beana Axmanyauna

YPOKH MY3bIKA

JIroOmro, Mapwuna, uto Te0s1, Kak BCEX,
YTO,- KaK MEHS - 03011110 TOPTaHbIO
HE TOBOPIO: TeOs - Kak cBeT! Kak cHer!-
yCUJIbEM ILIeH, Oy/ITo Jie]] II0Talo,
CTaparoCch BBIMOJIBUTH: T€Os, KaK BCEX,
yuunu My3bike. (O kpax yueHbs!

Kaxk ecim Ob1, To1 00TOB TUTaY U CMEX,
CBeu€ BHYIIAJIH [IPABUJIa CBEUEHBSI. )

He napunu nBe paBHbIX TEMHOTBI:
POSUIb U ThI - 1BA COBEPILICHHBIX KPYra,
B TOCKE B3aUMHOM INIYXOHEMOTBI
TEpIISl HHOSI3bIYME IPYT APYTa.

I[Ba MpaYHbIX I/ICHOI[JIO6L$I CBCACHBI

B HEPA3PEIIUMON U Bpak1eOHON BCTpeUe:

POSUTH | THI - IB€ CHJIBHBIX THUILIUHEI,
JIBa CJIa0BIX ropJia My3bIKU U PEUN.

Ho tBOETO CupoTCTBa nIEepeBec
pemaet aeno. Yro posns? OH y3HUK
0e3MIaCHOCTH, OKY/a B 110 AHE3
MU3UHEIl CBOM HE OKYHET COIO3HHMK.

A TBI - oHa. Tebe - MoaMOrH HeT.

U my3bIKke TpyJHa TBOS HayKa -

HE YTPYXXAas paHsALINi MpeaMeT,
OTKPBIThH B ce0e KPOBOTEUCHBE 3BYKA.

Mapuna, no! Jlo - nercta, 10 - CyabObl,
JI0 - pe, J10 - peuH, JI0 - BCEro, YTO MOCIeE,
paBHO, KaK BMECTE MbI CKJIOHSUIH JIOBI

B TOM 0OIIEIeTCKOM MpeposIbHON T03¢€,
KaK Tbhl, KaK Thl, BIETIMBIINCH B TAOYpET,-
0 Kapycenb u [ euke HeHy>KHOCTb ! -
pacKpyduBaTh COPBaBIIYIO OEpeT,
CBUCTHILYIO BKPYT T'OJIOBBI OKPY>KHOCTb.

MapuHa, 3T0 Bce - Il KpacOoTbl
IPUIYMaHO, B pacueTe Ha yaauy

pa3 HaKpU4aThC: 5 - KaK Thl, KaK Thl!

U ¢ pagoctbio Obl KpUKHYIIA, 13 — IJ1a4Yy.

Bella Akhmadulina

MUSIC LESSONS

I love, Marina, that you were, like all,

that you — like me — I am, my larynx frozen,
not saying: You — like light! like evenfall! —
but as if choked on ice, my struggling bosom
is trying to exhale: You were, like all,

taught music lessons. (Oh, absurd of schooling!
As if, to God's amusement and appall,

a magnet were instilled with rules of pulling.)

Two darknesses would hardly get along:

You and the piano, two complete dimensions,
two aliens to one another's songs,

two rivals jointly serving their detention.

Two stubborn sullennesses are opposed

in an insoluble, unfriendly silence:

The grand and you — two powers of the pause,
Two fragile instruments of vocal science.

Your orphanhood is the head start that tips
the scales. For, what's a piano but a captive
of voicelessness, until an ally dips

his fingertips into diminished Septimes.

And you are — solo. You yourself suffice.
And music finds your recipe misleading:
Not conjuring an injuring device,

to let the cords reveal acoustic bleeding.

Marina - fore! Fore destiny, and sin,

fore youth, and voice, and poetry, and prose,
we both, together bowed our foreheads in

that childhood-wide before-a-piano pose,

like you, like you, hands clinging to the stool —
Oh, metronome, don't wag your angry finger! —
to circle right, and left, and upward too,

and on the very edge of falling linger...

Marina, this has been — don't misconstrue
my silly aim — designed in vain, in trying
for once to cry enough: like you, like you!
And I would love to, but instead, I'm crying.
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