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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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IDAAENEIAEA

JTa nodTHYECKasi AHTOJIOTHS HAYAJIach ¢ MEYTHI ABYX MucaTeseii n
uznaresieii: pycckoro — Muxaunna ba3ankoBa u amepukanku — Jlxkyan
Xoran. B pamkax cnoncopckoii nporpaMmmsl ropoaos-nooparumos Koc-
TpoMa u /lapem ocymecTBH/IM MHOr0 0OMEHHBIX BH3HTOB H MOJAEIHJINCH
KYJbTYpHbIMH Tpaauuusamu. M.bazankos u [»x.Xoran npeanpuHsin
3HAYNTebHbIE YCHIHS, YTOOBI BUSHTHI-00MeHbI MHCATEISIMH CTAJIH Yac-
ThIO 3TOii MporpaMMbl. Ta aHTOJIOrHs — 3-51 KHUIra COBMECTHOI n3aa-
TeabcKoii AesiteabHocTH. OHa Obl1a 3aaymanHa B 1990 roay u ods3ana
CBOMM MOSIBJIEHHEM He TOJIbKO HX MeuTe, HO H X HACTOHYHBOCTH B pe-
HIEHWN MPAKTHYeCKUX 3a/1a4 Takoro npoekra. U s, Takke Kak U OHH,
HaJIeI0Ch, YTO 3TH CTHXH HANAYT OTKIMK KaK Yy PYCCKHX, TAK H Y aMepH-
KaHCKHMX YHTaTe/eil H TAKHM 00pa3oM BOILIOTSAT B ’KH3Hb II€PBOHAYAJIb-
HYI0O MeYTy — oOpeTeHHe B3aHMONOHUMAHUS MexkAY JoabsMn KocTtpombl
n CeBepnoii Kapo/mHbl nocpeicTBOM COBMECTHOIO H31aTEJIbCKOI0 NMpo-
eKTa, OCYIIeCTB/IEMOro Ha ABYX fA3BIKAX — MPOEKTa MyOJIMKAILMH NPO-
u3Benennii nucareseii Cesepnoii Kapoanusl 1 Koctpomsi.

Bosbmnm :kejlaHHeM PeaKTOPOB 3TOif AHTOIOTHH ObLIO BKJIIOYHTH
Bcex nodToB CesepHoii Kaposmunsl B nanusiii nponecc. Ilncsma, omnose-
HiaKine 0 KOHKypce, ObLIH pa3ociaHbl 0oJ1ee Yem 900 modTam no Bcemy
mrTaty. B 0u01noTeKkn U KHUKHBIE MAara3uHbl, HAa BCe JIUTepaTypHbie (a-
KYJbTEThI H Ha KadeIpbl YHUBEPCUTETOB H KOJLIE/Ke, I/le eCTh KYPChI 151
nucateJield, ObIJIM OTHPABJIEHDI 10 OYTE OPOINIOPBI M JIUCTOBKH. Bponmopsr
1 JICTOBKH OBLIM TaK:Ke pacnpocTpaHeHbl ocenbio 1999 rona Ha xonde-
pennun nucareieii Cesepnoii Kaposmnbl. Ml noxyuniu cebime 400 py-
Komnuceil CTHX0B, H3 KOTOPbLIX ObLJIM BLIOpaHbI 96 npon3Benennii 69 nosTos.
MpbI cyacT/JIMBBI MPeICTABHTH BaM 3TUX N103ToB. HekoTopble U3 HUX yike
XOPOWIO M3BECTHBI, APyrHe TOJIbKO HAYHHAIOT MyOJHKOBATH CBOH IPOU3-
BeJleHHsI.

IMocae ycnemuoii myoaukanuu B 1998 roxy " AHTosi0rnn Kocrpomc-
Koii mod3un'', M.bazankos u /[:x.Xoran Beiopaau temy "3emust u Jyma"
IS cllelyromeii KHurn — antoJornu no33uu Ceseproii Kapoiunsr — ¢
HAJEK/A0M, YTO KHATa ¢ TAKOW TeMAaTHKOH BOIUIOTHT BCeoOIIne Haeu u
YYBCTBA, a TAK:Ke MOMOKeT MPUATH K B3aHMHOMY MOHUMAHMIO Pa3JIH4Mid.
Kax B Poccun, Tak u B Coennennsix LlITaTax, MHOTHEe MbIC/IsIIINE JTIOH,
BKJIIOYAs MUcCATe/Iel, 04eHb 032004eHBI TeM, YTOOBI B 21 Beke HaIIa miia-
Heta 3emuis ObL1a 310poBoii, npouBeraromeii. Eme onna npodiaema, ko-
Topasi BbI3bIBaeT 032a004€HHOCTh, — JTO MpodsieMa AYIIH H AYXOBHOCTH
B HallIeM Bce YCJI0KHSAIOIEMCs TeXHOreHHOM Mupe. Pycckoe ciioBo "nyma'
nepeBoauTcs Kak ""nyma'", "cepane', "nyx", "Bnoxnosenue" . Tpaguuuon-
HO, HAUBBICHINI KOMIIMMEHT Y PYCCKHX, 3TO KOI/la OHH HAa3bIBAIOT Bac

"' IylieBHbIM Ye10BeKoM'', 3T 3HAYHT ''cocTpagaTebHbIi'", "' conepe:kuBa-

oumii", " oTKpLITHI YyBcTBaM Ipyrux Jioaeii'. Pycckoe cioBo "3emasn'",
nepeBoauMoe kak "'mousa", "niaanera-3emasn', "oTun3zna'", yacrto ne-

penaeT yBaskeHue K Heii U cBA3b ¢ Heii 3emieneabua. Pycckue nuca-
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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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TeJH YacTO BbIPAKAIOT B CBOUX MPOU3BeAeHUAX II1y0OKYI0, 6Jaroro-
BeiiHyI0 J11000Bb K MpHpoOJeE.

Koraa /I:x.XoraH B nponecce paGoThbl, MOBe1a1a MHE YTO U3 CTUXOB,
npeicTaBIEHHBIX JJISl AHTOJIOTHH, KaKeTcsl 00.IbIlle CTHXOB O PUPOJIE, YeM
0 ayuie, s 3aMeTHJIA, YTO BO MHOTHX CTHXaX NPHPOJa — OJIMIETBOPEeHHe
nymu. CTUXOTBOpeHHsI pacnpe/eseHsl M0 pa3jiejiaM, HO MHOTHe CTHXH
JIErKO MOIJIM Obl BOHTH OJJHOBPEMEHHO B HeCKOJIbKO pa3zeiioB. ITonpas-
JieJieHe KHUTH HA 4acTH, o3arJiaBjieHHble ""3emiasn' u "Jlyma'", B HekoTO-
poii Mepe cy0ObeKTHBHOE U CIIOpPHOe, T.K. 3emuis u Jlyma He siBaAsilOTCH
B3aHMOHCKIIOYAIOIMMH NOHATHAMH. CTHXH, 3aTParuBaoue oHy U3 TeM,
4acTo MPUIVIAIIAIOT YUTATEIS K PAa3MbILILIEHUSM HA APYTYIO TeMy.

B pa3nene "Matb 3emis' ayma u npupoja 4acTo sIBJISIOTCS Hepas-
e TUMBIMH NOHATHAMHU. Ecin ke 3To KakuM-To 06pa3oM oTJIHYaeTCH OT
TOro, KaK pyccKHe NUmyT o "'ayme", Toraa, BO3MOKHO, 3TH CTUXH OTKPOIOT
JIIS1 PYCCKUX HOBBIE 4epThl amepukanueB. Ha crpannnax 3Toii KHUru Mbl
MO’KeM TOJILKO NMPeACTABUTD ce0sl TAKHMH, KaKHe MbI €CTb, W NPeJCTABHTh
HalIy NO33HI0.

Beipaxkenne nogo0Hoil TeMbl MHOT000pa3Ho. 3/1eCh YHTATENb HAaii-
JIeT CTHXH 0 IPHPO/ie, KOTOPbIe 00palIeHbl K Pa3HbIM cepam KH3HEHHOTO
onbiTa YesaoBeka. B cruxorBopenun "Tonkue Mecta" mo3T BcnoMuHaer
KeabTckyio naero o pakTHYECKH CYIIECTBYIOLIMX MeCTaXx, I7le conpuKaca-
0TCA MaTepHajibHbIe H AyX0oBHbIe MUPbl. CTHXH 0 caJax M ca/Jl0BOJCTBe
PACKPBIBAIOT CTPEMJIEHHE K YTePIHHOMY COBEPIIEHCTBY; CO3epLiaHue 3eMJIH
NPUHOCHT yTellleHHe W CTPACTHOe KeJIaHue 00peTeHus JoMa; IiIyooKkas
neyajb 4acTO BbIPa:kaeTcs H BOCIPHHUMAaeETCsl Yepe3 MocpeACTBO 06pa-
30B KaK JAMKOM, TaK 1 00/1aroposKeHHoi MpUpPOIbI.

XoTs Bce 3TH CTHXH OBLIM HANMCAHBI I03TAMM, ;KUBYIHMH B HACTO-
simee Bpemsi B CeBepHoii KapoJiune, amepukaHibl — MOOUJIBHbBIE JTIOH,
U Te, KTO KUBET B HacTosimee BpeMs B CeBepHoii Kaposune, xuian nim
obiBasn Bo MHOrnx mectax Coegnnennsix IllItaToB n mupa. Bo Bcex aTux
CTHXaX OLLyIIeHHe MeCTa HHOT1a NPOsIBJISIETCS Yepe3 ero oTCyTCTBHE WIH
norepio. ViHe roBOPU/IH, YTO pyccKoe 3HAYeHHe cJI0Ba ''3eMIsl" YacTo TeCHO
CBSI3aHO C MECTOM, I'/le YeJIOBeK poamJics, "3emueii npenkos" . [lyist amepn-
KkaHueB ""3emus" U cnenuduyeckoe, 1 00001IEHHOE NOHATHE: ISl JIIO/IEH,
CKJIOHHBIX K MepeMeHe MeCT, ''3emuist" mpeanosaraet 0J1M30CThb K Npupoje
J11060ro mecta. Ho 3emu1s M mouBa TOro Mecra, rje 4eJ10BeK poauJIcs, MOKeT
TaKiKe HMeTh 0COOBIii CMBICII, KaK B cTUX0TBOpeHnn "'badymkun qom", B
KOTOPOM MO3T BO3BpallaeTcss B NOKHHYTbIH J10M nmpeakoB. B ctuxoTBo-
pennn "4 ne ckyuaro no Texacy'", 1aBHo yexaBmiasi 0OTTy/a JKeHIIHHA MPO-
CTOPEYHBBIM A3BIKOM Tem10 oT3biBaeTcs 0 CeBepHoii Kaposune, a 3atem
TOT ke HPOHUYHBIl IPOCTOPEUNBBIii r0J10C PACKPBIBAET, YTO OHA BCE elle
JIOOUT M CKYy4YaeT Mo MPeKPacHOMY, HO CYPOBOMY MeCTY CBOEro po:Kkie-
HUSl — CBoOeii poauHe.

Y GoabmmMHCTBA aMepUKaHLEeB ""KOPHH'" — B APYTrUX CTPaHAX: eBPO-
NelCKUX, a3HaTCKUX, apPHUKAHCKAX, TAKKe KaK M Y HeGOJIbIIOro Yucjia
BBUKHBIINX KOPEHHBIX AMepPHKaHIEB, '00HapyKeHHbIX" eBponeicKuMu
nocenennamu. Hapon n nucatenn Cesepnoii Kapoannsl, oTpakalor 3ty
CMelIaHHYI0 HCTOPHIO. B 3THX cTHXaX BBI yCJbINTe rojioca Adpo-ame-
PHKAaHIEB, a TaKkKe rojioca amepnkanies EBponeiickoro npoucxo:kaenusi.
Hyneiicko-xpucTnaHckue o6pa3bl nepeMemanbl ¢ adpo-aMepUKAHCKUMH
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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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o0pa3zaMu, 10XPUCTHAHCKUMH eBponelickuMu Mugamu, KI1acCHYeCKUMH rpe-
yeckuMH MudamMu 1 n300pakeHHsIMH 0OroB KOPEHHBIX aMepHKaHUeB. B
HACTOSIIIeM CMelleHUH KyIbTYP yunteasHuua n3 Ceseproii Kapounsl nbi-
TaeTcsi BOCHOJHHTD MOTEPIO CBOMX Ye3:KAIOLINX SMOHCKUX CTY/IeHTOB, BCNO-
muHasg Mmu¢d u3 bopHeo o poxaenun.

B otiiMune 0T GOIBIIMHCTBA PYCCKHX MOITHYECKUX MPOM3BEACHU
coBpeMeHHasi aMePHKAHCKAs 033U MaJI0 UCNOJb3yeT pudMy M Tpaau-
nuoHHbIe (hopmbl. B aHrmiickoM si3bike HeT H3MeHEHUs1 OKOHYAHMIA, CKJI0-
HEeHMH, CHpsiKeHHi, ero TPpyAHo pupMoBaTb, HO COBpEeMeHHBIE
aMepUKAHCKHe MHCATeNH M0JIAraloTcs Ha Ipyrue acneKThl s3bIKa, TaKue
KaK accoHaHC (pudMa 0THUX IVIACHBIX), KOHCOHAHC (prd)Ma OJJHUX corac-
HBIX), AJUVIMTEPALNIO U eCTECTBEHHBI PUTM peuH, 4TOObI NPHAATH MY3bI-
Ky cBouM ctuxaM. CuuraeTrcs, 4TO 0COOEHHO cJOr AMOa BbIpaxKkaet
eCTeCTBEHHbIIl PUTM aHIVIMACKOro f3bIKa, KaK, HANpUMep, pa3mep AMo6a
B nbecax lexkcnupa.

"Oprannynas ¢popma'" — HanGos1ee noNny JIsIpHAsi KOHIENIUs COBpe-
MEHHOI aMepUKAHCKOIi 10I31H, H JTI000ii aMePHKAHCKHI CTY/IeHT, H3y4a-
IOLIMI 1033110, YNTAJT WM CJIbIaJ BeipaxkeHne Pooepra ®pocra, koTopsblit
TOBOPHT O TOM, YTO MHCATb GeJIbIM CTHXOM — BCE PaBHO, YTO UIpaTh B
TeHHHUC C OMYLIEHHOH ceTKOii. DTO ynpa:kHeHHe, KOTOPOe NMpeabsBIseT
oco0ble TPeGOBaHHS K BOOOPAKEHHIO M TUCUMILUIMHE HIPOKA HJIH MOITA.
Mbl HajieeMcsl, YTO MY3bIKAJIbHOCTh MHOTHX 3THX CTHXOB JIOCTHUTHeT yIleii
PYCCKHUX yHTaTENEi.

Jly1s HaYaJ1a KHUTH 51 BbIOPaJia CTHXOTBOPEHHe N03Ta 13 ropoja Yanes
Xuai, HanucaHHoe B ¢opme mucbMa pycckomy nodty Ceprero Ecenuny.
AMepHKaHCKHIi MO3T CTOUT Ha Gepery ATJaHTHYECKOI0 OKeaHa, OMbIBa-
wmero Cesepryo Kapoiuny, n KpuuuT uepe3 okeaHbl, KOHTHHEHTbI U
BpeMsl pyCCKOMY MO3TY, KOTOPBIM, OH BOCXHILAETCSI H KOTOPOro JIOOUT.

KHura 3aBepmaercsi CTHXOTBOPEHHEM, 103Ta U Xy10:kHHKa n3 Ce-
BepHoii KaponHsbl, KOTOPBIii exkeroaHo e31UT B BocTouHyo EBpony.
Kazxknapiid aBrycr ¢ 1962 rona ropoa Crpyra B MakeJOHUH NPOBOJAUT
MOJTHYECKHe Beuepa, HA KOTOPbIe Che3:KaI0TCH MOIThI CO BCceX KOHTH-
HeHTOB. JTO 3aBepmaromiee ctuxorsopenue "Ctpyra" HanoMHHaeT HAM
00 YHHBEpPCAJIBbHOCTH fI3bIKA MO33UU. XOTS MOIT He NOHMMAET NPSAMOro
3HAYeHMsI CJI0B, MOIT CJABIIIHT PUTM U MOHUMAaeT HACTPpoeHHe cTUXoB. OH
roBopuT Ham: "3bik / 1ust MeHst aGcTpakTeH / M UX cjioBa / oTOUBaOT
put™ / kak Horu / TAHOPOB /| BHE3aNHBIMH BCNbIIIKAMH /| KPaTKHX 3BYKOB
| TaHyeMBIX ¢ yMbIcIOM" .

S Haze10Ch, YTO ITA AHTOJIOTHS TAKXKe MOMOIKET NMPeo101eTh SI3bIKO-
BbI€ 1 KYJbTYPHbIe 0apbepsl H IyCTh XOTh HEMHOT0, HO Oy/1eT COCOOCTBO-
BaTh pacTylmeMy B3aUMONOHMMaHUIO Mexkay jJ0abMu KocTpomsl u
Cesepnoii Kapoaunsl, Hapogamu Poccun u Coennnennsix IlItaTos.

MpHe xo4eTcs 100J1aroAapuTh MHOTHX JII0/I€eii, KOTOPbIE MOKEPTBO-
BaJIi BpeMsl, IeHbI'H U CIOCOOHOCTH, YTOOBI OCYIECTBUTH MyOJHKALNUIO
3Toii anTosiornn. Kpome M.ba3ankoBa, KOTOpPbIii ABJSJICH IHPEKTOPOM
NpoeKTa u riaBHbIM penaktopom B Kocrpome, un JI:k.Xoran, kotopas
SIBISJIACH THPEKTOPOM NPOEKTa H pelakTOpoM-KoHcy. 1bTanToM KocTpoMm-
CKOro KOMHUTETa ropoioB-noopaTumos Jlapema, s1 Xo4y nod;iarosapurb
yjieHoB 2000-Horo BeceHHero Kypca nmo peakTHPOBAHHMIO H U3JaHHIO
no33un, KoTopslii Bea JI:k.Xoran, — Jna Kokpenna, Aunenny Pokcon



10 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

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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n Mapaxepn MakHamapa — 3a nx nomoinps B 0T60pe CTHXOB M3 MacChl
NpeKpacHbIX NpeacTaBieHHbIX npousBeaeHuii u Jxexu [lexron I'pun, ubs
MOMOIIlb, 0COOEHHO B 0TOOpE CTUXOB ahpo-aMepHKAHCKHX ABTOPOB, ObLiIa
oecuennoil. 1 Kokpe, IBJssICH IOMOIHUKOM JAMPEKTOPA MPOEKTA, TAKIKe
pa6oTan B TecHoM coTpyaHudectBe ¢ /:x.Xoran. OH ciaeanna 3a punan-
COBOIi CTOPOHOI Aes1a, opopMiIsI M meyaTaa JUCTOBKH H OPOIIIOPHI.
Wpunna EneBuny, penaxkrop us MockBbl, :kMBYLIAS ceifuac B AMepHKe, ycep-
nHo paGoTana c [x.XoraH aaxe nocje cBoOero HeO:KHJIAHHOTO Mepee3ia
n3 Yanen Xui1a B MuHHeano/mc, COCTABMB AaHHOTALHIO aMEPHKAHCKHX
HIHOM M CCBLIOK /Uil nepeBoqunkoB B KocTpome. Mbl Tak:ke 61aronapum
Haramuio PaGoBy 3a KponoT/iuByI0 padoTy 1o nepeBojy 3THX CTHXOB Ha
pyccknii. B npouecce moaroroBku u padoTbl HajJ NPOEKTOM MHOroe CTa-
JI0 BO3MOKHBIM OJ1arofaps Anekceio bazaHkoBy, YbH KOMNbIOTEPHbIE
CHOCOOHOCTH /1e/1aI0T TPAHC-ATJIAHTHYECKOE 00LIEHHE J1eJIOM J10J1el CeKYH/I.
OH Taxike padoTaJ B kayecTBe Au3aiiHepa n Habopmmka. Muxana bazankos
OBLI Xy/10:KHUKOM-0opMHUTE/IeM KHUIH, TAK/Ke OH OTCJIeKHBAJ MPoLecc
ee CO3AaHNs, a TaK:Ke OPraHU30BBIBAJI ee npe3enTanuio no Kocrpomckoii
obJacTm.

Ciienyer BbIPa3uTh OTPOMHYIO 0J1aroIapHOCTh YJIeHAM KOMHTETA M0
ces3am ¢ Kocrpomoii u conpencenatensv Jortu Ocoopn u JIunge Xop-
CTMaH 32 HX NOCTOSIHHYIO NOMOUIb B 3THX JINTEPATYPHBIX NPOEKTAX, a TAKIKe
COBETY IHPEKTOPOB, 0c00eHHO ero npe3uaeHTy [2pu lllony u ka3Havero
T'nopum [paiiBep. U, koHeuHO, MBI ObI He CMOIVIM TAK IIHPOKO H I dek-
THBHO Pa3peKJaMHPOBATh HAIll IPOEKT, €CJIM Obl He IIEAPBIil 1ap THpa-
skupoBanus HeyromoHHoro I'muna ®oaka u3 "Uuk Coor" (Ink Spot). U
MHe ObI X0TeJIoCh 3apaHee nodaroaaputh no3toB CesepHoii Kaposmnsi,
KOTOPbI€e C OTPOMHBIM :KeJIaHHeM MOMOraloT B OPraHu3auy YTeHUil KHUrH
B mraTe BecHoii 2001 roxa.

Be3 ¢punaHCcOBOIi Noaiep:KKH MHOTHX ;KePTBOBaTe el MyOIMKanus
0bl He cocTosuiachk. Ocobas 6;1arogapuocts J1e66m MakIl'uaia, koropas
AIBJISIETCS IMPEKTOPOM JIMTepATYPHOii nporpaMMbl Xy/105KeCTBEHHOTO
Cosera CeBepHoii KapoauHbl, 4bH KeCTKHE BONPOCH OTTOYNIN HAIlle
HCKYCCTBO 00pamieHus 3a cyOocHIUsAMH. JTOT NPOLECC TOYHO OTOOPAKEH
B PycCcKOii moc/I0BHIle, HCTIOIb30BAHHOI B HallleM MEePBOM MHChbMe C
npocb00oii mpeocTaBUTh cpeacTBa: "'C Mupa mo HUTKe — roJiomy pyoamka'.
ITOT NPOEKT JAeHCTBUTEIbHO CTAJ COBMECTHBIM NpeINpPHATHEM H JeJI0M
YeCTH, Y0BOJIbCTBHEM H OeCIeHHBIM ONBITOM /51 MEHSsI, )KHTeIbHHIbI
oT/a/IeHHoii BupknHnm, npuriamenHoii padorats BMecte ¢ Muxaniom,
JIkynn 1 APYrUMH JIOJAbMH, YIIOMSAHYTBIMH BO BCTYNHTEILHOM CJIOBE.

HIspon 1. FOunr

Anexcanapus, Bupaxuans
1 urons, 2000 r.
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INVOCATION
TO THE MUSE

OBPAIIEHUE
K MY3E
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W.E.Cockrell, II1

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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B.U.Kokpenn, 111

A IInmy Tebe, Cepreii Ecenun

Cepreii, TBOSA KPOBb OCTBLJIA.
JaBHBIM-TaBHO HANMCAHHBIE TOOOI CTUXN —
TJIeH...*
Hawm He 1oBeJsiock 0OMOJIBUTBCA U CJIOBOM —
HaIlM $KM3HY Pa3MUHYJIVCh II0 Pa3HBIM TPOIaM
BO BpeMeHN.
Cynnba TBOA MHE 3HaKOMa — JIEPEBEHCKUI 03T,
J0OPBIIT MaJIbIl, OTBABJIEHHBIN XYJIUTaH.
Pyccrasa gymra.
Paccranbed ¢ josrum CHOM, CBOOOIHBIN OT
TEMHO-CUHUX MPaYHbIX IYM,
fIBY MHE CBOIO TE€Hb.
IIpoiiancs co MHOVE —
U 3aTOBOPUM JI0 U3HEMOYKEHNUA
TBOIO MATEMKHYIO TOCKY.
IToroBopu co MHOI 0 JIOMe,
0 MATKUX 3aJIMBHBIX JIYTaX,
0 KOCap#AX, OTAbIXAIOIIUX B CYMEPKN.
B amot acudHu ymupams He HO80 —
TBO€ TIoCJIeIHee CTUXOTBOPEHNEe, HAIMCAHHOE KPOBBIO.
3abyab CBOIO I1eYaJb.
Vlou cBOE: CBETJION JOPOToii.
ITanmbpl B pOT — M 3aJIMBUCTBIV CBUCT
IIyCTb IPOKATUTCS 3BOHKO
Y aYKHETCS CMO380HOM COCHAKA.
BcekogbIXHM TUIIMHY Ha 3eMJe —
JULA SKUBYIIVX.

* J1o3T roBOpUT 0 TJIEHHOCTH OyMaru, Ha KOTOPOii 1aBHO HANMCAHBI CTHXH,
HO nod33usi Ecennna kuBeT B HAPOAHOI MaMATH.
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Part|l: EARTH

MOUNTAIN, WOOD,
STREAM, AND SHORE

”where man steps aside”

Yactb I. 3EMIIA

T'OPA, JIEC,
PYYEM U BEPET

"IIe He CTyIlaeT 4YeJoBeK”
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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.



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 19

GEemcu Xamgbpuc

TOHKUE MECTA

KenbTb! HazbIBa M X “TOHKMMM MecTaMm” .
OTOT MUP TaM COIIPUKACAETCA C APYIUM,
TeJIO BCTpedaeTcs ¢ JYLION,

TaM B YeJIOBEKE ITPOCHITAETCH ACHOBUIEHNE

I OH MeHAeTCA HaBCerja.

W BoT 4 cTo0 Ha Gepery ozepa

U CMOTPIO HA BOAY —

XJTFOTI-XJIFOTI-X JTFOIT —

Ha TOHKYIO JIMHMIO Oepera,

CTpYyJiKa BoJbl 3aKosebasach, HO PelmiIach — TaKu
He BO3BPAI[ATbCA B CBEPKAIIIYIO [JIa/lb,

a BeIOpAaTh CBOIL ITyTh —

MIPOCOYNTHCA HOTJIYDIKe B 3eMIIIO,

U HAIIUTATh KOPEIIKK

U JJajKe MOTydMe COCHBL.

Tax ee KMBHEHHBIN Iy Th HaBCETAa U3MEHUIICA

B 9TOM TOHKOM MecCTe.
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H. Perry Horton

"searching for the soul of the earth."

ifound 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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X. lMeppu XopmoH

"1 uckaa gyury 3emun."
A HallleJI ee B
Bpaiic Kanrnore, B IOTe,
I7le CTAJIAaTMMTBI KaK SCKJMMO Ha I1aJIOYKaX,
HalleJIeHHbIE Ha 3Be31bl,
JKEMUYKHO-0eJible B Oy1eiHO-TOJTy001 Oe3He.
A HaieJ ee B JIolepHe,
B IIOJIHOYb, KOTZa B rOPOjie BOIapuUjach TUIINHA,
U 3pUMBbIe 00JIaYUKa
MOETO JIbIXaHUs
BBIPMCOBBLIBAJIVICh HA CBETY, KaK
B TeaTpe TeHell —

kKabaH, oJieHb, OpoIAIad KOIIIKA.
oHa Ipurtamiack B Mennocuso,
n3BMBasAch 1o Oepery Tuxoro okeana
B CaMblil CyMEpPEeYHBIlT Yac, 0TOpachiBas
paciBeueHHbIE OJIMKH,
MMMOJIETHBIE U TEILIbIe,
Ha KaloT MOEro TPy30BUYKA
¥ Ha MOIO PYKY.
OHAa YYBCTBOBAJIACh B AYHOBEHMUM JIETKOT'O BETEPKA,
KOTOPBIVI TOJHMMAJICA HAa CKAJIVICTYIO CTEHY
U 10 acajbTy,
IIPOHUKAJ B OKHO.
ero OJsaroyxanbe ¥ HEMOBTOPUMOE 0YapPOBaHbE
OCTaJMCh B MO€eN NaMATHU
HaBcerja.
A umnyy ee
BCIOZY, I'ie A ObIBalo,
B TE€X MECTaX, IJe He CTYIIaeT YeJIOBEK
¥ 3eMJIA  VCTOPraeT CBOIO IYIITY —
JKMBas, Kak BCA IJIAHeTa.
KOIJla OHA CTOMT HAa Kpalo
OTKPBITKM C BUIAMIH,
3areyaTJIeHHbIMY KeM-TO Ha [TaMATD O KMBOIVCHBIX MEeCTaX, —
3amnepTras OTKPBITKA B Yb€M-TO DarasKHIKE.
B MECTax,
KOTOpbIe OOy KIA0T TeOsA
IIPBITHYTE BBICOKO B BO3AYX,
B CTPACTHOM JKeJIaHMUM IPOHUKHYTb B KOCMOC
CJIOBHO IIap.
BuyTph Bcero, 4To ecTh,

KaK 4YacCTb BCEr0O aTOro.
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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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Tomac PatiH Kpo

MOJINTBA

IIycty monrmit Tamelr peku O€KUT TIyOOKO B TEMHOTE
KOTOpas CIUT B YCUKAX PaCTEHMIT

IIIEJIECTUT 3€JIEHBIM MOPO3IIEM TaliHa KaMHA
IJIONOPOIHBIM 3K30TUYECKVIM OTHEM Marms KOCTU
IIycts Boma 3a00pHUT JIETO, CBEPHYBIIIEECA TEILILIM KOJIBIIOM
B IPUATHBIE yTPa

IIycTs 3emia kpenko oOHUMET 3UMY,

TPEIEeLIYIYIO B 3aCOXIINX OyKeTax

IIycTts ppyKTBI 3aKaTATCA B yCTA MOIIHOTO IIEHUA

IIBeTs! mpOKIIIOHYTCA W3 3eMJIM KaK UK MOX
KpaayLLyii IPpUIOT U paricKye Ky y 3eMym

IIycrh mIenoTs! cBesKeCTH Paspas3ATCA OTHPBICKAMI COJIHIT
coBepIIasg aKT JIIOOBM B roJryOoM JosKIe

T'ne Beuepamu Hukorsa oXoTuTCA 32 KPOBBIO MPUPOIBLI —
KpPacHBIM BMHOM, KOTOPOE OHO ITbET U3 CTBOJIOB JIEPEBLER
Buro KaK BOJIHBI TOJIOCOB B MOPAX

Bce sT0 —

BricBobouBIIIeecs ceplie
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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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3noH . 3tdeHup

IITUUHA ITIEPECMEINIHUK B LIECTH YTPA
Jetrom Ha VI3ympyanom octpoBe

OTOT TEHOP TEPEeJMCThIBAA
MAPTUTYPY BOCIIEBAET MOPE.

