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ABSTRACT

This paper addresses the issue of rendering stylistic devices and imagery in the Ukrainian
versions of Alice Oswald’s poetry collections, Falling Awake and Weeds and Wild Flowers. The
author’s idiostyle was revealed through a comprehensive analysis of specific nature imagery,
syntactic structures such as enjambment, and lexical stylistic devices including metaphor and
personification. The translation uses a variety of techniques, primarily literal translation,
transposition and modulation, to preserve the aesthetic function and rhythmic structure of the
original.

The practical part of the research presents a translation that prioritises preserving the
aesthetic function and rhythmic flow of the original. Analysis of translation transformations
indicates that, although literal translation is frequently used for universal imagery, the translator
relies heavily on creative shifts. The study concludes that successful poetic translation requires
balancing linguistic precision with creative freedom in order to convey the author's unique voice.

Key words: Alice Oswald, expressiveness, poetic translation, stylistic devices, translation
techniques.

AHOTAIIA

PobGora mpucBsiueHa mpoOiieMi BIATBOPEHHS CTHIIICTHYHUX 3aco0iB Ta 0Opa3HOCTI B
yKpaiHchkux Bepcisx 30ipok moesiit Emic OcBanbn «Falling Awake» ta «Weeds and Wild
Flowersy». IniocTuinps aBTopku Oylio BUSIBICHO HUITXOM aHAJI3y <GKUBOTO CHHTAKCHCY» aBTOPKH,
110 XapaKTepU3y€eThCsl aKTUBHUM BUKOPHCTAHHSAM €HXaMOEMaHIB Ta BIJICYTHICTIO ITyHKTYyallli, a
TaKOXK crenupiyHIX JIEKCUYHHUX 3ac00iB, Takux sk MeTadopa Ta mepcoHidikaiis. [lepexnan
MICTUTh HU3KY TEXHIK, 30KpeMa JOCIIBHUNA MEpeKiiaj, TPAHCIO3UIII0 Ta MOAYJIALII0, 3 METOI
30epeKeHHs eCTeTUYHOI (PYHKIIIT Ta pUTMIYHOI CTPYKTYPH OpHUTiHAITY.

[IpakTnyHa 4YacTHHA AOCHIJPKEHHS INPEJICTaBIIsE MEPEeKIal, B SIKOMY MPIOPUTETHUM €
30epekeHHsI €CTeTUYHOI (PyHKIIIi Ta PUTMIYHOI IJIMHHOCTI OpUTiHATY. AHali3 MepeKialalbKuX
TpaHchopmaliii mokaszye, 110, Xo4a JUIS Iepenadi  yHiBepcalbHHUX 00pa3iB  4YacTo
BUKOPHCTOBYETHCS JIOCIIBHUHN TEpeKIIa, Mepekianad 3HaYHOK MipOI0 MOKIAJa€ThCsl Ha TBOPUi
TpaHchopmarii. PesynbraTi 10CiPKEHHS CBIAYaTh, 0 YCIIIIHUNA MOSTUYHUN NepeKIiaj] BUMarae
OayaHCy MI>)K MOBHOIO TOYHICTIO Ta TBOPYOIO CBOOOJIOIO 33151 BIITBOPEHHS YHIKAILHOTO TOJIOCY
aBTOpA.

KurouoBi cioBa: excipecuBHicTb, Enic OcBanb, moeTHYHMN NepeKiiaj], NepeKiaganbKi
TEXHIKH, CTUIICTUYHI TPUHOMHU.
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INTRODUCTION

Translation plays a vital role in bridging the gap between cultures by facilitating the transfer
of aesthetic values, ideas and worldviews across linguistic boundaries. Poetic translation occupies
a distinct position in the realm of literary art, as it requires the translator to convey not only the
semantic content, but also the rhythmic, phonetic and imagery-laden structure of the original.
Translating contemporary British poetry, especially works exploring the relationship between
humanity and nature, involves reproducing specific stylistic devices and authorial intonations,
presenting a unique set of challenges.

The relevance of this translation project arises from the need to integrate modern British
ecopoetry into the Ukrainian cultural context. Alice Oswald is one of the most significant
contemporary literary voices, yet her work is underrepresented in Ukrainian translations. This
project contributes to the expansion of the Ukrainian literary horizon by offering readers access to
unique stylistic forms that blend oral tradition with modernist aesthetics through the translation of
her poetry. Moreover, analysing the translation challenges posed by Oswald’s “acoustic
naturalism” sheds light on broader poetic translation strategies.

A wide range of scholars have contributed to the body of research on the problems of poetic
translation and stylistic analysis. This study is theoretically founded on the work of translation
theorists and linguists such as S. Bassnett, P. Newmark, R. Jakobson, L. Molina, A. Hurtado Albir,
I. Arnold and others. Although the general principles of translating stylistic devices have been
widely studied, the specific features of Alice Oswald’s idiolect and strategies for reproducing it in
Ukrainian require further investigation.

The goal of this translation project is to characterize the system of stylistic devices in the
author’s writing style and to describe the ways of rendering their verse into Ukrainian.

The objectives of the project are as following:

o to translate selected poems by Alice Oswald into Ukrainian;

J to characterize the author and her writing style;

. to define the system of stylistic devices in the source text;

o to identify the main techniques used in the Ukrainian translation.

The research material comprises original poems selected from Alice Oswald’s collections
Falling Awake (2016) and Weeds and Wild Flowers (2009), alongside their Ukrainian translations
carried out by the author of this paper. Both the source text and the translated version of this project
consists of 960 lines.

The work consists of introduction, 2 chapters, conclusions, references and appendices.
Chapter 1 contains translation, Chapter 2 presents the results of the research on the translation.

The translation project is verified through publication in the proceedings of the Scientific
Conference “Romance-Germanic Languages: General Trends in the Development of Linguistic
Phenomena, Contrastive and Areal Studies”.



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF CHOSEN PIECES FROM FALLING AWAKE AND WEEDS AND WILD FLOWERS BY ALICE OSWALD

A SHORT STORY OF FALLING

It is the story of the falling rain

to turn into a leaf and fall again

it is the secret of a summer shower

to steal the light and hide it in a flower

and every flower a tiny tributary

that from the ground flows green and momentary
is one of water’s wishes and this tale

hangs in a seed-head smaller than my thumbnail
if only I a passerby could pass

as clear as water through a plume of grass

to find the sunlight hidden at the tip

turning to seed a kind of lifting rain drip

then I might know like water how to balance
the weight of hope against the light of patience
water which is so raw so earthy-strong

and lurks in cast-iron tanks and leaks along
drawn under gravity towards my tongue

to cool and fill the pipe-work of this song
which is the story of the falling rain

that rises to the light and falls again

KOPOTKA OITOBIJb ITPO ITAJITHHA

Lle onoBiak B sIKii AOUTY KpAILTHHA

00epHYTHCS JIMCTKOM 1 3HOBY BHU3 MOJIMHYTh

11€ TaiHCTBO Ti€i 3JIUBH IO YIIITKY

KpaJie IPOMIHHS 1 XOBa€ HOTo B KBITKY

1 KO’)KHa KBITKA TO € KpUXITHA MTPUTOKA

110 3-T11]1 3eMJIi Te4e 3eJIeHa 1 Ipy/IKa

OJTHUM 13 BOJTHUX MapEHb 1 115 Ka3Ka

CXOBaJach B HACIHWHI 3 OIHY JIBALATY MOTO 3aI'sICTKa
aOW JIMII TIIBKY 51 IPOMIUCBIT 3MIT IPOUTH
MIPO30PHUM SIK BOJIa Kpi3b NUICH( TpaBu IyCTUi

1 BIJIHAWTH MMPOMIHHS COHIISA 1110 KPUETHCS HA BICTPI TUX BUCOT
1100 BUCAANTH HIOW KPAIUTIO 13 IOITY Ta i HA3BOPOT
TOJ 51 MITr OM MaTH SIK BoJla 6anaHCy pO3yMiHHS
Bary HaJlii IPOTHU CBITJIa CIIOKOIO ¥ TepPIiHHS

BOJIa Ty NIEPBICHY €HEPTito B 3eMJIi Ueprae

3aTa€Ha B IMTOMY YaBYHI 1 3 HbOTO BUTIKA€E

1] CWJIOI0 TSDKIHHS Ha Mil SI3UK 11100

OCTYIUTH Ta HATOBHUTH MY3UIHO

MICHB-OTOBIIH MPO JIOII, 110 HaKparae

3MIIMMAETHCS JI0 CBITJIA M 3HOBY OMajae

SWAN

A rotted swan

is hurrying away from the plane-crash mess of her wings

one here

one there

getting panicky up out of her clothes and mid-splash

looking down again at what a horrible plastic

mould of herself split-second

climbing out of her own cockpit

and lifting away again and bending back for another look thinking

JIEBIJIKA

3ruuia nedijka

KBaIlUThCA MOJAJ Bijl yJIaMKIB CBOTX PO3OMTUX KpUII

OJTHE TYT

OJTHE TaM

MaHIYHO BUJII3a€ 3 OJICKUHH 1 HA MIBIOPO31

3HOBY OIYCKa€ 04l Ha SIKY KaXJIMBY TJIACTMACOBY

dbopmy 3-11i11 cebe BOHA MEpeTBOPUIIACS HA MUTh

BUJTI3a€ 3 BJIACHO1 KaOiHH

1 3HOBY 3/T1MMA€ETHCS 1 MPOTHHAETHCS HA3a]l i€ pa3 IITHYTH IyMae
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strange

strange

what are those two white clips that connected my strength
to its floatings

and lifting away again and bending back for another look
at the clean china serving-dish of a breast bone

and how thickly the symmetrical quill-points

were threaded in backwards through the leather underdress
of the heart saying

strange

strange

it’s not as if such fastenings could ever contain

the regular yearning wing-beat of my evenings

and that surely can’t be my own black feet

lying poised in their slippers

what a waste of detail

what a heaviness inside each feather

and leaving her life and all its tools

with their rusty juices trickling back to the river
she is lifting away she is taking a last look thinking
quick

quick

say something to the

frozen cloud of the head

before it thaws

whose one dead eye

is a growing cone of twilight

in the middle of winter

it is snowing there

and the bride has just set out

to walk to her wedding

but how can she reach

the little black-lit church

JTUBHO

JTUBHO

110 11€ 3a JAB1 Oii JeTai mo 3'€JHyBaId MOIO CHITY
3 11 TOJILOTOM

1 3HOBY 3[ilIMa€ThCs 1 MPOTUHAETHCSA HA3a/l 1€ pa3 IISTHYTH
Ha YKCTE MOPIENITHOBE OMIOIE TPYIHOT KICTKU
1 SIK TYyCTO CUMETPUYHUMH CTPIDKHAMHU Mip'st
MIPOIIXTO Ha3aJ TOJIKY MIKIpSHY OUTH3HY
cepls, 10 Kaxe

JTUBHO

JTUBHO

He Te 100 TaKi KPITUICHHS] MOTJIM CTPUMAaTH
MOCTIHHUI TYXJIMBUH IIOMaxX MOIX BE4OpPiB

1 11€ % HE MOi BJIACHI YOPHI CTOIH

JIEKaTh PO3CIaOUBIINCH Y KaIIAX

CKUTBKH K MapHOTHU B JIETAJSAX

sIKa B)KKa KOXKHA ITip'THKa

1 MOKUIAI0YN CBOE JKUTTS 31 BCIMa HOT0 MexXaHi3MaMu
10 CTIKAIOTh Ha3aJ 10 PIYKHU 1pIKEI0

BOHA 3/11IMa€ThCSl OCTAHHIN pa3 IIISIHE 1 JyMae
CKOpIII

CKOPILI

CKa)kK{ IIOCh

XMapi 3aCTUIIIN TOJI0BOIO

MOKH BOHA HE pO3TaHyla

q1€e MEPTBE OKO

1€ 3pOCTal0YMI KyIOJI CYyTIHKIB

nocepes 3uMu

TaM 1J1¢ CHIT

1 HapeveHa MIOWHO BUPYIIIUIA

Ha CBO€ BeCULIs

aJre sk i gicTarucs

HEBEJIIMYKOI TEMHOI LIEPKBU




it is so cold

the bells like iron angels
hung from one note
keep ringing and ringing

aJKe TaK XOJIOAHO
I3BOHU SIK 3aJIi3HI aHTelIn
IMOBHCIII HA ONHIN HOT1
J3BOHSTH 1 I3BOHATH

FLIES

This is the day the flies fall awake mid-sentence

and lie stunned on the window-sill shaking with speeches
only it isn’t speech it is trembling sections of puzzlement which
break off suddenly as if the questioner had been shot

this is one of those wordy days

when they drop from their winter quarters in the curtains
and sizzle as they fall

feeling like old cigarette butts called back to life

blown from the surface of some charred world

and somehow their wings which are little more than flakes
of dead skin

have carried them to this blackened disembodied question
what dirt shall we visit today?

what dirt shall we re-visit?

they lift their faces to the past and walk about a bit

trying out their broken thought-machines

coming back with their used-up words

there is such a horrible trapped buzzing wherever we fly
it’s going to be impossible to think clearly now until next winter
what should we

what dirt should we

MVYXU

Ile neHb KOJIM MYXU MPOKUIAIOTHCS Ha MiBCIOBI

1 ODIIyIIEHO JIeKaTh Ha MiJBIKOHHI TPINOYYYH CIIOBAMHU
JUIIEHD 1€ HE CJI0BA a TPEMTIIMB1 YPUBKU PO3YyMiB IO
Bpa3 0OpUBAIOTHCS HAYE TyMIISI 3aCTPEIHIIN

1€ OIMH 3 TUX OOBAXHIJINX CIIOBAMMU JHIB

KOJIM BOHU BUBAJTIOIOTHCS 31 CBOIX 3MMOBHX TIOKOIB Y IITOPax
1 INUIUIATH B ITa1HHL

Haye BOCKPECIIi CTapi HEOMAIKU

3MyTi 3 MOBEPXHI SKOTOCH CIOMEN1JIOro CBITY

1 IMBHAM YMHOM 1XHI KpHJa IO He OUIBIIE HiXK JTyCOYKH
MEPTBOI IIKIpH

JIOHECJIH 1X JI0 IIOTO 3Tacjaoro 0e3TIIeCHOro MUTAHHS
YHif Mpax MU HaBiJa€EMO CbOTO/IHI?

JI0 YUIOT0 paxy MU MOBEPHEMOCH?

BOHM IT1/IBOJIATH TOJIOBU 10 MHUHYJIOTO 1 KPYKJISFOTh HABKOJIO
poOyrour CBOI 3J1aMaHi TyMaJibHI MEXaHi13MHU
MOBEPTAIOTHCS 13 3asTTOKEHUMH CIIOBAMHU

BCSIKHI pa3 sIK 3JIITAEMO YyTH CTPAITHE TIIyXe A3MKIaHHS
TEernep 0 HACTYIHOT 3UMHU HE 3MOKEMO SICHO MUCIIUTHU
10 HaM

YUU [pax MU

FOX

I heard a cough

as if a thief was there
outside my sleep

a sharp intake of air
a fox in her fox-fur
stepping across

JIMCHULA

S1 mouyna xamienb

H10M TaM OyB 37101111

3a MEKaMH MOTO CHY

PI3KHI BIUX

JUCHIIS B CBOIN JHCSUiN 1IyOl
CTyHae 1o




the grass in her black gloves
barked at my house

just so abrupt and odd

the way she went

hungrily asking

in the heart’s thick accent

in such serious sleepless
trespass she came

a woman with a man’s voice
but no name

as if to say: it’s midnight
and my life

is laid beneath my children
like gold leaf

TpaBi B YOPHUX PyKaBUYKaX
raBKHYJIA B 01K MOTO JIOMY
TaK Pi3KO 1 XUMEPHO

BOHA Huia

TOJIOJTHO TIPOCSIYU

3 CWJIBHHUM CEpACYHUM aKIICHTOM
TaK cepio3HO i OE3COHHO
BOHA MMPOHMKIIA

JKIHKA 3 YOJIOBIYMM T'OJIOCOM
ane 6e3 iMeHi

HEMOBOM Ka)Xy4H: BXKE MiBHIY
1 MO€ KUTTH

JISITIIO TIOMIT MOIMH JIIThMH
Haue 30JI0TUM JIUCT

SEVERED HEAD FLOATING DOWNRIVER

It is said that after losing his wife, Orpheus was torn to pieces by
Maenads, who threw his head into the River Hebron. The head
went on singing and forgetting, filling

up with water and floating away.

