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““Communism, as Sartre said, was ‘the unsurpassable horizon
of our time.” That was a while ago. When the horizon opened,
as this book, A Fireproof Box, suggests, the observent person
would see the outlines of the 19th century all the way to
Chekhov across the burning relics of war and bigotry. The poet
sees a landscape he can recognize way back then. But he himself
has been stripped of a context in the empty contemporary now.
He is picking his way along using the balance stick of lyrical
language to describe what he sees, including the derricks of
Albert Nobel. These poems are fresh, thoughtful, open, thanks
to the translator’s sensitivity to them.”

—Fanny Howe

“Gleb Shulpyakov is a poet of infinite versatility. Intellectually
alive to what he experiences, he has the rare ability to make
readers feel comfortable in the presence of the poem. We get
the feeling he is one of us, but isn’t afraid to say what he sees
in places where we might not look. Technically, he is one of
the most competent poets of his generation writing anywhere
in the world; the specificity of his language along with its
figurative twists and turns, its mixture of registers, is caught
precisely by Christopher Mattison in his sculpted translations.
Shulpyakov is not only the inheritor of a great tradition and
anti-tradition of Russian poetry, but also a new internationalist
who understands the value of the local, of the immediate. This
poet will mark his time. He is one of the handful of poets
writing now I would confidently term ‘a poet of genius’.”
—John Kinsella
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A POINT OF VIEW:
ON THE POETRY OF GLEB SHULPYAKOV

Once during a private conversation, Joseph Brodsky remarked
that poetry is a form of slow reading. Ibelieve what he meant was
that an increased degree of attention—compared to other forms
of art—is required of the poetic text.

Gleb Shulpyakov is one of the brightest representatives of
the new poetic generation, and his poetry is definitive evidence
of Brodsky’s notion. Shulpyakov’s work, first of all, is based on
a slow and microscopic reduction of scale that allows him the
opportunity to utilize lyrical metaphor, making us aware of the
extraordinarily keen vision of his observations.

His poetry is the product of an amazing capacity for obser-
vation, an ability to bring together such ephemeral and elusive
things as lyricism and perceptiveness. The allusions that arise
when reading his work are but one possible form of their exis-
tence; Shulpyakov’s writing contains aspects that are rare in con-
temporary poetry: a psychological sensitivity and wit of vision
that is increased by a certain calm, unflappable lyricism, and an
exactingly dynamic technique.

While his poetry is undoubtedly born from culture and read-
ing, the work avoids slipping into the realm of the overly literary,
seen in the writing of so many contemporary poets. It always
passes through the world of real objects, behind which stands the
true lyrical autobiography of the poet. There is no lyrical hero in
his verse—only a documentary or biological copy of the author.

Reading his work, I frequently find myself envying its neutral
tone—in particular the fact that he never tears at his garments

or resorts to bombastic language; he speaks evenly and precisely,
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his voice never breaking. This seems to me a particular achieve-
ment, an innovation, as sooner or later our Russian poetry always
seems to falter into emotional outbursts and hysterics, which is
never beneficial for poetry.

Another original aspect is that he never resorts to buffoon-
ery and his poems are devoid of obvious irony. There is a trace
of skepticism, a perceptible minimalism, and a wry smile. These
things taken as a whole convey the originality of Shulpyakov’s
poetry, an art of anti-extremism.

Shulpyakov is a master of auto-psychological precision, and
psychology plays a vital and constant role in his writing. There
are very few examples of contemporary work that use his particu-
lar form of unobtrusive psychology, which makes it even more
intriguing to me. In this case, there is the thinnest of threads link-
ing him to Brodsky, although Shulpyakov writes on altogether dif-
ferent material. He does see the boundary marker that Brodsky
set into the soil of our poetry. He keeps it in mind, as it would be
ridiculous to ignore it; looking backwards is always appropriate,
most of all in creative matters; it has always nourished poetry.

This is the poetry of a person who first of all understands
the value of existence, of the spiritual richness of existence which
can descend upon any person: a landscape, smoking a cigarette,
solitude, cultural allusions, possibly even despair. He is surround-
ed by a world that consists of a finely wrought inner and outer
vision. Shulpyakov’s poetry strives for this balance between inner
and outer. What strikes me first upon reading him is his fulfilled
melancholy, his way of dissecting fact, detail, mood and emotion,
and that these are created by a cultured and sensitive individual.

Shulpyakov’s poetry arises from this junction of culture and real

life.
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Beneath these poems invariably lies some real event, but
there is more than just that event. There is also real feeling,
emotion, the soul’s movement that has brought forth these lines.

For me his poetry is primarily an act of reading, and here we
return to the beginning, for these poems are the very slow form
of reading that poetry requires. This is poetry of the eye and the
soul, of events and the soul, of culture and the soul. T add “soul”
here because Shulpyakov avoids all extravagances. This is a poetry
of inner life and vision that takes responsibility for its own words.
It consists of sudden detonations, images, and imprints of what
takes place at the junction of the human soul and intellect, of that

which is destined to become poetry.

—Evgeny Rein
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FLICK



......... € YEPHOro Xofa B JIUTEPATYPY,
I7ie KaHfeas0pbl, MapKeT U OyJIaBKHU.
“B3s cebe B 3KeHbI KaKyI0-TO AYPY .
“Ia, Ho ¢ rnazamu mo60BHULBI Kadku™.

Bblyuunn pycckuil TOJIBKO 3a TO, YTO
“mpanu 6yKcHphI 6ackl y mpudasa’.
“I'me-TO uMTAaN, HO HE IOMHIO, IJIe TOYHO .
Bcnomuun nop yTpo, NoKyja cBeTalo.

W ot 6eccoHHMIIBI, OT HEIOCHITA,
oT “BI)IXOHI/ITI)”, “ﬂ”, “OHI/IH”, “Ha”, “JIOpOI“a”
YTPOM MPUCHUTIACH CYITIeHasI phIoa,

OYCHb ITOXO02Kad B HpOCpI/IJII) Ha BIIOKa;

cXeMa BaroHa, rjge exaiaa AHHa

1 PA3HOBUIHOCTH MPUYECKHA Y IMMBI,
Mo3e MPUrPe3nsIoch AyJI0 HaraHa
13 HEOKOHUYEHHON B10KOM 1T03MBI

1 3aMeJIbKAIIH TIOJISl ¥ CYTPOOBI,

1 3anMBajn “MOCKOBCKYIO” TIMBOM.
“Pycckuit XymoxXHUK cTpemutcs B EBporry”
“Ila, HO KOHYAeT, KaK npaBuio, Ckaugom”.

“OcTaHOBUTE, MHE 350KO 1 CTPALIHO!
[NepenmimmTe mocyeHne riaaBbr!”

U 6Genormazas neBka B Kananmom

C JIETKMM akueHToM unTaeT “TlonraBy”. . .



......... through the back door into literature
somewhere candelabra, parquet floors and pins.
Took a sort of fool for a wife.

But with the eyes of Kafka’s lover.

Learned Russian only so that
basses bawling tugboats at the mooring.
Read somewhere, but not remembering where, exactly.

Recalled toward morning as it grew light.

And from insomnia, from lack of sleep,
from Leaving, 1, alone, on, the road
a dried fish appeared in morning dreams,

quite similar to the profile of Blok.

A sketch of the rail car where Anna rode
and the plethora of Emma’s hairdos,
later a dream of a revolver’s muzzle

from an unfinished lyric by Blok

and fields and snowdrifts shimmering,
vodka and beer thrown back.
Russian artists aspire to Europe

But end up, as a rule, at Sklif’s.

Stop, I'm frozen and afraid!
Rewrite the final chapters!
And a white—eyed girl on Kalashny

reads with a slight accent Poltava . . .



51 o ToM e, 51 IPOCTO HE 3HAIO, C Yero MHE Ha4yaTh,

BOT M MEJIJTIO, KaK IIKOJIbHUK , OCTABLIMIICS TIOCIIE YPOKOB:
“Bypst mrioro . . .”, “Moii gsis . . .7 A moma Tapenka 6opiia
¢ 0607KOM 30JIOTUCTOTrO 3KMPA U BETKON YKporna

YK OCTbUIA, HABEPHO, U POBHO B MSTHA/ILATH HOJIb-HOJIb

“B IleTponaBnoBcKe MOMHOYL” OOBSIBUT MO PAIUO AUKTOP,

a 32 CTEHKOM POsiyib: MU OEMOJIb, MU OEMOJTb, MU OEMOJIb,
(BUAHO, ObLI HE B ce0e mepef] CMEePThIO ITyX0il KOMIO3UTOP),
¥ 3aChINAHO KPOLUKaMH IETCTBO, KaK CKaTepThb CTOJA,

U B yLIaHKe U3 KPOJMKA KPOBBIO LIIyMUT I'OJIOBA.

51 0 ToM ke, sl MPOCTO HE MOMHIO, UTO ObLIO CO MHOIA:

Ha CKaMelKax YepHeln, Kak HOTbI, BIFOOJIEHHbIE Maphbl,
NaxJIo JIMMOBOM CTPYYKKOM, KOrfia 51 6e3 1K B HOUHOI
BbIOeras 3a 6yThbUIKOI Ha yroa Teepckoro OyibBapa.
OTKpbIBAJI, HATUBAJ U YATAJ €l Uy>KUe CTUXU,

1 6eJiesa MpOCThIHKA, U I0JICO C IMBaHa Cro3aia

Ha nmapker . . . “B PoxpecTBo Bce HEMHOTO BOJIXBHI . . .7,
HO NOTOM M OHa, IPUXBATUB OIHOTOMHUK, cOexKaa.

U cryyanu 6ynabBapbl, Kak JOJKH, BECh MapT HANPOJIET,
1 Kayasicsl OyMa>kHbIi CTaKaH4MK, U Ouiics 00 e,

Bort u BcE. “Oi1, B ymanke!” - “Bo1 Mue?” - “Ilepenait 3a mpoesn!”

ER]

“OcraHoBKa” “Anreka” - “PoHapsp . . .” - “A em¢ B okymspax . ..”
U 3axkaB, cj10BHO 6a00UKY, MSTBIA CUACTIIMBbIN OUJIET,

sl Ka4yCh Ha TpaMBae, KauasiCh Ha CThIKax 0yJIbBapOB

TaM, I7le He0O NMIIEHNYHOTIO 1IBETa, KaK CHET TOJ HOT'OM,

U MecKa YTO BaHWIM Ha OyJIKax 3a IeBSITh KOMeek.

“Bypst mraioto . . .7, “Moii fasiist . . .7 . . . a BBIIIUIO, YTO KTO-TO JAPYTOi,



I mean, I simply don’t know where to begin,

so [ loiter, like a school boy hanging out after school:

Storm in gloom . . . My uncle . . . And on borscht plates

at home with golden rings of fat and a branch of dill
probably already cold, and precisely at 3 p.m.

the radio announces It is midnight in Kamchatka

and a piano beyond the wall: mi flat, mi flat, mi flat
(apparently the deaf composer felt unwell before his death),
and childhood is scattered with crumbs, like on a tablecloth,
and blood roars through my head in rabbit earflaps.

I mean, I simply don’t recall what was wrong:

turned black on the bench, like notes, a pair of lovers,
the scent of lime shavings when out without a hat

at night for a bottle on the corner of Tverskoy boulevard.
I opened, poured and read to her strange poems,

as the sheet slowly crawled down from the couch

to the parquet . . . At Christmas everyone’s a bit Magi . . .
then she, grabbing the single-volume, took off.

And the boulevard pounded like boats all through March,

and a paper cup rocked and beat against the ice.

That’s it. Eh, you in the earflaps!—Who me?—Cough up your pass!
Station Drugstore—Lantern . .. And you in the studious glasses . . .
Clutching the lucky, crumpled ticket like a butterfly,

swaying on the tram at boulevard junctions

there, where the sky is wheaten, like snow under foot,

and vanilla sugar on the rolls is nine kopecks.

Storm in gloom . . . My uncle . . . and it turns out someone else



NIOB3pOCJIEB Ha Nepe/Hel IJIOIAJKe, COLLIEJI Ha TOT Oeper.
W He BujiHO B NOTEMKAX HA TOM OEpery HM 4YepTa.
W rpoxouer TpamBaii: Tpa-Ta-Ta, Tpa-Ta-Ta, Tpa-Ta-Ta.



grown up at the square entrance fled to the other shore.
And in this darkness the features of that shore are murky.

And the tram rattles on: tra-ta-ta, tra-ta-ta, tra-ta-ta.



JIJI.

Beuep, nevanbHblil KaK CHEr' Ha KapTHHE
(nmo3pHuit Bepmeep 6e3 nopnucu, aara
crapyeckum nouepkom). Ilocepegune
KOMHAaThI Jlammna. B KoHIle cHeromnaja

CJIBIIIHO, KaK TUKAKT YaCUKHU.
C nonku TapalaTcs KJIaCCUKU.

Yto HaMm JOGABUTH K 3TON KapTUHE:
>KapKoe IIJ1aMs1 B FOJIAHJCKOM KaMuHe ?
napy 60p3bIX Ha MEJIBEXKbEl MOACTHIIKE?
Oykimn? pecToHbI? navyynu? nacTUiIKu?

KapTy CTpaHbl Ha IITaTHBE?
KJIETYATHII MOJ1 B EPCIEKTUBE?

Bpeuwn, [Tan MBaHbIY, B CTAPDUHHOM KaMUHE
HET HUYEro, KpoMe yIJlsi U CaxH.
Ecnu GbITh 4eCTHBIM, KAMUHA B IOMUHE

HET B TOM OY€Hb ITeYaabHOM Ien3azKe:

TaK, 4YTO-TO BPOJE KBAPTUPKU
IUIOLLIA/IBIO B [IBE HOCOIBIPKH.

IIbsiHbIA X0341H cUUT Haj OyMaroii,
cayuaet HaiimaHa, Kanaet Biarom
Ha HE3aIOJIHEHHDIN JIUCT.

Bup y Hero Hekasucr.



L.L.

Evening, sorrowful as snow in a painting
(late Vermeer, unsigned and dated
in an aged scrawl). A lamp in the middle

of the room. The ticking clock

is audible at snowfall’s end.

Classics staring back from the shelf.

What can we add to this painting:
a hot flame in a Hollandish fireplace?
a pair of borzois on a bearskin rug?

ringlets? festoons? patchouli? pastels?

A map of a country on a stand?

A checkered floor in perspective?

You're lying, Paul Ivanich, nothing’s in an ancient
fireplace save coal and soot.
If there’s honestly no trace in the fireplace

in this sorrowful landscape:

So, something like a room

two nostrils square.

A drunken landlord leans over the paper,
listening to Nyrnan, moisture dripping
onto a half-filled page.

Homely in appearance.
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W Hryero u3 Toro, 4To Mbl C BaMU
(xpome Bepmeepa) HapucoBanu,
Ka)KeTcsl, HETY BOKPYT.

CHer 1o KapHU3y TYK-TYK.

Tak 4To npeacTaBuM cede MU3aHCLEHY:
OKHa BBIXOJISIT MO-NPE’KHEMY B CTEHY.
Haiiman nunukaet. X04eTcs BbITb.
Yronb. bes noanucu. CKOOKY 3aKpbITh.



And nothing from which we
(except Vermeer) painted,
seemingly nothing around.

Snow tick-ticks upon the cornice.

An imagined mise en scene:

a window they leave as the past on the wall.

Nyman plucks. Wants to howl.
Coals. Unsigned. Closed parens.
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B TumaiiiieM ropojike ¢ nevaabHOM JIyKeit
Ha TUIOILAJTH, TTIe TTAMSITHUK TUPaHY

C MPOTSIHYTOI PYKOW CBaJUJI Obl B JTYULINiA,
HO JIyYILWIA MUAp TeTiepb He N0 KapMaHy,

B CTAPUHHOM TOPOJIKE, I7Ie 3BOH OUjIOHa,

Y IITyKaTypKa IeJeCTUT OT BeTpa

“Bsl, uTo ke, npuma?”’ —“Her, ckopee [loHa,
KOTOpasi Ha CIicHe OBfIoBesia” .

