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FOREWORD

There are moments when words no longer strive to impress —
they simply breathe. They come softly, like mist over grass, like
sunlight through half-closed curtains, like autumn air that carries
both warmth and melancholy.

These poems were born from such moments. They are not about
grand discoveries, but about pauses — the stillness between
thoughts, the quiet truths that live in rain, in silence, in the glance
of someone dear, or in the whisper of prayer.

White Horse and the poems that follow are reflections on nature,
time, and feeling — on the small, luminous things that keep us
human. Written in two languages, they belong to both heart and
horizon, where words meet meaning and silence meets
understanding.

May these pages remind you that even in simplicity there is depth,
and in stillness — life.

Lilia Yermak
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BIAMU KIHb

VY TymaHi paHHBOMY CEPEA TPaB
XOAUTH OIAUN KIHb — THUXO-THUXO.
Yu paHEHBKO BCTaB,

Ywu BCrO HIY HE CrIaB —

Biauysas, mo 3HOB cyHe AHXO...

Ha xopaoni cuBomy HOdI I AHA,

Koawu miiauii cBiT COHHO AMXA,
bpoanTs kinb 3panns,
bpoants HaBmanHs

V Tymani TiM — THXO-THXO.

02.08.25




WHITE HORSE

In the early mist among the grass,
A white horse moves — and shadows pass.
Did he rise with dawn’s pale gleam,
Or wander all night through a dream —

Sensing again what the heart can’t surpass.

On the border of night and day,
While the world in slumber lay,

He drifts through fog — so still, so clear,
His quiet steps fade, drawing near,
While the morning drifts on its way...

02.08.25




KAMIHb

Kaminp kpokamu cTepTHH,
Mox y miAnHI Bpic.
CKIABKHI BIH CAIB BIABEPTHX

V croraam nepemnic?

CKIABKH PO3AYK TOOAYNB,
CkiApku TyrH BBIOpaB?
CKiABKH KOTIB OPOAAIHX

Kaminp nmoreprui 3sHaB?

CTOAITTA AETHTH, MUHAE —

Hixto He 3ymuHUTH 4ac.

Amrm kKaMiHb IIOTEPTHH 3HAE,

Toit 3mHae yce mpo Hac...

18.08.25




STONE

A stone — worn down by tread,
With moss in every seam.
How many words once said

Has it carried into dream?

How many partings seen,
How much of sorrow drawn?
How many strays have been

By this old stone passed on?

The centuries fly and fade —

No one can stop their run.

But the weathered stone, long-stayed,

Knows all — knows everyone...

18.08.25




BYPIITUHOBUII ITOTIK

Byprmrrunosmii moTik
V conAaunOMYy TaHII
Kpisp nmpopisu mosik
S 6aay — Ha ipanr.
Scxpasuii 1 AeTkuid,
Kog3ae o kimMuari.
AeTiB CroAm Bikm
B 6yprrrnroBOMY TAaTTI.
[Ilo Gaums gn 3ycTpis
V' A0Bromy moapori?
Koro norixk 3irpis
V X0AOAI it ckOpOOTI?

AoAaB Ak Oe3Ald cTiH —

Horo nmraro 3HOBY.

Mosunrts. He ckaxe Bim
Hi caoBa, ui niBcaoBa.
TaHIrOE CBIM TAHOK
V Tuim oAnMHOKIN
ByprrrraOBHI ITIAOK.

MeHni Aapye CHOKIH.

21.08.25




AMBER STREAM

An amber stream of light,
In golden, sunlit dances —
Through lashes, soft and bright,
I see it on the curtains.

So vivid, clear, and free,

It glides across the room,
Has flown through centuries,
In amber’s glowing bloom.
What sights has it once known,
What hearts has it set free?
Whose sorrow has it warmed,

Whose chill turned into peace?

Through walls it found its way —

I ask it once again.

It whispers not a word,
Not half a word remains.
It dances, calm, alone,

In silence, pure and deep —
This amber dust of light,
That grants my soul its sleep.

21.08.25




3AKPUTI ABEPI

I 3sHAarO — Bce He IIPOCTO TaK,
I xouxHl ABepi, 110 3aKpHTi,
Ile me mpoBaa, 11e IPOCTO 3HAK —

He Bci TBOT cTexKHM HA CBITI.

51 He TpHMAarO 3A2 B Ay,
He crykaro Tyam, Ae TiHi.
Memni cBoi — BorHi # AoII,

Csof cremxkn — 1pocTi i eAuH.

Tu Tex IpoCTH 1 BIAITYCTH,

Wam B iHmmmmit Oik B cBOIH MaHEpL...

[Toasiky#t THM, XTO HE ITyCTHB,

XTO MOBYKH 3a4NHHB Ti ABEPI.

