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FLYING DUTCHMAN

JETYYUN TOJNJAHIE U



KopaGeavomy Aprumexmopy
u Xyoomnuxy
Payaw Muna Mopa

Mopt Ucr Pusep noa neTHuUM 3HOEM,
B uckpax coaHua 6JecTUT peka,

U kopabab A06UMbIA MHOK

Muar "Jleramue Obaaka". *

Tenu crpancrBui! I'pycture ¢ Hamu
Tlo HeBeOMbBIM OCTpPOBaM,

3a "Jlerayumu obaakamu",

mua "Beryyywo no Boanam".**

Ha Uct PuBep MeabBuib npuxomur,
N 3a uuM Aaexcanap I'pun.

Tak ¢ rpaBlOp poOMaHTUKA CXO/UT,
M kopabab yX He OJMH.

Mepb oTKpbiTHS MapycHo#l MepKoii,
Beab oT 3TOro Xurhb cserae!
[lycTb HeceT B My3eil apXuTeKTop
[JBe Mopenu nByx kopabaei!

A ckeleThbl cyaoB norubuux,
TouHo pebpa MepTBbIX KUTOB,
Gnor Goijoro B Hawl BeK U3JMIIEH,
M Ham Mup 3arpycTuTb roToB.

CBeT ¥ TeHu ABY UY[AECHEi,
Bockpewas u3 mMepTBbIX Npax,
Biaeck u ropeub MaTrpocckoi mecHu
3akayaaucd Ha BOJHAaX.

* "Jlerayue OSnaka" — OMH U3 CaMblX KPACHBBIX M GbICTPOXO AHBIX
KJAUINEPOB, KaKue TOJbKO GbLIM UBBECTHBI MCTOPUM MOPEXOJCTBA.
Ilpunapnexan B cepeaune sBexa Mosacy 'panasuany, 4ieHy npas-
JeHus u noHbiHe cywecTByomero Mopckoro Baika. Kaurmepam
HEPENKO MdBdinch Takke Hadsauus: 'Tlapsmue wan Boawoit",
"Jle6axou Iapyca", "Hecyumeca va Kpouibsax" u ap.

** Asnexcanap I'pun co3nan B cBoeM BooOpaxenuu Kopabab '"Bery-
was no Boanam", cTaBumMii rJaBHbIM repoeM ero 0JHOKMEHHOIo
poMaHa.



To the Naval Architect and Artist,
Raoul Mina Mora

The East River Port lies in summery haze,
As the river sparkles in the sun,
And the ship most beloved by me
Again ‘““the Flying Clouds’’ run.

Shades of travels! Grieve with us
For islands still unknown,

* Beyond ‘‘the Flying Clouds”’

**““Running Along the Waves’’ is blown.

Melville arrives at the East River,
With him comes Alexander Green.
Thus Romanticism comes from an engraving,

And the ship no longer is unseen.

Measure discoveries with a sailor’s measure,
1£’s much easier to live this way!
Let the architect bring to the museum

Two models of both ships to display!

* “The Flying Clouds’’ one of the most beautiful and
fast clipper ships in the history of navigation, belonged
to Moses Grandville. He was a director of the Seaman’s
Bank which esists to this day.

** Alexander Green created the imaginary ship, ‘‘Running
Along the Waves,”” which is the central character of
the book of the same name.






But the skeletons of sunken vessels,
Resemble the ribs of dead whales,
Today the fleets of old are excessive,

And this our world should now bewail.

Light and shadow wodrously appear,
Resurrected from dead remains,
The glimmer and pain of a sailor’s song

Still resound on the rolling waves.

Translated by
Tamara Bering Sunguroff



Ceprew l'orrepbazy

3aauT cosHueM Obla MAAX MHOTOJIOIHBIA.
YucTh t Bo3AYX — oTpaja gas Hac!
3mech mapMaHKy c 3aTomuero cyjsa
[IpoaaBaa Moaono# Bofoaas.

[lycTh wapMaHku JaBHO He BpalaloT :
3ByK# paauo 3aHAIM MUD,

Ho oxoTHo e& mokymnaior,

Kax aHTMK OJS NpMMOPCKHMX KBapTHp.
Krto oH 6bl1, 6e3bI3BECTHBIA MapMaHIKK,
XuBunuit 60abuie cToReThS HAa3an?
Jpaxablik 6oumaH, 60CAK, HEeyJaUHUK,
Urto cyabbe oauHOKO# HE paa?
[IpeacTaBasio nponoiny Marpoca

C nonyraem Ha TouweM mJeue.

Bxkpyr 6JaecTAT OrOHbKOM NANupoCH,
TouHO cuasATCH MOpe 3axeub.

[lycTh Takoit He B moueTe y BAACTHM,
OH aobuMen AMXUX MOTACKYX.
[lonyrait o6emaer BceM cuyacTbe

U ckabpesHo pyraercs BCayXx.

U B o6MeH 3a Takoe yMeHbe

B wanky naaaer crpy#ka MoHer.
[lycTb Kopabab nMpUXoauT B ABUXEHbe,

Pa3 gocrarouHo cpeacTB Ha 6uaer.



To Sergei Gollerbakh

The crowded beach in sunlight was bathed
The clear air rejoice us!

Here a street-organ from a sunken ship

A young sea-diver has put on sale.

True, street-organs have long not been cranked.
The radio’s sounds now divert the world.
But the street-organ is eagerly bought,

An antique for seaside dwellings.

Who was ke, the unknown organ-grinder,

Of over a century past?

A decrepit old boatswain, a tramp, ill-starred,
Unkappy over his lonely fate?

I present a drunken sailor

On his gaunt shoulder a parakeet.

All around cigareites glow,

As though trying to kindle the sea.

Perhaps the powers disdain him,

This sailor — a favorite of bold street jades.
The parakeet assures good fortune to all
And bawdily curses aloud,

And in exchange for this talent

A stream of coins falls into the cap.

Let the ship set under way

Once he has enough for a ticket.

But the ship is lost in a hurricane

And the organ-grinder sinks below.

Without him the parakeet is lonely —

It did not manage to drown.



Ho kopabab B yparah monagaeTr

U mapmMaHImMUK yXOOUT KO AHY.
Ilonyrait 6e3 Hero 3ackyuaer, —
MMonyrait He ycnea yToHYTb.

3aauT conHueM Obla MASX MHOrOJIOAHLINA,
YucThiit BO3OyXx — OoTpaja AAs Hac.
Yrto eme c 3aToHyBUeEro cyaHa
[lpuneceTr Moaoa0# BofoAa3?

U3 wtypBaioB roToBATCH JAIOCTPHI,
®onapu — M3 HAJTPECHYTHIX MAuUT.
AHTHKBap, U HOTOWHHIA M WYyCTPHIi,
MacTepur cyBeHupsl gad aad.

Yto X, M K 3TOMY HaJ0 NPUBLIKHYTH,
Pa3 Ha namarb gaa Oy gymux jaer
CoxpaHaloT 06JIOMKM peJnKkBuii,

Kak 3abbiToro 6eacraus caie .



The crowded beach was bathed in sunlight,
The pure air rejoices us.

What else from the sunken ship

Does the young sea-diver bring in?

From steering-wheels chandeliers are made,
Lanterns from fractured masts,

An antiquarian clever, meticulous

Crafts souvenirs for summer homes.

Well, this too we must accept

If as a memento for future years

Will be preserved fragments of relics
Traces of disasters forgotten.

Translated by

Silvia Juran
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Xyoounuxy Npuw Bobpuyxomy

MeabkoM Buies f CKaHAMHABCKME BOJIMI,

Ho ux kpacory coxpanul HaBcerja.
Bapsixckue ckaabl, Kak WUT JJS NPUPOABI,

U xpabpas ux corpeBaer 3Be3ja.

1 pan 3a Te6s, Mopexo u CKuTaiel,
Baatuiickoe nHe60 oTKpbiTO Tebe.

[lycrn pexe Baaau napyca pa3BeBaiauch,

W nedrbio oTpaBieHa pbiba Be3fe.

Ho ¢ayna ¢ ¢aopoit coBceM He pa3MbITHI,
XoTb KpOBb 3aCTpyuJach U3 ropbKoi cyanbnl.
Tsoewo nanuTpoii eme He 3abbiTa

JyweBHas A06JeCTb HOPBEXCKOH U30HI.
Berpa Hu3kopocioe AepeBO TpenJwor,

U Tyuu JeTdT Haa naaaTkoil TBoeil.
UcaraHackoi 3eMan ByAkaHWYeCKui nemea

He craneT npeasecTueM HOBLIX cKopbeii.

BoT cocHbi B3MeTHy/MCb Haj MeiHCKMM 0OpbBOM,
Ux BupHO B cuaHbM Goabuioro Kocrpa.

3aech pak ¢ BOJOPOCbIO CTOTOBJAEH HaMBO,
M uaii ¢ KOHbAYKOM 3aKMNaeT 3apas.

Korpma Thl Bephyaca B cBoit mom noa Hbwo-Mopkom,
XMeJeloT Apy3bsi OT ICKU30B TBOMX.

llyMAT UBETOBbIE NOTOKM HEIPOMKO,

XoTb citJa ¥ MYyXeCTBO CBETATCH B HUX.

Hy, Wpka, naBaii Mie noxoauywo ¢usry :

Mbl obem 3a pOMAHTHMKY B HameMm GoiTy!

He BbigBeau B Hac rymuaeBckue asaru,

XoTb Gypu 3moxu uX APoCTHO pBYT!

KEkKEK KX
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To (the Artist) George Bobritskiy

I caught but a glimpse of Scandinavia’s waters,
But their beauty remained with me always.

The Varangian cliffs, like a shield for nature,
And, warming them, a gallant star.

I am glad for you, seafarer and wanderer,

The Baltic sky is open to you.

True, sails afar more rarely flutter,

And fish in every place by oil are poisoned.

But flora and fauna are not wholly ravaged,
Thoughk from a bitter fate their blood kas flowed.
Not yet forgotten by your palette

Is the inner strength of a Norvegian hut.

The winds toss a stunted tree,

And storm clouds rush by above your tent.

The volcanic ash of Iceland

Will not portend new griefs.

There pines rise steep over the precipice,
Visible in a great bonfire’s glow.

Here crayfish with seaweed are wonderfully prepared,
And tea with cognac streams ready at once.
When you returned to your home near New York,
Your friends became drunk from your sketches.
Streams of color resound with softness,

Though in them shine vigor and courage.

Come, Yurka* a flask for the road:

We’ll drink to romance in our life!

Gumilev’s flags have not faded in us,

Though the storms of the age rend them fiercely!

Translated by

Silvia Yuran

*Yurka is the diminutive for George.
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Xyooxnuye Joppuc Onvcon

"Po6ept ®yabron" * rynea Hag Ucr-pusep,
3acraBaag ApPOXAaTb THUIMHY,

U marpocckas necHb CUPOTANBO

Ha rurapnl caauTcd CTpYHY.

Tam, crapuHHbBI/l HaneB BcmoMuHad,
3BOHKO NeJu YeThipe nesua,
[lapyca sTa necHb pa3BeBaer,
MoxHo caywaTrb ee 6e3 KoHuaA.

MHe kasaiochb, 4TO f HE B My 3€ee,

A cxoxy B JeBATHaANaThit Bek.
Tenb poMaHTHKK 31eCb He pXaBeer,
Ecayu no6ut ee ueloBek.

Tak 6bln0e naet 6e3 yraiku

B coBpeMeHHy0 Hamy CTpaHy.

Ilyctb MaTpocckas mecHd, Kak yailka,
Ha rurapnyio csapet cTpyHy.

* Craphili napoxoJ, npeBpaileHHbI B PECTOPaH Ha AKOPAX.
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To Artist Doris Olson

‘““Robert Fulton’’ droned over East River,*)
Forcing silence to tremble afar,

A forlorn sailor’s song with a quiver
Alights in the strings of guitar.

The refrain of an old reminiscence
Clearly sang ringing voices of four,

The sails billowed out with the singing,
One can listen to it evermore.

No museum is this where I’ve ventured,
Nineteenth Century now holds me close,
There’s no rust on romance or adventure
If that’s what a human being loves.

In this way, the past moves without secret
To our present-day land from afar.

Let the sailor’s song just like a seagull
Alight upon strings of guitar.

*) The “Robert Fulton” is an old ship that has
been converted into a restaurant.

Translated by
Yolanda Kulik
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[lhay sem ®Ppankauu

llamamu Tydomnuxa
Ceprer Uleeingdypma

B Mae 1845-ro roaa cap Jxon @Ppaskaun oprasuszoBal
MOPCKYI0 9KcNe Um0 A8 uccaejoBanud ApkTuku. OTnaniau
Ha OBYX Kopabasax ¢ komaHnzoit u3 129 marpocos u ¢ 3anacom
npoBu3uu Ha 3 roaa. Ilocne croduku B Baddunckoit 6yxre
aKcneauluus ucuesna 6e3 ciena. 3a CBeJEeHUS O MpomnaBmux
Obisia rapanTupoBana Harpazga B 10.000 pyuToB crepaunros.
Ha nouckn capa ®panxauna u ero awjieit 6HAM mMocaaHbl OBe
skcmeauumu: onaHa u3 AHrauu, jfpyrad u3  CoelMHeHHbIX
WiraTos.

C 1848 mo 1854 ropa 6bino npeanpuusto 15 monbiTok 06-
HapyXuTb 3Kcneauuuio. HakoHell B wecTHaauarhii pa3 rpyn-
na, cHapsix&nnaa A3 PpaHkauu, HaWwAE cKeJdeTHl U obaee-
HeJylo oaexnay norubmwux.

Baanana "laay asau Ppankaun" pecraBpupoBana Bokab-
HbIM KBapTeToM Mopckoro My3es B Hbio Uopke.

Cro TpuiuaThb MaTpocoB Ha ABYX KopalbafXx,
3acTuriaa B nNyTu JeasHas neTJai.

Kyna xe, xyna sanecno kopabau,

Kakoit nopa ®pankaun goctur 3eman?

Y 5cKkuMOCa 4eJHOK U3 TIJEeHbUX WKYP,
3CKMMOCY HeBeJOMbl XepTBbl Oypb.
BriTh MOXeT, HecuacTHbIX BCE Xe d€aitayr,
Korjga OHU WJAKIKU TAHYT [0 JbAy.

Badbdunckas 6yxTa XMYpo MOJUNUT,
Xorsa nopn Ppankauu eit He 3abbiT.
HukTo ux He Buesn, HUKTO He HawWEJ
M ThiCAYM PYHTOB YOPT B MOpe CMEJ.
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[Toucku pasrca B wmecTHaauaThit pas,
cKeleTbl MeTeJbHblii HOMOJHAT CcKa3.
Hawaa asau PpankauH XypHaa cynoBoii,
rie Myx eé poc nop cyab6oit ropeoii.

Joabur 3aMEp3mylo 3eMJI0 JOM,

MOCMJAbHHIHA KpecT B3MATEH HaA0 JAbJoM!

He naaub, a3au PpankiauH, ckeldeT CXOPOHUB,
Beab MéprBble BUAAT A1060Bb XuBbIX!

BoabHblii nepeBos C aHrAUACKOTO.

The original English text is taken from the
programs of the vocal quartet of the Histor-
ical Navy Society. I have translated from
English about one hundred popular navy songs
and ballads. In the "Splash of the Wave" I
am publishing only "The Weeping of Lady
Franklin".



JETYYUN ©rPOJaAJdAHIAEI
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"Pyco nado cnacams om 6e3N A0 CAHHT
awoei!"

[Ipenopo6uniit Aapuan Jlagoxcko-
UabMenckuit, B Mupy o noctpura
Anpipeit 3aBaamumns, OcHoBaTelb
Caaro - HukonaeBckoro (Ouppy-
COBCKOI'0) MOHacTbips Ha Jlafox-
CKOM 03epe, OH Obll B 300Xy
UBana 'po3Horo ymepuBaex Ha-
e€MHbiMKM yOuiAIaMy.

Braoumupy Hamanrosy.

1 Touy, napoxoa Ham rubHer :
Jluub Kopma elle Haj BoAoO.
Huxkomy 3a Hac He oOuAHO

U ocraBua nac Ayx Cssroit

Becaa waonku B gyry corusyJo,
U xauaercs Ha BeTpy

Hap BoJHo# B 60eBOM pasryie
Beabix yaek Jeryumit myx.

Bypeit waionky nepeBepHyJo,

Mbl — B cnacaTteJbHbIX MoACax.
lepxar Bcex noi HE3PUMBIM JyJIOM
Jep3HoBeHHbifl yXac u crpax.

3axaebHyTbCHd B COJIeHOi Baare
Byner nerue, ueM 3aToHYTb.

Yro X, HUKTO He MPUCIYCTUT ¢uara,
Yrob mouTMTL MOt mocaeaHuit nyTo?
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THE FLYING DUTCHMAN

““Russia must be saved from
merciless people!”’

The Holy-ordained Adrian Ladozhko-Ilmensky
(Andrei Zavalishin before entering the service
of God), founder of the St. Nicholas Monastery
on Lake Ladoga. During the reign of lvan the
Terrible, he was killed by hired assassins.

TO VLADIMIR SHATALOW

I drown, for our skip is now sinking:
Just the stern protrudes from below.
Nobody cares or has pity

And God has forsaken us all.

The oars of the lifeboat are bending,
As it rocks in violent squalls —
Over waves in fighting abandon —
Are white fluffy feathers of gulls.

The boat overturned in storm’s tussle,
Each one of us wears a life belt.

All are held by invisible muzzles

Of threatening terror and dread.

To choke in the salty sea water
Is better than drowning below.
Will nobody let the flag flutter,
To honor my very last road?

Death beckons again for appointment,
But arrival still is postponed.

As it happens, the ship ‘‘Flying Dutchman”,
Has rescued and takes me on board.
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CMepTb onATb 30BET Ha CBUAAHbE,
Ho orkaapbiBaeT npuxof.

Pa3s kopabab Jleryuuit Noanangen,
[IpuauM aeT MeHs Ha OopT.

U3-3a Tyy He BU[AHO 3akara,

[lTomaaua HAcC HeBATbIA Bad,

3aech norudumit mrypmaun ¢ "Mapara" *
[lepenact ApyroMy urypsal.

A apyroit 6uia Mopsk ¢ Kponmraara,
HeB3awo6uBuuil okTa6pbCckuit a.
Hukoraa oH He Obla nuparoMm,

Ho 6bi1 nyjie KpacHH X CHAT.

Ha BoaHax TyT, Kak Ha oGpbiBe
3akavyaJuch Hauy OTIbI.
Buxy: MepTBble, KaK XuUBbIE,
A xuBble, Kak MepTBelbl.

Be33aboTHblil I0HELl ¢ ycaMu
3amumarb, MeHd CKOpO cTad.

Kto xe on? .. KagHycb HeGecamy,
Camoro cefs B HeM y3HaJl.

Toabko Gbla OH MeHS MOJOXe,
KpoBb Mopckas cpenb Gypb LBeTer.
Ero 6eacTBie He TPEBOXMT,

JToT B rope He nmpomnajer.

Ho Beab HeT y mens Hu Opara,
Her Hu cblHA, HET HUKOTIO :
OpyauitHoit naab6bl packaThl
3araymatoT HebecHbiif rpom!

*"Mapar" — coBeTCKMii JMHKOP, KOTOPbIi Gblli CHABHO NOBpPEXAEH
HeMenkumu 6omb6amu B Punckom 3a/mBe Bo Bropyio mmpoByio
BoitHy. [loay3aToHyBuuii kopabab TeM He MeHee MpOJOJXKal
oOcTpes U3 cBoMX Opy[Iuil OKKYNMpoBaHHbie BparoM Gepera.
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Obscured by the clouds is the sunset,
The nintk wave had spared all the men,
From the ‘“Marat’’x), a dead steersman
Will let someone else take the helm.

Another crew man from the ‘“‘Kronstadt’”
Who had hated the October hell,

Never had he been a pirate,

Yet red bullets got him and he fell.

Here on the mountainous swelling

Of the waves, our fathers now swayed.
| see: dead men are like the living,
The living are just like the dead.

A youth with a moustache sprang boldly
And began to defend me himself.

Who is he?.. | swear by what’s holy,

I recognized him as myself.

Only ke, I could see, was younger,
Sea-blood amid storms always blooms.
Disasters do not drag him under,

Or will grief be the cause of his doom.

But still, I do not have a brother,

No son, I’ve no one any more:

Tke noise from the storm and sky thunder
Drowns out the gun-shooting roar!

x) The ‘“Marat’” was the Soviet battle-ship that was badly
damaged by German bombs in the Second World War
while in the Bay of Finland. The half-sunken ship
nonetheless continued firing at the shore occupied by
the enemy.
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I"'me xe s, Ha KakoM # Hebe?
[IpexHuuit mrypman 6eper wTypBai.
"Tsl npopaics 3a najtky xJaeba!

N "maparen" 3aresa ckanjgad.

Jpyra gercTBa si BHOBb BCTpeyaw,
HenosunHbi# B €ero Bpaxye :

Mbl u3raaiueM orBedaeM

3a omuOKy Uy Xux Boxueit!

"Byab THl NPOKASAT, MUPATCKUH BECTHUK,
W1 3aTkHu, peuerBopen, por!"

Beia kopabab nogoben necue,
OrnpaBaswuieiics B moJeT.

EcTb B koMaHAe HEMIbI, AMOKIbI,

Yr0 ¢ Poccueit Beau Boiiny.

Ileur B kaMOy3e racHer, Kak coJHlle,
Xorb Kopabab He UAET KO IHY.

Bce nponaxio BpaxAoi kpoBaBo#,
Kaxpblit B rHeBe Ha Bce U Bcex,

U rounuos 3a nocMepTHO# caaBoi,
CmepTb KAelMUT 3eCb U3 Beka B BeK.

Tyr "mapaTen" co 3Bepckoil cuioit
Bber MeHs, OTTOJKHYB ABOWHHMKA,
KpoBb #3 ry6 norekiaa o6uibHo,
[lepenaukaB npaBblii pyKas.

Moit nBoiiuuK BpbIBaeTcs B Apaky,
Y106 pa3HaATL B3belw eHHbIX JApy3eif.
"Cyubu getu!" — xpuunt Caakep —*
"fl ¢ Tpems pacnpaBawch Tenepb!"

* Ban CBaakep, coraacHo ofiHO# U3 JereHl, a uX HECKOJbKO, — Kamu-
TaH JereHfapHo-MucTudeckoro Kopabas. "Jleryuuit [Moananpen” —
9ro kopabab-npu3pak. Berpeua ¢ HUM HeMuHyeMo npefsemiaeT Oy-
plo wamu Kpyuiemme. Te, KTo cnaccs u 6bla B34t "Jleryunm [Noanaung-
neM" Ha GopT, — XuBble MepTBelibl. Bockpecurb uX, BepHYTb K
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Where am I, in what sort of heaven?

The old steersman takes hold of the wheel.
“You’ve sold yourself for a bread ration”’
The ““Marat’ man then started a scene.

An old childhood friend was this fellow,
I do not deserve his strong hate:

We pay with exile for errors

Made by alien chiefs of state!

““You be damned, you envoy of pirates,
Speech-maker, shut your big mouth!”’
This seafaring vessel was song-like,
Preparing for great distant flight.

Japanese are crew members and ‘Germans,
They had battled with Russia in war.
Like the sun, the fire dies in the furnace,
Yet the ship does not sink to sea floor.

All reeked with a great bloody hatred,
For everything and every one,

To those seeking immortal greatness,
Death sends stigma for ages to come.

Roughly pushing away my double,

The ““Marat’’ man beat me like a brute,
The blood at my lips started spurting,

And soiled the right sleeve of my suit.
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"Bcex 3a Aep30CTb Takyw B3rpei,
Mbl Bpaxay B UX IJIOTKM BOJbEM :
Her, He BemaTb Takux Ha pelo,
[lycTb nonaaBaioT noa kuaem."

Kak 3mes, BepeBka 1noj cyHOM
Jymur Tpex yuyacTHHUKOB fpak.
JloKkoHaTb HAC BCe-Taku TPY/HO :
Mbl XuBeM eie, Kak-HuK ax!

"Kanutaun! Ha "T"oanangue” xaxnbii
Ha Oblaylo XU3Hb pa303JeH :

KT0 yXe yTOHYJ OfHAX[HI,

ToT He rubHET M moa Kuaem!"

Hac Bcerga u Be3je KujeBaldu,
U Ha cyuwe, ¥ Ha Boje:
Be3orpaaHo MHorue naam,
3axaebHyBmuch B 60Jbinoit 6ene.

PyxnyT Hamu MeuTtbl 6e31apHo

. [Toa o6cTpenoM xecTokux upei :
Onepauus "KnieBaHba"
'yOouT COTHM ThicHY JK0Jedd.

