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Sasha Nemirovsky

TRANSLATOR'S INTRODUCTION

When | first heard Sasha Nemirovsky sing and play guitar, accompany-
ing himself on a Russian bard's song, | hadn't yet translated his poems.
Yet his nervy informal musicality proved key for translating him. Recall-
ing Sasha cradling his instrument, | felt | had seen him with his muse.
His voice sounded soft yet urgent, tremulous yet strong, refined yet
earthy, the proportions weighed as he progressed, delivering a believ-
able humanity. His poems of contrast — sincere/ironic, joyful/indignant,
hopeful/despondent, deep/flippant, grounded/restless, novel/common
— have an essentially musical axis for their parts. Like his casual sing-
ing, his poems harbor soulful singularity while nurturing fellowship.

Sasha's poems can sound easy; like songs can, they slide unapolo-
getically between polish and rawness, folky, jazzy, bluesy, classical,
modern, unified by a feel for form, by controlled focus and flow. Yet the
poems' layered pleasures, mirrored in the challenges of translating
them, belie the cost of their nuanced naturalness, the care behind the
case they make succinctly on a myriad of levels. "You're lofty sound,"
the poet tells his beloved, then adds, "I'm clinking tableware/Still
smeared. Bottles of beer." With muse as a mediator, the poems permit
the colloquial with the lofty. "Is there a tune in this?" the poet asks, then
answers: "A chord amasses from us.../Harmonies wash into one./The
universe made slightly more profound." Such "subtleties" make all the
difference in Sasha's poems, sublimating a field of contingencies.

These poems, like songs, can find human life and eternity symbiotic.
"Thinking of the vantage point of God," Sasha writes in the closing
piece, "Eternity lasts no longer than a life." Earth's "caravan of people,
things and times" stretches away from, yet also newly toward, the
eponymous "Nativity." Self-evidently, too, words — "holy blemishes," as
Sasha elsewhere describes his materials — emerge as emblems, in
tandem with persons and geographies, of redeemable specifics and in-
habitable abstractions. The fusion of sound and sense determines indi-
vidual and communal memory, integrity. Accordingly, language merits a
tumultuously active relationship, as suggested here in physically predi-
cated analogies of intellectual life with mountaineering, bicycling,
horseback riding, rafting and boating. "Soggy paper beats bottom-outs
in silt," the poet remarks; extremes come with the athletics of the cho-
sen territory.
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Sasha Nemirovsky's language is emphatically his native Russian, al-
though he has made his home in California and savors other languages
and local colors. In his poems of productive displacement, Russian fig-
ures as an evocative language of poetic consonance, which multicul-
tural peregrinations and technological neologisms need only broaden,
as the writer wills it. That said, hearing Sasha's poems in English is a
delight. In these translations, while aiming for improvisational flexibility
— riffing and dueting — I've sought to preserve Sasha's own timbre
and cadence, expressive of individual durability, growing refreshingly
from human roots, and blossoming with tunes a life can carry.

James Manteith
Oakland, 2016
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curve verse whole on the canvas field
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DeHb nepBbIN

A 4TO, CTUXM BCE paBHO O YEM?

OTO0 KaK OTNPaBUTLCS B NaBaHne

Ha kopabnuke 13 pucpMoBaHHbIX CTPOYEK,
Mopbvipas xxenaemoe kak rnaBHoe,

MomHs, yto bor cosgasan Mnp HouYblO.

Mouepk

Mpu Takom packnage Obin HEBaXEH.

Koraa mnposgaHue

3a3Byyano — B HéM yxe bbina pudma.
Kopabnuk, 3abuTbIi nepexvBaHUsMU, Kak NOKNaxen,
JlaBupyeTt mexay pudgos

CosHaHus.

HamokaeT 6ymara — nuiub 6bl HE CECTb Ha Menb.
B HyneBon TULIMHE NepBhbI 3BYK eCTb BECKOHEYHOCTb.
A xorga pacTtaeT nepBoe CroBo —

OTo neps.bI pacceeT. [NepBas Lenb —
BeyHoCTb.

YMupatoLmn 3ByK, rotoBo,

Paccbinaetcs cBeToM BceneHHown. Tpernb

MTnybsa elle He caenaxa,

A 1o 6bl OHa 3By4ana.

Y kopabnuka ewé HeT npuyana.

Y Hac c Toboto eLé HeT Tena.

Ho ecTb Havano.
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The First Day

So, is it all the same, what poems say?
They could be called a way of setting sail
In a smallish boat of rhyme-steeped lines.
Salvaging desirables as central,
Recalling, God created the world at night.
Handwriting
In that plan went so-so.
Before the cosmos
Made a sound, its rhyme had life.
The boat, jammed with experiential cargo,
Zigzag tacks through reefy
Zones of ego.
Soggy paper beats bottom-outs in silt.
Hushed zero hour's first sound's the endless.
Then first word melt’s
The first-ever dawn. The first-ever goal
The ageless.
Dying sound, built,
Strews the universe light. Trills
For birds still not ready,
Or that would belong.
The boat still has no docking.
You and | still have no bodies.
But a start is done.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Ctnxm

[omxHbl BbITb MPOCTO My3blka 1 TEMA.

Bcé octanbHoe — geno pemecna.

M pyyka — pykosTka OT Becna.

Mog HUM Bymarm pByLUascs nexa.
"apmoHusa oTTaumBaeT 6onb,

W 6onb pybuyetca — n 310 BCE, YTO ObINO.
U Bpemsi, pa3BepHyBLLEEeCS BAOMb,
3axBayeHo. 3acTbino.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Poetry

The key is having music and a theme.
The rest is only exercising craft.

And a pen — an oar clutched in a raft.
Below it, paper rapids, frothy streams.
Harmony puts nuance into pain,

And pain crusts in a scar — and that is all.
Time twirls, traces your flank,

Is seized. Has stalled.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Mé6unyc

3akoH4yeH nucT. C Hero Ha war
YyTb oTCcTYynn —

1 BHOBb ab3all,.
He 3abnyguce,
Konb nbine 6ymar
JletuT B rnasa.
Beam cTpoky,
He Bepb B KoHeL,
3aMKHETCS CTUX Ha MOMoTHe.
Torga nukym —
Cpeam konel
CnoTkHyrncs BeETEp Ha KOHe.

Ceano nexwur,

[MoéT bepna,

3mes 3arnatbiBaeT XBOCT,
A nyTb 6exuTt

M3 — B HuKyOa

W BeYyHo npocT.

3aech 3anATble He HYXHb,

W HeT geneHns Ha puTMm.

A CTpOKM BCe HanpsiXeHbl
OAHWUM AblXaHWeM TBOUM.

M TOonbKO yANBNEHHbLIN CBUCT,
Korga Ha cBom

HacTtynuwb cneg —

KTo 3aecb npowen?
Kakon noat?
[a He cnoTkHuch!
3aKOH4YeH NucT.
C Hero Ha war
YyTb oTCTYNN —

1 BHOBb ab3al,.

He 3abnyauce...
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Mo6bius

It's done: a page. So now back off
A step to judge
another strophe.
Don't lose the way
When paper dross
Clogs eyes closed.
Lead the line,
The end's not real,
Curve verse whole on the canvas field.
Then take delight —
Among the whorls
The wind's mucked up its jockey skills.

The saddle's thrown,
Misfortune sings,

The snake is swallowing its tail.
The road bounds on

Nowhere from nothing,
Timelessly simple.

Here commas can be put aside,

No signatures or bars set rhythm.
Yet each line's alert to ride

At no more than your respiration.
There's just a whistle of surprise

At your own imprints in your path —

Who left them here?
What poet passed?
Don't muck it up!
It's done: a page.
So now back off
A step to judge
another strophe..
Don't lose the way....

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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CaH-thpaHUMCCKUA poMaHC

[Ba Genbix wapwuka B3neTatT Hag CaHceToMm.
LIBETHbIE NEHTOYKM HE MPUXUMAET rpy3.
TaHycb

3a HUMK B3rnsgoM, 3a CHOXKETOM,

B koTOpoM BMecTe cHacTbe eCTb U FPYCTh.
Moa BeTpom

BbicoTy rnoTtato ¢ Humu.

Cwmetocb Ha NpasgHuke, OCTaBLLUEMCS BHU3Y.
MHe BMaeH okeaH, cerogHsi CUHUNA,

He 10, 4TO AaBe4a, B OCEHHIOIO rpo3y.

LiBeTHble JOMUKM, crelualime nog ropky,
Boonb ceTku ynuu, roe ¢ kpaée TyMaH.

W 3an4mkoB nyckaroLime CTBOPKU
PacnaxHyTbIX OKOHHbIX pam,

IAe wTopku

Pasnetenuck. BuaHo TecHo

IM 0BHMMaTbLCA ObINO B MOMHbIV WTUMb.
[lBa GenblIx Wwapwka, eweé nokyaa BMecTe,
[MpoxogaT uepKBM YTOHYEHHBIN LUNUSTb.

[1Be TEMHbIX TOYKM NCYe3aloT B OTAANEHbe.

O 4éMm buwb 9?7 — []aBHO 3enéHblil CBET.

JInweb rpy3 oT neHToYek B nopTdene Ha CUaeHbe,
[a Tpadvkom 3ayLLEeHHbIN NPOCNEKT.
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Sasha Nemirovsky
San Francisco Romance

Two white balloons ascend, fly buoyant over Sunset.
Colorful ribbons unencumbered by the load.

I'm towed

By watching them, by the vignette,

Which holds a mingled happiness and woe.

With the wind,

| go with them, imbibing altitude.

| join in laughter at the fete left on the ground.

My view includes the ocean — today it’s blue,

No longer dulled by autumn's recent thunder clouds.

Colorful houses, in a hurry down the hillside,

By gridded streets with fog at either end.

And sashes letting rabbit-glints of sunlight

Hop through windows vigorously open,

With curtains

Puffed apart. Too much pressure

When sealed off to embrace, sea weather staunched.
Two white balloons, as yet still paired together,

Sail past a church’s spire, finely wrought.

Two darkish dots eluding sight, lost in remoteness.
Where’s my mind? — the light turned green long ago.
Briefcased ribbons on the car seat only load it.

And traffic has the streetscape by the throat.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Sasha Nemirovsky

find my stone
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Mowucen

A cMoTpto Ha xonmbl. Ha nuHuio nnska.
Ha conHue.

MHe Tbicaua net. inn 6onbLue.

Hy nogu pastepu.

£ 3necb KopHW NycTun.

M oHu pasbpenuco, kak npuaéTcs.
Paspapun

Bce cBoM MMeHa — CMOBHO C BETOK JIUCTHI.

A rnsaxy.

W rmasa KOppeKkTMpyIoT NEpPBYIO NaMATb.

A npowy —

W maTepus rHETCS OT CroB.

Kak >xe npocTo ckasaTb,

YT0 NOTOM HEBO3MOXHO MOMpPaBuUTb.

B nsbexaHbe owmbkm — HayunTbes 6bl cnywars nobossb.

£ cnmHOM NOBEpPHYChb, YTOO 3akaT MOK TeHb NepeaBUHYIT.
YT06bI CBEXME BCXOAb! HE Monanu nog 3HOW.
MopHumaeTcs BeTep. N foxab BbIGUpaeT 4ONUHY.
Heyxenu BCcE aT0 CO MHOW?

[Oa yxe Hag cTpaHoun

JnBeHb Npét 6e3 obmaHa.

BucHeT Tyya, 1 He cKOpoO xapa 3aneyer.

£ ¢ TeyeHbeM BEKOB pasnunyaro Bce YéTye —

OT KpeMnEBCKO-ernneTCKNX CTEH U OO TPETbEro xpama.
KTo BEOET aylwiam cyérT,

MycTb 3auTérT,

He cnoTkHyBLUIMCL Ha cYéTe.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Moses

| am watching the hills. Watching the shore.
And the sun.

I'm a thousand years old. Or more.

Go and sort that one out.

Here | set my roots loose.

And they rambled without direction.

