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WUHaue He BbINgeET.

BeTep B ropose mepTBbIX, BETEP.

Ecnum xouewb ocTatbcsa A0OMa,

NOMHMU CTapyto NereHay o Npuspake,
nyraroL,em MasoneTok.

B ropoae mepTBbIX Bce npucnocobieHo ans
CYaCT/INBOM CMOKOMHOM U3HU —
TpaneuMeBnaHble 4OMaA, U3bICKaHHbIe yA06CTBa,
Tennble NOCTeNN, MATKUE Kpecna,
NOCTOSIHHO co3Aatolmecs paboune mecTa,

W OeLeBO MOXKHO CHATb 0duC,

N EMKMUI PbIHOK,

Niydlwee MmeanuMHCKoe 06CNyKMBaHKe,
rapaHTMpoBaHHoe beccmepTue.

BOT TO/IbKO BeTep B ropoe MepTBbIX, BETep.
Mo3TOMY HUYEro y Hac U He BbIMAET,

ec/n He 0obpaThCa A0 ropoaa MePTBbIX Ha
6poHemMalumHe,

He PasHEeCTU ero K YepTy,

He BCraxaTb 3eM/Ito,

He 3acefTb MNoJie,

He BbIPaCcTUTb NWEHMULY,

He cobpaTb ypoKas

M He OTNpaBuTbCA Ha BpoHemalunHe obpaTHo, B Pum,
[0N0XnTb CeHaTy

NPOH3UTENbHbIV B CTPaHe MepTBbIX BeTep, BeTep,
Tenepb TO/IbKO BeTep NPOH3UTE/IbHbIN B CTpaHe
MepTBbIX.



Otherwise it won’t work.

There is a wind in the City of the Dead, wind.

If you’d like to stay indoors,

try to recall an old legend about a phantom
that terrifies little ones.

In the City of the Dead everything is customized
for a steady and happy life—

trapezoid houses, exquisite amenities,

cozy beds, benign chairs,

constantly created new jobs,

cheap offices to let,

capacious market,

the best medical care,

guaranteed immortality.

But the wind in the City of the Dead doesn’t go away, the wind.
So we have no choice but

to roll an armored car straight into the City of the Dead—
to take it apart for God’s sake,

to give the land a turn,

to plant a field with wheat,

to gather the harvest,

to get back to Rome in the armored car

and to report to the Senate:

The wind in the City of the Dead is penetrating, the wind,
brazen wind, and just the wind in the City of the Dead.



Mo KpaiiHe mepe OHW,

cobaku, measean, cNoHbl, 06e3bAHbI, TUrpbl, NAHTEPbI,
KOCY/I, KEHTYPY, KOPOBbI, OBL,bl, 3aMLbl, KOLIKK, BOJKM
He CMOTPAT PeKIaMbl U MbIIbHbIX OMep.

®paHumck! MOTOMKK Tex, KTO e U3 TBOUX PYK,

61uKe K Heby,

YeM NOTOMKM TeX, KTO MOJIMACA

B Xpamax TBOEro opaeHa.

MoHaxam He cnefoBano BO34EPKMBATLCA OT
OETOPOXKAEHMA,

W, TAAULWb,

6b1710 6b1 MeHbLLEe tobuTenel Non-KopHa.

MoW nec, NPUBBIKLIMIA NM3aTb YyXKOE AEPbMO,

KOrZa BK/IIOYAIOT TENEBU30P, BCE XKe

NoBOPaYMBaAETCA K HEMY 330M.



They, by all last-ditch means—

dogs, bears, elephants, monkeys, tigers, panthers,
roebucks, kangaroos, cows, sheep, rabbits, cats, wolves
do not watch commercials and soap operas.

St. Francis! The descendants of those who ate from your
palms are closer to Heaven

than the descendants of those who prayed

in your Order’s temples.

It was a bad idea for monks to refrain from procreation.
Otherwise,

we would probably see fewer popcorn lovers.

My dog got used to lick strangers’ shit,

but, turns its tail back towards

a turned-on TV set.



NeTtHee cepoe Hebo
AHacTacua WbeT 6Ky
N TONKYET CHbl

MOMHM, aHre 1, KakMmK Mbl 6bian,

NOMHMU, YTOBbI Nerye neTeTb No Heby,

NOMHM, YTO6 NOMOYb TOProBLAM COXPAHUTb CBOIO
npunbbINb,

NOMHM, YTO6 MOMOYb NPaBUTENAM

BO34epKaTbcsA oT bombapaAnpoBoK

neTHee cepoe Hebo
LapanatoT BepLKHbI bepes
nogHMmaeTcs Betep

AgaauaToro uona Hoctpagamyc obelian KoHel, cBeTa
HO Bpema AnuTca

Yyacbl He OCTaHaBNMBAOTCA

AHacTacusa WbeT 6Ky

M TONKYET CHbI

B cagy

HanusatoTca A6710KM

Y}Ke co3pen KpbIXKOBHUK

W KpanuBa CTa/la HeCKOJ/IbKO Bbllle
COCeACKoro NATUAETHEro maJsibyyraHa

noLHMMaeTcs BeTep

CTYYUT WBEMHAA MaLLMHKa

ObIMOK 13 TPYBKKM pacTBopuUTCA,
He A0CTUTHYB BAnKaiWnX A6N0Hb

TWeTa YyenosevyecKknx ycmnwﬁ

caHcapa, — cKasana AHacTacus, —

npeKpacHa NpuyyaMBbIMU COYETAHUAMM COBBITUI
MONOAO0M YMEp CTapuK KUBET

YenoBEK CpeaHEero BO3pacTa YMTaeT KHUTY
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Summer’s gray sky
Anastasia is sewing a skirt
and interprets dreams.

Angel, please remember what we were like,

remember in order to ease the sky flights,

remember in order to help all the merchants retain their
profits,

remember in order to aid the sovereigns

refrain from bombings.

