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Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

CTAPAA AAAOTA

Moayvat Hap BoAXOBOM KypTraHbl,
DBIAVHHBIN BOPOH YEPTUT BBICH,
Crpacreit BCeA€HCKMX yparaHbl
AaBHO B MOTMA@X YAETAMCD.

CMOTpI0, KaK BOAXOBCKJE BOAHBI
CrpeMsATCs B AQAO0XKCKUN ITPOCTOP,
W raynbpIM KaXkeTcsl, HUKYEMHBIM
A106071 cCepbé3HbII pasroBop.

Yro Hamm CTpaCT 1 COMHEHDbS],
HYCTOHOPO)KHI/IC CAOBa...
CkAoHseTcs: 6e3 COXKAAEHbsI
]_[OA BETPOM AE€THA TpaBa.

Cxumast maMsaTy 0OMBIAOK,

BpeAy, MOAUTBOIO XpaHUM...

V1 BEYHOCTD ABIIINT MHE B 3aTBIAOK
HeMBIM A3bI4€CTBOM CBOVIM.

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

THE OLD LADOGA'!

Over the Volkhov? sleep the mounds,
Bylina’s®raven draws the height.

The Universe’s storms of passions
long since in burial grounds lie.

I see, how the grey Volkhov’s waves
are rushing into free expanse

of Ladoga — and all the words
seem to me silly in the haze.

For what are our passions, strives,
all doubts and all the idle talks?..
There bends itself without regret
the grass — under the wind it rocks.

Gripping the memory’s poor shreds,

I'm trudging, saved by prayer, but withered...
Eternity behind my head

with its mute paganism breathes.

Ladoga - lake into which the Volkhov flows.
2 Volkhov - river in the North-West of Russia.
*  Bylina - Russian traditional heroic poem.



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

AHU Halei XXM3HM KOPOTKMU.

A Houn? Houn OeCcKOHEYHBL

TymaH Hap Oeperom pexu,

A B HeOe — ITyTb OaMCTaeT MAEUHBII.

A B Hebe — TTOAHAS AYHa.

Moauut ancrBa. Cobaxa ApeMAer.
ITokoit Bokpyr. M TuimmHa
HackBo3b IpOHM3BIBAET 3€MAIO.

CKAOHIOCD K BOAE — BOAHA A€TKa.
3Be3aa B pyKax 3acepeOpuTcs.

W 13Hb, KaK AYHHasI peka,

CKBO3b MAAbLIbI MEAAEHHO CTPYUTCHL.

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

The days of our life are short.

And nights? Oh, nights are almost endless.
White haze over the river’s bank,

stars — in the sky, in churches — candles.

Full moon comes out to show the way.
The leaves keep silent, all is quiet,

the dog in drowsiness — the earth

is also permeated by it.

I'll bend to water — waves are light,

a star will be caught in my hand.

And life of mine is like the Moon’s stream
will through my fingers fall as sand.




Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

OH 1méA TOATIE HAIlEPEKOP

W, BBINIASL U3 BOAOBOPOTA,
ITepekpecTsich, 3aiéa B cob0p,
ITpUKpBIB TSDKEABIE BOPOTA.

/M oTcTynuaa TEMHOTa,

Ha manepru 3acTblAM TeHH,

Omu BcTaa npep O6pasom Xpucra,
V1 omyCTUACS Ha KOAEHM.

Kt0 ObIA OH — MBITAph AU BOP?
ITpocua npouenus? Ioxos?
Ho Bcem 4yepTsaM Hamepekop
KpecTuacs npasoio pykoro...

OH CAOB MOAUTBBI HE YIMA,
Ho Bcé ke KaK-TO U3BSICHSIACSH,
VM oTbAecK OT ero cBeun

]_[OA CaMbIM KYIIOAOM METAACA.

OH BBIIIIEA, OCEHBIO ABIIIA,

W, AeHbTM pa3paBasi HULNUM,
Ha mur mo4yyBcTBOBaA — Aylia
3aTenAmnAach Ha TeIMeAuIIe.

Bor Tak, mpeBosmorast Tbmy,

OH yTOAMA CBOM IIE€YAAM,

W Huye BocAep emy:

«Xpauu ['ocriopb TeOst!» — Kpuvaau.

10

He walked alone against the crowd,

and tearing himself from maelstrom,
crossing himself, he came in the cathedral,
shutting the gates, as if of home.

And Dark receded as from Sun,

the shadows thickened at the parvis.

He stood still at the image of Christ,
went down on knees, exhausted, starving.

Who was he? Tormentor or thief?

What begged he? Absolution — or rest?
But counter to all the devils

with the right hand he crossed his breast.

He didn’t know the words of prayer,
and he was speaking in a hoarse tone.
And the reflection of his candle

was flickering high at the dome.

He went out breathing with the spring,
throwing to beggars all his income.
And for a moment did he feel —

the Soul went glimmering at old home.

That’s how surmounting the dark,

he was relieving all his sorrows.

And beggars, running after him:

"God save you man", — shouted in chorus.



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Kakas ocenn! ITocae 6anu

C yCTaTKy BBINbIO ABECTY I'PAMM.
ITopa, mopa roToBUTb CaHH,
ITopa rOTOBUTBCS K CHETAM.

[ToBepuilb — 1ieABIil A€Hb B 3200TaX,
Tak 4TO KPY>KUTCSI TOAOBA —
[Tokpacua 3aHOBO BOpOTa,

C pasmaxoM HapybOua ApoBa.

Cy1y rpubbsl, Bapio BapeHbe

/1 He 6010Cb IPONACTb BO ThME.
ToTOBAIOCH He CIIella K 3a0BEHbIO,
Kak K TpoAOA>XXMTEABHO 31Me.

12

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

Look, what an autumn! After bathhouse
a glass of vodka sweetly goes.

