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WERWOLF SUTRA

HimMenpbKko0 MOBOIO 1I€ HA3UBAETHCS
Hochsitz.

Taka nepes’stHa Oy/ka Ha MiABUIICHHI,
3BIJIKM KpaIlle CTPUISIETHCS

no kabanax. Jleski kaxxyTb, HIOU

10 OJIEHSX.

Ane iX Tak 6arato, BOHH BCIOOH —

11l MaJIeHbK1 CTOPOKOB1 BEXKI.

Taxe BpaskeHHSI, IO TYTEIIHIH JIIO]
YKUBE BUKJIIOYHO MOJIOBAaHHSIMHU 200 MPisIMHU
PO TIOJFOBAHHH.

A 11e TyT BOOUThCS 0araTo JIMCHUIb

(omHa 3 HEX TIepebirana moce

TIEpIIOTO K BEYOpa). IM MifiCUMaoTh 40roch TAKOrO
BiJl cKa3y, IM yKe He BIaCThCS

CKa3HUTHUCH.

A 1ie mi pyiHu, 111 KOJUIIHI

BiiChKOBI MicTeuka! 3apociii XBOIIaMu
Ka3apMu, CTPLIbOHUIIE, IJIall, KaTerne, Karere,
HACTIHHI PO3IUCH B TIMHACTUYHUX 3aj1aX,
HACTIHHI HAIMCH B YMUBAJIBHUKAX 1 CPAIbHUKAX.

Tak 1 Xo4eThes HiIHATHA BKA31BHUI NAJIELD
1 moBimomuTH: “Tlomin iMmmepiit”.

Tum gacom ineTbes mpo pedi 3HAYHO MPOCTIIIII.

O mocriit panky (B MockBi Oyna BocbMa)

1X BATAHSAJIU 3 Ka3apM.

[ToTim yBech TOM 1110TU3M 3 TiCHIMH, (Hi33apsSAKOIO0

1 BMHBaHHSM, TOBOAHHS MO3TiB, TPHOUpPAHHS
TepUTOPpii, po3JIi3iie Macio CHIJIaHKY, AE€Hb /10 Beuopa,
CKOJIBKO JHEW JI0 TpiKa3a.

Tum wacom igeTbes

mpo psnoBux Myxamensposa, @enotosa i [lepeBepTHs,
4yri iMeHa HaBiKH (Ta HE HaBiKH Xk!)

3anucaHi Ha Tabnuukax (OyTTsi?) pa3oM 3 HOMEpaMHu
iXHIX Kama3iB.

denoToB OyB mocepenuHi, cipaBa Myxameasipos,
o niBy pyky ®enorosa — [lepeBepTeHs.



3 mepmmMH JBOMa BCe SICHO: POCISIHUH, TaTapyH.
Auxe Toii Tpetiit? Kyau 3 Takum npizBuriem?

Hixto He moOuB IlepeBepTHs 3a BPOJKEHY XUTPICTh
1 AypHE TIPI3BHIIIE.

BoHu He MOTTIM HE CMISITHCS 3 TAKOTO MIPI3BHIIA.
BiH i caM He 3HaB, 1110 BOHO 03HAYae.

AJe HIMEIIBKOIO MOBOIO 11€ Oy1e
Werwolf! 3 qopaum minHeOiHHIM!
[TocTpax HaBKOJMIIIHIX C1JT 1 MICTEYOK!
PomanTuuHuU repoit ka3ok i 6anax!

O He3HUIICHHUH, Maike Oe3CMEPTHUI BOBKYJIAKO!
VYTikai, MOKH BOHH 30€pyThCs Ha TeOe

o6mnaBoro! [Toku NpULIIATHCS 31 CBOIX AepeB’THUX Bex!
Hembenb Heiz30exen! S Bipro, TH 3Moxker!

Bockpecnu! Cranb coboro, [lepeBepTHio!

This poem appears in the 2004 poetry collection Pisni dlia mertvoho pivnia (Songs for A Dead Rooster).



