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[loroau

1 MOCMOTPIO

KaK nayt
ob1aKa

KaK uayT aena

Wait
I’ll see

how the clouds
are moving

how things are moving along



MHe o4eHb HpaBUTCA KOoraa
Tenno v cbipo. N Korga

Jlnct npeno naxHet. N Koraa
[anb B cn3om aAbiMmKe. M Koraa
TaK rpycTHo, Tuxo. U Koraa
Bce choBHO meanut. 1 Koraa
Be3sae TymaH, Be3ge BoAa.

1940

| like it very much when

The weather is wet and warm,

That rotten leaf smell. When

The distance is lit up by a haze

So sorrowful and silent. When
Everything moves slowly. And when
The fog is everywhere and water also.

Translated by Alex Cigale



[pemu rpom
[pemu

Jlen poxab

Nen

KpeHuUcb gepeso
KpeHucb

PacTu TpaBga
Pactu

Bce aona meHA

Do thunder
Thunder

Do pour
Downpour

Do bend

Tree

Do grow

Grass

All for my sake



AnTa. Yalta

Kyp3an. Train station waiting room
Bopbba 3a mup. Fight for peace

KamH$s Ha KamHe. Shattering everything

TonbKo Nn1aH, U TheH TeNeBU30POB. Only the state plan, and the ashes

of the TV sets.



3TO pUPMa, CBO/IOYDb, FAZUT, the rhyme, what a messy bastard,
Tbl HE Bepb en, bpaTuk! don’t trust it, brother!



Mbl ObiNn 34€Cb OCEHbIO,
KOraa BCE NaameHeno,
U BCE 3HAaMeHeno.

Ho ana smmHero neca
HYHbl TO/IbKO BaTMaH U TyLb,
TONbKO BaTMaH U TyLb...

We were here in the fall,
when everything was aflame,
when everything was bannered.

But for the winter forest
only ink and white paper are needed,
only ink and white paper...



Kpemnb Kpemib Kremlin kremlin

Hepnb Hepnb Nerl Nerl

Ctpounu They were building
Ha Hepaun On Nerl
MocTponnu They had buit

Ha Hepaun On Nerl

OHwu They

Momepnu Died

A Mbl And we

A He NOMHIO | don’t remember



MockBa. MeTenb. Drifting snow.
Ckpun netens. Creaking and slow.

MockBa. OTenb. The hotel hinges.
Bua otrens. The view below.



[Monagy AOMOKN, NOXKaNYOCb Mame,
YTOo nyHa 3aXKaTa AByMA AOMaMM.

I’ll go home and complain to my mama
That the moon is squeezed by two houses
Oh its drama



— Korpa BepHewbesa? — crnpocuaa mama.
— Koraa ntogen ctaHeT mano.

When are you going to be back, asked my mother.
“When there’d be fewer people pushing one another.”



XpUCTOC BOCKpecC Christ is risen
BouCTUHY BOCKpec Truly He is risen

Y10 n TpeboBanoch The statement is still in need of

[loka3aTtb A proof



NCKYCCTBEHHbIE €/1KM XOPOLLU
BOT TO/IbKO a/b
YTO OHM He OoCbInatoTCA

* % Xk

HEeNoABUKHOCTb
4aCOBOW CTPEKU

A BbIK/TKOYN CBET
Had 3TOM KOHYUN/ICA AEHb

1970-1980

fake christmas trees are good
what a pity though
they don't shed their needles

the immobility
of an hour hand

i turned off the light
this ended the day



KYBLUMH BOAbI
N BO3MOKHOCTb YUTU

NPUATHO

PYRY
MONIOXNTb Ha CTON

Kyda HaM CrnewnTb
cnewnTb HaM HEKRYAA

A HWKOrAda He crewy

a jug of water
and a chance to leave

a pleasure
to rest
an arm on the table

where we are hurried off to
nowhere we need to hurry

| never hurry



A BCTPETUA ABYX MaNeHbKUX 6a13HeLoB | encountered two little twins
N XOTA OHU BblIN COBEPLUEHHO OAMHAKOBDI and although they looked exactly alike
NOCMOTPEN Ha MeHs only one of them