ITokoiiHuka, 00yTOro B IUTUONETHI,

MO yJIUIle 3aHOCSIT B pail HOraMu:
“ITocnymaiitTe, BbI BepUTE B IPUMETHI?”
“4I Bepro, HO He CAMIIKOM MOHUMAIO . . .”

TpexuBeTHbIN XJISCTHUK MIICHIETCS Ha LIMIJIE,
HETISIeT PeuKa, 3aK/IoYast B CKOOKU:

“Hy xak Bam Haul criekTakib?” —“Bbl 3a0b114,
YTO MbI Ha “TbI” —““Y3K OYeHb OH KOPOTKHIA .

“Tpwu 10 TEaTpa, BOCEMb JI0 BOK3aJa.
Tebe nopa, uan” — 41 He ycnero”.

A mociie, 3aBepHYBLLNCH B OEsJIO,

BCIO HOYb CMOTpEJIa MHE KY/Ja-TO B LIEH0.

U po3oBesio 067aK0 B OKOIIKE,
coBceM Kak Ha kaprtuHe y Ce3aHHa,
Obly1a TepaHb U, KaXKeTCs, JIBE KOIIKU.
A Beuepom urpana [loHy AHHY.



A quiet little village with a mournful puddle
in its square, where the tyrant’s monument
stretches his arms towards a better world

though this better world is no longer affordable,

in an ancient little town, with the tolling of cans
and plaster rustling in the wind—
“What are you, prima?”—”"No, Dofa Ana,

widowed on the stage.”

The deceased, fitted in boots, carried
down the street with feet pointing to paradise:
“Listen, do you believe in omens?”

»

“I believe, but don’t really understand them . . .

A tri-colored half-belt splashes across the spire,
a creck weaves, enclosed in parens:
)

“So, what did you think of our show?”—*“You’ve

alrea orgotten at ‘'we' are 'you —It’s quite short.
Iready forgotten, that ‘we’ are ‘you’—It’s quite short.”

“Three to the theatre, cight to the station.

<

You’ll have time”—T’ll never make it.”
Later, wrapped up in a blanket,

she stares towards my cheek the whole night.

Clouds grow rose-colored in the window,
like a painting by Cezanne,
there was a geranium and, I think, two kittens,

and in the evening she played Dona Ana.
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W uTto B 1BEpsix oHa eMy ckazaja?
cBOI HOMep TesniecpoHa? Bpemst iHs1?
Tpu 10 TeaTpa, BoceMb 0 BOK3aJa.
N wenorom: “He 3a6bIBail MeHs™.



But what did she say to him in the doorway?
her telephone number? the time of day?
Three to the theatre, eight to the station.
And whispered: “Don’t forget me.”
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Kak CyBOpOB MmexoTy B KJIaCCUIECKUIT TOPOI,
nepeGuB 3BOHAPEIA, 51 BETy B 3TOT CTHX

MO BOK3aJl, IJIe TEMHO OT BJIQJUMUPCKUX OOPOJ
U TOPrOBKY C OXaNKOW YOUTBIX I'BO3JUK.

DTO KMBbIX Ha CHErY, a He pudMa XpoMaeT

U SI3BIK 3aTIETAeTCS TTOCJIe BTOPOI.
[Maccaskupbl, yTKHYBIIUCH B Fa3eThl, YATAIOT
1 3a0bITbIE BelllM YHOCAT JJOMOM.

CHOBa MyCOp He BbIBE3JIM U JIE HE CKOJIOT,
CHOBA L00KA KOAOMUMCS 8 COHHOLL 2DYOU.
Ot Mocksel io [Tofiobeka B TaKyro OOy
HUKAKOU MacTepHaK He OTHIIIET Iy TH.

Kooa

I'ne Te6s1, MWIBII IpYT, HOCSIT YepTu?
Bosspartafics ckopee JoMON:

B HEM WUUHKYIOM, U K6ACAM, U nepuam,
1 CyBOpOB TOTOBHUTCS B OOT1.

MBbI IOKYPHYM TPaBbI, MOCYIAYNM —
8 00Me XOXON U CMEKAA 36EHAN —
XOPOIIIO B 9Ty OCEHb Ha Jlave.

H 26030uKy kaadym 6 mapurao.



Like Suvorov’s infantry intercepting the warning
bells in a classical city, I drive into this verse,
my station dark with beards from Vladimir

and a street vendor with her arms full of dead carnations.

This oilcake in the snow and not the rhyme is the reason
for limping, why tongues falter after the second couplet.
Passengers burying heads in newspapers read

and bear home abandoned items.

The trash hasn’t been picked up, the ice not scraped,
again a boat beats against the drowsing chest.
From Moscow to Podolsk no pasternak could find

the way through such weather.

Coda

Where the hell, dear friend, are they carrying you?
Hurried home in which:
they do pepper, pickle, and shred,

and Suvorov prepares for battle.

We’ll smoke some grass, gossip—
guffaws and jingling glasses in the house
it’s been a good winter in this dacha

and cloves are put in to stew.
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Jlec xoxo4eT, onyuieHa poija,
MOML Hee 20MOH U CMeX 80dAeKe.
Bcé, bopuc JleonuoBuy, npotiie
u mepaemcs 6 bepesmsie.



The woods guffaw, groves covered
by the uproar and distant laughter.
Everything, Boris Leonidovich, is simpler

and vanished into the birch glade.
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Hb.

Tpetuii ieHb B HAILIMX Kpasix AyeT BECEHHUI BeTep,
CHEr CTAHOBUTCS YEPHBIM, KaK CTapble TOCKHU.
Brixopist U3 TpyObI, IbIM MOBOPAYMBAET HA CEBEP

U MYUYUTENBHO JOJT0 IILIBET, HAOUpasi BEPCThI.

ThI 3aMeTUI, 4YTO B MapTe BCE KAXKETCsl CAULLKOM JITTUHHBIM
1 XOJIO[IHBIM, 1 JIa>Ke OKHA BBITJIS/IAT yXKe.

Yro 310, cocHbI? [la HET, MAJIBIIA MO, 3TO OISITH OCUHBI.
M noka xpieliib aBTOOYC yCreBaroT 3aMEP3HYTh JIYKHU.

OTmnpaBIIsiiicst MEIIKOM, MIMO OBOIITHOTO PbIHKA,

I7le TOPTYIOT XOXJIbI U TPY3UHBI, @ HOUBIO - KPBICHI.
3axpyCcTHUT MOJ] HOTaMH CTEKJIO, HO He Kajb OOTHHKA!
IaJIeKo JI0 JieTa, HO BeJlb JIOM BCE PAaBHO - OJIM3KO.

Hanbiue qom Ne3 no [lecuanoil, moBOpOT HaNmpaBo,
ABOP, IJIE MAXHET KOTJIETaMU U OEPE30BbIM COKOM.
Bunuuinb, Ha ckamerike nbET MockBoBefl [1aHkpaToB?
DTO 3HAYUT CE30H OTKPBIT - HAJIMBAI 110 TIOJTHOM.

ITobGonTait ¢ HUM 0 HOBOJEIIaX 1 ABUTAl AaJIbIIe.
CKOpO CTaHeT COBCEM TEMHO, [Ia U PYKU MEP3HYT.
Kak mmMmonHast KocTouka, rmoj okHoM Hararm
IIpopacraer mecsu. “Kto Tam?” - “He no3zgHo?”



N.B.

A spring wind blowing for three days,
snow turns black as an old chalkboard.
Smoke curls out from pipes to the north

floating endlessly, covering versts.

You’ve noticed that everything in March seems drawn
out and cold, even the windows begin to narrow.
What are these—pines? No, my dear, more aspens.

Puddles around you freeze waiting for the bus.

Setting out on foot, passing by the vegetable market,
where Ukrainians and Georgians work all day, and rats all night.
Glass crunches underfoot, but I'm not worried about my shoes

so far from summer, it doesn’t matter—home is near.

Further on at Building No.3 stay right along Sand Street,

a courtyard steeped in cutlets and birch sap.

See Pankratov, that historian of old Moscow, drinking on the bench.
A sign that the season has begun—fill my glass to the top.

Chat with him about current events and move on.
Soon it’ll be dark and your hands will freeze.

A moon sprouts beneath Natasha’s window

like a lemon pit: “Who’s there?”—"Am I late?”
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Ha yvacax nieBsiTb iBauaTh, y Haram rocru:

Ha CTOJIe IVIMHTBEIH, HA Te0s1 CMOTPSIT Uy>KHe JINLA.
“41, HaBepHO, He BOBpPeMs1” - TOBOPHILIb, CO 3JI0CTH
XJIOINHYB JIBEPbIO BNOTbMax. [IBaiaTh OIMH TPUALATD.

Mexzy TeM CTeMHeI0, CTao 60/bllle TOPALINX OKOH,
abaXypbl Ha KYXHSIX - KpacHbIe, 3eIEHbIE, TOMyOble.
PasnuBas yail, >KeHIMHA IPUJIEP>KIBAET TOKOH

1 6€33ByYHO ILEBEIUT IybaMu: MUPOTY OCTBUIMN.

Hanplie mkosna: TéEMHas1, KaK TOPTQeb U3 KOXKI.

JIHéM 371ech OYeHb IIYMHO, @ BeuepoM, KaK Ha Kiafomuie.
Bupuine, Ha GpOHTOHE BBICEYEHBI KaKye-TO POXI?

9ro xnaccuku: [lymkun, Toppkuii, Toncroit, Paguies.

Tpu cTyneHbKM € TOpILA, BEPD, KO3BIPEK T1OJ] CHETOM -
3[1eCh >KMBET OFHOIVIA3bIN CTOPOX, IJIAUT 3a CAJJOM.

B crapmux Kmaccax roBOpAT, YTO CTApUK C IIPUBETOM,
B M/IAZILINX K/IACCAX CYMTAIOT €T0 MUPATOM . . .

... 32 KOpPOOKOII MYCTHIPD, €TO JOITO 0OXOAAT C praHra
CJTIOBHO KpacC-aHTOHUIT-a/IKMBUA/-[IEPUKIT
rapaxu, ObITOBKIL, aHTapBbl, ¥ TOpYAT Kak (rrarn

I‘OTIY6HTHI/I, IIpomorKas 06XOI[, a TOYHEEC - IUKIIL.

I'me Tb1, MeHTOp, MM Kak TaMm Tebs1, Apourp?

5l 3aMé€p3 1 MPOMOK, 1 y>Ke He 9yBCTBYIO IIen!
He60 B 3B€3/1aX KOJIETCSI, KaK LIEPCTSAHOI CBUTEP
VI He BUJIHO KOHIJA 3TOJ MapTOBCKOI OfVICCENL.



It’s nine twenty and Natasha has guests:

mulled wine on the table and strange faces peering back at you.
“I probably mixed up the time”—you say, enraged,

slamming doors in the dark. Nine thirty p.m.

Meanwhile it has grown dark, windows have grown hotter,
kitchen lampshades—red, green, blue.
Pouring tea, a woman pulls back a lock of hair

and silently moves her lips: the pies are getting cold.

And further on is the school: dark as a black leather briefcase.
It’s raucous all day and a cemetery at night.

See those mugs carved on the pediment?
The classics: Pushkin, Gorky, Tolstoy, Radishchev.

Three steps from the very end—a door, a peak under the snow—
lives a one-eyed watchman who looks after the yard.
The older students think he’s a bit cracked and the younger

students believe he’s a pirate . . .

. . . behind an abandoned frame, long ago outflanked
as if crass-antony-alcibiades-pericles, garages, construction
trailers, hangars, and the banners of pigeon sheds protruding out,

continue the maneuvers, or more precisely—the cycle.

Mentor where have you gone, or, Arbiter—how are you?
I'm frozen and soaked, have lost all feeling in my cheeks!
The sky pricked with stars, like a woolen sweater,

and there’s no foreseeable end to this March odyssey.
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Ksaprer llocTtakoBruya, Ne 13. [TocTaButh Ha “max”.
“B Takyto norofy . ..” - “Ila 4To BbI ONSATH O Norofe!
51 mpepyrararo 3a SKeHIIWH, 3a pysK0y, 3a Hac!”

“M 3a rpakJJaHCKKE acTpbl B POJITHOM Tiepexofie . . .~

Kgaptet llocTakoBuua, Ne 14. “Buj u3 okHa . . .”
“Ila 9TO BBI, €H-00TY, OMSATH O MOCKOBCKOM Tiet3aske?
Kak Tam, Hanpumep, B Kanucopuuu?” - “Tam xomnopa
1 KyPeBO C BOJKON Ha TPUBEHHUK MOJOPOXKAIN .

Ksaprer locTakoBruya, Ne 15. “IlaBait, HammBai .
“Hy Hakonren-to! Konpsk?” - “Her, ropsuyto BaHHy . . .”

B

“ITocmymraiiTe, Kak Bac, Ha “lII” .. .” - “A moTOM MOKHO 4Jait’

“d yxoxy” - “OcTopoxkHo Tam, B obsacTi CaHa”.

A Bce U3-3a CKPUIIKHU, KOTOpast CIesach ¢ albToM!

Hy n kimmMmat, KoHeuHo, “Trpadelt 9TUX YepHas cTtast’ . . .
ITon xBapret HlocTakoBrua 6a6a GpaHUTCSI C MEHTOM

U TYJISIFOT BOPOHbI, OPE3IJIMBO 110 CHErY Luarasi.

B



Shostakovich Quartet, No. 13. Crank it all the way.

»

“In such weather . . ”—*No, not the weather again!

'”

Let’s drink to women, friendship, and to us

9

“And to civic asters in our local subway . .’
Shostakovich Quartet, No. 14. “The view from the window . . ”
“What’s with you, my god, why Moscow landscapes again?

‘It’s cold there,

«

What's it like, say, in California?”—

even nicotine and vodka’s up ten kopecks.”

Shostakovich Quartet, No. 15. “Come on, let’s fill it.”
“Finally! With cognac?”—“No, a hot bath . . .

»

“Listen, what is your name, “Sh . . ”—“And then some tea.”

“I'm going”—“Be careful a la Du coté de chez Swann.”

And everything’s because of a violin, which rehearsed with an alto!

And the climate, of course, “a black flock of these rooks” . . .
Women berating cops beneath a Shostakovich quartet

and crows wander, stepping squeamishly into the snow.
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J.K.

Ha cdone Mopst 6enblit BEHCKUI CTYJI

U ThI— B TIeM3a3Ke BPeMeHHU yTajKa
BeuepHUX BOJIH. Pesbed cBeleHHbIX CKYJI.
WU perckas necouHast ionartka.

Korya TbI 371eCh, TO KpacHOE BUHO

UJIET BJIBOMHE, M TOPHKO MAaXHET COJBIO.
Korya TbI 371eCh, MHE BCE pa3pellieHo.

W nnsi>k n3bejieH COJTHIEM, CJIOBHO MOJIBIO.

3akar Ha Mope! KJaccuka BpeMeH
Tpareguu. 1 Momya risjis B TOUKy
sl BUXKY He Te0sl, HO IIBET—U B HEM
TBOY CWIIy3T. M 51 HE CTaBJIIO TOUKY



LK.

A white Viennese chair sets against the sea
and you—time fades in the landscape’s
evening waves. Sculpted cheekbones in profile

and a child’s sand-plastered shovel.

When you're here, red wine
flows for two, and the bitter walfts into salt air.
When you're here, everything’s made right

as the sun eats away at the beach like moths.

