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Abstract

Tatyana Voltskaya and the Desertion of Empire

By Marc Goedemans

Tatyana Voltskaya is an eminent Russian journalist, poet, and dissident, who, as
of recently, has also been designated a “foreign agent” by the Russian government. As
the latter, she has joined a famous public list of nearly 1,000 individuals and
organizations deemed “undesirable” by the Russian government—a price she pays for
the courage with which she has spent her life working to uncover truths where the state
has attempted to bury it. While the notion of “foreign agency” is often discussed by
literature in the fields of political science and law, this project seeks to humanize the
experience of the dissident-turned-“foreign agent” using a compilation of first hand
interviews and a collection of poetry made accessible before its formal publication by
Voltskaya’s visit for a lecture at Emory University, and thereafter through an ongoing

partnership, and friendship, with the author.
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Introduction

Tatyana Voltskaya is simultaneously a journalist and a poet. In her journalistic
career, she has worked for nearly a decade at Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty as an
eminent Russia correspondent, covering autocratic political moves by the Russian state
in addition to arts and culture. As a poet, she is well-known in Russia and internationally
as the author of fifteen published poetry collections, winner of the 1999 Pushkin prize,
and PEN club member. A lifelong dissident, she was added to the Russian

government’s “foreign agent” registry in 2022 for her outspoken criticism of the state.

| first encountered the work of Tatyana Voltskaya when she visited Emory for a
guest lecture on September 18, 2024. At the time, | was unfamiliar with her work but
had been searching for a way to engage with exiled Russian writers for my thesis.

| was very familiar—from a social science perspective—with the notion of “exile.”
| worked at the Council on Foreign Relations last summer, where | spent months
researching so-called “foreign agent” laws throughout Europe and the former Soviet
Union; as such, when | learned Voltskaya had been branded a “foreign agent” by the
Russian government, | thought | knew exactly what this meant.

Foreign agent laws have been around since the United States instituted the
world’s first, the Foreign Agents Restriction Act, to counter Nazi conspiracies in 1938.
Since then, they have sprung up as methods to curb foreign influence in the face of
perceived threats from beyond national borders. Such laws are not uncommon: roughly

sixty countries worldwide have their own “foreign agent” laws. What sets Russia’s law

apart, however, is not only its severity, but its publicity.
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When labeled a “foreign agent,” Voltskaya joined the ranks of a highly detailed
registry run by the Russian government—which includes addresses, bank information,
family ties, and probably much more—of those whose actions threaten Putin’s
chokehold on the country. Those designated “foreign agents” by the government are
forced to identify themselves as such—by making an announcement or publishing a
formal disclaimer—in any public or media appearance they make.

Should they choose to stay in Russia, most of these “foreign agents” are so
intensely humiliated and ostracized for their designation that they lose any semblance of
stability and normalcy in their lives. Should they choose to leave, they take control of
their own displacement, but accept the fact that they will likely never be able to return
home. The psychological toll that this decision—driven by social ostracism and the
pariah status it induces—causes is incalculable.

In a practical sense, the life of a “foreign agent,” or any person in exile, is a life of
competing tensions and never-ending displacement. The simultaneous pulls of home
and family, countered by the pushes the government makes to keep “foreign agents”
away, creates unstable footing no matter where they may attempt to set down roots.

Diving into Voltskaya’s poetry, which spans various topics and world regions, |
noticed the underlying theme, and pain, of exile. As she said in our last interview, all
aspects of her life have been colored by her decision to take ownership of her branding
as an enemy of the state by leaving her home country—and so has every dimension of
her poetry. This project, through firsthand interviews, poetic analyses, translations, and
contextual information, seeks to cut through propaganda to humanize the experience of

exile through the biographical lens of Voltskaya’s life.
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Family

In many ways, Tatyana Voltskaya grew up with the quintessential Soviet
childhood. In her youth, her sense of security in community was centered around her
family. According to Voltskaya, her family’s tradition of honorable, communally beneficial
work stems from her maternal grandfather, lvan Prokofievich Shapovalov.

Shapovalov worked as a military doctor during the siege of Leningrad, after
which he earned medals of honor for his service. Voltskaya believes that her mother
was inspired by Shapovalov to pursue a medical career; in the mid-20th century Soviet
Union, a time when rigid communist norms dictated much of social status, a
communally beneficial career in the medical field was a surefire way to achieve an
honorable social status.

Voltskaya recalls her family’s legacy in the medical field: “| remember that always
when my grandfather was gone and my dad was gone, someone would call, come, and
give me something, because Ivan Prokofievich had saved the life of someone they
loved. My childhood was spent in such encounters with people.” In her 2022 poem
“Orpebém no nonHon. HenpaeegHas sonHa” [“We’ll pay through the nose. This war, foul
and wrong”], however, Voltskaya discusses her grandfather’s reputation and mourns the

way it has been tarnished by Putin’s propaganda.



Orpe6ém o mostnoui. HenpaBeguas
BoOmHAa (2022)

Orpe6ém no nosHOM. HenpaBeHas
BOMHA

ObecuieHu1a /ie/IOBbI OpP/iEHA.
A nepxKy ux B ropctu

U rosopro — nipoctu
Heny lBany, Bpauy
B 6;10kaZlHOM BOEHHOM T'OCIIUTAJIE.

Xouy yCJIBIIIATh — YTO OH CKa3aJl Obl
Ha pakeTHble 3ambl Hamu — 110 Kuesy.
Omyckaro roJjIoBy ¥ MOJIYy.

Ciipliry, 1ely1iKa, ToJ0c TBOH —

MpzI 3aueM yMHUPaIU-TO I1oA MOCKBOM —
UT0OBI PyCCKUI TOTOM — BJJOBOH
YKpauHKy OCTaBUII?

Kaun, Kaun, rzie 6pat TBoi ABeJib?

Goedemans 4

We’ll pay through the nose. This
war, foul and wrong

We’ll pay through the nose. This war, foul
and wrong,

Renders worthless the medals our
grandfathers brought home.

Forgive me, I say, as I stand

Holding them in my hand,

Grandfather Ivan, a surgeon in Leningrad
under blockade.

I'd like to know what he’d say of a missile
strike we launched against Kyiv. In that —
I quietly bow down my head.

Grandpa, my dear, I can hear your words
Was it worth fighting and dying for —

So that a Russian would now in turn
Make a Ukrainian girl cry. Or a mother?
Cain, oh Cain, where is thy brother?

Orpe6ém no nonHom [“We’'ll pay through the nose”] is a comparison of two wars:

the Soviet Union’s role in World War Il, and the conflict in Ukraine, which began in 2022

and continues today. Referred to in literature, media, and propaganda alike as the Great

Patriotic War, WWII, with its notions of Russia’s strength and resistance to Nazi

occupation, remains a source of great national pride. As estimates assume that up to

34,000,000 soldiers fought for the Soviet Union during WWII (or roughly 15% of the

country’s population), the memory of the war remains extremely strong in contemporary

Russia, as so many today are descendants of Red Army soldiers—hence the medals

brought home by the grandfathers referenced in the poem. As a descendant of a

member of the Red Army, Voltskaya and her family took great pride in her grandfather
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Ivan’s involvement in the Great Patriotic War and his graduation from the Military
Medical Academy. His service as a medical doctor during the climax of the Soviet World
War—the Siege of Leningrad—brought pride to her family for generations.

Throughout the war in Ukraine, Putin has manipulated the prideful sentiment
associated with the Second World War in Russia in an attempt to ignite similar
nationalist passion for his invasion. He has explicitly compared the two conflicts in
various speeches and public addresses not only to justify the invasion, but to shed
Russia’s blame as the aggressor. Putin and Russian state media continue to promote
the false notion that Ukraine is a neo-Nazi regime, despite the fact that far-right parties
receive support from less than 2% of the Ukrainian public. Still, by cloistering Russia’s
information ecosystem from virtually any sources of external media, Putin’s baseless
comparisons of what he has termed the “special military operation” in Ukraine to the
necessity for Russian self-defense during the Second World War have, to an extent,
proven successful in recruiting soldiers to join the war effort. As of January 2025,
roughly 300,000 Russians have died in battle under the false pretenses of protecting
their country from fascism, and more blood is spilled on the battlefield daily.

The fact that Voltskaya is of Ukrainian-Jewish origin lends an even more
personal note to the poem and its critique of Putin’s weaponization of Nazi fear
mongering. Orpe6ém no nonHon [“We’ll pay through the nose”] cuts through Putin’s
propaganda, which merges his contemporary atrocities, national pride, and Voltskaya’s
personal sense of familial honor, by exposing the shameful forces behind the invasion of
Ukraine through the lens of those forced to reckon with the now-twisted legacy of their

ancestors.
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After her father, Anatoly Stepanovich Voltsky, died shortly before her fifth
birthday, Voltskaya was primarily raised by her mother, Irina lvanovna Voltskaya—a
widow and surgeon carrying on the honorable legacy of her father—and grandmother.
“She was on call all her life, but not just as a surgeon,” Voltskaya said. As a
third-generation Saint Petersburger, Voltskaya grew up well-connected, especially due
to her family’s many connections in the medical field. Thus, after her father passed
away, members of the community assisted her mother in looking out for her. Coming
from a lineage of community-devoted caregivers, her family’s legacy of care and
community involvement was reciprocated in Voltskaya’s most dire time of need.
Communal support and connection was central—if not integral—to her upbringing. “We
lived in such a way that we helped others and were helped all the time.”

Voltskaya recalls that after the death of her father, she developed “an unusually
close relationship” with her mother, one that revolved around their mutual affinity for the
depths of literature, art and culture. “That’s the best part of my childhood,” she said. “I
don’t understand where she got them from in Soviet times, how she knew that | should
read Voltaire, read the book Tsarina. She read Bulgakov aloud to me, so The Master
and Margarita, which had just come out in Moscow magazine, she read it all aloud to
me.”

“And she taught me to see beauty like this. There were never any conversations
with her about everyday life, no, there was always something more urgent. It was

always about something very deep, very spiritual. And about beauty, about painting,

about sculpture, about the beauty of humanity.”



Goedemans 7

Over time, however, Voltskaya began to uncover more about her father. She had
always been told he was an engineer specializing in vacuum cleaners, but gradually
uncovered that he was, to some extent, involved in the military. “They were actually
missiles, as it turned out later. So he was such, in general, an engineer who worked for

the military-industrial complex, | understand, the so-called ‘box,” ” Voltskaya said.
Without ever receiving answers about her father’s truthful involvement in the
“military-industrial complex,” Voltskaya began to develop a skepticism and critical
outlook on Russian militarism and conformist culture—one that would define her
approach to education and future career in truth-seeking in journalism and poetry. Her
lifelong wariness of Russian militarism, which stems from the obscurity of her father’s

legacy, is perhaps best encapsulated by her 2020 work “l'ocnoaun, nodemy Bcé Tak

nnoxo [“‘Lord, why is it all so awful”].

I'ocmoau, moueMy BCE Tak IIOXO, Lord, why is it all so awful,
(2020)
[Touemy, KyZia HU CyHeIlIbcs, BCE He Tak,  Why’s something amiss, wherever you try,

U Tospko npousHecénb: “smoxa” — M3-3a  And as soon as you sound out “epoch”—

yTJIa BBIIIOJI3AET TaHK. From behind the corner crawls a tank.
Wiu aBTO3aK. V1 3TO HEBEPHO B KOPHE. Or a police van. And that is wrong at the
WHorma MHe KayKeTcs, HeTy HU cTpaH, HU  root. Sometimes I think there aren’t

pac, countries or races,

A ecTb TOJIBKO MBI U JIIOJY B BOEHHOU But only us and the people in military
dopme — U1 oHU JOTOHAIOT HAC. uniform—And they’re catching up to us.
OHU 3a HAMHU TOHSAIOTCSA, KaK 32 MOJIBIO, They chase after us like moths,

JIOTHaB, IBITAIOT, & MBI KDUYHM. And torture us when caught, while we cry

out.
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[Tpocro um HpaBUTCH, KorAa HaM 60s1bHO  It’s just that they like when we’re in pain—

— Yem HaMm 00JIbHEE, TEM BBIIIIE UM The more we suffer, the higher the
CBETHUT YMH. promotion.

BoT 0H — cXBaTHJI KOT0-TO, OEIKUT Here’s one—grabbed someone, now
obpatHO, breT napeHbKa JyOMHKOM, running back,

BHAJasd B pax. Smashing with his baton, enraged.

A roBopio cebe meieHHO: 3T0 OpaT Moi. I tell myself slowly: this is my brother.

Mensnenno. bpaTt moii. CKBO3b 3y0BI. Slowly. Brother. Through my teeth.
BusTHO. ['J151/7151 Ha CBITYIO Xapio U Clearly. Looking at the sated mug and the
KaMyQILsK. camouflage.

“l'ocnoan, noyemy Bcé Tak nnoxo” [‘Lord, why is it all so awful”’] can be
understood in dialogue with Voltskaya's upbringing. As the war in Ukraine rages on, she
reckons with the rampant corruption of the Russian military—an institution she was
raised to perceive as honorable, especially in light of her grandfather’s service. Around
her now, however, the state’s actions do not add up to this reputation; children are
swiped off the streets, protestors are disappearing, and not far away innocent people
are dying at the hands of men in camouflage.

She introduces the notion that Russian soldiers are not only desensitized to
violence, but enjoy the pain they inflict on their victims and finds it hard to continue
buying the narrative of “brotherhood” with those in uniform that the Russian government
sells to its civilians. Instead, “through her teeth,” she feels only resentment: perhaps for
the soldiers, perhaps for the state, or perhaps for the inevitable guilt of her implication in
the military machine, which swallows everyone without exception. Confronted with this
reckoning, Voltskaya questions whether any worldly divisions are as definite and

punctuated as that between soldier and civilian: “us and the people in military uniform.”



Goedemans 9

Education of a Dissident

Voltskaya recalls being drawn to poetry from a young age, “because there were
some feelings wandering around in [her] soul.” As a child, like many of us, she felt a
strong desire to “say something” and have her voice heard, inspired by the literature
and poems her mother would read to her. It was through her mother that she was
initially immersed in the Russian literary canon, an exposure that would lead her to
discover the works of Joseph Brodsky, Boris Pasternak, and Nikolay Zabolotsky. From
the works of these major poetic figures, Voltskaya was also subliminally exposed to the
lineage of Russian intellectual dissident thinkers that would come to inspire her own
dual career in poetry and journalism.

In school, Voltskaya manifested an individualistic spirit. She recalls being
disciplined frequently, though being well-respected among her classmates and
teachers. “l didn’t like playing dolls with the other girls like | had nothing to talk about,”
she said. “l read, | was sick all the time, | had a sore throat, and | sat at home, reading
books.” While not interested in what was presented to her in the classroom, she felt
inspired when she joined a poetic circle under mentor Vyacheslav Levkin.

Thus, by the age of 14, and with the help of Levkin, Voltskaya had found herself
in one of the many underground literary and poetic circles in Russia at the time: “It was
just a real blessing.” The importance of such literary circles was accentuated by the
state-enforced book shortage of the late-70s Soviet Union that Voltskaya witnessed as
she grew up. Reminiscent of the restrictiveness of the time of Stalin and early-Soviet

propaganda and censorship initiatives, Leonid Brezhnev was leading the Soviet Union
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toward a renewed period of conservatism—enforcing a return of national censorship of
creativity and information.

In the midst of a book shortage induced by state censorship, literary circles kept
the legacy of classic Russian and international literature alive, serving as spaces where
the Russian state and society could be discussed critically through the lens of literature.
Having fallen into this community at such a young age, Voltskaya was offered a rare
safe haven for critical thought and intellectual growth. At a time when the Russian
literary tradition was under direct attack and being phased out of public education,
Voltskaya gained exposure to authors she would otherwise never have had access to.
Through her poetic circle, Voltskaya took initiative to expand her education beyond
state-promoted narratives. “Somehow humanity found loopholes to pierce through this
lie.” She maintains that her entry into the literary criticism community of Saint
Petersburg was the most formative—though informal—part of her education.

After completing secondary school in 1978, Voltskaya did not pursue tertiary level
studies at a university after a conversation about university admission processes with
the mother of one of her childhood friends, who worked at a university in Saint
Petersburg. Voltskaya had heard rumors about the corruption in Soviet higher
education, especially in admissions, and when her friend’s mother showed her a list of
admissions and rejections from the office she worked at—which indicated that
individuals with certain, especially Jewish and foreign-sounding last names should not
be admitted—she decided not to apply. Instead, she enrolled in one of Leningrad’s
technical schools. However, though she did not take part in the specialized programs

formally dedicated to arts and culture, she did not abandon her interests. Leningrad at
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that time had a rich counter-cultural world—and some of the best informal training for

those with an affinity for poetry, literature, and art. In this community, she pursued her

interests in literature and criticism. Of finding her voice and the meaning of poetry,

Voltskaya wrote “INeco4Hble yacbl” ["Hourglass”]— a rather unorthodox poem about the

need for a female poet to confront the challenges of the context in which they write.

ITecounnie yacol (1997)

Pudma — xeHmmHa, npuMepsoasn
HapsA/bl, B Bosiockl BThIKAIOIIAA PO3Y.

Ona mieleTcs B KpoBH, Kak Hasija, U
BBIHBIPHBAET, KOT/Ia HE ITPOCSAT.

Pudma — K0710K0J1, OTTOHAIOMINN 3JTBIX
ntyxoB OT Iyt BUHOBHOM, 0€3JTI0/THOM,
Korpa BeTep B 3apoCiisix 4EPTOIOJIOXA
[Ty1aveT HOYBIO XOJIOTHOM.

Pudma — cepeOpSAHBIA KOJIOKOJIBUHK,
[TogruMaronuii MeHs u3 rpoba, Korga
TBI IIPUXO/IUIITB, MOU MJIBYUK, U,
0JIECHYB OUKaMU, IEJIyellb B IyObL.

Pudma — TponrHKa ¢ 3e MJITHHKOH 110
Kpato, To MeJIbKHET, TO MCUE3HET — TaK
oneTcs cepane, f uay mo Hell — a Kyzia, u
cama He 3Hal0, 3aTOBapUBAaI0 3yObI
CMEpPTH.

Hourglass

Rhyme is a woman trying on outfits,
Putting a rose in her hair.

She swims in the blood like a naiad, And
comes out when not asked.

Rhyme is a bell that drives away evil
spirits from a guilty soul, when the wind
cries in the thistle thicket on a cold night.

Rhyme is the silver bell that lifts me out of
my coffin, When you come, my boy, And,
gleaming with your glasses, kiss me on the
lips.

Rhyme is a path with strawberries on its
edge, It flashes and disappears - that's
how my heart beats, I walk along it, but I
don't know where I'm going, I'm talking
death's teeth out.

Voltskaya wrote “INecoyHble yackl” [‘Hourglass”] in 1997, one year after she

covered the Chechen war as a journalist. The poem can be interpreted as a justification

for the purpose of poetry when other forms of articulation fail to enact their desired

result. After witnessing firsthand the atrocities that took place in Chechnya, including
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what many perceive as an ongoing genocide and mass deportation, she believed
authentic journalism on the subject was what was needed to spur momentum to end the
atrocities.

This, however, typically proved not to be the case. Journalists exposing the
violence perpetrated by the Russian state during the war were often crushed by the
opposing force of Russian state media. Out of concern for their own livelihoods, most
civilians chose to defer to the narrative constructed by Russian state media surrounding
the conflict—whether out of true belief or necessity. Witnessing the frequent inability of
her work to achieve its intended result, Voltskaya sought to bring out her voice by
alternative means, using different language that may resonate more with people.

Voltskaya recalls the fate of her journalistic writing on Chechnya: it “didn't go
anywhere, it wasn't successful, but | just remember that | wrote it...I mean, you know,
we're the generation that grew up under Brezhnev, we used to ignore politics, right? It
kind of didn't exist for us, because we were fed so much ideology that it was just
considered bad form. Well, over the newspaper. You can only laugh at the news. We
are, in general, the most cynical generation, because, well, that's it, there's nothing
left... There are no illusions left.”

Whether due to mass desensitization, collective cynicism, or reluctance to critical
thought, Voltskaya soon recognized that goal in journalism—to speak the truth from
within a web of lies spread by a much more powerful, all-consuming entity—was often
futile. This is why, maintaining her belief in the power of words, either prose or verse, to
change minds, embolden hearts, and motivate resistance, she turned to honing her

poetry as an additional way to vocalize her thoughts and truths.
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Career(s): In Prose and Poetry

Voltskaya recalls writing her first published poem while she was working as a
freelance Russia correspondent for Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty covering the
Second Chechen War in the late 1990s. While posted there, she witnessed not only the
horrors of civilian abuse and politicized violence and murder, but the manipulation of
reality for Russian state-backed media outlets that favored Putin, who capitalized on the
ethnic conflict to spur a surge of nationalism to ride to on his way to the presidency.

“Chechnya was the first volume,” she said. “As if it had bitten. And yet | wrote
more in the newspaper about it, that's what it was about. Poetry, it hadn’t really come
out yet.” At the time, Voltskaya was primarily concentrated on her journalistic career
covering the war. It wasn’t until later that she shifted from journalistic writing to poetry to
convey certain truths that could not be conveyed through journalism.

Still, her poetry was always inspired by current events at the national and
international level. In 2014, when Putin launched the initial phase of his invasion of
Ukraine by annexing the Crimean peninsula, “that’s when | wrote the first really civil
cycle poems about Ukraine, because it was so shameful that | thought it had nothing to
do with journalism. When the war started, Voltskaya recalled feeling “the sense of
simple, burning, terrible shame... catastrophe” imminently approaching. These feelings
were too intense to incorporate into her journalism, so she returned to poetry as another
outlet for them. Out of these persistent feelings emerge some of her most powerful
works; her poetic senses have been as heightened as ever during the full-scale war in
Ukraine today, out of which emerge her poems W npuxoantb Bowb [‘Enter a louse”] and

Mama, mama, BorHa, BorHa! [‘Mama, mama, war, war!”], both written in 2022.



U nmpuxoauT BOIIb. (2022)
W npuxoaut BOLIb.

ThI MOPIIUIIBCS, HO O€IBI HE JKEIID.
Ona pazayBaeTcs 10JITO, TTOKYZa BOXKIb
He nmpoctymuT u3-mo;jt 6esiechblx pECHUII.
YecaTbCs MO3/THO — IIPUKA3aHO 1a/1aTh
HUI]

W otyiaBaTh €l BCE, UEM ThI PAHBIIIE KUJT—

[Tapk, MeTpo, KPBIIIH, KApaH/IalIu

B mkosibHOM 1I€HaJsIe, ChIHA, JOYb,
[Top mmmienue: oTAaBal U youpaics
MpOYb.

ThI JIEKUIID U TyMa€eITb: KaK JKe TaK,
[Touemy 51, pa3uHs:, TPEIUIO, My/IaK,
He nmpubwu ee, mokyaa Ob1a Majia?

Bcé xoren Tenna,

Bcé cuzen Ha fjaue, B oduce, B rapake,
B 6ape c Tuxoii My3bIKOH, He 3aMedas —
OHa yKe

3acioHusia nosaHeba, BeIIuiIa Oy Iy1yto
BECHY.

PasayBasice, BOIIb 3aTEBaEeT BOUHY.
ThI 2ke 3HATH €€ He XOTeJl —

A oHa CKBO3b rOpbl KPOBABbIX TEJ
I'nanut Ha Tebs. IToka ThI IIeBasica —

TPy —
Ona mokycaJjia Bcex, CropaeT CTpaHa B

TuQYy.

U BoT Teniepp

BOIIIb JIMIIIAeT TeOsI BCETo —
Jowma, cHa, BeCeHHero ropoza,
BBIBOPAYHUBAET €CTECTBO

Goedemans 14

Enter a louse.
Enter a louse.

You wince, but what could happen, at any
rate?

It puffs up for a while, then through its
white eyelashes emerges a Great Leader.
And now it's too late to scratch your head.
You will be forced to prostrate, to give up
the life you were leading --

This park, the rooftops, cafes, your pencils
and brushes,

Even your kids.

Hand it over and get out of here, it hisses
and spits. You lie prone, wondering: why
Was I such a fool, a dimwit, a twat

And didn't swat it when it was little?

You spent time in a cozy bar,

In your office, your country house,

You were keeping warm,

And you didn’t notice how it got this far
How the louse blotted out half of the sky,
Sucked the coming spring dry.

As the louse gets bigger, it starts a war.
You never bowed to it, you had no fear --
Now it watches you over corpses and gore.
While you cringed, it was biting people;
therefore

The whole country’s sick with typhoid
fever.

And thus,
the louse deprives you of everything

Your home, your dreams, your city in
spring,
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Hausnanky, 3acraBiisieT 6exaTh, KyJa

[naza risasaT, OCJeHyB OT SIPOCTH U It turns it all inside out.

CThHIZIA, You run for the hills, blind with rage and

U B BUCKaX TPOX0OYET, TO MyUUTEIbHEMH, guilt

TO crabei: As it clangs and raps in your head,

Borb He 1013KHA )KUTh — HAUIU €€ U painfully loud:

yoeri! That louse, don’t let it live -- seek it out
and kill it.

As one may expect, “U npuxoanT Bowb” [“Enter a louse”] represents Putin’s rise
to power. Voltskaya, having watched Putin’s ascent from the front lines in Chechnya and
Crimea, now observes his abuses of power in Ukraine. This poem is one of the most
notable instances of Voltskaya’s uniquely poetic storytelling.

