COJTHEYHOE YTPO HA ITIJIOIITA X

T.II.

ELU;E BI€pa MOe ChIPO€ TeJI0
BBPBIBaJIOCb BOJTHOBAJIOCh U XOTEJIO
Tenepb OHO KaK JIVMICTUK KaK JVICTOK
Ha Imoesne CIIeIIMT Ha BenocTox

TaM COpPOK ITepBEIN (I/I]Ib TPUALATD neBﬂTmﬁ?)
TaM cTpaxoM Bce 0BI0XKEHBI KaK BATOM

B KOopo6Kxe HOBOTOZHME IIIAPEI

TaM >xMBBI BCe ellle ellle Kapsl

Bce 06Cys)AaIOT paHHee SBIEHbBe
Y Ha cTonby YMTAT 06BSIBICHDE

«SIBUTHCSI BCEM Ha ILIOIIALb B IIIECTH YACOB,
C coboit MMeTh [BEHAALAT LITYK YaCcoB,

C cob0i1 MMeTh IBeHAALATh TOHYMX IICOB,

C co60i MMeTh 3aCIIOHKY U 32COBY»

Bce B roposie Mom4ar 1 TOBOPST
Ha mromany BcTpeyaer ux conzar
Bo 116y cuseT cBacTMKa TOPUT

Bo pTy 3Be3za 1 OH He TOBOPUT

<(KY,ZL3. AeBaTh HAM IICOB, 3aCOB, qaceI?
KomneHu Hammm BIa)XHbI OT POCHI
FOP?H.LU/IX JIVICTBEB IIOTHBI HAIlIV PTHI

3adeM MBI 3€Ch COLIAT C TODOI Ha THI?»



A SUNNY MORNING IN THE SQUARE

to T.P.

My half-baked flesh

stuffed with its own tricks
finds itself as a leaf

or a leaflet caught in the rush
of a train to Bialystok.

Biatystok stuck in 1941 (1939?).

Biatystok padded in fright like a Christmas star
stored away in its box.

People still wake there

alive living ablaze.

They discuss an earlier event
and read an announcement:

"You are to appear in person on the square at six,

bring only your wrist watches, in the amount of twelve,
bring only your greyhounds, in the amount of twelve,
bring only one bolt and one hatch."

Biatystok grows silent and speaks

stocked with soldiers in the amount of one,
between his brows a swastika shines,

in his mouth a star shuns speech.

"Where should we shovel our hounds, our watches, our hatch?
Our knees bleed dew,

our teeth rake burning leaves,

why, shiny soldier, are we so sweet with you?



CosnzaT BHyILIAET MM: 31eCh 6yIeT LMpK
Bam 4yzmeca mpenIoXuT Hall apex
CozIaT BaXbsHKHO MM: OX, OyZieT KpUK
Historia HaBsXeT BaM YPOK

IpoieHbs/IpeBpallleHbs B CEMb 9acoB
PaspmacTcs nait 1 rpoxoT TOHYMX IICOB,
Vxe K BocbMu cBObOZA 1 0THOIA,

Korpa ympes, ckaxu. M4 c TODOIL.
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The soldier curses at them: we'll build a circus!
Our circus king will show you his tricks.

A star built of smoke and scream!

History crams a lesson down your throat.

Mercy me/Master me on the square at seven,
greyhounds bark, hatches shine, wristwatches bang,
by eight the square is ready for bedtime

and you crack like a glass Christmas star. Arrr arrr



OCBEHIIUM, DKCKYPCHA IJI4
AMEPHKAHCKHX CTYAEHTOB

I

[Tombe3rxas Ha MMUKPOABTOOyCe IO IOMBCKYIO0 AepeBeHbKy O.
VIOuBs0 cebs—dero 1o, s He 4yBCTBYI0 HUYETO.

Bpouze myrua Mos pa3sBOpoYeHHas OecuyBCTBEHHAS [IECHa,
PasBiedeHbe JAHTICTA, POLEHOAXOBCKIMI FOPOL, CHA.

[maBHOe IBUTATBCS CIOBHO BOJA B KaHAa/Ie —TO €CTh He IBUTaThCA.
JIynp meBenbHENTb PYKO

—CyMacIIe/Iye TeH) BMeIIaloTCS B TBOJ ITOKOJL.

Bce sty Posel, JIrogsury, IpOHYMepOBaHHbIE [ HaC,
YT06BI MBI VX [I€PECYMUTHIBALY, I0KA IIOCTYIIAET ras.

[NepecynThIBaIM BIPOYEM KOCBEHHO: TOPIIKM, IPOTE3HI, OYKI,
C KpacHOI KaéMOYKOM, C YEPHO KaéMOYKOI1 BoMIIIeOHbIe

famMadK,

YeMOIaHbl, BOIOCKKY, TIeTIeN, IPOByCIIye 061aKa,
CrymeHTKM $pMOIETOBAS OT XOJI0LA PyKa
BrnmBaercd B 30HTUK. KyKyIlka

B BupkeHay—CKaX1, CKOJIBKO JIET eI

MEHe HaBelIaTh HPABOYIUTENbHbIE OapaKm?
X0momHO XOMIOAHO TOPIYO:

KMypxy IMBUIM30BAHHOTO CO3HAHM.

