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Hpy3bs!
MBbI nipe/icTaBIisieM BaM OYepeHyI0 KHUTY B «HOOeneBcko cepun» Hopeuk baHka.

INon onHO# 00M0XKOW — TP COOPHUKA CTHXOB aMepUKaHCKoM noatecchl Jlynsst k. B 2020
rofy eyl Obu1a mpucBoeHa HoOesneBckasi mpemMusi 1o JIMTEpaType 3a «MOuHblE NOIMUUECKULL 2010C,
CBOe€ll CYPOBOIL KpACOMOIL NPespauiaiouiuli UHOUBUOYANbHOe 60 8ceoduee». J1o «HOOeNsI» OHA ycriena
cTaTh JlaypeaToM OoJiee ABaALATH JUTEpaTypHBIX IpeMHUid, B TOM urcie [TynuTiepoBckoii mpeMuu u
nosTryeckou npemuu Yuibsima Kaprnoca Yumbsamca 1992 rona 3a cOopHuk «Iukuii upuc» (BKJTIOUEH
B 9Ty KHHUTY).

[To33us Jlynssl [7Mk Henoxoxka Ha CTUXM, K KOTOPHIM Mbl IIPUBBIKJIU. DTO «CTUXOTBOPEHUS B
Mpo3€e», CO CBOMM BHYTPEHHUM PUTMOM, MOHOJIOTH M TUAJIOTH, B KOTOPBIX YyBCTBYETCSI IOTPEOHOCTD
B JIBKEHUH, TIOXOKEM Ha aBaHTAP/AHBIN TaHell.

Yuras ux, Hy’KHO IOMHMTB, YTO MO3TECCA CaMa MPENOAET JUTEPATypy B YHUBEPCUTETAX, TaK
YTO OOraTcTBO KYJIBTYPHBIX KOJIOB, 3QJI0OKEHHBIX B €€ CTHXH, B YeM-TO MOXOXKe Ha MMITPOBU3AIIMIO
IpKasucTa-1npodeccuoHaia, CMEIIMBAIOLIETO B €JMHYI0 TApMOHHUIO Cpa3y TpU-4eThIpe cTaHgapTa. s
PYCCKOSI3BIYHOTO UMTATeNsI cpa3y OyayT OUeBHIHBI OTCBUIKH K TPEYECKUM MU(DaM, 3aMETHB MOTHUBBI
AHTJIMACKOM TI093MM, 3HAKOMOW IO TepeBoaM, M ele OOJblle YBUIUT YUTATeNb, MOrPYKEHHbIA
B KOHTEKCT aHTJIOSI3BIYHOM, MPJIAHJICKOM, IIOTIAHICKOW, aMEPUKAHCKON U COOCTBEHHO aHTJIMACKON
KJIACCUKHU.

N Bmecre ¢ Tem Jlynsa [7iuk He TUIIOBO¥ MOCTMOIEPH, YMO3PUTE/IbHASI UTPA B CMBICIIBL, & JINY-
HBI, IEPENOTHEHHbIN CHIIBHBIMU SMOLUSIMU U 00pa3aMu TEKCT, TO CPBIBAIOIIUIACS Ha KPHK, TO (PUK-
CHUPYIOIIUI COOBITHS, UyBCTBA, PA3MBIIIJIEHHS C TOYHOCTHIO JHEBHUKA. Ee 033us BpeMeHamMu Haros-
HEHa e[IKOW U 0e3KaJIOCTHO MPABAUBON MPOHHUEN U OOpaIlleHNeM K KM3HEHHOMY ONBITY YUTaTeNs,
OXUBJISIOIIUMY CTPOKH, TPUJIAaBasi UM IITyOUHY U 0OepTOHA.

[lepeBoaMTh CTUXM CJIOKHO MO YMOITYAHUIO. A TAKME CTUXU — CIIOKHO BBOWHE. 3aciyra u3ia-
TEJIbCTBA B TOM, YTO OHO IPE/JIOKUIIO YUTATENIO CPa3y U NEPEBOJ, U OpUrMHail. Tak 4To BIaJeommx
SI3BIKOM OPUTMHAJIA 5KAET OT/AEIbHOE MHTEJUIEKTYAJIbHOE YIOBOJILCTBUE — BOZMOXKHOCTh CPABHUTB TO,
KaK CO CBOEU MUCCHEN CIpaBIISIETCs IEPEBOAYMK, U TO, YTO XOUET JOHECTH O YUTATEJIs aBTOP.
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Hckpenne sau,
npedcedamens cosema oupexmopos Hopeux banka
I'puzopuii I'ycenvrurxos
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Jukui upuc

The wild iris

At the end of my suffering
there was a door.

Hear me out: that which you call death
I remember.

Overhead, noises, branches of the pine shifting.
Then nothing. The weak sun
flickered over the dry surface.

It is terrible to survive
as consciousness
buried in the dark earth.

Then it was over: that which you fear, being
a soul and unable

to speak, ending abruptly, the stiff earth
bending a little. And what I took to be
birds darting in low shrubs.

You who do not remember

passage from the other world

I tell you I could speak again: whatever
returns from oblivion returns

to find a voice:

from the center of my life came
a great fountain, deep blue
shadows on azure seawater.
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JuKkuin upuc

Y moux crpananuii
Bt BeIXOL.

IMocnyrmaiite: TO, YTO 30BETCS CMEPTHIO,
4 TIOMHIO.

Hap ronoBoii 1irym, 111eBesisiTCs COCHOBbIE BETBHU.
[Torom Huuero. Tyckiioe conHie
eJie TEeIUIMJIOCh HaJl CyXOi MOBEPXHOCTBIO.

Kak crpamHo BbIKMBATH,
KOTJla CO3HAHUE
norpe6eHo B TEMHO# 3eMJIe.

3areM Bce 3aKOHYMIIOCH: CTpax

OBbITH OE3MOJIBHOM AYIION

BHE3aITHO MCYE3, KECTKast 3eMJIs

HEMHOT'0 TTPOTHYJIaCh C TEM, UTO 51 IPUHSUI 32
IIHBIPSIONIMX B HU3KMX KYCTax ITHII.

3HalTe K€ T€, KTO HE IOMHHUT

niepexojia u3 JAPyroro Mupa,

sI CMOT 3arOBOPUTH CHOBA: BCE, UTO
BO3BpalaeTcs u3 3a0BeHNs1, BO3BpAIIIaeTCs
oOpecTH roJoc:

U3 MOe KU3HU 32011
OrPOMHBIN (DOHTaH, CUHHE
TEHU Ha JIa3ypHOW MOPCKOM1 BOJIE.
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Matins

The sun shines; by the mailbox, leaves

of the divided birch tree folded, pleated like fins.

Underneath, hollow stems of the white daffodils, Ice Wings,
Cantatrice; dark

leaves of the wild violet. Noah says

depressives hate the spring, imbalance

between the inner and the outer world. I make

another case — being depressed, yes, but in a sense
passionately

attached to the living tree, my body

actually curled in the split trunk, almost at peace,
in the evening rain

almost able to feel

sap frothing and rising: Noah says this is

an error of depressives, identifying

with a tree, whereas the happy heart

wanders the garden like a falling leaf, a figure for

the part, not the whole.

11
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3ayTpens

CBeTHT COJHIIE; PSAZOM C TIOYTOBBIM SIIIIUKOM COOPaHbI

JIVICThsI pa3IBOEHHOM Oepesbl, CKJIauarhie,
KaK IJIABHUKMU.

[Mox Horamu mostsie cTe0In OeTbIX HAPITUCCOB — «akC
BHUHI3», «KKAHTATPUC» —

U TeMHbIe JICThs MUKUX (pranok. Hoa roBopur,

JeTIpeCCUBHbBIC HEHABU/ISIT BECHY, TaKOM JIMcOaiaHC

BHYTPEHHETO W BHEIIHEro Mupa. 5

HE Takasl JeTPeCcCHBHAsI, HO B KAKOM-TO CMbICJIe CTPACTHO

BKUBJICHHAS B JIEPEBO, MOE TEJIO Iaxke

CBEpHYJIOCh B PACKOJIOTOM CTBOJIE, 5l TIOUTH B ITOKOE,
101 BEYePHUM

JOXeM, TIOUTH CIIOCOOHA IMOYYBCTBOBATD,

Kak MMOJHUMAETCsI TIeHHBIN cok: Hoa roBopur, 4to

BCE JICTIPECCUBHBIC OTOXKIECTBIISIOT CeOs

C IIEpeBbsIMU, & CUACTIIMBBIC MIEJIECTAT

TIO CaJIy OTABIIUMHU JIUCTBSIMU — HE TIeJIoe,

a JIMIIb YacCTh.

12
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Matins

Unreachable father, when we were first

exiled from heaven, you made

a replica, a place in one sense

different from heaven, being

designed to teach a lesson: otherwise

the same — beauty on either side, beauty
without alternative — Except

we didn’t know what was the lesson. Left alone,
we exhausted each other. Years

of darkness followed; we took turns

working the garden, the first tears

filling our eyes as earth

misted with petals, some

dark red, some flesh colored —

We never thought of you

whom we were learning to worship.

We merely knew it wasn’t human nature to love
only what returns love.
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3ayTpens

HenocsaraeMulil oTell, U3rHaB Hac

U3 past, Thl CO3JAJ

KOITHIO — MECTO, B YEM-TO

OTJIMYHOE OT pasi, YT00

IperoiaTh yPOK: B OCTAILHOM

TO K€ caMoe — KpacoTa MOBCIOY, KpacoTa

0e3 BapUaHTOB, — BOT TOJILKO MbI HE 3HAJIH,

B YeM 3aKJIIouaicsl ypok. OCTaBIMCh HaeTUHE,
MbI UCTS3aJIM APYT apyra. Hactymuim romst
THMBI; MBI TIO OYepeIr

padoTaynu B cajy, U BOT TIEPBBIC CJIE3bI
MOSIBUJIMCH B HAIIIMX I71a3aX, KOIrJa 3eMIIs
3aTyMaHWIACh JIETIeCTKAMU, OJJHU ObLTA
TEeMHO-KPAaCHBIMH, JAPYTHE TEJIECHOTO I[BETa —
MBI ¥ He JlyMaJu o Tebe,

XOTh U YYUJIUCh TeOEe MOJIUTHCSI.

[Tpocto 3HaMM, YTO YEIOBEKY CBOMCTBEHHO JTIOOUTH
JIMIIb TO, YTO HE OTBEUAET B3AMMHOCTBIO.
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Trillium

When I woke up I was in a forest. The dark
seemed natural, the sky through the pine trees
thick with many lights.

I knew nothing; I could do nothing but see.
And as I watched, all the lights of heaven
faded to make a single thing, a fire
burning through the cool firs.

Then it wasn’t possible any longer

to stare at heaven and not be destroyed.

Are there souls that need

death’s presence, as I require protection?
I think if I speak long enough

I will answer that question, I will see
whatever they see, a ladder

reaching through the firs, whatever

calls them to exchange their lives —

Think what I understand already.

I woke up ignorant in a forest;

only a moment ago, I didn’t know my voice
if one were given me

would be so full of grief, my sentences

like cries strung together.

I didn’t even know I felt grief

until that word came, until I felt

rain streaming from me.
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Tpuinym

A npocHynesa B siecy. TemHora
Ka3aJ1aChb €CTECTBEHHOM, CKBO3b I'yCTBIE COCHBI
HeOO MTPOCBEUNBAITIO MHOKECTBOM OTHEH.

S HUYero He 3HaJI, HIUETO HE MOT — TOJILKO CMOTPETb.
M noka HaOmonast, Bce HeOeCHbIE OTHA

TIOMEPKJIY, CJIMBIIHCH B OJINH,

TOPSIIHAIA CKBO3b TIPOXJIA/THBIE €JIH.

Heso3moxHO

CMOTpETh Ha HeOO U He OBITh UM YHUYTOKEHHBIM.

Ectp 1 ny1u, Hyxaawommecs B

CMEpTH, KakK s B 3aiure?

Hymaro, eciii TOBOPUTD MOJOJIbIIIE,

4 OTBEYY Ha 3TOT BOIIPOC, YBUXKY TO,

YTO BUIAT OHH, HCCTHI/H_Iy,

BEAYIIYIO TIO eJIsIM, U

HEYTO l'[pI/I3bIBaIOHle€ X UBMCHUTH CBOU )KU3HU —

MOAlyMaiTe O TOM, UTO s OHSLII.

