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FOREWORD

Rita is one of the four women who took part in creating this cycle of poems that testifies to
my infatuation with poetry, rather than to the magnificence of what may be defined as my
‘stock of love’. Daily, in my library, I look for my favourite poets; but Pasternak is not of
their number, although I do enjoy some aspects of his poetry — Lara, among other characters.
In the film inspired by Doctor Zhivago, we have an opportunity to watch one of my favourite
actors, Alec Guinness, who shows the doctor’s poems to his supposed daughter. The cycle is
entitled Lara. I don’t think I would have entitled my cycle Rita if Pasternak had followed in
his protagonist’s footsteps, devoting a book of poetry to Lara, alias his last mistress. His /ast
mistress? I may be wrong, for my knowledge of Pasternak’s life and literary output is rather
scanty, but I do admire Alec Guinness, especially his contribution to King Lear where he
excels to the point of eclipsing his outstanding peers: Laurence Olivier and Paul Scofield.

Anyway, Rita is one of the four women whose imperial personae saturated my life and
almost suffocated it — the episode lasted three months — so that I had no alternative but to
write these poems in which bouts of depression alternate with elation. While engaged in the
ritual I have known for five decades — writing poetry is a ritual — I did my best to hold the
ever-receding material, creating and overcoming the obstacles on which Paul Valery enlarges
so eloquently in his notebooks. In Book VIII of the Odyssey we read that the gods weave
misfortunes into the pattern of events to make a song for future generations to sing. But if
these misfortunes fail to inspire a poet, being too colourless, too harmless, he should
dramatise them at his own expense.

When counting the poems I wrote in Russian, I made a mistake that shows how utterly
estranged I now am from mathematics of which I was extremely fond in my childhood. I
thought I had written 33 poems, which reminded me of Dante’s Commedia, of his Purgatorio
and Paradiso. There are 34 cantos in the /nferno and so I thought my poetic love was entirely
confined to the higher spheres of Dante’s universe. When [ finally realised there were only 28
poems in Russian, I recalled my commentary on the Inferno and my abridged version of
Dante’s most famous masterpiece. To tell the truth, I don’t take the Inferno’s entrance hall at
face value. How indeed can one agree with Plato being put in the First Circle, along with
other virtuous heathen? In my commentary on the Commedia, the First Circle of Hell
coincides with Dante’s Second Circle, with Canto V where suffer the souls of carnal sinners.
(Thus my version of the Inferno contains only 29 cantos.) Actually Rita has far more affinities
with Francesca than with Beatrice; yet in this cycle she usurps the latter’s place and I can no
longer intervene on poor Beatrice’s behalf.

A few days ago, I said to the real Rita upon offering her my book: ‘Don’t take this too
seriously — I'm a poet after all.” Only poetically was I in love with those women, but anyway
love does not belong in Purgatory, whatever I might have thought when counting the number
of poems included in the book. There are 33 poems in English and at some point I realised I
had mixed two Russian poems instead of letting them assume their separate identities. To cut
a long story short, in the definitive version of the cycle there are 29 Russian poems — my
version of the Inferno — and 33 poems in the English language which, according to a friend of
mine, [ use as a metaphysical tool. In the domain of love, there are hells and paradises; and we
can only catch a glimpse of some purgatory or other, which I demonstrate by quoting Canto
XXX where Beatrice appears to the author in her otherworldly garments and with her symbol-
enlivened entourage. As Tsvetaeva put it: ‘I always rhyme “love” with “blood™ (lubov’ —
krov’). It would appear that destiny concurs with Tsvetaeva; so do I when I refer to William
Blake’s Marriage of Heaven and Hell.



OT UMEHH HE CKPBITHCS B MUPE:
OnHo Bce 3HaeT, He MOJIYHT.

Ax, Pura, Puta, rae ncanteipu?
['ne bor? B Tebe BpeMeH MarHur.

ThI mponI0€ U 30pU CMEPTH,

W Het npuyuH 1151 OBITHS
HNnoro. Hetr HU TbMBI, HU TBEPIH,
A ecTb pUpoHas CTPyH,

Ponuuk, rae gyno meBenuires;
Ero ctopoHsiTcs Beka.

He snukcup u HE BoUIIA,

A BEUYHOU MpeJIECTH peKa

N Jléra. XKuzuu 51 3a0yny,
[Ipuny k TeOe HAUCKOCOK

N o0peTy NOKOpPHOCTh Uy y.
51 Bepyro, 4TO €CTh JUCTOK,

['ne cyTh 3amvcana HaBEYHO.

