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MY MOTHER'S CRADLE SONG

All m the world is milled away-
And love alone remains!

So sang my mother over the cradle of my youngest
sister. She sang, rocking with her foot the cradle which
hung from the ceiling beam, and the swaying of
mother’s back, and the swinging cradle, underlined the
rhythm of that song. Mother had some kind of sewing
in her hands, and through the window, patterned with
hoar-frost designs, was seen the white gleam of the
winter, and the song joined together the frosty whirling
blizzard outside the window-pane, and mother, and my
little sister in her cradle, the squeaking of the treadle,
and the flashing of mother’s busy fingers, and her hair
like a wheat-sheaf, and her face illuminated by two
blue eyes, like cornflowers on the field-boundary. And
all that was a wonder, casting a spell over the warm
lived-in comfort of the hut, and the wilderness of the
white world outside-frightening in its bleakness and
bareness.

When it was that I first heard this song I don't
know, and can’t remember. Probably I was born with
it, along with the quiet permeation of mother’s voice,
bringing together the world into one festival of life.

Mother did not know who wrote that song. She did
not even think about it. She was unable to read. She
cmgld only sensitively accept what she heard, and adopt
1t into her own life, with the worries and cares of
a mother’s heart.

But that song was Poetry. Her first blessing, her first
spell, which was to last my whole life through. And to
that blessing and that spell were added and added, like
pages, all that happened to me, and all that remained
with me under the blue sky on this green earth.

But every story must evidently have its proper order.
And so, let us begin at the beginning.



1 was born on November 20, 1916, in thg very
centre, as may be, of Russia, in the Ivanovo region, in
the tiny village of Klevnevo, consisting of only six h.uls,
scattered on the hilly shores of the little _river
Molokhta, as noisy and swift as a swallow. My family
was half peasant, half working-class, because most of
those who lived in our district in the country, after
their peasant summer work, after gathering in the har-
vest, as mean as the soil itself, went to work. in the
winter to earn their hving in the textile factorics. My
mother was a weaver before she married, like the
majority of girls of her own age, and my father h‘ad the
rare profession of calico-printer, and printed chintz it
twelve colours.

There, on that soil, is the point from which I count
my days, the beginning of my ties with my native Rus-
sia, and with her history and her song. 5

Our family, the Dudins, has very ancient roots in the
Russian people’s mighty tree of life. It was a family ‘?f
bards, wandering actors and poets. They were energetic
and staunch, independent-minded, and able to stand up
for one another and for themselves. An order by Ivan
the Terrible has come down to our day. I myself have
read the words signed with that fearful name: “Destroy
the tribe of Dudins.”

But that tribe survived, in spite of the ruthlessness of
the Tsar’s commands. It came through, was preserved,
and in a certain measure there was handed on to me
the feeling of opposition to fate, the feeling of an indes-
tructible love of hfe, and the absolute necessity of
song...

This land is my motherland, the land of my forbears,
and of my ties with my ancient Mother Earth, with the
grass and clouds, with mankind, and with the Milky
Way, reflected 1n the Pacific Ocean and 1n one drop of
morning dew.

Here, on this soil, I learned the resilience of the reins
guiding my mare, Blackie, and through the plough-han-
dles felt the yielding rustling of the loam turned over

by the share; here I learned the music of the scythe,
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swishing through the meadow grasses, and the piercmg
cry of the flying corn-crake; here I felt the sticky pain
of the first callouses upon my palms, and first knew the
sweet taste of fresh-baked bread from the first thresh-
ing.

Here 1 shed my first tears of misfortune, and swore
my first oath of fidelity; here I read my first word-
that wonderful animation of linked-together signs.

Later came the poetry of the Russian tongue, as
bountiful as a rain-storm. Pushkin came, and Tyutchev
and Gogol, Lermontov and Nikitin, and through
Zhukovsky the translated poetry of almost the whole
world. The world piped on its flute, and beat on its
kettle-drums, and the multi-coloured wind of percep-
tion almost blinded one’s eyes, and tousled one’s hair...

To Russia, comrade, let us give
QOur spirits whole and undivided ™

That open challenge of Pushkin’s to action, sparkling
from a past day, united with today’s hope:

The earth shall rise on new foundations,
We have been naught, we shall be all.*

1 do not know where and when my spiritual powers
actually merged into the music of the times, and the
tremendous events rolling on, carried me on their crest,
and one mere drop felt the whole ocean’s strength, and
understood its own necessity to that ocean...

But we must return again, and speak in the proper
order.

1 was fimishing the village school when my mother
died, and the cross on her grave marked the end of my
childhood, and concern for my daily bread became my
premature carte, and the making of my future became
my own personal responsibility.

It is true that on my dificult and winding way in
those days I found many fine people, and many excel-
lent books, and both the people and the books helped

* Translated by Inna Zheleznova —Ed
"




me to fill my life with sensc and meaning. The convic-
tion that there is not, and cannot be, such a thing as
alien sorrow arosc in my soul of itself very early, as
a protection against isolation. N

I studied in an agricultural college, but I hadn’t the
makings of an agronomist; I also completed a course
at the Ivanovo textile school, but ncither had I the
makings of an assistant master-weaver. .

Then 1 tried to wnite verses, but I had enough practi-
cal common-sense to understand that poetry is 2 fate,
not a profession. 3

Later, not having quite finished the .rcglmcm"l
school for young officers, I got caught up in the war
with the White Finns, in that terrible cross-roads of
hellish cold, and deadly flame of 1939-1940, and there,
in that war, and as salvation from it, poetry came to
me, and became my fate. It came as my most e_xtre.me
need, as new sight, as my one and only help in life.

During the Great Patriotic War, I served from the
first day to the last, until the order came to evacuaté,
on the Gangut (Khanko) Peninsula, in that garrison
which, standing 450 kilometres to the west‘of blo-
ckaded Leningrad, did not yield to the fascists, but
seized nineteen islands from them... There I Jearned to
live up to the highest measure of human trust, and
there everyone was ready at any moment to die for the
others.

Later I myself fought in blockaded Leningrad-
200 days and nights at the extreme limit of possibil-
ity.

One day in January, 1942, in Leningrad, somewhere
in Pestel Street, 1 picked up from the snow a little girl
of three or four, with no coat, and bare-headed.
I opened my sheepskin jacket, hugged her to my breast
to warm her, and asked:

“Where 1s your mama?”

“At home,” she answered.

“But where is your home?”

“It was burnt down,” she replied, scarcely moving
her lips, and I carried her off to hospital.
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1 saw during our advance in the winter of 1944, the
corpse of a woman, with her pregnant belly exposed, in
which a broad German bayonet was plunged up to the
hilt, and near the woman’s feet, thrown head-first into
a snowdrift with his arms doubled up, lay a murdered
German.

Hatred breeds only hatted, and blood demands only
blood in revenge.

But 1 also saw how the wild strawberries grew on
a mine-field, and a wag-tail sat brooding in her nest
above an artillery embrasure.

And I understood one great piece of wisdom. that
one must live not to spite one’s enemies, but to delight
one’s friends.

And it was poetry who helped me to find and under-
stand that piece of wisdom.

The wonder of life must be preserved, not sparing
one’s own life in so doing. Life is worth such
a sacrifice.

And with all my experience of hfe, with all the
wounds and bruises my soul has suffered, I say to the
coming day, 1 say to all who can listen, and with my
own soul sct on that same road:

Twred with all these, from these I would be gon
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

Thq closing words of Shakespeares 66th sonnet min-
gle with the words of my mother’s song:

All in the world is milled away—
And love alone remains.
MIKHAIL DUDIN

December 1979
Leningrad



JARIITHANIIE C NIOMIOCA

Bepezume Jemao!

KBepeaume

IKasopouxa 6 co.1yGom senune,
Labouxy na .ucmeax noguiuky,
Ha mpontnxe coaneunsie 6.1uxt,
Ha xavnax uzpmouje2o Kpaba,
Ha soauae mens om 6aobaba,
Acmpeba, napawezo nad notes,
Hoaysecay nad peunsiss noxoes,
Jlacmouxy, measkaouyio 8 mcume.
Lepeaume 3emmo!

Bepecume

Hydo necen

Topodos u eeceil,

Mpar zaybun u somo nodnebecuii,
Cmapocmu nocaedmolo ompady,
Kewupuny, bezyuyyio x demeady,
Hexcnoemu becnosounoe nenve
H mobeu siceaesnoe mepnenve.
Bepezume amoaodvie écxodbt

Ha seaenom npasdnuxe npupoodst,
Hebo s 3¢e3dax, oxean u cyuiy
H & beccsepmye sepaugyro Oyuy, =
Beex cydet canzywuyue pum.
Bepezume 3emao!

Bepezume
Bp Kpympsie %
Padocrms edaxiosenss u pabomst,
Hpeenezo podemsa ncuenie caoticmea,
Hepeso nadexncd u becnoxoiicmsa,
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CALL FROM THE POLE

Preserve the Earth for man!

Preserve upon 1t

The skylark underneath the sky's blue bonnet,
The butterfly fluttering on the climbing bindweed,
The forest path with mottled sunshine blinded,
The ¢rab around the rock-pool playfully crawling,
The baobab’s shade upon the gravestone falling,
The hawk above the field on wide wings riding,
The half-moon o'er the water’s quiet gliding,

The swallow in the ripening wheatfield gleaming.
Preserve this Earth!

Preserve, as life besceining,

The wondrous song

Of the village, the city’s thunder,

The high free sky, the depths of darkness under,
The last dehght of age ere final partmg,

The mother hastening to the kindergarten,

And tenderness, so helpless, gemly singing,

The irbn patience of true love outringing,
Preserve the young green shoots, the youthful creatur
Upon the vernal festival of nature,

The star-shot sky, the dry land and the ocean,
The soul for whom immartality’s no mere notion—
Each single thread, all fates i one uniting.
Preserve the Earth for man!

Preserve the exciting

And quick-made changes of the seasons turning,
The joy of inspiration, and of working,

The living qualities of our predecessors,

The tree of hope, and restlessness' treasures,

~——15




Omxposenue zest u neba,
Caadocmy xcumnn, sMo.q0xa 1 Xacba.
Bepezume dobpomy u xcarocms,
Ymol ona 3a ciabiozo cpamaiacs.
Bepezume 6ydyurezo padu

Dmo caoe0 w3 moeti mempadu.

Bee dapro!

H ece om dac npuestua!
Toasxo

bepeeume

Omy

Jearao!

1978



The quest on Earth, and cosmic exploration,
Sweet bread and milk, and life’s sweet exaltation.
Preserve on Earth kind-heartedness and pity,

That they may fight for frail ones, as befitting.
Preserve for unborn future generations

These note-book words of minc, my meditations.

All I'll aceept from you!
And all return you!}
Only

Preserve this Earth

For man,

1 urge you!

1978



CONOBBH

[ MEPTBLIX MBI IIOrOPOPHM HOTOM.
Cmepre na poitHe ofslyna 1 cypoba.
U Bee-raky Mpl BO34YyX JIOBHM PTOM
Ilpn rubenn rosapnieit. Hir cropa

He ropopum. He noannmas ria3s,

B csipoii 3emne Bhikanbiaem AMY.

Mup vpy6 n mpocr. Cepaua cropemi. B HIC
OcTancs ToAbko Nenen, Aa ynpaMo |
OOGBeTpensbie CKYJIBI CBEREHDL.

TpexcornaTHACCATHIT A€HL BOFHBI

Eme paccBeT NO JHCTBAM HE APOXAT,
W ana ocTpacThil Gt myneMEThL.,.
Bot 310 Mecro. 3pect on ymmpan -
Tosapum moii 13 nyaeMeTHOIf POTHL.

Tyt Gecnonesno Gruno 3pare Bpaveii,
He notsnysn 6b1 On W 20 paccpeTa.
OH He uyxpancs B oMo Hiubeif.
On ymupan, M, nouumas 3ro,

CMoTpen Ha Hac, H Mojua Xnad KoHUZ,
U xak-ro ynsibancs iteymeno

33.l"ap cHayama OTolneNd ¢ JHua,

TloToM OHO, TeMHes, KAMEHENO.

Hy, croii 1 xm. 3acteie. Oneneneil.
3anps Bce uypeTBA cpasy Ha 3aIUETKY.
Bot Tyt st noseuncs conoseii,
Hecmeno o ToMuTensHO 3amenxan.

18




NIGHTINGALES

About the dead ones later we shall speak.

Death during war is common-place and hard.

But all the same it makes your breath come weak
When comrades pensh. Not a sound is heard~

We do not speak. Not lifting up our eyes,

in the damp earth we dig the narrow pit.

The world is coarse and plain. Qur hearts in us
Have borned away. Just ash is left. We knit

Our brows, our wind-chapped jaws firm-set once more.

Three hundred and fifty days we've been at war..,

The dawn had still not trembled on a leaf,

When threateningly machine-guns sprayed the sod...
This is the spot. He faced here death’s dark grief—
My comrade in the same machine-gun squad.

Quite useless then to ask the doctor’s aid.
No hope till morning came of helding out.
Of any mortal help he had no need.

He lay there dying. Understanding that,

He looked on us, and waited for the end,

In silence somehow smiled-a weakly one.

First all the sun-tan from his features went,

Then, going grey and dark, they turned to stone.

Well, stand and wait. Freeze through. Like stone

© unstirred.
And bolt the latch at oace an what yom fech.
And then it was a nightingale we heard,
That timidly, tormenting, turned a trill.

*

19




Noros cuansicli, nxons n ropsuuit oot
Kax Gyaro uactexe Buippapmmcy 13 IIC
Kak Gynro cpasy oGo neeM 3aGuun,
BuicmiteTeinas Tonxite xoncHa.

Mup packpeisancs. HabGyxan pocoii,
Kax Oyaro 61t ewe casa o3uayacsy,
3pech pasoM ¢ maMil BO3IGIKAT Apyroit
B KakoM-TO HODOM CQUCTAHBE KAYCCTB.

Kax BpPCMS, MO TPRUIEAM TCK ecoK.
K pose tanynucs xopun y obpeina,

51 nanany, npHNoNABUIKCE HAR HOCOK,
3arnsaapiBa B BOPOHKY OT paspeiBa.

Ewe Minyra. 32a/MHT Clpens
KnyGarmn (roseroporo Rsma.
Ona npuuina oGeckypaxHTs nelb,
Ona peante. Ona wenmpoxomima.

Eumle mruosense. Hepekoent por

Ot cepane pasmiparolero Kpixa, —
Ho ycnoxkoiics, mocMoTpi: userert,
LIseTeT na MIHHOM ITONIE 3EMUASHIKA.

Jlecnas a6n0oHp OCHINAET LWET,
IMpoustay Bo3gyX JAHALIWEM K MATOf...
A conoseil cauctut, Emy B orBer
Ewme-sTopoli, eme~verneprsit, nsraii.

3senAT crpikn. MamuHOBKH NOWOT.

W rae-To poane. rae-To pagoM, pauoM
Packujian HacropoxenHsll yroT
ToKenbIM TPOMBIXQIOUIHM CHAPATOM.

A MHp I'peMHT Ha COTHH BEPCT OKPECT,
Kax oyaro cMmeptu ne GuniBano Mecra,
Hlymur Heymomkatonumii opkectp,

W uer nperpan ans 3Toro opxecrpa.
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Then stronger, blazing up in ardent heat,
As if just torn from slavery and set free,
As if just everything it had forgot

In whistling subtle twists of melody.

The world unfurled. It swelled up with the dew.
As if with little meaning at this stage,

Here close beside, another world broke through,

In some strange combination of new traits.

Like time, along the trenches, trickled sand.
The roots reached down for water in the sap.
And lilies-of-the-valley stretched to stand

And glance into the shell-hole’s blown-out gap.

One minute more. The lilac starts to sway
Hts puffy sprays of violet-colonred haze,
Death came to disencourage dawning day.
Death’s everywhere. Impassable it stays.

One moment more. His mouth distorts in pain-
A soul-escaping, lacerating cry...

But calm yourself, and Iook: they bloom again,
Wild strawberries bloom on minefields just nearby.

The woodland apple-tree puts forth its bloom.

The air is steeped in lilies and in mint...

The nightingale trills on. The answers come,

Still more-a third, a fourth, a fifth, no stint..

The martins scream. With song the redbreast swells,
And here close, and so. here near, quite near
The thundering, rumbling heavy artillery shells
Are battering down our watchful refuge here.

The world peals out, a hundred versts around,
As if there were no place for death at all.

15 orchestra of never-ceasing sound

Admits no limits to its living call.

—_—



Bech 10T Jcc AucToM M KOpHEM KaRIN
Hu kawns ne couyscrnys Gene,

C uenepostuoli, apoctiolo waxzoi

Tanyncs K coanuy, K Kuymn i K poac.

ﬂﬂ, ato Au3nn, E¢ &nbpLic anelng,
Ec kpyroil, Gypastwit wopoes.

Mur, xameres, 3abbUiH 4a Mruobeube
O apyre ymupaiones CBOCM.

Coprunii myw nocsennero paccsera
Enasa Kocysics ocTporo asua,

Ou ysupan. H, nomisan aro,
CamoTpen Ha Hac i MONNA KA1 KOHLA.

Henena esveprs. Ona rayna. Tem Gone
Korna on, pykn pasbpocas cson,
Ckaszan: «Pebara, nammunre [Tonc:

VY mac ccronitg nei conoBbH»,

U cpazy kaiyn b omMyT THUDTHLI
Tpexcornsrinecstslii neus BOIHHBL

On ne noxna, ne gomo0in, e AomuL,

He Aoyvuaca, KHIr He poyuTan

S 65U ¢ muM panoM. SI B OmHOM OKOIG
Kax on o Ione, o TeGe MedTan.

M moxer 6biTh, B mecke, B pa3MbITON [IHHG
3axneGbiBasgcs B cofcrsennoil KpoBH,

Craxy. «Pebsra, naiite snars Wpnye:

Y nac CeroliHs IeI COJIOBBI).

W nopeTnT mickMo 13 3THX MeCT
Tyna, B Mocksy, na 3yGoscknii npoess.

Nycrs nawe tak. IlotoM npocoxmyT CIE3dh
1 me co mmwofl, Tak ¢ keM-Hnbymp BOBOEM
VY ot mowknroponosckoii Gepesst

Tl BCMOTPHIUGC B 3eNeHEHi BOAOEM.



All this wide wood, with every root and leaf,
Not feeling in itself one drop of grief,

With such a furious thirsting, past belief,
Spreads itself out to water, sun and life.

Yes, this is life. These are her living links,
Her reservoir, in bubbling depth and breadth,
And we forget a moment, no one thinks
About our comrade waiting here for death,

The reddening rays of his last dawn, as yet

Had scarcely touched the face of our dear friend.
He lay there dying. Understanding that,

He looked on us, and waited for the end.

Death is absurd, A fool. The moment adds
Absurdity when he, with arms a-splay,

Looks up and says: “Well, write to Polly, lads,
And say the nightingales sang here today!™

And then a pool of silence gathered o’er

The whole three hundred and fiftieth day of war.
His life half-lived, half-loved, his wine half-done,
His lesson but half-learned, his tale half-spun.

I stayed by him. In that same dug-out too,
Like he of Polly, there I dreamed of you.

And maybe in the sand, the washed-out clay,
Half-choking in my own blood’s ebbing flow,
T too shall say: “Well, lads, let Rene know:
And say the nightingales sang here today.”

A letter will go flying from this place
To Zubovsky Proyezd, to Moscow, race.

It may be so. Then tear-draps will grow dry,
And not with me, but with another seen,
Beneath the silver birch-tree standing by,
You'll gaze into the reservoir of green,

et



HNycrs naxe tak. IMoros poastes acti
Ans nonewros, mns necen, ans arobsit.
fiycry nx pasbyast pano na pacesere

TO\IHTcﬂbllblc nau €oonbir.

Mycrs, 1s saserpeyy conmue 3noest Gputitel
1 obnaka HoTANyTCA ryproMm.

A caapmo cMmepTL BO HMA Hauselt Ki3HIl

O MCpTBLIX MBI MOroBOPIIA MIOTOM.

1942



It may be so. Then children will be born
For exploits, and for songs, for lover’s tales.
Let them be wakened early in the morn

By our tormenting native nightingales.

Let then the sun splash over them his flame,

Let then the clouds stretch out their flock-like streak
1 honour death in life’s own lhiving name.

About the dead ones later we shall speak.

1942



C Kapa

VY Kuneurmst 1t Petmpl —
Ocabasn xpaca.

Jloxutes na opeirHnk
Taxenas poca

M necus ponro-noaro
TpepoxuT TOT Nokoii,
InwBer naa camoii Bonroii,
Hax mennensioit posoii.
Oxa MOYTH CKBO3HAf,

N s, ee mobs,

3a THIY BEPCT y3Hao

W ecrioMuro fpo Teb6A.

A 30eCh, y NepenpaBl,

V cMmeprHoit flofockl,
O6yrnenuse TpaBbl
YepruetoT oT pockL

Hycte Guresl 6yayT ROATH...
Tlo nenny 4epHbIX TpaB
ITpuny ma Geper Bomrut
CKBO3B COpPOK Ilepernpas

1943
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To S Kar

On Kineshma @ and Reshmd

Lies beauty ™ matched by few.

There 2l the fhazel-bushes

Are drench ted in bed avy dew

And the fong, 1008 song th cy'1e singing
Disturbs the \ranqu\\ anr,

And floats low over lh Volga
And her \mgenng there.
That beav ty's alm! t t ans\uoem,
And loving it, as 1 do,

A thousand Vvers sts off l d know it,

T
But here at the Tiver cr0551 -8
The demh»zone 1'm passt! through,

Are showmg black with dew.

The battles & be lengthy.

But through ash of the plackened plade
1 shall come to the Vo\ga’s pankside
Through forty § such crossings made.



T



SNOW

Along the shore the snowflakes whirl,
And bury traces of the foe.

Deep in a ditch, a barefoot girl

Lies stretched upon the rosy stnow.

A weighty wind continuous screams
Round trodden paths with ashes strewn.
Say, why do children fill my dreams—
Have we no children of our own?

At bivouac covered up I curl,
Untroubled rest I never know:
I dream about a barefoot girl
Stretched out upon the blood-stained snow.

1944
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B kakoii-To MHI Mue cTang scioii
Best nensGexuocTs aTix BCTpey,
U sons B apoct manpacnoit

Hac ne Morna mpenocrepeds.
Cap, xpynKHM 3070TOM MpoHi3an,
Fopen nocneaueio NucrTBoii.
3akaTe! MWL 1O KapHit3aM

W ymupami nan Hepoii.

W 3Be3nut Kpymsbie CMOTpEnH

B paiGer MemmnTenniofi BOJHEHL,
Kak 6yaTto B Mipe B caMoM Jene
Her Gonsite Mipa H BOItHbL

1944
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In one odd moment I saw truly

Qur destined fate in meeting thus,
And our free-will, in useless fury,
Could not prevent nor caution us.
The garden, steeped in fragile gildings,
Burned slowly out with its last leaves.
And sunsets blazed on gabled buildings,
And died away on Neva’s waves.
Their gaze great constellations rested
On flowing waters, lightly purled,

And war and peace, it seemed, existed
No longer, really, in this world.

1944
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Karas HiBa BCTRHET HAa MeCTax,

Ine Best 3eMns B MOTMIAX M Kpecrax,
Cne comnue noaunmMaercs o mriae?
Ho Mel xuBeM Ha 3aBucTb Beeif 3emute!
W nepsoctnt B npocTHIX cepAuax y Hac
Oronp HeHcTpebuMBLit He yrac.

Xouy, uTob MBICAE 1 KpOBb Apy3eil MOHX
Bouumt B cyposmiit orkpopennbui CTUX,

Yr06 oH Hempasiocro He ockopGi
TopxecTBeHyio THIHHY MOIHI,

Yro6 om mowen kax papubil B secTHHI KPYT
Mounx apyseii,

1945
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Vhat kind of meadow-land can find a place,
Vhere all the earth is crosses marking graves,
\nd where the sun on deathly dark looks forth?
ut we still live, the envy of the earth!

\nd courage, with its indestructible fire

n simple human hearts did not expire.

want the thoughts and blood of friends of mine
[0 enter my austere, free-spoken line,
hat it with untrue word should not offend
The solemn silence where their gravestones stand,
hat it should rank as equal in that band
Of honest friends,

1945
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Mue nace 3peCH ZOPOra ¥ CBATO,
VY uepunix TIyAKoBCKNX BEICOT:
Moruna pycckoro connata,

Ha xesrosm Gpycrsepe ocor,
Math-madexofi 1 noBHIHKON

C Boxos obpocunii xanonup —
Mepesopouennniit 1 AuxHit,
Kagoit-To feppo3fatasii Mip.
Kupmmnas mepbatan crena,
Moux npyseit npoctrie nMeHa.

Mue xouercs, 4TO6 IeBywIki H JETH
Npiupii cloa »a YTPEHHEM PAccBeTe,
Yrob nens Oeun ceeren, wTeOH BeTep THX,
Yrof conuue 3onoTHAOCH Ha A0pOTe.
...3a0yms cBOM meqant M TPEBOrIl,

3mech MEPTBSIC CIIOKOMHBL 33 KHBHIX.

