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Pavlo Tychyna and T.S. Eliot

KBiTyacTum nyr i 4owWwmK 30n10TUN.

KBiTyacTum nyr i 4OWMKK 30510TUN.

A B ganuHi, MoB akBapersi, —
MpuMpyXnnuce rai, 3aMucrmnucb oceni...
Ax, cepue, nun!

[MoBITPS — MOB MPUB’ANNIA TPYHOK.

Lle paHHS OCiHb Wwne WinyHoK

Taknn 4yqoBUN Ta CYMHUM.

CTot0 51 cam nocepen HUB YYXKX,

HemoB noknHyTa odipa.

| cnyxae min cym npupoga. Jloba. LWupa.
Kpi3b nnay, Kpi3b CMix.

BoHa cama — uapiBHa muna —

He pas cBin CMYTOK XOpoHUna

B camin cobi, B MiCHAX CBOIX.

CTtot0. Montock. Tak TUXO-TUXO CKpidb, —

Mo nepen obpasom MagoHHM.

Jlnw Big ocenb NANBYTL TYXHi, OOHABLUNCD, 43BOHU, —
Y3opwu cni3

Jlnwe 3-Hag xmap Yacom npunuHe

[MpoLyaHHA 3 NeTOM XypaBrmHe —

[Moracne, sk rpeserT i3 pus...

en, Hag Aoporot CToiTh Bepba,
[3BiHKi OOLWOBI CTPYHU NOBUTD,

Bce BiTamu xutae, Haye CyMHO MOBWUTb:
XKypba, xypba...

Ortak poku, oTak 6e3 kpato

Ha ctpyHax BiyHocTi nepebupato

A, ognHokas Bepba.



The flowering meadow, the gold rain

The flowering meadow, the gold rain...
And in the distance like an aquarelle,
The woods meditate, villages nestle.
Oh heart drink...

The air has a taste

Distilled from autumn’s startling kiss
Of wonder and sadness.

| stand alone in these unknown pastures,
Feeling like 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.

| mouth a prayer. 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,
Like old 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 | play

A willow, solitary.



30M10TUN TOMIH

Hag Knesom — 30n0TUN romiH.
| rony6w, i coHue!

BHuzy —

[HINpo TOpKae CTPyHM...

Mpeoku.

Mpeoku BCTanu i3 Morun;

Miwnm no micry.

Mpenku XXepTBU COHLKO NPUHOCATL —

| TOro 30nM0TUI FOMIH.

AX TOW romiH!..

3a HUM He 4yTu, Lo ApYr TBi Kaxe,

Big HbOro rposu, nponitarym Hag MiCTOM, NadyTb, —
Bo X He nomivatoTb.

lomiH 3onoTuin!

YHoui,

Ak Yymaubknin Wnax cpibnucTy Kypsisy npocTene,
Po34ymHu BikHO, nocnyxau:

Cnyxan:

[ecb B HEDI NNNHYTL PiKMK,

MoTyxHi pikn g3soHy JlaBpu i Codiil..

YoBsHu 30r0Til

I3 cmBoOI-cuBoI [laBHUHM NpUYantoTb,

YoBHM 3010Til.

...3 XpecTom,

OnpomiHeHnn,

JTackoto Boxotro B cepLe 3paHeHuin

Bxoante AHgpin NepBo3BaHHMNA.

CTtynae Ha ropu

: bnarocnoBeHHi byabTte, ropu, i TH, piko myTHas!
| 3acmianuch ropu,

3aszeneHinm...

| pika MyTHasa crnoBHWNacsa coHus i bnakuti —
TOpKHYyna CTpyHM...

YHoui

Ak Yymaubkuin LLUnsx cpibHy KypsiBy pocTene,

Bunan Ha [JHinpo!

...Hag Cneoycum HebecHuMn naHammn bor npoxoauTb,
Bor 3aciBae.

Napatotb

3epHa

Kpuwitanesoi My3uku.

3 mubuH BiYHOCTI NagatoTb 3epHa

B aywy.

| Tam, y xpami gyuui,

Hag sknm y HEOCSKHIN BUCOKOCTI B'IOTbCA ronybu-MonnTeu,
Tawm,

Y NOBHO3ry4yHiM xpami akopgamu posuBiTatoTb,
HaTxHeHHUMK, 9K odi npeakis!