TO/IbKO OZMH looked at me

* k k

OKHa OKHa windows windows

N B KaXXA0M and in every one

XO4YeTCA NOXUTb i'd like to be living

* %k k

NpoLWY NpoLeHnA i beg your pardon

BaC U TaK MHOTO there are so many of you

aTyT eule A and here i come along



. : .
A He Nt06110 OTKPLITOro LMHU3MA | don't like obvious cynicism

A He N6 MapKCM3Ma-NEHUHU3MA | don't like marxism-leninism
* k Xk

MCTOPMA HAC paccyauT if history is still around
ec/In OHa eulle byaer it will judge us

* k X

FOTOBUTLCA K 3UMe get ready for winter

MOKeT bbITb, U K BOMHE maybe for war



naysa
KOTOpYo 51 cAaenato
npexae 4em oTBeTUTb

CKa)XeT Bam bonbLue

1980 — 1985

the pause
i make
before answering
will tell you more



KaMHMU CYLLEeCTBYIOT
AepeBbA pPacTyT
3BEpPU }KUBble
A Aymato
bor ectb

stones simply exist
trees are growing
beasts are alive
i think
God is



there were attempts

6bI2IM NONbITKK that
KoTopble didn't fully develop
HEe NONY4YUB PA3BUTUA and turned into events

npeBpPaTUANCL B CODbITUA



NMnila B TEMHOTE
HEe 3aMeTUN
YTO PYYKa He NMUueT

ecnm 6 mbl 66111 pPbIObI
Mbl Obl NNaBanu

ecnu 6 mbl b1 NTULbI
Mbl Bbl neTanu

HO Mbl Nt0aM
N Mbl BansieMcsl B MOCTeNu

1985 - 1992

writing in the dark
i didn't notice
the pen doesn't work

if we were fish
we would swim

if we were birds
we would fly

but we are human beings
and we sleep in



MocKBa
CHeronap,

CTO /1eT Ha3aa

B HalleWn TIopbme
OHM YYBCTBYIOT cebA
KaK AOMa

Moscow
falling snow

a hundred years ago

in our prison
they feel
at home



3MMOM HE OT/INYMNLLb
KUBble gepesbA
OT MEPTBbIX

A NOTOMY TaK U NULLY
YTO MO APYromy He YMELo

A NOTOMY TaK U YMEIo
4YTO MO APYroMy He NuLly

1993 - 2001

in winter you can't tell
living trees
from dead ones

that's the way i write
and no other i can

that's the way i can
and no other i write



«Si ALY Mano
HO A NULLY HEMOXOXKe Ha

APYTUX»

MaMma cKa3sana:
«He XBacTau

nycTb 6yaeT NoxorKe Ha APYrux
HO nobonblue»

XnebHMKOB — Hall oTel,
Xapmc — Hal yuymnTenb

Xpuctoc Haw Cnacutens

"i write little
but unlike
anyone else"

my mother said
"don't boast

maybe you will write like others
but more"

Khlebnikov is our father
Kharms is our teacher

Christ our Savior



CUrapeThbl, CNNYKMN,

PYYKa, OYKMN,

K/1t04 M, Yacbl,

KOoLWeNneK, NNaTok,

3aMMCHAA KHUXKKa, Npoe3gHon —
BCE CO MHOW

noecTb, NocnaTb
N NOYUTaTb,
NO/IeYUTbCA

N MOMOIUTLCA

cigarettes, matches,
glasses, a watch,

keys, and a wallet,
handkerchief, pen,
notebook, everything —
i need for traveling

eat up, sleep well
and read,

get healthy

and say my prayers



He 34ecb
TO ecTb

He cenyac
N He cpasy

HO 06Aa3aTenbHO

nyywaAd My3blKa B XXKU3HU

B XOpPOLUMMK Bevep
AEeTU MOEero NoKoJieHUs
NrpPaKoT BO ABOpE

not here

that is

not now

and not right away

but for sure

the best music in life

on a sweet evening
the children of my generation
are playing in the courtyard



KynaTbcA 3anpeLeHo
HO YTKMU
He caywatoTcA

HOAbpPb
Ha 3amMép3Liem noae npyaa
BOPOHbI TOHAKT MAY

Swimming is forbidden
but the ducks
ignore the prohibition

november
on the frozen field of the pond
crows are chasing a ball



the new generation chooses

HOBOE NOoKo/ieHue Bbibupaet
the old generation boozes

CTapoe NoKkosneHune BbiNMUBAET

k %k %k
cemMbA family
3TO BCe Te are all those

Ha KOro Bbl cepanTech who get you angry



Ha 3TO HE CMOTpUTE

3TO ANnA cebs

A Kak MukenaHgxeno
YULLYY KapTOLLKY
CHMMaIO BCE NnLlHee

2002 -

don't look at this

it's for me

like Michelangelo
when i peel a potato
i remove what's superfluous



Tatiana Neshumova







KAYE/TN

Kauenu ctapbie CKpUnAT, Kak 6yato 6bl Mbl4aT KOPOBHbI.
N TUXO TaK, YTO U3 OKOH BbICOBbIBAIOTCA XKU/bLibl.

