epeBo

BeccmriciienHoe, 3100HOE, 3UMOH
0€3TMCTBEHHOE, CTA/IUU YIJIS
JIOCTUTHYBLIEE KOJIEPOM, CAMOU
MPUPOJOIN IPeIHA3HAYECHHOE IS
OTYasHbS, - KOTOPOrO 00bEM

HUKaK HE KaJIbKYJIUPYETCs, - HO

B CJICTIOM NTOBUHOBEHUU CBOEM

yke nmepedopiuBiiee, OHO,

yIIEAIIee KOPHIMH B TIEPErHOM

13 COOCTBEHHBIX K€ JJUCTHEB U BO ThMY -
BEPIINHOIO, CTOUT TePeI0 MHOM,

KaK CUMBOJI BCENIOTOJJHOCTH, K UEMY
HUKTO HE MPU3bIBAJI HAC, HECMOTPS

Ha TO, YTO BCEM HaM CBOMCTBEHHA IOpa,
KOT/Ia pa3inuybsl JeNatoTcs 3ps

JUISL COJIHIIA, JIJISL 3B€3/Ibl, JIS TOMOpA.

1970

Joseph Brodsky (1940 — 1996), the youngest of (11?) great
Russian poets, Nobel Prize in literature of 1987, US Poet
Laureate of 1991. Born in Leningrad, he was tried and
prosecuted for “parasitism” in 1964, and forced into
emigration in 1972. Taught Russian literature in US and
European colleges. Buried in Venice. Used to introduce
himself as “an ethnic Jew, Russian poet, English essayist,
and American citizen.”

Tree

Malevolent, nonsensical, till March
defoliated since November, at

the stage already when its colors match
burnt anthracite; intended by its fate
for desperation — whose extent eludes
a quantitative estimation — but

turned too unreasonable in its blunt
obedience, — it — deepening its roots
into the humus which once used to be
the leafage of its very crown, and top
into the darkness — stands in front of me:
the symbol of all-weatherness, a trope
no one imposed on us, despite the truth
that we all naturally reach the part,
when it becomes of very little use

to tell the sun, the star, the ax apart.

1970



Ku. C. M. BosikoHnckomy

CranpHas BbITIpaBKa xpeOTa

N BopoHEHOM cTa)IM BOJIOC.

N aynonencTBEeHHbIN — CIIeTKa —
YyTh npuUKacaroumncs rojaoc.

Kakoe-To ckoiabXeHbe BIOIb —
BBrich — 0€3 MajeHniero Haxuma. . .
O nyX HEynOBUMBIN — CTOJIb
SI3BAIIMIT — CKOJIb HEYSI3BUMBIN !

3eMJId HE YYIOUIUA, HUYEH,

O 6e3ydacTue, ¢ KOTOPbIM

— CusTenbHBIN — JIMIIL TCHBb BEIICH
Crnenuiiib BHICOKOMEPHBIM B30POM.

B mur orpeiBaroiuiicsi — Bech!

B nag ppnmamuii — ¢ 01HOM BCeneHHOM!
Bcerna orcyTcTByrommii 30ecs,

Y106 mam npucyTCTBOBaTh OECCMEHHO.

Mari 1921

Marina Tsvetaeva (1892 — 1941), I believe, is second in
Russian poetry only to Alexandre Pushkin. Apparently,
Joseph Brodsky shared this view, and moreover, dared to
say on record that in the 20" century the world didn't know
a greater poet.

To Prince S. M. Volkonsky

The iron bearing of the spine,
And hair of raven tempered iron.
And touching — as if passing by —
Voice, so miraculously vibrant.

Akin to — free of any stress —
Sail-surfing, gliding, levitating...
Oh, an elusive spirit — as
Impregnable as penetrating!

From all terrestrial — untied.

Oh, the indifference that saddens

— Illustrious — your lofty sight
Observing just the objects' shadows.

At once — entirely in the air!

In rhythm — with the cosmos only!
Maintaining ever-absence here

To keep his presence otherworldly.

May 1921



Yuyenuk -1

BbITh MaJIBYMIKOM TBOMM CBETJIOTOJIOBBIM,

— O, uepe3 Bce Beka! —

3a MBUIBHBIM ITyPIIYPOM TBOUM OPECTH B CYPOBOM
[Iname ydyeHuka.

