunder.
Hades.

[TaBso Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna



Jle TonoJia pocte | Where the Poplar Grows

Aun-Iletpi

JlaBHO BXe Beuip. Pucu -

MOB BUPi3b0JieHAa PUTD.

Bropi orous ropurs,

i MOBYKU FPOOHYTH KMITAPHUCH.

[|Bip4iHHA cTONIPO30pE,
a BITpy aHifK.

[ TiZiBKKU MOpe, Mope, '
6e3TpeneTHUM MasiK.

[ TIIBKY IOBHO CJyXY.
| psicHO30pHa 6pU3b
OATJIMOMHUJIACH CKPi3b

6e3 pyxy...

fAke 6axkaHHs cTpiy!
Mog ladHic To# i Xso4,
IpY MicAlLi TaM CTo4,
Ierno4yThCA BCIO HiY.

A reH ax B CUHI HeTpi

B 3a3yOpeHHAX KOJIOH
MiJIHiCcCA K 3aKOH
HeKopoHOBaHUM Aut-IleTpi.

D e s seotes st s so2\(

~

[TaBno TuuunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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It has been evening for a while,
Outlines engraved in metal.
Overhead the clouds are on fire,
The cypresses entombed in silence.

The limpid chirruping of birds,
The windless stillness,

The sea motionless,

The lighthouse.

Everything listens... v
The dusk deepens all around
Through stars and planets
Without

Movement or sound.

This is a meeting I have yearned for,
Like Daphne and Chloe,

To stand

Before the moon

While all the night murmurs,
And in the distant

Blue depth of forest,

Among jagged columns
The pedestal and the law
Will be

Uncrowned, Ay Petri.

* Ay Petri is a mountain in Crimea

[TaBso Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Ha cBiTaHHIO

I3 BogM i3 okeaHa

TaM BOHa /laJIeKO BUMILLIA.
| Takee B Hel BUAHO -
OoZlipBaTHUCA HE MOXY.

[ligHs12a BOHA KOJIIHO —
11106 Ha KaMiHb CTaTH BUIIE.
[ Takee B Hel BUJHO —
OZlipBaTUCA HE MOXY.

Mos y nicHi, Kanesaui,
BiTep B JIOHO 1i NOBIfB,
3ap0XKeBUB 3HU3Y Iepca,
MOYOPHUB OTE, 1110 BUJIHO.

[ 1siria BOHA PO3KPUTO,
roJIOBOIO /IeCh 32 MODe.
‘B He6o npomeHi- KoJliHa
00>KeBiJIbLHO 11[e AiBOYi.

[ HacTasa HiOM THIIIA,

HiOM 3/I0THE MJIIOCKOTiHHS.
3apas, 3apa3 s nobauy,

AK POXJATUMETbCH COHILE.

[TaBsio Tuyuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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She went so far

On the astringent
Waters of the sea,

I could not look away,

As she lifted

Her knees and hands clinging
To the bare rock

And stood naked

On the outcrop

Above the waves like a woman
In a song from the Kalevala*.
The wind'’s

Caress,

Her body turning rose coloured, 37
Darkening with her own blood.

Then A

A
The wave’s curled lip came ( |
And drank her in. She laid \/
Her head bobbing on the sea, M
A sunray
Picked out
Her still smooth knees,
Just breaking the surface.
This mad
Lost girl.
As twilight fell, it grew qu1et
Except for the waves splashing gold light.
[ saw
How the sun waits.

* Kalevala - a collection of Finnish epic poetry

[TaBso Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Tak TUXO COCHHU CTOAATh

['ykaii, He rykau -

He MOBOPYXHYThCH.

[llock ;[yMa€e COCHOBUH rai:

CIOJM JIallaTa pyLd,

TYAM 3eJieHa pyLd...

A 4K 1€ Ha JIIO/ICbKY MOBY IepeUHATH?
Tak THXO COCHHU CTOATH,

He IOBOPYXHYThCA.

