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FOREWORD

This anthology of poems began as a dream shared by two writers
and publishers, one a Russian, Mikhail Bazankov, and one an
American, Judy Hogan.  Under the sponsorship of the Sister Cities
Program, the cities of Kostroma and Durham have experienced many
exchange visits and shared each other’s cultural traditions.  The
efforts of Bazankov and Hogan were essential in making writers a
part of that sharing; and this anthology, the third book of the
cooperative publishing effort they envisioned in 1990, is owed not
only to their dream but to their persistence in the practical matters
of such a project.  It is my hope, and I am sure theirs, that these
poems will speak to both Russian and American readers and thus
fulfill their original dream of enhancing understanding between the
peoples of Kostroma and North Carolina through a joint, dual-
language publishing project of and by their respective writers.

It has been the desire of the editors of this anthology to include
all North Carolina poets in our submission process, and letters
soliciting submissions were sent to over 900 poets in the state.
Brochures and flyers were posted in libraries and bookstores, mailed
to English departments and writing programs in colleges and
universities throughout the state, and distributed at the North
Carolina Writers’ Network Conference in the fall of 1999. We
received over 400 manuscript poems from which 96 poems by 69
poets have been selected.  We are pleased to present these poets to
you, some well-known and some just beginning to publish their work.

After the successful  publication in  1998 of An Anthology of
Kostroma Poets, Bazankov and Hogan selected "Earth and Soul"
as a theme for a complementary anthology of North Carolina poetry
with the hope that a book with such a theme would embody universal
ideas and  feelings  as well  as  increasing mutual  understanding
of differences.  In both Russia and the United States, many
thoughtful people, including writers, have great concern for
preserving into the Twenty-first Century a healthy and thriving
planet Earth, as well as concern for the souls or spirits of human
beings in an increasingly complex technological world.  The Russian
word dusha is  translated  "soul,  heart,  moving  spirit,   inspiration."
Traditionally, the highest compliment Russians can pay is to call
you "Soulful," i.e., compassionate, in touch with your feelings, and
open to the feelings of others.  Their word zemlya, translated as "land,
earth, native land," often conveys a peasant’s reverence and
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ÏÐÅÄÈÑËÎÂÈÅ

Ýòà ïîýòè÷åñêàÿ àíòîëîãèÿ íà÷àëàñü ñ ìå÷òû äâóõ ïèñàòåëåé è
èçäàòåëåé: ðóññêîãî — Ìèõàèëà Áàçàíêîâà è àìåðèêàíêè — Äæóäè
Õîãàí. Â ðàìêàõ ñïîíñîðñêîé ïðîãðàììû ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ Êîñ-
òðîìà è Äàðåì îñóùåñòâèëè ìíîãî îáìåííûõ âèçèòîâ è ïîäåëèëèñü
êóëüòóðíûìè òðàäèöèÿìè. Ì.Áàçàíêîâ è Äæ.Õîãàí ïðåäïðèíÿëè
çíà÷èòåëüíûå óñèëèÿ, ÷òîáû âèçèòû-îáìåíû ïèñàòåëÿìè ñòàëè ÷àñ-
òüþ ýòîé ïðîãðàììû. Ýòà àíòîëîãèÿ — 3-ÿ êíèãà ñîâìåñòíîé èçäà-
òåëüñêîé äåÿòåëüíîñòè.  Îíà  áûëà çàäóìàíà  â 1990 ãîäó è îáÿçàíà
ñâîèì ïîÿâëåíèåì  íå òîëüêî èõ ìå÷òå, íî è èõ íàñòîé÷èâîñòè â ðå-
øåíèè ïðàêòè÷åñêèõ çàäà÷ òàêîãî ïðîåêòà.  È ÿ, òàêæå êàê è îíè,
íàäåþñü, ÷òî ýòè ñòèõè íàéäóò îòêëèê êàê ó ðóññêèõ, òàê è ó àìåðè-
êàíñêèõ ÷èòàòåëåé è òàêèì îáðàçîì âîïëîòÿò â æèçíü ïåðâîíà÷àëü-
íóþ ìå÷òó — îáðåòåíèå âçàèìîïîíèìàíèÿ ìåæäó ëþäüìè Êîñòðîìû
è Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû ïîñðåäñòâîì ñîâìåñòíîãî èçäàòåëüñêîãî ïðî-
åêòà, îñóùåñòâëÿåìîãî íà äâóõ ÿçûêàõ — ïðîåêòà ïóáëèêàöèè ïðî-
èçâåäåíèé ïèñàòåëåé Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è Êîñòðîìû.

Áîëüøèì æåëàíèåì ðåäàêòîðîâ ýòîé àíòîëîãèè áûëî âêëþ÷èòü
âñåõ ïîýòîâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â äàííûé ïðîöåññ.  Ïèñüìà,  îïîâå-
ùàþùèå î êîíêóðñå, áûëè ðàçîñëàíû áîëåå ÷åì 900 ïîýòàì ïî âñåìó
øòàòó. Â áèáëèîòåêè è êíèæíûå ìàãàçèíû, íà âñå ëèòåðàòóðíûå ôà-
êóëüòåòû è íà êàôåäðû óíèâåðñèòåòîâ è êîëëåäæåé, ãäå åñòü êóðñû äëÿ
ïèñàòåëåé,  áûëè îòïðàâëåíû ïî ïî÷òå áðîøþðû è ëèñòîâêè. Áðîøþðû
è ëèñòîâêè áûëè òàêæå ðàñïðîñòðàíåíû îñåíüþ 1999 ãîäà íà êîíôå-
ðåíöèè ïèñàòåëåé Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Ìû ïîëó÷èëè ñâûøå 400 ðó-
êîïèñåé ñòèõîâ, èç êîòîðûõ áûëè âûáðàíû 96 ïðîèçâåäåíèé 69 ïîýòîâ.
Ìû ñ÷àñòëèâû ïðåäñòàâèòü âàì ýòèõ ïîýòîâ.  Íåêîòîðûå èç íèõ óæå
õîðîøî èçâåñòíû, äðóãèå òîëüêî íà÷èíàþò ïóáëèêîâàòü ñâîè ïðîèç-
âåäåíèÿ.

Ïîñëå óñïåøíîé ïóáëèêàöèè â 1998 ãîäó "Àíòîëîãèè êîñòðîìñ-
êîé ïîýçèè", Ì.Áàçàíêîâ è Äæ.Õîãàí âûáðàëè òåìó "Çåìëÿ è Äóøà"
äëÿ ñëåäóþùåé êíèãè — àíòîëîãèè ïîýçèè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû —  ñ
íàäåæäîé, ÷òî êíèãà ñ òàêîé òåìàòèêîé âîïëîòèò âñåîáùèå èäåè è
÷óâñòâà, à òàêæå ïîìîæåò ïðèäòè ê âçàèìíîìó ïîíèìàíèþ ðàçëè÷èé.
Êàê â Ðîññèè, òàê è â Ñîåäèíåííûõ Øòàòàõ, ìíîãèå ìûñëÿùèå ëþäè,
âêëþ÷àÿ ïèñàòåëåé, î÷åíü îçàáî÷åíû òåì, ÷òîáû â 21 âåêå íàøà ïëà-
íåòà Çåìëÿ áûëà çäîðîâîé, ïðîöâåòàþùåé. Åùå îäíà ïðîáëåìà, êî-
òîðàÿ âûçûâàåò îçàáî÷åííîñòü, — ýòî ïðîáëåìà äóøè è äóõîâíîñòè
â íàøåì âñå óñëîæíÿþùåìñÿ òåõíîãåííîì ìèðå. Ðóññêîå ñëîâî "äóøà"
ïåðåâîäèòñÿ êàê "äóøà", "ñåðäöå", "äóõ", "âäîõíîâåíèå". Òðàäèöèîí-
íî, íàèâûñøèé êîìïëèìåíò ó ðóññêèõ, ýòî êîãäà îíè íàçûâàþò âàñ
"äóøåâíûì ÷åëîâåêîì", ýòî çíà÷èò "ñîñòðàäàòåëüíûé", "ñîïåðåæèâà-
þùèé", "îòêðûòûé ÷óâñòâàì äðóãèõ ëþäåé". Ðóññêîå ñëîâî "çåìëÿ",
ïåðåâîäèìîå êàê "ïî÷âà", "ïëàíåòà-Çåìëÿ", "îò÷èçíà", ÷àñòî ïå-
ðåäàåò óâàæåíèå ê íåé è ñâÿçü ñ íåé çåìëåäåëüöà. Ðóññêèå ïèñà-



6 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

connectedness to the land.  Russian writers often express a deep and
reverent love of Nature, priroda.

When Hogan confided to me during the process that there seemed
to be more "Nature" than "Soul" poems submitted for the anthology,
I noted that in many of the poems, nature often evokes "soul."  The
poems have been placed in sections, but many poems could as easily
fit in one or more other sections.  The division of the book into sections
titled "Earth" and "Soul"  is somewhat subjective and arbitrary, for
Earth and Soul are not opposites; poems dealing with one often lead
the reader to consider the other.  In the section "Earth Mother," soul
and nature are often "indistinguishable.  If this is different from the
way Russians write about "soul," then hopefully these poems will add
to their understanding of Americans. We can only present ourselves
as we are and our poetry as we write it.

The expressions of such a theme take many forms.  Here the
reader will find nature poems that lead to many other experiences.
In the poem "Thin Places," the poet recalls the Celtic idea of actual
places where the material and spiritual worlds meet.  Poems of
gardens and gardening reveal a longing for lost perfection;
contemplation of the earth brings solace as well as a longing for
home; and grieving is often expressed and moved to acceptance
through images drawn from both wild and cultivated nature.

Although these poems were all written by poets currently living
in North Carolina,  Americans are mobile people;  and these North
Carolina residents have lived in or visited many areas of the United
States and the world.  In these poems, a sense of place is sometimes
revealed by its absence or loss.  I have been told that the Russian
meaning of "earth" is often closely tied to one’s place of birth, one’s
"fatherland."  For Americans, earth can be both specific and general;
to a mobile people, earth can suggest a closeness to nature any place,
but the earth and soil of one’s origins can also have special meaning,
as in the poem "Grandma’s House,"  in which the poet  returns to
the abandoned home of ancestors.  In "I Don’t Miss Texas," a
transplanted Texan first speaks fondly in a folksy voice of her
adopted North Carolina but then reveals with irony and the same
folksy voice what she still loves and misses about her beautiful but
rugged birthplace, her rodina.

The majority of Americans have roots in other countries,
European, Asian, African, as well as a surviving small number of
Native Americans "discovered"  by European settlers.   The people
and writers of North Carolina reflect this multi-ethnic background.
In these poems, you will hear African-American voices as well as
European-American voices.  Judeo-Christian images mix with
African American images,  pre-Christian European myths, classical
Greek myths, and Native American gods and images.   In a true
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òåëè ÷àñòî âûðàæàþò â ñâîèõ ïðîèçâåäåíèÿõ ãëóáîêóþ, áëàãîãî-
âåéíóþ ëþáîâü ê ïðèðîäå.

Êîãäà Äæ.Õîãàí â ïðîöåññå ðàáîòû, ïîâåäàëà ìíå ÷òî èç ñòèõîâ,
ïðåäñòàâëåííûõ äëÿ àíòîëîãèè, êàæåòñÿ áîëüøå ñòèõîâ î ïðèðîäå, ÷åì
î äóøå, ÿ çàìåòèëà, ÷òî âî ìíîãèõ ñòèõàõ ïðèðîäà — îëèöåòâîðåíèå
äóøè. Ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ ðàñïðåäåëåíû ïî ðàçäåëàì, íî ìíîãèå ñòèõè
ëåãêî ìîãëè áû âîéòè îäíîâðåìåííî â íåñêîëüêî ðàçäåëîâ. Ïîäðàç-
äåëåíèå êíèãè íà ÷àñòè, îçàãëàâëåííûå "Çåìëÿ" è "Äóøà",  â íåêîòî-
ðîé ìåðå ñóáúåêòèâíîå è ñïîðíîå, ò.ê. Çåìëÿ è Äóøà íå ÿâëÿþòñÿ
âçàèìîèñêëþ÷àþùèìè ïîíÿòèÿìè. Ñòèõè, çàòðàãèâàþùèå îäíó èç òåì,
÷àñòî ïðèãëàøàþò ÷èòàòåëÿ ê ðàçìûøëåíèÿì íà äðóãóþ òåìó.

Â ðàçäåëå "Ìàòü Çåìëÿ" äóøà è ïðèðîäà ÷àñòî ÿâëÿþòñÿ íåðàç-
äåëèìûìè ïîíÿòèÿìè. Åñëè æå ýòî êàêèì-òî îáðàçîì îòëè÷àåòñÿ îò
òîãî, êàê ðóññêèå ïèøóò î "äóøå", òîãäà, âîçìîæíî, ýòè ñòèõè îòêðîþò
äëÿ ðóññêèõ íîâûå ÷åðòû àìåðèêàíöåâ. Íà ñòðàíèöàõ ýòîé êíèãè ìû
ìîæåì òîëüêî ïðåäñòàâèòü ñåáÿ òàêèìè, êàêèå ìû åñòü,  è ïðåäñòàâèòü
íàøó ïîýçèþ.

Âûðàæåíèå ïîäîáíîé òåìû ìíîãîîáðàçíî. Çäåñü ÷èòàòåëü íàé-
äåò ñòèõè î ïðèðîäå, êîòîðûå îáðàùåíû ê ðàçíûì ñôåðàì æèçíåííîãî
îïûòà ÷åëîâåêà. Â ñòèõîòâîðåíèè "Òîíêèå ìåñòà" ïîýò âñïîìèíàåò
Êåëüòñêóþ èäåþ î ôàêòè÷åñêè ñóùåñòâóþùèõ ìåñòàõ, ãäå ñîïðèêàñà-
þòñÿ ìàòåðèàëüíûå è äóõîâíûå ìèðû. Ñòèõè î ñàäàõ è ñàäîâîäñòâå
ðàñêðûâàþò ñòðåìëåíèå ê óòåðÿííîìó ñîâåðøåíñòâó; ñîçåðöàíèå çåìëè
ïðèíîñèò óòåøåíèå è ñòðàñòíîå æåëàíèå îáðåòåíèÿ äîìà; ãëóáîêàÿ
ïå÷àëü ÷àñòî âûðàæàåòñÿ è âîñïðèíèìàåòñÿ ÷åðåç ïîñðåäñòâî îáðà-
çîâ êàê äèêîé, òàê è îáëàãîðîæåííîé ïðèðîäû.

Õîòÿ âñå ýòè ñòèõè áûëè íàïèñàíû ïîýòàìè, æèâóùèìè â íàñòî-
ÿùåå âðåìÿ â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, àìåðèêàíöû — ìîáèëüíûå ëþäè,
è òå, êòî æèâåò â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, æèëè èëè
áûâàëè âî ìíîãèõ ìåñòàõ Ñîåäèíåííûõ Øòàòîâ è ìèðà. Âî âñåõ ýòèõ
ñòèõàõ îùóùåíèå ìåñòà èíîãäà ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷åðåç åãî îòñóòñòâèå èëè
ïîòåðþ. Ìíå ãîâîðèëè, ÷òî ðóññêîå çíà÷åíèå ñëîâà "çåìëÿ" ÷àñòî òåñíî
ñâÿçàíî ñ ìåñòîì, ãäå ÷åëîâåê ðîäèëñÿ, "çåìëåé ïðåäêîâ". Äëÿ àìåðè-
êàíöåâ "çåìëÿ" è ñïåöèôè÷åñêîå, è îáîáùåííîå ïîíÿòèå: äëÿ ëþäåé,
ñêëîííûõ ê ïåðåìåíå ìåñò, "çåìëÿ" ïðåäïîëàãàåò áëèçîñòü ê ïðèðîäå
ëþáîãî ìåñòà. Íî çåìëÿ è ïî÷âà òîãî ìåñòà, ãäå ÷åëîâåê ðîäèëñÿ,  ìîæåò
òàêæå èìåòü îñîáûé ñìûñë, êàê â ñòèõîòâîðåíèè "Áàáóøêèí äîì", â
êîòîðîì ïîýò âîçâðàùàåòñÿ â ïîêèíóòûé äîì ïðåäêîâ. Â ñòèõîòâî-
ðåíèè "ß íå ñêó÷àþ ïî Òåõàñó", äàâíî óåõàâøàÿ îòòóäà æåíùèíà ïðî-
ñòîðå÷èâûì ÿçûêîì òåïëî îòçûâàåòñÿ î Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, à çàòåì
òîò æå èðîíè÷íûé ïðîñòîðå÷èâûé ãîëîñ ðàñêðûâàåò, ÷òî îíà âñå åùå
ëþáèò è ñêó÷àåò ïî ïðåêðàñíîìó, íî ñóðîâîìó ìåñòó ñâîåãî ðîæäå-
íèÿ —  ñâîåé ðîäèíå.

Ó áîëüøèíñòâà àìåðèêàíöåâ "êîðíè" — â äðóãèõ ñòðàíàõ: åâðî-
ïåéñêèõ, àçèàòñêèõ, àôðèêàíñêèõ, òàêæå êàê è ó íåáîëüøîãî ÷èñëà
âûæèâøèõ êîðåííûõ àìåðèêàíöåâ, "îáíàðóæåííûõ" åâðîïåéñêèìè
ïîñåëåíöàìè. Íàðîä è ïèñàòåëè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, îòðàæàþò ýòó
ñìåøàííóþ èñòîðèþ. Â ýòèõ ñòèõàõ âû óñëûøèòå ãîëîñà Àôðî-àìå-
ðèêàíöåâ, à òàêæå ãîëîñà àìåðèêàíöåâ Åâðîïåéñêîãî ïðîèñõîæäåíèÿ.
Èóäåéñêî-õðèñòèàíñêèå îáðàçû ïåðåìåøàíû ñ àôðî-àìåðèêàíñêèìè
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mix of cultures, a North Carolina teacher tries to account for her
loss of her departing Japanese students by recalling a birth myth
from Borneo.

Unlike much Russian poetry, contemporary American poetry
uses little rhyme or traditional form.  English is not an inflected
language and does not lend  itself to easy rhyming,  but our
contemporary writers rely on other aspects of language, such as
assonance, consonance, alliteration, and natural speech rhythms to
give music  to  their  lines.    Iambic  lines,  especially,  are considered
to mirror the natural rhythms of the English language; consider the
iambic pentameters of Shakespeare’s plays. "Organic form" is a
popular concept in contemporary American poetry, and any
American student of poetry has read or heard of Robert Frost’s
comparison of free verse to playing tennis with the net down — an
exercise  that  puts  special  demands  on  the  imagination  and
discipline of the player, or poet.  We hope that the musicality of
many of these poems reaches the ears of Russian readers.

I have chosen to begin the book with a poem by a Chapel Hill
poet, written as a letter to the Russian poet Sergey Esenin.  It is as
if the American poet stands at the edge of North Carolina’s Atlantic
coastline and calls across oceans, continents, and time to a Russian
poet whom he admires and loves.  The book closes with a poem by
a North Carolinia poet and painter who yearly visits Eastern Europe.
Each August since 1962, the city of Struga, in Macedonia, has  hosted
the Struga Poetry Evenings to which come poets from all continents.
This final poem, "Struga," reminds us of the universality of the
language of poetry.  Although he does not understand the words
literally, the poet does hear the rhythm and understand the mood
of the poems.  He tells us "Language/ is abstract/ and their words/
punch/ like the feet/ of dancers ... short sounds/ danced with/
purpose."

I hope this anthology also will overcome language and cultural
barriers and in a small way add to the growing  understanding
between the people of Kostroma and North Carolina, of Russia and
the United States.

I want to thank the many people who have contributed their
time, money, and special skills to bring this anthology to publication.
Besides Bazankov, who served as Project Director and Managing
Editor in Kostroma, and Hogan, who served as Project Director
and Consulting Editor for the Kostroma Committee of the Sister
Cities of Durham, I wish to thank the members of Hogan’s Spring
2000 class in editing and publishing poetry, Ed Cockrell, Annella
Rockson, and Marjorie McNamara, for their help in the selection
of poems from the many fine submissions received, and Jaki Shelton
Green, whose help to the class, especially with the African American
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îáðàçàìè, äîõðèñòèàíñêèìè åâðîïåéñêèìè ìèôàìè, êëàññè÷åñêèìè ãðå-
÷åñêèìè ìèôàìè è èçîáðàæåíèÿìè áîãîâ êîðåííûõ àìåðèêàíöåâ. Â
íàñòîÿùåì ñìåøåíèè êóëüòóð ó÷èòåëüíèöà èç Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû ïû-
òàåòñÿ âîñïîëíèòü ïîòåðþ ñâîèõ óåçæàþùèõ ÿïîíñêèõ ñòóäåíòîâ, âñïî-
ìèíàÿ ìèô èç Áîðíåî î ðîæäåíèè.

Â îòëè÷èå  îò áîëüøèíñòâà ðóññêèõ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé
ñîâðåìåííàÿ àìåðèêàíñêàÿ ïîýçèÿ ìàëî èñïîëüçóåò ðèôìó è òðàäè-
öèîííûå ôîðìû. Â àíãëèéñêîì ÿçûêå íåò èçìåíåíèÿ îêîí÷àíèé, ñêëî-
íåíèé, ñïðÿæåíèé, åãî òðóäíî ðèôìîâàòü, íî ñîâðåìåííûå
àìåðèêàíñêèå ïèñàòåëè ïîëàãàþòñÿ íà äðóãèå àñïåêòû ÿçûêà, òàêèå
êàê àññîíàíñ (ðèôìà îäíèõ ãëàñíûõ), êîíñîíàíñ (ðèôìà îäíèõ ñîãëàñ-
íûõ), àëëèòåðàöèþ è åñòåñòâåííûé ðèòì ðå÷è, ÷òîáû ïðèäàòü ìóçû-
êó ñâîèì ñòèõàì. Ñ÷èòàåòñÿ, ÷òî îñîáåííî ñëîã ÿìáà âûðàæàåò
åñòåñòâåííûé ðèòì àíãëèéñêîãî ÿçûêà, êàê, íàïðèìåð, ðàçìåð ÿìáà
â ïüåñàõ Øåêñïèðà.

"Îðãàíè÷íàÿ ôîðìà" — íàèáîëåå ïîïóëÿðíàÿ êîíöåïöèÿ ñîâðå-
ìåííîé àìåðèêàíñêîé ïîýçèè, è ëþáîé àìåðèêàíñêèé ñòóäåíò, èçó÷à-
þùèé ïîýçèþ, ÷èòàë èëè ñëûøàë âûðàæåíèå Ðîáåðòà Ôðîñòà, êîòîðûé
ãîâîðèò î òîì, ÷òî ïèñàòü áåëûì ñòèõîì —  âñå ðàâíî, ÷òî èãðàòü â
òåííèñ ñ îïóùåííîé ñåòêîé.  Ýòî óïðàæíåíèå, êîòîðîå ïðåäúÿâëÿåò
îñîáûå òðåáîâàíèÿ ê âîîáðàæåíèþ è äèñöèïëèíå èãðîêà èëè ïîýòà.
Ìû íàäååìñÿ, ÷òî ìóçûêàëüíîñòü ìíîãèõ ýòèõ ñòèõîâ äîñòèãíåò óøåé
ðóññêèõ ÷èòàòåëåé.

Äëÿ íà÷àëà êíèãè ÿ âûáðàëà ñòèõîòâîðåíèå ïîýòà èç ãîðîäà ×àïåë
Õèëë, íàïèñàííîå â ôîðìå ïèñüìà ðóññêîìó ïîýòó Ñåðãåþ Åñåíèíó.
Àìåðèêàíñêèé ïîýò ñòîèò íà áåðåãó Àòëàíòè÷åñêîãî îêåàíà, îìûâà-
þùåãî Ñåâåðíóþ Êàðîëèíó, è êðè÷èò ÷åðåç îêåàíû, êîíòèíåíòû è
âðåìÿ ðóññêîìó ïîýòó, êîòîðûì, îí âîñõèùàåòñÿ è êîòîðîãî ëþáèò.

Êíèãà çàâåðøàåòñÿ ñòèõîòâîðåíèåì, ïîýòà è õóäîæíèêà èç Ñå-
âåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, êîòîðûé åæåãîäíî åçäèò â âîñòî÷íóþ Åâðîïó.
Êàæäûé àâãóñò ñ 1962 ãîäà ãîðîä Ñòðóãà â Ìàêåäîíèè ïðîâîäèò
ïîýòè÷åñêèå âå÷åðà, íà êîòîðûå ñúåçæàþòñÿ ïîýòû ñî âñåõ êîíòè-
íåíòîâ. Ýòî çàâåðøàþùåå ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Ñòðóãà" íàïîìèíàåò íàì
îá óíèâåðñàëüíîñòè ÿçûêà ïîýçèè. Õîòÿ ïîýò íå ïîíèìàåò ïðÿìîãî
çíà÷åíèÿ ñëîâ, ïîýò ñëûøèò ðèòì è ïîíèìàåò íàñòðîåíèå ñòèõîâ. Îí
ãîâîðèò íàì: "ßçûê / äëÿ ìåíÿ àáñòðàêòåí / è èõ ñëîâà / îòáèâàþò
ðèòì / êàê íîãè / òàíöîðîâ /  âíåçàïíûìè âñïûøêàìè /  êðàòêèõ çâóêîâ
/ òàíöóåìûõ ñ óìûñëîì".

ß íàäåþñü, ÷òî ýòà àíòîëîãèÿ òàêæå ïîìîæåò ïðåîäîëåòü ÿçûêî-
âûå è êóëüòóðíûå áàðüåðû è ïóñòü õîòü íåìíîãî, íî áóäåò ñïîñîáñòâî-
âàòü ðàñòóùåìó âçàèìîïîíèìàíèþ ìåæäó ëþäüìè Êîñòðîìû è
Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, íàðîäàìè Ðîññèè è Ñîåäèíåííûõ Øòàòîâ.

Ìíå õî÷åòñÿ ïîáëàãîäàðèòü ìíîãèõ ëþäåé, êîòîðûå ïîæåðòâî-
âàëè âðåìÿ, äåíüãè è ñïîñîáíîñòè, ÷òîáû îñóùåñòâèòü ïóáëèêàöèþ
ýòîé àíòîëîãèè. Êðîìå Ì.Áàçàíêîâà, êîòîðûé ÿâëÿëñÿ äèðåêòîðîì
ïðîåêòà è ãëàâíûì ðåäàêòîðîì â Êîñòðîìå,  è Äæ.Õîãàí, êîòîðàÿ
ÿâëÿëàñü äèðåêòîðîì ïðîåêòà è ðåäàêòîðîì-êîíñóëüòàíòîì Êîñòðîì-
ñêîãî êîìèòåòà ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ Äàðåìà, ÿ õî÷ó ïîáëàãîäàðèòü
÷ëåíîâ 2000-íîãî âåñåííåãî êóðñà ïî ðåäàêòèðîâàíèþ è èçäàíèþ
ïîýçèè, êîòîðûé âåëà Äæ.Õîãàí,  — Ýäà Êîêðåëëà, Àííåëëó Ðîêñîí
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poems, was invaluable. Ed Cockrell, as Assistant Project Director,
also worked closely with Hogan to keep track of finances and to
design and print flyers and brochures.  Irina Yelevich, a former
Moscow editor now living in this country, worked diligently with
Hogan, even after an unexpected move from Chapel Hill to
Minneapolis, to clarify American idioms and local references for
the translators in Kostroma, Natalia Riabova, Natalia Vyazankina,
whom we also thank for their careful and challenging work of putting
these poems into Russian.  Much of the planning and working
through the process of the project was made possible by Aleksei
Bazankov,  whose  computer  skills  make  trans-Atlantic
communication a matter of milliseconds.  He also served as book
designer and  typesetter.   Mikhail  Bazankov was the  artistic designer
for the book as well as overseeing its production and organizing
some events to celebrate it throughout the Kostroma Region.   A
large debt of gratitude is owed to the Kostroma

Committee, its members, and co-chairs Dottle Osborn and
Linda Horstman for their ongoing help with these literary projects,
and to the Sister Cities’ board of directors, especially to Gary Shope,
President,  and Gloria Driver,  Treasurer.   Nor could we have
publicized our project so widely and effectively without the generous
gift of printing from the irrepressible Glyn Folk of The Ink Spot.
And I’d like to thank ahead of time the poets in North Carolina
who are eagerly helping to organize readings throughout the state
in the spring of 2001.

Without the financial support of the many donors listed
elsewhere and without a matching grant from the North Carolina
Arts Council, publication would not have happened.  A special
thanks goes to Debbie McGill, Program Director for Literature at
NCAC, whose hard questions sharpened our grants-application
skills. The process has indeed embodied the Russian proverb used
in our first letter soliciting funds:  "If everyone in the village gives
a thread, we can make a shirt for a naked man."   This truly has
been a cooperative venture, and it has been an honor, a pleasure,
and an invaluable experience for me, an "outlander Virginia resident,"
to have been asked to work on this project with Mikhail, Judy, and
all the others mentioned.

Sharon D. Ewing
Alexandria, Virginia
June 1, 2000
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è Ìàðäæåðè ÌàêÍàìàðà — çà èõ ïîìîùü â îòáîðå ñòèõîâ èç ìàññû
ïðåêðàñíûõ ïðåäñòàâëåííûõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé è Äæåêè Øåëòîí Ãðèí, ÷üÿ
ïîìîùü,  îñîáåííî â îòáîðå ñòèõîâ àôðî-àìåðèêàíñêèõ àâòîðîâ, áûëà
áåñöåííîé. Ýä Êîêðåëë, ÿâëÿÿñü ïîìîùíèêîì äèðåêòîðà ïðîåêòà, òàêæå
ðàáîòàë â òåñíîì ñîòðóäíè÷åñòâå ñ Äæ.Õîãàí. Îí ñëåäèë çà ôèíàí-
ñîâîé ñòîðîíîé äåëà, îôîðìëÿë  è ïå÷àòàë  ëèñòîâêè è áðîøþðû.
Èðèíà Åëåâè÷, ðåäàêòîð èç Ìîñêâû, æèâóùàÿ ñåé÷àñ â Àìåðèêå, óñåð-
äíî ðàáîòàëà ñ Äæ.Õîãàí äàæå ïîñëå ñâîåãî íåîæèäàííîãî ïåðååçäà
èç ×àïåë Õèëëà â Ìèííåàïîëèñ, ñîñòàâèâ àííîòàöèþ àìåðèêàíñêèõ
èäèîì è ññûëîê äëÿ ïåðåâîä÷èêîâ â Êîñòðîìå. Ìû òàêæå áëàãîäàðèì
Íàòàëèþ Ðÿáîâó çà êðîïîòëèâóþ ðàáîòó ïî ïåðåâîäó ýòèõ ñòèõîâ íà
ðóññêèé. Â ïðîöåññå ïîäãîòîâêè è ðàáîòû íàä ïðîåêòîì ìíîãîå ñòà-
ëî âîçìîæíûì áëàãîäàðÿ Àëåêñåþ Áàçàíêîâó, ÷üè êîìïüþòåðíûå
ñïîñîáíîñòè äåëàþò òðàíñ-àòëàíòè÷åñêîå îáùåíèå äåëîì äîëåé ñåêóíä.
Îí òàêæå ðàáîòàë â êà÷åñòâå äèçàéíåðà è íàáîðùèêà. Ìèõàèë Áàçàíêîâ
áûë õóäîæíèêîì-îôîðìèòåëåì êíèãè, òàêæå îí îòñëåæèâàë ïðîöåññ
åå ñîçäàíèÿ, à òàêæå îðãàíèçîâûâàë åå ïðåçåíòàöèþ ïî Êîñòðîìñêîé
îáëàñòè.

Ñëåäóåò âûðàçèòü îãðîìíóþ áëàãîäàðíîñòü ÷ëåíàì êîìèòåòà ïî
ñâÿçÿì ñ Êîñòðîìîé è ñîïðåäñåäàòåëÿì Äîòòè Îñáîðí è Ëèíäå Õîð-
ñòìàí çà èõ ïîñòîÿííóþ ïîìîùü â ýòèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ ïðîåêòàõ, à òàêæå
ñîâåòó äèðåêòîðîâ, îñîáåííî åãî ïðåçèäåíòó Ãýðè Øîïó è êàçíà÷åþ
Ãëîðèè Äðàéâåð. È, êîíå÷íî, ìû áû íå ñìîãëè òàê øèðîêî è ýôôåê-
òèâíî ðàçðåêëàìèðîâàòü íàø ïðîåêò, åñëè áû íå ùåäðûé äàð òèðà-
æèðîâàíèÿ íåóãîìîííîãî Ãëèíà Ôîëêà èç "Èíê Ñïîò" (Ink Spot). È
ìíå áû õîòåëîñü çàðàíåå ïîáëàãîäàðèòü ïîýòîâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû,
êîòîðûå ñ îãðîìíûì æåëàíèåì ïîìîãàþò â îðãàíèçàöèè ÷òåíèé êíèãè
â øòàòå âåñíîé 2001 ãîäà.

Áåç ôèíàíñîâîé ïîääåðæêè ìíîãèõ æåðòâîâàòåëåé ïóáëèêàöèÿ
áû íå ñîñòîÿëàñü. Îñîáàÿ áëàãîäàðíîñòü Äåááè ÌàêÃèëë, êîòîðàÿ
ÿâëÿåòñÿ äèðåêòîðîì ëèòåðàòóðíîé ïðîãðàììû Õóäîæåñòâåííîãî
Ñîâåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ÷üè æåñòêèå âîïðîñû îòòî÷èëè íàøå
èñêóññòâî îáðàùåíèÿ çà ñóáñèäèÿìè. Ýòîò ïðîöåññ òî÷íî îòîáðàæåí
â ðóññêîé ïîñëîâèöå, èñïîëüçîâàííîé â íàøåì ïåðâîì ïèñüìå  ñ
ïðîñüáîé ïðåäîñòàâèòü ñðåäñòâà: "Ñ ìèðà ïî íèòêå — ãîëîìó ðóáàøêà".
Ýòîò ïðîåêò äåéñòâèòåëüíî ñòàë ñîâìåñòíûì ïðåäïðèÿòèåì è äåëîì
÷åñòè, óäîâîëüñòâèåì è áåñöåííûì îïûòîì äëÿ ìåíÿ, æèòåëüíèöû
îòäàëåííîé Âèðäæèíèè, ïðèãëàøåííîé ðàáîòàòü âìåñòå ñ Ìèõàèëîì,
Äæóäè è äðóãèìè ëþäüìè, óïîìÿíóòûìè âî âñòóïèòåëüíîì ñëîâå.

Øýðîí Ä. Þèíã
Àëåêñàíäðèÿ, Âèðäæèíèÿ
1 èþíÿ, 2000 ã.
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INVOCATION
TO THE MUSE

ОБРАЩЕНИЕ
К МУЗЕ



14 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

W.E.Cockrell, III

I Write to You, Sergey Esenin

Sergey, your blood is cold.
The poem you wrote long ago —

dust.
We never spoke one word —
our lives apart in time,

in worlds.
I know your story — a poet from the land,
a dear friend, a dashing hooligan,

Russia’s soul.
Wake for me now — free
of dark blue gloom.

Show your shadow.
Walk with me at dawn —
We will talk to exhaustion

your restless sorrow.
Speak with me of homeland,
and gentle meadows —

the plowman resting at twilight.
Death is not new to life —
a last poem in blood.

Forget your fears.
Walk your cherished journey.
Whistle loud — two fingers

at your mouth.
Ring the hundred bells.
Cry out to the land —

to the living.
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В.И.Кокрелл, III

ß Ïèøó Òåáå, Ñåðãåé Åñåíèí

Ñåðãåé, òâîÿ êðîâü îñòûëà.
Äàâíûì-äàâíî íàïèñàííûå òîáîé ñòèõè —

òëåí...*
Íàì íå äîâåëîñü îáìîëâèòüñÿ è ñëîâîì  —
íàøè æèçíè ðàçìèíóëèñü ïî ðàçíûì òðîïàì

âî âðåìåíè.
Ñóäüáà òâîÿ ìíå çíàêîìà — äåðåâåíñêèé ïîýò,
äîáðûé ìàëûé, îòúÿâëåííûé  õóëèãàí.

Ðóññêàÿ äóøà.
Ðàññòàíüñÿ ñ äîëãèì ñíîì, ñâîáîäíûé îò
òåìíî-ñèíèõ ìðà÷íûõ äóì,

ÿâè ìíå  ñâîþ òåíü.
Ïðîéäèñü ñî ìíîé —
è  çàãîâîðèì äî èçíåìîæåíèÿ

òâîþ ìÿòåæíóþ òîñêó.
Ïîãîâîðè ñî ìíîé î äîìå,
î  ìÿãêèõ çàëèâíûõ ëóãàõ,

î êîñàðÿõ, îòäûõàþùèõ â ñóìåðêè.
Â ýòîé æèçíè óìèðàòü íå íîâî —
òâîå ïîñëåäíåå ñòèõîòâîðåíèå, íàïèñàííîå êðîâüþ.

Çàáóäü ñâîþ ïå÷àëü.
Èäè ñâîåé ñâåòëîé äîðîãîé.
Ïàëüöû  â ðîò — è çàëèâèñòûé ñâèñò

ïóñòü ïðîêàòèòñÿ çâîíêî
è àóêíåòñÿ ñòîçâîíîì ñîñíÿêà.
Âñêîëûõíè  òèøèíó íà çåìëå —

äëÿ æèâóùèõ.

*  Ïîýò ãîâîðèò î òëåííîñòè áóìàãè, íà êîòîðîé äàâíî íàïèñàíû ñòèõè,
íî ïîýçèÿ Åñåíèíà æèâåò â íàðîäíîé ïàìÿòè.
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MOUNTAIN, WOOD,
STREAM, AND SHORE
"where man steps aside"

ГОРА, ЛЕС,
РУЧЕЙ И БЕРЕГ
"ãäå íå ñòóïàåò ÷åëîâåê"

Part I:  EARTH

Часть I.  ЗЕМЛЯ
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Betsy Humphreys

THIN PLACES

Celts named them thin places

where this world grazes the other,

where body meets spirit,

where one can see beyond sight

and be forever changed.

As I stood at lakeside

to watch the water

lap, lap, lap

the thin line of shore,

a portion seemed to hesitate, then resolve

not to return to the glistening pool

but choose its own course,

to seep deep into the earth,

prepared to nurture cattails,

even tall pines,

its life’s direction forever changed

by a thin place.
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Бетси Хамфрис

ÒÎÍÊÈÅ ÌÅÑÒÀ

Êåëüòû íàçûâàëè èõ "òîíêèìè ìåñòàìè".

Ýòîò ìèð òàì ñîïðèêàñàåòñÿ ñ äðóãèì,

òåëî âñòðå÷àåòñÿ ñ äóøîé,

òàì â ÷åëîâåêå ïðîñûïàåòñÿ ÿñíîâèäåíèå

è îí ìåíÿåòñÿ íàâñåãäà.

È âîò ÿ ñòîþ íà áåðåãó îçåðà

è ñìîòðþ íà âîäó —

õëþï-õëþï-õëþï —

íà òîíêóþ ëèíèþ áåðåãà,

ñòðóéêà âîäû çàêîëåáàëàñü, íî ðåøèëàñü — òàêè

íå âîçâðàùàòüñÿ  â ñâåðêàþùóþ ãëàäü,

à âûáðàòü ñâîé ïóòü —

ïðîñî÷èòüñÿ ïîãëóáæå â çåìëþ,

è íàïèòàòü êîðåøêè

è äàæå ìîãó÷èå ñîñíû.

Òàê åå æèçíåííûé ïóòü íàâñåãäà èçìåíèëñÿ

â ýòîì òîíêîì ìåñòå.
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H. Perry Horton

"searching for the soul of the earth."

     i found it in
Bryce Canyon, Utah,
     the stalagmites like dreamsickles

shooting for the stars,
pearl white in a baby blue abyss.

     i found it in Lucern,
in the middle of the night with the city hushed,

the visible cloud
of my breath

     making shadow puppets
in the light;

a boar, a fawn, an alley cat
     it was waiting in Mendocino,

     snaking up the Pacific Coast
right in the midst of the dusk,

casting colors
ephemeral and warm

     on the hood of my truck
and the top of my arm.

     it was in the breeze
climbing up the cliff wall

across the asphalt
     into my window
that held fragrant and distinctive,

     frozen in association
forever.

     i’m looking for it
everywhere i go,

the places where man steps aside
     and the earth erupts with a spirit alive

as the rest of the planet.
standing on the edge

of a picture postcard
     some scenic memory
locked in someone’s trunk somewhere.
the places
that make you
     leap into the air,
yearning to enter the cosmos

as vapor,
Inside of everything

a part of it all.
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Х. Перри Хортон

"я искал душу земли."
     ÿ íàøåë åå â

Áðàéñ  Êàíüîíå, â Þòå,
     ãäå ñòàëàãìèòû  êàê  ýñêèìî íà  ïàëî÷êàõ,

íàöåëåííûå íà çâåçäû,
æåì÷óæíî-áåëûå â áëåäíî-ãîëóáîé áåçäíå.

     ÿ  íàøåë åå â Ëþöåðíå,
â ïîëíî÷ü, êîãäà  â ãîðîäå âîöàðèëàñü òèøèíà,

è   çðèìûå îáëà÷êà
ìîåãî äûõàíèÿ

âûðèñîâûâàëèñü íà ñâåòó, êàê
â òåàòðå òåíåé —

     êàáàí, îëåíü, áðîäÿ÷àÿ êîøêà.
     îíà  ïðèòàèëàñü â Ìåíäîñèíî,

èçâèâàÿñü  ïî  áåðåãó Òèõîãî îêåàíà
     â ñàìûé ñóìåðå÷íûé ÷àñ, îòáðàñûâàÿ

ðàñöâå÷åííûå áëèêè,
     ìèìîëåòíûå  è    òåïëûå,
íà êàïîò ìîåãî ãðóçîâè÷êà
     è íà  ìîþ ðóêó.

     îíà ÷óâñòâîâàëàñü  â äóíîâåíèè ëåãêîãî âåòåðêà,
êîòîðûé   ïîäíèìàëñÿ  íà ñêàëèñòóþ ñòåíó

     è  ïî àñôàëüòó,
ïðîíèêàë â îêíî.

åãî áëàãîóõàíüå è  íåïîâòîðèìîå î÷àðîâàíüå
îñòàëèñü  â ìîåé ïàìÿòè

íàâñåãäà.
ÿ   èùó  åå
     âñþäó, ãäå ÿ áûâàþ,

â òåõ ìåñòàõ,  ãäå íå ñòóïàåò    ÷åëîâåê
     è   çåìëÿ    èñòîðãàåò ñâîþ äóøó —

æèâàÿ,  êàê âñÿ ïëàíåòà.
êîãäà  îíà  ñòîèò   íà  êðàþ

îòêðûòêè  ñ âèäàìè,
     çàïå÷àòëåííûìè êåì-òî íà ïàìÿòü î æèâîïèñíûõ ìåñòàõ, —
çàïåðòàÿ îòêðûòêà â ÷üåì-òî áàãàæíèêå.
â ìåñòàõ,
êîòîðûå ïîáóæäàþò òåáÿ
    ïðûãíóòü âûñîêî â âîçäóõ,
â ñòðàñòíîì æåëàíèè  ïðîíèêíóòü   â êîñìîñ

ñëîâíî   ïàð.
Âíóòðü âñåãî, ÷òî  åñòü,

êàê  ÷àñòü âñåãî ýòîãî.
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Thomas Rain Crowe

PRAYER

Let the river’s long dance run deep in darkness
that sleeps with tendrils
rustles with green frost      secret of stone
fertile exotic fire     magic of bone
Let water coax summer coiled warm in sweet mornings
Dirt cuddle winter throbbing in dead bouquets
Let fruit roll into the mouth of heavy song
Flowers burst from earth like wild moss
stealing sanctuary and eden      from the soil
Let fresh whispers explode sprouting suns
making love in the blue rain
Where the never in evening haunts nature’s blood
A red wine drinking from the trunks of trees
Wine      like waves of voices in seas
The unleashed heart
These
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Томас Рэйн Кро

ÌÎËÈÒÂÀ

Ïóñòü  äîëãèé  òàíåö   ðåêè   áåæèò  ãëóáîêî â òåìíîòå
êîòîðàÿ  ñïèò â  óñèêàõ ðàñòåíèé
øåëåñòèò çåëåíûì ìîðîçöåì                 òàéíà  êàìíÿ
ïëîäîðîäíûì  ýêçîòè÷åñêèì îãíåì            ìàãèÿ  êîñòè
Ïóñòü âîäà  çàäîáðèò ëåòî, ñâåðíóâøååñÿ òåïëûì êîëüöîì
â ïðèÿòíûå óòðà
Ïóñòü çåìëÿ êðåïêî îáíèìåò çèìó,
òðåïåùóùóþ â çàñîõøèõ áóêåòàõ
Ïóñòü ôðóêòû  çàêàòÿòñÿ â óñòà ìîùíîãî ïåíèÿ
Öâåòû  ïðîêëþíóòñÿ    èç çåìëè êàê äèêèé ìîõ
êðàäóùèé ïðèþò è ðàéñêèå êóùè                 ó  çåìëè
Ïóñòü øåïîòû  ñâåæåñòè  ðàçðàçÿòñÿ  îòïðûñêàìè ñîëíö
ñîâåðøàÿ àêò  ëþáâè   â ãîëóáîì äîæäå
Ãäå âå÷åðàìè Íèêîãäà îõîòèòñÿ çà  êðîâüþ  ïðèðîäû —
êðàñíûì  âèíîì,  êîòîðîå îíî ïüåò  èç ñòâîëîâ äåðåâüåâ
Âèíî              êàê âîëíû ãîëîñîâ â ìîðÿõ
Âñå  ýòî   —
Âûñâîáîäèâøååñÿ ñåðäöå
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Elon G. Eidenier

MOCKING BIRD AT SIX O’CLOCK
Summer Sands, Enerald Isle

This tenor leafing through
pages of music sings the sea.

The ocean adds Its basso profundo. Sea oats slice the wind
to a vibrato.

A yellow-footed egret skitters the tide spearing notes
drifting down the sand.
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Элон Г. Эйденир

ÏÒÈÖÀ ÏÅÐÅÑÌÅØÍÈÊ Â ØÅÑÒÜ ÓÒÐÀ
ëåòîì íà Èçóìðóäíîì îñòðîâå

Ýòîò òåíîð  ïåðåëèñòûâàÿ
ïàðòèòóðó  âîñïåâàåò ìîðå.

Îêåàí äîáàâëÿåò ñâîé íèçêèé áàñ.
Âûñîêèå òðàâû ðàññåêàþò âåòåð â âèáðàòî.

Áåëàÿ öàïëÿ ëåãêî è áûñòðî ñêîëüçèò æåëòûìè íîãàìè ïî âîäå
îñòàâëÿÿ çà ñîáîé âîíçèâøèåñÿ â ïåñîê  íîòû.
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Deborah H.Doolittle

Between Rock and Empty Space

We stopped at a wide place
in the road, walked the rest of the way
to the cliff edge.
Perhaps
it was the blackberries
or the cloud of bees whirring overhead,
surely not the patchwork of clouds
and hummocks appearing at our feet,
but I could not raise
my voice above your whisper.
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Дебора Х. Дулитл

Ìåæäó Ãîðîé è Ïóñòîòîé

Ìû îñòàíîâèëèñü â ìåñòå, ãäå äîðîãà
ðàñøèðÿëàñü,  è îñòàâøóþñÿ ÷àñòü ïóòè øëè ïåøêîì
äî êðàÿ óòåñà.
Ìîæåò áûòü,
Âèíîâàòà áûëà åæåâèêà
èëè òó÷à ï÷åë, ãóäåâøàÿ íàä íàøèìè ãîëîâàìè,
óæ òî÷íî íå îò âèäà îáëàêîâ è õîëìèêîâ,
ëîñêóòíûì îäåÿëîì ÿâèâøèõñÿ ó íàøèõ íîã,
ÿ íå ìîãëà çàñòàâèòü ãîëîñ
ïîäíÿòüñÿ âûøå òâîåãî øåïîòà.
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Ann Campanella

On the edge

Sometimes
when the sun
plunges into cool blue

I look away
miss the event
I don’t see

the black ant
zigzag
across my path

how the grass
leans to earth
in thatched patterns

the tilt and shimmer
of gossamer
stranded by spiders

I don’t ache
at the curve
of a swallow’s breast

settle
in the arc
of a mellow wind

instead
I stand
on the edge

afraid
to be.
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Энн Кампанелла

Íà êðàþ

Èíîãäà
êîãäà  ñîëíöå
ïîãðóæàåòñÿ â ïðîõëàäíóþ ñèíåâó

ÿ  ñìîòðþ ìèìî
óïóñêàþ ÷òî-òî âàæíîå
÷åãî  ÿ íå çàìå÷àþ

÷åðíûé ìóðàâåé
çèãçàãîì
ïåðåñåê  ìîþ òðîïèíêó

êàê òðàâà
êëîíèòñÿ ê çåìëå —
êàê áóäòî êòî-òî ñòåëåò êðîâëþ

ëîñêóòîê è ïîáëåñêèâàíèå
ïàóòèíû
êîòîðóþ ñïëåëè ïàóêè

ìåíÿ íå òðîãàåò
êðóòîé èçãèá
ãðóäè ó ëàñòî÷êè

ÿ íå óñòðîèëàñü
óäîáíî ïîä
ëåãêèì  âåòåðêîì

âìåñòî ýòîãî
ÿ ñòîþ
íà êðàþ

è áîþñü
ïðîñòî  áûòü.
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Jessica Rosser

Robeson Creek

Thick along this flooded shoreline,
the musk of rain and decay.
Years before,
when the water was low,
you and I tracked shad
as they scrambled,
slowed and confused
by a mid-October cold spell.
To experience hybrid bass,
to note their silver side,
we, sunk fast
into the exposed river bottom,
lost our shoes to rusty mire.
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Джессика Россер

Â óñòüå ðåêè Ðîóïñîí

Ãóñòî ëîæèòñÿ âäîëü çàòîïëåííîãî áåðåãà
ìóñêóñíûé çàïàõ äîæäÿ è ïðåëè.
Ìíîãî ëåò òîìó íàçàä
âî âðåìÿ ìåëêîâîäüÿ
ìû ñ òîáîé øëè ïî ñëåäó "ñåëüäè"
â òî âðåìÿ êàê îíè ñ òðóäîì, ìåäëåííî ïðîäâèãàëèñü,
çàñòèãíóòûå âðàñïëîõ
íàãðÿíóâøèì îêòÿáðüñêèì õîëîäîì.
Ìû õîòåëè îùóòèòü ïîä íîãàìè ýòî ãëèíèñòîå äíî,
è óâèäåòü ñåðåáðèñòûå áîêà ðûá,
è ìû áûñòðî óâÿçëè
â îáíàæèâøåìñÿ äíå ðåêè,
ïîòåðÿëè íàøè áàøìàêè â  òðÿñèíå ðæàâîãî öâåòà.
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Joanna C. Scott

I HAVE BROUGHT MY DOGS TO THE WOODS

It is autumn

and one of them, the big red male, runs on ahead,
rushing and leaping

up and down the decorated hills,

black tongue trembling, eyes rolling in his head.
But the other, the little one,

the half-blind female,

sticks close to my heels,
so that when I slow, even a little,

she stumbles into me,

and when I stop, she looks up at me
with her one good eye

and smiles.

Above my head
I hear the sound of going,

and looking up,

I see the high tops of the white oaks bow
as though a presence travels by.

I shard splits off the sun,

drops through the trees,
and sets the fallen leaves ablaze

with shattered light.

Then I lift up my voice and say,
It is good to be here,
to be rushing, wild, exultant,

or to be stumbling,
smiling,

only half blind.
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Джоанна К. Скотт

Я ПРИВЕЛА СВОИХ СОБАК В ЛЕС

Ñåé÷àñ îñåíü

è îäíà èç íèõ, áîëüøîé  ðûæèé  êîáåëü,  óáåãàåò   âïåðåä,
ðåçâÿñü è ïðûãàÿ

ââåðõ è âíèç ïî óêðàøåííûì îñåíüþ õîëìàì,

÷åðíûé ÿçûê äðîæèò, ãëàçà áåãàþò ïî ñòîðîíàì.
À äðóãàÿ, ìàëåíüêàÿ

ïîëóñëåïàÿ ñóêà,

ñëåäóåò çà ìíîé ïðÿìî ïî ïÿòàì,
òàê ÷òî, êîãäà ÿ ñáàâëÿþ øàã, äàæå ÷óòü-÷óòü,

îíà  íàòàëêèâàåòñÿ íà ìåíÿ,

à  êîãäà ÿ îñòàíàâëèâàþñü, îíà ñìîòðèò íà ìåíÿ
ñâîèì çäîðîâûì ãëàçîì

è óëûáàåòñÿ.

Ñâåðõó
äîíîñèòñÿ çâóê ïðîèñõîäÿùåãî,

è ïîäíÿâ ãîëîâó,

ÿ  âèæó êàê êëîíÿòñÿ âåðõóøêè áåëûõ äóáîâ
áóäòî  ïðèõîäèò â äâèæåíèå íå÷òî áîæåñòâåííîå.

×àñòè÷êà îòäåëÿåòñÿ îò ñîëíöà,

ðàññåèâàåòñÿ  ñêâîçü äåðåâüÿ,
è ïðåâðàùàåò îïàâøèå ëèñòüÿ â îãîíü

ðàçâåÿííûì ñâåòîì.

È ÿ ñ âîñòîðãîì êðè÷ó,
êàê õîðîøî áûòü çäåñü,

íîñèòüñÿ, íàñëàæäàòüñÿ ñâîáîäîé, ëèêîâàòü,

èëè  ñïîòûêàòüñÿ,
óëûáàòüñÿ,

áûòü  òîëüêî íàïîëîâèíó ñëåïîé.
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Sam Barbee

Drip Line

Shade of the wild cherry tree,
where fruit softens and sours,
fit for grubs and summer swarms:
my children join me, eager
to pluck a sand pail of ripe cherries,
those still with a pop of surprise.
Their harvest clings to limbs,
drooping with extra weight
of a cooling-down shower.

I urge my helpers — take your time,
don’t choose by color but by feel.
They listen, yet peep to the tree’s crown,
to the tender yield, mapping out
which offshoots will get them there.
I let them go

and they scurry
within the shadow, locating laden stems.
Bending branches onto their heads,
rain clinging to leaves speckles shoulders.
Their ripe faith resting with green limbs,
they ascend, reckless —

scrambling to the bounty.
Where sunset penetrates bough,
an occasional bright face flares.
I move about messy fruit
in the grass beneath them,
and cull what worms
would shred by night.
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Сэм Барби

Ïîä äåðåâîì ïîñëå äîæäÿ

Òåíü îò äèêîé âèøíè,
ãäå  ÿãîäû ñòàíîâÿòñÿ ìÿãêèìè è ïîðòÿòñÿ, —
ðàçäîëüå äëÿ ÷åðâåé è ïðîæîðëèâîé æèâíîñòè.
Äåòè  ïðèñîåäèíÿþòñÿ êî ìíå,  èì íå òåðïèòñÿ
íàáðàòü âåäåðêî ñïåëûõ âèøåí.
Ñðûâàÿ  èõ,  îíè èñïûòûâàþò âîñòîðã.
Ïëîäû ëüíóò  ê âåòêàì,
ñêëîíÿþùèìñÿ  ïîä òÿæåñòüþ
îñâåæàþùåãî äîæäÿ.

ß óãîâàðèâàþ  ñâîèõ ïîìîùíèêîâ — íå òîðîïèòåñü,
âûáèðàéòå íå ïî öâåòó, à íà îùóïü.
Îíè ñëóøàþò, íî óêðàäêîé ïîãëÿäûâàþò íà êðîíó äåðåâà,
íà íåæíûå ïëîäû,  ïëàíèðóÿ
ïî êàêèì âåòêàì îíè ñìîãóò òóäà äîáðàòüñÿ.
ß ðàçðåøàþ èì âçîáðàòüñÿ íà äåðåâî

è îíè ñóåòÿòñÿ
ïîä ñåíüþ âèøíè, ïîäûñêèâàÿ ãíóùèåñÿ ïîä òÿæåñòüþ ÿãîä âåòêè.
Îíè ïðèãèáàþò âåòêè ê ñâîèì ãîëîâàì,
è  ïðèëèïøèå ê ëèñòüÿì êàïëè äîæäÿ  óñåèâàþò èõ ïëå÷è.
Îíè óâåðåíû,  ÷òî çåëåíûå âåòâè ñìîãóò èõ  óäåðæàòü,
è îíè ïîäíèìàþòñÿ  ââåðõ îò÷àÿííî —

ñ òðóäîì êàðàáêàþòñÿ ê èçîáèëüíûì  äàðàì.
Êîãäà  ëó÷è çàêàòà ïðîíèêàþò íà ñóê,
íåîæèäàííî âûñâåòèâøååñÿ ëèöî îçàðÿåòñÿ ÿðêèì ñâåòîì.
ß  ïîäáèðàþ ãðÿçíûå âèøíè
â òðàâå,
÷òîáû  ÷åðâè
íå èñòî÷èëè èõ  ê âå÷åðó.
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Barbara Presnell

In October I Gather Persimmons

Already their faces are drawn, and
hitting ground so many burst and spill.
I choose them anyway,
if their color is good and no
bugs are stuck to skins.
Stems I chuck to ground.

I have seen old country women
pluck soft ones from dry leaves and
eat them raw, but there is too much
city in me — or youth — to take a bite
without at least cream cheese
to smooth it.

This is my habit: to fill
my sack to bulging, take them
home to strain through
close wires, smash them
till my arms ache, till the pulp
is pure and thick.
I make pudding no one
eats but me.

This recipe I learned
as a child: go after
what falls from trees. Hold
the fragile skins like cousins.
Know them like you know
the best of who you are.
Let them swirl like leaves
let loose from branches,
like children dropped
to dark, decaying earth.
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Барбара Преснел

ß ñîáèðàþ õóðìó â îêòÿáðå

Èõ ìîðäàøêè óæå ñìîðùèëèñü è
óäàðÿÿñü î çåìëþ  ïëîäû  ëîïàþòñÿ è ðàñòåêàþòñÿ.
ß âñå ðàâíî èõ  îòáèðàþ,
åñëè ó íèõ õîðîøèé öâåò è íèêàêèå
íàñåêîìûå íå ïðîòî÷èëè êîæèöó.
Ñòåáëè ÿ  áðîñàþ íà çåìëþ.

ß óâèäåëà êàê ñòàðûå äåðåâåíñêèå æåíùèíû
ñîáèðàëè  ìÿãêèå ïëîäû ñðåäè ñóõèõ ëèñòüåâ è
åëè èõ  òóò æå,  íî âî ìíå ñëèøêîì ìíîãî
ãîðîäà — èëè ìîëîäîñòè — ÷òîáû îòêóñèòü
íå äîáàâèâ ïî êðàéíåé ìåðå ñëèâî÷íîãî ñûðà
äëÿ ñìÿã÷åíèÿ âêóñà.

Ó ìåíÿ òàêàÿ ïðèâû÷êà: íàïîëíèòü
ñâîé ïàêåò, ÷òîáû îí ðàçäóëñÿ, âçÿòü ïëîäû
äîìîé, ÷òîáû îòæàòü ÷åðåç
ñèòî, ðàçìèíàòü èõ
ïîêà íå çàáîëèò ðóêà, ïîêà êàøèöà
íå ñòàíåò îäíîðîäíîé è ãóñòîé.
ß äåëàþ ïóäèíã, êîòîðûé íèêòî
íå  åñò êðîìå ìåíÿ.

Ýòîò ðåöåïò ÿ óçíàëà
åùå ðåáåíêîì: ñîáèðàé
âñå ÷òî ïàäàåò ñ äåðåâüåâ. Îòíîñèñü  ê íèì òàê æå íåæíî,
êàê òû äåëàåøü ýòî ïî îòíîøåíèþ ê ñâîèì ðîäñòâåííèêàì.
Ïîíèìàé èõ êàê òû ïîíèìàåøü
ñàìîå ñåáÿ.
Ïóñòü îíè âìåñòå ñ ëèñòüÿìè
ïàäàþò ñ  âåòîê,
êàê äåòè ïàäàþò
íà òåìíóþ ïðåëóþ çåìëþ.
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Joseph Bathanti

Burn Season
"God talks in the trees"

— Thomas Merton.
The Sign of Jonas.

All day chainsaws
ring us and rave their litany
of cut and cut.
There can be no tomorrow.
It is five o’clock and already
the icy moon tethers above
the church of Mount Zion.
We see it from our bedroom.
Its white, spike steeple
points toward heaven.
Its clapboard walls are like snow.
much with us — a winter purgatory.
Smoke fills the house with musk.
Ants spill from the wood
at the first trickle of flame.
Beneath the buckling bark,
grubs and glowworms disintegrate.
Forget that dirt is the last refuge.
In the split pit of wood so sharp
it sparked at the maul,
I have found chain, barbed wire, a hatchet head;
even a swatch of calico.
a coffin nail and small bone.
We live in the trees, without knowing;
we live in the fire.



39Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

Джозеф Батанти

Âðåìÿ  Îãíÿ
 "Бог  говорит в деревьях"

— Òîìàñ Ìåðòîí.
Çíàê Èîíû.

Âåñü äåíü  áåíçèíîâûå ïèëû
âîêðóã íàñ â èññòóïëåíèè ñâîåé  ëèòàíèè
ïèëÿò è ïèëÿò —
êàê áóäòî çàâòðà ìîæåò íå íàñòóïèòü.
Ñåé÷àñ ïÿòü ÷àñîâ è
ëåäÿíàÿ  ëóíà óæå ïðèâÿçàëà ñåáÿ
ê öåðêâè Ãîðû Ñèîíà.
Ìû âèäèì åå èç íàøåé ñïàëüíè.
Åå áåëûé  øïèëü
óêàçûâàåò íà íåáåñà.
Åå îáøèòûå äîñêàìè ñòåíû ïîõîæè íà ñíåã,
åãî ìíîãî â ýòó çèìó — çèìíåå ÷èñòèëèùå.
Äûì íàïîëíÿåò äîì ìóñêóñíûì çàïàõîì.
Ìóðàâüè ñûïëþòñÿ èç äðåâåñèíû
ñ ïåðâûì ÿçûêîì ïëàìåíè.
Ïîä êîð÷àùåéñÿ êîðîé
ëîïàþòñÿ  ëè÷èíêè æóêîâ-ñâåòëÿêîâ è äðóãèå ëè÷èíêè.
Çàáóäüòå ÷òî çåìëÿ —  ïîñëåäíåå ïðèñòàíèùå.
Â ðàñùåïå ïîëåíà —
òîïîð âûñåêàë èñêðû.
ß íàøåë öåïü, êîëþ÷óþ ïðîâîëîêó, îáëîìîê òîïîðà,
äàæå ëîñêóòîê ñèòöà,
ãðîáîâîé ãâîçäü è ìàëåíüêóþ êîñòü.
Ìû æèâåì â  äåðåâüÿõ, íå çíàÿ ýòîãî,
ìû æèâåì â îãíå.
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Bonnie Michael

Overwinter

The longest night is over,
but I have surrendered
to the sweet darkness of winter
and I do not welcome spring.

In the deep silence of the earth
I feel my own pulse
beating as though this
were all there was to living.

The insistent voice of rain
comes soft and gray,
a balm for wounds
I never knew I had.

Winter jasmine blooms
and pale limbs
lattice the sky.
All I want is here.
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Бонни Майкл

Çèìà ïðîøëà

Ñàìàÿ äîëãàÿ íî÷ü ïîçàäè,
íî ÿ  ïîêîðèëàñü
ñëàäêîé  òåìíîòå çèìû —
ìíå íå íóæíà âåñíà.

Â ãëóáîêîì ìîë÷àíèè çåìëè
ÿ  ñëûøó  ñâîé ñîáñòâåííûé ïóëüñ —
áüþùèéñÿ òàê, áóäòî ýòî
è åñòü âñå, ÷òî íàäî, ÷òîáû æèòü.

Íàñòîé÷èâûé  øóì  äîæäÿ
äîíîñèòñÿ  ìîíîòîííî è ñïîêîéíî.
Îí — áàëüçàì íà ðàíû,
î êîòîðûõ  ÿ íèêîãäà è íå âåäàëà.

Çèìíèé æàñìèí öâåòåò
È íåáî ïðîñâå÷èâàåò ñêâîçü
Ñïëåòåíüÿ áëåêëûõ âåòîê.
Âñå ÷òî ÿ õî÷ó — çäåñü.
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Jim Clark

Staying Lost

Sometimes I walk
until I am gone from everything I know

I walk and walk
but something keeps tugging at me
some memory I think

I look back
and see I am unraveling
already an arm is gone
and half the shoulder

I walk faster and faster
thinking maybe I can make it
before I am all gone

I try to trace the web
back through its tangles
but only lose more of me
as I turn in the circles of the lost

Finally my feet vanish
and I stop
strung like a net from rock and tree

So this is how it is
to be lost everywhere
like a spool of nerves
spun through the body of the world

From a thousand trees and bushes
I feel the delicate tremor
of birds weaving their nests
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Джим  Кларк

Ïîòåðÿííûé

Èíîãäà ÿ èäó,
ïîêà  íå óéäó îò âñåãî, ÷òî çíàþ.

ß èäó è èäó,
íî ÷òî-òî òåðçàåò ìåíÿ —
ÿ äóìàþ,  êàêèå-òî âîñïîìèíàíèÿ.

ß îãëÿäûâàþñü íàçàä
è âèæó, êàê ðàçâÿçûâàþòñÿ ìîè õèòðîñïëåòåíèÿ:
óæå è  ðóêà èñ÷åçëà,
è ïîë ïëå÷à.

ß èäó  áûñòðåå è áûñòðåå,
äóìàÿ ÷òî ÿ ñ ýòèì ñïðàâëþñü,
ïîêà ÿ íå èñ÷åç ñîâñåì.

