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O, yac MIepaMoKHbBIX MIACHIIY —
Kpbitani@a 6pyki ag mMapiiay!
Ak He BiTalb TATY MY3BIKY
CyCcbBeTHae MiTyCbHil..

[Tapa anmanTanara niéHy —
3b0Oipaiitiecst i 3pbipaiiiie!

Ak He BiTallh ATy MY3bIKY!..

— Mue Goubin facaiodbl JOKIK. .
Criragzensl crpasibl Daba,

i 3bBiHILb, HsAIIEp OGecraTpabHasd,
MaBYIHBI IAIiBA MiXK IP3Y...
Hsxait ne makine nac Bocenb!




O time of victorious processions —
the pavements crackle with marches!
How can one not greet this music
of universal ado!...

The time of overbursting harvest —
Gather yourselves — and gather!
How can one not greet this music!
— Sweeter to me is the rain...

Put by are the arrows of Phoebus,
and there twangs, now unneeded,
a cobweb bowstring in the trees
Do not abandon us, Autumn!




3imoBbI Bepu npa no60oy

Kani 3anemanTye 3aBipyxa,

i caThIKHEII[a ¥ YBICTBIM TI0JIi Betlep,

i crare yopHa § GerbiM-0esIbIM ChBEIle,

i 51 mauyio ¥ A3bBepbl 1iXi CTYK...
Yaxkaiine! bynze ycé inaxmnr —

CravyaTKky

s IIYbLIIbHA aKaHII[bl 324YbIHIO,

Ha ceM 3aMKOY 3aMKHY T[SJKKid /I3bBEPDI,
3ralry ChBSATIO 1 PAJIbIE TIPBIIIIITY,
IPBILICHYCS Ja 1ie/1a HEniail rpyoKi —

a Y3KO TaJibl TIAYHeIlIa 3aBipyxa,

i 51 Ia4yl0 TATHI 1iXi CTYK...

Tam Gyase 106pbI cstbpa MO cTapbl,
371apOKaHbl, CKAJIEJIbl 1 TaJIOMHBI, —

SIK MSTJIK, JIa Mairo mpbI6'erla 1omy,

i Jis1 13bBSIP3N, HA CEeM 3aMKOY 3aMKHYTBIX,
IayHe Mapy/iHa, K CbBg4a, KaHallb.

I Boxka moii, siki yapoyHbl Oyza3e Bedap! —
TO CTYK, TO CTOTH IapYUIbIIb I[ilIBIHIO,
3aBepIIbIIb 3bIK MAJIE/bII TIPA BEYHACDIIb,
IITYPXHE 1CTOTY y Xaoc JIIoOOBi

1 JKy/lacHall TTaKyThl yajaBevai!..




Winter Love Poem

When the snowstorm starts swirling and mourning,
and in the open the wind starts stumbling,

and in the wide white world all turns to blackness,
and I perceive a quiet tapping at the door...
Wait, it will all be different —

to begin with

I shall close the window shutters tightly,

will lock the heavy doors with seven locks,

turn out the light, the radio turn down,

and press myself against the warm stove’s body —
and only then the snowstorm will begin,

and I shall hear that quiet tap at the door...
And there will be a good old friend of mine,

all travel-worn, chilled to the bones and hungry —
he, like a moth, will drift into my house,

and by the door, closed with its seven locks,

he will begin his slow — just like a candle — dying.
And, dear God, how wonderful will be that evening,
a thud, a groaning that will rend the silence,
will make a melody of things eternal perfect,
impelling human being to the unseemly mess of love
and dreadful agony of being human.




Caserniro

Bagoma, Misel pyska, s SKbIBY

y ZIoMe, [13€e Y€€ 3/1aetiia 131 HbIM:
CIOZIBI He 3aJISITaloNb MaThLIi

1 mactayki majs; BOKHaMi HS JIETISAIb
cBaix, HiOBI IMKAPJIYIIKi, KPOXKIX THE3/1AY.
Kasii 3acoxsa GeHast repab,

s BBIKIHYJIA 3 KJIETKall KaHAPIUKY,
3aToe 3raTaBajia TAYCThI KPYTHIK,

STO TIpaciy 1paji CKOHAM TPO3HBI MYXK.
Bsjoma, misnbl py:Ka, TYT HIMA
MapTpaTay y IMAKKIX ApayasHbIX paMax,
3aMeCT CBISITOY JIyHae Ha TayOI[bl
OnakiTHas camyesnasd O4i3Ha,

a caIyIKi rabaJieH mpaeja MOJib.
Crozbl YHaubl 3aBiTBae XBapoOa

i HOCIIIb 12 KyTax T3MII3paTypy,

i maxizae ma cabe caJoJKi max
IiM ' STHY, BaJIsIP'STHBI 1 HYIbI.

Bsimoma, npyska, BaM yTyJbHA TYT —
BBl MHE 3IMJISK

Il KOJILIITHI 3HAEMell,

i Mol azmoses; BaM Hs Oyz3e J31VHbL:
s1 He JII06JII0 Bac.

S mob6uio [amsHa.




To Savielij

Of course, my dear friend, you know, I live

in a house where everything seems strange:

into it no butterflies would wing

nor would swallows sculpt beneath the windows
their nests, as fragile as the egg-shells.

When the geranium — a poor thing — went dry
I threw away the canary with its cage,

and so I cooked the fatty barley broth

which my grim husband asked before he died.
Of course, my dear friend, here are no

portraits set in heavy wooden frames,

instead of banners, here on the balcony

linen is weakly flapping, pale blue,

and moth has eaten through the Slucak tapestry.
Here in the night-time illness comes to call,
takes fever round to corner after corner,

leaving in its wake a sweet aroma

of thyme and valerian and vomit.

Of course, my friend, you feel so comfortable here —
you are my fellow-countryman

or old acquaintance,

and my reply to you will not be strange:

I love you not.

I love Chopin.




Csacrpa

[layHo 3a noynau. Camast napa.

I s cBaiimy 3maposkaHamy Oparty,

HsT Bepaubl Hi cIyram, Hi cssOpawm,
cama raTtyio ropkyio rapoary.

EH MHe qysKbIHel, i AT0 ChITKBIHBI
JlaJiéKa aji 1apor, /3¢ 4 i7y.

EH céHbHS rochlb. I CéHBHS éH ClIaublHe,
g He HaKJidy Ha aro Osy,

i Oyzay HOU cTasib npaz abpasami,
a0bl CITAKOIHDI OBIY SITOHBI COH —
J000¥ i Tina cTanyib naMix Hawmi,

i He auyHeIla aHipasy €H.

I paninait, nacbJist yapoyHail KaBbl

i HelapaYHBIX Pa3bBiTAIbHBIX CJIOY,
aMbITO TBApP ChJISITION ChJISI30i rapKaBail
i GulacsiayJIo roHavae Jajo.