Summer’s gray sky
scrapes birch crowns—
the wind is rising.

Nostradamus predicted the end of the world
on the twentieth of July,

but time prolongs and clocks don’t stop.
Anastasia is sewing a skirt

and interpreting dreams.

In the garden

the apples ripen

the gooseberries mature

and the nettle is a bit taller

than the five-year-old boy next door.

The wind is rising

the sewing machine is chattering

the pipe smoke dissolves into thin air
before it reaches the near-by apple-trees.

The vanity of human endeavors.

“Samsara,” said Anastasia, “is a beautiful
bizarre thing by its combination of events”—

a young man expired, an old one is still kicking,
a middle-aged man is reading a book.
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aHren CTapaeTcsa 3aNOMHUTb, KaK A LWbHo,
4YTO6bI YrOBOPUTL NpaBuTeENemn

BO34epKaTbcA OT 6ombapANpPOBOK

cefoi paBBuH B CMHarore Tosikyet Topy
CBAWEHHUK efeT KPpeCTUTb N1eMAHHUKaA
KPeCTbAHWH X/ewweT BOAKY Ha CeHoBase
KpecTbsAHKa 06Cy»KaaeT C ropoXKaHMHOM LieHbl Ha
MOJI0KO

aHren, NOAHWMMCH Bbille

Tbl YBMAELLb BCEX HAC

Ha ¢poHe BeYepHero YaenuTma
MpPaUHbIX KpacuBebIxX

A BaC BUXKY BUKY
B/1106/1I€HHbIX 3a6bIBUNBbLIX
nTUUenoBos ¢haHaTUKOB
KPaCHO/NLbIX YePHOroN0BbIX
ernnTaAH PUMAAH
bUHMKKMILEB M 3dMonoB

MWIbIA MO aHren, Tam, rae Buaen Tol 3¢pMonos —
TONIbKO OZHU SIKYTbI

W aHrenbl MOTyT NpU chyvae ownbutbea

HocTtpagamyc obelian KoHel, cBeTa
ONTUMWCT NECCUMUCT
beaHsra

ymep

CTYK LUBEMHOM MALLMHKMN
6epesbl LapanakoT cepoe Hebo
AHacTacusa COYUHAET NECHIO

0 Janekou 3emne, obetoBaHHOM

KyZa BUCOKOCHbI ro4 ynetaet MoiuTbCA
4yTObbI HE 6b1N10 60/1blle BUCOKOCHOrO roga
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The angel is trying to memorize my sewing technique
in order to help the sovereigns

refrain from bombings—

a gray-haired rabbi in the synagogue interprets Torah,
a priest is on his way to baptize his nephew,

a Jack swigs vodka in the hayloft,

a Joan discusses milk prices with some dude.

Rise higher, angel—

you'll see us all

at the evening cup of tea.

“I see all of you—

dark gorgeous

lovey-dovey forgetful
fowlers, fanatics,

red-faced black-headed
Egyptians, Romans,
Phoenicians, and Ethiopians.”

“My dear angel, you’ve seen Ethiopians in the place
where only Yakuts can be found.”

Even angels make mistakes from time-to-time.

Nostradamus predicted the end of the world
an optimist, a pessimist—

poor fellow—

died.

The chatter of the sewing machine,
the birches scrape the gray sky.
Anastasia composes a song

about a far-off Promised Land

where the leap year flies off to pray
so that there would be no leap years any longer

13



4TO6bI BCE MPWULLJ/IO B NOPALOK B COOTBETCTBUU
C IOACKUM pasyMeHbem

aHren NogHMMAaeTCcA Bbllle U Bbllle
CTAaHOBUTCA TOYKOM

CTAHOBUTCA METEOPUTOM

nposaeTas MMMO KOCMUYECKOM cTaHuuu "Mup"
OH CTY4UT B /IOK 1 roBopwuT "npuset”
CKy4YatoLWwMM KOCMOHABTam

OnATb 3TOT aHren
a Ha 3em/ie BeposATHO
nogHMMaeTcs setep

CMOTpPYU NnecyaHas 6yps

3TO WanAT Nnpmbopbl
NPUTBOPbLI NOAPYIM NOAPAHKM
[EBYOHKM MasIbuULLIKK
nypuTaHe U NecoUAHKN
YnTaBlne KHNKKHN

WCKaBLUNE KOPHMU

6yab cnokoeH

M CNY NOKOPHO

cnAar

nog, CTYK LWBEMHON MalLUMHKK

NnoZ MepHbIi ronoc AHacTacum

nog, ckpun Heba

n nepebpaHKy MUMOE3KNX aBTOMObUNel

aHren BepHuCb

HYXHO HalTU XOTb KAKOWM-TO BbIXOL,
BbINEYUTb BbIcCMeATb obecneunTb
Bceobuiee npougeTaHne

yneten
W CEroHs yxxe He BepHeTcs

14



that things would shape in order
according to human comprehension.

The angel rises higher and higher
turns into a dot

turns into a meteorite

flying past the space station Mir
knocks on the hatch and says, “Hi”
to the bored cosmonauts.

Here is this angel again,

and the wind is probably rising
on the Earth—

look, there is a sandstorm
that's just a glitch of devices
fakes, girlfriends, orphans
boys, girls

puritans and lesbians

who read books

in search of roots . . .

be calm

and sleep tight.

Sotheydo...

to the sewing machine’s chatter

to the tune of Anastasia’s smooth voice
to the creak of the sky

and to the hassle of the passing-by cars.

Come back, angel,

a solution must be found
to cure to kid to provide
prosperity for all.

