Hocud bpoackui
OAHOMY TUPAHY

OH 371ech ObIBaI: emie He B ranude —

B [TAJIBTO U3 Jpamna; CASPKaHHbIN, CYTYJIbIN.
Apecrtom 3aBcernaraeB kade

ITOKOHYMB IT03KE C MUPOBOM KYJIBTYpPOH,
OH 3TUM KakK Obl OTOMCTUJI (HE UM,

HO BpeMenm) 3a 66 IHOCTh, YHUKEHBS,

3a CKBEPHBIN KO(E, CKyKy U CPaKEHbS

B JIB/ILATH OJHO, IPOUTPAHHBIE UM.

N Bpemst npomioTuiio 3Ty MecCTb.

Teneps 31€Ch JIFOHO, MHOTHE CMEIOTCH,
rpeMsaT iactTuHku. Ho npen tem, kak cectb
3a CTOJIUK, KaK-TO TSHET ONNISIHYThCSI.

Besne ninactmacca, HUKEIb — BCE HE TO;

B ITUPOXHBIX MPUBKYC OPOMUCTOTrO HaTpa.
[lopoii, mepen 3aKpeITbEM, U3 TEATPa

OH 371eCh OBIBACT, HO MHKOTHUTO.

Korzia oH BXOAMT, BCe OHU BCTAIOT.

Opau — 1o ciryx0e, MpoYre — OT CYACThS.
JIBMKEHUEM JTaJIOHU OT 3aIsICThs

OH BO3BpAallla€T Beuepy YIOT.

OH nbeT cBOi Ko(he — NMydInuid, 4em Tor/a,
U €CT POTAIHK, TPUMOCTHUBIIUCH B KPECIIE,
CTOJIb BKYCHBIH, 4TO U MepTBBIE "0 fa!"
BOCKJIMKHYJIH ObI, €l ObI BOCKPECIH.

Joseph Brodsky
TO A TYRANT

He used to come here, yet not in armored car;
in civil jackets, modest, shoulder-shrinking.
Arresting later all the patrons of the bar,

and getting rid thereby of global thinking,

he, so to speak, repaid — but not to them:

to the Epoch - for misery, misfortune,

for horrid coffee, boredom, and the torture

of losing fights in Le Texas hold'em.

And the revenge was taken in quite well.

The place is filled with music, dancing crowds,
wide smiles. And though it's time to bid farewell
to the Epoch, let's take a look around.

It's plastic, nickel - no former grace at all,

and sodium bromide is felt in custards.

Right from the theater, at midnight or past it,

he comes sometimes, a la incognito.

The moment when he enters, they arise,

on duty some, from happiness all others.
Hand-wavings, to and fro, than sideways, rather,
restore the evening's comforting disguise.

He sips his coffee, in a chair recessed,

and chews a roll so tastefully perfected

that could not help even the dead - Oh, yes! -
exclaiming, all at once, if resurrected.



Mocud Bponcxkum
[lecHss HeBMHOCTH,
OHa Xe - OoImITa

On a cloud I saw a child,
and he laughing said to me...
W. Blake
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Ml XOTMM MIPaTh Ha JyT'y B I[IsSTHAIKHA,
He XOJIMUTb B IIaJIbTO, HO B OIOHOM pyObalike.

Ecrnmu BIPYI' Ha IBOpPE OyoeT IOOXIOb M CJISKOTh,

MBI, I'OTOBA YPOKM, XOTMM HEe IlJIaKaTb.

Mel yuyeOHMK NOPOUTEeM, BOIPekKM 3arJjlaBblo.

Bce, 4UTO HaM IPUCHUTCSH, TO CTAHET ABbI.

Mel moJiobuM BCexX, UM B OTBET — OHM Hac.
3TO caMmoe Jydllee: ILJIIOC Ha MMHYC.

MeI B CyHnpyI'M BO3bMeM cebe IneB C TJial3aMu

OMKOM JIaHM,; a €CJM MBl OeBE CaMy,

TO MEl IOHOWEM CTPOMHBEIX BO3BMEM B CyNpPYyIH,
¥ He OyIoeM 4YadTh Oyur IOPpyT B IOpyTe.