1945
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For me all here is dear and sacred,

Upon these dark Pulkovo Heights:

The grave of a simple Russian soldier,

The thistles where the breastworks risc,

The burdock and the winding bindweed

Which round the neglected trench are curled,
All overgrown and running wild there-

Some kind of past and primitive world.

The rough brick wall, where the crevice wends,
The simple names of my dead friends.

I wish that lovely girls and children

Should come here at the dawn of day,

That winds were light, that skies were golden,
That sunshine gilded then their way.

... Forget your sorrows,”and hearts that ache,
The dead are quiet for your sake.

1945
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B Mmocit Gecroxoiinoit 1 Tpymioit cyavbe
OcTaseines TH HaBeeraa.,

Meus noeaga npusoat k¥ Tebe,

H a nonrofitn moesaa.

Mernsums goporn, u Betep TpyGin
B pasnnpe cHrHAMBHBIX OTHEHl.
ST mumyro 3emmo yapex mosoGiut
3a O, yTO TH XOmMuUUL Mo Heil.

Bouia Tel €O MiOIl B HEMpOrAamuoM AbnMY:
Hapnexna mos 1 Gpons,

S, moxer, ceba monoGHa MOTOMY,

Uro TBI nomobina Mens.,

1947
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Tel T

n my restless, unsettled and difficult fate

“or ever with me you remain.

Many trains have brought me to where you wait,
And T quite fell in love with each train.

The lines looped along, and the loud wind above

n a flood of signal-lights blew.

And with our dear earth I am ever in love,

Because you are walking it too.

You were with me in darkest smoke, all through,
My armour, my hope to be,

And 1 fell in love with myself, maybe so,

Because you fell in love with me.

1947
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Heimve ocenlb, KAk no3nHusAg cjasa,
Henanexna 1 tax xopowa!
CaeTHT comiue BECEHHEro CIL1ABA,
33 XONMB! yXOAHTH € ClEua,

A 0 xpoMmxe o3ephoii y Jeca
3eneneloT B BoAe KAMBILL,

W noa Tensro rycroro Hameca
Thmmua 1 nokoif. Hu pywm.

VY onymku cyxoro 6omora
Bripactaer sropas Tpasa.
KpacoTa ~ it crpenars neoxora —
Tloanumarorcs TeTepesa.

51 Hapo4HO OCTABHI OBYCTBOJIKY,
Yrob He TporaTh BHHMATENhHBIX MTHI
A 1no necy ssenunr Ge3 yMojky
Komaphnas necHs CHHiL.

B peoxeit xpoe necHsie nopory
JIycTeA NajaioT, THXO MIypma.

¥ nyma 3aberpaer TpesorH,

W obuner mpomaer ayma.

BH}]HO, JIETO HE KOHYHJIO ITOBECTE,
W zanac y npuponst Gorart.
Bponsoses, npsmsle, KaKk COBECTH,
CMOTpAT cTapele COCHBI B 3aKaT.

1955
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Now autumn’s like glory belated,
Unreliable, but so finel

The sun shines with springtime ardour,
O'er the hills will but slowly decline.

By the edge of the lake in the forest
The reeds in the water show green.

"Neath the shade of the wood’s heavy curtain

Peace and quiet. No soul to be seen.

In the clearing among the drained marshes
The second grass-crop’s showing through.
Such beauty~I've no wish to spoil it—
Grouse are rising—~I spare them too.

T've not brought my old double-barrelled,
Will not touch one attentive bird.
Through the thicket ringing unceasing
The blue-tit’s fine gnat-song is heard.

On forest paths lies rusty brushwood.
The leaves, rustling softly, still fall.
One’s soul forgets pain and troubles,
And pardons offenders all

Clearly, summer’s not finished her story,
Rich resources nature still saves.

Growing bronzed, and erect as conscience,
Proud old pines on the sunset gaze.

—39
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Her y mens npucrpacTita K 10K0i0.
Cynn6a Mos cmoeii HueT Tponoii.
3auem cxpuiBatL? S Hidero He cKpolo.
Aywa mos uncta nepen 10601,

Mup cpex, kak cHer, KaK citer Ha comiue, Apok
TonyGopaTLiM JtHeeM NMpOMMT.

On ang Tebxn n i MeHs NMOXapoK.

Bepir ero! On, kak i Tbl, CCWNT.

Berpeuait ero paGoroif mmy necheif,
Beeit Tennotoii myuresnoro orm.

Hem Rosibie A KNUBY, TEM HHTepecHeil,
Cnoxueil 1t crpoxe Bpems [UIA MeHS

Ectb 1 cBOS y 3penocTn orpaja,
Ceou mena. Ho ne o6 3ToM peds.
B moboe Bpema s cebs He Hazmo
3anac aywst u xkusnp csoro Bepeus.

Her, MBl B rocrax y OKuSHH He CHyuaiiHBl
U BEIMBICIOM 1 CKa3koOl He GemusL

3eMis Kpyriia ~ Ha Heit He cKpoews TaiiHb!
3iMa Gena —~ i BCe CEmpl BHIHBL

1955
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For test [ have no inclination.

My fate goes its appointed way.
Why hide the fact? 1 will hide nothing.
My soul stands clean for you today.

The world is fresh as snow in sunshine,
And bright, with azure hoar-frost sewn.
Tt is for you and me a present.

It hastes fike you. Make it your own!

Meet it with work, or with a chorus,
With cordiality burning free.

e more [ live, the more interesting,
Complex and stern is life for me,

Maturity brings its proper pleasures
And deeds. But not of that I speak.
At no time for yourself it’s needful
Reserves of soul and hfe to keep.

No, we're not guests of life fortuitous,
Of fancies aud tales we have no lack.
The world is round~you can't have secrets.
The winter’s white~shows every track.

1955
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51 Boesam, H, 3HATH, HEARPOM
Boitna pouma B Mo riasa,
3aKkaT MHE KaxeTcA IOKapoM,
ApTroaroTosxoto - rposa.

Ha B3ropre ctienas GpycHixa
Topsueit xposbro HamIIACk.
Honn nonpo6yii yaosu-xa

W obnacHi mue 3Ty cBA3b.

Foma npyt, n gun MenskaioT,
Ho n0 cux nep B nycroit non
Mena ¢ nocrenn nogHiMaroT
Crpanst Boennoii Tpy6ayi.

TMoxonHeM MapueM RpiuaT AMGHL,
CongarckuM 3anaxoM AOpOT.

A ot cpasnenpil aTsx cam GBI
Ocpobonnncs, ecant 6 Mor.

W no3abe1 po HmA MHpa,

Kax Mepz B nonrassueM CHErY,
Kax cnywan ronoc xomanaspa,
Ho uto nonenats, ~ e Mory!
Tlonxonar Tyun, xax nexora,
OT Mopsa ceporo BosHOJ.

W wmapnr, xax n3 mynesera,
10 KPRIE JOXMK SIPOHBHOIL.

1955
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1 went to war, SO it’s not amazing
That battle filled my eyes entire.
Now sunset seems a village blazing,
The thunder seems artillery fire.

Ripe bilberries on some elevation
Full of hot blood appear to be.
Go, try to find the explanation
Of such relanonships for me.

The days flash by, the years keep going,
But even now in the night-hour dead,
The bustle of a bugle blowing

Will raise me quickly from my bed.

Tambics speak of feet in unison,

Of soldiers sweating on the road.

T'd free myself from such comparison
If ¥ knew how to shed that load.

And I'd forget, now peace rewards us,
How 1 was frozen in the snow,

And how 1 heard commander's orders—
But there it is—I can’t do so!

The cloud-banks are like storm-troops rising
In one grey wave from out the sea.

And rat-a-tat, like a2 machine-gun firing,
The rain beats on the roof for me.

1955

P -



= »

Hit npuxoteio, nit cunoii, mit TOFKOIO,
Hit craskoso Te6a He yaHDHUID.

Han 3umueit 3acrotsaowmieit pexoro
Tet B THXOM OIIIOYECTBE CTOHUIb.

Mopoauuit geus. Hu obnraga, wmt TeHH;
Kp)’n'melC ClIeIAUIHE CHEra

W posonoe comiue, Aviv cenenil,

B pakirmiike nyunicros Gepera.

B suu Gsimyaunoft 10HOCTH 3t HBIHE
Oaoit ToGoIt no-npexHeMy XIBY.
Tsl MHe TAKOIO CHIIACH HA qy)xﬁmxc,
Taxoil TeI MHe npencTana Hagsy.

Tsr — Best Mos. Jlopoke rog oT rofa.
OTKDPBITLIM B3FSAOM [UIS MEHS TOPHLUB,
Becedreio nopoto NeaoXona

KakiuM Th1 yysoM semmo omapHius!

51 BbrTepnmo o6udy M HOTepro,
Ho_mBepy Tponky NpoTOpI® B CHETY.
B 6Gene u cnase muum Tebe nosepro.
Tebe onnoil ~ ympy, Ho He conry.

1956
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Not with a whim, and not with strength, nor yearning,
And not with tales can one make you surprised.

Above the wintry water, which grows colder,

You stand in quiet solitude aside.

A frosty day. No cloud above, no shadows;

All round the powdery, brilliant-blinding snow,
The rosy sun, the blue smoke from the village,
And river banks where downy broom-twigs show.

In youthful bivouac days, as at the present,
Alone through you I live, as I lived then.

You came to me in dreams in foreign marches,
Just as you really are appeared again.

You are all mine, And year by year more precious,
For me you burn, with open gaze look forth.

In springtime, when the winter ice starts breaking,
With what a wonder you endow the earth!

1 suffer losses, and endure offences. 5 3
1 tread a track to your door through snowdrifts high.

In glory or distress, in you believing,
In you alone-~may I perish if I lie!

1956
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CTHXH O HEOBXOAHMOCTH

Ha hxnx kaymbax TpenTos-napka
Morun B TOPKECTBEHHOM nokoe
JaBHo TOpAT ¢BETNO H APKO
TInoubl, acTpsl M JIEBKOM.

W 3a cyns6y seMun CIoxoeH,
Ee npocrop o6Go3pesas,

Crour nox conunem pycckitii BORA,
Pebenka x cepmuy npixiMad.

On pogom u3 Opna mie Barka,
A BCA 3eMIIS €ro TPEBOXHT.
Ero B Poccun xuyT conmarkd,
A oH ¢ mocra COfTH He MOXET.

1958
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VERSES ON INDISPENSABILITY

In Treptow Park’s vast flower-bed

Lie solemn graves through silent hours.
On them their radiance long have shed
The peonies, asters, and gilly-flowers.

Sure of the fate of all these lands,
His eyes upon these plains at rest,
A sunlit Russian soldier stands,
Clasping an infant to his breast.
He comes from Vyatka, or Oryol,
But the whole world is his concern.
In Russia still war-widows call,

But from his post he can’t return.

1958
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A. Xpenxosy

S xn3nb CBOO B J€peBHE BCTPETHI,
Cpemut ee POCTHIX Jrroeil.

Ho 6onsute scex Ha Geom CBeTe
Jliobua Manbynmkoii otmameii.

Bce neno B ToM, YTO B MHpPE roiioM
Crensix crpacteii, 06HAHBIX CIE3

5 ne 32 MAMKHHBIM TIOZOJIOM,

A Be3 cempn Ha cpeTe poc.

A ne noru6 B mozackoif ocryae,
Yro 3uMHueil MOTOCTH JOTeil.
Mens B Teme corpenn JuoaH,
Hob6peit xpecTsaackiux momasnei.

A um mo rpoba Gnaronaped
Beeii mecneli gonroro nyTir

A poc. Hacrano Bpems, napeiib,
Co}um'rou B apMHIO HATIL

Kak pa xoHe poxneminii ppose,
Kpewen npitcaroit 60esoit,

A mayan enyxGy B KOMHOM B3BOAE,
Casanbv B paspesixe NoaKonoit.

48
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To D Khrenkov

In the countryside my life began,
With simple folk I found much joy.

But most of all in the wide world then
I loved their horses, as a boy.

The fact was, that mn life which brings
{ts blinding passions, and tears, and rue,
1 clung to no mother’s apron-strings,
But parentless in the world I grew.

1 did not pensh from human cold,
More bitter than bitter winter far.

Folk warmed me with their hearts of gold,
More gentle than even their horses are.

1 give my thanks to them to the last,
With every song on my long, long way.
1 grew. The time came, boyhood past,
To join the army, and serve my day.

As though on horseback 1 were born,

And chnstened with soldier’s cath 1 went,
With the cavalry squad 1 first was sworn,
As laison scout for the regiment.

49




W xonnb - orous! Crour -~ i ¢ MecTa.
Vit ranonom — 6e3 yau.

51 Aynvimeio, XaK HEBECTY,

B nonky ua BLIBOAKY BOGLI

S1 oraasan eit xneb y caxap,
S 6uin eif BepHoro Bepueii,
Cam xomamnanp CTOSUI H axast
W ynusnancs nepen Heii.

Ho 1py6sr nmoausut Tpesory,
Tonnowueii obpeiBas coH.

Ha cesep, B QaNbHION0 JOPOTY,
Vwen apmeiicknit awenon.

A T1aM, B cyrpofax nenedes,
Mopo3 ckpinen, KaKk naposos.
¥ - yro nopenars! — Hynsmiyes
OxepeGHIack B TOT MOpPO3

3apxana ckopOHO, TOHKO-TOHKO
Tloa rpoxoT mywiek H MOPTHP.

U mue: «He myvalt xepeGestka..» —
Ckasan, He rasns, KOMaHaHp.

S wepebenka cBest 3a HojiMy
Yepes Opepenqartsiil HacTILL
H npamo nonayio oGoiimy,
Kak » cBoro mywry, samycriur.

Crysani 3y6u1 KOCTEIO O KOCTb.
Brina B sicnapune cmmia.

Brut nepoetit Goif. Beuia xecToKOCTh.
Tynax uous . Boiina.

—_——
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My mare was fire! She sto'od like a stone,
Or galloped not waiting rein nor spur.
My Duicinea, like a bride full-blown,

1 led to where the squad-quarters were,

1 gave her bits of sugar and bread,
To her the truest friend of the true.
The commander stood and shook his head,
Amazed at man and horse, we two.

But bugles blew the alarm aloud,

And broken sleep we had to face.

For the north, upon the long, long road
‘The army echelon left its base

And there, where snowdrifts smoked and blew,
And frost squeaked, like some steam machine,

My Dulcinea~what could one do-

Gave birth to a foal on that icy scene.

1t whinnied sadly, faint as could be,

As the thunder of guns began 1o roll.

The commander said, without looking at me:
“No use, lad—don’t torment the foal?”

Along the causeway, beyond the marsh,
On a log-wood road Y led that foal,
And a whole clip at it discharged,
Each bullet piercing my own soul.

My back was sweating like a mule,

My teeth were chattering more and more.
It was my first fight. It was cruel.

The black night of the soul. The war.

.



Ho B werkoit namsTi 3anamn:
Mopo3, sacuexenilit Jecox
W xepebenok, uto 3a nasen
Tanyn meus, kax 3a cOCOk.

1959



Still my retentive memory grips

That frost, that snowy thicket there,
That foal, who sucked my finger-tips,
As if the nipples of the mare.

1959
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Me're‘r. METET, H HeT KOHIA MeTeH.
JleGaxuit nyx SETHT HaHCKOCOK.
Beina xapa, B HcTome cocusr Muemit,
H moansr pacumbanice o necox.

Brnecremt xamuu. Otmens B Genoii nexe
Berywmx ponn. CroxoiiHa 1 CHIbHE,
Beeit caeTnofi cTpacTsio Ha TBOM KOJCHN
Haxkaresana LapcTBCHHO BOJIHA.

Tor v 0 vem ne aymana. Tel nena
Bee neno B Mupe ~ connue i Tpasa.
Toit pagocrbio, oTkphiToil Ko mpencia,
Mo nymwa, Mos Newanb KHBA.

Ter Bce B3sna. M Bce, cMmesch, pacTopriaa.
W y6exana, pacchinas cMex.

Merter Merens. M oTasykoMm BOCTOPra
Bonna ¢ meckom 3aMeminBaeT CHeT.

1961
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It blows and blows, and there’s no end to the blizzard.
The swans-down flies aslant on every hand. .

It had been hot. The languorous pines were fainting,
The waves were breaking on the sunny strand,

The stones were gleaming. White with foam the
shallows
From rolling billows. Powerful and sedate,
Around your knees, with all its brilliant passion,
Majestically a breaker threw its weight.

You stood and thought of nothing. You were singing.
The sun and grass, the whole world sang at will.
With that great joy, wide open to the fimit,

My soul, my sorrow too, are living still.

And you took all,
And off you ran,

The blizzard blows. And like delight’s faint echo,

e wave kneads with the sand the fallen snow.

And all you cancelled, smiling.
your laughter scattering low.

1961
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T. Bydanoeoii

VY Mens me cMeprenbHas panal
51 eme nonomsy no OrHs.
Ynanibaercs Mansunk € oxpaHa,
BecnonoGuo mrpas Mens.

Hobpeny, ompascy o CTeny,

Jlo manmatkn ¢ KPOBABBIM KPECTOM.
3an1 BHIMAaTeNLHO CMOTPHT Ha CLEHY,
B 13Hb MOIC HA XOZY XOJIOCTOM.

JKn3ue MOX MENBTELINT N MeJIBKAeT
M y cMeptr BUCHT Ha Kpalo.
VYauenstock, OTKYZ2 OH 3HaeT
O0oxKeHHyI0 Iyly MOIO.

51 coBceam oteepraro Rocanmy
W knomnoiit ee Henoxoii.
A cBOCIO HMIpOI0 Harpamy
3a MeHs mepexBaTHT APYroit.

C romy6oro 3kpana Ges rpuMa
On cofiner yepe3 AecATL MHHYT,
M pepyonkn B Ge3fyMbe HIPHBO,
CroThikascs, 32 HIM NOGeryT.

Ox mpoligeT, Ha MeHs Hemoxoxiit,
Vnmbascs 3araloqHo MRe:
JeckaThb, umpe AOpOry, MpOXOXHi,
Ortofimn 51 nocToii B cropone.

— 5 ———



Ty T Budanova

No, the wound I've received is not deadly!
As far as that light T can crawl.

From the screen smiles the youngster already,
Who is capitally playing my role.

I can reach, if I lean on the fencing,
That tent with its bloody red cross.
And the audience gazes attentive

At my Ife as it stops at a Joss.

My screen life there flickers and flashes,
And hangs on the border of death.
I'm amazed, just how does he catch it,
My fire-scarred soul’s very breath?

I reject any jealous reaction

With its childish offence and unrest.
But my medal, for only his acting,
He wears borrowed upon his breast.

From the TV screen with no make-up
In ten minutes he will descend,

And the girls, in a playful shake-up,
Will run stumbling after him then.

He'll go by, looking not a bit like me,
And smiling obscurely will say:

“Clear the road, passer-by, step lively,
Stand aside there, out of my way!™

57—



Yro s, Tonkaiica, no Tonbko He mmGxo.
Toponich, HO CHEWsTs HOroM.

Tre-1o cctb B moeit xusun oumbxa,

He CIMOTKHHCL O Hee BHIepe .

U ne xmyps semoponviloro Barnsua,
Henoxopusiit sixop Tepebs.

He wurpaii mens, Manpunx, ne pago!
A un cam mourpaw cebs.

1962



Well then haste, but not too fast, dear fellow.
Well then, push, but not too hard by chance.
In my bfe there 1s somewhere an error,

Don’t stumble on it in advance.

And don’t frown and look discontented,
And don’t ruffle your hair, young friend.
And don’t play my part, it’s not wanted!
I'll play it myselif till the end.

1962



NECHS BEYHOMY ONTHMIIBMY

Mpue past He ocTamHmr B HAGICACTBO.
W a apyrim ne oGewmaio paif.

Uro xovewn, gmenaii:

Munyit wib kapait —

Jyma mos 3mech pacToyana CBeT CBOIi.

3nech, na 3emne,

Cpenu ee mogei,

B suobei, B poiine,

Cpems 310661 11 ynuiGok,

B cymaTHie otkpeimmil it omm6ok,
B Tpesore nenonenanubix 3areit

3neck, Ha 3emie,

Ine conuue rpyapio B rpyas,

I'ne Ha pacceTe 3aMOpPO3KH KOJKH,

I'ne npoxommn 3amyTanusiii,

Henonruit

Moeit cymebnl cMeprensHo CanKHi myTh.

Moii paii,

Moii anx

IMpusnannit 4 KnepeT.

TocKH ¥ NECHH — BEYHOCTE H MITHYTA,
T'me ROMKEH HEN3BECTHO MOYEMY-TO
JHynm Moeii noMepxHYTE ACHBI CBET.

He a2 ympy ~

Beeniennas ympet

B MOHX IJIa3ax y CyacTes HA IOpOre,
Tam, rae Moeii nporopennoil nopore
He cyxneHo GexaTh HaoGOpOT.

60




SONG TO ETERNAL OPTIMISM

No paradise on earth did I inherit.

No promise of paradise do I hold forth,
Do what you wish:

You may forgive or punish-

My soul shed generous light upon the Earth,

Here on this Earth,

Among her many people,

In love, in war,

Among its smiles and spite,

In turmoil of mistakes and revelations,
In worrying over plans not finished quite.

Here on this Earth,

Where bold 1 breast the sunshine,

Where at the dawn the stinging frost I greet,
Where 1 went on my tortuous way
Be-muddled,

My fated road, so short, but deadly sweet.

My heaven,

My hell

Of Earth's acclaim and slander,

Of longing and songs—eternity and a flash,
Where for some unknown reason or the other
The clear light of my sou! must die to ash.

Not I shall die~

The Universe will die then

Within my eyes, at happiness’ door,

There, where my trodden, half-forgotten highway
Is destined not to run back to days of yore.
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He s ympy-

YMper xuBas cps3b,

Matepuit W MBICAH IOCIHMHOK,

Kax cBeT 3B€3051 B XPYCTANBHEIX TPAHAX JILAHHOK
MrHOBeHHO racHeT, BCHBIIKOIO APOOGACH.

U Mplcnh MOs paccTaneTcst co MHOIR.
Viigetr Tyna,

T'ae s Guipan xoraa-ro,

Tne obnaxa pasgymeamu CoxpaTa
TIpoxoasT Mo OKpYrJIOCTH 3eMHOiL.

W MbIcnp MOs pacceeTcs, Xax CBET
Paccensaerca 1o cBery,

W ynaner na Hosyio IUIAHETY,
Kneiimennas cym00it 3eMHEIX IPHMET.
W BHOBL BO3HMKHY 1,

Vike npyroii, HeTsieHHbIi,

Ornem B uHoii, ofeToBaHHOIl Mre.

M cMmepTHO 3aTockylo no 3emre,

Tak, kax ceityac Tockylo no Beenennoit
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Not | shall dic-

Life’s living ties will dic then,

The ducl of mind and matter, soul and flesh,
Like light from stars in ice’s crystal facets
Will suddenly die away with a trembhng flash.

And all my thoughts and I will then be parted,
And they will go

Where once I had my birth,

Where cloud-banks, like Socratic meditations,
Pass round the curving surface of the Earth.

My thoughts will then be scattered, like the
light-rays

Are scattered afl around the Earth’s domains,

And they will fall upon another planct

Branded with the fate of carthly signs.

And 1 again shall rise,

Already different,

Like firc undying, in some far gloom immersed

And for the Earth 1 shall be mortally yearning,

As now I'm yearning for the Universe.
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MECHI! JIEBSUKBER KAHABKE
LI I

JleGemubte 1onocTir TpyGLt
B HCBO3BPATHOM IOIOT NAJICKE.

He kpusn nepecoxume ry6ut,
O Oruronm me ranmait o pyxe.
1 ot rna3 nanpakchneM posmt
O1roHH HEBECEnyIo Telb.

BeciaGawio wa MapcosoM nofie
Tonybaa Gymyer cupens.
Bymesana cupens. Byuesana
JHaxe cmepTst camoii BONpeKH.

U crynann no nugram xasana,
Cnorbikafch, TROH KaGryxH.

Tepememannsii ¢ asiMKoit paccsera,
Homunmancs cHpeneBbIii 2al.
KabGnykn u3 6roxannoro Jeta

He no nmmtraM~no cepuuy cry4ar.

[MBe OpGHTHI CXNECTHYIHCH, M KPYTO
Pa3BepHy/ick pakeThl B paccBeT.
Crana peSHOCTBIO T2 MIHYTR,

Eff uu cMepTH, HH BpEMeEH! HET.

OrusUnuTH Aanekne MapiuH.

Benoit noun paccesncs ApIM

S ue cTan HE MOJOXeE, HI CTapile.
S ocrancs Bce Tem — MOJIOABIM.

51 xMBY 9THM YyNOM paccBeTa.
U ¢ BocTOproM B Moeii THINIHE
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SONGS TO THE SWAN CANAL*

* xF

In the irrevocable distance
Youth's swan-trumpets sing out a blast.

O long-parched lips, don’t dissemble,

By my patm don't tell of the past.

From your eyes by an effort of will-power
Drive away that miserable shade.

On the Field of Mars**, the reckless
Sky-blue lilac is on parade.

The lilac was rampant. Rampant

In spite, yes, of death as well.

And your heels, tap-tap, went stumbling
On the flagstones beside the canal.