Eurydice already forgetting who she is
with her shoes missing
and the grass coming up through her feet

searching the earth
for the bracelet of tiny weave on her charcoal wrist

the name of a fly or flower already forgetting who they are
they grow they grow
till their bodies break their necks

BIATATA T'OJIOBA, 11O CIVIMBAE PIKOKO

KaxyTb, micns cmepti Horo apyxuau Opdes po3epiau Ha MaTTs
MEHA/IM Ta BUKHHYJHU HOTO TOJIOBY B piuky [eOp. ['omoBa Bce
cmiBaja 1 3a0yBasiach, CIIOBHIOIOYHCH BOJIOIO, IJIMHYYH 3a
TEYI€rO.

EBpinika Bxe i 3a0yBaeThCsl XTO BOHA
3ry0Ousia yepeBUKHU
TpaBa il MpOpOCTaE KPi3b CTYIHI

00IIyKy€ 3eMITI0
JIe ’K TOHKE TUIETUBO Opaciera 3JeTI0 3 BYyrilis 3aml’ ICTKa

iM’sI MyXH YU TITaX¥ 110 BXKe i 3a0yBarOThCsl XTO BOHU
POCTYTh POCTYTh
[IOKY T1JIa HE BUJIAMAIOTh 1X LIUT




down there in the stone world
where the grey spirits of stones lie around uncertain of their limits
matter is eating my mind [ am in a river

I in my fox-cap
floating between the speechless reeds
I always wake like this being watched

already forgetting who I am
the water wears my mask I call I call
lying under its lashes like a glance

if only a child on a bridge would hook me out

there comes a tremor and there comes a pause

down there in the underworld
where the tired stones have fallen
and the sand in a trance lifts a little
it is always midnight in those pools

iron insects engraved in sleep

I always wake like this being watched

TaM YHHU3Y B KaM STHOMY CBITI
Jie cipi AyIri KaMiHHS PO3JITIINCH HE 3HAKYH CBOIX MEXK
MaTepis OTJIMHAE MOIO CBIJIOMICTb 5 B PiIli

s1 B CBOTH JIMCAYIN LA
CILTMBAIO IMIOMIXK HIMUX OYEPETiB
3aBXKIM MPOKUIAIOCH ITi]T TAKUMH TOTIISIIaMH

BXKe I 3a0yBaroCh XTO s
BOJIa HECE MO0 JIMUUHY S KIINYY S KIIN9Y
JITIIM i 11 Bil SIK OIS

SIKOM K TO MEHE BHJIOBHIA X0U JAUTHUHA 3 MOCTY

3'SIBIIAE€THCS TPEMOD 1 3aBMUpPAE MaB3a

TaM B NOTOMOIYHOMY CBITI

JIe CIIOYMJIO BTOMJICHE KaMiHHS

1 MCOK Jieib-TIe/Ib 31HMAEThCS B TPAHC1
y THX 3aTOHAX 3aBXIH IIMOOKa HIY

3aJ1i3H1 KOMaxH 3aKkapOoBaHi B CHaX

3aBXXIU IMPOKUAAIOCh Hi)I TaKHUMU IIOITIAAaMA




I always speak to myself
no more myself but a colander
draining the sound from this never-to-be-mentioned wound

can you hear it
you with your long shadows and your short shadows

can you hear the severed head of Orpheus

no I feel nothing from the neck down

already forgetting who I am

the crime goes on without volition singing in its bone
not I not I

the water drinks my mind

as if in a black suit
as if bent to my books
only my face exists sliding over a waterfall

and there where the ferns hang over the dark
and the midges move between mirrors

some woman has left her shoes

two crumpled mouths

which my voice searches in and out

3aBXKIM caM 3 cOO0K0 Bey Oecian
15 BXXE HE 51 2 CUTO
10 TPOIII/PKYE 3BYK 3 I1i€] HEBUMOBHOT paHU

YM B Yy€TE
BU 3 BallTUMU TiHSMH JJOBTUMU 1 KOPOTKHUMH

4H BH uyeTe BIATIATY roioBy Opdest

Hi MEHI HIYOTO HE YyTHO HMXKYE IIHU]

BXKe i 3a0yBaroCh XTO s

KiCTKI/I HEC CIIOBHKOE YMI/ICCJI 663 SAKOT'O BUNHSIETHCS 3JIOUNH
HE s HE I

BOJIa IT’€ MOIO CBIIOMICTH

MOBOH B YOPHOMY KOCTIOMi
MOBOH CXHJTUBCS IO MOTX KHHKOK
€ JIUIIIe MO€ 00IMYYS 10 CKOB3a€ BHU3 BOAOCHAIOM

1 TaM Jie HaJI TEMPSBOIO CTEIUTHCS TTallOPOTh
1 MOIIIKapa CHY€ MOMDX A3epKaj

SIKaCh JKiHKa TIOJIHIIIIIA YePEBUKH

JIB1 PO33sBIICHI MaIi

B SIKWX HUIIIIOPUTH Mill TOJIOC
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my voice being water
which holds me together and also carries me away
until the facts forget themselves gradually like a contrail

and all this week
a lime-green light troubles the riverbed
as if the mud was haunted by the wood

this is how the wind works hard at thinking
this is what speaks when no one speaks

Miif rosIoc 110 CTaB BOJOIO
sIKa BTPUMY€ MEHE 1 BOAHOYAC YHOCUTb
MOKH peasibHICTh He 3iTpe ce0e sIK CIij Bif JliTaka

1 BECh LIE TUXIEHb
JTUMOHHO-3EJICHE CAHBO OCHTECIKUTDH PIUKOBE JTHO
TaK HiOM JIiIC OCEITUBCS B HAMYJI1

OTaK OCh BiTep BIICPTO CUJIIKYETHCA MUCIINTU
OChb 110 PO3MOBJIAIE€ KOJIN HIXTO HE MOBMTH

COLD STREAK

I notice a cold streak

I notice it in the sun

all that dazzling stubbornness

of keeping to its clock

I notice the fatigue of flowers

weighed down by light

I notice the lark has a needle

pulled through its throat

why don’t they put down their instruments?
I notice they never pause

I notice the dark sediment of their singing
covers the moors like soot blown under a doorway
almost everything here has cold hands

I notice the wind wears surgical gloves

I notice the keen pale colours of the rain
like a surgeon’s assistant

why don’t they lift their weight

and see what’s flattened underneath it?

I notice the thin meticulous grass,

thrives in this place

[MTPOTAT

S momivaro mpoTsar

s IOMi4ar0 HOTo Ha COHIII

YCIO Ty CIIIIy4y BIEPTICTh

TPUMATH CBIl BiJUTIK

s IOMI4at0 BTOMY KBITiB

OOTSKEHHUX CBITIIOM

s IOMIYal0 y >KallBOPOHKA TOJIKY
YCTPOMIIEHY B TOPIIO

YOMY BOHHU HE BIJIKJIaJIal0Th CBOI IHCTPYMEHTH?
sl TIOMIYat0 110 BOHU HE 3yIHHSIOTHCS

s IOMI4ar0 110 TEMHUH 1uiel( IXHbOTo CHiBY
BKpHBae 00J10Ta Hadye KINTsBa IiJ] ABEpUMa
Mailke y BCIX TyT XOJIOJIHI pyKH

s IOMIYaro 10 Ha BITP1 XIpypriuHi pyKaBUUKU
s IOMiYato pi3ki i 0111l KOJTBOPH JOILY

SIK B aCUCTEHTa Xipypra

yomy O iM He migHATH cebe

1 HE MISIHYTH 10 TaM MiJ HUMH?

s IOMI4at0 BIIEPTY TOHKY TPaBy,

1110 Oysi€ B IIbOMY MiCITi
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BODY

This is what happened

the dead were settling in under their mud roof

and something was shuffling overhead

it was a badger treading on the thin partition

bewildered were the dead

going about their days and nights in the dark

putting their feet down carefully and finding themselves floating
but that badger

still with the simple heavy box of his body needing to be lifted
was shuffling away alive

hard at work

with the living shovel of himself

into the lane he dropped

not once looking up

and missed the sight of his own corpse falling like a suitcase
towards him

with the grin like an opened zip

(as I found it this morning)

and went on running with that bindweed will of his

went on running along the hedge and into the earth again
trembling

as if in a broken jug for one backwards moment

water might keep its shape

TUIO

Ocp 110 cTajIoCcs

MepIIi 00KUBATHCS ITiJT CBOTM 3EMIITHUM JaXOM

a 3BepXy LIOChH LIapKaJo

1ie OyB OOpPCYK 1110 CTyMaB MO TOHKIH cTemi

MepIti 30eHTexeH1 Oynu

JTH1 1 HOYi IPOBOIMIIN B TITHMI

00a4HO CTynaM HOTaMU 1 BUSBIISUIA ce0e Ha TUIaBy
ase Toi 6opcyk

JIOTU 3 BaXKKUM KOpOOOM CBOTO TiJia 1110 oro Tpeba Oyio miaHITU
[IapKaB KUBUM T€Th

3aB3ATUM TPYIIBHUKOM

cam co0i KHBOIO JIONATOO

Ha JIOPOTY BiH BUCKOYHUB

aHi pa3y He MiBiBIINA TOJIOBH

1 IpOraBUB BJIACHUIA TPYII 1110 BIIaB Haye Basiza

Ha HHOTO

3 OCMIILIKOIO HEMOB PO3CTIOHYTa OUCKaBKa

(Tak s 1 3HAMIIOB Or0 CHOTO/IHI BPaHIIi)

1 IPOJOBXKUB OIr BIEPTO SIK B'IOHKUI Oyp'siH
IIPOIOBXKUB OIT B3JJOBXK THHY 1 3HOBY B 3€MJIIO
TPEMTIUU

HEHaye Ha OJIHy 00epHEHY MUTh Y PO3OUTOMY IJIEUUKY
BOJIa BTPUMAE CBOIO hopMy

A RUSHED ACCOUNT OF THE DEW

I who can blink

to break the spell of daylight

and what a sliding screen between worlds

is a blink

I who can hear the last three seconds in my head
but the present is beyond me

listen

in this tiny moment of reflexion

KBAITJIMBA OITOBI/Ib ITPO POCY

51 XTO B 3M031 KIIMHYTH

00 po30UTH Yapu JEHHOTO CBITIa

1 SIKOIO K€ IMPMOIO TOMIXK CBITaMHU
OTYCKA€EThCS TIOBIKA

s B UMil TOJIOB1 YyTHO OCTAaHHI TPU CEKyHAU
Ta TETMEePIITHE HE IMiIBIaCHEe MEHI

nociayxau

B 1[I0 KOPOTKY MHTb PO3IAYMiB
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I want to work out what it’s like to descend

out of the dawn’s mind

and find a leaf and fasten the known to the unknown
with a liquid cufflink

and then unfasten

to be brief

to be almost actual

oh pristine example

of claiming a place on the earth

only to cancel

s XOUy pO310paTUCs SIK BOHO CXOIUTH

3 pO3yMy CBITaHKY

Ta BITHANTH JTUCTOK 1 3aCTEOHYTH BiJIOME 3 HEBIJOMUM
PIAKOIO 3aITOHKOIO

a MoTiM PO3CTEOHYTH

abu Oys10 cTHCTUM

abu Oyno maixe pearTbHIM

0 Oe30raHHUM MPUKJIIAT

YTBEPHKCHHS CBOTO MiCIIS Ha 3eMIT1

TIJIBKY a0U BIIMOBUTHCH B1JI HHOI'O

SHADOW

I’'m going to flicker for a moment

and tell you the tale of a shadow

that falls at dusk

out of the blue to the earth

and turns left along the path to here

groggily under its black-out

being dragged along crippled over things as if broken-winged
not yet continuous

no more than a shiver of something

with the flesh parachute of a human opening above it
but lengthening a little as it descends through the rings
of one hour into the next

with the rooks flying upwards snipping at the clouds
until at last out of that opening here it lies

my own impersonal pronoun

crumpled under me like a dead body

it is faint

it has been falling for a long time

look when I walk

it’s like a pair of scissors thrown at me by the sun

so that now as if my skin were not quite tucked in

I am cold cold

TIHb

s MUTLIEM 30/1MCHY

it onoBiM TOO1 Ka3Ky Mpo TiHb

110 JIATA€ SIK CMEPKAEThCS

Ha 3eMJTIO SIK CHIT Ha TOJIOBY

1 3BepTae J1BOPYY MO CTEXKIIL 10 CIOIU
CHOTHKAIOYUCH ITi]] BIACHUM 3aTbMapEeHHSIM
BOJIOYMTHCS KaJIIKOIO 110 BCbOMY HEMOB 3 MepeOUTUMHU KPHIIaMU
I1e HE TpUBaJa

JMILIEHb YUECH BIJUTYHHS

3 PO3KPUTHM HaJI HUM IapantyToM 3 JIFOICHKOT TIIOTi
1110 TPOXH PO3TATYETHCSA B TAKT MAAIHHIO KP13b KIbIIS
OJIHI€T TOMHHU B 1HIITY

KOJIM I'PAKU JIETATh Y BUCOYIHb PO3CIKAIOUM XMapH
MIOKH 3PEILITOI0 3 IIbOTO MPOCBITY HE 3'ABISETHCS
Mill BTacHUH 6€30c000BHi 3aiiMEHHUK

CKOpUYEHUH M1/l MHOIO SIK HEOLKUMK

BOHA HEBHpA3Ha

BOHA BCE III€ BIISTAETHCS

JTUBHUCH KOJIH 5 Iy

COHIIE H10M XOypJIsie B MEHE HOXKUII

TOX Temep Mos IIKipa Haue He J0 KiHIA 3arpaBiieHa
MEHI XOJIOIHO XOJIOITHO
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trying to slide myself out of my own shade

but hour by hour more shade leaks out

or if I stand

if I move one hand

I hear the hiss of flowers closing their eyelids

and the trees

as if dust was being beaten from a rug

shake out their birds and in again

it’s as if I’ve interrupted something

that was falling in a straight line from the eye of God
and if I do nothing

the ground gives up

the almost minty clarity of its grass begins to fade
the white moths under the leaves

are amazed

BiJ] cIIpO0 BUCIM3HYTH 3 BJIACHOI TiHi

aJie MOTOIMHM TiHb PO3TIKAETHCS BCE OLIbIIE
a00 AKILO S BCTaHY

MOBOPYXHY PYKOIO

s IOYYIO IIEMHIT KBIiTiB IO CTYJSIOTH CBOT MOBIKK
1 IepeBa

HEMOB BUOMBAIOTH MUJI 3 KUJIMMA

BUTPYIIYIOTh 3 ce€0€ MTaxiB 1 Ha3aJ[ MyCKaloTh
I€ TaK HIOH A MmiliMaB I10Ch

110 MaaJIo HaBIpocTenpb 3 boxxoro oka

1 IKIIO 5T HIYOTO HE POOITI0

3eMJISI 3[IA€THCS

Maiike M'ATHA CBIXKICTb 1 TpaBH MOYMHAE THMSHITH
OLIl METEJIUKY 1T JTUCTAM

BpaXKeHi

VILLAGE

Somebody out late again say what you like

sinister walk throwing one foot forward

black jumble-sale clothes with a bit of string around the knees

going over the mud with a tread like that throwing one foot forward

somebody out not back being out again

walking every evening as regular as the rooks

throwing one foot forward so many names in this place are you
listening

taking his bucket to the tap

John Strong

that’s him bursting full of himself hook-nosed sinister walk

scars on each side of the wrist no teeth

not known for his beauty having been shot in the mouth

black jumble-sale clothes

[...]

somebody out thankfully not me out lost in the mud

somebody lost out late again say what you like

CEJIMIIE

3HOBY XTOCH TYJISI€ JIOMI3HA KAk 1110 XOUelll

3JI0BICHOIO XOJI0I0 KPOKY€ BIepen

YOPHUI of1Ar 3 6apaxoyKy IMaT MOTY3KH HAaBKOJIO KOJIIH
Kpi3b OArHIOKY TaKOIO XOJI0I0 KPOKY€E BIIEpes

XTOCh BUWIIOB 3HOBY III€ HE TIOBEPHYBIINCH

TyJIS€ MOBEYOpa K 1 rpaku

KpPOKY€ BII€pe]l CKIJIbKU TYT IMEH YU T CITyXa€ll

Hece J10 KOJIOHKU CBOE BiIpO

JxoH CTpoHr

TO € BiH 110 3aJUpa€ CBii TauKyBaTHil HIC 1 31 3JI0BICHOIO X000
pyOr11i HaBKoJIO 3am'scTs 6e3 3y0iB

HE BIJPI3HAETHCS KPACOIO 3aBISKU KYIi B POT

YOPHUH O 3 OapaxoyiKu

[...]