WERWOLF SUTRA

In German it’s called

Hochsitz.

That kind of wooden cabin on stilts
from which you can shoot

wild boar more easily. Some say,
deer.

But there are so many of them, they’re everywhere —
those little watch towers.

It’s as though the people here

live only for hunting or for dreams
about hunting.

You meet a lot of foxes here

(one of them ran across the path

on the first night), they put down

something for them, against rabies, so they can’t
g0 crazy anymore.

And those ruins, those former

army towns! Overgrown with field horsetail,

barracks, shooting yards, squares, outbuildings, guards posts,
painterly signatures on the walls of the gymnasiums,
writings on the walls of the wash houses and bogs.

It’s enough to make you want to raise your index finger
and announce “Ash of the Imperia”

Meanwhile this is about a much simpler thing.

At six in the morning (in Moscow it was eight)

they drove them out of the barracks.

Then all that idiocy with songs, morning drill

and washing, brain-washing, cleaning

the territory, the sprawling butter of breakfast, the day until evening,
so many days until the end of service.

This time it’s about

Privates Muhamedyarov, Fiedotov and Pereverten,

whose names for centuries (not for centuries!)

were written on the blackboards (of being?) along with the numbers
of their Kamaz trucks.

Fiedotov was in the middle, on the right Muhamedyarov,
on Fiedotov’s left side — Pereverten.



As far as the first two are concerned it’s clear: Russian, Tatar.
But that third one? Where’s he going with a name like that?

No one liked Pereverten for his innate cunning
and stupid surname.

They couldn’t not laugh at a name like that.
He didn’t know himself what it meant.

But in German it means

Werwolf! With a black palate!

The terror of all villages and towns around!
Romantic hero of fairy tales and ballads!

Oh indestructible, almost immortal werewolf!
Escape before they round you up!

Before they aim at you from their wooden towers!
Demobilisation inescapable! I know you can do it!
Resurrect! Become yourself, Pereverten!

Translated by Sarah Luczaj.



Ypueok i3 pomany «MOCKOBIA/[A», 1993.

[Tnoma Kuisckkoro Bok3any, Bama Koponiscska Munocte, 6yna 3atoruiena. L{inoneHawnii qom,
SIKAW HE BIyXaB HI HA XBWJIMHY, CHPUYWHUBCS 10 BEJTMKOTO BUBEP)KCHHS BOJ. Y IIIEHT 3a0UTI MICKOM,
MIOTIENIOM, TPOSIHIIAMHU, TTarepamMu, ToaTyOuHUM Tip’siM, MaCKaMHu, MEPTBUMU IIypPaMH Ta 1HIIUM
HeroTpeOoM KaHalli3aIliifHI CTOKH He IpUMai Bxke Hidoro. BcecBiTHINM moTomn poOuBCs aeaati
oueBUIHIIIMM. MOCKBa MepecTaBaia iCHyBaTH.

Buneprimcs 3 MeTpo, s OMUHKUBCS Maiike 10 TIOSIC Y YOPHUX JOIIOBUX BO/ax. TpuMarovuch Ha
MTOBEPXHI JIUIIIE 3aBISKU BOJII 1 CBOTH TOpOE3i, s CAIK-Tak A0rpid 10 nmepoHiB. bo s mam’staro mpo
ICHYBaHHSI COPOK TMEPIIOTro moi3na. Bin Bupymae 3 MockBu OJIM3bKO IBAHAIIATOI HOYI,

3a kinbKa XBUIUH JIBaHaATa. BiH Bupymae 3 MockBu, abu npubytu 10 Kuesa.

