HNocu¢dp bpoackui

Hu ctpansl, HU norocra

HE X04y BbHIOUPATh.

Ha BacunbeBCckuii oCTpoB
A IPUAY YMUPATh.

TBoit (hacag TEMHO--CUHUM
g1 BIOTbMAax HE HaWIy.
MEK]1y BBII[BETIINX JIMHUN
Ha acaibT ynamy.

N nyma, HeyCTaHHO
nocrnenasi BO TbMy,
IPOMENBKHET HAJl MOCTAMU
B MIETPOTrPaAJCKOM JIbIMY,

U anpenbCcKasi MOpPOCh,

HaJl 3aThbUIKOM CHE¥XOK,

Y YCIIBIIIY S TOJIOC:

-- J1o cBU1aHbs, IPYKOK.

U yBUXKYy 1BE KU3HU
JAJIEKO 34 PEKOH,

K PAaBHOJYIIIHOM OTUYU3HE
MPUKUMASACH IIEKOMU.

-- CJIOBHO JI€BOYKHU--CECTPBI
U3 HEMPOKUTHIX JIET,
BbIOETasl HA OCTPOB,

MaIllyT MAJIBYUKY BCIIE].



Joseph Brodsky
Trangdated by Julia Gnip

Not countrieshor cemeteries

| don’t wantto unmask
With theVasilyevskaydsland
memories| will pass.

Your facades darkblue

andl won't find it in thedark.

In betweerthefadedlines| view

I'll fall onasphalandleavemy mark.

And the untiring soul

IS goinginto darknesssif in ajog,
underthebridgehole

into the St. Petersburdog.

It's in thelight April rain| seearound,
underthe napeof a snowflake,
andthenl hearasound:

to our meeting for your sake.

And life will showtwo hands
far downthecreekandto thefatherlandl’ll attach

my cheek.Girls, sistersout atsea,
from thetime I did notlive | askyouto run
outto metheboyswavefor youto arrive.



