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TO

Marina

ARSENIY TARKOVSKY
(1907—1989)

When I first met Arseniy Tarkovsky in Moscow in
the fifties I was deeply impressed by his personality, and
by the beauty, depth and wisdom of his poetry.

I hope that this slim volume of his poems in
my translation will give pleasure to the English reader.

Peter Norman



* sk ok

S1 Tax maBHO pomuicd,

YTo cibllly HHOTHA,

Kaxk Hamo MHOM mpoXOITHT
CryneHas Boja.

A s n1eXy Ha JHe DeYHOM,

H ecnu necHio netp —

C TpaBBl HauyHeM, ITECKY 3a4epITHEM
H ry6 He pa3soMKHeM.

S1 Tak maBHO poOIMIICH,

YTo roBOpHUTH HE MOTY,

H ropon MHe NpHUCHUIICS

Ha xameHHOM 6epery.

A s nexy Ha OJHe pedYHOM

M BuUXYy M3 BOOBI

JIlanexuil CBET, BBICOKHH JOM,
3eJIeHbIHN JIYY 3B€31bl.

Sl Taxk maBHO pOIHIICS,

YTo eciy ThI IpHOEIIb

H pyky momoxwuiinb MHe Ha Ija3a,
To 310 OyHET JTOXBD,

A s TeGs1 ynepKaTh He MOTY,

H eciau T yAgeInb

M a1 3a To60I He MONIY, KaK CIIEIOoH,
To »TO OyHET JIOXKSD.

1938



* sk ok

I was born so long ago

That every now and then

I hear the sound of freezing water
Passing over me,

But I am lying on the river-floor
And if one is to sing a song

Let us start with grass,

Scoop up some sand,

And seal our lips.

I was born so long ago

That I cannot talk

And on the stone-strewn shore
In a dream I saw a city

But I am lying on the river-floor
And through the water I can see
A tall house and a far-off light
And the green ray of a star.

I was born so long ago

That if you were to come

And place your hand upon my eyes,
It would not be true,

But I cannot hold you back,

And if you were to go away

And I did not blindly follow you,
It would not be true.

1938



HNBAHOBA HUBA

HBaH mo BOMHBI IIPOXOIHI ¥ PYYbS,
I'me BBIpOCTIa MBa HEBEIOMO YbS.

He 3Hanmu, 3ayeM Ha pydyeHn Halerja,
A sto UBanoBa muBa 6nuia.

B cBoe¥ miamg-nanaTtke, yOUThIA B 6010,
HBaH BO3BpaTHIICS IIOH, HBY CBOIO.

HBaHOBa HBa,
HNBaHoBa uBa,

Kak Oenas J101Ka, IUIBIBET 10 PYYBIO.

1958



THE WILLOW OF IVAN

Before the war Ivan would walk by a stream,
Where a willow-tree grew — no one knew whose.

Nobody knew why it leaned over the stream,
But that was the willow of Ivan.

In his cape-tent, butchered in battle,
Ivan returned to the foot of his willow.

The willow of lvan,
The willow of lvan,

Like a white ship, is floating downstream.

1958



JO CTHXOB

Korna, eure CripoCOHOK, TEJIO
MHe OyIry XrJo 4 IIpeao MHOM
OrHeM Bnepen cyabba jerena
Heomanumo# xkynuHoOM, —

CBucresn ¢ienNThl HUOTKYA,
Kpnyanm y MeHA B ymiax
dandapel, 1 3eMHOro 4yyma
Xopgmia ceTka Ha CMbIYKaX,

U B KaXXIOM IIBETE, B KaXJIOM TOHE
N3 ThICAY pagyr u JaJoB
OKpecTHBI MHD CTOSJI B KOPOHE
CBoux MopeHr M ropojJioB.

H cTpaHHO: OT BCEro XHBOTO

S IpHUHAT TOJIBKO CBET M 3BYK, —
Eme rpsagyiee HH CJIOBa

He 3apoHHIIO B 3TOT KDPYT...

1965
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BErORE POETRY

When, still half-wakened, the body
Burned my soul and onwards

Fate flew like a fire before me,

A bush burning in the wilderness, —

From nowhere came the sound of flutes
And in my ears fanfares rang

And on the violin bows the net

Of earth’s miracle sang,

And in each colour, in each sound

By a thousand rainbows and tunes
The surrounding world stood crowned
Amidst its seas and towns.