Shared around

All my names — like unleaving from boughs.

| am gazing.

And my eyes make revisions to first recollections.

| am asking —

And words weigh so matter adjusts.

It's so easy to say

What later refuses correction.

For fewer wrong turns, the lesson's to listen to love.

| am turning my back, so sunset resettles my shadow.
To shelter fresh seedlings from scorching.

Mounting wind. And the valley's chosen by rainfall.

Is this really happening to me?

Yes, over the country

A downpour already squalls, truthful.

Stormclouds hang, for a while keeping heat at bay.

Centuries pass, my discernment is surer —

From the walls of the Kremlin and Egypt, and then a third temple.
May the minder of souls' account

Let this count

Without stumbling on numbers.

(translated by James Manteith)
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B TeHu kamHen

B namsitu ropuT cBeT.

3akaT, OTpaXXE€HHbI OT 6ENOro KamHsi.

Xonmbl. IX NMHUA MeAneHHO CXOaUT Ha HeT

Y ropusoHTa. [lopoa, HaTAHYTbIN Ha NoApaMHUK
BpemeHrun. Nictopus, pe3oHupytoLLas npsiMo B KPOBb.
[a s yxe GbiBan 3gecb U rocrnoavHoOM, U CMepaoM.
A yacTuLa 3TUX CKIOHEHHbIX rONnoB,

YT0 nog OTKpbITbIM HEGOM

CrtposT 6epera gobpa

Pa3avepom 1 putmom

CBoel MONUTBHI.

ManomHukn. Kowku. [letBopa.

MyCTbIHHBIX YNUL, CTONTaHHbIE NINTbI.

£ cHoBa 3gech, kak paHbLue. M He Tak.

Xo35auH, 3ackoumnBLIMiA B rocTu. Mpocto
MpuaoaeneH namATbio. B Hen cTapbi nancepaak
Hukak

He nogroHsieTcs no pocry.

A k nnécy

Mnowaan y 3anagHon CTeHbI

Bapyr BbibpoLueH 6e3 BCAKOro Haxmma.

A, HepOXAEHHbIN CblH MOeNn CTpaHbl —
Wepycanuma.

Tenepb BEAOM HEBUOAUMBIM Fly4OM
CKBO3b TPELUUHbI 3@ KAMEHHYIO KIaaky.
Tyna, roe 6bin 1 He 6bIn A eLlé.

K Hayany, 4To B CyXoMm ocTaTtke

He namenunnocs.

MoxHo, BO3BpaTACh,

HalTu cBol KamMmeHb, YTOObI, NPUCMOHSACD,
MouyBcTBOBaTL CEbs1 cpeaun Hapoaa,
Korga ckBo3b apKy He3anoXXeHHbIX BOPOT
B3arnsg BuanTt 4€TKo CyLIHOCTbL HebocBoaa
Kak cBsi3b BpeMéH, a He HaobopoT.

Kak 6rnoku cTeH, HageTbl Ha NYHENKY,
Jlexat Beka. Ho ux He oxsauy.

A ropoa npoGerato no nyyy.

3a BaLHKu, nepeyrnkom, No CTyneHbKam.
A 3gecb monuncs, xun.

Tenepb — monyy.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

In the Shadow of Stones

Memory, where light glows.

Sunset on a white stone mirror.

Hills. Their line’s slow ebb to “no”

At the horizon. City taut on stretcher bars,
Time. History thrums straight to the blood.
Sure, here I've been both lord and chattel.
I'm a particle of these down-tilted heads
Below an open sky,

Builders of coasts of good

With meter, rhyme

Their prayer.

Pilgrims. Felines. Youngsters.

Footworn flagstones, streets now bare.

I’'m here as | have been before. But not.

A landlord who has dropped by as a guest. Just
Pinned down by memory. In that, an oldtime lapserdak
Lacks

Tailoring for height, hangs shapeless.

Out to the placid

Plaza the Western Wall sees,

Suddenly I'm thrust without even a nudge.

I, an unborn son of my own country —

Jerusalem.

Now an unseen ray ushers me away

Through fissures in stonelaying work.

To somewhere | have been and not been yet,
The start, dry residue that part

Unchanged.

| could, returning,

Find my stone to lean,

To feel I'm of the people

When, through an arch, gate pillars never set,
My gaze would clearly frame the sense a sky shields
As times joined, not opposites.

Like the walls' blocks fit a survey rod,

Ages lie. Not mine to span.

| skim the city like the sun.

An alley, scaling stairsteps, passing towers.
Here | prayed, lived.

Now hold my tongue.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Cnepbl

£ Hay4vycCb YUnTaTh CrNoBa CBATON 3eMnn —
BoTt pnepeBo, npopocLuee CKBO3b KaMeHb.
KoTéHOK, konoLuawmincs B Nbinu.

Hapg Hum B BEnocunegHom pave
MepebupaeT cMyrnbIMN HOraMmm

Ha 613Hec HaBOCTPEHHbIN GeayuH,

Tak 4To pyka MOsi CNeLnT B KapMaHe
MoTporaTb KoLenéx.

Wepycanum

LLymunT BOKpYr 1 paBHO 6e3pasnmyeH K Npoxoxemy
Wnn Kk npopoky.

BHM3 rnags, ¢ BbICOTbI BEKOB

OHM NOX0XM,

Ho kT0 xe

CymeeT nocmMoTpeTb Ha 3TO COOKy?

Tak, Henpunu4yHo,

Mackupysicb nog 4yxyto ayLuy,

A, NpyKpbIBasicb TO KUMON, TO LUNSAMNOWN,

Larato 3a MONAWMMCS U TpyLUy,

YTto He cmory, He NOAYMHIOCH NOpPOTY,
Mepewarny. Yto knanaH

BpemeHu, Bnyckarowmi Tyaa,

Y3xe He BbinycTUT obpaTHO.

YTo, Kak bbl HM XOTENOChb Ha NONATHLIN,

Ye He CMOYb.

Jlioackas yenoseyecTBa pyaa

Tak nepexoauT B AyX, B MOMUTBY 1 B OTBarbl MPOYb.
Tak B Hel BCTpeYatTcs CrioBa — CBATbIE NATHA.
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Imprints

I'll learn to read the words of holy earth —
That rock pierced by the progress of that tree.
A kitten groveling in the dirt,

Above it, in a frame of cyclery,

Swarthy legs pump skillfully,

Ferrying a business-minded Bedouin,
Sending my hand speeding to my pocket —
Wallet's there.

Jerusalem

Blares all around, equally unmoved

By prophet or pedestrian.

Gazing down, ages high — they look the same,
But who can

See this from a side perspective?

So, vulgarly,

In masquerade as someone else's soul,

I, shielded by a kippah or a wide-brim,

March behind a praying man, appalled,
Imagining I'll disobey the threshold,

Stride across. That the lid

Of time, the valve of entrance there,

Will tighten, blocking backward passage,

With any urge to skulk away, impassive,

Futile then.

And so mankind, humanity's raw ore,

Gains movement into spirit, into prayer and into midden.
Gains words, and each one holds a holy blemish.

(translated by James Manteith)
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navigating
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HoBosenaHackum nensax

Haeurmnpys acansT no 3enangunm,
MepeocmbicnuBaellb pa3Mepbl 3eMHOrO LWapa
W ero gBmxeHune no opbute. MaHTuto
CyeTbl, COTKaHHy0 M3 xapa

PaboTbl,

3ameHsielb Ha NnNaBKu.

CeBepHble WnpoThI

Vcnonb3yellb Nyub A5s crpaBky

O dunHaHcax npu onnaTe 3a KpoB

B mecTax noctos,

Tam, rae norosioBbe oBeL, U KOpoB
3HaunTenbLHO NPeBOCXOaUT MNoACKoe.

Yamensaewbcs Ha MnedHbin MyTb

M3 cBeTaWwmnxca YepBsKOB,

JKuByLimx Bo TbMe nelep,

'Ae cBOAbl M TULWIMHA HEe AaBSAT Ha rpydb.
Ha Bogonagpl 13 py4enkos,

Hecylumecs yepes wenb.

Ha anpenb

B KBuHcTayHe

B enTo-3enéHbIX npaMmuakax u3 Tornonewn.
Bepéwb naysy Ha neyeHbe-OpayHu

C vawkon natte

Y o3epa, rae yxogouT B nnaBaHve
Mapoxoauk, KOTOPOro He JoXaaTbcsi 0bpaTHoO.

lMoToMy 4TO Thl OAHOPA30BbLIN FOCTb

C nepcnektuBon moTens

B coTHe knnomeTposB K tory oTcioaa.

U yxxe AaBHO nopa kKaTtuTb U3 anpens

B man dpbopgos, Tonkas TpocTb
MepeknoyeHns ckopocTen, NoaCnyaAHO
Coxanes

O KpaTkoCTu cpoka,

To ecTb 0 NNOTHOCTY BreYaTneHnii B eQUHNLE BPEMEHM.
[a, oT 3TUX MECT HE XOYETCS XUTb BPO3b.

Ho ctonbko

Yenoseky He OTNYLLEHO B O4HOM MOKOMEHUM.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

New Zealand Landscape

Navigating the asphalt of Zealand,

You reconceive the extent of the planet
And its orbital motion. Arriving mantled
In work's fever-fabric

Distractions,

You slip into a bathing suit.

Northern latitudes

Serve solely to review

Finances buying hospitality

In places where you quarter,

Down where heads of sheep and cattle
Have people's heavily outnumbered.

You marvel at Milky Way
Luminous wormlet

Denizens of dark caverns

Whose silence and whose vaults don't suffocate.
And you wonder at waterfall rills
Sluicing through stony funnels.
And April

Queenstown's

Yellow/green pyramid poplars.
Pause for a cookie/brownie,

Cup of latte,

Lakeside, where a departing
Steamboat won't show redocking.

Since you're a one-day guest

Facing a motel

A hundred k southward.

And it's high time to roll out of April

Toward May fjords, gearshift grasping
Altered speeds, underpinning

Wistfulness

This time is brief.

That is, impressions dense per timespan.
Yes, life dislikes divide from these geographies
But much goes

Beyond one person's part each generation.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Or ®paHuun

A xouewb yctpuu, 6enoro BuHa?

Kak no3gHvumM yTpoM B ropogke
Konntope?

Ine BeTkn

ABNoHb NPsSIMO 13 OKHA

W npenvHaHbe nnatbs no cdurype?
Kak mbl cTosinu, 3a pyku gepxachb.

He wekoTanu namsaTbio 3ab0Thl.

A nop Horamu 6bIn necok. He rpsasb
Wnb cnakoTb NogMOCKOBHOro 6onoTa.
Kak B HOoTax

Hawew BcTpeyum nnbin NpocTop.

Kak, He cnpaBnsasiCb C CONTHEYHOW KapTUHKOW,
BeccunbHO Wénkan kamepbl 3aTBOP.
W cmex gpoxan y rnasa nayTUHKON.

Konntop MaTncca B o6pamneHbu MNabno,

Ae 6awHn pyMnaH —

Ctopoxa BpeMEH.

Tobon 1 umm

BmecTe NOMoHEH.

Cnacu ms, M'ocnoaun, 4tob namaTb He ocnabna.
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South of France

How about oysters, maybe some white wine?
Like late that lazy morning

In Collioure?

Our window

With the apple trees outside.

A frock as punctuation for your figure.

The way we stood together, hands entwined.
No worries came to mind then, not a twinge.
With sand beneath our feet. Not stubborn grime

Or slush tracked in from Moscow's boggy fringe.

Our octaves

When we met swam with expanse.

The sun defied all settings for exposure,
Reduced each camera click to impotence.
Our vision trembled like a web with laughter.

Collioure — Matissian in a frame of Pablo.
Where Roman towers

Guard whatever times.

Both you and they

Have held me mesmerized.

Redeem me, Lord, so that the memory won't wobble.

Sasha Nemirovsky

(translated by James Manteith and Andrey Kneller)
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YTpeHHun aTof

A c yTpa Hac pa3byaar yavku.
U kak OyaTo 3anaxHeT MOpeM.
Ho Tbl 3apoelubcs B 04esno

C nneyamn.

