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[TpocHyiica a: ewl€ He ymep!
KT0 3TO IuIsimeT noz IyHOHM

B XOJIMMCTBIX 3UM apXUTEKType
KO MHE NTOBEPHYTHI}M CITMHON?

MBsI BCce YyZJOBUIIHO YCTaIH:

BCE CKBEPHO, €XeJIU He ITUTh,

MO# ABOMHUYOK, OeHmKKa, AJTUK,
HO THI MO-NIPeXXHEMY MUUTD.

A roBopio: «[TOKOMHOM HOYM!»
Poccuu, Aepesy, XKYyKY.
YIOTHBIE YUTAIOT OYH

B nocTtesu [IymkuHa CTPOKY.

P

I woke up - so I'm not dead yet!
Who is dancing in the moonlight
in the architecture of hilly winters
with his back turned to me?

We are all awfully tired,

everything is dreadful if one does not drink,
my little double, poor soul, Alex,

but you remain a poet-drinker.

I say goodnight

to Russia, to a tree, to a beetle.
Meanwhile your comfy eyes read
a line of Pushkin in bed.

1967



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, N

beautifully unformed. -

M TB1 OBLIIA pacTBOpPEHA
B MPOCTPAHCTBE MUPOBOM,
€IIle HEe MEHWJIACh BOJIHA,

U ThI ObLJIa KPYTOM.

Kpbuiarslii 3B€pb TOOOH JbIIIAT
U 11 TeOs B peKe,
U ThI ObLJIa TaK XOpollIa,

KorzJa ObL1a HUKEM!



3aeck im s1? Ho Bor moii psaaom,
U MHE CKa3aTb €My JIETKO:

— O, Kak KpacuBa HEOIJIAHOCTb
U OIMHO4YeCTBO Bcero!

Kyza 661 BpeMs HU TEKJIO —

MHe BC€ paBHO. fl BHXKY paZiOCTh,
HO B TOM, 4YTO MHe e€ (He) HaJlo:
MHE JJa)Ke CHUTBCA TDKEJIO.

OzHaKO TOJILKO paccBeio,
06110 IOAHATH 5 BEKO, OKO,
yTo6BI Ha Bac, moii gpyr, Ha Bora,

CMOTpETH U JyMaTh OTTOrO:
— KTO MHe HaCTYIIUT Ha KpPBUIO,

Korza s moz TBoel onéxKoM.

(1969 wau 1970)

Am I here? God, though, is by my side,
and it’s easy for me to say to Him:

‘Oh, how beautiful is the boundlessness
and the solitude of everything!

Wherever time would flow

I don’t care. I do see joy,

but in that which makes me not need it,
I even don’t want to be seen in dreams.

However at daybreak

I like to raise an eyelid

to look at you, my friend,

to look at God and think thus:
‘Who could clip my wings
when You are my protector?’
1969 or 1970



We can now see Cranu 3puMbIMH MUPBI

the worlds that once were hidden. T€, YTO PaHbIIIC OBLIM CKPBITHI.

We stand and stare in admiration, Mgl cTOMM, pasvHyB PTEL,

: : : Y UJIEM UKOHBI CBUTOM.
and process like a retinue of an icon. a



WK
B nosie noJsieM s ABIIy.

Bapyr TockiuBo. Peuka. Beper.
He cBoe# TOCKH Y myM

In the open, I breathe the open.
Sudden sadness. Stream. Bank.
Don’t I sense the sounds

of my sadness in the wings of a beast? S yCIBIIAN B KPBUIBSAX 3BEpA?
It’s flown away... I am alone. [Tponerei... CTOXO OAHH.

I see nothing any more. Huyero yxe He BHXKY.

Ahead is only the sky. Tobko He6O BrEpe/y.

The air is black and motionless.

: Bo3zyx 4épeH U HeIBHKUM.
There where I stood, a naked girl T SRR .,AB 3
in some far-off childhood. M, TASACBOMHOR Faron

What is there? A tree, a horse A CTOAI B KAKOM-TO IETCTBE,

or someone completely unknown? 4YTO TaM, ZIEPEBO JIH, KOHb
1967 (?) WIHX BOBCE HEU3BECTHBIN?



“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”



205. Bo3sBpalueHue

Tak OMISHUCH: ¥ Tl YBUAUIID OCEHb,

TZie YIUIBI POHAIOT MOJIYCBET,

r/ie TOJIbIH JOXK/b, PaCKaIbIBasCh O3€Mb,

KaK JIErkoe BUHO Ha TOPXKeCTBe
noaparuBaeT. Cepble J0Ma, KaK 3Be€pPH cepkhle,

Ho u 3a cBeTOnpecTaBieHbEM
HalZIEM KOBYEr MCIIOJIHUTE BCTPEYy,
3a%OKEM TOP)KECTBEHHBIE CBEYH,
4106 HAIIMX Ayl YBHAETh TeHH!

Tam, rae, IopoACTBYS, KOPHU
mIyrnanblia nbDKaT B y3J/1ax,
6op, pa3pexaeMblil BBMOpPbEM,
THX, KaK TOP>XeCTBEHHBIH 3a.



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 [?’
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 | was voraciously reading Young Turk...”