[loToMy YTO Yy KYKJIE JIMLIO B YJHOKe,
MBI, CMesICb, CBOM COBEPIIMM OINMUOKM.
VI Torma XxuBYyILME Ha IOKOe

MyOpelbel HaM CKaxyT, 4YTO XM3Hb TakKoe.

Joseph Brodsky
The song of innocence,

as well as experience

Lums Ha obnadke y3pen 1,
OHO MHe MOJ18UII0, CMESICh ...

Bunram Brenk
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We would like to play never feeling lonely,
wear no coat, but a T-shirt only.
Though if cats and dogs from the sky are flying,
we'll be doing the homework and won't be crying.

We will finish the textbook despite its title.

All dreamed up at night will come true and vital.

We will love you all and you'll pay with kindness.
There is nothing better than plus times minus.

We will marry the girls with the brown eyes of

a wild doe; but if are girls ourselves, then guys of

handsome manners and heart we will only marry,
and on wings and arms will each other carry.

And because the face of the doll is grinning,
we with laughter will face every fall and winning.
And then elderly wizards will, no doubt,

tell us finally what life is all about.



2

Hamy MBICJIM OJIMHHEV OyOyT C KaXIObsM T'OIOM.

Mel Ji0OYI0 O0JIe3HB IOOenMM MOIIOM.
Hamm OkxHa 3aBelaHH OyIOyT TIOJIEM,
a He 3a0bpaHH YEpPHOM PEUEeTKOM TIPEeEM.

Mel ¢ NpMATHOM paboOTH BEPHEMCH PAaHO.

Mel mJjia3a He CHOyCTMM B KMHO C BKpaHa.

Mel TsaxeJiele OPOWKM NPUKOJIEM K IIJIAThAM.
ecau kKTO 6e3 IOeHer, TO Mbl 3allJlaTUM.

MBI [IOCTPOMM CYIOHO C BMHTOM M I1apoM,

LEeJIMKOM M3 XeJjle3a M C [OJIHEIM 0OapoM.

Mel B3OMIOEM Ha OOPT UM IMOJIYyUMM BU3Y,
n yBumguM AxkpornoJsis M Morny Jln3y.

[ToTOMYy UTO UMCJIO KOHTMHEHTOB B MUpe

C BpeMeHaMMr TIonoma, 4YNMCIIOM 4YeThIpe,

IIEPEMHOXVB U Oaku 3aJiuB Iropo4YmM,
IBanlaTb MeCT I10oeXaTb KyOa IIOJIy4YUM.
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Our thoughts every year will become maturer.

We will heal all traumas with band-aid cure.

Our windows will be draped with curtains,
Not a prison lattice — and this is certain!

We'll come early home after work fulfilling,
Brush aside popcorn when the movie's thrilling.
We'll let heavy pins on the dresses sprout.

Are you short of cash? We'll help you out.

We will build a vessel from glass and metal,

with a bar - and we won't for lesser settle!

We will climb aboard and obtain the visa,
and then go abroad and see Mona Lisa.

For, when tanks are filled, and we start to count

on the cabin's wall where the maps we mount

all the continents paired with all the seasons,
we for traveling twenty discover reasons.



3

Cojopemn OymeT IeThb HaM B 2eJIeHOM uale.

Mel He OyneM IOyMaTb O CMEPTHM dalle,

yeM BOPOHa B BUIOY OTOPOIHEIX IIyIall.
CorpemmBuM, ME CaMM M BCTAHEM B YyI'OJI.

Hamy cTapocTh ME BCTPETMM B IJIyOOKOM KpecJie,
B OKPYXEHMUM BHYKOB M BHyUYek. Ecim
X He OymeT, IOanyT INOCMOTPETH Ccocenmu

B TeJyieBM30Ope I'ubesib WIMOHCKOM CeTHU.

Kak Hac yuyaT KHUIM, IOPy3bsd, SI0Xa:
3aBTpa He MOXeT OBITH TaK Xe I1JIOXO,
KakK BUepa, M CJOBO CMe NUCATH

B templ ciiemyeT HaM passati.

