Five Poems from Nit’

by Olga Andreeva
Original Translation by Igor Ryzhenkov!

#]

Throw the red calico

Over the aspen’s bare shoulders in winter.
Buy the scraggly aspen

A penny whistle and a fancy bun.

Don’t be se squeamish about the new moon,
The moon i#lso needs sympathy.

Ponder on life together with her

At tea from a little glass.

You, Cloud, take your place in line!
Women, sparrows,

Don't press so hard!
There’s enough love for everyone!

I Additional translation by Alla Grikurova and Eric Heyne, University off
Alaska, Fairbanks,
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B noms ¢ marinne na cx Gtory .
Hpespes mesne 00w

M pasnue noacnc-soaenc,
IOuoma mmer a

Hon sasmanies <Boahoctns,

Ho wia — meero o ot
Crnmorsopenne v Knirase
Lo neppokamki-crofion,
Ouer, nOCINIon Ma K.

B noun ¢ naruinm na cyonoTy
B remman nvaasay i Gankn
Masiennkne coobot
Ompawumorca Oannbn.

ANL Kak cupo ma vaune,
Nojgomo o remio!
Mavouka ouenn moyerc.
Jarsopire okno.

Maiensk e cofotn.

Bav ne paspenienn

ot sacTii sexmm senoraam
Wppeamiie cin.

banka = & uner webocso.
Kaaercn, spesa ue namsre,
Ho sce ne nacraner cy60ora.
[pato.eaacten narmng.
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At night, Friday to Saturday,
Disdainful of daily worries
And all these nolens-volens,?
A youth is writing an ode
Under the name “Liberty.”

But an ade is just an ode,
A verse in a book

For the first-grade freedom
A very obedient baby.

At night, Friday to Saturday,

In warm pyjamas of flannelette
Little freedoms

Go nighty-night.

Oh, how damp it is outside,
Cold and dark!

Mommy is very worried,
Shut the window.

Lictle freedoms

Are not allowed to you,

Under frequent sobs of nasty weather
They are unreal dreams.

The flannelette is the colour of the sky.
It seems that time isn’t backing up,
But Saturday still isn't coming,

And it’s still Friday.

2

“Nolens-volens” was merely transliterated, Readers may be more familiar
with its English equivalent, “willy-nilly.” Editor’s note,
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Hokasecr e 1o0uTi aspiu.
He sanocsaun npasa.

H arsomimm. kax Kenraspil,
B rerpkas nonue Clom.

Mul IR POrOAKRenN s iarae.
Kosionny siononpest koaos,

Mu e 1 Kpaakimkas Jaetaes —
B newenon cryne ¢ noveios,

M kro-1o yaubuy.ac Tonko.

A KTO-TO NONOTILL 10 18
Hasaiio = nivnko pedenka.
Konen — mepianssin puGnnm oy,

O nepsennin 3eman n Heba,
B nawvannkay ns ofraxos!
Kpyrm o sociadaenin néha
C.I(lllil H3 TEX ICPHOBHROB.

Ho sot KOt ssyyar . unmspu.
Huan ncora wama —

K nay Goasiie ne nayT senranpi
Ha Geayio Tpasy Lera.
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#3

The laurels are not gained so far,
Nor are the rights.

And exotic as centaurs

Are new words in the note-book.

We'll patch the silk with bast matting,
Prop up the column with a stake.

We don’t use wings to fly

But an absurd mortar with a broom.

And somebody smiled subitly,

But somebody laughed himself to tears:

The beginning was the pretty little face of a child,
The end was a rough fish tail.

Oh, firstborns of Earth and Heaven,

In dizpers of Clouds!

S0 sharp are the words from those rough drafts
That they make the palate swell.

But then when the kettle-drums beat,
Another height is reached —

The centaurs don't come to us any longer,
To the white grass of paper.
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B aerekon KocHake yran JeHra —
Bueren no winsnn aerenna.
Kpaciai., na caasy 1o nosop.
Heocnopivinin ¥ sop.

R K|)()III: OT MPOCTLHDL JABHO OTCTHPL RICE.
A noros Ge e pasopIsLIn sl TpRIKN.

H crapan Kemmmil. cRuny e rankn.

Bee repoa okolnibe Cresaa. crapanacl.

Herenn Jocky T, Spansyue sipok.
H Bota yresaa non nopor.

A GHOMOTERY PACIHCRLNE HACHEN,

B posunny — nepesynnmikas na cyex,

B noabpe siereni@ crecarns nonLR

L rex. KTo yenyon, aiesio B Crpotky.

Ho norosor na Ge1of rpyan cresaa.

Kk BCTAPL. WINGHHCY BRTEILIL CC[LICIRO,

Ha pranis 1 spani. s Kposis o Crpox
Boaunkact .iereian pecoxim Cor,

\ noweny?

Hitkro ne otseri,

T crapyna. mie Knnry nig 10Aa0pECKIN: nere).

Jlnn enta paceseTi. Beemy BONPEK.
Brercn — na.n pesoo Crpoki.
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Tight ribbon in a child’s little braid —
Legend winds through life.

Red, for glory and disgrace,
Undeniable tracery.

Blood’s washed off the sheets long ago,
And the linen was torn for rags,

An old woman threw off her slippers
And rubbed the window glass hard.

The shreds kept in store rotted to dust,

And water flowed down under the threshold.
And the library was sold cut slapdash,

At retail — to second-hand dealers’ sneer.

In November a snow-storm started to quilt

A stitched blanket for those asleep.

But the scion thawed out a little heart

On the white breast of glass, as in the old times,

From shreds and lies, from stanzas and blood

The high style of legend arise.

But why?

Nobody answered.

Not the old woman, nor books, nor the November night.

Only the ribbon of dawn, in spite of all,
Is winding — above the river of poems.
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H namokn xadem, xak Jatonn,

H sosayy msera nonwon copoukn

K . 10BON AILIKE 1 TCIRI00 MOMKE | ICKA. 1IC,
T aobpen, 1a?

H B opofiermes aomaton 1ome
CEeRYRAN NG KD, RAK KYCAIKEL
OGpuasan sMoels npusLaKH
Heperopesnuse nponaia.

Kak <1 mee vyGron novia .
Henu suepansuen oGun npsieTs.
H e, Kak ianogoukn, npuviat,
O o, Gensia, el

Heyaro o1 sutunka-neaorporn.

Or ayunka m Moes nopore

H supasy Gusnor noxapu, owxorn?
T e ne cepomes. @?
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And tiles as palms,
And night-gown coloured air

Cuddled the purple vein and warm ear-lobe.

.. .You are kind aren’t you?

And in the frightened frame house
Seconds were clicking like snips,
Cutting off the burnt wires

Of my habits.

Like the trace of lip-stick on the neck,
Signs of yesterday’s love are clear,
And dreams as pillow-cases hollowed.
Oh pain, whiteness, misfortune!

Is it true that from the touch-me-not,
From the little sun-beam on my threshold
Can really come fires, burns?

...You are not cross, are you?

Olga Andreevna Andreeva lives in Murmansk where she works
as a journalist for the regional radio station. She writes both
poetry and prose and has published two books of poetry, a
short story in an anthology and, more recently, Preobrazbenie
(Transformation), a collection of two short stories and two fairy

tales.
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