Sl mpocHyJICs B HEBE/IEHUH B JIECY;

MUHYTY Ha3aJ 51 He 3HaJl, 4YTO MOM roJioc,

Oy/ib OH MHE JIaH,

OB OBI TIOJIOH TAKOTO TOps, a hpaskl

TIOXOXH Ha KPUKH, CBSI3aHHBIC BMECTe.

4 maxe He 3HaJI, YTO YYBCTBYIO rope,

TIOKa CJIOBO HE MPOU3HECIIH, MTOKA s He TOYYBCTBOBA,
KaK U3 MEHsI XJIeHIeT JOXK/b.



JI. Tmuk. «[lukwmii upuc. ABepH. Houb, BceoxBaTHas HOUb»

Lamium

This is how you live when you have a cold heart.
As I do: in shadows, trailing over cool rock,
under the great maple trees.

The sun hardly touches me.

Sometimes I see it in early spring, rising very far away.
Then leaves grow over it, completely hiding it. I feel it
glinting through the leaves, erratic,

like someone hitting the side of a glass with a metal spoon.

Living things don’t all require

light in the same degree. Some of us

make our own light: a silver leaf

like a path no one can use, a shallow

lake of silver in the darkness under the great maples.

But you know this already.

You and the others who think

you live for truth and, by extension, love
all that is cold.

17
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AcHOoTKA

BoT Kak XKHMBYT C XOJIOAHBIM CEPIILIEM.
Kak s1: B TeHHU, TAHYIIENCS 10 MPOXJIaHON CKaJie,
M0/ OTPOMHBIMU KJIEHAMHU.

CorHue MOYTH MEHS He KacaeTcs.

WNHorpa g BUXKy, Kak paHHEN BECHOW OHO MOJAHUMAETCS
BIAJIN.

3aTeM BBIPACTAIOT JIMCTbs, TIOTHOCTBIO CKPbIBAs €T0.
51 gyyBCTBYIO,

KaK OHO OeCropsiI0YHO MepLaeT CKBO3b JILCTBY,

CJIOBHO KTO-TO CTYYMT IO CTAKaHY METAJUTMUECKOU JIOKKOM.

He Bcem cymiectBam ogMHAKOBO

HyXkeH cBeT. KTo-To u3 Hac

CO3/1aeT COOCTBEHHBII: CepeOpsIHBII JIUCT,

CJIOBHO TPONMHKA, IO KOTOPOW HUKTO HE MOMIET, MEJIKOE
cepeOpucTOe 03epo B TEMHOTE MOl OTPOMHBIMU KJIEHAMH.

Ho 181 11 Tak 310 3Haels.

Thl 1 gpyrue, KTO Aymaer,

YTO KUBET PaJy UCTUHBI U B LIEJIOM JIIOOUT
BCE XOJIOIHOE.

18
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Snowdrops

Do you know what I was, how I lived? You know
what despair is; then
winter should have meaning for you.

I did not expect to survive,

earth suppressing me. I didn’t expect
to waken again, to feel

in damp earth my body

able to respond again, remembering
after so long how to open again

in the cold light

of earliest spring —

afraid, yes, but among you again
crying yes risk joy
in the raw wind of the new world.

19
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IMoacHexHUK

3Haelllb, KeM s Obu1, Kak kw1? Tol 3Haelb,
YTO TaKoe OTYasTHHE, TIOTOMY
3uMa 11 Te0s 9TO-TO 3HAYMT.

$1 He HazmesICA BBIKUTh —

Tak gasuia 3emisd. He oxuman,

YTO CHOBA MTPOCHYCh, YTO

MOe@ TeJI0 BHOBb CMOXET OTKJIMKHYThCS,
BO BJIAKHOH 3eMJIE€, CHOBA BCIIOMHUB
CITyCTS TOJI, KaK PacIyCKaThCs

B XOJIOJTHOM CBETE

CcaMoro Hayajia BeCHbl —

KOHEYHO, CTPAIIIHO, HO OISITh CPEeIU Bac
€CTb IUIaYyIIHe U paayloluecs
Ha CBIPOM BETPY HOBOI'O MMpa.



JI. Tmuk. «[lukwmii upuc. ABepH. Houb, BceoxBaTHas HOUb»

Clear morning

I’'ve watched you long enough,
I can speak to you any way I like —

I’'ve submitted to your preferences, observing patiently
the things you love, speaking

through vehicles only, in
details of earth, as you prefer,

tendrils
of blue clematis, light

of early evening —
you would never accept

a voice like mine, indifferent
to the objects you busily name,

your mouths
small circles of awe —

And all this time
I indulged your limitation, thinking

you would cast it aside yourselves sooner or later,
thinking matter could not absorb your gaze forever —

obstacle of the clematis painting
blue flowers on the porch window —

I cannot go on
restricting myself to images

because you think it is your right
to dispute my meaning:

I am prepared now to force
clarity upon you.

21
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AcHoe yTpo

4 posro HaGIIIOAAIO
¥ MOT'Y TOBOPHTH C BAMH TaK, Kak MHE B3lyMaeTCsi, —

s y4IO Ballly MPEIIOYTEeHN S, TEPIEIMBO HaOoas
3a TeM, KakK BBl JJIOOUTE 00IaThCA

yepes JIeTau, Ha
3eMJIe K€ Bbl MPEATIOUNTACTE

YCUKH
royooro Kjiemaruca, CBeT

paHHero Beyepa —
BBl ObI HUKOT/IA HE TMPUCTYIIAINCH

K TOJIOCY, TIOXOKEeMY Ha MOW, 0e3pa3IMyHOMY K TOMY,
YTO BbI IGJIOBUTO UMEHYETE

CBOMMH PTaMH,
071aroroBeiiHO OKPYIJICHHBIMH, —

¥ BCE TO BpeMsl
4 IOTaKaJIo Balllen OIr'paHNUYCHHOCTH, AyMasd,

Bbl CaMH €€ paHO WUJIU IMO3JHO OT6pOCI/ITC,
MBICJTAIIAA MaTEPUA HE MOKCET ITOITIOIIATh BAlllk B3IJIAbI
BE€YHO —

MMpEnATCTBUE B BUIEC KJIEMATUCA, PUCYIOLLICTO
CUHUEC LIBE€THI HA OKHE BEPAHAbI, —

A HE MOr'y U JaJIblIe
OrpaHMYMBATHCS 0Opa3amu,

BE/lb, I10-BAIllICMY, BbI BIIPABC€
ocCliapuBaTb MO€ MHCHHUE:

Teneps S TOTOBO NPUHYIUTh BAC K
SICHOCTH.

22
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Spring Snow

Look at the night sky:
I have two selves, two kinds of power.

I am here with you, at the window,

watching you react. Yesterday

the moon rose over moist earth in the lower garden.
Now the earth glitters like the moon,

like dead matter crusted with light.

You can close your eyes now.

I have heard your cries, and cries before yours,
and the demand behind them.

I have shown you what you want:

not belief, but capitulation

to authority, which depends on violence.

23
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Becenuum cHer

BsamigHure Ha HOUHOE HEOO:
y MEHsI JIBa «s1», JIB€ CHJIBI.

A 3nech, ¢ BaMH, y OKHa,

HaOmoalo 3a Balei peakuuend. Buepa iyna
B30I1LJIa HaJl CHIPOY 3eMJIel B HUKHEM Cafy.
Terepb 3eMJ1s1 OJIECTUT, KaK JIyHa,

KaK MepTBasi MaTepusi, MMOKPbITasi KOPKOW CBETA.

Teneps Bbl MOXETE 3aKPBITH IJ1a3a.

1 crplan Barm KpyUKH, ¥ KPUKH JI0 Bac,

¥ TpeOOBaHUsI 32 HUMHU.

41 mokazan BaM, 4ero BBl XOTHUTE:

HE Bepbl, a KaUTYJISAIUH

niepe/ BJIACTBIO, YTO JICPKUTCS HA HACWIIUU.
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End of Winter

Over the still world, a bird calls
waking solitary among black boughs.

You wanted to be born; I let you be born.
When has my grief ever gotten
in the way of your pleasure?

Plunging ahead
into the dark and light at the same time
eager for sensation

as though you were some new thing, wanting
to express yourselves

all brilliance, all vivacity

never thinking

this would cost you anything,

never imagining the sound of my voice
as anything but part of you —

you won’t hear it in the other world,
not clearly again,
not in birdcall or human cry,

not the clear sound, only

persistent echoing

in all sound that means goodbye, goodbye —
the one continuous line

that binds us to each other.
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KoHern 3uMbI

Han 6e3MOJIBHBIM MUPOM KPUYHT NTHIIA,
MIPOCHYBIIIUCH B OIMHOYECTBE CPE/lb UEPHBIX
BETBEM.

ThI XOTEJIa POTUTHCS — 51 TIO3BOJII TeOE POIUTHCS.
XOTb pa3 Mosi CKOpOb TIOMeIIIajia TBOeMy
YAOBOJILCTBUIO ?

Heipsasa snepen,
BO TbMY U CBET Cpasy,
KaKAA OLLYTUTD

ce0s1 4eM-TO HOBBIM, XKeJlast
BBIPA3UTh ceOsl

BO BCEM OJIeCKe, BCEH JKUBOCTH,

HUKOI'ZJa HE 3aIIyMbIBaHCb,
Y9TO 34 9TO HpI/IIIeTCH IJIaTUTD,
BCErJa CUATAast MOH rojIoC
JIAIIG YaCThIO ce0sd, —

ThbI OOJIBIIIE HE YCJIBIIIHIIL €70 B MTHOM MUPE
TaK XK€ OTUYCTIIMBO —
HHU B IITUYbEM KPUKE, HU B YCJIOBEYCCKOM,

HE YUCTHIN 3BYK, a JIUIIIb
HACTONYMBOE 3XO,

O3HayYarollee MpoIaHue, —
OJIHA HeTIpepbIBHAS JINHMS,
CBSI3YIOILIasl HAC APYT C IPYTOM.
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Matins

Forgive me if I say I love you: the powerful

are always lied to since the weak are always

driven by panic. I cannot love

what I can’t conceive, and you disclose

virtually nothing: are you like the hawthorn tree,

always the same thing in the same place,

or are you more the foxglove, inconsistent, first springing up
a pink spike on the slope behind the daisies,

and the next year, purple in the rose garden? You must see
it is useless to us, this silence that promotes belief

you must be all things, the foxglove and the hawthorn tree,
the vulnerable rose and tough daisy — we are left to think
you couldn’t possibly exist. Is this

what you mean us to think, does this explain

the silence of the morning,

the crickets not yet rubbing their wings, the cats

not fighting in the yard?
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3ayTpens

[Tpoctu MeHs, eclv CKaKy, 4To JIIOOMI0 TeOsI: CUITbHBIM
BCer/a JIryT, Bellb CIaObIMK BCeraa
NPaBUT MaHKKa. 5 He Mory JToOUTh
TO, YEero He B CMJIaX TIOCTHYb, & ThI
NPaKTHUYECKU HE PACKPbIBACIIIBCS: JTUOO THI,
KakK OOSIPBIIIHUK,
BCEr/la TaKoW e Ha TOM K€ MecCTe,
MO0 MOXOK OOJbIIe HA B30AIMOIIHYIO HAEPCTSHKY,
CHayaJjia BbIPACTAIOILYI0 PO30BOM KOJIIIOUKOW Ha CKJIOHE
3a MaprapuTKamu,
a Ha CJeayIoIui rof yxe (pUoJIeTOBOM B pO30BOM caay?
TrI NOJDKEH IOHATD
0ecroie3HOCTh MOTYaHU S, YOeXKJAIOIIero,
YTO ThI JJOJIKEH OBITh BCEM CYIIUM: HAIIEPCTSHKON
1 OOSIPBIIITHUKOM,
yA3BUMOM pO30M M CypOBOI MaprapuTKOil — HaM OCTaeTcs
IAyMaTb, 4TO
TeOs1 He MoKeT ObITh. Pa3Be 310
THI XOUelllb BHYIIUTb, Pa3Be 3TO OOBSCHSET
YTPEHHIO TUIITMHY —
TO, YTO CBEPYKH €llle He TOTUPAIOT KPBUIBIIIKH, a KOIIKA
He JiepyTcs Bo aBope?
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Matins

I see it is with you as with the birches:
I am not to speak to you

in the personal way. Much

has passed between us. Or

was it always only

on the one side? I am

at fault, at fault, I asked you

to be human — I am no needier

than other people. But the absence

of all feeling, of the least

concern for me — I might as well go on
addressing the birches,

as in my former life: let them

do their worst, let them

bury me with the Romantics,

their pointed yellow leaves

falling and covering me.
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S BuKy, ¢ TOOOM, Kak ¢ Oepe3amu:

sl He JOJDKHA K TebOe
oOpararbcsi TMIHO. Mesk1y HaMu

ObIBasIo Besikoe. Vm

Bcerga JIUIIb

¢ onHoM ctopoHbl? Kak ke s
BUHOBATA, 51 IpOCcUiIa TeOs

3ayTpens

CTaTb YEJIOBEKOM — S HYKJAIOCh B 9TOM HE 6OHLHIG,

4eM KTo-1100 ere. Ho ronnas
0ecuyBCTBEHHOCTb

W paBHOAYIIHEC KO MHE — C TEM KC YCIIEXOM

sI MOIJIa

oOpararbes K Oepe3am,

KaK B [PEKHEN KU3HU: IIyCTh OHU
CHeNaloT Xyalee,

MIOXOPOHSIT MEHSI C POMAaHTUKAMH,
a UX 320CTPEHHBIE JKEJIThIE JIUCThS
ONaayT Y TIOKPOIOT MEHS.
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Scilla

Not I, you idiot, not self, but we, we — waves

of sky blue like

a critique of heaven: why

do you treasure your voice

when to be one thing

is to be next to nothing?