VYnaBnuBaTh CKBO3b BCIO JIOACKYIO TyILy
TBOM B370X KUBOTBOPSIIIL

Jlymon, qeixaHueM TBOUM >KUBYILEH,
Kak nyHoBeHbeM — muiam.

[To6enonocuee aps [laBuna

UepHb pa3aBurarh IjieuaoM.

Ot BCcex o0MA, OT BCeil 3eMHOM OOUIBI
Cny>xuTh TeOe IIaIoM.

BbITh MEXY CHSIIIIMMU YYCHUKAMU

Tem, KTO BO CHE — HE CIIUT.

[Ipu epBOM YEpHBIO 3aHECEHHOM KaMHE
Vxe He many — a muT!

(O, TOT CTUX HE CAaMOBOJIBHO MpepBaH!

Hox uepecuyp octép!)

N — BIOXHOBEHHO YJIBIOHYBIIUCH — MEPBBIM
B3oiitr Ha TBOM KOCTED.

15 anpena 1921

Disciple - 1

To be your boy mid all clear-headed pupils,

— Forever — round the clock! —

To wear, while wandering behind your dusty purples,
A stern apprentice cloak.

Mid human throng — to capture the reviving

Air, you one instant breathed,

Grasped by the soul that's by your breath enlivened
As is a cloak by breeze.

To push off — more triumphant than King David —
Plebs with the shoulder's stroke.

From all offenses on this heavy planet

To serve you as a cloak.

Mid weary peers, to be the one who grapples
With slumber, when all yield.

From every rock aimed by the abject rabble —
Yet, not a cloak — a shield!

(Don't ask what for this poem ends abruptly —
That knife was not a fake!)

And ultimately rise, and — smiling raptly —
Forestall you at your stake.

April 15, 1921



Yyenuk — 2

Ecmo nexuii uac...
Tromues.

EcTb Hekuli yac — kak cOpoIeHHas Kiaxa:
Korza B ceGe ropAbIHIO YKPOTHM.

Yac yyeHn4ecTBa, OH B KU3HU KaXI0N
TopKEeCTBEHHO-HEOTBPATUM.

Bricokuii yac, korja, CJI0KUB OPYKbE
K nHoram ykazannoro Ham — IlepcTtom,
Mpu1 mypnyp BonHa Ha Mex BepOIrouii
CMeHsieM Ha ECKE MOPCKOM.

O sTOT yac, Ha MoABMUT HAaC — Kak ['ooc
BzapiMaromuii 13 CBOEBOJIBS JTHEH!

O 3TOT Yac, Korja Kak CHelbIi KOJIocC
MBI KJIOHUMCS OT TSDKECTU CBOEH.

U konoc B3poc, 1 4ac BeCENbId TPoOHII,
N xepHOBOB BO3KaK/1aJI0 3€PHO.
3akon! 3akon! Emé B 3emMHOM yTpoOe
MHO# BOXKICJIEHHOE SIPMO.

Yac yuennuectBa! Ho 3puMm u Beiom
[pyroii Ham CBeT, — €€ 3aps 3aXKIJIACh.
biiarocnoBeHn eMy rpsiaymin cieaom
Tbl — opMHOUYECTBA BEPXOBHBIN Yac!
15 anpens 1921

Disciple - 2
There is an hour...
Tyutchev

There 1s an hour — like unloaded luggage:
When willingly we will subdue our pride.
Time of discipleship: in our life's saga,
Inevitable rite.

That lofty hour, when — we lay our mortars
Down at the feet appointed by — the Hand,
And dutifully change our warrior purples
To camel furs spread on the coastal sand.

That hour, elevating — like the Calling

From our anarchic to heroic lot.

That hour, when — we, overflown, are falling
Like ripened crop, outweighed by our own load.

And comes the time of cheer, the crop has blossomed,
And grain is eager for a grinding stroke.

The law! The law! Yet since the nursing bosom

My ever-longed-for yoke.

