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HUKOJNIAU 3BATMHLIEB

* ¥ ¥

Mon MOVIM OKHOM pasrpy»katoT NoAKMN.
TaMm, Ha OIHOW 13 NOCNEeAHNX CTaHLUUIA,
Mopckas gama, cama cebe NNOTHUK,
CMOTPUT Ha TeX, KTO peLUmna OCTaTbCA.

Ei1 OT CTEHKN MOPCKOM TaMOXHMU
MNapgaTtb, NnaBaTb M NPOCbINATLCA
B nio6yto CTOPOHY, KyAa MOXHO

YKa3aTb AepeBAHHbIM NanbLem,

[ne B MAKOTK Kaxkaoro BaBmnoHa
KOET Becénaa KOCTOUKA BULLIHW.
Cnioin 06 3ToM, rpy6as ¢pnopa,
CKaku, UTO Tbl MEHSA He GounLbCS.

[ain nouyyBCTBOBATb Yepes nepuaTky,
YTO Tbl UyBCTBYELLb YEPE3 NYCTbIHIO.

Korga nprpgymaelb Bo3BpalyaTbCs,
ConHue 6ygeT Bcerga B 3aTblIOK.



NIKOLAY ZVYAGINTSEV

* ¥ %

They're unloading boats outside my window.
There, at the stop of a final kind,

A maritime lady, herself a carpenter,

Is looking at those who had stayed behind.

Off the maritime customs office wall
She's to fall, swim around, wake up
Every way that a wooden finger

Can for sure be pointed at,

Where a cherry pip is awaiting
within every Babylon's flesh.
Sing about it, brutal flora,

Tell me that you're not afraid.

Let me get a feel, through the glove skin,
Of things you're feeling beyond desert lands.

When you conjure up thoughts of returning,
The sun will always be at your back.

Translated by E. Ostrovskaya



BoT puricyeT cynebHbI XyAOMKHUK

B Hebe cBOG6OAHOE MOMOKO.

Kak 3acbinatowmm 3aMMHUN OOXANK,
OHO MOXeT XPYCTHYTb Nof KabnyKom.

BoT B HEbGE cBOOOAHOE MOJTOKO
Bokpyr oTneuatka ogHOM 13 NyH.

OHO MOXeT XpYCTHYTb Nof Kabnykom,
Kak mnpHoe BpemMsa Ha MOKpPOM nony.

BoT ynuubl BbiropeBLwnii 06510MOK
3emre oCcTaBNEeHHON BOMpPEKMU.
Ero cyne6Hble pbl60/10BbI

TAHYT C 06ENX CTOPOH peKu,

YT06bl fENCTBUTENBHO He YNbl
B cBOIO Cpepm3emHyto nycToTy
N3 cTpoHumaHoBomn 1 6enun

C 30510TOM MOHETKOW BO PTY.

Tbl MeHA NepBas HacmeLlmna.
Tenepb A 3Hat0 6e34bIMHbIN MOPOX,
YTto ObIBAIOT Ha CBETe MaLLVIHbI,
YneTtatowme ot wodepos.

He HaunHal 6e3 meHa OXOTY.

Korga rnaguiib Ha cBOUX ClyYyaiHbIX,
Bewym BbIxoaAT 13 061xoaa,

[pa3HAT HepBHble OKOHYAHbA.

DTO CHa TBOEro pa3BofHOro
TpaBa 3eneHan v rony6as,
Jlyywnnm B Mmmpe cmpon BULLIHEBbIN
OpynT ¢ nanbuyamu n rybamm.



Here's what the court artist is drawing:
Milk spilled freely up in the sky

Like a sleepy drizzle in winter —
Under the footsteps crackling and dry

Here's the milk freed up in the sky
Round a footprint of one of the moons
Like the times of peace on wet floor tiles
It can crackle under a boot.

Here's the shard of a burned out street
Left to the earth not because, despite.
The court fishermen are dragging it
From the river's opposing sides,

So it wouldn't just swim away
Into its middle-earth nothingness
Made of pretty yellow and white
With a golden coin in its mouth.

You were the first to make me laugh
Now | know the smokeless powder
That there are indeed some cars
That can fly away from their drivers

Don't start the hunt without me.
When you look at your random ones,
Things are falling out of use,

Giving nerve endings a tease.

These are the grasses, blue and green,
Of your opening gateway dreams,

The very best in the world cherry syrup
Goes well with fingers and lips.

Translated by E. Ostrovskaya



Mepen Amepukon

OHM nayT yenoBeyeCcknm necom,
[NOX0»KM Ha HENPOABMIEHHbIN FrOpPoOS,
[Oe HNKTO He KypuT nocsie 3Cnpecco,
[MoCKONbKY HET HX TOrO, HX APYroro.

Muuua, roe TBOW ApPY»KOK TOMaT?
TonbKo »kenaHue, UMs TpamBas.

Tam BygeT cToATb 1 feprKaTb KapmaH
ly6acTaa my3blka JyxoBas.

3TO CNyuYmnochb Ao OTKPbITWA CUraperT,
MowcKa NpaBabl B KApTOdeNbHbIX BUHAX,
[lo NnaBaHbA Ha Xene3HoM Beape

B 3emnio 113 ABYX CMELUHbIX MONIOBUHOK.

MHoOro nos»e cemenHble peuenTbl
[MPOTKHYT UM XM3Hb, Kak NOAYLIKY UrNa,
3anonHAT ynuuy, 4OM 1 LIePKOBb,

ByayT rnagetb 13 Kaxkgoro yrna,

Kak 6yATo B KOHLe 3eMHOro Kopuaopa
Bpe3anu popTouKy B MblIbHOE OKHO.
06 sToMm He cTaHuyeT CBaATaa Meopgopa,
He HanuwyT 6enKa 1 KOIOHOK.

Llenasa ctpaHa 13 Tabaka 1 NoM1gopoB.,
Cnapgkas, Kak TpodenHoe KNHO.



Before America

They are walking through the human forest
That's like a city under-photo-developed,
Where nobody smokes after espresso,

Since there's neither the former nor the latter.

Pizza, where's your buddy tomato?

Only the name of a tram, desire.

The wind music with a full-lipped mouth
Is standing there, taking no chances.

This had happened before the cigars,
Or the search for truth in potato wines,
Before the voyage in a tin bucket

into the land made of two funny halves.

Much later on, the family recipes

Would pierce their lives like sawing needles,
Fill up the street, houses, and churches,
Stare from every corner needily,

As if, at the end of the life's tunnel,

A ventlight had opened in a dusty window
It won't be danced about by St. Fedora

Or written about with a grey squirrel.

The whole country of tobacco and tomatoes,
Sweet like trophy movie classics.

Translated by E. Ostrovskaya



C bepreHa Ha nontoc

Mpo OeByLUKY C TYKOBbIMU Fa3amu,
CyxvMmun 06BeTpPEHHbIMY ry6amu,

C TOI CTOPOHDbI 3eMM Ha BOK3ae
Hanuvwewb, cnasa Ha bapabaHe:

«TaTbAHa JlapuHa, 22 roga.
MoskeT cTaTb MPUYMHONM NOXKapa.
EcTb nHCTPYKUMA no yxody,
HaunHaetca: 1 o6oxato

3TV NEHTOUKM BbiBLLE APYKObI
Ha cepeaunHe nyctoro knacca
BecHbl yxe coBcem 6e30py»KHOW,
Ye 6e3b6alleHHON, oAHOra3omn

Ha rpaHuue mopsa v rpagok
B mome 6biBLLErO HOBOCENbSAY.

D70 ofHa wwupoTa ¢ [eTporpagom
Wnw opgHa ponrota ¢ Mapcenem.



From Bergen to the pole

Sitting on a drum at a train station
on the other side of the earth,
You will write about the girl with
chapped lips and tear drop eyes:

«Tatiana Larina, 22 years old.
Can readily cause a fire.

Comes with a care manual that
Begins like this: | admire

These ribbons of former friendship

In the middle of the empty classroom
Of the spring, absolutely unarmed
Altogether crazy and one-eyed.

Between the sea and vegie patches,
At a home of the past housewarming».

It's the same latitude as St. Petersburg
Or the same longitude as Marceille.

Translated by E. Ostrovskaya
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BUKTOP KOBAJ1b
Mensax c Monudpemom

Hap Hamu enb HekopabenbHasa KauvaeTcs,
MNMockpunbiBaeT, C BbICLIMM coobLlaeTca,
M BcAK nop Hell 0 TOM 1 rOBOPUT,

UTo fleno ppsAHb, 1 K UepTy He ropuT,
KocTep, KOTopbIi A Wanawmnkom ycTpoun,
[a He Takum, Kak Hago,

W npn 3tom

He Tak cBepHyn 6ymaxky c 6epecToto,
[Ja v He Ty. He c Tem, BUgaTb, NOpTpeETOM,
HackBo3b MPOMOKHYBLUMM ManvHOM

B razete «Tpya» HeonanvMmoi.

PasgyBLuu yrnum, Mbl BCTaEM C KOJEH,
PasnambiBaem BeTKM O KOJIeHa,

N Bce kpuunm: «Ige Monupem?!»

W Bce monuum — HeT MNMonudema

B cBeTe 06nakoB

CunTaeTtcs, uto obnaka — BO3AYyLUHaA CTUXMA.
XoTA OHW — BOAHaA.

Kak n pagyra.

Kak n yenosek — Ha 75 npoueHToB.

Mbicnb: — YT1o ecTb HanbonbLLAs UNMO3UA:
paayra

1Ny o651aKo, noxoxee Ha Yepunnns?
KypsAwero curapy?

Mbicnb: — O6nako, noxoxee Ha bora.

To ecTb NPOCTO 06MAKO, HX Ha KOTO HE MOXOXee.

TaKux 60MbLINHCTBO



VIKTOR KOVAL
Landscape with Polyphemus

A not-for-mast fir tree waves over us,

It squeaks, communicates with the higher things

And everyone under it says just that

It is rotten, and the damn campfire doesn’t

Burn; | built it as a tepee of sticks

But not a proper one,

Moreover

I messed up with the birch bark and a piece of paper,
The wrong kind of paper. With a portrait that, it seems,
Was wrong and soggy with raspberry

In the newspaper «Trud-Work» which cannot be singed.

Having blown at the coals we rise from the knees,

We brake branches over our knees,

And shout all together: «Where is Polyphemus?»

And keep silence all together — there is no Polyphemus.

By the lights of clouds

They say that clouds are an aerial element.
Though they are an aqueous one.

As well as rainbow.

As well as a man — for 75 percent.

A thought: — Which is the greater illusion:
arainbow

or a cloud which looks like Churchill?

Smoking a cigar?

A thought: — The cloud which looks like God.
That is, simply a cloud not looking like anyone.

They are the majority.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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KuTtoBbin yc

Bclo »Kn3Hb Bananca, nbinnnca —
OTMWIIEHHbIN KYCOK
AyroobpasHor nonacTtu ¢ 6axpomor.

Porosas TKaHb.
lpaBUpOBKe He NogaaeTca,
KpOLWKnTCS, 3axnaMnsaeT 6asikoH.

Bo Bpems octekneHmnsa yc 6bin
BbIK/HYT.

N — wHaBcerpa 3a6bi,

ecnv 6 He BAPYT BO3HMKLLMIA BOMPOC:
— A oTkypga oH B3anca?

HepnaBHo yBraen no tenesugeHnio nepegayy npo AHTapKTugy.

Bbin nopaeH goragkoii:

— W3 Opecchbl! [oe A 6biBan B AeTcTBeE.

W roe 6asnposanack KutoborHaa ¢notunma «CnaBa» —
roBOPAT, LOCTaBLUAACA HaM

no penapauuu nocne pasrpoma lepmaHuu.

HenpocTtas uctopus. Mprnuygnusas reorpadus.
besxanoctHoe octekneHne



Whalebone

All through my life, it hung around in the dust,
a piece sewn off
an arched blade with a fringe.

Corneous tissue.
Resisting to engraving, it crumbles,
littering the balcony.

When the balcony was glazed, the whalebone was thrown
away.

And — has been forgotten forever,

if not for the question:

— How did it get here in the first place?

Not long ago | saw a telecast about Antarctica.

And | was stricken by a guess:

— It came from Odessal | visited it in childhood.

The «Fame-Slava» whaling flotilla was based there.
They said, it became ours

by ways of reparations after the victory over Germany.

A complicated history. Fanciful geography.
Merciless glazing.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Heckonbko Ha6pocKkoB

Kak-To, 3acbinas, ctan BCMOMUHATb,

KaK HOM y KOHSA crnbatoTcs.

