Konkypc nepekuaniB “YkpaiHcbka MOBa 04uMa CBiTYy”

Opurinaa
Oabra Manyumkina
kesksk
MepTBi 3 TOOOI TOBOPSATH Bif 4acy 10
qacy.
Yacowm iX roinocamu roBOPSTH >KUBI.
«Bunyctn» - kaxyTsb. [Ipocars He
3a0yBaTH.
Cuarsbces.
Yac nounHaTH CBSATA, IOYUHATH TPOOKHU.
binbie He Oyae Toro, Mo yxe He
30yrocs.
[Tam'siTh TpuBasa, Ta KOPUCTI 3 HET Ha
TICH.
CBiTi0 came y co0i 3aIIyTaHo, Ha OCIHb
Bepwne 1ie nito, imme He MOYaBIIMCh
30BCIM.
[lo iMm ka3atu? Cpiua, X110, BUHO 91
ropiika.
TuM XTO KypHB — K1JIbKa TAYOK MIITHUX
[UTapOK.
Tum, XTO O€3BICHUM — MOJIMTBA. | TUIBEKH
OJICBITOK
Panocri
CBiTy 11HOTO.

IMepexian
epexaan Japunu ['HaTiok

The dead speak to you
now and then, through
time’s unyielding
threads,

At times, their voices
borrow the sounds of
those not yet dead.
"Release us," they

" whisper, asking not to
¥ be cast aside,

They visit in dreams,
in slumber, they bide.

It's time for remembrance, for mourning
anew,

No more will arrive that was never
pursued.

Memory lingers, yet brings no gain,

The light, ensnared, prepares for
autumn’s refrain,

This summer turns back, barely begun,
into rain.

What to offer them? A candle, bread,
whiskey, or wine,

For those who smoked, strong cigarettes
as a sign.

For the nameless, a prayer. And only the
trace,

Of joy—

A fleeting embrace from this world’s
face.

Hepexaaa Hanii 3aBaacbkoi

The dead men are talking to you once a
while.

Their words are spoken by the alive.
«The oblivion‘s end, just let us out».

I dream.

High time to recall, burn memorial lights.
No more things that are yet to come.

The memory lasts, but there‘s no use.
The light is scrambled itself, and for the



fall

The summer returns, before it‘s even
begun.

What should be said? Candles, bread,
vodka or wine.

For the smokers, a few packs of strong
cigarettes.

For the lost souls, just a prayer. Just
aray.

of joy.

Of this world.

Hepexaan Codii Hlasicrok

'® The dead talk to you
| from time to time,
Sometimes the living
speak with their
voices.

"Let us out” - I hear,
and nobody shall be
forgotten,

They come in

dreams.

It's time to begin the celebrations, hold
the funerals.

What failed to happen will not take place,
We keep the memories but it doesn’t
help.

The light itself is confusing, while
autumn

Will keep the summer, though it hasn’t
started yet.

What to tell them? A candle, bread, wine
or vodka.

And packs of strong cigarettes for ones
who smoked.

A prayer to those whose name we don’t
know,

And only the sparkle

Of joy

In this world.



IMepexaan Hanii JIeiikoBCbKOI

The dead speak to you from time to time.
Sometimes the living speak with their
voices.

Let us go out; they say. They ask to
remember.

They appear in dreams.

It’s time to begin celebrations, to visit the
graves.

There will be no more of what is
forgotten.

Memory lingers, but it has no use.

The light, tangled within itself, turns to
autumn,

This summer will turn, barely having
begun.

What is there to offer? A candle, bread,
wine, or liquor.

For those who smoked—a few packs of
cigar.

For the unknown—a prayer. And only a
faint tremor

Of joy

Of this world.

Hepexaan Tersauu Ko3up

You hear the dead speak to you once in a
while.

The living may use their voices
sometimes.

‘Let us out’. Asking you to remember.
Coming into the dreams.

It’s holiday time, memorial time.

What hasn't come true won’t happen at
all.

Memories last. But they make no sense.
The light gets lost in itself, into autumn
This summer returns without having
started in full.

So what should they say? A candle,
bread, wine or

vodka.

Several packs of strong cigarettes for the
smokers.

