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YULI DANIEL AND HIS POETRY

The last classic Russian poet, Anna Akhmatova,
described Yuli Daniel as '""a poet with a great and
clear mind" and Daniel has always thought of himself
as above all a poet. Yet his poetry has remained
largely unpublished. It was his prose, which appeared
in the West under the pseudonym ''Nikolai Arzhak",
that earned Daniel five years jail in February, 1966.

The way he conducted himself during his trial -
defending his work, his ideals and his friend and co-
defendant, Andrei Sinyavski - made him almost a
household name throughout the world. This is not the
place to recapitulate the notorious events of the
Sinyavski-Daniel trial,” nor to give an appreciation
of Daniel's stinging, yet humane, satires that led to
it. But I should like to sketch in some little known
background on Daniel as a man and as a poet - drawn
partly from my personal knowledge of him.

Daniel's ""Prison Poems' which appear in this
volume are a product of '"samizdat", the clandestine
cottage industry which typewritten publishing has
become in Russia. This book is the first collection of
Daniel's poetry and it is also the first time his poetry
has appeared in the original Russian. I should like to
make it absolutely clear that I am solely responsible
for the decision to publish ""Prison Poems' - Daniel
had nothing to do with this decision or with the
dispatch of his work abroad.

In 1924 a young Russian-Jewish revolutionary,
Mordecai Meyerovich, published an epic novel on
which he had been working since his return from the
Civil War. Written in Yiddish, it described his life
and the tragic events that took place in his small



Jewish town in the depths of the Byelorussian '""Pale"
(the area where Jews were officially allowed to
settle) when it became a battlefield during the First
World War. Mordecai's own hard apprenticeship as
a tailor at the age of 11, his first contact with the
revolutionaries, the sudden eruption of the war with
its pogroms and the subsequent deportations of
Jews to the Urals - indeed the whole life of the Pale
in those terrible years of trouble - are all contained
in At A Time Like This. The Soviet Literary
Encyclopaedia wrote, six years later, that this first
novel immediately put its author "in the forefront of
Soviet Jewish prosewriters'. The book? appeared
under the pseudonym ""Mark Daniel" and Meyerovich
later adopted this "'nom de succ@s' as his civil name.

More novels and short stories in Yiddish followed.
Most of them were promptly translated into Russian.
The plays were performed all over the Soviet Union.
Mark Daniel's work enjoyed a good deal of popular
success, as well as receiving official approval. For
invariably his hero was the self-sacrificing
revolutionary - worker, artist, commissar. His last
play was published in the year of the Great Purge,
1937. Then he fell silent and died of tuberculosis in
December 1940. He was just over 40.

Mark Daniel was an artist who strove in his work
to be faithful to his own vision of life. He was also a
man of conscience: he felt those social and national
injustices, which he knew so well from the days of the
old Empire, as if they were a personal injury. His
ideals as an artist and a man led him into the
Revolution. A quarter of a century after his death,
Mark's son, Yuli, proclaimed them again in his work
and at his trial. He remained faithful to them even
though the State, which his father helped to create -
first with his gun then with his pen - has since come
to feel that true art and justice threaten the supremacy
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of the established order.

Mark Daniel's only son was born in 1925. He named
him Yuli after a heroic commissar he had known in
Minsk during the Civil War. (This man's self-
sacrifice and purity impressed the senior Daniel so
greatly that a few years later he was to write the
most successful play of his career about him. It was
entitled Yulis, or the Four Days and it was staged
in 1931 by, among others, Samuel Mikhoels, one of
the greatest actors and directors in post-revolutionary
Russia. )

In spite of Mark Daniel's literary success, life
was not easy for the Daniels during Yuli's childhood.
The 1930s were a time of acute shortages and
sometimes of outright famine in Russia, and the
enormous fees for state-approved art, as they exist
today, had not yet been introduced. The family lived
in the centre of Moscow in one small odd-shaped
room in Maroseika Street. (A room that used to be
part of a rotunda in an Empire house: it still looked
like a chunk of curved passage abruptly cut off on
both sides by unexpected walls. ) The famine did not
affect the Daniels directly, but the moral issues
arising from it, as well as from the growing
"'Stalinization" of Russian life in general, were felt
more by them than by most other families. Most
Russians in those grim times were concerned only
with sheer physical survival. But to the Daniels the
Revolution was like their own child, not much less
so than their son. (Yuli's mother, Manya, together
with her first husband, took part in the Civil War in
her own right. ) No parent can look on calmly as his
son takes to crime. And the Daniels could not remain
indifferent as they watched their Revolution turn
delinquent.

Yuli was growing up in an atmosphere of agonized
devotion to the Revolution and of baffled pain at the




levelling down of all the arts which was imposed
with such ruthlessness in the 1930s. Later in life he
made his parents' concerns his own. But unlike
today's sceptical, and often cynical, Russian
teenagers, Yuli and his generation, when they

were adolescents, managed to combine a curious
purity of thought and feeling with an uncomplicated,
romantic acceptance of official causes, such as the
Spanish Civil War, and the worship of Stalin. Although
they saw the cruelties of the regime and often
suffered from them directly, they somehow managed
to regard them as incidental.® In poetry, rhetoric
moved them more than lyricism. Apart from
Mayakovski, Eduard Bagritsky was the most
passionately sincere of all revolutionary rhetoricians
and he was also a great master of evocative poetic
description. Yuli began to write verse before he was
ten and Bagritsky soon became his first and most
lasting love in poetry. His energetic defiance still
echoes in such poems in this collection as ""The New
Year March" or "In the Ring''; Bagritsky himself
could almost have written ""A House' with its
transformation of the banal into a thing to be
marvelled at for the first time ever.

History did not afford Yuli much time for peaceful
poetic and intellectual development. The war between
Germany and Russia began when he was sixteen. He
went from his school desk almost directly into the
trenches when he was eighteen and before he was
twenty he was already a war invalid drawing a
pension. I am not sure whether he was hit directly
in the lungs, but in any case his very serious wound
affected them permanently. (This made his later stay
in the old Vladimir prison with its cold stone walls a
very nearly murderous experience for him. )

By 1946 Daniel recovered sufficiently to continue
his education. He studied Russian literature first in

10



Kharkov, then in Moscow, graduated in 1951 and then
taught literature in school for six years. The school
approach to literature was particularly arid at that
time. To what extent such and such work was a
harbinger of the glorious present, and how it
"unmasked' the social iniquities of the pre-
Revolutionary past - these were the main questions
asked. Daniel went far beyond them in his teaching
and this brought trouble with the education authorities.
Perhaps it was the harassment that made him
abandon his career in the late 1950s, or perhaps it
was the realization that he could support his wife and
his young son by practising his true vocation - writing
poetry.

