MAPHUHA IIBETAEBA

"SI cmon naxkpoin Ha wecmepulx..."

Bce noBTopsito nepBbIi CTUX

W Bce nepemnpasisiio CIOBO:

-- "4 cTon HakphLI Ha mecTepbIX ...
Tel oHOTO 320BLI -- CEABMOTO.

Heseceno Bam Biectepom.

Ha nuuax -- noxeBsie CTpyH...
Kak Mor TbI 32 TaKUM CTOJIOM
CenpMoro 1mo3adbITh -- CEABMYIO. ..

Hegeceno TBOUM roCTsIM,
besneiicTByeT rpadguH XpyCcTaIbHBIN.
IleuanpHO -- MM, ICYAJICH -- CaM,
Hemno3Bannas -- Bcex medyaabHEH.

Heseceno u HecseTIo.

AXx! He equTe U HE MbETE.

-- Kak Mor TbI 103a0BITh YHCII0?
Kak Mor TbI omubuTscs B cuere?

Kaxk mor, kak cMmell Thl He MIOHATb,
Yro mectepo (aBa Opara, TpeTuii --
ThI cam -- ¢ )KEHOM, OTeI] U MaTh)
Ectb cemepo -- pa3 s Ha cBeTe!

ThI cTON HAKPBLT HA LIECTEPBIX,

Ho mecrepsiMu Mup He BbIMED.
YeM 1myrajaoM Cpeau KUBBIX --
BbITh NIpU3pakoM Xo4y -- C TBOUMH,

(CBoummn)... PoOkas xak Bop,
O -- Hu gy He 3ajeBas! --
3a HeMoCTaBJICHHBIN MPUOOP
Caxych He3BaHasi, cepMasl.

Pa3! -- onpokunyna crakan!

U Bce. 4TO *Kax1ano npoauThCs, --
Bcest conb u3 a3, Bcst KpOBb U3 paH --
Co ckarepTu -- Ha MOJOBUIIBI.

U -- rpo6a wet! Paznyku -- Het!

CToJ pacKoiI0BaH, I0M pa30yKeH.
Kak cmepts -- Ha cBaieOHbII 00ex,
S1 -- )KW3HB, IPUILIEIIIAS HA Y)KHH.

...HukTo: He Opat, HE CbIH, HE MY,

He npyr -- u Bce ke yKopsito:

-- ThI, CTON HAKPBIBIIMI HA IECTh -- AYIII,
MeHs He nmocaauBIINN -- C KParo.
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MARINA TSVETAEVA
“The table has been set for six ...”

One word. My lips can't help but fix

One word as I rehearse your verses.

“The table has been set for six...”

You've missed one more, the seventh person.

There is much sadness in all six.
Your faces are like rainy heavens...
How could you, to a feast like this,
Forget to summon her, the seventh ...

There is much sadness in your guests.
The crystalline carafe is idle.

You are heartbroken, they depressed,
Disconsolate — the Unentitled.

There is much grief and little light.

Ah! — food and drink — you'd do without.
How could you dare not get it right?
How could you err on this account?

How dared you never realize

That six (two brothers, then your parents,
Your wife and you yourself) give rise

To seven souls — for, I am there!

You've set the table for all six.

That doesn't set the rest a desert.
Than be a dread midst living things,
I want to be a ghost together

With your (hence also my) sextet.
Oh, timid like a thief, tonight at
The non-existing diner's set

I'll slip, the seventh, uninvited.

Whoops! — knocked a glass! And all that could
Be shed, that craved for spilling out:

Salt from the eyes, blood from the wounds,
Poured downward to the under-ground.

And — none is missing! none deceased!
The home awake, carafe enabled.

Like Death at an engagement feast,
I'm Life, at the remembrance table.

...Son, brother, husband? — Not at all,

Nor friend — and nonetheless I'm charging:
“You set the table for six souls,

And didn't leave for me — a margin.”

Translated by Alexander Givental
and Elysee Wilson-Egolf