A 5 Ha UbINOYKKN BCTAlO M B HEDO yneTato.

[nasa cyxue y MeHs, Kak ByaTo TPaKTop MX POBHAN.
NMoTom cocKkanb3biBato BHM3. Kak XOpOLLO, YTO €CTb 3eMAA.
Hn gna Koro. Hu gna meHAa. Ho ectb. M aTO XopoLwo.
NMoTom HeceT meHAa achanbT. [loTom Hecycb cama.
Joma noxoxKu Ha goma. Kayenu B CIMHY MHE CKpPUNAT.
A obopaunBatocb. Tam - KOPOBbI CUHME CKPUNAT,
Kauyenn myapble mblvat - U A peBy HaB3pbIAa,.

N TUXO TaK, YTO KaXKabli BCXAUM - Kak ByATO COTHM
6ybeHuoB,

Kak 6yaTo ThiCAYM KOPOB CO MHOW pPeBYT TENEPb.

N 5, 3aKpbIB r1a3a PyKOW, PYKOIO ro/I0BY BEPYY.

Joma noxoxu Ha goma. Kayenum B CMHY MHE CKpUNAT.
A 3Hato: mur - n a nevy! Cama! Cama! Camal!

THE SWINGS

The old swings creak, as if they were cows lowing.

And so quietly that the neighbors lean out their windows.
But | get up on tiptoe and go flying into the sky.

My eyes are dry, as if a tractor had leveled them.

Then | slide off on the downswing. Solid ground feels good.
Not just for anyone. Not just for me. But it's there. Good.
Then the pavement holds me up. Then | hold myself.

The houses are like houses. The swings creak behind me.

| turn around. There, deep blue cows are creaking,

The swings in their wisdom low — and | howl! out loud.
And so quietly that each sob is like hundreds of little

bells,

As if thousands of cows are howling with me now.

| cover my eyes with my hand, with my hand | turn my head.
The houses are like houses. The swings creak behind me.
| know: In an instant I'll be flying! By myself! By myself!



SUB CAELO

Kycouek gHA, B KOTOpOM andasuT

He HyeH, MOTOMY YTO Tyuu,
H6pyTanbHble, Kak GuabMbl bepTonyyuu,
paccesnncb, 1 Hebo roBopwurT.

Co mHoto Hebo roBopwur,
fopuT 1 obewaet uyaa.
[opuT N nhameHem 3apu
Ciopa obpauieHo - oTTyAa.

3

Byay nexaTb U CMOTPETb Ha KYCOUYKMN Hebec.

PagocTtb u rpyCctb WWeBEANTb KaHA4a/1aMU CNOBeC.

SUB CAELO

A little piece of the day in which an alphabet
is not needed because the storm clouds,

as brutal as Bertolucci movies,

have dissipated, and the sky is talking.

The sky is talking to me,

It burns and promises miracles,
Burns with the flame of dawn
Drawn from here, from there.

| will lie down and look at the pieces of heaven.
And shuffle joy and sadness shackled by words.



B 6onblUOM MOeM ronose
Bnaunnace 3uma.

N 6blna ronosa Benn4yasa.

Ho Kakon-To CTapuK

C ronybbimun rnasamm, rpyaHowm,
[Mpomonyan mHe, 4To caen.

N mbl nobexkann K Hemy A0OMOIA.

N a nouenosBana

bonbLiyto ronosy ero

N 6enocHeKHbIN poT.

YK rog, npoLuesi, Kak oH ympe.
A c PuKckoro BoK3ana

3uma - bbIBaeT, YTO NPUNAET,
bbiBaeT, UToO U HeT.

*k %k %k

In my enormous head

Winter dragged itself along.

And the head was majestic.

But an old man

With blue eyes, chesty,

Said nothing to me of being blind.
And we ran off to his house.

And | kissed

His enormous head

And his snow-white mouth.

Already a year has passed since he died.
But winter — as it happens,

Will arrive from the Rizhsky Terminal
As it happens, or not.



