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Haiueii Tuxoii Ha 1K1 bI TEHb OCTAHETCsI JIoMa,
OTpaskasich B 1J1a3ax TexX, KTo IOMHUT 0 HaC.

M 11po10JIKUTCSI CHOBA JKU3Hb, KAK Hallla KOT1a-To,
W, KOHEYHO, MHbIE OY/LYT IIECHYU 3BYYaTh,

Ho cep/i1ia uyejioBeu b, KaK Ha/Ie3K /I bl COJIJIAThI

ByyT CHOBA 1 CHOBA M CTPA/IaTh, U MEYTATD.

barbip bepabieB

The shadow of our quiet hope will stay at home,
Reflected in the eyes of those who remember us.
And life will continue, as our life was once lived,
And, of course, other songs will be sung,
But human hearts, like soldiers of hope

Will again and again both suffer and dream.

Batyr Berdyev




CTUXU BITOM U3JIaHUN ObLIN HallMCaHbl baTblpoM bep/ibleBbiM,
OBIBIINM JIUIIJIOMATOM U MUHUCTPOM WHOCTPAHHBIX J1€J1
TypKMeHUCTaHa, B TIOpbMeE B 1Iepuo/i, ¢ jJekaopst 2002 rojia 110
MapT 2003 rojia. OpuruHajibHblie pYKOIUCU ObIJIN BbIBE3€H bl

TaKoOM 13 THOPbMbBI N TIepeJaHbl MHOCTPAaHHBIM 3HAKOMBIM.

Ima RRU2a ROCGAWLACMCA HcePMEaM
This book is dedicated to the victims of enforced
HACUALCMBEEHHO020 UCHE3HOBGEHUA
disappearance in Turkmenistan and their families

8 Typrmenucmane u ux Cembvam

The poetry in this volume was written by Batyr Berdyev, former
diplomat and Minister of Foreign Affairs of Turkmenistan, between
December 2002 and March 2003 while he was in prison. The
original manuscripts were smuggled out of prison and given to

foreign acquaintances.
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HacuiibcTBEHHBIE NCYE3HOBEH M ST
B TypRkMeHucrane

HacuibcTBEHHbIE ICYE3HOBEH U 51 jHOjl,e]‘/JIY ITPUTOBOPEHHDBIX K
JJINTEJIbHBIM CPOKAM THOPEMHOT0 3aKJIFOUYECH WS, SIBJISTFOTCSI OJlH()l7| ns3
CaMBbIX OCTPBIX IIpOﬁJIeM B 06J1acTU ITpaB YyeJioBeKa B T\/pl(MeHV{C'I‘aHE.
JIoku1a1bl KaMiiaHum «lTokasyKuTe ux sKuBbIMu!» CBUJETEJIILCTBYIOT O
IMOCTOSITHHOM ITPUMEHEH U U 3TOI IIpO'I‘I/IBOBaKOIIIIOVI IMPAKTUKW HAYUHASI
¢1990-x roji08. Ha llaC'I'OSIIII,Mﬁ MOMEHT KaMIIaHW s 3a/IOKYMEHTUPOBaJIa
60Jiee COTHU cJjryyaeB HaXO0sK IeHU I JIK))LEVI B TIOpbME B 1OJIHOI

N30JISITTIUN CPOKOM 1O 15 sier.

CorstacHo MesK/IYHAPOTHOMY TTaKTY 0 IPasKTAHCKUX U TOJIUTUYECKUX
1paBax, HACUJIHLCTBEHHbIE UCYE3HOBEH U ST SIBJISTIOTCSI TPYOLIM
HapyllleHneM 1pas yejaoBeka. Kpome Toro, 310 popma 6ecuesioBevHOro
1 YHUIKAIOIIET0 JI0CTOMHCTBO 06pallleH sl Kak B OTHOIIEH Y
3aKJIIOYEHHDBIX, TaK U YJIEHOB UX ceMell U, TakKUM 06pa3om, oHa
nporusopeunt Kousenuuu OOH mpoTus nbIToK. TyprkMeHUcTaH
parudunnposa kak [akT, Tak ¥ KOHBEHILUIO ITPOTUB MBITOK, &

€ro KOHCTUTYIIMOHHbIE HOPMbI I10/14EPKUBAIOT, YTO HAlLMOHAJIHHOE
3aKOHO/IATEJIbCTBO J0JIJKHO COOTBETCTBOBATH MEYK,/1YHAPOLHOMY
npasy. TYpKMEHCKOE YI0JI0BHOE 3aKOHO/IATEJIbCTBO HE JI0ITYCKAeT
110JIHOI M30JISIIMY 32 KJI0UEHHBIX HE3aBUCUMO O COBEPIIIEHHOI0
npecryuieHust. Tem He MeHee, BJ1aCTU CTPaHbl HAJATAT 3T0 CYPOBOE
HaKasaHue Ha TeX JII0/IEN, KOI'o OHM CUMTAIOT I0JINTUYECKOI YI'PO30ii
JIJ151 CBOEIT abCOoJIIOTHOI BJlacTu. B pe3yjibrare 9ToMY JKeCTOKOMY 1
HE3aKOHHOMY HAKA3aHU IO [10/IBEPIJINCH JECSITKI JII0/IEN, B OCHOBHOM
1IPABUTEIbCTBEHHBIX YUHOBHUKOB, YbU BLICKA3bIBAH UL, BV SIHUE
WJIN 110JI0JKEeH e B 06111€CTBE ObIJIN TPOU3BOJIBHO MHTEPIPETUPOBAHDI

BJIACTSIMU B KQYeECTBE YI'PO3bI.

Enforced disappearances
in Turkmenistan

Enforced disappearance of people sentenced to long prison terms is one
of the most acute human rights problems in Turkmenistan. Reports by
the Prove They Are Alive! campaign indicate evidence of continuous
application of this unlawful practice since the 1990s. The campaign has
currently documented more than a hundred cases of people kept in full
isolation in prison for up to 15 years.

Enforced disappearance is a grave human rights violation according to
the International Covenant on Civil and Political Rights. In addition, it

is a form of inhuman and degrading treatment both for the disappeared
individuals and for their families, thus falling also under the scope of’

the UN Convention against Torture. Turkmenistan has ratified both the
Covenant and the Convention against Torture, and its constitutional
framework stresses that domestic legislation must comply with
international law. Turkmen criminal legislation does not permit full
isolation of prisoners, regardless of the crime committed. Nevertheless,
the authorities are imposing this harsh punishment on anyone they
consider to be a political threat to their absolute power. As a result, dozens
of people, mostly government officials who were arbitrarily perceived as a
threat due to their opinions, influence, or visibility have been subjected to
this cruel and illegal punishment.

Most of the disappeared were arrested following a wave of repressions
that shook the country in the early 2000s. The largest group of
disappeared is accused of an assassination attempt on then President of
Turkmenistan Saparmurat Niyazov on 25 November 2002.



BoJbIITMHCTBO UCUYE3HYBIIUX ObIJIN apECTOBAHbI B X0,/1€ BOJIHBI
peripeccuii, moTpsiciimx crpany B Havase 2000-X 10/10B. Camast 60Jb11ast
IpyIia ncye3HyBImx 6blja 06BMHEHA B ONBITKE IOKYIIEHU N 25
Hos16pst 2002 ro1a Ha Canapmypara HusizoBa, KOTOPBIN SIBJISIICS HA TOT

MOMEHT ITPE3n JIEHTOM 'I'\/[’)I(!\/IGIII/IC'I'alla.

[TocsieioBaBIIAsI BOJIHA apecToB ooy 1 uia Opranusalinio mo
6esomacHocTu v coTpyaHuuectsy B EBporie (OBCE) ununumuposarn
TaK Ha3bIBaeMblii MOCKOBCKMIT MEXaHN3M, KOTOPBII 1103BOJISIET
rocyjapcrsaM-yuacruukam O5CE paccieoBaTh 1 peirarh cepbesHbie
11p0o0OJIeMbl ITPaB YeJI0BeKa, CYIIECTBYIONLIE B JII0GOM Irocy,1apcTBe
OBCE. Crientnaibubil JokJaauuK OBCE 110 TypKMeHUCcTaHy 10 1pooHO
onucajJ MHOrOYMCIEHHbIC HAPYIIIEH W 11PAB YeJI0BEKa, KOTOpbIe

ObIJIM COBEPIIIEHBI B X0/I€ ApEeCTOB, Cy1e0HbIX Pa3dupaTeabeTB U
1OCJIe/LYIONIETo JIMIIEHU ST CBOOO1BI TEX, KTO ObIJI BOBJICUYEH B ITOTIBITKY
nepesopora. Cpejiu 9TnX HapyueHnii B 10KJ1a,/1e 0TMevai0ch

3ajiepyKaHue 0€3 CBs131 C BHEIIIHUM MUpPOM.

Curyariust Haxoiuaach B poKyce BHUMAHMSI JIBYX PE30JTIOIL NI
I'enepasibHoll Accam6ien OOH B 2003 1 2004 rojiax. B2006 rojy
curyalns ¢ ICYE3HYBIIUMI BHOBD YIIOMUHAJIACH B JIOKJ1a/1€

I'enepasibHOro cekperapst OOH 110 nnpaBam yesjiopexka B TypkMeHucTaHe.

CwMomeHTa HayaJ1a Kamilanuu «llokaskure nx skusbimu!» B 2013

I0J1y MEK/LYHAPO,/IHbIC OPraHn3alL M1 HEOLHOKPATHO BblJIBUTIAJIN
TPeOGOBAHM S 0 TOM, UTOGHI TYPKMEHUCTAH IPEKPATU ITY IPAKTUKY,
YTO COOTBETCTBOBAJIO peKomMeH JaliusiM kKamianun. Komurer OOH 1o
npasam yesoBeka u Komurer OOH 11poTuB 1bITOK HEJJlaBHO BHOBDL YETKO
03BYUNJIN ITY 11eJ1b, B TO BpeMs Kak EBporielickuii Coro3 peryJsisipHo
IbITAeTCsl HANTYU pelenue 9Toil pobJeMbl B paMKax cBoero Jluasora o

IpaBaM yeJjlioBeKka ¢ ']'ypl(,\/[CIl NCTaHOM.

The subsequent wave of arrests prompted the Organization for Security
and Cooperation in Europe (OSCE) to launch the so-called Moscow
Mechanism, which allows OSCE participating states to investigate and
solve serious human rights problems taking place in any OSCE state. An
OSCE Special Rapporteur for Turkmenistan described in great detail the
extensive human rights violations that were perpetrated in the arrest,
trial, and subsequent imprisonment of those involved in the attempt.

Among these violations, the report noted incommunicado detentions.

The situation was in the focus of attention of two UN General Assembly
resolutions in 2003 and 2004. In 2006, the situation of the disappeared
was again referred to in the UN Secretary General’s Report on Human
Rights in Turkmenistan.

Since the Prove They Are Alive! campaign was launched in 2013,
international organizations have consistently demanded that
Turkmenistan ceases this practice in accordance with the campaign’s
requests. The UN Committee on Human Rights and the UN Committee
against Torture recently issued clear calls with this purpose, while the
European Union regularly tries to find a solution through its Human
Rights Dialogue with Turkmenistan.

In 2015 and 2016, the European Parliament postponed ratification

of'a Partnership and Cooperation Agreement between the EU and
Turkmenistan on human rights grounds—including enforced
disappearances. In October 2014, the UN Human Rights Committee
issued a decision on the case of Boris Shikhmuradov, former Minister

of Foreign Affairs of Turkmenistan, acknowledging him as a victim of’
enforced disappearance and numerous other human rights violations.
The Committee ruled that Turkmenistan is under obligation to disclose
information about where he is detained, provide him and his family with

an effective remedy, and prevent similar violations in the future.
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B 20151 2016 rojax EBporieiicKuii mapjamMeHT 0TJ0K U paTuduKaIuio

CorJjlalieHusi o apTHepCTBE U coTpyaHnyecTse Mesk 1y EC u
TYpPKMEHUCTAHOM 13-3a 11po6JieM B cpepe 1paB uesioBeKka, BKatovast
HACUJIbCTBEHHDBIE Mcue3HoBenust. B okTsaope 2014 roja Komurer OOH
110 TpaBaM yeJI0BeKa ITPUH S pellieHue 110 J1eJ1y ObIBIIEro MUHUCTpA
VHOCTPAHHBIX jie1 TyprkMeHucTana bopuca I1InxmypajioBa, ipusHan
€ro KepTBOI HACUJIHLCTBEHHOTO MCUE€3HOBEH M SI U MHOTOUMCIEHHBIX
JIPYTUX HAPYIIEH U TpaB yesioBeKa. KOMUTET oCTaHOBUIL, UTO
TypKMEHUCTAH 06s13aH PACKPHITH MHPOPMATINIO 0 TOM, TJI€ OH
cojiepyKuTest, nposecTn 3(hheKTUBHOE BOCCTAHOBJIEHNE €10
HapYHIEHHBIX TIPAB U IIPAB €0 PO HBIX U TPEJOTBPATUTE 110100HbIe

HapyHIeHu s B 6yLyI1eM.

Xorst TYPKMEHCKME BJACTU OTHACTU ITPU3HAJIN CYIIIECTBOBaAHME 9TOI
npoﬁﬂemm MIIPEeJ0CTAaBUJIN HEKOTOPYIO CKY/JIHYIO l/[Hd’)OpMa][l/”O
B 3aKPBITHIX JUCKYCCUAX C MEIKIYHAPOHBIMU OPTAHU3ATIVSIMUL,

npoﬁﬂema BCe€ €llle OYeHb JaJjieKa 0T peaJIbHOT'O PETITEeH M ST,

Pernenne npo6ne1vlm HACUJIBCTBEHHBIX UCUE3HOBEH T HA cCaMoM JieJie
3aKJII0YAETCSI HE B 0CBOOOYK IEH N 3aKIIOUYEHHBIX 110 UCTEYEeHU U CpoKa
X HaAaKA3aHWS UJIN B UX TIOMUJIOBAHUUW 1 HE B TIEepe1avye l/lH(bOpMa][l/ll/l

0 HUX MEYK/LYHAPO/LHBIM OpraHusalnsm. Periesme 3akjarnyaercs

B oGecrieueHnmn JOCTYIIA K 3aKJHYEHHBIM JIJI5I UX POJICTBEHHUKOB,
aJIBOKATOB M HE3aBUCUMBbBIX HA0JI }OJla'I'eJIeI7[, TaKMX, HaITpuMep, Kak

MesK 1 yHapo, L HbI KomuTeT KpacHoro Kpecra.

Peniennem siBjisieTcst He3ame/ 1lJInTeJbHoe obeciieyeHne KOHTaKkTa
C BHEIITHUM MU POM, KOTOPOTO BCE €I11e HE UMEIOT JECATKU JI}O,fI,eVI,

NCYE3HYBIIINE B THOpbMaX TypKMen ncraHa.

While the Turkmen authorities half-acknowledged the problem and
provided some scant information in their closed-doors discussions with
international organizations, they are still very far from a real solution.

In fact, the solution to enforced disappearance is not releasing people
at the end of their terms, or on pardon or otherwise, or exchanging
information with international organizations. The solution is to ensure
access to prisoners by their relatives, by lawyers, and by independent
monitors such as the International Committee of the Red Cross.

The solution is immediate contact with the outside world—and this
is not happening for the dozens of people who have disappeared in
Turkmenistan’s prisons.



O Kamnmanun «Iloxka;kure uX >k UBbIMU!

TTpaBo3aimuTHas KaMianu st «[TokaKuTe X SKUBLIMI!» Gblla HavaTa B
ceHTsiope 2013 Toj1a TPYIITIOI HETTPABUTEIHLCTBEHHBIX OpTaHU3aluii U3
pas3JiMuHbIX cTpaH. Bkamnanuu yyactBytoT Crude Accountability, IlenTp
pasBuTUs IeMOKpaTunnipaBuesiopexa, Freedom Files, ITpaBo3aininTHbIi
1eHTp «Memopuai», HopBeskcKuii XeJbeMHKCKUi KomuteT, Human Rights

Watch u TpasKaaHCKUEe aKTUBUCTHI U3 T\/I)KMGHMCTaHa.

KaMImaHusIB3auMOIeNCTBYET CMESKITPABUTETbCTBEHHBIMITOPTaHU 31U 5I-
MU, BKTtouYast Opranusanuio OobesuHeHHbiX Hatuit, ObCEu EBpornerickuit
Co103,a TaKyKe C TPaBUTEIHCTBAMU U TTapJaMeHTaMu MHOTUX TOCYIapCTB

1N CMEKTYHAPOJAHBIM I'PaKJaHCKUM OﬁII[eCTBOM,

11eJ1b10 KaMITaHU M SIBJISIETCS 3a11LUTa [1PaB 60JIbIIOr0 YMCIa 3aKIH0YEH-
HBIX, 0TOBIBAIOIIMX IJINTEIbHBIE CPOKM HAKAZAHU ST BTYPKMEHCKUX TIOPh-
Max, 0 KOTOPBIX HeT MHMOPpMAIUM cO BpeMeH U BhIHECEH U ST UM ITPUTOBO-
pa. Kammanus Tpedyer, YTo6b! BaacTn TypKMeHucTaHa mpejocTaBuin
PO/ICTBEHHUKAM MCUYE3HYBIINX MHMOPMATLNI 06 X MECTOHAXOK JIEHU U 1
COCTOSIHUM, Pa3peNInin J0CTYII K HUM B COOTBETCTBIY € HAILMOHAJILHBIM
3aKOHO/IATEIHCTBOM U MEYK/1YHAPOIHBIMI CTaH IapTaMu, U YT06bI

BJIACTY HE3aMe/IJINTEIBHO TPEKPATUIIN ITPAKTUKY COIePIKAHU ST 3aKIIH0-

YEHHBIX B TTOJIHOI N30JIATINN.

Biulactn Typl(,VIeH ncraHa TakyKe J10JIZKHBI obecrieunTh JOCTVYITQ/IBOKATOB
N HE3aBUCNMBIX ||a6;1mj|‘a'renei/'|, aTaKyKenmepecMoTpeTh BbIHECEHHBIE CY-
)leﬁllhlepelllelll/lfl BCOO'I‘BQ'I‘C’I‘BI/IIACyl'())l()Blll)l,VlI/Iyl'())l()BHO*IIp()l],eCCyaJllr
HBIM KOJIEKCaMU ']‘\/[’)I(Me[l ncraHanmMesK/J1yHapo/JJHBIMU COTJIalli€eHUsIMU O

IrpaBax yeJjioBeka, [’)a’l‘lﬂ(bl/lll,v[ pPOBaHHBIMU c‘l‘pauoﬁ.

About the Prove They Are Alive! campaign

The human rights campaign Prove They Are Alive! was launched in Sep-
tember 2013 by a group of NGOs from different countries. The campaign
team includes Crude Accountability, Centre for Development of Democracy
and Human Rights, Freedom Files, Human Rights Centre Memorial, Nor-
wegian Helsinki Committee, Human Rights Watch, and civic activists in

Turkmenistan.

The campaign works with intergovernmental organizations including the
United Nations, the OSCE, and the European Union, as well as with gov-
ernments and parliaments of numerous countries, and with international

civil society.

The objective of the campaign is to protect the rights of the many detainees
serving long-term sentences in Turkmen prisons, about whom no infor-
mation is available since their sentencing. The campaign demands that the
authorities of Turkmenistan provide information to the relatives of the
disappeared about their whereabouts and their situation, allowing access
and contact according to domestic law and international standards, and
that the authorities immediately halt the practice of keeping prisoners in

full isolation.