30.06.25




CLOSED DOORS

I know — there’s meaning, nothing’s chance,
Each door that’s closed before your eyes
Is not a loss, but just a sign —

Not every path in life is mine.

I keep no bitterness inside,
I knock no more where shadows hide.
The rain and fire belong to me —

My roads are few, but clear and free.

And you, forgive and let it be,

Go your own way, as you should steer.
Give thanks to those who turned the key —
Who softly closed the door, sincere.

30.06.25




€ TAKE IITACTA

€ Take 1macTa — TH 1 TBOE KUTTH.
Kury Ha TOBHY, KUTH O€3 KaATTA.
Te, 1110 TpHMa€e HaBITh Y AHI CKAQAHI,

Cuam AA€ INAHATUCH, KOAW HA AHL.

Baitky — cmagna MaAmHa IIPOCTO 3 KyIna,
Cr1iB COAOB’l, TYAIHHS HyAHE XPYIIIA.
PosmoBa 3 TiM, XTO CrIpaBAl 4uye Tebe,

AerkicTe Ta — KOAH po3ymMier cebe.

ITo ByAmIIi HiTH, XOBAaIOYHCH B TIHb ACPEB,

Parrrom 3maiiti Aech HOTO CBOE CTape.

XBUAMHKA THII — Have 3aCHYB BECh CBIT

I Amrmre mopsA HIKHO MypKOdYE KIT.

KaBy it — Hade Alkye BOHa,
Ta gac BiA Yacy — KEAHX YH ABA BHHA...
B TpaBi AezkaTy — B TiiT 3aIaIHii Tpasl...

Taxi ApiOuumi... Crpaskai 3ate. 7Kusi.

26.06.25




SUCH HAPPINESS

There is such happiness — you, and your days,
Living full-hearted, in simple ways.
What holds you steady when times grow thin,
What lifts you gently when you’re within.

Summer — sweet raspberries, warm and red,
A nightingale’s song, a beetle’s hum overhead.
A talk with someone who truly hears,

The peace that comes when the mind clears.

Walking the street in the shade of trees,

Finding an old photo — the past at ease.
A minute of silence — the world asleep,

A cat beside you, its purring deep.

Coffee that heals you sip by sip,
And sometimes wine, two glasses’ trip.
Lying in grass, its scent alive —

Such little things... yet how they thrive.

26.06.25




ITACAMBI AFOA1

[HlacAmBi AYOAM — IIACAMBI CHOTOAHI,
A perirra — TO 3aBTpa, TO BYOpPA.
OAHI — I1aCAMBI 1 Y AHI HETIOTOAHI,

A B IHITIIX — ITIOAHA OIAB 1 rope.

V 1IACAUMBUX — 3aBIIIE AUBA 1 CBATO,

A B HeImacHUX — KAXAHBi HOYI.

Aas 1macta Tpeda 30BciM HeOaraTo:

Biakpuri cepris, uncti odl.

07.06.25




HAPPY PEOPLE

Happy people — they’re happy today,
The rest — tomorrow, or yesterday.
Some find joy though the skies turn gray,

While others drown in their own dismay.

For the happy — each day’s a feast,

For the unhappy — long nights increase.

To be content takes little, at least:

An open heart, and eyes of peace.

07.06.25




3YCTPIU BUITYCKHHMKIB

OCTaHHBOTO A3BOHHKA 3BYKI
AyHAIOTD Kpi3b IIPIPBY PO3AYKH.
X049 poKiB MUHYAO Oararo,

Aae 35 1o He AaTA.

Ha xaab, He 3ycTpitucs 3HOBY,
He xuHyTH OKOM YH CAOBOM.
Bo aexro Ha nebi Bxe ce...

ZKurrrs HAATO IIBUAKO MUHAE.

Crapi Bixe 0OATTYsA 1 PyKH,

A B KOroch He AITH — OHYKH.

Ta ceprie, AyIIa He CTapIirOTh,

Bonn nporo mpocto He BMIFOTB.

20.06.25




CLASS REUNION

The school bell’s echo still rings clear,
Across the gulf of many years.
Though time has flown — it’s not too late,

For thirty-five is no true date.

Yet some we’ll never meet again,
No word, no glance — just sky and rain.
For some now shine among the stars. ..

Life passes quickly — as it must.

Our faces aged, our hands grown worn,
Some hold grandkids, not children born.
But hearts and souls — they never fade,

They simply never learned to age.

20.06.25




MOAHMCDH 3ABXKAHN

Moaunch. MOAUCEH 3aBXKAH.
TroAl — xaii Ges cAiB,
YacoM — 3 OCTAaHHIX CHA.
I xoAn BIEHT 3iTAIB —
I'ocmoaa sHOB Mpock
Bbeperru Bia Oiam.
Moawnce, kKoAn mycTHii,
ITpipsa B Ay KOAH,

U cBiTAO Bike HE TOPHTD.
T'ocrioaa 3H0B MOAT
B 1o mattremuinry Mmuth —
Ay1iy TBOIO CIIacTH.

