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Veronika Ivanytska is a Ukrainian poet and fiction writer from Zaporizhzhia, southeastern
Ukraine, who currently lives and studies in Edmonton. Veronika published selections of her
poems in various Ukrainian magazines and almanacs, such as "Literary Chernihiv", "Dzvin"
and others. As a newcomer to Edmonton, Veronika wrote and published her winter blog "A lot of
snow — a lot of bread". She considers herself a representative of metamodernism, a literary
movement that corresponds to the digitized, post-industrial, globalized era. The author's poetic
language is full of symbols, allusions, and metaphors. In her recent poems, Veronika focuses on
the themes of a young person lost in the universe, and the image of a distant homeland suffering
from the horrors of war.

*k*k

The following piece is the excerpt from Veronika’s autoethnographic project A Young Woman
Fleeing the War: In-Between Two Worlds that tells some of her story back in 2022. This piece is not
presented at the concert.

The First Day. Zaporizhzhia, Southeastern Ukraine

The first day of the invasion caught me off guard in my home city. Zaporizhzhia appeared in the
midst of things almost immediately. | followed the news with wide-opened eyes and a constant
blend of fear and anxiety. In three days, Russians took Melitopol and Enerhodar where the
biggest European power plant is located. Government warned about the danger of an atomic
disaster. Everyday felt like eternity, full of hope and worries. | couldn't do anything. | updated
the newsfeed every single minute. | tried not to text my friends checking on them all the time. |
felt useless sitting at home idly. I didn't have enough courage and skills to join other brave
strangers in wearing protective nets or making Molotov cocktails. Among all other problems the
feeling of guiltiness and helplessness gradually arose. How did I deal with this? I tried to watch
something. | read books to my mom out loud. I played the guitar.

A Prisoner at Home. Zaporizhzhia, Southeastern Ukraine

| felt like a prisoner in my own apartment. It seemed extremely unsafe to stay outside, although
there were no constant attacks. Nevertheless, the war is a totally different world. It takes time for
the first shock to settle and adjust to the new reality. During that first week, we allowed
ourselves only short walks and purchases in stores. When | recall it now, | can see cloudy sky
above my head, empty streets in my district, the best district in the world, as it seems to me after
the long parting, the building of my high school and hear a startling air alarm. When it started,
we hurried back home, wrapped in the primal feeling of fear.

Localizing Pain. A town in Western Ukraine

The war was good at raising questions, providing heartbreaking answers and localizing the pain.
One morning | opened the news and saw the familiar name. Not the closest one. Still, I couldn’t
believe it. It was a distant acquaintance of mine, and, as far as | knew, she was staying in a
nearby city in Western Ukraine where | had to move at some point of the invasion. How could it
be that she died in Kyiv? I called my mom, and things became even more tragic. This woman
went to the capital for family reasons and was killed during a Russian missile attack. The rocket
went straight into her apartment. Being a journalist, she became a 23-rd media worker who has
been killed since the Russian invasion began. The pain was localized. The local freezing was not
provided though.



It happened the week before Easter. | bought traditional Ukrainian Easter cakes. The principal of
the school where the internally displaced people stayed did his best to make a celebration for
those who were forced to leave their homes. On the day of Easter, the breakfast began with the
priest entering the cafeteria to sanctify the festive food. Easter cakes and pysanky were served.
The town was celebrating as well, decorated and full of church bells ringing. Life almost felt
better among the crowded streets and huge lines of locals and displaced people like me who
waited to sanctify their Easter baskets. Wherever | went, bells followed me. It sounded almost
like magic, and the poem was written.

The Alien World of War. Zaporizhzhia, Southeastern Ukraine

The alien world of war presents familiar places under a different light. All the factories,
hydroelectric station and bridges become strategic objects and, therefore, potential targets for the
enemy. And all of these objects are located extremely close to my house. With this in mind, we
stayed in the apartment while air alarms lasted. | played Bach and the Beatles. | went into a
disturbing dream with the thought that I might not wake up the next morning. 1 didn't tell anyone
that I thought it would be too early to die being seventeen; however, | convinced myself, I would
at least leave the poems after me. They could tell my story.