Masterfully, Voltskaya leaves the addressee of the poem somewhat
unclear—whether the proverbial “you” addresses the reader, the collective Russian
conscience, or herself is largely unclear. Broadly, though, she appears to blame those
who did not squash Putin as he first rose to power as a mere louse, making the poem
appear as a critique of the phenomenon of collective dissociation in Russia. It was clear
from the beginning that the louse presented a threat as it puffed up and “You” became
aware that you “will be forced to prostrate, to give up the life you were leading. This
park, the rooftops, cafes, your pencils and brushes, Even your kids.”

W npmxogut Bowb [“Enter a louse”] raises a critical question for understanding
Russian history and contemporary politics. How can it be that after Voltskaya assisted in
bringing the world awareness of Putin’s war crimes and disregard for human life, he
remained largely unchallenged in his rise to power? It is out of frustration boiling over
with this question that Voltskaya, and those who are now powerless to stop the louse,

“run for the hills, blind with rage and guilt.”



Mama, MmaMa, BOITHA, BOMHA!
(02.26.2022)

9X0 B cepAlie — BUHA, BUHA.
3aropeJica XepCoH K pacCBeTy —
MHe 3a 3TO MPOIIEeHbs HETY:
[Tonoxrna-To — MoA cTpaHa.

ATO ¢ HaIIero 6oJIbIIaKa
CepbIX TAHKOB TEUET peKa —
ITO 51 UX HE OCTAaHOBUJIA,

U mogHuUMyT Tereph Ha BUJIBI
C Hamel ysiuIbl NapeHbKa.

Mawma, mama, 13-3a MeHs

Hammum xyionnam Kkpuyat — pycHs,
YbupaiiTech, MbI Bac He 3BajIn!

W npy3bst HOUYIOT B ITO/IBAJIE

B musiom XapbkoBe — 13-3a MEeHH.

U B Kynauax ropart goma.

A, HaBepHO, CX0XKy ¢ yMa —

C Kax/J1pIM BBICTPEJIOM 10 YKpaiiHe —
[TerepOypr u CapaToB paHeH, 1 Moii jom
HaKpbIBaeT MIJIA.

ITO 51 BUHOBATA, 11,

UYro c ybuiiniero, cTpax Tasd,
[IpokuBasia B OTHON KBapTUPE:
Bot crout oH B MUpe, Kak B TUPE,
Kapry koMKas u Kpos.

Mama, mama, BoiiHa, BoiiHa!

9X0 B cepAlie — BUHA, BUHA.

Kto roput, KT0 yOUT, KTO paHEH?

C KaXKZbIM BBICTPEJIOM 110 YKpalHe —
Y6bIBaeT Mos1 CTpaHa.
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Mama, mama, war, war!

In the heart echoing — guilty, guilty
Kherson burning in the morning raw
Oh, I cannot be forgiven, for

My country brought fire, my country.

There’s the highway running by
With its river of tanks grim flowing
I didn’t stop them, did I, did I?
Now from our street there is a guy
Raised up on pitchforks, showing.

Mama, mama, because of me

They’re shouting to our lads — hey Russki
Fuck off, you're not invited, see!

Friends sleep in basements and freeze

In lovely Kharkiv, because of me.

Houses in Zhuliany are aflame

And I am crazy like a dog.

With each shot fired in Ukraine,
Petersburg and Saratov are maimed
And my house is cloaked in fog.

It’s my fault, I, hiding my fear,

Lived with the killer in my head

In the same apartment here

He’s in the shooting gallery now, I fear,
Ripping the map to shreds.

Mama, mama, war, war!

In the heart echoing — guilty, guilty
Who’s killed, who’s wounded for
With each shot in this Ukrainian war
My country shrinks, my country
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War and ‘Foreign Agency’

Shortly after the outbreak of the war, Voltskaya was informed that Radio Free
Europe/Radio Liberty would be shutting down their office in Saint Petersburg and
relocating her to Thilisi, Georgia. She did not choose emigration; rather, emigration
became necessary as a result of her work and moral stand. Consequently, she was
compelled to abandon her life and one of her sons in Saint Petersburg. At first, it
appeared that Georgia may offer a safe haven for her as a dissident. She would soon
come to discover, however, that Georgia today is not as welcoming a place to Russians
as it once was.

Putin’s aggression against Ukraine sparked concerns among many in the
Caucasus state that he would set his sights on Georgia next, especially since Moscow’s
violent annexation of the north Georgian provinces of Abkhazia and South Ossetia
2008. Since this earlier invasion, fear of future Russian aggression has lingered among
Georgians and is now especially amplified by the war in Ukraine.

While in Georgia, she learned that the Russian government had promptly
designated her a 'foreign agent'—a label applied to those who allegedly threaten to
expose state corruption and propaganda. Now, all publications under her name in
Russia must begin with a disclaimer stating that the content was “created and/or
distributed by a foreign agent.” In a striking irony, this very disclaimer appears as the
opening line of her prose diary excerpt, “The Georgian Sketchbook,” which chronicles
her adjustment to life in Tbilisi and was published by her online.

Even before the first lines of Voltskaya’s own writing, “The Georgian
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Sketchbook” is ironically prefaced by the branding message that labels her a
‘foreign agent.” For Voltskaya, the notice is a blunt reminder that she—now and
for the foreseeable future—operates in exile. The diary is her personal attempt to
reconcile with this designation in a new environment; everything she sees in
Georgia, however mundane, reminds her of the equivalent things she misses at
home. Kids play the same way in both Tbilisi and Saint Petersburg, yet are so
starkly divided from one another.

Once again, Voltskaya recalls family memories in her lamentation in the
expression of her current circumstances, recalling her mother’s post-war
experience playing with balls and jump ropes in Saint Petersburg, just like the
children in Tbilisi do. In this context, though, her family memories are not directly
connected to a sense of pride or patriotism, as they were with her grandfather,
but evoke a sense of loss and mourning akin to that which she feels when

comparing previous wars to the current one in Ukraine.

This message/content has been created and/or distributed by a foreign
media organization acting as a foreign agent, and/or by a Russian entity

acting as a foreign agent.

The Georgian Sketchbook (an excerpt translated by Boris Smirnov) (2022)

Three boys are chasing a plastic bucket with long sticks of bamboo. When

they get bored, they start fencing. The bamboo is from the botanical

garden, which is not far, on the other side of the mountain. The street
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climbs to the top for a long time and then drops abruptly as if exhaling. It
stumbles at a small church and then continues sedately around the bend.
The children of Thilisi play in the city’s streets, playgrounds, and parks
unaccompanied by their mothers or grandmothers, on their own and with
one another. A small flock of them emerges from a courtyard, overtakes
me, skipping, arguing, shouting, and disappears in the next courtyard, past
a clothesline of shirts and trousers dancing in the wind. I turn a corner and
find another flock playing ball against a wall, clapping, jumping. It’s been a
long time since I saw children play like that in Saint Petersburg. I'm glad
to see them interacting in person, instead of on their phones. I recall not
so much my own childhood, but my mother’s stories about playing in the
courtyards during the postwar years, about her skill with balls and jump

ropes—I never even came close.

The word “postwar” makes me ache inside. Someday we’ll use it about our
own lives. You can’t see the war, but it’s everywhere; I can’t think of
anything else. All my friends repeat the same phrase: “I can’t believe it’s
true, I want to wake up.

-
I woke up in another country. I don’t like vacation stories, I don’t like
selfies taken on location, and I don’t like myself in the role of tourist.
There is something improper about it, a furtive debauch, voyeurism: been
there, done that. Susan Sontag called it the appropriation of the seen: I

was here, this is mine. Vacation snapshots remind me of a “Vasya was
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here” scratched into a bench. I always felt awkward on vacation—here I
am, loafing around this place where people live. There’s nothing that ties
me to them, neither the past nor the present, so why am I here?

But I'm not on vacation here in Georgia. I fled here from an insane dictator
who is currently destroying a foreign country in my name and will
undoubtedly destroy mine too in the process. So, I think, if fate has driven
me here, if this land has given me shelter, then I will try to be attentive and
grateful to it. I will write a “Georgian Sketchbook,” a diary. I understand
that the title is generic, but it is difficult to find a more accurate one: a
diary is a look both within and without, and the eyes of a stranger
sometimes notice what locals no longer see for being too plain and

familiar.

* translation by Boris Smirnov

At this point, though she has escaped Putin, the “insane dictator” that has
essentially barred her from returning to her homeland, the influence of
Voltskaya’s exile from Russia has taken over her life so all-consumingly that she
cannot possibly ignore it. The challenge of moving to a new place is one many, if
not most, people can understand, but being forced into exile is one that draws
such a constant sense of loss and betrayal that it can hardly be encapsulated in
writing.

Constantly, Voltskaya feels the need to remind herself that she is not a
tourist, though she finds such great difficulty in finding any sense of permanence

in Thilisi. It is hard for her not to feel like a leech—a parasitic resident. Yet she
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does not feel like a full resident of Georgia: the guilt she feels for running away
from the destruction purported by her home country puts her in an impossible
position. In different ways, she is both the invader and invaded, the aggressor
and the transgressed.

With conflicting loyalties on both sides of the issue, Voltskaya feels that
her identity and reality do not fit into any neat confines of an immigrant—whether
tourist, resident, or exile. "The Georgian Sketchbook” allows Voltskaya to explore
her situation through all these lenses—and, for what it's worth, to offer her
perspective on the new country and city she struggles to call home.

Her subsequent diary excerpt, “The Iron Maiden,” is among Voltskaya’s
more hopeful works. Contrasted with the feeling of discomfort and displacement
preeminent in the introduction of “The Georgian Sketchbook,” The Iron Maiden

implies at least some sense of positive cultural integration.

The Iron Maiden

No sooner had one of our Thilisi genii told us that sometimes the water
level in the Kura River drops, exposing bankside cliffs where houses once
stood long ago, than the water really did drop—so abruptly that they
must’ve opened a dam downriver. An instant ago, muddy eddies of gray
water pinwheeled at the bridge’s piers, and suddenly the small floating
dock on the right bank had run aground and tilted over. There came a
stench of rotting algae, and the drab bulks of the black cliffs crept back

into the light, bearing the brick courses of ancient foundations. Time’s
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fetid innards had cracked. Centuries ago, when everything was different,
red houses crowded the narrow river. We never got the chance, however,
to imagine the people who emerged from their doorways—or how they
dressed or what they sold on that bridge that’s being repaved currently. A
few hours later, the floating dock has returned to its place, and the slippery
monsters with the ghosts on their backs have disappeared beneath the

roiling waters. The past does not like to be looked at too long.

*k*k

When we sit in the kitchen, I look out the window, at the bronze back of
King Vakhtang, and at my phone screen, where fragments of the shattered
Echo of Moscow and Current Time news swirl among the kaleidoscope of
YouTube channels. Russian forces approach a Ukrainian city. A gaunt,
middle-aged man looks around a green courtyard and a house mangled by
shells—there’s nothing to be done, he has to evacuate. “It’s a pity,” he says
with a heavy sigh. He shakes his head, grimaces, and wipes his eyes, angry
at his tears. “Everything we had. What a pity—eh!” He swats the air with
his fist, irate. “Well, that’s all right . . .” His fist rises into the air. “That’s all

right.”

I think of him all the time—and not only at the Russian embassy, which we
come upon by chance, recognizing it due to the photographs of the victims
of Bucha and the flowers and toys laid before them. The man forced from
his city in tears is with me as I walk along Thilisi’s streets, breathe the

scent of the flowering acacias, and buy lavash from a hole-in-the-wall
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bakery. He and I have both been torn from our land, our roots dangling in
the air. But the comparison ends there—he’s so much worse off: his land
has been torn apart by bombs, mine has not. The bombs were launched at
him from my side, however, and here it’s me who’s worse off. How will I

look him in the eyes if we ever meet?

*kk

It is impossible to look at Saint Petersburg from above. Empyreal lookouts
like Saint Isaac’s Cathedral don’t count—they’re just rock climbing for
tourists. Walking through a horizontal city, you always see it on the same
level. It’s like your life, which you can’t jump out of and see from the side.
And if you can, then you must be in love and yearn so much to become
someone else, the one you love, that there are rare instants when you
succeed—so rare and so empyreal, that when you are suddenly transported
to such a peak, your head spins and your breath abandons you. To become

another is the highest form of happiness.

Vanya and I hike up the sweltering, steep road almost to the very top of the
mountain until we reach a dead end with a wild building. They say it’s a
palace, but it looks like a bunch of glass jars. Fortunately, a trail is visible a
little lower, and we continue along the mountain ridge with relief, skirting
both the glass jars and the Kartlis Deda with the ant trails of tourists at her
feet. The slope is studded with fresh seedlings of thuja, cypress, and fig.
The thin trees are tied to stakes of bamboo. No wonder: there is a

botanical garden on the other side of the slope, and its workers are trying
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to firm up the soil, which threatens to give way in a landslide. Someday
these trees will grow up, but I won'’t live to see it. Little poppies, like

flashes, line our path.

Below, under the mountain, lies the city, and every now and then we stop
and dip our faces into the purple petals of its roofs arranged in large
clusters. “Look,” says Vanya, “that seems to be a courtyard with a well, and
over there is some kind of large street, and over there where the golden
glare is, that’s Liberty Square.” The little neighborhoods breathe beneath
us, flush with bushes of double lilac. We bury our faces in them. The
mountain is a chance to leave the city; it’s like leaving your body and then
turning to look upon it with surprise. Life assumes a different scale
here—as if for a split second your gaze were one with the gaze of God. For
an instant, the city becomes you and you become the city, taking it into
yourself wholly and forever. It couldn’t be otherwise, for the brief instant

you're there on that peak is just that—forever.

* translation by Boris Smirnov

As she tries to focus on the positive moments of her new situation,
Voltskaya conveys a limited sense of acceptance of her reality, indicating that the
“past does not like to be looked at too long. She will never be able to
conceptualize the lives of those she may have seen had the floodgates of time
not opened, but she does not seem to be too saddened by this reality. Likewise,

she had no control over the flood that forced her out of her home country, but
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rather than fantasize about what concrete and potential realities she left behind,
she begins to write of her present in Georgia with a sense of gratitude and
appreciation. There is a certain intentional distance between her and the past,
symbolized by the lives of those along the riverbank she will never be able to
understand.

Still, the past—as well as the nearby reality—are never far away. She is
constantly reminded of the war, and of her position as an exile. As she stumbles
upon the Russian embassy in Tbilisi or glances at a newspaper about the war in
Ukraine, she can never quite distance herself from what is happening—neither
physically nor emotionally. Voltskaya feels that she and the Ukrainian man she
speaks of, whose house and livelihood have been destroyed by a presumed
bombing, experience a similar feeling of loss. Yet, though Putin has also etched a
target on her back, the man will always see her as the aggressor—a dynamic
that she understands and does not blame him for.

Ultimately, however, “The Iron Maiden” is a story of growth, and the ability
to find comfort in a state of displacement. Rather than hold on too tightly to the
past—whether it means home, family, or previous iterations of herself—\Voltskaya
begins to find joy, even love, in the act of becoming someone else. She does not
try to shed her past—she is acutely aware of her position as a former citizen of
the aggressor—but rather begins to shed her portion of the blame for its actions.
Through this process of forgiveness and emotional healing, she once again can
be “suddenly transported to such a peak, [her] head spins and [her] breath

abandons [her]. To become another is the highest form of happiness.”
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Still, despite moments of optimism, the strain of Voltskaya’s journey—leaving her
home country as a “foreign agent”—is omnipresent. Voltskaya is fundamentally changed
by her choice to dissent and her subsequent designation as a “foreign agent.”

“That's the shame about the war, then the horror about your own emigration,
when you're breaking away from your life, from everything,” she said. “| absolutely didn't
want to go anywhere. So it's nostalgia, then some kind of acceptance, then appreciation
of the country where you ended up. Well, there are a lot of things like that, which
probably give you a reason for poems.”

As an emigrant, Voltskaya finds herself in a cycle of emotions. The nostalgia for
the past in which she lived in Russia and had the ability to speak freely in poetry and
journalism, the acceptance of her forced exile status, and the appreciation of her new
home in Georgia come in waves. lt is clear which of her works are motivated by each
emotion in this cycle. The introduction to “The Georgian Sketchbook” recalls her
nostalgia for her childhood, while “The Iron Maiden” encapsulates her acceptance and
eventual, if uncertain, appreciation for her new reality.

“The Iron Maiden” begins to touch on the emotions accompanying her exile, but
in a more subtle way than her other pieces. Written in 2022, two of her flagship poems
about her exiled status “Mbl ¢ To601 — ae3epTmpbl mnepun” [“You and | are the
empire’s deserters”] and “Korga s1 noeay Hasag” [“When | drive back”] are among her
most raw. They touch not only on the stages of nostalgia, acceptance, and appreciation
Voltskaya discussed in her interviews, but also of the raw grief and hopelessness of an

exile with little hope of return.



MpbI ¢ TOOO — A€e3epPTUPHI UMIIEPUH
(2022)

BrI3bIBaIOIIEN CKYKY U CTpaX
Bopo6bsiMu ¢ HAMOKIIIIMHY TTEPbSIMHU

MBpbI cUUM Ha Yy?KHUX IIPOBOAX.

['ne GyspBapbl ¢ HAPSIAHBIMHU ILIATHSMH,
Qu3KyJIBTYPHUKH, /I€Ba C BECIOM?

Hac ¢ T060#1 MpOBOKAIOT IPOKJIAThAMH,
A zartauem — kpuuar: “Ilogemom!”

He cmorun, He cymenu, He CIII0KUIIY,
[TpoBanmiuch B KpOBaBbIE CHBI,

A Temnepb-TO MOyMai, KOMY K€ MBI,
Heymexu u Tpychl, Hy>KHBI.

Hesnakowmble 110maau, CTaHINY,
KTO-TO 3E€pPHBIILIKO CJIOBUT, IVIAUIIb,
A KoMmy-TO 10A, Beuep JOCTaHeTC A
Tosbko B ciuHy 3y10paaHoe: “Korm!”
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You and I are the empire's deserters

Feathered bundles of boredom and fear,
Soaking wet, the drizzle has caught us,
We are perching on wires up here.

Pretty frocks on the elegant grass,
Sculpted athletes, the girl with an oar,
All is gone. People curse as we pass,

And they sneer at us — “Cry some more!”

Should've, would've, but didn't. They won.
Our dreams are now drowned in blood.
Are we anything now, anyone,

Cowards who thought that we could?

Unfamiliar squares and stations,

Here's to pecking at crumbs, look at you,
Though by nighttime, the likeliest
mention we’d get is a menacing “Shoo!”

Voltskaya sees her departure from her homeland as a part of the steep price she

pays as a dissident. Her forced emigration from Russia has impacted countless

dimensions of her life: She says she pays every day for her choice of desertion “with a

broken life.” She recalls: “the country I lost, the house | lost, the son I lost, one of the

sons | am separated from, all my friends.”

The burden of collective national pain and trauma, she argues, is felt by “every

citizen of a country,” not only those who chose to leave. As a “deserter of empire,”

however, she loses access to what she once had in her homeland, as “staying in Russia

also has some advantages. If | were in Russia, | would have the opportunity, for

example, to have free healthcare at times when | needed it most—not entirely, but still

there.
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“And now I'm thinking, what should | do? What should | do? It's a colossal
problem that everything here [in Georgia] is paid and very expensive. But it's not for me
to explain. | also have absolutely no confidence that | won't be thrown out of the country,
right? | mean, there's no solid ground under my feet anymore, there's just no ground
anymore, that's all. And also with your dear Trump, now | don't know if I'm going to be
free and under the fence, because I'm going to lose my job under these conditions.”

“MbI ¢ ToBon — aeseptupbl nmnepun” [“You and | are the empire’s deserters”]
captures the steep price paid by Russian—and other—dissidents across the world. It
exposes the tradeoff one must make living through any perceived societal injustice: The
decision to conform—turning a blind eye to broader issues for the sake of comfort in
continuity—or to speak up and risk causing a ripple that will never allow you to find sure
footing again. Voltskaya has chosen the latter her entire life. From her earliest memories
reading banned books with her mother to her career covering state-purported atrocities
under pseudonym in Chechnya, Crimea, and now all of Ukraine, Voltskaya has
embodied the dissident lifestyle.

But she pays dearly for this ongoing choice—a tax she must pay for the rest of
her life. While she has preserved the honesty and purity of conviction that has always
guided her journalism, poetry, and life decisions, this comes at the cost of nearly every
other "normal" aspect of existence. Thus, outside her work, she cannot suppress the
lingering impression that she is largely left "pecking at crumbs" for mere fragments of

comfort, culture, and home.



Korpa a moeay Hazaza no
Boenno-I'py3uHCKO¥i gopore, (2022)
3a MHOIO MTOTSHYTCSA YIUIbI U
MIPOBO/IA-HEOTPOTH,

MHe JIBOPUK Ha MATKUA HACTYIIUT, Maxast
OesibeM Ha BEPEBKE,

U sectHUIB Besten moberyT, Apebesika,
CIIOTHIKAsICh HEJIOBKO.

OOHUMYT 3a MJIeYH, MIOBUCHYT HA MHE
BUHOTPA/IHbIE IJIETH,

Tara 3a 00010 UyTyH ¥ KUPIIUY —
Kpy:keBa Uyrypery,

BpycuaTka 3a MHO¥ IIPOLIYPIITUAT U
IUIATaHbI — OKJIaZIOM HKOHHBIM,

Bopota B kunsiem Iitolle 1 mieTeHas
JIIOJIbKA OaIKOHA.

HacsImtiores B BOJIOCHI HCKPBI XyPMHI,
MEJIKOJIICTBEHHBIX OYKOB,

B riazax 3aMesibKalOT KpecThl U
TPY3UHCKHE THYThIE OYKBBI.

3a MHOU NOIUIBIBET COJI0IAKH, JIOTOHUT
MmeHsa Oprauaina,

[[TepimaBoi 11€KOI0 MMOTPETCS TOPa,
YTOOBI 1 HE CKyJaJia.

M B3MOIOT 3a MHOIO, 3aXJIOIIaB
OKOIIIKAMH, JIOMHKOB CTau —

W nuis BO IBOpE IEeTPOrpaZiCKOM
IIOTaCHYT, HOHUKHYT, PACTAIOT,

Cy1e3010 CKOJIB3HYT 10 CKYJIE, KaK JIIOOBU
HEe3aKOHHOU IPUMeTHI —

Korza s moeny Hasaz,... KOrjia s OEy.
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When I drive back down the
Georgian Military Highway
Roads and touch-me-not wires will
stretch out behind me,

A backyard will tread on my heels, waving
a line of washing,

The stairs will run behind me, clumsily
tripping and clashing.

It will cling to my shoulders, embrace me,
the old grape vine —

The lacework of Chugureti, dangling its
bricks and iron.

A boardwalk will rustle behind me,
encased in a golden plane tree,

A gate foaming up with ivy, a woven
balcony cradle.

My hair with fragile beech leaves and
sparks of persimmon peppered,

My vision speckled with crosses and
crooked Georgian letters,

I'll watch Sololaki drift by me before
Ortchala gives chase,

A stubbly cheek of a mountainside
rubbing against my face.

And, flapping windows, behind me, a
flock of houses will soar —

And only back home in my courtyard,
they'll fade and they'll be no more.
They'll run down my cheek, like illicit
love, invisible to the eye,

When I drive back down, when I drive
back, when I drive, when I...
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“Korga s noeny Ha3ag” [“When | drive back”] is not only one of Voltskaya’s
personal favorites, but also perhaps her most heartbreaking poem. It conveys a truth
that Voltskaya has experienced all her life: it is impossible not to become attached to a
place, whether one ends up there by choice or by force. “Korga s noeay Hasag” [“When
| drive back”] is thus a story of longing, but it's not entirely clear what for. But now,
though she has become attached to Georgia, Voltskaya recently found out Radio Free
Europe/Radio Liberty would be suspending its operations indefinitely. She is thus left
exiled without a job, further compounding her stasis of uncertainty.

“Korga s noeny Hasag” [“When | drive back”] is about the recurring feeling “when
you have to decide whether you will break with everything you hold dear or not,”
Voltskaya said. “I had to break with it. | could decide to stay, of course. But | think that
with the title of ‘foreign agent,” which | was given before the war, | had no chance to find
a job other than Freedom. And without a job, well, like me, we can't all survive. That's
just the way it was. So that's why it was terrible. And then, when | came here, it was
also, of course, fierce homesickness, fierce, fierce absolutely now. Now, perhaps, the
stage of some kind of acceptance that | live here, that is where | live. But, in general,

there is still no feeling. Besides a feeling that there is no stability.”
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Conclusion

The opportunity to piece together the life and poetry of Tatyana Voltskaya over
the course of this past year has been an illuminating privilege. Analyzing her work and
facilitating our interviews has offered insights into fundamental questions surrounding
dissidence and displacement that, as a child of emigrants, | have had for a long time.

| walk away from this project with an understanding of the magnitude of the toll
that dissidence and displacement have taken not only on Russian dissident thinkers, but
those who speak out against injustices around the world. On the other hand, | have
been fortunate enough to witness the strength of character, intuition, and conviction it
requires to take on such a burden for the sake of social progress and moral standing.

| have come to realize that confronting injustice in the way Voltskaya has is not a
choice in the way | initially believed it to be. Rather, it is what she must do to maintain
her character and moral clarity—a skill she has carried with her through her mother’s
teachings, lessons in Soviet literary circles, and covering conflict from the front lines.
The poetry she surrounds herself with is an impenetrable protective barrier—one that, in
a time when so many of her other boundaries have been crushed by a state apparatus
determined to break her, can never be shattered.