Xayr ux CeBep C Beankoit cryxei
N 6apaku KoHuaarepei,

Yro6 XeHy oTOpBaTh OT MyXa

U ot maTepu — CblHOBEM.

3eMHOM XU3HH, [0 JEereH/ie, MOXeT JUillb OyXOTBODEHHAs, XepT-
BeHHas Ji060Bb K XEHIMHE WM CeMbe, Win QaHATHUHOE ClyXeHue
Bory, To ecTb yxoa B MoHacThipb. Kopabab- npuspak "Jleryumit-
loanangen” BocneT B psije MECEH M N03M, B TOM UKCIE U B onepe
Puxapaa Baruepa "Jleryuuii MNosnasgen™.
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My double breaks into the fighting,

To part raging friends in melee.

““Sons of bitches!”’ bellows Van Svaaker, x)
“I am able to deal with all three!”’

“I’ll give it to them, sons of Sodom,

Their hate will be poured down their throats:
No, they’ll not hang from the yardarm,

Let them swim beneath keel of this boat.””

Like snakes, ropes under the seaship
Choke the three combatants of strife.
To finish us off is not easy:
After all, we still are alive!

““Captain! Each one on the ‘Dutchman’
Is angered at life that was real:
Whoever experienced drowning,

Does not die even under the keel!”

We have always been given keel-hauling,
In the water as well as on land:
Unhkappily many have fallen,

Choked by plight to the bitter end.

Van Svaaker, according to one of the legends (and
there are several) was the captain of the legendary
mystical ship, ““The Flying lfutchman". This was a
phantom ship. An encounter with him inevitably fore-
told a storm or a wreck. Those who were saved and
taken aboard “‘The Flying Dutchman® were living
dead. According to legend,only a spiritual, self-sac-
rificing love for a woman or a fami[;' —or a fanaticul
service to God (entering a monastery) could return
them to life. ““The Flying Dutchman’’ has inspired
many songs and poems, not the least of which is the
great opera by Richard Wagner known by that title.
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A cnacenunlii? Komy on Hyxen?
Muoro 6exennes u 6poasr

Bans 6apakoB obeaHu cayxar,
[lpusbiBas uyXOuHHBIA CTAr.

Tak y Bora cnaceHbs npocuT
Bypeit copomennniii ¢ kopabas.
Hanexo Hac cynb6a 3abpocur :
3a MopsaMM — He Ta 3eMJs.

I"ne renepp "Jleryunit N'onaangen"?
Moxer, 3TO TONbKO MUpax?
A nBofiHMK MO# — JAKIIb roJOJApaHeN
M HukeM He B3AT B IKUMaX.

Moit gBOMiHMK ynaa Ha KoJieHu
"AnpuaH Hau, SBUCb CKopeit!
Pycb 6oabHa BeIMKUM TeprneHbeM,
3auuru Hapon ot 3Bepeit!”

1951 100. Tpancnopmuvii napoxod
"Ienepan Toirop”, wa nymu us
Bpemen-Xafgena ¢ Hvw-Hopx.
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The failing of dreams will come crumbling
Under the fire of harsh plans:

The practice that’s known as “‘keel-hauling’
Destroys many thousands of lives.

The North waits for them with its coldness,
And prison-camp barracks with guns,

To tear wife away from her husband

And from a mother — her sons.

And the rescued? Who needs his endeavors?
Refugee tramp all over the roads,

Church service is held by the barracks,
Calling out for a flag from abroad.

This way, they ask God for assistance
When storms throw them over the side.
Fate will fling all of us a great distance:
Beyond oceans is not the same land.

Where now is the ship ““Flying Dutchman’’?
Is it just a mirage that’s untrue?

And my double — a plain ragamuffin,

No one hires him to join any crew.

On his knees, my double is pleading:
““Appear quickly, our Adrian, please!
Russia suffers an illness and bleeding,
Protect all the people from beasts!”’

Translated from Russian 1951. Written aboard the

by Yolanda Kulik trans port ship ‘““General
Taylor’ en route from
Germany to the United
States.
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[TAMATU BOPUCA JIOBETTA-JIOPCKOI'O

EREKE KKKERRRR KRR KRR KRR RN R KK KRRk K %

Ha abny HeBbl u BeTpeHHO U CKOJb3KO :

Becob IleTporpan B cyrpo6ax u B KpoBH.

3nech 6wct Caako Basax 6e3Bectubiit Jlopckuii,
He Buas B peBoawuusax Ja00BH.

N 3paHud oT BHICTPEJOB ApoXalwu,

C rpanaroil npoberana MaTpocHH,

W ne3BueM orpoMHOro KuHXana

Wimuab [leTponaBaoBkyu Ka3ajcs cpeiu LHA.

KTo B cTyauio cTyaeHYeckylo BXOOMT,
Korga ot rueBa Bcs 3eMJast TOPUT?

Ilo ruMuacrepkaM CyAsT 0 Hapoge. . .
Kro Bbl Takoit?. . f Anexkcauap I'pun.

H pan Bac Bupern B 9To#l 6eHoO Oynke!
Kakoro 3purens N'ocnoab npusea!
CkpyTua nucarteib ¢ rops CaMoKpyTKy,
ByTbiaky BoAku BOAPY3uJ Ha CTOJ.

CTydeHT meyeT KapTouwuHbl B OypXyiike,
[lucaredb npejaH KpyXKaM XECTHHBIM . . .
Tak oxuBaeT cepoil ToHKO# cTpyiikoil
Bolabi x BocnoMuHauuit Jerkmnit IbiM.,

Cran nonyasipen ckyabnrop Jloert-Jlopckuit
Korpga yBuaea gaabaue Mops,

A na ero cryneHueckux Habpockax

¥ x uyBcTBOBalach HoBas 3ap4.

’

ConpoTuBasficb oKeaHCKuM Oypam
U onacaschb pxaBbix fikopei,

OH cTaTysiMu 3aMeHUJ CKYJbITY phl
Co crapbix u pa36utbix kopabJaei.
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To the Memory of Boris Lovett Lorskii

On the Neva’s ice it is windy and slippery:
All Petrograd is covered with snowdrifts and blood.
Here the unknown Lorskii sculpted Sadko’s bust,

Seeing in revolutions no love.

And the buildings shook from the shots,

A sailor ran by with a grenade,

And like the blade of a great dagger

Appeared Petropavlovka’s spire in the midst of th

Who is coming into the student studio,
When fire blazes outside the windows?
People are judged by army shirts...
Who are you?.. I am Aleksandr Grin.

I am glad to see you in this sorry cabin!
What an observer the Lord has brought!

In his distress the writer rolled a cigarette,
Set a bottle of vodka on the table.

In the little stove the student roasts potatoes,
The writer hovers over the tin mugs...
Thus in a grey thin stream comes to life

The faint smoke of bygone memories.

The sculptor Lovett-Lorskii became liked
When he had sighted distant seas,
And on his student sketches

Already was sensed a new dawn.
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Tax naBHMII BCTpeuHblil cTal eMy cobpaTom,
[Ipeareueit poMaHTHUECKUX 3aTeit,

Korpaa co3paa u3 kopabeabubix craryit
XuBBIX M npuBJAeKaTEAbHBIX Jd0AEH.

Her, He 3a6biTa 3ra BeTpeua ¢ 'punom,
Kak ne 3a6biT u panuuit 6loct Cagko

W mpaMop, u cioBa HE ONPOKUHYTb
3abBenus 310pafHO0 peKoii.
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Resisting ocean gales
And avoiding rusty anchors,
He replaced sculptures with statues

From ancient and shattered ships.

Thus a man met long before became his brother,
A forerunner of romantic ventures,
When he created from ships’ statues

People enticing and alive.

No, this meeting with Grin has not been forgotten,
Nor that early bust of Sadko

Marble and words will not be overturned

By the gloating river of oblivion.

Translated by

Silvia Juran
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KPHMCKUE @AHTACTH

Enene Mamseesoi

Kto ckasaa, uro raobyc Ham u3MepeH,
UYro Ha Kapre OenblX nATeH HeT?
Xusub ockynena 6b1 6e3 Bepbl

B HoBhI# HeuccaeOdoBaHHbIA CBeT.

Ecrb eme 3arafounbie Tporbl

B Mupe rop u CKa3ouHbIX paBHUH.
CuoBa npuesxaer B Cumdeponoanb
3axmeneBunit Anekcanzp I'pun.

OH uger no niaomwaau COBETCKOIi,

Ho MeuTa K HHO# 3eMie 30BeT:
"Noma au xynoxuuk BoraeBckuit?" —
"IpoxoauTe B CTyAMIO — OH XJeT."

lBa dpaHTacTa He Obliu APY3bAMHK,
Ho onun naBHO nopaxeHbl

CTpaHHO 0AMHAKOBBIMM TOpPO/IaMH
[luBHO# Heu3BENaHHON CTpaHbI.

XeHWuH, HEUCTIOPUEHHO Ul PUBHIX,
Wuoweit ¢ ropaumen cyanboit,
Kopabuaeii, sHecymux ropaeanBo
[lapyca B nocaeanuit cMmepTHbiil 60ii.

C naockoit 3a607104YEHHOK XU3HDBIO,
C mupom paspyuureneit MeuTsl,

W Ha nac BoJHOI He3puMoit GpeIzXKeT
C Mo ps npocTOAymHON KpacoThl.

Muoro B Mope ocTpoBoB 6€3BECTHBIX,
Hu oauu reorpad ux He 3Hau.

JByM Koaymbam Mup kasancs reces,
Kaxablit Te Xe 3eMiu OTKpbIBaJ.
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CRIMEAN FANTASTICS

To Elena & Marianna Matveyeff

Who said, that our globe has all been measured,
On the map no white spots still appear?

Life would be so empty without faith

That an unexplored land lies quite near.

Paths exist yet to be discovered
In the world of mountain and ravine.
Coming once more to Simferopol
The ‘““hung-over,’ Alexander Green.

He walks along the Soviet city streets,
But in dreams another land is kin:

‘““Is the artist, Bogayevsky at home?”’
‘““Please come into the studio — he’s in.”’

Though the two fantastics were not friendly,
In their visions one could plainly see
ldentical, imaginary cities

In divine, unknown countries still to be.

Women, playfully innocent and sweet,
Young men with flaming fate in sight,
Skips, carrying aloft so proudly
Their sails, into a last deadly fight.

With our humdrum and uneventful lives

In a shattered world of dreams gone astray,
Presently upon us, will splash unseen
From the sea, pure beauty’s spray.
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Kto BooGpaxenuem ux npaBut?

Ha caoBax u Kpackax — CBET BECHbI.
EcTb eme usetsl, AepeBbd, TpPaBHl,
Yro B repbapuit He 3aHeCeHbl.

Yto X ¢ TOro, 4To CUMBOJIU3M MX JETCKUIA?
JersM Bor Ham MHoroe oTKpbLJ.

Ux pazmax daHra3uu 6bia Aep3kuM,

B Hux o60oMx MHOr'o CBEXuX CHJ.

1934 100.
Cmapwi Epoum, Cumgeponoas.
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Many islands in the seas still unknown
Not a single geographer knows where
For two Columbus’ the world is tight
Each found out the other had been there.

Who in his imagination rules them?

In words and colors — the hues of spring.
There still exist flowers, trees and grasses
Whose names in no herbarium will ring.

What if their symbolism is childish?

To children, God has much revealed.

The scope of their fantasies was daring

Botk have strength, which cannot be concealed.

Old Crimea, Simferopol, 1934

Translated by Tamara Bering Sunguroff
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3A YTO?

Ha xpbiwe IMmaitp Cror Buamxr, kpynseiiwero
ne6ockpe6a B Hblo-Vopke, ycranoBaen mask. [le-
peJieTHble TUILI, OCJEMIeHHble CBETOM Masdika,
pastuBaloTCA O CTEHBl BbICOTHOO 3[aHUA U FUOHYT.

Xyoomnuye Hpune Knuyc

Cnemart Bnepef JeTy4yeid Maccoil NTHLBHI :

Ux ¢ MecT copBax ecTecTBeHHbI pajap.

Ho Hukorga mapuipyT He mpeKkpaTuTCH :
WHCTHHKT AMub CMEPTb NOACTABUT Noj yaap!
B3pbiBalT BO3MY X B3MaXu OCTPbIX KPblibeB,
K nanekuM ctpaHam npoJaras myTh,
[lepraTble Gonbuine SCKaApuUibk

JleTaT Bnepea, nNoACTaBUB BeTDYy rpydb.

Ho nepeseT ux cTan He3pUMBIM ropboMm :
Benb xu3Hb HanmpacHO# KpoBbIO UCTEYeT,
Koraa Masik Ha kpblite Hebockpeba
[pon3aer cympak orseHHoit cBeyoi!

Jlerdat Bnepel JoBepYMBble NTULDI,

He Buaur raas oTBecHylo ckady.

Ho HMxoraa mMapupyT He MpeKpaTUTes :

He Bcex xe Bor npuHOCUT B XepTBYy 3Jay.
[lpnwe n koHel HafeXJaM CTau [JUBHBIM,
Boxpyr oruu npeaaresbCcKu FOpAT.

Beab aTto x Hago TAxeno norubHyTb,

[lepenereB o3epa u mopa!
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FOR WHAT?

On the roof of the Empire State
Building, one of New York’s tallest
skyscrapers, there is a lighthouse.
Migrating birds flying overhead are
blinded by the light of the beacon.
They plummet against the walls of
the tall building and perish.

Dedicated to the artist Irina Auniw

A cloud of birds is flying forward,

Torn from their nests by an inner radar,
Their course shall never change:

Only death can conquer instinct!

Thke flapping of sharp wings explodes in midair,
Mapping their flight to distant lands

Large feathered esquadrilles wing forward
Propping their chests against the wind.
Their flight is met by an invisible mountain,
Meaninglessly their lives shall bleed to death,
As the lighthouse on the skyscraper’s roof
Cuts through the dusk with a fiery candle!
Trusting birds fly forward

Blind are their eyes to the burgeoning crag.
But their course shall never change:

Not all become God’s victims of evil.

The splendid flock’s hopes are dashed
Against the treacherous light.

Having crossed seas and oceans,

A hard death awaits them.

Paradise falls like a charcoal plum

Amidst a dense rain of plummeting plums.
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Poit nagaeT obyriaeHnHoi cauBoi,
ycThiM JoXAeM nmagyuyuX TEMHBIX CIMB.
Takast cMepTh He OyaeT ropaeauBo,
AcdaabT gopor meuyanbio OKpoONMB.
Komy 3ameTHbI cy}xoporu KphlabeB?
3aueM Ha HMX BHMMaHbe oOpamarb?
Korza xoseca 34b1x aBTOMO Guiei

M MepTBbIX NTHL He YyCTAOT TEP3aTh.
JNanexuit Kpect ¢ cobopa He copBercd
Ha xoamuky 0346mux NTHYBKX Tel.

He Bc& ab paBHO, r'le noMuparThb npujercd,

Korpa cyabba ocraBuT He y gea?

1961 100. 'ocnumaav Cenm Jwxc
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Theirs is not a proud death,

Having sprinkled the asphalt with sadness.

Who sees the spasms of broken wings?

Why notice?

Even the wheels of angry automobiles

Do not tire of torturing dead birds.

To hover over the chilled humps of dead birds’ bodies.
But does it matter where one dies,

When fate has decreed-to depart from one’s calling?

VYACHESLAV ZAVALISHIN
1961, St. Luke’s Hospital

Translated by Ludmilla Thorne
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KOPABEJBbHHA PEKBUEM

Mopcxomy apzeonory
lMumepy Tpoxmopmony!

llymu, Boana, o 6eper cuibHo Geiics.
3necb npocuHen 3aTep HeOGECHYK Ja3ypb.
Cnsar xopabau, ycraBuue oT peiicos,
Cnsdr kaunmepa, ycrabuue ot 6ypb.
HemHoro yueznesmux "BerepaHoB"
Ocranoch HaM OT MapyCHBIX BpeMeH,
XoTb pecTaBpaTop 3ajaTaeT paHbl

y BbIIIBETUINX, HO JOPOruX 3HaMeH.

Cnur 6oeBad ropaoctb *Tpadaabrapa,
Cour ** "Kartu Capk" B cusiibu roJy6om.
X poaruit Bek rHMeHbEM He MOKApaH,

Ux He NpUKOHUUJIU CaMOCyOM.

* 3to "Bukropusa", nerengapsbiit kopabJib, Ha KOTOpOM morub

BBIMIpaBlU Uil ucTopuueckuit 6oit agmMupan HenbcoH.

pus" coxpaHuiacb M 10 CHX [Op CHMBOIMUYECKH UUCIUTCH B

aHrJauiickomM gaore.

** "Karru Capk", 3amMeuarTebHbli# KAMnnep, KOTopblif cnacex
oT rubeau u caesaH GECLUEHHBIM 3KCIOHATOM OJHOr'O M3 aHr-

JUACKHUX MO PCKHUX MY3€€eB.
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REQUIEM FOR SHIPS

To Naval Archaelogist
Peter Throckmorton

Sound, O wave, and break forcefully on the shore!
An indigo streak has erased the azure blue.
The great ships sleep, weary from their races,
The clippers sleep, weary from the storms.
Several enduring ‘“‘veterans”’

Remain with us from sailing days of yore,
Though the restorer patches the wounds

Of faded, but expensive crests.

Sleeps the battle’s pride of Trafalgar*

Sleeps the *““Cutty Sark’’** in a blue haze.
Their old age has not been afflicted by rot,

A “‘kangaroo court’’ has not condemned them.
A wave stirs the distant, shifting shore

Where no autos or horses can exist.

There the sad remains completely rot away

Of vessels vanished without a trace.

““The Victoria’’, a legendary vessel on which
Admiral Nelson perished after the abovementioned
battle. ‘‘“Victoria’® is preserved to this day and is
a symbolic member of the British Navy.

** “The Cutty Sark’’, a wonderful clipper ship which
has been saved from destruction, and is a priceless
treasure in one of the British Naval Museums.
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BoaHna koJblieT AanbHuil Geper wartkui,
I"'ne HeT aBTOMOOGUIEH U K9Heﬁ.

TaM JOCHMBAOT XaJKue OCTaTKU
Beccaeano norubaBuux kopabaeit.

* "TlacToaycy" He GbITb HA FOPUBOHTE,
OH nop naoxo#t 6oxoructoit cyanboii.

He notomy au BuaaT Apunr u Koprym
JInuwb gocku, 3apacTraBuiue TPaBoi?

A ** "PajocTb Bcex Mopeit" B HeObITHE YDOHSAT,
JonycraT no 6eccaaBHOro KOHUA,

Pa3 B naayby yxe mycTuJu KOPHHU

JBa rubkux 1 OTBaXHbIX JiepeBlLa.
PomaHTHKa xupesa u ckyyana,

Bcé c kopabeabHolt TeXHUKOI CYyAdcCh,
Ho *** "BuBepTpu" rapuyer y npuuaia,
My3eitHoit ciaBoft B CTapocTh ropfsichb.

* "[lacroayc" — napycHblii kopabab, moctpoenHnit B 1891 r.
u eme B 1926 r. naaBaBuuit B6ausu Aascku. B 1957 r. or ko-
pabaa ocTaauch amulb XaJkue pa3BaiuHbi. IKCNEPTbl MOPCKUX
My3eeB u Oiaecrsauue pecraBpaTopbl Kapa Koprym u I'appu
JpuHr Huyero yxe cgejarb He MOIJH.

** MlapycHblt kopabab, KOTOpLIA BpAA AM yAAcTCA NPUBECTH B
nopafaok u coxpammtb. B XVII-XIX B.B. kopabasiM Hepenko aa-
BaJu Ha3BaHua "Pagoctb Bcex mopeit”, "CuacTbe BCeX Mo-
peit", "CaaBa Bcex mopeii".

*** "BuBepTpu" — crapblii napycHbiit KopabJb, ropagoCTb Hbi0-
iopkckoro My3eliHo-noproBoro kommjekca Ha Vcr-PuBep.

42



““The Packard’’* foundered off Huntington’s shore
While a jazz-band played a requiem for the deceased.
What a meeting with a sunken schooner

The one, that Bering navigated,

Now Russia is perplexed with the problem,

Should they beach the vessel on the shore?

In the depths, the frigate ‘‘Pallada’’ ** lies in peace
That one on which Goncharo» *** had sailed,

The relic should be raised up from the bottom;

But the marine museum is not prepared for this.

The loss of many, many others will smother

And from their ill-fated paths they will not stray.
Neither the ships expired on dry land,

Nor the ships sunk to the bottom.

Fish now cherish *‘The Great One’’

The wounds gaping in its hull.

*

‘““The Benjamin Packard”’, though still in good
condition in 1929, was sold at auction for a fraction
of its cost — One Thousand Dollars — and converted
into a night-club.

** The ship of the famous explorer, Vitus Bering

(17th century) was wrecked during a severe storm
and flung onto the Russian shore.

***Goncharov, the author of OBLOMOV (The Lump)
and OBRIV (The Chasm) described his picturesque
voyage aboard the frigate ‘‘Pallada’.
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Koro eue cyob6a Ha rubeab rouut?
Kakoit xopabab 6e3 BecTu mponan?

[Toru6 * "Ilakkapa" Ha nasixe XaHTUHITOHA
1 nxas-opkecTp cTapua orneball.

Kakas BcTpeua c 3aroHyBueit ** wxyHoit,
Toii, Ha koTopoit Bepuur ynasiBai,
Teneps Poccuio okpnlaser ayma,
YcrpouTb CyAHO Ha 3eMHOIt npuBall.
Mokourcs Ha AHe ¢perar *** "llaasana”,
Tor, Ha koropoM nJasaa ['onuapos,
PeauxBuio co AHa noaHATb Obl HAO :
Mopckoit my3ell Ha 3TO He roTOB.
Bes3BecTbe MHOTMX, MHOIMX TepeyWUT
WU He yiinyT oT OKafHHBIX HMYT

Hu xopabau, nogoxmue Ha cyue,

Hu xopabau, mowesnmue Ko AHY.

* "Benaxamun [lakkapa" — nmapycHblit kopabib, KOTOpbIit
xopolieM cocTofiHuy Obia B 1929 r. nmpojan Ha aykuuoHe 3a
6ecueHok, 3a 1000 goasapoB u npeBpalleH B TaHIEeBaJbHbiA

Kay6 Ha Boje.

** CynHo sHaMeHuToro MmopennaBaredd Buryca Bepunra 3a-
TOHY IO, HO BO BpeMf CHJbHOHA Oypu Obljao BbiIOpoueHo Ha pyc-

cKuit 6eper.

*** ABrop "OGaomoBa" u "OO6pbiBa" KpacoyHo omucal CBOE

niaBaHue Ha ¢perare "llaaxana”.
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‘““The Pastolus’’* on the horizon is not seen,

Its dire fate to rest in a boggy deep.

Is that why Dring and Cortum see

Only planks, overgrown by sea-weed?

And ““The Joy of the Seas’’** flung to anonymity,
To an untraceable end has come,

Into its decks already, roots have grown

Of twa strong and pliant saplings.

Romanticism has ailed and pined away,
Constantly by technology beset,

But ““The Vivertre’’*** is rolling at her moorings,
A museum’s glory in her old age.

Who else by Fate is driven to perish?

Which ship has disappeared without a trace?

* ““The Pastolus’’ a sailing vessel built in 1891, and
still in service near Alaska till 1926. In 1957, only
a wreck remained. Even such specialists in ship
restoration as Carl Cortum and Garry Dring were
not able to salvage it.

**¥ “The Joy of the Seas’ — It is doubtful that this
beautiful ship can be restored. Such names as
‘““‘Joy of the Seas’’, ““Luck of the Seas’’, *‘Glory
of the Seas’’, were popular from the Seventeenth
to Nineteenth Centuries.

***The Vivertre’> — an old sailing-ship, the pride
of the New York Museum — dockyard complex.
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Kopa6ap "Beankuit" pbibsl nonobuau,
[Tpo6ounbl He cKkpoelb Ha Tpyau.

Tam pakoBuHbI Kopnyc obaenuau,

Y ocbmuHOros 6ecnokoiinblit Bup.

Mycrb "Moaau Byacaitn" npespatuaacoh B "Pony",*
Bcsa B 6en10CHeXHbIX, CHAbHBIX napycax,

Ona B BoJHYy Opocaercs ¢ pa3roxa,

U mauthl obaaka xsaTaloT B Hebecax.
Kopabab cnacen oT TAXKOI'0 3akaTa,

[Ipuyan My3eliHblii cTan eMy POAHBIM.

