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NPEAUNCNOBHUE

WpuHa PaTyluinHcKaA, aBTop CTUXOTBOPEHWIA, NMOMELLEHHbIX B 3TOM
c60pHUKe, 0TOLIBAET B AaHHbLI MOMEHT BTOPOM oA NPpU4UTaloWLEer OCA
el cemuneTHero cpoka B MopaoBuu, B narepe cTpororo pexuma. Tep-
MWHOM 3TWM 3aKOAWMPOBAHO B CUCTeMe CyAONPOU3BOACTBA CAOBO Ka-
Topra. Mo Bbixoae M3 narepA PaTylWMHCKY OxuvaaeT NATUNETHAA
CCblIKa, YTO O3HauaeT, 4TO apecToBaHHaA B 28 neT noaTecca BbiAAeT
Ha cBoboay, korgaa ev 6yaet 40. PacnopAxaAck Noaob6HeIM o6pasom
BpeMeHeM CBOMX NOAAaHHbLIX, rocyAapCTBO, CYAR NO BCeMmy, CTpe-
MWTCA rapaHTMpoBaTh CBoe Gyayuiee.

B AaHHbIA CEOPHUK CPEAU NPOYUX BKIIOYEHLI CTUXOTBOPEHUA, 13-
roTOBMIEHUE U pacnpocTpaHeHWe' KOTOpbiX HaBnekno Ha 28-neTHero
aBTOpa MHeB rocyaapcTBa, BbiPa3suBLUMWACA B CTONb 6ecyenoBEYHOM
npurosope. Kakylo 6b1 0aHaKo NPONOPUMIO FOCYAAPCTBO HKW yCTaHas-
NMBano Mexay NOANMHHOCTLIO UCKYccTBa U cyabboW ero cospatens,
OHO HeM3MeHHO ynycKaeT M3 BMAY, YTO TEPHOBbLIA BeHeW, Ha ronose
nesua vmeeT CBOWCTBO npeBpalwiaTeCA B naBpoBbii. Jlio6oe nckyccr-
BO, OCOGEHHO WMCKYCCTBO MNO3TUYECKOE, UMelollee Aeflo C A3bIKOM,
BCcerga oAHOBPEMEHHO M ropa3ao craplue 1 AoNroBeYHee rocyAapcTaa.
N3roToBneHne CTUXOB Hem3bBexxHeW couManuCTMHECKON — BRAPOYEM,
nbON NOANUTMHECKOW — CUCTEMbI; PacnpoCTPaHeHWe UX TOXKe BbiXO-
AWT 3a npepaensbl, OTNYLWEHHbIE rOCYAapCcTBY NPOCTPaHCTBOM W Bpeme-
Hem. OTcloaa — CTpax M HeHaBWUCTb rOCyAapcTsa K NOANMHHOMY no-
3Ty: 3aBMCTb U HEHABUCTb K TOMY, KTO ero NepexmuBeT.

MpATaTb NO3Ta 3a PeWEeTKY — 3TO KaK JIoMaTb 4acel, 3T0 danscudu-
KauuA BpeMeHWU, B0 CTUXOTBOPHbIe pPa3mepbl eCTb HU YTO UMHOE, Kak
peopraHusoBaHHoe BpeMA. TO, YTO UMeHyeTCA My3blKOW CTuxa, To,
YTO NO4YUTaeTCA NUPM3MOM NO3Ta, CyTb peakuMA B3aMMOAEACTBUA
BPEMEHU U A3blKa, OCBeLEeHMA A3blka BpemeHeM. PaTylwMHckaA noaT
ypesBbiYahHO NOANUHHLIA, NO3T C BGe3ynpeyHbIM CAYXOM, PaBHO OT-
YeTNIMBO ClblAWMIA BpeMA UcCTopuuyeckoe u abGconoTHoe. 3To noat
BNONHE COCTOABLUMWUCA, 3PENbiid, CO CBOMM — MPOH3UTENbHLIM, HO
JIULLEHHBLIM UCTEPUYHOCTU, rofiocom. PaccyxpaaTe 3aeck O ee nuTepa-
TYPHOW reHeanorMm HeymMecTHO, XOTA LBETaeBCKOe W axmaToBCKOe
BIMAHME B ee TBOpPYECTBE O4eBMAHbLL. HO NO3T, Kak M YnuTaTenb, AONK-
Hbl BbITb TONbKO 6naroaapHbl cyas6e 3a Hannume NOAOGHbLIX BAMAHWA.
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C uem apyrum, a c no3asuvei Poccuu B 3TOM CTONETUN NOBE3NO YPE3BbLI-
yaitHo. CTuxu PaTyluvHCKOW — TONbKO NOATBEPXKAEHWE, YTO — Mpo-
AonxaeT Be3TU. LleHa, 0AHaKO, BE3EHWA 3TOrO — CTPALUHaA, YTo Noa-
TBEP>KAAETCA ee CyALBOW.

MonuTuyeckoe CcyAONpPOU3BOACTBO MPecTynHO camo no cebe;
OCY>KAEHWE e Mo3Ta eCTb MNPecTynseHne He NPOCTO YrofOBHOE, HO
npexxae BCero aHTpornonoruyeckoe, Mbo 3To MpecTynneHve MNPOTUB
A3blKa, MPOTUB TOro, YeM YeriOBEK OT/IMYAETCA OT XMBOTHOro. Ha uc-
x0Ae BTOpPOro TeicAueneTuA nocne PoxpecTBa XpucToBa OcyxaeHue
28-neTHei *»eHWWHb! 33 3roTOB/IEHME W PacnpOCTPaHeHWe CTUXOTBO-
peHWi HeyroAHoOro rocynapcTey coaepXaHwWA Mpov3BOAWT Brevartne-
HUEe AMKOro HeaHAEPTanbCKOro BOMMA — TO4YHee, CBUAETENLCTBYET O
CTeneHn 03BEPeHUA, AOCTMIHYTOM NEPBbLIM B MMPE COLMATMCTUYECKHUM
rocyaapcTBoOM.

Uocugp bpoockudi



MOA POAWNHA

Hy, a ecnu A 3TOro He UMetlo nNpaea nucaTb? MoxeT nu BbiTb Yeno-
Bek 6e3 poAuHLI? Mnu oHa y MeHA Bce-Taku ecTb? Ho YTO MHe cunTaTh
PoavHon?

B rpace "HaumoHanbHocTh'’ — pycckan. 3HauuT, PoccuAa? Ho 8 reo-
rpacduyecko Poccum A BnepBblie nobbiBana y)ke coBcemM B3POCNOW,
A3 1 Ty Buaena nuws Kpaewkom — MockBa, JleHUHrpaa — v Tonsko!
W uTo e? BCKonbIXHYNOCh M BO MHE XOTb YTO-TO NPU BUAE MHOrO-
KpaTHo BocneTbix 6epe3? CosHalock, 4To HeT. A B Oaecce Bepesbi Kak-
To He pactyT. Hy, xopowo, poavnacs B Opecce. Mo kapte Opecca —
370 YKpauHa. Toraa — yKpauMHCKaA KynbTypa, YKPauHCKaA peyb, W
obbivan YKpauMHCKUe, n poanHa, camo coboid pasymeeTcA.

Ho nomwunyitTe, kTo xoTb pa3 GwiBan B Oaecce — He AaiTe co-
spaTb! — Kakan xe Opecca YkpavHa? HeT, A yKpanHCKYIO pedb NOHU-
Malo, U MUCaTb MOTY, U KHUTU YUTalo, HO roBopuTs? [la MHe, K1BLUEH
8 Oaecce 24 roaa, HW pasy 3Toro Aenatb He npuxoaunock! He ¢ kem,
HeT HocuTenen A3bika. Ofecckan peyb — XOTA U C PYCCKUM A3bIKOM
B OCHOBe — 3TO BCe e oco6an cTatbA. TYT nepemeLuaHo CToNbKO A3bl-
KO8 W cToNbKO 0BOPOTOB, U AdXKe UHTOHAUMKU ocoDbble — NecTpbin ro-
poA, MHOM OHAUMOHANbHbIN.

Ho, kak cka3an cexkpeTapb Ofiecckoro ropkomMa Komcomona, 3a-
npewas OMopuHy — cneunduyeckuin, ocobblil OAECCKUI NPa3AHUK, —
""Opecca umeeT BonbluMe PEBOMOUMOHHbIE U TPYAOBbIE TPaauuun. Hu
0 KakoW apyroii cneundue Oaeccbl He MoXeT 6biTb U peun”. Y Omo-
puHy B Opecce 3anpeTunu, u nepeHecnu ee B Teepb, rae oHa, ectecT-
BEHHO, He Npukunace ¥ 6narononyyHo 3acoxna. Yto, BUAMMO, U Tpe-
6osanocb. Byaem ke NOMHUTL, YTO MbI, NOKONEHUE, POAVBLUEECA YIKe
B8 pasrape COBETCKOW BNacTM M OTAAHHOe Ha BOCMWUTaHWe cneuunanuc-
TaMm, y>Ke COBETCKOM BRacTbio APECCUPOBaHHbLIM, AOMKHbLI BbiNK 3a-
3y6puts oaHo: PoaunHa (c 6onbwoit 6ykBbl) — 3T0 Becb COBETCKUM
Colo3, OT rpaHvubl A0 rpaHuubl, U HeobbATHAA cMbupckan Takra Ham
TaKan e poaHanA, Kak, Hanpumep, Mpubantuka. Msi, MOn, u Tam, 1
Tam — Xo3Aesa! A ecnu OTTANaeM elie KycouyeK oT Tou ke PUHNAH-
anun, vnu Nonbwn, uan AnoHnn — To U 3To ByaeT Hawa PoanHa — Ta
caman, KOTOpyl NMobuUTb A0 cne3 v Xu3Hb OTAaTb 3a KoTopylo. Hu y



OAHOIO HOPMAanNbLHOro YenoBeKa TaKoro OlYLIeHWA POAUHb! 6biITb,
KOHEYHO, He MOXKET.

A 410 e Bce-Taku? lMonbwa? Ja, moi npaged norn6 Bo BpemMA
MONbCKOro BOCCTaHWA; Ba, TOraa Mou Npeaku U Gbinu NUWEHb! Mo-
MecTuid n nepebpanunck B Oaeccy, HO NOMbCKYIO pPedYb A YXKe yyuna no
KHWram, a NoAbCKYI0 NuTepaTypy YuTana B AOMyLIEHHOM COBETCKOW
ueH3ypon obbemMe, a O NONLCKOM HaULMOHaNBHOM XxapaKTepe NOAyYn-
Nla nNepBoe NpeAcTaBfeHWe U3 Npou3BeAeHUA OypeBecTHUKA PeBOnIo-
uuu Makcuma [opbkoro, v 310 bbina GecnapaoHHaA GpaHb, BNOXeH-
HaA 13 BEX/TMBOCTM B YCTa WbIraHKW (BCe-TaKu NPOCTaA, NONUTUYECKH
HerpamMoTHaA >KeHUMHa, a He cam aBTop) .

NoTomy 4TO — He Hago 3abbiBaTb! — M3 MOUX poguTened, NOTOM-
KOB ABOPAHCKUX cemel, y>ke 6blfl COBETCKOM BNaCTbio NOBLIGUT UHTe-
pec K cBoeMy NPOUCXOXKAEHUIO U K CBOMM MpeaKam, u He go Toro! A
TO kak 6bl ewe KTO-HUOYAb HE 3aMHTepecoBasiCA HAWMWUM MPOUCXOXK-
aeHuem!

3amHem Bce, 4TO 6bino, 3abyneM PoOACTBO — OHO Hebe3onacHo,
Mbl — coBeTckue! Toneko coBeTckue! U nonbckaA peyb B cembe —
Hu-HU! — 6bina uaxkuTa. [la M 10 6abywky, rnyboko BepyloLylo Ka-
TONWUYKY, CKONbKO pa3 Tackanu B KB 3a To, 4To oHa xoauT B KocTen!
Ho n TyT mou poauTeny meHA NpefoxXpaHUnU: OHW 3anpeTunuv Aeay n
6abywke y4uTb MEHA He TOMbKO NOMbCKOMY A3bIKY, HO U FOBOPUTH
Ha ntobbie pennMruo3Hbie v '"HecoBeTckue'' Tembi. A TO He NOANYCTAT K
BHyuke! U nocnegHue HUTHU, CBA3LIBaOWME C NPOWILIM CeMbH, Bblnn
06py6neHbl.

YTto mMHe ocTaBanocb B3ameH 3TOro? UHTeNnAureHTHoCTb No-coBeT-
cku! Jlutepatypa? Moxanyihctal MoA mama cama npenopgaer nute-
paTypy B wkorne. MNpaBaa, oHa He oTnun4aeT MacTepHaka oT banemok-
Ta, a bnoka 3HaeT TonbKO Kak aBTopa ''[iBeHaauaTu’”, HO BeAb U MHe
Tak nonoxeHo! ATo NoTom A y3Hana npo cepebpAHbIA BeK PYCCKOW
NUTepaTypsl, a TOr4a eAMHCTBEHHOE, YTO MHE CleAoBano 3HaTb, 3TO —
YTO gekageHTbl Gbinu, B oTnnumMe ot MaAkoBckoro, 6e3gapHbl ¥ TOMb-
KO OTBfeKanu Hapo4 OT PeBONUMOHHON Bopbbbl. KynsTypa? Ckonb-
Ko yrogHo!

MpoBeauTe, uMTaTenb, MbICIEHHLIA 3KCNepUMeHT. A nuwy "'Mbic-
JIeHHbIA'', NOTOMY 4YTO HU OAMH, OMATbL-TaKW, HOPMaIbHbLIA YenoBek
COTBOPUTL TaKOro CBOMMW PyKamu He MOXeT — u BCe ke 3TO 6bino
CAeNaHo uenebiMm Hapogom!

Bo3bMUTe HE3HAKOMYKO KHUTY M TYMNOW NUNoW OTKPOMCaiTe OT Hee
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KYCOK — TaK, CKa)kKEM, 4eTBepTb. Tenepb No 3TOMy KYCKY nonpobyiu-
Te MOHATb COAEPXKaHME — HO NpeABapUTeNbHO YHUUTOXNB OCcTanbHOe —
4yTO6bI N UCKYLWEHWA He 6biNo 3arnAHyTL! BOT To e camoe 6bino cae-
NaHo ANA Hac — 'HbiHELHero NOKONEHWA COBETCKMX noaen’’ — c mu-
poBoi KynbTypoit. Eule 6bi! Beab Mbl npefHasHavyanuch ANA XKWU3HU
npyv KOMMYHu3me!

W BOT, B cembe nofer c COBETCKWUM BbiCLiMM 0Opa3oBaHWeM, B
WKone ¢ NPeaAnncaHHOW cucTeMoU BOCMMTAHUA, B ceTu BubnuoTtek co
cneumManbHo OTo6paHHOW nNuTepaTypoW, CneuvanbHbiX Tenenepeaau,
KHUT 1 KYPHANOB — KAaKOe Mbl CMOI 1M NONYYUTb NOHATUE O APYrom?
a Mbl He 3HanuM O cyiuecTBoBaHuM 3aToro ‘apyroro’’! M kako#n-To
WoK (Tok —?) o6pyLlwnncA Ha MeHA B MOU 24 roja, Koraa B TeyeHue
OLHOW Heaenu, MoyTU OAHOBPEMEHHO (KHWrK Aanu HeHagonro) A
npouna MaHaenbwTama, LiBeTaesy, MacTepHakal 3To 6ykBanbHO c6U-
N0 MeHA ¢ Hor, m3anyeckn, ¢ Bpenom u Temnepatypoin! MHe oTKpbI-
nack 6esgHa, U, B OTNMYMe OT BCEX NMOPAAOUHLIX KowMmapoB, A Gbina
He Ha Kpaw — o HeT! Al 6bina BHM3Y, B To camoi 6esfHe, a Kpan —
rae-To HegocAraeMo Aaneko Beepxy! 3axpycTeno v 3awaTanoch moe
npeacTaBneHWe O Hawlel nuTepaType WM O Hawen uctopuu. M Bce aTo
HanoXxunock Ha 6yYHTOBLUNYECKUWE NOPbiBbI, YTO ObiN BO MHe BCErA3,
ckonbko A cebA NomMHlo. [onbCckue nu redbl WanAT? He 3Haw. Ho no-
YeMY-TO A HUKOrAa He Morna NPUHATb COBETCKOW penuruu, XoTA He
3Hana HuKakou apyroi. Kakue yx TyT Borouckarenbcrsa, Korga u
poAuHbI cBoei He 3Haewb! A v He uckana. Bor cam MeHA Halien, v no-
MOr MHe BblAep)kaTb, U y6eper Mol AyLuy, TOTOMY 4TO Hekomy 6b1no
Gonblwe yb6epeub MoK AyLLY B AETCTBE MOEM W IOHOCTU.

A oueHMBal B AECATb NeT CPOK, Ha KOTOpbLIA MeHA oTbpocuna Ha-
3aj coBeTckanA obpa3soBaHiumHa. B 24, a He B 14 A nonyunna NoHATHE O
HacToALWEN KynbType U HacToAwWel uctopun. B 25, a He B 15 A Havana
nucatb. [a, 6binK, KOHEYHO, NONBLITKU U paHblue, HO Bedb 3TO Gbinu
Kapakynu pebGeHka, KOTOpPbIA — XOTb M He NO CBOEW BUHe — 3HaeT
Nuwb nonosuHy andasuTa! Ceitvac mHe 27. Hy fa, 40CTaToOMHO Nuwb
pa3 AopBaTbCA — a NOTOM Y)>KE MOXHO HaBepcTaTb WU, MOXET 6biThb, co-
KpaTuTb pa3pbiB.