YU COH iX MOMHSAB, YU TO CyM?
Ix HUX He oHA

3pobuiack ropbara.

Ak nmoyasnacs TyT BiiiHa,

CKpi3 cocHa neJsiexaTa
MOB HOXeM, Oysia BTATA:
[x miicikaB BOpOXMil BOTHUCTHUH CTPYM...
Yu COH iX MOWHAB, YU TO CyM?
Bce ‘aHo TH rop6ara...

[ cocHU AUBAATHCS BHU3

YB 03epo jicoBe

Kpaca cocoH - kopoHa.

Ay Boai... mocb Tam HOBe?

B a3ekauii 2k BOAHOTO JIOHA
XTOChb rOp6aThCs BIIBIOKJ/IOHA...
A Mo3e, TO BiJi pubKu nepebpus?
Tak Trse misiTyv yHU3,

60 TaM BXKe K i3HOB — KOPOHA...

[TaBsno Tuyuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Crown

The fir trees stand so quietly.

Even if you call out,

Your voice fades out in their silence.
The forest is lost in thought

As its green

Clawed

Fingers wave,

Its depths immersed in a dream or
sorrow,

More than one of the trees
Hunched and burnt.

When the war came they were left
Like hair

Cut roughly

By a knife.

The fir trees look down into the lake
At their reflection,

Watching time remake

Beauty. Each

Bows at its shape in the water
Where a fish splashes the surface
They yearn

Towards each remade crown.

[TaBno TuuuHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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PosmoBa /luTpa /Ipo340BCbKOro 3 6GpUTaHCbKUM
nepeksajadeM i HayKoOBLEeM
Credpanom KomapHUUIBKUM

- Cmecpane, wvomy 8u supiwuau nepekaadamu 00H020 3 Hall-
sudamuiwux noemie XX cmoaimms Ilaeaa Tuuuny? 3okpema
came tio2o neputy 36ipky “CoHsiuHi KaapHemu’, siky eci aimepa-
myposHasyi odHocmatiHo esaxcaroms HatinomyxcHiwo? Yu
6yn10 saxcko damu pady?

- Kosn s Bnepuie npoyurtaB THYMHY, TO BiAuyB, 110
voro Bipuii - 1jisi koMnosuii, MasieHbKi cuMoHii, 10
pO3ropTarTh CBOK MPUXOBAHY CYTHICTb, IMIUIILUT-
Hi 3MicTH B Tebe mepes 04MMa B MOMEHT YUTaHHS. B
A06ipui BipiiB mpupoja MoCTa€ eKCIJIiKOBAaHO Ye-
pe3 06pa3u My3UKH i CBATOCTI, YUCTOTH; BiATIOBiAHO,
aBTOP [OCTA€ KOMIIO3UTOPOM, iIHCTPYMEHTOM i My3H-
KaHTOM. /lucoHaHCcH noesii HapoPKYOThCS 3 BeJUyes-
Hol Tparezil ¥ 60J110, TpariyHoOro A0CBiy yKpaiHChbKOi
IpOMa/iAHCHKOI Bil1HM, iICHYBaHHS 3J1a, IKe CITiBiCHYE 3
HAIIO0 3/IaTHICTIO cipuiMaTH A06po. OcTaHHI# Bipin
36ipku “CoHs4Hi KapHeTH” - 1€ i BiApopKeHHs YKpa-
iHCcbKOI pecny6uiky, i omposBJeHi BHyTpilHi guc-
OHAHCH, AKI llle NpU3BeAyTh 10 pyHHYBaHH, iHBa3ii U
KaTacTpodu.