And mixed with the hazy dawning,
The dense fumes of lilac arose

The heels of blockaded summer
Tap-tap on my heart, not the stones.

Two orbits clashed, and steeply

At dawn bursting rockets climb.
That minute became eternity.

It knows neither death nor time.

Distant marches away went floating.
White-night *** mist no longer hung.
I've become no younger, no older.
T've remained as 1 was-just young.

1 live by that dawning wonder.
With delight, in my tranquillity,

: A canal in Leningrad - 7.
* The name of a well-known square s Leningrad.~T7.

*** The “white nights” in June m Lemingrad. when the shy does
not grow dark.~7r.

308
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U3 Toro mesosepatioro seta
Otkankatores nebean Mue.

* * =

51 e Guun obrecen y *H3UH HA NHPY
Hir waweit Mecti 1 nt yawseii uect.

Tl koUwIILCA co MuOit 1ab A ¢ TOBOH YMPY~
He Bce ap pasmo: mp! OsUlH B Mupe BMECT

Brin Genoii noun 3nibxnii obmik THX.
Buun toneko Mur. M B aToT MMT

MTHOBENHbUL,
B sur o3apenbs, pagu hHac ABOHX
Yackl OCTAHOBHIHCH BO BCENEHHON.
Tol 11a X0 Mue CKBO3b pafocTp M NEYdIb
W ropmionrtam He 6bu10 mpesena.
11 3a TOBOIl B HepemoMyl0 Ramb
C TBOEit Jywoit MoA Aywa Jerena.

W Ttam, rie Mpak cpeiut BEpUIHH 3aUIerT,
51 wea x tebe y nponacTH HalR Kpaem.
Jro60BE MOs — Xupoil AYWH 34707,

A craf, KaK Tol, BO BCEM HEHCCAKAEM.

* x &

Ax, JleGsaxns xanapxa! ITo Gepexky,
IMo TpaBe-Mypane Ha BeCy

S, B NpHTOPIINAX YKPHITYO, Oepexno
TlaMsTs — OTHIY-CHIGILY — HECY.

Ax, JleGaxpa kanaska! He naumt
Conossil nnkosany B Houn?

To, yro GHLIO €O MuOW, — He cnpausmpali,
To, uT0 Gyner €o MHO... MOTHH.



From that irrevocable summer
The canal swans respond to me.

* ¥ &

1 was not passed by in life’s feast, it’s true.
No cup of grief, no cup of honour e¢ither.
You'll die with me, or I will die with you

Is it not one-we lived in this world together.

The white mght’s chilly face was calm to view.
There came one moment. And in that minute minute,
In that wrradiant moment, for us two

The stars stood still, the world, and clocks

within 1t.

You came to me through joy and grief alone,
There was no limit to the wide horizons.

And after you, into the great unknown

My soul went flying, with your soul for guidance

And there, where darkness on the high hills fell,
I came to you across the abyss infernal

My love-the guarantee of a living soul,

1 became, like you, in all a spring eternal

* %

Ah, dear Swan Canal! Down by your border
In the grasses suspended there,

In whole handfuls covered, so gently

Happy memory—the blue-bird—I bear.

Ah, dear Swan Canal! There m the darkness
Weren’t the nightingales ours which rejoiced?
And what happened to me-~do not question.
And what will be with me~don't give voice.
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Ax, Jle6axbs xanapka! ITox smmamy,
Han tsoeio nag Touxoil ponoii,

Mbl npurybiunir cyacTes, fa BHITII,
Ha 3anemt aywoit, Mmononoii.

Ax, Jlebaxes kanaska! H3 pasHocti
Cscrnoii crpacty, xunesiueit B 6010,
51 mecy rebe maup Gnaronapuocth,
Henacpitiyio ayuy moto.
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Ah, dear Swan Canal! Under your lime-trees,
By your stream, by your waters not wide,
We supped happiness, yes, and drank deeply,
And our young souls sang out mside.

Ah, dear Swan Canal! Out of past history
Of pure passion, in battle roused whole,

I present you in gratitude tribute~

My thirsting, insatiate soul.
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TNECHSA HE3HAKOMOfi IEBOYKE

O. @ Bepecovy

A mec ee B rocturans, [Tena
Cupena B noremkax otboi,
W 3apeso nocne oferpena
Copeno nan uepnoii Hesoil.

Bruta owa, cnosHo mynmuka,
Bessoneua, serka n ciaba.
Cromssna na 3aTBUIOK KOCBINKA
C npospausioro aerckoro jaba.

W myxa GecuseTHrre ry6sr
CMEpTENLHBIM OTHEM 3aNeKnd.
Ckpo3b Genbre cxarrie 3y6mn
Barposas crpyitka Texna.

Wi xamana TOHKO H MEJKO
Ha xadem xanensto orps.
B npuemtiom noxoe ciaenxa
B3ana oty xu3up y MCHA.

W xn3ie NpHOTKpLLIZ PECHHIBL,
Ceepxuyna nogobuo syuy,
Ckazana Mute rosocoM ITHIBL:
«A s ymMupaTh HE XOuy...»

W cnabenwknit rosoc 3anonunna
Moe cymecrBo, kak obsan.

Sl nantaTeio cepala 3aNOMHIT
Jhina Bockosoro osan.
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SONG TO AN UNKNOWN LITTLE GIRL
To Olga Bergholtz

1 carried her off to the hospital.

In the dusk sirens sang the all-clear,
And the glow after heavy bombardment
Over black Neva's bank burned near.

She was light and as frail as a feather,
And listless, and limp, anyhow.

Her plait fell back on her shoulder
From her childish transparent brow.

Her colourless lips, with its torture

The death-dealing fire had scarched clean,
And through her white teeth clenched together
There trickled a dark crimson stream.

And it dripped in small drops, slowly falling
Like drops of fire, on the tile.

In reception-room quiet the sick-nurse

Took that life from my arms meanwhile.

And life flickered then through her lashes,
And gleamed like a spark in her eye,

As to me, like 2 bird, she twittered:

“But T do not want to die...”

Her fragile voice filled my whole being,

As though an avalanche took place.

On my heart there was stamped the memory
Of her waxen oval face.
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JKn3uw xncuwer Merensto. H ¢ kpato
Jletar mepcrosble cTOAGEL

"sa HHKOraa He y3uaro

Bnokaanoit aesuonky cyanOor

Ocranack B kMBBIX oHa, HET Jn?
He puano B tymaie miua.
Hoporn sanyrauw. Ilernun

Ha nermu sersm 6e3 xosua.

Ho pmeno me B 3T10M, He B 3TOM.
51 ¢ HoBoii 3abotoit sey.

W capliy orkyna-To, rae-To:
«A s yMipaTh He XO4y..»

U mue ne yiity, ne 3a06HLITECH,
He cBpocitts Tpesor xosUo.
Mse BHANTCA ¥ETKO HA JIHLAX
Ee BoCKOBOE JTHIO.

Kax Gyaro 6e1 B apiMke paccseTa,
B HEpenOMBIX MHE OKpYrax,
TpepoxkHan HawWia IVIAHETA

JlexuT y MmeHs HA pyKax.

W cepaue nynscHpyeT MeJIKO,
JApoxut nox moeto pykoii

51 cam ee Bpay, N CHDENKR,
H ruxuit npuempii nokoit

W Mue Haunnath NepeBssky,
Beio HOYB B 13roNIOBBE CHIETD,
Pacckaseieate crapyio cxa3ky,
C anpapckofi MeTenslo cefieTh.

Tnaners na cossesnwa nusle
Frazasnt senuninvoe 8 geka

H caywats scio Houn nossipHbIe
Beceasennioro cepaua. Ioxa,
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Life lashed me along like a blizzard.
On its verge the striped mile-posts whirl.
Now I never shall know, most likely,
The fate of that Leningrad girl.

Did she die, or is she still living?
Her face I can’t sce in the mist.

All the roads are mixed up, and the zig-zags
One after another twist.

But not that, not just that is the matter,
With a new concern now 1 fly,

As 1 hear from somewhere or other:
“But I do not want to die..”

And I can’t escape, can’t forget 1t,
Can't break the ring of alarm.

1 see clearly on other faces

Her waxen face on my arm.

As 1f in the smoke of the dawning,
In surroundings to me unknown,
Our uneasy, troubled planet

Lay here in my arms with a moan.

And 1its heart is pulsating weakly,
And trembles beneath my hand.
As her doctor, her nurse-in-waiting,
Her reception room, quiet 1 stand

Her wounds I must start to rebandage,
And watch by her bed night and day,

And tell her the old fairy-stories,
And in January blrzzards go grey.

1 must gaze upon strange constellations,
Across ages, with earthly eye still,

And hear all night long the call-signs
Of eternity’s heart. Unul,
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[loxa ona rnas ne noxaxer,
H ne yawbuercs B Tenn,

H sne Gnaronapno He ckaxer:
«Hosonbno. Mmt oTa0XHI».

1964



Until her closed eyes she reopens,

And smiles in the shade her request,
And finally gratefully murmurs:

“You have done enough. Go and rest!”
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TIECHA
NOCJEAHEMY XKABOPOHKY
I' Kos.os0i

A mue Mocksa Ghuta mana
Mne HeyroTHO GBUIO
Mertens auBapekas Mena,
WM scio MockBy 3roGHII0.

S1 wen xyna riasa roasgsT
S 6pen onun Ges uemu.

Tepemeran OxoTHplil psn
XonoaHblii XBOCT METEJTH.

O uem s nyman? Hu o uem.
O BCEM, HTO MHE H3BECTHO
ITnedqo 3uMMBI ¢ MOHM ILIEYOM
CDHPHKaCaﬂOCL TECHO.

HasepHo, Bce GriBaeT BAPYT,
U — enpyr, Grictpee Ny,
Trou rnasa. xax cam HCTIYT,
B mMon rrasa B3rjasHymt

W Bee. Kaxofi-to Masnprif Mur,
Cexynna-aBe, He Gose.

Ho a B rnasax yBngen KpHK
Couyscrayromeit Gomi.

¥l cpasy Tam, na rayGuee
Monx pasgysisii rae-To,
OﬂﬂTb, KaK [MOKa310Ch MIIC,
3azenesieno seTO.
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SONG TO THE LAST SKYLARK
To G Kozlova

Moscow seemed rather cramped, 1t’s true.
To me it was not pleasing

The January blizzard blew,

And Moscow was all freezmng.

1 roved whereer my glances slipped,

I roamed alone, at hazard.

Across the Hunter’s Row* there swept
The cold tail of the blizzard.

Of what my thoughts? Of nought. Unknown,
Of all I knew, most likely.

The winter’s shoulder and my own

Rubbed one another tightly.

AN happens, probably, mn 2 fash.
And -swifter than bullet chancing,
Your eyes, like fright, as white as ash,
Into my eyes were glancing.

That’s all. Some moment slipping by,
A second or two, a fluttering.

But in those eyes I saw a cry

Of sympathetic suffermg.

And there at once, deep in my stream
Of meditations growing,

Again, or so to me it seemed,

The summer grass was blowing.

* A Moscow street —Tr,
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W xamoponox 3a3penern,
Baneres maz xneBepimem.

...Mu1 Bce B kpyry oGemunbix men
HecObrrounoe mmeM.

Ha maweii 1onoctn nexaT
HannacrobanbeM rofsl.

W uam or mux ne ybexars,
Kak oT camoli npHpomsl.

K Ham Hesmerko eMmy JETETb—
Bee owmyrnmeii Ko3mi.

Ho npoposxaer rae-to metd
Moit xaBoporok no3nanii
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A skylark sang on soaring wings,
Over the clover-field mellow.

...We all in the ring of usual things
The unrealizable follow.

Upon our youth already lic

The strata of years lost later.
And from them we can never [ly,
Any more than from our nature.

It's hard for the lark to fly to us~
More and more pitfalls fearing.
But somewhere still is singing thus
My skylark late appeanng.

1965



yClie
Tecy, To 3Berory, Ha Bonbyof; Bone,
Ao 3Beany, Bumnman Hirry,,
\80\
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OUR SONGS SUNG IN WAR

Old grey heads count off the anniversaries,
Through the cosy calm the alarm-bells ring.
In their solitude old soldier-veterans
Long-forgotten war-songs start to sing.

Maybe by chance, or maybe before bad weather
Grey-haired soldiers’ war-wounds ache today.
War-songs also are not much in fashion,
They’ve grown old as well, so people say.

Maybe we, like songs too, are outmoded.
Now the dew of blood had dried away.
New selections on guitars are sounding,
New the voices which strike up today.

Fresh, hght-hearted voices. But resentment

Does not gather nor seethe in me therefore,

Our old songs were sung in the very best manner.
Our old songs wete sung in times of war.

There, where we faced crossings and obstructions,
Where on posts hangs wire with sharp, barbed tips,
There, a-bleeding, lay our choir-leaders,

With an unfinished song upon their lips.

With an unfinished song they lay a-dying,
Smiling at the sunshine and the spring.
And today from boundless far horizons
Those old songs in dreams to me still wing

Songs are such-they ring out in their freedom,
To the stars their thread goes leading through.
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Toasko Mue kakoil-To cvmyTHoit Gomnt,
Yto nm nenait, ne yroMoHuthb.

U ne namo! Tel Mens ne Tporaii.
VY IToGeasr Toxe Gonb cBos.
A Tefe cpoeii natn moporoit
W c¢ nmepyonxoil caywarb conoBbS.

On noet. Boscio NMoeT B NMOANECKE.
Houb Tixa. Beenennas rinyxa.
Han pyusem Nywmcrele MOABECKH
OcpimaeT crapast o1pXa

3Be3MBI 3aTHXAIOT B XOPOBOZE.
ConoBbH BHIBOAAT CONIOBBAT.
Mozxer, Tak, a MOXeT, K Hemoroae
Hemmvye HoloT pamel y cojimaT.
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But for me they bring a vague heart-aching.
Nothing calms it down, whate'er I do.

1 don’t need to, either. Do not touch me.
Victory also has its pain nought heals.
You just go along your chosen highway
With your girl-friend, listen to nightingales.

They are singing. Singing n the thicket.
Night is calm The umverse is remote.
Q’er the river one old alder’s leaning,
Draping down its fluffy summer coat.

Stars fall silent m their dancing orbits
Nightingales hatch chicks in nests a-sway.
Maybe by chance, or maybe before bad weather
Grey-haired soldiers’ war-wounds ache today
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BAOrOHKY VIUTHIBAIOWED
NO HEBL JILAHHE

Bur ront copox Bropoit.
Mens marano

Ot ronona,

Or rops,

Ot Tockir.

Ho mna secpa ~

Eii 6uno rops mano
Ho amix Gen,

Pa36uteiii ma kyckm, "
Kax padwunan cpipoit 11 nojapesarsis,
Tlon ronyGoit Jhureiinoro nponer,
Pasmepennio packaunpas JIaThl,

ilfen no Hese ¢ Hoporit xisni JeA.

W rae-to Tam,

Hessr nocepenune,

31 ysuman ¢ Jlureitnoro mMocta

Ha memnedso kauaroesics bAiHeE
Orvernnso

HNono6ue kpecra.

A nmpouea nomwsiBana,

3a Gbikamic

Hepen mMocToM samemmina pasGer.
Kpecroobpasno,

B croponnr pykamut,

Bl B 9Ty JbuHy BRagn 4enobex.

Her, ne connar, yGursit mog Jy6posxoii
Ha oxasnnom «Hebckom narauxen,
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AFTER AN ICE-FLOE
FLOATING DOWN THE NEVA

It was n forty-two.
And I was shakmng
From hunger,

From great grief,

From anguish too.

But spring was coming—
She had little worries
About those woes.

All broken through and through,

Like lumps of melting sugar, damp and porous,
Beneath the Foundry Bridge’s sky-blue span,

In regular rhythm rocking in 1ts armour,

The ice from the Road of Life down the Neva ran*.

And somewhere there,

In the middle of the Neva,

From the Foundry Brudge I noticed, at a loss,
Upon the slowly rolling, rocking ice-floe,
Quute clearly marked,

The ltkeness of a cross.

The ice-floe floated up

Behind the pier-stones,

Before the bridge 1ts pace it had to slow.
And cross-wise

With both arms a-spreading sideways,

A human being was welded to that floe.

No, not a soldier, killed around Dubrovka,

Upon that cursed “Neva 5-kopek piece”,

* The ice-road across Lake Ladoga, over which lorries brought
supplies of food and fuel for the blockaded and starving population
of Lenmgrad.- Tr.
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A Mambu,
nO-MMb'HIlUCCl\‘H nenoukuii,
B pestecnenon KYprysom nmimxauxe.

Kak on norng jia Jlanore,
He 3naro,
Buin nyneii conr Bt 3amep3 B MeTenb

- .ITo Beear MoOpsn,
Hontansuras ¢ Kpaso,
Mavser ero XpyCTanbnas nocrens.

i
Nnsser nop GNECKOM BCex HOUNBIX CO3BERH
Kak s KoneiGem,

Ha cenoii posne,

-5 Bunen MAp.
A nonsemnn H3BE3 I,
H spents AYuly packpeiBano Mue.

Cumesnics pery g Jlonpnone.
TMnscann
B Autagaracre LUKONBHHKH,

A on

Bee mrn i g B HEBE/IOMBIE OaH,
Kax Tuxuii cron

CkBo3s Matepanckuii com,

3emnetpacenss BCTpAXHBamt cymmi.

Bynxannr TpHTOpMaskiBam: nenr,

Pesenu 6on6sr,

U nemeny Ay,

Aonsp XPycTansuoit xonmGem;
TUTBLT.

Mocii ayme ToKkoz Gonbiue HeTy.
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But just a boy.,
And boyishly sull ankward,
In a factory jacket too tight, with shortish sleeves

How he died on Ladoga
I've no idea
Struch down by a bullet. or frozen i the snow

..Through all the seas,
And melting away at the edges.
There floats lus 1cy crystal bed below

He floats beneath mght's gleaming constellations
As 1f within a erib,
On waves of grey.

... I"ve scen the world,
Qer half the world Tve travelled,
But time revealed its soul to me that day

The children laughed in London.

In Antafagasta

The scholars were dancing happily.

But he

Still floated and floated into the unknown
distance,

As a quict moan

Through a mother's dreams breaks free.

By carthquakes all the firmament was shaken.
Volcanoes erupted dust and Java hot.
The bombs roared violent.

And our souls grew silent.
But he went floating on his crystal cot.

Within my soul there is no longer quiet.
Everywhere,
Always,

— 87—



Bo cie n nasny,

Toka s xup,

S ¢ uuM nawwy no coery,

CKBO3L NaMAThL ve10BeveCTBA ILILIBY.

1966



Awake, in dreams remote,
While T still live,

With him through the world I'm dnfting,
Throughout the memory of mankind I float.

1966



PA3rOBOP C HEMEUKHM IMHCATEJIEM

CkBO3b pHUEN ONTHYECKAX BHHTOBOX
MBb! ¢ ToDOIT 3HAKOMHIHCE B YIIOP-
Be3 AHIUIOMAaTHYECKHX YJIOBOK
Haunnaesm HoBblii pasrosop.

Thor ceifyac ciuawunb B Moeii KBapTHpe.
I'peeinincs y posHOro Orus.

Meews Buio

Wl rosopuiur o mMupe,

Bosblie HE NPHUEAHIULCS B MeHA.

Boccranosnen Jlensnrpan

U Kénpna

Konokonsun na setpy rygsar.
M Tebe n mue ceromus 60mbHO
3a Moux M 3a TBOMX peBST.

Tor connar, ¥ s conpar,

He tax nn?

Ham crapern,

A MononeM pactit.

-.Bca 3eMns 113 npocsonentoll naKmy
CTOHT TOABKO CANYKY MOMHECTI.

Her, et e suTaem B avmmpenx,
C amka pexa oTMmuthan rpis.
Dapucent criopst o enpesx,

Mur o Qocroesckons ropoping.
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CONVERSATION WITH A GERMAN WRITER

Through the optical sights on sniping rifles
You and I got acquainted face to face.
With no diplomatic subterfuges

Now a new acquaintanceship takes place.

You are situng in my flat at present,
Warm yourself before a steady fire,
Drink your wine,

And speak of peace and friendship,
Amm your rifle sights at me no more,

Leningrad's rebuilt.

And in Cologne now

Belfry bells cast on the wind their chime.
You and 1 are pained today, and anxious
For your youngsters there, and here for mine.

You and 1 are both old soldiers,

Aren’t we?

We must age,

The young ones must grow up.

..All the world’s a well-filled powder-barrel,
‘Waiting for the first match to be struck.

No, we do not hover in the empyrean,

But we wipe the mask from the century’s brow.
Pharisees may debate the Jewish question,

We're discusstng Dostoyevsky now.
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Good and Evil.

But the world is choking.

Europe with murky sulphor fumes is filled.
And to you 1 am, 1 daresay, gratelul
That a very soldierly pen you wield.

That which in the name of man’s existence
You to all humanity extend,

Though it be but small,

The truth of the century,

Only not the betrayal of a nearest friend .

In the harbour tavern not for nothing
The pranola midnight silence racks.
They shoot Pushkin down

Again jin duels.

Fugik

They lead off beneath the axe.

Priests are liars,

And treaties too are lying.

All the past to future days relates.

Now the world 1s at the fatal cross-roads.
Hitlers

Live today in many states.

They? No, we today still hold the power
To defend the peaceful dawn anew.
Son of this Earth,

And son of my dear Russia,
I am speaking, German friend, with you.

We are soldiers.

And we are responsible
For the filth of the Earth,
And Parnassus too.
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nyﬂl- na csere BLIpACTAIOT JeTit
YxRecTBeuneii
H nocroiineit nac,
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B IMOCHERHHNA PA3

B nocnennuii paz BO cHe TpEBOXAOM,
Hepexocks or Gomu por,

51 mpokpH1Y HEOCTOPOXHO

Csoe nocnenHee «snepenly.

U el 3anomun: s He ymep,
51 B 6oii ywen B nocnemunii pas.

B conmarckom cepaue 3amep 3yMMED,
¥ ¢ mupom cpsaar oGopsanach.

1966



NS

Tas

FOR THE FINAL TIME

For the final time in slumber tortured,
Mouth twisted with the pain, I urge
And shout aloud again, mcautious,
My final battle order “Charge!”

Remember: 1 did not die of violence,

To battle the final time I hurled.

In my soldier’s heart the line went silent,
And T lost all contact with the world.

1966

RN ) N



JKEHIIHHE, WKIQIEN PACIALIOHKY

Tr! — nepBoe cpeTyIOE 4yAO
Ha Mol senenoii sesute.
Io3paxusaer nocyna,
Maummnka crpount Ha crofe.

ITo markoMy Bopcy anenn
JloxuTCa CTe)OK HA CTEXOK,

Kak BepHOCTL epuHCTBEHHOIT UETH,
Kotopas sxm3ns Gepesxer.

B #BinKeHHsX YyTKHX CTEIEHHA,
Thl A€OM MPOCTHIM 3aHATA
JMa byner GnarocnoseHna
Hpoitnaa TeOst xpacoTa!

3aranxky mBoiizoro emIHCTBA
¥ cepaue non cepauem mecd,

B npeauyscrein MaTepHACTBA
Ter Gyaymmm cpeTHIIbCS BCS.
Mue nago 1 cioBoM, H IENOM,
W coberpennoii cnopnts cyanboit,
U106 panyra B obnake Genom
Crosna Beeraa nan To6oil.

1967
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TO A WOMAN SEWING A BABY'S VEST

You're the first and brightest marvel
Upon this beloved green earth.

The crockery starts to rattle,

The machine on the table’s at work.

Along the soft fluff of the flannel
You plan: swift stitch after stitch,
Like faith in one goal, ever loyal,
Which guards life to the final ditch.

With movements of careful endeavour
A simple task you perform.

And may it be blessed for ever,
Your twofold beauty so warm!

With the nddle of two-in-oneness,
And bearmg a heart 'neath your own,
Foreseemng maternity’s wonders,

With the future you're ali aglow.

By word and by deed I must struggle
With my fate 1o make certain now,
That a white cloud and rainbow aureole
Should always encircle your brow.
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TTOUTH 3AKTHHAHHE

O Goxe, kak Tl xopotua!

Bcest 3peanaM HacTexn

Tbon rnasa, Tnos ayua,
Hcrova crpacti.

H b csernoit crpacti, 1t B Tocke,
B newamt veproit,

Ot ruGeni Ha ponocke

He 6yas noxopnoi.

TBOE ROCTOHHCTBO It CTATh
Bo nue nonete.

H xpacore Tooeii 6micTats
B Moen nomue.

Kak xovems 3To na3sosin,
Xoth Gnaxbio B3gOpPHOI:
B camosabsense it mobsn
He 6yne noxopHoit.

IMyers muuero s csoeil cympbe
He nasepcrato,

Ho uncthix necen Bcien Tebe
Tlyckaro crato

Yepes cepaua, vepes rona
Kunaio 3epua ~

He 6yap noxopuoii. Hukorna
He 6yae noxopua.

B Tebe Most 3eMHas HuecTs
N sce, 4o cHmnocs,

U npasocymme, u MecTs,
U rues, 1 Munocts.
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ALMOST AN INVOCATION

My God, how good, how fine you are'
Your eyes, your spirit

Wide open to the last small star,

To passion’s limut

In radiant love, mn longing deep,

In black abysses,

When but a hair’s-breadth from death’s grip,
Be not submissive,

Your dignity and stately form

I sull remember.

