AHHa AXMaToOBa Cepreii I'anpaeBckuii
**k*

MHe HU K 4eMy OJUYECKHE paTh falaie

W npenectsb 351eTHYECKUX 3aTEH. [{pIranka BBAJIMTCS, MOTast FOOKOIO,

[To MHe, B cTHXaxX BCE OBITH JOJKHO HEKCTATH, B Bok3an ¢ miazeHiiemM Ha Becy.

He Tak, kak y nozaei. XyIo0XKHUK CJIOBa, HAJl YETBEPTON PIOMKOIO

CI/II[I/IH_II: — 1 HU B OJHOM rnasy.
Korga 6 BbI 3HA)IN, U3 KAKOTO copa

Pactyt ctuxu, He Benas croiaa, Emé HarnsgHee ot momsia Xrydyero
Kak »xentplii omyBaHunK y 3a00pa, Bce-Bce xynoxxecTBa TBOM.
Kak nonyxu u nebena. bepu 3a oOpazen komery TrotueBa —

Momuu, Kopoue, 1 Tau.
CepauThlil OKpUK, IETTS 3aMax CBEKUU,

TanHCcTBEHHAS IIeCEHL HA CTEHE... Kocsich Ha BBINKMBKY, YaCTUT MIPOPOUHIIA,
U ctux yxe 3By4uT, 3aJI0PEH, HEKEH, Ho He conepxut 3Ta peun
Ha pagocts Bam u MHe. U masoit HOBOCTH, KaKOil 3aX04eTCs

Kymne kypsiiee pa3Bieys.
EBrennii boparbinckuii
Hrpaet my3bluka, MUTaeT JIAMIIOYKa,

xRk U ny 6yderuunia 3eBats,

Moit nap yoor u roiaoc Mol He TPOMOK, Yro camoe-zie BpeMst JIaBOUKY

Ho s xuBy, 1 Ha 3eMJIH MOE [TpuKpBITH U BEIPYYKY C/IaBaTh.
Komy-uuOynp 1106e3H0 ObITHE:

Ero nHaiinér nanékuii MOM NOTOMOK lypmar 110 HACHIIH TYXKHE OCOOH.

B Moux cTuxax: Kak 3HaTh? JyIlIa MOS Jucnerdep 3a3bIBacT B MyTh.

OKaXeTCs C AyIIOif €ro B CHOLICHBH, A TbI cuauib, kak MenmukoB B bepé3ose, —

U Kxak Hamén s Apyra B IOKOJIEHBH, Wnn yxe xyna-HuOynp.

Uurarensa Haily B TOTOMCTBE 1.

2001

1887
JleB JloceB

Adexcanap Tuvogeencruit TIOJITIMCH K BUJIEHHBIM B IETCTBE
KAPTUHKAM

OH umeT unraresns, uueT

CKBO3b TOJIIY CTOJIETUH, U BOT —
OnvH cyMacuieAnii - HamuIIeT,
Jpyroi cyMacmeAImuii - mpoyrer.
CKBO3b COTHHU BEKOB, Y€pE3 THIIIIH,
A MOXeET BCero yepe3 roj —

OnvH cyMacuieAnii - HamuIIeT,
Jpyroi cyMacmeAIuii - poyTer.
Trl ckaxelib: «OH HY)KEH HApOAdy...»
ITomuiyii, kakoi Tam Hapoa?
Bcero ognoMy numis ypoay

OH HYX€H, KOTOPBII POUTET.

U cpaszy okaxercs JTUIIHUM —
OsBanus, ciiaBa, IOYeT...

OnvH cyMacuieAnii - HamuIIeT,
Jpyroi cyMacmeAImuii - poyTer.

HITpux — CIUIIKOM HaKpEHUJICS 3TOT OpUr.
Pazonpan mapyc. Ckaibl CIMIIKOM OJTU3KH.

Mpak. llItopm. Betp. Joxnap. U cnumkoM 651M3K0
oOper,

/i€ BOJAOPOCIH, BaJyHbl U OPBI3TH.

[ITpux — mpak. LTpux — mwropm.

[Itpux — noxnap. [lITpux — BeTpa BOi.

Kpyrt kpen. Kpyt 6per. Bee ckaiibl CMIIKOM KPYyTHI.
JInib KpoueuHsblid KPY>KOUEK CBETOBOM —
UJUTFOMHAHATOP KOPMOBOM KArOTHI.

TaM KpollleuHbI HaM BUJIEH MAacCaxup,

OH CJIOBHO HMYETO HE 3aMEYacT,

OH Tpes1 cO0010 KHUTY TIOJIOKNJI,

OHAa JIEKUT, U OH €€ YUTAET.

2005 1984



What Is Poetry
John Ashbery

The medieval town, with frieze

Of boy scouts from Nagoya? The snow
That came when we wanted it to snow?
Beautiful images? Trying to avoid
Ideas, as in this poem? But we

Go back to them as to a wife, leaving
The mistress we desire? Now they
Will have to believe it

As we believed it. In school

All the thought got combed out:

What was left was like a field.

Shut your eyes, and you can feel it for miles around.

Now open them on a thin vertical path.

It might give us--what?--some flowers soon?

Sylvia Plath
Words

AXes
After whose stroke the wood rings,
And the echoes!
Echoes travelling
Off from the center like horses.

The sap
Wells like tears, like the
Water striving
To re-establish its mirror
Over the rock

That drops and turns,
A white skull,
Eaten by weedy greens.
Years later |
Encounter them on the road -

Words dry and riderless,
The indefatigable hoof-taps.
While
From the bottom of the pool, fixed stars
Govern a life.



Digging

BY seaMuUS HEANEY

1.
2.

3
4.
5

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests; snug as a gun.

. Under my window, a clean rasping sound
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:
. My father, digging. | look down

6. Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds
7. Bends low, comes up twenty years away

8. Stooping in rhythm through potato drills

9. Where he was digging.

10.
11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.

17.
18.
19.
20.
21,
22,
23.
24,

25,
26.
217,
28.

29,
30.
31.

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft
Against the inside knee was levered firmly.

He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep
To scatter new potatoes that we picked,

Loving their cool hardness in our hands.

By God, the old man could handle a spade.
Just like his old man.

My grandfather cut more turf in a day

Than any other man on Toner’s bog.

Once | carried him milk in a bottle

Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up
To drink it, then fell to right away

Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods

Over his shoulder, going down and down

For the good turf. Digging.

The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge

Through living roots awaken in my head.

But I’ve no spade to follow men like them.

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests.
I’1l dig with it.


https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/seamus-heaney

Personal Helicon

By Seamus Heaney

As a child, they could not keep me from wells
And old pumps with buckets and windlasses.
I loved the dark drop, the trapped sky, the smells

Of waterweed, fungus and dank moss.

One, in a brickyard, with a rotted board top.
| savoured the rich crash when a bucket
Plummeted down at the end of a rope.

So deep you saw no reflection in it.

A shallow one under a dry stone ditch
Fructified like any aquarium.
When you dragged out long roots from the soft mulch

A white face hovered over the bottom.

Others had echoes, gave back your own call
With a clean new music in it. And one
Was scaresome, for there, out of ferns and tall

Foxgloves, a rat slapped across my reflection.

Now, to pry into roots, to finger slime,
To stare, big-eyed Narcissus, into some spring
Is beneath all adult dignity. | rhyme

To see myself, to set the darkness echoing.



	Digging

