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AHHOTaAIUSA

SIna Kane ponunace u Beipocna B JleHunrpaje. OHa Havyajia nucaTh
CTHXH B JIETCTBE, ObUTa OJHUM M3 PaHHUX YYaCTHHKOB MO3THYECKOH
cryaun BsuecnaBa JleiiknHa mpu rasere «JleHmHCckue Vckpbi».
Iogpoctkom Kane smurpupoBana B CIIA. OHa nonyuyuia cTeneHb
OakanaBpa 1o wuH(popMaruke B IIpMHCTOHCKOM YHHBEpPCHTETE,
3aTeM CTereHb JAOKTopa (wiiocodur B 0ONACTH CTATUCTHKH B
Kopuenickom ynuBepcutere. Paboraer craructukom. E€ cruxw,
MpO3a ¥ 3CCe HEOJHOKPATHO MeYaTINCh B PYCCKMX, AMEPUKAHCKUX U
3araIHOeBPOIeHCcKHX n3aaHusx. B kanre «3umopomnok / Kingfisher»
Ha paBHBIX NPaBaX COCYLIECTBYIOT AHIJIOSI3BIYHBIE, PYCCKOSI3bIYHBIE U
IBYs3bIYHBIE TEKCTHL. KHMIa 3T cocTosuiack o nHULMaTuBe JmMutpus
BrikoBa. OH Tak OTO3BAJICS O IMTEPATyPHOI cyabOe e€ aBTopa: «ITo
JBOMHOE CYIIECTBOBaHHUE («Ha MOpOre Kak Obl ABOMHOTO OBITHS», KaK
mucan TioTueB, BEpOATHO, CaMblil ONTM3KUI el TI03T) — MEePBBIA TaKON
clly4ai B luTeparype. bonpIlMHCTBO OUIMHIBOB, IEPEXOAS HA IPyroi
SI3BIK, OCTaloTCs cO00H. KaHe mo-aHmIMIACKK — 3TO Apyrast JIMIHOCTb



C JIpyroil maMsrteio. ... M 3T0 mepBbIil ciyvail, Koraa s He KaJlelo
0 TOM, YTO TAJIAHTJIMBBIA MO3T yexan u3 Poccun. COOCTBEHHO, OH
SMUTPUPOBAJ B JIUTEpATypy, a ITO Jyulllee, YTO MOXKHO CHeNaTh C
co00I».
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IIpeaucaoBue

fna Kane Hauana nucars cruxu euie B Poccun, nocemana B
[MerepOypre JINTO Bsiuecnasa Jlelikuna, HO MOTOM, B BO3pacTe
16 ner, nepeexasna B IlltaTel 1 npaBuibHO caenana. He moro-
My, 4to B llITarax yrydnie, a moTomy, 4TO TPaJAULIMS €€ 033U —
aMepuKaHcKasi, MeTadusnuecKas, 1 Bepauop y Hee OpraHuyeH,
XOTs U pU(PMOBAHHBIM CTUXOM, KaK Bbl YBUJUTE, OHA BIIAJICET
BrHosiHe. Pycckast moasus otsroreHa ObITOM U COIMATbHOCTBIO,
a fIna Kane npeanounTaer BCEro 3Toro He BUAETh UM 10 Kpaw-
Hell Mepe Ha 3TOM He (pukcupoBarbcs. Ee uHTepecyer ToHKas
rpaHb MEX1y CHOM M OOIPCTBOBAHUEM, MEXKIY arHOCTUIIM3MOM
(He Ge3BeprieM KOHEYHO) W BEpOM, MEKIy CTUXaMH IO-PyCCKH
Y CTUXaMH TO-aHIJIMICKU (OHU MUIIYTCS SIBHO OIHUM U TEM ke
YeJIOBEKOM, HO B JIBYX Pa3jMuHbIX cocTosAHusAX). Kak copmy-
JIMPOBaJIa OHA caMa — IIEPEBOKY MPO30M U B CTPOUKY, — «Ha 3ToM
sI3bIKe 51 Oece1yio, Cropio, (PIUPTYIO C MyKeM, yqy WX pa3Bie-
Kalo JJ04b, OOIIAI0Ch C IOIPYraMu U3 KOJUIEAKa, OTYMTHIBAIOCH HA
KOH(pepeHIMAX, TOKJIAABIBAIO 1Iedy, 310pOBAIOCh C COCEISAMHU.
A Ha TOM s3BIKE — A NPUCITYIIMBAIOCH K IENIOTY IIPU3PAKOB, UX
HECIeNTHON Oecejie, CKOMb3SAIIIeH CBOel HeM3MEHHON OpOUTOM».

9TO, KOHEYHO, HECKOJIBKO MPUHUKAET aHTIIMUCKUM: «CBOU-
CTBEHHBIE AHIJIMMCKOMY TOHKHE HEIOrOBOPEHHOCTH, 033U
MBICJIM, MTHOBEHHAsl NEPEKJIMYKa MEXIy OTBJICYEHHEWUIINMU
MOHATUAMM, POEHUE OIHOCJIOKHBIX SMUTETOB, BCE ITO, a TAKKE



BCE, OTHOCSIIEECs K TeXHUKE, MOJaM, CIIOPTY, €CTECTBEHHBIM
HayKaM U MPOTUBOECTECTBEHHBIM CTPACTSM — CTAHOBUTCS TIO-
pyccku TonopabiM» (HabokoB). Ho nist SInet Kane nmenno pyc-
CKHUM — A3bIK OTBJIEYEHHOCTEM, TAaMSITH, TEMHBIX MUHTYULIUH O Bo-
re. Ee aHrmmiickye CTMXY HanMCaHbl )KEHIIIMHON YMHOM Y TTPOHU-
LATEJIbHOM, PYCCKHE — KEHIIMHON YyTKOW Y MOHUMAIOILIEN MHO-
0 OOJIbIIIE, YeM OHA XOUET BHIPA3UTh MO-AHTJTMICKU.

DTO JBOWHOE CYIIECTBOBaHME («HA MOpOre Kak Obl JBOMHO-
ro ObITHS», Kak Tucai TioTueB, BEpPOSTHO, CaMblid OJTM3KUN el
TI03T) — MEPBBII TAKOW CITydail B uteparype. bonbmmHcTBO 61-
JIMHT'BOB, TEPEX0/is Ha IPYTOM SA3bIK, OCTaloTCs coOoit. Kane mo-
AHIVIMMCKYU — 3TO JApyrasi JMYHOCTh C pyroi namsateio. Ho Bce
9TO HANMCAHO HA PYCCKOM XOJICTE, Ha KOTOPOM — PyCCKasi [0YBa,
I7IMHA (Ha3BaHUE BECbMa BaXHOE U OTKPOBEHHOE), PYCCKOE MOJI-
CO3HAHUE U pycckue aoraaku o bore. IMeHHO pennrno3HoOCTh
Kane — HMUyTh He LIepKOBHasI, TeM OoJiee He CeKTAaHTCKasl, — BIH-
chIBaeT ee B Tpamuimio TiotyeBa, TapkoBCKoro, 3a00JI0IKOrO;
MMEHHO 3TOT KPYI' aBTOPOB — HA3BAaHHBIX WJIM HE HA3BAHHBIX B
snurpadax, — Orpeaesser ee Mo3TUKY U TEMBI.

[1o33us He HykJaeTcsl B IPEANUCIIOBUSIX, ONPABJAHUAX U T10-
sicHeHusix. KaHe — CJIOKMBIIMICS TOST, CYMEBILIUI U3 CBOEH
JpaMbl C/IeJIaTh JIUPUYECKYI0 TEMY M MPEBpaTUTh ITY JIpamy B
(bakt uTEpaTyphl. A TOCKOJIBKY TAaKUM JBOWHBIM OBITHEM OTsI-
TOIIEHBl YK€ THICSYM HAlIMX COOTEYEeCTBEHHUKOB, — OBIBIIHUX,
WIA BEPHYBILUXCS, UM KUBYIIUX Ha JABE CTPaHbl, — 9Ta KHUTA
OyzieT BocTpeOOBaHa, MPOYUTAHA M MHOTHIM OOJIETYUT AYIIY.



W 310 nepBblil ciiyyai, Korja s He %aJielo O TOM, YTO TaJlaHT-
JWBBINA TIOST yexal u3 Poccrn. CoOCTBEHHO, OH SMHUTPUPOBAIT B
JIUTEpaTypy, a 3TO Jydlllee, YTO MOKHO C/IeaTh C COOOM.

Hmumpuii boixoe



Introduction

Yana Kane began to write poetry while still living in Russia.
She was a student in Vyacheslav Leikin's poetry workshop in
St. Petersburg. At the age of 16, she relocated to the United
States, which was the right thing to do. Not because it is better
in the States, but because the tradition of her poetry is American
— it is metaphysical, and free verse comes naturally to her;
although, as you will see, she has a mastery of rhymed verse.
Russian poetry is burdened by the struggles of everyday life
and by societal concerns. Kane prefers not to see all of this,
or at least not to fixate upon it. She is interested in the subtle
border between dreaming and lucidity, between agnosticism (not
unbelief, of course) and faith, between poetry in Russian and
poetry in English. Her poems in the two languages are clearly
written by the same individual, though in two different states of
mind. As she herself formulated:

In this language,

I converse, argue, and flirt with my husband,
Teach and amuse my daughter,

Stay in touch with friends from college,
Confer with my colleagues,

Report to the boss,

Say hello to the neighbors.



In that language,

I listen to the voices of ghosts.
Their unhurried conversation
Glides along its immutable orbit.

This, of course, underrates English somewhat. Nabokov
wrote: “...the subtle understatements so peculiar to English, the
poetry of thought, the instantaneous resonance between the most
abstract concepts, the swarming of monosyllabic epithets — all
this, and also all that is related to technology, fashion, sports, the
natural sciences, and the unnatural passions — in Russian become
clumsy (rough-hewn)”. But for Yana Kane, it is Russian that
is the language of abstractions, of memory, of dark intuitions
about God. Her English poems were written by an intelligent and
insightful woman; the Russian ones were written by a woman
who is attuned to a lot more than she wishes to reveal in English.

This double existence (“as though at the verge of double
being,” to quote Tyutchev, whose poetry probably is closest to
hers) is the first such case in literature. Most bilingual writers
remain themselves when moving to another language. Kane in
English is a different person with a different memory. Yet all
of this is painted on a Russian canvas; grows from Russian soil,
from clay (a word that occurs repeatedly in her poetry, which
is important and revealing); from the Russian subconscious and
Russian intimations of God. It is Kane’s religious sensibility —



not at all church-based, and even more definitely not sectarian —
that places her poetry into the tradition of Tyutchev, Tarkovsky,
Zabolotskys; it is this circle of authors that determines its poetics
and themes.

Poetry needs no introduction, justification or explanation.
Kane is a mature poet who has found a way to draw a lyrical
theme out of her drama and to transmute this drama into literary
fact. Since by now thousands of our compatriots — former,
returned, or living in two countries — are burdened with such a
double being, this book will be in demand, it will be read, and
it will lighten many a soul.

This is the first case in which I do not regret that a talented
poet left Russia. She emigrated into literature. And that is the
best thing you can choose to do with yourself.

Dmitry Bykov



3umopoaok / Kingfisher

3umopoook

3umopoook sncueém 6 mpéx cmuxusix. I ne3oo —Hopa 6 3emae.
Iponumarue nmuya 0odvisaem noOBOOHOL OXOMOU. A cmpar-
Ccmeust — 3mo noAém.

Ana Kane — uenosex, ooumarowguti 6 mpéx cmuxusx. Ona 0o-
pena aumepamypHblii 2010¢ HA AHZAUTICKOM S3blKe, HO He Ympa-
MUNA PYCCKULL I3bIK, He 000PBANA C8513b CO CBOUM HACMABHUKOM,
Jletikunvim, ¢ Kpyeom oOueHUs, 8 KOMopwlil gowna 6aa200apsi
yuacmuro 8 e2o cmyouu. 1o npogpeccuu Karne —cmamucmuk. Ona
Max 0003HAUUNA CB513b MEHCOY C80€ll NPOPECCUOHANLHOL U NU-
mepamypHoti desimenvHocmvio: «[1033us u cmamucmuka — 3mo
06a pa3Hvlx S3bIKA, HA KOMOPLIX 51 2080PHO O MOM, YUMo CMPYK-
mypa u HeonpeoeNéHHOCHb 8 PAGHOLL CHeNeHU NPUCYUU HAuemy
CYULECMBOBAHUIO.

Kingfisher

A kingfisher lives in three different elements: it builds its nest
by digging a tunnel in the earth, travels by flying, feeds by diving
and swimming to catch fish.

Yana Kane inhabits three domains: Russian poetry, English
poetry, and statistics. She grew up in the Soviet Union and began
to compose poetry as a child. She came to the US as a refugee
at the age of 16. Her poems and translations in Russian and



English appear in anthologies and magazines in the US, Russia,
and Western Europe. She holds a bachelor’s degree in engineering
from Princeton University and a Ph. D. in Statistics from Cornell
University. She works as a statistician. For Kane, poetry and
statistics reflect both the structure and the uncertainty of our

existence.
THocesuuaro ¢ 110606v10 moeli cemve: Ade u 3urosuro
(/Kene) Kane, Bprocy Icpuzy u Apueau

U ¢ 6naz00apHOCmbio — MouM yuumensim: Bsuecaasy
Jletikuny, Cmenne Bepbuukoti, Ilpogpeccopy nnen
Yancec, Kpeiiey Keanep, Macmepy Yewe Xcuawe IO,
Cencero I'pezy O’Konnop, Pobepmy Dpuomany

U YAEHAM BAJCHBIX 0Nl MEHs  COooOujecma:
Munabyprckozo kayba, Beth Hatikvah synagogue, the
Aikido Centers of New Jersey, Madison Studio Yoga, the
Arts by the People program.

4 npusHatenbHa bpiocy Dcpury, KOTOpbI MIOMOI MHE OTpe-
JAKTAPOBAaTh AHIVIOA3BIYHBIE TEKCTHI, IPOSIBUB IIPU 3TOM CBOM-
CTBEHHBIE €My BIYMYHUBOCTb, OCTPOyMHE, JIIOOOBb K CJIOBY (a
TaKK€ MPUCTPACTHE K TOUKE C 3aIATON).

Hckpenne Onaropapio Pamens Munesud, 9aa [ToOy:xaHckoro
u Anekcangpa (Camry) KazakoBa 3a nosie3Hble COBETHI U 1IEHHBIE
3aMEYaHHUs.

A pana, yutro Anacracusa Ilenepa crasa MOMM NAapTHEPOM
B JIMTEpaTypHOW WIpe, KOTOpyl0 Mbl Ha3BaM «CTpaHHUKH B



CTpaHHOM Mupe». YacTb 3TOM urpsl Bomuia B ukia The Age of
discovery.
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Metamorphosis
English language poems

Metamorphosis

What I used to think of
As myself

Turned out to be

A chrysalis.

Now it has split open.

An old woman is slowly emerging.
She will wait patiently

For her crumpled rags to unfurl,

For the sun to harden them
Into wings.



Ripening

My little daughter wakes in tears:
She fancies that her bed is drawn
into a dimness which appears
to be the deep of all her fears

but which, in point of fact, is dawn.
Vladimir Nabokov

Not life or death,
Creation or its fall,

Not good or evil,

But the whole, the all —

This fruit of knowledge
Is still dim, still green.
The ripening of dawn
Remains unseen.

The soul does not yet trust
The sense of sight,

Still hides in terror

From the kindling light.

It’s here, though each glimpse of it is brief,
It’s here, the lambent glow of joy and grief.



The Age of discovery

1. Indra’s net

Am I reflections of the world or the mirrors reflecting
it?
Anastasya Shepherd

One story of this world
Begins with “Let there be light”.

I do not think that punctuation

Had been invented

When these words were first recorded.
But judging from what follows,

An exclamation mark

Should cap that sentence.

But what about Indra’s net?

What are the words

That first emitted and still carry

The light that knits it into one great whole?
What punctuation should we use?

A question mark seems most fitting.



You and I, like everybody else,

Are both:

Jewels linked into a net

And reflections bouncing within a hall of mirrors.

But let us not get trapped.

We have the power to play it
Like a game, a dance,
A laugh-inducing tickle.

2. Voyagers

A cnucox kopabdneii npouén 0o cepedurvl
Ocun Madeavumam

... The list Of soaring ships I've read up to the middle.
Osip Mandelstam (translated by Alex Sitnitsky)

Wake up! Wake up!

There is a porthole, a port, a portal,
A momentary gap

Right here,

Where the past

Meets with the future.

A dawn breeze is rising.



You can glimpse the swaying masts,
The white sails being hoisted.

You can hear the seagulls laughing,
The lines groaning, singing,

Taut with force

Ready to propel the ship.

Let us arise and cross the threshold,
Let us run

To where the land and the water
Meet.

It is for us to name the vessel,
To unfurl the flag,

To set course

Across an uncharted sea.

3. Exploration

It's a strange world,

made of echoing emptiness

pulling itself together...
Anastasya Shepherd

To blossom into being
A new world needs travelers.



Now we are here,

Calling out to each other:

“Look!”, “Did you hear that?”,
“This feels just like...”

“Watch out!”, “Where does this...”,
“Well done!” “What if?”

Now we are here,
Exploring with all our senses:
Humor, awe, dread, irony, appreciation, wonder.

When we gaze up
Celestial bodies

Flare into existence,
Dance with each other.

Flocks wing across the sky,

Swarms billow over bogs,

The air comes alive

With singing, buzzing, courting, hunting, pollinating.

Each step we take tells us

What is underneath our feet:
Grass, ice, rock,

A swaying bridge above the mist
That rises from the chasm



To cling to our ankles.

I do not know how far

We are destined to travel.

But I trust this world

To keep unfolding space and time
For our journey of exploration,
For as long as we are here.

4. Siren song

...you will come to the Sirens who enchant all who
come near them.
Homer (translated by Samuel Butler)

Sirens have two kinds of songs

To lure those who come near them,
To bind the minds of travelers
With snares of longing.

Songs of adventure and of glory,
Of giving names
To new lands, to new creatures.

These songs promise freedom
From the tedium
Of familiar words,



From the confines

Of the cradle, the field, the hearth,

From the gray stones of the graveyard,
From the moss that steals over the names
Of a long line of ancestors.

Songs of warmth,
Of embracing arms and sheltering walls.

These songs promise to turn

The terrors, the regrets

Of past voyages,

The uncharted vastness of the future
Into words, into lusty tales

That can be traded

For a hearty tankard of ale

A seat close to the fireplace,

The eager gaze of a rapt listener.

5. Nightmares and their riders

I have nightmares now.
I dream that something happened to you...
Anastasya Shepherd

A nightmare is a kind of horse:
A powerful creature, wild and willful.



Approach her with respect, with skill,

For she may bite, kick or rear;

She may leave the one who dares to touch her
Broken, paralyzed, dead.

Yet she is capable of learning to accept a rider.

Balancing on the back of a nightmare,

Riding a dark dream,

We can leap much farther than is humanly possible.
A nightmare can carry us across an abyss.

6. Trains and their dreamers

The train stitches together images,
like a demented alliterating seamstress...
Anastasya Shepherd

The distant clatter

Of the predawn train

Quilts the quiet air,

Pulls the thread of the whistle
Long, long, 1-0-ong

Through the mist.

Between sleeping and waking



I dream.

I piece together

Stations, timetables, tickets

To choose my own destination,
To fashion a different self.

7. Synaesthesia

There are times in life when synaesthesia becomes
inescapable,

when water smells like lead and feels blue...
Anastasya Shepherd

Escape is possible.

Search the floor of your perception,
Feel for the hidden trapdoor,
The moment of synaesthesia.

Pry it open,
Heave it up on its rusty hinges.
Plunge into the blue.

Roll up, solid, dull,
Like a ball of lead.
Sink through the water,



Pass through the gradations
Of the shimmering light
Deepening into darkness,
As the shadows thicken.
Let go of all

That has been visible.

Feel the weight of the ocean
Press you to the bottom.
Smell your own fear.

Taste the bile of loss.

Rise, rise like an air bubble.

Push through the cool resistance
Until you are released,
Until you burst into nothingness.

Let the freedom of empty space
Flood your senses with joy.

8. The Age of Discovery

You make choices.

Those choices make you.

Then you make choices.

Always a spiral — upwards or downwards — it's your



choice.
Anastasya Shepherd

Having circumnavigated our world,
I realize that it is not a sphere,
But a spiral.

I am back where I started from.
The path ahead is as unknown
As it was before the journey.

But you, my friend,

Who steadfastly stayed here
At the origin,

How did you find out?

Or was it clear?
Was it clear all along?



Theological Questions

Circling the pulsing center of their universe

The fish are passing through sunlight and shadow.
Their existence is framed, circumscribed, and protected
By the carved marble rim of the fountain’s basin.

Do they fear or worship the hand that feeds them,
Removes their dead, repairs the stonework;

The hand that brought their ancestors here

From another world in a wooden bucket?

Can they see that the hand moves more slowly now,
That the bony fingers have grown stiff with age?



Portrait of a room

Now, as a human life in this room
Is ebbing,

The attitudes of the objects
Become apparent.

The rocking chair

Stretches forth its arm-rests,
Ready to embrace, to lull,
To enthrall with the stories
Of a long life-time.

The mirror turns a blind eye
To all that is happening here,
Gazing intently

Into its own distant dreams.

The hospital bed knows

That it is seen as ugly,

Unwanted in every room that it enters.
Yet it goes about its work

Reliably and with care,

Keeping the patient

As comfortable as it is able.



It does its best to be unobtrusive.

The edge of the crystal vase
Glitters hard in the corner.
Being confined to a sick-room,
Enduring the dusty monotony
Of pathetic fake flowers —
This is not what it’s made for!

The curtains hold back the darkness,
Soften the mid-day light.

Catching the slightest motion of the air,
They stir like wings,

Like the white sails of a ship,

Sensing the wind, the space

Of a great invisible world.



Orbit

The Earth falls towards the Sun.

There are no elephants, no turtles,
No hand of Providence
For the world to rest on.

What keeps the planet in orbit
Is its unwavering observance
Of “the laws of nature”.

But what is inside those words?
Dead force?

A command backed by fear?

A solemn promise given long ago?
Or a bitter-sweet journey

On a freely chosen path?



Creation stories

To Orna Greenberg

In the story

Of the first creation
The Divine power

Lifts the supple clay,

To mold His image,

To imprint Her likeness.

The Divine breath
Enters the human shape,
Calls it to life.

The potter’s hands
Explore a lump of clay,
Stroke, press in

The hollow of the vessel,
Form the plump lip,
Extend the graceful neck.

The artist dips the brush
Now into paint, now into water.
An image blossoms:



Ocher and sienna blend;

The colors thicken —

Shadows outline the round rim,
The colors thin —

Light curves down the glazed flank.

You

Lift the clay jar,

Gaze at the painting,

Read these lines,

You

Have the power

To breathe into a creation
Awareness, thought, meaning,
Life.



Creation

It 1s possible to escape,

To hide from the darkness:

Squeeze your eyes shut,

Press hard on the eyelids.

Circles of phantom fire

Will blaze in front of your staring pupils.

Let us trade: I would barter

My past, my memory,

For a handful of stars,

For the dimmest of constellations. ..
But you drive a hard bargain

By simply refusing to exist.

In a blind rage

I splinter my heart into kindling,
Pour gasoline,

Set the whole mess aflame,

Watch as it burns to ashes.

But it keeps on beating,

It keeps on beating in the darkness.

There is nothing to do but sit.



Stare into the void.

Read the blanks on the empty page,
Over and over,

Till they form a pattern,

Till the repetition yields a meaning:
“Let there be darkness, for there is.”
There is darkness.

There is darkness.

There is darkness.

All there i1s, 1s darkness.

Until slowly, slowly
Contours form,

A faint outline emerges:
“Let there also be light.”



Realities

we create a thin veneer of simplicity and
predictability

over terrifyingly unmanageable chaos

and call it reality.
Anastasya Shepherd

We call it reality

And consider the matter settled,

So we can turn our attention to

Making sandwiches for the school lunchbox,
Submitting the quarterly forecast report,
Walking the dog,

Writing the thank you note.

At least, that is how it is
For some of us,
Some of the time.

We collect data about it,

Quantify the uncertainty

Of our measurements,

Publish papers in academic journals.

We put ironic quotation marks



Around its edges,
Take selfies.

We blaze with anger about what it is,
Emblazon on our banners

What we want it to be.

We split into tribes, go to war,
Mangle and kill each other

Under the pretext

That there is one right way,

One right answer to every question
About the definition

Of a pin, a dance, an angel;

About the way to count how many...

We beat our heads against it,

Search for the path, the mantra, the koan,
Meditate, keep diaries,

Create sand mandalas of great beauty,
Sweep all the colors together,

Let the river carry them away

As we fall into insanity,

Rise to enlightenment,

Or the other way around.

We pick it up like a toy, a ball.



We run across sunlit grass,
Laughing,
Tossing it back and forth.

We forget it in the gathering dusk
Under the lilac bushes.

It is time to go back in,

To get some sleep.

At least, that is how it is
For some of us,
Some of the time.



Constructivism

Proof by construction is the path

That God Himself has set in math.

To prove that chaos can be transformed
Into a world, the world was formed.

A choir of angels came to be

Singing: “Hosanna! QED!”