I'll start preparing a firm sledge,

not to be caught by heavy snows.

The whole day is whirling in troubles,
so that my head is going round —

to stain anew the gates and fencing,
to chop the firewood I'm bound.

Cooking preserves and drying mushrooms,
not to be lost in cold and darkness —

and to oblivion ready getting,

as to a winter never ending.

13



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

CKOpO Mbl OCTaBMM MMP HOAAYHHbIIZ,
Y106 moTom npepAaHnnsaAMU CTaThb...
Bcé paBHO MHE€ — T'OTbI MAM T'YHHbBI
BYAYT 9TU 3EMAU HACCAATD.

]_[TI/II_Ia IIPpOAETUT A€I'KO, 6eC1'I€‘{HO,
3a3BEeHUT B Py4b€ AECHOM BOAA,
MHoroe ocTaHeTCsl HaBeYHO,
MHoroe 1cyesHeT HaBCerAa.

3A€Ch e BCE OCTAHETCS KaK ObIAO,
IT0 HebO, polla 1 pexa,

DTO MHOTOAMKOE CBETUAO,

DT rpo3oBble 00AaKa.

He pemrait cyAbOy MHBIX CTOAETUI!

He rapait o 6yay1eM B TOCKe,

CAy1Iani, KaKk CTEITHO MOABIHHBI BeTep
ToBOpPUT Ha PYCCKOM SI3bIKe.

14

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

We shall leave soon the sub lunar world
to become a legend in the end.

Goths or Huns — it’s all the same for me,
will be settled on this dear land.

Careless redbreast will so sweetly sing,

in a wood a brook will sweetly ring.

Much of being will be gone for ever,

much will stay for long, as mountain ridge.

Here all will hold out as it was,

all, that’s seen: this forest, river, sky,
also, this enchanting heavenly sun,
also, these dark storm clouds, going by.

Don't for tell the fate of other times,

don't be sick at heart at future’s might.

Listen, how the wind of steppes and wormwoods
Speaks the Russian language with delight.

15



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Moatoch ucnpasHo bory. Ho
He BsXyTCs CAOBA MOAUTBBL
Ay1a — Kak OyATO noae OUTBBI,
B Helt Bcé orHEM OmaAeHo.

Toput B HOUM MO CBeva.
Kasaaocp Obl — unuTait, BHMMaA,
Ho, Bemux cAOB He MOHMMaA,
Bpocaro kHuTy cropsua.

Ho cabluty — s emé He TAyX, —

Kak TeHb 3Be3AbI CKOAB3UT I10 KpBILIIE.
Tocropb, BepHM MHe CKOPOHBIIT CAYX,
Y100 cam cels 51 CMOT YCABIIIATD.

16

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

I pray to God — right as I should,

but words of prayer are dismayed or rigid.
My soul is like a battle field —

it’s all as if by fire singed.

My candle’s burning in the night.
Why can’t I read my Book in its light?
I can't feel the prophetic word —

I'm throwing off the Book, oh, Lord.

But then I feel — I'm not dumb yet —

how the star’s shade along the roof is sliding!
Give back to me my mournful spirit, oh, Lord
to comprehend for what I'm striving.

17



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

BecHoit 06BIYHO CIIUTCSE AOXO.
/1 HeCIIOKOJHO Ha AyIIE.
Anpeab. KoHuaercs anoxa.
Cxpunut 3eMAsI Ha BUPaKe..

A MHe TBEPAAT, YTO HEBPAATM,

ITomeHbIIIE €CTh, TOMEHBIIIE TUTh.

Ho mup apyroii. V1 Mbl Apyrue.
W Hu4ero He M3MEHUTD.

A HaM paccKasbIBAIOT CKa3KYy,
Yro X13Hb 6€3yMHO XOpOllIa,
Ho Tak 6AM3Ka yxe pasBssKa,
Korpa B orse cropur ayura!

OO6DsIA TAQHETY aACKMIT TIAAMEHD,
Kpyrom 6epa, Kpyrom BoiHa.

A B xpam Bonay. M mycTo B xpame.

M B xpame boxbeMm — TUILIMHA.

/M nocpeayt BCEMUPHOI OUTBDI
B KaHyH BCEAEHCKOTO KOHIL]A
[lerray cAoBa CBOENM MOAUTBEL,
Kax 65! OT TpeTbero anua.

18

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

In spring you badly sleep at night

the soul is somewhat restless, sickly.
April. The epoch somewhere at the end.
It’s now just at a bend is creaking.

They say again and still again,

that neuralgia is the cause.

Eat less, drink less — oh, what a prose —

we — and the world have changed with pain.

And they are telling us a tale,

that life is lovely to distraction,

so near is the upshot yet,

when will the soul be burnt in action.

The planet’s gripped by bedlam’s flame,

all round is war, all round is illness.

I'll come in church — it’s empty in the church.
In the cathedral of the God is stillness.

Amidst the universal battle,

and on the eve of coming doomsday
I'm whispering words of private prayer,
as if another one them says.

19
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B CTAPOV KOPOAEBCKOV OBCEPBATOPUM

Tocropb OnpeAeAnT CyAbOYy:

KTo — B aAMUpaABI, KTO — B TIO3THI.
Emy — pasrasabiBaTh B TpyOy
Yy>xue 3BE3ABI 1 TAQHETBL

TPYAMACST MHOTO A€T MIOAPSIA

/1 mosHaBaA yCTPOMICTBO MUPA...
I Hebo BCE TBOE, 1 cap,

W sTa TecHas KBapTUpa.

Ho HU MKOHBI, HU KpecTa,

Hu BubAum s1 3p€Ch He BUAEA...

A B 1jeaoM Xe cyabOa mpocra:
JKM3HB IPO>KMA — MYXU He OOUAEA.

