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SOUTHERN SUNRISE

Color of lemon, mango, peach,

These storybook villas

Still dream behind

Shutters, their balconies

Fine as hand-

Made lace, or a leaf-and-flower pen-sketch.

Tilting with the winds,
On arrowy stems,
Pineapple-barked,

A green crescent of palms
Sends up its forked
Firework of fronds.

A quartz-clear dawn

Inch by bright inch

Gilds all our Avenue,

And out of the blue drench
Of Angels' Bay

Rises the round red watermelon sun.



IOKHBIN PACCBET

CMelanuch KpackH MEPCHKa, M2HIO, IMMOHa...
ITH BUJUIbI — KADTUHKK U3 KHHXKKH —
JIpeMJIIOT 3a LITOpaMH, IPEAYTPEHHE COHHBIE,
U xak HapHcOBaHHblE KapaHIaIUOM,

Wnu kak Kpy>KeBoO, CBSA3aHHOE KPIOYKOM —
A>xxypuble ux bankonsl. 1 —

Kauvaq noa BeTpoM cTpeibyaThIMHM CTBOJIaMM
Pasrpacgnénnrimu,

Kak aHaHachl B KOJIIOYHX poMbax,

[TanbMbl — monyMecsieM o Gepery GyxThi
B3a6pachiBaloT ¢eiiepBepk JUCTHEB OIPOMHBIX,
Pasneralomuiica Beepamu. U —

PaccBeT, npo3payHee KBaplia, IIar 3a SpYyaHIlMM IIaroM
Hamy ysuuy 30J0THT OT KOHLa OO KOHIA,
U BoT Haa 3anuBoM AHresoB, Hax roiyberolueil Baaroit,
Pa3pesanubiit apbys connua

Bbi-ka-Tbi-Ba-eT-cA....



PROSPECT

Among orange-tile rooftops
and chimney pots
the fen fog slips,

gray as rats,

while on spotted branch
of the sycamore
two black rooks hunch

and darkly glare,

watching for night,
with absinthe eye
cocked on the lone, late,

passer-by.



MMEN3AX

Hax yepenunamu
PBIKHX KPBIII
TyMaH TOJIMUTCA
cepblif, kak KpbICHI
IBa rpaya

Ha NATHUCTOM BeTKe IJaTaHa
rJ1a3aMH JKeJITBIMH
MOJIHBIMM TyMaHa
YCTaBUJMCh,
O0XKHAas HOUH,

Ha KOro-To,
6pemywmero

B OAHHOYECTBE...



DEPARTURE

The figs on the fig tree in the yard are green;
Green, also, the grapes on the green vine
Shading the brickred porch tiles.

The money’s run out.

How nature, sensing this, compounds her bitters.
Ungifted, ungrieved, our leavetaking.

The sun shines on unripe corn.

Cats play in the stalks.

Retrospect shall not soften such penury —
Sun’s brass, the moon’s steely patinas,
The leaden slag of the world —

But always expose

The scraggy rock spit shielding the town's blue bay

Against which the brunt of outer sea
Beats, is brutal endlessly.
Gull-fouled, a stone hut

Bares its low lintel to corroding weathers:
Across the jut of ochreous rock

Goats shamble, morose, rank-haired,

To lick the sea-salt.



OTbE3A

Ewé u ¢uru Ha nepese 3eneHsl,

W BuHOrpagHble rpo3abs ¥ JUCTDHA,

U no3a, Belomasica BROJIb KMPOMYHOH CTEHBI,
Jla KOHYHJIMCD JEHbIH...

Bena uukoraa He NpUXOAMT OAHA,

Orbe3n Ham — Ge3fapHblil ¥ GecrnevanbHbIM.
Kykypysa noa cosHueM Toxe 3ejieHa,

U mexay crebasiMu KOILIKHM MIPaloT.

Bpems npoitaér — He MpolAET omyIeHHe HUIIETDI:
JlyHa — rpouuk, conHue — Megsk,

OJ0BAHHBIA MYCOp BCEMHUDHO# IYCTOTBI...

Ho Bcé 3T0 cTaHeT yacTuueil MeHs...

TopYKT OCKOJIKOM CKasla XyAas.

Ot Mop4, GeckoHeYHO B Heé yIapsIoLIero,
ByxTouky koe-kak 3amuimas...

3acuxeHHblit YailkaMi KaMeHHbIH capaifumk

[ToacTaBasieT p>kaBYMHE MOPOXKEK JKEJIE3HbIMH,
Mpaunbie kocMaTbie KO3bl JHXKYT

Ha xpato oxpucroii ckanel Haj Ge3gHoi
Mopckyio coib...



THE GREAT CARBUNCLE

We came over the moor-top
Through air streaming and green-lit,
Stone farms foundering in it,
Valleys of grass altering

In a light neither of dawn

Nor nightfall, our hands, faces

Lucent as porcelain, the earth’s

Claim and weight gone out of them.
Some such transfiguring moved

The eight pilgrims towards its source—

Toward that great jewel: shown often,
Never given; hidden, yet
Simultaneously seen

On moor-top, at sea-bottom,
Knowable only by light

Other than noon, than moon, stars—
The once-known way becoming
Wholly other, and ourselves
Estranged, changed, suspended where

Angels are rumored, clearly
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T'PAAJIb

Yepes BepecKOBBIN X0JIM NEPENLIH Mb,
CkBO03b CTPYALIMIACA 3€JIEHBIO BO3IyX.
B HeM kaMeHHble (hepMBl YTOHYIH,

U xosblluyTcst TPaBsHBIE MOJHMHBIL.
ITOT CBET — COBCEM He PacCBETHBIM,

U coBceM He mociie3akaTHbBIN:

Hamw smna v pyku o3apui oH
IIpospauHeiimuMm otceetoMm apdopa,

U 3emns HHuero He xxejaer —

Bec ucyes — kak y Bcex, KTO CTpeMuUJcs,
K ucroky cTpaHHOro CcBeTa,

KTto Mckan cokpoBHile 3TO,

YTo ABAAJIOCH PHILAPAM Pa3HbIM,
Ho B pyku He nanoch HH pasy:
To Buaanu ero Ha BepLIMHE
XonMa, To ray6oko B Mope,

U noBciony onHOBpeMEHHO...

Y3HaBaJiM TONBLKO MO CBETY,

He noxoxeMy HM Ha CBeT COJIHIA,
Hu Ha cBeT syHbl UM 3BE3A.

M 3HakoMBbIi YTh CTAHOBHJICS
HeanakomeiM... Y1 BoT MBI TOXE —
OTuyxaéHHBIE, HE TaKHe...

TaMm, rze KpbLJIbsI aHT€JIOB CJIBILIHO.
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Floating, amohg the floating
Tables and chairs. Gravity’s
Lost in the lift and drift of

An easier element

Than earth, and there is nothing

So fine we cannot do it.

But nearing means distancing:

At the common homecoming

Light withdraws. Chairs, tables drop
Down: the body weighs like stone.
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W uibiBEM MBI CpEAX NJIBIBYLIMX
Ckameek, cToJ0B... TArotenbe
Pacrasnio B THXOM JbIXaHbe
Bonee nerxoit ctuxum,

Yem Bcé 3eMHoe. U HeTy

Hu4ero HeBoaMoxxHoro. Hery
Huuero Hegoctynuoro..Ho —
[IpubauxeHbe U €CTh yAaseHbe!
Ha 6ananbHoii gopore noMoii
Meb6enb nagaer, CBET HCYEAET,

U cTaHOBHTCA KaMEHHBIM TeJO.
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YADWIGHA, ON A RED COUCH,
AMONG LILIES
(A Sestina for the Douanier)

Yadwigha, the literalists once wondered how you
Came to be lying on this baroque couch
Upholstered in red velvet, under the eye

Of uncaged tigers and a tropical moon,

Set in an intricate wilderness of green
Heart-shaped leaves, like catalpa leaves, and lilies

Of monstrous size, like no well-bred lilies.

It seems the consistent critics wanted you

To choose between your world of jungle green
And the fashionable monde of the red couch
With its prim bric-a-brac, without a moon

To turn you luminous, without the eye

Of tigers to be stilled by your dark eye

And body whiter than its frill of lilies:

They'd have had yellow silk screening the moon,
Leaves and lilies flattened to paper behind you

Or, at most, to a mille-fleurs tapestry. But the couch
Stood stubborn in its jungle: red against green,

Red against fifty variants of green,

The couch glared out.-at the prosaic eye.

So Rousseau, to explain why the red couch
Persisted in the picture with the lilies,
Tigers, snakes, and the snakecharmer and you
And birds of paradise, and the round moon,

14



ANBUTA HA KPACHO KYUIETKE
CPEJIU JTUJIUN

(ceKCTHHA TaMOXKEHHHKY)

SinBura, KpHTHKY He 3HAJIH OTYErO ThI

Bapyr okasanach TyT Ha GapXxaTHO# KyuieTKe,
O6uTON KpacHBIM, a BOKPYT TOpAT I1a3a

U Tirpos B 4ailte, ¥ TpONMKUYECKOMH JIYHbI

B secy, cpeb AMKOCTH BCeX MBICTMMBIX 3€JIEHBIX
Tpas, IMCTbEB CKa30YHBIX M JYHHO-6eJbIX MM,

YynosuuiHo 60AbIIMX, HE TPUPYYEHHDIX, JHIHMA.
HaBepHo, KpUTHKH XOTeJH, YTOOBI ThI

Csoii BbIGOp cAejiana: TO Jib JXKYHIJIEH MHD 3eJIeHBIX,
To b MOAHBIA MMp TO KpacHO#M GapXaTHOM KYIIETKH,
T'zne BoiuypHbie 3aBUTYIIKH (€3 ayHbIl);

Yrtob6 TaM cHsANa Tl — U BOBCE HE IJa3a

3nbIX THrpoB (YKPOTHJIM MX TBOM IJa3al) —

A Teno, uto Genee BCEX LBETYIUX JIHIHIA.

Xotenn 6 KpUTHKH, YTOO TYT BMECTO JIYHBI

Boina 6b1 3aHaBecka keaTast, a Thl —

Ha ¢omue 3enenn oboes... Ho kymerka

CTOUT yNOpHO B IXKYHIJIAX, KPaCHasd B 3€/IEHBIX —

Cpeap MoJyCOTHH JINCTbEB Pa3HBIX, HO 3€JIEHBIX,
E€ cBepkaHbe APa3HHUT CKY4YHble [JIa3a...

U sot Pycco, — (4106 06BACHHUTD, 3a4eM KylleTka
CTouT HAaCTONYHMBO CpefM TMTAaKTCKUX JIMJIMIA,

['ne Turpel, 3amMeH, 3akMHaTEb 3MeH H ThI,

W nTuub paiickue, U KPYrJbli JIMK JIYHBI) —
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Described how you fell dreaming at full of moon

On a red velvet couch within your green-

Tessellated boudoir. Hearing flutes, you

Dreamed yourself away in the moon'’s eye

To a beryl jungle, and dreamed that bright moon-lilies
Nodded their petaled heads around your couch.

And that, Rousseau told the critics, was why the couch
Accompanied you. So they nodded at the couch

with the moon
And the snakecharmer’s song and the gigantic lilies,
Marvelingly numbered the many shades of green.
But to a friend, in private, Rousseau confessed his eye
So possessed by the glowing red of the couch which you,

Yadwigha, pose on, that he put you on the couch

To feed his eye with red: such red! under the moon,
In the midst of all that green and those great lilies!
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WM pacckasai, 4TO Thl B CUSHHMH JIYHBI
YcHyna Ha KyuieTKe MOCpeau 3eJEHbIX

O6oes Gynyapa. B 3Bykax ckpunk# Tl
Ilneina... VI Bugenu Bo cHe TBOM riasa
bBepunossie mkyHrnn. TeHW JTYHHBIX THTHMA
Kadanuce — ¥ MeXX HHUX NJIBLIA TBOA KyIleTka!

