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	Far from Home with You





Awakened on the bedsheets blue through tears


I’ll soon remember who I am, what brings


me to this log-hut land and dawn, a splinter


of sleep still shifting in my clearing head. So far


from home, I’m trapped within an alien winter.


Tears drying into focus, I then shall see


a form of face awash in bluish air


and fish it out of a fresh sea of sight


with magnet eyes, and pull it close to me


and dive across the brightness that we share


into your pupils’ dark perpetual light.

















	From the Book of the Dead





When, upon death, you come to your senses,


you’ll find ferocious beasts


baring their teeth, dancing wildly,


and now approaching you


with their blood-steaming muzzles.


You scream, seeking escape.


But it’s all a delusion.  Remember,


you must not retreat one step.





Forget your physical body.


You are dead irretrievably. Look,


these are merely remote reflections.


You must pay with fear for your evil.


You must decipher the symbols


of your self and its deeds - if you miss


this final chance, you’ll relapse


helplessly into the rebirth cycle.





Yet there is hope.  Simply try


to become what you are, at long last.


Submit to it.  Kiss with your soul


the monster’s gore-stained snout.


Become one who dances and is free


and then like a yellow lightning


your footpath will arch heavenward


and lead you to salvation.  Have faith. 


























IN THE DRUGSTORE








This brightly lit drugstore


in the middle of universal gloom


stands deserted, only the poisons


glimmer mildly where behind the counter,


wrapped in a Constellation of the Pharmacopoeia,


towers the white figure of the druggist


in a pince-nez reminiscent of the infamous


chief of the secret police. He wipes


lovingly the dust from his vials,


the shoulder holster bulging underneath


the white coat, and chuckles


with a twitch of the false mustache.





Alone with his reflection in the counter


he has patiently waited for me


night after night for eleven years.














	FROSTY OPTICS





The air is grainy and frozen throughout;


bright dots freckle the moon’s face.


Furry and lachrymose, stars wink from outer -


through snow, falling snow - space.





Hoarfrost on spruces seems trapped in that glow


like tears congealed into lace.


Soft needles scrub the stars to the last flake of snow


to embarrass the skies - and embrace.





Transparent darts ping through vein and artery,


blood chills to a languid pace.


Furry and lachrymose, stars wink from outer -


through snow, falling snow - space.





		



































	 JERUSALEM





The tatters of yammering bazaars


steeped in rotting lemon smells


encroach upon sidewalks, flat


sweat and sun-streaming roofs


shelving up and down the bald hills


where a regal Sabbath enters


the blazing city: the sky,


curving liquidly into the stone


cradle of a synagogue’s vault,


echoes with the words of God.














	Moscow Games, 1992





All summer, my country traded -


that first summer of new-found liberty.


The heads played poker with the people


for cash, their deck marked and faded.





At once the ex-Soviet provinces


became ridden with petty warfare,


but not the solid central, where


Moscow was stifled in sultriness.





All through that hot infinite summer


the metropolis played solitaire,


shuffling ex-aces, knaves, secretaries,


and smaller fry among party members.





A blinking old ministry building


reached for the sky from the ground,


thin ears of wheat twined around


its rouged old national emblem.





It glowed with the scales of its windows


and swallowed sundry curses, whereafter,


like an expert ventriloquist, it rumbled


with its bloated bottomless belly.





Its turnstile spun like a card-sharper


while dealing out habitually


a deck of black-marketers


in imported eyeglasses onto the square.





They all gambled big time


in that first summer of liberty,


sporting a spotted deck, as somebody


doubled the stakes again.














AUTUMNAL NOCTURNE








Blue aspens sleep in autumn


with their humps bent down.


In their shadows sleep also


autumnal mushroom town.








And lindens sob a little


and tear on them their leaves.


The beads of a cowberry necklace


roll on the grass beneath.








The air retains in pits


the aspen, linden odor.


A frog-paw shaped small leaf


	has leapt onto my shoulder.








The sky roof is worn through,


the rain falls from the sides.


This forest is a true


alive and restless shrine.














      NUMBERS


Weightless numbers


on bent legs


traversing the plain


waver in the wind,


their course strewn


with delicate lemmas


soaked in an even


neon light, and file


with variable 


banners toward 


the white tall


theorem’s crystal


cathedral 


grown through


the sky, pilgrims


in a black procession.





		





A POSTCARD TO NOBODY





...And here’s a moment from our common life.





Once, after working day I dragged my feet


across a wasteland towards city and there


I raised my head and saw a sign in the air...


You know, I was taken all aback...





I saw a snake swing sleepily in the rear


above a black drug vessel without a lid.