TycxHetor, ocrabes, raasa,

J naeuu cropbmanuce yooro...
Bcro >xusHb cMOTpea Ha Hebeca,
Aa tak n He yBupea bora.

20

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

AT THE KING’S OLD OBSERVATORY

The Lord destined us — everyone —
the fate — the King or valets.

The fate of his, to gaze in tube

the distant stars and planets.

He labored dozens years running,

he studied well the world’s layout.

He had them all: the skies, the garden,
all his small circle — in and out.

But not an icon, not a cross,

and not a Bible in the height.

Yet, as a whole, his fate is common —
he lived a life not harming a fly.

And now his eyes got weak and dull,
His back has stooped of age and pain.
All of his life he looked at skies,

but didn’t find the God in them.



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Tbl XAQA HACTYIIAECHDS 3VIMB,
Kax »AyT nsbaBAaeHbs 0T 60AlU,
A BeTpbI B KEATEIOIEM [TOAE

C yTpa 3aTsHyAM [ICAAMBIL.

ThI )KAQA HACTYIIAEHDS 3VIMBL
ThI 3KAQA Ha MICXOAE HEAEAN,
Kak cka3Ky, HOUHO CHEroraa,
A AyMaa, COBCEM HEBIIOIAA,

O TNITHLAX, YTO K I0TY A€TEAN,
O IITULRAX, YTO C IOra A€TAT...

22

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

You waited for winter’s approach

just as for pain-relieving balms,

and winds in the fields, getting yellow,
from morn started singing the psalms.

You waited for winter’s approach,
you waited it so at the weekend —
a fairy-tale of the snow lace —

and thought, which was quite out of place:

of birds, who were flying to Southlands,
of birds, who were turning the eyelids —
at dear birthplace for to gaze.

23



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

IToXOpOHMB OTL]A M MaTh,

Toraa He OLIyTMA CMPOTCTBA:

Y MOAOAOCTH NPEBOCXOACTBO —
be3 cAé3 OeAy BOCIIPYHUMATD.

ITpuBBIUHOM YepeAOlt TOTEPD
ITpMBBIK BHOCUTD 32 CYACTbe TAATY.
Tak oTuero >xe BAPYT Tenepb
BoiayIo omyTra yTpary?

MHe cHutcsa maTh. M cmex oTlia
AOHOCUT LITyM BETPOB AAAEKMIL...
V>keAM CBOEro KOHLja

Hespumo omymraio cpokn?

O6 5TOM AyMaTb He XOuy.

/1 B mycTOTE AHEBHOTO XpaMa
3aTemnaAlo XEATYyIo CBeuy

/1 nomsAHy oTLa 1 MaMy.

V1 BoCIIapuT Ayllla, A€TKa,

/1 3alIlyMUT AMCTBOIO AETO,

/ namATH MOoeil pexa

Hecért MeHs HaBCTpeuy CBETY.

24

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

I buried Mom and Dad in bad times —
then didn’t feel myself an orphan:

the superiority of young —

not to shed tears very often.

Even at death — by common losses chain
I'm used to pay my charge for happiness.
Why now, when I'm close to end,

I all at once feel loss and pains.

I see my mommy in the dream,

and dad is laughing through the lightning.
And do I really feel the end

of time, given out by the Almighty?

I won't think of any bad.

And in the daylight’s empty church
I shall light up a yellow candle —
and I'll remember mom and dad.

My soul will soar, so light and calm,

the leaves of summer rustle and stir,

the stream of memory is running —

and takes me right towards light and star.

25



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

IToracHyT cBeTMAA B TIOAYHOYHBII 4ac,
B nmpepaBepbe KpYLIeHbsI 21I0XU —
OHM IIO’KAA€IOT, YUTO TPOHYAM HAC,
YTO mecHIo IpepBaAM Ha B3AOXE.

Crpyurcs 3a0BEHMS AYHHAS IIBIAD,
OmycTutcs cympak 6€3A0HHBII,

OruHém norpe6GaAbHBIM B3METHETCSI KOBBIAD
Hap PoAMHOM CHEXXHOM I COHHOM.

CyAMBIINIT HAC — C HAMU BO MPaK CHU30MALT,
KpoBaBoit HanuBIIKMCh CBOOOABIL.

COMKHETCSI Hap HaMU OeCCMepTHst AEA,
3aCTBIHYT MATEXXHbIE CBOADL.

Ho cHoBa 3anaeeTcs Bepbl Bopa

B raasHuijax myCcTbIX OKeaHa.

VICTA€IOT, pacChIIAIOTCS B IIPaX HEBOAA,
Pa3BeroTcs KAOUbS TYMaHa.

/1 B cTpaxe M3BIAET TIOAYAEHHBIN Oec,
W criyctuTcs AHreA ¢ BBICOKUMX Hebec.

26

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

The heavenly bodies will go out at night
in run-up to epoch’s collapse —

and they will be sorry, that we are gone,
instead of the Song — hollow gaps.

As if a lunar dust, oblivion is flowing,

and fathomless dusk will go down,

and over the Motherland, snowy and drowsy
it will a burning feather grass be rising.

Who judged us — will go down with us to gloom,
With bloody freedom celebrating their feast.
Eternity’s ice will close up over us,

the stormy firmament will freeze.

And still once again will the water of Faith

be splashed in the empty eye sockets

of Ocean — the dead water will go away to abyss,
fog’s shreds will be settled on summits.

The demon will vanish from fear as Hun,
and Angel will go down from Heaven at noon.

27
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Hawm Bcem koHel? He Bepio!
Pacceercs mupax...
Kpaaymemycs 3Bepio
Yurato «OT1ye Hamr.

IlycTb 5 elé He 3HaIO
Hu npaBuA, HM OCHOB,
Ho on-To moHumaet
3HayeHbe BeljMX CAOB.

28

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

All of us are condemned? I don’t trust!

The mirage will disperse... only hush...