Throughout the post-war years Daniel continued
to compose verse steadily. (He began to write prose
in 1952 but had only worked on it systematically since
1957. ) By the mid 1950s he developed an amazing
facility for versification and he put this skill to a
money-making pursuit. A good deal of poetry gets
translated in the Soviet Union, particularly from the
hundred or so languages of various Soviet nationalities
into Russian; the Communist Party is anxious to
encourage and spread ''national culture which is
socialist in content'. From 1957 until his arrest in
1965 Daniel became one of the foremost poetic
translators in the country. He published scores of
translations from languages such as Ukrainian,
Armenian, Balkar or Yiddish. All were competent
professional jobs and some much more than that - the
rendering of the powerful surrealist poetry of the
Ukrainian Ivan Drach, for instance. There are few
good translators of poetry, and since the demand is
great the work is relatively well paid - well enough to
allow Daniel, and many other poets like him, to
support their families and to have sufficient time left
for their own more personal writing.
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Daniel's poetry was constantly gaining in depth
and skill. From Boris Pasternak he learned the art
of juxtaposing the strikingly unusual with the starkly
simple and the way of using evocative sounds and
quickly-changing rhythms (see "February'). He also
assimilated his sense of exhilaration, almost
breathless freedom. Nikolai Zabolotsky, the doyen
of Russian surrealism, taught him the power of poetic
meditation. He absorbed the rhythms of classical
Russian folksongs with their passionate plaintiveness
(""Another Song') and of modern concentration camp
folklore with its dashing abandon, despair, expressive
vulgarity and cocky defiance (''1965'", ""About These
Poems'"). The cadence of Jewish wit was part of his
family heritage ('A Prayer'), and one of his great
mentors was Heinrich Heine, with his very Jewish
sense of satire.

By 1965 Daniel was developing into a mature poet
and what he produced was very much better than the
majority of what was being regularly published in
Russia - though to keep things in perspective, one
must admit he had not reached the heights of the best
work of his mentors. On the other hand, he was in no
way inhibited about being a poet. He was always
pleased to read his work aloud to friends when they
asked him, and his lightness of touch when reading
reflected his dislike of those grand postures which so
often mar the work of even the best Russian poets.
Unlike many other unpublished Soviet writers, Daniel
did not until recently distribute his work in typescript.
He was always mindful of his alter ego in the West and
was careful not to attract the attention of the secret
police. Although his verse was by no means all
political and much of it could be easily printed,
that he never published anything, nor took part in
any official readings, was for reasons that had more
to do with politics than with poetry. His lyrical verse
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was easily publishable, but his mature grasp of
past events would not allow him to be dispensed
in strictly non-lethal doses.*

The post-war arrests and persecutions, the
denunciation of Stalin in 1956 and the beginnings of a
true intellectual debate within Soviet society had a
deep effect on Daniel's earlier, somewhat idyllic,
view of the Russian social order. The official anti-
Semitism, as it emerged in the late 1940s, and the
destruction of Yiddish culture, were a profound
shock to him. Unlike his father, Daniel was a Russian,
not a Jewish writer, having completely assimilated
Russian culture, attitudes and ways of thinking. The
small Jewish town of his father's youth, with its
ancient customs and its timeless religious beliefs,
was almost as remote from his generation as the
medieval ghetto (though I believe that unlike most of
his contemporaries of similar cultural background,
Daniel does know Yiddish).

The "anti-cosmopolitan' campaign of 1948-53, when
people in Daniel's position were subjected to
discrimination in jobs and education, had to bear
insults, were threatened with deportation, affected
them even more deeply than the worst pogrom had
shaken their fathers or grandfathers. For before the
Revolution Jews at least knew where they stood: they
suffered because they insisted on being different. And
their suffering had a deep meaning for them. But
Daniel's generation identified with Russia. Their
Jewishness did not matter all that much to them, and
when they too were rejected, it was a meaningless,
gratuitous agony.

Stalinist persecution affected most Jews, though
naturally in different ways - depending on whether they
thought of themselves as assimilated or Jewish Jews.
But, untypically, Yuli had to bear the brunt of both
kinds of persecution. He had close personal connections
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through his father with the world of specifically
Jewish culture. This was completely destroyed in
Stalin's last years and on the 12th August 1952,
twenty-six Yiddish writers were shot on a charge of
wanting to detach the Crimea from the Soviet Union
and to set up a Jewish state there. Some of those
executed had been friends of Yuli's father. All
Yiddish literature was banned, including Mark
Daniel's work, many confiscated books were stored
in a half-flooded cellar in Moscow. Yuli found out
about this and tried to salvage some of them. He
succeeded, but the cold water in the cellar was too
much for his weak lungs and he came down with
severe and protracted pneumonia.

The nightmare that he and his friends had lived
through had a profound effect on Yuli Daniel's work.
Yet none of his blunter poems could pass the
censorship and he did not want to be known merely as
an author of lyrical verse. This probably led to the
last act of his drama as a writer - the decision to
concentrate on prose, to publish it abroad under a
secret pseudonym, and to face the consequences if he
were found out.

"Prison Poems' are partly a reflection on these
consequences, partly a statement of what it means to
be a prisoner in a Soviet security police (KGB) gaol.
The first poem was written approximately a month
after Daniel's arrest, the last after the sentencing a
few days before deportation to a forced labour camp.
With his usual transparent honesty and simplicity,
Daniel registered the whole range of his emotions as
he was being grilled by the KGB - his despair and
longing for those he loves, his loyalty to his friends
and fears that his loyalty to his country might be
doubted, his sarcastic contempt for his jailers. He
felt great guilt at ""failing to spare another's heart",
dragging those near to him into his ordeal, and this
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was his lowest moment. His highest was reached
when he realised at the trial that he was no longer
just another Russian prisoner: that he had become -
by an act of Fate, as he saw it - a symbol, a man of
destiny speaking for those ""'who died mute deaths".
The poems themselves are quite explicit and need
no interpretation. I should only like to add that in the
six years since they were written, Daniel has more
than lived up to the moral burden which he accepted
with such great and unforced pathos in ""The Sentence".
In the book My Testimony his erstwhile co-prisoner,
Anatoli Marchenko, tells us how Daniel rejected all
privilege, repentance and submission on arrival in
the camp. In fact he insisted on doing the same back-
breaking manual labour as all prisoners. His wife
(now exiled herself for protesting against the invasion
of Czechoslovakia) related how he was tortured for
this - by hunger, by cold, even by exposing him to
mosquitoes in the Mordvinian swamps where he
had been sent to serve his sentence. Several times
he went on prolonged hunger strikes to protest against
the conditions of imprisonment. The last time was in
June 1969 when he demanded with other prisoners
that Alexander Ginsburg, who joined him in the camps
for compiling the White Book on his case, should be
allowed officially to marry the woman who was in fact
his wife and that she should then be allowed to visit
him. This action succeeded, but on the 1lth July 1969,
the ""troublemaker' Daniel was transferred to the
Vladimir prison - the hungriest, the coldest, the
most desperate and debilitating jail in Russia. He
spent fourteen months there and was released on 12th
September 1970, five years to the day after his arrest.
The authorities did not permit his return to Moscow.
This restriction was illegal even in terms of Soviet
law (his original sentence did not include exile from
domicile), but for once Daniel accepted it. ""I'm tired,
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tired", this was his first public statement on leaving
jail.