The rare courage possessed by Voltskaya is akin to that harbored by all the most
resolved activists—a combination of moral conviction and an undeterrable desire for
progress. This project, in tandem with my professional pursuits in the realm of “foreign
agency” and dissident protection, has solidified my interest in working to protect those
like Voltskaya who serve as moral voices of their generations—a indefinite commitment

against insurmountable odds, but one that | am privileged to begin to understand.
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Interview Transcripts

Interview 1. Russia at the time of war in Ukraine. The uncertain future of Russian
culture. Publishing in Russian in Ukraine. December 16, 2024

MARC: You and | talked about the young men who stayed in Russia even though they

may be mobilized and would have to go to war.

TATYANA:Yes, if they are conscious people, they make that choice. They somehow try
to calculate the incalculable—their future—and hope for the best. They think, "Right now

| have a student deferment,” but it's not going to last for long.

MARC: One of your sons stayed in Russia and one left with you. What about your son

who stayed?

TATYANA: He loves his city and his friends. He is a student now, and possibly he will go
to graduate school after. But it's very hard to predict anything. Of course, I've met young
people here in Georgia who came from Moscow. | ask them: "Do you have a deferment
from the army?" "No, of course not!" "And if the summons comes?" They think: "I'll
hide." In general, some don't take it very seriously. There's a Russian slang
word—pofigism (total apathy— throwing your future away-relying on fate). It never goes

away.

For example, just recently there was a story of a man: somebody else signed his
summons and has been receiving his military pay for six months, as if he were at the
front. Then the military commander called the unfortunate man and said: "Why aren't

you in your unit? If you don't come, we will put you on a wanted list in two weeks." So



Goedemans 33

now his lawyer is suing the military machine, but there's nothing he can do—he has to

go to war. And the person who signed him up doesn't care. This is how it goes.

MARC: Since your son stays in Russia, for you every choice has everything to do with

the Russian situation, doesn't it?

TATYANA:Well, naturally, of course. Yes, and yet we are all also worried about Ukraine.
But | can talk openly to my son from Thbilisi, but with my son who stayed behind -- we

can't even have a conversation about the situation.

MARC: Your grandfather was a military man; he was in World War Il. Was the memory
of this part of your childhood? This appears in your poems—is it true or is it a

metaphor?

TATYANA:NOo, it's true. My grandfather graduated from the Military Medical Academy; he
was a military doctor in besieged Leningrad, a major in the medical service, and he
worked through the entire war. The memory of this surrounded me throughout my
childhood—it's a kind of default background. In my mind, it lives as both a fusion and a

contrast of two war fates.

When the current war started, everything in my mind was raw. But when | looked around
me, everything continued as if nothing had happened. | even remember how at the
beginning of the war | was walking at the corner of Bolshoi Prospect and my street,
looking at how everyone was sitting around in cafes and parks. Everything was normal.

A quiet life. These cups in the cafe,



Goedemans 34

everything so beautiful, expensive, nice, cozy, just like before. It all seemed so wild to

me that | wrote a poem about it.

TATYANA:Yes, and it's not an allegorical picture. There's music playing and all of a

sudden a table is covered in blood—a shapeless lump, a body part falls down.

MARC: A shapeless lump?

TATYANA:How else do you imagine a man getting blown up by a land mine, blown to
pieces and falling onto a glass table? Of course, it's imagined, as if that bloody piece of
human meat is flying off the battlefield and appearing in peaceful city — naturally
miraculously. Why? Unfortunately, this will happen on the Russian side as well. We've
seen it in Belgorod, and Kursk... That's the way it is, that's the way it has been

happening and will happen.

MARC: Does this mean it's the end of Russian culture, the end of its literary tradition?

That this is the time to abolish Pushkin and Tolstoy?

TATYANA: Of course | don't believe that. There were poems with these thoughts in the
first months of the war when these conversations were very heated and intense. [...] | do
think such poems have a right to exist as a healthy reaction to what's going on, a
healthy reaction to the fact that culture doesn't save us from such atrocity, from
barbarism. But as you know, Auschwitz didn't cancel Schiller and Goethe, didn't cancel
Kant—canceled nothing. And this terrible war will not cancel Tolstoy or Korney
Chukovsky's poem for children, "Moydodyr," as much as Ukrainians might not like it

now, and they can be understood. Nor will the Russian atrocities in Ukraine cancel
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Ukrainian culture. Let's just say that it continues in parallel. Someone is fighting for life,

and that person has the strongest right. But cultures struggle for life as well.

MARC: TATYANA, do you have relationships with people in Ukraine now?

TATYANA:Of course. A Ukrainian poet Vadim Zhuk and | published a joint book; it's now
in its second edition, published by the literary press at the corner of Nevsky and
Khreshchatyk. That was in 2015—just after Russia's invasion of Crimea. Zhuk and |
went there when the book came out. There are books now published jointly by
Ukrainian and Russian poets, and | am part of that. But in Ukraine now, nobody wants

Russian books. That's another matter altogether.

Interview 2. Confronting the reality of war and snippets of phone calls from
Ukraine. War and writing poetry. December 20, 2025.
MARC: What had the biggest effect on you when you, a journalist and poet, began to

confront the reality of the war? f

TATYANA: There were intercepted communications of Russian soldiers with their
mothers and wives. Those soldiers were looting, raping, Killing people in the Ukrainian
countryside. They became the anti-heroes in this poem, and their conversations are all
the more terrible because they sounded so mundane. It is not that the soldiers were
used to killing and raping; yet this was normal when they were fighting and entering
people's houses and rummaging through all the drawers in the houses they entered.

They would say: "Now we have found money, we will close our big loan." Or they would
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say, "Now we found meat in someone's fridge, we'll eat it." And the wife would ask: "Are
you raping Ukrainian women?" And when the response was positive, she would say: "I

do not want to know. Just do not tell me." It was so normal for them.

MARC: You mean, it was possible to intercept the actual participants of the war talking

to their loved ones?

TATYANA: Yes. These were Russian soldiers in Ukraine calling home, talking from
morning to night, and they were already conditioned to keep themselves in this crazy

state so they could mentally endure everything they did.

MARC: If we are talking about the Russian soldiers, how exactly does this happen? Is

there some crazy enjoyment in it? | find it hard to comprehend.

TATYANA: I'm a journalist. | report. These crimes are being talked about, and one must
try to comprehend this somehow. They say drugs and alcohol are found there at the

front all the time to allow the Russian soldiers to do what they are doing.

MARC: | can't understand this.

TATYANA: My Ukrainian friends often send me clips — video and audio recordings. We

watch the videos, hear the conversations and try to understand how this could happen

at all. Would a well-off person, living in a normal house with sewerage, a washing
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machine, with several rooms—would they go tear off someone else's toilet and send it
home? | don't think so. One had to keep these people in a non-human state for
decades, for the Russian soldiers came in big numbers from the poorest provinces, and
they see how the Ukrainians live and they say: "These Khokhols' really know how to
live. They have chickens! They have blankets on their beds, they sleep." You see,

people who were sent to war had been devoid of basic human, ordinary conditions.

MARC: Do you mean that the Ukrainian level of living was much higher than in the

Russian provinces?

TATYANA: Of course. Ukrainians are not comparable to them—they're sleeping in
proper conditions while ours are in flooded trenches. Remember, at the very beginning
of the war, when there was a storm, there was a characteristic inscription on the wall in
the Ukrainian home left by our soldiers: "Who gave you permission to live like this?" I've
read many sociologists and historians. | agree with those who say that, in principle,
Russia has not completed the transition from peasant society. People have retained
peasant consciousness, with the legacy of the experience of radical equalization when it

was considered a great sin to stand out from the community and own something.

MARC: Do you mean that it goes all the way back to the end of the nineteenth century

when Stolypin? tried to transform Russian villages into semi-German farms?
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TATYANA: Yes. But why did the Russian peasants burn farms in Stolypin's time? They
burned those people who stood out and tried to work independently. After perestroika
began, when villagers were given opportunities, what happened? Somebody started
growing tomatoes to sell. The neighbors burned those greenhouses first. "Don't live
better than us." A disgusting, vile behavior, but it is the manifestation of the psychology
of peasants driven to beggary by the state for decades, for centuries. I'm not even
taking into account the Tsarist background—their life as serfs. Half a century after the
abolition of serfdom the peasants were starting to climb out of it all, and then came
1917, and for another 100 years there was poverty and no private ownership. What
else? What can you demand from people who don't know what a toilet is, much less a
washing machine? You cannot accuse them, but maybe you should think about why

they are like this. It's a very hard question.

MARC: Is poetry suited for these experiences?

TATYANA: You continue thinking about this; it is with you, inside your mind. And then
poetry begins. Yes, | have several poems like this: poetry about the conversations that
are so cruel—a portrait of these people. They're just conversations, they're so simple.
And then there are poems about mothers and the wives on the bus whose men are
fighting. Do they ask them not to go to war? On the contrary, they say: "Go, don't be a

deserter, don't dishonor your family."
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MARC: There's also talk that Russian women are so tired of their husbands and sons

being drunk that they just send them away.

TATYANA: It is such an endless tangle. Our present Russia—it is so hard to accept.
These are terrible families, relationships without love. It's all shown in Andrey
ZvyagintseV's films®*—Elena (2011), Leviathan (2014), Loveless (2017). If Zvyagintsev
can make such films, one should be able to confront this reality with poetry. So | wrote
and wrote. But there is also an expression that goes to the heart of this all: "War is a

bludgeon for the poet."

Interview 3. Growing up. Family: Childhood and Youth. February 16, 2025.
MARC: Our conversation today is about your childhood and your family, and,
consequently, about the depth of the influences of these early impressions. Which

figures from your childhood had stayed with you the longest?

TATYANA: There is a looming figure, my grandfather Ivan Prokofievich Shapovalov. His
roots were in a Russian village, but somehow, as we say in Russia, he had "received a
lucky ticket": his family was not arrested and interned as "kulaks" -- those peasants who

owned something, even minuscule, as, for example, 1 or 2 cows, chickens and a couple
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of horses. So my grandfather survived that terrifying process that affected so many
peasants -- the liquidation of the kulaks as a class. While still young, he left the village
and arrived in Leningrad; he always wanted to study. He was lucky again: he was
admitted into the Military Medical Academy, graduated, and worked as a military doctor;
he stayed in Leningrad during the siege of the city during WWII, saw deaths
everywhere. Leningrad was starving during the siege, but he survived somehow, saved
many lives and received awards for his service. He was an admired, widely respected

figure. So | remember him as a very powerful presence in my early childhood.

MARC: What about other members of the family?

TATYANA: My grandmother on my mother's side arrived in Leningrad at the age of 17.
She came from a Jewish shtetl near Kharkiv. Thus, my grandfather, my mother's father,
was from a Russian village, and his wife -- from a Jewish shtetl. And they both arrived in
their twenties, at approximately the same time -- in the early 1930s. And they met.

MARC: What about your father?

TATYANA: My father Anatoly Stepanovich Voltsky was an engineer; he too worked in
the military-industrial complex in Leningrad. As a young boy, like my grandfather, my
father stayed in the city, but only for the first years of the blockade -- the siege of
Leningrad. Nevertheless, he spent in Leningrad those two horrible winters -- 1941 and

1942 -- before he and his mother were evacuated in the summer of 1942. As a young
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boy, he witnessed his father's death from starvation. My father survived the war, but he

died very young -- at the age of 34.

MARC: Do you remember him?

TATYANA: | remember him singing beautifully, so many songs, and | remember very
well my father and some of his songs, and particularly my father's violin. When he
played the violin, for me it was absolutely a miracle -- the deepest delight. | even

remember how much | liked that violin case and the strings. | remember it so well.

MARC: Can | ask you, why was your grandfather, who died during the siege, not in the

army? | thought that all adult men had to join.

TATYANA: From what | understand, my grandfather was an engineer and worked, like
my father did later, in the military complex. That is why my grandfather was excused
from joining the army. This grandfather, Stepan Lukich, came to Leningrad from
Ukraine. They all, that whole family, came from Ukraine.

MARC: So the last name Voltsky has come from him, correct?

TATYANA: Yes. The origin of the name is very interesting. The last name of Stepan
Lukich's family was "Kot" -- "cat" in English, but my great-grandfather was so impressed

when electric lights became part of the city's life that he changed the last name to
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Voltsky ("volt" as related to 220 electric volts). He was mesmerized by what electricity

could do.

MARC: All your grandparents, then, made their life in Leningrad. They all came to the

city as very young people.

TATYANA: Yes, St. Petersburg is in my bloodstream. | am a citizen of St. Petersburg in
the third generation. Perhaps, that is why | miss it so deeply. It is my city. | am part of its

history.

MARC: How do you know that your father as an engineer worked for Russia's military?

TATYANA: Of course, | was told, and | know that there was a signboard for his office on
their street that said "vacuum cleaner production," as if they were developing vacuum
cleaners. But in reality they were constructing rockets, as it turned out later. But, as |

have said already, he died young.

MARC: And what about the women in your family?

TATYANA: My mother and grandmother. My mother was simply a major figure of my life.
As far as the far-reaching influence is concerned, hers was simply profound: it was a
form-creating deepest influence, lasting to this day. Very powerful and precious! | wrote

a book about her. Following in her father's footsteps, she too became a doctor -- a
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surgeon. And my grandmother who came from a Jewish shtetl near Kharkiv was also a

force, of course. She too lived with us.

MARC: As | listen to you | begin to understand that for some time -- you, your mother,
father, grandmother, grandfather -- lived together in one apartment. Were, then, their

living quarters the separate rooms in a communal apartment with other neighbors?

TATYANA: Oh, no. | never lived in communal apartments. And at some point, my
mother's brother lived with us as well. In my childhood, until | was 7 or 8, we all lived
together in this beautiful apartment -- a four-room professor's apartment on the
Petrograd side of Leningrad. My grandfather, a decorated military figure, received this
apartment after the war, and it was into this beautiful place that he brought my
grandmother when she returned from the evacuation with their children. This was my
childhood's "paradise" with a 30-meter dining room which had an oval wooden table in
the middle. The apartment had multiple old-fashioned tall stoves that heated the rooms.
Those beautiful stoves were in every room -- my comfort and a source of childhood
fears. For example, in my parents' room there was this tall stove, and behind it there
was always this scraping sound. Naturally, this was mice, but | thought that a wolf lived

there and would simply freeze in terror.

MARC: Yet you had to move. Why?
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TATYANA: You see, | too had gone through this eventual "archetypal” exile from
paradise, my paradise! How did it start? When | was not yet 5 years old, my grandfather
died and so did my father; the male members of my family died one after another within
a one-week period. After their deaths there were so many visitors who came and
brought gifts to us. This too is a very strong memory. And it always stays with me that
when my grandfather was gone and my father was gone, someone would call, come
and often give me something, because, as they said, lvan Prokofievich had saved their

life. My childhood was spent in the encounters with these people.

MARC: | am trying to visualize how all the members of your family were an intimate part
of that special atmosphere in Leningrad after WWII when people who had survived
knew that the life they were now living was a miracle. It must have been a very special
community: neighbors, people on the street, total strangers who shared the same
memory and looked after each other, helped each other, for they remembered those

who saved them during the wholesale starvation in the frozen Leningrad.

TATYANA: Yes, this was part of the city's ambiance after the war. | was growing up in
that atmosphere, listening to their stories -- the war, the siege, its tragedy and sudden
miracles. There was a story, for example, a family legend: how my grandmother was
initially not allowed to evacuate with her two children. So my mother and her brother,
young children, had to evacuate with an orphanage. Grandmother, of course, thought
that she would lose them forever. But then they allowed adults to go after the children --

to join them. Grandmother went and caught up with them in Rostov. And one of our
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family legends really starts with the children seeing their mother from a hill: they ran

towards her not fully believing it was her, and there was so much joy.

MARC: Your mother must have remembered the evacuation very well. And for your

grandmother this must have been a major experience.

TATYANA: Yes, my mother told about how they lived in evacuation in a village in the
Urals and what beautiful transparent colored stones one could find in the river. My
grandmother told me what hunger there was at first, and how they exchanged things,
and how many homeless and very scary teenagers lived in that place's orphanage. And
how grandmother used to talk to them, read to them, tell them stories so that they would
stop misbehaving. And my grandmother would tell how her son (that is, my mother's
brother) was sick with typhus, and she did not allow him to be taken to the hospital 30
kilometers away on horseback, which, of course, would have killed him. Those
unending family stories... In general, | remember all these conversations very well. |

grew up with them.

MARC: Did your grandfather, lvan Prokofievich Shapovalov, tell you stories?

TATYANA: | have no memory of my grandfather engaging with me directly. He had

already suffered a stroke by then. | recall clearly how he walked with a limp, but more

vividly remember him sitting quietly, listening to his transistor radio. He never read
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books to me or taught me lessons. He simply wasn't able to. Though there was no direct

influence from him, his presence permeated our home.

MARC: What about the experience of the blockade? Your family survived it—your
grandfather remained in the city throughout. And your mother was evacuated from

Leningrad, correct?

TATYANA: This shaped all of our upbringing. One consequence was our attitude toward
food, particularly bread. In our family, we maintained a deeply traditional, almost
reverent relationship with bread. If a piece fell to the floor, we would pick it up and kiss
it. Finding bread on the street meant rescuing it—picking it up, kissing it, and if you
couldn't eat it yourself, placing it carefully on the roadside where no one would step on it
or drive over it. Bread was sacred. No one in our family would ever consider discarding
bread—the very thought was forbidden. We felt genuine indignation seeing others
waste it. After the war, newcomers to Leningrad—people from Novgorod and various
small towns and villages—often didn't understand this attitude. They hadn't lived
through the blockade and didn't observe our customs. We would sometimes see them

throwing away bread, something unimaginable for us native “Leningraders.”

MARC: Let's return to what you described as your "exile from paradise." Did this occur

after the deaths of your grandfather and father?
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TATYANA: Yes. After they died, my mother had to stop her work as a surgeon for some

time.

MARC: Was she still working as a doctor?

TATYANA: Yes. She became a widow so early, and to be a surgeon would add to her
overwhelming responsibilities. So she took shifts — all those shifts in the hospital and
clinics. This gave her some flexibility but was exhausting. She was taking shifts
throughout her life, but no longer exclusively as a surgeon. And there was this
responsibility for us -- my grandmother and myself—that now lay on her shoulders. Until
my grandmother's death the three of us lived together, but, unfortunately, we had to
leave that apartment. According to Soviet laws, we could not stay in this huge space: 3
people in 4 big rooms. But my uncle, my mother's brother, was able to stay there. He
was given this apartment because he had already written his PhD, his doctorate, and,
consequently, he had the right to stay in a place with an additional 30 meters of space.

... Nothing is simple.

MARC: Have you never lived in a communal apartment?

TATYANA: Never, although my other grandmother, my father's mother, had a small room

in a communal apartment, but we, my mother, my grandmother and |, moved into our

own apartment. My mother was able to secure it through her job as a surgeon.
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MARC: You had to go to school very soon after that. Did you like the school?

TATYANA: | never liked school, | must say. | was never drawn to the collective.
Apparently, there was already then a deep individuality in me — individualism always.
Probably, the loss of my father affected me very strongly. They didn't tell me anything
precisely, but the trauma was colossal. | kept waiting for him to come back. It was such

an enormous loss of a father, then the loss of a home.

MARC: So, how did these years in school pass?

TATYANA: | grew up very early. | didn't like playing with dolls, and | rarely played with
other girls. Somehow | had nothing particularly to talk about with them. | read a lot, for |
was sick all the time. My throat was constantly sore, so | stayed at home, reading
books. Consequently, | didn't participate in these school squabbles, gossip, as it often

happens. But people — teachers and students — treated me very well.

MARC: Because you were an excellent student, no?

TATYANA: Being an excellent female student -- this doesn't necessarily mean respect.
On the contrary, such a girl is often teased, but | was respected somehow in a human
way. | can't say anything negative, nothing bad, but | found my school completely

uninteresting.
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MARC: What were the influences then?

TATYANA: Always, my mother! As | have already said, we had an unusually close
relationship. She loved poetry, books, theater, museums. And there were all those
books in our apartment. | don't understand where she even got them in Soviet times.
She read Bulgakov aloud to me—The Master and Margarita which had just been
published in the journal Moscow—she read it all aloud to me. And how did she know
that one should read Voltaire? And she taught me to see beauty everywhere. There
were never any mundane conversations with her or any conversations about everyday
necessities. It was always about something very deep, spiritual. About beauty, about
painting, about sculpture, about the beauty of human bodies. We used to go to the
beach together and looked at those bodies around us, talking of the silhouettes,
proportions forms. She and taught how to see beauty everywhere, to appreciate beauty
in art, sculpture, and nature. And she herself was very beautiful, with an excellent figure,

and she took care of herself, did gymnastics.

MARC: What happened when she came home? Would sick neighbors ask her for help?
This atmosphere in which you grew up: your grandfather helping people, mother being a

doctor. Was there a feeling that people should be helped, was it part of the family, yes?

TATYANA: This was not discussed explicitly, it was not emphasized. It was somehow
self-evident, natural. Mother would come home, and immediately there would be knocks

at the door. 'Irina lvanova, my stomach hurts, or back, or heart, or head. Can you,
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please, measure my blood pressure? And my mother wouldn't even have taken a bite of
food yet. A knock: “Irina lvanova, please stop by my place.” This was practically every
day, and nobody ever talked about it. That's how we lived, constantly helping. And,
naturally, it never occurred to us to take some kind of payment. Well, a neighbor would
bring some trat on a holiday... They would cut a piece and bring us two or three slices

of pie. But only if relations were good, if we were simply friends.

MARC: As you were growing up, were there other people who influenced your

childhood and early youth?

TATYANA: There was this poetic circle run by Vyacheslav Levkin - an afterschool group
for children. | joined it probably around eighth grade, and it had the greatest influence
on me. Vyachelav Abramovich was a wonderful person, still alive. He just called me, the

other day, with his friends — to support me.

MARC: What was this afterschool program that he ran?

TATYANA: | was in this circle (an afterschool group) since | was 14 years old, and it was
simply true happiness. That circle was extraordinary. At that time there were literary
associations in Russia, and in St. Petersburg too. But they tended to evaluate the work
of students and their writing and analyzed their poems. They didn't give grades, but
somehow, in general, they probably established among students some sort of hierarchy.

Levkin never did that. | later asked him: “Vyacheslav Abramovich, | don't even know
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how you felt about my poems and you never said what was good, what was bad.” He
answered: “With children, it's not allowed. If you praise one, the other ones can be so
easily discouraged.” Somehow he understood this. And so he strove to educate us,
read to us, to develop our taste. We read our poetry in our circle or our short stories. He
would share his observations. He would say, for example: “Are you sure that this word is
from the lexical category where it works correctly for you?” These were the

observations he would make. He also treated me very well. | will always remember that.

TATYANA — Interview 4: The Impulse to Write Poetry. February 22, 2025

MARC: The impulse to write poetry — how does it come? When did you know that you

are and will be a poet?

TATYANA: There are so many beautiful books, poems, prose. But at some point you

realize that all of them cannot say something that you want to be expressed. | mean, by
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the way, | didn't start with poetry, | started with prose. | began writing when | was 10 or
11 years old, and | started by writing plays. And then a little bit later, that's when the
poems started. Why? Well, because there were some feelings wandering around in
your mind, or, as we say in Russian, on our soul. At that age, it's usually very unclear.
Look at Joseph Brodsky's poems. They are early, and they are still somewhat out of
focus: he has almost nothing to say, but he has powerful music inside him, a powerful
desire to speak — music. Well, probably every person who starts writing has this desire
to say something, but this need can be false or temporary. Because, well, who didn't
write poetry when they were young, right? But then there is a situation when a person
really has a need for artistic expression — not just to say | love you, but a real need for
another artistic statement to say it all. Indeed, almost everything is said. Is it possible to
say a new word? | think it's impossible to say it. But an artistic statement, if it is artistic,
will always be new, because it is a word through one's unique lens. Why does the
person need to do this? | don't know. | think the image of God embedded in person is

the thirst for creativity too — the impulse for creativity given to us by the creator.

MARC: Was there a writer who inspired you? In Russian.

TATYANA: Tsvetaeva. Probably Lermontov. | loved Lermontov as a child as far as his
poems go. And then when | got older, there were some other poems. There is this
general cloud of poetry, literature, and you are inside it. | told you about my mother, who
read a lot to me, gave me a lot. | was always immersed. From my childhood | loved

books, always bothered my relatives to read to me when | could not. And then | read on
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my own, and you are immersed in all this. And, of course, there is music in you, a need

to create too. Then later came Boris Pasternak, Nikolay Zabolotsky.

MARC: | was also wondering how you think your journalism influences your poetry and

vice versa?

TATYANA: A very difficult question, very difficult. | remember, for instance, that the first
poem that did not go anywhere, wasn't successful, so to speak, was about the war in
Chechnya. Remember: we are the generation that grew up under Brezhnev, we used to
ignore politics on principle, right? It simply did not exist for us, because we were so
much fed up with ideology, so politics was just considered bad form. We did not read
newspapers and only laughed at the news. We were, in general, the most cynical
generation, because there were no illusions left. We lived our own life completely
parallel to the official world — underground. We drank to spite the society — it was a
valor. It was. There was drinking, there was, | don't know, debauchery, right? And that
too, in general, like, it all counted. Music, dancing — turning off the lights, having affairs,
kissing and hugging while — turn off the lights and we'll do whatever we want to do to
the music. But then came the 90s — perestroika, when you wanted, even needed to be
included in the common life. Politics then has become a shared life.

MARC: When then did the first civilian poem come? Chechnya?

TATYANA: No, Chechnya, the war that started in 1994, was a shock — as if | had been

badly bitten. And yet | wrote more newspaper articles about it, much more articles than
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poems. But in 2014, when Russia took over Crimea, that's when | wrote my first really
civil cycle "Poems to Ukraine." That invasion was so shameful, and | felt it deeply, but

the poem had nothing to do with journalism. Nothing at all.