Bot Tak Pycco uM o6bACHHI, 3a4eM KyuIeTKa

Tam okazanace. Hy, koHedHo, JIy4 JIyHBI

U 3aknuMHaTesb 3Mei, IBEThl TUTAHTCKUX JHIHK —
Bcé moxet cuutheal Ho BaxkHel moacyeT 3esieHBIX
Otrenkosl!l A 1py3bsiM ckasan oH, 4TO IJ1a3a

Tak nopa3un TOT KpacHbiif, Ha KOTOPOM Th

[lo3upoBana, 4YTO HyXHa Obl/a KyLIETKA,

Y106bl HACBITHTD KPACHBIM B3IJS], & CBET JYHbI —
Yrob 3eseHb 03apUTh W 6J1eCK OrPOMHBIX JIMJIHIA.
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LORELEI

It is no night to drown in:
A full moon, river lapsing
Black beneath bland mirror-sheen,

The blue water-mists dropping
Scrim after scrim like fishnets
Though fishermen are sleeping,

The massive castle turrets
Doubling themselves in a glass
All stillness. Yet these shapes float

Up toward me, troubling the face
Of quiet. From the nadir
They rise, their limbs ponderous

With richness, hair heavier
Than sculpted marble. They sing
Of a world more full and clear

Than can be. Sisters, your song
Bears a burden too weighty
For the whorled ear’s listening

Here, in a well-steered country,
Under a balanced ruler.
Deranging by harmony
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PEMHCKUE PYCAJIKU

B Takue sicHble HOYM He TOHYT:
[lonHas JyHa BUCHT HajJ PEKOii,
TyMaH npo3pauHblit CHHMI U COHHBIH

Hanx npukpsiToif 3epkanom yepHoTOH —
CNOBHO MajgaloT B BOAY pbi6aybH CETH.
Baumnu 3amka ¢ xoaMa Jo6yoTes coboi:

B Peiine ynpauBasich, 6aliHy 3TH
BcnsbiBaloT, ABMXKYTCA Ha MEHA,
U BMecTe ¢ HAMM B TYMaHHOM CBETE

Pycanku BCIIBIBAIOT, IJIYXO 3BEHS
TsxenpIMd, METHBIMH BOJIOCAMH,
Bce 6smxe pocKoOLIHbIE Tela UX BUIHBI,

Tsoxkenee, yeM PUMCKHMX CTaTyH KaMeHb,
OHH, NOAHHUMAIOTCA U3 LIYOUHB,
[Totor ray6okuMM rosocaMu

O Mupe rapMOHHUM ¥ THLIMHBI...
CecTpbl, Ballla IIECHb He AJA 3TON TJ1aaKoH,
He nns aToii 6arononyysoil cTpaHsl,

I'me Bce Ha MecTe M BCE B nmopsanke.
Bamu rosioca 114 HUX 3anajgHs,
Insa Tex,
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Beyond the mundane order,
Your voices lay siege. You lodge
On the pitched reefs of nightmare,

Promising sure harborage;
By day, descant from borders
Of hebetude, from the ledge

Also of high windows. Worse
Even than your maddening
Song, your silence. At the source

Of your ice-hearted calling—
Drunkenness of the great depths.
O river, I see drifting

Deep in your flux of silver

Those great goddesses of peace.
Stone, stone, ferry me down there.
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Y KOro Hu Ha pyO6alike,

HHM B MO3rax — HH CKJIaJAKH...

Bl B THXyIO npHcTaHb 30BETe MeHs!
OrTciona, rae U3 BHICOKMX OKOH TYNOE NeHbe
He 3amoskaer xo ckoHYaHbs AHA...

TyT Balre MoyaHbe —3J0Belleil TEHbIO —
CrtpaluHeii, yeM Balia necHs camal...
«[nybunbt Bcerna HecyT ONbAHEHbE»

Bai 30B JiegeHAIMI CBOAUT C yMa.
O, PeiiH, ckBO3b JyHHOE, CKBO3b roay6oe
51 By TaMm, rie MOABOAHAS ThMa,

ITux BeaMkMX 6OTMHB IoKo4,

Tam rny6oko B cepebpe TBOEM...
CHecHn MeHs, kaMeHb, TyAa ¢ coboro!
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IN MIDAS’ COUNTRY

Meadows of gold dust. The silver
Currents of the Connecticut fan

And meander in bland pleatings under
River-verge farms where rye-heads whiten.
All's polished to a dull luster

In the sulfurous noon. We move

With the languor of idols below

The sky’s great bell glass and briefly engrave
Our limbs' image on a field of straw

And goldenrod as on gold leaf.

It might be heaven, this static

Plenitude: apples gold on the bough,
Goldfinch, goldfish, golden tiger cat stock-
Still in one gigantic tapestry—

And lovers affable, dovelike.

But now the water-skiers race,

Bracing their knees. On unseen towlines
They cleave the river’s greening patinas;
The mirror quivers to smithereens.
They stunt like clowns in the circus.

So we are hauled, though we would stop
On this amber bank where grasses bleach.
Already the farmer’s after his crop,
August gives over its Midas touch,

Wind bares a flintier landscape.
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B HAPCTBE MUIACA

B 3onoToit nbinm ayxaiixu,
Teyér KoOHHEKTUKYT TJIagKHH,
Ha u3ny4uHax BoiHbIE CKJaJKH,
DepMbl CBETIbI, KPHYAT HaHKH,
Tlons oTnoauposankl Ko 6iecka...

N nabiBéM MBI B XeJThIH ONAEHb —
CJ10BHO JIOAIKY TSHYT BOJIOKOM,
He6o — kak cTekJSHHBIM KOJOKOJ —
A Ha COJIOMEHHOM MoJjie —

Haury TeHun Toxke 30J10Thle.

Bcé, Bcé — Ha 30710TOM (poHE:
Ynouka, u Ta 3os0Tas,
ITO — HEMOABHXHOCTD pas:
Sl610KH 30710THIE B KPOHE,
W pbibka 30510Tas, U WEroj, ¥ KOT TUTPOBBIM.

ITO — KOBEP, OTPOMHBIH, PBKHI.
Bio6a€HHO, kak ronybKu, BOPKYeEM...
Ho Bapyr — nposietenu Ha BOAHBIX JIBIKAX,
Ha nespumseix HuTsax. Bapesanu peky n —

Haire sepkano B ockonku —

U Bot Mb1 He TyT. U atoT Geper —
He snTtapuwiii. 1 depmep ypoxaii cobpan.
W aBrycr, yxe B IpHKOCHOBEHbS He BepH,
Tanaut Mugaca noreps.

U BeTep oronsieT >kecTKOCTb Neif3aska.

23



CHILD’S PARK STONES

In sunless air, under pines
Green to the point of blackness, some
Founding father set these lobed, warped stones
To loom in the leaf-filtered gloom
Black as the charred knuckle-bones

Of a giant or extinct
Animal, come from another
Age, another planet surely. Flanked
By the orange and fuchsia bonfire
Of azaleas, sacrosanct

These stones guard a dark repose
And keep their shapes intact while sun
Alters shadows of rose and iris—
Long, short, long—in the lit garden
And kindles a day’s-end blaze

Colored to dull the pigment
Of the azaleas, yet burnt out
Quick as they. To follow the light's tint
And intensity by midnight
By noon and throughout the brunt
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KAMHU YAWJIC-IIAPKA

B 6eccosnHeyHoM yroJjike moj cCOCHaMy

IJTH KaMHH, 3ejieHble JO YEPHOTHI,

[Tonoxua kakoii-To U3 OTLOB-OCHOBaTeJeH,
4T06 CMYTHbIE IPOCTYNMUIM YE€PThI

B cympake, rae TeHn BeTBEH YepHbI M ['YCTHI:

KaMHM — KoCTALIKH NasiblieB onajleHHble
Hckonaembix AMHO32BPOB

M3 MHBIX BPEMEH, UJM OHU —

Haxe c uHoil nua”ersl. U ppikue

Koctpe! ¢ykcuit u asanuit UX JIHKYT.

KaMH# cBsleHHbIe OXpaHSAIOT
JroTt MpayHbli nokoi. Y dopM He MeHsIOT,
Ioka comnHlle y30PHBIMHM TEHAMH
HPHCOB M PO3 MTPaET:
TO yKOpa4MBaeT HX, TO YAJUHSET,
Niu B cBeT/IOM camy passkuraer 3akaTHOE IJIaMs.

B 3TOM nyaMeHH TyckHeeT Jake SIPKOCTb a3asivH,
Ho ono yracaet — XXH3Hb LIB€TKa U TO lIJIHHHef‘l,
W ecnu Thl B cMJax CJIEAHTD,
Kak B NOJJeHb HJIH B MOJHOYb
noa COJMHIEM H Nox AOCKIAAMHU
oCBellleHbe MeHseTCH,
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Of various weathers is
To know the still heart of the stones:
Stones that take the whole summer to lose
Their dream of the winter’s cold; stones

Warming at core only as

Frost forms. No man’s crowbar could
Uproot them: their beards are ever-
Green. Nor do they, once in a hundred
Years, go down to drink the river:
No thirst disturbs a stone’s bed.
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Thsl cMoxelllb MOHATD HEABHIXKHOE cepale KaMHeM.

Llenoe neto nomxHO NpoJETETh HAl KaMHSAMH,

YT06 paccesanuch CHbl HX O CHere,

Han xamMusiMu,

CepllleBUHA KOTOPLIX CTaHET TernJed
Tosbko Toraa, Koraa Mopo3 yxe HacTynaer.

HukakuM JOMOM HHMKTO MX HE OTKOIAET,

Nx BeyHo3eséHbIe HOPOABI HE LIENOXHYTCS BEKAMH,
Jaxe pa3s B cToJleTHe OHM K BoJie He CIYCKalOTCAd —
Benp HHKakas jkax/a MOTPEBOXKUTb HE MOXET

B kaMeHHOM CMOKOMCTBHM JieXKAIIUH KaMeHb.
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POINT SHIRLEY

From Water-Tower Hill to the brick prison
The shingle booms, bickering under

The sea’s collapse.

Snowcakes break and welter. This year
The gritted wave leaps

The seawall and drops onto a bier

Of quahog chips,

Leaving a salty mash of ice to whiten

In my grandmother’s sand yard. She is dead,
Whose laundry snapped and froze here, who
Kept house against

What the sluttish, rutted sea could do.
Squall waves once danced

Ship timbers in through the cellar window;
A thresh-tailed, lanced

Shark littered in the geranium bed—

Such collusion of mulish elements

She wore her broom straws to the nub.

Twenty years out

Of her hand, the house still hugs in each drab
Stucco socket

The purple egg-stones: from Great Head’s knob
To the filled-in Gut

The sea in its cold gizzard ground those rounds.
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MbIC HIEPJIN

OT KHPNUYHOH TIOPbMbI U 0 BOXOKAYKH
[Tpu6oit nepecbimaer rpaBuil rpeMAILIMEL.
['pyab! cHera TeCHATCSA, KaK TY4H.

B 3aToM rozy Boza, nepenpuiruBasi BOJHOJIOM,
Bcayeckuii Mycop TamuT

Ha xnag6uine uienok 3a npubpesxHbIM JbIOM.
Hapanusaercs Mope HepsAInBoe

Ha necyanblii aBOp, Ha cTapblii 6a6yuIKHH AOM.

Bo mBope Ha mecke rps3Has rpyza Jbja.
YMepna Ta, ybé Genbé xJonaio TyT Ha BETpy,
Kak nucrbl xkenesa, Ta,

Kro 3aboty 0 moMe He BBIIyCKas M3 pyK.
ITpoTuB cBOEBOMA MOpS OHa BOeBajia BCETAa.
Kak-To Ha knymOy repanu nusuyumii mWKBa
[IpobuTyio rapnyHoM axkysy 3aKMHYJ BADYT,
U xopabesnbHblIil LINAHTOYT Yepe3 OKHO B MOABAL...

Becb 3TOT croBop ctuxuit ynpsmsix

OHa cMeTana B Ky4y IpO3HON MeTJON.

Ho Bor yxe aBaguats Jer,

Kak HHKTO He 3allMINaeT 3TOT AOM ceaoi
Ot npuboes u npouux bex.

Ho 10 cux nop He BBIMBLIO COJIEHO# BOZO
JInnoBble rosbiuid, BMypOBaHHBIE €€ PYKOii
B cTenbl, B KOTOPBIX MOpE BBIIPBI3JIO SIMBI.
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Nobody wintering now behind

The planked-up windows where she set
Her wheat loaves

And apple cakes to cool. What is it
Survives, grieves

So, over this battered, obstinate spit

Of gravel? The waves’

Spewed relics clicker masses in the wind,

Grey waves the stub-necked eiders ride.
A labor of love, and that labor lost.
Steadily the sea

Eats at Point Shirley. She died blessed,
And I come by

Bones, bones only, pawed and tossed,

A dog-faced sea.

The sun sinks under Boston, bloody red.

I would get from these dry-papped stones

The milk your love instilled in them.

The black ducks dive.

And though your graciousness might stream,
And I contrive,

Grandmother, stones are nothing of home

To that spumiest dove.

Against both bar and tower the black sea runs.
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Hukro He 3uMyeT Tenepb B JOMe.

3abUTBl OKHA,

Ha xoTopsie oHa xieba

U s6104yHble NHPOTH CTYAUTH CTABMJA...

Ho yTo 32 ayx TyT BbDKHJI, 4bsf TEIUIMTCA TYT cyabba,
Komy no atoro aoma feno, 4bé 310 rope?

Ha atoMm ynpsMoM nsrtauke rpaBusi —

Tonbko 0610MKH, BHGIEBaHHbIE MOPEM

[To ABOpY nepekaThIBAIOTCS OA BETPOM MOKPBIM.

Ha cepbix BoJIHaX 4ailk¥ Ka4alOTCS COHHO.
Tpyx, nosublit 1106BH, — ¥ BeCh MpOMNaJ OH.
Ot meica lepsu, kpoluky 3a KpoILIKoOIo,
OTrpeizaeT MOpe Mao NIOMay.

Ona ymepsia 6/1aroc/I0BEHHO,

A 4, xak nmpoxoxas, —

MHMO 06JIOMKOB, 3aJlallaHHbIX IIKBaJlaMH
Mops 37106HOrO U KPHBOPOXKETO...