Time of discipleship! But we are witting
Of one more light — another dawn we view.
Be truly blessed, you, hereupon succeeding,
Our flagship hour — time of solitude!
April 15, 1921


http://ru.wikisource.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B8%D0%B4%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B5_(%D0%A2%D1%8E%D1%82%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%B2)
http://ru.wikisource.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D1%91%D0%B4%D0%BE%D1%80_%D0%98%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D1%87_%D0%A2%D1%8E%D1%82%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%B2

/IBe mecHM (K nmbece YUYEHHK)
1

W 410 TOMY KOCTEP OCTBLIBIMN,
Komy pasznyka — pemeciio!
O1HO¥ BOTHOIO HAKaTHIIO,
JIpyroii BOJHOK yHECIIO.

VYxenu B paboJIEIHOM THEBE

3a MUJIBIM TOMOJ3Y MOJI3KOM —
51, BBIHOIIIEHHAs BO YpPEBE

He marepunckoM, a Mopckom!

Kycaii cebe, n1py>ko4eK poHBIH,
Kak s16;10k0 — Bech 1map 3eMHOM!
becenys ¢ myunHou BOTHOM,

TrI Bce xx Oecemyernb co MHOMA.

[Tomo6HO 3eMHOPOIHOM JICBE,

He ckpecTut 1Be pyKu KpecToM —
Jmephb, BBIHOIIEHHAS] BO YPEBE

He marepunckoM, a MOpckoM!

Hert, Hamm 1eByILIKY HE IUIAYYT,
He numyT u He )1yT BecTeil!
Her, cHoBa s my1rych peioaquTh
be3 neBona u 6e3 cereit!

Kaxkas B1acTh B MOEM HameBe,—
OjHa HE BEJA0 O TOM,—

S, BEIHOIIIEHHAS BO YPEBE

He mareprnHCKOM, @ MOPCKOM.

Two songs (for the play Disciple)
1

And what's to you a smold'ring fire,
When parting is your craft and trade!
Whate'er the morning tide acquired,
The evening tide will drag away.

Shall I in reverent rebelling

Crawl on all fours behind my dream —
The daughter borne inside the belly,
That's not maternal, but marine!

Bite, like an apple, darling laddie,

A half the globe — and think you're free.
Addressing to the ocean eddies,

You nonetheless address to me.

Unlike another, land-born bella,
Won't cross her arms in mortal spleen
A daughter borne inside the belly,
That's not maternal, but marine!

Our maidens do not shed salt water,
Don't write, and do not wait in vain!
Oh no, again I'll leave my quarters
For fishing with no net nor seine!

They say my tune is so compelling,
But has no inkling what they mean

The daughter borne inside the belly,
That's not maternal, but marine.



Korna-uubynpe, Mopckue cTpyu
BrimsiasiBast ¢ kopabis,

To1 ckaxenb: «5 mo0um — Mopckyo!
Mopckas kaHyna — B MOps!»

B xopajut0BOM MOJBOJHOM JApEBE

He Tb1 1b — ¢ cepeOpsiHBIM XBOCTOM,
Jl1eps, BEBIHOIIEHHAS BO YPEBE,

He marepuHCcKOM, 2 MOPCKOM.

13 urons 1920

2

Buepa emé€ B miaza osigen,

A HBIHYE — BCE KOCHUTCA B CTOPOHY!
Buepa emé€ no nrui cuaen, —

Bce xaBOpOHKH HbIHYE — BOPOHBI!

S rynas, a TeI yMEH,

’Kupoii, a 1 ocTosOeHeasl.

O BOTUIb KEHIITMH BCEX BPEMEH:
«MoW MunbIi, uto Tebe s caeaana’?!y

U cnéswl et — BOJA, U KPOBb —
Bona, — B kpoBH, B clie3ax yMbLiacs!
He marp, a Mauexa — JI1000Bb:

He xnute HU cyna, HU MUAJIOCTH.

VYBO3AT MUJIBIX KOpaOIIH,

VYBoaut ux gopora oenas. ..

W cTOH CTOUT BIOIL BCEU 3€MIIU:
«Moii MuIBIi, yTOA TEOEC 5 caenana?y

Once, listening to water murmurs
Aboard a sailer, — I foresee —

You'll say: “I loved an utter mermaid!
The mermaid — sank into the sea!”