*k*k

The following poems are presented before M. Skoryk — Diptych

1. Cuaosa ckjaaajucs B ¢JI0Ba
Words Formed into Words

CoBa CKJ1aJajaucs B CJIOBa, Words formed into words,

CrnoBa HapOKYBAITUCh 3HOBY. Words were born anew.

Ix sk 3ipMITIO Geperna, | treasured them like the apple of my eye,

I Have TOJIKOI0 BKOJIOJIACH. And then it was as if | was pricked by a needle.
I riMH JyHaB, 1 cajl CBUCTIB, And the anthem resounded, and the garden whistled,
I nymanack Bxke BKOTpE Jyma. And thought was repeatedly pondered.

[lykaii MeHE y BOPOTTi Search for me in redemption

Ta xasTTs cobi mpuaymai. And invent repentance for yourself.

[TicHi BIUBaJIMCS B MiCHI, Songs poured into songs,

Hi Ha xBuIIMHY He BUIyXaJlH. Never ceasing for even a moment.

I nHi meperMBaIyu B JTHI, And days flowed into days,

[ 611 HIKOH HE BEPTAIIH. And never returned again.



2. Mapa
A Nightmare

HaBKpYTH Kpaca,
BECHsIHA 3UMa,

a 3HIMaTH Ha HJ'IiBKy YOMYCb HC XOUYCTLCH.

HIIIOXOH y XMapax XMapHUX,
MU SIK 3 Ka3K{ PO PyKaBUUKY,
Ka3ka, Oaiika, jerenza, Mapa...
MU YCi Ha OJTHE OOIMYYsL.

OKYJISIPH Y CHDKHY KPaIruHKY,
JIic oasrcs 1 BiIBEpHYBCH.
BUIJISIJIAI0 BECHSIHY JIACTIBKY,
aJie 0avy JIMIIe 3eMJICTPYCH.

HABKPYT — OJIHI Ty,
HE )KMBI, Ta i HE MEPTBI,
SK1 CTPYIIYIOTh CIIOKI 3 OLJISIBUX JI€pEB.

3. bpama noproBa
The Gate at the Port

Kpi3b kymonu HamiBCKIIsAHI
Cooisg TUBUTHCS 3KYPEHO.
Paxyii cexynau, 1o, qH1
VY TamOypax npoKypeHux.

Kpi3b BepTukani pi3kux 3mMiH
Koctbomn Bigkpue 6pamu.

I T1, poxamMu HaB3/OTIH,
ITizemr coOi cBiTamu.

Ckpi3b Kynoiu He 30J10Ti,

I cBiT 371Mi1 He 31 371a.
ITpoxoaumt 6pamy y mopTi
Kpi3b coH, kpi3p Opu3My CKJa.

all around is beauty,
winter pretending to be spring,
but there's no desire to capture it on film.

there are pedestrians in cloudy clouds,
we are like characters from The Mitten tale,
a fairy tale, a fable, a legend, a nightmare...
we all wear the same face.

glasses covered in snowy specks,

the forest got dressed and turned away.
i look for the spring swallow,

but all I see is earthquakes.

all around — only souls,
not alive, yet not dead,
shaking peace from the blond trees.

Through semi-glass domes,
Sophia* gazes sternly.

Count seconds, destinies, days
In the smoke-filled vestibules.

Through the verticals of sharp changes,
The church will open its gates.

And you, chasing through the years,
Will traverse worlds of your own.

Not everywhere domes are made of gold,
And the world is not evil from evil.

You pass the gate at the port

Through sleep, through the prism of glass.

*Saint-Sophia Cathedral (Kyiv) is implied
here



4, Hecka3zaHne

The Unsaid

Cka3zaTy 1110Ch — TH HE IIOYY€L.

B MmeHi HeckazaHe KuBe.