He g nucan u He nmpouTy.

MpsI — BecTh pUpoIbl. beCKOHEUHO
3aBOPOKHUM OJIHY MEUTY.

kokk

Kuth 6e3 Tebs, Bcerna. Paziyka.
Jlume umsa monBuTh: «Putay. Cioso.
JKu3Hb oguHOKas — pa3Kyka,

Jyme u nyxy ocb, OCHOBA.

Moii nyx Oiy>KIaeT Mo MyCThIHE.

OH — kak BepOII0/I, TPOCTPAHCTBA BOXK/b
N Bpemenu. XKuser OTHBIHE

OnmHOM UL Katuien. XJIBIHET JOXKIb.
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Ocranocs ums. Pazorpeno
BooOpaxeHbe 1 JTUCTHI.

To cTux, TO AEpPEBO 3aIeNo

B cocencre CTpOMHOM KPaCOTHI.

Ho uro nykaButh? Puta, OyKBBI.
N3 OykB nmocTpoeH mup. A can,
Ouar 1 4ail ¢ BApeHbEM KITFOKBBI —
Pykamu co3maHHbIN 00psI.
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Br1 — Maprapura, s — He MacTep.

Sl — moxmaHHbBIN, MACTEPOBOM,

N xak B CTHUIIKE — APSHHOM JIOMACTEP
Cpenb cyMaToxu MUPOBOM.

Ho meTuT Xn3Hb K Ha4aJIbHOM HOYKE,
['me Bce pacCTaBUT MO MECTaM.

Hamr ctux 3acTpsiy Ha BEYHOU TOYKE:
«JIr000Bb 1 Mup. 1 mupa xmam».

kokk

He MumoneTHoe BUJICHbE,

A nanp ucxona, HeOa J1as.
becripekoci10BHOE BOJIHEHBE —

Ta nep3ocTh, 61arocTh, YTO HU YaC,

A BEYHOCTB IPEJIATAET B CMYTE.
N ums 3amoet cyap00ii:

Ax, Puta, Puta. MHe B MunyTe
JIaHbI CMSITEHBE U TTIOKOM.

["'apMOHUs HE €CTh TPOLIAHBE,
A ecTb ocHOBa 0€3 KOHIIa —
To OeckoHeUHOE CBHIAHbE,
Uro oOHaxaeT AyxX TBOpIIA.
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3acTpsiyia )KM3Hb Ha BBICIICH TOUKE
U pazonutack mo Hedbecam.

Meura 0 macrtepe, 0 10YKe,
JIr060Bb, O1axkeHCcTBO. Boii, Oemiam,

YeTynsaT MeCTO BUJIKE, JIOKKE,
[Tymkviny. Ham o6ex — OykBaps,
['1e OyKBBI CUACThSI TOHEMHOXKY,
Jlerenon cioxarcs, Kak BCTaphb.
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He BiacTe npucroiiHa, a CO3HaHbE,
Yro He oguH. U 3a cTteHOM

Ectp Mup, Ha bora ynoBaHnsbe.

W Mope BCTpeTuTest ¢ peKoi.

YCHYTB, TPOCHYTHCS. SIBb U COH.
He otnnuuis MeyTy OT KU3HHU.
K tebe — kopabib nbsiHbIi. OH
Hecer MeHs kK MOeH OTUU3HE.

& %k 3k

Ectb nperpansl, HET KAPTUHOK.
JKu3znb — B3anpaBay. 3a3BEHUT
Yenoseunit 1i1ac KAIMHOK
N mamunok. Jlane maHuT —

Hocraneruit ucrounuk. Bpems
[TpumMupuT MeHs ¢ TOOOM

N ¢ npoctpancTtBom. ['OHUT cTpems,
Konb nuxoi HeceT urpoi.

[IpuneceT U BCTaHy pAIOM:
bes te0s Het HU Paris,

Hu Benenun. JInmsb B3r1si oM
ThI OTKpOEIIb TaHb 3apHu.
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I'ie He ckakeTCsl CMSITEHBE

Tel mpuaemb. Hu tam, HU cam —
Tonpko mue. He npuBnaeHse,
A TIOJCTIOPUIIE TOJISAM,

Pomam, HuBam. Bee Takoe,
be3 yero m Xu3Hb MEJIKa,
U paii 6enen. PetuBoe
brercs. OceHb KOpOTKa,

A 31UMa CTy4YUTCS B IBEpH.
[TycTh CTyYuTCSs, JOCTYUHUT.
Jloctyuancst Mup, u 3Bepu
3aneciu J1000Bb B TPAHMUT.
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JleHpb ymen, v 1eHb NpUILEIL.
Tonpko HEOO 3acHsIIO0,

[la 1 pouei 3aurparno.