W Hunyero Ha ocTaBuLb, KpOME
KoHuunka Hoca.

Hapo geHb HaumMHaTb CHavana —
3agaBaTtb 1 0TBeYaTb Ha BOMPOCHI,
Haberatowpe Ha KpOMKyY

TBoewn cywn. bes ocTaHOBKM.
"pomko,

MyLie npexHero kpuyat NTUubl.

W cBeT B3OMBaETCSA CONMHEYHOW MbifbHo.
Bagox. Mnaza.

OTKNIOYUTb MOBUNBHUK.

U yXe HU4ero He cHUTCS.
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Morning Etude

Then morning — the gulls will wake us.
And scents will rise like the sea.

But you'll burrow, blanket drawn
Shoulder-high.

And you'll leave nothing bare, save
Your nose's crux.

A day ought to start off with starting —
With asking and answering questions
Whose surf surges past your terrain's
Trailing selvage. Ceaselessly.
Big-voiced

Birds squawk still more gamely.

And sun-struck dust whisks light bigger.
A sigh. Wide eyes.

Turn off the cell ringer.

No longer in a dream.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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FaBanckue OTKPbLITKMW.

PasBanuHbl pycckoro cpopTta Enusasetsi.

Kpukn OuKmMx neTyxoB., KIHOKOLLMX NO KPOMKE nrisKa.
OctpoBok KaBau. [1bim TBO€eW curapeThbl

Mo npaBunam — KpUMmMHaNIbHas 4YacTb Nensaxa.
BnaxHocTb

Takagq, 4To NogbEM no Tpone

Marno yem oTnMyaeTcs OT NoceLLEHbst NAapHOMN.
JlnaHa, kak nonynsipHoe KaHore,

MpeobnagaeT n B apxuTekType NMUBHOW,

"Ae 3a CTOVKOW CTaBHW Ha PacKpPbITOM OKHE.
KapTuHka: Bua Ha WwkonbHoe pyTbonbHoe none,
C6oky o6pe3aHHOe CTeHon,

Tam namsTHUK nobefe B ANOHO-PYCCKOV BOMHE.
BonbHo.

2,

A cMOTpIO Ha OroHb NEPBOOLITHONM AYLIOW, B 0OpamneHun cTpaxa.
OH TeuéT He cneLua 1 No Kanne cnagaeT Ha Nhsx.
3akunaeT BofHa, ncyesasi, MeLlaeTcs C NpaxoM
BynkaHa.

OcTpoB. aBuxeTcs B Mope. W pacTéT oCTbIBaIOLLMIA KPSIXK.
MaHopama

V3 nanbm 1 gpeBeCHbIX XBOLLEN,

oe wymuT BOgONagom peka,

HewnsmeHHa.

JIMWwb TepsieTcs LLEHHOCTb NPUBbLIYHLIX BELLEN,

Korgoa Bpemsi — CMHOHMM necka.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Hawaiian Postcards

1.

Ruins of Russian Fort Elizabeth.

Crows of wild roosters pecking sand's ribbon.

The islet of Kauai. The smoke of your cigarette —
Says the state — spells crime in this view's jurisdiction.
Humidity

So high, climbing the pathway

Feels sweaty as a steambath session.

Lianas, popular canopy,

Predominate in tavern architecture.

Through shutters on the open window past the bar,
This view: a school soccer field,

One side of which a wall obscures.

A monument out there to Japo-Russo war victory.
Painful.

2,

I look at the fire with a primitive soul, framed by fear.

Its dawdling flow, crawling out drop by drop to the shore.

A wave starts to boil while receding and blends with the cinders
Of the volcano.

The island heads into the sea with the growth of the cooling spur.
Panorama,

Palms and rushy grasses.

A waterfall roars, downstream,

Hasn't changed.

Only the usual things' value passes

When time becomes sand's synonym.
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3.

Moneeka cnycTsa nocre oKoHYaHWs 60MbLLON BOVHbI
Mocpenm GyxTbl — Nony3aTonseHHbIN kopabnb
CTout namaTHMKOM €€ Havany.

Ho rosoput 6onbLue o eé TueTe.

Mocetutenn Oaxy B OCHOBHOM BNtoGMNeHbI

Opyr B apyra. Cyas no Tonne y npyyana,

OueHb MHorne BoobLe

N3 AnoHun.

MepoBbin mecsu,.

LLUnpoyeHHbIN necyaHbIn NNsx.

3eneHoBaTblli TENMbIN OKeaH.

Ecnu

Kaxpgas ceMbsi, kak BeTKa, NycKaeT CBOW KOPEHb,
To KTO 34eCbh YyXKOW, KTO Haww?

BaHbsH.

MepexunBLunin BOVHY,

PacTywumii ¢ anoxon BpOBEHb.
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3.

Half a century after a big war's finish,
A half-sunk ship sits mid-bay

As a monument to the war's first day
Yet saying more about war's vanity.
Most Oahu guests romancing

Each other. To judge, on the quay,
From the crowd, many

Traveling from Japan.

Honeymoon.

Sandy beach, breadth stupendous.
Greenish balmy ocean.

If

Each family's a branch with roots it places,
Who here is them, who's us?

A banyan.

War survivor,

An era's peer, growing its pace.

(translated by James Manteith)
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OTKpbITKa 3 CUHTPbI

3TN Bycbl OrHewn, yxoasimne B MOpPE C rpyAacTbiX XONMOB.
MaBpwuTtaHckue 6alwHu — Tuapsbl, rae Hebo B NoAcBeTKax.
CwuHTpa cnut. MNMneweT kaMeHb B pa3bere BEKOB.
PecTopaHHble CTONUKM CraT B ogesinkax candeTok.

OT0 yac, korga anb@bl NPUXOJAT C NPOrynoK

B capax Peraneiipa.

370 Bpems KypuTenbHbIX TPYOOK

C 6okarnom nopTtBerHa.

MopTyranbckoe BpeMs 3MoxXu CMeLLEeHbsS BpEMEH.

Bcé, uto 6bINOo yxxe u elwé He CNy4nnoch.

30ech KnéH

[MepemeLluaH Ha CKMOHaXxX C XBOLLEM U COCHOMW.

3aewHnii Bo3ayx 3BEHUT KOMOKOSbHEN N NaxHET BECHOMN.
HasHayeHbe U3BMMUCTLIX ynuy,

B paccraHoBke 4BOpLIOB.

Mbl KOCHYNMCb

Bpycuatkn. M ctanun npuyacTHbl K iuctee —

[oH 1 [JoHbS, YTO 13 CUHMX BCTAlOT M3pasLoB,

YT106bI BLINTU B KPOCCOBKAX B PAcCBET.
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Postcard from Sintra

These beaded lights slip seaward from buxom hills.
Moorish tower tiaras limn the skyline.

Sintra sleeps. Stone ripples in centuries' trail.
Small restaurant tables sleep, snugly napkined white.
This hour is for the elves' return from little strolls

In the Regaleira garden courts.

This hour is for the smoking of several pipes

With a tall glass of ruby port.

Portugal time in an era where times mingle.

All that has been and has not happened yet.

Here maples

Mix on slopes with sedge and pine.

Here the air's belfry rings and bears spring spice.
The rationale of winding streets

Lies in palace sites.

We touched the tactile

Cobblestones. Fraternized with leafy fronds —

A Don and Dona rising from blue glaze tiles

To roam sneaker-shod at breaking dawn.

(translated by James Manteith)
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OTkpbITKa ¢ Kn-Becrta

Yepenaxa Nons3éT no necky B HanpaBneHMn KopMa.

MeHT wTpadyeT BoAMTENS 32 BbICOKYH) CKOPOCTb -

Jnuo nctekaeT notom, 6e3ynpeyvHasn yHudopma

CkpblBaeT TONCTOE TENOo, Kak NpoTe3 NPUKPbLIBAET NOSIOCTb.
YKapa, oTpaxasiCb OT CONEHOM BOAbl, MELLAET MbICIIN.
Hagexpa nuwb Ha KOHAMUMOHEpP B NUTeHoM bape,

Ioe pybaluka, HakoHeL OTNUMHYB OT Tena, NOBUCHET
OcBoboxaas nogMbILLIKK OT y4acTus B neperape.

[omuk BENMKOro nucaTens B LBETHbIX LUNANax —
KuwwimT TypncTckoe pasBrneyeHbe.

KoLuku, nepectynas Ha wecTunanbix nanax,

Knsanuat 6yTepbpos, neveHbe

Wnu npocTto nacky.

WcTopus, 3aTackaHHas,

B koMmepueckux Lensax obpacTtaeT CHOXKETHON NpbITbIO,
Korga akckypcoBog, AekrnaMupysi Hem3BecTHble hakThbl,
Manaraet eé, kak cKkasky.

Kak kopabnb BO hpaxThbl

Myselt caaétca noa ceaabbbl unu GusHec-cobbiTus.

OTnyck, npoTekatowmn Ha Kn-Becte, nponax caHrpuei,
KaTaHvem Ha BOAHbIX NblXax 1 TOMY Nog06HbIM.
Tak 1 xo4eTcsa npmkasaTb MFHOBEHUIO: 3aMpy U
OcTtaHoBMCb. HO NpuxoanT anekTpoHHas noyra.

C yTpOGHbIM
3ByKOM adOH BbIMMECKMBAET HA MIIsHK
PeanbHocTb bbiTa.
amak y Mmopsi 6onbLue He BNUCbIBAETCS B NEN3ax,
CocTaBneHHbIN 13 XMXMHbI pbibaka u ero KopbiTa.
Tak 4To Nnopa oTNPaBNATLCA U 3anaTblBaTh CETb —
Kakas nposa.
W Tonbko CBETUIO CyMeeT No-KOPONeBCKM CECTb,
OcTtyxasi 3akaTom BO3ayX.
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Postcard from Key West

A turtle crawls over the sand toward morsels.

A cop fines a driver for speeding —

Face fountaining sweat, flawless uniform,

Tubby body masked, stump to prosthesis.

The saltwater-amped heat's mind-addling.

The lone hope lies in the drinking bar's A.C.
There shirts unstick from flesh at last and dangle,
Sparing the pits complicity in boozy stink.

A great writer’'s house, in gaudy hats,
Reels with tourist revelry.

Ambling six-toed cats

Mooch a sandwich, a cookie

Or just pats.

History, shopworn,

Sprouts spry plotlines for commercial zing
As the guide, declaiming arcane data,
Plies it, fairytelling.

Like chartering a freighter,

Weddings and business do's make museum bookings.

A Key West vacation streams by, wafting sangria,
Water skiing and all that.
This moment should take orders: freeze,
Stay put. But an email lands.
Womb-tract
Echo iPhone splats beach
With real-deal stuff.
A seaside hammock now strange in the scene
Laid by a fisherman’s shack and his skiff.
So, time to board again, patch a network —
How prosaic.
And only an orb will shoulder sitting like a monarch
While chilling the air with sunset.

(translated by James Manteith)
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dpaHLuy3CcKuiA KBapTan

CHumato wnsany.

OnekTporuTapa, yaapHuk, koHTpabac.
W cakc.

Mo Tpany

KnanaHoB nanbubl —

OTO NoYepk CUHKOMbI.

BaputoH — wpanHenblo 3ByKa
TaHeTcsa BA3b TaHUa.

Ero ctonebl

Mo cueHe B pe3oHaHC ¢ MOUMM,

Yrto no nany6e 3ana.

Tpyba, nogcTpenueLiasi MbiCIb 0 GercTee,
Mwumo

Y30poB peLLeTok 4OMOB KBapTana,
B3opsana MOTuB, 4TO NOYTK Ha Buc
O6BMN 6anKoHbI NOLWOM 13 AeTCTBa.

Hbto OpnnuHc,

TBOM XeHLMHbI NpubbIBatoT B rpobax
[nsa npogoskeHus poaa.

TBOM NMpaTbl cnacarT OTeYeCcTBO,
TonbKo koraa ux nax

VM gukTyeT Mbicnu.