Sunset over the sea! Tragedy’s classic
moment. Silently gazing out to a point,
I see not you, but a color—and in it your

silhouette. And this point is not an end.
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HamucaThb Obl PO TOPO/, MO TOPO/], KOTOPOI'O HET,
PO JIQJIOHU TBOMX IUIOIIAJIel B FOJTyOMHBIX HaKOJIKaX,
HamucaThb Obl PO TO, KaK OEXUT MOJ] HOraMU MPOCHEKT,
Y KPeMJICBCKUE 3BE3JIbI TOPSIT Ha pyOMHOBBIX EJIKaX,

HamcaTthb Obl PO TOPOJI, MOI1 TOPOJI, I/ie TAXHET XYPMOId,
1 KaOMHKH NOJ1 Beuep, KaK PTYTh, HOJHUMAIOTCS B 1IAXTax,
BaM Kakoi, MHE MOCJEHNI, U YTOObI BCIO HOUb 34 CTEHOM
paauoJia MHe Iesia o JIeTYMKax U KOCMOHABTaXx,

HamucaTb Obl TIPO TOPOJ], MO TOPOJ] MOJL PO30BBIM JIbJIOM
C JIeJISHIIaMH TBOUX KYTIOJIOB, TIEPECHITAHHBIX CHET'OM,

sl TBOM TIEPEYJIKHM Pa3riaaxKy, Kak (paHTUK, HOTTEM

Y TIPOJTYCh JIO KOJIbIIa HE3HAKOMbBIM TeOe YeJIOBEKOM,

3TO JIKOBBIII Criac Hajl OyJIbBapOM, M KHUKHBIN pa3Ball,
IJIe CJIOBA HAa TBOMX KOPELLUKaX 51 YATa KaK MOJIUTBY,
3TO MalleHbKa B MSITKOH 00JIOXKKE, METeNb, KOTJIOBaH,
1 NOAJIAThIN Ka3ax 3a JJOTKOM OTKPbIBAET MOJUIUTPY,

HAJIMBAET U MbET, OTBEPHYBLUKCH K BEJIMKON CTEHE,
3a coOpaHue BCeX COUMHEHUI B XOJIOIHOM MOJIbE3/IE,
1 YXOUT, KayasiCh, B MOi1 FOPOJ1, KOTOPOI'O HET,
PYKaBOM coOupasi moGesiKy BeUYepHUX CO3BE3/IUiA,

Y CWJIUT OH Ha CKJIaJie, U TIheT OH BCIO HOUb CBOW arjam,
a TIOTOM 3aChINAET Ha KHATAX BEJIMKMX HAPOJIOB,

Y BO CHE Tiepe]] HUM YIUIbIBAIOT Ha 0T Moe3/a,

BOJIOYA 32 COOOI KUJIIOMETPbI TOPOXKHUX BarOHOB.



to write of a city, my city, which is no longer
snow covered squares tattooed in pigeon tracks, like on palms,
to write of that, as the prospect races by,

and ruby kremlin stars burn in the fir trees,

to write of a city, my city, where the scent of persimmon,
public lifts rise toward evening like mercury up through glass silos,
which floor?—doesn’t matter, I'm at the top—and all night long,

from behind a wall the radiola sings to me of flights and cosmonauts,

to write of a city, my city beneath rose ice,
your candy-colored domes sprinkled with snow,
recalling your alleys, foil wrappers we scored with nails,

as [ pass over the garden ring now a complete stranger,

the onion domed savior over the boulevard, and a book bazaar,
where I read the words on your spine like a prayer,

it’s mashenka in paperback, blizzard, foundation pit,

and a sauced kazakh behind a stand cracks open a half liter bottle,

pours and drinks, having turned back towards the great wall,
to that collection of books in the frigid entranceway,
and then wanders through that city which no longer exists,

the sleeves of his coat whitewashed by constellations,

and he sits in a depot, and drinks port wine all night long,
then falls asleep on the boxes of great works,
and in the dream the trains sail from him to the south,

dragging behind kilometers of empty wagons.
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OEPPAPA

Xpam Casroro ['eoprus Ha nouiaam Trente Trieste

B JIOXK/Ib OXO0X Ha pa30ouUThIid (haOpuUHbIiA KOpnyc.

[Top KUPNUYHBIM AJTLKOBOM YeThIpecTa poTorpacuii.
T'onb! »K3HM KOHYAFOTCS OMMHAKOBO: 45-11, 43-11, 44-11.

B TOT ke Beuep 3HaKOMJTFOCh Ha TJIOLA/I CO CTY/IEHTKOI.
Koe-kak mpurimariaro 3a CTOJMK Ha PIOMKY T'Parbl.

Ho noTom BcomuHaro nuia Ha 3KeaToi horodymare.
YX0Ky He IPOCTUBIINCH OJIVH HA TOCTISTHUIA TIOE3I.



FERRARA

The Cathedral of Saint George on the square of Trente
Trieste resembles a worn factory hull in the rain.

Four hundred photographs tucked in a brick alcove.
Lifetimes ended identically: "45, 43, "44.

... Picking up a student in the square.

Enticing her over for a late night glass of grappa.

Then recalling the yellowed faces

[ dash for the last train with no goodbye.

33



34

PUMWHA

Bor uTo 3HaUMT —KaTh Y MOPS NOTO/ibI;

BBIXOJJUTH Ha OAJIKOH Yepe3 KaX/[ble YeTBEPTh Yaca,
MOKPBIE CTYJIbSI [IBUTATh U3 YIJIa B yrOJ

Y CMOTPETB, KaK BUCSIT HaJl BOJION IPO30BbIE IITOPHI.
JloX/1b Ha TUIsKe! CKPUIISIT Ha TecKe 00epTKHU.
Hwnpk yexas, oCTanuch OTHA PaKyIIKH.

Ocennas moToposuiep, PejuIMHU yXOAUT B MOPE.
TosbKo MOpe BCE KPYTUT M KPYTHUT CBON OYMaKKH.



RIMINI

What it’s like to wait for a miracle:
Step out on the balcony every fifteen minutes,
damp stools, moving from corner to corner,

Vvatching storm clouds low over the water.

Rain on the beach. Wrappers Crinkling in the sand.

The circus departs and a single shell remains.
Straddling a motor scooter, Fellini drives straight

into the sea, pages twisting and whirling,
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BOJIOHbBA

Moii ieTckuit COH, B KOTOPOM TaK TEMHO

Y CTapblil 1IKag CTOUT BIPUTBHIK C OyeToM,
sl BUXKY BHOBb Ha YEpHBIX rajiepesix,

Ir7ie MaXHET MOPEM KaXK/Iblil MOKPBIN KAMEHb.
Bononbs! 4To 3a CHbI B TBOEM KOMOJIE
JieXkaT Ha CaMOM JIHE,, KaK HETaTUBbI?

M KTO cCHUMaJ Ha MJIEHKY 3TH KaJIphl,

rje Oenast (purypka 3a KOJIOHHOM?



BOLOGNA

In the dim light of my childhood dream

an old cupboard stands flush against a sideboard.
[ can see the dark galleys

and the scent of sea on each damp stone.
Bologna! What lies, like negatives, on the dresser
floor in my dream?

And who captured these scenes on film—

white figures behind the columns?
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HEBBICOKMII My>KUMHA B OUYKax ¢ 60poyioit

Ha YY>KOM SI3bIKE Y MEHS MOl JIYHOU
pacKpbIBaeT, Kak pbioa, HeMbIe CJI0Ba,

sl He CIUTIO, Thl HE CIHIIIb, U TY/IUT TOJIOBA —
3HAYUT, YTO-TO U BIPABJY CIYUYHAIIOCH CO MHOI,
neJia ITUIKa Ha BETKeE, []a CTajia COBOII,

Ha CBOEM $I3bIK€ YTO-TO TUXO OyOHUT

Y JIETUT B TEMHOTE CKBO3b T'yCTON aJihaBUT



a small man in glasses and a beard

unveils me in a foreign tongue,

beneath a moon, mute as a fish,

I'm not sleeping, you’re not asleep,

and my head’s abuzz—something did
happen to me, a bird sang from a branch,
turned into an owl, muttering softly

in its own language, then flew into the dark

through a thicket of alphabet
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BBIITyCKaelIb U3 PyK, M OEXKUT MO PyKaM B TEMHOTY
arta Oejiast HUTh, PaciycKasi HeBUIUMbIN CBUTED, —
a Ha TUTOLIAM PSIOM C BOK3aJIOM CIIETION Kakajty
COCTABJISIET CJIOBEUKHU M3 MEJIKO Hape3aHHbIX JIUTEP;
OTBITPAeT Ma3ypKa, 3aKOHYUTCS KEJThIN IEPPOH,
OyJieT BeTep TOHATH MO YIJIaM rojlyOrHbIe Nepbs —
aTa 6eJast HUTh, YTO KOT/Ia-TO BOIMJIA TIEPOM,

a Terephb 3aMmycKaeT Ha HeGOo BO3YIITHOTO 3Bepsi



you loose a white thread through fingers,

an invisible sweater unfurling—

as a blind cockatoo at the square near the station
cobbles fortunes from scraps of letters;

a mazurka halts, pigeon feathers strewn

across the platform cement

this white thread at one time leading my lines,

now launches a bestial kite in the sky
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B 30KMX MEUETSX Iyl OOPMOYET
rOJI0C, KOTOPBIN HE CIIBIIITHO TOJIKOM,
KPAacCHBIN HaJ] TOPOJIOM KPY>KHUT KOUYET
Y TIPUTBOPSIETCSI CEPHIM BOJIKOM —
CKOJIBKO €ellle MHe OO¥HNIL 1 OarteH?
YIML-KJTIOUYel Ha Kprokax 6a3zapa?
ropojJi HOUYHOM OOpOIo¥ NorameH

Y TIpeBpAaIIaeTCsl B MUHOTaBpa



in the chilled mosques of a soul

an indistinct voice mutters,

ared cock swirls over the city
pretending to be a grey wolf—

how many more embrasures and turrets?
keys of streets on market bracelets?

a beard dims the city at night

transforming into a minotaur
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KaK JIONTro 5T Ha OeJIoi KHUTE crall,

1 KHHUTA 110 CJIoraM MeHs ynTaja,

a PO30BBII CKBOPEI BUHO KJIEBAJ,
eMy BUHA Bceryja ObIBaeT MaJio —

KaK CJIAJKO, TIPOHUKASI MEKY CTPOK
JIOBUTH €€ HEKHIKHOE TEUYEHbE

MoKa BO ThMe 3eMJI KOTaeT KpoT,
MOV TOPOI-KPOT, TEMHO €r0 3HaUeHbe



how long did I sleep on that white book,

a book which read me syllable by syllable,
while a rose starling pecked at some wine—
there’ll never be enough wine for him,

just something sweet, delving between lines,
seizing your unbookish tendencies,

as a mole digs up through the earth’s darkness

my city-mole—murky, obscurant
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B MUPE 13 MHOXKECTBA CMEXKHBIX KBAPTHUP
st 003KMBAIO CKBO3HBIE MPOXO]IBI,

y3KHUe paMbl MPO3PAYHBIX KaPTHUH,
JIECTHUYHBIX KJIETOK 3KEJIe3HbIE XOPJIbl —
T'yJI 3aTUXAET, U CIBIIIHO BO ThMe,

KAaK OCBIINAIOTCS TOHKHUE CTEHDI
TBICSTUCIICTHI, PEMABIIINX BO MHE



my world’s a construct of adjacent apartments
made habitable by paper-thin halls,

narrow frames surrounding translucent paintings,
iron chords, stairwells,—

as the drone fades, one hears walls

of millennia crumbling in the dark

dozing within me

......................... traces
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MOKPBIH (blar Ha BEJIMKOM CTEHE,
CBOPbI YaeK CPbIBAIOTCS C Heba:

s MX BHUJEII KOITIa-TO BO CHE,

a Tenepb OUYMILAIO OT CHera,

Ha 6occope MeTelb, U cyjia
TOJIOCSIT B TEMHOTE, KaK IIbITaHEe ,—
30JI0TYIO LENOYKY CO JIHA
3aUrpajiv B MOPTOBOM LIATIMAHE,

U1 OPEeHYUT OHA TaM B THUILIMHE
noGesieBIIUX OT CHera TIOpOaHOB
10 Jyliie, no3a0bIBIIeH O CHe

B 9TOM KAMEHHOW POLLE TIOJIbIIAaHOB



a damp flag on a great wall,

a flock of gulls darts through the sky:

I've seen this before in a dream,

but now I'm clearing away the snow,
blizzard over bosphorus and sea vessels
wail in the dark like gypsies,—

a golden bracelet from the sea floor
stolen in a harborside dive

jangles somewhere in the silence

among turbans gone white from the snow
as if praying for souls that will never sleep

in this marble grove of etched tulips
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. . . HEMHOTHX CJIOB Ha JIEHTaX 53bIKa,
HO CJIMIIIKOM Hepa30opumBa pyKa

Y IPEBO OITyCKAaeTCs BO ThMY,

3aTeM, UTO HETIOCTHKHAS YMY

13 THICSIYM HEBUMMBIX KITFOUEH
CIUIETAEeTCs BO ThME CPe/Ii KOpHE

U HOBbII HAMbIBAET aJIPaBUT —
pyuei netiser, IepeBo ropur.



.. afew words on ribbons of language
in a scrawling hand wrapped around
a tree hanging low in the darkness,
incomprehensible to the human mind
from a thousand invisible keys
interlaced in the dark between roots,
anew alphabet deposits—

a brook dodges, a tree burns.
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KOI7Ia He OCTaHeTcsl OOJIbLLIe IPUYKH,

sI BBy B CyrpoObl HOUHOTO MPOCIEKTA,
I/le MJ1aBalOT [oJible pblObl BUTPUH

Y CIIUT MOJIOKO B TPEYTOJIbHBIX TTaKeTax,—
B HayaJjie HayaJl, I/ie 3BeHUT YepHO3€eM,

s1 OyJly U3 IPEeKOB OOPATHO B BapsIry,

Y >KEHLLMHA B O€JIOM XajiaTe NoAbeM
CBhITPaeT Ha cepoii, Kak Hebo, Oymare



when no more reasons remain,

I head out into snowdrifts on the evening avenue

where shop windows swim like nude fish

and milk sleeps in triangular packets,—

in the beginning began, where black soil rings,

I'll start with the greeks and work back to the varangians,
while a woman in a white robe plays reveille

on a piece of paper gray as the sky
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Ha JIHE MOPCKOM KOJIFOUUi BETEp
TOHSIET pPBaHbIE MAKETHI,

aT7Ie-To B HeOe KPYyTUT BEHTUIIb
SKUJIeT, TYMaHHOW aHJIPOMETIbI,

1 IOKIb CTYYUT Hal MEPTBLIM MOpEM,
COJICHBII1 JIOXK/Ib B MYCTBHIHE CBETa,
Kak Oy/ITO LIEJKAET 3aTBOPOM
co3JaTellb TPeThero 3aBeTa,

HO CTpeJIbl MaJjafoT CKBO3b TYUH,
HE JIOCTUTast KOJILIOEN!,
MO-KOJILIOEITLHOMY TIeBYUH,
HEOTJMYUMBIE OT LEH



barbed winds at the bottom of the sea
strew torn paper bags,

and somewhere in the sky a tenant

of hazy andromeda turns on the tap—
rain pattering over the dead sea,

salt rain in a desert of light,

as if the third testament’s

creator is clicking a shutter,

arrows falling through storm clouds,
never reaching the cradles,
melodious as choristers,

indistinguishable from the target
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HM3KO CTOST HaJl MOCKBOI 00J1aKa
CKBO3b 00J1aKa JI[ISIHOTO BaJIbKa
CTYK pasjaeTcsi B CbIpOi TEMHOTE
BCAJJHUKY C THE3/1aMM Ha 6opojie
ey T [0 yJIMLAM CBULILYT B POXKOK
1 TIOKPBIBAETCS NIEHKOMN 3pavyoK
NTUYBUM NIEPOM 00pacTaeT pyka
B OesioM 3pauke objaka objaaka



clouds hang low over Moscow
an iced-over swingletree clatters
echoes across the sodden dark
horsemen with nests for beards
ride up the road blowing horns
eyes coated in a layer of bird
feathers an arm covered

in white eyes clouds clouds
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AK.