Kani »x mampa aroHbIX Kpokay paxa —
3b0sIpy CSIOPOY 1 caMbIX BEPHBIX CIIYT:
Xail MOYVHAIIA JISACHI 1 MyIIYbl OpaXam,
i amanye CbBeT rapaybl pyX.

Tazpr — sl yebsen, Mast maroms!

I yramubr § 3a0paHyio 3sIMITIO

Taro, XTo KiHyy I'9ThI JieC i TOoHi,

Taro, Karo Jitobijaa i J100J10.




The Sister

Long after midnight. It is time, I see.

And for my own brother the wayfarer

with my own hands I'll brew the bitter tea,

trusting no friend nor servant to prepare it.

He is a stranger to me, and far distant

his path lies from the roads where I go.

He is a guest today. Can rest an instant,

and I'll not call down on him any woe.

Before the icons I'll stand, vigil keeping,

so that he slumbers peacefully this night —

Silence and love will be with us, and deeply

he’ll rest, unstirring, till the morning light.

And in the morning, after charming coffee,

when clumsy words of parting have been said,

I'll wash my face with tears blind and bitter,

and pray for blessings on his youthful head.

And when his footsteps’ echoes die, together

I'll gather servants and my friends most true,

May barking fill the woods and forests ever,

and ardent movement reign the whole world through.

Then, after him fly swiftly, my pursuers,

into the captured land then trample down

him who has left these woods and fields,
whom truly

I loved — and I still love — with love profound.
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Hazpiiinze chbHekanb, i afHONYBI paHKaM
g pamnTaM aHiuora He Ta3Halo:

QJIMEHiIIa 1 13€eHb, 1 CbBET, 1 IOM —

i g1 cs0e, HATIDYHA, HE MTA3HAIO...

sl asipuycs, i ybauy JocTpa,

i 3aHATYIO: TaM JKbIBe I1aBYK;

¢H 13eHb 1 Ho4 0A300KHA BBIILIATAE
OsI3BasKKist KapPYHKI 1 y30pbl

Ha TBapbl TOHKIM, YBICTBIM 1 YPAUbICTBIM,
3HAéMBIM MHE — 1, MOKa OBIIb, MAiM...

I 51 siro maz6ayio acaaobl

3bMSHALb TaKoe A3iyHae abivua,

i 51 TIPBIIICHY MacTaka /ia paMbl —
OpyHaTHail pambl, rpy6ail i cTapoii.

[IIto 6ym3e mOTHIM? —

Oy3e Belallb ChHEKaHb,

4Kl 1mabesiinb MO CaMOTHBI JIOM

1 HaMaJTIoe ¥ JIIOCTPHI TTaBYKa,

IITO 3€Hb 1 HOU 0A300KHa BBIILJIATAE
OsI3BasKKist KapPYHKI 1 y30pbl

Ha TBapbl TOHKIM, YBICTBIM 1 YPAUbICTBIM,
3HAEMBIM, TaK... — 1, MOKa OBIIlb, MAIM...
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Snowy December will come, and one morning
suddenly there’ll be nothing I recognize:
changed will be the day, the world, the house —
indeed, myself too I'll not recognize...

I shall look round, and I shall see a mirror,
and T'll take note: a spider’s living there

and day and night it insolently weaves

its weightless lace and patterns, covering
that face, delicate-featured, clear and solemn,
familiar to me — and maybe, yea, my own...
And T shall then deprive it of the sweetness
of altering this beauteous countenance,

And T shall press that artist to the frame —

a brownish frame it is, rough-cut and old.
What will come after?

snowy December knows,

and will make white my solitary home

and on the mirror it will paint a spider

that day and night will insolently weave

its weightless lace and patterns covering
that face, delicate-featured, clear and solemn,
familiar, yes — and, it may be, my own.




ApsiHoTa

O, rata xou!l.. Ctamigiorniia 3bMIHIIIA
CBJISTIBIST BOYBI BEYHBIX ChBeTIadopay.
I amixaroip mosaxi MaaéHbIX,

3 abmaseHbIMi KPbLIaMi, MITIYX,

1 YJIaJiHbI HAJl JlapoTail TIaBaJIbIpP
HAIIYacHara BaHPOYHIKa-Ha60r

ca cbMexaM 1 mkazo0alo KaMeyblllb
PYUHIK, IITO 3bBA3BaAY PyXi iXHIX PYK...
O, rara nou! I 3amiparonb MAMITHI
ITYACHJIIBBIX 1 3bHAMOKAHBIX KaXaHKay,
i TTpaubIHAEIIA 1 TYT rachIlloe COH.

I 3apa3 MHe HsAIMa Ky/ibl ChIIsIIalia —
MaJI7IiYaHbl yuopa CTPaThl JIOBAY,

i Meu 1143 He BbICax aJl KPbIBI,

i, 3HAYBIIIb, MOKHA JKBIIb LISAED CIIAKOMHA.
Jla yacy! Byase nsenn i Gynse nzes,

i TOM, XTO OBIY CBJISITIBI, BiYIIIYBIM CTaHE,
i Oyzze Hal Hgbora VIagapoMm...

A TONbKI MHE HAMA KY/IbI iChIIi,

1 ¥2KO mayHo HAMa Ky/bl iChIl —

Tam

HEXTa €ChIIb,

1 g aro Harocs.




Lonelines

Ah, this night. Blind eyes of the eternal

traffic lights now grow weary of changing,
Now the crazy rustling of moths

that singed their wings is growing quiet.

And the one who rules the road, the leader

of the wayfarer, wretched and hapless,
crumples up with laughter and with pity

the towel which tied the movement of their hands.
Ah, this night! And the whisper of the happy
and exhausted lovers fade and die...

And dreams awake, and stay here as guests.
And now there is nowhere that I must hurry —
yesterday the losses of hunting were counted,
and still the sword has not dried from the blood,
which means, that one can live this while in peace.
For now! The day will come, the deed will come.
and he who once was blind becomes a seer,

and our poor wretch becomes the ruler.

Only for me there is no place to go,

and long there’s been no place for me to go.
Someone

is there,

and I'm afraid of him.
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BsicHa

Ha 6s131aiHaii, mapananail KojaMi BYJIIbI
aHikora — aj3iH GecrpamoyHbl Belep

aJl Hy/Ibl 3a0ayJisielna 3b JeTallHiM ChbMEIIbIIEM.
TyT BacHa. TyT HANIENIBIX TTAMKHEHBHSTY KJIA/Ibl,
i Hajl iMi — TIaHbIIae 30J1aTa 30pay.

3MPpOUYHAl HOYYY HJPIMHAE BOKa Maé

1epas NIYbLIIHY V IleCHAa CAlTuyaIIeHbIM T1JI0T1e
Hazipae Jito/[3eil He3bJIIYOHDIST TIYMBI,

IITO CIO/IBI TIPAKPAAIOIIA TIEMHBIM 3aBYJIKAM.
A1tipaiousl 3 TBapay cajJioHyIo CTOMY,

KOKHBI 3BBIKJIail paboTail 3aHsIIIIa TaTOBBL:

imM maTpabHa asHo — Kab 3a0bITHIS Mapbl

aJl IATIIA 1 JIBIXaHbHST YBACKPAChJIi HAHOBA,

60 iHayaii — HaBOIITA BsICHA HacTae?..