The authorities of Turkmenistan should also ensure access by lawyers and
independentmonitorsandreviewrelevantcourtcasesaccordingto the Crim-
inaland Criminal Procedural Codes of Turkmenistanand theinternational

human rights agreements ratified by the country.

|
\ /
ﬂ__

Prove Thev A Aune!

WWW.PROVETHEYAREALIVE.ORG
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IIpeauciioBue

SloyeHb J10J1I0 HE MOT HallueaTh 3To IpejIncjioBue K TOPEMHbBIM CTXaM
barnl pa HCD,/‘I,I)ICBa, - M HE IOTOMY, HTO sl HE JIn'TepaTypoBe/l, BEJ/Ib N

barbl p HE OBl 1109TOM, OH CaM TTucaJl 06 3TOM U3 THOPbMBDBI...

[lepeunrbiBasiHalrcannoe Barbipom, MHe oueH b TPy LHO ObIJIO 110161 paTh
CJIOBA, UTOOBI BLIPA3UTHL CBOM OTILYIILEH U SITOCK U M 6e3Ha,/1eKHOCTU, yMHO-
JKEHHDbIE Ha YYBCTBO 6ECCUIBHON stpocTu. IlepBoe 11po HEBO3MOYKHOCTH
nepejiarh 06bIYHBIMI CJIOBAMU COCTOSIHME JITOJIEi, CO3HAIONINX, YTO OHU
HaBcer/1a, JalpakTuyeck Tak, - HaBcer/ja3aMypoBatbl BKaMeH Hble Melll-
K1 6€3BCSIKOM Ha/IesK bl YBUJIETH POIHBIX UJII0OUMBIX. BropoeajipecoBa-
HO KOHKPETHBIM JIFO/ISIM, HbIHEIITHUM BOYK JIsIM TYPKMEHU U, TPYCIANUBBIM,
HOJIJIBIM U JKECTOKUM.. YHUX ObIJIN BCE BO3MOYKHOCTU ITOJIOKUTH KOHEII,
TOMY ITPECTYIICH IO, HAUaBIIIEMYCSI TTPU TTPOIIJION BJACTY, ITPEKPATUTH
HecuesioBevHOE 0bpallieHne ¢ J1ecsITKaMUJII0/1ei, 3aKII0UEHHBIMU BTIOPh-
Max B IOJIHOW M30JISIILUY OT BHEIITHET'0 MUPa, U OCTAHOBUTDH CTPajiaHu sl
UX pOIHBIX. OJLHAKO OHU HUYEro He C/Ie/1alll B TeUeHue 3TUX JT0JTUX JIeT,
0TKA3bIBAIOTCS JJasKe [TPU3HATH ITPOOJIEMY, U TI0ITOMY HECY'T HOJIHY IO MO~
paJIbHYIO 1 IIPABOBYIO OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 32 9T0 1POJL0JIYKAOIILEecs JKe-
CTOKOE IIpecTylieHne .

SLoueHb 100 COBUPAJICS C JLYXOM, UTOObI pelnThest Harucars o barbipe
- JIa ¥ HE TOJILKO 0 HEeM, BE/Ih CPe/i i UCUe3HYBIIUX B TYPKMEHCKUX 3aCTeH-
KaxX MHOT'0 3HAKOMbBIX MHe JITO/Ieii, B TOM YucJjie Moii Xopouinii jipyr bopuc

THIUXMYPpajioB - OTTOro, YTo 51 YaCTO JyMalo 0 HUX...

Cbarbipom bepjbieBbIM Hac o3HakoMu bopuc IHIuxmypaos, KOToporo
barbip cMeHUI HA TIOCTY MUHUCTPA MHOCTPAHHBIX J1eJI. MBI BCTpeyajiuch
C HUM BCEro 1apy pas. ¥ MeHsl OH 0CTaJjICsl B [IaMs TV OYE€HDb UCKPEHHUM,
€CTeCTBEHHBIM B CBOUX MOV SIX YEJI0BEKOM, MHTEJIUTeHTHBIM 110 CBOEi
BHYTpPEHHell, yHeBHoI oprannsainy. B Hem 4yBcTBOBaJIACh ellle Hepa-
cTpayeHHast SHeprust JeincTBUil, KOTOPYIO OH HaJleslyicsl peajin3oBarh B

POJLHOIL CTpate, 0Cjie HECKOJILKIX JIeT paboThl B Bete.

Preface

Ittook me along time to write thisintroduction to the poems Batyr Berdyev
wrote in prison, and not because I am not a literary critic—Batyr was nota

poet; he himselfwrote that from prison...

Readingthrough whatBatyrwrote,Ifounditreallydifficultto find the words
Lo express my feelings of melancholy and despair, along with the feeling of’
helpless rage. Melancholy and despairat the impossibility of using common
wordstodescribe the condition ofthose whoareaware thattheyare forever-
yes, that is basically it: forever immured in a prison cell without any hope
of'seeing theirrelativesand loved ones. Helpless rage at concrele people, the
current leadership of Turkmenistan--cowardly, base, and cruel. They had
everyopportunity toend thiscrime, which the previousregime had started,
to stop the inhuman treatment of dozens of people who were imprisoned
in total isolation from the outside word, and to stop the suffering of their
relatives. However, they have done nothing for theselonginterveningyears;
theyhave notevenacknowledged the problem. Because of this, they bear full
moral and legal responsibility for this ongoing, cruel, crime.

It took me a long time to pluck up my courage to decide to write about
Batyr—and not only about him. Among the disappeared in Turkmen
torture chambersare alotolpeople I know,including my good (riend, Boris

Shikhmuradov. Thatis why I think about them oflen...

Boris Shikhmuradovintroduced me to Batyr Berdyev, who took his place as
Minister of Foreign Affairs. We only meta couple of times. I remember him
asvery sincere, emotionally open person, cultured in hisinternal, spiritual
orientation. One felt in him undissipated energy Lo act, which he hoped to

realize in his home country afler several years of working in Vienna.

Of course, Batyr was aromantic..this can be seen by reading from the lines

of his prison poetry—Ltragic, soul searing, and, simultaneously, radiant.



KoHeuHoKe, EZI'TT)ID GT)UTDOMZIHTMKOM... ATOBBIYUTHIBACTCS U3 JIOTITE/LITTAX
JOHACETO TIOPEMHDBIXTTOITUYECKUX CTPOK, - TPATUYECKUX, PBYTITUX JIYIITY

", 0THOBPEMEHHO, CBETJIHIX.

IyobL noMHAM MEoux 2y06 CMeHanb3,
Pyru nomuam racanba pyru,
ITomHuwb, Bena, Xuamom, céudanbe

U poscoecmeetcruUe RAOARU.

...Boicusnu npasednam eosce A He OblLi,

Teoa ceamocmsb cnacana MetA...

KoHeuHo, KTo, YnTast 9TU CTPOUKN IT0-PYCCKU, HE BCIIOMHUT 3/1€Ch TT09TU-
yecyryaaubCepres EceHnnal Ho, 3Has1, BKaKUX 3aTXJIBIX, ChIPBIX, HE 3HA-
TONINX COJTHILA CTEHAX, BLIBOJISITCSI 9TU CTPOKU, TO HATIPSITAellh YyBCTBa,
YTOOBI TIOHSITD, - 9TA Y/IaJIb HATIOJIHIET JIeTKie, 1aeT ILITIATH U BOJHYeT
MaMsITh 3aMYPOBAHHOMY Y3HUKY...

M 6oJIBIIE TOT0, CKAYKY BOT UTO: HE YBEPEH, UTO PA3TyJILH I, JTI00BEOOUTH-
HBIN U TParmyecKuil pyccknii moaT ECEHMH cMOT 6bI 0CTATHCSI TAKNM B yC-
JIOBUSIX, B KOTOPBIX TYPKMEHCKII iutioMar bep/jibieB B pyTr 06Hapy Kl

ceos TparnyeCKMm, Ho CBETJILIM ITO9TOM.

barbip He 3a6J1yIK 1aJ1Cs1 110 TIOBO/1Y CBOET0 Oy /LY IIEr0, XOTs U HE 0CTaBJIST
Ha /K I HAJTYYIIN nucxoj. Yxe yepesmecsiiociecsoeroapecra, 7 sitnpapsi

2003 rojia, oH 1ucaJi Jitodbumoii skene baxape:

SI oRpye neped moooli 30eck uHOBAM
Ileped cblioMm 8 mpoeRpamHoti mepe
3a cupomemaeo npedcmoswgux dam

M 3a mo, ¥mo s omey, 6bL1 HeyMeAblLIL.
M 3a mo, ¥mo omeecmu om 8ac He cmoz

BoJib 6edbl cayuusuielica 6He3anto
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The touch of my lips onyour lips,
Your hands on my hands:
Vienna, the Hilton, our meeting

And the Christmas markets.

... My life has not been righteous,

Butyour holiness has saved me...

Of course, anyone reading these lines in Russian would recall the poetic
daring of Sergey Esenin! But, knowing in what moldy, damp, sunless walls
these lines were written, you strain your feelings to understand. That
daring fills the lungs, lets you breathe, and stirs the memory of animmured
prisoner....

Plus, I will say this: Tam not sure that the rakish, loving, and tragic Russian
poet Esenin could have stayed that way in the conditions in which the
Turkmen diplomat Berdyev suddenly found himself to be a tragic, but
radiant, poet.

Batyr did not have illusions about his future, although he also did not lose
hope for a happy ending. A month afler his arrest, on January 7,2003, he
wrote to his beloved wife Bakhar:

Tam guilty here beforeyou,
Thrice guilty before our son:
Guilty of orphaning his future,
Guilty of being an inept father,
Guilty that I could not prevent

The pain of unexpected tragedy...

He also wrote bitter words to his only son Rakhmash:

And I haven’t been ableyet to tell you

Why Giordano Bruno stepped into the flames,
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F.II,VIHCTBGHHOMV J'I}OGMMOVIV CbIHY Paxmaiiie oH nmucaJsi mojHble ropeyn

cjioBa:

Heychesa mebe s paccraszams 0 mom,
Ilouemy 6 Rocmep wazny /Ijicopdano bpyno,
Kar 0omrpbimul 0bLaU 2eHbL U NPOMOH,

U Rar dcums no wecmu 6 Imom mupe mpyBHo

SIHe 3HaK, KaKMM BBIPOC ChbIH baTbipa, OH yiKe J10J17KeH OBl CTAaTH3a9TU 15
JIET TI0CJIe apecTa 0T A COBEPIHICHHOJIETHUM VIy)K‘H/lHO]ﬁ, HO XO0UY BEPpUTD,
YTO HAITYTCTBUE OTILA - “UKUTH 10 YECTU B 3TOM MUPE” JIJISI HETr0 0Ka3aj10Ch

JKNM3HEHHDBIM CTEPIKHEM...

sI TaksKe He 3HA0, OB JiM BaThip BepabieB, B CBETCKUX TPAJIUIIM SIX
BOCITMTAHHBIN, XOPOIII0 €BPOIIEICK M 06Pa30BAHHBIN JIUTIIOMAT, Y€JIOBEKOM
BEPYIOIIUM, KaK IPUHSITO TOBOPUTH, BOIlepKOBJIeHHbIM. Ho He Mor'y 6e3

BOJIHCHUSI YUTATH 3TU CTPOKU, OﬁpallLeHH bI€ K JKE€He:

boz nposisasemes 8 068U, J1A MeHA Mbl U

ecmb J110608b, Mbl UL €CMb YACMUYRA MO20
002dcECMBEHH020 c6ema YUCMombl Gy,
ROMOPbLU 00HANCObL BCNBLXHY HA IMOLL 3eMte, U
ROMOPbLU hepedaémes u3 NOROJEHUS 8 NOROJAEHUE
HEYMOM, a cepou,eM, He 3HAHUEM, d 16Cmeamu,

u 6e3 ROMopPo20 poo Ueaose ecrull yce 0a6HO Dbl
_yeac, u 6e3 Romopo2o He Obl10 OblL Ucmopuu, Hem u

He Gyoem gyoyuwezo

KT0o-T0CKakeT,4yro 3)I,eChp\/l(Ol7l barbipaBoJMTBOCTOYHA, BIIUTAHHAS UM
C MOJIKOM MaTepu, HyBCTBEHHOCTH N 6\/)[8'[', KOHEYHO, 1pas. Ho, IIO)KEUIyM,

9TOro 6\/,/‘I,€'l‘ HEJ0CTATOYHO, MOJKHO BE/Ib, JIK)GI/I'I'h, 4YTO Ha3bIBaeTCs, HE
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How genes and protons were discovered,

And how it is hard to live in this world with honor...

1 do not know how Batyr’s son grew up. He must have become, in the 15
years since his father’s arrest, a grown man. But, I want to believe that
the parting words of his father, “live in this world with honor” were life’s
blood to him.

Talso do not know if Batyr Berdyev, a well brought up, European style
well-educated diplomatin the seculartradition, wasabeliever,achurch-
goer,as theysay. ButIcannotread theselines, written to his wifle, without

emolion:

God manifests Himself'in love. For me, you are love
itself you are a very particle of that divine light of’
purity of soul, which once flared on this earth, and
which is passed from generation to generation not hy
the mind, but by the heart, not through knowledge, but
through feelings; without which the human race would
have long ago been extinguished; without which there

would be no history and no future.

Someone will say that here an eastern sensuality, imbibed with mother’s
milk, guides Batyr’s hand, and will, of course, be right. But, very likely, that
would be inadequate. It is possible to love, as it is called, without leaving
home, without getting out of bed...and itis also possible while doing things
that will make the world better and give ita chance ata future.

Wecanliveourlife,createafamily, have children, plantatree, buildahouse,
notknowingwhowewill becomeinextremecircumstances, thoserequiring
determination of will, mind, and even—daring, right?

Batyr Berdyev learned that about himself. The price of his life.
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BBIXO/IS1 U3 JIOMA, HE BBLJIE3asI U3 TIOCTE ... AMOKHO, - COBEPIIASITIOCTYITKI,
KOTOPBIE JI0JKHBI ¢JIeJIaTh MUP JIYUIIIE, 1aTh eMy 111aHC Ha Oyryliee.

CoryslacuTech, Mbl K€ MOYKEM ITPOJKUTH JKU3HD, CO3/1aTh CEMbIO, POJUTH
JIeTel, ocajuTh JepeBo, IOCTPOUTH JOM, TaK U HE Y3HAB, Yero Mbl CTOUM
B 9KCTPEMaJIbLHOWM CUTYAlUK, TPEOYIONIEeN HallpsIKEH W BOJIN, yMa, a elle
- jiepsoctu!

Barbip BepjibieB 3To 11po cebst y3Hal. [eHolt cobcTBEHHON JKU3HN.
VIMBITOYKE 3HAEM U GY,1€M TTOMHUTH €10, 6ecCTPaIlHOI0 M HEJKHOT0, YMHOT'0
11 BOJIEBOTO, JIIOOUBIIIETO 1 JIOOMMOT0, MEUTaBIIIEro 0 JIyuiliem Mupe JiJist
CBOE€If CTPaHBbI.

Apkajiuii JTy6HOB

Apkajinii JIyoHOB — poccutickRuli yeypHaiucm u noAUMuUYecruli
0603pesamenn, sedyuiuti cneyuaaucm no IllenmpaabHoti A3uu 6 mevenue
0o.1ee 25 iem. F20 mamepuasbl RYOAUROBAAUCH 8 PA3AUYHBLY U3OAHUAX,
8RJI04AA «Bpema Hosocmeli», «PUA Hogocmuy, «kKommepcanmy,
«Bedomocmuy», «<Hosas 2zazema», «3xo Mocrewl», bu-bu-Cu, «Paduo
C80000a», «I'o10c AMepuRrw», catim Mocroecrozo Illenmpa KapHnezu u 0p.
B1990-x 22. pabomasn 2aa8HbIM peOARMOPOM MOCROBCRO20 010PO «Paiduo
C800600a».
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And we also know and will remember him, fearless and gentle, smart and
strong-willed,lovingand beloved, dreamingofabetterworld for his country.

Arkady Dubnov

Arkady Dubnov is a Russian journalist and political analyst, a leading
expert on Central Asia during the last 25 years. His articles have been
published by various media, including Vremya Novostey, RIA Novosti,
Kommersant, Vedomosti, Novaya Gazela, Ekho Moskvy, BBC, Radio
Liberty, the Voice of America and the website of the Moscow Carnegie
Center. In the 1990s, he worked as a chief of the Moscow bureau of
“Radio Liberty”.
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Batyr
Berdvev

Barbip bepjibieB pojiuics 3 okTsi6pst 1960 roja B Aniixabajie. B1982

I'. OH OKOHYMJI TYPKMEHCKUIA rOCY,1apCTBEHHbIIT YHUBEPCUTET 110
crienajbHocTu «pujioiorusi». flocjie oOKOHYAHU I yuebbl OH 3aHUMal
JI0JIZKHOCTU OT CTayKepa JIo IJIAaBHOTO pejlakTopa B razere «KomcomoJrerr,
Typrmenucratar». B1990-1992 rr. paboTaj KOppecioH 1eHTOM

110 TyprkMeHUCTany eskeHe e IbHBIX ra3er «Coto3» n «Kusnb». B

1992 roy bepbies cTajl 3aMecTuTeseM MUHUCTPa MHOCTPAHHBIX
aen TypkMmeHnucTaHa. B1994 rojy oH 6611 HA3HAUYEH BpeMEeHHbIM
MOBEePEeHHbIM B jiej1ax TypkmeHucTaHa B ABcTpuu, a ¢ 1995 roja —
1mocjioM B ABCTpuu, CJI0BaKUU U YeXuu, a TakKe IpeJcTaBuTeemM
Typkmenucrana B OGCE. B2000-2001 rojjax OH 6611 MUHUCTPOM
MHOCTPAHHBIX JAeJ TyprkMeHucTana. JKeHar, ecThb ChIH.
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Born in Ashgabat on 3 October 1960, Batyr Berdyev graduated from the

Turkmen State University with a major in Philology. After graduation, he
worked his way from intern to chief'editor of the newspaper Komsomolets
Turkmenistana. In 1990-1992 he worked as a correspondent to
Turkmenistan for the weekly publications Soyuz (Union) and Zhizn (Life).
1n 1992, he became a Deputy Minister of Foreign Affairs of Turkmenistan.
In 1994 he was appointed Charge d’Affaires of Turkmenistan to the
Republic of Austria, and from 1995, Ambassador to Austria, Slovakia

and the Czech Republic, as well as Representative of Turkmenistan

to the OSCE. In 2000-2001 he served as Minister of Foreign Affairs of
Turkmenistan. He is married and has a son.
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Barbip BepjibieB 6b11 apecToBan 7 jiekadopst 2002 ro;1a 1o 110/103peHu 10
B SIKOODBI YYacTUM B Tak Ha3bIBAEMOI TIONBITKE TTOKYIIIEHM I HA

npesujgenra TypkMmenncrana Canapmypara HusizoBa 25 Hos1opst 2002
rojia. Cyji Ha/l HUM COCTOSIJICS BMECTE C JIPYIUMu 00BUHsieMbiMu 20-21

stHBapst 2003 roj1a M IPUTOBOPEH K 25 T0/1aM.