Daniel now works as a petty clerk. He again
translates poetry and writes his own. He was even
allowed to publish a few translations in a provincial
literary magazine. He lives in Kaluga, a small town
some 90 miles from the capital. The town itself is
not particularly beautiful, but its surrounding
landscapes have been much loved by several
generations of Russian writers and painters who
glorified them as the gentle heartland of the country
which was so brutal to so many of them.

One day the Sinyavski-Daniel trial may be
recognized as a turning point in Russian history. The
protest of an important section of Russian history.
The protest of an important section of Russian
intelligentsia against state-sanctioned lawlessness
certainly dates back to it and was largely centred
around it for a long time. But even the most dramatic
flowering of democracy in Russia will not make good
the suffering inflicted on the author of these poems.
Only Daniel himself might perhaps then consider it to
have been worthwhile.

David Burg
London, June 1971
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1.

Notes

The Sinyavski-Daniel case has been fully
documented in Alexander Ginsburg's White Book
(published in Russian in Frankfurt in T967).

White Book is unavailable in English, but much of
its material is reproduced in On Trial, a
collection of documents edited by Leopold Labedz
and Max Hayward, Collins and Harvill Press, 1967.
This collection includes more western material
than Ginsburg's original but omits some important
Russian documents.

. In a zait aza (At a Time Like This), Shtrom,

Moscow, 1924.

For the best statement of their attitudes, see
Nina Kosterina's ""Diary', Novy Mir, No. 12,
1962.

Many younger writers refuse to accept the division
of their work into the publishable and unpublishable.
I was reliably told that when Joseph Brodsky
returned from his much-publicized exile in 1966,
Yevtushenko arranged for a selection of his poetry
to be published in the magazine Yunost

(circulation 2,000, 000). But when the censorship
killed some of his poems, he withdrew the rest,
thus declining a lucrative and spectacular, but
relatively innocuous, official debut.

I should like to express my gratitude to Mr. Joseph
Berger (Ytzhak Barzilai) for some of the information
in this introduction. D. B,
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PRISON POEMS
TIOPEMHBIE CTUXU



BcrioMuHaiTe MeHs, f BaM BCEM II0 CTpOKe
nomapm.

He TpeBoXpTe cela, A HOJTrM 3amniuauy kK
AHBApPLO.

1 He 6yLy XUTPUTHL U CKYJIUTL, O HPOWEHBU
MOJA,

3TO 3peNoCTh NpuUmIa, M NOopa OMJIATHUTH
BEKCEeNA.

HenyreBhif, XxMenbHO#, 3axieOHyBuUicHA
MJIOTLI0 3EeMHOH,

I Tpenanca u Bpay, YTOOH BH OCTaBaJNUCh
CO MHOH.

Kak a mamo pmapun. I kak MHOTO £ NPUHSAN
JapoB

llon HeBepHHit, mMom 3HOKMA, mom Mo
pacchHnaBmuiica KpoB.

 cnoBamn ymen um yO6uthb, U BIAWOUTH
Hanosai.

I, Tepasa npuunen, g ce6a caMoro yOWUBal.

Ho 6naras cymnr6a COUMHMIA CUaCTIUBHNA
KoHell,

i mocToeH Tenephr BamUX MHCIEA U Bamux
cepxnen.

I MeHs k BaMm BieueT, Kak O6yMary BJleUEeT
K AHTapw.

BcnomuHafiTe MeHs: g BaM BCEM IO CTpOKe
nomapw.

[lo HemoBKO#, IO TOPBKOHK, TOCKOW
nmponaxmei# cTpoke,

Uro6 mo6unu MeHsa, korma OyOy OT Bac
BIaJleKe.

I9.I10.65
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Commit me to your memories, I'll give you each a
verse.

Don't be alarmed, I'll pay my debts by January.

I won't use tricks or whine and beg for mercy.

I've ripened and it's time to pay my debts.

Unbridled drunkard, gorging myself on carnal joys,
I chattered on and lied to keep you with me.

I gave so little! But I took so much

Into my dilapidated, tottering house.

Once I could kill outright with words, also seduce,
And, having lost my aim, I turned death on myself.
But good fortune brought about the happy ending,
Now I am worthy of your thoughts and hearts.

I'm drawn to you as paper is to amber.

Commit me to your memories, I'll give you each a
verse.

A verse for each of you, clumsy, bitter and anguished,

To make you love me when I'm far away.

19th October 1965
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CTIXI C ONUI'PATOM

A 3auem BaM KapaHpam?
IlucaTe CTUXU.

Kakune cruxn?

He GecnokoiiTech, JIMDUKY.
[lpo nw0GOBL?

MoxeT, ¥ npo NWGOBL.

Ila, npo nw6oBL, Hamnepekop "rmasky",

UTo meHb ¥ HOUL TapamuTCs U3 OBEpU.

Ila, npo NG0B — IPO PEBHOCTHL, PO TOCKY.
[Ilpo nMoucKM, CBEpPmEHBLA U NOTEPU.

Ja, npo nw60BL —-Cpenu Ka3eHHHX CTEeH,
3eJIeHHX, C OTPaXeHHHM XEJITHM CBETOM,
Ha, npo Hee, IO MUCCTYIJIEHUA, C TEM,
Yro6 HuMKOrma He 3a6HBATBL 00 3TOM:

O nmpoxu nym, 6naroroBeHbM Tel,

O npuuameHbM CYACTBO M yTparTe,

I npo nw0GOBE BCKW XU3Hb NUCATH XOTEIN
I nums Temneps KOCHYJNCA O6naromaTH.

Ha, npo Hee. BceMmy Hanepexop,
llucaTes npo cyTh, coupas IO3OJOTY;

M xaxeTcs, UTO B3 ANM HA MPUKOI,

A g kK Te6e, — CKBO3b CTEHH, IPAMUKOM,
MHe o Te06sa omHa CceKyHIma JeTy.

Mue Bce TBepmaT: "Monuu, 3a6ynb, YUYUCH
CmupeHuw, nWGOBHUK OGHUmABmUL."

A g nenyo KnaBANM KIIOUUI]

I cnyman akkopne oCemaHUii.
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A POEM WITH AN EPIGRAPH

Why do you need the pencil?

To write verse.

What sort of verse?

Don't worry, it's only lyric poetry.
Is it about love?

Perhaps it will be.

Yes, it is love, so as to defy the peephole
That watches from the door all day and night.
Yes, it is love - jealousy and anguish,
Searching, acquiring, losing.