Anle MapHa — 3ayK/IbI

MI3K CKPBIBAYJIEHbIX TaJIblay

achITIAIOIIIA /IOy TACOK 1 TPyXa,

ZIbI PBITISATIG Yy PyKaX ClIapaxHeJbIsT KOCHITI.
[Takpeice pacnaysaertiia mapbl HATOYTI,

TBIM JKa CAaMBIM 3aBYJIKaM, Ba YTYJIbHBIS HOPHI,
arfiparoubl OPY/HYIO BiJbraib 3 Bausii.

IsTak ngaruenia KOKHYIO HOY

X /la PaHbHA...

Pa6axki! ¢ ma 3 Bamara cbiiskara 1ieMs,

MBI HIKOJIi Jla MOTBI HS KPOYBLIi TTOPYY,

Hac 1 3apa3 Hs JTyYbIlb CAITYIIIEHBI TIIOT,

i &1 menrycd — Bezaiiie! — 3 pocriaubl Balmaii.
Hewminyua agHoiubl HaABIHA3€ MOU Jac,

KaJi CKOHYBIIIIA /I3€5 PaHeil, YbIM 3BbIYAlHA,
1 Tabpl g MaKiHy HAA3€MHBI MOU CXOY,

1 TTaji TOKPBhIBAM TIeMPbI TIPBIHAY /1a TPY/IKa,
/3¢ 3a TPBIIIAIb Ta/I0y 1 YaThIPbl BSICHbBI

He catrJjiesia Magd 3allaBeTHas Mapa...




Spring

On the disordered and wheel-rutted street
not a soul — only the unemployed wind
plays in its boredom with last year’s rubbish.
Here is spring. Here’s the graveyard of best intentions,
and above them the cheerless gold of the stars.
All the gloomy night long, my vigilant eye,
through a crack in the close-set fence
watches the countless crowds of people
slinking in through the dark alley-way.
Wiping their faces clear of salt tiredness,
they are all ready to do their accustomed work:
they need only this — that forgotten dreams
from warmth and breathing should rise again,
for otherwise, what good is the spring?
But all these is in vain, for ever and ever
through the bleeding fingers
sand and dust trickle and moulder away,
and crumbled bones creak in the hands.
Slowly the grey crowd crawls apart,
through the same alley-way, into their snug lairs,
wiping the eyes clear of dirty moisture.
This repeats every night, every night
until dawn...
Worms! I am not of your slippery tribe,
we never had a common destination,
even now the close-set fence does not unite us,
and I rejoice — know this! — in your despair.
But someday — this is certain — my hour will come,
when the deed is accomplished sooner than usual,
and then I shall quit my trusty hideout,
and shall come under cover of darkness

to the burial mound
where for the whole thirty years and four springs
my much-cherished dream has not mouldered away.

Taciana Sapac¢ / 17
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Mpubr — n3erri yopHara ropaja,

MBI BBIUIILTI 3b SITOHAra 4spaBa,
MBI CTaJli SITOHBIM TrOJIacaM,

a roJjiac Hg Mae TIeHIO.

Mbl — z3el1i 6albKOY MaMepJIbIX,
MBI HOCIM YOPHBIS CTPOI,

i Halblsg TPYOBIS PYKI

MaBeK He aMbIIb aJ] PabOTHI.
MpbI — a3ewi majgéHara Mecra,
MBI KbIIb BBIXO/I3IM arlOyHaubl,

1 TBI, BBINIAJIKOBBI BAHAPOVHIK,
SIK TPACIbI, Oairicst Hac.

Mpbi — a3erri MiHyJara gacy,

MBI HOCIM 13/l YOpHail BOIIpaTKail —
naj pobami i Gpasrorkami,

1aj| capiami 3 JIPOTy i KpaTay,
Ha GeJibIX, Obl apPKYIIIbI, AyIIaxX
YBIPBOHAN KPBIBEN Kpachji¢Hae —
aJl HacC aJIMBICTIOBA XaBaHae —
Balllaii paji3iMbl iMsl.




L

We are children of a black city,
we have come out of its belly,
we have become its voice,

a voice that has no shadow.

We are children of dead parents,
we wear black clothes,

and our coarse hands are

never washed clean from toil.
We are children of a crazy town,
we go out to live at midnight
and you, a chance wanderer,
fear us like a plague.

We are children of a past era,
we wear under our black garments,
under our robes and trinkets,
under hearts of wire and bars,
on our souls, as white as paper,
traced in bright red blood —
deliberately hidden from us —
the name of your Motherland.




ApnsHsaTam

Jlsiiie fa coHia,

JIATIIIE J1a Mopa —

HsJMa 1HaKIIara BhIUCHIL,
Jdline, KaJai BaM majz3eHa boraw,
a MHe TaKiHbIle Maé:

Heba § OpbIKax 3aX0Ly,
CbMSPOTHA YbICTaE TOJIE,
YOPHBI KPBIK MPBI 1apo3e
JIbI YPOCJIBI 3SIEHBI BAJIYH...
O, s Hikosi Hs jOauy
AChBETJICHBIX JAJIATIISAIAY —
g TYT, 1I3€ BAKYIO YTapTa,
aJIHOMYBI YpaubICTa IaMpy.
I 3mapsiiiiia rata maj Bevap,
i Heba § OGpbIKax 3aX0/y
Hasbella A3ikail KPBIBEIO,
arloNIHIM MPOMHEM Miprae —
gK BOKa 3abiTara Bo,
cajojikae CbBe)kae BOKA,
IITO cTaja Macil BIYapai,
SK €H JIsT KPbIXKa CKaHay...




To the Eaglets

Fly to the sun,

fly to the sea —

there is no other escape:

fly, if God thus ordained for you,
but leave to me what is mine:

the sky in the stripes of sunset

a dead-white open field,

a black cross by the road, and

a green boulder sunk in the earth...
Oh yes, T shall never see

those bright-lit horizons.

Here, where I stubbornly live my span,
I shall solemnly die one day.

And this will occur towards evening,
and the sky in the stripes of sunset
will fill with wild blood,

and blink with the last ray —

like an eye of a slain warrior,

a sweet and succulent eye,

which has become my dinner,
when he died by the cross...
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— Ilacayxaii, crapsi,

HaM y4opa aOBelryaHa BOJIs,
1 CAHBHA a/l PaHbHS
HapoJlaM 3aIOYHEeHbI TIIISIbI,
Harepaa3e — pPagachllb,
dKasl HaC BeK He IaKiHe,

i s1 Hazaycémapl 3 TabOM pasbBiTalliia Xauy...
— IMacayxait, moii xJo1ya,

yudopa 3iMa mavaJsacs,

i GeJiblst BOIIPATKI

YOPHBIS JPIBHI HAZ3EI,

i mapaHeM paHinIHiM

Jie/I3b TIPBITSPYIIAHbI TPOPBHI,

i xomas xaBae

VCASAKI 1M1 TPbITIax, 1Ml max —

i Tak Oyz3e JOYKbIIlIa

aX J1a BICHOBae YJIajbl —

Ta/ibl Ha Jlaporax

AJIKPBIIONIIIA PAHbI CTAPbHI,

SK COHIIA capBe TepaBsI3Ki...