I am reading to the stealing beast
Dear prayer — the "Otsche Nash™.

And though I don’t know yet

neither rules, nor the speech of Lord,
but He can catch the meaning

of this prophetic word.

4 Our Father

29



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Hy, BOT 11 3aKOHUMAOCH A€TO,
KomeToi1 cBepkHYB B Hebecax,
1 oceHn 6AMBKOI IPUMETEI
3aMeTHBI B TIOASX U B AeCaX.

TyMaHATCS KpyIIHbIE POCHI,
W TpaBbl NIPUMHUKAN K 3€MAE,
W cBeTATCS TYCKAO Oepésbl

B XOAOAHOI CUPEHEBOI MIAE€.

B mpepABepuy CKOpPOU pasAyKu
COMHEHDBS U CTPaXM AETKU.

S 6e3 coxaaeHbst U MyKU
ITpueMAIo TeueHbe peKN.

W necHs mos OT3BYYaAa,
B LIBETaX OTI'YA€AQA ITYEAA,
n AOAKA MO# OT IIpMYaAa
HecapimiHo otuaamaa...

30

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

By a comet flashing through the skies,
there, summer has come to the end,

and the signs of the soon coming autumn
can be seen in the woods and on lands.

The dews are in fields growing misty,

and the grasses drooped close to the earth,
and the birches are gleaming so dimly,

and I pity and welcome them both.

And just on the threshold of parting
the doubts and fears are light.

I take without pity or torment

the flow of the river in sight.

Yet, song of mine faded away,

the bee doesn’t hum, and lost mirth,
and somewhat inaudibly cast off
my boat from the berth.




Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

Brroru xatsrcs ¢ fAmaaa
IIpsamo K ycTbio VIpThiia...
HaumnHaro >K13Hb CHavaAQ,
[TpuMepsisch He crema.

Cyera nHOro Mupa,

CHer AeTUT CO BCeX CTOPOH...
Bcé xazénHoe — KBapTUpA,
Mebeab, KyxHs, TeAeOH,

Aamrma ¥ KOMITAEKT IIOCTEAbHBIN —
ITo peectpy ObITHE.

Aumb Aymia A2 KpecT HaTeAbHBIN —
Bcé nmyecTBo MOE...

A moaroch ncnpasHo bory
/1 6peAy CKBO3b HETOTOAD.
OCHOBaTeAbHO B AOPOT'Y

CHapsipAuA MeHs [OCITOAD...

32

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

Snowstorms stream from the Jamal®

right towards mouth of the Irtish®... — and
I start living as anew,

getting into new position.

Bustling of another world,

Snow is flowing East and West...
All my property is State’s:

flat, and furniture — and rest,

Table-lamp, bed linen, phone —
right to register my being.

Just the soul and body-cross —
they are mine — the only things...

Trudging through the dirt and blizzard,
I am gently praying to God.

He had thoroughly equipped me

for hard journey, dear Lord.

°  Peninsula in the North of the Siberia.
¢ River in the West of the Siberia.
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CaaBa bory — Bcé co mHoI:
Pyuxa, uncras Oymara,

['yA MeTeAM 3a CTeHOI,
OroHbKOB HOYHBIX BaTara.

CaaBa bory — Bcé moé:

Houb, 3Be3pa B MOPO3HOM CUHY,
TuimmHa 1 6bITUE,

Ha oxHe 3acThIBIINI MHEI.

CaaBa bory — Hukomy
Hu coeroB, Hu oTuéTA...
/1 xoAaebAeT HOUM TEMY
3Bé3A HeMasl M030A0TA.

3AeChb B MOAYQHUM CHETOB
TummmHa — Most Harpaaa.
CaaBa bory, Huuero
BoAblirero ye He HaAo.

34

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

Thanks God — all remains with me.
Fountain - pen, a sheet of paper.
Snowstorm’s drone behind the wall.
And a band of night’s lights, may be.

Thanks God — everything is mine:
night, the star in blue, the lot.
Quiet — and being all around.

On the window-pane hoar frost.

Thanks God — nobody to pay,
give advice, or an account...
And mute stars’ golden cover
shakes the darkness of the night.

Here, amidst the silent snows,
such deep quiet — my reward.
Thanks God, that for nothing more
I am asking from You, Lord.

35
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C 31MOJ1, TOXOXe, BCE B MOPSIAKE.
Moposer criaa. CHEXXOK IapuT.
VM o HouaM Ha CTpOMIMAOLIAAKAX
XaHTbI-MaHcuiicKa CBeT TOpPUT.

®Dacaabl BBICATCS BAABSDKHO
Hap cpepHepycckoit cyeTols,

M ropoa MO pa3HO3Ta> KHbI
AeTuT Hap CyMpayHO TIIETO.

Korpa-HnbyAb OnsaTbh BEAMKO
Poccus byaet. A moxa
Toayboraasble TapAXKUKK

Ham cTposT cyacTbe Ha BeKa.

He 3HalOT pycckuit IOrOAOBHO,
He rpaxaaHe 1 He 61y,
HeTtopomnauso 1 HepoBHO
KaaayT pebsra xupnmyn...

YMBI AQBHO ITOVCTOIUANC...
Temnepb BOT He XBaTaeT pyK...
Koraa sx Tocrmopb SIBUT HaM MUAOCTb,
OCBOOOAUT OT BEYHBIX MYK?

36

Dmitriy Mizgulin. Poems

Apparently, that winter this time

is kind — no frost, soft snow is soaring.
And through the night at building-sites
of Khanti-Mansijsk’ lights are burning.

The houses’ fronts rise to the height
above the middle-Russian bustle,
and flies my different-storey city
over the gloomy landscape fast.

Some happy day-again becomes

as great as was my dear land.

Yet for the present, blue-eyed Tajiks
build for us happiness on the sand.