Yes, it is love, behind official walls,
With yellow light reflected in their green,
It is the theme, and in a state of frenzy
So as never to forget these things:

Quivering souls, bodies all devout,
Communion with joy and then bereavement,
I wanted all my life to write of love,

But only now have I become inspired.

It is the theme! And so, defiantly

I'd write about the essence and strip off the gilt;

They think I'm anchored here, once and for all,

But I'll make straight for you, right through the walls,
One second's flying and I'll reach you.

"Keep quiet, forget it,' they've all been telling me.
"Learn to be humble, you beggar of a lover."
While I kiss the keyboard of your clavicles

And hear the harmonies of promises.
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1 TBO#, 5 TBOW, MO CEepHUEBUHH BEChH,

I 7 ToToB roma u BEepPCTH MEpPUThH.

g %oy Te6sa. Hy, rme xe Kak He 3Iech,
Te6a nw6UTL U, 4YTO JNWOUM, ITOBEPUTH.

I9.1I0.65
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I'm yours, yours to the core, yours entirely,
And I'm ready to start marking off the years and

miles.
I'm waiting for you. Where, if not here,
Shall I love you believing I am loved.

19th October 1965
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oM

B OKHO fA rIAHYn u yYBUIEN IOOM.

OGHUHHMII AOM — HEMBCIVMOE UYYIO:

OH 6uJ ceMU- MM BOCHMMITAaXHHH,

I B mepBoM 3Taxe OwJ MarasuH,

I Bhme OmnM OKHa 6e3 pemeToK,

¥ wkaxmoe okHO ocBemeHO

CBouM 0COGHM CBETOM, HENOXOXMUM

Ha cBeT cocenHux. 9TO OTTOTO,

Yto TaM Ha OKHAX OHJM 3aHABECKHU

I 6unu wTops — CJIOBOM — OHJIO TO,

UeM mogu 3aropaxuBaThCA BIpaBe

OT nmocTOpOHHUX B3raamoB. I, omHako,
CyMen rmasamu IaMATV YBUOETH,

Y3HaTh AMLO NMOTEPAHHOTO pad:

Tam Oy CTYIbA ¥ L[BETH Ha OKHAaX,
Korma-To npes3upaBmuecs MHOW,

IIBeTn B ropmkax, 3eneHse OOTUHHU,

C KOTOPHX IHJb CTUPAKT IO CyO660TaM,.
Tam namns B MOTONKM HE YXORUIIHU,

He npaTanucek 3a MYTHHM IIJIEKCUTJIACOM,
Bucenu B KpuHONMHAX abaxypoB,

CoGoif BeHuanu maTKue TOPULEDH,

Co cteH cBucanu ..TaM Ha KHUXHHX NOJIKAX
Jlexanu HeoOXUIaHHHE BemM:

lHypku oT Tydenb, OUNNMAPIHHIA mMAPUK,
YyJok C MTOJKO# B mWTONKe, MO3alHTO,
ll3-3a rocreit, HarpAHYBNWUX BpPACIIOX;
Fme penenTt - ero yxe c Hepenw

HukTo HMKaK He MOXET OTHCKATH...

Tam OHIN CKATepTU, HA HUX HOXU M BUJIKM -
OpaBa pexymux ¥ KOJHMUX NPEIMETOB ..
Tam, B 3TOM mome, OHJIO MHOTO XEHmUH -
He mencecrtep u He cTeHorpadpucTok,

A mpocTo XxeHmMMH. B nuaTsuuax AOMAMHWUX.
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A HOUSE

I looked through the window and I saw a house.

An ordinary house, a miracle beyond belief.

It stood seven or eight floors high,

The ground floor was a shop,

And the windows above it had no bars,

And every window was lit up

With a special kind of light, quite different

From the light of those adjoining it. And this because
The windows possessed curtains

And blinds, in short, the means

Which people have the right to use against

The stares of strangers. But I

Could see the face of a lost paradise

With eyes of memory and I recognized it.

Chairs there were and flowers on the window sills,
Which once aroused my scorn,

Potted plants, the green Goddesses,

To be dusted every Saturday;

There the electric bulbs were not embedded in the ceilings.
Nor did they hide behind dim strips of plastic,

But hung inside the shades of crinoline,

Or crowned the wobbling standard lamps,

Or dangled from the walls. .. Unusual things

Lay on the bookshelves: such as

A shoe-lace, a billiard ball,

A stocking ready with its darning needle, forgotten
Since the arrival of unexpected guests;

Also a prescription - hunted high and low

For what, by now, has almost been a week;

There were tablecloths laid out with knives and forks,
A throng of sharp and pointed articles...

In that house there were many women,

And they were neither nurses nor shorthand typists,
But simply women. In everyday attire.
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OHM, CKOJIOBIM BOJIOCH HEODEXHO

I pykaBa mo JIOKOTH 3aCyUuB,

Kynanu B HOBHX BaHHOUYKAaX MIJIAIEHIEB,
Co n6a K 3aTHIKY OTTOHfA BOMY,

UT0o6 MHIJIBHOU MeHe B TJIa3KU He IOoNacTh.
I oT6recK PO3OBHX MeJbKawmux JIOKTei
fIBnANCA CIIONIOXOM Ha cepnue, ofemas
Oxkpyrinoe U Temjuoe CBepleHbE

IloToM, Korma moracHeT B JOOME CBET ...
Ia, a 3a6un ckasaTh, uTO o gacany
Ha nome 6nno MHOXeCTBO OanKOHOB,

I'me crTunu Ha BeTpy Benocunens,

I B ceTu ramMakoB WM KOCHKAMHU
[l[poBOpHHE CHEXMHKUA ... JloM Tpeman -
Ero Heymepxumo pacnwupaino,

IlaBuO M3HYTPU U3OHTKOM XU3HU,.

B HeMm xuno BCe - OT WNUIALKU TOJOBHOM,
OT KowkM U cobaKM — IO HECKIALHHX
[IoDpOCTKOB C HEYKIIOXUMU DPYKaMHU,
JKpanKoi#l COUMHAOWUX CTUXU.

I ansie yacTUL 3TOM XMU3HU

CkBO3p KIAOKy CTeH, KaK 3anax, MNpOXOnuiu.
Jlerenu CKBO3b 3amTOPEHHHE OKHA

Ko mHe, Ko MHe, K OTERUHyTO# dpamyre
OxkHa, nepen KOTOPHM f CTOSIM,

Ha cTon B3o6paBmuchk. lentx MOIMUHYTH
1 mpukacajcsa K UeJloBeubeil XMU3HU.
I[loroM s1 crnpHrHyn Ha non. BoT u Bce.
os. {1 3HAW, UTO HEJNOBKU ITU CTPOKHU,
Uro MO#l ToBapum TJIAHET HEMNOOKYIHO,
Cepre3HoO mokKauaeT TOJNOBO#

I ckaxer MHe:"A uTO, Kak 3Ta mposa,

Ha u nmoxaa?" "lla - ckaxy 8 - na.
IInoxasa. I[lposa. Xyxe He OwHBaeT..."
6.10.65
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Hair casually pinned back,

Their sleeves rolled up to the elbow,

They bathed their babies in brand-new baby baths,

Smoothing the water from their foreheads to their crowns

To keep the soap out of their tiny eyes.