XTOCh Ha IIACTS HE 5 3a0JIyKaB y OarHroIrl

XTOCh 3HOB 3a0JIyKaB B HOU1 Ka)KH 1110 XOUelll

4yo0IT O1JI IpaHITHOTO KOPUTA HAC JHUIIUIIOCS Hebararo
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a boot by the granite trough not many of us left

living in the slippery maybe the last green places are you listening

not many of us left not much movement

in the blackening lanes among a few low trees

little flocks of orchids in the ditches nobody cares

it’s as dark as a pond down here we could do with a hedge-flail

with a scythe somebody with a scythe

you can hear him smashing through six-foot nettles

black jumble-sale clothes with a bit of string around the knees

so as the rats won’t run up his legs are you listening

Thomas Lytch

that’s him in the rain now

somebody with a tread like that

very chilblain slow with a lump on his toe

just saw him on the way back home again mud in his mouth

[...]

I said the dirt gets right into your fingers

living under the trees like this the toads don’t mind it

this is god’s honest truth there’s one about as big as a bucket

hops out of the nettles every night you can say what you like

that’s him slugging about the village bent-headed

heavily laden with the cold you can tell it’s him

spillikin legs always wet for some reason

always poking the verges looking for a tasty bit of nothing

always wet for some reason always standing like a bale in the rain

remembering better times whereas naming no names

some of us would rather not remember something

some of us have got enough bloody nightmares already

somebody a bundle of nerves ever since the wall came down

won’t barely go out of the church now

ever since a bat swooped in like a pair of leather gloves feeling her
face

had to dive under the pews for cover this is god’s honest truth

XTO JKUBE Ha CIU3bKUX MOXKJIMBO OCTaHHIX 3€JCHUX MiCIMHAX YH
TH CITyXa€ul

HAC JIMIIWIOCS He0arato MajayBaTo KUTTA

Yy HOTEeMHUIHX aJesX KyIOro IMiJTICKy

HEBEJIMYKI 3rpaiiku opxiJell y KaHaBax HIKOMY HEMae Jinia

TYT TEMHO BHM3Y SIK Y CTaBKy HaM OU He 3aBajJiuB Il

3 KOCOIO XTO-HEOY/Ib 3 KOCOIO

YYTHO SIK BiH IPOJIUPAETHCS KPi3b TBOMETPOBY KPOIIUBY

YOPHUH OAT 3 0apaxoJIKK MIMAT MOTY3KH HABKOJIO KOJIIH

100 IIypy HE TPOJII3JIN B IITAHU YU TU CIYXa€ll

Tomac JliTu

11e BiH 3apa3 Mij J0IIEM

XTOCH 13 TAKOIO X000

37IEICHUIO-TTOBIILHOIO 3 MO30JLIIO Ha BEIMKOMY TMAalbIIl

MIOIHO 1M00aYMB HOT0 3HOBY Ha IUISAXY JOAOMY 3 OarHIOKOIO B POTI

[...]

s K Ka3aja mo Opy/ B'iTaeTbes B MaJbIll

OTaK JKUTH MiJ IepeBaMu xa0u HE MPOTU

1€ IIUpa MpaB/a € OJHa 3aBOUIBIIKHU 3 BIAPO

II0BEYOpa BUCTPHOYE 3 KPOIMBH KaXKH 1110 XOUEIl

1€ BiH IIKaH/IU0A€ TIO CEJIUIIY MTOHYPHUBIIHU TOJIOBY

00Ba)KHIJTY BiJ] XOJIOY OJJpa3y BUJHO ILO i€ BiH

YOMYCh 3aBKIH XJIFOIIAE XYTIOIINMH HOTaMU

3aBXKAHM TUKAETHCS y3014UsIMH B MONITYKAX JIACOTO HIYOTO

YOMYCh 3aBKIH XJTIOTIAE 3aBKAH CTOITh SIK TIOK ITiJ] TOTIEM

3raJyBaTH Kpallli Yacu He Ha3UBAIOYH iIMEH

JIEXTO 3 HAC BOJIIB OM MPO MIOCh HE 3TaayBaTH

JIEXTO 3 HAC 1 TaK BXKE BAOCTAJbh HATEPITIBCSA KPUBABUX KOILIMApiB

XTOCh CIIOBHEHA HEPBIB BIJITO/I SIK BIaja CTiHA

Ternep HaCUITy BUXOAUTH 3 LIEPKBU

BIAITOAI SIK Ka)kaH BIETIB Haye Iapa MIKIPIHUX pPYyKaBUIb
oOMarlryrouu i o0muyyst

MYCHJIa CXOBaTHCh ITiJI JIaBH 1€ YUCTA MPaBaa
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Joyce Jones

just heard her voice again say what you like

cold nights without streetlights

walking to the sea perhaps

on the soft of her feet with a stout stick why

[...]

somebody out peering out not me

red face at the window regular every evening

not noted for his warmth this is god’s honest truth

not noted for his warmth no wife

somebody out late talking in the street

not many of us left no shop long weeds in the hedges

it’s as dull as a pond down here what a hiss in the throat

having been gassed in the war that voice is are you listening

is that somebody’s bed-ridden red face peering out

won’t barely go out of the house now is that smoke

are they burning the trees again say what you like

she won’t like that not many of us left

so many names in this place not many of us left

living on the last we can find can you hear this

somebody out peering out not me noticed the least likely

the very soul of respectability

eating something in the cemetery not rats I hope are you listening

listen somebody’s sister the very soul of respectability

without one word of a lie just this very morning

being in her slippers having recently put out the trash

had the misfortune to die over the dustbins in the snow

Lyn Waters

of course somebody had to shift her say what you like

just saw him with a grim look

put her in the car boot cold as a trout

with a bit of green silk around the middle to protect against
rheumatism

Jxoitc JIkoHC

LIOMHO 3HOBY IOYYJIA 11 TOJIOC KaXH 110 XOYell

XOJIOAHI HOYl Oe3 JixTapiB

MOKe Maydu 10 Mops

Ha 00Cy HOTY 3 TpyOUM ILIIKOM YOMY

[...]

XTOCh BU3UPAE HA30BHI HE S

YEpBOHE 0OJIUYYS Y BIKHI KOXKEH BEYip

HE BUPI3HAETHCS TEIJIOM II€ YUCTA IMpaBaa

HE BUPI3HAETHCS TEIJIOM 0€3 APYKUHH

XTOCh JIOTI3HA Ha BYJHUIlI PO3MOBIISIE

HAC JMIIMIOCS Hebararto XKOAHOI KpaMHHMII BUCOKUU Oyp'sH y
JKHBOILJIOTI

SK Y CTaBKy TyT HYJHO SIKHI CBHCT y ropii

OTPYEHMIA TOHM TOJ0C Ta30M Ha BiifHI UM TH CIIyXa€elI

Y 11€ YHECh MPUKYTE JO0 JIXKKAa YepBOHE OOIUYYS BUSHPAE

TeTep HACKITY BUXOIUTH 3 JIOMY YH TO € UM

YK BOHHU 3HOBY CHATIOIOTH JIEPEBa KaXKH 1110 XOYeTll

ili 1e He crox00aEeThLCS HAC JIUIIMIIOCA HebaraTo

CTUTBKH TYT IMEH HAC JIMIITUIOCS Hebararo

KUBEMO JI0 OCTaHKY YH YYEI TH

XTOCh BU3UpPAE HE 5 TOMITUB HaliMEHIII IMOBIpHE

BTIJIEHHS TTOBAKHOCTI

icTh IIOCH Ha KJIQI0OBUIIII CIIO/IBAIOCS HE IIYPIiB UM TH CIIyXa€Il

CITyXail YMsICh CECTpa BTUICHHS MOBAXXHOCTI

aHi coBa OpexHi caMe CbOTOJIHI BpaHIIi

B KaNlIgX TUTbKH-TITHKH BHHECIA CMITTS

MaJia HellacTs MOMEPTH HaJl CMITTEBUMH OaKkaMU B CHITY

Jlin Borepc

3BUYATHO XTOCh MYCUB 11 IIEPEHECTH KaXH 1110 XOYell

IIOMHO Oaumnsa Moro BUIIISAIAB MIOXMYPO

MOKJIaB 11 B 0ara)KHUK MaIIMHU XOJOHY K (openb

3€JIEHUM IIOBKOM 0OMOTaHUH BiJl peBMaTHU3My CTaH
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[...]

somebody as barely there as light as a lace curtain

lying in the nettles with her teeth upwards

couldn’t lift herself

been living off nettles for a week hence the expression

somebody on her knees again not what she was

somebody screaming again last night being strangled or something
good grief you get used to the sounds not many of us left

living on the fluff of green of the last little floes of the earth

[...]

XTOCh JIe/Ib IIOMITHA JIETKa SIK MEpeXKUBHA (pipaHKa

Je’kana B KpOIUBi I0TOpH 3y0aMu

HE MOTJIA ITiIBECTHUCS

THXKJICHB JKWJIa HA KPOIIMBI 3BiAICH 1 BUpa3

XTOCh 3HOBY Ha KOJIiHaX HE Ta KO Oyia paHimie

XTOCh 3HOBY KPUYUTh MUHYJIOT HOY1 Ty abo1o

Ol JIMIIICHBKO 3BUKAEII JI0 WX 3BYKiB HAC JIMIITHIIOCS HEOAraTo
JKMBEMO Ha 3€JIeHIN MyXHACTIH OCTaHHIN KPYKUHI 3eMJTi

VERTIGO

May I shuftle forward and tell you the two-minute life of rain
starting right now lips open and lidless-cold all-seeing gaze
when something not yet anything changes its mind like me
and begins to fall

in the small hours

and the light is still a flying carpet

only a little white between worlds like an eye opening
after an operation

no turning back

each drop is a snap decision

a suicide from the tower-block of heaven

and for the next ten seconds

the rain stares at the ground

sees me stirring here

as if sculpted in porridge

sees the garden in the green of its mind already drinking
and the grass lengthening

stalls

maybe a thousand feet above me

a kind of yellowness or levity

like those tiny alterations that brush the legs of swimmers
lifts the rain a little to the left

no more than a flash of free-will

BEPTUI'O

J103BOJIBTE CTYIUTH BHEpE 1 MOBIJATH MPO JABOXBUIMHHE KUTTS
nonty

TaKk 1 MOYHY PO3TYJIMBIIM TyOHM 1 3 XOJOIHUM BCEBHIIOYUM
HOIVISIOM

KOJIM LIOCH 1110 HIYMM IIE HE € IePEayMYE SIK I

1 IOYMHAE MaJaTH

MICJIS OTIBHOU1

a CBITJIO JIOC1 JICTIOUMH KUITUM

MIDX CBITaMH JIMIIE MPOLIMUTYE OLTUM SIK TPOCBIT OKa

micis oneparii

HEMa€e BOPOTTS

KOXKHA Kparyisi MUTTEBE PILLICHHS

caMoryOCTBO 3 HEOECHOT BeX1

1 HACTYIIHI 1€CATh CEKyH/1 J011

B/IMBIISIETHCS B 3€MITIO

0aunTh MO€ OypIIiHHS

HI0M s 3MiMJIeHUH 3 Kar

0aunTh cajl y 3eJIeHi CBOiX TYMOK IO BXe I'e

1 TpaBy 110 JTOBIIAE

3aBMUpAE

JIeCh 3a TPUCTA METPIB HaAl MHOIO

CBOTO POJy KOBTH3HA M JIETKICTh

SK T1 KPUXITHI IEPEJIHMBH 1[0 OMUBAIOTh HOTH IUIABIIIB
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until the clouds close their options and the whole
melancholy air

surrenders to pure fear and

falls

and I who live in the basement

one level down from the world

with my eyes to the insects with my ears to the roots
listening

I feel them in my bones these dead straight lines
coming closer and closer to my core

this is the sound this is the very floor

where Grief and his Wife are living

37iiiMae 1011 TPOXH JIiBOPYY

BCHOTO Ha MUTH

JIOKH XMapH He 3IMKHYTb CBOi KOPJIOHH 1 BCE
TY>XJIUBE HE0O

HE 3JIAKAETHCS IO CMEPTI 1

BIIQJIC

a s 110 YKUBY B TiBaTI

Ha piBEHb HIKYE CBITY

CHOIVISIIAI0 KOMAaX 1 CIyXaro KOPiHHS
CIIyXaro

BiJJYyBAIO B KiCTKaXx Il MEPTBI MpsMI JIiHii
10 Bce OmrKye 1 ONMK4Ye MiACTyHaTh 10 MOTO Ceplis

looking up 1€ 1 € TOH 3BYK II€ 1 € TOI OBEPX
ne xxuBe CkopOoTa 3 IpyKMHOIO
JBJISTYNCH BIOPY

LOOKING DOWN [TOITIA A YHU3

Clouds: I can watch their films in puddles

passionate and slow without obligations of shape or stillness
I can stand with wilted neck and look

directly into the drowned corpse of a cloud

it is cold-blooded down there

precisely outlined as if under a spell

and it narrows to a weighted point which

throws back darkness

oh yes there is a trembling rod that hangs my head above puddles
and the clouds like trapped smoke wander under me

and the sun lies discarded on the tarmac

like an old

white

shoe

don’t go on about those other clouds

those high pre-historic space-ferns

that steam the windows of the wind

XMapu: s MOXKY TUBUTHCH IXHI CTPIYKH B KaJIFOXKaX
IPUCTPACHI Ta MOBUIBHI HE 3B's13aH1 (popMamMH Y1 HEPYXOMICTIO
S MOXY CTOSITH 3 TIOHUKJIOIO TIH€IO 1 TUBUTHUCS