U Toner 3a bocToHOM KpOBaBoOe COJHIIE.

M3 3TUX HCCOXIIMX KaMHeH, KOTOphle Thl HATOJHMIIA
HewuapeuenHoil TBoeit 6yarogaTsio

[Ilenpo, kak MOJIOKOM,

51 Bce paBHO CyMel0 AOCTaTb €€,

HamosT MeHs kaMHH...

Ho emé o tomM,

Yto 9TH KaMHH, — A0JkHa Tebe cka3aThb S, —

[nsa rony6kmn 6eNONEHHON — HUKAKOH He JOM...

K peietkaM U k GaurHe pByTCS YepHble BOJHBIL.
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A WINTER SHIP

At this wharf there are no grand landings to speak of
Red and orange barges list and blister

Shackled to the dock, outmoded, gaudy,

And apparently indestructible.

The sea pulses under a skin of oil.

A gull holds his pose on a shanty ridgepole,
Riding the tide of the wind, steady

As wood and formal, in a jacket of ashes,
The whole flat harbor anchored in

The round of his yellow eye-button.

A blimp swims up like a day-moon or tin
Cigar over his rink of fishes.

The prospect is dull as an old etching.

They are unloading three barrels of little crabs.
The pier pilings seem about to collapse

And with them that rickety edifice

Of warehouses, derricks, smokestacks and bridges
In the distance. All around us the water slips
And gossips in its loose vernacular,

Ferrying the smells of dead cod and tar.
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SUMHUN CEMHEP

B 3Toit raBaHu GOJBIIMX UPCOB MOYTH YTO HET.

Mope nynbcvpyeT NOX TOHKOI Koxel — 3To pa3imuTa HebTb.
Kayalorcst kpacHble H opaHxkeBble Hapkachl,

Huxxe BaTepannuu o6oapaHHbIE 10 BOJABIPEH,

IIpukoBaHHbIE K MPHYaslaM, CTAPOMOJIHbIE, B IPKHX KpacKax.

Yaiika eaBa yAep>kuBaeTcs Ha XJIMNKOMU pee,
He kavasice, XOTb NOPHIBBI BETpa BCe 3Jie€ U 3Jiee,
OHa HenoABHKHA — CJIOBHO OfiepeBeHenas
B cepoM oduumansHoM numkauke,
U raBaHp kadaeTcs Ha sIKOpe B JKENTOM e€ 3pauke.

[NocyauHa moAnibiBaeT, Kak AHEBHas JyHa Genas,
CKONb3UT Hajl pbiGaMH, CJIOBHO KOHBKOOEXKEL, TUPY3ThI A€,
YHeinas, gByxmaurtoBasi, 6yATO €O CTapoii rpaBIOpbI.

Tpy 604kH MenkuX kpabGoB C Hee BBHIFPYXKAIOT,
Hactun nupca ckpunur, ero easa yaepXXUBaloT CBaH.

PackauuBaercs 1maTkoe 3gaHHe MOPTOBO KOMEHAATYPHI,
Kontunbuu, nebéaxu, ckiaackue capau, cepble H XMypBhI€,
Kakue-To MOCTHKH BHajeke...
M He 3aMeuast cTyxH,

CnneTHM4aeT Ha HEBHATHOM >XaproHe BOAa,
3anaxy Qerts ¥ JOXJION TPeCKH NMPHTacKUBasA ClOAa.
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Farther out, the waves will be mouthing icecakes—
A poor month for park-sleepers and lovers.

Even our shadows are blue with cold.

We wanted to see the sun come up

And are met, instead, by this iceribbed ship,

Bearded and blown, an albatross of frost,
Relic of tough weather, every winch and stay
Encased in a glassy pellicle.

The sun will diminish it soon enough:

Each wave-tip glitters like a knife.
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Ilns 6e310MHBIX ¥ BJAIOOJEHHBIX 3TOT MeCAL —
4TO MOXeET ObITb Xyxe?
Mope 3a BonHOJIOMOM JIefAHBIE OCKOJIKH KPYXKHT,
Haxe HalK TEHH OT XOJI0fa CHHHe — Takodl Mopo3l
M&I X0Tenu yBuAeTh, Kak COJHLE
U3 BoJbl MOBIMET PACCBETHBII Beep,
A BMecTo 3pesuiia HaM ZOCTAJICS 3TOT 3aJlefieHebli ceiinep —

BoponaTeiit oT HHes 3aMep3atoluii ansbaTpoc:
Cnoszo 6b1 B ue/uiodaH 3aBepHYT
KaXKIblii MopyYeHb, KXKAbIH TpoC.
CKOpO CcOJHIIE 3Ty MUIEHKY CJIHMXKET,  Nap pacceeT,
U Bcé ewé cusbHell 3akayaercs, B ABIMKE JIPOKA...
Bort y>e BepxyIuka mo6oii BosHEI 61eCTHT, Kak Jie3BHE HOXa.
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OLD LADIES’ HOME

Sharded in black, like beetles,
Frail as antique earthenware
One breath might shiver to bits,
The old women creep out here
To sun on the rocks or prop
Themselves up against the wall
Whose stones keep a little heat.

Needles knit in a bird-beaked
Counterpoint to their voices:

Sons, daughters, daughters and sons,
Distant and cold as photos,
Grandchildren nobody knows.

Age wears the best black fabric
Rust-red or green as lichens.

At owl-call the old ghosts flock

To hustle them off the lawn.

From beds boxed-in like coffins
The bonneted ladies grin.

And Death, that bald-head buzzard,
Stalls in halls where the lamp wick
Shortens with each breath drawn.
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KXEHCKAS BOTAZE/IbHA

Bpozne »xykoB — Bce B uepHOM,
Xpynkue, kak crapunnsiid ¢apdop, HY,
Tonbko ayHb — ¥ packosercs,
Brinonsaiot crapyxu

IlocuneTs cpeau cepsix KaMHel,
Iorpetscs Ha connlte,

Wnu cnuHamu BCTaTh K CTeEHe,

Eweé xpanameit Temnio.

U B nHybe ux meberanbe

BnseraloTcs, cIOBHO YKOJIbI HIJIOM,

CnoBa: CbiH, I04Ka, J0YKA, CBIH...

Kak doTokapToyky, Aanexue U XOJOIHbIe,

Wnu BHYKH, KOTOPHIX OHM COBCEM HE 3HAIOT...

To 4YTO 6b110 YEPHOK TKAHBIO, BIOJHE HO6POTHOIO,
CTupaer cTapocTb, CTHpaeT,

[IpeBpaiast Bo 4To-TO pxaBoe, UJiu 60NOTHOE.

OT KpHKa COBBI MPU3PaKH BLLIETAIOT,

Crapyx crosss c rasosa.

Ha rpo6onoao6HbIx kpoBaTaX

YXMBUIAIIOTCA CTapbie faMbl 6HKe K HOYH,

A cMepTb, 3TOT JIBICHII XMBIPb,

B kopuzaope, kak B croiisie CBOEM, NPOXKUBAET,

Tam, rae puUTHIIB NaMIIBI C KAKABIM BBIZOXOM — BCE KOpOYe...
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MAGNOLIA SHOALS

Up here among the gull cries
we stroll through a maze of pale
red-mottled relics, shells, claws

as if it were summer still.
That season has turned its back.
Though the green sea gardens stall,

bow, and recover their look
of the imperishable
gardens in an antique book

or tapestries on a wall,
leaves behind us warp and lapse.
The late month withers, as well.

Below us a white gull keeps
the weed-slicked shelf for his own,
hustles other gulls off. Crabs

rove over his field of stone;
mussels cluster blue as grapes
his beak brings the harvest in.

The watercolorist grips
his brush in the stringent air.
The horizon’s bare of ships,

the beach and the rocks are bare.
He paints a blizzard of gulls,
wings drumming in the winter.
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MATHOJIMEBAA OTMEJIb

[Tpobupaemcs sabupuHTOM
Cpenu pakyuiek H KielHe
P030BBIX M NATHHUCTHIX,

U yaiiky xpHYaT CUJbHEN...

MozxerT, neTo Bce emme TyT?

Her, y>e noBepHyJO K HaM CIIUHY,
XoTb caanl Mo BOAOKH M LBETYT
KapTuHkoi#l N3 KHHTH CTapHHHOM,
Win xoBpoM Ha CTeHe...

JINCThA MOXYXJH, KaK MaMsTh,
A OGenas yaiika Nox HaMH

Ha 3esneHolt u ckonb3koit ckane
OTroHseT CBOMX MOAPYkKeK

Ot po6brun. U kpabur 6poasdr
ITo nnockoMy xaMHIO, 110 JIyKaM,
Tawm, rae 3a psaaoM psax —
Munuit TaMXkeNble rpo3abs
CuHUe, Kak BHHOTpaZ.

Yaiika COHHO KJIOET HX,

CnoBHo 6n1 oT 6e3nenns,

U BCcé aTo muieT KTO-TO
[Tpu3spayno#i akBapesbio.

Han nasxkem ckana mycras,

U ropusonT mycroi,

Jlnwb 6ypaHHbIe KPbUIbS Yaex
XronaioT Hax 3UMOI.
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YADDO: THE GRAND MANOR

Woodsmoke and a distant loudspeaker
Filter into this clear
Air, and blur.

The red tomato’s in, the green bean;
The cook lugs a pumpkin
From the vine

For pies. The fir tree's thick with grackles.
Gold carp loom in the pools.
A wasp crawls

Over windfalls to sip cider-juice.
Guests in the studios
Muse, compose.

Indoors, Tiffany’s phoenix rises
Above the fireplace;
Two carved sleighs

Rest on orange plush near the newel post.
Wood stoves burn warm as toast.
The late guest

Wakens, mornings, to a cobalt sky,
A diamond-paned window,

Zinc-white snow.
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A100

3anax TJEOIHMX JMCTbEB ¥ JajieKas MYy3blka
NPOCaYHBaAIOTCA B 3TOT 3BOHKHMMH BO3XYX
H PacTBOPSIOTCA B HEM.

KpacHble noMuaopsl, 3ejieHble CTPYYKH;
MOBap Cpe3aeT THIKBY,
CKOpO CTaHET OHa ITUPOrOM.

EnoBBIe BeTKM TpelIaT OT TSXKECTH LIMIIEK,
30JI0Thle PbIOKHM MEJBKAIOT B MpYAax,
xapabkaeTcs oca

no 6y'rb1m<e A6J104HOTO COKa Ha NMOAOKOHHHKE...
A B KOMHaTaX KTO-TO AYMAaET, KTO-TO IMHIIET,
H HE€ CJIBILIHBI ToJoca.

B xosine mox necTtHHLER Ha OpaH>X€BOM KOBPHKE,
p€anbie CaHH,
a Ha KAMHHHOH MOJIKE CUINT

Dennkec,
H CJIOBHO CyXapHKH TpeuaT ApoBa
B YpPEBaX KYXOHHBIX ILIHT.

[To3auuit rocts mpoceinaeTca yTpom:
He6o sipko-cunee.

Cuer 6Genblit.

OxHa B aJiMa3aX MHes.
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MUSHROOMS

Overnight, very
Whitely, discreetly,
Very quietly

Our toes, our noses
Take hold on the loam,
Acquire the air.

Nobody sees us,
Stops us, betrays us;

The small grains make room.

Soft fists insist on
Heaving the needles,
The leafy bedding,

Even the paving.
Our hammers, our rams,
Earless and eyeless,

Perfectly voiceless,
Widen the crannies,
Shoulder through holes. We
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I'PUBbI

Hourlo cnokoitHoit
Benoto TaitHoi
Tuxoio TeHbIO
Yyt pasgBuras
[ToyBy cripyio,
Jlesem Ha BO3AYX.

Hac e yBuasr,

He obnapyxar,

He octanoBAr...
MsrkuM ynopcreoM
CaBuHeM c Joporu
JIMCThS THHUIIBIE,
Crapyio xBoio —
Haxe 6yabXHUK
CaBuHeM c JOPOrH...

Msrye noxyiex
Hamu tapansi,
Crensl M IJIyXH.

B nonnom Ge3MonBbe
Bricynem nueuu

U pacnpamumcs.
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Diet on water,
On crumbs of shadow,
Bland-mannered, asking

Little or nothing.
So many of us!
So many of us!

We are shelves, we are
Tables, we are meek,
We are edible,

Nudgers and shovers
In spite of ourselves.

Our kind multiplies:
We shall by morning

Inherit the earth.

Our foot’s in the door.
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BeyHo B TEHH MBI,
U Huyero mu1
Bosce He mpocum.

ITbéM ToJBKO BOLY,
U Hukoro Mb
He notpeBoxuM.

Maso Ham Hajgo —
Hac Tonepko MHoro,
Hac Tosabko MHoro...

CKpOMHBI M KPOTKH,
Jaxe cbegobHbI,
JleaeM u Jesem,

M na noBepxHOCTB
Camu cebs MBI
TsaneM u TAHEM...

Tonbko omHa KB
B Hekoe yTpo
Mup craner HalIMM...
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TWO CAMPERS IN CLOUD COUNTRY
(Rock Lake, Canada)

In this country there is neither measure nor balance
To redress the dominance of rocks and woods,

The passage, say, of these man-shaming clouds.

