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The Free One: The Dawn Will Rise
By Lilia Yermak

In the heart of war, amid the echoes of
loss and the struggle for freedom, poetry
becomes a voice of resilience. The Free
One: The Dawn Will Rise is a poignant
collection of poems that speaks of a
homeland in turmoil, of loved ones lost to
the cruelty of war, and of an unbreakable
spirit that refuses to surrender.

Lilia Yermak weaves verses of pain and
remembrance, yet within them, hope shines
—hope for victory, for peace, for a future
where freedom is not a dream but a reality.
Each poem carries the weight of history and
the light of a new beginning, offering
readers a deeply personal yet universal
reflection on war, love, and the unwavering
belief that dawn will rise again.

This book is a tribute to those who fight,
to those who grieve, and to those who
never stop believing in freedom.
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BIJZIbHA

BinbHa.
flke conoake cnoso!
MezoBuin cMaK cBOBOAV — HaViKpaLLle BIAYYTTS.
CunbHa.
Mih nobpaTm 3 A3oBYy
3a NpaBo XWUTW BIJIbHO BIAAAB CBOE XMUTTA.
BinbHa,
HecKopeHa, He3slamHa!
Mos KpaiHa Ma€ repoiB rMoscAKYac.
CunbHa
€ YKpaiHa cnaBHa,
Hikonwv He ckopwuTy BOpOrosl Hac!
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FREE

Free.
What a sweet word!
The honeyed taste of freedom is the best feeling.
Strong.
My comrade from Azov
Gave his life for the right to live freely.
Free,
Unconquered, unbreakable!
My country has heroes at all times.
Strong
Is the glorious Ukraine,
Never to be subdued by the enemy!
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3AMOBIT

A14 — 6aTbKOBI, @ 6aTbKO — CUHY,
K 3anoBIT, NepeAaloThb:
«§l — 3a eANHY YKpaiHy!»
CnoBa ul, CNHy, He 3a6yab!

CTOMTTA 3MIHIOKOTE KpaiHy.
MoXXN1BO, 3MIHUTBLCHA BeCb CBIT.
«f1 = 3a €AVIHY YKpaiHy», —
MawrbyTHIM AITAM 3anoBIT.

Xavi 6epexxyTb MO POAUHY
Ffocnogkb I Ll CBATI C/I0BA:
«fl - 3a eanHY YKpaiHy!»

Xai byjge B €4HOCTI X1Ba!

2015



TESTAMENT

Grandfather to father, father to son,
Like a testament, they pass it on:
"I stand for a united Ukraine,"
Son, do not forget these words!

Centuries change the country.
Perhaps the whole world will change.
"I stand for a united Ukraine,"

A testament to future children.

May God protect my family
And these sacred words:
"I stand for a united Ukraine!"
May it live in unity forever!

2015




CMAJIEHA AYLUA

JleHb 33 fHEeM MNHAE, Yac NavHe...
BiguyBato cepLiemMm NpoBUHY.
A1 B 6e3neul — a BIViHA BAOMa.
HakpuBae BIA CTpaXkAaHb BTOMA.

KoxHy HIu 51 bora 6narato:
3axmcT, BPATYIM BCe, LLIO 3HAtO.
Mana 6 kpuna — gogomy netina b6...
Jdopomy netina 6 - 6ynm 6 Kpuna!

CnaneHa gywa, posymiew?
Monin, 3rapuLe, Ta WO BAIELL...
Akbn morna, cepuem ykpuna 6

Bctro YkpaiHy, mana 6 kpuna...

2022



SCORCHED SOUL

Day by day, as time flows by,
Guilt still haunts me—I can’t deny.
| am safe, yet home’s at war,
Pain and sorrow weigh me more.

Every night, | kneel and pray:
"Lord, protect—don’t turn away!"
Had | wings, I’d fly back home,
Through the skies so vast, so lone.

Scorched my soul—just ash remains,
Ruins, fire, endless pains...
If | could, I’'d spread my heart,
Shield Ukraine—tear it apart.
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IBOIN,L ICOBICTb

Konwn BorHem nanae He6o
Hag piaHMM MICTOM yHOuUI,
boaTuck, Nnnakatn He Tpeba,
Toro He BapTI Nnanaul.

Xou okynaHTn obHarninum,
Jlakaroun giTewn, XIHOK,
BOHM NpuiALWAN NSrTU B MOTUAW,
3pobumBLLM TaKNI NIATNIA KPOK.
MPUKNHYBLUNCL PATIBHUKaMW,
BoHW KaTylOTb PIAHWIA KpaW.
Mu Ha cBOIV 3eM/1, | 3 HAMU
I Bor, 1 coBICTb — Nam'aTal!
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BOTH GOD AND CONSCIENCE

When flames consume the sky at night
Above my city, burning bright,

No need to weep, no need to fear—
The butchers aren’t worth a tear.
Though foes have come with cruel might,
To terrorize with endless fright,
They march in vain—soon they shall fall,
For graves will take them, one and all.
Disguised as those who bring us peace,
They torture, kill—won’t let us breathe.
But this is home—we stand, we fight,
With God and conscience by our side!

2022
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NMONEPEAKEHHA

Ko3aubkoro mum poay,
Mw nrobrnmo csoboay.
I BOpory He BIA4aMO 3eMJi CBOE!
bpexHeto BIH NprKpKBCA,
Ta cTpalwHO NnoMUNNBCA,
3 raHb601O BIH BTIKaTVMe BIj, Hel.
AKLLO, 3BNYAHO, 3MOXe.
bo xnonul AONOMOXYTb,
Ti BKaXKyTb HanNpsiMOK 6e3 ryrn-KkapTu HaBITb.
A AK He fiIige 3pas3y,
BoHwu outo 3apasy,

AK TapraHiB, KOKTeNNAMU MigCMaxaTb.
To X KpaLe cTo pa3 Ayma,
3arapbHuky, 60 B Cymax,

I B Knesl, 1 ge 6 TV He 3'9BMBCSA,
3yCTPIHYTbL XJ10MLl HaLUI,

Tak HaBanATb "paLul”,

LLlo HaBITb NoXanleL, Wo poanBcs!

2022




WARNING

We come from Cossack blood so free,
We cherish truth and liberty.
No foe will take our land away—
Not now, not ever, not today!
He hides behind a web of lies,

But made a grave mistake—unwise.
Disgraced, he’ll run, but if he stays,
He'll meet his end in fiery blaze.

If he survives—well, that depends,
Our boys will help, they'll set the trends.
No need for maps, they'll show the way—
A path where he won’t wish to stay.

So think, invader, think again,

For whether Sums or Kyiv’s men,
Wherever you may crawl or land,
You’ll face our wrath—so take your stand!
They’ll strike so hard, so fierce, so fast,
You’ll curse the day you breathed your last!

2022



BOJINTb MEHI

BonnTtb MeHI, 601nTb 3a YKpaiHy,
AX 3aBaXKa€ gnxatu Ton 611b.

I cnbo3un Ha o4ax, HeMOB NepaAnHNY,
Bo Bnbyxu A uyto 3BI4YCUIb.
Jep>xaBa-TepopucT Ntosen Bb1BaE:
AiTen, gopocaux, Bce Xmnse B6MBA...
Haz KOXXHUM MICTOM BOTrHMLLE MNanae.
Aywa 60nuTb, ane BOHa Xu1Ba!
Pocis-TepopucT nviwe B6mBaTu
HaBuwnnacs, Il cakpasnbHa CyTb.
Mii F'ocnoge, un AOBrO LLEe YekaTun
Ha cnpaseanvBy Boxy kapy vi ntote?!?

2022




IT HURTS ME

It hurts me so—it breaks my soul,
For Ukraine’s grief has tainted whole.
This pain, so sharp, it steals my breath,
As echoes roar of war and death.
The terrorist state takes lives away—
The young, the old—it slays, betrays.
Each town consumed in burning light,
Yet through the pain, my soul still fights.
For Russia knows but how to kill,
Destruction is its sacred will.

Oh Lord, how long must justice wait?
Unleash Your wrath—decide their fate!

2022
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HE BINCA, JUTUHO

He 611icsa, AUTUHO, WO BTPATULL OYANHOK,
L0 cnaneHa byae Ta xaTa y noni,
L0 BTPanuL B HEMWAICTb A0 B/IaCHOT A0,
| XXUTUMeLL fieCb, Ha YYXWHI, AUTUHO...
He 61lics, wo Bopor knsiHe Tebe gocl,
LLLO 3HOBY BIJ, 3a34POLLIB MIHNTbLCS, BUE...
Xanae yce, 60 ronogHi 1 6oci,
60 iXHs Pocisi HE BUUTB X, HE MUE...

Y cTpaxy XnByTb BOPOrIB HaLIWX AITU,
KNAAKTb IX Matepl BNacHI Nig TaHKN.
Ta TInbKW He Tpeba HaM 3 TOro pagiTy,
L0 cepusi He MarTb Y BOPOra MamKu.
He 611icsa BIIHW, He TpeMTy BI, pO3KaTIB
YaapiB rapMaTHUX | CBUCTY pakeTu...
3aKkpuincs, g1Ts, BIA MPOK/IbOHIB | MaTIB.
A BOIHW Halll CNaKkyTb B NakeTun
YcCIx BOpPOTiB, | HIXTO He 31aMae€
H1 BO/tO, HI MY>KHICTb HAaPOAY KpaiHw,
A€ KOXHa AyLla To € 60Xa, | 3HaE,

O Take BONSA | MIAHICTb, ANTUHO...
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DON’T BE AFRAID, MY CHILD

Don’t fear, my child, if you lose your home,
If flames leave ruins in fields alone,

If fate seems cruel, if roads seem strange,
If life must shift, if all must change...
Don’t fear the foe who curses your name,
Who writhes in envy, blind with blame,
Who steals and loots in hunger wild,
For Russia keeps its sons defiled.
Their children live in fear and woe,
Their mothers cast them down below.
But let no joy from this be sown—
Their hearts are stone, their love unknown.
Don’t fear the war, the cannon’s cry,
The howling rockets in the sky.