A prayer for those who are unknown. Just



Oabra Manyumkina

kesksk

PigHi He A3BOHATHL MEHI HA MOOUIBHUH.
Tiabku B Mepexi

Hy>xe 60auTh, X04 i€ I He HalOLIbIIa
BTpara

Hpy3iB nutaemt sk Bu? 'oBopsTH "Beparo
1 4yum T 3apagum? JIOHATHIN, CTEKHIIL.
CkinbKH KBITY 110 cBIT1 po3Bie? [1o
L[IJIOMY CBITY.

’Konna po3BifKa HE TOpaxyeTbes 1 HE
30epe

[ITaneHie MOKJIMBO OCTAHHE Y CBITI JIITO.
Xouenn BIpUTH, BIEPTO BIPHIIL, 11O
4eprose

Aute ociHb ud 3UMy He BUJIHO. He uyTH,
HE 3HaTU

CBIT Uekae HOBHH, MOB Ha 00YIIl, Ta I
HE 3aBMep

Pigui n3BoHSTE MeH1. CKIJIBKA MOKHA
CKazaTu Temnep?

Oroprae KIMHaTy

....3J1a€THCS, 1110 BXKE

a flicker
of Gladness
of this World.

Hepexaan Kupuaa Hikimesa

My family doesn't
call me offline.

Only online.

It stings, though it's
not that big of a deal.
You ask your friends
“How are you?” And
they say "shitty".
And what do you
do? You try to help, you stay in touch.
The world's last summer is going crazy.
You want to believe, you want to hope
that there will be another.

Another autumn, another winter. And yet,
they are so far away.

You can't see signs of either.

The world 1s waiting, Waiting for the
news.

But it hasn't frozen yet.

My family is calling me.

So, what now?

IMepexaan Keoeus Jdap’i

& My family does not

i call me on my phone.
Only on the Internet.
It hurts a lot, even if it
. 1s not the biggest loss
When you ask your

#= friends how you are?
-~ They say “shit”.

.7 ) Andwhatdoyoudoto
help? Donate, support.

How many flowers will you spread
around the world? All over the world.

No single spy can count them and collect
them.

The world's last summer is probably in
full swing.




YPOK MOBHA
Irop Acranenko

SK CbOT'OJIH1 TOO1 MOSICHUTH YCi 111
CKJIaJH1 CJIOBa

KOJIM BCE 1110 TH OAYUB 11€ TIIBKH
00nuy4us CBITY

KOJIM MOBa HEHaye BOJa TaKa BOPYXKa i
KHUBa

KOJIY 3 HE1 pOCTYTh JIepeBa 3Bipi BOTOHb
MOJIOJa TpaBa

HaBITh TH CBOIM IMEHEM CTYKA€II B CEPIIE
JiTep

OCbh JIUBHCH: € CJIOBO JIFOOOB TYT B
YHO110HIOETHCS 10 Y

1€ OCTAHHIH 3BYK MMOYYTTS MICIS HHOTO
BeJIMKa IpipBa

MU TaKOX YMOAIOHEH] 10 31pOK 10 6or
Ha30upaB 70 pyK

a CJIOBAa KUBYTH )KUBE OyJI€ )KUTH KUBH
KUBY -

1€ yce 1[0 MOTPIOHO 3HATH /10 TOTO K
31pKYy BUPBYTb

€ TAKOXK CJIOBO PAJICTh TYT 3BYKIB MEHILIE
HIK OYKB

K 1 B CJIOB1 TOCIIOJIb Y HIM IIOCh 3HUKJIO
0e3 cuiny

aJjie € CJIOBO J3BI1H TYT yC€ HaBMaKHU 1 TOU
XTO MOT0 MOYyB

ce0To /13BIH (a HE CIIOBO) )KUBUH 11I€ a
MEPTBOT'O BXKE HECYTh

CJIOBO CMEPTH SIK 1 PaAICTh Ha 3BYKH
CKyII€ SIK pOT y CYXOTo Aijia

1€ BaXXJIUBO: KOJIM OyIell MUCAaTH CJIOBO
Ha KaJlb

3aJIMIIM B HIM MICLIE JUIsl CMYTKY TOMY

You want to believe, you stubbornly
believe that it will be the last.

