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Crimea River: Heaney, Huk, Tychyna and who are they walking through my fields?

B'auyecnas lNyk
Vyacheslav Huk

THE ANNEXATION OF CRIMEA

[MnuBe xBUNsiMK Cipa Yanka, ik CaMOTHI YOBEH Ha doiopai,

CTpifika ypmBae CBiN pyx — i B AyLli cTae 3aHaATO TPUBOXKHO,
yac nopyLuye npasuia CUHTaKCUCY, y>Ke NiAKOPMBLUMCH MO,
Ta BCe-Taku B LbOMY XUTTi AyXe BaXriMBa ApiOHMYKA KOXHA;

BiH CXWnsie rornosy B rMUBOKiN 3agyMi — cipie paHKoBa raBaHb;
HeHaye nopaHeHe YacoM €CTBO YMHUTb CMEPTI LWaneHun onip
HanNpPUKIHLi 3uMK, ge nexatb 3aHeabaHi 3emni 1 Tenna 3amano,
a CopouvKa BifnbHa Big 3anaxy THOTOHY 1 og dapbwu, kol konip

y)XXe HasaBlle BTpayeHo, — Tak PBETbCS BiTpUa Lynka TKaHuHa, —
3aTenedoHymn Tyau, Ae cepue Big cTpaxy patye xypba i BTeva,
NOXKY rpyboro LyKpy Krage 4o YanHoi Yallky CyMHa noauHa,
TOMY LLIO TaM, Ha KPUMCbKOMY MiBAHI, NaHye nuLe xonogHe4va

i ropno BTpayae rofioc — Tak cygmHa 3 Yacom ctae 6e3kpoBHa,
TaK ripkun 3anax ropinoi 4epeBnHU panToM BYYyBatOTb Hi3api,
ipXXaBa KpOB 3HAX04UTb CBIl LUASX, YTINMBLUNCL B BUHOTPOHA;
" 06pMB CNoBa, K XUTTSA, Ma€e KiHeLb | NOYaToK, HibM 3ani3Hi

Oyp’aHM pocnun B3A0BX bepera, Oe Yarku Cipokpuri MoB4Yanu,
00 Boaa 30epirae crnokin — i ckopile MepTBie CrOBO, HiX TinNo;
4M TV NaM’ATaELL, SK pyLLanu noBO3KK 3 hpyKTamu 1 oBoHaMMU
AeCb BMCOKO-BMCOKO B ropax, Ae Midb COHUSA HaBignir ropina? —

Le BM3Havyana nam’atb, Haye BiH 3anuLaBcs B pigHOMY MicCTi,
OKYNoBaHOMY POCIMCbKMMU congaTtamu, e NpoTAaroM poky

i AymaB, WO Ayxe cxXoxuin Ha Leo Gursky™, Wwo MMBCSA B MUCLI
nepes camor CMepTIO — LNKOBUTO CaMOTHil, B Hbto-opky.



THE ANNEXATION OF CRIMEA

“| feel alien, solitary, an orphan amidst the people with whom | now live... in exile...”
Osyp Turiansky

“Beyond the boundaries of pain”

A solitary seagull breasts the waves, a boat undulating on a fjord,
The arrow halts its flight... and the heart becomes too anguished
The rules of syntax are violated, and now unfashionable

But every trivial thing in this life is significant.

His head bowed in deep contemplation. The harbour grey in the morning,
Nevertheless the living entity is powerful enough

To resist death at winter’s end, where the neglected soil lays,

And there is scant warmth and the shirt free of the aroma

Of tobacco and paint, whose colour is already lost forever,
The thick cloth of an old sail. Phone that place

Where the heart was salvaged from terror by flight and fear,
A morose man adding a spoon of coarse sugar to his tea

Because only the cold rules in the Crimean south and the throat
Loses voice, as the veins lose their blood in time,

The acrid fragrance of burnt timber suddenly reaches you,

The rusted blood finds its own path, is a vine

And the ruptured word has its beginning and end, like iron
Weeds embroidering the roadsides,

The water retains its calm and the word

Will die sooner than the body.

Do you remember how the wagons

With fruit and vegetables trundled in the mountains
While the copper sun blazed and this

Defined by memory, as if he remained in his hometown

Now occupied by Russian soldiers albeit for only a year
And thinking he resembles Leo Gursky*

Washing in a bowl before his death

And utterly alone in New York.