Yet strange; from all that was alive,
I took only light and sound, —

As yet the future not a word

Had let fall into this round...

1965
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* %k 3k

O, TONBKO OBI IPHUBCTaTh, OIIOMHUTHLCS, OYHYTHCS
M B caMblIfl TPYAHBIA 4ac 6JIATOCIOBUTH TPY/bI,
BcrnouBiuue jgyra, BCKOpPMHUBILINE Calbl,
B mocnemuuii pa3 rIIOTHYTH M3 BBITHYTOTO OJIIOMHIIA
JIncra BopcucToro

XpYCTaJILHBIN MO3T BOXBI.

Jdal Karuiio MHE OIOHY, MOs TpaBa 3eMHas,

Ila¥ KIS9TBYy MHE B3aMeH — IIPHUHATH B HACJIENCTBO
peyb,

I'opTraHpiO pa3pacTUcCh H KPOBH He Gepeub,

He momMHHTE 060 MHE H, MOH CJIOBaphb JOMas,

CBOM NepecOXUIHN pOT MOMM OTHEM OOXKeUb.

1965
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* sk ok

O, if only half to rise, come to, wake up, and

At the most burdensome hour bless the toil
Which watered the meadows and fed the gardens,
And for the last time swallow from a concave dish
The crystal marrow of water from the downy leaf.

Give me but one drop, oh my earthly grass, give me

In exchange an oath — to take as inheritance my speech,
To open wide the throat, not to spare one’s blood,
Without remembering me, and breaking up my words,
Inflame the dried up mouth with my burning fire.

1965
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MNO30HAA 3PEJIOCTD

He nnsg Toro 1m MHe IIO3THSS 3PEIOCTb,
Yr10o6sl, 3a CEpPALIE CXBATHBIIKCH, OILIAKATh
Kaxmoro ciioBa ceHTIOPBCKYIO CIIETIOCTD,
S610Ka TAXeCTh, LIIUIIOBHUKA MSKOTD,

Hap necocexoit TAHYBUIHHCS IMOPOX,

CyxocTh OPYCHUYHOM IOJSHBI, U pagu
IIpaBobr — BepHYTHCS K CTHXaM, OT KOTODBIX
ToJbKO ITIOMapKM OCTAJIHCh B TETPaIH.

Bce, uTo co6Gpaiiy, CIOXHIA B KOP3HWHBI,
M Ha MocCTy mporpemeia TeJiera.

Jla¥i MHe ellle HAKJIOHUTHCSA C BEPIIUHBI,
Ia¥t ymepxaThCsl IO IIEPBOTO CHera.

1965
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LATE MATURITY

Was it not the fate of my late maturity

That, heart in mouth, I should bemoan

The mellowness of September in every word,

The weight of the apple, the flesh of the wild rose.

The smoke of the powder, drifting over the clearing,
The dryness of the bilberry field, and for the sake
Of the truth — to return to my poetry, of which
There remained but blots in my notebook.

All that was gathered was folded in baskets,
And a cart rumbled by on the bridge.
Grant me once more to lean over the top,
Grant me to last to the first of the snows.

1965
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I1OBT
2Kun Ha cBeTe phmiapbh G€IHBIN...

DTy KHUTYy MHE KOTJia-To
B xopunmope I'ocusmara
Ilomapun oguH MmosT;
Kxura nopBaHa, H3MATa,
M B XUBBIX II09Ta HET.

'ToBOpPHIIH, YTO B OOJIMYbE
Y mo»Ta HeuyTO MTHYBE

U erunerckoe ecTh;
BrL10 HUIIIEe BeJINYbe

H 3agepraHHas 4ecTh.

Kaxk 6osca oH MpocTpaHCTBa
Kopumopos! IlocTrossHCTBa
Kpemutopos! OH, Kak map,

B gnkoMm npucrtyiie xxeMaHCTBa
IIpyHKMaJ CBOWM TOHOpAp.

Tak eJ03UT IO DKpaHy

C peBepaHCcaMH, KaK CIbSIHY,
Craphlil KJIIOYH B KOTEJIKE

H, Kak Tpe3BBIH, IPIYET paHy
Ilom xuneTkon M3 ITHKE.