30pos BeAnKa € —
CAoBo, IO pBE TiTHMY,
Te, o pATye AyX
" CMEPTD 3YIIHHA CAMY.
Uye moautBa Ayx,
baunts ceprie 1BOE.
Moance. 3aBxAn paaii,
o B cBiti 60A2IT OANH
Bucayxa 0iAb TBOIO —
Arobasunit boxwuit Cum.

Brpumae na kparo,

3HEBIPATUCH HE CMI.

02.07.25




PRAY ALWAYS

Pray. Always, pray.
Sometimes — without a word,
At times — with all your strength, unheard.
And when your heart has burned away,

Ask God once more to guard your way,

To keep you safe from harm.
Pray when your soul feels bare,
When darkness fills the air,
When every light seems gone.
Ask God again in that deep night,
To save your soul, to hold you tight,
Until the dawn is born.

Great is the power you wield —
A word that breaks the gloom,
That lifts the spirit’s shield,
And halts even death’s dark doom.
The Spirit hears your plea,
And sees your heart laid bare.

So pray — and always rejoice,
For in this wotld, there is One
Who hears your pain, your voice —
The loving Father’s Son.

He’ll hold you at the brink,

Lose faith — but never sink.

02.07.25




BE3BHUXIADb

— Kasn xouernr?
— Mosxe, repbarm?..

I crrokifino cuaity i muTH.
— Bce Habpuano.
Xouerbcs CIaTH.

— Kpame cniatu, abu He BUTH...
— AmHi, MOB XMapa OCIHHSA, TEMHI.
Biaycroan crpaxu — y Aymy!
— 3HOB HpHOYTKH MOI BiA’€MHI,
AAe AaAl IIPAITFOIO — MYIITY.
— V crocyHKax — O0OAOTO, Hade.

— Posymiro. Moi — Tak camo...

— Ceprre xo4de ATOOOBI, I1AQYE,

Ta B KUTTI MAIO AHIIIE ADAMU.
— Moi piaHi 11O CBITYy OPOAATS.
— A MOl — B Hebecax AAAEKUX...
— Bia 0e3BHXOAlL 3yOH 3BOAUTH.

— Posymiro. Vcim Heaerxo...

19.09.25




NO WAY OUT

— Coffee?
— Maybe some tea...
And they sit in silence, sipping slowly.
— I'm so tired.
All feels empty to me.

— Better sleep than howl so lowly...
— Days are dark, like autumn skies.
Fear creeps in — from every side.
— My income’s gone again — surprise.
But still I work. I must, I try.

— My love life’s stuck, like a bog, you know.

— I get it. Mine’s the same, below.

— My heart still craves some love, some flame,
But all I get is hurt and blame.

— My family’s scattered across the world.
— And mine — in heaven’s light unfurled...
— I grit my teeth; there’s no way out.

— I know. It’s hard for all, no doubt.

19.09.25




3ATHUIIIHA OCIHb

A OCiHb — IIe THIII AyIIIa,
B sxiit saBmupae gac.
I rpie Bona, i BrimIA,

I BrOMY 3HIMaE Bpas.

A ociup — 11e vara BuHa,
[ITo6 pyku sirpitu i HYTpO.
I HaBITH AKIO TH OAHA —

Llinyii if mupe Temao.

3a0apBUTH y CBITAO TBill ACHB

I, moixke, TBilT OAT — Y Kap.

bo ociap — mopa AAf HaTXHEHD,

Pomamrruxw, THIm 1 gap.

17.10.25




COZY AUTUMN

And autumn — a soul of calm,
Where time itself slows down.
It warms, it soothes, it charms,

And lifts the weariness drowned.

And autumn — a cup of wine,

To warm your hands and core.
And even if you’re alone —

Cherish its gentle warmth once more.

It colors your day with light,
Perhaps your clothes — with fire.
For autumn’s the season bright

Of silence, romance, and desire.

17.10.25




OCIHHI! CYM

Yomy Te HebO 1y1aue BOCEHU?
Hagimo cipo3u Jijie 6e3nepecTaHKy?
Hatsgrue TeMHO-Cipy KOBOPY 3paHKy —
| HasMBae cyMy B Hallli CHU.

A xoueTbcCs Teria i SCHUX JHiB,
I1106 coHlle IocMixasocs sICKpaBo,
1106 no6prmu OyJiv BCi Hallli CIpasy,
I cepue po3ymino Bce — 6e3 CIIiB.

