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Mb1 npencraBiisieM BaM O4YepeIHYI0 KHUTY B «HOOEIEBCKOM
cepun» Hopsuk banka.

[Tox onHO# 0OIOKKOM — TpU COOPHUKA CTUXOB aMEePUKAHCKOW
noateccol Jlyussl [Tk, B 2020 rogy et 6puta mpucBoena Ho-
OeJieBCKast MpeMUsl TI0 JIUTepaType 3a «MOUHbIL NOIMUUECKULL
2010¢, C80€ll CYPOBOIL Kpacomoli npespauarouiuii UHOUBUOYANb-
Hoe 80 éceobuyee». JIo «HOOENs» OHA ycresia CTaTh JiaypeaToM
Oosee ABAALIATH JUTEpATypHBIX MpeMuii, B ToM uucie [Tymur-
LIEPOBCKOW MPEMUM U MOITUYECKOi npemun Yuuibsima Kapnoca
Yumbsimca 1992 roma 3a cOopHUK «[IuKuil Mpuc» (BKJIIOYEH B
9Ty KHUTY).

[Toa3us Jlyusel [7IMK HEMmoxoxka Ha CTUXU, K KOTOPbIM MbI
MPUBBIKJIN. DTO «CTUXOTBOPEHUS B IIPO3€», CO CBOUM BHYTPEH-
HUM PUTMOM, MOHOJIOTH ¥ JUAJIOTH, B KOTOPBIX YyBCTBYETCSI TO-
TpeOHOCTh B IBMKEHUH, TTOXOKEM Ha aBaHTapIHBIA TaHell.

Yuras ux, Hy)KHO IMOMHHUTh, YTO MOITECCa caMa Mpernogaer
JIMTEPATypy B YHUBEPCUTETAX, TAK YTO OOTaTCTBO KYJIBTYPHBIX
KOJIOB, 3QJIOKEHHBIX B €€ CTUXH, B Y€M-TO MOXOKEe Ha UMIIPO-
BU3ALIMIO JKa3UCTa-MIpodeccuonana, CMEIMBAIoOIIero B €IUHYI0
TapMOHMIO Cpa3y TpU-4YeThipe cTaHaapra. s pyccKos3bIYHOrO
gyuTaresns cpa3y OyayT OYeBUAHBI OTCHUIKH K IPeYecKUM Mudam,
3aMETHbI MOTUBBI AHIJIMMCKOW ITO33UH, 3HAKOMOM 10 MIEPEBOIaM,
U ertie OOJbIle YBUIUT YUTATEN b, IOTPYKEHHBIA B KOHTEKCT aH-
IJI0S13BIYHOM, UPJIaHACKOM, IIIOTJIaHICKOM, aMEPUKAHCKOU 1 CO0-
CTBEHHO aHIJIMHCKOM KJIACCUKH.

" Bmecre ¢ Tem Jlynsa I mk He TUIIOBOM MOCTMOJEPH, YMO-



3puUTesbHAS UTPA B CMBICIIbI, a JIMUHBIN, IEPETIOJTHEHHBINA CUJIb-
HBIMU SMOIMSAME 1 00pa3aMu TEKCT, TO CPHIBAIOIIUIACS HA KPUK,
TO (PUKCUPYIOIVIA COOBITUS, YyBCTBA, PA3MBIIILIEHUSI C TOYHO-
CTbI0 THeBHUKA. Ee no33us BpeMeHaMu HaroHeHa eIkoi 1 6e3-
’KaJIOCTHO TPaBAMBON UPOHUEN M OOpaIlieHueM K KU3HEHHOMY
OTIBITY YUTATEJISI, OKUBJISIONIUMU CTPOKH, MIPUJIaBast UM TIIyOH-
HY 1 00epTOHa.

[lepeBOaUTH CTUXM CI0KHO MO YMOJTYAHUIO. A TaKU€ CTUXU —
CJIOKHO BJIBOMHE. 3aciyra u3IaTeiabCTBa B TOM, UTO OHO Mpej-
JIOKWJIO YMTATENTIO Cpasy U NepeBo, ¥ OpuruHaj. Tak 4to Biaje-
IOIIUX SI3BIKOM OpPUTHHAJIA JKJAET OTJAEIbHOE UHTEJUIEKTYaIbHOE
YAOBOJILCTBUE — BO3MOKHOCTb CPABHUTh TO, KAK CO CBOEM MUC-
CHel CIIpaBIIsieTcsi NEPEBOJUYMK, U TO, UTO XOUET JA0OHECTH JI0 UU-
Tatessl aBTop.

Hckpenne sau,

npedcedamens cogema oupexmopos Hopsux Banka
I'puzopuii I'ycenvhuxos



kil 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.



KU Hpuc

VY moux crpagaHui
bru1 BeIxOm.

[Nocnymaiite: TO, 4TO 30BETCSI CMEPTHIO,
S [IOMHIO.

Han ronoBoi 11ym, eBessiTCs COCHOBbIE BETBU.
[Torom Huyero. Tyckioe conHie
eJIe TEeIJIMIIOCh HaJl CyXOW OBEPXHOCTBIO.

Kak crpailiHo BbIKMBATD,
KOTJa CO3HAHUE
norpe0eHo B TEMHOM 3eMIe.

3ateM Bce 3aKOHUMJIOCh: CTPax

OBbITH OE3MOJIBHOM JTyIION

BHE3aITHO MCYE3, KECTKas 3eMJIs

HEMHOT'0 TIPOTHYJIACh C TEM, YTO 5 TIPHHSLT 32
IIHBIPSIIONIMX B HU3KHUX KYCTaX NTHIL.

3HaTe Xe Te, KTO HEe IIOMHUT
nepexoia U3 Apyroro Mupa,
s1 CMOT 3arOBOPUTh CHOBA: BCE, UTO



BO3BpaIllaeTCst U3 3a0BEHUS, BO3BPAIIAETCS
oOpecTH ToJoc:

U3 MOEH JKU3HU 32011
OTrpOMHBIN (DOHTAH, CUHUE
TEHU Ha JIA3ypHOU MOPCKOU BOJIE.



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.



3ayrpeHs

CBeTUT COMHIIE; PAAOM C TIOYTOBBIM SIIIIUKOM COOpPaHBI

JIMCTBS1 PA3[IBOGHHOM Oepe3bl, CKJIaaJuarble,
KakK TUIaBHUKU.

Mo Horamwu moJbie cTedM OeJbIX HAPIIMCCOB — «aiC
BUHI3», «KAHTATPUC» —

Y TeMHbIe JICThs AUKUX (puasiok. Hoa ropopur,

JeTPECCUBHbIC HEHABUJIAT BECHY, TAKOU AucOaaHC

BHYTPEHHETO ¥ BHEIHero mupa. 1

HEe Takasl JeNPecCcuBHasi, HO B KAKOM-TO CMBICJIE CTPACTHO

BKUBJICHHAs B IEPEBO, MOE TEJIO JAaxe

CBEpHYJIOCh B PACKOJIOTOM CTBOJIE, I IOYTH B IOKOE,
TI0/1 BEYEPHUM

JOXeM, TIOUTH CIIOCOOHA TIOYYBCTBOBATD,

KaK MOJHUMAETCs IeHHBIN cok: Hoa ropopwr, 4rto

BCE JICTIPECCUBHBIE OTOKICCTBIISIOT CeOsI

C IEPEBBbSIMU, A CYACTIIUBBIC IIETIECTSIT

10 CaJ1y OTABIIMMH JIMCThSIMU — HE TIeJIOoe,

a JIUIIb YacTh.



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.



3ayrpeHs

Henocsaraemslii orell, n3rHaB HaC

U3 pas, Tbl CO3JaJ

KOITUIO — MECTO, B YEM-TO

OTJIMYHOE OT pasi, YTOO

MPernojaTh YpoK: B OCTAJIbHOM

TO € caMoe — KpacoTa MOBCIOy, KpacoTa

0e3 BapuaHTOB, — BOT TOJIbKO MbI HE 3HAJIH,

B UeM 3akJovaiics ypok. OcTaBimch HaeJuHe,
MBI UCTsI3aJI1 ApYT Apyra. Hactynum romsl
ThMBbI; MBI TIO OU€peIn

padoTtanu B cajay, ¥ BOT IEPBBIE CIIe3bI
MTOSIBUJIMCH B HAIMX TIJIa3ax, Korga 3eMJIst
3aTyMaHWJIaCh JICTIECTKAMU, OTHU ObLTH
TEeMHO-KPacCHbIMHU, JAPYTHe TEJIECHOTO 1BeTa —
MBI ¥ HE JyMaJiu O Teoe,

XOTb ¥ YUUJTUCh TeOE MOJIUTHCS.

[TpocTo 3HaM, YTO YeJIOBEKY CBOMCTBEHHO JIIOOUTh
JIMIIB TO, YTO HE OTBEYAET B3AMMHOCTBHIO.



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.