ß ïûòàþñü ðàñïóòàòü ñåòü,
ðàñïëåòàÿ êàæäûé óçåëîê,
íî òîëüêî åùå áîëüøå òåðÿþ ñåáÿ,
êîãäà ÿ âîçâðàùàþñü íà êðóãè óòðà÷åííîãî.

Íàêîíåö  èñ÷åçàþò ìîè íîãè
è ÿ îñòàíàâëèâàþñü,
íàòÿíóòûé êàê ïàóòèíà, ñâèñàþùàÿ ñ êàìíÿ è äåðåâà.

Âîò ÷òî çíà÷èò
Çàòåðÿòüñÿ  âî âñåì,
êàê áîáèíà  íåðâîâ,
èç êîòîðûõ ñîòêàíà æèçíü

Èç òûñÿ÷è äåðåâüåâ è êóñòîâ
äî ìåíÿ äîíîñèòñÿ íåæíûé òðåïåò
ïòèö, êîòîðûå âüþò ñâîè ãíåçäà.
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Lou Green

Foxtail Lily

As a child I learned in the darkness, before day,
that the flowers’ clusters are wild
and white. And like spires they spill the light
they possess to run through bramble, to clamber

up the blue bodies of birches, to drop
from such heights their hearts on the quivering
grass, on every dew-hooded stone
and lichen’s scalloped edge turned pale.
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Лу Грин

Ëèëèÿ Ëèñèé Õâîñòèê

Åùå ðåáåíêîì ÿ óçíàëà â òåìíîòå, äî íàñòóïëåíèÿ äíÿ,
÷òî ñêîïëåíèÿ öâåòîâ áóéíûå
è áåëûå. È êàê ÿçû÷êè ïëàìåíè îíè ïðîëèâàþò ñâîé ñâåò,
áåãóò ÷åðåç åæåâèêó, êàðàáêàþòñÿ

ââåðõ ïî ãîëóáûì  òåëàì  áåðåç, ðîíÿþò
ñ âûñîòû  ñâîè ñåðäöà íà òðåïåùóùóþ
òðàâó, íà êàæäûé ïîêðûòûé ðîñîé êàìåíü,
íà ïîáëåäíåâøóþ  çóá÷àòóþ  êðîìêó ëèøàéíèêà.
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Maureen Douglass Sutton

I Don’t Miss Texas
for C.J.Berkman

I been gone about as long as I lived there. Mama’s dead.

Family’s fanned like spores from that Bexar County axis.

Carolina bred me a clear-headed good ole boy; him and me,

we got two gorgeous kids. We got rainbow azaleas,

waxy magnolias, dogwoods to knock your Easter socks off.

It’s just that in February my heart starts searching

for bluebonnets. That blue that blasts every other blue since.

Bluebonnets stretching like a lunar landscape.

Where live oak and mesquite hunker like friendly cripples,

arthritics rising to encourage the dawn.

Okay. So maybe I miss the horizon,

which never stopped a blue norther, either, remember.

And that day one August, snaking east

from San Antonio to Houston on a highway

straight as a backbone, we stopped for gas: nothing

but caleche, scrub brush, dust, and adobe.

That dry wind fondling my brain, horn toads winking at me:

I could’a laid right down, crucified myself on the white line.
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Морин Дуглас Саттон

ß íå ñêó÷àþ ïî Òåõàñó
Ñ. Äæ. Áåðêìàíó

ß óåõàëà èç Òåõàñà ïî÷òè ñòîëüêî ëåò íàçàä, ñêîëüêî ÿ òàì æèëà. Ìàìà óìåðëà.

Ñåìüÿ  ðàçâåÿëàñü êàê ñïîðû îò ñòåáëÿ Îêðóãà Áåêñàð.

Êàðîëèíà âñêîðìèëà äëÿ ìåíÿ õîðîøåãî ïàðíÿ ñî ñâåòëîé ãîëîâîé;

ó íàñ  äâîå çàìå÷àòåëüíûõ ðåáÿòèøåê. Ó íàñ  àçàëèè âñåõ öâåòîâ ðàäóãè,

âîñêîâûå ìàãíîëèè, êèçèë òàêîé, ÷òî âû ïðîñòî îáîìëååòå.

Òîëüêî ðàçâå ÷òî â ôåâðàëå ìîå ñåðäöå íà÷èíàåò  òîñêîâàòü

ïî òàêîìó äèêîìó ñèíåìó ëóïèíóñó, ÷òî îí çàòìåâàåò ëþáîå äðóãîå ñèíåå.

Ëóïèíóñ ïðîñòèðàåòñÿ êàê ëóííûé ïåéçàæ.

Ïî äóáàì è êóñòàì  ìåñêèòà,* ïîõîæèõ íà ñèäÿùèõ äðóæåëþáíûõ óðîäöåâ,

ïîäíèìàþùèõ ïîðàæåííûå àðòðèòîì âåòâè ÷òîáû âîîäóøåâèòü ðàññâåò.

Íó, äà ëàäíî. Ìîæåò áûòü ÿ ñêó÷àþ ïî ãîðèçîíòó,

êîòîðûé  íèêîãäà íå îñòàíàâëèâàë ïðîíçèòåëüíûé ñåâåðíûé âåòåð, — ïîìíèøü?

È ïî òîìó äíþ â àâãóñòå, êîãäà  ìû  òàéêîì óåõàëè íà âîñòîê

èç Ñàí Àíòîíèî äî Õüþñòîíà ïî  øîññå

ïðÿìîìó  êàê ïîçâîíî÷íèê,  è  îñòàíîâèëèñü, ÷òîáû çàïðàâèòüñÿ: íè÷åãî

êðîìå "êèáèòîê", "ùåòî÷åê",** ïûëè, è ãëèíîáèòíûõ äîìîâ.

Òîò ñóõîé âåòåð ëàñêàë ìîè äóìû,  ÿùåðèöû ïîäìèãèâàëè ìíå:

ß ãîòîâà áûëà ðàñïëàñòàòüñÿ  è ðàñïÿòü ñåáÿ íà òîé áåëîé ëèíèè â ñåðåäèíå äîðîãè.

*    Ìåñêèòîâûé êóñò — òèïè÷íîå ðàñòåíèå äëÿ ñòåïåé Òåõàñà è þãî-çàïàäà
      Ñîåäèíåííûõ Øòàòîâ Àìåðèêè. Îí ìîæåò ñóùåñòâîâàòü áåç âîäû äîëãîå âðåìÿ.

**  Àâòîð îáðàçíî íàçûâàåò ðàñòåíèÿ, êîòîðûå òèïè÷íû äëÿ ýòîé ìåñòíîñòè.
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Susan Alff

It is in the nature of Green

to be a run-on sentence, to
grow, ground, garland, drape, stalk, spear
spray, swag, and sprig
— even punctuated with berries,
to go on and on. Green

is the background world,
the landscape lift in layers
— ground, understory, canopy.
A jasper bird on pinnate leaves
sings Botany, Botany.

Green is Walt Whitman rooted,
parsley, pine, all plenty paired.
Each naming, organized or weed
— even the tight seed
bears currency. Green

in bog, bank, g1en, down, dell
Dylan’s, tumble young dumb bud and sap
on greenstick limbs.
Green is the pith,
the poem.
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Сьюзан Альф

Ýòî â ïðèðîäå Çåëåíè

áûòü ñëèòíûì ïðåäëîæåíèåì,
ðàñòè, íå îòðûâàòüñÿ îò çåìëè, âèòüñÿ ãèðëÿíäîé,

ñâåøèâàòüñÿ, ðàñïðîñòðàíÿòüñÿ, äàâàòü ïîáåãè,
âåòâèòüñÿ, ïðîâèñàòü,  è äàâàòü íà÷àëî
— äàæå çíàêè ïðåïèíàíèÿ ñòàâèòü ÿãîäàìè,
ïðîäîëæàòüñÿ è ïðîäîëæàòüñÿ.  Çåëåíü

ýòî ôîí æèçíè,
ïëàñòû  ïåéçàæà  —
çåìëÿ, ïîäëåñîê,  êðîíû äåðåâüåâ.
ßøìîâàÿ ïòàøêà íà ïåðèñòûõ ëèñòüÿõ
ïîåò:  áîòàíèêà, áîòàíèêà.

Çåëåíü ýòî óêîðåíèâøèéñÿ Óîëò Óèòìåí*
ïåòðóøêà, ñîñíà, è ìíîæåñòâî ïàð.
Ó âñåãî ñâîå íàçâàíèå, ó ïîëåçíîãî è ñîðíîãî
— äàæå òóãîå ñåìÿ
äàåò ïîòîìñòâî. Çåëåíü

â òðÿñèíå, íà áåðåãó ðåêè, â äîëèíå, íà áåçëåñíîé
âîçâûøåííîñòè è â ëåñèñòîé ëîùèíå,

ñòðî÷êå èç Äèëàíà î ìîëîäîé ðàñêðûâàþùåéñÿ ïî÷êå è æèâèòåëüíîé ñèëå
çåëåíûõ ïîáåãîâ.
Çåëåíü — ýòî  ñåðäöåâèíà,
ñòèõîòâîðåíèå.

*  Óîëò Óèòìåí — èçâåñòíûé  ïîýò 19 âåêà, îí  ïåðâûì ñòàë ïèñàòü â ñâîáîäíîé
     ôîðìå (âåðëèáð). Åãî ãëàâíîå ïðîèçâåäåíèå íàçûâàåòñÿ "Ëèñòüÿ òðàâû".
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Coppie Green

GRASSLANDS

Somewhere there are grasslands running towards the mountain,

swept flaxen and golden, tasseled and slanting, long-winnowed,

feathered, passioned, and flowering. Fountain grass, meadow grass, rush

grass, and barley roll from their bolts shaking silk in long threads in the wind,

and under the grass the swells of earth breach their long backs.

Sometimes among mare’s grass, blue stirs a slow flickering filament

parting the mind with its current, easing the wrist of its tempo,

teasing the hoof of a deer to lift and strike true. And the foxes to leap,

one, then another, spring and pause in the air, red plumage over the plume grass.

Until the blue deepens to shadow grass and twilight spills from its vessel

a gentian of evening. Now the grass has flowed to the foot of the mountain,

wind rolled up the grassland’s aftermath, and so the waking world’s.

And only the mountain is left, all that’s left is the mountain, whose streams

run uphill to the cool promise of starlight, and the falcon asleep within silent wings,

and the sky clean and crystalline. But I kneel with the fox and the deer and

the field swallow’s low sweeping flight close to the seedheads of tassel flowers.

Somewhere there are grasslands running towards the mountain and under the grass

the warm earth rises and falls. Headwinds strip the fireweed of its flower

and its purple secedes to white soft as cotton grass. It blows onto

the threshing horsetails bending their backs as one and drifts to ground.

When the wind parts the grass, white shadows are nesting among the quick sunlight.
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Коппи Грин

ÑÒÅÏÜ

Ãäå-òî ñòåïü áåæèò ê ãîðàì,

êîëûøåòñÿ  êðàñêàìè ëüíà è çîëîòà, ñ ñóëòàíàìè ñêëîíåííûõ òðàâ,

ñ ïåðüÿìè êîâûëÿ, áóéíàÿ, è öâåòóùàÿ. Êèïðåé, ëóãîâîé ìÿòëèê, òðîñòíèê, ÿ÷ìåíü

ñêàòûâàþòñÿ ñî ñâîèõ ðóëîíîâ, ïîêà÷èâàÿñü øåëêîì íà âåòðó,

à ïîä òðàâîé õîëìèêè çåìëè ïðîëàìûâàþò èõ äëèííûå ñïèíêè.

Èíîãäà ñðåäè ñâåòëîé òðàâû, ãîëóáîâàòûé ëèñò âïëåòàåòñÿ ìåðöàþùåé íèòüþ,

ñáèâàåò òå÷åíèå ìûñëåé,  çàìåäëÿåò çàïÿñòüå,

äðàçíèò  îëåíÿ ïîäíÿòü êîïûòî è óäàðèòü â òî÷êó. À ëèñèö — ïåðåïðûãíóòü

îäèí ðàç, äðóãîé, çàìåðåòü íàä òðàâîé ðûæèì íàðÿäîì.

Ïîòîì ñèíåâà ñãóùàåòñÿ äî öâåòà òåìíåéøåé èç òðàâ, ñóìåðêè ëüþò èç ñâîåãî ñîñóäà

ãîð÷àâêó âå÷åðà. Òåïåðü òðàâà ñòåêëàñü ê ïîäíîæèþ ãîðû,

âåòåð ñìåë  îñòàòêè ñòåïíîãî  ðóëîíà.

È  îñòàëàñü òîëüêî ãîðà, âñå ÷òî îñòàëîñü ýòî ãîðà, åå ðó÷üè

áåãóò ââåðõ ê õîëîäíûì îáåùàíèÿì  çâåçäíîãî ñâåòà, è ñîêîë ñïèò ïîä áåñøóìíûìè

êðûëüÿìè, è íåáî ÷èñòîå, ÿñíîå. Íî ÿ ïðåêëîíÿþ êîëåíè  âìåñòå ñ ëèñîé, îëåíåì è

íèçêèì ñòðåìèòåëüíûì ïîëåòîì ëàñòî÷êè íàä ñóëòàíàìè öâåòîâ.

Ãäå-òî ñòåïü áåæèò ê ãîðàì  è ïîä òðàâîé

äûøèò òåïëàÿ çåìëÿ. Âñòðå÷íûé âåòåð ñäóâàåò ñ Èâàí-×àÿ öâåò,

îïàäàåò ïóðïóð è îí ñòàíîâèòñÿ ìÿãêèì êàê òðàâà ïóøèöà. Îí äóåò íà

òðåïåùóùèå ñòåáëè õâîùà òàê ÷òî îíè ãíóòñÿ è êëîíÿòñÿ ê çåìëå.

Êîãäà âåòåð ðàçäâèãàåò òðàâó, áåëûå òåíè ãíåçäÿòñÿ ñðåäè áûñòðîãî ñîëíå÷íîãî ñâåòà.
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Maureen Douglass Sutton

How Goes Gaia?

Rand-McNally smooth? beach-ball round? Or cracked.

Wet and shifty. Ovoid. Loose. Volcanic. Does the sun hold you

peaceful in his rays like a medieval maid? Or do you hurtle,

toes vainly clutching at stones. Do oceans rest in their margarita bowls?

Or rush you like armies, pushing red dotted lines like a Hitler.

Can you sense the scallop shells cupping the high pines like breasts,

clacking their ageless siren songs? There’s a hole in the ozone.

Hemorrhage? Toehold for alien gases? Those mountains under the sea:

magic crystals found in a museum shop? Or real Rockies,

where Cousteau rappels the wrong direction.

Is Atlantis pristine? Or gridded now with phone cables, junked

with Pepsi cans. Will Poseidon break surface, mangled in a plastic

tuna net? Or is the sea a bonny hag vomiting refuse back

on the Holiday Inns. When your child unearths him,

you visit the box turtle imprisoned on your porch.

For you, he clamps his lips like a postmistress.

But can your child open him up to croak

his primeval gossip: tales of that Galapagos cousin

whom they tease. For hissing at dinosaurs in her sleep.
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Морин Дуглас Саттон

Êàê ïîæèâàåøü, Ãåÿ?*

Ðåíä ÌàêÍåëëè** ðîâíàÿ? Êðóãëàÿ êàê ïëÿæíûé ìÿ÷? Èëè ïîòðåñêàëàñü?

Ñûðàÿ è ïåðåìåí÷èâàÿ? ßéöåâèäíàÿ? Íåïðèêàÿííàÿ? Âóëêàíè÷åñêàÿ?

Ñîëíöå äåðæèò òåáÿ ìèðíî â ñâîèõ ëóãàõ, êàê ñðåäíåâåêîâàÿ äåâà? Èëè òû ì÷èøüñÿ,

òùåòíî öåïëÿÿñü çà êàìíè? Ïîêîÿòñÿ ëè îêåàíû êàê ìàðãàðèòà*** â áîêàëàõ?

Èëè ì÷èøüñÿ, êàê ïîë÷èùà, ïðîäâèãàÿ âïåðåä ëèíèè òî÷åê, êàê Ãèòëåð?

×óâñòâóåøü ëè òû, êàê ñòâîð÷àòûå ðàêîâèíû, ñëîâíî êàê ãðóäè, ïîäïèðàþùèå âûñîêèå ñîñíû,

òàðàòîðÿò ñâîè ïåñíè ñèðåí? Â îçîíîâîì ñëîå äûðà.

Êðîâîòå÷åíèå? Ìåñòî ïðîíèêíîâåíèÿ èíîïëàíåòíûõ ãàçîâ? Ãîðû íà äíå  ìîðñêîì:

âîëøåáíûå êðèñòàëëû, íàéäåííûå â ìóçåéíîé ëàâêå? Èëè ïîäëèííûå Ñêàëèñòûå ãîðû****,

íà êîòîðûå êàê áû âîñõîäèë Êóñòî*****, ñïóñêàÿñü ïî âåðåâêå.

Àòëàíòèäà íåòðîíóòà? Èëè ïðîíèçàíà òåëåãðàôíûìè êàáåëÿìè, çàõëàìëåíà

æåñòÿíêàìè èç-ïîä ïåïñè? Ïîÿâèòñÿ ëè íà ïîâåðõíîñòè Ïîñåéäîí, çàïóòàâøèéñÿ â

ïëàñòèêîâîé ñåòè äëÿ ëîâëè òóíöà? Èëè ìîðå — ýòî âåäüìà, èçðûãàþùàÿ îòáðîñû

îáðàòíî íà Õîëèäåé Èíí?****** Êîãäà òâîé ðåáåíîê íàéäåò ìàëåíüêóþ ÷åðåïàøêó,

òû óâèäèøü åå â çàòî÷åíèè íà ñâîåé òåððàñå.

Òåáå êàæåòñÿ, ÷òî îíà ïîäæèìàåò ãóáû, êàê íà÷àëüíèöà ïî÷òîâîãî îòäåëåíèÿ.

Íî ñìîæåò ëè òâîé ðåáåíîê âûñâîáîäèòü åå èç-ïîä ïàíöèðÿ, ÷òîáû îíà ïðîõðèïåëà

ñâîþ èçâå÷íóþ áàéêó î Ãàëàïàãîññêîé êóçèíå, êîòîðóþ îíè äðàçíèëè çà òî,

÷òî îíà øèïåëà êàê äèíîçàâð âî ñíå.

* Ãåÿ — Ãðå÷åñêîå íàçâàíèå çåìëè, èìÿ áîãèíè — Çåìëè.

**  Ðåíä-ÌàêÍåëëè  — êîìïàíèÿ ïî ïðîèçâîäñòâó êàðò.

***  Ìàðãàðèòà — ïîïóëÿðíûé â Àìåðèêå êîêòåéëü.

****  Óïîìèíàþòñÿ  Ñêàëèñòûå ãîðû íà çàïàäå Àìåðèêè.

*****  Æàê Êóñòî — èçâåñòíûé èññëåäîâàòåëü ïîäâîäíîãî ìèðà, êîòîðûé íå òàê äàâíî
             óøåë èç æèçíè.

****** Õîëèäåé Èíí — ñåòü  ãîñòèíèö â Àìåðèêå.
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K. Culley Holderfild

I Will Read Mountains

I will read mountains for you.
A bearded, rimed bard they are not,
but their folds impart ancient tales.
They speak of foolish young violence
nestled now into a green, sedate old age.

I will read the mountains in their time
not yours.
Their stories persist, evolve cosmic, turtle-like,
to your flash and bum, falling star of a life.

I read mountains as a blind man loving.
I follow curves, fertile and fallow for the crop of a
Thousand million years.
My entire body grips the earth.
I breathe the must of hollows and the crisp sweetness of the peak.
It is redolent of stone and decay and new life.

I will read mountains for you
until they are no more.
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К. Калли Холдерфилд

ß áóäó ÷èòàòü ãîðû

ß áóäó ÷èòàòü òåáå ãîðû.
Îíè íå áîðîäàòûé, óáåëåííûé ñåäèíîé áàðä,
íî èõ ñêëàäêè  äåëÿòñÿ äðåâíèìè ñêàçàíèÿìè.
Îíè ðàññêàçûâàþò î áåçðàññóäíîé ìîëîäîé  óäàëè,
ïðèþòèâøåéñÿ ñåé÷àñ â  çåëåíîì, ñòåïåííîì ñòàð÷åñòâå.

ß áóäó ÷èòàòü ãîðû â èõ âðåìÿ,
íå  òâîå.
Èõ ïðåäàíèÿ ïðîäîëæàþò æèòü, ãðàíäèîçíî ðàçâåðòûâàþòñÿ ÷åðåïàøüèìè
øàãàìè  â ñðàâíåíèè ñ  òâîèì ìãíîâåíèåì, ïàäàþùåé çâåçäîé  æèçíè.

ß ÷èòàþ ãîðû  êàê ëþáèò ñëåïîé ÷åëîâåê.
ß ïðîñëåæèâàþ èçãèáû, áëàãîäàòíûå è âîçäåëàííûå ïîä ïîñåâ
Ìèëëèàðäîâ ëåò.
Âñå ìîå òåëî êðåïêî  ïðèæèìàåòñÿ ê çåìëå.
ß âäûõàþ  çàòõëîñòü âïàäèí è áîäðÿùóþ ñëàäîñòü âåðøèíû —
Ýòî îïüÿíÿþùèé çàïàõ êàìíÿ, ðàçëîæåíèÿ è íîâîé æèçíè.

ß áóäó ÷èòàòü  òåáå ãîðû
ïîêà èõ íå ñòàíåò ñîâñåì.
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GARDEN, FIELD, AND POND
"the furrows blur & blur again,
each line melting back into earth"

САД, ПОЛЕ И ПРУД
"áîðîçäû  ðàñïëûâàþòñÿ è ðàñïëûâàþòñÿ,
êàæäàÿ ëèíèÿ âíîâü ñëèâàåòñÿ ñ çåìëåé"
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Sharon A. Sharp

Abiding Appalachia

Afternoon shadows show who heeded
the mountains’ nature. Light leaves
valleys first, leaves behind a dark
band as maples, oaks glow along peaks.
Twilight-shrouded wood-frame homes,
feather-boarded cabins hug hollows,
spring and summer, fall and winter,
winter, winter. When winds raged
and snows buried roads, burdened
roofs, prevented burials, those who’d
settled early sought protection below,
almost beneath ridges, where the deft
dismantling of planks, shingles, panes,
stones was slowed. Stoked the warmth
from what they’d felled, chopped, stacked,
carried, ignited. Spun cloth and tales.
Chipped ice, scooped snow to brew teas.
Little by little emptied root cellars
recently gorged. Warned children,
grandchildren, progeny unborn against
ignoring the protection of natural dens
and rooted kin. Picked out, passed along
age-old ballads steeped in mountain blues.
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Шэрон А. Шарп

Æèòèå â Àïïàëà÷àõ

Ïðåäçàêàòíûå òåíè ïîêàçûâàþò êòî ïîñëóøåí
ïðèðîäå  ãîð. Ñâåò ïåðâûé
ïîêèäàåò äîëèíû, îñòàâëÿÿ çà ñîáîé òåìíóþ
ïîëîñó â òî âðåìÿ êàê êëåíû, äóáû áëèñòàþò âäîëü âåðøèí.
Äåðåâÿííûå äîìà îêóòàíû ñóìåðêàìè,
äîùàòûå õèæèíû æìóòñÿ ê íèçèíàì
âåñíó è ëåòî, îñåíü è çèìó,
çèìó, çèìó. Êîãäà áóøåâàëè âåòðû
è ñíåãà ïîãðåáàëè äîðîãè, îòÿãîùàëè
êðûøè, ìåøàëè õîðîíèòü, òå êòî
îáîñíîâàëñÿ äàâíî èñêàëè çàùèòó íèæå,
ïî÷òè ó ïîäíîæèÿ  ãîðíûõ õðåáòîâ, ãäå âåòðû
íå ðâàëè îáøèâêó, êðîâåëüíûå äîñêè, íå áèëè îêîííûõ ñòåêîë,
Ïîääåðæèâàëè òåïëî
òåì ÷òî îíè ñâàëèëè, íàðóáèëè, ñëîæèëè,
ïåðåíåñëè, ïîäîæãëè. Òêàëè ïîëîòíî è ñâèâàëè ñêàçêè.
Êîëîëè ñíåã ÷òîáû ãîòîâèòü ÷àé.
Ìàëî-ïîìàëó îïóñòîøàëè ïîãðåáà,
åùå íåäàâíî çàïîëíåííûå äî îòêàçà. Íàñòàâëÿëè äåòåé,
âíóêîâ, áóäóùåå ïîòîìñòâî
íå ïðåíåáðåãàòü åñòåñòâåííûìè óêðûòèÿìè
è êðåïêîé ðîäíåé. Âûáèðàëè íà ñëóõ, ïåðåäàâàëè ïî íàñëåäñòâó
âåêîâûå áàëëàäû âûñòîÿâøèåñÿ â ìóçûêå ãîð.
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Jeffery Beam

LE QUATTRO STAGIONI
(The Four Seasons)

Primavera   (Spring)

Time of illusive
shadblow:
white snow when
snow supposedly has turned
its back on the world.

Yellow time:
forsythia
and daffodil
the sun’s tiger-green eyes
through new sycamore leaves.

The skink:
electric fellow
listening for the goldfinch
waiting for the ant’s
civilized caravans to return.

Mothers
floating
up:
scent of violets
from ruined earth.
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Джеффери Бим

LE QUATTRO STAGIONI*
(×åòûðå Âðåìåíè Ãîäà)

Primavera  (Âåñíà)

Âðåìÿ ïðèòâîðùèöû
èðãè**:
óñûïàííîé ñíåæíî — áåëûì öâåòîì
êîãäà ñíåã
äîëæåí óæå ñõîäèòü.

Æåëòàÿ ïîðà:
ôîðñèòèÿ
è íàðöèññû
òèãðîâî-çåëåíûå ãëàçà ñîëíöà
ñêâîçü ìîëîäóþ ëèñòâó ïëàòàíà.

Ñöèíê***:
ýëåêòðè÷åñêèé ìàëûé
ñëóøàåò ïåñíè ùåãëà
æäåò êîãäà âåðíåòñÿ
öèâèëèçîâàííûé êàðàâàí ìóðàâüåâ.

Ìàòåðè
ñïîñîáíû âçëåòåòü
ââåðõ:
çàïàõ ôèàëîê
èç ðàçðûòîé çåìëè.
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Estate  (Summer)

You would not believe it
if I told you
but I will tell you
anyway.

The light faded,
old fruit
darkened around its
edges.

Rains came pouring:
water from giants
in the sky to the giants
of the earth.

All laughing at us, at each other,
laughing so hard
their tears cleansed

the still paths
in the garden —
the more still paths
in the soul.

Autumno  (Fall)

In dry grasses —
crickets —
brothers to Orpheus.

Geese in pairs.
Their cowed heads
contented, wine-colored.
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Estate (Ëåòî)

Âû áû íå ïîâåðèëè
åñëè áû ÿ ðàññêàçàë
íî ÿ âñå ðàâíî
ðàññêàæó âàì.

Ñâåò ïîòóñêíåë,
ñòàðûå ïëîäû
ïîòåìíåëè ïî
êðàÿì.

Íà÷àëèñü ïðîëèâíûå äîæäè:
âîäà èç ãèãàíòîâ
íåáåñíûõ íà ãèãàíòîâ
çåìíûõ.

Âñå ñìåþòñÿ íàä íàìè, äðóã íàä äðóãîì,
õîõî÷óò òàê ñèëüíî ÷òî
èõ ñëåçû î÷èñòèëè

òèõèå  äîðîæêè
â ñàäó —
åùå áîëåå ñïîêîéíûå òðîïèíêè
â äóøå.

Autumno (Îñåíü)

Â ñóõîé òðàâå —
ñâåð÷êè —
áðàòüÿ Îðôåÿ.

Ãóñè ïàðàìè.
Èõ ïóãëèâûå ãîëîâû
ñïîêîéíû, ïðèíÿëè áîðäîâûé îêðàñ.
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Late daisies —
fiddle music —
the goldenrod’s torches.

A jig for love —
Love me —
Love me not —

Love me.

Inverno  (Winter)

The ice forms before we can name it,
although its name is as old as the world.
In the night white fires smolder,
our bodies heating the corners of the cold.

Morning light:
squirrels waking to dig
snow.
Chickadees’ slow

hammering.
Cardinals’ sly crack
opening the chill.
Between snowflakes

the butterfly’s heart.
Between snowflakes:
Silence. The night sky.
A human voice remembering.
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Ïîçäíèå ðîìàøêè —
ìóçûêà ñêðèïîê —
ôîíàðèêè çîëîòàðíèêà.

Òàíåö  íà ëþáîâü —
Ïîëþáè —
Íå ëþáè —

Ïîëþáè.

Inverno (Çèìà)

Ëåä îáðàçóåòñÿ ðàíüøå ÷åì ìû íàçîâåì åãî èìÿ,
õîòÿ åãî èìÿ ñòàðî êàê ìèð.
Íî÷üþ áåëûå îãíè òëåþò,
íàøè òåëà ñîãðåâàþò óãëû õîëîäà.

Óòðåííèé ñâåò:
ïðîñûïàþòñÿ áåëêè è êîïàþò
ñíåã.
Ñèíè÷êè ìåäëåííî

äîëáÿò êëþâàìè.
Îçîðíîé òðåñê ïòèöû-êàðäèíàëà
ïðåäâåùàåò õîëîäíóþ ïîãîäó.
Â ñíåæíûõ õëîïüÿõ

ñåðäöå áàáî÷êè.
Â ñíåæíûõ õëîïüÿõ:
Òèøèíà. Íî÷íîå íåáî.
Ãîëîñ ÷åëîâåêà âñïîìèíàåò.

*   Èòàëüÿíñêèå íàçâàíèÿ ÷àñòåé ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ è âñåãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ âòîðÿò
     çíàìåíèòîé ñåðèè ñêðèïè÷íûõ êîíöåðòîâ Âèâàëüäè "Âðåìåíà ãîäà".

  ** Êàíàäñêàÿ èðãà (shadbush, shadblow) èëè, äîñëîâíî,  "äåðåâî àëîçû"
       (àëîçà — shad — ðûáà èç ñåìåéñòâà ñåëüäåé) çàöâåòàåò ðàííåé âåñíîé
       ìàëåíüêèìè áåëûìè öâåòàìè â òî æå âðåìÿ, êîãäà àëîçà ìå÷åò èêðó.
        È òî, è äðóãîå àññîöèèðóåòñÿ ñ âåñíîé.
*** ñöèíê — ìàëåíüêàÿ ÿùåðèöà.
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Charles Blackburn, Jr.

Winter Gothic

The house is long gone,
But the cathedral of oaks
That shelters the drive
Ennobles the whole
Grand sweep of the sky.

While courting solitude
On afternoon walks, I’ve
Fallen for winter’s tracery:
The yearning undefined
Laid bare along the bough.

We’re down to basics now,
Charcoal on white paper,
A few deft strokes
That sum it up.
The oaks are bereft.

Darkness comes early.
But the forecast calls
For freezing rain,
And the sun will strike
Those crystal spires.
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Чарльз Блэкберн, младший

Çèìíÿÿ Ãîòèêà

Äîìà äàâíî óæå íåò,
Íî ñîáîð èç äóáîâ
Óêðûâàåò ïîäúåçäíóþ äîðîãó è
Âîçâåëè÷èâàåò âåñü
Íåîáúÿòíûé ïðîñòîð íåáà.

ß èñêàë óåäèíåíèÿ
Ïðîãóëèâàÿñü äíåì, è
Âëþáèëñÿ â óçîðû çèìû:
Íåÿñíàÿ  òîñêà
Îáíàæåííàÿ ëåæàëà íà ñóêó.

Ìû ñåé÷àñ ó îñíîâ,
Ðèñóíîê óãëåì íà áåëîé áóìàãå,
Íåñêîëüêî èñêóñíûõ  øòðèõîâ
Êîòîðûå çàâåðøàþò êàðòèíó.
Äóáû  ãîðþþò.

Òåìíååò ðàíî.
Íî ïðîãíîç ïðåäâåùàåò
Ëåäåíÿùèé äîæäü,
È ñîëíöå áóäåò áèòüñÿ
Â ýòèõ õðóñòàëüíûõ øïèëÿõ.
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Hope Schene

WINTER FLAME

"...the souls of those whom we have lost
are held captive ...until we recognize their voice..."

Marcel Proust

A quiet absence.
An island of wearied light
scant on the wall.

The hibiscus opens, seven inches across,
rays its orange applause on branches
bare before, now sprigged new green.

I kneel and bend to the petal edges,
let the kindled loving roam my face
like the silken pass of my mother’s hands.
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Хоп Шин

ÏËÀÌß ÇÈÌÛ

"…äóøè òåõ, êîãî ìû ïîòåðÿëè,
ñîäåðæàòñÿ â ïëåíó …ïîêà ìû íå ðàñïîçíàåì èõ ãîëîñ…"

Ìàðñåëü Ïðóñò

Ñïîêîéíîå îòñóòñòâèå.
Îñòðîâîê  ïîìåðêíóâøåãî ñâåòà
åäâà  çàìåòåí íà îãðàäå.

Ðîçà ãèáèñêóñ ðàñïóñêàåòñÿ,  ñåìü äþéìîâ âåëè÷èíîé,
èçëó÷àåò  ñâîå îðàíæåâîå ïðèçíàíèå  íà âåòêè
äî ýòîãî ãîëûå, ñåé÷àñ ñ ïîáåãàìè íîâîé çåëåíè.

ß âñòàþ íà êîëåíè  è ñêëîíÿþñü ê êðàåøêàì ëåïåñòêîâ,
ïîçâîëÿÿ  âîçãîðåâøåéñÿ ëþáâè ïîáðîäèòü ïî ìîåìó ëèöó —
ýòî êàê øåëêîâèñòîå ïðèêîñíîâåíèå ðóê ìîåé ìàòåðè.
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G.C. Waldrep

Weather Report: 7 February

The machine again. Outside
rain courses & pummels & tries

to coerce our sympathy
for the natural world, the

too-early blooms trembling
bravely & uselessly

in the February wind, the spring
peepers released much too early

from their dark dreams.
Something in a man’s heart

doesn’t want to take this
lying down, the frost,

the sleet, whatever reminds us
of our own cold end.

If we acknowledge that faith
is, at best, a perceptional

choice, we make horticulture
more attractive. Outside,

my neighbor bends low
to pick up a rock, flings it

toward the road, straightens
& wipes the dark smear

from the heel of his left hand.
Behind him the furrows blur

& blur again, each line
melting back into earth.



71Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

Дж. К. Уолдреп

Ïðîãíîç ïîãîäû: 7 ôåâðàëÿ

Ñíîâà òðàêòîð. Íà óëèöå
äîæäü ëüåò,  áàðàáàíèò è ïûòàåòñÿ

äîáèòüñÿ  íàøåé ñèìïàòèè
ê ìèðó ïðèðîäû,  ýòè

ñëèøêîì ðàííèå öâåòû äðîæàò
õðàáðî è áåñïîëåçíî

íà ôåâðàëüñêîì âåòðó, âåñåííèå
äðåâåñíûå ëÿãóøêè  ïîñïåøèëè îñâîáîäèòüñÿ

îò ñâîèõ  íî÷íûõ ñíîâ.
Ñåðäöå ÷åëîâåêà

íå õî÷åò âîñïðèíèìàòü ýòî
áåçðîïîòíîå ïîä÷èíåíèå, ìîðîç,

ìîêðûé ñíåã —  âñå,  ÷òî íàïîìèíàåò  íàì
î íàøåé ñîáñòâåííîé õîëîäíîé  êîí÷èíå.

Åñëè ìû ïðèçíàåì, ÷òî âåðà  — ýòî,
â ëó÷øåì ñëó÷àå, íàø ëè÷íûé

âûáîð, òîãäà  ñàäîâîäñòâî áóäåò
áîëåå ïðèâëåêàòåëüíûì. Íà óëèöå

ìîé ñîñåä íèçêî  íàêëîíÿåòñÿ
÷òîáû ïîäíÿòü êàìåíü, îòáðàñûâàåò  åãî

íà äîðîãó, âûïðÿìëÿåòñÿ
è âûòèðàåò ãðÿçíîå ïÿòíî

òûëüíîé ñòîðîíîé  ëåâîé ðóêè.
Çà åãî ñïèíîé áîðîçäû  ðàñïëûâàþòñÿ

è  ðàñïëûâàþòñÿ, êàæäàÿ ëèíèÿ
âíîâü ñëèâàåòñÿ ñ çåìëåé.
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David E. Poston

MARTHA’S GARDEN

The chameleons have left the morning wall,
and the ugly brown toad cools in his niche
beneath the battered faucet. The birds flit and dart,
calling each other names frightful and sweet
across the lawn as the highway whines and sings.

Kneeling on warm earth to break
the tender clods apart and pull the stubborn weeds
is my blessing. The nutgrass squeaks
against my fingers, the greedy crabgrass laces tautly
and will not yield until I taste warm salt
and push aside these gray wisps to wipe my eyes
with the back of a black-fingered hand.
Rising to stretch my bones, I turn my face
into that breeze full of leafpromises. Oh,

tall sons, plump daughters, grandchildren all,
ripen under the spring moon, pry open
the cool morning ground, sing to me
in the shade of the afternoon.

I will kneel to listen.
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Давид И. Постон

ÑÀÄ ÌÀÐÒÛ

Õàìåëåîíû ïîêèíóëè óòðåííþþ îãðàäó,
è áåçîáðàçíàÿ æàáà ïðîõëàæäàåòñÿ â ñâîåé íèøå
ïîä ñëîìàííûì âîäîïðîâîäíûì êðàíîì. Ïòèöû ïîðõàþò ñ ìåñòà íà ìåñòî,
îáçûâàÿ äðóã äðóãà  èìåíàìè ïóãàþùèìè è ëàñêîâûìè,
íàä  ãàçîíîì à øîññå ïîâèçãèâàåò è  ïîäïåâàåò.

Ñòîÿòü íà êîëåíÿõ íà òåïëîé çåìëå  ðàçáèâàòü
ðûõëûå êîìüÿ è âûòàñêèâàòü óïðÿìûå ñîðíÿêè
ìîå áëàæåíñòâî. Îñîò  ñêðèïèò
íå ïîääàâàÿñü ìîèì ïàëüöàì, æàäíàÿ ïîëçó÷àÿ òðàâà îïóòàëà ïðî÷íî
è íå óñòóïèò ïîêà ÿ íå èñïðîáóþ ñîëåíîãî ïîòà,
ñìàõèâàÿ â ñòîðîíó ýòè ñåäûå ïðÿäè è âûòèðàÿ ãëàçà
òûëüíîé ñòîðîíîé ìîåé ëàäîíè ñ ÷åðíûìè ïàëüöàìè.
Ïîäíèìàÿñü ÷òîáû ðàçìÿòü ñâîè êîñòî÷êè, ÿ ïîäñòàâëÿþ ëèöî
ëåãêîìó âåòåðêó íàïîëíåííîìó îáåùàíèÿìè ëèñòâû. Î,

âûñîêîðîñëûå ñûíîâüÿ, äî÷êè-ïûøêè, âíóêè  âñå,
ïóñòü çðåþò ïîä âåñåííåé ëóíîé, ïðîáèâàþòñÿ ñêâîçü
ïðîõëàäíóþ óòðåííþþ çåìëþ, ïîþò ìíå
â òåíè äíÿ.

ß âñòàíó íà êîëåíè è áóäó ñëóøàòü.
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Janice Moore Fuller

Through a Falcarragh Cottage Window

1
If I dip my foxglove
finger into the lavender
of heather,
I will know color.

2
See how
the carnation’s
deep pink
arranges itself
before the lichen.
See how it asks
to come inside.

3
The hedge row snatches
the drop of fuchsia,
tucks it into its pocket.

4
The blunt edge of blue
will sharpen itself
and spade away
the clouds.

5
Such clutter of leaves,
the hydrangea sweeping
from purple.
If only I could
straighten them,
show the bloom
to its best advantage.
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Джэнис Мур Фулер

Èç îêíà äîìèêà  â Ôàëêàððà

1
Åñëè ÿ ïðèëîæó ñâîé ïàëåö
èç íàïåðñòÿíêè ê ëàâàíäå
âåðåñêà,
ÿ ïîçíàþ ÷òî òàêîå  öâåò.

2
Ïîñìîòðè êàê
ÿðêî-ðîçîâûé öâåò
ãâîçäèêè
óñòðîèëñÿ
íà ôîíå ëèøàéíèêà.
Ïîñìîòðè êàê îí ïðèãëàøàåò
âîéòè.

3
Ïîëîñà æèâîé èçãîðîäè âûõâàòûâàåò
âêðàïëåíèå  ôóêñèè,
çàñîâûâàåò åå ñåáå  â êàðìàí.

4
Òóïàÿ êðîìêà ãîëóáîãî
çàîñòðèòñÿ
è ðàçðîåò
îáëàêà.

5
Òàêîå çàñèëüå ëèñòüåâ,
â ãîðòåíçèè ñòîëüêî îòòåíêîâ
ïóðïóðà.
Åñëè áû ÿ ìîãëà
ïðèâåñòè èõ â ïîðÿäîê,
ïîêàçàòü öâåò
âî âñåé åãî êðàñå.
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6
Just before dark
three hollyhock stalks,
no more than
nine violet blooms.
The window waits.

7
Place the nasturtium there.
Open its arms before
the hooded yew.

8
This glass, this
distance, this
clouding over,
this hazing
of the thistle.

9
I will move through
the fennel’s
curly leaves.
They will teach me
how to bow.
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6
Íåçàäîëãî äî òåìíîòû,
òðè ñòåáåëüêà àëòåÿ,
íå áîëåå
äåâÿòè ñèðåíåâûõ öâåòîâ.
Îêíî æäåò.

7
Ïîñàäè çäåñü íàñòóðöèþ.
ïóñòü îíà îòêðîåò ñâîè îáúÿòèÿ
òèñîâîìó äåðåâó ñïðÿòàííîìó ïîä êàïþøîí.

8
Ýòî ñòåêëî, ýòî
ðàññòîÿíèå, ýòè
îáëàêà,
ýòîò ÷åðòîïîëîõ
â äûìêå.

9
ß ïðîáåðóñü ñêâîçü
êóäðÿâûå  ëèñòüÿ
ôåíõåëÿ.
Îíè íàó÷àò ìåíÿ
êàê äåëàòü ïîêëîí.
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Stephen Knauth

Blue Angel

Though it may not protect me
the Blue Angel Hosta does
instruct me. It says rise

up from the ground but
not too fast. Sway when
the wind whispers sway.

Give to the leaf what you
give to the bloom. Stay put.
Remember, the Blue Angel reminds me,

your beauty is made of rainwater and dirt.
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Стивен Наут

Ãîëóáîé Àíãåë *

Õîòÿ îí ìîæåò è  íå çàùèòèòü ìåíÿ,
Ãîëóáîé Àíãåë Õîñòà  äåéñòâèòåëüíî
íàñòàâëÿåò ìåíÿ. Îí ãîâîðèò: ïîäíèìàéñÿ

èç çåìëè, íî
íå ñëèøêîì áûñòðî. Êà÷àéñÿ, êîãäà
âåòåð øåï÷åò êà÷àéñÿ

Äàâàé  ëèñòüÿì òî, ÷òî òû
îòäàåøü öâåòàì. Îñòàâàéñÿ òàì, ãäå òû åñòü.
Ïîìíè, ïîäñêàçûâàåò ìíå Ãîëóáîé Àíãåë,

òâîÿ êðàñîòà ñîòâîðåíà èç âîäû è çåìëè.

* Ãîëóáîé Àíãåë Õîñòà — î÷åíü êðàñèâîå ðàñòåíèå èç ðîäà ëóêîâè÷íûõ ñ
    áîëüøèìè ëèñòüÿìè, âûõîäÿùèìè èç çåìëè.  Øèðîêî ðàñïðîñòðàíåíî â ÑØÀ.
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Karoline Nelson

Fertile Ground

Sunset lantana,
bright coral penta,
discounted, greying verbena.

Three new plants invite her
to sink their roots in rich soil,
made richer with peat moss
and Black Cow added.
She wants to run home,
to grab her shovel and
put these under the soil, give them
a home in the dark earth.
Make some beauty to cover
the shame she tries to uncover
with a weekly visit to a therapist,
the first to listen to all
of her troubles, to see past
her self-deprecating laughter,
to find her, beneath the her
she had created, the her
that worked, the her
that needed nothing.
Each week she buys new flowers,
filling her yard with color
to cheer her, to nurture a self
that others had neglected.
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Каролин Нельсон

Ïëîäîðîäíàÿ Ïî÷âà

Êðàñíåþùèé êóñò ëàíòàíû,*
ÿðêî êîðàëëîâûå öâåòû ïåíòû,*
óäåøåâëåííàÿ ñåðîâàòàÿ âåðáåíà*.

Òðè íîâûõ ðàñòåíèÿ æäóò, ÷òîáû îíà
îïóñòèëà èõ êîðíè â æèðíóþ ïî÷âó,
óäîáðåííóþ òîðôîì
ñ äîáàâëåíèåì íàâîçà.
Îíà õî÷åò ïîáåæàòü â äîì,
ñõâàòèòü ëîïàòó
è ïîñàäèòü èõ, äàòü èì
ïðèñòàíèùå  â òåìíîé çåìëå.
Ñîçäàòü ÷òî-òî êðàñèâîå,  ÷òîáû ïðèêðûòü
ñòûä, êîòîðûé åé ïðèõîäèòñÿ îáíàæàòü
êàæäóþ íåäåëþ íà ïðèåìå ó ïñèõèàòðà,
êîòîðûé  ïåðâûì âûñëóøèâàåò âñå
åå ïðîáëåìû, íå îáðàùàåò âíèìàíèå íà  òî,
÷òî îíà ñìååòñÿ íàä ñîáîé,  óíèæàÿ äîñòîèíñòâî,
îòûñêèâàåò åå, ïîä òåì îáðàçîì ñåáÿ,
êîòîðûé îíà ñîçäàëà, ïîä îáðàçîì òîé,
êîòîðàÿ ðàáîòàëà, ïîä îáðàçîì òîé,
êîòîðàÿ íè â ÷åì íå íóæäàëàñü.
Êàæäóþ íåäåëþ îíà ïîêóïàåò íîâûå öâåòû,
íàïîëíÿÿ ñâîé äâîð êðàñêàìè,
÷òîáû ïîäáîäðèòü ñåáÿ, âçðàñòèòü òîò îáðàç "ÿ",
êîòîðûì äðóãèå ïðåíåáðåãëè.

* Ëàíòàíà, ïåíòà, âåðáåíà — íàçâàíèÿ ñàäîâûõ öâåòîâ.
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Mary Alice Countess

DROUGHT-BREAKER

Each night we stretch our heat-weary bodies out
On sheets like the Sahara,
Trying to fall asleep in rooms
That have no coolness left.
Outside the baked dark is as close as the house-air.
We fall at last into a comfortless doze.
Thunder sounds on the edge of our sleep,
But our tired minds
Reject the promise of rain.
Taunted this way all summer,
We have given up hope.
Much later thunder cracks us awake.
The curtains stir, rounding up dead air.
We sense moisture somewhere,
But, unable to hold our eyes open,
Plunge back into sleep
Like rocks dropped into a well.
The full storm comes soon,
But we sleep on,
Rousing only when lightning-flashes penetrate
Our closed eyelids, too exhausted for fear.
Later, waking at intervals,
We hear the downpour strengthen,
No ruse this time,
But real rain
Roaring in the house gutters
And playing its many notes
On the green keys of the leaves.
We relax into comfort almost forgotten
And pull the sheet up
As the rain goes on
And on,
Bearing us along toward a fresh morning.
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Мэри Элис Каунтесс

ÏÎÊÎÐÈÒÅËÜ ÇÀÑÓÕÈ

Êàæäóþ íî÷ü èçìîðåííûå îò æàðû  ìû ðàñòÿãèâàåìñÿ
Íà ïðîñòûíÿõ ïîõîæèõ íà Ñàõàðó,
È ïûòàåìñÿ çàñíóòü â êîìíàòàõ
Ãäå ñîâñåì íå îñòàëîñü ïðîõëàäû.
Íà óëèöå ïå÷åíàÿ òåìíîòà óäóøëèâà êàê âîçäóõ â äîìå.
Áåç âñÿêîãî óòåøåíèÿ ìû íàêîíåö âïàäàåì â äðåìîòó.
Çâóêè ãðîìà ñêâîçü ñîí,
Íî íàø óñòàâøèé ðàçóì
Íå âîñïðèíèìàåò ïðåäâåñòèå äîæäÿ.
Íàñ âñå ëåòî òàê äðàçíèëè,
È ìû ïîòåðÿëè íàäåæäó.
Ñïóñòÿ ìíîãî âðåìåíè ðàñêàòû ãðîìà áóäÿò íàñ.
Êîëûøóòñÿ øòîðû, ðàçãîíÿÿ ñïåðòûé âîçäóõ.
Ìû ãäå-òî îùóùàåì âëàãó,
Íî, íå â ñîñòîÿíèè îòêðûòü ãëàçà,
È ñíîâà ïîãðóæàåìñÿ â ñîí
Êàê êàìíè áðîøåííûå â êîëîäåö.
Ñêîðî íà÷èíàåòñÿ íàñòîÿùàÿ ãðîçà,
Íî ìû ïðîäîëæàåì ñïàòü,
È ïðîñûïàåìñÿ òîëüêî êîãäà âñïûøêè ìîëíèè ïðîíèçûâàþò
Íàøè ñîìêíóòûå âåêè, ñëèøêîì èçìîæäåííûå, ÷òîáû ïóãàòüñÿ.
Ïîçäíåå, ïðîñûïàÿñü âðåìÿ îò âðåìåíè,
Ìû ñëûøèì êàê óñèëèâàåòñÿ ëèâåíü,
Íà ñåé ðàç áåç îáìàíà,
Íàñòîÿùèé äîæäü
Áóøóåò ïî âîäîñòî÷íûì æåëîáàì
È èãðàåò ñâîþ äîëãóþ ìóçûêó
Íà çåëåíûõ êëàâèøàõ ëèñòâû.
Ìû ïîãðóæàåìñÿ â ïî÷òè çàáûòûé  îòäûõ
È íàòÿãèâàåì ïðîñòûíè...
À äîæäü âñå ëüåò
È ëüåò,
Óíîñÿ íàñ íàâñòðå÷ó ñâåæåìó óòðó.
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Mary Alice Countess

ADVICE FOR THE POET

Be a still pond,
Reflecting silent things that pass,
Such as clouds and high hawks.
Be a still pond,
Buoying up dry leaves
That touch down lightly
And drift the surface at your will;
A still pond
Where a few bright leaves settle
Bottomward
To hang there
Suspended in amber liquid
Like set gems;
A still pond
The breeze ruffles
All the way across
To sanctuary in brown reeds, green fronds.
Accept the dimpling rain,
And be a still pond
That sometimes holds the lightning’s fire;
A pond where a received pebble
Marks its place with a circle moving outward —
But, first, be a still pond.
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Мэри Элис Каунтесс

ÑÎÂÅÒ ÏÎÝÒÓ

Áóäü òèõèì ïðóäîì,
Îòðàæàþùèì  òî áåçìîëâíîå ÷òî ïðîõîäèò ìèìî,
Êàê îáëàêà èëè ïàðÿùèå ÿñòðåáû.
Áóäü òèõèì ïðóäîì,
Óäåðæèâàþùèì íà ïëàâó ñóõèå ëèñòüÿ,
Êîòîðûå åäâà êàñàþòñÿ ïîâåðõíîñòè
È ïëûâóò ïî òâîåé âîëå;
Òèõèì ïðóäîì,
Â êîòîðîì íåñêîëüêî ÿðêèõ ëèñòüåâ îïóñêàþòñÿ
Áëèæå êî äíó,
×òîáû îñòàíîâèòüñÿ òàì,
Ïîâèñíóâ â ÿíòàðíîé âîäå,
Êàê íàáîð ñàìîöâåòîâ;
Òèõèì ïðóäîì,
Ãäå âåòåðîê ðÿáèò âîäó
Íà âñåì ïóòè
Äî ïðèþòà  â  êàìûøàõ, çåëåíûõ âåòêàõ.
Ïðèíèìàé ðÿáü äîæäÿ,
È áóäü òèõèì ïðóäîì,
Êîòîðûé èíîãäà âìåùàåò îãîíü ìîëíèè,
Ïðóäîì, â êîòîðîì áðîøåííûé êàìåøåê
Îñòàâëÿåò ðàñõîäÿùèåñÿ êðóãè,
Íî  ñíà÷àëà —  áóäü òèõèì ïðóäîì.
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Charles Edward Eaton

THE NAKED TRUTH

In the twilight filled with late, late roses,
Camellias, susanquas, not yet taken by the frost,
I wonder what the order and disorder of the coming night

 imposes.

All afternoon I sat naked in the sun
Thinking of things composed, imposed, myself a kind of flower,
Late, late, but not yet overblown, irremediably done.

The night, of course, will have a place for me:
Order, disorder — the huge, hybrid, cosmic plan —
I remember the shining youth standing by a brilliant sea,

Also naked, feeling like some growth, some product
of the water —

Ahl, that blue, blue garden of long ago,
Promising to be fertile for all my dreams no matter,

No matter what. Now this floral matrix and the mellow tan:
I could drown heavily if I want to in accumulated dreams
Without much more accomplished, perhaps, than that a boy

became a man.

The night so full. So fulsome? — how should I behave? —
I sit among flowers, naked, summon the early glamorous sea,
And lift one gilded arm above that blue, that dark, oncoming wave.
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Чарльз Эдвард Итон

ÃÎËÀß ÏÐÀÂÄÀ

Â ñóìåðêè, íàïîëíåííûå ïîçäíèìè, ïîçäíèìè ðîçàìè,
Êàìåëèÿìè, ñóñàíêâàìè*, åùå íå òðîíóòûìè ìîðîçîì,
ß äóìàþ î òîì, ÷òî ïîðÿäîê è áåñïîðÿäîê ãðÿäóùåé íî÷è

íàâåâàåò.

Âåñü äåíü ÿ ñèäåë ãîëûé íà ñîëíöå
È äóìàë î ÷åì-òî ñïîêîéíîì, íàâåÿííîì, áóäòî ÿ ñàì âðîäå öâåòêà,
Ïîçäíåãî, ïîçäíåãî, íî åùå íå îòöâåòøåãî, áåçíàäåæíî çàâÿäøåãî.

Â íî÷è, êîíå÷íî, íàéäåòñÿ ìåñòî äëÿ ìåíÿ:
Ïîðÿäîê, áåñïîðÿäîê — îãðîìíûé, ãèáðèäíûé êîñìè÷åñêèé çàìûñåë —
ß âñïîìèíàþ æèçíåðàäîñòíîãî þíîøó, ñòîÿùåãî ó ñèÿþùåãî ìîðÿ,

Òàêæå ãîëîãî, c îùóùåíèåì ÷òî îí âûðîñ, âîçíèê
èç ýòîé  âîäû —

Î, òîò ñèíèé, ñèíèé ñàä ìèíóâøèõ äíåé,
Îáåùàâøèé áûòü ïëîäîðîäíûì äëÿ âñåõ ìîèõ ìå÷òàíèé,

íå âàæíî êàêèõ. À òåïåðü ýòà öâåòî÷íàÿ ìàòðèöà, ìÿãêèé çàãàð:
ß ìîã áû óòîíóòü, åñëè áû çàõîòåë, â íàêîïèâøèõñÿ ìå÷òàõ
Äîñòèãíóâ, ïîæàëóé, íåìíîãî áîëüøåãî, ÷åì òî, ÷òî ìàëü÷èê

ñòàë ìóæ÷èíîé.

Âå÷åð òàêîé  ïîëíûé. Òàêîé ïåðåïîëíÿþùèé? — êàê ìíå ñåáÿ âåñòè? —
ß ñèæó ñðåäè öâåòîâ, ãîëûé, çîâó ïî-ïðåæíåìó ÷àðóþùåå ìîðå,
È ïîäíèìàþ ïîçîëî÷åííóþ ðóêó íàä òîé ñèíåé, òîé òåìíîé, íàáåãàþùåé âîëíîé.

* Êàìåëèè, ñóñàíêâû — öâåòû.  Ðîçû â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå ìîãóò öâåñòè äî
    ñàìîé ïîçäíåé îñåíè, äàæå äî äåêàáðÿ.  Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå íàïèñàíî îñåíüþ.
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Ione S. O’Hara

Three Friends of Winter
sho chiku bai

Tell me, pine, bamboo, and plum,
what follows autumn.
I want to know what waits
for me when leaves fall,
clouds bank snow
and I stand on the bridge
looking down into waters
colder, clearer than silence
that could last all winter
without the promise
of green scent of pine,
whistling song of bamboo,
sweetness of plum.
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Ион С. О’Хара

Òðè  äðóãà  çèìû
    шо,  чику,  бай

Ñêàæèòå ìíå, ñîñíà, áàìáóê  è ñëèâà,
÷òî ñëåäóåò çà îñåíüþ.
ß õî÷ó çíàòü, ÷òî æäåò
ìåíÿ,  êîãäà ïàäàþò ëèñòüÿ,
îáëàêà íàêàïëèâàþò ñíåã
è ÿ ñòîþ íà ìîñòó
ãëÿäÿ âíèç íà âîäû, îíè
õîëîäíåå, ïðîçðà÷íåå, ÷åì áåçìîëâèå,
êîòîðîå ìîæåò  äëèòüñÿ âñþ çèìó,
íå îáåùàÿ
çåëåíîãî çàïàõà ñîñíû,
ñâèñòÿùåé ïåñíè áàìáóêà,
ñëàäîñòè ñëèâû.
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Part II: SOUL

GRIEF AND DEATH
"a bird is loose in the sanctuary"

Часть II.   ДУША

ГОРЕ И СМЕРТЬ
"ïòèöà áüåòñÿ íà àëòàðå"
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Susan Broili

Between the Lines
To Anna Akhmatova

Akhmatova,
Your sad songs enter
the heart like a blast
of air, from a window
flung open in winter.

Sudden pain dulls to ache,
then deadens like ice
on a deep cut, all feeling
gone, yet the wound remains

You gave your heart so
easily: a gift crumpled
like an unread love letter,
tossed into the gutter,
and washed blank
by freezing rain.

Yet you must have known
some tenderness exchanged.
For without joy,
there is no sadness.
Without peace, no unrest.
Without love, no loneliness,
loss or grief.

Without pain, no need
to dive beneath the ice,
catch the iridescent fish
and cast it out for all to see,
alive and complete,
gasping for breath,
in a cold, bright patch of sun.
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Сьюзан Бройли

Ìåæäó ñòðîê
Àííå Àõìàòîâîé

Àõìàòîâà,
òâîè ãðóñòíûå ìîòèâû âõîäÿò
â  ñåðäöå êàê ïîðûâ
âîçäóõà  èç îêíà,
íàñòåæü ðàñïàõíóòîãî çèìîé.

Âíåçàïíàÿ  îñòðàÿ áîëü ïîñòåïåííî ïðèòóïëÿåòñÿ,
à ïîòîì  òû óæå íå ÷óâñòâóåøü åå —
ýòî êàê ëåä íà ãëóáîêîì ïîðåçå —
íè÷åãî íå ÷óâñòâóåøü,
íî ðàíà îñòàåòñÿ.

Òû îòäàâàëà ñâîå ñåðäöå òàê
ëåãêî: äàð,  ñêîìêàííûé
êàê íåïðî÷èòàííîå ëþáîâíîå ïèñüìî,
âûáðîøåííîå â  êàíàâó,
è ðàçìûòîå  äîáåëà
ëåäåíÿùèì äîæäåì.

Íî òû äîëæíî áûòü ïîçíàëà
âçàèìíóþ íåæíîñòü.
Ïîòîìó ÷òî áåç ðàäîñòè,
íå áûâàåò ãðóñòè.
Áåç ïîêîÿ,  íåò  òðåâîæíîñòè.
Áåç ëþáâè, íåò îäèíî÷åñòâà,
ïîòåðè èëè ãîðÿ.

Áåç áîëè, íåò ïîòðåáíîñòè
íûðíóòü ïîä ëåä,
ïîéìàòü ïåðåëèâàþùóþñÿ ðûáêó —
è âûáðîñèòü, ÷òîáû âñå óâèäåëè åå,
æèâóþ è íåâðåäèìóþ,
êàê îíà ëîâèò ãëîòîê âîçäóõà, —
â õîëîäíîì ÿðêîì ñîëíå÷íîì çàé÷èêå.
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Carrie Gerstmann

TO FORGOTTEN CHILDREN
(OF HEART AND MIND)

I GIVE YOU TO MEMORY.
I HONOR YOU. MUMMIFIED,
WRAPPED IN BARELY-TOUCHING GAUZES

I GIVE YOU TO VETIVER UNCTIONS
TO ROSEWOOD BALMS AND LINIMENTS

I DOUSE YOU WITH POWDERED GREEN MALACHITE
LACED WITH GROUND LAVENDER

I WRAP YOUR FEET IN ROSE WATER-BATHED SILK

1 SPIRAL FINGERS
WITH STRIPS OF RED FENNEL LEAF.

I COVER YOU WITH FRESH GARDENIAS
WHITE LILIES, GREENGOLD STRANDS OF NEWEST VINE

I SHROUD YOU WITH LIQUID
INDIGO VELVET

I LIGHT YOUR PYRE
WITH CYPRESS
APPLE WOOD
MESQUITE

I INHALE YOUR INCENSE SMOKE
SOAK YOU IN THROUGH MY HAIR’S ROOTS

1 DRAW YOU THROUGH MY FINGER PADS
I SPREAD YOUR ASHES INTO A GLOBE-SHAPED SMOKE SHELL

AROUND THE EARTH.

THAT ALL MAY BREATHE YOU
ALL MAY DREAM YOU
ALL MAY KNOW YOU
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Кэрри Герстман

ÇÀÁÛÒÛÌ ÄÅÒßÌ
(СЕРДЦА И РАЗУМА)

Я ПРЕДАЮ ВАС ПАМЯТИ.
Я ПОЧИТАЮ ВАС, ПРЕВРАТИВШИХСЯ В МУМИИ,
ЗАВЕРНУТЫХ В ЕДВА КАСАЮЩИЕСЯ  МАРЛЕВЫЕ ОДЕЖДЫ

Я ОТДАЮ ВАС ВИТИЕРИЕВЫМ  ПОМАЗАНИЯМ
БАЛЬЗАМАМ РОЗОВОГО ДЕРЕВА И РАСТИРАНИЯМ

Я ПОСЫПАЮ ВАС ПУДРОЙ ЗЕЛЕНОГО МАЛАХИТА
С ДОБАВЛЕНИЕМ ТОЛЧЕНОЙ ЛАВАНДЫ

Я ОБВИВАЮ ВАШИ НОГИ ШЕЛКОМ, ПРОПИТАННЫМ  РОЗОВОЙ ВОДОЙ.

Я НАКРУЧИВАЮ ПОЛОСКИ
КРАСНОГО ФЕНХЕЛЯ ВАМ НА ПАЛЬЦЫ

Я ПОКРЫВАЮ ВАС СВЕЖИМИ ЦВЕТАМИ ГАРДЕНИИ,
БЕЛЫМИ ЛИЛИЯМИ, ЗЕЛЕНО-ЗОЛОТЫМИ СТЕБЛЯМИ МОЛОДОГО ВИНОГРАДА

Я ЗАВЕРТЫВАЮ ВАС В СТРУЯЩИЙСЯ
БАРХАТ ЦВЕТА ИНДИГО

Я РАЗЖИГАЮ ВАШ ПОГРЕБАЛЬНЫЙ КОСТЕР
КИПАРИСОМ
ЯБЛОНЕЙ
МЕСКИТОМ

Я ВДЫХАЮ ВАШ ЛАДАН
ВПИТЫВАЮ ВАС КОРНЯМИ МОИХ ВОЛОС

Я ВТЯГИВАЮ ВАС КОНЧИКАМИ ПАЛЬЦЕВ
Я  РАССТИЛАЮ ВАШ  ПРАХ ДЫМЧАТОЙ ШАРООБРАЗНОЙ  ОБОЛОЧКОЙ

ПО ВСЕМУ СВЕТУ.

ЧТОБЫ ВСЕ МОГЛИ ДЫШАТЬ ВАМИ
ВСЕ МОГЛИ ВИДЕТЬ ВАС ВО СНЕ
ВСЕ МОГЛИ ВАС ЗНАТЬ.
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Becky Gould Gibson

Banking Sweet Potatoes

She’s been at it all day, her and
her boys, unloading the wagon, stacking
the sun-red roots, spreading
pinestraw between the layers
to keep the potatoes cool, dry,
so they don’t sprout, shovelling
a ditch at the base.  In December,
they’ll dig out yams firm as her arm,
roast them in the woodstove,
the skins turning crisp black.
Taller than a man, the potato
hill’s a huge lying-in belly.
Each time a child leaves or dies,
some of her is buried here.