IpSIMO Ha XMapy-BTOIJICHKY

TaM BHH3Y XOJIOIHOKPOBHO

YiTKO OKPECIEHO Ha4ye 3aKIATTAM

1 3BY)KY€TBCSI 1O BarOMO1 TOYKH 110

pO3raHsie TeMpsBY

0 TaK MOIO TOJIOBY HaJ[ KAJIIO)KaMH TPUMAE XUTKA )KEPIUHA
a XMapH Hade 3aCTUIIIMH UM IUIMBYTH il MHOIO

a COHIIE JIEXKHUTh MMOKUHYTE Ha ac(anbTi

MOB CTapuil

O1nuit

YepeBUK

HE TOBOPH PO Ti 1HII XMapH

Ti BUCOKI ITpaJiaBHi KOCMOMNANOpPOTi

110 PO3MAPIOIOTh BIKHA BITPY
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I know I could look up and see them

curled like fossils in the troposphere

but I am here

I have been leaning here a long time hunched
under the bone lintel of my stare

with the whole sky

dropped and rippling through my eye

and now a crow on a glass lens

slides through the earth

s 3HAIO 1110 MOTJIa OW MiHATH TOJIOBY 1 MOOAYNTH X
CKPYYECHHMH SIK CKaM'sTH1JI0CT1 B Tporocdepi

aJse s TyT

s JABHO CTOO TYT NMOXHIIMBIIUCH

Mi]] KICTSTHUM OJIBIPKOM CBOTO TOIVISITY

3 yciM HeOOM

KparHysio ii OpUHUTH B MOEMY OIIi

a TeTiep BOPOHA Ha CKEJbIIl 00'€KTHBA

KOB3a€ 10 3eMIi

ALONGSIDE BEANS

Weeding alongside beans in the same rush as them
6 a.m. scrabbling at the earth

beans synchronised in rows

soft fanatical irresponsible beans

behind my back

breaking out of their mass grave

at first, just a rolled-up flag

then a bayonet a pair of gloved hands

then a shocked corpse hurrying up in prayer

and then another

and then (as if a lock had gone and the Spring had broken loose)
a hoverfly

not looking up but lost in pause

landing its full-stop

on a bean leaf

(and what a stomach bursting from its straps

what a nervous readiness attached to its lament and
using the sound as a guard rail over the drop)

and then another

and after a while a flower

turning its head to the side like a bored emperor
and after a while a flower

singing out a faint line of scent

VY310BX KBACOJII

[Tpono:mroro B310BXK KBACOII B CHHXPOHHOMY HOCIIIXY
[I0CTa PAHKY — MIKPeOy 3EMITIO

KBACOJIsl BUILIUKYBAaJacs B PAIU

JarigHa HeCTpUMHA HeoOepexHa KBacOs

32 MO€IO CIIMHOIO

pOoOUBAETHCS 31 CBOET OPATCHKOT MOTHITH
CHepILy — TUIbKHA CKPY4YEeHHUH Mparop

MOTiM OarHeT mapa pyK B pyKaBHIISIX

MOTIM OIIEJIEIIEHE TIIO PBETHCS HAaBEPX Yy MOJIUTBI
1 e onHe

1 me (HiOM 31pBaBCsl 3aMOK 1 BUpBajacs BecHa)
METETNK

HE TJISTHYBIIIM BrOpy pO3TyOJeHO 3aCTUT
MOCTABUBIIM CBOIO KPAIKY

Ha JIUCTKY KBaCcOJI

(1 IK BUPHBAJIOCH 3 PEMEHIB YEPEBO

sIKa HEPBO3HA TOTOBHICTH BKJIaJIeHA B HOTO TUTaY 1
e 3BYK SIK OrOpO’ka HaJ| MPipBOIO)

1 II1€ OTUH

1 3rO/IOM KBiTKa

CXUJISIE TOJIOBY HAOIK SIK 3HYIKEHUH IMIepaTop

1 3rO/IOM KBiTKa

BUBOJIMTH JIETKUW apomMaT
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and spinning around the same obsession with its task

and working with the same bewitched slightly off-hand look
as the sea

covering first one place

and then another

and after a while another place

and then another place

and another

and another

1 BEPTUTHCS B Till )K€ OACPKUMOCTI CBOIM 3aBIAHHIM

1 TPYIUTHCS 3 THM KE 3aMPISTHAM 3JIeTKa PO3CITHAM HOIJISAI0M
SIK MOpE

HAKPHUBAE CIIEPIITY OJHE MICIIEe

[IOTIM IHIIIE

1 3T0ZIOM IIIE€ OIHE MICIIE

ITOTIM III€ OJHE MiCIie

1 1€ OJIHE

1 IIIe OJHE

A DRINK FROM CRANMERE POOL
Amphibious vagueness

neither pool nor land

under whose velvet

three rivers spring to their tasks
in whose indecent hills

tired of my voice

I followed the advice of water
knelt and put my mouth

to a socket in the grass

as if to an outlet of my own
unveiled stoneliness

and sleepless flight

they say the herons used to hang
like lamps here giving off gloom
now walkers float

on the wings of their macs

to this weephole

where you can taste

almost

not water exactly

KOBTOK 3 O3EPA KPEHMIP
3eMHOBO/THA HCBU3HAYCHICTh

H1 03€po Hi cyIa

11 YUiM OKCaMUTOM

TPH PIYKU MYCKAIOTHCS Y CBIH HUISAX
y 4MIX HECKPOMHHUX Iaropoax
BTOMUBIIUCH BiJl MOTO TOJIOCY

s AOCIIyXajgach paad BOAU
BCTaja Ha KOJIiHa 1 miJiHecsa poT
JI0 OTBOPY B TpaBi

HI0M [0 THI3[a CBOEI BIacHOL
HETMPUKPUTOT CAMOTHOCTI

1 0€3COHHOTrO MOJIBOTY

KaXyTbh KOJUCH TYT BUCUIN Yarji
SK JIaMITU 1110 CBITHJIA TOXMYPICTIO
Ternep IIUBYTh MaHIPIBHUKH

Ha KpHUJIaX CBOIX TUIAMIIB

JI0 I[LOTO OTBOPY

JIe MOKHA CKYIITYBaTH

Marxe

HE 30BCIM BOJY

SLOWED-DOWN BLACKBIRD
Three people in the snow
getting rid of themselves

CIIOBUIbHEHWI YOPHUM JIPI3/]
Tpoe nronieit y cHiry
M030aBIIIOTECA cebe
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breath by breath

and every six seconds a blackbird

three people in raincoats losing their tracks in the snow
walking as far as the edge and back again

with the trees exhausted

tapping at the sky

and every six seconds a blackbird

first three then two

passing one eye between them

and the eye is a white eraser rubbing them away
and on the edge a blackbird

trying over and over its broken line

trying over and over its broken line

MOMX 32 MOTUXOM
1 pa3 Ha IIICTh CEKYH] YOPHUH APi3]

TPOE JIO/IEH Y TOIIOBHUKAX I'yONIsATh CBOI CIIAH Y CHITY
HIyTh aX /10 Kparo i Ha3a[

Jie BUCHQKEHI JiepeBa

CTYKaloTh y HEOO

1 pa3 Ha WICTh CEKYH]I YOPHUH Ipi31

CIIOYaTKy TPOE MOTIM JBOE

XOJISITh TTOB3 OJJHE OKO MiXX HUMH

a OKo — OiJyla ryMKa Io CTUpAE ix

a Ha Kparo YOPHHIA APi3]

MIOBTOPIOE 3HOBY 1 3HOBY CBOIO 00IpBaHy PEILIiKY
MIOBTOPIOE 3HOBY 1 3HOBY CBOIO 00ipBaHy PEILTIKY

DUNT: A POEM FOR A DRIED-UP RIVER

Very small and damaged and quite dry,

a Roman water nymph made of bone

tries to summon a river out of limestone

very eroded faded

her left arm missing and both legs from the knee down
a Roman water nymph made of bone

tries to summon a river out of limestone

exhausted utterly worn down

a Roman water nymph made of bone

being the last known speaker of her language

she tries to summon a river out of limestone

little distant sound of dry grass try again

a Roman water nymph made of bone

very endangered now

in a largely unintelligible monotone

she tries to summon a river out of limestone

little distant sound as of dry grass try again

exquisite bone figurine with upturned urn

in her passionate self-esteem she smiles looking sideways

PO3CUIMHA: BIPII ITPO BUCOXJIY PIUKY
MarecenbKa MoHiBeYeHa i 30BCIM Cyxa

pUMCBhKa BojHa HiM(]a 3 KiCTKH

npoOy€e BUKIIMKATH PIUKY 3 BaITHAKY

BKpail po3MUTOrO 30J5KI0T0

6e3 JiBO1 pyKu i 000X HIr BiJl KOJIIH

pUMCbKa BOJHA HiM(a 3 KICTKU

poOye BUKJIMKATU PIUKY 3 BaIHAKY

BUYEPIAHOTO BIIEHT BUTEPTOTO

pUMCBbKa BoJHa HIM]a 3 KICTKU

OCTaHH$ HOCIHKa CBOET MOBU

poOye BUKJIMKATU PIUKY 3 BaIHAKY

JieqIBe UyTHUH 1IeJIeCT CyX0i TpaBU cripoOyii 1mie pa3
pUMCBKa BoJHa HiM]a 3 KICTKU

i1 3arp0o3010 3HUKHEHHS

HEpO301pJIMBIUM MOHOTOHOM

npoOye BUKIMKATH PIUKY 3 BalHAKY

Jie/IBE YyTHUHN MIENIECT CyXO0l TpaBu CIpoOyH 1ie pa3
BUIIIyKaHa KicTsHa (irypka 3 nepeBepHyTOI0 YPHOIO
CIIOBHEHA IMAJIKO1 TOPJIOBUTOCTI MOCMIXA€ThCS CKOCA TVISTHYBIIH
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she seemingly has no voice but a throat-clearing rustle
as of dry grass try again

she tries leaning

pouring pure outwardness out of a grey urn

little slithering sounds as of a rabbit man in full night-gear,
who lies so low in the rickety willowherb

that a fox trots out of the woods

and over his back and away try again

she tries leaning

pouring pure outwardness out of a grey urn

little lapping sounds yes

as of dry grass secretly drinking try again

little lapping sounds yes

as of dry grass secretly drinking try again

Roman bone figurine

year after year in a sealed glass case

having lost the hearing of her surroundings

she struggles to summon a river out of limestone
little shuffling sound as of approaching slippers
year after year in a sealed glass case

a Roman water nymph made of bone

she struggles to summon a river out of limestone
little shuffling sound as of a nearly dried-up woman
not really moving through the fields

having had the gleam taken out of her

to the point where she resembles twilight try again
little shuffling clicking

she opens the door of the church

little distant sounds of shut-away singing try again
little whispering fidgeting of a shut-away congregation
wondering who to pray to

little patter of eyes closing try again

very small and damaged and quite dry

HiOMTO Oe3roJoca JIMIe TUXUN XPHIT TopIia

SK CyX0i TpaBu cpoOyii e pas3

BOHA MPOOY€E CXMIUTUCH

JIUTH YHUCTY BIJIBEPTICTB 13 CIpOi ypHH

Jie/IBE YyTHUH IIYypXiT KPOJIs y MOBHOMY HiYHOMY BOpaHHI
SIKUW HACTIJILKH MPUYAIBCS B TPYXJISABiK BepOi
110 JIUCHIISI BUCTPUOYE 3 JTiCY

1 HaJ IoT0 CIIMHOO 1 TeTh CIPOOYH IIie pa3

BOHA MTPOOY€E CXMIUTUCH

JUTH YUCTY BIIBEPTICTS 13 Cipoi ypHU

JIe/IBe YYyTHUHN TUIECKIT TaK

CyXOi TPaBH 1[0 HUIIKOM '€ CIIpoOyH 111e pa3
JieIBEe YYyTHUH TUIECKIT TaK

CyXOi TPaBH 1[0 HUIIKOM '€ CIIpoOyH 111e pa3
pHUMCBKa KicTsiHaA (irypka

13 POKY B PIK y 3aCKJICHIN BITPUHI

BTPATHBILH Yy TIHUBICTh 10 HABKOJHUIITHHOTO CBITY
CUJIKY€TBHCSl BUKITUKATH PIUKY 3 BaITHAKY

Jie/IB€ YyTHUH IIypXIT HAONMKEHHS KarlliB

13 POKY B PIK Yy 3aCKJIEH1H BITpUHI

pUMCBKa BoJHa HIM]a 3 KICTKU

CUJIKY€TBHCSI BUKITUKATH PIUKY 3 BaITHAKY

Jie/IBe YyTHUH IIYPXIT Mai’ke BUCOXJIOT )KIHKU
Mailke He pyXaeTbcs MojIeM

BTPATUBILM CBiil OlHCK

JI0 Kparo 3 sIKOTro Harajye CyTiHKM cpoOyH 11e pas
JIe/IBE YyTHE IIyPXOTiHHS KITallaHHS

BOHA BIIKpPUBAE ABEPi IEPKBU

JieqIBE YyTHUHN JANEKUH CIIB cripoOyil mie pa3
Jie/[B€ YyTHE IIENOTIHHS METYIIHS 3arHaHo1 MacTBU
II0 Ta/1a€ KOMY MOJIATHUCS

Jie/iBe YyTHE KIIimaHHs odel crpoOyil mie pas
MaJieceHbKa MOHIBeUeHa i 30BCIM cyxa
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a Roman water nymph made of bone

she pleads she pleads a river out of limestone

little hobbling tripping of a nearly dried-up river

not really moving through the fields,

having had the gleam taken out of it

to the point where it resembles twilight.

little grumbling shivering last-ditch attempt at a river
more nettles than water try again

very speechless very broken old woman

her left arm missing and both legs from the knee down
she tries to summon a river out of limestone

little stoved-in sucked thin

low-burning glint of stones

rough-sleeping and trembling and clinging to its rights
victim of Swindon

puddle midden

slum of over-greened foot-churn and pats

whose crayfish are cheap tool-kits

made of the mud stirred up when a stone’s lifted

it’s a pitiable likeness of clear running

struggling to keep up with what’s already gone

the boat the wheel the sluice gate

the two otters larricking along go on

and they say oh they say

in the days of better rainfall

it would flood through five valleys

there’d be cows and milking stools

washed over the garden walls

and when it froze you could skate for five miles yes go on

little loose end shorthand unrepresented
beautiful disused route to the sea
fish path with nearly no fish in

pUMCbKa BoJHA HiM(a 3 KICTKH

BOHa Oyarae Oyiarae piuKy BUHTH 3 BaIlTHAKY

Jie/IBE YyTHE YOBTaHHS Maii)ke BUCOXJIOl PIUKU

Mailke He pyXaeTbcs IoJIeM

BTPATHBILY CBii OJIUCK

JI0 Kparo 3 SIKOr0 Harajaye CyTiHKH.

Jie/IBE YyTHE KJIEKOTIHHS TPEMTIHHS OCTAaHHS CIIpoda piuku

OlIBIIIe KPOITMBH HIXK BOJM CIIPOOYH 111e pa3

30BCiM O0€3MOBHA 30BCIM pO30HUTa CcTapa jKiHKa

0e3 J1iBOi pyKH i 000X HIr BiJ] KOJIiH

npoOy€e BUKIIMKATH PIUKY 3 BaITHAKY

TpOXHU oOnajieHa BUCHa)KEeHA

TBMSIHUW OJTUCK KaMiHHS

HEJIOCIIAHOT0 TPEMTIUOTO 1 BIEPTOro Ha CBOIX MpaBax

xepTtBa CBiHIIOHA

KaJoka opymy

HETPI1 3aTONTAHOI 3eJICHHIO CTe)KKH

JIe paKy — JIeHIEeB] IHCTPYMEHTH

3 Oarua 1o 3a1iMacThbC 3a KaMEHEM

1€ JKaJIIOT1Ha 0002 YUCTOTO MOTOKY

y TOHUTBI 32 BXK€ 3HUKIIIM

YOBEH KOJIECO LIT03

JIBI BUJIPH TacaroTh y3JI0BXK MPOJAOBKYH

1 K&KyTh O TaK KaXYyTh

y JH1 OUTBIITUX 3JTUB

3aJIMBAJIO M'ATh JIOJIMH

3MHUBAJIO KOPIB 1 JO1NbHI

yepes caJloBi MapKaHH

a KOJIM 3aMep3aJio MO)KHa OyJ10 MpOiXaTH Ha KOB3aHaX I'SITh MHJIb
TaK IPOAOBKYH

TPOXH BIAKPUTHUH KiHELb 6€3 CKOPOITUCY

IpeKpacHUi 3aHe10aHUH IUTSIX 10 MOps

pUOHMI IUIAX HA SKOMY Maiike HeMae pudu
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TWO VOICES

I own the dawn! the cockerel claims. The light
still loiters with intent to take the night.

Wind steals through woods, the democratic dew
gives equal weight to everything. A few

blank seconds and he starts again. He yawns

and voice possesses him. I own all dawns!

I stand on dignity! he shouts out, shut

in the dark kingdom of his one-room flat.

More pained possessive crazed each time he crows
he has to wrench his larynx, curl his claws

to let that shout surge through him. Glancing out

I notice nothing answers except light,

whose answer makes the earth’s hairs stand on end
and shadows fall full-length without a sound.
What is the word for wordless, when the ground
bursts into crickets? There’s a creaking sound

like speaking speeded up. A skeleton

crawls across leaves, still in its cramped position.
one minute stooping on a bending blade

rubbing its painful elbows, next minute made

of pinged elastic, flying hypertense,

speaking in several languages at once.

not like a mouth might speak, more like two hands
make whispered contact through their finger-ends,
like light itself which absent-mindedly

brushes the grass and speaks by letting be,

but when you duck down suddenly and stare

into the startled stems, there’s nothing there.