Koraa-Hub6yab — ecnu ycnerw! A LOroH0 CBOM roabl. B yemM MOXHO
GbITb YBEPEHHbIM Ha 3TOM NpekpacHom Genom ceeTe? Ecnu 6yay »xn-

1



Ba. Ecnu He nocapAaT. Ecnu He 3abepyT B NncuxywkKy. MHoro nu waH-
coB? JTO pUTOpUYECKUiA BONPOC, YuTaTenb.

He 3Halo oTBeTa.

Upuna Patywurckan. 1982 2.
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AX, kakafA bbina Bechal

Becb anpenb — nod 3HaKOM BOK3ana.
Kak npecTynHo oHa apoxkana —
Bkocb 3abpouwieHHan 6necHa!l

JepeBAHHYI KPECTOBUHY
Bbiwmnbana HacTexxb — NyHOW,
lina 6eccCOHHbIMWU MOCTOBbLIMWU —
TeHb pasaBavMBana 3a MHOM.

Kak B 06BbATHUX aywmuna, 6ectun,

Kak neuuna — He ymupait!

Hu Poccun — Hu Bbror — Hu TecTena —
BoT OH, TBOiA 3aBewaHHbIA Kpaiil

Y3Haewsb nM — NUCTOK C OCKOMUHOM,
CTapoit My3biku 6neaHbi Kpyr,

Cmex coneHbiid Aa CBET CONMOMEHHbIA —
He pa3HaTb okaAHHLIX py k!

Kak BcTynana ceupens npunusamy,
Kak otnue ropunn — He 6eaa —
Jlo Y4ero Mbi BbINK CHACTNINBLIMU
B aByx HegenAx oT "HaBceraa’’!

Kak oTBa)kHO UnTanu noBecTb

C anunorom npo cnaakuit abim...
OH yuwen, TOT BeCeHHW noesa.
CnaBa bory, ywen »u1BbiMm.
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Noyemy

NonoeuHa noberos — Bo cHe?
{O, He BoitcA — He HacTuratoT!)
TemHoTa nepecoxna. [JouTb 6bi!
Ho B 3aBTpawHeM aHe —
NonosuHa apyras.

OT XUBbIX, YTO XONOAHbLIMW NaNbLaMMK NPaBAT
cyabboid,

N3 nosywkun 3epkan,

YT0, KaK YCTPULbI, KaaHbie CTBOPKM

MpuoTKpbINK — Beru!

He nevanbcA, 4To Tam — 3a Toboid.
3a 10601 Huuero.
BoT oHM y>ke pBYTCA Ha cBOpKe!

[Mo nycTeiHe acganbTa,

Mo Teepan —

HecTbiRywnit cneg,

OcTasnAn,

Cbusancs,

3awWnTbl NPOCUTL He YMeR —

Mb1 yxoauM, Bexxnum, 3abIxaeMcA...
Het

Bnepeav Mowucen.
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3

He “cnonHeHb! HaWwu Cpoky,

He aoka3saHbl Hawwu Aywu,

A Korpga ynetaloT NT1UbI,

Ham He cTbIAHO 3a HalWM NecHWU.
Mbi 6peaem ckBO3b 6e3yMHbIA ropoa
B HexkpacuBbIX oAexaax Beka,

W nomaloT cyxue nanku

Hawwu maneHbkMe nevanu.
BesonacHblie oueBnAUbI —

Mb! He CTOMM BbICTPENa B CMIUHY.
Mbi 6e33BY4YHO yXOAUM CaMU,
Noracue 3a coboto cBeun.

Kak Mbi niobum raaatb, uto 6yaer
Mocne HawKnx HeMbIx yxoaoB!

MoxkeT, 6yayT WHble HOUN —

N HUKTO He 3ameTUT BeTpa?
Moxert, 6yaeT XonoAaHbIM NeTo —
W noatoB Hawwux 3abyayt?

W He cbyayTcA Hawu cnessl,

W paszBeloTcAa Hawu nuua,

W He BcnoMHATCA Hawun rybei,
He ymeswue nouenynl

HeynauHbie aetu Beka,

MbI YXOAMM — C OAHWUM XKenaHbem —
YT106b1 KTO-HUBYAL HaWMW NUCbMa
CKer 13 >KanocTu, He YMTaR.

Kak Mbt 6epexHo racum ceeumn —
Y106 He KanHyTb BOCKOM Ha ckaTepTb!

15



4

Komy aaHo NOHATL NpollaHbe —
Pa3Boa Bok3anbHeix Beperos?
KTo Mo>«eT 3HaTb, 3a4eM HoYamMm
exxnT oT4HaAHbE MONYaHbA

Ha 6enoi reapauv cHeros?
3ayem Ha3BaHue — noboBb?

A nyuywe 6 He Bb1n0 HasBaHbA.
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Kak 6e33By4YHO CTPEMUTCA MUMO
3707 GeweHbit cHeronaa!
CroBHO CCOPATCA XepyBUMbI —
Tonbko nepbA ¢ He6Gec neTAT!
CnosHo 6enbie KOHU B Mbine —
CBuTa CHeXXHOro Kopona —

Ha nety, owanes, 3actbinu,

A BO3HOCUTCA BBepX 3eMNA.

W nocTaTo4HO MONBUTL CNOBO —
W noaxBaTuT, U yHeceT

Tak cTpemuTensHo 1 6penoso,
Y70 AbiXaHbe B rybax 3amper.

W 3aBbloTCA BeTpa KPyTbiA
Moa Horamu, u cei xe 4ac
MNob6neaHeBwWw e MOCTOBbIE,
HakpeHAcb, NponaayT 13 rnas.

W, 6oAck ynycTuTh U3 BMAA
CHorcwmbaTenbHbi Baw nonert,
C benbaTaxka KapuaTvaa

beno# pyyeHbKOM BaM MaxHeT.
Hy, Bo3bmuTe ee ¢ coboto

B 3Tu abABONbCKME CHeEra,

B ato 6yiHoe ronyb6oe,
PacrepABLiee 6epera!

MponapatiTe B 6onbWOM 3eHuUTE,
He ornAaapiBaliTech Ha3an!

Y1o % BbI Meanute?
MocMmoTtpute —

Baw koHu4aeTcA cHeronaa.
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BecTonkoBbIN NPUEMHUK KOPOTKUMMW NNeweT BoNHaMM.
Hwyero He cnbixaTb —

MpuroBop, a Ha CKoONbKO? KOMY?

JInwb CTeKNAHHOMo CTONWMKA XPYNKaA TBepaAb MeXay HamMu —
Jla pacTpenanHbiit aHren rpycTyUT B CUIrapeTHOM fbiMy.

W koro oH cymeeT cHepeub —

HecMsbiwnenHana nTaxa —

Heymeno nepHar,

TemHoOrnas He No 3AeWHUM KpanAMm,

He no 3aeWwiHMM NOPAAKAM He 3HaIoLWMiA Nnava U cTpaxa —
HeykasaHHo ven 6ecnpusopHuk

U uveit caBoAp!

W KoMy OH CneTuT Ha nne4o —

Mexay asepbto 1 uenbto?

C kem noaenuT yaylube

W B ceBo Monuanuesiin vepeas

MepeMeHWUT Ha NainKy naek —

Ja TpAnbe Ha oTpenbe —

Jla aXypHY WTONKY orpag Ha NPocToin nepenner?

W 3a4em oH BBA3ANCA B KowmMmap,

Iae cHera 6e3 oTBeTa,

'ae ¢ poxxaeHbA A0 Ka3HW OAHO BbiBMpalT U3 ABYX?
OH He 3HaeT, OH cnNuT —

3acnoHARCH NaaoOWKOM OT CBeTa...

OH npuBbIK NOA NOMEXU.

He Hy>xHO NpUKpy4nBaTh 3BYK.

18



fl Hanuwy o BCcex neYanbHbIX,
ocTaslumxcAa Ha bepery,

06 ocy»xaeHHbIX Ha MOn4aHbe —
A Hanmwy.

MoTom coxry.

O Kak B30BbKOTCA 3TU CTPOKMY,
Kak 3anpoKuHyTcA nucTbi

Moa AyHoBeHMEM ECTOKUM
Henonpasumoi nyctoTbi!
Kakum asuxernem HagMeHHbIM
MeHA oroHb onepeanT!

W AporHeT nenenbHan neHa.

Ho Huyero He NopoAwmT.
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Moemy HeszaxoHHOMY npadedy —
noodnopyyuKy 2paxcdaHcKkod 80UHbI

B aByx BepcTax oT peku [ABUHb! —
C nyneu B ropne —

B nocneaHel myke —

MocpeanHe cBoEl BOMHLI

Tbi HaBeK 3aNPOKUHY N PYKMU.

W no 6enoii pybawke — KpoBb
Fony6an.

W poT npokyLweH.

N pacTepAHHbLIX MypaBbeB —
XopoBoaom —

MpocTbie Aywu.

BmecTo Byaywmnx neTHUX AHeN,
BmecTo ropbkoit nocMepTHOM cnassl —
B onpokuHyTOM rnybune

FonocAT

Haa To6ot0 TpaBsl.

OTtnetena

TBoA rpo3a.

Mbi — B No30pe 4yxux napanos.
Ho AaHblI MHe TBOM rnasa —

Kak npoknATue

W Harpaaa.
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BAJTNAJA O CTEHKE

[la Bo3pacTcA Ham Bbiclwein mepoit!
Nenu smecte —

locTaBAT BPO3b,

OaHokpaTHble KaBanepbl

OpaeHos — yepes rpyas HaCKBO3b!
3710 6eICTPO.

Ye B npuuene

Benwiv poT 1 pa3nom 6poBseit.

[a so3aacrcAl

W HeT nocTenun

BeprukanbHee u 6enen.

M3 KowmapoBs HOYHOro KpUKa
BoicTynaews Hanepepes,

O Moe npuyncneHbe K NNKY,

He poneswemy

[o Hebec!

Mopownu.

N Ha knaake BbIXXEHHOW,

["ae nonaTku BxxuMaTb A0TNa,

C ABYyX nocnegHux LWaros A BUXY —
OTtneyatansi

ABa kpbina.
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HeHaBucTHaA MoA poanHal
HeT nocTwiaHei TBOUX HOuel.
Kak Tebe Be3no
Ha ropoauBbix,
Ha xononos 1 nanaveit!
Kak nnoaunna Tbl BepHONOAAAHHbIX,
Kak ycepaHa 6bina, ryba
Tex — HeKynnNeHHbIX
" HENPOAAHHbIX,
Ocy»AeHHbiX NobuTk Tebr!
HeT BUHb! Ha TBOMX UCNYTaHHbIX,
Y10 X Mon4aT TBOM CONOBbLU?
OTyero Ha KpecTax NOPYraHHbIX
3acTbiBatoT
cnesb! TBOWU?
Kak MHe CHATCA TBoW pacnATblel
Kak MHe CKOpPO No UX NyTH
3a 1ebA —
poaHyto,

NPOKNATYIO —
Ha Takyo xe cMepTb uaTu!
Camoli CTpaWwHoOW TBOEW 4OPOrow —
[paHblO HeHaBUCTH

n ntobeu —
Ono3opeHHan, yboran,
MaTtb-n-mauexa,

6narocnoeu!
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CTpaHHbIA COH NPUCHUNCA MHE CeroAHA:
paccTpenAaTb MeHA AOJIXKHbI Ha paccBeTe.
U cuxxy A B 6eToHHOM nopBarte,

A paccBeTa M3 NnoABana He BUAHO.

W ABnAeTCcA MO OAHOKNACCHUK,

MbiI cuaenu ¢ HUM 3a OAHOKW NapTon,

W katanu apyr y aApyra 3ajaHbe

W nyckanu 6ymaxkHoro 3men,

(npaBaa, oH He B3neTan Nnovyemy-To) .
OaHoknaccHuk rosopuT: [Jobpbiv Bevep.
Kak Te6e He noBe3no. OveHb Kanko.
Beab paccTpen — 3To Tak HerymMaHHo.

A Bcerpa 6bin 3a MArKKue Mepbl.

Ho mMeHAa He cnpocunn novemy-To,
Cpasy aanu nucToneT n nocnanu.

Al BeAb He 0AWH, a C CeMbeEl,

Y MeHA XeHa U AeTH — CbiH U A0YKa.
BoT, Mory nokasatb coTorpacuu.
Mpaeaa, AoYKa Ha MEHA NOX0Xa?
MoHuMaews, y MeHA cTapyxa-Mama.
MHe Henb3A pUcKoBaTL ee 340POBLEM.
Ham HenaBHO aanu HOBYH KBapTupy,

B BaHHOW — PO30Bble KahenbHbie CTeHbI.
A >KeHa XOYeT CTUPanbHY MalLnHY.

Al Beab He Mory... W 6ecnonesHo...

Bce paBHO Mbl HUYETO HE U3MEHUM.

A y MeHAa nyTeeka B KpbiM, B caHaTopuid.
Beab TebA xe BCe paBHO... Ha paccBeTe.
He meHa 6 npucnanu, Tak Apyroro.
MoxeT 6bITb, Hy>KOro Yenoseka.

A Belb Mbl ¢ ToB0I BMecTe yYMAuchb

W nyckanu 6ymaxkHoro smen.

Tbt cebe NpeAcTaBUTL He MOXeW b,

Kak MHe Ta)xeno, Ho 4To ke Aenatb?
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He Hago NpocuTb 0 NOMoOWM.
Mup aToT co3aaH
MacTepcKu.
YT0 ByaneT — 3a4eM 3araabiBaThb,
A ropeub y>e npowna.
Noliay oTparkaTbCA MONHOULIO
B nycTeix 3epKanax
NMapuKMaxepcKux
N MHOroKpaTHO racHyTh
C Apyrou cTopoHbl CTeKna.
Ha rpaHu BoAb!
u MecAua
He 3aaep>xy MrHoBeHwue,
llarHy, 3anpoOKuWHYB ronosy,
IlafoOHbIO CKOMb3HY
B NYCTOTY.
W cTaHy cny4aiiHbim oTBecKkom,
MenbKHyBWHMM 06MaHOM 3peHnA —
Kak oTpaxxeHue AeBo4KMY,
KoTopown HeT Ha MOCTy.
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Y70 e CTbIHYT pecHuUbl —

Eule He ceroaHA NpoULaTbCA.

W no 3gewsHum aoporam elle He 04uMH NeperoH —

Ho y»e Ham oTMepeHo BNPOK 3IMUrPaHTCKOE CHaCTbe —
MpuBOK3anbHbIN HanAeHbiLW,

MoabpoiueHHbiX B 06LLMiA BaroH.

Mbl YHOCUM NPOKNATbE —

3a 1o, 4TO pyKu He nob3anu.

OTa 3naA 3eMNA HUKOMAa K HaM He cTaHeT gobpei.
Bce paBHO Mbl BepHEMCA —

Ho Tonbko ¢ UHBIMK FNazamu —

Bo cmepTenbHY0 CHEeXXHOCTb

Kpbinateix es nexabpen.

W torpa

Aa 3auTteTcA el Bonb Moero NOKOMEHbA,

W ropabiHA CKUTaHWUNA,

N ckop6HBIA CUPOTCKUMK NATAK —

MarepuHcKuM eA Ao6poaeTeNnAM BO UCKYMNEHbe —
[a 3ayTyTcA cnonHa.

A rpexv e NPOCTATCA U TaK.
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NEHUHTPAACKWA TPUNTUX

JToMY rpasy HUKTO He NOAbIMET BeK.
Y nuua B3BeAeHa — TonbKo He noberu!
B ropoae MepTBbIX — XXUBOMY AepKaTb OTBET.
CrbiMWwb — NO NECTHUYHOMW KneTKe — UX canoru?
B aTom 3abBeHMM — BeK He pacTu Tpase,
B aTOM MoOn4aHUU — TONbKO Kpu4aTb BO CHel
Hawie AbixaHWe — 34ewiHeid 3uMbl Tpodei
W Ha ry6ax y Npoxoxux He TaeT CHer.

NTak,

KynaHbe YepHoro koHA

Ha YepHoit peuke.

Bcnneck auvaroHanu!

W ochuuepbl BCTanu y Boabi.

WNTak — cHera Hap 6enbiMu NonAMM,

W BKyc cBoboabl TaeT Ha rybax.

Haw xoa — U3 KNeTKW B KNeTKy.

HeTt, He nnayb.

MycTb He Te6e — KOPOHa KOPONEBbI.
He nnayb, He CHUCH.

Moe Kkape cmepTenbHo.

Kak npocTo noactpenutb MoK NAaHUAY:
He pocyepkom — ABUKEHUEM PYKU — OAHUM...
He Hano.

He cmoTpu Tyaa.

He B nepebii pa3 Hag 6enbiMy NoNARMM
Taxoli aexabpb —

CmMeLueHbe Nynb U KPblnbes.

3ayem Ham 3HaTb,

Korpna peka 4epHeet?
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MaTepb BoxbA, NoyemMy TeMHO?
Xovyewb, A 3eneHyI0 namnaay
3aTennio?