KpsiBéio i 6pymam

BaM CTaHeIlla pPagachilb

1 oyra yakaHas BOJISL.

A TyT, Taj 39MIEN,

na/ 3a0pockHeIall Hi3Kalo CTOJIBJIIO,
Ha 3MPOYHAN ChIIsTHE,

Oymy1b Misbist Otiki GJyKanb
MaJIeHbKail, SIK YKMEHbKa,

i BeuyHaii — i BeuHait! — Haz3ei...

... Y KHIXKIIBI 6513 BOKJIIKI

i 6e3 anomuIHiX cTapoHaK,

JI3€ BbI, aJIMBICJIOYIIbI TIAJIEHATA Yacy,
JKBLIIL,

4 CAHbHA 3aMeCTa 3aKJIa/IKi

JIICTOK TIAKJIAJTy

aJl TIeKHall TepaHi,

nao0Hail Ha KPoOy i aroHb.

/ TausHa Camnau




“Listen, old man,

yesterday freedom was granted us
and today since dawn

the squares have been full of people,
ahead is happiness,

which will never leave us

and T want to bid you farewell for ever.”
“...Listen, my lad,

yesterday winter began;

and the black trees

have put on white garments;

and the first morning hoarfrost

has scarcely covered the chasms;
and the cold is hiding

any scent or smell —

and so it will continue, on and on,
up until the spring’s reign —

then on the roads

old wounds will open

as the sun rips off the bandages...
And then your joy and
long-awaited freedom

will turn into blood and dirt...

And here, below the ground,

below the mouldy low ceiling

on the gloomy wall,

there will wander dear gleams

of the small as a handful

and yet everlasting hope...

Today, in the book with no cover
and without its final pages,

where you, the experts of the crazy time,
used to live,

I shall place, instead of a bookmark,
a petal

from a prety geranium,

which looks like blood and fire.”
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Tak, HEeBBIHOCHA JKBIIb HA TaTall 3IMJIi, KaJi 6e3
16e 1 KpbIXy ipaHiuHBIX Bepiay mpa 633,
aHi 1a 110e HenagoOHbIX 1 HaBaT Jia
MdHe aHi He 1ago0HbIX, a TOJIbKI, Oamaii,
Jla HAIIBIX 3 TaOOI0 MardbIMbIX A3S1el,
SIKIM Takcama — IMKaja... — Hs Oy3e mpachiieit
Ha TTail 3sIMJII.

SHa — 1ma 3BBIUIBI — 3aBellla Hallal,
a 3Bastacs Hekaui Oemail... Insine Hal.. maii-
TaHbl, TACKY/IbI, KPbIBbIS, PAraThIs, Tajibl,
CbBiHBHI, JKiM /layHO HiYoTa “HS Haja”,
aObI BAKOJI MITYPXAJICs, JKAPJIi TaKist K ChbBIHbH...
O, HeBbIHOCHA AIMYA... 043 BinbHi.




Yes, it is so unbearable to live on this earth and lack
you and some a tittle ironic poems on lilac,
which are all quite unlike you, and me, too,
but may, perhaps, bear a certain likeness to
those children of ours who one day may be born,
and whose life in that land — alas — will not be borne
more easily. Our land —

people are wont to say —
but once was called white... Off with you, there! Sa-
tans, scum, horned ones, vipers, bent, obscene,
pigs, long-since ‘not needed’ on the scene,
save that pigs root round and gorge their fill
Ah, it is unbearable still... without Vilnia.
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Yacam MijIoChIl,

KaJsi VKo aIix Jiicrana/iaBbl 1mad,
Jaifrie MHe BeJap —

CBIPBI, HETIArO/JTiBBI, MIAPHL...
Bocens, csctpa,

aIyChlIli 3a/1aThis 3aCJIOHBI —
Harmara CMyTKYy

HIXTO He TaBiHEeH Ma3Hallb.

AX, TaTBI O62sD! —

aJl aXOBAI0 3TOHBIX JAKIKOY
MO3bHid TOCHIT

naTtparisilb IpblfchbIli He3ayBakHa
i 1a TayHOYBI

y JIETIIBIX yOopax cBaix

Xall mpamayJaiib —

a0bl Yy/Iacs My3bIKa 3bJIiBBL
3ayTpa 3ima.

IaTa con, i cmakoii, i craraja.
Bawm i ns Bapra

IHAKIIBIX MPBITYJIKAY IyKallb.
[aiiie mHe Beuap!..

A xouy amnomnrxsie cioBa
CEHbHS CKa3allb.




L

In the season of love,
when the whirlwind of leaves
falling down grew calm,
give me an evening —
grey, damp and bad-weathered...
Autumn, my sister,
let down your curtains of gold —
nobody ever
should know our intimate grief.
Ah, what a ball! —
under the cover of concordant rains
our late comers
will manage to come unobserved,
and till midnight —
wearing their best outfits —
let them keep silence,
so that the music of rain can be heard.
Tomorrow is winter.
This means calmness and dream and compassion.
You do not need to
explore other possible shelters.
Give me an evening!..
Tonight T am willing
to say my last word.
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Caseriro

AJTHOWYBI, 11ydbl 3BBIYAMHBIM IIJISIXaM,
3PBIBAIOYbI CAMOJKIsST ChIIOIIHKI
cMaparjiaBail machJist asK/Ky TPaBbl,
ThI pariTaM TPBITAJIAelT MO PaJIoK,

i ¥ TaxT Xaji3e mavyHel ST0 ChIIsIBallb,
i pagacHa 3aj3iBinics: oro!

a receHbKa HIiNITO cabe BBIXOA3IIlb...
Jlanb60r, y ThIM IIyCTHIM, HIKUOMHBIM ChBeIle,
JI3€ KOJKHBI 3 HAC ChIIsiBae caM caboro,
HsMa XBUTIHBI JJapaskail 3a TATY.

Tazpr yamy, cribITaen, TIavyIh J0/A31,
IITO TaM i TyT cycTpasics Tabe?
Cageutiit, pyska, pacTyJi maBeki —
HAYIKO ThI He MasHay cBaix csOpoy?..
Ha ycix agna napora y ctpori xopam,
TaM CIIOBE/[31 BBICOKAE ChBATJIO.

Ane Tyapl HAYMOJIbHA He IIyCKae
aJICTYyTHIKAY TPaJIa’KHBIX 1 Mackyaay
Maéii 1r000B1 Gpama 3ajaras.