Tpuammym

S mpocHysics B necy. TemHoTa
Ka3aJlachb €CTECTBEHHOM, CKBO3b I'yCTbIE COCHBI
He0O MPOCBEYMBAJIO MHOKECTBOM OTHEH.

$1 HMYero He 3HaJl, HUYEro He MOT — TOJIbKO CMOTPETb.
U noka HaOmonan, Bce HeOeCHbIE OTHU

TIOMEPKJI, CJIMBIIUCH B OJTUH,

rOpsILIUI CKBO3b MPOXJIaJHbIE €JIH.

Heso3moxxHO

CMOTpeTh Ha HEOO U He ObITh UM YHUUYTOKEHHBIM.

Ectb u qymm, Hy)aatomnmecs B

CMEPTH, KaK s B 3a1uTe?

HymMaio, eciv roBOpUTh MOJOJIbIIIE,

s1 OTBEYY Ha 3TOT BOIIPOC, YBUXKY TO,

YTO BUJSIT OHU, JIECTHUILY,

BEIYIIYIO TIO €JI5IM, U

HEUTO MPU3BIBAIOIIEE UX U3MEHUTh CBOU KU3HU —

MOAyMAaMTe O TOM, UTO $1 TIOHSLI.

S mpocHysicsl B HEBE/IGHUU B JIECY;
MUHYTY Ha3aj S He 3HaJI, 4YTO MO roJyoc,
OyIb OH MHE JIaH,



OB OBI TTOJIOH TaKOT'O ropsi, a pas3bl

TIOXOXHU Ha KPUKH, CBSI3aHHBIE BMECTE.

4l maxxe He 3HaJI, YTO YYBCTBYIO rope,

TIOKa CJIOBO HE TIPOW3HECIIH, NTOKA s He TIOYYBCTBOBAJ,
KaK U3 MEHs XJIeIIET JOX/Ib.



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 1 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.



AcHOoTKA

BoT Kak XUBYT C XOJIOTHBIM CEPJILIEM.
Kak s: B TeHu, TAHYIIENCS 1O TPOXJIaTHON CKase,
TIO/I OTPOMHBIMU KJIEHAMH.

CoJHlIe MOYTH MEHsI He KacaeTcsl.

WHorza s BUKY, Kak paHHel BECHOW OHO MOAHUMAETCS
BIAJIN.

3areM BbIPACTAIOT JIUCThS, MOJHOCTBIO CKPbIBAs €T0.
A ayBCTBYIO,

KaK OHO OeCropsiJOYHO MEPLIAET CKBO3b JIUCTBY,

CJIOBHO KTO-TO CTYYHT MO CTaKaHy METaJUIMYECKOU JIOKKOM.

He Bcem cyliectBamM OIMHAKOBO

Hy*eH cBeT. KTo-To 13 Hac

co3/1aeT COOCTBEHHBIN: cepeOpsHBIN JIUCT,

CJIOBHO TPOMMHKA, IO KOTOPOM HUKTO HE MOUJET, MEJIKOe
cepeOpucTOe 03epO B TEMHOTE TOJ] OTPOMHBIMH KJICHAMH.

Ho 151 1 Tak 3TO 3Haelllb.

Tl ¥ Ipyrue, KTo AyMaer,

YTO XHMBET P UCTUHBI U B TIEJIOM JIIOOUT
BCE XOJIOAHOE.



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.



IMoacHeXHUK

3Haelb, KeM A ObLI, Kak xui1? Thl 3Haellb,
YTO TaKOE OTYasIHUE, IOTOMY
3UMa [JIs1 TeOS YTO-TO 3HAYMUT.

51 He HagesnCcs BbIKUTh —

Tak aaBuia 3emuis. He oxunan,

YTO CHOBA IPOCHYCh, YTO

MO€ TeJI0O BHOBb CMOKET OTKJIMKHYThCH,
BO BJIAXKHOM 3€MJIE, CHOBA BCTIOMHUB
CIYCTS TOJl, KaK PacIyCKaThCs

B XOJIOIIHOM CBETE

CamMoro HavaJia BECHbl —

KOHEYHO, CTPAIIIHO, HO OMSTh CPEeIU Bac
€CTh IIJTaYyIle U PAIYIOLIAECs
Ha CbIPOM BETPY HOBOI'O MHUpA.



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.



AcHoe yTpo

4 nonro Hadmomano
1 MOT'Y TOBOPHTh C BAMH TaK, KaK MHE B3yMaeTCsl, —

s yWIO Balllv MPEIIOYTEHH S, TEPIENMBO HAOmoaasn
3a TeM, KaK BbI JIIOOUTE OOIIATHCS

4epe3 I€Taid, Ha
3€MJIC JKC BbI ITPEAINNOINTACTE

YCUKU
rojiyooro KJjemaruca, CBeT

paHHero Beuepa —
BbI ObI HUKOT/Ia HE TIPUCITYIIAIUChH

K T0JIOCY, TIOXOKEeMY Ha MOH, Oe3pa3IuyHoOMy K TOMY,
YTO BBI JIEJIOBUTO UMEHYETE

CBOMMH PTaMH,
6J1aroroBeitHO OKpPYIJIEHHBIMU, —

Y BCE 3TO BpeMs
s IOTAKAJIO Balllell OrpaHUYEHHOCTH, AyMasi,



BbI CaMM €€ paHO WUJIN O3 JHO 0T6POCI/ITC,
MBICTIAIAA MAaTEPUA HE MOKCT TIOIVIOIIATh BAlll B3ITIAAbI
BCYHO —

NpenATCTBUE B BUEC KJIEMATUCA, PUCYIOLICTO
CHHUEC LIBCThI HA OKHE BEpaHIbl, —

sl HE MOTY M JIaJIbIie
OrpaHMYUBATHCSI 00pa3amu,

BCIb, IIO-BAllICMY, BbI BIIpABEC
OCIIapuBaTb MO€ MHCHHUC!

TETICPb A I'OTOBO IIPUHYOUTD BAC K
ACHOCTH.



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.



Becenuumn cHer

Bsrmigaure Ha HOYHOE HEDO:
y MEHS [IBa «S1», IBE CHJIbL

A 3nech, ¢ BaMu, y OKHa,

HaOJTI0/1a10 3a Ballled peakien. Buepa yHa
B30IILJIa HaJl CHIPOW 3eMJIel B HUXKHEM Cajly.
Tereppb 3emiist OIECTHT, Kak JIyHa,

KaK MepTBasi MaTepusi, MOKPBITasi KOPKOUW CBETA.

Tenepb BBl MOXKETE 3aKPHITh I71a3a.

4l cplman Bamm KpUKH, ¥ KPUKH JI0 Bac,

¥ TpeOOBaHUsI 32 HUMH.

Sl mokazas BaM, 4ero Bl XOTUTE:

HE BEepbl, & KaUTYJISAIINA

Hiepes1 BJIACTBIO, YTO ISPKUTCS HA HACHJIHU.



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.



Kone1 3uMbl

Han 6e3MONIBHBIM MUPOM KPHUUT TITHIIA,
MIPOCHYBIIIKCH B OJMHOYECTBE CPe/lb YePHBIX
BETBEN.

Thl XOTENIa POAUTHCS — 5T IO3BOJIMI TeOe POIUTHCS.
XOTh pa3 Mosi CKOpOb TIOMeIIIajia TBOEMY
YAOBOJIbCTBUIO?

Heipsas Bneper,
BO TbMY U CBET Cpasy,
KaX[s OLUIYTUTh

ceOs1 4eM-TO HOBBIM, JKeJ1ast
BBIPA3UTH ceOst

BO BceM OJIeCKe, BCEH KUBOCTH,
HUKOT/Ia HE 3a/lyMbIBasiCh,

YTO 3a 9TO MPHUAETCS TUIATHTh,
BCErJa CYUTast MOH rojIoc

JIAIIB YaCThIO ce0st, —

ThbI OOJIBIIIE HE yCJIbIIUIIb €0 B UTHOM MUPE



TaK K€ OTUYCTIIMBO —
HU B ITUYbEM KPUKE, HU B YCJIOBEYCCKOM,

HE YMCTHIN 3BYK, a JIMIIh
HACTOMYMBOE 3XO,

O3Havarolee MmporaHue, —
OJIHA HEMpepbIBHAS JIMHUS,
CBSZyIOIIAS HAC APYT C JPYTOM.



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?