A Ha IHE CHIUT Ocell.

OH cUIUT, KaK B I10JIC I[BETHUK.
Bce paBHO, 1 10 pyubsd
Jomerercss MbICIb U « CBETHKY.
Kto ke «CBetuk»? Ta ceMbs,

Yto nmpuayMaro HaBEKHU.
TeI na 1. A s oquH.
HabpenyTcst umsipexu.
Sl Hag MEpPOM TOCTIONIMH.

Sl rocnioIcTBYIO HaJl CBETOM,
Temuoroi. U TeI cO MHOM
Ha CennoBoii, Ha CTEITHOM.
S npuny k Tebe ¢ IpUBETOM.

IlycTh yracHer, myCTh IPOUIET.
3amnoeT U BOJOMET,

U ynpibka. )Ku3Hb B KaJUTKY
3abpeneTt, mogo0HO CBUTKY.
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He naunnaii, He mo3aHo. CHOBa B3/I0XH.
Nny, xyna openy. A ToJKy 4To?

Ckaxy 3a npaBjy, 3a 4ejo, 3a TO.

A BBIIIYT Ha TIOMUHKH JIEC, IPOUIAOXHU.

Mue mup mepuaiics. CHOBUICHUH psift
[TormomHMUIICS TO TPyLIEH, TO CO CTYXKEH
Pemmn crinectucs. M Hanmcancs s,
N 3anucancs. [IperBopuiics nyxeu.

Hwuuro. Yto cnemnaents co muoii? Kankas.
A — kotuk. Y Te0s y3HAIO CUACTHE.

MkHe cyxneHo u HeT. Bo3bMy cTakaH

U pa3o6bto. U 3anunrych B HEHACThE.
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51 3anmcancs B MUp, BOMCAJICS B TOUKY.

W B HEM — pyubH, IBETHI U 3BE3]1 HArpaja.

S — xeHIMHA, U 51 cede Tak paja,

Yro npeBparuiiack B Opara, B My’,a, B J1I0UKY.

3aecTh KOIIMap U YTOMUTHCA B MOPE.
OHO Bcex pa3oibeT — Cynp0y U Kpai.
[Tomymka, cuactbe, pyKy noaaBai.
He nmait octaTbcsi BBEUEpY U B 30pe€.

Bo3bmu 13 BpeMEHU U J1ail IOHSATS,

YTo HET BpeMEH, TOJI0B, TPUYUH U J0JIH,
A ecTh MOHIOIIKA TabaKy U COJIU
['opctrnka. [10BOpPOTHI, BHE3AbI BCIATH.

Pasraaxa. Heyxenu? Pura, nouxa.

S ve oguH, oquH. MeTenn, 3aleT.
Hurne He cBeTUT, HO J1I0OOBH THETET.
EcTb nouenyi u medka, yiko, MOUYKa.
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HuKTO M HUKOMY HE HYXe€EH,

W pasnpenaroT aBa Bepiika
OTHOBCKHIA TOJIT, MPOIIAJIBHBIN YKUH
W cMmepTH TeHb — HCIOATHILIKA.

A 4enoBek — MpeaMET U CKa3Ka.
A pacckaxy cebe HareB

JIroOBH. 3a Hero OyIeT Jacka

W nymm cTpaHHBIX, YYKIBIX JICB.

Yuua, npunuia. ¥ monganuBo
Cynn0a 3a pydKy noBela.
Topomnsitcs Beka, UTPUBO,

A BMeECTO MeJa, JIUIIb MYEea.

VYxamut u ymper. [lokyna
JKu3Hb HE YCHET, TOIKYET JEHb,
U 3s56HeT Ha TTpUIaBKe 4yJI0.
Ho oxpansieT nap miereHs.
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He 3naro T0 1 TO, 4yTO OBLIO,

W 4uro B HENpaBay yTEKIo,

U B ipaBay, B ceMs. ['po3ab yHBLIO
Buno roroBut. 3amerno.

Kyna, 3auem? Ho gyx mpupoibt
BocnpsHeT 3a yepToii, B TOCKE.
He nyxen mup, craga, HapOabl.
Te1, Puta, BOPOKUIIL B CTPOKE.
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TBopui1 4TO OYJIET U HAYAJIO;
Cynn0a, KOHEII, BCeMy BEHETI.
[TocTaBmto )KU3HB O] OIIaxaio
N B31ymaro, 4To €CTh OTeLl.