[Toe3iro HeMOXJ/IMBO NepeKJIacTy KOHBEHIIMHO, Y 3BUY-
HUH croci6 - TUuMHA y CBOIN TBOPYOCTi BAKOPUCTOBYE
BCI MUTOMI BHYTPIILIHI pecypcH yKpaiHCbKOI MOBH, BiJ|
NOpSAAKY CJiB 10 0COGJMUBOCTEH PUTMOMEJIOJUKH i
puMyBaHHA Te, 10 BUAAETHCA 3pPO3YMiJIUM i IPUPOJ-
HUM YKpalHCbKOI0, CKaXXiMO, Ha3BM BipuliB i3 3arme-
pedyeHHsaM (“He 3esc, He [lan, He Tony6-/lyx”), Bkpai
He3po3yMiJi B 6yKBaJIbHOMY NepekJ/aji aHIIiHCbKO0
MOBOI0 JIJI1 €BPONEMCbKOro 4yuTadya. TakUM UYHUHOM,
MOX<Ha CKa3aTH, L0 iCHYIOTb CBOi po6JieMH, OB’ A3aHi
3 “HenepekaagHicTIO” reHiss THYUHM.

[TaBso Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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- Ilepeknadarovu TuuuHy, yu 8dasocsi 8am 3po3ymimu io2o
MeHmasabHicms, Modyc cnpuliHammsi cgimy, lo2o @inocogh-
CbKy cucmemy nozas0ie Ha ceim? Ha 8awy dyMKy, iKUM Modice
6ymu kod do npoyumarHs Tu4uHu e €sponi?

- f pymatro, mo TuymHa crnpuiiMaB CBIT K MY3HKY,
SKy BiH 3a/iy4aB [0 BU3Ha4yeHHs Jsajy y BcecsiTi, 10
pPO3yMiHHSI MPUXOBaHUX 3B’s13KiB. Kutou 10 po3yMiHHsA
CBiTYy HasiBHUH yxe B “COHSIUHUX KJapHeTaX', y KHUX
TuunHa Aa€e HaM BiA4yTH, L0 My3WKa € IMPOBiIHUM
NPUHLUIIOM y CTIPUMHATTI peasbHOCTI.

- A uu eadxcko, Ha eawy JyMmKy, 6pumaHyesi 3po3ymimu
iMnaiyumui koHmekcmu i KoHyenmu 8 noe3ii TuvuHu?

- Icnye Besinye3Ha mnpipBa Mix YKpaiHowo Ta Besnko-
OpUTaHIE Ha MOJI KY/JbTYpH, i TaKMH cTaH ile Oyzae
icCHyBaTH BIIPOZIOBXK KiJIbKOX POKIB. AJie 51 BCe 0/iHO Bip1o,
1o Ti Bepcii nepeksazy, 10 A CTBOPUB — J00ipKa MOIiX
nepekyaiB i3 TUYMHU MO6GAYUTH CBIT y 3anbLbyp3i B
2009 poti, - 6ye HeMapHOIO CPO60IO0 JOJYYUTH yKpa-
iHCBKY JiiTepaTypy Ao EBponu. LI nopoxHeya, 110 icHye
Ha KiJIbKOX PiBHAX, 30KpeMa W y pi3HOMY CHPHUMHATTI
eBpornecbKoi icTopii XX cTOJIITTS, CTBOPIOE NEeBHI Nepe-
IIKOAM /1J1s1 PO3yMiHHSI KOHTEKCTY, 3 AIKOTO HapOAMJINCA
TBOpY TWYMHU. Ajle MOro HEBUMOBHA 3a4y/|0BaHICThb
CBiTOM, peBOJIIOLLif i Xa0c, KOJIM YU Ta€ELl 106ipKy THUMHY,
K LJliCHa Xy[0XXHbO-eCTETUYHA CHCTeMa IPOMOBJISAE
JI0 BChOTO JIKOJICTBA, HE 3a/IMILAIYH 10 cebe Gan/ 1y UM.

- Hapasi meHe yikagums 0Cb siKke NUMAHHA: 8U SIK bpumareyp,
HasexcHutll do esponeticbkoi snimepamypu i egponeticbkoi
KynbmypHoi mpaduyii, yu nozodixcyemecs 3 muM, Wo
KopinHs noesii I[lasaa TuuuHu 6 esponelicbkill pinocodii,
cucmenmi 3azanbHoesponelicbkoi mpaduyii? Yu modxcHa noesito
TuuuHu 3apaxysamu, iHmezpysamu 00 KGHOHY €8ponelicbKoi
Aimepamypu?