But man, a thing of clay and dust,
Had little wit and too much trust.
Soon he was fooled and led astray.
And we, his children, to this day
Remain a weak and bounded race.
Induction for the finite case

Is all we do, till in the end

Each one must meet the final N.

But there is yet a baser proof.

It’s branded by a fiery hoof.

Proof by negation seeks to alter

The very truth. And should you falter,
And in your pride or desperation
Seek to invoke the dark negation,
Repent! Or you should ever rue



Your “Let the opposite be true”.



Double Negative

It is like a sword that wounds, but cannot wound
itself...
Zenrinkushu translated by R. Blyth

Nothing is certain.
Nothing can be guaranteed.
Not even nothing.



American Gothic

She dressed properly,
She spoke quietly,
She loved modestly,
She died peacefully.

Harmless, humble,
God's lamb. ..

Damn!



Supernova

Loss drives concealed love
To go supernova.

It blows its cover
With a flood of blinding light.

It bursts out,
Piercing space with rays of radiation.

It screams and screams,

Pressing hard against the walls of reality,
Pushing apart the boundaries

Of the universe.



Trees dreaming in winter

In deep winter the sleeping trees
Dream of branching out,
Spreading wider

Than the reach of their earthly life.

Their roots drink in the stillness that pools
Beneath all layers of the ground.

Their crowns bloom with constellations.
They hum and sing with winged beings
Who are tinier than the smallest insect,
Greater than the largest bird.

They drop their luminous fruit
Into the stream

That flows far beyond

The shores of the known world.



Soap bubble

God as a soap bubble:
Water, breath, form.

Sublime, radiant,
Evanescent, eternal,
Emerging again and again,
Beguiling the senses

With rainbow illusions,
Holding the light of existence
With perfect clarity.



Kingfisher

Indigo and russet dandy,
Fearless diver,

You plunge from a tree
Into a stream;

Burst from the water
Into the sky.

Hungry hunter,
You snatch living quicksilver
From the swift current.

In your sharp beak
Quivers my soul.



I'muna
Cmuxu Ha pycckom s13vike

I'mnaa

Kak s1y4, npeoOpax€HHbIN BUTPAKOM,

Kax Bo371yX, B CJIOBO IEPEKOBAaHHBIN B TOPTaHH,
Hylia kenaeT BJIaXXHOW ITIMHOM CTaTh,

Bo BCEM ITOKOPHOM BCEMOTYILEU [JIaHU.

[Myckail poiT! MpUAETCS CKBO3b OTOHb,
U Bek Ci1yXuTbh, M HE KOMUTH 3aCIyT,
Omna xenaet u TBOPUT cede cama
[TpeaHa3HaueHue, U TOHYApa, U KPYT.



Y3o0p

ToproBubl c4acTbeM, TPOAABLIBI CIACEHBS
JlykaBo 3a3bIBaioT: «BbiOupait —

Jlylia ujb Teao, BEYUHOCTb Wb MTHOBEHbE,
Tam B aj 1opora, TYT TPOIMHKA B paid».

Ho, cTtpaxa u Haiex/ibl He Tas,
[lo3HaeT nyx, yBEpUTCS CO3HAHbE:
EnuHOI HUTHIO 10 KaHBE HEOBITUS
PacmuT :xrBOM y30p CyIIECTBOBAaHbSI.



DJeMEeHThbI

Teoyenmpuueckass  kocmonoeuss — Apucmomens
BKAIOUANG  NPEONONONCEHUE, U0  BOKPYe UEHMPA
Bcenennoii  pacnonooicervl nocaedosamensvro cghepul
Uemvlpéx INEMEHMO8 8 NOpsOKe YMEHbUEHUS UX
msidicecmu — 3eMAU, 800bl, B030YXA U O2Hsl; GblUe UX

pacnonodicenvl HebecHvle cghepol.
U3 Buxuneouu

1. Heapa

B Henpax, B cymepevHoi nemiepe,
['ycr MenBexbero Jorosa gyx.
Tam He Joruka, v He JIoroc,

N He 3penbe, a olynb U HIOX
[locTuraior 1peBHUE KOPHH,
[To3HatoT nepBO3JaHHBIN CEKPET,
be3 koToporo Hu pazymeHbs,

Hu nipo3penbs, HA JIoroca Her.

2. CooOmaromuecs cocybl

UYepes KpoBb BOJA IPOXOJUT U Yepes JIEN,
[ToMHHUT ¥ COJIb TYYHMHBI, U OOJIaKa JIET,



Crietaet B TOJIIIIE MOJYAHUS CETh KOPHEH,
be33By4uHO Ipyr ¢ Apyrom MIENYylmuxcs Ha JHe,
I'me, kaxeTcs, HET HU ABUKEHbSI, HA CUETa JTHEW.
['ne, kaxercs, HeKoeOMMa TBEP/bIHS KaMHEN.

Bona pa3smMbIBaeT CTeHy MeX «J1a» U «HET»,
Berpeuaer mpak oTpaxeHbeM U pajiyrou CBeT.
[Tout BeceHHUM HEOOM 3eMHYIO TPsI3b
CooOm1aomxcsi COCyI0B KUBasi CBSI3b.

3. 3uMoOpoa0K

B mupe ne max yorc MHO20 NIMUY, HYHCOAIOUWAUXCSL
cpasy 6 mpéx CMuXusix — 600HOU, 3eMHOU U 8030YUHO.
3uUMopoooK — u3 maxux.

U3 Unmepnema

3UMOpPO/IOK,

Becénbiil MasieHbKMI (ppaHT,
BeccrpaliiHblil HBIPSUIBITIUK
C 3emym B BOLLY,

W3 BOnp! B BO3AYX,
HenosnroseuHwli J10BeL]
CepeOpsHBIX PBIOOK,

B TBOEM KJTIOBE

Tpenemer Mo ayia.



4. Urpa B 6ucep

W3 peuu 3auepribiBaTh MPUTOPIIHU CJIOB U CO3BYUUI
W karum HaHU3BIBaTh HA TAYTUHHBIE CETH —
JIBOMHMK, aHTHTION, COOECETHUK, Y STUX U3TYIHH

Tak B Oricep Urparh Mbl YUHIIUCH C TOOOW Ha paccBeTe
W MHMUIM, 9TO NeHb OECKOHEUEeH, YTO Mbl HEPa3Ty4HbI.

HaBHO, TaK JAaBHO... HO CIUVICTCHUA 3BIOKHE 3TU
CBepKaIOT B 3aKATHBIX JIy4aX Cpe€ayu COHHbIX COI_IBeTI/IIU/I.

A BC€ ocTanpHOE JUIIb Cyed pa3BUJIKA, JIUIIb CTyYai.

5. Can

A xouy, umobul 6ce souinu 6 paii.
Tama I'aenko

CMepTHOMY B CMEPTH HE YCOMHUTBCS.
1o 3051b1, KOCTEP, JOTOpail.

Most gymia He yMeeT MOJIMTbCS

W He umier goporu B pai.

Ho ecnu Thl 32 MEHSI MOMPOCHIITb,
Byny paga MoiauTBe TBOEH.
[Tycts 13 3a0BEHBS] HA MUT BO3BPATHUTCS



Nms mo€. Ha TBOE# cTpanuiie
B nanbHeM cajty ObICTPOV TEHBIO ITTHUITHI
[TpomMenbKHET 3a CIUIETEeHbEM BETBEH.



«0OcTaBp, 0cTaBb... UTO
OBbLT0, TO MPOIILIO....»

...Omo Ovina enasHas uyepkosv Jluccabowa.
Bemaempscenue 1755 200a, evizeasuiee noxcap,
YHUMMONMCUNO  OONBUYIO  UACb  MOHACMbIPS, €20
uepkosv u bubauomexy. Pazpywennyio yepkoew pewsunu
He 8occmanasaugame. mu  6AaAz0pOOHblE  PYUHbL
MOdtcHO ocmompems 3a 3.50 € ¢ 10 0o 18.00.

U3 Hnmepnema

OcrtaBb, 0CTaBb... YTO OBLIO, TO MPOIILIO.
UYro He ObLIO, TOMY yKe He COBIThCS.
[TbITaThCs MOACYUTATD TOOPO U 3710 —
Hanpacubii1 Tpya.

...B3MmbIBaer B HEOO NTULIA
Hapx octoBOM rotmyeckoro xpama.
He 3nece, a B JIuccabone. He ceituac,
A B maMsATH.

Bcé ocranbHOE — pama,
CrpemiieHbe 3aKJII0UYUTh U IOAPOBHSTH



be3smepHoe.

...ITpemyapblii cCBUHOMIAC,
KoTOpbIil TINUTCS CAEIaTh COCTOSHBE
Ha nepiax, CBUHbSIM OpOIIEHHBIX, CMEIIHEH
M GecTOIKOBEH BCEX CBOMX CBUHEM.

JIBOMHUK 3acykKeHHON Harpapl — MOAasiHbE.
B napéHoit )KM3HM HE CUMTAIOT THEH.



Kpyr

Yo ke, JI0O0Bb, BCE 30BEIIb ThI, BCE UILEIIH
To B HeOe cBOE 00KeCTBO, TO B TOJIIE?

AJNXUMUK, IIKOJSAP B (POIMAHTOBOM yaile,
VYcranelii AJIOMHUK Ha TOPHOM TPOIIE,
[1yTn He HalAENIb, HE YCIBIINIIL OTBETA
W TeHp He noliMaellib, JIOBU HE JIOBU.

Hert TaiiHpl MHOM, HET UCTOYHUKA CBETA
WHoro, 4eM TOT, 4TO TperielieT B JIIOOBU.



Kanrara

CnosHo My3bIka baxa,
CnokoiiHa 1 BbICOKa
JleTHero Beuepa CUHb

Hapn tuxum cympakom cazaa.

3BE3IBI U CBETIISIKU

MepiialoT HaJ1 BJIaKHOU TPaBOM,
W Gnaropapna myma

3a TUIIMHY U ITPOXJIaay.

W 6naronapHa ayia
TBOpILy, KOTOPOTO HET,
3a To, YTO HEOBITHE €ro
CoKpbITO OT B30pa,

Yro 3BE31BI U CBETVIAKU

O bore BCI0 HOYb FOBOPAT,

3a To, YTO MpUYacTHa OHA

K 6e3MoBHOMY MX pa3roBopy.



MoJauTBa NJIOTOSITHOMY 00K€CTBY

He paccraBisiii MHE CUIIKH,

He 3arouyaii MeHsI B KJIETKY.

He ry6u moero nteHma

Ho meHs.

He pyOu 00HTYI0 MHOIO BETKY.

B ocennem niecy Ha 3akare qHS
BeicMoTpu, mogkpaguce,
W na Gyner crpernia TBOSI METKOH.



Hyma
Tpunmux

1. Taitkom oT pa3yma

CKBO3b IIIyM U Xa0C,
3aapIxasch U crienia,
Paccapimmib

W npuzHaenb noHeMHOry,
Yro Monutcs o3g0mas ryma
TaiikoMm OT pazyma
Hussepxennomy bory.

2. IIpo3penbe

Hyma, He Bepsas B bora, —
Haras, cmeprHas qyma.

E€ He maHAT necHu pas

W myku aja He crparuar.

Ei1 Hexya HeCTU MOJIUTBBI:
Cmupenbe, 6J1arogapHOCTb, JIECTD.

OHna B myTH CBOEM Oe3/I0MHa.



Eu cocrpananue u yectb
B HeHacTbe citykaT Maskamu.

OHa JKUBET B MOCJIEIHUN pa3.
W nycth pOo3peHbeEM 03apUTCs
Bech nyTh €€ B peACMEPTHBIN Yac.

3. CBoOoa

Jyia revasbHa U MyIJMBa,
Hexwua, HacMenuimBa, Oecrieyna,
Mynpa, 6ecXuTpocTHa, JTyKaBa.

Co cMepTHBIM TeJIOM HepasyyHa,
C HuUM cmepTHa.

Bek cBoii OBICTPOTEUHBIIA
ITo3HaB, npuHAB, OHa CBOOOJIHA,
Caet1a, HEMIOBTOPUMA, BEUHA.



Kacmun

Becennss aymma B 60JIbHOM, COTOEHHOM TeJe,
Kacmunnas, uBerymas aymia,

Kak TbI yTomiieHa, Kak Thl OJIM3Ka K Tpeaery
U kak OmaroyxanHo xopora!



Mouyanbe

OOps IPUHATUS MOTYAHbS
Ileyanen.

Mosuanus o0psz

ITeyanu.

[IpenpaccBeTHOM paHbIO

TeHeil HETOPOIUIMBBIN PsiJT
CKOJIB3UT MEX TEMHOTOH U CBETOM,
Mex CHOM U fIBBIO.

He cnemm
OO0J1eus B CJI0BA, B THEBHBIE MBICJIA
[locnaHiieB NpU3pAYHBIX TYIIIH.



3epkajbHass CHMMETPHUs

Ecmu Bor co3maér uemoBeka

ITo cBoemy 00pasy u mogoowmIo,

To Bor MHOroo6paseH u U3MEHUMB:
JKeHIyHa, MyK4MHa,

Mnanenern, 1eByIIKa, CTApPUK.

Ecinu yenosek co3pgaer bora

[To cBoemy oOpazy u nogoowmio,

To bor npoTuBOpeUYrB U pa3HOPOJIEH:
Orel1, Math, Cyabs,

Cecrpa muocepausi, rajad,
Camopepixel, MacTyx, 1oar.

Moroko u Kode, ropeds U ClnagocTh
CMeniaHpl IO-pa3HOMY B Pa3HbIX YalllKax.

OJIHO MOCTOSIHHO U HEM3MEHHO:
Va3BUMBII 1 KOHEUHBIN CO3JA€ET CJIOBO,
Otnensitoniee TEMHOTY OT CBETA.
[To3HaBIIMI CBOIO CMEPTHOCTD
CTaHOBUTCS TBOPLIOM.



JTapbl 3Be31049€Ta

Tlocsesuaemces Enene Kacvsin

1. CaoBa

Kpblmu npuceinano CHe2om, KaxK cmpenmoquOM.
H  kaosicemcs, umo eom-eom ecem 00NJICHO

noaezuamo.
Eaena Kacvsin

«KpblIM npuchnano CHEroM, Kak CTPENTOLIMIOM.

M kaxercsi, 9T0 BOT-BOT BCEM JIOJKHO TOJIErYaTh».

[To HUTOUKE ITUX CJIOB I KapaOKaIOCh K JIaJIbHEMY CBETY.
V HUX 1 y4ych CTUXaMU HE TOBOPUTH, & MOJIYATh.

2. Xu1e0

...l[ NAMSIMU He ObLAO BeCKUX NPUUUH
HAcC KOpMUmMs om Oywu 80POOLUHBIM YCYULEHHBIM

X1e60M...
Eaena Kacvsin

Be3 Kpolliek nTuIbero xjieda
B chiTOCTH HET yTONEHDS.
AcanbT ropofckoit ObuT Obl MEPTBBIM,



Ecmu 661 He BOpOOBH.

Hyma 6rmaromapHa 3a pocChIIb
BopoObrHOro yroreHbss —
CroBa J1I00BM 1 TIeYay,
[TpocTbie CTpOKM TBOM.

3. MeteJan

Cmompu, Kax nepegossim cHez
B nebecnori nooke...
Enena Kacvan

He6o nmpuaymMbIBacT CHEXXUHKA —
CosBesnusi, pou, KpyKeBHbIE BUXPH
BeccuéTHBIX TaHIIOBIIMIL], MOTBUILKOB, COLIBETHI.

VY Kax0i, y KaKA0ro eCTb MUT POKACHbS,
CBo# 1yTh, CBOE MECTO, CBOSI KOHUMHA,
3aBeTHOE, HETIOBTOPUMOE UM,

Crtpoka Ha TalHBIX, BEUHBIX CKPUKATISX.

4. CBer

Mpb1 gotioém 6 amom ceem, 6 3mMom 200,
6 amom benvlii npeden...
Eaena Kacvsan

Ha oGneneneBiuieil Kpbliiie



(O, Kak BBICOKO, KaK CTpAIIIHO!)
3Be3/10ueT pasrpedaer,
Kax nepBblii cHer, oOnaka.

[IpUnogHsBIIKCH YYTh BHIILIE,
B naoHs cobupaeT HecrerHo
CosBesps. .. He ockyneBaer
Hapsias 3B€3/bl pyKa.



«He 3Bepb, He YeJ0BEK, HE OOT...»

He 3Bepb, He YennoBek, He OOr. ..
Ho KT0-TO cMOTpHUT BCJe,
BricBeurBas 1ajbHUI TyTh
CKBO3b TOJIIY MUJIb U JIET.

CkBO3b HOYb, CKBO3b IITOPMOBYIO MIJTY
M-He Bapyr uzpasieka —

JIyd B30pa 3TOro Kak 3HaK,

Kak mpobreck masika.

He 3Bepb, He YesioBek, He OOr. ..
Ho 3Haio — BBIIZIET CPOK,

W npounTaBIIAK TAUHBIA CMBICI
Bcex nen Moux u cTpok
3arisiHeT MpsIMO MHE B IJ1a3a

M nogsenér utor.



Hcxoa n3 nenrpa Cancapsl

Twt dice b0z
Hau demon, umo ooHogbuzcmeenHo. ..
Tama I'aenrxo

BbutynmuThCst U3 CKOPITYIIBI CBOETO S1.

He Hapekartb cBO€ oTpaxkeHue

Hu nemoHoM, HU OOroM.

OOHapyKUTh, YTO MpeTHAZHAYCHUE 3epKaia —
[lyckaTb COTHEUHBIX 3aYMKOB.

2

Pexka, u coJIHIIE, U IepPEBbSI.

B nBuxeHuu — Boga, M CBET, U JINCTHSI.

Ps16b oTpakeHnit cepeOpUT U3HAHKU JIUCTHEB.
W BeTBU IIENECTAT, KOJIEOIIOT OJINKH,

Wrpast cBeTOM Ha TIOBEPXHOCTH BOJIBI.



«He TamMm 1 He TOrJa
— cefiyac M 3/1eCb...»

He tam u He Torga — ceiyac u 371eCh.

He T0, 4TO OBITH MOIJIO, @ TO, YTO €CTh:
JlamoHb OTKpBITast ¥ BOJIBHOE JIbIXaHbE.

Ha nonmy i Mexy TBOpeHbeM U TBOPIIOM
KoHnel ¢ HayaJloM COMKHYTHI B KOJIbLIO,

M MoiHMen — MrHOBEHHE TO3HAHbS.



<<CKa)KI/I, OTKyJda 9T0 BOCIIOMHHAHLC...»

Ckaxu, OTKy/1a 3TO BOCIIOMUHAHbE:

B3max, TomuoK, ynpyrocts noj MjIaBHUKOM.
JIBroKeHHE BBEPX, BOJA OMBIBAET KaOPHI,
MepiiaHbe yelnnyityaTbix TeJ — UAEM KOCSIKOM.

A MOXeT ObITh, ITPaBbl MHIYCHI U BCE Mbl — CKUTAJIBIIBI,
KouyeMm 13 XH3HU B )KU3Hb, U3 CIOXKETA B CIOXKET?
Ckaxu, 49t0 cHATCS Tede?

Kene3nble nenu,
BpacneTsl U3 JIbBUHBIX KOTTeH, OEJTOCHE)KHOCTh MaHKeET. . .

Ho, 3HauuT, BcE-Taku pyku? MeHAI0TCA TONBKO
KocTiombl 1a peKBU3UT — TO CTUJIET, TO CTUJIO.
A MHe BCE uyIuTCs CHET, MOPO3SIIIHI JIATTh,

U cBet npenBevyepHUid, JIOKAIIMNACA HAa KPBUIO.



CBer

Y Aneena xkpoina
Obooicoiceribl. ..
Hamaanawvs Mypaodosa

He Bepys, Bepio Juiib Bepe TBOEH.
[Ton cBOA HE CTYMUB, 5 CTOIO Y JIBEpEH.
4 crpaHHMK 371€Ch, @ HE TAJIOMHHUK.

Ho Bugut nymnia v 3aroMHUAT

B mMonuTBE BO3JETHIE PYKH CBEYEH,
Hapx HuMu npocTe€pTsl OTBETOM
Kpbina HeObIBaIOrO CBETa

B 1pIMy 30J10TOM OMAJIEHHBIX JIy4Yen.



«/1lo HOUM ToHecTH HAOyXIIHe 1J1a3a...»

Ilo HouM JoHecTH HaOyXIIue r7asa,

CnaBuTh 10 TEMHOTBI 3BE€PUHBIA BOM TOCKH.

A Tam yX BCKPBITh COCY/l OTTOYEHHBIM CEPIIOM.
[ycTb xJiemmeT YE€pHBIA TOK Ha 3BE3AHbIE MECKHU,
[TycTb MONUTCS ay11a, KOIIYHCTBYET SI3bIK —
Bor HOUM Tyroyx u KO BCEMY MPUBBIK.



«Ocaenmmui pa3yMm cJjieyeT NOKOPHO...»

Ocnenmmy pa3yMm ciegyeT MOKOPHO,
Hy1e noBepus.

Henorammuseiii cienery

He Begaer, yTo moBoABIph

Hespsia u ipeteHyer Ha OeccmepTue.

...A BIpoyem,

Kopoue myTs, 3aT0 Ooraue cqactbem.
[Ipenenam ropu3oHTa HEMOBJIACTHBIM,
Ha cnyx, Ha BKyC, Ha oU1yIlb

Mup — nipekpaceH.



Ilascka

DTOU HOYBIO ThI 3aKTMCh, ThI CIUISAIIH,
Oronék, Ha OeJiol CBEUKe TYIIIH.
TeMa nipe3uMHsIsl O3 TyHHA, JJTMHHA.
He po0eii, ruisiiim, OroHb, y OKHa.

Thl Mallld CBOMM aTJIACHBIM IJIATKOM
[Tepen 4E€pHBIM HEMOJABUKHBIM 3pAYKOM

W 3a10pHBIM 30JI0TBIM SI3BIYKOM

Co cBOMM 3€pKajbHbIM CHIOPb JBOWHUKOM.

He xanes Bocka Oeoil cBeuu,

Thl OTILIACKIBAM B KPOMEIIIHOM HOYHU.
Be3 ycranocru, 6e3 crpaxa, 6e3 cHa
Jlo 3ap ILIAIIM, OTOHb, Y OKHA.



CoaHueBopoT

B HOYb 3UMHETrO COTHIECTOSIHbS
He Beputcs B CONMHLIEBOPOT.
['py3 ThbMbI IPU/IABIIMBAET BEKH,
Ot xonoga HeMeeT por.

Ho noBuUT yX0, Kak nox CHerom
Bo cHe meBenuTcs Tpasa,

W Mup BO Mpake NPUHUKAET

K coctiam HaOyxmmm OoxecTBa.



JuKue rycu

Baaoumupy luetioepy ¢ 6nazodaprocmvio  3a
«SICHYIO 800Y» U3 «AHmMONO2UU O3EHCKUX (hpaz»

Jukue 2ycu ne cmpemsamcs. omopaceléams mekbv,
a 800a He CIMPeMUmcsi XpaHums OmpadceHbve.
«AHmonozus 03eHckux pasz»

Kak nponsurenbsHa

OceHHs1a nepekyinykKa rycei!
OCTpOKPBUIBINA KJIMH PacCeKaeT
TeMHero111ee 30710T0 Heba.

O3epo, Hayun MeHs

BecrnievanbHOI MPUCTAILHOCTH B3IJISAAA,
OaMHaKOBOM SICHOCTH — ¥ B MUT TIPUJIETA TITHII,
W B MUT UX UCUE3HOBEHUS.

Heson pazopsas.



CHoBa HeynoBuma
Pri0a ObrTus.



«Hac 0oru 00:kHraiT, Kak ropImkKH...»

Hac 6oru 00kuraior, Kak ropIikH,

W MBI BOITUM, ¥ MOJIUMCSI, 1 MOJIAM.

Ho He BonbHBI N130aBUTH HAC OT OOJIN

W3 ruHbI CIETUIEHHBIE HAMU e O0KKH.
[TockonbKy 11t TOrO, 4YT0O CTaTh OOTaMH,
OHM JOJIKHBI TIPOUTU CKBO3b TO Ke IJIaMSI.



Vine
English language poems

Vine

Do not struggle to pull out

This gnarled vine.

By nature, its grasping roots
Sink into the darkness;

Anchor themselves among rocks,
Grope for the bones

Of the long-buried past.

It chooses its seasons.

You might as well accept it:
Every spring it wakes up

Before any other plant;

Its shoots come up not green,

But crimson, their buds unfolding
From balled fists into palms
Shiny, as if dipped in gore.

Adjust your expectations:



It will not reward you with sweet fruit
For allowing it to have its share
Of rain and sunshine.

You might as well learn to laugh

As it mocks the gardening catalogs

With their gushing promises

Of enchanting scents and delicate petals,

Of silvery autumn parachutes

Wafting out of the meekly shriveling pods

To proclaim hope and faith in the next spring.

This vine grew here, in this soil,
Long before you claimed this land
For your garden.



Sea

It is futile to search

For the edge of the sea,

To draw a line in the sand

And tell the water: “No further!”

Neither cunning nor strength
Can change the flow of the tide.
Prayers and offerings won’t
Avert a gathering storm.

Seeking to fathom the depths,
Saving a stranded starfish,
Can only alter the course

Of one fate at a time.



Portrait of an ancestor

By the end of her life

Her mind was an uninhabited island.