A 9TO — HUYTO; ¥ KTO — HHUKTO.
Ha nep3octh HaOpeayT 3aKOHBI
U ckaxyT, 4TO JH0O00BB — PO TO,
["ie mpoXKMBarOT CAMOTOHBI.

Ho 161 — 3a MHOH. I1oKoOii, 11€TA.

[a, Puta, ’KU3Hb — Ha «J1a», HA CJIOBO.
AXWTy HE HY’)KHA TIATa,

A Axuinecy cMepTh HE HOBA.
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TeI 3Haemb €110BO. JIeBopyuka
Hanumer npasoro pykoil.
Pacraer B HeOecax Ta Tyuka,
KoTtopoii JIepMOHTOB «ITOCTOM»

Cxka3zan. Bo3Huk u3 okeaHa,

N man, Benuk. [IpocTtpancrBa Tam —
He yacts TBOpeHbs, ApeBa, 1J1aHa,
A cTpyH HaJTOpBaHHBIX OeJIaM.

Hu BcTped, Hu Bo3riiacoB. OTcroa
ComnpsikeHa TpOHor ObLIb.

[lycTh yyneca He 3HAIOT 4y/a,

A 3HAIOT pOXb, OBEC, KOBBUIb.

ThrI 3Haemb uyao. «Jlo cBuaaHbs —
He cnoBo u He aBa. Besge.

Th1 — He 17151 00JIM paccTaBaHbs,

A B 6eckoHeUHOI Oopo3e.

* %k 3k
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S 3Ha) UIIb cYacThs puQMBbI, MOTYTEHH,
KuTaiickux 1akoB 3aTa€HHBIN B3IJISI

W npocToTy HENPUHYKICHHOU JIEHU,

B xoTopyro BIIeTaeT 3ByKOPSI

To Momuaprt, To berxosen. CuacTbe B Mure,
YTto BEeKOM Ha30BY, CyAb00H, TOOOH.

OHO IPUKOCHOBEHBE K HAIIIEH JIUTE,

K rapmonnu, HauepTaHHON PYKOM,

W B3rasamom, Meiciibio. Bpems opezaerno.
[IpocTpancTBO — TOUKa. B 3TOM TOUKE £,
Kaxk B konpi6enu. [TocTuraer Temno
U 3Be3aw1 JlanTe 1 BOCTOPT — MOS.

% %k Xk

CuacTtbe — TyII0, JIOXKHO, KPUBO.
CyacThs HET, a €CTh METJIA,
Yro cMmeTaeT pail UTrpuBo.

Tr1 moBepun? Ipoxs, Tena?

[IpuBneku k cede MPOCTPAHCTBO
W yBuauib CTEHBI, pOB.

Ynaau B HETO, M UBAHCTBO
IIpeBpaturcs B rpyay IpoOB.

3axkurail KocTep U miams
[TorpebeT manbHO 3KCTa3,
Jlom, ouar. 1 kHs3s 3HaAMs

B rps3p nagetr. A OyaHuii yac

Bonpio Mura BEUHOCTh CIaBHT,
Jlacky mOgAMEHUT TOCKOM.
Carana 6anamu MpaBHT.
[TaxHeT HaBcera TPECKOM.

* %k 3k



A cuactbe ecTb. K uemy nykaBuTh?
K uemy ycnyru Caranbi?

He BpyT 00KE€CTBEHHBIE CHBL.

N M0XHO Ha 10I1a MOCTAaBUTh

Becp mup. IlycTh BepTHKaAIBIO OH
[Ipon3ut ueproru bora. Pagocts
Cnoet «Anenanny». CiaaocTs,
C MeuTOl coequHACH, IOKJIOH

OTnacT v HUBE, U CTPAJIaHbsIM,
Morunam. «HeT» conbeTcs ¢ «a.
A Ha cTOJIe CTOUT 3B€37a,

He cBeuka. 31ech KOHEIl HCKaHBIM.

% %k k

Hwu 10 m HU apyroe: HU Hayano,

Hu happy end. Cpenuna — mmpoxa.
N He TeueT B Mmops Yrprom-peka,

A 3amepiia, Kak CMEPTH ITOKPBIBAJIO.

U xuB, 1 HET. YIIbIOKA HA yCTax.

BuyTpu 1O cMex, TO 60J1b, TO HUYETO.

beneer mapyc. Her, kak Her ero.
Kykymika cinagko apemiieT Ha yacax.