OnepeHHbpI pUPMOM IapHOM,
KoHueH nmoaBUr KajeHaapHbIN, —
Ho6peix myTh Tebe, mpoman!
3apaBCTBYH, Ipa3dHHUK IOHOPAapPHBIH,
YepHbIii Oesblii KapaBaii!
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THE POET

There lived on earth a humble knight...

This little book a poet

Gave me in the corridors

Of Gosizdat.

The book was torn and tattered,
The poet long since dead.

It was said that in his visage
There was something of a bird
And of Egypt — so they said.
He had a beggar’s greatness,
And his honour was assailed.

How he feared the space

Of corridors! The importunity

Of creditors! And in a burst

Of affectation would see fit

To take his fee as though it were a gift.

Thus, a clown of ancient vintage

In a bowler hat, half-drunk

Bows and crawls about the stage.

But like a sober man he hides a wound
Beneath his piqué waist-coat.

With double rhyme befeathered,
His present exploit ended, —

Fare thee well, oh fare thee well!
Welcome holiday and pay,

Loaf of bread, both black and white!
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I'ayTeIM c1OoBOM 3abaBisiics,
IITHYLMM KITIOBOM YJIbIOAJICSH
BcTpedHBIX ¢ JIeTy Opajl B 3aKHM,
OnuHoYecTBa GOsIICA

N cTHXH YUTAT Yy3KHM.

Tak H HaZO XHTH IOITY.
S m caM CHyIO IO CBeETY,
OnnHouecTBa GOIOCH,

B coTwINM pa3 3a KHHUTY 3Ty
B ommHOYecTBe Gepych.

TaMm B cTHXax men3axen Mallo,
Tonpko 6ecTOIOYhL BOK3alla

H Teatpa KyTepnMa,

Toapko mroay Kaxk mnomnano,
PriHOK, ouepenb, TIOPbMA.

2Ku3uap, monxHo 6bITh, HabOJITAJIA,
Hannena cynnb6a cama.

1963
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With convex words he played around,
His bird-like beak would smile,

On those he met he fixed his grasp,

Of loneliness he was afraid

And poems he would read to strangers.

Thus a poet ought to live.

I myself flit through the world,
And loneliness I dread.

How many times in loneliness
I take this book to read.

Few descriptions in his verses,
Only chaos at the station,
And theatre agitation,

Only people in confusion,
Market, queues and — prison.

Life, it seems, had been deceiving,
Fate had woven fairy-stories.

1963

* In memory of the great Russian poet Osip Mandelshtam who perished
in one of Stalin’s concentration camps.
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* %k 3k

A cneitny, S He CIUTIO, 30Belllb MeHsS, MapuHa,
IToems, MapuHa, MHe, KPHLIOM Ipo3Hillb, MapuHa,
Kak TpyOBl aHIreJIOB HajJ] ropoJiOM IIOIOT,
M TonBKO ropevypio CBOeH HEHCIETHUMOMN
Hamr xne6 oTpaBieHHBINH BO3LMEIIh

Ha CTpalHbIl cyq,
Kak Opanu npax pomuor y cred Hepycanuma
HM3rHaHHMKH, KOTr[ia IcajMbl ciaaraj JlaBuj
M Bpar maTpel cBoM packKuHyJ Ha CHOHe.
A y MeHA B yIIax TBOM CMEepPTHBIA 30B CTOHT,
3a YepHBIM 00JIaKOM TBOE€ KPBLIO TOPDHT
OreeM IIPOPOYECKHM Ha JUKOM HEOOCKIIOHE.

1946

* CaMoy6mitcTBo nosta Mapuns! IIseTaeson.
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I hear you, I do not sleep, you call me, Marina,

You sing to me, Marina, threatening with your wing,
Marina,

As over the town trumpets of angels sing,

And only with your unassuageable bitterness

You take our poisoned bread to the day of Judgment,

As the exiles took their ashes from the walls of Jerusalem,

When David composed the psalms

And the enemy pitched their tents on the slopes of Zion.

But your death cry rings in my ears,

Beyond a black cloud your wing burns

Like a prophetic fire against a wild horizon.