== ==
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- [loesis [1aBsa TuuMHM - HEBiZ'EMHA CKJ1a/l0Ba B CHC-
TeMi €BPOINENCHKOI JiTepaTypH, i moeTH, siKi He 3Ha-
I0Th Mpo #oro TBopuicTb - Enior y “IlopoxHiii 3emsi”
i ["torc [Hughes] y “Boponi” - Hade Bii/lyHIOIOTD Li€l0
noesieo. HacnpaBai “ovysHeHHs”, AWCTaHILilOBaHHS
aHIVIINCBKUX Ta €BpPONENHCbKUX aBTOpiB BiAg Tuuu-
HU - BUSIB TAKOTO C00i, 3HA€Te, 6€3CUJIS KYJIbTYPH,
nicsis yuTaHHA noesii paHHbLOro TUYKMHU BXKe HEMOX-
JIMBO JIMBUTHUCS Ha CBIT i HAa MOXXJHUBOCTI MOBH TakK,
SIK J10 I[bOTO.

===

- CmedpaHe, vu 32i0Hi 8u 3 me3010, WO YKpaiHcbka iHmezpayis
6 €spony mae posnouamucs 3 iHmerpayii Ha pi8HI Kyab-
mypu U MeHmaabHoCmi, po3yMiHHSI M020, WO YKpaiHCbKa
Kyabmypa i ii cnadok - ye 4acmuHa €8ponelicbko2o Kyab-
mypHoeo cnadky?

N

>=

- §l moBHIcTIO 3 BaMU 3rigHuM. YKpaiHa 3aBxau Oysa /\
42 yacTUHOW EBpoOMNHM, aje KaxJvuBa HEBUJAMMA CTiHa, M
BCTAHOBJIEHA KOJIMCh Yepe3 Becb EBpONenCbKUIM KOH- \V/
v/ TUHEHT, O3Hayae JIUIlIe Te, 110 YKPAlHCbKY KYJbTYpy >
i\ OyJ10 BiMeXOBaHO Bi/i eBponeicbKoi MaricTpasi Kysib- A
'\ TYPHU Ha AeCATUIITTA. EBponia MyCUTh YCBIZJOMHUTH, 1110 (H

YkpaiHa - 1e i € €EBpomna.

o~ \/‘/
N
==

N

- A vu maeme eu Hamip eudamu nepekaadu 36ipku
TuvuHu y Beaukobpumatii?

e e TN
— —

- Bubpani nepexksagy, Haj AKMMU 5 MpaLiolo, 6yayTh
i\ BUZaHi B 3aibl0yp3i, aje BOHU OyAyTb AOCTYNHI B
H‘ €sporni.JliTepaTypHi noeTuyHi KoJsa B 3a/1b10yp3bKOMY
{ yHiBepcuTeTi Oy/M BpakeHi MOIMHM TNepek/ajlaMu —
,\ BJIaCHe, BIleplile 3a BCIO iCTOPI0 BU/aBellb aHIJIINCbKOI,
i a He BH/IaBelb NepeKJaZiHol JiTepaTypH, B3sBCA 3a
m BU/IJaHHA TOMHMKA yKpaiHCbKOI noesii B aHMIIMCbKOMY
) nepexsazi.

A
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A conversation between Dmytro Drozdovskyi
and the British Translator and Scientist
S. Komarnyckyj

- Stephen, why did you decide to translate one of the most
well known poets of the twentienth century, Pavlo Tychyna,
and in particular his first collection “Solar Clarinets” which
literary critics unanimously regard as the most power-
ful of his works? Was it difficult to find an approach to
translating his poems?