3ayrpeHs

[TpocTu MeHsl, ecu CKaxy, 4To OO0 TeOs: CUITbHBIM
BCErJa JIryT, BeJb CJIa0bIMU BCeraa
NPaBUT MaHUKA. S He Mory JIIOOUTH
TO, YEro He B CHJIaX NIOCTUYb, & Th
NPaKTUYECKU HE PACKPHIBACIIIHCS: JIMOO THI,
Kak OOSIBIIIHUK,
BCEr/ia TAKOM ke Ha TOM K& MecCTe,
MO0 MOXOK OOJbIIe HA B30AIIMOIIIHYIO HAMIEPCTSHKY,
CHayaJjia BbIPACTAIOLIYIO PO30BOW KOJIOYKON Ha CKJIOHE
3a MaprapuTkamu,
a Ha cJIelyIonmi roj yxe (puosaeToBoil B po30BOM cajay?
Th1 1OMXEH NOHATH
0eCrosIe3HOCTh MOTYaHUS, YOEIKIAIOIIEro,
YTO ThI JIOJKEH ObITh BCEM CYILIMM: HAEPCTSHKOU
1 OOSIPHIITHUKOM,
yA3BUMOM pO301 U CypPOBOW MaprapuTKOM — HaM OCTaeTcs
JyMarTh, YTO
TeOs1 He MOXeT ObITh. Pa3Be 310
Thl XOYElIb BHYILIUTh, pa3Be 3TO OObSCHSET
YTPEHHIOI TUILIMHY —
TO, YTO CBEPUKH €11le HEe MOTUPAIOT KPbUIBIILIKH, a KOIIKH
He JIepyTcs BO 1BOpe?



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.



3ayrpeHs

51 BuKy, ¢ TOOOH, Kak ¢ Oepe3amu:
4 He JOJDKHA K Tede
oOpararsCst TMIHO. Mex Iy HaMu

ObIBaNIO Besikoe. M

BCer/ia JIUIIb

¢ ogHou cropoHbl? Kak xe st

BUHOBATA, 5 pOCHIa Te0s

CTaTh YEJIOBEKOM — 51 HY’K/IAl0Ch B 9TOM He OOJIbIIle,

4yeM KTo-160 eme. Ho monHas

0eCcuyBCTBEHHOCTb

Y paBHOJYIIHE KO MHE — C TEM ke YCIIEXOM
sI MOTJIa

oOpaiatbes K 6epesam,

KakK B MMPEeXHeH KU3HU: MyCTh OHU

CHETAIoT Xy/lee,

TIOXOPOHSAT MEHS C POMAHTHUKAMM,

a MX 3a0CTPEHHBIE JKEJIThIC JIUCThS

OMa/yT U MOKPOIOT MEHSI.



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.



IIpoJecka

He s, nypa4ok, He cama, a Mbl —
HeOeCHO-ToyObIe

BOJIHBI, CJIOBHO

KPHUTHUKA HA HEOO:

3a4€M Thl IOPOKHIIH CBOUM T'OJIOCOM,
BeJlb OBITh YEM-TO OTHMM — 3HAYUT

OBbITh TTOYTH YTO HUYEM?

3auem cMoTpuIb BBepX? UT0O ycabImarh
9X0, TIOI0OHOE TOJIOCY

6ora? Bl U1 HaC BCe OIMHAKOBBIE:
OJIMHOKO CTOUTE HaJl HAMHU, IJIAHUPYS
CBOM IJTyTIbIE JKM3HU — UJIETE TY/a,

KyJia Bac MOCJaH, KaK U BCe OCTAJIbHOE,
KyJla Bac caxaer BeTep,

KTO-TO U3 BacC BEYHO

CMOTPUT BHU3 U BUIUT KaKON-HUOYIL 0Opa3
BOJIBI, & UTO e OH CIIBIIUT? BOMHBI,

a HaJl BOJIHAMU — TIEHUe TITHUI.



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.



OTcrynamomui BeTep

Co3snas, 1 MomoOuI Bac,
a Terepb Bac xajelo.

S man BaM Bce YTO HYKHO:
JIO’Ke M3 3eMJTH, OfIESIJIO U3 TOyOOoro BO3ayxa —

4yeM OOJIbIlie OT Bac yAaJIsioch,

TeM siCHee BacC BUKY.

Barm rynim goykHbI ObLTH OBITH OTPOMHBIMH,
a He TaKUMU, KaK eCTb,

NYCTSTYHBIMUA —

1 TIOJapXJI BaM BCe:
CHHb BECEHHETO yTpa,

BpeMs, KOTOPbIM Bbl HE YMEJIU IOJIb30BAThCS, —
BBI XOTEJIM OOJIBIIIETO MOAAPKa,

OTJIOKEHHOTO IS IPYTOrO TBOPEHUS.

He uanevitecn

OKazarbCs B cally

Cpellb pacTEHUM.

Barm %u3HM He ABMKYTCS, KaK y HUX, 1O KPYTY:



BAIllM KM3HU — IITUYUH TOJIET,

YTO HAUMHAETCS U 3aBEPIIAeTCs MIOKOEM,

YTO HAUMHAETCS U 3aBepIIaeTcs, MoBTopss (popmy
3TOU IyT¥l OT Oesioit Oepesbl

110 A0JIOHU.



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.



Can

$1 Gosbilie HEe MOTY 3TO JIeNaTh,
HEBBIHOCMMO Ha 3TO CMOTPETh —

B Cajly, TIOJT JIETKUM JIOXKIEM,
MOJIOfIast TIapa caxkaer

ropox, Oyaro

HUKTO HE JIeJiajl 9TOrO PaHbIIIe,
OoubIuX TpodIIEM erre He ObUIO
WK UX periaim —

CaMu OHU He BUJIAT,

KaK HAUMHAIOT B CBEKeW TPs3y,

0€e3 NepCreKTuB,

¢ GnieJHO-3eJIEHBIMU XOJIMaMU 32 CITHOW,
TOKPHITHIMU T[BETAMU, —

OHAa XOYeT OCTAaHOBUTHCH,
a OH XO4YET JIOUTH JI0 KOHIIA,
MPOJIOJIKUTh AEJI0 —

B3IVISTHUTE, KAK OHA KacaeTcs ero ILeKH,
Y100 MOMUPUTHCA,
NPOXJIAJHBIMU OT BECEHHETO JOX/Is1 MaJIbLIaMH;



B PEIKOI TpaBe BCHBILIKKU (PUOJIETOBBIX KPOKYCOB —

Jlake cerlJac, Jake B Hayasle JII0OBH,
OHa OTBOJIUT PYKY,
CJIOBHO YK€ TIPOIIasiCh,

Y OHM JyMaloT,
YTO MOXHO He oOpalath BHUMaHHS
Ha 3Ty Nevajb.



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?



bosipbIIHNK

Boxk 0 00k, HO HE

pyKa B pyKe: 51 CMOTpIO, KaK Tbl
ryJIsieliib 1o JIETHEMY cajy, —
HECIIOCOOHOE IBHUTAThCS

YUUTBCS CMOTPETh; MHE HE HYXXHO
TOHSATHCS 32 TOOOH MO

cajly; 4eioBeuecKHe CyIIecTBa MOBCIOLY
OCTABJISIIOT CJIE]TbI

YyBCTB, I[BETHI,

pa3OpoCcaHHBIE IO I'PYHTOBOM JIOPOKKE,
OeJible U 30J10ThIE.

Kakwue-To nmpunogHsn

BEUEPHUI BETEP; MHE HE HYKHO

WJITH TYJa, TJIe Thl ceryvac,

B IJTyOUHY SIZIOBUTOTO ITOJIs, YTOOBI TTIOHSATh
NIPUYKMHY TBOETO IOJIETa, YeJIOBEYECKYIO
CTpacTh WM SIPOCTH: UTO eIle

MOIJIO 3aCTaBUTh TeOs1 OPOCUTh

BCe COOpaHHOE TOOOM ?



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.



JI1000Bb B JIYHHOM CBeETe€

WHorna My )XYrHA WK JKeHIIMHA HABS3BIBAIOT
oTYasiHUe

Jpyromy, 3TO Ha3bIBAeTCsI

OMKPLINDb cepoye NI OMKPbInb OYully —

B TOM CMBICJIE, YTO TeTepb y HUX €CTh TYIId, —

32 OKHOM JIETHUI Bevep, 1eJIbIi MUD,

3a0poreHHbIN Ha JIyHy: TpynKu cepeOpucThix uryp,

BO3MOJKHO, 3[IaHUI WU IEPEBbEB, TECHBIN CAUK,

I7ie IPSYETCs KOIIKA, KaTasiCh B IMbLTM HA CITUHE,

po3a, KOPEOIICUC, U B TEMHOTE — 30JI0TOU

kynos1 Kanuronus,

0OpaTuBIIMIICA B CIUIAB JIYHHOTO CBeTa, (hopma

6e3 mogpooOHOCTEN, MU(, apXETHIL, TyIIa,

HAroJIHEHHAasI OTHEM, TO €CTh, B CYIIIHOCTH,
JIYHHBIM CBETOM,

B3SITHIM OTKY/Ia-TO €IIie, U CUSIONINH,

JIVIIITH TIOKA CBETHT JIyHA: KAMEHHAs WJIH HET,

HO JIyHa BCE€ X JKUBasl.



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.



Amnpeasb

Huuve omuasnue ne CpABHUMCA C MOUM —

He mecto B aTOM Ccany

JyMaTh O TaKOM, CO3/IaBasi

CKYYHbIC BHEIITHHUE TIPU3HAKYU: MYKUMHA
JEMOHCTPATHUBHO MPOMNAJIBIBAET 3aPOCIH,
KEHIIIMHA XPOMaeT, OTKa3bIBASICh MEPEOeThCS
WJIA BBIMBITB TOJIOBY.