No gesture of yours or mine could catch their attention,
No word make them carry water or fire the kindling

Like local trolls in the spell of a superior being.

Well, one wearies of the Public Gardens: one wants a vacation
Where trees and clouds and animals pay no notice;

Away from the labeled elms, the tame tea-roses.

It took three days driving north to find a cloud
The polite skies over Boston couldn’t possibly accommodate.

Here on the last frontier of the big, brash spirit

The horizons are too far off to be chummy as uncles;
The colors assert themselves with a sort of vengeance.

Each day concludes in a huge splurge of vermilions
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ABOE B CTPAHE OBJIAKOB
(Pok-Jleitk, Kanaga)

B atom Kpalo HeYero nNpoTHBONOCTaBATDH
CxoJibXxeHbIo TOCIHOACTBYIOLIHX HAaJl Y€JIOBEKOM oﬁnaxon,

['posHoit caMoZep>kaBHOCTH CKaJl H JIECOB.

Hukakue »ectbl, HH TBOH, HH MOH HE€ B CHJIaX 3aCTaBHTb
Nx NMPHHECTH BOJABI, HJIM pa3XKe€yb KOCTEP,

310 Tebe He TPOJLIH, YTOO CIYIIATHCA 3aKIUHAHU#!

Hy nagno, yToMusn Hac ropojickMe caibi U IIPOYHit B310p,
3axoTenock TyAa, rae Kk Tebe GeapasnuyHbl
3BepH, AepeBbs U obiaka.

[logansure oT MOACTPHIKEHHBIX KYCTOB M repaHei,

[oxanbie oT MPOHYMEPOBAaHHBIX BA30B (Takas Tockal),
OT 4YaitHBIX pO3, PY4HBIX, TOPAAIIMXCA HAIHYHEM APJIBIKA...

BesxuBoe He60 Hax BocToHOM Hac He CyMeNno NPHHATD —

B nouckax obnakoB exanu Mbl Ha CeBep TpH AHS.
TyT y nocnenneit rpannusl lepakoro [Jyxa Cheros

Topu3oHT ganeko. OH He XAET HUKAKHUX CJIOB,
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And night arrives in one gigantic step.
It is comfortable, for a change, to mean so little.
These rocks offer no purchase to herbage or people:

They are conceiving a dynasty of perfect cold.
In a month we’ll wonder what plates and forks are for.

I lean to you, numb as a fossil. Tell me I'm here.

The Pilgrims and Indians might never have happened.
Planets pulse in the lake like bright amoebas;

The pines blot our voices up in their lightest sighs.
Around our tent the old simplicities sough

Sleepily as Lethe, trying to get in.

We'll wake blank-brained as water in the dawn.
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U Ha obuienue, kak TETYIIKH, He NPETEHAYET NPa3aHoO.
TyT MCTHTENIBHO CaMOYTBEP KAAeTCA BCAKUH IIBET,
Kaxxabiit Beyep xBacTaeT pa3nuBlIeicss KHHOBaphbIO, H HET

IMocne Hee HUYEro: HOYb CBAJIMBaeTCA pa3oM, HO —
Ouensp YIOTHO, A paaHooGpaaua, JHAYHUTDh TaK MaJio:
Benb Hu TPaBy, HH mojed He 3aMeTAT 3TH YEPHBIC CKAJIBI —

PonorayaabHMIBI X0104a, TBEPAALLETO, YTO HHKOIAA
Hu nocenenusl, Hu UHAEHNB He 3a6Upanuch clofia.
Yepes Mecdll c10Ba «Tapejika» U «BHJKka» 3abyaeM Mbl oba.

51 k Tebe NpHKUMAIOCh — CKAXKHM MHE, CKAXH YTO 5 3/€Chb!
B o3epe 6bloTca miaHeTsl, Kakaas MeJbye aMEODHI.
Monyanussie B310XH COCEH MOIJOAIOT OJIOC, CPa3y Becs!

[TepBo3nanusble mopoxy, mogobuele JleTe,
[IpiTal0TCA NPOHUKHYTD B NAIATKY, CIOAA...
MBI IpocHEMCS C MO3raMH, ITYCTBIMK KaK BOJa Ha paccBeTe —

...BOAA...
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TULIPS

The tulips are too excitable, it is winter here.

Look how white everything is, how quiet, how snowed-in.

I am learning peacefulness, lying by myself quietly

As the light lies on these white walls, this bed, these hands.
I am nobody; I have nothing to do with explosions.

I have given my name and my day-clothes up to the nurses
And my history to the anesthetist and my body to surgeons.

They have propped my head between the pillow and the
sheet-cuff

Like an eye between two white lids that will not shut.

Stupid pupil, it has to take everything in.

The nurses pass and pass, they are no trouble,

They pass the way gulls pass inland in their white caps,

Doing things with their hands, one just the same as another,

So it is impossible to tell how many there are.

My body is a pebble to them, they tend it as water

Tends to the pebbles it must run over, smoothing them
gently.

They bring me numbness in their bright needles, they bring
me sleep.

Now I have lost myself I am sick of baggage—

My patent leather overnight case like a black pillbox,

My husband and child smiling out of the family photo;

Their smiles catch onto my skin, little smiling hooks.
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TIOJIBITAHDbI

TionbnaHbl CAUMIKOM TPEBOXHBI — a TYT 3UMa.
CMotpu kak Bcé Geslo, 3aCHEKEHO M CIOKOUHO...
Jlexcy Tyt omHa, 06y4aloch BHYTpEHHEMY IOKOIO, ¥ caMa —
Huxro... Kak 6en 3ToT cBeT Ha cTeHax, rie HeT o6oes,
Tonbko 6enas Kpacka... Tak BOT ¥ y MeHs
Huuero obuiero ¢ BHEIIHUM MHDOM.

U pyxu, u namats — Bcé benoe.
HmMs Moe, Kak oJexaa, KoTopasi MececTpaM AaBHO OTAaHa,
AHeCTe3UCTy — NpOLLIOE, 3 XMPYPraM — TeJo...

Mos rosioBa yJoxeHa MeXAY MOAYIIKOH ¥ MOA0AEAIbHUKOM,
Kaxk rnas Mexxay BekaMy, KOTOpbIM HHKaK He COMKHYThCS,
MencecTphl mypiaT, He3aMeETHO MUMO NPOCKaJIb3bIBasA, —
Ilo kpaiiHeii Mepe MeHsI He TPEBOXKUT HX NMPHCYTCTBHE.
Kak vaiixy B 6ebIX IAOYKaX MPOCKANIb3BIBAIOT HAX 3eMJIEM,
OnHM M Te e ABH>KEHbS NPOJAE/bIBAS PYKAMHU.

Moe Teno ans HEX — TOABKO KaMyluek, oOTexkaeMbiit BOKOIA,
U ckonbko UX TYyT — He B CHJaX YJIOBHUTb NaMSTb.

Boz(a Ha6eraeT Ha rajJieyHHK, HEXXHO Crjla>KHBast
HENOABHKHOCTD.

BoT 1 oM npUHOCAT MHe GMECTALIMMHE HIJIAMHM COH,

Tenepb, notepsB cebs, s ycTaio OT TAXKeCTe JHMIIHUX:

OT naKkMpOBaHHOIO YeMOAAHYHMKA, TOXOXKEro Ha maTedoH,

Ot ynbibatommxca ¢ dororpadum pebeHka U Myxa,

Hx ysmbi6ku BIMBAIOTCS B KOXKY, G0JbHE pHIGOIOBHBIX KPIOYKOB,
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I have let things slip, a thirty-year-old cargo boat
Stubbornly hanging on to my name and address.

They have swabbed me clear of my loving associations.
Scared and bare on the green plastic-pillowed trolley

I watched my teaset, my bureaus of linen, my books
Sink out of sight, and the water went over my head.

I am a nun now, I have never been so pure.

I didn’t want any flowers, I only wanted

To lie with my hands turned up and be utterly empty.
How free it is, you have no idea how free—

The peacefulness is so big it dazes you,

And it asks nothing, a name tag, a few trinkets.

It is what the dead close on, finally; I imagine them

Shutting their mouths on it, like a Communion tablet.

The tulips are too red in the first place, they hurt me.
Even through the gift paper I could hear them breathe
Lightly, through their white swaddlings, like an awful baby.
Their redness talks to my wound, it corresponds.

They are subtle: they seem to float, though' they weigh me down,
Upsetting me with their sudden tongues and their color,

A dozen red lead sinkers round my neck.
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51 ornycTuna Bce BellM — OHM yJeTeNN Hapyxy,
C aToit TpUALATUIIETHEI JIOAKH,
SIKOPSIMH LlenJigioneiica 3a KaMHH CJIOB,

OsHavarouyx amMumio U aapec. 13 MeHs BLIYMCTHIIN Bce MOE:
U mbicin, ¥ mo6oBHBIE CBA3M... S MCcnyraHHas u rosas.
PaBHoayuHO cMoTpIO:

yIJIbIBaeT MOM YaiHBIA cepBU3, MOHM KHHUTH, 6ebé,
ToHyT, HCYe3al0T U3 [J1a3, — K BOA2 HAKPBIBAET MHE TOJIOBY.
5l coBceM kak MOHaXMHsA — 51 HUKOTAA He Oblla Tak YHCTa.

Tosabko 6Bl Tak BOT ONYCTOUIEHHO —
(HMKaKKX A LBETOB He XoTenal) —

JlexaTs, ¥ NaioHK KBepXy — cBo6GOfa M MyCTOTA...
TpyaHO npeacTaBUTh cebe, kak A cBOGOAHA — Jaxke OT TeJa.
TpyaHo npeactaBuTh, Kak OWETIOMASET MOKOH,
Tak on orpoMeH — a HHUYero He Mpocur!
Tonbxo Tabnnyka c paMuineii, 12 HECKOIBKO NYCTAYKOB,
Tak, HaBepHO, IPUMHPSIOTCA YMHUpalolllHe, KOraa

UM MPHHOCAT
[locneanee npuyacTHe — kak 067aTKy, OHM IJIOTAIOT

3TOT MOKOHM...

A TiosibIaHbl HEBBIHOCHMO KpacHbIE, MHE OT HHX 60JIBHO.
CkBo3b OyMmary, kak CKBO3b MeJEHKH, — PEBEHOK,
CTPalIHbIH TaKoH

JblIKT, H KPacCHOTa HX HEMOHATHO U HEXOBOJILHO
PasroBapupaeT ¢ Moeii paHoii (OHM OZHOTO C HeH LBeTa).
Jletawmue, n€rkue, TOHKHE — M BCE-TakH JyLIaT MeHH,
PasgpaskaroT BHE3aMHOCTBIO,

BOKDYT ropJia IBEHaALATh aJibiXx kaMHel — H 3TO
Hesbinocumo:

Belb 3a MHOM HaGmoAalOT A3blkK orusl
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Nobody watched me before, now I am watched.

The tulips turn to me, and the window behind me

Where once a day the light slowly widens and slowly thins,
And I see myself, flat, ridiculous, a cut-paper shadow
Between the eye of the sun and the eyes of the tulips,
And I have no face, I have wanted to efface myself.

The vivid tulips eat my oxygen.

Before they came the air was calm enough,

Coming and going, breath by breath, without any fuss.
Then the tulips filled it up like a loud noise.

Now the air snags and eddies round them the way a river
Snags and eddies round a sunken rust-red engine.

They concentrate my attention, that was happy

Playing and resting without committing itself.

The walls, also, seem to be warming themselves.

The tulips should be behind bars like dangerous animals;
They are opening like the mouth of some great African cat,
And I am aware of my heart: it opens and closes

Its bowl of red blooms out of sheer love of me.

The water I taste is warm and salt, like the sea,

And comes from a country far away as health.
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HukTo HUKOrza paHblle Tak 3a MHOM He clefnJ, HeTl

Trosbnanbl NOBOPa4YMBAIOTCA KO MHe... A 3a MHOH

OkHo, rze pa3 B ieHb pacnyXaeT ¥ ONaJaeT CBeT,

B HeM, xak B 3epkale, s cebs BUXKY NJIOCKOH, HAHOTCKH-
CMEILIHOH,

Kak Bbipesanubiit u3 6enoit Gymarn cunyat

Mexay rna3aMu TIOJIIIAHOB M TJIA30M COJHIA...

Y mens Het quua. Tak 6b1 cebs Bcio u crepets! Beap BoT —
IToka ux He 6biNI0 — BO3AYX ObL CIOKOWHBIM H COHHBIM,
A Tenepsb TiONbNaHbl MOXKPAIOT MOH KHcJIOpOA!

Panbine B30X 3a B3/I0XOM, POBHO, 6€3 BCAKOTO LIyMa,
[Ipuxoans, yXxomun — a BOT Tenepb OHH,

3anosHUIM BO3AYX YEM-TO TPOMKHM, Y€M-TO GE3yMHBIM.

W Bo3ayx HajeTaeT Ha HUX, KaK BeTep Ha BBICOKME ITHH,

3aBUXpseTCs, BEPTUTCSA Kak BOJOBOPOT, BOKPYT

P>kaBoro kpacHoro kopiyca MoTOHYBIIETO CYAHa...