KaKOM-HUOY/Ib MOY3a0bIThIi MOTHB

Ha cTapoM 06azape, u cepyue pa3ouTo,

a B HeOe KaJaeTcs OeIbIi HAJINB

U TSIHETCSI BJIOJTb TIepeyJyiKa paKuTa —
KaKOi-HUOY/Ib MaJIO3HAKOMbII KBapTail,
rJie CHeXKHYI0 6a0y KaTaju U3 [VIUHbI

s 3Ha0! TaM SKeTy/b 3a mKagoM Jiexkal,
a MUMO HecJ GeJTbeBbie KOP3WHBI,

WX CTaBUJIM B HEOO OJJHY 3a JIPyroii,

Y [IBUTQJTUCH MIPOCTHIHY HaJ TOJIOBOM



AK.

some half-forgotten tune

in an old bazaar and a broken heart,
white apples reeling in the sky

as a broom scrapes the length

of an unfamiliar neighborhood alley
where snowmen are balls of clay

I know it!—there’s an acorn back
behind the cabinet, linen baskets
next to sheets hanging overhead,

swaying one after the other
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3Ta My3bIKa B HAC, KaK BOJa MOJIO JIbJIOM
0€3bIMSIHHOI PEKU, YXOMISILEH BUHTOM
CKBO3b BOPOBAHHbBIN BO3/1yX B Cajibl 00JaKOB,
U TOPUT CYXOCTOH BHOJL ee Oeperos,

a IIOTOM Ha 3eMJIe OCThIBAeT 30J1a—

3Ta My3bIKa B HAC, KaK JIepcy y3ana,
HE3HAKOMOM MOPOJIbI CJI0BA 32 EKO,—

YTO Thl MeJIellb, CTAPUK !

s Uy 3a ToOOM



this music in us, like water beneath

a nameless river’s ice, streaming

through stolen air in a garden of clouds,

burning dead stands of trees along its banks,

and then cinders cool on the ground—

this music in us, like dersu uzala,

words of an unknown strain behind the cheek,—
what are you rattling on about, old man!

I'm following you
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CHERRIES



Agpanacuro Mameooay

«Anna-amnal» —

M0 YEepPHbIM BETKaM

KPEMOCTHbIX KUMAPUCOB KACTIUIACKUIA BETEP
LIEJIECTUT, HAJIeTas Ha 3UMHUI TOPO/I.
«Anna-amnal» —

MY3€HHbIN CTOPOXK,

CTapblil 6akuHell, NaIbTO B MOOEJKe,
nepeoupaeT KJIouu, Kak pblioy

nepep 6azapom. OH OTBOpPSIET

JBEPU B TPOOHUILY, HO CaM HE BXOJIUT.
Y paccedyeHHOro Kumnapuca

KJIET, OJIHMMAs JIaJIOHU K HEOY .

S MPUKPBIT CTBOPKY W OCTAJICS OfIH

B roJibix cteHax. [locpenu ckiena
3aCTbhIJIM CEMb KAaMEHHBIX HaIrPOOUIA.
OHu ObLIM TIOXOKM Ha JIOAKK

(MK BaroHEeTKH), BMep3Ilne

B XOJIO[IHBIN U3BECTHSIK.

KTo nexkan mop aTumu nopkamu?

Korya otnpasuiuck B myTh?

Heckoabko cTpok Ky(puueckon Bs3bo —
BOT U BCE, UTO OT HUX OCTAJIOCK:

«Beauuaiiuezo waxa nosm npuosopHwiii,
00bl NUCABUUUIL, NeBLUUUIL 2UMHDL,



to Afanasy Mamedov

“Allah-Allah!”—

A Caspian wind rustles the darkened
branches of sturdy cypresses,
springing up in this wintry town.
“Allah-Allah!”—

a museum guard,

an old Bakinets in a whitewashed overcoat,
flips through his keys like a fish

at market. He opens the tomb’s
door, but doesn’t enter.

He waits near the cleaved cypresses,

lifting his hands in prayer.

I cover the shutter and remain alone
against the bare wall. Seven gravestones
within the crypt, paralyzed.
Reminiscent of boats

(or trolley cars), frozen

into the cold limestone.

Who is lying within these boats?

When did they set out?

Several lines of Kufic elms—

that’s all that remains:

“The most esteemed Shah and court poet,
having both written and sung hymns,
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HblHe NeUAAbHDbLLL A CIUX CAA2AI0.

B 200 6ocembcom Oesanocmulii XUOMCpbL

ymep Xaauanyanna!
o0 smum
KAMHeM Aexcam e20 npax u Kocmu».

Kto 651 y3Han o Tebe, CKaxku MHe,
KHSI3b ANILIEPOHA, UMEBLLIUI 3eMIIU
ot lllemaxu po Illeku u panbiie?
Kabb1 He cTpouKa Ha KaMHE, HbIHE
KTO ObI C TOOOI ePEMOJIBUI CJIOBO?
Kak HU JI02KHCBh ThI, KAKUM Y30POM
HU MOKPLIBall HA PyKax 3amsiCThsl,
npax OTJIMYAET OT NbUIX BPEMs.

Ho u oHo npoxopur.



today, with sorrow, I pile up their verse.
In the year eight hundred and ninety
hijra death Halleluallah!

beneath these stones lie his ashes and bones.”

Tell me, who would know of you,

King of Apsheron, with land

from Shemakh to Shekhi and beyond?

If not a Kaby mark on stone, who,

today, would exchange words with you?
It matters little how you lay, how intricate
your bracelets’ designs, for your ashes

will be dust in time, which also too will pass.
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Ha TpeTnit meHb MBI pennmm

II0eXaTh 32 TOPOJ, B CTOPOHY banosa.
A cnpimnan, TaM elre COXpaHMINCh
HedTsHbIe BbIIIKY OpaTbeB Hobenb,

U MHE II0YeMY-TO XOTe/IOCh UX BUJIETb.
IleHb CTOST MOTOXKUIT—

KOI7Ia MOpe C/TMBAETCsI C HebOM,

3a JiBa IIMpBaHa TAaKCHUCT B YILIAHKe,

B IIPOIIIOM MOCKOBCKMII MHXXEHeP-XNMIK,
HOZ6pOCIIT HAaC Ha XO/IM II0 Tpacce

VI BBICA/IMT TI0JjjI€ OOIBIIION MEYETH.
ATy MedyeTb IOCTPONIN HeJlaBHO,

OHa JIOCHUJIACh, KaK 3KJep,

Ha (POHE MOPTOBBIX KPAHOB.

O6MOTaB roJIOBYy IJIATKOM OT BETpa,
ThI OCTAJIACh y MaparneTra

U CMOTpEJia BHU3, HA CJIENIOe MOpe.

51 ke TmoJIe3 1o ChIy4YeMy CKJIIOHY,

/e JiesKaJjl TeppacaMu CTapblil MOrocCT,
1 YeM BbIIIIe 51 3a6MpatiCcsi, TeM MEHbIIIe
CTAHOBWJICSI TBOI CUJTY3T; TEM CTaple
KazaJlluCh KAMHU; TeM OOJIbIIIe

CyXOH TPaBbl B TOJIOBAaX KYCTUJIOCh.
Kakwne-To HOpBI ¥ IBIPBI 3TN B 3eMJIe,
Y MIPOCTO 0OJIOMKU MOTWIBHBIX CKJICTIOB:
BCE mepemMenranoch Hapepxy. Huuero
HE pa300paTh—TOJbKO BO3IYX

PEBET 1 TPOXOYET B yIIaX BCE BPEMSI.



On the third day we decided

to head out of town in the direction of Bailov.
I'd heard the oil derricks of Nobel’s brothers
were still out there

and for some reason I wanted to see.

It was a gorgeous day—

the sea flowed into the sky—

for two shirvans a taxi driver in earflaps,
previously a Moscow chemical engineer,
tossed us around over a hill in its direction,
and dropped us off beside a large mosque.
The mosque

built not long ago, still shone,

like an éclair against a backdrop

of port cranes.

With a shawl wrapped around your head
from the wind, you remained on the parapet
and looked down on the blind sea.

I lay down on the loose slope,

where there’d been an old graveyard with terraces,
and the higher I reached the smaller

your silhouette became; the older

the stones seemed; the dryer

the grass with tendrils shooting out.

Some burrows and holes gaped in the earth,
fragments of sepulchral vaults:

everything swirled above. Nothing

was clear—the air roaring and rumbling
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... Tak onu u nexanmu,
NpojlyBaeMble TMPKAHCKAMU BETPaMU:
MSTKN Hapy>Ky, 6€3 IMEHH-0TYECTBa,
B CBOMX HEYIOTHBIX JIbIPSBBIX HOpax,
a p>kaBble OalHy 6paTheB Hobenb
BCE KMBaJIM U KUBAJIH

roJIOBaMH.

W Torpa st nogyman: ympy, nycTb
KPOILUTCS] KAMEHb U MSITKU MEP3HYT,
MyCTb BbIyBaeT CJIOBA HA MJIATAX
BeTep — UJIM TOHSIET MyCOp —

Oyny BopoyaThcsi ¢ 00Ky Ha 00K,

TO JIMIIOM Ha BOCTOK, TO JIMLIOM Ha CEBEP,

Y TIOBTOPSIThH HA YY3KOM Hapeyube:
«Anna-annal» —

M0 HOYaM TIepPeCUNUThLIBAS
KavyaJjKu.



in my ears the whole time.

........ So they lay down,

the Girkansky winds blowing,

their bleak, worn forms,

and the rusty towers of Nobel’s brothers
continued nodding their heads.

And I thought: I'm dying, let

the stones crumble and heels freeze,

let the words blow out onto the gravestones
wind—or dashing garbage—

I will turn from side to side,

now facing the east, then the north,

and repeat a name in a foreign dialect:
“Allah-Allah!”—

counting the rocking derricks

at night.
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3AITAX BUIIIHAN

MOUM POOUMENAM

«MHe HY>KHO BbITOBOPUTbLCS, BOT YTO»

(3TO uyKasi, He MOSI CTPOUKA).

ITpouno yxe —CKOoNbKO? —OYTH HOIrOfa:
JIETO, OCEHb, BOT U (peBpajlb NPOXOJUT,

a sl Bce HUKAK He MOT'Y HU CTPOYKH.
Kaxnoe yTpo coduparo cBou 6ymaxku,
BBIXOXKY Ha KYXHIO K IUIUTE MOOJIKE

Y CMOTPIO 32 OKHO, IJIe Ha 6es10M (hoHe
HOCHUTCS PbIXKMI COCEJICKUI My/Ieb.

WrTak, 3TM JIETOM § 3KWJI Ha 1aue

(maya 6bU1a HE MOST, UyKasi—

APY3bsl Pa3PEIIUIN MOXKUTHL HEMHOTO).
B MockBe 3TUM JIETOM BOHSIIIO Fapbio —
I7Ie-TO B OKpyre ropes TOp(psiHuK .
[axe B MeTpo romny6ast qbiMKal

A TyT nonyaca no Kazanckoi
JKENE3HON fopore

U ThI HA BEPaHJie — MISIAUIIL KaK COJTHIIE
ObETCSl BECh BEUEP B €JIOBbIX JlaNax.

Y TpoM pbIHOK: TOBSJIMHA U KapTO(eb,
NOMUJIOPHI, apOy3 U HAa Beuep BOJKMU.

A TIOTOM Ha MaTpace JIMCTaJl XXypPHAIIbI —
«lOHocTh» muctan, «Orouek», «PoBeCHUK» ,
KOT7Ia 3K& CMepPKaJIOCh, TO CTABHII MsICO,



THE SCENT OF CHERRIES

Jlbl' m}/ parents

“I'need to make something clear”

(these are another’s, not my lines).

After how long?—almost half a year:
summer, fall, February all passed

and I couldn’t write a single line.

Each morning I'd gather up my paper,

head into the kitchen close to the stove,
stare out the window, where my neighbor’s

reddish poodle dashed against a white backdrop.

For that summer I lived out at a dacha

(the dacha wasn’t mine, but another’s—

friends who let me stay there for a while).

That summer Moscow reeked of something burning—

nearby a peat bog was in flames.

Even the metro stations were wrapped in a blue haze!

But there, just a half hour out on the Kazan rail line,

you stood on the veranda—watching the sun catch in the fir trees.
In the morning to the market: beef and potatoes,

tomatoes, melon and vodka for evening.

And then I'lay down on a mattress and flipped

through old journals: Yunost, Ogonyok, Rovesnik,

when it grew dark I threw on the meat,

cut up the vegetables, and took a bottle out of the water—

arranging the feast on an oil-cloth draped table with maple leaves.
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B 570 51€TO HA NayUe S COUMHSI Mbecy

(3TO ObLIA Uy¥Kasl, HE MOSI Ul —
HAMUCATD MbECY; OfIUH TeaTp

3aKa3aj MHe JIpaMy 13 TPOIILION >KU3HN).
Knaccuka kanpa: 1000Bb U MOpE.

W 4T0OBI py>Kbe MO/ KOHEL, CTPEJISIIO.
Torpa, 4TO HU JIeHb, MOJIUCTAB >KYPHAJIBI,
s TIOTHAMAJICSI HaBEPX , B MAHCAPAY .
OTKpbIBaJl MAILIMHY U BCEX T'epOeB
BBIITYCKAaJl Ha BOJIKO: NOOOJITATh, NOOEraTh.
3HaeTe, Kak ObIBA€T, €CJIU MULIeIb Mbhecy?
Jlairs ¥M CIIOBO, TaKO# LIyM MOTHUMYT —
NEePecCopsITCsl, MepefiepPyTCs:

eJie yCTieBaelllb CIeUTh 32 HUMH !

A TyT ellle Ha cocefiHel 1aye:

«Kcroma, Cepexxka, uiure Kyuarhb!»
«Bama nogaua, AHToH MIBaHbIu!».

«[duma, pajgu 6ora, yroMoH# co6aky !»

U BoT, nopdupasick o Xof1y nbechbl

K PEBOJIbBEPY , KOTOPBIN JIEKUT Ha MOJIKE,
sl YBUJIEN B OKHO, KaK JIETUT 10 HEOY
KPACHBI MAYUK —

1 TIalaeT MHE TI0f] OKHA.



That summer at the dacha I wrote a play

(it was another’s, not my idea

to write a play; a theater

had commissioned a drama from another life).
Something from the classical genre: love and the seaside.
And a pistol must be feared near the finale.

Each day, after flipping through more journals,

I headed up into the garret.

I opened my laptop and all the heroes

poured out at will: babbling and dashing around.
You know what it’s like to write a play?

You give them words and they create a ruckus—
quarreling with each other

barely enough time to keep track of them all!
And over at the neighbor’s dacha:

“Ksyusha, Seryozha, come eat!”

“Anton Ivanich, your serve!”

“Dima, for God’s sake, quiet that dog!”

And then leading the play to the final scene
with the revolver which lays on the shelf,

I stared out the window and saw a red balloon
floating through the sky—

falling beneath my window.

75



«51 cobuparo XKEeHIIVH U MOHETbI !» —

OH 3alaxHyJ XajaT Ha 6es10M Oproxe

Y CHOBA 3aIbIXTEJ JYLUUCTON TPYOKOIA.

«5 Toxe codupai KOorga-To . . .» — «2KeH1uyH ?»
«[a HeT xe, s . . »—«Moii Ipyr, OH1 MOXOxKU!
Y Kaxjioil eCTh ¥ BO3pacT, U LEHA.
3HaKOMbTECE, 3TO Mamienbka. 2Kena.

I'op BbINyCKa . . .»—«He cayiaiite, cKaxkuTe:
TaK 3TO Bbl HA laue y cocenen?»

«OcTaBUIM KITFOUM MTOKUTH HEMHOT0»

«A MbI Ha yKUH IIYKY MO-UJIbUHCKU!
OcraneTech Ha myKy 7» — «UT0, B cMeTaHe 7»
«Koneuno» — «Hy, Torja uy 3a BOiKoin»
«EBpeiickas ?» — «[Ipyras 37ecb He B MOfie»

«51 BUKY, Bbl JTABHO HA 9TOM Jlaue».

N BoT yxe 1o Bo3yXy ropsuuit

Y NPSIHbINA Iy X MUIBIBET.

