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Lev Loseff

About the attraction of old photographs | once wrote:

Let's try to figure out what's their secret.

It's not that argent and bromide are perishable,
it's not in intellectuals’ fading faces--

it is in Time's beaming flashlight

or X-rays.

Kierkegaard and Baudelaire denied photography the right to be called an art but
that does not diminish its significance. The human ability to speak and write is not art
either, though without it we would be nothing but erect animals. Photography is just
another language, another means of preserving and spreading culture, another tool of
memory. As is the case with other languages, some people speak photography banally,
others inarticulately, still others speak it glibly, and only a few with the genuine precision
and freedom of expression of Marianna Volkov.

In this book we observe a poet's works and days through the view-finder of
Marianna's camera. The Joseph Brodsky on these pages is both the famous Brodsky, the
laureate of everything imaginable, one of New York's brightest stars, and the intimate
Brodsky, if not exactly "in slippers and dressing-gown" then in blue jeans and sneakers.

Famous people are photographed constantly, in particular because the not-so-
famous want to be photographed with them. On the day of the Nobel ceremony in 1987,
a retinue of Brodsky's friends, this author included, crowded his hotel room. Somebody
asked Joseph to step out to the balcony, and there he stood patiently while we, in rented
tails, took turns having our pictures taken with the frozen strait, royal palace and the Nobel
laureate in the background. The resultant photograph reminds me of a snapshot, taken in

IMPRINTS OF LIGHT

OTMEYHATKW CBETA

Jles Jloces

JTo6utens, kak 1 Bce, nepebupartb crapslie ¢poTorpadum, s Hanucan Koraa-To:

B 4yem peno 3pech, gasaite pasbepem.
He B TOM, 4TO OpeHHLl cepedbpo n Gpom,
He B BbIUBETIUEM NTULE UHTENTMIEHTHOM,
a B TOM, 4TO Bpems CBeTUT GpoHapem
NN peHTreHom.

Kbepkerop v Bognep otkasbiBanu dotorpacdum B npaBe Ha3biBaTbCHA WCKYCCTBOM,
HO 3TO HEe ymansaeT ee 3HayeHusl. Yenoseyeckasi pe4b U NMUCbMEHHOCTb TOXE He SIBNA0TCA
ncKyccTBamMn, 0aHaKko 4em Obl Mbl Bbii BE3 HUX — XUBOTHBIMU, AuKapsamu. DoTtorpadus
— 3TO ele OAWH A3blK, ele 0AHO CPeacTBO COXPaHeHWa W pacnpoCTpaHeHus KynbTypbl,
elle OOHO opyave yenoseveckon namsitu. Kak aT1o GbiBaeT C A3blkaMn, O4HW FOBOPSIT Ha
asblke ¢oTorpaduinm CYKOHHO W KOCHOSA3bI4HO, ApYrvMe nerko, HO HeBblipasuTenbHOo,
HEMHOrMe — C nNoa/IMHHOW cBOOOAOM M TO4YHOCTBID, kak MapuaHHa Bonkoea, aBTop
NnoMeLLeHHbIX B 3ToM ansbome doTtorpaduid.

Yepes Buaouckatens MapuaHHbl BonkoBoi mbl Habniogaem Tpyabl U OHW noaTa.
Mocud Bpoackuii Ha aTux cTpaHuuax — aTo U 3HaMeHUTbIM Bpoackuii, naypeaT BCEro 4to
TOSIbKO BO3MOXHO, 3Be34a MNepBOV BeMYUHbLI Ha HeOOCK/IOHE WHTeNNeKTyanbHOro Hbio-
Wopka, n bpoackuin aomMalHwii, ecnn He "B Typnax M xanate”, TO B [OXUHCAx WU
KPOCCOBKaXx.

3HameHuTbiXx nogen vacto doTorpadupytor. CO 3HAMEHWUTLIMW NIOALMK 4acTo
dbotorpadupyotcs. B Bocembaecat ceabmom rogy B CTokronbme, nepep Hobenesckow
LepeMoHuen, npuatenn TONNUNIUCE B TFOCTUHUYHOM HOmepe bBpogckoro.  Kro-To
nonpocun ero BblATM Ha 6OankoH, U OH TaMm CTOSAA MOCAYLWHO, W Mbl, C TPYOOM



front of the White House, where | hug a life-size Ronald Reagan cut-out. Indeed one has
to have something more than a good camera and a photo opportunity to make a
photograph of not just "the-devil-knows-whom, in tails” but of a Russian poet, a genius in
exile, and "a spy, a spearhead for some fifth column of a rotting culture.”

Marianna Volkov never uses double exposure, but in her portraits of the poet one
can detect lines from his poetry: "amidst red-brick despair,” "the function to which I'd
been appointed was to wear out the patience of the ingenuous local youth,” "let us place
the left paw, sheathing its claws, in the crook of the arm of the other one,” etc., etc.
However, in examining these photographs one has the strange of feeling being examined
by their subject. Brodsky seems to be observing his photographer and, through her
lenses, us--as if including us in what he called his "series of observations,” the stuff his
poetry was made of. He looks at us in a professional manner, which reminds us that he
himself was once a photographer.

He was raised a photographer by a photographer father. In his moving lyrical
memoir he called their dwelling in a Leningrad communal apartment "a room and a half"
because it comprised one relatively large room and an adjacent narrow one, which had
been created by partitioning another formerly large room in two. In this room and a half
Joseph occupied a quarter of a room because the narrow one was itself partitioned in two
by bookcases: the space in front was Joseph's while the windowless back part served as
his father's laboratory, where he developed and printed his photo assignments for
Leningrad papers. Aleksandr Ivanovich's main employer was the newspaper of the
Leningrad port authority, and the wet photographs hanging behind the bookcase were
mostly of captains, pilots, sailors, longshoremen and other aquatic heroes of socialist
labor. Joseph started by assisting his father from time to time; later, in the 1960s, he
would seek photo assignments himself: it was one of his few available sources of income
and it gave him the opportunity to travel at the state's expense. The first such expedition
was, | believe, to Kaliningrad (Koenigsberg). The Bonfire, a magazine for teenagers or
"Young Pioneers,"” wanted a photo essay about an exemplary athletic club for children. |

Lev Loseff

noBopayMBasCb BO B3dATbIX Hanpokart dpakax, MOAXOAMIU K HemMy Mo o4epenn u
¢doTorpadpupoBanuce Ha ¢GOHE NPOAMBa, KOPOJMIEBCKOro ABOPUA W MNPOC/aBUBLLErOCH
noata. 3Tta ¢otorpadus o4eHb HanoMuHaeT MHe Ty, rae 8 chorTorpaduposaH y benoro
Joma B 0OHMMKY C Bbipe3aHHbIM W3 HAKJIEeHHOro Ha kapToH (OTO NpPe3naeHTOM
PeiiraHom B HaTypanbHylo BenuuuHy. Hano nmets HeyTo Gonbliee, Yem COBpPemMeHHas
kamepa u photo opportunity, 4T0Obl CHATL HE KOro-To "4epT 3HaeT ¢ kem BO ¢pake"”, a

pyccKOro rosarta, reHuanbHOro wu3ros, "cogepxumoe Tiopem”, "nasytynka rHUNOWN
umBunnsaumn”,
"B moem npeactaBneHun, — nucan Cepreir [osnatosB, — bBpoackui

pasgsBavBanca. B XUTeNCKOM cMmbiCne 3T0 Obin AOCTYMHbLIA, HEPBHbIK, rpyboBaTbIn
yenosek. B TBOpYeckom nnaHe oH Obin Hepgocaraem”. MapwuaHHa Bonkosa He npuberaet
K npuemMy OBOMHOW 3KCNO3uuuu, HO B ee doTtorpadusx npocmarpuBaloTcs uuTatbl U3
Bbpopackoro: "cpeou kmpnuyHOro Hagcapga“, "n3 Heaopocnen MecTHbIX Obln NpuasaH oS
BbITArMBaHUS XUN", "CKPECTUM Xe C JIieBOW , COrHyTOW B NOKTE, npasylo pyky"... Euwe
yawe — bpoackuin ¢ atux ¢otorpacduii paccmatpmuBaet dotorpada, nucartens, Tebds,
BK/IlOYaA BCeX Hac B CBOW "pag HabniogeHwin". B KOHUE KOHUOB OH BeOb UM cam
doTorpad.
. M cbiH ¢doTorpada. B aBTobBUOrpadpmyeckom TekCcTe OH HasBan NeHWHrpaackoe
KOMMyHanbHOe Xwunbe CBOEW CemMbu: "nontopbl kKOMHaTLl". Ha camom pene emy
npuHagnexana U3 9Tux rnoayTopa KOMHaT He NOSIOBWHKA, a YeTBEPTb. TOT OTrOPOXEHHbIN
wkadamm 1 YemogaHamMm 3akyToK, rae OH XWi C AeTcTBa 40 camMoro otbesga u3 Poccuu B
1972 roay, Bein B CBOK O4epenb NEeperopoxeH WwkadoM M 3aHaBECKOW Ha ABe MNONOBUHbI
— CBET/YI0, C OKHOM, 1 3aaHio0, TeMHylo. B csetnon xun Nocud. B TemHoi AnekcaHap
MBaHoBWY, OTel, NoaTta, NPOABNAN WU NeyaTan CBOM CHUMKU AN JIeHUHIPaACKUX raser: B
OCHOBHOM Opuragbl [okepoB — nobeauTteneir COLCOPEBHOBAHWIA, KarnuTaHOB —
nepeanoBUKOB NPOW3BOACTBA, CEMHEpPLl, NalHepsl.

Mocund Bpoackuini n cam ¢ petctea ceoboagHO Bnagen kamepon. B wectupecaTsie
rofbl, B Ha4ane cemMuaecsTbix, B noMckax 3apaboTka n BO3MOXHOCTW MyTeLecTBOBaTh OH

Jles Jloces



Lev Loseff

would characterize the pictures that Joseph brought back as merciless. | don't know
whether it was intentional caricature or whether he simply saw it this way, but the tiled
walls of the swimming pool looked like a morgue and against that ghoulish background
there was a horrific Laocoon of arms and legs. Besides the photos, he brought a new
poem, about the ruins of Koenigsberg, but that was not for The Bonfire.

So the language of photography learnt in childhood was never completely forgot-
ten. Photography lessons affected the poet’'s manner of looking at things. Photographic
metaphors are very frequent in Brodsky's works. About his native city he wrote:

Reflected every second by thousands of square feet of running
silver amalgam, it's as if the city is constantly being filmed by its
river, which discharges its footage into the Gulf of Finland, which,
on a sunny day, looks like a depository of these blinding images.

It is noteworthy that whenever a photo camera appears in Brodsky's poetry it is
trained on the metaphysical.

Sometimes in a desert you hear a voice. You
reach for your camera to catch its features.

*

Thus some fall asleep while hugging

a Leica, in order to take a picture

of the dream, to make themselves out, having
awakened in a developed future.

Jles Jloces

nogpsxanca e3gute B (OTO3KCNeavuuM nNo 3agaHusam OeTckoro xypHana «Koctep».
Mepeas, ecnu A He owmnbalocb, KomaHApoeka 6bina B KanvHuHrpaa, caenartb penoprax o
KaKkOM-TO AeTCKOM cnopTknybe. CHUMKM, KOTOpble OH NpuBe3 oTTyda, ny4lle BCero
xapaktepuayloTcs cnosom "HecnowagHeie”. To Obin OTBpPATUTENbHBIA NA0OKOOH W3 FOJbIX
pyk 1 Hor B kacdensHom BacceinHe. Takum OH yBuaen obpasuoBbiin nuoHepckuin knyd. Euwe
OH MpuBe3 oTTyaa CTuxn 0 pymHax KeHurcoepra, HO 310 yxe He ansa «Koctpa»r.

YCBOEHHbI B AETCTBE A3blK HUKOrAa BnonHe He 3abbiBaetcs. Ypoku doTtorpadum
ckasanuchb B MaHepe rnoata cMoTpeTb Ha mup. [a u cama dpotorpacduyeckas ob6pa3HoOCTb
BO3HUKaeT y Hero vyacto. O pogHOM ropoge ChiH noptoeBoro dbotopenoprepa MNULLET:
"OTpaxXeHHbI eXecekyHOHO Tbhici4aMn KBagpaTHbiX METPOB Tekyyeil cepebpsiHoi
amanbramsl, ropof CnoBHO Obl NOCTOSAHHO doTorpadupyem Pekomr, N OTCHATBLIN MeTpax
BnagaeTt B DduHcknin 3anumB, KOTOpr&:’I COMHEeYHbIM OHEM BbIrNAonT Kak XpaHunuiie 3TUux
cnenawmx cHUMKoB". WHTepecHo, 4To doToannapar B cTuxax bpoackoro npuuenveaeTca
MMEHHO Ha meTadu3nyeckylo peanbHOCTb.

MHorpa B NycToTe CAbIWWLbL ronoc. Tol
BbiTackmBaelb poToannapar, 4Tobbl 3anevyaTneTb YepThl.

BbIHb, OpPYXOK, U3 KMBOTa
nuk MNMpeuncton XeHobl.
Bcrasb cemenHoe ¢oTo —
BUA C nnaHetbl JTyHbl.

Tak 3agpembiBalOT B 0OHUMKY
¢ "neikon”, 4ToOLI, NPENOMNAS B NUH3E



Well, then, remove the Virgin

from the gold frame; put in

the family snapshot version:

a view of the earth from the moon.

In Brodsky's poetic world the camera's eye is appreciated for its probity, impartial-
ity and mercilessness. And for its courage: the mythological analog of the photograph is
the shield of Perseus bearing the imprint of the Gorgon Medusa. A short walk from
Brodsky's house in Leningrad there was a bridge over the Fontanka with a cast-iron railing
of Perseus’ shields: repeated images of what Greeks believed to be the face of Chaos
itself, the mad face of Gorgon framed in wriggling snakes.

And on a certain bridge, black cast-iron Gorgon
seemed in those parts to me the truth's most honest version.

Personal immortality in Brodsky's mythopoesis is the transformation of the self into
a camera, a roll of film, into film speed and invisible imprints of light:

Golden coins on the retina are to stay —

enough to last one through the whole blackout. %

73]

Susan Sontag wrote about "the kind of the beauty that only camera reveals —a §

corner of material reality that the eye doesn't see at all and cannot normally isolate"; turn >

this page and you will see what she meant. 2
CHbl, cebs1 0No3HaTb NO CHUMKY,

OYHYBLUUCHL B Bonee O/IMHHOM XU3HWN. 0

D

®doToB3rngn B MNO3TMHECKOM MuUpe bBpoackoro ueHutcs  3a 4ECTHOCTb, 8

Gecnpuctpactue, 6ecrnowaaHocTb. 3a CMenocTb: nepesedeHHas B Mudonorndeckuin =

nnaH ¢ortokamepa — 310 wmT lepcessi. MocTuk veped DOHTaHKY, ykpalieHHbn (?) a

wmtamu Mepcea € 3aneyatieHHbIM U TUPAXUPOBAHHLIM NULLOM xaoca, 6e3yMHbIM JINLOM ,§'\2

[oproxbl B knybke 3mein, Bbi1 0AHUM U3 CambixX NTIOOUMBIX NO3TOM NETPOrpaackmMx MecT.

M Ha oQHOM MOCTY YyryHHbIN UK [OProHs!
Kasancsa B Tex Kpasgx MHe CaMbIM HYECTHbIM JIMKOM.

IlnuHoe BeccmepTtue B Mudonoasuce Bpoackoro ecte npespaileHne camoro ceﬁg
B kamepy, ¢OTOMNEHKy, CKopee paxe B CaMOe CBEeTOYYBCTBUTENbHOCTb UM HE3PUMBbIN
OTNneyaToK CBeTa:

Ha ceTtyaTtke moeit — 30/10TOM NsTak.
XBaTWT Ha BCIO AJIMHY NOTEMOK.