The year he lay in bed with an absess,
there was nothing to be done but
drain the pus, feed him grape juice.
Now she sleeps by herself, gets up
in gray light, shivers into a housedress,
man’s overcoat, boots, goes out
to the field.  When she loses
the last joint of an index finger,
her skin grows back in layers.
He left with a full head of hair,
left her with all this.
She does everything but plow —
hoes cotton, corn, cuts cane
for the molasses mill, sets out
potato slips till her back breaks.
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Бэки Гоулд Гибсон

Ñêëàäûâàÿ ñëàäêèé êàðòîôåëü íà õðàíåíèå

Îíà çàíèìàëàñü ýòèì âåñü äåíü, îíè
ñ ñûíîâüÿìè  ðàçãðóæàëè òåëåæêó, ñêëàäûâàëè â êó÷ó
ñîëíå÷íî-êðàñíûå êëóáíè, ïîäêëàäûâàëè
äëèííûå ñîñíîâûå èãîëêè ìåæäó ñëîÿìè,
÷òîáû êàðòîôåëèíû õðàíèëèñü  â ïðîõëàäå, ñóõîñòè,
íå äàâàëè ðîñòêîâ, âûêàïûâàëè êàíàâêó äëÿ ñòîêà âîäû. Â äåêàáðå,
îíè âûêîïàþò áàòàòû  òâåðäûå êàê åå ðóêà,
ïîäæàðÿò èõ  â ïå÷êå îòàïëèâàåìîé äðîâàìè,
êîæóðà ñòàíåò õðóñòÿùåé è ÷åðíîé.
Ñ ÷åëîâå÷åñêèé ðîñò, êàðòîôåëüíàÿ
ãîðà ïîõîæà íà îãðîìíîå ÷ðåâî íà ñíîñÿõ.
Êàæäûé ðàç, êîãäà  äèòÿ óõîäèò èëè óìèðàåò,
÷àñòèöó ñåáÿ  îíà õîðîíèò çäåñü...

Â òîò ãîä, êîãäà îí ëåæàë â ïîñòåëè ñ àáñöåññîì,
íè÷åãî íå îñòàâàëîñü äåëàòü êàê
îòêà÷èâàòü ãíîé, ïîèòü åãî âèíîãðàäíûì ñîêîì.
Ñåé÷àñ îíà ñïèò ñàìà ïî ñåáå, âñòàåò
÷óòü çàáðåçæèò ðàññâåò,  þðêíåò â äîìàøíåå ïëàòüå,
íàäåíåò ìóæñêîå ïàëüòî, áîòèíêè, è èäåò
â ïîëå. Êîãäà îíà ïîòåðÿëà
âåðõíþþ ôàëàíãó óêàçàòåëüíîãî ïàëüöà,
êîæà ñëîÿìè çàòÿíóëàñü...
Îí óøåë ñ ïûøíîé øåâåëþðîé,
îñòàâèâ åé âñå ýòî.
Îíà äåëàåò âñå, òîëüêî íå ïàøåò —
îáðàáàòûâàåò õëîï÷àòíèê, êóêóðóçó, íàðåçàåò ñàõàðíûé òðîñòíèê
äëÿ ïðåññà, îêó÷èâàåò
êàðòîøêó ïîêà íå ðàçëîìèòñÿ ñïèíà.
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Not even her girls know how she suffered
the year waiting, the years after.
Bed taken by his illness had held
their loving, raw sweet fire.
She wakes in the dark, puts out a hand
to find him there.  She tries to ignore
her groin’s ache, banks unsaid fire,
buries everything she ever felt,
keeps it tamped, teaching her daughters
to bury the hurt, layer by layer,
keep it dark, their daughters,
their daughters after that; never
dreaming it’d one day take root,
words shoot through Piedmont clay,
singing green.

Elisabeth Stagg

The Body Remembers

I never saw my father cry, though I
saw drops forming at the inner corners
of his eyes and rolling down both his cheeks.
"Damn it," he’d say, swiping at his wet face
with a sodden tissue. "I’m not crying.
It’s this medicine." At last the bogus
tears stopped, but soon his heart began to fail:
fluid gathered under flesh, swamping groin,
elbows, ankles, knees. The skin, stretched beyond
endurance, broke, marking the new white-cased
pillows I’d placed under each arm, each leg,
with stains clear and wet, as if remembering
every grief he’d dammed, his body wept.
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Äàæå åå äåâî÷êè íå çíàþò êàê îíà ñòðàäàëà
â  ãîä êîãäà æäàëà, ãîäû ñïóñòÿ.
Ïîñòåëü òðîíóòàÿ åãî áîëåçíüþ êîãäà-òî õðàíèëà
ñëàäêóþ èñòîìó èõ ëþáîâíîãî îãíÿ.
Îíà ïðîñûïàåòñÿ íî÷üþ, ïðîòÿãèâàåò ðóêó
÷òîáû íàéòè åãî. Îíà ñòàðàåòñÿ íå çàìå÷àòü
áîëü â ïàõó, ñãðåáàåò â êó÷ó íåâûñêàçàííûé ïûë,
õîðîíèò âñå ÷òî êîãäà-òî ÷óâñòâîâàëà,
óòðàìáîâûâàåò, îáó÷àÿ ñâîèõ äî÷åðåé
õîðîíèòü  áîëü, ñëîé çà ñëîåì,
õðàíèòü åå ãëóáîêî, è èõ äî÷åðåé,
è èõ  äî÷åðåé è òàê äàëåå; íèêîãäà
íå  ìå÷òàÿ  ÷òî îäíàæäû ýòà áîëü  óêîðåíèòñÿ,
ñëîâà ïðîðàñòóò â ãëèíå Ïèäìîíòà,
çàïîþò çåëåíîé ïîðîñëüþ.

Элизабет Стаг

Òåëî ïîìíèò

ß íèêîãäà íå âèäåëà ÷òîáû ìîé îòåö ïëàêàë, õîòÿ ÿ
âèäåëà  êàê ñëåçû íàâîðà÷èâàëèñü  â óãîëêàõ
åãî ãëàç è  êàòèëèñü ïî ùåêàì.
"×åðò ïîáåðè", ãîâîðèë îí îáû÷íî,  âûòèðàÿ ëèöî
ðàçìîêøèì áóìàæíûì ïëàòêîì. "ß íå ïëà÷ó.
Ýòî âñå èç-çà  ëåêàðñòâà". Íàêîíåö  ìíèìûå
ñëåçû  ïðåêðàòèëèñü, íî íà÷àëî ïîøàëèâàòü ñåðäöå:
æèäêîñòü ñêàïëèâàëàñü â òåëå, ðàñïóõàëè
ëîêòè, ëîäûæêè, êîëåíè. Êîæà,  ðàñòÿíóòàÿ äî
êðàéíîñòè, ëîïàëàñü, —  íà íîâûõ áåëûõ ïîäóøêàõ,
êîòîðûå ÿ ïîäêëàäûâàëà ïîä ðóêè è íîãè,
îñòàâàëèñü ïÿòíà.  Áóäòî âñïîìèíàÿ
âñþ ïå÷àëü, êîòîðóþ îí ñäåðæèâàë, åãî òåëî ïëàêàëî.
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Elisabeth Stagg

Harvest
for my father

After they’ve taken your body,
I open the darkened windows
and am startled by a riot of bees
buzzing drunk on wildflowers
waist high down the hillside.

Who invited these mourners?
Who planted this gaudy garden
in the rock-ragged soil?
Tethered to your oxygen,
you must have opened the window
and tossed out the seeds —
determined to sow something
one time more —
if only for these fat bees.
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Элизабет Стаг

Ñòðàäà*
ìîåìó îòöó

Ïîñëå òîãî, êàê òâîå òåëî çàáðàëè,
ß îòêðûâàþ çàòåìíåííûå îêíà
È ïîðàæàþñü ïðè âèäå áóéñòâà  ï÷åë
ïüÿíî æóææàùèõ íàä ïîëåâûìè öâåòàìè,
ðàñòóùèìè  íà ñêëîíå õîëìà.

Êòî ïðèãëàñèë ýòèõ ïëàêàëüùèêîâ?
Êòî ðàçáèë ýòîò öâåòèñòûé ñàä
íà  êàìåíèñòîé ïî÷âå?
Ïðèâÿçàííûé ê ñâîåìó êèñëîðîäó,
òû  äîëæíî áûòü îòêðûë  îêíî
è ðàçáðîñàë  ñåìåíà —
ïîëíûé ðåøèìîñòè ïîñåÿòü ÷òî-íèáóäü
åùå ðàç —
ïóñòü äàæå  äëÿ ï÷åëèíîãî ðîÿ.

*  Â ýòîì ñòèõîòâîðåíèè àâòîð ðàññêàçûâàåò î ñâîèõ ÷óâñòâàõ, êîòîðûå îíà
    èñïûòàëà ñðàçó æå ïîñëå ñìåðòè ñâîåãî îòöà. Ñóùåñòâóåò ïîâåðüå, ÷òî,
    åñëè ï÷åëàì íå ðàññêàçàòü î òîì, ÷òî êòî-òî óìåð, îíè áóäóò ðîèòüñÿ.  Â
    òî âðåìÿ, êîãäà  Ýëèçàáåò Ñòàã ïèñàëà ýòî ñòèõîòâîðåíèå, îíà íå çíàëà
    îá ýòîì ïîâåðüå.
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Lou Green

Homily

End of winter and it appears
a bird is loose
in the sanctuary, from the stained-glass
a wing of light
a Prussian’s bluest blue to land again
and again on my dress
at the knee so that I don’t kneel
when the Office of the Burial
of the Dead begins. A woman late
for the service touches my shoulder and lifts
her eyebrows as if in surprise. Sliding over
I make room, let her in. Remember The Sanctus,
The Agnus Dei and sing. The obtuse light
of candles to warm the crucifix
while the Celebrant speaks of my friend’s last night
here on earth, of the solace that again came
from a childhood prayer, of hospice
and the keeping room in his house
where his wife sat by him at the window
and together they looked out
through the woods into evening
as it began to snow
and comforted he lay down.
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Лу Грин

Ïðîïîâåäü

Êîíåö çèìû è áóäòî
ïòèöà áüåòñÿ
íà àëòàðå, èç âèòðàæíîãî ñòåêëà
êðûëî ñâåòà
ñèíåå ÷åì áåðëèíñêàÿ ëàçóðü ñàäèòñÿ ñíîâà
è ñíîâà íà ìîå  ïëàòüå
ó êîëåíà òàê ÷òî ìíå íå âñòàòü íà êîëåíè
êîãäà íà÷èíàåòñÿ öåðêîâíàÿ
ñëóæáà çà óïîêîé. Æåíùèíà îïîçäàâøàÿ
íà áîãîñëóæåíèå òðîãàåò ìåíÿ çà ïëå÷î è îò
óäèâëåíèÿ ïîäíèìàåò áðîâè. Íå îòâëåêàÿñü
ÿ ñòîðîíþñü è ïîçâîëÿþ åé ïðîéòè. Âñïîìèíàþ "Ñàíêòóñ",
"Àãíåö Áîæèé"*  è ïîþ. Ïîìåðêíóâøèé ñâåò
îò ñâå÷ ñîãðåâàåò ðàñïÿòèå
ïîêà ñâÿùåííèê ãîâîðèò î ïîñëåäíåé íî÷è ìîåãî äðóãà
çäåñü íà çåìëå, îá óòåøåíèè êîòîðîå ïðèøëî êàê
ìîëèòâà èç  äåòñòâà, î ïðèþòå**
è ïðèñòàíèùå â åãî  äîìå
ãäå åãî æåíà ñèäåëà ðÿäîì ñ íèì ó îêíà
è îíè âìåñòå ñìîòðåëè
÷åðåç òîëùè ëåñîâ íà âå÷åð
êîãäà íà÷àë ïàäàòü ñíåã
è óñïîêîåííûé îí îòîøåë â ìèð èíîé.

* "Ñàíêòóñ" è "Àãíåö Áîæèé" — ÷àñòè êàòîëè÷åñêîé ìåññû.

** Ðå÷ü èäåò îá îðãàíèçàöèè (hospice), êîòîðàÿ ïîñûëàåò ñâîèõ ëþäåé äëÿ
    îêàçàíèÿ ïîìîùè òåì, êòî óìèðàåò, ÷òîáû èõ ñìåðòü áûëà ãóìàííîé,
    ÷òîáû îáëåã÷èòü  áîëü è óòåøèòü ðîäñòâåííèêîâ.
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Valerie MacEwan

Bessie Paradise

Bessie Paradise used to have four angels,
but she gave one to Caroline when Grandpa died.
Bessie got along just fine with three angels.
She didn’t feel a need for more.

Sometimes all three followed her out into the yard,
Or back, behind the well house near the garden.
Other times, they rested, knowing where she was and waiting
until she felt a need.

Bessie Paradise used to have three angels,
but she gave one to Jane when the family moved North,
Bessie got along just fine with two angels.
She didn’t feel a need for more.

Sometimes they’d sit with her, late night on the porch,
hummingbirds of light putting memories in the air,
causing her to tilt her head to listen,
as they made smiles out of the darkness.

Bessie Paradise used to have two angels
But she gave one to Ruth because no one should live alone.
Bessie got along just fine with her one angel.
She didn’t feel a need for more.

Sometimes they’d walk together through the garden.
Holding air hands as they quietly strolled,
a one-voiced conversation carried by the wind
to the three patient angels waiting.

Bessie Paradise met with the other angels,
and since becoming one, she follows
in the soft air behind me through the night sky
I walk with her hand on my arm.
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Валери МакЮан

Áåññè Ðàé

Ó Áåññè Ðàé áûëî ÷åòûðå àíãåëà,
íî îäíîãî  îíà îòäàëà Êàðîëèíå  êîãäà óìåð äåäóøêà.
Áåññè ïðåêðàñíî æèëîñü è ñ òðåìÿ àíãåëàìè.
Åé íå áûëî íóæäû  èìåòü áîëüøå.

Èíîãäà âñå òðîå   øëè âìåñòå ñ íåé âî äâîð,
ïîòîì îáðàòíî, çà êîëîäåö  âîçëå ñàäà.
Â äðóãîå âðåìÿ, îíè îòäûõàëè, çíàÿ ãäå îíà áûëà è æäàëè,
ïîêà îíà íå ïî÷óâñòâóåò íóæäû â íèõ.

Ó Áåññè Ðàé  áûëî òðè àíãåëà,
íî îíà  îòäàëà îäíîãî Äæåéí  êîãäà ñåìüÿ ïåðååõàëà íà Ñåâåð,
Áåññè ïðåêðàñíî æèëîñü è ñ äâóìÿ àíãåëàìè.
Åé íå áûëî íóæäû èìåòü áîëüøå.

Èíîãäà,  îíè ñèäåëè ñ íåé, ïîçäíèì âå÷åðîì íà òåððàñå,
êîëèáðè ñâåòà  íàâåâàëè âîñïîìèíàíèÿ,
îò÷åãî îíà ïîâîðà÷èâàëà ãîëîâó è ñëóøàëà,
êîãäà îíè ñîçäàâàëè èç òåìíîòû óëûáêó.

Ó Áåññè Ðàé  áûëî äâà àíãåëà,
íî îíà îòäàëà îäíîãî Ðóò — íèêòî íå äîëæåí æèòü â îäèíî÷åñòâå.
Áåññè ïðåêðàñíî æèëîñü è ñ îäíèì àíãåëîì.
Åé íå áûëî íóæäû èìåòü áîëüøå.

Èíîãäà, îíè âìåñòå  áðîäèëè  ïî ñàäó.
Îíè íåòîðîïëèâî ïðîãóëèâàëèñü íåâèäèìî äåðæàñü çà ðóêè,
âåòåð óíîñèë îäíîãîëîñûé ðàçãîâîð
òðåì òåðïåëèâûì àíãåëàì, êîòîðûå æäàëè.

Áåññè Ðàé âñòðåòèëàñü ñ äðóãèìè àíãåëàìè,
è ñ òåõ ïîð êàê ñàìà ñòàëà àíãåëîì, îíà ñëåäóåò
çà ìíîé  ëåãêèì îáëà÷êîì ïî íî÷íîìó íåáó.
ß èäó, è íà ìîåé ðóêå ëåæèò åå ðóêà.
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Barbara Presnell

In the Kitchen We String Beans

They mound like a grave on today’s front page,
covering the news that a soldier was hung,
strung up like a ham, in some faraway country.
My mother, my grandmother, my aunt, me.
We snip heads from beans,
unthread their sides then snap the green flesh
into finger joints we’ll cook for supper.

I listen as they talk of cancer,
how suddenly it comes, how quickly it works,
how Herbert Combs planted his corn
on the slant of his hill two weeks
before he died, how old Ethel,
thin as a vine this Sunday at church,
won’t last long.

The soldier’s smiling face peeks at me
through beans in my pile. His newsprint eyes
dampen with dew that came in from the garden.
His skin softens. He is a boy,
my son’s age, arms and legs
like tender pods — plucking beans
from stems before the season
takes them to seed.

We are a family of women
who grow older than oaks.
Every summer, we string beans,
slicing out the imperfections
with a blade. Grandmother strings
slowest of us all for beans slip
between her thick fingers too often
for speed.

I am waiting to die, she told me
two nights ago. Now she says
how good these beans will taste
with a spoonful of grease and a
bite of cornbread.



107Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

Барбара Преснел

Íà êóõíå ìû ÷èñòèì ñòðó÷êè ôàñîëè

Îíè íàñûïàþòñÿ ìîãèëüíûì õîëìèêîì íà ïåðâóþ ñòðàíèöó
ñâåæåé ãàçåòû,

çàêðûâàÿ  èçâåñòèå, ÷òî ïîâåñèëè ñîëäàòà,
ïîäâÿçàâ åãî êàê îêîðîê, â êàêîé-òî äàëåêîé ñòðàíå.
Ìîÿ ìàòü, áàáóøêà, òåòÿ è ÿ.
Ìû ñðåçàåì ñî ñòðó÷êîâ ãîëîâêè,
Î÷èùàåì ñòâîðêè è ðåæåì èõ çåëåíóþ ïëîòü íà ÷àñòè —
êàê ôàëàíãè ïàëüöåâ, ÷òîáû ïðèãîòîâèòü óæèí.

ß ñëóøàþ, ïîêà  îíè ãîâîðÿò ïðî ðàê,
êàê  âíåçàïíî èì çàáîëåâàþò, êàê îí áûñòðî ðàçâèâàåòñÿ,
êàê Ãåðáåðò Êîóìç ïîñàäèë êóêóðóçó
íà ñêëîíå ñâîåãî õîëìà çà äâå íåäåëè
äî ñâîåé ñìåðòè,  êàê ñòàðûé Ýòåëü,
õóä êàê ïëåòü â ýòî âîñêðåñåíüå â öåðêâè,
íå ïðîòÿíåò äîëãî.

Óëûá÷èâîå ëèöî ñîëäàòà ñìîòðèò íà ìåíÿ
ñêâîçü ñòðó÷êè â ìîåé êó÷å. Îòòèñêè åãî ãëàç
ñòàíîâÿòñÿ âëàæíûìè îò îãîðîäíîé ðîñû  íà ñòðó÷êàõ.
Åãî êîæà ñìÿã÷àåòñÿ. Îí þíîøà,
â âîçðàñòå ìîåãî ñûíà, ðóêè è íîãè
êàê íåæíûå  ñòðó÷êè, îáðûâàþùèé ôàñîëü
ñî  ñòåáëåé,   ïðåæäå ÷åì ïðèäåò
ïîðà ïîÿâèòüñÿ ñåìåíè.

Ìû ñåìüÿ æåíùèí,
ñòàâøèõ ñòàðøå, ÷åì äóáû.
Êàæäîå ëåòî ìû ÷èñòèì ñòðó÷êè ôàñîëè
ñðåçàÿ ïëîõèå ìåñòà
îñòðûì íîæîì. Áàáóøêà äåëàåò ýòî
ìåäëåííåå íàñ — ñòðó÷êè ÷àñòî ïðîñêàëüçûâàþò
ìåæäó åå òîëñòûìè ïàëüöàìè ñëèøêîì ÷àñòî

ß æäó ñìåðòè, —  ãîâîðèëà îíà ìíå
äâà äíÿ  íàçàä âå÷åðîì. Òåïåðü îíà ãîâîðèò,
êàêîé  âêóñíîé  áóäåò ýòà ôàñîëü
ñ ëîæêîé òîïëåíîãî ñàëà è êóñêîì
õëåáà èç êóêóðóçíîé ìóêè.
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Katherine Russell Barnes

THEY FLEW

The young starlings flew
today, one by one
from the nest above the porch pillar
where a board hangs loose.
Every year for a decade
birds have nested there
as every decade Mother has leaned
farther into one hundred.

These last weeks, the mother bird
has darted faithfully from nest to yard,
returned with food dangling
from her beak
for fledglings’ squalling yellow mouths.

In these weeks Mother’s mind
has flitted to times too long ago
to verify.
And names tripping from her lips
find no lodging on this earth.

"Mama, Papa, John" — long gone.

She reaches for reality
"What is it?  Who is it, please?"
her words come from far away.
They narrow to "Who?" — an owl.
Then "Coo" —  a dove.
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Катрин Рассел Барнс

ÎÍÈ ÓËÅÒÅËÈ

Ìîëîäûå ñêâîðöû óëåòåëè
ñåãîäíÿ îäèí çà äðóãèì
èç ãíåçäà  ìåæäó
ñòîéêîé è êàðíèçîì òåððàñû.
Êàæäûé ãîä  â  òå÷åíèå äåñÿòè ëåò
òàì ãíåçäèëèñü ïòèöû,
è ñ êàæäûì äåñÿòèëåòèåì ìîÿ ìàòü
ïðèáëèæàëàñü ê ñâîåìó ñòîëåòèþ.

Â ýòè îñòàâøèåñÿ íåäåëè ïòèöà-ìàòü
çàáîòëèâî ìåòàëàñü èç ãíåçäà âî äâîð,
âîçâðàùàëàñü ñ åäîé ñâèñàþùåé
èç êëþâà —
äëÿ ïðîíçèòåëüíî ïèùàùèõ æåëòîðîòûõ îïåðèâøèõñÿ  ñêâîð÷àò.

Â òå íåäåëè ìûñëè ìàòåðè
óíîñèëèñü â äàâíî ïðîøåäøèå,
çàáûòûå âñåìè âðåìåíà.
Èìåíà ñëåòàëè ñ åå óñò è
íå íàõîäèëè ïðèþòà íà ýòîé çåìëå.

"Ìàìà, ïàïà, Äæîí" — èõ äàâíî óæå íåò.

Îíà âîçâðàùàåòñÿ â ðåàëüíîñòü
"×òî ýòî? Ñêàæèòå, êòî ýòî?"
åå ñëîâà äîíîñÿòñÿ èçäàëåêà.
Òåïåðü ýòî òîëüêî  "Óõ" — êàê ó ñîâû.
È "Êóó"  — êàê ó ãîëóáêè.
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Paula Blackwell

STARCHED ANGEL

She called her daughter’s name.
The old black woman,
Her dark skin,
Hands like leather.
The young black lady
In the starched white uniform
Held her hand, gently stroking
The leather hands,
She has called her
By her daughter’s name many times
Since she was admitted
Six months ago.
But today
As the heart monitor beats
Ever so slowly
She sat there and answered.
Are we gonna shop today, Amy?
Yes, Mother, we’ll shop.
She had called for Amy many times.
Amy rarely came to see her.
Never had much time.
Gonna be pretty today, Amy.
The heart monitor
Slowly beats.
She squeezes the young hand tighter.
Maybe we go to the fabric shop, Amy.
Make a new dress.
Beat Slowly   Beat
I want you to look good at the dance.

 Beat
Yes, Mother.   Thank you,
The beat stops.
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Паула Блэквелл

ÍÀÊÐÀÕÌÀËÅÍÍÛÉ ÀÍÃÅË

Îíà íàçûâàëà åå èìåíåì äî÷åðè.
Ñòàðàÿ íåãðèòÿíêà,
Åå òåìíàÿ êîæà,
Îãðóáåâøèå ðóêè.
Ìîëîäàÿ òåìíîêîæàÿ æåíùèíà
Â íàêðàõìàëåííîé áåëîé ôîðìåííîé îäåæäå
Äåðæàëà åå ðóêó, íåæíî ïîãëàæèâàÿ
Íàòðóæåííûå ëàäîíè.
Îíà íàçûâàëà åå
Èìåíåì äî÷åðè ìíîãî ðàç
C òåõ ïîð êàê îíà ïîñòóïèëà
Øåñòü ìåñÿöåâ  íàçàä.
Íî ñåãîäíÿ
Êîãäà ñåðäå÷íûé ìîíèòîð áüåòñÿ
Ìåäëåííî êàê íèêîãäà
Îíà ñèäåëà òàì è îòâå÷àëà.
Ìû ñåãîäíÿ èäåì çà ïîêóïêàìè, Ýìè?
Äà, Ìàìà, ìû ïîéäåì.
Îíà çâàëà Ýìè ìíîãî ðàç.
Ýìè ðåäêî ïðèõîäèëà íàâåñòèòü åå.
Âñå íå õâàòàëî âðåìåíè.
Ñåãîäíÿ áóäåò ïðåêðàñíûé äåíü, Ýìè.
Ñåðäå÷íûé ìîíèòîð
Ìåäëåííî áüåòñÿ.
Îíà ÷óòü ñèëüíåå ñæèìàåò ìîëîäóþ ðóêó.
Ìîæåò áûòü  ìû ñõîäèì â ìàãàçèí  ãäå òêàíè, Ýìè.
Ñøåé íîâîå ïëàòüå.
Áüåòñÿ   Ìåäëåííî         Áüåòñÿ
ß õî÷ó ÷òîáû òû õîðîøî âûãëÿäåëà íà òàíöàõ.
                                      Áüåòñÿ
Äà, Ìàìà.          Ñïàñèáî.
Áèåíèå ïðåêðàùàåòñÿ.
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Rebecca J.Finch

A DAY IN THE LIFE

Earl lies flat on his back,
his skin cool as the autumn earth,
blue as the October sky he eyes
but cannot see.

Not yet sixty,
he’s known for pigs
slow roasted to perfection,
for collards grown the size of washpots.

He was spending Saturday
with his four-year-old grandson.
Puttering, patching the floor in the shed
where the old tractor was sheltered.
Cement was shoveled in, left to set,
unleveled.

Alone,
the child locks himself in the house
and waits.
Four hours, five hours.

Setting sun casts rays on the face,
purples the blue.
The gnarled tree bears
a burden of fruit.
Now and then, one pear drops,
disturbing only
wasps at work
above the mellow ground.
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Ребекка Дж. Финч

ÎÄÈÍ ÄÅÍÜ ÈÇ ÆÈÇÍÈ

Ýðë ëåæèò ïëàøìÿ íà ñïèíå,
åãî êîæà õîëîäíà êàê îñåííÿÿ çåìëÿ,
ïîñèíåëà  êàê îêòÿáðüñêîå íåáî, íà êîòîðîå îí ñìîòðèò,
íî íå âèäèò.

Åìó åùå  íåò è øåñòèäåñÿòè,
îí áûâàëî æàðèë
ïîðîñÿò íà îãíå ìåäëåííî äî ïîëíîé ãîòîâíîñòè,
âûðàùèâàë ëèñòîâóþ êàïóñòó âåëè÷èíîé ñ êîòåë.

Îí ïðîâîäèë  ñóááîòó
ñî ñâîèì ÷åòûðåõëåòíèì âíóêîì.
Åäâà äâèãàÿñü, ëàòàë ïîë â ñàðàå,
ãäå ñòîÿë  ñòàðåíüêèé òðàêòîð.
Íàáðîñàë ëîïàòîé öåìåíò, äà òàê è îñòàâèë åãî,
íå âûðîâíÿâ.

Îäèí,
ðåáåíîê çàïèðàåòñÿ â äîìå
è æäåò.
×åòûðå ÷àñà, ïÿòü ÷àñîâ.

Çàêàòíîå ñîëíöå îñâåùàåò ëèöî,
ðóìÿíèò  ñèíåâó.
Ñó÷êîâàòîå äåðåâî íåñåò
áðåìÿ ïëîäîâ.
Âðåìÿ îò âðåìåíè îäíà ãðóøà ïàäàåò,
òðåâîæà   ëèøü
îñ çà ðàáîòîé
íàä ðûõëîé çåìëåé.
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Ellie Depew

THE ICE FISHERMAN

Many times she had watched him go.
With his poles
And baits,
With his spud
And auger,
Dressed in layers,
Carrying his lunch
In his pockets,
Walking,
A solitary figure on the ice.
Many times she had watched him return.
When he left today,
She had kissed him,
As she had many times before.
She had kissed him today
With a sadness,
Unable to embrace him,
For she knew he would not return.
He took no lunch.
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Элли Депью

ÇÈÌÍÈÉ ÐÛÁÎËÎÂ

Ìíîãî ðàç îíà ñìîòðåëà êàê îí óõîäèë.
Ñî  ñâîèìè óäî÷êàìè
È íàæèâêàìè,
Ñî ñâîåé êèðêîé
È áóðàâîì,
Â ñëîÿõ îäåæäû,
Óíîñÿ çàâòðàê
â êàðìàíàõ,
Øåë,
Îäèíîêàÿ ôèãóðà íà ëüäó.
Ìíîãî ðàç îíà ñìîòðåëà êàê îí âîçâðàùàëñÿ.
Êîãäà îí óõîäèë ñåãîäíÿ,
Îíà ïîöåëîâàëà åãî,
Êàê îíà  ýòî äåëàëà ìíîãî ðàç ïðåæäå.
Îíà ïîöåëîâàëà åãî ñåãîäíÿ
Ñ êàêîé-òî ãðóñòüþ,
Íå â ñèëàõ åãî îáíÿòü,
Ïîòîìó ÷òî îíà çíàëà, ÷òî îí íå âåðíåòñÿ.
Îí íå âçÿë çàâòðàê.
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Bonnie Michael

Grandma’s House

Her spirit is ploughed under
with the ashes of her home;
their energies are joined again.

She never knew the house was gone,
kept it inviolate in her mind,
did not see the consuming fire.

But the order was wrong; the house
should have died after she did,
not with her thoughts still in it.

The new grass is too green,
its lush growth the only sign
that anything else ever lived here.

I want to mark this passage for her
with Gabriel’s trumpet, but maybe
the wind in the grass is enough.
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Бонни Майкл

Áàáóøêèí äîì

Åå äóøà  ïîãðåáåíà âíèçó
âìåñòå ñ ïåïëîì åå äîìà;
èõ ýíåðãèè ñíîâà ñîåäèíèëèñü.

Îíà òàê íèêîãäà  è íå óçíàëà, ÷òî äîìà íå ñòàëî,
ñîõðàíèëà  åãî íåòðîíóòûì  â ñâîåé ïàìÿòè,
íå âèäåëà âñåïîãëîùàþùåãî ïîæàðà.

Òîëüêî ñëó÷èëîñü âñå íå â òîì ïîðÿäêå, êàê äîëæíî áûòü; äîì
äîëæåí  áûë óìåðåòü  ïîñëå åå ñìåðòè,
à íå òîãäà, êîãäà â íåì åùå áûëè æèâû åå äóìû.

Ìîëîäàÿ òðàâà ñëèøêîì çåëåíà,
åå áóéíàÿ ïîðîñëü åäèíñòâåííûé çíàê
÷òî çäåñü êîãäà-ëèáî æèëî ÷òî-òî åùå.

ß õî÷ó îòìåòèòü ýòîò ïóòü äëÿ íåå
çâóêàìè  òðóáû  Àðõàíãåëà Ãàâðèèëà, íî ìîæåò áûòü
âåòðà â òðàâå —  äîñòàòî÷íî.
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Kevin McGowin

Geriatrics

Once you’re old,
And I mean old,
And those cocktails begin
To wreak havoc on your system,

And you’ve got nobody,
You find a complaint
And take it as far as it’ll go.
Then, when you’re a little older,

And you find the blessing hidden within it,
You start to sing. You do this
All the way into the grave.
And when you sing, down there,

You’ve got nothing but that blessing,
And the way it echoes through your thinning body:
So that at last, when you’re nothing but dust,
That blessing stays put, and sings for itself.

A Burial

But winters were warm: it was easy
To dig down six feet in December
Unless the spade hit wood
Through the sunken earth —

Then we’d move over three feet and dig
Down again,
As if looking for treasure or oil
That we never had the strength to reach,

Through the subsoil, through the south,
Through the dermis of our mother’s dying skin.
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Кевин МакГовин

Ãåðèàòðèÿ

Êîãäà âû ñòàíîâèòåñü ñòàðûì,
Èìåííî ñòàðûì,
È  òå  êîêòåéëè íà÷èíàþò
Ðàçðóøàòü âàø îðãàíèçì,

È ó âàñ íèêîãî íåò,
Âû îáíàðóæèâàåòå áîëåçíü
È âîñïðèíèìàåòå åå êàê íåèçáåæíîñòü.
Çàòåì, êîãäà âû  ñòàðååòå åùå   ÷óòü-÷óòü,

Âû íàõîäèòå â íåé  ñêðûòîå áëàãîñëîâåíèå,
Âû íà÷èíàåòå ïåòü. È âû ýòî äåëàåòå
Äî ñàìîé ìîãèëû.
È êîãäà âû ïîåòå, òàì âíèçó,

Ó âàñ íåò íè÷åãî, êðîìå òîãî áëàãîñëîâåíèÿ,
È òîãî êàê  îíî  îòðàæàåòñÿ  âî âñåì âàøåì óñûõàþùåì òåëå.
Òàê ÷òî êîãäà âû ïðåâðàùàåòåñü â ïðàõ,
Òî áëàãîñëîâåíèå îñòàåòñÿ íàâå÷íî, è ïîåò ñàìî ïî ñåáå.

Ïîõîðîíû

Íî çèìû áûëè òåïëûå: áûëî ëåãêî
Êîïàòü âãëóáü íà øåñòü ôóòîâ â  äåêàáðå
Ïîêà ëîïàòà íå íàòûêàëàñü íà  îñòàòêè ñòàðîãî ãðîáà
Â îñåâøåé çåìëå —

Òîãäà ìû îòîäâèíóëèñü  íà òðè ôóòà è êîïàëè
Ñíîâà,
Ñëîâíî èñêàëè ñîêðîâèùå èëè íåôòü
Äîáûòü êîòîðûå ó íàñ íèêîãäà íå áûëî ñèë,

Êîïàëè â íåäðàõ çåìëè, â þæíóþ ñòîðîíó,
Â òî,  ÷òî îñòàëîñü îò óìèðàþùåé êîæè íàøåé ìàìû.
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And maybe it is pretentious,
All this hoopla over a corpse,
Or maybe just our wounded vanity
Reflected to us in a mirror shot through with cracks

That urges us to pray Lord,
How many times will we yet be forgiven?
Seven times? Or seventy times seven? Or seven years’ bad luck,
Seven years for a body to reduce itself to bone.

And yet we get up early,
Lay our loved ones on the horizontal door
And close their apertures with cotton,
Build the coffin together like we were
Raising a house. By afternoon

We’re all drunk and the preacher, too,
And Mississippi just gets hotter
As the day spirals along.

Like a gentleman,
Death is cordial,
Having already claimed its timeworn bounty.

Susan Snowden

Grave Decision

That’s not Mama
or Papa down there.
This cold stone says
so, but I know it’s
just bones in boxes.

Don’t lock me in
dirt. Burn me so
I can rise and sail
on currents of wind.
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È ìîæåò áûòü  âñå ýòî   ïîêàçíîå,
Âñÿ ýòà øóìèõà íàä òðóïîì,
Èëè ìîæåò áûòü ïðîñòî íàøå ðàíåíîå ñàìîëþáèå
Îòðàæåííîå â ïîòðåñêàâøåìñÿ çåðêàëå

Âûíóæäàåò íàñ ìîëèòüñÿ: Ãîñïîäè,
Ñêîëüêî æå åùå ðàç äà ïðîñòèòñÿ íàì?
Ñåìü ðàç? Èëè ñåìüäåñÿò ðàç ïî ñåìü?  Èëè ñåìü ëåò ñòðàäàíèé?
Ñåìü ëåò — ÷òîáû òåëî ïðåâðàòèëîñü â ïðàõ.

È âñå-òàêè ìû âñòàåì ðàíî,
Êëàäåì íàøèõ ëþáèìûõ íà ãðîáîâóþ äîñêó — ñòàðóþ äâåðü
È ïîêðûâàåì âñå âàòîé,
Ñîîðóæàåì ãðîá, êàê  áóäòî
Âîçäâèãàåì äîì. Ê ïîëóäíþ

Ìû âñå ïüÿíû, è ñâÿùåííèê  òîæå,
À Ìèññèñèïè  ñòàíîâèòñÿ ãîðÿ÷åå
Êîãäà ðàçãîðàåòñÿ äåíü.

Ïîäîáíî äæåíòëüìåíó,
Ñìåðòü  õîëîäíî-âåæëèâà,
Óæå äîáèâøèñü ýòîãî äîëãîæäàííîãî äàðà.

Сьюзан Сноден

Ïîõîðîííîå ðåøåíèå

Ýòî íå Ìàìà
è íå Ïàïà òàì âíèçó.
Ýòîò íàäãðîáíûé êàìåíü ãîâîðèò
òàê,  íî ÿ çíàþ, ÷òî ýòî
ïðîñòî êîñòè â ãðîáàõ.

Íå çàìûêàéòå ìåíÿ â
çåìëå. Ñîæãèòå ìåíÿ, ÷òîáû
ÿ ìîãëà ïîäíÿòüñÿ è  ïàðèòü
íà âîëíàõ âåòðà.
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TRANSIENCE
"what all the crumbling monuments say"

БРЕННОСТЬ
"÷òî ãîâîðÿò âñå âåòøàþùèå ïàìÿòíèêè"
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Charles Blackburn, Jr.

The Chimneys

Rounding a curve,
headlights catch them,

mouths agape, in a grove of oaks,
     grieving for the house

they’ve lost.

At the far end of
a field

they stand apart,
     cold altars of a dead

     belief.

The cracked obelisks of this
     mist-haunted land

     make eerie timepieces
amid flowering

tobacco, russet soybeans,
    spring wheat.

Walking an old road through
the woods,

     you come upon them in
     a clearing and

hear their hollow moaning in
the wind.

They say what all crumbling
    monuments

     say: You cannot build a house,
write a poem, live or love

enough.

In the end they’re home for birds,
something muscadine
     and kudzu,

    wild rose and honeysuckle
cling to.
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Чарльз  Блэкберн, младший

Òðóáû

Íà ïîâîðîòå,
ôàðû  âûñâå÷èâàþò èõ,

ñëîâíî ðàñêðûòûå ðòû, â äóáîâîé ðîùå,
     îíè ãîðþþò î äîìå

êîòîðûé îíè ïîòåðÿëè.

Â äàëüíåì êîíöå
ïîëÿ

îíè ñòîÿò îáîñîáëåííî,
     õîëîäíûå  àëòàðè  óìåðøåé

     âåðû.

Òðåñíóâøèå   îáåëèñêè    ýòîé
     çåìëè ãäå ïîñåëèëàñü ìãëà

     ïîõîæè íà æóòêèå õðîíîìåòðû
ñðåäè öâåòóùåãî

òàáàêà, æåëòîâàòî-êîðè÷íåâîé ñîè,
     ÿðîâîé ïøåíèöû.

Èäÿ ñòàðîé äîðîãîé ÷åðåç
ëåñ,

     òû ñëó÷àéíî íàòàëêèâàåøüñÿ íà íèõ íà
     ïîëÿíå è

ñëûøèøü  èõ  ãëóõèå ñòîíû íà
âåòðó.

Îíè ãîâîðÿò òî, ÷òî ãîâîðÿò  âñå
     âåòøàþùèå

     ïàìÿòíèêè: Íåâîçìîæíî ïîñòðîèòü äîì,
íàïèñàòü ñòèõîòâîðåíèå, æèòü èëè ëþáèòü

    âäîâîëü.

Â êîíöå êîíöîâ îíè ñòàíîâÿòñÿ ïðèþòîì äëÿ ïòèö,
îïîðîé, çà êîòîðóþ öåïëÿþòñÿ
     ìóñêàòíûé âèíîãðàä,

êóäçó*
     äèêàÿ ðîçà è æèìîëîñòü.

* Êóäçó —  âüþùååñÿ ðàñòåíèå, èìïîðòèðîâàííîå èç Êèòàÿ îêîëî 50 ëåò
   òîìó íàçàä äëÿ íàñàæäåíèé âäîëü àâòîìàãèñòðàëåé. Îíî âûáèëîñü èç-ïîä
   êîíòðîëÿ,   î÷åíü ñèëüíî ðàçðîñëîñü, äàæå çàãóáèëî äåðåâüÿ. Îíî ñòàëî
   âðåäèòåëåì. Èíîãäà òàêèå òðóáû ñïëîøü óâèòû ýòèì  ðàñòåíèåì, è  èõ
   ìîæíî íå óâèäåòü ñîâñåì.
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gerry dawson

after bones

Dogs after bones.

Sun begins its arc.
The moon’s trapped in a tree
with the call of a bird
I heard last night
and still cannot
identify.

Heavy clothes,
the cars’ engines drone,
exhaust like breath,
dew-drenched grass & steel.
The conversation exhumed
rises in silence,
damp earth clinging.
The storm of experience,
fluid and churning,
is all that thwarts
the grave.

Dogs after bones,
the sun, the moon
hung in a tree
& the call of a bird
all night I heard
and could not imagine
its plummage.
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джерри досон

çà êîñòÿìè

Ñîáàêè çà êîñòÿìè.

Ñîëíöå íà÷èíàåò ñâîþ äóãó.
Ëóíà ïîéìàëàñü â ëîâóøêó äåðåâà,
è ñíîâà ÿ ñëûøó êðèê ïòèöû,
êîòîðûé ÿ ñëûøàë ïðîøëîé íî÷üþ
è âñå åùå íå ìîãó
îïðåäåëèòü.

Òÿæåëûå îäåæäû,
ãóäÿò äâèãàòåëè ìàøèí,
âûõëîï  êàê äûõàíèå,
ïîêðûòàÿ ðîñîé òðàâà è ñòàëü.
Ðàçãîâîð âûêîïàííûé èç çåìëè
îæèâàåò èç ìîë÷àíèÿ,
â êîìüÿõ ñûðîé çåìëè.
Øòîðì ïðîæèòîãî,
èçìåí÷èâûé, íåñóùèéñÿ ïî êðóãó,
ýòî âñå ÷òî îòäàëÿåò
ìîãèëó.

Ñîáàêè çà  êîñòÿìè,
ñîëíöå, ëóíà
çàâèñøàÿ â äåðåâå
è çîâ ïòèöû, êîòîðûé
ÿ ñëóøàë âñþ íî÷ü
è íå ìîã ïðåäñòàâèòü
åå îïåðåíèå.



128 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

Elizabeth C.Burgess

LAVENDER
FOR

THE LITTLE EMPEROR

I sit now
in this crude tub
of slightly heated water
listening to the relentless
winds howl.
Rain peppers down
trickling through the leaking
tile roof
into my private hell.
St. Helena, this desolate
nightmare, rat—infested dot
in the middle of the south
Atlantic, this good-for-growing-
nothing piece of purgatory
wears me like a tight
leather glove,
suffocates all but the memories.
Of all the things I miss:
my witty friends, fair ladies,
elegant banquets, my tailor,
battle, victories,
it  is quizzical!
I miss most the lavender!
Sixty bottles of lavender water
a month, poured over my head
and shoulders in the bath!
What luxury!

I thought the fragrant
spiked, swaying lavender
fields of France
would last forever.
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Элизабет  К. Бургесс

ËÀÂÀÍÄÀ
ÄËß

ÌÀËÅÍÜÊÎÃÎ ÈÌÏÅÐÀÒÎÐÀ

ß ñèæó ñåé÷àñ
â ýòîé  íåïðèñïîñîáëåííîé   êàäóøêå
ñëåãêà ïîäîãðåòîé âîäû
è ñëóøàþ áåçæàëîñòíûå
çàâûâàíèÿ âåòðà.
Äîæäü áàðàáàíèò
è òîíêîé ñòðóéêîé  òå÷åò ñêâîçü ïðîõóäèâøóþñÿ
÷åðåïè÷íóþ êðûøó
â ìîé ñîáñòâåííûé àä.
Ñâ. Åëåíà, ýòîò íåîáèòàåìûé
êîøìàð, îñàæäåííàÿ  êðûñàìè òî÷êà
â öåíòðå þæíîé ÷àñòè
Àòëàíòèêè,  ýòà  ñîâåðøåííî
áåñïëîäíàÿ  ÷àñòü ÷èñòèëèùà,
íîñèò ìåíÿ, êàê îáëåãàþùàÿ
êîæàíàÿ  ïåð÷àòêà,
ïîäàâëÿåò âñå, êðîìå âîñïîìèíàíèé.
Èç âñåãî, ÷åãî ìíå íå õâàòàåò, —
ìîèõ  îñòðîóìíûõ äðóçåé,  ïðåêðàñíûõ äàì,
ýëåãàíòíûõ áàíêåòîâ, ìîåãî ïîðòíîãî,
áèòâ, ïîáåä, —
ïîäóìàòü òîëüêî! —
Áîëüøå âñåãî ìíå íå õâàòàåò ëàâàíäû!
Øåñòüäåñÿò ôëàêîíîâ ëàâàíäîâîé âîäû
â ìåñÿö, âûëèòîé ìíå íà ãîëîâó
è ïëå÷è  â âàííîé!
Êàêàÿ ðîñêîøü!

ß äóìàë, ÷òî áëàãîóõàþùèå
êîëîñîâèäíûå ñîöâåòèÿ, êîëåáëþùèåñÿ ïîä âåòðîì
ïîëÿ Ôðàíöèè
áóäóò äëèòüñÿ áåñêîíå÷íî.
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Dawn Evans Radford

On Watching My Japanese Students Leave

It is a dangerous time
when a child in Borneo
first touches the ground,
so its mother clucks and calms its soul
before it can fly from her baby’s
mouth into the earth.

Our souls escape in sleep
and cannot be recaptured except in scattered
grain and mother soul clucking, luring them home.
A bird-soul on the wing
knows its rice.

I did not scatter rice
and cluck my nestlings souls
when they first lit on Southern soil.
I taught them magnolia blossoms
and pressing four-leaf clovers,
how to pen a proper thank-you note,

and now their Nisan mothers call their souls
back west so far that East begins.
They’ve scattered their own grain.
My nestlings are flying west,
stripping my nest of down,
tearing feathers from my breast,
leaving me with a handful
of paper cranes.
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Дон Эванс Радфорд

Íàáëþäàÿ êàê ìîè ÿïîíñêèå ñòóäåíòû óåçæàþò

Êîãäà ðåáåíîê â Áîðíåî
âïåðâûå êàñàåòñÿ çåìëè,
ýòî îïàñíîå âðåìÿ,
ïîýòîìó åãî ìàòü êëîõ÷åò è óñïîêàèâàåò åãî äóøó
ïðåæäå  ÷åì îíà  ñìîæåò ñëåòåòü ñ óñò
åå  ðåáåíêà  â çåìëþ.

Íàøè äóøè óëåòàþò âî ñíå
è èõ íåâîçìîæíî âåðíóòü èíà÷å,  êàê
ðàçáðîñàâ çåðíà ïîä êâîõòàíüå ìàòåðèíñêîé äóøè, çîâóùåé èõ äîìîé.
Ïòèöà-äóøà â ïîëåòå
çíàåò ñâîé ðèñ.

ß íå ðàçáðàñûâàëà ðèñ
è íå çâàëà äóøè ñâîèõ ïòåíöîâ,
êîãäà îíè âïåðâûå ñòóïèëè íà çåìëþ Þãà.
ß ïîêàçûâàëà èì, êàê öâåòåò ìàãíîëèÿ
è  êàê çàñóøèòü êëåâåð ñ ÷åòûðüìÿ ëèñòî÷êàìè,*
êàê ïðàâèëüíî íàïèñàòü áëàãîäàðñòâåííîå ïèñüìî,

à òåïåðü èõ ÿïîíñêèå ìàòåðè çîâóò èõ äóøè
îáðàòíî íà çàïàä òóäà, ãäå íà÷èíàåòñÿ Âîñòîê.
Îíè ðàçáðîñàëè ñâîå çåðíî.
Ìîè ïòåíöû óëåòàþò íà çàïàä,
âûäèðàþò  ïóõ èç ìîåãî ãíåçäà,
âûðûâàþò  ïåðüÿ èç ìîåé ãðóäè,
îñòàâëÿþò ìåíÿ ñ ãîðñòêîé
áóìàæíûõ æóðàâëèêîâ.

*  Ñóùåñòâóåò ïîâåðüå, ÷òî êëåâåð ñ ÷åòûðüìÿ ëèñòî÷êàìè — èõ îáû÷íî òðè —
    ïðèíîñèò ñ÷àñòüå. Àìåðèêàíñêèå ðåáÿòèøêè îõîòíî èùóò åãî.
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Stephen Knauth

My Little Town

Thoughts of you strafe my mind tonight,

materializing out of nowhere, fast and low,

taking out the white steeples and rose arbors

of the little town I built — lovingly, by hand —

to pretend that it’s all okay. No matter where I hide

you seem to find me, and maybe I want that, maybe

after making sure everything is calm and well-kept,

I want to be driven screaming through the rustic square,

chess tables and potted chrysanthemums crashing,

dogs yelping, jerking their napping owners from their chairs.

Called by the merry executioner forward into the past —

Ah, now your heart must die so that cherry petals may begin to fall.
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Стивен Наут

Ìîé Ìàëåíüêèé Ãîðîä

Ìûñëè î òåáå ðâóòñÿ â ìîåé äóøå, êàê áîìáû íàëåòà,
ìàòåðèàëèçóÿñü èç íèîòêóäà, âíåçàïíî è òèõî,
ñòèðàÿ ñ ëèöà çåìëè  áåëûå øïèëè è ñàäû  ðîç
ìàëåíüêîãî ãîðîäêà, êîòîðûé ÿ ïîñòðîèë — ñ ëþáîâüþ,

ñâîèìè ðóêàìè —
ÿ ïðèòâîðÿþñü, ÷òî âñå õîðîøî. Ãäå áû ÿ íè ïðÿòàëñÿ,
êàæåòñÿ òû âåçäå îòûùåøü ìåíÿ, è ìîæåò áûòü ÿ ýòîãî

õî÷ó, ìîæåò áûòü
óáåäèâøèñü, ÷òî âñå õîðîøî è â ïîðÿäêå,
ÿ õî÷ó ñ êðèêàìè ïðîì÷àòüñÿ ïî äåðåâåíñêîé ïëîùàäè,
îïðîêèäûâàÿ øàõìàòíûå ñòîëû, ãîðøêè ñ õðèçàíòåìàìè,
ïîä âèçã ñîáàê, äåðãàþùèõ  ñâîèõ äðåìëþùèõ õîçÿåâ

 ñî ñòóëüåâ.
Âåñåëûé ïàëà÷ ïîçâàë ìåíÿ âïåðåä â ïðîøëîå —
Óâû, òâîå ñåðäöå äîëæíî óìåðåòü, ÷òîáû ñ âèøíè

îïàëè ëåïåñòêè.
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Barbara J. Mayer

FLYING OVER ILLINOIS

City kids hemmed in
by cyclone fences,
neighbors’ watchful eyes,

we fled to vacant lots
we labelled prairies,
unkempt patches weed-choked,

dotted with rusty cans,
old tires, others’ castoffs —
even a set of chalk-white teeth

I used to imagine clacking
as they wandered the earth
in search of a gaping mouth.

In our prairies
we did forbidden things:
burying borrowed toys,

becoming Indians
who war-danced around
a raging fire started

with stolen matches.
Or we killed time batting
balls, flying kites,

finding snakes to frighten
squeamish mothers
at suppertime.

Today I gaze down at what
was once the Prairie State —
now carved and tamed —

imagine Indians racing paints,
a brown sea of buffaloes
swelling, subsiding.
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Барбара Дж. Мэйер

ÏÐÎËÅÒÀß ÍÀÄ ÈËËÈÍÎÉÑÎÌ

Ãîðîäñêàÿ äåòâîðà â îêðóæåíèè
íàäåæíûõ çàáîðîâ,
ïîä ïðèñìîòðîì ñîñåäåé,

ìû ì÷àëèñü íà ïóñòûðè,
êîòîðûå ìû íàçûâàëè ïðåðèÿìè,
çàïóùåííûå ó÷àñòêè çåìëè ñ ñîðíÿêàìè,

óñåÿííûå çàðæàâåâøèìè êîíñåðâíûìè áàíêàìè,
ñòàðûìè øèíàìè, ÷üèì-òî ìóñîðîì —
òàì áûë äàæå ïðîòåç áåëûõ êàê ìåë çóáîâ...

ß îáû÷íî ïðåäñòàâëÿëà ñåáå  êàê îíè ëÿçãàþò
êîãäà áðîäÿò ïî çåìëå
â ïîèñêàõ øèðîêî ðàçèíóòîãî ðòà.

Â íàøèõ ïðåðèÿõ
ìû òâîðèëè òî, ÷òî çàïðåùàëîñü:
çàêàïûâàëè â çåìëþ ÷óæèå  èãðóøêè,

ïðåâðàùàëèñü â èíäåéöåâ,
êîòîðûå âîèíñòâåííî îòïëÿñûâàëè âîêðóã
áóøóþùåãî êîñòðà, ðàçîææåííîãî

óêðàäåííûìè ñïè÷êàìè.
Èëè ìû óáèâàëè âðåìÿ èãðîé
â ìÿ÷, çàïóñêàëè  áóìàæíûõ çìååâ,

íàõîäèëè çìåé è ïóãàëè
áîÿçëèâûõ ìàìàø
âî âðåìÿ óæèíà.

Ñåãîäíÿ ÿ ñîçåðöàþ ñ âûñîòû òî,
÷òî êîãäà-òî áûëî Øòàòîì Ïðåðèé* —
ñåé÷àñ âñå â ïîñòðîéêàõ è  îáæèòîå  —

ïðåäñòàâëÿþ èíäåéöåâ, ì÷àùèõñÿ íà ñâîèõ ëîøàäêàõ,
êîðè÷íåâîå ìîðå áóéâîëîâ
âçäûìàþùååñÿ, îñåäàþùåå.

* Èëëèíîéñ ïî-ïðåæíåìó íàçûâàþò Øòàòîì Ïðåðèé, õîòÿ â íåì îñòàëîñü
   î÷åíü íåìíîãî îòêðûòûõ ïðîñòðàíñòâ.
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Barbara Sanders

The Bell Bird

A tiny bell bird too small and wary to see
has found its way into the house. There’s a
high shrill cry and wings batting against the
window, but, when I turn to look, a briefcase
is flopping open and shut in the basement. I go

down the steps to check the laundry, and it
snaps at my ankles. I plan to clean out the
garage before winter, but every time I
step inside a mammoth Rolodex file rolls out
of the door and down the street, flapping

index cards and frightening the children. It’s
early fall, and the spiders are building webs
in every comer, I wrap a towel around the
broom to dust the ceiling, but when I touch
the plaster it shatters into a zillion deadly

sharp and shiny spears. I’m preparing the
yard for winter, but every time I cut a branch
from the rose bush there’s a beep and a
blinking light that tells me I have a new voice
mail message. And, when I dig a hole and pick

up a daffodil bulb to drop inside, I find myself
holding a roll of hundred dollar bills rotting and
flaking in my hand. When I step inside, the
paper bag where I left my soul is standing wide
open and empty on the kitchen counter; and

the bell bird has flown the coop.
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Барбара Сандерс

Ïòè÷êà-Êîëîêîëåö*

Êðîõîòíàÿ ïòàøêà-êîëîêîëåö î÷åíü ìàëà è ïóãëèâà — íå óâèäåòü —
çàëåòåëà â äîì. Ðàçäàåòñÿ
âûñîêèé ïðîíçèòåëüíûé êðèê è êðûëüÿ áüþòñÿ
ïî ñòåêëó, íî, êîãäà ÿ îáîðà÷èâàþñü è ñìîòðþ,  ÷åìîäàí
íà÷èíàåò îòêðûâàòüñÿ è çàêðûâàòüñÿ. ß ñïóñêàþñü

ïî ñòóïåíüêàì ÷òîáû ïðîâåðèòü áåëüå â ìàøèíå,  è îíà
íîðîâèò êëþíóòü ìîþ íîãó.  ß ñîáèðàþñü ñäåëàòü óáîðêó â
ãàðàæå äî ïðèõîäà çèìû, íî êàæäûé ðàç êîãäà ÿ
òóäà çàõîæó, îãðîìíûé êðóòÿùèéñÿ ôàéë** êàòèòñÿ èç
äâåðè ïîòîì âíèç  ïî óëèöå, õëîïàÿ

êàðòî÷êàìè è ïóãàÿ äåòåé. Óæå
íà÷àëî îñåíè, è ïàóêè ïëåòóò ïàóòèíû
â êàæäîì óãëó. ß íàêðó÷èâàþ ïîëîòåíöå íà
ùåòêó è âûòèðàþ ïûëü ñ ïîòîëêà, íî êîãäà ÿ êàñàþñü
øòóêàòóðêè îíà ðàñêàëûâàåòñÿ íà çèëëèîí***  ñìåðòåëüíî

îñòðûõ è áëåñòÿùèõ îñêîëêîâ. ß ïîäãîòàâëèâàþ
äâîð ê çèìå, íî êàæäûé ðàç êîãäà ÿ ñðåçàþ âåòêó
ñ êóñòà ðîçû, ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ çâóê è ìèãàþùèé
ñâåòîâîé ñèãíàë — äëÿ ìåíÿ åñòü
ñîîáùåíèå****. Ïîòîì, êîãäà ÿ âûêàïûâàþ ÿìêó è  áåðó

ëóêîâèöó íàðöèññà ÷òîáû ïîñàäèòü â çåìëþ,  îêàçûâàåòñÿ ÷òî  ÿ
äåðæó  ïà÷êó ñòîäîëëàðîâûõ êóïþð è îíè ïîðòÿòñÿ è
ðàññûïàþòñÿ ó ìåíÿ â ðóêå. Êîãäà ÿ çàõîæó â äîì, òî
áóìàæíûé ïàêåò, â êîòîðîì ÿ îñòàâèëà ñâîþ äóøó, ëåæèò øèðîêî
ðàñêðûòûé è ïóñòîé íà êóõîííîì ñòîëå, à

ïòè÷êà-êîëîêîëåö  óïîðõíóëà íàâñåãäà.

* Ýòî âîîáðàæàåìàÿ ïòèöà.  Òàêèå ïòèöû äåéñòâèòåëüíî îáèòàþò â Þæíîé Àìåðèêå,
   íî, ñêîðåå âñåãî, íå äåëàþò òîãî,  î ÷åì ïèøåò ïîýòåññà. Ýòî ñòèõîòâîðåíèå íàïèñàíî â
   ñòèëå ôàíòàñòè÷åñêîãî ðåàëèçìà, ïîýòîìó â íåì îïèñûâàþòñÿ íåîáû÷íûå ïðîèñøåñòâèÿ.

** Ðå÷ü èäåò î êðóòÿùåìñÿ ôàéëå, êîòîðûé ïîçâîëÿåò ëåãêî íàéòè íóæíóþ êàðòî÷êó.
     Îáû÷íî 6-8 äþéìîâ  â äèàìåòðå. Î÷åíü ðàñïðîñòðàíåí â îôèñàõ.

*** (Èðîí.) áîëüøå, ÷åì ìèëëèàðä.

****  Ðå÷ü èäåò îá óñòðîéñòâå â òåëåôîííîì àïïàðàòå òèïà àâòîîòâåò÷èêà, òîëüêî
         ñëîæíåå. Ìèãàþùèé ñâåòîâîé ñèãíàë, ñîïðîâîæäàåìûé çâóêîì, îçíà÷àåò,
          ÷òî åñòü çâóêîâîå ñîîáùåíèå.
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THE SACRED IN THE ORDINARY
"dreams are spit and fiber spun and thrown"

СВЯТОЕ В ОБЫДЕННОМ
"ñíû ýòî ñëþíà è íèòü ñêðó÷åííàÿ è íàêèíóòàÿ"
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Joanna J. McKethan

Of a Substance Strong Enough

Dreams are great, you say,
for nighttime — like wispy clouds
that disappear at noon.
But I say dreams
are spit and fiber
spun and thrown
like spiderwebs — filmy filament
which sticks mid-air
catches and holds tight enough
for you to climb, run, live
(nest your babies on)
and yet,
still make it there.
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Джоанна Дж. МакКетан

Èç ñóáñòàíöèè äîñòàòî÷íî ïðî÷íîé

Ñíû èìåþò ñèëó, ãîâîðèøü òû,
òîëüêî íî÷üþ — îíè ïîõîæè íà ëåãêèå îáëà÷êà,
êîòîðûå èñ÷åçàþò â ïîëäåíü.
À ÿ ãîâîðþ ÷òî ñíû
ýòî ñëþíà è íèòü
ñêðó÷åííàÿ è íàêèíóòàÿ
êàê ïàóòèíà — òîíêîå âîëîêíî,
êîòîðîå êðåïèòñÿ ìåæäó íåáîì è çåìëåé
ëîâèò è óäåðæèâàåò äîñòàòî÷íî ïðî÷íî,
÷òîáû êàðàáêàòüñÿ ââåðõ, áåæàòü, æèòü
(âèòü ãíåçäûøêî äëÿ ïòåíöîâ)
è âñå-òàêè,
äîáèâàòüñÿ ñâîåé öåëè.
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Rebecca J. Finch

ENTITLEMENT

I see her in the yard as I pass
on my way to town,
her house white plank with
new shingles and a remodeled porch.

One day last fall black and white cars
lined the road.

A K-9 squad tugged at short leashes.
The newspaper account read: "Elderly woman

attacked by unknown assailant."
I don’t know her name.

I do know she sat in her body-sculpted chair
watching the soaps and cracking
pecans from her own tall trees.
Pecans for Thanksgiving pies.

A stranger, just muscle and bone, ripped
his way through the door.

Nutshells littered the floor.
I don’t know if they caught him.

I don’t even know her name.
But today she’s in the yard again,

her gray head tied in a red kerchief
against wind cold for May.

She bends beside the dry birdbath
watering her marigolds.
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Ребекка  Дж. Финч

ÏÐÀÂÎ ÍÀ ÏÎÌÎÙÜ

ß âèæó åå âî äâîðå êîãäà ïðîåçæàþ
ïî ïóòè â ãîðîä,
åå äîì  îáøèò áåëûìè äîñêàìè
êðûøà  ïåðåêðûòà è òåððàñà ïåðåäåëàíà.

Îäíàæäû ïðîøëîé îñåíüþ ÷åðíî-áåëûå ìàøèíû*
âûñòðîèëèñü â ðÿä íà äîðîãå.

Áðèãàäà Ê-9** ñ ñîáàêàìè íà êîðîòêèõ ïîâîäêàõ.
Â ãàçåòíîé ñâîäêå ñîîáùàëîñü: "Íåèçâåñòíûé ïðåñòóïíèê

íàïàë íà ïîæèëóþ æåíùèíó".
Ìíå íå çíàêîìî åå èìÿ.

Íî ÿ òî÷íî çíàþ ÷òî îíà ñèäåëà íà ñâîåì óäîáíîì ñòóëå
ñìîòðåëà ñåðèàëû è êîëîëà
îðåõè ñî  ñâîèõ ñîáñòâåííûõ âûñîêèõ äåðåâüåâ.
Îðåõè äëÿ ïèðîãîâ ê  Äíþ Áëàãîäàðåíèÿ.

Íåçíàêîìåö, ïðîñòî ìûøöû è êîñòè, ïðîíèê
÷åðåç äâåðü.

Îðåõîâûå ñêîðëóïêè ðàçáðîñàíû ïî ïîëó.
Íå çíàþ, ïîéìàí ëè ïðåñòóïíèê.

ß äàæå èìåíè åå íå çíàþ.
Íî ñåãîäíÿ îíà ñíîâà âî äâîðå,

åå  ñåäàÿ ãîëîâà ïîâÿçàíà êðàñíûì øàðôîì
îò âåòðà —  õîëîäíîãî äëÿ ìàÿ.

Îíà ñêëîíèëàñü ðÿäîì ñ ñóõîé âàííî÷êîé äëÿ ïòèö
è ïîëèâàåò ñâîè áàðõàòöû.

* Áîëüøèíñòâî  ïîëèöåéñêèõ ìàøèí îêðàøåíû â ÷åðíî-áåëûå  öâåòà.

** Ê-9 (àíãë. canine) — ñïåöèàëüíàÿ áðèãàäà â ïîëèöåéñêîì óïðàâëåíèè ïî
     ðîçûñêó ñ ïðèìåíåíèåì ñëóæåáíûõ ñîáàê.
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Sally Buckner

HOW THEY SURVIVED

After the long Soviet winter,
as peoples reveling in the springtime morning
told their midnight tales,
we wondered
at their capacity to survive.

A reporter returned from those nations
which were reclaiming their names, their lives.
Everyone in Ukraine, he said,
writes poetry.
When there was nothing
but beets and cabbages in the store,
from a beet
the Ukrainian clerk
carved a rose.
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Салли Бакнер

ÊÀÊ ÎÍÈ ÂÛÆÈËÈ

Ïîñëå äîëãîé Ñîâåòñêîé çèìû,
êîãäà íàðîäû íàñëàæäàëèñü âåñåííèì óòðîì
è ðàññêàçûâàëè ñâîè ïîëóíî÷íûå èñòîðèè,
ìû óäèâëÿëèñü èõ ñïîñîáíîñòè âûæèâàòü.

Ðåïîðòåð âîçâðàòèëñÿ îò òåõ íàöèé,
êîòîðûå  òðåáîâàëè âåðíóòü èì íàçâàíèÿ, îáðàçû æèçíåé.
Êàæäûé íà Óêðàèíå, ñêàçàë îí,
ïèøåò ñòèõè.
Êîãäà â ìàãàçèíå íè÷åãî
êðîìå  ñâåêëû è êàïóñòû íå áûëî,
óêðàèíñêàÿ ïðîäàâùèöà  èç ñâåêëû
âûðåçàëà ðîçó.
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Diana Pinckney

WOMAN IN A REFUGEE CAMP

She hangs her laundry
on concertina wire,
loops of barbs hooked
through each piece.
Runaway from one island,
she waits behind the biting
fences of another.
Not allowed to rise
with the breeze,
the pinks, oranges and reds
of her Haitian shawl and skirt
caught cleanly by twisted cable,
stretch taut in the noonday sun,
a butterfly pinned.