VYce, 110 3MIT 5 3aIPONIOHYBATH TIPOBITHUKOBI, — I1€ 00BA)KHIJIOTO HAITIBXXHUBOTO COMa, SIKUH
HEBIZIOMO 3B1JIKM B3SIBCSI y MEHE B TOpO1 i HEB1IOMO 1110 B Hill poOUB. 31a€THCS, MEH1 TOAAPYBATIN HOTO
Ha SIKOMYCh MPEACTaBHUIIBKOMY 310paHHi. TaKMM YMHOM s OTPHMAaB CBOIO 3aKOHHY TPETIO MOJHITIO (ae
Bu Bce oHO He BinaeTe, 1o 11e Take, Bamra BenmnyaBocrte) B 3aranpHOMY BaroHi (TakKuMu
NIEPECYBAIOTHCS B MOIIYyKaX CEHCY JKUTTs JOOpUX TpH 4BepTi Bamoi 3He07€HOT0 1I0Y), PO3CTENINB HA
3rajilaHiil TpeTii MOoJHI CBil MJIaIl i OCTAHHIM 3yCHJUISAM IpornxaB OiJHe 3HEMIYHIJIE TiJIO CBOE Y
BY3€HbKY ITPOAYXBHHY ITOMIXK CTEJIEI0 BaroHy i nonuuero. TyT s jgexxaTuMy, eBHo, ax 10 Kuesa,
XOBAIOYHCh BiJ] pEBi30piB, KOHTPaOAHAUCTIB Ta NpUKOpAoHHUKIB. TyT s HapemTi 3acHyB. Lle cranocs.
K TUIBKHM pYyLIMB 110131, | e TpuBae goci.

Bo s crpamenno xBopwmii, Bamra SIcHocte. Maro maneHy rapsiaxy, Bifl SKOi TyOH BKPHIOThCS Ha
paHoK JuasiMy. Po3myxie KoaiHO Maio — HEeBHO, JIeCh TaHIIOBaB 1 Mocau3HyBcs. Maro 6e3iiu
aJIKOTOITI0 y KpoBi. binbire, Hi>k camoi kpoBi. [lo Toro sk Maro Kyito B ueperi He naini sik roauHy Tomy s,
3/1a€ThCS, MMOKIHYUB 13 COO0I0, MyCTUBIIHN cO01 B TOJIOBY KYJIIO 3 MICTOJIETA SIKOICh PAAsTHCHKOI CUCTEMH,
MaOyTh, MakapoBa. | Tenep 1iei 4y 10BuH, 3aTXJINH, MOBHUIA PO3M’ SIKJIIMX TLJT JIFOJCHKHUX TI0i3]1 HECE MEHE
reTh Bil MoCKBU. AJ)Ke HE MOKHA JTOBTO 3aCHKyBaTHCS B TOMY MICTi, € TH OKIHYUB 13 coOor0. Crif
000B’s13KOBO KyJUCh [I€PECYBATHUCS.

A s mepecyBatocs 1o1omy, Bama I'igHocre. IcHye Taka kpaiHa, e ®uBYyTh Bamri niggasi.
Posywmiro, Bam, HapomkeHoMy nech y TpomiuHid Adpwuiii, Ha BULT « YKpaiHay, 3BUKIoMY 10 Ecnianiii Ta
[Baifirapiit, TsKKO co0i yssBUTH 11och moaioHe. OnHak e npasnaa, Bama Musocre, — Taka kpaina
icnye. Bona He Buranana juisi Bac Bammvu pagaukamu, acTposioraMu il kanejgaHaMu. AJpke
HalinmpumxiuBima, HaitboXKeBiIbHIMIA (JTI0/ICHKA!) ysiBa MyCHUTh BICTYIHTH MEpel CIPABKHICTIO ITi€T
Kpainu. Bona o 6omio cipapkHs. | HiuuMm He 3axuiieHa Big Cxony, HaBiTh TOpamMu.

SIx6u cBoro yacy Xrtock, XTo Po3nae ['eorpadiro, mopaamuBcs 31 MHOIO, TO HIHI BCE BUTIISAIO0 O
iHakmre. Ane Bin po3micTuB Hamry kpaiHy came Tam, ae Momy cxorinocs. [skyemo i 3a 11e.