MARC: What, then, is the relationship between journalism and your poetic work?

TATYANA: Journalism is a profession, but it is a profession that makes me more
immersed in the news. And now my work as a journalist exposes me to the reality |
cannot escape. But poetry is a human voice, not journalistic or rather poetry is more
human than journalistic. For instance, | do some interviews with former political
prisoners, former deserters and | still work as an editor or edit various interviews. But it
seems to me it has nothing to do with poems, for a poem can be written on that day can
be about something completely different: about what | see from my window or from my
backyard. Think about Griboedov's Woe from Wit. Or Tyutchev's poems? Do you see in
their texts a reflection of their diplomatic work? They were both very powerful diplomats,

but their work doesn't reflect in any way. No, no, no, no...

MARC: But there are themes you take from what you discover as a journalist, is it not
so? There is a lament, crying about what's going on — a kind of screaming, definitely
grieving. Is it not in your nature? In the ease of youth it was different, but now you

cannot get away from crying. Or do you still get some light moments?
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TATYANA: There is so much news that stays with you. But poetry... it has nothing to do
with my journalistic work, it has to do with just watching the news. Remember when
there were intercepts of these telephone conversations of our soldiers from Ukraine who
were telling their wives how they killed someone in the woods or how many dollars they
stole from Ukrainian houses there. And their wives told them: "You're raping Ukrainian
women there, but do not tell me. | do not want to know." This is what entered my poems.
It is the same as if you see this on the street, as it happens to you personally. It is not

because you are a journalist.

MARC: And yet as a journalist on Radio Liberty one is more exposed. One cannot not

know.

TATYANA: Yes, of course. It all reverberates: these lies that outraged me incredibly. |
think that was the first impulse when Crimea happened — the lies. | have a poem about
how we live on avenues named after executioners. It is all about this unprocessed
memory. I've always been very concerned about it. This sense of terrible shame,
catastrophe. And that it is reflected in our life, this shame about the war, then the horror
about your own emigration, when you're breaking away from your life, from everything,
from myself. | absolutely didn't want to go anywhere. So it's nostalgia, then some kind of
acceptance, then appreciation of the country where you have ended up. These realities

— they give you a reason for poems.
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MARC: If we go back to '56, there was the debunking of Stalin, and immediately after
that there was an invasion into Hungary. There must have been this deep mismatch
between hopes and facts. Perestroika too started with hopes, and suddenly there was a
completely different spirit. They have changed the names of the streets, but the old

spirit — it came back.

TATYANA: You know what | think? That it's even harder for us than for the young people
who didn't know that Soviet oppression because they do not realize the full extent of

what is happening.

MARC: When you write poetry does it relieve the feelings of helplessness in the face of

what is happening? Or does it increase anxiety?

TATYANA: Well, it is some other mechanism. You're doing something entirely different.
You are creating a work of art. And if it works, it strengthens you in some way. But it still
doesn't replace the feeling of civic helplessness, for the poems — they cannot change
anything. And then, remember, you live in the era of social networks, and if they change
algorithms you are silenced. | am putting my poems on my Facebook page, but they
have just changed this algorithm of Facebook. You cannot put the whole poem there —

just the beginning, and people need to click the message to see everything.

MARC: Yes, you can open it further: you can click and open it.
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TATYANA: Yes, you can, but you have to get on the page to do it. And people rarely do
that. People watch the feed. So at this time the media with its algorithms does not help
my poetry, and my books will not be published in Russia. But the poems, they're
breaking through. In fact, | think that if they did not break through, it would be a
complete victory of darkness over us. It would mean that the darkness has defeated

you. It has triumphed.

MARC: Do you mean that darkness can consume you, and that poetry makes sure that

you cannot dwell on it or in it all the time?

TATYANA: In our life there must be weeping and wailing, and | have quite a lot of it in
my poetry. There is this real lament for Russia. But it is also interesting that, in general,
the main body of my anti-war poems were written in the first months of the war. | can no
longer write like that. Now | write more about what | see around me and what is inside
— what is right here and now. And this experience of protest — it still remains; it arises

periodically, but somehow in a different form.

MARC: How do you see yourself, your role? Do you see yourself as part of the Russian

dissident line?

TATYANA: Well, | guess... But | would not say | am a dissident. Because dissidence is,
well, always a certain current, isn't it? And it demands your life completely. On the other

hand, my youngest son cannot stand Russian dissidents. He cannot stand the fact that
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the protests were peaceful — signed letters, Chronicles of Current Events — the

samizdat publications — all words, words. They have never taken up arms.

MARC: Does he think that the dissidents should have resorted to violence, to shooting?

TATYANA: In his mind, one has to fight for power. If you cannot fight for power, then

what do you do? Just sit there and do what a doctor or a janitor does — a meeting.

MARC: Is there no other way to catch attention except violence?

TATYANA: It's gotten a lot harder, of course. So much information around. Catching

attention is not simple.

MARC: But, in your case, what was the price for your civil disobedience? Civil

disobedience — this is how Henry David Thoreau would name it.

TATYANA: Payment for dissidence, for the oppositional behavior? One pays with a
broken life. Being hit with a crowbar is the most serious payment. In my case, what was
the payment? The country | lost, the house | lost, the son | lost, for one of the sons is
now separated from me, all my friends and, in general, my habits and preferences, and
some practical advantages. After all, every citizen of a country, even if the country is
Russia, has some preferences and advantages. For example, if | were still in Russia, |

would have the opportunity to have free medical care. It's a colossal problem that
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everything here must be paid for, and the expense is very significant. It's not for me to
explain what | have lost. And | also have absolutely no confidence that | won't be thrown
out of the country. | mean, there's no solid ground under my feet anymore. And also with
your dear Trump, | don't know if I'm going to be unemployed for I'm going to lose my job
under these conditions. The American government can cut off help. We, at Radio
Liberty, are supported by the Congress directly. But Musk has already called for a

shutdown — shutting down of the Voice of America and Radio Liberty.

MARC: Are they really going to do it?

TATYANA: They will certainly limit the resources very badly. That is for sure. Where will
these scissors going to go? | don't know. Anyway, we're all in limbo. That's the sad part.
So you see, you pay with everything, with your life. With the people you love and with

your own life.

MARC: Was it impossible not to leave Russia?

TATYANA: The minute the war started | became an employee of an undesirable
organization. And | cannot put my name under my articles, for there will be an
immediate fine: an article by a foreign agent. Think: | have been working at Radio
Liberty for 25 years, and since the war began I've taken my name out of the articles,
replaced it with pseudonyms. From the point of view of my country, | am a criminal just

for this alone. And if | don't want to go to jail, | cannot go back.
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MARC: How long did it take for the decision to mature — the decision to leave Russia?
TATYANA: Not for long. | mean, my superiors at Radio Liberty suggested it. And just
then the rumors started that there would be searches of foreign agents' homes. They
were probably squeezing us out of the country, those Chekists. And you begin to think:
now I'm going to be searched; they will take all the computers, and they will rob
everything. And they will take my sons' things as well. It was a horrible, horrible time.
The most terrible time was the time before leaving. Because it was a time of fear.
Nothing can be worse than fear. For yourself and for your loved ones. That's the way it
is. And then this shame, disgrace, horror, for when the war started, you are burning with
shame, with a feeling of catastrophe and a crazy pity for the dying.

And there is a disbelief. So when | was offered to leave, the horror of the war is
intertwined with the horror of my own fate. You begin to understand that you have to

break with everything you hold dear.

MARC: Was there no possibility to find another job in Russia?

TATYANA: | could have decided to stay, of course. But with twenty-two years of working
at Radio Liberty, and with the title of foreign agent, which | was given before the war, |
had no chance to find another job. And without a job, well, one cannot survive. That's
just the way it was. It was terrible. And then, when | came to Thilisi, there was this fierce
homesickness. And then comes a new stage — some kind of acceptance that | live

here, that is where I live. But, in general, there is still this feeling that there is no stability.
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And then, of course, all of us, all of us who moved, we all have lost a lot of money
because we don't get paid more, but we are not in our homes, our own apartments.
We're all renting. And in my case, | also pay for my relatives who live in Russia. And |
also help my sons. And all this, all this, all is hard. And the main thing is that if you look

into the future, it is not clear at all.

MARC: Do you feel that there is less danger in Georgia, than in Russia, even with

everything that has been happening in Georgia?

TATYANA: There is no immediate danger as far as my immediate life takes place. | can
go for walks, enjoy the beautiful city, enjoy the mountains. But the main danger here is
that you have to leave the country every year to get a new visa, and they might not let

you back in. That's the frightening thought and a really big problem.

MARC: What do you miss particularly strongly outside of your family?

TATYANA: My religious community. For example, | am very grateful to these priests |
knew: how they did not rush off, did not move away from me, how they stayed with their
flock. However, here, for example, there is a priest who left Russia, and the liturgies
take place at his home. And it's made our whole circle a community, right? There are
mostly people from Moscow, mostly from the famous Moscow liberal church of Kosma
and Damian. Many of that congregation has moved here. And that's why we have an

evangelical group now. We still meet once a week, we read together the Gospel or the
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Old Testament, but mostly the Gospel. We talk about it, how it is, how it applies to our
lives, to us. It's very important, such an important circle. And there are people of all
ages, and very young people. This is pleasant, very pleasant. We meet; there is a
mountain above us. We met on the New Year's Eve as a community. There were many
creative people who organize some Belarusian holidays, some Georgian holidays,
some Pancake Day, some movie shows, just meetings and, in general, excursions. |
communicate with them from time to time with real pleasure. | loved my New Year's Eve

with them. So, of course, there is some kind of communication. Absolutely.

MARC: Can | ask: You have Jewish blood in you, don't you?

TATYANA: What do you mean — Jewish blood? On my mother's side and on my
grandmother's side | am Jewish. And | am working now on my Israeli visa. But we were
too late to submit the documents in the simplified order, and now we are caught in

bureaucracy.

MARC: Do you find your Jewish side objects to your Christian beliefs?

TATYANA: In my community there are many like me, Jewish Christian pilgrims... And

there are kids there, too, by the way. So many of them are still affected by Father

Alexander Men', his personal journey of faith.
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MARC: You are the member of the PEN club. Does it operate here? Does it support

you?

TATYANA: Our PEN club was destroyed in St. Petersburg — closed by the government.
Naturally, | was invited to some festivals in America a couple of times, and then | was
excluded from it, because Ukrainian writers are all there, and they did not want a
Russian writer next to them. It was a very interesting correspondence. They sent me the
invitations and then wrote: "I'm sorry, but, unfortunately, your performance will not take
place." And | wrote about it, and I'm just posting it on my Facebook, all of it. But | remain

a member of the PEN club.

MARC: You remember in Osip Mandelstam: "Destroying myself, contradicting myself, as
the moth flies to the midnight light/ | want to leave my speech, for all my obligations to it"
[Cebsa rybs, cebe npoTnBopeya, Kak Monb NETUT Ha OroHeK NOonHO4YHbIA, MHe xo4eTcs

YWTU U3 Hawen peyvn. 3a Bce, Yem 1 06sa3aH en beccpoyHo]. He understood the problem

when the language is taken over by the murderers.

TATYANA: And he was contradicting himself, like me. Honestly speaking, | had a real
withdrawal from writing in Russian, and yet the Russian language was not the
aggressor for me — it has looked after me. And | have the feeling that the language is
so much bigger than all of us. Much bigger than this generation, this regime. It is
ridiculous to say that the language is to blame. And language will digest; it will survive.

So many catastrophes have been digested by the language. It's a divine thing, huge...
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How can you deny the language of Pushkin, Dostoevsky, Tolstoy in their commitment to

truth. | was just a little bit twitchy, of course, but | quickly got back on track.

MARC: In your view why is poetry important?

TATYANA: Well, in Tbilisi right now there are more or less famous poets from Moscow:
Gandlevsky, Kabanov, someone else, right? | am from Petersburg, so they do not fully
accept me. Funny... But if you ask any person on the streets of Moscow or St.
Petersburg, they don't know any of the biggest poets that we know. | am absolutely
convinced. Well, maybe you will come across some individual connoisseur of literature...
Is it because there are too many of us, people who have learned how to write? Perhaps.
But the number of people who perceive poetry as something that changes your life is
always about the same. It has not increased at all, but living with it makes your life

profoundly different.



Additional Poems

1 Jllobumbin (1992)

— 3T0 AgpeBHUM 6or, Kotopomy
HecyT Ha4yaTku Konocbes 1 Nnogos;
y Hor Ero gbimuTca nenen cnagkun.
JTloBMMbIN TEMEH 1N HE3puMm, A
obpa3s rpybo pasmanesaH, Ho ToT,
KTO npsiyeTcs 3a HUM, He Bbioaet
cebsa HM cnoBOM.

N He gocTnyb ero yuwen, 3akpblTbIX
BEK, KoreHemn ocTpbix Bcemy, 4to
B3palleHo B aywe, Mo YyepHbim
COSTHUEM B pOLLax NecTpblX.

B taxenom 3onote koctpos /1 B
CKnagkax »XepTBeHHOro gnima, He
npuHMMatrowmn gapos, O HeT, He
yenosek J1loOnMbIn.

He TOT, KOro Mol XXgem, Komy

Mbl nogBuraem 4yam B ctakaHe, Ybe
Teno pasbasnsert TbMy, Ha kom, Kak
Obl Ha UCTyKaHe,

Bo3moxHO pasnununtb YyepThl Jlnya,
NpunTK B pacuseTwmnn psgom Caa
CYOOPOXXHOM HaroTbl, 3HAaKOMbIN C
BpeEMEHEM U rpagom, —

He 4yenoBek, He 3uMHU cag, A
CTOPOX cafla — HET, He CTOPOX, —
Ero He nosoBewb Ha3ag, He
nouenyellb, He NOB3OOPULLb, —
JIlobnmbIn — 310 BoXecTBO, YTO 3a
CNnHOW y Yenoseka BabiBaeT
nmeHem ero, Cty4a B ctekno 6e3
CIoB, KaK BeTKa.

He nogkynutb, He Nnob6opoTb
OkaxeTca enaHHbIM camMmbiM — A
YTOObI CKBO3b XMBYIO NS10Th bor
TMXO NOCMOTPES B rMna3a HaM.
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The beloved is an ancient god, To whom
the stalks of spikes and fruits are borne;
At his feet the sweet ashes smoke.

The beloved is dark and unseen, and his
image is crudely painted, but he who
hides behind him does not reveal himself
with a word.

And his ears, closed eyelids, and sharp
knees cannot reach All that is grown in
the soul, Under the black sun in the
groves of the motley.

In the heavy gold of the fires And in the
folds of sacrificial smoke, Who takes no
gifts, Oh no, not a man Beloved.

Not the man for whom we wait, for whom

We move tea in a glass, Whose body
dilutes the darkness, On whom, as if on a
statue,

It's possible to recognize the features of a
face, To come to the garden of convulsive
nakedness that blooms beside, Familiar
with time and halil, -

Not a man, not a winter garden, But a
watchman of the garden - no, not a
watchman - You can't call him back, You
can't kiss him, you can't quarrel with him,

The beloved is a deity, who behind a
man's back calls out his name, Knocking
on the glass like a branch without words.



2 Bor (1992)

— 3T0 nepBbIt cHer. OH — NUCT,
komap. OH — xryymn beHeaunkt, OH
— ckonb3kmin Abensap. OH —
NecTpbln KAMEHb B 03epe Ha [He.
OH — nap Hag monokom. OH
npsiyeTcsa Bo MHe. Ho He B ywiax
Xe, nopsiwmnx cobnasH, He B
rnybuHe BNMTaBLLUMX CKBEPHY Mas,
He B Yepena rnyxom n TBepaom
rpobe, He B ckayyLlem NTeHue — B
rHesne u3 pebep — «J1ob6BU!
JTro6Bu!» — Kpuyawiem. He B kKpoBU
HebipsieT OH 1 nnewetcs: «JloBu!»
OH ang MeHsa — BO MHe —
HeynosuMm. HasepHoe, nog cuny
nuwb aBoum HakpblTb Ero, kak
Xypasnsi, BonwebHon N ToHKoN
CETbIO HEAOMONBOK U ABMXEHUN.
Torna OH 30ecb — He TO YTOObI
Be3ge — Ho B nanbLeB KOHYMKaX U
B KOHYMKax rpyaen, Kotopbimu
enBa Tebsi kacatocb, Korga cTtoto Ha
Lblnoyvkax, 6ocas! MNocKkonbKy aToT
MWUT Tak 000X0oKeH 1 vYuncT, Kak
MUHSAHBLIA KYBLUWH, KaK y3KUA
BepOHbI NncT, B Hem abiwunT bor,
OH — xonopg mex nonaTtok, bnuk Ha
nre4ye v cnosa OoTNe4yaTokK

HeckasaHHOro — Ha cyxux rybax:
Cnep aHrena. Cnep conHua Ha
KaMHSX.
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Not to be bribed, not to be fought, but to
be the most desirable of all - But to look
quietly into our eyes through living flesh.

God is the first snow. He is the leaf, the
mosquito. He is the stinging Benedict, He
is the slippery Abelard. He is the mottled
stone in the lake bottom. He is the vapor
over the milk. He hides in me. But not in
the ears that catch temptation, Not in the
depths of eyes that have absorbed filth,
Not in the skull's deaf and hard coffin, Not
in the hopping chick - in the nest of ribs -
“‘Love! Love!” - “Love! Love! Not in the
blood He dives and splashes: “Catch!” He
is elusive to me, in me. Perhaps only two
can cover Him, like a crane, with a magic
and delicate network of obscurities and
movements. Then He is here, not
everywhere, but in the tips of my fingers
and the tips of my breasts, which | barely
touch when | stand on tiptoe, barefoot!
Because this moment is so burned and
pure, Like a clay pitcher, like a narrow
palm leaf, God breathes in it, He is the
chill between my shoulder blades, The
glare on my shoulder and the imprint of
words

The footprint of an angel. The mark of the
sun on the stones.



3 A xo4y ¢ To601 B ropop (1993)

C Ha3BaHWEM KpPaTKNM, KaK XKWN3Hb,
e oprnnHOE cosHUe B LBETYLLNX
KONMOHHaX KPY>XuT, Ha MONOYHbIX
X0sfiMax — HenpocoxXLumne Kannu,
BHM3Y 3 Habyxwmnx ¢ooHTaHOB
XXapa Bbhknumaert cnesy, A B
cobopax-gybax mexay
OoKameHenbix BeTBen CBUMM aHrens.l
rHesga B TYrom 305104€HOU NUCTBE,
'Oe XuBewn BMHOrpaga, npo3padveH
n Tennonodbus, Hannesaercs
MpaMop, NPOCTPaHCTBO CODO
06BuMB. A xo4y ¢ Tobon B ropoa,
HaCbITUBLLUMIA MUP MOSOKOM
Nccakarowen peun, — rae BnaxHoe
9X0 Kpyrom, e apeHa nycTta, HO B
TEHsIX norocartblx, — Kak Turp, Noa
MOCTaMu MypIiblKaeT XenTbln
nocHsawwmrcsa Tnbp, Mae onnbiBLUNX
CTyMNeHen He CKPOET HU Nnea, HU
cyrpo6. Mel npngem c Tobon B
ropog — B BEHKE ero M1pT 1 yKpon,
— OH Ha paHeHbIX Hac nornaanT
N3-noa MeafeHHbIX BeK. BHU3
YKaXXeT OTCTaBneHHbIM nansuem. A
MOXET ObITb, BBEPX.

4 13 unkna «lleco4vHble Yyacbl»
(1997)

Pudma — xeHuwmHa, npumepstoLas
Hapsabl, B Bonockl BThiKatoLLas
po3dy. OHa nneweTcs B KPOBWU, Kak
Hasgaa, W BbIHbIpUBAET, Korga He
NpocCAT.
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| want to go with you to the city with a
name as short as life, Where the eagle
sun circles in blooming columns, On the
milky hills there are dripping drops, Below,
from the swollen fountains the heat
squeezes the tear, And in the
cathedrals-oaks between the petrified
branches Angels have nested in the taut
gilded foliage, Where the marble is more
alive than grapes, transparent and
warm-loving, Wrapped around the space.
| want to go with you to the city where the
world is saturated with the milk of fading
speech, - where the wet echoes echo all
around, Where the arena is empty, but in
shadows striped like a tiger, The yellow
shiny Tiber purrs under the bridges,
Where neither ice nor snowdrifts can hide
the melted steps. We'll come with you to
the city, its wreath of myrtle and fennel,
and he'll look at our wounded from
beneath his slow eyelids. He'll point
downward with a backward finger. Or
maybe upward.

Rhyme is a woman trying on oultfits,
Putting a rose in her hair. She swims in
the blood like a naiad, And comes out
when not asked.

Rhyme is a bell that drives away evil
spirits from a guilty soul, when the wind
cries in the thistle thicket on a cold night.



Pudma — Konokors, oTroHAoLWmmn
3nbix gyxos OT oy BUHOBHOWN,
GeantogHon, Korga Betep B
3apocnsx yepronosnoxa lNnaver
HOYbIO XONMOJHOMN.

Pudma — cepebpsHbin
KONOKOMbYMK, [MogHMMarowmm meHs
n3 rpoba, Korga Tbl npuxoguiub,
MO Maneyunk, M, brnecHys odkamu,
LenyeLlb B ryobi.

Pudma — TponmHka ¢ 3eMnsaHmnkKon
no Kpato, TO MENbKHET, TO NCYEIHET
— TaK bbeTcsa cepaue, A uay no Hew
— a Kyga, u cama He 3Hato,
3aroBsapuBato 3ybbl cmepTu.

5 NMECHA (2007)

A OgepeBHs B Mone CTouT.

A Hag nonem obnako CrnuT.

A 3a nonem nec wymuT —
Enkn, cTponHble, Kak congarbl.
He cHOCUTb nM BCEM rOMnoBbI.
MonuHano nnaTtbe Tpasbl.
3apxaBerno nnaTtbe NUCTBbI.

N monunt BanyH 6opogatbin.
3aTonsito 9 XKapKyo neyb,

TonbKO Xarb, YTO HE C KEM
npuneYb,

Goedemans 68

Rhyme is the silver bell that lifts me out of
my coffin, When you come, my boy, And,
gleaming with your glasses, kiss me on
the lips.

Rhyme is a path with strawberries on its
edge, It flashes and disappears - that's
how my heart beats, | walk along it, but |

don't know where I'm going, I'm talking
death's teeth out.

And the village stands in the field.

And a cloud sleeps over the field.

And beyond the field, the forest is buzzing
The fir trees, slender as soldiers.

They're all going to die.

The dress of the grass has faded.

The dress of the leaves is rusty.

And the bearded boulder is silent.

I'll make a hot stove,

| wish | had someone to lie down with,

To make a little speech



3aBeCTN HEMPOMKYIO peyb
[o Toro, kak 6enslie Myxm
3aneTatoT Hag rornoBown.

A Ha nosne nycro — XOTb BOW.
A KaK ronoc nackosbl TBOW

Mo3abyny — cTaHy CcTapyxou.

6 MNCBMO TATbSAHbI K
MYLWKUHY (2007)

A, npaBHy4YKa AeBOK, CIOHABLUMXCSA
Nno NOCKOMN,

[MaxHyBLLUNX NOTOM, CEMEYKaMu,
TOCKOW,

O6BuBLLUENCA BOKPYT MPSINKN,
CBMCaBLLEN C BEPETEHA,

OI'IyXLIJ nX, pacTtpenaHHbIX nocrne
CHa

Ha cyHayke B yrny, XxukasLimx, a
korga

3abptoxaTtaT oT 6apuHa,
PaCTBOPSABLLMXCS, Kak BOAa,

B yepHon 3emne — rae-1o B KypHOW
n3be,

A, naBHbIM-AAaBHO NMoMMaBLLAsA Ha
cebe

Mx TynoBaTtbIn B3rna4 — Tak e Kak
NX 3a3HOO —
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Before the white flies

Before the white flies fly over my head.
And the field is empty, | can't even howl.
And when | forget your voice

I'll be an old woman.

I'm the great-granddaughter of the girls
who used to hang around the public
square,

Smelling of sweat, of seeds, of longing,

Wrapped around the spinning wheel,
hanging from the spindle,

Swollen and disheveled from sleep.

On a chest in the corner, giggling, and
when they're

When they're knocked up by the baron,
they dissolve like water,

In the black earth, somewhere in a
hen-house,

I, who long ago caught their dull-eyed
stares.

Their dull-eyed stares, as well as their
friends.

The boorish lackeys and skinny plowmen
who went to the coffin,



XamoBaTbIX NakeeB 1 TOLUX
naxapemn, nerwmx B rpoo,

He poxune 0o crapoctu;
A, npaBHy4Ka puBOK, pup,

3acopaBLUNX HapALHbIN
Manopycckumn adpup

[oBOPOM NEpPeENeTHOro NieMeHuU,
YepHbIX NTUL,

MbILWHBIX rOrofIeBCKUX XXUA0BOK, Ha
OHO rnasHuL,

MpsuyLwmx y>xkac norpoma, Kak nog
rpygomn 6enbs —

Ha 4yepHbIN AeHb 3aHauyky B
nnartoyke, — 1,

Kak ckasan 6.l JleB 'ymunes, ogHa
N3 Xmmep,

Hacenstowux semnto, Bam nuwy,
Ha MaHep

Bbi3BaHHbIX Bamu TeHen, rmagaumx
Yyepes nreyo.

A nuwy Bam. Yero xe ewe?