1946

*Suicide of the great Russian poet Marina Tsvetaeva.
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KAK IBANIATD IBA TOOA TOMY HA3AL

M 4TO HM YenOBEK, TO CMEPTh, H YTO HH
BrL1MHKaA, TO B OrOHB M TION KaOmIyK,
Ho MHe B B 9TOM CKpEXKETe U CTOHE
IIpyrasi cMepTh CIBIIIIHEE BCEX Pa3IyK.

3ayeM — cTpesla — S HE Cropes Ha JIOHE
IMoxapuma? 3ayeM CBOM MOJYKPYT

He 3aBepmun? 3adyeM g Ha JagOHH

2KusHb, KaK cTpuxa, gepxy? I'me mydmumn mpyr,

I'me 6oxkecTBO MOe, I'lie aHTreJl THEBA
H npasegnoctu? CripaBa KpOBbL M ClieBa
Kposs. Ho TBos1, 6ecKpOBHasA, CTOKpAT
CMepTesIbHEH.

S oTbpollleH TeTHBOIO
Bo¥iHBI, ¥ r1a3 TBOMX S HE 3aKpOIo.
H 4em s BMHOBAT, Y4eM BHHOBAT?

1963
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JUST AS TWENTY YEARS AGO

And every man falls dead, and every blade

Of grass is burnt to ashes or trampled under heel.
And yet above the groans and cries, outweighed,
Another death more strong than grief I feel.

Why in the flames of war, like a darting arrow,
Did I not burn? Where lies the end

Of my half-circle? Why hold I like a swift,

Life within my palm? Where now is my best friend,

Wher’s my goddess, wher’s the righteous angel
of wrath?

Blood is all around me, before me and behind —

Your bloodless death is by a hundred times

More deadly.

The bow of war has flung me far away
From you. I shall not close your eyes.

But what can I say, what can I say?

1963
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BETEP
Iylia Mo 3aTOCKOBaJla HOYBIO.

A s m1106HJ H30PBaHHYIO B KJIOYbS,
HcxiecTaHHYI0O BETPOM TEMHOTY

H 3Be3npl, Ope3KyIine Ha JIEeTy

Hag MOKpBIMH CEHTIOPDBCKUMH CalaMu,
Kak 6a604KH ¢ He3psIYNMH IJIa3aMH,

M Ha npIraHCKOM MaciIeHOH peKe

IIaTy4ynit MOCT, U XEHIIUHY B ILIAaTKe,
CroapgaBuieM ¢ IUIe4 HajJ MEIJIeHHOH BOJIOIO,
H »Tn pykH, Kax nepen 6emoro.

M xaxercs, oHa 6bli1a JXXMBa,

2KuBa, Kak npexje, HO ee ClIOBa

M3 BiaxHBIX «JI» Teneph He O3HaYalIl
Hu cuacThsi, HU XKeJIaHHH, HU IeYalld,
H Gousbllie MBICHTH HE CBS3BIBAJIA HX,
Kak moBenoch Ha cBeTe y JXKHBBIX.

CnoBa ropei, Kak II0Ji BETPOM CBEYH,
H racnm, CJIOBHO €M JIETVIO Ha ILIEYH
Bce rope Bcex BpeMeH. MBI pSioM LILIH,
Ho »To# ropeko, KaKk IIOJbIHb, 36MIIH
OHa yXe cTOIIaMH He Kacajach

U MHe XuBOIO 60JIbIIIe He Ka3aJlach.

Korga-To uMs ObLIO y Hee.
CeHTAOPBCKUIA BETEP M KO MHE B JKHJIbE
BpriBaeTcsas —

TO JISI3raeT 3aMKaMH,
To BomoCB MHE TpOraeT pyKaMu.

1959
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THE WIND

My heart grew heavy in the night.

But I loved the darkness torn to tatters,

Whipped to frenzy by the wind,

The stars that glimmered in their flight

Above the wet September gardens,

Like butterflies with viewless eyes,

And on the oily Gipsy river

The tottering bridge, the woman in a kerchief
Slipping from her shoulders above the turgid water,
And both her hands as though before disaster.

It seemed she was alive,

Alive as once she was, but all her words
From softened 'I’s’ no longer signified
Neither happiness, nor sorrows, nor desires,
No longer were they bound in sense,

As is the wont on earth for those alive.

Her words were burning, like candles in the wind,
And died away as though upon her shoulders

Had fallen all the grief of all the ages.