& %k 3k

TrI rpe3umsces nopou. He 3naro,
['ne Tb1, THIE paid, A€ YTO-HUOYOb.
Mepenurces mpOCTOPHBINA My Th.
Tam MecTo ecThb JTI00BH U Malo.

Mg1 — HHE ¢ TOTO, ¢ cero. M3 noma.
N B 3TOM JOME T1€UB JIETKA.

Omna BocHpstHET B 00J1aKa,

A B HeOecax mpueT Xopoma.

* %k 3k
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ThI 3HaENIb — My3bIKa JOPOXKE.
A XU3Hb — KyJ1a, KaK ropsua.
3apyouTcs, CpyouT ¢ 1ieya.
JpoBa u sec, u TO Ke — TOXKE.

Ho ects MoTHB. EMy — 11€HA.

U cmagoctu B HEM YETBEPTH Ny Aa,
A mpaBJibl — BeUHOCTh. He 110 cHa —
Jlo Bé1iei ApeBHOCTH, 10 YyJa.

* %k sk

TsI — 4. He 3Hato, riie rpanuia,
I'ne Bockpemenue, roe Hunra.
Cynp6a onHa; 1 60716 OHA.

N nyma cepana pemeHa.

Ocranocs BpeMsl. 3a TOO0IO

He mur, a gons. Yepenoro
[Ipoiiaet, 4To OBLIO, U YUTO €CTh,
N nocinana TBOPEHBIO BECTH.

* %k 3k

S — npeBo ku3HU, 000PMOT, TOJIJIOHOK,
M BeTBb MOCIEIHETO, MHOM OBITHS
3a0bITOr0 HaBEK. 3aliMyCh CIIPOCOHOK,
Ycubliny mpusMy, poly, CBOE 5.

Tebe s uyx . 3a 1yOom, 3a KypraHom
Haiiny ce0s1, ero, cTpacTHOM HareB.
3aiiy ¥ BCTaHy MEPBOPOIHBIM CTAaHOM
W 3ansiiny B corjacbku T0OpPHIX JIEB.

A Bce 0J1HO. 3aKpOIOCh U TIOKY/1a
MHe cTaHeT 4y JHO U CTpOKa OJIHA.
He 3anuury B TeTpaKy MOIIH, JIFOA.
3a0yaych BO MPUIIIECTBUU BUHA.

* %k 3k
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C to6o0ii, ¢ coboit. Bcemy 00s13aH,
W npaBnia ciapImmTCs B peke,

A 4T0-TO, TAC-TO BAAJICKE.

1 naBcerga cyap00ii MOBsI3aH.

S — HeuTo, ycTO. 32 NPUYPKOM,
[Ipuropkom ymnoercst MHe.

3aiigycs MocToM B bepesune;
[IpocHyCh B 0Cajic MPEKHUM TyPKOM.

A 3aBTpa — ytpo. U cnyctunach
Mos m000Bb. TBoux oueit
3aItOMHHUTCS BCEJIICHHOM BCeil
Hyma. A xaxaa ToMyTHJIACh.

JIroOmro u mpocto. HaBcerna —
bes xaxel, 0e3 KoHIIa, 6e3 Kparo.
S oTkaxy nar0bomy pato,

A mipukaxych T€0€ U «aa».

* %k ok

cosi dentro una nuvola di fiori
che da le mani angeliche saliva
e ricadeva in giu dentro e di fori,
sovra candido vel cinta d uiliva
donna m’apparve, sotto verde manto
vestita di color di fiamma viva.
Dante, Purgatorio, Canto XXX

He Bce nmoxkonuyeno. To0oro
[TocTpoeHn mup, NOCTPOEH Hac,
U BeTka pereHa cynp00io.
Hawm Ob1710 Bpemst. Jlyx mpo Hac.

[1po Hac BUJIEHBS U TPUYUHBI,
U 3a cyan060i, 32 MOCTOBOW,
U poxnecTBO, U UMEHUHBI.

3a Hac MOJIMICS MOYTOBOM.

bynbBapel, 11011, 1BEPU, PEKU.
Wny tyna, crona. Meprsa.
CoMKHYTCS HaJl CBOOOIOM BEKU;
B npuxoxey rpsHeT Tatapsa.

* %k %k



Pacraemib B HeOe B3J0XOM, MUMOJIETOM.
N mue He Bpems. He moer 3uma,

A Tosbko ctoHeT. JKamoOsl, TIoppMa
OpmapsT CTPOUKY YEPHBIM OTHEMETOM.

