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Three Poets of Russian Exile:
"The Paris Note" and Berlin Days
IToaTsl "mmapvKcKov HOTBL'! 11 OeprvHCKMX [Hel

Translated by Alex Cigale*

Vladislav Khodasevich  Baagmucias XomaceBuu

The Way of All Grass

The sower passes over the even furrows.
His grand and father walked these rows before.

In his hand, the gold of the grain shimmers
That must be buried underground all summer.

And there, where the blind worm makes inroads,
In the appointed hour, it dies and takes hold...

Just so my soul follows after these lives:
Descended into darkness, it will revive.

And you, my country and all my kin folk,
Ceasing to be will resurrect, this year gone.

Because a single wisdom is given us:

The way of all living things - is grass.
December 23, 1917

*© Alex Cigale



Georgy Adamovich l'eopruit AnamoBu4

* % *

Speak to no one. Do not drink wine.
Leave home behind. Leave brother, wife.
From people depart. Your soul must come
To feel - the past is forever gone.

What's past one must unlove. Then time
Will come to lose love for the wild,
Indifferent ever more: the day after,
From week to week, year in and year out.

And gradually your hopes expire.
Darkness swallows all. A new life
You will find then, clear and reborn:

The wooden cross, the crown of thorns.
1923

Georgy Ivanov I'eoprun VIBaHoB

From the book Portrait Without a Likeness

1.
The mirrors reflecting one another
Mutually distort the images formed.

I don't believe in indestructibility of evil
But only in the inevitability of loss.

Not in the music that may life had fired
But in the ashes that were left behind.



2.
The game of fate. A game of good and evil.
A game of mind to imagination host.
"The mirrors reflecting one another
Mutually distort the images formed."

They tell me that I have won the battle.
It's all the same to me; my game is over.
Let's say that as a poet I'm immortal.
Still, as a person, I'm a living ghost.

Translator's Note

The Paris Note (ITaprokckast HoTa) is a school of Russian poetry in exile
holding for its main principles "total sincerity in depicting the anguish
of the human soul" and "demonstrating the naked truth".

Berlin Days - 1920's Berlin Russian émigré periodical co-edited by
Khodasevich along with Mark Aldanov and Alexander Kerensky.

Alex Cigale's own English-language poems have appeared in the Co-
lorado, Green Mountains, North American, Tampa, and Literary reviews,
and online in Asymptote, Drunken Boat, and McSweeney's. His transla-
tions from the Russian can be found in Ancora Imparo, Cimarron Re-
view, Literary Imagination, Modern Poetry in Translation, PEN America,
and Two Lines. Currently he is an Assistant Professor at the Ameri-
can University of Central Asia in Bishkek, Kyrgyzstan.


















David Shrayer-Petrov ~ asup IIpaep-Ilerpos
Selected poems in English translation*
/130paHHbIe CTXOTBOPEHMSI B AHIJINVICKIIX ITIEpeBOIax

Translated by Maxim D. Shrayer**, Edwin Honig***
and Dolores Stewart****

Fall at the Seashore

Fall this year is transparent
Unlike any we've ever seen,
Along the seashore a donkey
Strolls unsaddled, serene.

With his hooves the donkey incises
The final harbors of leaves,
Shambling away to drink his fill
To places we all left behind.

A spider, stooped like a horseman,
Leads him there by the reins
Where a vine, coarse and dry,

Droops its moustache in the sea.
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

*The Russian originals have previously appeared in David Shrayer-Petrov's
collections Canvasses (Xoacmol, 1967), Song about a Blue Elephant (Ilecna o
eonyoom caone, 1990), Villa Borghese (Busna Bopeese, 1992), Petersburg Doge
(Tumepcxuii dox, 1999), Form of Love (QPopma 41066u, 2003) and Nevan Poems
(Hebcxue cmuxu, 2011) and in magazines and anthologies. The Russian origi-
nals © by David Shrayer-Petrov. Translated by permission of the author.

*©Maxim D. Shrayer
***©Estate of Edwin Honig
****©Dolores Stewart
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Still Life

Lemon, egg, tomato,
Your golden fingers,
A rocky crab shell,

Ring stripped off.

Chair, swimsuit, poems,
Telephone cord, flippers,
Smokes to knock off asthma,
And romping round the room.
Radio, window, oak-tree,
Pigeons, wind-floppy newspapers,
Cigarette butts-and-ashes --
Sooty little chimneys.

Lips, eyelashes, sun

And sea.

Oh, these damn sheets!

You're mine! Mine!

Now all of you still lifes,

Come alive!
1962

Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Winter Morning

I heard a bird coughing in the duct --
Bedroom's ear and nostril both together,
You woke up; I said, "This must induct
A snap of cold and windy weather."

Meanwhile the bird went on to weep,
Enforcing rusty blades of humid wheezes
Into the room, killing our sleep --

Bird alive -- a life joining with ours.