Tony Reevy

In the Sun After a Noon Rain, Woodrow Street

The gutter makes a strange beauty.
Rough granite, concrete,
oil-ribboned water
gurgling under the arch
of a bulged willow-oak root.
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Диана Пинкни

ÆÅÍÙÈÍÀ Â ËÀÃÅÐÅ ÁÅÆÅÍÖÅÂ

Îíà âåøàåò ïîñòèðàííîå áåëüå
íà ïðîâîëî÷íóþ ñïèðàëü,
ê çóáöàì öåïëÿÿ ïåòåëüêàìè
êàæäóþ âåùü.
Áåæåíêà ñ îäíîãî îñòðîâà,
îíà ïåðåæèäàåò çà êîëþ÷èìè
çàáîðàìè äðóãîãî îñòðîâêà.
Íå èìåÿ âîçìîæíîñòè ïîäíÿòüñÿ
ïðè äóíîâåíèè ëåãêîãî âåòåðêà,
ðîçîâûå, îðàíæåâûå è êðàñíûå öâåòà
åå ãàèòÿíñêîé øàëè è þáêè,
ïîéìàííûå öåïêî ñêðó÷åííîé ïðîâîëîêîé,
òóãî íàòÿãèâàþòñÿ ïîä ïîëóäåííûì ñîëíöåì,
êàê áàáî÷êà, ïðèêîëîòàÿ áóëàâêîé.

Тони Риви

Íà ñîëíöå ïîñëå ïîëóäåííîãî äîæäÿ, óëèöà Âóäðî

Ó ñòî÷íîé êàíàâû ñòðàííàÿ êðàñîòà.
Øåðøàâûé ãðàíèò, áåòîí,
ìàñëÿíî-ïîëîñàòàÿ âîäà
æóð÷èò ïîä àðêîé
âûïÿòèâøåãîñÿ äóáîâîãî êîðíÿ.



148 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

Joanna C. Scott

THIS HAPPENED IN THE 7-11 PARKING LOT

by the dry cleaners and the Chinese carry out.

On one side were people carrying shirts and business dresses
on wire hangers,
     and there were men in steel-toed boots and baseball caps
          bringing out cokes and donuts in slick squares of paper.

On the other side was a tree,

an ordinary, parking-lot tree,
     planted, no doubt, by a developer
          who bought it job-lot at a good price,

just a tree, sticking up
     stiff and awkward as the gas pumps
          in the Shell self-serve behind the wire fence.

But today
in the parking lot
     with the City Paper and a jug of milk beside me on the seat
          I opened my window because it was hot

and the tree was full of voices.

And I got out of my car
     and went to stand under the tree

looking up

and all these rows of tiny pointed faces
     looked back down at me

and then

I backed away
     and the tree rose up

and burst into a thousand wings.
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Джоанна К. Скотт

ÝÒÎ ÑËÓ×ÈËÎÑÜ ÍÀ ÏÀÐÊÎÂÊÅ "Ñ 7 ÄÎ 11"*

ðÿäîì ñ õèì÷èñòêîé è Êèòàéñêèì ðåñòîðàíîì ñ åäîé íà âûíîñ.

Ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû ëþäè  íåñëè ðóáàøêè è äåëîâûå êîñòþìû
íà ïðîâîëî÷íûõ ïëå÷èêàõ,
    à ìóæ÷èíû, â áîòèíêàõ ñî ñòàëüíûìè íîñàìè è áåéñáîëêàõ,
          âûíîñèëè êîêà-êîëó è ïîí÷èêè â áóìàæíûõ ïàêåòàõ.

Ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû ðîñëî äåðåâî,

îáûêíîâåííîå äåðåâî, êàê íà âñåõ àâòîñòîÿíêàõ,
     ïîñàæåííîå, áåç ñîìíåíèÿ,  çàñòðîéùèêîì**
          êîòîðûé êóïèë åãî â ìàãàçèíå îïòîì ïî ñõîäíîé öåíå,

ïðîñòî äåðåâî, îíî òîð÷àëî ââåðõ
    íåãíóùååñÿ è íåóêëþæåå êàê áåíçèíîâûå íàñîñû
        íà áåíçîçàïðàâêå ôèðìû Øåëë çà ïðîâîëî÷íûì îãðàæäåíèåì.

Íî ñåãîäíÿ
íà àâòîñòîÿíêå
       ñ Ãîðîäñêîé Ãàçåòîé è áóòûëêîé ìîëîêà ðÿäîì ñî ìíîé íà ñèäåíüå
             ÿ îòêðûëà îêíî ïîòîìó ÷òî áûëî æàðêî

è äåðåâî áûëî ïåðåïîëíåíî ãîëîñàìè.

ß âûøëà èç ìàøèíû
      ïîøëà è âñòàëà ïîä äåðåâî
            âçãëÿíóëà  ââåðõ

à îòòóäà ðÿäû êðîøå÷íûõ îñòðîíîñûõ ëèö
          ïîñìîòðåëè âíèç  íà ìåíÿ,
                    à ïîòîì

ÿ îòîøëà íàçàä,
       à äåðåâî ïîäíÿëîñü
            è ðàçëåòåëîñü íà òûñÿ÷ó êðûëüåâ.

* Òèï íåáîëüøîé òîðãîâîé ëàâêè, êîòîðûé îòêðûò ñ 7 óòðà  äî 11 âå÷åðà, ãäå ìîæíî
   êóïèòü áåíçèí, à òàêæå ìîëîêî, íàïèòêè, áóòåðáðîäû è ò.ä., íå çàõîäÿ â áîëüøèå
   ìàãàçèíû, ÷òî óäîáíî ïîêóïàòåëÿì.

** Çàñòðîéùèê  (àíãë. developer) — ÷åëîâåê, êîòîðûé ïîêóïàåò çåìëþ, ñòðîèò íà íåé
     æèëûå äîìà èëè ó÷ðåæäåíèÿ è çàòåì âûãîäíî  ïðîäàåò èõ.
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Becky Gould Gibson

Putting Up Damson Preserves

You were right.  I’ve never seen
such fruit, knobs the size of a man’s thumb
clustered blue on every branch.
That old scrawny-necked tree shawled
in lichen lace I thought dead
you brought back, spread manure under
every spring till you died.  Each year
it yields a few more pints.  Your daughters
are grown, your sons have taken your place.

That’s Marie at the sink seeding plums,
splitting each one along the crease.
You watched me watching the fruit,
taking it down to its sweetness.
You liked to lick foam from the spoon,
recalling the color of the dance dress
I wore in those cleaned out rooms.
But I’m not the girl you knew, nor
the woman either, here in the kitchen
with you gone off like steam.

Where your hands went I’m still smooth.
When you first came to me in the dark
I was scared, then you brought me close,
I thought I would fall, but where
you took me I could not fall enough —
split, unseeded, beyond blue to purple,
black, back to white, fruit to flower,
bee, beginning of the world.

Now I keep summer in jars, shelved
for pale winter tongues.
Sometimes I take one down, taste
the blue sweet all over again.
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Бэки Гоулд  Гибсон

Çàãîòîâêè ñëèâîâîãî âàðåíüÿ

Òû áûë ïðàâ. ß åùå íèêîãäà íå âèäåëà
òàêîãî óðîæàÿ,  âûïóêëîñòè ðàçìåðîì ñ ìóæñêîé ïàëåö
ãîëóáûìè ãðîçäüÿìè íà êàæäîé âåòêå.
Òî ñòàðîå äåðåâî ñ ñóõîâàòûì ñòâîëîì â êèñåå
ëèøàéíèêà, êîòîðîå ÿ ñ÷èòàëà ìåðòâûì,
òû îæèâèë, ïîäêëàäûâàÿ ïîä íåãî íàâîç
êàæäóþ âåñíó ïîêà òû íå óìåð. Êàæäûé ãîä
ïîë-ëèòðîâûõ áàíîê  ïîëó÷àëîñü áîëüøå. Òâîè äî÷åðè
ïîäðîñëè, òâîè ñûíîâüÿ ïîøëè ïî òâîèì ñòîïàì.

Ýòî Ìàðè ó ðàêîâèíû âûíèìàåò êîñòî÷êè èç ñëèâ,
âûäàâëèâàÿ êàæäóþ ÷åðåç ïðîäîëüíûé ñðåç.
Òû íàáëþäàë êàê ÿ ïðèñìàòðèâàëà çà âàðåíüåì,
÷òîáû îíî óâàðèëîñü äî ãóñòîòû.
Òû ëþáèë ñëèçûâàòü ïåíêó ñ ëîæêè,
âîñêðåøàÿ â ïàìÿòè öâåò òîãî òàíöåâàëüíîãî ïëàòüÿ,
êîòîðîå áûëî íà ìíå â òåõ îïóñòåâøèõ êîìíàòàõ.
Íî ÿ íå òà  äåâóøêà, êîòîðóþ òû çíàë è
íå æåíùèíà, çäåñü â êóõíå,
ïîñëå òîãî, êàê òû èñïàðèëñÿ.

Ãäå òâîè ðóêè ïðèêàñàëèñü, òàì âñå åùå ãëàäêî.
Êîãäà òû â ïåðâûé ðàç ïðèøåë êî ìíå íî÷üþ,
ÿ áîÿëàñü,  òîãäà òû ïðèæàë ìåíÿ ê ñåáå,
ÿ äóìàëà ÷òî óïàäó, íî òàì, êóäà
òû óâåë ìåíÿ, ïàäåíèå áûëî óñëàäîé —
ùåëü, îñâîáîäèâøååñÿ ñåìÿ, ãëóáæå ñèíåâû, äî ïóðïóðà,
÷åðíîãî, îò ÷åðíîãî ê áåëîìó, îò ïëîäà ê öâåòêó,
ï÷åëà, íà÷àëî æèçíè.

Òåïåðü ÿ õðàíþ ëåòî â áàíêàõ íà ïîëêàõ
äëÿ áëåäíûõ çèìíèõ ÿçûêîâ.
Èíîãäà ÿ äîñòàþ îäíó, è ñïîëíà
âêóøàþ ãîëóáóþ ñëàäîñòü âíîâü.
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Kathy Cantley Ackerman

Ritual

Zada Bell is canning again
grocery bills run high
because she does not know the word:
obsolescence —
cannot get her mind around the cost
hot house tomatoes,
continuous city blueberries.

Her air-conditioned kitchen
fogs in succulent ancient steam
well into night
as if grapes still know their season

as if someone still prefers the
wax crusted masons
graying on the shelf.

She knows only her part
in the cycle of morning to meals
to morning
fear of having neither
growing younger in her age,
tasting
early berry
mountain sunrise
supple skin of younger hands
a harvest in their reach.
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Кэти Кэнтли Аккерман

Ðèòóàë

Çàäà Áýëë ñíîâà êîíñåðâèðóåò —
ïðîäóêòû äîðîæàþò —
ïîòîìó ÷òî åé íåçíàêîìî ñëîâî:
óñòàðåâøèé ìåòîä —
íèêàê íå ìîæåò ïðèâûêíóòü ê öåíàì
íà òåïëè÷íûå ïîìèäîðû,
÷åðíèêó â ãîðîäå  êðóãëûé ãîä.

Åå êóõíÿ ñ êîíäèöèîíåðîì
ïî ñòàðèíêå îêóòàíà ãóñòûì ïàðîì
äî ïîçäíåé íî÷è
áóäòî âèíîãðàä âñå åùå ñåçîííûé ôðóêò,

áóäòî êòî-òî âñå åùå ïðåäïî÷èòàåò
êîíñåðâû èç çàïå÷àòàííûõ  âîñêîì áàíîê,
ñåðåþùèõ íà ïîëêå.

Îíà çíàåò ëèøü ñâîþ ðîëü
â êðóãîâîðîòå óòðî — åäà
ñíîâà óòðî,
ñòðàõ  ÷òî  íå áóäåò íè òîãî, íè äðóãîãî,
ïàìÿòü óíîñèò åå â áûëîå,
êîãäà îíà ïðîáóåò
ðàííåñïåëóþ ÿãîäó —
âîñõîä ñîëíöà â ãîðàõ,
ìÿãêàÿ êîæà ìîëîäûõ ðóê.
è èçîáèëèå ÿãîä âîêðóã.
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C. Pleasants York

CHOPSTIX AND RICE REASONS

grains of rice
in frying pan

bubble and brown
in liquid butter

variegated colors
of ochre, amber,
almond, ivory

absorb moisture
and blossom

succulent and savory
like thoughts in summer twilight
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К. Плезантс Йорк

ÏÀËÎ×ÊÈ È ÐÈÑÎÂÛÉ ÐÅÇÎÍ

çåðíûøêè ðèñà
â ñêîâîðîäå

êèïÿò è ïîäðóìÿíèâàþòñÿ
â æèäêîì ìàñëå
ðàçíûå öâåòà
îõðû, ÿíòàðÿ,

ìèíäàëÿ, ñëîíîâîé êîñòè
âïèòûâàþò âëàãó

è ðàñöâåòàþò
ñî÷íûå è ïðÿíûå,

êàê ìûñëè â ëåòíèå ñóìåðêè.
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Gail J.Peck

HOW CONSIDERATE OF PEARS

to live expectant, waiting
in my house for ripeness
next to the knife and plate.
All year I have eaten them
trying to recall the hills
of Tuscany — the Italian waiter
I named Mr. Magoo
who seemed to move blindly
with his platter held high
until they were there before me:
pears, sliced and sprinkled
with pine nuts, pecorino cheese
and balsamic. I had never
had them that way.
I walked the streets
of Siena pear-full,
pear-happy. Holding a pear
in my hand, I can feel it tapering
to stem, to branch, and the orchard
where men and women
stand on ladders
suspended between sky and earth.
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Гейл Дж. Пек

ÃÐÓØÈ ÒÀÊ ÂÍÈÌÀÒÅËÜÍÛ

÷òî æèâóò â ïðåäâêóøåíèè, è æäóò
êîãäà ñîçðåþò ðÿäîì ñ íîæîì è òàðåëêîé
â ìîåì äîìå.
Âåñü ãîä ÿ åëà èõ
è ñòàðàëàñü âñïîìíèòü õîëìû
Òîñêàíè — èòàëüÿíñêîãî îôèöèàíòà
ÿ íàçûâàëà åãî ã-í Ìàãó
êîòîðûé, êàçàëîñü, øåë âñëåïóþ
ñ âûñîêî ïîäíÿòûì ïîäíîñîì
ïîêà îíè íå îêàçûâàëèñü ïåðåäî ìíîé:
ãðóøè, ïîðåçàííûå òîíêèìè ëîìòèêàìè è ñâåðõó
êåäðîâûå  îðåøêè, ñûð ïåêîðèíî
è áàëüçàì. Ðàíüøå ìíå íèêîãäà íå
äîâîäèëîñü ïðîáîâàòü òàêîå áëþäî.
ß ïðîãóëèâàëàñü ïî óëèöàì
Ñèåíû íàåâøèñü ãðóø,
ñ îùóùåíèåì ïîëíîãî ñ÷àñòüÿ. Êîãäà ÿ äåðæó
â ðóêå ãðóøó, ÿ ÷óâñòâóþ êàê îíà ñóæàåòñÿ
ïî íàïðàâëåíèþ ê ñòåáëþ, ê âåòêå, è ñàäó,
ãäå ìóæ÷èíû è æåíùèíû
ñòîÿò íà ëåñòíèöàõ
ìåæäó íåáîì è çåìëåé.



158 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

Annette Allen

November Light: France

In this country that does not
celebrate Thanksgiving, it is
Thanksgiving morning
when the sun’s flaming fingers
bless leafless, tapered trees
and sienna tiled roofs.

Here early light haloes the hair
of cathedral travelers like us,
caught in transition between
illuminations. In another
November, Monet remembered
the shadow of war with flowers

gathered with such light.
This same brightening
landscape struck Pissarro,
his brush blurring the edges,
stroking the bushes to fire.
Everywhere today,

over market stalls of lettuce
and fruit, pungent cheeses,
and bristling roosters in cages,
gold and orange spill, more
miraculous than sanctified wine.

This is the cup; this, the blood.
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Аннет Аллен

Ñâåò íîÿáðÿ: Ôðàíöèÿ

Â ýòîé ñòðàíå ãäå íå
ïðàçäíóþò Äåíü Áëàãîäàðåíèÿ, ñåé÷àñ
óòðî Áëàãîäàðåíèÿ
ïëàìåííûå ñîëíå÷íûå ïàëüöû
áëàãîñëîâëÿþò ãîëûå îñòðîâåðõèå äåðåâüÿ
è êðàñíîâàòî-êîðè÷íåâûå ÷åðåïè÷íûå êðûøè.

Çäåñü ðàííèé ñâåò îçàðÿåò íèìáîì ãîëîâû
òåõ, êòî êàê è  ìû îñìàòðèâàåò ñîáîð çà ñîáîðîì,
ïîéìàâ íàñ íà ïåðåïóòüå ìåæäó
îçàðåíèÿìè. Êàê-òî òîæå â
íîÿáðå, Ìîíý  âñïîìíèë
òåíü âîéíû öâåòàìè

ñîáðàííûìè èç òàêîãî ñâåòà.
Òàêîé æå ðàññâåòíûé
ïåéçàæ ïîòðÿñ Ïèññàððî,
è êèñòü åãî ñìÿã÷èëà î÷åðòàíüÿ,
êóñòû ìàçêàìè ðàçæèãàÿ â ïëàìÿ.
Ïîâñþäó ñåãîäíÿ,

íàä ðûíî÷íûìè ïðèëàâêàìè ñ ñàëàòîì
è ôðóêòàìè, ïèêàíòíûì ñûðîì,
è çàäèðèñòûìè ïåòóõàìè â êëåòêàõ,
ðàçëèò çîëîòîé è îðàíæåâûé ñâåò,  áîëåå
÷óäîòâîðíûé,  ÷åì îñâÿùåííîå âèíî.

Âîò ÷àøà; à ýòî — êðîâü.
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Sally Buckner

KNOWLEDGE

He knew wood,
Great-great-grandfather Jeremiah Stack
knew wood
the way a pianist knows sharps and flats,
allegro, pianissimo, vivace,
approach and release of melodic phrase.

No,
he knew wood
the way a chef knows roux and sauce,
curry, ginger, rosemary, sage,
the play of flame on wok, the grace of stir;

No, he, Great-great-grandfather Jeremiah Stack,
knew wood
the way an architect knows space,
angles, curves, enclosures,
the thrust of line into waiting air;

No, he knew
wood
the way the gardener knows weather,
soil, nutrient, and moisture,
split of seed, arousal of blossom.

No, Great-great-grandfather
Jeremiah Stack
knew wood,
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Салли Бакнер

ÇÍÀÍÈÅ

Îí çíàë äðåâåñèíó,
Ïðà-ïðà-äåäóøêà Èåðåìèÿ Ñòýê
çíàë äðåâåñèíó,
êàê ïèàíèñò çíàåò ÷åðíûå êëàâèøè,
àëëåãðî, ïèàíèññèìî, âèâà÷å,
òðàêòîâêó è èñïîëíåíèå ìåëîäè÷åñêîé ôðàçû.

Íåò,
îí çíàë äðåâåñèíó
êàê øåô-ïîâàð çíàåò, êàê îáæàðèòü ìóêó è ñäåëàòü ñîóñ,
êàððè, èìáèðü, ðîçìàðèí, øàëôåé,
èãðó ïëàìåíè íà êîòåëêå, èçÿùåñòâî ïîìåøèâàíèÿ;

Íåò, îí, Ïðà-ïðà-äåäóøêà  Èåðåìèÿ Ñòýê,
çíàë äðåâåñèíó,
êàê àðõèòåêòîð çíàåò ïðîñòðàíñòâî,
óãëû, èçãèáû, çàëû,
íàïîëíåíèå ïðîñòðàíñòâà ïðîäóìàííîé ëèíèåé;

Íåò, îí çíàë
äðåâåñèíó,
êàê ñàäîâíèê çíàåò ïîãîäó,
ïî÷âó, óäîáðåíèå, è âëàãó,
ïðîêëþíóâøååñÿ ñåìÿ, ñòèìóëèðîâàíèå öâåòåíèÿ.

Íåò, Ïðà-ïðà-äåäóøêà
Èåðåìèÿ Ñòýê
çíàë äðåâåñèíó,
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its grains and planes, crotch and burl,
its catch and play with light and shadow,
and, whether harvested from planted forests
or rescued from the ravage of tornados,
how, with the stroking of patient hands,
it gradually discloses burnished beauty,
whorls and curls, infinitesimal
layers of tone and color.

Yes, he knew wood,
Great-great-grandfather Jeremiah Stack,
the way a lover, enveloped in affection,
impelled by passion,
pledged to pure devotion,
knows,
knows
his beloved.

Lynn Veach Sadler

Oxymoron

Unless Chinese,
the dragon is a fearsome creature,
Satan flaming evil, castigating sin,
that Old Red Dragon loosed again.
But in Long Beach aquarium,
a left-handed child takes notes,
his knapsack left where fallen,
back arched half-way the room
as he stretches out before
the tank a-worship.
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åå  âîëîêíà è ñëîè,  ðàçâèëêè  è íàðîñòû,
êàê îíà  óëàâëèâàåò è èãðàåò ñî ñâåòîì è òåíüþ,
ïîëó÷åíà ëè îíà èç âûðàùåííîãî ëåñà
èëè åå ñïàñëè îò ðàçðóøèòåëüíîãî ñìåð÷à,
êàê îò ïðèêîñíîâåíèÿ òåðïåëèâûõ  ðóê
îíà ïîñòåïåííî îáíàæàåò îòøëèôîâàííóþ êðàñîòó,
èçãèáû è çàâèòêè, íè÷òîæíî ìàëûå
ñëîè îòòåíêà è öâåòà.

Äà, îí çíàë äðåâåñèíó,
Ïðà-ïðà-äåäóøêà Èåðåìèÿ Ñòýê,
Êàê âëþáëåííûé, îõâà÷åííûé ÷óâñòâîì,
äâèæèìûé ñòðàñòüþ,
ïîêëÿâøèéñÿ áûòü ïðåäàííûì,
çíàåò,
çíàåò
ñâîþ âîçëþáëåííóþ.

Линн Вич Сэдлер

Îêñþìîðîí

Åñëè îí íå êèòàéñêèé,
òî äðàêîí — ñòðàøíîå ñóùåñòâî,
Ñàòàíà, ïëàìåíåþùåå çëî, íàêàçûâàþùåå ãðåõè,
òîò Ñòàðûé Êðàñíûé Äðàêîí ñíîâà âûïóùåííûé íà ñâîáîäó.
Íî â àêâàðèóìå Ëîíã Áè÷*,
ìàëü÷èê-ëåâøà äåëàåò çàìåòêè,
åãî ðþêçàê îñòàâëåí òàì, ãäå óïàë,
îí çàíèìàåò ïîëçàëà,
ðàñòÿíóâøèñü ïåðåä
ïðåäìåòîì îáîæàíèÿ â ðåçåðâóàðå.
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In the midst of a thousand
swirling dervishes,
he the one who’s still,
trying to capture creature with words
and sketching pen.
The creature? Leafy Seadragon
most undragon-like.
Yet, there the dragon shape is,
only — small and perfect,
diaphanous, of silky lace, silk for scales,
white with delicate bronze caresses.
It floats in the water, scarcely moves,
poses for the boy-artist (perhaps for me).
Boy tongue slides over upper lip nervously.
I want to brush the hair out of his eyes
but would not break his concentration.
The other school children dart and call.
He pays no heed.
I hear him mutter, bend to take his words:
"Beautiful dragon, beautiful dragon,
beautiful dragon ...."
His litany continuous
beneath the high-pitched squeals
of children’s bedlam.
He’s there until his teacher comes,
admires his drawing, reads his words,
pulls him, resisting, on their way.
I think his "beautiful dragon" sighs
as the child waves, turns away.
I want to stop leather and pupil,
examine, with them, oxymorons:
beautiful dragon, quiet child.
He does not need my
English teacher posturing,
this fine boy,
for this fine work of nature
has taught him to swim
below names and labels,
how not to be lost on reefs,
be reef-bound.
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Â öåíòðå òûñÿ÷è
âèõðÿìè íîñÿùèõñÿ äåðâèøåé,
îí åäèíñòâåííûé êòî ñïîêîåí,
è ïûòàåòñÿ ïîéìàòü ñóùåñòâî ñ ïîìîùüþ ñëîâ
è ðèñóþùåé ðó÷êè.
À ñóùåñòâî? Ëèñòâåííûé  Ìîðñêîé Äðàêîí
ñîâñåì íå ïîõîæèé íà äðàêîíà.
Íî ôîðìà — äðàêîíà,
òîëüêî îí, ìàëåíüêèé, è èäåàëüíî êðàñèâûé,
ïðîçðà÷íûé, èç øåëêîâîãî êðóæåâà, â øåëêîâîé ÷åøóå,
áåëîé,  ñ èçûñêàííîé áðîíçîâîé íåæíîñòüþ.
Îí ïëàâàåò â âîäå,  ïî÷òè íå äâèãàåòñÿ,
ïîçèðóåò äëÿ ìàëü÷èêà-õóäîæíèêà (ìîæåò áûòü äëÿ ìåíÿ).
Ìàëü÷èê íåðâíî îáëèçûâàåò ÿçûêîì âåðõíþþ ãóáó.
ß õî÷ó çà÷åñàòü âîëîñû ñ åãî ãëàç,
íî íå ñìåþ íàðóøèòü åãî ñîñðåäîòî÷åííîñòü.
Äðóãèå øêîëüíèêè íîñÿòñÿ è êðè÷àò.
Îí íå îáðàùàåò íèêàêîãî âíèìàíèÿ.
ß ñëûøó êàê îí áîðìî÷åò, íàêëîíÿþñü è ñëûøó åãî ñëîâà:
"Êðàñèâûé äðàêîí, êðàñèâûé äðàêîí,
êðàñèâûé äðàêîí...."
Åãî ëèòàíèÿ ïðîäîëæàåòñÿ
ïîä ïðîíçèòåëüíûé  âèçã
äåòñêîãî áåäëàìà.
Îí ñòîèò, ïîêà íå ïðèõîäèò åãî ó÷èòåëü, êîòîðûé
âîñõèùàåòñÿ åãî  ðèñóíêîì, ÷èòàåò åãî ñëîâà,
òÿíåò åãî, ñîïðîòèâëÿþùåãîñÿ, äàëüøå...
Ìíå êàæåòñÿ, åãî "êðàñèâûé äðàêîí" âçäûõàåò,
êîãäà ðåáåíîê ìàøåò ðóêîé è îòâîðà÷èâàåòñÿ.
ß õî÷ó îñòàíîâèòü ó÷èòåëÿ è ó÷åíèêà,
Ðàññìîòðåòü, âìåñòå ñ íèìè, îêñþìîðîíû:
êðàñèâûé äðàêîí, ñïîêîéíûé ðåáåíîê.
Îí íå íóæäàåòñÿ â ìîèõ
íðàâîó÷åíèÿõ ó÷èòåëÿ àíãëèéñêîãî
ýòîò  ÷óäåñíûé ìàëü÷èê,
ïîòîìó ÷òî ýòî ÷óäî ïðèðîäû
íàó÷èëî åãî ïëûòü
ãëóáæå èìåí è ÿðëûêîâ,
÷òîáû íå íàëåòàòü íà ðèôû,
íå ñòàòü ïëåííèêîì ðèôîâ.

* Ëîíã Áè÷ — ãîðîä â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå.
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Annette Allen

What Is and What Is Not

At dusk when houses forgot their doors,
and farmers went hatless, my sister pulled
me barefoot under shady oak, past
the drugstore of vanilla cokes where yellow
moons fringed the path to the bandshell.

Music opened its wings to the wind who
lifted a baton, a signal for fireflies to
flicker, the small fires kissing the grass,
lighting sharps and notes of the band’s tune
straining for crescendo at evening’s end.

Each blade of fire was overture to reverie,
that song of happy solitude where
what is and what is not fuse in flame,
changeable and fugitive as love would be.
But on Sunday nights at the concerts,

the tiny torches banished darkness,
like lighted candles that say you are
on holy ground, or like this memory
in its rapture, knowing fire smolders,
sometimes in ash, always in the soul.
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Аннет Аллен

×òî åñòü è ÷åãî íåò

Â ñóìåðêàõ, êîãäà äîìà çàáûâàëè î ñâîèõ  äâåðÿõ*
è ôåðìåðû óõîäèëè ñ íåïîêðûòîé ãîëîâîé, ìîÿ ñåñòðà òÿíóëà
ìåíÿ áîñóþ ïîä òåíèñòûé äóá,  ìèìî
àïòåêè ñ âàíèëüíûì  ìîðîæåíûì**, ãäå æåëòûå
ëóíû*** îêàéìëÿëè òðîïèíêó ê îðêåñòðîâîé ðàêîâèíå.

Ìóçûêà ðàñïàõèâàëà ñâîè êðûëüÿ âåòðó êîòîðûé
ïîäíèìàë äèðèæåðñêóþ ïàëî÷êó, ñèãíàë äëÿ ñâåòëÿ÷êîâ
ìåðöàòü,  ìàëåíüêèå îãîíüêè  öåëîâàëè òðàâó,
îñâåùàÿ äèåçû è íîòû îðêåñòðîâîé ìåëîäèè
êîòîðàÿ ê êîíöó âå÷åðà  íàòÿãèâàëàñü â êðåùåíäî.

Êàæäûé  îòáëåñê ïëàìåíè áûë  óâåðòþðîé ê ìå÷òå,
ýòîé ïåñíè ñ÷àñòëèâîãî óåäèíåíèÿ ãäå
òî ÷òî åñòü è ÷åãî íåò ñïëàâëÿþòñÿ  â ïëàìåíè,
èçìåí÷èâîì è ìèìîëåòíîì êàê ëþáîâü.
Íî íà êîíöåðòàõ  âîñêðåñíûìè âå÷åðàìè

êðîøå÷íûå ôàêåëû èçãîíÿëè òåìíîòó,
êàê çàææåííûå ñâå÷è, êîòîðûå ãîâîðÿò ÷òî âû
íà ñâÿòîé çåìëå, èëè êàê ýòà ïàìÿòü
â ñâîåì âîñòîðãå, êîòîðîé âåäîìû  èñêðîìåòíûå ïðîáëåñêè,
èíîãäà â ïåïëå,  âñåãäà — â äóøå.

* Èìååòñÿ â âèäó âðåìÿ, êîãäà ëþäè íå çàïèðàëè äâåðè ñâîèõ äîìîâ, íå áîÿëèñü
   îñòàâèòü äîìà îòêðûòûìè.

** Àâòîð óïîìèíàåò î òîì âðåìåíè, êîãäà ïðîäàâàåìûå â àïòåêàõ íàïèòêè è
     ìîðîæåíîå  ãîòîâèëèñü â ñàòóðàòîðàõ è ðàçëèâàëèñü â ñòàêàí÷èêè. Òîí
     ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ — òîñêà ïî ïðîøëîìó.

*** Èìåþòñÿ â âèäó êðóãëûå ôîíàðè, îñâåùàâøèå äîðîæêó.



168 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry



169Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

MYTHS AND VARIETIES OF
RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE
"our animal selves glitter
with new-found grace"

МИФЫ И РАЗЛИЧНЫЕ
РЕЛИГИОЗНЫЕ ОЗАРЕНИЯ

"íàøè æèâîòíûå ñóùíîñòè áëèñòàþò
îò íîâîé ìèëîñòè"
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Barbara Kidd Lawing

SCHOOL

The doors of the ship opened  we stepped
out and looked around everything
was strange we knew no names
we soon learned those were trees waving
their greetings sunrays delivering blessings
but the thing called weather refused
to stay the same we nestled close
together we’d survive but the storm
became a blizzard thievery and murder
became commonplace

old-timers urged us to
let things be not worry that very little
was the way we wanted it to be remember
they said the ship will come back this planet
has always been a school for the soul.

Jeffery Beam

A STONE FALLING,
A FALLING STONE

I am not afraid to fall.
Drop me from a tower and I
simply hit the earth. Hold on
to me, I am earth still.
I want to fall, it is the first
dream for me. And the earth
my drum that I play.

A stone falling, a falling stone.
Whether I burn or not —
that’s beside the point.
The point, this:
when the earth
makes a stone
the sky still fathers it.
When the earth makes a stone,
it’s made for falling.

I am not afraid to fall.
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Барбара Кидд Лоинг

ØÊÎËÀ

Äâåðè êîðàáëÿ ðàñïàõíóëèñü/ ìû
ñîøëè ñ íåãî è îãëÿäåëèñü âîêðóã/ âñå
áûëî ñòðàííûì/ íàçâàíèÿ íàì áûëè íå ïîíÿòíû/
ìû âñêîðå óçíàëè ÷òî äåðåâüÿ êà÷àÿñü
ïðèâåòñòâîâàëè íàñ/ óòðåííÿÿ çàðÿ ïîñûëàëà  áëàãîñëîâëåíèÿ
íî âåùü íàçûâàåìàÿ ïîãîäîé îòêàçûâàëàñü
îñòàâàòüñÿ òàêîé æå/ ìû óñòðîèëèñü áëèçêî
äðóã ê  äðóãó/ ìû áû âûæèëè íî ãðîçà
ïðåâðàòèëàñü â áóðþ/ âîðîâñòâî è óáèéñòâî
ñòàëè îáû÷íûì äåëîì
                                     áûâàëûå óáåæäàëè íàñ
îñòàâèòü âñå êàê åñòü/ íå áåñïîêîèòüñÿ ÷òî ëèøü íåìíîãîå
ïîëó÷àëîñü òàê êàê ìû õîòåëè/ ïîìíèòå
ãîâîðèëè îíè êîðàáëü âåðíåòñÿ/ ýòà ïëàíåòà
âñåãäà áûëà øêîëîé äëÿ äóøè.

Джеффери Бим

ÊÀÌÅÍÜ ÏÀÄÀÞÙÈÉ,
ÏÀÄÀÞÙÈÉ ÊÀÌÅÍÜ

ß íå áîþñü óïàñòü.
Ñáðîñüòå ìåíÿ ñ áàøíè è ÿ
óäàðþñü î çåìëþ. Äåðæèòåñü
çà ìåíÿ, ÿ âñå åùå çåìëÿ.
ß õî÷ó óïàñòü, ýòî ìîÿ ïåðâàÿ
ìå÷òà. À çåìëÿ
áàðàáàí, íà êîòîðîì ÿ èãðàþ.

Êàìåíü ïàäàåò, ïàäàþùèé êàìåíü.
Ãîðþ ÿ èëè íåò —
ýòî íå ñàìîå ãëàâíîå.
Ñóòü âîò â ÷åì:
êîãäà çåìëÿ
ñîçäàåò êàìåíü,
íåáî ïî-îòå÷åñêè çàáîòèòñÿ î íåì.
Êîãäà çåìëÿ ñîçäàåò êàìåíü,
îí  ñîçäàí ÷òîáû ïàäàòü.

ß íå áîþñü óïàñòü.
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Gail J. Peck

CAN CHANGE NOTHING

(What the Italian waiter said when I
complained about the step where I fell)

Disease-resistant olive trees
still held fruit in the Tuscan sun,
the grapes already harvested along the roads
of chestnuts, umbrella pines open to all forces.
Old men and young cycled through the village
of Gaiole in Chianti where I was soothed
by church bells echoing
what I’d long ago given up.

I was in the land where the Madonna’s face
was everywhere (an image
I’ve loved since childhood
when a friend took me to Mass,
past candles burning with prayers).
I brought back a plaque of the virgin,
vibrant with gold,
and placed it above one
where six angels play instruments
before what might be a coffin.

After my brother was born
incapable of speech,
my grandmother sent what money
she could to a healing evangelist,
then waited for a sign.
I watched her stand over the crib,
slowly saying words to make my brother smile —
her only reward, his laughter.
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Гэйл Дж. Пек

ÍÅËÜÇß ÍÈ×ÅÃÎ ÈÇÌÅÍÈÒÜ

(Что сказал итальянский официант, когда я
пожаловалась по поводу приступка, где я упала)

Áîëåçíåóñòîé÷èâûå îëèâêîâûå äåðåâüÿ
âñå åùå óäåðæèâàëè ïëîäû â òîñêàíñêîì ñîëíöå,
óæå ñîáðàí âèíîãðàä âäîëü äîðîã ñ êàøòàíàìè
ïî îáî÷èíå, çîíòè÷íûìè  ïèõòàìè  ïîäâåðæåííûìè  ëþáîé íåïîãîäå.
Ñòàðèêè  è þíîøè ïðîåçæàëè íà âåëîñèïåäàõ ïî äåðåâíå
Ãàéîëå  â Êüÿíòè  ãäå ìåíÿ óìèðîòâîðèë
çâîí  öåðêîâíûõ êîëîêîëîâ,  âîñêðåñèâ â ïàìÿòè òî
âî ÷òî ÿ äàâíûì-äàâíî ïåðåñòàëà âåðèòü.

Ýòî áûëî íà çåìëå ãäå ëèê Ìàäîííû
áûë  ïîâñþäó (ýòîò îáðàç
ÿ ëþáèëà ñ äåòñòâà — ñ òåõ ïîð êàê
ïîäðóãà ïðèâåëà  ìåíÿ íà ñëóæáó
ìèìî ñâå÷ ñãîðàþùèõ îò ìîëèòâ).
ß âåðíóëàñü ñ èêîíêîé Áîãîðîäèöû,
óêðàøåííîé çîëîòîì,
è ïîìåñòèëà åå íàä äðóãîé —
ãäå øåñòü àíãåëîâ èãðàëè íà ìóçûêàëüíûõ èíñòðóìåíòàõ
ïåðåä ÷åì-òî íàïîìèíàþùèì  ãðîá.

Êîãäà ðîäèëñÿ ìîé áðàò,
ëèøåííûé ñïîñîáíîñòè ãîâîðèòü,
ìîÿ áàáóøêà îòïðàâèëà âñå äåíüãè,
êîòîðûå îíà  ìîãëà ñîáðàòü, åâàíãåëèñòó-öåëèòåëþ*,
à ïîòîì âñå æäàëà çíàêà.
ß ñìîòðåëà  êàê îíà ñêëîíÿëàñü íàä äåòñêîé êðîâàòêîé,
ìåäëåííî ãîâîðèëà ñëîâà, ïîáóæäàÿ ìîåãî áðàòà óëûáíóòüñÿ —
åäèíñòâåííîé åå íàãðàäîé áûëà åãî óëûáêà.

* Ðå÷ü èäåò î ïðîïîâåäíèêàõ â ÑØÀ, êîòîðûå îáåùàþò èñöåëèòü, åñëè âåðóþùèå
   ïðèøëþò èì äåíüãè. Îíè âûñòóïàþò ïî ðàäèî è íà òåëåâèäåíèè, îáùàþòñÿ
   ñ òîëïàìè ëþäåé.



174 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

Miracles happen, people say,
and I’ve seen some more substantial
than Christ’s face on a tortilla.
To hold onto what I love,
I’d crawl on my knees on stone,
or make my way up mountainsides,
and I might promise anything
that would take me to
a time before.

Annella Rockson

Flood

To swim right out your bedroom window,
leave it all behind: bills and ledgers turned
to pulp as the world we knew is washed away
and you swim straight into the blazing sun,
arm over arm over arm and legs aflutter,
your head held high, the way they teach you
in life-saving classes. The horizon line
turns peripheral as the smell of green tree
tops drowns, the murk of old things.
Far in the distance floats a tiny boat, painted blue
like the boats you knew when you were young
and a boat on a lake in the sunlight was enough.
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×óäåñà ïðîèñõîäÿò, ãîâîðÿò ëþäè,
è ìíå äîâîäèëîñü âèäåòü áîëåå ñóùåñòâåííûå
÷åì ëèê Õðèñòà íà ìàèñîâîé ëåïåøêå.*
×òîáû óäåðæàòü òî, ÷òî ÿ ëþáëþ,
ÿ ïðîïîëçëà áû íà êîëåíÿõ ïî êàìíÿì,
èëè ïðîøëà áû  ÷åðåç âûñîêèå ãîðû,
è âñå îòäàëà áû çà òî,
÷òî âåðíóëî áû ìåíÿ
âî âðåìÿ áûëîå.

Аннелла Роксон

Íàâîäíåíèå **

Ïëûòü ïðÿìî èç îêíà òâîåé ñïàëüíè,
âñå îñòàâèòü: ñ÷åòà è êíèãè ñ ïîäñ÷åòàìè  ðàçìÿêëè
è ñòàëè ìåñèâîì, ïîòîìó ÷òî çíàêîìûé íàì ìèð ñìûò
è òû ïëûâåøü ïðÿìî íàâñòðå÷ó ïûëàþùåìó ñîëíöó,
ãðåáÿ îäíîé ðóêîé, ïîòîì äðóãîé,
ãîëîâà ïîäíÿòà ââåðõ, êàê òåáÿ ó÷èëè
íà êóðñàõ ñïàñàòåëåé. Ëèíèÿ ãîðèçîíòà
íè÷åì íå ïðåðûâàåòñÿ: çàïàõ çåëåíûõ âåðõóøåê
äåðåâüåâ çàãëóøàåò ìðàê ïðèâû÷íûõ âåùåé.
Âäàëåêå ïëûâåò êðîõîòíàÿ ëîäî÷êà, ïîêðàøåííàÿ â ñèíèé öâåò,
ïîõîæàÿ íà òå  ëîäêè, êîòîðûå òû çíàëà, êîãäà áûë ìîëîäà,
è ëîäêè íà îçåðå ïðè ñîëíå÷íîì ñâåòå áûëî äîñòàòî÷íî.

*Ïîäðàçóìåâàåòñÿ, ÷òî íåêîòîðûì ëþäÿì äîâîäèëîñü âèäåòü îáðàç Õðèñòà íà
  êðóãëîé ìàèñîâîé  ëåïåøêå èç ïðåñíîãî òåñòà, êîòîðóþ æàðÿò íà ñêîâîðîäå
  è åäÿò âìåñòî õëåáà â Ìåêñèêå.

**  Îñåíüþ 1999 ãîäà â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå ïðîèçîøëî ñòðàøíîå íàâîäíåíèå,
     âûçâàííîå óðàãàíîì. Àâòîð ïðåäñòàâëÿåò, ÷òî ìîãëî áû áûòü, åñëè áû
     ïðèøëîñü âûïëûâàòü ïðÿìî èç îêíà, íå âçÿâ ñ ñîáîé íè÷åãî.



176 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

The world is turned upside down:
a pig on one rooftop, a dog on another —
Coffins float downstream.
You could keep swimming,
but where are the others?
There is the problem of food.
Sooner or later, it has to be faced....
And suppose the rains come again?

You’re out there, no shelter.
You can’t sit on a rock like Andromeda.
Even she had to be rescued.
Maybe somehow you can dry
a bit of wood, find a cave,
figure It all out like Robinson Crusoe.

You remember now that isolated bit of beach
by the river up in the mountains.
You wanted to stay there forever.
A wild rose grew out of a rock, and just beyond
lay a pasture filled with flowers and gentle grasses,
wild berries, cows who stood in the water along the shore
seeking relief from heat. Where is relief now?

You keep moving, the water subsides, a dove circles.
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Ìèð ïåðåâåðíóëñÿ:
ñâèíüÿ íà îäíîé êðûøå, ñîáàêà íà äðóãîé —
Ãðîáû ïëûâóò âíèç ïî òå÷åíèþ.
Ìîæíî ïëûòü äàëüøå,
íî ãäå æå äðóãèå?
Ñóùåñòâóåò ïðîáëåìà åäû.
Ðàíî èëè ïîçäíî, ñ íåé ïðèäåòñÿ ñòîëêíóòüñÿ…
À ÷òî åñëè ñíîâà ïîéäåò äîæäü?

Òû ïîä îòêðûòûì íåáîì, óêðûòüñÿ íåãäå.
Òû íå ìîæåøü ñèäåòü íà ñêàëå êàê Àíäðîìåäà.*
Äàæå åå ïðèøëîñü ñïàñàòü.
Ìîæåò áûòü òåáå óäàñòñÿ êàê-òî âûñóøèòü
íåìíîãî äðîâ, íàéòè ïåùåðó,
ïîñòè÷ü òîò æå îïûò, ÷òî è Ðîáèíçîí Êðóçî.

Òåïåðü òû âñïîìèíàåøü òîò îáîñîáëåííûé ëîñêóòîê áåðåãà
ââåðõ ïî òå÷åíèþ â ãîðàõ.
Òåáå õîòåëîñü îñòàòüñÿ òàì íàâñåãäà.
Äèêàÿ ðîçà ðîñëà èç-ïîä êàìíÿ, à äàëüøå
ïðîñòèðàëîñü ïàñòáèùå, ïîëíîå öâåòîâ è çàëèâíûõ òðàâ,
äèêèõ ÿãîä, ñ êîðîâàìè, êîòîðûå ñòîÿëè â âîäå âäîëü áåðåãà
ñïàñàÿñü îò æàðû. Ãäå æå ñïàñåíüå òåïåðü?

Òû ïðîäîëæàåøü ïëûòü, âîäà óáûâàåò, êðóæèò ãîëóáêà.**

* Àíäðîìåäà — áîãèíÿ èç Ãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè, êîòîðàÿ áûëà ñïàñåíà îò
   ìîðñêîãî ÷óäîâèùà Ïåðñååì. Îíà áûëà âûñàæåíà íà êàìåíü.

** Ãîëóáêà íàïîìèíàåò î Íîå è  áèáëåéñêîì ïîòîïå, êîãäà ñïóñòÿ ñîðîê äíåé
     è ñîðîê íî÷åé ïðîëèâíîãî äîæäÿ âîäû ñòàëè óáûâàòü. Îá ýòîì óçíàëè,
     êîãäà ïðèëåòåëà ãîëóáêà, è â êëþâå ó íåå áûëà çåëåíàÿ âåòâü.
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Irene Blair Honeycutt

Driving up 181 to Jonas Ridge

The winter moon rises
full to brimming —
a gold-hammered icon
shimmering above the overlook
where generations have seen
the Brown Mountain Lights.
Its December face radiates gilt
enough to paint the ridges stiff
in gold leaf.
It pours itself out and still
has more to spare,
so spreads a Byzantine angel’s
wing over Jonas Ridge.
When I drive past an ochre field
close to Joe Poore Road,
I want to stop, for someone
has decorated a weathered shed
with Christmas lights,
and the ancient moon, having followed me
up the mountain, glows
on the horizon of this simple farm —
a still life now.
I think of the magi following
that star, and I’ve read that
in every icon the artist leaves
a space for the viewer’s soul
to enter. Somehow I feel
I have always been
in this scene standing beside the
road, questioning the wind,
gazing across a field
at the moon brightening
the ashen
sky.
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Айрин Блэйр Ханикатт

Ïîäúåçæàÿ ê Ãîðíîìó Õðåáòó Èîíà ïî 181 øîññå

Âîñõîäèò çèìíÿÿ ëóíà
íàïîëíåííàÿ äî êðàåâ —
âûêîâàííàÿ èç çîëîòà èêîíà
ìåðöàþùàÿ íàä âèäîì ñ âûñîòû
ãäå íå îäíî ïîêîëåíèå íàáëþäàëî
Ñâå÷åíèÿ Êîðè÷íåâîé Ãîðû. *
Åå äåêàáðüñêèé ëèê èçëó÷àåò ïîçîëîòó
ñòîëüêî, ÷òî ìîæíî ïîêðûòü âñå õðåáòû
òâåðäîé  êîðêîé çîëîòîãî ëèñòà.
Îíà ðàçëèâàåò ñâîé ñâåò, íî åãî åùå
ìíîãî â çàïàñå,
îí ïðîñòèðàåòñÿ êàê êðûëî Âèçàíòèéñêîãî àíãåëà
íàä Ãîðíûì Õðåáòîì Èîíà.
Êîãäà ÿ ïðîåçæàþ ìèìî ïîëÿ öâåòà îõðû
ðÿäîì ñ äîðîãîé Äæî Ïóðà,
ìíå õî÷åòñÿ îñòàíîâèòüñÿ, ïîòîìó ÷òî êòî-òî
óêðàñèë âèäàâøèé âèäû ñàðàé
Ðîæäåñòâåíñêèìè îãíÿìè,
è äðåâíÿÿ ëóíà, ïðîâîäèâ ìåíÿ
äî ñàìîé ãîðû, ñâåòèòñÿ
íà ãîðèçîíòå  ýòîé  îáûêíîâåííîé  ôåðìû —
ñåé÷àñ ýòî íàòþðìîðò.
ß äóìàþ î âîëõâàõ, êîòîðûå øëè
çà ýòîé çâåçäîé, è ÿ ãäå-òî ÷èòàëà ÷òî
â êàæäîé èêîíå õóäîæíèê îñòàâëÿåò
ìåñòî êóäà ìîæåò âîéòè äóøà òîãî
êòî íà íåå ñìîòðèò. Ó ìåíÿ òàêîå îùóùåíèå
÷òî ÿ âñåãäà áûëà ÷àñòüþ ýòîé êàðòèíû è ñòîÿëà
ó îáî÷èíû äîðîãè, ðàññïðàøèâàÿ âåòåð,
ãëÿäÿ ÷åðåç ïîëå
íà ëóíó, êîòîðàÿ ñâåòèëàñü â
ìåðòâåííî áëåäíîì
íåáå.
* Îäíè ñ÷èòàþò, ÷òî ýòî áûñòðûå ÿðêèå âñïûøêè. Äðóãèå óòâåðæäàþò, ÷òî ýòî

ìåäëåííûå ìåðöàíèÿ â äûìêå. Ñîãëàñíî èíäåéñêîé ëåãåíäå, îíè ïîÿâëÿëèñü íà
Êîðè÷íåâîé ãîðå ñ 1200-õ ãîäîâ. Ìåñòíûå ýðóäèòû ãîâîðÿò, ÷òî Òîìàñ Ýäèñîí,
èçîáðåòàòåëü ýëåêòðè÷åñêîé ëàìïî÷êè, áûë îäíèì èç òåõ, êòî ïðèçíàâàë, ÷òî
îíè íå ïîääàþòñÿ íàó÷íîìó îáúÿñíåíèþ. Îäíàêî áûëî ìíîãî ïîïûòîê
îáúÿñíèòü ýòîò ôåíîìåí. Íàèáîëåå ðàñïðîñòðàíåííîå îáúÿñíåíèå ñâîäèòñÿ ê
òîìó, ÷òî ýòî îòðàæåíèå ìàøèí èëè ïðîõîäÿùèõ ïîåçäîâ. Òå, êòî îïðîâåðãàåò
ýòó òåîðèþ, ãîâîðÿò, ÷òî èõ âèäåëè çàäîëãî äî òîãî, êàê âñå ýòî  áûëî
èçîáðåòåíî. Íà÷èíàÿ ñ 1913 ãîäà,  áûëî ïðîâåäåíî íåñêîëüêî èññëåäîâàíèé.
Êàêîâà áû íè áûëà èñòèííàÿ ïðè÷èíà ïîÿâëåíèÿ ýòîãî íåîáû÷íîãî ÿâëåíèÿ  —
îíè ïîääàþòñÿ  íàó÷íîìó  îáúÿñíåíèþ (íåêîòîðûå ñ÷èòàþò, ÷òî ýòî îòðàæåíèå
ðàçðÿäîâ ìîëíèè â ãðîçó) èëè èìåþò  ñâåðõúåñòåñòâåííîå ïðîèñõîæäåíèå
(ñîãëàñíî ñóùåñòâóþùèì ìèôàì ýòî ñâÿçàíî ñ óáèéñòâàìè, áèòâàìè èíäåéöåâ,
íåñáûâøåéñÿ ëþáîâüþ), — ìíîãèå ñîãëàñíû ñ òåì, ÷òî ýòî ÷àñòü ìàãèè ãîð.
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Joseph Bathanti

Easter

They stand like shades
against the skyline,
in resurrection suits
and second-day dresses;
waiting to be gathered
and burned by the first fires
of dawn which, they have come to believe,
will perfect their two days’ planted fruit.
Now like the rush of souls
it leaps across the sky
shredding fog with cerise
flames sudden as tongues.
And there can be no denial
of this white light which carves
fields rife with wheat and corn,
and sculpts holy men behind plows,
draws the harrow and martingale;
nor the flash and raiment of seeds
above the red river mouth.
Behold.
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Джозеф Батанти

Ïàñõà*

Îíè ñòîÿò êàê òåíè
íà ôîíå  ãîðèçîíòà,
â êîñòþìàõ âîñêðåñåíèÿ
è ïëàòüÿõ  âòîðîãî äíÿ;
æäóò ÷òî èõ ñîáåðóò
è ñîæãóò ïåðâûìè îãíÿìè
ðàññâåòà, è ýòî, êàê îíè óâåðîâàëè,
äîâåäåò äî ñîâåðøåíñòâà èõ äâóõäíåâíûé óðîæàé.
Ñåé÷àñ êàê ïîðûâû äóø
ðàññâåò áðåçæèò íà  íåáå,
ðàçãîíÿÿ òóìàí ñâåòëî-âèøíåâûì
ïëàìåíåì áûñòðûì êàê ÿçûêè.
È íè÷åì íå îïðîâåðãíåøü
ýòîò áåëûé ñâåò êîòîðûé ðåæåò
ïîëÿ èçîáèëóþùèå ïøåíèöåé è êóêóðóçîé,
è âàÿåò ñâÿòûõ  èäóùèõ çà ïëóãîì,
òÿíåò áîðîíó è ìàðòèíãàë;
íåîïðîâåðæèìà è ïûøíîñòü îäåÿíèÿ çåìëè ïîä ïîñåâîì
íàä óñòüåì êðàñíîé ðåêè.
Ñå ÷åëîâåê.

* Àâòîð ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ôåðìåðîâ, êîòîðûå ñîáèðàþòñÿ ïàõàòü çåìëþ è ñòîÿò,
   êàê âíîâü íà Ïàñõó âîñêðåñøèå èç ìåðòâûõ.
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Glennis Redmond

My Gods Don’t Play

My gods don’t play
Stuck tightfistedStoic
in some
greco-roman
bowel grunting
quagmire of clay
pose
gone
passe.

My gods
african dark
deep
hang around me
like my "peeps"
swaying like hip waters
busting a black wave
over the atlantic.

Naw, my gods
don’t play
they down
with the beat
they dance.
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Гленнис Редмонд

Ìîè Áîãè íå øóòÿò

Ìîè áîãè íå ïðèêèäûâàþòñÿ
ñêàðåäíûìè ñòîèêàìè
â ÷üèõ-òî
ãðåêî-ðèìñêèõ
âíóòðåííîñòÿõ íå êðÿõòÿò
ãëèíÿíûì áîëîòîì
â ïîçå
äàâíî
âûøåäøåé èç ìîäû.

Ìîè áîãè
àôðèêàíñêèå  òåìíûå
òàèíñòâåííûå
êðóòÿòñÿ âîçëå ìåíÿ
êàê ìîÿ ðîäíÿ,
ðàñêà÷èâàÿñü êàê âîäû èç ñòîðîíû â ñòîðîíó
âçðûâàÿñü ÷åðíîé âîëíîé
íàä Àòëàíòèêîé.

Íåò, ìîè áîãè
íå øóòÿò
îíè æèâóò
ðèòìîì
îíè ïëÿøóò.
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Glennis Redmond

If I ain’t African

If I ain’t African
someone tell my heart
to stop beating like a djembe drum.

If I ain’t African
someone tell my hair
to stop curling up like the continent
it is from.

If I ain’t African
someone tell my lips
to stop singing a Yoruban song.
someone speak to my hips
tell them their sway
is all wrong.

If I ain’t African
how come I know the way home?
Along the Ivory Coast
feel it in my breast of bones.

If I ain’t African
how come my feet do this African dance?
How come every time
I’m in New Orleans-Charleston
I fall into a trance?

If I ain’t African how come
I know things I ain’t suppose to know
about the middle passage-slavery
feel it deep down
in my soul?

If I ain’t African
someone tell their gods
to stop calling on me,
Obatala, Ellegba, Elleggua,
Yemaya, Oshun
Ogun!
Tell me why I faint
every time
there is a full moon.
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Гленнис Редмонд

Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé

Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû  ìîåìó  ñåðäöó
ïåðåñòàòü  áèòüñÿ ïîäîáíî áàðàáàííîìó áîþ.
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû ìîèì âîëîñàì
ïåðåñòàòü âèòüñÿ, êàê êîíòèíåíò,
ñäåëàâøèé èõ òàêèìè.
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû  ìîèì óñòàì
íå ïåòü ïåñíþ  Éîðóáà,*
êòî-òî ñêàçàë áû, ÷òî ìîè áåäðà
ðàñêà÷èâàþòñÿ
íå â òàêò.
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êàê áû ÿ  çíàëà äîðîãó äîìîé?
Ïî Áåðåãó Ñëîíîâîé Êîñòè
êàê ÷óâñòâîâàëà áû ýòî â ñâîåé ãðóäè?
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êàê áû íîãè ìîè ñòàëè îòïëÿñûâàòü àôðèêàíñêèé òàíåö?
ïî÷åìó êàæäûé ðàç,
áûâàÿ â ×àðëñòîíå â Íîâîì Îðëåàíå,
ÿ ïðèõîäèëà áû â ýêñòàç?
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
îòêóäà áû ÿ  çíàëà  î òîì, ÷åãî íå äîâåëîñü èñïûòàòü ìíå ñàìîé,
î äîðîãå ðàáñòâà,
êàê áû ÿ ÷óâñòâîâàëà  ýòî â ãëóáèíå
ñâîåé äóøè?
=
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû  áîãàì
íå ãîâîðèòü ñî ìíîé,
Îáàòàëà, Ýëëåãáà, Ýëëåãâà,
Éåìàéà, Îøóí
Îãóí!**
Ñêàæèòå ìíå, ïî÷åìó ÿ ïàäàþ äóõîì
êàæäûé ðàç,
êîãäà ïîëíîëóíèå.
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If I ain’t African
how come I hear
Africa Africa Africa
everywhere I go?
Hear it in my heartbeat
hear it high
hear it low.

If I ain’t African
someone tell my soul
to lose this violet flame
someone tell their gods
to call another name.
someone take this drum beat
out of my heart
someone give my tongue
a new mouth
to part.

If I ain’t African
someone tell my feet
to speak to my knees
to send word to my hips
to press a message on my breast
to sing a song
to my lips
to whisper in my ear
If I ain’t African
If I ain’t African
If I ain’t African
Please
tell my eyes
"Cause If I ain’t African
I ain’t livin’
and God knows
I ain’t
ALIVE!
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Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êàê  ÿ ìîãëà  áû ñëûøàòü
Àôðèêà, Àôðèêà, Àôðèêà,
ãäå áû ÿ íè áûëà?
Ñëûøàòü ýòî â áèåíèè ìîåãî ñåðäöà,
ñëûøàòü ãðîìêî,
ñëûøàòü òèõî.

Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû, ÷òîáû ìîÿ äóøà
óòðàòèëà ñâîé ïûë,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû, ÷òîáû  áîãè
çàáûëè ìåíÿ,
÷òîáû êòî-òî âûðâàë  ýòîò áàðàáàííûé áîé
èç ìîåãî ñåðäöà,
÷òîáû êòî-òî âëîæèë  ìîé ÿçûê
â äðóãîé ðîò.

Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
êòî-òî ïðèêàçàë áû ìîèì ñòîïàì
ñêàçàòü ìîèì  êîëåíÿì,
÷òîáû òå ïåðåäàëè ìîèì áåäðàì,
÷òîáû òå âòèñíóëè  ïîñëàíèå â  ìîþ ãðóäü,
÷òîáû òà ñïåëà  ïåñíþ ìîèì óñòàì,
÷òîáû  òå ïðîøåïòàëè ìíå â óõî
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
Íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
Ïîæàëóéñòà,
Ñêàæèòå ìîèì ãëàçàì,
Ïîòîìó ÷òî íå áóäü ÿ Àôðèêàíêîé,
ÿ áû íå æèëà,
è Áîã çíàåò,
÷òî ÿ
ÍÅ ÆÈËÀ!

* ßçûê Éîðóáà îòíîñèòñÿ ê Ñóäàíñêîé ñåìüå Àôðèêàíñêèõ ÿçûêîâ.

**  Îáàòàëà, Ýëëåãáà, Ýëëåãâà, Éåìàéà, Îøóí, Îãóí —  Àôðèêàíñêèå áîãè.
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Irene Blair Honeycutt

Adobe Night in Taos

Listen!
The gods are walking across gravel.
The adobe house,
windows pressed like ears to the darkness
waits.
Then
moonlight blue on the curtains,
silence
so
deep
the thick clay walls begin to drone.
My skin tingles with wings.

Stephen Lautermilch

ON TRYING TO READ A LETTER FROM A FRIEND

for a master of the wind instruments. Sego Canyon, near Thompson, Utah

I am trying to read your words
but only here and there does the little water
that films these eyes bring your writing into focus.
All else is a blur, though the moon
beyond the curve of the planet
lets all the stars shine.
Now the coyotes have begun to howl
and even the owls cry,
raising their voices like a litany over the mesa,
calling for their old friend to appear.
The painting of these rock faces, so old
their bodies have no limbs.
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Айрин Блэйр Ханикатт

Ïîðèñòàÿ íî÷ü â Òàîñå

Óñëûøüòå!
Áîãè ïðîõîäÿò ÷åðåç áàëëàñò.
Ãëèíîáèòíûé äîì,
îêíà  ïðèæàòû êàê óøè ê òåìíîòå,
æäåò.
Çàòåì —
ëóííûé ñâåò ãîëóáîé íà øòîðàõ,
òèøèíà
òàêàÿ
ãëóáîêàÿ —
òîëñòûå ãëèíÿíûå ñòåíû íà÷èíàþò ãóäåòü.
Ìîÿ êîæà îùóùàåò òðåïåò êðûëüåâ.

Стивен Лаутермильк

ÊÀÊ ß ÏÛÒÀËÑß ÏÐÎ×ÈÒÀÒÜ ÏÈÑÜÌÎ ÎÒ ÄÐÓÃÀ

мастеру духовых инструментов. Сего Каньон, возле Томпсона, Юта.

ß ïûòàþñü ïðî÷èòàòü òâîè ñëîâà,
íî ëèøü èíîãäà ýòà âîäè÷êà,
êîòîðàÿ çàñòèëàåò ãëàçà, ñîáèðàåò íàïèñàííîå òîáîé â ôîêóñ.
À òàê âñå ðàñïëûâàåòñÿ, õîòÿ  ïîä ëóíîé
íàä èçãèáîì ïëàíåòû
âñå çâåçäû ñèÿþò.
Òåïåðü êîéîòû íà÷àëè âûòü
è äàæå ñîâû óõàþò, —
ãðîì÷å è ãðîì÷å, ñëîâíî ëèòàíèÿ,
çîâóò ñâîåãî ñòàðîãî äðóãà ïîÿâèòüñÿ.
Êðàñêè ýòèõ êàìåííûõ ëèö,
èõ  äðåâíèå òåëà, êàê îáðóáêè — áåç ðóê è íîã.
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Dawn Evans Radford

Convent

She-wolf smells
odors of the sacred —
folds her furry breasts
and slips from
milk-eyed pups.

She goes to dance
and gather bones
by light of crimson-ribboned
heat lightnings.
Old wolves in blue-ringed eyes
dance a clearing
among cactus clumps.
Primal parents:
She-wolf and old,
collecting bones.

She will come up
from the valley at dawn
bearing a hank of beard
and bones with skin hoarding
its moisture.

What shall pups do,
but crunch and crack
the bones she gathers
in herwildish foray.

She will be born into them —
predator —
born into them
seven times
a full-moon cycle.



191Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

Дон Эванс Радфорд

Ñáîðèùå

Âîë÷èöà ÷óâñòâóåò
çàïàõè  ñâÿùåííîãî —
ïðÿ÷åò â ñêëàäêè ìåõà ãðóäè
è ïîñïåøíî îñòàâëÿåò
âîë÷àò ñ ìîëî÷íûìè ãëàçàìè.

Îíà óõîäèò òàíöåâàòü
è  ñîáèðàòü êîñòè
ïðè ñâåòå êðîâàâûõ ëåíò
ëåòíèõ çàðíèö.
Ñòàðûå âîë÷èöû ñ ãëàçàìè â ñèíèõ êðóãàõ
òàíöóþò íà ïëîùàäêå
ñðåäè  ãëûá êàêòóñà.
Ïåðâîíà÷àëüíîå ðîäñòâî:
Âîë÷èöà-Îíà è òå, ñòàðûå,
âûèñêèâàþùèå êîñòè.

Îíà ïîÿâèòñÿ
èç äîëèíû íà ðàññâåòå
ñ êëî÷êîì  áîðîäû
è â  êîñòÿõ ïîä êîæåé áóäåò ïðèïðÿòàíà
âëàãà.

Âîë÷àòà áóäóò òîëüêî
ãðûçòü è ïîõðóñòûâàòü
êîñòÿìè êîòîðûå îíà äîáûâàåò
íà ñâîåé  äèêîé âûëàçêå.

Îíà ðîäèòñÿ â íèõ —
õèùíèöà —
ðîäèòñÿ â íèõ
êîãäà ïðîéäåò ñåìü öèêëîâ
ïîëíîëóíèÿ.
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Gabriel Morris

Creation Myth

I wish I had a magnolia tree to stand under during the rain
with its strong unyielding fleshy feminine leaves catching water
like a woman’s hands cupped in supplication before a weeping Virgin —
the magnolia is a woman, or many women together,
their legs linked together and hair twined into wide knotted arm-branches
keeping their multiple hands and heavy white flowers like Cerean breasts aloft;
and there is no virgin like the sky.
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Габриель Моррис

Ìèô î ñîòâîðåíèè ìèðà

ß õîòåë áû èìåòü äåðåâî ìàãíîëèè, ÷òîáû ñòîÿòü ïîä íèì â äîæäü
è îíî óäåðæèâàëî áû âîäó ïëîòíîé êðîíîé èç æåíñòâåííûõ ëèñòüåâ,
ïîõîæèõ íà æåíñêèå ëàäîíè, ñëîæåííûå ÷àøåé ïåðåä ïëà÷óùåé Äåâîé —
ìàãíîëèÿ ýòî æåíùèíà èëè ìíîãî íåðàçëó÷íûõ æåíùèí,
èõ íîãè òåñíî ïåðåïëåëèñü è âîëîñû çàâÿçàíû ñïëåòåíüåì ðóê-âåòâåé,
ìíîæåñòâî ëàäîíåé è òÿæåëûå áåëûå öâåòû, ñëîâíî ãðóäè Öåðåðû,

îáðàùåíû ââûñü;
è íåò äðóãîé äåâû êðîìå íåáà.
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Becky Gould Gibson

First Life
To the savage the world in
general is animate, and trees
are no exception to the rule.
He thinks they have souls like
his own and he treats them
accordingly.