OceHun, oceHn! Mokporo 3omnoTa,
barpeua,

KyKyLLKMHa nNbHa, OTUBETAlOLLErO
Yabpeua,

[MepBoro nbaa B yMblBarbHUKE,
MyCTOW ronoBkbl,

B3B1HYEHHOW BETPOM. A, KOHEYHO,
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before their old age;

I, great-granddaughter of the Rivoks, the
Firs,

who littered the elegant Malorussian air.

with the language of the migratory tribe of
black birds,

Gogol's pompous Jewesses, at the
bottom of their eye sockets.

hiding the horror of the pogrom, like under
a pile of laundry.

I'm the one who hides the horror of the
pogrom under a pile of underwear,

As Lev Gumilev would say, one of the
chimeras,

that inhabit the earth, | write to you in the
manner

of the shadows you summoned, looking
over my shoulder.

I'm writing to you. What else?

Autumn, autumn! Wet gold, scarlet,
Cuckoo flax, thyme in bloom,

The first ice in the basin, the empty head,

“The wind's stirred up. I'm a chimera, of
course, but so are you,



XumMmepa, Ho Bedb U Bbil,

Anekcanap CepreeBuy, - 51 He
NMeLo B BUAY

CmMmyrnoro npeaka u npouyyto
epyHay, -

Benb v Bbl, 3anepTtbinn, CNOBHO B
TIOPbMY, B YPOK,

MonkoBoageL, nerkom KoropTon
CTPOK

CMABLUNN TSXKNE BMpLLN MOOHNKOB
n YyBCTBUTESbHbIE Cepaua, —

Bbl, KOro 6b1510 CTOMNbKO, CKOSbKO
Xronka-cbipLa,

UyryHa n ctanu Ha gyuly, - MOXHO
cka3aTb, Bac Her.

To ecTb A He 3Halo, YbM CroBa, KakK
BO CHe,

MoBTOpSAOT rybbl, M KTO oceagan Ha
CHer,

3acTtaBuB pbigatb MapuHy, oa u
MEHSI — 3aHe

KTO Xe He BO3pbIdaET, Korga repom
CpaxeH? —

BoTt u g cTtoro B TONne HEeYTELUHbIX
XEeH.

Ho He monmu rmaszamu
nneéenckumm pa3maneTb

Bawy ycmellky v Bawy cMepThb,
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Alexander Sergeyevich, - | don't mean

The swarthy ancestor and other
nonsense, -

You, too, locked up like a prison, in a
lesson,

A general who, with a light cohort of lines.

who crushed the heavy verses of
fashionable men and sensitive hearts, -

You, who were as much as raw cotton,

Iron and steel per capita, | can say you're
gone.

That is, | know not whose words, as in a
dream,

whose lips are repeating, and who was
settling on the snow,

who made Marina weep, and me, too.

Who does not weep when the hero is
slain? -

Here | stand in the crowd of inconsolable
wives.

But it is not for my plebeian eyes to see
Your sneer and your death,

| could barely get out, by some miracle. -
from under your iambs

of your iambs, - no, it was your hand.

| threw a pebble and it flew down the
mountain,

On the wreckage of worlds, building their
own worlds,

Now standing like an autumn forest,



Ene BbIbpaBLmnch — vygom! —
N3-noa Katka

Bawwux saimbos, - 4a HeT, NpocTo
Bawa pyka

Bpocuna kamyLuek, - u oH noneten
C ropel,

Ha obrniomkax MMpoB co3uaasi CBou
MUPBbI,

HbiHe cTosiLme, Kak OCEHHUN Nnec,

[NornHbIN XONoAHbIX OTHEN, BbICOKMUX
Hebec,

AHrenbckux apa.
TonbKO S Xo4y

Bupetb Bawe nuuo, kak Ncunxes,
Hecy CBeuYy,

Ho, kak geBka ot 6apckon asepu —
ronbIMK NATKaMM Tonova, -

OnpomeTbio No nectHuue. acHet
MOS CBeva.

[MycTb racHeT. B wenb mexagy CTpok
He yBuaaTb nvua

[yanaHTa, KapTexHuka, Myapeua,

BonbtepbsHua, Opdes,
NpuaBoOpHOro, ByHTaps,

BonokuTbl, Mpopoka — NonpocTy
roBops,

MpoTes, TpeneLlyLlero B pyke
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Full of cold lights, high skies,

and angel harps.

Only | want

To see your face, like Psyche carrying a
candle,

But, like a wench from the bar's door,
stomping her bare heels.

| dash down the stairs. My candle's going
out.

Let it go out. | can't see the face between
the lines.

The duelist, the gambler, the wise man,
Voltairean, Orpheus, courtier, rebel,

A thief, a prophet, simply put,

Proteus, fluttering in his hand.

A beast, a bird, a monster, a footprint in
the sand;

And blushing, timid, for daring to come
under the shade.

“I love you!” - How shall | tell them all?

| will not. Only the shadows are puffing up
to the ceiling

Above the extinguished candle. Clutching
my hand to the line,

| search for you with my eyes, but the
gilded cage of lines

is open. The singer has flown away. The
breeze

Still walks with twigs tinkling,

Blowing on my wet cheeks. Forgive me.
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3BepeM, NTULEeN, YyaoBuULLEM,
OTNEeYaTKOM CTYMHU B NEcKe;

N kpacHes, pobesi — 4To nocmena
NPUUTK N0 CEHBb, -

«A nobno Bac!» - kak s ckaxy nm
BCEM?

He ckaxy. Tonbko TeHn — knybamu
K MOTONKY

Hap noracwuen cesevyoun.
BuenuBLUCL pyKOW B CTPOKY,

A nwy Bac rmasamu, HoO 3ono4yeHas
KNneTka CTPoK

OTtkpbiTa. MNeBey yneten. Betepok
Ewe rynset, npyTnkamun 3BeHs,

[lyeT B Mokpble wekun. lNpoctute
MEHS1.

On the orphan faces of dandelions,
7 Ha cupotckmx (2010) nuuax
0flyBaH41KOB, Like the gray pictures of gray years,
Kak Ha cepbix (poTkax cepbix feT, Only the shadows of Venichka and
TorbKo TeHn BeHnuek 1 Baneuek,  anechka,

CTpWKeHHbIX Mo HOfMb, a U3 with their hair cut short and their features
npuUMeT —

Thinness and fear (fathers shot,
Xynoba fa ctpax (oTubl
pacCcTpensaHbl, Mothers are quiet in the camps.)

Matepwu 3aTnxnu B narepsx). A dandelion in the field with the

corncrakes -
Oﬂ,yBaH‘-IVIK B rorie Cc KoOpocTenamMum



BeTep oyHeT — pasneTtutcs B npax.
Be3biMAHHO noneTuT aywa ero.
Mobpeay 1 9 cBOMM NyTEM.

MHe HaBCTpeuy, C Wwenyansoun
LLIABKOIO,

Tpn 6omxa cuHIOLWHbIE. KorTem
YTo-TO 3auapanaet nog pebpamu:

C NbAHEHbLKOW YXMbIJSTKOWN, TaM U
TYT,

C »ankum ckapbom, cymepkamu
TEMHbIMU

Oetv ogyBaHuMkoB bpenyT.

8 Kannu Bce (2010) eLue wenyyT
nUCcTbsaM

Ob6eccuneHHbIMK rybamm

Nocne poxas, koraa nccskaer
ApUCTyn

HexHocTun, Ho npoaosnKaeT NamMAaTb

CopporaTtbca — Kansm no MOKpPbIM
CNMHam

MagsT NUCTbS, HAa HOYb MM YTO-TO
LenyyT,

[MpoTekas no TanHbIM 3ydLam,
noxobuHam,
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If the wind blows, it'll be blown to dust.
His soul will fly anonymously.

I'll go my own way.

I'll be met by three blue-haired bums,

Three blue-haired bums. With a claw

Scratch something under my ribs:
With a drunken grin, here and there,

With miserable belongings, in the dark
twilight.

The children of the dandelion are
wandering.

The drops still whisper to the leaves
With exhausted lips

After the rain, when the attack is over
Of tenderness, but still the memory
Shuddering drops on wet backs.

Stroking the leaves, whispering
something to them for the night,

flowing along the secret teeth and
hollows,

Letting them go and hugging them tighter.



OTtnyckasa — 1 obHMMas Kpenye.
Korga nocnegHasa Kannsi CMOSIKHET,
YHoca ¢ coboto 6eCCOHHbIN NIBEHD,
[NocnegHun NUCT eLle Aonro-gonro

Kauaetca — n 3acHeT cyacTnMBbIM.

9 Mpotuaii, ctpanal (2015)
Mbl naem Ko gHy.

Hy, na, g niobuna Tebs ogHy;,
OpepXxvmyto JeMoHaMu, Ha Lwar

OTcTynuswmnmMmn Bpoge 6bl — HO,
KpyLia

Ha nytu nocnegHee, B NpexHW
A0M

BosspaTtusLummmcs.
Nopoenom,

Ecnn yecTHO: Mornu Gbl 1
nogMecTu

N 3ambITb BNEeBOTUHY.

OTnycTw.

He nepxu meHsa 6onblle. A He xouy
Hu Bbinn3biBaTb 3agHWLY nanavy,
Hn cBOUM Hynem oKpyrnsTb YNCIO

YBUEHHbIX, HX BbIOOXHYTb:
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When the last drop is gone
And the sleepless downpour is gone,

The last leaf will sway for a long, long
time

And sways and falls asleep happily.

Goodbye, country!

We're going down.

Well, yes, | loved you alone,

possessed by demons, one step away
who seem to have retreated

On the way to the last house

back to the old home

It's a deal,

If truth be told, they could have swept up
And clean up the vomit.

Let me go.

Don't hold me any longer. | don't want to
To lick the executioner's ass,

Or round up the number of dead

Or exhale, “Lucky me!” -



«lMoBeano!» -

[MpocKOonb3HYB MO rpsiau,
3abumBLUNCH B LLESb.

CMOTpWU, Kakast BOKpPYr MeTerlb,
OponyaBlune ynuubl cTaen nNcos
[Mpoberatot, mepelwmntcs lNyraves

B nooBopoTHe — Tynyn4uk, He To
MaxHo,

Buavwbs — BO none nycro, B gyLie
TEMHO.

En 6bl B3MbITh, BernsHke, B ceqyto
LLUNPb,

[la K Horam npmBA3aHbl COTHU T'MpPb
Te nons 3apocuine, Te XOormbl,

Ha KOTOpblE NMagad, BOEM Mbl.

10 Ymupaeuwsb, 3HaumnT? (2015)
3aKkpbiBaellb NaBo4Ky?
CBopaymBaellb NPOEKT,

Ha koTopbIv noLwuno HemepsiHoO
BOAKMW, YepHUN N oBecLeHEHHbIX
cnes,

N oTGOpHBbIX OCTPOT, 1 NPOAYKLMA
CVBOro MepuHa. — Heyxenu
nocregHun akkopa nponer:

Bbicokuin, OH He TaeT B Bo3ayxe,
CNOBHO pagyra. Tbl Bcepbes?
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Slipping through the mud, slipping into a
crevice.

Look at the blizzard all around,
The feral streets are a pack of dogs

Running through the streets, | see
Pugachev.

In an alleyway - a tulupka, or Makhno,

You see, the field is empty, the soul is
dark.

She'd like to soar, a fugitive, into the gray
world,

But a hundred weights are tied to her feet.
Those overgrown fields, those hills,

On which we fall and howl

Dying, huh? Closing up shop? You're
scrapping the project,

that's used up a lot of vodka and ink and
devalued tears,

and witticisms, and the products of a blue
gelding. - Is it the last chord:

High, it doesn't melt into the air like a

rainbow. Are you serious?

Yes, of course, not a battlefield, not a
road or a hotel -



[la, koHe4Ho, He norne 609, He
[lopora 1 He oTerb —

MpaBaa, 4yyxbuHa 3a
BeccMmbicrieHHOM pabblo MUnb —

Ho 3aTo B Kpyry cembu, B CBOEWN
nocTenun, Kak Tbl XoTenn.

Ml/lp ocegaetr MmearieHHo, Kak nocre
B3pblBa — Mblfb.

B BO3ayxe nponnbiBaeT Kpecro,
obHaxas noTepTbin BOK,

|_|pOI'IJ'IbIBaI-OT ABa CTyJa U3 KyXHH,
Ha KOTOPbIX cnaenn Mol, -

XapeHas kapTtoLuka, TBost
nobumas, Boaka, TOMaTHbINA COK,

Cyn n3 gaconun. Ytobbl octanuch
pasgeneHsbl

KpacHoe ¢ 6enbim, BOAKY Thbl
Hanuearn, NOACTaBNAS HOX,

K cTeHke cTakaHa — NOMHULWb TOT
XUTPbINA TPHOK?

Xopowa 6bina «kposaBasa Mapu».
Yro X,

W omnBaH nponnbiBaer,
pacluataHHbIN B XNam, 1 gaxe
yTIOr,

MagueLwmni 6nysky nepen TBOMM
NPUX040M, U TOT Napom,

[MepBbin pa3 yBO3MBLUNK HAC 3a
rpaHuLy — NnovnTam, Ha TOT CBET,
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It's true that there's a foreign land beyond
the meaningless ripples of miles

But with your family, in your bed, just like
you wanted.

The world settles slowly, like dust after an
explosion.

A chair floats through the air, exposing its
worn side,

Two chairs from the kitchen, where we
used to sit, float by -

Fried potatoes, your favorite, vodka,
tomato juice,

Bean soup. To stay separate

Red and white, you poured the vodka with
a knife,

To the side of the glass - remember that
trick?

That was a good bloody mary. Oh, well,

And the sofa floats by, rattled and even
the iron,

that ironed your blouse before you came,
and that ferry,

that took us abroad for the first time,

And | bet the captain still doesn't know
he's Charon,



N kanuTaH, nogu, 4o cux nop He
3HaeT, YTo OH XapoH,

MepgneHHO nponsbiBas B BO3AyXe,
PYyKy nogHsB — npuser!

Pagom ¢ HUM nponnbiBaeT npuyarn
N YyTyHHblE OOHapu

Y lNeTtponaBnoBku, c
NO30SI04EHHOIO CTPENOMN,

[MonocaTtas Byaka — TONbKO
Oyoo4YHMKa BHYTPU

PaccTtpensnu, korga ewe He 6bino
Hac ¢ TOOOW.

MponnbiBaeT knagodue
HoBoaeBuybero MoHacTbIps

C morunon TioTyeBa, Kyga Tbl MEHS
BOAUI

TanHbIMK Tponamu, 1, BoodLue
roBops,

OTO MECTO, B BUAY CHECEHHOIO
Kyrnona n 3apocLumMx MOrum,

Bbirnsgeno »xuBewn, 4em cerogHsa —
C 30510TOM U TOSINOW

K noacy boropoauusl, k bor 3Haet
Kakum moLuam.

MOMHMLWBb, B LIEXY FPOXOYYLLEM — B
ObIBLLEN LIEPKOBKE Mbl C TOOOW

[MonycTepTbiX aHrenoB BCTPETUNN?
OTowan

Kaxgbl — KTO KpbITbEB NULLNIICS,
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As he sails slowly through the air with his
hand raised, “Hello!

The pier and cast-iron lanterns float by
him.

At Petropavlovka, with a gilded arrow,
A striped booth, but the bailiff inside.

They shot him when you and | weren't
there yet.

The cemetery of the Novodevichy
Convent floats by.

With Tyutchev's grave, where you took
me.

By secret paths, and, generally speaking,
This place, in view of the demolished
dome and overgrown graves,

It looked more alive than it does today,
with gold and crowds.

To the belt of the Virgin, to God knows
what relics.

Remember, in the rumbling shop, in the
former church.

We met the half-faded angels? Emaciated
Each one had lost his wings, each one his
head,

And still they shone, in the dirt and grit, in
spite of it.

| think shame, shame, shame, shame,
shame, shame, shame, shame.

than the Pharisaic painting and
whitewashing...

Rusty boats are sailing by

On the Neva, over which we still sit.

With a bottle of red, with our legs hanging
down, on the fortress wall -

On the edge of the prison, of course, and
colored palaces like smoke,



KTO rofoBbl CBOEWN,

W Bce paBHO CBETUITUCDb, B I'PA3N U
CKpeXeTe:. BOMNpeKNn.

A BOT gymato — cpam, nopyraHve —
CTPaLLHO CKa3aTb — YEeCTHEN

dapuncenckom nokpacku-nodenku. ..
[MponnbiBaloT pXXaBble KaTepku

Mo HeBe, Hag KOTOPOW Mbl 4O CUX
nop cnamm

C ByTbINKOM KpacHOro, CBecus
HOrM, Ha KPENOCTHOWN CTEHE —

Ha kpalo TIopbMbl, €CTECTBEHHO, U
LiBETHblE ABOPLbI, KaK AblM,

Kny6saTtca Ha Tom Gepery.

A HblHYe, KakK Ha BOWNHE,

Kpyrom noctpenueatoT, HO 6exaTb B

KyCTbl —

HeT Takoro pecnekca, a rmaBHoe —
He CTpallHeu

ToGow ocTaBnsieMom nNycToThbl:

Hwn 6poHn oT Hee, HK
bomboybexuLla, H1 TpaHLLEN.

MwuvpHas Xu3Hb nNpekpallaeTcs
MMUIOM: BOT TOSIbKO YTO MUNU Yawu,

«Pvo-puTa» Kpyxunacb, u BApYyr —
NeBWTaH, METPOHOM,

Cepble pekn byLunaTos, CKyIbl,
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“and colored palaces like smoke.

And now it's like a war,

There's gunfire all around, but running
into the bushes -

There's no such reflex, and what's more,
it's no more terrible

The emptiness you leave behind:

No armor against it, no bomb shelter, no
trenches.

Peaceful life ceases in a moment: just
now we were drinking tea,

“Rio Rita” was spinning, and suddenly -
Levitan, metronome,

Gray rivers of canteens, cheekbones,
bayonets, farewell,

On the corner, a boarded-up
“Gastronome”.

What have you done? A world without
you, like a piece of clothing thrown on a
chair.

Clothes that can't move or breathe.
Wait, wait, wait, wait, please - see, there,
on the bridge,

There's a soul running after you,
stumbling and falling and crying.



LUTBLIKA, NpoLuaun,

Ha yrny 3akonoyeHHbIn
«llacTpoHOMY.

Yrto Tl Hagenan? Mup 6e3 Tebs,
Kak GpoLleHHas Ha CTys

Opexnaa, He MOXET HU ABUraTbCcs,
HU OblWaTh.

Mopoxan, NoAoXKaW, NOAOXKAMN,
noxanynucra, — BUauLLb, TaM, Ha
MOCTY,

3a Tobon, cnoTblkasacb U Naaas,
nnava, 6exuT gywa.

11 JKeHwnHa ymupaet asaxabl.
(2015)

CHayana 3epkaro NnokpbiBaeTcst
nopamu, 1 No Kanenbke, CFIOBHO
nor,

KpacoTta ucnapsietcs, n ot xaxgbl

BepHyTb ee bnectaT rnasa,
nepecbixaeT poT.

N myxckue B3rnsabl, Hecylme
KEHLUMHY, ByaTo NTnuy,

Pepetot, racHyT, pasbusatotcsa, Kak
CTeKIO0.

OHa ocTaHaBnuBaeTcs y
KOHAUTEPCKOW, BAbIXaeT 3anax
KopuUbl
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A woman dies twice.

First, the mirror is covered with pores, and
one drop at a time, like sweat,

J Beauty evaporates and the thirst &

To get it back, the eyes glisten, the mouth
dries up.

And men's gazes, carrying a woman like
a bird,

Fade, fade, shatter like glass.

She stops at the pastry shop, breathes in
the smell of cinnamon.

And suddenly realizes how heavy



7 BAPYIr NOHNUMaET, KakK TAXeEIT0

Ee Tteno. OHa ewe 6opeTcs, HO yxe

Ha MOIKY,

B3goxHys, ccbinaet nobnmoe
nnatbe. «Kakoro Tebe poxHa?» -

Herogyet nogpyra obpto3riuas.
AroHuna gnutca gonro.

OTO nepBasi cMepTb. A BTOpas He
Tak yXXe 1 BaxkHa.

12 C kaxgbim gHem (2015), ¢
KaXkgbIM CHOM BCE KOpoue,

Bce npamee octaBlinnca nyThb.
Tonbko He Toponu meHs, OTye,

[lan oTpaBneHHbIN BO3OyX
[MOTHYTb,

[lan noexxntbcss — XonoaHo,
opaTtubl! —

[Mpoxogs no gpoxawmm MocTam,
[an MHe gocbiTa HauenoBaTbCs
C cbiHOBbSAIMM AJama — a TaM —
Kak nnuctea B HosiGpe, oTnbiNnato,
Ynagy, Kak HecrblwHoe “ax!”,
Tonbko nms TBoe coxpaHasd

Ha paccbinaBLumxcs rybax.
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Her body. She's still struggling, but
already on the shelf,

Sighing, she sends her favorite dress.
“What the hell do you want?” -

“What's the matter with you?” resents her
friend. The agony lasts a long time.

That's the first death. The second is not
so important.

Every day, every dream gets shorter,

The path that remains is straighter and
straighter.

Don't rush me, Father,

Let me sip the poisoned air,

Let me shiver - it's cold, brothers! -

As | pass over the trembling bridges,
Let me kiss enough

With the sons of Adam, and there -

Like leaves in November, I'll blaze away,
I'll fall like an inaudible “ah!”

I'll keep your name

On my scattered lips.



13 Tbl roBOpULLb, A ropeBaTb
(31.01.2016) ymeto —

BoT 1 yun meHs pagoBatbCs, yun.

Mo MocTOBOW MOMNON3NN NeasHble
3meu,

SBFIKHyJ'II/I Kaniin, Kak BbilMaBLine
KInto4yn.

Kak H1 ne4yanbHa cMepTb, HO urpa —
npekpacHa,

[maBHOE — npocbInaTbes, He
BaXXHO, C KEM,

YTtoObl CTpyMnacb npoxnagHas
psibb cobnasHa

Boonb no KaHalny MmMmMo KyapABbliX
CTEH,

Uto6 Ha BynbBape, rae Tonosns
cpyounu,

Mexay malimHaMmu noTHLIMAU U
TOSNow

Konkoun, neHbkoBOW — apus
KepybuHo

BbICTpOo BRieTanacb HATOYKOW
305M0TON.

XnewueT yxa neasHasi, 6OTUHKN
MOYWT,

CMepTb NponeTaeT HU3KO, CBUCTH
KOCOW,

HA Tebe abnoko, Munbin,
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You say | know how to grieve.

Teach me how to be happy, teach me how
to be happy.

Ice snakes crawled across the sidewalk,

The drops rang like keys that have fallen
off.

Sad as death is, it's a beautiful game,

The important thing is to wake up, no
matter who you're with,

So that the cool ripples of temptation flow
Along the canal past the curly walls,

On the boulevard where the poplars have
been cut down,

Between the sweaty cars and the crowd
With a stubby, hempy aria of Cherubino.

And quickly woven in with a golden
thread.

The ice-cold ear bleats, the shoes get
wet,

Death flies low, whistling with his scythe,

There's an apple for you, my dear, as
Mozart

is following in his wake, his scythe raining
down.

In the gleam of elbows and waists
covered with silk,



NMOCKOJ1bKY Mou,apT

[OHUTCA cnegom — NUBEHb ero
KOCOM

B Onecke nokten n Tanvm, oobATbIX
LLUENKOM,

CrioBHO orHem.
N npaBaa, HaBen Tocky 6

Mwup — HEe NPUXXMUCb Mbl BOBPEMSI K
y3KOW Luerike

My3bIKkU1, K TECHOM LLEeSKe
comnesLnx ryo.

Hy, a NpmxmMeLllubcd — 1 ronoBa-T1o
KPpyrom.

Katut PaguwieB B BEHHOM CBOEM
BO3Ke,

XNebHWKOB B CUTLEBOW HABOMNOYKE
dencbyka

HaHunT ctmnxn, nronka TOPYUT B
BUCKeE.

Ha Tebe abnoko. Cnenaga ata
LLKYpKa

NonHyna, HO Noka Mbl elLlle B pato.

Buauwb, kaHan B npoTanuHax u
OKypKax

TawuT K HeBe noxenTeBLUYHO
YyeLuyto.
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Like fire.
Indeed, it would make the world sad

The world, if we had not pressed in time
to the narrow sliT

of music, the tight slit of drowsy lips.
Well, if we do, we'll be dizzy:
Radishchev in his eternal carriage,

Khlebnikov in the chintz pillowcase of
Facebook.

He nurses his poems, a needle sticking in
his temple.

Here's an apple for you. This ripe skin
It's burst, but we're still in heaven.

You see, the canal with thaw and
cigarette butts.

dragging yellowed scales to the Neva.



14 O, AHrnusa! (8.02.2016) Ckopo
cpy6sT TBOM OYOHI,

BbIkMHYT n3 BectmuHcTepa
KameHHble rpobbl,

PasgaBaT TBOM XapTuu, Kak
BbleJeHHOEe AL,

N nobnegHeeT TBOE NULO

B pbpKnx BeCHyLIKax — Tbl
BCKMHELLb OPOBU, 3aKyCuLLb ryoy,

N Bce TBOM puyapabl NepeBEPHYTCS
B rpo0y.

O, ®paHuumsa! Ckopo TBON
Hotp-dam ge MNapwu

OcbIinneTcs, Kak oOCeHHun nec, ndo
4YepBb Y TEBA BHYTPU

Bbicocan TBo0 gobnecTb,
noaTo4ymn crebenek

TBoen nunuu, Konnak
CaHKIONTIOTCKUM — U TOT NoOnek.