[[s16e payHo g Bexao,

MIPaxo/i3b.




To Savielij

Some day, when walking by your usual path
and plucking sweet and sappy blades of grass
that shimmer emerald after the rain,

you'll suddenly recall my line of verse,

and start to sing it in time with your steps.
And you'll feel happily surprised: “Oho!

this song is turning out fairly well...”

Indeed, in our vain and futile world,

where each of us sings solely to himself,

there is no moment that can be more precious.
Then, you will ask, why do the people weep,
those whome you have encountered here and there?
Savelij, dear friend, open your eyes —

do you indeed not recognize your friends?
There is one road for all to the austere shrine,
there shines the sublime light of repentance.
But for those traitors and all foul apostates
the path is barred — however they may plead —
by the golden portal of my fervent love.

I know you for a long time —

so you enter!




BsicHa

Xto 1g6e Hamastoe,

OsiCCOHBbHE BSICHOBAil Haubl?

Thbr — apIXaHbHE HaxaOHara BeTaxa
Heji3e Jid ByXa,

ThI — CITAJIOXaHBI TOJIAC,

cXaBaHbl 32 JIETKal (ipaHkaii —
ThI OGSICKOHIIA Maé Taytapaenr iMs,
JIbI HIKY/IBl HS KJIYall...

Ane x mpayna i Toe,

IITO TIPAy/Ibl HA ChBelle HIMA.
bBIK sfiKas mgyopa HaM cTaHe
aJI31HBIM TIPBICTAHKAM ?

JIBIK SIKi yayiaBeK

HAIbIM csI0paM aJiBasKbIIla 3Bafia’?
I, napamie, Hamro MHe
campayHae Baia abJivda,

MO IIITOHOYHBI, MO¥ 3bMEH.JIiBHI,
MO HEBSZIOMBI HaBETHIK?
[TokyJb MOY:KaIb OSICCOHbHE
BSICHOBBISI HOBBISI HOYBI,

BbI cabe He IIyKaiille iHaKiara,
JIeTIara CXoBy.

TyT 3ansTas nempa

abJioraio JierJia Jist ChIleH,

Kab aHONYBI TaPYIIbIIb

CTapbIs M3IPKAVHBIS MEKbI

CHY 1 SIBBI,

i 3BbIKJIara CTpaxy,

i 3MODBL...




Spring

Who can paint you, ever,

O insomnia of the spring night?
You're the insolent waning moon’s breathing
somewhere by my ear.

You're a frightened and frightening voice
from behind a light curtain —

you keep on repeating my name

but you call me nowhere.

Yet, the truth is

that there is no truth in this world.
So what cavern is there that will be
our only asylum?

And what person is there

that will dare to be called our friend?
And moreover, what good is

your true face to me,

O my nightly, my changeable,

ever mysterious guest?

While insomnia reigns

over those new spring nights,

don’t you seek for yourself

any better protected hide-out.

Here the obstinate darkness

is lying in wait by the walls,

bidding its time to destroy

the old-established state borders

of dream and reality,

habitual fear,

and fatigue.
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3aMix chlleHay i CToJI TYT —

Bellep i ChHET,

3aMiX CbBeYaK KaJsI/IHbIX —

BaYUbIHBISI BOYDL...

boska moii, kasi écpip Thl Ha chbBere —
TO /13€?

I wamy rartail pocraubl GAYbIIb Hs XOYAI?
XTO 3/IaMBICHHIK,

JKi Ma/ikazay HaKipyHak

IOTBIM JIETKIM MaiM,

ajie 3/IpaJIJIiBBIM ipTam?

Tosibki Beliep i ChHET...

I an3inbl patyHak —

raTa BOYBI BayUbIHBIS

3 OJISICKAM HSICBITBIM.




Instead of the walls and ceiling,

here are wind and snow.

Instead of the Yuletide candles,

here are wolf eyes.

O my God, if Thou are in this world,
then where?

And why do Thou not wish to see this despair?
Who was that villain

who showed the direction

to my light

but treacherous ski?

Only the wind and the snow...

And the only escape

is the wolf eyes that gleam

with insatiate hunger.
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Y mpaspeicTaii 11eMpasi,

KaJli TIpa3 3acaony (ipanax

y KBaJIpaT MaKoro0 Mpaxo/3ilh
(iseTaBa->KOYTHI TPBICMAK,

s BeJalo: iMsT SiITOHae — 37pajia.
I xami ma ycbMmenuniBeIX BycHAY
s TIQJTHOITY 3 HEeKTapaM KeJlix,

i HyTpO abpbIBae MPOMEHD,

s BeJlalo: iMsT siITOHae — 37pajia.
I xami mackynna ciociokae
maMsTHITaJbHas popMa iMeHi —
y MsiHE Y3KO HsIMa iM4,

i HAMA Y9KO 1My 3/1pajibl —

d HA Be/lalo, MITO €ChIlb IMPBhICMAK,
i KyZIbI pacirycKaeria mpoMeHb,
i HaBoOIITa HA BOKHAX (hipaHKi.




In the transparent darkness,

when the violet-yellow smack
penetrates into the square chamber
through the screen of curtains —

I know: its name is betrayal.

And when to my smiling lips

I raise a chalice of nectar —

and my entrails cut off the ray —

I know: its name is betrayal.

And when the diminutive form

of my name is lisping disgustingly —

I have no longer a name,

and there is no longer a name for betrayal —
I do not know what is this smack,
and where the ray has been dissolved
nor what are the window curtains for.




Jl3eHb 00pbI, MOIT CAMOTHBI HOBBI JIOM!
Byzasb rocolisio, csacrpa, csabpoyka — Bocenb,
3axX0/13b, carpaucs... TaM GaTab i e,

i pasam TpbpryaKaeM OeJIbIX dacay...
[Takyspb Ba ymanze CoHexHs-pynadobda
He albIHyyCcsl 3aBAaKOHHBI ChBET,

3rajlaeM CJIOBBI CAMbIX CYMHBIX IT€CEHb,
aJTHOBIM $IBY CaMbIX MiJIbIX CHOY.

Ak conazka ysipaiiia y Baronb

aroITHAN TPAMATKON MaxyJail CbBeuKi —
i 6aubIIh 13€Hb MIHYJIBI i HACTYITHBI,

i Bezallb: HaIa mpaBa — 3apas, TyT,

i TosibKi Tak!.. I IOJIBIMST HST PYIIBITTH
BsLTIKAll TAaIMHIIIBI HAlay3MPOKY.
AZ3iHBIM — HOYYY — CTaHYI[b J0JT i Heba.
AJIBIHBIM — 3KaJleM — CTaHeM Mbl 3 TaboH.




Good day to you, my new and lonely home.
Come as a guest, my sister, my friend — Autumn.
Come, warm yourself, here’s an armchair and rug,
And we shall wait together for the white times...
Untill the world that lives beyond the window
is not at mercy of December the gold-hater,

We shall recall the words of songs most sad,
recover the images of dreams most sweet.