Oxean gobaBJsieT CBOII HU3KMIL Oac.
Bricokue TpaBbI paccekarT BeTep B BUOPATO.

Benaa oarJis JIETKO 1 6bICTpO CKOJIB3UT eJITBIMIM HOTaMM II0 BOae
OCTaBJIsAsA 38 COD0JI BOH3MBIIIMECS B [IECOK HOTHIL.
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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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Lebopa X. Jynumn

Mexny I'opoii u Ilycroroit

MbI 0CTaHOBUJIUCH B MECTE, I/ie Aopora

pacuIMpsIach, M OCTABIIYIOCH YaCTh IIYTY LU IEIITKOM
10 Kpasd yTeca.

MosxeT ObITb,

Bunogara 0OblLa esxeBIKa

VIV TYYa IT9eJI, TYeBIas Ha I HalllMy [OJI0BaMM,

y3K TOYHO HE OT BUAa 00JAKOB U XOJIMUKOB,

JIOCKYTHBIM OJ[€SIJIOM SABUBIIUXCS Y HAIIMX HOT,

s He MOTIJIa 3aCTaBUTh TOJIOC

MIOJHATHLCS BBIIIE TBOETO IIETI0TA.
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Ann Campanella
On the edge

Sometimes
when the sun
plunges into cool blue

I look away
miss the event
Idon’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

Idon’t ache
at the curve
of a swallow’s breast

settle
in the arc
of a mellow wind

instead
Istand
on the edge

afraid
to be.
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OHH KamnaHenna

Ha kparo

Vnorma
KOTJIa COJIHIIE
[IOTPYsKaeTCA B IPOXJIAJHYIO CUHEBY

s CMOTPIO MMMO
YIIyCKaI0 9TO-TO BasKHOE
4qero A He 3aMedaro

4epHbII MypaBel
3UT3aroM
IlepeceK MO0 TPOIIVHKY

KaK TpaBa
KJIOHUTCA K 3eMJIe —
KakK 6yIITO KTO-TO CTeJIeT KPOBJIIO

JIOCKYTOK U rnobJiecKMBaHME
TITayTUHBI
KOTOPYIO CILJIeJIN ITIayKU

MeHs He TporaeT
KpyTOI1 n3rmb
TPYIM ¥ JIACTOUKY

s He yCTPOUIACh
yIoOHO TI0[T
JIETKUM BETEPKOM

BMECTO 3TOTO
1 CTOIO
Ha Kparo

u 6orochb
MIPOCTO OBITH.
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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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LPxeccuka Poccep

B ycrbe pexkun Poyncon

T'ycro sosxnTes Booss 3aTomnyieHHoro oepera
MYCKYCHBIII 3am1aX JTOYKIA U IIPEJIN.

M=uoro seT Tomy Hazanx

BO BpeMs MEJIKOBOJIbSA

MBI ¢ TO0OI! 1K 110 coeny ~cesban”

B TO BpeMdA KaK OHU C TPYIOM, MEJJIEHHO IIPOABUTAIINCE,
3aCTUTHYTBIE BPaCIIIOX

HArPAHYBIIUM OKTAOPLCKUM X0JI0J0M.

Mz1 xoTenu OlyTUTE IO HOTaMU 5TO TJIMHUCTOE THO,
U YBUZIETh cepebpucToie 60Ka pPoIO,

U MBI OBICTPO YBA3IN

B 0OHAYKMBIIIEMCSA JTHE PEKN,

[IOTEPAJM HaIly OallIMaky B TPSACUHE P3KaBOro IIBETA.
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Joanna C. Scotft
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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IPxoaHHa K. Ckomm
S1 IPUBEJIA CBOUX COBAK B JIEC

Celigyac oceHb

U OHA U3 HUX, OOJIBITION PBIKMII K0Oesb, yberaer BIepe,
PEe3BACH U IIPhIras
BBEPX U BHU3 110 YKPAIIIEHHBIM OCEHBIO X0JIMaM,

YepHBI A3BIK APOYKUT, IVIa3a OETaloT II0 CTOPOHAM.
A npyrasd, MaJleHbKas
HoJrycJyenas CyKa,

cJefyeT 3a MHOJ IIPAMO II0 [IATaM,
TaK YTO, Korja A cOaBJIA IIar, Jajke YyTh-UyTh,
OHa HaTaJKMBAeTCs Ha MeHd,

a KOIJ/la s OCTAHABJMBAIOCh, OHA CMOTPUT HA MEHS
CBOMM 30POBBIM IJ1a30M
u yJibibaeTcA.

Ceepxy
TOHOCUTCS 3BYK IIPOMICXOZALIIETO,
V1 TIONHAB TOJIOBY,

A BIDKY KaK KJIOHATCSA BepXyIIKK OeJbix JyOoB
OyATO IPUXOAUT B ABUIKEHME HEUTO DOKEeCTBEHHOE.
YacTudka oTAesAeTCA OT COJHIIA,

paccenBaeTCA CKBO3b J€PEBbi,
U IIpeBpaniaeT OllaBIIME JIVICTbs B OTOHb
Pa3BeAHHbIM CBETOM.

W s1 ¢ BOCTOPrOM Kpuuy,
KaK XOPOIIIO OBbITH 3]1ECh,
HOCUTBCS, HACJIAMKIATHCSA CBODO/IO0, JIMKOBATD,

VIV CIIOTHIKAThHCH,
yJIbIOaThCH,

OBITE TOJIBKO HAIIOJIOBMHY CJIEIION.
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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.
Ilet 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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Cam bapbu
ITon nepeBom nocJie 10:x1as

TeHb OT AMKOV BUIITHMA,

r7le ATOJbI CTAHOBATCA MATKVMU U IIOPTATCA, —
paszosbe JIA YepBet U IIPOsKOPJINBOI sKVBHOCTH.
JeTy mpucoenMHAIOTCA KO MHe, VM He TePIIUTCA
HaOpaThb BEJIEPKO CIIEJIbIX BUITIEH.

CpriBad UX, OHU MCIBITHIBAIOT BOCTOPT.

IImoge! IBHYT K BeTKaM,

CKJIOHSAIOILMMCA ITI0JI TSAMKECTBIO

OCBEJKAIOIIETO JIOMKIA.

1 yroBapuBaio CBOVX IIOMOIITHVKOB — He TMOPONnUMecs,
BbIOMpAliTe He IO IIBETY, a Ha OIYIIb.
OHu coIymIamoT, HO YKPaAKOIi TOTJIAALIBAIOT Ha KPOHY IepeBa,
Ha HeJKHbIe ITJIOAbI, IJIAHUPY A
I10 KaKVIM BeTKaM OHM CMOTYT TyZa o0paTbCA.
I paspemar 1M B306paThCsa Ha AEPEBO

UL OHU CYEeTATCA
TIOJT CEHbIO BUITTHY, TIOAIBICKMBAA THYIIECS [0 TAYKECTBIO AT0J] BETKU.
OHu mpurnbaioT BETKY K CBOMM I'OJIOBAM,
¥ TIPUJIIIINE K JIMCThAM KallJi TOYKIA YCeMBAIOT UX ILJIEYN.
OHU yBepeHbl, YTO 3eJIeHble BETBM CMOTYT UX YIEpP KaTh,
I OHU IIOAHUMAIOTCA BBEPX OTUYASAHHO —

€ TPYZOM KapabKalTCA K M300MIIBHBIM JapaM.

Korpa syuy 3akara IPOHMKAIOT Ha CYK,

HEOKIJJAHHO BBICBETHBIIIEECH JIMII0 03aPAETCA APKUM CBETOM.
I nopOuparo rpsA3HbIe BUIIIHA

B TpaBe,

4TOOBI UEPBU

He JICTOYNJIV UX K Be4epy.
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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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Gapbapa lNpecHen

A cobuparo xypmy B OKTsI0pe

VIx MOPJIAIIKY Y3Ke CMOPIIMJINCD U

yIapAACh 0 3eMJII0 ILJIOABI JIOMAITCS U PACTEKAIOTCS.
1 Bce paBHO ux otbuparo,

€CJIM Y HUX XOPOIINI I[BET U HUKAKIe

HACEKOMBIe He IIPOTOUNIIN KOKUILY.

Crebon A HGpocaro HA 3eMJTIO.

f yBunesa kak crapble iepeBeHCKIE YKEeHIIHbI
co0Mpanu MATKME IIJIOJbI CPey CYXUX JIUCTHEB U
eqy UX TYT "Ke, HO BO MHE CJIMIIIKOM MHOTO
ropojia — JJIVI MOJIOJIOCTY — YTOOBI OTKYCUTD

He 10O6aBUB 110 KpaifHE) Mepe CIMBOYHOTO ChIpa
IS CMATYEHNA BKyCA.

Y MeHdA Takas IPVBBIUKA: HAIIOJHUTD

CBOJ1 IAKeT, YTOOBI OH Pa3yJICs, B3ATD I1JI0AbI
JIOMOI1, YTOOBI OTIKATH Yeped

CUTO, Pa3MMHATDH UX

II0Ka He 3a00JMT PyKa, [TI0Ka KallnIia

He CTaHeT OTHOPOSHOI U I'yCTOI.

f nenar MyaMHT, KOTOPBI HUKTO

HEe ecT KpoMe MeHs.

OTOT PELIENT A y3HaJa

erte pebeHKoM: cobupait

BCe 4TO IaJiaeT ¢ AepeBbeB. OTHOCUCH K HUM Tak Ke HEeXKHO,
KaK TbI JIeJIaelllb 3TO II0 OTHOIIEHNIO K CBOMM POJICTBEHHIKAM.
ITonumait nx Kak ThI IOHMMAEITh

camoe cebs.

IIycTb OHM BMECTE C JIUCTHAMU

[aJIal0T C BETOK,

KakK JIeTU [1aIal0T

HA TEMHYIO [IPEJIYI0 3eMJII0.
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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.
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Lxosegp bamaHmu

Bpemsi Orusi
"Bor rosopur B JepeBbsx"

— Tomac MeptoH.
3nak Wonbl.

Becn nenn GeH3MHOBBIE IINJIBI

BOKPYT HAC B UCCTYIJIEHUM CBOEH JINTAHUU
MIMJIAT U IWJIAT —

Kak OyZTO 3aBTPa MOYKET He HACTYIIUTD.
Celtuac IsaThb 9acoB U

JefsHas JIyHA ysKe MpuBsasasa ceds

K nepksu I'opsl CuoHa.

Mpb! BuuM ee 13 Hallleli CIAJbHI.

Ee Gesbrit mimmin

yKa3bIBaeT Ha Hebeca.

Ee o0mmmThie focKaMy CTEHEI IIOX0KM HA CHET,
€ro MHOTO B 9Ty 3MMY — 3MMHEe YMCTUJINMIIIE.
J{bIM HATIOJIHSAET JOM MYCKYCHBIM 3aIIaX0M.
MypaBbu CBILIIOTCA U3 JPEBECYUHEI

C IIePBLIM SA3bIKOM IIJIaMEHI.

ITon Kopuarreiica Kopoit

JIOIIAKOTCA JIMYMHKN KYKOB-CBETJIAKOB VI APYTME JINIMHKIU.

3abynabTe 4TO 3eMJIA — IIOCJIETHEE TIPUCTAHMUIIIE.

B paciene mosena —

TOTIOP BLICEKAJ UCKPHI.

f Hares 1ens, KOJOYYIO IIPOBOJIOKY, 00JI0MOK TOIIOPAa,
JTasKe JIOCKYTOK CUTIIA,

rpobOoBOIL TBO3b 1 MAJIEHBKYIO KOCTb.

Mz 2KuBEeM B [epeBbsX, HE 3HAS DTOTO,

MBI JKIBEM B OTHE.
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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 T want is here.
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BoHHu Matkn

3uma npouia

Camas joJirasd HOYb 034N,
HO 51 TIOKOPUJIACh

CJIAKOV TE€MHOTE 3UMbI —
MHe He HYKHa BECHa.

B riryboxom MosTqaHMM 3€MIIN

f CJIBIILY CBOJ COOCTBEHHBI ITYJIbC —
Opromuiica Tak, 6yaTo 3TO

U €CThb BCE, YTO HAJ0, YTOOBI JKUTE.

Hacroiumeent niym gosxnsa
JIOHOCUTCA MOHOTOHHO U CIIOKOIHO.
OH — baJsb3aM Ha paHbI,

0 KOTOPBIX 5 HMKOTJZA M He BeJaJa.

SUMHNI $KaCMIH I[BETET

I HeGo pocBeYNBAET CKBO3b
Cretenbs 0JIEKJIBIX BETOK.
Bcee uto a xouy — 37€ech.
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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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Lxum Knapk
IoTepsinnblii

Wnorpa a uny,
II0Ka He yWAy OT BCEro, 4To 3HAIO.

A uny n uny,
HO YTO-TO TEP3aeT MEeHA —
A IyMalo, KaKMe-TO BOCIIOMUHAHA.

f orssAgBIBalOCh HA3a

U BUKY, KaK Pas3BA3BIBAIOTCA MOU XUTPOCILIETEHNA:
yIKe U pyKa MCcUesJa,

U TIOJI TIJIeYa.

I uny Orictpee n OpicTpee,
IyMas 4TO f C HTUM CIIPABJIOCH,
IIOKa A He JICYe3 COBCEM.

I meITarOCh PacIyTaTh CETh,

pacrieras KasKIblil y3eJoK,

HO TOJIBLKO ellle OoJbllle Tepsito cedd,

KOTJ[a 1 BO3BPAII[AI0Ch HA KPYIY YTPAUYEHHOTO.

Haxomner ncyesatoT Moy HOTU
U S OCTaHABJIMBAIOC,
HATAHYTLIN KaK IayTUHA, CBUCAIOIIAA C KAMHA U IePeBa.

Bort uro 3raunt
3aTepATbCA BO BCEM,

Kak 6001Ha HEpBOB,

13 KOTOPBIX COTKAHA KU3Hb

3 ThICSUN AE€PEBLEB 11 KyCTOB
J0 MeHA TOHOCUTCA HEXKHbBIN TpemneTr
IITHUL], KOTOPbIe BBIOT CBOM IrHE31a.
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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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Jly MpuH

JInaus JIucuii XBocTHK

Emre pebeHKOM f y3Hasa B TEMHOTE, IO HACTYILJIEHUA JHA,
YTO CKOILJIEHUA I[BETOB OyiiHbIE

u Gesbe. VI KaK A3LIYKY IIJIAMEHM OHM IIPOJIMBAIOT CBOL CBET,
OeryT uepes esKeBUKY, Kapabrarorca

BBEPX II0 TOIyObIM TejaM Oepes, POHAIT

€ BBICOTBI CBOM CepJlia Ha TPeellylIyio

TpaBy, Ha KasKblll IOKPLITBI POCOV KaMeHb,

Ha Io0JIefHEeBIIYI0 3y04aTy0 KPOMKY JIMILIAHMKA.
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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.

e
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Mopun Lyanac CammoH

A ne ckyuaro no Texacy
C. Ix. bepkmany

1 yexana n3 Texaca IouTy CTOJIBKO JIET Ha3al, CKOIbKO A TaM skuia. Mama ymepoa.
Cemba pasBesiach Kak criops! ot crebna Oxpyra Bexcap.

Kaposmza Bckopmiaa 1 MeHs XOPOLIETro ITapHA CO CBETJION [OJIOBON,

y Hac JIBOE 3aMevaTesIbHbIX PebATHINEK. Y HaC a3aJi BCEX IIBETOB PajIyTH,
BOCKOBBIE MaTHOJIVYL, K34 TAKOIL, YTO BB IIPOCTO 000MJIEETE.

TospKo pa3Be 4To B (heBpaJie Moe Ceplle HauMHAeT TOCKOBATb

TI0 TAKOMY JMKOMY CHHEMY JIIIMHYCY, YTO OH 3aTMeBAeT JIF0b0e Ipyroe CUHee.
Jlyrvmyc npocTypaeTcs Kak JIyHHbI [Tefi3aK.

ITo myGam 1 KycTaM MeCKMUTa,* OXOMKIX Ha CUAAIIMX NPY#KEIO0HbIX YPOILIER,
TIOJHMMAIOIINX TOPAYKEHHbIE APTPUTOM BETBY YTOOBI BOOZYILIEBUTE PACCBET.

Hy, ma mamno. MosxeT ObITE 5 CKy9ato 110 TOPMU30HTY,

KOTOpbI/I HMKOTZIA He OCTaHABJIMBAJ [IPOH3UTEJILHbI CEBEPHbIY BeTep, — IOMHMAIIIb?
VI 1o TOMy [IHIO B @BIyCTe, KOTZia MBI TaifkoM yeXaJy Ha BOCTOK

13 Cax AHTOHMO 710 XbIOCTOHA TI0 1II0CCE

IIPAMOMY KAk IO3BOHOYHVK, Y OCTAQHOBMJIVICh, YTOOB! 3aITPaBUTLCS: HIYEro

” n. 99 sk

KpoMe "KuOuTok”, "metodek”,* mbIy, U IIIMHOOMTHBIX JIOMOB.
Tot cyxoit BeTep JIaCKaJ MOM IyMbl, ALIEPUIIbI TOMUTMBAI MHE!

I roToBa ObLa pacmiactathesa ¥ pacAThb cebs Ha Tojt Oes1olt JIMHVN B CepeivHe 0O

* MeckHMTOBBI KycT — THIH4YHOe pacTenne 1 creneii Texaca u oro-3anaja
Coenunennnix IlItatoB AMepukn. OH Mo:KeT CylIeCTBOBAThL 0e3 BOJLI 10/Iroe BpeMsi.

** ABTOp 00pa3HO Ha3bIBaeT PACTeHHUs, KOTOPble TUIHYHBI Il TOH MeCTHOCTH.
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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, glen, down, dell

Dylan’s, tumble young dumb bud and sap
on greenstick limbs.

Green is the pith,

the poem.

e
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Cbro3aH Anbg
10 B npupoe 3ejieHu

OBITH CIUTHBIM IpenJosKeHneMm,
pacTy, HE OTPhIBATHCA OT 3€MJIM, BUTHCSA I‘I/IpJIHHJIOf;I,
CBEIMBATbhCA, PACIIPOCTPAHATHCA, JaBaATh HO6€I‘I/I,
BETBUTLCA, [IPOBMCATb, U JaBaTb Ha4daJio
— JasKe 3HaKM IIPEIIVTHAHVA CTaBUTH ATOJ4aMI,
IIPOAOJIFKATHECA U ITPOAOJIMKATHCA. 3eJleHb

3T0 (DOH KU3HY,

TIJIaCThI Mel3aka —

3eMJIs, [I0AJIECOK, KPOHbI JEPEBLEB.
AmmoBas nTamka Ha MePUCTHIX JUCThAX
noet: OoTaHMka, OTaHUKA.

3eJIeHb 5T0 YKOpeHuBILIMica YOouIT YuTmMeH™
MIeTPYIKA, COCHA, ¥ MHOXKECTBO IIap.

Y Bcero cBoe Ha3BaHMeE, Y IIOJIE3HOTO Y COPHOTO
— JlasKke Tyroe ceMs

IlaeT II0TOMCTBO. 3eJleHb

B TpsACUHe, Ha Oepery pekwu, B JosnHe, Ha OessecHoil
BO3BBIIIIEHHOCTY U B JIECUCTOI JIOIMHE,

cTpouke 13 JlytaHa 0 MOJIOZION PacKPBIBAIOLIENCSA MOYKe U JKUBUTEJLHOM CIe

3eJIeHbIX II00EroB.

3eJileHb — 3TO CepAleBUHA,

CTUXOTBOpPEHIE.

* Vouar Yurmen — u3BecTHblii n03T 19 BeKa, OH MEePBBIM CTAJI NUCATh B CBOOOIHOI
¢opme (Bepmop). Ero rinaBnoe npoussenenne HaspiBaercs "'JIHcTbsi TpaBbl'.
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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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Konnu MNpuH

CTEIIb

I'ne-To crens GesknT K ropam,

KOJIBbILIIETCA KpacKaMyl JIbHA 1 30JI0Ta, C CyJITaHAMY CKJIOHEHHBIX TPaB,

C IIepbAMY KOBBLIA, OyitHa, 11 1iBeTyIasa. Kurpeit, TyroBoit MATIIVK, TPOCTHVK, STIMEHD
CKaTBIBAIOTCA CO CBOVX PYJIOHOB, TIOKAU/BAsACh LIIEJIKOM Ha BETPY,

arIiong TpaBOI‘/JI XOJIMVIKV 3€MJIV TTPOJIaMbIBalOT VX JJIVHHbBIE CITIVIHKIL.

VIHorma cpeiv CBETJION TPaBbl, TOJIy00BATLI JIICT BILIETAETCA MEPLIAIOIIE) HUTBIO,
cOMBaeT TeueHe MbICTIEl], 3aMeIIAeT 3aIsACThE,

IPa3HUT OJIEHS OMHATE KOIIBITO M YAAPWUTH B TOUKY. A JICUIl — IIEPEIPIHYTh

OJTVH Pag, APYTOit, 3aMepeTh HaJl TPABOI PhIKIM HAPATIOM.

ITorom cureBa cryriaeTes [0 [BeTa TEMHEIIEN 113 TPAB, CYMEPKI JIbIOT 13 CBOETO COCYa
ropyaBKy Beuepa. Terneps TpaBa CTEKIACh K IIOJHOKIIIO TOPbI,

BETEP CMEJI OCTATKM CTEITHOIO PYJIOHA.

W1 ocrasach TOMBKO ropa, BCe YTO OCTANIOCh TO T0pa, ee PydbK

OeryT BBEpX K XOJIO/HBIM ODEIAHIAM 3BE3IHOTO CBETA, U COKOJI CIIUT IOJ OECIITyMHBIMI
KPbLIbAMI, 1 HeDO umcToe, AcHoe. Ho A MpeKyIoHA0 KosleHy BMeCTe C JIVICOI, OJIEHEM I
HVBKVM CTPEMITEJILHBIM [I0JIETOM JIACTOUKY HaJ] CyJITaHAMY IIBETOB.

I'ne-To cTems GesKNT K TopaM 7 TI0J TPABOit

JILIIINT Telltas 3eM1A. BeTpeunsii Betep cayBaet ¢ ViBan-Has 1ser,

OIIafiaeT ITyPITyp ¥ OH CTAHOBUTCA MATKYM Kak Tpaga Imyrmmia. OH gyeT Ha
Tperery1ye crebim XBOIA TaK YTO0 OHM THYTCA U KJIOHATCA K 3eMIIE.

Korza Betep pasapuraet Tpasy, OeJIble TeHN THE3AATCA Cpey GbICTPOro COIHEYHOrO CBETA.
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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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Mopun Lyanac CammoH

Kak no:xuBaemn, I'es?*

Penn MakHesumr*™* poeraa? Kpyrias kax mursskHb May? Vi notpeckasach?
Ceipas u nepemenunBasn? Sittiesunnan? Henpuraaunaa? Byikandeckasn?
CouHiie nepsxut TebA MUPHO B CBOVX JIyTaX, Kak CpeJHeBeKoBadA feBa? VI Tl MUMIIIbCA,

TIIETHO HemAAch 3a Kamuu? [IokoATcs s OKeaHb! Kak Mapraputa™** B 6okasax?

Viny Muntbes, Kak MOJYNINA, TPOJBIUTas BIIepesl JIMHVY ToUek, Kak ['nriep?

UyBcTByellb J1 ThI, KaK CTBOPYAThIE PAKOBVHDI, CJIOBHO KaK TP/, TIOATVPAIOLIIE BBICOKVE COCHBL,
TapaTopAT CBOY ITecH cupeH? B 030HOBOM cJ10e IbIpa.

KpoBoreuenne? MecTo IpOHNKHOBEHVIS MHOIIAHETHBIX ra30B? ['0pbI Ha THE MOPCKOM:
BOJIIIEOHbIE KPYCTAUILL, HaliIeHHbIe B My3eltHoit JiaBke? Vi nomymmHHbie CKamCTbIe Tophr ™,
Ha KOTOpbIe Kak ObI Bocxomu Kycro™*** | crryckasch 1o BepeBKe.

AryarTyya HerporyTa? Vi npoHn3aHa TeserpadbHbIMM Kabeamy, 3axIaMiIeHa
srecTAHKaMY 13-1107 1terien? [loasuresa v Ha moBepxHocTH [locediioH, 3ammyTaBumiics B
ILIACTVKOBOM ceTy 1714 JIoBJM TyHIa? Vi Mope — 5TO BefibMa, M3phIraroIasa 0T0pock
obpaTro Ha Xomyeit Vuu?****** Korma TR0t peGeHOK HallIeT MaJIeHbKYI0 YEPETIAIIIKY,

TBI YBUJVILIB €€ B 3aTOYEeHNMI Ha CBOEYL Teppace.

Tebe KaxKeTCA, 4TO OHA IOAKMMAET I'yObl, Kak HadaJIbHIUI[A [I0YTOBOIO OTHENIEHNA.

Ho cmosket 1 TBOIt peGeHOK BbICBOOOMTE € 13-II0T ITAHIVPS, YTOObI OHa POXPHUITEIIa
CBOIO 13BeYHYI0 Oaliky o 'asranarocckoii KysyHe, KOTOPYIO OHY APasHNIM 3a TO,

YTO OHa IIMIIesa KaK IVHO03aBP BO CHE.

* T'ess — I'peyeckoe Ha3BaHHe 3eMJIH, UMsI OOTHHH — 3eMJIH.
** Peng-MakHeim — xoMnaHus no npou3BoACTBY KapT.
*%% VMaprapura — HomyJsIpHbIii B AMepHKe KOKTeiJIb.
***%% Ypomunawrces CkaaucTblie ropsl Ha 3anajse AMepHKH.

wkxkx JKak KycTo — u3BecTHBIIl Hcce10BaTeIb OBOHOI0 MHPA, KOTOPbIii He TAK AaBHO
YHIEN U3 JKU3HH.

wxFF%* Xommpeii IHH — ceTh rocTHHHII B AMepHKe.
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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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K. Kannu Xondepgund

A Oyay uMTaTh ropbl

{1 6yny unrath Tebe ropsbl.

Ownu He GopozpaTsIi, yOesIeHHbI ceiHOiE Oapy,

HO VX CKJIQJIKU JIeJIATCA NPEBHMMI CKA3AHVAMIL.

Omnn pacckasbIBaoT 0 0e3pacCyTHO MOJIONON Y I,
TIPVMIOTHMBLIIENICS CEIYac B 3eJIEHOM, CTEIIEHHOM CTapyecTBe.

{1 6yny uuTaTh TOPHI B X BPEMH,

He TBoe.

VIx npeqaHys IPOIOJIKAIOT JKUTh, TPAH/MO3HO Pa3BePTHIBAIOTCA YepellalllbyIMIA
1araMyi B CpPaBHEHMM C TBOVIM MTHOBEHVIEM, [1a/Ia0I1Iel] 3Be3 0 $KISHIL.