3agHue — Tak ke, Kak nepegHune?
MbicneHHO HapucoBan, pacxoxoTtanca. Her!
Crenan elle HeCKONbKO HabpoCKoB

1 NpYLeN K TaKOMy BbIBOZY:

nepegHne KOHeYHOCTN Y KOHA
CrnbatoTCa TakK e, Kak Horu Yy yenoBeKa B KONeHAX,
d 3afHNe KOHEeYHOCTN Y KOHA

CrnbatoTca TakK e, Kak PYKny 4yenoBeka B nokTtax!

Mbicnb:

— Ckakewb: — Bcé He Kak y niopen! —
1 owmnbeLbes.

Ckakewb: — Bcé kaky niopgen! —
nogen HacMmelln b

Kynnto Bonocbl fopoxe Bcex

YumTato o6bABEHNE Ha CTEHe Hallero oMa:
«Kynnto Bonochl JOpoxe BCex»

1 YyBCTBYIO B STUX CJIOBAX HEKYIO
He0CKa3aHHOCTb.

Kakyto?

HasepHoe, cioBa «Kynso BONOChI»
appecyloTca LWMPOKOW Ny6nuke,

HO 3aTeM X NHTOHaUMA pe3Ko MeHAeTCA
Ha MPOHNKHOBEHHO JINYHYIO:

«[Joporke BCeX... AN MeHA — TOMNbKO Tbi!»

MimeHHO TaK 1 3By4aT crioBa 6eccmepTHOM ayluu,
ob6palleHHbIe K KaXkZoMy,

KTO efnaeT B NOBCEAHEBHOCTU

paccnbiwaTtb €€ ronoc



Some sketches

One day, falling asleep, | started to recall

which way do horse’s legs bend.

Hind legs the same way as forelegs?

| drew them in my mind and burst out laughing. No way!
I made more sketches

and came to the conclusion:

forelegs of a horse

bend the same way as man’s legs in knees
while hind legs of a horse

bend the same way as man’s arms in elbows!

A thought:

— You would say: — Nothing is the way it's supposed to be!
— and will be wrong.

You would say: — Everything is the way it’s supposed to be! —
and will make a fool of yourself.

Will buy hair at the highest price

| read an ad on the wall of our building
«Will buy hair at the highest price»
and feel some incompleteness

in these words.

But what?

Perhaps, the words «Will buy hair»

are addressed to a broad audience,

but then the intonation changes abruptly

to the heartfelt private:

‘The highest price... dearest... for me — only you!»

This is exactly how the words of an immortal soul sound
addressed to everyone,
who wishes to listen to its voice

in everyday life
Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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3apsaaka

EcTb Takasa noroeckasa npakTuka:

Cpa3sy nocsie NpobyxaeHnaA

He BCKaKMBaTb CMELHO C KpoBaTy,

HO, ne)a (HOrM BbITAHYTbI, PYKM NO LUBaM),
NOBEPHYTb rofI0BY B CTOPOHY A0 ynopa 1 Tam —
3adpuKcMpoBaTb B3rNag,

a 3aTeM — B ApYryio CTOPOHY A0 ynopa 1 Tam —
3adurKcnpoBaTb B3rNAg,.

5TO — B rOPU30OHTasIbHOM NJIOCKOCTMU.

[NoTOM TaK »ke — B BepTMKanbHOMN:

rofIoBOW BBEPX M BHU3, GUKCMPYA B3rNA4.
MNonyuaetca — Po3a BeTpoOB:

c Boctoka Ha 3anag — o1 KpoHwTtaaTa go BnagusocToka.
M no BepTrKanu: OT ceBepHbIX MOPE 0 I0XKHbIX rop.
MHoro pas.

Bot Tak eXxeyTpeHHe

A yTBepxaato cebs B NpPoCTpaHCTBE —

C MOMOLLbIO BOCCTAHOBJIEHHbBIX KOOPAWHAT,
YTPa4YeHHbIX BO CHe.

lNoxoXe Ha KpecTHOoe 3HaMeHue,
HO — OHOW rosI0BOW



Morning exercices

There is a yoga practice:

to not leap up out of a bed

right after waking up

but lying still (legs stretched out, arms by sides)
turn your head to one side as far as it'd go and there —
fix your eyes,

then turn to the other side and there —

fix you eyes.

This should be done horizontally.

Following by the same vertically:

Turn your head up and down fixing the eyes.

You will get a wind rose:

From East to West — from Kronstadt to Vladivostok.

And vertically: from the North seas to the South mounts.

Many times.

That is how every morning

| assert myself in space —

with a help of the re-established coordinates
lost in dreaming.

It is similar to a sign of the cross
but done with head only.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya

17



18

Tanoukun

Kynun B MockBe nisKHble TanoukKy,
yTOObI He TpPaTUTbCA B Typumy,
N He TOProBaTbCA C TYpKamu.

Honro Bbi6upan:

KokaHble, pe3nHoBble, NAacTUKOBbIE, [OPOTe, AeLLeBbIe,
OTKPbITble 1 3aKpbITble — C OA4HUM 6OMbLIMM NanbLeM.
Bbibpan.

(Ha Tanoukax BnocneacTsmm o6HapyXun HeKyto

TPYAHO YMTaeMyt0 HaAMWCD).

MNpwnexan B Typuwuto. Cnpocun:

— [@e TyT, B KOHLE-TO KOHLIOB, HACTOALWNI TypeLKuin 6asap?
C HacToALMM TypeLKUM Kode?

be3 roctTuHnYHOM TyHTHI!

OTtBevalor:

— Hapo exaTb Ha aBTOOYCe B Kakoe-To KoHaK/bl.

MNMoexan B KoHaknbl (B Tanoukax, pasymeeTcs).

He 6yny monro nHTpurosartb:

Ha TarmouKax Tak 1 6bI/10 HanMcaHo: «KoHaKbI».

Mbicnb: — Tanoykuv nn NPOANKTOBaIN MHe
nyTb B KoHaknbl
nny KoHaKsbl yKa3zanu, Kakme Hafio KynuTb Tanouku?



Sandals

I have bought beach sandals in Moscow
so that | would not overspend in Turkey,
nor bargain with the Turks.

| have been choosing for a long time:
Leather, rubber, plastic, expensive, cheap,
Open and closed — for one big toe.

I chose.

(Later | discovered a hardly visible
inscription on my sandals).

| came to Turkey. Asked them:

— Where is, after all, the real Turkish market?

With the real Turkish coffee?

Without the hotel crap?

They reply:

— You should take a bus to some Konakly.

| went to Konakly (in my sandals, of course).

| will not keep you in suspense for long:

This was exactly what was written on my sandals: «Konakly».

A thought: — Were that the sandals that dictated
my way to Konakly
Or was it Konakly pointed to the sandals | should buy?

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Men3axxk 3a OKHOM

Y Hac, Ha [lekabpucTos,
HanpoTtus «bakoHypa»
CTOAT «30510TON BaBunoH»
n «Kapycenb».

3nmon y kadeTtepua B «Kapycenm»
oyepefb B Wankax v wybax

npwv NoAxoAe K Kacce

HauMHaeT OTYaAHHO OTMaxMBaTbCA —
Komapbi!

NMeHHO — y Kacchl.

OTonpeLb YyTb B CTOPOHY OT KacChbl —
HUKaKNX KOMapOB.

Mouemy?

Mbicnb:

— Ypa! leHbrn Kak nepeonpuynHa Ha 3TOT pa3 oTnagatot!

Hy, 3TO MbICNIb — pOMaHTUKa,
a peanuct ckaxkeT: — bappaak B «Kapycenu»!

NHTepecHo, UTo OHM CKaXXyT NPOCTO — Ha:
“3umon y kadetepua B cynepmapkeTe «Kapycenb»
Ha [lekabpuctoB” — 6e3 KoMapoB?

O6a B 0uH ronoc:

— A NOMHUTE, TYT KOMapbl

Korga-To netanu?



Landscape over the window

On Dekabristov street, where we live,
across «Baykonur»

there is «Gold Babylon»

and «Karusel-Merry-go-round».

In winter, by a café in «Karusel»

A queue in fur hats and coats
approaching a counter

begins to flap their arms desperately —
mosquitos!

Exactly by the counter.

If you step a bit away from the counter —
no more mosquitos.

Why is it so?

A thought:

— Hurray! Money is not the initial cause, not in this case!

Well, this thought is romantic,
whereas a realist would say: — «Karusel» is a mess!

| wonder, what would they say to this:

“by a café in the «Karusel» supermarket

on Dekabristov street in winter”— without the mosquitos?
Both in unison:

— And do you remember, the times when mosquitos were all
over this place?

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Uropb JIEBLUUH
4 HoA6pAa 2008

barpeu 1 3onoTo

B YUEPHbIX NMONMITUNEHOBbIX MeLLKax

XOYT y Kpaa TpoTyapa

— CremHeno, KaxeTca, — rosoput barped,.

— HoAabpb. IHM KopoTKK, — cornawaercsa 3010To.

OTUM NeTOM pPyXHyJa BUPTyanbHasa SKOHOMUKaA.
Cabnpaiim moprugy, ynas,

3aBanun BCe axypHoe 3aaHue,

BO3BOAMBLUEECA [eCATUNETMAMU.

CyKOHHOe pblJIO peanbHOCTH

NPOCYHYNOCh B KanalHbln pag: «fA 3Hano! A 3Hanol»

Ensa nu.

CerofHa, mexay Npoymm, NpasfgHuK.

Becenwutca n nukyet

OAVHOKWI NEHCUOHEP,

OH NPONYCTWA C yTpa COTOUKY NOTOM elLle 1 elle.
MyTb HOAGpbCKoro Heba (NepBble uncna)
HernpoHuuaema.

PaBHopyLwWwHaa npnpoaa

(rpasHoBaTble dpacasbl OGMCHBIX 30aHUN)
BHemMneT notaéHHou becepe:

— Kak-To TaK BCE 6bICTpO, — COKpyLuaeTca barped,.
— [a, — cornawaeTtca 30510T0.



IGOR LEVSHIN
November 4, 2008

Ancient Purple and Gold

in black plastic bags

are waiting by the footpath side

— Seems, it has got dark, — says Ancient purple.
— November. Days are short, — agrees Gold.

The virtual economy crashed down this summer.
Subprime mortgage in its fall

Ruined all the ornamental tower

built by decades.

A stiff pig head of reality got into

a bun shop: «l knew! | knew»

Hard to believe.

By the way, today is a holiday.

A lonely retiree

makes merry and rejoices,

starting in the morning he took 100 g, than again, and again,
Darkness of the November sky (first days of November)
is impenetrable.

Indifferent nature

(muddy facades of office buildings)

listens to the secret talk:

— How quick it was! — grieves Ancient Purple.

— Right, — agrees Gold.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Ha morune batxega

XKyXJible BEHKM

Kpacka CMblTa fOXAEM
LOXONYEK MOPOCUT CKBO3b JINCTBY
KpuBOBaTble 6epesKku
Mosiofible rosoca cmex
ceroaHs lNMacxa

BuBuUC NpuHec xnsble LBETbI
LOCTaeT N3 KapMaHa YeKyLLKY
OTNMBAaET U3 ropna

TPACET Cegoun roioBon
HanMBaeT CTOMOYUKY

CTaBUT Ha MOTWbHYIO MINTY
knageT iPod pagom

nogmeTaeT BEHUYKOM
y orpagkm

6pbI3raeT BOAOMNPOBOAHON BOAOW
13 ByTbIIKN nencu

batxen kcTatn He ymupan
CUMTaAN U He Xun
Kak 1 busuc.



*¥%

on the Butt-head’s grave

dried wreaths

the paint is washed away by the rain
the rain is drizzling through the leaves
crooked birch trees

young voices laugh

today is Easter

Beavis brought live flowers

he gets a small vodka bottle from the pocket
drinks straight from it

shakes his grey head

pours some to the cup

puts it on the gravestone

places iPod next to it

sweeps with a broom
around the fencelet
sprinkles with tap water
from a Pepsi bottle

by the way, Butt-head did not die
he even had not lived
as well as Beavis.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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CHbi Noseda Boiica, pawmcrckoro néTumka,
c6utoro Hag Kpbimom 3umoin 43-ro

Tpa-Ta-Ta. Tpa-Ta-Ta.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

Tpa-ta-Ta. Tpa-Ta-Ta.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

[...]

(970 He BCE)

Tpa-ta-Ta. Tpa-Ta-Ta.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

Tpa-ta-Ta. Tpa-Ta-Ta.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

CHer nper. CHer nger.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

Tpa-Ta-Ta, BCe Kak B TymaHe.
By-y-y. By-y-y.

CHer nper. CHer nper.
Tpa-Ta-Ta n BCe B TyMaHe.
B anom Tpa-ta-Ta TymaHe.

[...]