The glow of their pink flashing elbows

Seemed like lightning kindled in the heart. It promised

Fulfilment, round and warm,

Later when all the house's lights were out. ..

Oh yes, I forgot to tell you, that the front wall

Supported many balconies

Where bicycles stood freezing in the wind

And swirling shoals of snowflakes poured into

The nets of hammocks. .. The house was cracking open!

It just could not contain

The excess pressure of the life within it!

It was all alive - from a hairpin,

A dog, a cat, to gawky adolescents

With their clumsy fingers

Who wrote their poems stealthily.

The scarlet molecules of this life

Suffused the very brickwork of the walls just like an odour;

They were flying through the curtains on the windows

To me, towards me who, having climbed onto the table,
now stood before

A window's open frame. For all of half a minute

I shared in human life.

Then I jumped down. That was all.

...I know these lines are awkward,

That a friend of mine will fix me with his incorruptible gaze,

Will earnestly shake his head

And say to me: '""Could this be merely prose?

And bad prose too?'" '"Yes, " I'll reply, "of course.

It is bad prose. The very worst there is..."

6th October 1965
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OxkoseBa OT TOCKU:
Omonemaw a "Bpycku".

2.1IT.65
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Flattened by boredom
Under a load of '"Whetstones''.

2nd November 1965
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COPOKANIETVE

Kak cnaBHO 3HaTh, UTO OBJ TH HeCepbe3eH,
Yro TH IIJIeBall Ha BaXHbHe Iena

I yuTo GecnevyHOCTb, KAK CMOJIa U3 COCEH
CBOOGOOHO U €eCTEeCTBEHHO TeEKJla.

[lycTe POT KPUBAT CONUIHHE MYXUUHH

C BHCOT CcOpoOKaneThs CBOETO.

Kak cnaBHO 3HaTh, UYTO HE OBJIO IIPUUMHE
I yTo Te6aA KPYXUJIO O30PCTBO.

O TeHV NpeInKoB, NpPENaHHHX UIOEAM,
Co¥eTLH IS BO3BHUEHHHX CTUXOB.
Kynma kak nyuwme craThs cebe 3yn0ImeeMm
3a NpoCcTO TakK, BO UMA NYCTAKOB.

BpecTtn 6e3 6poma u BaATh U3 CHera,
Yty B Gera, BIWOUTHCA HA TEDPU ...
ManpumMmecTBO MOoe, MO alter ego

Co MHO# Bcerma Ha pPaBHHX TOBODU.

HukTo He BnacTeH Hapg CBOe#l MIaHUOOM,
Ho MO%HO e#l MONHOXKY HATb, WAIT ...

Jff, HaBepxXy! 3a MPOCTOTY He BHIa#.
He paccrynaiicas, MaThp chHpa 3eMid.

I2.11.65

32



MY FORTIETH BIRTHDAY

It's nice to know one's not been serious
And never gave a damn for vital business,
That life has flowed along lightheartedly
Like resin from a pine, free as in nature.

Let reputable men screw up their lips
Perched on the pinnacle of their forty years.
It's nice to know you've acted crazily

And accidents have spun you round and round.

O ghosts of ancestors, devoted to ideas,
Poor subjects for some lofty lines of verse!
Far better just to become a scoundrel
Without a reason, all in the name of folly.

Better to flounder out of one's depth, carve out of snow,
Run and keep on running, or fall in love for a bet...

My boyhood, my alter ego,

Please, let's always talk on equal terms.

No one controls his fate, that's written in the stars,

But you can stick your feet out tripping her,
perversely. ..

Hey, you up there! Don't give me away just for being
half-witted!

Don't gape under my feet, good Mother Earth.

12th November 1965
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TTECEHKA

3a Hemelew Henens

TaeT B nOHMe cUraper.

B aToM CcTpaHHOM 3aBeIOeHbU
Bce kak 6ymTo coH u Open.

[ITuun G6pOmAT MO KapHMU3aM,
I B 3aMKax NOKT KIWYU.
HepeanpHH MUD NPOHU3AH
T'py6um samnaxom Mouu.

TyT He racHeT CBEeT HOUaMm,
TyT He ApPOK CBeT JHEBHOH,
TyT MoNuaHbEe, KAaK HAUYAJIBHUK,
YTBepounocr HamO MHOM.

3annxaiica oT Oe3menksd,
Komorucer 06 CTeHKy nGoM -
3a HepmeNnw Hepend

TaeT B mOnMe TOJNyOOM.

Tyt 6e3 ycranum CUUTAKT,
MHoro nm ocranoch InHei.
Tyr, 6e3yMCTBYys, MEUTawT
Bce o ue#t, o Heil, o Heil.

Tyt crtyuaT maru KOHBOA -

Inu ato cepmua CTykK?

Tyr He 3Haemb, KaK Ha BoJe,
Kro TBO#l Bpar m KTo TBO# mOpyr.
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AN AIR

Week after week

Dissolves in smoke from cigarettes
In this curious establishment
Everything's dream or else delirium.

Birds stray along the ledges,
Keys sing in the locks.

The world of unreality is steeped
In urine's pungent smell.

In here the light doesn't go off at night,
In here the light isn't too strong by day.
In here silence, the managing director,
Has taken me over.

You can choke with nothing to do,
Or beat your head against the wall,
Week after week

Dissolves in blue smoke.

Tirelessly, you're counting here

How many days are still to go.

Here in your frenzied fantasy you dream
Of her, of her, always of her.

In here the thump of the warders' steps -
Or is it the thumping of your heart?

In here you don't know as you would outside
Who's your friend and who's your foe.

35



JdTO 3J0€ CHOBUIEHbE,
IlycToTa Mex nma u HerT.
3a Hemenew Hemens
TaeT B nuMe cUTraperT.

TaeT B OHME ...

36
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This evil terrifying dream,
Limbo between '"'yes' and '"'no'',
Week after week

Dissolves in smoke from cigarettes.

Dissolves in smoke. ..
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[TECHAA

"Ha 6eneHbKOM KaMymke cumioun"

Uro-TO CKYUYHO MHe 06e3 BOIHM,
UTo-TO IOHM UOYT BOYCTYW,
CouMHUTH OB NECHWw 4YTO Ju,
HemynmpeHnyw, npocTyio.

CoOuMHUTH NpPO TO, UYTO CHUTCH,
[lpykocHyThCA, KaK pyKamu, -
Ilpo 6erymyw BOImMLY,

Ha npo Gen-ropwouuii KaMmeHb.

