46 |

DR - FEK (BEDH) FA BEFR BER SYAAREELRA  ZAOLAFER-PUREFR HX  BENSE - EXRERLR
BERE BREBRR  EEHNEHEXEREE FRLFHENLTER (mE - FEEHN (ZFEMEH22)) REAREETE - BEXN 5
REFANER MEET TN \ZtHEABFSANFREREAARGTNKESEHRESE INLER - R (ERBENBREFE) W&
BANGE  ZHERSRITLEES MEMNERENEER (XEHEAM] HES8 X R [AXBASHRE] (0cl) #RE -

Maxim Amelin (Russia) is a poet, scholar of poetry, essayist, translator and publisher. He graduated from the Commercial College in Kursk, served in the Soviet Army and
studied at the Gorky Literary Institute in Moscow. He has published four books of poetry and a collection of poems, articles and essays. He has translated Greek and Latin
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Mocnewmnm HW 3a YTO. —

cTon HeboraTblil yKpacuTb BcecotBopumBLemy bory
MOMMUAOPAMM anbIMU, 030pHble N0OOBHYIKM
NeTPyLIKOWN Ky4epAaBOWN 1 YKPOMOM, YrPIOMbIX HEHABUCTHUKOB Ntobe3Hen.
YECHOKOM,

nepLem AyLNCTbIM 1 JIYKOM,
orypuamm B mynblpblLiKax
1 fonbKamu apbysHbimu. — lycTb Macno,

KakK fHTapb
COJIHLA NoJ OKOM, Bo36sieweT
ocnenuTenbHo. — YepHoro

ropa Hapesatb xneba, 6enol conu,

He CKYNACb,
BbICTaBUTb LLeNY CKNAHKY. —
BI/IHOFpa,D,HOFO NnoJiHaA
6yTbIJ'Ib He nomeLwwaeT. — Kosnb NMPUATHO

yTONATb
ronoA 1 axay co Bkycom! —
Hactynatouiein oceHu
Ha MUNOCTb He CAAAMNMCS, He CAaMMCA
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Let's hurry not a bit.

to grace this meager table For God, the Creator of All,
with red tomatoes likes naughty lovers
and stacks of melon wedges, far more than dreary doubters.
with onions

and dill, with parsley and peppers,
with garlic and goose-pimpled
cucumbers. Let the oil,

resplendent
as sunlit amber, glimmer.
It's time to slice
black bread, to strew salt

lavishly.
Let’s offer bottles full
of wine and tipple
till they’re gone. How pleasant

to placate
our palates and sup with taste!
We won't give up,
we won't give in to autumn,
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MHe xoTenocb 6bl COOCTBEHHbIN JOM UMETb
Ha nobepexbe MepTBOM XXMBOIO MOpPS,

rae Haf BOsIHaMU HebecHas CTOHET Mefb,
1n6o Hot 1 bopeit, Mex coboto cnops,
3a[1eBaloT BO3AyLUHbIE KOTOKONA,

rae To »Kap, TO XN1ag, HUKorga — Ternna.

CnabbIm 3eHKLIaM 3aKaT 30J10TOM NMoJsie3Hen,
pO30BblIii, 6VMPI30BbIN, 1 MneYHbIN NyTb,
npepocTeperatoLwuii ot bonesHern,

pa3ym cMUPASA, YyTKNIA e MO HUUYTb

He y>KaCHeTCA POKOTOM CJTyX CO3BYYMI
6e34Hbl, MHOFOrNIaroIMBOW 1 NEBYYEN.

CbI3geTcTBa KaXAbll OT3bIB €€ 3HAKOM
MHe, HOCUTESTI0 PeAKOMY [BYX Hapeuui,
rOPHUM, Clerka KOBepKas, A3bIKOM

TO, UTO HEMOLLIEH BblPa3nTb YeSIOBEUNNA,
HapacneB roBopALLeMY, CJIOB COCTaB
BbIBEPHYB HaU3HaHKY M pacniacTas.

Yro e MHe ocTaeTcA? — HeBHATHa oSy
TPYAHasA peyb 1 MOM B MyCTOTY 3ByYan
rnac, UCKaxascb, — rnosycnacarbcs, nony-
XUTb, 06UTATENIAM CMEXHbIX CIy>Ka HavaJl,
NTULE TEKYYEN UNU NETYYEN pblbe,

B COGCTBEHHOM AOMe Yy BpEMEHN Ha OTLU nobe.
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| wish | owned my own home

on the dead sands of a living sea,

where Notus and Boreas squabble and wrestle,
bumping the air’s bells till the brassy sky
chimes high above the wave’s moan—

where | shiver or fever but never feel warm.

My palsied pupils bask in the sun’s gold

(its roses, its turquoise); the Milky Way

shields me from disease. All my mental tremors
are calmed. Meanwhile I'm not dismayed—
despite my soft eardrums—by the sea’s garrulous
music, this polyphonous, singing abyss.

| find each sound or susurrus familiar,

for I'm that rare native-speaker of two dialects;
I've yanked base words by their root, turned them
inside out, then spread them flat

and spoken—with small alterations—what makes
human speech balk. | know vertiginous talk.

But what'’s left for me now that difficult speech
isinaudible in the vale? Now that | twist and prattle

Mo yTpam, BOCCTaB Kak 13 rpoba,
npoaupato rnasa c TpyLom,

1 pacnibiBYaTo rnags B 06a,
CaM He 3Has, Kyfa BeoM,

B MbIC/IEHHOW 6aanTaPOCb Kalle,
nonyapemy urnonyAasb
Pa3rpaHnuynTb CUIOCb, HO Yalln
BeCOBble — TO BJ1I€Bb, TO BNpaBb —

HW Ha MUT HE MOTYT Ha MecTe
YAEPXKaTbCA, — CKBO3b CHOBUAEHD
rnac TpyObl, 3aneyeHHO B TECTe,
BHATHO cnbiwy, Ha CyaHbIA OeHb

Npob6yXAeHne — MHIO — MOXOXe,
BblOMpPasn OAHO 13 ABYX —
OHeMeTb, Wb BOCKJIMKHY Tb: «boxe!
Mol Tebe yTpeHHIoeT ayx»

in the wilderness? Might | sometimes live, 1 Bcé cTUXOTBOpEeHMe NpefcTaBiAeT cob0i [5Ka30Byio MMMPOBU3aLMIO Ha TEMY ABYX
cTuxoB 13 «EBreHuto. MKnsHb 3BaHcKkan» (1808) laBpumna JepxaBrHa:

BoccTaB OT CHa, B3BOXY Ha HE60 CKPOMHBIN B30D,

Mon yTpeHHI0eT fyX NpaBuUTeNto BCENEHHON. ..

might | save myself, serving both sides
of that audience—the flying fish, the swimming flock—
52| in my own home, beyond time’s boondocks.
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Rising at morning from my graveside,
[ rub these eyelids till they're lucid,
and then, squinting windward,

| set off—unsure where I'm directed—

only to stumble through my thought'’s thicket.

Daily | strive to divide my half-dreams
from this half-light, but the cupped scales
dip—first to waking, then to fictions—

and won't hold still a whole second.

But through dream’s doughy incubation
a trumpet, also baked in pastry, cries—

| clearly hear it, calling me to awaken.

limagine it’s the call to Judgment,

leaving me to choose between one of two
options: go numb or exclaim “My God!

[ rouse my spirit to greet You.”
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