A Bnpoyem, HeT, He Hago.

Thbl FRAAULLL, KAaK AeBOYKAE, B OKHO:
Ybu warwm sByyar no lNerporpaay?
W Tebe ewie He Bce paBHoO.
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CeHTAGPU MOU 33 MOPAMMU

MbI He cTaHeM Apyr APYrY CHWUTLCA.
opoa ¢ HU3KUMK hoHapAMM,
3aeBalOWNMM 3a PECHMUb],

Thbl, pacCTAUMA CBOMX NAAUEB,
Tam, rae BpeMA — CTeHa HEMaR,
Thbl, YMEOLWMNIA TaK CMEATLCA,
Kak apyrue xneba nomaroT —

A »enato Tebe — noroabi!
¥Ynbi6Huck, A caepxy AbixaHbe.
MocmoTpu — A TBOEM NOPOAbI.
Al He Nopuy Nnayem NpouiaHbe.
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Ox, pasyuunacb BA3aTb y3enok!

A 6abka ymena.

Hawe nb 4o6po 06epHYTb TAXKENO
JNockyTom Genbim?

Y10 Ham c coboto? —

Terpaau cropAr,

Xneb6 3auepcTeeeT.

Bce »<e ncnonHum npouwanbHbii 06pAg —
HakpecT 3aTAHeM Ha3Ha4yeHHbIA nnart.
KTo kak cymeer.

B pyku — v ¢ Borom!

TpaBbi He NpurHem —

TakK HeBeCOMbl.

He o6epHeMcA U He ynpexkHeMm.

Y7o Ham NokasbiBaTb MYKY NpU HEM —
HeBo3HeceHHOM?

Bcnen 3axnebHeTtcA B chipoi TennoTte
Yel-To HEBONbHUK...

CTout N MeanuTb Ha camon yepTe?
Kak Mbi ycnoBHbI Ha 3aewHemM xonctel
[axke He 6onbHoO.
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Focnoau, 4To A CKaXy, YTO He CKasaHo npexxae?
Bot A noa BeTpom TBOUM B HebeneHoW oaexkae —
Mexay AbixaHbem TBOUM U KPOMELWHON YyMOMW —
Focnoayv motil

YTo A cKaxy Ha aonpoce TBOeMm, €CNN BENEHO MHE

He ymonuats, HO NTMUOM NBEPHYTLCA K CTpaHe —

B cMepTHBIX NoTexax, 1 B KNOYbAX Pa3NyKu, U rnyxoHeMoin —
Focnoay moit!

Kak Tbl nocmeewb CyaunTs,

Mo kakoMmy cyay?

Yto Tl OTBeTULb, KOrAa A NPOPBYCb U NPUAY —
BcTaHy, K CTEKNAHHONA CTEHE NPUCIOHUBLUUCH MNEYOM —
M nornrAxy,

W Teba He cnpowy HU O YeM.
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MbI cnoBecHo HenepeBoAUMDI.

Y710 CTUXWN? — 3TO 3anax Abima

He ToMy, KTO KYpWT, a — pAAOM.
Apowmart, nepecrasmii 661Tb AAOM,
CuHb-TpaBa. HeBecomoe aeno.

A Korpa NOTAHET ropensim —

Tak nonoxeHo.

Bce ato 3HaloT.

HeusoapaHHoOe 3HamA

CyuwectsyeT a0 nepBoro 60A.
Boiwe! BoT yxe knouba... C Toboto
bor,

A KTO 3a TO60M — HeBpeAUMBbI,
TonbKO BONOCHI NAaXHYT AbIMOM.
A apyroi cyasbbl NPOCTO HeTy.

Ha poay poccuinickum noatam
BbiTb NpocTpeneHHbIMKU, KaK 3HaMeHaMm.
A NOTOM yXe — MOUMEHHO.

1982 r.

31



19

BoT OH Haa Hamu, UX epTBEHHbLIW nNaarT.
Ma3aHHbI KpOoBbiO.

Bbiian npopoynTh MOp U rnag —
HukTo u 6posblo...

CTouT Nu cnpawusaTh, YTo Teba xaeT
Ha nosopoTe?

Monua KaccaHapa vato HanbeT,

Caper HanpoTus.

Monua nocTtenuT, 3aWToMNaeT pPBaHb,
KuHer Ba Kpecne.

Monua pa3byamTt B 6e300HHY0 PaHb
W nepekpectur.

Het ewe konepa anA Tsoero
CmepTHoro dnara.

BonbHo Y Monoa, Aa 4To X, HU4ero!
Fox anA IYflara.

1981 r.
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Kak HeBbIroAHO ANA Napaja:

No [Bsopuosoi naowaam — A0XAb!
W TekyT WnTbI Ha dacaaax,

W noannbli NponeTapcKuniti BOXAb
Yem-TO NUNKum,

N MokHyT dnarn,

W npecTynHo Nos3yT cneabl —

Mo nnakatam, TpANbL, Bymare —
Kak no nnaxe 6y6HoBbI# Abim!
CunyaTtsi y>ke 6e3rnassl,

Ho roaAaTtca nyrate pebaT.

B MOKpbIA KamMeHb FpoxaA pa3om
Mo AsopuoBoti FpAgeT napaa.

A oHa 60nbHa ¥ NOKOpHa,

Oun Harnyxo — Hy okHa!l

KpacHou Y4epHbIo, YTO KPOBLIO HEPHO#,
Mo nepumeTpy oKpy*xeHa.

BOT cOMKHYTCA — AOBONLHO CNoBa —
O3BepeoT, COPBABLLUNCL C MECT...
Ho He cMeloT — aHren cypoBbii
Tak ynpAMO BO3HOCHUT KpecT!

1981 r.
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OTtyero cHera rony6bie?

Hawa kposb Ha Tebe, PoccuAal
benoi pusoi — Ha cbpoga u cop,
Hawren yecTblo — Ha TBOM No3op
Onapaem — cBeTnenwmit npax.
YTo XK, Tenno nb Tebe B maTepAx?

1981 r.
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He moxeT 6b1Tb! TiopemMHbI AOMOBON —
CoBceM y HepeanbHaA ¢urypa!

Hy, ko3Hu. Hy, nykasan HaTypa...

Ho rae oH cnpAveTca?

C 6onbuioto ronosou,

Kocmareii, ceaerbkuii... B noaywke? MNMoa kpoBaTb?
HaitayT npu o6bicke. 3a TymBoukoi? OnATL
HaiayT... Kyaa »e? 3anonser noa nnatse?
Ho nnaTtbe yTpom ByayT HaaeBaTb...

A Bort 3aBenca, 6ectual Wlypwur

N Bo3utcA. To hopTouky oTKpoer

W ayHeT TaK, YTO YePHOBUK CNETUT,

To noA OKHOM TUXOHEYKO 3aBOET,

Kak ecnu AyTb B NOPOXHMWMI My 3bIpeK.

To HOYbIO FPOXHET MbINbHULEID C MONKH,

To YyTPOM A pacyecblBalo YenKy,

A B Heil Kocuuka. JlackoBbin Hamek!

W ToHeHbKMIt ckpebeTca Korotokt —

3a BaTapee#, uTo nn? Kowkun-mbiuiku!
Koro nosuTb? N KTO Ha 4beM XBoCTe?
3auem 3aKnNagKy BbIHMMATb U3 KHUXKKHN

W, Tpy6ouKkoi cBepHYB, NuxaTb B NOCTeNb?
Hy naaHo. Jiamriouka cropaeT pas B Hegeno —
Mo BTopHMKaM. L BecuTcA KOHBOW,
HaTy»Ho nocTurana: B 4em e 4eno?
XopoujeHbkoe Beno — aomosoun!

Hy uto emy npuwbewb? U Kak AonNpocuws?
Kakylo k uepTy Bbibepewb cTaTblo?

XOTA CTaTbko HaWAYT, U K Helt — BOHOCHI...
Hy, a koro nocaauuwb Ha cKkamblo?

tg NONYYEHHON KONUK 'XOXOTOK"',
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Donyctum, 6yTepbpoabl Bce 6e3 Macna

! notomy He naaaioT. U oH

TyT He npu 4emM. Ho MHe ewle HEACHO:
Korna Ha oTaaneHHown OaluHe 3BOH

W 6ber YeTbipHaALATh — KaKOe 3TO BPeMA?
M kTo Tam 6beT? U, MoxeT BbiTb, KOro?
Ox, wecTtunanoe nuxoe nnema!

Yo A aobepych! Ho TyT cosok

[nA Mmycopa — TUXOHeYKO Cbe3xaeT

Mo cTeHke... Tpax! Kak rpomko anA coskal
O6uaencal Mon, nycTe He ob6uxatoT
Haxankwu pasHble ceaoro crapukal

A, BNpouyeM, OH He gyeTcA nogonry!
JlykaBel OT ywein M A0 XBOCTa —
XUXUKHYN, XPIOKHYN — 1 None3 Ha NonKy.
W Tam 3atuxno. Bnaumo, ycran.

A TyT v cnaTb Nopa. 3aKpbITh OT CBETa
["na3a — napoHblo. CaMblit AyYWw KM CoH
3akassisaiw! YTo A Aam 33 3T0?

— A 4TO C TebA BO3bMELLb? — CMEETCA OH.
U BoT A BuXKY: none 3sepobos,

M KTO-TO Tam NeTUT Hap HUM, NeTUT...

M MHe KpuuuT: Bepy Te6A ¢ coboto!

A 33 cnnHO BAPYT Kak 3axpycTuT!

AX Tbl, noxmatbin! ManeHbkuit aAnkaps!
KoHuai wannTe — Yy Ha ceroaHA XBaTuT!
[ nAXy cnpocoHOoK... Jlexxa Ha KpoBaTyn
CokamepHu1La KyLwaeT cyxapb.

OkTAbGpL 1982 .
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Mon Tocka — AOMAaLUHAA 3BepioLLKa.

OHa Tuxa u 3HaeT cnoBo ""6pbick’’.

EiA mano Hapo: novecaTb 33 YWKOM,
CKOpMNUTL KOH}ETKY U1 WenHyTh 'aepxuch’’.
OwHa MeHRA 3a ropno He xsaTaeT

W HUKOrAa He nNe3eT NPu 4yxux.
MuHYTHOM CTpenku neceHKka NpocTaA

Ee yTewumnT 1 3aBOpPOXMT.

OHa KO MHe 3aneseT Ha KOeHHU,
[Mo-AeTCKM TKHETCA HOCOM M YCHeT,

A Ha Moi0 TeTpaab OTOPOCUT TeHHU
BeccmbicneHHbii enesHbin nepennert.

W TonbKo HOYbIO, CNOBHO Mblilb B CONOME,
OHa 3aBO3WUTCA ¥ B NonycHe

TUXOHLKO 33aCKYNUT O TENNOM AOMe,
KoTopbiit Tbl ewe NOCTPOuLLbL MHe.

OkTAGpL 1982 .
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KpyTo cbinnioTeA 38e34bl, U Xonoa B HebeCHbIX ceneHbAX.
3ToT MecAL Ha B3Maxe—Aep)1cb,He ocnabA pykul
3akpblBaelwb rNasa — W 3a rpaHbio yCTanoro 3peHsA
KoHbKkOBexel, Kak UWMPKYNb, pa3mepeHHO YepTUT KPYru.
B yepHo-6enoi rpaBlope 3MMbl MCYE3AKOT OTTEHKM,
poMbixaeT rnaronom cyposoe HULLEHCTBO hpas.

MATL Waros A0 OKHa W YeTbipe OT CTEHKW A0 CTEHKW,

[la Heneno MopraeT B ene3o onpaBfeHHbIA rnas.
MOHOTOHHaA XMTPOCTb A0NPOCa BONOYUTCA MUMO,
Monogoi KOHBOMP NO-CONAATCKK BECXMTPOCTHO rpyb...
0, Kakoe cNOKoONCcTBME — MONYa 6pecTu yepes 3umy,
Laxe ‘"HeT” He cnyckaA ¢ 06MeTaHHbIX TPecHYBLUNX ry6!
CHe)<HbIA MaATHWUK CTEPCA: KaKamR Mo c4eTy HeaenA?
Jinwe TemHee rnasa Haa CTPOKOK Aa No6 ropAyei.

Yepes »ap v 03H06 — A goiay, A aonay Ao anpenn!

A yxe Ha popore. K BoxxbA pyka Ha nneye.

OKTAOpL 1982 r.
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Focyaapb-umMmnepatop MrpaeT B congatnku — 6paso!

Y KOHeiA No-ApaKkOHbM KONLILWETCA Nap U3 Ho3apen...
Kak MHe B cepaue BCKunena TBOA ONOBAHHAA CNaBa,
OkanAHHaA poAMHa BedHbIX Moux aekabpei!

Focnoaa odmuepsl B Kape MHAEBEIOT — OTMeHHO!

A nop cneacteveM ByayT pbifaTh U BaNnATLCA B HOrax,
Ha3oByT uMeHa... Tbl NPOCTUWb UM ABOMHYIO U3MEHY,
Ho 3aMyuuLb MX XEHWMWH B CBOUX HerawjeHblxX cHerax.
ocnoaa HUrMNKUCTLI CBepPratoT CBATLIHID... HegypHo!

MM He Hy>kHbI 3naTble KyMWPLI — BO3bMYT cepebpom.
Tb1 um aaws B theBpane nourpats ¢ W3bupaTensHOW YPHO
M 3a 3To Hayunwb cnosa Bbipy6aTb TONOpOM.

W ceroagHA, n 3aBTpa — BCe To e, MEHAA 06nuybA, —
JIvwe 661 K ropny nobnuxe! — u MeaneHHo NUTL ronoca,
A NoTom OTBanUTLCA B CBOEM BypAanaiybem Benuube

[a nyavHo pepeBo Mon4a pacTutb No necam.

Jexabpb 1982 r.
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A nucemo nuwy ceroaHAa

Ha ToT cBeT. A yTO e —

Ecnu ¢ 3TOro HM CTPOUKM,

Hu BecTu? A poxu

TpemMmHble — He NKACKME,

He AcHbie nMua —

Tak 1 cyHyTbCAT B KOPMYLWKY:
YTto %, Mon, He BouTca?
MoskeT, BCe-TaKu 3anna4er,

A Tam 1 nowaabl —

3ackynut? nasok HespAYMH,
KoHBOUWp NpbiuiaBbiii...

W He cTpawHo, Aa BeAb NaKoCTb!
Bo3ayx nunHeT K KOXe.

He yuunu B aeTcTBe nnakatb —
LlapcTBue um Boxbe —

Babka c aeioM — a Bce bykBam,
J1aTUHCKUM W Hawum...

TonbKO BblyuuTb ycnenu gobpoe oT 3n0ro
OTnuuaTh — KakK y rocTenu

C KpecToM B M3ronoBbe

Bce cupoTCcTBO OTpeBena

A Bnepea, Ha roAbl...

[ea, He WNAxeTcKoe Aeno —
MnakaTtb nepea copoaom,
MpaBaa? Babywka, B niobuctke
Tb! MeHA Kynana,

Y106 NOo KamMepaM rebUCTCKUM
CeexecTb He nponana,

[a wenTtana v KpecTuna,
Mnatkom ykpbiBana,

YT106bi ropno He NPocTbINO

B TiopeMHbix noaBanax!

1Taks nony4. konuu; M. 6. cnea. wrarb "‘CyHyTcA”,
cyloTeR’’.
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A ceiyac 6bi nepepavy
MpuHecna n ropao
NocmoTtpena 66t — 6e3 nnaval —
B cny»xebHble Mopabl.
fAcHeAwan MoRA naHu

B 6oTax 13 nounHku!
Xopouwin N1 Noa cTonamu
O6nakoB OBYMHKKN?

Jeay, cambiii nepBbIN Pbiuaps,
TeepablHA KpucTanna!l
MomMHuWb: " TpuXKAbl Pa3OPUTLCA —
JTnwb 661 yecTs ocTanacs!”
Buanwb, Kpenko 3ayuuna.
[oBoneH nn MHoK?

MHe nb HabpacbiBaTb KPY4uHY
Ha nneuu BecHow?

Y nbiBHUTECH MHE, POAHbIE,

W 6narocnoeute

Ha nyTv Moy 3eMHblie —

He B xononbek ceuTe,

WM He B CBanKe 3a NOroHbI

[a yepHyto "Bonry’’,

A B CTONbINUHCKOM BaroHe
Ha BepxHiow nonky,

Jla Ha BaTHMK He No pocTy,

Ha nnaTtok namMATsIN,

Ha nerkyo Mot nocTynb
Mexx ABYyX aBTOMaTOB.

4 mapta 1983 r.
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MoceAaweHo moemy Opyzy
Baneput Cendeposy

O Hem TonNKoOBanu NO BCEM Narepam,
anaenv B CTONLINMHCKUX NOTHbIX BaroHax,
M nucbMa nucanu o HeM MaTepAMm,

W 6peannu B Kapuepe XpunHyBLIWUM rOPIOM.
JlaBHO N1 CUAUT OH — He NOMHMUN HUKTO,
Ho 3Hanu: aenuncA nakkKom U 3aBapKoOW,

WM otaan manbuy Ha 3Tane nanbTo,

A B 30HE FrONOAHbLIX KOPMUI C OTOBapKH.
W, cnyTaB co cNyXOM HEBHATHYH 6blnb,
Faganu: 3a 4To OH BneTen B apecTaHTbl?
OaHun rosopunu: 3a 1o, 4To NOGUN.