Not knowing Russian, one and all —
they neither citizens, nor vagrants —
in an unhurried awkward way

the lads are laying bricks for us...

The brains’ve been long ago exhausted...
And now it came to lack of hands...
When will the God show us his favor —
and set us free of torments on the lands?

7 City in the North of the Siberia.
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3aKOHBI BEUHBIE PUPOABI
He ormeHnuTs. He ocmesTs.
Apyrue, BUAVMO, HapOABI
Poccuio 6YAyT HaceAsTb.

ITeyaabHa y4acTb YeAOBEYbS,
Yita€M, Hecs CBOIO BUHY.

V1 He3HaKOMble Hapeybs
Hapymar xpaMoB TUILMHY.
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The everlasting laws of Nature —
they can be cancelled in no ways.
Apparently, some other nations
will settle on the Russian space.

The people’s fate is mostly doleful,
We'll go — and carry our guilt.

And the unknown words and speeches
will coarsely break the churches’ still.
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Bor HakoHel-TO U 3MMa.
Tpelar ApoBa B IIeYN.

W 3BE3AHBIX MCKp KyTepbMa
B peaerolieit Houm.

V CABILIHO B AYHHOJ THIIMHE,
Kaxk Tyxo cHer momréa...

Huxkro He BcmoMHUT 000 MHE —
M aT0 Xx0po1uo.
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There’s, the winter is here at last,

and in the stove is the firewood’s light.
Sparkling and whirling of the stars
just in the thinning out night.

You hear in the lunar still
the quiet of the snow.
Nobody will remember me —
It’s good, if so.
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B K13HM — BCE MAET MO MAAHY —
ITo3aHO AsDKellb. BeTanels — paHo.
Ha paboty — 1 poomorL.

B 6aHI0 yTPOM B BBIXOAHOIA. ..
TeaeBusop. [octu. Aetu.

Copok AeT Ha OeAOM cBeTe
ITpoaerean. IlpoHecAuCh.

DTO — XXM3Hb.

AHM AETST HEOTBPATUMO.

YTO-TO B LjeAb. A UTO-TO — MUMO.
EaeMm c spmapxu. Kak OyaTo

W He Beuep. U He yTpo.

Aolapent HeClenHpin oer —
Brimaa cHer.

B cyere u xpyroseptu

Yale AyMaelsb 0 CMEPTHU.
YTpOM UyBCTBYEIIb YCTAAOCTD.
CKOABKO TaM ellé OCTAAOCh?
ITo HOYaM TPEBOKHO CITUTCSL.
Cepaue. ITeuens. ITosicHuna.
EaeM pAaAbllle He cIielnia...

A pyma?
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All in this life runs by planning —
Late to bed — and early getting
up, to work run, getting home.
Bathhouse at the Sunday’s morn.
TV, welcome, children, cold.
Forty years in this world

fled past, rushed past, as a file.
This is life.

Days inevitably flash past.

Hit the target. Missed the dart.

Run from fair. Dull’s the being.

There’s no morning, there’s no evening.
And the horses’ tired run.

Snow — no fun.

In the bustle and the whirling

thoughts of death come oftener, burning.
Feeling tired, hopes are slender.

What is left in the remainder?

Anxious sleep, and sometimes fever.
Heart. Lumbago. Headache. Liver.
Running farther — rise or fall.

Where’s the soul?
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KputuxoBatb 1 06AM4aTH
3auem? VI TO — )XMBEM HEITAOXO.
Tenepb B yMEHMU MOAYATD
YrapbIBaeTCs a1oxa.

ITycTb MBI AQBHO IOTIAAM B TTAGH
CBOMX HeCOBIBIIMXCSI MEUTAHMUIA.
HecokpyuUMMbIX UCTUH TAEH
3aMeHUT UCTUHY MICKAHUIA.

Orném OecriaMsTCTBa TOPUM,
Hap 6epamu 4yXumu maauem,
Bcé roBopuM 1 roBOpUM,

A pAymaeM — coBceM MHade.

Ternepb 1 5 KaK BCe — MOAYY.
ITycTb TsXKeAa MOsI AOPOTa,
MOAWTBBI 3aHOBO Y4y

1 06 opHoM mpoutry y bora —

YT06 B 4ac, KOrAa HAaCTUTHET MTIAQ,
,A,yma OCA€EITHYTb HE CMOTAA.
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To criticize and to unmask.

What for? Let’s think, we live not badly.

This epoch’s special a sign —
is to keep silent sadly.

Though we are captives long ago

of dreams, not coming true in living,
still indestructible trust in idols

will substitute for truth’s striving.

In the unconsciousness we rot,
over misfortunes we are crying,
and all around is idle talking,
and in hypocrisy we are lying.

Now I as you — keep silent too,

and though my way is steep and hard,
I learn my prayers as anew

for only one entreating the Lord,

that’s — when the darkness covers me,
to blind my soul — God won't permit.
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[Myimm, nuimm, NMcaTeAb,
IToxyaa XBaTUT CHUA,
Yx pas Tebs CozpaTeab
TaaaHTOM HarpapMA.

B amoxe MyTHO — AMIITHUIA,

Ho He nepexxusaii,
Yk pas Tebe BeeBbliHMII
OTKPBIA TPAAYIIMI Pail.

BabIxasi cyMpaK CKBEpPHBI,
Beru mycTbIx 1oxaaa,
IToxyaa MuaocepAHBIN

K orBeTy He mpusBaa.

B Ayuax KOBapHOI CAABBI,
B xpyroBopore pea
MoAnch, YTOOBI AYKaBbII
TebOs He OAOAEA.

BecoBCKUX UTPHULL 3PUTEAD
He 3a6siBait Xpucra,

Yx pas Tebe Cracureab
CAOBa BAOXMA B yCTa.
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Write, write, if you are writer,
till you the hand can lift,

if the Creator gave you

this magic happy gift.