In coral underwater dwellings,

Was that your tail — with silver sheen,
The daughter's borne inside the belly,
That's not maternal, but marine?

June 13, 1920

2

Just lately — looked me in the eyes,

And now he sideways gazes cravenly!

Sat till the chirrup through the nights, —
All skylarks now — are singing raven-like!

I'm ordinary, you — sublime,

You're spirited, and I — expressionless.
Oh, women's wailing of all times:

“What have I done to you, my precious?!”

And tear 1s dew, and blood is balm
To her, in both — bathed to insanity!
Love's not your true — a foster mom,
Expect no justice, nor humanity.

The darlings leave by boats, by trains,

By torrid summers, winters passionless...
And weepings roll across terrains:

“What have I done to you, my precious?!”



Buepa emé — B Horax sexan!

PaBusin ¢ Kuralickoro nepxaBoro!
Bpa3s 06e pydeHbku pazxai, —
JKu3Hb BblNaia — KOIEWKo# prkaBoro!

JletoyOwmiiiieii Ha cymy

Croro — HemmIIasl, HecMeJasl.

A u B any Tebe cKaxy:

«Moii MumbIi, 9TO TeOE 5 cuemana?y

Cnpounry s CTyI1, CIPOILY KPOBATh:

«3a 4To, 32 YTO TEPIUIIO U OEACTBYIO?»
«OT1enoBail — KOJIeCOBaTh:

Jpyryto 1enoBaTb», — OTBETCTBYIOT.

JKuth mpuyunst B camoam OrHe,

Cam Opocust — B CTeIlb 3aJIe/IeHENYO!
Bot 4uTto TBI, MMIBIH, caeitan MHE!
Moii MuIIBIH, UuTO TeOe — s caeiana?

Bcé Benato — He npexocnoBsb!
BHOBB 3psiuast — yx He J1000BHULIA!
I'ne orcrynaercs JIro60Bb,

Tam moncrtynaer CMepTh-CaJOBHHUIIA.

Camo — 4to aepeBo Tpsictu! —

B cpoxk si6510K0 criagaeT crnenoe... —
3a BCE, 32 BCE MEHSI IPOCTH,

Moii MuJIBIA, — 49TO TeOe s crenanal

14 urons 1920

Just lately — cherished like a pearl!
To China likened in importantness!
At once his pretty arms unfurled —
Life rolled out by a rotten quarter-pence!

Before the Judge: a filicide,

I'm standing — timorous, disgracious.

I will from hell to you recite:

“What have I done to you, my precious?”

To Bed and Table I appeal,

“Why do I bear such pain and misery?”
“Done kissing her — break in the wheel!
Go kiss another,” they are reasoning.

First made me live in utmost heat,

Then — left in steppelands: icy, pleasureless!
That's what you've done to me, my sweet!
What have I done to you, my precious?

Do not deny — I've got two eyes!

Not mistress anymore — nor pardoner!

I know: Wherever Love resigns,

There soon approaches Death-the gardener.

Why shake the tree? — The apples fall
All by themselves, when ripe and luscious... —
For all forgive me, please — for all

That I have done to you, my precious!

June 14, 1920



Archaischer Torso Apollos

Wir kannten nicht sein unerhortes Haupt,
darin die Augenipfel reiften. Aber

sein Torso glitht noch wie ein Kandelaber,
in dem sein Schauen, nur zurlickgeschraubt,

sich hélt und glénzt. Sonst konnte nicht der Bug
der Brust dich blenden, und im leisen Drehen
der Lenden konnte nicht ein Lacheln gehen

zu jener Mitte, die die Zeugung trug.

Sonst stiinde dieser Stein entstellt und kurz
unter der Schultern durchsichtigem Sturz
und flimmerte nicht so wie Raubtierfelle

und brache nicht aus allen seinen Randern
aus wie ein Stern: denn da ist keine Stelle,

die dich nicht sieht. Du muf3t dein Leben dndern.

1907

Rainer Maria Rilke (1875 — 1926), who in the last year of
his life got engaged into a letter exchange with Marina
Tsvetaeva and Boris Pasternak, is also famous for his
masterfully crafted rhymed metrical poetry (unfortunately in
German). Here are two attempts of a German non-speaker
to eavesdrop on him (hopefully in English).