1 unrraro ropbl Kak JIEOOUT CJIETION YEJIOBEK.

I npocnesxmBaro n3ruokl, OarofaTHbIE ¥ BO3IeJIaHHbIE TI0]] II0CEB
Munmmapzos Jer.

Bce Moe Tes10 Kpenko NprKMMaeTcs K 3eMJIe.

{1 BpIXaro 3aTXJI0CTD BIIAVH ¥ OOIPSIIIYIO CIIJ0CTb BEPIIHBL —
ITO OIBAHSAIOLINI 3aIIaX KaMHs, Pa3JI0sKeHs Y HOBOJ SKV3HIA

{1 6yny unrars Tebe ropsr
TIOKA JIX HE CTaHeT COBCEM.
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GARDEN, FIELD, AND POND

”the furrows blur & blur again,
each line melting back into earth”

CAJl, MTOJIE U MPY]I

”60P03/Ibl PACILIBIBAIOTCSA U PACIIILIBAIOTCA,
KakJasd JIMHNISA BHOBb CJMBAaeTC ¢ 3eMJiein”
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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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UispoH A. Lapn

ZKutue B Annajauax

IIpenzakaTHble TeHV TOKA3bIBAIOT KTO IIOCIIYIIIEH

npupone rop. Ceer nepsolil

MOKMJIAET JIOJIMHBI, OCTABJIAA 32 cO00I TEMHYIO

II0JIOCY B TO BpeMsI KaK KJIeHbI, 1yObl OJIICTAaIOT BIOJIb BEPIIIVIH.
JepeBsaHHbBIe [oMa OKYTaHbI CyMepKaMy,

JolIaThle XMKUHBI $KMYTCS K HU3MHAM

BeCHY M JIeTO, OCEHb U 3UMY,

3uMmy, 3umy. Korga OyIieBasn BeTpEI

1 cHera norpebaJy JoOpory, OTATOIIAN

KPBIIIN, MeIaJyi XOPOHUTb, Te KTO

000CHOBAJICA NABHO MICKAJIV 3aIIUTY HUMKE,

IIOYTH Yy IOJHOMKMA TOPHBIX XpeOTOB, IJle BETPEI

He pBaJy oOIIMBRY, KPOBEJIbHBIE JOCKM, He OMJIV OROHHBIX CTEKOJI,
IlonnmepsxuBam TemnuIo

TeM YTO OHM CBAJIMJIV, HAPYOWUIIN, CIIOKIIIN,

IepeHe I, IOOKIVIM. TKaJIm II0JIOTHO ¥ CBUBAJIV CKAa3KI.
Kogosm cHer 4ToOBI TOTOBUTD Yaii.

Magno-romaJry orrycroram rorpeda,

ellle HeJIJaBHO 3aIl0JIHEHHBIe 710 0TKa3a. Hacrasianm mereis,
BHYKOB, OyzyIliee II0TOMCTBO

He IIpeHe0peraTb eCTEeCTBEHHBIMI YKPBITHUAMYI

U KPEIKoi ponHeii. BeiOupanau Ha ciiyX, IepeiaBaJi 1o HacJeCTBY
BeKOBbIe 0aJa/ibl BEICTOSBIINECA B MYy3bIKE TOP.
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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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LDxkegppepu bum

LE QUATTRO STAGIONI*
(Yernbipe Bpemenu I'ona)

Primavera (BecHa)

Bpewmsa nputsopImiie

uprm**;

YCBITIAaHHOJ CHE}KHO — OeJIbIM I[BETOM
KOI'Zla CHer

JIOJI3KEH yiKe CXOAUTD.

+Kesrrasa nopa:

dopcutua

Y HapIICChI

TUTPOBO-3€JIEHBIE IJ1a3a COJHIIA
CKBO3b MOJIOZYIO JIMUCTBY IJIaTaHa.

CrptHg***:

3JIEKTPUYIECKII MaJIblil

CJIyIIaeT IIeCHN I1erya

JKJIeT KOIJla BepHeTCA
LMBUJIM30BaHHbIN KapaBaH MypPaBbeB.

Matepn

CITI0COOHEI B3JIETETh
BBEpX:

3amnax (PraJoK

13 Pa3pbITOiL 3EMJIN.
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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.



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl

63

Estate (JIeto)

Br1 661 HE TOBepUIIN
ecJm ObI A pacckasad
HO s BCE PAaBHO
PacCKasKy BaM.

Ceer noTyckKHe,
cTapble IJI0AbI
TIOTEMHEJIN 110
KpasaM.

Hawanmuce nposvuBHbIE D0 IN:
BOJiA 113 TUTaHTOB

HeOeCHbIX Ha ITMIaHTOB
3EMHBIX.

Bce cmerorea Han HaMu, IpyT HaZ IPYTOM,
XOXOUyT TaK CUJIBHO 4TO
UX CJIe3bl OUVICTIIIN

TUXVE JIOPOKKU
B cangy —

eitie OoJiee CIIOKOIHBIE TPOIVHKN
B Iy1Ie.

Autumno (OceHb)

B cyxoit TpaBe —
CBEpPYKU —
O6patba Opdes.

T'ycu mapamn.
VIx myryiiBBIe TOJIOBbI
CITOKOJHBI, TPUHAIM OOPJIOBBINA OKpac.
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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.

e
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ITosgune pomamky —
MY3bIKa CKPUIIOK —
hoHapPUKM 30JI0TAPHUKA.

Taner; Ha J1000Bb —
TTosrobm —
He 00 —

TTosroGm.

Inverno (3uma)

Jlen o6pasyeTcsa paHbllle YeM Mbl HA30BEM €T0 UM,
XOTS €ro UMA CTapo KaK MUp.

Houbro Gesible orum TJI€I0T,

HAIIIM TeJIa COTPEBAIOT YIJIbI X0JI0A.

YTpeHnuit cBer:

MIPOCHITAI0TCA OEJIKY 1 KOIIal0T
CHET.

CUHNYKM MeIJIEHHO

JIOJIOAT KJIFOBAMIL.

O30pHOIT TPeCK NTULIBI-KapANHAIA
MIpeIBEIIaeT XOJOAHYIO0 IIOTOTY .

B cHesxHBIX XJI0MIBAX

ceparie 620049k,

B CcHEXKHBIX XJIOIIBAX:
Tuwmaa. Hounoe Hebo.
T'osroc yestoBeKa BCIIOMIMHAET.

*  HTanbsHCKHe HA3BAHHUSA YacTell CTHXOTBOPeHUs H BCero Npon3Be/leHHs] BTOPAT

3HAMEHHTOI cepHU CKPUIMYHLIX KOHLepTOB BuBainau "Bpemena roga".

** Kananckas upra (shadbush, shadblow) uim, nocioBno, '"nmepeBo ano3pr"
(ano3a — shad — prI6a U3 cemeiicTBa cesb/eii) 3aUBeTaeT paHHeii BecHOI
MaJleHbKHMH OeJIbIMH IIBETaMH B TO ke BpeMsi, KOT/ia aj103a Me4eT HKpY.

U To, 1 1pyroe accoumMupyeTcs ¢ BeCHOIi.
*¥% CMHK — MaJIeHbKasl silepuua.
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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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Yapnb3 bnakbepH, mnadwud

3umussa I'otuka

Joma maBHO yoxe HeT,

Ho cobop us gybos

YKPBIBAET MOBE3IHYIO JIOPOTY U
BoseesuunBaer Bech
Heobwarurwiit npocrop HebA.

f nckan yenunenus
IIporynuBasce quem, u
Boarobuiicsa B y30pbl 3UMBL:
Hesacnaa Tocka

ObHasxkeHHAA JerKasa Ha CYKY.

MeE1 ceituac y ocHOB,

Pucynox yrsiem Ha Gesioit Oymare,
HeCcKoJIbKO MCKYCHBIX IITPUXOB
KoTopole 3aBepIIIaoT KapTHUHY.
JyObI TOPIOIOT.

TemHeeT paHo.

Ho nporuos npeasemniaer
JlemeHAIMiz 00K b,

W connie 6yner 6utbesa

B s1ux XpycTasbHbIX IINIIAX.
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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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Xon WuH

ITJIAMS 3UMBI

"..JAyIIN TeX, KOro Mbl MOTEPSIN,
cojep:KaTcs B IUIEHY ...NMI0OKA MbI He pacno3HaeM MX roJoc..."
Mapceas Ipycr

CnokoifHOe OTCYTCTBHE.
OCTpOBOK ITOMEPKHYBIIIETO CBETA
e/lBa 3aMeTeH Ha orpaje.

Posza rubuckyc pacriyckaercs, ceMb JI0MIMOB BEJIMYMHOI,
U3JIydaeT CBOE OPaH)KeBOe NIPM3HaHME Ha BETKU
JIO BTOrO ToJIble, ceifyac ¢ rmoderamiu HOBOI 3€JI€HM.

{1 BcTaro Ha KOJIEHM ¥ CKJIOHSIOCH K KPaeIllkaM JIeIIeCTKOB,
TI03BOJIAA BO3TOPEBIIIENCA JIIOOBY ITOOPOANUTE 110 MOEMY JIMITY —
3TO KaK IIeJKOBMCTOE IIPYKOCHOBEHNE PYK MO€el MaTepu.



70 Earth and Soul: an Anthology of North Carolina Poetry

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.
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L. K. Yonopen

IIporno3 noroapt: 7 peBpans

Cuosa tpakrop. Ha yiuie
TOYKIb JIbeT, OapabaHuUT U ImbITaeTCsAa

IOOUTHCA HAIllelt CUMITATIN

K MUPY IPUPOIBI, 3TU

CJAIVIIIKOM PaHHUE IIBETHI JPOXKAT
xpabpo u Gecrose3Ho

Ha (peBPAJIbCKOM BETPY, BECEHHIE
JIPEBECHBIE JIATYIIKM ITOCHEININ OCBOOOAUTHCA

OT CBOMX HOYHBIX CHOB.
Cepaiie uesoBeka

He X04eT BOCIIPMHMMATDL 3TO
6€3p01'IOTHO€ IIog9MHeHne, Mopoas,

MOKpBIV CHET — BCe, YTO HallOMMHAeT HaM
0 Hallleil coOCTBEHHOI XOJOLHOM KOHYMHE.

Ecsm mb1 npnsHaewMm, 4To Bepa — 970,
B JIy4llIeM CJIydae, Halll JIMYHBIN

BBIOOD, TOT/Ia CaIOBOJACTBO OyaeT
boJstee mpuBJeKaTeabHbIM. Ha yauie

MOJ1 coceJ] HU3KO HAKJIOHSIETCS
4TOOBI TOTHATL KAMEHb, 0TOPaChIBAET €ro

Ha JI0pOTY, BBIIPAMJIAETCA
U BBITMpaeT IPA3HOe MIATHO

TBIJILHOM CTOPOHOIL JIEBOM PYKH.
3a ero cyHOM 6OPO3bI PACIIIILIBAIOTCS

M PaCIJIBIBAIOTCA, KaiKIad JIMHUA
BHOBb CJIMBAETCS C 3€MJIEI.
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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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[lasud U. NocmoH

CAJI MAPTBI

XaMmeJsIeOHbI TIOKVHYJI YTPEHHIOK OrPajy,

u 6e300pazHas yxaba MpOXJIAKIAETCA B CBOEI! HUIIIe

TI0]I CJIOMAHHBIM BOZIOIPOBOIHBIM KPaHOM. IITHITh! IOPXAIOT C MECTa Ha MECTO,
003bIBast PYT pyTa MMEHAMI ITYTAIOIIMU U JIACKOBBIMI,

HaJl TA30HOM a III0CCE [IOBMUAIMBAET U TIOIIEBAET.

CroAaTb Ha KOJIEHAX Ha TEILION 3eMye Pa30MBaTh

PBIXJIbIE KOMBSA J BBITACKMBATE YIIPAMbIE COPHAKN

Moe OuaskencTso. Ocor cKpurmT

He TI0[,laBasACh MOVM ITaJIbliaM, sKaZiHasd II0JI3y4as TpaBa OILyTaJla [IPOYHO
U He YCTYIIAT II0KA A He UCIIPOoOYI0 COJIEHOro M0Ta,

CMaxyMBasd B CTOPOHY ST CeJible IIPAY U BBITMPAd IJ1a3a

TBIJIbHOV CTOPOHOM MOe JIAJIOHV C YePHBIMM ITaJIbLIaMIA.

TTomamMmasch 9T06b! pa3MATh CBOV KOCTOYKMY, 5 TIOJICTABJIAN JIAI0
JIETKOMY BeTepKY HaIlOJHEHHOMY obelrianysamvyt mcTBbl. O,

BBICOKOPOCJIbIE CHIHOBbS, IOYKM-TIBIIIIKY, BHYKY BCE,
IIyCTb 3PEIOT II07 BECEHHEN! JIYHOJ, IIPO0MBAIOTCA CKBO3b
IPOXJIQIHYIO0 YTPEHHIO 3eMJII0, IIOI0T MHE

B TEHV JHA.

1 Bcrany Ha KoJleHM 1 Oy CIIyIIaTh.
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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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LxaHuc Myp ®ynep
N3 oxkna nomuka B ®ankappa

1
Eciun a npusosxky cBoit najen
13 HaIlePCTAHKU K JIaBaHTe
BepecKa,
§1 TIO3HAIO YTO TaKOe LBeT.

2
ITocmotpu xak
SIPKO-PO30BBbIii LIBET
TBO3IVKHU
YCTPOMJICA
Ha (poHe JMUITalHUKA.
ITocmoTpy Kak OH IpuUrJaIIaeT
BOVITHL.

3
ITosoca »xuBOI M3rOPOM BHIXBATHLIBAET
BKpallieHne Qyxcun,
3acoBBIBaeT ee cebe B KapMaH.

4
Tynas kpoMKa rory6oro
330CTpUTCSA
U paspoer
obmaka.

5
Takoe 3acuiibe JINCTHEB,
B TOPTEH3UM CTOJIBKO OTTEHKOB
IypIIypa.
Ecun 651 1 Mmorsia
MIPUBECTY UX B MTOPAMOK,
II0Ka3aTh LIBET

BO BCeIl ero Kpace.
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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
Hesamosro no TeMHOTHI,
Tpu crebesbKa anred,
He GoJjee
JIEBATY CUPEHEBBIX I[BETOB.
OKHO K IeT.

7
ITocamu 31ech HaCTypIMIO.
IIyCTh OHA OTKPOET CBOM 0O BATISA
TIICOBOMY J€PEeBY CIIPATAHHOMY I10J] KAITIOIIOH.

8
IJTO CTEKJIO, DTO
paccrosHue, 3T
obJiaka,
JTOT YEPTOIOJIOX
B JIbIMKE.

9
I mpobepychb CKBO3b
KyZIpABble JIUCTbA
peHxen.
Onu HayuaT MeHA

KaK geJiaThb IIOKJIOH.
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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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CmuseH Haym

I'ony6oii Anrea *

XOTs OH MOKET 1 He 3allUTUTb MEHH,
TomyGoit Aaren Xocra [eCTBUTEIIHLHO
HacTaBJseT MeHA. OH TOBOPUT: TIOJHUMATICS

M3 3EMJIM, HO
He CJMIIKOM ObicTpo. Kauaiica, korma
BETED IIenYeT Kauatics

JlaBail JIMCTbAM TO, UTO ThI
otgaens risetaMm. OcTaBaiica TaM, IJe Thl €CTh.

ITomun, moxckaseiBaet mue ['osry0oit Anreu,

TBOA KpacoTa COTBOPEHA 13 BOAbI 11 3€MJIN.

* Tory0oii Anres Xocta — 04eHb KPacHBoe pacTeHHe U3 PoJa JTYKOBHYHBIX C
0OJILIINMH JMCTBAMH, BRIXOAAIMUMHE U3 3eMaH. Lllupoko pacnpocrpaneno B CLIA.
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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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Kaponu+ HenbcoH

I1nonoponnas Ilousa

Kpacuerommit kycr saHTaHbI,*
APKO KOPAJLJIOBbIE IIBETHI IIEHTHL, *
yZellIeBJIeHHaA cepoBaTas BepbeHa™.

Tpu HOBBIX PACTEHUA KIYT, YTOOBI OHA
OIlyCTMIIA MX KOPHMU B JKUPHYIO TIOYBY,
yI00peHHYy0 Topdhom

¢ nobaBJeHNeM HaBO3a.

Ona xoueT nobeskaTh B JOM,

CXBATUTD JIOIIATY

" MIOCAJUTDb UX, AaTh UM

MIPUCTAHUIIE B TEMHOI 3eMJIe.

Co3maTh 4T0-TO KpacuBoe, YTOOBI IPUKPHITD
CTBIZl, KOTOPBIIT €11 IPUXOAUTCA 00HAKATD
KaXKIYI0 HEJIEJIIO Ha IpUEeMe Y IICUXMATPa,
KOTOPBI/ IIePBBIM BLICIYIIMBAET BCE

ee npobJeMsbl, He oOpalllaeT BHUMAHME HA TO,
YUTO OHA CMeeTcdA Hajz co0oit, YHUKAA OCTOMHCTEO,
OTBICKUBAET ee, I10J] TeM 00pas3om cebds,
KOTOPBIII OHA co3xaa, og 06pasoM Toit,
KoTopasd pabotasa, mosx 06pasoM Toi,
KOTOpas HI B YEM He HYK][AIaCh.

Kaxmyio Heesr0 OHa IOKyIIaeT HOBbIE 1IBETHI,
HAIIOJIHAA CBO IBOP KPacKaMu,

4T00BI OO0 IPUTE cebsA, B3pacTUThb TOT 0bpas "a”,
KOTOPBIM JPYyTHUeE IIpeHeOperin.

* JlanTtaHa, neHTa, BepdeHa — HA3BAHMSI CA/IOBBIX I[BETOB.
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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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Mbapu 3nuc KayHmecc

ITOKOPUTEJIb 3ACYXUN

Kasxyo HoUb M3MOpPEHHbBIE OT Kapbl MBI PACTATUBAEMCA
Ha npocreax noxokux Ha Caxapy,

VI mbITaeMces 3aCHYThH B KOMHATaX

T'ne coBcem He ocTanock IpoxJIags.

Ha ynuie meuenas TeMHOTa yAYLULINBA KaK BO3AYX B IOME.
Bea BcAKoro yrelreHnsa Mbl HAaKOHEIT BIIAJIA€M B IPEMOTY .
3BYKU I'poMa CKBO3b COH,

Ho nam ycrasmmit pazym

He BocnipuanMmaet npeaBecTe J0KIA.

Hac Bce sneto Tak gpasumnmin,

VI MbI moTepam Hafex Ay .

CmycTsa MHOTO BpeMeHM pacKaThl TpoMa OyIAT Hac.
Koy resa mTopsl, pa3roHsas CIepPThIl BO3AYX.

Me1I re-To omryuaem Biary,

Ho, He B cocTOAHNUM OTKPBITH IJ1a34,

Wl cHOBA morpyskaeMcs B COH

Kak xamuu OpolieHHbIe B KOJIOELL.

Cropo HauMHaEeTCs HACTOAILIAA IPo3a,

Ho MBI npoposxaem cnats,

VI mpoceinaeMest TOJIBKO KOTJa BCIIBIIIIKY MOJIHUY TPOHU3BIBAIOT
Harmm coMkHYyTBIE BEKU, CAUITTKOM M3MOKIEHHbIE, YTOOLI ITyraThCA.
ITozguee, mpoceiasack BpeMsA OT BpeMEHN,

MBI CoIBIIINM KaK YCUIUBAETCA JNBEHD,

Ha ceit pas 6e3 obmana,

Hacrosammit moxxab

Bymyer o BomoCTOYHLIM sKe00am

VI urpaet CBOIO AOJNTYIO0 MY3BIKY

Ha 3eseHbIxX KjaBuIlIax JVCTBbI.

Mer orpyskaeMces B HOYTHU 3a0BITBI OTABIX

VI HaTATMIBAEM MIPOCTHIHML. ..

A 5oXKIb BCe JIbeT

U nwer,

YHOCA HAaC HABCTPEUY CBEKEMY YTPY.
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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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Mbapu 3nuc KayHmecc

COBET I102TY

Byns Tuxum npynowm,

Orpaskarmomym To 6€3MOJIBHOE YTO IIPOXOANUT MIMO,
Kaxk obsaka nom naparye AcTpebsl.

Byns Tuxum npynowm,

Y nepsKUBaoIMM Ha IJIABY CyXMe JIUCTbA,
Koropsle efjBa KacaoTcsa ITIOBEPXHOCTH

VI napIBYT 11O TBOEI BOJIE;

Tuxum npynom,

B KOTOPOM HECKOJIBKO APKUX JIVCTHEB OIIyCKAIOTCA
Bonsxe xo gny,

YT0OBI OCTAHOBUTHCHA TaM,

IloBuCHYB B AHTApHOII BOJE,

Kax mabop camoriBeTos;

Tuxum npynom,

T'ne Berepox psabur Bony

Ha Bcem iyt

Jlo mpuioTa B KaMBbIIIAX, 3eJIEHBIX BETKAX.
IIpmunmait pabe Kox A,

VI Oynp TuxuM npyaom,

KoropbIit MHOrIA BMEIIaeT OrOHb MOJIHNY,
IIpymoMm, B KOTOpOM OpOILIIEHHBIN KaMellleK
OcraBideT pacxogAecs Kpyru,

Ho crmauama — Oynab TMXUM OpymoM.
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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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Yapnb3 B0sapd UImoH

T'OJIAA ITPABJA

B cymepxku, HanoJIHEHHbIe TTO3HVMM, TIO3HVIMI PO3aMIL,

Kamemamu, cycaHkBaMu®, ellje He TPOHYTBIMM MOPO30M,

I mymaro o ToM, 4TO IOPAKOK ¥ OeCIOPALOK IPARYIIEl Houn
HaBeBaeT.

Bechb fieHb 5 cuiest roJIbIi Ha COJTHIIE
VI mymas o 4eM-TO CIIOKOJTHOM, HaBeAHHOM, OYATO A caM BPOJIE IIBETKA,
IToaHero, TIO3/IHETO, HO €Ille He OTIBETIIET0, Oe3HAIEKHO 3aBS/IIIETO.

B Houn, KoHEUHO, HajiIeTCA MECTo JIA MeHH:
ITopsanox, GecriopsAioK — OrPOMHBI, IMOPIIHBIT KOCMIIECKII 3aMBbICeTT —
§1 BerIOMYHAI0 $KIBHEPAI0CTHOIO IOHOLILY, CTOALLET0 Y CUAIOIIETO MOPH,

Taksxe rosoro, ¢ OLIYILEHNEM YTO OH BBIPOC, BO3HUK
13 BTOI BOMBI —
O, TOT CHHYIL, CMHWIA CaJl MVHYBIIINX THE,
ObenaBimi GbITH IIOOPOIHBIM IJIA BCEX MOMX MEUTAHIA,

He BajKHO KaKJX. A Tellepb 3Ta [IBeTOYHAA MaTpHLa, MATKII 3arap:
1 mor 6b1 yTOHYTB, ecot ObI 3aX0TeJ, B HAKOIMBIIIMXCA MEUTAX
JOCTUTHYB, TI03KaJTy1l, HEMHOIO OOJIBIIIETO, YEM TO, YTO MAJbYUMK

CTaJI My>KIVHON.

Beuep Takoit nosmHeit. Takoil nepenosHAonpni? — Kak MHe ce0st BecTv? —
1 cyoxy cpery 11BETOB, TOJIBII, 30BY IO-IIPEYKHEMY YapyIOLiee MOpe,
W momHyIMalo [030JI049EHHY0 PYKY HaJ| TOJ CHHE!, TOjt TeMHOJ, Haberaroresi BOTHOIL.

* Kamemnu, cycankssl — usetbl. Po3bl B CeepHoii Kaposmue moryTt usecru 10
caMoii no3Heil oceHu, 1axe 10 Aekadps. CTHXOTBOpPeHHE HANUCAHO OCEHBIO.
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lone 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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89

Uon C. O'Xapa

Tpu apyra 3umsl
wo, uuxy, oai

Ckaskure MHe, cocHa, 0amMOyK u cimBa,
YTO CJIeAyeT 3a OCEHLIO.

f xouy 3HATH, YTO JKJAET

MEeHsI, KOIJa I1aJaioT JIMCThSI,

obJiaka HAKaIJIMBAIOT CHET

U {1 CTOIO Ha MOCTY

[JIAAs BHU3 Ha BOJILI, OHU

X0JI0JJHEE, TIPO3payHee, YeM Oe3MOJBIE,
KOTOPOE MOXKET IJIUTHLCSA BCIO 3UMY,

He oberras

3eJIeHOTO 3aIlaxa COCHBI,

cBUCTALIEN ITecHr 6amMOyKa,

CJIAIOCTY CJIVBBI.
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Part lI: SOUL

GRIEF AND DEATH

”a bird is loose in the sanctuary”

Yacte Il. OYLUA

I'OPE U CMEPTbDH

"mrTuna 6beTca Ha agnTape”

&
-
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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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Cbro3aH bpotnu

Me:xay cTpok
AHHe AXMaTOBOMI

AxmaToBa,

TBOY TPYCTHbIE MOTUBBI BXOJAT
B Cep/ille KaK II0PbIB

BO3JlyXa I3 OKHA,

HACTEXKb PaCIIaXHYTOTO 3MMOIA.

Brezannaa octpast 00Jb [TOCTENIEHHO IPUTYILIAETCH,
a IIOTOM ThbI YK€ He YyBCTBYEllb ee —

9TO Kak JeJ Ha ITyOOKOM Iopese —

HIYETr0 He YyBCTBYelb,

HO paHa OCTaeTCH.

TbI oTZaBasa CBOe cephlie Tak

JIETKO: 1ap, CKOMKAaHHBIN

KaK HelIpOUYMTaHHOE JII0OOBHOE NIICHEMO,
BBIOPOIIIEHHOE B KAHABY,

U pa3MbIToe nobeJa

JIeJIEHALIVM JIOMKIEM.

Ho Tv1 gosxHOo ObITH IO3HAJIA
B3aJIMHYIO HEYKHOCTb.

IToromy uTo 6e3 pamocTy,

He OBIBaeT IrpycCTH.

Bes nokos, HeT TpPeBOIKHOCTH.
Bes g100BM, HET OMHOYECTBA,
[IOTEePY WJIV TOPH.

Bes 6o, HET ToTpebHOCTH

HBIPHYTb II0[ JIe[,

[OVIMaThb IIEPEJIMBAIOIIYIOCA PLIOKY —

U BBIOPOCUTD, UTOOBI BCE YBUJEJN €€,
JKUBYIO U HEBPEANMYIO,

KaK OHa JIOBUT IJIOTOK BO3AyXa, —

B XOJIOZHOM APKOM COJIHEYHOM 3aiiunKe.
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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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Kappu Nepcmmar

3ABBITBIM JETSIM
(CEPZILIA U PA3YMA)

S IPEJTAIO BAC ITAMSATH.
S1 TIOYNUTAIO BAC, IIPEBPATUBIINXCA B MYMUN,
3ABEPHYTBIX B EJIBA KACAIOIIMECSA MAPJIEBBIE OJEX/IbI

1 OTAAIKO BAC BUTUEPUEBBIM TIOMA3AHUAM
BAJIbB3AMAM PO30BOI'O JEPEBA 1 PACTUPAHNAM

S TIOCBITIAIO BAC MY[POI 3EJIEHOIO MAJIAXUTA
C JIOBABJIEHMEM TOJIYEHO JIABAH/IbI

S OBBMBAIO BAILM HOI'M LIEJIKOM, TTIPOITMTAHHBIM PO30BOI BOJIOK.