[loToMy uYTO Oylla CyHecTByeT B Teje,

Xnsup OymeT Jydle, YeM Mbl XOTeJ M.

MBI IMPOT CBOM 3a)xapuMm Ha UYMCTOM carlle,
nbo Tak BKyCHee; HaM TaK CKa3aJu.
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Nightingales will sing for us in a green thicket.

We won't care more for a one-way ticket

to a better world than for scarecrows crows.
Having sinned, a timeout we'll self-impose.

We will face the approach of the final round

in an armchair, grand daughters and sons around,

but if none, then enforced will be Law and Order
by PD plus DA plus TV-recorder.

The epoch, and textbooks, and parents tell us:

the forthcoming days will not be as hell as

were the days of yore, though this cursive hasn't
yet been replaced with perfect present.

Since the body and soul cannot be parted,

Life will be better than we could chart it.

We will flavor the cake with organic spices,
for, the recipe says, it will taste nicer.



Hear the voice of the Bard!

W. Blake

Mel He mIbeM BMHA Ha Kpaln OEepeBHU.
Mel He JamuMm ceba B XEHMXM LlapeBHE.
Mel B T'yCTHE WM He MakaeM JIaloTh.
HaM cmMedaTbCcda CTEIDHO M CKYWHO I[1JIaKaTh.

Mel OyTy He THeM IIoIoJiaM C MeIBeleM.
Mer Ha cepoM BOJIKE BIepen He eIeM,
U eMy He BCTAaTb, YKOJIOBUMCH UIIPULIEM

WUIM O3EMb I'PAHYBIMCH, CTPOMVHEIM IIPMHIIEM.

3Hag MegmHBle TPYOB, MBI B HMX He TPpyOUM.
Mel He JiobMM DOIOOOHEIX cebe, He JIOUMM
Tex, KTO chejiaH OblJl M3 OpyTroro TecTa.

Ham He HpaBMUTCs BpeMs, HO Ualle — MeCTO.

[ToToMy UTO CceBep najlek OT wora,

Hall¥ MBICJIM LENJSnTCda IpyD 3a Ipyra,

KOoT'ma MepKHeT COJIHLIEe, MBI CBeT BKJIOYAaeM,
3aBepllas Beduep T'PYy3UHCKUM UYaeM.

Bremnume anac lNesua!

Bunevam Biiemk

We do not drink wine with the fellow farmers,
nor intend ourselves into princess' charmers.
By the seat of pants we are planes not flying.
We're ashamed of laughing and bored of crying.

We don't ride a wolf caught in horse's harness,
don't befriend a beast to keep loved ones harmless,
nor will lady's kiss or a hefty ransom

to a rehab ward turn him clean and handsome.

Of the Hall of Fame 15-minute members,
nor we fancy folks who ourselves resemble,
neither folks who don't. We regret the era
when we happened, but more the location where.

As the North is far, and the South farther,

our thoughts won't follow one another.

When the sun fades away, we turn on lanterns,
concluding evenings with white spumantes.
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MBI He BUIMM BCXOIOB M3 HaMX IIalleH.

HaM cynObsa NpPOTMBEH, 3allMTHUK CTpPAlleH.

Ham mopoxe cmBalka, dYeM MaTu CTOJIEThbA.
HaviTe Ham oben M KOMIIOT Ha TpeThe.

Ham 3Besma B TJasy, YTO CJjie3a B IOIOyIKe.

Mel BoMMCS KOPOHBEI BO JIOY JIATYIIKY,

BbopomaBOK Ha Majibllax M NIpOoUYey Mpasu.
[lomapuTe HaM TIOOMK XOpolUeM Mas3u.

HaM npuaTHeM ITJIylNOCTb, 4YeM XUTPOCTb JIMChbH,
Mel He 3HaeM, 3adeM Ha OepeBbAX JIMCThbA.
M, xorma mux CpHBaeT bopew mO Ccpoka,

HYUETO He UyBCTBYEM, KpOMe LOoKa.