Her eyes, following me, were lit


with fire. Then I saw her wind


around that vase. And I could only spit -


I always see some ludicrous nightmare.


























SILENTIUM: YAD VA SHEM





... And suddenly I realized and saw


a wall, the Wall in front of me, before...


Their lives are two lines, and their names are on plates.


Shake, shake, the candle light! Mourn their souls!





I’ll stop my breath so as to gaze at the flame,


so as to feel the crystals growing in my eyes.


My mouth, my speech organ, gaped, drops no sound,


My hair lies on whiskies gray like ice.





Above my bent white  head light glows.


A cold and dark the voice washes my palm


coming down through the loop-hole of the silentium


and sudden shiver strikes my soul calm.











AMONG VOICES AND THINGS





I have lately noted more often how 


the moment I look away


objects familiar from childhood


take off from their proper places,


crawl cautiously up to me, form


a semicircle behind my back, waiting


as if for an order to attack.





They must be under someone’s command...





Sometimes I manage to catch them


unawares and for a brief moment


with the corner of my eye 


see in the mirror a chair skimming


with lazy contempt over the carpet,


a wardrobe soaring and hovering,


ready to fall upon my shoulders,





and I stand there, unable to move.





Then my things,


refuse to resume their position























VISION OF A SIX-WINGED PLANE





A trembling forest is an epigraph to some love story:


moss-grown earth, black letters of the ants,


tattoo of the hollow branches contrasts a shining land-


scape, where larvae of the past sleeps in the plerome of foliage.





Flotillas of mosquitoes flew above.


And here I had a vision of a six-winged plane


which stitched that half of the sky and this swelling half -


all lasting long enough


			to look for me the same.














		The Wanderer





Trunks in a mist. Graveyard of miracles.


Long bare trunks, without limb or foliage,


like hairs on skin in a large close-up shot.


A human figment in a brisk stubble of rays


walks groping through the sempiternal forest


tinkling small change in pockets. Not a lot.





His thirsty mouth flares up toward the skies,


specs halfway down the steep bridge of his nose.


Cold sweat rolls down the chest and dries,


wends its wet way between the nipples.


The yellow light that hisses at his eyes


plants pale optical larvae into the pupils.





Odors of marshland rise through milky mist,


and the dim sun disk goes beyond a hill,


as this plods homeward, a half-witted ghost,


nicking the forest air with helpless howls:


a wanderer: a solitary soul


with its entrusted body hanging on fast.





	








	      Winter’s Woods





The woods at dawn show up in a negative imprint,


an alluring snow glistening amid trunks.


Over a crumpled hill, orphaned and distinct


serrate the tiled roofs of frozen huts.





Below a moon encrusted with hoarfrost


snow-laden trees weep for a spring.


Soundless as a ghost, a skier in white


floats in window-framed ultramarine.





You mumble incoherently, still half asleep.


In the wide blue outdoors the day looms half awake,


and your black shadow is smudged on snow as if


it were a stamp on some imperial edict.





Stay by the window, cleanse with running light


your eyes, while imagining how the heat


rises along your spine to the utmost height


like a snake rearing its head inside your head.














***





An iron cemetery of the roof.


Antennas like crosses rise here,


bent under the wind, still, aloof.


Rain drops from the dark atmosphere.





This row of the icicles broken -


a fence which is spilled with the moon.


Behind - the brick chimneys keep smoking,


each looks like a ghostly tomb stone.





It seems, birds have eaten the corpses,


inscriptions are wiped by the rain.


It seems that I live in a cellar


with a cemetery pressing my brain.





A sorcerer, I dance all my lines.


The iron roof rattles from hurricanes.








***





Our day has gone away with trifles.


Embracing on a porch we say


“good bye”. And our jesters linger


until you wipe your look away.





I’m reflection in your pupils


surrounded by a dense fence.


A few black birds bounce like notes


between the wires, above your face.





Above the house a smoke flows out


and draws a key note in the air.


It pokes into the murky cloud -


and print our names by sounds there.





It’s worth to read this tune and then


play in a chamber of the chest.


And finally to grab your hand


and bring you in the swinging nest.








	***





My words lay so close


like bricks in the walls.


They shove one another


by their own weight.


At this very moment


another man yells,


another man yells,


separated from that.





But even a yell


has a danger for him:


it will tighten a string


on his neck. And in vain


he tries to remember


why he was in pain,


and his soul engulfed it


as a light of an amber.





Whatever they say then,


remain deaf and dead:


a pain blooms and blossoms


with a pain - nothing more.


At this very moment


tear this voice like a thread


and raise up a high wall


and cut out a door.


�















Translated from the Russian by Karl Kane
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