Why do you look up? To hear

an echo like the voice

of god? You are all the same to us,
solitary, standing above us, planning
your silly lives: you go

where you are sent, like all things,
where the wind plants you,

one or another of you forever
looking down and seeing some image
of water, and hearing what? Waves,
and over waves, birds singing.
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IIpoaecka

He 4, nypayok, He cama, a Mbl —
HEeOECHO-TONTyObIe

BOJIHBI, CJIOBHO

KpPHUTHKA HA HEOO:

3a4eM ThI JIOPOKHIIIbL CBOUM TOJIOCOM,
Be/lb OBITh YEM-TO OJJHUM — 3HAYUT

OBITD ITIOYTH YTO HUYEM?

3auem cMoTpuIb BBepx? UTo0 ycblmarh
9X0, TIOIOOHOE TOJIOCY

6ora? Bel 111 Hac Bce OIMHAKOBBIE:
OJIMHOKO CTOMTE HaJ HaMH, TJIAHUPYS
CBOM IJIyIIbIC JKM3HU — UJICTE TY/Ia,

KyJIa Bac MMOCjIajiu, Kak M BCe OCTaJIbHOE,
KyJila Bac caxaer BeTep,

KTO-TO M3 BaC BEYHO

CMOTPUT BHU3 U BUINT KaKOK-HUOYIb 00pa3
BOJIBI, 4 UTO € OH CJIBIINT? BoJHEI,

a HaJl BOJIHAMM — TIEHHE TITHII.
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Retreating Wind

When I made you, I loved you.
Now I pity you.

I gave you all you needed:
bed of earth, blanket of blue air —

As I get further away from you

I see you more clearly.

Your souls should have been immense by now,
not what they are,

small talking things —

I gave you every gift,

blue of the spring morning,

time you didn’t know how to use —
you wanted more, the one gift
reserved for another creation.

Whatever you hoped,

you will not find yourselves in the garden,
among the growing plants.

Your lives are not circular like theirs:

your lives are the bird’s flight

which begins and ends in stillness —
which begins and ends, in form echoing
this arc from the white birch

to the apple tree.
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OTcrynaommii BeTep

Cosnas, g moymoOwI Bac,
a Terepb Bac KaJeo.

S man BaM Bce 4TO HYKHO:
JIO’Ke U3 3€MJTH, OfIESJIO U3 TOJIyOoro Bo3ayxa —

YyeM OOoJIbIIIe OT BaC YAAJISIOCh,

TEM sICHEe BaC BUKY.

Bammm Ay JOJIZKHBI OBLIN OBITD OI'POMHBIMH,
a He TAKUMH, KaK eCTb,

MyCTAYHbIMU —

s IOJapUJI BaM BCe:
CHHb BECEHHETO yTpa,

BpEMs, KOTOPBIM Bbl HE YMCJIN 110JIb30BATbCA, —
BBI XOTEJIM OOJIBINETO MoJapKa,

OTJIO)KEHHOTO JIJIS IPYTOro TBOPEHHUSI.

He naneitrech

OKa3aThCs B cajly

cpeb pacTeHUM.

Bamy ku3Hu HE ABMKYTCS, KaK Y HUX, 110 KPYry:

Ballly )KU3HU — IITUYUAI TI0JIET,

YTO HAYMHAETCS U 3aBEPINACTCS MOKOEM,

YTO HAYMHAETCS U 3aBEPINACTCS, MOBTOPsAs hopMy
9TOU Iyru OT Oeoit Oepe3sl

10 SIOJIOHMU.
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The Garden

I couldn’t do it again,
I can hardly bear to look at it —

in the garden, in light rain

the young couple planting

a row of peas, as though

no one has ever done this before,

the great difficulties have never as yet
been faced and solved —

They cannot see themselves,

in fresh dirt, starting up

without perspective,

the hills behind them pale green, clouded with
flowers —

She wants to stop;
he wants to get to the end,
to stay with the thing —

Look at her, touching his cheek

to make a truce, her fingers

cool with spring rain;

in thin grass, bursts of purple crocus —

even here, even at the beginning of love,
her hand leaving his face makes
an image of departure

and they think
they are free to overlook
this sadness.
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Cang

S1 Gosnbiie He MOTY 3TO JIeNaTh,
HEBBIHOCHMO Ha 3TO CMOTPETh —

B CaJ1y, MOJI JISTKUM JIOXK/IEM,
MOJIOfas rmapa caxaer

ropox, OyATO

HHMKTO HE JIeJ1ajl 9TOrO PaHbIIe,
OoJbIIIX TIPOOIIEM ellie He ObLIO
WJIKM X peliajivi —

caMUy OHM HE BUJIAT,

KaK HAYMHAIOT B CBEKeW Ipsi3H,

0e3 MepcIieKTHB,

¢ O1eTHO-3€eJIEHBIMU XOJIMAMM 34 CITUHOM,
MOKPBITHIMU 1IBETAMU, —

OHa XOYET OCTAHOBUTLCS,
a OH XOYeT JIOWTH [0 KOHIIA,
MPOIOSIKUTH JIETI0 —

B3[JISIHUTE, KaK OHA KacaeTcs €ro IeKH,

YTOO MIOMUPUTHCA,

IPOXJIAAHBIMU OT BECEHHETO /10151 MaJIbLIaMH;

B PEIKOM TpaBe BCIIBIIIKYU (PUOJIETOBBIX KPOKYCOB —

Jaxe ceryac, Jaxe B Havyaje JIIOOBH,
OHa OTBOJMT PYKY,
CJIOBHO YK€ TIPOINAsICh,

¥ OHU JyMaloT,
YTO MOXHO He 00paIarh BHUMAHUS
Ha 3Ty Tevyab.
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The Hawthorn Tree

Side by side, not

hand in hand: I watch you

walking in the summer garden — things
that can’t move

learn to see; I do not need

to chase you through

the garden; human beings leave
signs of feeling

everywhere, flowers

scattered on the dirt path, all

white and gold, some

lifted a little by

the evening wind; I do not need

to follow where you are now,

deep in the poisonous field, to know
the cause of your flight, human
passion or rage: for what else

would you let drop

all you have gathered?
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BosipbInIHUK

Boxk o 00k, HO He

pyKa B pyKe: s CMOTPIO, KaK ThI
TyJIsielib 10 JIETHEMY cajy, —
HECIIOCOOHOE IBUTaThCS

YUHUTBCSI CMOTPETh; MHE HE HYKHO
TOHSATBCS 32 TOOOM TI0

caJly; 4eJIoBeueCcKHe CyIecTBa MOBCIOLY
OCTaBJISIIOT CJIEIbI

YyBCTB, IBETHI,

pa3OpocaHHbIE TTO TPYHTOBOU JOPOXKKE,
OeJbie 1 30JI0ThIE.

Kakwue-to npunoassn

BEUYEPHUI BETEP; MHE HE HYKHO

WTHU TYJa, TJie Thl cerlyac,

B IIIyOWHY SIZIOBUTOTO TOJIs, YTOOBI IOHSTD
NPUYMHY TBOETO I0JIETa, YEIOBEUYECKYI0
CTPACThb WJIH SIPOCTb: UTO elle

MOIJIO 3aCTaBUTh TeOs1 OPOCUTH

BCE cOOpaHHOE TOOOI?
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Love in Moonlight

Sometimes a man or woman forces his despair

on another person, which is called

baring the heart, alternatively, baring the soul —
meaning for this moment they acquired souls —
outside, a summer evening, a whole world

thrown away on the moon: groups of silver forms
which might be buildings or trees, the narrow garden
where the cat hides, rolling on its back in the dust,
the rose, the coreopsis, and, in the dark, the gold
dome of the capitol

converted to an alloy of moonlight, shape

without detail, the myth, the archetype, the soul
filled with fire that is moonlight really, taken
from another source, and briefly

shining as the moon shines: stone or not,

the moon is still that much of a living thing.
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JII000BBb B JIYHHOM CBeTe

WHorna My X4rHa WM XKEHIMHA HABSI3bIBAIOT
OTYasTHUE

APYroMy, 3TO Ha3bIBAETCs

OMKPbINb cepoye NI OMKPblmb Oyuly —

B TOM CMBICJIE, YTO TeTleph Y HUX €CTh JAYIIH, —

32 OKHOM JIETHUI Beuep, LeJIblii MU,

3a0portieHHbIN Ha JIyHy: rpynmnKu cepeOpUcThIX (uryp,

BO3MOJKHO, 3[JaHUH UJIU IEPEBbEB, TECHBIN CA/IUK,

I/ie IpsTYeTCsl KOIIKA, KaTasiCh B MUK HA CIIMHE,

po3a, KOPEoIICUC, U B TEMHOTE — 30JI0TOM

kynos Kanuronus,

oOpaTUBIIMIICS B CILJIaB JIYHHOTO CBeTa, (hopma

6e3 mogpodHOCTE, MH, ApXETHUTI, TYIIIA,

HAaIoJIHEHHAas! OTHEM, TO €CTh, B CYIIIHOCTH,
JIYHHBIM CBETOM,

B3ATBIM OTKY/a-TO €llle, U CUSIIOLIHI,

JIMIIb TIOKA CBETUT JIyHA: KAMEeHHasl WX HeT,

HO JIyHa BCE X KHMBasl.
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April
No one’s despair is like my despair —

You have no place in this garden

thinking such things, producing

the tiresome outward signs; the man

pointedly weeding an entire forest,

the woman limping, refusing to change clothes
or wash her hair.

Do you suppose I care

if you speak to one another?

But I mean you to know

I expected better of two creatures

who were given minds: if not

that you would actually care for each other
at least that you would understand

grief is distributed

between you, among all your kind, for me
to know you, as deep blue

marks the wild scilla, white

the wood violet.
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AnpeJb

Huuve omuasinue ne cpasHumcst ¢ MouUm —

He mecro B 3TOM Ccany

AOyMatb O TaKOM, CO3/1aBasi

CKYYHBIC BHCIIHUEC ITPU3HAKU: MYXKXUWHA
JEMOHCTPATUBHO MTPONAJIBIBAET 3apOCIIH,
JKEHIIIMHA XPOMAaeT, OTKa3bIBasICh MEPEOIEThCS
WJIKX BbIMBITH I'OJIOBY.

Heyxenu BbI [ymaeTe, MeHs1 BOJIHYET,

pasroBapuBaeTe Jiv BbI APYT C Jpyrom?