TTo cooGrienmsiM cBuieTesieit, bepibieBa JKecToKo N3ouBaim u

IILITaJIN BO BpEMsI ero apecTta u 101 pocoB. Bo Bpemsi cy1eoH0ro
pasouparebcTBa bepibieB U Apyrue 00BUHsIEMbIe COOBIINIIN, UTO B
TeueHe HECKOJIBKUX JIHel J10 3ace/laHu s CYj1a OHU He T10J1YYaJiu €/1bl.
E11ie o1 H 11pe/iioaaraemMblii y4acTHUK IOIBITKY 1epeBopoTa JIeoHu i,
KomapoBckuii Buies bep,ibieBa uepes 1iecTh HejleJIb 1ocjie apecTa u
Ha3bIBaJI €10 COCTOSIHME «COBEPIIEHHO N3YPOJI0BAaHHBIM». ET0 roJioc B
nocJie/IHUIA pas3 CAbIIAIN JpyTue 3aKJI0UeHHBIM B Mae ujiu utote 2005
rojia. B2007 rojiy Bo BpeMst opuiiraibioro susuta B CIIA Ipesujienra
I'yp6anrysibl bepibiIMyXxaMe 10Ba CIIpoCUJIN, JKUB Jiu BaTbip bepjibieB.
OH OTBETUJI, UTO «JIyMaeT, uTo jia». [loMuMO0 3T0T0 3asiBjieHu st 10-jieTHEil
JIABHOCTU, ITPABUTEIHCTBO TYpKMEHUCTAHA ITOCTOSIHHO OTKashiBaeTcsl

oTBevaTh HA JIH000I 3arpoc I/[II(]’)(][)MaII,I/II/I 0 HepJtheBe.

Hu skena n pedbeHok bepjibieBa, Hu JIpyrue YjaeHbl ceMbU He BUJIEJIN €ro
¢ MoMeHTa apecTa B jiekadpe 2002 rojia. [ToMUMO HETIO I TBEPIK JeHHON
nH@OpMAILUN OT JIPYIUX 3aKJIH0UEHHBIX B2005 1oy 1
Heolpe/ieJIeHHOT0 3asiBjeH st pe3uieHnTa B 2007 roj1y, HeT HUKAKO

Vlll(b()p,\/lalll/ll/l OTOM, I'/J1IC OH U JKUB JIN OH.
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Batyr Berdyev was arrested on 7 December 2002 for allegedly
participating in an alleged assassination attempt on then President of
Turkmenistan Saparmurat Niyazov. He was tried along with the other
accused people on 20-21 January 2003 and sentenced to 25 years.

According to witnesses, Berdyev was severely beaten and tortured
during his arrest and interrogation. During their trial, Berdyev and other
defendants reported that they did not receive any food for days before

the trial. Leonid Komarovsky, another alleged participant in the attempt,
saw Berdyev six weeks afler his arrest and described his appearance as
‘absolutely disfigured. His voice was last heard by a fellow prison inmate
in May or June 2005. 1n 2007, during an official visit to the USA, President
Gurbanguly Berdymukhamedov was asked whether Batyr Berdyev was
still alive. He answered that “he thought so.” Apart from this 10-year

old statement, the government of Turkmenistan consistently refuses to
respond to any request for information.

Batyr Berdyev’s wife and child and other family members never saw him
again after his arrestin December 2002. Apart from the unconfirmed
information from fellow prisoners in 2005 and the vague statement by
the President in 2007, there is no information whatsoever about where he
is, how he is, and whether he is alive.
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Batyr and his mother Svetlana Nuryevna, about 1963 In Europe, 1995
Bamuwip u e2o mamob Ceéem.ana Hypuesta, 0ro10 1963 200a B Espone 1995 200a



Aflter the presentation of the letter of credence, Vienna 1994 / Ilocne With parents, Ashgabat, October 2001
B8pYHeHUA sepumenbibly epamom, Bena 1994 200a Cpooumenamu, Awxabao, ormaopsb 2001 200a
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Against the backdrop of the OSCE Secretariat, Hofburg palace, Vienna, Batyrin Vienna, April 1996
1994 / Ha ¢pone Cerpemapuama OBCE 6 Xogpgypze, Bena, 1994 200 Bamblp 6 Bene, anpeab 1996 200a
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With his son and nephew, Vienna, December 1998 With the staff of the newspaper “T'urkmenskaya Iskra”
Co C80UM CbIHOM U NAEMAHHUROM, BeHa, 0eradpb 1998 2. C rRosterRmuasoli 2azemut TyprRMEHCROU VICRpbL
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In the Sherlock Holmes Museum, 1995

Bwmwysee Illepaora Xoamca 6 1995 200y
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BOT TTPOSIBISIETCSI B TTOOBU. JIJTsI MEHSI THI U €CTh
JIT060BB, THI I €CTH YaCTUYKa TOT0 60’KECTBEHHOTO
CBETA YUCTOTHI JLYIIU, KOTOPHI 0JLHAIK /bl
BCIBIXHYJI Ha 3TOI 3eMJIe, U KOTOPBIIL repe1aérest
13 MOKOJICHMST B TIOKOJIEHUE HE YMOM, a Cep/LIEM,
He 3HaHMeM, a UYBCTBAMU, U 6€3 KOTOPOro po/
yeJI0BEUeCKUI YiKe JaBHO ObI yTac, M 6€3 KOTOPOro

He ObIJI0 OBI UCTOPUIL, HET I He Oy 1eT OY/TYIIETO.

Jloporasi Most, He JLlyMato, 4TO MOU CTUXU UMEKT
KaKVYI0-TO XY/I0;KECTBEHHYIO IIEHHOCTD. 51 ITu1Iry,
KaK yM€H0, 3a4acCTVyI0 KOpsIBO U HAMBHO, HO 9T0 MO
UYBCTBa, 3TO MOsI JII000BB K Tebe 1 Paxmaiiie— B
9TOM UX CYTb N CMbICJI, KOTOpPbIE HE MOL'Y'T ObITH

U3MeEPEHbI U OlEHEH bI. ATO Hallla JIF0OOBb.
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God manifests Himself'in love. For me, you are love
itself, you are a very particle of that divine light of
purity of soul, which once flared on this earth, and
which is passed from generation to generation not by
the mind, but by the heart, not through knowledge,
but through feelings; without which the human race
would have long ago been extinguished; without

which there would be no history and no future.

My dear, I don’t think my poetry has any kind of’
artistic value. I write whichever way I can, often
sloppily and naively, but these are my feelings;
thisis my love for you and Rakhmasha—this

is their essence and purpose, which can’t be

measured and judged. This is our love.
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Paxmarny bepoblesy,

MOeMY A10OUMOMY CblLHY

THI TOMHUIITE, KaK B 30710 MOPE TOMUJIOCH,
Te6st cepedpIsI0 AHTUYHOIO TIEHOT

M Hac nejieHa cJI0BHO BoyKust MUJIOCTD

B3riisi;, MaMbl, OT CHACThsI HEMHOT'O HE CMeJIbII.

A BOJIHBI, JIaCKasICh, TSIHYJIV B TTYUUHY,
VI MBI XOXOTaJIU BIPUKYCKY € BOJIHOIO.

Tebe 6b1J10 paHo elle 6bITH MYKUMHOI,

Ho yKU3HDL B HAC TJIeCHYJIa CV,T[BGO}O 1IaJIbHOHO.

A BTe uTajibsiHCKUE 3Be3/IHble HOU,
Korpaycrasaau raaaern Sala Giochi,
Kora 3achITiaj ThI 0, B3L0XY TTPU60SI,
OcTaBUB HAa BpeMsl UTPYILIKY-Teposl,

MbI ¢ MAMOIi MOJIMJIUCE: «BYJLb
CUACTJINB, CHIHOYEK».

A rjie-To 32 MOpeM Tauiach pasjyka,
EjiBa pasanynmast Ha TOPU30HTE.

Ho HOBOrO yTpa 6ecrieuHble 3BYKI

Hac BHOBb YBOIMJII 1101, pajiyTIyl 30HTUK.
MBI TTUJI TO BPEMSI C BUHOM U 3aKaTOM,
MbI UM HacJIasK LaJIuCh, Kak MOpsI Japamiu,
Ho rjie-To ysKe 3a3Bydalin CTakKaTo
AKKOP/IbI pa3jiyKu, HEBEIOMOI HAM...

Terepb 9T0 B IIPOILLJIOM, TEIIEPH— 3TO OBIJIO.
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To Rakhman Berdyev,
My beloved son

Remember how the sea just hung there in Jesolo,
And how the old sea foam rose to burnish you,
And how your mother looked at us, and her look
Swaddled us as though it were the mercy of God.
The waves enfolded us and pulled us into the deep,
And we burst out laughing when we tasted the salt.
It was too early then for you to be a man,
But life had already poured out a crazy fate for us.
And on those star-filled Italian evenings,
When the arcade had tired itself out for the night
And you slept to the sound of the water sighing
And let your toy hero fall aside for a while,
Your mother and I would pray: ‘Oh son, be happy’.
Our separation lay out there, beyond the sea,
Hardly visible on the horizon,
And the carefree sounds of the new morning
Would draw us away again, under

the rainbow umbrella.
We drank deep of that time, the wine and the sunset;
We enjoved it all, like the gifts of the sea.
But somewhere the staccalo chords of separation,
Unknown to us, were already sounding.

All thisis in the past now; this has already happened,
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W cTpaskKu pasjiyKu yyKe MesK 1y HaMu.
CoJieHoli cJ1e3010 cy/1b6a Hac OMbljla

VM Hac pa3BeJia 1o rojiam oyKu jaHmnii.
[IpocTu, 4TO Y HAC TIOJYUUJIOCH THAYE,

He Tak, Kak MeuTajiu, He TaK, Kak XoTeJlu,
IIpocTu, Korjla Mama yKpaLKoii 3arjiaver,
Te6st yKpbIBas HA HAIITE! TTOCTE .

[TpocTu, UTo He OY/IeT MEH I ¢ TOBOI PsIIOM,
Korjia B iepBhIX jipaKkax 1nopsercs pybarika,
[IpocTu, 4TO HE BCTPETUTITH OTIIOBCKOTO B3IJIsI1a,
Korma Tebe TpyaHO OyaeT, Paxmaiia.

Ho JIHM 6BICTPOTEYHbI, 1 HOUM PAa3IyKN
[TorstoTuT 6€36pesKHOE MOPE HAIEK b,
Tora Mbl BO3bMEM € TOGOI MaMY Ha PYKU

M oyjeM KauaTh e€ TUX0 U HE3KHO.

sI 3HA0O— TaK OYJIET, TYCTh JlajKe He CKOPO,
W st 06HKUMY TSI KpeIKo, Kak opaTa.

Ho ToJIbKO celiuac 6y,1b J1JIsl MaMbl OI10POIA,

TbI n0JKEeH MYJKUYNHOI CTATh Ob1JI KOTJ1a-TO.

16.12.2002

48

And the prison guards already stand between us.
Fate has washed us with its salt tears
And separated us, condemned us Lo years of wailing.
Forgive me that things have turned out strangely,
Not as we had dreamt, not as we had wanted;
Forgive me, when mama cries in secrel,
Or lies on our bed and holds you in her arms.
Forgive me, that I will not be near you
When you have your first fight and rip your shirt;
Forgive me, Rakhmasha, that you will not be able,
When things are hard, to look me in the eye.
But the days will pass quickly,
and the nights we are apart
Will be engulfed in hope’s boundless ocean;
You and I will hold your mother in our arms
And rock her quietly and tenderly.
I know this will happen, that
someday, maybe not soon;
I'will clasp you to me hard, like a brother.
But now you must be a rock for
yvour mother to lean on;

Sooner or later you had to become a man.

16.12.2002

49



Moeli baxapoure

Kamepunasa Houbn

Jlam1ia cBeTuT MOHOTOHHO—
Hu BOCX0,10B, HU 3aKaTOB—
CJIOBHO HY,LHasl BAJITOPHA.
JleHb 11 Houb— 0e3 IepeKaToB.
HOUBIO TOJILKO 3BYKU T'yJIue
B Kopujiope, rj1e oxpaHa.

ThI 6bI MHE TPUCHUIACH JTYYIIIE,
Ho 6eccoHHMITa— IO paHOK
Hoer Tuxo rje-ro B cepjlie,
CTOHET I'/1e-TO B ITaMsITU.
HuKkypa yKe He J1eThesl
C9TOoIl HOUM HallepTn.
CurapeTHbll JIbIM CBUCAET
Kocmamu rajganmst

W 'TBOI1 06pa3 BbIILJIbIBaET
Houbto Ha cBUjIaHMeE.
S1J10BJIIO €10 Irybamu,
slurenyy B 6€3MOJIBUI:

«Bce B1IOpsIjIKe OY/1eT ¢ HAMMU,
TOJIHKO JK M VI TOMH W,
VicioBe1aTbCst Xouy s

O JI0OBU Y HESKHOCTU

W reder ciesa, Bpauysl,
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To My Bakharochka

This Room at Night

The light burns monotonously—
No sunrises or sunsets—

Just like a tedious French horn.
Unceasing, day and night.
Atnightall sounds seem louder
From the corridor, where the guards are.
It would be better if I could dream you,
Butinsomniaisa wounded animal
That whines quietly in the heart;
Moans somewhere in the memory.
There’s no way to pass through
This door where we huddle.

The cigarette smoke hangs

In prophetic ribbons

And your image floats in

Atnight to visit me.

I catch it with my lips,

I whisper to the silence:
“Everything will be fine for us;
Just wait and remember.”

I want to confess

My love and tenderness,

And healing tears flow
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I1o HOUH 011 6€30PEKHOCTIL.
U IposKNT TBOSI VIbIOKA
JIvka HEeImopouHoOCTH,

ThI TaK 6JIU3KO U TaK 36I0K0
Bce, yTo HaMm 1mpopouunTcsl.
M moJrtoch 51, Kak yMelo,

O Tebe 1 chiHe.

l'octiofu, TpOCUTH 51 CMETO,
Jlall HaM BBIZKUTD CUJIDL...
Ho cTyunT 171a30K yKejie3om
B xamepe 6e3 COTHIIA.
B3arisi I, uysKoil MHe JLVIIY B3pe3aJl

BoicTpesiom B ﬁeccomn/n[y.

20-21.12.2002
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Along the endless night.

The smile trembles

On your pure face.

You are so close, and everything
We predicted is so unstable.

And so I pray, as much as I can pray,
For you and our son.

Oh Lord, I dare ask You this:

Give us the strength to survive...
But the peep-hole clangs open

In this sunless cell.

A stranger’s gaze shools insomnia

And pierces my soul.

20-21.12.2002
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Moewmy aneeny-xpanumesnto,

Moell Baxapoure

15 /lnen «nocjae»

To My Guardian Angel,

My Bakharochka

15 Days “Afler”

BoT 1 HOUB, MOSI MIJIAsT, SHAUNUT
CHOBa MBI ¢ TOOOI HaeuHe
ByjieM roBOpUTH UJIN ITOTIJIauyeM

B camolii TaliHoli cepiiia rayouHe.

SI3aKpoto IJ1a3a v yBUKY
Kax Halll CbIH pacrijlacTasics Bo CHe.
OH cTaJjI, KayKeTcsT, UyTOUKY BhITIEe

M oo mepeniurest Mue?

Kak Xouy s 00HSITH, y0aroKaTh

Haltme conHbINIKo... CIiu, CbIHOK, CIIU.

M MHe uymuTcest, uro s 6010ChH BCTATD,

UTOOKI BAPYT €10 He PasoyuTh.

A TIOTOM MBI TUXOHBKO TTPUKPOEM
JIBepU B CIIAJILHIO U GYIeM OTHU
B 9Ty HOUB B IOJIVIIIENOT, 3aI10eM

[TpusHaBaTHCS APYT APYIY BIIHOOBU.

YT0 661 HAM HU HPULILIOCH JaJbllie BCTPETUTH

JlasKe TaMm, Ha JibIXaHbsl Kpalo,

Bcé HuuTo 1o CPpaBHEHNIO C 3TUM

TBOUM CBETJIbIM [1€4aJ/lbHbIM «JIH0JI10»
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Here’s another night, my darling:
You and I alone again.

We'll talk or cry alittle

In the secret depths of the heart.

I close my eyes and see
Our son sprawled out in sleep.
He’s a little taller now, isn’t he,

Orisitmyimagination?

How I want to hold him, sing him lullabies...
Our little sun! Sleep, little son, sleep.
And I dream I am afraid to get up,

Scared that I might wake him.

And then we will softly close
The bedroom doors and will be alone
This night of whispers, passionately

Confess our love to each other.

No matter what we encounter
Even there, at the limits of my breath,
All thisis nothing compared with your light

And sad voice saying “I love you”
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I'yObLI HOMHSIT TBOUX I'Y0 CTEHAHDbSI,
PYKU TOMHSIT KacaHbst pYKU,
ITomHuUIIb, BeHa, XUJITOH, CBUIaHbE

N posk aecTBeHCKMEe Kabaku.

S U3BEUHDIN JI0JIKHUK [1pejl BceBLITHUM,

Tbl HEGeCHAsI MHE 0J1ar0/1aTh.
SITOTOB, KaK OBI JIaJbIIe HY BLITILIIO,

3aTebst COTHU pa3 yMuUparh.

ToabKo niepen, To6oro 1 Hebom

TTpeKJIOH SI10 KOJIEH U, JII00S5I.

B yKusHu nmpase/iHbIM BOBCE 51 HE GBI)T,

TBOSI CBATOCTD CI1acajia MEHsI....

22.12.2002
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The touch of my lips on your lips,
Your hands on my hands:
Vienna, the Hilton, our meeting

And the Christmas markets.

Iam forever in debt to the Lord,
Who has given me you as a blessing.
I am ready, whatever may happen,

To die for you a hundred times.
I only bend my knee to two things:
To You and to the Almighty.

My life has not been righteous,

But your holiness has saved me...

22.12.2002
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Paxmarny bepoblesy,

MOeMY A10OUMOMY CblLHY

HoBoroau:is mecus

C HOBBIM 10,10M, CbIHOK, ¢ HOBBIM ro10Mm!
ITycTh Ha €J1Ke 3aKTYTCSI OTHU.
B 9Ty HOUDL MBI € TOO010 1 MaAMOIA [1pe 1 borom

byjiem BMecTe, Kak B IIpEeyKHUE JTHU.

ITycTh CHEKMHKU BUTAIOT, JIAyKE €CJIN U3 BaThl,
M 1ycThb pajiocTHBIM GV/IET TBOI CMEX,
Crapblii 10j1— HAIMX 6€e/1 1 pasjyKk NPoBOKATHIN,

HaMm ocTaBuT HaJIEK LY JIJIsI BCEX.

[IycTh cBepKATOT Ha €JIKe TIIaphl U TUPJISTH I,
HoBOTO/IHSISI CKa3Ka, IIPU iU,
[TycTh Ha CUaCThE ITPOOHIOT POBHO B TIOJTHOUH

Kypanrol. M Ha cBeTJIbIe JHU BIIEpE/I .

C HoBbIM 10,10M, CbIHOK, ¢ HOBBIM roj10Mm!
ITycTh OH OYIeT JII0O0BBHIO COTPET.
TTycTh cusieT sla3y pHbIM TBOU HEOOCBO/10M

Haureii MaMbl yIbIOKA BOBEK.

ITycTh ciryyaTcsi Bce TpE3bl TBOM I MEUTAHBSI,
KOJIOKOJTBUMKY CKA3KU 3BEHSIT,
ITycTh yrava npuier K Tebe 6€3 ormo3jaHbst

W, 06HSIB, 1I01eJ1VeT TeDSI.
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To Rakhman Berdyev,
My beloved son

New Year’s Song

Happy New Year, my son, Happy New Year!
Let the lights shine bright on the tree.
Tonight, before God, you and I and your mother

Will be together, as we used to be.

Let the cotton snowflakes hangin the air,
And let your laughter be joyful,
The old year bears away our troubles and partings

And leaves us hope enough for all.

Let the tree spark with tinsel and baubles;
Let the New Year fairytale be told;
Let the clock strike for good luck at midnight

And for the bright days ahead.