W paxe cupeHa nonuumm, Kak 4acTb Npupoasl,
MNonapaeT B TakT

TpomGoHy 6ecneyHocTH,
Urpatowemy — ax,

Kak 6eccunbHbl YucnUTenbHble!

Hbto OpnunHc,

ka3 TBoMX MUHK-0O0K

OTnnsAcbiBaeT BHU3

Mo ynuue B napage «Mapawn Npa».

MpuHL,

MogHumatowmn Gytacdopckuin Kyook,

Kak npus

3a ny4wyto ponb. C yTpa

[ekopaunn n3 ranepen B KOBaHbIX peLléTKkax
U B XuMBbIX LiBETAX,

PeanbHOCTbIO NOATBEPXKAAOT NPOLUEALLNA BEYep.
JewéBbix

Byc ybpaHcTBO Ha npoBofax,

Ha BeTkax. CepaeyHo
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French Quarter

| doff my hat.

Electric guitar, skins, double bass
And sax.

Along ramp

Valves tap fingers —

Syncopation’s penmanship.

Baritone — sonic shrapnel

Clinching meshwork dance.

His soles on

Stage resonate with mine

On the club planking.

The trumpet strafes an itch to split,
Ricochets

The quarter's lattice-hatch addresses,
Firework riff an inch from encore

Ivy twine around childhood balustrades.

New Orleans,

Your women cruise up in coffins
For procreation.

Your pirates save the nation
Only when their loins

Dictate them notions.

And even sirening police's part of nature
Pulses the same swing

As happy-go-luck's 'bone
Player — ah,
Number-crunching's square!

New Orleans,

Your mini-skirt jazz

Sashays down the street

In Mardi Gra parade.

A princely

Trophy waver's papier-maché razz
Prize

Rah-rahs best role. Tomorrow's
Wrought-rim garland galleries
In snazzy hue

Reality swear last night unspun.
Chintzy

Beads costume cables and
Branches. An impassioned
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Bropsawmi gxasy ctapbii KONECHbLIN Napoxon,
BpemeHun Bonpeku

Y no BneyeHuto

KanvntaHa 6epéT ogHy M3 HOT.

l'yook nnbIBET

BeTpowm, oyrowimMm no TeYeHuto
BenunyecTtBeHHOW peku.
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Jazz-mimicker old-school paddle steamer,
Time cheater,

Captain-encouraged,

Toots back one of the notes.

The whistle floats

On wind blown with the current,

With the regal river.

Sasha Nemirovsky

(translated by James Manteith)
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The 49-er (CopokageBATHUK)

3onoTouckaTenbCKUn ropofok,
3acTpoeHHbI oucamm xan-Teka.
Ortpor ropsi.

MapkuHr.

AnekTpomMobunb Mopaon y nepeBsian —
KopmuTcst yepes nposog.

Apka.

CrtapeHbkasi 6ubnmoTeka,

Mopatolasa nosop,

BcnomHuTb 0 KHUrax kak cnocobe cBsiau
C nepBOOLITHOW KyNbTypON ylIeALwero Beka.

Crapartensb, He BegawLwuii OANHOYECTBA,
KoBblpsieT andoH —

Ho nepexoguT k kKOMMNbOTEPY,

Korga craHoBUTCSt HECTEPNUMO.

Ha akpaHe kak coH

BeXxuT HesakpbITbI YaT.

PaBHOOYLUHBIN K NOYEPKY,

OH cTyunT nanbLamm.

CmMOTpeTb MyTOPHO,

Kak oHu cTpoyar.

Munurpnmbl

M3 TypucToB-ckutansLes
YupunukaioT hoTkm
BukTopuaHckmx 3gaHui

Ha choHe BbIBECOK MMPOBBIX HUPM.
3anug. MopT. BbICOTKN.
BoeBuk-punbm.

"epon. KoHe4Ho xe, repon-ognHoyka.
BnaropogHblii, HenoGeauMbINA.
ae-To yxe 3To ObINio.

CioxerT, ybeguTtensHo

Mpoxopsawmi Yyepes TOUKy
HeBosBpara

W3 asapta

[loroHu 3a 30110TOW XUIOWN.
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The 49-er

A little gold-rush burg

Rezoned with offices for high-tech.
Spur-heeled

Mountain. Slotted parking.
Electromobile, nose hitched to a rack —
Grazing through a wire.

An archway.

Oldie library,

Whose sight triggers

Memories of books as means of bonding
With the primal culture of an outgone century.

A prospector, innocent of loneliness,
Prods and picks an iPhone —

But doubles on computer

At peaks of aggravation.

Across the backdrop screen
Canters open chat.

With no taste for longhand,

He rat-a-tats with thumbs.

Nausea, watching

Their thumpety thump.

Pilgrim jaunters,

Tourist wanderers,

Chitter-chatter pics of

Victorian facades

Foregrounding signs of global firms.
Bay. Port. Skyscrape.
Action-packed film.

A hero. Of course, the hero fights alone.
Noble, unbeatable.

Seen somewhere already.

A plot persuasively

Passing a point known

As no-return,

Conjuring

Chased golden quarry.

(translated by James Manteith)
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harmonies wash into one

Sasha Nemirovsky
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OTtbe3n

dusunyeckasa yaanéHHOCTb TeNn B NPOCTPaHCTBE —
Ewé He paanyka.

W ecnu npoTty6epaHLbl

CorHua He cBeTAT HaM OJHOBPEMEHHO —

OT0 He NoBoA Nnakatb.

Pasnyka — aT1o korga y Tebs 60nuT koneHo,

A A He mory yTewnTb. Koraa dpykToBas MSAKoTb
HepoepneHa,

60 Tebs HeT.

Korga B KyxHe, TaMm, rge oTMeTuHa,

He 3axwuratoT cBer.

OT0 CcTakaH nycToThl,

HanuTbih Ha Houb, Wenpo.

OT0 cyxas uegpa

OBbEKTMBHbBIX NPUYMH, KOTOPbLIE S HE 3aMOMHIO.
Tol

HaTsarneaelub Hally CTPyHy Tak, YTO Kpome

Eé Bnbpauum

HeT yxe opyrvx 3ByKOB.

Paanyka —

OT0 onepauus

Ha »xwuBon namsaTw,

KoTopas nsmeHsiet nuua.

£ B3gparnsaro OT ABEPHOro CTyKa.

Mnmn 310 MHe NpocTo CHUTCA?
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Departure

Bodies physically remote in space

Don't yet signal separation.

And if protuberating rays

Don't send us sun synchronously —
That shouldn't make the eyes wet.
Separation is your aching knee

When | can't soothe it. Or fruit's soft pulp
Uneaten

Since it's where you're not.

Or some mess out in the kitchen,

Which anyhow stays dark.

It's a glassful of the void,

An empty nightcap, super-sized.

It's arid citrus rinds

Of objective causes my mind won't retain.
You

Apply such tension to our string, besides
Its vibration's

Sound there is no other.

Separation —

It's a surgery

On living memory,

Which reconfigures faces.

I'm startled by a knocking at the door.
Or did | ever waken?

(translated by James Manteith)
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K cbiny
1.

Mow ronoc cnab.

Ckoperi NoXoXx Ha LWEMOT.

CnoBa eLLe XUBYT HEOOMTUIN CPOK.
MHe MyapocCTblo OLIMBOK He 3aluTonathb.
He nepecpaTb NnpoBaneHHbIN YpoK.
WTor

TBOUX ABWXEHUIN, YTO HAOTMallb,
Ectb 60nb. EE nepeHanpaButb —
JInweb B nycToTy.

A TOK

B TBOMX crnoBax, rae BCE O NPOLUSIOM,
He otnyckaeT namsiTe.

A nuety

Bymaru gosepsito 6onblue,

Yem TBOMM rnasam.

To, 4TO 9 B HUX YnTalo,

Kak 3aHoLwieHHoe

MnaTtbe,

TpewunT no weam,

EpBa HekcTaTn

A npumepsio

Ero Ha HacTosLweM.

Moti ronoc cna6b. CkBo3b CTEHY pana u «MeTanna»
He npopybuTb OKHO.

Hy kak no6oBb HayaTb cHa4ana?

Tak gHo,

HaBepHo, BbIrMAanUT: cnnowHasi 6e3HaaéxHOCTb
EcTb cBOlCTBO AHAa.

Hy 1, KOHEYHO, NPOTAXKEHHOCTD.

YUTo Aaxe KpWK He MpepbiBaeT CHa.

Benb ronoc cnab.
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Son
1.

My voice is weak.

More like a whisper.

Short lives of words not yet gone.
No wisdom mends errors for me.
The failed lesson can't be redone.
What comes

As you move's like a flying slap:
Hurt. Nowhere to parry that

But into vapor.

While momentum

In your words, which speak just the past,
Won't let memory retreat.

| trust the paper

Sheet more, less

Your eyes.

| read what they show,

And it's a threadbare

Dress,

All split down the seams

At my misplaced

Wish to know

How it fits reality.

My voice is weak. Through walled rap and metal,
No hatcheting a window.

Restarting love — is that possible?

The lowest

Place must look like this — bleak hopelessness
A low floor's features.

As is interminate length, yes.

So not one shout disturbs the sleeper.

This voice is weak, remember.
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2.

A Npoxoxy Hayky pasnobnsTb.

Mpenen oTyasaHbO MLy GE4YEBKON CMbICNA.
Ho, BbiGpaB BClo ANIMHY, OHa NOBMUCNA,

He TpoHyB OHa, C KOTOPOro HavaTb
HaBepx, Ha cBeT, nepeMeLleHbe.

A NpMMeHso Maruio NpPoLLEHbS,

3aknatue knagy, 4Tob He KpnyaThb.

CobbITbsIM NPOLUSIOrO MEHS AHM U YMCha.
My B NCTOPMM HEBEPHBIN MOBOPOT.
OTKyaa BCE NOTOM MPOU30nAET,

YT106bl 3aCTbITb BO BPEMEHU U MPUCHO.
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2,

I'm studying how love can be dismantled.

| test suffering's depth with meaning's plummet.
But sunk full-length, it slumped

Without finding bottom for recall,

Ascent to surface, light, transition.

| try wielding a magic of forgiveness,

Cast spells to swallow yells.

I'm changing days and dates of past events.
I'm seeking the wrong turn in history.
Where everything will later have an origin,
To freeze in time and for eternity.

(translated by James Manteith)



Sequoia in bloom
KasHb

XOopOoLUOo N CeKnpon MonyaHbs

PybuTb no-xunBomy ¢ pasmaxy?

C pasBopoTa. C oTTskkon. MNnevamum

Hanpasus yoap?

CartaHes oT cTpaxa,

A MOXeT BbITb, OT OTHasiHbSA,

YTo HMKak He YMPET 3To Yyao, Npvleallee B gap?

BoT Tenepb Hawm pyku no noktu!

W 4yem aTo nyywwe, pogHasd, yem ecnu 6
OcTaBuTb B XMBbIX? Hallen nnotu

He cnutbes B 06baTbsix. CyacTnmBble NECHM,
YBbI, HE NPO Hac. JINWwb HaANOMAEHHbIN CTUX,
Kak oceHHune nucTbs,

LypwimnT nepekaTtom B HOYM.

M3 BCcex noxxenaHu NpocTbIX

OpHa nuwb Hagexaa — npoyTu!

XOTb 1 HET B 3TOM CMbICHA.
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Execution

Is it right when a halberd of silence

Hacks an animate thing with a flourish?

A pivot. With heft. Shoulders flexing

A severing blow?

Half-satanic with horror

Or maybe desperation

That the miraculous gift won't give up the ghost?

Now we've bathed our arms red to the elbows!
And how is this better, my dear, than

Letting life live? Our flesh won't

Mesh in caresses. Cheerful anthems,

Sigh, don't concern us. Just verse fragments'
Autumn leaf-fall

Rustling in night gusts.

Of all simple wishes,

One sole hope — here, read this!