How pleasant is to stare at the flame

of the last flickering and scented candle —

and see the past day and the day to come,

and know: our truth and right is now and here,
and only thus!.. The flame will not disclose

the lofty mystery that is the twilight.

The earth and heaven will become one night.
And you and T will then become one sorrow.




ChbBsITa HiIK HSI MEChIlIlIa
¥ chIleHaxX Taro makoio,

13e 3a0bITIbIIE 1 TBL, i IBIXaHbHE TJIEHY,
JI3e HA CTapbIX CTAPOHKAX —
HSI00KUBIKI BEPIIIbI,

Ky/Ibl TIAIIXY YBaxo/3illh
VJIJTHBI CITAKOM.

TyT MbI ABaHAIIIAI TA/IOY
Oy/13eM 3TOJIHA JKBIITi

pasamM 3 MaJoAIIail JauKoil
Bslikail JISHOTHL...

Coren sge MAKKIX Jamay —
TO OpY, TO cpabdpa,

IJIEH MaiX MIJIBIX I36H —

Il HIiIITO, I1l COH...

I He mKaza, Kajai CKOHYBIIIIA BEK
rapasaii:

ChBETJIAst CTAPaChIlb —

KaJi Hi cs16pOY, Hi CITaBbI.
Al — mepamMoKIThI,

1 3HAUBIIb, 32 IMi TTpaya,
yacoBas mpayja,

3yciM Hs1 BapTagd Hac.




There is no room for the feast

within the walls of this chamber,
where’s oblivion, dust and the breath of decay,
where deceased poems

linger on the old pages,

where is quietly entering

imperious calm.

Here for twelve years we

shall live in harmony

with the younger daughter

of great Indolence...

The track of her soft paws is

now dirt, now silver,

the fruit of my sweet days is

now nothing, now a dream...

No need to be sorry if the epoch ends
in defeat:

serene old age

is when there is no friends nor esteem.
They are the victors,

which means the truth is theirs,

a short-lived truth,

not worthy of us at all.
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3bMsmanbHe 3a0bIThIX (hapbay —
HSKOYTal 1 HebGakiTHal,

i yacaM TIpa3pbICTa-4OpHaii

3 TIpaHi3bJaiBail i ChIIOA3EHAN —
y Hebe,

Ma/iI3epPThIM Ha TacKi —

i raTa,

HapaIIIle,

JOSKIUK!..

paBa, oyHae 3poky,
CBISKBIHA, TIOVHAS CJIBIXY —
Hacylnepak CHY i CTpaxy,
Hacympaib ChbBAT/IA i JEXY —

1 raTa,

371ae1111a,

S...

I mag manmaxmiBBIST KPBIKi
mMaTIIoAHal csam’i Bepal'inaii
MBI I[iXa CBIXO/3IM 3 KapIliHbl —
3 IByX PO3HBIX GAKOY IajiaTHa —
i KpbImala, ObIII[aM KPBITi,
3a0BIYIIIbI Ha TI€PACBISIPOT,
3a/131yJIeHbId, 3bHSIMOTJIbI,
IJIyXisl paMKi BakHa.




Mixture of forgotten colours,
non-yellow and non-azure

and sometimes transparent black
with one piercing and icy —

in the sky

torn into strips —

and this

at last is

rain...

A tree full of seeing,

a path full of hearing —

despite dreams and dread,

against light and dungeons,

and this,

it seemed, is

L.

And to the frightened clamour

of a populous family of sparrows
we quietly depart from the picture,
from two different sides of the canvas —
and there, like ice-floes, is crushed
— having forgotten all caution,
surprised and exhausted —

the blind window-frame.
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Ycé rara gobpa. Aue 3rajaiiie —

TYT KOJIiCh iHaUaH,

TYT JIETI OBLIO.

Amas He coasi Ha J0Jbl PyXOMBIX,
JIETKIX Kijimay,

SIIYD 1A/ ChHeraM HiXTo He IybJisy chlieKak,
i Heba sITys He Kymasi § 3sIE€HbIX IaTax,
a YKo He ObLIO CIIAKOIO,

i 6osbIII TArO —

K HOXK, SK JIsI30, ypa3aycs MpOMeHb!

... | He3ayBaxkHa, i 1ixa-11iXa,

Ak GecriaTpaOHasL... sIK MaJbYaTKa...

3 JIPBITOTKAM... rapayvail... mparHai pyKi...
y yace TaifHaill KapoTKall CTPaUbl —

3 TaJIiHBI JIICT HA 3IMJIIO JIIEY.




All this is good. But remember —
here once it was different,
here it was better.
There had not yet been spred on the ground
movable, light carpets,
no one yet had lost his path under the snow,
and the sky had not yet been bathed
in green garments of trees,
but already there was no peace,
and moreover —
a ray pierced like a knife, like a blade!
..And unobserved, quietly, gently,
as if being discarded, like a glove
from a trembling... burning... craving hand
during a secret brief meeting —
there floated a leaf,
down from the branch to the ground.




Caserniro

[IpbIxo/3bile, Kaji chligMHee,

1i chBsiTa Oy/3e, 11i Oy/A3€Hb,

KaJsi ¥ azajesplX mpblcajiax
MpayvyHyIIa HA HOY JIiXTaphl,

KaJi s acTBITHY aji Kjonaray,
MA3HOTTIST MATO HS BapThIX —
TJIBITKOM IIBITapaTHATA JIBIMY
aJI3HAYy 3aBepIIAHbl /[3€Hb...
[IpbIxoa3blie — 1 ¥BOJIO HalIayllecs,
a s aJIIryKao pbihMbI

Jla cJioy “riepectpoiika” i “rimacHocTp”.
$I Bemaro, BBI HA J106i1e

MaiX rpaMaI3sSHCKIX cTpoday,

JTbI BaIll YBIPBOHBI aJIOBAK

3b iX GOJIell HSI BBILYCHIIILb KPOY.
A cEHBHS TIPHIXO/3bIIE TIPHITIEMKAM,
NPBIXO/I3bIle ¥ ChJig3aX 1 § BO3rpax,
iX BaM TajaTp? cTapaHHa

MOI BETJIiBBI cakpaTap:

“... HO, 3HaeTe, g COXKaIeo, —
Tarbsaa-HukonmaBHA 3aHSATHI,
ceiiyac y Hee COBEIIAHME...
3aliiuTe, ToBapuII, 3aBTpa’.




To Savelij

Come when dusk is falling,
whether feast day or working day,
when in the darkened avenues
the lamps wakes up for the night,
when I calm dow from chores

not worth my fingernail parings —
with a gulp of cigarette smoke

I mark the completed day...

Come — and weep to your heart’s content,
and I shall find rhymes

for the words ‘perestroika’ and ‘glasnost.’
I know that you do not like

my patriotic stanzas,

however, your red pen will

bleed them no more.