Mg1 — BHe 3akoHa. HeT 3akoHa cuacThs,
A cMepTh YapyeT BOMPEKH YMY

N Beunoctu. CMATEHBIO OJTHOMY
Otnarbca. MHe — mopa HeHaCTh4,

Te6e — nBectu. He moGery s BCIISTH.
Jlumie 1s1b 1aHa, U MS11b CPOJTHUA ¢ MOTHJIOMN.

Bockpec u3 MEPTBBIX C paHHEU, 4y THOW CUIIOM.

He momeuTaro o Tebe onsTh.

% %k k

Te0st y3HaI UM TPOCTPAHCTBO
HccnenoBai HAaUCKOCSIK.

Han MHOTO BIacTBYET HE UBAHCTBO,
A Oecnap/IOHHBIN XOJIOCTSIK.

bpeny tyna, Kkyna He 3HarO.
Pemato cynebku c mieya.

Hamen 3ameny BeuHy paro
B yrpromoii necHe najiaya.

He 3areBaii co MHO# 4y KOUHBI:
Omna roroBa, eu oTaan

N TopxkecTBO, U UMEHUHBI,

N BeuHO napcTByrONMi O6a.

Ceronns 0onbHO. ByneT Bpems —
Eme oxHo, 1o OeckoHIa.
[Tpumuio Ha cMEHy HOBO TUTIEMS
U noGpasnocs 10 BeHIa.

* %k 3k
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HeTt pa3yMeHbsl BO BCEJIEHHOM, HET IPUYMHBI.
PoxaeTcst u3 HA4YEro, U HET BO3BpaTa.

B Te6e nocwin cyap0b1, MOTBOBI, TI000BH IpaHaTa —
He Tonpko 1uBet ero, HioaHnc. M cyTh KOHUYUHBI.

KoHnuaetcs He ku3Hb, HE 00JIb, @ YyYBCTBO BETKH,
YTto BAAJIb pacTET U B HOUb, B HEBEJIOMBIE POIIIH.
ToOoit 3aroBopsAT B HAATPOOHOM MUPE MOIIIH,

W MepTBelbl HABEK BOCCTAHYT, OyATO MaJjbl JETKU.
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A wound, an arrow. It’s not love, just a wound.

This wound leads nowhere, not even to

Death. Sometimes death is far away and no arrow
Can reach him. Why murder death? Why wound him?

A femme fatale is death in disguise; or an arrow, a heart,
Paralysis. You look at the Earth: every femme fatale

Is born of the Earth. You look at the hole,

At the wound and death of the Earth, at her funeral.

You lift a cross; it drops into a fountain.

kokk

What’s the end? I’ll reach a star and give it to you.
A Russian song. All songs lie and lead one astray.

You go astray and find another song, another star.
Nothing comes; so you come and go and swim.

You see desert islands and deserts, their suns.
There are many black suns in your deserts.

I’11 forget everything. You’re my nurse, my birth.
Follow your destiny: rivers are always flowing upwards.

kokk

You’re a woman I knew in another century. You speak

And go to concert halls; you listen to music.

You have your halls and music, your clothes and lives, deaths, births.
You’re born whenever I look at you. You’re born

Again and again. A star appears and I give you an apple

And whatever I don’t have. The whole world is too small for you.

kookk
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You’re a landscape I look at. I don’t know anything
Except your landscape where I walked once upon a time.

Every century I walk around you. There’s nothing else:
No other worlds or history. You’re here and everywhere.
You’re in the days to come, but these days are gone.

Everything i1s gone except our farewell, our beginning,
The marriage of Heaven and Hell, of Heaven and Heaven.

kokk

I met you before history and after.

Time is a fugitive and eternity an illusion.
We’re in Moscow, in the middle

Of our street. A few houses, the snow
And your tenderness, only your

Face and arms, your Milky Way.

kekk

You’re beyond a line, a square. What are they?

All these questions don’t rhyme with life,

With anything. They’re not a poem;

They’re questions. You answer them and a lamppost
Answers you by revealing a square, a line.

And you resume your walk, your pursuit of love.
You conquer everybody and even the worlds

Lying beyond our world. You’re happy.

And happiness is just beyond a line, a rectangle.

skskk

You come from an adjacent room. Even your eyelashes
Look familiar. Nothing stirs within my heart:

Neither love nor hate nor desire. | just wait.

You come and I don’t welcome you. Why should I
Welcome my life? I should live it to the utmost.

Love, hate, desire? I stretch out my hand;

I look out of the window. You’re my hand, the window,
A passer-by I see. A rhododendron bush.

kokk



I can’t be sure. You were my wife

And the rest of the world: two weeks ago,
Three weeks ago. Time is coming and
Going. This time it’s going and I hold it,
Lose it. Whatever I lose comes again.