Ho xouy, 4T00 BBHI 3HAIN —

s OKMJaJT OONBILETO OT ABYX CYIIECTB,

HaJIeJIeHHBIX Pa3yMOM: €CJd U He

3a00THI APYT O JIpyTe,

TO IO KpaiiHel Mepe MOHMMaHUs,

YTO TOpe pachpeesnsercs

ME3Kly BaMU, MEX/y BCEMH BaIlIUMHU COPOIUYAMH,
YTOOBI 5

y3HaBaJl Bac, Kak CUHUN

METHUT JTUKYIO IPOJIECKY, a OB —

JiecHy10 (praliky.
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Violets

Because in our world

something is always hidden,

small and white,

small and what you call

pure, we do not grieve

as you grieve, dear

suffering master; you

are no more lost

than we are, under

the hawthorn tree, the hawthorn holding
balanced trays of pearls: what

has brought you among us

who would teach you, though

you kneel and weep,

clasping your great hands,

in all your greatness knowing
nothing of the soul’s nature,

which is never to die: poor sad god,
either you never have one

or you never lose one.
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Benp B Hamem mupe
BCErJa YTO-TO CKPHITO,
MaJIEHBKOE U OelIoe,
MaJIeHbKOE M, YTO Ha3bIBAETCS,
YHCTOE, MBI HE CKOPOWM TaK,
KaK JOpOrou
CTPAAIOIINI BJIaIbIKA; MbI
TaKue ke 3a0My/IIme,
KakK Thl, O[]
OOSIPBIIITHUKOM,
YTO y/IepKUBAET MTOIHOCHI

C JKEMYyraMu: 4To
IpUBEJIO TeOs
K HAM YYHThCS,
XOTb TaJIail Ha KOJIEHH U TU1aub,
CKMMast OrPOMHBIE PYKHU;

Pduaakn

ITp1 BCEM CBOEM BEJIIMYUHN HE IMMOHUMAA

6eccMepTHYIO PUPOLY
Iymi: OeHbIN TIeYaTbHbIN
oor, 60 y Tebds ee Her,
6o Tede ee He MOTePsITh.
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Witchgrass

Something
comes into the world unwelcome
calling disorder, disorder —

If you hate me so much
don’t bother to give me

a name: do you need

one more slur

in your language, another
way to blame

one tribe for everything —

as we both know,

if you worship

one god, you only need
one enemy —

I’'m not the enemy.

Only a ruse to ignore

what you see happening

right here in this bed,

a little paradigm

of failure. One of your precious flowers
dies here almost every day

and you can’t rest until

you attack the cause, meaning

whatever is left, whatever

happens to be sturdier

than your personal passion —

It was not meant

to last forever in the real world.

But why admit that, when you can go on
doing what you always do,

mourning and laying blame,

always the two together.

I don’t need your praise

to survive. I was here first,

before you were here, before

you ever planted a garden.

And I'll be here when only the sun and moon
are left, and the sea, and the wide field.

I will constitute the field.
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Beasmuna TpaBa

Yro-TO
MIPUXOINUT B MUP HEKEJTAHHBIM,
BbI3bIBAs CYIIIUI XaocC, —

€CJIM TaK CHJIbHO MEeHsI HeHaBUJIUTE,
HE YTpYyK/JIaiTech AaBaTh MHE

UM BaM 4YTO, HY’KHO

HOBOE OCKOpOJICHHE

B CBOEM SI3bIKE, HOBBII

croco0® OOBUHUTH

BO BCEM OJIUH POI, —

MBI 3HaeM,
€CJI MOJIUTHCS

OfIHOMY ©0TY, TO XBaTUT BCETO
OJIHOTO Bpara:

Bpar — He 1.

[Mpocto ynoBKa, YTOOI HE 3aMeyarh
TIPOUCXOIAIIIETO

IPSIMO 3JIECh, Ha TOM JIOKE,

HeOOJIBITION oOpaser]

HEyaa4u. O)II/IH M3 BalllUX AParouc€HHLIX IBETOB
yMHpaeT 3[eCh TIOUTH €KETHEBHO,

Y BbI HE YCIIOKOUTEChH, TIOKA

HE BBIABUTE IIPUYHHY,

BEpHEEe TO, YTO OKa3aJIoCh

CUJIBHEN

Balllell CTpacTu, —

Y 3TO HE JIOJLKHO OBIJIO

TIPOJIOJIKATHCS BEUHO B PealbHOM MUpe.

Ho 3auem 310 nmpu3HaBaTh, €CJiv MOKHO
Y JaJIbIIe

JeJIaTh TO K€, YTO U BCErja,

OIUIAKMBas M OOBUHSIS

OTHOBPEMEHHO.

MHe He HykHa Ballla oxBaja,

yTOOBI BEIKUTE. S ObljIa 37€Ch CHAvaJIa,

elie 70 Bac, 10

TOTO, KaK BBl pa3OWIN Cajl.

W npeGyny 31ech, KOra OCTaHyTCS JIUIIb
COJIHLIE

U JIyHa,

MOpe U IIIUPOKOE TIOJIe.
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4 crany nosiem cama.
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The Jacob’s Ladder

Trapped in the earth,

wouldn’t you too want to go

to heaven? I live

in a lady’s garden. Forgive me, lady;
longing has taken my grace. [ am
not what you wanted. But

as men and women seem

to desire each other, I too desire
knowledge of paradise — and now
your grief, a naked stem

reaching the porch window.

And at the end, what? A small blue flower
like a star. Never

to leave the world! Is this

not what your tears mean?

48



JI. Tmuk. «[lukwmii upuc. ABepH. Houb, BceoxBaTHas HOUb»

Jlectuunia MakoBa

3arnepTsliii B 3emie,

pas3Be ¥ Tl He XOTeJT TIOMacTh

Ha HeOeca? S1 kuBy

B caJly OfIHOM AaMbl. [IpocTute MeHs, MagaMm:
TOCKA JIMIIIMJIA MeHs Onarogatu. 51

HE TOT, KTO Bam HyxeH. Ho

KaK MY>KUYMHBI U KEHIIUHBI, OUEBHUJIHO,
JKEJAIoT JIPYT APyTa, 5 TOKE KeJaro

NO3HATh pail — a Teneps U

TBOE TOpe, TOJIbIiA CTedeb,

JOTSIHYBIIIUICS IO OKHA BepaHIpbl.

A 4t0 B KoHIIe? MaJjleHbKUU CUHUN [IBETOK,
CJIOBHO 3Be3ga. Hukorma

HE MOKUJaTh 3TOT Mup! Pazse

He 00 3TOM ThI IIJIaYerb ?
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Matins

You want to know how I spend my time?

I walk the front lawn, pretending

to be weeding. You ought to know

I'm never weeding, on my knees, pulling
clumps of clover from the flower beds: in fact
I’'m looking for courage, for some evidence

my life will change, though

it takes forever, checking

each clump for the symbolic

leaf, and soon the summer is ending, already
the leaves turning, always the sick trees

going first, the dying turning

brilliant yellow, while a few dark birds perform
their curfew of music. You want to see my hands?
As empty now as at the first note.

Or was the point always

to continue without a sign?
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3ayTpens

Xouelllb 3HaTh, KaK s IPOBOXY BpeMsi?

[ynstio mo ny>kaiike mepes A0MOM, Jiesiasi BUI, YTO

TIOJII0 COPHSIKU. ThI TOJIKHA 3HATD,

YTO 51 HUKOT/IAa He TOJ0, CTOSI Ha KOJICHSX,
BBIICPrUBast

MYYKH KJieBepa U3 KIymO: B CYIIIHOCTH,

s1 HAOMPAIOCh MY’KECTBa, My JOKA3aTeIbCTBO,

YTO MOSI )KU3Hb U3MEHUTCS,

U IyCTh ITO 3alIMeT MEeJyI0 BEYHOCTb, sl IPOBEPSIIO

KaK/IbII MTyYOK,

a JIETO CKOPO 3aKOHYMTCS, yXKe

JIVICThSI KYXHYT, CIiepBa y OOJIBbHBIX

JIepeBbEB, YMUPAHUE CTAHOBUTCS

OCJICTIUTETIbHBIM, U CTAliKa TEMHBIX TITHUIT
UCTIOJTHSIET

MY3bIKY KOMEH/IAHTCKOTO Yaca. X0o4elllb YBUJETh
Mou pyku?

Takwue *ke mycThle, Kak U Iy TIepBOii HOTe.

Wi Bcerna umesno cMbIC

NPOAOJIKATh Oe3 MOACKa3Ku?
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Matins

What is my heart to you

that you must break it over and over

like a plantsman testing

his new species? Practice

on something else: how can I live

in colonies, as you prefer, if you impose

a quarantine of affliction, dividing me

from healthy members of

my own tribe: you do not do this

in the garden, segregate

the sick rose; you let it wave its sociable
infested leaves in

the faces of the other roses, and the tiny aphids
leap from plant to plant, proving yet again

I am the lowest of your creatures, following
the thriving aphid and the trailing rose — Father,
as agent of my solitude, alleviate

at least my guilt; lift

the stigma of isolation, unless

it is your plan to make me

sound forever again, as I was

sound and whole in my mistaken childhood,
or if not then, under the light weight

of my mother’s heart, or if not then,

in dream, first

being that would never die.
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3ayTpens

Uro Tebe B cepaiie MoeM,

€CJIM Tl Pa30MBacIllb €0 CHOBA U CHOBA,

KaK CaJI0BOJI, IPOOYIOITHI

HOBBIN copt? IlpakTuKyiics

B YeM-TO JIPYTOM: KaK s MOTY XHTh

B TBOUX W3JII00JIEHHBIX KOJIOHUSIX, €CJIA Thl BBOJUIIID

KapaHTHH CTPAJIaHUM, OT/IeNSIsA MEHS

OT 37I0POBBIX WICHOB

MOET0 pojia: Thl HE JIeJIaellh TaK

B Cajly, OTICIsASA

OOJILHYIO PO3Y, a Thl TIO3BOJISICIITH €l pa3BeBaThCS
OOIIUTEILHBIMU

TIOPaKEHHBIMHU JICThSIMH

Ha BUJY Y JIPYTUX PO3, U KPOIIEYHAS TJIs

IIpbITaeT C OJIHOW Ha JPYTyIo, ellle pa3 JOKa3biBasl,

4YTO S HA3IIEE U3 CO3IaHUN,

BCJIe] 3a MIPOIBETAIOIIEH TJIel U CTeTIOIIEHCs
po3oii — OTtue,

JOBEPEHHBIN MOETO OIMHOYECTBA, 0OIeryn

XOTb MOIO BUHY, CHUMU

KJIEIMO OQMHOYECTBA, €CJIU

ThbI HE 3aMBICJIAJI CO3JaTh MEHSI BHOBb

HaBEKHU 3/I0POBOM, 11eJIOW U HEBPEAUMOH,

Kak B OIIMOOYHOM IETCTBE,

HY, WIH O] JICTKUM BECOM MaTepPUHCKOTO

cepiia, Hy, WM BO CHE — IEPBOE CYIIECTBO,

YTO HUKOTJIA He yMpeT.

53



JI. Tmuk. «[lukwmii upuc. ABepH. Houb, BceoxBaTHas HOUb»

Song

Like a protected heart,

the blood-red

flower of the wild rose begins
to open on the lowest branch,
supported by the netted

mass of a large shrub:

it blooms against the dark
which is the heart’s constant
backdrop, while flowers
higher up have wilted or rotted;
to survive

adversity merely

deepens its color. But John
objects, he thinks

if this were not a poem but
an actual garden, then

the red rose would be
required to resemble

nothing else, neither

another flower nor

the shadowy heart, at

earth level pulsing

half maroon, half crimson.
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CI0BHO He3allUIIIEHHOE Cepalle,
KPOBaBO-KpacHBII

I[BETOK JTMKOUN PO3bI
pacKkpbIBaeTCs Ha HUXKHEN BETKe,
YTO OMUPAETCS HA CETUaATYIO
Maccy OOJIBIIIOro KyCTapHUKA!
OH IIBETET Ha (DOHE ThMbI —
ITOCTOSIHHOM

JeKopalvu cepiiia, a BepXHue
LIBETHI 3aBsUJIA WUJIU K€ CTHUJIN;
TIepeKUTHIC

HEB3TO/bI JIUIIIb

nenaiot ux Temaent. Ho JIxxon
HE COIJIaceH, OH JyMaer,

Oy/Ib TO HE CTUXH, a
HACTOSIIUI caj,

KpacHasi po3a

He JTOJKHA Obl HATOMUHATH
0O0JIbIlIE HUYETO — HU

ApYroil IBETOK, HU

3aTeHeHHOEe Ceplle,

YTO MYJIbCUPYET Y 3eMJIU
NOTyOOPIOBBIM, TIOTYMAJTMHOBBIM.