BiH 6yB MOB XpeLb C’sHINUK Big MONUTBU —
Haw KuiB, —

Ak monueck 3a BCro BkpaiHy —
MpekpacHun Kuis.

— Byps!

CTUXiNHO Oui BiH PO3KPUB —
| BCi CMilOTbCH 9K BMHO...

— onuck!
— xax!

Po3BuBLUN SICHI KOPOTOBKMN
(I BCI CMitOTLCA SK BUHO),
BorHem cxonveca Kuis

Y TBOpYMIN BUCOKOCTI!

: 3gpactyn! sagpactyn! — cunneTbcs 3 o4eun.
Tucadi oven...

Pantom Tuwa: XToCb roBOPUTb.

: cnasal — 3 Tu4sNi rpygen.

fony6u.

To YkpaiHy

3a BCi poku Hecnaeu 6rnarocnoensiB XxpeCcTom
OnpomiHeHuin

Jlackoto Boxoto B cepLe 3paHeHnn

AHApin MNepBO3BaHHUNA.

| 3acmianuce ropu,

3aseneHinu...

Ane x aBa 4YopHux rpoba.

OauH cBiTNUN.

| HaBKpyr

Kaniku.

[MoB3atoTb, ryrHABATb, PYKM MPOCTAralTb
(O, ski ckopyeHi nanbui!) —

[ante im, pante!

cTn im pante — xait 3Bipa B cobi He NNekawTb, —
[anTte.

[MoB3atoTb, ryrHABATbL, COHLE NPOKMMHAKTD,
CoHue i Xpucra!

MpoxoasaTs:

6igHi, 6araTi, ropai, Monogi, 3akoxaHi B Xmapu h My3unky —
MpoxoaaTs:

YopHin nTax — y HbOro ovi-nasypi!
YopHin nTax i3 rHinux 3akyTkie gyLi,
I3 nona 6ot NpuneTis.

Kpsive.

O, 6e3aywHnin ntawwe!

UM ue He Tn po3m’aTTa gyLi NIIOACLKOT
CronitTa poBbas?

CronitTA.

Yun He Tn BUIMAB XUBUM OMi,

I3 cepus Bipy.



Yoro x Tobi Tenep Tpeba
B roguHu pagocTi i cmixy?
Yoro x T06i Tpeba Tenep, o, 6e3gywHnin nTawwe?

oBopwm!

YopHoKpunnsa Ha ronybu n coHue —
YopHokpunnsi.

— bpaTte min, nam’aTaewl gHi BECHM Ha CBiTaHHIO BONI?
3 106010 0OHSABLUNCH, XOAUNM MW NO BpaTHIX CTEXKaX,
CnaBunu coHuge!

Ay Bcix TOAi (HaBiTb y TPABUHKN) CMIANUCH CNbO3MW...

— He namM’atato. Ogingw.

— JTtobun min, YoM TV He CMIELLCA, YOM He pagielwl?
Lle x s, TBin 6par, oo Tebe no-pigHOMy NPOMOBNA, —
HeBxe x Tn He Bni3HaB?

— Bigctynuce! Y6'10!

YopHun nTax,

YopHuin nTax kpsade.

| HaBKpyr

Kanikn.

B roanHun pagocTi i cmixy

XTO IX NocTaBmB Ha KosliHa?

XTO NPOCTArHYTb CKasas IM PYKY,

Akt 6e3ymHuin 6or — B roamMHu pagocTi | CMixy?
Mpenkun 3 )xaxoM OfBEPHYNUCH.

: Bupoctem! — ckasanuv Tononi.

: BpuaHem nicHaMn! — ckasanm KBiTu.
: posinnemocb — ckasas [Hinpo.
Tononi, kBiTK i [1HINpo.

[3BEHUTb, A3BEHUTb, A3BEHUTb

| 6’eTbCA Ha WIMATKM. ..