Jlecy IpOKUBeEI, AECh 3aHOYYEN,
A BTIM — 3auUenuIll 3a )KUBE.

Po3Bopymuty Batpu morin,
Cka3zaTy 1110Ch — CJIOBA SIK JUM.
Heckazane cigae B morsr,

I muiax ripkuii, HEMOB TOJIHH.

If | say something — you won't hear.

Inside me, the unsaid lives.

Somewhere you'll live, somewhere you'll spend the night,
Yet, you'll hit a nerve.

Stirring the ashes of the fire,

If I say something — words are like smoke.
The unsaid takes the train,

And the path is bitter, like wormwood.

The following poems are presented before A. Rodin — Violin Concerto

1. Haxuso
Live

Ha)KMBO. LIaxXH.
M1ITYKOBYIO 3MIHH.
aHTEHU CTPaXy.

Mpii MOi — Aenb(iHu.

BIIyYHO. CTPIMKO.

TO, MaOyTh, OyII0 cepiie.
BrOJIOC. CTIHH.

MIOPH POKY. TOJIOHI TepIiil.

SIHTOJIM. IIax 1 MarT.

MU 3 TO0OT0 3’ IMO TIy]T COJII.
COHIIE. COHETH COHAT.

11e MUHYJIE B HAaC 3a CITUHOIO.

2. Haroaoc
The Accent

ctapi Ooru momepiu
00 MU BTpayaiiu Bipy
nepedupaiu nepiau
Jamaly Kpuia Jipu

live. chess.

i am searching for changes.
antennas of fear.

my dreams — dolphins.

accurately. swiftly.

that, perhaps, was the heart.
aloud. walls.

seasons. palms of triads.

angels. checkmate.

you and | will eat a peck of salt.
sun. sonnets of sonatas.

there is the past behind our backs.

the old gods have died
for we lost faith

sorting through pearls
breaking the wings of lira



1 3ax1]] COHIISI CEPJIUBCh
13aTyJsAB pyKaMu
00JIMYYsI TUIO cepiie
OyB OoromM Haja OoraMu

HaIll HaroJI0C HEeBITYHUH
BiH HE Ha TOMY CKJIaJi
el cBIT OaraTo3Ha4YHUM
3BEM B PSJIOK 3 Oaytaau

3. Koo63ap
Kobzar*
0e3010e3a

(hanpmmBa poOiH30HA 1A
BIIKPUTHUH «KOO3ap»
HE po3/1aBail MEeHi Mopaan

TPUBOXHA 100a
PYKH Ha ITyJIbCi
3axoauTh Ko63ap
Ha HHOT'O JUBJIIOCS

06e30106e3a

CXOBaTHUCH HiIe
Ha K0031 k003ap
3irpae MOJUTBY

and the sunset got angry
covering its face with hands
face, body, heart

and was the god above gods

our accent is ungrateful

it is not on the right syllable
arrange this ambiguous world
into a line from a ballad

ringing a bell you cannot unring
a fake Robinsonade

“the Kobzar" is open

don't give me advice

an anxious era

keeping a finger on a pulse
Kobzar enters

i look at him

ringing a bell you cannot unring
there is nowhere to hide

on a kobza kobzar

will play a prayer.

*A kobzar was an itinerant Ukrainian bard who sang to his own accompaniment, played on a

multistringed kobza or bandura.

Taras Shevchenko, a famous Ukrainian poet, is also often referred to as Kobzar (his first book of
poems “The Kobzar”, as well as his subsequent works, became a foundational text in Ukrainian

literature).

4., KoaucKoBi MM mojJeM
Lullabies Walked Across the Field

HaBaJia 001iMiB,

1o Oyt 6€3 HUX — TO K TUTAKATH HaTIIecepIie,
TO OyBaTH 0e3 piTHUX

Y 3BUBHCTHX KOPHUIOpPaX CMEPTI.