Frazer, The Golden Bough

A gold limb brought me home
to a forest in Boeotia
where I lived as a white oak
putting on centuries of girth
at the heart of a clearing.
I had room to spread,
only myself to balance.
I remember rain
and heat rushing my veins,
the tingle of green making.
I liked to expand leaves,
tend each as if
it were a new idea.
Then I could breathe
in all directions.
But I knew winter, too,
how to grow dense,
draw down so hard into pith
an unheard pulse emptied
the clearing even of birds.
I was all earth’s
plea for absence.
There’s too much light
for such quiet now.
But then I could hear soil
ready itself for rain, rock
acquiesce to snow.
I got used to quiet,
standing so long in a forest
with only the world’s body
to listen to.
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Бэки Гоулд Гибсон

Ïåðâàÿ æèçíü
Äëÿ äèêàðÿ ìèð  â
öåëîì æèâîé, è äåðåâüÿ
íå èñêëþ÷åíèå èç ïðàâèëà.
Îí äóìàåò, ÷òî ó íèõ åñòü äóøà, êàê è ó íåãî
ñàìîãî, è îí îáðàùàåòñÿ ñ íèìè
êàê ïîäîáàåò.

                              Ôðåéçåð. Çîëîòàÿ âåòâü.

Çîëîòàÿ âåòâü ïðèâåëà ìåíÿ äîìîé
â  ëåñ, â Áåîòèþ,
ãäå ÿ æèëà áåëûì äóáîì
îáðàñòàÿ âåêàìè â îáõâàòå
ïîñðåäè ïîëÿíû.
Ìíå áûëî ãäå ðàñêèíóòüñÿ,
òîëüêî ñåáÿ óäåðæèâàÿ â ðàâíîâåñèè.
ß ïîìíþ,  êàê äîæäü
è æàðà  ñòðåìèòåëüíî ì÷àëèñü ïî ìîèì æèëêàì,
òðåïåò ïîÿâëåíèÿ çåëåíè.
Ìíå íðàâèëîñü ðàñêèäûâàòü ëèñòüÿ,
çàáîòèòüñÿ î êàæäîì  áóäòî
ýòî áûë  íîâûé çàìûñåë.
Òîãäà ÿ ìîãëà äûøàòü
ñâîáîäíî.
Íî ÿ çíàâàëà è õîëîäà,
ìîãëà ñúåæèòüñÿ,
ïðèíèêíóòü ê çåìëå, êîãäà
íåñëûøèìûé  ðèòì îïóñòîøàë
ýòó ïîëÿíó äàæå îò ïòèö.
Âñå ýòî áûëà ìîëüáà
çåìëè îá óåäèíåíèè.
Ñëèøêîì ìíîãî ñâåòà
äëÿ  òàêîãî ïîêîÿ.
ß ìîãëà ñëûøàòü êàê çåìëÿ
ãîòîâèëàñü ê äîæäÿì, êàìíè
ñìèðÿëèñü â îæèäàíèè ñíåãà.
ß ïðèâûêëà ê òèøèíå,
ñòîÿ òàê äîëãî â ëåñó
ãäå  òîëüêî òåëî ìèðà
ìîæíî ñëûøàòü.
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Jim Clark

Dancing on Canaan’s Ruins

Our feet are drawn over the darkened face
of earth. We harbor light in our keen eyes.
Our animal selves glitter with new-found grace.

We move in the brilliance of instinct toward a place
where roads dissolve into the empty skies;
our feet are drawn over the darkened face.

So, a road to begin, a sort of base
something our song can change, our dance alchemize;
our animal selves glitter with new-found grace.

To dance is to rise up from the ruins and trace,
in ash, a song of the shedding of old lies:
Our feet are drawn over the darkened face

of earth. A blind road opens into space
where dancers, hand-in-hand, through hill tops rise —
Our animal selves glitter with new-found grace.

We are moving on. "The lost have their own pace,"
a voice like a bird’s in the shining forest cries.
Our feet are drawn over the darkened face.
Our animal selves glitter with new-found grace.
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Джим Кларк

Òàíöóÿ íà Ðóèíàõ Çåìëè îáåòîâàííîé *

Íàøè íîãè äâèæóòñÿ ïî ïîòåìíåâøåìó ëèêó
çåìëè. Â íàøèõ îáîñòðåííûõ âçîðàõ òàèòñÿ ñâåò.
Íàøè æèâîòíûå ñóùíîñòè áëèñòàþò îò íîâîé ìèëîñòè.

Íàñ ãîíèò èíñòèíêò ïî ìåñòíîñòè
ãäå ó ãîðèçîíòà äîðîãè òåðÿåòñÿ ñëåä;
íàøè íîãè äâèæóòñÿ ïî ïîòåìíåâøåìó ëèêó.

Âîò íîâûé ïóòü, âîò ïðîñòîé ìåòàëë,
êîòîðûé íàøà ïåñíÿ ïåðåïëàâèò,  íàø òàíåö â çîëîòî ïðåâðàòèò;
íàøè æèâîòíûå ñóùíîñòè áëèñòàþò îò íîâîé ìèëîñòè.

Òàíöåâàòü çíà÷èò ïîäíÿòüñÿ èç ðóèí è íà÷åðòàòü
íà  ïåïåëèùå ïåñíþ îá îòòîðæåíèè áûëîé ëæè:
íàøè íîãè äâèæóòñÿ ïî ïîòåìíåâøåìó ëèêó

çåìëè. Íåâèäèìàÿ äîðîãà îòêðûòà â ïðîñòîðû
ãäå òàíöîðû, âçÿâøèñü çà ðóêè, íàä âåðøèíàìè ãîð âîçíîñÿòñÿ —
Íàøè æèâîòíûå ñóùíîñòè áëèñòàþò îò íîâîé ìèëîñòè.

Ìû ïðîäîëæàåì èäòè. "Ó ïîòåðÿâøèõñÿ ñâîè ñêîðîñòè",
ïîåò ÷åé-òî ãîëîñ, ïîõîæèé íà ïòè÷èé â ñâåðêàþùåì ëåñó.
Íàøè íîãè äâèæóòñÿ ïî ïîòåìíåâøåìó ëèêó.
Íàøè æèâîòíûå ñóùíîñòè áëèñòàþò îò íîâîé ìèëîñòè.

* Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå íàïèñàíî  â ñòèëå âèëëàíåëü — ëèðè÷åñêîå ñòèõîòâîðåíèå â
   ñòàðîôðàíöóçñêîé ïîýçèè. Çåìëÿ îáåòîâàííàÿ — Õàíààí, ÷àñòü Ïàëåñòèíû.
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Earl Carlton Huband

An Object in the Road

The road is dusty.  You inhale the dust.
The road is barren.  You are afraid to leave it.
Tombstones line the road.  Each side beckons.
You see an object in the road, emerging.
You approach the object, find it within your grasp.
Soft and pliant, it feels like a lump of meat.
Blood drips through your fingers into the dust.
You feel the object stir within your hand.
You place it against your chest.  It feeds and feeds.
When it is done, you put it down, move on.
The road is dusty.  You inhale the dust.
The road is barren.  You are afraid to leave it.
Tombstones line the road.  Each side beckons.
You see an object in the road, emerging.
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Эрл Карлтон Хабэнд

×òî-òî íà Äîðîãå

Äîðîãà â ïûëè. Òû âäûõàåøü ïûëü.
Äîðîãà ïóñòûííà. Òû áîèøüñÿ ñîéòè ñ íåå.
Íàäãðîáíûå ïëèòû âäîëü äîðîãè. Êàæäàÿ ñòîðîíà ìàíèò ê ñåáå.
Òû âèäèøü êàê ÷òî-òî ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ íà äîðîãå.
Òû ïîäõîäèøü ê ýòîìó íå÷òî, îáíàðóæèâàåøü — äî íåãî ðóêîé ïîäàòü.
Ìÿãêèé è ïîäàòëèâûé, íà îùóïü îí ïîõîæ íà  êóñîê ìÿñà.
Êðîâü êàïëÿìè ñòåêàåò ñêâîçü òâîè ïàëüöû â ïûëü.
Òû îùóùàåøü êàê ýòî íå÷òî øåâåëèòñÿ ïîä òâîåé ðóêîé.
Òû ïðèæèìàåøü åãî ê ñâîåé ãðóäè. Îí êîðìèòñÿ è êîðìèòñÿ.
Êîãäà îí ñòàíîâèòñÿ ñûòûì, òû îïóñêàåøü åãî, èäåøü äàëüøå.
Äîðîãà â ïûëè. Òû âäûõàåøü ïûëü.
Äîðîãà ïóñòûííà. Òû áîèøüñÿ ñîéòè ñ íåå.
Íàäãðîáíûå ïëèòû âäîëü äîðîãè. Êàæäàÿ ñòîðîíà ìàíèò ê ñåáå.
Òû âèäèøü, êàê ÷òî-òî ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ íà äîðîãå.
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Barbara J.Mayer

THE MUSHROOM CLOUD

spreads like a smoky inkblot
across the newspaper page, above
green pastures and marching
formations of trees. Here and there,
houses dot the fields, bits of color
dabbed on by an artist who thinks
"There is too much green —
I must add some red and white."
This happened ten miles east
of Sarajevo, city with a name
like a lament. Could this be
the third world war, arriving with
my morning coffee? I have seen
this cloud before, in newsreels,
my worst nightmares. It takes me
back to high school, a classmate’s poem
about the aftermath of nuclear
holocaust — a world without people,
tree without leaves, a legless horse
screaming in the grass.
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Барбара Дж. Мэйер

ÃÐÈÁÎÂÈÄÍÎÅ ÎÁËÀÊÎ

ðàñïîëçàåòñÿ çàòóìàíåííûì ÷åðíèëüíûì ïÿòíîì
ïî ãàçåòíîé  ñòðàíèöå, íàä
çåëåíûìè ïàñòáèùàìè è  äåðåâüÿìè,
ïîñàæåííûìè â ðÿä. Òî çäåñü, òî òàì
â ïîëÿõ ðàçáðîñàíû äîìèêè, ñëîâíî ëåãêèå ìàçêè
êðàñêîé,  íàíåñåííûå õóäîæíèêîì, êîòîðûé ïîäóìàë:
"Ñëèøêîì ìíîãî çåëåíîãî —
Ñòîèò äîáàâèòü íåìíîãî êðàñíîãî è áåëîãî".
Ýòî ïðîèçîøëî â äåñÿòè ìèëÿõ ê âîñòîêó
îò Ñàðàåâî, ãîðîäà ñ íàçâàíèåì
ïîõîæèì íà ïëà÷. Íåóæåëè ýòî
òðåòüÿ ìèðîâàÿ âîéíà ïðèõîäèò
êî ìíå  ñ óòðåííèì êîôå? ß âèäåëà
ýòî îáëàêî ðàíüøå, â êèíîõðîíèêå,
â ñàìûõ ñòðàøíûõ íî÷íûõ êîøìàðàõ. Îíî óíîñèò
ìåíÿ ñíîâà â øêîëó, â ñòèõîòâîðåíèå íàïèñàííîå
îäíîêëàññíèêîì î ïîñëåäñòâèÿõ ÿäåðíîé
êàòàñòðîôû — ìèð áåç ëþäåé,
äåðåâüÿ áåç ëèñòâû, áåçíîãàÿ ëîøàäü
èñòîøíî êðè÷èò â òðàâå.
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Keith Flynn

A Psalm For Camille
(born July 14, 1998)

First of all, little one.
let me tell you about life.
Everything I have said
that I would never do
I have done.

I decided early on
that no one was happy all the time.
There are slivers of happiness,
needles of momentary joy
that enter your life
with a flush poke-through.

And everyone knows
that to find a needle
in a haystack,
you have to burn
the whole damn thing.

The dogs of war, Camille,
are just deaf old men
with accordions, puffing and squawking
for a patch of street corner
to call their own.

In every mirror
there is a dove waiting
to swim into your heart.
That is your mother singing.
Your father is the echo of his father,
a cliff along the coast
covered in birds.
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Кит Флин

Ïñàëîì Äëÿ Êàìèëëû
 (родилась 14 июля, 1998)

Ïðåæäå âñåãî, ìàëûøêà,
ÿ õî÷ó  ðàññêàçàòü òåáå î æèçíè.
Âñå, ÷åãî ÿ  êëÿëñÿ
íå äåëàòü,
ÿ  óæå ñäåëàë.

ß äàâíî ðåøèë äëÿ ñåáÿ,
÷òî íèêòî íå áûâàåò ñ÷àñòëèâ âñå âðåìÿ.
Åñòü îñêîëêè ñ÷àñòüÿ,
èãëû ïðåõîäÿùåé ðàäîñòè,
êîòîðûå âõîäÿò â òâîþ æèçíü,
ïðîêîëîâ àêêóðàòíóþ äûðî÷êó.

È êàæäûé çíàåò,
÷òîáû íàéòè èãîëêó
â ñòîãå ñåíà,
ïðèäåòñÿ  ñæå÷ü
âåñü ÷åðòîâ ñòîã.

Ïñû âîéíû, Êàìèëëà,
ïðîñòî ãëóõèå ñòàðèêè
ñ àêêîðäåîíàìè,  êîòîðûå ïûõòÿò è îðóò
èç-çà êëî÷êà ìåñòà íà óãëó óëèöû,
ñâîåãî, ñîáñòâåííîãî.

Â êàæäîì çåðêàëå
æèâåò ãîëóáêà, êîòîðàÿ ãîòîâà
ïîðõíóòü â òâîå ñåðäöå.
Ýòî ïîåò òâîÿ ìàìà.
Òâîé ïàïà — ýõî ñâîåãî îòöà,
êðóòîé  îáðûâ âäîëü áåðåãà,
óñûïàííûé ïòèöàìè.
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Drawn by the knot-holes in the beach,
giant crabs and blind crustaceans
are wading from the surf
into the sun-split salt deposits
and the fierce mineral silence.

This is the place of angels, little Camille,
everywhere the invisible mouth
may suck, deep and slow.
In these caverns, your grandmother
and aunt point delightedly
and they know.

They smell the spray that paints
their faces with pearls.
The same salt pearls
poured out of the deepest well
when you were born,
gushing like a new river.

The tiny cherry that was your life
bobbed like a red cork in the storm.
Counting your fingers and toes,
we vowed to love you forever
and your little wax lips
kissed us every one, like a tiny candle
passing its flame from mouth to mouth.

In a sea of blood, Camille,
you are the wild plum
that will find root in the rock.
You are our northernmost star,
covered in golden leaves
and shining like a new mandolin.

Always speak the secret language
of the worms and the squid.
Put your soul where you want
and never doubt these lines.
In circles we will sing your story
and be restored, a family at last,
finding its orbit in your eyes.

Sept. 24, 1998
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Çàñòðÿâøèå â âÿçêèõ ÿìêàõ íà áåðåãó,
îãðîìíûå êðàáû è ñëåïûå ðàêè
ñ òðóäîì êàðàáêàþòñÿ èç ïðèáîÿ
â òðåñíóâøèå îò ñîëíöà ñîëÿíûå ðîññûïè
è æåñòîêîå êàìåííîå  áåçìîëâèå.

Çäåñü æèâóò àíãåëû, ìàëåíüêàÿ Êàìèëëà,
âñþäó ãäå íåçðèìûé ðîò
ìîæåò ñîñàòü, ãëóáîêî è ìåäëåííî.
Âîò â ýòèõ ïåùåðàõ, áàáóøêà
ñ òåòåé óêàçûâàþò âîñõèùåííî,
îíè òî÷íî çíàþò.

Îíè âäûõàþò âîäÿíûå áðûçãè, óêðàøàþùèå
èõ ëèöà æåì÷óãîì.
Òàêèå æå ñîëåíûå æåì÷óæèíû
âûëèëèñü èç ãëóáî÷àéøåãî êîëîäöà
êîãäà ðîäèëàñü òû,
õëûíóâ êàê íîâàÿ ðåêà.

Êðîõîòíîé âèøåíêîé áûëà òâîÿ æèçíü è
ðàñêà÷èâàëàñü êðàñíåíüêèì ïîïëàâêîì â øòîðì.
Ìû ñ÷èòàëè ïàëü÷èêè íà òâîèõ ðó÷êàõ è íîæêàõ,
è êëÿëèñü ëþáèòü òåáÿ âñåãäà,
à òâîè ìàëåíüêèå âîñêîâûå ãóáêè
ïîöåëîâàëè íàñ âñåõ ïî î÷åðåäè, êàê ìàëåíüêàÿ ñâå÷êà
ïåðåäàâàÿ ñâîé îãîíü èç óñò â óñòà.

Â ìîðå êðîâè, Êàìèëëà,
òû äèêàÿ ñëèâà,
êîòîðàÿ âöåïèòñÿ êîðíÿìè â êàìåíü.
Òû íàøà ñàìàÿ ñåâåðíàÿ çâåçäà,
ïîêðûòàÿ   çîëîòûìè ëèñòüÿìè
è ñèÿþùàÿ êàê íîâàÿ ìàíäîëèíà.

Ãîâîðè âñåãäà íà òàéíîì ÿçûêå
÷åðâåé è êàëüìàðîâ.
Âêëàäûâàé ñâîþ äóøó êóäà çàõî÷åøü
è íèêîãäà íå ñîìíåâàéñÿ â ýòèõ ñòðîêàõ.
Êðóæàñü, ìû ïðîïîåì òâîþ èñòîðèþ
è âîññîåäèíèìñÿ, ñòàâ ñåìüåþ íàêîíåö,
íàéäÿ  ñâîþ îðáèòó â òâîèõ ãëàçàõ.

24 ñåíòÿáðÿ, 1998 ãîäà.
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EARTH MOTHER
"the big woman sits with a lake in her lap"

МАТЬ ЗЕМЛЯ
"áîëüøàÿ æåíùèíà ñèäèò äåðæà îçåðî íà êîëåíÿõ"
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Mark Smith-Soto

Cave

"The skeleton, part of which is embedded in the
stone, is the oldest discovered to date... "

— Associated Press, 12/10/98

Let me go in beyond the heave of light
waving along the walls, rising and ebbing
with my breath into the larger darkness
where no footstep stretches under mine

and no torch has eaten the black air —
I am here now in the deepest belly,
the deepest valley of welling, the deep
belonging beyond father or mother,

and on my knees where I am tallest,
my cheek pressed blind against the rock,
I let this moment of absolute aloneness
hold me in the cradle of a sigh.
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Марк Смит-Сото

Ïåùåðà

"Ñêåëåò, ÷àñòü êîòîðîãî ñêðûòà â
êàìíå, ÿâëÿåòñÿ ñàìîé äðåâíåé íàõîäêîé  äî ñåãîäíÿøíèõ äíåé …"

— Àññîøèýéòåä  Ïðåññ, 10 äåêàáðÿ 1998 ãîäà

È ÿ óéäó çà ïðåäåëû âîëí ñâåòà,
êîëåáëþùèõñÿ âäîëü ñòåí, ïîäíèìàÿñü è îïóñêàÿñü
îò ìîåãî äûõàíèÿ, â  ãóñòåþùóþ òüìó
ãäå ïîä ìîä ìîèì ñëåäîì íå ïðîñòèðàåòñÿ íèêàêîé äðóãîé

è íè îäèí ôàêåë íå  ïîãëîòèë  òüìó —
òåïåðü ÿ çäåñü â ñàìîì ãëóáîêîì ÷ðåâå,
â ñàìîé  ãëóáîêîé  äîëèíå èñòî÷íèêà, ãëóáîêàÿ
ñâÿçü âûøå  îòöà èëè ìàòåðè,

çäåñü ñ êîëåí ìíå íå âñòàòü,
ìîÿ ùåêà ïðèæàëàñü ñëåïî ê êàìíþ,
ÿ ïîçâîëèë ýòîìó ìèãó ïîëíîãî îäèíî÷åñòâà
óäåðæàòü ìåíÿ â êîëûáåëè  âçäîõà.
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Katherine Russell Barnes

A SACRED POTION

I believe my grandmother on my father’s side was
half Cherokee, though I never heard it mentioned.
She died before I was born, having borne eleven children
and not lost a one.  She was never sick — the story
goes — until she fell stone-eyed in the bean patch
while picking a mess for dinner.
Looking into her deep black wells, one member said,
"She won’t last "til noon," and she didn’t.

A picture found tucked behind my daddy’s dresser mirror,
long after his death, bears her name.  She is young,
dressed in a dark high-necked garment
with white ascot looped at the throat and kept in place
by a filigree brooch, a moonstone at its center.
Her black hair, parted in the middle and held back
by a ribbon, falls straight to her shoulders.
From her ears, intricate, beaded earrings dangle.
High cheekbones cast shadows on the hollows
above her pinched mouth.

Her eyes, holding-pools for ages, gaze out at me,
spark my heart, raise a spectre of imaginings.
Deep forests and savannahs, wild root gathering,
clay vessels.  Maize and meat from the day’s hunt
roast over open fire.  Eyes catch its glint,
shoot arrows of light into the night sky.
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Катрин Рассел Барнс

ÑÂßÙÅÍÍÎÅ ÇÅËÜÅ

ß äóìàþ, ÷òî ìîÿ áàáóøêà ïî ëèíèè îòöà áûëà
íàïîëîâèíó ×åðîêè, õîòÿ ìíå îá ýòîì íèêîãäà íå ãîâîðèëè.
Îíà óìåðëà äî òîãî,  êàê ÿ ðîäèëàñü, ðîäèâ îäèííàäöàòü äåòåé
è íå ïîòåðÿâ íè îäíîãî. Îíà íèêîãäà íå áîëåëà — êàê î íåé
ðàññêàçûâàþò — ïîêà íå óïàëà ñ îñòåêëåíåâøèìè ãëàçàìè íà
ãðÿäêó ñ áîáàìè,  êîãäà íàáèðàëà ìèñêó ê îáåäó.
Ãëÿäÿ â åå ãëóáîêèå ÷åðíûå êîëîäöû, îäèí ðîäñòâåííèê ñêàçàë:
"Îíà íå ïðîòÿíåò äî ïîëóäíÿ",  òàê è ïîëó÷èëîñü.

Íà ôîòîãðàôèè, íàéäåííîé çà çåðêàëîì êîìîäà ìîåãî îòöà,
ñïóñòÿ ãîäû ïîñëå åãî ñìåðòè, íàïèñàíî åå èìÿ. Îíà ìîëîäà,
Íà íåé  íàäåòî òåìíîå ïëàòüå ñ âîðîòíèêîì-ñòîéêîé
è áåëûì àñêîòñêèì ãàëñòóêîì, çàâÿçàííûì íà øåå è ñêðåïëåííûì
ôèëèãðàííîé áðîøüþ c ëóííûì êàìíåì â ñåðåäèíå.
Åå ÷åðíûå âîëîñû, ðàçäåëåííûå íà ïðîáîð è ïåðåâÿçàííûå
ñçàäè ëåíòîé, ïàäàþò åé íà ïëå÷è.
Èç óøåé ñâèñàþò çàìûñëîâàòûå, ñ áóñèíêàìè  ñåðüãè.
Âûñîêèå ñêóëû áðîñàþò òåíè íà âïàëûå ùåêè
íàä  åå ñæàòûì ðòîì.

Åå ãëàçà, îìóòû-õðàíèòåëè íà âåêà, âíèìàòåëüíî ñìîòðÿò íà ìåíÿ,
çàæèãàþò ìîå ñåðäöå, âûçûâàþò äóõ ãðåç.
Ãóñòûå ëåñà è ñàâàííû, ñáîð äèêèõ êîðíåé,
ãëèíÿíûå ñîñóäû. Ìàèñ è ìÿñî ñ äíåâíîé îõîòû
æàðÿòñÿ íàä îòêðûòûì êîñòðîì. Ãëàçà óëàâëèâàþò åãî áëåñê,
èçëó÷àþò ñòðåëû ñâåòà â íî÷íîå íåáî.



212 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

Mary Elizabeth Parker

Lake Woman

A streak of her gleaming pink leg
shimmers behind the clouds
at sunset. She is languid, examining mother-of-pearl toes.
The big woman sits with a lake in her lap
and waits for the gulls blown in from the ocean
to land like white flowers in a basket
Trees ring the lake like a necklace of porcupine quills.
Spaces between the trees might allow
the wrong man to step dose to the clearing.
The trees hold every kind of life
erupting like borer larvae ticking from the bark.
The woman sits with a lake in her lap
and pulls children from its depths,
lean and slippery salmon boys,
laughs as the water sheets from them.

Kathryn Bright Gurkin

Venus of Willendorf

She is the feminist’s worst nightmare:
no Aphrodite rising from the sea
but earthwork, ancient
caricature of femininity,
all breasts and belly with
mere stumps for arms and legs,
no toes, no fingers, unskilled,
almost spherical fecundity —
art imitating life the way
form follows function.
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Мэри Элизабет Паркер

Îçåðíàÿ æåíùèíà

Ïîëîñêà åå áëåñòÿùåé ðîçîâîé íîãè
ïîáëåñêèâàåò çà îáëàêàìè
íà çàêàòå. Ñ òîìíûì âèäîì îíà ðàññìàòðèâàåò ïåðëàìóòðîâûå

ïàëüöû íîã.
Áîëüøàÿ æåíùèíà ñèäèò äåðæà îçåðî íà êîëåíÿõ
è æäåò êîãäà ÷àéêè ïðèëåòÿò ñ îêåàíà
è ïðèçåìëÿòñÿ êàê áåëûå öâåòû â êîðçèíå.
Äåðåâüÿ îêðóæàþò îçåðî êàê êîëüå èç ïåðüåâ äèêîáðàçà.
Ïðîñòðàíñòâà ìåæäó äåðåâüÿìè ìîãóò ïîçâîëèòü
äóðíîìó ÷åëîâåêó ïîäñòóïèòüñÿ áëèçêî ê ïîëÿíå.
Äåðåâüÿ ïîääåðæèâàþò  âñÿêóþ æèçíü
ïðîáèâàþùóþ ñåáå ïóòü êàê ëè÷èíêè ãðûçóùèå êîðó.
Æåíùèíà ñèäèò äåðæà îçåðî íà êîëåíÿõ
è âûòàñêèâàåò äåòåé èç åãî ãëóáèí,
íåæèðíûõ è óâåðòëèâûõ ëîñîñÿò,
ñìååòñÿ, âèäÿ êàê  âîäà ïîòîêîì ñòåêàåò ñ íèõ.

Катрин Брайт Геркин

Âåíåðà Âèëëåíäîðôñêàÿ*

Îíà ñàìûé ñòðàøíûé êîøìàð ôåìèíèñòêè:
íå Àôðîäèòà âûøåäøàÿ èç ìîðÿ
à ãëèíÿíûé êîì, äðåâíÿÿ
êàðèêàòóðà æåíñòâåííîñòè
âñå — ãðóäè è æèâîò è ëèøü
êóëüòè âìåñòî ðóê è íîã,
è ñîâñåì íåò ïàëüöåâ, íåóêëþæàÿ,
ïî÷òè øàðîîáðàçíàÿ ïëîäîâèòîñòü  —
èñêóññòâî, îòîáðàæàþùåå æèçíü êàê
ôîðìà îòðàæàåò ñîäåðæàíèå.

* Âåíåðà Âèëëåíäîðôñêàÿ — ýòî ñêóëüïòóðíîå èçîáðàæåíèå áîãèíè ïëîäîðîäèÿ
   ýïîõè ïàëåîëèòà,  íàéäåííîå â  Àâñòðèè (ã.Ëàéìñòîí).
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Barbara Presnell

Ethel’s Poem

I make words. I do.
I am well-known.
Thoughts come to me at night like dew.
In the morning I find them on my pillow.
I scoop them with a spoon onto pages.
I savor them. They are a feast.

My daddy makes coal. His skin is black
As Africa. He bruises my cheek with his nose.
At night he makes music
Cut through the darkness with his violin.
His eyes are squeezed tight as his strings.
On the porch I lift my skirt and spin
On tiptoe. I am a ballerina.
The moon dances with me.

My hair must wisp around my face like
Dandelion wishes. My eyes could be
Dark seed pods. My hands are
Vines that grow amid snarls and brushes.
I am clematis.
I never die.

A young man brings me dinner.
He is tall and strong. His face is black.
I say, play for me. Daddy,
So I can dance. He says,
Write me some words, Mama.
I don’t have children, but he is kind.
I give him this word:
Eat.
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Барбара Преснел

Ñòèõ Ýòåëü

ß ðàáîòàþ ñî ñëîâàìè. Äà.
ß çíàìåíèòà.
Ìûñëè ïðèõîäÿò êî ìíå íî÷üþ êàê ðîñà.
ß íàõîæó èõ óòðîì íà ñâîåé ïîäóøêå.
ß ÷åðïàþ èõ ëîæêîé  íà ñòðàíèöû.
ß ñìàêóþ èõ. Ýòî ìîå íàñëàæäåíüå.

Ìîé îòåö äîáûâàåò óãîëü. Åãî êîæà ÷åðíà
êàê Àôðèêà. Åãî íîñ áîëüíî óòûêàåòñÿ  ìíå â ùåêó.
Íî÷üþ îí ñî÷èíÿåò ìóçûêó
Ðàññåêàÿ ñâîåé ñêðèïêîé òåìíîòó.
Åãî ãëàçà ñîìêíóòû òàêæå ïëîòíî êàê ñæàòû ñòðóíû.
Íà âåðàíäå ÿ ïîäíèìàþ ïîäîë þáêè è êðóæóñü
Íà öûïî÷êàõ. ß áàëåðèíà.
Ëóíà òàíöóåò ñî ìíîé.

Âîëîñû îáðàìëÿþò ìîå ëèöî êàê
Îäóâàí÷èêîâûå æåëàíèÿ.* Ìîè ãëàçà ïîõîæè íà
Òåìíûå ñåìåííûå êîðîáî÷êè. Ìîè ðóêè —
Âüþùèåñÿ ñòåáëè, êîòîðûå  ðàñòóò  â ñïëåòåííîì êóñòàðíèêå.
ß ëîìîíîñ**.
ß íèêîãäà íå óìèðàþ.

Ìîëîäîé ÷åëîâåê ïðèíîñèò ìíå îáåä.
Îí âûñîêèé è ñèëüíûé. Ó íåãî ÷åðíîå ëèöî.
ß ãîâîðþ, ñûãðàé ìíå, ïàïà,
×òîáû ÿ ñòàíöåâàëà. Îí ãîâîðèò,
Íàïèøè ìíå  íåñêîëüêî ñëîâ, ìàìà.
Ó ìåíÿ íåò äåòåé, íî îí ëþáåçåí.
ß äàþ åìó ýòî ñëîâî:
Åøü.

* Äåòè çàãàäûâàþò æåëàíèÿ, ïðåæäå ÷åì äóíóòü íà îäóâàí÷èê.

** Ëîìîíîñ — ðàñòåíèå ñ ÿðêèìè êðóãëûìè öâåòàìè.
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Barbara Kidd Lawing

RESEMBLANCE

Earth Mother, you are called.

You burn cold then hot, bright
then dark

— as I do.

You blossom in summer, sigh with
ripeness in autumn

— so do I.

You uproot your trees with
your storms

— as I do also.

You keep some of your seeds
dormant for years

— I do the same.

You bury some things so thoroughly
they may as well never have been

— like I do.

You cannot if you want to go back
to your previous selves

— nor can I.

With you, any day may turn out
springlike.

— It’s that way
with me, too.
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Барбара Кидд Лоинг

ÑÕÎÄÑÒÂÎ

Ìàòü-Çåìëÿ, òåáÿ íàçûâàþò.

Òû îáæèãàåøü õîëîäîì, ïîòî’ì æàðîì, ñâåòîì
çàòåì  òåìíîòîé

— êàê è ÿ.

Òû  ðàñöâåòàåøü ëåòîì, âçäûõàåøü îò
çðåëîñòè îñåíüþ

— ÿ òîæå.

Òû ñ êîðíåì âûêîð÷åâûâàåøü ñâîè äåðåâüÿ
ñâîèìè  óðàãàíàìè

— òàêæå  è ÿ.

Òû ñîõðàíÿåøü íåêîòîðûå èç ñâîèõ ñåìÿí
â ïîêîå ãîäàìè

— ÿ äåëàþ òî æå ñàìîå.

Òû õîðîíèøü íåêîòîðûå âåùè òàê  ãëóáîêî
áóäòî èõ ìîãëî íèêîãäà è íå áûòü

—  òàêæå êàê è ÿ.

Òû íå ìîæåøü, åñëè çàõî÷åøü, ñíîâà  ñòàòü
òàêîé êàê ïðåæäå

— ÿ òîæå íå ìîãó.

Ó òåáÿ  ëþáîé äåíü ìîæåò
ñòàòü ïîõîæèì íà âåñíó.

— òàê æå
è ó ìåíÿ.
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Joanna J. McKethan

Grieving

You think earth is not sad
and does not cry
when spring exits
and her children die:
you see dropped petal and curling leaf
more beautiful in burnt carmines and
yellow cadmiums than plain grass
green and say, "It’s natural."
But dying is dying.
Does earth have no memory
that her beloved ones
are never known to her again?
What about that perfect leaf
the rock formation upturned
the rotting tree that, healthy,
once had hugged her soil —
does she not shed her tears for them?
You only think earth is not sad
because her mourning comes
at just the reasoned time, because
you do not see her rain as tears
nor hear her groan in pain

— and because she
always, always

finds her way back
to birthing babies

and rejoicing once again.
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Джоанна Дж. МакКетан

Ïå÷àëü

Âû äóìàåòå, çåìëÿ íå ãðóñòèò
è íå  ïëà÷åò
êîãäà óõîäèò âåñíà
è åå äåòè óìèðàþò:
âû âèäèòå îïàâøèé ëåïåñòîê è ñâåðíóâøèéñÿ ëèñò
öâåòà îãíåííîãî êàðìèíà è æåëòîãî êàäìèÿ, ÷òî
íàìíîãî êðàñèâåå ÷åì îáû÷íûé òðàâÿíèñòî-çåëåíûé öâåò
è ãîâîðèòå: "Ýòî åñòåñòâåííî".
Íî óìèðàíèå åñòü óìèðàíèå.
Ðàçâå çåìëÿ íå ïîìíèò,
÷òî ëþáèìûå åþ êîãäà-òî
íèêîãäà âíîâü íå áóäóò åé çíàêîìû?
Êàê æå òà âåëèêîëåïíàÿ ëèñòâà,
íàðóøåííûé ïîðÿäîê  êàìíåé,
÷àõíóùåå äåðåâî,  êîòîðîå, áóäó÷è çäîðîâûì,
êðåïêî îáíèìàëî åå ïî÷âó —
ðàçâå îíà íå ïðîëèâàåò ñâîè ñëåçû  ïî íèì?
Âû ïðîñòî  äóìàåòå,  ÷òî  çåìëÿ íå ãðóñòèò
ïîòîìó ÷òî åå ñêîðáü ïðèõîäèò
â ïîäîáàþùåå âðåìÿ, ïîòîìó ÷òî
âû íå âîñïðèíèìàåòå åå äîæäü êàê ñëåçû
è íå ñëûøèòå åå ñòîíà îò áîëè

 — è ïîòîìó ÷òî îíà
âñåãäà, âñåãäà

 íàõîäèò ïóòü ñíîâà
äàòü æèçíü ñâîèì  äåòÿì

è ñíîâà âîçðàäîâàòüñÿ.
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Margaret Divish

Demeter Writes Back to Persephone

Darling child,
I ache with your loss every second of every day.
My carelessness haunts me.
Yes, the laundry is folded and the dishes are clean and I have
Made a wonderful roast beef with parsley potatoes and
Glazed carrots. And while I did this, you vanished.
I called you to dinner and cursed you for dawdling
While my roast grew cold and my carrots shriveled.

Stupid humans cry and beg for hay and water and strawberries.
They should have thought about me just once. Now
They have crushed all their olives and fermented all
Their grapes and they curse me. They bring their children
To trick me into giving them milk and they offer me beer and
Dead chickens and I have had enough of death and
Loss. My eyes are like sand. I stare
At the walls and the ceilings and the floors and even the act of producing
A tear exhausts me. I am wrapped in blankets.
The fire is dying in the fireplace. Rotten apple cores do not sustain it.

I have asked Zeus and begged Hades and they act so solemn
As they explain why you cannot come home. They tell
Me I must not be so emotional. I must not be so needy.
Don’t I have enough? They ask. Lovely house,
Swimming pool, gardens full of flowers that all look
Like mushrooms to me, too. A retirement plan and six months of vacation
Every year. Even Zeus doesn’t have this, and he is the boss.
(He thinks he is so funny). They will not let me send you gifts
Or letters, but I send you my heart, which has always belonged to you.

I have dug into the ground for you. Six-foot deep holes torn in the lawn.
I have clawed at the roots and I have sent the snakes to look
For you. You are hidden, they say, but I think they are lying. Hades pays them off.
I have dirt on my knees and in my hair and I have torn my nails and cut my hands.
But I will not feel this until my hands reach through the earth and pull you back to me.
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Маргарет Дивиш

Äåìåòðà ïèñüìåííî îòâå÷àåò Ïåðñåôîíå*

Äðàãîöåííîå äèòÿ,
Êàæäóþ ñåêóíäó  êàæäîãî äíÿ ÿ  èñïûòûâàþ áîëü óòðàòû.
Ìîÿ áåñïå÷íîñòü õîäèò çà ìíîé ïî ïÿòàì.
Äà, áåëüå ñëîæåíî è òàðåëêè âûìûòû, ÿ óæå
Ïðèãîòîâèëà çàìå÷àòåëüíûé ðîñòáèô, êàðòîøêó ñ ïåòðóøêîé è
Ìîðêîâü â ñëàäêîì ñîóñå. È ïîêà ÿ âñå ýòî äåëàëà, òû èñ÷åçëà.
ß çâàëà òåáÿ  îáåäàòü è ðóãàëà çà íåðàñòîðîïíîñòü
Ïîêà îñòûâàëî ìîå ìÿñî è ìîÿ ìîðêîâü ñîõëà, ìîðùàñü.

Ãëóïûå ëþäè âîïÿò è ïðîñÿò ñåíà, âîäû è êëóáíèêè.
Ïîäóìàëè áû îáî ìíå õîòü ðàç. Òåïåðü
Îíè  âûæàëè âñå ñâîè îëèâêè, ïîñòàâèëè áðîäèòü  âåñü
Ñâîé âèíîãðàä è ðóãàþò ìåíÿ. Îíè ïðèâîäÿò ñâîèõ äåòåé,
×òîáû  ðàçæàëîáèòü ìåíÿ äàòü èì ìîëîêî, æåðòâóþò ïèâî è
Òðóïèêè öûïëÿò,  à ìíå äîñòàòî÷íî ñìåðòè è
Ïîòåðü. Ìîè ãëàçà êàê ïåñîê. ß òóïî ñìîòðþ
Íà ñòåíû ïîòîëîê è ïîë, äàæå ìåäëåííîå òå÷åíèå
Ñëåçèíêè  èçíóðÿåò ìåíÿ. ß óêóòàëàñü â îäåÿëà.
Â êàìèíå ãàñíåò îãîíü. Ãíèëûå îãðûçêè  ÿáëîê  åãî íå íàñûòÿò.

ß ïðîñèëà Çåâñà è óìîëÿëà Àèäà à îíè òàê âåëè÷åñòâåííû,
Êîãäà îáúÿñíÿþò ïî÷åìó òû íå ìîæåøü âåðíóòüñÿ. Îíè ãîâîðÿò,
ß íå äîëæíà áûòü òàêîé ýìîöèîíàëüíîé. Íè ê ÷åìó ìíîãî òðåáîâàòü.
Ðàçâå ÿ èìåþ íå äîñòàòî÷íî? Ñïðàøèâàþò îíè. Êðàñèâûé äîì,
Áàññåéí, ñàäû ïîëíûå öâåòîâ, êîòîðûå  äëÿ ìåíÿ
Âñå ðàâíî ÷òî õìóðûå ãðèáû. Ïåíñèÿ, øåñòü ìåñÿöåâ îòïóñêà
Êàæäûé ãîä. Äàæå ó Çåâñà íåò òàêîãî, à îí áîññ.
(Äóìàåò îí òàêîé ñìåøíîé). Îíè íå ðàçðåøàþò ïîñûëàòü òåáå ïîäàðêè
Èëè ïèñüìà,  íî ÿ  ïîñûëàþ ñåðäöå, êîòîðîå âñåãäà ïðèíàäëåæàëî òåáå.

ß ïåðåêîïàëà  çåìëþ â ïîèñêàõ òåáÿ. ßìû â øåñòü ôóòîâ âûðûòû íà ãàçîíå.
ß íîãòÿìè âûäðàëà êîðíè è îòïðàâèëà çìåé èñêàòü
Òåáÿ. Ãîâîðÿò, òåáÿ ñïðÿòàëè, íî îíè ëãóò. Ñ íèìè ñïîëíà ðàñïëà÷èâàåòñÿ Àèä.
Ó ìåíÿ ãðÿçü íà êîëåíÿõ è â âîëîñàõ, ÿ ñëîìàëà íîãòè è ïîðåçàëà ðóêè.
Íî ÿ íå ïî÷óâñòâóþ ýòîãî ïîêà íå äîáåðóñü ñêâîçü çåìëþ è íå âåðíó òåáÿ.

* Àèä (îí æå Ãàäåñ), áîã ïîäçåìíîãî öàðñòâà â ãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè, êðàäåò ó
   Äåìåòðû åå äî÷ü Ïåðñåôîíó è æåíèòñÿ íà íåé. Ïîýò ïèøåò  îò ëèöà ìàòåðè,
   êîòîðàÿ ïîòåðÿëà  ñâîþ  äî÷ü. Â ãîðå Äåìåòðà ïîçâîëÿåò, ÷òîáû çèìà  íà çåìëå
   äëèëàñü øåñòü ìåñÿöåâ, — ïîòîìó ÷òî èìåííî øåñòü ìåñÿöåâ Ïåðñåôîíà
   íàõîäèòñÿ â ïîäçåìíîì öàðñòâå ó Àèäà.
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Dick Roberts

Struga

A full white
moon rises
over Struga
and hangs high.
On the balcony
above a courtyard
of dogs
I am served
a stack
of diamonds
and a thimble
of rakija
that holds
the moon.
We all sit
around a
large table
drinking.
Language
is abstract
and their words
punch
like the feet
of dancers
sporadic explosions
of short sounds
danced with
purpose.
The dance is as lush
as olives
and I am filled.
I ride a thread
of comprehension
that stretches
from my glass
to the pale
bright ball
among the stars.
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Дик Робертс

Ñòðóãà*

Ïîëíàÿ áåëàÿ
ëóíà ïîäíèìàåòñÿ
íàä Ñòðóãîé
è âèñèò âûñîêî.
Íà áàëêîíå
íàä âíóòðåííèì äâîðîì
ãäå ïîëíî ñîáàê
ìíå ïðèíîñÿò
ãîðêó
àëìàçîâ
è ñ íàïåðñòîê
ðàêèè**
â êîòîðîé ïëàâàåò
Ëóíà.
ìû âñå ñèäèì çà áîëüøèì
êðóãëûì ñòîëîì
è ïüåì.
ßçûê
äëÿ ìåíÿ àáñòðàêòåí
è èõ ñëîâà
îòáèâàþò ðèòì
êàê íîãè
òàíöîðîâ
âíåçàïíûìè  âñïûøêàìè
êðàòêèõ çâóêîâ
òàíöóåìûõ ñ
óìûñëîì.
Òàíåö òàêîé æå ñî÷íûé
êàê îëèâêè
è ÿ ñûò.
ß ïóñêàþñü íà ñàìîòåê ïî íèòè
ïîíèìàíèÿ
êîòîðàÿ ïðîñòèðàåòñÿ
îò ìîåãî ñòàêàíà
ê ýòîìó áëåäíîìó
ÿðêîìó øàðó
ñðåäè çâåçä.

*Ñòðóãà — ãîðîä â Ìàêåäîíèè. Îí çíàìåíèò ñâîèìè  Ïîýòè÷åñêèìè âå÷åðàìè,
  êîòîðûå îáû÷íî óñòðàèâàþòñÿ åæåãîäíî â ÷åñòü áðàòüåâ Ìèëàäèíîâûõ. Ñþäà
  ñúåçæàþòñÿ ïîýòû ñî âñåõ êîíòèíåíòîâ. Ïîýòè÷åñêèé ôåñòèâàëü â Ñòðóãå — îäèí
  èç ñòàðåéøèõ è íàèáîëåå èçâåñòíûõ â ìèðå  ìåðîïðèÿòèé òàêîãî ðîäà.

** Ðàêèÿ — àëêîãîëüíûé íàïèòîê
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AFTERWORD
"The Poet’s Soul Will Stir..."

This is the first dual-language anthology to present North
Carolina poets in Kostroma. Our readers will be able to travel
imaginatively to a different continent, to visit people of different
cultures, to learn about and wonder at the similarity of our
feelings, to rejoice at how like each other our idea son nature and
human beings are. The loss of the original melody of the free verse
in translation may present some difficulty for Russian readers
who are used to the harmony of rhyme, having been brought up
on traditional forms of poetry. The power of imagination that
we were given by nature,  however,  can work wonders and
compensate for what was lost in translation. Poetic vision can
break down many barriers besides language.

It is difficult to imagine that once human beings got along
without poetry. Since ancient times poetry and philosophy have
often converged in the search for Truth and Beauty. Giving
definition to things,  phenomena, events,  Nature herself,
philosophers and poets moved about in the universe with the help
of their imagination. They have proved long ago that it is
completely  natural for a person who wants to speak the truth
to turn to poetry. The universal influence of Homer and Hesiod’s
epics impelled philosophy toward metaphor.  Truth as well as
poetry was under the patronage of the Muses. More often than
not philosophers put their thoughts into poetry. It was not an
accident that sages in ancient times embraced the idea that the
poetic is akin to the prophetic.  Roman poet Lucretius Carus wrote
his philosophical poem "On the Nature of Things" about atomism,
the doctrine of the Greek philosophers Democritus and Epicurus.
There was a unique bond then between philosophy and poetry,
never again seen in world literature.

In the first days of the third millennium we may look way back
and contemplate the roots of the poetic perception of Nature.
Editing this book has meant entering a world filled with many
different voices reflecting by the minds and emotions the innate
gifts and talents of many people. Inarguable truths come to mind.
Again and again it helps to remember that man is also nature, and
that by perceiving nature’s laws we can know ourselves and become
convinced that all existence is united in its diversity. Poetry can
help us understand this through its ability to define things by what
may sometimes seem to have nothing to do with it.
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ПОСЛЕСЛОВИЕ
" Душа поэта встрепенется..."

Âïåðâûå àíòîëîãè÷åñêèé ñáîðíèê íà äâóõ ÿçûêàõ ïðåäñòàâ-
ëÿåò â Êîñòðîìå ïîýòîâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. ×èòàòåëè ïîëó÷àþò
âîçìîæíîñòü ïîëåòîì ôàíòàçèè îêàçàòüñÿ ñðåäè ëþäåé ðàçíûõ
êóëüòóð íà äðóãîì êîíòèíåíòå è ïîçíàâàòåëüíî óäèâëÿòüñÿ ñõîä-
ñòâó ÷óâñòâ, ðàäîâàòüñÿ ñîâïàäåíèþ ìûñëåé î ïðèðîäå è ÷åëî-
âåêå. Âîçìîæíîå ñíèæåíèå ïåðâîçäàííîñòè ìåëîäèè ñâîáîäíîãî
è âîëüíîãî ñòèõà ñîçäàåò îïðåäåëåííûå òðóäíîñòè äëÿ ðóññêî-
ãî ÷èòàòåëÿ, ñôîðìèðîâàííîãî íà ïîýçèè ñ ïîñòîÿííûìè ðàçìå-
ðàìè, íà áëàãîçâó÷èè ðèôìîâàííûõ ñòðîô. Íî ÷óäîäåéñòâåííàÿ
ñèëà òâîð÷åñêîãî âîîáðàæåíèÿ, äàðîâàííàÿ íàì îò ïðèðîäû,
ìîæåò êîìïåíñèðîâàòü óòðà÷åííîå ïðè ïåðåâîäå. Ïîýòè÷åñêîå
âîñïðèÿòèå ïðåîäîëåâàåò íå òîëüêî ÿçûêîâûå áàðüåðû...

Òðóäíî ïðåäñòàâèòü, ÷òî êîãäà-òî ÷åëîâå÷åñêàÿ æèçíü îáõî-
äèëàñü áåç ïîýçèè. Ñ äðåâíåéøèõ âðåìåí â èñòîðèè ìèðîâîé
êóëüòóðû ïîýòè÷åñêèå è ôèëîñîôñêèå îòêðîâåíèÿ íà ïóòè ê
Èñòèíå è Êðàñîòå îêàçûâàëèñü ðÿäîì. Äàâàÿ îïðåäåëåíèå âå-
ùàì, ÿâëåíèÿì, ñîáûòèÿì, ñàìîé Ïðèðîäå, ôèëîñîôû è ïîýòû
äâèãàëèñü â ìèðîâîì ïðîñòðàíñòâå  ñ ïîìîùüþ âîîáðàæåíèÿ.
Ñîáñòâåííîé ïðàêòèêîé î÷åíü äàâíî îïðåäåëèëè: äëÿ ÷åëîâå-
êà, æåëàþùåãî âûñêàçàòü èñòèíó, îáðàùåíèå ê ïîýçèè â âûñ-
øåé ñòåïåíè åñòåñòâåííî. Ïîâñåìåñòíîå âëèÿíèå ïîýì Ãîìåðà
è Ãåñèîäà ïîáóæäàëî ôèëîñîôèþ ê ñîðåâíîâàíèþ â ìåòàôî-
ðè÷åñêèõ âûñêàçûâàíèÿõ. Èñòèíà, êàê è ïîýçèÿ, íàõîäèëàñü ïîä
ïîêðîâèòåëüñòâîì Ìóç. Íåðåäêî ôèëîñîôû èçúÿñíÿëè ñâîè
ìûñëè â ñòèõàõ, ïîýòè÷åñêèìè îáîðîòàìè. Íåñëó÷àéíî â òå
äàâíèå âðåìåíà ìóäðåöû ðóêîâîäñòâîâàëèñü îáùèì ìíåíèåì:
ïîýòè÷åñêîå ñðîäíè ïðîðî÷åñêîìó. Ðèìñêèé ïîýò Ëóêðåöèé Êàð
ñîçäàë ôèëîñîôñêóþ ïîýìó "Î ïðèðîäå âåùåé", ïîñâÿùåííóþ
àòîìèçìó — ó÷åíèþ ãðå÷åñêèõ ôèëîñîôîâ Äåìîêðèòà è Ýïè-
êóðà.  Ýòî áûëî îñîáîå åäèíñòâî ôèëîñîôèè è ïîýçèè, ìèðî-
âàÿ ëèòåðàòóðà òàêîãî áîëüøå íå çíàëà.

Èç ïåðâûõ äíåé òðåòüåãî òûñÿ÷åëåòèÿ îãëÿäûâàåìñÿ î÷åíü
äàëåêî, äóìàÿ îá èñòîêàõ ïîýòè÷åñêîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ âñåîáùåé
Ïðèðîäû. Ðåäàêòîðñêàÿ ðàáîòà íàä ýòîé êíèãîé — âõîæäåíèå
â ïîëèôîíè÷íûé ìèð, ñîçäàííûé ðàçóìîì è ÷óâñòâàìè, äóøåâ-
íûì äàðîì è òàëàíòîì ìíîãèõ ëþäåé. Âñïîìíèëèñü èñòèíû, ñ
êîòîðûìè íå ïîñïîðèøü. Åùå è åùå ðàç îêàçûâàåòñÿ ïîëåçíûì
íàïîìèíàíèå: ÷åëîâåê ýòî òîæå ïðèðîäà, ïîñòèãàÿ åå çàêîíû, ìû
äâèæåìñÿ ê ïîçíàíèþ ñàìèõ ñåáÿ è óáåæäàåìñÿ, ÷òî íà ñàìîì äåëå
âñå ñóùåñòâóþùåå åäèíî ñ ìíîæåñòâåííûì ðàçíîîáðàçèåì. Ïî-
íèìàòü ýòî ïîìîãàåò ïîýçèÿ, óìåþùàÿ îïðåäåëÿòü âåùè ÷åðåç òî,
÷òî ïîä÷àñ íå èìååò ê íèì íèêàêîãî êàñàòåëüñòâà.
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Fantasy and imagination allow us to envision the most
inconceivable circumstances, phenomena, events, and facts
through visual and sensual analogies.  Poet and philosopher
Lucretius (first century B.C.) encouraged man in the idea that
he could travel freely through the universe.  He led the way with
his winged thoughts and his bold fantasies, moving as one of
Homer’s gods might have moved.  In their great wisdom these
ancient poets showed their readers their capacity to make their
imaginations soar in the natural world, which is all around us
all the time and allows each of us to be like Nature’s brother or
sister  in the universe.

Poets who speak different languages are also brothers, and they
are all able to appreciate harmony and beauty. Those who read
Russian hold Pushkin in the highest esteem. They turn to the treasure-
chest of his poetry again and again. Yet I have heard that translating
Pushkin into English causes the ideal image of man, so vivid in his
poetry, to lose many of its qualities–unfortunately,unfortunately!
Pushkin’s world is not confined to Russia. The most important
characteristic of this Russian genius was his universality. In his youth
he read the classical poets, in manhood he studied Shakespeare and
regarded the Persian poet Saadi and the distinctive poetry of the
Mohammedans very highly.  He loved Byron’s poetry, eagerly read
all the new Walter Scott novels and the works of  Goethe.  French
culture was especially familiar to him. He discovered Voltaire and
Rousseau, Racine and Moliere early. His remarkable ability to
imagine himself as a writer within a different culture and to
understand the spirit of every nation, along with the historical
characteristics, was combined in him with a natural desire to solve
the human problems common to all mankind. His artistic way of
envisioning life enriched the spiritual inheritance of a nation, set
the course for the flourishing of Russian literature, and still serves
as a landmark aesthetically.

Any conversation about poetry presupposes invoking this
extraordinary phenomenon — the universal genius of Pushkin.
According to Gogol, the natural world of Russia, the Russian soul,
the Russian language, the Russian character were all reflected in
Pushkin’s works with a beauty as remarkably clear as if the beauty
of a landscape were reflected on the convex surface of a lens.

This poet invites those whose minds are clear into the strange
country of the exquisite, where "the soul tends toward the sublime,
intentions become noble, feelings become sublime, and everyone
wants to think in an exalted way."  Moral truths are offered which
lead to intellectual growth, but they are perceived through what
delights us and helps stimulate our mental growth.

Through their discoveries because of their seeing life as poets,
trusting nature and opening their souls to it, the world’s best poets
lead us toward the good and the beautiful, toward sincerity, love,
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Ôàíòàçèÿ, âîîáðàæåíèå ïîçâîëÿþò ÷åëîâåêó ñ ïîìîùüþ
çðèòåëüíûõ è ÷óâñòâåííûõ àíàëîãèé ïðåäñòàâëÿòü ñàìûå äà-
ëåêèå, ñàìûå íåâîîáðàçèìûå îáñòîÿòåëüñòâà, ÿâëåíèÿ, ñîáûòèÿ,
ôàêòû. Â ñâîáîäíîå ïóòåøåñòâèå ïî ìèðîâûì ïðîñòðàíñòâàì
óâëåêàë ÷åëîâåêà ïîýò è ôèëîñîô Ëóêðåöèé (1 â. äî í.ý.), ïî-
ëåòîì ìûñëè è ñìåëîé ôàíòàçèè ó÷èë âñþäó ÷óâñòâîâàòü ñåáÿ
ñâîáîäíî, êàê ýòî áûëî äàíî òîëüêî áîæåñòâàì â ñî÷èíåíèÿõ
Ãîìåðà. Ñ âåëè÷àéøåé ìóäðîñòüþ äðåâíèå ïîýòû âíóøàëè
÷èòàòåëÿì âîçìîæíîñòü ïîëåòà âîîáðàæåíèåì â ïðèðîäå, êî-
òîðàÿ åæåäíåâíî îêðóæàåò è ïîçâîëÿåò êàæäîìó îñòàâàòüñÿ
ñâîèì áðàòîì âî Âñåëåííîé.

Ãîâîðÿùèå íà ðàçíûõ ÿçûêàõ è ñëàãàþùèå ñòèõè — òîæå
áðàòüÿ, ñïîñîáíûå öåíèòü ãàðìîíèþ è êðàñîòó. ×èòàþùèå íà
ðóññêîì îñîáåííî ÷òóò Ïóøêèíà. Îáðàùàþòñÿ ê åãî ïîýòè÷åñ-
êèì ñîêðîâèùàì âíîâü è âíîâü. Íî ïðèõîäèëîñü ñëûøàòü:
ðàñêðûòûé â ëèðèêå ïóøêèíñêèé èäåàë ïðåêðàñíîãî ÷åëîâå-
êà óòðà÷èâàåò ìíîãèå êðàñêè â ïåðåâîäå íà àíãëèéñêèé ÿçûê.
Ê ñîæàëåíèþ, ê ñîæàëåíèþ... Ìèð Ïóøêèíà — íå òîëüêî Ðîñ-
ñèÿ. Çíàåì, ÷òî âàæíåéøàÿ îñîáåííîñòü ðóññêîãî ãåíèÿ, åãî òâîð-
÷åñêîãî îáëèêà — âñåìèðíîñòü. Ïóøêèí â þíîñòè ÷èòàë
àíòè÷íûõ ïîýòîâ, â ïîðó çðåëîñòè èçó÷àë Øåêñïèðà, âûñîêî
öåíèë ïåðñèäñêîãî ïîýòà Ñààäè, ñàìîáûòíóþ ïîýçèþ ìóñóëü-
ìàí, óâëåêàëñÿ ïîýìàìè Áàéðîíà, ïðî÷èòûâàë íîâûå ðîìàíû
Âàëüòåðà Ñêîòòà, ñî÷èíåíèÿ Ãåòå, îñîáåííî áëèçêîé áûëà äëÿ
íåãî ôðàíöóçñêàÿ êóëüòóðà, ðàíî îòêðûë äëÿ ñåáÿ Âîëüòåðà è
Ðóññî, Ðàñèíà è Ìîëüåðà... Óäèâèòåëüíàÿ ñïîñîáíîñòü ïåðåâîï-
ëîùàòüñÿ è ïîíèìàòü äóõ êàæäîãî íàðîäà, îñîáåííîñòè èñòî-
ðè÷åñêèõ ýïîõ ñî÷åòàëàñü ñ åñòåñòâåííîé ïîòðåáíîñòüþ ðåøàòü
îáùå÷åëîâå÷åñêèå âîïðîñû. Åãî õóäîæåñòâåííîå ïîçíàíèå
æèçíè îáîãàòèëî äóõîâíîå äîñòîÿíèå íàöèè, îïðåäåëèëî áóð-
íûé ðàñöâåò ðóññêîé ëèòåðàòóðû è ñëóæèò íåèçìåííûì ýñòå-
òè÷åñêèì îðèåíòèðîì.

Ëþáîé ðàçãîâîð î ïîýçèè ïîäðàçóìåâàåò îáðàùåíèå  ê
ÿâëåíèþ ÷ðåçâû÷àéíîìó — âñåìèðíîìó ãåíèþ Ïóøêèíà. Â íåì,
ïî ñëîâàì Ãîãîëÿ, ðóññêàÿ ïðèðîäà, ðóññêàÿ äóøà, ðóññêèé ÿçûê,
ðóññêèé õàðàêòåð îòðàçèëèñü â òàêîé î÷èùåííîé êðàñîòå, â
êàêîé îòðàæàåòñÿ ëàíäøàôò íà âûïóêëîé ïîâåðõíîñòè îïòè-
÷åñêîãî ñòåêëà.

Ïîýò óâëåêàåò íåçàìóòíåííóþ ïóáëèêó â íåçíàêîìóþ ñòðà-
íó èçÿùíîãî, ãäå "âîçâûøàåòñÿ äóøà, óëó÷øàþòñÿ ïîìûñëû,
óòîí÷àþòñÿ ÷óâñòâà, êàæäîìó õî÷åòñÿ âîçâûøåííî ìûñëèòü".
Õóäîæåñòâåííî ðàñêðûòûå íðàâñòâåííûå èñòèíû ïðåäëàãàþòñÿ
äëÿ óìñòâåííîãî ðîñòà, íî ïîñòèãàþòñÿ ïî ñïîñîáíîñòè âîñõè-
ùàòüñÿ è óìíåòü.

Ñâîèìè îòêðûòèÿìè íà ïóòè ïîýòè÷åñêîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ
æèçíè ïðè óìåíèè äîâåðÿòü ïðèðîäå è äîâåðÿòüñÿ åé ëó÷øèå
ïîýòû Ìèðà óâëåêàþò ê äîáðó è ïðåêðàñíîìó, ê èñêðåííîñòè,
ëþáâè è äóõîâíîìó ñàìîñîçíàíèþ. Îíè ó÷àò áûòü îñòîðîæíû-
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and spiritual self-awareness. They teach us to be careful, to follow
intimate movements in people’s souls, to respond to everything
that is taking place in nature and society, to look towards a clear
sky. Nobody has the right to belittle enlightened poetic activity,
to consider it of secondary importance. Very regretfully, quite
often we hear experts assert that modern poetry has ceased to
be part of the daily diet of the intellectual.

 Actually, for the last ten or fifteen years wave after wave
of new, as yet unknown poets have arisen in Russia. Despite
difficult circumstances they are educating the tastes of their
audience  to appreciate the many different ways that people live.
A gifted master of the word can’t help working toward the goal
spoken of  by Leo Tolstoy: "to make us love life in all its
innumerable and endless manifestations."

Our interest in reading poetry is conditioned by long-
established traditions, beginning in the oral tradition. All folk
genres, from proverbs to folk tales and epics, bear witness to how
the mastery of the word endures eternally and is recognized as
a unique phenomenon in the history of the arts. There are
wellsprings in the depths of history for those who read Russian.
Pushkin said that by drinking from these wellsprings, poets and
writers of every epoch obeyed the accepted traditions in the
literature of their people,  which always has its "special
character."Even today true connoisseurs of poetry can’t agree
that its current state can be characterized as dying or decadent,
even understanding how fast the world is changing in the direction
of being more practical.

New poets arrive, noisy innovators who value form above
all else. They forget about the reader who was reared on different
beginnings, and thus they remain "misunderstood." In his day
Paul Valery, the French master of philosophical poetry, speculated
on innovation, the essence of knowledge, and the nature of the
creative process.  His poetry is characterized by the boldness of
its associations, the extreme denseness of its meaning. Andre
Malraux in his literary memoirs paid homage to the poet’s
thoughts on innovation, one of which I want to highlight: "It is
a strange trait to cling to the most transitory quality in things–
to their novelty.  Don’t you know that the newest ideas should
be clothed in noble, deliberate, mature forms, in order that they
may look strange but last for centuries, not as if they had been
created or brought into being just this morning but simply
forgotten and then found anew." Isn’t there the same quality in
these periodically repeated writings on poetry’s being
extinguished, on the death of interest in poetry? They say that
the problem now is with readers, and they even analyze the
average reader mathematically using external factors to determine
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ìè, óëàâëèâàòü ñîêðîâåííûå äâèæåíèÿ â äóøàõ ëþäåé, îòçû-
âàòüñÿ íà âñå, ÷òî ïðîèñõîäèò â ïðèðîäå è îáùåñòâå, óñòðåìëÿòü
âçîð â ÷èñòîå íåáî.  Íèêòî íå èìååò ïðàâà ïðèíèæàòü âîçâûøåí-
íóþ ïîýòè÷åñêóþ äåÿòåëüíîñòü, ñ÷èòàòü åå âòîðîñòåïåííîé. Íî
äîâîëüíî ÷àñòî, ê áîëüøîìó ñîæàëåíèþ, ïóáëèêóþòñÿ ïðèçíà-
íèÿ ñïåöèàëèñòîâ, óòâåðæäàþùèõ, ÷òî ñîâðåìåííàÿ ïîýçèÿ
ïåðåñòàëà âõîäèòü â ïîâñåäíåâíóþ èíòåëëåêòóàëüíóþ äèåòó.

Â äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè ïîñëåäíèõ äåñÿòè-ïÿòíàäöàòè ëåò ïî
âñåé ïðîâèíöèàëüíîé Ðîññèè âîëíà çà âîëíîé èäóò íîâûå íå-
èçâåñòíûå ïîýòû. Â òðóäíûõ îáñòîÿòåëüñòâàõ îíè ïðèâèâàþò
âêóñ ê ðàçíîîáðàçèþ æèçíè. È âñÿêèé èìåþùèé òàëàíò õóäîæ-
íèêà ñëîâà íåâîëüíî ðàáîòàåò íà òàêóþ öåëü, î êîòîðîé ñàì
Ëåâ Òîëñòîé ãîâîðèë, ÷òî öåëü õóäîæíèêà — "çàñòàâèòü íàñ
ïîëþáèòü æèçíü âî âñåõ åå áåñ÷èñëåííûõ è áåñêîíå÷íûõ ïðî-
ÿâëåíèÿõ".