— Yu TO He 30M0Ti gpepena ckpecarTb Nig 3eMso?
Jlenie BiH, Nnackasie,

TpemMTuTb HEHa4e COH...

— Yn TO0 He camMoLuBITM POCTYTb B rMnbunHax rip?

: BUpocTem! — ckasanu.
: posinnemocb! — [Hinpo.

30psHOro paHKy npunagu Byxom Ao 3emni —
...1ayTb

To pgeceo i3 cen i xyTopuiB igyTe Ao Knesa —
LLnaxamu, ctexkamm, oOHiXKKaMW.

| 6’toTbCS B IX cepusd y TakT

— igyTe! igyTe! —

[13BEHATb HEMOB COHLA Yy TakT

— igyTe! igyTe! —

Tam Hap wnsaxamm, cTexxkammn, obOHiXKKaMu.
loyTb!

| BCi CMilOTbCS K BMHO:

| BCi cniBaloTb K BUHO:



A — gyxun Hapoga.

A monoann!

BcnyxaBca 4 B TBil rOMiH 30110TUA —

| oT no4ys.

[nBumBCb 51 B TBOI O4i —

| ot nobaums.

[opun KaMiHHS, WO Ha rpyau Mol HaBanwnu,
4 Tak nereHbKo CKMHYB —

Mos nyx...

A — HeBracumumn OroHb NpekpacHui,
OpagivHun Oyx.

Bitai xe Hac Tv 3 coHueMm, ronybamu.

A oyxui Hapod! — 3 coHuem, ronybamu.
Bitan Hac pigHMMmu nicHamu!

A — monogun!

Monogun



Gold Echo

Above Kyiv, the gold echo

Trembles through doves and sunlight
The Dnipro

Is harp-strings radiating

Solar melodies in the city’s heart.

The dead awake.

Their remade bodies supple as water
Melt through the air and disintegrate
Into acres of sunshine

Spilled across Kyiv, as rye and wheat,

A communion of sound trembles
Off the sky, itself, a single bell,
While fear and hate

Swim through the air at twilight,
Each a note, whose dark
Balance perfects the music...

In the night

When galaxies are written in alphabets of light
Open your window, listen,

Listen:

Somewhere in heaven the river

Of sound echoes from Lavra and Sofia...

Whose boat pulls to the shore, his arms open
A shadow crucified on the horizon?

Dawn,

Each hull

Snaking with shadow and golden.

As he steps ashore,

Netted by the shadow of a poplar,

The sun

Swims over everything in shoals of fire.

Andrew, the first disciple

Blesses the mountains and river,

Green ripples laugh off the stone, the water
Is a harp string

Of blue gold coalescing.

In the night,

When galaxies are written in scripts of light
Walk onto the river

Over whose grey pastures God passes,

Invisibly sowing
The seeds of crystal music



Which fall,

From the depths of eternity
Into the Cathedral of the spirit,
Across whose heights

A prayer aches.

Through the resonance
And weighted flight of stones
Accord blossoms, into the bent spines.

Kyiv is a priest

Drunk with Christ and praying
For all Ukraine.

As a storm

Scissors open to a dull

Clumsy drum roll

And flags snappily unfurl, the sky
Catches fire,

A thousand eyes sparkle

Delight. Solar. Silence.

Then the cry of “Glory”

Ripples across the city and still
Further through field and Steppe,
A trembling circle

Expands and above it all

Doves arrayed in sunlight carry
The word into the sky,

On currents of glory.

The murdered God, compassionate
Sings in the human heart

Of Andrew as he sees

The mountains radiate

A resurrected light,

A green as yet unnamed

And the withered hands of beggars
Yearning towards him,

As flowers always

Aspire towards the sun,

And the bird draws close

What are we in his eyes? Gaping shadows.
We watch him magnetised.

He caws,

O soulless bird

You would peck out

Our eyes, our faith, our heart,
Why are you here? Speak?

And so spilling out from him the shadow



A dark sheet
Thrown over the doves and sunlight.

The and around us the streets fill
With a black tide

Of maimed and diseased people,
Who placed them on their knees?
Whose hand will reach out to them?
A deranged God?