In troubled times — unwanted.
But don't you take it hard,

if the Almighty opened

for you the happy card.

In breathing gloomy sewage
push off from idle praise,
till didn’t call to account
the Merciful for pays.

In rays of treacherous glory,
and in the flow of deeds

pray, that the cunning demon
didn’t overcome you. Heed!

In watching tricks of devil
you don't forget the Lord,

if our Savior did it —

put in your mouth the words.
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Kyaa OblI >kM3HDb Hac AaAblile HY BeAa,
AoOKa3spIBaeM Te Ke TeoOpeMbl —
Koro-1o XAyT BeArKume peaa,

A ocTaAbHBIX — BeAUKME TIPOOAEMBL.

Hy, yeM He yroAMA HaM OTUMIL AOM?

Ho BHOBbB IIpOCTbI€ UCTUHBI OTPUHYB,
Ao oCHOBaHbs pymMM. A TIOTOM —
3aKOHYMM >KM3HDb B ABIMALIMXCS PyMHAX.

V1 MBI y>Xe — TOAIIOIO Y ABepeil —

Ha BbIXOA€. B KOHIIe TOCA@AHMX CPOKOB.
Aait bor mpocTUTh CAEIBIX TOBOABIPEN,
Aait bor mpocTuTh rAyXOHEMbIX IIPOPOKOB!

Aait bor npospetb. XoTst 6bI 1 TOTAQ,
Koraa ay1a yxe He 0T30BETCS,

B ToT Mur, Korpaa 3a6BeHMst BoA

Haa roAoBoOJI CTpEMUTEABHO COMKHETCSL.
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Wherever life would lead along its road,

we demonstrate, as theorems, the same —

for someone wait great deeds and higher fame,
for all the others — waits a heavy load.

Say, what was wrong in our native home?
But once again the simple truth’s rejected,
we pull down all, we've built, to foundation,
and stay in smoldering ruins, not erected.

There is a crowd already by the doors

of exit. In the end a queue of sophists.

God help us to forgive the stray blind guides,
God help us to forgive the deaf mute prophets!

And God permit to see the light at times,
when our soul will not respond to call,
just when fast-flowing waters of oblivion
will close up over us — and fall.
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B mopbiBe CTpacTy OKastHHOM
MBI COKPYIIMAY PYCCKUIT AOM.
Snoxa 6yaeT 6e3bIMHHOI,
Hy a GecriaMsTHOM — TOTOM.

MBI HAyUMAMCH TOKAOHSTBCSA
JKMBOTHO CTpacT eCTeCTBa,
/1 OyAeT papOCTHO CMeSITbCs
VIBaH, He MOMHSIINI POACTBA.

V1 KpUK OCAEAHETO ypoaa
ITOAHOUHBIIT BETEP BAAAD YMUMT,
A paBHOAYIIHAS IPUPOAA

B oTBeT, KaK IpexKAe, TPOMOAUMUT.

50

In the upsurge of the damned passion

we smashed to pieces Russian home.
Anonymous must be this epoch,

and then — unconscious, filled with foam.

We learned to bow low at the power,
brute’s in the East, brute’s in the West.
Ivan who doesn’t remember kinship,
will gaily laugh at life and death.

And when the last of bastards yells,

the midnight’s wind will hurtle the spam.
And the indifferent Nature round us
remains as ever deaf-and-dumb.
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DBeaa He B Aypakax U He B AOPOrax,

AB TOM, 4TO, IIOTEPAB CBOM IIyTb B TAYIIN,

MBplI ¢ ToKasiHbeM He B3bICKyeM K bory,
He Bepyem B beccmepTie Aymim.

To naauem, To cMeéMcs 0€3 MPUYMHEL
He BepaeM HU IpaBMA, HU OCHOB,

W ruémcs, Kak OCeHHYE OCUHBI,

IToa cyMpayuHBIM CTE€HaHMEM BETPOB.

He pasbupas raynocTu u B3aopa,
3aBUAYs cyAbO€ 3aMOPCKMX CTPaH,
MpbI IPeBO3HOCUM TO TAYIILIA, TO BOPA,
YcTaao BIIepUB B30p B TEAEIKPAH,

A oH ropur FOAY6OBaTbIM CBETOM
W, xaxxeTcs, €ABA YaAUT IIPU 3TOM.
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Misfortune’s not in asses, not in roads —

it is — that being drunk with vodka’s bottle,
we don’t repent of our sins to God,

we don’t believe, that Soul is immortal.

Now we are crying, now are laughing,

no reason to both, no rules or foundations,
and we are bowing like an autumn’s aspen,
and suffer from winds’ gusts with patience.

Not recognizing foolishness or nonsense

with spiteful envying the fate of other countries,
we sing the praises of a blockhead or a thief,
stupidly watching the TV-screens,

their radiation is so long, and patient,
and seems to turn into intoxication.

53



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

MOS YAAUA

Mos ypaua

He mpoxuBaeT B 9AMTHOM AOMe,

He pasbesskaer Ha aBTOMOOMAE
MIOCAEAHEI MOADI,

He HOCUT AOPOTMX KOCTIOMOB,

He BoccepaeT B MOUETHBIX NIPE3UAMYMAX,
He KypuT pPOCKOLIHBIX CUTap,

He mbéT 5KCKAIO3MBHBIX KOHBSKOB...

Mos ypaua

XOAUT B TOPOACKYIO OaHI0 ITo cy660TaMm,
[TbéT MMBO C OBIBIIMMMU OAHOKAACCHUKAMU,
YuTaer CTUXU CTYAEHTKAM

/1 yAbI6aeTCs MPOAABIIMIIAM L{BETOB.