IOBEHI KOJINCKOBUX,
110 X MaTepi CIIOBUBAIU 3HOBY 1 3HOBY,
1 KOJIMCKOBI HIIJIN ITOJIEM

a deluge of embraces,

to be without them — like crying in vain.
it is like existing without kin

in the winding corridors of death.

floods of lullabies
that mothers cared for again and again
and lullabies walked across the field



YKUTHIM Ta PIAHUM, CTAPUM 1 HOBHUM.

BpOKal Mepemor,

10 30uparu ix, 30uparh SKHANIIBHIIIE
kiande bor,

1TH

migiMacnics

BHUIIIE, BUIIE 1 BHIIIE...

5. JlwoooB
Love

JI1000B BHUTIKAE 3 MEHE,

I pemrTku numiae Ha JHi.
Pozuunena B miHOMy HeO1,
CrajieHa Ha BOTHI.

JIt000B Xae BaXKo

I nictae mirynkw.

3 MeHe 3HIMAIOTh MAacKy.
JIt000B BiIKpUBa MPUTYIIKH.

JIxo60B po3kpuBae 06iliMu

I 3Hae, mo Tpayp He BIYHUH.
JIro60B npunuHse BiltHU

I mounnae cropiyus.

of rye and familiarity, of old and new

harvests of victories

to gather them, gather them as fast as you can,
God calls,

and you

rise

higher, higher, and higher...

Love drains from me,

And only remains are left behind.
Love, dissolved in the copper sky,
Burnt in the fire.

Love breathes heavily
And gets pills.

My mask is removed.
Love opens havens.

Love opens embraces

And knows that mourning is not eternal.
Love ends wars

And begins centuries.

The following poems are presented before V. Silvestrov — Silent Music

1. TlepeamicTsi mepeamMon
The Suburbs of Prefaces

HE PO3YyMIIO TBOIX MOJIYIHEBUX MOJIUTOB.
s ITaXOJIT 1 MapoIlIaB. HIYOTO OUIbIIIE.
3ary0JIroch y epeMicTi IepeMOB.

y CIIyXaBKY COTHUTh, 31TXa€ THIIIA.

HE PO3yMiI0 TBOIX MOJIOTHSIHUX CY3ipb.
KPaCHOMOBCTBO Hapasi CTaBUTb IMIAHIKKY.

SIK HE BIPHUII HA CJIOBO, MOCTyXai X04 BIpIIl.

JITO, SIK I3€PKaJI0, HAATPICHYTE TPILIKH.

i do not understand your midday prayers.

i am a bird flight and a steamship. I am nothing more.
i will get lost in the suburbs of prefaces.

in the handset, silence snuffles and sighs.

i do not understand your linen constellations.

rhetoric currently puts a foot in the door.

if you do not believe my words, listen at least to the verse.
summer is slightly cracked, like a mirror.



2. Iloyepk B eJIEKTPOHHOMY JIUCTI
The Handwriting of an Electronic Letter

longing, aspiring and desiring
anything but earthly drama.
yearning, pleading, and craving
vivid memories in the forefront.

XO0UeThCs, 0AKAETHCS 1 IPArHEThCS
Oy/b-40T0, OKpPiM Ha3eMHUX JpaM.
MIPOCUTHCS, OJ1araeThCs 1 TATHETHCS
CTIOMUHIB BHPA3HUX MEPIIHNA IJIaH.

arguing, forgiving, returning

a "joyful™ assortment of insults,
filling up and crumpling, forgetting
the handwriting of an electronic letter.

CIIEpPEYAETHCS, MPOIIAETHCS, BEPTAETHCS
13 00pa3 «Becee» acopTi,

MTOBHUTHCS 1 MHEThCS, 3a0YBa€THCS
MOYEPK B EJIEKTPOHHOMY JIHCTI.

finding, losing, passing

a meeting under the gaze of nights.
becoming, comparing, soothing

the thirst and autumn of gentle eyes.