Archaic Torso of Apollo

We cannot know his legendary face

with eyes like ripened apples. Yet his torso
gleams, like a candelabrum, still dispersing
the luminescent power of his gaze,

extinguished long ago. Or else, his breast
would not bedazzle you, nor could the tender
inflections of his loins ray smiles, descending
into the dark where procreation rests.

Or else, this stone would seem so warped and cropped
beneath its so translucent shoulders' drop,
and wouldn't, with its pelt, so wildly twinkle,

nor would it rupture, like a supernova,
beyond itself. This fragment's every wrinkle
is watching you. Think your existence over.

1907



Spanische Tanzerin

Wie in der Hand ein Schwefelziindholz, weil3,
ch es zur Flamme kommt, nach allen Seiten
zuckende Zungen streckt -: beginnt im Kreis
naher Beschauer hastig, hell und heil3

ihr runder Tanz sich zuckend auszubreiten.

Und plo6tzlich ist er Flamme, ganz und gar.

Mit einem Blick entziindet sie ithr Haar

und dreht auf einmal mit gewagter Kunst

ihr ganzes Kleid in diese Feuersbrunst,

aus welcher sich, wie Schlangen die erschrecken,
die nackten Arme wach und klappernd strecken.

Und dann: als wiirde ihr das Feuer knapp,
nimmt sie es ganz zusamm und wirft es ab

sehr herrisch, mit hochmiitiger Gebirde

und schaut: da liegt es rasend auf der Erde

und flammt noch immer und ergiebt sich nicht -.
Doch sieghaft, sicher und mit einem sii3en
griilenden Léacheln hebt sie ihr Gesicht

und stampft es aus mit kleinen Fiilen.

Juni 1906, Paris

The Spanish Dancer

Just as a match, awakened by a spark,

Erupts to every side with tongues of fire,

Thus instantly ignited in the dark,

Her dance, clenched tight within spectators' arc,
Begins with ardent twitches, swirls, and spirals.

And suddenly she's fire head to toe.

Then, with a wink, she sets her hair aglow,
And, spinning wild in this provoking game,
Surrenders her entire dress to flame,

From which like startled snakes up for a battle,
Her naked arms arise with click and rattle.

And lo: when to the last engulfed in blaze,

She grasps it all at once, and with the grace

Of prideful daring flings it to the pavement.

And though the flame, enraged by such repayment,
Does not give up, and menaces, and crawls —
Exultantly and confidently grinning,

Maintaining gestures sharp, and posture tall,

She lets her stomp secure the winning.

June 1906, Paris



In fact we didn't have a chance to workshop the previous
translation. But, as Prof. Alter said, any translation is a
work-in-progress. Having this in mind, I include here one
more: my latest and also untested work. Comments are
still welcome!

1

“I'paxaanus Iod1”
Boxe moii (mo bopucy Ilacrepnaky)

C 19 nosabpsa 6 Mocksee HaxoOoumcst nosic npecesImoll
0020poouysl. B ouepedu k ceamvine 00HOBPEMEHHO CIOSM
0o 80 moic. uenosek. Bpems ouoarnus doxooum 0o 26 uacos.

Tounma crosina Ha BETpYy,

Tonma crosia,

Kak cTpoit rBapennes Ha CMOTPY
VY kapaunana.

TyT ObLT U O(UCHBIN TUTAHKTOH —
Huxkak cronuua! —

N nmeOc, He 3HAIOIIUHN O TOM,
Komy MonuThcs.

Dmitry Bykov (b. 1967) is a Russian writer, poet,
journalist, tv-journalist, lecturer, scholar, biographer (in
particular, the author of an award-winning biography of
Pasternak). In Russia's pre-election year 2011, Dmitry
Bykov jointly with actor Mikhail Efremov ran the project
“Citizen Poet.” Every week the independent tv-channel
“Dozhd” would broadcast a performance by Efremov of a
new poem written by Bykov which in the style of a famous
poem of the past (not only Russian, as e.g. Edgar Allan Poe,
and William Our Shakespeare were among the “coauthors™)
would provide a commentary, often satirical, and always
critical of the official governmental position, on an
important political event.