Just close your ears to hate and sin—
Our warriors will pack them in.

No foe will break, no foe will chain
The will, the strength of our Ukraine.
For every soul here knows inside
What freedom means—stand tall with pride.

2022
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KO/ CYMYIO

Konm TpMBOXYCh 3a CBOE BYTTS,
3a pIaHY HEHbKY YKpaiHy,
AnBntoCb Ha GOTO 3 MUPHOTO XNTTS,
MNepernsgato A cTapi CBITJINHN.

Wacanel MUTI 3 PIAHUMUW NHOABMW.
Maxydyl KBITY Npu AOPO3I BLOMa.
Miin 3anopI3bKUiA Kpa, MOI CTenu...
[le KOXKHa CTeXKa € Taka 3Haroma.

[e cnoragw 31rpitoTb cepue BMUTb.
[le cMaK XUTTS, Ae cUnn axxepeno.
Joaomy iy a, Konv 601NTb.
Jloaomy, KO 3n1amaHe Kpuno.

e 6 He byna, A namM'ATaro AIM.
e 6 He Xwuna, y CHax nevy J040My.
M pIAHWI Kpato, 3aBAAKN TBOIM
[eposaM XuUTrmeLl —
| BIIbHO, | CBIAOMO...

2022




WHEN | FEEL SAD

When fear and sorrow cloud my days,

For Ukraine’s fate, my heart still prays.

| search for peace in memories bright,
In photos full of love and light.

The joyful moments, faces dear,
The flowers blooming home so near.
My Zaporizhzhia, vast and free,
Where every path calls back to me.

Where memories can warm my soul,
Where life still shines, where heartbeats grow.
When all feels lost, when I’m in pain,
| dream of home to heal again.

No matter where this road may lead,
No matter where my soul must roam,
In dreams, | fly—my heart concedes—
Back to my land, my sacred home.
For thanks to those who fight and stand,
My homeland shall be free and grand.

2022



€ANHA MNTDb

€AMHA MUTb 3MIHWNA BCe —
SHUK TUXUI COH Y MUPHIN XaTI.
NiTak BOpOXUIA CMepTb Hece,
JleTaTtb Hag cenamum Kpunarl...

SIK CTanoCs — HIXTO He 3HaB.

BiriHOtO 6paT niwoB Ha bparTa.

XTO HaBITb 36poi He TPMMaB,
BAsrHyB cnopsigxeHHs congaTa.

Bca YkpaiHa B 04HY MUTb
CnaBeTHO apMiI€to cTana,
LLlo6 BaTbKIBLLHY 6OPOHUTL
Big 3101 pycbkoi HaBanwu.

[ pa3zom 3 HamMu LINWA CBIT

CniBa "uepBOHYIO KannHy",
bo YkpaiHa — BINbHUX WKT,
Onopa BCIM B NXY FOA4UNHY.

€AMHa MNTb 3MIHMNA Hac,
3'eaHana NOACTBO Ha MaaHerTI.
Yac 60poTbbun, E4HaHHA Yac
Y CBITOBIVI BIVIHI, Y TPeTIN...

2022
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A SINGLE MOMENT

A single moment changed it all—
No peaceful dreams within our halls.
A roaring plane, a deadly flight,
As missiles pierce the village night.

None could believe how it began,

A brother turned against his own.

And those who never held a gun
Now wear a soldier’s steel and stone.

In just one moment, strong and proud,
All Ukraine rose—a mighty crowd,
To shield our land, to stand and fight
Against the darkness, hate, and blight.

And with us sings the world so wide—
*"'Oh, Red Viburnum"—side by side.
For Ukraine stands, a shield so free,

Defending all in misery.

A single moment changed our fate,
It joined the world, it sealed our state.
This war unites, this war defines—
The third world war of modern times...

2022
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BECHA IAE

Hapj xaToro 1eTaTb ieneku,
CrniB cONOB'IHUN AeCb AANEKO,
BuiHeBW UBIT BENbMW N'AHUTL
I BITepeyb nejb roMOHUTL.

BecHa i14e, nosoi, 60ca,
Kpali nona — nboHy, XunTa, npoca,
AKNM e Tpeba NpopocTy,
Bia ronoay ntogein cnactu.

BecHa 1€, nepecTynae
Yepes TI1a BOPOXI, Fpae
Ha coHul 3namaHnii metan,
HemoB MVHynoro noptan.

He pas cnoBa “HIKO/IN 3HOBY”
Ha Bcsikuin nag, Ha piI3HI MOBWU
CriBanu BOporu, Ta Hi —
3HOB CKaXeHITb Ha BIVHI.

BecHa 14, He 3ynHNTW.
I bor Aa€ HaM CUNN XNTW,
Haaito, Bipy Ta nto6oB —
HalBaxxnmBille 13 OCHOB.

2022
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SPRING IS COMING

Above the house, the storks take flight,
A nightingale sings out of sight.
The cherry blossoms sweetly glow,
As whispers dance where breezes blow.

Spring comes barefoot, soft and slow,
Past fields where rye and flax will grow.
They must take root, they must survive—
To keep our starving souls alive.

Spring steps ahead, it does not walit,
It treads on foes who met their fate.
The sun reflects on twisted steel,
A portal to the past revealed.

So many swore, "No more, no war,"
In every tongue, in every lore.
Yet here they rage, they burn, they kill—
The lessons lost, the blood spills still.

But spring won’t stop—it marches on,
And God gives strength to carry on.
With love, with faith, with hope in sight—
The roots of all that’s true and right.

2022



AEHb BULLNBAHKW

Pagl€ ACHe coHLe 3paHKy
[ ycmixaroTbca agiBuaTa.
Bigomuin ntog 6e3 nepectaHky
LLine npmBITaHHSA y BCIX YaTax.

AK 3HaK r6OKOI NoLLaHW
Ha rpyasax CTpIYKy XXOBTO-CUHI.
Becb CBIT CbOrOAHI BULLNBAHUIA —
JeHb BNLLINBAaHKN B YKpPaIHI.

2022
JleHb 8UWIUBAHKU — ye C8AMo €OHOCMI

Hayli, a cama sUWUBAHKA, ye noema
Humms, 30K0008AHA 8IYHICMb 8 Y30PaX.




VYSHYVANKA DAY

The morning sun shines high and bright,
As girls smile wide in golden light.
Across the world, in every land,
Warm greetings spread from hand to hand.

With love and pride, we wear today
Our yellow-blue in grand display.
The world is wrapped in threads so fine—
For Vyshyvanka Day is mine!

2022
Vyshyvanka Day is a celebration of national unity,

and the embroidery itself is a poem of life,
a coded eternity in every pattern.



AEHb HESANEXXHOCTI

[leHb He3anexXHocTI gepxaBu,
[le nowacTnno HapoANTUCE,
[e ronosBHe — cBO60OAa 1 NpaBo
JtobunTK, BINBHO XNTU, BUNTUC.

HesnamMHWI gyx | cUibHa BONS,
I wmpe cepue reHeTUYHO
3akapbyBanucsa y ol
JTioAnHN KOXHOT pakTUYHO.

Mosa npekpacHa baTbKIBLLMHA...
e 6 He Xnna — s cepuem 3 Hero.
Xan byge piaHa YkpaiHa
HaBIKW BIIbHOKO 3emeto!

2022



INDEPENDENCE DAY

The day of freedom, proud and bright,
The land where | first saw the light.
Where rights and love stand strong and true,
Where life is free for me and you.

Unbreakable, with will so wide,

With fearless hearts, we stand with pride.
It’s in our blood, it’s in our fate,
A nation strong, resilient, great.

My homeland dear, so brave, so free,
No matter where, you live in me.
May Ukraine stand through night and day—
Forever free in every way!

2022
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A Xo4y

1 Xouy BIIbHOIO XUTTS 6€3 KaHOHaAW.
A1 Xouy A0 KPUHUL PaHKOM AT MO BOAY.
LLlo6 cniB NTaWNHWIA, | paHKOBA NPOX0/1043,
I coHue B HebI, | poca Ha TpaBax — BCe A0 Nlagy.

1 Xouy UyTU CMIX AUTAYUUIA, @ HE C/IbO3MW.
A1 xouy 3aBXAN 6a4YNTV MO POAVIHY.
He Tpeba MeHI ,M1py”, Haue HOXa B CAVHY.
A1 4yTK BIAMOBNAKOCS MPOKABLOHW | MOrPO3WU.

He mae 6yTun Tak, K Xxoue UK BOPOT.
A1 YkpaiHa |1 9 BiIbHa BUb6UpaTu.
Moe ManbyTHE — MUp | CNOKIV 6115 XaTw,
A He 6araTTs HaBKPYru, He 3rapuLLa, He Nopox.