Your loveliness yet lingers warm,

A glowing ember.

Though you may name this whimsy stuff,
Mere words denisive:

In self-forgetfulness and love

Be not submissive.

Though all that fate has brought me through
Is past redeemung,

Still my pure songs in flocks to you

Go teeming, streaming

Down on each heart, down on each year,
My seeds incsive:

Be not submissive. Never fear.

Be not submissive.

In you my earthly honour les,
And dreams I'm nursing,

And justice, and revenge likewise,
And wrath, and mercy.
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TeGe noet mos crpoka
Tockoii ynopuoii:
UYcpes sexa it na pexa
Byan uenokopitoit!
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Of you sings true my poet’s line
With yearning wishes:

Across the years, throughout all tume,
Be unsubmissive!
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XONOQHOE YTPO LIXANTYEO

Ha mumnsx sueit, kaxk Macka ya Cky/iax Bpaua.
H ouvepx ropu. H 3a mneto B Oeanonnoctit cnmeil
MuauiByT obnaka, H2 XOMOAHOM BETPY KAOKOYZ.

M map max npovanos. M micii fie magaer ¢ muii.

Corpeii Moc cepate 1 cxopGiibie pykn cxopeii.
3gech KOJMIOTCA 3Be3nbl, H HOwst fe3KanocTHO AONTH
Corpeit 1tx npHBeTOM, AATEKHM ABIXQHBEM corpeit

W cayns, cnosno mieii, co cTAporo cepaua Hroaxi

He cepmue, a KakTyc pacreT, pacfyckasch B IPyAl
W naBut na pebpa, 3 racHT HOUHBIE CBCTILIA.
Tel NaMmATHIO B NaMATL CKOpee KO MHe MpHXomi,

Kak B M3 H CMEPTH CHAceHbeM KO MHE
npuxomuia.

S xnmy Te6s, capumimb! 3a ropuoii rpsast nepesa’l
JletHT MOE CJ10BO, A BETEp XONOAHLIY, HaxpamicT.
Ero oGopsast ~ i o6anoM MOX KaMHH B NPOBAT

Hu cnosa. Hu sxa. KowvaeTcst HOYH aHAnECT.
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COLD MORNING, TSKHALTUBO

On stone-pines lies hoar-frost, Iike mushn on

some doctor’s face.

Just an outline of hills. And beyond, in the

blue’s deep confines

The clouds go floating, upon the cold winds

torn to shreds.

There is haze o’er the gap. And the hoar-frost

falls not from the pines

O warm my poor heart and my suffering hands,
and make haste
Here stars have a sting, and the might-hours
are long, stark and dark.
O warm them with welcome, with breath from afar—
warm them through,

And blow the sharp needles, hike hoar-frost,
from this aging heart,

No heart, but a cactus 1s growing, and spreads
in my breast,
And presses my nbs, and be-dims every
night-star’s flame.
In memory, as a remembrance, come quickly to me,
As often in life and in death with salvation you came

1 wait you, you hear me! Beyond the rock ridge
of the pass
Goes flying my word, but with impudence bold
the cold win
Has torn 1t, and cast it "neath avalanched
rocks in the gap.
No words And po echoes. Night’s anapaest
comes to an end.
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S oway vebs, envunus! TpesnT Bosoman, KIOko4a,
H tenb ot roput zakpeipaer 8 Tymane goamiy.
Ha munuax sneff, kax Macka §12 cxyiax Bpayd.
St pwiitay B yiuense, Sl xasenstuix TOp ste paigpiHy.

A Beaymiaock B yTpo, Kak MAILWHK B (LIOXHE CTHXH,
Kax 8 rpyfetit noxcrpousig, xoTopuisfi ne xaer
nepesona.

Ha mynmax—aeit. B UxanryGo noror neryxi.
W sanaxoar xnefa cnoxoiinast auumT NpHpoxd.
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I wait you, you hear me! The waterfall roars, torn to shred
And shade from the mountams envelopes the
valley must-filled
On stone-pines lies hoar-frost, like muslin
on some doctor’s face.
I go forth, and into the gorge. I can't move
stony hills.

1 listen to morning, intent, like a lad to bad verse,
As though to a coarse-worded crib, which none
will translate.
On the stone-pines lies hoar-frost. Tskhaltubo's
first cocks start to crow

Calm nature 1s breathing the fragrant atoma
of gram.
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OYEHE FPYCTHBIE CTHXH

Shobioan Jxce 1 wane

Mue perositiath 06 3TOM ropsko,
Ho A HC BCNOMIHTbL HC MOTY:
Tnieqas koGoimitua 3opbra
Tlacnace ua mywkmickoM Jyry.

Bokpyr nee Takoil ke Macti
Hrpan n nyranca y nor
Cateurstoft, raasactstil, ronenactsiil,
C BoaHNCTON MEePCTBIO COCYNOK.

Ona rycroii Tpassr fraenmacs,
CrTpsixHyna rpiBy c ronosel.
Eii nopanatecs 3axotenocs

B npoxnanuoil ceexeCTH TPaBbL

Bech neHs OHA Bo3msIa CEHO,
3BeHs KOJMEYKOM IOH Iyroii-
COTHYB TOUEIIOE KONCHO

Ogawoit Hory, otom Apyrof,

B ncrome nerxoctn n memmt
Iepemsaxatnoro temia

Ona CKJAOHMJIACH HA KOJICHH
U Ha 60K MefneHHO nerna.

3apxana pagoCTHO H CHITO,
Coboiji noponsHas BHOMHE.
Han GproxoM BCKIHY/IA KONAITA
W saxpyranacy Ha crimme.
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VERY SAD VERSES
To Lyvubov Dzheliloyna

The memory of it all is bitter,

But from my mind it will not pass:
What happened to the bay mare Zorka,
On Pushkin’s meadow out to grass.

Nearby her, of the same bay colour,

All knobbly-kneed, large-cyed and droll,

On its long shanks there skipped and stumbled
A woolly-coated sucking foal.

The mare cropped lush and jncy grasses,
And shook her mane back from her head.
She wished to wallow in abandon
In the cool freshness of the mead.

All day the fragrant hay she carted,
On the hamess-arch rang a little bell.
She bent her tapering hind-quarters,
One fore-leg rose, the other fell.

In light and languorous enjoyment
Of sunset warmth, at close of day,
She quietly sank upon her knee-caps,
Then on her side she slowly lay.

She neighed, well-fed, and feeling happy,
And with herself well-satisfied,

Then kicked her hoaves above her belly,
Rolled on ber back, from side to side
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Otkyma 6b110 3HATE KOOBUTE,
Uro na HeckoWeHHOM YTy
Buepa sgech rocrt Gy, I,
U nenn B apyxeckom Kpyry.

A KTO-TO € «MYIpOIO» YXMBUIKOH,
B xmenpHoii Gecneunocrn ynmal,
ByTeutkn Gu mycroit 6yThuixoit
U B Bo3ayx ropaptmkn Kuaaml

...JlpoxuT K0oGbUIA CTepToil X0MKOi,
Bceii xoxeii ¢ ronosst go Hor.

Y xomtox pxaporo xapGomkoit

Eii 3anuBaer kpacmsii Gok.

Crexaer Xposb N3 pBAaHOI paHbl
B MO0 ropsyyro cTpoky.

W pebpa, kak Mepenuansl,
CkBo3b kpoBb GeneroT Ha GOKY.
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And how was she to know, poor creature,
That where the unmown grass rose higher,
Some guests sat here, just yesterday evenmg,
And drank and sang in friendly choir.

But someone, with a “knowing™ smirk then,
In tipsy boldness, not a care,

One bottle struck on an empty bottle,

And the jagged necks threw in the air.

...The mare, with lacerated withers

Quivered from head to foot ’neath her hide.
The groom, with rusty-coloured carbolic
Disinfected her blood-soaked side.

The blood through ragged@ wounds is weeping
In this impassioned line I write.

Her nbs, like on the globe meridians,
Through bleeding sides show gleaming white.
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BEAUTIFUL MORNING

1 dreamed you were almost drowning
And did not call me to save.

The starless darkness was howling
Beyond the white crest of the wave.

The whirlwind its vortex drove hither,
The peninsular slashed by a third.
“Wait—we sworc we'd dic 1ogethert”
I cried after you unheard.

And awoke. Like a thicf, discreetly
Looked around in anxious alarm.

You were breathing so ealmly and sweetly
On my numbed extended arm.

And your slender body’s dependence
Your plait likc a wave washed through.

The chiff-chafl sang morning's resplendence,
And from the panes dripped the dew,

1967
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WHAT | THOUGHT ABOUT IN THE RYE

How warm the rye smells in July,
How friendly ears put forth their yield!
As bees buzz by, and blue dragon-fly,
You wander through the ripening field,

Where paradise breathes its heated sigh,
You move as through a trench of green,
Where ear to ear the rye'’s breast-high
And the horizon can’t be seen.

Like geese the clouds waft through the sky.
The path ends here-a trap for you.

And in the rye there meets the eye

A cornflower’s revelation blue,

With prickly whiskers tall green ears
Caress your cheek as they brush by
A partridge not far off appears
Crossing the path into the rye.

Above you darting martins fly,

Like bullets, through the quivering heat.
How warm the rye smells m July,

With earthly ripeness round your feet!

How bnght the world! How sweet the air!
You gulp it down, drink gasping dry.
There’s nought to offend. No riddles here.”
There’s only golden ripening rye.

1967
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REEDS

The autumn leaves, red hearts, ke trumps
Go flying down. What peace!

Misfortune comes to the tranquil lake-
The water’s threatened by reeds.

They soon will spread and move ahead
Out from the shore. Then here

Will be foul slime and mire, instead
Of water pure and clear.

And they will make their bed, a nook
In dark ooze, in the shade,

Like maxims copred out m a book,
In lazy lines displayed.

There ought to come a rearing wave,
A scythe, a seine-net dredge—

The waters then would roar and rave
Against reed and rush and sedge

Upon the shore, with whitening foam,
The springs in spate should splash,

And through therwr channels forcing home
The river’s waves should dash.

With risng passion in full flood
Sweep away tedium’s calm,
Don’t cease your agitated mood,
O soul in live alarm
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KAMLIL

Crermor CpI-Ko31apn
Ocenunx aperyen, Tuun,
Beoit 1a 1ivon o3epe
Bone rpowr kAL,

On cropo pannime Annseres
Or Gepera, Torna

3auaxner 3aminmres
Mpospaunag nona,

Cron nocrean BHICTC/TIOT
Y tesmnix i B Temu,

aK nponucnbve HCTHIBL,
Jlemnnuie niny,

Ciona 6 Bosy BrICOKYIO,

Kocy ma nenona, —

MNocnopina 6 ¢ 0coKol0
[ KambItoay BOaa.

O 6eper neriolt BuGenscs,
Npomuima 6 pomimkn,

€PE3 NPOTOKY 6 BriGimacs
Bonnoii x BOJIHE pekir.

Beeit erpacriio HanonHems
Moxkoii Tocxky Kpyma,

He Tpekparmaii BOJIHetN,
Kusyman Ayura,
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Do not give up~1 haste to speak

In good time, as one needs—

Your depths, your bay, your quiet creck
To the control of reeds.

1967






Do not give up-1 haste to speak

In good time, ns one needs—

Your depths, your bay, your quict creck
To the control of reeds.
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HEEOJ/IbINOA NEBOYKE ENEHKE

Kaxaa Te cMewnas, npaso,
TMoxoaxoii nerkoto, kak HOKMIb,
Yrobet 1te caenarte GonbHo TPaBaM,
Hourit na ubmoykax uACWE.

A s OTNAALIBAIOCE PAOH

Troeii cyns6ul, Tebs moba.
Mue KaXeTrcs, 4To KTO-TO c3amn
Crour n HnennTca B Teb4.

1967
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TO A LITTLE GIRL HELENA

You're very funny, dear, you know,
You go as lightly as the rain,
You almost walk upon tip-toe,
So that you give the grass no pain

And 1 loak round, your fate in mind,
To save you, loving you as I do.

It seems to me, someone behind
Is standing taking aim at you.

1967
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CEf1 3EPHO!

Tur na 3esse poxach. 3apeToM
Hanexux npefkoB CyxaeHo
Tebe Beerna 3uMoi 1 JTETOM
Jywoto cnviuars: ceil sepHo!

Tt na 3emne poxpen. He Tem i
Tooit noar onpemesen nasuo:
XpaunTe €€ neca H 3eMiH,

Mops 1 pexn. Ceit sepuo!

Yro n3 ToOro, uro Mup packonoT
Tockorw pacnpeii! Bee pasHo
HpojinyT poiina, gyma 1 ronof,
Jlio6oes u mecna. Ceii aepuo!

Tsl, na 3emne poxwel-mbxﬁ, B BbICH JI
Casmuus Ha 3se3muoe pyHO,

Wi penenpest ocrpoii Mbrcsau
Creunmue B raySums, — cejt 3¢pAo’

Tycrs 6ymet cepaue B Mur eguuslil
Mocnennelt crpacThio coXKeRO

W Ter yiigems 3epuom B raySHHB
3eMHoOl yTpo6et, — ceit 3epho!

3emnst tsos! Ona kavana
Tsoeil cym6rr Bepereno.

M ner xonua i mer nauana
¥ seunoii Iecun. Ceii sepro!

1967

122




SOW THE SEED

You have been born on Earth. The ordering
Of distant predecessors heed.

In winter and in summer calling,

You hear within you: “Sow the sced!™

You have been born on Earth. It follows
Your duty was long ago decreed:

Protect her pastures and her forests,

Her seas and rivers. Sow the sced!

What if the world is torn asunder

With anguished strife. There’s still the need.
The war will pass, and plague and hunger,
And love and singing. Sow the seed!

You have been born on Earth. If questing
You gaze up at the starry flecce,

Or at the spur of thought unresting

You probe the abysses. Sow the seed!

And if your heart in one small moment
Is scorched in last love’s passionate heat,
And you pass on, like grain in ferment

In Earth’s deep dark womb. Sow the seed!

The Earth is yours! And she has twisted
The spindle of your fate indeed.

There is no end and no beginning

To Life’s long Melody. Sow the seed!

1967
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CHHIA CBET

Bee, uTo mpolno, 1 Bee, YTO CTAHETCH,
O uent s mnakan H Monyal,

Hexiiee © kakapiM roaosM TRHETCA
Tyna, x nasany Beex Havyal.

Tam gerctBo ¢ namnoii kepociHosoll,
Tam BMECTO JIoMa MOETO .

U Bceii mepesin kost ocsOBBIit
TopunT ~ 11 Gonbiue HIYEro.

TaMm 3a LEPKOBHOK Orpalolo
(Orpantt yer, It nepxsn Her),
Hoa xopombicnom sumueit pagyri,
Moii cuumif, cunmit, ciuuii cBeT.

IIBer rmasz moux nuoer or MarepH.
Jluue Tonbko ronoBy 3aKHEDL,

H xnemer cunp no 6enoil craTepTH
CHE[‘OB, CONLETCA C CHHLKY CHHB.

A we 6e3 pony, ne Ges miemeHd,
Tpuaacruelt x ropectn 3eMHOIL
3a MHOIt mBa OKeaHa BpeMEHH
M tpu noruBemn 3a MHOIL.

3a MHoli BOiHEI ZOpOra JaNLHAS,
Tocka u necns, NOT 1 Kposb.

M » maBaxnenmu cayvaiimas
Cropeil nedans, a e mMoGoBbL

U ne oT cnywas mo cnyuas,
A kaxnaedi news cro THICHY pas
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BLUE LIGHT

All that which passed, all that remaining,
Of which I wept, or nothing said,

More tendesly each year is callng

Back there, to the very fountain-head

There childhood with its paraffin lamp-light,
There, where my home once stood before
With all the village—a stump of aspen
Protrudes~and there is nothing more.

And there behind the old church fencing,
(No fences and no church in sight),
Beneath the yoke of winter’s rainbow,
My azure, azure, azure light.

My eyes are coloured like my mother’s,
Apd if my head 1 backward throw,

The blue floods out, and joins the blueness
On the white tablecloth of snow.

1 have a name, and 1 have kinsmen.
I'm used to woes of the earthly kind.
Two seas of seasons lie behind me,
And three perditions lie behind.

Behind me lie long roads of wartime,

And yearning, songs, and sweat, and blood.
I met in casual delusions

Rather more sorrow, less of love.

Not from occasion to occasion,
But every day, a thousand times
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Hazexaa, pagya i mydas,
Mue cBeTit GiblO CHHHY FIa3.

I aperen, averes wyao cumee
Yepes cyrpodu rop o T,
¥z i necris B cHHEM HHCC,
Hax Geanins caeyoss - cumtii ceeT.
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Does Hope, rejowcing and tormenting,
Enlighten me with blue, blue eyes.

There flows and flows an azure wonder
Across the drifts of years and heights
My soul and song ke in blue hoar-frost,
Above white daylight shines blue light.

1968



CTAPBIN KYPABIID

Bo spesss nepe ema tacm
omdusaom na cnuwiae xKips

K70 82 Crapuiit ypanas. Orctaro noctenenso ot cf
Bon na ceep mecemmnii pee mansiue yXoanT KOU
Tam o Markims GONOTAM MMMAIOT cHEroB TOPHOCT
H xonctumut rymama ma romms JIEpeBBAX BHCAT.
Tam ruesno Moell xuamp, mapewnas pomita poa
3anusubie nyra i neca n TIPEAPACCBETHOM AbIMY.
Tant BbICOKNE 3BE3AB! Kak FPO3ILA COIPEBUINX CMOPOTH
Mue, nanepuo, Tyna ne noGparecs Tereph ORNOY
Kto tm? Jlerkas mactouxa, cOutas mousto ¢ A0POT
Octpeiv KPHUIbAM  TBOMM BCTpeunblii peTep OCHIN
HeBMOY
Pannopymusie aseamm panexy u HyXKAL! TPEBOTIL,
M1opM nox manir TPEMNT, §f KHIHT okeanckas HOY
XNCUYT BORHLL BHN3Y 11 COMenOli KimaroTCAH THLTSK
Byms cnacemsem wonm, npikiMalics ToTHee K IUEY)
Mycts nobepre TtBOE K MOEMY MpPHKOCHETCA YCHIBIO
A cnacy Te6s, CNBIUNIG, 31 caM Ao rHe3fa Joned)
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OLD CRANE

During the nugratory season, tired
swallons rest on the backs of cranes

Who am 1? An old crane. And I gradually fall
behind athers.
To the north still a springtime flock of them
mgrating flies.
There along the soft marshes are fadmg the
‘snowfields of ermine,
And the canvas of mist on the naked-boughed

trees hangs and lies.
There’s the nest of my life, the ages-old

X . homeland of homelands,
With its wide water-meadows, and forests in haze

before dawn.
There are stars in the heights, just ke bunches
of ripened red-currants,
And there, very hikely, T shan’t ever reach now
alone
Who are you? A light swallow, whom night has

misled on her journey.

Your sharp wings cannot overcome the strong
headwinds in their flight

The mdifferent stars are so distant, and know

no anxiety,
The storm ‘neath us roars, and the ocean seethes

. up in the mght.
Still the waves lash below us, and scatter their

R salty white spume-flakes.
Be my saviour, and firm to my shoulder lie

i quietly pressed.
Let your trust in me touch and endow with new

strength all my efforts:
I shall save you, you hear, and myself then

shall reach my own nest.

1968
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Bo cie ¢ ysma coten pebenok.
Yro ou no cue ysugers smor?

Berapasto y1po 13 noteMox,
Kownapet cnpsras moa 3aMox.

H nens mpamuatoro cronetss
Wekonpoit wenxuyn 8 npoxomtoll
Heus pomme6erna,

Bemukonenss,

Besymua nent odepennofi.

Ero waksneiixit w nacroiixu,

Ero weitnon,

Ero aserann .
W ckpin 3y6op ¢ Goasmirunolt Kok
Mue aywy ¢ Tesom ssMorat.
HYro on necer?

Yem mutens Hakopmarr?

Kyna nametur nosopor?

Kakue B ayuwm nyctur xopun?
Kaxwe xopun nomopser?

A1 3uas0 pocr ero crymeseit.

A1 ¢ anem nayumm 3aomHo

Monx 6Gecconmu crpanmmstii renyi,
Komwmapreii pamnx crosugennii,
Mre BEPY BBICBETAIN HABHO.

U moit Bo cne noxarop ToHOK,
HDCIIHOHO)KCHBSI cOUnANCE ¢ HOC.

--Bo cne ¢ yma comen pe6enox.
A s cracri ero ne mor?!

1968
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In dreams a child has lost its reason.
How could he dream so great a shock?

This moming rose out of the shadows,
The nightmares hidden behind the lock.
A new day of this twentieth century
Rattled the latch 1n the entrance-way.

A day of magic,

A day of splendour,

A usual crazy Kind of day.

Its labelled bottles, and its infusions,

Its nylon and

Its metal too,

And gnitting of teeth from beds in hospital,
My soul out of my body drew.

What does it bring?

What food for thinking?

Where can one plan a turn-about?

What kind of roots let probe one’s spirit?
What kind of roots should one tear out?
I know the risers of the stairway.

I'm at one with the present day’s events.
The terrible gemi of my msomnia,

Even more horrible than your dreams,
For me ht up behef long since.

In sleep my radar's very sensitive.

All my assumptions~down they go.

..In dreams a child has lost its reason.
But could I not have saved it, though?

1968
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)’TOHII‘IECI\'HE CTixyy
Oﬁpau(mocn X0 peey, By
Pazyy, pai gy Hapeyyj; Pasigyy,

amy A3 e S IPanyyy,
O61,4 i noucc.\tecrnuri pazamy
AEny, BE3 BbICI‘I’E A

A 3EMJIE,
Ecqy "pazpyy,. YAaqy Oyzer,
Mo»am Cirpgy Cooyy ,
Crop Opiy, Hanexy 10257y
" Panocy,, Mozes; CTporryy,
rog BE3 BbICI‘P 3EMIIE
Ge: Bblcyy, 2 Anej; TI0KOfirigx
O Gey hrroy eif OKHprx,
OT Tor, 2, 1o, © BOjiy,
Ha'mna Yoxe 6y ne Moy
BEK BE3 BbICTP A 3EMUIE
REMHH RZHJBET T[UCIIHO
3 kpoaazxoro Slifger Kpyr,
paxy'mMc TCHEHH
Hy Mite Y6upa IPyr Apyra.
oy EJio TOnL k. 34 BAMyy,
1968
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UTOPIAN VERSES

I address myself to all the living

Of every tongue, and every land:

For the sake of all the centuries coming

I announce a general festival grand:

A DAY WITHOUT A SHOT ON EARTH.

And if the festival proves successful,

Our efforts we can slightly change,

Agree with confidence and restful,

For people’s happiaess to arrange

A YEAR WITHOUT A SHOT ON EARTH,

A year of peaceful days-no shooting,

A year of nights—no tortured cries.

Then, having forgotten war and looting,

We can begm to organise

AN AGE WITHOUT A SHOT ON EARTH.

And then the world will blossom wholly,

Will break the bloody bonds of war.

We then shall unleamn, slowly, slowly,

To kill each other, as heretofore.

PEOPLE! THE MATTER'S IN YOUR HANDS!

1968



HA «HEBCKOM NATAYKE»

Cro Gartapeii rpemeno caypy.
Crenoii Tpotun xpyunw, Kpowmt.
3emmt H3O[paHHYIO WIKYPY

H MeprBLIX crer 3amopoun.

Ho ner 3a6penbs, ner 3absenss
Tomy, kTo B sTOM GRUT any,

H namarn noapasjencHbs
Pasnstorcs na xomnomy.

Ceneie Bonnst Gprorcn B MBUIE.
Topur 3apn 6arpossiii xaut. ~
W nenpexnouen, xax Bepruanii,
Ha nepenpase xomenzant.

On BiamT cmeprs. On xH3HBIO MCPHT
Cioto mornGent 6ez HBITBA.

Hoilner Tyna, ua nessiit Geper,
Jhnus Tonsko naras names

A ocrambumie 6e3 BO3BpaTa—
B weny cuapsion - i ko DHY.

W kpoew no castoro Kponurranra
Oxpacur HEBCKYIO pomity.

Npu wrypae Xpabpeiy focTaBTICk
Beeraa xpyrure Gepera.

Npupoms 3usnan ycranocrs
Oancobpazna n cTpora,

Ha seere TOM, [YCTOM JOIILINE,
Tpﬂl'l(l AHBAR e pacrer.
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ON THE NEVA “5-KOPECK-PIECE"*

A hundred batteries madly thundered,

The blind explosive crashed and smashed,
And tore earth’s skin to shreds and tatters,
The dead with powdery snow be-dashed.

There’s no forgetting, no forgetting
For one who felt that ficry hell,

And memory’s many subdivisions
Dress off their ranks in a frosty spell.

The gray waves lash themselves till foaming,
Dawn's crimson edging burns and glows,
And as indomitable as Virgil,

The commander to the crossmg goes.

He faces death. To hfe he measures
Without a whimper his own end.
Only one fifth of all his vessels
Beside the steep left bank will stand.