I 1o 3po6uB Hac M’IKMMHU Ta BallllyBaTUMM, TEPIETUBUMHU, JTIHUBUMH, TOOPUMHU, 1110 3pOOHB HAC
Oali Ty MMM, 3a3PICHUMH JOBIPIIMBUMH, 3pOOUB XUTPUMH, OOS3KUMH, CBAPIMBUMH, 3pOOUB



He10aIMMU, TOKIPHUMHU, CHIBYYUMH — AsgKyeMo Momy, 60 morio OyTu i ripie. JliBuaT 1aB Ham
rapaux. | HerapHux Tex aaB. [1oeTiB HE3pO3yMinuX, a CBAIMICHUKIB HeOpiKyBaTux. Koposs g1aB Ham
JaJeKOTo0.

Inoxi Ham cHuThes €Bpomna. [Ipuxoaumo BHoul Ha Oeper [yHnato. Illock Take mpuraayerbes:
TEIUTi MOpsI, MapMypOBi OpaMu, rapsidi KaMeHi, BUTKI pOCIMHHM MiBIHS, CAMOTHI BeXi. AJie JOBrO 1€ He
TPUBAE.

Oraxkuit BiH niepeBaxkHO €, Barn Hapon. [Hmoro, Bama Munocte, He Mmaemo — Hi B, Hi 1.
Komucs BiH i Bac, 1 MeHe mobutnme. A TIOKH IO I3AUTH Y )KOPCTKUX MOCKOBCHKHX BaroHax. A0O CIiuTh
0 BOK3aJIaX — ThMSIHHM, CIpHii, MOBUIbHMIA. | 1110 3 HUM cTaHEeThCs naii, He 3Hat. [IpoTe myxe XOoTiB
Ou 3HaTH.

bo s choronHi He BTiKalo, a moBepTarocs. 31uil, MOPOXKHii, 70 TOro X i3 KyJseto B uepemni. Ha
TipKa MeHe KoMych Tpeba? Texx He 3Hato. 3Haro JIMIICHb, 10 TeTep Maike BC1 MU Taki. | 3anuimaeTses
HaM HalllepeKOHJIUBIIIA 3 Ha/lil, 3aI0BiJJaHa CIIAaBHUMHU TNIPEIKaMU: KOCh TO BOHO Oyne. ['onoBHe —
TOKUATH 10 3aBTpa. JloTsaraytu no ctanimii Kuis. | He 3nmeritu k 06icOBiil MaTepi 3 Ii€l MOuII, Ha AKii
3aBEPIIYIO CIIOI0 HEBAATY IOBKOJIACBITHIO IMTOJOPOXK.



An Excerpt from The MOSCOVIAD
(Moskoviada 1993, English translation 2008)

The square in front of Moscow's Kiev train station, Your Royal Mercy, was flooded. The
daylong rain that had not stopped for one minute caused a great eruption of waters. Filled to the brim
with sand, ashes, roses, papers, pigeon feathers, masks, dead rats and other refuse, the sewage system
could no longer absorb anything else. The universal flood became more and more apparent. Moscow no
longer existed.

Having made my way out of the metro, I found myself waist-deep in rainwater. Staying above
the surface only thanks to my willpower and my bag, | somehow made it to the train tracks. For I
remember about the existence of the train number forty-one. It departs Moscow around midnight.

It is now a few minutes to midnight. It leaves Moscow to arrive in Kyiv.

The only thing I could offer the train conductor was a heavy and still half-alive catfish—God
only knows what it was doing inside my bag and how it got there. I must have received it as a gift at
some official event. Thus I got my rightful third-level bunk (but You don't know anyway what that is,
Your Majesty) in a third-class car (in these some three quarters of Your hapless people travel in search
of the meaning of life), spread on the above-mentioned bunk my raincoat and with the last effort
squeezed my poor exhausted body in the narrow space between the bunk and the car's ceiling. Here |
will lie most likely all the way to Kyiv, hiding from inspectors, smugglers and border guards. Here I
finally fell asleep. This happened when the train started moving. And it continues up till now.