S1 Mato cnoragu nNpo Te Ak gobpe XUTn
Ha ykpaiHCbKMX 3eMnsix 6e3 BTpyyaHHs "paw”.
Sl namM'ATaro cMakK YyepeLuHl, CniBK HaLul,
Bce Te, W0 B cepuyl | YM 3aBXAM BaPTO JOPOXUTN.

Harkpalll cnoragm — HapoayKeHHSA ANTUHW,
[ BNITKY NOAOPOX POAVNHOI Ha MOpE,
I Hiuka 30psiHa, | conos'i y pa-MIHoPI,

I cnornagaTtu, AK BIHOK Mo piyyl nanHe...

2022
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| WANT

| want a life where cannons cease,
Where morning brings the well’s cool peace.
Where birds still sing, where dawn feels new,
With golden sun and grass in dew.

| want to hear a child's pure cheer,
Not see their world collapse in fear.
| want my family safe, alive—
Not “peace” that cuts me like a knife.

The foe desires a world of pain,
But | am free—I break no chain!
My future shines, my path is clear—
Not dust and fire, but home sincere.

| still recall the life we had,
Before war turned bright days to sad.
The cherry’s taste, our songs so true,
The love we cherished—bold and blue.

The best of life? A newborn’s cry,
A trip to see the ocean sky,
A starlit night, a soft refrain,
A wreath that drifts down stream again...

2022




AOCUTB

Jocuteb! — MaTtm ao bora ronocntb, —
He xouy BIVIHW,
3ynuHW Le XaxITTs,
[loaoMy CMHIB MOBEPHN.
JocnTb! — BTOMNEHa XIHKa NpoCUTb, —
Len xax 3ynnHu.
HasiLWwo e gitam,
HaBILwo M Xaxu BINHN?
Yyewl, boxe, uyew?
Jlo Tebe rykato...
T meHe BpATYELL —
Bipto, 3Hato...

JocnTtb! —y cepul Apy>XMHa HOCUTb
Hagaio — xunsui
PIAHWNI BOIH, Ta 3ro40oMm
HacTtaHe geHb BINbHWW, HOBU.
JocnTb! — 611b BXe rofioBy 3HOCUTb,
Tpwusora 3'iaa,

Ta Bce 611bLUe Hapoay
BTomuna TpuknaTa 6iaa.
Yyewl, boxe, uyew?

[lo Tebe rykato...

T MeHe BPATYELL -

Bipto, 3Halo...

2022
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ENOUGH

"Enough!"—a mother cries to the skies,
"No more of this pain,

End this nightmare of war,
Bring my sons home again!"
"Enough!"—a weary woman pleads,
"Stop this endless fight.

Why must the children
Know terror at night?"

Do You hear me, God above?
| call to You in prayer...

You will save me, this | trust,
| know You're always there.

"Enough!"—a wife holds onto hope,
"Let my love survive,

Let him return, and soon we'll see
A world of peace revive."
"Enough!"—the weight is hard to bear,
Fear consumes the mind,

Yet more and more are crying out—
"Let war be left behind!"

Do You hear me, God above?
| call to You in prayer...

You will save me, this | trust,
| know You're always there.

2022




MW IHLWWI

Pocii Hac He 3po3yMITW.
bo 1HwWI mun. Beceni, wupl,
[ HaBYEHI JOCTONHO XNTN
B nto6oBI, pagoLu | Mupl.

Y €4HOCTI € HaLla cuna.
XopobpICTb — Halla puca CniibHa.
BirHa 3namaTtn He 3ymina.
HaBiky YKpaiHa BinbHa!

2022




WE ARE DIFFERENT

Russia will never understand,
For we are different—free and bright.
We live with love, a joyful land,
Where truth and kindness lead the light.

Our strength is found in unity,

Our courage runs in every vein.

No war can break our dignity—
Forever free stands proud Ukraine!

2022



AEHb NEPEMOT

OZHoro pasy cTaHeTbCs Le AMBO.
HacTaHe geHb, Ioro YekaroTb BCI.
Konw, 34a€TbCA, ANBO HEMOXMBO,
Mpuinge TO AeHb Y BCI CBOIA Kpaci!

OAgHoro pasy NoCcMIXHeTbCA A0NSA,
MNouye KOXeH, XTO LjbOro Yekas:
BIViHI KIHeuUb, a YkpaiHI — Bons!

AeHb Nepemoruy, AeHb CBATUI HacTas!

2022




VICTORY DAY

One day, a miracle will shine,
The day we long for, yours and mine.
When hope seems lost, yet still we pray,
That day will come in bright array!

One day, fate’s smile will light the skies,
And every heart will realize:
The war is done, our chains undone—
Victory Day at last has come!
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BECHA

e, cboroaHi BecHa
LLIne BITaHHS XIHKaM.

IM BK/IOHSIIOTBCA BCI A0 3eMIII.
CBIT Aapye BOHa,
PaHOK paAICHUIA HaM
I cMauHOWMIA 0614 HA CTOI.

LLinpa nocmiLka 3HOB
Cepue rpie Moe.
bory aska 3a Te, L0 BOHa
Biaga€e Ham no60B!
Ocb Taka BOHa €,
YKpaiHcbka XxIHo4a BecHa!
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SPRING

Hey, today Spring arrives,
Bringing joy far and wide,
Blessing women with warmth and with light.
She gives life, she revives,
Fills the morning with pride,
And sets tables with feasts of delight.

With her smile so bright,
She warms every heart,

A gift from above, pure and true.
She spreads love and light,
That’s the magic, the art—

Of a Spring that is Ukrainian too!
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nITo

BAITKy MeHI 3aBXAN N0A06a€TLCA BCE —
| NPOX00Aa BPaHLY, | Creka BAEHb.
JIiTo sickpaB.i cnoraau B cobl Hece
B AHIMPOBCLKNX BOAAX, Y MEOAISIX NICEHb,

B CONOAKMX 3anaxax BeyipHboro bLL,
B KBITYYMX KIyMbax ByAMLb | MaaHIB,
B pO3MOBaXx, Ae BIAKpUAaca ayLua,
| B NOYYTTAX — AN HUX HeMa KaaHIB.

Hemae 3HaueHHs HI CTaTb, HI YWH, HI BIK,
€ LLIOCb Y NITa, O 3aBXAM YapyE...
A1 Habupatoca Tenna Ha LI pIK,
Bo niTo weppo noro BCIM Japye.

2023
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SUMMER

In summer, everything feels right—

Cool morning air, the midday light.
It brings back memories so bright,

In Dnipro’s waves, in songs at night.

The scents of blooms at evening’s crest,
The city squares in floral dress,

The heartfelt talks, the souls laid bare,

The love that knows no chains or cares.

No rank, no age—just summer’s glow,
A magic touch we’ve come to know.
| soak up warmth, so vast, so free,
For summer shares its light with me.
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AYLLA

Aywia 6eHTeXHa LUyKaE CBITNa,
KpI3b TEMPSIBY PBYYUNCh, NE€TUTD.
Aywa 36eHTexeHa po3KBIT/a
y MparHeHH! SCKpaBo XnUTb.

[Aylwa ocninna, ane He BMepna.
Konn 60nnTb — TO Lie XMBa.
Ocb, C1b03K BIAYalo yTepna

I 3HOBY BIpUTb Y AMBa.
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SOUL

A restless soul seeks out the light,
Through shadows deep, it takes its flight.
Disturbed, yet blooming ever bright,

It longs to live with all its might.

Though blinded once, it did not die,
For pain still proves it is alive.

It wipes away despair’s dark trace—

And dares again to dream in grace.
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MOA XATA

Mos xaTa ckpato —
YacTo KaxyTb roan.
Ta a4 TOYHO 3Hato -
Mosa xaTa Bcroau.
KoxkeH KnanTurk nons,
Ko>xeH cTaB uu pluka,
KoxxHI ay6, Tonons
I cmepekn cBIYKa.
B nam'aTti nyHae
MMcHa KonmnckoBsa.
Ayuy 3irpisae
YKpaiHCbka MOBa.
e 6 He Byna, 3Hato,
A He € npubnyaa.
Cepuem Big4yBaro -
Mos xaTa Bcrogn!

2023
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MY HOME

"My home stands aside,"—
the saying goes,
But deep inside, my heart well knows:
My home is everywhere | see—
In fields, in rivers, wild and free.
In mighty oaks,
in poplars tall,
In whispering pines that stand so proud,
In lullabies that softly call,
In my own language,
warm and loud.
No matter where my footsteps roam,
I'm never lost,
I’m not alone.
For in my heart, so strong and true,
My home is everywhere | do.
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CNPABXXHA B1/1b

Po3TpoLueH! xaTu Ta BUrOpISINN JIC,
Pociincbka TexHika, po3knaaHa noBCcroAN.
A'y ABOpPI MOTWJIKa — He AOHIC
Ha knagosuiie maTip...

XT0 ocyanTh?!

Po36uTunii 6oM6010, 3pyHOBAHNT MICTOK
Ta obropina 6aHs 61159 xpamy.
TBapuHKa 3/19KaHa | cXyzsa Ao KICTOK,
Nenekay rHi13gl 3asmep...

Ta gpama
He kagpw 3 d1nbMy | He NOBICTb MPO BINHY,
He onuc ICTOPUYHOI CBIT/INHWU,

[ 3peLuToro He MUTL AKOroCh CHY...