Happy New Year, my son, Happy New Year!
Letit be a year warmed by love.
Let your mother’s smile shine for ever

Like a perfect cloudless sky.

Let all your daydreams come true;
Let the fairtytale bells ring out;
Let good luck hasten to meet you,,

To embrace you and kiss you.
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C HOBBIM 10,10M, CbIHOK, ¢ HOBBIM ro10Mm!
ITycTh Ha €J1Ke 3aKTYTCSI OTHU.
B 9Ty HOUDL MBI € TOO010 1 MaAMOIA [1pe 1 borom

byiem BMecTe, Kak B IIPEyKHUE JIHN...

28.12.2002
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Happy New Year, my son, Happy New Year!
Let the lights shine bright on the tree.
Tonight, before God, you and I and your mother

Will be together, as we used to be...

28.12.2002
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baxapoure, moet myaicecmeeHHol JceHe

3eMJieTpsiCEHNE CYAbObI

BoT 1 yxoauT 3TOT roji, KOJI0BOPOT,

Habe 10Ky puJt, pa3opul, 4To TOJIHLKO CMOT

M renepb 3a 0CTaHKU COJKIKEHHBIX BOPOT
OH YXOUT, IATYH, HAIE! JKU3HU 3J1011 POK.
T'bI €ero He Kopu, He pyraii, He Ipolai,

OH ObLJI JI0JIKEH TaKNUM ObITh, KaK Hallla 10/10J1b.

To Bakharochka, my courageous wife

The Earthquake, Fate

So, the year is moving on; the wheel of life,

Having torn and ruined what it could,

Moves on now, past the remnants

Of the burnt gates: this loose beast, our evil destiny.
Don’t rail againstit, don’t curse it, don’t forgive it:

It was our destiny, things had to be this way.

[IycTh TOpUT B HATITNX JIVIIIAX CBEYOIO TleYalb Let the sad candle burnin our souls;

Il ocTaHeTcsI B HAC HaBCer;1a 3Ta 00Jib. Let this ache remain with us forever.

ByjieM TOMHUTH U YTUTH TeX, KTO He TIEPEIKIII, We will remember and honor

KT0 0CTaBmI HAM JKUTh, HECMOTPSI HU HAa UTO, those who didn’t survive,

W TSIHYTD U3 TIOCJIe THIIX HEPBY LILUXCST JKUJT Who left us something to live for, no matter what,

Haiiry sKM3Hb 1 KTO B Hell, U TBEPJLUTb: XOPOI1IO0! And with our last unbroken sinews we will haul
MBI TIPOTIJIEM 3TOT TTYTh, MbI OTCTPOUMCSI BHOBb, Our life and its dwellers onwards,
MbI TO/LHUMEM HATIl IOM M B HEM JIaMITbl 3a5KT'éM, saying goodness exisls.
Ha 06J10MKaX Cy/IbObI CTaHET KPeMHEM JII060Bb, We will walk this path, we will build ourselves anew,
W nipoibETcst cy1b6a OUNTIEHbBST TOIK IEM. We will raise our house and light its lamps again:
Vi Torja Mbl BO3/IBUIHEM B J1VIlIe HOBBII XpaMm, Our love will be a firm foundation
OKPpOIIM ero HaMsIThIo 6011 U paH, on the debris of fate,
W rpocTuT, ¥ TIOMMET Halllu ro/1bl PaxmaH, And our future will come down like a cleansing rain.
W, OBITH MOYKET, 3a4TYTCSI CTPaJaHIsl HAM... And then we will build a new temple in our soul,
And asperge it with our memory of pain and wounds;
30.12.2002 Rakhman will forgive us, and understand

these years,

And it may be that our pain will come to a reckoning.
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Baxapoure, Moeti 803./11004eHHOU dceHe To Bakharochka, My beloved wife

IIpu3Hanme B Confession on
HOBOI'O/IHIOIO HOY D New Year’s Eve

Most muiast, Joopast dpes, Tonight, my sweet, dear spirit,

BoTy HOUb paspelin MHe Ha Bbl Allow me to address you formally,
O6palarnes K Tede 1, pooest, And, overcome by timidity;,

B MBICJISIX TIPEOHECTU IBETHI. To bring you imaginary flowers.

3J1eCh TPU IOHbIE TOHKIE PO3bl, Here are three young, slender roses:
SITIOXUTUII UX B PAliCKOM CajLy, I stole them from the Garden of Eden,
Apomat uxX— BoJIIIe0HbIe TPESHI, Their scentis a magical daydream;

TaM K ycTam sl TBOUM ITPUTIALY. I will cling here to your lips.

VIx uBeTa— Moeli 601 majanTpa, Their colors are the palette of my pain—
TBI TPUMI WX U HE TIPEKOCJIOBD, Take them and don’t say anything.

Tpu 6yTOHA, TPU HALLIUX MOJIUTBHI— These three buds are our three prayers—
Hau Bepa, Hajiesk 1a, JIT060Bb. Faith and Hope and Love.

Most cBeT/IasL, TUXasl I9PU, My holy, tranquil peri,

Paspelire npusHATHCS B JII0OBU, Allow me to confess my love,

51 10 Bac B9TO CJIOBO HE BEpUJI Before you, I had no faith in this word,

W He Be1aJ1 €10 TIYOUHDL. And did not know its depths.

He cTpeMIIIoCh st IpyTruM MoKa3aThesl, I don’t pretend to be what I am not,
Korja ¢ BaMu BOT Tak TOBOPIO, When I speak to you like this

10 cep/iiie TOPOINT CO3HATHCSI, My heart hastens to admit

U0 B JIIOOBIU 3TOI 51 yTrOpIo. ThatTam burningin this love.

Baiux ry1a3 6eckoHeuHast HeS K HOCTD, Your eyes with their endless tenderness;
I'pycTh ITPOIILEHN ST, TUK YUCTOTHI The sorrow of forgiveness; the face of purity:
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[IpUMUPSIIOT MEH I C HeU36eKHbIM
MpaKkom cBeTa MUPCKOIT CYeTHI.
SLipolry Bac KoJIeHOIPEKJIOHHO
Jlap npuHsIThH, OKaKUTE MHE YECTD.
T'pu 6yToHa jij1st Bac, Most JlonHa,
IT0 BCE, UTO Terepb y HAC €CTh...
Most muJiast, moopast dest,

BaTy HOUDB paspeliiv MHe Ha Bbl
Ob6palnarnest K Tede 1, pooest,

B MBICJISIX TTPETOIHECTU 1BETHI...

30.12.2002
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These all reconcile me to the certain
Gloom of the world and its daily bustle.
I ask you on bended knees

To do me this honor, to accept my gift.
Three buds for you, my donna,

This is all thatis left for us now...
Tonight, my sweet, dear spirit,

Allow me to address you formally,
And, overcome by timidity;,

To bring you imaginary flowers.

30.12.2002

67



Moeli connevHol, nobumoli baxapoure

IleceHKa-cBM IaHME

Jlaii MHe, MuJIast, pyKy TBOO,
S11aJ1I01IKY TBOIO OTOTPEL0

W rjrazaMu B 1J1a3a 1OBTOPHO

Bce, 0 uem 371eCh HOUaMu 60J1€10.
Kak MBI KpY;KUMCSI B BaJibce € TOOOI,
B Halllem cBajiebHOM BaJibCe,

W He MOJKET y3HATh YaCOBOIA,

YTo HaJI HaMU yyKe OH He BJIacTeH.
Kaxk ¢ To6010 11 CLIHOM, BTPOEM,

MbI yXO0,11M 110 3BE3/1aM

B BOCeMHAI11ATHII BEHCKUI palioH,
I'Jie J1J1s1 HAC elLé BCE He 11031 HO.
Kax MbI MUMMCST CKBO3b AJIBITHI HA 10T,
3/1eCh 0CTaBUB 3a1PEThI,

O JIF0OBU HaAM TaM 11€CHU T110K0T
CpeJILM3eMHOI0 MOPSI pacCBeThI.

M Kak HaM TaM BTPOEM XOpOo1lI0 -
Mope, COCHBI U TOPbI.

UTo HAM HYIKHO C TOGOIO e11é?
YT0ObI JI0Ma He OBLIJIO TOPSI.

W'y MaMbI OIISITH ILUP TOPOIA,

TTarna >KuB, u Mbl BMeCTe,

JleTu ccopsiTest, ipaB;ia, Hopoii,

68

To my sun, my beloved Bakharochka

Meeting in Song

My darling, give me your hand:

I will hold it and warm it,

And with my eyes looking into your eyes
I will say once again what I am missing.
Here we are, waltzing together,
Spinning in our wedding waltz,

And the guard can’t help but see

That he no longer has power over us.
Here we are, the three of us—

You, me, our son—following the stars

To Vienna’s eighteenth district

Where itstill isn’t too late for us.

Here we are, rushing south through the Alps,
All prohibitions cast to one side.

The dawn over the Mediterranean

Sings songs of our love.

And how happy we are together—

With the sea, the pines, the mountains.
What else could the three of 'us need?
Our home to be free from grief.

And another feast al my mother’s house,
And my father alive, and all of us together.

Oh ves, the children squabble now and then,
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ITO B KU3HU UMEET MECTO.
A e11€ 51 601e10 TOOOI
WM 60Jie3HDb 2Ta He n3Jiednma...

ST cymero BEpHYTHCSI JIOMOI,

CorJjlacuch, y MEH ST €CTh ITPUYUNHEL...

Jlaii MHe, MuJIast, pyKy TBOIO,
SLJ1a 101Ky TBOIO OTOI'PElo
Ul rrazamu B 1y1a3a moBTOPIO

BCE, 0 4éMm 3j1eCch HOYaMU HOJIEIO...

02.01.2003
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But there is a place for thisin life.

And I still ache for you

And thisillnessisincurable..

I must return home,

Itis clear I have my reasons...

My darling, give me your hand:

I'will hold it and warmit,

And with my eyes looking into your eyes

I will say once again what I am missing...

02.01.2003
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baxapoure, Moell ai06uMoll u eduHcmeeHHol

XXX

To Bakharochka, my love, my one and only

XXX

HawMm cyp6a c T0601 oTMepuia pasiyKy,
Kak mopTHOIT 0T™MEpIUJI caBaH Ha 3aKas3,
I'oJ1bI-MeTPbl 3aBEPHYT B TOCKY U MYKY
Hartteit JKU3HM MOy ITpepBaHHbII paccKas.
M renepb BOKPYT OJIHU YysKIe Jniia

ByLyT sKalHO MEK 1Y MHOIO 11 TOOOI

B HAIIMX TUCbMAX, B HATITUX TTONEJTYSIX PHITHCS
W rmasamu, v TpOKYPEHHON PYKOI.

Mbl Terepb ¢ ToO0I JIPYToi SI3bIK U3y YUM
Peik1X BCTpey 1 MOJTYAJIUBBIX HOUY CJIOB,
OKUJaHbs, 0IUHOYECTBA U JKI'YUMX
TallHbIX CJIe3 U CYeBEPHbBIX CHOB.

Ham o1sITh Terneph ¢ To601 mpuaeTest
K>Kusnm apyr 6es apyra inpuBbikarh

W Halll ChIH, JIF0OOBU POCTOYEK COJIHIIA,
byjeT OTUXOHBKY BBIPACTATh.

W MOJIUTBBI BBICTPaJaHHBI IENOT
CTaHeT HaM ITpUodesKUIIEeM LY,

I'71e He cabITeH KOHBOVPOB TOTIOT

W HaIesK bl OTOHEK JIPOIKUT.

Ho pacckas o Hallei K M3Hu He 3aKOHYeH,

2

I‘ate has measured out our separation,
Like a tailor who has measured out a shroud to order,
The vears, like swathes of sorrow and torment,
Will wrap the interrupted story of our life.
Now only strangers’ faces are around us
They will greedily rummage in
the space between us:
Look through our letters, look through our kisses
With their eyes, with their nicotine hands.
You and I will learn another language
Of rare meetings and silent nocturnal words,
Of anticipation, loneliness and burning
Secret tears and superstitious dreams.
Again you and I must get used to life
Without one another; and our son,
Love’s little offshoot of the sun,
Will grow up, slowly and quietly.
And a prayer’s tormented whisper
Will be where our souls will take refuge,
Will be a place where you can’t hear the convoys,

A place where the spark of hope flickers.
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W nopTHOIT He BeJlaeT Cy/1bObI, But the narrative of our life is not over,
I paccser Beeria ujET 3a HOUbIO, And the tailor doesn’t know our fate,

Bosropasich 0T 11peIyTPEeHHEN 3B€3/1bl... And dawn always follows the night,
And comes in fire from the morning star...

04.01.2003
04.01.2003

74 75



Moeti baxapoure,

cnycmamecauy co oHa apecma

To my Bakharochka,

a month after my arrest

s He 3Hat0, KaK MOJYUYUTCS TPOKUTH
OT CKYIbBIX CBUJQHWIA JI0 CBUJAHU
Haiim rojibl, 4To CJIYYNII0CH 3aJ105KUTH
B CKYTIKY apecTanTCKUX 05K UTaH .
SIBOKpYT 1iepe1, T060I 3/1eCh BUHOBAT
Ilepeji, CbIHOM B TPOEKpaTHOI Mepe

3a cpoTCTBO MPEICTOSIIIUX JIAT

1 3aT0, UTO 51 0OTEIl, OBIJI HEYMEJIBII,

M 3aT0, 4TO OTBECTU OT BaC HE CMOT
bBoJib 6e/1bl, CAYUNBIIEICST BHE3ATTHO
He ckomnm 6oraTcTsa, OB HE CTPOT

W 0 K1U3HU paccKasall HEBHSITHO.

M 3aTO, 4TO JKUTH BEPHYJIUCH MbI

B J10M UY3KOIA, 1€ JIMKUE Oy PhsIHbI

W MesK HUX Telieph, Kak sI3BeHHbIe paHbl
Hammmx rpes jieskar moyKyXJible BEThI.

BosmecTuTh CIlloJIHA HEJIB351 T0/1a,

C niepBoii U PHI JKU3HDB CHITPATh OISITH HEJIETo,

Ho HajiesK 1a TEIINTCsI BCErjia

Jlaske B ChbIpOCTU ITPOMO3IJIBIX CKJIETIOB.

07.01.2003
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I don’t know how I will manage to live,
From scanty meeting to scanty meeting,
Through all the years that we had to pledge
In the pawnshop of prisoners’ hopes.

Iam guilty here before you,

Thrice guilty before our son:

Guilty of orphaning his future,

Guilty of being an inept father,

Guilty that I could not prevent

The pain of unexpected tragedy;,

And that I didn’t save money, wasn’t strict,
Didn’t tell him clearly what life entails.
And guilty that we returned to live

In a foreign home, where wild grass grows
And there, in the grass, like open wounds,
Lie the faded flowers of our dreams.

FFull recompense for lost years is impossible,
To play life again da capo is absurd,

But there is always a flicker of hope

Even in the dampness of the crypt.

07.01.2003
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Paxmawe, A100UMOMY CbLHY

IIucsMoO nmocie
CBU JIaHU

sITak MHOTOTO TeGe ellé He pacckasal,
TaK 0 MHOI'OM MbI € TOGOIA e111€ He TOBOPUJIIL.

ITa JKU3HD, YBbI, IOX0KA HAa BOK3aJ1—

I'yJI HEBHSITHBIN B KPYTOBEPTU JIMIL YYKUX U BN,

sIlTede enlé He paccKkasasllpo FOPU30HT,

I'1e 3eMJ1st M Heb0— 110J10Ca HAIEIK /1 bI,

I'/1e B3MbIBA€T K COJTHILY U3 TPaBbI MSITEKHOI
Hamx oskuLaHnii cepedpucTbiii 30H 1,

MpblI elié ¢ T06010 HE X0 UJIN B TOPbI

I'J1e Ham 3Be3IHBII ITOJIOT IIENYeT B HOUb 0 BEUHOM.
ThI e111€ He 3HAelllb, KaK ITPOXO/ISIT I'0JIbI,

W Kak BpeM st JKU3HU HAllIEl CKOPOTEUHO.

He yciies Tede st pacckasarh 0 TOM,

TTouemy B KOCTEp HIArHYJI JIyKOpLano bpyHo,
Kak OTKpBITHI ObLJIV T€HbI U TTPOTOH,

W Kak 5JKUTH 110 YeCTU B 3TOM MUPE TPYJLHO,

Kak pstiuTcst ojijiocThb B psicy 106pOThI,

Kak ctpeMnTcs 105Kb HaM 110Ka3aThCsI ITPaBIoii,
Kak ysHaenrn Jpyra ToJabKo B 6e/1axX Thl,

W 9TO B KU3HY JKU3HB HE BBITJISIINT T1apa,HOI.
O J1t06BY € TOGOTO 51 HE TOBOPULII,

YT0 JI1060BH OBIBAET TOJHKO OECKOPBHICTHOIA,
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To Rakhmasha, my beloved son

Letter Afler
Meeting

There is still so much I haven’t told you,
And so much we haven’t talked about.
Alas, that life resembles a train station—
The muffled din, the whirl of strangers and dust.
Istill haven’t told you about the horizon,
Where earth and sky are a band of hope,
Where the silvery vessel of our expectations
Soars to the sun from the rebel grass.
We haven’t yet hiked in the mountains
Where at night heaven’s vault whispers of eternity.
You still don’t know how the years pass by,
And how our life is (leeting.
And I haven’t been able yet to tell you
Why Giordano Bruno stepped into the flames,
How genes and protons were discovered,
And how itis hard to live in this world with honor,
How meanness is cloaked in apparent goodwill,
How a lie strives to seem like truth,
How you know your friends only

when you need them,
And that, while you live, life itself’

doesn’t seem so grand.
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Yr0 BJII0OBYU HALII MUP BCEBBLITITHUI COTBOPUIT

1 11060BH KaK BEUHOCTh, JINIITH BJIeUeHbSI ObICTPhI.
VI MYSKUMHA JIOJIZKEH JI0M CBOI 3allLUIIATD,

Ho Mepujio MyyKecTBa— 9TO0 CIIPABEIJIUBOCTD.

COCTpa]’[aTI; JOJIZKHBI MBI M YMETDH ITPOo1aTh,

W J10JI5KHBL ObITH B CEPJILLE COBECTH U CTHIIJINBOCTb.

W eié xoTesioch MHe Tebe cKa3arh,

YT0 B KaKMe ThI ObI HU yexaJl CTPaHbl
J10JIKEH TIOMHUTH ThI K KaK MOJIMTBY 3HATH—
HeT Ha cBeTe JKEHIIMHbBI CBSITEE MAMBL...

sl Tak MHOTOTO Tebe elllé He paccKasal,

TaK 0 MHOI'OM MbI C TOGOIA e111€ He IOBOPUJII,
Ho st Bij1eJ1 B TBOMX UCKPEHHUX IJ1a3axX

Bcé, uTo ¢ MaMOIl MbI TaK NICKPEHHE JII0OUJIMN...

10.01.2003
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I haven’t spoken with you about love,

Told you that love can only be selfless,

That the Almighty created our world out of love

And love is like eternity; attraction is fleeting.

And I haven’t said that a man must protect his home,
But that the measure of manhood is fairness.

We must be compassionate and know how to forgive,
And must hold conscience and modesty in our hearts.
And I would still like to tell you,

Whatever country you may travel to,

That you should know, remember like a prayer,

That no woman is more sacred than a mother...

There is so much I still haven’t told you,

And so much we haven’t yet talked about.

Bul I have seen in your open eyes

Everything your mother and I loved so truly.