Those others nevermore returning,
Shattered by shells, to the depths will go,
And right up to the Kronstadt Fortress
The Neva’s waves will reddened flow.

It was the fate of the courageous
Always to breast the shore-line sheer.
The wintry tiredness of nature
Becomes monotonously severe

Upon that place, till now deserted,
The hving grasses do not grow.

* A smail beach-head -~ 7.
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C neuansuoil pedHocTbIO NOTBI
Cyxoit xasaerca ocorT.

Ha xectkuit cuer, kaybsce, cTpyuTcR,
Teuer, wepwas s cynepat.

Monr raasiiust ~ kax Gofteust,

U B aTon 7 He BunOBaT.

1969



With bitter eternity of wormwood
The thorny thistles sway and blow.

The harsh snow, eddying and streaming,
Storms rough and bluish still the same.
My eyes are hike two gun-cmbrasures,
But 1 for that am not to blame.

1969
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Ockonkit Grunoit nanopase!
3 TBLMB! BBUIC3XIOT HA BHA.

B ayuie H3BECTKYIOTCH PaNbl
Buepannmx noreps 1 o6ua.
Aymwa oravixaer, xax nauwns,
Uro6 cema mpunam, wepes rof,
H neens na wpasax pyepauix,
Kaxk auknit tatapunx, pacrer.

1970
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Shell-fragments of past scenes, long-lying,
From darkness worm their way to sight.
Wounds in my soul are calcifying,

The scars of yesterday's loss and slipht,

My soul ties fallow, like a pasture,

To take the seeds in a year or so.

My songs, on yesterday’s scars, long after,
Like wayside thistles, wildly grow.

1970
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Ockonkn GrUToil ManopaMbl

W3 TeMEI BBLIE3QIOT HA BHA.
B nyue m3BecTKYIOTCA paHsl
Buepammix noreps n o6na.

Jlylia oTamixaer, kax Maumis,
Urtob ceMsa npuHATH Yepes COX,
U necus ma IupamMax BuepatuHiX,
Kax mukiit tarapHik, pacreT.

1976
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Shell-fragments of past scenes, long-lying,
From darkness worm therr way to sight.
Wounds in my soul are calcifying,

The scars of yesterday’s loss and slight.

My soul lies fallow, like a pasture,
To take the seeds in a year or so.

My songs, on yesterday’s scars, long after,
Like wayside thistles, wildly grow.

1970
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Buepa noman jmepeBss ypara,

Y, cnoeuo Tamxi, rpoMeIxami TyuH,
U ozepo Gexano k Geperam

U pacumnbanoce o ceaple kpywnt.

Ceronns~nesemMuas GnaronaTb:
TIpo3pauno HeGoO, HEMOABMKHLL BOIBI.
M kax-To HenpuBbIMHO HaGmomaTsh
Bnaxentoe crrokoficTeiie MpHpPOABL.

3emna xak ucTnna obnaxena,
M Beputcs nanepexop obmauy:
Benuxoe poxpaer Tiumma,
Tlphmeauras Ha cMeHy yparany.

1970
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The hurricane yesterday through the trees went
smashing,

Like tanks the storm-clouds thundered on their

way,
The lake upon its shores went madly dashing,
Its waves were shattered on the rocks of grey

Today the weather’s simply heavenly turning:
The water’s quiet, the sky 15 crystal-clear,
And somehow it’s unusual observing

The blessed peace and calm of nature here.

The earth, like truth revealed, is naked lymg,
And stll believes, in spite of past decert.
And now is born a great majestic silence,
Which comes to fill the hurricane’s retreat.

1970
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QNErnA

Orotnemiee seTo

C nevaneio NyCTHIHHBLIX TIOJIE,
Han nonsmu ¢ paccseTa
Cepas neuans xypasneii.

C aT0il BeyHOIl mevansio
Mos ynertaer meuans.
3a npospayHOI0 AANBIO
Hanexaﬂ BHONTCA Aalb.

TaM 1OX CHHEIO CEHBIO
Xonoausix 11 nomkux nebec,
CnoBHO HaHB NMOBTOPEHBIO,
Oceunntit cMpIKaeTca nec

Tam nexur na Tpane

I ma 3om0Te COMHBIX OCHH
CurieBoil B cinese
Ocusnnas cunsas Cilb.,

Ora nerkas cuHb

UYepe3 TOHKYIO TUIOCKOCTB CTEKNA
C KpbutbeB OHMKHX TYCBIHB

Ion pecrnust TBOH HaTexna.

Hatexna n crour,

Kak o3epa B Temn kavuiua.
H uperer, 1t rpycra,

H cveerest, 1 croner aywa.

1970
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ELEGY

Now the summer’s departed

With sad empty ficlds down the lanes.
O’er the stubble since dawning

There flies the grey grief of the cranes.

With that sorrow eternal

My sorrow away from me flies.
Beyond clear horizons

Yet a further horizon lies.

There 'neath sheltering shadow

Of chilly and fragile blue skies,

Like a tribute repeated

The woods, closely-gathered, now rise

There over the grasses

And an aspen’s slumbering gold -
Azure depth within azure,

A radiant azure twofold.

And that transparent azure

Which through the thin glass-pane shows
From the wild geese’s pinions,

Beneath your long eye-lashes flows. "

1t has flown there and lingers,

Like a lake in the shade of the reeds.
And there your soul blossoms

And laughs there, and smiles, and grieves

1970
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MHICbMO B CTHXAX
O CTPAHHOM CJIYYAE

51 HHHero OT Bac He CKpOIO,
Bcro aymy BeUTONKY OO AHA:
KBy B JEcy, Opyxy ¢ roporo
Hanporus moero okua.

lopa ko MHe HPHXOAMT MO3IHO,
Hapamnpaetcs B oKHO
U B THuNINE H3 IWIKYpBH! 3BE3MNON
BrlechIB2ET BOJIOKHO.

TlotoM MHe Terwiplii CBHTEP BAXeET
W nanesaer na MeHs.

IToxa st crumo, CTOMT HA CTpaxe
Mo yTpa 3asTpammero Ous.

W, oceetueHHas paccBeTOM,
OTXomNT B CBETOBYIO OANTB.
Csepssg ¢ oTropesLM JIETOM
Caolo 3a60Ty It neuans.

Ponnk eif 3a yxoM Imexo4eT,
CrpyHoil HaTanyTolt 3pens.

W uenwlii aens ropa xmolover,
Eit nenutit nenp He no Mens.

Ho nens oxowuntcs. IMon scuep
Ona onsars NPpHACT Ko MHE.
Tlepen oxnoM pacnpanur mwieHH
H 3aropoaur ceer a oke.

H, ne newss na noromy
H na orcyTcrnite orweit,

——144




LETTER IN VERSE
ABOUT STRANGE HAPPENINGS

1 make no effort at concealment,

And my whole soul to you lay bare:

1 live in a wood, make friends with a mountain
Just opposite my window there.

The mountain calls on me at evening,
And leans upon my window low,
And in the quet from starry flecces
Combs out the fibres row on row.

And then she knits a nice warm sweater
And puis it on me straight away.

While I'm asleep, she stands on sentry
Till morning of the followng day.

And feeling freshened by the dawning,
She leaves for some bright land afar,
Comparing notes with burnt-out summer
About her sorrow and anxious care.

A springlet by her left ear tickles,

Like a tightened string, rings clear and fine.
And all day the mountain’s busy,

And all day long for me-no time.

But daylight ends Towards the evemng
She comes again to spend the night,
Before my window spreads her shoulders
Completely blotting out the light.

And not complaining of the weather,
Nor of the absence of a fire,

10-815
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51 Oyny pan ee npuxony
U nocymepnnyaio ¢ ueit.

U cuosa 6yner HOUL CTPYHTBCS
Jlerko, KaK peuka uYepe3 MEJNb...
Bot uT0 cO0 MHOIO 3a¢ch TBOPHTCHA
Or Bac 3a TPHOCBATH 3€MENb.

1971



I shall be glad of her arrval,
And spend the twilight here with her.

Agam the night hours will go streaming,

As light as streams on shallows play ..

And that’s the strange thing that has happened,
From you two-score long leagues away

1971



KPHK BAOIOHKY

Trou oTxoasr kopabmi.
A 5 - kax peiba Ha Memt.

C nocneanint kopabnev sona
Yxoant To)ke Habceraa.

Ha xabpax kenroro necka
CKpRIMT cMepTepblas TOCKR.

Cnaumo coanue fo xocreit
Byectinnme monx crpacteii.

M mxorna onare npnboit
3neck e nosmsitren ¢ ToGoit.

H nyxno suamion pexon,
YUrob - pyxit pvecto saaBmikon.

Y10l 8 Tnoux xociyacs pyx.
Uro6ir orxpuacy monwii Xpyr.

1971



AFTERCRY

Your ships to the open occan steer.
But I'm hke a fish in the shallows here.

And with the last of the ships, the sea
Recedes for ever away from me.

The deadly boredom of sands of gold
Upon my squeaking gills unfolds.

The sun has scorched to the very bones
The receptacle of my passtonate moans

And nevermore, on the flowing tide,
Will you appear here by my side.

And a million ages must all be past
Before fins change into hands at last.

So that I should take and caress your hand,
So that 1 a new circle we should stand.

1971
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Ha, s conpar.

3apuayii mue. JIuBnch.
A npuuuMaro Bcex obum ynmpeky
Mue mnoTs H aywy BLIMOTANA KH3HB,
BOCI'Oer BEKAa H €ro IOpOKH.

B crera Bpemen i moii BueyataH ciaell.
Moe TEY0 XpaHHT TeIU1o cocepa.

51 3man Boiiny: saser pasyma n Opex—
Bee, yem xuna i Masnach IMToGena.

Ha, s conmat Bcee uuto wepes Mema:
Octyna Beka 1 ero orpana,

Cusite PacCBETHOro Orus

H nenen BOAOpOAHOrO pacriana,

IpenarenscrBo 1 4ecrst npassli €y,
Crpacte nouenys i Mopo3 13Menbl.
OT cTpoumy 2M0XH He CHacyT
Hckycersa Gponupopaniisle CTEHBI.

Ha, s conmat. 51 Bo3soAHA MOCTHL.
Hywa - B pybuax, i na pykax — KopocTa
BO3IBLULEHHbIE HCTHHLI NPOCTHL,

Jla ToaLko BX OCYECTRASTL HE NPOCTO-

S tpybGawos 1 mnakanntmuedt 6uu1.
Mens neemt Gecename n cina.

A xenuntiy 6e3 navsry Mo, —
Ona MeHSA eure e ﬂO)ZlGl-Ulﬂ
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Yes, I'm a soldier.

Envy me. And wonder.
For all offences reproaches I accept
My soul and body life has tugged and tangled,
The century’s delights, and its defects.

Upon the snows of time my tracks are printed.

My shoulders feel a comrade’s warmth come through
1 have known war: the soaring of rage and reason
And all by which Victory lived and suffered toc

Yes, I'm soldier. All passed through my being-

The century’s coldness and warm pleasures passed
The glow of conflagrations at day’s dawning,

The ashes of the hydrogen-atom’s blast

And treachery, and honour’s righteous judgment,

The ardour of kisses, and betrayal’s frost.

From the strontium of our age there’s no salvatio
In the armoured towers of art, where all is los

Yes, I'm solduer. 1 erected bridges.

My soul in scars, my hands all chapped and sore
The highest truths are always sheer simplcity,

But to put them into practice needs much more.

1 was a trumpeter, and a bitter mourner,
And borne along by helplessness and power.
1 loved a woman madly, to distraction,

And she has not forgotten me till this hour.
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Ha, s connar. XKusytee mobs,

Ha nepekpeetkax nassts HenpoHoi,
Kux nancrus xnen no ocems, celst
Hayumis panetie pasaato nocTpouto.

B Gpeay noucii 1 B cyroaoxe aneit
YV Mptems €CTh 012 ncpnonpu'lmm:
Yest moune — Tem cnoknee i tpyane,
M pee-Takit - na agpascrayer ncplumm!

Ha. s connav. H Moit yrpiomptii crpax

JKMBET B0 Mite, KIK KIGHL B NOMNOKHOM NPE:
H neens nenencet ta ryfax,

Kax cBeT 3pesmu ma cnexnowm KapaGaxe.

Nycrts ynagy cenoii rope ua rpyas,

Ho conntic BCHBLIXHCT OryensiM pacTpybos,
W KT0-TO BlOBL NPOJOMXHT ITOT MyTh,
Hennsses 3a yerynu negopyGoM.
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Yes, I'm a soldier, Living still, and loving,
At memory’s uncertain cross-road sign,

And like a wind-blown maple-leaf in autumn
Fly on, and give myself with every line.

In mght’s delirium, and in day’s commotion

My thoughts keep one first aim 1n sight:

The higher one pgoes, the subtler and the harder,
Yet all the same to greet those very heights!

Yes, 'm a soldier. My dark apprehension
Lives on in me, like life in trodden dust,
And so the song upon my lips is frozen,
Like light of stars on a spowy mountain crest.

What though I fall on the hoary mountain’s bosom,
The sun will with its fiery bell emerge,

And someone on that path will still continue,

With ice-axe clinging to the very verge.

1972



NPOMIASICH C BEHENHER
B H. Opro

Benerns yxozmt. He Tpepoxe
Beuern nokzaeii 1 crapbix Aoxci,
Camymastieii oGoppannen 11 BEALMOK
Ocankolo H 30n0THCTON KOKCHL.

Beucits yxoaut s rayGuny,
Benemn ckpoisacycs 03 BiAY,
Hepeuiepknys crapiunyio Biiy
H ne3a6uis nocaemioio oGuay-

Bettenna yxoanT nanceraa

Vxonar TpoTyape! it IOAMOCTKIL

u KyInoJioM CMEIKJIETCA Boaa

Hﬂ.lI PBDKHM 3aBHXPCHHEM HPII‘ICCK"-

TaMm B u3ympymuoM 3absITbit BOAL

Ee Xonpllo xONBIIETCH HEAPKO,

U mennenno cmpipatoTcs caeabt

Moeit moben ¢ kamueii Cparoro Mapka-

Beneuns! Vxomut crpacrs it crath.
Cectpa Moa, a2 Mue kyaa noaateca?
Benewn nonoxeno Gmuctats,
Benewns ycrama Toprosarscs.

Beneuus yxomur. Ha xaman

OT XeNe3HOAOPOKNOro BOK3ANA
On Tb nO it xapuasan
Mocnennas rosimona onozzana.
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FAREWELL, VENICE!

To V N Oriov

Venezzia 15 gomg... Do not trouble

The Venice of old doges and past showers,

Having disturbed the rag-tals and the magnates
With golden skin, and the beanng of high powers.

Venezzia is going to depths of darkness,
Venezzia slowly hides herself from view,
Having cancelled out the ancient accusation,
And having forgotten the latest msult too.

Venezzia 1s gomg, with no returning,

Her pavements and her piles for evermore
And with the cupola the waves make contact
Above the auburn vortex of her coiffure.

There in the emerald swooning of the water

Her circle rocks and sways in dimming tones,

And tardily are washed away the traces

Of my last love from old St. Mark’s grey stones.

Venezzia! Passion and the flesh are going.
My sister, tell me, where am I to go?
Venezzia is intended to be brilliant.
Venezzia 15 tired of haggling so.

Venezzia 15 going. On the waterway

That leads down from the railway-station gate,

To mourn the last of masquerades and carnivals
The last gondola has arrived too late.
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nﬂp.’lﬂ-’l Her, It nyuKis fic IUIAT,
OOManyTas BpeMciies KECTOKO,
Benenns yxoaur s Kurex-rpan,
Kax ACIHIUNLIG, JCIKO It OIHHOKO.

Toput cc naeunteannas npsas,
Mpouccanias commiest 1A BOAKOIO.

. O uesm To1 npisanysmanacsy? Mpucais.
Korta aut ciona scrpeninves ¢ tofoo?

1972



There’s no parade, the cannon have not thundered.
Deceived by cruet Time, as cold as stone,

Venezzia’s going down to Atlantida,

Like some farr woman, hightly and alone.

Her captvating tresses are a-glowing,

Combed by the sun above the wave-lapped shore
.. Why are you lost 1n thought? Sit down a moment*.
Say, when shall you and 1, then, meet once more?

1972
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sifence, before going on a long journey.~7r.



THXO
M. M. [Tpuuguny

Hounoit rposst yroMoHiacs rpos.
Ilepen paccsetosm 3x0 oT3BywAR0.
W THmmHA TOPKECTBEHHA KPYroM,
Kak n3navanenoit mMyssixi nasano,

CocroBlil slec — Kak 3010T0i opran,
npommamlblﬁ nerqafininM CBEXIM CBETOM.
Ot Mokporo Gpycununnka TyMaH

VYxomut B HeBO, He Kacasch BETOK.

Kak mup xopomr! W xak s cuacrnus caM!
B ymbITOM Mitpe Taitnoe ne TaitHo.

He Beunocts Jn ceffvac mo BostocaM

Meus pykoii nornannna cnyuaiino?

U BHOBbL ayma, COMHeHwit JIHIIEHA,
IMokos HaGipaeTcs Ge3s cnewk.
...H kanmo oGpoHnna TiuMHA

B dasncopoe Gaioaue CHIPOEKKH.

1972
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QUIETUDE
To AMikhail Prishvin

The night-storm’s thunder now has quictened down.
Before the dawn its cchoes lost their force.
And now majestic silence reigns all round,
Like music’s fundamental fountain source.

The pine-trees, like gold organ-pipes arise,
Shot through by most ethercal freshest light,
The mist from dripping bilberries upward flies
Toward the skies, not touching twigs in flight.

How fine the world! A happy man I stand!

Washed clean, the secret world's no secret here
Has not etermity with a tender hand

Just brushed by merest chance my hoary hair?

Agam my soul, with all its doubts dismissed,
Gathers its quietude, and hastens not.

...In the agaric mushroom’s glazed clay dish
The seeping silence has let fall one drop
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JIHPHKA

H3 rayOnust oOManusBLIx BpeMett,
Uepes ee nod3tio H Iposy,

CKBO3L Mpax &t neUIL palpyx Anakpeot
B msaauateri pek NPOTATMBAET PO3Y.

XKnboit ntoben GeccmepTHEINT OroHex,
OboxecTsnenusiii G1aropoaHbIM CIOTOM,
W s omnim BaoGnenneiM HEBAOMEK,
Yr1o po3a NAxHET MOPOXOM 1f CMOTOM
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LYRIC

From out the deceptive depths of scasons gone.
And through time’s living poetry and prose,
Through the dust and ash of ruin Anakrcon

To the twenticth century stretches out a rose.

Of living love the everlasting spark,

Deified by the noble words he spoke,

And only to young lovers the secret’s dark,
That roses smell of powder and battle-smoke.

1972
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* & *

ST mpOXUI KH3HL HE ONUHOKO.
M xamwin moero Tpyma-—

B knnesse GypHOTO MOTOKA,

A He B cuoxoiicTminn mpyna.

51 croBOM ROMBHI nmpyra CJIABHI
1 3amekan s ynpyruii cTix.

3 namare o cebe octanun

B cyasbe Topapmneil csonx.

A TO, WTO XM S HE HAMPacHO
U we nanpacwo npuuan 6oit, —
3a MHOjI nayuHe NPEKPacHO

IoxaxyT cobersentoli cyasboii.

1973
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* x x

I lived my life through not unfriended.
And droplets of my toil are found

In scething stormy current blended,
Not in the stillness of the pond.

The praise of comrades® deeds I chanted,
And locked them in resilient rhyme.
And memory of myself I planted

Within the fate of friends of mine.

And that I lived and toiled not vainly,
And not in vain took up the fight,
Those coming after me most plamnly
‘Will show in their own future bright.

1973
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TIECHSt PYCCKOMY S3BIKY

. .Fnaron spevett

I. P. Jepxcasu

Koraa napoasi, pacnpi mosabss.
B Benkyio CeMblo COCTUHATCR

A C Hywxur

I'naron Bpemen, moit rennii, Moil s3bIK,
Cxpeuenne cyne6 u MyXecTBa HIpoaa,
Yepes TeGs sBINA Mupy JMK
OTBeTCTBERHOCTH cTpOras csobona

Thl — pyueiikoM u3 rayGHHB! BEKOB,

Tet — cBeTOM IyTEBOHMHBIM M3 TYMaHa,
OT cepaua x cepauy ~ My3bikoii. Taxos
Teoit Tpymuslii NMyTh K BENHYBIO OKEAHR.

Jho6mo Te6s Beeii xm3mbio, Beei cyapfoll

BCCM‘ MTO NpOLLTO, H BCEM, 4YTO JOJKHO -
cTarsct

Tor Bosayx mbicnd 1 Meutsl. C Toboil

Mue 0 ckoHuaHbLs MHpa HE PAccTaTeCA-

Tet JJIs MeHA PaCKHABIBAT MOCTRE!

W o3apan oxyTanHoe TeHbIO,

M, BONPEKH BCEMY Ha CBETE, THI

Vuin MeHs pONCTBY H YBaXeHBIO.

Topxyce ToGoii! IMpexpacen TBOil coto3
OOGvennHenbs Haupii H Hapednii.

Thl B2 BeplHy NMOAHAN IPO3HBIT Ipy3
EnmnncTeennoii Hamexasl venopedbeii.
Kocrps! TBoeif moasmu ropsr,

3emuoro 6patcra MpubmIKag CPOKH.
UYepes Teba npyr ¢ apyrom ropopsT
TapMOHHIt HO3TH! H NPOPOKH.
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SONG TO THE RUSSIAN LANGUAGE

...The word of the times,

G R Derzhavin

And when the folk, revenge forgetting,
In one great brotherhood unite

A S Pushkin

The word of the times, my genn, and my language,
The crossing of fates, and courage of the folk,
Through you strict freedom showed the world the
features,
Which of mankind’s responsibility spoke.
You are the stream from out the depths of ages,
You are the light which guides us through the nust,
From heart to heart, like music Such your purpose,
Your difficult road to the breadth of the ocean’s
breast

I love you with all my hfe, and with all my bemng,
With all that was, and all that is yet to be.

You are the breath of dreams and meditation,

Till the end of the world you shall not part from me

You built for me so many friendly bridges,
And It for me those things with shadows flecked,
And in spite of all upon the wide world's surface,
You taught me human kinship and respect.

I'm proud of you! Your union is lovely,
Uniting nations, dialects, many a mind.

You Ilifted to the heights the boding burden
Of the one and only hope of all mankind.

The bonfires of your poetry still blazing

Bring nearer yet the day of brotherhood.
Through you one friend converses with another,
The poet and prophet of harmony understood.

s 165



Trl - TBepA. it THOOK, HEXER I CHIEH,
Tot — conoseit na serke Gepecknera.
Tl — cT2mp H neney, KONOKoa H JIEH,
3aragka TLMBI ¥ OTKPOBEHbE CBETA.
W3 ThMBI BpeMen T8I BEIGHICT Ha CBET,
CKBO3L CTCHBI OTYYXAEHBS NPOPACTas,
W obpena B TBOEHl Cymsbe nmpuBeT

)44 [oYBYy XKM3HH HCTHHA IIDOCTAA.

Beamepen Mup, i GeckoHeueH IyThb.

Yl Het rpannn Juis pasyma m BONH.

W B paBHONpasbe paBHBIX 3peeT CYTb
W scnpii cmbicn TBoell 3apnmmoil poni.
TIponnun B cebe Moeil Tpeporn OHH

W 3Ty mecmo BbiBeaH K paciyTbio.

W cyts moeii aymm coenr

C TBoeli Benxoit it GeccMepTHON CYTBIO-

1973



You're firm and flexible, strong and very tender,

You are a nightingale on tht bush or branch

You are a bell and flax, and steel and ashes,

The puzzle of dark, and hght's unveiling dance.

You forced your way to day from out the darkness,
Across estrangement’s wall sent shoot and leaf,

And in your fate the simple truth was welcomed,
And found therein the fertile soil of hfe

The world is measurcless, and the road 1s endless.
But there's no bound for reason, nor for will

And in the rights of equals matures the essence

And lucid sense of your great title-role.

Prolong within yoursclf my days® disquet,

And this my song lcad out to the waiting ways.
Unite the very essence of my spirit

With your immortal essence, where greatness lies.
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OTTENE/Ib

N Heaxosue

Beé nepenyran kanennapb
IMon 10BOrOAHHM XMENEM.
Supaps 3abbin, 4TO OH AHBApb,
W cpenancs anpenem.

Joxap 3a nous Genbiii cHer ¢ moneit
Coruan 623 npoBOJNIOYKH,

Ha Berxax crapblx Tonouneit
3alueBemuTics MOUKH

Ho posspamiuch xonoda
Onare B KOHLUE HeAelH,

! nucres B mOYKax Hapceria
Vixe 3anenmenens.

ITon poxoTanbe BELMHHX rpo3
He seneners noberam.

H na nywe moeit Mopos
HanononaM co cHerom.

W3 nnena sawero orhs,

W3 pameii BonsHOI BOMH
Uro 6 paM mopanosaTh MeHA
Xotb orTenensio, uTO JH!

1973
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THAW

To 1. Isahovich

The calendar got a little tipsy
Celebrating the New Year.
January forgot it’s winter—
Thought 1t was April here.