To cnpaBXHs 611b MOET YkpaiHu!
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TRUE PAIN

Shattered homes and forests burned,
Russian tanks in ruins lie.
A graveyard in the yard—unturned,
A mother rests...
No time for goodbye.
A broken bridge, a chapel charred,
A frightened pet, all skin and bone,
A stork that stands forever scarred,
A silent nest—
now left alone.
This isn’t fiction, nor a tale,
Not echoes from a distant past.
Not just a dream—this grief is real,
Ukraine’s true pain, so deep, so vast.
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APYIMN PIK BINHW

Apyrnm pik >xaxnmsoi BINHN,
COTHI HIB BOKOEM 3a CBO6OAY.
TUcaYI cYpeH 3arLwin y CHA

[y 6yaHI pIaHOro Hapoay.

Apyruin pik BTpa4aemMo CBOiX
Ha ¢ppoHTax, | B4oOMa, Ha Yy>XXMHI.
Cni3 rIpKUX He BUCTauuUTb Ha BCIX —
Bunnakann cnbo3m oYl CUHI.

Apyrni pik 8 Focnoga Moo
MNokapaTv Bopora HaBIKW.
BpaTyBaTh TnX, KOro ntobto,
Big ripkoi BTpaTy Aatu Niku.

Apyrnii pik Wykar 1 C1oBa,
LLlo6 BOHW nArnu Ha cepue bory.

Apyrvi pik s BIpHO y AVBA,
Bipto B yKpalHCbKY nepemMory.
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THE SECOND YEAR OF WAR

The second year of war unfolds,
Each day we fight to keep us free.
A hundred nights, alarms take hold,
Still echoing in memory.

The second year—more lives we mourn,
At home, abroad, on battlefields.
No tears remain, our eyes are worn,
Grief deeper than the pain it yields.

The second year—I pray each night,
For justice, for the foe’s defeat.
To heal the wounds, to make things right,
To mend the hearts that bleed and weep.

The second year—I| seek the words
To lay upon God's heart so true.
Yet still, my faith is undeterred—

| know that victory will come through.
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YKPAIHA

YKpaiHy HI BTOMUTKU, HI 3401aTW,
I B moxexax YKkpaiHa He 3roputb.
Bopor cxoue YKpaiHy 3pynHyBaTu,
A BOHa BOCKpecHe 11 byae XuTb!

3axuLwaTMyTb 3aBXAM i repol.
YKpaiHa 6yze BI/ibHa NOBCsAKYaC.
Bopor Tinbkn Hanage — yci fo 36poi,
bo egnHa YkpaiHa B Hac.

2023



UKRAINE

You can't destroy her, drown her, burn—
Through flames and ruins, she'll return.
The foe may try to strike her down,
Yet she will rise—her strength renown!

Her heroes guard her night and day,
Her freedom never fades away.
Should danger come, we'll take our stand—
For Ukraine is our only land!
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MOYATOK

Fopy NOUYNHAKTLCS 3 NILLMHOK.
KHurn 3 nepwux nitep, 3HatoThb BCI.
Pluka - Lie € CKyNMYeHHs1 Kpan/IMHOK.

3BYKOM MOYNHAKOTHCS MICHI.

Bce Ha CBITI Ma€ CBIN NOYaToOK.

[>xepenoy BCbOro gecb TaM E...

A 3 KOXaHHS1 MOIX MaMu 11 TaTa
[Moyanocb 3eMHe XUTTH MOE.
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THE BEGINNING

Mountains rise from grains of sand,
Books begin with letters small.
Rivers form from drops that land,
Songs are born from notes that call.

Everything must have its start,
A source from which it came to be...
And from my parents’ loving hearts,
Began this life that lives in me.
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3 PACTYI, JOHEYKO

3apactyin, joHeuko! A 3Hato,
T We He NpuiAWwNa y CBIT,
Ane a1 Tebe BITalO,
BOrHaHM 9 Wnto NpuBIT.
I 6axato, 06 BE3IHHS
Ctauwnno Ha 6e3y niT.
Cito ,06pOTU HACIHHS,
LLlo6 gep>xana YecHWiA 3BIT
MNepep borom I noaamu,
He copomnsauu cBin pig,
JOHI0, AN CKopIw A0 MaMu,
av y Mili Ka3koBuli CBIT!
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HELLO, MY DAUGHTER

Hello, my daughter!
Though you’re not yet here,
| greet you warmly,
sending love sincere.

And wish for luck to fill your endless days,
With kindness sown along your destined ways.
Let honesty and grace
define your name,

So neither God nor kin
you bring to shame.

Come, my dear child, no longer wait—
Step into my world, so bright and great!

1992



AIT Mol

Aitn moi - To Aap,
361p YapIBHWX 3arajok.
Cepus moro BIBTap,
Ckapb, Lo AICTaBCcA y Cnajok.
AT Mol — TO CniB.,
Opa XnTTa i nro60BI.
Marist HDKHUX CB
Y MaMUHIN KONNCKOBIN.
1T Mol — TO 4.
3HOBY MPOJIIOCL MO BEHAX.
I Kp13b BIKN MOS
[MpaBHyKa — CXoXa Ha MeHe.
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MY CHILDREN

My children—my greatest gift, so bright,
A treasure of riddles wrapped in light.
The altar where my heart resides,

A legacy love forever guides.

My children—a melody pure and free,
An ode to life and harmony.
Magic woven in lullaby streams,
Softly sung in a mother's dreams.
My children—through them, | remain,
Flowing like blood in each new vein.
And through the ages, one day I'll see,
A great-grandchild—so much like me.
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NAM'ATI BABYCI

Babycto MaHto 3ragyto, y XyCcTu 6115 XaTtu,
SIK BUWJI@ OFIPOYKM 3aKpMBaATU.
MpucmB'a, i NpMKasKkn BCI Mam'aTato,
AX CNbO3M Ha 04Yax, KONW 3rajato.

“KapTton/o y TpbOX BOAAX MaeL MUTA”.
“He none nepentn — XNTTA NPOXUTIA.
“He Tpeba — ake nnatTs, Takl Tyl — Hi, He Tpeba,
Nvwe 6yno 6 Hag HamMu YncTe Hebo”.

“Hi ronogy, HI BOEH — TOro JocnTb!”
“Xain koxxHomy bor gacTb Te, Lo BIH NPOCUTL”.
A K MOCKap>XXyCb Ha AKOrocb raja, —
“MpocTtn. Lo BIH Takuia, | cam He pagunin”.

Mw Brpocan B Nt060BI B YKPaiHI.
HaBikn B naM'aTI TI CMIBU CONOB'THI,
BeuipHI 30pI HaA CTaBKOM, KBIT abpmkKocu,
I cBKMIA apomMaT TpaBu, KON MOKOCW.

Y cepuy 36epexyTb HaBIKW BIPY,
Hagito cBITNY | KOXaHHS Wwmpe
Y NOKONIHHAX HOBUX TBOI A4ITW.

ler, YKpaiHO, Yy€LL, Ma€eLl XNTu!

2022
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IN MEMORY OF GRANDMA

| remember Grandma Mania, in her scarf by the house,
How she taught me to pickle cucumbers.
Her proverbs and sayings still live in my mind,
And tears well up when | recall them.

"You must wash potatoes in three waters."
"To live a life is not just to cross a field."
"No need for fancy dresses or shoes—no, that’s not needed,
As long as the sky above us stays clear."

"No hunger, no wars—that’s enough!"
"May God grant everyone what they ask for."
And if | ever complained about some scoundrel—
"Forgive. He himself regrets being that way."

We grew up in love, in Ukraine.
Forever in memory, those nightingales singing,
The evening stars above the pond, the apricot blossoms,
And the fresh scent of grass after the hay is cut.

In our hearts, faith will live forever,
Bright hope and true love,
Passed down through generations.
Hey, Ukraine, do you hear? You must live on!
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BABYCHA

Pyku cBATI y MOEI 6abycl,
Aobpay Hel gyLia.
3paHKy BOHa Y CTapoMy KOXYCI
MoiTb ManeHbKe noLua.

MoTIM KOPOBaM, TENATaM | CBUHKaM
IcTouku gacTb 1 BOAW.
BapuTbcs 60pLL, Ha CTOAI I3 MAIMHKM
BaHOUOK JKeMy pSau.

[oTIM — ropog, | KBacol y3aHHS,
TiCcTO Ha X6, NUPIKKA.
BBeuepl Tennoro ceeTpa B'A3aHHA.
Hacy HemMa Ha KHUXKW.

Ta 1 6e3 HMX MeHI Ka3Ky Lernoye,
B coH npoknagatoum Wnsx...
3 paHHbLOro pPaHKy A0 NI3HLOT HOUI
Baba mosa npu ginax.
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GRANNY

My grandmother’s hands are blessed and kind,
Her heart so gentle, warm, and wise.
At dawn, wrapped in her coat so lined,
She feeds the foal with loving eyes.

Then calves and cows, the pigs and sheep,
She gives them water, food to eat.
The scent of borscht begins to steep,
Jam jars of raspberries stand neat.

Then to the garden—beans to shell,
Dough for the bread, pies set to rise.
Evening brings knitting, warm and well,
No time for books—yet she is wise.

Still, without books, she tells a tale,
Guiding my dreams with whispers light...
From dawn until the stars turn pale,
My grandma works from day to night.
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BAOMA

Kpalue noBITpsa — BAOMA,
Kpalia Boavusa — Tam.
[loMIBKa pATYE BI4 BTOMU,
I cnokiv gapye Ham.