Hey:xenu Bbl fymaeTe, MEHs BOJIHYET,

pas3roBapuBaeTe Jiv Bbl JIpYT C Apyrom?

Ho xody, 4T00 BBHI 3HAJIN —

s OKHJaJ OOJNBINETO OT ABYX CYIIECTB,

HaJIeJICHHBIX pa3yMOM: €CJIU U He

3a00ThI JPYT O JIpyTe,

TO IO KpaliHel Mepe MOHUMaHU S,

YTO rope pacnpesensiercs

ME:XAy BaMHU, MEk/1y BCEMH BalllUMU COPOIUYAMH,
9TOOBI 51

y3HaBaJ Bac, Kak CUHUI

METUT JTUKYIO MPOJIECKY, a OeIbIi —

JIECHYIO (PUATIKY.



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.



Puaakn

Benp B Hatiem mupe
BCEr/ia 4TO-TO CKPBITO,
MaJIEHBKOE U OeJloe,
MaJIEeHbKOE U, YTO Ha3bIBAETCS,
YKCTOE, Mbl HE CKOPOUM TaK,
Kak JOpOrou
CTPAJAIONTUI BIaIbIKA; MbI
Takue xke 3a0myaime,
KaK ThI, ITO]]
OOSIPBILITHUKOM,
YTO yAEPKUBAET MOTHOCHI

C JKeMYYTramMH: 4To
TIPUBEJIO TeOs
K HaM Y4UThCS,
XOTb Majjaii Ha KOJICH! U IJ1aYb,
C)KUMasi OTPOMHBIE PYKU;
IIpY BCEM CBOEM BEJIMYHMU HE TIOHUMAsT
OeccMEpPTHYIO PUPOTY
IyIIH: OeTHBIN MeYaTbHbIIA
oor, b0 y Teds ee HeT,
6o Tede ee He TIOTePATh.



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 1in 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.



BeabmuHa TpaBa

Yro-TO
MPUXOJUT B MUP HEKEJIAHHBIM,
BbI3bIBAS CYIIUI Xa0C, —

€CJIA TaK CUJIbHO MEHsI HEHABUIUTE,
HE yTPYXKJalTech JaBaTh MHE

UMsI: BaM 4YTO, HYKHO

HOBOE OCKOpOJIeHrE

B CBOEM SI3bIKE, HOBBII

croco0® OOBUHUTH

BO BCEM OJIMH POJI, —

MBI 3HaeM,

€CJIM MOJIUTBCS

OIHOMY OOT'y, TO XBaTUT BCETO
OJHOIO Bpara:

Bpar — He .

[TpocTo ys0BKa, YTOOBI HE 3aMeyaTh
TIPOVCXOASIIIETO

IPsSIMO 371eCh, Ha STOM JIOXKE,

HeOOJIBINION 0Opa3zell

Heynaun. OMH U3 BaIlIMX JPAroleHHbIX [[BETOB



YMHUPACT 30€Ch IMOYTH €KCIHCBHO,
" Bbl HE YCITIOKOUTECH, IOKa
HEC BBIABUTEC IIPUYUHY,

BEepHEe TO, YTO OKA3aJI0Ch

CUJIbHEN

Balllel CTpacTu, —

1 9TO HE JIOJIKHO OBLIO

MPOAOJIKATHCSI BEYHO B peajilbHOM MUPE.

Ho 3auem 310 npu3HaBaTh, €CJIM MOXHO
U JaJIbIlle

JiesaTh TO JKe, YTO M BCerja,

OIUTaKMBasi U OOBUHSASA

OJHOBPEMEHHO.

MHe He HyXKHa Ballla IMOXBaJia,

4TOOBI BELKUTE. S ObUIA 3/1€Ch CHAvYaJIa,

elie 10 Bac, J0

TOr0, KaK Bbl pa30vu caj.

U nipebyny 3/1ech, KOraa OCTAHyTCS JIMIIIb
COJIHIIE

¥ JIyHa,

MOpe U IIIUPOKOE TIOJIe.

4 crany nosnem cama.



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. I 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?



Jlectnuna MakoBa

3anepThii B 3eMIie,

pa3Be U Thl HE XOTeJT MOMacTh

Ha HeOeca? 51 xuBy

B cajly onHou Aambl. [Ipoctute MeHs, manam:
TOCKA JIMIIKIa MeHs Onarogatu. 51

HE TOT, KTO BaM HykeH. Ho

KaK MY)KYMHBI U KEHIIIMHbI, OUEBU/IHO,
KeJaloT APYT IPYyra, 51 TOKE HKeJaio

MO3HATH pail — a Ternephb 1

TBOE rOpe, TOJIbliA CTeOeIIb,

JOTSHYBIIUICS 10 OKHA BEPaHIbI.

A d4t10 B KOHIIe? MajleHbKUI CUHUM LIBETOK,
COBHO 3Be3a. Hukorga

He MOKuJaTh 3T70T Mup! Pa3se

He 00 3TOM ThbI IJIaYellb?



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?



3ayrpeHs

Xouelllb 3HaTh, KaK 51 TPOBOKY Bpemsi?

['ynsiio mo siyskaiike nepeq A0MoM, Jiesasi BUi, 4To

TOJTI0 COPHSAKU. Thl JOJKHA 3HATH,

YTO S1 HUKOIJIA HE TTOJI0, CTOSI Ha KOJICHSX,
BbIJICpruBast

MyYKH KjieBepa 13 KJIyMO: B CYIIIHOCTH,

s1 HAOMPAIOCh MYKECTBa, UIIY JIOKA3aTeJIbCTBO,

YTO MOSI )KM3Hb U3MEHUTCS,

Y IICTh 3TO 3aMMET 1IeJTyI0 BEYHOCTb, 51 IPOBEPSIIO

KaK/IbIi ITyYOK,

a JIETO CKOPO 3aKOHYMTCS, YKe

JIVICThSI KYXHYT, CIIepBa y OOJBHBIX

JIEpPEBbEB, YMUPAHUE CTAHOBUTCS

OCJICTIUTEIbHBIM, U CTaliKa TEMHBIX IITHII
VICTIOJTHSIET

MY3bIKYy KOMEHJIAHTCKOTO yaca. X0o4elllb YBUAETh
MOU pyKH?

Takue xe MmycThle, Kak U P MepBOM HOTE.

Mnu Bcerma umeno cMbICI

MIPONOIIKATH Oe3 TOJICKa3Ku?



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.



3ayrpeHs

Uro Tebe B cepaiie Moem,

€CJI Thl pa30MBaeIllb €ro CHOBa U CHOBA,

KaK CcaJIoBOJI, IPOOYIOIINIA

HOBBbII copt? [IpakTuKyiics

B UYEM-TO JIPYTOM: KaK s MOTY XHTb

B TBOMX M3/TI00JIEHHBIX KOJIOHUSX, €CJIM Thl BBOAUIIID

KapaHTWH CTPaJIaHuM, OTICIsAs MEHS

OT 3[I0POBbIX WJIEHOB

MOETO pojia: Thl HE JieJIaelllb TaK

B cajly, OTAeNAS

OOJIbHYIO pO3Y, a THI TTO3BOJIsCIIb €l Pa3BeBaThCS
OOIIUTEILHBIMU

MOPaXeHHBIMU JIUCThSIMU

Ha BUJIy Y IPYTUX PO3, ¥ KPOIIeyHas T/

TIPHITaeT C OIHOM Ha JIPYTYIO, ellle pa3 I0Ka3biBas,

YTO Sl HU3IIEE U3 CO3IaHUM,

BCJIE]l 32 MPOLBETAIONIECH TVIEW U CTEJIOIENCS
posoit — Otue,

JIOBEPEHHBI MOETO OJJMHOYECTBA, OOJIerYn

XOTbh MOIO BUHY, CHUMU

KJIEIMO OJMHOYECTBA, €CJIN

ThI HE 3aMBICJIUJI CO3aTh MEHSI BHOBb

HABEKU 3/J0POBOM, 1IEJI0N U HEBPEAUMOM,



Kak B OIIMOOYHOM JETCTBE,

HY, WIH O] JISTKUM BECOM MaTePHUHCKOTO
cepiia, Hy, WM BO CHE — MIEPBOE CYIIECTRO,
YTO HUKOTJIA HE YMpET.



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.



IHecusa

CoBHO He3alMIleHHOoe Ceplle,
KPOBaBO-KPaCHBIT

I[BETOK JUKOU PO3bI
packpbiBaeTCsl HA HUXKHEW BETKE,
YTO OIMUPAETCS Ha CETYATYIO
Maccy OOJBIIIOro KyCTapHHKA:
OH IIBEeTeT Ha (POHE ThMbI —
ITOCTOSTHHOU

JIeKOpaliy cepilia, a BepXxHue
LIBETHI 3aBSIJIA WJIU K€ CTHUJIM;
TIepeXUThIE

HEB3TO/IbI JINIITh

Jenaiot ux remHerd. Ho [xoH

HE COIJIaCeH, OH JyMaer,

OyIb 9TO HE CTUXH, a
HACTOSAIINN cajl,

KpacHas po3a

HE JOJIKHA Obl HATIOMUHATH
OOJIbIIIE HUYETO — HU

JpYroi LBETOK, HA

3aTeHeHHOe cepille,

YTO MYJbCUPYET y 3eMIIU
MOTyOOPAOBBIM, TIOTTYMaJIMHOBBIM.