And overnight the rain-storm quickly
All snow from the pastures thrust,
And on the ancient poplar branches
The buds began to burst.

But back soon came the icy weather
At the ending of the week,

And the leaves within the buds for ever
Were frozen stiff and bleak.

To the rumbling of the real spring thunder
The leaflets did not grow.

And in my soul I felt a blizzard

Half ice, half frozen snow.

From the captivity of your fire,
And from your wilful will,

If only you my heart would gladden
With a Jittle thaw-out still!
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JIACTOUKA YEPE3 JIA-MAHII

B TOT A1 Mens HemocTIKHMBIE rof,

B pa3ropsayeHHoOM Mecsle Hoae,

HNopx nuuamu, B myennnoM posHoM I¥IS
Bam merkuii rosoc npespatiuica B MEA

Huxkro Moeil mevann ne noiiMer,
HukTO Mens ne cMeHNnT B KapayJfe,
Cne Bbr 3anetHoil BONTOI MEJIBKHYIH,
O'rxyna Bb! OTHPABIUIHCHL B OTJIET.

W ne Bepuysmcs, B cropony 3akaTa
VxonuT Bpems, yGbicTpas xox.
W npoutnoe ob6xoaurcs 6e3 JbroT.

UYro u3 Toro! A Bac mo6un KOrRa-To. "
A pac moGmo. Ho Tonsko Her BO3BPY
B tor A Mens HEMOCTHXUMBbI TOXd.
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SWALLOW ACROSS THE ENGLISH CHANNEL

In that for me incomprehensible year,

In the middle of that heated month July,

Beneath the limes, as bees went buzzing by,

Your light-toned voice changed into honey clear

No one my secret sorrows will understand,

No one will take my place for me on gyard,
Where you, like a migrant oriole disappeared,

From where you flew away to another land.

And came not back. Towards the sunset’s glow
Time steals away, with ever-quickening pace

The past can manage with no privilege there.

Well, what of that? 1 loved you once, it's true.
I love you still. But steps I can’t retrace

To that for me incomprehensible year.

1973
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TEBE HA 3ABTPA

Korga-unbyns n Ter Mens noiimelus,
Tepen cBoeto copecTsio B OTBETE.

W ¢ onosnaubem HCTHHA CKBO3b JOXKB
Tlepen T060t0 BCTAHET B ACHOM CBETE.

Ho x moemy TpeBoxnomy orHio
Ter He clenmnuib B XOnomHbIi 4ac 3aKaTa.
ua Te6A 3a aTO HE BHHIO!

51 cam Gesboxuo omozman Koraa-To.

Tsoto cyms6y yraneipas, cam
Taoeil cyas6e newanbro e nepedy.

U npusbpare HoBRIM mapycam

B ot1xphIToM Mope yparaH HaBcTpedy.

W B crapeiii cnen noxkurea nosbit cek,
n MEUICHHO CMBIBAKOTCA yeciiilicon

M cuactans 5, wro By 3sedmibli CBET
B nycTyio HOUbL 4€pe3 TBOH PCCHIILIBL
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FOR YOU TOMORROW

Some time or other you will understand me,

Before my conscience answerable for right.

And rather late the truth, through all the lymg,
Will stand before you in a lucid light.

But to my blazing and betroubled fire

You do not hasten in cold sunset’s hour,

And 1 for your late coming do not blame you,
For 1 was shamelessly late myself before.

Your future fate divining and foreseeing,

I shall not thwart with pain that fate agam.
And to new sails upon the open ocean

I summon up the headlong hurricane

And in the old tracks now are new tracks lymg,
And slowly the old boundaries disappear.

And T am happy sceing the stars a-shming

In empty night between your lashes clear

1973
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GOPENTL HI'PAET
B JIYHHOM CBETE

B ymenne Bepxnero Uerema
Insaut ayna, i nepen neif
Kunra, uetrankoii #3 rapema,
Bexut, Tanuys mex xamueii

To nanaer, To 3amirpaer,
To B xaMess GpuI3ramst ABLUIHT.
Cnmotpu! dopens B Hunre HrpacT
H B nymiom po3nyxe naput.

Han Banynom Menbkaer cTaf,
3axoHaM peIGEHM BONDEKH,

YepsOHHEIM 3010TOM GMICTAA,
Mex 3Be3n CTPYATCS IIaBHHKIL

Kax u3 nosepus B H3Mely,
Kax #3 GeccMeIcieHHOCTH B 1eb,
@opens NETHT 13 NEHH B NCHY,
Hrpaer ropuas gopens.
Tpucnymajics. Ha seeii mnanete
3amennien BpemeHit HOJET.
Qopens HrpaeT B JIYHHOM CBETE,
W Bca Beenennas noer.

1973

174




A TROUT PLAYS
IN THE MOUNTAIN MOONLIGHT

In High Chegem’s constricted gorges

The moon upon the river looks

The Zhilga, like a gypsy girl from a harem,
Runs, dancing through the mountain rocks.

Here noisily falls, and there flows quiet,
Here on the stones a-splashing sweeps.
Just see! A trout in the Zhilga playing,
And in the moonlit air he leaps.

Above the boulder trout go streamng,
Against all piscatorial rules,

Their scales with crimson gold a-gleaming,
Among the stars shine fins in shoals.

As from belief into betrayal,

As from insanity into aim,

The trout from foam to foam goes flying,
The mountain trout plays out his game.

Just listen here! Throughout the planet
The rapid flight of time is slowed.

A trout plays in the mountain moonlight,
And the whole universe sings aloud.

1973
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NHCBHMO KAACHIHY KVJ/IHEBY

Kaiicui, mue xouercs B Ueren,
Mon csoaw! cTapoit cakmt.
Tam yrian B HHIKOM Ovare

W XBOpOCT He HCCAKIIL

TaM MsArox Jerknii Mex Ko3sl,
W M1, npiceB Ha LUKYpE,
Yloropopim © ansix rpo3sl

W npencrosuueii Gype.

U Bo rnasy yrna cTmxa
ITo MaHOBeHbIO OKa

TocrasuM nocox nacTyxa,
Kak mHcTpyMeHnT npopoka.

CragaM oBen HyXHa TpaBa
Us NONJIeHb TeHb HIfHAPHL, ~
U uam ¢ Toboit nactit ciosa,
Kak 3Be3sqHpie oTapsl.

IToToM crousars OT JNEenHIKOB
B nomuubl rypr osewtli —
Ha nepekpectox Bcex BexoB
U Bcex npotnsopeyii.

UYToGhl Haj MponacTbio MycTHME
Onna cnasna ¢paza

Pocciir TpeneTHyio CHHDB

W cemmmy Kabkaza.

Y106 Mul BoOMHIO cMOrTH
Wnbic snaets, nann,
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LETTER TO KAISYN®

Kaisyn, 1 long to secc Chegem, !
"Neath the piled-up hill-side dwellings.
There embers on the lowly hearth

Of brushwood smoke are smelling.

The goat-skins there are light and soft,
And having sat among them,

We'li talk of bygone stormy days,
And storms that may be coming.

And for the corner-stone of verse,
In a twinkling, thinking of it,

We'll place a simple shepherd’s staff,
As the instrument of the prophet.

The flocks of sheep need succulent grass,
And at noon the plane-tree shadows,
While we shall pasture out our words
Like herds in the starry meadows

And later drive from snow and ice
QOur herd down to the valley,

Where the cross-roads of the ages lies,
And contradictions dally.

So that above the wild abyss

One phrase should weld, well-wedded,
The trembling blue of Russian skies,
And the Caucasus grey-headed.

So that we see for ourselves afar
The horizons of tomorrow,

* Kaisyn Kuliyev, People’s Poet of Kabardino-Balkaria, ‘born M
Chegem, 1n the Northern Caucasus - 77
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Kak cpmonbs oanoii semin,
Oanoit 3esmuoil nevamn,

Y106 nawe cnopo Mip, Kak Lefb,
Jepxano na npumere,

Urobrl strpano, xak dopens,

B JKunre npu nynuoM CpeTe.
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As brothers and sons of one great land,
And of one great earthly sorrow.

So that our word, as target-aim,

Should keep peace 1 its view-sight,

That 1t should play, like a mountain trout
In the Zhilga in the moonlight.

1973



* x

He 6yaer un nerpey, un obmanos
VY crapoit cyasfer na kpaso.
nOCJICIlHHe JIHCTLA € IUI2TaHOB
JleTar uepes nywty aoto.

M ner uu Tocku, mn Gossm,
CrioKoiicTBHEM TIOJHHTCA B3I
Hocneannit kouYaeTes npasjHik,
Mocneanne MICTLR NETAT

Jlerar uepes mamate o JeTe,
JleTsaT wepe3 ThiCRUM JIET,

CkBo3p nerkitit TyMan HA3 paccpere
Tonerom nornGumix maner.

Becenpe xongaercs ckykoi,

W Bpemsa Mmenser Hapsan.

Haz camoit nmocnenneii pazmyxoil
Tocaenane mHCTbS NETAT.

1974
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* 5 &

There'll be no more meetings, deceivings,
In a fate near 1its final goal.

The very last leaves from the maples

Go flying away through my soul.

There is no more longing and feanng.
Through my gaze tranquillity weaves.
The last festive days are ending,
The last of the summer’s leaves.

They fly through the memory of summer,
They fly through a thousand years,
Through the delicate mist in the dawning,
Like a flight of falling stars.

All merriment ends in boredom,

Time changes his bright summer gown.
Above the last of the partings

The last of the leaves blow down.
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Buaduwupy K

D10 maMATE ONATH OT 3apit A0 33pH
Becniokolino seTaer CTpanyus!.
M mue cusres poio HOYp HA CHE
B Genos siee xpacuple NTHUBL

ry cHerRpl

Benwit nonsens crost max Bopousedt ropol
I'ne ornoxna 3nma ot obcrpena,

Tne na ppanyio 3esmumio, Ha cHer rony6ofi,
Cuernpnnas craf crerena.

Ot nepeanero Kpas packaTel rpeMaT.
TToxoponky XOXOMAT RO THLTA.

Han Boponseit ropoto moruGumx coagat
Cuerypinas Cras Hakpeia.

Mite Bee cusrca BoeuHoil nopsl OycTHIpH,
T'ne cyanba naieli lodocTn Criera.

H nerar cmerupu, n neTAT CHErHPH
Hepes namMaTh MOK JO PAacCBETA.

1975
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To Viadmr Zhukov

That is memory again, who from dawn till dawn’s
glow
The pages so restlessly stirs.
And 1 dream all the night of bullfinches and snow-
In white hoar-frost the red-throated birds.

Broad midday stands over the Carrion Crow Hills,
Where the water was deaf from war’s din,
Where on azure-blue snow, on the earth torn

by shells,
A flock of bullfinches flew in.

From the forward lines thunderous rumblings sped,
And funerals took place in the rear.

*Neath the Carrion Crow Hills the soldiers lay dead,
By the bullfinches® flock covered there.

1 still dream of war-time’s grey wastelands and sky,
‘Where the Tate of our youth was sung o’er.

And the bullfinches fly, and the bullfinches fly
Through my memory till dawn once more.

1975
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* *

Tam, B Hawem ABrycre, co3pemt
Xneba B nonfx, it 3soukuil 3HOI
Fyctyto 3enenb axsapemt
TIpocBeynBaeT XeATi3HOMN.

Tanm 3a mayky cTpacrn neTo
Harpan ne tpeGyer B3amen.

TaM Bce mponyTo 1 MPOrpeTo
¥ xaxawit mur Gnarocnospes.

TaMm Ha ayry nacyTcsi KOHH,
W umMens B TaTapiHKE KYXOKHT.
TaM rpyas TBOS B Moeii JafOHH,
Kak Bcst BCENEHHAA, JIEXKHUT.

1975
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* x *

There, in our August days, have ripened
The fields of grain, and ringing heat
Through dense green of the water-colour
With golden yellow shines the wheat.

And there for passion’s lesson the summer

For a reward makes no request.

There all is wind-blown, all warmed through there,
And every moment there is blessed.

There on the meadows feed the horses,
The bee to the thistle humming flies.
And there within my palm your bosom,
Like the whole universe, quiet lies.

1975
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5. Hmuomy

A npiye ~ ronan 3uMa,

Kax prpma Ge3 cTixoTBOpeHbs.
XoTb miaub 1wm! cXomt ¢ yMa.
Ho cHera ner —~ u net 3a0BeHps.

[Mpoweautee obnaxeno

B nyure, xak na penbeHoM CHIMEKE.
W nepesesno mueno
Bocrnomirnannil o kpymiHxke.

Kakyro xamy sagapnt

Xisus Gecnomaanas npa 3aprpa?
UYTo H3 BOCTOProB i OGHA
Cneter noar, e¢ coaBrop?

Bene MoryT mxmua # ATh
OnsTh ¢ rpAmymum™ OHeM JIyKABHTH?
Ho HHYEro HENb3s H3BATH,

W mitvero Henb3s HCIPaBHTB.

1975
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To B. Schrmudt

Now winter bare and snowless lies,
Like rhymes without a verse for sctting,
Go off your head, weep out your eyes,
There is no snow~and no forgetting.

The past all naked lies revealed

Within my soul, in high relief,

And winnowed is the grain from the field
Of memory, seed by seed.

What kind of gruel’s prepared fonight
By npitiless life for us tomorrow?
What weaving of delight and slight
Will the poet, her co-author, follow?

Can Church-Slavonic letters, say,
Practise on coming days deception?
But nothing must one take away,

To nothing must one make correction.
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* x *

Bynmepanri Pasens cpblBamics o CHEHDI,
Fae posnt nonsixan, c10BHO uepHblil OXap
W cxomnics, KaK cKasIbl, BHICOKHE CTEHBL
U ouath HX OTX7ieCTBIBAN HOBbIY yaap.

IMepen aTiM nanopom HeucroBoil BEphl,
Iepen put™amu 9Toil Beeennoli Hrpst
Oxeausl xitnemy, Tpewams Gapbepst

U B nycremn 3a6Benbs NETeN MHPH.

Hapaxaense pocno. Y k danaure dananra
Hacrynina, u rpoxor obpyunsan rpoM.
Xipocuma ropena, u cien Gymepanra

V 3eman non uetneprhiM ocTascs peGpoM.

1975
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* X

Ravelle sent his boomerangs swift from the scene,

Where the grand piano, like black fire, blazed

And the tiered walls, like cliffs, rose with no rifis
between,

And again a new blow left them Jashed and amazed

At that furious onslaught of fiercest belief,

At the rhythms of those universal chords,

The oceans seethed, and the bars burst beneath,
And to wastes of oblivion the planets roared.

The deception grew. And hosts face to face
Approached, and the lightnings and thunderbolts
rained.
Hiroshima in flames, and the boomerang’s trace
Beneath the fourth nb of the Earth remained.

1975
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* o *

Kax cosepiertctpo neba it semn
Becennne TaulyioT XypasiH.

Brcratensustii 6aner cpemt 6onor.
Tapmonnn 1 rpaumi noser.

WMasectsa i mnacrikn Typup,
XKirporo uyna HecpapHeHHbBIN MHD.

ToT, KTO yBHZETHL 3TO 9yAO MO,
Vaxe ue mpocro uyenosex, a 6or,

CryvaiiHo B pyki NomywuBuunY HHTH
YMeHHs rapMOHHIO XPAHHTE.

1975
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* ¥ *

Like the perfection of all the heavens and earth
The springtime cranes are dancing for all they’re worth.

A brilliant ballet among the marshes free.
The flight of grace and perfect harmony.

A tournament of elegance unfurled.
A living miracle’s incomparable world.

He who might see this miracle, though a clod,
No longer is a simple man, but God,

Having by chance received the thread in hand,
The ability to record this harmony grand.
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QUYEHBL CTAPASI MECHSA

Mue ofewann TBOH CONOBBIL
Tlapyc nanexan n xarwno moGsm.

Mapyc nagexns! nopsano rpo3oii.
Kansa mo6en o6epiynace cne3oit,

B neny Bpezaerca HOC xopaGad.
356311 He BHAATH, It HANEKO 3CMIA.

Ho Bot mocnenueii ponnoio Moeit
TMecneio Temnires TBON conoseit.

1975
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A VERY OLD SONG

Your nightingales promised me once in the grove
A new sail of hope, and just one drop of love.

The new sail of hope split in storm-winds severe.
The one drop of love has changed into a tear.

My vessel's prow cuts deep and sharp in the foam.
No stars can I see, nor the far shore of home.

But over my last long wave, as 1t swells,
With a song I am solaced by your mghtingales

1975
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NPHCHHBUIHECA CTHXH

Han osuMslo, Han cepoil rawnoii naweH
Ocuunnk oromuics H npoapor.

HAens na mexoge. Jpse newann Haum
Comnnicy Ha NMepexpecTke HBYX HOpOT-

B nous 6yner cuer. Pper peTep nanpHIX paneit
Hocneannit anpct © Npoayroro Xycra.

A xax pa3xeyb H3 ABYX CCIOBIX neqanei

B cenyro Hoyb monoGue xoctpa?

He penato...

1975

194 —




VERSES FROM A DREAM

Above the winter wheat and grey clay pasture

An aspen, growing naked, trembling sways.

The day 1s in decline. And our two sorrows

Have met and jomned at the crossing of two ways

Snow comes tonight. The distant wind is tearing
From blast-blown bush the last leal to expire.

How can we light from our two hoary sorrows
In hoary night the likeness of a fire?

I know not...

1975
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BOH"Z!. 3BEHA KOJICYKaMil,
Mo xawvyiukam moer.

N nesouka naxn pedxoio
Mo Gepery unmer.

Hpet-npoxomur nasoto
Tlo Gepery pexn

M paer pyxoio npasoro
POMaIIKH JIENecTKH

Tingiger B Tpase [o mosca,
Tanaer Upo MeHs.

W tatoT 0ba momtoca

OT Hamero orui.

ITo xanne spems ToUNTCR
W mpocperaser Hac.

U mue oo cMepTH XOYCTCH
K roii mesouxe ceifyac.

Barnsuyts Gur g oun-npopy6u,
TloiiMaTy 6b1 cunnii BITAAM...
Ha He netaror ronybn

Ha copok ner Hasazn,

1975
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The wave rings out in circles,
And sings among the reeds.
And a maiden by the river
Along the bank proceeds.

She passes like a peacock

Along the bank, so proud,

Her right hand dreamily plucking
A daisy’s petals out.

She floats through waist-high grasses~
He loves me, loves me not—-

While both the poles are melting
From our Jove so burning hot.

Time wears the stone by droplets,
Lights up for us the shade,

And ere I die, I'm longing

To go now to that maid.

To gaze in eyes a-melting,

To catch their blue a-glow...
But pigeons don’t fly backwards
To forty years ago.

1975
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Mamitmnxom ki 3apoc oTkoc
Han nosopotosm pekst.
Cnapuaiinndi sanax TBoHX BOSOC
Kociiynes amoeii mexn,

Mutp, xortophiii nac oxpyxan,
Manuuoii cnenoii nponax.
IyG teonx mammossiii xap
Pacrasn B monx ry6ax.

H uepes ayum npouums peka,
A MOXeT ObITh, TONBKO MIT.
IloToat B okean ynecna pexa
Tpoit npocseraenusli nik.

Hesenonmo Mie, Ha xaxoii BOSMHE
Bpems oGopsanocs,
Ho Bce eme crires Moeil cemie
Bertep TBONX BOMOC.

1975
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The slope was o'ergroun with wild raspberry canes
Above a wide sweep in the stream.

The sweetest aroma of your hair

Brushed my cheek, like a dream.

The world which encircled us round about
With the smell of ripe raspberries dripped.
Your parted lips’ red raspberry warmth
Melted upon my lips.

And through my soul the centurres passed,
Or maybe one moment took place.

Then after, the river transported away

To the ocean your radiant face.

It remains unknown to me, on which wave
Time met a sudden end,
But still to my hoary head mn dreams
The breeze of your hair extends.
1975

-—199




NOCAL BOIBPARICHISA

Meperpsxietnn, obuexad cner,
Bocnosuanait nopox Tht,
Ho micro na coere net
Mice peaxn MooxTu.

Cpesit ocox 1 masens
Husmoct ua sro mitao A,
Bopsiouer, nynxu wepens,
Ee cTpys nrpusas.

Ckonu3nT, KaK Tcis 313-104 KpLLAa.
$43 smxa Gonorta npesnero.

Ha Oepery ce Gbuna

Mos nepesns Knesneso,

Tas Mama x zoMy 4epe3 Jyr
Kpnsoit Tpomuskoit ¢ 6epexka
Tineuia, packnuys Kpouibf pyK
Tlo xopombicny Gepexito.

Crpofina, kpacusa it no6pa,
Kak noswlit zens ¢ obioBojo,
V1 s 13 nommoro senpa

Tinn BORY poaHiuKosyio.

Moii Bex ~ He mpocT H MyTh ~ HE Mall
W, va cyns6y He cetys,

S nen, mobun 1 soesan,

H crpancrsosan no cpery 1.

B ocywecrsnenmys 3areit
. HonracMmorpencs sesxoro
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AFTER RETURNING

You'll shake up, having seen the world,
A thousand things in memory,

But there’s nought better on this earth
Than my fine stream, dear Molokhta

Among the slopes and sorrel-leaves
1 gaze on it amazedly.

It murmurs, stirs its reedy pipes,
Its current flowing playfully

It ships, like shadow from a wing,

From the moss of marsh and guagmire so.
Upon its banks in boyhood stood

My native village Klevnevo

There mama came home across the field
By a crooked path, so ainly,

She floated, arms stretched out like wings,
Holding the yoke so carefully.

She was slender, beautiful, and kind,
Like new day with fresh finery,

And from the brimming bucket I drank
Spring water, pure and primary.

My life was hard, my road was long.
I faced fate uncomplamingly.

I sang, 1 loved, I worked, I fought,
And travelled unrestrainedly.

In realisation of my aims
I saw things rare and plentiful.
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Cryna manewna ¥ mojcii
I rope ounakono,

Pasncacni Marepuxy
Mopusmays no Tevenn,

I cctn, cyanGa Moeli pesat
B pexe cyne6 1y npesteiny,

H cimren ame po:noii ouar,
Kax wxazna sy cyuan,
H ¢ xopostuicron Ha maevax
Mar, or Peki naymas,

1976



The people’s hopes were very few.
Their many woes~identical.

The continents were cast apart

By furrows in decp obscurity.

There runs the fate of my small stream
In the stream of fate and futurity.

1 dream about my native hearth,
Like life’s real thirst a-harassing,
Of mother coming from the stream,
The bucket-yoke a-balancing.
1976



BA30CKoORO

Hopoii Tocka wareficxofi nposst
Hac nepxur xpenue Axopei.
-.Ipyctur cupens. Tacytes xoint
Han npavoss marepir sroeii.

Moruaa cromrana. Orpana
Pncmmcnu no KHpay.

qTO MHC Ha 3TOM MecTe Haao?
Yero nuy? Yero xouy?

A - 3ncer! Ho s ywe ne s3newstii
3necr nee saGuuto npo Mens, ~
Toka s wen cxvoss an kporemmet
Hbyx poiin, Gnoxaawr 1t orns.

Hoxa cpemt cecrep n Gparmii
B kposapom Mmecipe nopor
S aymy matepu pacrpatiun
M o1y namare ne cGeper.

3 Briiny B poxt. B poanoe mone.
B cence, xax mon sucki.

Y, pyxuys, srimnasy na sone
Bero ropeys crpaxa » Tocki,

U Mmoxer 6sits, na cepnua npsHyr
CJIOBa, Kak nTHner 13 CHJIKA,

H e B rnasa MOH 3arnauyTt
I[ua MaTepHHCKIIX Bacileka,

1976

—204—— .



VYAZOSKOVO

At times the tedium of life's prose
Firmer than any anchor tics,

..The filac mourns. They feed the goats
Above the dust where mother lies.

The grave’s trod down. The boundaty
Is pulled asunder, robbed of bricks,
What doces this place now mean for me?
What do I scek? What do T wish?

I'm home! But I don™t fit in well.

They've all forgotten about me here,
While I passed through the utter hell
Of two fierce wars, blockade and fire.

With sisters and brothers of the day
In the bloody mash, on roads of war,
My mother’s soul I frittered away,
And this memorial lost therefore.

I'll go to my familiar fGeld.

The rye 1s grey. My temples too.
Falling, T'll weep, to sorrow yield
In bitterness of fear and woe.

And, maybe, from my heart will chance
Some words, like birds out of a snare,
And straight into my eyes will glance
Two motherly cornflowers shining there.
1976
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Mpotueannis aer cMixICTea KOBNO-
Has nepespeerxe 3anenact nurora.
Ho coertr sare oo Tpoe muno
Tﬂ\l. D cepeiie KINNeHHoro l'p}l'ﬂ.

Tax 3a Tloasprias xpyrost soraa
Ha ropnsonte nerpenon it poanos
Topur oz Moaspuas Ipeaxd

Hax asteprauiv JlesomiTaist oxeanoN.

1976
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The circle of the bygone years is closed.

Above the crossroads sings the snowy whirlwind.
But still for me there shines your face alone,

There, in the centre of the vital circle.

And so beyond the Arctic Circle far,

Upon the torn and tempest-lashed horizon,
There shines alone one guiding Polar Star
Above the lifeless jce of the Arctic Ocean.