[IoToOMy UYTO TEeIJIO MNepPexXOoOuT B XOJIOI,
Hall OIUIKAK 3aluUT, a TYJYyN [IPOKOJIOT.
He paccynok Ham, a rJjiasa ocJjabnu,
uyTo6 MCKATL OTJIMUbE OpJjia OT LallJu.
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We do not see sprouts from our tilling;
deem the judge disgusting, defender chilling;
opt for not to be, for to be is risky.

Please, a lunch for free and a fortune biscuit.

Startling eyes to us are a witch in town.

We of frogs are wary which wear a crown,

of the warts on fingers, and other curses.
Please, a tube of ointment before it worsens.

We would rather foolish than foxy bear.

We don't care why trees their foliage wear.

When the Northern winds tear it off untimely,
we have tears but no remorse entirely.

Since the heat is slow and cold is faster,

our coat is stapled and jacket fastened.

It is not the mind — our eyes have weakened
to tell an eagle apart from chicken.
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Mel OOMMCS CMEpPTH, [IOCMEPTHOM Ka3HMU.
HaMm 3HaAKOM HOPY XUBHU OperMeT OOS3HU’:
IyCTOTa BEPOSATHEM U XyXe amla.

Mel He 3HaeM, KOMy HaM CKa3aTh:

Hamm XmM3HM, Kak CTPOYKM, OOCTUIJIM TOYUKM.
B M3TOJIOBBM OOUKM B HOUHOM COpodKe
MM CBIHA B MalMKe He BCTATbL HaM CHAMM.
Hamwa TeHb OJIMHHEE, UYeM HOUb Inpen HaMM.

To He KOJIOKOJI ObeT Hal yI'PIOMEM BeueM!
MeI yXOIVMM BO TbMY, I'leé CBETUTL HaM HeUeM.
Mel cnyckaeM ¢Jaarm M Xxxem oyMaru.

IDarTe HaM NpPUIACTb HANOCJEHOOK K QJjdare.

[TouemMy BCe TakK BHIJIO? UM OyIeT JIOXbIO
Ha XapakTep CBaJMTb uiaM BoJsio BoxXbo.
Pasee »OOJIXKHO OBLJIO OBITH MHAUE?
Mel mjaTuiM 3a BCEeX, M He HYXHO Cchoauu.

"He Hapo".
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We have fears of death, of ordeal post mortem.

We can point exactly what thought exerts them:

Void's far worse than Hell, Hell's less likely though.
Whom to beg: “Don't do it!” we do not know.

Our lives, like these lines, at the stop arrive.

Into son's, of nine, into daughter's, five,

bedroom sleep we won't come as sweet dreams and horrors.
We cast shadows longer than night before us.

It is not the bell upon us is calling!

We don't bear light into dusk befalling.

We get papers burned, we take colors down.
Let us wet our lips, before we drown.

Why'd it happen? Discarding untruthful answers
own character citing or circumstances,
did we really elsewise have to end it?

We have paid for all as we intended.



Hocud bpoackuii Joseph Brodsky

Cperenbe The Candlemas
Anne Axmamosoii 1o Anna Akhmatova

Korza oHa B 1IEpKOBb BIIEPBLIE BHECIA The day, to the church for the first time she brought
JIMTS, HAXOAMUJIMCh BHYTPU M3 YKCIIa the child, there were present, of those who ought
JIIO/IEH, HaXOAMBIIMXCS TaM ITOCTOSHHO, to dwell as the hallowed building's upholders,

Casaroii CuMeoH u nnpopoynna AHHA. the Prophetess Anna and Simeon the Elder.
U cTapel BOCIPHUHSI MIIAIEHIIA U3 PYK And Simeon accepted the child form the hands
Mapuu; ¥ TpH 4eI0BeKa BOKPYT of Mary, and how three figures to stand
MIIaJIEHIIA CTOSIIH, KaK 3hI0Kas pama, continued around the baby, resembled

B TO YTPO, 3aTePsHbI B CyMPaKe Xpama. a scaffolding, lost in the dusk of the temple.
Tor xpam 00CTyIan ux, KaK 3aMepIIuii Jiec. That temple, like motionless woods, them embraced.
OT B3MISAI0B JIIOEH U OT B30pOB HEOEC From glances of men and the heavenly gaze
BEPIIHMHBI CKPBIBAJIN, CYMEB pacIlJIacTaTbCsl, the crowns secluded, of querying wary,