Our children. I see them in the years to come.

These years are coming and nothing stops them.

They come and I go. So many years
And sorrows. They dance together.

kokk

You’re an ideal woman:
Love doesn’t waste its time.

You’re an immortal woman
And a mortal goddess.

Too many words and only you.

We utter few words when we talk
For hours on end. And our eyes
Never speak about our souls.

Our souls need no eyes.

skskk

I might have died before our meeting,
Our parting. I might have died.

[ didn’t. You’ll see me in a few days.
And even if you don’t, I’'ll live for you,
For another ‘goodbye’. Our farewells
Do not last. Nothing lasts except days
And nights. We live outside colours
And nuances. We’re motionless.

Whatever happens doesn’t happen.
Only you happen everywhere.

And your ‘everywhere’ will last.
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I was wrong. The opposite direction,

Another direction. I go and come to some point.
I don’t see it; I don’t want to hear about it.

It’s not the point I’'m looking for.

You’re not within this point, nor outside it.
I go and see. I stay where I am. And you
Say whatever can be said. I hear a sound,
Two sounds. The world begins on the spot
Where nothing remains except one sound,
Two sounds. Our multiplication table.

kokk

Love may be silent. You listen to love
And hear nothing, not even the sound
Heard in Paradise. I hear no sound.

I hear you, but you’re no sound, no
Image, no woman, no man. You are
What you are or nothing. And nothing
Is bigger than anything. Yet I hear you,
Listen to you, embrace you. I kiss you
And hold you in my arms. I find my
Ancestors, my brothers and sisters.

The vita nuova 1s new, old. Forever.

skskk

Our immortality is eternity. I’ll know you
In the end, at the beginning, in the middle.

All this began a long time ago, in days of
Yore. I follow those days, our beginning,
Our Middle Way, our Middle Ages,

Our dark and light ages. I hold your light,
Y our darkness. What else could I hold?

I could hold your glance, your ‘yes, yes’.

skokok



I might die in a few months.

What’s left? There’ll be nothing else
And if there’s something, you’ll find my
Corpse. Here it is. What can be done
With it, with anything else? You put
Everything under bushes and stones.

There’s enough room for everyone.

There’s no room for you. You’re bigger
Than any grave, any palace. Love itself
Is not as big as you are. You’re Egypt,
Cleopatra, Antony, Caesar and Octavian.

Some day I’ll die in your arms. I promise.

kekk

No way leads anywhere. You get stuck

Whenever you venture outdoors. What’s there,
Indoors? A few objects you recall

When you feel like it. Sometimes you don’t feel
Like it and there’s only light and one image

You can’t get rid of. What do you call this memory,
Woman, image, sound? There’s a name
Somewhere. This name is yours, yours forever.

skskk

I can send you one word. I’'m sending it.

It’s up to you to know what it is. It is, it isn’t.
You’ll understand; so shall I. I might
Understand everything before it’s too late.

Well, I understand what I see on my walls;
Yet all these objects are things in themselves.

[ am in myself, in you, on the walls, on the ceiling.
I’m hanging somewhere. My house is in your
Kingdom, your street. I’1l sit on your pavement
And wait for old ladies to give me sixpence.

kkk
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[ see you in my mirror, outside it,
Outside the world. You’re inside.

What’s gone will never come back;
You come back and stay for a while.
But you’ll never stay forever:

Only stones stay and die at last.

You’re outside, beyond; inside.
Whatever is you is not you.
You’re not what you are.

Through a glass, face to face. You are.

kskk

Another city, another street.
I know them by heart
Because I’ll meet you there.

I know whatever you’ll touch,
Whatever you’ll look at.
I know what I cannot know.

Anyway, the future is at hand,
So is life and the knife I use
When cutting Christmas pudding.

Birth is all over the world.
I’1l look at you tomorrow.
I’1l know what’s nowhere.
ksksk
Days are unique and crucial. Today
Is not another day, another love.

Every day has its own death, but love
Is one. It is you and the rest.

The rest is also you: your presence,
Your absence and distance, your words

And what 1s not. And this weather.
And the flower my Buddha holds.
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I’ll never see you. You’re not visible:
Beauty is far away. I can’t touch it. Why
Should 1? Beauty’s in a class of its own.

I stand where I am. You’re in the sky
And there’s a moment when we meet.
Let’s forget about the sky and beauty.