JABA T'OJIOCU

CeiTaHok — Milt! — rykae miBeHb. CBIT
0apuThCS 3 THM, 00 HOYI 3HATH THIT.
Kpi3s mic nme BiTep, piBHY BCIM Bary

Jlae poca JeMoKpaTu4Ha. Mur,

YU TPOXH OLIbIIIE — 3HOBY ITOYHHA.
IpBeThest ronoc BBepx. CBiTaHKU BCi — MOi!
[[Tanyii MeHe! — KpUYHTH BiH, MiJ 3aMKOM
y MJIi — BIQAMIII HAaJl HOTO JKUTIIOM.

Bce Ginbie 60510 1 6e3yMy KOXKEH CKpUK,
BiH MYCHUTb CTUCHYTH Ti KiT'Ti, BUBEPHYTbH Ka/IHK,
11100 KpUK 1€l BUpBaBCs Kpi3b HHOTO. 3UPK,
1 Oauy, 110, KpiM CBiTJIa, HIYUIHPK,
MypaxamH 3eMJIs 3a HbOTo e,

Ta TiHb — HI IApH 3 BYCT — Ha 3€MIJIIO yIIaJe.
SIK 3BaTU HEBUMOBHE, K 3eMJIs

ckunae uBipkyHamu? Yytsb TepTs,

HEMOB NpUIIBHIIIEH] ciioBa. Ckener
TUTa3y€ JIUCTSM, J0CI CKYTHH CHITYyeT

I11€ MUTb CTOITh HAJ[ 3ITHYTUM CTEOJIOM,
30011 JTKTI TPE; JIETUTh YKE CITiTKOM

3a IIUM, SIK TYMKa IIPY’KHa, 1 3By4HUTh

BCiMa, 1110 3HA€, MOBAMU 3a MHTh.

HE pOTOM, a, CKOpille, AB1 pyKH

1 IXHIX HaNbLIB T0TOPKY Ti 3BYKH,

SK CBITJIO, IO PO3CISTHO MPOYICY€ TpaBy

Ta Horo MoBa — J103BU1 OyTH YChOMY,

OJTHAK 3ITHEIICS PaNTOM B CIHOXATh —
crojioxaHi T00010 cTe0na BKe MOBYATh.

SUNDAY BALLAD

A questioner called Light appeared,
with probe and beam

began to search the room

HEJIJIBHA BAJUJTAJIA

3'sBuBcs ciigunii iMeHHIM CBITIIO,
IIYTIOM 1 TPOMEHEM

1o4yaB B KIMHATI pUTUCH

24



where two lay twined in bed.
whose intellect surpassing theirs
with no regard

for things half-dressed

accused them of old age

as weak as eggs they woke.

they thought their bodies
gleaming in the window-square
felt less like age than air

oh no not quite

in blue pedantic Light

two doors away two trees

made less of leaves than sound
as if to prove them wrong
described the wind

and as they dressed the dust
flew white and silent through the house

B SIKIH CILJICJIHCS B JKKY JBOE.

Ha (HOHI HUX — IHTETIEKTYyall

0e3 xKairo

JI0 BISITHYTUX B OJIMH JIMII ICHBIOAP

3a CTapicTh iX OOBHHYBAaTUB —

cabKi sIK SIS Ti 30y IHITUCK.

BTIM JyMaJId, 110 iXHi Tijeca

MOB BiJIOJIUCKU B KBaIPaTHOMY BiKOHIII
BiJTYyTHI SIK TOBITPS TIOAUX & HE BIKY

0 Hl HE 30BCIM

y CBITJIi CHHBO-TIETaHTHIHOMY

B JIBOX KPOKaXx JIBOX JIEPEB TLLISKU

HE CTUTBKH 3 JIUCTS CKUTBKH 3 IIyMY
TaK HiOW J0BeCTH iM XUOHICTH Li€l qTymMu
OIHCYBAJIH BUTBHICTD BITPY CTPYMY

a MOKH BOHU BJISITAIINCH MTHIT

Ol 1 TUXUH 1O TIOMY TIOJIETIB

YOU MUST NEVER SLEEP UNDER A MAGNOLIA
when the tree begins to flower
like a glimpse of

Flesh

when the flower begins to smell
as if its roots have reached

the layer of

Thirst upon the

unsealed jar of

Joy

Alice, you should

never sleep under

so much pure pale

so many shriek-mouthed blooms
as if Patience

had run out of

HIKOJIW HE CIIU 1[I MATHOJIIEXO
KOJIA JIEPEBO MOYUHAE LBICTH
HEMOB IPOOIHCK

[TnoTi

KOJIM KBITKA MOYMHAE MMaXHYTH
HEMOB 11 KOPIHHSI CATHYJIO
nrapy

Crnparu Haj

BIJIKPUTOIO OaHKOIO

Panmocri

Autico, HiKOIIU

He CITH ITif

TaKOIO YHCTOIO OJTiAICTIO
TaKOI KPUKJIMBOIO KBITYYICTIO
HeMmoB TepmiHHA

BHUYEPIIAJI0 CBOE
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Patience

Tepninns

ASIDE

In Berkshire somewhere 1970

I hid in a laurel bush outside a house,
planted in gravel I think.

I stopped running and just pushed open
its oilskin flaps and settled down

in some kind of waiting room, whose scarred boughs

had clearly been leaning and kneeling there
for a long time. They were bright black.

I remember this Museum of Twilight

was low-ceilinged and hear-through

as through a bedroom window

one hears the zone of someone’s afternoon
being shouted and shouted in, but by now
I was too evergreen to answer, watching
the woodlice at work in hard hats

taking their trolleys up and down.

through longer and longer interims

a dead leaf fell, rigidly yellow and slow.
so by degrees I became invisible

in that spotted sick-room light

and nobody found me there.

the hour has not yet ended in which

under a cloth of laurel

I sat quite still.

OCTOPOHb

V¥ Bepkuupi 6mu3pko 1970-ro

sl CXOBAJIaCh y JIABPOBOMY KYIIIi O171s1 OyIHHKY,
BUCA/KCHOMY, 3/1a€ThCS, Y TPaBii.

s 3yIUHIIIACH 1 IPOCTO PO3CYyHYIa

HOTo MacIsTHUCTI KJIallaHU Ta BMOCTHIIACh

SK y PUHAMaJIbHI, Y11 TOMIpaMOBaHi T1JIKU
BOUYCBHU/Ib, CXWISITUCH HABKOJIIIIKH TaM

BKe JaBHO. BoHu Oyiu sickpaBoO-4OpHI.

s mam'stato 1eit Myseii CyTiHKIB,

HU3bKHIH 1 3 TOHKUMH CTIHAMHU,

9yTH, Ha4C SK Yepe3 BIKHO CHaJbHI

YyTH YUIOCH MiCIsI001IHIO TOINHY,

KPUYHTH | KPUYIHTH, aJIe TEIEP

g Oyna Ha/ITO FOHA, 100 BIAMOBIATH, 1 AUBHUIIACK,
SIK MOKPHIII B KaCKax IMPaIiOl0Th,

KaTalouu CBOI Bi3KH Bropy-BHHU3.

yepes BCce JOBIII i JOBII MPOMIKKH Yacy
Majano MEepPTBE JIUCTS, JKOPCTKO-KOBTE 1 MOBIJIHHE.
TOX TIOCTYTIOBO S CTaJjla HeBUIMMOIO

y TOMY IUIIMUCTOMY CBITJII JTIKAPHSHOI Majarty,
1 HIXTO MEHE TaM He 3HAMIIIOB.

TOJIMHU 1II€ HE TIPOMIILIO, KON

IT1]T TTIOJIOTHOM 3 JIaBpa

s CHJIiJIa 30BCIM HEPYXOMO.

Sz

good morning to you, first faint breeze of unrest
no louder than the sound of the ear unzipping,
late-comer, mere punctuation between seasons
whom the Chinese call

Sz

forgive me, small-mouth,

11

JI00poro paHky To0i, mepiuii C1adKuii MOIUXY HECTIOKOIO,
HE TOJIOCHIIININ 32 3BYK PO3ITAKOBKH ByXa,

3aMi3HIJIMH, BCHOTO JIUIII KOMa MIXK CE€30HAMH,

Ky KUTal1ll Ha3UBalOTh

il

pobay MeHi, MaJOpOTHUH,
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I heard you criticise the earth

and stepped outside to see the fields ruffle your cloth,
but you were moving on:

monotonous

vindictive

dust-bearing

scrupulous

one of many mass-produced particles of time

by whom the fruit has small frost-marks

and their hearts are already eroded and I

too

if you think, leaf-thief,

if you think I care

about your soft-spoken

head-in-the-clouds

seizure of another and yet another and yet another hour
then hear me, Sz,

you are so bodiless, so barely there

that I can only see you through starlings

whom you try this way and that like an uncomfortable coat
and then abandon

s 9yJia, SIK TH KPUTHKYBAB 3EMITIO

1 BUHIIIIA, 11100 HO0AYMTH, K HUBHU LIENECTITHL TBOIM OLSTOM,
aJie TH pyXaBcs Jali:

MOHOTOHHUM

MCTHUBHI

IMHUJIOHOCHMH

peTenbHUI

ontHa 3 0e3J114i YaCTHHOK Yacy MacOBOTO BUPOOHUIITBA,
BiJI IKMX Ha IJIOAAX JIMIIAIOTHCS CITIII MOPO3Y,

a XHIi cepIsl BKe 3HOIIEH], 1 5

TEX

AKIIO TH TyMAae€Il, JUCTOKpaae,

SKILO TH J{yMAa€I, 10 MEH1 He Oalayxe

TBOE THXE

BUTaHHS B XMapax

13 3aXOINIEHHSM IIe OIHIET, I OAHI€ET 1 e OAHI€] TOTUHH
TOJII TIocyxai mene, I,

TH TaKU# Oe3TiNIEeCHUM, TaKUil JeAb OMITHHAN

1o 5 6a4y Tede nuIle Kpi3b HINaKiB

SKUX TH TPUMIPSEII TO TaK, TO CSIK, HAYe HE3PYUHE MaIbTO
a MOTIM BIAKHIAEIIT

EVENING POEM

Old scrap-iron foxgloves

rusty rods of the broken woods

what a faded knocked-out stiffness

as if you’d sprung from the horse-hair

of a whole Victorian sofa buried in the mud down there
or at any rate something dropped from a great height
straight through flesh and out the other side

has left your casing pale and loose and finally

just a heap of shoes

they say the gods being so uplifted

can’t really walk on feet but take tottering steps

BEYIPHA ITOEMA

Crapi 3aJ113H1 HaNEPCTIHKU

ipKaBi CTPHIKHI PO3TPOILEHUX JIIiCIB

sKa K BUIBLJIA pO30HUTa KOPCTKICTh

HIOM TU BUCKOYUB 3 KIHCHKOTO BOJIOCY

1JI0T0 BIKTOPI1aHCHKOTO JMBaHa MOXOBAHOIO TaM y OarHroIi
a00 y BCSIKOMY pa3i IIOCh BMAJIO 3 BEIMKOI BUCOTH

MPSIMO KPi3b IJIOTH 1 3 1HIIOr0 OOKY BHJIETLIO

JIMIIUBIIN TBOIO HIKYPY 011010 1 BIIBHOIO 1 BPEIITi-PEIIT
JIUIIE KyTOor OanMakinB

Ka)XyTh OOTH TaKi MiIHECEH1

HE CITPOMOKHI XOJTUTH HOTaMH JIMIIIE HENEBHIUMH KPOKaMHU
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and lean like this closer and closer to the ground
which gods?

it is the hours on bird-thin legs

the same old choirs of hours

returning their summer clothes to the earth

with the night now

as if dropped from a great height

falling

1 MpUMnagaroTh Tak Bce Ommkye 1 Oimkye 0 3emMiti
aki 6oru?

1€ TOAAMHYU HAa TOHKUX SIK MTAIINHI HOTax

Ti cami J1aBH1 XOpU TOAWH

MOBEPTAIOTH CBOE JIITHE BOPAHHS 3eMJTi

pasoM i3 HIU4IO

HiOM BITYIIEHI 3 BEJIMKOI BUCOTH

naJIal0Th

And so he goes on dwindling away
maybe through too much prayer
is now too rarefied to touch

or settle anywhere

and falls to whispering here

as lost as dust

in dark light under grass

in chorus with unanimous unrest
whose hearsays half-thoughts
twinkling on and off

I never quite make out

or not

what is the word for something
fashioned in the quick of hearing

I Tak BiH Bce nmaii 3racae

MOJKE€ B1JI HAIMIPHUX MOJIUTOB
Ternep HaJTO PO3PIIHKEHUH 100 TOPKHYTHCh
abo ocicTH ech

1 IepexoIuTh Ha MIETIT TyT
PO3TyOIeHUH SK TIHIT

y TEMHOMY CBITJI TiJI TPaBOIO

y XOpi OTHOCTAfHOTO HECITOKOO
4YHi 9yTKU HAIIBAYMKH
MEpEeXTATh Jie-He-J1e

s HIKOJIU He 30arny

YH Hi

SIKe CIIOBO O3HAYA€ IIOCh

1110 MUTTIO Ha CIIyX (POPMYETHCS

but never quite ajie HIKOJU
but never quite asie HIKOIU
appearing HE 3'SIBISIETHCS
VIOLET DIAJIKA

Recently fallen, still with wings out,

she spoke her name to summon us to her darkness.
Not wanting to be seen, but not uncurious,

she spoke her name and let her purple deep eye-pupil
be peered into.

“Violet,” she said

and showed her heart under its leaf.

[[{o¥iHO BHaBIIK, 1€ 3 PO3NPOCTEPTUMHU KPUIIaAMH,
Ha3Bajacs BOHA, 1100 3a0paTu HAaC y CBOIO TEMPSBY.
He mparayum notpanutu Ha odi, ajie He 6€3 IIKaBOCTi,

Ha3Bajacs BOHA 1 J03BOJIMJIA 3a3UPHYTH Yy CBOI JIJIOBI TIHMOOKI

31HHUIII.
«Pianka», — cka3zaja BOHa
1 BIIKPHJIA CBOE CEPIIE 13-T1]] JINCTS.
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Then she leant a little frightened forwards
and picked a hand to pick her.
And her horrified mouseface, sniffed and lifted close,

let its gloom be taken and all the sugar licked off its strangeness

while we all stood there saying, ‘Violet! Violet!’
fingering her blue bruised skin.

Finally she mentioned

the name of her name

which was something so pin-sharp,

in such a last gasp of a previously unknown language,
it could only be spoken as a scent,

it could only be heard as our amazement.

Binrak Tpoxu 3JSIKQHO CXUJIHIIACH YIIEPE

i oOpana pyky, mo ii migoepe.

I 1i Ha’xaxaHe MHIIIaYe JTUYKO, OOHIOXAHE 1 MiIHHATE,

B1JIJIaJI0 CBOIO TTOXMYPICTh 1 BCKO COJIOAKABICTbh, 3JIU3aHY 31 CBOTO
JIABAIITBA,

MMOKH MU BC1 CTOSUTH, TIOBTOproBaiu: «Bationer! Baiionert!»,

TOPKAIOYHCH i1 BKPUTOT CHHLISIMH IIKIPH.

Hapemri BoHa Ha3Bana

HalMEHHS CBOT'O IM€EHI,

I0Ch HACTLIBKH TOCTPE,

SK OCTaHHIN NOAMX paHillle He3HAHOI MOBH,

10 1oro MokHa OyJ10 BUMOBUTH JIUIIIE K apOMAT,

a TIOYYTH — JIMIIE SIK HAIIe 3]TMBYBaHHS.

