Bossmu mens B CraBaHrep

Bospmu mens B CraBaHrep,

SI CTAaHY )KUTh BO AbAAX

C IPO3PAaYHBIMH OT CEBEPA IAA3AMU.
brith MOXKeT, MOCAE BCEx TOTEPH

U pacCTaBaHUMU

COTrpEET AEA MEHSL.

Ayura, Bucsmas Ha CTpyHax,

51 GepexHO CHUMY TebsI ¢ KpIoKa.
KA0OY0K TpaBbl y MEAACHHOM AQrYHBL
Kro 3naer?

Brite MmoxerT, pomMm,

TAC BOBCC HCT OTHA.
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Take Me to Stavanger

Take me to Stavanger.
With limpid northern eyes
I'll live amidst the ice.
Perhaps after all the losses
and partings,

the ice will warm me.

My soul, you're hanging on strings.
I’ll unhook you tenderly.

A clump of grass by the lazy lagoon.
Who knows?

Perhaps a house,

without a trace of heat.
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BosBpamasce k menay

Bospamrasice k memnay,

He K 4eMy OOABIIIE BEPHYTHCSL.
K ceBepy Ha MunyTy, a 10 cyru,
HaBEYHO.

O6AaKa NABIBYT, KaK U ITABIAH.
IlpeaaroT, kak mpeaaBaan.

H yBOASIT Bce Tak )ke—C paccBETOM
6€3BIMAHHBIX U C UMEHAMU.
MaxoM npouuTsI

TpPaBbl,

MaKOM H3Pe3aHbl PYKH,

U3 IAMATH HAKHBYIO

BBIPEXXb COL[BETHI OyCBL.
AOKTOp CTEKASTHHBIX AMIYA,
He MOXKaA€eH ITOKOS,

HaAO BCETO-TO KaIllEAb—
BCIlAeCKa HOUHOI Benepsl.

Boapmero u ve HapO.
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Returning to the Ashes

I return to the ashes.

There’s nowhere else to go.

To the north for a moment, but really
forever.

The clouds float as they always floated,
betray as they always betrayed.

And still at dawn they carry off

the nameless and the named.

The grasses

are shot through with poppies,

hands cut by poppies.

Cut the beads of flower heads

from my memory.

O, doctor of glass vials,

don’t begrudge tranquility.

I need but a drop

of the evening star’s gleam.

Nothing else.
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Maku MEpTBBIX

B Hens6biBHOM mACHY,

B IPEACTOSILICH BceM HaM KaTacTpode,
51 ceOe He UCKaAa CTPaHY,

HU MOA0OU L.

W xyaa Hu noiia€mp—3a TO60I0 BUHA. BAOAD AOpOru
MaKH KaIlaloT B TaKT,
MaKH MEPTBHIX.

Y Aoporu KOHIIa HET, M TPapa HE BUAHO.
KpoBb ¢ An1a HE yMBITH—
BCE PYHHBI, PyHHBI.

A 3aKpoenrb raa3a—Hu3 TPEBOXKHOIO CHA IOMHHYTHO
BBIPBIBACT PyKa
B HCM30EKHYIO MYKY.

U xo3saiika cTrout TaMm,

TA€, MAKH UCTAEAH.

Kro yysxoii He crlacaer cTpaHsl,
CBOEU HE CyMeeT.

M xo3siika cTouT, U rpsaymemMy
HaM HE OTBETHUTb:

YTO MBI ACGAQEM 3AECH

U BO 4TO co6HpaeMc51 BEPUTD.
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Poppies of the Dead

In infinite imprisonment,
amidst our shared catastrophe,
I searched neither for land

nor for semblances.

You're guilty wherever you go. By the road,
the poppies dance in rhythm,
poppies of the dead.

The road is endless, the city can’t be seen.
Blood doesn’t wash off your face—
ruins, ruins everywhere.

You close your eyes—through broken sleep
hands keep flying off into

inescapable torment.

And the landlady stands

by the wilted poppies.

If you can’t save another country
you can’t save your own.

The landlady stands, and we can’t
explain to the future

what we're doing here,

nor what we intend to believe in.
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