The jungle had taken over:

Every spire and rut of civilization

Had been smothered by a creeping tangle.

Dark, luxuriant and chaotic,

It was filled with carnivorous wildlife,
Bubbling with bloodshed,

Howling with mayhem.

It defied all attempts at description.

This distant past would hardly concern me
If it were not for the blade of grass
Pushing apart the flagstones

Of my garden path.



I wish

“I wish” — a seed falls to the ground.

Not much chance
That it will land on fertile soil,
Find water, reach sunlight.

The substance of reality is hard.

It is mostly rocks:

“Impossible”, “Forbidden”, “Or else”.
It is riddled with petrified bones:

“I regret”, “I never”, “I always”.

It is swarming with voracious mouths:
“I should”, “I promised”, “I must”.

“I wish” — a seed falls to the ground.

Not much chance,
But a chance nonetheless.

May it take root: “I am”,
May it send up a shoot: “I will”.



Black Cat

Cat.
Feral black cat.

No name that I know of,

No name that I would presume to bestow.
For ten years I have addressed him

By his title:

“Cat”.

Sometimes he comes by for a leisurely visit.
He meows, I sing-song: “kitty-cat”.

His four paws step delicately in a single line,
The tail flicks my knees.

As I stroke his slick arched back,

He weaves infinity signs

Around and around my ankles —

A hypnotic ritual of joy.

Sometimes he shows up

Skittish, bristling,

Not wishing to be touched.

He eats the offered food quickly,
Silently melts into the night,



Black into black.

Sometimes he meets me

As I am taking a walk in the evening:
Emerges from the cover of a bush,

Follows me to my house,

Flickering as he passes through the shadows.

Sometimes he appears on my porch
Night after night, for a week.

Sometimes he is gone for a month or more.
I fret, walk around the neighborhood,
Pausing by every promising bush,

Calling him, knowing it is in vain.

His comings and goings are not predictable,
Are not governed by my concerns.

It would be a human conceit
To imagine that the cat intends
To teach me non-attachment.
But I learn, nonetheless.

In the supermarket,
I pack seven cans of “seafood dinner” into my bag.
The purchase is an act of hope.



I have not seen him in weeks.

The cashier asks with genuine interest:
“What kind of cat do you have?”

“I do not have a cat.”

Responding to her unspoken question,
I add, wistfully:

“This is for a friend.”

She stares, perturbed.

I wade deeper into the truth:
“My friend is a cat.”



Self-knowledge

The early bird gets the worm.

The early worm gets a one-way ticket
For a trip down the bird’s intestines.

Therefore, seek self-knowledge.

If you are a bird,
Do not feather your bed overmuch.

If you are a worm,

Do not delude yourself into expecting

That your wings will be sprouting any day now.
Instead, dig deep

And stay away from alarm clocks.



River Lethe

On love, on grief, on every human thing,
Time sprinkles Lethe's water with his wing.
Walter Savage Landor

Dr. William T.G. Morton, who first publicly
demonstrated the use of ether as an anesthetic, called his
ether «Letheon»

River Lethe,

Your name

Flows from the distant myth,
Stealthily seeps

Into the language

Of the here and now,
Glimmers

In the shadowy words:
Letheon, lethal, lethargic.

Your luminous waters
Wash away

All loss,

All longing.

Your silver whirlpools
Sweep away



All burdens,
All bonds.

It is not yet my time.

I walk on solid ground,
Though my feet

Sense the soft path

Sloping down to your shore.
I do not quench my thirst,
Though I know the taste

Of each syllable

Of your name.

River Lethe,
River Lethe,
River Lethe.



After the end. Lamentation

I love this child of mine
Like no other.

I remember
This one rising,
Striving, passing
Like no other.

My wounds still fester,
I still burn with fever,
Convulse and shudder
With the aftershocks.

I am still haunted

By the bitter end

To all the building,
Worshipping, contending,
To all the restless seeking. ..
The bitter, self-inflicted end.

This child of mine
‘Was not content
To live day after day,



To let the seasons
Revolve without change,
To let each generation
Pass through life

From start to finish.

This child strove

To subdue the flow of time,
To master life,

To conquer death,

To slip out of my embrace.

To this child any bond
Was bondage.

But still I love,
Remember,

Long for

This one child of mine
Who was like no other.

I keep the imprints

Of the footsteps

Pressed into my clay,

The bones fused with my stone.



The soaring, crumbling towers
Reach for the sky.

The rusting bridges

Sway across the chasms.

The words still sing:

Praise,

Lamentation,

Knowledge,

Love,

Despair. ..

The words still sing,

Though there is no longer

A voice to give them sound,

An ear to hear and comprehend.

The words still sing

On the singed, moldering pages,
Even as all that was created

By this child,

My child,

The human,

Returns to dust.



Pine Tree

This pine tree does not end
At the tips of its needles.

Its shade soothes wilted grass.
Its seeds feed a squirrel

And a family of grosbeaks.
Its progeny can be found

As far as the next ridge.

Its sap sticks to my fingers,
Holding my words together.



Longing

Silent waters are swiftly rising,

Engulfing dead leaves and last year’s grasses,
Deepening

Under the rippling lace

Of the inverted bare trees,

Darkening under the bright reflections

Of white clouds in the April sky.

This flood of longing

Is unlike all the upheavals

That I remember:

The scorching dust-devils of desire,
Despair’s armor of hard black ice.

Back then

I retreated,

Hid in my house,
Shuttered the windows.

Now, enchanted, oblivious to danger
I draw closer, closer
To the water’s edge.



Roots of memory

How tenacious

Are the roots of memory!
Their grip endures

Long after the tree is gone.

In my dreams,

I still turn to you,

The way a blind woman

Turns her face towards the sun.



September 11, 2001

You were wrong.
There is no God
Outside of how we treat each other.

Lusting to carve your names

Onto eternity's tablets,

You darkened the sky with a symbol
Written in blood and in ashes.

Its meaning could not withstand
The flood of tears.

It was undone

By the first shuddering sob.



Manhattan. February. Tuesday

Driving rain, thick fog.
Skyscrapers have lost their heads.
New Yorkers press on.



Umbrellas
A steady stream of umbrellas.

Some shelter couples.

A few are bobbing, jostled
By a laughing company of friends.

Most are held
By people walking alone,
Hurrying domes of silence.



Sunrise

The smoothness of the lake is marred by wrinkles
Of morning ice.

A single raspy cry dropped by a crow
Drifts slowly
Through the empty autumn air.



Squirrel

On this frozen day,
A squirrel quilting the snow
Gets the world going.



Inattention

Splash! Circles spread out.
Was it a frog or a turtle?
Too late to look now!



Dance

Up! Down! Loop-the-loop!
A sparrow chases a moth.
Life dances with death.



The 7:54 train

The 7:54 train rumbles past the yoga studio.
Our supine bodies absorb the shaking of the floor.

The train of thought that had whisked
My attention way past the desired station
Of calm contemplation

Grinds to a halt in its customary tracks.

Distracted from my distraction,

Eyes still closed,

I take in the soundscape.

The Doppler effect makes

The clacking of the wheels

Higher, then lower,

As the racket recedes.

The rattle of the window panes settles.
The teacher’s calm voice

Emerges from the noise:

“This train has nothing to do with you,
You are not at the station,

You do not have a ticket,

Keep watching your breath.”



The engine of my inner locomotive
Clangs,

Ready to resume its relentless work,
To propel its tired passengers

Into the ever-receding distance.



Jlec mocJie rpo3nl
Cmuxu Ha pycckom s13vike

«Hac 0oru 00:kuraiT, Kak ropmkKH...»

Ileyasbio xax1y yTonus,
Becenbem — roson,

CB00OOJIEH TOT, KTO BCE MPOCTHII,
OH cHOBa MOJIO/I.

Emy He B TATOCTb JaJIbHUM I1YTh,
OTKpBITHIA B30pY.

U siceH cBeT, M BHSTEH 30B

Ero npocropa.



Kunnyru

Kunyyeu — sanownckoe uckyccmeo pecmaspauuu
Kepamuueckux uzoeauii ¢ nNOMOWpbto AaKd, CMEeUAaHHoz0
C  3010MblM,  CEePEOPSHLIM UM NAAMUHOBLIM
nopowkom... Iloromxku u mpewunvl Heomwvemaembl
om ucmopuu 00veKma U NOIMOMY He 3ACYNCUBAION.
3a08eHUsL U MACKUPOBKU.

U3 Buxuneouu

30JI0TYI0 MOYMHKY — KUHI[YTH —
YUCTHIM 30JI0TOM HE OILJIATHUTb.

Ytob pa3duTas oxuia Jaia,

N3 0CKOJIKOB MPUIETCA UCTIUTD
KpoBwu, ropeun, conu, 3a0BEeHb,
Crpaxa, MEPTBOI BOJbI MTYCTOTHI,
[okasiHbs1, eyanu, MPOIICHBSI.

U torpa nuiis mo3HaeM OreHbe
[lynbca B xxuax €€ 3010ThIX.



MYTEHOK M KJIOHEHOK

Knonénox u myménox (unmepecrhas modicem
CKA30UKA NOAYUUMBCSL).
Bauecaas Jlelikun

Kun nma 6bi1 Ha cBete MyTéHOK. OH OBUT HEe TakoM, Kak Bce,
HE MOXO0KUI Ha BCEX OCTAJIbHBIX — SIT U — aT B CBOEH OKpyTe, Jaxe
B MakCUMaJIbHOM pajauyce. [I03ToMy HUKTO ¢ HUM He XOTesl HU
— aTh, HU — ThCSA, M €My OBbLJIO — HO U — KO.

OnHasxapl MyTEHOK He cTepIes U I0KaJIoBajICs Ha 9TO CBOMM
Mytu n Omyrty. Te, KOHEUHO, criepBa BO3MYTWINCH, IPO3UJINCH
BCEX 9TUX — UX U — bIX, — AT U — aT XOPOLIEHbKO OT-, Ha- U IIpU-,
a TaKkXkKe MOKa3aTh UM, rae u Kyaa. Ho, moocTeiB, MOHAIN, YTO
Aaxe eciu Obl UM 3TO M yAAJI0Ch, TO MyTEHKY-TO MO-TIPEeKHEMY
Oy/IeT He C KeM — aTb U — ThCH.

U Torma MyTh otnipaBunack Kk JKyTu, Kotopas eil Obuia — oif
TO JIM T10 TPSAMOM, TO JIM 110 KacaTeJIbHOW JIMHUU, U BCE €l pac-
ckaszana. A ta u roopur: «IIpuBenure ko MHe cBoero MyTéHKa,
OCTaBbTE €r0 Y MEHs Ha JIBa-TpH, U 51 BCE yCTpoio». Booobie-To
KyTb, KOHEUHO, HO 4TO OBLIO JenaTh? [IpuBenu u ocTaBuIn.

W BoT ciiycTA ABa-Tpy BEPHYJIUCH. I 44T, a psagom ¢ MyTén-
KoM — KiioH€HOK. Toub-B-TOUb. A 4yTh 103311 — enie oguH Kio-



HUK. U TOXe — Kak ABe Karuii. A TaM, JaJipllle, — LIeJI0e CTal0
KJIoHOBOe. M Bce Kak OOuH.

Bot ¢ tex mop. U Bcé€ Gonbire u 6onbire. Tak 4Tto B KOHIIE
KOHIIOB.

A Benb eciv Obl — Ta U — aTa ¢ caMoro Hayaja, TO HUKAKOro
ATnioKamricuca u He ObUIO OBI.



Cepane 3uMbl

OTycTyl MEHSI B CaMO€ Cep/lie 3UMBI.

Hacrexb 1Bepb pacnaxHu MHE B IOJTHOYHBIA MOPO3.
Tebe crpariiHo, YTO TaM, 3a MOPOTOM, JIUIITH MIJIA.
Thl HE BEPUILIb, YTO BOJBI HEPOJIATHIX CJIE3
3amepuaroT CHEraMu B CUSIHUM 3BE3/1.

Tel He 3HaelIb, YTO B AMSTH 51 cOepery,

A dto0 Oporry, Kak MEPTBBIE BETKH, B OTOHb.
Bcé paBHO otnyctu. M Kak BBIKYII, Kak jap,
CepeOpo 3UMHEI HOUM MYCTh IPUMET JIaJ0Hb.

[Tycrora 1, MpOCTOP JI — BCE 3TO OIHO.
[1ycTs B JOpore Moeu Thl HE BUMILIb ITyTH,
Bc€ paBHO Ha mporanbe 61arocoBy.

He xaneit. He TpeBOXbCS.

Iopa.

Ornycru.



PaBHOJeHCTBHE

1. Ocenn

TpeBora, TpeBora, TpeBora
TpyOuT B CBOI OXOTHHUHIA POT.
Bo mpak yberaer jopora,

W Berep cBUCTUT Yy TTOpOTa,

M nocox cTydur o nopor.

2. BecHa

Bonnamu, BostHaMu, BOJIHAMU
YXoouT npocTop K TOpU30HTY.
Kpyramu, kpyramu, Kkpyramu
TeHb NTULIBI JIACKAET TPABY.

B n1aBHO oHemeBIIIuE TyObI
BimBaerca T€niag Biara.
['ma3za, mo3a0sIBITIHE 3pEHbE,
besMepHyIo NBIOT CHHEBY.



IHamaru C. A. /IpipeHkoBa

AHren ycTanslil JIBDKHIO TIPOJIOXKUT B 00JIAKax.
[iieun u KpbUIbs HATEPTHL: PYKbE U PIOK3AK.

3HaeT OH CBOMCTBA BCEX TpaB U MOBAJIKHU 3BEPEl.
3Haer, Yb€ MacTOMIIE — CBET, a UbE JIOTOBO — MPAK.

UYro MHe 3a Je1o, Kakoro oH 6ora ciyra?

CoB ero MHe He TIOHSITh, HO YMTAIO CJIC/IbI:
JlbIMa TOPUMHKY HaJl CIAAO0CThIO BEUHBIX CHETOB,
Criosiox GarpstHbIi HaJj KPOMKOIO 3BE3THOU BOJIBI.

Het v nmyTn Bniepeau, HU 1IOpOTrd Ha3a/l.
JlBe mapasienu coeraioTcsi B TOUKY BIAJIH.
DTO — eMy IPUTOBOP U HArpaJa emMy:
3eMITio JKUBYIO Oepeub, He KacasiCh 3eMJIH.



Pasvbinuienus JInca

Tuenuunvie nons HU o uém mue He 206opsim. M smo
epycmno! Ho y mebs 30n0muie 6onocel. M kak uyoecro
Oyoem, Koz0a mwvl MeHst npupyuus! 3010mas nuenuya
Ccmanem HanoMuHams mie meos. M s noaroono wenrecm
KON0Cbed Ha 6empy...

Anmyan 0e Cenm-Ix3ronepu, «Manenokuii npunuy»

Pyu4Hble TOCKyIOT
[To mpUKOCHOBEHUIO PYK.
A g — OTBBIK, oYaJl.

HepazpbiBeH kpyr
[TpUBBIYHBIX CO3BE3IUI.
3a HUM 3aTepsuICcs Cle]
MHOMUPHOTO CTpaHHUKA.

CrieJipIX KOJIOCHEB LIBET

CHoBa caenaics

JIIe mo30J10TON OCEHHUX JHEN.
4 He BUXKY cUrHaa

B Mepriannu 1aapbHUX OTHEW.

1 3a0bL1, pactepsin
Bcé, uemy s koraa-To yuui.



Ho Benp on Hayuwics?
Benp oH MeHd pupyuui. ..



KoJabi0eabHas

[Tyckaii mokoii k Te6e MPUTKHETCS TEMIBIM OOKOM
W 3amyprbIueT 1of TBOEH JIAJOHBIO.

Mopo3HBIE TPOCTOPBI 320KOHbS

3abynp Ha Bpemsl. [1ycTh GeCCOHHBIM OKOM

JlyHa, Kak 4acOBOH, IJISIAUT CKBO3b JBIMKY,

ITycTb 3uMHMI BeTep (pmorep pkaBblil BEPTHT.

TpeBoru KuU3HU U MEYATIN CMEPTH
3a0yap Ha Bpems.
Cnu ¢ TeraoM B OOHUMKY.



Het Tak HeT

Her Tak Het, HET Tak HET.
3ByK cTuxaeT. MepKHeT CBeT.
CrioTbIKaetcs, TIyTaer,
Hcuesaer u€pHblii cre.

He6o 3emtio yKpbIBaer,
[ToxaThIKaeT TOJCTHIN IJIE,
Crener, cTeneT nepBbiid CHET.
Her Tak Her, HEeT Tak HET.
3ameigeTcs ObIXaHbe,
Bpewms 3amenisier Oer.

CoH HapKO3HBIN, KOKOH, MAHTPA,
Ha cemb Oef onuH OTBET:
«Her TaK HeT, HET TaK HET».



PaccBer

[ITuil mpeipaccBeTHBIX CBUCT, KaK CETh,
MeHs co IHa MOPCKOTO TSHET.
HezamuimeHHpIii Mpak 3paykoB

Jlyum npoH3uTeNIbHBIE PAHSIT.

Sl TpOTHB BOJIM BBIIIBIBAIO
B nHeBHYI0 sIBb U3 3a0bIThSI.
JKeMuyxkHass KOpOHa Taer,
C muted ucuesaer yemys.

Sl IpOTUB BOJIM MTPOCHITIAIOCH.
C MouX BOJIOC CTEKAIOT CHBl —
O HeBeCOMOCTH MOIBOIHOM,

O 3bIOKMX TallHaX TTyOUHBI.



Beuep

Iorpyxasce B cympaxk,
Kak B BORY,
OcB00OX1aI0Ch OT TPy3a
ITamaru, cios, UMEH.

Ocszanbe, cliyX, OOOHSIHbE
OrniepesxalioT 3peHbe.

SIBb packpbIBaeT OOBSTHS,
B cebs1 mpuHMMas CoH.

Bru1 661 Bor, g 6 Mmomiace,
Cryman Ol aHren — rneJa.
Ho a omymarno psagom
Jlvis Beuep /1a TUIIMHY.

W 4, kak nenb@rH, BbIIBIXAK0
Be3mornBHYy10 O51arogapHOCTbD,
BcruibiBast ¥ BHOBB MOTPYKasiCh
B meprniatoryio rimyouHy.



OneIT

Ha 4épnomn ymH3e Tesieckona
CBOE yBUIEB OTpaKEHBE,
He nenaii BBIBOJOB MOCIIEIIHBIX.

CnyXuTh CBOEH K€ TEHU TEHBIO,
BBITh JOIKHUKOM CBOEM CYIbOBI,
['OTOBUTH XUTPYIO MPUMAHKY

U kpiok 1151 COOCTBEHHOM T'yOBI
U nyTath 3epKaso u 1sepb —
CMeIHoO, HO Kak-To 0e3 BeceJibsl.

Y3k TBI MHE Ha CJIOBO MOBEPb.



KoJab10eJb

Ecnv 3uMHss HOUb

Bbina Tebe moBUTYXOi,

Ecnu nepByto necHio

[Mena TeGe crapyxa,

B kxonbiOenu kavas

[Ton 3aMEpP3I1IMM OKOHIIEM,
Ecnu 3BE31161 cBETUIIN

B 0KHO TBOE panblIe CONHIIA,
To TeOs He 3aKpyKUT
Becennee nonoospe,

ThbI ¢ KOHEM JIOIUIBIBEIL

W B pykax yaep:KuIllb MOBObS,
Thl HE coOmUIEelIb B XKapy,

He opoGeeriis B rpo3sl,
Ocenb TeOsI HE KyIUT

Ha 301010 mm Ha ci€ssl. . .

3UMHSISE HOYb PACTIAXHET
Tebe 00BpATHA METENH,
OO0O0BBET, yKauaeT

B nensHon kompiOesu.



«I1o nopore UAET NPOKAXKEHHBIN. . .»

Io dopoze uoém npokadxcéuHuiil. ..
Hoauna bapckosa

Ilo nopore UAET NpOKaKEHHBIN.
OTBepHUCH, TPUTBOPUCH, HE CMOTPH.
He naBaii pa3pacrarbcst 6€3MOJIBBIO:
I'oBOpH, roBOpY, TOBOPMU.

Ckpoii 1 uMs1 CBOE, U MPO3BaHbE,
3epkajia POCTBIHAMMU 3aBECh.
3arBepau, Kak CJI0BA 3aKJIMHAHbS:
«He y Hac, He cefiuac 1 He 3/1eCb».

Sra nocTymnb OyJbDKHUKY TUIABHT,
DTa TeHb ONAJISET TPABY.

Ilo nopore UAET NpOKaKEHHBIN.

ITO COH... ITO HE HaAABY. ..



O3épHbIN Kpal, AHIJIMA

PyHO OX 151 KONEOIET TPaBHl,

U oGnaka oTpaskeHbI

B nyrax oBeubumu crajgamu,

W, cioBHO OBLIBI, BAJIyHBI,
CriycTUBIIUCH K BOJIOMOI0, TPEMITIOT.
Crayia HeOecHbIe, 3¢eMHbIE

[TacyTcst BMecTe — Bce paBHbI

B rnazax o3€pHbIX: IBb, ¥ IAMATb,
W nipopuniaTeibHbIE CHBI.



3emuasa

MHe CTO/bKO pa3 BhIMAJaIo
BckanbiBaTh rpsIKv BECHOM,
[TpoOyxmas oropon,

U ocenrblo, H6atokasi ero

[ocre nepBbIX 3aMOPO3KOB;

MHe CTONBKO pa3 MPUXOAUIOCH
Hagek nporarbcsi, ykpbiBasi 3eMJIEN
Moruty GJIU3KOrO YeoBeKa,

Yro Teneps, Koraa g omyuan

3anax BJjaXHOU 3eMJIH,

E€ BA3KyI0 TsKECTh Ha JionaTe,

B namsiTi OIHOBpEMEHHO BCIUIBIBAIOT
W Ha3BaHUs1 COPTOB IIAUOIYCOB U IOMUIOPOB,
W crnoBa MOMHHAJILHOTO KaIuIIIa.



Yyxkasa cMepTh

WNHorga Ko MHE B TOCTH MPUXOAUT 4dykasi cMepTbh. S mojaio
e yail. Yyxkasa cMepTh NbET YalIKy 3a YallKOM, MEAJIEHHO Ma-
KET CBEXKYI0 OyJIKY arnejibCMHOBBIM JKeMOM. PazomiieB OoT yro-
IIEHNS1, OHA TMIOCTETIEHHO CTAHOBUTCS PACKOBaHHEE M OOIINTE Th-
HEe U MOJHOCTBIO 3aBJIaeBAaeT pa3roOBOPOM.

Ona moOWT paccKka3biBaTh O CBOEW padoTe, O CBOMX, Kak
OHA WX HA3bIBAET, «KJIUEHTaX». Yyxkas CMepTh MPUXOAUT B BO3-
OyXJeHHe, KECTUKYJIUPYET, MHOTO cMe€Tcs (Y He€ YAUBUTEIBHO
POBHBIE 3yObl), pacKJIabIBAET HA CKATEPTU MeYEHbE 1 CaxapHble
KyOHKU, YTOOBI MOSICHUTb CUTYAIIMIO ¥ TOUHEe MepeiaTh pacrio-
JIO’KEHHE IEUCTBYIONIMX JIUIL. S BeXJIMBO MOAAAKUBAIO, & MEXKIY
TEM BOJIOCHI Y MEHsI Ha 3aThUIKE MIEBENATCS U HOPOBAT BCTATh
apioom. OHa TOBOPUT U TOBOPUT, a 51 BCE KMBAIO U KHMBalo, KaK
apdoporsiii 6oBaHYMK. [[e0 B TOM, UTO S HAJIEIOCh, YTO OfI-
HaK/Ibl OHA 3aTOBOPUTCS U OMO3JaeT Ha paboTy, COOBETCS C Tpa-
(buka, mporycTUT KOro-H1OY/Ab MO CIHCKY, a TaM YK OyIeT Mo3/1-
HO HaBEPCTHIBATH YITyIIIEHHOE.

Ho kaxpiil pa3 oHa BOBpeMsl CIIOXBATHIBAETCS Y HAYMHAET
coOuparbcs. S MbITaloCh YTOBOPUTH €€ HE TOPOITUTHCS, BHITUTD
eni€ yaiieuyky. Het! ToH e€ pe3ko MeHsIeTCsl, CTAHOBUTCS CyXUM
u odurmanbHeiM. OHa OBICTPO MpoInaeTcs, OepeT CBOM YeMo-



JTAHYUK U YXOJMUT.

51 youpato B Oyder OaHKy ¢ HEHABUCTHBIM JIKEMOM H JIOJITO
CIIC)KY WM3-3a 3aHABECKH 3a YJAISIOINEICs TeHbl0. MeHs aymar
3JIbIE CJIE3bI OECCUJIBA.



IHocii1aHbe HA MMecKe

Bsauecnasy Jlevikuny, 6 naumamv o Tamape
Huxonaesne

1. Yuenuk

Tak 1o Kakomy IpaBy
BhIBIIMI yYeHUK

(He ObIBIINIT — JABHUM.
Ho Bc€ paBHO —
HaBHO y)X He NTeHell

N He mogn€ToK,

JlaBHO y B3pOCIIbIH,
CaM BUIABIINI BUJIBI
U cam yuuresnp

JlI1 CBOMX yYEHMKOB),

Tak 1o Kakomy IpaBy

OH ceOe Mo3BOJHI

BopBatbcs cTonb OecliepeMOHHO
K yuuremo

W y4nHUTH Takylo CLIeHY,



Tak yMOJISITh, TaK CIIOPUTb,

He pa3oupas c kem:

C yuurenem cBOMM

Wnu ¢ GeccTpacTHBIM BECTHUKOM CYAbObI?