I am extremely sick, Your Serenity. I have a horrible fever, the kind that by the morning covers
one's lips with painful sores. My knee is swollen—I must have slipped and fallen somewhere dancing. I
have tons of alcohol in my blood. More actually than blood itself. Besides, I have a bullet in my skull.
Less than an hour ago I apparently killed myself, sending into my head a bullet from a pistol of Soviet
make, probably a Makarov. And now this wonderful, stuffy train full of sluggish bodies carries me away
from Moscow. For one should not hang around too long in the place where one has killed oneself. One
should definitely go somewhere.

And I am going home, Your Dignity. There exists such a country, where Your subjects live. |
understand that for You, born somewhere in tropical Africa, at the Villa Ucraina, used to various Spains
and Switzerlands, it is hard to imagine something like this. But it is true, Your Mercy—such a country
does actually exist. It was not invented for You by Your advisers, astrologers and chaplains. For the
most whimsical, the craziest (human!) imagination must retreat in the face of this country's reality. It is
too painfully real. And is not protected from the East in any way, not even with mountains.

If Someone Who Distributes Geography sought my advice at the right time, now everything
would have looked differently. But He placed our country right where He wanted. And we should be
thankful for this.

And for making us soft and sluggish, patient, lazy, kind, for making us indifferent, envious, and
trusting, for making us cunning, timid, quarrelsome, making us careless, obedient, musical—let us thank
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Him, for it could have been worse. He gave us good-looking girls. And not-so-good-looking ones too.
He gave us incomprehensible poets and tongue-tied priests. And gave us a distant king.

Sometimes we dream of Europe. At night we come to the banks of the Danube. We seem to
recall something: warm seas, marble gates, hot stones, southern vines, lonely towers. But this doesn't
last long.

This is what it is mostly like, Your people. Neither You nor I, Your Mercy, have a different one.
One day it will love both You and me. And for now it travels in stiff Muscovite train cars. Or sleeps at
train stations—dull, gray and slow. And what happens to it next, I don't know. But I'd like to, very
much.

Since tonight I am not running away but coming back. Angry, empty, and with a bullet in my
skull to top it all off. Why the hell would anyone need me? I don't know that either. I only know that
now almost all of us are like this. And what remains for us is the most persuasive of all hopes, passed on
to us from our glorious ancestors—that it will work out somehow. The main thing is to survive until
tomorrow. To make it to the station called Kyiv. And not to f]...] fall off this bunk on which I am now
completing my unsuccessful round-the-world journey.

Translated from the Ukrainian by Vitaly Chernetsky
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Ypueox i3 pomany «IIEPBEP3IAy, 1996.

Benenis, 1 6epe3ns 1993 p.

BensmunoBaxxuuii nane Ilepdexiiit!

Harn cniinpHuit 3naiiomuii 1 7o0puii mpusitens, 1okTop ncuxiarpii @pank [Honens (JIbozaHHa,
[IBaitiiapisi) mope-koMeHayBaB Bac siko MOTeHIIsUIbHY OJUHUINIO Bifl YKpaHii Ui y4acTu B
IHTepHAIHOHAILHOMY CEMiHapi KyJIbTYPaJIbHO-IyXOBUX JIYiB, 1110 HOTO OpraHi3oBye Hamia OyHaaris
"La morte di Venezia" cniibHO 3 OKpEMUMHU 1HTENEKTyIbHUMHU, KOMEDP IISTIbHUMH 1 CaKpaTbHUMHU

kpyramu. Tema ceminapy: "[locT-kapHaBansHe 0€3ray3/bs CBITY: 110 Ha 00pii?"