Wrapping my warmth inside a coat,
I overcame the narrow attic stairway
And from the roof's plateau made out
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Where the pigeon's voice emerged, asthmatic.
A ghastly winter wind howled and wailed
And whirled in spirals falling snow,

I recoiled and marched in place, but failed

To reach the gutter's gleaming edge, although

I saw, above the downpipe's icy chill,
Where on the brink, torn off from tepid tile,
The bird was lying: One eye slanted, still,
And closely watching, without wrath or bile.

I returned to our heated room,
The world of books, of kindness, care,
I earned your pardon, and dispelled your gloom

But felt our parting in the air.
1971
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

My Slavic Soul

My Slavic soul trapped in the shell of a familiar Jewish wrapping,
Forswearing the daily strife that suffocates me all my life,

One day will outsmart its lot, turn a clever somersault,

And dashingly escape to burn like anthracite, the wondrous stone.
I'll chase her: Wait! What shall I do alone amid this grove of birches
In my perennial, banal, so typically Jewish wrapping?

The ruts and roadside ditches that have viewed me as a solid fellow
Will realize that I'm barren, like an abandoned charabanc.

Come back, my soul, you're my guide; a blind cripple, I'm helpless.

I don't have the wild expanse of those generous Slavic faces,

Come back, my soul, come back to me! I once resembled a human being,
And once the people weren't loathe to share with me their drunken joy.
Hiding from me in someone's barn,where in the hayloft she took refuge,
Bulging her bare-naked eyes as though she were an octopus,

My soul said: I'd rather be with those who have lost their riches,

Than shatter myself, a teardrop that falls into the city night.
1975
Translated by Maxim D. Shrayer



Chagall's Self-Portrait with Wife

for Boris Bernstein

Bella, why did you fly out

With Marc over the old hut?

There are no coins in his purse,

He doesn't belong to Russia.

Better if in that little church

You'd had a fling with the deacon,
Together you could steal the kopecks
From the poor village plate.

But look there, you are flying -- the bride
In white over the white countryside.
What? Isn't there space enough

In that one-room hut to press

Your tired wings

Against his seething brushes,

And love this country plainlessly

All your life?
1975
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Early Morning in Moscow

The woodpecker knocks on the pine tree,
rehearsing his wooden reverie:
knock-knock-knock,

knock-knock-knock,

On the ground

falls the deadening wooden sound.

The janitor shovels the street,
rehearsing his snowy reverie:
dirty Jew dirty Jew

dirty Jew --

In the camps

I'd break your head in two.
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The doctor knocks on my chest,
rehearsing his wishful reverie:
some day we'll,

some day we'll,

some day we'll

be free to sing in the spring.

Sounds filling the dawn,
keep time with my salt tears:
on the verge of life

on the verge of life

on this low verge lies

Moscow mutffled in snow.
1976
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Birch Fogs
(from Flying Saucers)

for Joseph Brodsky

The night when they launched me was so rife with luminous fog
That drops of life's brood had condensed on the faceted sides

Of my drunken soul rewarded for its sorrows just like

Some hens are rewarded with a high perch in the vale of brides.

My dear friend, the sails of your vessel are tired and drenched.
To dry them you need to find shelter in a harbor upriver,

To leave the four bridges behind. Have you made out their shapes
Through fog where the Neva meanders so slender from afar?

I roam through this fog and collapse, like a horse in a bog.

I reach for you, brother mine. But you have taken your sails
To an alien harbor of concrete and to exile's song --

A caustic lament for the dicord of factories and fields.

And whatamIto you? You're now in different, star-spanged worlds.



The memory of a friendship is muggy like some old anecdote.
Cigarette ashes disperse like sooty remains of our home,
And our beloved Leningrad is missing, is no more, all gone.

They launched me so far into centuries' deepest domains,
That my genes, after wandering through mountains and plains
Are ready to abandon this land and rush into clouds of fog

If only those clouds of birches would let go and forgive.
1976
Translated by Maxim D. Shrayer

I Can't Take This Torment Any Longer

I can't take this torment any longer.
What place is there for love when you are old?
Fishermen, leave my gear behind --
I won't go fishing anymore. I can't.
Take off without me in your boat,
Plowing and furrowing the waves
While some amber box drags me off
Down the Black River.

But even as I cross over

My spirit will be dreaming

Of the train station and the rose,

Of all the words we left unsaid,

Of a last impossible happiness,

The flower's broken stem.

I can't take this torment any longer.

And the Black River isn't far away.
1977
Translted by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Anna Akhmatova in Komarovo

...boulder's mossy forehead touched the pines

a nuzzling up

to ballerina's legs

on the path

leading to the sea 20



knock of heartbeat

flapped her pages over

Anna

sailing over Komarovo

rainbow path

for the eye

flung open

to rainbow steps

all the way

from Komarovo to Repin's Penates
and from the shoals

and feathery boulders

her steps duet

ballerina and old woman

a poet slipped from people's memory

now a boulder for a coffin lid
1984-1985
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

To Shostakovich at His Summer House in Komarovo

...little coils of yellow needles

insolent fellow

in the old thick oculars

long-nosed woodpecker chiseling his funeral tune
from the symphony of the cold Gulf of Finland
master

please turn your face this way

I have written

this libretto of truth

it's time it's time

the sirens wail

on the cufflink rocks of the Nevan sleeve rushing westward out
of lake Lagoda

please

half mad libretto of truth .



will give birth to its own mad opera
so start composing...

sap from pines with morning rime
needles pointed down

a little spider now

cannot weave your happiness

nor can I write

the libretto of truth

and lie
1984-1985
Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Lot's Monologue to His Wife
for Emilia Shrayer

Don't turn back, wife,

Thank God, we're still alive --

Our flesh,

Our blood,

Our love,

The long road just behind,

And the woods like a wall ahead...
Don't turn back, wife,

To years we can't live through again.