Side by side we walked, but her footsteps

Did not touch this bitter wormwood earth,

No longer did she seem to be alive.

She did once have a name.
The September wind bursts into
My dwelling —
now rattles the locks,
Now ruffles my hair with its hands.

1959
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ITEPBBIE CBUIIAHU

CBUIaHM{ HAIIHX KaXXJI0€ MTHOBEHBE,
Mp&I npa3sgHOBalH, KaK 60rosBiieHbE,
OnHHU Ha 1enoM cBeTe. ThI ObLIA

CMenel H J1erye IITHYLETO KpblLia,

ITo mecTHHIIE, KaK TOJIOBOKPYXKEHBE,
Yepe3 cTymneHb cberajia U BeJia

CKBO3b BIIaXXHYIO CHPEHb B CBOH BJIaJI€HbS
C TOH CTOPOHBI 3€pKaJIbHOrO CTEKJa.

Korma Hacrama HOYb, ObLIa MHE MHJIOCTD
IJapoBaHa, ajJTapHble BpaTa

OTBOpEHBI, 1 B TEMHOTE CBETUJIACh

M MenieHHO KJIOHHMIIACh HAroTa,

H, npoceinasce: «Byns 6marocioseHnal» —
51 roBopuN M 3HAN, YTO JEP3HOBEHHO
Moe 61arociioBeHne: THI Claja,

H TpoHyTh BeKH CHHEBOM BCEJIEHHOM

K TebGe cupeHb TAHYyJIACh CO CTOJIA,

M cuHEeBOIO TPOHYThHIE BEKH

CroxofHb!I OBLIH, U pyKa TeIlla.

A B XpycTalle IIyJIbCHPOBAJIH PEKH,
JIBIMHIIUCh TOPBI, OPE3KUIH MOPS,

H 11 gepxaja chepy Ha JagoHHA
XpycTaJIbHYIO, M ThI CIIaJla Ha TPOHE,
U — Boxe npaBeiit! — ThI ObLIa MOS.
Tre1 npobyaunack ¥ IIpeobpasmia
BcenHeBHEIN YeTOBEeYeCKHM CIIOBApH,
H pedp 110 ropyo MOJHO3BYYHON CHUJIOH
HamosHuIace, 1 CJIOBO ThI PaCKpPBLIO
CBOH HOBBIM CMBICJI ¥ O3HAYalo: Hapsk.
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First MEETINGS

We celebrated every moment of our meetings,
As if they were God’s manifestation and we
Alone in all the world. You were there

Bolder and lighter than a bird’s wing,
Running down the stairs, two steps at a time,
Like a whirlwind, through the dank lilac

Led me to your own domain,

The other side of the looking-glass.

When night came on, a grace

Was granted me, the gates of paradise

Were opened and in the darkness

There shone and slowly inclined a nakedness,
Awaking: "Be blessed!" I said,

And knew my blessing was impertinent: you slept,
And the lilac bent towards you from the table,

To touch your eyelids with the blue of heaven,
And your lids kissed with this blueness

Were tranquil and your arm was warm.

And rivers pounded in the crystal,

Mountains misted o’er and seas broke day,

And in your palm you held a crystal sphere

And slept upon a throne.

And — God in Heaven! — you were mine.

You wakened and transformed

The everyday speech of man,

And words surged into my throat

In sonorous strength, and the word ’thou’ revealed
Its new sense and signified: Tsar.
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Ha cBeTte Bce npeo6Gpa3uiiocs, gaxe
IIpocTeie Bemn — Ta3, KyBIIMH, — KOTrOa
Crosiia MeXXIy HaMH, KaK Ha CTpaxe,
Cnoucras ¥ TBepaas BojIa.

Hac nmoBeno HeBemOMO Kyja.

IIpem HaMM pacCTyMaJINCh, KaK MHPaXH,
ITocTpoeHHBIE YyOOM ropoja,

Cama NOXHJIach MSTa HaM IIOJ HOTH,

M orruaM ¢ HaMH ObLJIO IO JOpPOToeE,

H prIOBI OOBIMAJINCH IO DEKE,

H HeGO pa3BepHYJIOCH IIpe] IIa3aMH...

Korma cynnp6a mo ciemy Iia 3a HaMH,
Kak cyMacmenmui ¢ 6pHTBOIO B pyKe.

