Nocud Bpoackum
BABOYKA
I
Ckasatb, 4TO Tbl MepTBa?
Ho Tbl XXuna nuiib CyTKWN.
Kak MHOro rpyctu B LLyTKe
TBopua! egBa
MOTY NPOU3HECTU
"Xuna" - equHCTBO aaThbl
pOXOEeHbA U Koraa Tbl
B MOEW ropctun
paccblinanacb, MEHS
CMYLLAET BbIYECTb
OOHO M3 OBYX KONIMYECTB
B npeaenax aHs.

[l
3arem, 4TO AHW Ans Hac -
HM4TO. Bcero nuuwb
HMUYTO. IX HE NpUKOneELlb,
N NuLwien rnas
He caenaellb: OHU
Ha doHe 6enom,
He obnapgas Tenow,
He3puMbl. [Hu,

OHW KaK Tbl; BEPHEWN,
YTO MOXET BECUTb
YMEHbLUEHHbIN pa3 B AeCATb
OAWH U3 AHen?

[
CkasaTb, YTO BOBCE HET
Teba? Ho uto xe
B pyKe MOeWn TaK CXoxe
c Tobon? n uBerT -
He nnopd HeObITUS.
1o yben nogckaske
N Tak KrnagyTcs Kpacku?
Haspsg nu 4,
OopMOoYyLLINKA KOMOK
CINOB, YYXAbIX LUBETY,
BOOGpasnTb 6bl ATy
nanuTpy CMOT.

Joseph Brodsky
BUTTERFLY
I
Should | pronounce you dead?
You lived through one day's sunrise.
The Author's jokes are sometimes
so sad! That said,
| hardly can confirm
“you lived” — your date of birth and
the date when you dispersed at
my hand conform,
which makes me hesitate
subtracting out
the earlier amount
within one day.

|
Because a day for us
is nothing. Nihil.
It won't stay on a needle
to please our eyes.
Imponderable, vain
by every count,
days on the white background
of time remain
invisible. Aren't they
like you? Or rather,
how much can weigh a dozen
times shrunk one day?

1]
Should | deny that you
exist? But what is
this looking-like-you goddess?
And doesn't hue
non-nothingness imply?
Whose mind envisioned
this painting composition?
Unlikely I,
a muttering disease,
So color-meager,
could have imagined figures
and tints like these.



Vv
Ha KpbinbiwKkax TBOUX
3paykun, pecHULbI -
KpacaBuubl N, NTULbI -
0BOpbIBKM YbUX,
CKaXXWN MHe, 3TO nul,
nopTpeT NeTyunn?
Kaknx, ckaxkum, TBOM criyyam
yacTuy, Kpynuy,
SABMSIET HATIOPMOPT:
BeLlen, nnoaos nn?
N gaxe pblGHOM NOBNU
Tpodhen NpPoCTEpPT.

\Y
Bo3mMoOXxHO, Tbl - nensax,
N, B3ABLUW Nyny,

s 0BHapyxXy rpynny
HUMA, NNISCKY, NIISXK.
CseTno nu TaMm, Kak gHemMm?
NIb TaMm YHbINO,

KaK HOYblO? 1 CBETUIO
Kakoe B HEM
B30LLUSI0 HA HEOOCKITOH?
YbU B HEM (PUrYpbI?
CKaxu, ¢ Kakoun HaTypbl
Obln caenaH oH?

VI
A gymato, YTo Thl -

N TO, N 3TO:
3Besabl, nuua, npeameTa
B Tebe yepThl.

KTo 6bin TOT toBENUp,
4yTO, BPOBL HE XMYPS,
HaHeC B MUHMAaTOpe
Ha HUX TOT MUp,

YTO CBOAUT Hac C yma,
OepeT Hac B KneLu,
roe Tbl, KaK MbICIb O BELUM,
Mbl - BeLlb cama.

IV
Your little wings display
big pupils, lashes.
Whose faces do these splashes
of dye portray?
Is it a belle, a bird?
Or maybe neither,
and on your flitting easel,
a Nature Morte
is painted: dishes, breads,
or beans of coffee,
and even — look! — a trophy
of fishing spreads.

\%
Perhaps, armed with a lens,
| would discover
a landscape: meadows, flowers,
a group of friends.
Tell, is it daylight bright?
or filled with graveness
like night? And on your canvas,
what astral lights
illuminate the view?
what constellations?
Which real life location
inspired you?

VI
| think, there coexist
and this, and those:
a star, a face, a rose
in you persist.
Who was the artist-mage
that did not falter
and made your elfin altar
a world-like stage,
world — of our broken wings,
our hard-learned lessons,
where you are things' quintessence,
and we the things.



VII
Ckaxu, 3a4em y30p
Takomn Obin paaeH
Tebe Bcero nuilb Ha AeHb
B Kpato 03ep,
Ybs amanbrama BrpokK
XPaHUT NPOCTPAHCTBO?
A Tbl — NULLAET WIAHCca
CTOMNb KpaTKNN CPOK
nonacTb B CaYOK,
3aTpeneTtarb B flagoHw,
B MOMEHT MOroHn
NNEeHUTb 3padvok.