Íàøè èíòåðåñû ê ÷òåíèþ ïîýçèè îïðåäåëÿþòñÿ äàâíèìè
òðàäèöèÿìè, îáðàçöàìè íàðîäíîãî òâîð÷åñòâà. Âñå ôîëüêëîð-
íûå æàíðû îò ïîñëîâèö äî ñêàçîâ, áûëèí ñâèäåòåëüñòâóþò î
âå÷íîì è íåóâÿäàþùåì ñëîâåñíîì èñêóññòâå, ïðèçíàííîì óíè-
êàëüíûì ÿâëåíèåì â ìèðîâîé èñòîðèè õóäîæåñòâåííîé êóëü-
òóðû. Äëÿ ÷èòàþùèõ íà ðóññêîì ÿçûêå åñòü â ãëóáèíàõ èñòîðèè
íåèññÿêàåìûå ðîäíèêè. Ïðèíèêàÿ ê íèì,  ïîýòû è ïèñàòåëè â
êàæäóþ ýïîõó ïîâèíîâàëèñü, ïî ñëîâàì Ïóøêèíà, ïðèíÿòûì
îáû÷àÿì â ñëîâåñíîñòè ñâîåãî íàðîäà, êîòîðàÿ âñåãäà èìååò
ñâîþ "îñîáåííóþ ôèçèîíîìèþ". Ïîäëèííûå çíàòîêè ïîýçèè
äàæå ñåãîäíÿ íå ìîãóò ñîãëàñèòüñÿ ñ óòâåðæäåíèåì îá óìèðà-
íèè èëè óïàäêå åå, ïîíèìàÿ ïðè ýòîì "ïîñïåøíîñòü ìèðîâûõ
ïåðåìåí â ñòîðîíó ñóãóáîé ïðàêòè÷íîñòè".

Ïðèõîäÿò íîâûå ïîýòû, ïðèõîäÿò øóìëèâûå íîâàòîðû,
îòäàþùèå ïðåäïî÷òåíèå ôîðìàëüíûì ïîèñêàì. Îíè çàáûâà-
þò î ÷èòàòåëå, âîñïèòàííîì èëè íàñëåäñòâåííî ñôîðìèðîâàí-
íîì íà èíûõ èñòîêàõ, è îñòàþòñÿ "íåïîíÿòûìè". Ôðàíöóçñêèé
ìàñòåð ôèëîñîôñêîé ëèðèêè Ïîëü Âàëåðè â ñâîå âðåìÿ ðàçìûø-
ëÿë î íîâàòîðñòâå, î ñóùíîñòè ïîçíàíèÿ è ïðèðîäû òâîð÷åñòâà.
Åãî ïîýçèÿ îòëè÷àåòñÿ ñìåëîñòüþ àññîöèàöèé, ïðåäåëüíîé ñãó-
ùåííîñòüþ  âûðàçèòåëüíîãî ÿçûêà. Àôîðèçìû ïîýòà ñ óäîâîëü-
ñòâèåì öèòèðîâàë Àíäðå Ìîðóà â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ âîñïîìèíàíèÿõ
è îáðàòèë âíèìàíèå íà ðàññóæäåíèÿ ïîýòà î íîâàòîðñòâå, ñðåäè
êîòîðûõ öåëåñîîáðàçíî ñåé÷àñ âûäåëÿþ îäíó ìûñëü: "Ñòðàí-
íîå ñâîéñòâî — òàê  öåïëÿòüñÿ  çà ñàìîå áðåííîå â âåùàõ — çà
èõ íîâèçíó. Èëè âàì íåâåäîìî, ÷òî ñàìûå íîâûå èäåè íåîáõî-
äèìî îáëåêàòü â áëàãîðîäíóþ, íåñïåøíóþ, íî çðåëóþ ôîðìó;
÷òîáû îíè âûãëÿäåëè ñòðàííûìè, íî áûòóþùèìè óæå íà ïðî-
òÿæåíèè âåêîâ, íå ñîçäàííûìè èëè íàéäåííûìè ñåãîäíÿ ïî óòðó,
íî ïðîñòî ïîçàáûòûìè è îáðåòåííûìè âíîâü". Íåò ëè ñòðàí-
íîãî ñâîéñòâà è â ïîâòîðÿþùèõñÿ ïåðèîäè÷åñêè ïèñàíèÿõ ïî
ïîâîäó óãàñàíèÿ ïîýçèè, çàìèðàíèÿ æèâîãî èíòåðåñà ê íåé?
Ãîâîðÿò, íûí÷å ïðîáëåìà â ÷èòàòåëÿõ, äàæå àíàëèòè÷åñêè ïî
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whether or not he is capable of interpreting poetry. Maybe the
problem lies in the level at which the reader is engaged in
conversation, in the subject matter, in the language, in what is
being advocated. Is sophisticated speech, full of metaphors,
always reasonable? Doesn’t it correspond to the evolution of the
society?

Addressing myself to the readers of this collection I
intentionally touch only part of the special qualities of  perception.
This being our first experience in translating poems rooted in
different historical, cultural, language backgrounds, we felt it our
duty to be extremely careful.  Each poet’s voice is subjective and
has an individual melody within it. Nature herself looks at the
artist and explains to him in a special language, making him
understand that his soul is his measure for everything.  An
author’s moods turn out to be attuned not only to the natural
world that surrounds him, but also to the natural world
remembered from his childhood.  The experience of living gives
man the opportunity to perceive the world in an individual way
and to express himself with the help of the most sensitive
instruments of the senses. Each string of these instruments sounds
different depending on the way it is touched. We walked in fear
and trembling, being as careful as possible of the poetic text, and
this united us in our work on this publication. Judy Hogan,
Sharon Ewing, Natalia Riabova,  Irina Yelevich, Julia Tarasova
discussed the translations into Russian across the ocean.

Our readers, or at least the majority of them, are used to
poems where "everything is clear, everything is in Russian."  But
life itself, the upheavals reality introduces, stimulate the search
for new forms and means of expression. The level of the poet’s
view of the world is growing as well as the eagerness to reach
mutual understanding among people with different ethnic
backgrounds. This anthology promises to be useful — represented
side by side are poets who exemplify, as Sharon Ewing’s foreword
sensitively puts it, the blending together of many cultures. At the
foundation of every culture’s poetry lie its special roots: the myths,
the philosophy of life, the folk and literary traditions. It is clear
that on every continent man’s spirit is in tune with Nature in
general and with the natural world which is close at hand for our
contemplation. The atomic age obliges us to listen to feelings
beyond ourselves. "To cross the road and go beyond the fence
— Impossible without trampling on the whole of creation."

The two lines reveal Boris Pasternak’s attitude. He is but one
of those who have found poetry everywhere, and kept on finding
it, but also the echoes of tragedy, which are also everywhere.  Just
stop, look around, listen — your own sense of alarm will be part
of a general sense of alarm, given expression in different
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âíåøíèì ôàêòîðàì îïðåäåëÿåòñÿ óðîâåíü ðÿäîâîãî ÷èòàòåëÿ,
ñïîñîáíîãî èëè íåñïîñîáíîãî âîñïðèíèìàòü ïîýçèþ. Ìîæåò
áûòü, ïðîáëåìà â òîì, íà êàêîì óðîâíå ãîâîðÿò ñ ÷èòàòåëåì,
íà êàêèå òåìû, êàêèì ÿçûêîì, ÷òî ïðîïîâåäóþò. Âñåãäà ëè
ðàçóìíà ìåòàôîðè÷íîñòü, óñëîæíåííîñòü ðå÷è, ñîîòâåòñòâóåò
ëè ñòåïåíè îáùåñòâåííîãî ðàçâèòèÿ?

Îáðàùàÿñü ê ÷èòàòåëÿì ýòîãî ñáîðíèêà,  ïðåäóñìîòðèòåëü-
íî çàòðàãèâàþ ëèøü ÷àñòü ñïåöèôè÷åñêèõ îñîáåííîñòåé âîñ-
ïðèÿòèÿ. Ïåðâûé íàø îïûò ïåðåâîäà ïîýòè÷åñêèõ òåêñòîâ,
ñîçäàííûõ íà ðàçíûõ èñòîðè÷åñêèõ, êóëüòóðíûõ, ÿçûêîâûõ
èñòîêàõ, îáÿçûâàë  áûòü ïðåäåëüíî îñòîðîæíûìè. Èçâåñòíî,
ðå÷ü êàæäîãî ïîýòà ñóáúåêòèâíà, èìååò èíäèâèäóàëüíóþ ìå-
ëîäèþ ñîäåðæàíèÿ. Ñàìà ïðèðîäà ñìîòðèò íà õóäîæíèêà è
îáúÿñíÿåòñÿ ñ íèì íà îñîáåííîì ÿçûêå, äàâàÿ ïîíÿòü, ÷òî â
÷åëîâåêå âñåìó ìåðà åñòü — äóøà åãî. Íàñòðîåíèå ñî÷èíèòåëÿ
îêàçûâàåòñÿ ñîçâó÷íûì ñîñòîÿíèþ ïðèðîäû íå òîëüêî òîé, ÷òî
ðÿäîì, íî è äàâíåé  — èç äàëåêîãî äåòñòâà. Îïûò ëè÷íîé æèç-
íè äàåò ÷åëîâåêó âîçìîæíîñòü âîñïðèíèìàòü ìèð ñ íåïîâòî-
ðèìîé èíäèâèäóàëüíîñòüþ è âûðàæàòü ñåáÿ  òîí÷àéøèìè
÷óâñòâåííûìè èíñòðóìåíòàìè. Êàæäàÿ ñòðóíà â òåõ èíñòðóìåí-
òàõ çâó÷èò â çàâèñèìîñòè îò ïðèêàñàíèÿ ê íåé. Òðåïåò è îñîç-
íàííàÿ îñòîðîæíîñòü ñ ïîýòè÷åñêèì òåêñòîì îáúåäèíèëè íàñ
ïðè ïîäãîòîâêå èçäàíèÿ. Äæóäè Õîãàí, Øåðîí Þèíã, Íàòà-
ëüÿ Ðÿáîâà, Èðèíà Åëåâè÷, Þëèÿ Òàðàñîâà ñîãëàñîâûâàëè ÷åðåç
îêåàí ïåðåâîäû íà ðóññêèé ÿçûê.

Íàøè ÷èòàòåëè ïî ïðèðîäå ñâîåé, âî âñÿêîì ñëó÷àå áîëü-
øèíñòâî èç íèõ, ñôîðìèðîâàëèñü íà òàêèõ ñòèõàõ, â êîòîðûõ
"âñå ïîíÿòíî, âñå íà ðóññêîì ÿçûêå". Íî ñàìà æèçíü, ïåðèïå-
òèè ðåàëüíîé äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè ñòèìóëèðóþò ïîèñê íîâûõ ôîðì
è ñðåäñòâ âûðàçèòåëüíîñòè. Âîçðàñòàåò óðîâåíü ïîýòè÷åñêîãî
ìèðîâîççðåíèÿ, ñòðåìëåíèå ê âçàèìîïðî÷òåíèþ ðàáîòàþùèõ
îò ðàçíûõ ýòíè÷åñêèõ èñòîêîâ. Àíòîëîãè÷åñêîå îáúåäèíåíèå
àâòîðîâ îáåùàåò áûòü ïîëåçíûì — ðÿäîì ïå÷àòàþòñÿ ïîýòû,
ïðåäñòàâëÿþùèå, êàê ñêàçàíî â äåëèêàòíîì ïðåäèñëîâèè Øýðîí
Þèíã, ñìåøàííóþ èñòîðèþ ðàçíûõ íàðîäîâ. Â îñíîâå êàæäîé
ïîýòè÷åñêîé êóëüòóðû îñîáûå èñòîêè: ìèôîëîãèçì, ôèëîñîôèÿ
áûòèÿ, íàðîäíûé ôîëüêëîð è ëèòåðàòóðíûå òðàäèöèè. Ïîíÿòíî,
íàñòðîåíèå ÷åëîâåêà íà ëþáîì ìàòåðèêå ñîçâó÷íî ñîñòîÿíèþ
îáùåé Ïðèðîäû è òîé, ÷òî ðÿäîì, äîñòóïíà ñîçåðöàíèþ. Àòîì-
íàÿ ýïîõà îáÿçóåò ïðèñëóøèâàòüñÿ íå òîëüêî ê ñîáñòâåííîìó
ñàìî÷óâñòâèþ.

È ÷åðåç äîðîãó çà òûí ïåðåéòè
Íåëüçÿ, íå òîï÷à ìèðîçäàíüÿ.

Â äâóõ ñòðîêàõ — ïîçèöèÿ Áîðèñà Ïàñòåðíàêà. Îí ëèøü
îäèí èç òåõ, êòî íàõîäèë è íàõîäèò ïîýçèþ âñþäó, íî è ýõî
òðàãåäèé — òîæå ïîâñþäó. Òîëüêî îñòàíîâèñü, îãëÿäèñü, ïðè-



234 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

languages. These are like-minded people speaking who experience
the same sorrows and joys and dream about improving human
life all over the world. Every society builds its own pantheon,
creates its idols.

Every people has its teachers and beacon lights. Each country
has its own great poets. Still we feel interest in each other, catch
the affinity we have in a few lines. "There are no more light-footed
days" - wrote the poet Ivan Skala.  "My cart is heaped high," we
read in the book by Ian Pilarg.  Do many people know these Czech
poets?  They are known in their country. Men made wise by
experience and their life as creative writers, they remind us: if
you understand what is at stake today, you will not be able to
play and be interested only in your own amusement. These quotes
from the world of a different language convince us that artists
may become soul-mates. If you can read, listen, and understand,
you will get a feeling for the common ground of literature. Poetry
is called forth and  born of Nature herself.  The rational world,
the sensual world cannot do without it. The whole universe sings
its poetry in different languages. You hear these ideas, and not
only from the lips of poets. Critics, scholars of literature, scientists,
admiring readers and listeners in the most unusual audiences,
astronauts and housewives — everybody whose soul is awake is
able to be attuned to the harmonies of poetry. It is difficult to
imagine a homo sapiens who is unable to compose a lofty phrase
at least once. Can we say now, and would it be fair to say — that
poetry is in decline?

Once my conversation with American writer and poet Charles
Eaton turned into a broad review of the literary process. In the
natural course of our conversation Mr. Eaton — who attended
the seminars of Robert Frost, is the author of many books of prose
and verse,  and has received numerous awards — spoke of
Brazilian poetry. He then admitted that he does not have an
objective view on the vast wealth of Russian literature but that
he does know some of the Russian poets who are published in
the U.S. In the foreword to his book we read that Brazilian writers
and critics felt grateful to Mr. Eaton — the first North American
author who was able to feel deeply the mysteries of the natural
world and the people of Brazil. Then I thought up a phrase —
it is still on my tape recorder:  "The quiet flutter of the falling
petal of the last rose that only the poet could hear suddenly
overpowered the insistent roar of the ocean waves breaking."

Connections, associations come to mind. And here in this
anthology I meet with my long ago conversational companion–
a master of words. I turn to my recordings and imagine him on
the terrace in a green armchair amidst the green world that he
is attuned to, knows so well, preserves, and gives to others through
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ñëóøàéñÿ — ñòàíåøü â îáùåé òðåâîãå, ïåðåäàâàåìîé íà ðàçíûõ
ÿçûêàõ. Ýòî ãîâîðÿò òâîè åäèíîìûøëåííèêè, ó íèõ òàêèå æå
ïå÷àëè, æèòåéñêèå ðàäîñòè è ìå÷òû î ëó÷øåì óñòðîéñòâå ÷å-
ëîâå÷åñêîãî îáùåæèòèÿ.

Êàæäîå îáùåñòâî âûñòðàèâàåò ñâîé ïàíòåîí, òâîðèò ñâî-
èõ êóìèðîâ. Ó êàæäîãî íàðîäà ñâîè ó÷èòåëÿ è ïóòåâîäíûå âåð-
øèíû. Âåëè÷àéøèå ïîýòû — ñâîè. È âñå æå ìû èíòåðåñíû äðóã
äðóãó, óëàâëèâàåì ñõîäñòâî ïî íåñêîëüêèì ñòðî÷êàì. "Íåò óæå
ëåãêîíîãèõ äíåé", — íàïèñàë ïîýò Èâàí Ñêàëà. "Ìîé âîç íà-
ãðóæåí ñ âåðõîì" — ñêàçàíî â ñáîðíèêå ßíà Ïèëàðæà. Ìíî-
ãèì ëè èçâåñòíû ýòè ÷åøñêèå ïîýòû? Îíè ïðèçíàíû â ñâîåé
ñòðàíå. Îíè, óìóäðåííûå æèçíüþ è òâîð÷åñòâîì, îäíàæäû
íàïîìíèëè: åñëè òû ïîíÿë, î ÷åì ñåãîäíÿ èäåò ðå÷ü, òû íå ñìî-
æåøü áåççàáîòíî èãðàòü è âåñåëî ðàçâëåêàòüñÿ. Ýòè ïðîöèòè-
ðîâàííûå ñòðîêè èç äðóãîé ÿçûêîâîé ñòèõèè óáåæäàþò, ÷òî
õóäîæíèêè ìîãóò ðîäíèòüñÿ äóõîâíî. Âîçíèêàåò îùóùåíèå
îáùåãî ïîëÿ ñëîâåñíîñòè, åñëè åñòü âîçìîæíîñòü ïðî÷èòàòü,
óñëûøàòü è ïîíÿòü. Ïîýçèÿ âîñòðåáîâàíà è ðîæäåíà ñàìîé
Ïðèðîäîé. Ðàçóìíûé, ÷óâñòâåííûé ìèð áåç íåå îáîéòèñü íå
ìîãóò. Âñå æèçíåííîå ïðîñòðàíñòâî âûïåâàåò ñåáÿ ïîýòè÷åñêèì
ñëîãîì íà ðàçíûõ ÿçûêàõ. Òàêèå ñóæäåíèÿ ìîæíî óñëûøàòü íå
òîëüêî èç óñò ïîýòîâ. Êðèòèêè, ëèòåðàòóðîâåäû, ó÷åíûå, âîñ-
õèùåííûå ÷èòàòåëè è ñëóøàòåëè â ñàìûõ íåîæèäàííûõ àóäè-
òîðèÿõ, êîñìîíàâòû è äîìîõîçÿéêè — âñå èìåþùèå
ðàçáóæåííóþ äóøó ñïîñîáíû íàñòðîèòüñÿ íà ïîýòè÷åñêèé ëàä.
Òðóäíî ïðåäñòàâèòü ÷åëîâåêà ðàçóìíîãî íåñïîñîáíûì õîòÿ áû
îäíàæäû âûñêàçàòüñÿ âîçâûøåííûì ïîðÿäêîì ñëîâ. Âîçìîæ-
íî ëè, ñïðàâåäëèâî ëè ãîâîðèòü è â íàøå âðåìÿ î òîì, ÷òî ïî-
ýçèÿ â óïàäêå?

Îäíàæäû â äèàëîãå ñ àìåðèêàíñêèì ïèñàòåëåì, ïîýòîì
×àðëüçîì Èòîíîì ïîëó÷èëñÿ øèðîêèé îáçîð ëèòåðàòóðíîãî
ïðîöåññà. Â åñòåñòâåííîì òå÷åíèè íàøåé áåñåäû ìèñòåð Èòîí,
ïðîøåäøèé ñåìèíàðû Ðîáåðòà Ôðîñòà, àâòîð ìíîãèõ êíèã
ïðîçû è ïîýçèè, ëàóðåàò êîíêóðñíûõ ïðåìèé, ãîâîðèë î áðà-
çèëüñêîé ïîýçèè, à çàòåì ïðèçíàëñÿ, ÷òî íå èìååò îáúåêòèâíîãî
âçãëÿäà íà îêåàí ðóññêîé ëèòåðàòóðû, íî íåêîòîðûõ  ïîýòîâ
èç òåõ, ÷òî èçäàþòñÿ â Àìåðèêå, çíàåò. Â ïðåäèñëîâèè ê åãî êíèãå
ãîâîðèòñÿ: áðàçèëüñêèå ïèñàòåëè è êðèòèêè áëàãîäàðíû ìèñ-
òåðó Èòîíó — ïåðâîìó àâòîðó èç  Ñåâåðíîé Àìåðèêè, ñïîñîá-
íîìó ãëóáîêî ÷óâñòâîâàòü ìèñòåðèè ïðèðîäû è ëþäåé
Áðàçèëèè. Òîãäà ó ìåíÿ ñëîæèëàñü ôðàçà —  åå ñîõðàíèë äèê-
òîôîí: "Òèõîå êîëûõàíèå ïàäàþùåãî ëåïåñòêà ïîñëåäíåé ðîçû,
ñëûøèìîå òîëüêî ïîýòó, âäðóã çàãëóøèëî íàñòîé÷èâûé ðîêîò
îêåàíñêîãî ïðèáîÿ".

Âîçíèêàþò ñâÿçè, àññîöèàöèè. È âîò â Àíòîëîãèè âñòðå-
÷àþñü ñ äàâíèì ñîáåñåäíèêîì — õóäîæíèêîì ñëîâà. Âîçâðà-
ùàþñü ê ìàãíèòîôîííûì çàïèñÿì è ïðåäñòàâëÿþ åãî íà òåððàñå
â çåëåíîì êðåñëå ñðåäè çåëåíîãî ìèðà, êîòîðûé îí ÷óâñòâóåò,
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his poetry. The eternally green tree of life, branching wildly, sways
gently above the poet’s gray head. As I read the pointed articles
of these American critics,  I suppose that Charles Eaton
sympathizes with Donald Hall’s point of view: "Long live poetry!"

In their dialogue on the pages of the magazine,  Dialogue-
U.S.A., literary critic Joseph Epstein and poet Donald Hall
analyze the process of the periodic decline of interest in poetry,
give comparative analyses of various poetic trends, there adding
public in the first half of the twentieth century and in the following
decades. They touch upon many aspects of writing and its
dissemination to readers as circumstances, interests, and the means
of distribution change.

Paying tribute to the time of great poetry, to such individuals
as Moore, Williams, Stevens, Frost, and other famous masters
of the word, Donald Hall expressed his confidence in the high
quality of contemporary poetry. What he says here appeals to
me:  "If we compile, say, an anthology of 400 pages or so of
"American poetry after Lowell" and limit it to the men and women
poets who were born between 1920 and 1940, it will be a varied
collection of intelligent, beautiful, touching works which will last
for years. And, mind you, it will include only a hundredth of one
percent of what has been published. If you are writing on "the
poetry of today," you have to admit that the greater part of what
is being written is awful — the greater part of the poetry at any
moment in time is awful."  He came to the conclusion that in
America, by the beginning of the 90s, the climate had become
much more favorable for poetry than it was in the middle of the
century.  While university scholars keep theorizing, readers we
don’t even know about are coming together to make a great
audience, which was Walt Whitman’s dream.

Nearly a century and a half ago in his book of poems Leaves
of Grass, Walt Whitman took the idea of the purifying qualities
of nature to a cosmic level. He perceived every man, as well as every
thing, against the backdrop of the infinite universe. As a brief
encyclopedia article testifies, he expressed the feeling of kinship
with all people and all phenomena in the world through the lyric
hero’s imaginative transformation into other people, and even into
inanimate objects. And Robert Frost, whom we mentioned above,
is still known as one of the first innovators at the beginning of
modern American poetry. His poems about the breakdown of the
rural world, once whole, about the tragic loss of a living,
harmonious contact between man and nature, became a profound
folk poetry in the stream of English-language classical and folk
literature. Here [in this book] thoughtful readers will be surprised
at the coincidence between the themes of Russian poetry and some
of the poems written by young, contemporary Americans.
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ïîçíàåò, îáåðåãàåò è ïîýòè÷åñêè ïåðåäàåò äðóãèì. Âå÷íîçåëå-
íîå äåðåâî æèçíè âåòâèòñÿ ñî âñåõ ñòîðîí, âîëíèñòî êîëûøåòñÿ
íàä ñåäîé ãîëîâîé ïîýòà. ×èòàÿ äèñêóññèîííûå ñòàòüè êðèòè-
êîâ, ïðåäïîëàãàþ, ÷òî ×àðëüç Èòîí ðàçäåëÿåò ïîçèöèþ Äîíàëü-
äà Õîëëà: "Äà çäðàâñòâóåò ïîýçèÿ!"

Ëèòåðàòóðíûé êðèòèê Äæîçåô Ýñòåéí è ïîýò Äîíàëüä Õîëë
â æóðíàëüíîì äèàëîãå ("Äèàëîã — ÑØÀ") àíàëèçèðîâàëè
ïðîöåññ ïåðèîäè÷åñêîãî îñëàáëåíèÿ èíòåðåñà ê ïîýçèè, äàâà-
ëè ñðàâíèòåëüíûé àíàëèç ðàçëè÷íûõ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ íàïðàâëåíèé,
àóäèòîðèé, ÷èòàþùèõ ïîýçèþ â ïåðâîé ïîëîâèíå XX âåêà è â
ïîñëåäóþùèå äåñÿòèëåòèÿ. Çàòðîíóòû ìíîãèå àñïåêòû òâîð÷å-
ñòâà è äâèæåíèÿ åãî ê ÷èòàòåëÿì ïðè ïåðåìåíå óñëîâèé, èíòå-
ðåñîâ, ñïîñîáîâ ïîïóëÿðèçàöèè.

Îòäàâàÿ äàíü âðåìåíè âåëèêîé ïîýçèè, òàêèì èíäèâèäó-
àëüíîñòÿì, êàê Ìóð, Óèëüÿìñ, Ñòèâåíñ, Ôðîñò è äðóãèì íàè-
áîëåå èçâåñòíûì õóäîæíèêàì ñëîâà, Äîíàëüä Õîëë âûñêàçàë
óâåðåííîñòü â âûñîêîì êà÷åñòâå ñîâðåìåííîé äëÿ íåãî ïîýçèè.
Ïðèâëåêàåò ðàññóæäåíèå: "Åñëè ñîñòàâèòü, ñêàæåì, àíòîëîãèþ
ñòðàíèö â 400 "Àìåðèêàíñêîé ïîýçèè ïîñëå Ëîóýëëà" è îãðà-
íè÷èòü åå òîëüêî òåìè ïîýòàìè è ïîýòåññàìè, êîòîðûå ðîäè-
ëèñü ìåæäó 1920 è 1940 ãîäàìè, òî îíà ìîæåò ñòàòü ñîáðàíèåì
ðàçíîîáðàçíûõ, óìíûõ, êðàñèâûõ, òðîãàòåëüíûõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé,
êîòîðûå îñòàíóòñÿ íà äîëãèå ãîäû. È çàìåòüòå, â íåå âîéäåò
ëèøü îäíà ñîòàÿ ïðîöåíòà òîãî, ÷òî ïóáëèêóåòñÿ. Åñëè âû ïè-
øåòå î Ïîýçèè Ñåé÷àñ, òî âû äîëæíû ïðèçíàòü, ÷òî áîëüøàÿ
÷àñòü òîãî, ÷òî ñîçäàåòñÿ, óæàñíî — áîëüøàÿ ÷àñòü ïîýçèè â
ëþáîé ìîìåíò óæàñíà." Îí ñäåëàë âûâîä: ê íà÷àëó 90-õ ãîäîâ
â Àìåðèêå ïîÿâèëèñü êóäà áîëåå áëàãîïðèÿòíûå êëèìàòè÷åñ-
êèå óñëîâèÿ äëÿ ïîýçèè, ÷åì â ñåðåäèíå âåêà. È â òî âðåìÿ, êîãäà
óíèâåðñèòåòñêèå ñïåöèàëèñòû òåîðåòèçèðóþò, íåèçâåñòíûå
÷èòàòåëè íà÷èíàþò ñîáèðàòüñÿ â âåëèêóþ àóäèòîðèþ, î êîòîðîé
ìå÷òàë Óèòìåí.

Óîëò  Óèòìåí ïî÷òè ïîëòîðà ñòîëåòèÿ íàçàä â êíèãå ñòè-
õîâ "Ëèñòüÿ òðàâû" ðàñøèðèë äî êîñìè÷åñêèõ ïðåäåëîâ èäåþ
îá î÷èùàþùåé ÷åëîâåêà áëèçîñòè ê ïðèðîäå; ëþáîé ÷åëîâåê
è ëþáàÿ âåùü ó íåãî âîñïðèíÿòû íà ôîíå áåñêîíå÷íîé âñåëåí-
íîé. Ïî ñâèäåòåëüñòâó êðàòêîé ýíöèêëîïåäèè, ÷óâñòâî ðîäñòâà
ñî âñåìè ëþäüìè è âñåìè ÿâëåíèÿìè ìèðà ïîýò âûðàæàåò ïîñðåä-
ñòâîì ïåðåâîïëîùåíèÿ ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ â äðóãèõ ëþäåé è äàæå
â íåîäóøåâëåííûå ïðåäìåòû. À óïîìÿíóòûé Ðîáåðò Ôðîñò áûë
îäíèì èç ïåðâûõ, êòî ïîñâÿòèë ñâîè ñòèõè ëîìêå íåêîãäà öåëü-
íîãî ñåëüñêîãî ìèðà. Ýòè ñòèõè î òðàãè÷åñêîé óòðàòå æèâîãî
ãàðìîíè÷åñêîãî êîíòàêòà ìåæäó ÷åëîâåêîì è ïðèðîäîé ñòàëè
ãëóáîêî íàðîäíîé ëèðèêîé â ðóñëå àíãëîÿçû÷íîé êëàññèêè è
ôîëüêëîðà. Âäóì÷èâûé ÷èòàòåëü è çäåñü íàéäåò îñíîâàíèÿ
óäèâëÿòüñÿ òåìàòè÷åñêèì ñîâïàäåíèÿì ñ ðóññêîé ïîýçèåé, ñ
íåêîòîðûìè ñòèõàìè ñîâðåìåííûõ ìîëîäûõ àìåðèêàíöåâ.
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American literature has been well-known in Russia for a long
time, especially prose, thanks to the publications of classic works
translated by our famous masters.  It  is known not only to
professionals, university graduates who have taken special lecture
courses, scholars and teachers, but even to those of us who were
school-children in the times before the "terrorizing" TV.
Apparently, few of us now read American poetry systematically
and enthusiastically. American poetry is not available here, and
has stirred no deep interest as yet. I can’t help being in agreement
with the poet D. Hall, the author of this optimistic article: "We
should not concern ourselves with the state of poetry, but with
the way that poetry is received by the reading public.  There is
more poetry than ever — how does one find one’s way in it? How
does one find and then define the criteria for new, excellent work?"

Perhaps the abundance is confusing. Time will make the
selection — shall we rely on that? Questions, questions. They can
arise in any country, in any conversation between professionals.
And in this sense our modest publication, presenting poets
unfamiliar to Russian readers is of definite value, as it helps us
to understand the universality of Nature, our continuing ties to
the place where we were born and began to get to know our
common human Home.

Throughout the whole book we can see a deeply felt mutual
interest in certain poets, for instance, the admiration for the works
by Sergey Esenin and Anna Akhmatova. It is good for the Russian
reader to know about this. His ear was caressed by the musicality
of his mother tongue, sweet combination of words arranged
carefully and put together with wonderful rhymes, and he will
be happy for those who speak and think in a different language.
He will share his joy with those who will learn that our life’s ideals
come from Pushkin, Lermontov, Tyutchev, Nekrasov, Bunin and
other national poets. These ideals have been tested by the life of
our people.  Freedom, kindness, compassion, mercy. This is the
message of the genuine poets of the new generations. Working
on the translation, it was not difficult to see that these ideals are
clear to other poets, representatives of other cultures.

This poetry tells our readers that all peoples pass along the
same complicated path toward spiritual identity and moral
maturity.  Spirituality is strengthened through song and dance,
art and poetry, in everyday life, in relationships with other people.
Poetry subtly helps everybody to attain a noble reason for being.
We should not despair because we are beginning the new century
with sad thoughts, worrying about those who do not read, those
who can do without books, without poetry, without art — all
of which helps us put our lives in order and advocates kindness
and beauty — and about those who, under the influence of the
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Â Ðîññèè äàâíî è õîðîøî çíàþò àìåðèêàíñêóþ ëèòåðàòó-
ðó, â îñîáåííîñòè ïðîçó ïî êëàññè÷åñêèì èçäàíèÿì â ïåðåâî-
äàõ èçâåñòíûõ ìàñòåðîâ. È íå òîëüêî ïðîôåññèîíàëû,
âûïóñêíèêè óíèâåðñèòåòîâ, ïðîñëóøàâøèå ñïåöèàëüíûå öèê-
ëû ëåêöèé, ó÷åíûå è ïåäàãîãè, íî äàæå äåòè — øêîëüíèêè òåõ
ëåò, êîãäà íå íàãðÿíóëî åùå "òåððîðèçèðóþùåå" òåëåâèäåíüå.
Îêàçûâàåòñÿ, àìåðèêàíñêóþ ïîýçèþ ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíûì è óâ-
ëå÷åííûì ÷òåíèåì ïîñòèãàþò íåìíîãèå. Â íàøåé ñòðàíå ñîâðå-
ìåííóþ àìåðèêàíñêóþ ïîýçèþ èçäàâàëè ìàëî, ïîýòîìó íå
ñôîðìèðîâàëñÿ ïîñòîÿííûé ÷èòàòåëüñêèé èíòåðåñ. Íåâîëüíî
ñîãëàøàþñü ñ ïîýòîì Ä.Õîëëîì, àâòîðîì îïòèìèñòè÷åñêîé  ñòà-
òüè: "Íàñ äîëæíî çàáîòèòü íå ñîñòîÿíèå ïîýçèè, à òî, êàê âîñ-
ïðèíèìàåò ïîýçèþ ÷èòàþùàÿ ïóáëèêà... Ïîýçèè ñòàëî áîëüøå,
÷åì êîãäà-ëèáî — êàê æå îðèåíòèðîâàòüñÿ? Êàê íàéòè è îï-
ðåäåëèòü íîâîå ïðåêðàñíîå ïðîèçâåäåíèå?"

Âîçìîæíî, èçîáèëèå ñáèâàåò ñ òîëêó. Âðåìÿ ïðîèçâåäåò
îòáîð — íàäåÿòüñÿ íà ýòî? Âîïðîñû, âîïðîñû. Îíè âîçìîæ-
íû â ëþáîé ñòðàíå, â ëþáîì ïðîôåññèîíàëüíîì ðàçãîâîðå. Â
ýòîì ñìûñëå è íàøå ñêðîìíîå èçäàíèå, ïðåäñòàâëÿþùåå íå-
ïðî÷èòàííûõ ðóññêèìè ïîýòîâ, èìååò êîíêðåòíóþ öåííîñòü,
ñîäåéñòâóåò ïîíèìàíèþ âñåìèðíîé Ïðèðîäû, ïîñòîÿííîé
ñâÿçè ñ ìåñòîì, ãäå ÷åëîâåê ðîäèëñÿ è íà÷èíàåò îñîçíàâàòü îá-
ùå÷åëîâå÷åñêèé Äîì.

Â ïðîèçâåäåíèÿõ äàííîãî èçäàíèÿ ó íåêîòîðûõ àâòîðîâ
÷óâñòâóåòñÿ èíòåðåñ ê ðóññêîé ïîýçèè, ê òâîð÷åñòâó Ñåðãåÿ
Åñåíèíà è Àííû Àõìàòîâîé. Ðóññêîìó ÷èòàòåëþ ïîëåçíî îá
ýòîì çíàòü. Îí, ñ êîëûáåëè îáëàñêàííûé ìàòåðèíñêîé íàïåâ-
íîñòüþ, áëàãîçâó÷íûì ñî÷åòàíèåì ñëîâ â íàèëó÷øåì ïîðÿäêå,
ñîåäèíåííûõ ÷óäîäåéñòâåííûìè ðèôìàìè, ïîðàäóåòñÿ çà ãîâî-
ðÿùèõ è äóìàþùèõ íà äðóãîì ÿçûêå. Ïîðàäóåòñÿ çà òåõ, êòî
óçíàåò, ÷òî ìû ïðèíèìàåì èäåàëû æèçíè ïî íàñòàâëåíèÿì
Ïóøêèíà, Ëåðìîíòîâà, Òþò÷åâà, Íåêðàñîâà, Áóíèíà è äðóãèõ
íàöèîíàëüíûõ ïîýòîâ. Ýòè èäåàëû èñïûòàíû íàðîäíîé æèç-
íüþ. Ñâîáîäà, äîáðûå ÷óâñòâà, ñîñòðàäàíèå, ìèëîñåðäèå. Ïðî-
ïîâåäóþò èõ èñòèííûå ïîýòû íîâûõ ïîêîëåíèé. Ïðè ïîäãîòîâêå
ïåðåâîäîâ íå òðóäíî áûëî óáåäèòüñÿ â òîì, ÷òî òàêèå  èäåàëû
ïîíÿòíû äðóãèì ïîýòàì, ïðåäñòàâèòåëÿì äðóãèõ êóëüòóð.

Ïîýçèÿ ñîîáùàåò íàøèì ÷èòàòåëÿì: âñå íàðîäû ïðîõîäÿò
òîò æå ñëîæíûé ïóòü äóõîâíîãî ñòàíîâëåíèÿ, íðàâñòâåííîãî
âîçðàñòàíèÿ. Äóõîâíîå  ñàìî÷óâñòâèå óêðåïëÿåòñÿ â ïåñíÿõ è
òàíöàõ, â èñêóññòâå è ïîýçèè, â óñòðîéñòâå áûòà, â îòíîøåíè-
ÿõ ñ äðóãèìè ëþäüìè. Ïîýçèÿ óòîí÷åííî ïîìîãàåò êàæäîìó
îáðåñòè áëàãîðîäíûé ñìûñë ñóùåñòâîâàíèÿ. Íå íàäî îò÷àèâàòü-
ñÿ èç-çà òîãî, ÷òî íîâûé âåê íà÷èíàåì ñ ïå÷àëüíûìè äóìàìè â
áåñïîêîéñòâå çà íå÷èòàþùèõ, çà âñåõ, êòî îáõîäèòñÿ áåç êíèã,
áåç ïîýçèè, áåç æèçíåóñòðîèòåëüíîãî èñêóññòâà, ïðîïîâåäóþ-
ùåãî äîáðî è êðàñîòó, ïîä âëèÿíèåì óáèéñòâåííî-ðàçâëåêàòåëü-
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fatally amusing TV, are sinking into global provinciality. Let
people embrace "the holy gift" of the poets.

It is a well-known fact that plenty of things in art and poetry
are conventional: the rhythmic meter of speech, the unusual turns
of phrase with the metaphorical connotations of words, the
symbols, signs, and allegories. It is not always possible to preserve
the individual qualities of the author’s style in translation, and
to render accurately all the conventions in a sensitive way without
deliberate interference, without any compromise for the sake of
the wholeness of the content. The soul of the Russian reader is
attuned in a special way. Considering that, the translators tried
to preserve what is most important in every poem; still some
stylistic, rhythmical changes proved inevitable as well as some
deviations from the conventions of Russian grammar to preserve
the authors’ punctuation. After detailed discussions a decision was
made not to subject the literal translations to a poetic rendering.

The editors bravely pin their hopes on the creative
imagination of the readers, the inspiration of those who love
poetry and are able to perceive, to understand things created in
the context of a different language and culture. Let us remember
Pushkin’s lines: "As soon as the divine word Lights on the sensitive
ear, The poet’s soul will stir..."All who are able to respond to
the miracle of poetry can become  co-authors, if the unusual free-
verse sent from abroad touches their souls, and invites their
imaginations to take the path of poetry.

Mikhail Bazankov
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íîãî òåëåâèäåíüÿ ïîãðóæàåòñÿ â ãëîáàëüíûé ïðîâèíöèàëèçì.
Ïóñòü ëþäè âîñïîëüçóþòñÿ "ñâÿùåííûì äàðîì" ïîýòîâ.

Îáùåèçâåñòíî, ÷òî â èñêóññòâå ïîýçèè ìíîãî óñëîâíî-
ãî: è ðèòìè÷åñêàÿ ðàçìåðåííîñòü ðå÷è, è íåîáû÷íûå îáîðîòû
åå ñ ìåòàôîðè÷åñêîé íàïîëíåííîñòüþ ñëîâ, è ñèìâîëû, è çíà-
êè, è àëëåãîðèè. Íå âñåãäà óäàåòñÿ ïðè ïåðåâîäå ñîõðàíèòü
îñîáåííîñòü àâòîðñêîãî ñòèëÿ, âñå óñëîâíîå â ïîýçèè ïåðå-
äàòü äåëèêàòíî, áåç íàðî÷èòî ñóáúåêòèâíîãî âìåøàòåëüñòâà,
áåç êàêîãî-ëèáî  êîìïðîìèññà ðàäè ïîëíîòû ñîäåðæàíèÿ.
Äóøà ðóññêîãî ÷èòàòåëÿ íàñòðîåíà íà îñîáûé ëàä. Ïåðåâîä-
÷èêè ýòî ó÷èòûâàëè, ñòàðàÿñü ñîõðàíèòü ñàìîå ñóùåñòâåííîå
â êàæäîì ñòèõå, íî íåèçáåæíû áûëè èçìåíåíèÿ ñòèëåâûõ, ðèò-
ìè÷åñêèõ îñîáåííîñòåé, îòñòóïëåíèÿ îò ïðàâèë ðîäíîé ãðàì-
ìàòèêè ðàäè ñîîòâåòñòâèÿ àâòîðñêîé ïóíêòóàöèè. Ïîñëå
îáñòîÿòåëüíûõ ñîãëàñîâàíèé áûëî ïðèíÿòî ðåøåíèå íå äå-
ëàòü íà îñíîâå óòî÷íåííûõ ïîäñòðî÷íèêîâ ïîâòîðíîãî ïî-
ýòè÷åñêîãî ïåðåâîäà.

Ðåäàêòîðû ñìåëî íàäåþòñÿ íà òâîð÷åñêîå âîîáðàæåíèå
÷èòàòåëåé, íà âäîõíîâåíèå ëþáèòåëåé ïîýçèè, ñïîñîáíûõ âîñ-
ïðèíÿòü, ïîñòè÷ü ñîçäàííîå íà äðóãîé ÿçûêîâîé, êóëüòóð-
íîé îñíîâå. Ïîìíèòå ñòðîêè Ïóøêèíà: "Íî ëèøü
áîæåñòâåííûé ãëàãîë / Äî ñëóõà ÷óòêîãî êîñíåòñÿ... / Äóøà
ïîýòà âñòðåïåíåòñÿ..." Êàæäûé ñïîñîáíûé âîñïðèíèìàòü ÷óäî
ïîýçèè ìîæåò ñòàòü ñîàâòîðîì, åñëè ïðèñëàííûé èçäàëåêà
íåïðèâû÷íûé âåðëèáð êîñíåòñÿ äóøè, ïîçîâåò âîîáðàæåíèå
íà ïîýòè÷åñêóþ äîðîãó.

Ìèõàèë Áàçàíêîâ
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CONTRIBUTORS’ BIOGRAPHIES

Kathy Cantley Ackerman was born in the Appalachian Mountains of
West Virginia but grew up in northwestern Ohio.  She has been a Carolinian
since 1984.   In 1991 she earned a Ph.D. in American literature and  has
taught  English at community colleges  and universities in both North and
South Carolina.   Her poems have appeared in Southern Poetry Review,
Appalachian Heritage, Blue Violin, Nightsun, Buffalo Bones, and other
literary magazines.

Susan Alff lives in Raleigh with her teenaged son, Ted.  She was born
in California and later lived in Connecticut and Maryland. She earned a
bachelor’s degree in journalism from the University of Maryland  and
worked in  various editing positions  in  the Baltimore area before moving
to North Carolina (NC). For the past ten years, she has worked at
independent bookstores, currently at Quail Ridge Books in Raleigh.  She
has resumed writing poetry after a ten-year silence.  Her poem won second
place this year at the North Carolina State University’s (NC State) Poetry
Festival.

Annette Allen, Professor of Literature and Director of the Center for
Women Writers at Salem College in Winston-Salem, previously taught at
Achimota College in Ghana, at Southern Methodist University in Texas
(TX), and at Rutgers University in New Jersey (NJ). Her poetry has
appeared in such magazines as Southern Poetry Review, Poet Lore, and
Boulevard.  She received the Lee Kennedy Witte Award for her poetry
collection Country of Light (1996), three state arts council awards for poetry,
two National Endowment for the Humanities (NEH) summer fellowships,
and the Dr. Clifford and Elizabeth Guy Award for her forthcoming book
Forever Taking Leave.

Sam Barbee, a resident of Winston-Salem, has had poems published
in such journals as Atlantis, Crucible, Asheville Poetry Review, Potato Eyes,
Wellspring,  Georgia Journal,  St. Andrews Review, Charlotte Poetry
Review, and Negative Capability.   In 1991  he received the North Carolina
Poetry Society’s (NCPS) 59th Poet Laureate Award.  He has been a featured
poet on the NC Public Radio Station WFDD, and he received an Emerging
Artist’s Grant from the Winston-Salem Arts Council in 1994.  His first
collection, Changes of Venue (Mount Olive Press), was published in 1997.
In 1999, he was the highlighted poet in Independence Boulevard in Charlotte.
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ÁÈÎÃÐÀÔÈÈ,    ÏÈÑÀÒÅËÅÉ,
ÂÍÅÑØÈÕ ÑÂÎÉ ÂÊËÀÄ  Â ÑÎÇÄÀÍÈÅ

ÀÍÒÎËÎÃÈÈ

Êýòè Êýíòëè Àêêåðìàí ðîäèëàñü â Àïïàëà÷àõ â Çàïàäíîé Âèðäæèíèè,
íî âûðîñëà íà Ñåâåðî-çàïàäå øòàòà Îãàéî. Îíà æèâåò â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå
ñ 1984 ãîäà. Â 1991 ãîäó îíà ïîëó÷èëà ñòåïåíü äîêòîðà â îáëàñòè àìåðèêàí-
ñêîé ëèòåðàòóðû è ïîñëå ýòîãî îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà àíãëèéñêèé â êîëëåäæàõ, è
óíèâåðñèòåòàõ êàê Ñåâåðíîé, òàê è Þæíîé Êàðîëèíû. Åå ñòèõè áûëè íàïå-
÷àòàíû â ïîýòè÷åñêèõ æóðíàëàõ: "Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå Îáîçðåíèå", "Íàñëå-
äèå Àïïàëà÷", "Ãîëóáàÿ Ñêðèïêà", "Íî÷íîå ñîëíöå", "Êîñòè áóéâîëà" è â
äðóãèõ, ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ.

Ñüþçàí Àëüô æèâåò â Ðîëè ñ ñûíîì-ïîäðîñòêîì, êîòîðîãî çîâóò Òýä.
Îíà ðîäèëàñü â Êàëèôîðíèè, çàòåì æèëà â øòàòàõ Êîííåêòèêóò è Ìýðèëýíä.
Îíà ïîëó÷èëà ñòåïåíü áàêàëàâðà æóðíàëèñòèêè â óíèâåðñèòåòå øòàòà Ìýðè-
ëýíä, è äî ïåðååçäà â Ñåâåðíóþ Êàðîëèíó ðàáîòàëà ðåäàêòîðîì â Áàëòèìî-
ðå. Â òå÷åíèå ïîñëåäíèõ 10 ëåò îíà ðàáîòàëà â íåçàâèñèìûõ êíèæíûõ ìàãàçèíàõ,
â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îíà ðàáîòàåò â Êâåéë Ðèäæ Áóêñ (Quail Ridge Books). Ïîñëå
10-ëåòíåãî ìîë÷àíèÿ îíà ñíîâà âåðíóëàñü ê ïîýòè÷åñêîìó òâîð÷åñòâó. Â ýòîì,
ãîäó íà ïîýòè÷åñêîì ôåñòèâàëå óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ðîëè åå
ñòèõîòâîðåíèå áûëî óäîñòîåíî âòîðîé ïðåìèè.

Àííåò Àëëåí - ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïðîôåññîðîì ëèòåðàòóðû è äèðåêòîðîì öåíòðà
æåíùèí-ïèñàòåëüíèö â êîëëåäæå Ñýëåì â Âèíñòîí-Ñýëåì. Äî ýòîãî îíà ïðå-
ïîäàâàëà â êîëëåäæå Àõèìîòî â Ãàíå, â Þæíî-ìåòîäèñòñêîì óíèâåðñèòåòå
â Òåõàñå è â óíèâåðñèòåòå Ðàòãåðñ â Íüþ Äæåðñè. Åå ñòèõè áûëè îïóáëèêî-
âàíû â òàêèõ æóðíàëàõ êàê "Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå îáîçðåíèå", "Ìóäðîñòü
ïîýòîâ", è "Áóëüâàð". Îíà ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó "Lee Kennedy Witte" çà ïîýòè-
÷åñêèé ñáîðíèê "Ñòðàíà ñâåòà" â 1996 ãîäó, 3 íàãðàäû ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ øòà-
òà, 2 íàãðàäû îò Íàöèîíàëüíîãî Ôîíäà Ðàçâèòèÿ Ãóìàíèòàðíûõ Íàóê è
íàãðàäó èìåíè äîêòîðà Êëèôôîðäà è Åëèçàâåòû Ãàé çà êíèãó "Âå÷íî óõîäÿ-
ùàÿ", êîòîðàÿ ñêîðî âûéäåò èç ïå÷àòè.

Ñýì Áàðáè - æèòåëü ãîðîäà Âèíñòîí-Ñýëåì. Åãî ñòèõè áûëè îïóáëèêî-
âàíû, â òàêèõ, æóðíàëàõ, êàê "Àòëàíòèäà", "Òèãåëü", "Àøåâèëü Ïîýòðè Ðå-
âüþ" (Asheville Poetry Review), "Ãëàçêè êàðòîôåëÿ", "Èñòî÷íèê", "Äæîðäæèà
Äæîðíàë (Georgia Jornal), "Ñåíò Àíäðþç Ðåâüþ" (St. Andeews Review), "Øàðëîòò
Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ" (Charlotte Poetry Review) è â æóðíàëå "Îòðèöàòåëüíûå ñïî-
ñîáíîñòè". Â 1991 ãîäó îí ïîëó÷èë íàãðàäó ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíû "59-ûé ïîýò-ëàóðåàò". Îí âûñòóïàë ñî ñâîèìè ñòèõàìè íà ðàäèî-
ñòàíöèè WFDD, à â 1994 ãîäó îò ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ Âèíñòîí-Ñýëåìà îí ïîëó-
÷èë ãðàíò, êîòîðûì íàãðàæäàþòñÿ ïîäàþùèå íàäåæäû ïèñàòåëè. Åãî ïåðâûé
ñáîðíèê "Ïåðåìåíû ìåñò" áûë îïóáëèêîâàí â 1997 ãîäó â "Ìàóíò Îëèâ Ïpecc"
(Mount Olive Press). Â 1999 ãîäó åãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ íàèáîëåå ÷àñòî ïîÿâëÿëèñü
â ëèòåðàòóðíîì æóðíàëå "Áóëüâàð Íåçàâèñèìîñòè" â Øàðëîòò.
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Katherine Russell Barnes, a lifelong resident of North Carolina, is a
retired obstetrical nurse whose work experiences are often reflected in her
poems.  She had been writing poetry for thirty years and has been published
in Crucible,  Pembroke Magazine, Weymouth Anthology,  Wellspring,
Dragonfly,  and other  literary magazines.

Joseph Bathanti, born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania (PA), moved to
North Carolina to teach in the NC prison system.  Since 1990, he has taught
English and served as Writer-in-Residence at Mitchell Community College
in Statesville, NC, where he lives with his wife and two sons.  He is the author
of four books of poetry: Communion Partners; Anson County; The Feast
of All Saints; and This Metal, which won the 1997 Oscar Arnold Young
Award for best book of poetry by a North Carolina writer.

Jeffery Beam, a native North Carolinian and a botanical librarian,
is also poetry editor of the literary journal Oyster Boy Review. His books
include The Fountain, Visions of Dame Kind, and An Elizabethan Bestiary.
His work has appeared in Yellow Silk, a special feature in Hummingbird,
and Asheville Poetry, NC Literary, and Harvard Gay & Lesbian reviews
and been included  in Duke  University’s Rainbow Oral History Project
and University of North Carolina-Chapel Hill’s (UNC-Chapel Hill) North
Carolina Writers Collection.  He has exhibited poems at the Duke Museum
of Art and the NC Zoo and has received grants from the Orange Arts Council
Emerging Artist and the Mary Duke Biddle Foundation.

Charles Blackburn, Jr., is a writer and editor for Sigma Xi, The
Scientific Research Society. He has worked for newspapers in Wadesboro,
Raeford, Henderson, and Washington, NC, and also edited a weekly
newspaper in Lavonia, Georgia (GA).  For nine years he was a medical
newswriter for Duke University. The winner of Crucible’s 1997 Sam Ragan
Poetry Prize, he was also the recipient of a 1998 North Carolina Arts Council
(NCAC) literary fellowship.  He lives in Raleigh with his wife and daughter.

Paula Blackwell is a North Carolina poet living in Durham.

Susan Broili, a reporter for the Chapel Hill Herald, where she primarily
covers crime and art, lives in Durham.  She has hosted Russian writers and
visited Kostroma, Russia, with the Sister Cities of Durham exchanges.  In
1992 she covered a special appearance in Moscow of the American Dance
Festival.  Her articles on Kostroma’s artistic community have appeared
in the Durham Herald Sun, and her articles on Durham’s artistic community
have appeared in Literary Kostroma.  She has published poetry, fiction,
and non-fiction in such publications as Living Culture in Durham, Watering
the Roots in a Democracy, Journey Proud: Southern Women’s Personal
Writings, Dance Magazine, and The Welcome.
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Êàòðèí Ðàññåë Áàðíñ, âñþ ñâîþ æèçíü æèâóùàÿ â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, ìåä-
ñåñòðà ñ àêóøåðñêîé ñïåöèàëèçàöèåé íà ïåíñèè. Îíà ïèøåò ñòèõè 30 ëåò, è åå
îïûò ðàáîòû ÷àñòî íàõîäèò îòðàæåíèå â ñòèõàõ. Åå ñòèõè íàïå÷àòàíû â "Òèã-
ëå", "Ïåìáðîóê Ìýãàçèí" (Pembroke Magazine), "Âåéìóò Àíòîëîäæè" (Weymouth
Antology), "Èñòî÷íèêå", "Ñòðåêîçå" è äðóãèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ.

Äæîçåô Áàòàíòè ðîäèëñÿ â Ïèòñáóðãå, øòàò Ïåíñèëüâàíèÿ. Â Ñåâåðíóþ Êà-
ðîëèíó îí ïðèåõàë, ÷òîáû ïðåïîäàâàòü â øêîëàõ ïðè òþðüìàõ. Ñ 1990 ãîäà îí
ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñêèé ÿçûê, à òàêæå ðàáîòàåò êàê ïèñàòåëü-ïðîôåññîð â êîëëåäæå
Ìèò÷åë Êîìüþíèòè â Ñòåéòñâèëëå, ãäå îí è æèâåò ñ æåíîé è äâóìÿ ñûíîâüÿìè.
Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì 4-õ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ñáîðíèêîâ "Åäèíîâåðöû", "Ãðàôñòâî Ýí-
ñîí", "Ïðàçäíèê âñåõ ñâÿòûõ" è "Ýòîò ìåòàëë". Ïîñëåäíÿÿ êíèãà áûëà óäîñòîå-
íà íàãðàäû èìåíè Îñêàðà Àðíîëüäà ßíãà çà ëó÷øóþ êíèãó ñòèõîâ.

Äæåôôåðè Áèì - óðîæåíåö Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îí ðàáîòàåò áèáëèî-
òåêàðåì ïî êíèãàì î áîòàíèêå, à òàêæå ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïîýòè÷åñêèì ðåäàêòîðîì ëè-
òåðàòóðíîãî æóðíàëà "Îáîçðåíèå Óñòðè÷íàÿ Áóõòà". Èì íàïèñàíû òàêèå êíèãè
êàê "Ôîíòàí", "Ïðåäâèäåíèÿ ãîñïîæè Äîáðîòû", "Çîîëîãè÷åñêàÿ ýíöèêëîïå-
äèÿ" - êíèãà â ñðåäíåâåêîâîì æàíðå, îïèñûâàþùàÿ æèâîòíûõ, ïðåäíàçíà÷å-
íèåì êîòîðîé áûëî ðàçâëåêàòü ëþäåé è ïðåïîäàâàòü èì óðîêè ìîðàëè. Ñòèõè
Äæåôôåðè Áèì ïå÷àòàëèñü â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ. "Æåëòûé Øåëê", "Êî-
ëèáðè", ãäå åìó áûëî óäåëåíî îñîáîå âíèìàíèå, "Àøâèëü Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ"
(Asheville Poetry Review), "Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà: Ëèòåðàòóðíîå îáîçðåíèå", â
æóðíàëå  "Ãàâàðä Ãýé ýíä Ëåñáèàí" (Harvard Gay & Lesbian Review) è áûëè
âêëþ÷åíû â ñáîðíèê Óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþê "Ðåéíáîó Îðàë Õèñòîðè Ïðîäæåêò"
(Rainbow Oral History Project) è â ñáîðíèê óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëè-
íû â ×àïåë-Õèëë "Ïèñàòåëè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû". Åãî ñòèõè î ôàíòàñòè÷åñ-
êèõ æèâîòíûõ âûñòàâëÿëèñü â õóäîæåñòâåííîì ìóçåå Äþêà, â çîîïàðêå
Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îí ïîëó÷èë ãðàíòû îò Ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ îêðóãà Îðàíæ
êàê ïîäàþùèé íàäåæäû ïîýò è îò  ôîíäà "Ìýðè Äþê Áèääë".

×àðëüç Áëýêáåðí, ìëàäøèé - ïèñàòåëü è ðåäàêòîð íàó÷íî-èññëåäîâàòåëü-
ñêîãî îáùåñòâà "Ñèãìà Xè" (Sigma Õi). Îí ðàáîòàë â èçäàòåëüñòâàõ ãàçåò â ãî-
ðîäàõ Óýéäñáîðî, Ðàåôîðä, Õåíäåðñîí è Âàøèíãòîí â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, à
òàêæå ðåäàêòèðîâàë åæåíåäåëüíóþ ãàçåòó â Ëàâîíèè, øòàò Äæîðäæèÿ. Â òå÷åíèå
9 ëåò îí ïèñàë ñîîáùåíèÿ èç îáëàñòè ìåäèöèíû äëÿ Óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþêà. Â 1997
ãîäó ×.Áëýêáåðí ñòàë ëàóðåàòîì, íàãðàäû èìåíè Ñýìà Ðýãàíà îò ëèòåðàòóðíîãî
æóðíàëà "Òèãåëü", à â 1998 ãîäó îí ïîëó÷èë ëèòåðàòóðíûé ãðàíò Ñîâåòà õóäî-
æåñòâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. ×.Áëýêáåðí æèâåò â Ðîëè ñ æåíîé è äî÷åðüþ.

Ïàóëà Áëýêâåëë - ïîýòåññà, æèâóùàÿ  â Äàðåìå, øòàò Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.

Ñüþçàí Áðîéëè - êîððåñïîíäåíò "×àïåë Õèëë Ãåðàëä", ãäå îíà â îñíîâ-
íîì ïèøåò îá èñêóññòâå è ïðåñòóïëåíèÿõ, æèâåò â Äàðåìå. Îíà ïðèíèìàëà ó
ñåáÿ ðóññêèõ ïèñàòåëåé è ïðèåçæàëà â Êîñòðîìó ïî ïðîãðàììå îáìåíà ìåæ-
äó ãîðîäàìè-ïîáðàòèìàìè. Â 1992 ãîäó îíà îñâåùàëà â Ìîñêâå Ôåñòèâàëü
Àìåðèêàíñêîãî Òàíöà. Åe ñòàòüè î õóäîæåñòâåííîì ìèðå Êîñòðîìû áûëè îïóá-
ëèêîâàíû â Äàðåìñêîé ãàçåòå "Ãåðàëä Ñàí", à ñòàòüè î Äàðåìñêîì ìèðå èñ-
êóññòâà áûëè íàïå÷àòàíû â ãàçåòå "Ëèòåðàòóðíàÿ Êîñòðîìà". Ñüþçàí Áðîéëè
ïå÷àòàëà ñâîè ñòèõè, õóäîæåñòâåííûå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ è ïóáëèöèñòè÷åñêèå çà-
ìåòêè, î÷åðêè â òàêèõ èçäàíèÿõ êàê "Æèâàÿ êóëüòóðà Äàðåìà", "Îðîøàÿ êîðíè
äåìîêðàòèè", "Ðàäîñòíûé ïóòü: Ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ æåíùèí Þãà", "Æóðíàë Òàíöà"
è "Ïðèâåòñòâèå".
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Sally Buckner,  of Raleigh,  has divided her professional life between
teaching and writing.  She has taught at every level from kindergarten
through  graduate school  and was  recently  named Professor Emerita at
Peace College.  A former journalist, she has published poetry, fiction, drama,
and non-fiction. Her poetry collection Strawberry Harvest appeared in 1986.
She edited two anthologies: Our Words, Our Ways: Reading and Writing
in North Carolina and Word and Witness: 100 Years of North Carolina
Poetry. For her contributions to North Carolina literature, she received
both the Sam Ragan Award (1993) and the R. Hunt Parker Award (1999).

Elizabeth Burgess taught school in Germany, Japan, and California,
as well as in North Carolina.  She is a wreath maker and owner of Wreaths
of Carolina in Asheboro, NC.  Her poems have appeared in North Carolina
Poetry Society’s 60th Year Anthology Here’s to the Land, in NCPS’s Award
Winning Poems, 1993, and in Writers Ink Anthology of Regional Poets,
A Time to Listen.  Her short stories have appeared in The Book of American
Traditions, 1996, and the Mount Olive College Press Anthology Travel and
Film. She is currently at work on a novel.

Ann Campanella was selected for the Blumenthal Readers and Writers
Series in 2000.  She won the 1999 Poet Laureate Award from NCPS. Her
collection Outrunning the Rain is forthcoming from Mount Olive College
Press.  To combat violence in schools, she helped found the Beat Swords
into Ploughshares Student Writing Competition. A full-time writer, she has
lived in the Panama Canal Zone, Florida, and Texas.  She now lives on a
small farm in Huntersville, NC, with her husband, horse, and three cats.

Jim Clark was born in Byrdstown, Tennessee (TN), and educated at
Vanderbilt  University,  UNC-Greensboro,  and  the University of Denver.
He has published two books of poems, Dancing on Canaan’s Ruins and
Handiwork. He has been a scholar at the Bread Loaf Writers Conference,
and his poems and stories have appeared in The Georgia Review, Prairie
Schooner, Southern Poetry Review, and The Denver Quarterly.  Presently,
he lives in Wilson, NC, where he is Writer-in-Residence at Barton College,
director of the Barton College Creative Writing Symposium, and an editor
of the literary journal Crucible.

W.E.Cockrell, III, of Chapel Hill, has written poetry for several of
his 52 years and has begun to publish in literary magazines. He is the author
of two chapbooks, My Opal Eye and Blue Odyssey, and the editor of the
North Carolina Poetry Society’s newsletter. A U.S.  Marine from 1966-
70,  he served in Vietnam (1967-68), attended college on the GI Bill, and
graduated from UNC-Chapel Hill with a master’s degree in Health
Administration in 1975.  He works in research administration at a large
medical center in Durham.
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Ñàëëè Áàêíåð, æèâóùàÿ â Ðîëè, ïîäåëèëà ñâîþ ïðîôåññèîíàëüíóþ æèçíü
ìåæäó ïðåïîäàâàíèåì è ïèñàòåëüñêîé äåÿòåëüíîñòüþ. Îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà íà âñåõ
óðîâíÿõ, íà÷èíàÿ ñ äåòñêîãî ñàäà äî àñïèðàíòóðû è íåäàâíî ïîëó÷èëà çâà-
íèå "Ïðoôeccop Emerita" - ïðîôåññîð â îòñòàâêå îò êîëëåäæà Ïèñ. Áûâøèé
æóðíàëèñò, îíà îïóáëèêîâàëà ñòèõè, õóäîæåñòâåííûå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ, äðàìó,
ïóáëèöèñòèêó. Åå ïîýòè÷åñêèé ñáîðíèê "Óðîæàé êëóáíèêè" âûøåë â 1986 ãîäó.
Îíà ðåäàêòèðîâàëà 2 àíòîëîãèè "Íàøè ñëîâà, íàøè äîðîãè: ×èòàòåëè è ïè-
ñàòåëè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû"  è "Ñëîâî è ñâèäåòåëüñòâî: 100 ëåò ïîýçèè Ñå-
âåðíîé Êàðîëèíû".  Çà åå âêëàä â ëèòåðàòóðó Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â 1993 ãîäó
îíà ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó èìåíè Ñýìà Ðýãàíà, à â 1999 ãîäó - èìåíè Ð.Õàíò Ïàðêåð.

Ýëèçàáåò Áóðãåññ ïðåïîäàâàëà â øêîëå â Ãåðìàíèè, ßïîíèè, Êàëèôîð-
íèè è Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå. Ñåé÷àñ îíà çàíèìàåòñÿ èçãîòîâëåíèåì âåíêîâ è
ÿâëÿåòñÿ âëàäåëèöåé êîìïàíèè ïî èçãîòîâëåíèþ âåíêîâ â Àøáîðî (Ñåâåðíàÿ
Êàðîëèíà). Åå ñòèõè âîøëè â àíòîëîãèþ, ïîñâÿùåííóþ 60-ëåòèþ ïîýòè÷åñ-
êîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû "Çà çåìëþ...", â ñáîðíèêå ïîýòè÷åñêîãî
îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, â ïóáëèêàöèè "Ñòèõè, ïîëó÷èâøèå íàãðàäû"
â 1993 ãîäó, â àíòîëîãèè ðåãèîíàëüíûõ ïîýòîâ îáùåñòâà "Ïèñàòåëüñêèå ÷åð-
íèëà" ïîä íàçâàíèåì "Âðåìÿ ñëóøàòü". Åe êîðîòêèå ðàññêàçû âîøëè â "Êíè-
ãó àìåðèêàíñêèõ òðàäèöèé" â 1996 ãîäó è â àíòîëîãèþ èçäàòåëüñòâà Ìàóíò
Îëèâ Êîëëåäæ Ïðåññ (Mount Îlive College Press) "Ïóòåøåñòâèÿ è Êèíî". Â
íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îíà ðàáîòàåò íàä ðîìàíîì.