1962
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In the world all was transfigured, even
Simple things — like bowl or jug — when
Between us, as though on watch,

Stood many-layered, frozen water.

We were led, one knew not where.

Whole towns, built by some miracle,

Parted before us like a mirage,

And about our feet lay mint,

Birds flew with us on our way

And fish swam up the river

And the heavens were opened before our eyes...

When fate did follow in our footsteps
Like a madman with a razor in his hand.

1962
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2KHU3Hb, 2KU3Hb

IIpeguyBCTBHUSIM He BEpPIO H IIPHMET

A He 60r0ch. Hu KiieBeThl, HU sa

A He Gery. Ha cBeTe cMepTH HeT.
BeccMmepTHEI Bce. BeccMepTHo Bcé. He Hamo
BosTbcsa cMepTH HH B CeMHAOIATh JIET,

Hu B cemprecaT. EcTh TOIBKO BB M CBET,
Hu TBMBI, HE CMEPTH HET Ha DTOM CBETE.
Mp1 Bce yxke Ha Gepery MOPCKOM,

H s n3 Tex, KTO BBIOMPAET CETH,

Korna umer 6eccMepThe KOCAKOM.

2

2KuBuTe B MOMe — M He PYXHET JOM.

S BBI30BY J11000€ N3 CTOJIETHH,

Boriny B Hero U oM IIOCTPOIO B HEM.

BoT moyeMy co MHOIO BalllM JEeTH

H XeHbI Balllk 3a OMHUM CTOJIOM, —

A CTOJI OIMH M TIpajeny B BHYKY:
I'psagymee cBepilaeTcs cemyac,

H ecnu A npunogbIMaio pyky,

Bce mATH ydyer ocTaHyTCS Y Bac.

S xaxXgplfl IeHb MHHYBIIIETO, KaK KpeIbio,
KnroyunaMu ¢cBOHMH ITOAITHpAJl,
H3Mepun BpeMs 3eMIIEMEPHOM IIEIIBIO

M cKkBO3b Hero Ipoiiei, Kak CKBO3b Ypall.
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LIFE, LIFE

1

In premonitions I don’t believe, nor

Do I fear omens, nor fly from poison, nor

Calumny. There is no death on earth.

Immortal are we all, immortal everything.

No need to fear one’s death at seventeen,

Nor yet at seventy. There’s but reality

And light; there is no death, nor darkness in this world.
Already we are all on the sea-shore,

And I am one of those who pull a net,

When immortality comes like a shoal.

2

Live in a house — and the house will not fall.

I shall summon any one of the centuries,

I shall enter it and build my house in it.

That is why your children will sit with me

And your wives at one table, —

There’s one table for both forbears and grandsons;
The future is coming to pass right now,

And if I raise my hand a little,

All five rays will remain with you.

Everyday of what has passed, like pit-props,

I bore upon my shoulders,

And measured time with a surveyor’s chain

And passed through it, as though through the Urals.
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S Bex cebe mo pocTy momGupal.

MBsI ULTH Ha 0T, Aep3Kajld MBUIb Haj CTEMNbIO;
BypesiH yamui;, Ky3HeYHK OayioBall,

ITogKOBBI TpOrajl yCOM, M IIPOPOYHII,

H ru6enpio rpo3us MHe, KaK MOHax.

Cynp6y CBOIO K CEIJIy S IPUTOPOYHI,

S ¥ ceiyac, B IpsAYILIMX BpeMeHaXx,

Kak ManpymK, IpUBCTAIO Ha CTpeMeHax.

Mue Moero 6eccMepTHs JOBOJBHO,
Y106 KpOBb MOS M3 B€Ka B BEK TeKJIa.
3a BepHBIN YToJl POBHOIO TeIlla

S XH3HBIO 3aILIATHI 6BI CBOEBOIILHO,
Korma 6 ee metyyas uria

MeHs, KaK HHUTh, 110 CBETY He Bela.

1965
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3

I chose the century according to my stature.
Southward we went, raised dust above the steppe;
Tall grasses steamed; a grasshopper frolicked,

With feelers touched the horse-shoes, and prophesied
Like a monk, threatening me with death.

My fate I clamped with straps to my saddle;

And still today, in times that were to come,

I stand up in the stirrups, like a boy.