Sxmo Bu roToBi € 3acBigunTu Barry 3aiHTepecoBaHICTh y MOMEHOBAHOMY BIKYE CEMIHApi, TO
IIPOCUMO YXUJIBbHO NpuOyTH 10 Benenii He mi3Hime 5 6epe3ns p. 0. 1 BuctynuTH 31 CII0BOM Ha OJIHY 3
OKpecleHUX Hulle TeM (00'eMHicTh Baioro BiTuuTy HEe MyCUTh TIepeBepIIyBaTH 7—=8 CTOPIH
MAaIIMHONKCY KOM IyTepasibHOro). Lle Moxke OyTn TeMa cMepTH B YKpaiHHCBKii KynbTypi. AGo: Tak
caMo Tema JIF0OOBH, EPOTUYHOTO 1 TAHATUYHOTO, ajie IOTHYHOTO 710 TpobsiemariB EBpomnu
OpieHTanbHOI, — 4M 3arajioM mpo 6e3riy3aas cBity. Lle Mmoke Oytu Bam Brisan y ¢peminicTuuse i
MackyiHicTuyHe. AGO B MOCTKOMYHicTHYHE. [{e Moke Takok OyTH 3pa30K HOBOI aHaIIi3H MPOILIECIB, IO
BiHeAaBHa y Bamriit kpaiHi 3aicHyBamu, K HaMp., Ka3WHO 1 HIYHI KII0O0U. AGO Tak caMO PO3KPUBAHHS
CYTi yKpaHiMChbKOI MEHTAITH Ha TJIi JESKUX 1HIIUX, BiIOMUX CBITOBU. e MoXke Takoxk OyTH MeBHUN
MariuHui 4¥ TaKoX JeMiypridyHuii a00 HaBITh 1 XIpypriuHUN aKT, IKUH CBigYe MPO TEHepilTHe
6e3rmy3as cBiTy. Takox 11e Moxe OyTH Bce, 110 3anpornonyete Bu, mo0's3uuii nane [lepdexmiit. Sximo,
Hamp.. By 3axoueTe onmoBiCTUTH MPO YKPaHIMCHKI siaepHi 30poi, To 11e Oyne uyaoBo. AGo Tak camo Bu
MO’KEeT€e 3aXOTITH LI0Ch HaM MOB1IoMUTH 1po JlocToeBebKoro, I'opeki, bynrakosa, CaxapoBa Ta iHIINX
Bamux nuceMeHHuKiB — 1€ Oyae o'keil. Sk 1, Hamp., Baie sxagaHHs MipKyBaTH PO IIKOJH 1 Teyii B
YKpaHICbKOMY TapHOMY MHTELLTBI 200 1 B MOMITHUL, K HAMp., HAHOHAMI3M. 3 peITo0, MU 0y1eMo

HaBiTh 3alHTEPECOBaHI MOYYTH BiJ Bac BIAUUT Npo CHOrOpiuHy emiieMito XouepH B YKpaHii.

Barmoro cranoro cynpoBigHHICIO Ta TOMTOMDKHHUICIO Oy/e nackaBa nani Axa LlutpuHa, konsdopaHTka
Haioi gyHaarii, uepes Tio skoi orce Bam 3anpomenns nogaemo. OpradizaTopu noOUparoTh Ha cede
Bci Bamni BuTpartu, 3a6e3neuyrots Bam rorens 1 mocTiib, MIOACHHI TI€TH, JETYCTaIlll, Tiri€HH Ta
MeauIiiiceKy canitapito. [llo 6inbiie — reapantyemo Bam 3a Bam pedepart Bunaropoay cymoro B 1

MJIH. JIip iTaTiiChbKuX.
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[Tane [epdexuiii, Mu 3 HeTepnuMicTIO YekaeM Ha Bac. Sk kaxyTs y Bawiit BiTunni — JJOBPOM
TTOXKAJIYHUCTA!

Bamn no 0e3k0HeYHOCTH
J-p Jleonapno ni XaraBecena, mpe3ueHT
Oynpnanii "La morte di Venezia".

Awmepiro JlanmepTyTTo, TEXHIYHUHN cekpeTap QyHaarii.
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An Excerpt from PERVERZION

(Perverziia 1996, English translation 2005)
(2)

Venice,
3 March 1993

Most Respected Mr. Perfekcy!i

Our mutual and good acquaintance, doctor of a psychiatry Frank Popel (Lausanne, Switzerland)
recommend You as a potential unit from Ukrania for participation in an international seminar of
cultural-spiritual activists, which our-a foundation La morte di Venezia is organizing together with
individual intellectual, commercially active and sacral circles. The theme of the seminar is: "The Post-
Carnival Absurditi of the World: What Is on the Horizon?"