B TO yTpo Maputo, mpopouuily, crapiia. That morning the Elder, the Prophetess, Mary.
U TOJILKO Ha TEMSI CIIyYalHBIM JTy4OM And only the boy with an incident beam
CBET MaJ1aJl MIAJIEHILY; HO OH HU O YeM was lightened; but he in his innocent dream
HE BeJaJl elIe U [OCarbIBaJl COHHO, as yet unaware of passions and horrors,

TIOKOSICh Ha KpenkuX pykax CuMeoHa. was peacefully snuftling in Simeon's forearms.



A OBUIO MMOBEIAHO CTapIly CEMY,

0 TOM, 4YTO YBUJIUT OH CMEPTHYIO ThMY

HE TIPEK/JIe, YeM CblHA YBUAUT [OCTIOnHS.
Ceepmmmniocs. 1 crapen npomonsuit: "Ceroass,

PEYEHHOE HEKOI1a CJI0OBO XpaHs,
Ts1 ¢ MupomMm, [ oCcrioap, OTIyCKAaeIb MEHS,
3aT€M 4YTO I71a3a MOU BUACIIH ATO

IIATS: OH -- TBOE MPOJOIKEHBE U CBETA

VCTOYHHUK JUISI UAOJIOB UTALIUX IUIEMEH,

u cnaBa M3pauns B Hem." -- CuMmeoH

yMOJKHYJ. X Bcex TuimHa o0cTynuia.
JInmb 3X0 TexX CIOB, 3a/1eBas CTPOIUIa,

KPY>KIJIOCh KaKO€-TO BpPEeMsI CITyCTS
HaJ UX rOJI0BaMH, CJIETKa IIEJIECTs
101 CBOJIaMHU XpaMa, KaK HeKasl IITHIIa,
YTO B CHJIaX B3JIETE€Th, HO HE B CHUJIAX CITYCTUTHCS.

U crpanHo uMm Obuto. beina TunmHa
HE MEHEE CTPaHHOM, 4eM peub. CMmyleHa,
Mapus monuana. "Ciosa-To kakue..."

U crapen cka3an, noBepHyBIIKUCH K Mapuu:

And once in the past, this old man was foretold

that gloom of his grave before him would unfold

not sooner than Son he would see the Almighty's.
It's happened. And Simeon enounced: “Tonight is

The time when, maintaining the prophesied word,

this servant in peace You dismiss, O, my Lord,

for, he has eyewitnessed this child, prolongation
who 1s of Yourself, and henceforth revelation

to lighten all peoples of heathenish faith,

and glory for Israel seize.” Thus his phrase

the Elder completed, and quietness solemn
enthralled them. Yet, barely brushing the columns,

the echo of Simeon's words flew above

their heads for some time, as an injured dove,

that under the arches would circle around,
being fit to take off but unfit to come down.

They felt rather awkward. This settling hush

was almost as strange as the blessing. Abashed,

the mother kept silence. “The words of a credo!”
And Simeon, addressing to Mary, proceeded:



"B nexaiem ceryac Ha paMeHax TBOUX

[1aJICHbE OJIHUX, BO3BBILICHLE IPYIUX,
IIPEAMET IIPEPEKAHUN U ITIOBOJ K pa3iopam.
U tem xe opyxbeMm, Mapusi, KOTOpbIM

Tep3aeMa IUIOTh ero Oy/ieT, TBOS

nyia oynet panena. Pana cus

JIACT BUJETH TeOe, YTO COKPHITO MTyOOKO
B CEp/IIaX YEJIIOBEKOB, KAK HEKOE OKO".

OH KOHYMIJI ¥ IBUHYJICS K BhIXOy. Bemen
Mapusi, CyTymsCh, ¥ TSOKECTBIO JIET
coroennast AHHa OE€3MOJIBHO IVISIACIIH.