CiosaH 3oHTar (Mbl Buagenu ee psaom ¢ Bpoackum B gpyrom dotoansbome
MapuaHHbl Bonkosoii — «Bpopackuii B Hblo-Mopke»), nuwer o Tton "kpacote, KOTOpyio
cnocobHa OTKPbLITL TONLKO dOoTOKamepa — yrosike maTepuanbHOro Mmpa, KoToporo rnas
cam no cebe He cnocobeH yBMAETb, BbloenuUTb". [lepeBepHUTE HECKONLKO CTpaHuLl,
yuTaTesb, U Bbl NOWMETE, YTO OHA UMEeeT B BUAy.






About the New York apartment in which he lived most of his American life Brodsky
once wrote, "it looks like I'll never return to Pestel St., and Morton St. is just an attempt to
avoid the feeling of the world being a one-way street.” Leaving out the interim addresses
between Leningrad and New York, he thus defined the fixed points of his journey.

Morton Street is located in the respectable part of Greenwich Village that recalls
London's fashionable Bloomsbury. In New York, however, with its lack of an imperial past,
everything is more modest: the streets are narrower, the buildings are lower, there are
almost no columns. The same goes for interiors. But in her photographs, Marianna
Volkov, like a set designer, transforms the background into a theater, makes the details
seem deliberate and forces the gun to fire. Everything that ends up within the frame is
gathered into an allegorical picture.

What-- besides the host himself-- ended up in these photographic quotations from
his dwelling? A little bust of Pushkin, an English dictionary, a souvenir gondola, an old
Russian bill with Peter the Great in a laurel wreath.

It's not hard to find a name for this still life: "A Window On Europe.” It's more
difficult to imagine to whom else it could possibly belong. Nabokov? Perhaps, but the
gondola is too prominent to be there by chance. On the other hand, it would be an
appropriate reminder of the Venetian roots of Alexander Benois, one of those Russian
Europeans whom one can easily imagine in this interior and in Brodsky's company. The
label "Westernizer" doesn't fit these people at all. They didn't seek the West-- they were
the West. Looking back at his youth, Brodsky wrote: "We were the most genuine, perhaps
the only Western people.” This West, which demanded imagination rather than observa-
tion, Brodsky not only took with him when he left Russia, but managed to blend with the
West surrounding him.

Alexander Genis

44 MORTON

44 MOPTOH

"Buoumo s Hukorga yxe He BepHycb Ha Mectens, 1 MOPTOH-CTPUT — MPOCTO
nonbiTka nabexartb aTOro OWYLLEHUss Mpa KakK yiuubl C OAHOCTOPOHHWUM ABWXEHWnemM", —
nucan bpoackuii Npo CBOK HbIO-MOPKCKYID KBApPTUPY, B KOTOPOW OH A0MbLUE BCEro Xun B
Amepuke. OnyctuB npomexyToyHble mexnay JleHuHnrpagom wu Hbelo-Mopkom agpeca,
Bpoackuin Tem cambiM BblAeNMA OCTaBLUMECH TOYKM CBOEro mMapLipyTa.

MopToH pacnonoxeHa B TOW pecnekrabeneHoOW 4actu [pPuUHBUY-BUNNEOX, YTO
HanomuHaeT acTeTckuid paioH JloHgoHa — Bnymcbepu. Bnpoyem, B JSIMWIEHHOM
nMnepckoro npownoro Heto-Nopke, kak BOOUTCH, BCE CKPOMHEE: ynuubl noyxe, aoma
NOHUXE, KOJIOHH MOYTKW HeT. TOo Xe OTHOCUTCA W K WHTepbepy. Ho doTorpadum
MapwnaHHbl BonkoBoii, kak TeaTp, npespawaloT GoH B Aekopauuvio, AenalT yMbILLNEeHHON
Jetans U 3acTaBngiOT CTPenatb pyxbe. Bce, 4to nonano B kagp, cobupaertca B
anneropuyeckyto KapTuHy.

Y10 e — NnoMMmMo xo3sMHa — nonano B potorpaduyeckyto umTaTty u3 ero Xunba?
Bioctuk TMywknHa, aHrnMnckuia cnoeapb, CyBEHUpHas roHpaona, crapuHHas pycckad
kyniopa ¢ lNetpom lNepBbiM B TaBPOBbLIX JINCTbAX.

HasgaHue aTtomy HaTiopmopTy nogobpate HeTpyaHo: "OkHo B EBpony”; cnoxHee
npeacTaBuTb, KOMy elle oH Mor 6bl NpuHagnexaTts. HabokoBy? B0O3MOXHO, HO cMmyLllaeT
CMULLIKOM HacTondmead, 4tob ctoate 6e3 gena, roHgona. 3aTto oHa Obina 6bl YMECTHbIM
HaNoOMMHaAHWEM O BEeHeUMaHCKUX KOpHSAx AnekcaHapa beHya, 0OQHOro u3 Tex PYCCKUX
eBpOoneiLeB, KOTOPbIX eCTeCTBEHHO NpeacTasuTb cebe n B UHTepbepe, U B KOMMNaHun
Bpoackoro. Wmsa "3anagHWKoOB" MeHblle BCero noaxogut atum nogam.  OHu He
cTpemunucb K 3anaay, a 6binn M. BrnsapBasack B CBOWO OHOCTh, Bpoackwmin nwucan:
"MbI-TO M BblIM HACTOSLWMMKW, & MOXET BbiTb U eOWMHCTBEHHbLIMK 3anagHbiMn floabMN",

Anekcanap reHnc



Alexander Genis

"The word 'West' for me meant an ideal city on the shores of a winter sea,"”
Brodsky wrote, "peeling stucco that bared brick-red flesh, putty, putty with dust-filled,
rolling pupils.”

To the astonishment of Europeans, that West can be found not only in Venice, but
in New York. In part this is because New York too, has its fair share of ruins. The brick
monsters of former warehouses and factories amaze visitors with their gloomy, Piranesi-
like scale. These are genuine places of labor: high ceilings, huge windows designed to
save on electricity; and there are even "putty”- the modest but inevitable plaster flora of
the facades.

Gentrification, which began after Brodsky settled here, did more for the remains of
the industrial era than could have been hoped. They did not cease to be ruins even once
they had become famous galleries, expensive boutiques and trendy restaurants. The
sophisticated esthetics of Soho arose on the bones of industrial dinosaurs. Its essence
was controlled collapse; its method-- the romanticizing of decline; its signposts-- elegantly
framed dilapidation. Here nothing is used to its original end. Grandsons play there where
their grandfathers once worked-- fantasy a la H.G.Wells: the Elois squandering the sad
heritage of the Morlocks.

The cultivated neglect that coats the best neighborhoods of New York with a rusty
patina is in keeping with Brodsky. He wrote in a slow exhalation. An energetically begun
poem loses itself, like water in sand. It surmounts death, drawing out the death throes.
Each line can seem the last, but along the way to the end of the poem, like an
unsuccessful suicide, it clutches at every balcony.

Brodsky was fond of ruins because they testify not only to decline, but to growth.
Only on the way down from the apogee do we realize that the highest point has been
reached. Only a lost paradise-- what the poet Baratynsky call "a subsided Elysium"-- can
be in the present.

AnekcaHap 'eHuc

JtoT 3anap, TpebosaslMin ckopee BoobpaxeHwus, Yem HabniogatensHocTn, Bpoackuii He
TOJILKO BbIBE3 C COOOW, HO U CyMEN CKPEeCTUTb ero C OKPYXaloLLuM.

"CnoBo «3anaf» Ans MeHa 3Ha4Yuno upaeanbHblil ropoa y 3MMHEro Mops, — nucan
Bpoackun, — wenywauwasaca wrykatypka, obHaxalowas KUPMNUYHO-KPAaCHYI0 NaoThb,
3amaska, xepyBMMbl C 3aKaTUBLUMMUCS 3anbiieHHbIMU 3paykamin’”,

K yanBneHuio esponenues Takon 3anaj MOXHO HalTW He TOMILKO B BeHeuun, HO u
B Hbto-Vopke. OT4acTu 310 OOBLACHAETCA TEM, YTO PYUH B HEM TOXe xBaTaeT. KupnuyHbie
MOHCTPbI ObIBLUMX CKNagos v ¢abpuk nopaxarT NpUesXuMx CBOMM MpaYHOBATbIM — W3
MupaHesn — pa3amaxoM. 3TO — HaCTOSLME ABOPLbI TPYAA: BbICOKWE MOTONKM, OFPOMHBbIE,
4TOObl 3KOHOMUTb Ha OCBELEHUW, OKHA, eCTb [Jaxe "XepyBUMbl" — CKPOMHasi, HO
HensbexHas runcosas nopocsb pacanos.

xeHTpudukauma, HavaBlwascsd, BMNpPOYeM, Mocje TOro, Kak 34ecb NOCeNUncs
bpoackuin, noctynuna ¢ octaHkaMu NPOMBILLNEHHON 3pbl flyylle, YeM OHW Ha TO MOrM
paccuyntbiBath. CTaB 3HaMEHUTbIMW ranepesamMu, OOPOrUMU MarasmHamu U MOAHbIMU
pectopaHamu, OHW He nepecTtann ObiTb pyuHamMu. Ha KOCTSX WMHAOYCTPUANbHbIX
AVHO3aBPOB BbIPOCNA u3oulpeHHasn actetuka Coxo. CyTb ee — KOHTponMpyemas paspyxa;
MeTon — pomaHTM3auus ynagka; NpumeTbl — MOMelleHHass B 3JIeraHTHyl0 pamy
obseTwanoctb. 34eChb BCE UCMONb3YETCH HE N0 HasHavyeHuio. BHyku pa3snekalTcs Tam,
roe Tpyaunuchb Aenbl — Y3JCOBCKME 30Jbl, npomMaTtbiBaloumMe nevyanbHoe Hacneacrtso
MOPNOKOB. ~

KynsTvBMpOBaHHas 3anylweHHOCTb, okpalumsaiowas nydwue keaprans! Hoio-Mopka
p>XaBow NatnHon, co3sy4Ha bpoackomy. OH nNucan Ha 3amMefIeHHOM BblAoXe. OHEepPruyHo
HayaTtoe CTUxoTBOpeHue TepsaeT cebs, kak Boaa B necke. OHO npeogosieBaeT cCMepTb,
npoanesas aroHuio. Jliobas cTpoka kaxeTcsa nocneaHen, HO Mo MNyTM K KOHLY
CTUXOTBOPEHME, Kak HeyaayHbll camoybuiiua, LennaeTca 3a Kaxabiii 6ankoH.

bpoackomy Ooporu pyuHbl, NOTOMY YTO OHM CBWAETENLCTBYIOT HE TOMbkO 06
ynagke, Ho n pacugete. Jluwb Ha BbIXOAE W3 anoresa Mbl y3HAaeM O TOM, YTO BbICLLASA



Brodsky's love of every type of Alexandrianism-- Greek, Soviet, Chinese (as in
"Letters of the Ming Dynasty”)-- is explained by the fact that the Alexandrine world, as he
wrote, was consumed by disorder, just as contradictions tear apart individual conscious-
ness.

Complexity accompanies historical decline, the exhalation of a civilization. And this
is not the "blossoming complexity” of the Middle Ages that Leontev admired, but the
exhausted illegibility of the palimpsest, the excess of the stalactite, the unnatural density
of art-- in short, Venice.

Venice made its way into 44 Morton St. as well: like Shakespeare, Brodsky's house
hid an Italian interior behind an English facade. You only have to look at the inner
courtyard to recognize the Venetian palette-- even in a black-and-white photograph. All
the colors are ready to turn gray. Among other allusions-- the scales of stucco, the
winged lion with book, Brodsky's favorite animal, and the stars-and-stripe flask that seems
to be a souvenir from some American relative. It isn't far from here to the water either. All
of Manhattan's streets lead to the water, but Morton Street runs straight into the piers.

Looking at the photographs that Marianna took of Brodsky near the ships moored
on the Hudson, Dovlatov decided that they were taken in Leningrad. Brodsky seems
younger in these pictures. As a boy, they say, he dreamed of becoming a submariner, and
as a grown man thought the Andreev flag to be the most beautiful.

For Brodsky, water is the oldest of the elements, and the sea is his central
metaphor. He has compared it to himself, to speech, but most often-- to time. One of his
favorite formulas "fate is a mix of geography with time" can be deciphered as "a city by
the sea.”

Such were the three cities that shared Brodsky: Leningrad, Venice and New York.

Alexander Genis

To4yka npownpeHa. HacTtoawum MoxXeT ObiTb TONbKO MOTEPSAHHbLIM pai, Ha3BaHHbLIN
BapaTtbliHCKMM "3arnoxwmm dnuseem”.

Jlloboeb Bpoackoro kKO BCAKOMY anekcaHapuaMy — rpeyeckomy, COBETCKOMY,
kutanckomy ("lMucbma anoxm MuHb") — OBGBSACHAETCH TeM, YTO anekcaHaApUNCKNiA Mup, —
nucan oH, — pasbenaloT 6ecrnopsagkun, Kak NPoOTUBOPEYnNs pasampatoT NUYHOe CO3HaHKue.

VictopuyeckoMy ynagky, BblOOXY LMBWNM3aLMM COMYTCTBYET YCNOXHEHHOCTb. W
9TO He "uBeTywias CNoXHOCTL", kOoTopas Bocxuwana JleoHTbeBa B CpeaHEeBEKOBbLe, a
ycTanas Hepa3bop4MBOCTb nanumncecTa, M36bITOYHOCTb cTanaktuTa,
NPOTUBOECTECTBEHHAs NMIOTHOCTb MCKYCCTBA, Kopovye — BeHeuus.

OHa npoHukna m Ha MopTtoH 44: kak Llekcnup, oM Bpoackoro ckpbiBan 3a
aHrnunckum ¢acagom UTanbAHCKYID HaYUHKY. CTouT TONLKO B3rAfAHYTL Ha €ro
BHYTPEHHUI OBOPUK, 4TOObI Aaxe Ha 4YepHO-DenomM CHUMKEe y3HaTb BEHeUWaHCKYH
nanuTpy — BCe LUBeTa roToBbl cTaTtb cepbiM. Cpeau npounx annio3uii — 4Yelwlynku
LITYyKaTypKu1, rpamMOTHBIA NEB C KpbiibaMW, NoOumbIA 3Bepb Bpoackoro, M 3Be3aHo-
nonocarbl Gnaxok, KOTOPLIA KaxXeTcsa 3[4eCb CYBEHUPOM aMepUKaHCKOro poaCTBEHHUKA.
Hepaneko otciopga v a0 Boapl. K Hel, cOBCTBEHHO, BbIXOOAAT BCE YNMLUbl OCTPOBa
MaHxaTTaH, HoO MOpPTOH yThiKaeTcsa NpPaMo B npu4an.

naps Ha cpenaHHble MapuaHHoOW cHUMKM Bpoackoro Bo3ne kopabnein Ha
ryas3oHckom npuyane, [JloBnatos peluun, 4TO OHW caenadsl B JleHuHrpape. Ha aTtux
¢oTtorpaduax Bpoackuit kaxetcs monoxe. Manbinkom, rOBOPAT, OH Me4yTan cTaTb
NOABOAHUKOM, B 3PEIOCTU CHUTAN CamMbliM KpacuBbiM dhnarom AHAPEEBCKUA.