So come tonight at twilight,
come in tears and snivel,

and my polite secretary

will wipe your face clear of them.
“... But you know, I am sorry, —
Tatiana-Nikolayevna is busy,

she is in conference now...

Come back tomorrow, Comrade.”
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Apam [n€Gyc

Kapotxkae sieta napaiiiie
3aBEPIIBITIA CAOTAT.

O, Mopa MapKOThbI!

Tyt koxxHaMy Meciia cBac.

¥ ruésnax i Hopax,

y 1IECHBIX BSI3bHIIAX KBAT3IP
HiKOMY Hiyora Hst Tpaba,
arpoy aJ3iHOTHI.

I — Goueii 3a n3iBal —
OsI3BJIIO/IHAST BBICTIA KaBsIPHI,
JI3e Tpae Ha CKPBIIIIbI
MY3bIKa 3 TTAKIHyTBIM TBapaMm —
sIMy aHigora Hst Tpaba,

arpoy a/I3iHOTHI...

A CKpbITIKa CKJIiKae Ha BBICILY
IMKJTiBBI HATOYTI.




Adam Globus

The brief summer at last

Has reached its conclusion in mire.
O sea of melancholy!

Here everyone has his place.

In nests and in dens,

and in the cramped prisons of flats,
no one has need of anything
except solitude.

And — more of a wonder —

the desolate isle of a cafe,

where a musician with a lost face
plays the violin —

he has no need of anything

except solitude...

But the violin calls to the isle

the impetuous crowd.
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Beuep

Hiskae Heba Bejae Hellta 4YOpHae,
Bejlae Helra GoJIbIiae

TOH, XTO BBIIIDH 3a HebOa.

A g Hacrymnaio Ha ropJa
Myzpamy Oesiamy BepIiry

i BBI3BAJISIO 3 (POPMBI

JI31K1 3bBSAPBIHBI KPbIK:

s He xauy Boui!

s1 He Oarocst KaiimaHay!

s He TTaMpy aJl CaMOTHI,
MO TaparyHak — TyT!

... Hixkall 1 mixait — neba,
Ha iM — HiBOogHAra BoOJaKa,
Ha iM — pa3bJiiy disnery
TaM, /13€ 3BbIYalina — Bellep.
Bemep — BbIaii 3a Heba.




The Wind

The low sky knows of something black,
and the one who is higher than sky
knows something greater.

And T step on the throat

of a wise, white verse,

and release from the form

a wild animal cry:

I do not want freedom!

I do not fear of fetters,

I shall not die of loneliness,

my salvation is here!

..Lower and lower — the sky.

in them, not a cloud to be seen,

in them, in the usual place,

the wind has poured out violet.
Wind, higher than sky.
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AmLMsIHKa

Mpb1 joyTa 1Bl Ha YayHe

11a CBaBOJIbHAN pavyJiiibl,

3¢ GeJIbIst IPIBBI CTasI YCBISIK Geparoy...
aJI3iHbBIA ChBEKI

HraJIeHay IAIYOThI 1 MJIOCHIL,
BsicETasd BapTa

KapOTKIiX ITYAChJIiBbIX XBLJIiH.
[Ibl yopHail AJiHBI MiXK X
arnpIHyJIacs A3ija —

sHa TIpa canpayIHbIsa

HaM Harajiajia Tajibl.

Hamnepangze nec,

TaM MiX JIpaBay TaeMHasi 3MOBa,
TaM HexXTa MayKJiBbl

MsiHe aJl 11510e 3a051pa.




ASmianka

We sailed for a long time in a boat
on a small and capricious river
where all along the banks
stood lines of white trees,
the only witnesses
of this crazy tenderness and languor,
a merry guards
of these brief moments of bliss.
Yet among them appeared a lance
of a black fir-tree,
to remind us
of our true age.
Ahead of us is a forest, where
a dark conspiracy is brewing between the trees.
There is someone silent
Who will take me from you.




Jleta

Packasomnacsa conna

Ha ThICsTIy GENbIX COHIAY,

i MazI3epThI, SK BETPa3b, BEIep
3aBiCHYY y HIIIBIM BeIlblli,

i rapaubl achaynbT KapnaTJiBa
anbiTKi mIsxoy 3pbipae...

raTa — JeTa,

i BbI nayrapaiiie: Jyiera.
[Tokynb 51 Bac J1i06JI10,

ajie raTa Hgjoyra, — JeTa...
CHBI TaloOHBIsE CTa JIa CI0BaY,
HITO Y3KO MiHYJI.

3PpaUIThI, KOXKHAMY CHY,
aripava JeTaprii JeTa,
HeaOXOIHbI TTayTOP

i HSI3HAYHDbISI 3bMEHBI § POJISIX.
Aute tatak 6bLIO —

Tak JIayHo, 1ITO AayHO 3a0biTa,
i MiHe, i 3a0y/3e1111a HOBBI

11 HACTYIIHBI JI3€Hb,

i TayTopbIIIa; “...COHIA

Ha ThiCcsUy GesbIX coHIay”...
IsTa nera,

i BbI nayrapaerie: Jlera...




Summer

The sun has been split

into a thousand white suns;

and, ripped like a sail, wind

hangs in weeping branches,

and the hot asphalt carefully

gathers the imprints of paths...

This is summer,

and you repeat: Summer.

Now I love you,

but that is not for long — it is summer...
Dreams have become like words
that have already passed away.

But of course, for every dream —
apart from summer’s lethargy —

a repeated performance is needed
with some slight changes of casting.
But this all was true

so long ago that is all long forgotten.
And will pass, and once more be forgotten
this and the next day too;

and it will be repeated: ‘the sun...
into a thousand white suns’...

This is summer,

and you repeat: Summer.




Caserniro

Tamy mrTo maTpadHae coBa — HIIITO,
KaJii THO TTO3HA TPBIXO/I3iIlb,

TaMy IITO MIHAIOIb TaJibl 1 Ta/I31HBI,

a Haiae Mecia — cTapoe,

TaMy IITO HIMa /I31IBOCbHEH mapbl

3a OPBIAKYIO, OPYIHYIO BOCEHb,

Tamy 1Ito OJi3Kae MOJIbIMS KJIEHA
371aelllla 3 BaKHA Carpay/IHbIM,

TaMy IITO s He JadKa i HS ChIH,

a XTO $I — HIXTO HS CKaxa...

Tamy 1mTo § 06pa mambiTail CriaHimbL
rajoyHae — JIoyTig HOTi,

TaMy IIITO T9TKae TJIYTIICTBA Kaka
TOH, KaMy MOKHQ BEPBIIIh,

TaMy IIITO JICTBI TIPBIXOA3SIh HS YacTa
i Beyap MOU He KpaHaIoIlb,

TaMy IITO 35IMJIS, HA SIKOU CTaiMm,
y’KO aMaJib TITO HS JIbIXae,

TaMy IITO HAMIMAT 3aCTaJ0Cs CIPIIA,
TaMy MITO Jfapora — 3a Hebakpail, —
BBl MSTHE He TTaKiHerle.