IHecHs
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Field Flowers

What are you saying? That you want
eternal life? Are your thoughts really

as compelling as all that? Certainly

you don’t look at us, don’t listen to us,

on your skin

stain of sun, dust

of yellow buttercups: I'm talking

to you, you staring through

bars of high grass shaking

your little rattle — O

the soul! the soul! Is it enough

only to look inward? Contempt

for humanity is one thing, but why
disdain the expansive

field, your gaze rising over the clear heads
of the wild buttercups into what? Your poor
idea of heaven: absence

of change. Better than earth? How

would you know, who are neither

here nor there, standing in our midst?
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IToseBbIe IBETHI

O uem BbI roBopuTe? YUTO XOTUTE

BEYHO XWTh? BripaBmy jiv BaIm MbICITU

TaK yx Ha3oumBbl? KoHeuHo,

BBl HE CMOTpUTE Ha HAC, He CITyIIaeTe Hac,

Ha Balllell Koxke

COJIHEYHbBIE 3aliYMKY, IbUIbIIA

JKEJITBIX JTIOTUKOB: 51 TOBOPIO

C BaMH, a BBl CMOTPUTE CKBO3b

NIPYThsI BBICOKOW TPaBbl, MOTPsicast

CBOEH MOrpeMyI1IKON —

ayma! gyma! locratodHo m

IIPOCTO 3arysiAbBaTh BHYTph? [Ipe3penue

K YeJIOBEYECTBY — 3TO OJIHO, HO 3a4eM

npe3rparb OrPOMHOE

ToJIe, KOT/Ia Ballld B3MJISbI IIOJHUMAIOTCS

HaJl CBETJIBIMU TOJIOBKAMH JJUKUX JTIOTUKOB?
Bame xankoe

TIOHATHUE pasi: OTCYTCTBHE

nepemeH. Jlyudine, yem Ha 3emiie? OTKyna

BaM 3HATh, €CJIM BBl HE 3]IeCh U

HE TaM, a CTOUTE Cpe/ib Hac?
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The Red Poppy

The great thing

is not having

a mind. Feelings:

oh, I have those; they

govern me. I have

a lord in heaven

called the sun, and open

for him, showing him

the fire of my own heart, fire
like his presence.

What could such glory be

if not a heart? Oh my brothers and sisters,
were you like me once, long ago,
before you were human? Did you
permit yourselves

to open once, who would never
open again? Because in truth

I am speaking now

the way you do. I speak

because I am shattered.
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KpacHbiii mak

316poBo

HU O YeM

He Tymarb. YyBcTBa —

OHU-TO €CTh U

YIIPaBJISIIOT MHOU. Y MeHs

T'ocniogs Ha HeOecax,

30BETCSI COJTHIIEM, U s OTKPBIBAIO
€My OrOHb MOETO Cep/la,
NO/IOOHBIN €ro MPHUCYTCTBUIO.

YTO MOXKET elle Tak CUATD,

Kak He cepaie? O O6parbsi U CECTpBHI,
BbI ObLJIM TAKMMM, KaK $I, KOIa-TO JaBHO,
npekjae, Yem CTajiu JoabMu?
[To3Bosu b cede

OTKPBITBCS XOTh pa3, YTOOBI OOJIbIIEe
He OTKpbIBaThcs? Benp, 1o mpasje,
s1 TOBOPIO ceryac

TakK ke, Kak Bbl. Sl rOBOpIO,

MOTOMY YTO CJIOMJICH.
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What is dispersed
among us, which you call
the sign of blessedness
although it is, like us,

a weed, a thing

to be rooted out —

by what logic

do you hoard

a single tendril

of something you want
dead?

If there is any presence among us
so powerful, should it not
multiply, in service

of the adored garden?

You should be asking

these questions yourself,

not leaving them

to your victims. You should know
that when you swagger among us
I hear two voices speaking,

one your spirit, one

the acts of your hands.

Clover
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Kuesep

Paccesnnoe

Cp€db HAC Thbl Ha3bIBACIIb
MIPU3HAKOM OJIarOC/IOBEHU s,
XOT$I 9TO, KaK U MBI,

COPHJIK,

" €ro HY’)KHO BBIKOPYCBATb —

0 KaKOHW TaKOW JIOTHKE
Thl XpaHUIIIb

KaXJIbIl YCUK

TOTr0, KOT'O XO4Yelllb
youts?

Ecmu ectb cpeau Hac 4to-T10

HACTOJILKO MOry4Jee, He JOJI)KHO JI OHO
yMHO)KI/ITI)CH pamxl

000:kaemMoro To00m caga?

To1 nomxeH 3agaBaTh

9TH BOIPOCHI CaM,

a He OCTaBJIATh UX

CBOMM kepTBaM. Thl IOJIKEH 3HATh,

YTO, KOTJIa Thl pacXaxXuBaelllb Cpejib HaC,
s1 CJIBIIITY JIBA TOJIOCA:

OJIMH — TBOETO JiyXa, IPyro —

NEsTHUN PYK TBOUX.
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Not the sun merely but the earth
itself shines, white fire

leaping from the showy mountains
and the flat road

shimmering in early morning: is this
for us only, to induce

response, Or are you

stirred also, helpless

to control yourself

in earth’s presence — I am ashamed
at what I thought you were,

distant from us, regarding us

as an experiment: it is

a bitter thing to be

the disposable animal,

a bitter thing. Dear friend,

dear trembling partner, what
surprises you most in what you feel,
earth’s radiance or your own delight?
For me, always

the delight is the surprise.

Matins
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3ayTpens

He Tonbko comHile, HO U cama
3eMJId cUseT, OeNb OTOHb
CHprFI/IBaeT C 3ACHEKCHHbBIX FOp,

a poBHas opora

MepIlaeT paHHUM YTPOM: Pa3Be 3TO
TOJIBKO ISl HAC, YTOOBI BHI3BATh
PEaKLMIO, UJIH ThI

TOXE B3BOJIHOBAH, HE CIIOCOOEH

B3ATh ce0s1 B PyKH B IPUCYTCTBUH

3eMJIM — MHE CTBIJIHO,

YTO S ymaJa, Thl

I7Ie-TO AaJIeKO, CUMTACIIb

HAC 9KCIEePUMEHTOM:

KakK e ropecTHO-TIPErOpecTHO

OBITH OTHOPA30BBIM

KUBOTHBIM. JJoporo# apyr,

JOPOroy TpeneTHbII NapTHep,

KaKye 4yBCTBa TeOst OOJIbIIe yIUBIISIOT —
CHSTHVIE 3eMJIM UK COOCTBEHHBIN BOCTOPTr?
Mens Beerga

YIUBIISIET BOCTOPT.
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Heaven and Earth

Where one finishes, the other begins.
On top, a band of blue; underneath,
a band of green and gold, green and deep rose.

John stands at the horizon: he wants
both at once, he wants
everything at once.

The extremes are easy. Only
the middle is a puzzle. Midsummer —
everything is possible.

Meaning: never again will life end.

How can I leave my husband
standing in the garden

dreaming this sort of thing, holding
his rake, triumphantly

preparing to announce this discovery

as the fire of the summer sun
truly does stall

being entirely contained by
the burning maples

at the garden’s border.
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He00 u 3eMuis1

I'ne onuH 3akaHYMBaET, IPYroil HAUUHAET.
CuHsis1 TIojyioca BBEpXY, a4 BHU3Y —
30JI0TUCTO-3€JIEHAs U 3€JIEHOBATO-PO30Basl.

JI7KOH CTOUT Ha TOPU30HTE: OH XOUET
Y TOTO U JPYroro, Xo4uer
BCETO cpasy.

Kpaiinoctu — sto serko. Jluiib
cepenuHa 3aragoyHa. CepesivHa jiera —
BO3MOXHO BCE.

3Ha‘{I/IT, JKN3Hb HE KOHYUTCA HUKOIraa.

Kak s Mory ocraButh Myxa

B cay

MeuTaTh O IONOOHOM, JiepKaTh

rpabiu, TOPKECTBYIOIIE

TOTOBSICh OOBSIBUTH 00 9TOM OTKPBITUH,

IIOKA Or'OHb JIETHETO COJIHIIA
U BIIPSAMb 3aMHUpPaET,
MOJTHOCTBIO CACPKMBAEMBI
FOp}IIHI/IMI/I KJICHAMHU

Ha OKpauHe caja.
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The Doorway

I wanted to stay as I was,

still as the world is never still,

not in midsummer but the moment before
the first flower forms, the moment
nothing is as yet past —

not midsummer, the intoxicant,

but late spring, the grass not yet

high at the edge of the garden, the early tulips
beginning to open —

like a child hovering in a doorway, watching the others,
the ones who go first,

a tense cluster of limbs, alert to

the failures of others, the public falterings

with a child’s fierce confidence of imminent power
preparing to defeat

these weaknesses, to succumb

to nothing, the time directly

prior to flowering, the epoch of mastery

before the appearance of the gift,
before possession.
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JIBepHOI MpoeM

4 xoresna 6 ocraTbCs TaKOM, Kak ObUIA,
HETIOJIBVIKHOM, KAKUM MHp He ObIBaerT,

HE B CEpe/IMHE JIeTa, a 32 MUT JIO TOTO,

KaK MMOSIBUTCS TIEPBBIA IIBETOK, 32 MUT JIO TOTO,
KaK 4YTO-TO YK€ Ipoiaer —

HE MbAHAIIAA CEPEAUHA JICTA,

a MOo3/JHAA BECHA: TpaBa

Ha Kpalo caJia €11€ HEBbICOKA, paHHHUEC TIOJIbITAHLI
JIMIIb HAYUHAIOT PaClyCKaTbCA —

CJIOBHO peOEHOK, 3aCTHIBILIUN B BEPSX,
HAOJTIOAIONIHN 32 TPYTHUMH,

3a TeMH, KTO UJIET TIEPBbIM,

TYIOM ITy4YOK KOHEYHOCTE!N, BHUMATEJIbHbINA K
Yy;KMM Heyaayam, MPUTIONHBIM 3alTMHKaM

C IETCKOW YBEPEHHOCTHIO B IPSAIYIIEH BJIACTH,
TOTOBACH IMOOEAUTH

9TH cnaboCTu, HIYeMy

HE yCTyINarTh,

KaK pa3 HaKaHyHe

LBETEHBS1, TTOPbI FOCIIOJCTBA,

710 TIOSIBJICHUS Jlapa,
10 00JIalaHus.
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Midsummer

How can I help you when you all want
different things — sunlight and shadow,
moist darkness, dry heat —

Listen to yourselves, vying with one another —

And you wonder
why I despair of you,
you think something could fuse you into a whole —

the still air of high summer
tangled with a thousand voices

each calling out
some need, some absolute

and in that name continually
strangling each other
in the open field —

For what? For space and air?
The privilege of being
single in the eyes of heaven?

You were not intended
to be unique. You were
my embodiment, all diversity

not what you think you see

searching the bright sky over the field,
your incidental souls

fixed like telescopes on some
enlargement of yourselves —

Why would I make you if I meant
to limit myself

to the ascendant sign,

the star, the fire, the fury?
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Cepenuna Jeta

Kak s MOr'y IoMO4b, KOIia BC€ Bbl XOTHUTE
Pa3HOrO — COJITHEYHOI'O CBETAa UJIM K€ TEHHU,
BJIQXKHOM ThbMBI WJIM CYXOI'O Teria —

[Mpucnymaiitech-Ka kK cede, conepHUYast APyr C JIPyrom, —

U BHI ellie yauBIsieTech,
1oyemMy 51 OT BaC B OTYASIHUM,
BbI JlyMaeTe, YTO-TO MOXKET CBECTH BAaC BOEAMHO —

HETOJIBUKHBIN BO3/IyX B pasrap Jiera,
CHyTaHHLIﬁ C TBICAYBIO I'OJIOCOB,

1 KaKIbIA B3bIBAET
0 KaKOK-TO MOTPeOHOCTH, HeKoeM abCcoITioTe,

N BO MM 3TOIro OHMU

HENPEPBIBHO AyIIAT IPYr Ipyra
B YMCTOM I10JIE —

Panu yero? Pagu npoctpancTBa u Bo3ayxa?
[TpuBwmiernu ObITH
€IMHCTBEHHBIM B IIa3ax HebOec?