Mos ypaua

He mHTepecyeTcs y4€THOM CTaBKO

U KypCOM BAaAIOT

V1 XOAUT IO BOCKPECEHbSIM B LIePKOBb,

ToABKO BOT BCE pexxe U pexke BUAUTCS CO MHOJ,

VY Heé BeAb eCTb AeAd TOBAXKHEe.
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MY FORTUNE

My fortune

doesn't reside in elite home,

it doesn’t drive the car of latest model,
it doesn’t wear costly clothes,

nor sits at the presidiums of honor.

It doesn’t smoke luxuriant cigars,

or drink exclusive brandies...

My fortune

goes to the city bathhouse at the weekends,
drinks beer with the former schoolmates,
reads poems to the students,

and smiles at women, selling flowers.

My fortune

doesn’t mind the tax rates, or exchange rates,
but goes to church on Sunday mornings.

Yet, it is meeting with me seldom,

still more seldom.

It has so many things to do —

which are more weighty.
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Baronunxu. Capanunku. baaxu.
M30y1mkn kocobokue. bapaku.

Me1 6b1AM 0T EBpOTIBI AQAEKH,

A 3aBTpa OyAeT XyXe, ueM B Vpaxe.

Mpb!I Mypy npoaaém u HedTb, U ras,
A camu Koe-TAe CUAUM Oes cBeTa.
Hy xTo, ckaXxu, ToaAyMaeT o Hac,

W oT KOro MbI HbIHYE 3KAEM OTBeTa?

Aexar cHera. V B lapcTBUM TalIu
Hactynut yTpom THIIMHA TaKas,
YTO CABIIIHO MHE ABVKEHME PeKH,
YTO 1MOAO ABAOM TEUET, MU3HEMOTasl.
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Trucks and gullies, barns and sheds,
crooked huts, wooden barracks®.
We are far from Europe — then

it'll go worse than in Iraq.

We are selling crude oil, gas,

while here and there we are staying in darkness.

Who, may I ask, will care about us?

From whom we may today await an answer?

The snows are all around. In the taiga’s realm
there sets in suddenly such boundless quiet,
that you can hear well the river’s stream,

that’s flowing under ice, worn-out.

8 parrack - a wooden building for many families with a common kitch-

en and lavatory.
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Mecra AAS1 60AM B Ayl HE OCTAAOCh.
ITaams moXapa B Ayllle OTMETAAOCh.
Hpinye u nemea oCThIA.

Bboiao OTevectBo. Briao — 1 Hety.
Berep ryaser mo 6eaomy cBety
MeXAy OCTBIBIIMX CBETHA.

COAHILE CBETHAO.

A HBIHYE He CBeTUT.

MoxxeT, XOTb KTO-HUOYAD 3TO 3aMETUT —
Kro-unbyap, kpome MeHs?

Kax 3akpyXuAKCb, 3MesChb U AUKYS,
EaKOTo AbIMa AMAOBBIE CTPYH,
Tycxable 6AVKM OTHAL...

Tocroam, Aait Xe UM pasyM U CUABI!
Aail UM OUHYTbCS y Kpasi MOTMABL,
ITycTb cOApOTHETCS 3eMAs!

VIAn Avy MeHs1 cCKopbHOTro pAapa
BuaeTp 3r0Belee maamMsA noxapa
Hap xynmoaamu Kpemas.
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There’s no place left for pain in the soul,

fires, destining to rise - and to fall,

even the ashes got cold.

Whirling of winds over people and lands

among the frozen souls and heads,

where’s our silver and gold?

The sun was shining. Now, strangely, is not.
May be, that someone will notice the rot —
Someone except only me?

Look, how are whirling, rejoicing, the torrents —
of pungent smoke darkly-violet currents —

dim specks of light, as if split...

Good Lord, do give them the force and the reason,
may they regain their wits in the prison!

Save their souls and homes!

Or of the sorrowful gift do deprive me —

to see the ominous flames of the fire

over the Kremlin domes!
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He 3apexaiicst HUKOTAQ —
HexaaHHo MprAET OGeaa,
HerapaHHO HaCTYIIUT CPOK

V1 BpeMsi BBITOAHSATD 3apOK.

/1 O6ypeT OeckoHeYHa HOYD,

V1 TBI He CMOXeLIb IIPEBO3MOYb
Caeroro pasyma KCIIyT,

U craHelup 6e33aluTeH BADYT,

B comHeHbe CKOPOHOM ADOTHET AYX,
/I ABaXXABI IPOKPUYNT METYX.
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Never you promise to give up —
Misfortune comes without warning,
quite unexpectedly, as message,

or time to carry out the learning.

And - endless - will set in the night,
and you'll have no desire or might

to overcome the blind alarm;

and you'll become defenseless, dumb;
in mournful doubt trembles the heart,
and twice will crow a cock at night.
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POXAECTBO

B uepxBu TUX0. 32 OKHAMM CHHUMM
XAOIIbsI CHera, HECIIEIIHO AETSIIIErO,
B cepebpucro-6epésoBom rHee
OuepTaHusi ropoAa CIISILIETO.

CHeI‘VIpVI, Kak 1apbl HOBOTOAHUE,
YKpaHIa}OT CTOAETHUE €A,

VI comHeHbs TPEBOXAT — CETOAHA AU
BApYI’ OTCTYIIATCS 3ABIE METEAHN,

W pacceercst TeMeHb BCeAEHCKas,
W 3acTBIHET, IPUTUXHYB, IPUPOAR,
W 3axokéTcs 3Be3pa Budbaeemckas,
O3sapuB noayMpax He60CBOAA.
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CHRISTMAS

The church is mute. Behind the window’s blue
the flakes of snow in an unhurried flitting,
and through the silvery hoar frost of fur-trees
are seen the outlines of deeply sleeping city.

Three bull-finches, just like new year balls,
well decorate the old tree in the yard.

I'm excited — what if just today

the evil blizzards will blow not so hard...