O, EBpona HexHas, nnbiByLLada Ha
CnuHe OblKa,

Tbl ycTana gepxatbcd 3a ero
KpyTble boka

N BOT-BOT COCKOmMb3HELLDb,
pacTepsiHHO Tepebs

Bblunn 3arpmnBok.

Kak ke mbl 6e3 Teba?!
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Oh, England! Soon your oaks will be cut
down,

Your coffins of stone will be thrown out of
Westminster,

They'll crush your charters like an eaten
€gg,

And your face will be pale

with red freckles, you'll raise your
eyebrows, you'll bite your lip,

And all your richards will roll over in their
coffins.

Oh, France! Soon your Notre Dame de
Paris

will crumble like an autumn forest, for the
worm inside you

Sucked your valor, sharpened the stem.
of your lily, your Sanquelot cap is faded.

Oh, gentle Europe, floating on the back of
a bull,

You're tired of clinging to the steep sides
of the bull.

and you're about to slip, rubbing the bull's
back.

The bull's rump.

What will we do without you?!



15 N3 UMKIIA «<B bI T U E» (2016)

[Mnoa HanMBHOW, TOHKOKOXWUNA,
CJTOBHO NMpo3payHbIn cocyn

C MeaneHHbIM NilaMeHeM — KTO Xe
MOXET YHATb 3TOT 3yA4

B nanbuax, NpoTAHYTLIX K BETKE,
XaLHYH CyXOCTb BO pTY!

C ManeHbKom YepHOK METKOM
BbETCH JIMCTOK Ha BETPY.

locnogw, passe Tbl gan Ham CUsbl
NPOTMBUTBLCA 35101

YKaxkge n cnonoxam aanbHUM,
MAALWYLWWM NOA KOXXYPOW?

Tbl XXe Hac XpYynknMmm coafar, Kak
NOoAOOPOXHUK U POECT,

Ecnu BbIKOBbIBaTb rBO3AN — TO HE
U3 3TUX cepaeL.

3anosegb, ['ocnoawn, TpyaHo B
XapKoun oepxaTtb ronose.

3Bepb C Yelyen nsympyagHom
MUPHO CBEPHYIICA B TpaBe,

Tux, nepenueyaT n ckragyar,
BINa>XHOW CNUHOK CKOSb34.

Thbl HEe cka3arn HaMm, YTO 3HAUUT,
focrnoaun, croBo Hemnb3g:

Tbl HNYErO HE ckasan Ham npo
CanamuH n ®apcan,

Mpo 6opoauHcKMe 3annbl, Npo
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The fruit is plump, thin-skinned, like a
transparent vessel.

With a slow flame - who can take away
the itchy tingle

In the fingers reaching for the branch, the
greedy dryness of the mouth!

With a little black mark, a leaf fluttering in
the wind.

Lord, have you given us the strength to
resist the evil.

To thirst and the distant sparks that dance
beneath the rind?

Thou hast made us as fragile as the
plantain and the rye,

If nails are to be forged, it's not from these
hearts.

A commandment, Lord, is hard to keep in
a hot head.

The beast with emerald scales curled up
peacefully in the grass,

Silent, shimmering and folding, slithering
on its wet back.

You didn't tell us what the word “can't”
means, Lord:

Thou hast told us nothing of Salamis and
Pharsalus,

Thou hast told us of the volleys of
Borodino, of Eisenkur,



AN3eHKyp He ckasarl,

Kocoso none, Llycumy, Mmopok
Maasypckux 6onor,

[Mpo cTanuHrpagckyo aumy,
MapTOBCKU NafOXCKUKW nep,

W npo BapLuasckoe retto, AyLisul,
AycTtepnuu,

[Mpo npegBoOeHHOE NETO, NPO
BblpaxkeHne nuu

Betpom

netawmx ¢ rpaskopsbl Jiopepa
BCa[HUKOB,

HWU

OTuX, Kpnyaswumx: «Mown dropep!»,
Tex, nosropsaABLUnX: «PacnHu!»

Ecnn 661 3HanM Mbl TONLKO NPO
Xupocumy, nnpur... -

[Mnon TBown Ha BeTKe — 4TO TONKy! —
COSHLIEM 3aKaTHbIM FOpWUT.

16 MbI xuBem (15.01-11.02.2017)
Ha NpocnekTax UMeHU nanavemn

Cpeau pxaBbix TpyO, pacluiaTaHHbIX
Knprnvyemn

W rmagnm, kak BOrku, B 3apocnu
Kymadeu,

CrnoBHO TaM ocTanucb 3anexm
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Kosovo field, Tsushima, the fog of the
Mazurian marshes,

The winter of Stalingrad, the ice of
Ladoga in March,

And the Warsaw ghetto, Auschwitz,
Austerlitz,

The summer before the war, the look on
their faces.

The wind
of riders flying from Durer's engraving,
nor

Those who shouted, “My Fuhrer!” Those
who said, “Crucify!”

If we only knew about Hiroshima, mustard
gas... -

Your fruit on the branch - what's the use! -
The sunset sun burns.

We live on avenues named after
executioners.

Among rusty pipes and loose bricks.

And we stare like wolves into the thickets
of kumachas,

As if there's a deposit of kalacha left
there.



Kanademn.

MponnbiBaloT psaoM OeTOHHbIe
NyCTbIpK

N TOproBbIX LLEHTPOB CTEKMSIHHbIE
ny3bipw,

Kosblpbku napbkoB. 13 cepon
040NN CEN

Hukakon He BbiBegeT Moucen.

MbI )XMBemM Ha npocnekTax UMeHU
nanadven,

B Hawem cyne 6ymaxkHbI NPUBKYC
OT UX peyen.

Mbl ngem Kk cebe, Aa HMKaK He
HanaeMm KIo4ven.

Kak B Briokagy, CTyfnbs N KHUTU
BHYTPU Nne4en,

Mbl B 4yryHHbIX nbax cxumraem XX
Bek, OH ropuT TaKk Jonro, 4To
XBaTUT ero Ha BCeX.

Mbl )XMBeMm Ha nNpocrnekTax MMeHu
nana4ven, PackpbiBaeM poT — U
ronoc y Hac HU4en, 3axmraem B
KOMHaTe JlaMno4vKy B CTO CBEYEMN,

A OHa ocBellaeT nec, neperHon,
pyyen.

YTonuBLLM canor B MPOMOVHE B TOM
necke,

BblHMMaewWws — ¢ OblPABbIM
yeperioMm Ha HOCKe.
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Concrete wastelands float by
And glass bubbles of shopping centers,

The canopies of stalls. Out of this gray
wasteland

No Moses can lead us out of this gray
world.

We live on avenues named after
executioners,

Our soup has the paper flavor of their
speeches.

We go to our homes, but we can't find the
keys.

Like in the blockade, chairs and books
inside the stoves,

We burn the 20th century in our cast-iron
foreheads, It burns so long that it's
enough for everyone.

We live on avenues named after
executioners, We open our mouths and
our voices are nobody's, We light a
hundred-candle bulb in our rooms,

And it illuminates the forest, the humus,
the brook.

When you drown your boot in a hole in
the woods,

You pull it out and you've got a holey skull
on your toe.

Poor Yorick, Yurick, here he is - he ran
and fell,



BenHbin l7lopm<, KOpuk, BOT OH —
bexan, ynan,

Ha nogylke mxa — ronosbl
KOCTSIHOW oBan,

Yepes Oblpoyky BUOHO aTaky,
OroHb, OcKan

CTapLIJVIHbI, KOJTHO4YKY, BbILLKY,
fieconosarl.

W kyoa H1 nonpgels — Ha 3anag nu,
Ha BOCTOK,

beaHbin KOpuk, 6eaHbIn-nobeaHbIN
CaHek, Butek —

Bce TponuHkn To6o nepedepkHyThI
— MNonepex.

EcTb BO donsaxke Bogka, B TepMoce
KMNATOK:

O Tebs1 CNOTKHYBLUMCb, O KOCTSIHOM
nopor, Y cyxoro nHs ¢ Tobon
nocwxy, bpatok, [Nowenyycs,
noLlypLly, Kak CyXow JIMCTOK, -

[Moka MHe Ha POTOK HE HaKNHET
3eMns NnaTok.

17 lNocnoawn (12.09.2017), ecnn
ecTb y Teba paun, Tel MeHa Tyaa,
KOHEYHO, He 3abupan K
npaBegHnUKamM NPo3pavyHOKPbINbIM,
Cama 3Hato — He Bbllna pbinom. A
MNYCTU MEHS HAa KYXHIO Yyepes
yepHbin xog B 41 roa, K PAaBuHKuHY
KOpe, YT0b 3a KpecTamu
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On a cushion of moss, a bone oval of a
head,

Through the hole you can see the attack,
the fire, the grin.

A petty officer, a thorn in the side, a tower,
a logging camp.

And wherever you go, west or east,

Poor Yurik, poor Sanek, Vitek, poor
victorious Sanek, Vitek.

All paths are crossed by you.

There's vodka in the flask and boiling
water in the thermos:

Stumbling over you, over the bone
threshold, I'll sit with you by a dry stump,
brother, I'll whisper and rustle like a dry
leaf. - I'll sit with you, brother.

Till the earth puts a handkerchief over my
mouth.

Lord, if You have a heaven, don't take me
there to the righteous and
transparent-winged, | know I'm not good
enough. But let me go to the kitchen
through the back door To Yura
Ryabinkin's house in '41, So that the
winds blow behind the paper crosses, I'll
cook his porridge, put a spoonful in his



OymaxkHbIMW BETPbI Aynu, byay
BapuTb €My Kally, KnacTtb Mo
noxeyke B poT, N OH He ympeT.
Kaxxablh oeHb 6yoy BapuTb Kally —
[MweHHyto, paccbinyaTyo — a Kak
Xe, Ul korga oH NogHUMET PyKy, TO
9TOT XecT byaet nyywmm ns Teounx
GnaxeHcTs. [leHb 3a gHem Byay
BapuTb Kawy — W o cmepTy,
rnagawen B nmuo, KOpa He ckaxer.
Bygy BapuTb Kally Be4epom u
noyTtpy — W mama He 6pocuT tOpy,
cnacas ero cecTpy. U/ torga s
YBWXY KpaeLLKkoMm rnasa — Bcemu
lwnunamm cpasy Konocswmimcs,
OyaTo poxb, NMNeTepbypr HeGECHbIN,
B KOTOPOM Tbl BCeX crnacelLub.

18 K10 MmycynbmaHkom (4.11.2017)
6abouky Ha3ean,

TOT He Xunevy yXxe Ha 9TOM CBeTe.
C yTpa ogeta B YncTtoe, TpesBsa,
Ero oywa He gymaet o cmepTy,

N coH ee TpeBOXeH 1 rmy6ok,

MoralleH B3rnsa, pacnaxHyTbl
nagoHu,

OHa OTbILWET TUXUIN YTrONOoK —
N oymaert, 4To cKpblfiacb OT NOroHMU,
Y10 HMNo4yem en ropoa-BennkaH

OAbIWNMBbLIV — LLYTHULIE,
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mouth, And he won't die. Every day I'll
make porridge, millet porridge, crumbly
porridge, and when he raises his hand,
that gesture will be the best of Your bliss.
I'll cook porridge day after day, and Yura
won't speak of death staring me in the
face. I'll boil porridge in the evening and in
the morning - And my mother won't leave
Yura to save his sister. And then I'll see
by the corner of my eye - With all the
spires at once, Spreading like rye, St.
Petersburg in heaven, where You'll save
everyone.

Whoever called a butterfly a Muslim,
He's no longer alive in this world.
She's clean and sober in the morning,
Its soul has no thought of death,

And her sleep is troubled and deep,

Her gaze is quenched, her palms are
open,

She'll find a quiet corner -
She thinks she's escaped the chase,
She thinks she can't stand the giant city

The breathless city, the joker, the
mischief-maker,



030pHULE,
UTO He 3a Hel No pbhknuM obrakam
beryT nogcnenosaTble 3apHULbI,

UTO YepHbIN BOPOH BbETCHA He Haf
Hen

N TopmMO3nT He y ee nogbesaa.
OHa yXe noyTun B Kparo TEHEWN,

Ho melukaeT y Bxoga — Kak
HeBecTa.

Ee He 3aHuMaeT KyTepbma

[onpocoB, NpOTOKOMNOB,
NepechbINoK,

OHa He noHnmaerT, rae Tiopbma
KoH4yaeTcs — 1 BO3HUKAET, 3bI0OK,
Mensax, roe gaxe OTHATLIN Naek
He BaXeH, 1 Kakyto siMy pbiniu,

W KTO ynan, 1 ropusoHT rnoet

N obiwunTt, 6yato 6a604KMHBbI
KPbINbSi.

19 bern-6ern (13.11.2017)
NOXOAKOM Pe3BOoto —

BBepx — OT pasnyku 4o pasnykm —

[No ne3suto NobBKU, NO NE3BUIO,
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That she's not followed by the red clouds

And the blind and dazzling lightning
flashes,

That the black raven does not hover over
her.

And brakes not at her doorway.

She's almost at the edge of the shadows,
But hesitates at the door like a bride.

She doesn't care for the hustle and bustle

The interrogations, the protocols, the
transfers,

She doesn't know where the prison
Ends, and emerges, and ripples,

A landscape where even the rations taken
away from her

and what kind of pit was dug,
And who fell in, and the horizon sings.

And breathes like a butterfly's wings.

Run, run, run with a brisk walk
Up from separation to separation-
On love's blade, on love's blade,

With your arms out over the city



Hap ropogom packnHyB pyku.

Hap aton ynuueto cnpoto,
[MycTbIHHOW, 3acnaHHON, B xanare,
berun, onacHo 6anaHcupys,

Kak Ha HeBnanMom KaHaTe,

Hap aTton »n3Hbto 6ecnonesHolo,
CKpenneHHOn Ha XNBYIO HUTKY,
Mo nessuto NobBK, NO NE3BUIO,
[MoKkyaa HEXXHOCTU B U30ObITKE,

W Hag corpaxgaHamu, nagknmm
[lo cnagkoro u 4apMoBOro,

W Hag poxagem, 6ocbiMn nsaTkamm
Bopyr npbICHYBLUMM OT MOCTOBOrO,
bern Hag nbsiHbIMU N TPE3BLIMY,
Mo MOKpbIM penbcam 1 Mo wnanam,
Mo nessuto nobBKU, NO NEIBULO:

OcTynuwbcs — 1 Bce nponaro.

20 Ha rmnHaHomn (2.05.2018)
aopore BapensHou,

[Oe B smax pxxaBasi BoAa, Y KOYek B
3eMNAHMNYHbIX KanenbKax

CT0ATb OCTaHyCb HaBcerga —
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Above this street, this street, this street,
this street, this street,

Deserted, sleepy, in a robe,

Run with a dangerous balance,

Like on an invisible rope,

Above this useless life,

Stitched together on a living thread,

On the blade of love, on the blade of love,
As long as tenderness is in abundance,
And over fellow citizens who are addicted
To the sweet and the free,

And over the rain, barefooted.

that suddenly leaps from the postman,
Run over the drunk and the sober,

Over wet rails and sleepers,

On the blade of love, on the blade:

If you stumble, all is lost.

On a clay waffle road,

Where rusty water is in the pits, By bumps
with strawberry drops.

I'll stand forever

As long as the music doesn't stop:



JInwb 661 He obpbIBanack My3blka:
Cobakun, nunel, ronoca,

JInwe 66l aBTOBYC C XeNTbIM
Ky30BOM

OnasgbiBan Ha non4yaca,

[open, HakpbITLIM KpacHOM
cKaTtepTblo,

CKBO3b €rlkn npasgHUYHbIN 3aKar,
W NleHbka Ha ynpeku matepu,

Be3penbHWK, MaMnun Heenonag,
JInwb 661 Ha KoLKy Babka wukana,
Cocep bysiHWn, 3arynss,

N, npax BameTasa, MECTHbIW XXUIOJ10
JleTen Ha pXaBblIX XUrynsx,
N neHb, NoYTn NULLEHHBIN ropeyu,

Mepuan cpeawn nycTtbix nonen, Kak
CTOMKa BOAKM C XNIEOHON KOPOYKOM

Mog poTorpadomen Teoen.

21 Kak xe Bblwno (14.01.2019) Tak
Heneno —

[MoBepHynach *n3Hb KPyrom —
K kepocuHke, Kk nanke xneba,
K ene BuaHowm nyHke Heba

C MOKPbIM 3BE€34HbIM MOrMJjiaBKOM.
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Dogs, saws, voices,

If only the bus with the yellow body
Half an hour late

Burned with a red tablecloth

Through the Christmas trees the festive
sunset,

And Lenka to his mother's reproaches,

The idler, mumbled inappropriately, Only
to be shushed by his grandmother's cat,
The neighbor's drunkenness,

And the neighbor's gigolo would fly on a
rusty giraffe.

Flying in a rusty Zhiguli,
And the day, almost devoid of bitterness,

shimmered in the empty fields, like a
glass of vodka with a crust of bread.

Under your picture.

How did it get so ridiculous

Life turned around

To a kerosene, to a ration of bread,
To a faintly visible hole in the sky

With a wet, starry float.



KpyTaHynacb v BepHynacb —

B nacnopTte nunosbin Wwtamn, A
csobopa Balla — AypocCTb:

BHOBb — NeTNS NEHLKOBbLIX ynmu,

BHoOBb — ronoaHbin MangenbLwtam.

N 6osape knnuyT K 6oto,

Kak Haenucbk 6eneHbl, CnbilnLlb
donentbl n robon? Tonbko Mbl,
OPYXOK, C TODOI

Bce nbsaHbI 1 BROOMNEHDI.
YUTto Ham 3noba, 4YTo HaM APOCTb,
UbK-TO BpeaHn 1 YnHbI,

YTO Ham OHOCTb, YTO Ham
CTapocCTb, -

TonbKko HEXXHOCTb HaM ocTanacb
Cpeav byayuwien Yymbl.

CBeT BeyepHu ckyn un pegok Hapg,
3aCHEXEeHHOUN CTepHEN.

TornbKo enkn Hanocneaok
UepHble 3HamMeHa BETOK

HaknoHaT Hag cTpaHoMW.

22 Bot oH, mogepH (12.02.2019),
rmasa 3enetxble, Jlnya
MYyYUTENbHBLIW OBan.

BbtoHOK, ocoka. ['ybbl COHHblE —
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It turned around and came back

Your passport's a purple stamp, And your
freedom's a fool's errand:

Once more the loop of hemp streets, once
more the hungry Mandelstam.

And the boyars are calling for battle,

Hear the flutes and oboes? Only you and
[, my friend.

All drunk and in love.
What's our anger, what's our rage?
No one's delusions, no one's ranks,

What do we care for youth, what do we
care for old age?

We have only tenderness left
In the midst of the future plague.

The light of evening is sparse and sparse
over the snowy stubble.

Only the fir-trees
Black banners of branches

Bend their black banners over the
country.

Here it is, modern, eyes green, face
anguished oval.

Creeper, sedge. Lips sleepy



BonoTHbIn 60r nouenosan.
LiBeTyT 3apHULbI peBoNoLuN,

Tuxun, HecObITOYHbI, Nerkn, B
nponeTke — ganblue, Yem 4o
Cnyukoro,

Ha Oxty nnu Ha lNeckn.

[MoTetoT WTYyKaTyp N KpOBENbLLUUK,
Hap Tydenbkon CTpyuTcs LWenk —

AH BbITEKINa 13 LWeun KPoBYLLKA,
EnBa moprHyn — u Bek npotuen,

N k Bonorae npuxanack BoeiTerpa,
OcupoTeBlias Hesa

Herpomko oxHyna u BblTekna

N3 akBapenu beHya.

Ha cteHax — B konotu, B ncnapuHe

To yannto BCTPETULLb, TO XYKa,
Kak 6yaTo B3snn gouky 6apuHa
W Bblganu 3a myxuka.

CMOTpK, KaK TOLLHO €N, KakK Mioxo
en —

Pa3but gooHapb, 3annesaH non, U
Nerkum BEHCKUU CTyn — 3NoXOok0

3acTbin — Kak MepTBbIN 6oromon.
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The swamp god kissed them.
The light of revolution is blooming,

Quiet, unfulfilled, light, In a carriage,
farther than to Slutsky,

To Okhta or to Sands.

The plasterer and the roofer sweat, The
silk flows over the slipper.

And the blood drained out of my neck, |
barely blinked, and a century passed,

And Vytegra clung to Vologda,

The orphaned Neva

and the orphaned Neva.

From Benoit's watercolor.

On the walls - in soot, in vapor -

One meets a heron or a beetle,

It's as if they'd taken a baron's daughter
and married her off to a man.

Look how sick she is, how sick she is.

The lantern's broken, the floor's spattered,
And the easy Viennese chair is an epoch
old.

“Frozen like a dead praying mantis.



23 Myctb He (15-17.09.2019) TeueT
BAOSMb MO3BOHKOB NMMNKag Brara —

Het Conoskos, HeTy “KpecToB”,
HeTy 'YJ1Ala,

Het Ha nony

cbunTon NoAa AbiX “noasion
BPaXXWHbI”,

HeT ynpaBooMoB, HET MNOHATbIX
(BCe xopoLn Mbl),

B Kamepe HeT Kanernb BOAbl, HE
3aTunxas

Jlblowmxcsa, HeT Tyxnomn efbl, HeT
BepTyxas,

HeTty Hn “Kypcka” u — notepnu —
HeTy becnaHa,

HeT Ha [JoHBacc YyepHoM Tponbl — K
cmepTtn beccnaBHoM,

Het y meTpo — goma cngm! —
wnemos OMOHa,

HeT By6Hexxa COHHOWM CcyabK, HET
YyroMoHa

JTOM 3emne, aTon cyabbe, HeTy
Mawnopa —

Hu KI'b, H1n ®CB, HeT npurosopa

Mexay KOCTPpOB MOKPOW JINCTBbI,
XKEenTbIX N PbIKUX,

Het Huyero, kpome nobsu, —
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Let no sticky moisture flow along your
vertebrae -

No Solovki, no Crosses, no Gulag,
There's no “sneaky enemy
No “sneaky enemy” on the floor,

There's no landlords, there's no withesses
(we're all good),

There's no water droplets in the cell.
There's no rotten food, there's no jailer,

No “Kursk” and - bear with me - no
Beslan,

There's no black path to Donbass, to the
ignominious death,

There's no OMON helmets on the
subway. - No riot police helmets,

There's no sleepy judge's droning, no
restfulness

This land, this fate, no major -
No KGB, no FSB, no sentence.

Between the fires of wet leaves, yellow
and red,

There's nothing but love, do you hear? Do
you hear?



crnblwunwb? Thl cNbIWULWb?

24 JleHe YmxoBon (6.12.2019)
Mbl 66111 cHacTNUBLI BAOSHE,
Korga Ham knan U3 nactu BbIHYNU —
He 3apblganu no ctpaHe,

He ornsHynucb — pykun BbIMbINA.
Mol npourpanu, Tbl 1 4,
besgapHo nporynanu ottenerss.
Haw kpecTt

B3BasIUIN CbIHOBbS —

Ham yrotoBaHHbIN — 1 BOT Tenepb
He Ham, a UM — TIOpbMa U KHYT.
Mol pagom — nnayvyLuero CBUTO
Monagem, He Hac, a nx pacnHyT.

Onatb. N 3TO Mbl X Bblaanw.

25 Hapo xe, ctapasi nepeyHvua,
cMoTpu-Ka, (2019)

Tbl eLle xo4eLlb XnTb, NobUTb,
Mpoaaelub KBapTUPY, NOMHYO
OKOCTeHernbIx kpukoB CTpacTu, rops,
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Lena Chizhova

We were happy enough,

When they took the gag out of our mouths
We didn't weep for the country,

We didn't look back, we washed our
hands.

We lost, you and |,
We wasted the thaw.
Our cross

Our sons have borne

The cross our sons prepared for us, and
now

Not for us, but for them, prison and the
whip.

We are beside them with a weeping
retinue.

Let us go, not us but them to be crucified.

Again. And it was we who gave them
away.

Look at that, old bag, would you believe it
You still want to live, to love

You’re selling the apartment full of frozen
cries

Of passion, sorrow, hate—all of them.

Here it is, life, breaking off in pieces



HeHaBUCTU — NOObIX.

BoOT OHa, M3Hb, OTKanbIBaeTCsa Kyckamu
Jlagoxckoro nbga, ynnbiBasi C LLOPOXOM
no Heee, KpyTsacbk nog moctamu, obeluas
BEpPHYTbCA — MneceHKa ropockas,
3acTpsiBlias B yxe, ropsio LapanatoLlas.
He Bepb!

AX, Tbl HE X04eLlb CUaeTb, Nnepebupas
npowunoe, B MamnHom kpecne, cnmBasicb
c o6osamu, HO Noka Tel cnuwb, Byayulee
— XeresHown ropolumHon Noa obipsison
nepuHon TonkaeT Tebsa B Goka.

Heyxenu Tbl AyMaellb 3aKknscTb 370
kameHHoe 6onoTto, O60MTN CO CMnHBI
N3BMBaLOLLYOCS CTpaHy, Bce ee
CKOMb3Kue wen, a40BuUTble 3ybbl,
BbilLeaLwnim 3 moabl [bITOYHbIN
PeKBU3UT? Hy-HYy.

Tbl AyMaellb, HOBble CTEHbI He ByayT K
Tebe cypoBbl, 13 cocegHMX OKOH Ha Tebs
He HaxnbIHEeT Mrna? 34ecb Ha Kaxaowm
CTeHe — HEeNpPOCOXLUME NSATHA KPOBM,
3anomHu, kyaa 6bl Tbl HX NpULlNa.