[e 6 He 6yKaB CBITaMWU,
e 6 He WwykaB T paw,
Hankpalw o61imMun — y mamu,
I TaTka cBOro — nam'aTtamn.
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AT HOME

The air feels fresher—at home,
The water tastes best right there.
Home eases the weight of the roam,
And fills the heart with care.

No matter how far you stray,
No matter where dreams may guide,
The warmest embrace is to stay—
With Mom and Dad by your side.
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NITHI PAHKWA

JUITHI paHKK 3a6yTn BaxKo.
fAcHe He60 | HKHe CoHLLe.
3arnaja€ MeHl B BIKOHLe

[HOAI HaBITb NTaLlKa.

CBIXUIA BPU3 3 paHKOBOIO MOpS,
PI3HOGapBHI 4BOPY NOBCHOAN,
HaBKpyrv ycMIXHeHI ntoau,
Haye HemaEe rops...

JUITHI paHKn NIKYOTb AyLly,
Tenne Mope AK rapHUIA nikap,
[ He Tpeba 6araTo nitep, —
Xntn Wwacnmseo myLuy.
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SUMMER MORNINGS

Summer mornings are hard to forget,
With skies so clear and sunshine bright.
A little bird peeks in, and yet,

Its song brings pure delight.

The sea breeze fresh in early light,
The colors bright in every yard,
And smiling faces, warm and kind,
As if the world bears no scars.

Summer mornings heal the soul,
Like ocean waves—a cure so sweet.
No need for words, no need for more,
Just live with joy beneath your feet.

2023



COHALWHUK

CoHue npekpacHe
Y MOIX JONOHSAX.
NarigHe, AcHe
CoHeukKo, COHAX.

Mocmiwka Tenna
MeHe 3IrpiBae.
Ha MiyHmnx ctebnax
COHSALLHUK CSIE.

Tex 3 HUM pajlto,
bo uncTe o3epue
Bipwn, Hagl
B Moemy cepuy.
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SUNFLOWER

The sun itself within my palms,
Tender, golden, warm and bright.
A sunflower sways with open arms,
Bathed in dawn’s soft, glowing light.

| share its joy, embrace its grace,
A mirror to my hopeful heart.
With faith and love in endless space,
Where beauty lingers, never parts.
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AANEYIHb CUHbOOKA

JlaneyiHb CMHBLOOKA
3ananay oKo,
3ananay cepue MeHl.

[ wakn Hapg Heto,
Kopabnwuka pei
S1 6auy Tenep 11 yBI CHI.

FOPU30OHT Hauye rpebiHb
MK MOpeM | Hebowm,
HeHaue cTpyHa, WO 6pUHUTD...

Lito nicHIo 3aBYKnNa,
HanHyna siITpuna

[ wesnay panedi BMUTH.
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BLUE-EYED DISTANCE

The blue-eyed distance,
So deep in my vision,
So deep in my heart, it remains.

The seagulls soaring,
The ship sails roaring—
They visit my dreams once again.

The horizon shimmers,
A crest that glimmers,
Between the sea and the sky.

| learned this song,
Raised sails so strong,

And vanished beyond with a sigh.
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MOPE AK NIKAP

Mope K fiIkap — NCUXON0r BINPAaBHUA,
foNnocC AKoro yinoLwmin, naaBHUIA:
Ayuly TBOIO BIZHOBUTN,
MpIATY 3HOBY HAaBUUTW.

Mope sK fikap — Takn AIEBUN,
ope TaM 3abyBa€LLl MUTTEBO.
CTpax NpPUMNHSE CTPaLLINTU
Ta 3HOBY XOUeTbCA XUTW.
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THE SEA AS A HEALER

The sea is a healer—so wise, so kind,
Its voice is soothing, like waves designed
To mend your soul, to make you whole,
To teach you once more to dream and shine.

The sea is a healer—its cure is real,
It washes away the pain you feel.
Fear fades fast in its embrace,
And life regains its gentle grace.
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HALWLA CNNA

B uomy, 6paTTa, Hawa cuna?
LLlo Hac gk Hapog, eaHaE?
Big konnckm ao morunam
XTO 3aBXAn obepirae?

3aknagaroTb 3Manky B pO3ym
BaTbKO — MyApICTb, MATU — HIXXHICTb
% CUNy ONMpPaTUChL rPO3am.
A Tocnoab Aapye raHICTb.

Bons X A0 XntTH, cBO60OAA
[ ntoboB Ao YKpaiHn —
feHeTUYHMI 3anunc Poay
B KpOBI KOXXHOI NHOAVNHN.
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OUR STRENGTH

Brothers, tell me, where’s our might?
What unites us, strong and true?
From the cradle to the night,
Who protects us, guides us through?

Father’s wisdom, mother’s grace,
Shape our hearts to stand the test.
Through each storm we find our place,
God has blessed us with our quest.

Freedom, honor, love so pure,

For Ukraine, our sacred land—

In our blood they shall endure,
Bound by fate, we proudly stand.
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YAC MNHAE

Yac MUHAaE, TBOE XUTTH
HeBMOAMMO KyANCb BIXKUTB.
[ Hemae HI BOpOTTS,

Hi 3ynnHk® — xoua 6 Ha MUTb.
B kpyrosepTi HO4Yel | AHIB
3arybunacb TBOS AyLua.
Mcna cmepTi HeMaE B,
AHI MpIi, aHI rpoLa...

LLlo pobutn, Ko B OrHI
TBIV Nanae WoAHA MapLUpyT?
MaeL XXNTW, NOBIP MeHI,
TINbKWY 3apas | TIIbKK TYT.
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TIME PASSES

Time keeps rushing, your life speeds by,
Relentless, fleeting, no return.

No pause to breathe, no chance to try,
No way to make the hours turn.

In the whirlwind of night and day,
Your weary soul gets lost once more.
After death, there’s naught to say,
No dreams to chase, no wealth in store.
So what to do when flames arise,
And burn the path you blindly tread?
Just live this moment—realize—
Right here, right now, before it’s dead.
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MAKWA

XoTI/1a Maky 1 HaManBaTw,
Jlonokun He 31B'AB YepBOHUI UBIT.
LLlobn mornn Hawaakm nam'ataTu,

KM 4yZ0BUM MOXe BYyTIr CBIT.

KpannnHw KpoBI Haye — TIi KBITU
Ha ckaTepTuHI nonsa MamopsaTh.
Xavi naM'aTaroTb 3aBXAM Halll 4ITK
Mpo TUX, XTO MLLOB AOMIBKY 3aXVLLAThb.

Mpo TX, XTO Ha3aBXAW MoIry nonl,
XTO NOBEPHYTUCA JOAO0MY He 3yMIB.
Ana 3anncy y BiYyHOCTI Y Zlonl
Hemae IHWKYX HEBUMOBHUX C/IB.
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POPPIES

| wished to paint the poppies bright,
Before their crimson hues would fade,
So future hearts could hold in sight
How beautiful the world is made.

Like drops of blood, these flowers flame,
A scarlet sea in fields so wide.
Let children always know the name
Of those who fought and bled with pride.

Of those who fell in battle’s strife,
Who never made it back once more.
Their names in fate’s eternal life
Are carved in silence evermore.
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BTPATA

JoLy oANHOKI KpanaviHu, —
SIK OCeHI cym, BTPaTU rpKoi 611b.
[lo Tebe aywia Mos NnHe,
KoxaHHS TBOE, Haue BECHAHWIA XMUb...

BeulpHbOLO 31pKOIO CTana,
Becenkoro, Haue KHArMHA BeCHW!
Ta wacra Bpas A0/ 3abpana,
3anuwmBsLuu 611b, BTPATU FPKOIT CHW...
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LOSS

Lonely raindrops gently fall, —
Like autumn’s grief, like sorrow’s sting.
My soul still hears your distant call,
Your love—a wine of early spring.

You turned into an evening star,
A rainbow bright, a queen so free!
Yet fate has torn our joy apart,
And left me loss and dreams of thee...
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noan AK MOPE

Iloan ak mope.
Cyantun He BapTo
Mpo iX rMnbuHy 6insa 6epera.
M3HaBLLIM rope,
M3HaBLIV BTPATY,
CxoBaBLUV CBOTO MOMepsioro,
Ko>xeH nipHae
B cBOI TeMHI BOAW.
XTOCb MAe Ha AHO, a IHW KN 6opeTbCs.
HIXTO He 3Hae
CBOO NMpupoay,
Jlonokun 6143 He CKOoITbCS...

2023



PEOPLE ARE LIKE THE SEA

People are like the sea, so deep.
You cannot judge from the shore.
Some wounds they carry, some secrets keep,
Some grief they’ll hide forevermore.
Each one will dive in waters dark,
When sorrow knocks upon their door.
Some will drown, some will embark,
And fight against the ocean’s roar.
No one knows their truest tide,

Or how their strength will set them free,
Until the storm comes to decide
Who they were meant to be...
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HEMAE BOPOTTA

Tak BnawToBaHe 3eMHe JIIACbKe XUTTA:
[10 MNHYIOro HEMAa€e BOPOTTS.

[ KOXXHa MUTb — YK rapHa, Yv rnoraHa, —
HanwvcaHa cTOpIHOYKa poMaHy.