Huyero ve 9YBCTBYIO KPOME CThILA

Cépacsisats nenex Marlboro
Ha nemnen, nponsseiéHHBIN 3[eCh, IIPOIUTHII CIOLA.
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AUSCHWITZ-BIRKENAU, A GUIDED
TOUR FORAMERICAN STUDENTS

I

When the minibus nears the Polish village of Ausch.,
I feel numb. My pneuma, a
cut open gum,
a game for a dentist, Rodenbach’s drowsy Bruges.
Focus on moving the way water in channels moves—which
itdoesn't. I stir—
and mad shadows disrupt my numbness.

All these Roses, Ludwigs, thoughtfully numbered for us,
to count, to recount through the gas.

The recount was roundabout: bowls, prosthetics, red-
framed glasses, fairy slippers laced black,

suitcases, hairs, ashes, sagging skies,

a hand of a female student purple from cold
clutches an umbrella. A cuckoo

of Birkenau, how many years more

will I visit educational barracks?

Cold, cold, cold, hot:

hide-and-seek of the civilized consciousness.

I am numb except for the shame
of brushing Marlboro ashes
on the ashes made here, shed here.



11

BoT 3TOT KaMyllIeK eCTb HaMITHUK eMy.
BoT 9T0 06/1aKO OKYPOK JIFOTYK IIEC—

Bcé, 4To ¢ cob0lt OH B3ITH HE MOT BO TbMY,
XOTb [0 IOC/IEIHETO HE YKAMOBAJICSI HEC.

Bor 3TO IepeBo copTUp CKaMeiiKa MaK—
Beck mycop yxaca, 0T4agHbS JEPHMO,

51, pacdydrIpeHHBIN, CAMOLOBOIBHBIN Mar,
Hecy Tebe—Basit, CMOTpY KITHO

Bermeit, KOTOpBIe Pe3BITCS, KaK BO CHE:
ITomMurmBaeT cMATOE IEHCHE,

Kacrpronbka XproKaeT, OyAMIbHMK IIPABUT HOYb,
Kopsibaer orpbI3ok-KapaHgan:

Bramenern Ham, KOpMMJIeL] Halll, TOMJIET] HAII,
Tebe m pansI GBI TOMOYB

—He 3HaeM Kak.

Bor 2T0T KamyIueK Te6s MoCAeHNI 3HAK.
He-BockanunaTenbHbIN. 3aH03a. 30HTUK. 3/IaK.
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This pebble here is a monument to someone.
Sois a cloud a stub a poppy a dog—
Whatever no one can carry into the night,
carrying it, no one complained.

This tree here WC buttercup bench—
the garbage of horror, despair’s filth,
vain, adorned, and duende’d, I
carry to You—watch this film

of things, whirling as in a dream:

a battered pince-nez winks,

a cooking pot snorts like a pig, an alarm clock squares the night,
a gnawed pencil scrapes:

Our Master, daily feeder and quencher,

here we are, glad to help—

but how?

This pebble here is the last sign of you.

A point. Of no exclamation. Splinter. Spike. Grain.



KHH)XKH C KAPTHHKAMH

OHM IBITAIN UX 000UX.

Kaxoro 118eTa Ha 0605x

OHM OCTaBUIIV CTIEIBI?

KomeuHO TOMBKO 30/I0THIE,
KoHevHO TonbKo romybsle,
Topennd CIIOHBI CIIOLEBL.

CMOTpM X Ha IMBHBIE OTTEHKM:
OHM ocTanuch Ha 3aCTEHKM,
Croza nziéM MBI KaK B My3ell.

YTo BUAMM MBI B My3ee 3TOM?
BoT BUIMM: CTPEKO3MHBIM JIETOM
Bayxxpaet uepeza Lpysels,

Xapmc croporuTcs IlIBap1 xoxo4der,
OnefHMKOB €T0 He XO0YeT,

3HaTb, OH JIeXXATh y PEYKM X09eT
Y 5xaby [aI0o4Koi KPYIINTh.

Hx myTh em1é He KOHYeH,—HaJaT,
W Bce oHM y>xe fa 3HaYaT
[To331110 U KPYTSIT HUTb.

CKBO3b CTPEKO3Y, CKBO3b IIayTHHY,
CMOTpI0 Ha XapKyo KapTUHY

Y BUOKY MX )XMBBIMIU He.

OpnuH BO JIBLY, LPYroy Ha AbIOe,
BBeneHCKMI IIIaBaeT Ha PhIbe,
Mepunaer BaruHOB Ha fHe.
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CHILDREN’S LITERATURE

Both were tortured.

What color traces

did they leave on the wallpaper?

I bet you golden

I bet you blue

Burns of crystal, drool.

Observe droll colors

preserved in the confines.

We come here to a museum.

What do we see in this museum?
We see: a trail of fellows

who dragonfly on summer days.
Kharms shies away Shvartz ha-has
to Shvartz Oleinikov prefers

to slug by a stream

poking a toad to death.

Their journey has just begun,

not ended, they stand

for poetry and weave their thread.
Through web, through a dragonfly's wing,
I watch a blistering scene

and see them living not:

One in the ice, another on the rack,
poet Vvedensky floats atop a pike,
poet Vaginov twinkles on the river's bed.
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