OH Ge3paccy/eH.

OH He Bbly4HJI YPOK.

Jla OH 1 caM BeJlb B 9TOM IPU3HAETCA:
«He noknpgai,

IToBpemenu!

4 He roros,

41 He roToB...»

2. PaccraBanne

BopoH racut 4€pHbIM CBOMM KPBLJIOM
BopkoBaHbe 1 TUIECK TOITYOMHOM CTau.
[Ton HeOOM HOYHBIM 3eMJIsI IPOCTOPHEN, YEM THEM.
[1yTe cMepTHOH Iy1uM IJIMHHEHW, YeM A0POra K paro.

JbiM, KJTyOsICh, BOCXOIUT BBIITIE OTHSI.
JloHHBIIT NIE€ 3a71eraeT yoxe, 4eM BOJbI.
PaccraBaHbe B JIaIOHSIX €IMHOTO JHSI
Bwmeraer rogel — gorue, JoJarue Toapl.



3. Ilociianbe HA IecKe

UYepnate 3a TOpCThIO TOPCTh NIEYasb U3 OKEaHa
W cHOBa mposMBath, HE YIEpXKaB B pPyKe. ..

C)'IOBa, CJIOBa, CJIOBA — ICIIOYKaA NITUYbEN BA3H.

Ycneenis Jiv TPOYECTD MOCIIAHBE HA MECKE?
Cymeellib JI1 Ha MUT CBOE YBUJIETh UM

U B cTpoukax, 4to K Tebe oOpalieHsl,

V3Hathb, pacimdpoBaTh yId HEPOBHBIN MOYEPK
Ho cnenpyomen, BCE CTUpAIOIIel BOIHbI?

4. IIpo3penbe

Ortkyna 3Ta 6011b 1 3Ta cCHla —
IToyTHOYHEBIN CITOIOX, OCBETUBIIUI JaJIb?
MBI — cMEepTHBIE U CMEPTHBIX JTIOOMM.
Bort B 3TOM BCs OTBara, Bcs riedasib.



KaBopoHok

CTouT JT1 KaBOPOHKY
OOGparath BHUMaHUE
Ha Geckpsinoe nByHoroe?

Tam, BHU3Y, 3alIPOKUHYB I'OJIOBY,
OHO JIOBUT pOCCHIIb TPENEH,
HasbiBaeTt 3ByKk necHei,
[Toromiero — nTuuen.

EcThb 11 ’KaBOPOHKY IMPOK B CJIOBAX,
B xotopsie 6eckpbiioe
OornekaeT namsTh o Jietsiem?

DTUMH BOPOCAMU

Her Hyx b1 oTsiromarbcs
Hu noromemy,

Hu BHuMarnomemy.

Ecnm xaBopoOHOK —

He 10T, HEIOIrOBEYHBIH,
3agBsOMUN cCOOpPaThIM:
«Bces 3emus

Mexay TpeMsi KOUKaMHU



[TpuHagnexur MHe»,

A TOT, KOTOpBIU

[poceet ceOst uepe3 cUTo
MuIMOHOB POXKAEHUIN U CMepTen, —
Ecnu :xaBOpOHOK MPUIET K BOMPOCaM
O namATH U 0 MpPOKe,

To kK TOMy BpeMeHU

Beckpeblioe aAByHOrOE

M Bc€, 4TO OHO ITOMHWIIO,

Byner naBHO 3a0bITO.

Ila 1 B 5)kaBOPOHKE OT ’KaBOPOHKA
MaJto 4yTo ocTraHeTcH.



ABrycr

ABTyCT THXO TIJTa4YeT M0 HOYaM.
HHEM *kapa, Kak Mpex/e, HEMPEKJIOHHA,
Cap pockoriieH, cuHeBa Oe3/I0HHa,

A rpo3a — Tak MOJIHMEH ¢ I1Ieya.

Ho nonHouHbIN 10K b, MPOXJIaIHbINA, PEIKUH,
CepeOpuTcst Ha yCTAJbIX BETKAX.

ABFyCT THUXO IIAYET 110 HOYaM.



DTHMOJIOTUS

...l pazeanun, umo Obiau OOMOM
Bozne ycmus moeil pexu. ..
Buxmop ®em

$Ima BMecTO JoMa.
MNms Ha kaMHe.
['opsiye royioBemkKy,
I'opeus gpiMa. ..
I'ope, rope, rope.

Y Genpl MHBIE POJACTBEHHbIE CJIOBA:
VoenurenpHas 1oodena,
[ToGeauTenn, KOTOPHIX HE CY/IST.

Ecnu um rope He Gena,
To »Tn cioBa cTaHOBATCH
OHOKOPEHHBIMHU.



YeTbipe

1
Hpo3n — 4€pHbIil OyTOH.
Bor-BoT pacuserer necHs
Ha rosioi BeTke.

2

[Imenb-yKpoTUTENb
Brie3 6eccrparirHoi roioBoi
[IpssMO B JIbBUHBIN 3€B.

[Tonmopo3suio.
KJ1eHOBBIH JTUCT TOJ CTEKJIOM.
My3eiiHas TUIIb.

3apsi HaJl CHETOM.



Benenas 0enn3Ha.
CKOJIBKO OTTEHKOB!



B TpaBe

B Tpase 30n0THCTO-3€NEHON
Ky3Heuuku cepble COHHO
CTpekouyT, CTPeKOUyT, CTPEKOUYT,
CyXuM pacchIalTcsi 3BOHOM

U cnyx, ychITuisisi, IEKOUYT.

B TpaBe 305m0T1CTO-3€N1EHOM

['yoar MeqOHOCHBIE MTYETBI.

3BYK TEIUIBIN, TYCTON U TAKEIBIA —
HeBHATHBIN HarleB MOHOTOHHBINA, —
To Gnuxke, TO BHOBb OTIAISISICh,
[1nbIBET, HAZT IBETAMU KA4dasCh.

B TpaBe 3050THCTO-3€/1EHOM
YyTh IBUKYTCH JIETKUE TEHU
Ot o01aka, OJIHOTO JIEHH,
[TneiByIETO B CUHU OE3JOHHOM.

N cnut 4enoBek yTOMJIEHHBIN
B TpaBe 3010THUCTO-3€1EHON.



Hacronka

Kax el BHOX — IJIOTOK
TeprKko-npsiHON HACTOWKHM.
Actpsl. JIuctbs. Joxap.



YTpo nepBoro uHes

¥YTpo nepeoro nHes —
Heszemuol Hag 3eMIIEI0 TOKOM.

OceHHee COJHIIE TaK HU3KO,
YUTO MOKHO KOCHYTbCSI PYKOU
OcTbIBIIEN TOBEPXHOCTH JTUCKA.



IlepBbIll CHEr

...Ipesicoe Esvt 6vira Jluaum...

He u3 zaunvl, ne uz pebpa —

H3 pacceemnozo cepedpa.
Baoum Ille¢pnep

JIbDKM, KaK JJIMHHBIC SI3BIKU,
JIMOKYT CHEXHBIH TJIOMOMD.
Bce nieyanu mog cHEroM CIAT,
SlceH MOpO3HBIN MHUP.

[lepBo3gaHHbIN CHEKHBINA DIEM
He 3naer Hu 371a, HU 100pa.
Bexut mo paccBeTHOMY cepedpy
JIbikHUIIA U3 cepeldpa.



Jlec mocJie rpo3nl

Kakum uynom yiienena nayTuHa,
[NoiimaBiiasi por CBEpKAIOIIMX Kareib, —
PanyxHast o6oouka 3payka,

[Napsiero B mycrore?

[Tocne cnensiuero B3pbiBa,
[Tocne cnenoro Mpaka —
SlcHblii B30p B camyIo TIIyOb
Omnan€éHHON MOJIHAEN YaIlu.



nujaor

Kora u3 HeBozia 51 B BOJIY YCKOJIB3HY,
Korna BepHych B Ty Oe3bIMSIHHYIO CTpPaHY,
['ne HeBeCOMBI CBETa KOJIOHHAJIBI,

51 BcE 3a0ymy, BCE ¢ ceOst CTpSIXHY —
JI1060Bb, 1 OGMaroapHOCTh, U BUHY,

U xanoctb, ¥ HAEKAy Ha HArpamy.

S1 HMKOTO W3 Bac He MOMSHY.
WM 3HaunT, NOMUHATH MEHS HE HAJIO.

2

4 3epkasnio pazouiia, 4To0 He cMel
JIBOMHMK I'PO3UTh MHE CMYTOUM CaMO3BaHCTBA.

A npuaymmia sxo. 1 HaBek
3aMOJIK KOrja-To Aep3KUAM MEePECMEIIHUK.

S BbKIIa TeHb. Tenepb He oMpaduT



MHe Oeblii CBET KPHBJIISIKA-COTISAATaM.

OTtHbIHE 51 — camMa cede BJIadbIKa
Ha TPOHE CBOCTO HEOBITHS.

3

Emé npoXut B m1a3ax 3aKpbITHIX
ITpon€r CoxAKEHHOIO MOCTA,

Ho B ogqHOUacke mo3adbita
Cas13b OeperoB BOJIOH CTYAEHOM.

[Tyct HeOoCBOM, U TJIa/lb YMCTA.



HacaenacrBo

Het npuumHbI HaM JEUThH HACJIEICTBO,
Crioputh U UCKaTh, KTO HAC PACCY/IHT.
Besikuii BOJIEH yepriaTh U3 KOJIOJIIA.
XBaTuT BceM, B HEM Heba He yOyjieT.

Het npruuHbl MEPUTHCS MIEYATIbIO:
Kto BepHee moMHUT, ropiiie rjaver.
Bce MBI IbEM OHM U TE Ke 3BE3IBI.
Kaxnplii caMm IMOMMET, UTO 3TO 3HAUYMUT.



Bpems

Hom. ITnams. Ilene.
[Tycroms. Berep. Hoxab. PocTku.
TpaBa. 3a0BeHbe.



Bo3Bpamenue

1. YesoBek-ampuous

Yenosek-ampuoOns obopauyrBaeT BpeMsi BCISATD.
Yenosek-amdpuodusi BO3BpaIaeTcs B JIOHO BOJI.
OTtHbIHe Oe37]Ha CTaHET eMy 3eMIIEH.

OTHBIHE BOJIA 3aMEHUT eMy HeOECHbII CBOJI.

He Hano ero okJMKaTh, KajaeTh, BCIOMUHAT.
V KpOMKH BOIpI 000pBasIach HEMOYKa CJIOB.
On cam u36pan cBoOOy BMECTO Cy/IbOBI,

W oH no3HaeT Mup 10 POXKACHbS MUAPOB.

2. 3oanak

3nech — CBOU 301aK.
PasranpiBaii, 3B€3/104ET,
TaitHbI MOPCKHUX 3BE3]I,
TonKy# )XeM4y:KHbIE CHBI.
Tenepp OkeaH — TBOM JIOM.



YynoBuire

...Ha necke 3010mom
Yyoo mopckoe ¢ 3enéHbIM X8OCHOM. ..
FOpuii Jlepmonmos

Korga Mue nouynurcs
TBoi1 rosoc,

Korga mHe npuBuaurcs
JIBUKEHHE TBOEU PYKH,
4 BcubIBaO

bes3ByuHoO,

Kak mopckoe uynoBuiie.

[IpMHUKHYB K PaKOBHHAM YIIIEH,
K wimoMrHaTopaM CBOMX 3pavyKoB,
A xny...

Ho 3710 TO/IBKO BEUHBIN IIyM
Beryiero Bpemeny,
Karammecs Bajbl

TeMHOTHI U cBeTa.

...5s1 morpyxatochb
B cympax riyOuHbI.
Coné€nas Boza



CMBIBaeT Macky
Moero nmuna.



Kopuemion

Cpenu néctpou TOJIbl OTOPOAHOM,
['ne Toncryxa pelkasi — THIKBa
HopoBuT noakatuTbest Noommke

K 6aknaxany, 3aMopckoMy (ppasry,
['ne coceacTBYIOT B IPSIHOM pasope
ZKemunblii nepell, 4eCHOK-3yOOCKa
W 3apeiBIIMICS B TpsA3b CTApblid XPEH,
Tam pacTET MOTUXOHBKY U pena —
[IpoHuiarenbHpid OBOII-(pUI0cod.

CyIIHOCTh JKU3HU — U CNIAJ0CTh, U TOPEYb —
Bc€ BnuTana oHa cepAlieBUHOM,

Bormiotus Muposnaanbe, rjae KopeHb
Heotnenum ot miona.



JIykomopbe

I'ne-to Tam B aym ot bocxa
B 3aBTpa npoteksio Byepa.

Ilana Kapno BeIpe3aer
Byparuno u3 pedpa.

[Mopoxgaer Adppoauty
[lepBO3/1aHHBII NEHOILIACT.

Cnut CHerypouka Bo rpode —
XpycTraném MepIaeT HacT.

Enucen Mex TeM BIIOMUJICSA
ITo ommmbke B MaB3oJen.

B neGecax 3actykain ¢ JleBoit
Koszepora Bononeii.

Buii otkpsin raza Komymoy,
C Jlopeneu cHAB NapuK.

Nevermore! — U3pEK U3 BaHHBI
Apxumeny Moou [luk.



Cuiia ucKyccrBa

OH TIpOXWJII KU3Hb OAPAHOM,

Bapanom, 6apaHoM.

A cran oH 6apabaHoM,

CiyxuTesiemMm UCKyCCTB.
bYM!

boér apus poHTaHOM

W3 Grocta compaHo.

Ho He st 6apaGana

Kosoparypa uyBcTB.
BYM!

Beixomut 6ac ycatbiii —

Poko4yT packarbl.

Her, ronoc B Tpu o6xBarta

He tenut 6apadaH.
bBYM!

Ho Tenop, ciyx nenes,

Osromo 3a0eer,

U GapabaHn Bech miieerT,

U BOT OH BHOBB OapaH.
be-e-e-e...



Instead of a love poem
English language poems

Instead of a love poem

I do not set my poems to orbit around you.

I carve a long arm out of words

To scratch an unreachable itch.

I force my breath through a broken branch
That is hollow and drilled full of holes.

I cling to the metaphor —

A slender bridge

Above a churning abyss.

What is the need for me

To spell out your name

When my moist whisper

Pours it into your ear?

Why perfume paper with words,
When, thinking “He likes coriander,”
I stretch my hand to the spice rack?



Translating Akhmatova

Her shadow still appears...
Anna Akhmatova

Her world is gone... But in the midnight mirror

Her presence stirs and bends the steady flame.

Her gaze meets mine. My trembling arms reach forward.
How heavy is the mantle of her name!

I sing the soaring spiral of her passion,
Whisper her terror and confess her sin.

My spirit dances, catching like a spindle
The golden thread her phantom fingers spin.



Emily Dickinson’s garden, twilight

Miss Dickinson,
Your garden is lovely in the twilight.

The oak tree by your house

Is larger and shadier

Than it was in your day.

Much has changed:

The view from your window,
The world beyond, the language.

Still, the feeling of longing

Remains the same: a long line of silk

That the soul pulls out of itself,

Like a spider spinning her thread in the autumn,
Hoping to catch not food, but the wind,

Hoping to travel far

Without knowing the destination.



«There is a poem that
stalks and evades me...»

There is a poem that stalks and evades me.

I do not know its words, can't remember
Whether I read it a long time ago,
Whether it’s me who is trying to write it.
I am not sure what it is about.

I think a wolf might live in it somewhere;
I saw her tracks in the grainy snow.

I nearly glimpsed her face in the shadows
Peering at me from behind the birches.

I hear the burbling of running water
Crisscrossing the silence,

The sudden clatter

Of a woodpecker's exuberant drum roll.
I smell wet bark.

The sap must be rising.



Decay and growth are fermenting together;
It's early spring in a faraway forest.

Do not torment me like this, I beg you!

I am worn out by the chase and the longing
For that spring in that watchful forest;

For that moment when words surrender.



Elephant Shrew

Use what talents you possess; the woods would be
very silent if no birds sang there except those that sang
best.

Henry Van Dyke

Let me not be abashed by the smallness of my gift.

Let me not be stricken mute by the delight

Of soaring on the wings of a song far greater than mine,
By the breathtaking majesty of the world

Seen from that height.

Should a carver of netsuke despair
After seeing Michelangelo’s David?

Should painting Easter eggs be abandoned as worthless craft
Because its materials are ephemeral,

Because its creations

Will never be displayed on velvet

Next to Faberge eggs?

An elephant shrew is needed by the savannah
As she is,
Just as worthy of life as an elephant.



There is no need to judge
What makes them different,
What makes them akin.



«At the first tingling of a poem...»

These are tricky poems to find; they are the subtle hum
in your notebook....
Natalie Goldberg

At the first tingling of a poem,
Pounce upon the sensation.

Scratch it hard,
Like a kid
Absorbed in the first mosquito bite of the season.

Scratch, tear, let it become a frenzy, a fury.
Draw blood.

Do not worry about whether anyone
Will ever read your words.

At this moment,
The universe tastes your salt.



Message

This message

Must cross a great distance,
Take an uncharted path

To reach you.

You and I live

Under different constellations,
My now will be

Your long time ago.

I must be brief.

A handful of lines

Has to encompass

Vast plains

Of smooth moonlit snow,

A river asleep under the ice;
Let you glimpse

The dark window,

The small flame of longing
That dances

With a tendril of its own smoke
For a partner.



And suddenly it is here,
That moment when our hands
Touch for a heartbeat.

The heat of your fingers
Lights a beacon

That will not go out.
My words in your palm
Melt into clear water.



Encounter

A muscular, thick-pelted woodchuck, created in yield,
in abandon, lifts onto his haunches.

In Russian, the translator told me, there is no word
for “thirsty”...
Jane Hirshfield

I watch the thick-pelted woodchuck
Waddle across the poem.

Alert, yet oblivious to the attention
Of both the poet and the reader,

He pauses, lifts onto his haunches
Then plunges into a thicket of ferns,
Vanishing into a space that opens
Beyond the boundaries of words.

The stream that flows across the line-breaks
Has its wellspring in that same landscape.

Mirrored in the rippling water

I glimpse a face that seems oddly familiar.
Perhaps it is my own reflection.

But it breaks up and disappears



Too quickly for me to know for sure.

How unreachable and alluring
Is that world of mysterious beings.

The woodchuck’s fur is stippled with starlight,
The unnamed translator’s face is serene.

Surely, she knows what I can utter
Only as a hesitant question:

“Is the difference between our worlds
In the direction of the gaze?”



Reading “A Day Comes”’

A day comes
when the mouth grows tired
of saying ‘T

Yet it is occupied
still by a self that must speak
Jane Hirshfield

I wish it were 1

Who wrote this poem:
Spare

Like a Japanese long sword.
Centered.

True to its reason for being.

But somebody else
Crafted and honed it.

Can I make it my own?
I would write a translation!

But try as I might,
I am unable
To reforge this poem



In another language.

I find that its strength

Cannot be extricated

From the words it is made of,
From their multiple meanings
Folding and melding

Across the lines.

I will seize this poem,

I will learn it by heart,
Enlighten my listeners

As I recite it,

Cut through the ignorance
Of my opponents.

But what really happens
Is that the poem,

True to its purpose,
Slices deeply

Into my own

Self.

I gasp,
Laugh ruefully,
Watch the blood

Well up and run freely.



The Keeper of the Keys

I am the Keeper of the Keys. I am the one who unlocks and
locks the portals of all the worlds, greets everyone who enters,
and wishes good fortune to everyone who leaves.

Yes, you have been here; you have met me before, and more
than once. That’s how I know your name and remember that you
like lemon balm tea with a touch of clover honey. You yourself
are the one who told me your story — the story of your city, Naori-
Laaren — the reason why you are looking for the fugitive Alalli.
If you survive your next journey, if you are able to come back,
we will see each other again, and I will be glad.

Of course not! I practice no dark magic, no magic of any kind.
But when you are not here, when you are in one of the worlds
where your fate unfolds, I do not exist in your time and space, so
there is no one to remember. Then, I am merely an image from a
dream, a nameless feeling that arises within you when you smell
lemon balm and clover honey.

I am sorry to deny your plea. But no, I will not do this. The
Keeper of the Keys may not detain or mislead anyone, may not
pass any message from one traveler to another.

Now you speak in frustration, in anger. But deep inside
yourself you know that your words are unjust. I do believe you,
and I do understand what will befall your city, if you fail in your
errand. Pain and destruction, no matter where they strike, do



grieve me. But the one who is entrusted with the keys may not
cross the threshold in word or deed without breaking the laws
that make it possible to unlock and to lock. The Keeper of the
Keys must open each door when the time comes. It is my duty
to greet equally everyone who enters and with the same blessing
bid farewell to everyone when they go. I must leave each traveler,
each world to their own fate.

Indeed. So it is.

No, no; not all alone. My predecessors and their predecessors
are all here. Some are memories preserved in the words that |
read, in the shapes of the stone arches, the layout of the gardens.
Some are living presences who still teach me and care for me, and
who need my care. The ones who will be the Keepers after me,
they are also here — growing and learning. And, of course, there
are the travelers. Some, like you, pause in this space between the
closing of one door and the opening of another; notice me, stay
to have a cup of tea. They tell me what they have seen and done,
what drives them to travel, what torments them or gives them joy.

You are welcome to stay as long as you wish. Outside the
portals, the time you spend here is not marked on any calendars,
not measured by any clocks.

Yes, certainly. Follow me.

I'am glad you think so. Perhaps you feel that way here because
a little bit of this garden is in your cup each time we have
tea together. The beehives are on that hill. The white clover in
the grass is like a dusting of snow. There, by the brook, is the



lemon balm. Lemon balm loves moist soil; clover thrives in bright
sunlight.

Ah, yes. This 1s the peak season for peonies. These wine-
colored ones are my favorites. That windchime was made by
my late great-grand predecessor. She was a true master. This
one I am still working on: I feel some tone is missing when it
harmonizes with a soft rain. But on a sunny day like today, it does
sound quite complete, doesn’t it?

You are right: in my realms, no keys are necessary. All the
doors open freely at any time.

But we are not dressed for the weather that is likely to greet
us behind the next door. So, let us just peek in.

Good, the snow storm passed at last. You know, one traveler
taught me an expression in his language for this kind of darkness
and silence: “You can hear every constellation.”

Well, that is a different realm, so why should it have the same
time of day, or season of the year as this one?

Depends on what you mean by real. You have told me that the
flavor of the honey that the bees gather in the garden here is as
intense, as the honey that is brought to the River Market from
the upland farms.

Take care, do not wade in too deeply: the bite of the frost you
feel on your face is a warning that you should take seriously. If
we were to go out there and let the winter embrace us, we really
would freeze to death. At dawn, real ravens would feast upon our
carcasses. We would become part of the forest. Then you would



not return to the bell towers and the hanging bridges of Naori-
Laaren, that you have told me so much about. No Keeper of the
Keys has ever allowed such a thing to happen to a traveler. So let
us shut the door and turn our faces to the sunlight on this side.

No, these realms are not a world, but a crossroads between
worlds.

The difference is in the meaning of the line that is the horizon.
A world has no end, it is round, and its orbit is round. The horizon
is an illusion in a world. You can keep going cycle after cycle, you
can believe that after each death there is a rebirth. But no matter
where I go here, even when I do not see the boundaries, the walls,
I know they exist. Even when my hearing is filled with the roar of
a storm, with the clamor of birds, with the music of windchimes,
I 'am still on duty. I must be able to hear the footsteps approaching
one of the portals. I can never be far away from the key rack. I
must turn the key in time for the traveler’s arrival.

I know that you offer out of kindness, so I am grateful. But
this is my post, and I must stay here.

I see no reason to debate whether love is the price of freedom,
freedom the price of love, or the two are one and the same. Some
would tell you that there is just one answer to this question. Some
say that existence cradles myriads of worlds, so that every answer
gets lived out in full. It is not for me to choose one belief or
another. I must turn the key and open the door to each seeker,
each traveler on their path.

Am I happy? Content? Longing? Afraid? Angry? Grateful?



Well, I can ask you the same about your own life.

Yours is a wise reply. In my life, too, there is a time and a
reason for each of these feelings. Being the Keeper of the Keys
is a path. It is distinct from all other paths, yet bound up with
each of them. In that sense, it is not different from any other.

You are not the first to ask why. I have no answer. I hear that
the gods of each world would have the people believe that there
is a ‘why’. They proclaim that there is a goal for every path they
set, a benevolent reason for every fate they ordain, a justification
for every curse and every blessing they bestow. But if they had to
stand in front of someone who would weigh the reasons they give;
if someone could judge the gods to be right or wrong, truthful or
deceitful, mad or sane, then the gods would no longer be gods,
would they?



OKo0 1 OKHO
Cmuxu Ha pycckom s13vike

OKO 1 OKHO

Bsuecnasy Jletixkuny

Her, He mpoOourHa, a OKO 1 OKHO,
PacniaxHyTble B TaiHbIii MU HIeYaJIy,
['me cram 3BE3/1 TY/ISAIOT B IIIyOUHE

W nanp mobas — Il NpeABepbe AAJH.