18.10.25




AUTUMN SADNESS

Why does the sky break down and cry each fall?
What makes it weep with no end, no delay?
It pulls a smoky blanket over all
And pours its quiet sorrow into day.

But still we dream of warmth, of golden skies,
Of sunshine smiling down without a care,
Of kindness glowing deep in people's eyes,
And hearts that feel the truth that's always there.

18.10.25




OCTAHHIH JIITHIM JEHD

OcraHHil JIiTHIN IE€Hb
MeHe 3yCTpiB TYMaHOM.
[Toxmypuii, sSIK MirpeHs,

OTpyeHuil IypMaHOM.

YpuBuaro 3iTxas,
CyMHUI1 — He nepenary,
bo BepecHIo BiniaB
Csil1 06pa3s, Bj1agy ¥ maTw.

31.08.25




LAST SUMMER DAY

The last warm day of sun
Met me with mist and shadow.
So heavy, joy was none —

Like migraines dark and shallow.

He sighed in broken breath,
Too sad for words to capture,

For autumn claimed, in death,

His shape, his reign, his rapture.

31.09.25




TYMAH

A moBiTps, Hade Bata, Oiac!
Posaumaocs moAoko Hebec.

V Tymani micto oHIMiAE

Crurrp, HEMOB Ha pidIll TUXHH ITAEC.

[Ilo MOrAO cXOBaTHCH B TyMaHi?
Kaarrruk HeO2? Crexka? [Tirmmoxia?
Byamnri 1 AroAn — HeBITI3HAHHI.

AVBHUN, HEBIII3HAHMI AU CBIT.

2025




FOG

The air is white, as soft as wool,
Like heaven’s milk, it spreads around.
The silent city, calm and cool,

Sleeps upon the river’s sound.

What hides within this mist so deep?
A patch of sky? A winding street?

The world is lost in ghostly sleep,

So strange, unknown, yet bittersweet.

2025




PELIEIIT

Mesi Alkap IIPOINCAB IFO THUIITY.
1 sipkoBe cAliBO yHOUI.
I Beceaky Bpanii HaTHIKHIITY.

B 1e6i craiM KypaBAIB KAFOUI.

Bin meni A03BOAMB TOMOBYATH,

CAyxaro4un CIiBu COAOB'B.

AeHb 3 HOBOIO MPIEIO IIOYATH.

CrioBHHTHCS THII AO KpaiB.

Yy npuiiMy perent el He3BUIaiHIi?
Yu mocayxarocs A IopaA?
Tax, Bi3bMy, OO B cepril 3aAyM TAHHUIL:

Bipurn, 110 Bee miae Ha AaA.

2018




PRESCRIPTION

The doctor gave a cure so bright—

The hush of stars in silent night,
A rainbow’s touch at dawn’s first gleam,

And cranes that soar in skies serene.

He told me I could pause and rest,
To hear the nightingale’s request,
To start each morning with a dream,

And let the quiet fill the seams.

Shall T embrace this rare advice?
Shall I let hope within me rise?
Yes, I will, for deep inside,

I trust that all will turn out right.

2018




BIAI ITPOCTHPAAAA

IIpocrupassa 6iAl — Ha ITOASX,
I AepeBa y mocaskax — OIAl.
Cr1oumnBaEc CTOMAEHA 3EMASA

3HOBY y 00iliMax 3aMETiAlL

V GapA03i TEImAill CIUTH BEAMIAD,

3af9uKy IIyKarOTh, 1100 IOICTH.
Besnepepsro 3 neba cHIr AeTuTh

I mykae, ae 6 Homy ocicrm...

31.10.25




WHITE SHEETS

White sheets lie across the fields,
And the trees in groves are white as well.
The weary earth in silence yields,
Wrapped again in snowfall’s gentle spell.

In a cozy den, the beat’s asleep,
Hares are out, still searching for a bite.

Snow keeps falling from the sky, so deep,

Looking for a place to settle light...

31.10.25
































































































































































































































































LET’S STAY IN TOUCH

GLILIA_YERMAK

“Every reader is a quiet miracle.
Thank you for being here.”



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Lilia Yermak is a bilingual poet whose work celebrates the quiet
beauty of nature, time, and the human soul. Writing in both
Ukrainian and English, she captures life’s tender moments —
from the hush of dawn to the warmth of faith and love.

White Horse: Bilingual Reflections on Nature, Time, and Feeling
follows her earlier poetry collections The Free One, If You Can,
Happiness Exists, Living On, Heartfelt Rhythm, and others.

Through her lyrical and heartfelt style, Yermak invites readers to

pause, breathe, and find grace in simplicity — reminding us that
even in silence, poetry speaks.

“Somewhere between time and feeling,
poetry begins to breathe.”
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