(31O He BCE)

AHren n wepcTb

MNapaet cHer. fl uyBCTBYIO, A ymUpalo.
AHren v wepcTtb. Txo Nnagaet cHer.
CHer ngert.  o4VH B NOlyTEMHOM Capae.
Mapuwus n cano.

Ox, 3TOT anblil TyMaH. ..



Dreams of Joseph Beuys, the Nazi pilot
shot down over Crimea in winter 1943

Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat.
Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.
Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat.
Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.

[...]
(This is not all yet)

Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat.
Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.
Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat.
Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.

It snows. It snows.

Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.

Rat-tat-tat, everything is like in a mist.
Wo-0-0. Wo-0-0.

[t snows. It snows.
Rat-tat-tat and everything is in a mist.

In a scarlet rat-tat-tat mist.

[...]

(This is not all yet)

Angel and wool.

It is snowing. | feel | am dying.

Angel and wool. It is quietly snowing.
It snows. | am alone in a dark hayloft.
Maria and animal fat.

Oh, this scarlet mist...
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DTOT TYMaH.

70 NbAHOE NajaHbe ¢ Heba.
AHren v wepcTb.

N, cKkmmana cTon-KpaH,

BVIXKY: MATb MW LWECTb

noJo MHOI0 AOMULLEK TaTapPCKUX.
Tpa-Ta-Ta Tpa-Ta-Ta.

Huuero.
Anbii TYMaH.

Bownnok un xup.
AHren n wepcTb.
Mapwa n cano.

1 — ropswasn BeToLb
Ho 310 He BCé —

Tak gymaet boiic,
napas B Kpbim

* ¥ %

fl nHBeCTMpY!IO B Nevanb,
OH CcybnummpyeT TpeBory,
OHa CMeeTCA 1 FOBOPUT:
en-bory,

BacC »Kasb.



This mist.

This drunken falling from the sky.
Angel and wool.

And, pushing an emergency brake,
| see: five or six

Tatar houselets under me.
Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat.

Nothing.
Scarlet mist.

Thick felt and lard.
Angel and wool.
Maria and animal fat.

[ am a burning cloth
But this is not all —
thus thinks Beuys
falling into Crimea.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya

* %%

[ invest into sorrow,
he sublimates anxiety,
she laughs and says:

| swear,

| feel pity for you.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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OTtpapa

«fl obelllana He obmMaHbIBaTb

W npockonb3Hyna yTpom paHo

B oceHHuI cag. A Tam — oOxpaHa:
[aBai MHe 3a cnuHy 3anamblBaTb
XyAable pyku:

OTU CYKW...»

Ee TpaceT n cnesbl KanatoT

Kak Bock Ha cbpolueHHOoe nnaTbe,
N, 3akntoums ee B 06bATHA,

A cnywato ee n nanato

CBoeli WwWepLaBomn B LibINKax narnoto.

A B 3TO BpemsA 13 napagHoro,

Kak 6yarTo ynpaBgom noasbiNUBLLIN,
Bbixoant my»<. OH n3 OTpagHoro
BepHynca, nacnopt no3abbiBLun.

BEPHY/CA MAcnopPT No3abbiBLLINiA
MY>K 13 anéKoro oTpagHoro.



Otrada (Joy)

My Joy lives in a high tower and
nobody can get there
(Russian romance)

When you fall into my arms
(Boris Pasternak)

A candle on a nightstand shed wax tears
Upon a dress
(Boris Pasternak)

«l promised not to cheat

And slipped in early morning

Into an autumn garden. But there were guards there:
Began to twists my skinny arms

Behind my back:

These bitches...»

She is trembling, and tears are falling

Like wax upon a thrown away dress,

And, taking her into my arms,

I'm listening to her words and paw herWith my horny and
pimpled paw.

And then out of the front door

As a drunk house manager,

Her husband is coming. From Otradnoe he
Returned, having forgotten his passport.

having forgotten the passport came back
the husband from the far away otradnoe

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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PasroBop, noacnywaHHbIl B MapLIpyTHOM Takcu N226

«KponnkoBanu cepgue nyctoTomn».
«OTBOPO6LUAV NAeasnbl».
«Mcuenoseunnu, — rosoput, — bora.»
— [1a Hy ero. by6Hun, Kak MOHOMapb.
Teapb.Tyga n gopora.

B Hepgpa

XopolLu poHATb C/ioBa

Kak caf AHTapb 1 ueapy,

TBOW XopA!

— KoHb E2!

— XM... UTUNTb TA B Hegpa...

* ¥ ¥

Hepn MNMuxto

n aaab CocHa

CTO CYTOK 6€e3 CHa
C/IOHAIOTCA MO CTpaHe
KOTOpas Kak BO CHe

KoHb B nanbto

Ha Hem YeObypaluka
HecyTCA BCKaub
CNblWaT BETpa niay
B cTpaHe Pawka.

Bcnepg no Heby netar
KoHb-BopoH
KoHb-bnsapn



Talk overheard in a minibus route 26

«They rabbited their hearts with emptiness».
«They have sparrowed the ideals».

«They humaned, — he says, — God».

— To hell with him! He muttered in a droning.
Bitch. It's no great loss.

To the subsoil

Enough of wasting words

like a garden drops amber and citron,
your move!

— Knight to e2!

— Huml... bagger you to subsoil...

*%%

Old Pichto

and uncle Sosna

wander by the country

for hundred days without sleep
the country is like in a dream

A horse in a topcoat
Cheburashka on him

are galloping at full speed
hearing the wind weeping
in the Rashka country

Following them in the sky are flying
Horse-Raven
Horse-Bloody

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Uropb cunp
HoBble cBegeHmns o [ KannmaHTaHe ]

ApPXETUMHbIV OCTPOB MNOA30PHbIX CHOB,
yeM Tbl BUAEN TENO MOEeN AyLn?

Tbl C NMUCTa APEBECHDI YMTa NOKPOB
1 TeHETa BeLwan B WTabHoM ryww,

MOV NIeTYY rofinaHAeL, KALWeYeH 30H],
W Ha CYTKM Cllen Kak focKa pagap.

fl cnexy B cyie3ax, Kak CKBO3b FOPU3OHT
npopacTaeT ocTpoB [ KanumaHTaH ].

Bbao6abbl BbILWAN rypbbO Ha CKNOH,
a lemypoB npaBeHbIX CTPOr OCKar.
M KonblweT anuamm NTruLa-CcioH,
HagBuras coH npo [ KannmaHTaH ].

HeT, He Hapo 6bINO XOANUTbL CTOHOM.

Becb B npeguyBcTBUAX A nokuaan dakap.
3pecb He 6CTOB MMPa, HY KPUK O HEM.
OTO NPOCTO OCTPOoB [ KanumaHTaH .

30echb ywén nog BoAy rpag KUTex Kypck,
a CnacéHHbIM KA6enbToB NbITb A0 CKarl.
o pa3smoKLLen mane paccumTaH Kypc,
TO-TO BHOBb MO Kypcy — [ KannmaHTaH ].

He doHTaH rapnyH meTaTb no KuTam,
Kpalle cKnAaHKKM 6utb! Ha wecTol ygap
6yneT yKuH. M Bcé-Taku He GpoHTaH
CcKnAaHKM ToXel.. Begb BCé )xe — [ KanumaHTaH J...

MosxeT, JInbkHexT y LleTKuH ykpan kopann?

[ XpeH ] 6ypxkyam! — nopgbpunca nog Mapkca Kapn.

Wnwn Pa HeBMHHOCTDb y Pbl ykpan?
N — TukaTb. BugaTb, Ha [ KanumaHTaH ].

MHe rpo3unu 3annom paket «MKap»
1 paflapoM, BbIMEPLUMM KaK flOCKa.
TonbKo cepua rnyx, Kak Tocka, yaap:
B nepuckone cHoBsa [ KanumaHTaH ].



Igor Sid
New Information on [ KALIMANTAN ]

An archetypal island of spyglass dreams,

with what did you see the body of my soul?

You sight-read the leaves of the wooden shroud

and hung your nets in the headquarters’ backwoods,

my Dutchman is flying, my probe is enteroscopic

and the radar turns blind like a wooden board around the clock
| watch in tears how through the horizon

sprouts the island of [ Kalimantan ].

Baobabs come to the slope like a flock

and the grins of the righteous lemurs are stern.
And the elephant-bird waves its eggs,

drawing nearer a dream of [ Kalimantan ].

No, | should not have moved the alfil

Full of premonitions, | was leaving Dakar.

It is neither the world’s carcass, nor a cry for it.
Itis simply the island of [ Kalimantan ].

The Atlantis-Kursk-city sank exactly here,

and a cable’s length for the survivors to the rocky shore.
The route is planned on a soaked map,

that’s why once again at sign is [ Kalimantan 1.

It aint not fun to harpoon the whales,

striking bells would be better! On the sixth strike,

there would be dinner time. And yet, stricking bells

ain't much fun, eitherl.. And yet again — [ Kalimantan]...

Maybe, it was Liebknecht who stole corals from Zetkin?

[ Nuts ] to the bourgeoisie! — Karl had shaven a la Marx.
Or Ra stole virginity from Rea

And — bolted away. They say — to [ Kalimantan ].

They threatened me with a volley of Icarus rockets
and with the radar extinct like a wooden board.
But the heartbeat is muffled like longing:

and again, in the periscope[ Kalimantan ].
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...MaccapakL, KoOMMaHA0C, MyAaK, AocTan
npopacrtaTb apMagomn Ha ApkaHap,

Kak Xepakn ctonnamu Ha mbpantap!!
3pecb, nporpeccop, Bam He [ KanvmaHTaH ].

Al BOOXHYN Hag HaBHoOW cBOM Kucnopogd, —
MenbTewnn 3a nnédkon LagaHakap, —

N CNeXy B NPOCTpaunn, Kak BCTaéT

Hag 3emnén arperop, ¢ [ KanumaHTaH .

Skogarmadr, Ansacka n MaragaH,
Yanbbek Muwweno*, HeT, Yainbg, Ockap, —
B MacKapage rafickomM OH yrajan
30510Tyto pudmy: [ KanmmaHTtaH 1.

Moragnwo, Pxxakca n KpacHogap,

Balla B3ATKa, la A pacnieckan HeKkTap...
Kak warpeHb, KyKOXXWUTCA TBOW rekTap —
30/10TON, MeaoBbIN [ KanumaHTaH ].

Mowkapa, manbrawka n Mapcorpag.
B 6enbix NsTHax KoXu1La noj 3arap.
Maxadanu nnems, a OTWNH paTT
nodputatTt dpodTwMio [ KanumaHTaH .

fl nexxy nof MacKom, 1 Kucnopog —

oT bonbloi 3emnu** 6e3yyacTHbIn gap.
Ho s Bugen poauHy, yeli Hapog
Ha3blBaeT 3emsto: [ KannmaHTaH ].

2001-2006

* OpaHuy3sckul nucamens Muwesne Y3nbbek podusics Ha ocmpose Peto-
HbOH 671U3 [KanumaHmanay.

** TaHu-be («bonbwas 3emna») — mak Hasel8aomM ceoto poOUHY Xume-
U ocmpoesa [ KanumaHmar J.



...Massaraksh, commandos, you moron, sick of your
sprouting your armada towards Arkanar,

like Hercules his pillars towards Gibraltar!!

Here, progressor, you know, is not [ Kalimantan ].

Over Navna, | breathed in my oxygen;

behind the film, there was flickering Shadanakar;
and, prostrated, | watch how there is rising

upon the Earth an Egregore of size of [ Kalimantan ].

Skogarmadr, Alaska and Magadan,
Houellebecq, Michel*, no, wait, Wilde, Oscar —
in a foul masquerade, he discerned

a golden rhyme: [ Kalimantan ].

Mogadishu, Rzhaksa, and Krasnodar,

it's your trick; but | spilled over the nectar...
Your hectare is shrinking like chagrin —
made of gold and honey [ Kalimantan ].

Midges, a Malagasy woman, and the City of Mars.
White spots on the skin next to the tan.

The Mahafaly tribe, | am fery glatt

to zee wiz my own eyez [ Kalimantan 1.

I am lying under the mask, and the oxygen
is an apathetic gift from the Mainland**.
But | have seen a motherland whose people
call their earth: [ Kalimantan ].

Translated by V. Vlaskine

2001-2006

* A French writer Michel Houellebecq was born on the Reunion Island
near [ Kalimantan ].

** Tanibe («<Mainland») is the name used for their motherland by the
inhabitants of the island [ Kalimantan ].
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H.T.

YTO-TO LAaMOKIIOBO B BO3[yXe CNEBa,
TEeKesn Ha CTeHax 1 CMyTa B AyLue.
Bepbte, TOBapuLwK: yepHoe feno
OyZeT BeCTVCb U BeeTCA yxKe.