It flew away
and—for sure—won't come back today.
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ecnun 6bl OHOWA,
BbIOPUBAIOLLMI BUCKMU,
HaTUpPaIoLWLMIA BUCKM AA0M ANA KPbIC
M 3aCOBbIBAOLLMIA T0N10BY B LiesI0opaHOBbIM NaKeT
yMesi roBOpUTb,
OH bbl CKazan —

YU3Hb — KNaccHas Bellb

HO tOHOLLA,

BbIOPMBAIOLLNI BUCKM,
HaTUpPatoLWMIA BUCKM AA0M ANA KpbIC

M 3aCOBbIBAOLLMI rON0BY B LieN10dpaHOBbIN NaKeT —

ryxoHemom

16



if the young man

who shaves his temples clean,
rubs temples with rat poison,
and covers his head with a plastic bag
could talk,
he would say—

Life is a beautiful good thing . . .
But the young man
who shaves his temples clean,
rubs his temples with rat poison,

and covers his head with a plastic bag—

is deaf-and-dumb

17



TaHA paccKa3blBaNa Kak Tbl nepeberan ropoackyto
peyKy no BogoNpPoBOAHON Tpybe,

He Kacascb Tpybbl cTonamu, ei-6ory, rosopuaa oHa,
MeXKay TO6OoM N NoOBEepPXHOCTbO TPYObI 6bl 3330p,
CBOET0 POoAa K/AMPEHC, U HUKAKUX KoNec...

Tbl neten Hag, BoAONPOBOAHOM Tpybon,

HaA manckoi AnToi, Hag cObCTBEHHBIM TENOM, Haf,
nepeuncieHnamm obssatenncts, Gannamm goNroBbIxX
pacnucok,

OMPEKTOPUAMM NNAHOB U HALEKA. ..

MnaH, — 370, 6e3ycNoBHO, HaNpaLMBatoLLeeca CA0BO,
Tem 6onee, OHO COOTBETCTBYET PeasbHOCTU, UTAK, AyPU B
TOT Beyep 6bI10 JOCTATOYHO...

Xotsa. Korga Tbl IeTen Haz peykol, yxKe bbla paccser,
npoxnazHo, HO paccBeT,

AnTa

roToBMAacb NPOCbINaTbeA,

NpocbINaanch N060BHUKM, yablbannch Apyr Apyry,
OHa NPOBOAN/IA OCTPLIM HOFTEM MY MO MNO3BOHOUYHUKY,
Aobupanace o 3agHULbI M 3abupanach Braybb,
noApaas ero ABUMKEHUAM ABYMA-TPEMA Yacamm
paHbLUe,

BEYHOCTb paHblUe,

NOAHUMAIUCD CTAapPyXW, BCTABAAAW HOTU B TaMKw,

LU/ OTBOPUTL OKHA, PacnaxHyTb ABEPW,

BNYCTUTb eLLe OAUH AEHb B CBOIO KOPOTKYHO ¥KU3Hb,
cnasa bory, yTpo,

Npocbinanncb cobaku, 3acbinany KOLWKM,
NpPOCbINaAnCb NTULbI, 3acbiNanu NeTy4ne Mbiln,
NpPOCbINaanCb ABOPHUKM, 3aCbiNaim CTOPOXKaA...

A Tbl neten Hag Antoi, Hag OpeagHolt 1 CnapTakom,
HaZ MaccaHAPOBCKUM NASXKEM U GYHUKYNEPOM,

Hag yaunuel PyssenbTa v MonsaHOM CKa3oK,

Tbl A€1aN CBOW Kpyr Hag, ANTON, HaZ TeM ropoaom,
KOTOPbIV A NtobUn BCeraa, a Tbl — TO/IbKO C HEAABHUX
nop, r4e Mbl HAKPYTUAU TbICAYN KUTOMETPOB MELLIKOM,
no 6yTbl/IKe NOPTBENHA B PYKe,

18



Tanya was telling me about your crossing the city
river over a water supply pipe

no touching it with your feet—honestly—she would say
there was a gap between you and the pipe,

a sort of clearance, and no wheels . ..

You were flying over the water-supply pipe,

over Yalta in May, over your own body, over

citations of facts, folders with filled with bills,

roots of the plans and hopes. ..

Plan—is a certainly a self-suggesting word,

moreover, it corresponds with reality—

we’ve planted more than enough grass in ourselves
that night . . .

Though, when you were flying over the river

it was already dawn, it was cold at sunrise,

Yalta

was about to wake up,

the lovers were waking up smiling at each other,

she was scraping her sharp toenail along his backbone,
reaching the butt and going inside,

imitating his movements from two or three hours earlier,
earlier as an eternity . ..

old women were getting up inserting their feet into
slippers, going to open windows, doors

to have one more day in their short lives—

thank God, it’s morning,

dogs were waking up, cats were going to sleep,

birds were waking up, bats were going to sleep,
janitors were waking up, night watchmen were falling
asleep. ..

And you were flying over Yalta, over the Oreadna

and the Spartak,

over Massandra beach and the cable-railway,

over Roosevelt Street and the Fairy Glade,

you were making circles over Yalta, over the city

| always loved, that you fell in love with recently,
where we roamed thousands of miles on foot,

with bottles of port in hand,

19



rae Haww noAapyry Nncanu pacckassl o 1to6sw,

W 3TO, BO3MOXHO, eAMHCTBEHHOE, YTO 3aNOMHUT O Hac
AnTa,

Tbl IeTeN Haf ropoA0M BOCMOMUHAHWN,

6pep, Warana, ownbKka npupoapl,

YKEpPTBA COBETCKOro BOCMMUTaAHMS,

Cepreit Tawesckuit B 2003 roay.

20



where our girlfriends were writing love stories,

and that is probably how we’re going to be remembered
in Yalta—

you were flying over the city of reminiscence,

Chagall’s delirium, freak of nature,

victim of the Soviet nurture,

Sergey Tashevsky in 2003.
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Bcerpa onpasaaHHOe ycuaune. A He cnopio

c ToboM.