Ýíí Êàìïàíåëëà. Åå ñòèõè áûëè âûáðàíû â 2000 ãîäó äëÿ ñåðèè òóðà ïî-
ýòè÷åñêèõ ÷òåíèé "×èòàòåëè è ïèñàòåëè Áëóìåíòàëÿ. Â 1999 ãîäó îíà ñòàëà
ëàóðåàòîì íàãðàäû ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Åe ñáîðíèê
"Íàïåðåãîíêè ñ äîæäåì" âûõîäèò â èçäàòåëüñòâå Ìàóíò Îëèâ Êîëëåäæ Ïpecc
(Mount Îlive College Press). ×òîáû ïðîòèâîñòîÿòü íàñèëèþ â øêîëàõ, îíà
ïîìîãëà îðãàíèçîâàòü ëèòåðàòóðíûé êîíêóðñ äëÿ øêîëüíèêîâ "Ïåðåêóåì ìå÷è
íà ëåìåõè". Áóäó÷è ïðîôåññèîíàëüíûì ïèñàòåëåì, îíà æèëà â çîíå Ïàíàìñ-
êîãî Êàíàëà, Ôëîðèäå è Òåxace. Ñåé÷àñ îíà ñ ìóæåì æèâåò íà ìàëåíüêîé ôåðìå
â Õàíòåðñâèëëå. Ó íèõ åñòü ëîøàäü è 3 êîøêè.

Äæèì Êëàðê ðîäèëñÿ â Á¸ðäñòàóíå, Òåííåññè è ïîëó÷èë îáðàçîâàíèå â
óíèâåðñèòåòå Âàíäåðáèëò, óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ãðèíñáîðî è
â óíèâåðñèòåòå â Äåíâåðå. Îí îïóáëèêîâàë 2 êíèãè ñòèõîâ: "Òàíöóÿ íà ðàç-
âàëèíàõ Çåìëè îáåòîâàííîé" è "Ðó÷íàÿ ðàáîòà". Îí âûñòóïàë êàê ó÷åíûé íà
ïèñàòåëüñêîé êîíôåðåíöèè "Õëåáíûé êàðàâàé", à åãî ñòèõè è ðàññêàçû ïîÿâ-
ëÿëèñü â æóðíàëàõ "Äæîðäæèÿ Ðåâüþ" (The Georgia Review), "Øõóíà ïðåðèé",
"Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå Îáîçðåíèå" è "Äåíâåð Êâîðòåðëè" (The Denver Quarterly).
Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îí æèâåò â Âèëñîíå, â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, ïðåïîäàåò ëè-
òåðàòóðíîå òâîð÷åñòâî â êîëëåäæå Áàðòîí, ÿâëÿåòñÿ äèðåêòîðîì Ñèìïîçèó-
ìà "Ïèñüìåííîå òâîð÷åñòâî" â êîëëåäæå Áàðòîí, à òàêæå ÿâëÿåòñÿ ðåäàêòîðîì
ëèòåðàòóðíîãî æóðíàëà "Òèãåëü".

Â.È. Êîêðåëë, III - æèâåò â ×àïåë  Õèëë. Åìó 52 ãîäà; óæå íåñêîëüêî ëåò
îí ïèøåò ñòèõè è íà÷àë ïóáëèêîâàòüñÿ â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ. Îí ÿâëÿ-
åòñÿ àâòîðîì 2-õ êíèæåê: "Îïàëîâûé ãëàç" è "Ãîëóáàÿ Îäèññåÿ" è ðåäàêòî-
ðîì âåñòíèêà ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Â 1966-70 ãîäàõ
îí ïðîõîäèë âîåííóþ ñëóæáó â ìîðñêîé ïåõîòå ÑØÀ. Â 1967-68 ãîäàõ îí
ñëóæèë âî Âüåòíàìå. Îí ïîëó÷èë âûñøåå îáðàçîâàíèå ïî ñîëäàòñêèì ëüãî-
òàì, çàêîí÷èâ â 1975 ãîäó óíèâåðñèòåò ïî ñïåöèàëüíîñòè àäìèíèñòðàòîðà
çäðàâîîõðàíåíèÿ. Ñåé÷àñ îí ðàáîòàåò àäìèíèñòðàòîðîì â èññëåäîâàòåëüñêîì
îòäåëå áîëüøîãî ìåäèöèíñêîãî öåíòðà â Äàðåìå.
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Mary Alice Countess has a degree in English from the University
of North Carolina-Chapel Hill.  As the wife of a former Air Force Sergeant,
she has lived in North and South Carolina, Texas, and the Canal Zone
(Panama), raising four children and teaching in the primary grades for
twelve years.  She and her husband have now retired to forty acres of
Piedmont land.

Thomas Rain Crow, poet, translator, editor, publisher (New Native
Press), and record producer (Fern Hill Records), is the author of seven books
of poetry, four books of translation, an anthology, two recordings, the editor
of Beatitude magazine and books, and founding Director of the San
Francisco International Poetry  Festival in the 1970’s Second San Francisco
Renaissance.  His work on behalf of issues of Native American rights, the
environment, and First-amendment rights in the arts has taken him to live
in many places in the U.S. and abroad.  He currently lives in the NC mount-
ains and tours with his poetry and music band, The Boatrockers.

gerry dawson was born in 1955 on Long Island, New York (NY). As
a teenager he began playing  and writing songs. Poems soon followed.  A
collection titled The Baby Boom Blues (Peloria Press) appeared in the early
1980s.  Individual poems have been published by various small press
publications across the USA.  He is also active in the visual arts of drawing,
painting, and block printing.

Ellie Depew was born and educated in Missouri, has lived in Michigan,
and now lives in North Carolina, where she is a freelance writer and a Spanish
teacher.  She received the Time-Warner Star Teacher Award for the year
2000 and has been awarded the "Pass It On" Literacy Award by the NC
chapter of the Daughters of the American Revolution (DAR).  She was
also recognized for her work in developing literacy at the Continental
Congress of the DAR in Washington, DC, in April, 2000.

Margaret Divish is a physician living in Charlotte, NC.  She was born
in New Jersey and has lived in Indiana (IN); New York (NY); Baltimore,
Maryland (MD); Washington,  DC; and Charlottesvilie, Virginia (VA).
Her home in Charlotte is the first one in which she has had a study, and
she writes there every morning.   "Demeter Writes Back  to Persephone"
is her  second poem accepted  for publication.

Deborah H. Doolittle was born in Hartford, Connecticut (CT), in 1956,
and besides North Carolina, has lived in Arizona, California, Kentucky,
Maryland, Texas, Virginia, and Wisconsin, as well as in England and Japan.
She currently teaches writing at Coastal Carolina Community College.
Married to an officer in the U.S. Marine Corps (we knew there was some
reason for all those moves!), she lives on the New River with their two
children and two cats.  Her poems have appeared in The Bear Deluxe, Blue
Violin, Edge City Review, Red Owl Magazine, and Yemassee.
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Ìýðè Ýëèñ Êàóíòåññ èìååò ñòåïåíü ïî àíãëèéñêîé ëèòåðàòóðå, êîòîðóþ
îíà ïîëó÷èëà â óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â ×àïåë Õèëë. Áóäó÷è æåíîé
áûâøåãî ñåðæàíòà âîåííî-âîçäóøíûõ ñèë, îíà æèëà â Ñåâåðíîé è Þæíîé
Êàðîëèíå, Òåõàñå, â çîíå Ïàíàìñêîãî êàíàëà, âîñïèòûâàÿ 4-õ äåòåé, è â òå-
÷åíèå 12 ëåò îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà â íà÷àëüíûõ êëàññàõ. Ñåé÷àñ îíà ñ ìóæåì íà
ïåíñèè è æèâåò â Ïèäìîíòå íà çåìåëüíîì ó÷àñòêå â 40 àêðîâ.

Òîìàñ Ðåéí Êðî - ïîýò, ïåðåâîä÷èê, ðåäàêòîð, èçäàòåëü "Íüþ Íåéòèâ
Ïpecc", ìóçûêàëüíûé ïðîäþñåð "Ôåðí Õèëë Ðåêîðäç". Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì
7 ïîýòè÷åñêèõ êíèã, 4-õ êíèã ïåðåâîäîâ, àíòîëîãèè, 2-õ çàïèñåé, ðåäàêòîðîì
êíèã è æóðíàëà "Áëàæåíñòâî"  è äèðåêòîðîì-îñíîâàòåëåì ìåæäóíàðîäíîãî
ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ôåñòèâàëÿ â Ñàí-Ôðàíöèñêî â 70-å ãîäû, âî âðåìÿ 2-ãî Ðåíåñ-
ñàíñà Ñàí-Ôðàíöèñêî. Åãî ðàáîòà ïî âîïðîñàì ïðàâ êîðåííûõ àìåðèêàíöåâ
- èíäåéöåâ, îêðóæàþùåé ñðåäû, ñâîáîäå ñëîâà â èñêóññòâå âûíóæäàëà åãî æèòü
â ðàçíûõ ìåñòàõ ÑØÀ è çà ãðàíèöåé. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îí æèâåò â ãîðàõ Ñå-
âåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è ñîâåðøàåò òóðíå ñî ñâîèì ïîýòè÷åñêèì, ìóçûêàëüíûì
îðêåñòðîì "Áîóòðîêåðñû" (Boatrockers).

äæåððè äîñîí ðîäèëñÿ â 1955 ãîäó íåäàëåêî îò Íüþ-Éîðêà. Ïîäðîñòêîì,
îí íà÷àë èñïîëíÿòü è ïèñàòü ïåñíè. Ñêîðî çà ýòèì ïîñëåäîâàëè ñòèõè. Ñáîðíèê,
îçàãëàâëåííûé "Òîñêà ìîåãî ïîêîëåíèÿ" (Ïåëîðèÿ Ïðåññ) ïîÿâèëñÿ âíà÷àëå
80-õ. Îòäåëüíûå ñòèõè áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû ðàçëè÷íûìè ìàëåíüêèìè èçäàòåëü-
ñòâàìè âî ìíîãèõ øòàòàõ. äîñîí òàêæå àêòèâíî ðèñóåò, ïèøåò ìàñëîì, çàíè-
ìàåòñÿ êñèëîãðàôèåé.

Ýëëè Äåïüþ ðîäèëàñü è ïîëó÷èëà îáðàçîâàíèå â øòàòå Ìèññóðè, æèëà
â øòàòå Ìè÷èãàí, à ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, ãäå îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ
ïèñàòåëüíèöåé, íå ñâÿçàííîé íè ñ êàêîé îïðåäåëåííîé ðåäàêöèåé. Îíà òàê-
æå ïðåïîäàåò èñïàíñêèé ÿçûê. Â 2000 ãîäó êàê ó÷èòåëü îíà áûëà óäîñòîåíà
íàãðàäû "Òàéì Âîðíåð Ñòàð" (Time Warner Star), è ïîëó÷èëà ëèòåðàòóðíóþ
ïðåìèþ "Ïåðåäàé äàëüøå" îòäåëåíèÿ îðãàíèçàöèè "Äî÷åðè Àìåðèêàíñêîé
Ðåâîëþöèè". Îíà òàêæå áûëà îòìå÷åíà çà ðàáîòó ïî ëèêâèäàöèè íåãðàìîò-
íîñòè â àïðåëå 2000 ãîäà íà Êîíòèíåíòàëüíîì Êîíãðåññå "Äî÷åðåé Àìåðè-
êàíñêîé Ðåâîëþöèè", ñîñòîÿâøåìñÿ â Âàøèíãòîíå.

Ìàðãàðåò Äèâèø - âðà÷ ïî ïðîôåññèè, æèâåò â Øàðëîòò, Ñåâåðíàÿ Êà-
ðîëèíà. Îíà ðîäèëàñü â øòàòå Íüþ Äæåðñè, æèëà â Èíäèàíå, Íüþ-Éîðêå,
Áàëòèìîðå (øòàò Ìýðèëýíä), Âàøèíãòîíå, Øàðëîòñâèëëå (øòàò Âèðæäèíèÿ).
Åå äîì â Øàðëîòò - ýòî ïåðâûé äîì, ãäå ó íåå ïîÿâèëñÿ êàáèíåò, è îíà ðàáî-
òàåò òàì êàæäîå óòðî. "Äèìåòðà ïèñüìåííî îòâå÷àåò Ïåðñèôîíå" - åå âòîðàÿ
ïîýìà, ïðèíÿòàÿ ê ïóáëèêàöèè.

Äåáîðà Õ. Äóëèòë ðîäèëàñü â Õàðòôîðäå, øòàò Êîííåêòèêóò, â 1956.
Êðîìå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû îíà æèëà â Àðèçîíå, Êàëèôîðíèè, Êåíòóêè, Ìý-
ðèëýíäå, Òexace,  Âèðäæèíèè, Âèñêîíñèíå, à òàêæå â Àíãëèè è ßïîíèè. Â íà-
ñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îíà âåäåò ïèñàòåëüñêèé êëàññ â êîëëåäæå Êîóñòàë Êàðîëàéíà
Êîìüþíèòè Êîëëåäæ. Îíà çàìóæåì çà îôèöåðîì ìîðñêîé ïåõîòû ÑØÀ (â ýòîì
è êðûëàñü ïðè÷èíà âñåõ ýòèõ ïåðååçäîâ). Ñåé÷àñ îíà ñ ìóæåì æèâóò íà áåðå-
ãó ðåêè Íüþ ñ 2-ìÿ äåòüìè è 2-ìÿ êîøêàìè.  Åe ñòèõè áûëè íàïå÷àòàíû â "Áåàð
Äåëþêñ" (Bear Deluxe), "Ãîëóáîé ñêðèïêå", "Ýäæ Ñèòè Ðåâüþ" (Edge City
Review), æóðíàëå "Êðàñíàÿ ñîâà" è "Åìàññè" (Yemassee).
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Charles Edward Eaton, the author of fifteen collections of poetry, four
volumes of  short stories,  a  novel,  and a  book of  art criticism, was born
in Winston-Salem, NC.   Educated at UNC-Chapel Hill, Princeton, and
Harvard, he has taught in Puerto Rico, the universities of Missouri and
North Carolina, and was for four years vice consul in the American Embassy
in Brazil.  After some years in Connecticut, he now lives in Chapel Hill.
His numerous awards, national and international, include the North Carolina
Award in Literature, the state’s hightest award, presented to him by the
governor in 1988.

Elon G. Eidenier grew up in the village of Arcade in western New York
State.  He graduated from Lycoming College in Pennsylvania and attended
Duke Divinity School in Durham, NC, and The Clarmont School of
Theology in California.  He now lives in Hillsborogh, NC, and is in charge
of the Gothic Bookshop at Duke University. He serves as a member of the
Board of Directors of the South Eastern Booksellers Association.  He is
the author of Sonnets to Eurydice and his work has appeared in numerous
journals, including The Virginia Quarterly Review.

Rebecca J. Finch, a native of North Carolina,  lives with her husband,
a potter, on a blueberry farm.  She works as a public librarian and also
supervises in vitro propagation for the family plant nursery business.  Her
poetry has been published in magazines and anthologies including Crucible,
Tar River Poetry, WelIspring, and Here’s to the Land.  She serves on the
board of the Poetry Council of North Carolina and currently edits Bay
Leaves, the Council’s annual publication of award-winning poems.

Keith Flynn lives in Marshall, NC, and studied at Mars Hill College
and UNC-Asheville, where he won the Sandburg Prize for Poetry in 1985.
He is  the founder and managing editor of The Asheville Poetry Review.
His poetry has appeared in many journals, including Word and Witness:
100 Years of North Carolina Poetry, The Cuirt Journal (Ireland), Poetry
Wales, and The Southern Poetry Review. He has published three collections
of his poems: The Talking Drum (1991), The Book of Monsters (1994),
and The Lost Sea, (2000). As lyricist and lead singer for the rock band The
Crystal Zoo, he appears on their three music albums.

Janice Moore Fuller, a North Carolina native, is Professor of English
at Catawba College in Salisbury, NC.  She has published a chapbook and
poems and essays in numerous journals.  Her poetry has been honored by
NC State, the Southern Women’s Conference, the North Carolina Arts
Council (NCAC), and the Blumenthal Writers and Readers.  She has been
a fellow at Virginia Center for the Creative Arts and at Vermont Studio
Center. Educated at Duke University and UNC-Greensboro, she has studied
in Ireland and at the University of London and has taught poetry workshops
at Ty Newydd in Wales.
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×àðëüç Ýäâàðä Èòîí - àâòîð 15 ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ñáîðíèêîâ, 4-õ òîìîâ êî-
ðîòêèõ ðàññêàçîâ, ðîìàíà, êíèãè ðåöåíçèé ïî èñêóññòâó, ðîäèëñÿ â Âèíñòîí-
Ñýëåì, Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà. Ïîëó÷èâ îáðàçîâàíèå â óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíû â ×àïåë Õèëë, Ïðèíñòîíå è Ãàðâàðäå, îí ïðåïîäàâàë â Ïóýðòî-Ðèêî,
óíèâåðñèòåòàõ, øòàòîâ Ìèññóðè è Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, 4 ãîäà ðàáîòàë âèöå-
êîíñóëîì, â àìåðèêàíñêîì, ïîñîëüñòâå â Áðàçèëèè. Íåñêîëüêî ëåò îí æèë â
øòàòå Êîííåêòèêóò, à ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â ×àïåë Õèëë. Åãî ìíîãî÷èñëåííûå íà-
ãðàäû, íàöèîíàëüíûå è ìåæäóíàðîäíûå, âêëþ÷àþò íàãðàäó Ñåâåðíîé Êàðî-
ëèíû â îáëàñòè ëèòåðàòóðû, ñàìóþ âûñîêóþ íàãðàäó øòàòà, âðó÷åííóþ åìó
ãóáåðíàòîðîì â 1988 ãîäó.

Ýëîí Ã. Ýéäåíèð - âûðîñ â ãîðîäêå Àðêåéä íà çàïàäå øòàòà Íüþ-Éîðê.
Îêîí÷èâ êîëëåäæ Ëèêîìèíã â Ïåíñèëüâàíèè, îí îáó÷àëñÿ â øêîëå Áîãîñëî-
âèÿ óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþêà â Äàðåìå â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå è â øêîëå òåîëîãèè â
Êëýðèìîíòå, â Êàëèôîðíèè. Ñåé÷àñ îí æèâåò â Õèëëñáîðî â Ñåâåðíîé Êà-
ðîëèíå è ÿâëÿåòñÿ çàâåäóþùèì êíèæíîãî ìàãàçèíà "Ãîòèê" ïðè óíèâåðñèòå-
òå Äþêà. Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷ëåíîì ñîâåòà äèðåêòîðîâ àññîöèàöèè êíèãîòîðãîâöåâ
Þãî-Âîñòîêà. Îí àâòîð êíèãè "Ñîíåòû ïîñâÿùåííûå Ýâðèäèêå". Åãî ðàáî-
òû îïóáëèêîâàíû â ðàçëè÷íûõ æóðíàëàõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Âèðäæèíèÿ Êâîòåðëè Ðå-
âüþ" (The Virginia Quarterly Review).

Ðåáåêêà Äæ. Ôèí÷ ðîäèëàñü â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå è æèâåò ñî ñâîèì ìóæåì
- ãîí÷àðîì íà ÷åðíè÷íîé ôåðìå. Îíà ðàáîòàåò áèáëèîòåêàðåì â ïóáëè÷íîé
áèáëèîòåêå è âîçãëàâëÿåò ñåìåéíûé áèçíåñ ïî ðàçâåäåíèþ ïîñàäî÷íîãî ìà-
òåðèàëà äëÿ âûðàùèâàíèÿ ÷åðíèêè. Åå ïîýòè÷åñêèå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ îïóáëèêî-
âàíû â æóðíàëàõ, è àíòîëîãèÿõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Òèãåëü", "Òàð Ðèâåð Ïîýòðè" (Tar
River Poetry), "Èñòî÷íèê" è "Çà çåìëþ...". Îíà âõîäèò â ïðàâëåíèå ïîýòè÷åñ-
êîãî ñîâåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ ðóêîâîäèò èçäàíèåì
"Ëàâðîâûå ëèñòüÿ" - åæåãîäíîé ïóáëèêàöèåé ñòèõîòâîðåíèé, îòìå÷åííûõ íà-
ãðàäàìè ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ñîâåòà.

Êèò Ôëèí  æèâåò â ìåñòå÷êå Ìàðøàëë, Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà. Îí ïîëó-
÷èë îáðàçîâàíèå â êîëëåäæå Ìàðñ Õèëë è óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû
â ã.Àøâèëëÿ, ãäå îí ïîëó÷èë ïðåìèþ Ñýíäáóðãà â îáëàñòè ïîýçèè â 1985 ãîäó.
Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ îñíîâàòåëåì è ãëàâíûì ðåäàêòîðîì æóðíàëà "Àøâèëëü Ïîýòðè
Ðåâüþ" (The Asheville Poetry Review). Åãî ïîýòè÷åñêèå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ íàïå÷à-
òàíû âî ìíîãèõ æóðíàëàõ, âêëþ÷àÿ è "Ñëîâî è ñâèäåòåëüñòâî: 100 ëåò ïîýçèè
Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû", "Êâèðò Äæîðíàë" (The Cuirt Journal) - Èðëàíäèÿ, "Ïî-
ýòè÷åñêèé Óýëüñ", "Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå Îáîçðåíèå" (The Southern Poetry
Review). Îí îïóáëèêîâàë 3 ñáîðíèêà ñòèõîâ: "Ãîâîðÿùèé áàðàáàí" â 1991 ãîäó,
"Êíèãà ÷óäîâèù" â 1994 ãîäó è "Çàòåðÿííîå ìîðå" â 2000 ãîäó. Êàê ñî÷èíè-
òåëü òåêñòîâ è âåäóùèé ïåâåö ðîê-ãðóïïû "Õðóñòàëüíûé Çîîïàðê"  îí âûñ-
òóïàåò â òðåõ ìóçûêàëüíûõ àëüáîìàõ ýòîé ãðóïïû.

Äæýíèñ Ìóp Ôóëåð, óðîæåíêà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïðîôåññîðîì
àíãëèéñêîé ëèòåðàòóðû â Ñàëèñáåðè â êîëëåäæå Êàòàóáà, øòàò Ñåâåðíàÿ Êà-
ðîëèíà. Îíà ïóáëèêîâàëà ñòèõè è ýññå â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ æóðíàëàõ. Åå ïî-
ýòè÷åñêîå òâîð÷åñòâî áûëî âûñîêî îöåíåíî ïðàâèòåëüñòâîì, øòàòà Ñåâåðíàÿ
Êàðîëèíà, êîíôåðåíöèåé æåíùèí Þãà, Ñîâåòîì õóäîæåñòâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðî-
ëèíû (NC AÑ), îðãàíèçàöèåé "×èòàòåëè è ïèñàòåëè Áëóìåíòàëÿ". Îíà ïîëó-
÷èëà ñòèïåíäèþ íà ðàáîòó â öåíòðå òâîð÷åñòâà â Âèðäæèíèè è ñòóäèéíîì
öåíòðå â Âåðìîíòå. Ïîëó÷èâ îáðàçîâàíèå â Óíèâåðñèòåòå Äþê è â Óíèâåð-
ñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ãðèíñáîðî, îíà òàêæå ó÷èëàñü â Èðëàíäèè è â
Ëîíäîíñêîì Óíèâåðñèòåòå è âåëà êëàññû â ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ìàñòåðñêèõ â Òè Íüþ-
âèò (Ty Newydd) â Óýëüñå.
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Carrie Gerstman, also known as Inanna, recently completed work on
her  second  album,  Extreme  of  Consciousness,  a  cosmicomical expedition
which integrates poetry with electronic music.  She has performed her works
at festivals and coffeehouses throughout the region and is also a performance
poetry competition winner.  She lives in Asheville, NC, with her husband
and their infant daughter.

Becky Gould Gibson teaches literature and writing at Guilford College
in Greensboro, NC.  She has published poems in numerous journals,
including EMRYS Journal, St.Andrews Review, Pembroke Magazine,
Southern  Poetry Review,  Hiram Poetry  Review, Blue Unicorn, Iris: A
Journal about Women, and Feminist Studies.  She is the author of two
award-winning chapbooks of poems, Off-Road Meditations (NC Writer’s
Network (NCWN),  1989, Holding Ground (White Eagle Coffee Store Press,
1996), and one full-length volume, First Life (Emrys Press, 1997).

Coppie Green works throughout North Carolina as a teaching poet.
Her poems have been published in TriQuarterly, the Greensboro Review,
permafrost, and other journals.  Her books include Horse Turning  (Felix
Press)  and  The  Southern Outcasts,  (Moonlight Publications).   Her songs
as a lyricist in collaboration with composer Sean Egan have been performed
at the NC Museum of Art. A former resident of interior Alaska, she once
watched the sunset part the snow long enough to light up Denali and the
white mane of the horse she was riding, whose name was Galaxy.

Lou Green was  born  in Oklahoma in  1944 of Native American
(Cherokee) ancestry. She has lived in North Carolina for 37 years, and
currently lives in Davidson.  An abstract painter herself, she has been a
curator for a contemporary fine art gallery, an account executive for an
advertising agency, and a teacher.  As part of a NEH and White House
Millennium Council,  she recently  taught students at Gaston College to
find their family’s place in American history and to write about it.   Her
poems and essays have been published  in  newspapers  and  numerous
literary journals most recently in The Southern Review.

Kathryn Bright Gurkin is the author of three books of poetry:
Rorschach (1977), Terra Amata (1980),  Stainless Steel Soprano (1990).
She has been nominated for the Pulitzer Prize and received the Sam Ragan
Award for Service to the Fine Arts, the St. Andrews Poetry Prize, and both
the Ragan Poetry Prize and the Crucible Poetry Prize.   Her poetry and
prose appear widely in both the literary and popular press.  She lives in
Winterville, NC.
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Êýððè Ãåðñòìàí, èçâåñòíàÿ òàêæå êàê Èíàííà, íåäàâíî çàêîí÷èëà ðàáî-
òó íàä ñâîèì âòîðûì àëüáîìîì "Êðàéíîñòè Ñîçíàíèÿ", êîñìè÷åñêè-êîìè÷åñ-
êèì ïðîèçâåäåíèåì, èíòåãðèðóþùèì ïîýçèþ ñ ýëåêòðîííîé ìóçûêîé. Îíà
ïðåäñòàâëÿëà ñâîè ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ íà ôåñòèâàëÿõ è â ïîýòè÷åñêèõ êàôå ïî âñå-
ìó ðåãèîíó, òàêæå îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïîáåäèòåëåì äðàìàòè÷åñêîãî ïîýòè÷åñêîãî êîí-
êóðñà. Îíà æèâåò â Àøâèëå, Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà ñ ìóæåì è ìàëåíüêîé äî÷åðüþ.

Áýêè Ãîóëä Ãèáñîí ïðåïîäàåò ëèòåðàòóðó è ïèñàòåëüñêîå ìàñòåðñòâî êîì-
ïîçèöèþ â êîëëåäæå Ãèëôîðä â Ãðèíñáîðî. Åå ïîýçèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíà â ìíî-
ãî÷èñëåííûõ, æóðíàëàõ., âêëþ÷àÿ "Ýìðèñ Äæîðíàë" (EMRYS Journal), "Ñýéíò
Ýíäðþñ Ðåâüþ" (St. Andrew’s Review), "Ïåìáðîóê Ìýãàçèí" (Pembroke
Magazine), "Þæíîå ïîýòè÷åñêîå îáîçðåíèå", "Õàéðàì Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ" (Íiram
Poetry Review), "Ãîëóáîé Åäèíîðîã", â "Èðèñ: æóðíàë î æåíùèíàõ"  è â æóð-
íàëå "Èçó÷åíèå ôåìèíèçìà”. Îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì äâóõ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ñáîð-
íèêîâ, óäîñòîèâøèõñÿ íàãðàä. Ýòî - "Ðàçìûøëåíèÿ íà òåðíèñòîì ïóòè",
èçäàííûé ïèñàòåëüñêîé àññîöèàöèåé Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â 1989 ãîäó è "Óäåð-
æèâàÿ ïîçèöèè" â 1996 ãîäó - èçäàòåëüñòâî "Âàéò Èãë Êîôè Ñòîð Ïðåññ".  Îíà
òàêæå ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì ïîëíîâåñíîãî òîìà "Ïåðâàÿ æèçíü" - èçäàòåëüñòâî
"Ýìðèñ Ïðåññ", 1997 ãîä.

Êîïïè Ãðèí ðàáîòàåò ïî âñåìó øòàòó Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà â êà÷åñòâå ïî-
ýòà, îáó÷àþùåãî ïîýòè÷åñêîìó ìàñòåðñòâó. Åe ñòèõè îïóáëèêîâàíû â "Òðè
êâîòåðëè"  (TriQuarterly), "Ãðèíñáîðî Ðåâüþ" (Greensboro Review), "âå÷íàÿ
ìåðçëîòà" è â äðóãèõ æóðíàëàõ. Åå êíèãè, âêëþ÷àþò "Êîíü ïîâîðà÷èâàåò" -
èçäàòåëüñòâî "Ôåëèêñ Ïðåññ", "Èçãíàííèêè Þãà" - èçäàòåëüñòâî "Ëóííûå
èçäàíèÿ". Åå ëèðè÷åñêèå ïåñíè â ñîäðóæåñòâå ñ êîìïîçèòîðîì Øîíîì Èãà-
íîì èñïîëíÿëèñü â õóäîæåñòâåííîì ìóçåå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Ðàíüøå îíà
æèëà íà Àëÿñêå, è îäíàæäû íàáëþäàëà, êàê çàêàò ðàçîðâàë ñíåæíóþ ïåëåíó
íà âðåìÿ, äîñòàòî÷íîå, ÷òîáû âûñâåòèòü Äèíàëè è áåëóþ ãðèâó ëîøàäè, íà
êîòîðîé îíà ñêàêàëà, èìÿ êîòîðîé áûëî Ãàëàêòèêà.

Ëó Ãðèí ðîäèëàñü â Îêëàõîìå â 1944, åå ïðåäêàìè áûëè êîðåííûå àìå-
ðèêàíöû èç ïëåìåíè ×èðîêè. Îíà ïðîæèëà â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå 37 ëåò, è â
íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ æèâåò â Äàâèäñîíå. Áóäó÷è õóäîæíèêîì-àáñòðàêöèîíèñòîì,
îíà ÿâëÿëàñü êóðàòîðîì ãàëåðåè ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà, ãëàâíûì àäìèíè-
ñòðàòîðîì ðåêëàìíîãî àãåíòñòâà è ïðåïîäàâàòåëåì. ßâëÿÿñü ÷ëåíîì Ôåäåðàëü-
íîãî ôîíäà ðàçâèòèÿ èñêóññòâ Àìåðèêè è ñîâåòà Áåëîãî Äîìà ïî ïðàçäíîâàíèþ
òûñÿ÷åëåòèÿ, îíà ñîâñåì íåäàâíî âåëà ïèñàòåëüñêèé êóðñ â êîëëåäæå Ãàñòîí
ïî èçó÷åíèþ èñòîðèè ñåìåé ñòóäåíòîâ â êîíòåêñòå èñòîðèè Àìåðèêè. Åå ñòè-
õè è ýññå îïóáëèêîâàíû â ãàçåòàõ, è ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ, ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíà-
ëàõ, è ñîâñåì íåäàâíî îíè ïîÿâèëèñü â "Þæíîì îáîçðåíèè".

Êàòðèí Áðàéò Ãåðêèí - àâòîð òðåõ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ, êíèã: "Ðîðøàê"
(Roschach), 1977 ãîä, "Òåððà Àìàòà" (Terra Amata), 1980 ãîä è "Ñîïðàíî íå-
ðæàâåþùåé ñòàëè" (Stainless Steel Soprano), 1990 ãîä. Îíà âûäâèãàëàñü íà
ñîèñêàíèå ïðåìèè Ïóëöåðà è ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó Ñýìà Ðýãàíà çà çàñëóãè â
îáëàñòè èñêóññòâ, íàãðàäó "Ïîýòè÷åñêèé ïðèç Ñåíò Àíäðþç" (The St. Andrews
Ðîåtr Prize), à òàêæå íàãðàäû æóðíàëà "Òèãåëü" è "Ïîýòè÷åñêèé ïðèç Ðýãàíà".
Åå ïîýçèÿ è ïðîçà øèðîêî ïóáëèêóåòñÿ êàê â ëèòåðàòóðíîé, òàê è â ïîïóëÿð-
íîé ïðåññå. Îíà æèâåò â Âèíòåðâèëëå, øòàò Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.
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K. Culley Holderfield is an office manager by day and a writer by early
morning.   His story "In Search of Freedom" appeared in Wildfire Magazine,
and another story is forthcoming in Lonzie’s Fried Chicken Literary
Magazine.  His nonfiction has appeared in a variety of publications.  He
lives in Asheville surrounded by the mountains where he and his wife
frequently hike for inspiration, relaxation, and rejuvenation.

Irene Blair Honeycutt, born in Jacksonville, Florida, now lives in
Charlotte  and  teaches  creative  writing  at  Central  Piedmont Community
College where she was named a Teacher of the Year for Teaching Excellence.
Her poems have been published in numerous journals, including Southern
Poetry Review, Nimrod, and Pembroke Magazine. Her poetry book It
Comes As a Dark Surprise won Sandstone Publishing’s Regional Poetry
Contest in 1992. She enjoys traveling, hiking, and retreating to her mountain
cabin on Jonas Ridge in the NC mountains.

H. Perry Horton is a North Carolina poet living in Chapel Hill.

Earl Carlton Huband,  a graduate of UNC-Chapel Hill,  lived for twenty
years in Boston before returning to North Carolina in 1999. He prefers to
write in traditional forms or regular syllabics, especially the nine-syllable
line.  His current project is a book of poems based upon his Peace Corps
Volunteer experiences in the Sultanate of Oman from 1975 to 1978.  In recent
years his poems have appeared in America, Piedmont Literary Review,
Coastal Plains Poetry, The Lyric, Wellspring, RiverRun, Candelabrum
(England), and the 1997 Anthology of Magazine Verse and Yearbook of
American Poetry.

Betsy Humphreys grew up in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania (PA), but now
lives in Granite Falls near the Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina.
She has written for travel, business, education, and literary publications
for eighteen years.   "Thin Places”  was inspired by a family camping trip
to Pog Lake, about 200 miles north of Toronto, Canada.

Stephen Knauth was born in Milwaukee, Wisconsin (WI), and raised
in Buffalo, NY, and Pittsburgh, PA.  A senior writer for a software firm
in Charlotte, he has lived in North Carolina since graduating from Ohio
University in 1972.  His poems have appeared in many national publications,
including North American Review, Pacific Review, and Virginia Quarterly
Review. He has held two fellowships from the National Endowment for
the Arts (NEA) and two creative writing grants from the North Carolina
Arts Council.  He is the author of five poetry collections, the most recent
being The River I Know You By (Four Way Books).



255Земля и Душа: Антология поэзии Северной Каролины

Ê. Êàëëè Õîëäåðôèëä ÿâëÿåòñÿ äèðåêòîðîì îôèñà äíåì è ïèñàòåëåì ðàíî
óòðîì. Åãî ðàññêàç "Â ïîèñêàõ ñâîáîäû" ïîÿâèëñÿ â "Âàéëäôàéð Ìýãàçèí"
(Wildfire Magazine), åùå îäèí ðàññêàç âñêîðå âûéäåò â ëèòåðàòóðíîì æóðíà-
ëå "Ëîíçèç Ôðàéä ×èêåí" (Lonzie’s Fried Chicken). Åãî ïóáëèöèñòèêà ïå÷à-
òàëàñü â ðàçëè÷íûõ èçäàíèÿõ. Îí æèâåò â Àøâèëëå â îêðóæåíèè ãîð, îí è åãî
æåíà ÷àñòî ïóòåøåñòâóþò ïî ãîðàì ïåøêîì, íàõîäÿ â íèõ, âäîõíîâåíèå, îò-
äûõ, èñòî÷íèê îìîëîæåíèÿ.

Àéðèí Áëýéð Õàíèêàòò, ðîäèâøàÿñÿ â Äæåêñîíâèëëå, øòàò Ôëîðèäà,
ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â Øàðëîòòå è âåäåò êóðñ ïèñàòåëüñêîãî ìàñòåðñòâà â Ñåíòðàë
Ïèäìîíò Êîììüþíèòè Êîëëåäæ (Central Piedmont Community College), ãäå
åé ïðèñóäèëè çâàíèå ëó÷øåãî ïðåïîäàâàòåëÿ ãîäà. Åe ñòèõè áûëè îïóáëèêî-
âàíû â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ æóðíàëàõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå Îáîçðåíèå",
"Íèìðîä" (Nimrod) è "Ïåìáðóê Ìýãàçèí" (Pembroke Magazine). Ee êíèãà ñòèõîâ
"Ïå÷àëüíîå îçàðåíèå" (It Comes As a Dark Surprise) áûëà ïðèçíàíà ëó÷øåé
íà ðåãèîíàëüíîì, ïîýòè÷åñêîì êîíêóðñå èçäàòåëüñòâà "Ñýíäñòîóí Ïðåññ" â
1992 ãîäó (Sandstone Publishing’s Regional Poetry Contest). Îíà ëþáèò ïóòå-
øåñòâèÿ, ïåøèå ïðîãóëêè è óåäèíåíèå â ñâîåì äîìèêå â ãîðàõ Ñåâåðíîé Êà-
ðîëèíû, íà õðåáòå Èîíà.

X. Ïåððè Õîðòîí - ïîýò, ïðîæèâàþùèé â ×àïåë Õèëë, Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.

Ýðë Êàðëòîí Õàáýíä - âûïóñêíèê óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â
×àïåë Õèëë, ïðîæèë 20 ëåò â Áîñòîíå, ïðåæäå ÷åì âåðíóëñÿ â Ñåâåðíóþ Êà-
ðîëèíó â 1999 ã. Îí ïðåäïî÷èòàåò ïèñàòü â òðàäèöèîííîé ìàíåðå èëè ïðà-
âèëüíûì ñëîãîì, îñîáåííî äåâÿòèñëîãîâîé ñòðîêîé. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îí
ðàáîòàåò íàä êíèãîé ñòèõîâ, â êîòîðîé íàøåë îòðàæåíèå åãî îïûò ðàáîòû
äîáðîâîëüöåì â ñîñòàâå "Êîðïóñà ìèðà" - îðãàíèçàöèè ýêîíîìè÷åñêîé è ãó-
ìàíèòàðíîé ïîìîùè â ñóëòàíàòå Îìàí ñ 1975 ïî 1978 ã. Çà ïîñëåäíèå ãîäû
åãî ñòèõè ïå÷àòàëèñü â  æóðíàëàõ "Àìåðèêà", "Ïèäìîíò Ëèòåðàðè Ðåâüþ"
(Piedmont Literary Review), "Ïîýçèÿ ïîáåðåæüÿ", "Ñòèõ", "Ðèâåðàí" (RiverRun),
"Êàíäåëÿáð", Àíãëèÿ è, â àíòîëîãèè æóðíàëüíûõ ñòèõîâ è â åæåãîäíèêå àìå-
ðèêàíñêîé ïîýçèè (1997).

Áåòñè Õàìôðèñ âûðîñëà â Ïèòñáóðãå, Ïåíñèëüâàíèÿ, à ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â
Ãðýíèò Ôîëëç îêîëî ãîðíîãî ìàññèâà Áëó Ðèäæ â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå. Â òå-
÷åíèå 18 ëåò îíà ïèñàëà òåêñòû äëÿ òóðèñòè÷åñêèõ, äåëîâûõ, îáðàçîâàòåëü-
íûõ è ëèòåðàòóðíûõ èçäàíèé. Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Òîíêèå ìåñòà" áûëî íàïèñàíî
ïîä âïå÷àòëåíèåì ñåìåéíîé ïîåçäêè íà îçåðî Ïîã, êîòîðîå ðàñïîëîæåíî â
Êàíàäå, ïðèìåðíî, â 200 ìèëÿõ ñåâåðíåå Òîðîíòî.

Ñòèâåí Íàóò ðîäèëñÿ â Ìèëâîêè, øòàò Âèñêîíñèí, à âûðîñ â  Áóôàëî,
øòàò Íüþ-Éîðê  è  Ïèòñáóðãå, øòàò Ïåíñèëüâàíèÿ.  Ñòàðøèé ñîñòàâèòåëü
ðóêîâîäñòâ ïî ïîëüçîâàíèþ ïðîãðàììàìè êîìïüþòåðíîé êîìïàíèè â Øàð-
ëîòò, îí ïîñåëèëñÿ â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå ïîñëå îêîí÷àíèÿ óíèâåðñèòåòà â Îãàéî
â 1972. Åãî ñòèõè ïå÷àòàëèñü âî ìíîãèõ èçäàíèÿõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Hopò Àìåðèêàí
Ðåâüþ" (North American Review), "Ïàññèôèê Ðåâüþ" (Pacific Review), "Âèðä-
æèíèÿ Êâîðòåðëè Ðåâüþ" (Virginia Quarterly Review). Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ îáëàäàòå-
ëåì äâóõ ñòèïåíäèé Íàöèîíàëüíîãî ôîíäà ðàçâèòèÿ èñêóññòâ è äâóõ òâîð÷åñêèõ
ïèñàòåëüñêèõ ãðàíòîâ Ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâ-
òîðîì ïÿòè ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ñáîðíèêîâ, ñàìûé ïîñëåäíèé èç êîòîðûõ "Ðåêà ïî
êîòîðîé ÿ òåáÿ óçíàþ".
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Steve Lautermilch, a poet and photographer, lives on the Outer Banks
of North Carolina, where he leads workshops in dream study, meditation,
and writing.  He recently spent time in the Southwest, camping and  hiking
in the  back  country,  writing and making photographs for a show and
study of Native American rock art.  Born in Ohio, Steve has a Ph.D.  in
English from the University of Michigan. He taught writing and drama
for twenty-one years at UNC-Greensboro.  His chapbook of poems,
Triangle, Circle, Square, won the 1998 Ruah competition.

Barbara Kidd Lawing was born in England just as World War II ended,
daughter of an English nursing student and an American soldier. She grew
up north of Charlotte on her father’s family farm.  A few years ago, she
returned to live on the farm.   She works as a freelance writer, teaches writing
classes, leads writing retreats, and does editing and critiquing.  Her poetry
and nonfiction have been published in a number of publications.  She loves
to hike, garden, and spend time with family and friends.

Kevin McGowin lives in Raleigh, where he teaches English and
Humanities at NC State University.   His family emigrated from Scotland
to North Carolina many years ago, and he hopes to live here forever. He
received the M.F.A. in poetry from the University of Florida, where he
also did his doctoral work before returning to Raleigh.  He received first
place in poetry at the 1992 Southern Literature Festival,  and his poems
have appeared in numerous magazines and journals.   His books of poems,
Wild Afflictions, (Univ. of Florida) appeared in 1994, and The Better Part
of a Fortnight (Funky Dog Press) in 1998.

Valerie Heinold MacEwan spent her childhood in Arkansas and, as
an adult, has lived in North and South Carolina. She currently edits and
publishes DeadMule.com. MacEwan has been published in the Asheville
Poetry Review, The Rebel, PIF Magazine, Southern Yard Art, and others.
Most of MacEwan’s writing reflects Southern cultural traditions. She is
currently forming The Society for the Preservation of Southern Vernacular
(as a non-profit organization). This is the first printing of "Bessie Paradise."
MacEwan lives in Washington, NC.

Barbara J.  Mayer  grew up  in  Chicago and  worked there as  a
journalist, college journalism instructor, and public relations director. After
moving to North Carolina in 1982,  she began writing and publishing poetry.
Her poems have appeared in Atlanta Review, Crucible, Iowa Woman,
Savannah Literary Journal, and others. She received the Sam Ragan Award
from Crucible as well as first prize in Nostalgia Poetry and first prize in
Light Verse from the Robert Ruark Foundation.  She lives in Mooresville
with her husband and their dogs, Scarlett and Angus, and their horse,
Mountain Jack.
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Ñòèâ Ëàóòåðìèëüê - ïîýò è ôîòîãðàô, æèâåò íà îñòðîâàõ âäîëü ïîáåðå-
æüÿ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ãäå îí âåäåò êëàññû ìåäèòàöèè, èçó÷åíèÿ ñíîâ è îáó-
÷åíèÿ ïèñàòåëüñêîìó ìàñòåðñòâó. Íåäàâíî îí áûë íà Þãî-Çàïàäå ÑØÀ, ãäå
æèë â ïàëàòêå è ïóòåøåñòâîâàë ïåøêîì ïî îòäàëåííûì ðàéîíàì, ôîòîãðàôè-
ðóÿ è èçó÷àÿ íàñêàëüíóþ æèâîïèñü êîðåííûõ àìåðèêàíöåâ, ïîäãîòîâëÿÿ âûñ-
òàâêó ïî ýòîé òåìå. Ñòèâ Ëàóòåðìèëüê ðîäèëñÿ â øòàòå Îãàéî, ïîëó÷èë ñòåïåíü
äîêòîðà â óíèâåðñèòåòå øòàòà Ìè÷èãàí â Ýíí Àðáåð. 21 ãîä îí ïðåïîäàâàë äðàìó
è ïèñàòåëüñêîå ìàñòåðñòâî â Óíèâåðñèòåòå â Ãðèíñáîðî, øòàò Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðî-
ëèíà. Åãî êíèãà ñòèõîâ "Òðåóãîëüíèê. Êðóã. Êâàäðàò" ñòàëà ëàóðåàòîì êîíêóðñà
Ðóà (Ruah) â 1998.

Áàðáàðà Êèää Ëîèíã  ðîäèëàñü â Àíãëèè, êîãäà òîëüêî ÷òî çàêîí÷èëàñü II
ìèðîâàÿ âîéíà. Äî÷ü àíãëèéñêîé ñòóäåíòêè-ìåäñåñòðû è àìåðèêàíñêîãî ñîëäà-
òà, îíà âûðîñëà íà ñåìåéíîé ôåðìå ñâîåãî îòöà ê ñåâåðó îò Øàðëîòò. Íåñêîëü-
êî ëåò òîìó íàçàä îíà âåðíóëàñü òóäà è ïîñåëèëàñü íà ôåðìå. Á.Ê.Ëîèíã ÿâëÿåòñÿ
ïèñàòåëüíèöåé, íå ñâÿçàííîé íè ñ êàêèì êîíêðåòíûì èçäàòåëüñòâîì, à òàêæå âåäåò
êëàññû îáó÷åíèÿ ïèñàòåëüñêîìó ìàñòåðñòâó, îñóùåñòâëÿåò ðåäàêòîðñêóþ äåÿòåëü-
íîñòü, çàíèìàåòñÿ ïðàâêîé ëèòåðàòóðíûõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé. Åå ïîýçèÿ è ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ
ïóáëèöèñòè÷åñêîãî õàðàêòåðà áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû â ðÿäå èçäàíèé. Îíà óâëåêà-
åòñÿ òóðèçìîì, ñàäîâîäñòâîì, ëþáèò ïðîâîäèòü âðåìÿ ñ ñåìüåé è äðóçüÿìè.

Êåâèí ÌàêÃîâèí æèâåò â Ðîëè, ãäå ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñêóþ ëèòåðàòóðó
è ïðåäìåòû ãóìàíèòàðíîãî öèêëà â Óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ðîëè.
Åãî ñåìüÿ ýìèãðèðîâàëà èç Øîòëàíäèè â Ñåâåðíóþ Êàðîëèíó ìíîãî ëåò òîìó
íàçàä è îí íàäååòñÿ îñòàòüñÿ â çäåñü äî êîíöà æèçíè. Ê.Ìàêãîâèí ïîëó÷èë
ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà èçÿùíûõ èñêóññòâ â îáëàñòè ïîýçèè â óíèâåðñèòåòå øòàòà
Ôëîðèäà â Ãýéíñáîðî, ãäå îí òàêæå äî âîçâðàùåíèÿ â Ðîëè ó÷èëñÿ â àñïèðàí-
òóðå. Â 1992 ïîýò áûë óäîñòîåí ïåðâîãî ìåñòà íà ëèòåðàòóðíîì ôåñòèâàëå
ïèñàòåëåé þãà, è åãî ñòèõè áûëè íàïå÷àòàíû â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ æóðíàëàõ, â
òîì ÷èñëå è â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ. Åãî êíèãà ñòèõîâ "Áåçóìíûå íåñ÷àñòüÿ" (èçäà-
òåëüñòâî óíèâåðñèòåòà Ôëîðèäû) âûøëà â 1994. Çà íåé ïîñëåäîâàëà êíèãà
"Áî’ëüøàÿ ÷àñòü âðåìåíè â òå÷åíèå äâóõ íåäåëü" à ñòèõîòâîðåíèå  "Ëó÷øåå âðåìÿ
çà 2 íåäåëè" (Ôàíêè Äîã Ïðåññ) â 1998.

Âàëåðè Õåéíîëüä ÌàêÞàí ïðîâåëà ñâîå äåòñòâî â Àðêàíçàñå. Ïîçæå, îíà
æèëà â Ñåâåðíîé è Þæíîé Êàðîëèíå. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îíà ðåäàêòèðóåò è
èçäàåò "Äîõëûé Îñåë.êîì". ÌàêÞàí ïå÷àòàëàñü â "Àøâèëü Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ"
(Asheville Poetry Review),   "Ìÿòåæíèê", "ÏÈÔ ìýãàçèí" (PIF Magazine), "Ñà-
äîâûå óêðàøåíèÿ" è äðóãèõ èçäàíèÿõ. Áîëüøèíñòâî åå ïðîèçâåäåíèé îòðàæàþò
êóëüòóðíûå òðàäèöèè Þãà. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ îíà ñîçäàåò îáùåñòâî ïî ñî-
õðàíåíèþ äèàëåêòà Þãà (íå êîììåð÷åñêàÿ îðãàíèçàöèÿ). Ïðåäñòàâëåííîå â
äàííîé àíòîëîãèè ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Áåññè Ðàé" ïóáëèêóåòñÿ âïåðâûå. ÌàêÞ-
àí æèâåò â Âàøèíãòîíå, øòàò Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.

Áàðáàðà Äæ. Ìýéåð  âûðîñëà â ×èêàãî è ðàáîòàëà òàì æóðíàëèñòîì, èí-
ñòðóêòîðîì ïî æóðíàëèñòèêå è äèðåêòîðîì ïî îáùåñòâåííûì îòíîøåíèÿì.
Ïîñëå ïåðååçäà â 1982 ã. â Ñåâåðíóþ Êàðîëèíó, îíà íà÷àëà ïèñàòü è ïóáëèêî-
âàòü ñòèõè. Åå ñòèõè ïîÿâèëèñü â æóðíàëàõ "Àòëàíòà Ðåâüþ" (Atlanta Review),
"Òèãåëü" (Crucible), "Æåíùèíà Àéîâû", "Ñàâàííà Ëèòåðàðè Äæîðíàë" (Savannah
Literary Journal) è äðóãèõ èçäàíèÿõ. Îíà ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó Ñýìà Ðýãàíà îò
æóðíàëà "Òèãåëü", à òàêæå ïåðâóþ ïðåìèþ â ðàçäåëå "Íîñòàëüãè÷åñêèå ñòèõè"
è â ðàçäåëå "Þìîðèñòè÷åñêàÿ ïîýçèÿ" îò ôîíäà èìåíè Ðîáåðòà Ðóàðêà. Îíà æèâåò
â Ìóðñâèëëå ñ ìóæåì è ñîáàêàìè Ñêàðëåòò è Àíãóñ è ëîøàäüþ Ìàóíòèí Äæýê.
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Joanna J. McKethan, a native of North Carolina, has returned after
nine years in Germany.  She has published poems in several anthologies
and literary journals.   She makes her living as an artist, selling paintings
and teaching art, and her paintings have been shown in many juried national
art shows.  She and her husband now live in Harnett County, where deer
come up from the Cape Fear River to visit her studio.

Bonnie Michael, who lives in Winston-Salem, has won local, state, and
national awards for her poetry.  Her work has appeared in ten anthologies
including When I Am An Old Woman I Shall Wear Purple. She wrote
documentaries for WFDD public radio and was a copywriter for WSJS
radio.  She also wrote for a national business magazine for ten years and
has been published in many literary magazines. She has lived in North
Carolina most of her life except for a few years spent in Maryland.

Gabriel Morris is an English major at Campbell University in Buies
Creek, NC.   His work has been published in Campbell’s literary magazine
The Lyricist.  He won The Lyricist’s 2000 Student Poetry and Prose contests
as well as the 1999 Hayman Heritage Contest for Free Verse sponsored
by the Poetry Council of North Carolina.  He is also a folk and jazz musician
hoping for rock stardom.

Karoline Nelson lives in Chapel Hill, NC, with her husband and two
children.  She enjoys gardening.

lone (Tootsie) O’Hara, a life-long resident of North Carolina, writes
poetry and fiction.  She has a Master’s Degree in Teaching English as a
Second Language and has been an instructor for international students at
the University of North Carolina at Charlotte, Central Piedmont
Community College, and the English Language Training Institute at UNCC.
Her work has been published in Bay Leaves, The Crucible, Independence
Boulevard, Keystone, Main Street Rag, Savannah Literary Journal, and
Southern Poetry.

Mary Elizabeth Parker was born in Schenectady, New York, grew
up in a small industrial town in Michigan, and has lived in North Carolina
since 1977.  A poet, essayist, and fiction writer, she holds a master’s degree
in Creative Writing and a Ph.D. in English from UNC-Greensboro.  Her
poems and stories have appeared widely in literary magazines and
anthologies, and her poetry collection, The Sex Girl, was published in 1999
by Urthona Press.  She chairs the Dana Awards, an international writing
competition.

Gail J. Peck, a Charlotte resident for 18 years, received her MFA from
Warren Wilson College.  Her chapbook New River won the 1993 North
Carolina Writers’  Network  Harperprints  Award,  and  her collection of
poems. Drop Zone, was the winner of the Texas Review Breakthrough Series.
Her poetry and prose have appeared in various literary reviews, and her
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Äæîàííà Äæ. ÌàêKåòàí, óðîæåíêà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, âåðíóëàñü ñþäà
ïîñëå äåâÿòè ëåò æèçíè   â Ãåðìàíèè. Åå ñòèõè îïóáëèêîâàíû â íåñêîëüêèõ
àíòîëîãèÿõ è ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ. Îíà çàðàáàòûâàåò íà æèçíü êàê õóäîæ-
íèöà: ïðîäàåò êàðòèíû è ïðåïîäàåò æèâîïèñü. Åå êàðòèíû áûëè ïðåäñòàâëåíû
íà îöåíêó æþðè íà ìíîãèõ íàöèîíàëüíûõ õóäîæåñòâåííûõ âûñòàâêàõ. Ñåé-
÷àñ îíà ñ ìóæåì æèâåò â îêðóãå Õàðíåòò, ãäå îëåíè ñ ðåêè Êåéï Ôèð ïðèõî-
äÿò ê åå ñòóäèè.

Áîííè Ìàéêë, æèâóùàÿ â Âèíñòîí Ñàëåì, èìååò çà ñâîþ ïîýçèþ íàãðà-
äû ìåñòíîãî çíà÷åíèÿ, à òàêæå ïðåìèè øòàòà è íàöèîíàëüíûå íàãðàäû. Åå
ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ ïîÿâèëèñü â 9 àíòîëîãèÿõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Êîãäà ÿ ñîñòàðþñü, ÿ áóäó
íîñèòü ïóðïóðíûå îäåæäû". Îíà ïèñàëà äîêóìåíòàëüíûå ìàòåðèàëû äëÿ îá-
ùåñòâåííîãî ðàäèî (WFDD), ïèñàëà ìàòåðèàëû äëÿ ðàäèî (WSJS). Òàêæå â
òå÷åíèå 10 ëåò îíà ïèñàëà äëÿ íàöèîíàëüíîãî äåëîâîãî æóðíàëà è ïóáëèêî-
âàëàñü âî ìíîãèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ. Áîëüøóþ ÷àñòü ñâîåé æèçíè îíà
ïðîæèëà â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå çà èñêëþ÷åíèåì íåñêîëüêèõ ëåò, êîòîðûå îíà
ïðîâåëà â øòàòå Ìýðèëýíä.

Ãàáðèåëü Ìîððèñ èçó÷àåò ëèòåðàòóðó â óíèâåðñèòåòå Êýìïáåëë â Áóèñ Êðèê.
Åãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíû â ëèòåðàòóðíîì æóðíàëå Êýìïáåëëà "Ëèðèê".
Îí ñòàë ëàóðåàòîì ñòóäåí÷åñêîãî êîíêóðñà ïðîçû è ïîýçèè "Ëèðèê-2000", à òàêæå
êîíêóðñà ñâîáîäíîãî ñòèõà "Íàñëåäèå Õàéìàíà" â 1999 ã., ñïîíñîðîì êîòîðî-
ãî áûë ïîýòè÷åñêèé ñîâåò Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îí òàêæå ÿâëÿåòñÿ èñïîëíèòå-
ëåì íàðîäíîé ìóçûêè è äæàçîâûì ìóçûêàíòîì è íàäååòñÿ ñòàòü ðîê-çâåçäîé.

Êàðîëèí Íåëüñîí æèâåò ñ ìóæåì è 2 äåòüìè â ×àïåë  Õèëë. Îíà óâëåêà-
åòñÿ ñàäîâîäñòâîì.

Èîí (Òóòñè) Î’Õàðà âñþ ñâîþ æèçíü æèâåò â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå, ïè-
øåò ñòèõè è ïðîçó. Îíà èìååò ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà â ïðåïîäàâàíèè àíãëèéñêî-
ãî ÿçûêà êàê èíîñòðàííîãî ÿçûêà, à òàêæå îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ èíñòðóêòîðîì äëÿ
çàðóáåæíûõ ñòóäåíòîâ óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Øàðëîòò,   Ñåí-
òðàë   Ïèäìîíò   Êîììüþíèòè Êîëëåäæ è â  ïåäàãîãè÷åñêîì   èíñòèòóòå ïðè
óíèâåðñèòåòå â Øàðëîòò,  ãîòîâÿùåì   ïðåïîäàâàòåëåé àíãëèéñêîãî ÿçûêà.
Åå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíû â "Ëàâðîâûå ëèñòüÿ", "Òèãåëü", "Áóëüâàð Íå-
çàâèñèìîñòè", "Êèñòîóí" (Keystone), "Ìåéí Ñòðèò Ðýã" (Main Street Rag), Ñà-
âàííà JIèòepapè Äæîðíàë" (Savannah Literary Journal) è "Þæíàÿ ïîýçèÿ".

Ìýðè Ýëèçàáåò Ïàðêåð ðîäèëàñü â Ñêåíåêòàäè, Íüþ-Éîðê, âûðîñëà â
ìàëåíüêîì ïðîìûøëåííîì ãîðîäå øòàòà Ìè÷èãàí. Îíà æèâåò â Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíå ñ 1977. Ïîýò, ýññåèñò, àâòîð õóäîæåñòâåííûõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé, îíà èìååò
ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà ïèñàòåëüñêîãî òâîð÷åñòâà è äîêòîðà ïî ëèòåðàòóðå óíèâåð-
ñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ãðèíçáîðî. Åå ñòèõè è ðàññêàçû øèðîêî ïå÷à-
òàëèñü â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ è àíòîëîãèÿõ. Åå ïîýòè÷åñêèé ñáîðíèê "Ñåêñ
Äåâî÷êà" áûë îïóáëèêîâàí â 1999 ã. èçäàòåëüñòâîì Óðòîíà Ïðåññ. Îíà âîç-
ãëàâëÿåò æþðè ìåæäóíàðîäíîãî êîíêóðñà ïèñàòåëåé "Ïðåìèè Äàíà".

Ãåéë Äæ. Ïåê æèâåò â Øàðëîòò 18 ëåò. Îíà ïîëó÷èëà ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà
èçÿùíûõ èñêóññòâ êîëëåäæà Âîððåí Âèëñîí. Åå êíèæå÷êà ñòèõîâ "Íîâàÿ ðåêà"
â 1993 ã. áûëà óäîñòîåíà íàãðàäû îðãàíèçàöèè ïèñàòåëåé Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëè-
íû "Õàðïåðïðèíòc" (Harperprints), à ñáîðíèê ñòèõîâ "Ïàäàþùàÿ Çîíà" ñòàë
ïîáåäèòåëåì êîíêóðñà äåáþòàíòîâ "Òåõàñ Ðåâüþ". Åå ïîýçèÿ è ïðîçà ïå÷àòà-
ëèñü â ðàçëè÷íûõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ îáîçðåíèÿõ, à åå ïîýòè÷åñêèå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ
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poetry has been included in Uncommon Place: An Anthology of Louisiana
Poets and also in Word and Witness: One Hundred Years of North Carolina
Poetry.  Her prose has appeared in Negative Capability, The Deep South
Anthology,  and Brevity, an online publication.

Diana Pinckney, a native South Carolinian, lived in Rhode Island,
Florida, and Washington, D.C. before settling in Charlotte many years ago.
Her poems and non-fiction have won many awards, and she has published
poems in many journals and anthologies,  including Word and Witness,
100 Years of North Carolina Poetry.  She has been a featured reader at
several North Carolina poetry readings.  The author of a chapbook, Fishing
With Tall Women (1996), and a poetry collection, White Linen (1998), she
leads workshops for the North Carolina Poetry Society and teaches poetry
writing in Charlotte.

David E. Poston, born in Louisville, Kentucky, has lived in North
Carolina since 1951.  He is an English teacher at Hunter Huss High School
in Gastonia and a part-time instructor at UNC-Charlotte. His chapbook,
My Father Reading Greek, was published in 1999.  A 1998 Charlotte-
Mecklenburg Arts and Science Council Regional Artist grant recipient, he
has won poetry awards from the Southeastern Writers Association and from
The Writers’ Workshop of Asheville. His work has appeared in
Chattahoochee Review, Asheville Poetry Review, Main Street Rag, and
Lonzie’s Fried Chicken.

Barbara  Presnell  has  published  poems  in  numerous  journals,
including The Atlanta Review, The Tar River Review, and The Laurel
Review. Her chapbooks, Snake Dreams and Unravelings, won the awards
from the North Carolina Poetry Society and the NC Poetry Council in 1995
and 1999.  She has an MFA from UNC-Greensboro and lives in Lexington,
NC, with her husband and son.  A North Carolina native, she has lived in
Virginia and Kentucky, where she has worked as a poet-in-the-schools and
taught college-level English.

Dawn Evans Radford, born in Balboa, Panama, and raised in a fishing
village in the Florida Panhandle, now lives in Wilmington, where she works
for UNC-Wilmington as a writing consultant, instructor of writing, English,
practical Spanish, English as a Second Language, and American Culture.
She has conducted professional and creative writing  workshops  in  various
North  Carolina  universities, libraries, and community organizations.   Her
poetry,  fiction, nonfiction, and literary research have been published widely.
She received the 1993 Sherwood Anderson Award and a 1990 Grassroots
Artists Award from the NCAC and Cape Fear Arts Council.

Glennis Redmond works as a full-time poet.  In the spring of 2000,
she traveled nationally and internationally reading and performing her
original works at colleges and universities. Raised in a military family,
Glennis has lived in many parts of the U.S. and in Aviano, Italy.  She has
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áûëè âêëþ÷åíû â "Íåîáû÷íîå ìåñòî: àíòîëîãèÿ ïîýòîâ Ëóèçèàíû", à òàêæå
â àíòîëîãèþ "Ñëîâî è ñâèäåòåëüñòâî: Ñòî ëåò ïîýçèè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû".
Åå ïðîçà íàïå÷àòàíà â "Îòðèöàòåëüíîé ñïîñîáíîñòè", â àíòîëîãèè "Ãëóáî-
êèé Þã" è â èíòåðíåòíîì èçäàíèè "Êðàòêîñòü".

Äèàíà Ïèíêíè - óðîæåíêà Þæíîé Êàðîëèíû, ïðåæäå ÷åì ïîñåëèòüñÿ â
Øàðëîòò, æèëà â Ðîóä Àéëåíäå, øòàò Ôëîðèäà, â Âàøèíãòîíå. Åå ñòèõè è
ïóáëèöèñòèêà áûëè îòìå÷åíû ìíîãèìè íàãðàäàìè, è îíà îïóáëèêîâàëà ñòè-
õè âî ìíîãèõ æóðíàëàõ è àíòîëîãèÿõ, â òîì ÷èñëå "Ñëîâî è ñâèäåòåëüñòâî:
Ñòî ëåò ïîýçèè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû".  Îíà âûñòóïàëà ñî ñâîèìè ïðîèçâåäå-
íèÿìè íà íåñêîëüêèõ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ ÷òåíèÿõ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îíà ÿâëÿåò-
ñÿ àâòîðîì ìàëåíüêîé êíèæêè "Íà ðûáàëêå ñ âûñîêèìè æåíùèíàìè" (1996)
è ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ñáîðíèêà "Áåëîå áåëüå" (1998), òàêæå âåäåò òâîð÷åñêèå ìàñ-
òåðñêèå Ïîýòè÷åñêîãî Îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è ó÷èò èñêóññòâó ñòè-
õîñëîæåíèÿ â Øàðëîòò.