1976
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Mpomeauntx aer cvuxactca Koauto
Ha nepexpectac 3anenact nuiora.
Ho coernr sie outo troe mmo
Tau, n cepesutiie xisienitoro kpyra.
Tax 3a TToaspuws xpyrovt wioraa
Ha ropisonte perpenont it ppanost
Foputr oaua Moaspuas aseana

Han seprassy Jlenonitnivg oxeanioN.

1976
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TO B B PIOTROVSKY

The amber of autumn refects Galents’s* palette

In a circle huddles the mountains’ blue caravan.

The heavens are high, and more carefree than smiles
of an infant,

The eternal road crawls from Garni to Yerevan,

Here to yellow sand-grains are pounded the bones
of the ages.

Here blood is petrified. Boundary on boundary 15 laid
Here barbanans marched. And guests have passed by,
and the centuries.

And T on the bones of those powdered centuries stride.

I walk, and T stumble on outcrops of cries and an-
guish

From overgrown ruins of relentless tempests of time
walk in amaze at the road of freewill and of kngwl-
edge,

At death-conquering song, the persistence of gramn and
the vine.

Here the memory of earth, from humanity’s suffering
grows silent.

With the revelation of ages my memory chafes.
But the sky is so clear, and the sun of Ptolemy’s
century
From the future century pierces my soul with its gaze.

1976

* A modern Armenian painter —Tr.
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E. B MHOTPOBCKOMY

Slurapuas ocenp Hrpaer pamutpoii Ianefilia.
B xomeuo 3ambixaeTcs rop roay6oii xapasaH.
Bricokoe nebo Gecredneit ynploxi MiazeHua-
Jopora, xak BewnocTh, NMOA3ET h3 Iapui B Epesd!
3neck B KeATHHI HECOK NEPeMOJTOTHI BpEMEHH xocH
3necy kpopb kamenena. Jlowinace Mexa Ha MEX!
3nech, Bapsapsr um. Ipoxomwn cTonered 1 rocm
U 5 no KOCTSAM NepeTepTRIX CTONETHIT XOKY-

Hny, cnoTeikasce o BeicTynbl KpHka 1t 607H
3apocuinx pasBajgHH BpeMeH HeoTCTynHOIl TpO3El
HUny, yaueasace gopore Mo3HaHbs 1 BOMM,
BeccmepTino NecHu, ynoperBy 3epHa M J1OH

3nece mamsaTh 3eMaH, OT JIOOCKOTO CTpaganbd e
neM

MHe namaTs MO OTKpoBeHbeM BexoB GepeluiT.
A nHe6Go mpospauno, H COMHILE BPEMEH TIronepes
Ha gyity moto m3 rpsayutero beka LT
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TO B B. PIOTROVSKY

The amber of autumn reflects Galentss® palette.
In a oircle huddles the mountains’ blue caravan.
The heavens are high, and more carefree than smiles

of an infant,
The eternal road crawls from Garni to Yerevan.

Here 1o yellow sand-grains are pounded the bones
of the ages.

Here blood 15 petrified. Boundary on boundary is lasd.
Here barbarians marched. And guests have passed by,
and the centuries.

And T on the bones of those powdered centuries stride.

I walk, and I stumble on outcrops of cries and an-
guish

From overgrown ruins of relentless tempests of time.
walk in amaze at the road of freewill and of knowl-
edge,

the persistence of grain and
the vine.

At death-conquering song,

Here the memory of earth, from humanity’s suffering

grows silent.
With the revelation of ages my" memory chafes.

But the sky i8 so clear, and the sun of Ptolemy’s

century
From the future century pierces my soul with its gaze.

1976

* A modern Armenan painter.~7r.

a3

209 ———



B H3roJIOBLE APYTA
acC

Yro nensrran on? ~ Jlpoxs mo koxe!
Kax uen ocrancs? — He noiiny!
Korna ysnacum, cxaxermms: — Boxe,
3a uro xe cromsko OfHOMY.

Ero UeThIpexasl Hyna
Kasge 1ponan sa rpount.

A on ncran semuoro uyna
Jhoben B oxpecrioctax Ry,

U Benen 3a neit moporoii 3pe3atioit
Vwen s HEBEXOMYIO Jans.

H coxanets 06 ston nosmio.
Komy nyxna aog neyans...

1976
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AT THE HEADSTONE OF A FRIEND

To ¥ S.

What did he suffer? I just shudder!
How did he live? I can’t understand!
But when you know, you'll say:

“My God, then,
Why so much laid on one poor man?”

Judas four times betrayed and sold him,

For a few groats to Cajaphus stole.

But he was secking an earthly wonder

Of love in the neighbourhood of the soul

He followed love to the farthest star

And travelled to an unknown bound.

For pity it’s too late by far

Who needs my sorrow beneath the ground?...

1976

—_—2——



B H3roJIOBBE JPYTA
Ac

Uro senuiran ou? — Jpoxs no koxe!
Kax uen ocranca? -~ He moitmy!
Koraa yamaews, ckaxetus: ~ Boxe,
32 4TO Xe CTONBLKO OXHOMY.

Ero uetnipexner Hyna
Kasde npoman 3a rpouin.

A oH HCKaJ 3eMHOro YyAa
JIio6BH B OKpecTHOCTAX AyLIH.

W Bcnen 3a meit goporoit 3Be3aHOM
Viuess B HEBEAOMYIO Hanb.

W coxaners o6 3Tom mo3aHo.
Komy HyXHa Mos meyars...

1976
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AT THE HEADSTONE OF A FRIEND

To Y §

What did he suffer? I just shudder!
How did he live? 1 can’t understand!
But when you know, youw'll say:

“My God, then,
Why so much laid on one poor man?”

Judas four times betrayed and sold him,
For a few groats to Caaphus stole.

But he was seeking an earthly wonder

Of love in the neighbourhood of the soul,

He followed love to the farthest star

And travelled to an unkaown bound.

For pity it’s too late by far.

Who needs my sorrow beneath the pround?..

1976
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Ax, Kak pudmyer neto
Hexycnoro pyxoit
Pymsnoro panera
Meky ¢ TBOElt mexoil.

Kax, ABISKHMOE KOZOM
Ocoboro Tpyna,
Cnemmnt no nepexonam
Ot xopus go nuona

H caassiBaeT 3Benss,

W 3akpemniser CyTh.

A nyTtb npeoGpaxenbs
Vxomaut B Muaeunsiit 11yTe.

1976
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Ah, how the summer is rhyming!
What a skilful hand here is shown.
With the ripe and rosy pippins,

With their cheeks close to your own!

As, prompted by the canons

Of its own particular toil,

It hastens atong the crossings

To the fruit from the roots in the soil.

And links all together soundiy,

And strengthens the core each day,
While the road of the transformation
Reaches the Milky Way.

1976
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non BEYEP

Ha Gepery socit pexn
¥V camoro neroxa,

Kak Tyya na onmnoii wore,
Cocua croana B netcrse.

H s mobun urpate pecnoii
B ce Tenn npoxnannoii.

11 3aGupanca na ee
Kocsaryio pepummny,

M sigen nec, co seex cropon
Hnymwii na nepesino,

U yGeraromyio paans
Crapiunyio aopory.

A ne ocrancs. A ywen.
Onun mo Toit mopore,

Kax Bce yxonar or ceb,
Hro6h k cebe BepHyThCS.

51 wen x sakaty ot Moeil
Cocusl, wymsmeii B nebe.
M x meii o6patno nmomxoxy
Co croponsr paccaera.

Co mHOIl cymn6a MoHX Hamexa
H paszoyaposanuii

U cepane, peproe xopusm
Jronckoit mo6eu 1 necr.
Hy uro x! 3penn, mos pexa,
Cpoeit crpyero uncroii,
Cenoe cepaue ocpex

M naii mue cyacre BEPUTD
Ha atom crapom Gepery,
Hon crapoto cocroro,

Hro nonrwii nyts monx crpacreif
Bt ne HamnpaceH..,

1976
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TOWARDS EVENING

Upon the banks of my old stream
Right at the very spring-hcad,

Like a dark cloud upon one leg
There stood a pine in childhood.
And how 1 loved to play in spring
Beneath its cooling shadow,

And how I loved to climb above
Into its shaggy summit,

1 saw the forest, from every side
Creep up upon our village,

And in the distance, as it ran,

The very ancient highway.

1 did not stay. 1 packed and went
Alone upon that highway,

As all depart once from themselves
To find themselves returning.

I went towards the setting sun
From my pine in wide skies rustling,
And 1 returned to it again

From the side where the sun was rising.
With me the fate of all my hopes
And all my disappointments,

My heart, still true to its old roots
Of human love and., verses.

‘What then? Ring out my childhood stream
With your translucent current,

And my old hoary heart refresh,
And et me trust in the future
Upon that old familiar bank
Beneath my aged pine-tree,

And that my passion’s lengthy road
Not uselessly 1 travelled...

1976
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51 noateepxamo necueil cneroff,
Honus peuepuce pHHO,

Yro HitieMy M3 KI3HH ITOI
ViiTit yxe ne cyxacHo.

Cnavana p pocr saeT MUeHiua,
Uro6 BLIIPETL B KOJOCE 3€PHOM.
H Bce, yto GbL1O, MOBTOPHTCA
Ha 3Tom npasnmiKe 3eMHOM.

Bbin npasmmik ~ pecest. Tpya — ynopet
JIpys3eii — npexpacusl HMeHA.

U ropctn ase orbopHbix 3epeH -
Ocrapnenst Ha cemena.

JKusi, npsyacTHeIl K BEYABIM 1pe6m\f,
HuBick, KAk 3TOT MIp XOpoul.

Pudmyii nmoxa «rmog neGom» ¢ «xnebom» -
Tounee pudmb He Haiigewsb.

A B jieHp Becenmero mocesa

Hyma, csoeii cynnfe BepHa,

Bes CoXaneHHs H rHEB3

3amkner Bemnxuii nyTh 3epHa.

1976
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I thus confirm the song I've sung,
Having now drained my evening wine,
That nothing in this life begun

Is doomed to go before its time.

At fisst the grain begins to grow,
To ripen seeds within the ear.

And all which has been starts anew
Upon this earthly festival here.

The feast was merry. The toil was tough,
The friends—of many 2 splendid name.
And a couple of handfuls of chosen stuff
Were set aside to be sown again.

Then Yive, and share the eternal thread,

And wonder at this world so fair.

And rhyme “the sky o'erhead” with *“bread™,
You will not find a better pair.

And when that springtime seed is set,
Your soul will true to fate remain,

\Vi'lhout complaint, without regret
Will close the great road of the grain.

1976
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Before attuning herself to the well-strung lyre,
Beneath the slanting streams in the autumn ar,
Poetry went a-walking through the stubble

Of human fortune with her feet all bare.

And see, the role of life having taken over,
A meagre squanderer of her personal fate,

She now begms to speak, to her own suffering
Stepping slowly here with blood-stained feet.

1977
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JIEPEBO AN ANCTA
I Caatany

Casta 3eMas JUIBHTCH ) POXAIO.

H nepexa oToit meapoctiio 8 Jaary,
S stensxoe Jepenio Caxao

Y peusit na nokarost Gepery.

Mycxait ono, pursrusasct x neby.
Pacter # 3cacneer » pucore
NMpusnareannoctiio xuam, ua norpely
Ec nenonropisoii xpacore.

PasGyxemoe necnell peryunemofi,
Iyexafi ono npocitctes noyrpy

I sty s xyapenoo meptniof,
Iepefiupas ancrue na serpy.

Ilyexan ono vaunttone of 1posta,

B seommnn, at refic e caviof
Rerta-nnhyan upint tancion 218 3osey
Jleys ancras, pepmysnnnn e ol

e
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A TREE FOR THE STORKS

To N.I Sladkov
The earth herselfs amazed at her own harvest.

And, standing before that bounty in deepest debt,
A Iitle sapling tree 1 here am planting

Beside the river, on sloping bank-side set.

And may it later, stretching up to heaven,
Grow green and spread itself there in the height,
A sign of gratitude to Yfe, at the disposal
Of her inimttable beauty, blooming bright.

And to the song of village cocks a<crowing,
May W 2t tatly momingtide awake,

And. with ts curly crown begin to rustle,
s in the breeze its leaves it starts to shake.

And may it serve as sheltee from the thunder
And Yightning, death itself, or shower of rain,

A\}d sometime as 2 mesting-place be chosen
By 2 pair of storks, returming home again.

1877
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NEPEBO JJIf1 AHCTA
H. H. Candxosy

Cama 3eMuss DUBHTCS ypPOXaro.
U nepen sToil WweapocTso B ZOATY,
51 ManeHpKOE AepeBlo Cakaro
VY peuknt Ha noxatom Gepery

Iyckait ono, suTaruBasck x HeGy,
Pacrer it 3eneneer B BBICOTE
TIpH3HATENBLHOCTEIO XH3HH, Ha NOTPedy
Ee nenosTopnmoii kpacote.

Pa3byxennoe necHeli neTyumHoi,
ITyckaii ono npocHercs HOyTpy
U samymnT xyapssoro BepuinsHoii,
Hepebupas nucTea Ha BeTpy.

Ilyckait ouo 3aummTor0 oT rpoma,

W monnun, o ribenn caMoit
Korna-un6yns npurasuercs g aoma
HABym aucram, BEPHYBUIIMCA Jnomoit.

1977

220




A TREE FOR THE STORKS

To N 1. Sladkov

The earth herself’s amazed at her own harvest.

And, standing before that bounty in deepest debt,
A little sapling tree I here am planting

Beside the niver, on sloping bank-side set.

And may it later, stretching up to heaven,
Grow green and spread itself there in the height,
A sign of gratitude to life, at the disposal
Of her inimitable beauty, blooming bright.

And to the song of village cocks a-crowing,
May it at early morningtide awake,

And with its curly crown begin to rustle,
As in the breeze its leaves it starts to shake,

And may it serve as shelter from the thunder
And lightning, death itself, or shower of rain,
And sometime as a nesting-place be chasen
By a pair of storks, returning home again.

1977




HA BEPLTY O3CPA

Yaupaer osepo secoe,

3apactas kasuioN # TitHof,

C kaxnuiM rofom Bee Tewueil H yxe
Csteprnio ofpeyciittoe npocTpaNcTBo

Acttitanoit 6e30HHOCTIS BOALL.

Oscpo yxomnt B rayGuny,
3akpuisasce, cnosiio rnas. H Taitita
Bpesenit yxomir puvecTe ¢ MM

B Tesuuic 3cMuble NMepexoatl,

B knanoneic navsTir 3eaioit.

Urto xe Twl yeunmena, 3enuis,
Ect saxperzactub OKO KI3HH,
Orppamas B3op csoeit Ay
Ot peenennoii 1 OT 1123 MOIX,
Bomnpowatonutx TeoH ray6uibt?

Tot Monuinus? A Moxer GbTb, 06 3TOM
MHne pacckaxeT nritvka KaMmblIIOBKa,
Uro cBHma cpoe rHe3no GecCTpatlHo

Ha TBoeii pecuiike-kaMpImiHke

Han 6esnounoii acnuanoit sogoii?

Moxer Gbith, OHa noer o6 ITOM
T'onocoM, kak nayTiHKA, TOHKHM
Iecenxy?.. Ho s ne nonnmaio
S3pika ee myum?. A xanb!

1977

222




ON THE SHORE OF THE LAKE

A forest lake is very slowly dymg,
Overgrown with rushes and rotting slime.
Every year it’s marrower and darker,
This expanse now foreordained to die,
This dark pit of slatey-coloured water.

So the lake retreats into its depths,
Slowly closing, as 1t were, its eyes
Time's old secret is departing with it
Into gloomy earthly changing-overs,
Into earth’s great store of memories.

What is 1t you’ve seen, then, Mother Earth,
If you close like this the eye of life,
Turming away the gaze of your great soul
From the whole universe, and from my eyes,
Questioning silently your mner depths?

You stay dumb? But maybe on this subject
This small reed-warbler now will tell me all,
Since she has fearlessly twined her httle nest
On your lashes of sedge and rushes standing
O’r the dark pit of slatey-coloured water?

Maybe she will sing about st all

In her voice as fine as a spider’s cob-web,

Her httle song?.. But I don’t understand

The language of her soul?.. Ah, what a pity!

1977
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KEJJAHHE

O mit Mue, xH3Hb, Kenaiune xenath,
B *kenaemoM xefaube OXHBATH

W nopobpate k xKenamubio HaywH
Pasymnoii GepexnnsocTit kitoui.

W ne mmwail ymemst HMeTs
Xenanwe 3a npyra ymepers,

W narpanu g0 pokoBOro muHs
TepneHHeM 11 MyXeCTBOM MEHA.

1977

224




THE WISH

Oh, give me, life, the wish to wish amain,
And in the wished-for wish to live again,

And teach me in my wishing to find the key
To a sensibly restrained economy,

And don’t deprive me of the ability
To wish to die for others, if need be,

And recompense e, till the fatal day,
With patience and with courage on my way.

1977
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Tposa poaxpamananact i rpovua
Bee xpepxy amos nepenepiyTs mnny,
Ho 4ur-To ymunureasnas cuna
Paccesuza 1t orena rpoly.

B3anoxuyp nerxo, npotenccremt BR3H,
H, mnumnolt sncsamioft yausnen,
Kax mpiexep, na nonopine ¢paist
Mon ¢onapes ocranopivics xneit.

H cau x ccGe npucaywancs, Bo mnacTit
Honepunpocnst mipa Ge3 rpanuu.

H nous caepxuyns oTKpoBEHBEM CTPACTH
H3-non uyTh-uyTh npumogHATHIX peciiil.

1977
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* & x

The thunderstorm crept up and loudly threatened
To turn the whole surroundings upside down,

But someone’s marvellous and miraculous forces
Dispersed the thunderstorm, drove off its frown,

And sighing lightly, elms began to rustle,
And, struck by sudden silence in the wood,
Like a conductor half-way through a cadence,
Beneath the headlights, there a maple stood,

And listened to itself, caught in the power

Of this world’s trustfulness, beyond surmise.

And night gleamed with the revelation of passion
Beneath the scarce-raised lashes of her eyes.

1977
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PLIKHA KONHb
HA CKOUMEHHOM OyTyY

He npukasa panm, le B yenyry,
A cpocio poneii, xak xoren,
Prokstii xons no cxourennomy ayry
Be3 yaaut 1 caumska Jierclt.

Bnaxuuii rnasz ero Gnecren, kaxk CiBa,
Kax 1py6a ncpempancs xsocT,

H crpynnacy, 3apupancs, rpusa

C Geciabawnus BCTPOM BREpexiecT.

N nyma xons 6b1a oTkpema,

H 3akat Geu1 po3op, kak pamer.

W cryvann nerkne xonsita
JlepeBAnibIM CTYKOM KacTalber.
Henb HAbL X13Hp FOTOBIIHCE K YXORY
VY cenoro Bpemennt B noiry, —
Prrxuii xotn ckakan ce6e B yrony
Ha 3eneHoM ckoulennom Jiyry.
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THE CHESTNUT COB
UPON THE NEW-MOWN MEADOW

Not to order, and in no one’s service,

But of his own will, as he wanted to,

A chestnut cob upon the new-mown meadow,
‘With no bridie and no rider flew.

Moist his eye just like a plum was shining,
Like a trumpet curved and flowed his tai,
And his mane went streaming and a-waving,
Lashing with the ceascless wind a-flail.

The horse’s sou! was open, hberated,

Sunset was like a pippin, rosy-red,

And his light and flying hooves went beating
Like the wooden clap of a castanet.

Day or life prepared for its departure,
To old grey-beard Time already in debt—

The chestnut cob went galloping at his pleasure
On the green and new-mown meadow fled.

1977
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JUICTBEAM BAOTOHKY

Tor yxommwus. Hy wro x! Ho cenpanss. Crenm.
Topomich nonemuory.

A cTixy — ofneTepunte AHCTBR YL ~

Io nopore. B popory

3a ToGoto! 3a necueil commennit TBONX.
Ro npenena moporn,

Be3ICX0MMOCTEIO ropedHt CYacThsl ABOHX
Mepecynam nox Horm.

IMo komodeii crepne, It 10 roasM KycTaM,
Io cyrmuxy ~Bsnorouxy! '
H3-nox nor nemexonos — k mycrsiM rebecam!
IMpencnonmeit B Bopouxy!

Tot yxommum,, Hy uro x! o cuaatbs. Tpocrn!
He nenss Ha cywaii,

Cobepics 1 cebs or cebs oTmycTH

U TpeBoroii ne Mywait,

OTO neTo Hac BMecTe CBOIIO C YMA
Menyunueit 1 maroii,

Tonaexo T unkorna nper coboro cama
He Gnra prHOBaTOML.
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IN THE TRACK OF THE LEAVES

You're departing. Well, then! Fare you well.

And make haste.
Just a bit you must husry.
But my lines lie-like leaves from my soul blown away-
On your road. On the highway,

Close behind! In the track of your doubt’s song
they blow.
To the end of your highway.
With irreparable gall of the happiness of two
"Neath the gossips® feet lying.

Past the prickly stubble, and past the bate trees,
Past the loam-in your traces!

From beneath people’s feet passing by—to bare skies!
Into hell’s very crater!

Youre departing. Well, then! Fare you well.
And forgive!

Not complaining of fortune, )
Take and let yourself, freed from yourself learn to live,
By anxiety not tortured.

This last summer drove both of us out of our minds
With its mint and its borage.

But you never were guilty before your own eyes,

To your conscience and knowledge.
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Tut yxomuuis, M mup neyioten u roi,
Bes ords u nowtera.

Ho mukyer ayum obmaxennsii raaron
B oxupaunn cuera.
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You're departing. The world’s without comfort,
and bare,

Without fire, or shelter. "

But my soul’s naked word is rejoicing here

Waiting snow helter-skelter,

1977



3ATIAJHBIV BEPET
Cmuxu uz Hopmyzamu

AKBAPEJIb

Benenniit noM tos xpacsoii yepemrmeit

Han yrpetneii Tymaunowo Bonoii
HerpepTetii Bek B rayGupax TaifEplx CHITCR
Beem o6pyuenniv ¢ Bypeit i Genofl.

Hx norpe6an HarpaGneHHoro Tpyas,
Hx npoxnan pesmon n ocrasun Gor,
Hx uepena, xak anmuHoOCTH COCYAH,
O6X0UT CTOPOHOK OCHMIUHOY.

Han okeanom necrepmiMo cCitii
Boicoxuii MOCT BLICTPaHBAET NeHb.
W ua necox Kpusbie pyKi nuiii
Becriomoio oT6packiBaloT TeHb.

OTKPBITKA H3 IOPTO

Oxno ua cxaTe wepemyyyofi xprunt
Pacraxuyro. ITpomerroe Genve
Kontuertes, xax 3anance neGecbil.

A Tam, 33 NOROXOHHIIKOM, NOAHA
3agysMumnoll TpeboOry, OmHOXO

H nenonpinkio menumna cuamr.
Bocxpecnuii nenst wysur pingay GaapoM-
Topryerca, cMmeercs 31 noeT.

A XeHuUlHA CHANT, KaK HIBARILE,

It cvorpiT paank cxpo3L THICAW BEKOB.
Cizntr omma, §$ peest yiueaunv B MOpe
Ee raaza sepemares, §f newnocts
3encnolo onnnofi neaccTHT.
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WESTERN SHORE

Verses from Portugal

AQUARELLE

The white-washed house bencath its bright red tiles
Above the moming mist where waters flow
A quarter-century mn secret deeps meanwhile
Dreams of all those betrothed to storms and woe.

They were buried by heaps of stolen gold,

They were cursed by the Devil, by God denied,

Their hollow skulls, like vessels of grabbmg greed,
The octopus leaves avoided on one side.

Above the ocean waves unbearably blue
A lofty bridge lines up on parade the day.
Across the sand the pines with arms askew
Helplessly cast their shadows on the way

POSTCARD FROM OPORTO

A window on the sloping red roof tiling

Thrown open. And the linen on the line

Is gently waving, like a heavenly curtain

But there, behind the window-sill, and full

Of pensive apprehensiveness, and lonely,

And motionless, a waiting woman sits.

It’s Sunday, but the loud bazaar below her

Is haggling, laughing, full of noisy song.

But still the woman sits, just like a sculpture,
And gazes far through a thousand centuries long.
She sits. And all who've sailed off o’er the ocean
Swarm to her eyes. And like a dark green olive
Eternity whispers, whispers in her ear.
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BUJ C BEPETA

B okean ryapar ¢ ofpeiba
Ocpewmiennsie rpo3oit
OnoBsuuas onusa

C BHHOrpaznHoo J030fi.

W, nonnpl 3enenoit Mouut,
3akpeiBaroT nebeca
IBKANUITTOBEIE POLT

U cocnossle neca.

W, crynas nmammeii TsxKo,
Brue BeRkoit noxeanst
TanyT ApeBHIOD YHNPIKKY
ITonem Myapsie BOMBL

Toneko ocTpoit KOCThIO B TNOTKE,
3aponnoit rposs Genoit,
Tepsickon noxsoanoii JOAKK
Han cenoit Topunrt noxoit.