NARCISSUS

once I was half flower, half self,

that invisible self whose absence inhabits mirrors,
that invisible flower that is always inwardly

groping up through us, a kind of outswelling weakness,
yes once | was half frail, half glittering,

continually emerging from the store of the self itself,
always staring at rivers, always

nodding and leaning to one side, I came gloating up,
and for a while I was half skin half breath,

for a while I was neither one thing nor another,

a waterflame, a variable man-woman of the verges,
wearing the last self-image I was left with

before my strength went down down into darkness
for the best of the year and lies here crumpled

in a clot of sleep at the root of all nothings

HAPLIIC

KOJIUCH 51 OYB HaIIBKBITKOIO, HAITIBCOOOTO,

TUM HE3PUMHM «s1», 4usi 0€3BICTh MEILKAE B J3epKaiax,
TI€I0 HE3PUMOIO KBITKOIO, IO 3aBXK/IU 3CEPEANHU
MPOPOCTae Kpi3b HAC, HIOM BCeMOMIMHAaK4a cIa0KiCTh,
TaK, KOJIUCH 51 OyB HaIlIBKPUXKHUM, HaMliBOIMCKYYUM,
MOCTIHHO BUPHMHAB 13 CAMOI'0 CXOBHILA CAMOTO cebe,
3aBXK]IM 33/IMBJISIBCS] HA PIYKH, 3aBKIH

KHBaB 1 CXWISABCS Ha OJUH OiK, 5 3JI0OBTILIHO BUPUHYB,

1 IeBHUH 4Yac 51 OyB HaIIBILKIPOIO, HAMIBIOAUXOM,
NeBHUH vac 51 He OyB aHi YUMOCh, aH1 HIYHUM,

BOJISTHUM TIOJTyM'sIM, HEMOCTIMHOIO YOJIOBIKO->KIHKOIO MEXI,
OJIITHEHMIA B OCTaHHIH CBiil 00pa3, SKHii TUIIKUBCA MEH,
MIepII HiXK MOSI CHJTa KaHyla B TEMPSIBY

Ha OUTBIIYy YaCTUHY POKY 1 HE JIsAriia TyT 3iM'aTa
KJIyOKOM CHY OU1s1 KOPIHHS BChOT'O HIIIO

LILY OF THE VALLEY

A white-faced hanging-her-head
well-rooted woman used to live here.
Under the hips of the hills

KOHBAJIIA

Binonuiis 31 cXuIeHOI0 roJI0BOIO
CTape3Ha JKiHKa KHUJa TYT KOJIHCh.
[Tig crernamu nmarop6is
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in the arms of the valley.

Day after night after day

she stood here.

Hanging her head and letting fall her glances
on the tilted surface of the river.

Which was in fact the exact diameter

of the sphere of the valley.

The very tip of the cone

down which heaven was endlessly trickling.
And trees leaves stars everything

was always running down through stones

to this lowest level

of the lull between earth waves.

And hanging her head she said

I’m not leaving this valley

I’'m going to bury my feet in the earth
they’ll never shift me.

B 00ifiMax JOJIMHHU.

JleHb 3a THEM HIY 33 HIY4YIO

BOHA CTOSJIA TYT.

CXWJIMBILY TOJIOBY OITYCTHBIIN OIS
Ha CTPIMKY PIYKOBY IJIafb.

Uwmit miameTp HacmpasIi
JIOPIBHIOBAB JIiaMeTPy JOJTHHH.
Cama BepxiBKa KOHyca

3 SIKOT'O HECKIHUYEHHO CTiKajio HeOO.
I nepeBa auCTs 3ipKHU BCe

3aBXK/IM CTIKaJIO KPi3b KaMeHi

JIO IIbOI'0 HAWHMIKYOTO PIBHS
3QTHIIIISA MK 36eMHUMH XBUJISIMH.
I cxunuBIIM TOJIOBY BOHA CKa3aa
sl HE TIOKUHY ITI0 JIOJHHY

s 3aKOITal0 CBOI HOT'H B 3€MJIIO
BOHHM HIKOJIM HE 3pyIIaTh MEHE.

But they did. AJle BOHU 3pYIINJIN.
RED-VEINED DOCK IIIABEJIb KPMBABUI
knock knock TYK-TyK

knock knock TYK-TyK

dear red-veined
liver-skinned
scalpel-trained

feeler of glands

with your soap-sweet hands
and warm glass wands
knock knock

knock knock

dear blood-stained Dock
it’s me again

and I’m in pain

absolute eye-watering

00U KpUBaBUN

HIKipa SK MeYiHKa

BIIPABHUH 31 CKaJIbIIENIEM
BIJTUyBa€Il 3aJ1031

CBOIMH MHJIBHO-COJIONIKMMH PYKaMHU
1 TETUIMMU CKIITHUMH MaJTU4YKaMH
TYK-TyK

TYK-TyK

mrobuii ckpuBasieHuit [1laBene
1€ 3HOBY

1 MeHi Oossiue

aX 10 cIti3
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voice-faltering
up-to-the-minute agony
which makes me scream constantly
can you hear me?

I need an appointment please
at every o’clock

let me in urgently frequently
you know it’s me

with my dead foot

sore throat

demand for a sick note

and I know you

Dr Go-Slow

with your thick black eyebrow
and your bristly beard-shadow
I know I know

your noisy nose-blow

and the grimly to-fro

fetching of scissors

by your long fingers

and your sly certainty

that there is still no remedy

JI0 31pBaHOTO ropiia

OesrepepBHa aroHis

10 MYYUTH J0 TOCTIHHOTO KPHUKY
TH MEHE Yyel?

MeHi Tpeba Ha npuiioM, Oyab 1acka
0 KOXKHIN roauHi

BIIYCTU MEHE HEralHO 4acTo

TH 3HAEMI IO 1E 5

3 MOE€IO BIAMEPIIOI0 HOTOIO

6onem y ropii

BHUMOTOIO JTIKAPHSHOTO

1 51 3HarO TeOE

nokrope Hecminmauit

3 TBOIMHU T'YCTHUMHU YOPHUMH OpOBaMHU
1 IMETHHOTO Ha IMiI00Pi I

s 3HAIO 5 3HAIO

TBOE T'yYHE IIIMapKaHHS

1 MOXMYpe XOAIHHSI TyIH-CIOAH

32 HOXKHUIISIMUA

TBOIMU JIOBTUMH MAJBISIMU

1 TBOEIO XUTPOIO BIIEBHEHICTIO
10 BCE IIIe HeMae JTiKiB

for mortality B1Jl CMEPTHOCTI
except mortality KpiM CMEpTHOCTI
DAISY CTOKPOTKA

I will not meet that quiet child

roughly my age but match-size

I will not kneel low enough to her lashes
to look her in her open eye

or feel her hairy wiry strength

or open my mouth among her choristers
I will not lie small enough under her halo
to smell its laundered frills

s HE CTPIHY Ty TUXY JUTHHY

BIKOM 3 MEHE ajie PO3MIpOM 3 CIpHUK

s1 He BKJIOHIOCS TaK HU3BKO aXK 10 il Bii
1100 IMOMUBUTHUCS 1 B 04l

a00 TOPKHYTHUCA 11 )KUITABOT CUIIH

a00 pO3IMKHYTHU pOTa B KOJI il XOPHUCTIB
s HE JISDKY MaJluM Tif ii HiMOoM

1100 BIAYYTH IyX BUIIPAHUX PIOIIB
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or let the slightest whisperiness

find out her friendliness

because she is more

summer-like more meek

than I am I will push my nail

into her neck and make

a lovely necklace out of her green bones

a00 I03BOJIUTH JIETEHHKOMY IIETIOTIHHIO
BHBIJaTH i1 MPUBITHICTH

00 BOHA OLITBII

JIITHA OLJIBII JIarigHa

HIX 5 51 BTUCHY HITOTb

il y mmwro 1 3po6iIto

3 i 3eJeHUX KICTOK YapiBHE HAMHCTO

DENSE SILKY BENT

Also there is an old man dressed in a rustling softness
with long washed hair and a little beard cut square,

often to be seen at dawn performing stretches to the sun
and doesn’t care who watches, stares straight through anyone
with baleful, buzzard-on-a-fencepost vision.

When he leans to the side and breathes in loud and out
with accompanying swearwords, he seems small and sour
like a lost lover withered to a straw.

But when he forward-bends and his loose shirt

flops on his blinking eyes and swishes in the dirt,
sometimes we kick him from behind, he doesn’t mind,
just springs up green again and stares at the sun.

METJIIOT TTIEPEPBUACTUI

Takox € Takuii crapuii, BOpaHU# y MIapyUIUBY M'SIKICTb,

3 JIOBFMM BUMHUTHM BOJIOCCSIM 1 KBaJIpaTHOK OOPIIKOIO,
94aCcTO MOKHA TOOAYUTH HOTO PO3MHUHKY Ha CBITaHKY,

1 iomy OaiiryKe, Ui XTOCh JUBUTHCS, BIH INISIUTH KPi3b YCIX
3JI0BICHUM TIOIISIIOM, MOB SICTPYO Ha CTOBIII.

HaxunuBuimce yoik 1 3 TydHUMH BIUXaMHU-BUIUXaMHU,

3 CyMyTHIMHU MPOKIBLOHAMH, BiH 37a€ThCS MAJIMM 1 TIOHYPHM,
SIK BTpa4eHa JIF00OB, 3iB'sjIa IO COJIOMH.

AJle KOJIM BiH HaXHWIISIETHCS BIIEPE], 1 HOTO PO3XPUCTaHA COPOUKA
Jsira€ Ha BUTPILIEHI 04l 1 JIsICKae 00 3eMITIo,

MU 1HOJI1 KOTTAa€MO HOT0 3331y, a BIH HE 3BaXKae,

JIUIIIE 3HOBY BUIIPOCTYETHCS 1 BAUBISIETHCS B COHIIE.

MOTHER OF THOUSANDS

Mother of Thousands

slaps the flour from her hands

and lies down flump in her loose-fitting stomach and elbows
in the arms of her warm old man.

‘No rest for the wicked,’ she sighs,

rolling a flan of sleep over her eyes.

Mother of Thousands of socks and toys:

she’s a wasp in a tin

in her too small house, with its too much noise.
And she’s pregnant again.

‘No rest for the wicked,’ she sighs,

rubbing the flour from her eyes.

KAJIAHXOE-MATU

Kananxoe-matu

CTpyIILy€e OOPOIIHO 3 PYK

1 majiae Ha JKKO MyXKHUM YKHBOTOM 1 JTIKTSIMH
B TEIUIl 0011 MM CBOTO YOJIOBIKA.

«JIum Ha TOMY CBITI CIOYMHY», — 31TXa€ BOHA,
HAKpUBAIOYU 04l TUTIBKOIO CHY.
Kananxoe-mMaTu THCSU IIKAapIETOK Ta irparmok:
SIK oca B OJIsIIaHIl

y CBOEMY 3aMajioMy OyIHMHKY, Jie 3a0arato mymy.
I mie # 3HOBY BariTHa.

«JIum Ha TOMY CBITI CIOYMHY», — 31TXa€ BOHA,
BIITUPAIOYU OOPOIIHO 3 OYEH.
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Then it’s hours by the bedside,

bored like an old old woman

riding alone on a bus

with her mouth dropped open.

‘No rest for the wicked,’ she sighs,
smelling the burning smell of her eyes.
A sudden updraught of dreams

lifts her away to a garden.

She’s choking, she’s coughing up sap
with her mouth full of pollen.

‘No rest for the wicked,’ she sighs,
opening the thousand flowers of her eyes.

[ToTiM — rOWHM B JIXKKY,

HY/Ibra, SIK y CTape3HOI JKIHKH,

110 ine cama B aBTOOYyCI

3 IPUBIIKPUTUM POTOM.

«JIum Ha TOMY CBITI CIOYMHY», — 31TXa€ BOHA,
BIJJUYBAIOYM 3arax rapy 3 o4ew.

PanroBuii MpiitnuBuii mopus

BIIHOCHT® 11 10 cay.

Bona 3aguxaerbes, Kauisie COKOM,

a poT MOBHUH MUJIKY.

«JIum Ha TOMY CBITI CIIOYMHY», — 31TXa€ BOHA,
BIJIKPMBAIOYH THUCSY1 KBITIB CBOIX OUeH.

STINKING GOOSE-FOOT

Stinking Goose-foot has grown human.
It could happen to anyone.

Has no bath.

Keeps his socks in a bag

that he hangs on a nail by the door.
And his wife in the earth.

In the wet season, in the wasteground,
poking around with a spade, you’ll see him
put slugs in a bag.

Which he pops in his mouth.

Or at puddles he stands

soaping his hands, but his breath
smells lonesome

his toes are decayed underneath.

He loves sitting up late,

eating sweet biscuits,

unbinding a bandaged foot

which scrunches and itches.

And the little mealy lines of his veins
show what a trouble it’s been

JIOBOJJA CMEPIOYA

Lle#t Oyp'ssH BUpIC TIOAUHOIO.
Take 3 KO)KHUM MOXE TPAITUTHCh.
He muetnces.

Tpumae MKapreTKu B MIIIIKY,
KU BillIae Ha UBSIX OIS JBEPEH.
A npyxrHa HOTO B 3eMJI1.

VY ce30H /1011iB, Ha TyCTUPI,
KOJIYAIOYHCh JIOMIATO0, BU MOOAUUTE, SIK BiH
30upae CIMMAaKIB y MIIIOK.

A moTiMm 1ixae 1oro co0i B pora.
A0O0 cTOITh 01151 KaITFOK,
HAMWIIOE PYKH, ajie HOro MOANX
MaxHe CAaMOTHICTIO,

a MmaJjblll Ha HOraxX MiArHUBAIOTh.
BiH mro0UTE CUOITH OOIII3HA,
ICTH COJIOAKE IIEYHBO,
PO3B'sA3yBaTH NEPEB'I3aHy HOTY,
10 CBEpOUTH 1 OOTUTH.

A ManeHbKi O0POIIHUCTI JiHii HOro BeH
MTOKa3yI0Th, SIK BAKKO
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to be quite this strange.

How it stretches his neck

to peer here and there as he goes
slowly along the back lanes

when apparently he’s got webbed toes.

All he knows is his hands,

when he creeps and leans on his cane,
seem as old as the lanes

but as strong as good twine

OyTH HACTIIBKYU JIUBHUM.

SIK BiH BHUTSATYE IIHIO,

3a3UPaAKOYM TO TYT, TO TaM, IOKH IMOBUIHLHO
KPOKYE 10 3aJ[BipKax,

X04a, BOYECBH/Ib, Y HHOTO MEPETUHYACTI TaIbIII.

Bin 3Hae nuire, 1o Horo pykw,

KOJIU BiH KPaJeThCs, CIEPIINCh HA TAJHIIIO,
3[1AI0ThCSl CTAPUMHU, SIK TIPOBYJIKH,

aJie MIITHUMH, SIK XOPOIIIMH IIIIarar.
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CHAPTER 2. TRANSLATION COMMENTARY
2.1. Alice Oswald’s literary portrait

Alice Oswald is a contemporary British poet whose work has redefined the relationship
between nature, language and myth in modern poetry. Born in Reading, Berkshire, in 1966, she
studied Classics at New College, Oxford, and in the subsequent years worked as a gardener, with
these experiences profoundly influencing her poetic worldview. She currently resides in Devon
with her husband, playwright Peter Oswald, and their three children. In 2019, she was appointed
as the inaugural female Professor of Poetry at the University of Oxford (Lea, 2019). Her academic
background and connection to the natural world combine to form the foundation of a poetic style
that is both intellectual and vividly sensory.

The scope of Oswald’s poetic works — twelve collections in total — encompasses a vast
array of forms and themes. Her first collection, The Thing in the Gap-Stone Stile (1996), earned
her the Forward Prize for Best First Collection. Dart (2002), which was awarded the T. S. Eliot
Prize, is an extensive poem exploring the River Dart in Devon and serves as a testament to the
author’s intricate relationship with the place, its voices, mythological elements, and nature
(Winterson, 2004). This work has been described by researchers as a form of "poetical
cartography," where the author maps the river not just geographically, but through the polyphony
of human and non-human voices (Prieto, 2024). Other notable collections include Woods, etc.
(2005), Memorial (2011) — a drastic reinterpretation of Homer’s Iliad, Nobody: A Hymn to the Sea
(2019), and the two which are represented in this paper — Falling Awake (2016) and Weeds and
Wild Flowers (2009).