Even if it's not sensible.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Cynbba Hac UCNOMHSIET, CITIOBHO HOTbI.
OpHoBpeMeHHa 60k — B OQHOM akkopae
Mop nanbuamn cospartend. Hy 4To Tbl
CeropgHs rpyctHan?

Mbl — gaHb ogHoOM npupoae.

KoHL0BKa Nbechkl C TOYKM 3peHbs HOT — 3arajka.
Hac BmecTe HaxumaloT. Tak packnagka
3anucaHa Ha naptutype cyaeb.

Tbl — ropapii 3BYK.

A — gpebesxy nocynon

3anaykaHoi. ByTbinkaMmy NUBHBLIMWA.

MycTb paccyaurT,

KT0 cnyx

MmeerT, ecTb N 30ecb MOTUB?

3ByuuT akkopAa 13 Hac. Hag Hum peunTtatums
M3 cnoB o6uabl, CroB HENOHMMaHbS.

Kakasi rnynocts! Buanwb, o6HMMat0

Tebs. FapMOHMKM CrMBAOTCA B OAHY,
YyTb-4yTb BCENeHHOW Ao6aBnsas rnyouHy.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Fate's performing us like music.

And pain's accommodated in this chord.
Beneath the maker's fingers. What's ruining
Your mood today?

We're tributes to one nature.

Notes don't know the play's last lines.
Together we are pressed. Such designs
The score of fates prepares.

You're lofty sound.

I'm clinking tableware

Still smeared. Bottles of beer.

So let verdicts

Come down

From expert ears — is there a tune in this?
A chord amasses from us. Above, recitativo:
Words resentful, words mistaken.

How stupid! See, I'm embracing

You. Harmonies wash into one.

The universe made slightly more profound.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Mawme

£ HMKaK He NoNMy — 3TO Bpems BexXuT unm BcTano?
OT10 A Tebs1 NOMHI0, UIb 51 B TBOEW NAMATH XUB?
Wnn BpemeHu HeT?

To ecTb HET HUM KOHLA, HW Havana.

[MpocTo conHeyHbI cBET

Hap TBOEIO LLIEKOHD APOXKUT.

YT0 nexwur

Brnepegn —

BugHo 4éTko Ha Gyayuiem nnaHe.

Y10 yke 060Xrno — HaBcerga OTNIOKUMOCh B FPYAM.
Ecnv BpemeHnu Her,

TO He HY>XHO MOnUTBLCS.

A B Xpame

Mo>xHO npocTo NbuTb

W ucneiTbiBaTh pagocTb Nobsw.

He 6pogutb

OT pelueHbs K peLLeHbio

W panblue, K oinobke.

He GbiBaeT owmnboK, korga coveTaeTcs oyX.

A HMKaK He NoNMYy — 3TO S YMONS0 NPOLLEHbS,
Vnb MHe BCé NpOoCTUNOCH?

A g, ocTatowuncs, rnyx?

O, pogHasi Mosi, Halle 30510TO OneLler,
Kak npexge.

WM cmetoTcs rnasa,

A B yliax He yMOJSIKHYT CMoBa.

OHu nnewwyT

Bo mHe. Haberas, kaTscb 1 TpeneLua.
Tbl Ha BCe BpemeHa

Ha meHs 3agBnseLus npaea.
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Mother

I'm still at a loss — is time frozen or spinning?
Does my memory keep you alive, or yours me?
Or is there no time?

No end, no beginning.

Just sunlight alone

Flickering on your cheek.

What's ahead

In the future

Is visible plainly.

What once burned sears a permanent sign in the chest.
If there’s truly no time,

Prayer here is needless.

In the Temple

You simply can love,

Have love's joy expressed.

Not to stray

From choice after choice,

And then end up mistaken.

There are no mistakes when spirits coalesce.
I'm still at a loss — do | pray for forgiveness?
Or did | have everything pardoned,

But I, in remaining, am deaf?

My kin, my own blood, our gold glistens
Unfaded.

Our eyes flash with mischief,

In our ears, words echoing.

They ripple

In me. Rushing up roly-poly and shaking.
For all times to come,

You call me yours rightfully.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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OT0 Bpewms feTen, Anst MeHs COOMPaoLLIMX KAMHW.

Ho, yBbI, HE y4nTEnNDb, 51 CaM eLLe TOXe y4yCb.

OT6upasi 30opoBbe, NPOLLY, TOSILKO NamMsATb OCTaBb MHE.
A, HaBepHoe, OeTsIM, YTO chbiwaT Tebs, NPUroxycob.

OT10 BpeMsi Habopa oLMBOoK, NOBTOPOB.

loe B HaywHukax ywmn. Kpuun nu, wenym nu, nuwm...
Ho no kanne counTca Benukas MyapocTb, KOTOPOW
YOoCTOeH 3apoapill, KOHEYHO GecCMepPTHON, AyLUN.

Osepua 13 NMobBM NEPECOXTN PYYbSIMU HaOEXabI.

£ cTynato Ha AHO U uay Tam, rae CBeTUTCS CMEX.

MycTb MHE KaMHW BCTPEYalTCS B PYCIe BCE pexe U pexe.
370 Bpems aeTeid, 3a KOTOPbIX B OTBETE. 3a BCEX.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

It's the season for children to gather and give me their stones.
But | sadly can't teach, my own place still to learn.

In the reaping of health, | ask only the remnant of memory.

For the children who hear You, I'll surely bring back some return.

It's a season of sets of mistakes, repetitions.

Of earbuds in ears. Shout or whisper, writing on...

But in droplets, great wisdom bleeds through, a privilege
Given, of course, to a soul from eternity's stem.

Love's lakelets, gone dusty, are fed by hope's trickles.

My feet walk the bottom, | follow where laughter shows light.
Even if | turn up fewer stones in pacing this channel,

It's the season to answer for children. For all their lives.

(translated by James Manteith)
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W korpa st 6yay notom

Cyaum cBoMMM AeTbMM

3a aronama rpex...

YT0 C TOro, YTo HanncaH Tom

M nocaxeHo AepeBo Ha BMAY Y BCEX?
YTto ¢ Toro, 4to noabMm

Mo3axe Gygy A BOPYr NPOLLEH?

A He Oyny onpaBadaH Tam,

'oe BeayT MOW 3aKpbITbI CHET.
'[e 3akasaH MHe JOCTyn B Xpam,
'ne oywa nporopwuT, Kak BOCK.
[MycTb A BCE, 4TO yKpan — oTAaM.
MycTb OXpUNHET MOW ro-noc

OT packasiHusi U BUHBbI.

MHe ocTaHyTCsa Hawwm gHW.

MHe ocTaHyTCs MOM CHbl.

BectenecHas namsiTb NycTb
[MpoHM3aeT BCeneHHON CBeT.

A onaTb ¢ ToGOM NOBTOPHOCH
Yepes Tbicauy, 4TO nu, ner.

W Ha 3emnto npuaeT onsTb
BospoauTbes ogHa aywa.
YTtobbl B ABYX Tenax nobbiBaThb.
M cBecTu B 04HO, XM3Hb KpoLua.



63
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And when later my time comes around
For my children to judge me guilty

Of the sin of self-conceit...

Will the book once written count,

Or the openly planted tree?

Will it matter when people deem

Me suddenly forgiven?

| won't be condoned up there,

Where my sum's in a secret ledger,
Where the temple would have me appear,
Where my soul will burn down like a taper.
Whatever | stole, I'll return.

Whatever's my voice, scrape it raw

With repentence and shame.

I'll retain the extent of our days.

I'll retain the expanse of my dreams.

Let the bodiless memory be

Suffused in the light of the cosmos.
After that, you and | will repeat

In a thousand years, maybe, or so.
And again on the face of the earth

One soul will arrive for rebirth

In two bodies for part of its term,

Lives crushed so its whole can emerge.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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Tbl MHE NPOCTO BOT TaKk HaguKToBaHa borom.

Kak moé€ 3aBepLueHbe. MHe yxe oT T1ebs He yiTu.
He BeHLIOM 1 He B LepKBM, Mbl C TOGOW CoYeTan1cs Criorom.
Tbl nogyMaellb CrioBO — U CII0BO KO MHE 0NEeTUT.
KT1o npoctut?

Kto ocyant? Mbl cBAi3aHbl, ClIOMaHbl, CMSATbI,

Kak nogbutble nTuubl.

Ham octanock ynacte.

W 6aHanbHoO pa3buTbes.

W 310, KOHE4YHO, pacnnara

3a BCé, YTO Mbl paHbluUe ¢ TOOO ycnenu ykpacTb.

BHOBb 6ECCOHHBIN BCTpeYato paccBeT M rpyLLy.
Heyxenu Hagexaa

He npuaét HaBecTuTb? He pasrnagut pykoto 4eno?
Beab npowno croneko net!

£, HaBepHO, npoLyy.

Tonbko npexae,

A cnpowy y Tebs: a 3a uT0?

He rmsaauweb. Y cnosa BMHOBATHI.

A BCcé noHsn. 3aecb NpocTo 6GeccunbHbl CrioBa.

Mbl >xe camu pewmnnin. N Hawmnm pelleHbeM npmkaTbl.
Hu B300XHYTb, H/ NOOHATLCH.

CkBO3b Hac npopacrtaeTt Tpasa.

CeupenetoT BeTpa.

MamATb TreeT, NOKpbITas KOPKOW.

W TYCKHEIOT KapTUHKW, X HUKaK He cOepeyb.

CTOnbKO NET NPOTEKMO, YTO YK€ HEN3BECTHO M CKOJIbKO.
BbesHanéxeH paccaer.

BecnonesHa noasun peyb.

Tbl npocTn MeHs, Boxe, 3a Hac, 3a 4BOMX, HEAOCTOMHbIX.
McnyraBmnxcs cyacTbs.

M BbIGpaBLUNX BbPKUTL BO TbME.

MbI 3aCTbinv B NUCbME.

Mexay CTpOYeK NPOCIIOEHDI.

Yactn

OpgHoro mexaHuama. C 6onblueit BUHO Ha MHe.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

God gave you to me freely by dictation.

As my completion. | can no longer leave you behind.
No ring and no altar, syllables conjugate us.

You consider a word — and the word wings into my mind.
Who'll forgive?

Who'll condemn? We're bound, broken, battered.
Like sniped birds.

What's left is our fall

And banal shatter.

And that, of course, pays the piper

For all you and | once stole.

Sleepless again, | meet the dawn, moping.
Won't hope

Pay a visit, calm my brow with its touch?
So many years on!

I'm surely forgiving.

But first, though,

I'll ask you: for what?

Your gaze distant. And words bear the blame.
| see. Simply words fail here.

We decided ourselves. Are trapped by our own decision.
We can't breathe, can't get up.

We are riddled with grass.

Winds lash.

Memory smolders, coated with ash.
Photographs fade, no way to shield them.

So many years gone that no one kept track.
Daybreak deceptive.

Poetry speaks for no reason.

Please pardon me, God, for our twosome, disgraceful.
Whom happiness frightened,

Who chose the dark to survive.

We're frozen in writing.

Spread in line spacings.

Parts belonging

To one mechanism. The greater guilt mine.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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Bcé, 4To ocTanoch OT MeHs,
KoHuyaeTcs. VI He Hagonro xeaTuT.
Eweé na gHs.

Hy, MoXeT 6bITb, Heaento.

Bena ogeta B cTapeHbkoe nnaTtbe.

Tbl B HEM BepeMeHHOI Hocuna HallMxX AeTOK.
B noxmenbe

KunaHb HapskeHa BCE B TO xe,

YT0 Ha nupy.

Kytpy

B rnasax Tocka.

W 9, HUMTOXHbIN,

be3 TneHbs nporopato B 3TOM B3rnsige.

Eweé 6pocka

YeTbipe unm naTb ocTanochb
PaneHomy Teny.

Kak adpdekTnBHO HacTynaeT HebbITue.
To manoctb —

Ho B TBOeW TeTpaaun

Het mecTa 6onee ons Hac.