3HANUJIEThCS, 3aryOUThCA, BITOYICThCS
3YCTpid CS ITiJT HATJISIOM HOYCH.
3pOOUTHCS, 3ICTABUTHCS, BTAMYETHCS
crpara i OCiHb JIATiIHUX OYCH.

The following poems are presented before Z. Kolodub — Sinfonietta

1. Bincrami
The Distances

Mu Ha Bincrai, 1r0a.
Bix croronni Mixxk Hamu
Kinomerpu 1 ropu,

I MmocTu 3 OG110KIIOCTAaMHU.

Mu Ha BiacTaHi, COHIIE.
41 B cHIrax i BeCHsIHKaXx,
51 kepyto co0otro,

Sk crycToleHa CKIITHKA.

Mu Ha BifcTaH1, KBITKO.
[TpopocTatoTh HOBUHH
Mix cTexkaMu QOTBKIOPY
I3 KOpiHHS TPOBUHH.

2. MarnoJist
Magnolia

MAarHoJIisI ThOXKa A3BIHKO
enb(iCHKUMU TEMTOCTKAMHU.
CTPYMOK TpoOirae CTpiMKo
HEHA3BaHUMHU MICTaMHU.

We are apart, my love.
Starting today, between us,
Kilometers and mountains,
And bridges with checkpoints.

We are apart, my sun.

I am in snow and spring breezes,
I control myself

Like an empty glass.

We are apart, my flower.
News sprouts

Among the paths of folklore
From the roots of guilt.

magnolia rings softly
with elvish petals.

a stream rushes swiftly
through unnamed cities.



sl BIAKPUBAIO 04l

1 Bce, 10 51 Oady — 3€JICHb,
3€JIeHb, KBITH ITPOPOUI,
SIHTOJIbCHKI TapaJiedi.

MaiKe HaaXxOJUTh COHIIC,
MarHoJist CHITE TIOJIbITaHU.

B IIPOYMHEHE HIEPO BIKOHIIE
JMHYTH JIAHU ¥ OMaHHU.

3. Caian maiidyTHBOT0
Traces of the Future

S1 BUIUCYIO KOJIa Ta YeKaro 40roch HE30yTHHOTO.
[TouyBarocs AMBHO KHUBOIO.

Ha 3i0raHiii cepBeTIi MPOCTYNAIOTh CITiIM MaiilOyTHBOTO,
A HeBaaul iAyTh 32 MHOIO.

o # xa3aTu, HEMa Hi MPO3H BXKE,
Hi xamMiHHS B KHIIICHAX PUM.

S Tpemuy Ha BITpY, K MIMO3H Ti,
S neuy K Ky[U1aTHil TUM.

S1 BUTayr0 XUTPICTh CLEHAPIIO —
Bin He 30yneTbcs, BU3HAIO.
XTochk 310paB MeHe 13 repOapiro.
51 Hacuuty HoTO BITI3HAIO.

o i1 ka3aTH, TUBa 32 OOpiEM.

He monumen, He BUMpaBHIIl PUTM.
Ceplie cBapuThCA 3 IPyrOM-PO3yMOM.
S neuy K Ky[U1aTHil THM.

i open my eyes,

and all I can see is greenery,
greenery, prophetic flowers,
angelic parallels.

the sun is almost setting,
magnolia sprinkles tulips.
through an open window,
meadows and delusions flow.

| draw circles and wait for something elusive.

| feel strangely alive.

Traces of the future emerge on the crumpled napkin,
While failures follow me.

What else to say, there is no prose anymore,
No stones in the pockets of rhymes.

I shiver in the wind like those mimosa trees,
I rise like a fluffy smoke.

| invent a cunning script —

It will not come true, | confess.
Someone gathered me from herbs.
| barely recognize them.

What else to say, miracles are beyond the horizon.
It cannot be helped, the rhythm cannot be fixed.
The heart argues with its friend, reason.

I rise like a fluffy smoke.

*All poems are translated into English as free verse versions, although all poems in the original have a

rhyme (except for “Mapa” (A Nightmare)).