“Citizen Poet”

OMG (after Boris Pasternak) [listen on youtube]

Since November 19, the Cincture of the Theotokos (aka the
belt of Virgin Mary) is shown in Moscow. Simultaneously up
to 80,000 people stand in the line, waiting up to 26 hours.

A throng assembled in a queue,
The throng resembled

The guard of Duke de Richelieu
At noon's assembly.

The Moscow plankton — gentlemen
From every office,

And plebs not knowing how and when
A prayer one offers.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IHioIxb1WLE

IToToMKH BCEX pOCCHUMCKHUX JIpam
M Bcex maumnim —

Tex, 4TO B3pBIBAIM ATOT XpaMm

H Bo3BOAMIN.

— Bol pycckuit nyx! Bel comnb 3emiau
N noxsur Bepsi! —

Kpuuar npucsxasie Bpanu

N nuuemepsr.

M TonbKO 3arHaHHbBIN HU3rOMH,
Cponnu nosry,

B HuX BUIUT TEX, KOMY Ipyroun
Hapnex bl HeTy.

Tonna crosina, Kak y CTeH
Ockypuana.

Ei1 HuKora He BCTaTh ¢ KOJIEH —
Vxe BcTaBana.

Hapon pazaetslii u 60coid,
Tymoit BO MHOTOM,

Buepa ctosit 3a konbacoii,
Ceituac — 3a 60rom.

JKuByunii, CKOJIBKO HH J1aBU
BoiiHo# u niyTuem,

Bcerna no nosic To B KpoBH,
A TO U B XyJlIEM,

Heirs to the nation's great exploits,
Regrets belated —

By whom this temple” was destroyed,
By whom created.

“Salt of the Earth! Your inner feat!
You're Russian spirit!”

Cries every venal hypocrite

And sanctioned parrot.

And just a misfit, urban spume,
The bard's accomplice,

In all of them sees those to whom
All else seems hopeless.

The throng grew length- and number-wise.
It seemed unending.

It from its knees will never rise —

It did already.

The folk of miserable fate,

And backward rather,

Used to line up for ham, today —
For God the Father.

Surviving anything: the flood

Of wars and putsches,

Up to the chin in their own blood —
Or worse — as butchers,

* Cathedral of Christ the Savior where the relic was exhibited. Built in the
19™ century, it was demolished by Stalin in 1931, and then rebuilt in
1995-2000. Currently the principal temple of the Russian Orthodox
Church. Located two blocks away from the Kremlin, across the street
from the Pushkin Art Museum (founded by Tsvetaeva's father).



ITox cTOH Kayek, Mo 3BOH OKOB,
[Tox OpaHb U BCXJIUIIBI, —

He 3ameuas, xak ¢ 00koB
[Tpoxomst BUIIEL.

Jlep>kaBHBIN 3], TATPUHBIA B3IJIS1
I'ma3eHoK TyCKIBIX...

Nx Bcex 6e3 ouepeau B aj

[ToTOM MpOITYCTAT.

Tosma 6e3yMIIeB TOPOJICKUX,
besrmacubil mojuc,

To KpacHbIM MOSC AYUIHUT X,
To yepHBbIi TI05C.

Crout GecriomMoIHas parb,
OceHHMIT MOPOK,
W BBI uX BIIpaBe mpe3uparb
N3 Bammx ['opok.

Ho mycTh Bai nosic Bex noapsij
Ha ropne crsanyT —

3a boxxbro Marepp TyT CTOAT.
3a Bac — HE CTaHyT.

2011

To clink of chains, to kid's appeals,
To cripple's kneeling, —

Not noticing as VIPs

Bypass them freely.

A stately butt, a lion's sight

Of dingy pupils...

To Hell be first to board the flight —
And have no scruples!

The city's lunatics, a throng

For voice unlicensed.

The red belt used to squeeze their throats,
Now black one vices.

The guard lines up in wind and cold,
Defenseless fellows.

And it is rightful that you scorn
Them from your villas.

But let their necks be tightened hard,
Their egos wounded —

They for Our Lady stand on guard.
For you — they wouldn't.

2011