10.01.2003
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Moum atobumbim, baxapodre u Paxmauwie,

om nansl

Hounasn gpanrasns

To my beloved Bakharochka and Rakhmasha,

from Papa

Nighttime Fantasy

Korja onibiBaeT Beuep
nyracarT OKHa,
W Hacryaer BpeMst
MepLaHbsl HOUHBIX CBETIUI,
Tora KoJT0BCTBOM CHOBU IEH B,
B KOTOPOM HaM He 0JIMHOKO
SI K BaM ITPUXOIKY 110 BEUHOMY
MJICUHOMY TTYTU.
W B3SIBLINCH JIPYT € JIPYTOM 32 PYKIU,
bI BMeCTe B3MbIBaeM B HEGO,
B KoTOpOM BCe Hallln 6ejibl
pacraJjinch Ha ThICsIUn 3BE3 ]I,
W HaM HUTIOUEM pas3IyKu,
rojla v cJ0Ba Ha MoTpeody,
3/1eCh ecTh TOJILKO Mbl 1 HE60—
BMECTUJINIIE HAIITUX TPE3.
Mubl 3/1€CHh HUKOMY HE 110/IBJACTHDI,
3/1eCh TEPPUTOPU ST HALIIA,
Kyja MoKeT B IpUHIUIIE KayK I bIT,
KTO CepJIIeM OTKPLIT, 3a0pecTu,
3J1€Ch JKUTH U JIETATh HE 011aCHO,
ecJin Jylia He Kak cayka,

3J1eCh HET KYKJI0BOJIOB U CTPayKu,
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When the evening melts down

and windows fade
And the time of the sparkling

night stars arrives
Then through the magic of dreams,

(a space where we are unlonely)
I come to you along the eternal

Milky Way.
And, taking each other by the hand,

we rise together to the sky,
Where all our troubles

are broken into a thousand stars,
And the separations, years

and empty words are as nothing.
Here there is only us and the sky—

the vessel of our daydreams.
Here we are ruled by no one,

here the land is ours,
Here, everyone whose heart is open

may, in principle, wander,
Here life and flight are not dangerous

if your soul is unsullied;

Here there are no puppeteers or guards:
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KTO JIFOOUT, 3/1€Ch TOT U JIETUT.
Vl MBI 06J1€TIM BCE TIJTAHETHI,

1 COJIHIIE B J1a/I0NITKAX TTOHE/KNM,
W KasK 10MY JIHI0 paccTaBaHbsl

MBI 3BE€3/10UKY 3/1€Ch 110/10€PEM,
W MY3bIKY 3BE3/IHBIX COHETOB

MBI B TaMsITU HATIEN yIepyKuM,
ITycTh 6y1yT OHY 6e3 Ha3BaHbsl,

Ha3BaHbsI Mbl 110CJIE Hali1eM.
A yTpoMm, Korjia, HaJeTaBIINCh,

TI0ViTeM TI0 3eMJIe Halllell 36I0KOIA,
sIBac IPOBOIKY J10 110/I'be31a,

KOTOPDBI e111€ OVIeT CIaTh,
MbI MOJIUA TPOCTUMCSI, OGH SIBILIUCD,

cJle3y pasroHsist YabloKoI -

Tpu Kourkm coceiICKNX 0071€3J1LIX

Hac OY/IyT C paCCBETOM BCTpEUaTh.

VI MBI TTO3KeJIaem JLpyr JIpyry
CUACTIIUBOTO yTpa, KaK MpesK,/ie,
W st pacTBOPIOCH HE3AMETHO,
VIV, YTOObI BEPUTDH U JK 1ATh,
Korjia 3B€3,1,H0I1 HOUbIO 110 KPYTY
TJIAHETBI JIIOOBU 1 HAJIEK /b
MbI BHOBL OY,/1€M CaM03a0BEHHO

CB060)'[HO HapuThb mjerarhb...

14.01.2003
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love hereis a kind of flight.
And we'll fly around all the planets,
enjoy the sun on our hands,
And for every day spent apart
we’ll pick up alittle star.
We'll keep the music
of starry sonnets in our memory,
Let them be unnamed,
we’ll name them later.
And in the morning, having flown all over,
we’ll walk our fragile earth:
I will take you Lo the entrance
which will still be asleep.
We will embrace and part silently,
chase away a tear with a smile—
Three mangy neighborhood cats
will greet us at daybreak.
And we will wish each other
a good morning, as often before,
And I will vanish unnoticed,
ready to believe and wait,
Until on another starry nightin its orbit
the planet of love and hope
Will once again allow us selflessly

and freely to glide and fly...

14.01.2003
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Moum 106uUMbIM U 00po2uM Baxapoure u Paxmauie

MesKkce30Hnhe

W He ocenb yiKe, U elié He 3Ma— BHECE30Hbe.
ITporiorogHue JMCThHs, KaKk

BeTXasl pyKa 110 ra30HaM.

W pyiia HeJloBepumnBo yKAET, Kak

00CSIK 6ECITPUBOPHUK,

CoTBOpeHUsI uyjla Ha pas, [1pocTo Tak, 6e3 pe3oHa.
A B BeHerum Tuxo, HaBepHo, cenvac—

HE CE30H JIJISI TYPUCTOB,

W He C/bIIIEeH IPU3bIB I'OH,10J1bepa ¢
KAQHAJIOB UTPUBBIN U 3bIYHBII,

ITOMHMIITB, TaM MBI TTPOILIJIN 110 MOCTKY

M CBEPHYJIN HA IIPUCTAHD,

Bripouem, npucranu raM— 310

OY/LHUYHO TaK U ITPUBBIYHO.

W na nutoma i Mapka Cssiroro,

KOHEUYHO, MBI CJIEJIaJI CHUMOK,

I'J1e Halll CHIH B OYOEHIIaX yTolaeT B

BOCTOPTE U COJTHIIAQ PA3JINBAX.

ITOT MUT AOCOJIFOTHOTO CUACTHSI HETTOCTUKITMO
Ciieji,ocTaBuj Ha (poTobymMare—

Cent Mapkycy VIVA!

MbI ycTajim Toria oT JBOPILOB, rajiepeii, 11epexo o,

OT MOIIEHHBIX JJ0POT, YBOJIMBIITNX

Hac B /1aJib Bo3posK 1eHbsI,
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To my beloved dear Bakharochka and Rakhmasha

Off-Season

IUs not autumn, not yet winter—it’s the off-season.
Lastyears’ leaves, like feeble rust over the lawns.
And my soul waits mistrustfully,

like a shoeless tramp,

Waits for a miracle, a one-off, just like that.

But Venice is likely quiet now—

iU's not the tourist season,

And the gondolier’s call doesn’t echo from the canals.

Remember, we walked along a

bridge, turned on to a pier,

(But piers there are humdrum and casual).
And of course, on Saint Mark’s

Square we took a snapshot

In which our son and his rattles are
flooded with joy and sunshine.

For no explicable reason, that

instant of absolute happiness

Left its trace on the photo paper—VIVA Saint Mark!
We got tired of the palaces,
galleries and passageways,

The cobblestone streets that led
us to the Renaissance,

The chords that have stood for

centuries [rozen in stone.
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OT BeKaM¥ TOMSIIIUXCST, B KaMHe
3aCTHIBIINX aKKOP,10B

W MeJIbKaHU sl MACOK TParnyHbIX B
MPOryJKax, Kak HaBayK JIeHbsI.

Il Ha MaJIeH BKOM 11JI01a /LI,

JIACKOBBIM CBETOM 3aJIUTOM,

I'e, Kax mpesKjie, Haj, TUXUM

KaHaJoM 6€eJILE TTPOChIXaeT,

W e B 1IepKBU 1106J1130CTN

TaKyKe BOBHOCSIT MOJINTBBI,
Hacaskiaanch Mbl Kode, ero apoMaThbl BiLbIXasl.
W «JI5I CKAJIA» - YXO5KEHHBII

paii 3HATOKOB 1 TYPMaHOB,

Kabavok, mpuioTUBLLINUICS TUXO

V IpEBHUX CTYIIEHE,

B cs1aBHbII Beuep HaHEC HaM
POCKOUIHBII y1ap 110 KapMaHaM,

W Jierko HaM TaM 6b1J10 U He

OBIJIO B HAC COYKAJIEHUIA...

A reniepnb 3/1eCh y HaC 3aTsTHYBIIIEECs MeJKCe30Hbe,
CJIOBHO JKU3Hb € BUpPasyKa COCKOJIb3HYJ1a
B O€3BpeMeHbsI 30HY,

Ho jyiia Beé ske yKAeT, KaK yCTaBIIui

€ TOCKIU 6eclIpU30pHUK,

CoBeplilieH s Uy, 1a Ha pas, TPOCTO Tak, 6€3 pe3oHa...

16.01.2003

88

We tired of the tragic masks flickering

like ghosts as we walked.

And on the small square, flooded with gentle light,
Where, as italways has, laundry

dries above the quiet canal,

Where they send up their prayers in a nearby church,
We savored our coffee, inhaling its aroma.

La Scalais a groomed paradise

of'experts and gourmets,

On that perfect evening a small tavern, a quiet refuge
By the ancient stairs, dealta

sumpltuous blow to our pockets,

And life was easy there and we had no regrets...

But here the off-season has dragged on for too long:
Life has slipped into a space of limelessness,

But the soul keeps waiting, like

atramp tired of longing,

Wailts for a miracle, a one-off, just like that...

16.01.2003
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Baxapoyre, moeli ceemsoti u A0oumot

ITIOI, HANECK AbI

JlaBaii 3a6yaeM,

IIycTh, X0Th Ha 110J14aca,
OJIMHOYECTBO OY/1eH

W uyskue HaMm roJioca.
JlaBait oTKpoem

Haui ceMeliHbI aJ1bOOM,
I'ie Bce Mbl, Tpoe,

I rocTel oJIoH J10M,

I'1e MbI MOJIOJIbIE,

Hatra cBaib6a IyMuT,
W 110681 TIOHSITHIE
«'OPbKO» BT OT JLYIIIU,
I'j1e B cusiHUM cHera

CbIH 110 JIETCTBY JIETUT

W nrrupuiickoe He6o

Ero cmexom 3BeHUT,

I're 1o mpaskKeckomMy rpajiy
MbI 11]1EM He cliela,

W Ha Mope ThI, 11paBjia,
JIMBHO KaK xopollia,

Kak BTebs1 He BJII0OUTHCSI,
I'J1e B cBepKaHbe 3epKaJl
TbI MAENIDL, KaK lapulia,

OTKpbIBaTH BEHCK NI 6aJl,
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To Bakharochka, my pure one, my love

Study in Hope

Let us forget

Ifonly for halfan hour,

The routine loneliness

And the voices of strangers.
Letus open

Our family album,

Where we three are together,
And the house is full of guests;
Where we are young,

And our wedding is lively,

And the witnesses to our love
Raise a heartfelt toast;

Where our son flies

Through his childhood by snowlight
And the Styrian sky

Rings with his laughter;
Where we stroll at our leisure
Through Prague Castle

And you, by the sea,

Look astonishingly beautiful—
How could one not fall in love with you
Here, where you walk

By mirrorlight like a Tsarina,

To open the Vienna ball;
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I'Jie y 3aMKOB CTAapUHHDBIX Where we stroll through forests

Bpo/iiM MbI 110 Jiecam, By ancient castles;

['J1e X0TeJloCh HAUBHO Where we naively

Beputh BceM uyjiecam, Believed all the miracles;

['J1e MBI CUACTJINBBI OBLIN... Where we were happy...

WV He CTOUT IPYCTUTD! IUs not worth being sad!

MBI elnié He TTPOsKUIN We still haven’t lived through
Bcé, uTo M0JIKHO TPOKUTE. Everything we must live through.
Jla, MbI cHaCTJNBLI O Yes, we were happy,

VI MBI OY/1€M OTTSITh, And we will be again,

YT0 OBl HAM HU TBEP 1IN, Filling up our album,

Haiir aJib0oM HOTIOJIHSITh. Whatever the others say.
17.01.2003 17.01.2003
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baxapoure, moet Muaol,

Jliobumoti u edurncmeerHot

XXX

[locaeaHuM pocuepKoM 6arpoBLIM
3axkar 3a Kacriem ucrasii

W KapaBaH HaJIesK /I TOPTrOBbIit

Ham MJieyHbIii IyThb U3 3BE3J1, COCTABUIIL.

OH TPOHET TUXO B HOU D, 6€3 3BYKa,
JlepyKach JIYHBI U CHOBU IEHWIA.
MeuToli TOPrOBell, JIUIIHL Pa3JTyKoi
bepéT oH 1IaTy BMECTO JIeHer.

VI MBI €My € JINXBOO T1J1aTUM,
Kouysi BMecTe ¢ HUM 110 HeOY,

3a BUPTYaJIbHBIN JKap 00 BT,
I'J1e HOUb, KaK OblJIb, 2 YTPO— HEObLIIb.
MbI ¢ KapaBaHOM B BBICH YXO/IUM,
3aKkoHbl (PUBNKYU OTBEPIHYB,

B coMHaMOYJIMYeCcKOM 110X0,1e
Cyab0y rajiast cyeBepHo...
Ilepedupast CHbI, KaK JKEMYVT,

B 6ayiax rpé3 u oyKuganuii,

sl Tak Xouy, 4T06 OBIJIO HEYEM

HaMm paccunTaThesl yTPOM paHHUM,
Y06 KapaBaH Y11EJI, 0CTaBUB
Hacy moporu, 4Tob 3a0b1J11UChH
Pa3ayKku CHbL, HOuaM J100aBUB

JIIb TOJIMKY OT 3B€3/1HOM LI,
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To Bakharochka, my darling,
My beloved, my one and only

XXX

With a last crimson brushstroke

The sunset melted beyond the Caspian
And a merchant caravan of hope

Built the stars into the Milky Way.

It sets off at night without a sound,
Carrying the moon, carrying dreams.
The merchant of dreams, he takes
Separation as payment instead of money.
We pay him lavishly, extravagantly,
Roaming the sky along with him,

Pay him for the imagined heat of embraces,
For the night to be true, for morning

Lo be the fairy tale.

We ascend with the caravan,

Rejecting the laws of physics,

In our sleepwalker’s journey

We superstitiously read the future...
Sorting our dreams, like pearls,

Into coffers of dreams and expectations,
I wish so much that we had nothing

To pay with when morning comes,

So the caravan would go,

And leave us by the roadside;

So the dreams of separation would be forgotten,
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W Bujiut Bor, 10JIKHO TaK CTaThesl, Adding just a little bit of star dust to the nights.

Kora o HasK 1l Ha paccBeTe As God is our witness, that’s how it should be,
Ham He 1pu1€Tcsl paccTaBaThCsl... And the dawn will come
Ho pary pepsKut bor B cekpere. When we don’t have to part...

But God keeps that date a secret.

18.01.2003
18.01.2003
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Moet munoti baxapoure,

6031100.1€HHOT U diceHe

XXX

sl ceroiHsl Gy 1y CBeTeJI U TieyasieH,

By/Ly HEJTFOIUMBIM U paH UM,

TToToMYy 4TO 51 CErojIHsI 0TMEYat0

JleHb 1ocsie/IHero CBUIaHbsl UMEH U H.
CurapeTHblii JbIM— TYMaH MOeI Ha1esK I bl—
byer pucoBarn, Kak [Tukacco

B cTpaHHbBIX IMHUSIX TBOU 0J1€5K /1 bI,

TBOU T'YOBI, TBOU BOJIOCKI, JIUTIO.

byjier yBjeKkarh B pojiHbIE Jlajlu,

I'1e 11060Bb TOCKYET B HESKHOCTU MOPSIX,
OTpaskasich B 6J1ecKe IJ1a3 TBOUX MUH LaJIbHBIX
W HeBbITIAKAHHBIX [IPU YYIKUX CJIe3aX.
I'1e 6b1JIbIE HAlITU He3paccyicTBa

CTaHyT METKOIO TOMSIIIIEINCs MeUThI,

I'J1e, 66ITH MOJKET, B pacCTaBaHUN CHIACYTCSI
OT pactiajia Toro BpeMeHu 4YepThl.

sl cerojiHsI 6YJ1y TUXUM M CMUPEHHDBIM,
Byly MOJTHaJIMBBIM U TEPITUM,

[ToTomMy UTO 3HAIO, BOTOT MUP TIOPEMHBI
Tl IpU AL MEHSI CETOJLHSI HABECTUT.
ITOT JIEHDb OTIIPA3/HYEM Mbl CJIABHO,
slellé JocTany K uaro CUraper,

VI B MOJTYAHUM TBEPIKY 51 HEYCTAHHO,

YT0 TakuX, Kak Thl, Ha CBETe 00J1b111€ HET.
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To my sweel Bakharochka,

my beloved and my wife

XXX

Today I will be pure and sad,

I will be lonesome and vulnerable,

Because today I mark

The anniversary of our last tryst.

Cigarette smoke—my hope turned into fog—
Will sketch your clothes

In strange lines like Picasso,

Sketch your lips, your hair, your face.

The smoke will carry me to dear far-off places
Where love feels sad in the tenderness of the sea,
And is reflected in the sheen of your almond eyes
And in the tears you never shed before strangers.
I'will travel where our bygone recklessness

Will become a sign of fading daydreams,
Where, maybe, the outline of that time

Will be saved from collapse by our parting.
I'will be peaceful and humble,

I'will be silent and tolerant,

Because I know you will come to visit me

In this prison world today.

This day we will celebrate in full:

I'will find a cigarette to have with my tea,

And in the silence I will diligently repeat

That there are no more human beings like you.
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ITOT JIEHB TBOE MOJIYUUT UM,
HeboM OCBsITIIEHHOE 1IBECTH,

W ernuy s: «Muiast, criacuoo»,

N npiy: «baxapouka, mpocTu...»
sl cerojiHsi 6Y/1y cBeTeJ 1 levaJieH,
ByLy HEJIOAUMbBIM 1 PAHUM,

TToTOMY UTO 51 CErojIH ST OTMEYal0

JleHb rmocJie THET0 CBUTAHbS UMEHUH...

24.01.2003
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This day will be named after you,

Will be given your blessed name,

And I whisper: “My sweet, thank you”,

And I breathe: “Bakharochka, forgive me...”
Today I will be pure and sad,

I will be lonesome and vulnerable,

Because today I mark

The anniversary of our last tryst.

24.01.2003
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Moum A100UMbBIM, MOUM HEDCCHBIM aH2eAaM,

baxapoure u Paxmauwe

XXX

To my beloved, to my heavenly angels,

Bakharochka and Rakhmasha

XXX

bes npouajibHbIX B3I 10B, 0es ciesbl B cJjioBax,

Bcé coryuurcst, BUIHO, OUeHb TPO3alyHO—

Haorar cyibobl B pas3jiyKu KaHjajaax

Hac KOHBOI OTIIPABUT B CTPOrOCTU PUBBIYHOIA.

M30111yTCsl J1aeM I'paMOTHBIE TIChI,
V3peByTCsl B T€MEHb 0JIUHOKOI paHu
«BOpOHKOB» cTApTEPHI, TUIIIUHY U3PAHUB,

I aTan ucraer, Kak Moj;, yTpo CHEI.
PacTBopuTcs I1e-T0 B MUPE apaljieJIbHOM,
I'71e TBOE ibIXaHbe aHTeJIOM HOUHBIM

1o my1ie ogHasK Bl MSITKOM aKBapeJsbio
[LIénoTa pacruiieT TauHCTBO MEYUTHI.