S HAKPYUYHMBALO ITOJIOCKH
KPACHOI'O ®EHXEJISI BAM HA TTAJIBIIbI

51 [IOKPBIBAIO BAC CBEXMMMU LIBETAMU I'APJEHUU,
BEJIBIMU JTWJINAMMU, 3EJIEHO-30JI0ThIMHM CTEBJISIMH MOJIOAOI'O BUHOI'PAJIA

51 3ABEPTBIBAIO BAC B CTPYSIIUICS
BAPXAT IIBETA UHJUTO

S PA3XKUTAIO BAIII TIOTPEBAJIbHBIN KOCTEP
KUIIAPUCOM

SBJIOHEN

MECKUTOM

51 BABIXAIO BAIII JIAJAH
BIIMTBIBAIO BAC KOPHAMU MOUX BOJIOC

S BTSTMBAIO BAC KOHUMKAMU ITAJIBIEB
1 PACCTWIAIO BAIII TIPAX JbIMYATONM IIAPOOBPA3ZHOIN OBOJIOUKOM

10 BCEMY CBETY.
YTOBbI BCE MOI'JIM AbIIIATH BAMU

BCE MOTI'JI1 BUJIETh BAC BO CHE
BCE MOI'JIM BAC 3HATbD.
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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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Bbaku Noynd MNubcoH

CruaaapiBas ciaakuii kaprodesb HA XpaHeHHe

OHa 3aHMMAaJIach 9TUM BeCh JIeHb, OHU

C CBIHOBbSAMI Pas3rpysKaJii TEJIEHKKY, CKJIaAbIBaJIN B Kydy
COJIHEYHO-KPACHBIE KIIYOHM, IIOJKJIAIbIBAJIN

JUIVHHBIE COCHOBBIE UT'OJIKY MEMKAY CJIOAMH,

4T00BI KAPTO(EIMHBI XPAHUINUCEH B IIPOXJIAZIe, CYXOCTH,
He J1aBaJIl POCTKOB, BBIKAIIBIBAJIY KaHABKY JIJIA CTOKA BOAbL. B nexabpe,
OHM BBIKOITAIOT 6aTaThl TBepJble KaK ee pykKa,

MIOJPKApAT X B [IeUKe OTallJIMBaeMoi ApoBaMy,

KOXKypa CTaHeT XPYCTAILeN 1 YepHOIL.

C gesoBeueckuii poct, KapTodeabHad

ropa II0X03Ka Ha OTPOMHOE 4peBO Ha CHOCAX.

Kasaeiit pas, korma AUTA YXOOUT WK YMUPAET,

JacTuily ce0s OHa XOPOHUT 3€ECh...

B ToT rox, Korzja oH JiesKaJl B IIOCTEJNM C abCIieccoM,
HIUETO He 0CTaBaJIOCh JlesIaTh KaK

OTKa4uMBaTh I'HOM, IIOUThb €I0 BUHOTPAHBIM COKOM.
Ceitgac oHa criuT cama 1o cebe, BCTaeT

4yTb 3a0PE3KUT PACCBET, IOPKHET B JOMAIIIHEE IIJIaThe,
HaJleHeT MY’KCKOe NaJbTo, DOTMHKY, U UJEeT

B noste. Korpa ona norepana

BEPXHIOIO (paJIaHTy yKas3aTeJJIbHOTO IaJIbLia,

KO’Ka CJI0AMM 3aTAHYJIaCh. ..

OH y1u1es ¢ IBIIIHOI I1€BEJIOPOIL,

OCTaBUB €11 BCe 3TO.

Ona nesaeT Bce, TOJIBKO He IalleT —

00pabaThIBaeT XJIOMYATHUK, KYKYPY3Y, Hape3aeT CaXapHbIii TPOCTHIK
JJIs IIpecca, OKy4dMBaeT

KapTOIIKY II0Ka He Pa3JOMUTCS CIIMHA.
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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.



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl

929

Jaxke ee IeBOUKM He 3HAIOT KaK OHA CTPajaa

B TOJ| KOTZa *KJiaJsa, TOJIbI CIIyCTA.

ITocTess TpoHyTadA ero O0JIE3HBIO KOT/IA-TO XPaHUIa
CJIAJIKYI0 ICTOMY UX JIFOOOBHOTO OTHA.

O=na npocelIriaeTcs HOYbIO, IPOTATUBAET PYKY

uToOBI HaiiTy ero. OHa cTapaeTcs He 3aMedaThb

0oJib B maxy, crpebaeTr B Ky4y HEBbICKA3aHHBI ITbLI,
XOPOHUT BCE YTO KOTZA-TO UyBCTBOBAJIA,
yTpamOoBbIBaeT, 00y4as CBOMX Jjouepeii

XOPOHUTHL 00JIb, CJION 3a CJIOEM,

XPaHUTB ee IIyDOKo, U UX Jodepert,

M UX Jo4Yepell U Tak Jajiee; HUKOTAA

HE MeuTad 4TO OJHAXKJbI 3Ta 60JIb YKOPEHUTCH,
CJIOBa IIpopacTyT B ramHe [InaMonTa,

3aII0I0T 3€JIeHOI IT0POCJIBIO.

3nuzabem Cmae
Teso noMHUT

{1 aukorza He Buesa 4YTOOBI MO OTeI] IIJIaKaJl, XOTH 5
BUJIeJIa KaK CJIe3bl HABOPAYMBAMNCH B YIOJIKAX

€ro I'J1a3 ¥ KaTWUJINCh II0 IIIeKaM.

"HepT mobepn”, TOBOPMI OH OOBIYHO, BBITHPAA JIUIIO0
pasMoKIIMM OyMasKHBIM ILTAaTKOM. ”§1 He miagy.

JT10 BCce n3-3a JekapcTsa”’. Hakonen MHUMEBIE

cJIe3bl IIPEKPaTUIINCh, HO Ha4aJlo IOIIAJMBATh CEP/ILIE:
SKUIKOCTD CKaIlJIBAJIACh B TeJe, PacIlyXaJju

JIOKTH, JIONBIKKY, KosieHn. Koska, pacTanyTas 1o
KpaifHOCTH, JIOTIAJIach, — Ha HOBBIX OeJIbIX IMOIYIIKAX,
KOTOpbIEe A MOAKJIAbIBAJIA IO PYKU U HOTH,
OCTaBaJINCh IIATHA. ByATO BCIIOMMHAA

BCIO IIe4aJjib, KOTOPYIO OH CIEPIKMBAJI, ET0 TEJIO IIIAKAJIO.
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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.

e
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3nuzabem Cmae

Crpana*
Moemy omuy

ITocsie Toro, kak TBOe TeJsio 3abpasn,

1 oTKpBIBaIO 3aTEMHEHHBIE OKHA

VI nopaskaroch ripu Buzie OyicTBa Imaes
IIbAHO JKY2KIKAIIMX HAJ| [IOJIEBBIMY ITBETAMI,
PacCTyIIMMM Ha CKJIOHE XOJIMA.

Ko npursacni 3Tux niakaabiKoB?
Kro pa3bun sToT 11BeTHCTHII can

Ha KaMeHMCTOI rmouse?

IIpuBsizaHHBIN K CBOEMY KICJIOPOY,

TBI TOJIKHO OBITH OTKPBLI OKHO

u pa3bpocan cemeHa —

TIOJIHBIN PEIIMOCTH IIOCeATb YTO-HUbyIb
elle pas —

[IyCTh JajKe [JIA ITYEJHOTO POos.

* B 3TOM CTHXOTBOPEHHH aBTOP PacCKa3bIBaeT 0 CBOMX YyBCTBAX, KOTOPbIe OHA
HCOBITANIA cpa3y e Nocje cMepTu cBoero otua. CymiecTByeT nosepne, 4To,
ecJIH 4e/IaM He paccKka3aTb 0 TOM, YTO KTO-TO yMep, OHH OyAYT poutbesi. B
TO BpeMmsl, koraa Jum3ader Crar nucaja 3T0 CTUXOTBOPEHHE, OHA He 3HAj1a
00 2TOM moBepbe.
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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.

e
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Jly MpuH

IIponoBenn

Koner aume1 n 6yaro

nTuiia Obercs

Ha aJTape, U3 BUTPAKHOTO CTEKJa

KPBLJIO CBeTa

cuHee yeM OepJMHCKasA Ja3yphb CAAUTCA CHOBA

U CHOBA Ha MO€ ILIaThe

Yy KOJIEHA TaK 4YTO MHEe He BCTAThb Ha KOJIEHU

KOTJla HaYMHAeTCA lIepPKOBHAA

ciry»k0a 3a yrokoii. JleHmmHa ono3asIas

Ha OorocJryskeHye TporaeT MeHs 3a ILJIed0 U OT
yIuBJeHuA nogHuMaet 6posu. He oTBiekasach

{1 CTOPOHIOCH 1 TIO3BOJIAL0 elt mpolitu. Bemomuuaro "CaHKTyC”,
” Aruert Bosxuit”* u noro. IloMepKHYBITINIT CBET

OT CBeY COTPEBAET PACIIATHE

TIOKa CBAIIEHHYK I'OBOPUT O IIOCJIeJHET HOUM MOETO ApyTa
3[lecb Ha 3eMJle, 00 yTelleHny KOTOpoe IPUIILIO KaK
MOJIUTBA U3 JETCTBA, O IputoTe™™

U IPUCTAHUIIE B €TO JIOME

IJle ero JKeHa Cujesa pAIOM C HUM y OKHA

U OHJ BMECTE CMOTPEJN

uepes TOJIIIY JIECOB HA Bedep

KOT'ZIa Ha4aJI IIaJiaTh CHer

¥ YCIIOKOEHHBIN OH OTOIIIeJ B MUP MHOIL.

* "Cankryc" n "Arnen boxuii" — yacTu KaTo/IMYecKoii MecChI.

** Peub nner 06 oprannsanun (hospice), koTopasi nocpliIaeT CBOMX JIOJ€i 115
OKa3aHHsl MIOMOLIH TeM, KTO YMHPaeT, YTO0ObI X CMePTh ObllIa 'yMaHHOI,
YTOOBI 00JIErYMTH 00JIb H YTEIHTh POJCTBEHHUKOB.
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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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Banepu MaklOaH

Beccn Paii

Y Beccu Pait 6b110 ueThIpe aHresa,

HO OJITHOTO OHa oTzaJsa KaposmHe Korza ymep JeAyllKa.
Beccy mpeKkpacHO 3KUJIOCh ¥ ¢ TPEMA aHTeJIaMMI.

Eit He ObL10 HYKTbI MMeTh OOJIbLIIE.

Wnorga Bce Tpoe 1minM BMecTe C Hell BO ABOD,

roToM 00paTHO, 3a KOJIOJIEL] BO3JIE Cajia.

B npyroe Bpems, oHU OTABIXAMM, 3HAA i€ OHA ObLIA U JKIAJIN,
[I0Ka OHA He [I0YyBCTBYET HY K/Ibl B HUX.

Y Beccu Pait 6b110 Tpu aHredsa,

HO OHa OTjaJsa ofHoro JI3xeliH korja ceMbd Iepeexasa Ha Cesep,
Beccy mpekpacHO $KUJIOCh U ¢ ABYMA aHTeJIaMI.

Eit He Ob1710 HY K IbI UMETH OOJIbIIIE.

VlHOTHa, OHM cuesu C Hell, IO3IHMM BedepoM Ha Teppace,
KOoJIMOpH CBeTa HABEBAJIM BOCIIOMMHAHNA,

OTYero OHa II0BOPAYMBaJa roJIOBY M CJIYIIAJA,

KOTJ]a OHM CO3/]aBaJI/ 3 TEMHOTHI YJIBIOKY.

Y Beccu Pait 6bLi10 1Ba aHreJa,

HO OHA OTJIaJIa OJJHOTO PyT — HUKTO He JOJKEH KUTh B OJJMHOYECTBE.
Beccu npekpacHo KIUI0Ch U C OTHUM aHTEJIOM.

Eit He Ob1710 HY K IbI UMETEH OoJIbIIIE.

VHorma, oHM BMecTe Opomumiy IO cany.

OHM HETOPOIIMBO IIPOTYJIMNBAJIVICH HEBUIVIMO JEPIKACh 33 PYKH,
BeTep YHOCUJI OJHOTOJIOCEI pa3roBOp

TPeM TepIIeJMBbIM aHTeJaM, KOTOpbIe KA.

Beccn Paii BcTpeTnsack ¢ ApyrMy aHTeJIaMy,
U C TeX IIOp KaK caMa CTaJla aHreJioM, OHa CJIeLyeT
3a MHOJ JIETKVUM 00JIAYKOM IT0 HOYHOMY HeOy.

1 uny, u Ha Moeit pyKe JIEKUT ee pyKa.
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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.
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Gapbapa lNpecHen

Ha xyxHe Mbl YMCTHM CTPY4YKH (hacosiu

OHM HaCBITAIOTCA MOTMJIBHBIM XOJIMMKOM Ha IIEPBYIO CTPAHUILY
CBEXKEl ra3eThl,

3aKpbIBasd M3BECTHE, YTO ITIOBECUJIV COJIIATa,

[I0/IBSI3aB €r0 KaK OKOPOK, B KAKOW-TO JTaJIeKoii CTpaHe.

Mosa matb, 6a0y1ka, TeTa u 4.

MbeI cpe3aeM CO CTPYUKOB TOJIOBKH,

OuniiaeM CTBOPKY U pesKeM MX 3eJIEHYIO IJIOTh Ha YaCTH —

Kak (paJIaHTM IaJIbIEB, YTOOBI IPUTOTOBUTD YKIH.

i coymiaio, Ioka OHM FOBOPAT IIPO Pak,

KaKk BHe3aIllHo UM 3ab0JeBaroT, Kak OH ObICTPO pa3BUBaeTCH,
kak ['epbepr Koyms nocamni KyKypysy

Ha CKJIOHE CBOEr0 XOJIMa 3a JIBe HeJleJn

JIO CBOEJI CMEPTH, KaK CTapbIi OTeJb,

Xy Kak IIJIeTb B 3TO BOCKpPeCeHbe B LIEPKBI,

He IIPOTAHET JI0JITO.

Y apI6unBOe JIUII0 COJIATa CMOTPUT HA MEHS

CKBO3b CTPYUYKU B Moeli ky4de. OTTUCKY ero ri1as
CTaHOBATCS BJIAMKHBIMM OT OTOPOHON POChI HA CTPYUYKAX.
Ero xoxa cmsargaercs. OH 0HOIIA,

B BO3PACTe MOErO ChbIHA, PYKU U HOTU

KaK HEeJKHBbIE CTPYYKM, OOPBIBAOIIMIT (DaCOJIb

co crebJelt, mperkae UeM IPUIET

[10Pa OSBUTHCS CEMEHIA,

MEI ceMbs $KEHIINH,

CTaBIIINX CTapIIIe, YEM JyOBI.

Kaxmoe meto Mbl unctuM cTpydKu pacosn

cpesas IJIoX1e MecTa

OCTPBIM HOKOM. Baby1ika nesaet 5To

MeJJIeHHee HaC — CTPYYKM YacTO IIPOCKAJb3bIBAIOT
MESKLY €€ TOJICTBIMM [TaJIbI[aMM CJIMUIITKOM YacTO

f *xny cMepTH, — roBOpMJIA OHA MHe

IIBa IHA Haszaj BeuepoM. Terepb oHa TOBOPUT,
KaKoll BKYCHOI1 Oyzer aTa ¢acoib

C JIOJKKOJI TOIIJIEHOTO CaJia ¥ KyCKOM

xJieba 13 KyKypPY3HOI MYKH.
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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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Kampu+ Paccen BapHc

OHMU VJIETEJIN

Mougqozble ckBOpPILIBI yyIeTEIN

CEerofHA OOVH 3a IPYTUM

U3 THe3/la MEKIY

CTOMKOI U KapHM30M Teppachl.
Kasxkneni ron B TeueHue mecatn jet
TaM FHe3VJINCh IITULIDI,

U C KaXKIbIM JIeCATUIIeTVEM MO MaTh
npubJKaIach K CBOEMY CTOJIETHIO.

B o1 ocraBumMecs Hemem NTUIA-MATh

3a60TIMBO MeTaJsach U3 THE3AA BO ABOD,

BO3BpalllaJach C eJ0i CBUCAOIeN

3 KJ0Ba —

JIJI IIPOH3UTEJILHO IMILIAIINX YKEeITOPOTHIX OIIEPUBIINXCA CKBOPYAT.

B Te Hepenu mbicsn MaTepu
YHOCUJIVICH B IaBHO IIPOILIEIINE,
3a0bIThIE BCEMM BPEMEHA.

VImeHa cyetanu c ee ycT u

He HaXOAMJIY IIPUIOTa Ha BTOi 3eMIe.

”"Mawma, namna, JI3k0H” — MX TaBHO y:Ke HeT.

Ona Bo3Bpalaercsa B peajbHOCTb

"Yro sT10? CRamure, KTo 310?”

€e CJIOBA JIOHOCATCA M3/IAJIEKa.

Tenepb 5T0 TOMBKO "¥YX” — KaK y COBBI.
N "Kyy” — Kak y rosyoxmu.
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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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lMayna bnaksern

HAKPAXMAJIEHHBIN AHTEJ

OHa Ha3bIBaJIa €€ IMEHEM JI0Ue .
Crapas HETPUTSAHKA,

Ee Temnas kosxa,

Orpy0eBIine pyxu.

Moutofiast TEMHOKOKAA sKEHIIHA

B maxpaxmasenHoit 6es10i1 (pOpMEHHOI 0/IeMKTE
Hep:xana ee pyKy, HESKHO IIOIJIAsKMBasA
HatpyxeHnnsle namonn.

OHa HasbIBaJIa ee

VImenem nouepu MHOTO pas

C Tex 1mop Kak OHa IIOCTYINUJIA

IITecTs MecsAIeB Ha3al.

Ho cerogus

Korpa cepaeunniit MorMTOp ObETCA
MenJjieHHO KaK HMKOIIa

OHa cupmesia TaM ¥ OTBEYaJIa.

MeI ceropuaa nagem 3a MOKyIKaMu, OMu?
Hda, Mama, MbI TIO7I71EM.

OHa 3BaJsa OMU MHOTO pas.

OMI peZKO IPUXONIa HABECTUTD €€,
Bce He xBaTaso BpeMeHu.

Ceronusa OymeT peKpacHblil eHb, OMMI.
CepieyHbII MOHUTOP

MepiienHo obeTes.

OHa yyTb CUJIbHEE CORMMAET MOJIOAYIO PYKY.

MoakeT ObITh MBI CXOAVM B MarasmH e TKaHu, OMI.

C1eit HOBoe ILIaThe.

Brerca Mennenno Brerca

1 x0uy 4TOOBI ThI XOPOIIIO BBITJIAZEA HA TAHIAX.
Brerca

Ha, Mawma. CmacubGo.

Buenne npexpartaercs.
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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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Pebekka [Jx. DuHY

OJIMH JEHDb U3 KU3HU

SpJI JIEMKUT IIJIAIIIMSA Ha CIIVIHE,

€ro KOJKa X0JIOgHa KaK OCEHHAA 3eMJIA,

IIOCHHeJIa KaK OKTﬂ6prKO€ HE60, Ha KOTOpO€ OH CMOTPUT,
HO HE BUOUT.

Ewmy emte Her u mectugecaru,

OH OBIBAJIO 3KAPWI

IIOPOCAT Ha OTHE MeJJIeHHO J0 IIOJIHOV TOTOBHOCTH,
BBIPAIIMBAJI JVICTOBYIO KAITyCTy BEJIMYMHON C KOTeJI.

OH npoBogun cy66oty

CO CBOMM YETBIPEXJIETHUM BHYKOM.

EnBa mBurasice, JaTaJ [oJi B capae,

TJIe CTOAJT CTapEHBKUIL TPAKTOP.

Habpocan nonaToii 1ieMeHT, ja TaK 1 OCTaBIII €TI0,
He BBIPOBHSAB.

Opun,

pebeHOK 3anupaeTcs B JoMe
U SKJTET.

YeTbIpe vaca, IATH YaCOB.

3aKaTHOe COJIHIIE OCBEIIAeT JINIIO,
PYMSIHAT CHHEBY.

CyukoBaToe J1IepeBo HECET

OpeMs II0I0B.

Bpewms oT BpeMeHn ofHa Ipylila MIagaer,
TPEBOKA JIMIIIb

oc 3a paboToit

Ha/Jl PBIXJION 3eMJel.
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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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3nnu [enbto

3UMHUHA PHIBOJIOB

Ms=oro pas ora cMOTpeJsia Kak OH YXOIWJI.

Co cBouMMt ynoukaMu

W maskuBKaMy,

Co cBoeit KMpKO

I 6ypaBom,

B cnoax omesxnawr,

YHOCHA 3aBTpak

B KapMaHax,

e,

OpmmHoKas durypa Ha Jb1y.

MHoro pa3 oHa cMOTpeJia KaKk OH BO3BPAIIAJICA.
Korpa o yxoawi ceronusa,

Osna noresioBaJia ero,

Kax ona sT0 nmesasia MHOTO pas mpeskie.
OHa mo11e510BaJIa €T0 CETOTHA

C Kakoii-To rpycCThIo,

He B cunax ero o0HATS,

IToromy uTO OHA 3HAJA, YTO OH HE BEPHETCH.
OH He B34J 3aBTPAaK.
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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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BoHHu Matkn

baboymkun qom

Ee nyma norpebena BHU3Y
BMECTE C IIeIIJIOM ee JIOMa;
UX DHEPTUM CHOBA COEIVHUIINCE.

Omna Tak HUKOTOa W He y3HaJla, 9TO OIOMa HE CTaJio,
COXpaHMJIa €ro HETPOHYThIM B cBoel IIaMATH,
He BH1JieJia BCEIIOIJIOIIIAIOIIIEero II0osKapa.

ToJBKO CIIYyYMJIOCH BCe HE B TOM IOPAMAKE, KAaK JOJLKHO OBITH; JOM
JIOJ3KeH ObLI YMEPETh IIOCJIEe e CMEPTH,
a He TOrJa, KOTJa B HeM ellle Obliu JKUBLI €€ TYMBL.

Mogoznas TpaBa CIAMILIKOM 3eJIeHa,
ee OyitHasA MOPOCJIb €IMHCTBEHHbI 3HAK
YTO 371eCh KOTAA-JM00 YKMUJIO YTO-TO ellle.

f Xouy OTMEeTUTB 3TOT IIyTh AJA Hee
3ByKaMu TpyObl Apxanresa ['aBpumia, HO MOKeT OBITh
BeTpa B TpaBe — JIOCTATOYHO.
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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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Kesun MaklosuH
I'epuatpus

Korza BeI cTaHOBUTECH CTAPBIM,
VImenno cmapwim,

VI Te KokTeiiu HAYMHAIOT
Paspymate Bar opranusm,

V1 y Bac HUKOrO HeT,

Brul oOHapy:xuBaeTe 60JI€3HDb

VI BocripuHMMAaeTe ee Kak HeM30eKHOCTS.
3aTeM, Korla Bbl CTapeeTe ellle 4yTbh-4yTh,

Br1 HaxouTe B HEM CKPBITOE OJIATOCJTIOBEHNE,
Brl HaunHaeTe neTh. VI BBI 5TO mesaeTe

Jlo camoit MOTTAJIBI.

I xorpa BBI IOeTe, TaM BHUIY,

Y Bac HeT HUYEro, KpoMe TOro H6JarocJOBeHN,

VI Toro kak OHO OTpa’KaeTCs BO BCEM BallleM YCBLIXAIOIIEM TeJE.
Taxk 4TO KOrjia Bl IIPEBPAIIIAeTECh B IIPAX,

To OJsrarocsioBeHME OCTAeTCs HABEYHO, U ITOET caMo 110 cebe.

IToxoponsbt

Ho 3mmb! Ob11M Temible: OBLIO JIETKO

Komarts BroryOn Ha 111€CTE (OyTOB B eKabpe

IToka JsromaTa He HATBIKAJIACh HA OCTAaTKU CTAporo rpoba
B ocesmeit 3emae —

Torga MbI OTOABUHYJIMCh Ha TPU QPyTa U KOIIAJIN
CHosga,

CJI0BHO UCKaJM COKPOBUIIE UM HEPTH

JoOBITH KOTOpPBIE Y HAC HUKOTJA He ObLIO CIJI,

Komanu B Heppax 3emiy, B I03KHYIO CTOPOHY,
B T0, uTO ocTasmock 0T ymMmparoiiein KoKy Halllell MaMbl.
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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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VI moskeT ObITH 8Cce 9MO ITIOKA3HOE,

Bca pra mrymmuxa Hag TpyHoM,

Vlnn moskeT OBITH IIPOCTO HAIlle paHEHOe CaMoJIobue
OTpaskeHHOE B IIOTPECKABIIIEMCA 3€pKaJIe

Boemysknaer Hac MosuThea: ['ocnodu,

Cxoavko sce ewe pa3 da npocmumcs Ham?

Cemw pas? Vau cemvOecam pas no cems? VI ceMb JieT cTpagaHmii?
CewMmb JeT — 4TOOBI TEJIO IIPEBPATUIIOCE B IIPaX.

VI Bce-Takm MBI BCTaeM paHo,

Knagem ranmx mo0uMbIX Ha Ipo0OBYIO TOCKY — CTApPYIO ABEPD
VI moxprIBaeM Bce BaToii,

Coopy:xaeMm rpob, kak OyaTo

Boaasuraem mom. K nosynaio

MegI Bce IbSAHBI, U CBAILIEHHUK TOMXKE,
A Muccucumnm CTaHOBUTCH ropsadee
Korpa pasropaercsa gens.

ITomobHO mKeHTIBEMEHY,
CMepTh XOJIOJTHO-BEKJIVBA,

¥Y:ixe mOOMBIIINCH 9TOTO JOJITOMKIAHHOTO JIapa.

Cbto3aH CHoOeH

IloxoponHoe pemeHue

9rto He Mama

u He ITama Tam BHU3Y.

OTOT HATPOOHBI KAMEHb TOBOPUT
TakK, HO f 3HAIO, YTO BTO

IIPOCTO KOCTH B Irpo0ax.

He 3ambIkaiiTe MeHA B
3emie. COKIMTe MEHs, YTOOLI
[ MOIJIa TIOAHATHCA U TTAPUTH
Ha BOJIHAX BeTpa.
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TRANSIENCE

"what all the crumbling monuments say”

BPEHHOCTD

”4TO TOBOPAT BCE BETIIAIOIIVE TTaMATHUKNA
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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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Yapnb3 bnakbepH, mnadwul

Tpyont

Ha nosopore,
papbl BBICBEUMBAIOT UX,
CJIOBHO PACKpBITBEIE PTHI, B AyOOBOII poIIlE,
OHJ TOPIOIOT O IOMe
KOTOPBII OHY IIOTEPATINL.

B ngasnnaeM KoHIle
TI0JIA
OHU CTOAT 000COOJIEHHO,
XOJIOZHBIE alTapy yMepllei
BEpBI.

TpecuyBime 00eMCKU ITOM
3eMJIM I'7ie TTOCeIIACh MIJIa
IIOXO0KM Ha SKYTKME XPOHOMETPEI
cpeny IBETYILEro
Tabaka, }KeJTOBATO-KOPUIHEBOII COM,
APOBOA IIIIEHNITEL.

Vlnsa crapoit noporoi yepes
JIec,
TBI CJIyYallHO HaTaJIKMBAEIIbCA Ha HUX Ha
TIOJISIHE U
CJIBIIINIIL UX TJIyXMe CTOHBI Ha

BETpy.

OHM roBOPAT TO, YTO TOBOPAT BCE
BeTIIAIOININE
maMATHUKY: HeBO3MOKHO IOCTPOUTE JIOM,
HaINMCATh CTUXOTBOPEHNE, YKUTD UK JIIOOUTD
BJIOBOJIb.

B koHIIe KOHIIOB OHM CTAHOBATCA IPUIOTOM JIJIA IITULI,
OIIOPOIA, 38 KOTOPYIO LEIJIAITCA
MyCKaTHBIVI BUHOTPAT,
Kynsy*
JIVKasd po3a U $KMUMOJIOCTb.

* Kyazy — BbloIIleecsl pacTeHHe, HMIOpTupoBanHoe 3 Kuras oxoio 50 ser
TOMY Ha3aj ISl Haca:KAeHuil B10JIb aBToMarucTpajieid. OHO BLIOMJIOCH M3-110]1
KOHTPO/Ifl, O4YeHb CHJIBHO Pa3pociioch, Aaxe 3aryomio aepeBbs. OHO cTasio
BpeauteseM. MiHoraa Takue Tpyobl CIUIOIIb YBUTHI ITHM PACTEHHEM, H HX

MOKHO HE¢ YBUJETH COBCEM.
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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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oxxeppu OOCOH

34 KOCTAMH

Cobaxu 3a KOCTSIMIU.

CouJHIle HAYMHAET CBOIO AYTY.

JlyHa nojiMasachk B JIOBYILIKY JepeBa,
U CHOBA £ CJIBIITY KPUK IITUIIBL,
KOTOPBIN A CJIBIIIAJ IIPOIIJION HOYBIO
U BCe ellle He MOTy

OIIPENETIUTb.

Tsasxesnble onexabl,

TyAAT ABUTATEJI MallllH,
BBIXJIOII KaK JIbIXaHIeE,
MIOKPBITAs POCOI TpaBa U CTaJb.
Pasrosop BeIKONIAHHBIN U3 3eMJIN
OYKMBaeT M3 MOJIYaHNd,

B KOMbSIX CBIPOJ 3€MJII.

IITropm mposxnuToro,
M3MEeHYMBBIN, HECYILUIICS 110 KPYTYy,
3TO BCE YTO OTAAJIAET

MOTWILY.