Kak Ha kaMmewmke cupena,
Bony B ropctu Hanmusana,
Ha Ttpu cTopoHm rnamena,
Hanesana, xommomana:

I'nAaHeT BNIEeBO - CJIOBHO DPANOM
By6HH OplOT, NOWT KoOJEca,

I unraHka TEeMHHM B3TJIANOM

B cepnue MHe rnAOUT PaCKOCO.

T'naner BnpaBo - oGepHeTcH
KoponesumHoi#t pmanexoit

A xoMy monm crtaTh GOPOTHLCHA
C Genopykoit, CHMHEOKO#?

Kak na kamymke cunena,
Ilo Bome namoHbl0 Ouia,
Ha Tpu cTopoHm rmanpena,
Ilpo ueTBepTyl 3a6hna.
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A SONG

"As I was sitting on a white rock"
[A Russian folksong]

I feel bored without my freedom, I don't know why.
The days pass without purpose, I don't know why.
It would be nice to write a song,

Simple and uninvolved.

To write a song about my dreams,
Almost to touch them with my hands;
Write about the water flowing round
A white rock in its stream.

How she sat on that white rock,
Cupped the water in her hands,
Looked around on three sides
While she sang her witch's song.

When she looked to the left I seemed to hear
The noise of tambourines, the grind of wheels;
And a gipsy with her slanting eyes

Looked deep and straight into my heart.

When she looked to the right she was transformed
Into a faraway princess out of a fairy tale;

And who could resist this one,

Fair-haired and blue-eyed?

She sat on that white rock

Hitting the water with her hand;
Looked around her on three sides
But forgot about the fourth.
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O6epHuchr KO MHe co060W0,
OGepHUCHP KO MHE caMow,
OGepHUCH KO MHE CYOBLGOW -
I Tocky cBow oMoOW.

Masaty u omnaceHps
lMouenysamu yimy ¢,

Ham o6ouMm BoO cnaceHue
C xamymka Te0a CHUMY f.

40
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Turn towards me with your face,
Turn towards me with your soul,
Turn towards me and be my fate -
And I'll wash away my pain.

Anxiety and grief will fade
Confronted by my kisses,

And so that we can both be saved
I'11 lift you off the rock.

5th December 1965
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IPY3bSIM

Buna menpa He B Mepy 6OXbS MHUJIOCTH ,
1 6un Goratr. He mpoxomuno pHA,

UT0G MaHHOKW HeGeCHO# He BaJlMUJIOCh
CouyBCcTBME JIOOCKOE HA MEHA.

1 moncTaBnAn M3HEXEeHHHE TODPCTH,
f1 ycuexanca: "Tocnomy xBana.'-
Korpma Bxonmunu KapaBaHOM TOCTH

C OeclueHHHM Tpy30M CBeTa M TeMja.

Ho Tonpko 3mechr cyMmen ypa3yMeTh d
OT Bamux pyYK, OT Bamux rias BOaIu,
YTo B CcTpamHOE HEHACTHOE TpeXJeThe
Jlump BH MeHf OT TruUOENU CNacClu.

Hetr, He enuHHM XjeOGoM JIOOM XWUBH.

Bu nmomornu MHe BHUTpPATh OoOM,

Bu KpoBr M XM3HL B MOM BJIVMBAJU XUIH —
O nexkapu, O IOHOPH MOHU.

Bce koHueHo. Ceifuac MHE OUEHB IJIOXO.
KpyxuTca Hago MHOW HENOKoOi#.

KoMy B3moxHyTwr: "Mos T cymaroxa..."
I n6a KOCHYTBCH TeEIIOW PYKO# ?

Bce konHuenHo. Heckopo Bona Oyzner,
Ila n HajmeXOa TeINJAUTCA enBa.

Ho B TUmMHE ONYCTOmMEHHHX OYyIeH
Bu npeBpaTunuck B 3BYKM ¥ CJOBa.

Bu, cBeTnne, B TpeMHHe TeTpamnu
Bouwnu, npoiimAa nomcmnynHoe NyTH.

Bcex BOo mnoTM A pmonxeH ObJ YTPaATHUTh,
YT06 B pPUTMaxX M CO3BYUHAX OOPECTHU.
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TO MY FRIENDS

God's grace has surely been over-abundant.
Riches were mine. Hardly a day would pass
When human sympathy did not alight on me
Like manna from the sky.

I cupped my slender fingers to receive it
Ironically smiling: ""God be praised, "

As a whole caravan of guests descended

Bearing its priceless freight of light and warmth.

Now, far from your hands, far from your eyes,
It's only now I've really understood

That it was you who saved me from destruction
In those dark and terrible three years.

No, man does not live by bread alone!

It was your help made me win the battles.

You poured blood and life back into my veins,

O you who revived me, you who gave me your blood:

It's finished. I'm in trouble up to my neck.

Anxiety is circling around me.

But is there a soul to sigh and say: '"You old trouble-
maker..."

And stroke my forehead with a warming hand?

It's finished. It'll be a long time before I'm out.
Even the ray of hope now hardly glimmers.

But in the silences of ravaged days

You've been transfigured into sounds and words.

You've settled on these prison written pages,

Travelled uncharted roads of darkness, though drenched
in light.

As flesh and blood I had to lose you all

To rediscover you in metre and in rhyme.
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Bu 3pmech, CO MHO#, BCemHEBHO, eXeuacCHO,
[lpomeHbEeM, OTIyWEHUEM CPEXOB:

Bens B Mupe BCe NOKOPHO U MOXBJIACTHO
BoXeCcTBEHHO# HEBHATHULE CTUXOB ...

6.12.65
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You stand beside me here, each day and every
hour

You are’ my pardon and my absolution:

For everything in this world bows and subjects
itself

To the divine confusion of the poem...

6th December 1965
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EllE OHA ITECEHKA

To nu OHNbL, TO JNU HEOHIIDb
I3 Becenoro cHa?

1 B cpaxeHuUax He OB

U He nun a BUHA.

He 6nn nynew MeueH

I ctuxoB He nucan,

He rnamen s Ha XeHmMUH
He nw6un, He Opocan;

He cmesncs, He nnakan,
Iy 3a pgHAMU ryod,

I He cTaBUN A HA KOH
Hu npyrux, Hu ceb§;

He nnacan Heykmoxe,
Ha BeTpy He mnpoxain,
B nmomMockoBHHE CTyXn
Ilo nuxHe He Oexair.

C KpacoToif He BeHYancsa
I mpyseit e umen,

Ha Bonnax He Kaualcsd,
Ilecun neTs He yMeln.

I B 0oCeHHOW CHPOCTH

He nnyran nmo semne -
JdTO BCe MHe NPUCHUIIOCH
B sapemeueHHOW Mrie.

12012065



ANOTHER SONG

Is it fact or is it fiction,

Part of an entertaining dream?
I never went off to battles

And I never drank wine.

I wasn't scarred by a bullet
And I didn't write verse.