Bopa ana Bpoackoro — crapwas u3 CTUxXuidi, U1 MOpe — ero ueHTpanbHas
metadopa. C HUM OH cpasBHuBan cebds, peyb, HO Hauie Bcero — Bpems. OaHy M3 ero
nobumbix Gopmyn — "reorpadum npumecbL K BpPeMeHu ecTb cyabba” — MOXHO

pacwundpoBaTh kak "ropog y mopsa”.
_ Takumn 6binu Tpu ropopga, nogenvslumne bpoackoro: JlenHuHrpag — BeHeumsi —
Hblo-Wopk.

AnekcaHap reHuc
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Throughout his American life-- almost a quarter of a century-- Brodsky
taught at universities. In this he was much like many Western poets, but
unlike Russian ones. When Brodsky was asked by his compatriots-- often with
sympathy-- how he felt about teaching, he would answer: "I'm enthusiastic,
for this type of activity gives the opportunity to talk exclusively about what
interests me." Not only his students, but the essays that evolved from his
lectures bear witness to Brodsky's teaching.

In addition to being a rare source of income, a professors' obligations
give a poet that to which he is most accustomed-- chains. The more or less
relative ignorance of the students limits a teacher’'s freedom as a sonnet limits
a poet's. According to the rules of the game, at least as Brodsky understood
them, the students follow the lecturer, who carries on a lonely dialogue with a
naked poem freed of philological commentary and historical context. Every-
thing that the student needs to know should be contained in the work itself.
The teacher pulls a string of meanings out of it like rabbits from a hat. The
poem should work on its own energy, something like "a piece of ice on a hot
stove™. (Frost).

Although Brodsky's students were often beginning poets, he, like those
other adepts of literary hedonism, Borges and Nabokov, didn't teach them to
write, but to read. Sometimes he thought the two activities to be one and the
same: "whatever we know by heart we can call our own."

THE POETRY TEACHER

Alexander Genis

YHUTEJ1b NMO33UN

Bcio cBOKO amMepukaHCKyl0 XU3Hb — MOYTUM YeTBepTb Beka — Bpoackuii
npenogaBan, 4TO HUKAK He BbIAeNdeT ero cpenu 3anafHbliX, HO OTnAU4YaeT OT
POCCUICKUX MOSTOB. Korga BbicTynaBwero nepej coOTe4YecTBEeHHUKamu
Bpoackoro He 6e3 COYYBCTBUSA CMPOCUNN, KAK OH OTHOCUTCH K nMpenogaBaHuio,
OH oTBeTun: "C aHTy3anasmom, nbo aToT BUA OeATeNIbHOCTU AaeT BO3MOXHOCTb
6ecepoBaTb UCKNIYUTENBHO O TOM, YTO MHE MHTEPECHO".

NMpodeccopckmue o0683aHHOCTU, MOMWUMO 4YyTb N HE EOWHCTBEHHOTO
nocToAHHOro 3apaboTka, falT NO3Ty TO, K 4eMy OH Bonblie BCEero npuBbIK, —
Bepurn. Ycnoeue, orpaHuydmBatoliee csobony npenopgaBaTensi, Kak COHeT —
noata, — ©O6onee WM MeHee OTHOCUTENbHOE HEeBEeXEeCTBO CTYAEHTOB. Mo
npaBunam wUrpel, BO BCAKOM cry4ae Tak, Kak ux noHuman bpoackuin, ayautopus
cneouT 3a NEeKTopoM, BeAylwum OOWMHOKUW AManor C rofbiM CTUXOTBOPEHWEM,
OCBODBOXAOEHHBIM OT QUNONOrMYEeCcKOoro KOMMEHTapua U WUCTOPUYHECKOro
KOHTeKkcTa. Bce, 4TO HYXHO 3HaTb CTYAEHTY, AOJ/DKHO CcOoAepXaTbCs B CaMOM
npoussegeHun. [penogasaTtenb BbITArMBaeT M3 HEr0 BEpPeHuLyY CMbICNOB, Kak
KPONuMKoB W3 wnsanbl. CTuxoTBOpeHWe p[oONXHO pabotatb Ha cOBCTBEHHOW
aHepruun, Bpoae "cocynbku Ha naute” (PpocT).

XoTa cTtyneHtamn Bpoackoro yauwe Bcero ObinnM HavYMHawouwme noaThl, OH,
Kak U gpyrve ueHuTenu nutepatypHoro regoHuama — bopxec n HabokoB, yuun
He nucaTtb, a YuTaTtb. WHOrga OH cyuTan 3TO OOHUM U Tem Xe: "Mbl MOXEM
Ha3BaTb CBOWUM BCE, 4TO MOMHUM HAU3YCTb".

Teauc bpoackoro "4yenoBek ecTb MNPOAYKT ero 4TteHus” cnenyer

AnekcaHap eHuc




Alexander Genis

Brodsky's belief that "man is the product of his reading,” should be
understood quite literally. Reading is where the word becomes flesh. Poets
understand this process most clearly of all. The reader absorbs Mandelsh-
tam’s words, which alter the molecules of his body. T.S. Eliot also compares
reading to digestion, which alters the physical content of the body. Brodsky
wrote something similar: "Man is what he loves. That's why he loves, because
he is part of the thing.” In this "cultural metabolism"” the teacher of poetry is
an enzyme that allows the reader to assimilate spiritual food. Justifying his
craft, Shklovsky said that man is nourished not by what he eats, but what he
actually digests.

Brodsky too describes his methodology in biological terms. Analyzing a
poem, he shows the reader just what choice the poet faced in each
consecutive line. The result of this "unnatural selection” is a work more
perfect than nature produced.

Brodsky's love of tradition is also redolent of biology. Meter is
consonant with the harmony that art endeavors to reestablish. It is an
imitation of time, a clot of it fished out of the language by the poet. Classical
poems are like a classical landscape in which a "natural biological rhythm" is
present.

Marianna Volkov's photographs of Brodsky at Columbia University tell us
that man is commensurate with columns. Amid the lonic columns and
Latin-studded statues, Brodsky seems not a guest, but a host.

AnekcaHap MeHuc

MoHMMaTeL OyKkBanbHO. HYTeHne — kak pas3 TOT cny4Yai, kKorga CIHoBO
npeTsopaeTca B NAoTb. HarnggHee Bcex 3TOT npouecc npeacrasnaioT cebe
noatel. Tak y MaHpenbliTama 4yutatenb nepeBapusaeT Cnosa, KOTOPbIe MEHSIOT
mMonekynol ero tena. C tem xe nuuesapeHnemM, GU3NYECKN MEHSIOWWUM COCTAaB
Tena, cpaBHuBaet yteHue T. C. Snnot. Heuto nopobHoe nucan v Bpoackuii:
"Henosek ecTb TO, 4TO OH NW6GUT. lOTOMY OH 3TO U NIOBUT, YTO OH €CTh YacTb
aToro”. Y4yurtesnb noasuum B 3TOM "KynbTypHOM meTabonusme" — depmeHT,
NO3BONAWNA HYUTATENO YCBOUTb AYXOBHYIO nuuyy. OnpaBpgbiBas cBoe
pemecno, LLKNoBCKUiA roBOPUA, 4TO YENOBEK NUTAETCA HE TeM, 4TO Cben, a TeM,
4YTO NepeBapwn.

Bpoaockuih ToXe oOnNuchiBaeT CBOK MEeTOO0NOrMI0 B OUONOrMYeCcKUx
TepMuHax. Pas3bupas CTUXOTBOpPEHWEe, OH Noka3biBaeT YuTtaTenio, nepen Kakum

BbIOOpPOM cCcTaBuna noarta kaxpaas crnepyloulas crpoka. PesynbTat atoro
"HeecTeCcTBeHHOro otbopa” — npounseeneHme 6onee CoBepPLIEHHOE, YeM TO, YTO
MONY4YNUNOChb Y NPUPOALI.

buonorunen orvpaet paxe nwboBb Bpoackoro Kk Tpaguuun. MeTp

CO3BYy4YE€H TOW rapmMoOHUKU, KOTOPYID TWWUTCA BOCCTAHOBWUTb MCKYCCTBO. OH —
noapaxaHwe BpeMeHU WUIu [axe ero Cryctok, BbIJIOBMIEHHbLIN MO3TOM B f3blKe.
Knaccuyeckne CTuxm CpoaHM KNnacCULMCTUYECKOMY Mer3axy, KOTOPOMy NpucyLy,
"ecTecTBeHHbIN BMonornyeckuin putm"”,

O copa3mMepHOCTM 4enosBeka C KONOHHOW pacckasbiBAOT CHUMKM
bpoackoro, coenaHHble MapuaHHoit BonkoBoi B Konymbuiickom yHusepcurteTe.
Cpeaon MOHUYECKUX KONMOHH U W3BbSCHSIOWNUXCH MO NaTbiHU CTaTyln OH BLIFAAOUT
He rocrtem, a X0351MHOM.

ABYyCMbICNEHHOCTb 3TOro goHa — Knaccuyeckue APEeBHOCTU B CTpaHe,



The ambiguity of this background - classical antiquity in a country that
had no Middle Ages - reveals the secret kinship of New York's and St.
Petersburg's antiquity. Both are product of enlightened fantasy, a belated
Renaissance experiment, an expression of poetic and political license.

Brodsky grew up in a city that played at foreign history. In a certain
sense antiquity was closer there than in many places not so far removed from
it historically. In Petersburg one counts only in generations, not in millennia.
In this chronological framework, "Leningrad” takes on the role of the
barbarian attack that enriches the antique landscape with ruins. With these
ruins, the Petersburg myth acquired the nostalgic cast every imperial legend
needs. From this decadent but noble atmosphere was woven the pleiade of
poets and writers that grew up in what were perhaps communal, but
nonetheless luxurious, ruins. In their homes, with ample moulding and
multiple neighbors, many necessities were missing, but there was much
excess. The view from the window compensated for any interior poverty, for
from it one could look out not only on Europe, but on her past as well.
Brodsky paid generously for this gift, adding to Russian poetry an antiquity
that was both as invented as genuine as that constructed by he city he called
"renamed.”

And as for America, her senates and capitols offer a direct parallel to
imperial Petersburg, where even the Bronze Horseman and Lenin on his
armored car date back to Marcus Aurelius.

Alexander Genis

roe He ObiNO0 W CcpefHEeBEeKOBbA, — obopaynBaeTca TAWHOW ONM3OCTbLIO HbIO-
MopkcKOW W neTepbyprckoi aHTUYHOCTW. M Tta, n pgpyrags — nNpoOAYKT
NPOCBELWEeHHOro BbiMbiCNa, 3ano3fanblili ONbIT PeHeccaHca, noaTtuyeckas u
NoNUTUYECKad BONMLHOCTh.

Bpoackuihi BbIpOC B ropoae, wWrpaswemM B HYXYIO UCTOPUIO. B
onpeaeneHHoOM cmbicne oTcioga 6bino 6nvxe OO aHTUYHOCTW, YeM U3 MecT He
CTONb OT Hee OTAaNeHHbIX. B [lMetepbypre cyeTr wnaet Bcero nullb Ha
MOKONEeHUs, a He Ha TbiCAYeneTus. B Takux XpoOHONOrMYyeckux pamkax
"NeHnHrpaay"” BbinagaeTt poNb BapBapCcKoro HawecTBua, oboratuBliero 3T0T
aHTUYHbIM naHgwadT ewe U pyrnHamn. C HUMKU neTepbyprckuin mud npuobpen
HOCTaNbrMYeCKNin OTTEHOK, HEOOX0ANUMbIM KaxXaoMy MMMNepckoMy npegaHuio. W3
9TOW XOTb ynagHW4Yeckoi, Ho BnaropogHoit atmocdepbl coTkanachk Ta niesaa
NoaToOB W NUcaTenei, KoTopas Bblpocna B pasBanvMHax NycTb KOMMYHaNbHOW, HO
pockowwn. B nx gpomax ¢ 0OGMNbHOW NENHWUHON U MHOIFOYUCNEHHBIMU COCeaAMU
He xBaTano MHoOroro Heobxogumoro, 3ato ObIIO WM MHOr0 NULWHEro. 3a
yboXecTBO MHTEpbepa C NUXBOW pacniadynBanocb OKHO, M3 KOTOPOro MOXHO
ObII0 BLIFNSAHYTL HE TONbKO B EBpony, HO U B ee npownoe. 3a 3TOT Nogapok
Bpoackuii wenpo pacnnatunca, npubaBue pycCckon Nod3nKM aHTUYHOCTb, CTONb
Xe BbIMbILWIEHHYI0O U CTONb X€ HaCcToAuyl, kak Ta, 4To coopyaun wn3 cebs
ropoa, KOTOpbIA OH Ha3biBan "NepeMmMeHOBaHHbIM".

Y1o kacaetca AMepukun, TO ee CeHaTbl U KanuTonuu — npgamas napannesb
nmnepckomy Metepbypry, roe paxe MepgHell BCcagHuk BMecTe € JIeHUHbIM Ha
6poHeBuke BocxoaaTt kK Mapky Aepenuio.

AnekcaHap eHuc
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Brodsky liked to repeat Akhmatova's words that everyone has to answer for
the features of his face. He attributed far more significance to outward appear-
ances than they deserve, if we believe that no one can choose what he looks like.
This fact disappointed Brodsky. He would have chosen a face like Auden's, one
that resembled a topographical map. Beckett was an alternate: "l fell in love with
a photograph of Samuel Beckett long before I'd read a line of his work."

People are more synonymous than art, Brodsky said. Age partly compen-
sates for the difference. It helps to avoid tautology-- for time uses a different
handwriting on each person. Most important, of course, are deep, scar-like
wrinkles.

Brodsky compared lines left by the pen with scars. The combination of the
two metaphors gives rise to a third-- the face as a page on which experience
writes. The face is always ready to revise the life's balance sheet.

Wrinkles are nature's hieroglyphs. We are doomed to wear them, unable to
read them. And still, better than poetry, they tell us of the life that has been lived.
In the end, wrinkles represent not individual words, but an entire vocabulary, in
other words-- they tell us about the poet, whose face conveys more than the most
complete of complete works, because on it the written lives side by side with the
unwritten.

Alexander Genis

THE FACE

JMuoO

Bpopckuii no6un NoBTOPSATE Cnosa AXMaTOBOW O TOM, HTO Kaxablii
oTBeyaeT 3a 4epTbl cBoero nuua. OH npuagaBan BHEWHOCTUM 3HaYeHue Kyaa
Gonbluee, 4em OHa TOro 3acNyXuBaeT, eCnv BEPUTb TOMY, HTO €e He BbiBMpPaloT.
bpoackoro nocnegHee o6ctoATenscTBO oropyano. OH 6kl B3sn cebe noxoxee Ha
Tonorpadpuyeckyio kapty nmuo OpeHa. bBekkeT 6bin 3anacHbiM BapuaHtom: "9
Biobunca B potorpaduio Camyans bekketa 3a4oniro A0 TOro, kak Npoyen xoTs
Obl OOHY €ro CTpouKy".

Jlioon cuHoHUMKUYHee uckyccTsa, roBopun Bpoackuin. CrtapocTb oT4acTu
KomneHcupyeT pasHuily. Owxa nomoraer msbexaTb TaBTONOrMU — BPEeMs Ha
KaxaoMm pacnucbliBaeTcs Apyrm noYyepkom. [naBHOE TyT, KOHEYHO, rnybokue, Kak
Lipambl, MOPLUMHBI.

Bpoackuin cpaBHMBan €O wWpamamMu CTPOYKM, OCTABNEHHbIE MNEepPOM.
O6beavHeHne Ayx metadop AaeT TPETbIO — MU0 Kak CTpaHuLa, Ha KOTOPOi
pacnuceiBaeTcsa onbiT. JIMLO — 3TO BCerga rotoBoe K PEBU3UU Canbao NPOXUTON
XKU3HW.