[pyrve wenTtany, 4To 3a NponaraHay.

A oH UM naek B Konbacy npespawyan,
SleunTb ux He Bpesran — 4ecOTKa Nu, BWW NU.
A >KeHLWMH »Kanen, NoHWMan v npowuyan.

W paxe He TpeboBan, 4Tob He rpewvnu.

OH 60oNb YHUManN BO3NOXKEHLEM PYKH,
Yunun: Bbi He 3Bepu, Nopa bl U3 KNETOK...

N cambie BepHble YYeHUKW

Ero npogasanu 3a nauky TabneTok.

A OH roBOpUn: Baww AyWwu BO TbMe,

W 4T0, Mon, ¢ Bac cnpocuulb.

WM rHeBancA peako.

A Bripoyem, Gontanu B ByTbipcKon TropbMe,
Y70 OH 33 AOHOC NU3yBeYMN HaceaKy.

OaHu yxoaunu, oTMasBWMK CPOK,

Lpyrve aMHACTUM )X aanu HanpacHo,

A OH noa Hee u nonacTb 66l He MoT,
MockonbKy cyMTancA ocobo onacHbIM.

Ho yeTBepo 33K0B, YHAA NO AoMam,

O HeMm 3anucanu, YTo 3Hanu, B TeTPaaKy.
Ux TyT ke 3abpanu, u K HOBbIM AeNnam
Moawunnn nx sanucu — BCe NO NOPAAKY.
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W B3ANW ero — HeM3BeCTHO KYAa.
W rpe oH Tenepb — B PyAHWKAX WU CCbINKe,
A MoxeT, NoA KOPKOW cUBUPCKOro Nbaa —
CnpocuTe NONYTYMKOB Ha Nepecbinke.

MapT 1983 r.
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Focnoau, Kak oH Tam? [TpUCMOTPU 3a HUM,

Y106 € yMa He cousen B NyCTOM 3aKYTKe KBapT1pbl,
YcTbiav ero 6onb, OT OTYaRHbLA OXPaHN —

YTo6b1 C ACHBLIM NTMLOM — 33 ABOWX — OH BCTan nepea MUPOM.
Moabimato yawy — aa 6yaet sBona TeoAa!

Buanwe: pyKu cnoKoidHbl, nerko 6epy 1 He Tpyuwly.

Ho Ha yepHb — 6enoii amynbcun GbITUA —

Ykpenu ero aywy!

MHe cBeTnewn, 4emM emy, ¥ AOpora MofA Npocra:
OTwnudosaHa ckonbkumu! BbizybpeH KaxAbIA KameHb!
MHe He TpyaHo Ha Held — rnAaan! JNuwb ero He ocTasb

B cymacweawux yrnax, paameyeHHbix naykamu!
TonbKo pyKy He OTHUMM OT ero nneua,

TonbKo He NUWY ONOPbI — TBOEW TBEPALIHY,

W oweiHnK oH cKyeT Ha Hawy ne4ans

N3 6eccmepTHOro cnnasa BEPHOCTU ¥ FOPAbIHU.

A Koraa Mel BMecTe BcTaHem nepea Toboi,

Hu o 4em He npocu — Yero Gonblue, Koraa mel paaom! —
Hu KNUHKOM He pa3HATb, HW apPXaHrenbCKow TPyOON.
Mbi1 oTBeTUM Tebe, He onyckas B3rnAAaa.

Anpenb 1983 r.
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Y U3MeHHULb! M OTCTYNHULLI,

Y cyuka B Aep)XaBHOM rnasy,

Y ocobo onacHol npecTynHUUbI —
Hy u cmexy! — pexxertca 3y6.
Mo-ubINnAYLKM CTYUUTCA, NeseT,
Hwyero He )xenaa 3HaTb.

YTO0 € TOro, YTo OKHO B »enese?
Bce pacTeT — Ha To 1 BecHa!
MpuroBop Mot xaeT yTBEPXAeHbA,
3acenaet BepXxoBHbIN Cya...

TyT Bbl XHbIKaTb O CHUCXOXAEHBE —
Ho mMewaeT KpamonbHbIi 3y6!
MNpeT Hapy»y uenoe yTpo,

W ckBOpPUOM TpeWNT ronoea...
HenyTesaa Moa MyapocTb!

Tl Hawna, rae KavaTe npasal

Y1o noaenath? A 3aBTpa obbicK!
ObHapy»xaT, NoAbIMYT BOH,

W 3a TO, YTO He CMOTPAT B 064,
HaroHA’% Nnony4YuT KOHBOM...

Mo uHCTpyKUMKM — He nonoxkeH
OcTpbii, pexywmi cei npeamet!
Kak Tak Bbipoc? [la 6b1Tb He MoxeT!
la Takoro B npasunax Her!

Wwb, Haxanka, uTo BeiTBOpPAET!
370 cnbixaHHbie Nb Aena?

Iae apyrve — 3ybbi TepaoT,

3Ta — HoBeHbKWIA 3asenal

MoxeT, cyHynu B nepegavy?
MorkeT, 3TO XUTPbLIN NpoTe3

C Tenexamepoi? He nHaue,

Kak Ha aeHexxku HTCI

M nohayT no ctonam 6ymaru,

W HavanbHMK TIOPbMb! B3AOXHET:

— Mockopee 6bt cnnasuTs B narepb!
MoTepnuTe ewe aeHek!
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EcTb y Hac Ha WwanbHbiX NO3TOB
Haw rymaHHbin BepxoBHbiit cyA:
Y TBEpAAT NpUroBop, v noeay.
MoxeT, Kpbinbiwky oTpacTyT!

Anpens 1983 r.
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Mo xnebam Bpoaun AOBOEHHbLIN BeTep,

A cMelHON rMMHasucT, BnobneHHbId Bo BCe Ha CBeTe,
M3soauBwuii ceeun Hap kaptTamu MATENTNAHA,
Moapactan Tem BpemeHeM. Bce no nnany

Wno, He Tak nu, Tocnoan? MoA XxonoAHbIM HeGoOM
Bpeaun scemu 3emnamu, nyTtanA Gbinb U HeGbIb.

— AnenbcuHoBbie pouwy CoppeHTo, — WenTan v cnywan,
Kak 4y>kue CnoBa 3acTUNaloT nevansio AyLly.

— BapBapbi cnycTMnuch B AONUHY, — OH TBEPAUN MO-NaTbiHW,
W pBanocb, Kak 13 nneHa, cepaue K 3TOW A0NUHe.

A Korpaa yesaHbi ropoa M3om 3aHecno cHeramu,

OH uuTan, kax pabbiHu, AaBA BUHOrpasA HOramu,
TaHueBanu Haa YaHOM MoJA XOXOT MeAHbIX BpacneTos,
W oT aToro coxno ropno, Kaxk NpoLNbIM IETOM.

Co cTeHb! ynbibanca npages B NUTbIX NOCUHAX,
beckoHeUYHO tOHbIW, HO NOTYCKHEBLUWA CUNBHO.
3acTexkneHHbI Aekabpb CTOAN, KaK Yacbl B CTONIOBOM,
M cMoTpen, v xaan, He FOBOPA HU croBa.

A NOTOM BecHa-3amapawka B MOKpPbIX YynKax —
Topmoluuna, CMeAchb, U BNaauHy Yy BUCKa

Llenosana — n ManbumMK Hemen OT ee HacMellekK.

Bce ypoku — kybapem! Bce 3akoHb! — cmeLlaHbi!

OH Beran nocMoTpeTb NEAOXOA, U BeTep anpenA
BbiayBan obnaka conomuHkoin. MAPK ABPENNA
Xpan c aHTUYHBIM TepreHbeM, OTKPbLIT He Ha TOW CTpaHuue.
Mpoaasanu mouyeHbie ABNoKU. CThiNn NTULbI

B cuHer nasoit Be3aaHe, sbiwe Konokonos!

W annA atoit nevyanu y»xe He xBaTano cnos.

W pyka oTun3Hbl Kacanachk ero Bonoc...

OH kak pa3 Aopoc A0 NPUCATKU, KOrAa Ha4yanoch,

OH norub, kak mevTtan, B 600, 3aWMULAA 3HAMA.

Ham 661 3HaTb — 33 4TO Hac Tak, Boxe?

A Mbl He 3HaeMm.

2 man 1983 r., manan 30Ha
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A Mbl OCTaemMcA —

Ha kneTkax 4yAoBULLHbLIX WaxmaT —
Mbi Bce apecTaHTblI.

Haw kode

CoXOKeHHbIMU MUCbMaMK NaxHeT,

W BCKPbLITLIMKA MUCbMaMK NaxHyT
Mo4TamMTbi.

Oranoxnwv kBapTansl —

M HexoMy KpukHyTb "He Haao
N nuku nenHbie

3akpbiny rnasa Ha dacagax.

M kaxayto Ho4b

Y netatoT U3 ropoga nTuubl,

| 14

U cneno

3acBe4eHbl HaWwW pacceeTbl.
MoctoiTe!

BbiTb MOXET — HaM BCe 3TO CHUTCA.
Ho yTpom

BbiXxoaAT razetsl.

1982 r.
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C KaKOW HEeXHOCTbIO U BNacTbio
Hac BpemA 3a nneun Geper,

Y106 06 cBOGOAY B KNOYLA — pPOT,
Aa ctenb ga wnopbl —

[a Bnepea —

Kakan »xu3Hb, kakoe cyacTbe!
Kakoi 6nanctaTenbHbid KOHeY —
HanwweT BAOXHOBEHHBIA nxey

C HencTopryecKUM NPUCTPACTLEM.
Y106 ceMUNeTHUM nauaHom,
Pacnnakaswunck Haa HawvMm ‘npexae’”’,
[oToBbIN TOH Xe LEeHON

Bce Te e UCKYNUTb HaaeXabl —
XoTb KTO-HUBYAb, Koraa-HWby ab...
Ka3zeHHbIA AOM, YEPBOHHbIA NYThb.
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['ae BMeCTO Bo3ayxa — aBTo6ycHaA 6paHb,
[ne xpan 6apaka BMeCTO HOBOCENbA...

AX, poduHa, 3a4em B TaKyH paHb

Kak coHHoro pe6eHka U3 nocTeny,

Tot noaHANa meHA? TaTapsbl NK Hacenu?
Da Het, — monyok!

Muwb Tbma Aa TapaKaHb,

Aa pycckui ayx.

A rycu ynetenu.
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INTRODUCTION

Irina Ratushinskaya, the author of this collection of poems, is
currently in Mordovia serving the second year of her seven-year term
in a “strict-régime camp.” Within the judicial system, this terminology
serves to obfuscate the phenomenon of penal servitude. Upon her
discharge from the camp, Ratushinskaya is faced with five years of
internal exile, which means that, arrested at twenty-eight, the poetess
will gain her liberty at age forty. By implementing the time of its
subjects in such a fashion, the state, to all appearances, is seeking
to guarantee itself a future.

This collection contains, among others, the poems, whose ‘‘manu-
facture and dissemination’’ brought down upon the twenty-eight-
year-old writer the state’s wrath, which manifested itseif in such an
unhuman sentence. No matter what ratio it establishes between the
genuineness of art and the fate of its creator, the state consistently
overlooks the fact that a crown of thorns on the head of a bard has
a way of turning into laurel. Any art, and especially poetic art which
has to do with language, is always simultaneously older and longer-
lasting than the state. The manufacture of verse is more ineluctable
than a socialist—or, for that matter, than any political—system; and
its dissemination also transcends the boundaries laid down for the
state by space and time. Hence the state’s fear and hatred of a genuine
poet: it's jealousy and hatred for that which will outlive it.

To hide a poet behind bars is like breaking a watch, it is a falsifi-
cation of time, for poetic metre is nothing other than restructured
time. What's referred to as the music of poetry, what's regarded as
the poet’s lyricism, is the fusion of time and language, the illumina-
tion of language by time. Ratushinskaya is a remarkably genuine poet,
a poet with faultless pitch, who hears historical and absolute time
with equal precision. She’s a full-fledged poet, mature, with a voice
of her own, piercing but devoid of hysteria. This is not the proper
place for discussing her literary genealogy, although her work reveals
the influence of Tsvetaeva and Akhmatova. And yet the poet, as well
as the reader, should be grateful to fate for the presence of such in-
fluence. Whatever bad luck Russia may have had in this century, it
has been extraordinarily lucky with its poetry. Ratushinskaya’s poems
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confirm the fact that the luck holds. The price of this luck, however,
has been frightful, as is confirmed by her fate.

A political judicial system is criminal in and of itself; the very con-
viction of a poet is not only a criminal offense but above all an an-
thropological one, for it constitutes an offense against language, against
that which differentiates man from beast. Toward the end of the se-
cond millennium after the birth of Christ, the conviction of a twenty-
eight-year-old woman for the manufacture and dissemination of poems
whose content was unsuitable to the state strikes one as a Neanderthal
shriek, or, rather, it testifies to the degree of bestialization achieved
by the first socialist state in the history of mankind.

Joseph Brodsky

Translated by anonymous
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MY HOMELAND

My homeland—well, what if it's not mine to write about? Could
anyone be without it? Or do | have one after all? And then, what is
it—this homeland?

On my passport the nationality column says Russian. Does that
mean my homeland is Russia? Maybe, but I'd already become an adult
by the time | got to geographical Russia, and even then | saw only
a bit of the geography: Moscow, Leningrad, and that’s it. And so
what? Was | moved by those birches they sing about all the time?
I have to confess, no. Those ever-rustling birches don’t grow in Odessa.
And that’s where | was born—QOdessa. The map calls it the Ukraine
and, sure enough, my heritage seems to be Ukrainian culture, Ukrain-
ian speech, and Ukrainian customs.

But let’s back up a minute. If you've ever been to Odessa, you
wouldnt be fooled: it's not the Ukraine. |, for instance, knew all about
Urkainian speech, books, and turns-of-phrase, but in my 24 years of
living in Odessa | never once had to use Ukrainian—there was no one
to talk it with! Odessan speech, though related to Russian originally,
over time became imbued with so many local sources, colors, and
idioms that it had become a unique and bawdy personality all its own.

This robust creature was quite outlawed, however. As the Secretary
of the Odessan City Komsomol said, for instance, only the ‘‘great
tradition of revolutionary working-class struggle’” could be recognized
in the local lingo. And the ballsy humor festival long held in Odessa
was vanquished to outlying Kalinin where, nicely cut off from its
sources, it nicely died, thank you. These things are necessary. Let us
remember that we are a generation biessed with the blossoming of
Soviet power; we have been educated in Soviet fashions by their most-
well-educated specialists; so we have swallowed the biggest bite of all:
that our Homeland {(with a capital letter) is the whole Soviet Union.
From one blessed border to the other, the vast Siberian taiga and the
little Baltic states are all one home. And it’s all ours. Who cares if we
pull off a little chunk of Finland, or Poland, or Japan—it's still the
same dear place, one we love to tears and would gladly lay down our
lives for. The only thing is that we know no normal person can have
such a sense of homeland.
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What else is there? Poland? Sure: that's where my great-grandfather
got himself killed for patriotic revolution. That’s where my ancestors
had large estates, which they lost just about the time they got smart
enough to survive as new creatures in Odessa. | learned a little of the
old Polish world through some books, and | found a little of Polish
literature through cracks here and there in the mass of Soviet censor-
ship. I got some glimmerings of the Polish character, too, from tirades
in Maxim Gorky. This was a crude world, safely separated from polite
society by appearing through the lips of a gypsy (a simple woman,
potitically illiterate, far from the author’s own intentions).

But 1 shouidn’t forget that it was Soviet authorities who entirely
erased all curiosity and concern for origins any of my family—once
nobles—might ever have felt for those earlier times. Times now were
hard enough—and there was plenty to fear from officials snooping
around our pedigree.

And so we forget, and so we substitute identities: remembrance is
not safe for Soviets! We Soviets! As for those quaint museum pieces—
Polish, Odessan, and Ukrainian speech and families—they are nothing
and in no way connected to real life. And as for grandmother with her
devout Catholicism: look how many times the KGB pulled her in
because of that churchgoing! Thus was | protected. My relatives kept
grandfather and grandmother from teaching me the Polish language;
they forbid them to speak to me of their love of religion and other
such “non-Soviet” themes. The grandchild should not be contami-
nated! And the old threads from the past, those useless umbilical
cords, they would be dried up and cut off.

What was left to me? Was | to find joy in the homogenized-Soviet
intelligentsia? In their proper literature? Oh come on now! Even my
dear mother, who taught literature in school, couldn’t tell the dif-
ference between Pasternak and Balmont. Of Blok she knew only the
officially-sanctioned ““The Twelve.” And this was where | found my-
self. Only after | had properly learned about the proper silver century
of Russian literature could | happen to hear references to certain ill-
mannered decadents whose only achievements were that they were
untalented and, rogues that they were, threatened to lure the people
away from the true path of revolutionary struggte. This was our culture.