For me my immortality is enough,

That my blood should flow from age to age.
For the even warmth of a sure haven

I would surely exchange my life,

Whenever its flying needle should lead me
By a thread through the wide world.

1965
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Bor m neto mporiuio,
CIIOBHO M He OBIBAJIO.
Ha npurpese Termio.
Toawsko 3TOro Maio.

Bce, 4TO COBITBCS MOTIIO,
MHe, KaK JUCT IIATHIAJIBINA,
IIpsiMo B pyKH Je€rio,
Toneko 3TOrO MaJo.

ITonanpacHy HH 3710,
Hu mo6po He mpomajo,
Bce ropesno cBeTlo,
Tonbko 3aTOr0 Majo.

2Knsup Opajra mopm KphLio,
beperna u cnacana,

MHe ¥ BIpasay Be3Jio.
Toarko 3TOro Maio.

JIncTeeB He 060XKTIIO,
BeTok He oGiomado...
JleHb MPOMBIT, KaK CTEKIIO,
Tonpko 3TOro Majo.

1967
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Summer has gone

As if in a dream.

In the sun it was warm.
Only that’s not enough.

What could come true,
Like a five-fingered leaf,
Lay right in my hands,
Only that’s not enough.

Neither evil nor good
Passed by in vain.

All was bright as a flame,
Only that’s not enough.

Life kept me under its wing,
Took care of me, saved me.
I was lucky, indeed.

Only that’s not enough.

Leaves were not burned.
Branches not broken...
The day clear as glass,
Only that’s not enough.

1967
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H 3T0 CHHUIOCH MHE, H DTO CHHTCS MHE,

H 310 MHe enne Korma-HUOYIb IIPUCHHUTCS,
H nmoBTOpHUTCS BCE, H BCE TOBOILIOTHTCH,

M BaM IpHCHUTCS BCE, YTO BHIEN S BO CHE.

Tam, B cTOpoHE OT Hac, OT MHpa B CTOPOHE
BoaHa npeT Bocnen BoiiHe o Oeper OHUTHCH,

A Ha BOJIHe 3Be3Jla, M YeJIOBEK, M IITHIIA,

H aBB, ¥ CHBI, 1 CMEPTh — BOJIHA BOCJIE] BOJIHE.

He Hagmo MHe uucia: s ObLI, H €CMBb, B Oy1my,
2Kusup — 4ymo M3 4Yylec, ¥ Ha KOJIEHH YyIy
OnmuH, KaK CHpOTa, g caM cebs Kiany,

OnuH, cpeay 3epKajl — B Orpaje OTpaXKeHHI
Mopeit 1 TOpOJIOB, JIy4YaIllUXCs B Yandy.

H MaTth B cie3ax OepeT pe6GeHKa Ha KOJIEHH.

1974
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And this I saw in dreams, and this I see in dreams,
And this again, sometime or other, I shall see in dreams,
And all will be repeated, and all will be made flesh,
And you will dream of all that I have dreamed.

There, aside from us, aside from the world,

Wave follows wave to break against the shore,

And on the wave a star, and a man, and a bird,

And life, and dreams, and death — a wave upon a wave.

1 do not need a date: I was, I am, I shall be.

Life is miracle of miracles, and on the knees of the miracle
Alone, like an orphan, I place myself,

Alone, amongst mirrors, in the wall of reflections

Of seas and cities, glowing in the fumes.

In tears the mother takes the child upon her knees.

1974
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51 TeHDb M3 TeX TeHeH, KOTOphIe, OTHAXKIbI
HcnuB 3eMHOM BOIBI, HE YTOJUIH JKaXXKIbI
H Bo3BpamaroTcs Ha CBOM KPEMHUCTBHIA IIYTh,
CMmy1asi CHbl XXHMBBIX, JKHBOH BOIbI IJIOTHYTb.

Kak mepBas magps M3 UpeBa OKeaHa,

Kak XepTBEHHBIH KyBIIHH BBIXOMHUT M3 Kyprasa,
Taxk s 110 JIECTHHIIE B3OWAYy Ha Ty CTYII€Hb,

I'me 6ymeT XXoaTh MEHS TBOS XWBasi TeHb.

A eclli BTO JIOXBb, a €CIIA DTO CKa3Ka,

H ecnu He IHIIO, a TUIICOBasA Macka

I'nsaauT U3-mon 3eMIIM Ha KaXXJIoro M3 Hac,
KaMHsSIMH XXeCTKHMH CBOHMX O€CCIe3HBIX Ijas?..