A ecnu Bbl KpacuBble - 3HAKOMbTECb Ha yaunuax!

A ecnu HeKpacusble - NUWINTE anuccepTaumm!

A ecnu gucceptaumn y Bac He Noay4varoTca,

To 3aHMMaKnTEeCb TBOPYECTBOM - NEKUTE Nmnporu!

A ecnun HegoconnTe UNb MAac/IOM HeAOMAXKeTe,
3BOHUTE MHe - 1 40bpan, KpacuBasa, XopoLuas,

A K Bam npueay ToT4yac e u UCNeKy nupor.

A ecnu Bbl, KpacuBble, CO MHOW He NMO3HAaKOMMWUTECD,
A ecnu Bbl, y4eHble, CO MHOW He noobulaeTecs,

A ecnu Bbl, KOHAUTEPLI, BCNACTb TaHIO HE HAKOPMUTE,
To uTO, CKaXKmnTe, Aenatb MHe? KaK XXU3Hb CBOIO NPOXKUTL?

* %k %k

If you're good-looking — let's hook up together!

If you're bad-looking — write a dissertation!

And if your dissertation isn't accepted,

Then do something creative — say, take up baking!
And if what you bake needs butter or salt,

Then call me — | am sweet, good-looking, saintly,

I'll come to you right away and bake it for you.

And, good-looking, if you don't want to meet me,
And, doctor egghead, you don't want my company,
And, candy man, you don't want to feed your Tanya,
Tell me, what should | do? What should | make of my life?



* % Xk * %k %k

BoTt xoauT nTnua Bopobei. See the bird a sparrow walking by.
OHa ymeeT b6bITb HENTULEN. It knows how to be unbirdlike.
B TO Bpems Kak, ee CBUAETEND, And, while | may be a witness to this,

A He ymeto npocTo bbITb. | do not know how simply to be.



BYKBbI

KaK AaBHO MeHA 3Bann K cebe
HenoaKynHble YepHble 3Bepu.
bblno Bpema - OHU ANA MeHA
OTKpblBaNKU He NacTn, a ABepW.

He Kak gpyra, a Kak nacTtyxa,
Kak Tpyasary, cebe Ha noamory
Mpu3biBann. N A noHemHory
Hay4yanacb 6bITb paBHOM cebe.

A cenyac, Hy Yero * Tbl MONYMULLb,
CTapWyoK, HENOAKYMHbINA CBEPYOK,
KTo Tebe npmKycmn A3bl4OK?
Cam cebe npuKycun A3bl4OK?

B TeMHOTe, rae AbixaHbe AeTew,
CNbIWHO MHe M AblXaHbe TBOE.

Ho T1ebs, KaK u nx, noBepHyB Ha HOYOK,
YcbInnaw A, CTapuyoK.

LETTERS OF THE ALPHABET

How long have they called me to themselves
These incorruptible black beasts.

There was a time when they opened for me
Not their jaws, but a door.

They called out to me, not as a friend,
But as a shepherd, a laborer,

to lend a hand. And | learned little

By little to be equal to myself.

And now, well, why don't you say something,
Old man, incorruptible cricket —

Who bit your tongue?

You bit your own tongue?

In the darkness, where the breath of children,
Is audible to me in your breath.

But you, like them, turned on your side,

| lull you to sleep, old man.



B Kakoe-T1o 3abpolueHHoe nnaTbe
3abpolleHHOoe Teno Norpyxy

N BbIAOXHYCb. M MyTb OCBOOOMKY.

N mexay MHOW N NPOYNMU NHOAbMMU
CBA3b YCTAaHOBMUTCA AepeBAHHaA.

N nonpet Aoxab NnTb No gopore.
Tam, rae nunbl UBETYT U LIMKOPUMN.
O KaKoMm rope MoXeT UATU peyb’?
Hu 0 Kakom rope.

* %k %k

In a discarded dress

I'll envelop my discarded body

and be worn out. I'll open up a way.
And between other people and me
Establish a wooden relationship.

And rain will pour all along the road.
There, where linden and chicory flower.
What grief can we talk about?

No grief at all.



MHe elle HEBO3MOXKHO NMOYyBCTBOBATb 3TOT NPOCTOP.
YTO 33 }KM3HbIO MOEI NPOCTEPT HaBCeraa.