B pa3BaauHbl MpuXoauT pecTaBpaTop

1 MepTBOE CTAHOBUTCH XMUBBIM.

He 3ps xe cnacena TpokmopToHom "Euaucca”,
Crapeilmuit u3 xuBymyux kopabaeit,

llym nmapycoB B CTOJEeTbAX HE OCBUCTAH,

[lycTb pxaBuuHa coitaeT ¢ My3efiHbIX SKOpEH.

x

*"Pona" — napycHblii kopabab, KOTOpbiii paHee Ha3biBajacCH
"lloaau Bypcana". Kopabab sTor, 6aaroaaps pecraBpartopy
Kapay Koprymy, coxpaHneH 4as mMopCkux Mysees.
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Crustaceans have covered its body,

While octopi move restlessly inside.

Let ““The Polly Woodside’’* be rechristened ‘‘Rona”,
Clad in snow-white, powerful sails.

She dashes into the water at full speed,

And her masts grab the clouds in the sky.

The ship is saved from a setting sunset

For the stuff of museums is familiar to it.
Restoration is done to the wreck

And the dead returns to life.

In Piraeus, ““The Elissa’ rescued by Throckmorton
Is revived like an ocean breeze

The ship has not been cast aside
But is rid of her rusty anchors.

Translgted by

Tamara Bering-Sunguroff

* “Rona’’, a sailing ship which previously had

been named ““Polly Woodside’’. Thanks to the
restoration by Carl Carum, this vessel has now
been preserved for the marine museums.
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ANPUXABINU HAJL OKEAHOM

Opnaxabl Mbl cujeau B pbibHOM pecTopade "Csut". Bo-
puc CeprueBckuii, ofMH U3 caMblX JyYMIUX JETUYHMKOB-HCIIbITa-
Telei, kakux 3Hana 3apa aBuauuu, XKopx CeBepckuii, nesen u
JAeTuuk, ¥ 8, MedTawui JiMmb 0 TOM, YTOD Yy MOEro CTUJIO
Bbipocau 6 obreKaemblie Kpblibi.

Pecropan "Csut" cymecrsyer ¢ 1846 roga.

U3 okHa oTkpbiBaercd BuA Ha Mcr-PuBep, okHo rasaur
KaK pa3 Ha Ty NpUCTaHb, rfe Tenepb NaoByuuit myseii. Toraa
ero ene He OblaO.

PecropaH, no npe nanuto, nocewaau Iarap Ifo, 'epman
MexBuab, Jxek Jlonnon, Ipuecr XsMuuryeit, ubsi MoTopHas
Jofika 6niia npuuBapToBaHa K mpuctanu y Mcr-Pusep.

Pecropany "Csur", nfymaercd, He -cayyaiiHo npujaaHo
CXO[ICTBO C KaloToi napycHoro kopabas.

Ilpu xpenkoM BeTpe CXOACTBO yCUAMBAETCH.

Haw croauk 6bla pacnosoxeH y okha. M3 Hero BUAHHI
BOJIHBI PeKM, KUMAUME, KaKk pacnaasieHHoe oaoBo . Hap pexkoii
cu3o0e, onajleHHOe 3apeBOM BeuepHero 3akara, Hebo.

Bbicoko B Hebe npoJeTraioT, ciefys OJUH 3a [APYruM,
aBa aMpuxabasi. OHM MOpasUTENbHO MOXOXM HA roJyObIX Ku-
TOB B oKeaHe. B Hawu AHu mupuxabJau Tak Xe BhIMUPAKT, KaK
M rojayoOble KUTHI.

PasroBop 3amen o cynepckopoCcTHbIX camoJjerax, KOTo-
pble JeTAT KyAa ObicTpee, 4yeM 3BYK. Crapbiil JeTUNK- UCTIbI-
Taredb MOCMOTpe] Ha AMpuXabiu C Kakoi-ToO 3aBUCTHIO X
ckaszada:

— A noyemy, BCe-Taku, Mbl NpPeANOYATAEM CKOPOCTH
3ByKa CKOpocTu roaybnix kutoB? JlereTb Ha Aupuxabie Kak-
TO yIOTHEe, YeM Ha camoJjeTe... Belb u Ha mapychHo#l fixre
NnpuATHEE, YeM Ha nmapoxoje.

f1 noxan xanurany CeprueBckoMy pyKy u ckasaa:

— f roxe Tax aymalo, Bopuc Bacunnesny.
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Dirigibles over the Ocean
®ecccccscecsoncecesccee

We were once sitting in the seafoodrestaurant, ‘‘Sweet’’.

There was Boris Sergiyevsky, one of the best test-pilots
that the dawn of aviation ever knew, George Seversky, sin-
ger and pilot, and myself, who only dreamed of growing a
pair of streamlined wings about my body.
" The restaurant ‘“Sweet’ has existed since 1846. From
the window opens a view of the East River. The window
looks out on that pier where there now is a floating museum.
It was not yet there at the time.

It is the restaurant’s legend that Edgar Allen Poe, Her-
man Melville, Jack London and Ernest Hemingway fre-
quented it. The latter’s boat was moored in an East River
pier.

One imagines that the restaurant ‘‘Sweet’s’’ resemblance
to a sailing vessel’s cabin is not accidental.

During high winds, this resemblance is re-enforced.

Our table was situated by a window. From it, the river’s
waves could be seen, looking like molten lead. Above the
river was the sky, blue and burnished with the glow of sun-
down.

High in the sky, two dirigibles fly by, one behind the
other. They resemble, to an amazing degree, blue whales in
the ocean. In our days, dirigibles are dying out just as blue
whales.

Our conversation turned to supersonic aircraft that (fly
much faster than sound. The old test-pilot looked at the
dirigibles with some envy and said:

“Why, after all, do we prefer the speed of sound to the
speed of blue whales? It’s somehow cozier to fly in a diri-
gible than in an airplane ... After all, it’s pleasanter in a
yacht with sails than on a ship.”’

I shook Captain Sergiyevsky’s hand and said:

““I think so too, Boris Vasilievich!”’
* ok ok

translated by Yolanda Kulik
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Bparumka 6exan c napoxoaa :
[MocTbiaa coBeTCcKas BAACTD.
PanbmuBbix 3a60T 0 Hapode
Poccus orBenaJta BclAacThb.

Hy, uto xe, okoHuMlIb GpoAAroi
WUab 6ynemn kypeit c6eperarn,*

[Ipomaiica ¢ MOpCcKolo oTBaroi.

3abbiBlNil cBOW "GaarogaThb'.

K Tomy x napoxoay HaBcTpeuy,
Hansaus nypnyposbiii 6aHT,

C uyxoit cTopoHbl, u3jaiede
[Ipuiien noxuoi IMUCpaHr,

Yto noMHUT pojHble pAGUHDI,
Kaaurky B 6e30egHOM cele.
KpecTbsiHOK nMpoBOpHbIE CIMHBI
(Ha couaHlle uM XaTb BeceJeit).

O6oux "cBou" okpyxaior,

Y106 BoIpBaTH U3 BpeAHOH Cpefibi.
Topbma oiHOMY yrpoxaer,
Apyro#t xe cuacTauBUEM CASAUT.

He Bce X npu3biBalT K OTMILEHbIO
3a KpoBb C He3ajleYeHHbIX paH,
He Bcskuit xe HeBo3BpaleHel
Yiiger c npMIOTUBIWIMX HAC CTPaH.

Bpatuwka se xover B Poccuio :
Ckopeit 6b yapaTb oT 6eabi!
[ToBepua gpyroii, kak B Meccuiwo,
B nob6eny kpemaeBcKoit 3Be3bl.

* lluna B Meuke He yTauuwb : MHOTME HEBO3BpAlleHIbl
BbIHYX/ieHbl B AMepuke paboTaTb Ha KypoBOJYECKUX
dbepmax.
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The young fellow was fleeing the vessel
How corrupt became the regime,

False hopes had pervaded the people,
Russia discovered, it seems.

well, so, you'll end up a drifter,

Or a keeper of chickens perhaps.
Farewell to your seaman's adventures,
Forget aM your blessings, ole chap.

Toward the very same vessel,

With all his possessions at hand,
From the other side, at a distance,
On walked the elderly man.

The fellow was troubled and angered
No, no, one doesn’'t go back

But in the very same bus he was seated
Which was leaving the elderly chap.

He remembers his native orchards,
The gate in his sorrowless town
The nimbleness of the peasants
In the sun they prefer to sow.

Both are encircled by comrades
Helping them flee from their wrath
A prison is awaiting the one

or the other, its freedom he hath.

Not all aspire for vengeance,

For the blood of their unhealed wounds,
Not all who strive for their freedom
Depart their embraced lands so soon.

Oour comrade has departed from Russia,
Behind him his sorrow is far

The other as if in Messiah

Sees victory by the Kremlin star.
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HaBeku pacxonsrcs cyabOhl.
UYto xaeT ux, TIOpbMA Mib cyma?
Hopsafok xectokuil u rpy6biit
He B cunax Poccus caomarh.

A uto, ecau Bce xe cloMaeT
[IpoTuBHMKOB MKpHafA paTb?
CkyuaBmuM 1Mo oTueMy Kpao
HanpacHo ab aMHuCTMM XAATH?

Benb 06a onu ropembiku

U 6ynyTt BCIO XM3Hb CTpajaThb.

B xakoii crpane ®eaukc Beaukuii
[lanaueckuit opaen coszpact?
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Forever their destiny's part

What awaits them, prison or wealth
An order so crude and so brutal

Is powerless to break Russia's heart.

Supposing they manage to break it,
It's enemies hosts at the gate.

In longing for your fatherland

In vain your amnesty await?

Indeed, both are poor devils

will suffer the rest of their lives.

In what country will Felix the Great */
A hangman's order create?

Translated by P.D.

*/ Felix Derzhinsky, the founder and head of the com-
munist political police during the early post-
revolutionary years.
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PHBHHNA PHHOK
(Xyooxnuxy Ceprew bonrapmy)

B3amerHyaucs Kk Heby orpomMHble BHILIKH,
U HedTb 106HBAIOT HAa KPYNHBIX NAOTAX,
W pbibbl, ¥ nTHIBI OTPaBOi 31echb AbIMAT
WU dyepHas KpoBb BhI3bIBA€T B HUX CTpax.

[11oTbl 3aKkpyTuao 60AbMKMM yparaHom,
Bber Tpay.ep MouHo#i u Apo# BoaHOI,
Bce Boabl 3araxenbl xuxeil noraHoi,
E€ He ouuCTUT ¥ AOXIAb 3aTAXHOM.

C oTuasinbeM BUXY, KaK Tpayaep TOHeT
W 91 MHOr OTOHHBIN NPOHMK B OKeaH,
TyHuoB u Makpeaeil Ha xaaabuule roHAT :
Cnacafttecs pbiGHble pblHKM BCex cTpal!

3auaxuyTt cagku 6e3 omapoB u KpaboB

U nen He yBUAUT MOPCKUX OKYHeil.

3aueM okeaH yejoBeKoM pas3rpabien?
KoMy 6yaner noab3a ot pbibbux cMmepreit?

[lpeaBuxy 3abutylo ABepb Maras3yHOB :

Ha pbiHKax Bce MOJKM OCTaJlUCh MYCTHI,
U cxuchHyT 6e3 ycTpull or6opHbie BUHA

U camoyOuiicTBOM MOKOHYAT KUTHI.

K yemy Ham cobaa3Hbl pekJaMHbIX NJaKaToB ;
Onu 3a3bIBAOT B TyYHelOWui pai,

A pLIHKM CTOAT Ipej BeauKoil yrparoii

W nepepn npoueccueit TpaypHbix cBaif.
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THE FISH MARKET
CO00000000000000 0004

{Dedicated to the painter Sergei Bongart)

Huge towers soared towards the sky
And oil is raised up on large rafts

And fish and birds are breathing poison
And black blood makes them tremble.

The rafts are whirled by a big hurricane

The trawler is shaken by nighty and violent waves
The water is polluted by rotten liquid

Which even constant showers cannot cleanse.

With despair | see how tankers are drowning

And many tons of poison are engulfed in the ocean
Driving tuna and mackerel to their cemetery;

Save yourselves, fish — markets of the world!

The Fisk-ponds will die without lobster and crabs
And ice will not see the sea perches

Why is the ocean plundered by man?

Who will benefit from the demise of the fish?

I can foresee that doors will be closed in the stores
In the market all shelves will remain bare

The fine wine without oysters will sour

And the whale will commit suicide.

Why be terrified by ads and posters
They call us to a fertile paradise
And the markets face large losses
And a mourning procession.
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Creuer naoTosHasd KpOBb C HATIOPMOPTOB.
Xynoxuuk! Cospaii nekpoJaor ocerpam!
Benb HeTh Bce XuBOe OTNpaBuia K YepTy
W xpacuyiwo pboiby He moaanu HaM.

[loka eme MoXHO JOOHITH B pecTopaHe
Cura, u KpeBeTOK, U Kaprna c f3eM,
llaMnanckoe TyT 30J0TUTCS B CTaKaHax,
A pagoM — Kpenuaiiliee BUCKK U PpOM.

Ho ara kpaca ocraercs yumep6HOii.

A uTO, ecau BEIMPYT Bce pbibbl B MOpax?
3abpoweHnbl 6yayT pbi6auby JepeBHU

1 Bce pakoJoBKM pacchiifiTCs B Npax.

K uemy npaspaijars u3o6uane B ronoa?
Kak 6yaro snoxu 6oibwuX cKopocTeil
Ha nosHOM X0y KawajioToB 3aKOJAT
U cranyT raawmaraeM cTpaHHbIX BecTei.

Ho kTo xe 6e3napHblii rpabex oCTaHOBUT
N kTo xe ot GeAcrsus mope cnacer?
[IpokasiTbe 3aJ10X€eHO B APOCTHO HOBH,
Koraa karacTpogy oHO mpuHecer.
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Cernivorous blood will flow from still-lives

O painter! Make a eulogy for the sturgeons'
“All living species have sent oil off to hell
And red fish was not served to us.”

As long as one can still get fish in a cafe
Sigs, Shrimps, Carps and ides,
Champagne is bubbling in the glasses
And next to it strong whiskey and rum.

But this beauty will remain detrimental —

What if all the fish will die in the seas?

The fishermen’s villages will be deserted

And all the crayfish traps will be brought to naught.

Whky skould a cundance become a famine?
As if the era of great speed

Will slab the cachalot its way

And will be the bearer of dreaded news.

But who will stop the nonsensical looting?
And who will save the seas from woes

A curse is upon the frenzied virgin boil
And only a catastrophe will be wrought.

Translated by L. V.
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Taxape bepunr,
npexpacKon nesuye
% 0GpOo6uUmold TYOORKUYe

Hapucosaun neByye u cmeno
Meraaauueckuit Mmoct upe3 ['ya3oH,
M neryueit rupagaugoii aereau
donapy BCcex MamMHHBIX KOJOHH.

Bbla Habpocok cTuxuHOI ynaueit,
/1 moTok pa3HouepCTHLIX aBTO
Pacrekajcs no BualaM u aauam,
3apaBas HoBaTOpCKHUii TOH.

Xaab, 4TO BBl CBO# ycnex nporasgeis,
I"ne xe Bam scHoBuaAWMiA raa3?

Bbl pa3BuThb CBO# TaaaHT 3axoTe.u
CanmkoM no3aHo AJs Bac M AAd HAcC.

Bce paBHO BaM XeJjalw yAauu.
He 3abuiTb Bam ['ya3ou npu ornax!
e xe Bawwu apyrue 3agauu?
liBet Tpeneuer Kak pbiba B ceTdx.

Bam pucynok 6paraercs ¢ nechei,

B uBeroJer nperBopss oruu ¢oHapei.
Tak crapaiitech, uT06 CTaln u3BecTtHei
IlecHb u Kpacku a1 MHOrMX JK0Jei.
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To Tamara Bering Sunguroff,
an excellent singer and gifted artist.

Composed so lyrically and boldly

A metal bridge the Hudson River spans,
And floating garlands endlessly winding
Are the lights of auto caravans.

The sketch was spontaneously successful
As bands of multi-colored cars stream
Flowing along to different homes and villas,
Creating a modernistic color-scheme.

1t’s a pity that fortune has missed you
Where’s your clear and objective focus?
You decided to develop your talents
Too late for yourself and for us!

Anyhow, I still wish you happiness
The Hudson lit,never will I forget!
But what happened to your other tasks?
Colors fluttering like fish in a net.

Your sketch is like a musical phrase,
The car lamps are brilliant flights of light.

Try to attain then, more fame and renown
For your lovely songs and color bright.

Translated by E.T.
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Xyooxnuye
Esvenuu Kymysoeoi-dpec

Onarb 3a UEPKOBHOM orpapoi
YBuXy £ Mope B AnIMY,
TymaHn, yracas 6au3 caja,

Y mXxyHbl CKpbIBAaeT KOpMY .

A xpaM uyTb CHHee, Kak mapyc,
CrpeMsicb K napycam Ha BOJHe,
Y106 cranu 60xecTBEHHBIM AapoM
WU 3eMmau u Boabl BO CHe.

He Bepwo B uckyccTBO 6€3 TaliiHhl,
Bes gyxoB, uro 6poasr B Aecax,
W Bhlie peaabHOCTE! KpatHuX
Bam anrex B 3aaTex HebGecax.

Hespeunee Bblue ¥ Jyulle,

YeM HOBHI#t MAb cTapeHbkuit "usm".
[lycrbh Kaaccuka Bamia pa3pymur
N36urhiil abcTpakTHbIR TPIOU3M.

Bbi, Kens, ve 6oiirech npoBuHIMIL :

B Hux BeTrxas OpeMJeT Kpaca.

[lycrs B Mmoay Bomau 6e3006pasuble Jauua
U ppyxuT ¢ 6y ibao3epoM cMepTH Koca.

U3butoe ecTb u B abecrpakTax,

U/ HOBoOEe B mpexHeM XuBeT.

[lycTb cnjaB MOSTUYHOCTH C TAKTOM
B uckauuax Bammux uBereT.

Peasbnoe crano He3gewHuM ;

U nebom omaBuumM Mop4,

Pa3 aucTbs uBeTEeHMEM BEWHUM,
O rajtHax c JlyHo#t roBoparT.

*
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To the Artist, Eugenia Kutuzova-Eres

Once again behind the churchyard
I see the ocean bathed in mist
The fog, lifting near the garden,
Hides the schooner's stern.

And the sanctuary, slightly tinted blue,
like a sail

Streaming towards other sails on the waves,

To make a god-sent gift

Out of the dreamlike land and water.

I do not believe in Art without mystery,
without spirits, that wander through the woods.
And far superior to utter reality

Is your angel of the golden skies.

That "other-worldliness" is loftier and
better

Than a new or old "Ism."

Let your classicism destroy

The banal abstract truism.

Abstracts are also cliché-ridden,

And the new still lives in the old.
Let the mixture of poesy with measure
Bloom in your attempts.

Reality has become unworldly;

And the sea engulfing the falling sky

Or the leaves in Spring bloom whispering
Of mysteries with the Moon.

Translated by Tamara Bering-Sunguroff
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IHTEHE JAYHEAH

Ja! O6rakaMu MUCTHUKa Baajeer

Ilpu 3apeBe ropsamux doHapeit,

Korpa rpo3soit Hag ckop6b0 Mupa peer
CpenHeBEKOBHI phlllapb HA KOHE.

KonbeM pa craHeTt MbICib cloppeaaucTa
U gporukomM — mnaayyad 3Be3ja.

Bam po [apuxa 6yger oueHb 6JAu3KO
U3 oTuero HagexHOro ruesja.

[lyckailt B fjoMax OTKpbITHi BCe OKOHLA,
Koraa 3Byuur Baau aKKopJeoH.
Ilapux, corpeTsiii pajoCcTbiO ¥ COJHLEM,
Tenepb NOX0X Ha ACHbIA NeTHUM COH.

Baw gap ouenuT ckpomHblif Baw 6uorpad
YBuaeB poMaHTHYECKHHA 3aauB,
Xynoxuuueil craHoBuTca ¢pororpad,
[TaauTpoit — PoTo06bEKTHUB.
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To Ligeia Duncan:

Discoveries are mystically controlled
As thay stand in the glow of lantern heat,
While perched upon his steed a Knight of old

Brandishes thunder over worldwide grief

The shooting star will turn into a spear,
A dart - the thought of a surrealist!
From where you were Paris stood so near,

Near stood the secure, the paternal rest.

Let the windows in the houses be opened wide
When in the distance the accordion sounds.
Paris, bathing in the warmth of jay and

How clear and calm delight a dream it seems to be
now.

Your gift - valued by your modest biographer
Having viewed the boy's romantic inlet,
An artist is fashioned from a photographer,

From the camera lens - the artist's palette.

Translated by V.K.

63



MHXEHEP HNPKEBUY

H. H. Kamen esy

Bbi, WpkeBuy, He 3HaaM Ha npakTuke,
Kak ¢ oxpaHow cMeJow uijiu

B Beaomopbe, Ha Kacnuit v B Baatuky
Hosropoackue kopabau.

Baume cyacTbe, YTO Bbl TAK CTapaTelbHO,
C yA¥BHTEJbHBIM, peIKUM UyThbeMm

1, mexaHnuxom cTaB, He YTPATHIH

CBsi3K C ApeBHUX YMedblEB OGbITbeM.

Buot capyxuaucs ¢ Kereit 3aMaTUHDBIM,
CrapuHy YKpenuB YepTexem,

Y Hoseiimux upeit obaanarenei
JApeBHepycckoe cTano cBEXO.

Bl no npaBy ropauauch "Hopmauaueii”,*)
Ho oHa Tak noxoxa Ha lom *¥)

Yro xoaua ¢ Hoserpana B Punasuauio
BaacTeamnom kyneueckux Jiym.

Tax y TexHuku Baweit npeareuero
Crana spa Tyrux napycos,’

|1 Bbisioe BoCTpANo 3aMeYeHHbIM
MHXeHepoM ¢ 3aMATUHCKUX CJOB,

* ) OkeaHcKuit JaliHep, MOCTPOEHHDIA UHXEHEPOM
HpkeBuuem.
**) l0M — ToproBbiii kopabab ApeBHUX HOBrOPOJLEB.
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The Engineer Yurkevich

N.I. Katenev

You, Yurkevich, did not know in practice,

How, filled with brave troops

the ships of Novgorod

went on the attack in the White, the Caspian and
Baltic Seas.

Luckily for you,

upon becoming a diligent engineer,

you never lost your remarkable touch

from the works of ancient skilled masters.

You became friendly with Zhenya Zamyatin,
selling antiquity in your drawing.
Introducing the bearers of new ideas

to those of 0Old Russia.

You were right to be proud of the "Normandie" ,*)
she so much resembled the yum,**)

which sailed from Novgorod to Scandinavia

as the sovereign in the merchants' minds.

Thus the era of taut sails

became the predecessor of your designs,

and the past stood resurrected

by an engineer who listened to the words of Zamyatin.

*) An ocean liner built by Yurkevich
*#*) Yum - a merchant ship in 0Old Novgorod
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Bbl ¥3BECTHBI NPOEKTHOK TAKTUKOI,
Bbl — ¢ MauwuHOO BMECTO Bec.ad,
HoBropoackaa cMeTka ¥ mpakTuka

B Bam npoekT kpaiiie cMeJo Bpocaa.

CraponaBHuit Kopabab nepeelanHbiM
llen B xeae3nblit TexHuueckuit Bex

C 6bicTpoTol0, elie He U3BelaHHOI,
Koposem okeaHloB u pex.

Bam npoexkT HeOXuAAHHONH HOBOCTBIO
B nawe Bpems GeccTpamHo creuwuJ.
EcTb poManTUKa B 4pOCTHO# ckopoc TH
W B IBUXeHbU HOBEHIIUX MaWMUH.

Bbl, 0pkeBuu, ApyxHbl C caMopoJKaMHu.
He cayuaitio 3amsaTun Bac cseu,
WU, ckaoHMBIIMCH HAJ KHUXKHOIO HOJKOIO,
OH B OTKPHITUAX BAWMX NPOLBEJ.
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You are famous for your projects designs,

You - by using a machine instead of an oar -
Novgorod's cleanness and practice turn of mind
grew extremely boldly into your project.

The ancient vessel altered

Entered the technical iron century,
With a rapidity not known before,
As a king of oceans and rivers.

Your project making unexpected news

was dashing fearlessly into our times.

There is romanticism in this vicious rapidity
As in the movement of the newest machines.

You, Yurkevich, are friends with persons of talent
Not by chance Zamyatin brought you together,

And bending over the bookshelf,

Made himself flourish in your inventions.

*
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KOPABJAb ®EJULD*

Napyca éenyenocroro cmpyra
lIpocrasaaiom Toaxs u cxaara.

H3 cmoruyv, u3 Canxm-llemepbypia
K Hoserpady Peruya naviaa.

