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И ты была растворена

в пространстве мировом,

еще не пенилась волна,

и ты была кругом.

Крылатый зверь тобой дышал

и пил тебя в реке,

и ты была так хороша,

когда была никем!

You were dissolved

in the world space.

Waves had not yet turned to foam

and you were all around.

You were the breath of a winged beast,

you were his water in a river,

and you were so beautiful,

beautifully unformed.





Стали зримыми миры

те, что раньше были скрыты.

Мы стоим, разинув рты,

и идем иконы свитой.

We can now see

the worlds that once were hidden.

We stand and stare in admiration,

and process like a retinue of an icon.





“Empty Sonnet” immediately struck me with its solemn sadness: 
to the extent that I at first mistakenly translated “vostorzhenny”: 
rapturously, by “torzhestvenny”: solemnly.

                                                - R. McKane “Nores from Aronzon”





And Isaiah Berlin wrote to me: Continue, continue, continue’

but now my friends comprise Death’s retinue,

almost fewer among the living as Aronzon said,

and one day I too will join you the majority, the dead.

- R. McKane “For Nikos Stangos”

or Mandelstam’s last poem to Natasha Shtempel,

or Aronzon’s ‘Who loved you more rapturously than I?’

The list could go on but these would be my best,

but I wouldn’t be able to rest

until I’d decided whom my Valentine would bless.

- R. McKane “On the eve of St Valentine I was voraciously reading Young Turk…”