Bb1 He TOmKHBI
ObLTM OBITH YHUKTBHBIMU. BbI ObLTH
MOMM BOIUIOIIEHUEM, BCEM Pa3HOOOpasueM,

HE TeM, YTO Bbl, IIO-BaIlIEMYy, BUJUTE,
yccrenys sipkoe HeOo HaJl MoJieM,
BalllM CJIy4YalHbIe JyIIN

HarlpaBJIeHbl, KaK TEJIECKOIIbI, Ha HEKOE
NPOAOJKEHUE BAaC CaMUX —

3aueM MHE Bac CO3/1aBaTh, €CJIM Obl I XOTEN
OFpaHI/IqI/ITLCH

ACIIEHJIEHTOM,

3BE3/I010, OTHEM, SIPOCTHIO?
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Vespers

Once I believed in you; I planted a fig tree.
Here, in Vermont, country

of no summer. It was a test: if the tree lived,
it would mean you existed.

By this logic, you do not exist. Or you exist
exclusively in warmer climates,

in fervent Sicily and Mexico and California,

where are grown the unimaginable

apricot and fragile peach. Perhaps

they see your face in Sicily; here, we barely see

the hem of your garment. I have to discipline myself
to share with John and Noah the tomato crop.

If there is justice in some other world, those
like myself, whom nature forces

into lives of abstinence, should get

the lion’s share of all things, all

objects of hunger, greed being

praise of you. And no one praises

more intensely than I, with more

painfully checked desire, or more deserves
to sit at your right hand, if it exists, partaking
of the perishable, the immortal fig,

which does not travel.
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Beuepus

Korza-to 51 B TeOs1 Bepuiia 1 ocaujia CMOKOBHHILY.

3nech, B BepmonTe, riae

He ObIBaer Jieta. DTo ObljIa IPOBEPKA: €CJIM AEPEBO BBIKUBET,
3HA4YUT, ThI €CTh.

ITo 3101 noruke Teds HeT. VIu Thl ecTh

UCKJTIOUUTEJIHHO B O0Jiee TerioM KJIumare,

Ha npUikor Curminu, B Mekcuke u Kamigopaun,

Tam, TJIe PacTyT HeBOOOpa3uMbIe

aOpHMKOCHI U HEXKHBIE TIEPCUKU. BO3MOXKHO,

TBOM JIUK 3puM Ha CULIMINU — 37IECh Ke e]IBa 3aMeTeH
TIOJION TBOETO ofiestHUs. S JOokHA ceOsl TUCIUTUIMHUPOBATD,
4yT00BI ¢ [IKOHOM 1 Hoa BBIpacTHTh yposkail MOMUIOPOB.

Ecnu ectb cipaBeUIMBOCTb B KAKOM-TO MTHOM MUpE, TaKHe,
KakK $1, KOro pupoja NpruHyxaaer
K BO3JEPKaHMIO, JOJIKHBI IIOTYy4UTh

JIBBUHYIO JIOJIO BCETO — BCE,

T0 YeMy M3rOJIONAJIHCh, BEAb ATYHOCTb — 3TO
xBajia Teoe. 11 HUKTO He BocxBasisieT TeOs
yCEepIHEeH, YeM s, TaK MyUUTEJIbHO

He CAEPKUBACT XKeJIaHUE U He 3aCITyKUBACT
CHZIETh OJIECHYIO TeOsl, €CIIU ThI €CTb,
BKYyIlIasi OpEeHHYI0, 0ECCMEPTHYIO CMOKBY,
KOTOPYIO HE NepeBO3AT.
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Vespers

In your extended absence, you permit me
use of earth, anticipating
some return on investment. I must report
failure in my assignment, principally
regarding the tomato plants.
I think I should not be encouraged to grow
tomatoes. Or, if I am, you should withhold
the heavy rains, the cold nights that come
so often here, while other regions get
twelve weeks of summer. All this
belongs to you: on the other hand,
I planted the seeds, I watched the first shoots
like wings tearing the soil, and it was my heart
broken by the blight, the black spot so quickly
multiplying in the rows. I doubt
you have a heart, in our understanding of
that term. You who do not discriminate
between the dead and the living, who are,

in consequence,
immune to foreshadowing, you may not know
how much terror we bear, the spotted leaf,
the red leaves of the maple falling
even in August, in early darkness: I am responsible
for these vines.
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Beuepus

Bo Bpems cBOero nmpoioyikKUTeIbHOTO OTCYTCTBUS Th
paspeliaelib MHe MoJIb30BaThCsl 3eMJIEH, OKUIAS
BO3BpaTa MHBECTULIMH. S JOIKHA IOJIOKUTh

O MIPOBaJIe MOETO 3a/laHK s, [JIABHBIM

00pa3oM — ¢ MOMHIOPAMH.

Hymaio, MeHs1 He HaJI0 MOOIIPATh BBIPAIITUBATH
NOMUIOpBI. VLN ThI IOJKEH BO3JEPKAThCS

OT MIPOJIUBHBIX JIOKAEW, XOJIOAHBIX HOYEH, UTO

3/IeCh TaK YacThl, TOTJAa KaK B IPYTUX MeCTax

JIETO AJIUTCSA TpU Mecsua. Bee ato —

TBOE: C APYrOd CTOPOHBI,

3TO s Mocesiyia ceMeHa, Ha0Jo1aia 3a MepBbIMA POCTKAMH,
CJIOBHO KPbUTbsl, Pa3pbIBAIOIIMMHU TIOYBY, U 9TO MOE Cep/lle
pazouna purodpTopa — YepHBIE MATHA, OBICTPO
paspacraBiivecs Ha rpsakax. s coMHeBalCh,

4TO y TeOsI eCTh ceplle — B HallleM IOHUMaHU!

9TOro cjoBa. Thl ke He pa3IuJacilib

MEPTBBIX U JKUBBIX, 4 3HAYUT, HEBOCITPUMMYKB

K Mpe3HaMEeHOBAaHUSM, BO3MOKHO, Thl U HE 3HAEllIb,

KaK y’KacaeT Hac KpamyaTblid JIUCT,

KpacHasi KJIeHOBas JIMCTBA, OIaJalomas

U B aBI'yCTe, B yTPEHHUX CyMepKax: Be/lb s e OTBETCTBCHHA
3a 9TH JIO3BL.
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Vespers

More than you love me, very possibly

you love the beasts of the field, even,

possibly, the field itself, in August dotted

with wild chicory and aster:

I know. I have compared myself

to those flowers, their range of feeling

so much smaller and without issue; also to white sheep,
actually gray: I am uniquely

suited to praise you. Then why

torment me? I study the hawkweed,

the buttercup protected from the grazing herd

by being poisonous: is pain

your gift to make me

conscious in my need of you, as though

I must need you to worship you,

or have you abandoned me

in favor of the field, the stoic lambs turning

silver in twilight; waves of wild aster and chicory shining
pale blue and deep blue, since you already know

how like your raiment it is.
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Beuepus

BrosiHe BO3MOXKHO, OOJIbIIIE MEHA

ThI JIIOOUIIIb 3BEPEH MOJIEBBIX

U Jja’ke caMo TIoJie, YCesTHHOE

B aBrycTe JAUKUM IIUKOPHEM, aCTpaMu:

1 910 3Haw. $1 cpaBHMIA ceOs

C 9THMHU I[IBETaMH, JIMATa30H UX IyBCTB

HAMHOTO YK€ M He BBI3bIBAET MPOOJIEM; a TaKkKe
¢ OEJIBIMU OBLIAMU,

TOYHEE CEPhIMU: 51 MIeaTbHO

TIOJIXOKY ISl TOTO, 4TOO TeOst BOCXBaIATh. Torma 3auem

MeHst MyunTh? S u3ydaio scTpeOrHKY,

JIOTHKH, 3alUIIEHHbIE OT MACYIIErocs cTaja

CBOEH SIZIOBUTOCTHIO: pa3Be 00/Ib —

TBOW Jap, 3aCTaBJISIOIIMI MEHS

0CO3HATh MOTPEOHOCTH B TeOE, CIIOBHO

THI Hy’)KeH MHe, YTOOBI TeOe MOJIMThCH,

WJTA ThI OCTABHJI MEHS

pay MoJist CO CTOMYECKUMHM SITHATAMM,

cepeOpAIIMMUCS B CyMEpKax; C BOJIHAMU JIUKUX acTp
U LIUKOPHS,

OTJIMBAIOIIMMH TO TOJyOBIM, TO CHHUM, BE/Ib ThI
yXKe 3Haelllb,

KaK 3TO IOXO0XE Ha TBOE OJESHUE.
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Daisies

Go ahead: say what you're thinking. The garden

is not the real world. Machines

are the real world. Say frankly what any fool

could read in your face: it makes sense

to avoid us, to resist

nostalgia. It is

not modern enough, the sound the wind makes
stirring a meadow of daisies: the mind

cannot shine following it. And the mind

wants to shine, plainly, as

machines shine, and not

grow deep, as, for example, roots. It is very touching,
all the same, to see you cautiously

approaching the meadow’s border in early morning,
when no one could possibly

be watching you. The longer you stand at the edge,
the more nervous you seem. No one wants to hear
impressions of the natural world: you will be
laughed at again; scorn will be piled on you.

As for what you’re actually

hearing this morning: think twice

before you tell anyone what was said in this field
and by whom.
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Maprapurku

Hy nagaii, ckaxw, 9to Thl qymaerib. Caj
HE peaJibHblii MUp. PeasibHblil MUp — 3TO
MaruHbl. CKaku OTKPOBEHHO TO, UTO JIOOM JTypaK
MOXET MPOYeCTh y TeOs Ha JIUIIe: JTydIlie
Hac u30erarb, CONPOTUBIIATHCS
HOCTAJIbIiu. ITO
HEJJOCTaTOYHO COBPEMEHHO — IITyM BeTpa,
IIEBEJIAIIEr0 MaprapuTkaMu Ha JIyTy: yM
OT TOrO He 3a0JucTaeT. A yM, KOHEYHO,
Xo4er OJIMcTarh, Kak
OJIenyT MaIllIvHBl, a He PacTH BIIIyOb,
Kak, Harpumep, KopHu. Ho Bce ke o4eHb TporaTesibHO BUIETh,
KaK PaHHAM YTPOM Thl OCTOPOKHO
TIOJIXOMIITL K KPAIo JIyTa,
KOIa HUKTO 3a TOOOM
He cieauT. Yem JoJbIlie Thl TaM CTOUIIID,
TeM OoJibIlie HepBHUYaelb. HUKTO He XoueT BHUMATh
BIICUATIIEHUSIM OT MHpa TIPUPOIBI: HAJT TOOON
CHOBa OyayT
CMEATHCS, ChIMATh U3JIEBKAMHU.
Hy a Hacuert Toro, 4to Thl Bce-Taku
CJIBIIIIUIIIB CETO/IHST YTPOM: XOPOIIEHBKO TOTyMa,
pex/Ie YeM KOMY-JHOO MepecKa3biBaTh CKa3aHHOE Ha STOM I10JIe
Y YTOUHSATH KEM.
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End of Summer

After all things occurred to me,
the void occurred to me.

There is a limit
to the pleasure I had in form —

I am not like you in this,
I have no release in another body,

I have no need
of shelter outside myself —

My poor inspired

creation, you are
distractions, finally,

mere curtailment; you are
too little like me in the end
to please me.

And so adamant —

you want to be paid off

for your disappearance,

all paid in some part of the earth,
some souvenir, as you were once
rewarded for labor,

the scribe being paid

in silver, the shepherd in barley

although it is not earth
that is lasting, not
these small chips of matter —

If you would open your eyes

you would see me, you would see

the emptiness of heaven

mirrored on earth, the fields

vacant again, lifeless, covered with snow —

then white light
no longer disguised as matter.
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Konen jgera

IMocse Toro Kak Bce CIyYHIOCh CO MHOH,
CJIyYlJIaCh CO MHOM ITyCTOTA.

Ectp npenen
YI0OBOJILCTBUIO, YTO 1 TIOJTy4yasa oT (hOpMbl, —

B 9TOM IUIaHE 51 HE Takasi, KaK Thl,
MHE He BBICBOOOIMTHCS B IPYTOM Telie,

MHe He HY)KHO
yOexulie BHe MeHs —

MoOe OeJHOE BIIOXHOBEHHOE

TBOpEHHE,

B UTOI€ Thl OTBJICKACIIIb,

HOMPOCTY ype3aelilb;

I10J], KOHELI ThI TAK MaJIO ITOXOXE Ha MEHH,
YTO TepecTaelilb MHE HPaBUThCA.