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?



IToseBble IBETHI

O 4yem BbI roBopute? YTO XOTUTE

BEYHO KUTh? BripaBay /i1 Baly MbICIH

TaK y Ha3ouiuBbl? KoHeuHo,

Bbl HE CMOTPUTE Ha HAcC, HE CIIylIaeTe Hac,

Ha Balllel Koxe

COJIHEUHbIE 3aYMKH, MbLIbIA

JKEJITBIX JIOTUKOB: 51 TOBOPIO

C BaMH, a Bbl CMOTPUTE CKBO3b

NPYThsl BBICOKOM TpaBbl, MOTpsicast

CBOEM MOrpeMYILIKON —

nyma! myma! JlocratouHo i

IIPOCTO 3ariAabBaTh BHYTpb? [Ipespenne

K YeJIOBEYECTBY — 3TO OJJHO, HO 3a4eM

npe3uparb OrpoOMHOE

1oJjie, KOrja Bally B3IJIsi/ibl IOAHUMAIOTCS

Ha/l CBETJILIMU I'OJIOBKAMU JAUKHX JIIOTUKOB?
Bare xankoe

TIOHSITUE pasi: OTCYTCTBUE

nepemeH. Jlyuine, yem Ha 3emuie? OTKyna

BaM 3HaTh, €CJIU BbI HE 371€Ch U

HE TaM, a CTOUTE cpelb Hac?



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.



Kpacsbiin mak

316poBo

HU O YeM

He aqymarb. YyBcTBa —

OHU-TO €CTh U

YIPABJIAIOT MHOU. Y MEHS

I'ocnioar Ha HeOecax,

30BETCsI COJHIIEM, U 51 OTKPHIBAIO
€My OTOHb MOETO cepalia,
TIO/IOOHBIH €ro MPUCYTCTBUIO.

YT0 MOXKET €llle TaK CUSThH,

kak He cepare? O OpaThs ¥ CECTPHI,
BbI ObLTM TAKMMH, KaK $1, KOT/Ia-TO JIaBHO,
npeskie, YeM CTaU JTIOIbMU ?
[o3Bossiu Jib cede

OTKPHITHCS XOTb pa3, 4ToOBI OOJIbIIE
HE OTKpbIBaThcs? Bendp, 1o npasre,
51 TOBOPIO ceryac

TaK ke, Kak BhL. S TOBOpIO,

MOTOMY YTO CJIOMJIEH.



Clover

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.



Kiesep

Paccesannoe

cpenib Hac Thl Ha3bIBACIIb
MPU3HAKOM OJIarOC/IOBEHHS,
XOTSI 9TO, KaK U MBI,

COpHSIK,

Y €r0 HY)KHO BBIKOpUEBaTh —

10 KaKOW TaKOM JIOTUKE
Thl XPaHUILIb

KaXK/Iblid YCUK

TOro, KOTO XOYelllb
youts?

Eciu ecTh cpein HaC 4To-TO

HACTOJIBKO MOr'yuee, He JOJIKHO JIK OHO
YMHOXHUTBCS pajid

000kaeMoro To0om caga?

Trul DOJKEH 3a1aBaTh

3TH BOMPOCHI CaM,

a He OCTaBJISITh UX

CBOMM kepTBaM. Thbl TOJKEH 3HATD,

YTO, KOIJIa Thl pacXakuBaelllb Cpejib Hac,



S CIIBILIY JIBA TOJI0Ca:
OJVH — TBOEI'O J1yXa, APyrou —
JEeSTHUMN PyK TBOHUX.



Matins

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.



3ayrpeHs

He tonbko COJIHIOE, HO 1 CaMa
3€MJIA CHUACT, O€eJIbIi OTOHb
CIIPBITMBACT C 3aCHCKCHHLIX I'OP,

a poBHas Jopora
MeplaeT paHHUM yTPOM: pa3Be 3TO

TOJIBKO ISl HAC, YTOOBI BBI3BATh

PEAKIINIO, WX ThI

TOXE B3BOJIHOBaH, HE CIIOCOOEH

B3ATh ce0s1 B PyKH B TIPUCYTCTBUU

3eMJIM — MHE CTBIJIHO,

9TO 5 AyMaJa, Thl

I71e-TO JaJIEKO, CUUTAElllb

HAC KCTIEPUMEHTOM:

KakK e ropecTHO-IPEropecTHO

OBITh OJTHOPA30BBIM

’KUBOTHBIM. [loporoii apyr,

JIOPOrOM TPENETHBIN MApTHEP,

KaKue 4yBcTBa TeOs1 OOJIbIIe YAUBIISIOT —
CHSIHUE 3eMJIM WJIM COOCTBEHHBIN BOCTOPr?
Mens4 Bcerga

YAUBJISIET BOCTOPT.



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.



He60 u 3emus

['ne onvH 3aKaHYMBaET, IPYyroM HAYMHAET.
CuHs4 nosnoca BBEpXY, a BHU3Y —
30JI0TUCTO-3€JIeHasi ¥ 3eJIeHOBATO-PO30Basl.

JI’KOH CTOUT Ha TOPU3OHTE: OH XOYET
¥ TOTO U APYroro, Xo4er
BCETO Cpazy.

KpaitHoctu — 310 serko. Jlunb
cepeamHa 3arajouyHa. CepenuHa jiera —
BO3MOKHO BCE.

3Ha‘IPIT, AKN3Hb HE KOHYUTCA HUKOI'A.

Kak s Mory ocraButh Myxa

B cay

MeUTaTh O TIOI0OHOM, JepKaTh

rpaliiv, TOPKECTBYIOIIIE

TOTOBSICh OOBSIBUTH 00 3TOM OTKPBITHH,

[I0Ka OrOHb JIETHETO COJIHIIA
Y BOPSIMb 3aMHUPAET,
TIOJTHOCTBIO C/IEPKUBAEMbBIN



TOPSAIIUMH KJICHAMU
Ha OKpauHe cajia.



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.



JIBepHOM MpoeM

4 xorena 6 ocTaTbCs TAKOH, KAaK ObLIa,
HETOIBUKHOM, KaKUM MUP He ObIBaeT,

HE B CEpeMHE JIETA, a 32 MUT JI0 TOTO,

KakK TOSIBUTCS TIEPBBIA 1IBETOK, 32 MUT JIO TOTO,
KaK 4TO-TO YK€ MpOnaeT —

HE IIbAHAIIAaA CEpCArHaA JICTA,

a MOo3/JHAA BECHA: TpaBa

Ha Kpalo Caia €lIC HEBBICOKA, PAHHUEC TIOJIbITAHBI
JIMIOb HAYWHAIOT PpaCIlyCKaTbCqd —

CJIOBHO peOEHOK, 3aCTHIBIINIA B ABEPSIX,
HAOJTIO/IAIONTHIA 32 IPYTUMH,

3a TEMH, KTO UJIET MIEPBbIM,

TYroM My4OK KOHEYHOCTeW, BHUMATEIbHBINA K
Jy;KUM HEy/lauaM, PIITIOHBIM 3alTMHKAM

C JICTCKOW YBEPEHHOCTBIO B TPS/IYIICH BIaCTH,
TOTOBSCH MTOOEIUTH

9TU c1abOCTH, HIYEMY

HE yCTyIaTh,

KaK pa3 HakaHyHe



LBCTECHbA, IIOPBLI I'OCIIOACTBA,

10 TIOSIBJICHU S J1apa,
110 o0JIaTaHuA.



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?



Cepeauna Jjera

Kaxk g MOr'y IOMO4b, KOrja BC€ Bbl XOTUTEC
Pa3HOIro — COJIHCYHOI'O CBETA UJIN KC TCHU,
BJIAJKHOM ThMBI UJTN CyXoro TeIia —

[Mpucnymaiitecs-ka K cebe, ConepHuyast Apyr C APyrom, —

U BHI enie ynuBiisieTech,
1o4YeMy 1 OT BaC B OTYasIHUH,
BbI [yMaeTe, YTO-TO MOKET CBECTU BaC BOEUHO —

HENOJBUXHBIN BO3[lyX B pasrap Jieta,
CIYTaHHBIN C THICSYBIO TOJIOCOB,

1 KaXIbI B3bIBAET
0 KaKoOW-TO TIOTPEOHOCTH, HEKOEeM a0COoITIoTe,

U BO UMA 5TOIro OHH

HENpPepbIBHO AYyIIAT APYT Apyra
B YMCTOM I10JIE —

Panu yero? Paau npocrpancTBa v Bo3ayxa?
[TpuBuneruu ObITH
€IMHCTBEHHBIM B T71a3ax Hebec?