Cobakn 3a KOCTAMMA,
COJIHIIE, JIyHAa
3aBUCIIIasA B IEPEBE

" 30B IITUIIBI, KOTOPbI
s1 CJIyILIAJ BCIO HOYb

" HE MOT IIPeJICTaBUTh
€e OIepeHne.
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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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Anuszabem K. bypzecc

JABAHJIA
JUISE
MAJEHBKOI'O UMIIEPATOPA

f cusky ceirgac

B DTOIl HEMPUCIIOCOOJIEHHOI KaayIIKe
CJIerKa IIOOTPeTOi BOABI

" caayuiaro 0e3’KaJIoCTHRIE

3aBbIBaHNA BETpaA.

Hoxxnb bapabaHuT

U TOHKOJ CTPYMKOM TedeT CKBO3b IPOXYIMBIIIYIOCS
YepenyHyI0 KPbILILY

B MOJi COOCTBEHHBIN af.

Cs. Esnena, 5T0T HEOOMUTaeMbIit

KOILIIMap, OCasKJIeHHAsA KPbICAaMM TOYKA

B IIEHTPeE I03KHOJ 9acTu

ATJaHTUKHU, 3Ta COBEPILIEHHO
fecnofHaA YaCTb YMCTUIIMIIA,

HOCUT Me€Hd, KaK o0Jeraoras

KO)KaHad IlepyaTka,

[I0JaBJIAET BCe, KPOMe BOCIIOMIHAHUIA.
VI3 Bcero, yero MHe He XBaTaeT, —
MOUX OCTPOYMHBIX APY3€el, IIpPeKpacHbIX JlaM,
DJIETAHTHBIX DAHKETOB, MOETO IIOPTHOTO,
6urs, mobenm, —

MOJIyMaTh TOJIbKO! —

Bosbiite Bcero MHe He XBaTaeT JaBaHALI!
IITecTbaecaT drakoHOB JaBaHIOBOI BOJIBI
B MecCHIl, BBINTOJ MHe Ha TOJIOBY

U IJIeY) B BAHHOI]!

Kakas pockorrn!

I mymas, uro Osaroyxatorye

KOJIOCOBUIHBIE COIBETH A, KOJIEOJIIOIIIecs [0 BETPOM
noJisa PpaHuumn

OyayT mymTheA OECKOHEYHO.
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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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LoH 3eaHc Padgopd
Habmoaas kak MO AANOHCKHE CTYAEHTHI ye3KalT

Korna pebernox B Bopreo

BIIEPBBIE KACAETCs 3eMIIN,

3TO OIIACHOE BpeMd,

II03TOMY €Tr0 MaTh KJIOXYeT M YCIIOKauBAET ero TyITy
IIpesKJie 4eM OHa CMOJKET CJIEeTETb C yCT

ee pebeHKa B 3eMJIIO.

Hamwm pymm ynerarmoT Bo cHe

U X HEBO3MOXKHO BEpPHYTb MHauUe, Kak

pa3bpocaB 3epHa 10J] KBOXTaHbe MATEPYUHCKOI AYIII, 30BYILIEH 11X JOMOIL.
IITuna-nayma B nosere

3HaeT CBOI puC.

1 He pasOpackIBasa puc

U He 3BaJjia NYIIM CBOMX IITEHIIOB,

KOTJ]a OHY BIIepBBIe CTYIIMIIN Ha 3eMJito FOra.

{1 moxaseIBasa UM, KaK IIBETET MarHOJNA

U KaK 3aCyIINTb KJIEBEP C YETHIPbMA JUCTOYKAMIY,
KaK [IPaBMJIbHO HAMMCATh 0JIar0apCTBEHHOE MIICHMO,

a Tellepb UX AINOHCKME MaTepy 30BYT UX AYILIN
o0OpaTHO Ha 3amaj] Tyza, Iie HaunHaeTcs BocTok.
Omnn pasbpocasy cBoe 3epHO.

Mou nTeHIBI yIeTaioT Ha 3araf,

BBIIMPAIOT IIyX M3 MOEro rHe3.a,

BBIPBIBAIOT IIEPhs U3 MOEN I'Pyan,

OCTaBJISIOT MEHA C TOPCTKOIL

OyMasKHBIX YKYPaBJIVIKOB.

* CymecTByeT noBepbe, YTO KjIeBep ¢ YeThbIPbMs JTUCTOUKAMH — UX O0BLIYHO TPH —
NPHHOCHT CYACThe. AMEPHKAHCKHE PeOSITHIIKA OXOTHO MIIYT €ro.
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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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CmuseH Haym

Moii Manenbkuii I'opon

Mpeicsi 0 Tebe pByTCA B MOeH nyiie, Kak 60MObl HaJseTa,
MaTepUaNn3ysach U3 HUOTKYAA, BHE3AIIHO U TUXO,
CcTUpAas ¢ JUla 3eMJI OeJIble LU U Cagbl Po3
MAaJIeHbKOT'O TOPOJIKA, KOTOPBIN f IOCTPOMI — C JIFOOOBBIO,
CBOMIMU PYKaMU —
A IPUTBOPSAIOCH, YTO BCe XOopo1io. ['ne Obl a4 HU mpATascH,
KasKeTCA ThI Be3Jie OTHIIIeIb MeHs, ¥ MOKeT ObITb A 3TOro
X04y, MOKeT ObITb
yOeIMBIIINCDH, YTO BCE XOPOIIO U B IOPANKE,
£ X049y C KPMKaMM IIPOMYATLCA I10 IepeBeHCKOI IIJIOTaM,
OIIPOKMIBIBAA IIAXMATHbBIE CTOJIBI, TOPIIKK C XPU3aHTEMAMIH,
TIOZT BUBT CODAK, JEPralolMX CBOUX APEMIIIOLINX X037EB
CO CTYJIbEB.
Becesblit masay mo3saj MeHA BIIepe]] B IIPOIILIoe —
¥YBBI, TBOE CcepAlle JOJIKHO YMEPEThb, YTOOBI C BUIIHU
OITaJI JIETIECTKHA.
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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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bapbapa [x. Matiep

MPOJIETAS HAJT WINIMHOMCOM

Toponckas nerBopa B OKpysKeHUN
HaJIeKHBIX 3a60POB,
II0J, IIPMICMOTPOM cocefiei],

MBI MYaJINCh Ha IIYCTHIPH,
KOTOpPBIE MBI Ha3bIBAJIV NPEPUIMU,
3aIIyIIeHHbIe YYaCTKM 3€MJIM C COPHAKAMH,

yCesHHbIE 3aPIKABEBIINMY KOHCEPBHbIMI OaHKaMMU,
CTapbIMM LUIMHAMMY, YbUM-TO MYCOPOM —
TaM ObLI Jaske mpores 6esbix Kak MeJs 3y0oB. ..

1 obbruHO IpencTaBiAia cebe Kak OHMU JIA3TAIOT
KorJia OpoJAT 110 3eMJIe
B IIOMCKaX IIMPOKO Pa3MHYTOTO PTa.

B mammx npepuax
MBI TBOPMJIM TO, YTO 3aIIPEIAJIOCh:
3aKalbIBa/IM B 3€MJII0 UysKIE UIPYILIKM,

IIpeBpalllaJiiCh B MHIENIIEB,
KOTOpPbIe BOMHCTBEHHO OTILJIACHIBAJIN BOKPYT
OyuIyIOIero KocTpa, pasosKsKeHHOTO

YKpPaJeHHbIMI CIIMYIKaMI.
W mbr yOuBasm BpeMsa Urpon
B MY, 3aIllycKay OyMasKHBIX 3MeeB,

HAXOJMJIU 3ME U ITyTrajn
00S3JIMBBIX MaMalll
BO BpeMs Y2KIHA.

CeronHa A co3eprialo ¢ BBICOTHI TO,
uTto Korga-To 0n110 [IITatom IIpepuit* —
ceifyac BCe B IIOCTPOIKax 1 00KUTOE —

MIPEICTABJIIAI MHJENIIER, MUYAIMXCA HA CBOUX JIOIIAIKAX,
KOPMYHEBOE MOpe OyIiBOJIOB

B3JILIMAIOIIIEECs, OCeJaroIee.

* Nnnunoiic no-npe:xnemy Ha3biBaloT LlItatom Ilpepunii, xoTst B HeM ocTasioch
04YeHb HEMHOTO OTKPBITBIX MPOCTPAHCTB.
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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.

e
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Gapbapa CaHoepc

IItnuka-Kosaokoaen™

KpoxorHas nraiika-KoJ0KoJel] 04eHb MaJia U IIyTJMBa — He YBULETb —
3aJieTesia B oM. Paznmaerca

BBICOKMIII TPOH3UTENbHbI KPUK U KPBLIbsA ObIOTCA

10 CTEKJy, HO, KOTJa A 000paduuBaioch ¥ CMOTPIO, YeMOJIaH

HauMHAET OTKPLIBATBCA U 3aKphIBaThCA. 1 ciryckaroch

II0 CTYIIEHbKaM YTOOBI IPOBEPUTDL OeJibe B MalllMHe, ¥ OHA
HOPOBUT KJIIOHYTh MO0 HOry. I cobupatoch ciestaTb yOOpKy B
rapase JI0 IIpUXO0Ja 3VIMbI, HO KaXKJblil pa3 Korja f

TyZa 3aX0Ky, OTPOMHBIN KpyTAIMiica aitn™* kaTuresa us
IBEPY IIOTOM BHM3 II0 YJIMIIE, XJIONas

KapTO4YKaMU U ITyTasd JIeTel. ¥Yixe

Ha4aJjo OCeHN, U IIayKM IJIeTYT [1ayTUHbI

B KQXKJIOM yIJaIy. fl HakpyumnBalo MOJOTEHIle Ha

II[eTKY M BBITMPAIO IbLJIb C IIOTOJIKA, HO KOTJla A Kacaioch
IITYKAaTYPKM OHA pacKaJblBaeTCA Ha 3UJIMOH™** cMepTeJbHO

OCTPBIX U OJIECTAIINMX OCKOJIKOB. § mofroraBmBain

IIBOP K 31Me, HO Ka’KJblil pa3 KorjJa s Cpe3ai BETKY

C KyCTa PO3bl, TOABJIAETCS 3BYK M MUTAIOIII

CBETOBOII CUTHAJ — JIJIA MEHA €CTh

coobrienne™***, TToToM, KOTJja A BHIKAIIBIBAIO AMKY U 0epy

JIYKOBUILY Haplycca YTOObI I0CAIUTh B 3€MJII0, OKAa3bIBAETCA YTO A
JlepoKy Ta4Ky CTOJO0JIIAPOBBIX KYIIIOP U OHU IIOPTATCA U
pacceInarTca y MeHdA B pyke. Korza a 3axoiKy B JIOM, TO

OyMasKHBI IIaKeT, B KOTOPOM A OCTaBWUJIa CBOIO YLy, JIEKUT IIMPOKO
PaCKpPBITBIN 1 IIyCTOM Ha KyXOHHOM CTOJIE, a

IITUYKa-KOJIOKOJIEL] YIIOPXHYJIa HaBCEraa.

* Jr10 BooOpaxkaemas ntuua. Takue nTunpl AeiicrBuTenbHo ooutawt B KOxHol AMepuke,
HO, CKOpee BCero, He /IeJIAl0T TOr0, O YeM MHUIET M03Tecca. ITO CTUXOTBOPEHHE HAMICAHO B
cTiiie (PAHTACTHYECKOr0 Pean3mMa, MoITOMY B HEM ONHCHIBAIOTCH HEOOLIYHbIE MPOUCIIECTBHUS.

** Peub HAET 0 KpyTsueMcs (aiijie, KOTOPHI MO3BOJISIET JIETKO HAWTH HYKHYIO KapTOUKY.
OO0b14HO 6-8 moiiMoB B MaMerpe. OueHb pacnpocTpaned B ogucax.

*** (lpoHu.) 6oJbLIe, YeM MH/LIHAP].

**** Peyp umer 00 ycTpoiicTBe B TeJle()OHHOM anmnapaTe THIA ABTOOTBETYHKA, TOJILKO
ci1oxHee. Muraiommuii cBeTOBOI CHTHAJI, COMPOBOKAAaeMblii 3BYKOM, 03HA4A€T,
YTO €CTh 3BYKOBO€ COOOILEHHE.
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THE SACRED IN THE ORDINARY

”dreams are spit and fiber spun and thrown”

CBATOE B OBbIITEHHOM

”’CHBI 9TO CJIOHA V1 HUTh CKPYUeHHAasA 1 HaKMHyTas
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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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[DkoaHHa [Dkx. MakKemaH

N3 cyOcTaHmm 10CTATOYHO MPOYHOI

CHBI MMEIOT CUITY, TOBOPUIID THI,

TOJILKO HOYBI0 — OHM IIOXO0KM Ha JIETKMe 00JIaukKa,
KOTOpBIE MCYE3a0T B [IOJEHb.

A A TOBOPIO YTO CHBI

9TO CJIIOHA U HUTH

CKpyYeHHas U HAKMHYTAasA

KaK IIayTMHA — TOHKOE BOJIOKHO,

KOTOPOE KPEenuTCA MeX,Ty HeOoM 1 3eMJieit
JIOBUT U YIEP?KUBAET JOCTATOYHO IIPOYHO,
4TOOBI KapabKaTbCcsa BBEPX, 0€XKATh, JKUTD
(BUTDb rHE3[IBIIIKO AJ1A IITEHI[OB)

U BCe-TaKH,

I0OMBATBLCS CBOEI 11eJII.
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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.

e
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Pebekka [Dk. OuHY

IMTPABO HA ITOMOLIb

I By ee BO ABOpE KOTJa IIPOE3IKAI0
IO IIyTU B TOPOT,
ee JIoM OOIINUT OeJibIMI JOCKaMI
KpBIIIIa [IEPEKPBITA U Teppaca IepeesaHa.

OpHaKab! IPOIILION 0CEHbI0 YepHO-0eJble MaIlIMHbI
BBICTPOIMJINCE B PSAJ Ha OPOTeE.

Bpuraga K-9** ¢ cobakamu Ha KOPOTKMX ITOBOJKAX.

B razetHoi1 cBOAKE coobiianock: "Hen3BeCTHLIN TPECTYITHUK
HariaJ Ha [OYKUIIYIO SKeHIIVHY .

Mue He 3HaKOMO ee UMA.

Ho a4 To4yHO 3Ha0 4TO OHA CcHUfiesa Ha CBOEM yJIOOHOM CTyJe
CMOTPpeJIa Cepuasibl ¥ KoJI0Ja
OpEeXU CO CBOMX COOCTBEHHBIX BLICOKUX JIEPEBLEB.
Opexu pia nuporoB ¥ JIHio Boraronapenns.
Hesnakomelr, mpocTo MBIIIIIBL ¥ KOCTH, IIPOHNK
uepes IBePb.
OpexoBble CKOPIYIKY Pa30pOCaHsI I10 IOJTY.
He 3nar0, noiimas a1 IpecTyInHUK.

f naske uMeHHU ee He 3HAIO.

Ho ceropusa ona cHOBa BO ABOpeE,
ee cesad roJIOBa IOBA3aHA KPACHBIM I1apdoM
OT BeTpa — XOJIOJHOTO JJIA Mad.

OHa CKJIOHMJIACh PAZOM C CYXOJ BAaHHOYKON JJIA IITUI]
U TIOJIMBAET CBOM DapXaTIIbl.

* BOJILIIMHCTBO MOJHIEHCKMX MAIIUH OKpalieHbl B qepﬂo-ﬁem,le uBeTa.

*% K-9 (anrji. canine) — crnenuagbHasi Opuraja B noJMieiickoM ynpaB/ieHUH MO
PO3BICKY ¢ PMMEHEHHEM CJIY:KeOHbIX co0aK.
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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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Cannu bakHep

KAK OHU BbI’KWNJIN

ITocusie mosroit CoBeTCKOI 3MMBI,

KOT/Ia HapObl HACJIAXKIAIICh BECEHHUM YTPOM
U PACCKa3bIBaJIN CBOM IIOJIYHOUHbIE UCTOPUH,
MBI YIMUBJISJIACE UX CIIOCOOHOCTY BBIXKMBATD.

Penoprep BozBpaTHiICcA OT TeX HALNIA,

KOTOpBIe TPebOBaM BEPHYTDb MM Ha3BaHMA, 00pa3bl sKU3HEIL.
Kasaeii Ha YrpauHe, ckasaJ OH,

TIMIIET CTUXU.

Korma B marasmue Huuero

KpPOMe CBEKJIbI U KaITyCThI He ObLIO,

YKParHCKas IPOJaBIINIIA U3 CBEKJIBI

BbIpe3aJsa po3y.
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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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[HuaHa MNuHKHU

KEHIINMHA B JJATEPE BEXKXEHLIEB

OHa BemaeT nocTUpaHHOE beJibe
Ha IIPOBOJIOYHYIO CIIMPAJIb,

K 3y0I1aM IeMIAd IeTeIbKaMu
KaK]yI0 BeIllb.

Besxenka ¢ 0JJHOr0 0CTPOBa,

OHA IIepesRUIAET 32 KOJIOUIMA
3abopaMu APYroro OCTPOBKA.

He umes BO3MOKHOCTY TOJHATHCA
IIpY TYHOBEHUU JIETKOTO BETEPKA,
PO30BLIE, OPAHIKEBLIE U KPACHBIE IIBETA
€e rauTAHCKOI I1aJu U F00KY,

MIOJIMaHHBIE LIETIKO CKPYYEeHHO IIPOBOJIOKOIA,
TYT'O HATATYMBAIOTCS IO IOy AE€HHBIM COJIHLIEM,

Kak 0abouka, mpuroJiorasd 6yJsIaBKoO.

ToHu Pusu

Ha cosinue nocsie nosyieHHOro 10xas, yumna Byapo

Y cTOYHOJ KaHaBbl CTPaHHAA KPacoTa.
IlTepaBeiit rpanuT, 6€TOH,
MacJAHO-TIoJI0caTasd BoJa

SKYPUUT II0J, apKOM

BBITIATHBIIET0CA AyOOBOTO KOPHA.
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Joanna C. Scotft
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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IPxoaHHa K. Ckomm
ITO CJIYUNIOCDH HA ITAPKOBKE "C 7 10 11"*
PAIOM ¢ XMMUMCTKOM 1 KuTalicKkiM pecTopaHOM C efloit Ha BBIHOC.

C o1HOVI CTOPOHBI JIFOJIM HECJV PYOAIIKN U JTeJIOBBIE KOCTIOMBI
HA IIPOBOJIOYHBIX IIJIEUMKAX,
a MY’K4MHBI, B O0TMHKAX CO CTaJIbHBIMU HOCaMu 1 OeiicOoJKax,
BBIHOCUJIV KOKA-KOJIY U TIOHUMKY B OYMasKHbBIX ITAKEeTaX.

C npyroii CTOPOHBI POCJIO IePEBO,

0OBIKHOBEHHOE IePEBO, KaK Ha BCEX aBTOCTOSHKAX,
TIOCasKEeHHOe, 063 COMHEHNA, 3aCTPOMIIMKOM ™™
KOTOPBII KYIINIJI €T0 B Mara3yHe OIITOM I10 CXOJIHOI IIeHe,

IIPOCTO ZIePEBO, OHO TOPYaJI0 BBEPX
HETHYIIeeCH ! HEYKJIIIOKee KaK OeH3MHOBbIE HACOChI
Ha OeHzo3amnpaske qprpmer [1les1 3a TPOBOJIOYHBIM OTPAKIEHIEM.

Ho cerogusa
Ha aBTOCTOSHKE
¢ Topopckoit I'azeToit 1 6y THLIKOI MOJIOKA PAJOM CO MHOI Ha CUIEHBE
s OTKPBLJIA OKHO IIOTOMY YTO OBLJIO $KapKO

U IEPEBO OBLIIO ITEPEIIOHEHO FOJI0CAMIA.

f BoIILIA 3 MAILVHBI
TIOLIJIA U BCTAJIA IO IEPEBO
B3IVISHYJIa BBEPX

a OTTyZa PALbI KPOILIEYHbIX OCTPOHOCHIX JINI]
IIOCMOTpPEeJIV BHU3 Ha MEHH,
aTI0TOM

s OTOIILJIA Ha3am,
a IepeBo IOJHAJIOChH

I PA3JIETEJIOCh Ha ThICAYY KPbIJILEB.

* Tun HeGOJIBLIOI TOProBoii JaBKH, KOTOPbIil OTKPLIT ¢ 7 yTpa A0 11 Beuepa, rue Mo:KHO
KYINHTb O€H3MH, a TaK:Ke MOJIOKO, HAITHTKH, 0y TepOPobI U T.1., He 3aX0/s B O0/IbIIHe
MarasuHbl, 4TO y100HO NOKYNATeJIsM.

** 3acTpoiimuk (anri. developer) — 4esi0BeK, KOTOPBIii MOKYNAET 3eMJII0, CTPOUT HA Heill
JKHJIbIE IOMA MJIH YIPEKICHUS H 3aTeM BBIFOJHO MpPOAET HX.
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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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Baku Noynd ubcoH

3aroToBKH CJIHBOBOI0 BapeHbsA

TbI Ob11 mpaB. {1 ellfe HUKOTA He BUEA

TaKOI'0 YPOsKas, BBIIYKJOCTH Pa3MepoM C MYKCKOI Tajer]
roJTyOBIMU IPO3IBLAMI Ha KasKI0 BETKE.

To cTapoe JIepeBO C CyXOBaTLIM CTBOJIOM B KICeEe
JIMIIATHMUKA, KOTOPOe A CYUTaJa MEPTBBIM,

TBI 0:KMBWJI, TIOJKJIAIbIBAA IO HETO HABO3

KasKIyI0 BeCHY IIOKa Thl He yMep. Kaskibiii rog
TIOJI-JIUTPOBBIX OAHOK IOJIy4asock OoJibiite. TBou mouepn
IIOAPOCJIIN, TBOY CHIHOBbS IOV II0 TBOMM CTOIIAM.

910 Mapu y pakoOBMHbBI BEIHMMAET KOCTOYKM U3 CJIUB,
BBIZIABJIMBAA KaXKIYI0 Yepes [IPOJIOJIBbHBI cpes.

TwI HaOIODAT KaK g IPUCMATPYBAJIA 32 BAPEHBEM,
4TOOBI OHO YBAPMJIOCH JIO TYCTOTHL.

ThI 11001 CIIMBBIBATD IIEHKY C JIOMKKI,

BOCKpeIas B MaMATHU [IBET TOTO TAHIIEBAJIBLHOTO I1IAThA,
KOTOpoe OBLIO Ha MHE B TeX OITyCTEBIINX KOMHATAaX.

Ho a He Ta [neByIIKa, KOTOPYIO ThI 3HAJ U

He KeHILMHA, 37eCh B KyXHe,

II0CJIE TOTO, KaK ThI VICIIAPMJICH.

T'ne TBou pyKM IpUKacaanucCh, TaM BCE ellle IJIaAKO.

Korga el B IepBbIit pad MPUIIES KO MHE HOYbIO,

a1 6ossack, TOTA ThI IPIMIKaJ MeHs: K cebe,

A AyMaJsia 4To yIangy, HO TaM, KyZna

THI YBEJI MEHs, IaJieHye ObLIo yCaanon —

11eJIb, OCBOOOMBIIIEECA CeMsd, ITy0sKe CUHEBDI, 0 IypPIypa,
YepPHOro, 0T YePHOTo K 6esloMy, OT IJI0Ja K I[BETKY,

Iyesia, HavaJio sKU3HI.

Temneps A XpaHIo JeTo B OaHKaxX Ha IIOJIKAX
IU1A OJ1eTHBIX 3IMHIX S3BIKOB.

VIHOTZA A KOCTAl0 OJHY, M CIIOJIHA

BKYILIAIO0 TOJIyDYIO CIa0CTh BHOBb.
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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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Kamu Kanmnu AkkepmaH

Puryan

3agna Bast cHOBa KOHCEpPBUpPYET —
HNPOLYKTHI JOPOYKAIOT —

IIOTOMY 4YTO €li He3HAKOMO CJIOBO:
yCTapeBIUN MeTo, —

HMKaK He MOKeT IPUBBIKHYTH K I[JeHaM
Ha TeIlJINYHbIE IIOMIIOPEL,

YepHUKY B FOpoJie KPYIJbIA ol

Ee kyxna c kogguumonepom
10 CTapMHKE OKYTaHa I'yCThIM ITapOM
IO IO3JIHE HOYU

Oynro BUHOIpa BCE ellje Ce30HHBI (PPYKT,

6y11T0 KTO-TO BCE€ eIle IIpeariodnTaeT

KOHCEPBEI 113 3all€9aTaHHbIX BOCKOM 6aHOK,

Cepermnx Ha II0JIKe.

O=na 3HaeT JuIb CBOIO POJIb
B KPYTOBOPOTE yTPO — efa
CHOBa yTpO,

cTpax 4To He OyZeT HM TOTO, HU JPYTOTO,

IIaMATh YHOCUT €€ B ObLIOE,
KOTJja OHa ITpodyeT
PaHHeCHey0 ATy —
BOCXO/JI COJIHI[A B TOpax,
MATKaA KOKa MOJIOABIX PYK.
" M300MJIVIe ATOM BOKPYT.
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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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K. MnesaHmc Wopk

IMAJIOUYKH U PUCOBBIN PE3OH

BEPHBIIIKNA PrCa
B CKOBOpOJE
KUIIAT ¥ OO PYMSHUBAIOTCS
B KMJKOM MacJje
pasHBbIe I[BETA
OXpEIL, SHTaPS,
MMHAAJA, CIOHOBOI KOCTH
BIMTHIBAIOT BJIATY
¥ PacIBETAI0T
COYHBIE U IIPSHEIE,
KaK MBICJIV B JIETHIE CYMEPKM.
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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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ledn [x. lNek

I'PYIIN TAK BHUMATEJIBHbI

YTO JKMBYT B MIPEIBKYILEHUN, U JKIYT
KOT'/Ia CO3PEIOT PAAOM C HOYKOM U TapeJIKO

B MOEM JIOME.

Bech ron s ena nx

U CTapajiachb BCIIOMHUTD XOJIMbI

TockaHU — UTAJBAHCKOTO OPUIMAHTA

A HasbIBaja ero r-a Mary

KOTOPBIIL, Ka3aJ0Ch, IIeJI BCJIEIYIO

C BBICOKO TIOJHATHIM IIOTHOCOM

[I0OKa OHJ He OKa3bIBaJIVMCh [IePEeI0 MHOIL:
TPYIIN, IOPEe3aHHbIE TOHKUMI JIOMTUKAMU U CBEPXY
KEeJIPOBbIE OPEIIKY, ChIP ITEKOPMHO

u basb3aM. PaHbllle MHE HUKOTA He
JIOBOAVJIOCEH ITPOOOBAThH TaKoe OJII00.

{1 mporyauBasack 1o yJniam

CueHbI HAaeBIINCE I'PYIIL,

C OIIYIIIEHMEM IOJIHOTO cuacThsa. Korga a nepiky
B PYKe I'pYIIY, I YYBCTBYIO KaK OHA Cy’KaeTcs
10 HAIIPABJEHMIO K cTeDJII0, K BETKe, I Cany,
IJle MY KUMHbBI U JKEHIIINHbI

CTOSAT Ha JIECTHUIAX

MEXKIy HeOOM 1 3eMJIElA.
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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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AHHEem AnneH

Caet Hos10psi: @panuust

B sroit cTpane rae He

npa3anyioT Jlens Boarogapenns, ceituac

yTpo Boaronapennsa

IIJIAMEHHBIE COJIHEYHBIE [TaJIbIlbI

6J1ar0CJIOBJIAIOT TOJIbIE OCTPOBEPXIE JEPEBLSA

Y KPaCHOBATO-KOPWYHEBbBIE YePeIIHble KPbIIII.

3Ieck paHHMI CBET 03apsAeT HUMOOM I'OJIOBbI

TeX, KTO KaK ¥ MbI ocMaTpuBaeT cobop 3a cobopom,
IIoJiMaB Hac Ha IepelyThbe MeKIy

ozapeHnamMu. Kak-to Toxxe B

Hosa0pe, MOH3 BCIIOMHMJI

TeHb BOJHBI I[BETAMU

CcOOpaHHBIMM U3 TAKOTO CBETA.
Taxkoii sKe paccBeTHBIN

nevizax rotpsac Inccappo,

U KUCTh €T0 CMATYNJIA OUePTaHbs,
KYCTBI Ma3KaMI Pa3yKUras B IJIaMs.
IloBcrony ceronus,

HaJl PEIHOYHBIMY IIPUJIABKAMU C CAJIaTOM

" PPYKTaMM, IMKAHTHBIM CBIPOM,

U 3aIMPUCTLIMU IIETYXaMU B KJIETKAX,
Pas3JIMT 30JI0TO¥ M1 OPaHIKEBLIN CBET, OoJiee
4yIOTBOPHBIV, UYeM OCBSIIIEHHOE BYHO.