— Hanbwe He HY>XHO NpoO MepTBble AYLUN,

OoMa 06 sToM. A Niyduie cmoTpu:
XHa pacnyckaeTcA. To, uto CHapyu,
BeNMKONENHeN BCEro, YTo BHYTpPW.

Heo603prMbl pora Hag TPSICUHOWN,
aom gaan C3Umo 1 YepHbli darot —
3Ta ABYCMbIC/IMLIA HEOTPa3MMa

[N KMBOMMUCLA NMOA3EMHbIX BbICOT.

Jlroam, cnaceHHble agegom Maknaem,
CTafo B rpsA3n UK npaing 0651aKkos:
CeBep — KaKOB OH? OHU 3TO 3HalOT,
HO HMKOMY He pacCKaXKyT, KaKoB.

YTO Tam NeTUT UCMONMHCKOIO rpyLuei?
UbA 3TO XMXKMHa C KaMHEM B iBepu?
BHYTpb onyckaeTca Bce, UTO CHapyXW.
DTO rNyOGUHHEN TOTO, UTO BHYTPW.

YbA Ha CTBONAx NOTae€HHaA TAXKECTb?
KTo nyTewwecTByeT K cnHel 3Be3ae?
Bam 060 BCceEM MONMYANMBO pacCKakyT
NnpeaKn KOPOB B KOHOMJIAHOW BOJe.

1991 o. Maparackap



N.G.

Something of Damocles on the left in the air,
Tekel on the walls and discord in the heart.
Trust me, comrades: a black deed

will be done and already has been.

— Further: stop talking about dead souls;
let’s get back to it at home. Better look:
henna is budding. What is outside

is more magnificent than anything inside.

The horns over the quagmire are boundless,
Uncle Satchmo’s house and a black bassoon —
this double-meaning is irresistible

for an artist of underground heights.

People saved by the old Maclay,

a flock in the mud or the clouds’ parade:
North: what is it? They know,

but would not tell anyone what it is.

What is flying there like a giant pear?

Whose cabin is there with a stone in the doorway?
Everything that’s outside sinks inside.

It is more profound than the inner.

Whose is the concealed heaviness on the trunks?
Who travels to the blue star?

You will be silently told about everything

by the cows’ancestors in the hemp water.

Translated by V. Vlaskine

1991 Madagascar
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Mope KOCMOHABTOB

HanpgeHHble B AHTapKTuge
MeTeopuTbl CTapLue 3emnu.

OT1 mopsa CopgpyecTtBa 4o MopA KOCMOHaBTOB
BAOJ1b N3JTOMaHHOIO No 60XKeCTBEeHHOM npuxoTn
HeBUAMMOro oTciofa 6epera AHTapKTUAbI

apean Moel aMobULNO3HON IOHOCTN

Mopg nenoBbIMK CTaANOHAMM

KOCTM NCeBLO3YXUiA aHKNI03aBPOB
3e/1eHb NaNoOPOTHNKOBBIX AXKYHI e
BblLiBETLLIAA 32 YeTBEPTb MUNMApAa neT

Xonogano v Alepbl BbIMepnu

13-3a YTOSLEHUA CKOPAYMbl

B OAVH NMpeKpacHbIl AeHb AETEHbILLAM
NPOKJIOHYTbCA He XBaTWUJIO CUN

AHTapKTnaa nibiBET B AHTAPKTUYECKOM OKeaHe
Kak HafTpeCcHyToe HakoHeL-TO

benocHeXxHoe anLo

OKpPYXEHHOEe cKopnynkamu ancbepros

N HEBECOMbIMU CTallKamu fyLu

MasneHbKNX HEMPOCHYBLUNXCA

aHKWUJI03aBPOB 1 NCEBAO3YXMUIA

Al 6eran BepxHel Nanybon no ytpam

MONAPHOro AHA

ABECTV NATbAECAT MUIMOHOB NIeT NOC/e ALLEePOB
AEBATb JIET O aHTapPKTMYECKOro Aonsiapa

3i011a-BeCT OOXEr MHe LWEKY Kak Moyvaso
B3METHYB MO BOMJIb Ha CEBEPO-BOCTOK
COUVHAN A Mmexay 3abopamu Npob
AQHTAPKTUYECKOrO KpUns



Sea of Cosmonauts

Some meteorites discovered in
Antarctica are older than Earth

From the Collaboration Sea to the Sea of Cosmonauts
along the Antarctica coast

broken by God’s whim and invisible from here

this is the areal of my ambitious youth

Underneath the ice stadiums

bones of Pseudosuchias and Ankylosaurus
greenery of ferny jungles

faded by the quarter of billion years

It was getting colder and reptiles died out
because of shell thickening

one fine day their young ones

didn’t have the strength to break through it

Antarctica sails in the Antarctic Ocean
like a snow-white egg

finally cracked

surrounded by icebergs’shells

and by weightless flocks of the souls

of little Ankylosaurus and Pseudosuchias
who had never waken up

I ran around on the upper desk in the mornings
of a polar day

two hundred million years after the reptiles
nine years before the Antarctican dollar

Southwester burnt my cheek like a bast
raising up my yell towards North-East

| wrote poetry while collecting samples of
of Antarctic krill
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AHTapKTMYECKMI NONYOCTPOB AHTapKTMAbI
BblZAOWMINCA B AHTAPKTUYECKNIA OKeaH
CBUAETENbCTBYET O TABTONOMM CyLIErO

a TakXKe 06 M3HauaNbHOM NepBEHCTBE
MMEHW HaJ NPOCTPAHCTBOM
BIOXHOBEHHbI KapTorpad

C JOYEepbIO NUHIBMHA HAKOPOTKE

B Kakol-To Tam anicbepr BMEp3LUee NMaHNHO
nrcan KTo-To Benuknm Ha Ceeepe

Ha lOre aic6epru nayT NOPOXKHAKOM

3aTO 3[1eCb OHU BYETBEPO BbILLe

Llenbinn mecsiy, nocne 3axopa ConHua
nocnefHUN ny4y ocBelLaeT 3ckaapy
NCCUHA-KENTbIX GpNIoopecunpyowmnx rmraHTos
noJ aHTpaLMTOBbIM 6€33BE34HbIM HEOOM
paboTaTb COBEPLUEHHO HEBO3MOXXHO

Al nogBUHYNCA 6bl paccyaKom OT BOCTOpra
HO 6anaHc Br3yasnbHbIX MOTPSACEHNI
BOCMOJHANCA >KaNKMM JanbTOHU3MOM
0’>KHOTO CEBEPHOrO CUAHMSA

BbILIBETLLErO 338 MUTMOHbI NeT

MoHoxpoMHas pagyra o6ecLiBeYeHHble Kopassbl
KOMMeHcaLus Yero-To y»xe COBCeEM HEBOOOPas3nmMoro
Pa3MbILLAAN A Haf 3aMePOM FroHaz

Cepou HOTOTEHUN

JlepaHasn wyka ckBo3b 61eiHoe 6PIOLWKO
pasnnunMm 6enécbiii NO3BOHOUHMK
BHYTPEHHOCTU BOOGLLE XPYCTanbHbI
XOTEeN0Cb NPON3HOCUTL MIXTnoC

AHTapKTUYeCKNin NOyoCTPOB AHTapKTMAbI
TAHeT wynanbue K OrHeHHON 3emie
corpeBas oTAesbHble MPUCOCKN

3TO HE MLUAHWK 3TO JTYFOBUK aHTapPKTUYECKNIA
reponyecku LBeTeT

Ha rofionép Hee3upasn



The Antarctic Peninsula of Antarctica
protruding into the Antarctic Ocean
is an evidence of tautology of being
as well as of the primordial priority
of name over space

a cartographer full of inspiration
pals with a penguin’s daughter

A piano is ice-bound into an iceberg

as someone great has written in the North

in the South icebergs are running without freight

but on the other hand, they are four times higher here

For a whole month after the sunset

the last ray lights up a squadron

of the jet-black yellow fluorescent giants
under anthracite starless sky

it is absolutely impossible to work

| would have gone mad with delight

but the balance of visual nervous shocks

was made up for by miserable colourblindness
of the South northern lights

faded by millions of years

Monochrome rainbow decolourized corrals

are the compensation for something completely unimaginable

so | meditated over the samples of gonads
of grey notothenias

Ice-ling with a pallid belly
whitish spine is seen through
all intestines are crystal-clear
| wanted to say Ichthus

The Antarctic peninsula of Antarctica

draws its tentacle to Tierra del Fuego

warming some cupules

this is not moss this is Deschampsia Antarctica
it blossoms heroically

despite glazed frost
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OT1 mops CoppyecTBa Ao mopsa KocMOHaBTOB
MeHbLUe Hefienu xoay

oT MopsA KocmMoHaBTOB 10 6010T MEOTMINCKIX
yeTBepTb BeKa

MpocTto kapTorpady 66110 XONOAHO

3a lNonAapHbIM Kpyrom nprnomuHaeLlb
cneunasibHyro TeoOpuio OTHOCUTENTIbHOCTA
nepenyTaB NPOCTPAHCTBO CO BPEMEHEM

KpyrocseTtka

NPOEeKUMA >KU3HEHHOTO LMKNa Ha rnobyc
npoobpas opbUTanbHOro NoséTa

K cepeauHe nytu Teba

pa3BopaunBaeT KBEPXy Horamu

AHTapkTnga

npoekuma Kocmoca B Ni10CKOCTb

BO3BELLAeT yXKe Ha noaxofe

KOJIbLIO flefiAAHbIX acTeponaoB

6e36pexHbIN XOPOBOJ, CO CKOPOCTbIO NNAaHKTOHA

3Be340METbl 3apaXKEHHbIE HEUUCTbIO

CKBO3b O30HOBYI0 [blpY CMyCKalTCA

OQVH 3a ApYyrum

pa3 B yeTbipecTta TbiCAY neT

NPAMUKOM K aHKNJ103aBpamM ” I'ICQBL[O3yXVIﬂM



From the Collaboration Sea to the Sea of Cosmonauts
itis less than a week journey

from the Sea of Cosmonauts to the Moeotis swamps
a quarter of century

Cartographer was merely cold
beyond the Polar circle you

mix up space with time and recall
the special theory of relativity

A tour around the world

A projection of the vital circle onto the globe
a prototype of an orbital flight

halfway through it you

are turned upside down

Antarctica
A projection of the outer space onto a plane
announces that

a ring of glacial asteroids is on its wayimmense round dance at

the speed of plankton

Space ships infected with evils

come down one by one

once in four hundred thousand years
through the ozone hole

straight to Ankylosaurus and Pseudosuchias

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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ANNEKCAHAP WWMNWKWH

* ¥ ¥

JInyHaA *Kn3Hb repos.

He NHTEpPECyeT HNKOro.

CBecmBLINCH C nepun 6ankoHa,
quCTBOBaTb CTpaxX HEBbIHOCMMO JIETKO.

KolwKa ¢ nto6onbITCTBOM CMOTPUT Ha HOT.

ConHue B TeHN — 3epKasio CO CMMHbI.

KaK HU1 XOTenoch, Tak 1 He XOUYeTCsl MNaTUTb Hanoru,
BupeTtb CHbl.

C KaxabIM IHeM cyacTbA Bce bonblue.

TonbKo nay3bl MeXxay 3ByKamu

Hdepxnt umnposnsaTop nopoLun,

Ho K ThwmnHe Hayunnocb NpUCyLWnBaTbCA YXO.

JInuHasA Xn3Hb nsberaet

lepos, cManALLero Ha nepunax.
3aropenas XeHLyMHa Haras

CnuT, COPOCKB Ha NON MOKPbIBASIO.

Hy, uto Te6e Hapo? He BUAHO HU 3ru.
Y>Ke HUKOrga He MPoOYNCTUT MO3 —
Hu uteHbe, HX Ber, HX TeKkuna.

O uem Tbl MeHsa nonpocuna?

fl UMy He neyeHb, a C NapanMyom
BOMM 6GOPIOCH, Kak Lapu3m ¢ Mnbuyom,
Ho KTo nobepun Bcem 13BeCTHO.

B noctenn norpen moe mecTo.

W a npunonsy K Tebe Bek BeKOBaTb.
Mbl BMecTe Kynunu B Vikee KpoBaTb.



ALEXANDER SHISHKIN

* ¥ %

The hero’s private life.

Is of interest to nobody.

Leaning over balcony railings,
It's unbearably easy to be afraid.

A catis looking curiously at the feet.

Sun in shade — mirror from the back.

Much as you didn't want, you still don’t want to pay taxes,
To have dreams.

Every day happiness is growing
Although the improviser of snow

Makes longer pauses between sounds,
The ear has learnt to listen to the silence.