OTOT ropoAa NponuTaH CMepTbio — He 0
nomnnun, A cectpeHka nobosb —
nonpoLuanka, 4BOPHMYMXA, LLBES:
PaspbiBas 00bATbSA, M3 KaXX40M KOMHaTbI
Koro-Hnbyap ysoamnun. KTo 3HaeT, 4bsd
Tenepb ovepeab. MoxeT 6bITb, 1 TBOS.

26 Mogoxan (22.01.2020), kak xe
MHE NEPEXnTb 3TO,

He ocnenHyTb, He cbexaTtb C yma —

BeTkun 4épHbie, kK HEDY NpunTLIE,
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Of Ladoga ice, sailing down the Neva with
a rustle

Spinning beneath the bridges, promising
to return—the city’s tune

Stuck in the ear, scratching the throat.
Don’t believe it!

So, you don’t want to sit, sifting the past
In your mother’s chair, blending with the
wallpaper, but while

You sleep—the future, with its iron pea,

Jabs you in the side beneath the ragged
covers.

Do you really think you can bewitch this
stone swamp

Get around back of this writhing country,
With all her slippery necks, venomous
teeth, unfashionable

Props for torture? We’'ll see.

You think new walls won't treat you
harshly

Darkness won’t flood you from
neighboring windows?

Every wall here is stained with undried
blood,

Remember that, wherever you go.

This city is suffused with death—no time
for idylls

And little sister love is a beggar, a janitor,
a seamstress:

Breaking embraces, they took someone
out of every room here.

Who knows whose turn it is. Maybe yours
now.

Wait, how am | supposed to get through
this?

Without going blind, without going crazy

Black branches sewn to the sky



W 3anuTble conHuem goma.

BoH ToproBka Hocku pasnoxuna,
BoH nocTtasneHbl po3bl B Be4pO,
B Ty4ax 30noTOHOCHas xuna
OTKpbIBaeTCsa y METPO,
3axuraeTca Kanng Ha BeTKe,

N xypma nokaTtunace c noTka...
KpacoTta Tshkena 4yernoBeky —

OTTOro-TO M XM3Hb KOPOTKA.

27 (18.02.2020)
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And sun-drenched houses

There's a sock saleswoman laying out her
socks,

There's the roses in the bucket,
There's a gold mine in the clouds
Opens by the subway,

There's a drop on a branch,

And persimmons rolled off the tray...
Beauty is hard on man -

That's why life is short.



KeHiuHa HazieBaeT BHICOKHE
kabsryku, bapxaTHoe I1aThe C
OJIEeCTAIIEN 3aCTEXKKON

U nper Ha cBUIAHbE, U HOTH €€ JIETKH,
A TOJI0Ba KPY;KUTCS HEMHOKKO

E€ mpoBoXKaIoT B3IJISIbI BCEX
BOpOXKeH,

OKHa el OJMHUTHBAIOT, KaK CBOJHH,
ITo mATaM 3a HEl — HEHABUCTh BCeX
MY>KeH,

Ho oHa He 3HaeT 0 Hel CeroaHs.

AnpoBuTol pazyrou mepes Heu
3a3KKEH

Mocr,

TOPrOBOTO IIeHTpa IOMHA —

He ayiekTpuuecTBoM, a SIPOCTHIO JKEH,
Cugamux roma.

TpoTtyap 3a Hell cBUBaeTCs B XKIYT,
[T1aMs BUTPUH TakK 0 IJ1a3aM U
JIYIINT.

OHa uzeT — Jake ecjiu ee He KIYT,
Ona uzeT — Jake ecjIu ee He JII00HIT.

28 A 6onble (14.03.2020) He xouy
npo Yexosa —

CI'IpOCVI MEHA, KaK A XUBY.
A cripocnilb — N OTBETUTb HEYETO.

Croto, rnaseto Ha Hesy.
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A woman puts on high heels, a velvet
dress with a shiny clasp

She goes on a date: her legs are light,
And her head is a little dizzy

The eyes of all the witches are on her,
The windows wink at her like pimps,
She's followed by the hatred of all

husbands,
But she doesn't know it today.

A poisonous rainbow is lit before her
The bridge,

The mall's blast furnace

Not by electricity, but by the rage of
wives,

Sitting at home.

The sidewalk behind her is a tangle,
Shop window flames sting her eyes.
She's coming, even if she’s not
expected,

She walks, even if she's not loved.

| don't want to talk about Chekhov
anymore.

Ask me how | live.

And if you do, there's nothing to
answer:

I'm standing, gazing at the Neva.

| don't want to talk about Pushkin
anymore -



A 6onbLue He xo4y npo MNMywkuHa —
He notomy, yuto lNywknH nnox,

A NOTOMY YTO XWM3Hb NponyLleHa —
CTyyan MOTOpYMK 1 3arfox.
Kakon-to cbown nowlen 3a Ty4yamu,
MernbKaHbe TOYeK 1 Nosnoc,

W BbiCbINanuce CTpoykn ToTyeBa
[My4ykamu winunek u3 Borioc,

N mnp c ero nutepatypoto
Pacnancs. Tonbko n xouy,

UTto npuBanutbecA, oypa oypoto,

Be3sBy4yHO — Kk TEMMOMY Nneuyy.

29 Caert BbIpybunca. (12.04.2020)
Mbl 3aXrnu ceeuvy,

MNeub pactonuiun, nogorpenny Katlly.

Bokpyr BHe3anHbIX OrHEHHbIX
npuyyn

PacKknHynucb no cTeHam TeHU
HaLuwu,

A Hawun MbICIN BbILLSN U3 YImnoB.

[loXab KOHYMIICS, B OKHO CTyYarncs
BETEP.

B neun geiwana rposab 6arpoBbix
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Not because Pushkin is bad,

But because I've missed out on life.
The motor was running, and then it
stopped.

There's a glitch behind the clouds
A flash of dots and stripes,

And Tyutchev's lines spilled out

in bunches of hairpins,

And the world with its literature
And the world with its literature fell
apart. All | want to do

| just want to cuddle, foolish fool,
and lean silently on his warm
shoulder.

The lights went out. We lit a candle,

We melted the stove, heated the porridge.
Around the sudden fiery whimsy.

Our shadows spread across the walls,
And our thoughts came out of the corners.

The rain was over, the wind was knocking
at the window.

A cluster of purple wood breathed in the
stove,

A bucket of water sizzled like Darth Vader.



[1pOB,

Beapo Boabl cuneno, kak dapT
Bengep.

N noTaHynuck K Hawemy ctony
['ynsakn, 3aBucaroLme B Knybax,
Ma3sypuku, NpUnnnLIne K CTEKNy,

PackonbHukn, cropawouime B
cpybax,

MoHaxu, cTapLibl, CTPaHHUKN,
XNbICTHI,

dunocodbl, PrUNoNoru n Bosiku,
[MapeBLWwMe Ha HAac U3 TEMHOTHI,

N napeHb ¢ Ye 'eBapoun Ha
dyTbornke,

A npoymin MMp ncyes B HOYHOM
3ore.

Bce Ha cBevy rnagenu, He muras,
[Moka oHa nnigcana Ha cTone,
WcnyraHHas, cTponHad, Harag,

Kak 6yaTo cnoBo yronkamu ry6,
TBOpSA MUpbI 6€3 BUAMMBIX YCUINUNA.

N cBeT 3axérca — 6e33acTeH4uuB,
rpy6.

N Mbl ero, KOHeYHO, Noracunu.
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And then they came to our table

The gamblers hanging out in the clubs,
Mazuriks clinging to the glass

The dissenters burning in log cabins
Monks, elders, wanderers, whips,
Philosophers, philologists and wolves,
Looking at us from the darkness,

And a guy with Che Guevara on his
T-shirt,

And the rest of the world disappeared in
the night ash.

Everybody looked at the candle without
blinking

As it danced on the table

Frightened, slender, naked

Like a word on the corner of her lips,
Creating worlds without effort.

And the light came on, shameless, brutal.

And we, of course, extinguished it.



30 A namensto (15.10.2020) Tebe c
CEHTAOPEM,

C KaxablM NIUCTOM — 305104EHbIM,
GarpoBbiMm,

C ropecTHbIM 3anaxom, 4YTo
pacTBOPEH

B Bo3gyxe, C CUHMM NPOCTOPHbLIM
MOKPOBOM,

JIérwmm Ha ronoBbl JanbHUX OCUH,
TémHoe none, CUAILLUIA TOMOnb,

C Wwopoxom, ¢ AOXOMKOM ObICTPbIM
KOCbIM,

UTo npoxyausLumMinca sevep
3awitonarn,

A nameHso 6e3gymMmHo, B3axnéd —

C obrnakom, ¢ NECTPON NECHOK
NOACTUSIKON:

BuaHo, Bpacnnox MeHs1 0OCeHb
3acturna,

JTérknmu nanbuamm Tporasi no6.
BoT A knafy, Kak Ha et TBOH,
PyKy Ha XENTY0 BETKY pe3HYyHo,
BoT g nvuyo norpyxato B CTpyo

CTbIHYLLMX NINCTLEB — U CrbILY:
“peBHYyI0”.
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I'm cheating on you with September,
With every leaf, gilded and scarlet,

With the sorrowful odor that's dissolved
In the air, with the blue of the vast cover,

that lies on the heads of the distant
aspens,

The dark field, the shining poplar,
The rustling, the quick slanting rain,
That the tattered evening has mended,

I'm cheating thoughtlessly, I'm cheating
lustily.

With the cloud, with the colorful forest
floor:

It seems that autumn has caught me
unawares,

Touching my forehead with light fingers.
| lay my hand on the yellow branch,

| place my hand on the yellow branch,

| put my face in the stream

| hear “jealous.”



31 locnoaw, noyemy BCé Tak nroxo,
[Moyemy, (2020)

Kyda HU CyHellbCsl, BCE He TakK, M Tonbko
npounsHecéLb: “anoxa” — N3-3a yrna
BbINOM3aeT TaHK.

Mnwu aBTo3aKk. 1 3TO HEBEPHO B KOPHE.
NHorga MHe KaxeTcs, HETY HU CTpaH, HK
pac, A eCTb TONbKO Mbl U MOAN B
BOEHHOM popme — N OHM JOrOHAIT Hac.

OHWM 32 HaMM FOHSIKOTCS, KaK 3a MOJbHo,
[lorHae, NbITaloT, @ Mbl KpnumM. MpocTo
UM HpaBuTCS, Korga Ham 6orbHO — Yem
HaM GornbHee, TEM BbllLE MM CBETUT YMH.

BoT oH — cxBaTun KOro-1o, 6exnT
obpatHo, bbeT napeHbka gyOuHKOMN,

Bnagas B pax. A roBopto cebe MeaneHHo:

aT0 6pat mon. MeaneHHo. bpat mon.
CkB03b 3ybbl. BHATHO. [Msas Ha cbiTyto
Xapro 1 kKaMmynsx.

32 Hw 3anacoB, H HaEXHON HOPbI,
(2020)

Hun cnacutenbHbIX 3aMOPCKNX
rpaXgaHcTB.

OTcTpaHuTbes 6 OT HEYUCTOM Urpbl,
OTBepHyTbCA Bbl — Aa KTO X Tebe aacT.

OnepeTbes Obl HA Ybe-TO NNeYo —
[la Takoro He BOAUNOCH BOBEK.
OcTaHoBULWbCS, rOe pevka TeyerT,
Mornsauwb, Kak B BOOY NadaeT CHeET,

N nonpgewsb cebe, nog Hoc Gopmoya —
CbiHOBeN 6bl ybepeyb, CbIHOBEW.

Mog Horamu — TONbKO TEHb OT MeYa,
TonbKo CymMepKu BOKpYr NNOBEN.
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all so awful,

Why is something amiss, wherever you
try,

And as soon as you sound out “epoch’™—
From behind the corner crawls a tank.

Or a police van. And that is wrong at the
root.

Sometimes | think there aren’t countries
or races,

But only us and the people in military
uniform—

And they’re catching up to us.

They chase after us like moths,

And torture us when caught, while we cry
out.

It's just that they like when we’re in pain—
The more we suffer, the higher the
promotion.

Here’s one—grabbed someone, now
running back,

Smashing with his baton, enraged.

| tell myself slowly: this is my brother.
Slowly. Brother. Through my teeth.
Clearly.

Looking at the sated mug and the
camouflage.

No back-up, no safe hole to hide
No foreign citizenship to save you.
If one could shed this filthy game,
Run away — but no-one lets you.

If one could lean on a warm shoulder
But this never happens, no.

So you stay where the river runs

And you watch the falling snow.

Just the sword’s shadow under your foot
Twilight closing in on one.

So you go on walking, muttering —

If you could save your sons, your sons.



33 Mambl ¢ 6abyLukon
(14-18.01.2021) Her,

A UrpyLikn Ha énke ocTanuce:

KpacHbin Bonk, Andonur,

bernocHexka mepuatoT, He CTapsiCb.

ManeHbknin akpobat

[MoBuncaet Ha obpy4ye cmeno,

W rmpnaHaa ropur:

Enka — rnaBHoe aepeBo mupa.
Mexay BeToK C yTpa

CkaJeT cepaue, CUHULEIO CBULLET,
Hy a ecnv nopa,

Ecnn BOpoH npokapKkaeT BeLnH,
MHe Ha nomMoLLb NpuayT,
3acrnoHada oT cMepTh yNpsimo,
30no4éHbin Bepbntog

W kapToHHas Kypoyka Psba.

34 Kak npugéet (18.03.2021)
cTapyxam neHcust —

Bcen gepesHeto rynsba,

[la He ¢ TaHUaMW N NECHSAMMN —
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Mom and Grandma are gone,
But the toys on the tree are still there:
The red wolf, Aibolit,

Snow White shimmering without getting
old.

A little acrobat
Hangs on the hoop bravely,
And the garland lights up:

The Christmas tree is the main tree of the
world.

Between the branches in the morning
The heart of a tit whistles in the morning,
And if it's time

If a raven caws

They'll come to my aid,

Shielding me from death stubbornly,

A gilded camel

And a cardboard hen

When the old women's retirement comes
The whole village will be partying,
Not with dancing and singing

Just a glowing hut,



MpocTo cBeTuTCA N36a,

Ha ctone OyTbinka, NyKoBka,
TapakaH — 1 BeCb YHOT.

He nogmeTeHo — Tak BHYKOB-TO
Bce paBHO He npuBesyT.
Llenbix 28 pybnukos

OTtBanunu — noBesno:

A Ha 4TO B rasete pybpuka
Mpo cyactnueoe ceno?

N B cenbno onATtb notpadunm —
[MpunBesnu c ytpa MyKMu.

A no cteHkam coTorpacum —
B rumHacTepkax Myxuku.
Bbipocnv no naBkam TEHN UX —
Bpemsi BbIpOHMB 13 pyK,
Konbixaacbk, Kak pacTeHus,
[loriro CMOTPAT Ha cTapyx.

XKusHb pasbunacb nononam noyTu

Ha korga-to n notom.
Jlyk, ByTbinka. Yepen namnoykm

Noa gowaTbiM MOTOSKOM.
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There's a bottle and an onion on the
table,

A cockroach and all the coziness.

If it's not swept, they won't bring
grandchildren

They won't bring grandchildren anyway.
28 rubles

They gave me 28 rubles. I'm lucky:
What's the column in the newspaper for?
About the happy village?

And the village store was happy again.
They brought flour in the morning.

And on the walls are pictures

Men in gymnasium coats.

Their shadows grew up on the benches -
Time has dropped out of their hands,
Swaying like plants,

They stare at the old women for a long
time.

Life is almost cut in half
A once and a later.
An onion, a bottle. The skull of a light bulb

Beneath the boardwalk ceiling.



35 Bbicokuin cmbicn (12.07.2021)
BOAbI — B caMOW BoAge,

[10 KaMyLLKOB NpOCBEYEHHOM,
CITOEHOW,

Kak npuspak, npoHukaroLlen sesae,
[pobswenca. OcobeHHO CONEHON.

HepsosHown. /I pacTtpénaHHon ¢
Kpaes,

LLlaTatowencs, kak cTyneHu B JOMe.

3a4yemM Mbl TONMbKO BbILWIIN U3 Heé

Ha cywy — na packpbisLuencs
nagoHu,

OTopBanuce, ynanum Ha Necok

W nononsnu, noBepxHOCTU He Beps,
Kyna rmasa rmagsit, HancKOCOK,

Mo uenuHe, cnenble OT NOTEPM.
BoT uenbto NpoTaHynuch kopabnu,
Bot yaunka onyctunacb v B3netena.

JIvwb BbINASA U3 BOAbI, KaK U3
nobsun,

Y3Haellb TaXeCcTb COOCTBEHHOIro
Tena.

36 NpoboB He byaeT. Hawunx

aeteun coxryT (2022)
poboB He ByaeT. Hawmnx geten coxryT
B noxogHowm neyke, a AbiM pas3BetoT
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The high meaning of water is in the water
itself,

“It's shining through to the pebbles,
layered.

Like a ghost, penetrating everywhere,
Fracturing. Especially salty.

Nervous. And frayed at the edges,
Wobbling like the steps of a house.
Why did we come out of it

To land from the open palm of my hand,
And we broke away and fell on the sand
And crawled, disbelieving the surface,
Wherever the eye could see, askew,
along the virgin land, blind with loss.
Here the ships stretched out in a chain,
A seagull came down and flew up.

When you come out of the water, as out
of love,

You know the weight of your own body.

There will be no coffins. Our

children will burn to ashes
There will be no coffins. Our children will
burn to ashes



Hapg ykpavHCKUM nornem, n YEPHbIN XryT
ConbéTcsa ¢ AbIMOM MNoXKapa — BOH Tawm,
ne.ee.

BmecTo Tena BeXXnuBbIN KanutaH,
[Mo3BOHMB B KBApPTUPY, 4OCTaBUT nener
B akkypaTHOM nakeTe 1 Mosnva nonoxuT
Tam,

Mog poTorpadomen, raoe 3anmxsaTckum
aembenb

[Mepepoc B KOHTpakT. PaccTterHys
noptdens,

BbiHeT Bymary 1, AEPHYB LUeen,

ByaTo 4To-TO MelwaerT, ycageTcs, Kak Ha
Menb,

Ha Ttabypet: nognuwmnte HepasrnawleHbe.

OHna nognuwert. X oH nocnewnT Hasaa
Mumo Teneka ¢ backoBbiM HEAOMNETHIM
N oByxXbApyCHOM KOMKOW, rae MnagLlumm
Opar,

[eBATUKNACCHUK, C HEro He CnycKaeT
B3rnag,

CsecuBLWINCL — BYATO XKAOET CBOErO
nakera.

37 Mou cbiHOBbSA He nonayT
ybuBaTb (2022)

Mowu cbiHOBbS1 HE nonayT yéusatb —

£ cnpsivy nx B valy, B nogsari, nog
KpoBaTb,

[1ns 4yépHoro gena BaMm UX He gocTtaTtb —
Hu cTapwmn, HU Mnagwnm — He KaT U He
Tatb,

OcTaBbTe MeYTbl — yKpanHckasi MmaTb

He OyaeTt pblaatb No BUHE UX.
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In a mobile oven, and the smoke will swirl
and waft

Over the fields of Ukraine where the black
plume meshes

With the smoke of wildfire — up there, on
the left.

Instead of the body, the doorbell will ring,
a polite

Army captain will bring the ashes in a
neat package

And place it silently on the bookshelf, right
By the photo of a brave soldier with
demob patches,

Turned a contractnik. The captain will
open his briefcase,

With a jerk of his head, as if something
bothered

Him, he’ll fish out a paper, establish a
base

On the stool, hold it out: sign here for
non-disclosure.

She'll sign. He'll pick up his briefcase and
hustle on

Past the TV with a crooning pop singer
clown

And a bunk bed where on top the younger
son,

A ninth-grade student leans over and
stares down

At him as intensely as if waiting for a box
of his own.

My sons will not go out to kill

My sons will not go out to kill--

I'll hide them in the woods, in the cellar,
under the bed,

You can't get them for a black deed
Neither the eldest nor the youngest is a
kat or a thief,

Leave your dreams behind won't weep for
their fault.

Tell your sons to fight,



Benute cpaxaTbCa CBOMM CbIHOBbAM,
PasgainTte pasrpysku ux CbiTbiM ApPY3bsiM,
B nonax ykpanHCKMx — HeMepsiHO siMm,
[oe rmy6xe — NOACKaXeT BaM BeLLMi
BosH,

[MockonbKy cnenomy BugHee.

Mow CbiHOBbS HE MOVAYT Ha BOMHY —

A Kaxxgoro YEpPHbIM 4pO340M 0BEpHY,

N Bam He gocTtaTb MX, Kak ¢ Heba nyHy,
N c BaMy OHM He pas3gendaTt BUHY,
OcTtaHeTcsa YncTbiM NX cepaue:

TonTaTb NOA NPOKIATLS YYXYH CTpaHy
Ha csetnom [Henpe, Ha wnpokom [JoHy
He 6yayT nx nbinibHblE 6epLbl.

38 Orpe6€ém no nosnHomu.

HenpaBegHas BonHa (2022)
Orpe6ém no nonHon. HenpaeegHasa
BOMHa

ObecueHnna genosbl opaeHa.

A nepxy nx B ropcTtu

A roBopto — npocTtu

Heny Weany, Bpady

B 6nokagHoM BOEHHOM rocnutane. Xody
Yenblwatb — YTo OH cKasan Obl

Ha pakeTHble 3annbl

Hawwu — no Kuesy. Onyckato ronosy u
MOSYYy.

Cnblwy, Aeayuika, ronoc TBon —

Mebl 3a4yem ymmnpanu-to nog Mocksom —
UToObl pycckuii NOTOM — BOOBOW
YKpauHKy octasun?

KauH, KavH, rge 6pat tBon ABenb?

39 B pectopaHe My3blka urpaet
(2022)

B pectopaHe my3blka urpaer,
XKeHwuHa, cBeva, 6okan BuHa.
YKpauHa — 3To rge-To ¢ Kpato,

Hukomy oTctoga He BuaHa.

PBéTtca nnams, pywatcsa ksapransl,
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Hand out unloads to their well-fed friends,
The Ukrainian fields are full of holes,
Where it's deeper, the prophetic Boyan
will tell you,

Because the blind can see better.

My sons won't go to war.

I'll wrap a blackbird around each of them,
And you can't reach them like the moon
from the sky,

And they will not share the guilt with you,
They'll keep their hearts pure

To trample on the curses of a foreign
country

On the bright Dnieper, on the wide Don.
Their dusty boots won't be theirs.

We'll pay through the nose. This

war, foul and wrong

We'll pay through the nose. This war, foul
and wrong,

Renders worthless the medals our
grandfathers brought

Home. Forgive me, | say, as | stand
Holding them in my hand,

Grandfather lvan, a surgeon in Leningrad
under blockade. I'd like

To know what he’d say of a missile strike
We launched against Kyiv. In that —

| quietly bow down my head.

Grandpa, my dear, | can hear your words
Was it worth fighting and dying for —

So that a Russian would now make in turn
Cry a Ukrainian girl

Or mother?

Cain, oh Cain, where is thy brother?

There is music playing in the
restaurant

There is music playing in the restaurant,
A woman, a candle, a glass of wine, good
cheer.

Ukraine—the very name means ‘at the
margins’,

Invisible to anyone in here.



C nnowaau goHocutes: “laHbbal”
XeHLmHa gBMXKEHMEM yCTanbIv
MonpaenseT Bonockl y nba.

MaTtoBasi 6enas nocyaa,

KanyunHo ¢ neHkon n gecepr.
MponnbiBaeT ganeko orctoaa

B obiMKe — 4bsi-TO ManeHbkasi CMepTb,

TO4YKOH, FOPOLLUNHOL, TOSNBKO

HwnkomMy noka 4To HEBOOMEK —

PyxHeT u ctoga, 3a 3TOT CTOMKUK

Becb B kpoBU, 6eChOopMEHHbIN KOMOK.

40 Poccuio otmeHAT. BMecTe ©

MywkuHbiMm 1 Tonctbim (2022)
Poccuto otmeHsT. BmecTte ¢ lNyLwKknHbIM 1
TonctbiMm.

Korga pacceetcs gbim

Hapg YkpauHon,

Mol okaxxemcst Ha pynHax

LlapctBa. byaem abiwaTb C TPyAOM,

N pa3butbin pogoom

B Mapwuynone — 6ygyT nnatoukom ®puabl
MogHOCUTL HaM Kaxgoe yTpo B
OGpaBypHOM puUTME —

Moa Hale MblYaHne Unn CTOH.

A Poccuto otmeHnsaT. C lNacTtepHakom u
YexoBblM,

C Mongoablipom, LLenkyH4Ynkom — B
camoM fene, 3a4emM O HUX
BcnomumHaTe Ha obrnomkax 6onbHuL, n
LLIKOS.

Ha rpaHuue BbipacTeT 4aCTOKO

C 4yepenamu ropawmmMn,

A xenesHble sillepsbl,
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Flames erupting, whole quarters tumbling,
A voice—Ukrainian—from the square:
‘Disgrace!’

The woman sighs, and with a weary
movement

Pats a curl too bold to stay in place.

Saucers, cups and plates of frosted white;
Cappuccino; something to sweeten the
breath.

And far away from here, passing by

In a haze of smoke—somebody’s little
death,

A tiny dot, a pea, except ... except
—Something no one has yet
understood—

It will come here too, and crumple at this
table,

A formless, shapeless lump, drenched in
blood.

Russia will be cancelled.