Coscem 0 apyrom,

B ropoge, ele 3aCHeXXeHHOM, MHe Xo4eTcsa AyMaTb.
KoHeuHo, 0ba3aTenbcTBa. KOHEYHO, AOTOBOPUMUCD.
N Tenepb aenatb Heyero.

Mocnywaik, nouenym meHs.

22



This is always a justified effort. I’'m not arguing
with you.

| want to think of a quite different thing,

in the city still covered with snow.

Obligations, of course. OK, agreed upon.

There’s nothing to do.

Listen, give me a kiss.
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Moe nynornasoe 6eccmepTtue,

ObewaHHoOEe, NPOCTO TaK

3aBeLWaHHOE, YEPTHU C KEM

nponutoe. NoMHULb,

B Te BpemeHa ropHuyHble 6panun 6e3 INLWHKUX CNOoB,
Kenaa coxpaHUTb mecTo. lNpaykn

rpybbiMM pyKamm CTUPan C X0aCTa MOPLUMUHbI.
Mpuwealnini Mmor HalllynaTb CBA3b MeXAy KOHKOW 1
KOHHULEN,

pa3maxuBas sHUMKNoneanen bpokraysa u EdpoHa.
OH NoAHMMaAN COTHIO TOMOB, MPUMNOAHUMAsA NPaBYH
6posb,

W rocTu gymanu: «fpuexanu, npuckakanm».
[ecTBUTEeNbHO 3M0oXa 3aKkaHuyMBa/lacb, YTO6 40 KOHLUA
3aBepLnTbcA Ha pro [lapto, HyHO 6bl10 Npon3BecTr
€LLE HECKOJIbKO Marn4eckux onepaumin.

OH f0nMBan B KONBY KPOBb KPbICbI, BbIN Ha JIYHY U
NOBTOPA/ KaK CHOBMAEL, CHOBUALY:

cTonmua byaeTt nepeHeceHa, B ropoae KoHYMTCA xneb,
TPYMNbl paccTpenAHHbIX CTaHYT cObpacbiBaTb B OBparu, u
3acbinaThb...

3acbinatb cnagko.

He Bepto, YTO UCTOPMA TaK U KOHUMTCA Ha
ONTUMWUCTUYECKOM HOTE.

He Bepto,

YTO YC/I0BUSA UTPbl 0603HaYeHbI Pppasoit
ecem 8ace o xy\o.

Toraa, KOHEYHO e, 40 BCero Kaxaomy bbiio geno,
nocneobegeHHble 06bIBAaTENM CMOKOMHO WM Ha CMEpPTb
paau 3anatoi B opMyIMPOBKe NPUKa3a,

0CTaBAAA AOMOYAALEB 63 CPeACTB K CYLLECTBOBAHMIO.
Bnpouem, 4Tob6bl BbIXKUTb, AeHer Hago bbl1o UMeTb
COBCEM HE MHOrO,

a ronoganv nosctoay.

N B Mockse, u B Amputcape, 1 B JIoHa0He, n B KNoTo,

u B8 Morareccbypre, v B Mokarame.

24



My full-eyed immortality,

promised to me just like that,

willed by who knows who

dunked away hell knows with whom. Do you remember
how back in those days maids used to blow us without a word
just to be on the safe side? Laundresses used to smooth
wrinkles from canvases with their earthy hands.

A comer could feel the relation between a horse tram
and a horse cavalry waving the Encyclopedia Dictionary
by Brockhaus and Efron.

He would go through one hundred volumes raising his
right eyebrow, and the guests would say to themselves:
“We arrived, we galloped in.”

The era was really coming to an end, to be finally over on
rue Daru, where some magic rituals were used to be
performed.

He would add rat’s blood to a flask, howl at the moon
and repeat as one prophet to another: The capital will be
transferred, the city will run out of bread,

corpses of the massacred will be thrown into the ravines
and reviled . . .

Sleep tight.

| don’t believe the story will end on an optimistic note.

| don’t believe

that the rules of the game were settled this way: No one
gives a damn.

Of course, in those days everyone gave a damn.

Citizens done with their lunch would leave their families

with no money and calmly walk to face death just for the
sake of the punctuation

in the wording of orders from above.

Nevertheless, in order to survive you could have close to
nothing.

But starvation was all around.

In Moscow, in Amritsar, in London, in Kyoto,

In Johannesburg, and Yokohama.

25



JeTcKkana urpa B ropoaa: BopoHex, *eHesa.
CKaxku AHana, He owunbelwbcA. TeaTp, KAKOW e BCe-Taku
Tearp.

Tenepb pasaobpeBLlumnii XyA0KHUK nepebopLumn ¢
W3/IMLLIECTBAMM,

CueHa noMmnTca OT NOPTBENHOB, Konbac, KOCTIOMOB,
YHUWTa308B, curapeT, NocyL0MoeYHbIX KOMBaHOB,
aBTomobunen,

TYpPUCTUYECKUX areHTCTB, CTUPA/IbHbIX arperaToB, TKaHeMN,
nenewuek, AXT,

KpyrnocyTouHbIX ycayr, TAaHLOPOB, FraHICTEPOB.,

MeyaTHOM NpPOAYKLMM, CTUXOB,

KoTopbix CTano 3HaunTeNbHO 60obLUE, YEM.

M HeobXoAMMO PacCTPenaTb C AECATOK MUbIX
nonueaTesnein yato,

Y106 M3MEHWTb OTHOLIEHWUE K UCKYCCTBY,

Y106 BEPHYTb €MY HYKHbIN TOHYC.
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The game for children is called The Cities: Voronezh,
Geneva.

You can’t go wrong by saying Anapa. What a theater,
for crying out loud!

Now an overweight artist overdid his extras,
The stage groans with port, sausages, costumes,
toilet bowls, cigarettes, dishwashers, cars,
travel agencies, washers, fabrics, scones, yachts,
round-the-clock services, dancers, gangsters,
printed matter, poems—way too many.