Private life avoids

The hero who sits on the railings.

A tanned nude woman is sleeping
Having thrown the coverlet on the floor.

So, what do you want? Can't see a thing.

By now nothing can clear up your mind

Neither reading, nor running, nor tequila,

What was it that you asked me for?

| do not cleanse my liver but struggle with the paralysis
of willpower like tsarizm struggled with lIlyich,

But everyone knows who was the winner.

Warm up my side of a bed for me.

And | will crawl to you to pass a lifetime.

We have bought a bed in IKEA together.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Kak cTpoka 6e3 prdMbl NEXNT Ha CToNe ceneaka

B rony6om dasHce npocTon Tapenkm —

MamATb oepnT BKYC, TouHo lMepcen Mepys3y.

YTo 3a rpo3bl NPOHECNNCb HaZ CTPaHOW, rae Bo3ayX
O6XxuratoLLe BOUT 030HOM B 3e/ieHble

N3 6pe3eHTOBOI BbIAENKM NOJYLIKN
KucnopogHble, nprBO3uMble Aefy pas 3a pa3om?
e uBeTbl, UTO NETAT MO B3rNAQY YTPEHHEMY

M3 3acagpbl caga, UTO CKITOHAETCA, Kak MHBanmg

Ha nognopkax, nop Ta»ecTbio 16110K?

Kak npoCHYTbCA N He YBUAETb COMHLE, CKPbITOe
MN3mOpo3blo CTeKon, TOYHO Xupypruyeckas nanara?
KameHeeT namATb M3BECTHAKOBOW MATKOW NIOTbIO

MoHymeHTanbHOWM NponaraHAbl, pa3pyLaemMor BETPOM,

OcblnaeTca consiHOM BbeaIMBOIN MbIbIO,
Ho cmoTpuT, CMOTPUT 1 HE MOXET OTOpBaTb B3rnaga
Ot ybutoro BpemeHu B 3paykax Megays3bl.



**¥%

A herring on a plain blue china plate

Sits on the table like a line devoid of rhymes,

and memory clings to taste like Perseus to Medusa.
What were those storms that raged above the country,
Whose scorching air's been pounded into bags

Carved out of rough green canvas; oxygen

Bags given to my granddad, one after another?

Where are those flowers fleeting along the morning gaze
From ambush of the garden that leans on crutches
under the heavy burden of apples, poor disabled soul?
How can | wake up and fail to see the sun that's hidden,
like an intensive care ward, behind a frosted glass?
Memory's softish flesh is turning into limestone

of monumental propaganda eroded by winds;

It is crumbling into salty stinging dust,

and yet it's looking, looking, unable to take its eyes off
time murdered in the pupils of Medusa's eyes.

Translated by Elena Ostrovskaya
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[enen nexknT 3acTbiBLUEN NEHKOMN.
TepnKko naxHeT NoguCTbIn Geper.
He noctpontb nOrncTmky

BeTpa Hag mopem,

KopHs, BbIMbITOrO BOJTHONM Npunbos,
Enen wropmoBble npryecKu.

Ha Tene npuyana HakonoT AKOpb,
basgepka, 6aknaH, 6apka,

He oTtbumBatoT 6aHKK, HO 6pAKaeT

YTo-TO B BO3AYXE 1 MPOAOKaeT bUTbCA.

JlokoTb BbICTaBW MbIC,

Kak Ha BepeBKe pybaxa,

Ha BeTpy packmHyna Kpbinba NTmua,
OnpoBepras cBow CMbICH,
OcTaBasacb Ha MecTe, Kak ¢yra baxa,
MpukoBaBLwas cnylaTens B Kpecne.

Bce Ha mecTe — BeTep, NTULa, beper,

HOTHbIV 3HaK 1 KonopaTtypa ApeBecHOro

Ckpwuna, 3aTpane3Hbll FOPOAOK, C MPU3HaKaMu FreMOppos,
o cTyneHAm cnycKaowWwmnca K Mopto

Mob6poantb BAONb NpK60s

Mo npomeHagy, 4tob NprnMBana KPoBb K 3agy.

W egnHcTBEHHAA Ne3aHKa — pycanka —
3anackaHHas o MefiHOro 6necka,

MpuobpeTaeT cmny rpoTecka

CbIpHOW rOfI0BOIO U FPYAbI0 AOAPKMN.

CHoBa sikopb, 6asgepka, 6apka

M 6apkac Ha bepery ¢ cngawmm Ha 6opTy 6aknaHoM —
Bce Ha mecTe — 1 BCe TaK CTpaHHO.



Ashes is like a frozen milk skin.

An iodic seashore smells tart.

One cannot create logistics

Of the wind over the ocean,

Of a root hollowed out by a wave of tide,
Storm haircuts of fir trees.

An anchor is tattooed to the body of moorage,
A bayadere, a cormorant, a barque,

They don't strike the bells, but something

Is clanging in the air, and still clanging.

A cape put out elbow.

Like a shirt on the cloth line,

Bird spread wings in the breeze,
Disproving her own meaning,
Staying there like Bach'’s fugue,
Which chained listener to a chair.

Everything is in its place: the wind, the bird, the seashore,
A musical note and coloratura of wooden

Squeak, an unkempt town, with the signs of haemorrhoids,
Is descending to the sea by footsteps,

To wander along the surf seaside

By a promenade, so that blood would come to the bottom.

And the only peasant girl — a mermaid —

Smothered in caresses to cooper glitter,

Takes on a significance of grotesque

By her cheese loaf and breast of a dairymaid.

Once more - the anchor, the bayadeére, the barque

And a boat on the shore with a cormorant on the side —
Everything is in its place — and it’s all so strange.

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Hapo ocmbicnnTb, Kak 3Ta KapTa, durLiKa, nnaHnga nerna:

B KpoBM KynaTbCA Ha PyCCKO-KUTANCKOW rpaHnLe,

ExaTb 5 Tbil KNOMETPOB MOCKOBCKOW MPOMUCKOWN KNYNTbCH,
Y706 OKasaTbCA cpefb MbAHOrO B CONKax yrna?

YTpom BaHHa, BeYepoM BaHHa —

MaHTOKPUHHaA OCMAHHA

Mexnay 3eneHbix rpyaen

MaTepwu Hawe Nnpupoabl,

MHe (TonbKo He maTepei)

CKyU4HO 1 OAMHOKO,

He C Kem NoroBopuTb —

AbopureHbl 3aHATbI, TO JOMKOW KOPOBbI,

TO rocTs Hafo Obl HAKOPMUTD.

HakoHeL-To cpaboTtana kapma,

BbIKkMHYB MeHA 13 MOCKBbI:

3[ecb He CTapATCA, a yMmUparoT cpasy,

He Hy>XHbl HAKOMapHKKN,

W He crnasaT, n He HaKapKatoT

Hu ynHOBHMKNK, HM NpeacTaBUTeNY YenAabruHcKon 6paTebl —
Bce, kak nepep locnogom, B 6aHe paBHbl.

CHer He pacTasan Ha cocuax y COnok,

BpaTtBa no pa3buTton gopore yexana gobueatb Kpy3ak,
Mano 1M 3K30TMKM BEYHbIX TYCOBOK

1 TPEHAXKePHbIN 3an?

Bnpouewm, 3ToT Mapanuii yron —

YCTb-BEUHOCTU, HE YCOSbe, He KaKkne-To TaM amygapbu, —
30ecb OXKUBWAM ABa AeCATKa MyMUNA,

DTO MecCTo No namaATv pucosan danu!

3pecb yypbaHbl BMECTO Caf0BbIX CTYNEN

M noxoxun Ha niogen nuilb fepeBeHCKNE KyPKYU.
A1, BMECTO yas, Nblo KPACHbI KOPEHb,

Mon npuaTenb BeLan, YTo OH NMOMOXKET,

Ecnu ero Hakpenko npuBA3aTh,

HO — «[1o KOHAMI» —

XoueTca BMeCTO 3TOro BCe Xe KpuyaTtb



Need to grasp the way the cards, the dice, and my fate panned out:
To bathe in blood on the Russian-Chinese border,

To move five thousand miles, boasting the Moscow residence permit,
All to end up in the drunken corner among these hills?

Morning ablution, evening ablution —
Pantocrin-enlightened hosanna

Between the green breasts

Of our Mother Nature.

I am (mothers aside)

Bored and lonely,

no one to talk to —

The natives are busy milking cows,

or tending guests.

It must have been Ksarma

That finally threw me out of Moscow:

Here one skips getting old and simply drops dead,
No need for mosquito nets,

And no one will jinx you,

Neither officials nor the Chelyabinsk gang fellows,
Everyone's equal in bare indignity before God.
Snow still hasn't melted on the hill's nipples,

The fellows have gone to kill off the Land Cruiser on potholes,
The exotics of eternal get-togethers

and the gym not cutting the mustard.

However, this red deer's corner,

Ust-eternity, is neither Usolye, nor some Amudarya.
Here two dozens mummies got resurrected,

And Dali himself painted this place from memory!
Here wooden stumps serve as garden chairs,

And only the filthy rich villagers look like people.
Instead of tea, | brew some red root,

My mate proclaimed it'd help,

if it is tightly bound,

And yet | want to yell

«Mount your steed!»
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/I nomonoxe

BbIMALETb HUKTO elle He 3anpewan!

A fHeM o6rnoXxem KoCTb 13 LWypnbl

W 3anaxem cnatb —

Yepes gecAtb fHel movM 611aroBOHHbIM TPYMNOM
MoxHo ByaeT oKpecTHOCTM OCBALaTb



And nobody has banned

The youthful looks just yet!

By day we'll gnaw a bone drawn out of hide,
and go to sleep.

And in ten days, my fragrant corpse will purify
the nearby hills.

Translated by E. Ostrovskaya
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TATbAHA LLEPBUHA

* ¥ %

Yto Boewwb, TPyOKa, Kak CUpeHa,

He LenyeLlb MHe Ha YLIKO CKa30K?
BbIXOAWT, UTO 11 BEUHOCTb OpeHHa:
cowna ¢ yma. ywsa Ha 6asy.

A A B Hee BIOXWNa rofbl
AV3aliHepCTBa 1 MOAENIbePCTRa,
ncKana HoBble NOAXOAbI,

nrcana «xyin» Ha 3aHaBecke.

f1 BeYUHOCTb NpoXkaana B Noabesae,
B ICTEP3HOBEHbYU TeNeGOHHOM,
OHa Bcerfa 6bina Ha mecTe,

CBOEM 3aBeJOMOM, MOCKOHHOM.

M BOT Tenepb NpoLwo 1 370,

1 CBATO MECTO NYCTO, MIINCTO,

BCSA BEYHOCTb — BPEMEHU NpUMEeTa,
n hasta, ctano 6bITb, la vista.

fpunn

[o6pble noan npuwnu,
HaKopMUIY MeHs, 60MbHY1O,

HO He nouenoBanu,

6ynTO A TOXe BUpYC.

Cawa npuHec MHe GpyKTbl,
AHIOpen — MOXeBeT0OBOW BOAKM,
Kona — nnaTkoB HOCOBbIX,

nana — BapeHOW CBEeKJbl,

lana — canat «CTOMUYHbIN»,
Bnag — pacdacoBaHHbIN cbIp.
BHyTpu ceba uyBCTBYIO KOHKYPC:
KTO 6Osblue BCeX Noxanen
rPUNMNOM CpakeHHoe Teno?



TATIANA SCHERBINA
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What's you're howling, siren-telephone,
why don't you whisper some fairytale in my ear?
So, even eternity passes:
went berserk, re-stocked.
But | invested in it years
of designer and model expertise,
looked for new approaches,
wrote «prick» on the drapes.
| spent an eternity in the doorway,
in telephonic angst,
It was always in place,
its undoubted homespun place.
And now even this has passed
and the sacred spot is empty, hazy,
the whole of eternity marks time —
hasta la vista.
Translation by Daniel Weissbort

Flu

All the nice people came round

to feed me, sick as | was,

but they gave me no kisses

like | was a virus myself.

Sasha brought me some fruit,

Andrei some juniper vodka,

Kolya brought packets of hankies,

my Dad brought boiled red beet.

Galya brought mayonnaise salad,

Vlad brought spreadable cheese.

Inside | sense competition:

who, of all, felt most compassion

for this body, racked by the flu?
Translated by Sasha Dugdale

57



58

O npepenax

Lnkaabl, Mo Pam3ec, nowoT urkagbl.
UunkyTbl mHe, CoKpaT, OTnen UuKkyTbl.

B LK, He o6paTnwbca nv B LK Tb1?

HeT, 6paT mow pasym, 1, AyLua, He byay.

[ocTponKku, MO Kymnp, CMOTPU, MOCTPONKMN.