OHM NpUTATHBAIOT MOEé BHUMaHbe, KOTOpOE BAPYT
[lepecTano GbITh UIPAlOUIMM U TAKUM HETPYAHbIM,
CBob6oanbsIM OT Bcex obg3aHHocTeil... Kaxercs, 4To crensl
Toxe packansioTcs, Bcé KpacHeil U kpacHei,

Her, TiosibnanoB Haflo B KJIeTKM 3aMHpaTh HENPEMEHHO,
Kak sanupaltot cambix onacHbix 3Bepeii!

Jleonapap! pacnaxuBatoT anbie nacti. S yyscTayio,

Kak Moé cepalie packpsiBaeT M 3aKpbIBaeT

KpacHy1o 4yamky uBeTka — TOJIbKO M3 COYYBCTBHS...

IIsio Boay. Tennblit NpUBKYC MOPCKOM BOJIHBI

HanJIbIBaeT, CBEXXHH M COJIOHOBATBIM.

OH NPUXOAMUT U3 HEM3BECTHON CTPaHHI,

Takoit ke nayiekoit OT MeHd, KaK 3A0pOBbE OT 3TOM ManaThl.
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WUTHERING HEIGHTS

The horizons ring me like faggots,

Tilted and disparate, and always unstable.
Touched by a match, they might warm me,
And their fine lines singe

The air to orange

Before the distances they pin evaporate,
Weighting the pale sky with a solider color.
But they only dissolve and dissolve

Like a series of promises, as I step forward.

There is no life higher than the grasstops
Or the hearts of sheep, and the wind
Pours by like destiny, bending
Everything in one direction.

I can feel it trying

To funnel my heat away.

If I pay the roots of the heather

Too close attention, they will invite me
To whiten my bones among them.

The sheep know where they are,

Browsing in their dirty wool-clouds,

Gray as the weather.

The black slots of their pupils take me in.

It is like being mailed into space,

A thin, silly message.

They stand about in grandmotherly disguise,
All wig curls and yellow teeth

And hard, marbly baas.
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TPO30BOM ITEPEBAJI

[CopH3oHTHI, HEPOBHBIE, ONPOKMHYTHIE

Okpy>xaloT MeHs Kak BSI3aHKH XBOPOCTa:

TosnbKkO YHPKHYTH COMYKOH — M MOXHO 6 corpetbes!
Mx TOHKHMe JMHHUH BOT-BOT PAacKaJAT BO3AYX

[lo sipko-opaHkeBoro cBeTa.

HMMu ckpennénnas, Aanb mycras

Hosxna 66l MCIAPHTBCS, YTOKEASSA

BaenHoe He6o. Ho ropuaoHTs! TaloT,

Kak obewmanus, noka s 1araio

K vuM... TyT XH3Hb COCTOMT M3 OOHHX
TpasuHok, na oBeubux cepael. A Betep
JIbetca kak cyabba, HaKJIOHUB
B oxny cTopony Bcé, 4To ecTb Ha cBeTe.
OH NbITaeTCcA Yy MEHA M3 cepala
Bcé Tensno BblAYyTh, BCIO MEHS 3aXOJOAMTb.
A CTOMT BHUMATEJLHO B BEPECK BIJIAAETHCH,
CTaHeT fACHO: OH XOYeT
OIJIECTH MO KOCTH U NMOGENHTh...

OBupl-To 3HaIoT, rae xuByT! BeckoHeuynble romnl
ITH rpA3Hble WwepcTaHble obnayka
ITacyTcsa cnokoiiHo, cephle, Kak NOroAa...
[Torpy>atoch B 4epHOTY OBedYbero 3payka —
51 — cNOBHO MOCTaHHOE B MPOCTPAHCTBO COOOIIEHBE,
[nynoe, kak 3TH XKMBOTHBIE, OOCTYMNBLINE MEHS,
ItH nepeoseTbie 6abyuku xkenTosybele, B mapukax,
T'ycTo M kecTko Mekaromue
Haj| TyXaMH B Pa3be3xKEHHBIX KOJIEAX.
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I come to wheel ruts, and water

Limpid as the solitudes

That flee through my fingers.

Hollow doorsteps go from grass to grass;
Lintel and sill have unhinged themselves.
Of people the air only

Remembers a few odd syllables.

It rehearses them meaningly:

Black stone, black stone.

The sky leans on me, me, the one upright
Among all horizontals.

The grass is beating its head distractedly.
It is too delicate

For a life in such company;

Darkness terrifies it.

Now, in valleys narrow

And black as purses, the house lights
Gleam like small change.
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[Toaxoxy — BoAa mpo3payHa, KaKk OAMHOYECTBO,
[IpoTekarolee CkBO3b MaJbIHL,

A cTymeHbKH — OT OJAHOH MOJIOCH TPaBHI X0 APYTOM.
Jliogu? Tonsko BeTpy OOPHIBKH C/IOB BCIIOMMHAIOTCA,
U oH nmoBTOpAeT MX,

TO Xanysch, To 6eceays caMm c coboii...

«TeMHbIH KaMeHb, TEMHBIH KaMeHb...» —

60pMOYeET BeTep MeYanbHo,
A Heby onHa onopa — A Belb TYT
Tonbko s, TONBKO 51 OAHA BEPTHKAIbHA,
Jla TpaBUHKH, YTO Kayasi pacCessHHO roJIoBaMH

B y>Kace TeMHOTHI

HKAYT.

A B y3KHX JOJIMHAX, YEPHBIX, KaK PAaCKpbIThie KOLIEJIbKH,

MoHeTkaMy n061eCKUBAIOT AajleKUX JOMHKOB OTOHBKH.
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THE MOON AND THE YEW TREE

This is the light of the mind, cold and planetary.

The trees of the mind are black. The light is blue.

The grasses unload their griefs on my feet as if I were God,
Prickling my ankles and murmuring of their humility.
Fumy, spiritous mists inhabit this place

Separated from my house by a row of headstones.

I simply cannot see where there is to get to.

The moon is no door. It is a face in its own right,
White as a knuckle and terribly upset.

It drags the sea after it like a dark crime; it is quiet
With the O-gape of complete despair. I live here.
Twice on Sunday, the bells startle the sky —

Eight great tongues affirming the Resurrection.

At the end, they soberly bong out their names.

The yew tree points up. It has a Gothic shape.

The eyes lift after it and find the moon.

The moon is my mother. She is not sweet like Mary.
Her blue garments unloose small bats and owls.
How I would like to believe in tenderness —

The face of the effigy, gentled by candles,

Bending, on me in particular, its mild eyes.
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JIYHA 1 TUCC

ITo ceer paccyaka. Kocmuveckuit. Tony6oit.

UepHble AepeBbA PACCyAKa 3aJIMThl XOJI0AHOM cyAbboil.
TpaBel, cnaras CBOM ropecTm K MOMM HOTaM,

Koot sofpikku, NOKJOHSAIOTCA MHE, KaK CBOUM Horam.
IlbiMHBle, NbAHAILINE HCTIAPEHUS THLIHHDI

OT MOero HeHaJI€>KHOTO JI0Ma OTAEJIEHbI

Tonbko NoNOCKaMH HAATPOGHBIX KaMHel, OXHA APYroil HHUXe,
I'me BbIXOX OTCIOAA, YTO 6yAeT 3a HUM — 5 IIPOCTO He BHUXKY...

Jlyna — He aBeps, ITO JHILO.

TopecTtHoe, TpeBoXxHOE, 6enoe...

Jlyna yrackuBaeT Mope, CIIOKOI{HO CBOE YepHOe JeJo AeJias,
U port eé kak Gesnagexuoe «O».

A auBy TYT.

Konokona, notpsicass Hebo mo BockpeceHbAM —
BoceMpb orpoMHbIX A3bikoB (a s ogHal) —
IBaxxasl B genb o6baBasor o Bockpecensbe,

U nenoBUTO BBHI3BAaHMBAIOT CBOM UMEHA.

T'oTHyecknil THCC OCTPO IJIAAMT B BHILIMHY.

Barnsaa, no HeMy ckoJsib3s, 0O6HapY>KHBaeT JIyHY.

Mauexa Mos JyHa,

Ona He Mapwus, oHa He GBIBaET HEXKHa,

JleTyunx Mblliell ¥ cOB BHIMYCKAIOT €€ rony6ble oaexabl,
Kak 6b1 x0Tes0ch MHE OTBEPHYTBCA OT HUX — K HEXHOCTH
Jluua Ha dpecke, cMaryeHHoro kojebaHbeM cBedei,

JIuua, CKIOHAIOLIEro KO MHE B30p KPOTKUX oueif.
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I have fallen a long way. Clouds are flowering

Blue and mystical over the face of the stars.

Inside the church, the saints will be all blue,

Floating on their delicate feet over the cold pews,

Their hands and faces stiff with holiness.

The moon sees nothing of this. She is bald and wild.

And the message of the yew tree is blackness—blackness

and silence.
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51, HaBepHoe, cBanMIach OTTyAa. [e 3Béaapl. Maganexa.
[ony6bIM ¥ TaHHCTBEHHBIM CBETOM LBETYT obJaka.

TyT B lepkBH CBATHIE XOJ0AHO-HEBECOMBI TNIPH CBETE JIYHBI,
Hx pykd M JMIA OT CBATOCTH 3aKOCTEHEJH,

ckaMeilKyd BHHU3Y XOJIOAHBI.

JlyHa cioxa He TASIHUT,

[IycTbiHHAA B nycToTe.

U ticc TBepauT

Tonbko o MoOYAaHHH K YE€PHOTE.
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MIRROR

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.
Whatever [ see I swallow immediately

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.

I am not cruel, only truthful—

The eye of a little god, four-cornered.

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long
I think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers.

Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,

Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.

I am important to her. She comes and goes.

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old
woman

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.
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3EPKAJIO

51 TouHoe u cepebpucroe,
H He 3HAlO0, YTO 3HAYMT NPEAB3ATOE
MHeHbe. Hu J1060BbI0, HU OTBpalieHbeM
HHUYETO HE 3aMYTHMB,
Bce, 4To BHXY — HEMe[JIeHHO NPOLIATHIBAIO,
Moit B3r/A4 He XecTok: OH MPOCTO NpaBAMB.

$1 rnas npsAMoyroJsbHOro MajleHbKOro 6osKa.
IToutu BCe Bpems
NPOTHUBONOJIOXKHASA CTEHA B MEHS TIAAUTCA.
OHa B PO30BBIX MATHAX.
S monro cMoTpio Ha Heé, moka
CreHna He nokaxeTtcsi MHe
Moeil co6CTBEHHOM AYLIN YacTHIlEH.
Ho nopoit otaesnsior eé oT MeHs TO TEMHOTa, TO JIMLA.

U BoT 8 — o3epo. HakyionsieTcs »xeHIIMHA Haflo MHOM.
OHa MI1IeT CBOK CYIIHOCTb B MOel IyOuHe,
A NOTOM OTBOpaYMBAaETCA K 3THM JIrYHaM,
K CBEYKaM HJIH K JIYHE.
Ho ¥ TyT 51 YecTHO OTpaxkaio eé,
MOBEPHYTYIO KO MHe CIHHOM.
HepBHbIMH >kecTaMM M cJle3aMHM OHa HarpakAaeT MeHS,
[ns Heé Takx MHOTO s 3Ha4y —
TO NMPHUXOAUT OHA, TO YXOAHT,
Eé nuMno cMeHsieT TEeMHOTY B caMOM Havane AHA.

Ona Bo MHe yToNnMJa AEBYLIKY, M CTapyXa,

€ Ka)KIbIM JHEM Bce siCHEi,
BroinsbiBaer Tenepb U3 MeHs,

Kak sxyTkas ppibuHa — mpsaMo K Hei.
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CROSSING THE WATER

Black lake, black boat, two black, cut-paper people.
Where do the black trees go that drink here?

Their shadows must cover Canada.

A little light is filtering from the water flowers.
Their leaves do not wish us to hurry:

They are round and flat and full of dark advice.

Cold worlds shake from the oar.
The spirit of blackness is in us, it is in the fishes.
A snag is lifting a valedictory, pale hand;

Stars open among the lilies.
Are you not blinded by such expressionless sirens?

This is the silence of astounded souls.
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YEPE3 O3EPO

YepHoe o3epo. YepHas Joaka.

Hamm aBa cuiyara

Boipe3anbl u3 yepHoil Hymaru.

YepHble fepeBbs NbIOT Ha XOAY M3 3TOrO
Ogsepa.. x Tenu — yxe B Kanane.

Jlerkuit cBeT COYMTCA U3 GesIbIX KYBUIMHOK.
KpyrJible 1uCTbs NOJHB HEBHATHOTO CMBICIA,
WM He xodeTcs, YTOOB Mbl CNEIINIH —

W MbI noabiMaeM Béca,

C Becia sieastHble MJIaHeTHI

CkaTbIBalOTCA HEU3BECTHO KYyAa...

Zyx 4epHOTBI M B Hac, ¥ B pbibax, U B 3TOif
Kopsre, xoTopas npomaeTcs HaBceraa...