I'1e TBOU 1 chIHA 00Pa3bl, KAK JINKU,

ByyT MHE SIBJISITHCSI B CYMEPEUYHBIX CHaX

W 1apuTh HaJIesK 100 CKBO3b HOUHbIE KPUKU,
W crracaTh 11060BbHI0, CKPETJIEHHOI B Hebecax.
Yepe 1010 OYLYT HOUBIO JIHU MEH SITHCS

VI IpUBBLIKHYT K 60JIM cep/ilie U r1asa,

Ho mipujieT ojiHAsK I BpEeM ST BO3BpaIllaThCsl

VI B iyiie pojuTest cyacT/imBast cjesa...

25.01.2003
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Without any backwards glances,
without tearful words,
Everything will happen, apparently,
very prosaically—
The guard will dispatch us with his usual severity,
To make the fated transferin the
shackles of separation.
The trained hounds will bark out loud,
And in the lonely darkness of early morning
The van’s engines will roar, wounding the silence,
And by the time the sun is up the
transfer will be just a dream.
This journey will disappear
somewhere in a parallel world,
And your breath, like the breath of a nocturnal angel,
Will paint on my soul softly as a watercolor
Whispering, the mystery of dreams.
Your face and our son’s face, like
figures from anicon,
Will appear to me in twilight dreams
And give me hope through all the nocturnal cries,
And save me with our heaven-fixed love.

The stream of days will change to night
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And my heart and eyes will grow used to pain,
But the time will come when I may return

And my soul will shed a happy tear...

25.01.2003
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Moum anzenam-xpanumena,

MOUM AI0OUMBIM U C8EMABLIM, baxapoure u Paxmawe

skene M ChIRY

JleHb cero/iHst cepebpucThIil U TPO3PauHbI,
CJI0BHO obelllaHue Hebec,

Uro el11€ BO3MOYKHO BCE MHaue
be3TocKu 1 oyKuLanunii oes,

YT0 KOT,1a-TO HA U3JIOME MYKI

Y cyb0bI CAYUUTCS TOBOPOT

VI BepHYCH 51 K BaM uepes pasjayKu
3-3a CTHUIBIX OXPaHSIEMBIX BOPOT.
JleHb cerojiHsl, Kak HebecHoe 1ocjaHbe,
Kak yjibIoKa ¢ BhICHIEi BLICOTHI

W B JITOOBU BaM TUX0€ ITPU3HAHbe

M3 Moell KaH J1aJIbHON ITYCTOThI.

T'ocro i, MOJTEO T€OSI B CMUPEHUI,
Ynacu ot ropsi u ot 6ey,

JIBe V11U, TBOEN JII0GBU TBOPEH b,

W moelt coryuaitHoM JKU3HU CBET.

Ynacu yJKeHY MOIO U ChIHa,

JIBYX HEOECHBIX aHT'€JIOB TBOUX,

JIBYX JIFOOBU 1 BEPHOCTY TIOCHIJIHHBIX,
JIBYX CYJ1HOBI MO€I TTOYKU3HEHHbBIX CBSITHIX.
BaTOT JileHb HATIOJIHEHH Il TEePIIeH beM,
SLTIpoIITy MOJIUTBEHHO O TOM,

UT06BI MBI CMOTJTU TTPOTITI CKBO3H TEPHUI,
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To my Guardian Angels,

My beloved and pure Bakharocha and Rakhmasha

To My Wife and Son

The day today is silver and clear,

As though the heavens were promising
That everything different is still possible,
Without sadness and without desire;
That sometime, at torture’s breaking point,
There will be a twist of fate

And T will return to you from our separation,
From behind the icy guarded walls.
Today is like a message from heaven,
Like a smile from the highest height

And for you a quiet confession of love
From my chained emptiness.

Oh Lord, I pray to you in humility,

Save, from grief and from woe,

These two souls, creations of your love,
And the light of my haphazard life.

Save my wife and son,

Your two heavenly angels,

Two messengers of love and faithfulness,
Two lifelong saints of my fate.

On this day filled with patience,

I ask you in prayer to allow us

To pass through the thorns,
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VI BTpOEM BOWTYU B HAIII CBETJIBIN JIOM. And enter together our pure home.

YT0ObI JIHU TPEBOTY U TTevasin I ask that the days of anxiety and sadness
PacTBopuia coJiHeYHa sl BbICH Be dissolved by the sunny height

W K 10681 HeGeCHOMY TIpuyJary And our life to return once again

CHOBa 1OBEPHYJIa HATIIA JKU3BHD. To the heavenly mooring of love.

JleHb CerojiHsI cepedbpucThIii U ITPO3pauHbIii, The day today is silvery and clear,

CJloBHO oOeranue Hegec... As though the heavens were making a promise...
25.01.2003 25.01.2003
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baxapoure u Paxmauwe,

MOUM AH0OUMBIM U DOPO2UM

IlecHs mpomianmsi

Tak cJIYUUII0ChH, YBDI, 3B€3/1bI TaK Pasjierjiich,
YT0 110 3UMHEN JI0POTe B PACCBETHYIO MTJTY,
OTpbIBast 0T BaC, FTOHUT IIPOY Db MEH s JKU3H D
HaaTar B HEU3BECTHOCTD B X0JIepHOM Ope/Ly.
V1 HeCJIBIIITHBIN 3aCTHIJI HA TY0aX KPUK TOCKU,
W cpbiBaeTcst cep,iiie oT 60J11 B raJjioll,

Ec/im ¢cMOYKENb ITPOCTH, YTO OCTABIJI OJIHUX
B aTOM MUpe 5T Bac pabCKUX CIIWH I TOJIOB,
Yro ciyunioch BC€ Tak, epediia cyjiboa
Hary sKu3Hb 110110J1aM B 3aBbIBaHbE 1TYTOB,
Ho e111¢ He ckaszaJi cJIoB HeOECH b CY/1bsI

W He 3HAET HUKTO HAIIly PO3Y BETPOB.

W oj1HAYK JLBI, 5T BEPIO, CKBO3D CIE3bI MOJIUTB
He60 HaM yJILIGHETCS Y ChIHA B IJ1a3aX,

W HaieK 1A Toria TallHy HaM OTBOPU'T

W jipyrue Tam 0y1yT 3BydaTh roJjoca.

HY’KHO TOJILKO JIOYKUTH, HYKHO 1lepeTeprerh
1y 60JIb paccTaBaHbsl, TIOPEMHYIO paTh

W Torjia st BepHyCh K HaM JIOMOI, UTOObI BIIPE1b
Bac ysKe HUKor1a 60J1b111e He OCTaBJISITh.

W Korjia st BEpHYCh, Mbl Jpy3€ii CO30BEM

Tex, KT0 He TIpejiaBaJi, He ucues, He 1mporiaj

W 3a111e/1pbiM CTOJIOM Mbl B OGHUMKY BTpoeM

BcrioMHUM 9TOT 9Tall, BCIIOMHUM 3TU CJIOBA...
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To Bakharochka and Rakhmasha

My Beloved and Dear Ones

Parting Song

It happened like this; this is how it
was wrilten in the stars—
Along the winter road, through the haze of dawn,
Tearing me away from you, life chases me to this:
A prison transferinto the unknown,
delirious from cholera.
And a cry ofanguish froze on my lips,
And my heart broke into a painful gallop.
If'you can, forgive me for leaving you alone
In this world of enslaved backs and minds,
Forgive me that this was how things
were, and that fate broke
Our life in half; to the noise of court fools howling,
But the heavenly judge has still not had his say
And no one knows which way our compass points.
And yet, I believe, one day through tears of prayer
Heaven will smile on us again,
through our son’s eyes,
And hope will reveal us its secrets
And different voices will speak out.
One has Lo continue living, one has to endure
The pain of separation, the prison host,

And then I will return home,
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Never to leave you again.
And when I return, we will summon our friends—
Those who didn’t betray us, or disappear, or perish—
And over a lavishly spread table

we three will embrace

And remember this journey, remember these words...
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baxapo4re

o3 Hee npu3HaHue

Kak ckazaTb MHe 0 JII0OBU CJI0BAMU,
EcjimaTo ymupanue u >k usHb

B KayKJ10M B310X€e, 06pOHEHHOM Bamu,

B KasK10M B3TJI51/1€, 06palli¢HHOM B BHICh.
Ecin 1moJ1yo60poT cayyaiiHbI

Baimx niey n mbITKa, u cobJiasH,

Ecn B3max pecHulIl, Kak B3Max

CYJLOBI TPONITAJIBHBII,

Eciin B3Max pyKu— 1 s1 TOTOB HA Ka3Hb.
Ecan Baimx rias cMmupenue u Hera
3aTMeBaloT JIeHb 1 apsT Hebeca

W HeT cul iblaTh, Kak 6y1T0 6bl ¢ pa3bera
Bocnapuiia )ku3Hb, He Bepsl B Uyjieca...
Kora Baimmx ryo HeBUHHasI yJIbIOKA
BbicekaeT B cepilie c1a /1Kol 6011 CTOH,
Korjta Bcé BOKpyT 6€3 Bac TeMHO 1 3b10KO
W nipn Bac Kak JIMBHBIN, JIyYe3apHbII COH,
Korjia Baummx majibles Jerkoe napetbe,
CJI0BHO KOJIJIOBCKOE JIEICTBO OBITU S,

Bce ciioBa 1mycThbl, MEPTBLI CTUXOTBOPEHbSI.
ATy Taiitny rpés 1mo3Hajin Bol u 1.

Kaxk ckazaTb MHe 0 JIF0OBU CJI0BAMU,

Ecauvaro ymupanue n sKu3ub

114

To Bakharochka

A Late Confession

How can [ speak of love in words,

Il there is death and life

In every one of your breaths,

In every glance cast to the sky.

Ifa casual half~turn

Of'your shoulders is both torture and temptation,
If'a flutter of your eyelashes is fate fluttering adios;
A wave of your hand—and I am ready for execution.
Your eyes, with their calmness and joy

Eclipse the day and are a gift to the heavens

And I have no strength to breathe,

As though life had been racing

upwards, innocent of miracles...

When the innocent smile of your lips

Carves a sigh of sweet pain in my heart;

When without you everything is dark and unsteady
And with you like a marvelous, radiant dream;
When the light touch of your fingers,

Is like a magic act of being,

Then all words are empty, all poetry is dead.

You and I have learned the secret of dreams.

How can I speak of love in words,

If there is death and life
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B KasK 10M B3/10X€e, 00poHEHHOM Bami, In every one of your breaths,

B KasK 10M B3TJIs1 1€, 00pallleHHOM BBbICh... In every glance cast to the sky...
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Paxmany bepovtegy, Paxmauie, MoeMmy A0OUMOMY CbLHY

BeTrep crpancTBui

Berep cTpaHcTBUI HAI, TOOOI YyKe ITporiest
[leCcHI0 CJIaBHBIX OPUTAHTIH I OKEAHOB,
JlaJIbHUX CTPaH, TY3eMHBIX TallH 1 cTpeJl
W 0TBayKHBIX IOHT 1 KAITUTAHOB.

KKypc yrKe 1mposioyKen uepes uirTuib U rropMm
K 3arepsiBiieiics B uuporTax Illararonun,
W He cMOosKeT nmoMenarh yyKe HU4To
Bbillie cTaTh Tebe HeBEPYIOLUX UPOHUIL.
M noseraer yyiak JKak-Tlaranesib
MHoro 3amevareJbHbIX UCTOPUIT—

MUp OTKPBIT OTKPBITUSAM, TIOBEPD,

OH 6eckpaitHuif, Kak 6eckpaiite Mmope.
ToJIBKO B I IbHUT COOUPASICH ITYTh,

I'Jie maccarnbl HAIOJIHSTIOT TTapyc,

B3sITh ¢ co601i B KatoTy He 3a6y/1,b
TenioThbl pOJIHOTO JI0MA MAJIOCTb.

ITycThb ¢ TO6O010 BY/1YT CMEJIOCTh 1 0TBara,
3HaHUsI U cujla, U J100po,

ITycThb HaL OpUTAHTUHOW YECTU CTSTA
PeeT rop10 B HEGE ITOJI0THO.

M cemb (yTOB IIYCTH TEOE 1101, KUJIEM
[Teercs yaavya Ha Iy TH

M yerh cepjiiie Bepa He TIOKUHET,
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To Rakhman Berdyev, Rakhmasha, my beloved son

Wandering Wind

The errant wind has already sung above you
A song of famous brigantines and oceans,

Of distant lands, native secrets and arrows
And of brave ship’s boys and captains.

The course has been set through calm and storm
To a Patagonia now lost among the latitudes,
And nothing is able to prevent you from
Holding yourself'above unbelieving ironies.
The eccentric Jacques Paganel

Will tell many brilliant stories—

Believe me, the world is open to discoveries:
Itisinfinite, like the boundless sea.

Only this: while preparing for a distant journey;,
Where trade winds fill the sails,

Don’t forget to take to your cabin

A little bit of your own home’s warmth.

May boldness and braveness be with you,
Knowledge and strength and kindness,

Let the canvas banner of honor fly proudly
In the sky above the ship. And may good luck
Splash along your path for you

A fathom under the keel;

And may faith not abandon your heart;
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Yro cyabOy cymMeennb Thl HAllTu, May you manage to find your destiny;

VM uTo oma B uac 0601 u Bpemst May this be so: at home at any hour and time
KaruraHa JKu3Hu U Mopeit Mother of this captain of life and of the seas—
Mawma K I€ET, 110051 TedsT U Bepsi, Will wait, loving you and believing

T'bl BepHEIIBLCS U3 110X0,1a K HEl. That you will return to her from the journey.
Paxwmariia, st Te6st 0ueHb JIF06JIH0 U TOPIKYCh Rakhmasha, I love you very much and am proud
T060IL. Lleyro ¥ Kperko 00HMMato TBO TTara. of'you. I kiss you and hug you tightly your papa.
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Moeti munoli baxapoire

OrTuero...

He pano HaM 3HATD U TIOHSITH He /1aHO,

Kax cy10b1 BbITIJIETaeTCsI HUTH B Hebecax,
OTuero BCE Tak 6b1JI0 3aBe/IEHO

W oT™MepeHo Tak Ha HeOeCHBIX Becax.

OTyero nmorepsieib, €Cau Hal Jellb,

W cJie30ii oMbIBaeTCsl UICKPEHHUI CMEX,
OTuero, ecau JIIOOUIIDH, TOCKJIUBO JKIAEITH

1 He cMeellrh TOTHSITH TJ1a3 CUaCTJIMBBIX ITPU BCEX?
OTuero HaM ¢ T06010 pa3JlyKa BHOBD,

Ecum Hata 11060BbL CTOJILKO JIeT HAC JK1aJjia,
W o1t TH OT 00U 11 CHIH XMYPUT OPOBD,

Ec/im sKu3Hb €ro ToJbKO ¢ cob0ii 1103BaJjia?

He jaHo HaM 3HATD U TIOHSITH HE /1aHO,

Kak oTMepsIHBI OYLYT HaM ITpaBia I JIOKb,
OTuero Tak 3ajyMaH MUp 6b1J1 1aBHO,

Ecau pamocThb, TO 60J1b, €CJIU CUACTLE, TO I POIKD.
OTuero paccraBaThCsl, € cy1bba

Yepes rojibl U cTpaHbl HAC BCE yKe Hallljla

W K ueMy 3/1eCh CJI05KHAsI JKU3HI pe3boa,

Ecsim HaM TIpoCTO KU3HB ITPOCTO Tak Xopolla?
OTuero, rje siBUJICsI HOBLIIA IIPOPOK,

Yaiiie TaM YKPbIBAETCsI cTapast 105K b,

B 6J1arojieTesiu METUT CKPBITHIN TTOPOK
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To My Sweel Bakharochka

Why...

Itisn’t given us to know or understand

How the thread of fate is spun in the heavens,
Or why things are the way they are

And measured so on the heavenly scales:
Why you lose something, whether you'll find it again,
Why true laughter is cut with tears;

Why, i you love, do you sit so sadly

And dare not lift your happy eyes?

Why will you and I be separated again,

If our love waited for us for so many years,
And why does our son frown,

Iflife has only just called him along?

Itisn’t given us to know or understand,

How truth and lies will be measured,

Why the world was designed this way;,

Why, if there is joy, there is pain; if

there is happiness, there is fear.

Why must people part, if fate still found us
Through all the years and countries

And why is life chopped and sorted so strangely,
I for us life is simply good as it is?

Why, where a new prophet has appeared,

Does the old lie often persist,
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W ipo coBecTh Kpuyar, rjie e€ Hu Ha TPoLi?
OTyero Tak JKréT pasjyKku ciesa,

Ecuin B cep/iiie HaJIesK 1a HaM BCTpevy CYJINT,
OTuero He yMero sl paccKkasarh,

Kaxk jiyiia o Bac CTOHET, KpUuuT 1 60J1T?
He jlaHO HAM 3HATH U TIOHSITH HE J1aHO,

Kak cy1b0bI BbITIIETaeTCSI HUTH B Hebecax,
OTuero BCE Tak OBIJIO 3aBE/IEHO

M oTMepeHo TaK Ha HEGECHDIX Becax...
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And the hidden vice pretend to be benefactor
And they shout about conscience

inlands where iU’s absent?

Why does the tear of separation sear us,

If there is ameeting promised

hopefully by our hearts;

Why don’t I know how to tell you

How my soul groans about you, shouts and aches?

Itisn’t given us to know or understand
How the thread of fate is spun in the heavens,
Or why things are the way they are

And measured so on the heavenly scales...
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XXX

ITIErmoT TUXUI, IENOT HEYKHDBIN,
BJ1asKHBIN OT CJ1€3bI TIOJL YTPO
ITpoliuerTaa MHe, UTO KakK
mpesKie

ByjieT BC€ y Hac Kak Oy/ITo.
JIVBHDBII HIENOT, MUJIBII BbIJI0X,
Tl KO MHE TTPUXOIUTITL HOUBIO
Ul cpeivt Ka3EHHBIX BUTOB

MHe 0 paJoCTsSIX IIPOPOYUNILD.

s T06010 YyIINBAOCH

B 1101KOHBOVHBIX CHOBU IEHBSIX
ITpeKJIOHSII0CH, MAIOCh, KaloCh
3a cy/1b0bI MOEI 1A, IeHbSI.
s1Tedst B cede Jiesiero,

KasK b1 B3/10X XpaHsl y cep/ilia,
I'1e B pa3yiyku rajepee

MecTo ecTh JyIIe COrPeTHCSI.
bl Moell Ha1esK bl cTpayka,
BecTHUK BOJIHHOTO TIPUJIUBA...
T'ocrioiu, Korjia, Korjga ke

Bo3Bpalllych K CBOE s MUJION?..
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XXX

A quiet whisper, a tender whisper,
A whisper damp from a morning tear
Said to me, that
everything
Can be for us as it was before.
Anamazing whisper, a sweet whisper,
You come to me at night
And in this official landscape
You tell me prophesies of joy.
Irevel in you
In my prison dreams,
I bow, suffer, repent
For the collapse of my fate.
I cherish you within me,
Preserving every breath in my heart:
Inits gallery of separation
There is a place for my soul to warm.
You are the guardian of my hope,
The herald of the free waters...
O Lord, when, oh when

Do lreturn to you, my dear one?
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baxape u Paxmawe

AJBIMMCKAS ECH S

A HaJi AJIbIIaMU celiuac CBEpKaeT COJIHIIE
Il cHera cBepKaloT KBaplieBo MaHsIIIIE,

W cbpucraitia uyjaku dyiHble KoJblla

Hayi sibKHen TBOPST HA CKOPOCTU IbSIHSILEN.