Don't turn back, wife.

It's our fateful seventh year
With frantic mobs burning
Fearsome scrolls

Behind your back and mine.
Don't turn back, wife.

God's punishment is wise.
Not Refusal nor decree
Deters me.

In hellish flames Evil squirms
In its own Egyptian plague.

The steppe's on fire 29



Smoke pours out

In howls and wails.

Like the Archangel's Trump
Lot's voice and mine: Come, wife
Don't turn back, don't...

Come, don't turn back, wife.

The stirrups are entangled,

Dust chokes the sheep.

Ships founder, people drown,

Infants float in streams of blood.

Leave this land forever.

Universal mud floods over

Sodom, Gomorrah and this Evil squirming

In its own Egyptian plague.
1986

Translated by Edwin Honig and Maxim D. Shrayer

Villa Borghese

These dogs copulating at Villa Borghese,
Copulating, the casual bitches and males,
Taking over the place, blaring out Brothellaise,
Blatantly wagging their tails -- oh, details!

The concrete music of dog bodies rustling,

Of dogs' scrawny bodies, a low street ballet.
The concrete tears for the anguish of Russia.
The weeping ballet has flown, rushed away.
Like a stray with the Roman dogs of the Villa,
Like a gasping fish on the banks of the Tiber,
Forget the purging, the cursing, the spilling,
Forget the evil caress of the empire.

At Villa Borghese, on Italian evenings,
In grandeur, the lap of luxurious Rome,
A stray is still howling for his Russian leavings,
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The lost, irretrievable things of his home.

To wake and feel pressed by tails to the railing,
To wake and feel grass intertwining with hair,
Beneath skies of Rome, to go madly on mumbling
Oh, Nadenka, Nadya -- a stumbling prayer --

Oh Vera, Verunchik... Oh, Lyubushka, Lyuba,
Valyusha, Marina, Katyusha, and Zina.

Here the soberest New England winters

Offer their lips to me, cool and serene.

When my time comes to die, when I'm barely alive,
Half-dead lips will whisper, like never before:

For you and us, Russia, no closeness survives,

We, sons of Yehudah, who used to be yours.

To lie here embracing -- perhaps it's a laugh --
Last bottle, last letter, whatever remains.

At Villa Borghese, like an old photograph

On history's dump. Along with the frame.

At Villa Borghese, hang out with the gang

Of roaming wild dogs, an antique mosaic.

How much can you care, oh my Lord, for the paining
Soul and how much for the marble, anemic

Creatures arranged among columns of wood.

Like Petersburg's Summer Gardens. We walked

A sweet winding path, lovers' lane, and we stood
All night beneath skies that would never grow dark.
Those archangels blaring their trumpets of exile,
Those animals hounding us, shunned and banned,
Those judases killing with kindness and smiles.
And yet, despite all, we still loved that land

That cast us away like inferior stuff,
Aborted like something conceived out of error,

All that wasn't all, it was never enough, o4



Until they were rid of us cursed ones forever,

Until I came here to this barbarous Villa
Where statuesque maidens and dogs crowd my sight,
Out walking the dear little paths, like my darling.

Remember, back home, how we walked those white nights?
1987-90
Translated by Maxim D. Shrayer and Dolores Stewart

Petersburg Doge

In memoriam Joseph Brodsky

This weather doesn't push my pen,
This weather's for old men,

Old man-like, I come onto the porch;
Heavy thoughts lurch.

Outside the windows rain, like rage,
Where are you, Petersburg doge?

New York genius, where are you? Where?
Your coffin's in alien water.

But now your coffin swims out of the hole --
Forehead pressed to the North pole.

Just rip yourself from the alien deathbed,
Redheaded Orpheus, full speed ahead.

You will have sailed from Adrian shores
To the Aegean Sea, you Petersburg doge,
Past Istanbul, now due North,

Rust hasn't damaged your verse.

The route from Greece -- now reversed --
To the tsardom of Varangian waters.

Into the Venice of the North you've sailed,
Here your spirit is hailed.

Near that old bridge you'll moor your vessel,

Actually, you know these places so well, o5



Here your heels stomped and rattled,
There your fists swelled,

There where her heels fluttered by,

Like wispy clouds on high,

Moor your boat under Petersburg's dome,

And say, hello city my home.
1998
Translated by Maxim D. Shrayer
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