About a dozen sweet tea tasters gotta be shot

to change the reflection towards the art,
to bring the taste back to Art.
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CeKc, pasymeeTrcs, ropasgo yulle CHa,

W NOXOAMUT Ha CMepPTb TO/IbKO TEM, YTO YpeBaAT HOBOM
YKU3HbIO;

Brnpoyem, ana Ceprea AdaHacbeBa 1 AnekcaHgpbl GoH
Margnebypr

3abbITb cBOEe "A" B 06bATLAX rOPa3 A0 CTPALLHENR,

YeM NPOCHYTLCA C MPOPOCLUMMM HOFTAMM B MPOCTOPHOM
[06POTHO CKONOYEHHOM rpoby.

ATy Hac, navHbkK! lob6poit oxoTbi!
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It’s said that sex is better than sleep

and it resembles death only in causing

new life,

though for Sergey Afanasyev and Alexandra von
Magdeburg

to lose their “selves” in embrace is more terrifying
than waking up with overgrown nails in a roomy
well-knocked coffin.

Giddy up, my dear! Have a good hunt!
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MocneaHee Bpemsa A nuwy
ropasgo mMeHblue, 4yem mor 6bl,
vy,
ropaszo 6onblue, 4em cTonno Obl,
OoTWweNnbHUK

B KpbIMCKMX ropax

— MOYTU KYPOPTHMK,
OT1croga
TaK BUAUTCA ACHee.

Ha Kpbllwe TpexaTaxHOro Aoma
Kypto TPy6KY,

Habnlogalo B3NeTalowme CaMoNEThl,,
00 Abxasmum 11 KnnomeTtpos

30Ha BOWHBbI,

bencrteus,

nobera.

Yto A ymeto,

KOro ymoto,

KTO

CNOET MHe KonblbenbHY0 NecHto,
oTew, AmuTpuit B JIusaanm

3aHAT C6OPOM PYCCKUX PYMH,
PYWHbI

TpybAaT cbop

pYyHbI
TaK U He paclunMdPpoBaHbl.

UTak,

KTO He NNCasl MHe HOCTa/ZIbrm4yeCKnx I'IMCGM?, -

ad UX MHE HUKTO He nunuler,

A npeacrtasaAato cebe ANNHHbIE NNCbMa
NOMHULWDb,

KaK CToAn mbl noa Ay/1laMn aBTOMATOB,
NMOMHULWb,

KaK nepenpasnanncCb Ha napome B OKPeCTHOCTAX
Happazkoy,
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Lately | write

way less than | could,

spending more time

looking for things

than I should, than they’re worth;

an anchoret
in the Crimean Mountains—
almost a holiday-maker;

everything seems crystal clear

from here.

On the rooftop of the three-story house
| smoke a pipe,

watching the soaring plains;
Abkhazia—a war zone,

a disaster area,

a break-out—

11 kilometers from here.

What is my know-how,

whom will | bathe,

who will sing me a lullaby?
Father Dmitriy is in Levadiya—
busy gathering Russian ruins;
is trumpeting for a gathering;
runes

are still unscrambled.

Thus,

who hasn’t written a nostalgic letters to me?—

no one has been writing to me;

I’'m imagining lengthy letters.

Do you recall

how we stood at gunpoint,

do you recall

how we made our way on a ferry on the outskirts of
Changzhou,
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MOMHMULb,
Ha 6appuKagax, B Be4epHem nnatbe,

B 3TUX NUCbMAX CYLLLECTBYET U PUTM, U YYBCTBO,
1 eLlwé oANHOYECTBO,

cnefyeT cnpaBAATbCA C HUM 3HAKOMbIM cnocobom,
KaTMCb KO BCEM YEpPTAM,

rnynasa HocTtanbrua

Bor,

onATb HAZAO Aenatb BbIOOP,

PAAOM BO3HMKAIOT BELLY,

C KOTOPbIMU TPYAHO CMUPUTHLCA

A He 3Halo,

pasHble n 6orn co3ganu azepbaiiakaHLUEB U €BPEEB,
HO MHE He HPaBATCA MONI0AYMKN,

3abuBaloLLMe U TeX, U APYTMX HACMEPTb NOAKOBaHHbIMM
bawMmaKamu...

B pato

He [0JIKHO ObITb TAKMX NPOUCLLECTBUIA,

ecnu 6 A nonan B pau,

A 6bl NPOKPYTUA TaM HECKO/IbKO KaApoB U3 KapTUHbI
3HAMEHUTOr0 AOKYMEHTANNCTA,

TOM caMoW, YTo NoKasbiBan Xamgam, npo Adpuky,
...BOT TO/IbKO MMA Ye/I0BEKA HE BCMOMHIO.....

YépHble conaatbl 3aHUMaIOT HEM3BECTHbII ropoa,
CO CMEXOM BCMapblBalOT }KMBOTbI, MOAMKMIAOT AOMA,
NoOACTPENNBAIOT pasberatoLmxca pebaTuLLeK...

Al He 3Halo, KaK OH cAenan Takoe KMHO,
YTO OH — 6bI71 TaM C HUMU? —

Ho 370 ero paboTa

OH MOAYYUN AEHbIM

M OTAOXHYAN Ha Mbuue
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do you recall
being at the barricades in an evening gown?

There is a rhythm and feeling,

as well as the loneliness—

in these letters.

Loneliness can be overpowered in a well-known way—
get the hell out,

old nostalgic feeling!

Here we go—

again it’s time to make up our minds,

things are appearing

with which it’s hard to deal.

| don’t know if those were different gods
that created Azeri and Jews,

but | can’t stand the thugs

beating those and others to death

with the soles of their boots made of iron ...

Heaven—

isn’t the place for such happenings.

If I'll ever end up in Heaven,

I‘ll replay a few frames from

a documentary of a famous director—

the same one who showed Khamdam, about Africa.. ..
| just forgot that name of that person . ..