*Leo Gursky is the protagonist of Nicole Krauss’s novel “The History of Love”.



| NTAXU

Te  3ani3HeHe NiTo — i Menoaia nicHi gos.ra,

SIK CNoBa 3aCNoOKOEHHS, ik 3006yTa B 60pHi nepemora,
SIK 3annaHoOBaHWN Hanag, sik MapeHHs NeHenonu,

B KOTpUX Biggani 1 BigCTaHi HANOBHIOOTLCSA NTaxamm
i 3HMKae y Hebi, BULBINIM 0O HECTAMM, —

BincbkoBumn Grasshopper.

Ha ogHoMmy 3i cTonukiB — napye rapsya kaea,

naxHe 6ina TposiHaa — i Ha BCe Le T MaeL nNpago:
Ha Menoaito BITPY, NiAKOPEHY TEMHUM KPOHaM,

Ha NOXOBKJITi MIUCTU, BUTATHYTI 3 KOPOOKM,

YM Ha TEPMiH HEBU3HAYEHUI, KOPOTKUN

CEPMNHEBMX KaHiKyn, NPOBEAEHNX 3@ KOPAOHOM.
M'yaiHHA MOTOpa y NPOMIXKax vacy nita,

rHi3ga nTaxie, 3aKOfIMCaHi B KpOHaX BITPOM,

HagalTb MOXIMBOCTI NPOLLENOTITU Yronoc: Ue BiCTb
abo X po3yMiHHA 06pasm 1 KiHLEBOT TOYKK 30pY,
3annWaeTbCs YOPHUM, HE3MIHHUM Y Byab-aKy nopy
HeraTuB fniTaka, Wwo 6omMOBye YyXy MiCLEBICTb.

Ha BCiM ropmsoHTi, 6e3 BUHATKY, Ha BCiM BUAHOKpal —
HU3bke HebO y nornsai, Wo nitak y BUCOYiHb NPOBOAXKAE,
i HEMa€e MOXIMBOCTI aHanidyBaTu y CHax — 6e3amexks
XUTTH, TOMY WO B BGiHOKNMI, BUpUBaKO4M Kpuna 3 CUHI,
nepegvysatovm Xonoamn OCiHHI,

NeTATb NTaxy y HaNPAMKY NiBAEHHOIO y30epexoks.



BIRDS

This late summer, and the melody of song protracted,
Like soothing words or victory after struggle,

A planned assault or the delusions of Penelope,
Wherein distant perspectives are awash with birds,

And a military Grasshopper

Disappears into the sky and fades to unconsciousness,
A coffee’s warm vapour drifts from one of the tables,
And a white rose exhales its fragrance.

You are entitled to all of this,

The wind subdued by the tree’s dark tree crown

Forms melodies of yellow leaves,

Extracted from a box, whether for an undefined period,
A short August vacation abroad.

The engine hums through broken passages of summer,
Where the wind cradles birds’ nests in tree crowns,
Giving you the possibility to whisper: this is an augury
Or the comprehension of an image and the end point of flight
Which remains dark and immutable in any season.

The negative of a plane bombing a foreign location.
Through all horizons, without exception, and in all perspectives,
The low sky you encompass in a glance continues

With a plane at a high altitude, and there is no possibility
Of analysing life’s boundlessness in dreams.

So you watch birds through binoculars,

Their wings sculling though blue sky,

Anticipating autumn’s coldness

As they fly towards the southern coast.



Pavlo Tychyna
MaBno TuumnHa

Mpopus

[enbdiH He rpaBcb y Mopi,
He 6yB i cOHuexmap —

Ha naBHIO CUHIO TEMy
3agymanacso ropa.

A nwos i ornmaHyesca —
Yu xToCcb MeHe nossas!
KpecHyrno-nonocHyrno

| 6nncHyno B crnoea.

| gow 3akonmnxascs,
Mepemicuno MmyTb.
[piMKi, nanki npomoswu
Hapg mopem sk y Tbmy.

| 9 no6ir. Hag myTTiI0 —
To 6yB Takum npopus!
Ha aBi okTaBu HMX4e
LLymino i3 ropu...



Rupture

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

Although the mountain

Meditated on its ancient blue theme.

| 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 mulich - It was like
A break in music,

When, two octaves lower,

The mountains murmured.



AU-NETPI

[aBHo BXe Bevip. Pucn —
Mog Bupi3bbneHa puThb.
Bropi oroHb ropuTb,

| MOBYKM rPOBHYTL KMNapucu.

LiBipuiHHA cTONpO30peE,
A BITpy aHisik.

| TiNnbKN Mope, Mope,
Be3TpeneTHu mask.

| TINbKM NOBHO CrlyXYy.

| pssicHO30pHa 6pun3b
Oarnubusunack CKpisb
bes pyxy...