HanuncaHa € Ha4unCTO BIAPa3y.
MepenuncaTb He 3MOXeLL XOAHY ¢pa3y.
ToX, KOXeH AeHb XUBY4YU, OyAb YBaXHUM,
Abu cepep nogeit 6yTU NOBaXHUM.
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NO WAY BACK

Life is built in such a way,
There’s no return to yesterday.
Each fleeting moment, dark or bright,
Becomes a page we cannot rewrite.

It's written once, forever set,
No chance to change, no room for regret.
So live with care, be wise, be true,
Let time respect the path you choose.
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HA CBOEMY MICLI

Bce, Wwo Ha micuy,
CBoOemy micLy,
Bce oxunBae...

Moknukn cepug,
LLlo B rpyasix 6'eTbcs,
Bcak BigyyBae.

e 6 He 6aykanwu,
Micue 6 Bni3Hanm, —
Tam oxunBae

Aywero ynctmia:
BiH ocobucTumi
LLnax obmpae.

AK Tak BUXOAUTD,
LLInsax CBI 3HAX0A4UTb,
Haue wocb 3Hae?!

Bce, Wwo Ha micuy,
CBoemy micuy, —

Bce oxuBae.
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INITS RIGHT PLACE

All that belongs,
Where it truly stays,
Finds life anew
In endless ways.

The heart’s own call,
A steady beat,
Guides every soul
On paths they meet.

No matter how far
One roams or strays,
Home is the place
That lights their days.

Somehow, some way,
The road appears,
As if it's known
Through all the years.

For all that belongs,
Where it’s meant to be,
Will thrive, will rise,
Will live, be free.
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CIPE XUNTTA

Cipuii paHoK, Clpa NANHa,
Cipl HaBITb YMKW B O4aXx.
Cipe XUTTa y CIpy FrOANHY —
Haue apmMo Ha nneyvax.

Cipa MpIs yLLEeHT po36uTa,
CipItoTb yniamMKku Ti...
CipM HaNbOTOM JyLla NOKPUTA,
CipI CTOCYHKM B CIM'I.

CIpICTIO TXHE KOXKHa XBUINHA,
3AA€ETbCSA HIKYEMHUM XUTTS.
bes bora B cepLl HeMa NHANHWN,
Hi ceHcy, HI ManbyTTS.
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GRAY LIFE

A grayish morning, a faded face,
Even thoughts seem dull and bare.
A life in gray, in time misplaced,
Like a burden too heavy to bear.

A dream once bright now fades to dust,
Its shattered pieces cold and small.
A soul corroded, wrapped in rust,
Where love turns gray and feelings stall.

Each moment draped in muted hue,
Life seems empty, lost, confined.
Without God’s light to guide us through,
There’s no future, hope, or mind.
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T MANTKOEL CBIT

Ty MantoeLL Liewn CBIT,
OniBul y TBOIX pyKax.
Haskpyrn — 61nvin usIT?

Yu noTBOpa Ta — YOpPHWUIA CTpax?
Yac HacTaB gaTu 3BIT:
AKNM € TBIN XXNTTEBUI WINAX?
CKINbKY 60AICHUX MIT
TempsaBa y TBOIX o4ax?

Y peanbHWI TBIW CBIT,

Yu 3acTpar y MIPIYHNX CHax?
AKUM € TBIN NOMT?

[ >xnBeLw B AKMX KONIbOPax?
[lam To61 3anoBIT,

Koy XXNTTEBUI Y TPLOX C/I0BAX.
3abyBaTu He CnIA:

OniBul y TBOIX pyKax.
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YOU PAINT THE WORLD

You are painting this world,
With pencils held tight in your hand.
Is it blossoms unfurled,
Or shadows that darkly expand?
Now it's time to confess—
What path have you chosen to tread?
Is it light you possess,
Or darkness that lingers instead?
Does your world feel so true,
Or lost in illusions of dreams?
Are your skies painted blue,
Or drowned in the storm’s bitter screams?
Here’s a truth to be told,
A key that will help light your track:
Never let go your hold—
For the colors are all in your hands.
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CHW MUHYNOro

HaM CHATbLCA CHU MUHYNOrO CTONITTA.
BoHW NpuxoaaTb B3MMKY 1 BOCEHN, —
Crapeul CHW, ANTAYI, MOBHOMITTHA, —
He Mmu ix morykanm, Hac — BOHW!

BabycnHI 4IBOUI KOCU CHATLCSA
Ctapomy Aigy — CMBOMY, MOB ANM.
AVTUHI CHUTBLCSA NpaAlAoBa npaus,
ByB koBanem, Kosiv 6yB MONOANM.

A HOHAKOBI CHATLCS MaponIaBu,
PabpuryHI CTpanKu, 3010TI NICKWY,
Xn6ay noni 1y AOMHax CnaaBu.
Bce ue npuiALLio | 3HOB MILLO B BIKW.

XuTTa Teue, HeMOB bypxnKMBa pIYKa,
HeHaue HenepepBHW ANBHWNIA COH,
HemoB6W HeCKIHYeHHa KIHOCTpIuYKa,
3abapsneHa i1 03By4eHa He B TOH.

I Te, WO HAaKOMMNOCHA BIKaMW,
LLlo nepexmnTe B pagoLLax, B Cib03aXx,
Houamu 3HOBY B Hac XmBe | 3 HaMun
MWHYAUMKW B MaNBYTHIX HaLIMX cHax!

1994




DREAMS OF THE PAST

We dream the dreams of a century past,
They come to us in autumn and in snow—
The dreams of elders, children, grown at last,
Not we who call them, they call us to know.

Grandmother dreams of her young golden braid,
Grandfather—of his youth, now lost in mist.
A child sees visions of the forge and trade,
Where once their forebear swung the iron fist.

A young man dreams of distant ships and seas,
Of factory strikes, of golden desert sands.
Of fields of wheat, of steel in blazing heat,

Of echoes fading into time’s vast hands.

Life rushes past, a river wild and deep,
A dream unbroken, flowing swift and long,
A reel of film where shadows twist and leap,
A fleeting tune—a half-forgotten song.

Yet all the thoughts that history bestowed,
Through joy and sorrow, struggle, loss, and glee,
Return again in dreams’ unending code,

To live once more—in them, in you, in me.

1994



CNOMWH

Binnin TymaH BKpUB 6eper pIku.
TVX0, paHKOBO NMPOCHETLCA 30PS.
Yyto TENN0 TBOET pyKW
Yepes BIKK, Yepes MopS...

Yyto TBIN ronoc, 6auy o61m4us,
MoAnX TAEMHUIA, B LINYHKY YCTa...
A1 He 3abyay Tebe cTopIyus,
AKwo 9 goxusy go cra!

1988



MEMORY

A white mist veils the river’s shore,
As morning’s dawn awakes the sky.
| feel your touch forevermore,
Through endless seas, as years drift by...

| hear your voice, your face | see,
Your breath, your kiss—so soft, so true.
A hundred years won’t take from me
The love | hold, the love for you.

1988




OCTAHHE TEMJ10

Jlo6Irae KIHUS Tene NiTo,
Bce yacTiwe 6yBatOTb AOLLY.
He6o Haue pipsaBee cnTo,
Ta He BapTO LWyKaTW NAALL.

LLle 3iIrpI€ He pa3 NPOMIHb COHLIA.
Xan B OCTaHHI XBUIVHW, Ta BCE X
LLle Han'ewca, we BMN'ew 40 AOHLUS
NiITHIA BeuIp, conoaknii 6e3 mex.
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THE LAST WARMTH

Summer’s warmth fades day by day,
Raindrops fall more often now.
Clouds drift low in skies of gray,

But don’t yet fetch your coat or cowl.

The sun will shine a little more,
Its golden touch not gone just yet.
Drink the evening to the core—
A taste of summer lingers set.
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LW E TPILLKWA

LLle TpILWKW | NITO TIO-THO...
lMokBananBI OCEHI KPOKW.

I 3HOBY MOYHYTbLCA YPOKWN,
3 AKUMU BAEMO MO XUTTHO.

LLle TpIwKW — 1 1iTO nije,
3anuwaTtbcs CnoMmnHu, oTo.
BiakprieMo 3HOBY BOpOTa,
3yCTpIHEMO OCIHb, LLO Nje.

LLle TpIwKWM | NITeYKo — BCe,
He bygze cBITaHKIB y MOpS,
MoracHyTb BeYIpHIi 30plI.
LLlo ociHb HOBa npuHece?
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JUST ALITTLE LONGER

Just a little, and summer will fade,
Autumn’s quick steps echo near.
Lessons will start, as they always pervade,
Guiding us year after year.

Just a little, and summer will go,
Leaving us photos and memories bright.
We’ll open the gates, welcome the flow

Of autumn’s crisp golden light.

Just a little, and summer is gone,
No dawns by the sea, no warm twilight.
Evening stars will fade one by one...
What will the new autumn ignite?
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B YKPUTTA

3agikcoBaHo nycku "KnHgxanis".

B yKpUTTS, B YKPUTTSA, B YKPUTTS.

Boporu Hac B61BatoTh 6e3 xanto,
3abuparoum CroKIn, XNTTS...

JleHb y leHb NoCcnNatTb pakeTn
Ta ckaXxeHOo pynHYHTb MICTa.
B'toTb y Xpamu, LilepKBU, MIHapeTw,
3HeBaxatoTb i Ainaxa, n XpucTa.

IXHA HEHABMCTb Ma€E KOPIHHS,
IXHI Ayl YOpHILWI 33 HIY.
HeBramoBHI nekenbHI CTBOPIHHSA
LLntoTb pakeTaMu cMepTb 3ycIbIy.