Tenepb cniellin MrHOBEeHHEe NMoMMaTh —
Ha xorcr, Ha uct, Ha OeM3Hy KpaHa.
[TpexpacHa BocxoasIas aylia

B 3usiHuM cBOEl cMepTebHOUM PaHHbl.



3aBuctb Canbepu

3aBuctb Canbepy — Hotomasi 00JIb
B oTpe3aHHOl KOHEUHOCTH.

Bcro Houn
Hyima o nomy OpoauT B3aa-BHepen,
KynbTAMKY KpbUIbEB 33J1€BAIOT MeOEb.

A BeJb TIOUTH UYTO TIOBE3JNIO: eMIE UyTh-IyTh —
U toxe Obl ObI TEHUEM, KaK TOT.
Kax Tot!

Wnm B 1pyryio CTOpOHY HEMHOTO —

U Obu1 OBI KaK BCe Te, YTO CISAT HOUYAMM,
PhIraior KMCIIpIM TUBOM.

WM nneBathb

Ha TOHKOHOTMX NCUXOB-CKpUIIayuei.

Ho ner!
CkpeOET OECIIOMOIITHO TIepPO, 1 TIOTYKPBLTbsI
Konuatorcst BHE3aITHOM MyCTOTOM.

...AA 4TO KacaeTcs OTpaBbl B yallie IpyKObl,
Tak 310 MomMoraer ToJbKO pa3 —



YOuiicTBO TeHusl, Kak BCSIKYIO UAEIO,
BTopu4HOCTH MpeBpainaer B Tuiaruar.



HenanucaHHbIE CTHXH

CJI0BHO pBIOHI B TIOI3EMHOM TOTOKE,
HacropoxkeHHbl, clierbl, TUXH,
[TpornibIBalOT B MOEM TMOICO3HAHUU
HenarnmcanHple CTUXH.

OuymaioT 4yThEM HE3PSUUM,
['ne ObICTpUHBI, T/IE OCTPOBA,
7KamHO NOBAT KPYIJIBIMU pTaMU
3arepsBIimecs CJoBa.

beperyt nonyxu3Hp B HajiexK e
BBIIUTBITE B KU3HB M HE 3HAIOT, YTO T€Yb
BynyT BozbI OACHY/IHO /10 YCThS,

I'ne BuBaercs B Jlety peus.



«CJoBa, cjaoBa, cjoBa...»

CroBa, cioBa, cJloBa —
OcHoBa U KaHBa,

CroHBI M yepenaxu,
CBon apku HaJ| BOAOH,
Kiokouymeit Bo Mpake. ..

HeBuaumoit pyku

K pyke puKOCHOBEHbBE,
Hanexna crarb coboii
XoTs1 Obl HA MTHOBEHbE.



AHTOJIOrUS

Jlenpo3zopun, KyHCTKamepa, OpaHkepes,

['1e uBeTyT HaroKa3 Hallly S3Bbl NIEYaIH.

31ech XpaHUM MbI B CJIETIBIX 3€pKajlaX OTPaKeHbs
Tex, Kem cTaTh HE CMOIJIH, TeX, KeM OBITh MIEPECTANH.

[1nanerapuii, My3eu, IJie Mbl BCE — SKCIIOHATHI,
Kaxapli1 110J10H 3HaYeHreEM COOCTBEHHON TANHBI,
W Tockoii 1o pasrajke, U HaIek10i HAPaCHOM,
Yro BOT-BOT 3a0peNET MOCETUTEN b CITyYalHBIN.



IITuna

Kaxk IITULIA B KJICTKEC HAYMHACT MeTh?

Bnauane kaxercs —

He BoDKMTH €11 B HEBOJIE:

KpuuuT, u meuercsi, 1 pa3dbuBaeT B KPOBb
O npyTbs rpynb, He 3amevasi O0JH.

Ho neppsiMu xene30 He BO3bMEIIb,
U1 ntrnia, oco3HaB cBOE Oeccriibe,
Cnaércs, 3aMOJIKaeT HaKOHel

N cknanpiBaeT BCTPENAHHBIE KPbLUIbSL.

3a0uBIINCH B YTOJ, MHOTO THEW CHJIUT,
HaxoxnuBiimchk, B HEMOM OIleTIeHEHbE,

M TonBbKO T0O10C¢ MHOrAA MOJACT BO CHE —
Tak, *KaJKoe YMpUKaHbE, HE TIEHBE.

YupukHeT — BCaylaercs.

CBHCTHET — 1 3aMPET.

A BCE ke Kak-To Jierye IJIeH TEPIIETb,

Koraa XoTb CBOM KMBOM YCJIBIIIUIIB TOJIOC. . .
Tak nTULIA B KJIETKE HAUMHAET T1eTh.



U nocrerieHHO TpoMue U CUJIbHEH,
3akpbIB 171232, 3a0bIB TIPO BCE HA CBETE,
Omna 1MoE€T. .. ¥ MecHelo CBoen
CBOOOIHBIX NTHI] 3AMAaHUBAET B CETH.



CrexkJao

Tame I'aenko

4 ne Bepo B bora tBOETO.

4 He cipiiy rosoca Ero.

Ho misgaut cTuxoB TBOMX OKHO
B mup, rae Bceé Emy nocesmeHo.

W npmxaBIIUCh K CBETIIOMY CTEKILY,
A menmuy EMy TBOIO XBaiy.



3epkauao

ITpocuTts y My3bl I€JBHOTO COBETA —
Bepimuna 6e3paccynctsa. 3acMeeT,
YMuuTtcs, He AociyllaB, HarpaauT
[ToTOKOM Yeryxu KOCHOSI3bIYHOM.

OHa Takux, KaK Tbl, TypTOM MACET.
Tebe, Kak MeJIKOH COIIKe, HENPUINYHO
K Heil mpucraBaTh ¢ BOIpOCamMH.

K tomy xe,

Cama Beb 3Haelllb,
Mo:xeT BBIITH XYKe:
B0O3bMET 1 BCHOMHMT.

Yepes necArs JieT,

Korna Bcé 6e3B03BpaTHO pelieHo

W cpenano, BAPYT AacT MpsIMOM OTBET
N B nponacte HaCTEkb PACaXHET OKHO.



B rocrsax

JI. B. 3ybosoii

MHe HOub OblJIa JapoBaHa Moj KPOBOM,
['ne IBIMHBIN BO3OYX MPOMUTAJICS CJIOBOM
W kHUrM BBEPX yXOOAT ITAKAMMU.

4 yragana tam, 3a cTejuiaxkamu,
[Tpoémpbl, CBO/IbI, IBEPIIbI, TAMHUKHU.

Bcio HOUB 10 10MY HIENIeCTeNr HIETIOTKH,
B Mo11 coH BrieTass HUTH CHOBUACHU.
Mowu pecHuIbl 33]1eBaI TEHU

CBeum, COKPBITOH LIMPMOIO PYKH.

bBbuia s roctber No3AHEN U CITy4YalHOM,

A 1OTOMY KBapTUPbI TOW TalHBI —

He moii ynen. I Hu eAMHBIA MUT

W3 HOUM TOW HE MOCSTHY MPUCBOUTD,

Hu cTpouku, TaMm yC/IbIIIAaHHOM, Pa3BOUTh
[lepenoxkeHrieM Ha MOM JTHEBHOM SI3bIK.



3oauak

[Tox cnoBamu, 1o, HEMOTOM —

ITnact nHOM, OE3BIMAHHBIA U TaWHBIN.

B HéM npocTpaHCTBA M BpEMEHU HET.

B HEM M1Ib POCCHITTb CO3BYUMIA CITyYaiHBIX
Bnpyr cnaraercs B 3011ak,

B 3BE31HBIN POl HETACUMOTO CBETA,

B xopoBog, 4TO CTpyUTCSI BOKPYT
[orpyx€HHOM B CyMpaK IJIaHETHI.



«Kak 310 peako — CBUCT
He3PUMBbIX KPbLIbEB...»

Kak 310 peiko — CBUCT HE3PUMBIX KPBLIbEB,
HeotBpaTtumMo HapacTaer ryJ KOMbIT,

Hapn u€pHoli mponacTeio 0e3yMCTBYET CTUXMS,
Merteb cO3BE31UI XJIELIET U CJIETHT.

Heynepxwumo, crpaiiiHo, 6e30rJs1IHO,
BuenuBiuch B rpuBy, Hayraf, JULIOM IIPUAXKAT. . .
W kak moTom OISTh XKejaellb kKaHo.

W pyku, Kak y NbsIHULIBL, APOKAT.



CJaoBo

Conb MOpsi, IEPECOXIIIETO IaBHO,

CnusHus CONEHBIN, KAPKUU TTOT,

KpoBb, npocTynaoiias rpo3HO CKBO3b OMHTHI,
Hionbckuii M€, codarmincs U3 corT,

BepiumHbl rOpHON OCUSIHHBIN CHET,
[IpoBana 4EPHOro HEBEIOMOE JTHO —
Bcé B Mupe co3gaHo u3 cioBa, BCE B HETO
BnuBaertcs, BC€ B HEM 3aKJIIOUEHO.



dopeJb

Tenepsp yx He ycrieTb HU TO, HU 3TO.

C ¢pa"Ta3wmii TalfHLIX O Cyap0Oe Mo3Ta,
[TpoBuaIa — IaBpBI HA Yesie, CTUJIO B pyKe —
Crekaior, Tas1, paayKHble KPacKH,

Kak ¢ nonmaHHOM (popesu Ha Mecke.

bBe3 nmombicioB 0 OyayIiieM Ha BOJIO
[Tyckaii 6orarcTBa CKy/IHBIE CBOU:
IIpuropiHio cjoB.,

[lenoTky 3BE3HOM COMH,
CepeOpsiHyI0 pOCCHITIH YEIITyH.



Y4yeoHoOeE nocooue

1. Amo u eepauop

Moii pe3BbIii CTUX CBAJIWIICS B MO,
U c Tex nop 6egHATa CTaJl HEUCITPABUMBIM BEPIUOPOM.

2. Xopeii

Xops B KypaTHuke! Ckopee
BoH ronu ero xopeem!

3. /lakmuaw
JlakTvau, JaKTUIN, JaKTHJIN —
JlATen CTy4uT 1o CTBOIY.

JlakTum, JakTHIY, TaKTAI —
Marocb MUTPEHBIO B YITIy.

4. Amgpuopaxuii

Thl 4TO B MOKASTHHON pyOaxe
[Ton3€ib, 3aBbIBasi, BO npaxe?



A caplman yxacHbIe CIIyXyu —
K Ham rpo3Hblii rpsaaét amguopaxuid!

OcraBb HEpa3yMHBIE CTPaXH.
He Tak yx oH 1uiox, ampuOpaxuii.

5. Ananecm

Hamn Oysibaor 1o nmpo3BaHblo AHarecTt
Hekasucr, HeBeJIMK, HO HaXParyCT.

[1ca moboro 3aBueB, CTpEMITIaB

Munrcsa B 6oi: «[aB, ras, [AB! I'as, ras, TAB!»



IlosHOMIYHBE

Bom xakoegwt oviearom nauwiu cHol —

npuUMyoONU8sbl, KAK POCNUCH HA IMANU,

OHU 8Ce20d, ¢ KAKOIL Dbl CHMOPOHbL

OM NOAHONYHBS Mbl HU 3A0PEMAN. ..
Huna Casywkxuna

B nonHonyHbe Oeperuch 3epKat.

B HMX — JIyHBI 3anIpeTHAsI U3HAHKA,
KonpoBckasi, pryTHasi mpumaHka,
BecHoBaTOM KpacoThl OCKAJL.

B nonHONTyHBE HE MISAM HA TEHDb
I'nomona. Ilon3éT oHa, nonBiacTHA
Hemonam. U, pazymy ornacHa,
[Ipu3pauHbIil OTCUMUTHIBAET AECHbD.

B nonmHOMyHBE JIUCT GyMaru — JI0Kb.

K 6enm3He KOBapHOTO MOKPOBa
[1IprKOCHUCH JIMIIIb, U TAKOE CJIOBO
BcnbixHeT BIpYr — BOBEK He 3a4epKHEIIb !



«TpaBa noJeryia 6e3B0JILHO...»

Tpasa noner;a 6€3BOJBHO,

Eit MEp3HYTh Tereph He OOJTBHO.
JKenanue KuTh yCMUPSIET
[Tpo3paunblii oceHHU# 3pup.

Kak kamig Ha nayTuse,

B rpanénoit 6e300;1a9HON CUHU
Jlylia Ha HUTOYKE CJI0BA
HpoXuT, oTpaxas Mup.



Con

SI3bIUKM CBEeUeH kaaHO JIAKAIT TEMHOTY, HO OHA He YOBbIBaeT,
a JIUIIb KOJBIIIETcs], OKUT BOJTHAMU TeHeil. S He 3Halo, 4To 3a
CYIIIECTBO CUIIUT Y CTOJIA, CKJIOHUBIIIUCH HAJl O€TbIM CBUTKOM: TO
7 corOeHHasi ceqasi KEHIMHA B YEPHOM IUIAIIE, TO JIA OTPOM-
Hasl NTUIA C YEPHBIMU KPBUIbSIMU, CJIOKEHHBIMH 34 CIIMHOMU, C
TOJIOBOM, TIOKPBITON cepeOpucThiMu TNiepbsiMu. Ho Bellb BO cHe
TaKasi HeOMPeIEIEHHOCTh HE BhI3bIBAET HUKAKOTO YIUBIICHHUS], HE
MeIaeT BUJETh IJIABHOE.

B tummne st HaOmoaa0, Kak KENThIE MabIbl UCCOXINEH PyKU
WM, OBITh MOXET, KOTTUCTOM JIalbl BHIXBATHIBAIOT OTKYAA-TO U3
TeHEeH TO OfIHY, TO JIPYTyI0 KMUCTOUKY U O6e3 KoJieOaHWi OKYHAIOT
e€ B Hy’)KHYI0 KpacKy. MaToBblIii TUTOTHBIN MIETK CBUTKA UCTICIII-
PEH 3HAUKaMU. DTO, BUANMO, UEPONIH(]BI KAKOTO-TO HEU3BECT-
HOTO MHe s13bika. OHM MepeMekaloTcs ¢ KapTUHKAMU-MUHHUATIO-
pamu. B To Bpems Kak 51 paccMaTpuBai0 MaHYCKPUIT, Ha Oesoi
TIOBEPXHOCTU BO3HUKAET HOBBIM aOpHC, €ro 3aIoHSIIOT KPACKH.
D-3-3, 1a Belb HA 3TOW KapTUHKE 3aleyarsieHo TO, YTO s BUKY
BOT ceiivac: CTojI, CBeUM, CBUTOK, TEMHas (pUrypa, CKJIOHUBITIAS
B3bEPOITICHHYIO CEIyI0 FOJIOBY HaJl CBoel padOTOM.

OroHbKM HAPHCOBAHHBIX CBEUYEK U JIOKOHHI JIbIMKA HaJl HUMU
YIJIMHSIOTCS, UICTOHYAIOTCS. CBUTOK HAUMHAET PACKPYUMBATHCS.
JlBe mayTUHHbIEC TMHUW — OPAaHXEBO-kKENTast U cu3asi, — IOBUHY-
SICh JIETKUM JIBMKEHUSIM KUCTOYEK, MOSIBIISIIOTCS U OETyT IO UC-



NenpEHHOMY CMMBOJIAMH U KAPTUHKAMU OeJIoOMYy IIENKY Ha3ajl,
Ha3a[l, Ha3a/l, TO IPsIMO U MapaJUIeNIbHO, a TO cBUBasAch. [lopon
OJTHA WJIM JIpyrasi HUTh BBICBUIAET YCUKU U, KAK TOPOXOBbIN CTe-
6eJb, 1IeTUIsIeTCs 32 KaKOW-TO paHee HapUCOBaHHBIA 00pa3, Ha-
XOJ1s1 B HEM TO CXOJHBIM 1IBET, @ TO KOHTPACTHBIN.

W BOT CBUTOK pa3BEPHYT NOYTH 10 camoro Hadana. Cuzas
JIMHKUS OOBUBAETCSI BOKPYT OUEPTAaHWM CU3BIX IMTHUI], OTHEHHAS
HAaXOAUT OTPaXE€HUE B UX KPYIJIBIX OPAHKEBBIX IMa3ax. S BHKY
crato romy6eit. [Ttuibl Tonmsrcss Ha OYJIBIKHON MOCTOBOM, KITIO-
10T KpoIKX. ClIeHKa CTAHOBUTCSA TPEXMEPHOM, TPUXOIUT B IBU-
’KEHUE, 3aI0JTHSIET HE TOJIbKO MOE 3pEHUE, HO U BCE JPyrue 4yB-
cTBa. 3a BOPOT MHE MOJI3ET XOJIOIO0K, a JIMILY TEeIJIO OT MapTOB-
cKkoro coHua. CIIbIIIHO BOPKOBAHME U IIECK KpbLIbeB. HekoTo-
pbl€ MTHULIbI, HACBITUBILIKCH, BAKHO XOIST, KJIAHSIOTCS, 3aUTPhl-
BAIOT JIPYT C IPYroM B mpeaBepud BecHbl. OIHU YJIEHBI CTau
YJIETaOT, @ HAa UX MECTO MPU3EMIISIOTCS HOBBIE, rojionHble. Cpe-
1 HETOPOILTUBBIX TOTYOEH IIHBIPSIIOT BOPOObH, OHU JIOBKO BbI-
XBaTBIBAIOT KPOIKHU. Bc€ mporcxoaut Ha HEOOJBITION TUIONIAT-
K€ y MOCTa yepe3 KaHajl. BHu3y, Ha cusoliend Boae, KayaloTcs
JIbVHBI.

Kopwmsr ntun crapymiku. BripoueMm, HET, HE TOJIBKO CTapyl-
ku. BoT 1 coBceM MasieHbKasi eBOYKA B CHHEM naibTo. EE Oa-
Oyiika Ja€r el KyJa€K ¢ KpOIIKaMH, MOKa3bIBaeT, Kak Opocarh
NTUIIAM KOPM, YUUT: «Thl UM CKaku: TYasA-ryas. [omyou jo-
OSIT, KOTJa UX TaK MOA3BIBAIOT: U CIOA, TYNSI-TYJIs, TYJsI-TYJIs.
U1 BopoOymikam Toke KuHb». [leBouka pa3OpachiBaeT KpOIIKH,



nostopsieT: «Mnu crona, ryns-ryns». [lorom Bapyr nodaBiser:
«[yns-ryns... 6a0yns...» — 1 cMe€rcsl.

4 3Ha10, moyemMy OHa CMEETCH, A MOMHIO 3Ty PAaIOCTh, ITOYTH
HEBBIHOCUMO IEKOUYIIYI0 U3HYTpU. Benp IeBoUka ¢ KyJIbKOM
— 51, 9T0 MeHs 0alyIIKa mpuBeia KOPMUTh NTHIL. B TOT ieHb s
BIIEPBbIE MPUKOCHYJIACH K TATHBIM HUTSIM, CBSI3bIBAIOIIIMM MUP B
OJIHO 11eJI0e, MOYYBCTBOBaJIa OeryIiue 1o HUM CUrHaJisl. Bopko-
BaHMe rony0eil CO3ByYHO U OOpAIlIEHUIO K MTUIAM — «TYJs-TY-
JIs1», ¥ JTACKOBOMY CJIOBY «0a0yJist». [0yOou KaxyTcsi OKMBITUMU
JBOWHUKAMM JIOCHSIIIIUXCSI CePhIX OYJIBIKHUKOB, OTIIOJTMPOBAH-
HBIX OECUMCIICHHBIMY ITIaramu. B kapux riazax 6aOyIiKu urpaor
oTpaxkeHus1 OMKOB, Oerymux rno TéMHOW Boae KaHana. Cepple
BOJIOCHI IIIEBEJIUT TOT K€ BETEPOK, KOTOPHIN KOJIBIIIET cepo-0e-
JIble JIbAVHBL. KpOoIKy Mbl HECKOJIBKO THEeW coOMpatu u3 Xjeo-
HUIIBI, U 5 3HAI0, KAKOB Ha BKYC KOPM J1JIsI ITHII, I cCaMa eJ1a TAKO!
ke Xx71e0: u Oenblil, U YEPHBIA, U caMblii BKYCHBIN — TYITUCTBINA
OOPOIMHCKHUI.

Mex 1y TeM Kpacka Ha IIEIKe TOfICOXJIa, U OBICTPBIE TAJTBIIbI
HAUMHAIOT CBOPAYMBATh CBUTOK. Temeph, BITISAABIBASACH B MEJb-
Kalol1e CUMBOJIbI M KAPTUHKY, S Y3HAIO 3areyvaTi€HHble B HUX
COOBITHSA, 1 TIOHUMAIO, YTO 3TO JIETOMUCh MOEH KU3HHU.

[Mopoii 1esnblii KJII0YeBOM Tar Moei Ouorpaduu ymeniaercs B
ofHOM oOpaze. Bot kapTrHKa, 0003HAYAIOIAS SMUTPALHIO: MO-
Jonoe siooHeBoe epeBiie cpyOsIeHO MOYTH MO KOpeHb. YIIpy-
rve BETKU TOMOPIIATCS, TIIETHO MBITASICh MPUIIOTHSATH C 3€MIIU
MOBEPKEHHBIM CTBOJ. OCTaBIIMICS OT AEpeBa MEHEK paclier-



JIEH, B HETO BXKUBJIEH TOHEHbKUI YePEHOK HOBOM CYIbOBI. XOJI-
I0Basi OBSI3KA, TPUK PHIBAIOINIASI CTHIK MEXKAY KOPHSIMU MOBOS
Y TIPYBUTOM BEPXYIIIKOM, OKpaIlleHa aJloil KWHOBAPHIO.

3aro Kako-To Bpojie Obl HE3HAUUTE IbHBIN, TIOTY3a0bIThIA MO-
MEHT U3 TPOIIUIOrO BAPYT PaclaxvBaeTcsi BO BCIO IMUPb CBUTKA.
Bor naBHAd yibDKHAA Nporyska. JIbDKHA MposioxeHa BIOJb 3a-
MEp3IIIel, YKphITOW cHeroM peku. OHa XOpOoITIo HaKaTaHa v CJIOB-
HO ObI caMa aTJIacHoO cTeseTcs o Horu. Beyepeer, HYKHO TOpO-
IIUTHCS AOMOM, HO 51 3aMeiisiio Oer. CuHeBa HeOa ObICTPO CryIia-
eTCs; UHANUTO yChinaHo cepeOpoM. OHa 3Be37a IPOKUT B UEP-
HOW BOJIe TIOCTIeJHEW TMOJIBIHBY, elI€ He 3aXBAYEHHOU 3UMHUM
CHOM.

A BOT caj], MPOTSATUBAIINNA MHE BETBH, YCHIIAHHbIE TEM-
HO-KPACHBIMU TUIOJAMU. DTO SIOJIOKH COPTa «3MITAP», BHIBE-
JIEHHOTO 37ech, Ha cesepe mTata Heio-HMopk. Bo3ayx mox ae-
PEBbSIMU 3BEHUT U CBEPKAET CJIIO/ION OECUMCIEHHBIX KPbUTbEB —
HAaJl TIAJJAHIIAMU BBIOTCS OCHL. $1 BIIBIXAI0 MbSHSAIIYI0 CMEChH CIie-
Jocti 1 Opoxenust. [1moa, mporpeTsiil MOroK1UM CEHTIOPbCKUM
TIOJITHEM, OTATOIIAeT MO JIaJoHb. [laxe ceituac, risasa Ha Ha-
pUCOBaHHOE sI0JIOKO, 51 OIIYIIAI0, KaK XPYCTUT €ro Teprkasi Ko-
JKUILIA, KAK KUCIO-CIaIKUI COK HaMOJHsIET MOH poT. Sl :KMyproch
OT y/IOBOJIbCTBUSI.

Jlanbl-pyku mpoAokaT cMaThiBaTh CBUTOK. JIuiia, TOYHO
CXBau€HHbIE KECTHI. .. 5 BIJISIBIBAIOCH: POIHbIE, APY3bsl, YUUTE-
7. BoT nmiia, KOTopble OKPYKal0T MEHsI B MOEM CeroiHsIIHen
KW3HU, TOIBKO OHU MOJIOXE, MOJIOXe ce0sl CaMUX, MOJIOXKE Me-



Hs. BOT U Te, KOro s Tak Aojiro He Bujesa. IHbIX yke HeT B Ku-
BbIX. A HEKOTOPBIX JIIO/IE, 3aII€YATIIEHHBIX HA CBUTKE, 1 HAITPOUYb
3a0buta. CBeT cBeveil majgaeT Ha uX 0Opasbl, B HUX BCIIBIXUBAET
YTO-TO MPOH3UTENLHO 3HAKOMOe. [ 7ie OHM, KaKOBbI X CYAbOBI,
YTO Hac cBA3bIBAIO? Ternepp yk HE CMOTY Y3HaTh: 51 HE YCIIEBAIO
HAIlIApUTh B MIAMATH, KAK UX 30BYT, KTO OHHU, MPEKAEC YEM OHU
MCYEe3aIoT.