Mexay kyBUIMHKaMH

PacnaxuBaioTcs 3Be3fbl.

He ocnen an tH

OT CBEYEHbs1 ITUX MOJHALIMX PyCAJIOK,

3TUX AYILI, H3YMJIEHHBIX HAalleCTBHEM TEMHOTHI?
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BY CANDLELIGHT

This is winter, this is night, small love —

A sort of black horsehair,

A rough, dumb country stuff

Steeled with the sheen

Of what green stars can make it to our gate.
I hold you on my arm.

It is very late.

The dull bells tongue the hour.

The mirror floats us at one candle power.

This is the fluid in which we meet each other,
This haloey radiance that seems to breathe
And lets our shadows wither

Only to blow

Them huge again, violent giants on the wall.
One match scratch makes you real.

At first the candle will not bloom at all—

It snuffs its bud

To almost nothing, to a dull blue dud.
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CBEYA HA CTOIVIE...

Hous, 3uma. Hu ckpuna, Hu rosoca.
B mepeBeHckoM DOMMIIIKe

Th1 nexuub Ha Moeii pyke,

A AMBaHYHK XXECTKHU U rpy6siii,
Bpoxe 6b1 13 koHCKOrO BosOCa.

Msl ¢ To6010 OCBElIEeHbI

PaccesHHBIM CBETOM CTaJIbHBIM,
JIbloT ero 3esieHble 3Be3/bI,

Ho oT HHX elIé ryure Mria...
MoHOTOHHBIE KONOKOJIA

[ToBTOpAIOT HaM: «MO3JHO, MO3HO...»
U cBeya — oAHa Ha cTONIE —

Hac 3atsaruBaer B 3epkaja.

B cBeTe 3THX Teky4MX OrHeil

Mbe1 fpyT Apyra HaXxoAHUM ONATH,
CyMpak JOblIIMT — CBETJIeli, TEMHeEIH,
YT06bl HAIIUM TEHSAM YBATS,
Bapyr on cHoBa pasgyeT HX,

U orpomubie Ha cTeHe

ITNAWyT TEHH THTAHTOB YYXKHMX

d HesAcHbIX... Ho ctouT MHe
UHpKHYTb CIMYKOH pa3 MJIM ABA —
PacupeTaet 6yTOH CBEYM

OT HMYTO IO enBa-eABa...
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I hold my breath until you creak to life,
Balled hedgehog,

Small and cross. The yellow knife
Grows tall. You clutch your bars.

My singing makes you roar.

I rock you like a boat

Across the Indian carpet, the cold floor,
While the brass man

Kneels, back bent, as best he can

Hefting his white pillar with the light

That keeps the sky at bay,

The sack of black! It is everywhere, tight, tight!
He is yours, the little brassy Atlas—

Poor heirloom, all you have,

At his heels a pile of five brass cannonballs,

No child, no wife.

Five balls! Five bright brass balls!

To juggle with, my love, when the sky falls.
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3agepxu AbixaHbe, MOTYH!

BoOT TBI CHOBa peasbHBIM, Thl OXHJI,
HenoBonbHblil cBepHYBIIHHCSA exuk!
B 3epkasiax xKeJTbIX JI€3BHH JIYYH...
B yHHCOH ¢ neHbeM MOMM

U TBOE ropJio peIYHT,

S xak noaka Tebs kavaio...

Hawe Mope — mHaniickuii koBep,
Ha moay xonoaHoM, JomarToM.

BpoH30BBIil NOACBEYHHK — aTJIAHT
Ha cTone npurHysica B MOJ4aHbe.
Benad konoHHa cBeww

Ha nneyax y Hero TopyHur,

Eé kanuTesnp kak niamsa —

3Hauut He6O He YMaJET...

Kpenue, kpenye MeHsi COXMH,

He otaait Mens TeMHoOTe.

Iycts oH HEGO yAEpKHUT, TOT
Bpon3oBbiit ManenbkHi, U

[IaTe n1apoB y HEro moJ HOraMH.
Bot u Bcé mocTosiHbe TBOE.

Hu pebetika y Te6s, HU XKeHBI...
[IaTh wWapoB — 3a4eM OHHU HYXKHBI?
Al Bor:

YT06 >KOHIJIHPOBATH 3TUMH ILAPAMM,
Korna cseua moroput u He60CBOA yNageéT...
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THE COURIERS

The word of a snail on the plate of a leaf?

It is not mine. Do not accept it.

Acetic acid in a sealed tin?
Do not accept it. It is not genuine.

A ring of gold with the sun in it?
Lies. Lies and a grief.

Frost on a leaf, the immaculate
Cauldron, talking and crackling

All to itself on the top of each
Of nine black Alps.

A disturbance in mirrors,
The sea shattering its gray one—

Love, love, my season.
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ITOYTA

Yautoube ci0Bo Ha 6oae JucTa?
ITO He OT MEHS.
He npunnmait. 3a6yab 06 aToM B3zope.

Ykcyc B 3ane4yaTaHHON 6yThLIKE?
U sT0 He npuHKMMail — danbmubkal

30J10TOE KOJIbIIO U COMHIIE B HEM?
A 3to — noxs. Jloxb H rope.

MHe#t Ha JuCTe YHCT.
Korenok o 4ém-to 6ypyuTt

Cebe nop Hoc, Ha KaXXAOH
U3 pessarm rop... la —

3epkasia BCTPEBOXKEHDI, CMeIlleHbl OTPaXKeHbs,
U mope — Bxapebe3ru cBoii cepbiil L[BeT...

Jlio6oBs, M1060BL, — MOE BpeMs rofa.
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MARY’S SONG

The Sunday lamb cracks in its fat.
The fat
Sacrifices its opacity. . . .

A window, holy gold.
The fire makes it precious,
The same fire

Melting the tallow heretics,
Ousting the Jews.
Their thick palls float

Over the cicatrix of Poland, burnt-out
Germany.
They do not die.

Gray birds obsess my heart,
Mouth-ash, ash of eye.
They settle. On the high

Precipice
That emptied one man into space
The ovens glowed like heavens, incandescent.

It is a heart,
This holocaust I walk in,
O golden child the world will kill and eat.

74



TIECHS MAPUU

ITacxanbHblit ATHEHOK MOTPECKHBAET B XKHPY,
JKepTBenHblit xHp BCE nMpo3payHee Ha XKapy...

OxhHo —

ConneyHoe OKHO —

CoTtBopeHoO

TeM ke orHEM.

Brennrie epeTHKH CropaioT B HEM,
U Betep ero pasaysaer,

Cnysaer eBpeesB...

Ux omexapl mHpokue B Hebe peloT
Han uspybrennoii [Tonbuei,
Han coxokennoit [epmanuei...
JletaT u He ymupalor.

Crau

[leneabHBIX NTULl MHE CEpPALE TEP3alOT.
[lenen B riasax,

U pot Mol 3a6UT nenyioM.

OTH NTHIBI CAAATCH Yy CaMoro kpas

Beaanwi,
KoTtopas BbIkKMHY/2 B POCTPAHCTBO
Bcero oaxoro yenoseka...

[leun,
Packanennble, kak HeGOCBOA.

Cepaue —

ITo HeMy s cTymaio u 3Halo,
Y10 conHeYyHOro MJyajgeHa
Mup yObéT U CONKPET...
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THE MUNICH MANNEQUINS

Perfection is terrible, it cannot have children.
Cold as snow breath, it tamps the womb

Where the yew trees blow like hydras,
The tree of life and the tree of life

Unloosing their moons, month after month, to no purpose.
The blood flood is the flood of love,

The absolute sacrifice.
It means: no more idols but me,

Me and you.
So, in their sulfur loveliness, in their smiles

These mannequins lean tonight
In Munich, morgue between Paris and Rome,

Naked and bald in their furs,
Orange lollies on silver sticks,

Intolerable, without mind.
The snow drops its pieces of darkness,

Nobody’s about. In the hotels
Hands will be opening doors and setting
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MIOHXEHCKUE MAHEKEHDBI

CosepuieHcTBO XxyTKo: OHO Gecnnoaso —
CHeXHBIM JbIXaHbeM 3a6UTbl yTH POXAEHBA.

ExBa otpactarorT nober THCCoB,
X TyT e Cpe3aioT, KaK roJIoBbl IHAPBI.

Ho mecsn 3a MecsitieM, nober 3a noberom —
TonKaloT COKM MOTOK beclenbHbIH,

[BuxeHbe KPOBH — JIIOOBH ABMIKEHbE.
U tpebyet xeptBbl. CoBceM He30rnsaaHoil.

Her Mon, kpome MeHs, kymHpoB!
Tol u 21... ManekeHbl B BATPHHAX

JKenrtoaeneHoro, cepHoro 1BeTa.
Tena 3acTblyi¥ B HeJENbIX M03aX...

Hx sakosgoBaHHbIE YIBIOKH...
Mionxen? Mopr Mex Ilapuxkem u Pumom.

Tosble, nbicbie MaHEKEHBI
(MexaMu exBa HaroTa NpHKpbITa).

P>xaBb JleIeHIIOB Ha XPOMOBBIX MajlKaX —
HesbinocuMa. bea TeHn MbiciaH.
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Down shoes for a polish of carbon

Into which broad toes will go tomorrow.

O the domesticity of these windows,

The baby lace, the green-leaved confectionery,

The thick Germans slumbering in their bottomless Stolz.
And the black phones on hooks

Glittering

Glittering and digesting

Voicelessness. The snow has no voice.
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TeMa CBINJIETCA [AE-TO MEXAY CHEXHUHOK.
U Hukoro Bokpyr. A B oTensx

Hosro emé 6yayT YbH-TO PyKH
3a ABepb BHICTABJATh HalIMaKM — MOYMCTHTD,

U yTpoM B HEX LIMpOYEHHbIE HOTH...
A XH3Hb B IOMaX — 3aHaBeCKH, OKHa,

pr)KaB‘lHKH AEeTCKHE, Ja NMEYEHDbE...
Becombie HeMItbl HanbBILIEHHO APBHIXHYT.

Hx yepHbie TenecoHbl Ha cTeHKax
MpayHo cBepkaloT H NepeBapHBalOT

Besronococts.

CHer Benp Bceraa 6eaany1{eH.
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MYSTIC

The air is a mill of hooks—

Questions without answer,

Glittering and drunk as flies

Whose kiss stings unbearably 7

In the fetid wombs of black air under pines in summer.

I remember

The dead smell of sun on wood cabins,

The stiffness of sails, the long salt winding sheets.
Once one has seen God, what is the remedy?

Once one has been seized up

Without a part left over,

Not a toe, not a finger, and used,

Used utterly, in the sun’s conflagrations, the stains
That lengthen from ancient cathedrals

What is the remedy?

The pill of the Communion tablet,

The walking beside still water? Memory?
Or picking up the bright pieces

Of Christ in the faces of rodents,

The tame flower-nibblers, the ones
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MUCTHUYECKOE

Boaayx ¢abpuxyer kprouku.

Bomnpocsl. Y Bce — 6e3 oTBeTOB.

Baectawue, npsnble, Kak MyXH,

I[louenyn KOTOPBIX XKaNAT HEBRIHOCHMO

B rny6uHax 4epHOro BO3fyXa IIOA COCHAMH JIETOM.

51 noMHI0

MepTBbiit 3amax cosHIa B AOIIATBIX KalOTaX,
XecTkocTh mapycoB —

CoJieHblX, JIHHHBIX, HATAHYTBIX POCTbIHb...

Ecnu xotb pa3s Tel yBuaen bBora —

Bcé, uTo noToM — yxke HeM3JEeYHMO.

Ecnu Tebs BOT Tak, LeAMKOM 3aXBaTHJIO, — IPOCTO

Tak, 4YTo He ocTaJoCh HH KDOXH;

Hy yem uaneyuTscs,

Ecnu Ha acanbre y cobopoB crapbix
Nasenn Tebsa, yronuau

B cosHe4yHBIX MHOTOUBETHBIX MOXapax?

Yro — nekapctBo? Obnatka npudacTus?
Unn nporysnka

Baoabr T™Mxoit Boabl?

Wnn npocro namaTs?

W yeptet Xpucra, no oauot,
BricMoTpeTs B JMLIax moJieBhIX 3BepIOLIEK,
IToyTH py4HBIX, MUTAIOWIMXCA L[BETAMH?
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Whose hopes are so low they are comfortable—
The humpback in his small, washed cottage
Under the spokes of the clematis.

Is there no great love, only tenderness?

Does the sea

Remember the walker upon it?

Meaning leaks from the molecules.

The chimneys of the city breathe, the window sweats,
The children leap in their cots.

The sun blooms, it is a geranium.

The heart has not stopped.
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Tak Mabl HX Hafex#abl, YTO UM YIOTHO,
Kak rHoMy, B ero yMbITOM ZOMHILKE
IMox nucresimMu BbioHKOB. Ho Toraa
3HauuT — He GbiBaeT JIOGBH, a TOJNLKO HEXKHOCT...
A kax xxe — mMope? Viau Bce-TakM XOTb BoAa

Iomuut Toro, kTo mo Heli xoAHA?
Ho kaxcgas Mosnekysa npoTekaer...
[TamaTb BuiTEKNA.