Bb1 He DOJDKHBI
ObLIM ObITh YHUKAIBbHBIMU. Bbl ObuIN
MOMM BOIUIOILIEHUEM, BCEM Pa3HOOOpasueM,

HE TeM, YTO Bbl, [10-BallIEMy, BUJIUTE,
uccienys spkoe HeOO Hajl ToJieM,
BalllM CJTyYalHbIe AYIITN

HaIpaBJIeHbl, KaK TEJIECKOIbI, HA HEKOe
MPOAOJIKEHUE BaC CaMUX —

3ayeM MHe Bac COo3/1aBaTh, €CJIA OBl S XOTeJl
OrPaHUYIUTHCS

aCIECHICHTOM,

3BE37I010, OTHEM, SIPOCTHIO?



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.



BeuepHsa

Korma-1o s1 B TeOs1 Bepuia 1 rocaauiia CMOKOBHHITY.

3nech, B BepmonTe, rae

He ObIBaeT jieta. DTo OblIa MMPOBEPKA: €CII JePEBO BHIKUBET,
3HAYUT, THI €CTb.

ITo stoii noruke Te0s HeT. VI Tl €CTh

HCKJIIOYUTENIBHO B O0JIee TEMJIOM KJIMMarte,

Ha nbutkoi Curinnum, B Mekcuke u Kanudopauu,

TaM, TJie pacTyT HEBOOOpa3UMbIe

aOpUKOCHI ¥ HEJKHBIE MTEPCUKU. Bo3MOxHO,

TBOM JIUK 3puM Ha CULIUIUY — 3[€Ch ke eBa 3aMeTeH
TIOZION TBOETO ofiestHUsA. Sl ToyKHA ceOst AUCIMITMHAPOBATS,
4yT0oOHI ¢ [I’koHOM 1 Hoa BhIpacTuTh ypoxkail HOMUIOPOB.

Eciu ecTb cripaBelyIMBOCTh B KAKOM-TO MHOM MUpE, TaKKe,
KaK 1, KOTO IIpupoja NpUHYXJaeT
K BO3JIEPKAHUIO, JOJKHBI MIOJIyYUTh

JILBUHYIO JIOJII0 BCETO — BCE,

I10 YEMY M3rOJIONAIUCH, BEb aTYHOCTD — ITO
xBajia Tebe. Ml HUKTO He BOCXBaJIsET TeOs
yYCEPAHEH, YEM £, TAaK MyUUTEJIbHO

HE CIEPKUBAET JKEJIAHUE U HE 3aCITyKUBAET



CHJIETh OJIECHYIO TeOsl, €CITU ThI €CTh,
BKyIasi OpeHHYI0, OECCMEPTHYIO0 CMOKBY,
KOTOPYIO HE MepeBO3AT.



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.



BeuepHsa

Bo BpeMsi cBoero npofoIKUTEIbHOTO OTCYTCTBUS Th
paspelaelnib MHe TOJIb30BAThCs 3eMIIEH, OKUIas
BO3BpAaTa UHBECTUIMIA. §I IOJKHA TONOKUTh

0 MPOBAaJIE MOET0 33/1aHUsl, [JIABHbIM

00pa3oM — ¢ MOMHUIOPAMH.

Ilymaio, MeHs He HaJI0 MOOIIPSITh BHIPAIIIMBATh
noMu10pbl. VInu ThI TOJKEH BO3/IEPKATHCS

OT MPOJIUBHBIX JI0K/IEH, XOJIOJHBIX HOYEH, YTO

3[IECh TaK YacCThl, TOT/IA KaK B IPYTUX MeCTax

JIETO JUTUTCS TpU Mecsta. Bee ato —

TBOE: C IPYrOll CTOPOHBI,

3TO $1 MOcesiyla CeMeHa, HaOJoIaia 3a TIePBHIME POCTKAMH,
CJIOBHO KPBbUIbs, Pa3pbIBAOIIMMHU MIOYBY, U 3TO MOE Ceple
pazbuna purtodropa — YepHble NATHA, OBICTPO
paspacraBiivecs Ha Tpsiikax. S coMHeBaloch,

910 y TeOsI €CTh CEeplle — B HAIlleM MOHUMAHUU

9TOro coBa. Thl ke He pa3ryaelib

MEPTBBIX M XUBBIX, 4 3HAUUT, HEBOCTIPUMMYNB

K MpeJ3HAMEHOBAHM M, BO3MOKHO, Thl M HE 3HAEIIIb,

KaK yKacaeT Hac Kparyarbli JIUCT,

KpacHasi KJICHOBas JIMCTBA, OMa/IaioIIast

U B aBTyCTe, B yTPEHHUX CyMEpKax: BeJlb 5 ’K€ OTBETCTBEHHA
32 9TU JIO3BI.



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.



BeuepHsa

BriosiHe BO3MO:KHO, OOJIbIIIE MEHS

ThI JIIOOMIIb 3BEPE MOJIeBBIX

U JTae camo TI0JIe, YCesTHHOE

B ABTyCTE TUKUM ITUKOPHUEM, aCTPAMH:

1910 3Ha. 51 cpaBHWIIA ceOst

C 9TUMM LIBETaMH, TMANa30H UX YYBCTB

HAMHOTO YK€ M HE BBI3bIBAET MPOOJIEM; a TaKKe
¢ OeJIBIMH OBLIAMH,

TOYHEE CEPhIMU: 51 UJICATHHO

TIOJIXOKY JUISl TOTO, 4TOO TeOs1 BOCXBaJIATh. Toraa 3auem

MeHs MyunTh? Sl M3ydaro SACTpeOUHKY,

JIOTHWKH, 3alUIICHHBIE OT MACYIIErocs CTaaa

CBOEH SIZIOBUTOCTHIO: pa3Be 00JIb —

TBOM J1ap, 3aCTaBJISIIOIIMI MEHS

OCO3HaTh MOTPEOHOCTH B TeOE, CJIOBHO

ThI HyXK€H MHE, YTOObI TeOe MOJTUThCS,

WJIU Thl OCTABUJI MEHSI

Pajy MoJIst CO CTOMYECKUMU SATHSTAMHU,

cepeOpAIIMMUCS B CyMepKax; ¢ BOJTHAMU JTUKUX acTp
Y TIUKOPUS,

OTJIMBAIOIIAMU TO TOIYObIM, TO CHHUM, BEJlb ThI
yXke 3Haelllb,

KaK 3TO ITOX0XE Ha TBOE OfIESTHUE.



Daisies

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

1s 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.



Mapraputku

Hy nagaii, ckaxu, 4to Thl gymMaerib. Caj

HE peaJibHblii MUP. PeasibHbIil MUP — 3TO

MarmHbl. CKaku OTKPOBEHHO TO, UTO JTIIOOOH JTypak

MOXET MPOYeCTh y TeOs Ha JIHILIE: JTydIlie

Hac u30erarh, COMPOTUBIIATHCS

HOCTaJIbTUU. ITO

HEJJOCTaTOYHO COBPEMEHHO — IIIyM BETpa,

IIEBEJISIIEr0 MaprapuTKaMH Ha JIYTY: yM

OT 9TOro He 3a0MucTaer. A yM, KOHEYHO,

X0oueT OJIUCTaTh, Kak

OJIelyT MaIlMHBI, @ He PacTH BIIIyOb,

Kak, Hanpumep, kopHu. Ho Bce e oueHb TporaTeibHO BU-
JIeTh,

KaK paHHUM YTPOM Thl OCTOPOXHO

TIOZIXOMIITH K Kpalo JIyra,

KOTJIa HUKTO 32 TOOOM

He ciequT. YeM JosbIie Thl TaM CTOMIIID,

TeM OoJIbllie HepBHUYaelb. HUKTO He XOueT BHUMATh

BIIEUATJIEHUSIM OT MUpa MPUPOABL: HaJ TOOOM

CHOBa OyIyT

CMESIThCS, CHINATh U3/IEBKAMU.

Hy a HacueT Toro, 4To Thl BCE-TaK1

CIIBIIIIUIIIb CETOHSI YTPOM: XOPOIIEHbKO MOyMai,



MMpexac 4em KOMy-)II/I6O NEPECKA3bIBATh CKA3dHHOC HAa 9TOM
I1oJiIe
" YTOUHATb KECM.



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.



Komners Jjera

ITocne Toro kak Bce CJIIYIMJIOCh CO MHOfI,
CJIIy4WJI1acCb CO MHOU IIyCcToTa.

Ecte npenen
YAOBOJIBCTBHUIO, UTO £ MOy4ajia OT (popMbl, —

B 3TOM IIJIaHE A HE TaKad, KaK ThI,
MHE HE BbICBO60,Z[I/ITbCH B IPYIroM TeEJIC,

MHE He HYKHO
yOexuIIe BHE MEHS —

Moe OeJTHOe BIIOXHOBEHHOE

TBOpEHHE,

B UTOTE ThI OTBJIEKACIIIb,

MOIPOCTY ype3aellib;

TTOJT KOHEIT ThI TaK MaJIo IMOX0KEe Ha MEHSI,
YTO MepecTaelib MHE HPaBUThCS.