- When I first read Tychyna I felt that his works were
compositions, small symphonies that unfurled their
hidden core and their implicit content as you read them.
In this collection of his verses nature is made explicit
through images of the musical, and the divine and, the
pure. The author becomes, simultaneously, composer,
instrument and musician. The dissonant notes in the
poems arise out of the enormous tragedy and agony
experienced by Ukraine during its civil war, the pre-
sence of evil which coexists with our ability to be vir-
tuous. The last verse of the collection “Solar Clarinets”
recounts the renaissance of the Ukrainian republic
and the manifestations of that internal dissonance
which led to ruin, invasion and catastrophe.

Poetry cannot be translated by conventional means.
Tychynauses all the resources of the Ukrainian language
in his work, from the flexibilities of word order, to the
unique possibilities of melody and rhyme. However,
that which appears comprehensible and natural in
Ukrainian, for example naming a verse with three ne-
gatives, (No Zeus, no Pan, No Dove-Spirit) is incom-
prehensible in a literal English translation aimed at
the European reader of Englishuropean. We can say,
therefore, that there are certain problems associated
with the untranslatable nature of Tychyna'’s genius.
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- While translating Tychyna did you succeed in understanding
his psychology, his mode of perception, his philosophical
views? What in your opinion is the key to decoding Tychyna
for the European Reader of English poetry?

- I think that Tychyna perceived the world as music,
which he viewed as.the ordering principle of the uni-
verse, a means of comprehending connections which
are implicit. The key to his understanding of the world
is apparent in “Solar Clarinets” where Tychyna makes
us feel that music is the main principle that structures
our perception of reality.

- Is it difficult, in your opinion, for a British person to under-
stand the implicit contexts and conceptions in Tychyna’s poetry?

- There is a huge rift between Britain and Ukraine in
terms of culture and that state will persist for some
years. However, I believe that these translated versions
of his work a selection of my works in translation will be
published in Salzburg in 2009 - which I have created-
will not be a futile attempt to bring Ukrainian literature
to the European reader of EnglishEurope poetry. The
vacuum which exists at various levels regarding an
understanding of Ukraine, particularly in as regards
differing views of twentieth century European history,
creates certain difficulties in understanding the context
of Tychyna’'s work. However, his unspoken wonder at
the world, the revolution and chaos, and the way in
which his entire aesthetic system speaks to all humanity
will not leave any reader indifferent.

- [ am suddenly interested in this question - do you as a British
person, raised in European literature and cultural traditions
agree that the roots of Pavlo Tychyna’s poetry are in European
philosophy, and the overall system of European tradition? Could
Tychyna’s poetry find a place here and be integrated within
the European literary canon?

[laBso Tuumna | Pavlo Tychyna
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- The poetry of Pavlo Tychyna is an indivisible element
of the system of European literature and poets who do
not know his work, such as Eliot in “The Waste Land”
and Hughes in “Crow” seem to echo his poetry. In truth,
this remarkable distance between English and other
Western European poets and Tychyna seems like a
weakness within Western European culture. After
reading Tychyna’s poetry it is no longer possible to look
on the world in the same way as one did before reading
his work.

- Stephen do you agree with the thesis that Ukraine’s integra-
tion within Europe has to begin at the cultural and psycho-
logical levels with the understanding that Ukrainian culture
and its legacy are part of Europe’s cultural heritage?

-1 completely agree with you. Ukraine was always a part
of Europe, however some terrible, imperceptible wall
was erected across the continent with the effect that
Ukrainian culture was estranged from the mainstream
of European culture for decades. Europe must become
conscious that Ukraine is a part of Europe itself.

- Do you intend to publish your translation of Tychyna’s
collection in Britain?

- The selected translations which I am working on will
be published by Poetry Salzburg but will be available
throughout the world. The literary / poetry circles at
Salzburg were impressed with my work. This is the first
time in history that a publisher of English rather than
translated literature, has taken on the publication of
a volume of Ukrainian poetry translated in to English.