Il cBepKaeT Ha ouKax peBpaibCKUI IT0JIIeHD,
Paszorperblil Kpy;KKOI erepcKoro myHia,
DTOT MUP e1l1€ BIOJIHE /IJ15T JKUSHU TOJIeH,
MHOTO0 MeCT B HEM 3aMevaTeTbHBIX U Ty JIITe.
Hy, a Ham ¢ TOOO010 JIyullle, eCJIn JloMa
Cobepémcst Mbl 0j1HAYK 1 bl BCEll CEMbEI0,

I'7ie 1emsiiie 10 MbIJIMHKY BCE€ 3HAKOMO

M Tak J10J110 BCE cJ1y4asioch He CO MHOIO.

I'Jie ¢ TO6OIO CHIH OBLIJI PSIJIOM, HO HOUamMu
IToj1, corienue Takoe 1oporoe

Tuxuii HENOT CJAE3bl TUXME BEHYAJIN,

TbI MOJIUJIACE, UTOD OITSITH HAC CTAJIO TPOE.
SIMOJIUJICS TTPO ceOsI TaK, KaK YMeJI0Ch,
TT0/1IKOHBOWHBI 1 BCET /1A TJ1a3KOM BE1OMBbIIA,
W cama co601i B HOUM 0 HAYK I BI CIIeIach
JTaecHs, Kak codpaiuch Mbl Bce JloMa.

Kak MblI 6y/1eM I'OBOPUTH 1 3aCUINMCSL
Jlomo3 Ha pas3iyKky BpeMst BCIOMUHAS,

Kak cmorperb Mbl 6yﬂ,eM W HE HalJsL AuMcest
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To Bakhara and Rakhmasha

Alpine Song

The sun now shines over the Alps

And the snow sparkles like alluring quartz,

And freestyling freaks create wonderful rings
Atadizzying speed on the trail,

And the February afternoon sparkles in Ray-Bans,
And, warmed by a mug of hunter’s punch,

This world is still quite suitable for life,

Still filled with amazing places, better than this one.
For you and me, it would be better at home,

Better to gather together once as a family

Back where everything is achingly familiar

And everything has happened without me for so long.
Where our son was near you, but at nights,

As his dear snores sounded,

Quiet tears brought your quiet whispers to an end,
And you prayed for us three to be together again.

I prayed silently as best I could,

A guarded prisoner, always under

a watchful peep-hole,

And once at night this song

Was sung by itself, as we gathered at home.

How we will talk and sit up until late,

Recalling the time of separation,
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JIpyT Ha Ipyra Mbl ¢ TOOOI, MOSI pOJLHASI.

Il Kak cbIH cMesiThesl 6y,1eT ¢ HaMU 3BOHKO,
WV pojiuresivi yCTaHyT OT BOJIHEH WA,

ChbIH He ¢/lejlaeT JoMalllHero ypoka,

Hy, 11 j1a/1HO, OH U TaK Y HAC, KaK FeH .

W pojiHbIE, 1 JIPY3bsi, BCE OY/IYT ¢ HaMI,

W Tersio HaM Oy/IeT U CBETJI0 Ha JIyIax,

U 105K Ty TCsT HAaC TOKPBITHIE CHETaMI

AJIBIBI XBOWHDBIE OT €repeKoro MmyHiia.

JI1o6s11iii Bac barbip
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How you and I, my dear, will look at each other
And not grow tired of looking.

And our son will laugh loudly with us,

And our parents will grow tired,

And our son will not do his homework

(TUs okay, he’s our genius anyway).

And our relatives and friends will be there with us,
And we will be warm from hunter’s

punch, and our souls will be light,

And waiting for us are the pine-strewn Alps

Covered with snow.

Loving you, Batyr

131



Jlopo2omy Paxmany

IL)10X0€ Hacrpoenue

3aKkpysyKUJI HAJI OTHSIMU HOUHBIMI, 3aBOPOIK UL
IKOJIKMIA CHET, KaK OCKOJIKI

pasGUTHIX 110 FOHOCTU JLHEI,

W nposkar 6€e3 cyab0bl TeHU TeX,

€ KeM KOT/1a-TO JPYsyKUJ

B1rycrore MEp3JI0ii IaMsITU B

OJIMKaX CAYYATHBIX OTHEIA.

1 6eccMbIC/IEHHO B BEUHOCTH

KJIYOUTCSI JIbIM cUraper,

OTorpers He JJaHO eMYy HACKBO3b

03510111Y10 JKU3Hb—

I's1ie cniacaer codop, rjie cyJuT Hebeca MUHAPET,
A T/ie BBEHY UTJIY U CITYCKAIOT TOCKY HA HOYKI.
ITepekpecTKu Cy1LObI, Kak puiiesia
[10/I0OTHAHHBI KPecT,

W3 605KeCcTBEHHOI OTITUKY BHICTpEsa

JKU3HD TOJIBKO B 11EJID,

He yiiTu, He YIIJIBITH 32 MOPsI, He YKPbITHCSI OKPECT,
VI MOPIIMHBI TTOTEPH 10 CYIHOE 0003HAUUT ITacTeb.
W MeuThlI TsiyKesiee ¢ TojgaMu MoJIeT, Kak nober
OT cebst caMoro 1 HeJlellblX KapbepHbIX 1106e/1,
Ho TocKu ot HOYECTBA CKPUTI

B BOJLOCTOUYHOI Tpybe
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To my dear Rahkman

A Bad Mood

Above the night fires spun the

prickly enchanted snow,

Like fragments of broken youthful days,

And shook, fatelessly, the shadows of

those who had once been friends,

In the emptiness of frozen memory, in

the reflection of random fires.

And the smoke from cigarettes swirls
senselessly towards eternity:

It can’t warm up this life chilled to the bone—
Here, where the cathedral saves, where

the minaret promises heaven,

Where a needle lodges inin the vein, and
desire gives way to a knife’s edge.

Fate’s crossroads are like a crosshairs in focus:
Lifeis only on target from a divine point of view.
We cannot leave, we cannot cross the seas,
there’s no escape anywhere at hand,

And a pastel marks the wrinkles of lost fate.
Dreams grow heavier, less airborne,

with time, like escape

From oneself'and from silly career victories,
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00pbIBaeT MOJIET 11 TebsI BO3BpalllaeT K cebe.

U 3aX0/1UIIIHCST KATJIeM, OCUTIIBIM

Ha JKU3HU BETpaXx,

W oTabIIKa pa3iyK He jaér

TOJTHO TPY/IbI0 B3IOXHYTh.

OTreyarajoch IIPOIIJIOe Ha TI0CEPEBIINX YepPTaX
W He 3HAaET HUKTO, IJIe U KaK

Halll OKOHYUTCA MTYTh...
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Butacroaking noise in the

drainpipe breaks the flight

Of solitude’s longing and brings you back to yourself.

And you can’t stop coughing; the

winds of life hoarsen you,

And the asthma of separation won’t

let you breathe in fully.

The pastis stamped on the grey lines of our faces,

And no one knows where our journey will end...
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XXX

Ko ckasaJi, uTo HajlesK,1a yMupaer rmocsjie LHeii,
Korjia BC€ oTIIYMesI0, 0T/K JaJ0Ch, OT/KUJIOCH?
Eciv ay1im 6eccMepTHbI, TO

feccMepTeH MoCpeHIK

Mesk,1y HaMu 1 HeOOM, 1 COBIJIOCHh— He CObIJIOCh.
To, 4TO C HAMI CJIYYUJIOCH, JlayKe camMast MaJIoCTh,
ByjeT r/1e-T0 B peecTp KHUT CY/b0bl BHECEHO

1, HaBepHOE, T/Ie-TOo, YTO HE IOMeUTaI0Ch

ByjieT HOMHUTHCSI KEM-TO, B UbI0-

TO JKU3HB BILJIETEHO.

W Kor1a MBI IIOKMHEM JIOM, T'/Ie BCE TaK 3HAKOMO
M uBeTouHast Baza, U IIPOTEPTHII H1aJiac,

Hauttreii T1X01i HaIesK bl TEHH OCTAHETCsI JI0Ma,
OTpaskasich BTjla3ax Tex, KTo IOMHUT 0 HaC.

W 11po10JIKUTCst CHOBA JKM3HB, KaK Hallla KOrjia-To,
W, KoHEeuHO, UHbIE OY/LYT eCHU 3ByYaTh,

Ho cep/iiia yejioBeUby, KaK Ha 1€k IbI COJIIaThI
ByyT CHOBA 1 CHOBA I CTPaJiaTh, i MEUTATD.

VI Korjia TaKk JIYUUCTO CMOTPUT ChIH B 03K M /IaHbe,
YT0 ceroHsl HaJaesK 1A BAPYT CIYUUTCS ero

B 2T0OM B3LJIs1jIE JIVKABOM, B

rJIyo1He caMoli JajibHell,

Bee HaiesK bl TasiTCst BCeX YIE INX BEKOB...
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Who said that hope dies last,

When all the bustle, and waiting, and living is over?
If souls are immortal, then the mediator

Between us and heaven is immortal,

And all that has happened may not have been true.
What has happened to us, even

the most trifling thing,

Will be entered somewhere into fate’s registry book,
And, probably, somewhere, our unfulfilled dreams
Will be remembered by someone,

woven into someone’s life.

And when we leave our house,

where all is so familiar—

The flower vase and the worn out carpet—

The shadow of our quiet hope will stay at home,
Reflected in the eyes of those who remember us.
And life will continue, as our life was once lived,
And, of course, other songs will be sung,

But human hearts, like soldiers of hope

Will again and again both suffer and dream.

And when our son looks so radiantly in anticipation,
That today his hope will suddenly come true

In the deepest depths of that sly glance

Are harbored the hopes of all bygone ages...
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Moeli atobumoli, moeli Baxapoire

Huxoraa

Kax 1eJjierno 6e3bICX0/1HO0 9TO CJI0BO,

Kak BepAMKT 0 3arpenieHnm ayiim,
«Hukorpa!»— 1 cJIOBHO 11ePBbII CPOK YCIAOBHbIIA
3aMeHEH paccTpesioM B YTPEeHHEeN TUILIIL.
«Huxoral» - 1 CJIOBHO CTOH 110CJIe IHEN Houn
HensoeskHOCTY B30pBaJl METEOPUT

W B 1Ioskapuiiie pa3jiyKu KPOBOTOUUT
006e3yMeBIIIee Cep/Iiie U TOPUT.

Hukora He cMeTh Tedsl YBUAETDH 60JIbl1IE,
Hukoraa He cMETDH HETPaBUILHO JTI00UTH—
3J1eCh BO BCEM CBOsI 110 paHTy BUTA J0JIbYE,
3j1eChb pellén BOIIPOC, KaK ObITh U KaK He ObITh.
VW ipuxo/1, BeCHBI Tereph yyKe 6€CCMBICIIEH,

W 6eccMbIciieH BUTITHY YIIOEHHBI 11BET.
3a1pejle/ibl JKU3HU 51 BEPJUKTOM BbICJIaH

W He MHe 6eCreuHbI MoK 1aTh PACCBET.

W TBOEI ITPOXJIa I HOM 11eJIKOBUCTO KOKI,
Kaxk r710ToK HaIeK 1bI B MapeBe MecKoB,

He KocHYTCSI TYObI B JKayK1€ OCTOPOYKHOIA,

He pasoysiT TperneT >KUJIKN Y BUCKOB.

He B3METHYTCSI B CTPACTU TBOU PYKU K HEDY,
He pacTpaTuTth 3Be31HBIN HATII JIIOOBU KPEIUT

W He MUaThCsl ¢ CbIHOM HaM TpouM B [ToHTe00,
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To my beloved, to my Bakharochka

Never

How stupidly hopeless this word is,

Like a verdict forbidding a soul,

“Never!”—and it is as though a suspended sentence
Were replaced by one of execution in the morning.
“Never!”—and itis as though in last night’s cries
The inevitable meteorite exploded

And on the ground zero of separation

The insane heart bleeds and burns.

Never dare Lo see you again,

Never dare to love the wrong person—

Here the dolce vita is arranged according to rank,
Here the question to be or not to be is resolved.
And the arrival of spring now is

already meaningless,

And meaningless is the intoxicating

blossom of the cherry trees.

I was exiled beyond life’s borders

And itis not my task to await the careless dawn.
My lips won’t touch your cool, silky skin,

Like amouthful of hope in the mirage of sands;
In careful thirst, they won’t awaken

The trepidation of veins on your temples.
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I'1e TaMOYKH ST Hallle CHaCThe MO TBEePIUT.
«HuKkora»— peByT BOKPYT, U PEB 3aKa3aH,
W B KJMKYIIECTBE, B IIpUIIajIKe THYT XpebeT,
Ho Toria st HUKOMY 3/1eCh He 00513aH,
ToJIbKO Bory, TOJILKO ChIHY 11 Tebe!

M rora cy/10B TYMaHHBIX TPUTOBOPHI

He nmeroT OTHOIIEHU ST K CYIL0E,
«Huxoral» 3By4nT 701712, KaK YIrOBOPHI,
«HuKoral»— orseuy st Torjia cyjibe.

M Torjia BecCeHHUI BeTep HAC 110JIXBATUT,
MubI B [10HTE60 BMECTE ¢ CHhIHOM 3aTJISTHEM,
TTorBEpAMTCSI CHACTHE M HAM JKU3HU XBATUT,

MbI JIIOOBU KPEJLUT UCKYITUM U BEPHEM...
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Your arms won’t throw themselves

to heaven in passion,

The starry credit of our love won’t be spent,
And the three of 'us won’t rush off to Pontebba,
Where the border guards would

confirm our happiness.

“Never!”—people around me roar (their

roars are ordered from on high):

They hysterically bend their spinesin a fit,
Butlamindebted to no one here,

Only to God, only to our son and you.

And these sentences of hazy trials

Have no bearing on our fate:

“Never!” sounds a little like sophistry;
“Never!”—is what I will reply to the judge.
And then the spring wind will catch us,
Together with our son we’ll stop by in Pontebba,
Our happiness will be confirmed

and life will be all ours,

We will redeem our love credits, and return...
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Baxapoure, Moel alooumoll u cgemsoll, Moeli Musiol

He nmeuyajincs

He mtieyaibest 060 MHe, MOSI XOpoliast,

JIHU pYyUBSIMU YTEKYT, COIIYT rojia

W pasjiyka, 3arocTuBliiiasi HeIpoleHo,

Kax Bo1iia, Tak U ICTAaeT B HUKV/IA.

Vl BeCEHHUMM TBSTHSIIIUMI Ly pMaHaMu
Slnpny K rede u CblHa 0OHUMY,

ITOT JIeHb MBI UCKYTTUJIU Cep/IIia paHamu,

MBI TaK JK1aJ1U M TaK BEPUJIU EMY.

W poauTen olsITh Y Hac Hapsl I Hble,

CJI0BHO CHOBA MBI 32 CBA1€OHBIM CTOJIOM,

ToI— HeBecTa, si— JKEHUX U ¢ CHIHOM PSIJIOM MBI
W, KOHEUHO, OY/LYT CJE3bI 0 GHIJIOM.

O OBIJIOM, UTO BHOBD V3K€ HE BO3BPATUTCST K HAM,
O ObIJIOM, T'JIe Hallru 60111 U 6eja

Vrorja, 0bITh MOYKET, CMOYKEM MBI ITPOCTUTD '0JIaM,
YT0 110 JKU3HU TIPOPOCIIU, KaK Jiedea.

W 1101, MY3bIKY YyKe He ITOIYJISIPHYI0

Haumx TaitHbIX U 6€3/1YMHDBIX JKapKuX BCTpeu
byj1eM B FOHOCTb HATITY MbI KPYKUTHCST LA IbHIOH0,
YToObI KasK10€ MITHOBEHLE TaM coepeyb.

W 3a11j1e4nt ¢ CbIHOM MbI BTPOEM 06HIMEMCSI,

By)'[eT OH Y HaC KpaCUBbIM, MOJIO/IbIM,
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To Bakharochka, my beloved, my pure one, my dear

Don’t be Sad

Don’t be sad about me, my dear,

Days will flow away like streams, years will pass,
And separation, an unwelcome guest when it came,
Will melt away into nothing.

And like the fragrant apples of spring

I will come to you and hug our son,

This day we redeemed with our hearts’ wounds,
The day we waited for and believed in.

And our parents are with us again, dressed up,

As though we were at our wedding table once more,
You—the bride, I—the groom, and our son with us.
And, of course, there will be tears about the past.
About the past, that will never be given back to us,
About the past, where our pain and our woes dwell,
And then, perhaps, we will be able

to forgive those years,

That have spread through our lives like weeds.
And to the sound of no-longer-popular music

(The music of our secret, mindless, hot trysts)

We will whirl away to our far-off youth,

And try to save every instant that remains.

And the three of us—you, I, our son— will hug,
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MBI YBUIMMCSI BCE BMECTE, MBI YBU IVIMCSI, And he will be there with us, beautiful and young,
ToJIBKO OY/1Y 51, ObITH MOYKET, BECH CEJIBIM... And we will see one another together, we shall meet,

But perhaps I will be very gray...
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becconmnna

CuUrapeTHoro JbiMa KoJibllo,
3bIOKUIT HUMO OSKMIAHU ST yTPa,
M TBOE B 110J1YIBIMKE JIN110,

M Most iepemsiTast Kyprka.

ITO KaMepHbBIi MO aHTYPpaK—
dororpadusi u curapeTbl—

W Ha cHUMKe JII0OBY HAllIEl CTPask,
CBIH, ¥ BCe MBI B BeHernu rie-To.
MHe ysKe J10 yTpa He YCHYTb,
Curaperbl TOCKY He u3Jievar,
Ecan ectn B paccTaBaHUM CYTh,

To oHa B oGellaHNy BCTPEYN...
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Insomnia

A ring of cigarette smoke,

The shaky nimbus of morning’s stasis,
And your face halfin haze,

And my crumpled-up jacket.

This is my cellblock entourage—
Photograph and cigarettes—

And the guardian of our love in the picture,
Our son, and we are somewhere in Venice.
I won’t fall asleep before day comes,
Cigarettes won’t cure my longing,

If there is ameaningin any separation,

IUs the promise of meeting again...
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3ApaBCTBYM

31 paBCTBYIL, MUJIAsI MOSI, 3/1PABCTBYIA,
ITocMOTpU, KaK JIEHb CETro/ I HsI CBETEI,
CJI0BHO BOT CBOI0 3€MHVI0 11aCTBY
HeGom cuHuM 3a JIF060BH OTMETIIL.
CJIOBHO HaM € TOOOI cerojiHst oyjier
Berpeya BMECTO CThIIBIX OyKU AN

W 3a6y/1eM MbI pasJiyky oyjieH

B JIeHD COLIBATOTILIIXCST BCEX JKETAHUIA.

MbI BO3bMEM TOI'Jia C TOOOIO ChiHa

W ol 1eM ryJsiTh Kyj1a 10 1eTCSI,
W opaHyKeBbIe aleJbCUHBI

Kyriim, eciin J1aBka rmomaaercst.

A TTOTOM B3JIETUM HA KapyceJsisixX
Haji yabI6KaMu JI101eii IPOX0KUX,
CbIH 3alIMETCsI CMEXOM OT BeCeJlbsl
VI MBI ¢ HUM CMesIThCSI BYIeM TosKe.
Berep OyeT HaM JlacKaTh JINILA,

A BOKpVT I1JIeCKATBLCSI 6y 1eT HEDO,
ByayT HAM KPHIJIOM MaXaTh ITUILHI,
YIUBJISISICE, UTO COBIIACH HEODIJID.
W J11060Bb B IJ1a3aX UCKPUTHCSI OVIET,
W oT HEeKHOCTY HaM GY1eT HEJKHO,

1 3a6y,/1eM MBI, UTO B 00111€M TPYIeH
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Hello

Hello, my darling, hello,

Look how bright the day is,

As though God had marked his earthly flock
With a blue sky to show his love.