Bor yama; a 3T0 — KpoBb.
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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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Cannu bakHep

3HAHUE

OH 3HAaJ IpeBecuHy,

IIpa-npa-genymxka Vepemus CTak

3HAJI IPEBECUHY,

KaK MJaHVCT 3HAeT YepHbIe KJIaBUIIN,

aJIeTpo, MMAaHNMCCUMO, BUBaYe,

TPaKTOBKY U UCIIOJHEHVE MEJIOANYIECKON (DPaskbl.

Her,

OH 3HAJI IPEBECUHY

KaK Ilep-roBap 3HaeT, Kak 00:KapuTh MYKY U CIEJaTh COYC,
Kappu, MMOUpPb, PO3MapuH, I1aJIQeri,

UT'PY IIJIaMEHM Ha KOTeJIKe, UBAIIECTBO IIOMEIIMBAaHS,

Her, on, IIpa-npa-genymka lVepemus CTak,
3HaJ IpEBECUHY,

KaK apXUTEKTOp 3HaeT IIPOCTPAHCTBO,

YIJIbl, UB3TUOBI, 3aJIbI,

HaIIOJIHEeHJe IIPOCTPaHCTBA IIPOAYMaHHON JMHME,

Her, ou 3nan

JIPEBECUHY,

Kak CaJOBHUK 3HaeT IIOTroAy,

MIOYBY, ynoOpeHue, 1 BJAry,

MIPOKJIFOHYBIIIEECS CEMA, CTUMYJIMPOBAHNE IIBETEHUA.

Her, IIpa-nipa-genymxka
Nepemusa Ctak
3HAJI JPEeBeCHHY,
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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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ee BOJIOKHA M CJIOM, Pa3BUJIKM Y HAPOCTHI,

Kak OHa yJaBJMBaeT U UTPaeT CO CBETOM U TEHBIO,
MOJIydeHa JIJ OHa U3 BBIPAIEeHHOro Jeca

MJIM €€ CIIacyy OT Pa3pyILUMTEIBHOIO CMepya,

KaK OT IPMKOCHOBEHNA TePIIEUBLIX PYK

OHAa IIOCTEITeHHO 00HaXKaeT OTIIIN(OBAHHYIO KPacoTy,
M3ruObI U 3aBUTKM, HUYTOYKHO MaJIble

cJIOV OTTEHKA U LIBeTa.

a, oH 3HAJ qpeBecuHy,
IIpa-npa-penymxka Vepemusa Craxk,

Kak Bt06eHHBIN, 0XBAYEHHBI YyBCTBOM,
JIBUKVMBIN CTPACTBIO,

TIOKJIABIINIICSA OBITH IIPEeIaHHBIM,

3HaerT,

3HaeT

CBOIO BOBJIIO0JIEHHYIO.

JlunH Buy Cadnep

Oxcromopon

Ecau on He KuTavickmii,

TO JPaKOH — CTPAIIHOE CYII[ECTBO,

Carana, naMeHeloIee 3J10, HAKA3bIBAIOIIlEe I'PEXH,

tot Crapslit KpacHbiit [[pakoH CHOBa BRITYIIEHHBIN Ha CBOOOLY .
Ho B akBapuywme Jlonr Buy*,

MaJIbUMK-JIEBIIIA JIEJIAeT 3aMETKH,

€ro pIOK3aK OCTABJIEH TaM, I7le yIIaJ,

OH 3aHMMAEeT I10JI3aJIa,

PaCTAHYBIICE TTEPE]

peaMeToM 000KaHUA B pe3epByape.
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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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B uenTpe ThICAYN

BUXPAMM HOCAIIUXCS TEPBUIIIE,

OH eIMHCTBEHHLII KTO CIIOKOEH,

U TIBITAETCA ITOMIMATH CYIIIECTBO C IIOMOIIIBIO CJIOB

VI PUCYIOLLIEN PYUKNA.

A cymectBo? JIlucmeennwvili Mopcxoll pakon

COBCEM He TIOXO0XKII Ha IpaKOHa.

Ho ¢dopma — gpaxoHa,

TOJIBKO OH, MaJIEHbKMUI, M MJeaJJbHO KPaCUBBII,
IIPO3pPAayYHbIN, U3 IIEJKOBOTO KPYsKeBa, B IIEJKOBOIl Yellye,
Oesoit, ¢ U3BICKAHHOII OPOHB0BOM HEKHOCTHIO.

OH m1aBaer B BOJle, ITOYUTH HE IBUTAETCH,

TIO3UPYET JJIA MaJIbUMKA-XY0MKHIKA (MOXKET ObITh IS MEHA).
MaJsibuMK HepBHO 00JIM3BIBAET A3LIKOM BEPXHIOI I'y0y.
I xouy 3adecaTs BOJIOCHI C €T0 IJ1a3,

HO He CMeI0 HAPYIIUTDb €T0 COCPEIOTOUYEHHOCTb.
Jdpyrue HIKOJBHUKY HOCATCA U KPUYarT.

OH He obpalllaeT HUKaKOr0 BHUMAaHNA.

1 cobiniry Kax OH GOPMOYET, HAKJIOHAIOCH U CJIBIILY €ro CJIOBA!
”KpacuBblil IpaKkoH, KPACUBBIN TPAaKOH,

KpacyBbLi IPaKoH....”

Ero nmuranua nponosskaercsa

10T IPOH3UTEJLHbI BUAT

ZeTckoro benama.

OH cTOUT, IIOKa He IPUXOAUT €T0 YIUTEJIb, KOTOPHIi
BOCXMIIIAETCSA €70 PUCYHKOM, UUTAET €TI0 CJIOBA,
TAHET €T0, COIIPOTUBJIAIONIET0CH, NAJbIIIE. ..

Ms=e raskeTcd, ero "KpacuBbIil IpakoH” B3JbIXaeT,
KorJja pebeHOK MallleT PyKoii 1 OTBOPadMBaETCH.

1 x04y OCTAaHOBUTDH YUUTEJA U YICHUKA,
PaccMoTpeTs, BMecTe ¢ HUMM, OKCIOMOPOHBI!
KPaCUBBII IPaKOH, CIIOKOIHBIN PebeHOK.

OH He Hy’KJaeTca B MOUX

HPaBOYYEHUAX YIUTEJA aHTJIUIICKOTO

STOT 4yJIEeCHBI MaJIbYIIK,

IIOTOMY YTO HTO YYAO IIPUPOILI

HaYYUJIO €T0 ILIBITh

rIyOske MMEH U SPJIBIKOB,

4TOOBI HEe HAJIETATh Ha PUQBL,

HE CTaTh IJIEHHUKOM PUQOB.

* Jlour Buu — ropoxa B CeBepnoii Kaposimne.
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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.

e
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AHHem AnneH

YT0 ecTh U Y€ro HeT

B cymepkax, xorma qoma 3a0bIBaj 0 CBOMX ABEPAX™

u pepMepb! YXOAUIM C HEIIOKPBITO TOJIOBOI, MO cecTpa TAHYJIA
MeHsA 00CYI0 TIOJT TEHUCTEIN 1y0, MMUMO

alTeKM C BAHMJIBHBIM MOPOYKEHBIM™**, TJIe sKeJIThie

JIyHBI™* OKaVIMJIAJIV TPOIIMHKY K OPKECTPOBOI PaKOBIHE.

My3bika pacraxmuBaJia CBOY KPbLiIbaA BETPY KOTOPBIN
IIOAHVIMAJ IUPUSKEPCKYIO [TAJIOUKY, CUTHAJ JIJIA CBETJIAYKOB
MepLaTh, MaJIeHbKJeEe OTOHbKM IIeJIOBAJIU TPaBy,

ocBelllas Aye3bl ¥ HOTBI OPKECTPOBOI MeJoaun

KOTOpas K KOHILYy Beuepa HaTATMBAJIACh B KPeILeH .

Kasxnpiit orbieck riiamenn ObL1 yBEPTIOPON K MeUTe,
9TOI IIECHM CYACTJIIVBOTO YEIUHEHUA Ie

TO YTO €CTh U UEro HeT CILIABJIAIOTCA B IJIAMEHN,
M3MEHYNBOM U MYMOJIETHOM KaK JII000BB.

Ho Ha xoHIIEpTax BOCKpPECHBIMU Bedepamu

KpoLIeYHble (PaKeJbl M3TOHAIY TEMHOTY,

KaK 3asKyKeHHble CBeYl, KOTOPble TOBOPAT YTO BbI

Ha CBATO 3eMJIe, MM KaK 9Ta IaMAThb

B CBOEM BOCTOPTe, KOTOPOJ BEIOMBI MICKPOMETHBIE IIPO0JIECK,
MHOI'/Ia B IIeIlIe, BCerja — B YyLIE.

* Vimeercs B BH]1Y Bpems, KOIr'la JitO/I1 He 3alupaJ/id ABE€pH CBOUX 10MOB, HE DosIINCh
OCTaBHUTb 10MAa OTKPBITBIMHU.

** ABTOp yNOMHHAeT O TOM BpeMeHH, KOrJa NpoJjaBaeMble B aNTeKaX HANUTKH U
MOpO’KeHOe TOTOBHJIMCH B CATYPaTOpax M pa3iHBAINCh B cTakaHYHKH. ToH
CTHXOTBOPEHHs — TOCKA MO MPOLLIOMY.

**%* MmMeroTcsl B BHAY Kpyrjible (JOHAPH, OCBEIIABIINE JOPOKKY.
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MYTHS AND VARIETIES OF
RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE

“our animal selves glitter
with new-found grace”

MHUDBI 1 PA3JIMYHBIE
PEJIMT'UO3HBIE O3APEHUA

"HaIlM KYMBOTHbIE CYIITHOCTY OJIVICTAIOT
OT HOBO¥ MMJ0CTN”
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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.



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 171

Gapbapa Kuda JlouHe

HIKOJIA

IBepu kopabJisa pacnaxHyanch, MbI
COLILJIY C HETO ¥ OIJIALeJICh BOKPYT/ Bce
OBLIO CTPaHHBIM,/ HAa3BaHUA HAM ObLIV He IOHATHBL
MBI BCKOPE y3HaJM YTO JePEBbA Kadasch
MIPUBETCTBOBAJIM HAC/ YTPEHHAA 3apA ITochlIaa 0JIarocIoBIIEHNA
HO Belllb Ha3bIBaeMas IIOro0l OTKa3blBaJach
0CTaBaThCs TAKOI ¥Ke/ Mbl YCTPOMINUCH OJIM3KO
IPYT K Ipyry/ Mbl Obl BBI2KIJIM HO IPO3a
IIpeBpaTniachk B 0ypro,/ BOPOBCTBO U yOUIICTBO
CTaJI OOBIYHBIM JEJIOM
ObiBaJible yOeKIaIM HAC
OCTaBUTb BCe KaK eCTh/ He DeCHOKOUTLCA YTO JIMIIL HEMHOIOe
[I0JIy4aJIOCh TaK KaK MbI XOTeJ1/ [IOMHIUTE
roBOPMJIM OHM KopabJib BepHeTcsA/ 3Ta IJIaHeTa
Bceryia ObLIa IITKOJION JJIA VI,

LDxegpgpepu bum

KAMEHD ITAJTAIOIINN,
MAJAIOIUI KAMEHBb

1 He Gorock ymacTs.

CopocbTe MeHsA ¢ ballHy U A
yIapiock 0 3eMJiio. JlepsKuTech
3a MeHs, d BCe ellle 3eMJd.

f xouy ymacTb, 9T0 MO IepBasd
MeuTa. A 3eMia

OapabaH, Ha KOTOPOM 5 UTPAo.

Kamenns nagaer, magaoimmii KaMeHb.
Topro a nmn HeT —

3TO HE CaMoe IJIaBHOe.

CyTb BOT B UeM:

KOTZa 3eMJId

CO3JaeT KaMeHb,

Hebo 110-oTeyecKky 3a00TUTCA O HEM.
Korpa semia co3maer KaMeHb,

OH CO3IaH 4YTOOBI 1aJaTh.

1 He Gorock ymacTs.
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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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aan k. lNek
TAEUCB TExAAI ECIATEOU

(Yto cka3zam MTambIHCKHH OQUIIMAHT, KOTHA S
MO’KaJIoBasiach IO MOBOJAY IPUCTYIIKA, TIE s yIaja)

BonesHeycroitunBbie 0JIMBKOBLIE JEPEBb

BCe ellle YIePIKUBAaJIN IIJIOAbI B TOCKAHCKOM COJIHIIE,

yske cobpaH BMHOTPAJ BAOJIb OPOT € KallITaHAMMU

110 0004MHE, B0OHTUYHBIMY MTUXTaMIU TIOJIBEPIKEHHBIMM JII000I Heroroge.
Crapuky ¥ IOHOIIM IIPOE3IKAJIN Ha BeJIOCUIIEaX 110 JepeBHe
Tasione B KbaHTU e MeHS yMUPOTBOPNMII

3BOH II€PKOBHBIX KOJIOKOJIOB, BOCKPECHB B ITAMATHU TO

BO YTO f IaBHBIM-JAaBHO IIepecTajia BepUTh.

JT1o ObLIO Ha 3eMJe rae Juk MaJoHHEI

ObI TOBCIOAY (BTOT 00pas

A Jo0mita ¢ JeTcTBa — C TeX II0p Kak

MOJpyTa IIPVBEJIa MEH: Ha CIy:KOy

MMMO CBeY CrOPAOIINX OT MOJIUTB).

{1 BepHys1ack ¢ uKoHKOM Boropoaniiel,

YKpAaIIeHHO! 30JI0TOM,

¥ TIOMeCTIJIa ee HaJ IPYTroi —

IZle II1eCThb aHIr'eJIOB Ur'paJjy Ha My3bIKAJIbHBIX MHCTPYMEHTAX
repe; 9eM-TO HAIIOMUHAIOIIUM TPob.

Korpa poguanca moii 6par,

JIAIIIEHHBIN CIIOCOOHOCTY TOBOPUTS,

Mos 6abyIIIKa OTIIpaBuMIIa BCE NEHBI,

KOTOpbIE OHA MOIJIa cOOPaTh, EBAHTEJIVICTY-1IeINTENI0™,

a [TI0TOM BCe ’KJaJ1a 3HaKa.

fI cmoTpesia Kak OHA CKJIOHAJACH HA| IETCKOI KPOBATKOI,
MeJIJIEHHO TOBOPMJIa CJI0Ba, 00y KAad Moero Opara yJIbIOHYTbCA —
€IMHCTBEHHOJ! ee Harpaoii OblIa ero ysibi0Ka.

* Peun uzer o nponosequnkax B CLIIA, koTopsle 06emaT HCHETHTh, €C/IH Bepyolue
NPUILTIOT UM JeHbrd. OHH BBICTYNAIOT [0 PAMO M HA TEJIEBHICHUH, O0MIAIOTCS
C TOJIAMH JIKOJIEH.



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.

e
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Uyneca IpoMcxXonAT, TOBOPAT JIFOIM,

U MHe JIOBOJMJIOCH BUJIETh OOJIee CyIlleCTBEHHbIE
4ueM JIMK XpucTa Ha MaluCOBOI JIeTlelrke.

Yro0BI yIep:KaThb TO, YTO A JI00JIIO,

1 TIPOIIoJI3J1a OBbI Ha KOJIEHAX II0 KaMHAM,

mm mporsia 661 Yepes BBICOKVIE TOPHI,

1 Bce oTjaJia OBl 3a TO,

YTO BEPHYJO OBl MEH:A

BO BpeMs ObLioe.

AHHenna PokcoH

HaBoanenne **

IInpITE IPAMO U3 OKHA TBOEJ CIAJIbHY,

BCe OCTaBUTh: CUETa ¥ KHUTHY C [TOACYeTaMM Pa3MAKIIN

U CTaJIXM MECUBOM, IIOTOMY YTO 3HAKOMBIII HAM MUP CMBIT

U TbI IJIBIBEIIb IPAMO HAaBCTPEeUY IbIIA0IIEeMY COJHILY,

rpebsa 0HOV PYKOIL, IIOTOM APYTOI,

roJIoBa IOJHATA BBEPX, Kak Tebd yuuan

Ha Kypcax criacaTeJieil. JIMHMSA ropi3oHTa

HIYeM He IIPePbIBAETCA: 3allaX 3eJIeHbIX BepPXYyILIeK

JlepeBbeB 3arJIyllaeT MpaK IPMBbIYHBIX Belllel.

Branexke nieiBeT KpOXOTHAS JIOJ04UKA, IOKPAIlIeHHAA B CMHUI L[BET,
[IOXO’Kad Ha Te JIOJKM, KOTOPble ThI 3HaJsa, KOrza ObLI MoJoza,
U JIOAKY Ha O3epPe IIPY COJIHEYHOM CBeTe OBLIO JOCTATOYHO.

*IToapazymeBaeTtcsi, YTO HEKOTOPLIM JIIOASM JA0BOJAHJIOCH BHIeTh 00pa3 XpHcTa Ha
KPYIJI0ii MaHCOBOIi JieneliKe U3 MPecHOro TecTa, KOTOPYIO KapsAT HA CKOBOPoOjie
U eJAT BMecTO Xsieda B Mekcnke.

** Ocenbio 1999 rona B CeBepnoii Kapoimne npou3om’io cTpamHoe HABOIHEHHE,
BbI3BAHHOE YParaHoM. ABTOp NpPe/CTABJIsIET, YTO MOIJIO Obl OBITb, €C/IH ObI
NPHINLIOCH BBINVIBIBATH MPSMO U3 OKHA, He B3fB ¢ cO00ii HHYero.
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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.

e
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Muwup nepesepryJica:

CBUHBSA Ha OJHOII Kpblille, cobaka Ha Ipyroit —
T'pobb! MIILIBYT BHM3 IO TEYEHUIO.

Mo2KHO ILJIBITE aJbIIIe,

HO Ize xe npyrue?

Cy1iectByet mpobsieMa efbl.

Pano msm moaaHO, ¢ Helt IPUIETCA CTOJKHYTHCA...
A 9TO ecsu CHOBa IOMAET JOMKIL?

TbI TOJT OTKPBITHIM HEOOM, YKPBITECA HETTE.

Tl He MOXKeIllb CUIETh Ha CKaJie Kak AHpoMena. ™
Jaske ee IPUIILIOCH CIIACATb.

Mo:xket ObITB TeOe yiacTca KaK-TO BBICYIIUTD
HEMHOTO JPOB, HAMITHU MeIepy,

TIOCTMYb TOT 2Ke OIBIT, uTo 1 Pobunzon Kpyao.

Temneps ThI BCIOMUHAEIIB TOT 060CO0JIEHHBIN JJOCKYTOK Oepera
BBEPX 110 TEYEHUIO B TOPaxX.

Tebe X0TEJIOCH 0CTATHCS TaM HABCET/A.

JIuras posa pocsa u3-moj KaMHd, a AaJblile

POCTUPAJIOCH ITacTOuIle, IOJHOE I[BETOB 11 3aJIMBHBIX TPAB,
IVIKMX SITOJI, C KOPOBaMI, KOTOPLIE CTOSJIM B BOJIE BIIOJIb Gepera
CIIacasch OT JKapbl. ['e 'Kke craceHbe Ternepnb?

TbI IPOIOJIIKAEIIID IIJILITh, BOJIa YOBIBAET, KPYKUT ToIyOKa. **

* Anznpomena — ooruns u3 I'pedeckoii Mudosorun, Koropasi ObL1a cnaceHa ot
Mopckoro uynosuma Ilepceem. OHa OblIa BhICazkeHA HA KAMEHb.

** Tonyoka nanomunaetr o0 Hoe u 0udieiickom noromne, Korjaa cinycrsi COpok JHei
U COPOK HOYeil MPOJMBHOTO I0K/s BOABI CTAIN YobIBaTh. 06 3TOM y3HAM,
KOrj1a npujerena rojiyoka, u B KJII0Be Y Hee ObLIA 3e/leHasi BETBb.
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Irene Blair Honeycuftt

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.

e
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AlipuH bnatp XaHukamm

IMoawbes:xkas k 'opuomy XpeoTy Mona no 181 mocce

Bocxomut 3umusAA yHA

HaIlOJIHeHHAas 10 KpaeB —

BBIKOBAaHHAA U3 30JI0Ta MKOHA

MepIIaoIiad HaJl BUJIOM C BbICOTHI

rJle He OJHO IIOKOJIeHMe HabJIronalo

Ceuennsa Kopuunesoii I'opsl. *

Ee nexaOpbcknii IMK M3JIydaeT II030J0TY
CTOJIBKO, YTO MOJKHO ITIOKPBITH BCe XpeOThI
TBEPAOM KOPKOJ 30JI0TOrO JIMCTA.

OHa pasnmBaeT CBOJ CBET, HO €ro eIre

MHOTO B 3allace,

OH MPOCTMPAaETCs KaK KpblIo BuzaHTuiickoro anresaa
Hax l'opubiM Xpebrom VoHa.

Korpa a npoeaskato MUMO 1I0JIA I{BETA OXPBI
panom c poporoit [Ixxo Ilypa,

MHe X04eTCA OCTaHOBUTHCH, [IOTOMY YTO KTO-TO
YKpacuJI BUAABIINII BUABI capait
PosxnecTenckumu oraamu,

U IPEeBHAA JIYHA, [IPOBOJVB MEeH:A

JI0 CaMOIl TOPBI, CBETUTCA

Ha TOPMB0HTE 3TOJ OOBIKHOBEHHOJ (hepMbI —
cejfgac 9TO HATIOPMOPT.

f1 mymaro o BoJxBaX, KOTOpbIE LN

3a 9Mo 3Be3J0M, U A IJe-To YUTaja uYTo

B KasKJIOV MIKOHE XYIOKHUK OCTaBJISAET

MEeCTO KyJla MOXKeT BOWTY AYIIa TOTO

KTO Ha Hee CMOTPUT. Y MEHs Takoe OLIyIleHue
4TOo A Beerga Oblya 9acThIO HTOM KapTYHBI M CTOAJA
y 000YMHBI JOPOTY, PACCIIPAIIIBAs BETED,
IJIAA yepes moJje

Ha JIyHY, KOTOpas CBETUJIACh B

MepPTBEHHO OJ1e THOM

Hebe.

* OIHH CYUTAIOT, YTO 3TO ObICTPbIe IPKHe BCOBIMKHU. /[pyrue yTBep:kAaloT, 4TO 3TO
Me/lJIeHHble Mepuanus B apiMKe. CorjacHo MHAEHCKOIl Jierenie, OHM MOSIBJISINCH HA
Kopuunesoii rope ¢ 1200-x ronos. MecTHble 3pyaAuTHI roBopsT, 4To Tomac Daucon,
H300peTaTesIb JJEKTPUYECKON JTaAMIOYKH, ObLT OJJHAM U3 TeX, KTO NPU3HABAIL, YTO
OHHU He MOUIAKTCS HAYYHOMY 00BbsicHeHUHI0. O/JHAKO ObLIO MHOTO NOMNBITOK
00bsicHHTL 3TOT eHomen. Hanbosree pacnpocTpanenHoe o0bsicHeHHe CBOIMTCS K
TOMY, 4TO 3TO OTpakeHHe MAIINH HJIH MPOXOoAsMX noe3nos. Te, KTo onpoBepraer
9Ty TEOPUIO, TOBOPST, YTO UX BHEIH 32/10JIT0 JI0 TOI0, KaK BCE 3TO OBbLIO
u3obpereno. Haunnas ¢ 1913 roga, GbLI0 MPOBeEIeHO HECKOJIBKO HCCIIEIOBAHMIA.
KakoBa 0bl HH ObLIa MCTHHHAS NPUYMHA MOSBJIEHHUS ITOI0 HEOOLIYHOIO SIBJIEHU —
OHH MOJJAIOTCS HAYYHOMY OOBSICHEHHIO (HEKOTOpbIE CUNTAIOT, YTO ITO OTpPaKeHHe
Pa3psioB MOJIHHH B TPo3y) WM UMEIOT CBePXbeCTeCTBEHHOE MPOUCXOKIeHHe
(coryIacHo CylecTBYHIUM MH(aM 3TO CBA3aHO ¢ yOouiicTBaMH, OMTBaMHU UH/EHLEB,
HecObIBLIEICS TI000BBIO), — MHOTHE COTJIACHBI € TeM, YTO 3TO YaCTh MAarHu rop.
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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.

e



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 181

LPxozep bamaHmu

ITacxa*

OHU CTOAT KaK TeHU

Ha (DOHE TOPUBOHTA,

B KOCTIOMAaX BOCKpPECEHUA

U IIaThAX BTOPOTO JHA,

SKIIYT 9TO UX cobepyT

U COKTYT IIEPBLIMU OTHAMU

paccseTa, U 9TO, KAK OHU YBEPOBAJIH,

JIOBeZleT 0 COBEPILIEHCTBA UX ABYXJHEBHBIN YPOIKaIL.
Certuac KaK MOPBIBBI Ay

paccBer O6pes:kuT Ha Hebe,

PasroHAd TyMaH CBEeTJIO-BUIIIHEBBIM

IJIaMeHeM OBICTPBIM KaK A3BIKNA.

VI HuueM He OIIPOBEPTHEIID

9TOT OEJIbIil CBET KOTOPBI PEIKET

TI0J1A M300MITYIOIINE TIIIIEHNIIEN U KYKYPY301i,

¥ BafeT CBATBIX UAYIIUX 38 ILIIYTOM,

TAHET OOPOHY ¥ MapPTUHTAJ;

HEOIIPOBEPIKIMA U MBIIITHOCTD OeAHNA 3 MY IO II0CEBOM
HaJl yCTheM KPaCHOI PEKI.

Ce uesioBex.

* ABTOp npeicTaBisieT (pepMepoB, KOTOPble COOMPAIOTCS NMAaXaTh 3eMJII0 U CTOSAT,
Kkak BHOBb Ha ITacxy Bockpeciine U3 MEPTBBIX.
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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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meHHuc PedmoHO

Mon boru He myTar

Mown Goru He IPUKNUABIBAIOTCA
CKapeIHBIMM CTOVKAMMA

B YBJX-TO

TPEKO-PUMCKUX
BHYTPEHHOCTAX HE KPAXTAT
[JIMHAHBIM G0JI0TOM

B I103€

IaBHO

BBIILIEIIIEeN 3 MOJBI.

Mown Gorn
apuKaHCKIE TeMHbIE
TaVHCTBEHHLIE
KPYTATCSA BO3JIe MEH:A
KaK MOs POJIHA,

pacKadmBadACh KaK BOABI VI3 CTOPOHBI B CTOPOHY

B3pPBIBaACh YEPHOI BOJIHON
HaJ ATJIaHTUKOI.

Het, mou 6orn
He IIyTAT

OHM JKUBYT
pUTMOM

OHU TIJIAIIYT.
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Glennis Redmond

If I ain’t African

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

If T ain’t African

someone tell my hair

to stop curling up like the continent
it is from.

If T 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 T ain’t African

how come I know the way home?
Along the Ivory Coast

feel it in my breast of bones.

If T 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 T 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 T 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.



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 185

neHHuc PedmoHO

He 0yab 51 Adpukankoii

He Oynp a Adpurankoii,
KTO-TO IIPUKa3aj Obl MOEMY CEpIly
nepecratb O6uTheA momobHO OapabarnHOMY 60I0.

He 6ynp a Adppurankoii,

KTO-TO IPMKAa3aJ ObI MOMM BOJIOCAM
repecTaTb BUTHCH, KAK KOHTMHEHT,
cZleJIaBIINIA X TaKVMIU.

He 6ynp a1 Adppurankoii,

KTO-TO IIpMKa3aJj Obl MOMM yCTaM
He 11eThb necHio Jopyo0a,*

KTO-TO CKas3aJ Obl, 9To Mou Gempa
pacKkaunMBaTCAa

HE B TaKT.

He 6ynp a Adpurankoii,

Kak Obl A 3HaJja JOPOry JAOMOi1?

IIo Bepery Caonosoit Koctn

KaK 4yBCTBOBaJa ObI BTO B CBOEl rpyan?

He 6ynp a Adpurankoii,

Kak ObI HOTM MOM CTaJIM OTILJIACHIBATD ADPUKAHCKIIL TaHeIT?
IIo4YeMy KasKIblil pas,

6riBas B Hapacrorne B HoBom OpJeane,

A mpuxoania Obl B BKCTa3?

He 6y a Appuxasxkoii,

oTKyza Obl A 3HAJa O TOM, HYero He JIOBEJIOCh UCIIBITATh MHE CaMOii,
0 nopore pabcTBa,

Kak Obl 4 YyBCTBOBaJa 3TO B IIIyOMHE

cBoelt rym?