H nemum 6vicmporemnoe cyono,
Ob6ravuennoe ¢ 6arvnuit vapao,
3oroma Mecmeuxosvie Gyonu,

B obsemuarni samuznysuui 1pad.

I'oe me mut, Hosr0podckar 60142
To 6 cmoremvRz Gvina, #o cnavira!
Juuv Oepraéunx senenud pasdoarve
3oecv yeemem om ceaa 0o cenra.

H 1y0am xonroxoavhvie 36045

B wecmo yapuyvs Poccudickot semau,
Ei wmanoapmu, Topyr6u, uKoxsi
Béepx no Boazosy navims noMosiu,

flycmov moi 6cmpeuena Tre6oM U COMDIO
H 6ecenvim cuatveM y6emos :
Yernoku ¢ 0KAARKOW L0ADI0

Byoem moamy Emenvan llyraves. **)

Xpax Coduu ecmpenaem yapuyy
I'poxox, 6rarocmen nywex caniom.
Y conoam npoceemnennvie nuya.
Comnu nesévuzx eil craey noiom,

*) Tak IN'aBpuna JepxaBuH, KkpynHbiii nost 18-ro Beka
HasbiBaJa umnepatpuny ‘Exarepuny II.
**) 3JHaMeHUTHIA PYKOBOJMUTENb KPECTbSAHCKOH BOIiHbI
nporuB Exarepunbt II.

68



FELICITY'S* BOAT

The hills and cliffs bow in glory

To sails of the boat bearing the crown
From the capital, St. Petersburg,

To Novgorod Felicity is bound.

Decked in the finest ball regalia,

Swiftly the fleeting vessel flies,

Gilding briefly city decaying lies,
Adorning all provincial dullness.

Where are you, Novgorodian freedom,

You, who once were here but are no more?
Now throughout your towns and villages
Only royal privilege remains secure.

And carillon bells ring out to honor
Our sovereign o'er the Russian soil.
Aided by icons, standards, banners,

The Volkhov carries the vessel royal.

Let you be met by the warmest welcome,
By joyous bouquets of glowing hues.
But meanwhile Emilian Pugachev*#*
Awaits the cutthroat rabble in canoes.

* This is how Gabriel Derzhavin, great 18th
century poet, called Empress Catherine II.

** Famous leader of an 18th century peasant
uprising.
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H TI'aépuna Jepmasun 6 xamsone
Eid necem 6rar06ecmue aup.
Bacunrvku 3acusru ua nore,
Byomo ux nputrracuiu wa nup.

Tom, xmo cxpomen, 6edem ceOa muute.
(Bedw 60am npocragran mecmuvit ceem!)
Monoooi Hpunapx 3asaruwmun ™)

Cam e 31an, oK, NOIM UM HeEm,

Ho nos3us — Mar u xyodecrux.
Pugma — 2yx cmuzomeopnot cmpansi,
Cmpyr wecemecn Marunosol necsed
f1od pasber npoceemretnot 60KbI,

T'ybepramop, 060pAKCMEO, ENUCKON,
llpoceeuennvid u usbpannvid xpy1,
Mopeuwunru ¢ vecmov yapcmeenno 6arusnut
Cozpanums ucmopuvwecxus Cmpys.

Bo3osurawm xasennvidi xupnuunvid
Masé3onred na ToaMme HACHINKHONM,
Cyono cnum 6 o66emuarom ob6auuve
Ha noxoe ceoex 1pobosox.

Ha mysei pesonoyun 3aumcsa’;
llopan ennvid open we Kormucm,
H cmapunnoe cyono Peruybi
lToomuraem corndam-xoxumMynucm,

*) Upunapx 3aBaiumwuH — aBTOp 3nuyeckux nosm "Iepouna”
u "CyBopouaa", TpeTbecTeneHHbiii, HO B CBOe BpeMd IMo-
nyaspublit nosr XVIII Beka.
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And St. Sophia greets the Tsarina

While soldiers stare with enraptured gaze.
The cannons loudly launch a salute;
Hundreds of voices proclaim their praise.

As if invited to a crystal feast,
Glittering flowers covered the field.
Attended by lyres, in formal attire,
Gabriel Derzhavin before her knelt.

He, which is modest behaves very quietly,

For the voyage had been proclaimed by
local Society,

The youthful Irinarch Zavalishin®*)

Knew not himself whether he was a poet
or not.

Verse 1s a maker of miracles,
Members of an enlightened group
Agrees to honor the sovereign visit,
To guard for history the royal sloop.

The State then builds a mausoleum

Upon an artificial hill.

There sleeps the craft, now but a ghost,
In its coffin so shrouded and still.

Revolution seethes at the museum,
The defeated eagle has no claws.
And Felicity's ancient vessel burns
In accordance with communist laws.

*) A third-rate 18th century poet, rather
popular in those days.
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"K wepmy npemnet Oepmasdi npoxiamve!
Had Poccueil 1ocnodcméyem mui !
Nyemy coxposuwa 6vi6umod 3namu
llpemsopawomea 6 nenen u Ovn!"

Mot omey 6vi3vi6aem nOMaAPHHT

H 6 cepoyazx, om Oyuu 1060pum’:
"Cxoavxo ux, 'epocmpamos noxabusic
o ceamviax npurxaadom cmyuum!

He yapuya, a onvimuvidi xopMuui
Bbigoouru mom cmpytr 6 pyccxui ceem.
llponaodaem cmpoumensv u 300%ui
Hesosspamuviz, 4o naMamuviz aem,

3pa cropen 6 KPACKHOM NAAMENU NOIAKOM
Koponoeaunwi epemenen Cmpys.

A, npodon uepes mopoMY U CCHIAKY,

He mepnaiwo éandaruama 60xpye”,

*

OmucbiBaeMoe COOTBETCTBYET AeficTBUTENbHOCTHM. Moit oTen
Kaasmit BaragumupoBuu 3apaaumms (OH Obla paccTpeJsiH B
eXOBIJuHY) npaBblit 5¢3p, Obla npu KepeHckoM ToBapuujem
YNOJHOMOYEHHOI'0 BpEMEHHOI0 NMPaBUTEIbCTBA IO HOBOT'OpO/-
ckoit rybepuuy, (3TO MpUMEpPHO TO Xe CMOE, UTO BpPEeMEeHHbI
ButlerybepHaTop). M eMy He pa3 mpuxoAuJoCh MNPOTECTOBATH
NpOTHB BapBapCKOI'o OTHOLEHUA KOMMYHACTOB K LEpKBaM U
NaMaTHUKAM CTapyHbl. ITUM CTMXOTBOpEHMEM # Bo3Jjaraio
CUMBOJMYECKKH BeHKO Ha Ge3BecTHyl 6paTckyio Moruay, rie
BMecCTe C ADYT'MMM 3aphIT Mol pacCTpeJsHHbIH oTell.
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"To hell with the damned past rulers!
The new monarchs o'er Russia are we!
Let smoke and ash replace the treasures
Of the deposed nobility."”

As my father sounds the fire bell,

He shouts forth the anger in his heart.
"Obscene arsons, I curse them to hell!
How dare they defile this sacred art!

"'Twas not a Tsarina, but rather

An able helmsman who manned that stern.
Lost are the builders of bygone days;
They'll be remembered, yet can't return.

Engulfed in flames, the royal Boat,

Once crowned by Time, now burned in vain.
Though exiled, jailed, I'll bear no more
Barbarity in a world insane."”

Translated by V.K.

The description of an actual event. My father
Klavdy Vladimirovich Zavalishin (he was shot
during the Yezhov purges), a right-wing Social
Revolutionary, was deputy plenipotentiary of the
Provisional Government (similar to the provi-
sional vice-governor) for the District of
Novgorod. During these times my father fre-
quently protested against the barbaric treat-
ment of churches and historical monuments by
Communists. I consider this to be a symbolic
wreath on the grave of the unknown dead where
my father is buried.
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OPXUAEA HOYMU

f1 peiko 3anoMuHa0 TOUHblE AAThl HAMCAHHBIX MHOW CTH-
XOTBOpEeHu#, HO XOPOIIO NOMHIO, YTO GOJbIUIMHCTBO CTUXOTBO-
peunit uuxaa "Opxuges nouu" — 15-25- nerHeit xaBHoc™. B
nocjiefHue rojol, a Mue 64, Hanucanol Toabko "Ha Gepery oB-
yapka 3aBblaa", "[Ibsnas cnoTkHyJjach u ynara", "Ectb ra-
BepHa y pbibHoro puinka", "Hatypuyuue, craBuweil xynoxHuueit".
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ORCHID 0 F THE NIGHT

| don't remember the exact dates when the poems

included in this section were written. But |

know for sure that the majority of these poems

are 15 to 25 years old. In the last years of my
life, and | am 64 now,of verses printed here, |

wrote only 'A Sheep-dog was Howling on the Shore!,
"A Tipsy Woman Stumbled and Fell Down', ''There
are Taverns at the Fish Market'" and "A Model

who Became an Artist''.
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NECHb O TPEX PA3JYKAX

"fl noxa ewe cenmumenmares
Onmumucmax AunoswM wasno!"

/Bopuc Kopuuaon/

He noachHeXxHuky B COXHEUHbIX UCKpaXx,
O6senuBlUINX, KAK NMUeJsbl, IBETHI,
[lapyca nauaau cepebputbes,

To4yHo roHyast BeCTb KpacoThi.

[IpoBoxaa 1 Tebs co cae3zamu

Ha MaabuMmecku rpyCTHbIX riasax.
lleaect naaTbs camiaca ¢ napycamu,
CouaHile 6uiochb B TBOMX BOJOCAX.

"He cepauchb, uto Tebsa 1 obuxy!" —
MoBopuna ona: "He ckyuait!
Hukorpa s Tebs He YBUXY,
[To3abyab npo MeHs u npowai!”

WUcuesan c noas 3penus nmapyc,
NiabMeHb-03epy Xalko MeHS.

He rapax, uto Korjga s cocrapiocn,
TBou 6ycbl BO MrJjie 3a3BeHST.

[IpoHecaucob cymacuesumne rojbl.
MHe pnaBHO He [0 WOHO JNI0GBM.
[lopbiBalo C pOAHbIM MHE HapoaoM :
Tol B Poccuio mens e 3oBu!

Ckopo, CKOpPO COBCEM s COCTapioch :
Her sHepruyu B TyCKJbIX raa3ax.
TBoe naatbe 6eleetr, Kak napyc.
3Be3/bl ObOTCA B TBOMX BOJOGCAX.
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A SONG OF THREE FAREWELLS

Not snowdrops sparkling in the sun’s rays
That sting the flowers like bees,
But sails beginning to silver

A fleeting glimpse of beauty.

I parted from you with teardrops falling
From my boyish, mournful eyes
The rustle of your dress blended with the sailboats

As the sun struck russet lights in your hair.

““Don’t be angry that I’m going to hurt you,”
You told me, ““Don’t be sad.
Never again shall | see you,

Forget about me and farewell.”’

The sail disappeared from my vision,
llmen Lake pitied me,

I never guessed, that when I grew older
Your beads would tinkle in the dark.

Crazy years have sped by.
It’s been long since | recalled my first love.
Having severed all ties with my people

In Russia, do not call me back.
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Pa3sfenenHoil a106Bu He [OXAATbCH
OT apyroro BecHy moayuaii!

fl ¢ Toboil, kak ¢ mMeuTow paccrancd,
[To3abynb npo MeHA u npouwai!

Tsl HanpacHo 3axoyellb CBUAAHDA,
Tawm, unasi, Apyroro BcTpeuait!

Hawm Heab3s u36exarb paccTaBaHbi,
[To3abyap npo MeHs u mpouaii!

'aBanb BpemeHa ckpblaacbh U3 Buay,
[lapoxon Haw cHewUT B OKeaH.

Her, He MHe oTBeuaThb 3a obuay,

He cnocobeH xe 1 Ha 0OMaH.

Hac oboux cpasuaa pasayka.

KTo X mokumHyJ Koro Hascerpaa?

XMy TBOW0 orpybeayno MYKy.

[lycTh B raa3ax TBOMX M'aCHET Bpaxnaa.

f He 3Hau, 4TO, KOrAa § COCTApICh,
CraHelwb THl pycckoil mecHeit Bo MHe.
B crapom naarbe, noxoxemM Ha mapyc,
Tl uaewb no nponaujeit Boaxe.

Hafgo MHO# TAroreer npokifaTbe,
BHoBb pa3ayka npuxoaut B Moik AOM.
Bo3pacr moii 3anpemaer o0bATUSA :
Paccraoch 8 ¢ raBafickuM HBETKOM.

o cBupaubs, Mos goporas!
[lo3abyab npo MeHs u mpoujai.
Her, MeHs He noabuasa apyras:
MHue Tenepb npo3g6arb U CKy4yaTb.

Ilyctb UcT PuBep — ne BosaxoB uab Boara
W sakazan MHe nyTh Ha BocTok,

Bouab ayuu ucueaser HAJOATO
KpacHokoxuii raBajickuii LUBeTOK.
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In vain you ask for a meeting
Another one waits there for someone else.
We cannot escape our parting

Forget about me and farewell.

| never knew that when I grew older
You'd remain a Russian song within me.
In an old dress, billowing like a sail

You walk beside a long spent wave.

Good-by, my dearest!
Forget about me and farewell.
No, it was not someone else who conquered me:

The time has come to be cold and alone.

Let the East River — not the Volkhova or Volga
Be my preordained path to the East.

The soul’s pain will find respite for long

In a red-petaled Hawaiian flower.

Translated by

Tamara Bering-Sunguroff
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Bxecmo nexpoaora

IIbfiHas cOOTKHyJachb ¥ ynasa

C reM, uT0o6 HMKOrJa yX He BCTABaTb.
3a0cTb BOJHB acpanabT AOpOr KayaJa,
Kro Te6s cnocoGeH orneBaTh?

Thsl ckoHYaJach OT pa3phbiBa cepala,
[lapas Ha cepblii Xxaag gopor,

A BOKpyr orseil JeTAmuX GJECTKHU :

Y aBroMoGuaeit HeT TpeBor.

Xaaxu#t Tpyn Mamunbnl o6bvesxanu,

He xeaas meprBoii nomorars,
CmmuxoM AoJaro noauueicKux 3Baim ;
Mopr Beab B cocTOfiHbM MOJOXAATD!
Cxopo cMepTb GapTenaepiuy ckocuaa,
Yro neBuukoif Hekoraa 6Haa,

lonoc mponuaa u mpokypuaa

WU no koMuaThl He zobpeaa.

Mbi TBou HeB3robl nporisgess,
OcBewaer 6aegnas JyHa

KoMHaTKy B felieBeHbKOM oTede,
I'ne Vct-PuBep BuaeH u3 okHa.

Krto teba 3anomuuT u 3aMeTHT?

Bap ne cuporeer 6e3 Teb.

Yeii Tenepb yepen Ha 3TOM CBeTe

IloTepsaTb M XU3Hb, U cebaA?
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Instead of an Obituary

Drunken woman, you stumbled and fell

So hard, never to rise anew.

A wave’s rage rocked the asphalt road,

Who will sing a requiem for you?

Succumbing to a heart attack,

You fell on the cold grey pavement,

Around you sequins of lights sparkled :
Automobiles feel no bereavement.

As the pitiful corpse by cars was circumvented,
Not willing to assist the dead,

Too long the police were expected :

After all, the morgue can wait!

Death severed the bar-girl swiftly,

Once a singer of sorts she had been,

Although her voice was smoked and drunk away
No longer to her room would she creep unseen.
We looked askance at your ill luck,

The pale moon’s illumination shows

A chep room in a dingy hotel,

And a glimpse of the East River through the windows.
Who will think of you or remember?

The bar is not orphaned by itself.

Whose turn is it now on this earth

To lose his life, or himself?

Translated by
Tamara Bering -Sunguroff
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Ha 6epery oBuapka 3aBbiaa,

W 6bla 0cobGeHHbIM BOAUNi BOM :

B raasax cobaku Takoe 6biio,

UTo YeloBEK HE BUOUT XUBOK.

O npucranb Gbercsd BcmyXxuee Tello,
Caerka noxauuMBascb Ha BOJHeE.
[lycTb noaaM HeT [0 yTonwed gesa.
Ho 3Bepio noxos HeT!

Hamox kamraHOBbBIi BoJoC,
PaccoinaBuuiics no niedam,

YMoak ee xpunabiii ronoc,
Hecapimublit B ryJKUX HoYax.
CkphiBaeT AMBHble HOLM

JaumHoe naarbe A0 NAT.

TaHuopka Hafeaa cTporui
TpaypHo-uepHblit Hapan.

3auem, aag yero eff 5To?

Jas cobCTBEHHbIX TTOXOPOH :
Taxuopka BoJHol oTnera

IToa 3Beps NpOTAXHBIK CTOH.
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* ¥ k¥

From the shore came a shepherd dog’s howling,
And the wolf howl was specially strange:

In the eyes of the dog, there was something,
That no human alive could explain.

Against wharf, a swelled body is beating,
Gently rocking upon rising waves.

The drowned woman is nobody’s business,
But the animal cannot know rest!

The long, chestnut hair is soaking,

Strewn over shoulders in plight,

The voice thus silenced was husky,
Unkeard now in din of the night.

The beautiful legs are hidden

By the dress that had reached to the ground,
The dancer had worn a forbidding

Funereal black evening gown.

Why and for what was this needed?

For the funeral that was her own,

The dirge for the dancer was singing

Of waves and the beast’s endless groan.

Translated by Yolanda Kulik
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To#, xomopas dopoxe 6cero u 6cex.
3a mo, umo noxunym, ne ynpexaw u e
ocyxoaw: & Ovia Geccunrenw ycmpoums
U UIMEHUMD €e MU3ND U CYOIDOY.

Kak aucr ocennwuit, npomJoe omnao,
U 4 ondATb Ha TArocTHOR MeJy,

Tbl MHe oxuBuEei cTaryeil kasanaach,
KoTopoit ykpawaau kopabanu.
KpacuBas, ¢ orpoMHbIMK I'jasamu,
Tsl Haj KpyTbiMY BOJNHAMMU JETHUID,
[loBeseBas BceMu napycamu

1 Bciopy npesupas raaib u THUD.

Thl Bcs B nolere u B GOAbUINX CKUTAHBAX,
XuBas necHb o 6ype u rpo3se,

[IycTb MoJAHMM pa3spywarT Hame 3jaHbe,
Cmeras BCE, 4TO [Joporo HaM 3jechb.

C pacTpenaHHbIMM BeT pOM BOJOCAaMMu

Tbl nepep WITOPMOM C FOPAOCTHIO CTOMID,
Korpa Bouana, ueaysfch ¢ HebGecamu,

U B 6eAcTBUAX HAXOJUT CTPACTb U XU3Hb.

UYro xper Teba? IloGena uap KpyweHbe

Ha crapom cyaue, couBmemcs ¢ nyTH,

W napas Ha ckoJb3KKE KaMeHbsl,

CyMeeuwb ab Thl 0 npucTaHu AOATH?

B npoMokumeM miarbe THl U3 ria3s ucuesia,
U 5 oauH Ha ckyuHoM Oepery.

Oruu TaBepH, ciae3fchb, BAEKYT U3 Oe3Hbl,
Jo uux mobparbes, Kaxercs, cMOTY.

IlycTs Xu3Hb BCe HafeX /bl ONPOKHHET
N neynaum 3Bepcku u306bKOT. . .
ABanTiopHcTKa, nagwas GOruLd,
Tsl BocKpecuaa MoJoa0CTb Molo!

84



To her who is dearer than anything
or anyone. I do not condemn or
reproach because | was abandoned.
l was powerless to kelp or change
her life and destiny.

The past has fallen like a leaf in autumn,

And I am on the troubled shoal once more,

To me you seemed a resurrected statue,

That decorated ships in days before.

With eyes that are enormous, you are lovely,
You fly above the steep waves of the seas,

You take command of all the ship’s sails boldly

And scoff at any smoothness or at peace.

You’re all in flight and in tremendous roaming,

A living song of thunder and of storms,

Let lightning strike and ruin our standing building,
Destroying all that’s here and dear to us.

The blowing winds have left your hair dishelved,
You stand before the storms with haughty pride,
Whenever there’s a wave that kisses heaven,

In trouble it finds passion and a life.

What waits for you? A triumph or destruction
Upon the ancient ship that’s lost its way,

And falling on the slippery great boulders,

Could you reach safety harbor far away?

In soaking dress, you’ve disappeared from vision,
And I’m alone upon the dreary shore,

From chasms, wet-eyed lights of taverns beckon,
I can reach them, of that I'm almost sure.

Let destiny betray and make life hopeless,
And failure come and pummel like a brute. . ...
Adventuress, oh lovely fallen goddess,

For me, you have restored forgotten youth!

* ok k

Translated by Yolanda Kulik
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BMECTO XPOHMKWU MPOUCWECTBUN

llamamu Boodenzatima

EcTb TaBepHa y puIGHOr 0 pblHKA,
Ha Uct-Pusepe xBaruTt Tpymoo.
9To 8 CeKyHOAHT NoeAMHKa
[lpaBocyabs ¢ AbIPABLIM MAauoM!
[lo6enuTteas uger Ha pabory,
[lobexpenublii uger na rpabex.
Tot, xT0 Obla GaAarypom u MOTOM,
Mbin B peke okpoBaBJEHHbBI# HOX.
[Moaunelickuit ero He 3aMeTud :
06a BxoadaT B TaBepHY, CMesfCb.
JXuH ¥ BUCKM NaBHO He B 3ampere,
U c nopaakom bpataercs mpasb.
Xopouwo, YTO TakKux TYT HEMHOIO,
AJKOroamku BXOAAT B CBOi "Kay6"
[ait pacnyrHoit 6abeHke gopory,
Ecau Tbl He HaxaxeH u rpy6.

Bcem cBuxHyBmuMCS pajocTh M caasa,
Heypaunukam — MecTo u yecTsb.
Kpyxkoit 245 1 ux no3abasiio :
Bcé aaa 6auxHuX, pas JoJaapbl ecTb!
Kowenek y Mens oromaer,

Ho mpusiTHO ApYrux yrocTUTb.
Beab y CTOEK CBOM "3acepanT",
Yro B Kpeau T noGosIMCh NPOCUTD.
3akycuau Mbl xapeHoit pbibo#

[loa xoxoamoro 3as raoToK.
Bocsxu u nponoitusi, cnacu6o :

C BaMyu 1 He COBCEM OAMUHOK!
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In the Current Events Section
(In memory of the late poet, Max Bodenheim)

There’s a tavern by the fish-market,

The East River does not lack for dives.

It is I, a lonely second

Dispensing justice in a torn rain-coat!

The victor goes on to his job,

The loser to rob someone else.

He, who was a wastrel and carouser,
Washed his bloody knife in the river.

The policeman did not notice him:

Both enter the tavern, laughing.

Gin and whiskey have long been allowed,
And the bums fraternize with law and order.
It's a good thing, that there aren’t too many of those.
Alcoholics enter their “‘club’.

Stand aside to let the streetwalker in,

If you’re not insolent and rude.

To all the loosers, glory and honor,

To the unsuccessfull, a place with respect.
With a mug of ale I’ll amuse them:

Anything for all present, as long as the dollars last!
My wallet soon becomes empty,

But it’s pleasant to treat someone else.

At the bar, your own kind are drinking,
What they were afraid to ask in credit.

We snacked on some fried fish

Gulped down with a glass of cold ale.
Bums and drunks, thank again:

Vith you ’'m not completely alone!

Translated by
Tamara Bering-Sunguroff
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OPXUAESHA HOUM

Tod, umo M%010 noiMem, ecau
3aT0%em, u ecau mnO3604AM npo-
010CCEPB HANEMHUT €10 NAGCTUKOK
u pemuccepvi PuarvMos, 6 Komo-
PHT OKA CHUMAEMCA.

Bnl kpacuBas, kak opxupes,

KopoaeBa Hounbix kabape,

Baumu necHu coBceM He CeelT :

Boap nymun HecnocoGHa xupersb.

Bawu necuu B3J1eTa0OT BHICOKO,

XoTb OHM U3 HEB3roA pacuBeH,

Iro Bbl He3HaKoMKOW Bioka

B Moo maMATb HafOJAr0 BPOCJH.

Bamy nechb "Xusub npoxoaur 6ecuelbHo"
Bbl Hamwau, TOYHO CMATHIA LBETOK.

Bbl u3 rpycru crapyx B 6oragenbusax
MysbikaabHbli NaeTeTe BEHOK.

Bbl 6au3 geBku, u3butoit MaTpocom,
Bau3 nponoitubi, KTO COMT Ha 3eMie,
Bau3 roro, KTo rammmom 3acocas

W B xuBoil npeBpaTuics ckeler.