N
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Y1 yKpaiHCbKMI Haw TuumnHa?
CredaH KomapHULbKUIA

Is Our Tychyna English?
Stefan Komarnyckyj

[e tononsa pocre.../ | stand in the rye

[yx Hapoais roputb / The Spirit

Al cToto Ha Kpyui / | stand by the river
Tam Tononi y noni.../ The poplars grow
Ksityactuit nyr / The flowering meadow

lwe nTawku.../ Birds Still

AHTUCcTpOda / Antistrophe
Bitep 3 YkpaiHu / The Wind from Ukraine

Mpopwus (3 Kpumcbkoro uukny) /
Rupture (from the Crimean Cycle)

3a xmapamu o6sanu / An avalanche of clouds
Aii-Tetpi / Ay Petri

Ha csitaHHto / Dawn

TaK TMXO cocHM cToATb/Crown

Posmosa [intpa [po340BCbKOro
3 6pPUTAHCbKMM Nepeknagayem i HayKosLem
CredpaHom KomapHULbKUM

A conversation between Dmytro Drozdovskyi
and the British Translator and Scientist
S. Komarnyckyj

[TaBno TuyunHa | Pavlo Tychyna
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CmegaH KomapHuybkuli € GpUTaHelb YKpPaiHCbKOIO
MOXO/KEHHS, IKUA Mae BULLY OCBiTY, AK ¢axiBelb
3 aHIJIilCcbKOi MOBM Ta moeTHuHoi TBopyocTi. Koro
Bip1ui, cTaTTi Ta NepekiaAu ny6iKyBasucs B 6araTbox
qaconucax, cepes akux "TloeTpi 3anbubypr”, "CyuyacHa
noesisa B nepeksazi’, "Bcecsit”, "®iiopau”.

Stephen Komarnyckyj is a British Ukrainian, who holds
a degree in English and a higher degree in poetry.
His poems, articles and translated work have been
published in Poetry Salzburg, Modern Poetry in Trans-
lation, Vsesvit and Fjords, to name just a few.

Cbio3i Cnetim y 1995 poyi 3akiHvusa yHisepcumem ma ompumana
dunsiom 3 gid3Hakol, sk gpaxieeyb 3 aHaAiliCbKOI MO8BU, nicast 4020
80HA mMakodxc 3006yaa dpyay euwy ocgimy ma ompumana cepmu-
¢gikam sukaadava Kembpudiccbkozo yHieepcumemy. Bnposadcye
ma Kepye Has4aabHuMu npoekmamu. Ilpayioe 8 2anysi oceimu 3
1997 poky ma noednye po6omy pedakmopa ma 8ukaada4a aHaAii-
CbKOi MOBU, SIK [HO3eMHOI.

Susie Speight graduated in 1995 with an honours degree in English,
before studying for a post graduate diploma, she then qualified as
a teacher and also completed a Cambridge CELTA. She has worked
in education since 1997 and established and managed education
projects. She combines her work as an editor with teaching English
as a foreign language.

[MaBsio Tuuuna | Pavlo Tychyna
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Kuura migroTroBieHa ta BujaHa JlitepaTypHo-MeMOpiaJbHUM
my3eeM-KBapTUpPOIO IL.I. Tuuuum B M. Knesi Ta HaykoBuM nieHTpOom
«Mana Akagemiss Hayk Ykpainu» 3 MeTo10 nonyaspusanii TBop4oi
cnaawuHy [lagaa 'puroposrya TUYMHM B YKpaiHi Ta 3a 1i MeKaMH,
a TaKOX 3 METOI0 3a/Iy4YeHHs MOJIO/i 10 HAYKOBOI Ta NnepeK/afanbKoi
JiSIIBHOCTI.

Bupasui BAsYHI poaguyam [lasia TuynHu -

Bonoaumupy Ta Amutpy Tuuunam (M. YepHiris),

Kocrsintuny CocHoBcbkomy, HaTauii Ta Eayapay Micespam (M. KuiB) -
3a 0MOMOory i Ai€By MiTPUMKY MPOEKTY.

m EE] FonoBHWi iHpopManiWHUN mMapTHep:
IHpopmaniiiHa areHuis KyJbTYPHHUX iHAYCTpiH
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