I never looked at women,
Didn't love them or leave them.

I didn't laugh, didn't cry
Wasting day after day,

Never risked others or myself
On the turn of a card.

I never danced in my clumsy fashion,
Never quivered in the wind,

Never shot by on a ski track

Near Moscow on a frosty day.

I was not married to beauty

And I had no friends,

The waves never rolled me over
And I couldn't sing songs.

I never roamed aimlessly
On a wet autumn day -

I dreamed all of this
In the gloom behind bars.

12th December 1965
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MOJIMTBA

1 oxBaueH TUXO# NAHMKOM,

1 BcTynaw ¢ 6orom B TOprm,
Hanepen o6eman GHTH NMAUHBKOMA
I menuy emy: "Ilomorm:!"

O6Gemaw rpemwuTh HE YaCTO,

[IuTer Mo Majy ¥ CcnaTh C OOHOA -
"OTroHM OT MEHfsl HecuacThe,
CXopoHU 3a CBoe#l CIMHOM.

TennuM BeTpoM ynapb 06 OKHa
I Bpyur MHe He3puMHE muT."
d Monw o 3amutre, a 60r-To -
OH Benp TOXe He JIHKOM WUT.

BcrmomMuHaeT OH MOCKOHANBHO

Bcw MOW HENmyTeBYW XU3HB.

I B orBeT rpomuxaer: "KaHanmda.
He xomyHCTBY# u He GoXuCh, "

BugHo 3HaeTrT BepHee, uEeM CIeOCTBUE,
Uro MeHsa He OTMHTH IO Oena,

Yro HaBpAm NM NPUAYT B COOTBETCTBUE
O6GemaHbA MOM U mena.

30.I2.65
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A PRAYER

I am possessed by silent panic,

I am beginning to haggle with God.

I promise him to be a good boy in future
And I whisper to him: "Help me."

I promise to sin less frequently,

To drink in moderation, to sleep with one girl.
""Please avert the catastrophe,

Hide me behind your back. "

"Beat at the windows like a warm wind,
Grant me an invisible shield:"

I crave His protection, but God

Just isn't that much of a fool.

He remembers in detail

The whole of my backsliding life.

And He thunders in answer: '""You, wretch,

Do not blaspheme, do not take my name in vain!"

He probably knows better than my interrogators
That I can never be washed white,

That my promises and actions
Aren't ever likely to agree.

30th December 1965
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HOBOT'OIHUA MAPU-IEKIAPALIAS

Korma BBepx TopMamKaMu KaTUTCHA
I 6reTca B mamyueir cymnoba,

He Hanmo MonuThcaA M KaATHCHA,
BoaTreca cyMH U cyna.

OrnaguBaif NpucTanbpHeidl mpomioe
Bes nmectu ouenusaif nuu,
OKYpKM WJIJIN3M# - IOHOWBOK.

A cBeTnoOMy - rpynb pacHNaxHHU:

He cnaiica Geccunrw U ropeuu,
He naiica HeBephpK M XU -

He Bce nuso6inions ¥ CBOJIOUM,
He Bce cTykauum M XaHXH.

llaras moporaMu UYXIHMU

B kakoii-To HeBemoMuii Kpai,
Ipyseil uMeHa, KaKk XEeMUYXWUHH,
Kak weTku nepelOupaii.

Bynr 30pkuM, BeceJHM M APOCTHHM
I BHCTOMmB, BHCTOMmDL TH

Ilog rpysoM HEB3TOHN MHOTOAPYCHHX,
[lom Home# cBoe# MpPaBOTH.

3I.I2.65
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THE NEW YEAR MARCH: A DECLARATION

When your life is tumbling downhill head over heels,
Thrashing and foaming like an epileptic,

Don't pray and offer up repentance,

Don't be afraid of jail and ruin.

Study your past with concentration,

Evaluate your days without self-flattery,
Grind the fag-ends of illusions underfoot,
But open up to all that's bright and clear.

Don't surrender to impotence and bitterness,
Don't give in to disbelief and lies,

Not everyone's a cringing bastard,

Not everyone's a bigot who informs.

And while you walk along the alien roads

To lands which do not figure on your maps,
Count out the names of all your friends

As you would do with pearls or prayer-beads.

Be on the look-out, cheerful and ferocious,
And you'll manage to stand up, yes, stand up

Under your many-layered load of misery,
Under the burden of your being right.

3lst December 1965

51



"A MoxeT, nyumas noéema ... "
IIBeTaera

"g cram yMeH ... "
[TywmxuHx

A BIPDYyr BOT TaK NPUXOOUT 3PENOCThH,
RKorpa BnoThMax CHaceHbA MmMEM:

"MHe aBTOPOM MPOCJHHTHE XOTEJNOoCh" -
TBepOUT MUCHNYTaHHHE Panumes.

Korpa Ha TOpHYK nopory

BriorsmMax Openem, cela xaned:

"3ema HEemBUXHA ... I'pemeH Bory ..."
[letnaer romoc Tanunes.

A BOpyr BOT TaK NPUXOOUT CMENOCTE -
XuTpuTh, HE TPYCA Hemouera:

Benp TO, UYTO KakK-TO pa3 INpPONENROCH,
Jxe He cnumeTrcs CO cueTa.

A Bmpyr pasymHa BoXbf MHUJIOCTH:
Mu BCce B HUUTO NYCTOE KaHeEM,

I To, UTO KaK-TO BOMJIOTHUIIOCH,
He sauepxkHeTCsa NOKasAHbEM.

... Ho, BcrnomuHas B uyac BeuepHUi
IIpo Bce nmpo To, UTO HHEM CKa3aju,
Kak %uMTB HaM IOCJIE OTpEYEeHuit?
KakuMu HaMm uUcTeup cneszamm ?
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"A better victory, perhaps...'
Marina Tsvetayeva

"I've grown wise..."

Alexander Pushkin

"I wanted to be thought of as an author, "

The frightened Radishchev kept repeating -
Who knows? This may be how maturity begins
When we are groping for salvation in the dark.

"The earth is motionless. . .I've sinned before God. .

The voice of Galileo went on mumbling,
As we wandered onto the highway
Out of the darkness, sorry for ourselves.

Who knows? Perhaps this is the birth of courage -
Use cunning, don't be fearful of disgrace,

For once your singing has become your song

It can't go traceless like a thing unsung.

Who knows? God's grace may still be rational:
We shall all disappear into the void,

But what has taken on an actual shape

Will not be cancelled out by mere repentance.

... But now filled with recollection in the dusk
Of all we spoke of in the daylight hours,

With our beliefs discarded, how can we live?
What shall we use for tears to drain our eyes?
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UTo myMaTh XECTKUMM HOUAMU
O cOepexeHHO# Hamelt XU3HWU,
Korma repou 3a nneuvamn

B HeMmoll 3acTuAM yKopusHe? ..

