Poem by Anton Chekhov
Translation into English © Eugene Alper (from Anton Chekhov: A Brother’s Memoir)

O, noaT 3a060pHBII B FOOKE,
O6oTpu CBOM THI T'yOKH.
Yem cTuxu Tede mucars,
Jlyumie B KyKOJIKH UIPaTh.

Oh the poetess of the fence,

Baby toys are still your friends.
Quit your scribbling on the walls,
Just stay home and play with dolls.

Poem by Liodor Palmin
(c. 1880, sent to Anton Chekhov with a document)
Translation into English © Eugene Alper (from Anton Chekhov: A Brother’s Memoir)

Konnera, Mmuiplii Moii AHTOIIA,
Ceiluac HEMHOXEYKO YCTaB,

U Bosocel cebe epora,

[To obGemianpio MUTIO YCTAaB.
Ceituac KananrtaukoBa nmuBo
KOmopuctruecku urpuso

B crakane uckpurcs Ha nHe,

U B o0111eM KUTh HE XyJI0 MHE.
Kak mopexon Ha ocTpbiii pud, Mbl,
[ToaTh1, 1€3eM BcE Ha pUDMBEL...

My colleague, dearest Antosha,

Just slightly jaded, though no martyr,
My hair ruffled to contortion—

I’m sending you the promised charter.
Seeing Kalashnikov’s good ale
Playfully glint and never stale,

| feel the bottom of this grail

Inspires me to up my tail.

Just like the builder needs his lime
We poets hunger for the rhyme...



Poems by Tatiana Kuzovleva
Translation into English © Eugene Alper

YX0auT MOM 1IO€3]] B TYIIHK, U 3aXJIOIHYJINCH IBEPU.
CurnaspHas KHOIIKa MUTA€T, Ha CThIKaxX JpoXKa.

W B rynkoii yrpoOe mosy3ymero MeyieHHO 3Bepst

He cpimercst x&epTB, KpoMe 3TUX — MEHsI U OOMKa.

OH 3BIYHO XpanuT, OJJI0KUB M0 BUCOK KaletoXy.
Baronnas naBka emy — 4TO pojJiHasi KPOBATbh.
«Cynpbal» - 6opMouy, U COCTaB OT3BIBACTCS IIYXO.
W cTBOpKU 1BEpHBIE MHE CUJI HE XBATACT Pa3bsiTh.

U enem Mbl ¢ HUM HEM3BECTHO KYJla U HACKOJIBKO.
U rnaBHOe, 31€Ch HUKOMY HE XBaTUTHCS MEHSI.

U pa3Be 4To 5 HE OTMEUEHA CUHEW HAKOJIKOM,

A Tak — Mbl IOITYTYUKH, 3HAYUT, IOYTH YTO POJIHS.

MeI1 enneM 110 MUpYy, T'Zi€ CIIyTaHbl BECHBI U 3UMBI,
I'ne cxonarcs rpex, MoKasiHbe, MOJTYaHbE U KPUK.
['ne Bce Mbl paBHbI H3HAYAJIBHO U BCE 3aMEHUMBI,
W kaxaplil HE 3HAET, KOr/Aa €ro Moe3/1 B TYIHK.

A 1oe3z moJI3eT, CUHEBATBIE PEIbChI YTIOXKA.

U xaxxeTcst — MOXKHO B JIIO0YI0 MUHYTY COMTH.

Ham Obutn 1aHs! Ipy poXKACHUH YUCTHIE TYIIIH.

Criut 6oMXk B a71eKTpuuke. XpaHu ero, boxe, B myTu.

I’ve missed the last stop. Now my train, an old serpent’s descendant,
Is crawling somewhere remote, a junction unmanned.

Its resonant womb carries two petty victims: myself and

A homeless man that’s asleep, just a homeless man.

He peacefully snores on his pillow—a crumpled fedora;

The bench is his welcoming bed and he craves nothing more.
“It’s destiny,” murmur I, failing to open the door of

The merciless car, one unyielding mechanical door.

And so we go, not knowing where and how,

For long or for short—yet I know we won’t be missed.
With him, we are brothers that share the here and now:
| am just as blue as the wrinkled tattoo on his wrist.

And so we ride through the world where seasons and weather
Are nothing but mixed as our sins are all mixed with remorse;



Where all are akin and replaceable—Dbirds of a feather,
And no one knows when his train’s to finish its course.

The train is still rumbling and grumbling and chugging and ringing,
And always, it seems, one can choose to get off and be freed;

My soul and his were pure at the very beginning.

A homeless sleeps on the train. | should wish him Godspeed.

*k*k

W xorja nBe 1acTOUKH B3peXyT HEOEC MOJIOTHO,
W noiimaeT apoxkaHbe BO3yXa CTPEKO3a,

N TspKenslid KOJIOC B 3€MITIO COJIBET 3€PHO,

W nBe pwIObI 3aMpyT B 3ampy/e - ra3a B I71a3a;

W B ropranu jbpBa MPOBEPHETCS YTPOOHBIH PBIK,

N 3emus mokavyHeTcs, mpo CBOi 3a0bIBast BeC,

U nBa o6naka BCTPEUHBIX COMAYTCSI BHAXJIECT U BCTHIK,
W ryOoKuM B3/10XOM TIIyXOH OT30BETCH JIEC, -

Bort Torna TeI moBepuiib, 4TO CMEPTHh HE CUJIBHEE HAC,
[IpocTo Mup Ha pa3iayku LIEAp, a Ha BCTPEUH CKYII.

W nymia craner ierye Tena B MIJIBOHBI Pas,

U cnoBa ctanyT nerde myxa, cieras ¢ ryo.

U cTpoxka k cTpoke - 0003HaUaT HavaIo JAHs,

Bcé, uto 0110 ¢ TOOOI, MOABOIS MO €AUHBIA CBOI.
U noka ThI cMOTpHIIIB, KaK KO(he OSIKUT C OTHS

U xak méc-cTpacToreprer] KPOCCOBKY TBOIO TPBI3ET, -

MuuTtcst CKOpBIN O3], TII0Task JOPOKHBINA CMOT,
IIposieras »KU3HB U Ha CIIyCKaX HE TOPMO3sl.

N Bc€ TO, 4TO KaXKIblil U3 HAC YAEPKaTh HE CMOT,
Hu 06HATH, HM IPUXKaTh, HU OKIMKHYTh YK€ HEJIb34.

only when two swallows rip up the heavenly cloth
and the dragonfly’s wings catch up to quivering air
and the ripened ear spills all of its kernels forth

and two fish stop immobile with an unblinking stare

when the lion’s gorge growls its rumbling roar
and the planet stumbles despite its enormous size
and two clouds clash settling a booming score
and the forest echoes rise to the turgent skies



only then will you know that we are bigger than death

just on this little globe we part more often than mesh

and your words will be lighter than even the weightless breath
and your spirit will grow lighter than mortal flesh

and as line by line outline the uncharted trip
through a day by day existence to poetry

you will suddenly know watching the faucet drip
and your faithful dog chew your slipper worry-free

that you are in a hastening forward commuter train

passing life itself and many a dear face

you will suddenly know that what you failed to retain

you will not bring back, you will not recall, you will not embrace.