If you are prepared to attest your interest in the upper-noted seminar, then we ask that you
bowingly come to Venice no later than the fifth of March year of our Lord and make an appearance with
a Word on one of the themes underscored below (the length of your talk must not exceed seven or eight
pages of computerial typescript). It could be on the theme of death in Ukraninian culture. Or: also, the
theme of love of the erotic and-a of the thanatic, but touching the problematics of Oriental Europe, or, in
general, the absurdity of life. It can be your look into the feminist or masculinist. Or into the
postcommunist. It could also be a model of a new analysis of the processes that just recently have
existed in your country, for example casinos and night clubs. Or also the uncovering of the essence of
the Ukraninian mentaliti, on the background of certain others known to the world. It can also be a certain
magical or demiurgic or even surgical act that attests to some current absurditi of the world. It can also
be anything that You suggest, dear Mr. Perfektsyi. If, for example, you feel like relating something
about Ukraninian nuclear arms, that would be wonderful. Or You might want to inform us about
Dostoevsky, Gorki, Bulgakov, Sakharov" and other of Your writers--that would be okay. Like, for
example, Your desire to think about the schools and movements in Ukraininian nice art or in politics,
like, for example, nashunalism. Finally, we would even be interested to hear from you a report about this

year's epidemic of cholera in Ukrania.

Y our constant guide-companion and helper will be the sweet Mrs. Ada Zitrone, a collaboratress

with our foundation, through the body of which from here we are passing along this invitation. The
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organizers will take on themselves all Your expenses, will guarantee your hotel and bedding, daily diets,
degustations, hygienes and medical sanitaria. And even more we will guarantee You for Your

informative address recompense in the amount of one million lire Italian.

Mr. Perfekcey, with great imtolerance we await You. As they say in your homeland--
COMEWELL PLEASE!"
Yourses to eternity
Dr. Leonardo di Merryhouse, President
La morte di Venezia Foundation
Amerigo Dappertutto,iV Technical Secretary

of the Foundation

Translated from the Ukrainian by Michael M. Naydan

'We retain the spelling of the original in Ukrainian [author's note].

"None of these, of course, are Ukrainian writers.

"A corruption of the Russian phrase dobro pozhalovat', which means "welcome." Dr. Casallegra says pozhaluista ("please”
or "you're welcome") instead of pozhalovat'.

"Meaning: "everywhere." The name "Dr. Dapertutto" was Russian theatrical director Vsevolod Meyerhold's pseudonym for
his highly experimental private theatrical activities. Russian poet Mikhail Kuzmin suggested the name to Meyerhold based
on the character by the same name from E. T. A. Hoffmann's "A New Year's Eve Adventure. " For a discussion of this see
Edward Braun, trans. and ed., Meyerhold on Theatre. Hill and Wang: New York, 1969, 115. For an English translation of
the story see E.F. Bleiler, ed. The Best Tales of Hoffman. Dover Publications: New York, 1967, 104-129. Dr. Dapertutto is
a demonic figure who appears to the hero Erasmus in the Hoffmann story. Andrukhovych claims his Italian dictionary as his
only source for the name.
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Three of Yuri Andrukhovych’s novels are available in English translation:

Andrukhovych, Yuri. Recreations. Translated by Marko Pavlyshyn. Edmonton and Toronto: Canadian
Institute of Ukrainian Studies Press, 1998.

Originally published in 1992 as Rekreatsii

Andrukhovych, Yuri. Perverzion. Translated by Michael M. Naydan. Evanston: Northwestern
University Press, 2005.

Originally published in 1996 as Perverziia

Andrukhovych, Yuri. The Moscoviad. Translated by Vitaly Chernetsky. New York: Spuyten Duyvil,
2008.

Originally published in 1993 as Moskoviada
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