ITo wyubeMy BEJIEHBIO IOMULIOPSI,
00JIENVIEHHBIE JTYKOM M NETPYIUKOH,

/12 PO30BbI C MPOXKUIKAMU PeJIuC,

Y HAKOHEL, pacnapeHHas LykKa
PacKMHYJIach B pa3BapeHHON KapTOIIKe —
Y CMOTPUT, CMOTPUT, CMOTPUT HA MEHS
noGeseBIIUMU

ria3amu.

W MBI cupum —u 9ac, v iBa, U TPU.



“I collect women and old coins!”—

Wrapping his white belly in a robe

he once again inhaled the fragrant pipe.

“I also used to collect . . —“Women?”

“No, I .. —“My friend, they’re all alike!

Every one has an age and a price.

Please meet Mashenka, my wife.

Set free a year . . ”“No listen, tell me:

you're staying next door?”

“They left me the key so I could stay for a while.”
“Well, we’re having pike for dinner—Tlocal Ilinsky style!
Want to stay for pike?”—“In sour cream?”

“Of course.” “Then I'll go get some vodka.”
“Jewish?”—*“Anything else would be unfashionable.”

“I see that you’ve been at the dacha for some time.”

And the air was instantly hot

and spicy on the breath.

As if by magic the tomatoes

clung to the onions and parsley,
and streaked rose with radishes,
and finally the steamed pike

spread on a bed of roasted potatoes
staring back at me with

steamed white

eyes.

And we sat for an hour, two, three.
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3BeHSAT Hajl aba>KypOM KOMaphl,
CTYYMUT XBOCTOM COOAKa MO HACTUITY
1 pa3roBop, Kak BOJUTCS, Ha laye
TEYET PEKOIl MOf CTApbIil NaTeoH,
KOTOPBII HaM OIISITh TMOET MO KPyry:

Doxcmpom «Kemuye»
Jlemka-Enka

eaavc «Ha conxax Manuxcypuu»
«JleHunzpaockue mocmoi»

u nonyppu «/lesywka uz Matiamu»

U TyT ero keHa, BCIJIECHYB pyKamu,
YXOJUT B JIOM, TPEMUT B IOMY NOCY/I0¥

Y HAKOHEl| TOP3KECTBEHHO BLIHOCUT
TAPEJIKY YEPHbIX XKUPHbIX SITO—

U BOJIPY>KaeT MOCpeau CToJa.
«IToeepute? Korpa-To 3aech ObLia
ycaan0a, BOT y2Ke He TTOMHIO

KaKUX KHSI3e, M ObIT BUIITHEBBIN Cajl,
OTPOMHBII CaJl HA 9TOM CAMOM MECTe» —
«BnagenbieM ObII KAKON-TO CKAHIWHAB,
MMEBIIUI KaUTal HA MEePEeBO3KaX» —
«HM 4r0 XKe, HUYero He COXPaHUIOCh ?» —
«Hy, Koe-4To ¢ Tex mop erie ocTaaocCh.
B kynanbHe JIOBSIT 11Ky, Ja KOHIOILIHU,
rje My Hauues koneiky Hukonasi . . »—
«51 cobuparo >KEeHIIH 1 MOHETHI ! » —

«. . .J1a HECKOJIbKO JIEPEBbLEB TYT U TaM,
C KOTOPbIX Mbl CHUMAEM 3TY BUILIHIO» .



Mosquitoes buzzed under the lampshade,

the dog’s tail drummed on the floorboards

and our conversation, as always, when at the dacha,
flowed along its way while an old phonograph,

spun out tunes

The Foxtrot “Pearls”

“Letka-Enka”

The Waltz “On Manchurian Summits!”
“Leningrad Bridges”

and the medley “Girl from Miami”

Then his wife suddenly clapped her hands together,
left the room——dishes clanking through the house—
and eventually brought a plate of plum black berries
back into the room.

She placed it squarely on the table.

“Can you believe that ages ago there was

an estate right here, though I can’t remember
which nobleman, and there was a cherry orchard,
an enormous orchard on these very grounds™—
“The landowner was a Scandinavian,

he’d made his money in rail cargo”™—

“Nothing remains?”—

“Well, something pops up from time to time.
Pike swim under the bathhouse, and my

husband found aTsar Nicholas coin in the stables.”
“I collect women and coins!”—

.. .and a few trees here and there,

from which we gathered these cherries.”
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«Kakoi-To mpocTo 4eXOBCKHUI CIOXKET !»
«Bo3bMuTe, mpasja. ITO BaM Ha 3aBTPak.
Kak roBopurcs, ¢ 6apckoro Kycra.

A 0mmof10 Kak-HUOY/b IOTOM BEPHETE» .
...... Cobaxa npoBoauiia 10 BOPOT

U § TIOLLEeT BAIOJIb NMBUTLHOTO 3a60pa

K cebe JIOMOI1 B €JI0OBOII TEMHOTE,

Kakasl TOJIbKO 3/1eCh, HA MOJIMOCKOBHBIX,
ObIBaET OJIMKE K OCEHU HOUAMMU.

He siropl, HO ciiafkuii 3amax BUILIHA

sl HEC TOryla, KaK 00JIaKo, B pyKax.

Hap ronosoii, pactankusasi 3B€3/bl,
KypCHpOBaJja 1iyKa No-WJIbUHCKH,

U s, 3aKpbIB IJ1a3a, yBUes cafl,

I7ie ATOJIbI KAYarOTCsl Ha BETKAX

Y COJTHIIE NPOOMBAETCS CKBO3b JIUCThSI.
Korna u rje s BcTpeTun aTy BULLHIO?
OukaprK 13 HayaJIbHOI IIKOJIbI, KaK
nonas Torja s K aTomy 3abopy,
KOTOPBIIl MHE COpBaTh €e MellaeT?

BOT £, OTKpBIB KAIMTKY, 3aX0XY

B Yy>KHE€ Oropojibl—oOmMupast

OT CTpaxa, OOpPBIBAIO C 3TUX BETOK

U CIIbILIY >KEHCKUIA TOJI0C Y BOPOT:
«IToHpaBusace Tebe Uy>kasl BULLIHS 7>
«Hy 4TO ke ThI He ellb?» —Mepeio MHO
CTOUT OUJIOH OTOOPHBIX SATOf,

a >KEHIIVHA B JIBEPSIX, U IJ1a3 HE CBOJIUT,



“Take these with you. For breakfast.

From a gentleman’s shrubs, as they say.

And the dishes somehow return.”

...... A dog being led by a collar

I walked along a dusty fence

towards my home in the spruce dark,

which here, outside Moscow,

is nearer to an autumn evening,

No berries, but the sweet scent of cherries

I carry like a cloud in my hands.

Overhead, stars awake,

Ilinsky-style pike sway back and forth,

and closing my eyes I can see the garden,

berries swinging in the branches

as the sun breaks through the leaves.

When and where did I come upon those cherries?
A goggle-eyed school boy, how

did I end up along that fence,

keeping me at armslength from the berries.
Opening the fence gate, I step

into someone else’s vegetable garden—snapping
off a branch I freeze in my tracks upon hearing

a woman’s voice at the gate:

“Do you like taking other people’s cherries?”
“Why don’t you try one?”—before me

stands a large tin of choice berries

and the woman at the door, without taking her eyes off me,

wipes her fingers down a blue apron,

81



82

OHa nepedupaeT CUHUIT (papTyk,

a 1mocJie OYeHb TUXO FOBOPUT:

«IToka He chellb, He BBIMYIY OTCIO[a».
W Tam, B 1BEPSAX, CaUTCS HA CKAMEVKY.
..... CrniepBa ojiHy, 3aTeM IPYTYIO BUILIHIO
sl BBIHUMAIO (TaNbIbl JIesHbIe!),

3aTeM NPUTOPIIHSAMHU 3aTaJKUBAIO Pa3oM,
pa3MasbIBas CJe3bl MO IIEKaM,

a >KEeHIIVHA BCE CMOTPUT Ha MEHsI
CBOVMMH MOTEMHEBLIMMHU TJ1a3aM1

1 KaKeTcsl BOT-BOT cama 3arJjayer.
«Tenepnb Tb1 noHsI?» — «[ToHstm» — «Hy, uau».
A Beran uz-3a crona. «Iloctoii. Ymoiics.
Kyna ke Tbl Tenepb Takoi yyMa3sblii?»
W MBI MaeM Ha KyXHIO, I7Ie BOJa.

Omna 6epeT Moe JHLIO B JIAJIOHU,
[BETACTHIM MOJIOTEHIIEM BBITUPAET,

a rnocJie MPU>KUMAaeT K XKUBOTY

U 51 CTOI0, YTKHYBILIMCH HOCOM B (papTyK.
OH Temblii, 3TOT PapTyK, U IEepIIABbIi.
W BKyCHO maxHeT >KapeHoil KapTOLIKO.



and then very quietly says:

“I' will not let you leave until you finish them all.”

And there, in the doorway, she sits down on a bench.
..... First I take just one, then another

cherry (ice-cold fingers!),

then start shoving them in by the handful,

wiping tears from my cheek,

and the woman watches me

with a darkening gaze

beginning to cry a bit herself.

“Now do you understand?”—*“Understood.”—*“Now go.”
[ get up from behind the table. “Wait. Let’s clean you up.
Where do you think you’re going looking so filthy?”

We go into the kitchen, to the water.

She takes my face in her hands,

wipes them off with a multicolored towel,

and then I stand pressed to her stomach,

my nose buried in her apron.

The apron is warm and rough.

The delicious scent of fried potatoes.
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A Ha CJIenyroIuii IeHb S 3aKOHYMJIT MTheCy.
PeBonbBep —npepcrasisieTe? — Aan OCEUKY:
TOJILKO MOPE OCTaJIOCh ITYMETh B peMapKax.
U rorpa s perm, 4To nopa oGpaTHO —
XBATHT y>Ke KyKOBaTh Ha j1aye.

Bewy B cyMKy, CJIOKUI MAIlIMHY ,

3amep JIoM, a KJIIOUH 3aTOJIKAI MO KPOBITIO,
U ToLIes, He 000paYnBasiCh, Ha TOE3].

Tam, Ha JayHON BEpaAHJE,

(Teneppb OHa MOX0Xa HA BaroH,

y KOTOPOT'O HET HU KOJIEC, HU CTEKOJT),
ocTanach Tapenka. CTOWI0 MHe yITH,
KakK ee TYT e 00JIeNuIu OChl.

KajiHble , HEYKITF0XKUE , OHA HAOPOCUIIUCH
Ha THWIYIO BUILHIO, U CKOPO BCSI TapesKa
OblJ1a MOKPBITA UX YKEJIThIMU MOJ0CATHIMU
CIIMHKAMU.

... A g crosn B TaMOype y pa30OMTBIX OKOH
¥ BJIbIXasl TOPSIYMX KOMUEHbIN BO3MYX,
AyMaJs O TOM, UYTO HUKOIJIA HE Y3HAIO:

KTO Obllla 3Ta >KEHINWHA? >K1Ba JI1 oHa?

Y €CJIU JIa, TO TIOMHUT JIU MEHS

Kak MOMHIO 517

«[da 4To BUIIHS! — pa3MbILLISLT s1.— Mbl
Aaxke o cebe TOJIKOM HAUYETO HE 3HAaeM.
Kak popurenu Hac, Hanpumep, 3a4anu?



[ finished the play the following day.

And the revolver?—it misfired:

in the stage directions all that remained is the sound of the sea.
Then I decided it was time to go back—

I'd had enough cuckooing around the dacha.

I shoved my things into a bag and packed,

locked up the house, shoved the key under the roofing

and left for the train, never once turning around.

There on the dacha’s veranda

(similar to the train car,

in which there are no wheels or glass),

the plate remained. A few minutes after I left
wasps began to swarm.

Greedily, clumsily they pounced on the rotting
cherries, and soon the plate

was coated in yellow-striped backs.

... And I stood in the railway car by the shattered window
breathing in the hot smoking air,

running over things I'll never know:

who was that woman? is she still alive?

and if so, would she remember me

the way I remember?

“And those cherries!”—I thought back.—We

clearly don’t even know that much about ourselves.

Like, for example, how our parents conceived us?

At home? At the dacha? In a sleeping car?
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Toma? Ha maue? B cmanbHOM Barose?
Hourro mim, ckazkem, mocne odena?

W KTo nepBbIM Ha XKUBOT MOJIOXKUI PYKY?
A MOXET OBbITh 3TO CIIYYHJIOCh B TPUXOXKEN
nocJie Pa3iayKu, IpsIMO Ha MOKPLIX 11y6ax?
Cnyuaiite, Be/lb 3TO BCE BaKHbIE BELIA!
Hapo 661 yTOYHUTD, MOKA OHU €1LE JKUBHI . . .»
B 570 Bpems Haul moesy BjeTeN B CTOULY —
3aMelIbKan 3a00pbl, OETOHHbIE 3CTAKA/IbI,

a sl BCe CTOSUI U nepedupan BApUaHThI.
OpuH, npyroii, Tpetuil . . . Y 3Haere, yto?
ToT camblil, Ha MOKPBIX 11y0ax,

MHE HpaBUWJICS BCe 00JIbLIE U OOJIbILIE.



At night, or, as they say, after lunch?

And who was the first to place a hand on the belly?
What if it happened in a front hallway

just after coming home, straight onto damp fur coats?
Listen, these are all important things!

I must know the answers while they’re still alive . . ”
Our train arrived at the capital—

towers flashed by, concrete overpasses,

as [ continued running through versions in my head.
One, two, three . . . And you know what?

The idea of, in a front hallway, on damp fur coats,

I'm liking more and more.
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«MYPAHOBO»

«Mooxcem 6vimb, cuacmve —amo MOALKO CAYUAlHOE
cnpsAxXceHue mvicaell, He N0380AAWee HaAM OYMAMb HUL O
yem Opy2oM, Kpome mo20, Hem nepenoaneto nawe cepoye.
Kmo u3 nac moz anamomuposame amu M2HOBEHU, MAKUE
Kopomkue 8 4enoseueckoll weusnu? — 4mo 0o mens, mo s

00 23MoM HUKO020a He OyMAN».

. . . MallIMHa [TOHECNIACh Ha XOJIOCTOM
TOJ1 TOpY, I7Ie peKa, U CXOJHU B HEOO,

Y KaMbIIIX BBITSITUBAIOT BOJY .

Bbpocus pynb, oHa cMOTpesIa Ha COJTHIIE:
JPOKUT, KaK MyrOBUIIA HA HUTKE.
Hckana, He Moria HaiiTH, CUTapeThI.

S cnipocuit: «HeM KOHUMIIOCH 18710 7»
«YKpajieHHbIE BELW Mbl BEPHYJIH.

41 ero, KOHEUHO, HATTYTIUJIA.

Ho Tonky — uto? Ero oren pewmus,

OH B AHIIIMIO OTHPABUTCS Ha JIETO,

a rmociie MepefieT B APYrYIO HIKOITY» .

«U BcE?» — «Bcé». Koneca 3ackpunenu
1o rpaButo. «JlaBaii 3aiiieM B NaJaTKy», —
Y MyrOBULA B 3€pKaJjie 3aCThUIA.
«IIpopaiiTe HaM BUHO U CUTAPETHI!»



“MURANOVO”

Perhaps happiness is but a chance conjugation of ideas, which
permit us to think about only that which fills our hearts.
Who among us is able to dissect these moments, so brief in
human lives? Asﬂ)r me, I have never been able to figure

them out.

. . . the car tore down the hill in neutral,

towards the river and gangplank to the sky—

and reeds extended into the water.

Abandoning the steering wheel, she looked at the sun:
trembling like a button on a thread.

She looked but couldn’t find any cigarettes.

I asked: “Was that the end of the story?”

“We returned everything that had been stolen.

I, of course, thrashed him, but it was pointless.

In what sense? His father had decided

he would go to England for the summer,

then transfer him to another school.”

“Is that it?”—“That’s it.” The wheels

crunched over the gravel. “Let’s stop at the tent”—
And the button stiffened in the mirror.

“We'd like some wine and cigarettes!”
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Mb1 0601 KPYTOM JOOPOTHBI,

B QHIJIMIICKOM CTUJIE IOM.