Black soldiers occupy an unknown town,
laughing cutting open bellies, setting houses on fire,
shooting fleeing-away children . . .

| don’t know how he made such a movie,
was he there with them?—

but it’s not his duty—

he got paid

and spent his vacation in Ibiza.
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MpuaTenbHULA Xamaama, GpaHLUyKeHKa, bblia ¢ HUM
3HaKOMa,

roBOpwWAa, YTO OH OTTArMBA/ICA He 6e3 usALecTsa
OOMUHT, OAHCUHT,

M TaK MHTEPECHO paccKasbiBas npo AdpuKy...

MOXKeT BbITb OHM Tam (B pato)

C}KANATCA, HAKOHeL, U BEPHYTCA eLwé pa3
Mbl 6yAem NocAyLWHbIMM

cobupaTb UrpyLLKHK,

BOBPEMSA YMbIBATbCSA YNCTUTb 3y6bl,
BHMMATE/IbHO CNYLIATb CKA3Ky Ha HOYb...
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The friend of Khamdam, a French lady who knew him,
used to say that he entertained himself in a rather refined
way—

doping, dancing,

and quite vividly talking about Africa . . .

Maybe they there (in Heaven)

will have mercy and, finally, would come back once
more.

We’ll be obedient

picking up our toys

washing up, regularly brushing our teeth,

listening closely to a bedtime story . . .
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B uy»koW cTpaHe, HaBepHoe, byaeT BOMHa;
YalHWK KMMKUT, cobaka NOAMOXKUAA MO roN0BY /lanbl,
TUWKHa, BbIT, 3aNaxu MUPHOTro BpemeHu. banarypsl
CBOE OTCMESA/INCb, M HOBOCTH,

B KOTOpPbIX BCe H6O/IbLLE YrPO3 U BCE MEHbLUE Pe3y1bTaToB
byTb0oNbHBbIX MaTuen,

npuenuco.

Komy, cKkakeTe, 3T0 ByZleT MHTEPECHO,

4TO OAMH, C INLLOM MATEXKHOTO aHrena,

W ApYroii, C INLLOM COCTapUBLLErocs XOKKENCTa,

He NOoJe/IM/IN HECKOJIbKO ThICAY KU3HEW.

Al roBopun emy: KaTacTpoda

npunbnanxkaetca He3amMeTHO,

a OH MHe — C y/bI6KO:

nomnaém, mon, u Bbinbem Koode.
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It seems that that the war is about to break

in the foreign country;

the kettle is boiling, the has dog laid its head upon its paws,
silence, routine life, the scent of a peaceful life. Farceurs

are done with laughing, and the news

with more treats and fewer results of the football

games—

hoary little things.

The listeners would not be interested,

neither one of them—the one with the face of a riotous angel,
nor with a face of a retired hockey player,

simply couldn’t divide a few thousand lives among themselves.
I told him: Catastrophe

is humbly approaching

and he got back to me with a smile:

Well, then, let’s go grab a cup of coffee.
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B COBeTCKOoe Bpema Agnep

6bln 3aM0/IHEH MOTHLIMU TENAMU TONCTbIX TETOK
Kpenko cOuTbIMKN TENammn CNOPTCMEHOB BbITAHYTbIMU
Tenamm

nx nogpyr

crnopTc-BymeH

BHUMaTE/IbHbIMU N CEPbE3HbIMWU

Heynbl6‘4MBbIMM

OHW NN MECTHbIE BMHA
n urpanu B nped

NUa BCEX HaUuMOHaNbHOCTeN bbiBLIErO
Cosetckoro Coto3a
nx 06CNYXKMBANU C U3BECTHOM NIEHLION,
3a Ty XKe 3apnaarty

Ha ntobumom KypopTe CTanmHa

He JO/1KHO OblI0 CYLLEecTBOBATL Yepecyyp YK
cBO6OAHbIX HPABOB

ntogen ceobogHbIx npodeccuin

XOTA 34,eCb TOXKE C/Tly4anuchb Nt060BHbIE UCTOPUN
[a eLlé Kakue

onucaHHble no3sxke Pasunnem UckaHaepom,
Apyrumu asTopamun Hogapom lymbaase

W rnaBHoe

KceHwuei JleoHapaoBHOM Awmnralsuamn

KceHua JleoHapaoBHa NpoXkueana B Xocte

C TbiCAYa AEBATLCOT COPOK BOCbMOTO roaa,

OHa KOJIIEKLLMOHNPOBA/IA 3POTUYECKME CHbI U
aatonbTepbl

OaXke B Te BpeMeHa, Korza 3a 3T0 MOXKHO 6b1J10 NoNy4YnTbL
NIeT NATb UK CEMb OBLLLErO peXKmnma

KOPOTKME
OHW NNEHANM BOOBPaxKeHMe NPUHLUNNANIbHOM
HEePOMaHTUYHOCTbIO

pa3Be YTO KaKoM-HUOYAb aluyr
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Adler of the Soviet era

was jam-packed with chubby bodied women spreading B.O.,
sturdily-built tall bodies of sportsmen

their girlfriends—

sportswomen—

observant and serious

unsmiling.

They drank local wines
and played Preference.

People of all nationalities of the former Soviet Union
served them with such common laziness—
getting paid the same wage.

In Stalin’s favorite resort

people of the liberal professions

could not act so freely

though love stories used to happen often,

such amazing stories

that were later written about by Fazil Iskander,
and some other authors like Nodar Dumbadze
but—of foremost importance—by

Ksenia Leonardovna Yashigashvili

Ksenia Leonardovna Yashigashvili had lived in Host
since one thousand nine hundred and forty-eight
She used to collect erotic dreams and adultery stories
even in those days when one could get at least
five—seven years in a minimum security facility.