A noasenéH k npegeny.
Ocrancs vac.
CniycTa ero ynaélub, 1 5 noracHy.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Whatever of me might be left

Is almost gone. And won't last long.
Just two more days.

At most, a week.

Misfortune has an old dress on.

You wore that, pregnant with our kids.
After the banquet

Life doesn't change outfits

For hangover.

Dawn approaches

Eyes that despair.

And |, nobody,

Quickly burn straight through, stared down.

Some flickers,

Four or five, left in

An injured body.

Unbeing follows so effectively.
Nothing, maybe —

But no more of us fits

Your diary.

I'm pushed up to a precipice.

Left an hour to be.
Then you'll go, and my flame will cease.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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3popaBcTByii, Bpemsa — Mepaeenp.
MbI ¢ TOOOIO OAWH Ha OAWH:

[a, s 3Hato, Tbl MEHS 3aNOMaellb,
MHe He BbICTOATbL OOM.

Tonbko payHA BOT 3TOT — 3a MHOW.
MoHnmaellb?

U, BbITb MOXET, Apyron

A ewé npoaepxych...

MHe e ecTb, Ans 4ero.

3a mMoeto cnuHom

OTn geTckue pyku,

OT1a uywb

U He yyib 6GeCKOHEYHbIX BOMPOCOB.
OTOT poT, NepemasaHHbIi Kallew.
OTK cnésbl,

O6uaa n BCé ocTarnbHoe,

YTto BCcE-Takm gaxe

[aét mHe Hagexay,

YT0 nana TBOS NPOMaxHETCH,
MopBasLuu ogexay.

Eweé oanH payHa He TBOW.



69

Sasha Nemirovsky

Good day to you, Time — Sir Bear.
We're squaring off, one versus one:
Yes, | know you'll maul me flat.

| won't stay on my feet the whole fight,
But the edge in this round here's mine.
Understand?

And maybe I'll scrape by

Enough in the next to hang on...

After all, | have reasons.

Behind me,

These hands of children,

These dumb

And not-dumb endless questions.
This mouth smeared with oatmeal.
These tears,

Pouting and other symptoms,

Which lead me to feel

Even hopeful

Your paw will swipe by with no violence
But clothing torn.

Another round you haven't won.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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A cunTato cTyneHu, Beayuime K [ioky.
Pas, aea, Tpu.

A penato BuA, Yto Habun cebe pyky,
YToObl NMMX0 BECTU yAQAYHYIO XU3Hb.
YeTbipe, NATb.

YepHomopckui 6pn3

3aBepHyn mMmou 6ptoku,

ObiunTt B CNnHy,

He nosepHw.

Ecnn npnaétca cbexatb BHU3,

To Torga nonoBUHY

KamHeln Horm camm cMoryT y3HaTb.

Ha 3Tn 9 kanan MoOpoXeHbIM

3a geBsaTHaguUaTh Koneek

B nepsom knacce.

CeMb, BOCEMb, OEBSATh.

A Ha 3TMX noccopuncs ¢ Apyrom n3-3a kopma Ansi ero kaHapeek.
YT0 nopgenatb. Mbl NOMMPUNMCL ropasgo nosxe

B oyepeam k knHokacce.

YeTbipHaguaTh, NATHagUaTb.

BoT TyT a1 cnoTkHyncs, 4Tobbl CXBAaTUTLCS 3@ TBOK PYKY,

M nanbubl,

B3gporHys, nepennenuck. C Tex Nop 3anaxoM TBOEN KOXu
Wnn 3BykomM

"onoca 3aropaeTcsa namaTb.

LWecTtHaguaTe, ceMHaguaTth, ABaAUaTb.

£ He 3Hal0, Kak 9 NpoXun

Yepes nycToTy, KOorga Tbl yexarna B aMUrpaumio.
Bo3moxxHo,

A noexan 3a Tobon — forHatb M OCTaBUTb.

£ B TypuCTCKOIN TOMNNE Ha NATUAECATON CTYNEHN.
[o Bepxa ewwé ganeko.

A rpbi3y ceMeykn u3 ra3eTHOro Kynéyka,

W TeHun

KaluTaHOB COOTBETCTBYIOT TOYHO

Moemy pocTy.

Jlerko

M BbICTPO MMMO NOOHUMAIOTCS HE HaLUW OeTW.
LecTbaecar, cembaecaT, AEBSAHOCTO.

K 3anuToi conHuem nocneaHen nnowiaake,
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Jazz in Odessa

| count steps leading to the Duc.
A-one, two, three.

| pretend to have a knack

For a mad life that succeeds.
Four, five.

The Black Sea breeze

Jacks my slacks,

Breathes at my back.

Don’t turn around.

If | have to run down,

Half the stony track

Stands stretched in my feet's mind.

On these stairs, drips of ice cream

Bought for nineteen

Copecks by first-grade me.

Seven, eight, nine.

And on these, friends fall out about feeding his canaries.
So it goes. Much later, we made peace

In a movie picture line.

Fourteen, fifteen.

Here | tripped to seize your hand,

And our fingers,

Startled, intertwined. Since then, your skin’s scent
Or the sound of

Your voice fire memories.

Sixteen, seventeen, twenty.

| don’t know how | lived through

All your emigration emptied.

Maybe

| left on your trail — to catch up and leave.

I’'m in a tourist crowd on step fifty.

The top still lies far away.

I munch sunflower seeds from screwed-up newsprint,
And chestnut tree

Shadows perfectly fit

What my height is.

Easily

And quickly passed by not-our-children climbing.
Sixty, seventy, ninety.

To the final sun-drenched landing,
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OTKyga MOXHO 3aMeTUTb

MecyaHble

[oHbl BAONb (hPMBENHON JOPOTW.
OaHO3TaXXHbIN JOMUK.

CT0 fgecsaTas, CTO AeBSIHOCTO BTopasi.
Bcé. MocTtoBas.

Yepra.

Monorun

Mnsx. A Tomuk

CTu1X0B Ha A3blke, 4TO BoMnbLUe He NpoYnTaTh.
W3 gpyroro kpasi.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

From which one might see

Sand

Dunes by where the freeway goes.
A single-storey home.

One hundred ten, one hundred ninety two.
That’s all. Pavement resumes.
Edge.

Subtle slope of

Beach. And a thin volume,

Poems in a language now unread.
From other longitudes.

(translated by James Manteith)
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perfect focus
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W XM3Hb MOSI CTaHET eLLé Ha rof nokopoye.

W 6opoaa mosi ctaHeT Gonblue cefon, Yem pbhKen.

U 5 ewwé MmeHblle Byay NoHMMaTb NOKONEHNE MOEN [oYEPU.
M ewé 6onblue 3abbiBaTb TO, U3 KOTOPOIO BLILLET.

Ho Bcé Tak e, HUKOMY He U3BECTHbI, THUIOT MOU CTPOYKM.
Ho BCE Tak xe neTuT, BpaLlasch, BOKPYr COMHLUA LWapuk.
M He 60NbHO COBCEM 3aMeEHSIETCS AEHb HOYbHO.

W He chbIWHO, Kak BpeMs pyKOW B NaMSTH LUApUT.

A peHTyto y bora Ans Xv3Hu NpocTpaHCTBO 1 BPeMs,

Y106k BEINNATUTL MNO3XeE, CO3PEBLUEN AYLLIO, CNoMHa 1 3apas.
Y106kl YbK-TO rybbl Nepebupany KOCTM MOMX NECHOMEHWI,
Hapgysas 3ByKOBOW BOMHOW NaMaTu napyc,

YT06bI TOT NOTAHYN M HE3HAKOMBIN KOpabnuk ABUHYICS,
MoamuHas noa cedbss MonyYaHbs CONEHbIE BOMHBbI.
HanneeaTtb, 4TO 1 JABHO POAUIICA U YXE BbIOOXCS.

A nepxy HyxHbIN Kypc. U gepxy ero posHo.
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Sasha Nemirovsky

Chronos

And my life will be shorter by one year's span.

And my beard will become more graying than russet.

And I'll grow still more clueless about my daughter’s generation.
And forget even more about the one | was from.

But as ever, unknown, my verses fester.

But as ever, the sun centers flight for a small, spun sphere.
And causing no pain, none at all, night takes day over.

And making no sound, time's hand burrows in the remembered.

God is leasing me room for a life in space-time,

For a ripeness of soul to pay back once in full.

So that someone's lips one day might sift bones | songwrite,
And find vibrating sound to swell memory's sail,

For its pull, sending alien vessels to sea,

Parting silence of salt-bearing waves with hulls' pressure.
It's beside the point when | was born, then wearied.

I'm keeping this course. No less straight than ever.

(translated by James Manteith and Andrew Kneller)
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Ha6niopeHne

C rogamu 6onblue LeH1Wb KayecTBa oyLuu,

YeM npenecTtb Tena, CXXaToro foKTAMU.

Tak, MHOroe, 4YTo paHbLue 6bi10 «O!», cKaTUNOCh B «MLLNKY.
Kopabnb BpeMeHu,

Pasnérwmncb Ha anBaHe,

[oOHseLWwb NTUL, CyYMBLUNXCS COBLITUA

Tyna, Kyaa M BOBCE He NneTanochb.

Mpenas HauTbe,

MckyccTBO TOXE MOMEHANOCH

MecTamu ¢ X13HbLo. Tenepb UCMbITbIBAELLb XKanoCTb
He k Pomeo vinn [IxyneeTTe, a K 3puTento,

YTto nnayet Hag puHanom.

BoobLue, cloxeToB okasanocb Mano.
Haputento

YKenu He HacKy4uT,

Y70 nnavyT Kaxabivi pas, kak 6yaTo B nepBbIn?
YBbl, UCTOPUS HE YUUT.

A 6bino 6 300poBO, NNaTA MOHETHI,
CymeTb cbepeyb rnasa v HepBbl.

W moxeT, »unu 6 gonblue.

C ropamu 6onbLue

MoHUMaelLLb, YTO XXM3Hb KOHYaeTCs,
Korga ncuyepnaHbl CIOXETbI.
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Sasha Nemirovsky
Observation

With years, you start to value qualities of soul
More than the charming body, squeezed by elbows.
Then much once "Oh!" degenerates to "blah."
Time's ship,

Flopped on the sofa,

You chase the birds of past events

Where they were never really known to fly.
Traitor to instincts,

Art's also handed over

Its place to life. What currently you pity

Isn't Romeo or Juliet, but audiences'

Tears at the finale.

And stories, somehow there just aren't that many.
Won't their giver

Quickly tire

As tears flow liberally as at first?

Tough luck that history's no teacher.

But think, how sweet instead to cough up dimes
And skip the strain on eyes and nerves.

Besides, lives might last longer.

As years go by, you better

See life ends after each story's vein gets mined.

(translated by James Manteith)
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OTa ocb He roanTca —

Tak ckopo s 060 MorHy.

OTckoumBLIas cnmua

TopunuT 1 LENNSIET LTAHUHY.

A noexan goctoga. M moxeT GbiTb, GpoLly MaLluHy,
UTo6bI Aanblue NeLwwKkoM, HanpaBreHbe AepXKa Ha NyHy.

He cnewmTe yBepuTb, 4TO MHE A0 NyHbl HE JOWTH.

£ e NOMHI0 KapTUHKY 13 CTaporo AeTCKoro punbma —
Ecnu Bepow neganu KpyTuTb

(MoxHO faxe He CUIBHO),

To nyHa Hepaneye. Cnacnbo 3a aTo, «E.T»*.

Hy kakasi 6eaa, 4TO yxe He BCKOUMUTb Ha CeAano,

Y706 nop ropky KaTUTbCS, packMHYBLUM PYKUW, Kak BCTapb?
A He cTap.

Ho no nyHHOW AOpOXKe TOMYy TSXero,

A B HaTEéPTYIO CNUHY BMMBAKOTCS pynb 1 (hOHaPhb.

* «E.T» — umeetcs B Buagy cdunom CtneeHa Cnunbepra «/IHomnaHeTaHUHY.
“E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial” (1982)
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Bicycle

This axle's a joke —

In no time I'll bend a rim.