TiNbKY 3HAaEMO MU: Nepes borom
KoxxeH byze cknasaTu CBIN 3BIT.
XTO 06paB. CBITIOHOCHY A0pPOrY,

XTO 3a11LWNB 3pYyNHOBaHNM CBIT.

2023




TO SHELTER

"Kinzhal" missiles detected—take cover!
To shelter, to shelter, to stay alive.
Without remorse, they strike and hover,
Stealing peace, as they deprive.

Day by day, their rockets thunder,
Turning cities into dust.
Holy places torn asunder—
Mocking Allah, scorning Christ.

Hatred in their roots is growing,

Souls as black as endless night.

Hellish demons, ever-throwing
Death from missiles left and right.

Yet before the Lord Almighty,
All will face their final fate.
Who chose light shall walk uprightly,
Who chose ruin—face its weight.

2023



CNI1AV BIAHWU

Mw BCI nocTapinuv gyxe
3a 4ac UIEl BINHW.
I 4 He Npo 3mMopLwKKN, apyxe,
He npo nacmMo cMBUHW.

MoBa npo Te, W0 Masno
MocMILWOK, 61bLUe TYrI.
PapocTti meHLWe cTano,
BinbLie 6141 HaBKpPYru.

Mu nocTapinv panTtoBso,
I poKIB Ha CTO 3a HIu.
Tak, He Npo 3MOpPLLKN MOBa,
3HaELL, He B TOMY plY...

2023
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TRACES OF WAR

We have all aged so greatly
Through the years of this cruel war.
And no, my friend, not merely
By silver strands or more.

It’s in the smiles grown colder,
The sorrow that lingers near.
Less laughter to make us bolder,
More anguish, more silent fear.

We have aged in a sudden moment,
A hundred years overnight.
No, it’s not just the wrinkles—
It’s something much harder to fight...

2023




CECTPNYLUI

e 6 MU e 3ycTpInuncs, He 3HaEwWw?
/le MoX1Be Halle paHaeBy?
Cepeg HOUI TV MeHe TryKaeLL,

3HOBY 1, NPOKMHYBLUWNCb, PEBY.

1 CNPOCOHHS Uyto — Haye KanyeLd,
MpocnHatock, a Tebe Hema.
CTINbKW CNIB He CKa3aHo, cecTpuryko!
CTinbKy yacy BTpayeHo gapma!

3HOBY CepLe KpPa€eTbCa | nnave,
I Tyroto po3ym 06BMBa,
bBo MoxnmBa COTHS LMX NobayeHb
TiNbKW B CHax...
AK6M X byna xmBa!

2023
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TO MY SISTER

Where else could we have met, | wonder?
Where could fate have led us two?
In the night, | hear your calling,
And, once more, | wake and rue.

Half-asleep, | swear | hear you,
Yet | rise to find the air.
So much left unspoken, sister,
So much time lost unaware.

Once again, my heart is breaking,
Grief wraps tightly 'round my mind.
For our meetings now are countless—
Only in my dreams confined...
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TEMEP CAMA

BonuTtk gywa, HeHaye NoMuUpae.
3MMPUTKCA HE MOXe, LLIo Tebe Hema.
Anentock Ha $oTO, cepLie 3aBMUPaE

I Tnxo nnayve. A Tenep cama.

Cama Tenep BTIWAO 6aTbka, Mamy,
Xoua MeHe 6 XTO BTIWWB, TaK 60/1NTb...
CeCTpnyKo Mmna, M ceiTaMu 6pamy
XTOCb Harnyxo 3akpuB. B eAnHY MUTb.

2023
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NOW ALONE

My soul aches, as if it's dying,
Unable to accept you're gone.

| stare at photos, breath suspiring,
And silent tears still linger on.

Alone now, | console our parents,
Though who will comfort me, so pained?
My dearest sister, fate's transparent—
A single moment—sealed, constrained.
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AYLWA NETUTDb

XnTTa KOpPOTKa MUTb.
Mpoxoas4n Kpi3b bpamy
MpK AVBHUMMN CBITaMW,

Jywa xnsa neTuthb.

Ii nomT kpI13b vac
[lae Haalto HOBY
3ycTpITK PIAHNX 3HOBY,
SAKI BNI3HAKOTb Hac.

2023



SOUL IN FLIGHT

Life is but a fleeting sigh.
Passing through the gate unknown,
Between strange worlds, yet not alone,
The living soul will fly.

Its flight beyond all space and time
Renews the hope we dearly keep—
That once again, in love so deep,
Our lost ones we shall find.
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HE BMUPAI

Konn BTpayva€eLwl ntognHy pIaHY,
To cepue HeHaye HaBn...
HemoB6W ayLul YaCTUHY CONIAHY
Bpy4a€eLwl y cmepTHI nanu.

Mnavewl, 60 nopsaz ii HeMae,
BBaXka€Ll, L0 cMepTb — KIHLeBa.
Binb BTpaT MO30K HellaaHO KpPae,
HeBTILWHa Tyra cepueBa.

Ane ysiBU Ha XBUbKY, APYXe,
CmMepTb — NPOCTO APYruii MOYaATOK.
PiaHa NoAnHa Aaneko ayxe,

I cTpax MK CBITAMM Ha YaTax...

Y TOMY CBITI, MOXNNBO, KpaLLe,
Hi 6onto, HI BTpaT HEMAE.
OcTaHHA HaBITb AyLla nponatla
Tam cnokiv | MUNICTb MaE.

TY>XUTK 3BUYAHO TV Ma€LL NPaBo,
Ane He BMUpal gyLueto.
XunBu, - 3apasmn XnBKX, — ACKPaBo,

B nam'atb — 3a TUX, 3@ MeXelo.

2023
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DON’T WITHER AWAY

When someone dear is torn apart,
It feels like half your soul is gone.
As if you handed death your heart,
And now must face the dark alone.

You cry, believing it’s the end,
That nothing follows past this door.
The loss cuts deep, it will not mend,
And sorrow floods your soul once more.

But pause a moment, think, my friend—
Death is not the final start.
Your loved one’s journey does not end,
Though worlds unseen now keep you part.

Perhaps that place is full of light,
No pain, no loss, no bitter fate.
Even the souls once lost to night
May find their peace beyond the gate.

So mourn, you must—but not in vain.
Do not let grief steal life away.
Live brightly, through the joy and pain,
For those who watch from past the gray.
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XPUNCTOC BOCKPEC

XpucToc Bockpec. BockpecHemMo | MU.

Lien AeHb HacTaHe. 3ycTpIi4 HEMKHYYa.
BIH po3ipBaB KangaHu BIYHOI NITbMU.
BIH nepemir. Jllo60B XpurcTa XunBy4a.

XpucTtoc Bockpec. B Lie BIpUTb yBeCh CBIT.
[ BIptO A, LLLO 3yCTpIY 3HOBY byae.
Po3nyka — TINbKN MUTb, Xa HaBITb Y CTO NIT.
XpUNCTOC BOCKPEC — BOCKPECHYTb 1 PIAHI HOAMN.
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CHRIST IS RISEN

Christ is risen! And so shall we arise.
That day will come—our meeting is assured.
He broke the chains of death before our eyes,
Love conquered darkness, triumphing in the Lord.

Christis risen! The world proclaims it true,
And | believe—our souls will meet again.
Separation is but a moment’s view,
Though years may pass, love shall remain.
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AAKYIA BOTY

Asikyn bory, 60 o6pwin BiH,
MwnocepaHWii fo Tebe HaBIKW.
Bia ckopb6oTu gapye niku,
BuTtsarae te6e 3 pyiH.

AsKyn Wypo — 3a BCe, WO E.
BIH Aa€e cnny Bce nepexxmTu:
3ne 1 jobpe — 1 fani Xntu,
[ NOO6UTU XNTTS CBOE.
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THANK THE LORD

Thank the Lord, for He is kind,
Forever merciful and true.
He heals your wounds, He pulls you through,
Lifts you from ruins left behind.

Thank Him truly—for all you bear.
He grants you strength to still endure,
Through joy and sorrow, bright and pure,
To live, to love, to breathe in prayer.
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HE 3ABYTU

X16a MOXHa 3BUKHYTW A0 601107
Xi16a MO>XKHa 3abyBaTu BTpaTn?
Sk cObI paaITV 9 f,03BOJIO,
Konw cepue KMHyTO 3a rpatn?
K MeHI NPOA0BXYBaTU XUTH,
Konn rmHyTb ntogun B YkpaiHi?
Xi6a MoXxe cepue He TyXXUTW,
Konu xTocb nigipBeTbcs Ha MIHI?
Konw BTpanuna paketay 6yANHOK,
[le Tak MUpHO cnann A4iTn, MmaTtn?
XuUTn aK nicns HOBUX NOMUHOK?
Xi6a MoXxHa BTpaTu 3abyBaTun?
MNMocmBiNio cepue, a He KOCK.

I Hemae nikiB BIA ckopboTH.
[locnTb BTPAT | BOEH TaKOX AOCUTb.
[loCnTb HEBNMOBHOI MPKOTW.

2023
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NEVER FORGET

Can one grow numb to endless pain?
Can loss be something cast away?
How dare | smile, yet feel no chain,

When grief still locks my heart today?