But you can't see fall or winter. Neither
hear nor know

The world is waiting for news as if on a
barrel, but it hasn't stopped yet

My family is calling me. How much can I
say now?

It covers the room

.... It seems like it's over

A LANGUAGE LESSON

IMepexaan Auinu JIucenko

how to

explain all

these difficult

~ _ words to you
- today

. when all you

saw was the

face of the

world

when the

language is

like water, so

vibrant and alive in a way

when it grows trees, beasts, young grass
and the flame

even you knock on the heart of letters
where written your name

take a look: the word «liubov»* where
the letter ‘v’ assimilates to ‘u’

that’s the last sound of feeling, after -
abyss great.

we are also like the stars that God has
gathered in his hands

and the words live, will live, are alive,
live on, I live

that’s all you need to know before it
ripped out, the star which he give

and also word «radist»**, which has
fewer sounds than letters

as in the word «Hospod»***, something
disappeared without a trace in it

the word «dzvin»**** 1s here, and it's the
other way around, who heard it, doesn’t
matter



JIBa CJI0BA OKPEMO
Hy a MO' TaM I1I€ BMICTUThCS Bi1uail abo
nevyaib

3aBTpa TeX HE 3a0yb CBiM 30IIUT 1 Mif
BEUip 3HOB IpuIIiTait

K10 OyJIeEM KHB1 TO BABYUMO III€ OJIHY
HEHMOBIPHY TEMY

namely «dzvin» (not the word) has not
yet died, while the deceased are already
being taken

the word «smert»***** like «radisty,
sounds as stingy as a dry old man's mouth
when you write «na zhaly**#3# %
another crucial point is

let it have mourning, so use two words
apart

there might be some space for despair or
grief

remember to bring your notepad
tomorrow as well, and return in the
evening

if we survive, we will discover yet
another amazing topic, but not now

*«ltubov» — love — the Ukrainian sound
[B] often shifts to a bilabial [§] — a semi-
vowel sound similar to a short [u].

** «radist» — joy In Ukrainian in the
word «radisty» there are 7 letters but 6
sounds

*** «Hospod» — Lord

wEEE «dzviny — toll

wekAEX (smert» — death

ekl «na zhal» — un-fortunately

Language Lesson
IMepexkaan Cemenok lianu

how to explain
these tricky

4 words to you
today

& ¥ when the only
W thing you’ve
seen is the
world’s face
when the
language is

" very similar to

water on its runway
when it grows trees, animals, fire and
young herbs



even your name in heart is stayed with
grace

listen: there’s a word love that often goes
with you

you’ll find after the last sound of feeling
a big gap

we are so similar to the stars which are
gathered in God’s hands

and the words are living lively will live
you live I live

that’s all you need to know before the star
is ripped

and there’s word gladness which is said
shorter than spelled

like "lord” word, something has
disappeared without a trace

but a word ding which is opposite and
you’ll hear it in this case

so ding (not a word) is alive, but the dead
man is carried away

word “death”, like gladness, is as stingy
with sounds as a dry old man's mouth
another important thing: while writing the
word 1ll-fated

leave a place for sadness in it, so two
words should be separated

may’ the space can be filled with despair
n grief

take you notebook tomorrow and come
here at night

if we’ll be still alive so learn another
incredible theme

IMepexiaaa Baabko Makcuma
How to explain you all these complicated
words
when all that you've seen is only the face
of the world
when language like water conceal so
much movement and life
when inside, it lets trees, animals, fire
and sprouting grass thrive
even you, with your name, knock on the
heart of the letters
just look: a word "love" lost the 'e' to
phonetic matters
leaving the other sounds, borning the



feeling of a big gap, be
so as the stars gathered by God in his
hands are unique, and so are we
and the words to live, lives, living, will
live -
that's all you need to know before a star is
taken out with a heave
there’s also the word “pleasure,” where
sounds are few in display,
like “truth,” where something unseen has
quietly slipped away
but there is a word "bell", which has a
different structure and the one who heard
it,
the bell (not the word) is still alive, but
the dead have already got their verdict
the word "death", like "pleasure", is as
stingy with sounds as a silent story
another important thing: when you write
the word “sorry"
emphasize the sadness, putting a
punctuation mark
and maybe you can even fit despair or
sorrow as an unspoken remark
don't forget your notes tomorrow, too,
and come back for another chatter
If we live, we'll certainly learn another
incredible matter

YHIKAJIBHA MOBA UNIQUE LANGUAGE
Irop Acranenko Hepexaan €srenisa Majab4yeHKo

JIig 3akoxaBcs B kpury. 3ai 3akoxaBcsi B The ice fell in love with the icecap.