Sprung loose, a spoke

Protrudes and snags my hem.

I rode this far. Now maybe I'll leave the machine,
Continue on foot with the moon a trajectory.

Don't rush to affirm the moon lies out of my reach.

| clearly remember the scene in that old family movie —
If pedals are spun with belief

(Even effortlessly),

The moon's a near neighbor. Thanks to E.T.

So what if I'm done saddle-hopping

To coast a hill no-hands as in older days?

I'm not old-aged.

But trudging up the lunar path's a slog,

Back chafed and jabbed by handlebars and bulb.

(translated by James Manteith)
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* Kk K

A nay no yskomy rpebHio.
CnpaBa v crieBa nponacTw.

Ha gHe nx npocto

CTpallHo, unu s Tak 3a6Hy.
O6naka 3aTaHynu 3Bé3abl.

C Hor BanuT NopbIBUCTLIN BETEP.
OTo Takasa gopora, rae

KaxagbIn war octaércs,
Bbpkurasi KapTUHKY B MOEM MO3TY.
Kak 6yaro meTur.

Ho nHoraa 6biBaeT —

Hap rpebHemM BoCxoauT COSMHLE.
W Betep

Torpa ctuxaer.

W 5 no cHery Gery.
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| follow a narrow ridge.

To the right and the left, abysses.
The floor of them simply

Frightful, or | might just be just frozen stiff.
Cloud banks obscure stars.

Wind gusts, feet brace for balance.
This is the kind of road where
Every step persists

As a scene seared in my brain.
Burning like a branding.

But sometimes when

The ridge is topped by sunup,

The wind

Quiets down.

And over the snow | run.

(translated by James Manteith)
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MamaTHMK

A kakasi pasHuua,

Kak OyneT BbIrmageTe MO NaMsiTHUK,
Ecnu K HeEMy HUKTO He NpUaET?

A BCIO XXMN3Hb He KnaHsncs.

He nokynancs Ha NpsHUK,

Hapesinca — kTo-Hnbyab, Aa HanperT.
KTo-Hnbyap

[MepeuTéT eLle He OCThbIBLUNE CTPOKY,
W oHuM yKOMIOT nevansbio.

W 3ayHyTCA, MONayT pacty MbICu,
KopHsimu cBoM COKM

Bosspalyas gywe.

Mwup Ge3pasnuyeH.

W aTo nepBoHavansHo.

Moatomy cpaboTaHHOE U3 KaMHS -
He gonroBeyHeln HanMCcaHHOrO B KapaHaalue.
W TOnbKO Cpokun

YKn3Hu ceksonmn

Bonblue, yem nepuoa cmepTu passanuH Pyuma.
MocaguTe MHe NaMATHUK.

M npocTo nonveanTe ero BOAOH0.

W He Hapo cnoB. A 1 Tak NobUMbIN.
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Monument

But what difference does

The look of my monument

Make, if no one visits?

All my life, | never fawned,

Never bought the bait of bon-bons,

But hoped someone, say, would find it.
Someone

Reading the not yet stale craft

Will feel its melancholy stab.
Conceiving germinating thoughts

With rooted sap

To reinfuse a soul.

The world's apathetic.

Was that originally.

So whatever's stone-chiseled

Has permanence no more than work in pencil.
And only the stretch

Of life for a sequoia

Outstrips the death span of Rome's rubble.
Plant me a monument.

Just splash water on its sail.

And no words. I'm already beloved.

(translated by James Manteith)
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PoxpgecTBO

BpemeHa B3aMMOCBSA3aHbI.

WHorga nogbmMu, HO valle Bewwamm —

Woesamu, BblpaeHHbIMM B MaTepun, coobpasHo
>KenaHuio cosgartens unu BnagensLa.

Tak toHel,

MoKpbITbIN NpbILaMK,

Wnun mygped,

OpHy 1 Ty e naeto, To eCcTb Belllb,
Mcnonb3ytoT no-pasHomy.

Hanpumep, nnay

MoxxHO npopatb, 4To6bI cenvyac NoecTb,

Mnun 3aBepHyTbCA NOTYXeE, YTOObI NOTOM COrpeThCS.

Iioan oTobpaxatoTcs Ha BpeMeHa
OTpeskamu pas3HOWn ANUHbI,

MapannensHbIMW opyr Apyry.

MogeneHHble Ha Hapoabl U NNEMEHa,
Bbixoasime 13 ogHow CTpaHsbl,

B OCHOBHOM Ha 3anaf, C OTKIIOHEHUSIMM K 0Ty,
OHu cocTaBnsoT 3MOXy.

HasbiBatoT eé "popora".

M roBopsT, 4TO MO Hel BpeMsi ABUXKETCS, NON3ET, 6exuT.
XopoLUo fn, NNoxo nu,

Ho ecnn nocmoTpeTb € Toukmn 3peHus bora,
To BEYHOCTb — BCEr0-TO AJIMHOK B XKU3Hb.

Cnaikun «4enoBek-Bellb» MOryT BAPYF NOPaHUTb
Mnu 3aTtonuTb, KaKk BHE3aAMHbIV MOTOK.

Kak cBeT, pBaHyBLUMINCS B NMPUOTKPbLITYIO ABEPLY,
HaBanvBaeTcs 3aTbIKaroLwuiA Fopro KOMOK.

Tonbko namMaTb

Mo-gpyromy 6onut. NMoToMy 4TO OHa He OT cepaua.

ITorom cobbITuin ocTaéTcs NIMCTOK

C ncropuen, 3anncaHHoON He COBCEM O4YEBUALIEM,
CBopsLen BOCTOK

W 3anag nog ogHUM nepennéTom

W nepeyépkmBatoLLen rpaHnLbl

Hanétom

BoviH. OT TOM ncTopmm 3HOGUT.

Korga rnsguviib CKBO3b MacneHUYHy nucTay,
Kak ceeT

3Be3abl naput

Hapg ropogom. [1BumxxeHune nnaHeT,
MpryacTHbIX K TOPXKECTBY,
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Nativity

Times have interconnections
Sometimes through people but mostly through things —
Ideas expressed in materials, mirroring
Urges of makers or owners.

Like a youth,

Flecked with pimples,

Oraguru,

With the same idea, thing, | mean,
Might find it unlike uses.

A raincoat, say,

To hock for a bite to eat,

Or wrap up in tight for warmth.

People project onto times

In segments of unlike lengths,

In parallel to each other,

Divided in nations and tribes,
Heading out of a single country,
Mainly west with a southerly drift.
They constitute an era.

And call it "road."

Along it, they say, time moves, crawls, runs.
But for better or worse,

Thinking of the vantage point of God,
Eternity lasts no longer than life does.

Spliced person-things can bring sudden injury,
Can sweep over others like flash floods,

Or like light gushing out as some portal parts,
And in the throat swells a sudden lump.

Only memory

Aches otherwise. Not being from the heart.

Events culminate in a leaflet

Bearing history set down not by a witness quite,
A story that gathers east

And west in one binding

And decimates borderlines

With haze

Of wars. That story chills the spine.

When you peer through rich olive-grove foliage,
There's light,

A star soars

Over the city. Kinetic planets,

Partakers in the pageant,
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Ero He oTknoHseT. Pokyc ToueH —

OH pasroHsieT cTpax.

Ho 6onbHO B1aeTb 6ecnones3HoCcTb XepTBhl,
Korga nopouyeH

CroneTui xon.

M cTpaHHO 4yBCTBOBaTbL ODeccunme BEKOB
YnyywunTb NepsbIn.

Hapéxa B TOM, YTO HepyLuMma

B cBoux genax

Jto6oBb

Kak cBs3b U3 HbIHELLUHNX BPEMEH,

HuyyTb HEe MeHee napLmBbIX,

C npoLueawmmMmmn, Y4To NPUHATBI HYNEM.
dennax,

Beaywwmit nwaka nopg ropy.

Ha HéM — eLlé aeBYOHKa, HO yxXe C ANTEM.
3a HUMK KapaBaH niogen, Bellen, BpeMEH,
B koTopom

U mMbl Bpegém.
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Won't dispel its glow. Perfect focus

Clears the air of fear.

Painful, though, seeing futile sacrifice

As hundreds of years

Progress perversely.

And strange to sense centuries unfit

For bettering the first.

Hope seeks the indestructible

In matters done by

Love,

Whose links made out of present days —

Not one bit less crummy —

Reach past ones reckoned nil.

A fellah

Leads a donkey down a grade.

On the beast, a woman still a girl, but with a child.
Behind them walks a caravan of people, things and times,
Within which

We also wind.

(translated by James Manteith)
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Sasha Nemirovsky
MANIFESTO OF JAZZ POETRY (translated by James Manteith)

This document attempts to describe how | write in a form which as
early as 1987 | started calling "jazz poetry." By "formally" following the
principles sketched below, anyone can write in this form. Certainly, like
any poetic form, it hinges on a way of thinking. Not all authors will find it
comfortable. Yet the same holds true of other forms, traditional or non-
traditional: not everyone feels at ease writing amphibrachs, blank or
free verse, etc. Obviously, the shape chosen for work in poetry should
fit the subject, but still more importantly, it should resonate with the in-
ner structure of the author's world. Otherwise, the result might be
bright, shiny art for art's sake, but no more.

1. How to read jazz poetry

Jazz poetry forms can involve simple or complex variation.

However simple, sonic poetry invites the reader to pronounce the
verses out loud (or silently voice them, but keeping their meters and
rhythms) to reveal the words' hidden melody. Music and emotion ap-
pear, and understanding of poetic meaning and content follows. Basi-
cally, this inspires the right reading of jazz verse. In jazz poetry, words
gain more importance with the help of music, tone painting. In tandem
with literal meaning, this further meaning adds an emotional dimension
to associated phrases. About like this (with rhyme examples shown by
fonts):

Bouquet BykeTt

The middle of sadness CepenwvHa nevanu

Is not yet a floral "until next!" Ele He UBeTOK «10 cBMAAHbA!»,
But only a silence A TONbKO MOTYaHbe

Which slumps in. lMne4yamu.

Not yet forget-me-not riffs, Elle He MOTVB He3abyaokK,

But enigma, A TanHa

An unspoken rose. HeckazaHHoW po3bl.

The fringes. OkpauHa.

How daisies bend. Pomaluek n3srub.

O ownerless [a 6ecxo3Hocmb

Pollen. Moinbybl.

Poplars' quick fading Tononeit onHouacee,

ltchily fallen. Kak coine.

The middle of sadness. CepepnuHa nevanu.

The ends KoHyb!

Unseen — He Bupre —

Gladioli notations, [MaauonycoB HOTHAasA 3amnuch,

O keyboard dreams. [a knaBuWwmn — CHEL
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And tulips without shame. W BeccTblaCcTBO TIONIBEIAHA.
O forfeited scent of carnations. [la oTHATbIV 3anax 26030ux.
Unknown nations, HesHakoMble cTpaHE,

Like southerly flower refiains. Kak 10HbIX LIBETOB nepenes.
Betwixt pages. Mexay knue.

Nostalgia sage, Hoctanbrunsa moseiam,

And in it, distantly, W B Hen maneko

Orangey odor, exotic. AnenbCyHOBLIN 3anax vy skOmH.
Backs arrived late. HeycneBwve cumHbI.

And poppy delirium W makoBblii 6peq

Above hilly horizontals. Hapn ropbamu pasaupH.

And tranquility. M noxkoii.

And luscious excisions of violets. W npuTopHbIN Bbipe3 duanku.

Each verse comprises a small illustration of a limited combination of
emotions. Clearly, with verse arrangements in coherent cycles, one can
speak of long emotion poems (if not novels) as a separate form pro-
ceeding from jazz poetry.

Naturally, not all readers think in emotional categories. Similarly, not
everyone can sound out poems from a page without missing a beat —
so for such readers the poem will fragment and eventually collapse. If
this happens, my advice is, listen to some jazz poems performed by
others or, better yet, by their authors — comprehension should ensue.