1974
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I am a shade of those same shades, whose thirst,
After drinking water, was not slaked,

And who retrace the flinty path,

Disturbing dreams to taste the water of life.

Emerging like the first barque from the bosom of the
ocean,

And the sacrificial urn from the burial mound,

I shall ascend the rungs to the last step,

Where your living shade will be awaiting me.

And what if that’s a lie, a fairy tale,

And if no face, but some plaster-mask
Stares up at each of us from underground
With the harsh stones of tearless eyes.

1974
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MepKHeT 3peHHEe — CHJla MOA,

JIBa He3pHUMBIX aJIMa3HbIX KOIIbSI;
T'noxHeT ciyx, HOJHBIN HJaBHEr0 rpomMa
M preixaHus oTyero moma;

2KecTkux MBI ocjabelIy y3IIbl,

Kak Ha maiirHe cenpl€ BOJIBI,

H He cBeTsaTCA 60JIBIIIE HOYAMH

IIBa KpbLIa y MEHS 3a IJIeYaMH.

A cBeua, A cropell Ha NUpy.

Cobepute MOH BOCK IIOYTpY,

H mopckaxeT BaM 3Ta CTpPaHHIIA,

Kak BaM miakaTe ¥ YeM BaM TFOPIUTHCH,
Kak Becenbsi MOCIEIHIO TPETh
Pa3pgapuTh M JIETKO YMeEDETh,

H 1mon ceHpIO CIIyYaliHOT'O KpOBa
3aropeThbcsi MOCMEPTHO, KaK CIIOBO.

1977
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My vision grows dim — it is my strength,

Two diamond spears invisible;

My hearing grows dull, filled with the thunder of old
And the breath of my native home; the

Knots of hard muscles have weakened,

Like oxen grown grey on ploughland;

And no longer shine by night

The two wings behind my shoulders.

I am a candle, I have burned in the feast,
Gather my wax of a morning,

And this page will prompt you

How you should weep and of what be proud,
How the last third of gaiety

You should give away and die with ease,
And beneath the shelter of a chance roof
Blaze up after death like the word.

1977
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B nmocnegHni Mecs, OCeHH,

Ha ckione

T'opuaiien XW3HH,

HcrosTHEHHBIN ITeYalTH,

51 Bomen

B Ge3nucTBeHHBINA H 6€3BIMSHHBIN JIEC.
OH 6bLT O Kpall OMBIT
Mo1o4HO-6€eIbIM

CrexnoM TyMaHa.

Ilo cemgpiM BeTBSIM

Crekayy cie3bl YACThIE,

Kaknmu

Onuu nepeBhsd IJIAYYT HaKaHYHE
BceobecriBeynBaroIiei 3uMBI.

H tyT cayynnocs 4yno:

Ha 3akaTe

3abpe3xKuia U3 TyYH CHHEBa,

H sapxui ay4 npobuics, Kak B HIOHE,
H3 mHel rpaayInmux B IIPOIILIOE MOE.

H muakanu gepeBbss HaKaHyHE

Bnarux TpymoB M Ipa3sgHUYHBIX IEAPOT
CYacTIIUBBIX OYpb, KIYOSIIUXCSI B JIa3ypH,
H noBeny CHHHIBI XOPOBOII,

Kak 6yaTo pyKH IO KJIaBHATypeE

IInu oT 3eMJIM OO caMbIX BEPXHHX HOT.

Cepepmnaa 70-x
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In the last month of autumn,

In the twilight,

Of a most bitter life

I entered

Full of sorrows

A leafless and nameless wood.

A mist of milky-whiteness,

Like a glass,

Enveloped it from edge to edge.

Along the grey branches

Pure tears flowed,

Such as

Only trees weep on the eve

Of winter’s blanching.

And lo! A miracle occurred:

In the dusk

Blue sky gleamed forth from a cloud
And, as though in June, a bright ray
From days to come pierced my past.

And the trees wept on the eve

Of great deeds and gay abandonment

Of happy storms swirling up in the azure sky,
And blue tits sang a round dance,

As though hands had touched a keyboard
From the earth to the very highest notes.

Mid 70s
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