MpocTo A ycTato. [MpocTo 371aa BoAa

C obnakos, 1 c To60OK NycTOM pa3rosBop.
3anaxHUCb U Mos4un. B aTom mmnpe oTuOB U cecTep
Kak nerko mHe 1eb6a npocTo Tak NOHMMATb

N cnoBa TBOEM peuu, KaK yrosab, MeLaTb,
PasayBaa KocTtep...

BbITb Ha KYXHE M YXXWH HEBKYCHbIN BapUTb.
MoKeT 6bITb, 1 ULy MaHUPecCT peanndma?

N c Tobon 6e3 Teba nam npocto c cobon roBopuTb.
Nnu ctoppeannama?

* %k Xk

It's still impossible for me to get a feeling for this space
Which after my life will stretch out eternally.

I'm just tired. Nothing but nasty water

From the clouds, and empty talk with you.

Wrap it up and be quiet. In this world of fathers and sisters
How easy it is for me simply to understand

The words of your speech, like an ember mixed in,
Fanning the fire ...

Being in the kitchen and cooking a tasteless dinner.
Maybe I'll write a manifesto of realism?

Talking to you or not to you or just to myself.

Or of surrealism?



* %k %k

Bopoben KaTtynna He onsa meHs -

Mec mon LLycTpuK Bbln yenoBekK cTpacTen.
Ha nony Ha KyxHe npu cBeTe AHA

Mbl cngmm B 06HMMKY, 3abbIB aeTeln.

BOT OH, KamelleK CMepTU, B OKHO BieTeN —
N, KaK MUIEHBKWNIA, C HAMU HA TOM MOy
NIer U He 3HAEeT, Yero xXoTen

N KTO TaM CTOMT B YrAay.

BOT 1 Tbl NOCUAUN, BPEMEHHOW APYHKOK,
MOCMOTPU B OKHO: Bopobei-KaTyan

C FO/10BOM, OCTPUMKEHHOIO B KPYXKOK,

B CMHEM BO3/yXe YTOHY.

* %k k

That sparrow in Catullus is not for me —

My dog Shustrik was a creature of passion.

On the floor in the kitchen in the light of the day
We sit hugging, the children forgotten.

It flew in the window, a pebble of death —
and, like a dear little thing, lay down with us
on the floor without knowing what it wanted
and who is standing there in the corner.

Sit for a while, my temporary friend,

Look through the window: a sparrow-Catullus
with its head trimmed into a buzz-cut

has drowned in the deep blue air.



Mikhail Aizenberg (born 1948)




k% %k

Y WeKn npocHynacb cnabbim BETPOM
KpoxoTHaA 6aboyKka HoYHas.
MepbllWKOM feTaeT He3aMETHbIM,
4eM-To 0 Tebe HanomMmHas.

YT0-TO Hanucana, HavyepTUAna, -

B 3pUTE/IbHOM ABUXKEHUN HEPE3KOM
CBETOMUCb MOYTU HEOLLYTMMA

3a becuBeTHbIM NNAaTUHOBbLIM 6/1€CKOM.

begHoe Tpeneuwyliee HeyTo.

Ho B 6e33By4HOMN TbMe HeoTpa3nma.
TonbKo € Heo TbMa He becKkoHe4yHa
N NOYTWN NPUBETAMBA, - cnacubo.

* %k *k

A light breeze on the cheek, no,

a tiny moth has come awake,

And flies like a negligible feather
reminding me of something about you.

It is scribbled, outlined something
in a dim visual movement,

A lights script nearly imperceptible
beyond a pallid platinum glimmer.

A pale, quivering trifle still

irresistible in the soundless darkness.
Because of it, the dark is not endless
Indeed, nearly welcoming—thank you.

Translated by J. Kates



I

YenoBeK, Nponasa HeEXMI0N MacCcus,
3aMeyvaeT, YTo Jiec Kpacwus,

YTO NO HEeby XOAMUT OCEHHUM AbIM,
OCTatoWMINCA 3010TbIM.

MomenbKas 3a4yMUYNBbIM FPUOHUKOM,
OH B CbIpyl0 ynan Tpasy

N C NOAMATbIM CMIOPUT BOPOTHUKOM,
obpallaeTcs K pykasy.

I

YenoBek Kyaa-To B iecy Npuer,
obpaTunca B cayx, NpeBpaTUICA B KYCT.
Ha Hem npuctponncsa moTbiseK.

3a HUM CbIPOIA OCTOPOXKHbIN XPYCT.