TyT ¥ Tam U3-32 CUMBOJIOB IJIABHOTO MOBECTBOBaHMS BAPYT
BBITVISIIBIBAIOT KAKKE-TO TUKOBUHHBIE CYIIIECTBA, BBIPACTAIOT JIO-
3bl CKa30UHBIX PACTEHHI, paClIaXMBaIOTCS BOPOTA B BOOOPAKEH-
Hble Topoaa. Ho 6osblias yacTe MaHYCK pUIITa — 3TO MIPOCTO XPO-
HUKa MOEH KW3HH, CO BCell e€ OOBbIIEHHOCTBIO U CYeTOH, C eé
OOJIBIIUMH ¥ MAJIBIMU PAJIOCTSMU U noTepssMu. VI Mou mipoma-
XM, DIYTIIOCTH, MPOCTYIIKA — BCE OHU TOXKE TYT, HUKAK OT HUX HE
OTKaXelIbCsl, HUYEM MX He 3aMaxenib. OqHaKo BOT 4YTO CTPaH-
HO: JJa’Ke CaMble HEMHTEPECHBIE 1 HETTPUIJISITHbIE MOMEHTBI MOEN
Ouorpacduu BBIIMCAHBI C TOM e TPYITOEMKOU TIIATEIbHOCTHIO,
Ha TOM € TUIOTHOM IIENKE, TEMU K€ KOJIOHKOBBIMU KHUCTOYKA-
MU, YTO U JIMIA CaMbIX JOPOTMX MHE JIIOIEW, CUMBOJIbBI CaMbIX
HaMSITHBIX COOBITUI.

HakoHell CBUTOK CHOBa CBEPHYT JI0 HBIHEIIIHETO MOMEHTA.
MHe xo4dercs y3HaTh: KaK MHOI'O OCTaJIOCh €HIE HE3aIOJTHEHHO-
ro MIENKA, CKOJIBKO eIlé MecTa MOHAJA00UTCS 711 XPOHUKHU MO-
eil ku3Hu? Ho s He pemaioch MpUOIM3UTHCS K CKIIOHUBILEHCS
HaJ1 paboToii urype y croia. He To 4toOsl 51 €€ 6010Ch, HO 5 UC-
TBITHIBAIO IOYTEHUE K HEH, K €€ COCPEAOTOYEHHOMY Tpyay. MHue



KaQ)KETCsl HEYMECTHbIM BTOPTHYTHCSI B €€ MPOCTPAaHCTBO. Beras
Ha LBITIOYKH, 5 TIBITAIOCH 3arJISIHY Th U3-32 e€ rievya. CBeluBalo-
IIMIACS CO CTOJIA IIENK TepsieTCsl B JABWKEHUU TEHEH, 1 MHE He
yAAETCH y3HATh, JOCTAET JIM OH JI0 MOJIA, TPOAOJIKAETCS JI OH BO
Mpake 1oJ] CTOJIOM.

Mo€ aBuxeHue He OCTa€TCd HEe3aMEeUEeHHBbIM. MeJbKaT Ku-
CTOYKH, U TIOSIBJISIETCSI HOBAsl KAPTUHKA — OeJIKa BHICOBBIBAET U3
JyIUIa CBOIO HEYTOMOHHO-TIOOOMBITHYI0 MOPAOUKY. ToHuaimii
OeJIBIi Ma30K JIOKUTCS Ha YEPHBINA KPYXKOK, U IJIa3 3BEpbKa CTa-
HOBHTCS BBIITYKJIBIM, BJIAXKHBIM, 3ps1unM. Kak McKyceH Mo Jje-
torucent! VI TyT y MeHsI BOHUKAET uepe/ia COBCeM MHBIX BOIPO-
COB. 3aueM 3TOT MacTep MPUJIAraeT CTOJIbKO YCWIMM, C TAKUM
TIIAHUEM BBITTUCHIBAET BCE, UYTO MPOUCXOIUT co MHOU? S ke He
MIPOPOK, HE BJIACTHTEI CyneOd, He repou, He reHuid. 1 — oObru-
HBII YeJIOBEK ¢ OOBIYHOM CybOO. A MOXKET OBbITh, JISTOMHCEI] 32
CTOJIOM CHJIMT TaM IpOTHUB cBoeil Boimu? KTo M 3aueM HaBsi3al
€My 3Ty HECOOOpa3HyIo ero MactepcrBy padoty? Moxer ObITb,
poItb Moero ouorpaca — 3To MOBUHHOCTS, 1aXke HakazaHue? Mue
CTaHOBUTCS KAJIKO 3Ty COrOEHHYIO CTapyIo KEHIIUHY, 9Ty 3aTO-
YEHHYIO B YETHIPEX CTEHAX IITHILY.

Ha ménkoBoli MOBEpXHOCTH BO3HHMKAET 00pa3 MOel KaJo-
CTHU: JIAJIOHU, CJIO’KEHHbIE KOBIITUKOM, HATIOJITHEHHbIE MPO3pauyHOI
BONIOW. B criemyionuii MUT KOJIOHKOBAsl KUCTOUKA JIETKUM JIBU-
KEHMEM CTPSIXUBaeT Ha OeMM3HY POCCHIb MEJBUAIIIX 30J10-
TBIX OpbI3r — Jieronucel] cMeeTcst. CKpIOUeHHbIE TaJTbIIbl JIeTa-
10T MEX/Ty CBETOM ¥ TeHBIO, BHITATHBAS U3 HEOBITHS, KaK MAyTH-



HY, IITPUX 32 IUTPUXOM: YIbTPAMAPUH, U3YMPY/IHAs 3€JIeHb, OX-
pa, XKEHas CIOHOBAsA KOCTh. YE€pHasa NTULA, PACKUHYB KPbLIbA,
napuT Haj JyHHOU pekou. Crapas )KEHIIMHA B YEPHOM ILIAIlE
CTOMUT Ha Kpy4e U CMOTPUT U3-TI0]] PyKU HA CHEKHBIE BEPIIMHBL,
OCHSIHHbIE BOCXO[ISIIIIUM COJIHLEM. .. VI s BAPYT OCO3HAIO0, CKOJIb-
KO HE3aroJIHEHHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA MEX/y 3HAYKAMU Ha IIENKe,
CKOJIbKO TaM CBOOO/IbI M HEU3BETAHHOCTH.

«E1g, eme, nokaxu mue eme!» He cnepxkaBimce, s Hapy-
IIaI0 TUIIMHY CKPUNTOPUSI U CKOH(YXEHHO 3amolkaio. B ot-
BET Ha HIEJK MPBICKAET HOBAsi POCCHINb 30JI0THIX UCKP CMeXa.
Most npock6a BUHEETCsl B ISHTPE ITOTO MEPLIAIOIIETO 0OIauKa
—3TO ’KaJHO OTKPBITHIM KJIIOB NNTEHIIA. TyT MHE CaMO CTAHOBUT-
Cs1 CMEITHO: KaKou ke s mTeHel? Y MeHs yX He TIepBbIi roj] ro-
JIoBa cefieeT. A OCTpUE KUCTOUYKU CHOBA OUEPUUBAET, BbIIESIET
SIPKO-KENTHIM YTOJIKM KJIIOBA: HY 14, Ce/ieelllb, a BCE MTEeHel| —
’KEJITOPOTHIN, HEHACBHITHBIN MITEHEL.

[Tnams cBeuent npurndaercs, ApoxkuT. CKBO3HIK 00HAET XO-
JIOZIOM MOIO CIIMHY: 10331 MEHsI OTKPBIBAaeTCs ABEPh. $1 3HaI0:
910 Mur paccraBanus. «Her! Her! f xouy nonsars! Ckaxu MHe
cBo€ ums! IMokaxu MHe cBo€ yuiio! S He Xouy 3a0bITh. ..» Mok
KPHK MPOTECTa, MOsI MOJIbOa MpoBaMBaloTCsl B TUIIMHY. Cenas
rojioBa BCE Tak ke Oe3MOJIBHO CKJIOHSIETCSI HaJl CBOEU pabOTOM.
Ho npex /e yem ncue3aiot cBeUr, CBUTOK U CrOpOJieHHAasI Kpblya-
Tast pUrypa, JeTOIKUCelL] YCIIEBAET HAHECTU HA LIENIK, a 5 yCIEeBalo
NoMMAaTh B3IVISIAOM €IlIE OJHY KAPTUHKY: NPSMOYTOJIBHUK PO30-
BOTI'0 30J10Ta ¥ HA HEM CU30€ KPYKEBO — CHITy3T COCHOBOM BETKHU.



MenyieHHO, HEOXOTHO 1 OTKPbIBaIO I1a3a. Ha mpotrBononox-
HOW CTEHE CMAJIbHU 51 BIIEPBbIE BUKY, [MO-HACTOSIIIIEMY BUXKY TO,
YTO MOSBJISIETCS HA €€ OeJIO OBEPXHOCTH KX IbIM COJTHEYHBIM
YTPOM: MPSIMOYTOJIbBHUK CBETA 3aHUMAIOILENCS 3apu U CKOJIb351-
1asi 0 HEMY T€Hb COCHOBOM BETKH, KOTOPYIO 32 OKHOM KOJIbI-
1IeT BETEp.



River
English language poems

Good fortune

1. In Zoar

The sun was risen upon the earth when

Lot entered into Zoar. ...

But his wife looked back from

behind him, and she became a pillar of salt.
Genesis

If you have ever been a refugee,
Even if decades have gone by,

Even if now

You are grateful

For your good fortune,
For your settled life
Under Zoar’s sunny skies,



You do not let yourself
Go soft.

You do not lose the skill
Of packing swiftly, with precision.

You do not trust the luxury
Of carrying anything
That’s not essential

To making it

Out...

Across. ..

Into a new land.

You do not forget the story of Lot’s wife.

You heed its warning:

Do not look back,

Do not allow your gaze to stray
To what you had to leave behind.

If you stumble upon
A Google Earth view

Of a courtyard
Shaded by two old trees,



There were twin maples.

In autumn

One would drop crimson leaves,
The other — lemon-yellow.

A photograph of a family celebration,

An impish, tousled child

Stands on the lap of an indulgent aunt
To pick a pastry from a platter:
Layers of creamy filling

Billowing between layers

Of flaky crumbs.

You do not say a word.

Your face impassive,
You stare straight ahead,
Rigid as a pillar of salt.

2. Survivor guilt

Paradoxically, the phenomenon is rarely defined and
often poorly described.
Hutson, Hall & West, “Survivor Guilt: Analyzing the
Concept and Its Contexts”, Advances in nursing science



(2015).
One was destroyed.

Another — left alive
And whole enough
To heal, even to thrive.

What, for lack of a better word,
Gets called “survivor guilt”,
Is not.

It is a feeling that’s not built
Upon a solid foundation

Of cause and effect:

“You acted wrongly;
Wrongly failed to act;

You won by cheating

In some vital contest.”

It is a phantom pain,

The non-existence of a contrast,
The absence of a difference

(Be it of substance or of context)
That would be relevant and plain,



That would, failing to justify,
At least explain....

3. Two turns of fate

... Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
Emma Lazarus, “The New Colossus”

If you have never been a refugee

Do not say:

“I would not have been able to...”,
Even if you mean it

To express admiration.

A refugee is not made
Of sterner stuff
Than your own
Soft, vulnerable core.

A refugee is you yourself,
Two turns of fate away
From where you are
Now.



Ghost

Sometimes, at night, I'm visited by a ghost
Of my own self, but from a past existence.
I don’t feel frightened — after all, she’s me.
I watch her move and hover in the distance.

I think she’s curious about my present life.
She pauses by the shelves and long she looks
At pictures of new friends and those she knew,
At souvenirs of travels, at my books.

At last she turns and glances at my bed,
And then at me.

I do not see a trace

Of anger, accusation or contempt
Upon her face — my own younger face.

I almost can believe that she forgave
This life that I have built above her grave.



Night

Triptych
1. Memory
A midnight voice —
A shard of ice
That would not melt
And would not yield.

A brand, a scar that would not fade.
A whetstone keeping sharp the blade
That, poised to heed the sudden call,
Presses its edge against my soul.

2. Motion

The whistle of a faraway train

Blows and blows in the winter night,
Singing a wild song of speed and distance,
Of the relentless motion of a beam of light
Slicing through the darkness,

Of a darkness that you cannot outrun
Even at the speed of light.



3. Rest

Black sky.
Silver sliver.
Soft air.
Wind-shiver.
Sleeping banks.
Wakeful river.
Still rock.
Skipping stone.

By myself.
Not alone.



Matryoshka Dolls

Our silences

Stack one inside another
Like matryoshka dolls.
Yesterday’s unsaid words
Fit into the hollows

Of today’s evasions.

And they, in turn,

Will fill tomorrow’s shell.

Day after day,

The lacquered face
Appears the same —
Round, rosy-cheeked
And smiling brightly.

Yet larger,
Each time larger
Than before.



Song of Paradise

It has no name, this enchanted land.
At the edge of pale water on the silver sand
My feet do not leave any traces.

The river current runs cold and deep.
On the mirrored surface white lilies sleep.
My eyes meet no reflection.

Eternal spring blooms on silent trees,
Amber honey is studded with golden bees.
I feel neither sting nor sweetness.

Bronze lions with eyes made of emerald glass
Rest with marble lambs in the sunlit grass.
I pass like a shadow between them



Family Tree

My family tree has been replanted
Too many times.

The bark is thick with scars

From all the truths professed, attacked, recanted,
The proclamations nailed to our limbs,

The warring symbols carved

Into our living hides.

Too many times

We have been broken jagged,

Swept by floods,

Then worn back down to smoothness
By the tides

Of moon-mad salt and blood.

Too many times, too many times.
Too many times.



Places
Triptych

1. Birthplace

St Petersburg, Russia

This is not nostalgia.
My home is here, not there.
It is just that I was born in that city.

My memory still flows
Through the river delta
Where the sky is mirrored
Within the slow streams.
There is no line that separates
Below from above —

All is one shimmering whole.

In the opalescent air of white nights
The bridges open

To let tall ships come in.

Tall ships —

The welded steel of my own time,



The ghostly planks and sailcloth
Of distant centuries —

Glide past the curving granite
Of the embankments.

The bridges raise

The fretwork of their railings.
Their black gossamer wings
Hover above the water.

This is not nostalgia.
My home is here, not there.
It is just that I was born in that city.

The memory of my first breath

Stays synchronized

With the moving wings of iron butterflies.
The memory of my first heartbeat

Echoes the wake

That laps against the sinuous granite.

2. Hometown

Madison, New Jersey

Suburban New Jersey. A small town. Home.



A delightful place, if you know how to delight

In the shade of majestic old beech trees;

In the glistening colors, the rainbow of flavors

Of the tomatoes, eggplants and apples

Filling the bins of the farmer’s market each Thursday;
In the September ritual:

Broods of wide-eyed freshmen

From a nearby campus,

Led along Main Street by the mavens,

Their resident advisors,

Who point out the town attractions.

The ice-cream shop — great milk shakes!

The train station — get to New York City in under an hour!

Suburban New Jersey. A small town. Home.

An enchanting place, if you are willing to be enchanted
By a secret sorcerer, an anonymous artist,

Who casts a spell over plain small stones:

Paints them with bright colors;

Adorns them with glitter, flowers and sweet sayings;
Leaves them half-hidden

Nestled in the grass,

Cradled by the tree roots.



Come, let us walk together.

Let us keep our eyes open,
Ready to make the acquaintance
Of these stone changelings.

Let us take in the quiet magic
That makes them possible.

3. No-place

There is no place like home.
There is no place.

There is no-place.

There is.

There.



Logins and passwords

Some travel on three legs as swiftly as four.
Jane Hirshfield

Being bilingual comes in handy

In thinking up logins and passwords.
Booby-trapping an electronic doorway:

Setting up a joke in one language

And delivering the punchline in another;
Barring the entrance with a question

That cannot be answered, but can be translated.

Having died in one language,

Having been reborn in another,

I keep a handful of verbal shrapnel

To remind me of that passage,

Jingling my old nicknames

Like change in my pocket,

Using the razor-edged shards as tools
To help me get through everyday tasks.



Reading ““Tell Me Something Good”

I know I get overindulgent in my immigration stories
sometimes
Tamara Zbrizher

With the divining rod of your poems
you are seeking the source

of that something good

you thirst for.

A man?

A god?
God?

Your muse?
Yourself.

Helping your search,
granting your wish

is not in my power —
I am an outsider,

a reader, a listener.

The course of my fate
has no confluence with yours,
though they share



a long-lost wellspring.

Your words float
on the current of my thought.
They sink into me, slowly, deeply.

The black pupils of a river
watch the night.

I left that river far behind.
I never left that river.

The water reflects constellations
Sometimes smoothly,

Sometimes rippling, eddying
Stirred by a living creature

That moves just under the surface.



Bridge

Time has carried me far away
From the city where I was born.

Memories overlap,
Events are blurred into stories,
Names drift into oblivion.

A single image remains
Clear and ever-present:

A bridge spans a broad river.
The latticed arches sweep up,
Then curve gracefully

To touch their own reflections,
Like the wings of a bird
Taking flight.



Learning English

Dislocation of habits and views. Culture shock.
Mind inflamed by confusion.

The doctors take one look at me

And order a language transfusion.

First, they tried intravenous TV,

But I had an allergic reaction.

So, they switched me to nursery rhymes,
Grammar textbooks, and classroom instruction.

There was hope: I began to respond.
In a month, my condition was stable.
I could say “How are you?”, “Goodbye”,
Even name a few things on the table.

After that my recovery was

Just a matter of time and good care.

Yet my grammar and accent were scarred,
So sometimes when I spoke, people stared.

Now I've healed. I am as good as new.
Or almost. Sometimes when it rains,
My past tenses tense up and they ache



With the memory of their past pains.



Raising a toast

It took a long while to fully taste
The sweetness, the bitterness

Of the country that welcomed me,
Healed me with freedom,
Nourished me with opportunity,
Flung wide open doors to the future.

But I can no longer deny:

Here, too, brutality partners with fear;
Here and now they brew their recipe
The same acrid hooch that intoxicated
My distant birthplace.

Wonder, tenderness, celebration
Are laced with that familiar poison.

So what do I do with my gratitude,
With its sweetness that spills over the brim?

Pour enough of it out to make room
For the bitterness, the sorrow,

The shame of witnessing

What is being done to “them”



In the name of “us”?

Or do I keep the bile
In a different container
From the honey?

How do I raise my toast?

How do I drink it?

A sip from this cup, a sip from that one?
Or do I take it in together:

The nectar and the venom?



IlepenpaBa
Cmuxu Ha pycckom s13vike

IlepenpaBa

MHe CTOJIBKO pa3 PUXOAUIIOCHh C TOOOW paccTaBaThCs,
CKOJBKO 32 XU3Hb BBITIAZAET MPOIIAThCS C COO00 —

C Bepoli CBOel U HEBEpUEM, CTPAXOM, HAIEKA0M,

C o0mKoM B 3epKajie, ¢ JOMOM, IPO3BAHbEM, CYILOOIO.

CKOJBKO 32 JIONTYIO KU3Hb TIeperipaB MPOUCXOIHMT,
['ne moHnMaerin, 4To HeT 6e3 MoTepu CBOOOIbI.

W xaxaplid pa3 — BOpOJ 1 BIUIaBb Yepe3 HOBYIO PEKY,
Jlampliiie ¥ Jablie CKBO3b OBICTPO OETYIITYIO BOIY.



1978, 2014

1. IITunel

Henepen€rHbiM nTULiaM HaCcTaIo BpeMs
Ckuratbcsi, UCKaTh Hayraj cede HeOo UHOE.
ITo3agu OecHOBATOE IUIAIIET IIJIAMS,

['apb 1 MeTeb ocenuim HeOO PoTHOE.

Hap yépHbIMU JIbJaMu CKOJIB3SIT KPbLIAThIE TEHM.
K ucnenenéHHbIM rHE31aM M HE BO3BPATUTHCS.

[Tpoub OT ropsIIuUX JIECOB, OT 3UMbI Oe3BECEHHEH
VYieraor HenepesleTHbIE NTULIBL.

2. CHer

Tenepp yxe MOKHO — OIJISIHUCh, TTOTJISIIH:
TBoW ropop crope 10T/1a, ¥ caMa Thl — IIPax.
Bosb He 3aCThIHET COJbI0 B OECIUIOTHOM TPY/IH,
Han ronocom Ge3ropraHHbIM He BJIACTEH CTpax.

Ortciona, cBepxy, BUIHO, KaK BaJIMTCS CHET
Ha ocTpIBafoIiee nenesmiie CyabObl.
Orcioga u bora, 1 Bech €ero OorHeHHBIN THEB,



[Moxanyi, cymeels MpoCTUTb, OTIYCTUTD, 3a0bITh.



Mapt 2014

Korna BecHa, 3axJ1eOHYBIINCH, YXOAUT MOJ, JIEN,
PaBHOzeHCTBIE, COMBIIMCH C OPOUTHI, JIETUT BO MPaK,
To pa3ym, 3aKMypsCh, TBEPIUT, YTO 3PEHUE BPET,

A cepniie iepeunT ciyxy: «He MoxeT ObITh Tak !»

W TonbKO JTyIie rmpeaHaYepTaHo BeaaTh U OJICTh;

Yro OBLJI0, UTO €CTh 1 YTO OYJIET, B CJIOBO 00JIeUb;
3aMEP3IIYIO MTHITY MBITATHCS JIBIXaHHEM COTPETh

W XpynKuii MOACHEKHUK XOTh B MAMSITH, HO yOepeyb.



oM

DTOT AOM OTHAJ JPYroMy
AJpec CBOM, CBOUX KUJIbIIOB.
[TycToToii cTpoIuia KpbITH,
Mox Bcnosnzaer Ha KpbUIbLIO.

Hacrexb qBEph Ha PXKaBbIX METISAX —
Het HyX/1bl XpaHUTh KJTIOYH.
Bonbhbiii Betep. CBeT cO3BE3MIA.
X0 JajibHEE B HOYU.



Mo3auka

A sepryncst 6 moti 20poo0. ..
Ocun Manoeavuwmam

1. JIoxxb

He npukocHuch, He pacTpeBOXb,
He naii B co3HaHbe TPOCOYUTHCS —
OrHu pycanaoubei CTOJUILIbI,
YUyryHHOU NayTUHBI IPOXKb,
['panuT, KOIEONEMBIN JTOKIEM,

N nom, HeCOBIBIIIMICSA MOM JIOM. ..

Bcé ato 10%b6! He cMelt MHE CHUTBCA.

2. ITpuspak

Bcernecku KpbUTbeB roIyOnHBIX
ByzsIT OT3BYK KOJIOKOJIbHBIH.
3oroTas Kapaseia
3atepsiiach B oO0JIaKax.

JloBen€ercs i BEpHYThCA
MHe B rpaHUTHBIE OOBSATHS,



B ropon apimMa 1 Tymasa,
3BIOKMX 3aMKOB Ha IECKax,

B ropon aHrenioB u ¢pMHKCOB,
['me mocthl yxoasT B HEOO

W npoxar B IOJTHOYHBIX peKax
donapu, Kak xemuyra,

['ne nBOVMHMK MOt 3a0MyauIICs
B nepeyinkax 3a3epkabs,

['ne Moii mpu3pak rpeer pyku
V uysxoro ouara?

3. JleTa

BepHyThcsl — TOBEpUTD,
Paznyky B ciie3ax nmoTonurs,
W3 nponuioro BHIKUHYTh
JlHU, HEYrOgHbIE CepaLLy,

W B KJ1€TKE rpyaHOM
PacnaxHyTh 3apkaBeBIIYIO IBEpILY. . .

CryCcTUTBCS K peke
U nererckoi BOOUIILI UCTUTE.



4. Mo3auka

[Tpuriuio BpeMs CIOKUTh MO3aUKY U3 YEPENKOB U OCKOJIKOB.
Haspanus Box ouepumBaioT abpuc —
Hesa, ®onranka, kanan [ pudoenoBa, Morika.

[TpoOyxaaloTcs ocsizaHue, OOOHSIHHE, BKYC.

390Kkuii BeTep C 3aJIMBA CTAJKUBAETCS C PE3UHOBBIM BO3IY-
XOM METPO.

Enkuit «benoMop» nepeBUT KeMUyKHON HUTHIO YEPEMYXHU.

JKapeHast KopioIlika, BAHerpeT, O0pOIUHCKUI Xj1e0 —

[TamATh HAMTOTHSET TApEJIKYy.

[IpucoeaANHSIOTCS CITyX U 3pEHUE.

['oBOp TOJMBI MECTPUT, KAK JIOCKYTHOE OJIEsLIO.
Bpon3oBas pyka Bo3zieTa K HeOecam.

He6o mozcTynaeT tak OJ1M3KO K 3eMIle,

Y10 TO U JIeN10 3axXJIECTBIBAET JIMILIO,

3aroruisieT rasa u yuiu.

HaxoHern 3anonusercs cepaleBrHa.

Bosppainatorcs rosoca v una

Tex, KTo ecTb (MocTapeBIIre, HO IIPOH3UTENILHO Y3HABAEMBIE ),
U tex, c KeM yxke HUKOT/Ia He Oy/IeT BCTPEYH.



Ocraércs TOMBKO NMPUJIAIUTh OCKOJIOK 3€pKaJa,
YT00BI U 4. ..

Ho noszano. To, 4T0 OBLIO MO3AUKOMH,

[Tpuiuio B ABMKEHUE, 3aNIOTHUIIO IIPOCTPAHCTBO.
MHe OHO yke He MOABJIACTHO.

Jla 1 ¢ camoro Havaja
Bo MHe 31€ech He ObUT0 0000 HEOOXOOMMOCTH.