JoiaTas BepaHia Ha OOKY

BUCEJIA, KaK CTPEJIKOBasi KabuHa.
Bauuns npuzeMucTasi, ¢ OOMHULIAMU.

He nom — HacTosiuit 6poHenoesy.
3aTo 3HaMeHWTHIE Jyra! OT mopora

OHU CIYCKAJIUCh MJIABHO, JICHUBO

Y CHOBA 32 PEKOI BCTaBaJIM, KaK BOJIHBI.
A cosHLEe cauioch, 3abupast

HEOO PO30BOI PSOBIO 10 FTOPU30HTA.
3iech, B anjiee, COBCEM CTEMHEJO.

A nopHsin rosioBy. «Moryuue

U CyMpayvHbIe JISTU» , — MPOIUTUPOBAIL.
«CmoTpu, OroHb», — KMBHYJA. B momympake
e/iBa Meplaja KpacHasl Jlamrnaja.



We wandered around inside

a sturdy English-style home.

The planked veranda hung

off the side like a fire cabin.

A tower with embrasures.

Not a home—a modern day armored train.
And also a celebrated meadow! they floated
lazily downstream from the rapids

rising like waves along the river

and the sun set, rose colors

swelling over the horizon

and dark avenues.

[ lifted my head, “Powerful

and gloomy children”™ I cited.
“See—Tlights”—she nodded. An icon

lamp flickered faintly in the twilight.
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«¥Y1una, Korja ero oT/jiaiu B Koy, —
OHa JierJia B TpaBy U 3aKypuia. —
IToTom couumch, ONsITh PaCCTANUCH.
Tak u poc Ha faBa noma. ['ne Mb17»

«ITOT OB KEHAT YIaUYHO — OOJIbIIasT
IJIs1 PYCCKOTO NMO3Ta PEIKOCTh.
BoicTpoui oM, 3aHUMAIICS JIECOM.
Jlockamu TOpProBaj, HO pa30PUJICS.
Hanmcan “Cymepku”, Tydniyro KHUTY,

1 ObL11, CY/Isl IO BCEMY, CUACTIIUB.

Ywmep BHe3anHo, B Heanone. Huuero
TOJIKOM HE yCIIEN YBUJIETh.
«...aTO0TOM OCTajlach OJHA

1, 4TOObI HE COUTH C yMa, oexXajia ¢ HUM
B Utanuio. Pum, PaBenna, ®eppapa —
yepes3 Mecsill BEpHYJIach APYTUM YEJIOBEKOM» .



“I left, after we placed the boy in school,—

she lay in the grass and smoked.

Then I returned, only to leave him again.

Our son grew up sharing two homes. Where are we?”
“He was happily married—amazingly rare

among Russian poets.

Built a home, spent time planting trees.

Dealt in wooden boards, but lost everything.

Wrote Twilight, his best book,

and was, to all outward appearances, happy.

While travelling, he died suddenly in Naples.

Never had time to really see the country.”

“. .. and after I was left alone,

and so as not to go mad, I took my son with me
to Italy. Rome, Ravenna, Ferrara—

after a month I returned a completely changed woman.”
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51 mopoies K oMy, 3arJIsTHYJI B OKHA.
[Tocpenu KOMHATBI HA TAPKETe
JIeXKanm cepble TSITHA.

Bbu1o BuHO Koe-Kakyro Mebelib.
Impmer; mocTpa; OTHETYIINTENH
CTOUT, KaK YacoBOIi, y IBEPHU.

S cobpasicst yXoauTh, HO BAPYT

TEHU MO YIJIaM 3allEBEIWIUCD.
KTO-TO CHYNBII BbILIEN HA CEPEIUHY:
C HOraMU B KPECJ10, HAKPBUICS MIEIOM.
IIpyroit Ha KOPTOYKax MEXKAYy OKOH
ycTpouscs. Bkitouun TpaH3uctop —
3aropeJics 3eJIEHbI OrOHb 3(hUpa.
OHu cujienn 6e3 cBeTa, U MHe
MOKa3aJI0Ch, YTO 5 CJIBIIIY T'0JI0Ca.
Ho st ommbancsi. Ouu moayanu.



I went up to the house, peered in the windows.

In the middle of the room, on the parquet floor,

lay a gray grease-like stain.

Some furniture was also visible.

Screens, chandelier, fire extinguisher

standing sentry at the door.

[ was ready to leave when a shadow

in the corner stirred.

Someone’s silhouette moved into the middle:

feet on an armchair, covered up with a robe.
Another crouched down between the windows,
turned on a transistor radio. The green blast of a broadcast.
They sat without light, and I thought I heard a voice.

But I was mistaken. They were silent.
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«Pemmna okyHyThcst. [lopepskm».
CyHyJa B pyKU TPSITUYHbBIA y3e.
Copouka, IFKHHChI, KOMOUKHU OeTIbsI:
Terasi TKaHb MaxJya CBeXUM XJe00M,
MbUTbIO U 6EH3UHOM. S yTKHYJICS

B OJIE>K/1Y , MEJIIEHHO TMOJIHSUT TJ1a3a.

Ona BcTanma Ha Kparo CXOJIeH,

Y TEeNJIbIA TOP(SIHON BO3YX

TYT e 00JIENUI roJioe TeJO:

TOHKAs FOJIEHb, KPYIHbIE SITOJIULIbI.
IIpucena, cockonb3HyJa, Ucyesa

Nojl pevyHon Koxei. «Boga — ckaszkal» —
JOJIETENO Yepe3 MUHYTY C TOro oepera.
51 cTan cMOTpeThb BO TbMY U CKOPO
YBUJIEJ MO BOJIOI MOJIOYHOE MEPLIAHUE.
PazpBuras Bopy, oHa BO3Bpaljaiach.



“I've decided to go for a swim. Hold these”—
she slipped her clothes into my arms.
Chemise, jeans, panties rolled up in a ball:
Warm clothing with the scent of fresh bread,
dust and gasoline. I buried myself

in the clothes, slowly lifting my eyes.

She stood on the edge

of the gangplank and the warm peat air
swarmed over her naked body:

slim legs, the curve of her ass.

She sat down, slid into the water, vanishing

beneath the river’s skin. “The water’s perfect!”—

gliding to the other bank a few moments later.
I watched in the dark and caught
sight of a milky glimmer beneath the surface.

Drawing the water aside, she’d returned.
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YepHble 3pauyku COCKOB, MOKpast
apaOckasi Bsi3b Ha J10y. [Ipukanace
BCs: 6eipaMu, SKUBOTOM, TPY/IbI0 —
CKOJIb3KHE TIEYN B TOMapKax PsICKU.
Ojpexkia HaMOKJIa, HO CKBO3b XOJIOAHBIN
XJIOTOK XJIBIHYJIO Terno. OHo
Pa3nMBaIOCh, Kak TEMHOE MOJIOKO,

no Bcemy Teuy. W s 3akpbul ri1aza.
Thicsun TeMHBIX aJljiei,

7l OTHU BCTIBIXMBAIOT U FACHYT

BO BJIAYKHBIX €JIOBBIX CKJIaKax,
PacXOAUIINCh JTy4YaMy BO BCE CTOPOHBI.
A MBI CTOSITT HA MOKPBIX CXOJIHSIX,

Y TeMbIA TOPsIHON BO3YX

CTATMBAJ KOXY, KaK OMHT, BCE TyXKe,

1 OOSUTUCD TTOLIEBEIUTLCS.



Darkened nipples, damp hair on her brow
twisted into an Arabic character. I embraced
her in the duckweed: thighs, stomach,
breasts, graceful shoulders.

She soaked my clothing, but her warmth
swelled through the water’s chill,

spread like dark milk over my body.

And I closed my eyes.

One thousand dark avenues,

where lights blaze and then fade

in damp spruce folds,

rays of light dissolving in all directions.
And we stood on the damp gangplank
and the warm peat air

drew our skin more taut, like bandages

and we were too afraid to move.
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A.T.

O6pacraels CTUXaMu, Kak 6yTO BTOpast KOsKa
MIePBOI MOBEPX TOKPBIBACT JIAIO U PYKH;

Aaxke Bely BcE 0oJiblle MoX0KU Ha prudmbl Bioka
i Ha deTa, ero HaJIMBHbIC 3BYKY,—

oOpacTaelib BelllaMu, 1 BeIl[1 MyCKAatOT KOPHU,
mKadg Uiau WTopy NOJBUHYTh— Y>Ke MPOoOIeMbl:
BBICBINAIOT MPUCTABKU U CYy(PPUKCHI, TOTBKO NEPHU,
rJaJK1e MJIaBat0T B MbIIILHOM BOJIe MOP(PEMBI.

O6pacTaetb co60i1, OTKpbIBasi B cebe UyJiaHbl,
KOMHATBI, IJIe He MorallieH OrOHb, aMIpa
OECKOHEUHbIe JIECTHULIbl —Ha0epeskKHble KaHalla,—
OpopuIlb BCIO HOUb U HE MOXKEIllb HAITU COPTUpA.



D.T.

Overgrown with poetry, like a second skin,
the first covering my face and hands;
all of these more similar to the rhymes

of Blok or even Fet, his fluid sounds—

Overgrown, over time these things take root
as you push aside the dresser or blinds—already
there are problems—yprefixes and suffixes pour out,

awash in the soapy water of morphemes.

Overgrown with oneself, a maze of larders,
rooms, where the electric light is always on,

endless staircases—channel embankments—you can

wander yourself the entire night and never find a toilet.
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«IJapcTBO HEGecHoe,
KPOBb C MOJIOKOM>.
Yo e Tak HOeT
TOJT JIEBBIM KPBLIIOM?

Hety Hu kanu Bo piisKke.
Mycop Kakoi-To, OyMaXkKKu.

CuHuil XamaTuk

BUCUT Ha KPIOYKeE.
[IbsiHbIi apxaHres
Ha MEJTHOM KJToue

YTO-TO TUXOHBKO UTPAET.
Berep B cTponuiax rysser.

ITycTo Ha mecTHUIAX!
Her nukoro,

KTO ObI OTBETUJI;
3ayeM? IS 9Yero

3TU CTAJIbHbIE MTPUIIABKY?
IIpocut apxaHresn J00aBKHU -

CyT 13 TTaKeTHKa
u oOJj1aKa.

CmepThb GecKoHeuHa,
a JX13Hb KOPOTKA.
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“Heavenly Kingdom,
blood with milk.”
What’s moaning like that
beneath the left wing?

Not a single drop in the flask.

Some trash, scraps of paper.

A blue robe
hangs on a hook.
A drunk archangel

on a copper key

plays something ever so softly.

The wind in the roof beams.

Empty stairs!
No, no one—
who would have answered

and why? what are these

steel counters for?

The archangel asks for more and gets—

instant soup
and clouds.
Infinite death,

an abbreviated life.
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Taet MOHETKA MEHTOJIA BO PTY.
[1neuynku THXO CTyyaT Ha BETPY.

Cnmuek u conu;
(poHApUK B FOPCTH.
«He ommbucs,
BbIOMpas

My TU».



A menthol pill for heartache.

Hangers gently ringing in the wind.

Matches and salts;
a ﬂashlight cupped in the hands.
“Don’t stop . . .

yesterday’s gone Y
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YerTbipe JIHS1 HaJl TOPOIOM ppaMyTu
1 p3KaBoe 3KeJie30 TPOXOTaIH -
YeThIPEe HOUM MSITIO BETPOM PEKY,
GJIECTEBIIYIO, KaK YepHAsi KOTMpPKa,
KOT7Ia K€ FOKHBIN BeTep nepecTan
U JIBE CBIPBIX 3Be3/Ibl YK B HE0O,
TO CTaJIO HaJl PEKOI TETJIO0 U THXO —
U TMIePBBII pa3 Bce B TOPOJIe YCHYJIHU.

Torpa BCto HOUb BO BJIASKHOM THUILIMHE

BOJIa B pE€KE HECJIBILIHO OMYyCKaJacCh.

OHa yuuna, 1 CMOPLIEHHOE [THO,

KaK cTapyeckue I€CHbI, OTOJIIIOCH,

U JTIIOIU YTPOM PEKY He y3HAIIU.

«HagepHo, 11t03b1» . — «Jla, HABEPHO LUTHO3bI».
«Takoe TyT BecHOI1 ObIBAET YACTO» .
«CMoTpuTe, 4eJTOBeK BHU3Y TyJIsieT ! »

M TouHO, TaM BHU3Y, €/]BA 3aMETHbII
cpenu peyHoro Mycopa— Ha JiHe,
KaKOW-TO 4eJIOBeK OpOMJI MO JIyKaM,
JOpOTy yTBEp>K/as TbKHOW NaIKon
(xak ecym ObI XOIWJI HA TpeX Horax!),
U COJIHEUHbIe OIMKU pa30beraiuch
Kpyramu 1o BoOjie, OKa OH 11eJl

0 IHY PEKU, BObI HE 3ameyasl.

Kazanocsk 6b1, Hy 4TO eMy Ha He?
A OH BCE OpOUT 10 HU3Y U OPONIUT,



Rusting iron and transoms crashed

over the city for four days,

For four nights the wind kneaded the river,
reflecting like black copy paper,

and two gray stars fell through the sky
when the southern wind ceased,

growing warm and quiet over the river—

and for the first time everyone in the city slept.

Then all through the night in the damp silence
water in the river fell inaudibly.
It vanished, and the river bed grew

wrinkled, like exposed elderly gums

and by morning people didn’t recognize the landscape.

»

“It’s probably the floodgate.” “Yeah, probably the gate.
“This happens every spring.”

“Look, there’s a person walking down below!”

And it was true—down there, barely visible
amongst the river garbage—at the bottom,
someone wandering among the puddles,
making their way with a ski pole

(as if moving on three legs),

and the patches of sun dispersed

in circles on the water, as he headed

to the river bottom, not noticing the water.

One wonders—what’s he doing down there?

Wandering along the bottom, as if what
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KakK OyATO mepesi HUM PYUHbI OallieH,
1 duBbI ceMUBpaTHbIE OTKPBLUIUCH,
U BOBCE He 3a0bITHII OOrOM XJIaM,
HO KHMIa Ha NeCKe— U HaJl0 KHUTY
BO UTO Obl TO HU CTAJI0 NPOYUTATD,
MOKY/1a HABEPXY 3aKPbIThI LIJTHO3bI.
Korna B TBOEM OKHE TEUET peka,
OHa, HE NoKuy1as Oepera,

MOBCIO/ly MPOHUKAET, MPOMBbIBasI

1o 6Jiecka B IoOMe KaXKIyI0 BelUIy ,—
OHA BCIO HOYb paboTaeT no oMy

Y TOJIbKO YTPOM THUXO OTCTYNAET,

a BeIlW OCTalOTCs, UMEHAMU
3a0bITBIMU, KaK PeKu, 00ajasi.
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stood before him were the ruins of towers,
seven gates of Thebes revealed,

trash certainly not forgotten by god,

and a book in the sand—a book he ought
to read, whatever that means

while the floodgates above remain closed.
When your window looks out on a river
not leaving its banks, percolating

all around, every little thing in your
place bathed in splendor, working

the entire night at home,

receding quietly only in the morning,

as things are left behind, forgotten

names, like rivers, possessing.
) » P g
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MockBa! HecropaeMbIil SIIUK
MOMX HE3eMHBIX IIATEKEN —
nponaJj NOJMPOBAHHbII XPSIIUK
B OypBbsIHE MyCThIX TUIOIIAJICH.

Ha pumckux pynnax Manexa
TYJISIFOT CTOJIMYHBIE JIbBBI,
YHOCSIT BBICOTHBIE KPaHbI

Ha He60 ppaMyru «MOCKBBI».

Hapneneliib pe3MHOBBIN TIALLMK
U B yTh HE KACasICh 3eMJIN.
51 6bUT HEYMebIil pacCKa3uuK:
JIQJIOHU B KUPIUYHON MBLIH.

3arieiite MeHs, Kak BOEHHBIN
MaKeT 3a MOAKJIAIKy — MockBa!
U TOHSIT MO HeOY, KaK MIEHHbIX
MoJIBEeKa Ha3aj, ooaka.