MopLmHbl — nepornudbl Npupoasl. Mbl 0BpeYeHbl NX HOCUTb, He ymes
npovectb. W BCe Xe OHW Nny4yle CTUXOB paccKasbiBaldT O MPOXWUTON Xu3Hu. B
KOHUE KOHLOB, MOPLLUHbLI rOBOPAT HEe 006 OTAEnbHbIX CnoBax, a cpasy 060 Bcem
cnoeape, wHaie — O MoaTe, Ybe NMLUO BOoMblie CcamMoro MNoMHOro cobpaHus
COYMHEHWIA, MOTOMY HTO HANUCAHHOE B HEM YXWBAETCH C HEeHanMCcaHHbIM.

AnekcaHap eHuc



Alexander Genis

In this sense, Brodsky's banal answer to the standard question "what are
you working on?"-- "myself"-- turns out to be an advantageous admission for
photography. The photograph, rather than the painting, is a reliquary. The photo
doesn’t convey reality, it's the trace that reality leaves in it. Photography is the
death mask of a moment. "Life-- is film; photography-- is death," Brodsky would
say, quoting Susan Sontag. Even a series of sequential pictures conveys not
movement, but a succession of states, carved by emptiness like columns in a
portico.

When Marianna Volkov tries to overcome the innate discreteness of the
photograph, as, for instance, in the series of Brodsky thinking, it turns out that
each subsequent photograph depicts a different face. Like stop frames of a
cartoon, the pictures demonstrate the mechanism that creates wrinkles. Brodsky
in thought is simultaneously concentrating and absent-minded. He is collected,
like a boxer in the dark who doesn't know where the next blow will come from.
He's ready, but-- we don't know for what. His face betrays the static tension of a
bridge, which exhausts even metal eventually. It seems that thought stretches the
skin and tenses the muscles-- what you have is a sort of gymnastics of the face, a
kind of body-building.

Sitting at his desk, Brodsky looks like a man who is waiting, Not even for
inspiration, but simply waiting, for the moments passing through him to gather in
sufficient quantity for poems.

AnekcaHap eHuc

B atom cmbicne 6aHanbHbii OTBET Bpoackoro Ha cTaHOapTHbIA BOMPOC
("Hap 4em pabortaete?” — "Hap cobon") obopaymBaeTcs BbIFrOOHbIM AN
doTorpadun npusHaHmem. B oTnmvyme oT KapTUHbl CHUMOK — Kak penukeusa. OH
HEe nepepaeT peanbHOCTb, OH — Cfied, KOTOPbIN peanbHOCTb OCTaBNSET B HEM.
doTorpadua — nocMepTHas Macka MrHoBeHus. "XXunsHb — kuHo, dotorpadusa —
cmepTh”, — umtupysa Cio3aH 3oHTar, roBopun bpoackuin. [axe cocTaBneHHble
BMNJIOTHYIO CHUMKW NepeaalT He ABMXEHMe, a yepedy COCTOSHWIA, NPOPEeXeHHbIX
NyCTOTOW Kak KOMOHHbI B MOPTUKE.

Korpa MapuaHHa BonkoBa nbiTaeTca nNpeofoneTb  BPOXAEHHYIO
ONCKPETHOCTb GOTOUCKYCCTBA, Harnpumep, B CEPUM CHUMKOB Pa3MblLLUNAAOLErO
Bpoackoro, okasblBaeTcs, 4TO kaxpaas cnepywowaa dotorpadua nsobpaxaer
opyroe nuuo. Kak «kaapsbl OCTaHOBJ/IEHHOIro MyfAbTPUNbMA, CHUMKWK
DEMOHCTPUPYIOT MeXaHU3M, U3roTOBSKLWMA MOPLUMHBLL.  dymaowmnin Bpoackui
OOHOBPEMEHHO cocpenoToyeH U paccesH. OH cobpaH, kak BoKcep B TEMHOTE, He
3HawWmMn, oTkyaa xaatb yogapa. OH rotos, HO — HEM3BECTHO K Yemy. B ero nuue
— cTaTu4Has HanNnpsXeHHOCTb MOCTa, OT KOTOPOW ycTaeT aaxe metann. Kaxercs,
4YTO MbIC/Ib CTATMBAET KOXY W HanparaeT Mblllubl — rMMMHacTUKa nuua, CBOEro
poaa KynbTypuam, ¢ 60nblwnM, 4emM 0ObIYHO, OCHOBaHMEM WCMONb3YIOWNA CBOW
KopeHb. Cuas 3a ctonom, bpoackmin Noxox Ha Yenoseka xayuwiero. [Jaxe — He
BOOXHOBEHUA, a NpOCTO XAyuwero, noka npoxoaduwime CKBO3b HEero MrHOBEeHust
HamMoTalT AOCTATOYHbIA A9 CTUXOB CPOK.



Brodsky described the process of creation in the passive voice. The poet
doesn’t create the new- it is created in him. The poet is not a demiurge, but a
medium. He keeps watch on matter there where it gnaws through to the spirit.
Working with language located at the border between the finite and the infinite, the
poet helps the inanimate to converse with the animate.

To observe a person thinking is much like watching the grass grow. When
we liken ourselves to flora, nothing happens, but everything changes. In this way
we are closest to time, which, like thought, goes about its work unremarked and
unstoppable. This analogy is also echoed by the inevitable cigarette in photos of
Brodsky, whose length testifies to the passage of time no less than the grandfather
clock.

Brodsky's face goes through quantum changes. It alters in strong, sharp
stages. This is noticeable even in pictures separated by just three or four years.
First he stops looking like his caricatures, then-- like photographs of himself. If in
the earlier pictures the looks on his temples recalled a satyr's horns, than in the
late photos they remind us of a wreath. His balding revealed his forehead in such
a way that one can't help thinking of the epigraph he borrowed from Akhmatova--
"I didn't acquired a gray wreath for free.”" Toward the end of his life all that was
left of Brodsky's face, it seems, was the long-nosed, Dante-like profile fit for
minting.

Alexander Genis

TeopyecTBo Bpoackuin onucekiBan B NnaccuBHOM 3anore. [103T He penaer
HOBOro — OHO co3paeTca B HeM. [103T — He gemuypr, a meguym. OH CTOPOXUT
MaTtepuio Tam, r[ae OHa WCTOH4YaeTcs [0 ayxa. 3aHMManChb A3bIKOM,
pacnonoXeHHbIM Ha rpaHuue Mexzay KOHEe4YHbIM U BecKOHeYHbIM, MO3T nomMoraer
HeoayLleBneHHOMY 0BLaThCs C OAyLIEBNEHHbIM.

Cnegute 3a agymalolyMMm 4enoBEeKOM — BCE PaBHO, YTO CMOTPETh, Kak
pactert TpaBa. Korga mMbl ynogobnsemca ¢pnope, HUYEero He NPoOUCxXoamuT, HO BCEe
MeHsAeTCsa. Tak Mbl 6iuxe BCEro KO BPEMEHM, KOTOpOoe, Kak MbIC/b, paboraer
HE3aMeTHO U HeOCTaHOBUMMO. JTOW aHanorum BTOPUT U HeusbexHas Ha
¢doTorpaduax Bpoackoro curaperta, OMHA KOTOPO CBUAETENbCTBYET O XO4e
BPEMEHU HE XYyX€e XOJUNKOB.

lNepemeHbl B nuue Bpoackoro HOCHAT KBAHTOBLIA xapaktep. OHO MeHseTcs
yCTynamu, pesko W CUMbHO. 3TO 3aMEeTHO Adaxe MO CHUMKaM, pasaefieHHbIM
Tpemsi-4eTblipbMa rogamu. CHavana OH nepecTaeT NMoOXoAuTb Ha CBOW LLAPXWU,
notomMm — Ha ¢oTtorpadun. ECnm Ha paHHUX CHUMKAX 3aBUTOK Ha BUCKE
HanoMuHan O poXxkKax cartuvpa, TO Ha No3aHUuX — O BeHke. Jla v 3anbiCUHbI Tak
o6HaxaloT 7106, 4TO HEBOMILHO BCMOMUHAETCH B3ATasi UM B anurpad axmaTtoBckas
CTpoka — "cefon BeHeL, Joctanca MHe He gapom”. K KOHLY XU3HM OT nuua
Bpoackoro ocraercs, kaxeTcs, OOAUH YAOOHLIN ANS 4YekaHku npodunb, C
ONVHHBIM, Kak y [laHTe, HOCOM.

AnekcaHgp MeHuc
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Chairs occupy a privileged status in Brodsky's poetry. Perhaps this
is because these vertical objects with a back and legs remind us of
ourselves more than any other furniture does. Or perhaps because chairs
are the first to greet and the last to bid farewell to the poet when he reads
to an audience. In a full house they are modest and pass unnoticed, while
in an empty room chairs stare with alarming vacancy at the microphone. In
speaking with an audience, Brodsky seemed to remember their silent
presence.

People and object were neither a challenge nor an excuse, but a
given of the dialogue that Brodsky carried on with the audience. He
listened to the audience far more attentively than his gaze across the top of
heads showed. While reading, Brodsky sympathized with his audience, but

he didn't come to its aid. Rather the opposite. If he sensed mutual o
understanding, that "you like energetic poems with a short meter”, he §
would immediately turn to something long and complex, like "The Fly" or ©
"The Mollusk™. There was no sadism in this, he wasn't trying the g
audience's patience, but his own. "By choosing something that attracts <
others,” he wrote, "you reveal the vulgarity of the choice”. The resistance
of the milieu, especially since it consisted of enthusiastic supporters, <
confirmed that his path was untrodden.
DIALOGUE
ONANOI
Crynba o06napaloT NPUBUNETrMPOBAHHBLIM CTaTyCOM B M0O33UK

Bbpoackoro. BO3MOXHO NOTOMY, 4TO 3TWU BEPTUKa/IbHbIE BELLW CO CMUHOMN U S
HOoramu Gonblue OpPYroit MeBenn noxoxu Ha Hac. A MOXET NOTOMY, 4TO &
CTyNbSl NEpPBbiMMA BCTPEYAOT U NOCAEAHMMU NPOBOXAKT NO3Ta, Koraa OH Lc;
BbICTyrnaeT neped ny6nnkon. B nMonHOM 3ase OHU CKPOMHbI U HEe3aMeTHbl, I
3aT0 B MYCTOM — CTy/lbS TPEBOXHO rnagaT GenbmamMu B CTOPOHY I
MukpodoHa. Obwasce ¢ ayautopuen, bpoackuin 6yaro 6ol NOMHUA 1 06 &
nx 6e3MOoNBHOM MPUCYTCTBUMN. <

N Bewm n niogn 6binm He BbI3OBOM U HE NPEioroMm, a yCcroBMEM
TOro amanora, Kotopbin bpoackuin Ben ¢ 3anom. OH B HEro BCnywmBascs
C ropasgo 6GonblWKMM BHMMaHueM, YemM BbiaaBan B3rnag NoBepx ronos.
YuTtaqa, bpoackuin codyBCTBOBan aygutopum, HoO He nomoran en. Ckopee
Haob6opoT. Hauwynae B3aMmMonoHumaHune ("BamM HPaBUTCHA 3HEPruyHoe C
KOPOTKUM pa3MepoM”), HeMeaJIEHHO nepexoann K AIMHHOMY U CNOXHOMY,
Bpoae “"Myxu" wunmu "Monnwcka”". B 3Ttom He ©Obino cagu3ma, OH
UCNbIThIBANl HE TEprneHue cnywarenen, a cebs. "YxuTpmBwuChb BbiOpaTthb
HEeYTO npuBnekawlee Apyrux, — nucan OH, — Tbl BblAaellb TEM CaMbiM
BYNbrapHoOCTb BbiOoOpa”. ConpotuBneHue cpegpl, Tem Gonbliee, 4TO ee
COCTaBNSAIN BOCTOPXEHHbIE NOKNOHHUKW, NOATBEPXAANI0 HEXOXEHOCTb ero
nyTen.



Alexander Genis

Once Brodsky said that you spend most of your life learning not to
bow. The rest of the time, you have to understand, is spent in making use
of this science.

Brodsky stands out even in group photographs. Even in the thickest
crowd there's a distance between him and the rest. Alienation wrapped him
in a transparent, protective suit. Untouched by the human crowd, Brodsky
passed through the hall like an oiled needle in water. This spectacle had
something of the physics lesson in it. The force of repulsion increased with
the proximity of bodies.

Brodsky carried on private conversation, especially when it required a
long monologue, with a tension that cause his interlocutor to break into a
sweat. The lack of inertia-- the absence of anything taken for granted--
prevented the visitor from nodding in agreement and all the more so from
arguing, even when Brodsky said something wild. (At the beginning of
perestroika, for instance, he proposed retraining the KGB to protect
individuals from the government.) The lack of compromise characteristic of
Brodsky's poetry often resulted in unpredictable turns of thought. But
sometimes his conversational images were appealingly straightforward.
Explaining anthropomorphically his love for old airplanes, for example, he
stretched his arms out, thus resembling airplanes from old news reels.
Brodsky usually ran circles around his interlocutor, and then he would turn

AnekcaHap eHuc

OpHaxabl bpoackuin ckasan, YTo GOMbLLYIO 4aCTb XU3HU YHULLLCS He
crubartbcs. OcTaslieecs BpeMsi, Ha0 MOHMMAThb, YXOAUT Ha TO, YTOOLI
BOCMOJIb30BATLCA 3TON HAYKOM.

Haxe Ha MHoOronwaHbIXx CcHUMKax Bpoackoro Bcerma nerko
BblAeNUTb. B camoi rycToi Tonne mexay HMM 1 OCTasbHbIMW COXPaHSEeTCs
anctaHuus.  OTyyxaeHume obnekano ero npospavHbiM  ckadaHapom.
HecmaunBaemblii nioackum noTokoMm, Bpopackuit npoxogmn no 3any, Kak
nokpbITas mMacnomMm wurna no sBoge. B atom 3penuuie 6bIIO 4TO-TO U3
y4yebHuka $unankn. Kak y OgHOMOMIOCHLIX MarHUTOB, Cuna OTTaNKUBAHUS
yBenu4ueanacb ot conmxeHus Ten.

B u4actHyilo Oecepny, ocobeHHO ecnu oHa TpeboBana [OArOro
MOHONora, bpoackvin nNpuBHOCUN Takoe HamnpsxXeHue, 4YTo ero
cobecenHuka 6pocano B not. [Jebuuut uHepumm — OTCYTCTBME CaMO
cobor pasymeroLlerocs — Mewasn cobecesHuky noafgakmBaTb, TEM naye
Crnopute gaxe Torga, korga bpoackuii roBopun 4To-HUOYAb OMKOBUHHOE.
(B Ha4yane nepecTpoikv OH, Hanpumep, npeasaran NnepeopueHTUPoBaThb
KI'b Ha oxpaHy nnM4HOCTM OT rocyaapctBa.) CBONWCTBEHHAs NO33Un
bpoackoro 6eCcKOMNPOMUCCHOCTb B pasrosope OT3biBanachb
HernpeackalyemMbiM pa3BsopoToOM MbICAK. HO uHoraa B 6ecene nosiBASNUCH
HEeoCrnopumbie B CBOEM NPAMOAYWHOW HarnsgHoctu obpasbl.  Tak,
06bACHAS  aHTPONMOMOPGHOCTBLIO CBOK NI0GOBL K CTapOil aBUaLmn, OH



on a smile, accompanied by that interrogatory "yes" scattered throughout
all his interviews. He asked not for agreement, but understanding. The
smile, in which his eyes participated more than his lips, was rather like a
waiting point in the conversation, a kind of forced pause that allowed one to
catch up with him. Without demeaning the other person, the smile
delicately slowed the conversation. It was rather like braking on the yellow
light.

In describing friends, Brodsky rarely paraphrased conversations with
them. It seems that he didn't accord them importance. More important
than an exchange of repartees was the fact of presence, the temporary
closeness at one another point in space. Brodsky carries on a dialogue
with objects more often than with people. He took the silence of the
inanimate world as a metaphysical challenge. Listening to the dumbness of
things and nature, he sought a common language with them.