Dear reader, try an imaginary experiment. | say ‘“‘imaginary” be-
cause no normal person could ever do such a thing—and yet it happened
to our whole nation!
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The experiment is this: take any old book and, with a dull file,
hack a piece off of it. Now by this piece try to figure out what the
contents might have been of the whole book—but first destroy the
rest of the book, so you’re not ever tempted to look back! And so you
have what was done for our benefit: destroying genuine world culture
to bring us to ‘“‘the present epoch of the Soviet race.” There you have
it. That's how we found our destiny under communism.

In a family of people basking in higher Soviet education, in schools
girded in systematic controls, and in a literary world of deliberately
half-baked books and journals, how could we have received any sense
of other available culture? We never even knew of any “other’ existing!
So what a shock it was in my 24th year when | somehow happened
to come across works of Mandelstam, Tsvetayeva, and Pasternak.
I could have them but briefly, but | devoured them—and they literally
threw me to my knees, physically shaking with delirium and fever.
An abyss opened up before me and, unlike your normal nightmare
where you can see yourself as an observor on the edge, | was thrown
deep within, competely severed from whatever safe opening 1'd come
from. All my senses of history and literature were cracked and stag-
gered. Ali the pent-up notions of who | might have been were stirred
into motion. Was this the Polish spirit frolicking of its own accord
now? | couldn’t say. All | knew was that as long as | had been unable
to take the Soviet religion seriously, there had never been any sense
of anything to take its place. How could | go religion-seeking up there
when | never even had my feet on the ground—in any homeland—down
here? Clearly, | had not been looking for what now seemed to have
found me. "It had found me, as if a long-forgotten God had all along
been bouying me up and guarding my soul when no one had been
allowed to do this in all my years of childhood and youth.

I covet that ten years | lost to my Soviet pseudo-education. Yet it
was at 24, not 14, that | got a glimpse of our genuine culture and
actual history. It was at 25, not 15, that | began to write. Yes, there
were attempts before, writing attempts, but they were the mere
scribblings of a child who through no fault of her own knew only hatf
an alphabet. Now, in my 27th year, it is appetite | have, and abundance
to garner. | can make up for lost time—and time is what | have to seek
some truths and pull together some lost pieces.

It’s okay. I'll do it. I'll make up those years. | won’t lose the thread
so long as 1 live—so long, as | hope, as I'm not thrown into prison
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or some psych ward. Do | have a chance? No rhetorical questions,
dear reader.
No easy answers.

Translated by Philip Balla
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What a perfectly lovely spring,
April bore the promise of travel,
Spring unrestrainedly aquiver—
Casted spoonbait, catching the sun!

Turned to moonlight, the season blasted
Railroad frogs with phosphorous sheen
And redoubled as my companion,
Walking through insomniac streets.

With a bearhug that jolly swindler
Urged recovery—You must live!

Not for Russia, Pestel or wintertime—
Behold your inherited land!

Will you learn of a leafy aftertaste,
The pale circle of songs grown dim,
Spicy smiling and saffron shimmering?
But hands clasp in a union damned.

How the reed-pipe commenced a billowing
Tune, to pique a tide at the ebb,

As we lost ourselves in a happiness

Those two weeks preceding the end.

We perused a novella bravely
With sweet smoke in the final line.

It departed—that train of April,
Thank the Lord, it has gone—alive.

Translated by Susan Layton
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Why do half

Of our getaways happen in dreams?

(Don’t be scared! They aren’t overtaking
Us.) The darkness has dried. Sheer survival!
But the day which dawns

Brings the rest of the taily.

From the living, directed by icy-cold fingers of fate,
From the mirrors with traps

Set ajar like the slit of voracious

Oysters—make your escape!

Don’t lament anything you have left—
Back there nothing remains.
Coming closer, they strain on the leashes.

Through a desert of asphalt,

Over earth,

Imprinting hot trails

For pursuers;

Unable

To ask for protection, we’re leaving,
Running, panting in unending wandering.
No—

Moses walks as our leader.

Translated by Susan Layton

58



Days allotted to us are still running,
And no sentences bind our spirits.

At the sight of the birds’ departure

We admit to these songs, undaunted.
Through this funatic town we wander,
Dressed in clothes so typically ugly,
And the feeling of sorrow fractures,
Snapping boughs on the brittle fir trees.
Witnesses who can pose no danger!
Why take us as your rifles’ target?

With no prompting, we leave in silence,
Making sure we have snuffed the candles.

How we love to foretell the future
Which will follow our mute withdrawal!

Maybe nights will increase in number,
And the breezes escape attention?
Maybe summer will turn quite chilly,
And our poets will be forgotten?

And our tears will remain inactual,
And our faces will blur, dissolving.
Past recalling, our lips will vanish,
Unhabituated to kisses!

We, the century’s hapless children,
Make our exit, preserving wishes
That whoever may find our letters
Kindly turn them, unread, to ashes.

With what care we extinguish candles—
So that wax will not spot the linen!

Translated by Susan Layton
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Who's fated to know what parting is—
Where tall ships go, the bridge-halves lift.
Who can know just why it is

At night, despair of silence lies

On the white guard of the snowdrift.
Why name love—the world’s bereft.
Better there were no name for this.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and [lya Nykin
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Snowflakes whirl in a crazy flutter,
Dashing silently through the air—

An explosion of angel feathers,

When the heavens erupt in war!

As if horses in lathered frenzy—
Thoroughbreds for a Snow King’s suite—
Stood arrested in flight and frozen,
While the earth makes an upward sweep.

Utterances assume a gusty

And precipitious movement, grasped
By delirious wind and rushing

Past the lips, as a speaker gasps.

And the gales at a dizzy, widened
Angle veer to entwine a boot,

As the vanishing line of whitened
Roadways shifts to a cockeyed tilt.

When you catapult through a soaring
Spin, a caryatid will wave

Her white hand from a second story,
In a gesture to make you wait.

So invite her to join this foray

Into diabolical flakes,

Sailing free from the planet’s moorings
To the blue of tumultous space.

Disappear through those boundless arches
Without pausing to glance about!

Why the lethargy?

Take a sharper

Look: your fast-falling snows abate.

Translated by Susan Layton
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The radio emits a barrage of mysterious crackles,

Leaving us in the dark.

... prison sentence. . .” But who? How long?

Here we sit at the glossy, fragile table, while an angel
Watches sadly, dishevelled in clouds of the cigarette smoke.

But just whom does he think he’ll protect—

This exotic, untutored

Bird so clumsily plumed?

Eyes much darker than seen in these parts,
Inconversant with usual sessions of weeping and terror—
An unsummoned arrival—this orphan,

This traveler with wares!

Flying between the door and the chain,

Will he light on a shoulder?

Why should he share suffocation,

And silently learn to displace

Daily doles with the rations of jail,

Shed old clothing for tatters,

Taking regular bars for the filagree work of a fence?

Why get caught in a nightmarish world

Where the snow goes on rampage,

And biography runs from the birthday to riflemens’ squad?
Knowing nothing, he sleeps

With his palm as a shield from the lamplight,

Undisturbed by the static.

No need for adjusting the sound.

Translated by Susan Layton
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I witl write about the despondent
Who stayed behind on the shore.
Of those sentenced to be silent

| will write,

And then I’ll make a fire.

0O, how these lines will soar up,
The pages fall back to ash

Under the savage slap

Of a long-lapsed emptiness!

With what an arrogant gesture

I will be outstripped by the flame!
And the foam of ashes will quiver
But nothing will be born from them,

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and Ilya Nykin
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To my unknown ancestor—
a lieutenant-colonel in the civil war

Not too far from the Dvina’s shore,

Throat ripped open

As final torture,

A statistic in your distant war,

Arms stretched out in a final gesture.
Here your shirt has a bluish spot
From the bleeding,

Your mouth is punctured.
Thrown into mass confusion, ants
Do the dancing

Of simple creatures.

So in place of new summer eves

And the posthumous glint of medals,

You have choruses of the weeds

To bewail you

In conquered meadows.

Now your thunder

No longer peals.

We parade in their vile processions.

But your eyes were bequeathed to me—
As anathema

And a blessing.

Translated by Susan Layton
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9. BALLAD ABOUT A WALL

May it be served upon us in the first degree!
We sang together—

Now they will keep us apart.

One time we freely

Bore orders—straight over the heart!

This is quick,

Already in the gun’s sight

Is the white mouth and shattered forehead.
May it be served!

More vertical and white

Than any other bed.

Out of the night cry’s horrors you could
Step across the line.

Oh, my enrollment in sainthood

That doesn’t require singing

To reach Heaven!

We are going up.

And on the scorched wall’s masonry,

Against which my shoulder blades will be pressing

Completely, in the last two steps | see—
Imprinted there—
Two wings.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and Ilya Nykin
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10.

Could my country be more despicable?
Shame unmatched when the nighttime falls.
Such a boundless store
Of the lickspittles,
Executioners, holy fools!
How you breed your compliant populace
And so keenly destroy the few
Of your subjects who shun

your bartering,
Sentenced nonetheless to love you!
Guilt lies not on your scared and trembling,
Do your nightingales have no voice?
See your tears on cursed crosses glistening,
Freezing hard

in a coat of ice?
How your crucified haunt my dream-troubled
Sleep, how soon | too shall be sent—
For your sake—
my dearest,

my damnable—
Down that road to the selfsame end.
Down a pathway which skirts the borderline
Between animosity

and love,
My dishonorable, beggarly
Mother-Orphaner,
bless now my leavel

Translated by Susan Layto
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11.

| had a funny dream today:

I’m going to be shot at sunrise.

So I sit in a concrete basement.

Then this schoolmate of mine shows up;

We used to share the very same desk

And copy assignments from each other.
And we’d go out to fly a kite together

(But it never got off the ground somehow).
So this old friend says: Good evening.
You've had such bad luck. Such a pity.
Execution, you know, is so inhumane.

I've always been in favor of leniency.

But they didn’t ask me for my opinion,
Just handed me the gun, said go do your job.
I’m not alone, you know, I've got a family—
A wife and kids—a daughter and a son.
Here—do you want to see the photos?

Do you think the girl fooks a bit like me?
You see, | have an old mother, too.

| can’t put her health in jeopardy.

We just got a new house not long ago.

The bathroom’s got rose-colored tiles.

And the wife wants a washing machine.

I can’t, you know ...andit'snouse...
We can’t change anything anyhow.

My vacation in the Crimea—all expenses paid.
And you’ll be, in any case . . . at sunrise.

It would have been someone else, if not me.
A total stranger quite possibly.

But you and I, now—we went to school together,
We used to fly a kite, too. Remember?

You have no idea

How hard it is on me, but what can we do?

Traslated by Pamela White Hadas and Ilya Nykin
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Don’t seek the help of some guardian.
The world was built with mastery:

The future eludes our forecasting,

Past agony can recede.

At midnight | seek my counterpart

In vacated mirrors at a hairdresser’s,
Making the light grow dimmer

In depths of the silvered giass.

Where water and moon share boundaries,
I'll not pause momentarily

But throw back my shoulders, venturing
To run my hand across the void.

I'll change into random brilliancy,

A patch of deceptive glimmering—

As the reflection once picturing

A girl now gone from the bridge.

Translated by Susan Layton
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13.

Tol.G.*

Why risk freezing your lashes?
QOur farewells are deferred for the moment.
Past the many way-stations, these roads will be taking us far,
But accruing allotments of emigré-fuck wait their claimant,
As an infant abandoned
On a seat in the third-class car.
We are leaving, accurséd
For not gracing their hands with kisses,
And this ill-humored earth strikes us now as unusually kind.
Anyhow, we will travel
These roads to return—but with newly
Sharpened sight—back to lethal
Snows of wingéd December skies.
Then the pain
Known to my generation will stand to her debit,
And the wanderers’ glory,
The orphaned five-copecks, downcast—
All will enter in red in a reckoning of the redemption
Due for motherly love,
And her sins may cancelled at last.

Translated by Susan Laytc

* The poet’s husband is lgor Gerashenko
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14, LENINGRAD TRIPTYCH

Raise this city's eyelids? No one could.

The street is aslant, so don’t run there!

In a city of the dead—the living must make good.
Do you hear—already—their boots on the stair?

In this lost state—grass won't grow for ages.
In this silence—only a dream shout’s feit!

Our breath's a trophy where this winter rages:
On the lips of passersby the snow won't melt.

I

And so,

A black horse is bathing

In a black river.

A diagonal splash!

Officers stand by the water.

And so—it is snowing on white fields

And the taste of freedom melts on our lips.
We move from square to square.

No, don‘t cry.

Let the queen’s crown not be for you.
Don’t cry, don’t come in dreams.

My square is deadly.

How simple it is to graze the planet’s wing:
Not with a stroke of the pen—with just a wave of the

hand ...

Don‘t do it.

Don’t look there.

This isn’t the first time
We've had such a December—
Mixing bullets and wings.

Do we have to know

Why the river turns black?
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To N. L.
1

Why this darkness, Mother of God?

| could light a green icon lamp—

Would you like me to?

Or, no, perhaps that’s bad.

You're a little girl at a window, looking through:
Whose steps are heard in Petrograd?

And it still makes a difference for you.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykin
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16,

My Septembers across the waters,

We will let each other sleep soundly.
City with the low-set street-lanterns,
Impressed on my eyelids, fading to shadow.
You—a cultivator of jesters,

Where the wall of time rises mutely,
You, as ready to roar with laughter

As a person breaks bread at mealtime—
Take my wishes for ., . . better weather!
Smile. I check the rate of my breathing.
See how well we mirror each other?
Crying will not spoil this leave-taking.

Translated by Susan Layton

72



16.

I'm so inept when it comes to a pack!
My grandma could manage.

As though our worldly possessions surpass
Rag-sized dimensions.

Who needs a suitcase?

The notebooks are burnt,

Bread has gone moldly,

But still we execute travellers’ rites,
Tying bundles with criss-crossing knots
By our own method.

God blesst—all ready.

Weightless, we leave blades

Of grass unblemished.

We won't return, and we won't upbraid.
Why show our sorrow to people at odds
With an ascension?

From the aridity somebody’s slave
Chokes in the background.

Why should we hesitate in the last stage?
We fill a canvas as stylized shapes,
Granted no pathos.

Translated by Susan Layton
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17.

My Lord, what can [ say that’s not been said?

| stand beneath your wind in a burlap hood.

Between your breath and pitch-dark plague-dark cloud—
Oh Lord, my God!

At my interrogation what will | say

If forced to speak, to face the country’s way—

Deaf, mute, in the body’s rags, bruised nearly dead—
Oh Lord, my God!

How will you dare to judge?

Which law is true?

What will you say when | come, at last burst through—
Stand, my shoulder propped against the glass wall—

And look at you,
And ask nothing at all.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykii
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18.

We elude the translator’s phrasing.

What is verse? The aroma of hazy

Rings exhaled by a cigarette smoker.

But no poisonous fumes will drift over.
Bluish grasses. A thing light and buoyant.
So an odor of something burning

Spelis the genuine.

Such a notion is widely accepted.

Before battle begins, an unshredded
Banner waves in the field, still untested.
Then the tattering starts . . . Grant protection,
Lord.

The people behind cannot be faulted,
Having hair with a smoky fragrance.

This is fate with unchanging power:

Just as banners, in Russia poets

Are expected to come under firing.

To win spots on lists which are final.

Translated by Susan Layton
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19.

Flying above us—their banner of blood,
Dyed by the victims.

Prophesy wholesale death and doom—
Who'd lift a finger?

Should you inquire what awaits when you reach
One of the turnings?

Silent, Cassandra will pour the tea,
Sit at the table,

Make up the bed, find the tatters to darn,
Toss them on cushions.

Silent, she'll rise in the fathomless dawn,
Bless you with cross-signs.

You have a flag still unmarked by a shade
Properly ghoulish.

Thoroughly suitable—though on the young side!
Prime for the Gulag.

1981

Translated by Susan Layton
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20.

The Palace Square parade is met by
Such an unflattering rain!
The piacards on the walls get runny
With something sticky imbruing the high
face of Lenin.
The raised flags soar
As criminal runnels descend
Over the slogans,

the posters,

the paper—

Like the smoke of the deadly diamond
Over an executioner’s block.
The faces, already eyeless as silhouettes,
Still do to frighten children with that look.
The Palace parade drags past—sluggish puppets
Crashing in step on the asphalt streets.
The Square is obeisant, sick,
Its eyes squeezed tight, no window
Open to the perimeter of black
Blood and red mob—any minute now
The mob—at a word—could close in, turn
Into animals, desert their places . . .
But no—they dare not—a stubborn
Angel sternly lifts up a cross.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykin

77



21,

Why does the snow look blue?

Russia, our blood’s on you!

Like a white chasuble on the rabble
And crash—with honor—we fali

On your shame—the palest powder
Well, does it warm you to be a mother?

June 22, 1981

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykin
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22,

What next? A poltergeist imprisoned here—

A thoroughly unbelievable figure!

A wily character, a sly intriguer . . ..

How can he camouflage

That monstrous shaggy white

Head? Dive into pillows or under the bed?
Inspectors would find him. Behind the table? But
They’d see him . . . Where on earth? Perhaps in blouses?
But as the women dress, that hellion bursts

Into the daylight and, feeling compelled

To frolic noisily, he lets a blasting

Wind scatter my rough-drafts throughout the cell.
As air released from a hot-water bottle,

He makes a muffled wheezing in the yard,

At night he bangs the soap-dish with a clatter,

On rising, | begin to comb by matted

Hair, and (a gentle hint!) I find a braid.