Bbl 6413 xeHmuH, 4To 6pocun a060BHMK
Wau My x, HanpaBasfch K ApYrof,

Bbi 6413 TeX, KTO XMBeT He MOJA KpoBJeil,
A Ha cBaljke C mpuMATO# TpaBoii.
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ORCHID OF THE NIGHT

To one, who will understand a
great deal, if she wishes — and —
if the producers and directors of
ker films and records will permit.

You are beautiful as an orchid,

The queen of night-time cabarets,

Your songs will never grow stale or grey!
The soul’s pain cannot fade away.

Your songs carry us to realm above

Even if they grow from despair,

But you, though unfemiliar with Blok

In memory, will flourish fore’er.

Your song, ‘“Life Goes on Without Purpose,’
Was plucked as a crumpled flower.

Old ladies’ sorrows in retirement homes
Transformed to a musical bower.

You’re close to the dame, slugged by a sailor,
You’re near the drunk asleep on the ground,
Close to one who is stoned in hashish

And turned to a skeleton bound.

You’re near the woman spurned by her lover
Or left by her husband for someone else,
You’re near those, who are living unsheltered,
In a shanty with dead, trampled grass.

They say that at heart you’re a ‘‘hippie”’
And cast off a weak, sickly glow.
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I"'oBOpAT, YTO BBl BCe-TaKu XHUIIMU

U 6oabHoi u3ayuaere cBeT.
HanaeBaTb Ha XyJbl U Ha XpUIbI :
BaMm oHu He HageaawT Gen!

Bul, s nomuio, npuwau Ha Uct-Pusep
C obaeTeBuMM LBETKOM Ha nJeue,
Bol rasgeau Taxkoit cupoTauBOii

B noaymMmpake HbIO-HOPKCKUX HOYeil.
[lapoxon, 3acusgaBunii OrHIMH,

Bbia noxox Ha miaoByuMii ABOpel,
Huxorpa, Hukoraa He yBSHET
Bamux neceH TepHOBbIi BeHell.

Mbl yBUAeauch Ha napoxoje,

Bbl ¢ opkecTpom neau Toraa,

Bauwn neckiu craHoBsATCA B MOje,

Ho oHu coxpaunarcsa Bcerga.

Buxy Bac, oauHoKkas mapu,

B oxepeibu U3 ApKUX OrHeit.
Ilecub, BoaHoO# pa3busafce o Geper,
IlocpbiBana cypa ¢ fikopeit.

BaMm TecHnbl pecropaHHble paMKH,

U myseitHoe BoBce He mpax,

Ilpe scTaBisiio Bac B polIAPCKOM 3aMKe
C uygoTBOpHOIO JIOTHEH B pyKax.
Bbl noawobure ApeBHIOW Apamy

Wiau TtaHen cemu nokpeiBad,
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To hell with the boos and the critics!

They cannot harm you with verbal blows.
Remember you came to the East River

A wan corsage to your dress clinging,

You seemed like a little, lost orphan child
In the dusk of a New York evening.

The ship stood ablaze and sparkling with light,
Appearing like a castle afloat,

Never, never shall shrivel or wither.

The thorny crown of songs from your throat.
Our first meeting took place on a ship,

You sang with an orchestra there,

Your songs are the latest in fashion,

But they shall endure forever.

I see you, a desolate *Peri,

Adorned by a necklace of fire

Your songs, breaking like waves on the shore,
Tearing the ships from their anchor.

You’re confined by the restaurants’ borders,
Relics in museums. are not mute,

I see you dwelling in an old castle

In your hands lies a magical lute.

You will love medieval drama

Or the dance of the seven veils.

For such minstrels, ** Jean Nostradamus
Tore off the royal roses frail,

We’re sitting at a bar with glitt’ring walls
Our drinks make us barely survive

You — for defending a vestal’s passion,

In atonement, are buried alive.

*Peri — a Persian fairy, shut out from Paradise
until forgiven.
** Jean Nostradamus, younger brother of Michel
Nostradamus — the famous physician and as-
trologer — was a minstrel and composer.
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Jas takux meHectpeab * Hocrpapamyc
KopoaeBckie po3nl cphiBad.

Mu y G6apa B cBepkawoleM 3aine,

Ho mbl kak-To HeBecelo NbeM.

Bbl — 3amuTHMLIa CTPACTH BECTaJOK,
3apbiBaeMbiX B 3€MJI0 XUBbEM.

Bbl — 3a XeHmuH, no6UTHIX KAMHAMMK,
Bbl - 3a Tex, KTo no TIOpbMaM CHAEI.
CoBpeMEeHHOCTb 3a NPpOUJIbIMU JHAMM
Baw rananT xopowo pasrasjed.

[Ibio 3a Bac, Hamux AHel BorabyHihl,
Jlioan 3pbi Me X3Be3[HbIX paKeT

He nofimyT nenpukasuubix 6yaHei,

He 3ameTsaT 6e3pafloCTHHIX JET.

Bl kpacuBas, Kak opxujesd,
KopoaeBa HounbiXx kabape.

Bawu necku coBceM He celeloT :

Boab gymu HecnocoOHa xuperTh.

* Xan Hocrpagamyc, Maaamui 6par Muwens,
3HaMEHUTOr'o Bpavya U acTpoJora, Obla OJHO
BpeMs MeHecTpeJaeM U KOMIIO3UTOPOM.
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You — are for women, stoned by the mob,
You — are for those, whom jails have known.
Today comes only after the past

And suits your talents of reknown.

I drink to you, and our vagabond days,
But people of the rocket era

¥on’t understand the daily boredom

Or notice the unhappy years.

You are beautiful as an orchid,

Queen of night-time cabarets.

Your songs will never grow stale or grey!
The soul’s pain cannot fade away.

Translated by
Tamara Bering
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BUBJUOTEKAPb BPOWNEH JWBOBHULEN
(CAUBKOM MEAKO OMA LAEMHOU TPOHUKY)

[Tapoxo aublit 6GubanoTexapb
TpeTuit fenp 6ecnpolbyaHo nber.
Ho xaxoii xe ayweBHblil Jexapb
OTkpoBeHHOCTDb ero moiiMer?

{1 nouTu Beab ero He 3HAMW,
Cablman, 6y ATO NUIET CTUXMH,

3a maxakK OH MeHH XBaTaeT —
['oBOPUT PO UBK-TO FPEXH :
"CHoBa To Xe, YTo ObLIO Npexpe:
Karacrpodn 64au3 Bcex aopor!
Kax xe 6biTb, ecan mbic Hagex bl
IlpeepawaeTcs B mbic TpeBor?
ITa crpactb Mod OelCTBUE TEPNUT,
ITapoxofoM uas ko AHY,
Heynauamu pagoctb MepbTe,
OrpaBas cebq BuHy!

Y6exana 6e3 o6vacHenuit™.

Bcé nonaTHO 6e3 aMumHKX CAOB.
Jxa3-0pKecTp BKDAJYMBHIM €HbEM
He yBoauT Hac B [XYHI'JAM CHOB.
B rubkoM TaHue KpyxaTcH mapbl
W ypapubie iymy pBYT.

3necb My aaTka MoeT B yrape,
U3BuBasch, kak GPOH30BBIR KHYT.
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A Librarian Deserted by His Mistress

(To insignificant for a newspaper article)

The ship’s librarian

Is on the third day of a drinking spree.
But what healer of souls

Can understand his candidness?
Actually, I hardly know him
Somewhere, | heard that he writes verse.
Clutching my jacket,

He mumbles about sameone’s sins:
““Again it’s the same as it was before,
Catastrophe awaits on all paths!

What shall we do, if the Cape of Good Hope
Turns out to be Point of Bad Trouble?
My passion poverty endures,

Sinking to the bottom like a ship,
Measure joy with frustration

Blaming yourself for everything!

She ran away without explaining.”’

All is understood without excess words
A jazz-band with insinuating song
Cannot lead us into a jungle of dreams.
Couples are twirling in pliant dance

As the beat the soul apart

A mulatto sings in the smokey haze

Weaving about like a knout.
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"3mualo, 31ecb 1 Te6d He BCTpeuy,
BepHo, Tbl B Apyrom kabape.
Boabie BUCKM MHE B 3TOT Beuep,

51 renepb kak paHeHulf 3Bepb".

"OH poitger o Genoit ropauku”, —
llenuer MHe MyaaTka Jlyus.
"KeabHep, cnpaubTe OYThUIKY, cnpiybTe!
YeaoBek-To KaTuTCA BHU3".

OH mofHAJNCHA, UAET, WATAACDH :

"Hy, cnacu6o 3a nobphlit coBer.
Her, Jlyn3, s He onyckalochb

U He KauHOM comeJdcs cBer'.

(Hy, a uro, ecay BnpaBiy KJIUHOM,
Ecau Buxoga Goabiie HeT?)

"Her, eme i He ONPOKUHYT,

MoxeT, ecTb nocieauuit pacceet'.
"la, Jlyus, yeaoBeka Xalko.

51 Beab Toxe Takoii, Kak OH:
PeBHocTb 6beT Hac ropsuei naakoi,

O6xuras no6oBHK{ cor".
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““I know that | won’t find you here,
You’re probably in another cabaret.
Bring me more whiskey tonight,

I feel like a wounded beast.”’

“He’s going to have the D.T.’s’’
Whispers the half-caste Louise.
Waiter, hide the bottle, please!

That men's going down all the way.”’
lle rises up, continues, stumbling:
“Well, thanks for your kind advice.
No, Louise, I'm not sinking yet,

And the world hasn’t come to an end.”’
(So, what, if it does

If there’s no other way?)

This may be my last sunrise.”’

‘““Yes, Louise, | feel sorry for the man
I'm also the same as he:

Jealousy beats us with a flaming rod

Burning our love dream.”’

Translated by Tamara Bering Sunguroff
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Tot, xomopyw 6 nepesode c
166a4CX010 %a pyccxu s06ym
"Jaxamuvie O6Auxu xa 6oinax”.

Jymaxn #, 4To TaKuX JAMllb YyBUAUNIL B POMaHaX,
Ho 4 BcTpetua teba HadBy.

TBojl BEeHOK Ha I'pyAu MHE BCIO AylWY M3PaHMUJ:
f1 B gpyroii pa3s ero He copBy.

Tbl nagcana nojg pokoT 3JeKTpOruTaphl,
['poxoran 6apabaH u 3Byuyaa cakcooH,
A Bokpyr obuumanuch BAKOJEeHHblE MapHI,
3abniBasl CMOTPETDH IPOTHUECKNUHA COH.

CHoMm 6bla1 TBO# M3YyMHUTe bHbIA TaHel,

Jra OMKas CTpacTb NpeTBOPAIACH B N06OBD.
3a OKHOM MOJEpHUCTCKME pyWaTCH 3/aHbA !
BosnukaloT 6ykeThl TBOUX OCTPOBOB.

IlycTb THl nasmeuwb coBceM oOHaxeHHOM,

Ho cpeab nmanbM ¥ Moa myM OKEAHCKOH BOJHBI.
Kabape noknaaoT npumMe pHble XeHbl

[loa cmemox AKOBUTHIA MrUTAPHON CTPYHHI.

TBoM HOT'M AABHO KaK JeTslUue CBeuu.

He 3abbiTb GaarogapHblit u AackoBhif B3ras.
51 Hajex Ha TBoM BO36YXAeHHbIE NJAEUM
3oaoTucThI AnoHCKMA xanar.

A notoM Mbl nomau norasgetb Ha Uct-Pusep,
I'le Ha MepTBBIX CTOAT Kopabau AKOpAX.

Jrta noaHoub GblJa TeaTpatbHO KpacuBOil,
®oHapu TOUHO XeATble po3bl rOpAT.

Mbl ¢ To60I0 HA NPpUCTaAHU AOIrO CUAENH,
"oBopA 0 My3eitHblX 6oabmux Kopabasx,
[lapyca Hawux BCTpedy u30pBAIUCDH, UCTAEAN
§l naBHO yX Ha MepTBHIX CTOK AKOPHAX.
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To one, who in the English
translation from Hawaiian,

is named:

‘““Sunset Rays on the Waves”’

I thought that someone like you exists only in books,
But in actual life we have met.

The lei on your bosom tore my poor soul apart,

To tear it anew, I shall not forget.

You danced to the strummings of electric guitars,
The drums throbbed to the saxophone’s theme,
Around us, pairs of lovers were .dancing,

Forgetting to glance at the erotic dream.

A dream also was your exquisite dance,

This wild passion turned into love.

Through the windows the skyscrapers were crumbling
Bouquets from the islands bloomed above,

Continue to prance then, completely naked,

Among the palm trees to the waves’s roar.
Exemplary wives from the cabaret are leaving

To the poisonous laughter of the guitar.

Your dancing legs dart about like flickering candles
I cannot forget your glance, kind and not cold

As I wrapped around your warm shoulders

A Japanese kimona of gold.
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In a short while, we went to the East River,
Where at anchor the dead ships lay,
The night was so theatrically beautiful
The lanterns like yellow roses aflame.
For a long time, you and I sat upon the pier,
Discussing the ships, mighty and grand
The sails of our meeting are long torn
and tattered

At dead anchor myself, I stand.

Translated by

Tamara Bering
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Boisuetd nanypuyuye,
cmaguiel TYOoOnKuyed

(6 nademoe, 4mo oxa He
o6uoumcs )

Tl cuabHa 3K30TUKO HE3BOHKOIA,
Ha TBOMX KapTHHaX CUaCTbil HET:
Umyr o6HaxXeHHble AMOHKH
XeMuyra Ha OKeaHCKOM [He.

BoT uero poburbncs 3axoreaa,

C 6oabl0 MOKMIAA OTUUi AOM
BMecTo ynoeHbs rojblM TeJioM
Buxy BocxuieHue TpyHoOM.
[NoprocTb ecTh B paboTHuIax ymelbix
Ipn Hoxax, cBucawomux ¢ beapa,
OT akyabl ykpbiBaicsi cMmedo :
Jlydme yx nmoruGHeT aw0Thit Bpar!
Her, Takoe HeKOMy mpuAyMarTh:
J3TO MOXHO TOJbKO NEpeX UTh.
PakoBuHbl Ha 6eper yrpiomsiit
Bpouwenbl, ur0o6 neneabuunei 6biTh.
Bbl, AnoHIpl, TeJa He CTHIUTECDH :
Bam npuBbiyHa Bawa Harora.
Boagopocau B raybuse, rasauTe :

Bor kakoit fjoaxHa 6biTh KpacoTal
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To a former artists’s model who herself,
has become an artist: (In the hope thatshe
won’t take offence.)

Your strength lies in the subtly exoctic,
Happiness in your art is unseen.
Barefoot, naked Japanese women

Pearls from the ocean’s bottom glean.
This is what you have strived to achieve:
Leaving your father’s house in pain.
Instead of intoxication with flesh

The elevation of labor you’ve attained.
There is great pride in the able workers
In their knives, hanging from the hip.
For bold protection from voracious sharks
Let none perish in their evil grip!

No, such a theme cannot be imagined
Through experience, it may only come.
Empty shells, strewn about the beach
Their fate, ashtrays to become.

Even dancing gave you no enjoyment
Among the paint-splattered juveniles.
You were the wife of an American

By whom, you were unjustly reviled.
Japanese of nakedness aren’t ashamed
Accustomed to your own nudity
Seaweeds on the ocean floor, glanceup
And gaze on the shape of true beauty.
Not the filth of sleazy publications
Your hand is positive and bold

Where did you learn anatomy so well?
And with sex continued the battle old.
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I'pA3b ¥ NOXOTb MOAHEHbKUX XYPHAJOB
Tsl cMesa yBepeHHO# pyKoii.

'ne x Thl aHAaTOMMIO NO3HAJA,

Cekcy o6bsaBAAs Xxapkuil 60i?

Xu3Hb TBOO HeB3rofo# He pasbuio,

XuBomuch Teb6s K cebe 3BaJja.
3naio, YTO HUr e Thl He YYMJiach

U caMa warypuuueii 6uiaa.

Thl Ha nafiXxe HeXujaacb B OMKUHH,
Ilopaxas coBepmeHcTBOM GopM,
TBoit XyMOXHUK Npes BOJHOI CuHel
PasauBaa no Kpinxxam Kpenkuii poM.
Co6pocuB Bcé, TH nepej HMM Kymajachb,
He 6osice komnauuu ero,

Thl ropsukoit kpacok awboBaiacs,
He m065 u3 Bcex Hac Hukoro.

W Tebs He pajoBanu TaHIbI

B obmecTBe Mamonmux pebAT.

Th 6bl1a xeHoit aMepukanna,

Yrto Tak moAso BbIBBLIPHYJA TE64.
OroBciofy dporoannaparsi,

CaoBHO nChl, roOHAAKCH 3a TOOOI.
Camomy ne Bepuaoch korga-to,
Uro Tbi He cpobeemb npex cyab6oi!
OnnHOKO# B IOM Thl BOPOTHAACD,
Ho orten cka3aa tebe : "Yitau!

104



You relaxed on the beach in a bikini
Stunning us with your perfection of form
Your artist stood in front of a blue wave
And poured into mugs, a strong rum.
Shkedding all, you went swimming before him
Not ashamed of present company

While admiring the warmth of his colors
You really didn’t care for him or me.

From all directions, photo cameras

Like dogs, chased after you

L myself, could not belueve then that fate
Your spirit, would not eventually subdue.
Alone you returned to your home again

But your Father cried, ‘‘Go away!’

““You have not venerated your homeland

At this house and table, you may not stay !’
No, it isn’t we who chopped off your roots
We are not worse than many or some
Passionately we still love our countries
Though to them, strangers we've become.
Who is the guilty cause of your wanderings?
Wko is capable of blaming me?

Though our reasons are completely different
Our forefather’s lands we’ll never see.
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Jnsa cBoei crpaHbl Tl HE CroAMJaach
U sa croa ¢ ceMbew He caauchb!"
Het, He Mbl cebd noa kopeHb pybum,
Mbl He xyXe ocTaabHbIX JOaei.

O6a oTuuii AoM MBI CTPAcTHO A0OUM,
XoTb Yyxue poAuHe cBOEil.

KT0 B TBOMX CKMTAHMAX NOBUHEH?
KTto Mend cnoco6eHn o6BUHATDL?

XoTb y HAC ¥ pa3Hble NPUYUMHBI
3eMau HaAWMX [PEJKOB MOKUAATH.
ToabKo HAC HEHACThe He pa3pyHUT
U He Gpocut B HMIETY ¥ OPOXb,
XoTb Ha HaWy CMOpUIEHHble AYLIN

CepeHbkuil HakpanbiBaeT A0XAb.
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A bitter fate yet cannot destroy us

Nor blight us with poverty and fear

But upon our wasted, withered souls

A faint, grey drizzle, constantly appears.

Translated by
Tamara Bering
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POXJIECTBEHCKUI BAJBC

Leyuaruu u ee oouypxe Anomene!

3acusamn npa3AHuuYHblEe EIKU

Hapn 3emaét B PoxgecTBeHCKuE AHH,
¥ TOrfa Ha AETCKO# KHUXHOWM MmoJike
CTaphiX CKa30K BCNbIXHYJIN OrHM.

W nyckaif Hag Kaxa0l0 KpoBaTKoi
CBETOHOCIHN pajoCTHbIX BecTeil,
3BE31H BudiaeeMma, kak samnaaku
OCBEeTHAT 3JaTble CHbl fieTel.

PoxaectBo —~ Becéanii Qeiiepsepxep
XBOMHbBIX pa3syKpalleHHbX BeTBei,
MepuT AHJEPCOHOBCKOIO MepKo#
SipKuii MUp CBepkawoijux ceyei.

U rasgaT u3 oCBewEHHBIX OKOH
Ha Nayyru, Xpambl ¥ JBOPUBI
3oaymek paccoinaBuuics JOKOH
M UrpylleK CTPOiHble pAAbI.

Jlogxu, axXxTouku, aBTOMOOKIN,
CcaMoJ€ THK, CeBIIUHA HA KOBpHI,
CHOMKI B o6Jaakax warpbl pa36uau,
41706 XpaHWiTb 3aBeTHble Japhl.

A6a0ku, neyenbs, aHaHachbl

B CyHAYKax XpaHATCA pPaCHUCHBIX,
yKpauleHnuii €10YHbHIX 3anachl
OyayT xaaTb ¥ OAM3KUX U POJHLIX.
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CHRISTMAS WALTZ

For Cecilia and
her little daughter Angela

Joy has come to Earth again on Christmas!
Christmas trees are shining in the snow ...
At this time — the fairytales of childhood
Light the bookshelves with their magic glow.

Over children’s beds and babies’ cradles

Let the Bethlehem star spread out its beams!
Let the Star, its holy message bringing,

Light the children’s sweet and golden dreams!

0, the happy fireworks of Christmas,
Festive boughs with garlands shining bright,
When the world is like a tale of Andersen —
Full of warmth and love and candlelight!

Every house is lit with windows glowing!
There you see for all the girls and boys
Cinderella’s curly golden ringlets

And the rows of bright and lovely toys!

Ships and sailboats, railroad trains and airplanes,
Games and dolls and bicycles and cars ...

Busy dwarves are wrapping toys and presents

In their tents high up among the stars.

Apples, cookies, oranges and candy

Kept in carved and painted treasure chests —
Take them out for Christmas decorations,
Gifts for all of those we love the best!

109



Xu3Hb UBETET B MOKPLITOM CHEroM Mapke.
Jen Mopo3 cerofins Ha Karke.

Yragai: Kaxkue-Xe nojapku

NEePXUT OH B YBECUCTOM Uy jike?

Japom pa3palT KOHbKM AeTHUIKAM.
Papyiica u nagait, Ho ckoab3u!
Haaerait, neBU8HKYM ¥ MaJbUUMKH:
XoJoa BaMm ceroius He rposut!

A U3 OKOH, TOYHO U3 AHrapos,
BbIMJbIBAIOT Npa3/HNUYHbIEe CHbI,
uT00 3BEHEeTb Ha/l BUMHUM TPOTYapoM
CMHUM KOJOKOJbUUKOM BECHH.

Ha 6o.Jblioil 1 3BOHKO#H Kapycein,
BMECTO Becelsljuxcs fereit,
CKayyT, CKauyT MaleHbKue eJu,
oceJaB KoHell u aebelei.

Kak xopom codyeibHuk B Apkuii Beuyep!
Cepebpucroit crapoctn canior!
JetcTBo Bhiberaer HaM HaBCTpeuy,
Haxo[d y naMsaTu NpHUIOT.
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All the park is filled with life and laughter!
Santa Claus is at the skating-rink!

In his hands he holds a heavy stocking:
Guess what kind of presents does he bring?

He has given skates to all the children!

They fall down, then up they jump, so bold!...
Girls and boys are skating all together!

On a day like this they won’t catch cold...

Christmas dreams come floating from the windows!
Rising high, into the sky they ring
Over snowy roads and wintry pavements

Like the blue and silver bells of Spring!

In the dream a carousel is turning,

And — behold: instead of girls and boys
Tiny Chrismas trees are floating, riding
On the backs of horses, swans and toys!...

Christmas Eve — a time of joyful brightness!
It unlocks our hearts with golden keys,
And our childhood self comes out to greet us
From our fondly cherished memories!...

Translated from Russian by

Helen Matvejev
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llocaecrosue

POMAHTUYECKWE MOTMUBHN
B PYCCKOM MmOo933uUU U XUBOMUCHU

IT10 Moe nocJecoBie K COOpPHUKY COOCTBEHHBIX CTHXOB A
HamucaJ SKCIPOMITOM M, €ClU MOXHO Tak cKa3aTb, coMHaby-
JAMYECKH, IOTOMY YTO NpoAyMaHHoe ¥ obOoCHOBaHHOe npejH-
CcloBME, HamKCaHHOe paHHee, M0Ka3aJoCb MHE pacCy[0YHbIM,
PacTAHYTHIM K aKkageMuyHnM. IlycTb MeHs ynpekaioT B ypes-
MEpHOM CyObeKTHMBH3ME, KaK yXe He pa3 B TOM Xe "TAXKOM
rpexe" ynpekaiu MeHs 32 MOM MCTODMKO- JUTepaTypoBejue-
CKMe CTaTbM K COBETCKHE M pyCCKkue 3apyOexHbie KDUTHKH.
A uro B cymHocTHu nioxoro B cybvekTususme? U Boobue, 4yrto
Takoe CyObeKTHBM3M U YeM OH OTJuYaeTcsd OT Tak HasbiBae-
Moro obsekruBusma? B cBoe Bpema MHe JoBOAMJIOCH 3aja-
Barb 9TOT BONPOC MHOI'MM aBTOPUTETHBIM ClelMaNuCcTaM, OT
Bukropa Xupmysckoro o Bopuca Yuberayuna. Jto awau, ne-
pel KOTOPHIMU 8§ HUCKpPEHHE NPEeKJAOHAICh, HO NpU BCEM MOEM
yBaXeHUM K HUM M OPU3HAHMM HX MCKJIKOUYMUTENbHBIX HayYHBIX
3acayr, s AOJXeH KOHCTaTupoBaTb, YTO HU TOT, HU ApYrof,
HK BooOuje kTo-aub0, He Aaau MHe y/OBJIETBOPUTEABLHOrO OT-
BeTa Ha 3TOT BONpOC.