OH 11eI1, yMEHBIIAsICh B 3HAYCHBH U B TEIIC

JUISL IBYX ATUX YKCHIIUH TI0JT CEHbIO KOJIOHH.
[Toutn moAroHseM UX B3MISIAMU, OH
I MOJTYa 10 3TOMY XpaMmy IIyCTOMY

K OeJIeBIIEMY CMYTHO JIBEPHOMY MPOEMY.

W moctynb OblIa CTAPUKOBCKH TBEP/IA.
JIne rojioc mpopodmIIbl c3aau Korua

paznancs, OH Iar Npuaepxaj CBOM HEMHOTO:

HO TaM HE €ro OKJIMKaju, a bora

“Behold: In this child on your shoulders, there lies,
the cause of ones' fall and of other ones' rise,
the subject for dispute, the reason for arming,

and, Mary, by same very weapons, that harming

will do to his suffering flesh, will your soul
be wounded as well. And this wound will unroll
in front of you what in the heart of another

is hidden, as if to the eyes of his mother.”

He finished, and moved to the entrance. Behind

both Mary, and Anna, though nearly blind

from aging and loneness, were watching in stillness
as he was reducing in stature and realness

in views of these women. Being practically urged
away by their looks, toward glim that emerged
afar at the porch, he was pacing the ample

and empty expanse of the spellbound temple.

And fall of his footsteps was oldmanly firm.
Although to the widow's voice in return,
he paused momentarily, faltering slightly,

but so wasn't he who she hailed: the Almighty



MPOPOUMIIA CIABUThH YXKE Hayasa. the Prophetess started already to praise.

U neps npubmmkanack. Onex u yena And doors were approaching. Already his face
y>K BET€p KOCHYJICS, M B YIIU YIIPSIMO was touched by the breeze, and his ear by the sound
BPBIBAJICS IIyM >KM3HU 32 CTEHaMH Xpama. of life that intrudingly reached from without.
OH men ymupars. 1 He B ynUUHBIN Tyl He strode for his death. And the push of his arms
OH, JIBEPh OTBOPHUBIIN pyKaMu, IIarHyI, threw open the doors not to marketplace buzz
HO B TJIyXOHEMBIE BJIaJICHUS CMEPTH. but into the muting embrace of the Reaper.
OH men no npoCcTpaHCTBY, TUIIEHHOMY TBEP/IH, He found himself in a bottomless river,
OH CIIBIIIAJ, YTO BPEMS YTPATHIIO 3BYK. He heard how sound suspended its flight.
U o6pa3z MnazaeHIia ¢ CUstHbeM BOKPYT And only the sight of the Infant, with light
MyIIACTOTO TEMEHU CMEPTHOMN TPOIIOIO around his crown, the soul of the strider
nayma CumeoHa Hecna rnpen co0oro was bearing in front of his eyes, as a kind of
KaK HEKUU CBETUJIbHUK, B Ty YEPHYIO ThMY, unquenchable lamp, through that ultimate door
B KOTOPOU JOTOJIE €111€ HUKOMY to absolute darkness, where never before
JIOpory cede 03apsTh HE CIYy4alIoCh. had come to enlighten his passage a human.

CBETWIBHHK CBETUJI, U TPOTIA PACIIUPSIIACD. The lamp was alight, and the road illumined.



C kpacaBullel HAJIAXKUBAsI CBSI3b,

BJI0JIb CT€H TIOPbMBI, TJIe OTCUAEN TPU rofia,
JIETETh B TaKCH, pa3OpbI3ruBasi rpsisb,

c OyTBUIKOM B CETKE — BOT OHA, CBOOO1a!

[IlekoueT HO3IPHU HEBCKUH BETEPOK.
Cynp0a poJHBIX CO3HAHUS HE TIIOXKET.
AX! TOJIBKO COOT€UECTBEHHUK MOXKET
MOCTUYb OYAPOBAHBE ITUX CTPOK!..

1972(?)

Securing with a belle a closer link,

Along the walls where years were spent in prison,
To race a taxi to the bottle clink

and street-mud splash: What's freedom, if this isn't?

The seas are greeting with a Baltic breeze.
Concerns for loved ones aren't plaguing senses.
Ah! Only a compatriot the essence

of these delightful lines can fully seize!..