Literature for Brodsky is not a matter of contact and exchange, but a
lonely cognition that sooner or later leads the author into exile. Brodsky
said that the writer gradually comes to the conclusion that he is doomed to
live in hopeless isolation. He can be compared with a man in space. The
capsule is the writer's language. It is with that capsule rather than with the
reader that the author carries on his dialogue, while the rocket travels away
from Earth.

Alexander Genis

pasBoausl PyKU, CTAHOBSACb MOXOXWUM Ha camoneTbl U3 XPOoHUKU. Ho yvale
bpoackuin obroHan cobecepHuka Ha UEnbii Kpyr, U TOorga OH BKKOYan
ynbibKy, COMPOBOXAAEeMyld TeMW BOMPOCUTENbHBIMU "Aa?”, KOTOPbIMU
nepechbinaHbl BCe ero UHTepBbio. OH NPocun He CornacuTbeCsl, a MNOHSATH.
Ynbibka, B KOTOPOI y4acTBOBaNnM CKoOpee rnasa, 4em rybbl, moxoguna Ha
XAOYLWLYIO TOYKY B pPasroBOpe, MONYBbIHYXAEHHYIO nay3y, OaloLllylo ero
norHate. He yHuxaa cobecepHuka, ynbibka penukaTtHO 3amennsna
pa3roBop. Tak TOPMO3AT Ha XENThI CBET.

OnucbiBas 6an3kux niogein, bpoackuii peako nepeckasbiBan tecenpbl
C HuMmn. T[loxoxe, OH U He npugaBan UM 3Ha4YeHusd. BaxHee obmeHa
pennukamu OblNO0 camMO NMPUCYTCTBUE, BPEMEHHOEe COCEeACTBO B TOW WUIu
MHOM TOYKe NpocTpaHcTBa. Yaule, 4em c moabmu, Bpoackuii BeaeT auanor
Cc sewamu. MonyaHue HeoayleBneHHOro Mupa Bpoackuii noHumMan kak
MeTapusnyeckun Bbi3oB. BcnywimBascb B HEMOTY BeELUEn U Nnpupoabl, OH
nckan ¢ HUMKM obLWnin A3bIK.

Jlutepatypa gna bpoackoro — He obLieHue, a oAUMHOKOE NMo3HaHue,
paHO unu nNOo34HO MpuBOAsLLEeEe aBTopa B MU3rHaHue. NMocTeneHHo
nucarenb, rosopun Bpoackun, NPUXoAnT K BbIBOAY, YTO OH OBpeyeH XuTtb
B 6e3HagexHon wu3onaumm. Ero MOXHO CpaBHUTbL C  4YeslOBEKOM,
3anyuieHHbiM B KocMmoc. Kancyna — 370 a3biK nucatens. MMeHHO C HUuM,
a He C yuiTaTtenem, aBTop BeAeT Ananor, noka pakerta yaansaeTca oT 3emMnu.

AnekcaHap eHuc
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Brodsky's rare appearances before a Russian-speaking audience might
best be called concerts. But first the word 'concert’ must be returned its original
meaning, i.e. musical contrast, a deliberate confrontation of two parts, a friendly
duel, in the course of which the antagonism of the orchestra and the solo
instrument are transformed and they become poles of a single harmony.

In Brodsky's concerts letters and sounds played this role. Together with a
third-- the poet himself-- they comprised a triangle of overwhelming drama, in
which the key contradictions of poetry were resolved.

For the listener, the reading aloud of the text was sometimes torment, for
Brodsky's speech generally ran ahead of meaning. Powerless to help the
audience, Brodsky remained alone with his verses, which he read as if for their
own sake. In speaking the lines, he in effect set them loose. The sounds were
returned what the ink had taken from them-- life.

Brodsky was very stern about one of the two conditions of his profession.
Finding writing poorly adapted for conveying speech, he definitely gave preference
to sound. Only poetry is capable of conveying the human voice, for that matter,
only classical poetry, Brodsky would always say, with the insistence of a heart
patient who appreciates correctly cadenced meter.

RUSSIAN HOUSE, NEW YORK,

APRIL 21,1992

Alexander Genis

“PYCCKNWN OOM”, HbO NOPK,

21 ATIPEJ14 1992 TOOA

Pepkue sbicTynneHus Bpoackoro nepeg COOTEYECTBEHHMKAMM nyulle
Ha3BaTb KOHLUepTamu. Ho npexae Hago BEPHYTb 3TOMY C/IOBY €ro 3TUMOJOruio,
OTCbINAOLLYID K My3blKalbHOMY KOHTPacCTy, K HaurpaHHOMY NPOTUBOPEYUIO ABYX
napTuin, K AOPYXEeCTBEHHOMY MOeAWHKY, B MNPOLECCEe KOTOPOro aHTaroHu3m
opkecTpa 1 cono obopaymBaeTcs NnontwcamMm 0QHOM rapMoHUN.

B koHuepte bpoackoro Takon napon Obinm 3BykM U OykBbl. Bkyne c
TPETbMM — CcaMuM MNO3TOM — OHU COCTaBNSNN TPEYrofibHUK OLENoOMNKoLEn
Apambl, B KOTOPOW paspeLlanoch KI4YeBOe NpoTUBOPEYnE nossun.

Ana cnywartens 03By4MBaHWe TekcTa ObiBano My4uTenbHbiM, UBO pedb
bpoackoro 3aBepomo 06roHsna cmbicn.  BeccunbHbIA MOMO4YbL AyauTOPUN,
bpopackuin octaBancs HaeanHe CO CBOMMU CTUXaMU, KOTOPbLIE OH YuTan Kak Obl Ans
HUX cammx. [1pomM3HOCH CTPOYKM BCNyX, OH BbINyCKan WX Ha BOMO. 3Bykam
BO3BPALLANIOCh TO, YTO Y HUX OTHS/IN YEPHUNA: XU3Hb.

bpoackui Becbma cypoBO 06Xx0AMNCA C OAHUM M3 ABYX YCNOBWUIA CBOEM
npogeccun. Haxoas NMMCbMEHHOCTb ManonpucrnocobneHHon Ana nepenaqdn peyu,
OH pelwnTensHO oTAaasan npeanodyTeHue 3Byky. [lepenartb YenoBeYecKuid ronoc
cnocobHa TONMbKO MNO33Ms, MpU4eM — Knaccuyeckas, Bcerga orosapusan

Anekcarnap eHuc




Alexander Genis

If poetry, as he wrote, is equally intelligible to the Neanderthal and the
university professor, then it is only the oral nature of poems that makes this
miracle possible. Even when the poet appeals to the "empty heavens,” the very
acoustic nature of poetry gives him hope for an answer.

Echo is the first poet. Echo is not an exact, but a distorted reflection. It
doesn’t repeat, but changes sound-- removes length, lowers the tone, recurring,
it gives birth to meter, "cubing everything that breaks from the lips,” selecting
rhymes. Only rhyme, Brodsky asserted, is in fact capable of saving poetry. In
rhyme he saw the most intimate evidence of the poet, the unconscious and
therefore genuine trace of the author's personality.

Rhyming ends are an equal sign stretched between the rhymed words. For
this reason, Brodsky reminded us, Dante never rhymed ordinary words with the
names of the Christian saints. Rhyme is a form of metamorphosis. It shows no
less than Ovid, that "one thing-- is another.” Under the endless masks of outward
differences, rhyme reveals the initial commonalty sound.

In the natural philosophy of poetry sound plays the role of water. Both of
these elements possess the ability to complete a full circle-- and not lose what
makes them unique while undergoing transformation.

If sound is the water of poetry, then by speaking to the sky the poet once
again returns borrowed material. Reading poems brings use close to prayer, to
shamanic spells, to charms, public meditation, during which the poet's inner voice

AnekcaHap NeHnc

Bpoackui c HaCTON4YMNBOCTbLIO cepoevyHuka, LeHdawero npasuNbHYIO
pasmMepeHHOoCTb puTMa.

Ecnn noa3us, kak nucan OH, OOUHAKOBO ONM3ka TpoOrnoauty w
YHUBEPCUTETCKOMY nNpodeccopy, TO UMEHHO YCTHas npupoga CTUXOB genaet 3To
4yao BO3MOXHbIM. [axe korpa noaT obpawaercsa B "nycTtole Hebeca"”, cama
aKycTuyeckas npumpoga ctmxa gaet emy Hagexzay Ha OTBeT.

OX0 — MepBbIK NO3T. OXO0 — HE TOYHOE, a UCKaXeHHoe oTpaxeHune. OHO He
NOBTOPSAET, a MeHsieT 3BYyK — ybupaerT ONWHHOTLI, CHUXaeT TOH, MOBTOPSAACH,
poxpaeTr MeTp, BO3BOAA "B KyD BCe, 4TO copBeTcsa ¢ ryd"”, nogdbupaer pudmy.
Tonbko nocnegHsasa, Kak yreepxaan bpoackuin, n cnocobHa cnactu noasuvio. B
pudme OH BUOEeNn camoe UHTUMHOE CBUAOETENbCTBO O NO3Te, HEenoAOeNbHbIA —
OTTOro, 4To 6€CcCco3HaTesNbHbIA — OTNe4YaTok aBTOPCKON NINYHOCTU.

KoHe4yHble CO3By4uMss — 3HaK pPaBEeHCTBa, NPOTAHYBLUMACA MexXay BCEeM
pudmylowmmcsa. [oatomy [laHTe, HanoMuHan bpoackuin, HUKorga He pudmosan
C HU3KMMK CNOBaMU MMEHA XPUCTUAHCKUX CBATLIX. Pudpma — metamopdosa. He
xyxe OBmansi oHa nokasblBaeT, 4TO "04HO — 3710 apyroe”. [lon 6ecKoHe4HbIMU
Mackamun BHELIHUX pasnmyinii pudma 0bHapyxmBaeT NCXO4HYI0 0BLHOCTL — 3BYK.

B HaTypdunocodum noasnm 3BykK UrpaeT posb BoAbl. W Ta n apyraa ctuxms
obnapgatoT cnoCcOBHOCTLIO COBEpLUAaTb KPYroBOPOT — npeTepnesas NnpeBpaLLeHuns,
He TepsaTb TOro, 4TO genaer ee cCoboN.

Ecnu 3Byk — BOAa noasuu, To obpawlascb K Heby, NO3T BHOBb MyCKaeT B



resonates with speech, for that matter-- with native speech. Even for Americans
Brodsky always read poems in Russian. Foreign words, he said, are another set
of synonyms.

Sounds are a different story, however. Brodsky's pose while reading was
marked by the same spareness as his manner of speech. Marianna's pho-
tographs, compensating for their silence, do a marvelous job of conveying the
static nature of this spectacle. The poet standing at the microphone recalls a
column of some invisible cathedral of sound that by rooting itself in the ground has
been made visible. He also looks like a caryatid, or Atlantis bowing under the
weight of that "thing of the language” which is called air in Brodsky's poems.

The grayish "color of time,” the atmosphere comprised of stuffiness and
smoke-- the ashes from a pile of butts, like Vereshchagin's painting of a pile of
skulls, The Apotheosis of War: from picture to picture the air seems to thicken with
dissolved sounds. The passing hours are revealed in the poet's disheveled
clothes: the jacket disappears, the ltalian label of the tie shows, on the left side,
over the heart the dark stain of sweat spreads across the shirt. The switch to
close up narrows the perspective, but brings things into focus: the column
becomes a bust, the pose a grimace. As in a speeded-up film, Brodsky,
demonstrating the transmutation of material into sound, grows old before the
camera.

Alexander Genis

060pOT B3ATbIA Ha NpokaT martepuan. YTeHue CTUXOB CONMXaeTcs C MONUTBOWN,
LWaMaHCKUM 3akKinHaHuem, 3aroBopoM, nybnu4yHon mepuTauuen, BO BpemA
KOTOPOW BHYTPEHHWI rOf0C No3Ta Pe30HWPYeT C peyblo, Npu4emM — pPOLAHON.
Haxe pana amepukaHueB bpoackuii obssatenbHo 4YuTan CTUXM U MO-PYCCKW.
MNHOCTpaHHbIe cnosa, roBOPWUS OH, BCEro N1llb APYron Habop CUHOHUMOB.

C 3Bykamu, BuauMmMo, geno obctout nHave. [losa yutawowero Bpoackoro
OTNINYaETCH TOW Xe CKYynocTbio, 4TOo M ero aukumsa. Potorpadmm MapuaHHsbl,
KOMMEHCUPYss HEeMOTY, NpPeKpacHO nepefalwT CTaTU4HOCTbL 3TOro 3penuuia.
Croawmin y mukpodoHa nNoaT HanOMUHAeT BPOCLUYIO B 3EMJIIO U MOTOMY CTaBLUYO
BWAMMOW KONOHHY He3pumoro cobopa 3Byka. [MOXOX OH M Ha Kapuartuay, To4Hee
— artnaHTa, CropomBLLErocsa Noa, TAXEeCTbIo TOM "Bewm a3bika”, KOTOPON B CTUXax
Bponckoro HassaH BO3AyX.

CepogaTtas, "uBeTa BpeMeHn”, atmocdepa cocTaBsieHa U3 AyxoTbl 1 AbiMa
— nenenbHUUA C ropol OKYPKOB, Kak BepewlaruHckuii "Anodeos BOMHbI". OT
CHUMKaA K CHWUMKY BO3ayx ©Oyato crywaetcsa OT pacCTBOPEHHbIX 3BYKOB.
OTpaboTaHHble 4acbl OT3blBalOTCA OecrnopsgkoM B oAexae: ucyesaeT nuaxak,
UTaNbSHCKMM SPJIbIKOM 3a4npaeTcs rancTyk, cnesa, Hag cepauemM pacnnbiBaeTcs
TEMHOE NATHO Ha copoudke. [lepexon K KPpyrnHOMY rjiaHy cyxaeTt nepcnektusy, HO
HaBOAUT Ha PE3KOCTb: KONOHHA nMpeBpallaeTcsa B 610CT, no3a — B rpumacy. Kak B
yObICTPEHHOM KUHO, Bpoackuin, AeMOHCTPUPYA TPaHCMyTauuilo mMatepun B 3BYK,
cTapeeT nepeg kKamMepomn.

AnekcaHap eHuc
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Brodsky was born ten years later than the youngest of Nobel Laureates--
Octavio Paz, Czeslaw Milosz and Derek Walcott-- in a group portrait taken by
Marianna during a reading in a New York cathedral.

Age distinguishes him among Russian poets as well. He outlived Pushkin by
17 years, Lermontov by 28, Mandelshtam by 8, Tsvetaeva by 6. If we could add
the difference to the classics, we could, as Bitov dreams, see a photograph of
Pushkin, read what Lermontov would have had to say about Dostoevsky, Man-
delshtam about prison camps, Tsvetaeva about old age.

Brodsky was lucky to have been where they never were. Appreciating the
difference accumulated with years, he proposed printing the author's age at the
time of writing in large letters on the cover of the books-- so people would know in
advance if they had anything to learn from the writer. Much as he demanded
precision in others’ age, however, he confused his own. To judge by the poems,
Brodsky didn't end life with old age, but began with it. The poet Sergei
Gandlevsky once said that Pushkin deprived Russian poetry of the lessons of old
age. Brodsky hurried to fill this gap. "As instant old man,” to use Pushkin's
enigmatic phrase, at age 24 he had already written: "I'm an old man, not a
philosopher.”