Her poetry is frequently inspired by classical literature and oral traditions, yet her language
remains modern and grounded in the rhythms of nature. She is recognized for her fluid, musical
verse, which allows her to merge landscape and human emotion into a single poetic current, thus
rendering her voice both intimate and expansive (Kellaway, 2016). This specific attention to the
auditory landscape is defined by scholars as "acoustic arrangements," where the poem functions
as a score for oral performance, emphasizing the acoustic properties of the natural world (Thacker,
2018).

Oswald’s work has received extensive critical acclaim, with scholars and reviewers
frequently highlighting her unique position at the intersection of oral tradition, ecopoetics, and
classical revisionism. Critics often focus on her structural innovations and her ability to give voice
to the non-human world. Joanne Dixon argues that Oswald's poetry creates a space where the
boundaries between the human subject and the natural object are dissolved, challenging the
anthropocentric worldview (Dixon, 2017).

From a structural perspective, scholars have noted Oswald’s deliberate departure from
traditional narrative structure. In their analysis of Memorial, researchers Lena Linne and Burkhard
Niederhoff argue that Oswald employs a “paratactic poetics”. By removing the narrative plot of
the Iliad and the subordinating connectives, they argue, Oswald creates a “bipolar poem” in which
the biographies of dying soldiers are placed alongside extended epic similes. This paratactic
structure requires readers to reconcile the violence of war with the pastoral tranquility of nature,
forming an “antiphonal account” that highlights the simultaneity of life and death (Linne &
Niederhoff, 2018).

Furthermore, her unique blending of the real and the mythic has also been characterized as
"magical surrealism," a style that allows for a deeper exploration of the mystery inherent in
everyday natural phenomena (Dacus, 2023). Specific analyses of poems such as "Swan" from
Falling Awake highlight how Oswald deconstructs romanticized images to reveal a starker,
physical reality of the creature (Zani, 2024). Critics such as Jeanette Winterson have praised works
like Dart for restoring poetry’s primal function as the voice of the community and landscape rather
than a mere reflection of the poet’s ego. Winterson describes Oswald’s verse as “fast-flowing as
the river”, applauding its ability to transform the countryside into an “inner landscape” (Winterson,
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2004). Similarly, academic discourse in journals such as Green Letters often cites Oswald’s “slow
listening” technique — a method of deep attentiveness — as a means of challenging anthropocentric
perspectives and enabling elements such as water, stones and plants to express themselves
(MacKenzie, 2016) and suggesting that it is a vital response to the environmental crisis (Livie,
2018).

While academic observations tend to focus on the intellectual aspects of Oswald’s poetry,
reader responses often mirror these but focus more intensely on the visceral and auditory
experience of her work. Reviews in publications such as The Guardian and The Observer, as well
as discussions among readers on literary platforms, often describe her poetry as “hypnotic”, which
“has a dizzying way of turning the world upside down” (Anderson, 2017). Kate Kellaway notes
that Oswald is fundamentally an “acoustic” poet, whose work must be read aloud to fully
appreciate its rhythmic complexity (Kellaway, 2016).
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2.2. The system of stylistic devices in the poetic style of Alice Oswald

This study employs a corpus-based approach to analyze the translation transformations in
Alice Oswald’s poetry, namely, Oswald’s collections Falling Awake (2016) and Weeds and Wild
Flowers (2009).

The analytical procedure consisted of three main stages: identifying stylistic devices in the
source text; determining the corresponding translation techniques in the target text; and performing
a quantitative analysis to reveal the dominant strategies employed in the translation process.

Despite centuries of linguistic appropriateness that has informed the making and judging
of poetry (Leech, 2014), nowadays poetry is viewed as one of the freest literary genres in the
means of originality and expressiveness. Achieving that calls for maximum usage of literary means
such as stylistic devices (also known as tropes or figures of speech).

Stylistic devices are the linguistic techniques that authors use to evoke emotion, create
imagery, and shape an individual style. Alshamiri and Murshed define stylistic devices as “some
sort of language tools” which are used by authors to create beauty, novelty and uniqueness in the
language (Alshamiri & Murshed, 2025); while Katie Wales points out that those are features of
language usage that draw attention to themselves and are considered different from standard way
of speaking (Wales, 2014).

The classification of stylistic devices is generally founded on the language layers those
devices operate on, but occasionally some of them are found to be rather binary in this respect, in
possess of double feature. For this reason, it is better to investigate stylistic devices using a level-
oriented approach, and for this study the classification given by Ukrainian linguist Olena
Selivanova will be used as a point of reference, focusing on two out of four levels: lexical and
syntactical (Selivanova, 2011).

Within this theoretical framework, Alice Oswald’s poetry provides a vivid example of how
meaning is constructed through the use of those stylistic devices. Her verse relies less on formal
structures, such as rhyme schemes or regular metre (with a few exceptions), and more on acoustic
naturalism, with sound and image working together to create a sense of fluidity and motion
(Kellaway, 2016). Oswald’s free verse relies heavily on one of the stylistic devices not mentioned
in Selivanova’s classification: enjambment. In his Linguistic Guide to English Poetry, Leech
defines enjambment as the placement of a line boundary where, according to grammatical and
phonological considerations, a deliberate pause would be abnormal (Leech, 2014).

The following example is a typical piece by Oswald, in which enjambment coincides with
the absolute absence of punctuation, creating a sense of uninterrupted motion and breathless
continuity. The omission of punctuation facilitates the convergence of syntax and rhythm into a
unified, uninterrupted flow, thereby embodying her conception of poetry as a living, breathing
organism:

And so he goes on dwindling away
maybe through too much prayer
is now too rarefied to touch

or settle anywhere

and falls to whispering here

as lost as dust

in dark light under grass

in chorus with unanimous unrest
whose hearsays half-thoughts
twinkling on and off

I never quite make out

or not

what is the word for something
fashioned in the quick of hearing
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but never quite

but never quite

appearing (Oswald, 2016)

I mak 6in 6ce dani 32acae

MOdice 8I0 HAOMIPHUX MOTUMOB
menep Ha0mMo po3PiOAHCeHUU U0O MOPKHYMUCD
abo ocicmu decw

i nepexoOums Ha wienim mym
PpO32yOneHull K N

V meMHOMY C8Imli ni0 mpasoi

Y XOpi 00HOCMAIHO20 HECNOKOI0
yui YymKu HanigoymMKu
Mepexmsamb Oe-He-0e

5 HIKOU He 30a2Hy

qu Hi

sIKe CNI080 O3HAUAE WOCD

WO MUMMIO HA CIYX hopMy€EMbCs
ane HiKOU

ane HiKoIu

He 3 'A619€MbCsl

This example also illustrates the use of repetition, a syntactic device that appears frequently
in Oswald’s works, serving both rhythmic and semantic functions. As Vyacheslav Karaban (2002)
emphasises, syntactic repetition involves the repetition of words or phrases to create a logical or
emotional emphasis and draw the reader's attention to specific details. Here, it serves not only to
create a thythm, but also to emphasise the elusive nature of the subject. By delaying the final verb
"appearing", Oswald creates palpable tension, forcing the reader to experience the speaker's
hesitation and uncertainty. This technique mirrors the natural phenomenon described — something
that is constantly on the verge of manifestation, yet remains just out of reach — reinforcing the
poem’s meditative tone and imitating the cyclical, often unresolved rhythm of nature.

One of the most notable instances of anaphora — one of the kinds of repetition — in Alice
Oswald’s verse is found in this piece from Falling Awake:

I notice a cold streak

I notice it in the sun

all that dazzling stubbornness

of keeping to its clock

I notice the fatigue of flowers

weighed down by light

I notice the lark has a needle

pulled through its throat

why don 't they put down their instruments?
I notice they never pause

I notice the dark sediment of their singing
covers the moors like soot blown under a doorway
almost everything here has cold hands

I notice the wind wears surgical gloves

I notice the keen pale colours of the rain
like a surgeon s assistant

why don t they lift their weight

and see what s flattened underneath it?
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I notice the thin meticulous grass,

thrives in this place (Oswald, 2016)

A nomiuaro npomse

A nomiuaro 1io2o Ha COHYi

YCHO my Cinyyy 6nepmicms

mpumamu c8itl 8i0iK

A nOMiuar 8MmMmomy Keimis

0OMANCEHUX CBIMIOM

A ROMIUAI) Y HCAUBOPOHKA 20JIKY
YCMPOMIIEHY 8 20pio

YoMy 80HU He 8I0K1A0ambs c80i iHcmpymenmu?
A ROMIYAI0 WO BOHU He 3YNUHAIOMbCS

A nomiuare wo memHull uiielq) ixubo2o cnigy
8Kpueac boroma nave Kinmsasa nio 08epuma
mauidice y 6Cix mym Xona00Hi pyKu

A ROMIYAl0 WO HA 8IMPI XIPYPIUHI PYKABUYUKU
A nomiyaro pisKi i 0101 KONbOpU 00Uy

SK 8 acucmenma xipypea

yomy 0 im He niouamu cede

i He enAHYmU Wo mam nio Humu?

A nomiuaro énepmy moHKy mpasy,

wo Oysie 8 ybomy micyi

Here, the relentless recurrence of "I notice" transforms a simple observation into a
disciplined, meditative act. As Nika Marushchak (2019) emphasizes in her studies on poetics and
idiostyle, such repetitive structures are not merely ornamental but serve as fundamental markers
of the author's unique narrative perspective. By reproducing the anaphora, the Ukrainian
translation recreates the original's hypnotic rhythm, ensuring the reader experiences the intended
gradual immersion into the landscape.

Parallelism is also employed with some regularity as structural means of achieving
rhythmical coherence, e.g.:

down there in the underworld
where the tired stones have fallen
and the sand in a trance lifts a little (Oswald, 2016)

mam 6 NOMoUOIYHOMY C8Imi
0e CnoYUI0 8momieHe KAMIHHA
i RICOK 1€0b-1e0b 30IUMAEMbCA 8 MPAHCI

The parallel syntactic structures create a measured cadence that is almost hypnotic,
reflecting the stillness of the underworld. This structural symmetry equates the different elements
of the landscape — stones and sand — in the reader's perception. This rhythmic consistency is crucial
in establishing the trance-like atmosphere of the poem, where the lines between the animate and
inanimate blur.

At the lexical level, Alice Oswald’s poetic style is characterised by rich use of metaphor,
personification and symbolism. These devices serve as more than mere ornamentation; rather, they
are tools serving to animate the natural world. In 4 Short Story of Falling, the opening poem of
the Falling Awake collection, Oswald reimagines biological processes as metaphysical scenes. For
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example, the line “to steal the light and hide it in a flower” (Oswald, 2016) reinterprets
photosynthesis as theft, thus giving the natural world intent and agency.

A similar convergence of metaphor and personification can be seen in the poem “Fox”.
Here, the poet uses anthropomorphic imagery to depict the animal’s intrusion:

I heard a cough

as if a thief was there
outside my sleep

a sharp intake of air

a fox in her fox-fur

Stepping across

the grass in her black gloves
(Oswald, 2016)

A nouyna kawens

HiOU mam 68 3100itl

3a MedwHcamu Mo2o CHy
PpizKuil 60UX

JUCUYSA 8 CBOIUl TUCAYI WYOI
cmynae no

Mpasi 8 YOPHUX PYKAGUUKAX

In this excerpt, the initial simile of the “thief” evolves into a sustained personification. By
describing the fox as wearing “black gloves”, Oswald blurs the distinction between animal instinct
and human transgression. The creature transcends its biological reality to become a symbol of
stealth, curiosity, and the violation of boundaries between the wild and the domestic.

In a similar manner, Oswald employs symbolism to transform mundane natural elements
into vessels of metaphysical significance. In A Short Story of Falling, the rain that “rises to the
light and falls again” (Oswald, 2016) is employed as a symbol of the perpetual renewal of life,
thus echoing the cyclic movement of creation and decay. Water is frequently employed in Oswald’s
poetry as both a physical element and a metaphorical device, serving as a conduit for the
exploration of concepts such as time, memory, and the fluidity of identity. The same symbolic
logic is also evident in Severed Head Floating Downriver, which juxtaposes the image of the river
with the myth of Orpheus, creating a dual metaphor of dissolution and remembrance:

my voice being water

which holds me together and also carries me away (Oswald, 2016)
Mill 20710C WO CMA8 800010

KA 6MPUMYE MeHe | B00HOYAC YHOCUMb

Ultimately, it is evident that Alice Oswald’s poetry exemplifies the manner in which
meaning and rhythm are derived through the meticulous and consistent utilisation of stylistic
devices across diverse linguistic levels. The poet’s frequent use of enjambment contributes to a
sense of continuity and fluidity, while repetition, parallelism, and anaphora provide structural and
rhythmic coherence without reliance on strict metre. At the lexical level, metaphor, personification
and symbol predominate, transforming natural imagery into a dynamic medium for reflecting upon
time, memory and transformation. Collectively, these devices constitute a cohesive poetic system
in which linguistic form, rhythm, and imagery function interdependently to shape Oswald’s
distinctive, contemplative voice.
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2.3. Linguistic means of rendering imagery in the Ukrainian translation

In poetic translation, the translator plays a multifaceted role that differs from other fields.
Not only do they act as a linguistic mediator, but they also recreate the aesthetic experience. As
Susan Bassnett notes, poetry translation is often considered the most challenging form of
translation, requiring the translator to navigate complex linguistic and cultural boundaries while
preserving the intricate musicality and symbolic depth that characterise the original text (Bassnett,
2014).

This process requires more than linguistic proficiency; it demands an in-depth
understanding of two poetic traditions: the source and the target. The translator must convey not
only meaning, but also mood, and not only lexical accuracy, but also the impact of metaphor, the
cadence of a line and the rhythmic pulse. According to Peter Newmark, poetry belongs to the
“expressive function” of language, in which the form of the utterance is as important as its content.
Therefore, the translator’s task is to reproduce the author’s specific style, as well as the aesthetic
impact of the original rhythm and sound symbolism (Newmark, 1988).

Therefore, translating poetry subjects the translator to a constant series of linguistic and
aesthetic challenges. The cultural and emotional connotations inherent in poetic language often
cannot be transferred directly. This aligns with Roman Jakobson’s assertion that poetry is
technically “untranslatable” and can only undergo “creative transposition” (Jakobson, 2021). Thus,
the translator is required to employ creative strategies that balance precision with poetic freedom.
In this context, translation techniques are essential tools for conveying meaning and artistry across
languages, enabling the reconstruction of the source text’s aesthetic integrity in the target language.

A substantial corpus of research in the field of translation studies has been dedicated to the
investigation of the strategies and techniques employed by translators in reproducing imagery and
stylistic features in a target language. One of the most widely accepted classifications is that
proposed by Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002). Eight specific techniques (adaptation,
amplification, borrowing, literal translation, modulation, particularization, reduction,
transposition) were selected to serve as the theoretical basis for the subsequent analysis of the
Ukrainian translation of Alice Oswald’s poetry.

One of the primary strategies for bridging the cultural gap is adaptation. Adaptation is a
technique used to replace a source text cultural element with one from the target culture, making
the text more familiar and comprehensible to the target reader (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002). It
is often considered one of the most creative translation strategies, used when the cultural context
of the source text differs greatly from that of the target audience. Peter Newmark (1988) defines
adaptation as the "freest" form of translation, mainly used for plays and poetry where the themes,
characters and plots are preserved but the source language (SL) culture is converted to the target
language (TL) culture. In literary translation, this technique is essential for conveying idiomatic
expressions, proverbs and culturally specific units of measurement, as translating them literally
would disrupt the reader's comprehension. By substituting the original image with a functionally
equivalent one in the target culture, the translator can ensure that the emotional and cognitive
impact remains the same.

In my translation, adaptation was mainly used for idiomatic expressions and units of
measurement:

(1-8) you can hear him smashing through six-foot nettles (Oswald, 2016) — (1-t) yymno sax
8IH NPOOUPAEMBCS KPI3b 08OMEMPOBY KDONUBY

Here, the imperial measurement unit “six-foot” was adapted to the metric system
(“mBomeTpoBy”) to ensure the target audience can recognise it immediately.

(2-s) that falls at dusk
out of the blue to the earth (Oswald, 2016)
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(2-t) wo na2ae sx cmepracmovcs

HA 3eMJI0 SIK CHiZ HA 207108y

The English idiom “out of the blue” implies suddenness. In order to preserve the meaning
and imagery that would be familiar to the Ukrainian reader, I used the adaptation technique,
employing the equivalent idiom “sx cHir Ha rojoBy”.