Mbl pa3Be HaceKoMble, YTOb B ynbax
KUOATbCA HA HE3aHATbIE KOWKN

N TPAMOYKM Pa3BeLLBaTb Ha CTYNbAX?
OTkpoli ee, Konymb, oTBEp3b CKOpee,
BECTU 3EMHYI0 »KN3Hb YNpes NOTOMOK.
Kyna nogatbca 6egHoMy eBpeto,

KyZia HanpaBuTb 3TOT HaLl 06/IOMOK?
MNpuaTenb Mon, MyTaHT HeOTBepAesbIl,
6e3yMHbIl MO COBpaT HeYKPOTUMbiIA!
Y pBOTbI 1 MOHOCA eCTb Npefesbl,

1 BOT OHW. [la BOT OHU, POAMMbBIN.

Morna 6bITb cYacTMBa Kak 6006uK,
C XO3AMHOM Ha NMOBOAKE,

Morfia NpoTABKaTb: becnogobeH
MUP 1 NOACTWIIKA B 3aKyTKe.

Ho B »K13HM TaK He MNoNyUYnnoch
1 TOBOPSA YK BCE KakK eCTb,

A Kak Mapyca oTpasunachb,
[€BMYbIO 3aMATHANA YecTb.

C Tex nop s cTana AnoBuTa

1 MyApOWA 3N106HOCTU NOJHa.

A1 NPOKMHAIO TOT HANUTOK,

1 Nblo 10 AHa



About limits

The cicadas, the cicadas are singing, Rameses.

The hemlock, Socrates, pour me my just amount.

Let the others apply to their Central Committees.

No, my brother Reason, I'm the soul, and | can’t.

The buildings, my idol! Look at the buildings!

Are we really insects, with our shrivelled wings

who throw down our bodies on the bunks of the hive
and drape our rags on the chairs they provide us with?
Discover her, Columbus, discover her anew.

Your descendants have grown tired of their own shadow.
What way lies open now to the stumbling Jew?

What road will tell that tired remnant where he must go?
My friend, my mutant, pliable, unstiffened,

my crazy colleague, it will come to an end.

There’s a limit to vomiting and diarrhoea.

So here they are, have a good look. We've made it, my dear.

Translation by Derek Walcott

| could have been as happy as a dog
with my master on a leash,

| could have yapped: all’s right with the world —
my bed is under the chimneypiece.
But it didn’t happen to me like that —
I'll tell it as it really was,

like Marusya, | drank the poison,

my girlish reputation lost.

From then on | was poisonous

and full of wise gall.

| curse that very same drink

and drink it all.

Translated by Sasha Dugdale
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Kak MOXeT »M3Hb Ha CTOMb MPOTAMXHbIN CPOK
13 CHOCHOW CTaTb COBCEM HEBbIHOCUMOWN,
Korga — Hy BCé He TO, ToBapwm bor,
norofia, SKOJNIOrns, My>KUMHbI.

W naxke na cobak — He Tex cobak,
NacKkaBLINX CyX GETXOBEHHO, LLIOMEHHO,
TpaBa B cebs BieKna JIlo60BHbIN aKT,

HO TO K Oblfla TPaBa — He NINCTbsI CEHHbI!
Mow bor, Tbl Kak He MOW, Tbl 3a Xa3ap

4TO Nb 3aAHUM CTaJjl YNCIIOM,

a He 3a HaluXx,

KOTOPbIM — OTBeuYalo 3a 6azap —

yem Janblie B f1ec, TeM BOJSIKM BOKOT valle.

[ne 6ynyuiero Korotkmn?

LlapanuHbl Ha ynuuax, Kak WwWnunu,

KaK CTPEenKu, Xoa YepTuu.

[ne maHKn,

yTo Gpanu Hac B NJIEHNUTENIbHbIE CKOOKIN?
HencToBbIX yBeceneHun 6ec

TaK pafoBas NPoCTbIM MOJIELLIKOM B TOMKE,
BCENAN OXOTY K NepeMeHe MecCT.

Bopyr — naysa, aHAWNAW, NOCTNPOCTPAHCTBA,
KOTOpble, Kak HU3KMI NOTONOK,

3aBucnn. Ecnm B coctoAHbM TpaHca
KOMMbIOTEpPbI BNaAatoT, KOroToK

KapaKynun BbIBOAUT, KaK KaBbIUKW.

B HUX MUp, Kak B NPo6Kax ynYHbIX, 3aXKaT —
B KOHTEKCTE, B YCTOABLUENCA MPUBbIUYKE
6exaTb Ha3ag.



Tell me, Comrade God, how can life, over this stretch,
go from tolerable to such a pain,

when everything is not as it should be,

weather, ecology, men.

And even the barking of dogs, it's not the same dogs
that beethovenly, chopinly tickled the hearing.

The grass egged on the act of love

but that was grass, not senna leaflets.

My God, it’s like you're not mine, because

finally even you went over to the khazars
abandoned our side, for which —

and I'm speaking for the market place —

the deeper into the forest you go, the more the wolves howl.

Translation by Daniel Weissbort

Where's the future clawlets ?

Scratches on the street

pointing the way, like spires, arrows.

And the decoys

which captured us in parentheses?

The demon of wild entertainments

had such success with just a log in the fire,
making one want to keep changing places.
Suddenly, a pause, endspiel spire-ends, post-space,
suspended there like a low ceiling.

If the computers fall into a trance,

the claw will scribble things,

like inverted commas.

The world is pressed between them, traffic-wise,
in context, in the fixed habit

of running backwards.

Translation by Daniel Weissbort
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MHe oTKnounnM ropsavyto soay,
YKUOKOCTb JTIOOBU 1 CJIOBECHbIN MOTOK.
MHe 6bl NOXKanoBaTbCA Hapoay,

HO HAaKMHYT NJ1aTOK Ha POTOK.

Tak 6e3 KMBUTENbHOW BRaru 1 COXHY,
C rPA3HON NOCYAO0M BABOEM.

MxoM nopacTato, @ MOXET, 1 MOXOM,
MOMET, 1 BOBCE ObliibeM.

Ecnv HapeTb NpegmeT No UmeHn wy6a,
OyneT oaxke 31Mma noraHas ntooa.

Bbinan B co3Be3be M0COB, MUHYS BbIYET,
He MOPTHYB, KOrfa MUHYCbI KIMYYT, KINYYT,
Mbl TEMJIO FEHEPUPYEM — TaK ranakTuku
HauurHaloT conmxaTbceA. (B HayuyHOM NpakTMKe
BCe pa3beratoTca B y»Kace, NPoyb OT B3PbIBa,
OT KOCMUYECKOW CTYXW, ee HarnJibiBa.)
CoueTaTbCA TENSIOM BECENEN, YeM OPAKOM:
HeTY NosioCTy, rae 6 3aBOAUTLCA LUaKaM,

HW HacneacTBa AgaMa — 3aboneBaHbs
«XOYeLb CYACTbSA, @ MOyYaellb 3HAHbAY,



They cut off my hot water,

love’s juice, the verbal flow.

I'd like to complain to the nation,

but they'll shut me up, too, long before.
Without moisture, I'll dry out,

along with the dirty dishes and the washing.
I'll get mouldy, gather moss,

I may even graduate to long forgotten!

Translated by Daniel Weissbort

If you put on that thing called a fur coat

even the filthiest winter will be sweet.

Going out into a constellation of pluses, avoiding the drop,
not turning a hair at minuses’ constant tug,

we generate heat — that’s how the galaxies

come closer. (In scientific theory

everything flees in horror from the big bang,

from cosmic frost with its icy fingers.)

Creating heat is more fun than marriage contracting:
no cavities for the rubbish to collect in.

Nor Adam’s legacy — that indisposition:

«You wanted happiness, but you'll get wisdomp».

Translated by Sasha Dugdale
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OdnkTaTtypa nu, gemokpaTus,

XOTb NO Bbl60py, XOTb HACUJIbHO —
pe3ynbTaT BCe PaBHO OTPULIATENbHbIN,
ecnu peyb nget o Poccun.

Ecnum un3Hb CUKOCb-HAKOCh-BbIKYCH,
HabeKpeHb, Ha 6POBsAX, Ha CNycKe,
BCE MOrn6s10 1 UMK 3auMKnunca —
3HAUUT, Tbl — HACTOALUIN PYCCKUN.

3pecb pOHTaH BMECTO yall TepreHus,
HaM NOCeHIO Kario — BblUN.

B Touke B3neTa, NageHbA, KUNeHnsa —
0uM KO304bM, LEeK OblUbW.

* ¥ ¥

Moyemy e Bbl BCe MeHA Bpocunu, nana v Mama,

nouemy Bbl MeHs, Aef 1 6abyLLKa, He 3alnUTrTe,

Al yCTana oT JIXXM, YTO BOKPYT MEHS BbETCA KakK Aama

MYK Ha KaXXaoMm 6any, o HEBUAAHHBIM PaHbLUe NMOKPbITbEM.
Al yctana ot 6011, OT TPYAHOCTEN, NPEOAONEHbA

BCEX MWUHKOB 1 MJIEBKOB B CYTb MHE JAHHOIO cnlaboro nona.
Al BIHOC/IMBE ULLAKa, HO A0 APOXM B KONEHAX

He YMEI CHECTV CTPEN amypa KprBOro yKona.

M onAatb yxoas — oT 06ufbl, C THOALLENCA PaHKOW,
60pMouy, HEe YNpeK, HE MOJIMTBY, a KaK B IETCKOM Caje:

uTO X Bbl GPOCKNN, NaMna n Mama, MEHSA KaK NoApaHKa,

rae X Bbl, 6abyuika, aeq, YTob MeHsA Mo rosIoBKe NornagnTb!



Dictatorship, democracy,

voted in or seized the nation,

the result is still a mockery

where Russia rules the conversation.

If life's all half-arsed, get arsed,
pear-shaped, half baked, gone to pot,
everything lost, the wheel spinning fast —
you are a Russian, like as not.

We've a fountain, not a cup, of patience,
but they've taken back the dregs.

As the point of incidence, boiling, take-off,
you'll find goats'eyes and bulls'necks.

Translated by Sasha Dugdale
* %%

Why have you both left me, Dad. Mum?

Why don't you defend me, Grandad, Nan?

I'm tired of the lies winding around me like the Queen

of Spades at every ball, undercover and invisible until now.

I'm tired of the pain, hardship, overcoming

all the kicks and spits at the heart of my given weaker sex.

I'm more patient than a donkey, but down to knees trembling
I don't know how to bear the jab of Cupid’s bent shaft.

And once more departing from the hurt, with festering wound
I mutter like at nursery, no reproach, nor a prayer:

Why have you dropped me, Mum and Dad, like wounded game,
where are you, Nanny, Grandad, to stroke me on the hair?

Translated by Sasha Dugdale
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TATbAHA BOHY-OCMOJIOBCKAA

abeuepapuin oTyaAaHUA

AParoLeHHbIi OroHb MOTYX
CKPbINCA C rNa3 rofyouHbIN LMpK
aHreNIbCKUn CMeX 1 rpex
rPYCTHbIE FPeKK, rpy6ble ransnbl
rHe3no 6e3yyacTHbIX ralok
yparaH v rorot rarap

exefHeBHbI 06110M
3acTapenbiii OyKeT BanepbsHbI
BEYEPHMI LWEMNOT B KOMIOUMX KyCTax
NPOKNATUE TEeKCTa
TPEBOKHbIN MONET CTPUXKeNn
XecTokoe cyacTbe

B3Max KPenkKunx KpblJibeB
KypJiblkaHbe Haf AECATKOM MOpEe
KPVIBU3HA KOHTMHEHTOB
KacaHve TacKoBbIX PYK
KypVHasA cfienoTa, Kponnyba cnecb
1 KpacoTa KOTOB

NAameHHbIV Moy C 3aXXMypPeHHbIMW rnasamu
BOJILLEOHbIE JIXKMBbIE CHbl
B MUHYTY MEX NTaKON 1 BONKOM
Ha nany6e 6enoro nanHepa
B LLE3JIOHIe NIaCKOBbIX AHEN
NNbIBYLLEro NO NABGUPUHTY NIEHNBbLIX NIelOBbIX Her



TATIANA BONCH-OSMOLOVSKAYA

abecedary of despair

precious blazes are dying
pigeon circus escaped
innocent laugher or cry
Philistines, Cretans, long way away
nests of lethargic snakes under foot
cyclone, and screeches of loons

daily indolence
bunch of dried valerians
nightly whisper in thorny bushes
the curse of text
troubled flight of sea terns
cruel good fortune

the waves of strong wings
over the dozen seas
curvature of the continents
touch of the gentle hands
waving good bye, moon blindness
promising to return

passionate kiss through shut eyes
magical lying dreams
in a moment between husky and wolf
on the deck of sea liner
in a chaise longue of the days
sailing by the labyrinth of the lazy ice bliss
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OCTPOBA Manblx BCTpeYy
OKPY>KEHHble OKeaHOM
MOCTbINOrO OXMAAHUA
Mapko Mono, Konymba
xoTs 6bl Backo aa lama
noA nonyneHHbIM TPerneTom BOJH