VIII
Tbl HE OTBETULLBL MHE
He Mo NpUYNHe
3aCTEHYMBOCTMU U HE
CO 3na, U He
3aTeMm, 4YTo Tbl MepTBa.
Kuea, meptBa nu -
HO Kaxxgom boxben TBapu
Kak 3HaK poacTBa
AapoBaH rofnoc ang
OoOLLEHbSA, NEHbSA:
NPOAJSIEHNSI MITHOBEHbS,
MUHYTbI, OHS.

IX
A Tbl - Tbl fILLIEHA
cero 3arnora.
Ho, paccyxpgas cTporo,
Tak ny4ywe: Ha
Kon nag 6biTb y Hebec
B OONry, B peecTpe.
He cokpyluancs x, ecnu
TBOW BEK, TBOW BeC
AOCTOWHbI HEMOTbI:
3BYK - TOXe bpems.
BecnnoTHee, Yem Bpems,
6e33By4YHEN Thl.

VI
Explain, why such decor
was to expire
so early in the shire
of lakes, which store
the éxcess of expanse,
although inverted?
And you — this hurry thwarted
your every chance
to gratify,
let chasing, catching linger,
thrill in one's fingers,
enchant the eye.

VIII
It isn't your caprice,
that you ignore this
interrogation, nor is
an oath, nor is
your death your true excuse.
All living creatures,
among their common features,
like kinship clues,
are granted voices — for
conversing, singing,
rehearsing or rethinking
a day, and more.

IX
And you — you are deprived
of said endowment.

But seizing more — avow it! —
would not feel right.
Why be on Heaven's writs,
in debt, on welfare?

So don't lament yourself for
your weight's, your wit's
deserving this taboo:
Voice burdens, trust me.
More aerial than dust, be
more silent, too.



X
He owyuiasn, He
AOXMB OO0 CTpaxa,

Tbl BbELLbLCS Nerye npaxa
Hang Knymobon, BHe
MOXOXWNX Ha THOPbMY
C ee yayuwbem
MUHYBLUErO C rpsgyLium,
N NOToMy
Korga neTullb Ha nyr
Xenasi Kopmy,
npunobpeTtaeTt popmy
cam BO34yX BAPYT.

Xl
Tak genaet nepo,
CKONnb34 Nno rnagu
pacyepyeHHOWN TeTpaau,
He 3Hasi Npo
cyaob0Oy CBOEN CTPOKN,
roe MygpocTb, epecb
CMeLLanucb, HO AOBEPSACH
TONYKaM pyKu,
B YUbMX NanbLax bbetcsa peyb
BMOJiHE HeMas,
He Nbifnb C UBETKa CHMMas,
HO TSXKECTb C Niey.

Xl
Takagq kpacoTa
N CPOK CTOSb KpaTKun,
COeMNHACh, Aoragkomn
KPUBAT yCTa:

He BblCKa3aTb ACHEN,
4YTO B CaMOM Jerne
MUp co3aaH bbin 6e3 uenu,
a ecrnu c Hew,

TO LeSb - HE Mbl.
Lpyr-aHTomonor,
ANs cBeTa HET Urornok
N HET ANs TbMbl.

X
With consciousness withdrawn,
exempt from terror,
you flutter in the air
above the lawn
beyond the prison-like,
twice tears half laughter,
anterior and hereafter,
and this is why
when you are searching for
your proper nurture
the very space, by virtue
of this, reforms.

XI
So does a poet's pen,
that lonely slithers
along the notepad, neither
aware of when
nor what awaits its script,
where moonshine, wisdom
are mixed, but irresisting
that pulsing grip,
whose voiceless jolts convey
rejoicing, grieving,
not buds — of dust relieving,
but souls — of weight.

Xl
Such pleasure to the eyes
and matching briefness
combine into a grimace
of grim surmise:
Alas, one must admit,
the Universe's
creation had no purpose,
and if it did,
the purpose wasn't us.
My friend bug-lover,
in truth, light cannot hover,
nor darkness buzz.



XIII
Ckasatb 1ebe "lNpowan”
Kak cbopme CyTOK?
Ectb nogun, 4yen paccygok
CTPWXKET Nnnwian
3a0BeHbsA; HO B3MMSAHU:
TOMY BUHOO
NULLBb TO, YTO 3a CIMMHOIO
Y HUX HE OHK
C NOCTENbIO HA OBOUX,
He CHbl Apemyun,
He NPOLUNOoE - HO Ty4u
cectep TBOUX!

XIV
Tbl nyywe, yem Huyro.
BepHen: Tbl bnnxe
n 3pumee. BHyTpu xe
Ha BCe Ha CTO
Tbl POACTBEHHA EMY.
B TBOEM nonete
OHO JOCTUITIO NNIOTU;
N NoTomy
Tbl B CYTOSKE AHEBHOM
JOCTOMNHa B3rnsaga
KaK nerkasi nperpaga
MEeX HUM N MHOW.

1972

XIlI
Like days, you have elapsed.
“‘Farewell!” — as always.
Time shaves some minds as bald as
does ringworm scalps.
But take a closer look:
behind the client
of time-the-barber fly not
his fortune's flukes,
nor dates with beds for two,
nor dreams amorphous,
not former times. — A swarm of
your siblings do!

XIV
You're better than the Naught.
Or rather, nearer.
Yet, from within, | fear,
you are a lot
like it: its kin, its kind.
In your brief instance,
it has achieved existence;
and that is why;,
amid our fuss and flit,
you're worth regarding
as something gently guarding
my self from it.

Translated by Alexander Givental
and Elysée Wilson-Egolf