Moscow! a fireproof box
of my heavenly recompense—
a polished hog went missing

in the weeds of the barren square.

Capital lions stride through
Roman ruins on the Manezh,
high—rise cranes carry transoms

of hotel “Moscow” into the sky.

You put on a rubber raincoat
and never touch the ground.
[ was an unskillful storyteller:

palms in brick dust.

Sew me up, like a military
package in some lining—Moscow!
and race into the sky, like prisoners

from half a century ago, clouds.
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«Cmotpu—

KakK BbIpOCJia 32 JIETO
pyKa npopoka
JManumma!»

ITo kentbiM yauLam
TamkenTa

BUJIaTh, OHA MEHS
BojMNA . . .

Ckpunen aiiBaH

1 TIaXJI0 TIJIOBOM,
Geenia B TEMHOTE
M3BECTKA.

A BponL aiBaHa
1112 KOpoBa

1 Ha XOJTy KeBajia
3BE3/IbI.

Kyna eme?

AHXOp CKBO3b NaJblibl
OE>KUT KaK PUCOBbIE
3epHa. Bech Beuep
KayT Cycanny
crapupl. Y HUX

rnas3a Kak npexkje
YEPHBI.

A ¢ Tebs TakuM
3aIlOMHIO: TBOH



See how

the Prophet Daniel’s
arm has grown

all summer long!
Watch it lead

me over Tashkent’s

yellowed streets . . .

The creak of the ayvan
and scent of plov,

as slaked lime grows
white in the dark.

A cow strides by
munching stars

along the way.

Where else?

The Ankhor flows through
fingers like grains

of rice. The elders

waited for Susanna

all evening. Their

blackened eyes.

And this memory
of you: the scent
of bread at dawn.
Wandering

quarries,
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XJICOHBIN 3amax

Ha PacCBeTe.

4 Bce TBOM
KaMEHOJIOMHH
npoiiay ¢ (hOHApUKOM
BOT 3TUM.

N nycts Oonut
IIyCTOW B KApMaHe
pyKaB ITpOpoKa
JManunna.
«I cobuparo st KaMHA!»
«CmoTpH -
KakK BbIpociia
MOruja . . .»



lantern

in hand.

An ache in limbless
pockets and the ever

growing sleeves

of the Prophet Daniel.

I’'m gathering up
these stones!

See how the tomb grows.
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Cap JTrokcembypra u [Tapk I[ToGeppr,
Bsi3bI HA OCTpOBe MaprapuThbl —

B 9TOM JIECY €Ille €CTb MPOCBETHI,
KpacHbIE B CyMepKax

rabapuThI.

Nnmomunanus u3 [TogaedecHoi
nocepe/ivHe My TH 3€MHOTO:
KOJIeTCsI BO3AYX, U JIUCTHSIM TECHO,
¥ HAYMHAETCS BCE

110 HOBOJA.

JleBOoUKM B Mmaykax! mapmsKCKuil Beuep,
HEeOO0 3aTSHYTO IJICHKOM /IbIMA.
BoT—KTO-TO 3HaKOMBIii UfIET HABCTpEYy,
U, YJbIOASICh,, TIPOXOJIUT

MHMO.
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Luxembourg Garden and Victory Park,
elms on Margarita island—

shafts of sunlight remain in these woods,
sidelights gorgeous

at dusk.

[llumination from the Heavenly Kingdom
in the midst of this earthly way:

pricked by air and tangled leaves,

and everything once again is

anecw.

Ballerinas in the garden! a Paris evening,
the sky covered in a layer of smoke.
A familiar figure heads this way,

smiles and walks

by.
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... iepeBo. OHO

CTOSJIO BO JIBOPE, Y TIIyXOH CTEHBI,

Kak apectanT. CTapoe, CMOPIIEHHOE.
BesbivsinHOE.

ITpo ce6s st Tak 1 Ha3bIBaJ ero: «JlepeBo».
OHO cuuTaNnOCh MEPTBBIM, HO KOTia

sl MPUKJIAAbIBAJl YXO, CJbILLAT,

KakK LIEJeCTSIT JUCTDSI.

Bce mucThs, 4TO HIyMesM Ha HEM KOTAa-To.
Bbie gepeBo BpacTalio B CTeHy —

/1€ HAXOUJIOCh MOE XKUIIULLIE .

Uyxkue CHbI MaxXJid ME[IOM U MOPEM.

Ho cpa3y ke 3a0bIBanuch.

S npozkuit 3aeck roji, nucadm:
«Kax cmpanno euepamu 00OHoMy
Opooumv cpedu Kaaccuueckux ¢gpacaoos,
Kax 6yOmo onpoKuHymsix 60 MmbMy,
02/10XULYIO O MOKPBIX CHE20NA008 . . .»

B cymepkax,

KOTI'/Ia BO3MIyX 3aryCTeBaer,

s pa3anyall nojl 3eMJIel peKu.
XJIOMKY HEBUJIUMBIX OKOH.

Jla 1 cam s Ka3aJics MPU3PAKOM.
CkoubKo pa3, 6ozke Moii!

1O JIopore B MyCTYIO KBAPTHPY,
s MOJJHUMAJICS] HA 3BEepeB MOCT.



.. .atree. Stands

in the courtyard, like a condemned
man against a brick wall,

Aged, wrinkled.

Anonymous.

I name it: “Tree.”

It seemed dead, but with

an ear placed against it

I could hear every leaf

that’s ever rustled.

The tree has grown up into the wall
of where I'm staying.

Strange dreams of mead and the sea

drift by, forgotten.

While living there for a year I wrote:
How strange on evenings for one
to wander among classical facades,
as if capsized in the dark,
deafened by the damp snowfall . . .

At dusk,

with the air grown heavy,

I could feel underground rivers.

An invisible window rapping.

As if I'd risen as a specter.

How many times, my God!

wandering through a vacant apartment,

ascending Beast Bridge.
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Cobopsl, 6alliHu, Kynosia —
JIEXKAIIM Ha JIHE KaHana, Kak THe3/a.

Pazopennsbie. [TycTbie.

A 51 1oYeMy-TO BCIOMUHAJ JIEPEBO.
«Kak oHO y cTeHbl OypeT?

CoH mokaszaTb — U TOT HEKOMY».
MepnnenHo wen o6paTHO.

«Mpbt 8€0b, 8 CywHOCMU, MAK NOXONCU —
2080pUM, A CKA3AMb HUUE20 HE MONCEM.
Ilaxce cHot, u me cMompum yyncue.
IIpocbinaemeca — u HUUE20 HEe NOMHUM» .

W Torpa 51 yBuaea ux.

Pa3mepom c HanepcTok,

B KPaCHbIX XOKKEHHBIX LIJIeMax,

OHM XOJJUJIM TIO KpBbILLE

Y TPOMBIXaJIU 33/IBVKKAMH,

OTKpbIBasi (pOPTOUKM CO3BE3AUIA.

He ropon, Ho naTunany6HbIi Kopaldib
3a>KUraj OrHU — U MIOJJHMMAJICS] HaBEepX.

51 Bupies, KOMbSI 3eMJTH U TIIMHBI, CPBIBASICh,

Najaau B CTOPOHY CHAJIbHBIX PAfiOHOB.

Mounantocku, BOJOpOCHH, pblObl MEpLAIN B HEOE,
00J1enyUB KOpHU, —

1 TOJILKO TeMHasl BeTKa BCE CTyvasla M CTyJaja B OKHa.



Cathedrals, towers, cupolas

lay like lairs at the bottom of the canal.

Ravaged. Vacant.

And for some reason I recalled that tree.
“How is it doing against the wall?

A dream shows—there’s no one.”

Slowly goes back.

After all, in essence, we are similar—
we speak, but we cannot say anything.
Even the dreams we see are someone else’s.

We wake—remembering nothing.

And then I saw them.
Thimblesized,

in red hockey helmets,

running along the roof

as bolts rumbled,

opening panes of the constellations.
No city, but a five-decked ship
ablaze—lifted upwards.

I saw mud clods slipping down,

falling in the direction of bedroom communities.

Mollusks, seaweed, fish glimmering in the sea,
plastered over roots,—

it’s only a dark branch rapping at the window.
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... Ee y3op,

MEJIKUI, KaK clief] ckapabest,
COILIEJI CO CTEKJIa YTPOM.

Hu croBa s1 He 3amOMHUIL.
Ho ¢ tex nop, kak ToJbKO
HAUMHAIOT MOCKPUIBIBATH 3BE3/IbI,
MHE KaykKeTcsl, 3TOT S3bIK
yTpaueH He 6e3BO3BPATHO.
OpnHaxK/Ibl OH BEpHETCS

1 OyJIeT caMbIM MPO3PAYHBIM
cpenu sI3bIKOB, KOTOPbIE

MbI KOIJIa-HUOY b

obpeTanu.



... Its pattern,

fine as a scarab

descending the morning glass.

I don’t recall a single word.
But since then, as soon as
the stars begin to creak,

it seems as if this language
is not irretrievably lost.
One day it will return

to be the clearest

of all languages

we’ve ever

found.
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B HOoub Ha cy600TY 111€J1 NOCEJHUI CHET .
OH ObLT MOXO0X HA KOJIbLA MOKPOH LIEPCTU
Kak Oy/ITO HABepXy OBEUbE CTAJI0

CTPUTYT - a MEPCTh OPOCAFOT BHU3

1 B3/IparvBaroT JIMMOBbIE BETKH,

POHSISI 5TU KOJIbla Ha OyJbBape.

B Houb Ha cy0060TY 111eJ1 MOCTEHUN CHET .
ITo cHery, ocTaBiisisl YepHBIN cief

IIeJT YeJIOBEK, U CHEeT eMy KazaJicsi
OOJILIIION 3MMBI HEMBICITMMBIM HAUaJIOM:
KaK ecJi ObI CTOSUT He MECSIII MapT,

a npudauxkanock Bpemsi Kozepora.

CwMmemao? Cmemno. KoHeuHo ke, CMEIIHO.
B kapmasne y Hero 6uiieT Ha Mope.

K Tomy ke naya, oH XOTeJ1 3a JIETO
BepaHjly nepedpaTh 1 NepeKpPacuTh.

A TyT 3uMa. «X0poIIeHbKoe Jieso!

Kak He3aMeTHO JIETO TIPOJIETENO . . .».

Tax yman yesoBex - u yJbloascs.

W He xainen o ToM, YTO NOJIYUYHUIIOCh.
A cHer Bce Tajjas KOJIbLaM1 Ha 3eMITIO,
packauuBasl JIMINOBbIE BETKH,

U CTpUZKEHbIE OBLbI HA OyJIbBape
>KEBaJIU CHET', 3UMbl He COOIIOfiasl.



Snow fell last on Saturday night.

A ring of damp wool

like a herd of sheep

shorn from on high, the wool

casts down, startling linden branches

shedding along the boulevard.

Snow fell last on Saturday night.

A man’s prints trailing black in the snow,
and to him it seems an immense

winter with an unfathomable beginning:
as if it wasn’t now March

but Capricorn drawing near.

Isn’t that funny? Hilarious. Quite funny.
In his pocket, an unused ticket

to the seashore and he’d also meant

to repaint the dacha’s veranda.

But now it’s winter. “Can you believe it!

Summer has imperceptibly flown . . .”

So he thought and smiled.

Not regretting what hadn’t happened.
Snow fell to the ground in a ring,

the linden branches swayed,

and the shorn sheep chewed snow

on the boulevard, oblivious to winter.
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Tpu mecsua nourosast Oymara,

TabaK U Hepa3pe3aHHble KHUTU

WYT K HEMY 13 FOPOjia B [IEPEBHIO —

“Uro upinue B [leTepOypre, Munbiil 'Hequu?
S1 Bpaneke ot Bac y>kacHo 00JieH

U LeJIbIi IeHb CUXKY B Moeii Gecefke,
CJIOKVBILIV HA CTOJIC TETPaJlb M Mephs . . .~

“YUmo npa3ouyrom ce200Hs aoou Puma?”
3auepkHyTO. “Kaxoe mopicecmeo

HAO CMOHAMU 8CEMUPHBLA CIOAUUBL? ~ —
“ITucaTh 0xoTa cMepTHasi, Mot ['Hequy,

HO T7Ie ChICKATh CJIOBA TSI CIAKNX 3BYKOB?
4 HpIHYe Havan nbecy; BupUT bor,

TO OyfIeT COUMHEeHNe Ha CTIaBy . ..~

Tem BpemMeHeM 3aKpbUIN MEPETnpaBy .

WnyT KOpOBBI, CIIBIIICH CTYK Bejipa,

U MIAXHET CBEXKEU CTPY>KKOW CO JIBOpa.

“s He scmynaio npu naeckax 8 Kanumoauii!”
BauepkHyTO. ‘obbiua 3401 cyObOUHbL,
menepb cmoio HaO 6e30HOI poKosoit!”
Ho TyT cectpa 30BeT ero joMoi,
MOCKOJIbKY — Y3KUH. 2KapeHble rpy3nu,
XOJIOfIHASI TEJSTHHA TOJ] XPEHOM,

Gapanuii 60K, ]a rpeyHeBasi Kaila,

/la MaToOBasi PIOMKa PYCCKOI BOJIKH.

“MHe B 1IeJIOM CBeTe BCe Tenepb NOCTHUIO,
1 €CITU MTPOXKUBY ellle JIECATOK,



They bring to him from a town in the country

three months of note paper, tobacco, and untrimmed books.
“What’s the news from Petersburg, dear Gnedich?

I'm far from you, terribly ill

I do nothing but sit in my summerhouse the whole day,

having piled the table with a notebook and quills . . ”

“Pray tell why Rome’s people are today so festive?”
Crossed out. “What celebration on the squares

of the world capital?”

“To write a dying wish, Gnedich,

but where to find words for such sweet sounds?
[ began a poem. God sees,

it’ll be a composition of praise . . .

Meanwhile they closed down the crossing.
The cows come, hearing the rap of the pail,
and the smell of fresh cuttings from the yard.
“I will not step to wild applause upon Capitoline!”
Crossed out. “A plaything of cruel fate,

now I stand over the fated abyss!”

But sister calls it home,

since dinner. Fried mushrooms,

cold veal with horseradish,

sheep flank, buckwheat kasha,

and a frosted glass of Russian vodka.
“Everything in the world is now hateful,

and if I last another decade,

most likely, my Gnedich, I'll go mad . . ”
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HaBEpHOE, COUy ¢ yma, Moii ['Hequy . . .
B nepesne nosHous. Cosit. ['oput ogHO
OKOIIIKO B L[EJIOM JIOME, HO OHO

OKHO cecTpbl. OHa UyMTaeT MUchma,
MOTOM CBeYa, B3MAXHYB TE€HSIMU, TACHET.
“Coppenmo! Koavibeab neyasbHuIX OHell,
20e 51 6 HOUU KaK mpenemHblii ACKaHull

66.7!661/1, epyque cebsi BOAHAM HA MUAOCD . .

Tem BpemeHeM Ha HEOO B3rpOMO3UIIach
3eJieHast, Kak s10J10K0, 3Be3/1a,

BCIO HOYb OHA KayaeTcs Ha BeTKe,

HO Halll IeBeL] He 3pUT 3Be3/bl B a¢hupe,
MOCKOJIbKY CITUT, CyAbOY B CJIOBa BIJIETas,
1 TOJIBKO BOJIOTOICKHE KOPOBHI,

MpUTHYB pora, openyT Ha Kanuronuii.

)



It’s midnight in the country. They’re asleep.
A single window in the house burns, but it’s

his sister’s window. She’s reading a letter,

and then the candle, flickering into shadow, goes out.

“Sorrento! the cradle of sorrowful days,
where at night as if a trembling Askany

3

I ran, having delivered myself to the waves in grace ...