NHCTPYKLMA K 06pAagy ncueneHns
yTepsAHa. NaLMeHT CTAaHOBUTCS NTULIOM K XKpeLy
TOT TaHUYET, BbI3blBas
TEMHYI0 NTULLY, TOBENUTENbHULYY JOXKAS
C BOCXOAOM COJTHLa Liefib JOCTUTHYTA
BO3MO>Hbl aBTOPCKIME BapuaLum

30/10Tble pbIObl MNbIBYT B Kacnuickoe mope
3a 3aKpPbITOW 3aC/IOHKOW PXKka CbefaeT »Keneso
nyylle pyUcyi C HaTypbl, 61pPLo3a NbeTcA Ha XONCT
ApO3[bl yKe yneTenu, rpaun ocTaoTca
OT OCEHW [0 BECHbI A3bIK B NOJIbIHbe 6eCcCcMbICNL
CMacuUTENbHOW XKW, Pa3pbiBOB CBA3OK 1 CBA3EN, Thl

onATb pasnunyas Tebs, B3rnag
TAHYLYMIACA 33 CTEKNO, NMOBTOPAIOLMINCA, OTPAXKEHNA 130 HS
B [leHb, A
roBopsLlas Konus
nocnegHAA Kanns
y3HaBas HakoHel|,



islands of small celebrations
surrounded by cold ocean
of dull waiting
of Marco Polo, Columbus
at least Vasco da Gama
by the midday trembling of waves

an instruction to the healing rite is lost. a patient
stands face to face with the blind priest
he capers, calling for
a dark bird, the lady of rain
a goal is achieved with the sunrise
light variations are possible

gold fishes swim through the salted waves
rust eats iron behind the closed valve
azure pours onto the canvas
blackbirds have flown until
the autumn. the language of iced river of nonsense
white lies for the convicts, breakage of bonds

again distinguishing you. a bizarre look
repeating over the glass, summarizing
each day, hazardous poison
vocalized copy
an unmelodious terzetto. a drop of eternal
life. recognized at last

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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Nla6bupuHT B3rnaga

B
X
0]
A
JIYY oTparkaeTca OT NOCKOCTen, NagaeT B 6€3B034YLUHbIV Yron
MPOCTPAHCTBA/O
BpaLlaeTcA NPOTMB YacOBOW CTPESIKY, NOACTaBNAA Apyrue
PAHN
NpPOoCBEeUYNBaOT HACKBO3b, MPOMYCKas Nyy, 3aJep1Bas,
He3aMeTHO YTONLATCA C OfHOrO
KPAA
pa3pacTatoTca B Npu3My, npenapupys nyuy, pasnaras ero no BUANMomy
CMEKTP/Y
roput pagyrow, ot $roneToBoro ¢ 04HOro A0 KPacHOro C Apyroro
KPAA/A
ABVIXKYTCA HaBCTpeuy ApYyr APYry, OTPaXKkaloTCA, paCTBOPAOTCS,
onacHo cbnumxan
TPAHU
3BEHAT cepebpoM, HaMOHAT NeHeM Hemoe
MNMPOCTPAHCTBO
B3/blXaeT, BO3BpaLlasn 3peHuto Toponnunsbin JTIYY

"‘IU‘II‘I‘I—|‘<¥SWI



Gaze/Maze

E

N

T

E

RAY reflects from the planes, falling into an airless corner of

SPACE
rotates counterclockwise, turning the other
FACETS

shine transparently, letting the ray through,
holding it, then thickening imperceptibly at one
EDGE

becomes a prism, breaking the ray, splitting it into visible

SPECTRUM
shines like a rainbow, from violet on one side to red on the other

EDGES
move towards each other, reflecting, dissolving,
drawing dangerously close
FACETS
tinkle, with silvery song filling the silent
SPACE

breathes, returning to sight the hasty RAY

TCco<mmw

Translated by T. Bonch-Osmolovskaya
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HATAJ1IbA KPODTC
MNepennereHne mnpos

...A mexgy Tem BOBCIO peBen npmboi

M BbIHOCKN NECUNHKY 3@ MECUUHKON

Ha nobepexbe. Bo3gyx 6b11 ¢ ropUMHKOM
OT conm oKeaHCKoM — 1 OT TOW,

YT0 BbICTyMNana Ha ropAvelt Koxe

Tam, B KOMHaTe, B Nbiy, y Hac € TOGON. ..

A mexpy TeM BBEPXY, Ha MOTOJSIKe,

[Ba cywiecTtBa cnnenncb B KpOBaBOﬁ npame:

MeTanacb Myxa B KDOXOTHOM CUSIKE;
HeTtepnenneo noBoga Horamu,

MayK »kpan y>KuH B TEMHOM YroJike

N K XnpHon myxe nogxogun Kpyramu. ..

A mexgy Tem B pomaHax, Ha cTtone,
Koro-To pe3Bo goroHan ®aHOaopuH,

C cocepgom BHOBb VIBaH VBaHbIu B3gopun,
W paen, Kak KpoBb, FpaHaTOBbIN bpacnerT...

A mexay TeM M3BeYHas peKka

Tekna CKBO3b HallV COMKHYTbIE PYKM,
Yepes no60Bb U CMepTb, MOFOHU, MYKM,
CKBO3b OKeaH, WyMeBLUNIA 30eCb BEKA, —
W nayTuHKm 6neck y notosnka.

A mexpgy Tem. ..



NATALIA CROFTS

The intertwining worlds

...And in the meantime, the surf was roaring
And bringing out one grain of sand after another
Upon the shore. The air was bitter

With the ocean salt — and from the salt

On our hot skin,

In that room, in the heat of passion.

And in the meantime, up above, on the ceiling
Two creatures were intertwined in a violent drama:
A fly was struggling in the tiny net;

Impatiently twitching his feet,

A spider was awaiting his dinner in a dark corner
And approaching the fly in circles...

And in the meantime, in the novels upon the table
A sprightly detective was chasing his mark,

Two neighbours were quarrelling again,

And the garnet bracelet glowed red, like blood...

And in the meantime, the eternal river

Was flowing through our intertwined arms,

Through love and death, through chases and anguishes,
Through the ocean, that roared here for centuries —

And through the shimmering of the cobweb near the ceiling...

And in the meantime...

Translated by N. Crofts
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Axenckue 3aTuxnm rosaoca.

A Mbl BCE Te e Mo CBOEW OCHOBE,
W cHoBa nop nyHoto — nihil novi:
AnTteka. Houb — 1 cBeTa nonoca.

M 6ypeT cnoTbikaTbCA NOYTaNbOH —
CnocobcTtya o6maHy 1 o6meRy,

W cHoBa yBeayT TBOIO Eneny.

He 3a mopa — B Apyron MMKpPOpPamnoH.

M Tak ke Becenut Magam Knuko,
W ocb TpACyT neprogbl MCXOO0B.
MeHs0TCs Mmogeny Napoxonos.,
A go takn Tak ke ganeko.

M TaK ke mbl 6pefém no nNycTbipam,
Ocnenwue — po ogypu — lomepol,
Bcé Te e Tembl, pudmbl 1 pazmepbl
[OHAA NO HEBEAOMbIM MOPAM. ..

Bcé TaK ke mMbl 6pefém no nNycTblipAMm.



*¥%

Achaean voices have fallen silent.

And yet we are still the same, in our core,

And again, there’s nothing new under the sun:
The chemist’s, the night, a streak of light... '

And the postman will be stumbling —

Enabling deception and exchange,

And again, some blighter will nick your Helen ?,
Not to a faraway land — just to another suburb.

«Madame Clicquot» can still cheer you up 3,

And the recurring times of exodus are shaking the earth.
The models of ships are changing —

But Ithaca is still as far away as it used to be*.

And we, insanely blind Homers,

Are still stumbling around the wastelands —
Chasing the same themes, rhymes and rhythms
Around the unknown seas...

And we are still stumbling in the wastelands

Translated by N. Crofts & A.Evans

' And you may die but then, returning,
You'll see again the same old night,

The icy canal waters running,

The street, the chemist's, the streetlight.
(Alexander Blok, 1912).

2 «Greeks have nicked Helen»
(Osip Mandelstam, 1931).

3«Eugene Oneginx, Pushkin: the entire verse XLV of chapter 4 is
dedicated to champagne (1833).

* «But the sails will not rush us to Ithaca —
In our age, to Ithaca you are conducted as a prisoner»
(Alexander Galich, 1969)
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XepCOHCKMIn noMmeLnK

Tbl, Kak CPUHKC, BO3JIe KYXOHHOW fiBEPY
Habniogaellb, XUTEP, HE PEYNCT:

MnaTbe B pybuuK, Aa CynuunK, Aa pAabumK...

Tbl 3meCb — KpaBuunm, 1 TOBUYUIA, N CTPAMYNNA,
W noBKauy, 1 Ha nany He YnCT.

A xo3a1Ka TanaHTamm bneuuer,

M Tak BKyCHO TpeneLieTca newmx. . .
Tol BCerpa otobepatb roTos,
nyTOBaTbIN XePCOHCKUIN MOMELLMK —
MpensoauTenb ABOPOBbLIX KOTOB.



The Kherson nobleman

Like a sphinx by the kitchen door

You are watching, cunning and silent:Table cloth, boiling broth,
flying moths...

Here you are, a yeoman, a foreman, a doorman,

And a con man, nimble-pawed and light-clawed.

The mistress of the kitchen is dazzling with her talents
And the fish is flapping so temptingly...

You are always ready to have a snack,

The trickster Kherson nobleman —

The chief of the street cats.

Translated by N. Crofts
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HOPA KPYK
CemeiiHoOe fepeBoO

Haomu 3aHATa nonckamu KopHei.
MNMouemy cenuvac? OHa roBopuT:

Bce nsmenunocb. B Hosow Poccum
He BCe NyTW BefyT K OpaTcKum
MOrunam.

OHa nuweT Nnnucbma —

HMKOro He HaxoauT Ha YKpanHe —
nponanu Bce.

B benopyccmm — HuKoro.

A notom, nocne foNrnx NONCKOB,
BecTouKa u3 YenabuHcka:

AHHa Bepgposa.

AHAa? lMoTepaHHaA Ky3nHa?

Haomu o6bAacHAeT — 3To pagu geTein:
A TaK U He paccnpocunia Mamy,

a nana 6b11 CKPbITHBIM. .. OH Belb
nopBasn Co CBOEN CeEMbeN,

Korga »KeHusca Ha Mame.

Ho nouemy?

JeTtn nonHbl niobonbiTcTBa —

Jen — nonbcKni WnAxTnY,

babyLika 13 KnaHa paBBUHOB.
Haomu nuweT n Bo3poxgaeT rofpi.
MamATb BCMbIBaeT, Kak CHer Tornonen,
KaK NapaLlioTbl-3épHa OrPOMHbIX BA3OB. ..
AHA, NTOMHMLLb NX BKYC?

[aun 3a Hawen peKkon..., Hawwa
nobmmasn 30TOBCKasA 3anMKa...
CkonbKo Hac Torga 6b110!

OTubl NpresxKanu U3 ropoaa,
Harpy»eHHble pyKTamu. ..
MOMHULWb KynanbH0 AnA KeHLWWH?
Manbuunwikm HelpaAny nog 6peBHamu,
rpy3Hble MamMbl BM3Kanu... Mbl 6611
XYAbIWKN. [OMHWLWb, OfHaXAbl



NORA KROUK
Family Tree

Naomi is searching for roots.
Why now?

Things changes, she says.

In this new Russia, leads should not
all end in mass grave.

She writes her letters:

finds nobody in the Ukraine —
all gone.

In Belorussia— none.

Then, after much research,

a lead Cheliabinsk:

Anna Vedrova.

Anya? Her lost cousin?

It's for the kids, she says.

Never asked Mama myself,

Papa was secretive...

gave up his family when he married.
Why?

Children are curious:

Grandpa a Polish squire.

Grandma from a rabbinical clan.