Short they were,

they captivated the imagination by being absolutely
unromantic

except for those where some creep
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HaBcerga yse3ét JleHy u Mawy B ropbl,

nnu CaBnHKOB u3 JleHnHrpagckoro Kb

1 HaTawa BoHaapb 13 JIbBOBCKOrO }KMPOKOMbMHaTa
ynayT B MOpPE Ha NoAKe

W He BepHyTCcA

06bI4HO BCE BO3BPALLAINUCh

no pabouymMm mecTam,

NnokKasblBaan n3bpaHHble poTorpadum

3T0 6b110 OAHO U3 ABYX-TPEX MPUKIOYEHWUI B UX KU3HU
OOHO U3 ABYX-TPEX MPUKAIOYEHUI

A NpoYnTan KHMry Knapbl JleoHapa0BHbI 3a1M0M
33 O4HY HOYb
BO CHe

b6onee obpasoBaHHble
6onee cBobogHble oAU
OTNPaBAANMCH AaNblUe Ha tor
B [py3uto

elé yalle Ha cesep

B Npubantuky

unn B Anty

rae *KeHLWMHbI U No celt AeHb
o4eBatoTcA € 60NbLUMM U3ALLECTBOM
O/IMHHOHOTMe
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would be taking Lena and Masha

forever into the mountains

or Savinkov from Leningrad’s design bureau

and Natasha Bondar from the Lvov Qils and Fats Plant.
They would row far out to sea

and never come back.

But usually everyone would come back

to their workplace.

They would show selected photographs

that were counted as one out of very few adventures
in their lives

the one out of two or three adventures.

| read Klara Leonardovna’s book at one gulp—
overnight—
in a dream.

People who were more educated
more free

went farther South—

to Georgia—

but more often to the North—
into the Baltics.

Orto Yalta

where women are still dressed very stylishly—
long-legged.
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Kny6Hble nugKaku, KopoTkue 106Kn,

TONbKO NONPOBYI Yy MEHS, U BblNAeLb YepBOK,
pasBa/ivHbI, IMNKan APOCTb, OTNPABUMCA NOKYPUTb

W BbIACHUM OTHOLLEHMUSA,

C/IMLLIKOM KpacHble rybbl, CIMILKOM AJIMHHAA curapeTa.
Knagy mHe HOrv Ha nsieym, Knaam ¢ npubopom

Ha 06/10XKKN MAHLEBbIX XYPHAN0B, 06/1aTKN NPOTMB
3a4aTbA,

A 6bIBaN B 3a4aTb€BCKOM MOHACTbIPE, A BCE MOHMMALD,
HO Ha3BaHMe - XOYEeLLb - HEe XO4eLLb - CTPAHHOE.

B ropoge CMHOHUMbI BEZYT BOMHY,

yAnUa, MarucTpasb, NPOCMEKT, NepeysoK,

[OM, unuuwe, bopaenb, KWHOTeaTp,

A TebAa Bbleby, KOr4a NneperopuT NPOBOAKaA -

OHa NPOM3HOCKUT 3TU C/I0BA C YA0BONLCTBMEM,
pacTtarusas rybeoi.

CoBpeMeHHbI YenoBeK obpeyeH Ha ynaaok,

B KOKTenne "Mapraputa" TpyaHO HailTu ciep BECTHUKA,
HO y bapMeHa Takue ocTpble ywu,

YTO NPU KENAHUN MOXKHO NPUAYMATb BCE, YTO YTOAHO.
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Blazers, short skirts,

just have a taste and you’ll turn hearts,

ruins, sticky rage—let’s go out for a smoke

to straighten things up;

the lips are too red, the cigarette is too long.

Place your legs on my shoulders, spit upon

glossy magazine covers, contraceptive caches,

I've been to the Conception Monastery, | get it—
but the way they call it—whether you like it or not—
it’s quite strange.

Synonyms are at war in the city—

a street, a highway, an avenue, a lane,

a house, a dwelling, a brothel, a movie theater—
“I'll fuck you, when the wiring blows” —

she utters these words with pleasure stretching her lips.
A modern man is doomed to decay,

it is difficult to find a messenger’s mark

in a Margarita cocktail,

but the barman has sharp ears,

so that one can make up anything imaginable.
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KPATKMM IMKBE3 NO HALMOHA/IbHOMY BOMPOCY

Ha KaBkase,
roe npexae, Yem cnpocuTb, Kak Tebsa 30ByT,
TebAa cnpallMBatoT: KaKoM Tbl HALUKU? —

3TO TPEBOXMAO ewé MaHgenowTama,
0 YeM OH Hanucan B cBoei «KApMeHUn», —

MHOTrAa MHUTCS,
YTO NPUATHO

KWUTb B COOCTBEHHOM CTpaHe,
B CBOEM ZOME,

cpeau CBOMX...

HO KaK BCMOMHMULUb 3TUX CBOMX,
KaK OHM FroroyyT,

CNNEBbIBAOT CEMEYUKH,

NOYT MOYUTL YEPHDIX,

KagpAT HEe3ambICNOBATbIX 4EBOK

KaKylo OHU C/IYLIAIOT MY3bIKY
Ha oTAbIxe,
B PHOMOYHbIX U MUBHBIX

XO4eTCA CKasaTb Napy TénAbix cnoB o ¢pyToone B Abxasuu,
rAe HUKTO He FOHWUT € NoAIA AeTell B nepepbiBe
OTBETCTBEHHOrO MaTya

MeCTHOro YeMMMOHaTa,

W ecnv NATUNAETHUIA ManbliLL

BblGEXKan Co BCEMM Ha TPaBKY,

eMy CKopeit naayT nac,

YeM NMUHKOM OTMPABAT K Mame 1 nane...

Y MEH#A HeT yCTOABLUErocs MHeHMUs
No NoBOAY rPy3nHO-abxa3cKoro KOHGAMNKTA,
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ON THE ISSUE OF MULTI-ETHNIC RELATIONS

In the Caucasus,

where, before you are asked, What is your name?
you are questioned about your nationality

(a fact that worried even Mandelshtam,

which he wrote about it in his “Armenia”)—

It evokes a weird feeling—
about life in your

own home,

in your

own country,

among those close to you . ..