W Tak HENpPEKJIOHHO —

XOYelllb, 9TOOBI TeOe 3aruIaThIn

3a UCYE3HOBEHME,

3a BCE 3aIUIaTUTh B KAKOW-TO CTOPOHE 3EMJIH,



KaKUM-HHOY/Ib CYBEHUPOM, KaK TeOsT KOTIa-To
BO3HATPAIMIIN 32 TPY:

TaK IUCITY TIaTAT

cepeOpoM, MacTyxy — TUMEHEM,

XOTs 9Ta 3€MJIA U HE ITpOYHas,
TOJIBKO HE 9THU
KJIOUKHU MaTC€punl —

ecyi O ThI OTKPBUI 171234,

TO yBHEJ Obl MEHSI, YBUJIEIT

MyCcTOTy Heoec,

OTpaXeHHYIO 3eMJIei, BHOBb OIyCTEBIIVE MO,
0e3KM3HEHHbIC, 3aCHEKCHHBIE —

a 3aTrem OeJblii CBET,
OoJIbIlIe He MACKUPYIOIIHIACS TIO]l MATEPUIO.



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.



BeuepHsa

MsHe GoJtbilie He HIHTEPECHO, T/ ThI.

Tl B cany — Tam, rae IxoH,

B 3eMJIe, a0CTparupoBaHHbBIM, C 3JICHOU JIOTIAaTKOM B PYKE.
Bort Tak oH cajioBHUYAET: NSATHAAIATE MUHYT
WHTEHCUBHBIX YCWIUH, MATHAAIATh MUHYT 9KCTATUUECKOTO
cosepuanus. lHoraa s TpykXych psoM, TEHbIO

criefiys 3a HUM: T0JTI0, IPOPEKUBAIO0 JIaTyK; UHOTIA
HaOJTI0/IAI0 C BEpaH/Ibl BEPXHETO caja, Kak CyMepKu
32KUTalOT MepPBbIE JIMIUU: BCE 3TO BpeMsi

TIOKOM ero He nmokujaet. Ho Bce mpOHOCUTCSI CKBO3b MEHS
HE KaK COKH, UTAIOIIHE [[BETOK,

a Kak SIpKUU CBET CKBO3b IOJIOE IEPEBO.



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.



BeuepHsa

Tak ke, Kak Mowucero, Thl SIBJISICIIbCS MHE,
Be/Ib Thl MHE HYKEH,
XOTb SIBJISICIIILCS W HeYacTo. 51 KuBy, 1O CyTH,
BO ThMe. BO3MOXHO, THI yUHIIlb MEHS
pearupoBaTh Ha MaJjieiime mpoonecku. Vnm, momo6Ho
no3tam, TeOsl K 3TOMy MOOYKAaeT OTYasTHUE:
rope 3acTaBiisieT Te0s1 paCKphITh COOCTBEHHYIO MPUpPOy ?
CeroiHst THeM B (pU3MUECKOM MUPE, KyJa Thl OOBIYHO
MIPUBHOCHUIIL CBOE MOJTUYAHUE, S TIOHSLIACh
Ha XOJIMUK HaJl JUKON YEPHUKOU, MeTapu3nuecKn
CIYCKasICh, KAK Ha BCEX CBOMX IMPOTYJIKaX: JOCTATOYHO JIA
S yIIIyOUJIach, YTOOBI Thl MEHS TIOKAJIEN, KaK Thl HHOTJA
*KaJies IPYrux cTpaaasbleB, O1aroBoss K TeM, KTO
HajiesieH 60rocIoBckUM TanantoM? Kak Tl 1 mpeaBues,
s He ToAHsa 171a3. [1o3ToMy ThI CITyCTHJIICS KO MHE:
y MOUX HOT HE BOCKOBBIE JIUCThSI JIUKOUN YEPHUKH,
a TBOE OFHEHHOE «s1», 1I€JIO€ MMAaCTOMILE TIJIAMEHH,
a 32 HUM — KpacHOe COJIHIIe, HU 3axofsIee,

HU BOCXofsiee, —
s1 ObUIa YK€ He peOCHOK: s MOTJIa JKUTh WLTIO3USIMU.



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?



BeuepHsa

Tobl ymas, uto Mbl He 3HaeM. Ho Koraa-Tto Mel 3Ham,

JeTssM 00 3TOM u3BecTHO. Ternepb He OTBOpaYMBaCI —

MbI BXHJIUChH B JIOKb, YTOOBI TeOs yMHJIOCTUBUTD. [ToMHIO
COJIHEYHBIN CBET PaHHE! BECHbI, HAOEPEXKHBIE,

OIJIeTeHHBIE TEMHBIM OapBUHKOM. [ToMHIO,

KaK Jiexasa B 1moJie, Kacasch Oparta.

Terepb He OTBOPAYMBAKCS: MbI OTPEKJIUCH

OT MaMSITH, 9TOObI TeOs1 yTemuTh. MBI TIoipaskaiu tede,
niepeyvncrisisi yCJOBUsl Hallero Hakazanus. [lomHio

KOe-UTO, HO He Bce: 0OMaH

HauuHaeTcs ¢ 3a0BeHus. [IoMHI0 MeToun, [IBETHI,

pacTyiue 1oy OOSIPHIIIHUKOM, KOJIOKOJTBYMKHI

JIMKOU mposiecku. He Bce, HO 0CTaTOuHO, YTOOBI 3HATH,

YTO THI €CTh: 3a4EM KOMY-TO elIle

BBI3BIBATh HEJIOBEPUE MEXk/1y OpaTOM U CECTPOM, KaK He TOMY,
KOMY 3TO BBITOJIHO, K KOMY MBI OOpAIllaJIiCh B OAMHOYECTBE?
Kt0 eme Obl Tak mmo3aBUa0BaJl HAIIEN TOTTIAIIIHEN CBS3H,
YTOOBI CKa3aTh HAM: HE 3eMJII0 TepsieTe BHI,

HO HeOeca?



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.



Pannne noreMKn

Kak Bbl MOxeTE TOBOPUTD,

YTO 3eMJIA AOJIKHA JapUTh MHE pagocTh? Bee
POXAEHHOE — MOe OpeMsi: 51 He MOT'Y YCIIE/IUTh
32 BCEMU BaMU.

W BBI e1mie XOTUTe MHE AUKTOBATh,

yKa3bIBaTh,

KTO U3 Bac CaMbIil LIEHHBIN,

KTO OOJIBbIIIE BCETO MOXOX Ha MEHS.
U craBute B npumep

HEBUHHYIO XU3Hb, OTPEIIEHHOCTb,
KOTOPOH CTPEMUTECH JOCTUYb, —

KaK Bbl MOXKETE MEHS ITOHATD,
€CJIM He B CHJIaxX MOHATH ceOst?
Bara mamars

ciaaba, oHa He

3arIsiAbIBaeT JajieKo B MPOILIOE —

HHKOT/Ia He 3a0bIBaiiTe, YTO Bbl MOM JIETH.

Bel cTpaaere HE OT IPUKOCHOBEHUH JIPYT K JIPYTy,
a TIOTOMY, YTO POJUJIKCH,

IIOTOMY 4YTO BaM 3aXOTEJIOCh KUTh



OTOEJIbHO OT MCHA.



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.



KaTBa

Mmne rpyCTHO AyMaTh O TOM, YTO Bbl B IPOILJIOM, —

KakK BbI CJIETIO LIETIISAETECh 3a 3eMJTIO,
Oy/ITO 3TO paliCKue BUHOTPAIHUKH,
XOT$ MOJIs1 BOKPYT OXBaueHbI IJIaMEHEM —

ax, MaJblIIIHs, KaK K€ Bbl IPUMHUTHBHBI:
BEJIb 3TO U J1ap, U MyKa.

Ecnu nocie cmepTtyt BB GouTeCh
OoJIbIIIero Haka3zaHWsI, TO CMEpPTH
00SThCSI HE HYKHO:

CKOJIBKO pa3 5 JIOJKEH YHUUTOXKATh
COOCTBEHHBIE TBOPEHU S, YTOO OOBSICHUTH —
Ballle HaKa3aHUE BOT B UEM:

OIHUM MaxoM $1 TIOMECTHJI Bac
BO BPEMEHU U B paio.



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.



beJuas po3a

9710 U ecthb 3eMuig? Torna
MHE 371€Ch HE MECTO.

KT0 THI, TaM, B OCBEIIIEHHOM OKHE,
3aTEHEHHOM TeIepb MepLAoIIEe

JINCTBOW KaJIMHBI?

BbikuBels v Thl 3]1€CH, IJ1€ s HE MPOJEPKYCh
JIOJIBIIIE OTHOTO JieTa?