[as MeHs cy6beKTUBU3M — 3TO OTKPhITOE BbifiBJIEHHE U
yTBepXeHue TBopyeckoi uHAnBuyanbHOCTH. CyObLEeKTUBU3M,
Ha Mo# B3rafg, 9To TO, YTO ClacaeT 4YejoBeKa OT MPKUMeEJlb-
KaBIMXCH WTAMIIOB, OT HMBEIMpPOBKM cBoero . /[lomyckamw,
4YTO B UCTOPUKO-AUTEPATYPOBEAUECKUX MUCCAESNOBAHUAX ClefyeT
CUMTaThCHd C MHEHMeM KopudeeB u mibiTh B papBaTepe 3TUX
Kopudees.

Unoe neno, xorga peun MAeT o cOOpHHUKE CTUXOTBOpE-
Huii. [lo33usf — 3TO He TOJBKO MyTelleCTBUE B HEMO3HAHHOE U
HeuccJeAOBaHHOE, HO M HamNpsXeHHhe MOMCKM CBOero Jauua,
laxe ecly ero TpyJAHO OTJAMYUTbL OT Apyrux auu. Ecau Takue
MYUYMTEJbHbIEe MOUCKU Ha3bIBAlT CyObeKTMBM3IMOM, TO Aa Oy-
AeT oH 6aarocioBeH. A MHe CaMOMY oYeHb BaXHO YCTAaHOBHTD:
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Afterword

THE ROMANTIC MOTIFS IN

IN RUSSIAN POETRY AND ART

The following afterword for the collection of my own
verses, was written impromptu and one might say — somnam-
bulistically. A previously written attempt ~— thoughtfully
conceived and carefully weighed — seemed too reasonable,
overlong and too academic. Let those who will, blame me for
exaggerated ‘““subjectivism’. | have been accused of this
““cardinal sin’’ before, both by Soviet and Russian emigré
critics for my historical and literary essays.

Basically, what is so wrong with *‘subjectivism ?”’ In
general, what is subjectivism, and how does it differ from
““objectivism ?’’ Some time ago,l questioned several author-
ities, among them Victor Zhirmunsky and Boris Unbegaun.
These men, whom I greatly esteem and whose exceptional
efforts in the fields of art and science I fully acknowledge,
still could not answer me satisfactorily.

For me, subjectivism is an open revelation and confir-
mation of creative individuality. Subjectivism, as I see it,
ts that which saves one from duplicating samples of banality
and the annihkilation of the creative self. However, | do admit
that in writing historical and literary works, one should take
into account the opinion of such Coryphai, and follow them
into deep water.

But when we deal with a book of verse, it is a different
matter. Poetry is not only a journey into the unknown and
undiscovered, but it is also the search for one’s own face,
indistinguishable from other faces. Or is it only a mask—
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€CTb JU Yy MEeHd CBoe JMIO0, MM Xe 3TO TOJbKO Macka, TO Ju
I'ymuaesa, To an Boaomuna, to au Bepruhnckoro. Mue ka-
XEeTcs, UTO B CBOMX CTHXAX f CpbIBAl0 TPH STUX MACKM, YTOOBI
upTaTetib yBujleJ MeHd TakuM, Kakoil 1 ectb. Ecan 970 npo-
u3oiier, To cOOpHUK OnpaBiaeT CBoe NpeiHa3HaueHue.

Ctuxu 4 nuuy ¢ narHajuaTUIETHEr0 BO3pacra, a nepsoe
CTUXOTBOpEHHE NMOSIBUAOCH B MEYaTH TOrjAa,Korja MHe MCHOJ-
HUJOCH JeBATHajuarh Jet. [loTom # rogamu 3abpachiBaa CTH-
X}, 3aTeM CHOBA BO3BpamaJjcid K HuM, YTOObl onATb 3abbiTh O
Hux. UM BOT Temepb, Ha WeECTbAECAT BTOPOM roAy XU3HU 3 pe-
WK MOABECTH MTOr COOCTBEHHbIM CTUXOTBODHBIM OIbITEM
C6opuuk "Ilneck Boanbl" — 9TO fAalleko He MOJHOe, a JHllb
4acTUYHOE NojJBeJeHue UTOroB. /[l Uero 9To HyXHO U KOMY
970 HyXHO? BoT Bompoc, Ha KOTOpbI# — mpexae ApPYrux —
LOJXeH caM OTBETUTb mnepef coboii.

K cruxam 6 yxe B coauHOM BO3pacTe BepHYyJCH TOrpna,
Koraa paboran Haj mepeloXeHMEM HA pPYyCCKuil A3bIK NMpocaaB-
AeHubix "llentypuit" Muxauaa Hocrpapmamyca. "lenrypuu,"”
KaK Obl HU OTHOCHTHCS K HUM, MO3UTUBHO MJIM HEraTHBHO, Ha-
JOXHUJK CBOJ OoTnevarok Ha BClo uctopuio auteparypbl XVI-ro
Beka, Ha nepexofHblit nepuos or CpeaHeBekoBbs K Bo3poxne-
Huw. Paborad naa pycckum tekcrom "llentypuit”, a ynpamo
HacTauBaJj Ha TOM, YTO CTHXM HOJXHbB ObITb NepeBefeHbl CTH-
xamu Xe. Heab3s orpanuumuThca mybiaukanmei MOACTpPOYHH-
KOB, KaK Obl OHM HK Obliu TOYHbl. MHOroumciaeHHble OT3BIBHI
Ha pycckuit Tekcr "llenrypuit" ybeauau MeHsS B NpaBUIbHOCTH
TaKoil TOYKM 3peHus.

UzBecTHblit ycnex "leHTypuit" u y 3apy6exHbIX pyccKux
M y 3HAWIUX PYCCKUi A3BIK MHOCTPAHLEB, MOBAUAJL HA TO, YTO
npefo MHO# OTKpblIACh BO3MOXHOCTb ClelaTb pycckoe mnepe-
JoXeHue u Apyroro ctuxorBopHoro cbopuuka Hocrpamamyca,
a umeHHo ero "3uamenuit”. f cam HoaxeH AaTb cebe oTuYeT B
TOM, CMOT'Y Ji S CnpaBUTbCH U C 9Toil paboroii : Beap "3na-
MeHnns", B orauune ot "llenTypuii', MeHee 3HAUNTENbHb MO
coiepXanuio, Ho 0oJee ILEHHbl MO MOITUUYECKOH TeXHUKe, IO
Xy/l0OXECTBEHHO QopMe.

Jeao B ToMm, uTo "3Hamenus" — 3to nonbiTka Hocrpana-
MyCa pacno3HaTb CyAbOBI OTAEedbHbIX JI0Aei U cyabObl Bcero
YyeJoBevecTBa no popme obaakoB B Hebe. He oaun Hocrpana-
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perhaps that of Gumiloff, Voloshin or Vertinsky? It seems to
me that in my own verses I rip off all three of these masks
and reveal my true self to the reader. If this happens, then
my volume will have served its purpose.

I have been writing verse since the age of fifteen and
my first poem was published when I was nineteen years old.
Afterwards, I neglected poetry for long periods of time re-
turning to it sporadically. Now in my sixty-second year, I de-
cided to balance the account of all my poetic endeavors. This
anthology, ‘‘A Splash of Waves”, is definitely not a complete,
but only a partially balanced account. Why is it needed, and
for whom? First, I must answer this question to myself.

I was already middle-aged when I returned to writing po-
etry, in the adaptation of the illustrious *““Centuries’’ by Mi-
chel Nostradamus, into Russian. Whether or not one reacts to
““Centuries’’ positively or negatively, the book had a decided
impact on the entire history of Sixteenth Century literature as
a transition between the Medieval Ages and the Renaissance.
While working on ‘““Centuries’’, I stubbornly insisted that the
verse form be retained. One cannot be bound by footnotes, no
matter how accurate. Numerous favorable reviews of the Rus-
sian text have convinced me that my point of view was cor-
rect.

A certain success of “Centuries’”” among Russians
abroad and foreigners knowing the Russian language — in-
fluenced my decision to adapt into Russian, yet another No-
stradamus poem, namely ‘“La Presage’”. At the moment, |
must give myself account, if I can realize this work. “La
Presage’’is less significant than ““Centuries’ in content, but
more valuable in poetic technique and artistic form.

““La Presage’ is an attempt by Nostradamus to foretell
the fate of individuals and mankind in general, by the shape
of clouds in the sky. Nostradamus was not the only one to
be intrigued by this. The shapes of clouds, whether they be

stormclouds, feathery clouds, puffy clouds or whatever, have
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Myc oTum 3amuManci. O6iaka B Hebe, rpo3oBble M, Nepu-
cThie Ny, KyueBhie uJu Kakue aubo Apyrue c [peBHeHmux Bpe-
MeH NpuBJeKaJayu BHMMaHMe mnucaTedell M XynoxHukoB. "3na-
menua" Hocrpagamyca B 3TOM cMbicje He NepBoe U He Mo-
cliefHee npou3BefeHue. "JHAMeHMA" HamucaHbl B TOM Xe
9MOLMOHAJAbHOM AYXOBHOM KJlOUe, KOTOPbIM NOJb30BaJAUCh
nocae Hocrpagamyca, He roBopf yXe .o ero mpeirevax, u
Iere, u Wluanep, u M'ymuaes, u XykoBckuit u MHOrue Apyrue.

C nepenoxenuem Ha pycckuii a3bik "Llentypuit" & cnpa-
Buicsa. A nepenoxenue "3Hamenuit" Ha pycckuii MoxeT GbITb
onpaBAaHo JMllb B TOM CJlyyae,eClyu B TOM, KTO B34 Ha cebs
OTBETCTBEHHOCTb U 3a 9TO NepejoxXeHue, YBUAAT NOAIMHHOIO
nosra. W, korga s BoelicTynaw co cGopuukoM "Ilaeck BoJHb",
TO f UyBCTBYW ceba Tak, 6yATo A AepXy CAOXHBIA U OTBETCT-
BEeHHbIi 9K3aMeH u nepej uYMTaTeJeM, U nepel cHeLuaauc-
ramu. B sTOM cBoeM cGopHuKe, 1 Kak Obl npeicTanw nepep
CyAOM, I'le UATaTelM CTAHOBATCS NPUCAXKHbIMM 3acepare-
Aamu. Ecau oHu BbiHECYT onpaBiaTelbHbiii BepAMKT COODHMKY
"[laeck BoJHbI", TO 3TO 03HAYaeT, YTO f MOArOTOBJEH K Iepe-
J0XeHu0 Ha pycckuil a3bik "3namemit" Hoctpaaamyca. B mpo-
TUBHOM Xe€ clyuyae Urpa He CTOUT cBeu.

JoaxeH OTKpPOBEHHO NMPU3HATHLCH, YTO MHE CaMoMy Oblio
OYeHb TPYJIHO PellUThb, a CTOUT Ju BooOIUEe MOABOAUTD KTOI'M
CcoOCTBEHHBIM MOSTHYECKUM ONMbITAaM M CTOMT JM Boolbule u3ja-
BaTb cbopuuk "llaeck Boaun". K nosoxureabHoMy pemenuio
MeH# npuBeJ cTpaHHbiifi 9nu304. OJHUM OH MOXET MOKa3aThCH
HauBHbIM, HO AJS MEHA 3TOT SMU30] MMeeT NpoBuAYECKUH co-
KpoBeHHBI# cMmbica. Jledo B TOM, YTO A uuTal pAj CTUXOB M3
c6opuuka "llaeck BoAHB" OJHOMY BAMATENbHOMY JIMUTepaTyp-
HoMY KpUTHKY. Ero orBer 6bla HACTOJAbKO HEOXMARHHbIM A
MeH#, UYTO fl mepelOXu] ero CYXJAeHus B Takue CBOM CTHXO-
TBOpHblE CTPOKHK :

[logkupabimeM B cTapeHbKoi 3bi6Ke
CBoit cTHX f Ha CBET BHIBOAMJ.

A MeTp c HaaMeHHO# yablGKo#

U BaXHOCTbIO MHE roBOpHUJ
"Tluwu, Ho Npu3HaHbLA He Tpebyi!
TBo# cTHX, NblIb My3eeB JK064,
Paccraer, xak ob6aauko B Hebe,

O HoBoM Ajame ckopba'.
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always fascinated writers since ancient times. In this re-
spect, ‘“La Presage’’ is written in the same emotional vein
used earlier by his predecessors and later by various writers
such as Goethe, Schiller, Gumilov and Zhukovsky.

I managed the translation of *“Centuries’” into Russian,
quite well. But ‘““La Presage” will succeed and be vindi-
cated only if the translator will observe the underlying poet.
Therefore, when I take ‘‘A Splash of Waves® in hand, I feel
as if I'm undergoing and examination before my readers and
critics. I almost feel as if I’'m on trial, facing a jury.

If “A Splash of Waves’ gains a favorable verdict, then
I shall apply myself to adapting Nostradamus”’ ‘“La Presage’’
into Russian. On the other hand, if it is unfavorable, then |
shall burn no midnight oil on this venture.

Nevertheless, | confess that it was difficult for me to
decide whether my poetic attempts should be brought up-to-
date, or if there was any sense in publishing *“A Splash of
Waves’. But a strange occurrence influenced my positive
decision. This event may seem naive,'but to me it had pro-
phetic and psychological importance.

While reading several poems from ““A Splash of Waves?’,
to an influential critic, I received an unexpected reaction
that made me interpret his judgment into verse:

A foundling wrapped in an old, torn cradle
My verse into the world I bore

But Meter with smile so cunning

Full of importance said to me:

‘““Write’’, but recognition do not seek

Your verse will gather dust in museums
And will melt like clouds in the sky

Grieving for a new Adam.

“Will melt like clouds in the sky’ —these words trans-
fixed me and in a sense were a portent of ““La Presage’. Of
course, my listener knew of Nostradamus and was familiar
with ‘“Centuries’’, and ““La Presage’. However, all of this
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"Paccraer, Kak 0061auko B Hebe..." — 9Tu cAoBa MeHd
nopasuiu ¥ NOKasaluch MHe TOoXe CBoeropoja"3namemeM'.
Moii cobeceanuk, KoHeuHo, 3HaeT Hocrpaaamyca u cuabimal o
"lUenrypusax" u o "3namenusax”. Ho 3To npousomso mnpexne
yeM Mpefo MHOA OTKpbIJACh BO3MOXHOCTb NepeJoxenus "3Ha-
meHui" na pycckuit. Yro x, nycrb "3namemus” Hocrpana-
Myca — 3TO rpo3oBbie obJaka crpaHHO# M ¢aHTacTHYECKO
dopmbl. B aureparype "3namenus" ocranytcd. M myckait
cTuxu U3 Mmoero cbopuuka "Ilieck BouaHb" AeHCTBUTeJbHO
paccraloT, Kak obaauko B Hebe B Oyaymux BpeMeHnax. Ho or
He3aMeTHoro o6Jauka BCe Xe MOXeT ObiTb MPOJOXEH MyTb K
NOCTUXEHUIO Taiiubl rpo30BbiXx obiakoB. [loromy TO s u mpea-
Jararo BHUMaHuK uuraredeil cbopuuk "Ilieck Boaubi'.

B nocaecnoBuu x pycckomy rekcry "llewrypuit" a nu-
cax 0 TOM, Kakoe 3HaueHMe UMeJo A48 MeHs OJAu3Koe cocel-
cTBO co 3HaMeHuThiM KioiicTrepom 3 BepxHeit yactu Maunxsr-
TeHa, HeBJlaleke or Bamunrroscroro Mocra. 3to duanan
My3ed MeTponoauTsH, OCTPOYMHG ¥ U306peTaTeNbHO CKOH-
CTpYUpPOBaHHbIA U3 pa30bpaHHbIX F COCTaBHble YacTHu CpelHe-
BeKoBbiX MoHacThipeii EBponbi. ( - KBapTUphl, rae s XuBy, 10
Knoiicrepa Bcero kakux- HuGyar AecdTb uIM NATHAAUATb Mu-
HyT e3abl aBTobycom. Tak monsyumiocb, 4YTo f U3 COBpPEMEH-
HOIO Hbm-ﬂopxa ¢ ero Hebock: ~Hamu, aBTOMOOUIAbHOI CyTO-
JOKO#l M peakTUBHbIMU camoJdeiiMu B AanekoM Hebe, mepeHo-
Cuics B oYapoBaHHLI Kpai cpe/lHeBeKoBo# KyladbTypbl. He
6yab Takoro cocencTBa, KOTOpPoe [Jfi MEHd UMeeT MUCTHUe-
cKuit cMblca, He Oblio 6bl u pycckoro Tekcra "Llenrypuit”
Hocrpanamyca.

Korpa s cocraBasa cbopuuk "llieck BoaHbl, B KOTOpHIil
s BKJIOYKA U cTapbie, U HOBble CBOM CTHXU, KaKasi-To CuJa I10-
TSHYyJa MeHs B MPOTMBOMOJOXHbIA Konell ManxsTrena, B UcT-
puBepcCKuit my3eitno-noproBbiii koMniaekc. H ckentuuecku or-
HOIIYCb K OKKYJbTHbIM HayKaM, HO I'OTOB CUUTaThb, UTO B TOi
cule, KOTopas, HE3aBUCUMO OT MeHd, BieueT MeHd Ha Oepera
Uct PuBep, ecThb uTo-TO He3AeuwHee, noTycroponHee. [eio B
TOM, YTO MOM MpeJKM 0O OTLOBCKOM JMHMM C MATHAAUATOLrO
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happened before the opportunity to write ‘““La Presage’ in
Russian, presented itself. Therefore, let Nostradamus’ ‘“‘La
Presage’ be a cloud of fantastic shape and ‘‘La Presage’’
shall always have a place in literature. It is my wish that
the poems from a ““A Splash of Waves”, be dispersed as
clouds in the sky. Maybe from an insignificant cloudlet the
path will lead to the innermost center of a great storm cloud,
and that is the reason for the existence of ‘“A Splash of
Waves™.

In the epilogue to the Russian text of ‘“‘Centuries”, |
wrote that living in close proximity to the Cloisters, (a mu-
seum situated in Ft. Tryon Park, near the George Washington
Bridge) had great significance to me. The museum is affili-
ated with the Metropolitan Museum of Art and is ingeniously
and imaginatively reconstructed from parts of various old
monasteries brought here from Europe. It is only a ten or
fifteen minute ride from my house to the Cloisters.  So it
became possible to be lransported from modern New York
City, with its skyscrapers, automobile noises and the roar
of jet-engines overhead, to the enchanting world of medieval
culture. If this quiet setting were not so close to me, and
had it not kindled a mystical feeling within me, there would
have been no Russian version of ““Centuries’’.

While compiling *‘A Splash of Waves”’, in which my old
and new verses are included, an irresistible force seemed to
draw me to the opposite end of Manhattan — to the South
Street Seaport Museum (a historic landmark restoration).Usu-
ally I maintain a skeptical attitude towards the occult. But |
am ready to accept the fact that an inexplicable power drew
me to the shores of the East River,which was beyond normal
sense-perception. It is significant that my paternal ances-
tors were seafarers, from the Fifteenth Century on. The only
reason that my father did not become a naval officer — as
had his father and grandfather before him — was due to his
joining the Social Revolutionary Party (S.R.) and becoming
a revolutionary. My profession,on the contrery, is sedentary
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BeKa 6binu MopskamMu. Moii oTeu, xak Aea u npajgea He craa
PYCCKMM BOEHHO-MOPCKMM OQHMIEPOM JMIIb NOTOMY, UYTO C
IOHOWECKMX JeT NPUMMKHYJ K NapTuM SC3POB, cAelajics pe-
BoalnuMoHepoM. Mosa mpodeccus cyryb6o mrarckas u cyry6o
cyxonytHad. § He Mory, a1 He BnpaBe 06MXaTbCHA HA TeX, KO-
TOpble Ha3biBAKT MeHd "KHUXHbIM uepBeMm". K HuM, Hanpu-
Mep, MpMHAAJAEXUT MO#l Koaaera no mepy mucareib Hukoaai
Karenes. On Mope 3HaeT, oH ¢ MopeM cBi3aH. Ho o Hem
WYTJAMBO I'OBOPAT, YTO OH Nomnaa He C kKopabas Ha 6an, a ¢
Kopabas B peweHebe bHbIA NOpPTOBLIA pecTopaH, rie 3acel Ha
AoArue rojbl, — CTaj ynpaBAdoONHKM pecTopasoM. A MOpCKKe
paccka3nl KareneBa Tak Xe, kak u ero "[loBects o AByX apy-
3bAx", 6e3 BCAKUX WYTOK, MHTepecHbl. B Hux ectb Mopckas
pOMaHTuKa, YyBCTBYEeTCH fAbiXaHue okeaHa u Gosbueil yacTbio
NOJMMHHOI'O OKeaHa, a He BbIJyMaHHOTO, He BHIUUTAHHOTO U3
kuur. Bor noueMy Bo3oMHuBmeMYy cebs mMopsakoM Merpaore -
N0, He3ayeM MMeTb 3y0 nmpoTuB "KHUXHOrO uepBi'.

Onunako, Hukoaaw KareneBy # 0643aH CTMXOTBOp eHMEM
"[lapyc u Bpara", xors uaes 3Toro cTuxoTBopenus Gbiia no-
JaHa MHe JpPYI'MM YeJOBEKOM.

Jleno B ToMm, 4To 4 yxe Gosblie NATHAAUATH JAET, ABAX-
anl B roay paio B rasere "HoBoe pycckoe ciaoBo" orueThl 06
ayKIMOHAX B Hblo-ﬂopxcl(om OT/leJIeHHH MeX/yHapoHO-U3Be-
crtHoli ranepen Cor6u-Ilapk Bepuer. U Bce sTo BpeMs Ha
BbICT@BKaX MOJb3YHOTCH (eHOMEeHaJbHbIM YCIeXOM KOBIIK, pa-
6oTbl pycckux ymeanneB. B camoii 60abmoii neHe — no30x40-
YeHHble KOBIIYM, OTJeJaHHBEe 3MaJbl ¥ AparoueHHbIMU MJKu IO-
JdyJparoueHHpiMu kamHiMu. U BoT MHe Kak-TO GpOCHIOCH B
riasa, UTO MHOrMEe KOBIIM — HM UTO MHOE, KaK MUHMATIOpHBIE
MOJeJu CTapoAaBHKX I'OCTEBbLIX (KymeuyeckuX) kopabJaeid Ha
Pycu. f mpymamwo, uto Bpaa au Oyaer OoJbWIMM mpeyBeanye-
HMEM NpEANnoJOXUThb, YTO MO TaKUM KOBHMAM MOXHO Oyjer
NpOCAEUTb BCIO MCTOPUID PYCCKOI'0 TOProBOro cyaocTpoe-
HMd c ApeBHelimux BpemeH. Meranue KareneBa oT pecropas-
HOT'O AeJja K MOpenJiaBaHUI0 M YKpenuJiu MeHS B 3TOM MoeM
npeanoJaoXeHuu.

C6opuuk "Ilneck Boanbl" HaBesiH mapyCHbiMU Kopabus-
My. Jluwb B pelkux caydasx 3axoAUT peub o mapoxogax. Ho
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and based on ““terra firma’’l would not feel insulted if some-
one called me a ‘“bookworm’”. One of my colleagues, Nico-
lai Katenev, belongs to this group. He knows the oceans and
is bound to them. People jokingly say about him that he left
the ship — not for the ball — but for a fashionable restaurant,
where he remained to become general manager. All joking
aside though, his sea stories, just as his novel, ‘“A Tale of
Two Friends)’ are highly interesting. They are romantic,
evoke the ocean’s breath, and are authentically sea-worthy
and not fictitious inventions. That is why the " Maitre d’"
should not hold any animosity toward a “‘book-worm’’

I am indebted to Nicolai Katenev for my poem, ‘‘Sails
and Home-Brew,” though the idea was suggested by another
person.

For more than fifteen years, I have reviewed the twice-
yearly auction at the internationally famous Sotheby - Parke
Bernet Gallery in New York. During this time the old drink-
ing bowls, (Kovsh)fashioned by Russian artisans, have
had a pkenomenal success. The most expensive of these
are the ones that are enameled and studded with precious and
semi-precious gems. It suddenly came to my attention that
the bowls are nothing more than miniature models of the an-
cient trading vessels of old Russia. [ don’t think that it is
an exaggeration to assume that the entire history of merchant
shipping can be studied by the shape of the bowls.Katenev’s
constant switching from the restaurantbusiness to sea-lore,
confirmed my supposition.