Axke GaxaHHs cTpiy!
Mog [dadoHic Ton i Xnos,
Mpn micaui Tam cTos,
LLleno4yTbCs BCIO Hiy.

A reH ax B CUHIi HeTpi

B 3a3y6peHHAX KOOH
MiaHicca sik 3aKoH
HekopoHoBaHun Ain-letpi.



Ai-Petri'

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...

The dusk deepens all around
Through stars and planets
Without

Movement or sound.

This is a meeting | 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, Ai-Petri.

Ai-Petri is a mountain in Crimea



HA CBITAHHIO

I3 BOOM i3 okeaHa

TaM BOHa ganeko BurLLna.
| Takee B HET BUOHO -
ofipBaTMCA HE MOXY.

MiaHsna BoHa KOMiHO -

Wwo6 Ha KaMiHb CTaTK BULLE.
| Takee B HET BUAHO -
o4ipBaTUCA HE MOXY.

Mos y nicHi, Kanesani,
BiTEP B NNOHO 11 NOBISB,
3apOXXEBMB 3HM3Y Nepca,
NOYOPHUB OTE, LLIO BUOHO.

| nsarna BoHa poO3KpuUTO,
rorfloBO0 AecCb 3a Mope.
B Hebo npomeHi- koniHa
OOXeBiNbHO LLEe AiBoui.

| HacTana Hibu Tuwa,
HiOW 3NOTHE NMOCKOTIHHA.
3apas, 3apas g nobauy,
K POXAATUMETBLCS COHLE



Dawn

She went so far

On the astringent
Waters of the sea,

| 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,
Darkening with her own blood.
Then

The wave's curled lip came
And drank her in. She laid
Her head bobbing on the sea,
A sunray

Picked out

Her still smooth knees,
Just breaking the surface.
This mad

Lost girl.

As twilight fell, it grew quiet

Except for the waves splashing gold light.
| saw

How the sun waits.

Kalevala- a collection of Finnish epic poetry



Seamus Heaney

The Toome Road

One morning early | met armoured cars

In convoy, warbling along on powerful tyres,

All camouflaged with broken alder branches,

And headphoned soldiers standing up in turrets.
How long were they approaching down my roads

As if they owned them? The whole country was sleeping.
| had rights-of-way, fields, cattle in my keeping,
Tractors hitched to buckrakes in open sheds,

Silos, chill gates, wet slates, the greens and reds

Of outhouse roofs. Whom should | run to tell

Among all of those with their back doors on the latch
For the bringer of bad news, that small-hours visitant
Who, by being expected, might be kept distant?
Sowers of seed, erectors of headstones...

O charioteers, above your dormant guns,

It stands here still, stands vibrant as you pass,

The invisible, untoppled omphalos.



Writing Game 4: Crimea River

Crimea, the rough diamond-shaped peninsula dangling from Ukraine's Black Sea coast,
which is currently under Russian occupation, has a long, multi-ethnic history. Goth was
spoken in some isolated areas there until a century ago and it has given a home to
Greeks, Tatars and many other peoples over the centuries. The Ukrainian poet Vyacheslav
Huk has this rich legacy embroidered in his DNA and is of mixed Jewish, Russian and
Tatar descent but writes in Ukrainian. However, even when Crimea was actually part of
Ukraine before being annexed by Russia in 2014 it was in the process of being
Russianised. The Crimea which Ukrainian authors imagine is one that is not the Crimea of
Russia's Tsarist empire. Lesia Ukrainka's story Nad Morem (By the Sea) reads like a
feminist version of Chekhov's ----- (The Lady with the Little Dog). The concluding
paragraphs are a paean to a landscape that transcends the tawdry holiday romances and
colonial exploitation that the story describes:

“It will be a dark night. The sea will burn,” said the sailor. And indeed a delicately
blue phosphorescent band trembled beyond the stern, and the oars seemingly
paddled in fire. | scooped the water in my hand casting it aloft, and a fantastic
fountain of cold flame glittered. Dolphins splashed, battering geysers of light from
the black surface and stars fell into the sea. The shore was invisible in the dark —
only far, far away the communal fires burned like the Pleiades. The boundless sky
seemingly spoke to the sea in words of flame and the sea sang its powerful,
majestic, and eternal poem to the solemn night.