He 6ynp s Adppurankoii,

KTO-TO ITpMKa3aJj Obl Ooram

He TOBOPUTH CO MHOM,

Obatama, nmnerba, diersa,

Wewmaria, Omrys

Oryn!**

Craskure MHe, [TI0YeMY A TaJAI0 TYXOM
KasKablli pas,

KOrja II0JTHOJIYHIE.
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If T 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 T 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
anew mouth

to part.

If T 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 T ain’t African

If T ain’t African

If T ain’t African

Please

tell my eyes

”Cause If I ain’t African
I ain’t livin’

and God knows

Tain’t

ALIVE!

e
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He 6ynp a Adppurankoii,

KaK s MOIJIa OBbI CJIBIIIATh

Adpuxra, Adpuka, Adpuka,

rae 6nl s Hu ObLIa?

CapiiaTs 95T0 B OMEHNY MOETO Cep/la,
CJIBIITIATE TPOMKO,

CJIBIIIIATE TUXO.

He 6ynp a Adppurankoii,

KTO-TO IpuUKasaJj 0b1, 4T0ObI MOA IyIIIa
yTpaTuja CBOi IbLI,

KTO-TO IIPMKa3aJ Obl, 4T0Obl Gorn

3a0bLIN MEH,

4TOOBI KTO-TO BBIPBAJ 3TOT OapabaHHBI 00ii
13 MOETO Cepzlla,

Y9TOOBI KTO-TO BJIOYKIJI MO A3BIK

B JIPYTOJ POT.

He 6ynp a Adppurankoii,

KTO-TO IIPMKa3aj Obl MOMM CTOIIAM
CKa3aTb MOVM KOJIEHAM,

4TOOBI Te Iepesamy MouM bempam,
YTOOBI T€ BTUCHYJIM IIOCJIaHNE B MOIO IPY/Ib,
4yTOOBI Ta CIIeJIa IIEeCHI0 MOUM YCTaM,
4TOOBI Te IPOLIENTAN MHE B YXO
He 6yznp a1 Adprkrankoit,

He 6yznp a1 Adprkrankoit,

He 6yznp a1 Adprkrankoit,
Tloskasyiicra,

CraxuTe MOMM IJIa3aM,

IToromy uTo He O6yab A APPHKAHKOI,
s ObI He KuJa,

u Bor 3Haer,

4uTOo A

HE KUJIA!

* SI3pik Mopy6a otnocutesi k CynaHckoii ceMbe AGPHKAHCKHX SI3BIKOB.

** O6arana, Juierda, Jiersa, Memaiia, Omyn, Oryn — Adpukanckune 6oru.
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Irene Blair Honeycuftt

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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AlipuH bnatp XaHukamm

ITopucrasi Houn B Taoce

YeabubTe!

Boru npoxoaar uepes Gasacr.
TymmHOOUTHBI HoM,

OKHA IMPMYKATHI KaK YIIIM K TEMHOTE,
SKTIET.

3ateM —

JIYHHBIN CBET roJry00ii Ha IITOPAaX,
TUIIIVHA

Takas

roryOoKad —

TOJICTBIE TVIMHAHbBIE CTEHbI HAUMHAIOT TYETh.
Mos kosKa OIIYIIAeT TPENeT KPbLIbEB.

CmueeH JlaymepmuribK

KAK 4 IIBITAJICA ITPOYUTATD ITUCBMO OT APYT'A

macmepy oyxoguvix uncmpymenmos. Ceeo Kanvon, eozne Tomncona, FOma.

{1 opITaloCh TPOUNTATH TBOU CJIOBA,

HO JIMIITb MHOTJIA 9Ta BOJMUKA,

KOTOpAas 3aCTUJIAET IJ1a3a, cobupaeT HanmmMcaHHoe To6oit B POKYC.
A Tak Bce pacIJIbIBAETCA, XOTSA IO JIYHOI!

HaJ M3TMO0M TIJIaHEThI

BCE 3Be3/Ibl CUAIOT.

Tenepsb KOMOTHI HAYAJY BBITH

U Jaske COBBI yXarT, —

TpoMue U I'poMdYe, CJIOBHO JIMTAHNUH,

30BYT CBOETO CTAPOTO APYTa INOABUTHCA.

Kpacku aTx KaMeHHBIX JinI],

UX JpeBHUE TeJsa, Kak 00pyOKu — 0e3 pyK U HOT.
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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.
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LoH 3eaHc Padgopd

Coopuine

Bomumia uyscTByer

3amaxy CBAIIEHHOIO —
IpAYeT B CKIAJKM MeXa Ipyau
U TIOCIIEIITHO OCTaBJAET
BOJYAT C MOJIOYHBIMU I'JIa3aMHA.

OHa yX0ouT TaHIleBaTh

” cobupaTb KOCTH

IIPY CBETE KPOBABBIX JIEHT

JIETHUX 3aPHMUII.

Crapble BOTUNIIEI C TJIa3aMU B CUHUX KPYTrax
TaQHITYIOT Ha IJIOIIAIKE

cpemu TJIbIO KaKTyca.

ITepBoHaYaILHOE POACTRO:

Bosuniia-Ona u Te, crapele,

BBIMCKMBAIOIIE KOCTH.

OHa noaBuTcAa

U3 OJIVHBI Ha PAcCBETE

C KJIOYKOM OOpozbI

U B KOCTSX II0J] KOKeit OyeT npumpATasa
BJIATA.

Bomuara 6ynyT ToIBKO

IPBI3ThH U IIOXPYCTHIBATh
KOCTSAMY KOTOpbIe OHA NOOLIBaeT
Ha CBOel AMKOI BhLIa3Ke.

OHa poanTcd B HUX —
XUIITHUIA —

POANUTCA B HUX

KOTJ]a IIPOJZIEeT CeMb IIMKJIOB
TIOJTHOJTYHIS.
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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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abpuens Moppuc

Mud o coTBopeHHH MUpa

1 xotes Obl MMETb JepeBO MarHoMM, YTOOBI CTOATH [0 HUM B JOMKIb

¥ OHO YZIePIKMUBAJIO Obl BOAY IIJIOTHOI KPOHOI 13 JKEHCTBEHHBIX JIVCTHEB,

IIOXO02KIIX Ha JKEHCKIIe JIaTIOHM, CII0MKeHHEIe Yaltielt nepep miadyieit Jesoit —

MarHOJIVA HTO SKEHIIVIHA MJIM MHOTO HEePa3JIy HbIX JKEeHIINH,

VIX HOTY TECHO ITePETLIIeNNCh 1 BOJIOChI 3aBSA3AHbI CIUIETEHHEM PYK-BETBEA,

MHOSKECTBO JIa/JOHeI! 11 TAKesble OeJible [BETH, CI0BHO Ipyau Lepepsr,
oOparleHbI BBBIC;

¥ HeT JIpyToii IeBbI KpoMe Heda.
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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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Bbaku Noynd MNubcoH

IlepBasi xxu3Hb
[na ouxapa mup ¢
ueaom Hcueoil, u oepeevsa
He UCKTIIOYeHUue U3 npasuia.
On dymaem, umo y Hux ecmo Oyuld, Kak u 'y He2o
camozo, u on obpawaemces ¢ HumMU

Kak nooobdaem.
®Dpeiizep. 3oa10masn 6emen.

30J10Tas1 BETBb NIPUBEJIA MEHSA IOMOIL
B Jiec, B Beotuto,

rze A Kuja 0esbM Jy0oM

oOpacTas BeKaMu B o0XBaTe

[IOCPEIV TTOJISIHBL.

Ms=e 6bL1O TZIe PACKUHYTHCH,

TOJIBKO ce0A yIep KNBasA B PABHOBECUI.
f momHI0, KaK J0KIb

M JKapa CTPEMUTEJHHO MUYAJVCh IT0 MOVM JKIJIKAM,
TPEIIeT [OSIBJIEHNA 3€JIeHNA.

MHue HpaBMJIOCh PACKUIBIBATD JIMCTb,
3a60TUTHCA 0 KAXK0M OyaTo

3T0 OBbLJI HOBBII 3aMbICEJI.

Torga s MorJa OblIaTh

CcBOOOIHO.

Ho #a 3maBasa u xojona,

MOTJIA CBeIKUTHCS,

NPUHUKHYTL K 3eMJIe, KOTa
HECJIBIIMMBIN PUTM OITyCTOIIAJ

ATy MOJISAHY Aa’Ke OT IITUII.

Bce aT0 Ob171a MOJIBEOA

3eMJM 00 yeTMHEHNN.

CanitikoM MHOTO cBeTa

IIJIsT TAKOTO ITOKOS.

f morya cablIaTh Kak 3eMJIs
TOTOBUJIACH K JTOKIAM, KAMHM
CMUPSIINCD B OKMIAHMI CHETa.

f nmpuBbIKIa K THUITNHE,

CTOs TaK JIOJITO B JIECY

TJle TOJBbKO TeJO Mupa

MOJKHO CJIBIIIIATD.
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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.

e
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Lxum Knapk

Tannys na Pyunax 3emiin o6eToBanHoi *

Hanm vory gBmsKyTCA 0 IOTEMHEBIIEMY JIUKY
3eMu. B Hanmmx o60CTPEeHHBIX B30PaX TauTCs CBET.
Haum sxmBoTHBIE CYIIIHOCTY OJIMCTAIOT OT HOBOV MIJIOCTA.

Hac roHnT MHCTUHKT 110 MECTHOCTM
rae y TOpmM30HTa JOPOTU TepsAeTCH CJen,
HaIllyl HOTY ABUIKYTCA I10 IIOTEMHEBIIIEMY JIVIKY .

BoT HOBBIII Ty Th, BOT IPOCTOI METAJLI,
KOTOPBIII Hallla IIeCHA IepellyIaBUT, HAalll TaHel] B 30JI0TO IIPEBPATUT;
HAIllM KMBOTHBIE CYIIIHOCTY OJIMCTAIOT OT HOBOJ MUJIOCTIA.

TaHIleBaTh 3HAUNUT IOJHATHCA U3 PYUH U HAUEPTATh
Ha TIEeNeJmIle TIECHI0 00 OTTOPKEHMM ObLIION JIFKIA:
HAIIIM HOTY JIBUSKYTCS 10 TIOTEMHEBIIIEMY JIUKY

3emst. HeBuaymas iopora OTKpbITa B IIPOCTOPEI
I7le TaHIIOPBI, B3ABLINCH 32 PYKY, HAJl BePIIHAMY 'OP BO3HOCATC —
Haum sxmBoTHBIE CYIIHOCTY OJIMCTAIOT OT HOBOI MIJIOCTA.

Me! nponosxaeM uATK. 'Y MOTEPABIINXCA CBOM CKOPOCTI
II0eT 4eli-TO TOJIOC, ITOX0KNI Ha IITUUMI B CBEPKAIOIIIEM JIeCy .
Harmmm HOrm ABVKYTCA 110 IIOTEMHEBIIIEMY JIKY.

Harm sxmBOTHBIE CyIIHOCTY OJIMCTAIOT OT HOBOJ MUJIOCTIA.

* CTHXOTBOpPEHHE HANMCAHO B CTH/IE BU/LIAHEIb — JIMPHYECKOe CTHXOTBOPEHHE B
crapodpaHiy3ckoii no33uu. 3emisi od0eroBanHasi — XaHaaH, yactb [1anecTunbl.
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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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3pn Kaprimo+ XabsHd

Yro-10 Ha [lopore

Hopora B mbum. Tl BIbIXaEIb MbLTb.

Hopora mmycrezHa. Tl GoMIbeA CoiTy ¢ Hee.

Hanrpobuble rumts! Boss gopory. Kasknaa cropora MaHUT K cebe.
ThI BUIMIIB KaK YTO-TO IIOABJIAETCA Ha JIOpOre.

TBbI NOAXOANIIL K 9TOMY HEUTO, 00HAPYKMBAEIIIb — J0 HETO PYKOJ II0ZIATh.
Markmit 1 moIaTIIMBBLA, Ha OLLLYIIL OH IIOX0MK Ha KYCOK MsAca.
KpoBb karutaMm cTekaeT CKBO3b TBOM [TAJIBIIBI B IIbLIb.

T'bl OITYIIIAEIIb KaK 3TO HEYTO LIEBEJINTCS I10]T TBOEN PYKOIA.

TrI npKMMaelIsb ero K cBoelt rpyy. OH KOpMITCS U KOPMUTCA.
Korpa oH cTaHOBUTCA CBITBIM, ThI OITYCKAEIIb €T0, VeI NAJbIIeE.
Hopora B rmbum. Tl BAbIXaEIb MbLTb.

Jopora rycremHHa. Thl OOMIIILCA COMTY C HEe.

HanrpoGabie e Biioss goporu. Kaskaasa cropoHa MaHUT K cebe.
ThI BUIMIIIL, KaK YTO-TO IIOABJIETCA Ha JIOpOre.
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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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bapbapa [x. Matiep

I'PUBOBUJHOE OBJIIAKO

pacrosizaeTcA 3aTyMaHEHHBIM Y€ PHMUIIBHBIM ITATHOM
IO Ta3eTHOM CTpaHulle, Haf

3eJIeHBbIMM TIACTOUITIAMU U I€PEBbAMH,

rocasKeHHbIMU B pAA. To 31eck, To Tam

B IOJIAX Pa30pOCaHbl JOMUKM, CJIOBHO JIETKUE MAa3KU
KPAaCKOJ, HaHeCEHHbIE XYIOKHIKOM, KOTOPbII ITOTyMaJI:
”CIMIIKOM MHOTO 3€JI€HOT0 —

Crout 1o0aBUTH HEMHOTO KpacHOro u 6eJoro”.

OTO MPOUSOIILIO B AECATY MUJIAX K BOCTOKY

ot CapaeBo, Toposia ¢ Ha3BaHUEM

TTOXO0KMM Ha 1tayd. Heysxesn 1o

TPeTbA MUPOBAasA BOHA IIPUXOJUT

KO MHe c yTpeHHUM Kode? f Bumesna

9T0 00J1aK0 paHbIlle, B KMHOXPOHUKE,

B CaMbIX CTPAIITHBIX HOYHBIX KolliMapax. OHO YHOCUT
MEHS CHOBA B IIIKOJIY, B CTMXOTBOPEHME HAIVICAHHOE
OJTHOKJIACCHUKOM O TTOCJIEICTBUAX ANEPHOI!

KaTacTpodbl — Mup 0e3 Jromeit,

JlepeBbd 0e3 JMCTBbI, 0e3HOTa A JIONIA b

MCTOIIIHO KPUYUT B TPaBe.
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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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Kum ®nuH

Ilcanom as KamMuisl
(ponunace 14 urons, 1998)

IIpesxkne Bcero, maJiblKa,

f X04y pacckasaTh Tebe 0 sKU3HIU.
Bce, yero a kisanca

He JeJaTh,

A yKe cleJal.

1 naBHO perma s cebs,

YTO HUKTO He ObIBaeT CYaCTJIMB BCE BpPeMA.
EcTb oCcKOIKM cUaCThbs,

UTJIBI IPEXOLALIEN PagoCTH,

KOTOpBIE BXOIAT B TBOIO *KU3Hb,

IIPOKOJIOB aKKYPaTHYIO JbIPOUKY.

VUl xasx b1t 3HAET,
4TOOBI HAITY UTOJIKY
B CTOTe CeHa,
MIPUIETCA COKEYb
BECb YEPTOB CTOT.

IIce! Botiubl, Kammiia,

[IPOCTO TJIYXME CTAPUKN

C aKKOpPJeOHaMM, KOTOPbIE IBIXTAT U OPYT
13-3a KJIOUKA MECTa Ha YIJIY YJIUIIBL,
CBOEr0, COOCTBEHHOTO.

B rasxnom 3epraste

SKMBET rosryOKa, KOTopas roToBa
IIOPXHYTH B TBOE CepAlLIe.

ITO IOET TBOA MaMa.

TBoit arma — 5X0 CBOETO OTIA,
KpyTOll 0OpbIB BIOJE Oepera,
YCBITIAHHBI IITULIAMA.
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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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3acTpsABLIMe B BA3BKUX AMKax Ha Oepery,
OrpOMHEBIe Kpabbl 1 cJelble paku

¢ TpyaoM KapabraroTcd u3 npnbdosd

B TPECHYBIIIME OT COJIHIIA COJIAHBIE POCCHIIN
U JKECTOKOe KaMeHHoe 0e3MoJIBIe.

31ech *KMUBYT aHreJbl, MaJeHbKasa KaMniia,
BCIOZY I'Zie HE3PUMBIIL POT

MOJKET COCaTh, IITyDOKO 1 MEJJIEHHO.

Bor B aTux nemepax, 6abyiika

C TeTell YKa3bIBaIOT BOCXUII[EHHO,

OHM TOYHO 3HAIOT.

OHU BABIXAIOT BOAAHBIE OPBI3TY, YKPAIIAIOIIe
VX JIAIIA $KEMYIYTOM.

Takue ke CoJIeHble JKeMYY KIHbBI

BBUIMJIVICH U3 TJIy0O9aiIero KoJoaia

KOI'/Ia pOAMUJIAch ThI,

XJIBIHYB KaK HOBas peKa.

KpoxortHoit BuitieHKO07 Obl1a TBOA *KU3Hb U

packaunBaJiach KPaCHEHbKMM IIOIIJIABKOM B IIITOPM.

MuI cunTanu NaJbYMKM Ha TBOMX PYYKaX M HOMKKAX,

U KJISJIACE JIIoOUTh TebsA Beera,

a TBOM MaJIeHbKVE BOCKOBBIE TyOKM

TIOIIEJIOBAJIYM HAC BCEX II0 OYepey, KaK MaJIeHbKasA CBEUYKA
repejiaBasi CBOJ OTOHb 13 YCT B yCTA.

B mope kpoBu, Kamnina,

ThI VKA CJIVBA,

KOTOpPAas BIENUTCA KOPHAMYU B KAMEHb.
ThI Halta caMas ceBepHas 3Be3/a,
TIOKPBITAsA 30JIOTHIMIU JILCThAMU

U CUAOIIAA KaK HOBAasA MaH/IOJIMHA.

ToBopu Bcerpa Ha TaltHOM A3bIKe

4epBell ¥ KaJbMapoB.

BruagpiBaii cBOIO AyIIy KyJja 3aX04elllb

U HUKOTZja He COMHeBalicA B 3TUX CTPOKaxX.
Kpyxace, MBI IPOIIOEM TBOIO MCTOPUIO

U BOCCOEIMHMIMCS, CTaB CeMbEI0 HaKOHel],
HalJA CBOIO OPOUTY B TBOMX IJIa3aX.

24 centsnops, 1998 rona.
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EARTH MOTHER

”the big woman sits with a lake in her lap”

MATD 3EMJIA

”O0JIbITIAsA JKEHIIMHA CUIAT AeprKa 03epo Ha KOJIEHAX
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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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Mapk Cmum-Como
Ilemepa

""CkeJieT, 4acTh KOTOPOTro CKpbITa B
KaMHe, sIBJISIETCS CaMOii JpeBHel HAX0AKOH /10 CeroHSIHIX AHeii ..."
— Accommmiiten Ilpecc, 10 nexadps 1998 rona

W1 a yiiny 3a npejesbl BOJIH CBeTa,

KOJIEDJTIOIIMXCA BJIOJb CTEH, IIOJHMMAACH U OITyCKAACh

OT MO€TO JIbIXaHNs, B TYCTEI[YI0 TbMY

rze IIoJ MOJ MOMM CJeJOM He IIPOCTHpaeTCA HUKAKOM APYToi

U HU OZIMH (paKeJs He IIOTJIOTUJI TbMY —

Temnepsh dA 37IeCh B CAMOM TJIyOOKOM YpeBe,

B caMoll IJIyOOKOIT MOJMHE MCTOYHMKA, IIyOoKaa
CBA3B BLIIIE OTIIA UM MaTepH,

3/1€eCb C KOJIEH MHE H€ BCTaTh,

MOs IIE€Ka IIPpUsKaJJIacCh CJIECIIO0 K KaMHIO,

A II03BOJINJI 3TOMY MUTY IIOJIHOTO OAVIHOYEeCTBa
YAEPKATL MEHA B KOJIbIOe I B3710Xa.
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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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Kampu+ Paccen BapHc

CBALUEHHOE 3EJIBE

1 mymaro, uTo ModA 6abyIka 1o JMHMM OTIIA ObLIa

HaIoJI0BUHY YepoKy, X0TA MHe 00 5TOM HUKOTJa He TOBOPUJINA.

Omna ymepJia 7o TOro, Kak A pPOAMJIACH, POAUB OAMHHAALIATD JIeTell
” He ioTepAB HM oauoro. OHa HUKOrA He OoJesia — Kak o Helt
paccKa3bIBalOT — II0KA He YIIaJa C OCTEKJIEHEeBIIVMY [JIa3aMu Ha
TpAIKY ¢ bobaMu, Korga Habupasa MICKY K obeny.

Tosnsa B ee ruryboKMe YepHbIE KOJIOALBI, OJIMH POJICTBEHHUK CKAa3aJI:
”OHa He NPOTSHET 0 NOJIyIHA , TaK Y I0JIy4nJIoCh.

Ha dotorpacum, HavinenHOI 32 3epKaIOM KOMOJIa MOETO OTIIa,
CILyCTS rofpl IIOCJIE €0 CMepPTH, HammcaHo ee uMA. OHa MoJIofa,

Ha et HameTo TeMHOe IJIaThe ¢ BOPOTHUKOM-CTOMKO

1 OeJIbIM aCKOTCKYIM I'aJICTYKOM, 3aBA3aHHBIM Ha I11ee U CKPEeILIEHHBIM
pmMrpaHHOT OPOIIIBIO C JIYHHBIM KAMHEM B CEPeIMHE.

Ee uepHbIe BosIOCH], paszieseHHbIe Ha TIPOOOP U IepeBA3aHHbIE
c3a]11 JIEHTOM, IaJlal0T €l Ha I1JIeYn.

VI3 y11est cBMCAIOT 3aMbICJIOBAThIE, C OYCMHKAMM CEPLI.
Bricokue ckysb 6pocaroT TeHU Ha BIIAJbIE IIIEKN

HaJl ee CyKaTbIM PTOM.

Ee ryiaza, omyThI-XpaHUTEM HA BEeKa, BHUMATEJJIbHO CMOTPAT HA MeHd,
3aKUTAIOT MOE Cep/Lle, BbI3LIBAIOT AYX IPE3.

T'ycTele jieca 1 caBaHHBIL, cO0p OVKMUX KOPHEI],

TVIMHAHBIE cocyabl. Manc 1 MsACO ¢ JHEBHOI 0XOThI

3KapATCS HAJl OTKPBITHIM KOCTpoM. ['J1a3a yIaBaMBaioT ero OJIeckK,
MBJIy4aloT CTPEJIbI CBETA B HOYHOE Heo.
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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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Mapu Snuzabem lNapkep

OSCpHaﬁ KCHINUHA

ITosocka ee H6aecTslelt PO30BOIT HOTH

roOJieckmBaeT 3a obsraxkamu

Ha 3akaTe. C TOMHBIM BUJIOM OHA PaCCMaTPUBAET I1ePJIaMyTPOBLIE
TIaJIbITBI HOT.

Boubias sKeHIMHa CUAUT MEePrKa 03eP0 Ha KOJIEHAX

M SKJIeT KOIJia YaliKky IPUJIETAT C OKeaHa

U IpUBEeMJIATCS KaK OeJible IIBETHI B KOP3NHE.

JepeBbda OKPYIKaIOT 03€P0 KaK KOJbe 13 IIepbeB AMKoOpasa.

IIpocTpancTBa MeXKAY MEPEBLAMN MOTYT ITO3BOJIUTD

IYPHOMY YEJIOBEKY IIOACTYIIUTHCSA OJIM3KO K IOJISAHE.

JlepeBbsa NOANEPIKUBAIOT BCAKYIO KI3Hb

IpoOMBAIIYI0 cebe Iy Th KaK JIMYMHKI TPBI3YIINE KOPY.

Henmnmua cuaut nepixa 03epo Ha KOJIEHAX

U BBITACKUBAET JIeTell U3 ero riyOouH,

HE)KMPHBIX U YBEPTJIMBBIX JIOCOCAT,

cMeeTcs, BUAA KaK BOJA IIOTOKOM CTEKAeT C HUX.

Kampu+ Bpaim NepkuH

Benepa Busiennopderasn™

OHa caMblif CTPAIIHBI KOIIMap (DeMUHUCTKU:
He Adponura BolllleAIad U3 MOPSA

a IIMHAHBIN KOM, IPEeBHAA

KapMKATypa $KEeHCTBEHHOCTY

BCe — I'PYIU U KUBOT U JIUIIIb

KYJIbTU BMECTO PYK U HOT,

U COBCEM HeT ITaJIbIIEB, HEYKJIIOMKAS,

rouTy Iapoobpas3Hasd IJI0JOBUTOCTb —
JICKYCCTBO, OTOOpasKarolee KU3Hb KaK
dopma oTpakaeT cofepKaHue.

* Benepa Buiiennopdekasi — 310 cKyJIbNTYpHOE M300paskeHne GOTHHHU TJIOAOPOAMS
JMO0XH NAJIe0JINTa, HaiieHHoe B ABcrpuu (r.JlaiimMcToH).
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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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Gapbapa lNpecHen

Ctux JTesnb

1 paborato co caoBamu. [la.

f 3HameHuTAa.

Mpaicay npuxogAaT KO MHe HOYBIO KaK poca.
{1 HaxoKy UX yTPOM Ha CBO€I! NOAYIIIKE.

1 yepmnalo ux JIOKKOIM Ha CTPaHUIIBI.

I cmaxyto nx. OTO MOe HacJIaKIeHbE.

Moi1 orer; jobrsiBaeT yrosb. Ero Koska depHa

kKak A¢puxa. Ero Hoc 60JIbHO yTHIKAeTCsA MHE B IEKY.
Houbio 0oH counHAET MY3BIKY

Paccekas cBoeli CKpPUIIKOIL TEMHOTY.

Ero ryaza COMKHYTBI TaksKe IIJIOTHO KaK CXKAThI CTPYHBI.
Ha Bepange s nogumMaro monost 100Ky 1 KPysKych

Ha upimouxrax. {1 6anepuna.

JlyHa TaHI[yeT co MHOII.

BoJsoce! 06paMIiIAIOT MOe JIMII0 Kak

OpnyBaHuMKOBEIE sKesianuA.* Mou riias3a moxosxm Ha

Tewmuble ceMeHHbIe KOpoOouKky. Mou pyrn —

Brrommecs cTebiy, KOTOpbIe PacTyT B CILIETEHHOM KyCTapHUKE.
f momonOC**.

f rHuKOrSA He ymuparo.

Mourozoit yesioBek IPMHOCUT MHe 00ef.

OH BBICOKMII ¥ CUJIBHBIN. ¥ HEr0 YepPHOE JIMIIO.
f rosopro, ceirpait MHe, amna,

Yrobs! 4 cTannesBasna. OH roBOpHUT,

Hanmmm mue HeckoJsbKO CJI0B, MaMa.

Y MeHsd HeT JeTeli, HO OH JII00e3€eH.

f naro emy 31O CJI0BO:

Enm.

* JleTH 3arajbIBaloOT JKeJIaHUS, Mpex/ie YeM JYHYTh HA OJyBaHYHK.

** JlomoHOC — pacTeHHe ¢ APKHMH KPYIVIbIMH LIBeTaMH.
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Barbara Kidd Lawing

RESEMBLANCE

Earth Mother, you are called.

You burn cold then hot, bright
then dark
—as Ido.

You blossom in summer, sigh with
ripeness in autumn
—sodol.

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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Gapbapa Kuda JlouHe

CXOJICTBO

Martb-3emis1, Te0sa Ha3bIBAIOT.

ThI 00KNUraeITb XOJIO0A0M, IIOTOM $KapoM, CBETOM
3aTeM TeMHOTOM
— KaK 1 .

Tr1 paciBeTraels JeTOM, B3[bIXaellb OT
3PeJIOCTY OCEHBIO
— A TOXKe.

Tric KOPHEM BBIKOPYEBBIBACIIIb CBOU J€PEBbA
CBOVIMM yparaHaMmt
— TaKXe U d.

Ter COXpaHAenIb HEKOTOPbIE 13 CBOUX CEMAH
B IIOKO€ rogamMmm
— A JeJialo TO Ke caMoe.

TbI XOPOHUIIIL HEKOTOPBIE BEIIM TaK IJIyOOKO
OyaTo MX MOTJIO HMKOTa U He ObITh
— TaK’Ke Kak I .

Tl He MOJKeIllb, eCJIM 3aX04elllb, CHOBA CTaTh
TaKOI KaK Mpesk]ie
— 5 TOXKe He MOTy.