YenoBeKy CHUTCA, YTO OH XKUBET

KaK pa3yMHbI KaMeHb Ha IHE MOPCKOM,
nop, 3e1IeHOM TONLLEN BENIMKNX BOA,
6eCKOHEYHbIN NyTb NPOX0OAA NOJI3KOM.

N BO cHe, CBOM KaMEHHbIN X04, XPaHs,
cobupaeT TefIo B 04NH KOMOK.
Y Hero 6buneT BbIXOAHOTO AHA
B GOKOBOM KapmaHe COBCEM MPOMOK.

I

Once a man, trespassing where no one lives,
sees how lovely the forest is,

that the autumn sky all consists of flocks

of trespassing it golden fog.

Lost in thoughts, he first a few mushrooms picks,
and then falls into fallen leaves.

To his crumpled collar he calmly speaks,

has an argument with his sleeves.

I

Once a man lied down in the woods in moss,

he became all ears, he became a branch.

On him, there has settled a little moth,

Behind, the soggy and wary crunch.

While the man is sleeping, he lives (he thinks)
on the ocean bed, as a thinking stone,

under water layers, so green and thick,

all his endless life creeping on and on.

And the man, maintaining his creeping sleep,

pulls together his body, his neck, his head.

In his outer pocket, a one-way-trip

Sunday ticket has gotten completely wet.
Translated by Aleksandr Givental



k k ok

3apocuiee TpaBOK 03epLo

CNneguT 3a KOMapMHOU NAACKOMN.
[leHb MapneBoun NOXKUTCA HA MU0,
a Beyep BJ/IaKHOK NOBA3KOW.

MNepebenaa Bo3ayx, AOXKANK-BA3b
4YyTb CEeTCA U3 BeYHOro 3anaca.

N uenbih AeHb, NOYTU HE LLIEBEJIACD,
CTOWUT ero paccesaHHaaA macca.

* %k %k

An over vegetated little pond

is watching bugs' extravaganzas.

The daytime lays a dressing gauze upon the face,
and night a wetting canvas.

The drizzle-font, clean-copying the air,

is faintly sown from the eternal storage.
And all day long, with little movement,
there is musing its disseminated tonnage.

Translated by Aleksandr Givental



Dmitrii Vedeniapin (born 1959)




* % % dkock

It 1s good where we are not:

In the sunny woods, in a colorful drop,

In the rain that murmurs “Krible Krable,”
In the greenery, orange in the light.

Tam X0pol11Io, I7Ie HAC HET:

B conHeuHOM J1eCy, B pa3HOLBETHOM Karuie,
ITon noxxaem, 6opmouyiuM "kpuodne-kpadie",
B 3eneHu opaHkeBO# HA MTPOCBET.

On the edge of the lilac void

A person i1s like a mark on paper.
A pilot frightened by the height
Opens his eyes in a ravine.

Ha kparo cupeHeBoM myCTOThI
YenoBek, Kak yepTouka Ha Oymare.
JleTunk, UCyTraBIIMKCS BBICOTHI,
OTKpBIBaET I71a3a B OBpare.

The air twists into a loop

Along the arch from alien to own.
The person utters, “I love,”

And feels his way out of his home.

Bo3nyx ckpyunBaercst B METIIO
ITo nyre OoT 4yKOro K pogHOMY.
Yenosek npousnocurt: "JIroomro!"
N Ha onrynb BEIXOAUT U3 JIOMY.

Night, like time, flows in confinement,

The day, like an angel, stands on the threshold,
The person will not go astray

Because he knows not the way.

Housb, kak Bpems, TeUET B3aNEPTH.
JleHb, KaKk aHTes, CTOMT Ha TTOPOre.
YenoBek HE COOBETCSI C MMYTH,
[Toromy 4TO HE 3HAET NOPOTH.

1992



kokok

Tamsamu namuoecamuix
CkBO3b O€nbIi eHb IBETHEIE IISITHA, TJIE —
Kazanocsk nronm, oka3zanoch Bpems —
Co BcemMHu BMECTE B CHEXKHOM yexapje,
Torma — mouTH, ceiiyac — COBCEM CO BCEMHU...

CKBO3b UEPHOE HUIOIIBCKOE OKHO
Jloc-AHIDKeNnec CBETUICI KaK B KUHO;
l'ocTuHna IepenuBanach alo,
JlpIMUIIach curapeTa, 1 BUHO
Mepuaro.