Tpy6sl ropoaa ABIIIAT, MOTEET OKHO.
JIletn 6apaxTaloTcA B KpPOBaTKaXx.

A conHUe — TOJIBKO LBETOK repaHM.

A cepaue?
Bean Bcé-Taku He ocTaHOBHUJIOCH OHO!
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WORDS

Axes

After whose stroke the wood rings,
And the echoes! Echoes traveling
Off from the center like horses.

The sap

Wells like tears, like the
Water striving

To re-establish its mirror
Over the rock

That drops and turns,
A white skull,
Eaten by weedy greens.

Years later 1
Encounter them on the road—

Words dry and riderless,

The indefatigable hoof-taps.

While

From the bottom of the pool, fixed stars
Govern a life.



CJIOBA

Y mapnt

TonopoB — u AepeBbst 3BEHAT BCE CHJIbHEI.
IJXO0 3a 3XOM —

Pa36eraerca B CTOPOHBI TOMOT KOHEM,

Cok coceH — Kak CJIe3bl,

OH XJieleT y>ke BOAOIAIOM,
YTo6B! 03€pO CKPHIJIO CKaJIBI,
U cHoBa 3epkanoMm crano.

A panoM —

Benpiii yepen xorgaTomHel *#H3HU.
3enéHbIMI COpHSIKaMU
Ero 3anneraer Tpasa...

UYepe3 rogsl H roabt
Ha nopore BcTpeyalo BCE Te ke CJIOBa,

Ho ouu nocrapenu...

Bpone Tak ke komelTa CTy4ar,

U pasnocHTCA TONOT, COBCEM KAaK TOTAA...
A Ha caMoM Jenie

ITy >KM3Hb HANPaBJAIOT

Henoasuxabie 3Be3Abl CO AHA MpyZa.
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CONTUSION

Color floods to the spot, dull purple.
The rest of the body is all washed out,
The color of pearl.

In a pit of rock
The sea sucks obsessively,
One hollow the whole sea’s pivot.

The size of a fly,
The doom mark
Crawls down the wall.

The heart shuts,

The sea slides back,
The mirrors are sheeted.
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CHHAK

CuHeBa NPHJIMBAET K JIMJIOBOMY NATHY.
OcranbHoe Teno
MoOHOTOHHO-XkEeMYY>KHO.

Mope BTATUBaeTcA, BEPTACH OTOJTENO,
CkBO3b IBIPY B CKaje
U omepxuMo BBINJIEBbIBAETCA — He HYKHO.

3HameHbe CyabObI
ITo cTeHe cnonsno,
Kak Myxa menxoe,

Cepaue cxanoch.

Mope oTtnmo.
3aBeuieHo 3epkao...
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ITOCJIECJIOBUE

Jaen Kaccean

Hocud Bpoacknit cuntan Cuassuio [lnat oanum m3 myynmx
aHrI0A3bIYHBIX N03TOB 20 Beka. [IpaKTHYeckH TOJBKO NO3ITOMY ee
HMSI CTAJIO H3BECTHO PYCCKOMY YHTaTes0. XOTA MO-PYCCKH €€ CTH-
XM M MeJIbKATH B aHTOJIOTHAX, a NOTOM BbIWIa M kiura. Ho mMHe
KaxeTcs, 4To no33uio CuwibBuM [1naT elte He NPO4JIH M He OLEHH-
JIM MO-HACTOsALLEMY He Tolbko B PoccHM, HO M B CTPaHaX aHIJIM-
CKOTO sI3bIKa, rae ee 3acaoHmn Tex Xbio3, ee My>x — I03T, Ha MO
BarAasn, 6oaee cnabulit, Bo BcsikoM ciydae, 6osee obbrunbiit. Koraa-
TO He4To NoRoGHoe Npousolwto ¢ AxmaToBoii u ['ymuneBeiM. EcTs
CXOACTBO B 3THX ABYX Napax: M Pa3HMLA TaJaHTOB, KOTAA XKEHLIH-
Ha — KyZa 3HayMTeJbHee MO3T, YeM eé MyX, U TO, YTO NPU ITOM
MY>K NpeTeHAyeT Kakoe-To BPeMs Ha PoJib YYHTes.

CunbBus Inat nucana scero cems Jiet, ¢ 1956 mo 1963 r. Ho
B MOJHOM cobpaHuu ee cTuXoB — M3A. 1992 roga — 224 cTuxoT-
BOpEHHUs1 B ocHOBHOM kopmnyce kHurd! (M ewe c nmoscotHm pau-
HHUX, <IOHOLIECKMX» CTHXOB.)

Ewe 6yayuyu acnupantkoii B Kembpumxe, B uioHe 1956 r.,
OHa BHIILTa 3aMyx 3a Teza Xblo3a, Torla ToXke HauMHAIOIIETO
no3ta. JKuiu oHu To B AHIJIHM, TO B AMEpHKe, NOpo# npemnoja-
BUIH B YHMBEpPCHTeTe, NMOPOH XMJIM Ha JUTEpaTypHble CTHIEH-
ZIMH, MM ellle NOo-BcskoMy moapabatbisany. BroaHe ecrecTsen-
Hast )KM3Hb JUIA JIIOA€H, KOTOPHIM MCIIOJHUJIOCHh ABaALIATh B cepe-
anHe 50-x rofoB. ITOMY MOKOJIEHHIO YAAT0Ch MPOXKHUTh IOHOCTD,
MOJIHYI0 Pa3sHOOGPa3HBIX Hafiexk/, KOrAa Kasaioch, YTO CYACTIH-
Bas OCMBIC/IEHHasA XH3Hb — BOT OHa, TOJIbKO PYKY MPOTAHH...
xoraa y CunbBun Ilnat yutaeus cTHXM 06 apTHCTHYECKOH KOJIO-
HHM B S1aK0, ocTPO YyBCTBYelb 3Ty IOHOCTb, NMOJHYIO HANEMXA,
3Ty NMOBCEAHEBHYIO paJocThb. B cTHXax y Hee ecTb ellle OHa «CTPaH-
HOCTB»: B HMX BCe BPeMs CJBILINTCA coOyYacTHHMK-cobecennnk. U
3TOT COYYaCTHHK-cobeceAHHK — Bceraa ee Myx Ten Xbloa.
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Onu paszouriuces B KoHue 1962 roga. A B Havase 1963-ro
Cunnsusa Il1at nokonynna c coboit.

Mue He xouetcs noapobuee ropoputh 0 6uorpacdun CuabBuH
IInat. Ona B ee cruxax. [locse uTeHHsA HMX C HeM3OEKHOCTHIO
BO3HHKaeT oLIylueHHe 6M3K0ro THYHOTO 3HAKOMCTBA.

TorykxoM A/151 3T0# KHMIH NOCITYXHJIO XkeslaHWe Bacwinsa Berakn
nepefiesiaTh HECKOJIbKO CBOMX CTaphiX NePeBOJIOB, CAENAHHBIX IOYTH
ABajLATh JleT Ha3aj Mo 3aKa3y peAaKTOpa JIMTepaTypHbIX Nepesay
Bu-6u-cu piis papvonepenayu o CunsBuu Ilnar. [TepeBoast 6b1am
CIIeJIaHBl TeM CaMBIM «PYCCKMM BepaIMGPOM», KOTOPHIIf, Kak IPaBHJIO,
U €CTb <«I1p03a, 1a M AyPHAasi», ¥ NI03TOMY HUKAK He riepelaBaiy obas-
HUA ¥ KOJLAOBCTBA NOMIMHHUKA, XOTA U M3 HMX Obla BUIHA KpaitHsas
neoberaHocTb C.I1nat. Y BoT no npoiectBuu BpeMeHu B.Beraxu 3a-
XOTeJIOCh 3TH HECKOJIbKO CTapbIX MePEBOIOB NepeleiaTh Mo COBCEM
MHOMY NPHMHLMITY. A B pe3yJIbTaTe NMOJIy4HIach Lieslast KHUKA.

Bcro ocens 1999-ro mbi ¢ beraku untanu CwibBuio [1nat, u Bce
6oJblite TOrpy>Kanuch, Bce Gosbiue Bobasnuch B Hee. Ceiiuac MHe
KaXeTCsl, YTO 3TO — OJHO M3 IJIABHBIX COOBITHIA, MPON30ILEALTHX CO
MHOH TOM oceHblo. 51 coBeplLIeHHO CXXMJIACh C ee Mo3a3ueit. B Hee
BXO/JHIIL TIOCTENIEHHO, M YeM 6oibllie YMTaelllb, TeM GoJIblie He OTO-
PBATBCA: MEPETUCTHIBAI0 KHUTY, M O KaXKIOM CTHXOTBODEHMM XO4ET-
€51 YTO-TO CKA3aTh...

Bot «Wuthering heights» — npoayTtsie BeTpoM itopkiunpckue
X0MBI. 1 HanMcata 3TH HECKOJILKO CJIOB, a Tepe] [J1a3aMH — XOJIMBI
Ha 3aKaTe, 0XXaTyif, yBUIeHHBIE OTKY/a-TO CBEDXY, TPO3PaYHEIii BO3-
ZyX, Cyxas TpaBa. MHe ye aToro He 3a6BITb, KAK MY3bIKAJIbHYIO
¢bpasy, ¢ KOTOPO# CPOAHWICA ¥ KOTOPYIO MOXHO BRI3BaTh U3 MAMATH
B yo60e MrHoBeHMe. M BOT M3 3THX XOJIMOB B Bepecke pacTeT Bce-
JIEHCKOCTb, FAIAKTHYHOCTh, HO CAMH XOJIMbI OCTAIOTCS XUBLIMH, Ha-
CTOALIMMH, OYeHb JIOOMMBIMH, KaK JI0OMMO J1060€ MTHOBEHBE, O
KOTOPOM OHa nuureT. Boo6ie oHa U3 OCHOBHBIX CYLLIHOCTEH «I0-
33HM BooOlle» BhIpaKeHa y Hee NpefebHo, Beé y Heé — «OcTaHo-
BHCb, MTHOBeHbe». CTpax He 3aNOMHMTB, He YHecTH ¢ coboit, B cebe.
CTpax HecylecTBOBaHMS, MPEOIOIEHHAIH 3TOi OCTAHOBKOI MIHOBE-
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Hus. [Nei3aoku, neiizaxm... A yepe3 HUX yTBepxeHHe COOCTBEHHOro
CYIIECTBOBAaHHA, HACTOEHHOTO Ha ocTpeitiueit 1068u k Mupy. Pen-
Yaiflias cnocobHOCTh k GeccMepTHIO Yepe3 YBHAECHHOE, K BEYHOCTH —
yepe3 MrHoBeHbe. Bot st Boaspaiatocs k «Wuthering heights». Xon-
MBI, 3aKaT — M YYBCTBO, YTO CTOMT Jiedb B 3TOT BEPECK, H HE BCTa-
Hellb, COJIbelbesi ¢ HUM GesibIMU KocToukaMu. U M3 kaxkaoit yxu
[AAOMT BedHoCcThb. [IoTOM TeMHeeT, ¥ OTHHU B IOJIMHAX — MeJSKH Ha
yepHOM 6apXaTHOM JHe KoLue/bka BeesleHHOM. Y 3Beazinl Belb ToXe
Me[AKH B 3TOM KOLLIEJIbKe.

U yxe B IpyroM CTUXOTBOPEHMH — BeYepPHHit CBET Ha XOJIMaxX —
cBeT ['paans. Y HY Karuii HanblEHHOCTH WIH MPHIIOAHATOCTH, ITPO-
CTO peyaiflliasi MHTUMHOCTD. 30JI0TOI HEMOABHKHbIi ABTYCT — OIATh
A BIDKY 3TOT CTEIJIAHHBIIA Kynos He6a, 3TO 30/10TO HEABMKHOTO CBe-
Ta. Ul HasniBaeTca cTuxoTBopeHue — «Muzac». ['peveckmii Laps Bce
npespauian B 3010710, Cunssus [Lnat — B cTuxm.