5. CamoJér

S npuBBIKJIA TOBEPATHCS] CAMOJIETY.
YckopeHue npoH3aer mycrory,
MSATHBIN, CJIAIKUN XOJIOIOK Ha B3JIETE,
N nonér He omnrymaenis Ha Jiery.

['me-to Tam, Ha/T OOJTAKOM HApPKO3HBIM,
['e He coH, He CMepTh, a 3a0bIThE,
N3penka Opocaeliib B3I O€CCIEIHBIN
BHu3z, Ha Teno pacnpocTeépToe CBOE.

Yro cynpba co cKabIeneM pa3inyKu?

4 BHYTpH, B cepeOpsiHOM UrJe.

['y71 MOTOPOB OCTaJIbHBIE TIIYIIUT 3BYKHU.
Be3bIMSIHHBI OTOHBKU BO MIVJIE.



6. OxHo

[TocMoTpIO HA OKHO:
«/HTEpECHO, a CHET TaM BbIIaj ?»
Ha yacax moux roiaHoup —
3HauuT, TaM paccBeTaeT.

Tam, rae cTépcst Mol criest

W Mot ronoc X0 3a0bLIo,
Tawm, e ToJbKO MeYaTh MOsI
Taiikom oOuTaerT.

[Ipoceimaercs ropon fan€kum —
N MHe He cniuTes.
[Tpockimaercst ropos, 030mun —
W MHE TpeBOKHO.

W3 110681 MOXHO BBIKOBATh
['opeub u axe ApOCTh.

Ho e€ npeBparuth B 3a0BeHIE
Heso3moxHo.



NckonaeMblie

MHne Hu K uemy uckamos Npanpamounbl...
Bunosuii (/Kens) Kane

B cnoax ncropun 3emiiy,

Ha xoTopoii Mbl BIMEpITH,
Ocraymch Halllu TEHH,
Otneyarku ClieqioB,

[1ycTOTBI, KOTOpBIE MBI KOT/1A-TO
3anoHsaIM coO0M.

Jlio6o3HaTENbHBIE YUEHbIE

I1pu xenaHum cMOryT BOCCTAHOBUTD
AGpuc Haiero ObITHS:

TpaekTopuio momyJisiuu

B nipocrpancTse 1 BpemeHy,
BremHocTb,

KusHeonucanue —

YeTpoicTBO Kubs,

JloObIBaHHE MHUIIH,

B3spammBanue noroMmcraa.

ITo kocTsiM pakTOB
Yuratotcs cyapObl:



BeposnomMcTBO 1 BEpHOCT®,
Bpaxa v B3aumHas oMolllp,
PaBHOmyIIIME U JTIOOOBD.

CnoxuB cymbOBbl,
MoHO Ha3BaTh IPUYUHY
Hariero ncuesHoBeHusl.

Ecnu BaMm, )KUBYIIIUM, €CTh B TOM TPOK,
To mycTts Bcé 310 Oyner:

Slpko ocBelEHHbIE BUTPUHBI B MY3€sIX,
SIpocTHble akaJeMu4ecKue Cropsbl,
Kponotnusslii Tpy,

OmmOKu, MPO3peHusl.

Ho nazBanus,
Kotopsle BBl HaruIeTe Ha TaOIMUYKaXx,
He Obum HAImMMu HACTOAINMMU UMEHAMU.



T'oJsoc

Kak eBHyX, KOTOpOrO MyUHT KeJIaHbe KeJaTh,

Kak nocne o6sasa peka, oOpaii€HHas BCIATh,

Kak nmpuszpak mojHOYHBIN, TPO3SIIUNA 32 YEPHBIM OKHOM,
On O6poauT 1 OpeanT, KPUUUT U MOTYUT — 00 OTHOM:

«PonmuBiiemycs B ATIaHTH]IE — TIOKOW JIMIIb Ha JTHE.
N3 Tpom GexasiiieMy — BCE ke TIOTUOHYTh B OTHE.



«4 crajia Tak caMa ¢ co00i1 HeCX0Ka...»

4 crana Tak cama ¢ co6oii HecXoxa,
Y0, KakeTCs, U HE B POJCTBE C COOOM.
41, KaK 3Mest, CBOI0 CMEHHJIA KOKY

U pa3muHynack co cBoel Cynb00u.

3a0bIB PO BeC LieMel, Mpo TAKECTh KPbLUIbEB,
[Tpo npenaHHOCTh HE3PSUYIO KOPHEH,

S B HEBECOMOM paIy’KHOM OeCCUIIbe
Kymnatoch B nieHe mpa3iHUYHBIX OTHEM.



IMHUTPAHTDI

Xumeps! ¥ CPUHKCBHI — TUOPUIB,
Muduueckue cyiecTBa, —

M-kl camu ce0 COUUHSEM,

B cBowm xe He Beps cioBa.

Hawm Bce s3bIKM HE pOJIHBIE,

N B Ka:10M CKpBIBA€TCS 3BYK
Typbun camonéra Ha B3n€Te,
BaroHHbIX KOJIEC EPECTYK.



«Ham camum ygaaoch yexarthb...»

Ham camum ynasnoce yexars.
Haiim my3bl monanu B OTKa3.
N nostomy He 1oaTel —
[IporpaMmuCThI BBIIIUIM U3 HAC

ByHOepKUHICTBO, KaK NEPBOPOACTBO,
[IpomMeHSB Ha ey U KUJIbE,

Bcé€ xe npuctynamu BUPILIEIUIETCTBA
bepeaum Ml 310 CBOE.

U Tak gacTo u 6e3yTeIiHo

MB&1 cBOI B35 OOpaiaeM Haz3a
OTTOro, 4TO MPU3HATH HAM CTPAITHO
He3HauuTtenbHOCTh HAIIUX yTpar.



Yépuasa Boaa

Kak y€pHas Boaa, NpuiIMB nevann
[NokaumBaet cepaue. Yro nopenarsb?
3apopbllll paccTaBaHbs 3aKJII0UEH

B MoMmeHTe nepBoil BCTpeyH.

B3goxu, cné3pl —
Bc€ 310 Gecrone3Ho, HU K Uemy.

Wny no MOKpomy Mecky.
Beuepnuii ropozn
HpOoXUT Ha CBasIX OTPa)kEHHBIX (POHAPEN.

[MTycras nogka cruT 6e3 CHOBUICHUH,
CKpecTUB HEJIOBKO BEC/IA HA CKAMbE.



Can

K 4yryHHOU orpaze s 3Haio TpOILy HOTalHYIO.

3a nma3yxo# KJIo4 OT TSKEBIX BOPOT Oepery.

Kak mbIIHO B cafly 9TOM MHEN pa3poccs Ha BeTKax !
Kak cBeT MHOToIBeTHO ApoOUTCS Ha OeIoM CHery !

3nech CHHD JTyde3apHO sICHa Oe3 TeHel U revasieil.
31ech He 0 YeM OoJIbIlle rajaTh, COKPYIIATHCS, IIPOCUTb.
3nech 1peBo 3a0BEHbsI CBOU TUTO JISTHOW TIpejiyiaraeT.
W KTO 3ampeTuT ero BeUHyIo caaiocTh BKYCUTh?



Bilingual / buaunrsa
Bilingual poems
Cmuxu na 08yx a3vlKax

Bilingual / busmmarsa

In this language

In this language,

I converse, argue, and flirt with my husband,
Teach and amuse my daughter,

Stay in touch with friends from college,
Confer with my colleagues,

Report to the boss,

Say hello to the neighbors.

In that language,

I listen to the voices of ghosts.
Their unhurried conversation
Glides along its immutable orbit.



Ha Tom a3bIke

Ha Tom s13bIKe

51 6ecemyto, CIOPIO ¥ KOKETHUYAIO C MYKeM,

Y4y u pa3Biekaio 104Ky,

[lepenuchiBaloCh C YHUBEPCUTETCKUMM JIPY3bSIMHU,
CoBelamch ¢ KoJjleraMmu,

JoKanpIBa0 HA4aJIbLCTBY,

310pOBaIOCh C COCEASIMU.

Ha sTOM s3bIKE

A npucnymmBaoch K pu3pakam.
Wx HeroporumBas Oecefa CKOIb3UT
ITo cBoeii peqHaUEpTAaHHON OpOUTE.



Daughter. /louka

Daughter

May the ocean always be kind

To the little ship that we launched.
May the mountains smile at the glow
Of the little lantern we lit.

Houka

bynb munocrus, okeas,

K nHamei jjomouke Ha BOJIHAX.
['opa, 6;1arOCKJIOHHO B3IJISTHU
Ha 3aTeruieHHbIN HAMU CBET.



Tai Chi Teacher. Yuurean Tan Un

In memory of Master Cheng Hsiang Yu,
1929—2010

THamsimu Macmepa Yenz Xcuane IO,
1929—2010

1. Notebook

Life does not make bargains.
Death does not grant concessions.

It is not possible to halt the current

That carries the boat forward.

It is not possible to fathom

The depths that will swallow it in the end.

My teacher was a wise man.

I covered page after page with hasty scribbles,
Trying to capture in words

The subtle, inexorable motion.

Whenever my notebook got half-filled

I would buy a spare one to keep at the ready.



My teacher was an old man.
Now I gaze at the blank pages.

I could fill them with my own musings.
I could search for another teacher.

I could pretend that this paper

Was meant for a different purpose:
Jotting down to-do-lists,

Collecting recipes for soups and casseroles. ..

But the pages remain empty.
Life does not make bargains.
Death does not grant concessions.

2. One Year Later

Looking at a snowy hill

That bristles with black stubble

I see the shaven head of the nun

Who recited sutras on the forty-ninth day
After the death of our teacher.

«We are gathered by fate,
And we are scattered by fate.
This is the final parting,”
She told us,



“On this day his soul surrenders

All of its old affections and cares,

All of its memories, all of its wisdom.
Unburdened, nameless and empty-handed,
This soul enters a brand-new life.”

She struck three sharp raps on a block of wood
To mark the moment when our connection
To our teacher’s soul was severed.

The triple blow convulsed my heart: “No! No! No!”
Why?

My mind does not believe that a spirit
Endures beyond the death of the body.

So why do I feel that my loss is deepened
By the passage of forty-nine days, or a year?

Then again, since when does reason
Have power to answer questions
Asked by the heart?



1. Terpaab

JKv3Hb He MIET HA CHENKY,
CmMmepTh He JemaeT yCTyIOK.

HeB03MOXHO TPUOCTAHOBUTH TEUEHUE
[ToToka, yHOCHIIIETrO JIOAKY.
HeBOo3MOXHO U3MEpUTh TITyOrHY
besnHbl, KOTOpas €€ NorIoTUT.

Moii yuutesnb ObUT MyIpbIM YEJIOBEKOM.
S1 ucnucpiBaia CTpaHUILy 3a CTPAHULIEH
[NocrienHpIMU KapakyJisiMu,

[IpITasich cXBaTuTh, 3al€YamIETh B CJIOBAX
HeynoBrmoe 1 HellpecTaHHOE [IBUKEHBE.
Koraa terpanap 3anoiHsiace HarnoJIOBUHY,
4 mokynasa ciieayoliyo, Ipo 3armac.

Moii yuutesnb ObUT CTAphIM YETOBEKOM.
Tenepp s IIsIKy Ha OeJIble JIUCTHI.

SI Mor1a Obl 3aIOJIHUATE UX

CBoMMHU COOCTBEHHBIMU Pa3MBbIIUICHUSIMH,
$1 morna Obl HaiiTH ceGe IPyroro yuauTens,

41 morna Oul yOequTh ceOsi, uTo 3Ta Oymara



Nwmeer nHOe npegHa3HauYeHUE —

Bectu yu€r tekymum nenam,

Cobupath petienThl CYIoB U 3aNeKaHOK. . .
Ho crpanuiipl ocraHyTCs MyCThIMMU.

JKv3HDL He MIET HA CHENKU,
CMmepThb He JieNaeT yCTyIOoK.

2.Tox coyerst

A rsKy Ha 3aCHEKEHHbINA XOJM,
[Topocimii mpo3payHoi YEPHOU METUHOM,
U BrKy OpUTYIO TOJIOBY MOHAXUHH,
Yuragiieid CyTpbl Ha COPOK JEBATHIN IEHb
[Mocnie cMepTH HAILIETO yYUTeNsl.

OHa cka3asia HaM Torja:

«Cynpba cobupaer Hac,

Cynp6a Hac pasiyyaer.

DTO — nocegHee MpoIaHbe.

CeropiHs €ro JyIa OCTaBUT MO3a/11

Bce crapbie npuBA3aHHOCTH U 3a00THI,
BocnoMuHaHus1, HAKOIUIEHHYIO MYAPOCTb.
CBoOonnasi, 6e3 UMeHH, C MyCTHIMUA PYKaMH,
OHa BCTYNHT B HOBYIO KU3Hb>.



MonaxuHs ygapuia Tpy pa3a

B cBOW0O AEpEeBAHHYIO KOJIOTYIIKY,
IlogaBas HaM 3HAaK, YTO HACTaJl MOMEHT,
Korna Hama cB3b ¢ Jynon y4uTens
OobopBanace.

Ot TporHoro yaapa
cepaLe MOE COAPOTHYJIOCh:
«Her! Her! Her!»

[Touemy?

Benp s He Bepro, YTO AyX KUBET

[locne cmeptu puznueckoro tena.

Tak moyemy ke COpPOK JIEBATHIM JIEHb
Mnu rogosmyHa

CrnocoOHBI YCHIIUTH OIYIIEHHUE TTOTepH ?

Bnpouem, ¢ Kakux 3T0 Mop pasymy
[TocuiibHO OTBETUTH Ha BOMPOCHI cepaia?



Icarus. Ukap

Icarus

And so we have learned

If not to soar and fly,

At least to flit and hover
On stubs of wings,

On broken wings

That did not set quite right,
On memories of wings.

...Maybe it 1s for our own good.
We all have seen

The great charred feathers
Under museum glass.

And next to them,

The neatly printed labels

With just one word:

“Icarus”.



Hkap

...Atak, Mbl HAyYWJIUCh —

Hy ecnu He B3MBIBaTh U HE JI€TaTh,
To yx x0Ts1 OBl IIepenapxuBaTh

Ha Hammx xynprankax —

Ha o6oMKax KpbuUibeB,

KoTopsle HENpaBUIIbHO CPOCIIUCS,
Ha namsiTi 0 KpbUIbsiX.

.JUTo K,

MozkeT ObITh, BCE 3TO —

Hawm Ha Onaro:

Mkzl BUzen

OrpomHble 00yTJIEHHbIE TIEpPbsi
B mysesx, nop crexsiom.

N panom —

OmHO JUIIB CJIOBO

Ha taGnuykax akkypaTHBIX:
«Uxkap»...

OHO BCTa€T, Kak Mmyrajo, HaJ HaMH.
OHo oHO cocoOHO yOepeub
HebecHble CBAILLIEHHBIE KOJIOCHS

OT 1IyMHBIX CTal OrOJI0ABIIMX TYIIL.



Poetry lessons. Ypoku mo33uu

Poetry lessons

I asked: “Teach me, please.”

The hunter said:

“Your arrows must be sharp,

Fly true and strike deep

To stop the heart before there is time
For fear or suffering.

Let your quarry fall out of the sky,
Crash in mid-leap,

Lie prostrate at your feet,

Staring at you with empty eyes.

Let your prey feed your hunger.”

The healer took my hands into hers:
“You sing, sing, sing

Sing sweetly to lull pain

Before you can touch it,

Probe it, mend it as much

As it will allow itself to be mended.
Sing sweetly, do not stop singing



While pain lies beneath your hands,
So that your patient can look at it
From over your shoulder

With your own calm compassion.”

The programmer’s instructions stated:

“Your program must be easy to read.

Pay attention to logical organization.

Segment your code cleanly into modules.

This way you and your colleagues

Can evolve it rapidly and correctly.

Test your work thoroughly under a variety of conditions.
Your users are individuals: they have different needs.
Your program must collaborate with each user

To solve the right problem.”

The guru patted the worn meditation cushion:
“It is not a matter of talent or luck.

It takes patience, discipline,

To learn to equally accept

The illusion of repeated failure

And the illusion of success.

It is a long road, a never-ending road
Towards getting out of your own way.”

My childhood teacher ruffled my hair and smiled:



“This work needs all your energy, all your attention.
What matters is making learning joyful for your students.
Your own joy will catch you unawares.”

Ypoku no33un

A nonpocuna: «[loxanyiicta, HayuuTe MEHs».

OXOTHUK cKa3za:

«TBoM cTpesbl TOKHBI OBITH OCTPBIMH,
[Topazxarth 11eJ1b TOUHO U TITYOOKO,
OcranasiuBare cepate

IIpexne, 4yem OHO yCrneeT NOYyBCTBOBATh

Crpax u cTpajsaHue.

[Tycts TBOSI 10OBIYA PYXHET B MOJIETE, B MPbIKKE,
Pacriacraercs y TBOMX HOT,

YcraBuBImch Ha TeOsI TYCTBIMU IJIA3aMHU.

[1ycTh OHa yTOMUT TBOW TOJIOI».

[enutenpHuIIA IPUHSIA MOY JIAJIOHU B CBOU:
«ITomn, momn, mom.

[lo#i nackoBble MecHH, yOaroK1Bait 00Jb,
YtoObl TPUKOCHYTHCS K HEM,

Ilo3HaTh €€ Ha omLyIb,

Hcuenutps e€ HaCTOIBKO,

Hackoipko oHa TeOe TO ITO3BOJIHT.



He ymorkaii, noii 1acKOBbI€ TIECHH,
[Toka 60Tk JIEKUT MO/ TBOUMU PyKAMHU,
YrtoObl OOTBHON MOT B3IJISTHYTh Ha HeE
W3-3a TBOETO IJIEUa

C TBOMIM CITOKOMHBIM COCTpaJIAHUEM.

B MHCTpYKIMSIX pOrpaMMHCTa CKa3aHo:

«[Iporpamma gomkHa ObITh HAaIlMCAHA TaK,

YroObl €€ OBIJIO JIETKO YMTATh

He Toibko BaM, HO ¥ BallluM KOJUIETaM.

Omna 1o/mKxHa OBbITh JIOTMYHO OPraHU30BaHa,

YéTko pa3duTa Ha OJIOKH.

Torna ko MOHO OyfieT OBICTPO KOPPEKTUPOBATh,

HancrpauBath, He BHOCS OIITMOOK.

TectupyiiTe cBOIO pabOTy THIATEIBHO M B Pa3sHOOOpa3HBIX
YCIIOBUSIX.

Kaxaplii moib30oBaTesb — MHAWBUIYATbHAS JIMYHOCTD,

¥ Kaxaoro cBOM 3ampockl.

Barma nmporpamma J0/’kHa B3aMMOJICHCTBOBATh

C MOJIb30BaTeNIEM,

YToObI MOMOYB €My PEIUTb ero PoOIeMy».

['ypy nornaauia noT€pThiid KOBPUK 711 MEUTALIAIA:
«/lesmo He B TaylaHTe WM BE3EHUM.

Bcé, 4o HY)kHO, — 3TO TEeprHeHue, JUCLUILIMHA,
PaBHOe NpuHATHE WIUTIO3NN:



M mHOrux Heygauy, v ycriexa.
370 — JJIMHHASA A0pora, OeCKOHeuHas 10pora
K Tomy, 4T0OBI HE MTperpaxaarh MyTh CaMOMy cebe».

VYuurens moero ACTCTBA B3BEPOIINII MHE BOJIOCBHI }UII:;I6HyH-

«JTa padoTa NOIIOIIAET BCIO SHEPTUI0, BCE BHUMAHUE.
['maBHOe — y4€0a NoMKHA ObITh B PAJIOCTh YUEHUKAM.
[Toka ThI MOJTHOCTBIO 3aHSAT 3TUM, Tl M HE 3aMevaelllb,
Kak pamocTb 3axBaThiBaeT TeOs CAMOTO».



Walk! Don’t walk! Uaute! Croite!

Walk! Don’t walk!

The striding green men,

The standing red men

In pedestrian crossing signs

Relax when their lights are turned off.

In private, away from their work,
It turns out that not all are men,
Not all are one color or the other.

Some love to ski.

Some have a passion for the tango.

A few are seekers, devoted meditators
Who spend hours sitting in full lotus.

Some are heroic; others simply kind.
There are those, it is sad to say,
Who commit horrible acts.

Occasionally, you meet one who knows
That working in a traffic sign



Is not as predictable and dull
As it may appear at first glance.

There is much to be learned

By peering with unseen eyes
Into the faces of human beings
When they come to a crossroads.

HNaure! Croiire!

[Marariue 3eaEHble YeJIOBEUYKH,
CMUpPHO CTOSIIIIME KPACHBIE YETOBEUKHU
B cBerodopax nis nemexonos
Paccmatisiorcs,

Kak TonbKO BBIK/IIOUAETCS MX IIOJICBETKA.

B cBoeii TMYHOM KU3HU, BOAIU OT paboTHl,
BoBce He Kak/Iplil M3 HUX LIEJIMKOM OKpaIlieH
JIn6o B ouH 11BET, MO0 B APYTOM.

Cpeny HUX €CTb MYKYMHBI U KEHIVHBI,
Mornoaple 1 cTapuKu.

Muble 3 HUX — 3as1/JIble IbDKHUKH,
NHble — cTpacTHbIE MOKJIOHHUKH TaHTO.
KT0-TO 1yXOBHO CaMOCOBEPILIEHCTBYETCS —



Yacamu MeIuTHUpYeT B 1MO3€ JIOTOCA.

Bcerpeuarores repou.

Ectb mipocTo 100psaKu.

[TonagaroTcs, Kak 3TO HU MEYATIbHO MPU3HATD,
OrTrieTole HErOA M.

[Topoir BCcTpeTuIlb OJHOTO U3 TeX, KTO 3HAET,
Yro u cnyxba B cBeToope

BoBce He Tak omHOOOpa3Ha U CKyYHa,

Kak mokeT nokasarbcsi Ha IEpBbIM B3I
Bcé neno B ToM, Kak Ha 3TO MOCMOTPHUIIIb.

MHoroe MOKHO HOCTHYb,
BrisaapiBasich HEBUIMMBIMU TJIa3aMU
B nuna monent, okazaBIuxcs Ha NepemnyThe.



Subterranean lake. Ilonzemnuoe o3epo

Subterranean lake

You speak in one language and cry in another.
The parched roots of your words

Never tap into the darkest waters

That are trapped in the hidden layers.

You speak in one language and cry in another.

That vast subterranean lake
Remains unnamed and uncharted.

Ilon3zemHoe 03epo

Thl rOBOpUIIIL HA OHOM fI3BIKE, A IUIAYEIllb HA APYTOM.

Kak Obl HM My4mIIa UX Kaxaa, KOPHA TBOUX CJIOB
Hukorga He NPUHUKHYT K CaMbIM TEMHBIM BOJAM,
3anepTeiM B COKPBITBIX CJIOSX.



Tei OBOPHIIb Ha OJHOM A3BIKE, a IJIAYCHIb HA APYTrOM.

Kakum Obl HM OBLIO OFPOMHBIM TIOI3EMHOE 03€pO,
OHO ocTaéTcst Hen3BelaHHbIM 1 O3bIMSIHHBIM.



Lilacs. Cupennb

Lilacs

Every spring there comes a day
When the lilac bush in the back yard
Bursts into bloom.

All at once

Innumerable flowers open their petals.

They flood the midday heat,

The delicate coolness of twilight

With wave upon wave of sweetness and longing.

Three days, four...
Then it all subsides,
Blends back in —
Green into green.

When I was young,
I used to think
The blooming of lilacs is fleeting.



Cupenb

Kaxyio BeCHy NpuxoAuT JeHb,
Korpaa kycr cupenu B yriy ABopa
PacuseTaer.

becuncnenHrle genecTku
OTkpbIBatoTCs BCE cpasy,
3aTomisAs TEIUIbIi MOJIAEHb

N xpynkyio mpoxJyagy cymepek
Bonnamu ¢1aiocT 1 TOMJICHBS.

Tpu-ueTsipe JHA — U BCE yTUXAET,
CwmemuBaercsi ¢ poHOM —
3eJIEHOE CPENIU 3EJIEHOTO.

Korna s Obuta MoJIonon,
[IBeTeHue cupeHu
Kazanoce MHE MUMOJIETHBIM.



Form and function.
Pdopma U cojaeprKaHne

With all due respect to free verse

Vilanelle’s meter and rhyme,
The 5-7-5 of haiku,

Sonnet’s surprising volta,
Limerick’s knowing laughter
Chant what cannot be said,
Steady the beat of the heart,
Rock the cradle of “never”
As “never” grows into “after”.

IIpu BCéM yBasKeHHH K BepPJHOPY

W3 cambix ryOOKUX paH B pudmy cioBa TEKyT,
[TynbcupyeT Y€pHBIN TOK aHATIECTOM, IMOOM, XOpEEM. ..
He BepnuOp, a coHeT — ycnaaa ropyaiimmmx MUHYT.

MbI TeM ckJiaiHee OpeiuM, Y4eM Tsokesee OoreeM.



Translations into English
Ilepesoovt Ha aneaulickuil a3blK

A blackbird — a magpie
Nursery rhyme’

A blackbird — a magpie —
Cooked porridge in a cauldron,
Sat down with her children.

Filled this one’s bowl,
Filled this one’s bowl,
Filled this one’s bowl,
Filled this one’s bowl.