To Savielij

Since a word, though needed, is nothing
if it should come too late,

since the years and the hours are passing,
and our place now is old,

since there’s no more wondrous season
than ugly dirty autumn.

since the nearby flame of the maple
seems to be real from the window,

since I am neither daughter nor son,
though who I am — none can say,

since in a well-tailored skirt

long legs are most important,

since this stupidity tells me

who is to be believed,

since letters come infrequently

and my evening is not disturbed,

since the soil that we stand on

now hardly breathes at all,

since not much has remained of the heart,
since the road leads beyond the horizon —
you will not leave me.
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Larnik

I 2 Takcama,

KaJIi TIepaJiiih y Bo3epa BO3epa,

i rataBanp Ha cirabeHbKail ra3oyibl
JI0yTa-710yTa...

HiObI MaJIaKO /IS MBI —

pasam 3 yciMmi HapaIIe mpaaHycs
Ha caMall MpbIroKaiu,

KaHIIOBal, CTAHIIbII,

J13e YKo He Haslexxy Baw,

ase i cabe He HAIEXKY.




The Train

And I, too —

if to pour lake into a lake

and cook it on a weak gas-ring

long and slowly...

like milk for a child —

I'll — at last — wake up, along with others,
at the most beautiful,

final station,

where I no longer belong to you

nor belong to myself.
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Hayxo naMa inakmara myacblg,

YbIM —

CiHIM 1 )KOYTBIM 3IMOBBIM BedyapaM,
HaKJIAYIIbl CIAllb CbBETIAKOCBIX /13€TaK,
[JIA/13e1b Y BOYBL JIacKaBara My»Ka,
Bama ims nayrapaiip

1 Bezallb,

IITO MbI HIKOJI Hst Oy/13eM pa3am?




L

Is there no other happiness, truly,

than —

on a blue and yellow winter evening,
having put the fair-haired children to bed,
to look in my gentle husband’s eyes,
repeat your name,

and know

that we shall never be together?
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Boska, kani Tl §OapoHiml MsiHe aJ caMOThI?
boxa, kami Tet mauyern jiTanbHI Mae?

Tam, 3a n13pBApBIMA —

CBIIITOY 1 TTAXOHSY BIXYPHI,

TaM, 32 ChIISTHOIO —

CYMOYeM acbJIeIlJICHBI ChBET...

Meue 6 raThIX 3bMEHJIIBBIX BETPAy TJIBITOK —
1 3aKbIIIb /13€JI51 CKOHY,

MHe 6 TOJIBKI CKiHYIIb KaXaHbHSI Ta/[3I0KY

3 Tpy/3eil...

Boska, kani Tl §OapoHiml MsiHe aJ caMOThI?
boxa, kami Tet nauyern jiTanbHI Mae?
boxa, xami Tl mauyenn JgiTanbHI Mae,

g He TlaBepy Ta/ibl y TBaé icHaBaHbHe.
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O God, when wilt Thou protect me

against this loneliness?
O God, when wilt Thou listen to my litanies?
Outside the doors —
is the whirlwind of banners and torches,
outside the wall —
is a world blinded by unanimity...
If T had but a gulp of these changeable winds —
to live only for dying.
if I could shake off the serpent of love
from my breast...
O God, when wilt Thou protect me

against this loneliness?
O God, when wilt Thou listen to my litanies?
O God, when Thou wilt have listened to my litanies,
I'll not believe then in Thine existence.




S BosbHA XBaJIoela Mopa
VPaubICThIX ChIATOY!..

AK IIYbIpa CBAIO IIEPaMOTy
CBBATKYIOIb repoi! —

BOCb IIMHY iX paxa

JlaJiéKa pa3HociIia 3HOY,

i meipckae ¥ Heba casor,
HiOBI CbBEXKast KPOY;

i — maJiKist, My>KHBIST —
KJISITBBI MY’KUbIHAY Tyuallb,

i BocTpasi Bijibraib

nacye >KaHOYbIM BayaM.

I n3iyna mue —

pazaM 3 yciMi Ky/bICHIIi iChIIi
ma OpyKy rapadbiM,

1a MEPTBBIM KaJISTHBIM JIiChII],
HTyKallhb 1 HsI BEPHIILb,

ITO cs16pa MarJsiji Mijibrame,
i Beiallb HaMYHa,

TO €H He TasHay Obl MsiHe.
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How freely this sea of festive
flags waves on high!..

how sincerely the heroes

rejoice in their victory! —

Again their hymn’s echo

is borne far and wide,

and like fresh blood, a firework
pierces the sky;

and firmly and valiantly

men’s oaths resound,

and a bitter moisture

befits women’s gaze.

Strange for me —

to go with them all where they lead,
through the hot cobbled ways,
through dead channels of leaves,
to seek, unbelieving,

that a friend’s swift glance I'll see,
knowing for certain

he will not recognize me.




Y BinbHi

baykato ma By3kix ByJkax
cTapora pojiHara MecTa

(Yamy TbI HA TYT, HE ca MHOIO,
BSJTIKI KPBIBITKI poj?) —

I xosxHBI MOIT KpOK TIayTapae
AKOP/IbI JKaJI0OHAN MOCHI,

TaK, KOJKHbI MOH KPOK,
ACBIIPOKHBI KPOK.

O, xBajist Xapaiy,

raToBast ¥3/bI0Oilb 12X,

1 3bMEChII],

IITO TIOMHSAID 1 CJIaBy, 1 37[pay,
ChIlEeHbI!..

3 Haiiernimara mecra, Moii bor,
Tabolo 3bJerieHbl bax.

Ane, g mparry,

raBapbl ca MHOIO

Ha MoBe [Ilamnana.




In Vilnia

I wander through narrow alleys

of my own ancient city

(Why are you not here, not with me
great tribe of the Kryvicy?) —

And my every step re-echoes
harmonies of the Requiem Mass,
yes, my every step,

every careful step.

O wave of chorales.

ready to rip off the roof,

to unseat

walls that remember glory and also
betrayal!

from the finest kneaded dough, God,
Thou didst surely form Bach,

but, I implore,

speak to me

in the language of Chopin.
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Kani ynaua msi6e naxine,

i kaHa gaparas, i JOuKa,

3a Tapoy 3actaHeria Biabhs,

3a TapoIo TIPavyHeNICs aiHONUbI

y IIaKOoi, MiK MAKKIX Ialak

1 BACEJBIX, 3 KapIliHKaMi, KHiJKaK.
Hemrra moska 3ay:x/1pl 3acTaBaiiia
IS KBIBBIX. I J1J1sT 1HIIIBIX.




When good luck departs from you
and dear wife and daughters leave,
beyond the hill will remain Vilnia,
beyond the hill you will awaken
in a room, amid soft toys

and merry books bedecked with lace.

Something always remains
for the living. And for others.
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