Why should we remember what’s ours?
What will pursue us wherever we go?
Forever, forever, forever. Once again.

kokk

I’m fond of questions. I’'ll answer them

In my lifetime, in your lifetime.

Our questions are plants that grow and wait for us

To answer them. How to answer a withering

Flower? Why answer it? I’d better live and listen to the wind
Blowing in other directions. Everything goes, but you

Stay as if you were a marble statue.

You are a marble statue.
You are a marble floor
On which I’ll kneel forever.

kokk

Is there ‘nowhere’? You’re here

And beyond the corner. You’re beyond
Every corner, every image.

There are no images. You’re not an image,
A sculpture. You are not. You are.

kookk

I see your shadow. It is neither a man

Nor a woman. I go through it and walk along

Many nights. There are so many nights

In my life, any life. Even if you die in your infancy,
Y ou know many nights. And they know you,

Your breath. And your breath doesn’t know Atman,
Altman. Your breath knows an old man.

He’s dying; so are you. Yet your breath

Knows another breath, another air.



ok

The word. Another.

There. Monday

And Tuesday. Days are

Days and nights.

And love is lost.

And labours. Wednesday.

I am your Friday. I am wrong.

kokk

Net, net. There’s ‘Nein’ in every
Language, every word. You’re mine
And ‘Nein’. As easy as ABC.

Life is easy unless you decide to live it from
Beginning to end. I live it and find

Your body. What could I do? I could say
Goodbye. I do say goodbye.

You’re standing by the window.
What do I see? A few souls,
One soul. A clear view of the ocean.

kokk

You’re not outside. Outside there are only

Other climates and skies — the ones I’ve never heard about.

I can’t look at those skies, nor fly around them.
I don’t need them and their clouds, stars and nebulas.

Your hand 1s near, as usual.
And usually you disappear
As soon as a cock crows.

We are always woken at dawn
By a cock crowing repeatedly.

kookk
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No wind will ever carry me elsewhere —
To treetops, to mountains,
To swans whose songs can be heard every day.

Tomorrow is yesterday and all is lost, even
If there’s nothing to lose, not one minute,
One glance.

I’ve lost your eyes, your soul,

Your ‘everywhere’. I may find them

In the South of Italy, on the polar ice caps.
[ may find them in my chest of drawers.

I’ll never find them.
I’11 just look for them.

skskk

Butterflies do not fly. They remain where

They are: in a poem, in one’s memory.

And one’s memory is one, two, three, four. There are
Many memories and they await other memories

As if they couldn’t live without them,

On their own. No memory can live on its own;

No memory can live. Only life lives forever

And we’ll never know it, not even in our dreams,

In our tombs, on our stars. Just one woman.

skskk

Silence does not answer.

Answers cannot hear questions
Or love-hate relationships.

Silence is the only answer.
What else could be done?

Silence. The valley widens here.

kokk
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Another silence. I don’t listen

To whatever might happen in my life,

In someone’s life. And the road

We’re bound to take doesn’t talk to us. We’ll take

All the roads we can think of. All these roads

Talk about God and His absence. And absence

Stands above every horizon you can lay your hands on.

You lay your hands on a horizon and find

A goddess. There’s only one star that’ll fall sooner
Or later. It will fall earlier — earlier than

The Creation, the Annihilation.

Earlier than the cell from which
Every Tree of Love will sprout forever.

kskk

Too many notes; a few words. I tapped my foot

To the beat of the music. Nothing happened last month.
Rhythm might happen, but that’s just a symphony,

A melody, a heart complaint, a coastal plain and other plains
And trains. This happens and I listen to my Japanese

Void. I hear the beat of music that neither

Beats nor plays. Yet there’s my music. I cannot stop from
Creating the world and anti-world. Our love will die

A natural death — no matter what life might say en passant.

skskk

Death displays no colours. And if there’s a colour somewhere,
It is not life. A man, a woman. They are

Colourless but they speak of love. Love is red, blue

And white. Love is as white as a white T-shirt,

White walls and an old man. I am an old man; I am as white
As love. And I like rich jewel colours, such as purple,

Blue and green. Vestita di color di fiamma viva.

(Green mantle, hue of living flame.)

I stared into her cold black eyes. Neither Beatrice,
Nor Adelaida, nor Isolda, nor Audrey Hepburn.

skokok

Our last conversation. You’re the last woman,
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Man, flower. How to touch the last flower?
Why touch it? I’ll say goodbye and go.

I’1l go somewhere. I’1l go to the land where
There are no flowers, no bushes.

I’1l live in this land.
What else do I need?

I’ve got one life. It’s two o’clock.
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