But that one got a scolding:
“You didn’t fetch the water,
You didn’t bring the coal —
You don’t get any porridge

2 Retelling of a nursery rhyme that accompanies a finger game for toddlers. This is
a folk game, so there are many different versions of the words. All of them start with a
non-existent bird “crow-magpie” as the protagonist. I substituted another loud-voiced
bird for the crow to preserve the rhythm of the first line.



To fill your bowl!”



Ivan Krylov
The Sow and the Oak Tree

Beneath an oak a sow pigged out on acorns,
Then napped under the shady canopy.

At last, refreshed, she set her snout to digging,
Baring the roots that fed the ancient tree.

“Stop! Stop!” called out a raven from the branches.
“The oak tree’s roots get damaged when you dig.”
“What do I care if this useless stump does wither?
Acorns are all 'm after,” said the pig.

The oak tree’s voice then joined the conversation.
“Ingrate!” said to the swine the mighty tree,

“If you could lift your snout up from your grubbing,
You’'d see that all the acorns come from me.”

An ignoramus mocking education,

Scoffing at science, is blind just like that sow,
Failing to see that on the tree of knowledge
Ripened the comforts he’s enjoying now.



Boris Zakhoder
Termite's diet

Said a termite to a termite:
“Yes, I really was determined
To be disciplined and try it —
This new alphabetic diet.

I ate airplanes, chewed up boats,
Candy canes and cashmere coats,

Munched on desks and dinner tables,
Easels, feather dusters, gables,

Gnawed a harness (right off the horse),
Fed on houses (of course!).

I ate inkwells, jellybeans,
Kettle drums and limousines.

Then I snacked on magazines,
Napkins, oil cans,

Pencils, quilts,

Rubber boots, a pair of stilts,

Tablecloths and tambourines,



Undershirts, vanilla beans,
Waffles, xylophones, a yurt,
And a zipper for dessert.

Yet I didn’t feel satisfied.”

“Yes,” the other termite sighed,
“All these diets are too tricky.
I just eat and don’t get picky.”



Anastasya Shepherd
Faith in ourselves

Grant us faith in ourselves, Creator.
May we find the courage and skill
To become ourselves in full measure.
For if we do not, who will?



Vyacheslav Leikin
To Yu. Brusovani

«Let the dead ones attend to burying their dead», —
A buddy told me, and I just smiled in reply.

And, with that smile, I said to myself: «Why not?
Let them bury themselves, it is worth a try».

A noose, a cudgel, the firefly flash of a blade —

And the eternal peace, the corrupting peace...

But how well, my friend, you pretend that you are alive,
With a longing that is so endless, so full of grace.



Vyacheslav Leikin
'Freedom from all desires...'

This is happiness! These are rights...
Alexander Pushkin

Freedom from all desires, from passions and regrets;

From saccharine Christmas pills, from serving and from
service,

From trysts and from farewells recurring like a dream,

From sympathy to god, from joys amidst the rushing.

From soil and seed and root, from rudder and from oars,
From the lackluster craft that never earned a penny,
From ignorance and spite, from counting and accounts,
Freedom from everything that goads and ties us down.

She's haughty as a saint and jealous as a wife,

Honest as communists killed in the year of purges.

Can we find out at last, what do we need her for,

And what the hell she wants when she herself is freedom?



Why when she speaks, her words are always curt and harsh,
Why with her sightless eyes she gazes so intently,

Why she ties into knots our sinews and our veins,

Forcing us to submit our fortunes to her guidance...

You shook the iron cage, you rammed the fortress walls,
Your vigilant mistrust could not be fooled by cunning,
And yet you did not see how you became a slave,

A sick and dreary slave driven by your own freedom.

Shuffling the ragged deck of doubtful old taboos,

You're straining to create beauty from warped reflections,
And thus, your own life echoes your country's fate

Rattling its heavy chains, dragging the shackles of freedom.



Vyacheslav Leikin
'No, I will not depart,
nor cut the branch...'

No, I will not depart, nor cut the branch,

Nor hope that Rome and Paris are still waiting.
I fear that there I'll feel a bitter love

For all of this that here I relish hating.

I fear I will not manage to forget

The acrid taste of Fatherland's smoky air.

I fear, because to feel a love for this

Is not impossible, but more than I can bear.



Vyacheslav Leikin
'Lately far too many
live all out of kilter...'

Lately far too many live all out of kilter,

Spitting, picking, grabbing where it's not allowed.
In the man-made thickets, the communal Edens,
There are far too many destitute and screaming.

Magic does not charm them, thrillers bore them silly
Jigsaw puzzle pieces do not fit together.

Driven by the devil, they crave revelation:

Serve up all the truth now, from the past and present.

Let the chasms yawn open, bring to life the pictures
Where the knaves pass judgement and the fools enlighten,
Where the whores and robbers, murderers and stoolies
Roam in packs and solo, slavering and baying.

That's the truth stripped naked, filthy, vicious-tempered,
Brewed of dust and ashes, rabid snarls and screeches,



Petty alms for beggars, pitiful repentance,
More debased than vileness, viler than debasement,

With its loathsome tributes, monstrous celebrations,
With each window serving as the new Golgotha.
That's the truth whose venom seeped into the Lethe.
And, forgive me, never was there any other.



Vyacheslav Leikin
'Not this one, not the
truth-wit who, inspired...'

Let us honor the madman
Jean-Pierre Beranger

Not this one, not the truth-wit who, inspired,
Pontificates and makes his careless way

Up to the gallows, who is always trying

To put it to you straight and to your face.

Not this self-swallowing snake, this wingless dodo —
But that one, he who lied and covered up,

Who peered into the chasm and understood

That there, within those depths, is not the past,

But our tomorrow, whose assault is yet to come,
Whose stench is yet to rise up to our nostrils.



Anna Akhmatova
"True tenderness can’t be mistaken...'

True tenderness can’t be mistaken
For anything. Quietly it stirs.

In vain you envelop caressingly
My shoulders and breast in furs.
In vain you speak to me softly,
Your humble first love confess.
How well do I know your glances
That insatiably rove and press.



Anna Akhmatova
'Madness has now spread his wing...'

(from Requiem)

Madness has now spread his wing
And half my soul is in its shadow.
He pours me fiery wine to drink,
He beckons me to his dark meadow.

I understand I must surrender,

That victory belongs to him;

As my own raving fills my hearing —
A stranger’s voice, confused and dim.

I know that pleading would be wasted,
It’s useless to implore and weep.

All that I cling to will be taken,
There’s nothing that is mine to keep.

Not the remembrance of my son,



His gaze engulfed in horror, frozen;
Nor the arrival of the storm,
Nor the brief meeting in the prison,

Nor the dear hands, cool to the touch,
Nor the lime trees astir with birds,
Nor the ethereal, far away

Sound of the last consoling words.



Anna Akhmatova
Crucifixion

Weep not for me, Mother,
Seeing me in the coffin.

(from Requiem)

The choir of angels praised the hour of glory,

The firmament became a molten sea.

He asked His Father: «Why did you forsake me?»,
Then, to His Mother: «Oh, weep not for me.»

Magdalene collapsed, convulsed with weeping;
The beloved disciple stood frozen, dazed.

Yet to where the Mother stood in silence

Not a one would dare to lift his gaze.



Anna Akhmatova
The owner

To E. S. Bulgakova

In the chamber where I'm dwelling
Lived a sorceress before:

When the moon is new her shadow
Yet appears beside the door.

By the threshold stands her shadow,
In its customary place,

As elusively and sternly

It is gazing at my face.

I myself am not of those

Whom another's charms can sway.
I myself... But no, my secrets

I don't freely give away.



Hava Broha Korzakova
'A winter thaw is almost
bare of beauty...'

A winter thaw is almost bare of beauty —

A soupy mix of sand and salt and sod.

A world made up of icicles and bleakness

Does not reveal the master plan of God.

In order to discern it, gaze intently,

But not at faces, nor the many books

Held close to faces. Not a page within them
Says anything, no matter how you look.

Perhaps the branch that spreads its patterns over
The human mass that hurries through the rain,
May sketch a pictogram in otherworldly language,
Make the preliminary outline plain.



Hava Broha Korzakova
'Between two languages...'

There is one thing 1'd like to tell the poets:
Learn to be silent till the poems come.
Maria Petrovykh

Between two languages my words have lost their way.
My mouth is numb to either tongue today.

Hour after hour drop down and are absorbed

By CNN, report after report.

I wanted poetry to glue and hold together

This shredded day. But it unravels further.
I'm sinking. Yet a hundred years from now
What will it matter? Who will even know?

Silence is wisdom's path to glory (so they say).
The bitch of poetry is not in heat today,

For all the males are dead or far away.

So let the Internet and wine help keep me warm.



My hopes lie in my tongues. Though now struck dumb,
I know it's «silence, till the poems will come».



Ed Pobuzhansky
Conversation

I started having conversations with my cat
And with my radio. So, Siri, tell me, friend,
What will it lead to? Cobwebbed, frail

Will I be talking to my shadow in the end?

I started having conversations with myself.

I wish it were a witty repartee, a joke.

Instead, it’s trial by combat with the truth,

A truth that does not hesitate to stab, to choke.

I started having conversations with my dad.

For years, we used to fight, to rage and rave.
But here I am: gray hair, his face — now my face,
Bawling, as I uproot the nettles on his grave.



Ed Pobuzhansky
Neighbor

In the morning, cold white light
Blankets all like heavy snow.
There’s my neighbor walking by;
His tracks fill with drifting glow.

“Neighbor!” I call loud and clear.
But my neighbor does not hear.
He is walking, white-haired, tired
Further, further,

Higher, higher...



Ed Pobuzhansky
Buttons

“You, Russians, always complicate everything,”
Sighed the Czech poet and translator,
Shutting my book;

“Who needs rhymed poetry nowadays?
Maybe just the kids!

Today, rhymes are as incongruous

As a row of buttons on a naked body!”
I kept silent.

I was reluctant to admit

that in my childhood,

whenever | came to spend the summer
at my granny’s,

I loved to sift through

the multicolored buttons

in a tin box.

Made of mother of pearl, glass, steel,
In all shapes and colors —

to me, they seemed like a genuine
treasure!

I even wanted to filch one —

A yellow button with a star, —

In order to trade it for a slingshot. ..



And, when I and my friend, Sashka,
ran away to the lake,

we would come home

only at the end of the day,

when the June sun

was sinking below the horizon,

like a large red button.



Ed Pobuzhansky
Parting

Sometimes it happens like this:

You are still together.

In the morning,

You drink the stone-cold coffee,
You finish off the omelet with bacon
(That 1s, by the way, over-salted as usual).
But already,

Somewhere in the bedroom,

On the upper shelf of the closet,

The blue suitcase

Has impatiently clicked its lock.



Ed Pobuzhansky
Puppy

Sometimes at night I cry and whimper.
But don’t you dare to howl along.

Stay down, puppy, and remember

I am the boss here, wise and strong.

Yet you jump up. You lick the tears
Right off my cheeks. You break my rule.
“Don’t cry, boss of my heart. I'm here
To care for you, my restless dear,

My doggie god ....

My fool...”



Ed Pobuzhansky
Telephone call

Each recently deceased person

Is granted the right

To a single short phone call —

Just long enough to say

That all 1s well.

Usually, the call goes to the kids,

less frequently to the parents;
husbands and wives get called quite a bit
(sometimes even the exes!);

almost no one calls

the hospital,

the workplace,

the church,

the bank.

No one ever tried to get through

to a televised call-in with the President,
the seance with that spirit medium
famous for his TV show.

It is said that these numbers

aren’t even in the telephone directory.
There are only these:

mama, papa,



son, daughter,
beloved.



Ed Pobuzhansky
Silence

I shed one language after another:
Russian, Romanian,

English, and another one, and another one...
Here I am, stripped bare

Of my wordy wardrobe.

Struck dumb.

All I can wrap around myself now is
weeping.

In silence.



IlepeBoabl HA PYCCKHU A3BIK
Translations into Russian

Maablmka-nay4ymmKka

U3 napoonoii noszuu®

Maspliika-nayyuiika
Pemna Biie3th Ha Kphliy,
[To3eTr o BOOOCTOKY

Bcé Brinle, Bolle, BHIIIE.

W BOT OHa OYTH 4TO
B3oOparnack Ha KapHU3.

Ho Bapyr BeceHHUIl JIUBEHDb
CMbUT AyYUIIKy BHU3!

I'maan, cmertaer comnHie
Jlyyamu obOnaka.

N k uenm nayuyumka
[Ipun€r HaBepHska!

3 [lepenoxeHue Ha pycCKUM A3bIK aHIIMHACKOW HAPOAHOW MECEHKU ISl MaJICHPKUX
nereii Itsy Bitsy Spider. IlecHst conpoBoxaaeTcsi NalbYMKOBON TMMHACTUKOM.



Po3a Baiicoepr*
IIpocTo oThIIIK

Ecmu cugumb
MOJTUa,
€CTb UTO YCJIBIIIIATD.

Ecmm nexumn
C 3aKPbITHIMU TJ1a3aMH,
€CTb UTO YBUJETD.

Jlaxe eci 3T0 MOJIYaHHe,
Jlaxke eCJIM 3TO TEMHOTA,

€CTb Ha 4YTO O6paTI/ITb BHUMAaHUC.

IIpocTo oTbIM 3T10.

4 Asropy 11 7ner. Dto e€ cTHXOTBOpeHHe OBUIO OIyONMKOBAaHO B KypHAJe
Chronogram 12/2019.



Cmppoy
ITooTHYecKasi CTPaxoBKa®

S Havyau1 orIaYMBaTh MOITUYECKYIO CTPAXOBKY.
Teneps, ecu B «Hbi0-MOPKCKOM KHIKHOM 0603pEHHI»
PenieH3eHT pa3rpoMUT MO COHETHI (U 51

Cwmory pokazars yep0), MHe

Ilonaraercs BeituiaTa. My, ojIoxuM,

A vanumny B noame: «CtuBeH OrIbAIITENH
VYKpain y MeHs1 KoJIoAy rajiajibHbIX KaprT,

Kornga MHe ObUTO TBEHAIIATH JIET>», U OH

3ateet cyaeOHOe /110 — MOM PacXObl BEPHYTCH.
Wnu nosta nomesnbue MOTSHET Ha IJIaruat
OnHOTO M3 MOMX CTUXOB — a § 3alIUIIEH.

B Haim 1HM nosTUYecKasi cTpaxoBKa

Ectp mouTtH y Beex nmpoeccoHaIbHBIX TOITOB.
YHUBEpCUTETHI BBIJAIOT MOTUCHI
[IpenonaBarensam.

JIMIeTaHTOM BBITJISITUT «TIO3T O€3 CTPAXOBKU».
(310 OOMIHAS KJIMYKA.)

5 IepeBon cnenan B coaBropcTBe ¢ Mapueii PysuHoi.



Capa Tucneina
Tsou ym n mou®

TBoW ymM 1 Mo¥, ce0s1 OCBOOO/INB

OT cTpaxoB TUIOTCKOM TJIMHBI, BOCTIApUB —
JII0OOBHUKH, BABOEM, OOHAKEHBI, —

B npoctpaHcTBe MBICIIEl peroT, OecrievasbHbl,
BocTtoprom HeoOy3JaHHBIM ITbsTHBI.

Mbl ¢ OOUHOKOM 3aBHUCTBIO [JISIIAM

Beepx. TaMm /151 HUX He MEPKHET CBET XPYyCTaJIbHbIMH,
HeHacTHBIX HET HOYEH, HET MIVICTBIX 3UM.

6 IepeBon cnenan B coaBroperBe ¢ Cameit KazakoBbiM.



Tamapa 30pu:xep
Koraa XoJaokocT c:kuraert TBOIO
HCTOPHIO, Thl CO3aémb MU

K xapmune Mapka lllazana «Kpacnwuii egpeii»

Pyka 3esn€Horo ngera,

ITozenenesias He OT JKagHOCTH,

A Mepuamias u3yMpyaHO# IJIECEHbIO

B cycraBax manbleB, KOrga-To Jep:KaBIIMX
Pyxb€, nonary, ceMeHa, KHUTY,

Torpa kak apyrast pyka

Oo6numana ero Puy, ux nouepet,

Nx Buyuar. Pyka, 3eneneniuas,

Kak s610uHas 3aBs3b,

Hlo Tex mop, Noka MTHCTPYMEHT He BBITIAJ U3 €ro NaJiblieB,
Ero kosneHu He MOAKOCUIINCH Ha TOpore
Ero u30yiku Ha KypbUX HOXKKaX,
[TocTpoeHHOM Ha KOCTSIX TeX,

Koro oH mo0uI: MaMbl, TarIbl,

Bcex ero kpacaBui-cectép.

3eeHeBIas, Kak JIeTo,

3aHecEHHOE METEJIBIo OeJIoro Ieria,
OcraBiierocst mocjie miaMeHu,



Kotopoe o0rofaio ux 10 roJibIX KOCTEH.

OH BepHycs ¢ (DpOHTA U3PAHEHHBIN,

Ho Bcé xe yueneBimii. OH BbIOeKa

Ha cox:x€énHoe 1osie, rie Korga-To CTOsuI IOM,

I'ne xorga-To XuJiM Mama, Iiara,

Bce ero npenectHsle ceCTpUYKH,

['ne Tenepp ObuIa MOrmia

be3 HaarpoObs, 6e3 maMsTHUKA.

OH cuzen TaMm, TJe KOrjia-To CTOSUIO KPBLIBIIO.

OH cujen eHb U HOYb, IMIOKa COJTHIIE

He BcTaso B 3eHUTE, HE BHITOIIUIIO U3 HETO

[lenutenbHbIN MOT, XJIBIHYBILIKKA Ha 3eMJITIO,

Kak notok cné3, opocuBIIuil MOYBY,

[TponuTaBmmi nemnes1 TEMHBIM LIBETOM IIJIONOPOIUSL.

OH BcTas1, CpyOrII 1IOJT KOPEHb KpacHbIe TyObl, 3a10KUIT (hyH-
JIaMEHT,

Kortopomy u ConoMoH Obl 103aBUI0BAT.

OH nocesin ceMeHa, KOTOpbIe MPOPOCIIH,

Paspociick (ppyKTOBBIM CaJioM, Tjie 3eIEHbIE SIONOKU

HanuBaloTcs Takum caagKuM COKOM,

Uto mpuxoAuT HA yM: Iaxe Ternen

MozxeT nurarb KOpHHU.

Bce ero manbiimm a00MIM 3amax

JlyOoBBIX OpEBEH M 3eMJIM, U HUKTO HE YMUPAJ

B srom nome. Korma %u3Hb ero Bo3a00aeHH0N PUBbI

Crana uccskarb, OH BbIHEC €€ B Cajl, [IOCTaBUII €&



Mexy nByX sI0I0HB, M OHA CJMJIACH
C nx KOpoH, € UX XpU30ITPA30BbIMU IIOAAMHU.

Korna Bce 1eT ¥ MX JICTH YIIUTA —

Ko B o1HO Oymy1iee, KTo B Ipyroe,

Korma Bcst padota Bo aBOpe

Bbiia 3akOHYEHA pa3 v HaBCer/a, 3aXo/sIee COHIIe
Opieno B OGarpsiHer| JOM, IJie OH CHJIE Ha Topore,
[TocTpoeHHBII €ro OCMPOTEBIIMMH PyKaMu

Ha KocTsIX TeX, KOro oH JIoOWI,

JJ1s TIJIOTH OT IIJIOTH €To JIIOOBH.

U ero KocT BpOC/IM B 3TOT JIOM,

N nom BpoC B 3€ieHb.



ke Xépmduiaba
IlocranHuk

B TOI1 KOMHaTe OHAKAbI MPOMEJIbKHYJIA TOIIas KphIca.
Yepe3 1Ba 1Hs — 3mesl.

VYBuziEB MeHA y BX0OAa,

Ona MeTHynach MOJIOCKOU JUTMHHOTO TeJla
[Ton kpoBaTh U CBEpHYJIACh KITyOOUKOM,
Kak py4Ho# goMaIiHuii 3BepeK.

4 He 3HaI0, KaK ¥ Ta ¥ Apyras
CMoOrM NpOHUKHYTh, IIOTOM UCYE3HYTh.
[lo3:xe (poHApUK HE BHICBETUJI HUYETO.

Iempiii rof a1 HaOMOmAA,
KaK HEeUTo — ykac? cyactbe? rope? —
HAIOJIHWJIO, a TOTOM MOKMHYJIO MOE TeJIo.

He nonsB, kak OHO IPOHHUKJIO,
He nonsiB, Kak OHO MCYe3Io.

OHo 3aBHcaso Tam, KyJa clIoBaM He JoOpaThCsl.
OHo 3achInano Tam, Kyaa He POOUTHCS CBETY.
Ero 3amax He ObUT IOXOX HU HA 3MeI0, HU Ha KPBICY,



Hu Ha 4yBCTBEHHOCTH, HU HA CMUPEHBE.

B nammen xxu3nu OTKPBITHI ITPOCTPAHCTBA,
@) KOTOPBIX HAM HHUYETO HE U3BCCTHO.

Yepes Hux,

3BeHs OyOeHIIaMu, CBOOOTHO TTPOXOASAT CTaa,

Kaxga ceena uM OOKa, Ha MOXHATBIX HOrax — HMHO3EMHasI
IIBLIb.



ke Xépmduiaba
PaBHoBecue

PaBHOBecHe TeM 3aMeTHeil, yeM OJHKe ero norepsi.
K npumepy, B I1aTKOM NepecTynaHuM CJIOHa

Ha tym0e nocepeanHe MaHexa

N B TOM MrHOBEHMH,

Korna nprcraBHas jecTHUIA HAYMHAET KPEHUTHCH,
Ho Bcé xe Haxomut onopy.

A ellg ciyvalTcs 3arafjlouHble OTKJIOHEHUS.

[locyna BbIMbITA U pacCcTaBjIeHa.

[Ipoxomur yac, npyrom,

Kenesnasi Mucka rpeMur o0 moi.

Bec ucnapsionenicst Boasl —

Bort u BC€, 4TO MOIJIO U3MEHUTHCH.

Kapruny, ropamu BUCEBLIYIO ITPSMO,

OpHaxIpl yTPOM — OTYEro? — MPUXOAUTCS MOIPOBHATD.
TeGe 3HaKOMO OIIIyIlIeHHE, KOT/Ia paBHOBECHE MOKHUIAET
TBOE NPUXOTIMBOE CEpALIE:

3akpasiiieecs: OECIIOKOWCTBO, YyTh 3aMETHBIN YKJIOH.
Vike B TOT MUT Hen30ekKHa

Bcs cuia B3phiBa,

Ta *u3HB, PO KOTOPYIO Beeria Oy/ienis TOBOPUTS:
«BnocnencTeum».



ke Xépmduiaba
KpacHbii1 JyK, yepenssi,
BapéHasi KapTouIKa, MOJIOKO
Bor nyma, kotopas He IpUHUMAET HAYETO.

Vhpsamas, Kak MaJleHbKUI PeOEHOK,
OTnUXMBAIOLIMI MAHHYIO Kallly, IEPCUKH, TPEHKHU.

Cnenpl ¢J1€3 BBICOXJIM HA IIEKaX.
Pot He pa3mbikaeTcsi B 000MX HalpaBJIeHUSIX.

CripaiuBaii, eciy Xouelllb,

[IpocToii Jin 3TO Kanpu3 WU MOMNbITKA JI0KAAThCS JIyUIIero.
Cyn ocThIBaer. ..

MopoxkeHoe TaeT B CTAKaHUHUKe.

«He 310 — BOT M BCE, B 4€M OHa yBepeHa. — He 31o».
Tak 1mosieBble IIBETHI OTKA3bIBAIOTCS MTUTh B KyBIIIMHE.

A cepaiie uIb OeCIIOMOITHO HAOMOIaeT U3AaseKa.



CTI/IXOTBOpeHI/Ie C ABYMsA OKOHYAHUAMMN

Ckaxelllb «CMEPTh», U BCA KOMHATA IeTeHeeT —
Jlaxe NMBaHbI EPECTAIOT IBUraThCS,

Jlaxe HACTOJIbHBIE JIAMIIHI.

Kak 6enka, KOTopast BAPYT OIIyTHJIA YEH-TO B3TJISA.

[TpousHocu 3TO c0BO 6e3 MepeIbIIIIKy,
N Bc€ HauMHaeT IBUraThCs BOEPE,.
TBos HU3Hb MpHOOpETaET
[IpepbIBUCTOCTb CTAPUHHOW KUHOJICHTBI.

[Tponomkail MPOM3HOCUTD €r0,

Jlepku ero BO pTy, MUT 32 MUTOM,

W oHO cTaHeT nMpocTo CIOroM.

CynepmapkeT 3aBEpTUTCS BOKPYT Tpyma XyKa.

CMepTh NpOKOP/IKBA, OHA 3AIJIATHIBAET BCEX KUBYIIUX.

7Kv3Hb NPOKOpI/IMBA, OHA 3ar71aThIBAET BCEX MEPTBEIIOB.

Hu Ta Hu Apyras HUKOrJA HE Y/IOBJIETBOPSATCS, HE 3aMOJIHST-
ce,

Kaxnas BCE 3amIaThIBa€T U 3ar71aThIBAET BECh MHUP.

XBaTKa KM3HM TaK K€ CHJIbHA, KaK XBaTKa CMCPTH.



(Ho xanyBImii, KaHyBIIIMIA BO3TIOOJICHHBIH, O, Te ke ?)
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