A scratching sound. The plaster being clawed
Behind the radiator, A mouser

At work? Hunting what? And whose tail is seized
Why overturn the table in removing

A bookmark, which gets shoved under the sheets?
Oh, never mind. The bulbs are blazing every Tuesday,
Inviting all the guards to storm and rage.

Some comprehension dawns upon them tensely:
A poltergeist? Now isn’t that just great!

What can we nail on him? Is interrogation

Ruled out? What the hell statute can we pick?
We'll find the statute . .. and denunciations,

But which offender will sit in the dock?

When bread is butterless, the side which faces
You when it falls won't matter. But does he

Bear fault for that? The tower bell confuses

Me with the distant sound of fourteen peals.
What hour so bizarrely signals its arrival?

Who rings the bell? And who is being called?
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Bah!—you with your cloven feet, son of the devil,
1ll get even! A scrape against the wall

As scoops are lifted on the trucks for garbage.

No terrible racket . . . but then—ker-Bam!

Too loud for a scoop . .. The spirit took umbrage!
A bunch of sassy girls, offending an old man.
However, his disgruntled mood soon passes.

A crafty fox, from ears down to the tail!

His oinks and sniggers now have subsided,

He crawls onto the shelf, obviously tired.

Bedtime in prison. With my hand a visor

| shield my eyes from perpetual light.

Give me the best dream, please. What would | offer?
““What would you take along with you?” he laughs.
Imagining a sky with someone flying—

Flying over a field of St. John's wort,

| hear a voice cry, “Come with me,” but crunching
Behind me breaks this reverie at once.

You monstrous little savage, mop-haired beast!
Stop pestering me with your tricks this evening.
Drowsy, | glance at the other bed: leaning

Against the wall, my cell-mate chews her rusk.

October 1982

Translated by Susan Layton
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23.

As a domesticated cub, my anguish

Lives in tranquillity, responds to ‘’Shoo!”’

She needs so little: some attentive scratching,
A soft ““Hang on!’’ and candy to consume.
Before a stranger she stays unobtrusive,

She does not eye my throat, waiting to pounce,
Insipid rhythms of a watch-hand’s music

Work as a charm, to comfort and entrance.
With childlike nudges of her nose, she burrows
Into my lap and drifts into sound sleep,

While the absurdly iron grill at the window
Throws shady patterns on my notebook’s sheet.
Only as nighttime lengthens does she scamper,
Restless as mice in straw, and, half-awake,

Ever so quietly she starts to whimper

About the house you’ll build for me some day.

October 1982

Translated by Susan Layton
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24,

Stars cascade from the zenith, and cold fills the heavens’ dominion,

As a crescent moon rises. Hold on, without loosening your grip!

Close your eyes: there in the circumscription of weary vision

Moves a skater, with draftsman’s precision inscribing his rings.

Shades of gray disappear in a blurry engraving of winter,

Phrases, stern as a beggar, resound with a verb’s hollow roar.

Measured crosswise—four paces, the length takes a fifth to the
window,

Ludicrous blinking comes from the eyeball encased in the door.

Nearby, interrogations drag onward with monotone slyness;

As a soldier parading, the young guard struts, artlessly crass . . .

What tranquillity—wandering through winter landscapes in silence,

Without “No’s” single syllable slipping through lips, dry and cracked.

| lose track of the weeks as my clockwork of snow starts failing,

But my eyes have grown dimmer, my forehead increasingly hot.

Through the fever and chills 1 shall finish this passage to April!

| am walking that road—with my shoulder beneath the Lord’s hand.

October 1982

Translated by Susan Layton
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25,

Bravo! bravo! His Highness the emperor plays with his soldiers.
Nostrils flaring, the horses like dragons expel snorts of steam.
You, the damnable place of my birth, my eternal Decembers—
With your glory of tin—how you make my heart seethe!

On the officers hoarfrost forms in excellent reprisal.

At the interrogation they grove! and cry,

Naming names. You forgive them their double betrayal,

But you torture their women in snows like quick-lime.

What a marvell-the nihilists topple the sanctum sanctorum.
Silver obtained those scoffers at idols of gold. You assured
Voting games at elections in February, with instructions

For the swingers of axes to chop through the thickets of words.
Just the surfaces change, with todays and tomorrows in sequence.
Knives poised close to the throat—then the voices are slowly imbibed.
Glutted majesty heaves himself back from the vampiric supper,
While the Judas trees thrive in the hush of their forested bed.

December 1982

Traslated by Susan Layton

83



26.

To the world beyond I'm posting

A letter this morning.

And so what—if no responses,

No tidings are summoned?

But thrust in their troughs the pigsnouts
Root {nothing in common

With a tranquil, human visage):

She seems to have courage.

But when she gets there, her howling
Will start, and she’ll whimper

For some mercy . .. Eyes beclouded,
Transport-guards with pimples.

So the sleaziness surpasses

Fear! Air clings as leeches.

In my childhood mother’s parents
{Rest in peace!) neglected

Crying lessons, stressing letters—
Our own, plus the Latin,

Managing to teach how evil and good are distinguished.
By the cross over the bedstead

| remember standing.

In my orphanhood and shedding
Tears—my future's symbol.
Gentlefolk always keep hidden

Grief before the rabble—

Grandpa told me, and my grandma
Bathed me with those herbal
Rinses—so a fresh aroma

Fills K.G.B. chambers,

She protected me with cross-signs,
A kerchief embracing

My small throat—to guard my tonsils
From damp prison basements.

She would come here resolutely,
Haughtily regarding

The menagerie on duty,

And bring me a parcel.
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My Pani, bright and angelic,

In boots newly mended,

Do you find your walks enjoying

In that fleecy cloudland?

Grandpa, with your solid virtues,

A knight wearing armor,

You said, “Suffer through privation,
But don‘t lose your honor.”
See—my memory is certain.

You're pleased I've learned that saying?
Must | shoulder now a burden

Of despair this springtime?

Send your blessing down, my darlings,
Watch with friendly laughter,

As | make my earthly passage—

Not with suites of lackeys,

Not in scrambles for state honors

Or a raven Volga,

But in a Stolypin wagon,

Lying near the ceiling.

In a quilted coat, ill-fitting,

In a crumpled neck-scarf,

Marking my way with light footsteps
Past guns of the escorts.

March 4, 1983

Translated by Susan Layton
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27.

To my friend Valery Senderov

All over the camps they babbled about him

Bandied his story in sweaty transport cars;

They wrote their mothers about him in letters home,
In the torture holes they raved of him, not getting hoarse.
Nobody knew how much time he’d done,

But they knew this: he shared his tea and ration,
And once gave his coat to a kid at the deportation,
And fed the hungry what he rustled up in the zone.
All they had were shaky facts and rumor salad—
What did he get picked up for? They tried to guess.
It was for love, some said.

Others whispered, agitation, no less.

He could get sausage, replace their poor slop.

Not squeamish—scabs, lice, whatever they had—
He’d treat; he didn’t ask women to give up

Their sins. With compassion, he forgave, understood.
He soothed their pain with a touch of his hands
And taught: the cage is for animals,

Not you . .. Yet the faithfulest of his friends

Were ready to rat on him for a package of pills.
With your ignorant souls, he used to say,

There’s no point really

In blaming you. His anger was rare,

In the Butyrskaya jail, though, they gossiped plenty
About how he’d mangled a squealer.

Some were released, having paid their debt.

Others waited in vain for amnesty,

But he would never be eligible for that,

Especially dangerous as he was thought to be.
These four fellow inmates, coming home from jail,
Wrote down all the stories about him they knew.
So they were picked up again, each with his file
Re-opened—for this new crime to be added to.
Then they carted him off to some unknown place.
And where is he now?—in exile, in the mines,

Or maybe under a Siberian crust of ice?

You'll have to ask his travelling companions.

March, 1983
Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykin
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28.

Lord, how is life for him? Keep a watchful eye,

Lest that bare cubby-hole apartment drive him to madness.
Make his pain a dark secret and lend to his face a light

Meant for two, so the world shall perceive adversity mastered.
With a lifted cup | salute the force of Your will

(See the ease of that gesture—my hands held high without trembling.)
But with Being’s radiant armor, protect his soul

From the jeers of the rabble.

Unlike him in obscurity, | have a road so plain,

Polished smooth by the multitudes, memorizing each pebble.

| can manage this task—just watch me! But please keep him safe.
From the nooks of insane asylums with spider webbing.

Do not dispossess him, depriving him of Your strength,

Do not let Your hand fall carelessly from his shoulder.

From eternity’s alioy of spirit and truth

Let him fashion a chain and manacles for our sorrow.

When we stand in Your presence in the next life,

Asking nothing—except a companionship past all fractures,

Past the power of angelic trumpets or rending knives,

We will look at You, ready to give You our answers.

April 1983

Trans/ated by Susan Layton
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Now that traitor and master criminal,
That arch-adversary of truth,

That large mote in the eye of authority—
What a jokel-—she’s cutting a tooth!

As a chick emergent, it rattles,
Without wanting to know the rules.
Barring windows can’t solve this matter,
Spring arrives, and everything blooms!
Pending confirmation, my sentence
Heads a list in the Supreme Court.

| should whine for them to be lenient,
But a plot has hatched in my mouth!
Morning presses into the prison,

And a starling squawks in my brain.
What a useless version of wisdom,
Orthodonical in its claim!

What's the answer? A search is coming,
The inspectors will raise a howl,

And for failing to check us closely,
Unobservant guards will catch hell.
Regulations define this strictly:
Pointed objects are not allowed.

It just grew?! What a likely story!

Are provisions for this in the Code?
Look, you smart aleck, quit the capers!
That’s the reason we’ve got you here.
See the toothless gums of your neighbors?
But you let new molars appear!

Did a parcel provide concealment?
Does this show a faker’s finesse,

Hiding television receivers

Bought with funds from the NTS?!™
Then the document travel upward,
And the chief of the jailers sighs,

* NTS are the initials of the emigre organisation Narodno-Trudovoi Soiuz.
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“}'d ship her to the camps this second!’’
Hold your fire—l've got one more night.
For our poets who grow demented

We have instituted the High Court.

By its verdict }'ll make my departure.
Maybe small wings will start to sprout.

April 1983

Translated by Susan Layton
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30.

Over Russia’s wheatfields once, a pre-war wind unfurled,
And a funny high school kid, in love with all the world,
Hunched over Magellanic maps, burning candles down
And meanwhile growing up. All according to plan,
Wasn't it, Lord? Under the freezing sky

All lands, the real and unreal, were ecstasy

To him—Sorrento’s orange groves—softly said and novel
Words on his lips, in his ear—clouded his soul.
‘’Barbarians stormed the vale’’—he’d say it in Latin as if
Longing for that vale in his heart, his heart its captive.
And as the town of lzum lay under blankets

Of snow, he’d read how slavegirls stomped grapes in vats,
Dancing in their task to the laughter of their copper
Bracelets, and his throat went as dry as last summer.

An ancestor in buckskin smiled down from the wall,
Lots dimmer with age, yet somehow infinitely youthful.
December, glass-bound as the dining room clock

Stood waiting, gave him no word, just a look.

Then Spring—a little slattern, her stockings wet,

Came laughing, yanked him around, this way and that,
Kissed the dimple at his temple, teased till he grew
Mute. All classes in somersaults, all laws askew.

He’d run down to see the ice-flows as April blew

Clouds like soapbubbles through the end of a straw.
Marcus Aurelius lay open with ancient repose,

To a wrong page. Street vendors hawked apples. Birds froze
Way above church bells in the blue-eyed abyss.

Already his words were too few, for that sadness.

The motherland put out a hand to touch his hair. ...
He’s reached the right age to enlist, and that is where

It all began; he died as he dreamed, in battle

Defending the flag. Why this? Why us? Can you tell

Us, God? It's impossible.

Transiated by Pamela White Hadas and /lya Nykin
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And we remain—

In place on dreadful chessboard squares—
All of us prisoners.

Our coffee

Smells like burned letters

And post offices

Smell like opened letters.

City blocks are deaf—

And there’s no one there to shout:
“’Don’t!”” And the chiseled faces
On facades have their eyes shut.
And every night

Birds are flying away from the city,
And blindly

Our dawns drench with light.

Wait!

Is it just a dream? Could it be?

But in the morning

Newspapers hit the street.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and Ilya Nykin
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32.

With what power and tenderness

Time grips us by the shoulders

And freedom tears the mouth to tatters—
The plain, and the spurs—

We're off like a shot—

What a life, what happiness!

What a brilliant fate—

The inspired liar will write

With his non-historical bias.

So even seven-year-old boys

Will weep over our “‘once-upon-a-time,”
Ready to pay the same price

For hopes that are the same—

Just anyone, from any parts . . .

A house of hobbles, a path of hearts.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and llya Nykin
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33.

Where instead of air—a busload of profanity,
Instead of a housewarming, a barracks’ snoring.. . .
0O, Motherland, why did you rouse me

So early, a child half sleeping,

Up from my bed?

Is a Tartars’ attack impending?

But no—not a peep!

Only the dark and the creepy-crawly,

And a ghost of Russia.

And the geese have gone on the wing.

Translated by Pamela White Hadas and Illya Nykin
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INTRODUCTION

Qui est Irina Ratouchinskaya? On ne saurait d’elle que quelques
brefs communiqués biographiques si elle ne se livrait elle-méme avec
tant de franchise et de témérité dans ses écrits.

Née en 1954, elle termine ses études de philologie & I'Université
d’Odessa et enseigne un certain temps & ['Institut Pédagogique de
cette ville. En 1981, elle demande i‘autorisation d’émigrer avec son
mari ukrainien, Igor Guerachenko. On sait que seuls les Juifs, les
arriérés et les vieillards & la retraite ont ce droit—bon débarras!
Aussi, le KGB a désormais 'oeil sur cette jeune Russe effrontée. Le
10 décembre 1981, lors de la manifestation traditionnelle des dis-
sidents sur la Place Pouchkine, elle est arrétée et passe dix jours dans
la prison de Boutyrki. Elle en décrit «les charmes discrets» et cet essai
est publié dans le Bulletin —clandestin — SMOT, repris par Les Cahiers
du Samizdat belge et suivi d'autres chroniques concernant les
événements en Pologne. «Grani» et «Possev» de Francfort {et, plus
tard, «La Pensée Russe» de Paris publient de ses poémes ainsi que deux
remarquables récits philosophiques en prose.™

C’en est trop et le 14 septembre 1982 elle est arrétée, jugée et ac-
cusée d’agitation antisoviétique et de «préparation et diffusion de
ses poémes». Crime impardonnable qui lui mérite I'article 70 et la
peine maximale: sept ans de camps et cing ans d’exil...

Loin de s’effondrer, Irina, préte a tous les sacrifices, continue
d’écrire, de narguer ses gedliers du haut de sa jeunesse, de sa pureté
innée, de son esprit frondeur. Et que I'on ne s’y trompe pas! Il ne
s’agit pas en sa personne d'une anomalie, d’une protubérance poussée
sur le corps sexagenaire de I'Union Soviétique. Le chantre bien connu,
Boulat Okoudjava, a, parmi les premiers, ouvert la soupape aux remous
obscurs qui agitent la jeune génération russe gavée de culture, sinon
de biens terrestres. Cette nostalgie pour fe passé de la Russie, non
déguisé par «la passion antihistorique» des écrivains officiels, se
fait jour dans la chanson, le roman et, bien entendu, les poémes.
C’est ainsi que I'on y voit soudain surgir des cavalcades de chevaliers,

* in «Grani» No 126, Oct-Déc, 1982
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des officiers nobles, des insurgés, tels les décembristes, dont trente-six
furent fusillés en décembre 1825.

Décembre, avec ses neiges vives, folles, remplies du duvet des
archanges, revient fréquemment dans les poémes d’Irina. Et I'on ne
sait jamais exactement qui tombe, les révoltés de Nikolas ler, les
victimes de la terreur révolutionnaire ou celles d’aujourd’hui...

Si, dans sa poésie moderne, mais respectueuse malgré tout de cer-
taines régles de la prosodie russe classique, passent fréquemment
I'ironie et I’humour, on y remarque une absence totale de |'art pour
I’art, de réalisme-social, de concessions au go(t du jour. Peu de cou-
leurs: le blanc pour la neige et la pureté, le noir pour la mort, le bleu
ou le rouge pour le sang. Et partout passe un frémissement mystérieux.
Au sordide quotidien des gedles, le poéte oppose la présence des anges,
des diablotins parfois et un constant, bien que discret dialogue avec
Dieu. Et ce n’est pas pour rien qu’elle traite sa Russie bien-aimée de
maréatre. Elle sait I'avenir qui ['attend et quel sort est généralement
réservé aux poétes sur cette terre aux décembres ailés. Elle connait
aussi la valeur du rachat et cette réalité tragique que le monde occi-
dental trop souvent ignore: il s'agit finalement des mémes Russes
au-deca et au-dela des barbelés...

Meery Devergnas
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1*

Ah, quel printemps c’était!

Tout I'avril — sous le signe de la gare.
Comme il tremblait criminellement —
Leurre tout de travers lancé!

Défongant, de part en part, — par la lune
La traversée en bois,

II marchait sur d’insomniagues pavés —
Et dédoublait mon ombre derriére moi.

Comme il m’étouffait dans ses bras, I’animal,
Comme il me soignait — ne meurs pas!