NONBITKA OFbACHEHHA

B temnr yenosnoii wecrn
Mut Ges nyTit Kpysis.
Basoenm ~ wysate — precre
H see croe - ayxant.

H nonouwma x npeneny
Onacnas nrpa.

Cae sasTe aywe » veay
Honepsst 11 1oGpa?

Kuaus, subustncs 13 kpyra,
Kyna-to yrexna.

I nery apyr nr apyra
Bsamvnoro Temuaa,
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VIEW FROM THE SHORE

On the ocean from the cliff-top,
After the rain-storm, fresh and fine,
Gaze a pewter-coloured olive

And a tender-tendrilled vine.

Also full of verdant power,
Covering half the sunny skies,
Eucalyptus groves are growing,
And the forest pines arise.

Stubbornly the hard soil tramping,
And above all earthly praise,

Through the field the wise yoked oxen
Pull the plough as in ancient days.

But, ike a bone in one’s gullet sticking,
Threatening technical woe, I see

The periscope of a submarine vessel
Sticking out from the grey-haired sea.

ATTEMPT AT EXPLANATION

In the shade of daily honour
We circle without a road.

A pair of strangers together,
Qur all on a stranger endowed.

And right to the very limit

This dangerous game has thrust.

Say, where for one’s soul and body
Can one find some kindness and trust?

Our life, knocked out of its orbit,
Is somewhere lost in the mists.
And now for one another

No mutual warmth exists.
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BO3BPATA HET

Bce naynnaercs ¢ obpeisa
Ha MOoeAHHKE ABYX Hayal,
TaM, rae BonHb cenas rpusa
Jletut Ha xaMeumstl mpHyan,

W crapsiit mapyc peeTcs ¢ MeCTa,
W Her ckuTaHmio konna,

W HeuseecTHOCTb, KaK HeBecTa,
Kper o6pyHaNsROro Konsl@.

W ot Tenna ponsoro kposa
30BET B NMONYHOYHOH THILIH
Hapnexnoit 6epera apyroro,
Kax necneii cponcrsennoif Ayuir

U Mup crioxoficTBus — HECHOCEH.
W Berep ckopocTH — MOET.
Cynsba cHnmaeT pykH ¢ Becen
U nepexoaur na noner

Jletur op6uroo monoroii

WHBIX rajgakTik 1 IUiager.

W Beem mueneHsniM Toft noporait
Bosepara ser, Bosspara Her!

3AKAT HA ATJIAHTHKE

Menmrensro sxomuno
Ckpo3s pozosuil TyMan
Barpogoe csetnno
B muosuii oxean,

Crpamanse Muposnanss
Joxnnocs mnacr ma mnacr,
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THERE'S NO RETURN

It all begins from the sheering headland

At the duel between two elements fought,
Theve, where the grey mane of the breakers
Beats on the quay of granjte wrought.

The ancient sail breaks from its moorings,
To its wanderings there’s no end in sight,
And the unknown, like a bride, is waiting
The betrothal ring on her wedding night.

And from the warmth of its native shelter
Through the midnight silence it sends its cali,
With hope of another shore in the distance,
As if the song of a kindred soul.

Unbearable grows the world of calmness.
The wind of speed sings out in the night.
Fate takes her hand from the steering rudder
And changes over to cosmic flight.

It flies afar on its sloping orbit

Where other planets and galaxies burn.
For all by that road captivated
Theres no return, there’s no return!

SUNSET OVER THE ATLANTIC
So slowly and stately entered
Through the rosy mist outspread

The crimson orb of daylight
s Tilac ocean bed.

The suffering of the universe
In fayer on layer slept.
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H o Twere nozHaues
Priman Exxnecnact.

W s cMoTpen u Bupen
B nycTemse paiickix Bpar
Ceroansnunero ruGens
W npouutoro Bo3Bpar.

M Hosoe Hauano
HyTeif 13 Tymika
O 6yznywem kpayano
B Munysume Bexa.

N Geut 2 B MEpe 3TOM
B Tor Mur ne yauBreH

Bo Mue ropesumM CBETOM
Beex xm3meii, Bcex Bpemen.

OTKPBITKA B JINCCABOH

Mhe ppanexe mpHCHHICS Mepblil
Mnarox Han CympakoM 6poseit

H B3rnsn Tpesoxubll H ynopnbm.
TIpoMmsrTeit conpio Beex Mopei.

M nnx TBOIT cMyrasii, Kak iKOHa,
Kak 6s1 okyTaHielii B TyMaH.

U c esponeiickoro fakona
OTKpuITHIT B3rAsAY OKEaH.

W B crapom napke crapeii TepeM,
Cenast ropaocts i NOYET.

Fae Bcen rpexam yr BeeM NOTEPAM
llammm-namm noyepsut ¢yer.

Tam, rae anmasu 13 Anroast
Ha-non noaw ywny 8 pasuen,
Tne FPpOMKO HOBLIC rI3row
Bouwn foxa csoaw CTapux CTCH.
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Of the vanity of knowledge
Eeclesiasticus wept.

And 1 looked on and witnessed
At heaven’s gates, in the waste,
The destruction of the present,
The departure of the past.

And another new beginning

To the way from the cul-de-sac
Cried out about the future

To the centuries at my back.

And in this world of wonder

In that moment was not amazed

By that light of all life, and all ages
Which bright within me blazed.

POSTCARD TO LISBON

O'er dusky brows, far in the distance,
A black shawl draped I see in dreams,
A look alarming and persistent,
Washed by the salt of seven seas.

Your face is swarthy, like an icon,
As if a mist its lines evolves,

And from a balcony European

On open view the ocean rolls.

lq the old park, in an old garret

Lives grey-haired pride and self-respect.
Where long ago the count miscartied
Of alt past sins and fosses kept.

';hcre, ’where concealed Angolian diamonds
Nrom neath the floor in barter fall,

tw words of action, breaking st
g silence,
Have entered the arches of ancient walls
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VI, pasmeuras Mpaka CBORbL,
3anen BOSBHILEHHO OpraH,

W npessnm ronocom ceoSopst
EMy otpeTiur oxeaH.
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The gloom of vaulted walls defeating,
And organ sang out clear and high,

And in the age-old voice of freedom
The ocean echoed in reply.
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MATEPHHCKHIA KPECT

Yien 1 3 poamntensckoro Aoma
MansuiuKkolo oMHHAANATH JeT.
Ocennnit noxne, Kax cepas conoMa,
Tpowen 3a MHOIT H CMBLT roprounii crex

3aTymenan 3a pomero oxoNEHO
Tocky 1 rope n3navanbupix Mecr:
Bopon Ham Bstsockosckoit komokonsHeit
W Han Morinoit MatepHHCKOif Xpect.

Ha 6Gepery cyms6ut mopckoro Mops
51 cBoero He CTpOA Wanama, —

A panocTH npeomoneHns rops

Vuunacs B Mope rpewas Oyima.

Korma x konuamict Bons 1 Tepmenbe

W rubems kapaysmina oxpect,

Mepeao muoro - xax Grarocaosense
BeraBan nan Geapuoit MaTepHHCKIiT KpecT.

1978
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MOTHER'S CROSS

I left my old parental home that day

As a mere lad of only eleven years.

The autumn rain came down, like straws of grey,
My washed-out tracks behind me disappeared.

It veiled behind the birch-grove round about

The yearning and the grief of native spots.

Some crows on Vyazoskovo belfry sat,

And on a grave there stood my mother’s cross.

Upon the ocean-shore of human fate
I did not build a tent to shelter me—
The joy of overcoming sorrows great
My sinful soul learned on the open sea.

And when my will and patience came to an end,
And on the watch all round were ruin and loss,

Before me, as a blessing, to defend,
Above the abyss 1 saw my mother’s cross.
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CTNXH NEPEN TATAPHHKOM

A A Mot sruxosy

Mue crapuiii apyr npuses u3-nox I'pauanst
Cyxoii 1scTOK TaTapiika, Kak FaMSTh

O deaepitko Jlopxe, O noore,

yﬁllTOM TEMHOM HOuBIO mamavasi

Y1 Taltno 3axoponennoM, fa Tax,

Yro it cama Henmauns ste anaet,

B cpoefi Tocke 0 cpernoit necue, rae
Jlexnr ee paccTpensiinas HEKHOCTb.

BoT x mepky xoniouee pacrelibe
B pyke, Kak maMaT, © HexHeitueil necue,

Kak coBecTit 1 ropbKoil npaBisl 3HaK.

A aymao: w1 Npolyen coMIATOM

CxBO3b fpe Boiiftkl MO OckBepHesHOil MEPTHIO
1 nenabucTLio cTpaxaymeli 3emne.

S scnomittiao 3MMHRIT cepelit AcHb,

W cner, it nenen, cmemannpli Horamu
Vinyluero Ha 3anaj HACTYIUICHSS,

U xemumny, ¢ y6uroil Ju3Hb B MEpTBOM
TIPOKOROTOM IUTHLIKAMM, KHUBOTE,

A pyMaio H BIXY, Kak Tomia
B HeHCTOBCTBE Oper HA CTa/lioHE,
Topeagopa uecTsyd. A OH

Cro¥T, paCKnHYB PYKH, CIIOBHO KpecT
Hcnanun, rag tymero Goixa,

W 6enan, Kak copaseafIMBOCTh, Po3d
VY HOT ero KpacHeeT HA TeCKE,

W xemmmHa, mpexpaceas kak posa,
Bnenues, ynnibaercs emy.
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VERSES BEFORE A THISTLE
To 4. A Mylnkoy

My old friend brought me from around Granada
The dried head of a thistle, m memory

Of Federiko Lorka. Of a poet,

Butchered by bloody head one dark night,

And buried secretly, and in great haste,

So that all Spain itself still does not know,

In its despair and yearning for bright songs,

Just where her shot-down tenderness now lies.

Here in my hand this prickly thistle I hold

In memory of the tenderest of songs,

As token of conscience, and of bitter truth.

1 think: And I went as a soldier too

Through two wars, and through desecrating death,
Through hatred, suffering on this mortal earth.

And 1 remember one grey winter day,

The snow and ashes trampled underfoot

As we went westward into the attack,

A woman, and the child within her womb,

Stabbed in the belly with many a bayonet thrust.

I think, and now remember how the crowd
In fury at the bull-ring scream and shout
In honour of the toreador. While he
Stands there, arms wide, legs wide, just like
the cross
Of Spain, above the carcass of the bull,
And see a rose, as white as justice, there
Before his feet grows red upon the sand,
And one young woman, lovely as the rose,
Grows white, and gives him an approving smile.
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Cyxoli nnerox TaTAPHIKA XO:T10Y,

Kax npannta, ot xoTopoii ne yiint.

Hy uto ! Tepaadi Moc cenoe cepe
BeCCMEPTHRIMIE 1 OCTPLIMIL HIHIANIY,

H uycts ono xpuuKT, KposoToud,

Ha neaptii sup: o siepamiers Geertoana
H kport. poAiacT TOJALKO KPOBk...

1978



The dried head of the thistle is full of thorns,
Like truth from which there now is no escape.
Well, then! Pierce my old grey fading heart

With your immortal necdle-pointed spines,

And as its red blood flows, then let it scream
Oer all the world, that hate’s a sterile thing,

And bloodshed only leads to shedding blood...
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PA3I'OBOP BCHIYVX

B 71BOCiT Ayne, xax B KalUle Okeana,
Becw okean. Thl pofcTBeHHa BCEMY:
3emiie 51 BeGy, aBryCTOBCKHM 3Be3faM
W cTemyweit nox 3se3famu Tpase,

Tol — MaTh MoOs, KeHa MO H TECHS,
3opymas 3a pansuuii ropHIOHT
To3Hauns Heno3HaHHOro MHpa.

Te! pasMbIKaelllb BeYHbIE KPYTH
Mpexpacnoji ¥ HemocTIKHMOIT XIHBHIL
Tl OTKpBIBaeLIL 3peHiE H CAYX
BxoafmeMy Ha MpasAHHK [POROKEHbS
W 3akpeBacmip pexn HaBceria

B mycteiHIO yxonsmeMy Kenafbio.

Tet — cBeTNas Hrpa BopGpakeHbs
Bayxpaioliero s Mupe MHpaxa
Han perpeyero mewasmt 1 TpeBoTH
TMpowenuero ¢ Fpagynym.
Th XHBEWH

B Moeil Tocke npo3penss Moero.

Mue cuntea coH. S cruilo B OCEHHEM noae
Ion snGnonelt, wexolo NPHKHMAACH

K TBO€ii rpyan, n abnoxi, ¥ax Cre3bl,
Cryyarcs B rpymb Molo, cTexkas € Kpolbl,
3akpeiteii ne6o... Mmr aro cepaue

CTywir MOC # MaeTcw Bo cHe?.

1978
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CONVERSATION ALOUD

Within your soul, like a drop within the ocean,
Is the whole ocean. You are akin to ali:

To earth and heaven, and August constellations,
And to the grass a-freezing ’neath the stars.

You are my mother and wife, you are that song
Which calls to me beyond the far horizon

Of the true knowledge of the unknowable world.
You break the circuit of the eternal circle

Of beautiful and unattainable life.

You open up the vision and the hearing

Of one who goes to the feast of procreation,

And close the tired lids for evermore

Of old desire departing to the desert.

You are the brilliant play of imagination
A-wandering in the wonderland of mirage
Above the meeting of sorrow and alarm
Of Past with Future.

Furthermore you live
In the distress of my new-found perception.

I see a dream. T sleep in an autumn field

Beneath an apple-tree, and press my cheek

Upon your breast, and apples fall like tears,

And beat upon my heart, fall from the crown
Which hides the skies.. Or is 1t just my heart
Which beats aloud, and hammers hard in sleep?...

1978

—25



HAJMHCHL HA PYKOITHCH

Heneds Os1msaTh OMIIM CTIXOM
U 3auumatees rosoit wkonoi
Cennaii Ieraca o — BepxoM,
IMogorpesas ckopocts wnopoft,
Jletn! Jopora manexa,

M xuura xmsm He OTKpHITA, ~
Wnn 3e3noit 3a obnaka,

Vinb Menkoii meusio moa xonsital

1978
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INSCRIPTION ON A MANUSCRIPT

One can’t subsist on verse alone

And study only the rules of school.

So saddle Pegasus—get you gone,

Speed him with spur, don’t let him cool,
So fly! Ahead there rolls the road,

Your book of life’s not yet revealed -
Either a star above the cloud,

Or powdered dust ’neath mron-shod heels!

1978

253




Cnonox

Ax, xax Hrpaet sror Cesep!
AX, kaK NBUIIET Hago Muoii
Pasnoobpasusix pagyr eep
B ero kopoue mensanoii!

EMy, HapepHO, N0 Hatype
Xonoanoil CTpacTH xpacoTa,
Yemmem Maruntnoit Gypi
IpeoGpaxennas B Lsera.

On nectpoif My3bikoii Ha Jpe
Camoii BeesIeHHON! JIenHT JIHK.
U cmorput B He6o Ha Taiimeipe
Hosopoxnennsiii OBuebsk.

Emy ¢ nymmcroii mkypst cTYxKY
CnypatoT crapsle cKOTH!

U 6pata MaMoOHT2 Hapyxy
308yT H3 BEUHOIt MEDIMOTHL.

Ho B BEHHOM MIIpe BCe HeBeyHo,
Xora on Kpenok, Kak CAMLIIHT,

A mamont mo Jfopore Munednoif
K Bonbmwoii Measenitne criettmt.

B ero xoctsx Gynryer cua,

B ero rnasax ceepkacT uesb.
On kpyTiT X060TOM CBETINZ,
Kax 3aBoauyio xapycens.

Hanno B nycrsiie supa rposnoii
On ot cepresioro ornox.

H naswer b Bo3gyxe MoposHOM
UseTnrix crpacreii nepenosor.

1978
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NORTHERN LIGHTS

Al, how the north with light is playing!
Ah, how o'erhead comes gleaming down
The fan of diverse-fashioned rainbows
Which constitute his jey crown!

The polar beauty’s frigid passion,
Transformed into irradiant light

By wild magnetic storm’s fierce power,
Is to his nature pure delight.

With spangled music on the lyre
The universe's mask he moulds,
And on Taimir, the mingled heavens
Aries, the new-born Ram, beholds.

And from his fluffy fleecc old cattle
Blow off the cold, at any cost,

And outside his big brother mammoth
They call from eternal permafrost.

But in this world all’s not eternal,
Although it's tough as teak, I swear.
But by the Milky Way the mammoth
Hurries to meet the old Great Bear.

And in his limbs there’s power abundant,
And in his eyes a goal gleams there. -
With his long trunk he turns a planet,
Like a wound-up roundabout at the fair.

Long since in earth’s formidable desert
He had gone deaf from serious things.
And dancing in the freezing ether

Are coloured passions’ trembling wings.
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nontocC

3pe3na Tlonspras B 3eHuTe,
W con cenoro smaa riay6ok.
3nece BCex cyAe6 Harme HHTH
Ilepennemitcs B oMH KAYOOK.

Comutics B omHy cyms6y. M 3nbox
Jlen ner, xpauamuii xakmelii cred
MepeanaHos Bcex OMHOOK
Hap napannensvau moGen.

N 310 ects Benuxuii ITomoc.
Kax Gynro momHus ¥ rpoM,
Ero oxsareBaer mosc
Hudapxrhoil TpewiHel KpyromM.

3aeck CKOHUEHTPHPOBAHO BpeMA,
Tpountnentoe B rIOTKe BBIOT.
Hnet na nensoe Tems
Hanawnii aToMHbi yrior.

Tomer, penoM pykoii ymenoit
Mo raumGam p3apGrentoro neaa.
Bexur o1 stoiil Oypyt Genoit
Mensens uesenomo kynma.

Ho raiina ocraerca Taiinoii.
Beraer ua crapbie kpyri.

Ax xmags! Ot rubemne cay4aitiol
Cebn 11 3emumo cGeperit,

Caenss aroackue AYUs BMeCTe
Ha MMoatoc st Gyxpaps,
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THE POLE

The Northern Pole star’s at the zenith,
The hoary ice sleeps “neath its pall.

Here naked threads of each one's fortune
Are tangled mto one rough ball.

They make one fate. And though unstable
The 1ce of years each story tells

Of meridians of all our errors

Above our victories’ parallels

And so, this is the great North Pole, then'
As if the lightning and thunder’s sound
Have taken it about the waistline

With cardiac fissures all around.

Here lines of time are concentrated,
In the blizzard’s jaws are punfied
And hot on the 1ce’s crown so hoary,
Atomic smoothing-iron, you slde!

1t ghdes, by capable hands thus guided
Through massive cliffs of towermng ice.

And from that white, o’erpowering snowstorm
The bear, not knowing where, just flies.

But mystery remains a mystery.

It rises on its old circles yet.

Ah Life! From sudden chance destruction
Yourself and our dear Earth protect.

Lead people’s souls to come together
At the great Pole of words of truth,
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PaByMllblM MIHpOM ACHOIE YecTH
Besymcrso xpabprix onaps.

TpuGass 3a6oT usioro csoficTsa
Ha 3astpa mopocnu nuoii

W noGpwii IMomoc GecriokoiicTa
Hocrass na Homoc nepsnoii
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And grant the sensible world of henour
The madness of courageous youth.

And add to care another feature

To Tomorrow’s shoots another role~
With the kindly Pole of man’s anxicty
Cover indifference’s icy Pole.

1978



ALPHABLTICAL INDEX OF TITLES
AND FIRST LINES

After an Ice-Floe Floating Down the Nevz

“It was i forty-two" .
After Returning

“You'l] shake up, having seen the world™ .
Aferery

“Your ships to the open ocean steer™

“Ah, how the summer ss thymmg™
Almost an Invocation

“My God. how good, how finc you arel" .
A Tree for the Storks

“The earth herscl’s amazed at her own harvest™
A Trout Plays i the Mountain Moonlght

“In High Chegem's constricted gorges™
At the Headstone of a Friend

“What did he suffer? 1 just shudder™

A Very Old Song "

“Your nightingales promised me onhce in the grove’

Beautiful Morning
*1 dreamed you were almost drowning”

“Before attumng herself to the well-strung lyre™
Blue Light

“Al that which passed, all that remaining™
Call from the Pole

“Preserve the Earth for man®* .
Cold Morning, Tskhaltubo

“On stone-pines lies the hoar-frost, hke mushn ™
Conversatron Aloud .

“Within your soul, like a drop within the ocean”
Conversation with 2 German Writer

“Through the optieal stghts on sniping rifles™
Elegy

“Now the summer’s departed”
Farewell, Vensce?

“Venezzia is gomg Do not trouble” .

“For me all here 1s dear and sacred™ .

“For rest T have no mcimation”
For the Final Time
“For the final ttme 1n stumber tortured™
For You Tomorrow
“Some time or other you will understand me™
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“I‘ Tived my Ife through not unfriended™ .
.

’ "}I\ 2 country village was my life begun”
"En :heams a child has Jost ats reason”™

: “lu r;)y festless, unsettled and dufficult fate™ .

“In one odd moment ¥ saw truly™
Insciption on a Manuseript

“One caw’t subsist on verse alone™ .
In the Track of the Leaves

“You're departing Well, then! Fare you well ..”
e

“It blows and blows, and there’s no end 7
£ aa

“I thus confirm the song I've sung™
.o

“I went to war, 50 1t's not amazing” .
Letter 1n Verse about Strange Happenings
“I make no effort at concealment”™
Letter to Kaisyn

“Kaisyn, 1 long to sec Chegem™
v or o
“Like the perfection of all the heavens and earth”
Lynic

“From out the deceptive depths of seasons gone™
Mother’s Cross

“1left my o1d parental home that day™ .
Nightingales

“About the dead ones later we shall speak
Northern Lights
. “Ah, how the North with lights is playing'"
.
, “No, the wound T've received iy not deadly”
. n
. “Not with a whim, and not with strength *
P
“Now autumn’s hke glory belated”™ .
L
“Now winter bare and snowless hes™
Old Crane N
“Who am 1?7 An old crane And I gradually fall.
LA

“On Kmeshma and Reshma™
On the Neva “5-Kopeck-Piece™

*A hundred batteres madly thundered™ .
On the Shore of the Lake
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“A forest lake ts very slowly dying™
Our Songs Sung in War
“Old grey heads count off the anniversaries™

Quictude
“The mght-storm’s thunder now has quictened down™ .
« . .

“Ravellc sent his boomerangs swift from the scene™

S
“The autumn lfeaves, red hearts, ke trumps™
PR

“Shell-fragments of past scemes..” . . . . . .
Snow

“Along the shore the snowflakes whil™ .
Song to an Unknown Little Girl

“I carried her off to the hospual™ . . . . . .
Song to Eternal Optimusm

“No paradise on carth did I inherst™
Song to the Last Skylark

“Moscow seemed rather cramped, 1t's true™
Song to the Russian Language

"The word of the umes, my gensw, and my language”
Songs to the Swan Canal

“In the irrevocable distance™ . ..

“I was not passed by i hfe's feasr.

“Ah, dear Swan Canal' Down by your bordcr
Sow the Seed

“You have been born en earth.” . . . . . .
Swallow Across the Enghsh Channel

“In that for me incomprehensible year”

.

“That s memory agamn, who from dawn .** .
Thaw

“The calendar got a Intle tipsy” . .
The Chestnut Cob upon the New- Mown M:adow

“Nc! to order, and t no one’s service™ . .
. .

“T he circle of bygone years 1s closed™ .
P

“The hurncane yesterday through the trees .
The Pole

“The Northern Pole star’s at the zemith™ .
P

“There, 1 our August days, have npened” . . .
P

“There’ll be no more meetings, deceivings™
P

“The slope was o’ergrown with wild raspberry canes™
.« xoe
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»
“The thunderstorm crept up and loudly threatened™
P
“The wave rings out m crrcles™
The Wish
“Oh, give me, lfe, the wish to wish agam®™ .
To a Little Gir] Helena
“You're very funny dear, you know™
To a Woman Sewing a Baby's Vest
“You're the first and brightest marvel™ |
To B B Piotrovsky
“The amber of autumn reflects Galents's palette™
Towards Everung
“Upon the banks of my old stream™ .
Usoptan Verses
“I address myself to all the ving"
Verses before a Thstle
“My old friend brought me from around Granada™
Verses from a Dream
*Above the winter wheat and grey clay pasture™
Verses on Indispensibility
“In Treptow Park's vast flower-bed™
Yery Sad Verses
“The memory of 1t all s batter”
Vyazoskovo
“At times the tedium of hfe’s prose”
Western Shore Verses from Portugal
Aquarelle
“The white-washed house beneath 1ts red roof les”
Postcard from Qporto
“A wmdow on the sloping red roof tiling”
View from the Shore
“On the ocean, from the chff-top™
Attempt at Explanation
*In the shade of daily honour”
There's No Return
“It all begins from the sheering headland™ .
Sunset over the Atlantic
“So slowly and stately entered”™
Posteard to Lisbon
“Qer dusky brows, far n the distance™
What 1 Thought About mn the Rye
. “How warm the rye smells n July”
a
“What kind of meadow-land can find a place™
.o

“Yes, P'm a soldier .
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Request to Readers

Progress Publishers would be ghd to hase your
opinton of this book, s translation and design and
any suggestions you may hase for future publications

Please send all your comments to 17, Zubovsky
Boulevard, Moscon, USSR.
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