JIro00BB, HAZIEKIA, HEKHOCTh, CTPACTh U CTPax,
Kak bum u bom, cpaxannce ¢ TEMHOTOXO,

Tou, rae oTelb, ¥ TOM, TJI€ CHEXKHBIN ITpax,

Ho xomHara yxe Oblia mycToro.

HemHoro menoapamMaruyHo, HO

TyT HUYEero nonpaBuTh HE JAHO,
MOoNUTBEHHBIMHM HE ITPOXKEUYb CIIOBAMHU
Pa3BOpoOIIEHHBIN 3TOT HEYIOT,

N TONBKO €J1e3bl YTO-TO MOTYT TYT

N tam, KaKk B HACTOSIIIEN METIOAPAME.

dkokok

In memory of the 1950s
Motley spots throughout the white day, where
What appeared to be people turned out to be time—
Together with everyone in the bustle of snow,
Then—almost, and now—altogether.

Through a black window in July,
Los Angeles shone as if in a movie;
The hotel was a glittering scarlet,
The cigarette smoked, and the wine
Was shimmering.

Hope, faith, tenderness, passion, and fear,
Like Bim and Bom, were fighting the darkness
Of the hotel and of the snow dust,

But the room was already empty.

A bit melodramatic, but

You can’t do anything to fix it,

The words of prayer will not burn
Through this scattered uncoziness,
And only tears have some power here
And there, like in a real melodrama.



Grigorii Dashevskii (1964-2013)




KOBEP

" laBaii, ol ymMep" — "]la ckonbKo pas
y>K€ B MIOKOMHWKA U HEBECTY' —
"Her, no-apyromy: ymep J1aBHO.
[Toxkanyicra, J4r Ha KOBEp, 3aMpPH.

Hety kpecta, OypbsiH, HO 5
OBIBAIO M IPUHOIITY OYKET.

Bot 4ei-To menect — He TBOM JIU TyX:

s iady, Ien4y eMy B OTBET' —

— "Jlyumme s Oymy KpamuBa, JIOMyX:
OHU JNOABDKKHY INIAJSAT U IIUILIIOT.
HoBoe cHu3y TBOE U110 —

nies Ja HO3JApH J1a Yeaka BeepoM'.

1996

The Rug

“Play dead.” “But aren’t you sick

Of doing the corpse and the bride” —
“No, I mean — you’ve been dead a while
Try 1t, lie on the rug, be still.

There’s no cross, wild grass, still |
With flowers your grave adorn.

I hear a rustle — your ghost, perchance:
And I’'m whispering back, I mourn” —

“I’d rather be a burdock, a thorn,

They caress and scratch your calves
From down here your face is new —
Neck ‘n’ nostrils and the waving bangs.”



KAPAHTHUH

Tot xpabpei CunbBecTpa CTalsIoHe WU

ero (DOTOKAPTOUKHM HaJl MMOAYIIKOMH,

KTO B IJ1a3a MEJICECTpaM Cepble CMOTPUT
0e3 mpock0 u cTpaxa,

a MbI UIIIEM B 3TUX 3padyKax JUArHo3

Y HE BEPUM, YTO MOJ KpaXMaJIbHOU POOOit

HUYETro MOYTH YTO, YTO TaM OT CHJIbI
TU(GYUK ¢ TPyCaMHU.

Tuxui yac, 0 MaJpUNKH, BAC U3MYUHIL,

B TUXHUH 4YaC TPHI3ETE NONOACAIBHUK,

B TUXUH 4YaC MbI TIIATEIBHEN IPOBEPIEM
B OKHAX PEILICTKH.

1996

QUARANTINE

More courageous than Sylvester Stallone

or at least his picture above the pillow

is the one who stares in the nurses' pupils
with no pleas nor fears,

but we scan those eyes for a diagnosis,

and we can't believe that under the covers

of that starchy robe there is almost nothing,
at best — some undies.

Daily naptime, boys, oh that is your torture,

daily naptime sees you biting your blankets,

during naptime watchfully we examine
the bars on the window.