But when I think of these folks at home—
the way they guffaw,

spit sunflower seeds,

pick rods for so called blacks,

pick up unpretentious chicks

the music they listen to
on vacation
in the watering holes and bars,

I'd like to put in a few good words about football in
Abkhazia,

where no one chases kids out of the field between half-
times

during an important local league

championship game,

and if a five-year-old kid

runs out to the green field with everybody,

someone would rather kick him a ball,

than kick him all the way to his parents.. . .

I have no strong opinion
on the Georgian-Abkhaz conflict,
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MMFpaLI,VIOHHOVI NOTNTUKHU
M NaneCTMHCKOro Bonpoca

HO, eC/M el BO3MOKHO B3MISIHYTb Ha Npoucxoasuiee
C TOYKM 3PEHMA N033MM

TO 6bITb EBPEEM CpEAN eBPEEB,
PYCCKMM Cpeay PYCCKuX,

UTanbAHUEM Cpean UTanbAaHUEB

6ECI'IepCI'IeKTMBHO
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migration policies,
and on the Middle East issue.

But, if there is still a possibility

to look from the poetic point of view
at what is going on—

then being a Jew among Jews

a Russian among Russians

an ltalian among ltalians

is a dead end.
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MCKYCCTBO

PaHbwe A Bceraa aenan ctasky Ha MCKYCCTBO,
Kotopoe MEPEXUBET CTONETUA,
A Tenepb Aymato: «A Hy ero Ha xyn!»
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ON ART

Formerly, | would always bet on ART.
The art that will SURVIVE THROUGHOUT THE CENTURIES,
Nowadays | say to myself: “FUCK IT!”
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HuKTO HMYero He rosopun
HUKTO He y4nn

BCE KaK nepBblit pas

Yanobbl CTOHbI CTPaxu

B ronoce wepwiasble HOTbI

CHer UAET, yKpblBas 3emJ1to H6esbim,
a Tbl HU NMPU Yem

WepLuaBble HOTbI B rosoce
LIapKas, NepeKNMKaAch, Kak NTULbI Ha or

KaK JKEeHLLMHbI B ouepeam y ByTbIPCKOM TIOpbMbI
[OPUCOBaH Kpyr

3anagHn

KaK 3TO BCE YMECTUTb, NOHATD,
NpPOBEPUTb N 040/ETb,

ecnn b oxpaHHUK B3AN NNeTb, 6aaab,
ecnu 6 oH B3AA NaeTb

€c/n 6 MHKBM3UTOP NPUTOTOBUA AblOY

W CTa 3arOHATb UTOJIKM NMOA, Nablbl,

ecnum 6 cnyynnock BCE, YTO M3BECTHO U3 UCTOPUN,

U3 TO/IKOB, MEPECYA0B, C/IYXOB, OCMEAHHbIX CTO/IbKO pas,
YTO U KaATbCA He O Yem,

BCé 6bn0 6 ropasgo npoule...

Nlyylle ycneTb K OTNpaBAeHUIo
C YeMOoAaHOM, HabUTbIM paspeLll&HHbIMU LWUMOTKaMM,
OKa3aTbCA cpean BblbpUTbIX, BbIBPaHHbIX, OTNETbIX

(B maHHOM cnyyae MoYTM HEBO3MOMKHO)

Ho rge ke TbI?

Tbl Mo boxke Kakol NpasgHuK

Y HUX B TPAHCNOPTE TPELMHA MHOToe
He TaK CTPALHO KaK Ka3anocb
pa3BA3Ka OTKNAAbIBAETCA eLle Ha OANH
Yyato?

HET, /lydLLe A NOKypto
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Nobody said anything

nobody taught

everything as if it were for the first time
complaints groans fears

rough notes in the voice

snow is falling covering the ground with white
and you’ve got nothing to do with it.

Rough notes in the voice

scuffing, calling to each other, while the birds are going South
as women standing in single file by the Butyrskaya Prison

the circle has been drawn in a trap.

How to fit all this, to comprehend,

to check it out and then overcome,

if the guard would’ve taken a whip, damn,
just would’ve taken a whip.

If an inquisitor would’ve prepared strappado

and begun driving needles under your fingernails,

if everything that we’ve learned from history
would’ve happened,

from the talks, gossip, rumors ridiculed so many times,
that there would’ve left nothing to repent,

everything would have been much easier. ..

It is better to arrive in time for the departure
carrying a suitcase stuffed with allotted tricks,

be among the clean-shaven, the selected, the goners
(in this case it is almost impossible)

But where are You?

What a feast, oh, my Lord,

there’s a crack in all kinds of transport

it’s not as scary as it seems, the denouement
is postponed for another day

Cup of tea?

No, I'd rather have a smoke
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Bce, uto A ymelo, umeto,
roON0Ca, KaK onacHaA 6pMTBa,
MncnonocoBaBLan 6eCCOHHVILl,y...

Kakasa oyapoBaTtesibHaa 610HANHKA,
KaKue KonroTtkm!
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All | know and have,
voices like a straight razor
that slash insomnia . . .

What a charming blonde,
what a pair of tights!
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BbICTYMaN Kak OAWH U3 aBTOPOB M KOHLUENT-peAaKTop MeXAYHapoaHOro
npoekta «AsaHTyp» (Hblo-Mopk — JIoHAOH; www.avantoure.com).
OanH u3 cospaTeneit Obwecmea BosbHbix Kacmonpasos (2000).
ABTOP KHUT cTMXx0B «Manasa KonecHuua» (2001), «Mepycanum—Tunber»
(2005), a TaK»Ke HEeCKONbKUX KHUT 1 BPOLLIOP NO PYCCKON UCTOPUN.
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