A jazz form (to some extent) can lend poetry an intimately communi-
cated meaning, a mood the reader feels. Like shells you can set to your
ear and hear the sea, the river, the street, or hear nothing at all.

More complex jazz poetry variations interweave traditional methods
and forms with music, evoking other layers entirely. In such forms, what
is needed from the reader is not sounding out and pronouncing rhythm
so much as emotional receptivity to the meaning of each verse frag-
ment, since all the fragments thread together in a single logical vector
to make the poem's message. Something like this:

Good day to you, Time — Sir Bear. 3apascTByi, Bpems — MeaBeab.
We're rivals, one versus one: MbI ¢ mo60oro oanH-Ha-0A4VH:
Yes, | know you'll maul me £lat. [a, 9 3Hat0, Tbl MEHS BasioMaeus,

| won't stay on my feet the whole fight, MHe He BbICTOATb 600.
But the edge in this round here's mine.  Tonbko payHa BOT 3TOT — 3a MHOU.

Got that? NounMaews?

And maybe I'll scrape by W, BbITb MOXeT, Opyeol
Enough in the next to hang on... A elle npoaepxycChb...
After all, | have reasons. MHe Xe ecTb, Ans 4yero.
Behind me, 3a moeto criuHol

These hands of children, 3TN geTcKkne pyku.
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These dumb d1a yyuwb

And not-dumb endless why 's. WM He 4yywb 6GECKOHEYHbIX BOIPOCOB.
This mouth smeared with oatmeal. 3TOT poT, NnepemasaHHbIf Kallen.
This crying, 3TN cnésel

Pouting and other items, O6wuaa n BCé ocmarbHoe,

Which lead me to feel YTto BCE-Taku paxe

Even hopeful [aéT MHe namexny,

Your paw will swipe by with no violence YTo nana TBosi npomaxHETcH,

But torn 1apels. MopBaBLWK ogexay.

Another round not your side's. Ewe ogunH payHa He meod.

| recommend authors writing in a jazz form to sound out their poetry
and not just write down words (think of music notation). And as does
music, jazz poetry needs performance. | often encounter misunder-
standing from people who read the page without hearing declamations,
and who consequently dismiss the jazz form as poetry.

2. Traits of jazz poetry form

Like musical jazz, poetic jazz contains constant inner tension. Here
both theme and meaning are framed by sound passing through the
poem. Meaning's tension, its road, must be there like the graphite in a
pencil, where the graphite is the reason for existing, while the wood
body is only the support, only the loadbearing structure.

What makes up the loadbearing structure? Let's take a closer look.

a) Rhymes

Clearly presented rhymes form strong musical bridges; they deter-
mine the ongoing rhythm and, if needed, can shift it to another, break
up the meter or add a pause.

Rhyme is used as a traditional musical element, and may comprise
multiple sounds from arrays of words, whether from contiguous
phrases or even from different parts of a poem. For example, in the fol-
lowing "Blues with Rain": "It fires" in combination with "Never tires"
rhymes with "Alone or paired." Such sequences are dictated by internal
rhythm. Often a rhyme scheme passes through several metamor-
phoses, such that the initial and final forms, strictly speaking, don't
rhyme at all and yet sound as one chord. One harmony. For example,
in the blues below, the words "poetics" and "waltz-step" hardly rhyme in
a canonical syllabotonic sense. Yet let's look at a broader range of mu-
tations:

"poetics"—"dejected"—"depict"—"set"—"waltz-step"

We can see rhyme in the words of each pair, and everything together
breathes a harmonious, jazzy tune.
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Not in this example, but it can also happen that rhyme isn't needed at
all, with only the taut string of meaning determining the need for it.

Blues with Rain

There's gloom

But no form where it can go.
My school

Of mirth opens tomorrow.

Once day unbinds the grey band,

My renewal
Will start with hands,

With children's words

Not yet joy — a smell, a second split.

My pull-through

Will come from this,
From voices heard.
There's gloom.

And the memory it fires
Never tires —

Alone or paired.

Poetics — watercourses.
Again dejected.

Again orphaned

Eyes depict,

Blooms no vase ever set.
Three stems

Like waltz-steps.
Orchestral rain

On puddled stage.

And circulating
Paper, tints, ink stains,
Sheet-trimmer blades.
Dejected.

And a wet smell on the wing.
What the heck!

It sings.

Sax-ray, light-soloist.
Dream haze.

Stout limb.

b) Thematic mutations and variations

A jazz poem's theme can often begin with a simple riff. With something

Bno3 ¢ goxaém

Ectb epycms.

Ho HeTy dhopMbl Ans Heé.
A Haydych

Becenbto OHéM.

JIMWb OH 3aKOHYMT CepbIn xkpyr,

HauHycb
U3 pyx,
N3 nerckux cios

Eweé He pagocTb — 3anax, mur.

PsaHycb

N3 mmx,

M3 rosocos.

Ectb 2pycme.

M namsatb ot Heé

He ycraér —

OpuH, BIBOEM.
CTpoKa — pyubH.
OnsiTb TOCKa.

OnaTb HUYBH

[ma3a — pacckas,
LiBeTbl, He 3HatoLWMe Bas.
Tpw WwTyKu,

Kak pasvep Ha Banbc —
OpkecTp — gok15

Ha cueHe smyx.

U xpyxmT

JlncT, yepHuna, ryws,
Bymarn zosx.

Tocka.

W MOKpbIN 3anax erém.
Myckan!

Iloém.

Ay9-CaKCO(OH 1 cono-ceem.

CoH Y.
Bemaenw.
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very obvious. Gradually escalating to the right level to capture and de-
scribe, to match the real emotions, sensations and situations in play. A
jazz poem theme's evolution emerges as its content gains scope. As in
a jazz melody where a fluctuating theme threads a riff through a whole
piece, in a poetic version, meaning acquires many layers as word and
rhyme music cultivates emotion.

Jazz poetry allows variation (improvisation) — just as jazz music cus-
tomarily does. Jazz music's main thing is emotional precision. If a varia-
tion upholds the overall emotion, it's welcome. In jazz poetry variations,
precision of meaning, event, content also matters. If the changes em-
bodied in a word or sentence do no harm, this variation, too, is possi-
ble. Especially if improvising enhances the content. A specific word is
just a tool and nothing more: a mosaic of word amalgams joined by in-
ner music induces to another level where new layers of meaning un-
fold. Writing good variations is tricky — the whole endeavor breaks
easily. That makes sensitivity to precise words no less demanding, of

course, in jazz poetry than in traditional poetics.

No more means to avoid it.
Our autumn's a step or two off.
We have only words left,
Offsetting inherited

Detours.

To manage disdain

For attraction of squeezed shoulders
And as an ointment

That cures,

Offsetting fiascos.

To concoct

A hundred debuts

And developing plotlines,
Starting out with the end.

We have only words left

For leaving them stoppered,
For awaiting responses,

For hiding

A face's incipient pigment.

¢) Rhythm and meter

Hukyna yx He dembcs.

Ham go ocenw war nnv aBsa.
Ham ocTtanuce cnosa,

YT106 3anonHuTbL Hacnedcmeo
Heecmpeuu.

Y106 cymeTb npeHebpeyb
MputskeHbeM 06BATLA 32 Nuieuu
U kak cpedcmeom,

KoTopoe aeuum,

3anonHuThL nporai.

YToObl HACOUMHATH

CT0 Hauan

W pasBuTun croocema,
HaunHas ¢ koHIa.

Ham octanuch cnosa,

YT06bI VX mpoMoI4aTh,

Y106 pnoxnatbes omeema,
YTtobbl CKpbITh
MpocTynuBLLYIO KpackKy nuna.

Very often a jazz poem begins in one form, then moves to another and
finished, for example, simply in blank verse. This is fine, as long as
rhythm substitutions and metrical irregularities legitimately best convey
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the substance to the reader-listener. This correlation provides the main

rationale for a multi-metered poem.

Leaving behind the limitations of any regular poetic form, jazz form
makes its case through ease and clarity of meaning while preserving
the panoply of layers and varied content it communicates. Communi-
cates easily. On a wave of music. Internal rhymes participate more fully
in the prosody — everything resonates, not only line endings, which of-

ten dominate in regular meters.

Unacquaintess

One subway day I'm writing poetry.

Opposite, a young girl

Gives ice cream licks.

Lightly

Her tongue flickers.

Not any book

Among her needs —

She herself is a verse.

And ribbon fixtures

Tucked under

A blaring blouse! And fingers!
Not the ones

Holding the waffle cy1inder,
Up higher,

Which for

Now don't stir.

But the ones

At play on a femur,

As only occurs in the calendar
"Japanese Variations"
Once every n-teen pages,

And faces'

Cantata incantations

Are no longer heard

Over her. Bolstered by embroidered

Patterns

Leading where the skirt

Halts abruptly... Beyond, a purse
Stands anchored,

Clenched by leg lengths.

And a drop of creme brulee,
Fallen on that scape,

He3HakomMmka

Kak-To B MeTpo nuwly cmuxu.
HanpoTtue desouka,

MopoxeHoe nuxer.

Jlezku

[BWKeHbs s3EIKa.

A KHMXeK

He Hapo en —

OHa cama crpoxka.

A nneHmouka,

[NoBsi3aHHasi HUXe

Kpuuawen 6nyskun! A pyxa!

He ra,

YTo aepxut BadpenbHbIN crakau
MoBbiwe,

W noka

HepBuxHa.

Ho ma,

YTto nanbuamu urpaet Ha Gexpe,
YTo nuwb B KasieHmape
«SnoHckoro BapmasTa»
BcTpevaetcs pas B-guatb cmpanuy,
U nuy

Kanrara

YXe He criblwuma

M3-3a Heé. Tem bonee, YTO 8bIWIUBKA
PucyHka

MpuBoauT B3rNsAa Tyaa, rae obxa
KoHyaeTcs BHe3anHo... [lanblie — cym-
Ka,

Cmoum,

3axaTasi Horamu.

W kanns «kpem-6pnose»,
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Lusters, [MonaBlwas Ha Kpai,
A memory Brnecmum.

The month of May HanomuHas wmue,

Is out there over buildings, YTto mecal mai,

With gusty winds, Tam, Hag momamu,
And no less sultry MNocpeau eerpos,

In the beetle banter. W He ocmbin

All | beg for's B >KyKOB XXy>OKaHBM.
To leave the subway system. OpfHo xeraHbe —
And never write another line again. BbIiTn 13 meTpo.

M HuKorga He COUMMHUTB HU CTPOYKM.

3. Why and what for?

The modern world's generally greater entropy strains the traditional
walls of regular poetic forms. In the Russian language, syllabotonic
verse has existed since the mid-18th century and has remained poets'
favorite choice. Why is this, when, for example, in English, it relin-
quished the top positions long ago? This is a separate topic for inquiry:
here, | would only note that traditional prosody is not outdated — it
simply becomes more limited as society develops. Poetry's content has
grown in complexity, with an ever-greater resistance to syllabotonic
meters. While the main focus concerned poetry's artistry, syllabotonic
worked superbly. In our accelerated time, artistry as such is less impor-
tant than precise, laconic content. Any professional poet can write in
any style and on any topic. The emphasis has shifted conclusively from
form to essence. The art of poetry lies not so much in the form around
a semantic message, but more in how form and meaning merge to
make one unified, harmonized substance of verse, in the best poetic fit
for a given graspable essence.

After all, the universe's harmonies do not submit to regularity. They are
more complex. At some point, thinking in strict forms is no longer pos-
sible when listening to the cosmos. Jazz poetry is a tool for more pre-
cise extraction of divine Word from a current the poet can tap and
monitor.

But if syllabotonic verse fits, of course, it warrants use. Then there is no
need to slide into jazz. The chosen tools should fit the job at hand.

The key is having music and a theme.
The rest is only exercising craft.

And a pen — an oar clutched in a rafft.
Below it, paper rapids, frothy streams.
Harmony puts nuance into pain,

And pain crusts in a scar — and that is all.
Time twirls, traces your flank,

Is seized. Has stalled.

97
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