The poplars whisper, always renewing
The flowers brim with colour,

Their shapes sing off the water

Waves of blue and gold spliced

With the dark claws of the poplar,

While church bell ring and still

Waves of music waltz across gold metal
A maze cracks

Shivers over the surface of each bell

As they break apart an empty shell...

Somewhere beneath the earth, the gold stream
Nuzzles towards the air

A dream

Of light trembling off water,

Creating its own music

In an unknown ravine,

Echoing to the dark

Locked heart off the mountain,

As the dawn and each star

Funnels sound and space is the ear
Of God.

They come

A human stream

Singing through the streets of Kyiy,
Their hearts beating in rhythm

As everything rings with light

And lives, we sing

| am young,

The gold echo of each song
Balancing the weight

Of mountains, as the sky

Dances through me,

The unextinguished fire of beauty
| sing,

Remaking doves and sunlight
Eternal and young.



T.S. Eliot- an extract from The Wasteland

FOR EZRA POUND
IL MIGLIOR FABBRO

|. The Burial of the Dead

April is the cruellest month, breeding

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

A little life with dried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.
And when we were children, staying at the arch-duke’s,
My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,

And | was frightened. He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.

In the mountains, there you feel free.

| read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow
Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only
A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,
And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only
There is shadow under this red rock,
(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),
And | will show you something different from either
Your shadow at morning striding behind you
Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;
| will show you fear in a handful of dust.

Frisch weht der Wind

Der Heimat zu

Mein Irisch Kind,

Wo weilest du?



Writing Game 2: Breeding Lilacs Out of the Dead Land

Pavlo Tychyna and T.S. Eliot wrote their two greatest poems at the opposite ends of
Europe following a war that had laid waste to the continent. Eliot's poem The Waste Land
(1922), whose opening appears in this lesson, is, perhaps, a reflection of Tychyna's poem
Gold Clamour. The two works both explode and remake the poetic traditions they inhabit,
rifling through mythologies to imbue a chaotic present with meaning. However, they were
writing in very different societies. Eliot, a cosmopolitan American, imported French
symbolist techniques and Jacobean tropes into his modernist poem, together with
Brownian monologues, to reflect the alienation of an England that had triumphed but was
in mourning for the dead of Ypres and The Somme. However, he was in a country where
writers had the complete freedom to express themselves how they wished in their native
tongue. Tychyna, by contrast, lived in a country whose language had been subject to three
centuries of repressions. Ukrainians had largely been serfs until 1848 and their national
poet Taras Shevchenko was actually owned by another human being. However, the nation
rose and found its voice in the aftermath of war.

Tychyna's first collection, Solar Clarinets (1918), is imbued with the delight of a community
able to express itself after centuries of its books being burned and its writers oppressed
and censored. The first poem in this selection is a celebration of, and a lament for, being
part of a landscape that, ultimately, we are forever estranged from by our mortality. Gold
Clamour (rendered here as Golden Echo) arguably his greatest poem and the conclusion
of Solar Clarinets is almost impossible to translate into English, and to convey how its
music and metaphors broke the mold of Ukrainian, indeed Eastern Slavonic, poetry. The
text explores what we might, following Freud, term the conflict between Eros and
Thanatos. | opted for an impressionistic translation of this work which would, | hoped,
convey the power and spirit of the original and read like a poem written originally in
English.

Your Exercise

Golden Clamour and The Wasteland capture a key moment in European history when the
war ended and the old empires collapsed. They rifle through traditions like a magpie on a
rubbish tip and find, if not a renewed mythology, at least a language to describe the reality
inhabited. The poems use different narrative strategies with Eliot ventriloquising (He do the
police in different voices) and Tychyna using an omniscient narrator. They are also a
contrast with current English language poetry which often focuses on beautifully rendered
observations of the kind evident in Armitage's work.

Your task is to write a poem which, like Eliot's and Tychyna's, captures the current
moment, a poem with an epic sweep. We are gripped by a pandemic, the shadow of a
wider war again hangs over Europe, and Britain has left the EU. You could use an
omniscient narrator, you could imbue the Thames with a voice, as the witness of England's
long and troubled history, or Gog and Magog could speak in their long sleep.

It is up to youl!