A gradual movement devoid of dislocation, old age tempts us with a stoic

Alexander Genis

THE LAST YEARS

MOCJIEOHVE oAbl

Or opyrux HoBGenesckux naypeatoB — Okrtasuo lMaca, Yecnasa Munowa u
Oepeka Yonkota, nonasBwmx Ha OOWMA CHUMOK MapwaHHbl BO Bpems
BbICTyreHns B Hbio-Mopkckom kadenpanbHoM cobope, bpoackuii oTnuyaetcsa
Bo3pacTtoM. OH poaMncsa Ha OeCsaTb NeT NOo3Xe CaMmoro Monoa0ro U3 HUX.

BospacTt Bbiaenun 6bl ero n cpegu pycckux noatoB. OH Ha 17 net
nepexwun [lywkuHa, Ha 28 — JlepMmoHTOBa, Ha 8 — MaHaenbwtama, Ha 6 —
LpetaeBy. Ecnu 6bl Knaccukun npoxunu Aonsiwie, Mbl MOrnu Obl, Kak medtaer
butos, B3rnaHyTb Ha GOTO lMylwKnHa, NPOYECTb, YTO Hanucan Obl JIEpMOHTOB O
Hdocroesckom, MaHgenblwiTam 0 narepsx, Lisetaesa o ctapoctu.

bpoackomy noBesno OblTe TaM, roe He Obinm oHu.  LleHs pasHuuy,
HaKOMNMIEHHYIO rogamMm, OH — YToObl 3apaHee 3HaTb, €CTb NI aBTOPY YeMy Hay4uUTb
yutatensa, — npepnaran KpynHo nedatare Ha O0ONOXKE CKONbKO neTt 6bi10o
nucartenio, Korga OH Hanucan kKHury. OpHako Tpebys TOYHOCTW B BO3pacTe
Apyrux, OH nyrtanca co ceoum. Ecnm cyauTtb no ctuxam, Bpoackuin CTapocTbio He
KOHYUN, a Hayan Xu3Hb. (10317 Ceprenn lMaHgnesckwuii ckasan, 4to [lywkuH
obpenun pycckylo Noasuio ypokoM CTapocTu. bBpoackuii Toponunca 3anonHuTb
aT10T Npoben. "MrHoBeHHbIn cTapuk”, No 3arafgo4HoOMy BhipaxeHuio MyLiKuHa, OH
yXxe B 24 roga nucan: "9 ctapblil 4enosek, a He dunocod”.

Bkpagunsoe pBuxeHne 6e3 nepemewleHns, CcTapocTe cobnasHaer
cTonyecknm 6espasnuumeM K BHellHemMy Mupy. Yem abconioTHee nokKown, Tem
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indifference to the external world. The more absolute the peace, the louder-- but
not faster!-- the clocks work in us tick. Age is the voice of nature imprisoned
inside us. Listening carefully to its inarticulate whisper, the poet learns to come to
peace and merge with time, which both does and does not resemble age. Age is
by no means endless and this is one of its charms. It sets a limit for change,
presenting man in a completed form. The age of Isaiah Berlin's face, Brodsky
wrote, ‘inspired calm, because the finality of the features excluded any sham.”

With age-- and here it again merges with time-- there is nothing to add, as,
for that matter, there is nothing to subtract. Brodsky enjoys the nobility of this
arithmetic. Describing an evening with an old Englishman-- the poet Steven
Spender-- he calls him an allegory of winter, "visiting the other seasons.”

In this picture there is more ethics than esthetics. For Brodsky winter is
moral. It is an invariable of nature, the skeleton of the year, those bare bones
which in Eliot's "The Wasteland” were dried out by heat, but in Brodsky by frost.
"The North is an honest thing,” he writes in one place, "and winter,” he writes in
another, "is the only genuine season of the year."”

The cold for Brodsky-- is the sign and the spirit of non-being, in view of
which winter wins us over with its absence of hypocrisy. The spareness of its
blacks and whites is more honest than spring's palette. "Here is Rhodes! Jump
Here!" said winter, proposing that we experience life at the edge of its disappear-
ance.

In winter, when the world is laid bare by the frost as if by old age, and has

AnekcaHgp NeHuc

rpomye — HO He BbicTpee! — TUKaeT B HAC YCTPOMCTBO C YACOBbIM MexXaHWU3MOM.
CrapocTb — ronoc npupoabl, 3akNloYeHHbId BHYTPU Hac. BcenywwmBasch B ee
HeuyneHopasaenbHbI LWenoT, NO3T YYUTCH NPUMUPATLECS N CIIMBATLCA C MOXOXUM,
HO N OTNINYHBIM OT Hee BpemeHeM. CTapocTb Bedb OTHIOAb He DeckoHevyHa, U B
atom ee npenectb. OHa ycTaHaBnuBaeT npenen U3MeHeHwsM, npeacTasBnss
yenoseka B MakCumasibHO 3aBeplleHHomM Buge. CrapocTb ero nuua, nuwer
Bpoackuin 06 Wcaiie BepnuHe, "BHywana CrnokOWCTBME, MOCKOJbKY cama
OKOHYaTeNIbHOCTb YePT UCKJoYana BCIKoe NMpUTBOPCTBO".

K crtapoctTh — ©” TyT OHa ONATb CXOOUTCA CO BPEMEHEeM — Heyero
npubaBuTb, Kak, BMPOYEM, He4Yero y Hee U OTHATb. bpoackuin nobyertcs
GnaropogcTeoM aTton apudmeTukn. OnucbiBasi 3acCTONbe C APYrUM aHMIUACKUM
ctapukoMm — noatom CrtuBeHom CneHpoepoM, OH HasblBaeT ero "anneropuen
3UMBbI, MpULWLEALEn B rOCTU K APYruM BpemeHam roga”.

B atoin kapTuHke aTtmkm Bonble, yem acteTuku. Ons Bpoackoro 3uma
MopanbHa. OHa — VHBapuWaHT NPUPOAbI, CKEeNeT roga, Te rofibie KOCTU, KOTopbie
B "becnnogHon 3emne” 3nmoTta BeiCyLU 3HOMW, a y bpoackoro — mopos. "Cesep
— 4ecTHasa Bewb”, — roBOPUT OH B OOAHOM MecTe, — U 3uma, NPOLOIKAET B
Apyrom, — "eAMHCTBEHHOEe No4/IMHHOE BpeMsa roaa”.

Mopo3 y Bpoackoro — npusHak n npuspak HebbiTus, B BUAY KOTOPOro
3uma nogkynaer oTcyTtcTBuem nuuemepus. CKynocTb ee 4epHo-6enoit rammel
yecTHee BeceHHeW nanuTpbl. "3aeck Popoc! 3pech npbiran!” — roBoput 3mma,
npepnaraa Ham UCMNbITbIBaTb XW3Hb Y Npenena ee NCYe3HOBEHUS.

3UMON, KOrga OroJeHHOMY MOPO30M, Kak CTapoOCTbid, MUPY HEYem



nowhere to hide, poems appear which are written not "for the burning news of the
day" but for the "horror of the day.” That's how Brodsky spoke of poets he liked.
First of all-- about the wintry-named Robert Frost, in whom the burning issues are
the everyday. So should it be explains Brodsky, in genuine poetry, where the norm
is what's horrible, and not the exception.

The inescapability of horror-- like winter's monochrome, like time's
monotony, like the permanence of old age-- is not a flaw in the world, but a
characteristic that we come to resemble with the years.

In his presentation in the New York cathedral, Brodsky read "Cape Cod
Lullaby,™ first in English, then in Russian. By analogy with Tsvetaeva's "Poem of
the Mountain,” it could be called "Poem of the Corner.” Brodsky wrote it on the
Cape, which is the easternmost point, and therefore looks into a corner. The
author was brought there by the diminishing rays of two empires and two
hemispheres. Coming together, they form a dead end: "The locality where | find
myself is the peak of a sort of mountain. Further on-- there's air, Chronos.”

At this point space, exhausted, meets with time, and itself becomes a cape
or promontory "man is the end of himself and just out into Time."

Age makes the corner sharper-- and the cape just out still farther into
places where we are not. It was straight into this future that Brodsky read his
"Lullaby” from the pulpit of New York's St. John the Divine cathedral, forbidding
himself-- as the gods forbade Orpheus-- to look back.

Alexander Genis

NPUKPLITLCA, NOSIBNAIOTCA CTUXM He "Ha 3noby AHA, a Ha yxac pgHa". Tak
Bpoackuii roBopun O HpaBMBLUMXCS €My noatax. B nepByw ovyepeob — O
HocuBLlIEeM 3umHee umsa PpocTe, y KoToporo 310600HeBHOE — NOBCEOHEBHO. Tak
1 DOMKHO ObITh, 0OBbACHAET Bpoackuii, B NOAIMHHOW NO33uKn, rae yxacHa Hopma,
a He UCKIIYEHMe.

HensbbIBHOCTL yXaca — Kak MOHOXPOMHOCTb 3WMbl, K&K MOHOTOHHOCTb
BPEMEHW, KaK MOCTOAHCTBO CTAPOCTU — HE WU3bsiH, @ CBONCTBO MUPa, KOTOPOMY
Mbl ynogobnsemcs ¢ rogamu.

BoicTynas B HobBeneBckOM kBapTeTe, bpoackuini crnepsa NO-aHrINNCKU,
notoM no-pycckn yutan "KonbibenbHyio TpeckoBoro meica™. [1o aHanoruu c
usetaesckon "lMoamoi ropbl” ee MOXHO Obiio Obl HasBaTb "lMoamon yrna”.
Bpoackuii u Hanucan-To ee Ha Mbice, Aafblue BCero BOalWemMcsi B BOCTOK, TO
€CTb — B yriy. ABTOpa CloAa NpUBENU CyXaloLWMecs nyydu AByX UMMepun u OByx
nonywapuin. Cxonacb, OHU 0Opas3yloT Tynuk: "MeCcTHOCTb, r4e 1 Hax0XyCb, eCTb
nuK Kak 6bl ropbl. [anbwe — Bo34yx, XpoHoc".

B o101 TOYKEe ncyepnasee cedbsa NpoCTPaHCTBO BCTPEYAETCH C BPEMEHEM,
4TO0ObLI CAMOMY CTaTb MbICOM — "YEesIOBEeK eCTb KOHeL, caMoro ceds u BgaeTcs BO
Bpema”.

CrapocTb genaer yron Bce octpee — U MblC BCe fasnbllue BaaeTcs Tyaa, rae
Hac HeT. B aTo 6yayuwlee, 3anpewjasa cebe, kak 6orm — Opdeio, obopaymBaTbCs,
BrnsasiBanca bBpoackuia, yutas cBoto "KonbibeneHyio" ¢ kadenpbl HblO-MOPKCKOro
cobopa Ceatoro MoaHHa.

AnekcaHgp NeHuc
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"The appetite for metaphysics which distinguishes a work of
art from mere belles lettres,” Brodsky wrote in his last collection of
essays, most of which are devoted to the relationship between the
animate and the inanimate-- in other words, between man and
death. In death he saw an instrument of knowledge. For that reason
in poems-- his own and others'-- he was interested in geography
and history beyond the grave. Knowing the language of the infinite,
poetry tells us not so much about eternal life as is about eternal
death. Brodsky, a poet of non-being, saw in it an ally who yearned
to be heard no less than we yearn to hear. Love of symmetry, if not
a feeling for morality, forced Brodsky to respect the parity of life and
death, which together comprise the universe. Chronos, that guaran-
tor of cosmic justice, keeps an eye on their equality. Trust in this
great synchronizer proved justified by a coincidence connected to
Brodsky's own death.

The date of the memorial evening held in the same New York
cathedral where Brodsky read "Cape Cod Lullaby" was chosen

Alexander Genis

FAREWELLS

NMPOBOALI

"Bkyc k mMetadusuke oTAvHaeT  nuTepaTtypy  OT
Gennetpuctukn”, — Hanucan bpoackuii B nocnegHem cOOpHUKE
acce, Bonbwasg YacTb KOTOPOro MOCBSAUEHA B3aVUMOOTHOLLEHWIO
O4yweBNeHHOro ¢ HeoayweBNeHHbIM, ApyrmMm cnoBamm —
4yesioBeka CO CMepTbio. B Heln OH BMAEN MHCTPYMEHT MO3HaHWUS.
MoatoMy B CTMxax — M CBOMX, U 4YyXUX — €ro uHTepecosana
3arpobHas wucrtopua u reorpadus. OBnapesass A3bIKOM
6eCKOHEeYHOro, NO33usi PacckasbiBae€T HaM HE TOMbKO N Oaxe He
CTONbKO O BEYHOWM XU3HU, CKOJIbKO O BEYHOM cmepTu. bpoackuii,
NO3T HeObbITUSA, BUAEN B HEM COK03HWKA, Xaxayulero ObiTb
YyC/bllWA@HHBIM  HE MeHblUe, 4YeM Mbl YCNbIWAaTh. Jlio6oBb Kk
CMMMETPUU, €eClIn He HPaBCTBEHHOE 4YyBCTBO, 3acTasngana
Bpoackoro yBaxaTtb nNaputeT XW3HM CO CMEpTbio, COBMECTHO
COCTaBNAOLWMX BCENEHHYI0. 3a PaBEeHCTBOM UX CUT CNeOUT rapaHT
KoCMuU4yeckon cnpaseniMBoCcTM — XpoHoc. JloBepue K 3TOMY
BE/IMKOMY CUHXPOHWU3aTOpy onpasgana o[aHa Cny4aimHOCTb,
CBA3aHHas C KOHYMHOW camoro bpopackoro.

aTta noMuHanbHOro Be4vepa, COCTOABLUErocs B TOM CamMOM
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without design-- it was simply that before March 8 the cathedral was
reserved for other functions. Only subsequently did everyone realize
that this particular Friday was in fact the 40th day after his death.

In ancient Russian Orthodox tradition, the order of remem-
brance of the dead says that on the third day the deceased’s face
becomes unrecognizable, on the ninth "the whole building of the
body is destroyed, except for the heart,” and on the fortieth, the
heart itself disappears. During this period feasts are supposed to be
given for the dead. But what can you offer to those, of whom only
the soul remains? Brodsky had an answer to this question. In the
"Lithuanian Nocturne™ he wrote that "only sound is capable of
separating from the body."

And indeed, the cathedral of St. John the Divine was filled with
sounds during the memorial evening: Brodsky's favorite composers--
Purcell, Haydn, Mozart. Even more often the poems of his favorite
poets sounded: Auden, Akhmatova, Frost, Tsvetaeva. Above it all
there was a resonant echo, which made it seemed that the gothic
cathedral itself was taking part in the evening. Accustomed to the
dense speech of prayer, the cathedral skillfully repeated the psalm:
"Gather not my soul with sinners, nor my life with bloody men.” The

AnekcaHap eHuc

HblO-MOPKCKOM cobope, roe bpoackumin yutan "KonbibenbHyio
TpeckoBoro mbica”, 6bina BbiOpaHa 6e3 ymbicna — npocTto Ao 8
mapTta cobop Obin 3aHAT. TONBKO MOTOM MNOACHUTANN, YTO UMEHHO K
aTon naTHUUe npowno 40 gHen co OHA ero CMepTy.

B OpeBHMX PyCCKMX CUHOAMKAX TPaguUMOHHBLIA pacrnopsaok
NOMMHOBEHUSA OOBLACHSAIOT TEM, YTO Ha TPETUI AEHb MU0 YMEpPLLEero
CTAaHOBUTCS HEy3HaBaeMblM, Ha AOEBATbIN — "paspyllaeTca Bce
3paHne Tena, Kpome cepaua’, Ha COPOKOBOM — ncHYesaeT u oHo. B
9TU OHW YCOMWMUM nonaranocb ycTpamBaTb NMpbl. HO 4emM MOXHO
yrouiatb Tex, OT KOro ocranacb oaHa aywa? Bpoackui 6bii rotoB K
aTomy Bonpocy. B csoem "lamaTHuke” — "JIMTOBCKOM HOKTIOpHE"
— OH nucan "ToNnbKO 3BYK OTAENATLCA cnocobeH ot Ten”.