Itis almostas though you and I might have
A rendezvous instead of frozen expectations;
Asif'we could forget the routine days of separation
Onaday in which all our dreams come true.
We would take our son

And stroll wherever we wanted,

And buy bright oranges,

If'we came across a stall.

And then we would soar on fairground carousels
Above the smiles of the people passing by,
Our son would break out in happy laughter
And we would laugh along with him.

The wind would caress our faces,

And around us the sky would be flowing,
Birds would wave their wings to us,

Amazed that the impossible has happened.
And love would sparkle in our eyes,

And the tender world would make us tender,

And we would forget that in general
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Y JI100BU 110 SKU3HU IIYTh, KaK ITPpEeK 1e.

MBbI MOPOKEHHOT0 BCEM 3aKYITUM,
Paszjla/ MM BceM JIeTsIM alleIbCUH bl
W B aBTOGYCE HAIII CHIH YCTYIUT
CBO€ MeCTO JKU3HEHHDBIM CeJIITHAM.

W pojauresieii IpoBeaaTh CXO1UM

Yaii ¢ TOPTOM MOITHEM, TOBCIIOMUHAEM.

B o6111eM, cuacThe— 3TO UTO-TO BPO/ie
Haiiieil JKU3HU, I'/le POJLHbIE C HAMMU,
W, KoHeuHo, Oy, 1eM 11eJI0BaTHCsI
BaTOT JeHB TaKoll HeOObIYallHbII

W 3a6y/1€M CJI0BO «paccTaBaThCs»

N 3amnac CIIOBaDHBII‘/l[ CJIOB I€YaJIbHbI...
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The path of love in life is difficult

asit has always been.

We would buy ice cream for everyone,
We would give all the children oranges
And on the bus our son would give up

His seal to-the elders.

And we would visit our parents;

We would drink tea with cake and reminisce.
In general, happiness is something like
This life, where our dear ones are with us.
And, of course, we would kiss one another
On this so-unusual day

And we would forget the word “to part”

And the sad reserves of our vocabulary.
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Coner HOMHOIO 0/1103a

Kax mpoH3uTeALHO B HOUM TOPUT 3BE3/1A,
TaeaMHCTBEHHAs, YTO BU I HA OTCIO/IA

M ryjsiT npouiajibHo r1e-To 1oesja,
[Tokumast 0 MHOYECTBO abCypia.

N Haji MopeMm rjie-To KOrmTcs rpo3a
OuunieHs oT padoJierncrna 6y,

W nposkuT TBOSI XpycTajibHasl cjiesa,

B HOUDL MOJIMTBEI HETTOIBJIACTHA
nepecy/jam.

W Moell ToOCKU KaHJaJIbHBI puTM 6J1103a
CTOHET B HOUD, I'/Ie TaK ITPOH3UTEJIHHO

3Be3/la

CBeT HaIeK /I bl JILET C Hebec TUTTIOTEHY3bI.

W iposKar HerpaBe/ L HOil pasjiyKiu y3bl,
W kpowuarcst T JI106BU BCeJIeHCKOI
rpysa...

W ryjsiT o BCTpeye rjie-To rmoesja.
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Nighttime Blues: Sonnetl

How piercingly that star burns,
That one, the only one that can be seen from here
And somewhere over there the departing trains hoot,
Abandoning this lonely senselessness.
And somewhere over the sea a storm is brewing
To clean licentiousness of'its servility,
And vour crystal tear shakes at the lash,
During a night of prayer, not subject
toidle talk.

In my sadness, the chained rhythm of the blues
Moans at night, where the star

so piercingly
Pours the light of hope from heaven’s hypotenuse.
And the bonds of unrighteous separation shake
And crumble from the cosmic burden of love...
And somewhere the trains whistle

to herald ameeting.
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Moeli baxapoure

XXX

Korjia HOUb paciaxHeTcst Hebom

3B€3/LHBIM 1 BOJIbHBIM,

sTredst yKpajly 'y pasjiyk uyrpar,

YHecy Ha pyKax B I10JI€, I'/le MAKOB BOJIHbI
CKpoIoT HAC BapomaTax JIo0BY JI0 yTpa,
VI30MHYTCSI 0J1€K /1bI, BETEP CTOHOM HallbETCsl,
ITHUIKUT TPENET U yKap He OCTYIUT XMeJILHOIA,

1 3Be3/1a MoJ10/1a51 ¢ HeGa B TPaBbl COPBETCSI,
3a/IpOyKUT HA peCHUILAX CUACTIINBOI CJ1€30I1.

W iernrrarh 6y/1yT 1yobl, 60J1b U HEXKHOCTD Meliiast
B TOPOIJIMBBLIX CJIOBAX OMAJEHHOI V1IN,
30JI0THIM HAC 3aJILET CBETOM TOMHO B0JIbIAsI
BeerpoleHbst iyHa, HAC BeHYasl B TUIIIN,

W 11poxJiajiHble pochl Ha 3ape Hac YMOIOT,
BCIIBIXHET B pOOKMX JIyUYax Ha I'Py/Iu KPeCTUK TBOIA,
W CTBHIJIJINBO 3ap/IeeT OT CMYIIEHbsI HeMoe

CoJtHIlE, 3aJ11060BaBIIINCH TBOEI KPACOTOIA...
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To my Bakharochka

XXX

When night swings open a starry and a liberated sky;,
I will steal you away from partings and losses,

[ will carry you away in my arms (o

a field where waves of poppies

Will hide us in love’s scent until morning,

Our clothes will be wrinkled, the

wind will get moaning drunk,

But it won’t cool the passionate

trembling and the hungover fever,

And a young star will slip from the sky to the grass,
And will tremble like a happy tear on your eyelashes.
And our lips will whisper, pain

and tenderness mingling

In all the hasty words of an enflamed soul,

A large, all-forgiving moon will wash us languidly
In golden light, wedding us in the silence.

Cooling dews at dawn will bathe us;

Your little cross will flash in the timid rays,

And the sun transfixed by your beauty

Will shyly blush in silent embarrassment.
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XXX

AX, KaK BOJIBHO I'yJIsIeT BeTep Ha BoJie

Il 1ackaeT TBOU BOJIOCHI U pYKU,

OH, 6ecrieuHbIl, He y3HaeT 3Tol 6011
OKOJIbIIOBAHHON B HAPYYHUKAX Pa3IyKU.
He y3HaeT, Kak TabauHbIIi JbIM KOCMATBIi—
OJ1HOYeCTBA HEMOTO JIYX ITPOTrOPKIIBIIA,
OrJryiaer namsITh 3By KOB CU301 BaTOI,
BoJiHBI cTOHA TEHUT, Kak B cTuxax y Jlopku,
Kak cryyar 3acoBbl HOUBIO 110I'pedaibHO

W Kak J1amMITbl BEUHBIN CBET TOCKJINBO HY/ICH,
Kak oryasiHbe MpUBLIYHO U DAHAJIBHO
B9TUX ryJIkKuxX Kopujiopax 6UThIX cy/eo,
Kak HajiesKj1a ymMupaeT, Bockpecast

Ha paccere B Kay6ax 30JI0TUCTOMN BN,
I'Jie yuia KpysKuTest B pyoulie 6ocast

B ckop6HOIA IJISICKE MOJTYAIUBOI PAOCKOI OBIJIN...
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XXX

Ah, how freely the free wind strolls

And caresses your hair and hands:

Carefree, it doesn’t know the pain

Encircled in the handcuffs of separation.
Itdoesn’t know how the ragged tobacco smoke—
The rancid smell o mute loneliness—

Deafens all memory of sounds with

its grey cotton wadding;

The groaning waves foam, like the poetry of Lorca;
The dead-bolts clang at night like a funeral

And the eternal light of the lamp is so dreary;
Despairis so familiar and banal

In these echoing corridors of broken fates.

We see how hope dies and resurrects

Atdawn in clouds of golden dust,

Where the soul whirls barefoot in rags:

The mournful dance of'a silent slave.
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baxapoure u Paxmawe, Moum anzeaam-xpanHumenam

XXX

Ckpunku lITpayca 1uBHbIE BOJTHBI
Hac Haji, BeHoli BeHUaJIu ¢ TOOOIA,
Ho 3a TakToMm, cy/Ib0Y IeperoJHuB,
Basibc pasiykoit pa3doaBuii roooii.
CKa3Kl1 BEHCKOTO0 Jieca 0CTaJlCh

B TOMHOIA JIbIMKE JIYHAWCKIUX JI0JINH,
I'71e y KpOMKM 3aKaTa BoccTajin
AJTBITHI TOpJIbIE B 3aMKaX OBIJINH,
I'ne vy [ITedgaHna Jloma cBSITOTO

ITo 6pycuaTKe 6J1eCTSIINX 310X
HaMm Ha cyacThe 3BeHeJM TI0IKOBBI
CKBO3b U3BO3UUKOB I1EPEIoJIox,

I'ne B asinesx [HIEnO6pyHCKoOTO MapKa
[IpstayT Iponioe 105K Ib 1 JINCTBA,
I'J1e KaMMH HaM 1I0TpecKnBaJl JKapKko
B HOUYb TauHCTBEHHOTO POJK IECTBA,
W oTKpBITHE JKU3HU CBEPIIAJIOCH
KayK10/1THEBHO Y ChIHA B IJla3ax,

I'11e 6ecrieuHyo JeTCKY0 1aJ0CTh
Ocasiiaa Hebec 6UpIo3a,

M Baxay BUHOM pa3/inBaioch,

U cBepKasia 03épHasi I1a/1b...

CyraBa bory, HaM BCE JKe J10CTaioch

YT0-T0 B IIPOLLLJION CY1L0€E BCIIOMUHATD.
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To Bakharochka and Rakhmasha,My guardian angels

XXX

The beautiful waves of Strauss’s violin

Above Vienna married us together

But beyond these cadences, with our fates at a crisis,

The oboe brought an air of exile to the waltz.
Tales of the Vienna woods remained

In the languid smoke of the Danube,

Where, at the edges of the sunset

The proud Alps rise with their legendary castles;
Where, by the Dome of St. Stefan,

The horseshoes rang out for good luck

Through the hubbub of coachmen,

Along the cobbles of shining years;

Where, in the Schonbrunn alleys,

The pastis concealed by rain and foliage;

Where a fireplace crackled warm for us

One magical Christmas night,

And the discovery of life

Was being made daily in our son’s eyes;

Where carefree childish mischief

Was blessed by the turquoise of heaven,

And at Wachau the river flowed like wine,

And sparkled against the lake’s smooth surface...
Thank God, we at least still have

Something of our past fates Lo remember.
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Baxapoure, Moell Muaot u pooHot

XXX

To Bakharochka, my sweet and my dear

XXX

CepebpucTbIX CTPYH 05K /151 TIePe3BOH
Ha 1mpocTysKeHHBIX MOPO3aMU KphITiiax
OO6'bsIBJISIET HAM BECEHHU I Ce30H

W 30BET T'YJISITH 110 JTYyKaM MaJIbuMIIEK.
TapabaHuT B OKHA 3510KUX KBapTUP,
IIpouiorojiHue cMbIiBast 00U J1bl,
HaJstarast Ha TOCKY KapaHTIH,

OTMEH SIS MOJTY CEPOTO TBUIA.

J105K JIb BeCEHH I YIBLIGHETCSI Tebe
V3yMpyHBIMY TJIa3aM1 U3 TTApKa,
3asbIBasi MOTYJISTH 10 TPaBe

buth yeuéTKy oy/1eT CJIOBHO UCIIaHKa.
W KpY>KUTHCS 6YIYT B FOPKUX PYUBSIX
3acrapesiiye 06pLIBKY Hevasiu,

U KopabJIMKOM ra3eTHbIM HUUbsI
YIABIBET passyKa B lajibHUE JTalu.
[Ty M 110JIHUMYT BO JIBOPE BOPOOLU,
VIrHOpUPYsI TPOMOKIITY IO KOIIKY,

@0][3‘[)6]7[ 110/, BeYep HNCThIX O'HN

CBETOM HAM 3aJILIOT JIPYT K IPYTY TOPOSKKY.

Hy, a ecsiv BCE HABpaJ1 9TOT JLOK /b
ITpo pasyiyKy u 11po BCTpeuy 1o, Beuep,

Thl ckasku Torjia cede: «Hy, m uTo K,
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The chime of silvery streams of rain

On the frost-chilled roofs

Announces the spring season

And calls on little boys to stroll through the puddles.
Itdrums at the windows of chilly apartments,
Washing away last year’s resentments,
Putting last year’s melancholy in quarantine,
Abolishing the fashion for gray tweed.

Spring rain smiles at you

With emerald eyes from the park,
Summoning you to stroll on the grass

And stamp your feet like a Spanish dancer.
The rain will move in nimble streams

The tatters of an aging sadness,

And like a little ownerless newspaper boat,
Our separation sails off'into the far distance.
Sparrows raise a ruckus outside,

Ignoring the sodden kitten at the door;
Towards evening the flames of pure street lamps
Will flood the road with light for us.

And if this rain has told nothing but lies
About how we will separate and

meet again by evening,
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Bcé paBHO pasjryKa KOHYUTCSI BCTPeyeii».

Bcé paBHO HaM BMeCTe ObITH TaK I TaK,
EcTb Takoe 1mpejicaHiie CBbIIIIe,
ITpocTo 03K 1H BECEHHUI TJYIBI Yy 1aK

IleperryTaj roji, TaniLyst Ha Kpblilie...

162

Then say to yourself: “So what? Whatever happens
Separation will end with a meeting”.

We will be together anyway;,

A higher order will ensure it:

The spring rain is simply a stupid fool

Who has got the wrong year, dancing on the roof...
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JIHU TIPOXO/ISIT, 0JIMHOKO HOUU CTEJISITCS
[lo 3anpeTHOI, apecToBaHHOI cy1h0e

M 6e35KaJ10CTHO KPOLINT pasjyKku
MeJIbHUILAQ

Hanm sKusHu, He TIOHSITHBIE CY/1be.

W repsiemM Mbl JIpy3eli ey b601
NCITYTaHHDBIX,

[IpuBBIKas K HOBOW JKU3HU HayTa/l,

I'/1e B ToJie KJANKY 3a01Thl M HOpYTraHbl
KTo 32 5KU3HB HE TPUHUMAJI UX Cypporar.
JIHW Ha BaxXTy BCTAJIU B OJKU IAHbs
ouepejib

ITepejiay u nepJiocTPUPOBAHHBIX CIES,
HT0ObI LY HAM 1T0TOM Ha 15K 101
HOYbBIO I'PETD,

BoJib Bpauyst 110]1 HAPKO30M POOKUX I'PE3.
PacceuéH HajiBoe MUP CTEHOIO

C BbIIIIKAMMU,

YacoBbIMU U OXPAHHUKAMU B Psi I,

Ho OTKpbITO JIniia C HYJEBbIMU CTPUIKKAMY
Ha 1HOKOPHBIIA MUP 3a BBILIKAMU TJISLISIT.
He nevasibest o cyiboe Takoii

HelpouIeHHOo

— Ko mpocuJicst 1101, To1op Ha siagor?
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Days pass, nights creep lonely
Along the paths of a forbidden, arrested destiny
And the mill of separation cruelly
grinds
These lives the judge finds incomprehensible.
And we lose our friends who are
frightened by fate,
As we blindly grow used to our new life
In which hysterical demagogues cow and abuse those
Who didn’t accept their substitute for life.
Days stand in a queue of anticipation
For care parcels and censored tears,
So that our hopeful souls
may grow warm at night,
Healing our pain with the narcosis of timid dreams.
The world is cut in two parts

by the turreted wall,
By rows of guards and sentinels,
But heads with crew cuts gaze openly
At the obedient world beyond the towers.
Don’t be sad about such an

unpredicted fate—

Who on the scaffold begs for the axe?—

Saints have not forgotten us, haven’t cast us aside,
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He 3a0bITHI MBI CBSITHIMU, HE 3a0POIITEHDI,
IToTOMY 4TO JKUJIU MBI HE 32 JKUBOT.

W ciioBa B MUPY HEMBIX BCerjia yCJI0BHbIe,
Paccevenunsi Beerjia conjieTeHbl—
YroJlIoBHbIE el He YTOJI0BHbIe

WM ¢BO6O/IHbIE HE 3HAYUT BHE CTEHDI.

W pasiyku Halien BeTpsiHast MeJbHU1a—
He pbyHAIBLHBIN Ka1p B JKI3HU ITPO JTI060BD,
W BeTpa Ha 1 Hallleil SKU3HbLIO IlepeMeH sITCsl,

n ViKe 6necnyna HaJl CTEHOK HOBD.
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Because we lived for the spirit, not for our guts.
And words in the world of the numb

are always conditional,

Dissections are always interrelated—

Criminals are not yet criminals

And the free are not only those outside the walls.
And as for the mill of our separation...

IUs not the final frame of life about love,

And the winds that blow over our life will change

And a new story has already flashed above the wall.
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Paxmainy Bepowblegy, Paxmauie, Moemy cbliyie

CKvyuHoO€ HpaBoOviYEeHUE

Heb60 cunee cMeéTest Tebe,

[TITuanii roMmoH Te€ds1 yTpoMm BCTpevaer,
TBoeil JKu3Hm dBepect u Tuoder
besiocHesKHO MaHSIT B ITYTH 6€3 revasiu.
N 30BeT TEOS MOpPCKast BOJIHA,

3BE3/1 TAHCTBEHHbIE CBETSITCSI JlaJiu,

W jopora BcTpey HeyKTAHHBIX TOJIHA—
TBr y3HaACHIDL TO, YTO MBI HE Y3HAJII.
3aKuraer TBOel JKU3HU 11PUJInB

W Ha1esK b1 BLICOTY HAOUPAIOT,

TeM, KTO B KII3HU caM K cebe CITpaBe/IjInB,
W yjaua cripaBe1JiBolii 6bIBaerT.

Ho mipejiaTesibcTB 11 0OMAHOB Opjia

B cBoif uepé i, K Tebe BOpBETCsI 6es crpoca,
ToJILKO ThI HE BEPH UM JlayKe TOrJa,
Korta 6pbI3HeT KPOBBL pa3dUTOro HOCA.
Hoc He Bertaii, eciim >Ku3Hb 6yj1eT 6uTh
W TocKa Ha cepjilie ropeyuu TeHblo,

Ecsiu cMosKellrb cam ce6st mode I uTh,

To Hali1el b CBOIO JI0POI'Y K BE3€HbBIO.
ToJIbKO cep/iILy JloBepsiii cRoeMy

W jpyuie, mo3HaBuIel My poCcTh 3aBETOB,
W 11yeTh cuiibl 6y/LyT B TIOMOILB YMY,

M roraa He 3arryraeiib HUT/E ThI.
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To Rakhman, Rakhmashaa, my sonny

Boring Lecture

The blue sky is laughing for you,

The birds’ chatter greets you in the morning,

The Everest and Tibet of your life

Lure you snowy-white onto a path without sorrow.
The sea’s wave summons you;

The stars shine with secret distances,

And the road is full of unexpected encounters—
You will learn what we haven’t learned.

The tide of your life rushes onwards

And your aspirations are climbing high:

Fortune will be fair to him

Who in life is fair to himself.

But the horde of betrayals and deceits

Willin their turn break in on you without warning,
Don’t you believe them even then,

When a broken nose spatters with blood.

Cheer up, if life gets you down

And bitter anguish casts a shadow on your heart:
If you are able to conquer yourself;

Then you will find your road to good fortune.
Just trust your own heart

And your soul, that has listened to wise advice,
And let your strength help your mind,

And then you will never lose your way.
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