5.1066
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What shall we think during the hard nights
About our lives salvaged from wrecks?
When heroes looming up behind

Are turned to ice, reproaching silently?

5th January 1966
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1965 I'OL

A uto MHe ¢ Bamei## TOMHO# Heroi,
Korpmpa oT GemeHO#l TOCKM:

- JDipyxok Mmoi#t, 3a GyTunko# cGerait,
OMoeM HOBHE HOCKH.

A uro MHe Bamm axu, Oxu,

Pynanwn cBeTckux Jlopeneit?

— Ilena, OpyXOK Mo, OYEHL IJOXH,
A nHy-xa HOBYWl Haeill.

I GeCKOHEUHHM OXUIO3HBEM,
Kawk Tpyn meTuHO® O6pPOC ...
- HaBailt eme onHy pas3maBuM,
OMoeMm mauyky nanupoc.

Moe#f Tocke eBpelcCKO-pyCCKOH
CpomHu ¥ BOOKa, U KDPOBATH ...

- Ila XpeH c Heit, C 3TOKW BaKYCKOii,
[lTopa ocTaTKM DONMMBATL.

Ilopa ODONMUTBE OCTATKU CMexXa,
JonuTs M3MEeHH, CTpPacCTh U TDPYH.

- Xana, mpyxok mo#. § mpuexau,
[Ilyckaii BoimyT u 3a6epyT.

I0.I.66
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1965

I don't give a damn for your sweet feelings of bliss.
I'm sick at heart, the only cure is if you say:

"Run out, my friend, and buy a bottle,

We'll drink a toast to a new pair of socks."

Don't give a damn for your '"ahs' and "ohs",
Or even the trilling of modish Loreleis.
"Listen my friend, I'm lower than low,

Just pour me another."

I am overgrown with endless waiting

Like a corpse with a beard that keeps growing from
stubble.

"Let's crack another bottle -

To a fresh packet of cigarettes."

My Jewish-Russian mortal anguish
Takes to the vodka and then to bed.
"Who wants chasers?

It's time to drain the dregs."

It's time to drain the dregs of laughter,
To swallow infidelities, passion and work.

"It's all over, my friend, I've come home.
Let them come in and take me away."

10th January 1966
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Hoxnpu, DOXOU KOCHYINUCH WEK,
I'pycra, mepeBpa mophuxenu,

I 6un OTKDPHT HECUACTHHE cueT
Moux nmoGenm ¥ mopaxeHuit.

Crpyunacs oCeHb, HOEHB 38 IOHEM
Ilunana neTHAA NaNuTpa,

A 3 BO BCK UTrpajl C OTHEM

I TalliHO %axOayn OMaIUTHCH.

He noromy, uTo s, manwnHOi,
Ponran nepen rayxoi creHow -
I npecTynua 3aKOH MHOMH,

f1 BUHOBAT WMHOW BUHOW.

N He 3a TO, uTO A Kpuuan,

Mena, coitmacb, OCYOAT CyObU —
3a To, YTO Ha CBOKW Ievyans,

Kak nmacTupp Kjal uyxue CYRbOH.

3a TO, uTO A , coiima c yMa,

He nmomanun uyxoro cepznna,

A cyn, 3akoHH ¥ THphMA -

Bcero nump KHyT, BCEro mOUmb CPENCTBO,
Bosmesnue 3a TaifHH#t rpex,

3a TO, UYTO, YOMBAFA, BHXUI ...

I BoT suma. U crpameH cHer,
3anATHAHHHK Kamejlbl phxei.

I3.1I.66
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Raindrops, raindrops touched my cheeks,
The trees turned fiery red from sorrow,
And the miserable account lay open,
Record of my victories and defeats.

Autumn was under way. Day after day

Summer's palette was fading,

While I played for excessive stakes with fire

And getting my fingers burned was my secret wish.
Wishing for it not because in my delusion

I grumbled that the wall was blind.

I broke a different sort of law,

My guilt was of a different kind.

Judges in consultation will condemn me
Not for speaking out too loud,

But for tearing bandages for my sorrows
Out of other people's lives.

For my unwillingness to spare another's heart

In my insanity.

And as for courts, and law, and prison,

They're no more than a whip, a means towards an end.
The retribution for a secret sin,

My own survival while I made others die.

Now winter's here. The snow is frightening

Where it lies melted into stains as red as fire.

13th January 1966
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HA PUHT'E

1 Bumen, OGOKCOM He Bnaned,
PuckHyB ynaunuBo#f cynwnGoii.

He sBan HuM Gora, Hu noneit a -
U npourpan mo Gosa Goit.

Tonna - rpoxouymas IIpopsa,
[lepuaTku - napol rpaHar.

Ynap. # cmAT, oT6pomeH, B3OpPBAaH.
I cnuHy MHe o6%er KaHAaT.

Jonap. bBeccrpacTHO CMOTPAT Cynbu,
Kak pumur ronmas nyma,

Kak mo moeit, mo ronoi# cyrtu
Ho6pancsa macTep He cnema.

O - 6or. Ero mBuXeHbsT 4eTKH,
Kak npoTokonn - 6e3 mpukpac.
I crtaBAT YepHHE IEepUYATKHU
Jnapu - TOuUkKM nocine ¢pas.

MHe oT Gemh He OTBepTeThCH,
MeHs1 Be3ne HmoOCTaHET IJIETH;
A Bce x He OymeT moJIoTEeHUA
J Hor, moOCTHIOHOE, OENeTh.

1 xny: ceiluac MeHs HaKaxyT

3a mep30CTh M 328 NMPOCTOTY.

Hy uro xe - Goii. Ilyckaif HoKayT
llom cxBaTkoO#f monmBemeT uepTy.
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IN THE RING

I came into the ring, and not a boxer

My chances were pinned onto my lucky stars.
Invoking neither God nor populace

I lost the fight before it had begun.

The crowd is like a thundering precipice,
The gloves are like a pair of hand grenades.
A punch! I'm crushed, repulsed, exploded,
The searing rope now burns into my back.

A punch! The referees watch quite unperturbed

The way a soul stripped bare is breathing.

The way the champion got straight to my naked essence
In his own unhurried fashion.

He is a Deity. His movements are precise.

Like reams of evidence - without embellishment.
His black gloves punctuate with blows

Like full stops at the ends of sentences.

There is no way for me to dodge this trouble,
The whip will find me everywhere.

And yet the white towel of cowardice

Will not be thrown into the ring.

I am now waiting to be punished

For my defiance, for my simplicity.
All right, let's fight! Let the knockout
Reckon up the total of the match.
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1 nopaxenue nwé6oe

[lpumy, 3axaB ry6aMu KpHUK.
He mma moGepm, a nna 6oA
I men Ha puHr.

I6.I.66
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I'll accept any defeat that's handed me,

Smother my groans behind my tight-closed lips.
It was not to win but fight

That I came into the ring.

16th January 1966
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