N penctButensHo, B noOMuUHanbHbil Beyep cobop CeaATtoro
MoaHHa 3anonHsanu 3Byku. WHoOrga oHM okasbiBalMCb MY3bIKON —
nobumblie komno3utopbl bpopackoro: lMepcenn, ManpH, Mouapr,
yawe — ctuxamun: OpeH, Axvarosa, ®PpocT, LiBetaeBa, n Bcerga —
ryJikKUM 3XOM, M3-3a KOTOPOro KasanoCb, YTO B MPOUCXOASALLEM
npuHUMana yd4actme cama rotumyeckas apxutekrtypa. [puBbIKWNWA K
CryLEeHHOWM peyn MonuTe, cobop ymeno BTopun ncanmy: "He norybum
Oyl MOEW C rpelHnKaMm u XU3HU MOEW C KpPOBOXaaHbiMu™.



high style of the psalmist did not contradict Brodsky's poems, written
"with an appetite for metaphysics”. They were read by some of the
best poets in the world. Nobel Laureates Czeslaw Milosz, Derek
Walcott and Seamus Heaney made their way to the high, church
pulpit to read English translations of Brodsky. Brodsky's old friends
read in Russian-- Evgenii Rein, Vladimir Ufliand, Anatolii Naiman,
Tomas Venclova, Viktor Golyshev, Yakov Gordin, Lev Loseff. Profes-
sionals, their lips saored every sound. They were also professionals
in that they have been reading Brodsky for the greater part of their
lives.

After the poems and the music, candles were handed out by
Brodsky's students. Their light dispersed the gloom, but not the
cold of the huge cathedral. Contrary to the calendar, it was as cold
in New York, as it had been forty days earlier. In this stern winter air
a Brodsky's voice sounded on tape: "But soon, as they say, I'll
remove my epaulettes, and become just another star..."”

The voice, not the heart, was the last to leave the poet's body.
After poems, the cathedral was filled by the silence that rhymed with
them.

Alexander Genis

BbicOkOMY CTUAIO ncanmoneBua He MNPOTUBOPEYUNIN HamnMUCaHHbIEe
"co BKycOoM Kk MeTtadpusuke" ctuxu bBpopackoro. Nx uutanu
BO3MOXHO Jy4ylive B MUpe Mo3Thl. Ha BbICOKYD LEPKOBHYIO
Kadenpy B36Mpanucb, 4YTOOLI MPOYECTb aHrMUIACKUE MnepeBoabl
Bpoackoro, Hobenesckue naypeatbl - YecnaB Mwnow, [Odepek
Yonkot, Wumyc XuHu. To-pycckm Bpoackoro yutanu crapble
apy3bs — EsreHnn PeiiH, Bnaonmup Yodnana, AHatonun Hanma,
Tomac Benunosa, Buktop lonbiweB, HAkoB lopauvH, JleB Jloces.
lNpodeccunoHanbl, OHW He TOPOMSCh OLUYMbIBANU rydbamMn KaxObl
3Byk. [lpodeccmoHanamm OHW Obin ewe 1 NOTOMY, YTO YuTanm
Bpoackoro 60nbLUYyO YacTb CBOEN XUSHWN.

[Mocne cTMxOoB M My3bikM B cobope 3axrnm posgaHHble
cTyaeHtammn bpopackoro ceedn. Wx OroHb pasorHan Mpak, HO He
xonopn. Bonpeku kaneHpapio, B Hblo-Mlopke 6bl0 Tak Xe X0NoaHo,
Kak U 3a COpOK AgHen A0 3T1oro. B 3TOM no-3ammHemy cTporom
BO34yxe paspasncd 3anucaHHbl Ha nneHKy ronoc Bpopckoro: "Ho
CKOpPO, KakK roBOpPAT, § CHUMY MOMOHbl U CTaHy NPOCTO OOHOM
3Be3gomn..."

He cepaue, a ronoc nocnegHum nokuaan teno noata. [locne
CTUXOB B COBOpe ocTanacb pudmyowascs ¢ HAMU TULLUHA.
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Sergei Dovlatov, the late great Russian writer, once complained
to me that he could never take a decent photograph of Brodsky,
though he had tried many times. Each time Brodsky would start to
wave him away or make faces-- and that would be the end of it. In the
Russian community in New York we were constantly discussing
Joseph: what new poem he'd written, what he'd said, etc. It was
interesting to talk to Dovlatov about Brodsky, because he new him
well and understood him. You wouldn't hear from him the usual
banalities about how Joseph was so nice, simple and accessible.
Whenever | heard something like that | knew immediately: either the

person was lying, or they'’d met Brodsky once, at most twice. 3
Because in fact, dealing with Joseph was extremely difficult. 3
It was all the more difficult to photograph him. Joseph felt quite =
ambivalent about photographs of himself. Sometimes he would g
examine them attentively, muttering "We all have a bit of Narcissus in .8
us...” Another time he would declare that he was "sick and tired of S

looking at my own mug.” (Both are exact quotations.) As | see it,
MY BRODSKY

MOW BPOACKNI

Cepexa [loBNaToB Kak-TO XanoBajcsi MHE, 4TO eMmy Hwu pasy He
yoanocb caenatb NpUn4YHbii GOTOCHUMOK Bpoackoro, xoTa nbiTancsa OH
HEeO4HOKPaTHO. Besikui  pa3  bpoackuii  HaumHan — oTMaxmuBartbes,
rpMMacHu4aTb — U CbeMKa cpbiBanacb. B pycckoin obuwmHe Hbio-Nopka
Mbl BCE€ TONILKO W Aenann, 4to obcyxaganm WMocuda: 4To OH HOBOro
Hanucan, ckadan v 7.4. C [loBnatoBbiM TpenaTtbcss 0 Bpoackom Obino
MHTEPEeCHO, NOTOMY 4YTO OH €ro Xopowo 3Han v noHuman. OT Hero Thbl He
ycnbiwan Obl BeCbMa pacxoxel nownoctu o TOM, Kakoin Mocud
YOVUBUTENBHO MWbIA, NPOCTOM U AOCTYNHbIA. $, KOrma Takoe OT KOro-
HUOyOb Chblliana, cpa3y MoHWMana:. WM 4YenoBeK 3TOT BpeT, WU Xe
BuAOenca ¢ bpoackum pas, makcumym gea. [loTomy 4To Ha camMoM-TO aene
nmeTb aeno ¢ locnpom 661510 My4nTENbHO TPYAHO.

A yx Tem 6onee — doTorpaduposarsb. NMocud k cBOUM
¢doTonopTperam OTHOCUCH BeCbMa aMmbuBaneHTHo. Mor paccmarpuvsaTh
UX BHMMAaTenbHO, npurosapueasa: "Bce Mbl HEMHOro Hapuuccsl...”" A mMor
3aABUTb, YTO €My "BUOETb CBOIO MOPAOYKY OocToyepTeno”. (Bce aTo TOYHbIE
untatbl.) [lo moemy Habnwogenuio, bBpoackuii kak 4enosek cebe TO
Hpasunca, To HeT. B 3TOM, BEpOATHO, MU Kpbifacb OAHA M3 MPUYUH
BHE3arnHblX BCMbILWEK OTBpalleHus K CBOUM usobpaxeHusam. O papyron

MapuaHHa Bosikosa



Marianna Volkov

Brodsky sometimes liked himself as a person and sometimes didn't.
This was probably one of the reasons for the sudden flares of disgust
towards his own image. The other reason Dovlatov himself once
expressed quite well: the camera defines you, limits you, contains you
within a particular frame. And, in the end, it pretends to a certain
control, the last word. By nature, Brodsky couldn't stand anyone
controlling him, and didn't want to be "judged.”

That's why photographers, as | observed, rarely managed to get
close enough to Joseph. | have seen a certain number of marvelous
photographic portraits of Brodsky. But they were all a matter of
random luck, and had nothing to do with the photographer's talent or
lack of it, but with the fact that Brodsky watched the photographer like
a hawk. And if he suddenly decided that he was tired of the
photographer or the person was in his way, then he would dive at you
- not like a hawk, but like a bomber. | myself have been the target of
these bombings, but as you see, | survived. (Why? Perhaps because
Brodsky knew that | was not just a photographer, but a pianist, a
graduate of the Leningrad conservatory. And the name "Marianna”
played its part, Brodsky himself once told me so.) In the end, after
eighteen years of following Brodsky around New York with a camera

Mapuna+Ha Bonkosa

npuYnHe crnpasennBO ckasasn Korga-to ToT xe [loenatoB: doTokamepa
yenoseka GUKCUPYET, OrpaHn4MBaET, 3ak/lo4aeT B Kakme-Tto pamku. WU, B
KOHEYHOM cH4eTe, npeteHayeT Ha OnpeneneHHbld KOHTPOSib, Kakoe-To
nocnenHee cnoBso O Yenoseke. A Bpoackmini HUKakoro KOHTPoONs Hag cobom
OpraHu4yeckn He MOr TeprneTb U He Xenan, 4Tobbl XOTb KTO-HMOyAbL ero
"cyoun".

Bor nouyemy d¢otorpadam, no moum HabnogeHusaMm, peako
ypasanocb nogontun Kk Mocngy goctatodHo 65iM3ko. TO eCTb 9 3HaK 3HHOoe
KONUYECTBO OT/MYHbIX poTonopTPEeToB bpoackoro. Ho 310 BCe eauHUYHbIE
yhauu, n Oeno 3fechb He B TanaHte unm 6eapapHoctn dotorpada, a B TOM,
410 Bpoackuin kak AcTpebd 3a HUM/Helo Habnoaan. U ecnu Bapyr pelsan,
yto dortorpad ITOT eMy Hagoen n nyTaeTcs Nog Horamu, TO NUKMPOBaN —
yXe Aaxe He kak fcTpeb, a kak 6omMbapanpoBLLUMK. HA cama non Takumm
Bombexkamu nobbiBana, Ho, kak Buaute, Bokuna. ("Csesno, Heonucyemo
cBe3no”, — 3ametun 6bl Bynrakos. lNoyemy? MoxeT ObiTb, 1 MOTOMY, YTO
Bpoackun 3Han — a4 He Tonbko ¢oTorpad, HO U NUAHUCTKA, OKOHYMNa
JleHnHrpagckylo koHcepsatopuio. W umsa "MapuaHHa" chirpano Ccsoko
ponb, bpoackun cam 06 3TOM MHe Kak-TO ckasan.) B wurtore 3a
BOCEMHaauaTh NeT xoxaeHus ¢ ¢ortoarnnapatom B pykax 3a Mocudom no
Hbto-MOpKy y MeHs cKkonunacb OrpoOMHas KOMNEKUUs ero nopTpeTos; 4acTb
M3 HUX 91 U BKIIOYUNA B 9Ty KHUIYy. HackKonbko MHe M3BECTHO, 3TO nepsoe
B WUCTOPWUM PYCCKOW nuTepaTtypbl onybnukoBaHHoe cobpaHue nopTpeTos



in hand, I've accumulated a huge collection of portraits; some of them
I've included in this book. As far as | know, this is the first published
collection of portraits of one poet by a single photographer in the
history of Russian literature.

| am most proud of the pictures of Brodsky at home, at his desk,
deep in thought. He sat that way a long time. Perhaps he was
composing something. At any rate, he had certainly forgotten about
my presence.

Every image has its own associations, memories, circum-
stances. All of this hovers over the photographs like motes of dust in
a ray of light... Looking through the pictures, | remember the quiet of
the little inner courtyard in Greenwich Village amid the din of a
crowded metropolis; a "conversation” with a dog on the banks of the
Hudson; how a tired Brodsky walked along Broadway with a New York
pretzel in hand.

I'm particularly fond of the cycle of pictures from Columbia
University, since they began the whole thing. In the fall of 1978,
Columbia magazine commissioned me to do a photo series of
Brodsky's lectures. Joseph entered the class like a bull enters the
arena: head lowered, slicing the air. At that time smoking was not yet

Marianna Volkov

OAHOro No3aTa, BbIMNOMHEHHbIX OOHUM Xe doTorpadom.

NMpeometr ™Moeir Haubonblen ropaocTM m3 3TUX CHUMKOB —
n3obpaxenHns bpoackoro y ceba goma, 3a MUCbBMEHHbLIM CTONOM, B
rnybokoin 3apymumsocTn. OH Tak cuaen nogonry, MOXeT ObiTb, Aaxe
COYMHAN 4TO-TO. Bo BCSIKOM cny4vae, TO4HO 3abbiBan 0 MOEM NPUCYTCTBUN.
Mopo6HLIX ero NOpTPEeToB A 6oMblue HUrAe He BUaena.

C kaxabiM M306paxeHneM YTO-TO CBA3AHO, 3a KaXObiM — Kakasi-TO
ncropusa, ocobeHHble 06CTOATENLCTBA, Pa3roBophLl... Bce 310 peer Hapg
doTorpaduamMm Kak nNbUIMHKKM B nyy4e cBeTa... [lepebupasi CHUMKM,
BCMOMUHAID TULLWMHY ManeHbKoro BHYTPeHHero asopuka B [puHBUY-
BUANELX nocpean ryna MHOrOMWIINIMOHHOrO mMeTpononuca; "pasrosop” cC
cobaukon Ha Bepery N'ya3oHa; kak yctaneii Bpoackuii waraet no Bpoageto
C HblO-MOPKCKOM BapaHKkon-"npeTuenemMm” B pyke.

Linkn cHumkoB B KonymMOBuinCKoM yHUBEpcUTeTe MHe OCOBEHHO Mun,
C HUX-TO BCHA wuUCTOpua U Havanacb. OceHbtdo 1978 roma XypHan
«Konymbusa» 3akazan mMHe doTopernoptax ¢ nekumit Bpoackoro. Wocud
BXOOWUN B Kracc, Kak Oblk BberaeT Ha apeHy: HakNoOHWB ronioBy U paspesas
BO3a4yx. Torga Ha kypeHue elle He Oblio Takux TFOHEHW, a nocemy
CTYAEHTbI AbIMUNIM BOBCIO, n3obpaxas 6oremMHoe BbicokoMepue. Byayluime
noatsel! BpPoACKUIA C HUMK BCTynan B 60N, CXo4y Ha4YMHasa 4UTaTb BENUKME
ctuxun: ®pocrta, OpgeHa, LisetaeBy, MaHgenswtama. U nobexnan, KOHEYHO
— K KOHLY neKuun BO BCEN ayanTopumn Kypun TONbKO OH OOUH.

MapuaHHa BonkoBa



Marianna Volkov

forbidden, and so the students were smoking like chimneys, playing
at bohemian arrogance. Young poets! Brodsky engaged them in
battle, starting off by reading great poems-- of Frost, Auden, Tsve-
taeva, Mandelstam. And he emerged victorious, of course-- by the
end of the lecture he alone among them was smoking.

Brodsky's endless flirtations with female students took place
right before my eyes-- this was another area of American political
correctness that didn't touch him. All in all, he was an old-fashioned
teacher-- strict, capricious. He made the students learn poems by
heart, which in American universities is considered an attack on
students’ rights. The most interesting thing is that now more and
more Western teachers are following his example-- in this as in other
things. Brodsky's lessons turned out to be contagious.