The collection, ‘A Splash of Waves’’, was definitely in-
fluenced by sailing ships. Only rarely does the subject con-
cern itself with modern steamships. But it seems as if the
projects conceived by the renowned naval architect, Vladi-
mir lvanovich Yurkevitch — the modern mechanized ocean
liners — were taken in tow by the sailing ships of yore.

Viadimir Yurkevitch, whom I met in the United States,
and with whom [ spent many hours conversing, had gained
world-wide fame as the designer of the ocean liner, ‘““Nor-
mandie!’” This ship was the queen of passenger ships until

121



TAaK NOJYYKJOCb, UYTO MNpOEeKTh KpynHelimero kopabaecTpo-
ureas Baagumupa VBanoBuya WpkeBuua craau kak 6b Temy
COBepHIEeHHBIMM MaWMHHbBIMKM JafiHepamyu, KOTOpbie B3iJM Ha
6ykcup mapycHbie kopabau OblabIX BpeMeH.

Baagumup WpkeBuy, ¢ KoTopbiM s BcTpeuancs B AMepu-
Ke ¥ uacto HecefoBal, npuobpes MUpPOBOE UMA KaK KOHCTPYK-
top "Hopmanauu". "Hopmanmua" noaroe BpeMs Gblaa Kopo-
JeBoli caMbliX COBEpUIEHHBIX OKEeaHCKUX MacCaXuMpCKUX mapo-
XOMlOB, MOKa He cropeja Bo BpeMf Bropoit mMuposoit BoliHbl.
Ouenb unrepecHa popma "Hopmanmun". ¥ ne€ nysarble 6oka,
B TO BpeMs KaK HOC M KOpMa MMeJM 3a0CTpeHHble obTekae-
Mbie gopmbi. Yero soctur I0pkeBuu TaKo# KOHCTpyKUMe#
"Hopmanmuu" ?  YBeauueHus CKOPOCTH Mmapoxoja.

Ho BoT uro 3Hamenareabno : Popma "Hopmanmu" Bo-
CXOAMT K HOBFOPOACKKM rocteBbiM lomam XV-XVIBB. A 3rto
O03HauaeT, YTO TOr'0, Yero HOBropoACKMe KYMIbl OXKAAAU OT
cuabl Berpa, uHxenep HpkeBuu fAocTur ¢ mnoMowpbld CaMBIX
HOBeiluX OAS ero SMOXu ABUraTeaei.

Kornaa B pycckom Hbio-flopkckom pecropane "Pawen v
pyM" cobpaauch 6biBmMe BocnuTaHHMKM [leTepbyprckoro no-
JAMTEXHUYECKOro MHCTUTYTA, A cKa3aa o6 sTom BaaguMupy
UBanoBuuy pkeByuy. Yabbasich, OH 3aMeTH], YTO HEe CTOUT
nepeoTKphiBaTh AMEpUKM, OTKpHITOR 3ajgoiro fo Mensa. O
cxoncTBe KoHcTpykuuu "Hopmanauu" ¢ dopmoii crapoaaBuux
HOBIOPOJACKMX rocreBbix lomoB Baagumupy UBanoBuuy pke-
BMYY FOBOpUJI €ro CTapbliif yHuBepcuTeTckuii ToBapuul EBre-
Huit 3aMATHH, ToXe KopabiecTpouTedb, CTaBlinii 3HAMEHNUTHIM
mucareneMm. lpkeByy ¢ TemnAoTo#t BCNOMMHAA O TOM, Kak X
YepTexHble CTOJMKM NpUMbIKAAU ApYr K Apyry B IlerepOypr-
ckoM uHcTHTyTe. HpKeBuuy xe 6bUI0 H3BECTHO, YTO JApPOBHU-
Thiil nucareab bopuc XutkoB, mnpuwenwuis B AuTepaTypy C
MOD#, UAM HE3aBUCHMO OT 3aMATHHA, HIAM N0[ €ro BIMAHUEM,
3anpuMMeTU] HeKoe CXOACTBO KOHCTpyKumu '"Hopmanguu" c
dopmoit rocreBuix kopabiaeit Ha Pycu. Ho HpkeBuu MHe cka-
3al, 4YTO M3 3TOrO HE CTOMT AeJaThb BbIBOA, uTo uieio "Hop-
MaHauu" OH 3auMcTBOBaX y 3aMATHHA uau Y KMUTKOBA, HUYErO
nogo6uoro : uges obrekaembix ¢opm, mo caoBaM Hpkesuua,
3aloXeHa B MopenjaBaHuMu ¢ ApeBHelwux BpeMeH. Bce gedo
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it burned during World War Il. The “Normandie’s’’ shape was
very interesting. She had bulging sides, but the bow and
stern were slick and streamlined. What did Yurkevitch a-
chieve by such a design? The rate of speed. The marvel is
that the form of the Normandie is derived from the old Nov-
gorod (Viking-like ) trading ships of the Eleventh to Sixteenth
Century. This means that the Novgorod merchants utilized
wind in the same manner that Yurkevitch later achieved with
the help of modern technology.

When I once met some former students of the St. Peters-
burg Polytechnic Institute at the Russian Tea Room in New
York City, | mentioned this to Mr. Yurkevitch. He -merely
smiled and said, ‘It’s not worth rediscovering America,
since it has been discovered before me.”” The similarity in
construction between the ‘‘Normandie’’ and the Novgorod
vessels (called lumes) was noticed by his former college
classmate, Evgeniy Zamiatin. Mr. Zamiatin is a shipbuilder
by education, but has become a brilliant writer. Yurkevitch
fondly recalled how their drafting tables stood side by side
at the St. Petersburg Polytechnic Institute. He also men-
tioned that another gifted writer of the sea, Boris Zhitkov —
either independently of Zamiatin, or perhaps under his in-
fluence — also noticed the similarity of form between the
Normandie and the ancient Russian sailing ships. However,
Yurkevitch observed that it would be erroneous to conclude
that the idea of the Normandie evolved from either Zamiatin
or Zhitkov. Nothing of the sort! The idea of a streamlined
shape has been used in sailing since ancient times.

The point was that the wind’s force had to be trans-
posed to the force of modern engines and this cannot be de-
nied as Yurkevitch’s construction. It is interestingto note.
that Yurkevitch attributed great importance to the Nineteenth
Century clipper ships, whose streamlined form exerted great
influence on old and new shipbuilding. Some persons have
inquired as to where | derived my information. Of course, |
have taken several things from Katenev, several from Yurke-
vitch. But only poetry has brought me to these conclusions,



B TOM, UTOObl MEpeJOXUTb BETPOBYI0O TArYy Ha TAry ABUra-
reJeii HoBeiiux napoxojoB. M BOT mpas Ha Takoe NnepeJjoxe-
Hue y Hero, y 0pkeBuua HUKTO OTHATH He MOxeT. JloGombiT-
HO, YTo Baaaumup VMBaHOBMY nNpKUAaBal OrpoMHoe 3HaueHue
KoHCTpyKImMu KaunnepoB XIX croserus, oTMeTuB, 4To popma
9THX KJMNNEpOB MoBiuiAJa Ha 00TekaeMoCTb GOpM CTaphiX U
HOBBIX NAPOXOJOB.

Mens cnpamuBanT, oTkyaa # BC& 3ro B3da? Komneuno,
Koe-uTo mepensro MHo# or KareneBa u or lpxeBuua, HO
TOJDbKO CTHX) HNPUBENM MEHA K TAKMM 3aKI0ueHusiM, ubo i —
He KopabeJbHblii apXUTEKTOp ¥ HAa cCrelnalibHbie MO3HAHUH B
aToii obaacTy He npereHayw. W nycTb uKMTaTeJb CyAUT, Ha-
CKOJAbKO IIEHHb SMOIMM M MBICAM TAKNX CTUXOTBOPEHMH, Kak
"Uuxenepy WpkeBuuy" u "Ilapyc u Bpara™.

Ho Bepuemcsa x Ucr-PuBepckoMy My3eiiHo - nopToBOMY
xomnaekcy. Hbio-Jlopk, kak usBecTHo, Bce BpeMs mepecTpa-
uBaercda. Mcr-Pusepckuit My3eiiHo - nOpTOBHI KOMIJEKC —
3TO KakuM-TO YyJoM ylieaeBmuit "oasuc" Vet - PuBepckoro
nopra XIX croaerus. Craphie napyCHuKM, CTapble Napoxoanl
cTaaM 3KkcmoHataMu xommiekca. A y peku Mcr Pusep ectb
cBoé obasHue. ITo BepHo YyJaosuai [lerp MypasbeB B cBoeM
pomatre "Tloatwoc Jlopaa". '

" Korna s pa6oran nan c6opuukom "Ilaeck BoaHH", # Mbi-
CJEeHHO nepeceanics B "fonapoxofHble” BpeMeHa, B 3MOXY
napycHbix cyfoB. Myseu Ha PyaTOH CTPUT TaK yX yCTpOEHH,
4yro 6JarocaaBuiu Takoe nepeceieHune, cofelficTBoBalu emy.
A npassHoBaHMe AByxcoTiaeTus co Aud noamucanua [eknapa-
uuu Amepukanckoi HesaBucumocTu crano Al MeHd DOUCTHHE
uyfocorBopenneM. YerBeproro uioas B Hbio-flopke cocross-
cf rpaHguo3Heiiuil mapaj napycHHX CYIOB CO BCEro cBeTa.
IIpubniao go 250-tu kaunnepoB, ¢pperaroB, OpuraHTuH, 6Ga-
POK, WJIONOB, WXYH M NapycHUKOB Apyrux TunoB. Ha napage
Oblau napycHble xopabau, He cunras aMepUKaHCKMX, U3 AHD-
auu, Toananpuu, 3anaguoit N'epmanuu, Ppanumu, Mcnamuu,
Uraauu, Hopseruu, llpeunu, Anouun, CoBerckoro Coio3a #
M3 MHOTMX ApyruxX cTpaH. M3 AByX HbIO-HOPKCKUX NOPTOB STa
coe[MHEHHad NapycHasa apMaja OTIpaBulach B Npas3fHuuHoe
njaBaHue 10 KpynHeiumuM nopToBbIM ropojam CoeluHEHHHX
liraroB : apmana noceruna Hobio- Opaunc, Can- Ppanmmcko,
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since I am not a naval architect and do not pretend to have
any special knowledge on the subject.The reader must judge
the sincerity of my thoughts and emotions in the poems, ““‘To
the Engineer Yurkevitch” and ‘“Sails and Home-Brew?’

But let us return to the South St.Seaport Museum on the
East River in New York City, which is being reconstructed.
By some miracle it has remained an ‘‘oasis” as an un-
‘changed Nineteenth Century seaport and has been designated
a historical landmark. The old sailboats and sailing ships
have become the exponents of this complex. The East River
itself possesses a certain charm. This was captured by Pe-
ter Muraviev in his novel, ‘*“The Lord’s Shield’

Working on ‘““A Splashk of Waves)’ I consciously turned
to the ‘“‘pre-steamship’’ era — to the epoch of sailing ships.
The South St. Seaport Museum is planned in such a manner
that it blessed and aided such a transformation. The 200th
Anniversary of the signing of the ‘‘Declaration of Indepen-
dence’’ truly served as a miracle worker. On the 4tk of July,
1976, New York City was a host to a magnificent parade of
sailing vessels gathered from around the world. There were
several hundred clippers, frigates, brigantines, barques,
sloops, schooners and sailboats of all sizes and shapes.Be-
sides the American ships, there were also vessels from Eng-
land, Holland, West Germany, France, Spain, Italy, Norway,
Sweden, Japan, U.S.S.R., and many others. After New York
City, this sailing armada visited several other large ports in
the United States, such as: New Orleans, San Francisco,
Boston, New Bedford and even sailed as far as Honolulu in
Hawaii.

The preparations for this sailing event inspired me
greatly, though I had no direct connection with it. 'm in some
half-way position between being @ museum addict, a modest
reporter and an ordinary observer. I do not pretend to greater
heights in the formal sense. However, thanks to the enthu-
siasm generated by my various friends —seamen, yachtsmen,
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Bocron, Heo-Bengpopa u powna aaxe o N'onoayay na [MaBait-
ckux ocrpoBax. IloAroToBka K 3TOMYy mapyCHOMY mapajgy Me-
HA BOOAYHIEBUJAA, XOTH MPAMOro OTHOWEHUS K Heil 8 He uMell.
fl 3aHMMan Kakoe-TO NMPOMEXYTOUHOE MOJOXEHHE MeXIy MY-
3eliHbiM GoJebl[MKOM, CKPOMHBIM penoprepoM M PAAOBbBIM
3putedeM. Ha Gouabuee, B popMalbHOM CMbICJE, HE NPETEH-
ayw. Ho 6aaropgapsi ToMy SHTYy3Ma3My, C KOTOpbIM MOM [py3b4
M 3HaKoMble, — 9TO MOpPHAKY, IXTCMEHH, PoTorpadsl, KMHO- U
Tele-onepaTopbl — TOTOBMJMCH K FPDaHAMO3HOMY mapajy na-
pyCHo#t apmMajibl, 8 cMor' 3aBepulMTb pabory Haa cO6opHUKOM
cBoux ctuxoB "llaeck Boaubn". [las MeHA 3TO MMHMATIOpDHbI,
CKPOMHbBIH, He3aMeTHbI# JMYHbIA Npa3AHMYEK Ha UCIOJIMHCKOM
¢doHe npa3aHuKa MOPAKOB BCEro Mupa.

* ¥ *

Korpa-To, Jer ABeHajuaTb TOMYy Ha3aj, B HblHE HeCy-
mectByouem Nucturyre CaaBiHoBeleHUs B Hblo-ﬁopxe A
06baBuI daKyAbTaTHBHbIA Kypc, B KOTOpDOM paccMarpuBal
UCTOPUIO PyCCKO# KYJAbTYpbl B CBET€ KOHTAKTOB XMBOMNUCH K
no33uu. s Mens crpoka 3abosonxoro : "JliobuTe XuBONUCH,
nos3TH!" uMena kako#-To ocobniit ecam yrogHo cmbica. MHorue
XHUBONUCLB ToXe JA00AT moasuiwo. Korga a1 o6vsiBua stor ¢a-
KyJIbTaTHBHbIA Kypc, § He 4YyBcTBOBal ceba oauHokuM. Bo-
nepBbiX, MHE Ha NMOMOUIb OXOTHO HpUlIe] MO# ApYr, KpymHhH
ckyabnrop M rpaduk, uamocrparop "Tuxoro [lona" Cepreit
['puropbeBuy KopoabkoB, HblHe MOKO#HbIA. Be3 ero mogaepx-
KM ¥ onblTa BpA/J Au 5 Gbl CIPABUJICH C 9TUM KYDPCOM.

Hapo eme orMeTuTh, uto y Meuss u KopoabkoBa Obla u
ocTaeTcs BecbMa CNOCOOHBIA ¥ JOCTOWHHbLIA NpeAleCTBEHHUK :
aTo xynoxuuk Cepreit bourapr, co3nasuuit B Canra-MoHuke,
B npeamMectbe Jloc-Anxenoca, WIKOAY XUBONMUCH, KOTOPAHA CYU-
taerca B CoeauHenHbiX llltarax OAHOM M3 JAyumlMX YACTHHIX
WKOJA 3TOr0o poAa. BoHrapr mpakTukyeTr COBMecTHOe yCTpOii-
CTBO XyJAOXECTBEHHBIX BbiCTAaBOK M MO3THYECKMUX BeuepoB,
npuyYeM OH BHOJHE 3aCAyXEHHO BblJeJseT U OTJUYAeT TaKoro
6oabumoro croeobpasHoro nosra, kak Yisan Eaarus.

Moit pakyJbTaTuBHbIA KypC HayMHAeTCA C TOro, Kak
ApeBHelue GopMbl 3HAMEHHOI'0 pocneBa MOBAUSAM HA UKOHO-
mucb Peodana I'pexka u Angpes PyGaesa. [IpociaexmuBaercs
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photographers, film and T.V. cameramen preparing for the
event — I was able to complete my work on ‘A Splash of
Waves’! This is a modest, unassuming, miniature personal
holiday set against a background of this -international ma-
riners’ holiday.

About twelve years ago, in the now defunctlnstitute for
Slavic Studies in New York City, | headed a course in the
history of Russian culture in relation to painting and poetry.
Zabolotsky’s line, ‘‘Poets love painting’’, had a special,
if prophetic meaning. Many artists love poetry. When I pro-
posed this class, I felt ] was not alone. In the first place,
my good friend, the late Sergei Grigorevich Korolkoff — a
fine sculptor and graphic artist, and illustrator of ‘‘Quiet
Flows the Don’’, — came to my aid. It is doubtful that [
could have taught this course without his support and ex-
perience.

I must add that Korolkoff and | had a very talented and
worthy predecessor. This was the artist, Sergei Bongart, who
created one of the best private fine-arts schools in the Unit-
ed States, in Santa Monica (a suburb of Los Angeles), Cal-
ifornia. Bongart successfully combined art exhibits with po-
etic readings. He was also instrumental in noticing and ad-
vancing such original poets as lvan Elagin.

My course began with the study of how the ancient li-
turgical chant (Russian Orthodox) influenced the ikon paint-
ings of Theophanes the Greek and Andrei Rublev. We then
examined the relationship of Derzhavin and Kheraskov to
Eighteenth Century portraiture. Continuing, we spoke of Go-
gol’s interest in Alexander Ivanoff’'s religious paintings.
Much attention was devoted to Sergei Diaghileff’s views on
the contact between painting and mixed media. Vassily Kan-
dinsky’s experiments — ““Songs Without Words)’ and “‘Yellow
Sounds)’ are also not forgotten.A great deal of attention was
given to the works of Pavel Filonov and his role with the
““futurist-poets?’ This course should be revived at the pres-
ent time to include the new dissident Soviet writers.

127



oTHomenue [lepxaBuna u XepackoBa K MOPTPETHOH XUBONUCH
XIII Beka. [Jlanee roBopurcs 06 uHTepece ['oroas k peauru-
o3Ho# xuBomucu AnekcanApa MBaHoBa. MHoro BHMMauud B
MoeM Kypce 6blao yaeaeno B3rasgam Cepres /[laruneBa Ha
KOHTaKThl XMBOMMCH CO CMEXHHMY BuAaMu uckyccrs. He 3a-
ObiThl ¥ 9KcnepuMe Hrbl Bacuausa Kangunckoro c ero "[lecus-
Mu 6e3 caoB" u "Xearbimu 3Bykamu". MHOro Mecra orBezeno
gep3anusam [laBaa $uisonoBa u ero orHoW eHUIO K nosramM-dy-
rypuctam. Tenepb 3TOT Kypc ciefoBaJjo Obl pacWMUPUTb 3a
CYeT HaXOJOK M OTKpbITHA COBpeMEeHHbIX COBETCKAX XYy[AOX-
HUKOB-IMCCU/IEHTOB.

PaGora Han ucciejoBaHMeM KOHTAKTOB MO33MM M XHBO-
IMUCHU, ECTECTBEHHO, HAJOXUJAG CBO# OTIMEYaToOK M Ha coaepxa-
Hue Moero cbopruka cruxoB "Ilaeck Boanb". Toabko 3aech,
B 9ToM cOopHuKe, § NPOTUMBONOCTaBUI COOCTBEHHblE HAcTpoe-
HUs, NIepeXuBaHud, YyBCTBa HayuyHOMy aHaausy. W MHe ka-
XeTcsd, YTO MOoAYAC IMOUMAM OTKPHIBAIOTCSH Taxue MOPUBOHTHI,
KOTOPbIX HEBO3BMOXHO AOCTHYb MyTEM paccyAOoYHbIX Hab.awae-
HU#A M U3bICKaHMUIA.

Tak s He Mory 3a6biTb BCTpeYy C 3aMeuaTeJbHbIM Xy-
noxaukoM EBrenunem I'abpuueBckuMm.

Ero ogHo BpeMs He 3ameuam. [loTroM Hauanach noJoca
npusHauuit. U Bce-taknm INabGpuueBCKOro He OLUEHMAM TaK, Kak
OH Toro 3acayxusaeTr. A I'abpuueBckuit, Ha Moii B3rasj, 10-
croeH 6biTb B ofHoM psagy c llaBaiom ®uaonosbiM u [laBiaom
YeammeBnM. [eno He B "usmax" He Oyay croputbh ¢ TeMy,
KOTODHIE CUMTAKT BCEX TPOUX, KaK # OGIM3KOro K HUM MO OyXy
u ctuaio Eprems Bepmana, npeacraButensmMu coppeanucTu-
YeCcKOro HanpaBsJeHuss B pPYCCKOM uckyccrBe. /[lpyrue cuu-
TAT, YTO 3Ta BeJMKOJenHas yeTBepka, mnoxanyi, Oanxe K
npeailecTBOBaBlEH cloppeaiu3My MeTadu3Myeckoi mKoae.
Ho kak nmosrta, MeHs uHTepecoBaao Apyroe. fl MbicJeHHo ne-
peceasics B UX KapTHHbI, CTAHOBUJCH Kak Obi NyTelleCTBEH-
HMKOM MO TEM LBETOBLIM 3E€MJAM, KOTOpPble OHM U3006paxaioT.
To, 4TO HEBOBMOXHO JJd ucCcCAefoBaTenAsd, NOJ CHIy [OSTY,
ecJy OH M Brpasjy MO3T.

1 Berperuiacs c EBrenvem I"abpuueBckuM BeKope nocle
Bropoit MupoBoit BoitHbl. Yepes HECKOJbKO JeT i nmepeexal B
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Studying this relationship between poetry and art naturally
left an imprint on the contents of ‘“A Splash of Waves!’ Only
in this selection of my poems was | able to juxtapose con-
trasting moods, experiences, together with scientific anal-
ysis. Emotions open horizons that are impossible to achieve
by reasonable methods or experimentation alone. Thus I can-
not forget my encounter with the outstanding painter — Ev-
geniy Gabrichevsky.

He was not always recognized. Then a chorus of accla-
mation began. Nevertheless, he still did not receive the re-
cognition that he deserved. In my opinion, Gabrichevsky is
on an equal plane with Pavel Filonov and Pavel Tchelitshew.
The problem is not with certain ““isms’? | won’t dispute
those who consider all three, together with Evgewiy Berman
— who is close to them in style and spirit — as representa-
tives of a surrealistic trend in Russian art. Although there
are some who consider this brilliant foursome as being closer
to the metaphysical school, which pre-dated surrealism as a
poet, my interest lay elsewhere. Mentally, | was transported
into their paintings and became a traveler in their imaginary
landscapes. That which is impossible for an explorer is pos-
sible for a poet, if he is a genuine one.

I met Evgeniy Gabrichevsky shortly after World War II.
After several years, I emigrated to the United States and be-
came a permanent resident here. During the passage aboard
the Army transport, the U.S.S. ““General Taylor]” we were
caught in a severe winter storm. My emotional feelings in
that storm inspired the rough draft for my version of “The
Flying Dutchman?’ | am publishing a shortened version in
‘“A Splash of Waves.”” When 1 reread this first draft, I re-
alized that the impetus for this poem was a painting by Ev-
geniy Gabrichevsky. I -vas one of the first people in Germany
to print reproductions of his ‘‘insane’’ work. My “Flying
Dutchman’ will also be considered ‘““insane” by some. An
earlier variation of this poem lay for years in my archives.
But Vladimir Shatalov had an exhibit of his outstanding
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AMepHMKY Ha MOCTOSIHHOE XMTelbcTBO. Exaa 1 3umoil Ha BoeH-
HoM tpaHcrnopre "Ienepaa Teitaop". TpancnopT nonajn B Cuib-
uyio Oypio. IlepexuBanus Bo BpeMs mTOpPMa M NOBJMAAM HA
yepHoBo# BapuaHT Moeil nosmbl "Jleryuuii INoanangen”, koro-
pylo a1 nevyaraio B c6opuuxe "llieck BoAHB" B CHJIbHO COKpa-
menHoM Bupe. [lo3anee, nepecmarpuBas STOT UYEPHOBUK,
3aMeTul, UYTO TOJAYOK K ModMe jana MHe xuBonucbEBreunus
"abpuueBckoro. A s ewe B ['epmanun OblI OAHMM U3
nepBbIX, KTO Hayaha nyGAMKOBaTb pempoAyKIuM C ero "GesyM-
Hbix" pabor. Moero "Jleryuero IN'oasanaua" Toxe Befib Haxo-
aart "Oe3ymMubiM". PaHuuit BapuaHT 9T0#l MOSMbI rojamMu ocra-
Banca B moeM apxuBe. Ho Bor Baamumup lllarasoB BHcTYNHA
B Hblo - lopke B Hamonaabholt Akanemuueckoit I'azepee co
cBoeit 3naunTenbHo# kaprTuHoit "Huuero Bokpyr".