And the nature will stand still in waiting,
and the darkness disperses towards night.
And there burns up the Bethlehem star,
lighting up vacant haze of the sky.
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JKuBy npeABKYyLIEHMEM YyAQ,
3acThIB y D€Abl Ha Kparo.

A pspaoM — 3aKAATHIA Vyaa
[oTOBUT M3MEHY CBOIO.

He cTpout yApI6uMBOIL POXY,
He mpsiueT KO3AMHYIO CTaTh,
M aymaeT — Kak IOAOpOXKe
OcTaTKu Aep>KaBbl IPOAATD.

[TycTb 6yaeT mpo3peHue TIO3AHNM,
[TycTb 6yaeT meYaAbHBIM UTOT,
OcraHyTcs He0O0 1 3BE3ADI,
OcraneTtcs coanlle u bor.

,A,a BE€YHOE PYCCKOE€ ITOAE,
FAe BETEP T'YASIET HA BOAE.
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My life — expectation of wonder,

I stand my ground at the trouble’s brink.
And near me — the cursed Judas
prepares his treachery for me.

Parading his ugly goat’s build
and grabbing whatever the best,
he only thinks, how more costly
to sell out the Russia’s rest.

May it be too late for the insight,
may it be too bad the last sum;

the skies, and the stars will remain,
and also — the God, and the sun.

And also — the eternal Russian field
with strolling at large native wind.

65



Omutpunin MusrynmH. CTXoTBOpeHus

AMUTPU MUSTYAVIH popnacs 10 cenrsabps 1961
ropa B ropoae Mypmancke. OTel] — MOASPHMK, YYaCTHUK
ApPKTUUECKMX SKCIEAMLINIT, MaTh — BPay.

B 1978 roay okoHuUMA CpeAHoM0 IKOAY N 47 B MypMaH-
cxe. B 1977 — My3bIKaAbHO-XOPOBYIO CTYAMIO TP MypMmaH-
ckom otpeaennn Xoposoro obiectsa PCOCP mo kaaccy
dopremmano. 3aHnmaacs criopTom. [TobeanTeap 1 npusép
00AaCTHBIX COPEBHOBAHMII 1O ABDKHBIM T'OHKaM M AETKO
aTAeTMKe.

B 1978 moctymua B AeHMHIPAACKMIT 9AEKTPOTEXHUYe-
cxnit MHCTUTYT uM. M. A. bonu-bpyesnua.

B 1984 oxonuua AeHMHrpapCKuil (HMHAHCOBO-3KOHO-
Mmdeckuit MHCTUTYT uM. H. A. BosHeceHckoro u 3aouHoe
oTpaeAeHye AutepatypHoro nHCTUTYTa M. A. M. Topbkoro
B 1993 roay.

Yaen Corosa Ilncateaent Poccun. Axapemuk Ilerpos-
CKOJI aKaAeMUM HayK M MCKYCCTB, POCCHMIICKON aKapeMmu
€CTeCTBEHHBIX HayK, MeXAYHapOAHON CAABSIHCKOM AUTe-
parypHoit akaaemun Hayk (Boarapus). IlpesuaeHT Aute-
paTypHOro 6AaroTBOpUTEABHOTO GOHAA «AOpOra XUsHU».

[Teuaraacs B XypHasax: «3Be3pa», «Hea», «Moaopas
rBapansa», «Hamr CoBpemeHHuK», «Poccuitckuil Koao-
KoA», «lOHOCTBY, exeHepeabHUKax «AuteparypHas Poc-
cush», «AuteparypHasi razeta» 1 Ap. ABTOp 6oaee ABaaLIaTH
KHUTI' CTMXOTBOPEHUI, MPO3bl U mybanuucTvku. OTAeAb-
HBIMM M3AQHUAMM BBIXOAMAM KHUTY HA (PAHLIy3CKOM, aH-
TAMIICKOM, CepOCKOM, YeIICKOM, KMTAICKOM, I'DEYecKOM,
BEHI€PCKOM, OOArapCKOM, TaTapCKoM, OeAOPYCCKOM, He-
MELIKOM, QpMSIHCKOM, 3CTOHCKOM, a3epOaiAXXaHCKOM, G1H-
CKOM $I3bIKaxX 1 Ha IBPUTe.

Aaypear MeXXAYHapOAHBIX M AMTEPATYPHBIX TIPEMMIL.
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COAEP’KAHME

CTAPAA AAAOTA

«/A\HM HaIe XU3HU KOPOTKU...»

«OH IIEA TOAIIE HAIIEPEKOP...»

«Kaxas ocenn! ITocae 6anm...»

«CKOpO MBI OCTaBUM MUP TTOAAYHHBIIL...»
«Moaroch ucrpasHo bory. Ho...»
«BecHOI1 0OBIYHO CIIUTCSI TTAOXO...»

B CTAPOM KOPOAEBCKOW OBCEPBATOPVM
«ThlI >XAQA HACTYTIACHUS 3MMBL...»
«IToxopoHMB OTLA U MATbh...»

«IToracHyT cBeTMAA B TIOAYHOYHBIN Yac...»
«Ham BceMm konen? He Bepio!..»

«Hy BOT 11 3aKOHYMAOCD A€TO...»

«Bploru karaTca ¢ fAmaaa...»

«CaaBa bory — Bce co MHOIL...»

«C 3MMOI1, TIOXOXe, BCE B ITOPSAAKE...»
«BoT HaKoHeL-TO U 3MMa...»

«B >KM3HU — BCE MAET IO MAAHY...»
«Kputukosarb 1 06AMYATb...»

«I'Tuim, muim, mmcaTeAb...»
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Misfortune’s not in asses, not in roads...

MY FORTUNE

Trucks and gullies, barns and sheds...

There’s no place left for pain in the soul...

Never you promise to give up...
CHRISTMAS

My life — expectation of wonder...
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