“MOCKBA — PUT'A”

Mp1 Jlyne nogunHsiemcs,
MaJIMUK MbI WJIM JICBOYKA.
B dects JIyHbI crioii-Ka, J€BOYKA,

BMECCTC C MAJIBYNKOM IICCHIO:

MbI HE IOMHUM U3 IIKOJIBHOTO
Kypca 10 aCTpOHOMUU
HU TBOE PACCTOSTHUE,

HU OpOuUTY, HU (a3bl,

HO Thl HATIOMUHAEIIH HAaM

0 ce0e To MpUIuBaMu

KPOBH WJIN OANTHICKUMH,
TO yMa IOMpPa4eHbeM

U 33 OKHAMH Ioe3/1a

MHMO U30 M 1IJIaro0ayMoB

THI JICTHIIIb BPOBEHb C OJICTHBIMU
JIMIIAMH TTaCCaXKUPOB —

IIUIA ¥ BIIPEAb CBOEBPEMEHHO

B JIIOHBI COJIb CUHE-CEPYIO,

0 apTEPUsIM — allylo,
HETEPIEHbE — MAHDBSIKY.

1995

“MOSCOW-RIGA”

Of the Moon we are followers,

both a girl and a boy, alike.

Sing a song, girl, to honor Her,
let a boy sing beside you:

we are bad at remembering
from our class in astronomy
your rotation velocity

or your orbit, or phases,

but you make yourself obvious
by the ebbs and the flowing tides

of the blood and the Baltic Sea,
or eclipsing our reason,

on the train with the passengers'

pale faces you navigate

past the huts and the signal lamps
outside of the window —

keep on sending reliably

blue-grey salt to the sandy dunes

the red one through the arteries
restlessness to the maniac.



skeskok

biusHelsl, enie BHyTpU y dpay,

B TEMHOTE CMEIOTCS U OOSTCS:

"MBI y’K€ HE pblOKa U HE MTUYKA,
BPEMEHU HEMHOTO0. UTO moTom?

Bnpyr Kuraii 3a ctTeHKaMu OpIOIINHBI?

'

Bapyr mb1 neBouku? A um Henb3sa B Kurait'.

1996

sk

Twins are as of yet inside the Frau,

They are laughing, worrying in the darkness:

Now we’re not a fishie or a birdie;

Not much time is left for us. What’s next?

What if China looms beyond peritoneum?

What if we are girls? They aren’t allowed in China.






Aleksandr Gashek (1946-1993)

urpa

CTOANN Y OKHA OHa CKa3ana
ecTb AeTcKas 3abbiTas 3abaBa
KTO CYaCT/INBEN

NrpaloT ABOE NpaBMaa NPOCTbie

Hanau B ToNne bepeMeHHYI0 *KeHLWMNHY
6bicTpO cocymTan pas3

M Tbl CHaCTInBEL,

HY YTO UFPaeM Ha4YyMHawm

34,eCb HET TONMbl 3aMEeTUN OH
OHa: ax boxe MOoI cYnTal CKoOpen cymTam
1 3aCTblANNACh

OTCTyNnWANa B TEHb

A 6enblM KameLLKoMm oTMeYy 3TOT AEHb

the game

as they were standing by the window she said
I’ll teach you a forgotten children’s game

who is lucky

a game for two players rules are simple

spot a pregnant woman in the crowd
quickly say bingo

and you are lucky

well shall we play you start

there’s no crowd here he observed
she: oh my God just say it say it now
and then she blushed

stepped back into the shade

a white stone day



Aleksandr Denisenko (born 1947)

CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer cHer CHer

3TO KaXKeTca meTenb nypra
BCE YNAXKETCA YUAET B CHera
Mep3/1bl1 TONOJIb OTOMAET KO CHY
B OECKOHEYHYHO CBOIO CTPaHy
elWb OTKYCbIBAN XPYCTH BUHO
NOKa Bbtorn Ha MockBe rocTar
3TO MepTBble AaBHbIM-A3aBHO

c Heba AeBYLWKU NETAT NeTAaT

SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW show

what is seemingly a tempest now

will calm down sink to rest in the snow

chilled throughout, the poplar tree is adrift

to its infinite domain of dreams

take a bite, eat up and crunch, have some wine
while the blizzards are in Moscow staying
these are maidens dead for long, long time
gliding down, gliding down from heaven



Anton Surnin (born 1975)

3a4epKHYTOMY BEPUTD.
3aXKXEeHHOoe KYypUTb.
Hebputoe — HambINnTb.
HambineHHoe — 6puTh.

Mobputomy — oaeTbcA.
Opetomy — nuaTw.

N HeT yncna goporam!
N HeT KoHUa nyTu!

What’s crossed out is valid.
What’s lit is to be smoked.

The stubble has to be lathered.
It’s lathered - shave it off.

Once shaved, put on your clothes.
Once dressed, get on your way.
There’s no lack of roads!
The journey has no end!
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