3a1y — The hall fell in love with the atrium.
HaM I1€ pO3MOBLIHN, a MU BXKE BaM We all were informed, and we tell you.
pO3Ka3aiH. And you narrate it further to someone
1 BU 1€ KOMYCh MOB1AATE — XJIOMIEBI like you —

a00 XJIOMITIO, A Guy, a Groom, or a man

napyOky abo nérento — 0aiinyxe HaBiTh, A Sidekick, a Fellow a Pal —

XTO II€. No Big Deal. Doesn't matter

HaM BCE PIBHO. OJIHAKOBO. X0uTe, 11e Oyne As to please. It can be Young lady.
KoOiTa. A Girl or a Miss.

JIIBUMHA YU HEBICTA. HAM — abu We just want to tell you:

CIIOBICTUTH: The Alphabet, the Script and ABC live



110 a30yka 1 abeTka )KUBYTh yTPbOX 3
andaBITOM —

y HUX TPUALATH TPU KPOBUHKHU a00
TPUIUATH TPOE AITOK.

yCsl AITJIAIIHSA PO3yMHA. KMITJIMBA.
MyJpa. TOJIKOBA.

MyTHS. KEOETHA. MUCJIUBA. 1 FOJIOBATa, /10
CJIOBA.

a € IUTUHYA YHIKaJIbHE. PIJKICHE.
BUHSITKOBE.

y HBOT'O X J[B1 TOJIOBHU. OCh MOJIUBITHCS,
MaHOBE:

icTu, HAiCTH, MOICTH, 3’ iCTH, HAJ ICTH,
B1JI’ICTH,

MPOICTU 200 MEPEiCTU. AOICTH anb0O
HEIOICTH.

1 1110 TOO1 Kpaille poOUTH — MK 1 cCIUTan
y «1» TH.

00 BUOIp BEIUKHUM. MIUPOKU. OaraTuif i
pO3MaiTHM.

O0epu 00epu uu BHOEPH, 1110 TOO1 10
BIIOJIO0MU.

a0o 110 CMaKy. JI0 cepis. A0 I'yCTy.
nogayman goope.

nopajabcs 13 Apyrom, OpaTyukom abo
noopaTumMom, Opatom

a00 xail mopaJuTh MPUATEIb, IKOTO TU
3BEII KaMPaJIOM.

y BCIX Yy Bac € )k 00 MOBa. J10J1a/1HA.
BpPOJJIMBA 3 JIULIS BCA.

A3UK AKUHCh HE3YTapHHil 10 Hel OyB
3QIAIISIBCSL.

a MU oMy OYKBOIO «I» po3pizaiiu
rapOy3a —

1 BIH JIeCh MIIIOB JaJieKo. 32 TOPH. 1 PIKU
3a.

together by the sea,

They have twenty-six offspring or
twenty-six children.

All the kids are smart, clever, wise, and
efficient,

Intelligent, thinking, brainy and
proficient.

And there is a Unique, Rare, Exceptional
Cub.

It has two sticks just above.

Look, man how you can be wit:
You-Yum, Yank, Yarn, Yearn, Yoke, and
Yeat,

Not sure if we can make the list finish.
But you can ask the ‘Y’ what to do with
the dish.

Our choice 1s Great, Wide, Rich and
Varied.

Take your pick it’s up to you,

As you like. As you prefer. As it pleases
you.

Ask a Friend, a Partner, a Brother or
Soulmate

Or let your Buddy, whom you call your
Comrade -

Advise you.

We all have a language,

A good one, a beautiful one, not average.
A certain ugly tongue was trying to find
some Lacks

But for such we can use letter “P” as an
Axe.

So it went far away Terrified, Horrified,
Petrified.