(3-s) “No rest for the wicked,” she sighs,

rolling a flan of sleep over her eyes. (Oswald, 2009)

(3-t) «/Tuwt na momy ceimi cnouunyy, — 3imxae 80Ha,

HaKpueaouu oyi NaieKoio CH.

The proverb “No rest for the wicked” carries a weary tone. I adapted it by using a culturally
specific Ukrainian phrase that conveys the same fatalistic acceptance of endless work.

While adaptation addresses cultural disparities, structural differences often necessitate
expanding the target text to preserve clarity and rhythm. This brings us to the technique of
amplification. Amplification involves introducing linguistic details that are not explicitly present
in the source text, such as explicative paraphrasing or extra words (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002).
When translating poetic texts, translators often need to expand the target text to ensure grammatical
correctness or preserve the rhythmic structure. Eugene Nida (1964) categorises this as "additions",
explaining that such expansions are often necessary to make explicit what is implicit in the source
text, or to resolve structural ambiguities. When translating from a concise, analytical language
such as English into a synthetic language such as Ukrainian, amplification is often necessary to
complete a specific metre and rhyme scheme, ensuring that the target verse retains the sonic density
and meaningful weight of the original.

(4-8) It is the story of the falling rain

to turn into a leaf and fall again (Oswald, 2016)
(4-t) L]e onosiow 6 sKiii Oowsy KpaniuHu
00epHymbCs TUCMKOM [ 3HO8Y 6HU3 NOJIUHYMb

(5-s) if only I a passerby could pass

as clear as water through a plume of grass

to find the sunlight hidden at the tip

turning to seed a kind of lifting rain drip (Oswald, 2016)

(5-t) abu nuw minvxu s npoducsim smie npomu

NpO30PUM K 800a KPi3b wijieildh mpasu 2ycmuil

i 6IOHaUMU NPOMIHHA COHYSL WO KPUEMBCS HA GICMPI MUX 8UCOM

wob sucaoumu Hiou Kpanwo i3 00wy ma U Ha360pPom

In these examples, I amplified some phrases to enhance the imagery and maintain the
rhythmic structure and rhyme of the Ukrainian version.

On the other hand, some elements of the source text need to be preserved rather than
adapted or expanded in order to maintain the specific setting. In such cases, borrowing is the most
appropriate strategy. Borrowing is the translation technique that involves transferring a word or
expression directly from the source text into the target text (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002). It is
usually achieved through transliteration or transcription, and is vital for preserving proper nouns,
toponyms and specific cultural references that ground the text in its original context. The source
text includes few of those, which mainly undergone transcription (i.e. rendering them
phonetically):

John Strong — Jlxxon CTpoHT
Thomas Lytch — Tomac JliTa
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Joyce Jones — Jlxornc JlxoHC
Lyn Waters — Jlin Botepc
Swindon — CBiHn0H

Violet — Baiioner

Furthermore, it is important to note that when translating from an analytical language (such
as English) into a synthetic language (such as Ukrainian), morphological naturalisation is
inevitable. This process involves adapting the borrowed word to the grammatical system of the
target language by assigning it gender, number and case inflections. Without this adaptation, the
borrowed names would not function syntactically within a Ukrainian sentence. The examples
below illustrate how English plural markers and syntactic positions were converted into Ukrainian
case endings and plural forms:

(6-s) Orpheus was torn to pieces by Maenads (Oswald, 2016) — (6-t) Opghes po3zoepiu na
wmamms MeHaou
(7-s) In Berkshire somewhere 1970 (Oswald, 2016) — (7-t) ¥V Bepxuupi o1uszvro 1970-20

Despite the need for various transformations, the universal nature of certain poetic images
allows for a direct transfer. Literal translation is a word-for-word translation in which the source
text is converted into the target language with minimal structural or semantic changes (Molina &
Hurtado Albir, 2002). Although it is often criticised in literary translation, it remains a valid and
necessary technique, particularly when the source and target languages have similar structural or
conceptual categories. Newmark (1988) argues that it should be the first step in any translation
process, unless it results in inaccuracy or unnaturalness. This technique involves rendering the text
word for word, transferring the syntactic structure and semantic imagery of the original without
significant alteration. In poetic translation, this technique is effectively employed when the original
imagery is universal or the syntax is deliberately simple. This enables the translator to preserve the
author's specific stylistic choices and the directness of the poetic voice, avoiding the imposition of
unnecessary interpretations.

The examples below show how the syntactic and semantic structures of the source text
have been preserved in the target text.

(8-s) why don't they put down their instruments? (Oswald, 2016) — (8-t) vomy 6onu ne
sioK1adaoms c8oi incmpymenmu?

(9-s) I notice the keen pale colours of the rain
like a surgeon s assistant (Oswald, 2016)
(9-t) 52 nomiuaro pizki i 61i0i KOLOPU OOULY
5K 8 acucmenma xipypea

(10-s) had the misfortune to die over the dustbins in the snow (Oswald, 2016) — (10-t) mana
Hewacms NoMepmu Had CMIMMESUMU OAKAMU 8 CHIZY

(11-s) And her horrified mouseface, sniffed and lifted close (Oswald, 2009) — (11-t) [ ii
Haoccaxane muwiaie 1uyko, obuioxaue i nioiiname

However, when a literal translation would distort the meaning or sound unnatural in the
target language, a change of approach is needed. This is where modulation proves to be an
invaluable tool. Newmark (1988) defines modulation as a variation that occurs through a change
in viewpoint or perspective, and often in category of thought. Unlike transposition, which is a
grammatical change, modulation is a semantic shift. This technique is often employed to convey
complex metaphors or adapt imagery to the logic of the target language. Common types of
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modulation include changing from the abstract to the concrete, reversing terms, and antonymic
translation (replacing an affirmative statement with a negative one that conveys the same
meaning). This strategy enables the Ukrainian translation to sound natural and idiomatic while
preserving the underlying message of the English source text.

(12-s) is one of water s wishes and this tale

hangs in a seed-head smaller than my thumbnail (Oswald, 2016)

(12-t) 00HuM i3 B0OHUX Mapenb i Ys Ka3Ka

CX08aACb 8 HACIHUHI 3 0OHY 08AOUAMY MO20 3aN’ACMKA

This is an example of a shift in cognitive reference necessitated in order to preserve the
rhyme scheme while retaining the core meaning of “smallness”.

(13-s) the crime goes on without volition singing in its bone (Oswald, 2016) — (13-t)
KIiCMKU He CnOGHIOE yMucen 6e3 1K020 8UUHAEMbCS 3M0YUH

(14-s) until the clouds close their options and the whole
melancholy air

surrenders to pure fear and

falls (Oswald, 2016)

(14-t) 0oku xmapu He 3IMKHYmMb c80i KOPOOHU I 8Ce
myaiciuee Hebo

He 3/IAKAECMbCA 00 cmepmi i

enaoe

(15-s) until the facts forget themselves gradually like a contrail (Oswald, 2016) — (15-t)
NOKU peaibHicmb He 3impe cebe 5K cnio 8i0 nimaxa

(16-s) it s as dark as a pond down here we could do with a hedge-flail (Oswald, 2016) —
(16-t) mym memno 6nu3y AK y cmaexy Ham Ou He 3a6a0ug yin

In this group of examples, modulation primarily manifested through antonymic translation,
a technique that involves replacing an affirmative construction in the source text with a negative
one in the target text (or vice versa) to achieve a more natural, idiomatic flow.

(17-s) let its gloom be taken and all the sugar licked off its strangeness (Oswald, 2009) —
(17-t) giooano ceoro noxmypicms i 6cro con00Kagicms, 31u3aHy 3i 6020 dusaymad,

In this case, the passive construction was modulated into an active one, thus enhancing the
personification of the flower described.

In addition to changing the perspective, the translator often needs to adjust the level of
detail to suit the norms of the target language. Particularization entails using a precise or concrete
term instead of a general one (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002). In literary translation, this technique
is often employed to create more vivid and specific imagery, helping the reader to visualise the
scene more clearly.

Here are the examples:

(18-s) and leaving her life and all its tools (Oswald, 2016) — (18-t) i nokuoarouu ceoe
AHCUMMSL 31 8CIMA 1020 MEXAHIZMAMU

(19-s) what dirt shall we visit today?
what dirt shall we re-visit? (Oswald, 2016)

(19-t) yuii npax mu Hagioaemo cb0200Hi?
00 4Ulio2o RPAxy mMu NOBEPHEMOCH?
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(20-s) and the midges move between mirrors (Oswald, 2016) — (20-t) i mowxkapa cuye
nomiogic 03epKai

(21-s) in the blackening lanes among a few low trees (Oswald, 2016) — (21-t) y nomemmuinux
anesx Kyuozo nionicky

(22-s) with no regard

for things half-dressed (Oswald, 2016)

(22-t) 6e3 orcanio

00 60AZHYMUX 6 OOUH JIUUL NEHbIOAD

As exemplified above, the use of particularization was primarily aimed at resolving lexical
ambiguity and crystallizing the visual imagery of the poem. This ensured that the target text
retained the vividness and emotional impact of the original. Words with a broad semantic range in
the source text, such as "things", "tools", or "secret", function effectively in English due to its high
degree of abstraction. However, a literal translation of these generalized concepts into Ukrainian
could flatten the poetic image or create stylistic dissonance. To avoid this, I narrowed the semantic
scope by substituting abstract notions with tangible, sensory objects (e.g. by specifying the exact
degree of unclothedness or the almost mechanical complexity of the bird's anatomy).

While amplification adds detail, the target language’s rhythmic constraints sometimes
demand the opposite approach. Reduction refers to the suppression of information from the source
text in the target text (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002). Nida (1964) classifies this under
"subtractions", highlighting that repetitions, transitional words or highly specific references may
need to be omitted to prevent the translation from becoming excessive. This is particularly useful
when translating from English into Ukrainian, since the latter language does not require the same
frequency of auxiliary verbs or possessive pronouns. By removing these elements, the translator
can achieve a more concise and rhythmic flow, thus focusing the reader's attention on the essential

imagery.

(23-s) with their rusty juices trickling back to the river (Oswald, 2016) — (23-t) wo
CMIKamov HA3a0 00 piuKu iprcero

The word "juices" was omitted, and the image was reduced to "ipxkero". The verb
"crikaroTe", which implies a liquid state, rendered the word "juices" redundant in the Ukrainian
line.

(24-s) keep ringing and ringing (Oswald, 2016) — (24-t) 036onams i 0360HAMD
The aspect marker "keep" was reduced. In Ukrainian, the repetition of the verb "n3BonsTE"
sufficiently conveys the continuous nature of the action, eliminating the need for an auxiliary verb.

(25-s) and sizzle as they fall

feeling like old cigarette butts called back to life (Oswald, 2016)

(25-t) i wunaamo 6 nadinni

Haye 60CKpecui cmapi HeOOnaIKu

This example features a double reduction: the word “feeling” was omitted in
correspondence to the structure of the Ukrainian sentence, and the phrase “called back to life” was
reduced to a simple “Bockpecii”.

(26-s) a sharp intake of air (Oswald, 2016) — (26-t) pizxuii 60ux

The phrase "intake of air" was reduced to the single word "Bnux". This shortening of the
phrase makes the line sharper and more abrupt, mirroring the sudden sound described.
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Finally, the fundamental structural differences between between English, an analytical
language, and Ukrainian, a synthetic one, necessitate frequent grammatical changes. These
changes are achieved through the technique of transposition. Transposition entails a change in
grammatical category or syntactic structure, such as converting a verb into a noun or an active
voice into a passive one (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002). Newmark (1988) refers to it as a "shift,"
which is often necessitated by the structural differences between languages. Transposition may
involve converting a verb into a noun (nominalisation), an adjective into a verb, or an active
construction into a passive one. In poetic translation, this technique gives the translator the
flexibility needed to fit the semantic content into the target language's syntactic norms and
rhythmic constraints.

(27-s) searching the earth

for the bracelet of tiny weave on her charcoal wrist (Oswald, 2016)

(27-t) 06myKye 3emnro

0e e MOoHKe njlemueo dpaciema 31emino 3 8y2iiis 3an sacCmKa

The participial phrase "searching... for" was changed into the finite subordinate clause "ne
x...". This alteration clarifies the syntactic relationship and adheres more closely to Ukrainian
grammatical norms than a literal participial construction would.

(28-s) its like a pair of scissors thrown at me by the sun (Oswald, 2016) — (28-t) conue
HIOU HcOypaA€e 6 MeHe HONCUYI

The passive construction "thrown... by the sun" was transposed into the active voice:
"conie... )kOypise". This change makes the image more dynamic and emphasises the sun's role as
a hostile force in the poem Shadow.

(29-s) More pained possessive crazed each time he crows

he has to wrench his larynx, curl his claws (Oswald, 2016)

(29-t) Bce binvute 60110 i 6e3ymy KodrceH CKpUK,

8IH MyCUmMb CIMUCHYMU M Kiemi, 8U8ePHYMb KAOUK,

The verb "crows" was replaced by the noun "ckpuk". This nominalisation maintains the
rhythm and rhyme of the target text.
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CONCLUSIONS

Translation is a complex and multifaceted process. It involves more than simply
transferring words from one language to another; it also involves conveying the richness of
meaning, tone, rhythm and cultural nuances inherent in the source text. This is particularly true of
poetic translation, a distinct form of literary art where form and content are inseparable.

This Master’s thesis focuses on the translation and analysis of selected poems from the
collections Falling Awake (2016) and Weeds and Wild Flowers (2009) by the contemporary British
poet Alice Oswald. Oswald is widely recognised for her distinctive style of “acoustic naturalism”,
blending oral tradition, classical mythology and precise botanical imagery. Her work is
characterised by a “living syntax”, utilising enjambment and a lack of punctuation to create a sense
of breathless continuity and fluidity.

The project’s primary objectives were to characterise the author’s writing style, define the
stylistic devices used in the source text and identify the main techniques employed in the Ukrainian
translation. The study relied on the theoretical frameworks of Selivanova O. (for stylistic analysis)
and Molina & Hurtado Albir (for translation techniques).

The analysis revealed that Oswald’s poetry is characterised by metaphors, personification
and water symbolism, which bring the natural world to life and blur the distinction between human
and non-human. The translation process presented significant challenges in reproducing the
specific thythm and the author’s “slow listening” technique.

The quantitative analysis of the translation techniques used in this study reveals a clear
pattern in the strategies employed to translate Alice Oswald's poetry into Ukrainian. As shown in
the diagram in Appendix A, literal translation accounts for the largest proportion (22%), indicating
that much of Oswald's imagery is universal enough to be transferred directly without loss of
meaning. However, the high frequencies of transposition (18%) and modulation (15%)
demonstrate that grammatical restructuring and semantic shifts were crucial for adapting the text
to the synthetic nature of the Ukrainian language while preserving the specific poetic logic.
Amplification (11%) also played a vital role in preserving the rhythmic structure and rhyme
scheme. Less frequent techniques, such as particularisation (8%), reduction (7%), adaptation (5%)
and borrowing (4%), were employed for specific stylistic and cultural adjustments. This statistical
distribution highlights the translator's balanced approach of adhering to the original text where
possible while employing creative transformations to recreate the aesthetic effect.

In conclusion, this translation project highlights the need for a balance between linguistic
precision and creative freedom when translating contemporary British ecopoetry. The prevalence
of grammatical and semantic transformations, such as transposition and modulation, highlights the
importance of adapting the text to the norms of the target language while preserving the author’s
unique voice. Future research could examine the phonostylistic features of Oswald’s work,
particularly in her epic poem Memorial, and analyse how her nature imagery is received by a
Ukrainian audience.
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APPENDICES

APPENDIX A. TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES USED BY A. BEREZIUK IN
TRANSLATING ALICE OSWALD’S POETRY

@ Literal translation
@ Transposition
@ Modulation
Amplification
Particularization
@ Reduction
@® Adaptation @ Borrowing
@ Discursive creation
@ Generalization
@ Established equivalent

@ Ccalque, Description,

@ Substitution, Compensation
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