Plus de Russie — d’ouragans — de Pestel —
Ta terre promise, la voila!

Reconnais-tu cet agagant feuillet,

De la musigue ancienne la ronde pale,

Le rire salé et la clarté de paille —

On ne peut disjoindre les mains damnées!

Comme arrivaient par flux les trilles des oiseaux,
Comme le reflux nous chagrinait —

A quel point nous étions heureux

Deux semaines avant «a tout jamais»!

Avec quelle gravité nous lisions le récit
Avyant pour épilogue une douce fumée...

Il est parti, ce train printanier.
1l est parti vivant, Dieu mercil

* All French translations by Meery Devergnas
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Pourquoi

L.a moitié des évasions — en réve?

(Oh, n’aie pas peur — on ne rattrape pas!)

L ‘obscurité s’est desséchée. Vivre jusque la}
Mais demain, en plein jour —

C’est "autre moitié.

Des vivants, qui de leurs doigts froids dirigent le destin,
Des miroirs piégés,

Qui, pareils aux huitres, entrouvrent

Leurs battants avares — fuis!

Ne t’attriste pas, sur ce qui reste la-bas — derriére toi.
Derriére toi il n’y a rien.
Les voila déja qui se déchainent, en meute!

Sur le désert d’asphalte,

Sur le dur —

Laissant

Une trace chaude,

Nous égarant,

Ne sachant demander protection —

Nous partons, nous courons hors d’haleine...
Sans Moise

Devant nous.
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3.

Nos temps ne sont pas accomplis,

Nos dmes non éprouvées.

Et lorsque s’envolent les oiseaux

Nous n‘avons pas honte de nos chants.
Nous errons & travers la ville démente
Dans nos laids vétements du siécle,

Et nos minuscules chagrins

Se tordent leurs petites pattes séches.
Témoins inoffensifs —

Nous ne méritons pas une balle dans le dos.
Nous partons, sans bruit, nous-mémes,
Eteignant les bougies derriére nous.

Comme nous aimons deviner ce qu'il adviendra
Aprés nos départs muets!

Les nuits, peut-étre, seront autres —

Et personne ne remarquera le vent?

L'été, peut-étre, sera plus froid —

Et I'on oubliera nos poétes?

Et nos larmes ne se réaliseront pas,

Et se disperseront nos visages,

Et I'on ne se souviendra plus de nos lévres,
Si malhabiies au baiser!

Enfants ratés du siécle,

Nous partons — avec un souhait —
Que quelqu’un brile nos lettres
Par pitié, sans les lire.

Avec quel soin nous soufflons les bougies —
Pour ne pas tacher la nappe de cire!
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4.

Qui peut comprendre la séparation
Dans les gares — le divorce des berges?
Pourquoi la nuit, qui peut le savoir,
Se pose le silence du désespoir

Sur la garde blanche des neiges?
Pourquoi ce nom — I'amour?

Mieux elt valu pas de nom du tout.
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Dans quel silence tournoie et fuit sans fin
Cette chute de neige folle!

On dirait que se disputent les chérubins —
Tant de plumes du ciel s’envolent!

On dirait que des chevaux blancs, écumant —
Le cortége du roi des neiges —

Se sont figés au vol, en folatrant,

Que la terre vers le haut se désagrége.

1l suffira d'un mot a dire —
Pour que, le souffle coupé,
Vertigineusement, en délire,
On se sente soulevé, emporté.

Et les vents sous les pieds onduleront
Si rudes, qu’a I'instant méme

Les ruelles pavées et les ponts
Disparaitront penchés et blémes.

Et, craignant de perdre de vue

Votre si terrifiant envol,

La cariatide de sa blanche main menue
Vous fera signe de I'entre-sol

Allons, prenez-la avec vous

Dans ces diaboliques neiges

Dans tout ce violent azur

Des rivages pris au piége!

Perdez-vous dans I'immense zénith,
Sans vous retourner!

Quoi, vous hésitez? Allez-y vite!
Regardez —

Votre chute de neige finit.
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La radio bafouille, clapote de ses ondes courtes.
On n‘entend rien —

Le verdict, mais & qui? et combien?

Entre nous — la fragile dureté d’une table de verre
Et I’ange ébouriffé qui se languit dans la fumée.

Qui saura-t-il garder —

Cet oisillon irréfléchi —

Gauchement emplumé,

Aux yeux sombres d'autres pays,

D’autres moeurs, ignorant les larmes et la peur —
Rien n‘indique a qui est cet enfant sans abri,

A qui ce savoyard!

Sur quelle épaule se posera-t-il —

Entre la porte et les chaines?

Avec qui va-t-il partager I'asphyxie

Et dans la file muette

Echanger portion contre ration —

Chiffon contre haillon —

Et la reprise ajourée des clotures contre des croisillons?

Et pourquoi s’est-il fourvoyé dans ce cauchemar,

Ou les neiges n‘ont pas deréponse,

Ou de la naissance & la mort on choisit I'une ou I'autre?
I ne sait pas —

S’abritant les yeux de la lumiére de sa menotte,

Il dort...

Il est habitué a I'inconfort.

Inutile de régler le son...
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7.

Je parlerai dans mes écrits

De tous les affligés,

Restés aux rives.

Oui, j'écrirai

Puis brilerai.

Oh, comme se cabreront les lignes,
Pareilles aux feuilles renversées
Sous le souffle cruel

D’un irréparable videl

De quel mouvement superbe

Le feu me devancera!

Et tressaillera I'écume des cendres.
Mais sans rien engendrer.
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A mon arriére grand-pére illégitime
Lieutenant-colonel de la guerre civile

A deux verstes” de la riviére Dvina —
Avec une balle dans la gorge —
Dans le dernier tourment —
Au milieu de ta guerre
Tu as, pour ["éternité, écarté les bras.
Et sur la chemise blanche — du sang
Bleu pale.
Et ta bouche jusqu’au sang est mordue.
Et des fourmis en désarroi —
Les ames simples —
Font des rondes.
Au lieu des jours d’été a venir,
Au lieu d’une amére gloire posthume —
Dans les profondeurs inversées
Les herbes
Se lamentent sur toi.
Ton orage
A cessé.
Pour nous — c’est I'infamie des parades étrangéres.
Mais tes yeux —
Comme malédiction
Et récompense —
Me sont donnés.

* Verste = 1067 m.
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9. LA BALLADE DU MUR

Qui, nous serons récompensés au maximum!
Ensemble nous avons chanté —

Nous serons séparés,

Chevaliers décorés des mémes ordres —
La poitrine de part en part!

C’est vite fait.

Déja dans le viseur

Bouche blanche et courbe des sourcils.
Oui, nous serons récompensés!

Et il n‘existe pas de lit

Plus vertical ni plus blanc.

Des cauchemars du cri nocturne

On s’avance pour couper le chemin,

O mon appartenance & ceux

Qui n'ont pu achever leurs chants

Vers les cieux!

Arrivés.

Et sur le ciment carbonisé,

Ou I'on appuie, jusqu’a broyer, les omoplates,
A deux derniers pas je vois —
L’empreinte

D’une paire d'ailes.
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10.

O ma patrie haie!l
Rien de plus honteux que tes nuits.
Comme tu as réussi
Avec tes faibles d’esprit,
Tes bourreaux, tes manants!
Comme tu savais procréer tes fidéles sujets,
Avec quel zéle tu détruisais
Tous les non-vendus
et les non-achetés,
Condamnés a t'aimer!
Tes peureux sont innocents,
Alors pourquoi tes rossignols se taisent-ils?
Pourquoi sur les croix profanées
Se figent
tes larmes?
Oh, je vois en songe tes crucifiés!
Je connaitrai, avant longtemps, le méme sort
Pour toi —
chére,

maudite —
Condamnée & la méme mort!
Par la plus effroyable voie —
Aux confins de la haine

et de I'amour —

Déshonorée, misérable,
Mére-et-maratre,

bénis-moi!
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11.

Cette nuit j'ai fait un réve étrange:

On doit me fusiller a I'aube.

Je suis dans une cave en béton,

Mais de la cave, |'aube on ne la voit pas.

Et voila qu’apparait mon camarade de classe,

Nous étions assis au méme pupitre,

Nous copions nos probiémes I'un sur l‘autre

Et lancions le cerf volant

(Qui ne voulait jamais, il est vrai, s’envoler).

Mon camarade de classe me dit: Bonsoir.

Tu n’as pas de chance. Cela fait pitié.

Etre fusillé — c’est si inhumain.

J’ai toujours été pour les mesures douces.

Mais, je ne sais pourquoi, on ne m’a pas demandé mon avis,

Tout d’un coup on m’a donné un pistolet et on m'a envoyé.

Je ne suis pas seul, j'ai de la famille,

Une femme, des enfants — un fils et une fille.

Je peux te montrer les photos, regarde!

Tu comprends, j‘ai une vieille maman.

Je nai pas le droit de risquer sa santé.

Nous avons, récemment, regu un logement,

Avec salle de bains — parois de faience rose.

Et ma femme veut une machine a laver.

Je ne puis tout de méme pas... Et c’est inutile...

De toute fagon, nous ne changerions rien

Puis, j'ai une feuille de route pour la Crimée, la maison de
repos.

Et toi, de toute fagon, tu seras... a l'aube.

Si ce n’était pas moi, on en aurait envoyé un autre,

Peut-étre un inconnu.

Mais nous, nous avons étudié ensemble

Et lancions le cerf volant.

Non, tu ne peux pas t'imaginer

Comme cela m’est dur, mais que faire?

107



12.

I} ne faut pas demander d‘aide.
Ce monde est fait
de main de maitre.

Quel sera I’avenir — pourquoi anticiper?
L’amertume est déja passée.
J'irai me refléter @ minuit
Dans les miroirs vides

des salons de coiffure
Et maintes fois m’'éteindre
De l'autre coté de la vitre.
Aux confins de |'eau

etde la lune
Je ne retiendrai pas I'instant,
J'irai, téte renversée,
Glissant avec ma paume

dans le vide.

Je serai une lueur fortuite
Apparue par illusion d’optique —
Comme le reflet d’une petite fille
Qui n’est pas sur le pont.
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13.

Pourquoi se glacent nos cils —
Les adieux ne sont pas pour aujourd’hui,
Par les chemins d’ici, plus d’un parcours nous reste encore—
Mais déja on nous a mesuré notre bonheur d’émigrant —
Enfant trouvé des gares,
Abandonné dans un wagon commun.
Nous emportons la malédiction —
Faute d’avoir su baiser des mains.
Cette terre mauvaise ne sera pour nous jamais meilleure
Qu’importe, nous reviendrons —
Mais avec d’autres yeux —
Dans la morteile tendresse
De ses décembres ailés.
Et alors,
Que la douleur de ma génération [ui soit comptée,
Et la fierté de ses errances,
Et son triste kopek orphelin —
En expiation de ses vertus maternelles —
Que tout inégralement lui soit compté.
Quant a ses péchés, ils lui seront remis de toute fagon.
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14. LE TRIPTIQUE DE LENINGRAD

Nul ne léve les paupiéres de cette ville.

Ne t’enfuis surtout pas — fa rue est chargée!

Dans la ville des morts — c’est au vivant de rendre des comptes
Tu entends — leurs bottes — dans la cage de 'escalier?

Dans cet oubli — I’herbe ne poussera durant les siécles,
Dans ce silence — on ne crie que dans le réve!

Notre souffie — le trophée de I'hiver d’ici

Et sur les lévres des passants la neige ne fond jamais.

Ainsi,

Baignade du cheval Noir

Dans la riviére Noire.*

Rejaillissement de la diagonale!

Et tous les officiers debout au bord de I'eau.
Ainsi — les neiges par dessus les plaines blanches,
Et fond aux lévres le goQt de liberté.

Notre trajet — de cage en cage.

Non, ne pleure pas.

Que la couronne d’une reine soit sur toi.

Ne pleure pas et ne viens pas en réve.

Mon carré est mortel.

Comme c’est facile — détruire ma destinée:
Non pas d’un paragraphe — d‘un geste de la main — un seul...
I} ne faut pas.

Ne regarde pas la-bas.

Un tel décembre

N’est pas le tout premier sur les champs blancs.
Mélange des ailes et de balles.

Pourqguoi chercher a savoir,

Quand la riviére devient noire?

* N. d. T. Riviére Noire — riviére aux environs de Leningrad. Sur ses berges
avaient lieu jadis les duels et, peut-étre, les exécutions.
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Mere de Dieu, pourquoi fait-il si nuit?

J'allumerai, si tu veux,

La veilleuse verte.

Non, aprés tout, il ne faut pas.

Tu regardes, comme une petite fille, par la fenétre:
Quels pas résonnent dans Petrograd?

Et tout n’est pas encore pour toi indifférent.
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15.

O mes septembres d’outre mer

Nous n‘allons pas ['un a {'autre réver.
Ville aux lanternes basses,

Accrochant les cils,

Toi, élevant tes Paillasses,

La-bas, ol le temps — n’est qu’une paroi muette,
Toi, sachant rire,

Comme d’autres rompent leur pain —

Je te souhaite — du beau temps!

Souris, Je retiendrai mon souffle.
Regarde —je suis de ta race.

Je ne gache pas les adieux par mes pleurs.

112



16.

Oh, j'ai désappris a nouer un baluchon!

Mais grand-meére savait.

Est-ce si dur d’emballer notre bien

Dans un chiffon blanc?

Quoi prendre avec nous? —

Les cahiers brdleront,

Le pain sera rassis.

Qu'importe, accomplissons le rite des adieux —
Croisons serré le mouchoir assigné,

Chacune comme elle sait,

En mains — et a Dieu!

Nous ne plierons pas I’herbe sous nos pas —
Nous pesons si peu.

Nous ne nous retournerons et n‘accuserons pas,
Pourquoi étaler devant lui la douleur —

Lui, le sans-grade?

Aprés, il s'étouffera dans {a tiede moiteur
Captif de quelqu’un...

Pourquoi hésiter sur le dernier trait?

Comme nous sommes naturelles sur ce portrait!
Cela ne fait méme pas mal.
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17.

Seigneur, que Te dirais-je qui déja n'a pas été dit?
Me voila sous Ton vent, en vétements non blanchis —
Entre Ton souffle et les ténébres pestilentielles —
Mon Seigneur!

Que Te dirais-je quand Tu m’interrogeras,

S’il m’est ordonné

De ne rien taire,

Mais de tourner mon visage vers mon pays —
Sourd-muet, en loques de séparation et jeux mortels? —
Mon Seigneur!

Comment oseras Tu juger, selon quel tribunal?

Que répondras-Tu quand je traverserai et viendrai —

Et, me tenant debout, I’épaule appuyée a la paroi de verre —
Te contemplerai,

Sans rien Te demander.
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18.

Nous sommes verbalement intraduisibles

C'est quoi les poémes? — une odeur de fumée
Non pour celui qui fume, mais — qui est a coté.
Ardome, ayant cessé d'étre nuisible.

Herbe bleue. Affaire de peu de poids.

Mais, quand ¢a sent fe bralé —

C’est la loi.

Et tout le monde le sait.

Un étendard intact

N’existe qu‘avant la premiéere bataille.

Plus haut! Le voila déja en lambeaux... Avec toi
Dieu,

Et ceux qui sont derriére toi — sains et saufs,
Seuls les cheveux sentent le roussi.

C’est simple, il n'existe pas d’autre sort.

De génération en génération, les poétes en Russie
Sont criblés de balles, comme les étendards.

Et ce n’est que plus tard — qu’on fait 'appel.

1982
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19.

Le voila sur nous leur voile du sacrifice,
Barbouillé de sang.

Sors, prophétise la peste et la famine —
Nul ne sourcillera...

Faut-il se demander ce qui t'attend

Au tournant?

Cassandre, en silence, versera le thé,
S’asseoira en face.

En silence fera le lit, reprisera les guenilles,
Les jettera sur le fauteuil.

En silence te fera lever dans I'insondable matin
Et fera sur toi le signe de la croix.

Il n’existe pas encore de teinte

Pour ton drapeau de défunt.

Tu es si jeune, mais cela ne fait rien!

Bien bon pour e GOUL'ag.

1981
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20.

Quelle malchance pour la parade:

Sur la Place du Palais — il pleut!

Les pavois coulent sur les fagades,

QU surnage, tout visqueux,

L.e grand chef des prolétaires,

Et se mouillent les drapeaux,

Des traces criminelles trainent —

Sur les papiers, les placards, les oripeaux —
Comme la fumée rampant sur le biilot.

Les silhouettes n'ont déja plus de regards

Mais peuvent encore effrayer les mioches,

En rangs cadenceés la parade démarre

Et, frappant le pavé mouillé, s’approche.

Mais la place est malade et docile,

Ses yeux sont clos — pas une fenétre!

Coulée de sang noir — la plébe rouge de la ville
L’enserre a chaque périmétre.

S’ils se rejoignaient — un seul mot peut le faire —
Si devenant féroces, ils s’élangaient tous a la fois...
Mais ils n'osent pas — |'ange sévére

Dresse si obstinément la croix.

1981
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21.

Pourquoi les neiges sont-elles bleutées?

Notre sang est sur toi, Russie!

En chasuble blanche — contre racaille et saleté,
Avec notre honneur — contre ton infimie
Nous tombons — éminente poussiére.

Dis, te sens-tu bien dans ta peau de meére?

1981
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22.