Bcio HOUb TOHKME BETBU
MOKAYMBAIOTCS U IIEJIECTAT y CBETIIOTO OKHA.
OOBsiCHA MHE KU3Hb, TIOJIAl XOTh KaKOW-HUOYb 3HAK,

XOTb 51 ¥ B3bIBAIO K TeOE M0 HOYaM:
A HC TaKasd, KaK Tbl: Y MCHA JIMIIb
TEJIO BMECTO Iojioca, 1 4 HC MOT'y
HUCYEC3HYTh B TUIIINHEC —

Y XOJIOIHBIM yTPOM
HaJ TEMHOU 3eMJIEN

Pa3HOCUTCSI X0 MOETO rojioca,

Oe/IM3Ha MTOCTENIEHHO TTOIJIONIAETCS ThMOM,



OyATO THI BCE K TMOJAeIlb MHE 3HaK, 4TOO
yOeuTh MEHsI B TOM, YTO TOXE HE CMOT OBl 371eCh
BBIKUTD,

HJIX IIOKA3aTb, YTO Thl HEC CBET, K KOTOPOMY
s B3bIBaJia,
a JIMIIb TbMa I103a1u.



Ipomoea

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

1s 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.



Nnomes

Yro OBLIO MOMM TPECTYIJICHHEM B KM3HU HHOM,
€CJIM B 9TOI MOe IpecTyIUieHre —
CKOpOb O TOM, UYTO MHE HMKOTIa

HE TMO3BOJISAT CHOBA TIOTHSATHCS,

HU B KAKOM CMBICJIE

HE TMO3BOJIAT MOBTOPUTH CBOIO *KU3Hb,
CBEpHYBIIYIOCSI B OOSIPBIIITHUKE, BCSAKASI
3eMHasi KpacoTa — MOe HaKa3aHue,

KaK U TBOE —

VICTOYHMK MOMX CTpafaHuil, 3a4eM

THI Cpe3aJia ¢ MeHs

I[BETHI, IOIOOHBIE HEOY, eciu

HE JUIsI TOTO, YTOO MOTYEPKHYTH MOIO
MIPUHA/IEXKHOCTh BJIAJIbIKE: ST

[[BETA €ro IUIaIIa, MI0Th MOsI

00pasyeT ero CusiHue.



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.



IIpeck-Ana

B xaxmou XKWU3HU €CTh OJHO-IBa MTHOBEHHS.
B kaxoi KU3HU €CTh KOMHATA TAe-TO Y MOPsI WM B ropax.

Ha crone Gmono ¢ abpukocamu. Kocrouku B Genoit
HeTesbHULE.

Kak u Bce 00pasbl, 3TO yCJIOBUS JIOTOBOPA:

y TeOs1 Ha IIeKe APOKUT COIHEUHBIN CBET,

MO¥ MaJier] MPUKUMAETCsI K TBOUM T'yOaM.

Beno-romyOble CTeHbI; Kpacka Ha HU3KOM CTOJIe
clierka o0 TynuIach.

ITa KOMHaTa, JOJKHO OBITh, eIlle CyIIeCTBYeT,
Ha YETBEPTOM ITaXeE,
¢ 0aJIKOHYMKOM, C BUJIOM Ha OKeaH.
KBanpartnas Oenast KOMHaTa, MOKPHIBAJIO HA KPOBATU
3apajioCh.
3TO He pacTBOPUIIOCH OOPATHO B MYCTOTE PEATbHOCTH.
B oTKpbITOE OKHO MOPCKOM BO3yX, MAXHYITUN HOAOM.

PanHee yTpo: MyKUnHA 30BET MaJIbYMKA U3 BOJIBI.
ToMy ManbuuKy cefiuac ObLIO ObI IBAIIATh.



TBoE JIUII0 OOPaMIISIIOT BJIaKHbBIE PhIKEBATHIC TIPSIIH.
MycnvH, meprianue cepeOpa. TskeNnblii KyBITMH
¢ OCJIBIMU IMMOHAMH.



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.



OTcrynamomui CBET

Brl ObUIM IOXOKU HA MaJIbIX JETEH,

BCEI/A KIYIIUX PacCKa30B.

S mpoxoauit yepes3 3TO CIMIIKOM YacTo

Y yCTaJl pacCKa3blBaTh.

[TosToMy man Bam KapaHjal u Oymary.

Jlajt BaM pyyku U3 TPOCTHUKA,

coOpaB ero cam mocJie MoayJHs Ha TPABSIHUCTBIX JIyrax.
4 ckazan BaM: HaNMIIKMTE CBOU PACCKA3bl.

Be1 cronbko et ciymanu,
YTO § MOAyMaJl, Bbl YKE 3HaeTe
0 pacckasax Bce.

Bbl cMorim miib 3arjiakarh.
Bbl xoTe€nM TONBKO CJIyIIaTb
1 HAUYCTO HE TPpUAYMbIBATH CAMHUM.

[ToTom 51 MOHSLI, BBl TPOCTO HE yMEETe JyMaTh
MO-HACTOSIIEMY CMEJIO U CTPACTHO:

y Bac ele He ObUTO COOCTBEHHBIX KU3HEM,
cBoux Tparenuii. Torna s nogapwun

BaM KU3HH, MTOJAPUIT Tpareuu, Beb

OJTHUX MPUHAJIEKHOCTEN SIBHO MaJIOBATO.



Brl HUKOrIa HE y3HaeTe, Kak

MHE MPUATHO BUJETh, YTO BbI CU/IUTE

Tam, OyaTO Obl HE3aBHUCHMO,

KaK Bbl MEUTaeTe y OTKPHITOrO OKHa,
Jepka B pyKax KapaHJallu, 9To sl BaM JaJ,
TIOKa JIETHee YTPO He OOPaTUTCS B IMUCHMO.

TBOpUECTBO Bac yBJIEKJIO,

KaK s W MpeAnonarai, Kak

v ObIBacT B HavaJIe.

W Tenepb 51 Mory JiesiaTh Bce UTO

YIOIHO, 3aHUMAThCS APYTUMHU JeJIaMH,
YBEpPEHHBIM, UTO OOJIbIIE ST BAM HE HYXeEH.



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.



BeuepHsa

1 3Ha10, YTO THI 3ayMaJI, YTO COOMPAJICS CAesaTh, KOrja Ha-
YUYW MEHs

JIIOOUTh MUP, YTOOBI HEJIb35 OBLIO

OOJIBIIIE HUKOT/IA TIOTHOCTHIO OTBEPHYTHCSI, MTOJTHOCTHIO
OT HEero OTTOPOIUTHCS —

OH TIOBCIOMy, KOT/Ia 3aKPbIBAIO I71a3a:

TIEHUE MTUII, ApOMAT CUPEHU paHHEUN BECHOM,
apomar JIeTHUX po3.

ThbI XOUelIb OTHATH €r0, KaX/IbIi IIBETOK, BCAKYIO CBS3b
C 3emen —

3a4eM MEHS PaHHUTh, 3a4eM MEHs OITyCTOIIaTh

TI0/1 KOHEI, €CJTi He XOYelllb, YT00 s U3roJyiofiaiach
0 HAZIeXK Ie

Y OTKa3aJlach 3aMeuarhb, YTO B UTOTE

y MEHs1 HIYero He OCTaJIoCh, MOBEPHUB B3aMeEH,

YTO MOJ1 KOHEell y MEHsI OCTAaJICS Thl.



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.



BeuepHsa: napycust

JI1000Bb MO€EN KU3HH, THI
oruo, a g
BHOBb MOJIOZA.

I'oxer iporun.

Boznyx

HATOJTHEeH JIEBUYbEU MY3bIKOU;
BO JIBOpE Mepe]

JIOMOM s10JI0HS

yCBITIaHA T[BETAMU.

1 mpITalock Teds1 BEPHYTH

¥ [T 9TOTO

TIVIITY.

Ho Tb1 yiien HaBcerpa,

KaK B PyCCKHX POMaHax, CKa3aB
napy CJioB, KOTOPBIX HE TIOMHIO, —

KaK POCKOIIIEH MUD,
CKOJIBKO B HEM BCET0, HO OHO HE MOE —

s CMOTPIO, KaK OCBINAITCSA
IBETHI, yKe OOJIbIIIe HE PO30OBbIE,



a crapble-IpecTapble, KeaToBaTo-0esbie
JIETIECTKHU CJIOBHO

IUTBIBYT 1O SIPKOM Tpase,

CJIerKa TPenbIXasch.

KakyuM HUUYTOXHBIM ThI OBLT,
€CJIM TaK OBICTPO MTPEeBPATHUIICS
B 00pa3, 3amax —

ThI TIOBCIOTY, UCTOYHUK
MYIPOCTH U TOCKH.



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.



BeuepHsa

TBowu rojoc YK€ 3aTUX, 4 IMOYTU HE CJIBIIY TEO.
Ocranach Juilb TeHb TBOETO 3BE3JHOI0 Iojioca,
H 3€MJId BHOBBb ITIOTEMHE]IA

OT BCJIMKUX MIEPEMCH TBOCTO HACTPOCHU .

A nHeM TpaBa MecTamu Oypeer
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