W Tak HEnpekJIOHHO —

XOUelllb, YTOOHI TeOe 3aIIaTiiIn

3a UCYE3HOBEHME,

3a BCE 3aIUIaTUTh B KAKOK-TO CTOPOHE 3eMIIH,
KaKUM-HUOYIIb CyBEHHPOM, KaK TeOs1 KOTraa-To
BO3HAT PN 32 TPYIL:

TaK MUCILy TUIATSAT

cepeOpoM, MACTyXy — TUMEHEM,

XOTA 9Ta 3€MJIA U HE ITpOYHasd,
TOJIBKO HE 3TH
KJIOYKH MaT€pun —

eci O Thl OTKPBUI IJ1a3a,

TO yBUAET Obl MEHsI, YBUJIET

nmycToTy Hebec,

OTpaXeHHYIO 3eMJIeH, BHOBb OITyCTEBILIHE TIOJIS,
0e3KM3HEHHbIE, 3aCHEKEHHBIE —

a 3aTeM OeJIbIH CBET,
OoJIbIIie He MACKUPYIOIIUICS IO MaTEPHIO.
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Vespers

I don’t wonder where you are anymore.
You're in the garden; you're where John is,
in the dirt, abstracted, holding his green trowel.

This is how he gardens: fifteen minutes of intense effort,
fifteen minutes of ecstatic contemplation. Sometimes

I work beside him, doing the shade chores,

weeding, thinning the lettuces; sometimes I watch

from the porch near the upper garden until twilight makes
lamps of the first lilies: all this time,

peace never leaves him. But it rushes through me,

not as sustenance the flower holds

but like bright light through the bare tree.
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Beuepus

MHe Oosbllie He UHTEPECHO, TJIE ThI.

Tl B cany — Tam, rae IxoH,

B 3eMJIe, a0CTparupoBaHHBIM, C 3eJIeHOM JIOTIATKOM B PYKe.
Bort Tak oH cajioBHMYAET: MATHAIIATH MUHYT
WHTEHCUBHBIX YCUJIVH, IATHAIIATD MUHYT SKCTATUYECKOTO
cosepiianus. IHora s TpyXych psIoM, TCHBIO

clieysl 3a HUM: TIOJIO, POPEKUBAI0 JIATYK; HHOTIa
HaOJTIO/IAI0 C BEepaH/Ibl BEPXHETO CaJia, Kak CyMEpKH
3QKUTAIOT TIEPBbIE JIMIUU: BCE 9TO BpeMs

TIOKOM ero He mokuaaeT. Ho Bce MpOHOCUTCS CKBO3b MEHS
HE KaK COKH, ITATAIOIIHE [[BETOK,

a KaKk spKUi CBET CKBO3b IOJIOe JAEePEBO.
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Vespers

Even as you appeared to Moses, because

I need you, you appear to me, not

often, however. I live essentially

in darkness. You are perhaps training me to be

responsive to the slightest brightening. Or, like the poets,

are you stimulated by despair, does grief

move you to reveal your nature? This afternoon,

in the physical world to which you commonly

contribute your silence, I climbed

the small hill above the wild blueberries, metaphysically

descending, as on all my walks: did I go deep enough

for you to pity me, as you have sometimes pitied

others who suffer, favoring those

with theological gifts? As you anticipated,

I did not look up. So you came down to me:

at my feet, not the wax

leaves of the wild blueberry but your fiery self, a whole

pasture of fire, and beyond, the red sun neither falling
nor rising —

I was not a child; I could take advantage of illusions.
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Beuepus

Tak xe, kak Mowucelo, Tbl IBJISEIIbCSI MHE,
BElb Thl MHE HYKEH,
XOTb SIBJISICIILCS U HEYACTO. 51 KUBY, IO CyTH,
BO ThbMe. BO3MOKHO, THI yUHIIIb MEHS
pearrpoBath Ha MaJieiinue pooiecku. M, monooHo
1o3TaM, TeOsI K 3TOMY MOOYXIaeT OTUasTHUE:
rope 3acTaBisieT TeOs1 paCKpbITh COOCTBEHHYIO MPHPOy?
Ceronus gHeM B (pU3U4YECKOM MUpE, Kyaa Thl OOBIYHO
NPUBHOCHIIIL CBOE MOTYaHUE, 51 IOIHSIACH
Ha XOJIMHMK HaJl IMKOW YepHUKOM, MeTa(pU3NYeCKU
CITyCKasICh, KAK HA BCEX CBOMX MPOTyJIKax: JOCTATOYHO JIU
s1 yriyOuiack, YTOOBI Thl MEHS TIOJKaJies, Kak Thl MHOT/IA
JKaJies IPYrux CTpajaiblieB, OlaroBoisi K TeM, KTO
HajiesieH OorocinoBckuM TanantoM? Kak Twl v ipesiBusiel,
s He MOofHsLIA T1a3. [103TOMY ThI CITyCTHIICS] KO MHE:
y MOUX HOT HE BOCKOBBIE JIUCThS TUKON YEPHUKH,
a TBOE OTHEHHOE «s1», I1eJI0€ TIACTOMIIE TUIAMEHH,
a 32 HUM — KpacHOE COJIHIIE, HU 3axofsliee,

HH BOCXOAsIIee, —
s ObLIa yKe He peOSHOK: 51 MOIJIa XKUTh WILTIOZUSIMHU.
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Vespers

You thought we didn’t know. But we knew once,

children know these things. Don’t turn away now —
we inhabited

a lie to appease you. I remember

sunlight of early spring, embankments

netted with dark vinca. I remember

lying in a field, touching my brother’s body.

Don’t turn away now; we denied

memory to console you. We mimicked you, reciting

the terms of our punishment. I remember

some of it, not all of it: deceit

begins as forgetting. I remember small things, flowers

growing under the hawthorn tree, bells

of the wild scilla. Not all, but enough

to know you exist: who else had reason to create

mistrust between a brother and sister but the one

who profited, to whom we turned in solitude? Who else

would so envy the bond we had then

as to tell us it was not earth

but heaven we were losing?
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Beuepus

ThbI qymat, uto Mbl He 3HaeM. Ho korja-To Mbl 3HAJH,

aeTsiM 00 3TOM M3BeCcTHO. Ternepb He OTBOpauMBACT —

MBI BXKUJIUCH B JIOXKb, YTOOBI TeOsI yMUTIOCTUBUTD. [IoMHIO
COJIHEUHBIN CBET paHHE! BECHBI, HAOEpEKHBIE,

OIJIeTCHHBIE TeMHBIM OapBUHKOM. [ToMHIO,

Kak JiexkaJsia B 1mojie, Kacasch Opara.

Terepb He OTBOPAYMBAKCS: MBI OTPEKJIUCH

OT TaMSTH, YTOOBI TeOst yTermuTh. MBI ofpaxamm teoe,
TIepeyuncisisl YCIOBHS Hallero Hakasanus. [ToMHIo

KO€e-4TO, HO He Bce: 0OMaH

HauMHaeTcs ¢ 3a0BeHus1. [JoMHIO MeJIOUH, 1IBETHI,

pacryiiuye moj 60 PHITTHUKOM, KOJOKOJILYUKH

IWKoU mposiecku. He Bce, HO 1OCTaTOYHO, YTOOBI 3HATH,

YTO ThI €CTh: 3a4eM KOMY-TO eIlle

BBI3BIBATh HEJIOBEpHE MKy OpaToM U CeCTpoi, Kak He TOMY,
KOMY 3TO BBITOJJHO, K KOMY MbI OOpAIIaJIFCh B OUHOYECTBE?
Krto ettie 6bI Tak MO3aBUIOBAJI HAIIEH TOTHAIIHEN CBA3M,
YTOOBI CKa3aTh HAM: HE 3eMJIIO TepsieTe BbI,

HO HeOeca?
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Early Darkness

How can you say

earth should give me joy? Each thing
born is my burden; I cannot succeed
with all of you.

And you would like to dictate to me,
you would like to tell me

who among you is most valuable,
who most resembles me.

And you hold up as an example

the pure life, the detachment

you struggle to achieve —

How can you understand me

when you cannot understand yourselves?
Your memory is not

powerful enough, it will not

reach back far enough —

Never forget you are my children.

You are not suffering because you touched each other
but because you were born,

because you required life

separate from me.
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Pannue nmoreMku

Kak BBl MOXe€TE TOBOPHUTD,

YTO 3eMJIAl JOJKHA JAPUTh MHE pagocTh? Bee
POKJIEHHOE — MOe OpeMsi: 51 He MOTY yCJIeAUTb
3a BCEMH BAMHU.

U BHI e111e XOTUTE MHE IUKTOBATh,

yKa3bIBaTh,

KTO U3 BaC caMblil LIEHHBIM,

KTO OOJIbIIIE BCErO MOX0XK Ha MEHS.
U craBute B ipumep

HEBUHHYIO XW3Hb, OTPEIICHHOCTD,

KOTOPOH CTPEMUTECH IOCTUYb, —

KaK BBl MOXETE MEHs IIOHATh,
€CJIM He B CHJIaX IOHATH ceOs1?
Barmma mamsats

ciaba, OHa HE

3arysapIBaeT JIajieko B IMPOIIoe —

HUKOT/a He 3a0bIBaiiTe, YTO BBl MOM JICTH.

Bui cTpagaete He OT MPUKOCHOBEHUI IPYT K JIPYTY,
a II0TOMY, YTO POJIUJIUCH,

IIOTOMY 4YTO BaM 3aXOTEJIOCh KUTh

OT/IEJIBHO OT MEHS.
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Harvest

It grieves me to think of you in the past —

Look at you, blindly clinging to earth
as though it were the vineyards of heaven
while the fields go up in flames around you —

Ah, little ones, how unsubtle you are:
it is at once the gift and the torment.

If what you fear in death
is punishment beyond this, you need not
fear death:

how many times must I destroy my own creation
to teach you
this is your punishment:

with one gesture I established you
in time and in paradise.
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KarBa

MHe rpycTHO JyMaTh O TOM, 4TO BbI B IIPOLIJIOM, —

Kak BbI CJIETIO LISTIISIETECh 3a 3eMJTIO,
Oy/ITO 3TO paiicKvie BUHOTPA/THUKH,
XOT$ TOJIs1 BOKPYT' OXBa4YeHbI IJIaMEHEM —

ax, MaJIbIIIHS, KaK ke Bbl TPUMUTHUBHBI:
BE/Ib 3TO U J1ap, U MyKa.

Ecnmu nmocne cmepTtr BbI GoUTECH
OOJIBIIIEro0 HaKa3aHMsl, TO CMEPTH
OO0ATHCS HE HYKHO:

CKOJIBKO pa3 1 I0JKEH YHUUTOXKATh
COOCTBEHHbIE TBOPEHHMSI, YTOO OOBSICHUTH —
Ballle HaKa3aHUe BOT B YeM:

OJHHMM MaxoM f IIOMECTHUII BaC
BO BPEMCHU U B palo.
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The White Rose

This is the earth? Then
I don’t belong here.

Who are you in the lighted window,
shadowed now by the flickering leaves
of the wayfarer tree?

Can you survive where I won’t last
beyond the first summer?

All night the slender branches of the tree
shift and rustle at the bright window.
Explain my life to me, you who make no sign,

though I call out to you in the night:
I 'am not like you, I have only

my body for a voice; I can’t
disappear into silence —

And in the cold morning

over the dark surface of the earth

echoes of my voice drift,

whiteness steadily absorbed into darkness

as though you were making a sign after all
to convince me you too couldn’t survive here

or to show me you are not the light I called to
but the blackness behind it.
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besas po3a

910 u ectb 3eMiiaA? Torma
MHE 3/1eCh HE MECTO.

KTo THI, TaM, B OCBEIIIEHHOM OKHE,
3aTEHEHHOM Telepb MepLaouien

JINCTBOH KaJIMHBI?

BoikuBeIb 71 THI 371€Ch, TE S HE MPOACPKYCh
TOJIBIIIE OQHOIO JjieTa?