Äàâèä È. Ïîñòîí ðîäèëñÿ â Ëóèâèëëå, øòàò Êåíòóêè, è æèâåò â Ñåâåð-
íîé Êàðîëèíå ñ 1961 ã. Îí ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñêèé â ñðåäíåé øêîëå Õàíòåð Õàññ
â Ãàñòîíèè è ðàáîòàåò èíñòðóêòîðîì íåïîëíûé ðàáî÷èé äåíü â óíèâåðñèòå-
òå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Øàðëîòò. Åãî ìàëåíüêàÿ êíèæêà ñòèõîâ "Ìîé îòåö
÷èòàåò ïî-ãðå÷åñêè" áûëà îïóáëèêîâàíà â 1999 ã. Â 1998 ã. Ä.Ïîñòîí ïîëó-
÷èë ãðàíò ðåãèîíàëüíîãî Íàó÷íî-õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ñîâåòà îêðóãà "Øàðëîòò
Ìåêëåíáóðã", à òàêæå ñòàë ëàóðåàòîì ïîýòè÷åñêîé íàãðàäû àññîöèàöèè ïè-
ñàòåëåé Þãî-Âîñòîêà è íàãðàäû òâîð÷åñêîé ìàñòåðñêîé ïèñàòåëåé Àøâèëü.
Åãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíû â "×àòòàõó÷è Ðåâüþ" (Chattahoochee Review),
"Àøâèëü Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ" (Asheville Poetry Review), "Ìýéí Ñòðèò Ðýã" (Main
Street Rag) è "Ëîíçèç Ôðàéä ×èêåí" (Lonzie’s Fried Chicken).

Áàðáàðà Ïðåñíåë îïóáëèêîâàëà ñâîè ñòèõè â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ æóðíàëàõ
âêëþ÷àÿ "Àòëàíòà Ðåâüþ" (The Atlanta Review), "Òàð Ðèâåð Ðåâüþ" (Tar River
Review), è "Ëîðåë Ðåâüþ" (The Laurel Review). Åå ìàëåíüêèå ñáîðíèêè "Ñíû
çìåè" è "Ðàçãàäêè òàéí"  ïîëó÷èëè íàãðàäû ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ñîâåòà Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíû è Ïîýòè÷åñêîãî Îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â 1995 è 1999 ãã.
Á.Ïðåñíåëë èìååò ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà èçÿùíûõ èñêóññòâ óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåð-
íîé Êàðîëèíû â Ãðèíñáîðî è æèâåò â Ëåêñèíãòîíå ñ ìóæåì è ñûíîì. Óðî-
æåíêà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, îíà æèëà â Âèðäæèíèè è Êåíòóêè, ãäå ïðåïîäàâàëà
â øêîëàõ ïîýòè÷åñêîå ìàñòåðñòâî è ëèòåðàòóðó íà óðîâíå êîëëåäæà.

Äîí Ýâàíñ Ðàäôîðä ðîäèëàñü â Áàëüáîà, Ïàíàìà, âûðîñëà â ðûáàöêîé äå-
ðåâóøêå â ñåâåðíîé  Ôëîðèäå, ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â Âèëìèíãòîíå, ãäå ðàáîòàåò â
óíèâåðñèòåòå â êà÷åñòâå êîíñóëüòàíòà ïî ïèñüìåííûì çàäàíèÿì, èíñòðóêòîðà
ïî àíãëèéñêîìó, ïðàêòè÷åñêîìó èñïàíñêîìó,  àíãëèéñêîìó, êàê èíîñòðàííî-
ìó ÿçûêó,  è àìåðèêàíñêîé êóëüòóðå. Îíà âåëà ïðîôåññèîíàëüíûå è òâîð÷åñ-
êèå ïèñàòåëüñêèå ìàñòåðñêèå â ðàçëè÷íûõ óíèâåðñèòåòàõ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû,
áèáëèîòåêàõ è îáùèííûõ îðãàíèçàöèÿõ. Åå ïîýçèÿ, õóäîæåñòâåííûå ïðîèçâå-
äåíèÿ, ïóáëèöèñòèêà è ëèòåðàòóðíûå èññëåäîâàíèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíû âî ìíîãèõ
èçäàíèÿõ. Â 1993 ã. îíà ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó Øåðâóðä Àíäåðñîí, à â 1990 ã. åé áûëà
âðó÷åíà íàãðàäà Ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è îêðóãà Êýéï Ôèð.

Ãëåííèñ Ðåäìîíä - ïðîôåññèîíàëüíàÿ ïîýòåññà. Âåñíîé 2000 ã. îíà ïó-
òåøåñòâîâàëà ïî ñòðàíå è çàãðàíèöå, ÷èòàÿ è ïðåäñòàâëÿÿ ñâîè îðèãèíàëüíûå
ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ â êîëëåäæàõ è óíèâåðñèòåòàõ. Ðîäèâøèñü â ñåìüå âîåííîñëó-
æàùåãî, Ãëåííèñ æèëà âî ìíîãèõ ÷àñòÿõ ÑØÀ è â Àâèàíî (Èòàëèÿ). Åå ïðî-
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been published in Catch the Fire Anthology, 360 Degrees: a Revolution
of Black Poets, Southern Exposure, and Lonzie’s Fried Chicken.  She has
received grants to study at the Atlantic Center for the Arts and at the
Vermont Center.

Tony Reevy is Director of Library Development at North Carolina
State University in Raleigh and holds degrees from  NCSU,  the University
of North Carolina, and Miami University.  His poetry publications  include
Asheville  Poetry  Review,  Bath  Avenue Newsletter, Charlotte Poetry
Review, Now & Then, Pembroke Magazine, Poetry Motel, Writer’s Cramp,
and others, as well as non-fiction and short fiction.  His book Ghost Trains!:
American Railroad Ghost Legends was published by TLC Publishing. He
lives in Durham, having lived previously in TX, VA, NY, New Mexico (NM),
Ohio (OH), and England.

Dick Roberts was born in Durham in 1947.  He has a Bachelor of Fine
Arts in painting and ceramics from Western Carolina University and works
as Design Curator for the North Carolina Aquarium at Fort Fisher.   He
maintains a painting studio in Wilminton, NC, and writes poetry.  His poems
have appeared in Southern Poetry Review and other literary magazines.
He has shown his paintings in North Carolina, New York, and Macedonia.
He travels to Eastern Europe every year to paint and write.

Annella Rockson has published poetry in magazines and several
anthologies,  including Living Culture in Durham (Carolina Wren Press,
1987).  She has been resident poet in the public schools in both Durham
and Raleigh and has given poetry workshops for teachers and for children
with special needs.  She currently serves on the board of the North Carolina
Poetry Council, and has served on the boards of the NC Poetry Society
and the NC Alliance for Arts Education.   She has been one of three featured
poets at the NC Poetry Festival at Weymouth.

Jessica Rosser  is  a  recent  graduate  of  Catawba College  in Salisbury,
North Carolina. While at Catawba, she received the Calvin Koots Poetry
Prize.  As a native of Sanford, North Carolina, she canoes and fishes the
ponds and rivers of the Piedmont area of the  state. These  outdoor
experiences  are  frequently  the inspiration for her writing.

Lynn Veach Sadler, a native of Duplin County, NC, has a B.A. from
Duke University and an M.A. and a Ph.D. from the University of Illinois.
Formerly a college president in Vermont, she won an Extraordinary
Undergraduate Teaching Award, pioneered in Computer-Assisted
Composition, and received the Distinguished Women of North Carolina
Award for education. She has written and edited many academic
publications, including books, articles, and journals. She now runs a small
press and is a creative writer, having won awards for her novel, short fiction,
essays, poetry, and plays. She recently completed her first musical play,
Coming Country.
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èçâåäåíèÿ îïóáëèêîâàíû â àíòîëîãèè "Ïîéìàé îãîíü", "360 ãðàäóñîâ: Ðåâî-
ëþöèÿ ÷åðíûõ ïîýòîâ", "Îáðàùåííûé ê Þãó", è "Ëîíçèç Ôðàéä ×èêåí" (Lonzie’s
Fried Chicken). Îíà ïîëó÷èëà ãðàíòû äëÿ îáó÷åíèÿ â Àòëàíòè÷åñêîì öåíòðå
èñêóññòâ è â öåíòðå â Âåðìîíòå.

Òîíè Ðèâè - äèðåêòîð-àäìèíèñòðàòîð áèáëèîòåêè ãîñóäàðñòâåííîãî óíè-
âåðñèòåòà Ðàëè. Îí èìååò ñòåïåíè óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ãîñóäàð-
ñòâåííîãî óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â ×àïåë Õèëë è óíèâåðñèòåòà
Ìàéàìè. Åãî ñòèõè îïóáëèêîâàíû â ñëåäóþùèõ èçäàíèÿõ: "Àøâèëü Ïîýòðè
Ðåâüþ" (Asheville Poetry Review), "Áàñ Àâåíþ Íüþçëåòòåð" (Bath Avenue
Newsletter), "Øàðëîòò Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ"  (Charlotte Poetry Review), "Ñåé÷àñ è
òîãäà", "Ðóêà ïèñàòåëÿ óñòàëà" è äðóãèå. Åãî êíèãà "Ïîåçäà-ïðèçðàêè: Àìå-
ðèêàíñêèå   ëåãåíäû   î æåëåçíîäîðîæíûõ ïðèçðàêàõ" áûëà îïóáëèêîâàíà èç-
äàòåëüñòâîì "ÒèÝëÑè Ïàáëèøèíã" (TLC Publishing). Ñåé÷àñ îí æèâåò â Äàðåìå,
à äî ýòîãî æèë â Òåõàñå, Íüþ-Ìåêñèêå, Îãàéî è â Àíãëèè.

Äèê Ðîáåðòñ ðîäèëñÿ â Äàðåìå â 1947 ã. Îí èìååò ñòåïåíü áàêàëàâðà
èçÿùíûõ èñêóññòâ â îáëàñòè æèâîïèñè è êåðàìèêè óíèâåðñèòåòà Çàïàäíîé
Êàðîëèíû è ðàáîòàåò äèçàéíåðîì-êóðàòîðîì àêâàðèóìà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëè-
íû â Ôîðò Ôèøåð. Ó íåãî åñòü õóäîæåñòâåííàÿ ñòóäèÿ â Âèëìèíãòîíå, è îí
ïèøåò ñòèõè. Åãî ñòèõè ïå÷àòàëèñü â "Þæíîì Ïîýòè÷åñêîì Îáîçðåíèè" è
äðóãèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ. Îí âûñòàâëÿë ñâîè êàðòèíû â Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíå, Íüþ-Éîðêå è Ìàêåäîíèè. Êàæäûé ãîä îí ïóòåøåñòâóåò â Âîñòî÷íóþ
Åâðîïó, ÷òîáû òàì ðèñîâàòü è ïèñàòü.

Àííåëëà Ðîêñîí îïóáëèêîâàëà ñâîþ ïîýçèþ â æóðíàëàõ è íåñêîëüêèõ
àíòîëîãèÿõ, âêëþ÷àÿ "Æèâàÿ êóëüòóðà Äàðåìà" èçäàòåëüñòâî Êàðîëèíà Ðåí
Ïðåññ, 1987 ã. Îíà ðàáîòàëà â øêîëàõ â Äàðåìå è Ðîëè,  âåëà ïîýòè÷åñêèå
ìàñòåðñêèå äëÿ ó÷èòåëåé è äåòåé ñ îñîáåííîñòÿìè â ðàçâèòèè. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ
îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷ëåíîì ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ñîâåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ðàíåå ñîñòî-
ÿëà ÷ëåíîì ïðàâëåíèÿ ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è ñîþçà
ýñòåòè÷åñêîãî îáðàçîâàíèÿ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Îíà ó÷àñòâîâàëà â ïîýòè-
÷åñêèõ ÷òåíèÿõ íà ïîýòè÷åñêîì ôåñòèâàëå â Âåéìóòå.

Äæåññèêà Ðîññåð íåäàâíî îêîí÷èëà êîëëåäæ Êàòàó â Ñàëèñáåðè, Ñåâåðíàÿ
Êàðîëèíà. Åùå áóäó÷è ñòóäåíòêîé îíà ïîëó÷èëà ïîýòè÷åñêèé ïðèç Êýëüâè-
íà Êóòñà. Óðîæåíêà Ñýíôîðäà îíà çàíèìàåòñÿ ãðåáëåé íà êàíîý è ðûáíîé
ëîâëåé íà ïðóäàõ è ðåêàõ Ïèäìîíòà. Âïå÷àòëåíèÿ, êîòîðûå îíà ïðè ýòîì ïî-
ëó÷àåò, ÷àñòî âäîõíîâëÿþò åå ïîýòè÷åñêîå ïåðî.

Ëèíí Âè÷ Ñýäëåð, óðîæåíêà îêðóãà Äóïëèí (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà), èìååò
ñòåïåíè áàêàëàâðà è ìàãèñòðà èñêóññòâ îò óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþêà, à òàê æå äîê-
òîðà îò óíèâåðñèòåòà Èëëèíîéñà. Â ïðîøëîì ïðåçèäåíò êîëëåäæà â Âåðìîíòå,
îíà ïîëó÷èëà âûñîêóþ íàãðàäó çà âûäàþùèåñÿ óñïåõè â ïðåïîäàâàíèè; îíà
ñòîÿëà ó èñòîêîâ ìåòîäèêè èñïîëüçîâàíèÿ â ñî÷èíåíèè êîìïüþòåðà è ïî-
ëó÷èëà íàãðàäó â îáëàñòè îáðàçîâàíèÿ  "Âûäàþùèåñÿ æåíùèíû Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíû". Îíà ïèñàëà ñòàòüè è ðåäàêòèðîâàëà ìíîãî àêàäåìè÷åñêèõ èç-
äàíèé, âêëþ÷àþùèõ êíèãè, ñòàòüè è ëèòåðàòóðíûå æóðíàëû. Ñåé÷àñ Ñýä-
ëåð ðóêîâîäèò ìàëåíüêèì èçäàòåëüñòâîì, îíà — ïëîäîòâîðíàÿ ïèñàòåëüíèöà,
êîòîðàÿ èìååò íàãðàäû çà ñâîé ðîìàí, êîðîòêèå ðàññêàçû, ýññå, ñòèõè, ïüå-
ñû. Íåäàâíî îíà çàêîí÷èëà ñâîþ ïåðâóþ ìóçûêàëüíóþ ïüåñó  "Ñòðàíà, êî-
òîðàÿ áóäåò ".
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Barbara Sanders is currently poet-in-residence at a hospice in North
Carolina.  For most of thirty years, she earned her living as an executive
in advertising and public relations.  In 1998 she began working as a full-
time volunteer caring for the terminally ill at an all-volunteer run hospice.
Her poetry has appeared in several anthologies, The Human Goodness
Journal, and is forthcoming in the Lullwater Review, The South Carolina
Review, Whiskey Island, The MacGuffin, and Mudfish.  She received a
commendation award in 1999 from the Chester H. Jones Foundation.

Hope Schene is originally from New York City and has been a resident
of Charlotte for over thirty years.  For twenty of those years, she taught
first and second grades in the Charlotte Public Schools. Her poems have
been published in The North Carolina Poetry Society Award-Winning Poems
1999, Crucible, Poet’s Page, Charlotte Poetry Review, Main Street Rag,
and others.

Joanna C. Scott was born in London during an air raid, raised in
Australia, migrated to the U.S. in 1976, took her graduate degree from Duke
University, moved to the Philippines just prior to the People’s Revolution,
and adopted three Korean orphans before returning to Virginia. She is the
author of Indochina’s Refugees: Oral Histories from Laos, Cambodia and
Vietnam; Charlie and the Children (VVA Veteran Book-of-the-Month);
Pursuing Pauline, a novel of the women’s revolution; The Lucky Gourd
Shop, a novel of Korea; and a poetry collection, Birth Mother.  She lives
in Chapel Hill.

Sharon A.  Sharp,  an Alabama native,  lives in Boone.   As an
undergraduate and graduate student, Sharon lived in Durham, NC;
Lexington, Kentucky (KY); and Blacksburg, VA.   After teaching college-
level human development and family studies for several years in Mississippi,
Sharon began a freelance editing career editing nonfiction books for major
publishers, led workshops, and taught editing at Appalachian State
University.  Her poetry has appeared in numerous journals, and she is the
North Carolina Poetry Society’s president for 2000-2001. Poetry’s relation
to the visual and the healing arts is of special interest to her.

Mark Smith-Soto, a Costa Rican-American poet and translator,  is
Professor of Spanish at the University of North Carolina at Greensboro
(UNC-Greensboro), where he is editor of International Poetry Review.  He
holds a B.A. in English from the University of Maryland and a Ph.D. in
Comparative literature from the University of California, Berkeley.  He
is the author of books and scholarly articles on the modern Spanish-
American lyric.  His own poetry has appeared in such magazines as Nimrod,
Carolina Quarterly, Poetry East, Callaloo, Chattahoochee Review, and
Kenyon Review. His forthcoming chapbook Green Mango Collage won
the Persephone Competition.
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Áàðáàðà Ñàíäåðñ — ïîýòåññà, êîòîðàÿ â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ ðàáîòàåò â
õîñïèñå â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå. Ïî÷òè 30 ëåò îíà çàðàáàòûâàëà íà æèçíü, ðà-
áîòàÿ àäìèíèñòðàòîðîì â îáëàñòè ðåêëàìû è îáùåñòâåííûõ îòíîøåíèé. Â
1998 ã. îíà íà÷àëà ðàáîòàòü äîáðîâîëüöåì ïî óõîäó çà íåèçëå÷èìî-áîëüíû-
ìè â õîñïèñå. Åå ñòèõè áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû â íåñêîëüêèõ àíòîëîãèÿõ, â "Æóð-
íàëå Äîáðîòû ×åëîâå÷åñêîé" è ñêîðî âûéäóò â "Ëóëëâîòåð Ðåâüþ" (Lullwater
Review), "Îáîçðåíèå Þæíîé Êàðîëèíû",  "Îñòðîâå Âèñêè", "ÌàêÃóôôèí" (The
MacGuffin) è "Ìàäôèø" (Mudfish). Á.Ñàíäåðñ ïîëó÷èëà ïîîùðèòåëüíûé ïðèç
îò ôîíäà ×åñòåð X. Äæîóíç â 1999 ã.

Õîï Øèí ðîäèëàñü â Íüþ-Éîðêå è æèâåò â Øàðëîòò áîëåå 30 ëåò, 20 èç
êîòîðûõ îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà â ïåðâûõ è âòîðûõ êëàññàõ øêîë ãîðîäà. Åå ñòèõè
áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû  â àëüìàíàõå 1999 ã. ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé
Êàðîëèíû — "Ñòèõè, ïîëó÷èâøèå ïðåìèè", à òàêæå â "Òèãåëå", "Ñòððàíèöå
Ïîýòà", "Øàðëîòò Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ" "  (Charlotte Poetry Review), "Ìýéí Ñòðèò
Ðýã" (Main Street Rag) è â äðóãèõ èçäàòåëüñòâàõ.

Äæîàííà Ê. Ñêîòò ðîäèëàñü â Ëîíäîíå âî âðåìÿ âîçäóøíîãî íàëåòà,
âûðîñëà â Àâñòðàëèè, ýìèãðèðîâàëà â ÑØÀ â 1976 ãîäó, îêîí÷èëà óíèâåð-
ñèòåò Äþêà ñî ñòåïåíüþ ìàãèñòðà, ïåðååõàëà íà Ôèëèïïèíû êàê ðàç ïåðåä
Íàðîäíîé Ðåâîëþöèåé. Ïðåæäå ÷åì âåðíóòüñÿ â Âèðäæèíèþ, îíà âçÿëà íà âîñ-
ïèòàíèå 3-õ êîðåéñêèõ ñèðîò. Îíà — àâòîð ñëåäóþùèõ ïðîèçâåäåíèé: "Áåæåíöû
èç Èíäîêèòàÿ: Ðàññêàçû èç Ëàîñà, Êîìáîäæèè è Âüåòíàìà", "×àðëè è äåòè"
(îòìå÷åíà Àññîöèàöèåé Âüåòíàìñêèõ Âåòåðàíîâ Âèðäæèíèè), "Ïðåñëåäóÿ Ïà-
óëèí", (ïîñëåäíÿÿ êíèãà — ýòî ðîìàí î æåíñêîé ðåâîëþöèè), "Ìàãàçèí ñ÷à-
ñòëèâûõ òûêâåííûõ áóòûëîê" — ðîìàí î Êîðåå è ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ñáîðíèêà
"Ìàòü, äàðóþùàÿ ðîæäåíèå". Äæîàííà Ñêîòò æèâåò â ×àïåë Õèëë.

Øýðîí À. Øàðï — óðîæåíêà Àëàáàìû æèâåò â Áóíå. Â ñòóäåí÷åñêèå ãîäû
Øýðîí æèëà â Äàðåìå (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà), Ëåêñèíãòîíå (Êåíòóêè) è Áëýê-
ñáóðãå (Âèðäæèíèÿ). Ïîñëå íåñêîëüêèõ, ëåò ïðåïîäàâàòåëüñêîé äåÿòåëüíîñ-
òè â êîëëåäæå â Ìèññèñèïè, ãäå îíà âåëà "Ðîñò è ðàçâèòèå ÷åëîâåêà" è "Èçó÷åíèå
ñåìüè", Øýðîí íà÷àëà êàðüåðó ðåäàêòîðà, íå ñâÿçàííîãî íè ñ êàêèì êîíêðåòíûì
èçäàòåëüñòâîì; îíà ðåäàêòèðîâàëà êíèãè ïóáëèöèñòè÷åñêîãî õàðàêòåðà äëÿ
áîëüøèõ èçäàòåëüñòâ, âåëà òâîð÷åñêèå ìàñòåðñêèå è êóðñ ðåäàêòèðîâàíèÿ â
óíèâåðñèòåòå øòàòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Àïïàëà÷àõ. Åå ïîýòè÷åñêèå ïðî-
èçâåäåíèÿ áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ è
îíà èçáðàíà ïðåçèäåíòîì ïîýòè÷åñêîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû íà 2000-
2001 ãîä. Ñïåöèàëüíûé èíòåðåñ äëÿ íåå ïðåäñòàâëÿþò âçàèìîîòíîøåíèÿ ïî-
ýçèè è çðèòåëüíûõ îáðàçîâ "èñêóññòâà âðà÷åâàíèÿ".

Ìàðê Ñìèò-Ñîòî — ïîýò è ïåðåâîä÷èê. Åãî ñåìüÿ èç Êîñòà-Ðèêè. Îí
— ïðîôåññîð èñïàíñêîãî ÿçûêà â óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Ãðèí-
ñáîðî, ãäå îí ÿâëÿåòñÿ ðåäàêòîðîì ëèòåðàòóðíîãî æóðíàëà "Ìåæäóíàðîä-
íîå ïîýòè÷åñêîå îáîçðåíèå". Îí èìååò ñòåïåíü áàêàëàâðà èñêóññòâ â îáëàñòè
ëèòåðàòóðû óíèâåðñèòåòà Ìýðèëýíä è ñòåïåíü äîêòîðà óíèâåðñèòåòà Êàëè-
ôîðíèè â Áåðêëè â îáëàñòè ñðàâíèòåëüíîé ëèòåðàòóðû. Ñìèò-Ñîòî ÿâëÿåò-
ñÿ àâòîðîì êíèã è íàó÷íûõ ñòàòåé ïî ñîâðåìåííîé èñïàíî-àìåðèêàíñêîé
ëèðèêå. Åãî ñîáñòâåííûå ïîýòè÷åñêèå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ ïîÿâèëèñü â òàêèõ æóð-
íàëàõ êàê "Íèìðîä" (Nimrod), "Êàðîëèíà Êâîòåðëè" Carolina Quarterly), "Ïî-
ýòðè Èñò" (Poetry East), "Êîëëàëó" (Callaloo), "×àòòàõó÷è Ðåâüþ"
(Chattahoochee Review) è "Êåíüîí Ðåâüþ" (Kenyon Review). Åãî ìàëåíüêàÿ
êíèæêà, êîòîðàÿ ñêîðî âûéäåò èç ïå÷àòè "Êîëëàæ ñ çåëåíûì ìàíãî", ñòàëà
ëàóðåàòîì êîíêóðñà Ïåðñåôîíû.
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Susan Snowden began writing poetry in 1994. Her poems have appeared
in such literary publications as Now and Then, Writer’s Exchange,
Waterways: Poetry in the Mainstream, and the anthology Raising Voices.
She received the James Still Award for Poetry from the Appalachian Writers’
Association in 1996 and in 1997.  A native of Atlanta, she moved to Arden,
NC, in 1995.  She earns her living as a freelance writer and book editor.
Her articles and reviews have appeared in city, regional, and national
publications.

Elisabeth Stagg, a native North Carolinian, has lived in each of its
three main regions: she was born in the western mountains, grew up on
the coast, and now lives in Durham.  She writes both fiction and poetry
and has published poetry in such literary magazines as Southern Poetry
Review and Wellspring.  She received a 1997-98 poetry fellowship from
the North Carolina Arts Council. Anna Akhmatova was among her early
models and remains a favorite poet. She is the Associate Director of
Communications in the Divinity School at Duke University.

Maureen Douglass Sutton has lived in North Carolina for thirty-five
years but grew up near San Antonio, Texas. Her mother was an artist, her
father an accountant. During the day she teaches Spanish to children; at
night she teaches English to adults. These things are important to her: her
two children, her garden, her friends, her work, her poetry, and her learning
about language word roots. Her chapbook, To Encourage the Dawn, won
an award from Persephone Press of Whispering Pines, NC.

G.C. Waldrep writes: "As an Amishman, I may have a different "take"
on the soul’s relation to the land than other NC writers.  Being Amish, of
course, implies a close relation to the earth (we’re mostly farmers and day
laborers), but it’s a conflicted one, given our particular  strand of  Christian
theology  and our  related commitment to community living.  Perhaps you
will see some of that in the poems."   Waldrop’s poems have been published
in such journals as Antietam Review and Ascent.  He lived for two years
in Durham before moving to Yanceyville, NC.

C. Pleasants York, a teacher and free-lance writer, is the author of
two poetry books: Pleasantries and Weaver of Destiny.  She is the wife of
poet Guy York and mother of three published poets — Adam, 20; Emily,
15; and Jonathan, 11.  She is active in the North Carolina Poetry Society
where she and her husband serve as Third Vice-President.  She has completed
a novel, Haunting Melody, and a series of short stories on the South.  When
not working with students,  she  enjoys collecting  antique Valentines,
snipping Scherenschnitte, and working at the Community Playhouse of the
Temple Theatre in Sanford, NC.
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Ñüþçàí Ñíîäåí íà÷àëà ïèñàòü ñòèõè â 1994 ãîäó. Åe ñòèõè îïóáëèêîâà-
íû â òàêèõ, èçäàíèÿõ êàê "Ñåé÷àñ è òîãäà", "Ïèñàòåëüñêèé îáìåí", "Âîäíûå
ãëàäè", "Ïîýçèÿ â îñíîâíîì ïîòîêå ëèòåðàòóðû"  è â àíòîëîãèè "Ãðîìêèå
ãîëîñà". Â 1996 è 1997 ãã. îíà ïîëó÷èëà ïîýòè÷åñêóþ íàãðàäó "Äæåéìç Ñòèë"
îò àññîöèàöèè ïèñàòåëåé Àïïàëà÷åé. Óðîæåíêà Àòëàíòû, îíà ïåðååõàëà â
Àðäåí (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà) â 1995 ãîäó. Ñüþçàí çàðàáàòûâàåò íà æèçíü ðà-
áîòàÿ ðåäàêòîðîì è ïèñàòåëüíèöåé, íå ñâÿçàííîé íè ñ êàêèì êîíêðåòíûì
èçäàòåëüñòâîì. Åå ñòàòüè è îáçîðû ïå÷àòàëèñü â ãîðîäñêèõ, ðåãèîíàëüíûõ è
íàöèîíàëüíûõ èçäàíèÿõ.

Ýëèçàáåò Ñòàã — óðîæåíêà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, æèëà â êàæäîì èç òðåõ
îñíîâíûõ ðåãèîíîâ: îíà ðîäèëàñü â ãîðàõ íà çàïàäå, âûðîñëà íà ïîáåðåæüå,
à ñåé÷àñ æèâåò â Äàðåìå. Îíà ïèøåò áåëëåòðèñòèêó è ïîýçèþ è îïóáëèêîâà-
ëà ñòèõè â òàêèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ êàê "Þæíîå Ïîýòè÷åñêîå Îáîçðå-
íèå" è "Èñòî÷íèê". Â 1997 ãîäó îíà ïîëó÷èëà òâîð÷åñêèé ïèñàòåëüñêèé ãðàíò
îò ñîâåòà õóäîæåñòâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Àííà Àõìàòîâà ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïîýòåññîé,
êîòîðîé Ýëèçàáåò ïîäðàæàëà íà ðàííåì ýòàïå ñâîåãî òâîð÷åñòâà, è ñåé÷àñ Àõ-
ìàòîâà îñòàåòñÿ åå ëþáèìûì ïîýòîì. Ýëèçàáåò Ñòàã ÿâëÿåòñÿ çàìåñòèòåëåì
äèðåêòîðà ïî ñâÿçÿì ñ ïðåññîé øêîëû Áîãîñëîâèÿ óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþêà.

Ìîðèí Äóãëàñ Ñàòòîí æèâåò â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå 35 ëåò, íî îíà âûðîñëà
íåäàëåêî îò Ñàí Àíòîíèî, øòàò Òåõàñ. Åe ìàòü áûëà õóäîæíèöåé, îòåö — áóõ-
ãàëòåðîì. Äíåì îíà ó÷èò äåòåé èñïàíñêîìó, âå÷åðîì îíà ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñ-
êèé âçðîñëûì. Âîò òî, ÷òî ÿâëÿåòñÿ ãëàâíûì äëÿ íåå: åå äâîå äåòåé, ñàä, äðóçüÿ,
ðàáîòà, ïîýçèÿ è åå ðàáîòà ïî èçó÷åíèþ èñòîêîâ êîðíåé ñëîâ â ÿçûêå. Åå ìà-
ëåíüêàÿ êíèæêà ñòèõîâ "Ïîòîðîïèòü ðàññâåò" ïîëó÷èëà íàãðàäó èçäàòåëüñòâà
"Ïåðñåôîí Ïpecc" — Âèñïåðèíã Ïàéíç (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà).

Äæ. K. Óîëäðåï ïèøåò: "Êàê ó ïîñëåäîâàòåëÿ Àììàíà, ó ìåíÿ ìîæåò áûòü
ñîâñåì äðóãîé ïîäõîä ê âçàèìîîòíîøåíèÿì ìåæäó äóøîé è çåìëåé, ÷åì ó äðóãèõ
ïèñàòåëåé Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû. Áûòü ïîñëåäîâàòåëåì ýòîãî ó÷åíèÿ, çíà÷èò
èìåòü áîëåå òåñíûå ñâÿçè ñ çåìëåé (ìû â îñíîâíîì ôåðìåðû , ñâÿçàííûå ñ çåì-
ëåé). Ío ýòè âçàèìîîòíîøåíèÿ äóøè è çåìëè èìåþò ñâîè âíóòðåííèå ïðîòè-
âîðå÷èÿ, îáóñëîâëåííûå íàøèì ïîíèìàíèåì õðèñòèàíñêîé òåîëîãèè è íàøèì
îáùèííûì îáðàçîì æèçíè. Âîçìîæíî, âû óâèäèòå ýòî â ìîèõ ñòèõàõ". Ñòè-
õè Óîëäðåïà îïóáëèêîâàíû â òàêèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóðíàëàõ êàê "Àíòèýòàì
Ðåâüþ" (Antietam Review) è "Âîñõîæäåíèå". Äo òîãî, êàê ïåðååõàòü â ßíñèâèëü,
Óîëäðåï äâà ãîäà æèë â Äàðåìå.

Ê. Ïëåçàíòñ Éîðê — ó÷èòåëü è ïèñàòåëü, íå ñâÿçàííûé íè ñ êàêèì êîí-
êðåòíûì èçäàòåëüñòâîì. Îíà ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì 2-õ ïîýòè÷åñêèõ êíèã: "Óäî-
âîëüñòâèÿ" è "Òêà÷ ñóäüáû". Îíà æåíà ïîýòà Ãàÿ Éîðêà è ìàòü òðåõ
ïóáëèêóåìûõ ïîýòîâ. Ýòî — Àäàì, êîòîðîìó 20 ëåò, 15-ëåòíÿÿ Ýìèëè è Äæî-
íàòàí, êîòîðîìó 11 ëåò. Îíà ïðèíèìàåò àêòèâíîå ó÷àñòèå â ðàáîòå ïîýòè÷åñ-
êîãî îáùåñòâà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, ãäå îíà è åå ìóæ ÿâëÿþòñÿ òðåòüèì
âèöå-ïðåçèäåíòîì. Îíà çàêîí÷èëà ðîìàí "Íàâÿç÷èâàÿ ìåëîäèÿ" è ñåðèþ êî-
ðîòêèõ ðàññêàçîâ î Þãå. Êîãäà îíà ñâîáîäíà îò ðàáîòû ñî ñòóäåíòàìè, îíà
çàíèìàåòñÿ êîëëåêöèîíèðîâàíèåì ñòàðèííûõ "âàëåíòèíîê", âûðåçàíèåì áó-
ìàæíûõ ôèãóðîê äëÿ ãèðëÿíä è áóêåòîâ è ðàáîòàåò â òåàòðàëüíîé ñòóäèè òåàòðà
Òåìïë â Ñàíôîðäå (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà).



268 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

PUBLICATION ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Annette Allen’s poems "November Light: France" and "What Is and
What Is Not" were published in her first collection of poems, Country of
Light (1996).

Katherine Russell Barnes’s poem "They Flew" first appeared in Icarus
1995, and her poem "A Sacred Potion" was published in Bay Leaves.

Joseph Bathanti’s poems "Burn Season" and "Easter" were previously
published in his book Anson County (1989).

Charles Blackburn, Jr.’s poem "Winter Gothic" first appeared in
Coastal Plains Poetry, and "The Chimneys" appeared  in Sam Ragan’s
literary column "Southern Accent" in the The Pilot, a Southern Pines, NC,
newspaper.

Sally Buckner’s poem "How They Survived" originally appeared in
Sam Ragan’s column "Southern Accent" in The Pilot.

Jim Clark’s poems "Staying Lost" and "Dancing on Canaan’s Ruins"
both appeared first in his collection of poems Dancing on Canaan’s Ruins.

Charles Edward Eaton’s poem "The Naked Truth" was first published
in The New Criterion, April 1996.

Becky Gould Gibson’s poems "Putting Up Damson Preserves" and
"Banking Sweet Potatoes," were first published in Holding Ground, White
Eagle Coffee Store Press (1996).  "First Life" first appeared in her book
First Life, published by The Emrys Foundation (1997).

Lou Green’s poem "Foxtail Lily" first appeared in Crucible (1998),
the Barton College journal.

Irene Blair Honeycutts’s poem "Adobe Night in Taos" first appeared
in her book It Comes As a Dark Surprise.

Stephen Knauth’s poems "Blue Angel" and "My Little Town" were
first published in his book of poems, The River I Know You By (Four Way
Books).

Joanna J. McKethan’s poem "Of a Substance Strong Enough" first
appeared in Sanskrit (Spring 1989), UNC-Charlotte.
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ÈÇÄÀÒÅËÜÑÊÈÅ ÏÎÄÒÂÅÐÆÄÅÍÈß

Ñòèõè Àííåò Àëëåí "Ñâåò íîÿáðÿ: Ôðàíöèÿ" è "×òî åñòü è ÷åãî íåò" áûëè
îïóáëèêîâàíû â åå ïåðâîì ñòèõîòâîðíîì ñáîðíèêå "Ñòðàíà ñâåòà" — 1996 ãîä.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Êàòðèí Ðàññåë Áàðíñ "Îíè óëåòåëè" âïåðâûå ïîÿâèëîñü
â ëèòåðàòóðíîì æóðíàëå "Èêàðóñ", à ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Ñâÿùåííîå çåëüå" áûëî
îïóáëèêîâàíî â "Ëàâðîâûõ ëèñòüÿõ".

Ñòèõè Äæîçåôà Áàòàíòè "Âðåìÿ îãíÿ" è "Ïàñõà" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëè
îïóáëèêîâàíû â åãî êíèãå "Îêðóã Ýíñîí" — 1989 ãîä.

Ïðîèçâåäåíèå ×àðëüçà Áëåêáåðíà, ìëàäøåãî "Çèìíÿÿ ãîòèêà" ñíà÷àëà
áûëî íàïå÷àòàíî â "Êîóñòàë Ïëåéíç Ïîýòðè"(Coustal Plains Poetry), à ñòèõîò-
âîðåíèå "Òðóáû" ïîÿâèëîñü â ëèòåðàòóðíîé êîëîíêå Ñýìà Ðýãàíà "Þæíûé
àêöåíò" â ãàçåòàõ "Ïàéëîò" (The Pilot) è Ñàóòåðí Ïàéíç (Southern Pines), Ñå-
âåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Ñàëëè Áàêíåð "Êàê îíè âûæèëè" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëî íà-
ïå÷àòàíî â êîëîíêå Ñýìà Ðýãàíà "Þæíûé àêöåíò" â Ñàóòåðí Ïàéíç (Southern Pines)
â ãàçåòå "Ïàéëîò" (The Pilot), Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ Äæèìà Êëàðêà "Ïîòåðÿííûé" è "Òàíöóÿ íà ðóèíàõ Çåì-
ëè îáåòîâàííîé" ñíà÷àëà ïîÿâèëèñü â ñáîðíèêå åãî ñòèõîâ ïîä òàêèì æå
íàçâàíèåì.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå ×àðëüçà Ýäâàðàäà Èòîíà "Ãîëàÿ ïðàâäà" ïåðâîíà÷àëü-
íî áûëî îïóáëèêîâàíî â "Íüþ Êðàéòèðåîí" (New Criterion) â àïðåëå 1996 ãîäà.

Ñòèõè Áåêè Ãîóëä Ãèáñîí "Çàãîòîâêè ñëèâîâîãî âàðåíüÿ" è "Ñêëàäû-
âàÿ ñëàäêèé êàðòîôåëü íà õðàíåíèå" áûëè ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî îïóáëèêîâàíû â
ñáîðíèêå "Çåìëÿ, êîòîðàÿ äåðæèò" â 1996 ãîäó, èçäàòåëüñòâî "Âàéò Èãë Êîôè
Ñòîð Ïpecc" (White Eagle Coffee Store Press). Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Ïåðâàÿ æèçíü"
ñíà÷àëà ïîÿâèëîñü â åå îäíîèìåííîì ñáîðíèêå, îïóáëèêîâàííîì â 1997 ãîäó
"Ýìðèñ Ôàóíäåéøí" (Emrys Foundation).

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Ëó Ãðèí "Ëèëèÿ Ëèñèé Õâîñòèê" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëî
íàïå÷àòàíî â ëèòåðàòóðíîì æóðíàëå êîëëåäæà Áàðòîí "Òèãåëü" â 1998 ãîäó.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Àéðèí Áëýàð Õàíèêàòò "Ïîðèñòàÿ íî÷ü â Òàîñå" ïåðâî-
íà÷àëüíî ïîÿâèëîñü â åå ñáîðíèêå "Ïå÷àëüíîå îçàðåíèå".

Ñòèõè Ñòåôàíà Íàóòà "Ãîëóáîé Àíãåë" è "Ìîé ìàëåíüêèé ãîðîä" ïåð-
âîíà÷àëüíî íàïå÷àòàíû â åãî êíèãå ñòèõîâ "Ðåêà, ó êîòîðîé ÿ óçíàë òåáÿ",
èçäàòåëüñòâî Ôîóð Âýé Áóêñ (Four Way Books).

Ñòèõè Äæîàííû ÌàêÊåòàí "Èç ñóáñòàíöèè äîñòàòî÷íî ïðî÷íîé" ñíà-
÷àëà ïîÿâèëèñü â èçäàíèè óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû â Øàðëîòò
"Ñàíñêðèò".
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Gail Peck’s "Can Change Nothing" was published in The Chapbook
of the Deep South Writers Conference, 1998.

Diana Pinckney’s poem "Woman in a Refugee Camp" was first
published in The Mt. Olive Review.

David Poston’s poem "Martha’s Garden" first appeared in Manna
15, (Spring 1994).

Barbara Presnell’s  poem "In October I Gather Persimmons" originally
appeared in Georgia Journal. "Ethel’s Poem" first appeared in Appalachian
Journal, and "In the Kitchen We String Beans" was first published in Iowa
Woman.

Dawn Evans Radford’s poem "Convent" first appeared in Atlantis,
the UNC-WiImington Literary Magazine.

Lyn Sadler’s poem  "Oxymoron"  first appeared  in  Independence
Boulevard.

Joanna C. Scott’s "This Happened in the 7-11 Parking Lot" first
appeared in Passager, University of Baltimore.  Her poem "I Have Brought
My Dogs to the Woods" first appeared in California State Poetry Review.

Maureen Douglass Sutton’s poems "How Goes Gaia" and "I Don’t
Miss Texas"  were first published by Persephone Press in her chapbook,
To Encourage The Dawn.
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Ñòèõè Ãåéë Ïåê "Íåëüçÿ íè÷åãî èçìåíèòü" áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû â "Ñáîð-
íèêå Êîíôåðåíöèè Þæíûõ Ïèñàòåëåé 1998 ãîäà".

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Äèàíû Ïèíêíè "Æåíùèíà â ëàãåðå áåæåíöåâ" áûëî âïåð-
âûå îïóáëèêîâàíî â "Ìàóíò Îëèâ Ðåâüþ" (Mount Olive Review).

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Äàâèäà Ïîñòîíà "Ñàä Ìàðòû" âïåðâûå áûëî îïóáëèêî-
âàíî â "Ìàííà 15" âåñíîé 1994 ãîäà.

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Áàðáàðû Ïðåñíåëë "ß ñîáèðàþ xypìó â îêòÿáðå" ïåðâî-
íà÷àëüíî ïîÿâèëîñü â "Äæîðäæèà Äæîðíàë" (Georgia Journal). "Ñòèõ Ýòåëü"
ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëî íàïå÷àòàíî â "Àïïàëåé÷àí Äæîðíàë" (Appalachian Journal),
à ñòèõîòâîðåíèå "Íà êóõíå ìû ÷èñòèì ñòðó÷êè ôàñîëè" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëî
íàïå÷àòàíî â "Æåíùèíà Àéîâû".

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Äoí Ýâàíñà Ðàäôîðä "Ñáîðèùå" ïîÿâèëîñü â "Àòëàí-
òèñ" (Atlantis) ëèòåðàòóðíîì, æóðíàëå óíèâåðñèòåòà Âèëìèíãòîí (Ñåâåðíàÿ
Êàðîëèíà).

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Ëèíí Ñýäëåð "Îêñþìîðîí" áûëî íàïå÷àòàíî â "Áóëüâàð
Íåçàâèñèìîñòè".

Ñòèõîòâîðåíèå Äæîàííû Ñêîòò "Ýòî ñëó÷èëîñü íà ïàðêîâêå "ñ 7 äî 11"
áûëî íàïå÷àòàíî â "Ïàññàãåð" (Passager) — Áàëòèìîðñêèé óíèâåðñèòåò. Ñòè-
õîòâîðåíèå "ß ïðèâåëà ìîèõ ñîáàê â ëåñ" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëî íàïå÷àòàíî â
"Êàëèôîðíèà Ñòåéò Ïîýòðè Ðåâüþ" (California State Poetry Review).

Ñòèõè Ìîðèí Äóãëàñ Ñàòòîí "ß íå ñêó÷àþ ïî Òåõàñó", "Êàê ïîæèâàåøü,
Ãåÿ" ïåðâîíà÷àëüíî áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû "Ïåðñåôîí Ïðåññ" â åå êíèæå÷êå
"Ïîòîðîïèòü ðàññâåò".
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PRODUCTION STAFF BIOS

Judy Hogan (Consulting Editor and Project Director — NC) was
co-editor of the poetry journal Hyperion (1970-81) and founding editor
of Carolina Wren Press.  She has taught classes for writers and provided
editorial consultation since 1969.  She helped establish the North Carolina
Writers’ Network, serving as its first  president.  Her publications include
five volumes of poetry and one prose work, Watering the Roots in a
Democracy.  Kostroma Writers’ Organization (KWO) published a
translation of her poems Beaver Soul.  Through the Kostroma Committee
of Sister Cities of Durham, she and Mikhail Bazankov organized several
exchanges of writers and artists from both regions. In 1995, she was a
guest lecturer in Modern American Poetry at Kostroma Pedagogical
University.

Mikhail Bazankov (Project Director — Kostroma, Managing
Editor, and Artistic Editor) is a member and Secretary of the Board
of the Writers’ Union of Russia,  President of the Kostroma Regional
Writers’ Organization, an artist, publisher, editor, and Cultural Worker
of Merit of the Russian Federation.  He is the author of over ten books,
including his prize-winning novel Memory Has Rights, Too and  novel
Freedom for the Free. His literary works have appeared  in many
national  and regional journals and have been translated  into 12
different languages.   He  has written  and  moderated the  radio
program "Anthology of Kostroma Prose."  He is a member of the
Regional Council Concerning Culture and its Presidium.

Sharon D. Ewing (Editor-in-chief) has published a poetry
chapbook, Nocturnes for the Right Brain Alone,  and in various  literary
journals.  She holds a Masters of Fine Arts (MFA) in Poetry from George
Mason University in Virginia and has taught poetry workshops and writing
classes there and at other universities and colleges in the Washington,
DC, area, as well as at senior citizen centers and nursing homes.  She
edited Feasting at Sundown, a collection of poems by nursing home
residents.  Her article "Russia Revisited" was published in the KWO’s
Literary Kostroma after she and her husband, John, were guests of the
KWO in 1995.
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ÐÅÄÀÊÖÈÎÍÍÀß ÊÎËËÅÃÈß

Äæóäè Õîãàí (ðåäàêòîð-êîíñóëüòàíò è ðóêîâîäèòåëü ïðîåêòà —
Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà) áûëà îäíèì èç ðåäàêòîðîâ ïîýòè÷åñêîãî æóðíàëà
"Ãèïåðèîí" (1970-1981 ãã.) è ðåäàêòîðîì-îñíîâàòåëåì, èçäàòåëüñòâà
"Êàðîëèíà Ðåí". Ñ 1969 ãîäà îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà â êëàññàõ äëÿ ïèñàòå-
ëåé è îñóùåñòâëÿëà ðåäàêòîðñêèå êîíñóëüòàöèè. Îíà ïîìîãàëà â ñîçäà-
íèè ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è áûëà ïåðâûì
ïðåçèäåíòîì ýòîé îðãàíèçàöèè, åå ïóáëèêàöèè âêëþ÷àþò 5 òîìîâ
ñòèõîâ îäíó ïðîçàè÷åñêóþ ðàáîòó "Îðîøàÿ êîðíè äåìîêðàòèè". Êî-
ñòðîìñêàÿ ïèñàòåëüñêàÿ îðãàíèçàöèÿ îïóáëèêîâàëà ïåðåâîä åå ïîýòè-
÷åñêîãî ñáîðíèêà "Áîáðèíàÿ äóøà". ×åðåç Êîñòðîìñêîé êîìèòåò
ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ â Äàðåìå, îíà è Ìèõàèë Áàçàíêîâ îðãàíèçîâà-
ëè íåñêîëüêî îáìåíîâ ïèñàòåëÿìè è õóäîæíèêàìè îáîèõ ðåãèîíîâ.
Â 1995 ãîäó îíà áûëà ïðèãëàøåíà ÷èòàòü êóðñ ïî ñîâðåìåííîé àìå-
ðèêàíñêîé ïîýçèè â Êîñòðîìñêîé ïåäàãîãè÷åñêèé óíèâåðñèòåò.

Ìèõàèë Áàçàíêîâ (ðóêîâîäèòåëü ïðîåêòà â Êîñòðîìå, ãëàâíûé
ðåäàêòîð è õóäîæåñòâåííûé ðåäàêòîð) ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷ëåíîì è ñåêðåòàðåì
ïðàâëåíèÿ Ñîþçà ïèñàòåëåé Ðîññèè, ïðåäñåäàòåëåì Êîñòðîìñêîé îá-
ëàñòíîé ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè. Îí — õóäîæíèê, èçäàòåëü, ðåäàê-
òîð è çàñëóæåííûé äåÿòåëü êóëüòóðû Ðîññèéñêîé Ôåäåðàöèè. Îí —
àâòîð áîëåå äåñÿòè êíèã, âêëþ÷àÿ ðîìàíû: îòìå÷åííûé ïðåìèÿìè "Ïðà-
âî ïàìÿòè" è "Âîëüíîìó âîëÿ". Åãî ëèòåðàòóðíûå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ íà-
ïå÷àòàíû âî ìíîãèõ, ðåãèîíàëüíûõ, è ðåñïóáëèêàíñêèõ ëèòåðàòóðíûõ
æóðíàëàõ, è ïåðåâåäåíû íà 12 ÿçûêîâ. Îí ñîçäàòåëü è ðóêîâîäèòåëü
ðàäèî-ïðîãðàììû "Àíòîëîãèÿ Êîñòðîìñêîé ïðîçû". Îí — ðóêîâîäè-
òåëü òâîð÷åñêèõ ñåìèíàðîâ, ÷ëåí  ðåãèîíàëüíîãî Ñîâåòà ïî êóëüòó-
ðå è åãî ïðåçèäèóìà.

Øýðîí Ä. Þèíã (ãëàâíûé ðåäàêòîð) îïóáëèêîâàëà êíèæêó ñòè-
õîâ "Íîêòþðí òîëüêî äëÿ ïðàâîãî ïîëóøàðèÿ ìîçãà" è ðàáîòàëà â
ðàçëè÷íûõ, ëèòåðàòóðíûõ, æóðíàëàõ. Îíà èìååò ñòåïåíü ìàãèñòðà
èçÿùíûõ, èñêóññòâ â îáëàñòè ïîýçèè, ïðèñóæäåííóþ åé óíèâåðñèòå-
òîì Äæîðäæ Ìýñîí â Âèðäæèíèè. Â ýòîì è äðóãèõ, óíèâåðñèòåòàõ è
êîëëåäæàõ â Âàøèíãòîíå, à òàêæå âñïîìîãàòåëüíûõ öåíòðàõ äëÿ ïî-
æèëûõ îíà âåëà ïîýòè÷åñêèå ìàñòåðñêèå è ïèñàòåëüñêèå êëàññû. Îíà
ðåäàêòèðîâàëà ñáîðíèê ñòèõîâ ïîä íàçâàíèåì "Ïðàçäíèê íà Çàêàòå",
ñîñòàâëåííûé èç ñòèõîâ, íàïèñàííûõ îáèòàòåëÿìè äîìîâ äëÿ ïðåñòà-
ðåëûõ. Åå ñòàòüÿ "Ñíîâà â Ðîññèè" áûëà îïóáëèêîâàíà â ãàçåòå Êîñ-
òðîìñêîé ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè "Ëèòåðàòóðíàÿ Êîñòðîìà" ïîñëå
òîãî, êàê â 1995 ãîäó îíà è åå ìóæ Äæîí áûëè ãîñòÿìè Êîñòðîìñêîé
ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè.
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Aleksei Mikhailovich Bazankov (Assistant Project Director in
Kostroma, Book Designer, Typesetter, Computer Specialist, Internet and Web
Page Management) is a senior lecturer in the Department of the History of
Russia at Kostroma University, named for N.A.Nekrasov, from which he holds
the Candidate for the Doctoral Degree (equivalent to Ph.D.).  Recently named
Director for the Sharya branch of Kostroma University, he is the author of
many  scholarly  publications  and  one  of  the authors  of  the forthcoming
encyclopedia about the city of Kostroma.  He designed and typeset the
Anthology of Kostroma Poetry for the KWO and also designed their Web
page and put it on line.  In 1998, as part of the Sister Cities cultural exchanges,
he did research in the Library of Congress in Washington, DC, and participated
in history seminars at Duke University and the University of North Carolina.

Natalia Vyazankina (Translator) graduated from Kostroma
Pedagogical Institute (now Kostroma University), the Department of
Foreign Languages, with honors.   Since 1972 she had taught English in
Kostroma city high schools.   She teaches now at the rank of "Honored
Teacher" at School 15, a special language school.  Since 1990, she has
often served as interpreter for visiting Americans, and she has translated
their letters and poems for publication. Last year she participated in a
competition for Russian teachers of American studies and won a set of
books on American History and a computer. She translated the biographies
and the foreword for this volume.

Natalia Riabova (Translator) is an Associate Professor at
Kostroma University. She holds the Candidate for the Doctoral Degree
(equivalent to Ph.D.) She  teaches  English  in  the  Foreign  Languages
Department.  She has served as interpreter with some of the Sister Cities
exchanges and has worked as a translator for the KWO, translating
chapters from Hogan’s book Watering the Roots in a Democracy, her
early letters, and poems from NC poets, which were published in Literary
Kostroma. She translated the poems and the afterword, and proofread
the final English typesetting for this book.

Irina Yelevich (Translator Consultant) worked in Moscow until
1990 as Editor-in-Chief at a scholarly publishing house publishing the
work of scholars in Oriental literature.  Since immigrating to the U.S.,
she has taught Russian and done translating work.  She has assisted with
the Sister Cities exchange visits and publishing projects and assisted
Hogan with her classes  in the Russian authors.  She, with Hogan, translated
27 poems from the Kostroma Anthology of Poetry into English and helped
annotate the poems in this volume for the Russian translators.
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Àëåêñåé Ìèõàéëîâè÷ Áàçàíêîâ (ïîìîùíèê ðóêîâîäèòåëÿ ïðîåêòà,
äèçàéíåð, íàáîðùèê, êîìïüþòåðùèê, îðãàíèçàòîð ñâÿçè ÷åðåç èíòåðíåò)
ÿâëÿåòñÿ äîöåíòîì êàôåäðû Èñòîðèè Ðîññèè Êîñòðîìñêîãî ãîñóäàðñòâåí-
íîãî óíèâåðñèòåòà èì.Í.À.Íåêðàñîâà, îí òàêæå èìååò ñòåïåíü êàíäèäà-
òà èñòîðè÷åñêèõ íàóê, ïîëó÷åííóþ â ýòîì æå óíèâåðñèòåòå (ýòî çâàíèå
ñîîòâåòñòâóåò ñòåïåíè ÏèÀøÄè â ÑØÀ). Íåäàâíî íàçíà÷åííûé äèðåê-
òîðîì ôèëèàëà Êîñòðîìñêîãî ãîñóäàðñòâåííîãî óíèâåðñèòåòà â ã.Øà-
ðüÿ, À.Áàçàíêîâ ÿâëÿåòñÿ àâòîðîì ìíîãèõ íàó÷íûõ ïóáëèêàöèé è îäíèì
èç àâòîðîâ ýíöèêëîïåäèè î Êîñòðîìå, êîòîðàÿ ñêîðî âûéäåò èç ïå÷àòè.
Îí áûë òåõíè÷åñêèì ðåäàêòîðîì è íàáèðàë "Àíòîëîãèþ Êîñòðîìñêîé
ïîýçèè" äëÿ Êîñòðîìñêîé ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè, à òàêæå ðàçðàáî-
òàë è ðàçìåñòèë â èíòåðíåòå ñàéò ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè. Â 1998 ãîäó
â ðàìêàõ ïðîåêòà êóëüòóðíîãî îáìåíà ìåæäó ãîðîäàìè-ïîáðàòèìàìè îí
ïðîâîäèë èññëåäîâàòåëüñêóþ ðàáîòó â Áèáèëîòåêå Êîíãðåñà â Âàøèíã-
òîíå, îêðóã Êîëóìáèÿ, è ïðèíèìàë ó÷àñòèå â ñåìèíàðàõ ïî èñòîðèè â óíè-
âåðñèòåòå Äüþê è Óíèâåðñèòåòå Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû.

Íàòàëèÿ Âÿçàíêèíà (ïåðåâîä÷èê) çàêîí÷èëà ñ îòëè÷èåì ôàêóëüòåò
èíîñòðàííûõ ÿçûêîâ Êîñòðîìñêîãî ïåäàãîãè÷åñêîãî èíñòèòóòà (ñåé÷àñ
ýòî óíèâåðñèòåò). Ñ 1972 ãîäà îíà ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñêèé ÿçûê â ñðåäíèõ
øêîëàõ Êîñòðîìû. Âÿçàíêèíà — îòëè÷íèê íàðîäíîãî ïðîñâåùåíèÿ è â
íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ ïðåïîäàåò â ãèìíàçèè ¹15 ã.Êîñòðîìû. Ñ 1990 ãîäà,
îíà ÷àñòî ðàáîòàëà ïåðåâîä÷èêîì àìåðèêàíöåâ, ïîñåùàþùèõ Êîñòðî-
ìó è ïåðåâîäèëà èõ ïèñüìà è ñòèõè äëÿ ïóáëèêàöèé. Â 1999 ãîäó îíà ó÷à-
ñòâîâàëà â êîíêóðñå ðóññêèõ ó÷èòåëåé, ïðåïîäàþùèõ ñòðàíîâåäåíèå è
âûèãðàëà íàáîð êíèã ïî Àìåðèêàíñêîé èñòîðèè, à òàêæå êîìïüþòåð. Îíà
ïåðåâîäèëà áèîãðàôèè è ïðåäèñëîâèå äëÿ ýòîãî òîìà.

Íàòàëèÿ Ðÿáîâà (ïåðåâîä÷èê) ÿâëÿåòñÿ äîöåíòîì Êîñòðîìñêîãî ãî-
ñóäàðñòâåííîãî óíèâåðñèòåòà. Êàíäèäàò íàóê. Îíà ïðåïîäàåò àíãëèéñêèé
ÿçûê íà êàôåäðå èíîñòðàííûõ ÿçûêîâ. Í.Ðÿáîâà ðàáîòàëà ïåðåâîä÷èêîì
âî âðåìÿ íåêîòîðûõ îáìåíîâ ìåæäó ãîðîäàìè-ïîáðàòèìàìè è ðàáîòà-
ëà ïåðåâîä÷èêîì, äëÿ Êîñòðîìñêîé ïèñàòåëüñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè  ïåðåâî-
äèëà ãëàâû êíèãè Äæ.Õîãàí "Îðîøàÿ êîðíè äåìîêðàòèè", åå ðàííèå
ïèñüìà è ñòèõè ïîýòîâ Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû, êîòîðûå áûëè îïóáëèêîâàíû
â ãàçåòå "Ëèòåðàòóðíàÿ Êîñòðîìà". Äëÿ ýòîé êíèãè îíà ïåðåâåëà ñòèõè
è ïîñëåñëîâèå, êîððåêòèðîâàëà íàáîð òåêñòà íà àíãëèéñêîì ÿçûêå.

Èðèíà Åëåâè÷ (ïåðåâîä÷èê-êîíñóëüòàíò) äî 1990 ãîäà ðàáîòàëà
â Ìîñêâå ãëàâíûì, ðåäàêòîðîì â íàó÷íîì èçäàòåëüñòâå, ïóáëèêóþ-
ùåì íàó÷íûå ñòàòüè ïî âîñòî÷íîé ëèòåðàòóðå. Ïîñëå òîãî, êàê îíà
èììèãðèðîâàëà â ÑØÀ, îíà ïðåïîäàâàëà ðóññêèé ÿçûê è çàíèìàëàñü
ïåðåâîäàìè. Êàê ïåðåâîä÷èê È.Åëåâè÷ ïîìîãàëà â ïðîöåññå îáìåí-
íûõ âèçèòîâ ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ è â èçäàòåëüñêèõ, ïðîåêòàõ, òàêæå
ïîìîãàëà Äæ.Õîãàí â ðàáîòå ïî ïðîâåäåíèþ êëàññîâ ïî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿì
ðóññêèõ àâòîðîâ. Îíà âìåñòå ñ Äæ.Õîãàí ïåðåâåëà 27 ñòèõîâ èç àíòî-
ëîãèè ïîýòîâ Êîñòðîìû íà àíãëèéñêèé è ïîìîãàëà àííîòèðîâàòü ñòèõè
ýòîãî òîìà äëÿ ðóññêèõ ïåðåâîä÷èêîâ.
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Julia Tarasova (Translator Consultant) — b. 1974 in Moscow,
studied English in school, graduated from Duke University (Durham,
NC) with a degree in economics. Worked in a Russian art gallery called
"Masterpiece Art" in Durham, in 1998 collaborated with Durham’s
Sister Cities program to organize a show of works by Nikolai Smirnov,
an artist from Kostroma. Works by Sergei Rumyantsev, another
Kostroma artist, were also exhibited at the gallery. Currently Julia
Tarasova engages in literary and translation work on the side while
pursuing a degree-related career.

Ed Cockrell (Assistant Project Director in NC, Assistant Editor,
and member of Hogan’s Poetry Editing class) belongs to the NC Poetry
Society and edits its newsletter.  He assisted with and designed  brochures,
flyers,  and  letters  for  fundraising  and manuscript submissions and has
handled the financial records for the project, in cooperation with Gloria
Driver of Sister Cities of Durham. He is the Research Administrator of a
large medical research and development  center in Durham.

Marjorie McNamara (Assistant Editor and member of the Poetry
Editing class) has written poetry since the late 1980"s and was published
in Watering the Roots in a Democracy.   She has won several first places
in the annual Burlington (NC) Writing Contest and plans to attend one of
the NC university system’s MFA programs in Creative Writing in Fall
2000.

Annella Rockson (Assistant Editor and member of the Poetry
Editing class) has published poetry "in literary magazines and in the
anthology Living Culture in Durham (Carolina Wren Press, 1987). She
has taught poetry in the schools in Durham and Raleigh and is active in
Arts Education in the state.

Jaki  Shelton  Green  (Consulting  Editor)  has  published  three
collections of poetry, Dead on Arrival (1977), Dead on Arrival and
New Poems (1983 and 1996), and Conjure Blues (1996), as well as
poems in literary magazines.  She has taught poetry workshops in many
settings,  including prisons, homeless shelters, churches, private and
public schools, arts festivals, writers’ conferences, medical centers,
libraries, universities, and colleges.  She reads her poetry widely
throughout the state and is well-respected for her understanding of
African American traditions in poetry.
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Þëèÿ Òàðàñîâà (ïåðåâîä÷èê-êîíñóëüòàíò) — ðîäèëàñü â Ìîñê-
âå â 1974 ãîäó, ïðèëåæíî ó÷èëàñü â àíãëèéñêîé ñïåö-øêîëå, çàêîí÷èëà
ýêîíîìè÷åñêèé ôàêóëüòåò óíèâåðñèòåòà Äþêà â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíå.
Ðàáîòàëà â ãàëåðåå Ðóññêîãî èñêóññòâà ïîä íàçâàíèåì "Ìàñòåðïèñ àðò"
â Äàðåìå, â 1998 ãîäó â ðàìêàõ ïðîãðàììû ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ êó-
ðèðîâàëà âûñòàâêó ðàáîò êîñòðîìñêîãî õóäîæíèêà Íèêîëàÿ Ñìèð-
íîâà. Ðàáîòû êîñòðîìñêîãî õóäîæíèêà Ñåðãåÿ Ðóìÿíöåâà òîæå
âûñòàâëÿëèñü â ãàëåðåå. Â íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ Þëèÿ Òàðàñîâà çàíèìà-
åòñÿ êóñòàðíîé ëèòåðàòóðîé,  ïåðåâîä÷åñêîé äåÿòåëüíîñòüþ è ðàáî-
òàåò ïî ñïåöèàëüíîñòè.

Ýä Êîêðåëë (ïîìîùíèê äèðåêòîðà ïðîåêòà â Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëè-
íå, ïîìîùíèê ðåäàêòîðà è ó÷àñòíèê êëàññà ïî ðåäàêòèðîâàíèþ ïî-
ýçèè, êîòîðûé âåëà Äæóäè Õîãàí) ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷ëåíîì îáùåñòâà ïîýòîâ
Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû è ðåäàêòèðóåò âåñòíèê ýòîãî îáùåñòâà. Îí ïî-
ìîãàë â îôîðìëåíèè áðîøþð, ëèñòîâîê è ïèñåì ïî ñáîðó ñðåäñòâ, à
òàêæå ïîìîãàë â ñîñòàâëåíèè äîêóìåíòîâ è ïðîâîäèë ôèíàíñîâûå
îò÷åòû ïî ïðîåêòó ñîâìåñòíî ñ Ãëîðèåé Äðàéâåð èç Äàðåìñêîãî êî-
ìèòåòà ãîðîäîâ-ïîáðàòèìîâ. Ýä Êîêðåëë ÿâëÿåòñÿ àäìèíèñòðàòîðîì
ïî èññëåäîâàòåëüñêîé ðàáîòå áîëüøîãî íàó÷íî-èññëåäîâàòåëüñêîãî
ìåäèöèíñêîãî öåíòðà â Äàðåìå.

Ìàðäæîðè ÌàêÍàìàðà (ïîìîùíèê ðåäàêòîðà, ñëóøàòåëüíèöà êëàññà
Äæóäè Õîãàí ïî ðåäàêòèðîâàíèþ ïîýçèè) ïèøåò ñòèõè ñ êîíöà 80-õ è
ïå÷àòàëàñü â èçäàíèè "Îðîøàÿ êîðíè äåìîêðàòèè". Íåñêîëüêî ðàç îíà
ÿâëÿëàñü ëàóðåàòîì åæåãîäíîãî ïèñàòåëüñêîãî êîíêóðñà â Á¸ðëèíãòî-
íå (Ñåâåðíàÿ Êàðîëèíà) è ïëàíèðóåò ïîñåùàòü îäíó èç ïðîãðàìì ïèñà-
òåëüñêîãî òâîð÷åñòâà óíèâåðñèòåòà Ñåâåðíîé Êàðîëèíû îñåíüþ 2000 ãîäà.

Àííåëëà Ðîêñîí (ïîìîùíèê ðåäàêòîðà è ñëóøàòåëüíèöà êëàññà ïî
ðåäàêòèðîâàíèþ ïîýçèè) ïóáëèêîâàëà ñâîè ñòèõè â ëèòåðàòóðíûõ æóð-
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