Bort cTpanHoe YyBCTBO: Y Hee 04€Hb MHOTO TPAarHYECKHX CTUXOB.
OvyeHb MHOTO O CMEDPTH; M BOT, IPX BCEM MPH 3TOM, OHa JUISi MEHA —
HeBePOATHO IAPMOHMYHBII N103T. Bee, 4ero oHa KOCHy1ach, IIPOHM3aHO
Mo6oBbio. OHa nmuueT 0 crapoM GabyILIKMHOM AOMe, Ha KOTOPBIA Ha-
BAJIMBAETCs «MOpe HEPALILTMBOEY, TOBOPHT, KAK ZI0CTaeT OHa JitoboBb
Y3 3THX KaMHeil, ¥ BO3HMKAET Breyat/IeHue, YTO OHa BOOOLIIEe OTOBCIO-
Ay foctaeT mo6oBb. Eit yaaloTcs cTuxy 1 0 «keHckoii 6orafesbHes, u
0 JKEHU[MHAX, YHHSALIMX CETH B KPOLIEYHOM MPUMOPCKOM TOPOAKe
HoBoit AHI/IMM... A KOT/I2 YMTa€elb 3TO CTAXOTBOPEHHE O phifaykax,
COBepILIEHHO eCTECTBEHHOE, 6e3 KAILIM BHICIPEHHOCTH, TO BAPYT OKa-
3bIBAETCH, YTO HKEHILMHEI 3TH — AHTHYHbIE TapKK. MOTHB poKa BO3HM-
KaeT 3a TekcToM. U TyT, HaBepHo, SIPKo MPOsBJISETCS OAHA U3 0COGeH-
HocTeit CiwibBuH [11aT — MocTossiHHOE YKPYNHEHHe U OCMBICTEHHE
nosceateBHocTH. B Mype CrbBun [11aT BCé yBHIAEHHOE 3HAYMTEb-
Ho: mo6as KApTHHa CTAHOBUTCST HOBOI K1eTKOi AnyHocTH. U caMbit
60JIBLION CTPaX — NOTEPATB, He YCIIETh BIIUTATb YOEralolLylo KapTHHY.
3abbIToe YMHpaeT, a BMecTe C 3a0bITHIM YMUPaeLth U Tht caM. OcTpoTa
BOCTIPHSATHS KXKIOTO MTHOBEHUA ¥ KAKIOTO BIieYaT/IeH!s — rapaH-
THSA CAMOTO CYLIECTBOBAaHMA 1109Ta, OATBEPXAeHUE ORITHS JTMYHOCTH.

CoBepliIeHHO YAMBHTETBHO, CKOJIBKO Pa3HEIX, C TPYAOM COBMeC-
THMBIX JINTEDATYPHBIX PEMHHUCLIEHLIMIA BRISBIBAET Y PYCCKOTO YUTa-
TeJIst ee M1033NA.
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INacTepHaKOBCKMI MaHTEH3M — 3TOT MHP, B KOTOPOM A€PeBbs
paBHO3Ha4Hbl YeJOBEKY, B KOTODOM y JPEBHMX 3aMIIEBIX KaM-
He#l ecTb Aylua, TPHTOM He POMaHTHYeckas, He ajl/leropHyecKas.
IIpocto Hanuuue Aywd y KaMHeWd, y JAepeBbeB CTOJb Xe ecTe-
CTBEHHO, KaK M y Hac. U coBeplieHHO ecTECTBEHHO CTPEMHTBCS K
TOMY, YTOOBI Z€peBbs NMPHUHAMHU Tebs B CBOIT KpPYT, MOHSAJIH.

A 6eaynepxHocTb ee MeTacdop H, OPOii, pUTMHYECKA TKAHDb
— TAHYT K MaskoBcKoMy.

J{HEBHMKOBOCTb KK/JIOTO ONMCAHHOTO MHTA, TIOCTOSTHHOE, eXe-
CEKYH/IHOe OCMbIC/IeHMe MHDa, pedleKCHs M MOoJHOe OTCYTCTBHE
KOTypHOB HanoMuHawT o Bpoackom. Tak e, kak Bpoackoro,
TOPOIIMBLIE DUTMbI Beka He BelyT ee 3a co6oit, a HA060pOT — BHI-
3bIBAIOT XeJlaHWe YPaBHOBECHTb MX MeAJIEHHO Jbioleica Me-
JUTaTHBHOM U B TO Xe BpeMs NMpejejbHO HANPS>KeHHOI CTHXHeH
CTHXOTBOpHOro motoka. CTHXH ee — TOXe CIUIOLIHOM INOTOK, M
KOTZla YMTaellb UX MOAPAM, BO3HMKAeT ollyllleHHe oyeHb HHTUM-
HOTO 3HAKOMCTBA C ABTOPOM.

MtHe kaxceTcsi, NepeBoOfibl B 3TOM COOPHMKE 04eHb YAAIMCH, 1
CunbBus [11aT BOIHUKIIA NMO-PYCCKH YAMBHTENBHO LIEJIbHBIM TIO-
3ToM. Tak ecTecTBEHHO BOHAYT B PYCCKYIO M033MI0 CThIHYIIHE HA
BeTpy 6peToHckHe 61MHbI, HCCHHA-YEPHBIE SITOALI €XEBUKH, a 3a
HHMH CBEpKalolliee Mope, eJie CJBIUHBIN CpefH BOASHBIX JHIHUH
TLIECK BeceJl HA COBEPIIEHHO HEMOABHXKHOM O3€epe...

U B 3aKutioyeHne — 0 TOM KAaKOB B NiepeBoAaX MPHMHLUMI Nepe-
Jlauyu aBTOPCKOH CTHXOBO# MaHepbl.

3a peayaHIIMMHM UCKIIOYEHHAMH, KaK MOXKHO YTBEpXKJaTh 10
onbity yxe Bcero XX Beka, pycckuil BepauOp B YHCTOM BHAe
(T.e. u 6e3 pudM, ¥ 6e3 pUTMHYECKOTO YepeNOBAHNA yAapeHHit)
ne cocmosaca. Kak npasuic, Bepaubpom cuuTtaeTcs y Hac (da M
Ha Jle/le OKa3bIBaeTCs) MHBEpCHPOBaHHAA 6e3 NPUYMH MPo3a, Ha-
pesaHHas Ha CTPOKHM (MPHMYEM Yallle BCEro oTpe3aloT MPOCTO MO
KOHLaM ¢pa3).

TIpuuIesumii K HaM C NEPEBOiaMH, 3TOT «BepAHOD» CTaJl B lilec-
THAECATBIX FOaX NOABJATHCA M B OPUTHHAJIBHOIM PYCCKOM 1033HUH,
XOTA HUYero He TOJIbKO 3HaYMTeAbHOr0, HO M NPOCTO XOPOLIEro He
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a1 (HeCKOJIbKO PeIKMX YAABIIMXCA MOMBITOK Bepanbpa elle B Ha-
Yaje BeKa, B TOM YHUCJIE ¥ TPH-4eThIpe CTUXOTBOPEHUS BCeria Iy-
60k0 MestomyHoro A.Bioka MoXHO TYT M He CYMTATD).

Ipou3ouno Bce 3TO MOTOMY, YTO HEKPUTHYECKHUI MOAXOA CO
CTOPOHBI MHOTHX TePeBOAYHKOB MO33NM K IAyOMHHellLeMy pa3-
JIMYHIO MEXAY AHTJIMHCKHM M PYCCKMM CTHXOM M Booblie Mexay
CaMHMMH A3bIKAMH T03BOJIMJ OYeHb BHelllHee KOMMpoBaHMe ¢Hop-
MBI, Mo-pyccku obepHyBLueiics 6ecdropMenHocTblo. DTa becdop-
MEHHOCTb BCJlel 32 NIepeBOAaMH IONbITalach 060CHOBATLCSA M B
OPUIMHAILHOM pycckoM cTuxe. (CM. c6ophuk «Bpems Hkc. Co-
BpeMeHHBIi1 pyccKHil cBoboanblit cTx». M., 1989, B KoTOpOM He
CTY4aiHO, BHIMMO, H3 TIOYTH IBALATH ABTOPOB HET HH O{HOTO MAJIO-
MaJIbCKH H3BECTHOIO MMEHH.)

T'oBopst ke 06 aHrMitckoM Bepanbpe, MBI Yaile BCero 3abbl-
BaeM, YTO OTCYTCTBME Pe3KO OLIYyTHMOI pHPMHE TaM KOMIEHCH-
pyeTcs C JIMXBON TaKoH 2ycmomoti aINTepalMii ¥ aCCOHAHCOB, a
TaloKke MPUGAM3UTENBHBIX PU(PMOMIOB, YTO JIErKO MOXHO cebe
NpeACTABUTH LieJble AJIMHHbIE CTHXOTBOPEHHS], IOCTPOEHHBIE IJIaB-
HbIM 06pa3oM Ha BHYTPMCTPOYHOI 3BYKOIHCH He MeHee TyCTOM,
4eM TIPEeCTOBYTOE MYLIKWHCKOE <«IIMIeHbe MEeHUCTBIX GOKANoB».
Takue CTHXM M CYLIECTBYIOT NO-aHIJIMIACKH €lie CO BpPeMEH paH-
Hero cpeliHeBeKOBbs, 61ar0faps BOT 3TOMY MMMaHEHTHOMY CBOii-
CTBY aHIJIMICKOro A3blka, HaMHOTro 6oJlee, YeM PYCCKHii, 3ByKO-
noapaxkatesbHoro. Ilo-pyccku e, 3a cpaBHHTeJIbHOI 6eHOCTBIO
BO3MOXKHOCTeH 3BYKONMCH, BepAMOD, 3aMMCTBOBaHHKIH HOBOJIb-
HO-TakH 6e3AyMHO M MOBEPXHOCTHO, He 3BYyYUT. OH beneH U npe-
JleIbHO MpOo3anyeH, Jaxe NMpH (pasoBrIX NMapaLiein3Max.

Pycckmii ctux, Buayumo, Boobiie nepectaét 6HTh CTUXOM MPH
00HOBpeMERKOM OTCYTCTBHH M PUTMa, U pudMbl. Xomsa 6o odun
M3 3THX ABYX (akTopoB HeobxoauM: GO MBI HMeeM pummuyec-
tuil GenbIil CTHX, MO0 CTUX pudMOBAHHBIL, TIYCTh AaXKe C CaMbl-
MH pacKayaHHBIMH, NOYTH MCYE3aIOLIMMH PUTMAMH.

Briosie BeposiTHO, 4TO 151 PYCCKOrO CTHXa prMa 3HAYHUTEILHO
BakHe#, yeM pHTM. MBI 3HaeM (M OTHIOAb He To/IbKO y MasikoBcko-
r0) MHOXXECTBO CaMbIX Pa3/IHYHBIX CTUXOB C O4€Hb BOJBHAEIM, TOYTH
HCYe3alolMM PHTMOM, OCTPOEHHBIX TOJIBKO WM TIOYTH TOJILKO Ha
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prdMOBKe, TOrAA Kak, Hao60pOT, GeJislil CTUX Y Hac BecbMa 0HO00-
paseH: TPaAXIIMOHHO 3TO NOYTH BCeraa — MATHCTONHBIA AMO, HY H
elte rex3aMeTp (KaK MPaBHJIO, TOJIbKO B NiepeBojiax, BeefieHHbH H.I'He-
avyeM u B.XKykoBcruim).

CTHX e C CaMBIMH He3aMETHBIMH, HJIM 4acTO MeHSIOIHMH-
Cs, a TO M BOBCE He OPraHM30BaHHBIMM DMUTMaMH, Bcé e Oyaer
CTHXOM M0-PYCCKH, €C/IH TOJMbKO PHGMOBKa MOAYMHUT ero cebe.
BoT 3To-To M ecTb, BUAMMO, HAMJIYYLIHH PYCCKull 3KaUBANERm C80-
6odnozo cmuxa.

B nocnexHune nBa necATHIETHA UMEHHO TaKOH CTHUX, OPraHM-
30BaHHBIN B OCHOBHOM, WM AaXKe mMOoAvko pUPMOH, cTan HHorAa
NPUMEHATBCA NPH NMepPeBOiaX COBPEMEHHOM M033UH C aHTIHHCKO-
ro. OTzenbHbIe NOKA NPUMEPHI B NlepeBOJie OTAeNbHBIX CTHXOTBO-
peHuit, He pUGMOBAHHEIX B NOMIHMHHKKE, HO 0OpeTIIMX pUuMY
MO-PYCCKH, Y6eXXAaI0T B NEPCNEKTUBHOCTH 3TOr0 HOBOTO NM0AX0a
K NMepeBoaM aHIMicKkUX Bepiaubpos. IIpuMepsl: nepeBos HeKo-
Topbix cTuxoTBopenuit T.C.Onmnota (Anapeit Ceprees), wiau [Innana
Tomaca (Feopruit Ben), Hy 1 60b111as 4acTb CTHXOB B Npefiarae-
Moii kuure. Y Cwibeuu [Inat Tpu yeTBepTH cTHX0B — HepHdMoBaH-
Hble BepaMOPBI, HO HCKITIOYHTENIbHO HoraThie 3BYKOIMMCLIO, YTO MO-
PYCCKH M KOMIIEHCHpYeTcs BBeeHueM prM, 3a4acTyIO aCCOHaHC-
HBIX, KOHCOHAHCHBIX, 2 NOPOH ¥ PU(MONIOB H MMPOYMX HEKJIaCCHYeC-
KMX CO3BYYMH, IIMPOKO NMPHMEHAEMBIX B PYCCKOM CTHXe BTOpOit
M0JIOBUHEI cTosieTHsA. TaM ke, rie CTUX ¥ B NOAIMHHMKe pH(pMOBaH-
HBli1, HO pacnionioxeHue pucM He peryJaspHO, NEPEBOAYMK B ITOH
HEpPEryJIAPHOCTH, KaK NpaBuio, cienyeT 3a abTopoM. (Ecrectsenno,
peryJsiApHas pudMoBKa 1 TeM GoJlee K1accHYeckas CTpodHKa — KaT-
PeHbi, TEPLIMHBL, COHET U T.I.. — B MePEBO/IaX HEYKJIOHHO COXPAHEHBI.)
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