Bcio HOUb TOHKHE BETBU
TIOKAYMBAIOTCS U IIEJIECTAT Y CBETJIOrO OKHA.
OOBsICHU MHE XU3Hb, TIOfIall XOTh KaKON-HUOY/Ib 3HAK,

XOTb S ¥ B3BIBAIO K TeO€ 110 HOYaM:
s HE Takas, KaK ThbI: y MCHH JINIIb
TEJI0 BMECTO I0JIoca, U sl He MOT'y
I/Iqu3HyTb B TUIIINHC —

Y XOJIOAHBIM yTPOM
HaJl TEMHOH 3eMJIe

Pa3HOCHTCS 9XO MOETO ToJioca,

0eJI3Ha MOCTENEHHO IOMJIOIIAETCST THhMOM,

Oy/ITO THI BCE XK TOfIaellb MHE 3HaK, YT00
yOemIuTh MEHS B TOM, UTO TOXE HEe CMOT ObI 3/1eCh
BBDKUTD,

WJIK TI0Ka3aTb, YTO Thl HE CBET, K KOTOPOMY
A B3bIBaJIA,
a JIMIIb ThbMa 1103a/1H.
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Ipomoea

What was my crime in another life,
as in this life my crime

is sorrow, that I am not to be
permitted to ascend ever again,
never in any sense

permitted to repeat my life,
wound in the hawthorn, all
earthly beauty my punishment

as it is yours —

Source of my suffering, why
have you drawn from me

these flowers like the sky, except
to mark me as a part

of my master: I am

his cloak’s color, my flesh giveth
form to his glory.
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Nnomest

UYro 6bLI0 MOUM MPECTYIUICHUEM B JKU3HU UHOM,
€CJIM B 9TOM MO€ MPECTYIJIEHue —
CKOpOb O TOM, YTO MHE HUKOTa

HE MO3BOJISAT CHOBA TIOTHATHCS,

HU B KAKOM CMBICJIe

HE MO3BOJISAT MIOBTOPUTH CBOIO JKU3Hb,
CBEpHYBIIIYIOCS B OOSIPBIIITHUKE, BCAKAS
3eMHasi KpacoTa — Moe Haka3zaHue,

KaK U TBOE —

HcTtouHuk Moux CcTpajaHuii, 3a4uem

THI Cpe3ajia C MeHsl

I[BETHI, IOI00HBIe HEOY, eciH

HE JUIsS TOTO, YTOO MOAYEPKHYTh MOIO
MIPUHA/ICKHOCTh BJIAJIBIKE: 51

I[BETa €ro Iialia, MioTh MOsI

o0pasyeT ero cusiHue.
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Presque Isle

In every life, there’s a moment or two.
In every life, a room somewhere, by the sea
or in the mountains.

On the table, a dish of apricots. Pits in a white ashtray.

Like all images, these were the conditions of a pact:

on your cheek, tremor of sunlight,

my finger pressing your lips.

The walls blue-white; paint from the low bureau flaking
a little.

That room must still exist, on the fourth floor,

with a small balcony overlooking the ocean.

A square white room, the top sheet pulled back over
the edge of the bed.

It hasn’t dissolved back into nothing, into reality.

Through the open window, sea air, smelling of iodine.

Early morning: a man calling a small boy back from
the water.
That small boy — he would be twenty now.

Around your face, rushes of damp hair, streaked with auburn.

Muslin, flicker of silver. Heavy jar filled with white peonies.
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IIpeck-Ana

B kaxa0¥ )KuU3HU €CTh OTHO-/JBA MTHOBEHMUSI.
B kaxao# xu3HU eCcTh KOMHATa IJIe-TO Y MOPs WK B TOpax.

Ha crone 6mono ¢ abpukocamu. Koctouku B 6emoit
TeTe/IbHUIIE.

Kak u Bce 00pasbl, 9TO YCIIOBUS IOTOBOpA:

y TeOs1 Ha IeKe JIPOKUT COTHEYHBIN CBET,

MO TTaJIel] MPYKMMAEeTCsT K TBOMM TyOaM.

Beso-ronyOble CTeHBI; Kpacka Ha HU3KOM CTOJIe
clierka oOJTyIuIIach.

Drta KOMHara, JOJKHO OBITh, eIlle CYIECTBYET,
Ha YETBEPTOM 3Take,
¢ OAJIKOHYMKOM, C BUJOM Ha OKEaH.
KBanparHas Genast KOMHaTa, IOKPHIBAJIO HA KPOBATH
3aIpajioCh.
ITO HEe pacTBOPUIIOCH OOPATHO B MYCTOTE PeabHOCTH.
B oTKpbITOE OKHO MOPCKO# BO3/1yX, MAXHYIIUNA HOAOM.

PaHHee yTpo: MyKUMHA 30BET MaJIbUUKa U3 BOJIbI.
ToMy MabuMKy ceitdac OpUTO OBl TBAAIIATS.

TBoe U0 0OPAMJISIIOT BJIaXKHBIE PhIXKEBAThIC TIPSIH.
Mycnus, Meprianue cepedpa. Tsokemnblil KyBIIMH
¢ OeJIBIMU TUOHAMM.
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Retreating Light

You were like very young children,

always waiting for a story.

And I'd been through it all too many times;

I was tired of telling stories.

So I gave you the pencil and paper.

I gave you pens made of reeds

I had gathered myself, afternoons in the dense
meadows.

I told you, write your own story.

After all those years of listening
I thought you’d know
what a story was.

All you could do was weep.
You wanted everything told to you
and nothing thought through yourselves.

Then I realized you couldn’t think

with any real boldness or passion;

you hadn’t had your own lives yet,

your own tragedies.

So I gave you lives, I gave you tragedies,
because apparently tools alone weren’t enough.

You will never know how deeply

it pleases me to see you sitting there

like independent beings,

to see you dreaming by the open window,

holding the pencils I gave you

until the summer morning disappears into writing.

Creation has brought you
great excitement, as I knew it would,
as it does in the beginning

And I am free to do as I please now,
to attend to other things, in confidence
you have no need of me anymore.
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OTcTrynawommii cBeT

BrI ObUTH TOXOXM HA MAJTBIX JIETEH,

BCErJa KIyIIUX PACCKa30B.

Sl mpoxoaus yepes 3TO CAMIIKOM YacTo

1 yCTaJl PacCKa3blBaTh.

[Mostomy fasn Bam KapaHzai 1 Oymary.

Jlan Bam pydkM U3 TPOCTHHKA,

coOpaB ero cam IocJie NOJyJHsI Ha TPaBSHUCTHIX JIyrax.
Sl ckaszas BaM: HalIMIIUTE CBOU PaCCKa3bl.

BelI cTromnpko JieT ciyianm,
YTO 51 IOAYMAJI, Bbl yKE 3HAETE
0 pacckaszax Bce.

Bb1 cMorm Jiviib 3aruiakars.
Bb1 X0TEM TOJIBKO CITyIIATh
Y HUYETO He MPUTYyMbIBATh CAMUM.

[ToToMm s1 OHsL, BB POCTO HE yMeeTe TyMaTh
MO-HACTOSAIIIEMY CMEJIO ¥ CTPACTHO:

y Bac elre He ObUI0 COOCTBEHHBIX KU3HEH,
cBoux Tpareauil. Torga s nmogapui

BaM KU3HH, MOIAPWII Tpareuu, Beab

OJIHUX TPUHA/IIEKHOCTEN SIBHO MAJIOBATO.

Beb1 HUKOrIAa HE y3HaeTe, Kak

MHC HpI/IHTHO BUIECTH, YTO Bbl CUIUTE

Tam, OyATO OBl HE3aBUCUMO,

KaK BbI MCUTACTEC y OTKprTOFO OKHa,
Aepka B pyKax KapaH/alli, 4To sl BaM Jiall,
TOKa JIETHEE YTPO HE OOPAaTUTCS B ITUCHMO.

TBOpYECTBO BaC yBIIEKIIO,

KaK f U Ipejnonaraj, Kak

1 ObIBaeT B HavaJe.

U teneps g Mory aenarb BCe 4TO

YTOHO, 3aHUMAThLCA JPYTUMU JIETIAMU,
YBEPEHHBII, 4TO OOJIbIIIE 51 BAM HE HYKEH.
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Vespers

I know what you planned, what you meant to do, teaching me

to love the world, making it impossible

to turn away completely, to shut it out completely
ever again —

it is everywhere; when I close my eyes,

birdsong, scent of lilac in early spring, scent of summer
roses:

you mean to take it away, each flower, each connection
with earth —

why would you wound me, why would you want me

desolate in the end, unless you wanted me so starved
for hope

I would refuse to see that finally

nothing was left to me, and would believe instead

in the end you were left to me.
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Beuepus

4l 3Ha10, YTO THI 33 yMaJl, YTO COOUPAJICS CleaTh, KOTAa HAYyYHT MEHs

MOOUTh MHP, YTOOBI HEJTb351 OBLIO

OoJIbIIIe HUKOT/IA MOTHOCTBIO OTBEPHYTHCS, TOTHOCTHIO
OT HETro OTTOPOAUTHC —

OH IOBCIOZly, KOTI/Ia 3aKPbIBAIO I1a3a:

NIEHUE TTUL], apOMaT CUPEHU PaHHEW BECHOI,
apoMar JIETHUX PO3.

ThbI XOUelIb OTHATH €10, KaK/Abli [IBETOK, BCAKYIO CBA3b
C 3eMJIeld —

3a4eM MEH$1 PaHUTb, 3a4eM MEHS OITyCTOILIATh

O] KOHEIl, €CJTM He XOUelllb, YT0O 51 M3roJI0Iaach
10 HAZIeKEe

M OTKa3ajach 3aMe4arh, YTO B UTOTE

y MEH$1 HIYEero He OCTajloCh, [IOBEPUB B3aMeEH,

YTO 0[] KOHELl y MEH$ OCTAJICS ThI.

99



JI. Tmuk. «[lukwmii upuc. ABepH. Houb, BceoxBaTHas HOUb»

Vespers: Parousia

Love of my life, you
are lost and I am
young again.

A few years pass.

The air fills

with girlish music;

in the front yard

the apple tree is
studded with blossoms.

I try to win you back,

that is the point

of the writing.

But you are gone forever,

as in Russian novels, saying

a few words I don’t remember —

How lush the world is,
how full of things that don’t belong to me —

I watch the blossoms shatter,

no longer pink,

but old, old, a yellowish white —
the petals seem

to float on the bright grass,
fluttering slightly.

What a nothing you were,
to be changed so quickly
into an image, an odor —
you are everywhere, source
of wisdom and anguish.
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Beuepus: napycus

JI1060Bb MOEH KU3HH, THI
roruo, a g
BHOBb MOJIOZA.

T'oger nporuy.

Boznyx

HAITOJIHEH JIEBUYbEI MY3BIKOW;
BO JIBOpE nepe]

JIOMOM sIOJIOHSI

yChIlaHa LIBETAMHU.

S1 meITatock Te0s1 BEpHYThH

U JUIsI 9TOrO

MY .

Ho 181 y1mies HaBcerna,

KaK B PyCCKMX pOMaHax, CKa3aB
napy CJoB, KOTOPbIX HE OMHIO, —

KaK pOCKOIIEH MUD,
CKOJIBKO B HEM BCE€TrO, HO OHO HE MO€ —

s1 CMOTPIO, KaK OCBINAIOTCS

I[BETHI, yke OOJIbIIIe HE PO3OBHIE,

a cTapble-TpecTapble, KeJIToBaTo-0ebie
JIETIECTKU CJIOBHO

IUIBIBYT 11O SIPKOM TpaBe,

CJIETKA TPEeNbIXasCh.

KakyM HAYTOXHBIM THI OBLI,
€CJIM TaK OBICTPO MPEBPATUIICS
B 00pa3, 3amax —

ThI HOBCIOIIy, NUCTOYHUK
MYIpPOCTH U TOCKH.
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Vespers

Your voice is gone now; I hardly hear you.
Your starry voice all shadow now

and the earth dark again

with your great changes of heart.

And by day the grass going brown in places
under the broad shadows of the maple trees.
Now, everywhere I am talked to by silence

so it is clear I have no access to you;

I do not exist for you, you have drawn
a line through my name.

In what contempt do you hold us

to believe only loss can impress

your power on us,

the first rains of autumn shaking the white lilies —

When you go, you go absolutely,
deducting visible life from all things

but not all life,
lest we turn from you.
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Beuepus

TBOI roJyoc yxe 3aTuX, 5 OYTH He CIBIITY TeOsl.
OcraJiacp JMIIb TEHb TBOETO 3BE3IHOIO I0JI0CA,
Y 3eMJIs1 BHOBb IIOTEMHEJIA

OT BEJIMKHUX IIEPEMEH TBOETO HACTPOCHHUS.

A 1HeMm TpaBa MecTamu OypeeT
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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