Naomi writes and years surface:
memories float like the poplars' snow,
cluster like the green parachutes

of the elm seeds... Anya, remember
the taste? Dachas across theriver...
Our families rented in Zotovskaya
Zaimka. Cosh, there were many of us
then... Fathers arrived from the city
laden with fruit. Remember the

Bath House for women? Boys diving
under the pillars, large mothers
squealing and scrawny girls...
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CyHrapwu pasnunacb?
Jlogkn Hac pa3so3unau no ropoay!
MNoTom 6bina anngemunsa, 1 Hac 3acTykanu
BO BpeMs X0onepbl C YePHbIMM OT BULLIHMW Fy6amu. ..
Kak Tbl k1BeLwb, AHA?
Kakas 6bina y Teba xn3Hb?
Korga ymep TBOI Nana?
[oe oH poaunca?
Al cocTaBnAw cemenHoe
apeso. C Kem 13 pofHbIX
y TebA coxpaHmnnacb cBA3b?
[oe oHn XunByT?
AHWH oTBeT nogkocun Haomu.
No3e OHa MHe ero nokasana.
«[Joporaa Haomu, TBOE NUCbMO
6b110 yaapom rpoma. 1 MOMHIO BCE,
Jax<e TBOW ronoc. Teoa Mama nekna
3amMeuvatenbHbIN WTpyAenb. Te rogbl,
Haomu, 6binm cyactnmeenwnmm
B MOEW XU3HW. A MOMHIO BCE...
DTO NUCbMO Tbl JOMKHa 06a4yMaTb.
fl oBaoBena n *nBy C fLOYKON.
OHa xopoluasa AeBoyka, Ho
HacTpoeHa NPOTNB eBPEeEB.
MNoHumaelb, Nocie NannMHOro apecrta
Mama nomMeHsna Hawy damunumto, Yytob
He noTepATb paboTy. Mbl BblgaBanm
ce6s 3a pyccknx 1 Tenepb Jaxe
[0UKa MeHA He Nofo3peBaeT...
Hom, s Te6a paccTpanBsato,
A 3Hal0 3TO, CECTPEHKa, HO eCnu Tbl
BCe e 3axoyellb NepenuncbiBaTbCsa,
NMLWK ToNbKo Ha «[lo BocTpeboBaHMA.
CemenHoe fepeBo?
Mbl Xrnv Bcé gepeso
Ha oTonJsieHue.
DTO CNacno Ham XN3Hb.

MNepesopg H. Kpyk



Remember the summer Soungary flooded?
Boats navigated the city centre...

A cholera epidemic and we were caught,
black mouthed, eating wild cherries...
How are you, Anya? What was your life?
When did your Father die? Where was

he born? I'm trying to trace the family

tree. Are you in touch with any of our
family? Where do they live?

Anya's reply kept Naomi shut in for days,
But in the end she showed me the letter:
'‘Dear Naomi, your letter was like

a bolt from heaven. Yes, | remember
alot... Even your voice. Your Mama
baked a wonderful strudel... Those
years in Harbin were the happiest days
of my life.

Naomi, read this carefully.

I an a widow now and live with my
daughter. She is a good girl,

though prejudiced against Jews.

See, after Papa's arrest, Mamochka
changed our name. She'd never keep
her job if they knew. We passed

as Russian and now even my daughter
does not suspect me. Nom, I'm
upsetting you. | know, sister.

But, if you still want to correspond,
write only to Poste Restante.

PS A family tree?
We burnt all timber
for heating. It
saved our lives.
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Cymepku

OTpAxHyna npoweawmnin AeHb
Eny uepes Kapnotty — uygo!
B mKuKapaHgbl BNMBAETCA CMHb Heba
Po3oBble flepeBbaA cTeperyT pajoCTHble AOMa
Jom KoY MOBEPHYT
1 CBET BKJIOUEH
NPOXOXKY Yepe3 KOMHaTbI
Crapbin cap cag uBeTeT
HO B KOMHaTax nycto
Y10 NOKMHYnNo nx?
YbA Xn3Hb? PacnyckaeTca BAHeT
1 nycToTa
Cnesbl nbloTCA
He Xouy uTOObI Tak 6b110
HO OpPKeCTp HeBUAVMKa
UMKag cKpunaven
3anosHAET NPOCTPAHCTBO
PafoCTbIO XU3HN.
MNpuxoawn! PactBopAaiica B 3ByyaHnn gHen
MKusu!

MNepesop H. Kpyk

*¥%

B mounx ctmxax

BECb CMbICJ1 KaK Ha JlafjoHN
XOTA NagoHb MoA

NnoJsiHa CEKPETOB

BCE 3TU NNHUN

cnepbl aroHU

1 OXKUAAHUN

[POKOBbIX OTBETOB.

MNepesopg H. Kpyk



Nora Krouk. The Dusk

Shedding my day

driving through miracle of Carlotta street

its Jacarandas bluing

straight from the sky

and the pink trees

guarding the entries of happy homes.

Home turning the key
switching on lights
walking through rooms

Garden the garden blooms
but the rooms are empty
Did something flee?
Life? It unfolds folds
leaves a void...

| want to weep
over it wrongless

But the invisible band

of cicada fiddlers fills the airs

with proclamation of joy —

Come! Melt into the sound

Live!

*%%

my poems’ meaning
reads like open palms
although my palms
conceal an old disaster:
these secret lines

are chiseled by distress
and agonizing wait

for fatal answer.
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ENEHA MUXAWIUK

* ¥ ¥

Korga cTapbiil npusTenb BIOMUNCA K J1a3apto
M BbiTawmn obpaTHO Ha CBeT,

3TO He KpUTUKa YNCTOTO Pasyma,

He c6oi1 B ABUMEHbE MaHeT,

He npepBecTbe nocnegyowmx nameHTaummn
W oBauuii Ha TbicAYM neT —

MPOCTO OH NpULLESN NOBMAATLCH,

A x03A1Ha OMa HET.

W 310 gocTaTouHbIn NOBOA ANA Yyaa,
[nAa ckangana, onAa pBaHOro NosoTHa —
CnpoTnusas ryHAHaA Nocyaa,
N36bITOK HEBBIMMUTOrO BMHA.

MNopagokK Bellen rynaeT CHapyXu

oT VMlepycanuma g0 caMom NyHbl,

A B gome Mapda rotoBuT Y>K1H,
loTomy uTO BCE ronoAHbI.

A TO, UTO MOTOM FOBOPUAN MUCTUKI

O npepreyvax, CMMBOAX 1 C/IOBaX —
MNpeamet nsyyeHnsa MegneBnUCTUKM,
pa3pyxa, LapsALasa B rosioBax.

He nmeloTt uenn v Ha3HavyeHbA

O6naka, cupeHb, NepecTyk MUHYT —

M Te, KTO NPMBbIYHO NOABEPKEH T/IEHbIO,
MHOrAa BCTAlT U NAYT.



ELENA MIKHAILIK

* ¥ %

When an old mate broke into Lazarus’ place
And dragged him back out into the light,
That was not the Critique of Pure Reason,
Not a glitch in the movement of the stars,
Not a portent of future lamentations

and ovations for millennia to come —

he just dropped in for a chat and found out
that the host was no longer home.

And that was reason enough for a miracle,
For a scandal, for linen sheets being torn —
Lonely clay crockery,

An oversupply of undrunk wine.

The order of things went for a walk outside,
From Jerusalem to the very moon,

And at home Martha is making supper
Because everyone wants to eat.

And all the things that mystics said later

About forerunners, symbols and words —

Are just subjects for medievalist studies,

And a mess and ruin within people’s heads.

There’s no purpose, no destiny, no destination

In the clouds, in lilac blooms, in the clip-clop of time,
And those who are customarily subject to decay
Now and then rise and go.

Translated by E. Mikhailik
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AnekcaHgp AHgpeny, ToBapuLy Yaukmnm,
HeuyBscTBUTENBHO NONan B Nepennér.

o ero KBapTMpe — NycTom, XONOCTALKON —
bpoaut nepenyraHHbIn KoT,

[NoBTOpPAET XO3AMNCKYI0 TPAaeKTOPUIO,

BAano npenupaeTca ¢ OKpecTHOM 31umon,

Ho n3 Tex, KTo paHbLue Bbillen B UCTOPUIO,
Hwv oanH He BepHynca 4OMOW.

AnekcaHap AHApeny cngnT B TENYLLKE,
Moe3n naét s Yoy.

MpraopoXHble ENOYHbIE UTPYLLKN
JoropatoT B cbinHOM TUdy.

[ynemé&t Hap 03epoM rMOTKY PBET,

M TOT, KTO OTBETCTBEHEH 3a Nnen3ax,

Y>e He NOMHMUT, KTO 3[1eCb KNBET

N KTO KOMY nepcoHa.

AnekcaHap AHApPeNY roBOPUT OGHOCOXKHO
I no KapTam BbIVICKMBAET TULLIVIHY,

Bbluncnssa py6ex, Ha KOTOPOM BO3MOXKHO
3aKpenuTbCs Y OCTAHOBUTb BOJTHY.

OH Mmor 6bl, HABEPHOE, MHOE 3HAUUTD,
MoAYMHUTBLCS rOPAYEYHbIM HOYHbBIM FOJTOCaM.
Ho aBTOp y6uT, a ropof 3axBayeH, —

/N oH Tenepb BbIGUpPAET cam.



Aleksandr Andreevich, comrade Chatsky,
Imperceptively got himself into a bind.

There’s a frightened cat wandering around

His empty bachelor rooms.

He tries to retrace his master’s trajectory

And listlessly argues with the winter outside,

But of those who had gone out into history before
Not a single one made it home.

Aleksandr Andreevich is sitting in a heated freight car,
The train is going to Ufa.

The roadside Christmas-tree decorations

Are burning with typhus fever.

A machine-gun is barking across the lake

And he, who is responsible for this scape,

No longer remembers who lives here

And who is a character of whose.

Aleksandr Andreevich speaks in single syllables
And peruses the map for some silence to be found,
Trying to see a baseline where it will be possible
To dig in and stop the incoming wave.

He could have been something else entirely,
Surrendering to the nightly feverish voices,

But his author is dead and his city is taken,

And now it’s him who is making the choice.

Translated by E. Mikhailik

87



88

CupgHen Honan

Mo pbiken n GroneToBOM MapCMaHCKON TpaBe
CKaueT MeCTHbIV rpabuTenb C AWNKOM Ha rosiose,
W cnegut 3a ero ABUXeHNEM rosiloBOM Ha BOCTOK
HenosuTtasa nTuua, npoynLlaoLlaa BOGOCTOK.

3a yrfiom nnockoro goma 6apaluek nyHy XyerT,
CeHo, conoma, CTBOPOXKEHHbIN HebocBoa

Ha kpato pabouero npuropoga, 3acyxu Ha Kpato,
YTto BUXKY — O TOM MOI0.

Yunnc n bépk, amanb, CHapsaXeHue, BbIXOLHOWN,
MpurBOK3anbHbI BePOIIOA, Bble3AHOWN CIOXKET.

lfopop MenbbypH OCTanca y HUX 3a CNHOMN,

Ha kapTuHe, TaM, rage NpoCTpaHCTBaA HET.

A Bnepeau pacTeHbA CTPaHHbI, Cyxre pycna QJINHHbI,

N mexpy pébep cBeTUT naHawadT BMecTuBLLEN TeGA CTPaHbI.
MTrua HaxognUT MEn 1 Ha 3eMNt0 NbET —

Y10 BUAWUT, O TOM MOET.

MKENTbIN feHb, »kapa, Npubosa Cyxon packar,
He B necke, HO B Hebe pblibauby JIOAKN BUCAT,
W Turp, n EBdpat nexxart nog ogHoOM NAMTon,
A Hag 3ToW rpagown, nepeg KoCom YepTon

Te, KTO NOKa beccmepTeH, NANSATCA B annapar,
Mpa3gHnYHbIN BO3AYX NbIOT —

To BMAAT, 0 YEM MOIOT.



Sydney Nolan

Across the red and violet Martian grass

a local robber is riding with a box on his head,

And his passage is watched — its head looking east —
By a businesslike bird cleaning up the drain.

Behind the corner of a flat house

A lamb is chewing a moon.

There’s hay, there’s straw and a clotted cream firmament
On the edge of a working-class suburb,

On the edge of a draught —

What | see is what | sing about.

Wills and Burke, an enamel, lots of gear, a holiday,
A station-house camel, an open-air piece.

The city of Melbourne remains behind,

On a painting, where there’s no space left.

Out there, way ahead, the vegetation is strange
And dry riverbeds stretch away,

And between the ribs one could see the terrain
Of the country that took one in.

A bird finds honey and spills it on the ground —
What it sees is what it sings about.

A yellow-hot day, a dry roll of the surf.

It is not in the sand but in the sky that fishing hulls hang,
the Tiger and Euphrates lie under a single slab

and over that ridge, behind a slanted line

they, who are yet immortal, gawk at a camera,

drink the holiday air —

and see what's been sung about.

Translated by E. Mikhailik
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