How do | live while they still die,
While war still bleeds my homeland dry?
Can one not weep, not break apart,
When lives are torn by mines that scar?
A missile struck a peaceful home,
Where children dreamed in warm embrace.
How do | live when ashes roam,

And sorrow takes their sacred place?
Not my hair—but my heart turned gray,
No cure exists for wounds so deep.
Enough of war! Enough dismay!
Enough of tears we’re forced to weep.
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BIANNATA

He BI3bMy Ha cebe rpix
Korocb npoknnHatu,
bo y MeHe aITn €,
€ 6aTbKO | MaTW.
Ane bora s monto,

Y Ceitnl Cunwn,
MpeakiB pIAHOT 3eMI,
MNoBcTaHbTe 3 MOruan!
bo HacTaB BXe NoMCTK Yac,
FoavHa BIgNNATI.
Boporam npuiiwna nopa
Y MyKax CKOHaTW.
3a CNItOHAPOBAaHI XUTTH,
3a 3HUKNUX, 38 BOUTKIX,
3a cnycToLleH! MICTa,
3a CUPIT HECUTUX ...
3a noTonaeHnx TBapvH,
3a po3mMuTI cena,
3a 6€3COHHI HOuI TeX,
3a AHI HeBecerl...
3a noxkexl | noTon,
3a KOXXHY TBapVHKY,
3a BAOBY | 3@ BAIBLS,
3a KOXHY C/IbO3VHKY.
LLle éaraTo Takmx "3a"-
3a Lo NPOKAVHAaTN.
Ta He 6yay. bor — Cyaas.
MNpasawn | BignnaTw.

2023
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RETRIBUTION

| won’t take the sinner’s path,
To curse with words of burning wrath.
For | have children, | have kin,
A father’s love, a mother’s hymn.
But still, | pray—O Light Divine,
Rise, ancient spirits of my line!
Awaken, ancestors so bold,
The hour of vengeance now unfolds.
The time has come, the debt is due,
Let flames consume the wicked crew.
For stolen lives, for shattered dreams,
For silent cries and voiceless screams.
For cities lost, for those who weep,
For homes now buried dark and deep.
For orphaned hearts, for those who roam,
Forever torn, bereft of home.
For drowning beasts, for fields undone,
For stolen dawn, for stolen sun.

For nights of fear, for days of pain,
For fire, for flood, for bloodstained rain.
For every soul who wept and bled,

For every tear a mourner shed.

A thousand reasons scream to curse,
Yet vengeance is not mine—nor worse.
For judgment waits in Heaven’s sight,
Where truth will stand and wrongs be right.
The final word is not for me—

But Justice, Fate, and Destiny.

2023




—
- _

LUTOPMUTD

LLITopMUTL TEMHE MOpE,

I BITep Wwmartye BITpUNA,
FPUMNTL | TPUMNTL 6€e3 KIHLS,
Haue cepanTtbca bor.

I pByTbCA MpocTopwy,

I xBUNI peByThb LLO € CUW,

I 3 HUMUM pa3om MOE cepLe
BIJ, COTHI TAEMHUX TPUBOT.
LLITopMunTb, ane xouy
Ha Bynuuto BnbIrTM 6oca.

I B He6O KpuyaTtn BCe Te,
0 6011NTb Tak AAaBHO!

[ 6AnckaBKy — B Oul,

Y BIANOBIAb — PEB CTOr0/1I0CUIA.
Ane He 6010Cb Y LIHO MUTb,
60 XNTTSA UM BXe CMepTb — BCe OAHO.
MoBYaTu He MOXY,

Bo WITOPM LWe CUBHIWWIA Y TPYASIX,
3cepeAviHM pBe Ha LLUMaTKW/
I, 3LAETbCS, TOHY.
MNpobau meHI boxe,

Ta € Take AVBHe y NIOASX...
Ha 6epe3i Mops CborojHi
4Bl 6YpI 3AUNNCA B O4HY.

2023
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STORM

The seais raging,
dark and wild,

The wind screams like a haunted child.
The thunder strikes, the heavens roar,
As if God's wrath shakes the shore.
The waves rise high,
they twist, they fall,

My heart beats louder than them all.
A thousand fears, a storm inside,
Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.
But I—I long to face the night,

To chase the wind, to shed my fright.
To scream my pain into the sky,

To ask the lightning—tell me why?

It burns my eyes,
the thunder calls,

Yet fear no longer grips my walls.
For life or death—it’s all the same,
Just silent echoes of a name.
Forgive me, Lord,
for what | seek,

This storm inside has made me weak.
Tonight, where sky and ocean meet,
Two tempests crash—and I’'m beneath.
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[lOPOTV f,0A0MY

JeHb 3a AHeM Ha YyXXMHI MUHAE.
PanTom uyto, KNNYyTb Xypasl:
"lMoBepTawcs, AIM Tebe yekae!
BiauyBa€LL, AK XXNTTHA CNAVBAE,

Mokwn T bnykaew no 3emmi?
€ Wnaxu, aki BeAyTb 4O40MY.
€ CTeXKW A0 XaTu, 40 3eM/l.

He 3BaXxari Ha 611b | ANKY BTOMY,
Kpok 3a KpOKOM VAW A0 CBOrO A0MY,
HaBITb AKLLO KPOKW TI Masl.'
Own, He KpanTe cepue, NtbI NTaxu,
Xou goporu €, Ta He 418 BCIX.

Te XNTTS — HeHaye rpay Lwaxu:

To KoOponb, TO XOU 141 B MOHaXW,

Ynepémix nnay | AUKNM cMIx.
I xoua s 3Hato TI goporw,
bo BOHWM y cepL Ha3aBXAaW,
Ta kpnuy y po3naul go bora,
lNoBHa HOCTanNbrIi Ta TPUBOTK,
LLlo moi goporuv He Tyau...

2025
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ROADS BACK HOME

Day by day, in foreign lands, | stay,

Then | hear the calling of the cranes:
"Come back home, no more should you delay!
Can you feel your life just drift away,
While you wander lost in distant plains?"
There are paths that lead you home again,
Winding trails to hearth and native land.
Do not mind the sorrow or the pain,
Step by step, just follow through the rain,
Even if your steps can barely stand.

Oh, dear birds, don’t tear apart my heart—
There are roads, but not for all to take.
Life’s a game of chess, a scripted art:
One’s a king, another falls apart,
Balancing between a laugh and ache.
And though | know those roads by heart, they stay,
Etched within my soul for all of time,
Still, I cry to Heaven in dismay,
Drenched in longing, lost along the way—
For my roads no longer lead to mine...
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HOBOPIYHI BAXXAHHA

UM naxHe 3uma? NaxHe anBoMm.
AZ>Ke HaBKpYrv BCe Ka3KoBO.
31Ma HeMMOBIPHO KpacvBa
Y HIY HOBOPIYHY CBATKOBY.

3Aa€TbCA, LLO MOBHI KULLEHI
[apyHKIB Y CHI>KHOI NaHi:
Hagla, npuroamn waneHil,

KoxaHHs1 y rapHOMY BOpaHHI.

Ypaaua BCMIXa€EeTbCA WKPO,
[06po6yT Yy KOXHIA POAVIHI.
I xoueTbCs WacTa | Mupy
Y HI4 HOBOPIYHY NHOAMHI.

2024



NEW YEAR'S WISHES

What does Winter smell like? Like wonder, so bright,
For everything glows in a magical light.
Enchanting and crisp, the snowflakes gleam,

In the festive glow of a New Year's dream.

It seems that her pockets are brimming inside,
With gifts from the Snow Queen, so gracious and wide:
Adventure, romance in dazzling array,

And hope that will never be taken away.

Good fortune smiles warmly, prosperity sings,
As joy fills the hearts of families within.
And all that we long for, so simple yet true—
Is peace and pure happiness, shining anew.
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TAEMHA CUNA

XvBe B T061 0g4Ha TaEMHa cuna.
HixTo ii He 6aunTb, HaBITb TW.
BcepeavH! Ay rHI3geuko 3suia
1 He 3aBaXae Mo XXUTTIO ITW.

XOBa€eTbCA AeCb rMNH6OKO, YeKae,
Konwn HacTaHe HaWTeMHILWWA Yac,
Konw ii TBIVi pO3yM NOryKae,
Jlonokwn BIA CTPpaXAaHb YLLEHT He 3rac.

Konun po36uTe cepue BXe HaCTINbKWY,
Lo He 316paTu TI LUMATKN Y KYT,
BoHa npurige — ii yekan A TINbKW.

MpWBIT, — NPOMOBUTL TUXO, — 51 BXE TyT.

2024
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THE SECRET POWER

A secret power dwells in you, unseen,
Not even you can grasp where it has been.
It nested deep within your soul one day,
Yet never stands to block your chosen way.

It waits in silence, hidden far inside,
Until the darkest hour must arrive,
Until your mind, in desperate despair,
Calls out for strength that lingers even there.

When heartache leaves you shattered, torn apart,
With pieces far too broken to restart,
It will appear—just wait, and you will see.
"I'm here," it whispers. "Come, rely on me."

2024
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and an unwavering belief in kindness and humanity.

With six published books in Ukraine, Lilia continues to
share her poetry with the world, hoping to inspire and
bring warmth to her readers. As a teacher, she sees her
mission as more than just educating—it is about passing
on knowledge, wisdom, and a love for words. When she is
not writing, Lilia enjoys immersing herself in nature,
finding inspiration in its simplicity and tranquility.

The Free One: The Dawn Will Rise is a testament to her
passion for poetry and her belief that the dawn will rise
for everyone after the deepest dark.