Another favorite series of photographs was taken during his
reading at "Russian House," a Russian book-store in the center of
New York. He read for three-and-a-half hours without a break that
evening, and didn’'t sit down once. It's terribly sad that in Russia no
one will ever know what this was like-- an evening of Brodsky's poetry
in the author's own voice. That's why | find this series of portraits

MapuaHHa BosnkoBa

Ha mowux rnasax npoxogunu GeckoHeyHblie dnuptbl Bpoackoro co
CTyAeHTkKaMM — 1 B 9TOM ob6Gnactu amepukaHckas "nonutuyeckas
KOPPEeKTHOCTb" ero He 3artparvBana. OH BooOwWe ©6bin yyuTenem
CTapOMOOHbIM — BbICOKOMEPHbLIM, Kanpu3HbiM. 3acTasnsasl MHOrM0 CTUXOB
3ay4ymBaTb HaW3yCTb, YTO B aMEpPUKAHCKUX YHUBEPCUTETax CYUTaeTcs
HEeC/bIXaHHbIM NOCAraTtesibCTBOM Ha nNpaBa CTYOEHTOB. Camoe
MHTEpecHoe, 4TOo cen4ac Bce Oonbwe w©n Oonblue 3anafgHblxX
npenopasatenen B 3TOM — [a UM BO MHOIMOM AOPYroM — CreayloT ero
npumepy. Ypokun Bpoackoro okasanucb 3apasuTtesibHbIMU.

Opyras mosa nobumas cepusi cHUMKOB Bpoackoro caenaHa Bo Bpems
ero BbicTynneHna B "Russian House"”, pycCKOM KHWXHOM MmarasuHe B
ueHTpe Hbio-Nopka. Yutan OH TOrga TpM C MOJIOBUHOW 4aca 6e3
nepepbiBa, HU pady He npuces. B Poccuun, K BeNuKoi nevyanu, HUKorga yx
He Yy3HaloT, 4YTO 3TO Takoe — BeYep CTUXOB Bpoackoro B aBTOPCKOM
ncnonHeHnn. BOT noYyemMy A cYUTal0 3TOT UMUK MOPTPETOB YHUKAbHbLIM.
OH 3aneyatnen passBuTME MWUCTEPUMM OT Hayana [0 KOHua. ToO, 4TO
bpoackui, 4utas CBOM CTUxU, NPEBpallancd B LlaMaHa, SBASIETCS HbIHE
dakTtom o06wEen3BeCTHbIM. Mo cepus BCKPbIBAET MEXaHU3M 3TOro
wamaHusama, noToMy 4TO BUAHO, KakKk WMMEHHO 4enoBek paboTaert:
oCMaTpuBaeTCd, pa3orpeBaeTcHd, packpy4mBaeTcsd, BTArMBaeTcs cam — U
BTArMBaeT APYrMx B MOLLHYIO BOPOHKY CBOEro BOAOXHOBEHUS, NOKPbLIBAETCS



unique. It documents the development of the mysterium from the
beginning to the end. That Brodsky reading his poetry was trans-
formed into a shaman, is now a recognized fact. My series reveals
the mechanics of this shamanism, because one can see precisely how
the man worked: he surveys his surroundings, warms up, winds up,
draws himself and others into the powerful vortex of his inspiration, he
gradually covers with sweat, despairs and then takes off.

Everyone has their own image of their favorite writer. Some
would like to be able to see Pushkin embracing his wife, others Gogol
burning the manuscript of Dead Souls, volume two. Sorry, no
photographers were present, but what can you do? | know that this
album cannot document Brodsky's existence fully, even his American
existence. In fact, | think that such a thing is altogether impossible.
This is my Brodsky, as | knew him and remember him, with all his
strangeness, roughness and quirks. He wasn't a movie star, he didn't
live under the floodlights. He wrote poems, thought, talked with
people and dogs, flirted with students, read poetry to audiences. And
then he died. What's left are the poems, the legend. These portraits.
That's all.

Marianna Volkov

nocTeneHHo rnoToM, oT4yamsaeTcs n BocrapsaeT. "lMoatpabdora — TpyaHas
pabota. Pabotanu ee TakMm nytem”, — ckaxem Mbl, nepedpasvpya
04HOro U3 noatunyeckux yyntenen bpogckoro. O6 atom mou poTtorpadun.

Y Kaxporo — cBoe rnpepacrtasnedne o aibdumom teopue. OpHomy
xoTenocb 6bl yBuaeTb [lywkuHa, obHumakowero Hatanbio HukonaesHy,
Apyromy — Foronsi, cxurailowero pykonmcb BToporo Toma "MepTBbix oyii”.
OueHb xanb, 4To poTorpadoB NpPU 3TOM HE ObINO, HO YX — U3BUHUTE. H
He npeTeHayl Ha TO, 4TO anbbom 3TOT npeacraBuT Bpoackoro BO Bce
NMOSIHOTE €ro CyLLeCTBOBaHUS, XOTA Obl U amepukaHckoro. Jymaio, 4To
nogobHoe — Boo6LIE HEBO3MOXHO. 3TO — MO Bpoackuid, Kakum 9 ero
3Hana n 3anomHuna, Co BCEMU ero CTPaHHOCTAMMWU, LUEPOXOBATOCTAMU WU
3akngoHamn. OH He Obl KMHO3BE340W, He XWN NoJ CBETOM HNUTEPOB.
OH nucan ctuxu, aymasn, pasroBapuBan C n0AbMU U cobakamu, Kneun
CTYOEHTOK, BbICTynan nepeg cnywarenamm. A notom ymep. Octanuceb
CTUXW, ocTtanachk nereHga. Octanucb 3TK NOpTpeTbl. BOT mn BCE.

W G/7@una %/fazf

MapunaHHa BosnkoBa



Marianna Volkov's photo album is the first collection of
portraits of one poet by a single photographer in the history of
Russian culture. The book consists of seven sections, each of
which includes a text by the literary critic Alexander Genis: "44
Morton™; "The Poetry Teacher”; "The Face"; "Dialogue”;
"Russian House, New York, April 21, 1992"; "The Last Years";
"Farewells." More than 230 photographs published here cover
a period of 18 years (1978-1996). They present the great poet
and Nobel Laureate in a wide range of situations: on the streets
of New York; at home; at Columbia University where he taught;
at literary evenings, both his own and others'; on the banks of
the Hudson River; at New York's Cathedral of St. John the
Divine; alone and in a crowd. Sergei Dovlatov once wrote: "I
can’'t imagine how Marianna Volkov manages to get Brodsky to
pose or to forget her presence. These portraits are wonderful--
Brodsky is so alive in them.” The album is introduced by
Professor Lev Loseff (Dartmouth Colege), and ends with Mari-
anna Volkov's short essay, "My Brodsky."

Anb6om MapuanHbel Bonkoson «Mocud Bpoackuin: Moptpet
noarta. 1978-1996» aBnseTcsa NepBbIM B UCTOPUU PYCCKOM KYNbTypbl
ony6nKoBaHHbIM CcoOBpaHMeM MNOPTPETOB OAHOro noaTta paboTwl
oaHoro xe d¢otorpada. B anbbome cemb pas3nenos, Kaxablii U3
KOTOPbIX NpeaBapaeTcs TEKCTOM NMuTepaTypHOro Kputuka AnekcaHapa

leHuca: "44 MoptoH™; "Yyutenb noasun”; "Jluuo"; "Ouanor”;
""Pyccknin lom”, Hbto-Nopk, 21 anpensa 1992 r."; "lNocnepHwue
ropbl”; "llpoBoabl”. HaneyaraHHble 3pecb 230 C NUWHUM

¢doTorpadumn oxsaTbiBalOT Nepnoa B BocemMHaauats net /1978-1996/,
NpeAcTaensis BEAUKOro noaTta, naypeata HobGenesckow npemun B
CaMblX PasHbIX CUTyauusax M NONOXeHWsX: Ha ynuuax Heto-WNopka; y
cebsa gpoma; B Konymbuinckom yHMBeEpcuUTeTe, rae OH npenogasan; Ha
CBOUX WU 4YYXWX JNUTepaTypHbiX Bevepax; Ha Oepery [yn3oHa; Ha
kadenpe cobopa Cs. MoaHHa; B OAMHOYECTBE U B LLUYMHOM KOMMaHUM,
Ceprenn [JosnatoB opgHaxabl Hanucan: "Kak ypaetcsa MapwaHHe
BonkoBown 3actaBuTb bpoackoro nos3upoBatb e unm 3abbiTb 0 ee
npUCyTCTBUWN, 9 He npepcrtasnsan. [opTpeTtbl 3amMedaTesnbHbie,
Bpoackuin TaMm Kak XMBOW, TO €CTb U reHunanbHbli, U 0BbIKHOBEHHBIN,
N HENpPUATHbIN, W 0YapoBaTesibHbIN". AnbbomMy npegnocnaHo
npegucnosme npogeccopa JibBa Jlocesa (Oaptmyt Konnepx), a
3aknoyaeTcsa oH 3amMeTkamu MapuaHHbl Bonkoson "Moi Bpoackuin™.



Marianna Tiisnekka-Volkov was born in Oranienbaum, from
which her family had been exiled during Stalin's repressions of
the Leningrad Finns. On graduating from the Leningrad conser-
vatory as a pianist, she worked at the conservatory in Petroza-
vodsk. Her first photographs were published in the Soviet press
at the beginning of the 1970s. In 1976 she and her husband
Solomon Volkov emigrated to the United States. Since then,
Marianna's pictures have appeared in leading American and
European publications, including The New York Times,
Newsweek, Der Spiegel, Europeo, and others. A one-woman
exhibition of Marianna’'s work was held at Columbia University in
New York. In the words of the American writer and journalist
Harrison Salisbury, "Marianna Volkov is a photographer of un-
common sensitivity, and her camera has a way of lighting up the
path to the spirit of people.” Marianna Volkov is the author of
three photo albums: Not Just Brodsky (text by Sergei Dovlatov),
Yury Lyubimov in America, and Joseph Brodsky in New York (text
by Solomon Volkov).

MapuaHHa TwuncHekka-Bonkosa poaunace B
OpaHueHbayme, oTkyna ee ceMbs Oblna Bbic/laHa BO BpeMms
CTAaNIUHCKNX penpeccuin npoTUB JIEHUHIrpaacknx @UHHOB.
OkoHuyuB JIeHUMHrpapckylo KOHCepBaToOpuUIO N0  Knaccy
dopTennaHo, OHa paboTana B MeTpo3aBoackom
KOHCepBaTOpunu. MepBble ¢doTorpadum MapuaHHbl Obinn
ony6nmMKoBaHbl B COBETCKOI npecce B Havyane 70-x ronos, a B
1976 roay oHa BMecTe cO cBouM Myxem CONOMOHOM
BonkoBbiM amurpuposana B CLLUA. HaumHas c aTOro BpemMeHu
CHUMKM BONKOBOW MOSABASIIOTCA B BEAYLMX aMEpPUKaHCKUX U
eBponencknx uspaHuax — "Heo-WNopk Tahmc"”, "Hblocyuk",
"Wnurens”, "Oyponeo” un pap. NepcoHanbHaa BbICTaBKa
¢doTonopTpeToB paboThl Bonkoson npowna B Konymo6uinckom
yHuBepcutete /Hbio-WNopk/. Mo cnoBam amMepukaHCKOro
nucatena un XypHanucrta [appucoHa Concbepu, "MapwuaHHa
BonkoBa — XYyAOXHWUK He3aypaaHOW YYTKOCTU, U ee
¢oToannapatr HaxoauUT 0COObLIA NyTb, 4YTOObLI BbICBETUTH
4YenoBe4YecCKyKw JNUYHOCTbL . BonkoBa — aBTOp Tpex
dpoToansbomoB: "He Ttonbko Bpoackuin” (c Tekctamu Cepres
doenatoBa) u, ¢ Tekctamnm ConomMoHa Bonkoea, "lOpwuin
Jllobumos B AMepuke” n "Mocud Bpoackuin B Helo-Mopke™.



Harrison E. Salisbury

Joseph Brodsky has been captured by the camera and imagination
of Marianna Volkov in New York as well as a person can be. She has
recorded him in contemplation, in moments of idleness, at work as a
teacher, sitting at ease, and alert and active.

These photographs capture a special quality about Brodsky - his
expressive face in which we see the marks of suffering recorded, his broad
brow with its marks of thought and suffering, his contemplation, his
moments of humor, his thought behind a cigarette. Brodsky is a fine
subject for the photographer's eye. He is never relaxed completely. He is
always in motion.

New York seems to be made for Brodsky. He is at his best before a
blackboard at Columbia University or behind the crossed wires of a gate at
one of the city's piers. Wherever he is photographed, Brodsky is alive and
vigorous. He sits on the edge of a chair, but he is not at ease. His kinetic
energy plays all over the scene. He is alive with it. It spills out over the
scene like waterfall.

These photographs express Joseph Brodsky's uniqueness. He can
not be contained and he can not be kept from saying what he has to say.
Marianna Volkov's photographs carry the message to us all - approach
Brodsky with care. Do not ask him lightly about the time of day or what he
thinks of the weather. You will get from him nothing short of the truth: It is
later than you think and the weather is formidable.

Fappucox Concbepu

HegsoamoxHo nyywe 3aneuatneTs yYenoseka B Hblo-Nopke, 4em aTo
caenaHo ¢ortoannapatoM u BoobGpaxeHvem MapuaHHbl Bonkosoi B cny4ae c
Wocndom Bpoackum. Oxa 3adukcupoBana €ro B pasMbllNeHUN, B MOMEHTbI
npasgHocTu, 3a rnpenoaaBaTeNnbCkol paboToi, packoBaHHLIM, aKTUBHLIM W
HaNPSKEHHLIM.

B atux ¢dotorpadusx cxsadeHo npucyuiee Bpoackomy cBoeobpasuve: ero
BbipA3nTeNIbHOE UL, Ha KOTOPOM Bpe3aHbl Cnefbl NepexuTbix CTpajaHwuii, ero
HaMOPLLEHHbIA WMPOKMA N06, oTpaxalowmii paboTy MyuyuTenbHOM MbICAM, ero
PasayMyNBOCTb, BCMLIWKW €ro toMopa, ero pasmbilNeHus 3a curapeTon.
bpoackuin — npekpacHbii npeameT ana GoToo6bekTuea. OH He 3HaeT, 4TO Takoe
nonHoe paccnabnenune. OH Bceraa B ABMXEHUN.

Hblo-Mopk cnosBHo cospgaH ans Bpoackoro.  Mo3aT 0cobeHHo xopow vy
KnaccHon pocku B KonymGuUIACKOM yHUBEpPCUTETE WA OCTAHOBMBLUMMCS 3a
peweT4aTeiMiu BOPOTaMu OAHONO M3 ropoackux npuyanos. [ae HW 3acTaer ero
dortoannapar MapwuaHHbl Bonkosoii, Bpopackuii oxXxveneH wu 3HepruyeH. [Haxe
CnAnT OH Ha Kpaellke CTyna, CNOBHO onacascbk paccnabutbca. OH pacnneckuBaer
BOKPYI CBOIO KMHETUYECKYIO 3Hepruio. ITa aHeprus GykeanbHO HeceT Bpoackoro,
MHOrAa 3anosiHaa BCe NPOCTPAHCTBO BOKPYr Hero noao6Ho Bogonaay.

91n poTorpadun BeipaxaioT yHUKanbHOCTs Bpoackoro. OH HEeYKPOTUM 1
yAepXaTb ero OoT TOoro, 4tobbl OH BbiCKa3ancsi — HEBO3MOXHO. doTorpadpum
MapuaHHbl BonkoBoi roBopat Ham Bcem: Gyab OCTOpoxeH ¢ Bpoackum. He
3aaaear eMy npasfHbiX BONPOCOB O TOM, KOTOPbIA Ceilyac Yyac, uam 4To oH noymaet
0 noroge. Thbl puckyewb MOAY4NTb OT HEro OpyTanbHblil B CBOEN XeCTOKOU
NPaBAMBOCTN OTBET: yXe NO3AHO, NO3aHee, YeMm Thbl AyMaellb; U Noroaa Ha ABope
pasbyweBanacs.