Jra cMeaad u BNOJHE yAaBWaACH Xy/JOXKHHKY I[ONbITKA
0600muUTDL ropecrHbiil onbT 6exenneB Bropoi MupoBoi BoitHbI.
CrpanHoe feso, MHOrMe U3 Hac Oblau'B Jarepdx A4 nepeme-
WeHHbIX Jull, XU B cTpaxe nepel HACUJIbCTBEHHON penaTpu-
ammeit B CoBerckuit Coo3, Meuraam o nepee3ge B [pyrue
cTpaHbl, rie 65l HaM MO3BOJMIN BECTH HOBYK CIOKOHHYIO
Xu3Hb. Ho nouemy xe Hame XoxjeHue Mo 6€XEHCKUM MyKam
He Hallo 06beKTUBHOI0, BCECTOPOHHEro u 06061eHHOro ocBe-
uenus B uckyccrse? Iror npobea Obla BocnoaneH Baaaumu-
pom lllaranoBbiM, B 4eM Ooabmas 3acayra xyfoxuuka. [loa
BIYsiHMEM 3TOM KapTUHBI 1 CTal hepefielblBaTb CBOK MOMY

"Jleryuuit N'onnanpeu", Hagedacob, YTo ¥ MHe yjgactcs 0606muTb
GexeHCKuit onblT B JMKUX, CTpaHHbIX obpa3ax. O ToM, kak 4
cnpaBuics ¢ 9To# 3ajavyeil, nycTb CyAsiT UnTarelb U KPUTHK.

Xouy eme oTMeTHTb, YTO MHe Bceraa Obiaa 6au3ska po-
MaHTHYecKas HACTPOEHHOCTb pa3HbIX BMAOB MCKyccrBa. Mowu
BcTpeun U Oeceibl ¢ XyJoXHMKaMU Hepelko AaBaju MHe Oia-
rojapHblii Mmarepuan AJs pPOMaHTMUYECKUX SMOLMA.

Tak # BcTpeuanca u GecefoBal ¢ 3aMeyvaTedbHbIM
CKYJAbITOPOM ¥ XynoxHukoMm Bopucom Jloserr-Jopckum. Kor-
Aa oH OBl CTyAeHTOM B roJjoaawuem u xoJopaouem Ilerpo-
rpajie 3N0X¥ BOEHHOI'0 KOMMYH)3Ma, ero Oojee, YyeM CKpOM-
Hy® CTY[MIO KaK - TO moceTus mucaredb Anekcanap I'pun. B
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painting, ‘‘Nothing Around,’’ at the National Academy Gal-
lery in New York City.

This was a bold and successful attempt by the artist to
depict-the bitter experience of refugees after the Second
World War. It is strange that many of us, living in Displaced
Persons (DP) Camps, in constant fear of repatriation to the
U.5.5.R., dreamed of goingto new countries, where we would
be permitted to live in peace.Why didn’t our tribulations find
an objective, encompassing and generalized realization in
art? It took Vladimir Shatalov to fulfill this gap and we owe
him a great debt. Under the influence of this painting, I be-
gan to revise my **Flying Dutchman,’ hoping that I, too,
would be able to portray the refugee experience in wild,
strange shapes. How successful was my endeavor, let the
reader and critic decide.

I would also like to note that Romanticism was elways
dear to me in the realms of art. My meetings and conversa-
tions with artists often gave me a wealth of material for ro-
mantic expression.

That is how | met and often spoke with that notable
sculptor and artist, Boris Lovett-Lorsky,when he was a stu-
dent in the desolate Petrograd epoch of Communism. The
writer Alexander Green once visited his less -than-modest
studio. Boris Lovett-Lorsky has acquired wide renown both
in America and in Europe. While examining his sculpture, |
was struck by the fact that several of his works seemed to
be inspired by the novels and short stories of Alexander
Green. | mentioned this to Lovett-Lorsky. He answered
that though he was honored to have received Greer in his
miserable little studio, the latter had no influence on his
work. Nor did he himself have any influence on Green. Each
one just happened to concentrate on the old sailing ships as
subject matter. Lovett-Lorsky said that he tried to imbue
life into his statues of wood, bronze, marble and alabaster,
whereas Green, according to Lovett-Lorsky, transformed his
ships’ figure-heads into living beings, endowing them with
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Amepuxe u EBpone Bopuc JloBerT-Jlopckuil npuobpea camyio
WHUPOKY!0 U3BECTHOCTh. PaccMarpuBas ero CkyabOTypH, 4
oOpaTuJ BHMUMAHKE HA TO, YTO HEKOTOpble U3 HUX Kak Obl Bbi-
XBayeHbl U3 poMaHoB K noBecTeil Anexcanapa I'puna. §H cka-
3aa 06 3toM JloBerr-Jlopckomy. On oTBeTHJ, 4YTO OblI 04EHb
paj BCTPETUTb B CBoeil xaikoi cryneHyeckoi cryamu Anekc-
anapa CrenanoBuvya. Ho uu I'pun Ha Hero He BJausiA, HM, MO
ciaoBam JloserT-Jlopckoro, on Ha I'puHa : 06a yBaeKaauch cra-
TYSIMM, KOTOpblE YCT aHABJAMBAJM HA CTAPUHHBIX MAPYCHLIX KO-
pabasax. Jloserr-Jlopckuit roBopua, 4TO OH Aajs STUM CTaTy-
SIM HOBYI0O XM3Hb B fiepeBe, B OpoH3e, B Mpamope, B arebact-
pe, B ramie. ['puH Xxe, kak mnpefnoxarak Jloserr-Jlopckui,
npeBpauan KopabeabHble CTATYU B XUBBIX Jiojeil, kak Obl Aa-
poBaa uM KpoBb ¥ ma0Tb. Bor mnoueMy TtBopuectBo ['puna
obiafaeTr Kakofi-To mnpuTAraTeJbHO#, Maruueckoil 3aragov-
HOCTbIO. JTO BhickasniBawue JloBeTT - Jlopckoro mnokasaloch
MHE HeOXHJaHHBIM M HOBhIM. Ho 9Ty HOBM3HY M HeoXuAaH-
HOCTb i paHblie YJOBKJI Kak MOT B CTHUXOTBOPEHMM, MpHUBE-
neHHoM B cbopHuke "[lieck BoaHH". A Kak JuTepaTypHbii
KPUTMK H Ty Xe CaMyl MbICIb OINEHM.I ropas’/io No3jHee.
Tak no3T npeABoCXUIal KPATHKA.

Cka3aHHOe 0 XMBoOIMCH, IpaBAa, B ropa3jio MeHbliei
Mepe, OTHOCUTCH U K MOEMY BOCHPUATHIO My3biku. OnuHaxgbl
A cJablmaJt, Kak nokoiubiii muamict Ucaita 3eaurman, o KoTo-
pom mucaa Cepreit [IpokodbeB B cBOMX BOCIHOMMHAHMAX, UC-
noansx Ilepsyto conary aas ¢oprenuano Ckpabuna. Bor Beub,
MoJ aKKOMIaHMUMEHT KOTOpoil, Ha Moii B3raaj, clefoBaio 6bl
uuTaTh pomaH Aunekcanapa I'puna "Berymas no Boanam". Eme
pa3 MeHs y6eauau B 3ToM umnpoBusauuu Bcesoaosa Axo-
perTu, no npodeccun MHXeHepa, a He NUAHMCTA.

B cBoeM cruxorBopenun o IlepBoit conare Ckpsabuna s
He 3ajaBalicil IleJbl0 BOCIPOU3BECTH B CJAOBAX TOUHBIA PUTM
coHarbl. Jra 3ajaya TpyAHAs#, HO HE HEBBIMOJHMMAA. Y MeHd
Gbija Apyras lledb, CTPeMiACb K KOTOpOi 8 JaJ MOJHYI BOJI0
cobCcTBEHHOMY YyBCTBY K BOOGpaxeHHUIO.

JloBerT-Jlopckuit roBopua MHe, YTO MPOTOTUNIOM Kopab-
a4 "Berywas no Boxsam", umMenem kotoporo I'pun o3araaBua
e/lBa A4 He JAydwui cBO poMaH, Gbla JereHjapHblii aMepuKaH-
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blood and flesh. That is why Green’s work possesses a be-
guiling, magical endearment, lightened by a touch of mys-
tery. This remark of Lovett-Lorsky’s was new and unex-
pected. Although as a poet, I had a glimmer of this fresh idea
previously and had utilized it in one of the poems from ‘‘A
Splash of Waves)’ as a literary critic | gained insight into
this novel idea much later. Thus the poet surpassedthe critic.

Everything said about art applies to a lesser degree to
music. I once heard the late pianist, Isaiah Seligman — whom
Serge Prokofiev mentioned in his memoirs — play Scriabin’s
First Piano Sonata. This opus, in my opinion, would be the
best accompaniment to Alexander Green’s “Running Along
the Waves.' Vsevolod Amoretti, an engineer and not a pian-
ist, also confirmed my belief.

I did not attempt to duplicate the rhythm of words in my
poem about Seriabin’s First Piano Sonata. This task is im-
probable but not impossible. A different goal was in mind, to
which I gave free reign and imagination.

Lovett-Lorsky also said that the prototype for the ship
featured in ““‘Running Along the Waves’’, — which is probably
Green’s finest novel —was the American clipper ship ‘‘Fly-
ing Cloud?’ [ would say that this is correct. We know that
Green was fond of satling prints. He could possibly have
seen a reproduction of this famous ‘‘Clipper)’ the sails of
which truly resembled flying clouds. This was perhaps the
most beautiful vessel ever built.

In writing my anthology, ‘“A Splash of Waves)” I was
also influenced by the Greenwich Village art show in New
York City, which | have reviewed every Spring and Summer
for twenty years. Neo-Romanticism is the predominant style
kere. At these exhibits, I also acquired many friends —not
only Russians, Ukrainians, White-Russians, Serbians, Poles,
Chechs, but also Scaendinavians, Latin-Americans and Amer-
ican artists.

My friendship with the noted Finnish modern
artist, Lauri Nila, also provided a great deal of inspiration.
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ckuit kaunnep "Jleraumue obnaka”, B caMoMm [eje CylecTBO-
Basuuii. [lymaercs, sto — npaBga. Mol 3Haem, uro I'pun ao-
6us cTapble rpaBiopbl ¢ M306paxeHneM napycHbix cyaos. Moraa
eMy MONacThbCs Ha raasa u rpasiopa ¢ u3obpaxeHuem 3TOro
KJumnepa, napyca KOTOpPOro YAMBUTEJbHO HANOMUHAIOT JeTH-
mue obaaka. 3To OOMH U3 caMblX KpacuBbiX Kopabaeii koraa-
an60 cymecTBOBaBWMX HA 3eMie.

Ha moit c6opuuk "[lneck BoaHB" MNOBAMANO Takxe ToO,
4YTO f B TeYEeHue 4yTh K He ABAJLATH JeT Kax/Aoi oCeHbio U
Kax/[o# BecHol mucai oTueThl 0 BbICTABKaX NOJ OTKPHITHIM
HeGom B I'penny Buaauax B Hoo-Mopke. Heopomantuku tam
npeobaaganu. Y MeHs MosIBUIOCH MHOI'O Apy3eil U 3HAKOMMIX,
K KOTOpPbIM mNpHHaAJexalu He TOJAbKO DYCCKHE, YKpaMHLb U
Geaopychl, cepbbl, NONAKHN, YEXH, HO UM CKAHAMHABCKME, NaATH-
HO-aMepHUKaHCKUEe, aMepUKaHCKHKe Xy IOXKHUKH.

MHoroe MHe Jalo 3HaKOMCTBO C KDYNHHIM GMHCKUM Xy-
RoxuukoM Moaephuctom Jlaypu Huna. C Goabwoit cumnaruei
OTHOWYCb A K TBopuecTBy Moux Apy3seit: [lopuc OabceH.(3TO
aMepUKaHCKafd XyAOXHUIA CKaHAMHABCKOT'O NPOMCXOXJAEeHUS )
u e€ cynpyra, KkopabeJbHOro apxuteKkTopa M XyHoxHuka Pa-
yas Muna-Mopa. Odopmaenue mMoero cGopuuka "Ilaeck Boua-
Hb" U npuHagaexur cynpyram Muna-Mopa.

TBopuectBo [Jopuc OabceH Meus nopasuio.Koraa Bcran
BONpOC 0 NepeBojie Ha aHrauiickuit pomana Aiekcansgpa I'puHa
"Berywas no Boasam" (a ¢paHuy3ckuil nmepeBoj B U3JaTedb-
ctBe JladoH NosABUICS CpaBHUTEAbHO [aBHO) i, OTCTauBasd He-
06X0AMMOCTb M aHrJAMACKOro nepeBoja, ykasald, 4YTO HHUKTO
ayuue [lopuc Oabcen, BKAOYAA UM COBETCKUX MIAIOCTPATOPOB,
He CMOXeT BBIIOJHUTL JydyluX uijaiocrpaumii k "Berymeit no
BoJiHaM". Y MeHd eCTb cepbe3HOoe 0CHOBaHue ObITb 0COOEHHO
npusHareabusiM u Jopuc Oabcen u eé Myxy Payao Muna-Mo-
pa. Jra cympyxeckas napa nomMoria MHE 0CBOGOAUTbCH OT
XapaKTEepHO HAIMOHAABHOI'O, YUCTO PYCCKOI'0o BOCHPUATHSA PO-
mautuku. Baaropaps rakum moaaMm, kak [opuc Oabcen u
Payab Muna-Mopa s oneHul KOCMONOJIUTUUHOCTb POMAHTHYE-
CKOro OTHOWEHNS K Xu3Hu u Kyabrype. Ocobo cielyer ocra-
HOBUTbCH Ha HEOPOMAHTHYECKMX MOTuBaAX B TBopuecTBe Hpus
Bobpuukoro.
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! also have great admiration for the work of my friend, Doris
Olson (an American artist of Scandinavian descent) and her
husband, Raoul Mina-Mora, a naval architect and artist. This
husband and wife team are the designers of the book jacket

for ““A Splash of Waves.”’

Doris Olson’s creative artistry never ceases to amaze
me. When the question arose of translating Green’s ‘““‘Running
Along the Waves,” into English (a French translation was
published by Lafon publishers some time ago), l insisted that
no one — including any Soviet artists — could illustrate this
novel better than she. I have another reason to be particu-
larly grateful to Doris Olson and Raoul Mina-Mora. This
couple helped me rid myself of the characteristic national
and clearly Russian approach to Romanticism. Thanks to
people such as Doris and Raoul, I began to appreciate the
cosmopolitan romantic approach to life and culture. In this
respect we should pay special attention to the creative work
of Yuri Bobritsky.

The basis for gaining insight into the Romantic truths
was prepared for me by the paintings of Nicolai Constanti-
novich Roerich, whose work I studied while still in the So-
viet Union. In the early Thirties, | avidly examined several
variants of Roerich’s incomparable ‘‘Beyond the Seas there
are Great Lands”’ This work convinced me that painting —
just like poetry — is an odyssey to the unseen and unknown.
It is a discovery and rediscovery of land, sea and cities.
Later, Nicolai Roerich’s son, Sviatoslav Roerich, revealed
India to me and Vladimir Trechikoff rediscovered Africa af-
ter Gumileff. In this case, art enhanced and added to poetry.

In conclusion, | would like to say something about the
cycle, ““Orchid of the Night’' included in ‘A Splash of
Waves.’ | must confess that this cycle evoked botk pain and
pleasure. For instance, one evening at an intimate gathering,
I began to read my poem about an artist’s model turned art-
ist, when suddenly I was stopped short by a former lieuten-
ant-commander. (I had thought these characters existed only
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IlouBy Aas BOCMPUATUA POMAHTHMYECKUX OTKPOBeHMiA s
MeHd noArotosuaa xuBonuchb Hukonas KoHcranrunHoBuua Pe-
puxa, Koropoil 1 3anuMaincs eue B Coserckom Cowo3e. B na-
yaje 30-x rofoB d NpucTaJbHO BrisAbIBaJACA B pa3juyHble Ba-
puanthi 6ecnojobHoii xaptunbl Pepuxa "3a MopsaMu 3emum
Beaukne". IJra pabora yGeamaa MeHHd B TOM, YTO XMBOMNKChH,
KakK ¥ no3sus — 9TO NyTellecTBUe B HeM3BellaHHOe U Hemo-
3HaHHoe, 3T0 Ojucces, 9TO OTKpPbITHE U MEPEOTKPbITUE HEU3-
BECTHbIX MHe 3eMelb, Mopeil, ropogos. Tak Cearocaas Pe-
pux, cbin Huxonas Pepuxa mepeorkpbia Mue Uuauo, kak Baa-
aumup TpeunkoB nocae 'ymuiaeBa nepeorkpbll MHE AQPUKY.
Tyt xuBomuce Kak 6bl yraybasaa u [ONOJHAJAA NMOI3UI.

B 3akaouenue cBoeil BcTymTeabHON CTAaThby I X0UYy CKa-
3aTh HECKOJbKO CJIOB 0 Uukie "Opxuaes Houu'", BouleAueM B
c6opuuk "llaeck Boaun". [Ipu3HawWCH, YTO ITOT UMKA AOCTa-
BMJ MHE U NPUATHbIe U HeNpuUATHHIE HeoxuaanHoc™i. Korpa 4,
HanpMMep, UUTal BCAYX B UHTUMHOM KpPYr'y CTHXOTBOpeEHNd
"HaTypumuue, craBuweil xynoxuuuei"”, u "Aymaal d, 4yTo TakuX
aMumb yBuAuuwb B poMmanax", kakoii-To crosmuilt Ha cTpaxe uu-
CTOTH HpaBoB uTabc-KanuTaH pe3ko ocTaHoBuA MeHd: "Kak
Bam ne coBecTHo, 3ech Aambl!" Becnoae3no 6blio ob6bsc-
HATb 9TOMY JocTojfiHelimeMy cTapuy, 4To Aambl HaxoAATCH# B
TOM BO3pacTe, KOr'Aa uxX LeJoMyIpHUIO YX€ HUYTO He Yyrpo-
xaeT. CoBceM no-apyromy Gbia BOCTIpUHSAT mpo3auveckuii ne-
peBoa Tex xe caMblx cTuxoB B I'penny Buamax, B xkade nos-
ToB. Mens cnpamuBaiu: "A rje x TyT, cOGCTBEHHO, 3pOTH-
ka? Bwbl uro, nocrymau B ApMuiw Cnacenus u 3aborurecb o
aymax naguux aofei, uro au?" TakoBbl pa3auuHbie peakluu
Ha UMKJ MouX cTuxoB "Opxuaes Houu" u cGoprmka "[laeck
BOJHH".

W s pan, uro pasouaposaa o6e croponbl. B I'penny Bua-
JuX cyabba cBeJa MeHS C HATYpUIMIAMM U C TaHLOBUWHUUAMMU,
KOTOpble BHICTYNAOT WIM B BeCbMa OTKPOBEHHBX KOCTOMaX,
uiu BoBce 6e3 oHbIX. Ho ckaxy npsMo — CTYAuUM XyHAOXHUKOB
u doToaTreabe, rae NO3UPYIOT HATYPU[ULBI, HE 1A MEHS, XOTH
BO3MOXHOCTHM NPUCYTCTBOBAThH U TYT U TaM y MeHJ HeOrpaHu-
yennnie. B Takux cryausx u doroareibe MOXHO nobniBaTh
OIMH pas, Hy, OT CUJbl, Ba pa3a — u3 JaiobonbiTCTBa, — HO
0Y4eHb CKOpO BCE€ 3TO NMpUejaeTcs, CTAHOBUTC H KAK-TO HEHYXHO.
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in books). This self-appointed guardian of public morality
said, ‘‘Shame on you. There are ladies present!”’ ltwas use-
less to explain that the ladies present were long past the
danger of losing their virtue. The same poem in a prosaic
translation had a completely different effect in a poet’s cafe
in Greenwich Village. There | was asked, ‘“...and where, as
a matter of fact, is the eroticism? What are you — a saver of
fallen souls for the Salvation Army?”’ These are the varying
reactions for the cycle **Night Blooming Orchid,’in ““A Splash
of Waves.”’

I’m glad that I disappointed both sides. Fate introduced
me to nude models and dancers in Greenwich Village, who
appear in abbreviated costume or none at all. To tell the
truth, the artist’s and photo studios where the models pose,
are not for me, though the opportunity to be here and there
is great. One can visit these studios once or twice out of
curiosity, but they soon become tiresome and unpleasant.

However, I was able to observe these nudes and strip-
teasers not in their routines — .or professions, so to speak —
but in everyday, ordinary situations: when they’re completely
and soberly dressed — indistinguishable from the crowd, or
dropping into a luncheonette for a cup of coffee, washing
clothes at the laundromat or taking their children to school.
(Several hide their ‘‘specialty’ from their children) [t seems
that | was born dispassionate. These every-day cares and
sorrows, just like a woman’s spiritual life — even if she is
““fallen,’ — transcend sensuality. That is why, in the short
poem whose title gives the entire cycle its name, ““Orchid of
the Night’’, my attention is not focussed on the erotic, but is
sympathetic to those songs whose composers attempt to cor-
rect or ease human grief.

Thus I repeat that at the last moment, in this introduc-
tion to my collection of verse, ‘A Splash of Waves,” | re-
fuse to view my poems against the background of contempo-
rary Russian emigre and Soviet poetry. I can foresee that I
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Ho MHe npuxozmaocbHabaogaTh HATYPUMI M NPUCEXKHBIX
UCNOJHUTENBHHUI CTPUNITH3A HEe HA NpPOM3BOACTBe, 'Tak cka-
3aThb, He 3a npodeccHOHaNbHBIM AeloM"”, a B COBCEM HHO,
OyannuHo#l obcTaHoBKe : TOTA3, Korja OHM, oAeThie BIOJHE
NpUMAKYHO, KaK BCe Apyrue, NPUXOAAT YTPOM B 3aKyCOYHYIO
BHIIUTb HACKOPO CTakaH Kode, AeXYPAT y CTHpANLbHbIX MAIIUH,
BOJAT B WKOJY AeTell (3Hal TakKKX, KOTOpbie CKpPbiBAT OT
neteit cBolo "crnemuaabrocTb"). UTo X, Takum yXx BuaHo Gec-
cTpacTHbIM f ypoauacs. /[las MeHs oOblieHHble MOpPeCcTH M 3a-
60Thl, TaKXe, KaK U AylleBHA# XK3Hb XEHIUMHbI, XOTA Obl Jaxe
naaweit, Bbime rpy6oit uyBcTBenHocTu. Bort nouemy, B "Op-
Xuzee HOUM'", B MaJleHbKO} NMo3Me, nmo MMeHu KOTOpoi Ha3BaH
BeCb UMKJ, MOe BHUMaHME COCPEJOTOYEHO HEe Ha 3POTHKEe, a
Ha cTpajaHuu, U HA TeX NMeCHX, TBOPIb KOTOPHIX XOTHAT MUC-
LHeAUTHb iu 0b6JeruuTsb yesoBeueckoe rope. TakoBo Moe BCTy-
naenue K cObopuuky "[laeck Boann". §, noBropdAl, B camblil
nocieiHuii MOMEHT OTKa3alJCd OT pacCMaTpMBAHKA COOCTBEH-
HbIX CTHXOB Ha pa3BepHYTOM (POHE COBPEMEHHOr'0 COCTOSHUIA
pycckoii 3apy6exHoit u coBeTckoit mnossuu. IlpeaBuxy, uTo
MeHa OyAyT oOBMHATDH B KpalineM cyObekTuBu3me. IloBTopiw,
yro "[a O6yayT 6aarocaoBeHHB Takue o6BuHeHud!" Peub uper
0 mepexuToM ¥ BhicTpajanHomM. Takum o6Gpa3oM, Becb cbop-
HUK A OTAA0 HAa CyJ YMTATeJd M KDPUTHKM, a SKCIPOMTHOE
BeTynjeHue K COOPHUKY CTaJo CBOEro poAa MCNOBEAbIO Nepen
yuTareleM M KPUTUKOM.

Bsauecaas K. 3aBanumuu
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shall be blamed for ultra-subjectivism. Bless these accusa-
tions! The subject deals with life’s experience and suffer-
ing. Therefore the entire collection is on trial before the
reader and critic, and this impromptu introduction is a con-
fession to the reader and critic.

V. K. Zavalishin

Translated by
George Kosatch Jr.
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