Mykhailo Kotsiubynsky explored the lives of the Crimean Tatars in some of his work On
Stone (Na kameni, 1902), one of his wonderfully evocative Crimean tales, is a well-
observed account of a patriarchal Tatar community, which is shaped by the arid landscape
it occupies. Yet even this Crimea, to which Greeks and Turks sailed without visas, seems
less isolated than today’s militarised peninsula.

Memet looked out to sea. “There will be a storm,” he said, without turning
round. “The wind’s getting up. It's catching the sails on the boat.”

The Tatars turned their heads to the waves.

The wind really was swirling the sails on a large black boat, which appeared to
be turning towards the shore, blowing them till they tore from human hands like
vast white birds: the boat listed and lay with its side against the delicately blue

waves.

“It's heading for us!” said Dzhepar. “| even recognise the boat, it's the Greeks
bringing salt here.”

Both Ukrainka and Kotsiubynsky were writing in a period when the Tsarist regime was
hostile to Ukrainian literature and had prohibited the language from many areas of public
life. Tychyna's Crimean cycle was produced in the twenties when the Soviets were trying
to secure the loyalty of Ukrainians by allowing the language to be used (albeit towards the
end of the twenties) literature was increasingly policed to ensure it complied with Soviet
orthodoxy. The poem places Crimea outside of imperialist narratives and alludes to the
Peninsula's Greek past, alluding to Daphnis and Chloe, the lovers from Longus’s second-
century Greek tale. The lyric in which they appear is entitled “Ai Petri,” after the Crimean



mountain that bears the Greek name for St. Peter and thus neatly unites the pagan and
Christian traditions of the peninsula:

It has been evening for a while
Outlines engraved in metal

Fires burning above

And cypresses entombed in silence.

Tychyna's Crimea may have been part of Soviet Russia but it was not Russian - Huk's
poetry uses the language of the country that had once been a colony of Russia, Ukraine,
to reinvent the peninsula in his 2013 collection Crimean Elegies and locate it within a
western European cultural framework. After WW2 Ukrainian literature began to flourish in
Crimea and although Huk grew up in a Russophone environment he dreamed of being a
Ukrainian language writer. The poem Arnold Schénberg transplants the Austrian-American
composer to a Crimean seascape:

You believed in the fragility of the sea, and female hands,
Your car ran smoothly along the shore, the sea’s sound
Muffling the clumsy noise of its motor.

The sand was too white, reminiscent of the first snow.

The coast extended to where they built the lighthouse,

And the cape looked into the sea, where a seagull flirted,
And you, cigarette squeezed tightly in your fingers, smoked,
Until only the filter remained between your lips.

Birds, from the same collection, reveals Huk's deep rooted love of the Crimean landscape
expressed in beautifully modulated language. However, soon afterwards, he watched
helplessly from his apartment in Kyiv as the Peninsula was annexed by Russia. The poem
The Annexation of Crimea is, tellingly titled in English, locating what for him was a deeply
personal traumatic experience in the impersonal language of international diplomacy.
However, it is a poem written in exile from his colonised homeland in the language of a
country that was once a Russian colony (and if Putin had his way would be so again).
Heaney, by contrast, is writing from the vantage point of the colonised ethnicity but in the
language of the coloniser which Ireland has claimed beautifully for itself - he said Lowell
had “Englished Russian” but he and other Irish authors, and indeed the Irish people, have
“Irished English.” But he is also the successor of Caedmon who he celebrates in one
piece, the author of the first “English” poem.

The works and the authors presented here show how poetry can respond to intra
European colonisation with a subtlety that eludes politicians. They also allow us to explore
the nuances of ethnic identity - Vyacheslav's genes may not be Ukrainian but he is a
Ukrainian by choice.

Your Exercise

Your exercise: write a poem which explores your own identity through the prism of
imperialism or colonisation. Wherever you are you cannot, as R.S. Thomas said of Wales,
“forget the past”. You could write about the slave ships that once bore their cargo to
England, or about the loss of the culture of the highlands or the Irish famine.You could look
at the legacy of colonisation in the U.S and explore the 1862 Dakota War. Or you could



look at what is happening to you now and how it has been shaped by attitudes linked to
empires and liberation struggles. Poetry should eschew political slogans and simplistic

stances in search of the truth that you can only find by listening to what your own voice
tells you. Or maybe not. . Explore the themes raised in this exercise in whatever poetic

way works best for you.

And please deal with this subject sensitively... it is perhaps best to write about these topics
using your voice to explore your own background or ensure that your work is informed by a
sensitive reading of those you are giving a voice to and, ideally, their own words.
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