Cela ne se peut pas! Un domovoi * de prison —

Un personnage tout a fait irréel!

En voila des frasques. Quel naturel malicieux...

Mais ou se cache-t-il?

Avec sa grosse téte,

Ebouriffé, grisonnant... Dans ['oreiller? Sous le lit?
On le trouvera lors des fouilles. Derriére la table de nuit?
On le trouvera encore... Qu alors? Se glisse-t-il sous une robe?
Mais la robe, le matin, il faut bien I’enfiler...

It s’est bien installé, I’animal! Fait du bruit,

S’ébat. Quvre parfois le vasistas

Et souffle tant que mon brouillon s’envole,

Ou bien sous la fenétre doucement gémit,

Comme lorsqu’on souffle dans un flacon vide,

Ou la nuit, sur ’étagére, fracasse la boite a savon,
Ou encore, le matin, en peignant ma tignasse

J'y découvre une nattiche. Quelle charmante allusion!
Et, minuscule, racle une griffe —

Est-ce derriere le radiateur? Le jeu du chat perché!
Qui faut-il attraper? Et sur quelle queue marcher?
Pourquoi retirer le signet de mon livre

Et, le roulant en tube, le fourrer dans mon lit?

Bon, ¢a va. L 'ampoule s’use chaque semaine —

Le mardi. Et le surveillant devient fou, se déméne,
S’efforce de saisir: mais de quoi s'agit-il?

Quelle drole d'affaire! Un domovoil

Que peut-on lui «coller»? Comment l'interroger?

Et quel diable d'article lui choisir?

Un article, passe encore, plus — quelques délations...
Mais qui asseoir au banc des accusés?

Admettons, les tartines sont toutes sans beurre

Et donc, ne tombent pas. Et lui

N'y est pour rien. Mais je n’ai pas tiré au clair:
Lorsqu’a la tour lointaine sonne ['heure,

* Domovoi — Un des dieux lares du folklore russe; diablotin, esprit du foyer.
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Quatorze coups — quelle heure est-ii?

Et qui frappe la-bas? Qu peut-étre sur qui?

Oh, sexdigitaire, méchante race!

Je t'attends au tournant! Mais voila

Que la pelle & poussiére — descend, doucement
Du mur... et patatras! Quel bruit pour une pelle!
Vexé? Aussi ces sortes d'effrontées

N’ont qu’a ne pas froisser un vieux 3 téte blanche!
Mais en fait, il ne sait pas longtemps bouder!
Rusé, de ses oreilles jusqu’au bout de sa queue —
I ricane, glousse —et grimpe sur une planche.
Tout s’est calmé, 1a-bas. Sans doute était-il las.
C’est I’heure de dormir. De protéger de la lumiére
Ses yeux avec ses paumes. Et je commande

Le plus beau réve. Que te donner pour cela?

— Que pourrais-tu donner? — 1} rit,

Et voici que je vois un champ de millepertuis,

Et quelqu’un, la-bas, qui le survole, qui vole...

Et qui me crie: Je te prends avec moi!

Mais dans mon dos, soudain, un de ces craquements!
Eh, toi, 'ébouriffé, le petit sauvage!

Arréte de folatrer, assez pour aufourd’hui!

Je regarde, & moitié endormie... Allongée sur son lit
Ma compagne de cellule mange un biscuit.

Octobre 1982
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23.

Mon spleen — petite béte familiére.

Elle est douce et connait le mot «oust».

Il lui en faut si peu: gratter derriére 'oreille,

Faire manger un bonbon et murmurer «tiens bon».
Elle ne me saute pas a la gorge,

Ne m‘importune jamais devant les étrangers,

Le petit refrain d‘une aiguille des secondes

La console et peut |'ensorceler.

Eile sait grimper sur mes genoux,

Enfouir son nez comme un enfant, dormir.
Pendant qu‘un insensé croisillon de fer

Projette son ombre sur mon cahier.

La nuit seulement, comme une souris dans la paille,
Elle s'agitera et dans un demi-sommeil

Geindra doucement aprés la maison tiéde

Celle que tu vas encore me batir.

Octobre 1982
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24,

Les étoiles tombent dru et ce froid dans les célestes cités!
Cette lune qui nage a la brasse — tiens bon, ne lache pas!

Lex yeux a peine clos — au-dela du regard éreinté,

Un patineur trace des ronds réguliers au compas.

L’hiver sans nuances, noir et blanc, ressemble & une gravure,
Et grondent les verbes dans la phrase indigente et sévére.

Cing pas vers la fenétre, quatre du mur au mur

Ou cille, absurde, dans le judas, un oeil cerclé de fer.

La ruse monotone des questions loin de moi se traine,

Le jeune soldat de garde est naivement brutal...

O quelie paix —traverser ['hiver en silence sans méme

Que s’échappe un «non» des lévres gercées et crevassées de gel!
Le balancier de neige s’est affacé: c’est combien de semaines?
Seuls les yeux sur la page s’embuent et le front est en feu.
Dans le frisson, la fiévre, j'arriverai, j’arriverai & I'avril quand-méme!
Je suis déja en route, avec sur mon épaule, la main de Dieu.

Octobre 1982
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25.

Sire-empereur joue aux petits soldats — bravo!

Aux naseaux des chevaux-dragons oscille la vapeur...

Comme ta gloire de plomb bouillonne dans mon coeur,

Patrie damnée de mes sempiternels décembres!

Messieurs les officiers se givrent en disgrace — parfait!

Mais ils sangloteront a l'instruction, se jetteront aux pieds,

Ils donneront des noms... Tu leur pardonneras leur double trahison,

Mais tu feras périr leurs femmes dans tes neiges vives.

Messieurs les nihilistes détruisent le sacré... c’est bien!

lis n’ont que faire des idoles d’or — ils prendront par |'argent.

Tu leur donneras en février le jeu de 'urne électorale

Et pour ce faire leur apprendras & tailler a la hache les mots.

Aujourd’hui et demain — c’est pareil, changeant de travesti, —

Pourvu qu’on soit plus prés de la gorge! — et boire lentement les
voix,

Pour s‘écarter ensuite dans sa majesté de vampire

Et en silence dans les foréts cultiver I’arbre de Judas.

Décembre 1982
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26.

J’écrirai une lettre aujourd’hui

Dans 'au-dela. Eh, quoi —

Si d'ici pas une seule ligne

Pas un signe? Et les gueules

Gedliéres — inhumaines

Et non pas des faces claires —

Se fourrent dans le guichet:

Eh, dis-donc, elle n'a pas peur?
Peut-étre va-t-elle pleurer,

Et, qui sait, quémander

La pitié? le judas est aveugle,

Le gardien bourgeonnant.

Je n’ai pas peur, mais quelle saleté!
L’air a la peau se colle.

Grand-pére et grand-mére jadis —

Que Dieu ait leur dme —

Ne m’avaient pas appris

A pleurer — mais les lettres de l'alphabet
Les latines et les notres...

lls ont seulement eu le temps

De m’apprendre & distinguer le bien du mal —
Oh, comme au pied du it

Surmonté d’un crucifix

J’ai d’avance a satiété pour des années
Ma peine d’orpheline pleuré...
Grand-pére, ce n’est pas |’affaire

Des nobles de pleurer devant la glébe
N’est-ce pas vrai? Grand-mére me lavait
Dans un bain de livéche

Pour que dans les cellules du KGB

Ma peau reste bien fraiche,
Chuchotait, me signait,

D’un foulard me couvrait,

Pour que ma gorge ne prenne froid
Dans les caves des prisons.

Et maintenant tu m’aurais apporté

Un paquet, et fiégrement
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Aurais regardé — sans pleurs

Leurs gueules de serviteurs!

O ma pani” sérénissime

En bottes réparées!

Sont-ils bien sous tes pas

Les nuages moutonnants?
Grand-pere, premier d’entre les chevaliers,
Un bouclier de cristal!

T’en souviens-tu: «Se ruiner trois fois
Pourvu que reste I’'honneur!»

Tu vois, je I'ai appris bien fort,
Serait—il content de moi?

Est-ce & moi de jeter au printemps
Sur mes épaules le chagrin?
Souriez-moi, mes bien-aimés,

Et bénissez-moi

Pour mes chemins d’ici bas —

Non pas dans la suite des manants,
Non pas dans le pugilat

Pour la «Volga» noire ou I’avancement,
Mais dans un wagon stolypine™*

Sur le plus haut des rayons,

Et pour ma veste dépareillée,

Pour mon foulard froissé,

Pour ma démarche légére

Entre deux atutomates.

4 mars 1983

* pani — dame, en polonais.
** stolypine — wagon spécial pour le transport des prisonniers.
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27.
Dédié & mon ami Valéry Senderov.

On discutait & son sujet dans tous les camps,

On en parlait, suant, dans les wagons spéciaux,

Et dans les fettres qu’on écrivait aux méres,

Et en délire, gorge enrouée, dans les cachots.
Bouclé, mais depuis quand — nul ne s’en souvenait,
Mais on savait: il partageait ration et boisson,

It a donné a un gamin son manteau, a |'étape,

Et nourrissait au comptoir les affamés du camp.
Et, mélant les on-dit et les faits indistincts,

On supputait: comment il atterrit parmi les condamnés?
Les uns disaient que c’était par amour,

D'autres chuchotaient, non, pour sa propagande.
Mais lui, il transformait leurs parts en saucisson,

Et soignait sans dégolt de la gale ou des poux.

Et il plaignait fes femmes, les comprenait, leur pardonnait.
Sans méme exiger qu’elles ne succombent plus.

Il &tait la douleur en imposant ses mains,

Il enseignait: vous n’étes pas des fauves, quittez les cages...
Mais ses disciples les plus fideles

L'auraient vendu pour quelques comprimés.

Mais fui disait: vos d4mes sont dans les ténébres,

En fait, que peut-on exiger de vous?

Et il se mettait rarement en colére.

On racontait pourtant qu’une fois, aux Boutyrki,*
Il aurait de ses mains mutilé un mouchard.

Les uns partaient, ayant fini leur temps,

Les autres, en vain, attendaient I'amnistie,

Sur laquelle, pour sa part, il ne pouvait compter,
Etant noté comme spécialement dangereux.

Mais quatre zeks, une fois rentrés chez eux,

Ayant dans un cahier relaté tous ces faits,

Furent cueillis aussitot et leurs écrits allérent

* Boutyrki — prison célébre de Moscou.
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Epaissir leurs dossiers de nouvelles affaires.

Et lui, on le prit — destination inconnue.

Ou est-il maintenant, en exil, dans les mines?
Peut-étre sous I’écorce des glaces sibériennes —
Demandez-le a ses compagnons de |'étape.

Mars, 1983
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28.

Seigneur, comment va-t-il 1a-bas? Veille sur lui.

Qu’il ne perde pas la raison dans I’abri vide du logis,

Fais honte a sa douleur, garde-le du désespoir —

Afin qu‘avec un visage éclairé — pour deux — il se tienne dans le
monde.

Je léve la coupe — que Ta volonté soit faite!

Vois, mes mains sont calmes, je prends légérement et ne crains pas.

Mais contre la lie noire — par I"écume blanche de I’existence —

Fortifie son dme!

Pour moi tout est plus clair et mon chemin est simple:

Tant d’autres 1‘ont poli, appris chaque pierre par coeur!

Il ne m’est pas trop dur — regarde! Mais lui, ne le laisse pas

Dans les coins déments quadrillés par les araignées!

Oh, n’enléve pas la main de son épaule,

Ne le prive pas du secours de ton bouclier,

Et il forgera un collier pour notre tristesse

De l'immortel alliage de force et de fidélité.

Et quand nous paraitrons, cote-a-cote devant Toi,

Ne Te demandant rien — quoi de plus — puisque ensemble! —

Inséparables, ni par une lame, ni par la trompette de I'archange,

Nous Te répondrons sans baisser le regard.
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29.

Chez la traitresse et renégate,

Chicot dans I’oeil tout puissant,
Spécialement dandereuse délinquante —
Ah, quelle farce — perce une dent!

Comme un poussin, elle tape, se propulse,
Et ne veut rien savoir.

Peu lui chaut que la fenétre soit ferrée!
Elle pousse toujours — & quoi sert le printemps!
Ma sentence attend confirmation,

La Cour Supréme se réunit...

Il faudrait pleurnicher I'indulgence —

Mais cette factieuse dent me trahit!

Elle taraude depuis ce matin

Et ma téte crépite comme un étourneau...
O ma sagesse bonne a rien!

Tu as trouvé ou faire valoir tes droits!

Que faire? Et demain c’est la fouille!

S'ils te trouvent, ils se mettront & hurler,
Et pour n’avoir su ouvrir 'oeil,

L'escorte va recevoir son paquet!

Selon les instructions, la possession

D’un tel objet coupant, pointu, est défendu!
Comment? Elle a poussé? C’est impossible!
C’est contraire a tous les réglements!

Ah, I'effrontée, quelle invention!

A-t-on jamais vu chose pareille?

La ol les autres perdent leurs dents,

Elle s'en procure, elle, une nouvelle!
Peut-étre I’a-t-on fourrée dans un paquet?
Peut-étre — une astucieuse protheése

Avec une télécaméra? Pas autrement
Qu’avec I'argent du N.T.S.1 *

Et voila sur les bureaux les papiers en balade,
Et le commandant de la prison de soupirer:

* N.T.S. — N.d.T. Solidaristes russes,
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— Vivement s’en défaire dans le Goulag!
Patientez encore une petite journée!

Nous avons chez nous pour nos poétes fous
Notre humaine Cour Supréme:

S'ils confirment le verdict, je partirai.

Qui sait, il me poussera peut-étre des ailes!

Avril 1983
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30.

Sur les blés de Ia Russie errait le vent d‘avant la guerre,

Et le drole d’écolier amoureux de tout dans l'univers,

Ayant usé des bougies sur les cartes de MAGELLAN,

Grandissait pendant ce temps. Et tout selon le plan

Se déroulait, n’est-ce pas, Seigneur? Sous les cieux refroidis,

Mélant le réel & V'irréel, il délirait de tous les pays.

— Les bois d’orangers & Sorrente, — murmurait-il et écoutait

Comment son dme se voilait de tristesse sous les mots étrangers.

— Les barbares sont descendus dans le vallon — disait-il en latin,

Et son coeur captif s’élangait vers ce vallon lointain.

Et alors qu’au district, l1zium, de neige se couvrait,

Il lisait comment les esclaves, au son cuivré de leurs bracelets,

Foulaient de leurs pieds le raisin dans la cuve en dansant,

Et a cause de cela sa gorge séchait, comme I’été précédent.

Sur le mur I’ancétre souriait vétu de peau d’élan jaunie,

Jeune éternellement, bien que passablement terni.

Décembre vitrifié, arrété comme I’horloge de la salle 8 manger,

Regardait sans mot dire et attendait.

Mais apres, souillon dans ses bas détrempés, arrivait le printemps-

Harcelait, en riant, embrassait dans le creux de la tempe

Et le gargon restait muet sous ses moqueries.

Toutes les legons — en 1'airl Toutes les lois — abolies!

11 courait regarder le débacle et le vent d'avril

D’une paille soufflait les nuages. MARC AURELE,

Dans sa patience antique, attendait sur une tout autre page.

On vendait des pommes sires. Et se figeaient les oiseaux de
passage

Dans la béance aux yeux bleus plus haut que les clochers!

Et pour cette tristesse-la, l[es mots bientdt manquaient.

Mais dans ses cheveux errait déja la main de la patrie...

Tout commenga, lorsqu’il préta serment, a peine eut-il grandi.

Il périt & la guerre, comme il avait révé, défendant le drapeau.

A nous de savoir pourquoi — qu’avons nous fait, mon Dieu?

Mais nous ne savons pas.

2 mai 1983, Petite zone,
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31.

Et nous, nous restons —

Dans les casiers des monstrueux échecs —
Nous sommes tous prisonniers.

Notre café

Sent les lettres brilées,

Et I'odeur des lettres ouvertes

A la poste flotte.

Nos quartiers sont devenus sourds —

Et personne ne peut plus crier: «ll ne faut pas!»
Et les faces modelées

Ont clos leurs yeux sur les fagades.

Et chague nuit

De notre ville les oiseaux s’enfuient,

Et s’aveugle

La clarté de nos aurores.

Attendez!

Peut-étre que tout cela n’est qu’un réve
Mais le matin

Les journaux paraissent.
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32.

Avec queile tendresse, quelle autorité
L'époque nous prend par les épaules,
Afin que pour la liberté notre bouche — en sang,
Et la steppe et les épérons —

Eten avant —

Quelle vie, quelle chance!

Et quelle brillante fin —

Un menteur inspiré rédigera

Avec sa passion antihistorique.

Afin qu’un gamin de sept ans,

Ayant pleuré sur notre «jadis»,

Soit prét & payer le méme prix

Pour les mémes espérances —

Oh, si quelqu’un, une fois...

Le bagne, I'étape.
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33.

La bas, ou a la place de I'air — des injures grossiéres,
Ou les baraques ronflent au lieu de pendre la crémailliére...
O ma patrie, pourquoi comme un enfant endormi
M’as-tu de si bonne heure fait sortir de mon lit?
Est-ce I'invasion tatare?

Mais non, — tu ne dis mot!

Rien que 'obscurité et les cafards.

Et le courage russe.

Or, les oies sont parties.
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