Meanwhile, a star clambered into the sky,
green as an apple

swaying the entire night on a branch,

our bard does not gaze upon the stars

in the ether as he’s asleep, fate intertwining
words and only the Vologodsky cows,
bowing horns, shuffle to Capitoline.
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OkmkHA MeHS Yy HUKATCKUX BOpOT

1 JIUIITHAN OWJIETUK CIPOCH TI0 TIPUBBIUKE.

“A moMHNIIB, B “Oagbsix” — BUIIHEBLIN KOMIIOT
7 KaK Ha JloMaxX MOMEHSIIN Tabmmuku?”’

3pech 6bLM Korma-To “Tlenbmenn”
1 BojiKa OezKalia 1o BeHe

aKTepa, KOTOPbI YMPET, OThIrPaB
npeMbepy B TeaTpe, U JISIKET Ha MOJIKY
“IToBTOopHOTO (hrstbMa” B KamanmHbIx psjmax,
HABEKU 3aIlITOPUB CBOM TEJIECKOIIbI.

“Tak uTo ke TbI, ['ocrogn, MegIuiL?
U ckoubKo ele MHE HaMenenb?”

Bort “Pr16a”, a B “Pr16e” cyfak Ha rBo3ie,
BOT MAJITYC, KaK CBsI3Ka C KIIFOYaMH OT Xpama,
Irjie Hac OOpyyalii B ChIPOW TEMHOTE

U JIABOUKH CIISIT B TIOJIOCAThIX MIKAMaX.

Toput Bo3HECEHCKAs CBEUKa.
CTyunT 3a TIOIKJIAIKOI CEPACYIKO.

[ToBTOpHOTO (hrsTbMa MOCTEAHNT ceaHc!
B nycTom K1HO3as1€ CKPUMST MOJIOBULIBL.
Ho 5T0 KMHO 6b1IO TONBKO MPO HAC.

WU sTa komenusi He MOBTOPUTCSI.



Call to me by the Nikitsky gates,
ask for an extra ticket, out of habit.
“Do you remember, cherry compote at ‘Fritters Café’

and how they switched the plaques on homes?”

Here stood “Pelmeni”

where vodka flowed through the veins

of an actor, who died, having won back
his role as lead, only to be buried in the “Recurring Film”
archives on Kalashny row,

forever drawing the blinds on his telescope.

“My God, why are you so slow?

How long must you let me go?”

There’s “Fish,” and inside “Fish” a pike on a nail,
there’s a halibut, like a sheaf with keys to the temple,
where we were betrothed in the murky dark,

benches sleeping in striped pajamas.

An ascension candle burns.

The heart knocks under lining.

Last showing at the Recurring Film!
Floorboards creak in the empty theater.
This film was only about us.

And this comedy won'’t be repeated.

133



134

Kak fonro netnsier popora
cpeny MOTeMHEBIINUX O3ep.
CKpUIIT BIOJIb IOPOTH OCOKa,
U IienieTcst B Hebe ocetp.

Crannua bepesosbiit MocTrk —
B 3aMpy/ie TyJISIET 3BE3/1a.

Y cHynu BYepalllHie TOCTH:
LIYPILIUT B FOJIOBax O6epecTa.

A B cMHEX, KaK JIaMTa, KypraHax
TY/IAT IO HOYaM OTOHBKH.

CupisT B mosocatbIX TIop6aHax
BOKPYT O4ara My>KWKH,

OpocaroT CBUHIIOBBIE KOCTU
U TIBIOT T0J1y00€e BUHO,

I7ie TUTaBalOT MOKPbIE 3BE3/IbI
M TUXO JIOXKATCS Ha JIHO.



How long have these roads
weaved between darkening lakes.
Sedges creaking along the way,

sturgeons splashing in the heavens.

In the Cossack village Birch Footbridge
stars stroll through the pond.

The evening guests have dozed off:
birch bark rustles in their heads.

And bluish burial mounds, like
lamps, hum under evening lights.
Muzhiks sit around the hearth

in striped turbans,

throwing leaden dice
and drinking sky-blue wine,
where damp stars swim

silently at the bottom.
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Ty, TyJI1—MOI YEePHbIN SIIKK,
Ha MJIEHKY CMaThIBaii, MTOKa

MOV NpUBEPEJIMBbIN 3aKa3YMK
He 006ecTOunII MPOBOIa —

MTOKAa TIOTPECKUBAET CBEPXY

€ro aJMasHasl urjia

sl HE 3aKPOIO 3TY JIBEPKY —

MHe TIO JTyIlle ero urpa,

B KOTOPOH MEJJICHHO 1 TYCKJIO,
0e3 MpenuHaHus 1 111Ba,

CJI0BA MPOKJIA/ILIBAIOT PYCIIO
peKU HaBepX —a KM3Hb TPOIILIa



rumble black box rumble,
reel in the tape until

my fickle client

cuts power to the leads
while his diamond needle
crackles from on high

I won’t shut the door—

[ like his game,

how slowly and hazily,
seamless and sans punctuation,
words pave the way to river

beds on high—as life slipped by
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YeJI0BeK Ha 9KpaHe CHUMAET MallbTO

1 OWHTBI HA JIUIIE, TI0]] KOTOPBIMHU TO,
YTO HE3PUMO JIJIsI T71a3a U pa3yMOM He,

Y CTAHOBUTCSI YaCThIO Meii3aKa B OKHE —
s IOXO3K Ha Hero, 51 TaKOH K€, KaK OH

Y MOS IyCTOTa C MIJIJIMOHA CTOPOH
MPOHUIIAEMa TOH, YTO HE TEPIUT BO MHE
MyCTOThI—KaK BOJIa— 3aIOJIHsIsI BO ThMe
3TH MOPBI ¥ TPEUIMHBI, UX CYyXOCTON —

U TIOJ] KOXKeil OEKUT, U CTAHOBUTCSI MHOI



someone onscreen removes an overcoat,
bandages from the face, beneath which

nothing’s visible to the eye, beyond reason,
becoming part of the window’s landscape—

I'm similar to him, I’'m the same,

my million-sided void permeates

that which cannot bear this void

within me—Ilike water—these pores and fissures,
their dryness filling in the darkness,

shifting beneath the skin—becoming me
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Mpo3payeH Kak NMevYaTHbIN JIUCT,
3aMBbICJIOBAT U HEKA3HUCT,
JKUBET NEN3aK B MOEM OKHE,
HO TO, YTO KaXKETCSI BOBHE
OKHa, JKUBET BHYTPH MEHS —

B cajry GeJieeT MPOCThIHS,
KUIIUT TTOXJIEOKAa Ha OTHE,
KOTOPBII TOXKE €CTh BO MHE

1 TPUALATH TPU OKHA B IOMY
OTKPBITO HA MEHS — BO ThbMY
AYIIN, TAE TOT K€ Cajl, 1 B HEeM
TOPUT, TOPUT CYXUM OTHEM
4TO ObLIO HA MOEM BeKy
(KyKyIIIKa JIeaeT «Ky-Ky»)—
1 BBIPACTACT W3 OTHS

ne3ax, B KOTOPOM HeT MeHs



a landscape within my window
thin as a printed sheet,
intricate and oddly compelling,
but that which seems outside
the window exists within me—
sheets whitening in the garden,
pottage boiling on the fire,
which also is within thirty
three cottage windows

open to me

in the depths of the soul

in that garden, where

what was my era burns,

burns with a dry flame

(the cuckoo “coo-c00s”)—

and the landscape grows from

the flame, in which I am not
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JKEMA-AJIb-®HA

«CnymHuKk Haxooumcs 6 Mepmaeoli 30He . . .
......... HAXOOUMCS 8 MEPMBOIL 30HE . . .»

Mappakeru!

Po30BblIe IeCHBI CTApOro ropoja.

Benbie criyTHUKOBBIE TapesKu

3psl CKaHUPYIOT HEOO —

HU IO/, HM (priTbMa HeOO MM He TIOKaKeT.
[Toracna uepHas Tene-kKaada.

W ropop mos Bevep wiieT Ha MO Tb.

I'onosbl. 'onoBel.

I'onossl. I'ontoBel. '0510BBL.

l'onoc Ha OaniHe XpUNUT U CTOHET.

Bce Ha MOMTBY! HO TOJIOC HUKTO HE CIIBILLNT.
COTHU pyK BBICTYKMBAIOT OapadaHbI.

CoTHU Ty0 BBITSTUBAIOT (DIIEHTHI.

COoTHM PTOB BBIKPUKMBAIOT CJIOBA—

U Iomajib 3aTAruBa€T MEHA B BOPOHKY .

«YT0 ObI BBl XOTEIN, MChe 7»
CJIBIITY BO30Y>KIAEHHBIH IIETIOT.
«Qu’est-ce que vous voulez?» —

S oTmMaxmuBaroCh:

«He xouy cMoTpeTh rpooHuLbl CaaiuToB .

«He xouy ciylIaTh CKa3Ku ThICSYU U OHOW HOUM» .
«He xo4y npo0OoBaTh NeYEHb XaMeJIeOHa»
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DJEMAA EL-FNA

“The satellite’s in the dead zone . . .

»

......... in the dead zone . . .

Marrakech!

Rose-colored gums of the old city.
White satellite dishes

vainly scanning the heavens—
revealing neither rain nor films.
The black Tele-Kaaba cubes dim.

And toward evening the city moves to the square.

Heads. Heads.

Heads. Heads. Heads.

A hoarse voice from a turret groans.

Everyone to prayer! But no one hears the voice.
Hundreds of hands beat drums.

Hundreds of lips play flutes.

Hundreds of voices shout—

and the square funnels me in.

“What would you like, messieurs?”
I hear in an excited whisper.

“Qu’est-ce que vous voulez?”—

[ wave him away:
“I don’t want to see the Saadian tombs.”
“I don’t want to hear the thousand and one nights.”

“I don’t want to taste chameleon liver.”
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«Hu Oynyiiee, H1 NPOIITIOE MEHSITh HE SKEJaro» .

«Tak 4T0 OBI BbI XOTEJIN, MChE ?» —
HE YHUMAaeTCs T B TIOJIOCATO JixKetate.

«Mozkelb MHe BEPHYTDH «s» ?»—CHpaHII/IBaIO.
«Het Hnyero npotue, Mcee!»

OH NOKOPHO OIyCKAaeT BEKU —

BUJICH JIUJIOBBIA Y30p, KOTOPBIM OHU MOKPbITHI.
«Mnem o KBaprasa JBOMHUKOB.

Tomy, KTO TBOM, OJIOXKUILIb PYKU

Ha TEMS1—TaK, CMOTPU» .

['psi3HbIC MaOHK CKITAILIBAIOTCS «JIOOUKOM» .
«H Bce?» —«Bce». YnbIoasch, oH

0OHa3KaeT KpuBble Oefble pe3lbl.

«Combien? — Ckombko?» — «CKOIBKO

Aunax nojickaxeT cepiy».

Hlupokas, Kak >KU3Hb, IOIIA/Ib
CTEKaeT B aJICKNe TPEIIMHbI Y.
YTpoba ropofa ypuuT U 4aBKaeT.

B TemHOTE Ha MpUIaBKax

JIoMsITCSl Bce cokpoBuila mupa. Ho riue
MoJI0CaThIi O0amaxon?

Ene ycneBato B Tosirne 3a NPOBOXKATHIM.

«[Tpuimm !»

[Toxt kOBpamu, B LLIEPCTSIHOM KaIOLLIOHE
HEKTO YCTaBWJICS B TyCTON TEJIEBU30p —
PSIIOM Ha CTYIEHbKE Yaii, JIeeLKa.
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“In neither future nor past do I want to trade anything,”

“Then what would you like, messieurs?”—

the character in the striped jellabe won’t give up.

“Can you return me to myself?”—1I ask.
“Nothing could be simpler, messieurs!”
He submissively lowers his eyelids—
revealing a pattern sketched in purple.
“We’ll go to the city quarter of doubles.
Place your hands on top of your
double’s head—Ilike this.”

He shows me his filthy palms formed
into a small “boat.”

“Is that it?”—“That’s it.” He smiles,
revealing curved, white incisors.

“Combien?—How much?”—*“Allah

will let your heart know the cost.”

The square flows like liquid

into the narrow fissures of streets.

The belly of the city rumbles, tramples.
Everyone weighed down with worldly

treasures at darkening counters.

But where is that striped balakhon?

I can barely keep up with my guide in the throng.

“This way!”

Beneath rugs, someone in a woolen hood

stares at a blank television screen—
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On noprankusaet: «[lopa, ipyr».
3amMupasi OT cTpaxa, CKIajIbIBal0 PyKH, U —

«5]—mnpopasen MSIThbI, CUXKY B MAJIMHOBOM (pecke!»

«$] —TOroHIWK MyJla, CTONTAHHbIE INTUOETHI!»
«$1—MyI1, Tackaro Ha CrivHe ra3oBble OAJTOHbI!»

«$] —>KeCTSHILKUK, B MOUX KOTJaX JyYIUIMi KyCKyC Mupal»
«$I—KycKyc, MEHsI MO>KHO €CTh OTHUMU ryoamu !»
«S—TKay, MoM iKenaokl erdye Bozayxal»

«51—BO3yX, NaxHy XJIe00M U MOKPOW TIIMHOM !»

Tenepb, Korga MeHst OpPOCHUIIM OJTHOrO MMOCPEAM MEJUHBI, 51 C
y>KacoM MOHsUI, YTO SI—3TO OHM: MNPOJABLbI M IMOTOHLIVKH,
3a3blBajibl M HUIIME, PEMECJEHHUKH U Opojsaru; 4YTo s
CMOTPIO HAa MHMP MX YEPHbIMM IJIa3aMM; BbIXalO JAbIM Kupa
MX THWIBIMM PTaMu; MpoOylH MSTHBIM Yail WX MIepPLIaBbIMU
rybamu; cauparo LKypy ¢ OapaHa MX 3acKOpY3JIbIMM pyKaMmu;
YTO MHE Tepeflalachk Tymas MNOCTYNb CTaporo MyJja; To,
KaK 3yJuT JMiail Ha Oe3OMHOIl Kolike. S XoTena HaiTu
cebs, HO crajn BcemH! BceMu! CTOIO—M HE MOTy COWTH C
KaMHS . . .

B 3TOT MOMEHT BCHIBIXMBAIOT 3KPaHbl —

CIYTHHK BBILLIEJ U3 MEPTBOM 30HbI!

1 TOpOJ] OTBOPAYMBAETCS K TEJIEBU30PY .

A 51 3acTbl1 mocpeu 6a3apa

Y HE MOHUMAIO: KTO 517 YTO CO MHOW?

«Mcpe!» —crblily Hajj yXOM CTpPOTHii ToJ1oc.

DTO roBOpUT OpULIEp, MATPYIbHBIA.
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near the steps are set tea, a small flat cake.
He nudges me: “It is time, my friend.”

Frozen in fear, folding hands, and—

“I'am a purveyor of mint sitting in a raspberry fez!”
“I am a drover of mules in worn out boots!”
“I'am a mule carrying gas tanks on my back!”
“I'am a tinsmith, my caldrons hold the world’s finest couscous!”
« . . . '”
[ am couscous, you can eat me with a single lip!
“I'am a weaver, my jellabes are lighter than air!”

“I am air, the scent of bread and damp clay!”

Now when they leave me one amidst the medina, I'm terrified
to realize that I am them: purveyors, drovers, urged on and
destitute, artisans and tramps; that I see the world through their
black eyes; inhaling kief smoke from their rotting mouths; I taste the
mint tea with their rough lips; I tear at sheep skin with their calloused
fingers; I take on the dull gait of an old mule; the inflamed sores on
a stray cat. [ wanted to find myself but became them! all of them!
Rooted there, unable to peel myself off the pavement . . .

Then the TV screens blaze, flashing on as

the satellite moves out of the dead zone!

and the city turns to its televisions.

I froze in the middle of the bazaar

and do not remember: who am 1? what am I doing?
“Messieurs!”—I hear a stern voice say above me.

A patrol officer is speaking,

« . 1”
Your papers, messieurs:
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«Baim 1oKyMeHTbI, Mcbe !»
—MHe KaxkeTcsi, YTO 51 He CYLIECTBYIO . . .
—Komy kaxercsi, Mcbe?
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“It seems I do not exist . . .”

“To whom does this seem, messieurs?”
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