Including Pushkin and Tolstoy
Russia will be cancelled. Including
Pushkin and Tolstoy.

When all the smoke has cleared away
Above Ukraine,

We’'ll discover ourselves among the ruins
Of Empire. We'll find it hard to breathe,
And the rubble of Mariupol’s maternity
wards

Will be our Frieda’s handkerchief,
Brought to us with stirring chords each
morning

To the backdrop of our mooing or our
moaning.

Oh yes; Russia will be cancelled.
Including Pasternak and Chekhoy,
Wash ‘Em Clean, The Nutcracker—really,
why give them room

In the wreck of hospitals and schools.
A palisade with burning skulls

Will bloom along the borderline



[Moyp4aB Hanocnenok, CrHUKOT

Y Hac B U3ronoBbMu.

Mbl xe byaem TyT

TonkoBaTb NPUBLIYHO NPO MUP U TPy
M nucaTtb Bam nnucbma — U3 aga c
noboBbIo.

Ho oHu He gonayT.

41 Mo YkpauHe xoaut Buin (2022)
Mo YkpanHe xogut Bun,

LLlarHéT — n HeT MmocTa,

1 BonHoBaxa, BCSA B KPOBM,

Csucaet n3o pra,

N XapbKoB B30PBaHHbLIN XPYCTUT
B ero rHunbix 3ybax,

N cuHum [Henp B ero ropctu
Cepon 6enon nponax.

MoBepx BECHbI, NOBEpPX Nto6BM
PasbpacbiBas cmepTb,

Mo YkpanHe xogut Bun

C orpomHown byksoun Z.

O6nomok cBaCTUKK, 3uraar
[MoBepX OKOHHbIX ObIp
Kocown 4yepTon — HancKocok
3auyépkuBaet mup.

Ha TaHke, Ha cTeHe, B Nbinu,
CHapy»xu n BHyTpH

[ywn — ckopen ¢ nuua 3semnu
Cotpwm ero, cotpu!

42 N npuxoauT Bolb. (2022)

N npuxoauT BOLWb.

Tbl MOpLUMLWLCSA, HO Beabl He XOéLb.
OHa pasagyBaetcs Jonro, NoKyaa BOXAb
He npoctynuT n3-noa 6enecbix pecHuu,
YecaTbCs NO34HO — NpUKa3aHo nagatb
HUL

N oToaBaTb en BCE, YEM Tbl paHbLLE XN
[Mapk, MeTPO, KpbilLKX, KapaHdaLum

B wkonbHOM neHane, cbiHa, Ao4b,
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And the Irondrakes will growl

One final time, and rot and rust

Atop the headboards of our beds.
We'll still be here, though; on we'll roll,
Elaborating, as we do,

On peace and honest work,

And writing letters: from Hell with love.
But they will not get through.

Viy walks around the Ukraine
Viy walks around the Ukraine,

One step and there's no bridge,

And Volnovakha, flesh and veins,

Is hanging from his lip,

And the exploded Kharkiv's crunching

In his rotten teeth,

And the blue Dnieper smells with grayish
Anguish in his fist.

And over spring and over care
Viy's scattering the death,

It walks around the Ukraine
With a huge letter Z.

A piece of swastika, zigzag
that's over window holes

Is striking out the world around
With barbed wire curves

So on the tank, the wall, the dust,
Both outside and inside

Of soul, erase it quickly, now
From face of earth worldwide.

Enter a louse.

Enter a louse.

You wince, but what could happen, at any
rate?

It puffs up for a while, then through its
white eyelashes

Emerges a Great Leader.

And now it's too late

To scratch your head. You will be forced
to prostrate,

To give up the life you were leading --



Mog wuneHne: otaaBan n ybupaincs
npoyb.
Tbl NeXuwb N gyMaellb: KakK Xe TakK,
Moyemy 5, pasuHs, Tpenno, Myaak,
He npnbun ee, nokyaa 6bina mana?
Bcé xoten Tenna,
Bcé cnpen Ha gade, B ohuce, B rapaxe,
B 6ape c Tuxon My3blkor, He 3amedas —
OHa yxe
3acnoHuna nonHeba, Bbinuna dyayLLyo
BECHY.
PasgyBasch, BOLb 3aTEBAET BOMHY.
Tbl XXe 3HaTb €€ He XoTen —
A OHa CKBO3b ropbl KPOBaBbIX TN
MmapuTt Ha Tebs. Moka Tbl NneBancsa —
Tbapy —
OHa nokycana Bcex, CropaeT CTpaHa B
TMdy.
W BOT Tenepb

BOLUb NuwiaeT Tebsa Bcero —
[loma, cHa, BeceHHero ropoaa,
BblBOpa4MBaET €CTECTBO
HawnsHaHKy, 3actaBnsieT 6exarb, Kyaa
[Masa rmsagar, ocnernHyB OT SpOCTU U
CTbiaa,
M B BUCKaX rpOXOYET, TO MyuYUTENbHEN, TO
cnaben:
Bollb HEe gomKHa XUTb — HaMan eé un
y6en!

43 PasroBopbl (2022)

OH roBopuT — Tbl 3HaeLb, Y Hac TyT, MO
xoay, aa.

OHa roBopuT — ga 4to Tbl? OH roBOpUT —
noapsa

Bo€eHHbIX 1 MUPHbIX Banum. OHa roBopuT
— ha Hy!

OH roBopuT — Mo xo4y 3aLwnm TyT B XaTy
OAHY,

Haweén natb Tbica4 3enéHbiX — a xata

Goedemans 111

This park, the rooftops, cafes, your
pencils and brushes,
Even your kids.
Hand it over and get out of here, it hisses
and spits.
You lie prone, wondering: why
Was | such a fool, a dimwit, a twat
And didn't swat it when it was little?
You spent time in a cozy bar,
In your office, your country house,
You were keeping warm,
And you didn’t notice how it got this far
How the louse
Blotted out half of the sky,
Sucked the coming spring dry.
As the louse gets bigger, it starts a war.
You never bowed to it, you had no fear --
Now it watches you over corpses and
gore.
While you cringed, it was biting people;
therefore
The whole country’s sick with typhoid
fever.
And thus,

the louse deprives you of everything
Your home, your dreams, your city in
spring,
It turns it all inside out.
You run for the hills, blind with rage and
guilt
As it clangs and raps in your head,
painfully loud:
That louse, don't let it live -- seek it out
and Kill it.

Conversations

He’s like, listen, it’s hell here, fucking hell.
She’s like, are you kidding? He’s like, we
shoot and shell

Everyone, mil or civ, regardless. She’s
like, you don’t say!

He’s like, look, we dropped in this empty
house today,

And | grabbed five grand greenbacks, and
the house burned down.



y>Ke FOpUT.

OHa roBopuT — HK doura ce, Tenepb
3aKpoeM KpeauT.

OH roBopuT — paccTpensanu Tpoux,
3aBenn B KyCTbl.

OHa roBopuT — He ronodHbIN? XBataet
XOTb Bam efbl?

OH — ga Her, He ocob0. OHa — coBceM
oTtowan?

Hacunyn Tam ykpanHoK, MHE TOSbKO He
coobLan.

[MepBbii — NpUEM, HY, Kak Tam? BTopon —
Yy MEHS TULLKNHA,

[eTtn wnn no mocty. — Bropon — kakoro
poXxxHa?!

— lNepBbIN — HaBepPHO, B LLKOY, HECIN B
ploK3avKkax TeTpagku.

— Btopown — noxxanen noka?
OtpaboTtaelwb Ha obpaTke.

OH roBopuT — aneé, Mbl nx edalumm, mam.
OHa roBopuT — CKOpen BCE pasHecuTe B
Xnam.

OH roBopuT — NpUKMHbL, ebalnm
rpaXkgaHcKux, 4o.

OHa roBopuT — Hy, Aa, TaMm y Bac ropsiyo.
OH roBopu1T — Nynunn 4YeTBepO CyTOK Mo
HaMm,

[MpWKUHB, Mbl rONOBbLI HE NOAHUMANW,
Mam.

OHa roBopuT — youTbIX MHOro nn? — [lo
doura,

Ot komaHanpa, Mam, octanacb ogHa
Hora.

OHa roBopuT — KOrga BepHELLbLCS,
Ha3Banm cpok?

OH roBoOpuT — Aenunu Ha nATepbiX Naéx.
Banomanu kBapTupy, Msica Haxxapunu,
cenu ecTb.

OHa roBopuT — a CKonbKo He enn? — [la
CYTOK LLECTb.

OH roBopuT — B iepeBHE BCce pasbuTo,
pasHeceHo.
OHa roeopuT — Poccuio HeHaBuAaAT OHU
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She’s like, really, omigod, we’ll pay off the
loan.

He’s like, we’ve shot three guys, led them
into the woods.

She’s like, do you go hungry? Do you get
enough food?

He’s like, ‘s okay. She’s like, down to skin
and bones, are you?

You can rape Ukrainian girls, just don't tell
me when you do.

— One, this is Two, how’s it going, over. —
Two, this is One,

All quiet, some kids passed the bridge. —
What the fuck did they want?!

— Guess going to school, notebooks and
stuff in their packs.

— Spared them for now? Cover the target
when they go back.

He’s like, hi mom, listen, we shell them
like fuck.

She’s like, right, turn everything there into
trash and muck.

He’s like, you know, it’s all civilian targets
and stuff.

She’s like, yeah, you’re down in a hot
spot, it's tough.

He’s like, they been whacking us four
days in a row.

We were stuck with our mugs in the dirt,
you know.

She’s like, many getting killed? — He’s
like, yeah, a ton.

The commander’s dead, a leg’s left, the
rest gone.

She’s like, did they tell you when you're
going back?

He’s like, we were five guys with one
ration pack.

Broke into a home, roasted some meat
and ate.

She’s like, how long haven’t you eaten? —
Seven days or eight.

He’s like, the village is totally trashed, it's



AaBHO.

OH roBopuT — MaLUMHy BYepa
paccTpensn, Hy, aa.

A Konbka — yxe 200-bin. OHa roBopuT —
6ena.

OH roesopuT — Hagoeno, 3asTpa novay B
OTKas3.

OHa roBopuT — nocagaT, 3a4em Tbl
Nno30opuLLb Hac?

OH rosopuT — Cepéxka paHeH, nony4nT
AEHer.

Buepa Hac cTblann komaHgup, cerogHs
CTbIAMN CBALLEHHWUK:

Kak neten Bocnutaellb, NpO poavHYy n
npo YecTb.

£ cnpocun KoMaHaMpa — OH He 3Haer,
3a4eM Mbl 30eCb

44 Korna s noeny Hasag no (2022)
BoeHHo-Ipy3nHckon gopore,

3a MHOI NOTAHYTCA yNuLUbl N
npoBoAa-HeaoTporu,

MHe OBOpPUK Ha NATKN HACTYNKUT, Maxas
Oenbem Ha BepéEBke,

N nectHmubl Bcneg noberyT, opebesxa,
CMNOTbIKasACb HEMOBKO.

O6HUMYT 3a Nneyn, NOBUCHYT HA MHE
BUHOrpagHbIe NneTu,

Tawa 3a coboto YyryH 1 Kupnmy —
Kpy>xeBa Yyrypetn,

BpycyaTtka 3a MHOM NPOLLYPLUNT U
nnaTtaHbl — OKIaJ0OM WUKOHHbIM,

BopoTa B knnswem nroLe n nnetéHas
ntonbka 6ankoHa,

HacbinnoTcs B BONOCHI UCKPbI XYPMbI,
MENKONMCTBEHHbIX OYKOB,

B rnasax 3amernbkaroT KpecTbl 1
rPy3nHCKMNe rHyTble ByKBbI.

3a mHoun nonnbiBET Cononaku, JOroHUT
MeHsa OpTtayana,

LLlepLuaBon Lekoo NOTPETCH ropa, YToObl
A1 He cKyyana,

M B3MOIOT 3a MHOIO, 3ax/ionaB OKOLUKaMu,
JOMWKOB CcTan —
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nuts.

She’s like, they’ve always hated Russia’s
guts.

He’s like, yeah, | emptied a magazine into
this car, | did.

And Nick is already 200. She’s like: poor
kid.

He’s like, got enough of it, tomorrow I'm
gonna refuse.

She’s like, it's a disgrace, you'll just get
jail time, what'’s the use?

He’s like, Serge is wounded, he’'ll get
some dough at least.

Yesterday the commander took us to task,
today the priest:

Bla-bla-bla Motherland, honor, heroes
have no fear...

| asked the commander — he doesn’t
know what we’re doing here.

When | drive back down the Georgian
Military Highway

Roads and touch-me-not wires will stretch
out behind me,

A backyard will tread on my heels, waving
a line of washing,

The stairs will run behind me, clumsily
tripping and clashing.

It will cling to my shoulders, embrace me,
the old grape vine —

The lacework of Chugureti, dangling its
bricks and iron.

A boardwalk will rustle behind me,
encased in a golden plane tree,

A gate foaming up with ivy, a woven
balcony cradle.

My hair with fragile beech leaves and
sparks of persimmon peppered,

My vision speckled with crosses and
crooked Georgian letters,

I'll watch Sololaki drift by me before



N nuwb BO ABOpe neTporpagckom
noracHyT, MOHMKHYT, pacTatoT,

Cnes0t0 CKOMb3HYT MO CKyne, Kak fobsu

HEe3aKOHHOW NpUMETbI —

Korpa s noeny Hasag... Korga 4 noeay.

45 Buas xonog v cmateHue, (2022)
Bugsa nioTyio Bpaxay,

Bnas yMHbIX B nOMpayeHun

W npasutenen B 6peay —

HesacnyXeHHbIM CusiHnem
Ykpennsasa gyx v nnotb,
Mocbinaet NupocmaHu Hawm,
byarto cxanuewmce, focnogb:

C npasgHUYHON 3eMIEN HaKPbITOLO,
Ky6kom, nonHbIM A0 Kpaés,

W akTpucon Mapraputoto

B 6enom nnatbuLe eé.

BegHbin Mmmp, obrnogaH BoriHamu,
YKEnTon KOCTOYKOW NEXUT,

3a CTonoM cuasaT OOCTOMHbIE,
MpenomnstoT xned myxu,

Jleunt neHbe ayuwy BANyto,
CospeBaeT kabayok,

M KocoBOpOTKY anyto
HapgeBaeT pbibayok,

A, 4yTo6 Mup cnacTtu TabneTkow —
XBaTtuT, NOXWUNKN BO 3re —

[IOKTOp C 30HTUKOM U BETKOKO
Epert, enet Ha ocne.
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Ortchala gives chase,
A stubbly cheek of a mountainside
rubbing against my face.

And, flapping windows, behind me, a flock
of houses will soar —

And only back home in my courtyard,
they'll fade and they'll be no more.

They'll run down my cheek, like illicit love,
invisible to the eye,

When | drive back down, when | drive
back, when | drive, when |...

Seeing coldness and confusion,
Seeing hatred and disdain,
Seeing wise men in delusion,
And the rulers gone insane —

Undeservedly, but kindly,
Taking pity on us all,

God has sent us Pirosmani
To restore flesh and soul.

Earthly feast for us to sit at,
Where the wine will freely flow,
And the actress Margarita

With her dress as white as snow.

Poor world, where conflict rages,
Like a gnawed-out bone lies dead.
At the table, worthy sages

Sit together, breaking bread.

Singing heals the weary spirit,
Squashes ripen in their bed,
And the fisherman will wear it,
His shirt of scarlet red.

And to purge the world with pills —
That's enough of being cruel —



46 Mama, mama, BoWiHa, BoinHa!
(26.02.2022)

OX0 B cepaue — BUHa, BUHA.
3aroperncsa XepCcoH K paccBeTy —
MHe 3a 9TO NpOoLLEHbSA HETY:
[Mopoxrna-To — Mosi CTpaHa.

3JT0 ¢ Hawero 6onbLuaka
CepbIx TaHKOB TEYET peka —
3OTO 9 UX HE OCTaHOBUNA,

N nogHUMyT Tenepb Ha BUMbl
C Hawen ynuubl napeHbKa.

Mama, mama, n3-3a meHsi

Hawwmm xnonuam Kpuyat — pycHs,
Ybupantecb, Mbl Bac He 3Banu!

N apy3bsa HOYyOT B noaBarne

B mnnom XapbkoBe — n3-3a MeHs.

N B XKynaHnax ropaT goma.

A, HaBepHO, CXOXYy C yma —

C kaxabIM BbICTperioMm no YkpanHe —
MeTepOypr n CapatoB paHeH, I mon gom
HaKpbIBaeT Mrna.

3OTO s BUHOBATA, A,

Yto ¢ ybuinueto, cTpax Tas,
[MpoxuBana B ogHOW KBapTUpe:
BoT cTouT OH B Mupe, Kak B TUpe,
KapTty komkas n kpos.

Mama, mama, BomHa, BonHa!

OX0 B cepaue — BMHa, BUHA.

KTO ropuT, KTO youT, KTO paHeH?

C kaxabiM BbICTpeniom no YkpanHe —
YObiBaeT Mosi CTpaHa.
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His umbrella at a tilt,
Comes a doctor on his mule.

Mama, mama, war, war!

In the heart echoing — guilty, guilty
Kherson burning in the morning raw
Oh, I cannot be forgiven, for

My country brought fire, my country.

There’s the highway running by
With its river of tanks grim flowing
| didn’t stop them, did I, did I?
Now from our street there is a guy
Raised up on pitchforks, showing.

Mama, mama, because of me

They’re shouting to our lads — hey Russki
Fuck off, you’re not invited, see!

Friends sleep in basements and freeze

In lovely Kharkiv, because of me.

Houses in Zhuliany are aflame

And | am crazy like a dog.

With each shot fired in Ukraine,
Petersburg and Saratov are maimed
And my house is cloaked in fog.

It's my fault, |, hiding my fear,

Lived with the killer in my head

In the same apartment here

He’s in the shooting gallery now, | fear,
Ripping the map to shreds.

Mama, mama, war, war!

In the heart echoing — guilty, guilty
Who'’s killed, who’s wounded for
With each shot in this Ukrainian war
My country shrinks, my country



47 dawmncTbl CTPENSIOT N0 XapbKoBy,
®awmcTbl cTpensatoT no Knesy. (2022)
BbICOTKM YepHetoT orapkamu.
dawmncTbl, CKaXxnTe, Kakne Bbl?

HaBepHo, congaTbl BepmaxTa,
MogHsBLWKMECHA U3 npaxa,

N3 XapbkoBa caenas [epHuKy,
PacctpenvBatotr BonHoBaxy.

HaBepHO, BOT-BOT yCrbiLly S,

Kak B punbme, 3acTpsaBLUEM C AeTCTBA
B mo3ry, — nog, poaHbIMU KpbILLamu
Taxénbln A3blK HEMELKKUA —

KopoTkyto, HEHaBUCTHYO
[MOLWEYMHY — peyb YyXYIO.

Ho crnoBo netut Hapg BbICTpenamu
PogHoe — ¢ yma cxoxy a7?

Ho cnoBo roput — noxapamu,
N s ero noHumato.

Y nydwe 66l 9Ta apmus
Bbina BoobLie Hemas.

A npymana 6bl — 3a “Turpamun’”
®oH Knencrta unun MaHwTtenHa
[MoTaHeTCA NeHTa C TUTpamu,
A TaHKK pacTaloT — TEeHbHO.

Ho HeT, He dhamncTbl — pycckme
Mo Tem xe goporam myarcs,

N 37O He peKoHCTpyKuuS,

A 0bsIBONOBO npuyacTue.

N nnownT 6€3yMHbIN MOMoT
LiBeTywine ropoga.

Hu BHYyKM Hac He oTMonNAT,
Hu npasHykn. Hukorga.
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The Nazis are shooting at Kharkiy,
They are shooting at Kyiv too
Skyscrapers turn black with cinders.
Tell me, Nazis, just who are you?

You’re probably Wehrmacht soldiers,
Rising up from the dead ground,

To turn Kharkiv into Guernica,

And bomb Volnovakha down?

I’'m half expecting to hear,

Like an old movie stuck in my brain,
Resounding under native roofs —
The cruel German accent again.

Curt, brutal and hateful —

The face-slap of alien speech.

But the words that fly with the bullets
Are native — am | crazy, | screech?

The burning words are my own
And | know each one as it comes
And | wish this army was silent —
Completely speechless and dumb.

Then | could think — of the panzers
Of Von Kleist or of Manstein

And the end credits will roll away
And the tanks dissolve on the screen.

But no they’re not Nazis, but Russians,
Hurtling across the same levels,

And this is no reconstruction

But a communion with the devil.

And this insane hammer is crushing
Flourishing cities with pain.

No grandchildren will ever pray for us
Nor great grandchildren. Never again.



48 [ywmaiite o BoiiHe, (2022)
[ymaiTe o BoWHe,

He 3abbiBanTe 0 Hen

Hu Ha MyHYTY.

Noka Mbl obegaem 3a CTOrnom,
Ockonok BnetaeT B CTEHHOMW NPOSIOM
K komy-To.

[Moka mMbl onasgbiBaem Ha

Paboty, noka roBopum: “BecHa” —

OT cHapsina obBanuBaeTcs CTeHa,
Bo aBope BopoHka, CTpenkon
KoMnaca Ha e€ Kpato

JlexuT, ykasbiBasi B MOKO

CTOpOHY — 1 B TBOK —

Pyka pebéHka.

[dymante npo BONHY

no Aopore Ha NoYTy 1 MarasuH,
[dymanTte npo BONHY

cpenu poaHbIX OCUH

W cpean uyxunx, npocbinascb U 0TXo4s KO
CHY,

He octaBnante eé ogHy,

Hu Bkntovas KOMNbIOTEP, HU CaasiCb Ha
ANBaH —

[MoTOMY 4YTO OHa MAET K BaM.

49 Mbl ¢ To6oW — fe3epTupbl UMNepun,
(2022)

Bbi3biBatoLLeN CKYKY U CTpax
Bopo6bsiMU C HAMOKLLMMM NEPLAMM
Mbl CMMM Ha YYXUX NPOBOAaX.

[Ooe 6ynbBapbl C HAPAOHBIMU NNATBAMM,
PU3KYNbTYPHUKK, AEBA C BECITOM?
Hac ¢ To6on npoBoOXaloT NPOKMAATLAMM,
A 3annadem — kpuyar: “Nogenom!”

He cmornn, He cymenu, He caroxunu,
[MpoBanunuck B KpoBaBble CHb,

A Tenepb-TO NogyMan, KOMY e Mbl,
Heymexu n TpycCbl, HY>KHbl.

HesHakomble nnowaan, ctaHuum,
KTO-TO 3€pPHBbILLIKO CNOBUT, rMAaunLUb,
A KOMy-TO nof Beyep JoCTaHeTcsH
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Think about the wair,

Think about the war,

Don't forget it any more,

Even for a little bit.

While we’re at the table for breakfast,

A bomb breaks a wall and in the blast
Someone’s directly hit.

And as we pause, late for work

To say, ‘It's spring’, meanwhile,

The wall collapses from the missile,
Making a crater as it lands

And like a compass from its rim

Pointing to my side — and yours — grim,
There is a child’s hand.

Think about the war

Going to the post and to the store,

With neighbours and strangers

Think always about the war,

When you're going to sleep or just awake,
Don’t give it a moment’s break,

Turning on your laptop or making a brew,
Yes, she is coming, she is coming to you.

You and | are the empire's deserters,
Feathered bundles of boredom and fear,
Soaking wet, now the drizzle has caught
us,

We are perching on wires up here.

Pretty frocks on the elegant grass,
Sculpted athletes, the girl with an oar,
All is gone. People curse as we pass,
And they sneer at us — “Cry me some
more!”

Should've, would've, but didn't. They won.
Our dreams are now drowned in blood.
Are we anything now, anyone,

Clumsy cowards who thought that we
could?



Tonbko B cnuHy 3nopagHoe: “Koiw!”

50 Mbi Toxe GeXeHLbI, Mbl TOXe
oTweneHubl — (2023)

[ylwia 3aBoauT XanoCTHbIE NECHMU,

Kak npubnaTHEHHbLIN HULMI B
ANEKTPUYKe —

Mbil TOXe... He no3opbcs, uctepumyka,
Cama nogymam — Hy, kakue TBou 6eapbl,
He y Tebs ke — HY BOAbI, HX CBETA,
CHapsia Hag ronoBon He y Tebs xe
[yron ceeTawenca — pBaHET nnu
NPOMaXeT.

Tebsa He ybuBanu, He NbiTanu,

Bcé octanbHoe, 3Haelwb nu, getanu.
Tbl He cToANa 3a rymaHUTapKou,

TBOM AOM MOKUHYTBIA — HO C POHaPEM U
apkou,

CTekno 1 TO He BLINETENO Aaxe,

W xnonbsi CHEXHble Hag, HAM — Kak nyx
neésKuN.

Kakune ropectu TBOM, Kakue ablpbl,

Tbl He B nogBane cnuwb? — BoT n
3aTKHUCb, NPOHbIPA.
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Unfamiliar squares and stations,

Here's to pecking at crumbs, look at you,
Though by nighttime, the likeliest mention
We would get is a menacing “Shoo!”

We're homeless too, we too are fleeing —
My soul starts miserably keening,

A dodgy beggar on a train — Girl, psycho,
get yourself restrained, Just ask yourself,
what is your plight? Left without water,
without light — That isn't you. A missile
whistles — It's not your home it strikes or
misses. You've not been killed, you've not
been tortured, The rest is details. You are
fortunate You never had to queue for aid.
You left your home — but it remained
Intact, its archway, glass — not shattered,
Just flakes of snow like feathers fluttered.
What is your grief, what have you lost?
You safely sleep. Shut up, impostor.
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