Y Tebsa sro00i1 JeHb MOYKeT
CTaThb [TOXOKVM Ha BECHY.
— TaK e
U Y MEHs.
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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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[DxoaHHa [x. MakKemaH

ITeuann

Bel nymaete, 3eMJIs He TPYCTUT
U He IIader
KOIJIa YXOAUT BecHa
U ee eTV YMUPAIOT:
BbI BUJIUTE OIIABIIINII JIETIECTOK ¥ CBEPHYBILMIICA JIACT
IIBeTa OTHEHHOTO KapMMHA Y 3KEJITOTO KaJIMMUsA, YTO
HaMHOTO KpacyuBee YeM OObIYHBIN TPaBAHMCTO-3€JIEHBIN I[BET
1 TOBOPUTE: "ITO eCTeCTBEHHO .
Ho ymupanue ecTs yMupaHue.
PasBe 3emJ1s He TIOMHUT,
YTO JIIOOMMBIE €10 KOIZIa-TO
HIKOTI'/Ia BHOBb He OyIyT eif 3HaKOMbI?
Kaxk sxe Ta BeJMKOJIEIIHAS JIVICTBA,
HapYIIeHHBI OPANIOK KaMHe,
YaxHyllee EPeBO, KOTOPoe, OyAy4un 30POBBIM,
KPEIKo 00HMMAJIO ee TTOYBY —
pasBe OHa He IIPOJIMBAET CBOM CJe3bl 10 HuM?
Bbl mpocTo fyMaeTe, YTO 3eMJIA HE IPYCTUT
IIOTOMY YTO €€ CKOpPOb IIPUXOINUT
B Iojyiobarolriee BpeMs, IIOTOMY 4TO
BbI He BOCIIPMHJIMAETE €€ J0KIb KaK CJe3bl
¥ He CJIBIIINTE ee CTOHA OT 0oJsm
— M IIOTOMY 4YTO OHa
BCerzia, Bcerga
HaXOZUT ITyTh CHOBA
JIaTh KVMB3Hb CBOUM JIETAM
I CHOBA BO3PaJl0BaTLCH.
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Margaret Divish
Demeter Writes Back to Persephone

Darling child,

Tache 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.

Thave 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.

Thave 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.
Thave 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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Mapezapem usuw

[emeTpa nucbmenHo orBeuaet Ilepcedone™

JparoneHHoe T4,

Kaskayio ceKyHIy KaKoro IHA A UCIBITHIBAI0 00JIb yTPATHL

Mos GecrieyHoCTh XOIMAT 38 MHOJ II0 IISATaM.

Ia, GeJibe CII0KEeHO U TapeJIKy BBIMBITHL, i YIiKe

IIpuroroBmia 3aMedaTesbHbI PocTOUd, KAPTOIIKY C IETPYIIKON 1
MopxoBb B citagixoM coyce. VI Ioka g Bce 5TO fesiaa, Tl Ucuesna.
1 3Basa Tebs obemaTh U pyrasa 3a HEPACTOPOITHOCTD

IToxka 0CTBHIBATIO MOE MACO 1 MOSI MOPKOBB COXJIA, MOPIIACh.

Ttymble JiF0[1 BOIIAT ¥ IPOCAT CEHa, BOJBI ¥ KITYOHUKIL.
TTogymasm 661 060 MHEE XOTb pas. Tenepsb

OHyM BBDKAJIM BCE CBOM OJIVMBKIL, TIOCTABUIINM OPOIUTE BECh

Croit BuHOrpaj 1 pyratoT MeHsA. OH IPUBOAAT CBOKX JETEN,
Yrobbl passkaIobUTh MEHA JaTh YIM MOJIOKO, 3KEPTBYIOT IIMBO U
TpyIyMKM UBIIIAT, & MHE JOCTATOYHO CMEPTH I

IToreps. Mon riaza kax necok. f Tymo cmoTpio

Ha cTeHB! IOTOJIOK 1 ITOJI, asKe MeJIeHHOe TeueHue

Crnesunky usHypsAet MeHs. S yKyTasach B ofedna.

B xaMuHe raceeT oroHb. I'Hube OTphI3KY AOJIOK €ro He HACBITAT.

I mpocnna 3eBca u ymosana Auzia a OHU Tak BEJINUECTBEHHBI,

Koraa 00bACHAIOT [T0YeMy ThI He MOKeIlb BepHYThCA. OHIU TOBOPAT,

I He momkHa OBITE TaKOiT AMOIMOHATBHON. Hu k YeMy MHOTO TpeOOBaTh.
PasBe a umeto He focratouno? CrpammmBatoT ouy. Kpacuserii oM,
Baccerin, caibl OJHBIE IIBETOB, KOTOPBIE 1A MEHA

Bce paBHO uT0 XMypbIe rpubel. [IeHcus, 11eCTh MecAIeB OTIIYCKa

Kaxnpiit rox. Jaxke y 3eBca HET Takoro, a oH 6occ.

(Oymaer on Takoii cMerHoit). OHM He pas3pellaioT oCkLIaTh Tebe mofapKu
Jnv mucbMa, HO A TOCBLIAIO CepALie, KOTOPOe BCeraa IIPMHALIexKao Tebe.

I mepexromana 3eMi0 B ouckax Tebd. SIMbI B I11€CTb (PYTOB BLIPHITHI Ha Ta30HE.

I HOrTAMM BBIpATIa KOPHM I OTIIPaBIIIA 3MElt ICKATh

Tebs. ToBopar, Teba cripaTamy, Ho oHM JryT. C HUMM CIIOJHA PaCILIaunMBaeTca Ay,
Y MeHs Ips3b Ha KOJIEHAX 1 B BOJIOCAX, A CJIOMAJIa HOITY U II0pe3asa pyKu.

Ho 5 He no4yBcTBYI0 9TOrO 0K He 106epych CKBO3b 3eMIIIO I He BepHY Tebs.

* Aup (oH ke I'ajec), 6or mo3eMHOro napcrea B rpeyeckoid Muoioruu, Kpajer y
Jlemetpsl ee 10ub Ilepcedony u xenutcst Ha Heid. [1o3T numer ot JMua maTtepwu,
KOTOpas oTepsiia cBoIO 104b. B rope [lemerpa no3Bo.isieT, YTOObI 3UMa HA 3eMJjIe
JUINIACH IHeCTh MecseB, — MOTOMY YTO HMeHHO mmecTh Mecsies Ilepcedona
HAXO/UTCH B OA3eMHOM LlapcTBe y Anja.
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BENEDICTE

BJIAT'OCJIOBEHUE
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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.
Iride a thread

of comprehension
that stretches
from my glass

to the pale

bright ball

among the stars.
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Luk Pobepmc

Crpyra*

Ilonras 6enaa

JIyHA ITOHUMAETCS

Haz Ctpyroit

U BUCUT BBICOKO.

Ha 6anxone

HAJ BHYTPEHHNUM JABOPOM
rzie MoJHO cobak

MHE IIPUHOCAT

TOPKY

aJIMa30B

U C HAIIEPCTOK

paxum™*

B KOTOPOI IJIaBaeT
JlyHa.

MBI BCe CUAUM 3a O0JIbIINM
KPYTJILIM CTOJIOM

U TIbEM.

Azpx

IS MeHA abCTpaKTeH

U UX CJIOBA

OTOVMBAIOT PUTM

KaK HOTU

TaHIIOPOB

BHE3AIHLIMY BCIIBIIIKAMH
KPaTKUX 3BYKOB
TaHIIYEMBIX C

YMBICJIOM.

Tamel] Taxoii 3Ke COYHBINI
KaK OJIMBKU

U 4 CBIT.

fI myckatoch Ha CAMOTEK II0 HUTU
MIOHVIMAHUS

KOTOpas IPOCTUPAETCA
OT MOETO CTaKaHa

K 3TOMY OJteTHOMY
APKOMY LIapy

cpeny 3Be3.

*Crpyra — ropoa B Makenonun. O 3uameHuT cBouvu IlosTHdeckumu Beuepamu,
KOTOpbIe 00bIYHO YCTPAUBAIOTCH €KeroJHo B 4ecTh OpaTheB Muitagunosbix. Ciona

Che3:Kal0TCs MOIThI O BeceX KOHTHHeHTOB. IToaTHyeckuii pectuBaian B CTpyre — oaun
U3 cTapeifliuX n Hanboslee H3BECTHBIX B MHPe MePONpPHUATHI TaKoro poja.

** Pakusi — aJIKOroJIbHbI HAUTOK
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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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HHOCJIECJIOBHUE

" lymia mo3ta Bcrpenenercs..."

Bnepebie aHTOIOrHYeCKHii COOPHUK HA IBYX 3BIKAX MPEICTAB-
asiet B Koctpome noatos CeBepHoii Kapoannbl. YnraTenu noayuaror
BO3MO’KHOCTH N0J1eTOM (haHTA3MU OKA3aThCs CpelH J/eil pa3HbIX
KYJbTYP Ha IPYTOM KOHTHHEHTE H MO3HABATEILHO YIUBJIATHCS CXO/1-
CTBY YYBCTB, Pa/IoOBaThCSl COBNA/IEHUIO MbIC/Ieil 0 Mpupojae U Yesio-
Beke. Bo3Mo:kHOe CHUKeHHe ePBO3IaHHOCTH MeJI0AHH CBOOOJHOIrO
¥ BOJIBHOIO CTHXA CO3/1aeT onpe/eJeHHbIe TPYIHOCTH 15l PyCCKO-
ro ynutartesi, chopMUPOBAHHOIO HA MO33MM € MOCTOSHHBIMU pa3Me-
pamu, Ha 6J1aro3Byuun pudpmoBanusix crpod. Ho uynoneiictBeHnas
CHJIa TBOPYECKOr0 BOOOpaKeHMsI, 1aPOBAHHASI HAM OT NPHPOABI,
MOKeT KOMIIEHCMPOBaTh yTpaueHHoe npu nepesoje. IloaTuyeckoe
BOCIIPHUSITHE NPEe0A0JIeBaeT He TOJbKO A3bIKOBbIE Oapbephl...

Tpyano npeacTaBUTh, YTO KOTAA-TO YeJ0BeYecKast ;KH3Hb 00X0-
auiaack 6e3 nodzun. C ApeBHeilluX BpeMeH B HICTOPHH MHUPOBOIi
KYJbTYPbI NO3THYECKHE U (punocodckue OTKPOBEHUS HA NYTH K
HUctune u Kpacore okaspiBanmucs psiiom. JlaBasi onpenesieHue Be-
mam, siBJeHusiM, coobITHIM, camoii Ilpupoae, pusocodbl u MOITHI
JIBUTAJIMCb B MHPOBOM NMPOCTPAHCTBE € MOMOIIbIO BOOOpaKEeHHUS.
Co0cTBEeHHOI MPAKTHKOI OYeHb TaBHO OMpeAeHIIN: /s YeoBe-
Ka, JKeJAoLero BbICKa3aTh UCTHHY, OOpalleHne K Mo33MH B BbIC-
meii crenenu ectectBeHHo. IToBcemecTHoe BiusiHue nodM I'omepa
u [ecuona nody:xaano puinocoduio k copeBHOBaHUIO B MeTado-
pHuecKuX BbicKa3biBaHuaX. VicTuHa, Kak M 1033us, HAX0UIaCh MOJ
nokpoButebcTBoM My3. Hepenko ¢gunocodbl u3bACHAIN CBOU
MBIC/JH B CTHXaX, NO3THYeCKHMH oboporamu. Hecayuaiino B Te
JIaBHHE BpeMeHa My/pelbl PyKOBOACTBOBAJIUCH OOLIUM MHEHHEM:
NM03THYECKOoe CPOHH npopovyeckomy. Pumckuii moat Jlykpeumii Kap
co3naia ¢puaocodcekyro nodmy 'O npupose Bemeii', NOCBAIMIEHHY O
aTOMHM3MYy — yYeHHUI0 rpeuecknx ¢unocodon JIemoxpura u Inu-
Kypa. OTo ObLIO 0c000€e eIMHCTBO (putocopun u mMo3’3uu, MUpPO-
Basl JIUTepaTypa TaKkoro 0oJiblle He 3HAJIA.

W3 nepBbIx nHeil TpeThero ThicA4yeaeTHS OrJIAAbIBaeMCS OYeHb
JajieKo, AymMasi 00 HCTOKAX MOITHYECKOro BOCHPUSTHS BceoOlIeii
ITpupoasl. Penaktopckasi paGoTa Haj 3TOH KHUT0il — BXOKAEHHE
B NOJU(OHNYHBIA MHP, CO3IaHHBII pa3yMOM M YyBCTBaMH, 1yllIEB-
HBIM JIapOM M TAJAHTOM MHOTHX Jiojei. BcnoMHuIMCh UCTHHBIL, C
KOTOPbIMH He nocnopuinb. Emle u enre pa3 okazpiBaeTcsi noJie3HbIM
HANIOMHUHAHHE: YeJI0BeK 3TO TOKe NPUPOAA, IOCTHIasl ee 3aKOHbI, Mbl
JIBHKeMCS K TIO3HAHHUIO CAMUX ceds M YOe:Kk1aeMcsl, 4TO Ha CaMoM JieJie
BCe CYIIECTBYIOIIEe eJHHO C MHOKeCTBEHHbIM pa3Hoodpasuem. Ilo-
HUMATh 3TO IOMOTaeT N033HUsl, yMelollas onpeaesiTh Bellld Yepe3 To,
YTO MOJYAC He UMeeT K HUM HHKAKOro KacaTejbCcTBAa.
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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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®anTa3ns, BOOOpakeHHe MO3BOJIAIOT Y€JOBEKY C MOMOIIBIO
3PUTEIbHBIX M YYBCTBEHHBIX aHAJOTHIl MpeICTaBJATh caMble Ja-
JieKHe, caMble HeBOOOpa3uMble 00CTOATEILCTBA, ABJIEHHS, COOBITHS,
¢akTel. B cB00OIHOE MyTemecTBHE 0O MHPOBBIM MPOCTPAHCTBAM
yBJeKkaJ yeqaoBeka nodT u ¢puaocod Jykpeumii (1 B. 10 H.3.), mo-
JIETOM MBIC/IM M cMeJI0i (paHTa3uu y4uJI BCIHOY YYBCTBOBATh celsl
CBOOOJHO, KaK 3TO OBLIO JaHO TOJLKO 00:KeCTBAM B COYMHEHHUSIX
T'omepa. C Bennuaiimeii My IpocTbhI0 IpeBHUE NOITHI BHY AN
YUTATEIAM BO3MOKHOCTH M0JIeTa BOOOpaskeHueM B Mpupoje, Ko-
Topas e;KeJHEBHO OKPYKaeT M MO3BOJIET KAKAOMY OCTABATHCS
cBouM OpaToM Bo BcelsieHHOI.

T'oBopsimue Ha pa3HBIX A3BIKAX U CJIaraolue CTUXH — TOKe
OpaThs, cIOCOOHBIE IIEHUTH TAPMOHUIO M KpacoTy. Uuraromue Ha
pycckom oco6enHo utyT Ilymkuna. QOpamamoTcs K ero nodTudec-
KHM COKPOBMIIAM BHOBb U BHOBb. Ho mpuxoamioch caplmarh:
PACKPBITHIi B JIMPUKE MYNIKHHCKHI HeaJ MPEKPACHOI0 YeI0Be-
Ka yTpauMBaeT MHOTMe KPacKHd B NMepeBoAe HA aHIIMHACKHI A3BIK.
K coxasienuro, k coxayienunio... Mup Ilymknna — ne Toqbko Poc-
cusi. 3HaeM, YTO BaKHeiiIast 0cOO0EHHOCTH PYCCKOTO IreHHsl, ero TBOp-
4yecKoro 00JuMka — BCceMUPHOCTh. IIyIIKHH B IOHOCTH YUTAJ
AHTUYHBIX M0ITOB, B Mopy 3penoctu usyyaa lllekcnupa, Bbicoko
HeHn1 nepcujckoro nodra Caaam, caMoObITHYIO MOI3UI0 MYCYJIb-
MaH, yBJekaJcs nodMamu baiipona, npouuThIBaj HOBble POMaHbI
BaabTepa CkorTa, counHennsi I'eTe, 0co0eHHO 0.1M3KO0Ii ObLIa JJIs
Hero (¢paHIy3cKas KyJbTypa, paHO OTKPbLI st ceOst BoabTepa u
Pycco, Pacuna u Moabepa... Y IMBUTe/IbHAS CIOCOOHOCTH NepeBoII-
JIOIATHCS M NOHUMATh AYX KaXA0ro Hapojaa, 0COOEHHOCTH HCTO-
PHYECKHX 3M0X COYETAIACH C €CTECTBEHHON NOTPEOHOCTHIO pelaTh
obueyenoBeyeckue Bonpockl. Ero xynoxecrBeHHoe mo3HaHue
JKU3HU 000raTHJIO TYXOBHOE JOCTOSIHME HALIMH, ONpeIeHIo Oyp-
HBbIH pacuBeT PYCCKOil JUTEPATYPHI H CIY:KUT HEM3MEHHBIM 3CTe-
THYeCKUM OPHEHTHPOM.

JI1000ii pa3roBop o nmo3’3uu noapasymeBaeT odpameHue K
SIBJICHUIO Ype3BbIYaiiHOMy — BeceMupHOMY renmio Ilymkuna. B nem,
no ciioBaM I'oroJis, pycckasi npupoa, pycckasi 1yma, pyccKkMii 3bIk,
PYCCKHIi XapakTep OTPa3ujIuch B TAKOH OYHMIIEeHHON KpacoTe, B
KaKoil oTpazkaercs JaHAMA(T HA BBINYKJIOH NOBEPXHOCTH ONTH-
YeCKOro cTeKJia.

IToaT yBiIeKaeT He3aMYTHEHHYIO YOJIHKY B HE3HAKOMYIO CTpa-
HY U3SIIIHOTO, I7e ""BO3BBINIAECTCH Ay, YIYYIIAIOTCS MOMBICITBI,
YTOHYAKOTCH YyBCTBA, KAKAOMY X04YeTCsl BO3BbILIEHHO MBICJUTH .
Xyno0:xkecTBEHHO PACKPBITbIe HPABCTBEHHbIE HCTUHBI NIpeJIaralTcs
JIJIS1 YMCTBEHHOT'O POCTa, HO MOCTHIAIOTCH MO CIIOCOOHOCTH BOCXH-
ATHCSl M1 YMHETh.

CBOMMH OTKPBITHSIMH HA MYTH NOITHYECKOTO BOCHPHATHS
JKM3HH TP YMEHHH JOBEPATH MPHPOJAE U JOBEPATHCS eil Jydinne
no3Tbl Mupa yBJIeKkawT K 100py H NPeKpacHOMY, K MICKPEHHOCTH,
JIIO0OBH M IyXOBHOMY caMOCO3HaHUI0. OHH y4aT ObITH OCTOPOKHbI-
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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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MH, yJIaBJIMBaTh COKPOBEHHBIE IBUKEHHS B AyHIaX JIO/Iei, 0T3bI-
BaTbCS HA BCE, YTO MPOMCXOUT B MPUPO/IE U 001IECTBE, YCTPEMIIATh
B30p B uncToe HeGo. HUKTO He HMeeT NpaBa NPHHUKATH BO3BbILIEH-
HYIO NOITHYECKYIO 1eSITeIbHOCTh, CYNTATh ee BTopocTeneHHoi. Ho
JIOBOJILHO YaCTO, K 00JILIIOMY COKAJTEHHIO, NyOIMKYHOTCS NPU3HA-
HUSl CNENHATNCTOB, YTBEPKAAMINX, YTO COBPEMEHHAasl M033Usl
nepecTajia BXOAUThH B MOBCEIHEBHYIO HHTE/JIEKTYAIbHYIO JTHETY.

B neiicTBUTEILHOCTH NMOCTEIHUX ECATH-NATHAAUATH JET M0
Bceil npoBuHIMAABHON Poccun BosiHA 3a BOJIHOW MAYT HOBbIE He-
U3BeCTHBIE MOIThI. B TPyAHBIX 00CTOSITETLCTBAX OHH MPUBHBAIOT
BKYC K pa3Hoo0pa3uio :xu3Hu. M Besiknii MMeroIuii TaaaHT Xya0K-
HUKA CJI0BA HEBOJIBLHO Pa00TaeT HA TAKYIO 1leJib, 0 KOTOPOii caM
JleB Touscroii roBopui, 4TO HeIb XyA0:KHHKA — ''3aCTaBUTh HAC
NOJIIOOUTDH KU3Hb BO BCEX ee 0eCYHCIIEHHBIX U 0eCKOHEYHBIX Mpo-
sIBJIeHunAX" .

Hammu nnaTepechl K YTEHHIO MOI3UU ONPeeISIOTCS JABHUMH
TpaauUusMH, 00pa3uamMu HapoHoro TBopuyecTBa. Bee doabkiop-
HbI€ KaHPBI OT MOCJIOBHUI 10 CKa30B, ObLJIUH CBHIETEJIbCTBYIOT 0
BEYHOM M HEYBSI1aI0IIeM CJI0BECHOM MCKYCCTBe, IPH3HAHHOM YHHU-
KAJILHBIM SIBJICHHEM B MHPOBOI MCTOPHH XY/10:KeCTBEHHOI KYJIb-
Typbl. /111 YnTAIOIMMX HA PYCCKOM SI3bIKE €CTh B ITyOMHAX HCTOPUHI
Henccsikaemble poaHuku. [IpuHukas K HIM, MO3THI M MHCATEIN B
KaK/YI0 30Xy NOBHHOBAJINCH, MO cjaoBaM IlymkuHa, npuHATHIM
00bIYasiM B CJIOBECHOCTH CBOEr0 Hapojaa, KOTopasi Bcerja uMeer
cBo10 ""oco0eHHyI0 (pusnonomuo". [lognuHHBIE 3HATOKH MO33HUH
Jla’ke CerojJiHsl He MOTYT COIJIACHTBCS C YTBEP:KJAeHHEeM 00 ymMHpa-
HUM WJIH yHajKe ee, IOHUMAs MPH ITOM '"'MOCNEIIHOCTH MHPOBBIX
nepeMeH B CTOPOHY cyry0oii mpakTuinocTu'.

IIpuxoasiT HOBBIE MO3THI, NPUXOAAT YMJINBBIE HOBATOPHI,
oTAamue npeanourenue gopmMaiabubiM nouckam. OHu 3adbiBa-
10T 0 YNTaTese, BOCIUTAHHOM MJIM HACJIEACTBEHHO c()OPMUPOBAH-
HOM HA UHBIX HCTOKAX, H 0CTAaIOTCA '"HenoHAThIME'"' . DpaHIy3cKuii
Mmactep pusnocodcekoii aupuxu Ioas Basepu B cBoe BpeMsi pa3Mblil-
JISJT 0 HOBATOPCTBE, O CYLIHOCTH MO3HAHMS M NPHPOABI TBOPYECTBA.
Ero no3ssust orJim4aeTcs CMeJI0CTHI0 aCCONUAIIMIL, IPe/Ie/IbHOM Ccry-
HIEHHOCTBIO BBIPA3UTENLHOTO A3bIKa. AGOPU3MBI 103TA C YAOBOJIb-
cTBHEM UTHPOBAT AHape Mopya B JIMTepaTyPHBIX BOCIIOMHHAHUAX
¥ 00paTHJI BHUMAaHHE HA PACCYK/IEHHS N103Ta 0 HOBATOPCTBE, CPean
KOTOPBIX 11€J1ecC000pa3HO ceiluac BbIIEIAI0 OJHY MbICIb: ""CTpaH-
HOE CBOICTBO — TaK NEMJATHCS 3a camMoe OpeHHOe B Bemax — 3a
X HoBu3HY. Vlin BaM HeBe10MO, UTO caMble HOBBbIE HJIeH HEOOXO-
JIUMO 00JIeKaTh B 0J1aropoJHyI0, HECHEIIHYI0, HO 3pelyio Gopmy;
YTOObI OHHM BBITJISI/IEJN CTPAHHBIMH, HO OBITYIOIIMMH YK€ Ha NMpo-
TsI2KEHHH BEKOB, He CO3IaHHBIMH WJIM HAI{/IeHHBIMH CETrO/THS 10 YTPY,
HO MPOCTO MO3a0LITHIMH U 00peTeHHbIMH BHOBBL''. HeT u cTpan-
HOTr'0 CBOICTBA M B MOBTOPSIIOLINXCS MEPHOANYECKH MUCAHUAX MO
MOBOJly YyracaHusl 033U, 3aMHUPaHUs )KMBOr0 HHTepeca K Hei?
T'oBopAT, HBIHYE NPOGJIeMa B YUTATENAX, JaKe AHATUTHIECKH 11O
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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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BHEIIHUM ¢(akTOpam onpenensieTcsi YPOBeHb Psi/IOBOro YUTATEIS,
Crnoco0HOro WJIM HECHOCOOHOro BOCIPHMHUMATH M033ui0. Moxker
ObITh, Mpo0/1eMa B TOM, HA KAKOM YPOBHe FOBOPSAT € YHUTaTeseM,
HA KaKHe TeMbl, KAKHM SI3bIKOM, YTO nponoseayoT. Becerna am
pa3ymMHa MeTa¢OpHYHOCTH, YCIO0KHEHHOCTh peuH, COOTBETCTBYET
JIM CTeNeHH 00IEeCTBEHHOr0 Pa3BUTHA?

O6pamasch K YMTATEISIM ITOr0 COOPHUKA, MPeyCMOTPUTEb-
HO 3aTparuBalo Julb 4YacTh cneuupuuecknx ocodeHHocTeil Boc-
npustus. IlepBplii HAII ONBIT MEepeBOAA MOITHYECKHX TEKCTOB,
CO3/1aHHBIX HA Pa3HBIX HCTOPHYECKHX, KYJIbTYPHBIX, S3BIKOBBIX
HCTOKAX, 00A3bIBAT ObITh MpeAeabHO 0CTOPO:KHbIMHU. VI3BecTHO,
pedb KakI0ro nodra cyobeKTHBHA, UMeeT HHAUBHAYAJIbHYIO Me-
Joanio coaep:xxanus. Cama npupoaa CMOTPUT HA XYIOKHHKA U
00bsICHAIETCH C HUM Ha 0COOEHHOM si3blKe, 1aBasl MOHATH, YTO B
Yyes0oBeKe BceMy Mepa ecTb — nyma ero. HacTpoenne counnuress
OKa3bIBAETCS CO3BYYHBIM COCTOSIHUIO MPHPO/IbI HE TOJIBKO TOH, 4YTO
PAAOM, HO U IaBHeH — U3 Jajiekoro AercTBa. ONbIT IHYHOIM KHU3-
HHU 12eT 4YeJ0BEeKY BO3MOKHOCTh BOCIPHHMMATH MHUP € HENOBTO-
PUMOIi HHANBUAYAJbHOCTHIO U BHIPAKATh ce0Sl TOHYAHIIMMU
YyBCTBEHHbIMHM MHCTpyMeHTaMu. Kazkaas cTpyHa B TeX HHCTpYMeH-
Tax 3BYYMT B 3aBMCHMOCTH OT NpuKacaHus K Heii. Tpener u oco3-
HaHHASl OCTOPOKHOCTH C MOITHYECKHUM TEKCTOM 00beIMHUIN HAC
npu noaroroske uznanus. Jlxxyam Xorau, Illlepon FOunr, Hara-
Jabsi PsooBa, Mpuna Enesnu, FOms TapacoBa coriiacoBbiBajImn yepes
OKeaH MepeBo/bl HA PYCCKHIl A3BIK.

Hammu yntaTesu no npupoje cBoeii, BO BCAKOM ciIy4yae 00./1b-
LHIHHCTBO U3 HUX, C()OPMHUPOBAIUCH HA TAKUX CTHXAX, B KOTOPBIX
""Bce MOHSATHO, Bce HA pycckoM si3bike'. Ho cama :ku3Hb, nepune-
THH peaJibHOIi 1eliCTBUTEIbHOCTH CTUMYIHPYIOT MOMCK HOBBIX (hopMm
U cpelcTB BbIpa3uTeabHOCTH. Bo3pacTaer ypoBeHb MO3THYECKOIO
MHPOBO33peHHs, CTPeMJIeHHe K B3aHMONPOYTEHHIO PadOTaAIOMINX
OT pPa3HbIX ITHHYECKUX MCTOKOB. AHTOJIOrHYeCKoe 00beJUHEeHHE
aBTOPOB 00emaeT ObITH MOJe3HBIM — PSIAOM MeYaTaKTCs MOITHI,
Mpe/ICTABIISIIOMINE, KAK CKA3aHO B 1€ TMKaTHOM npeaucioBuu I>pon
FOunr, cMelmiaHHY10 UCTOPHUIO Pa3HBIX HApo10B. B ocHoBe Kaxk10¥i
NMO3THYECKOH KYJIbTYPbI 0CO0bIe HCTOKH: MU(DOTOTH3M, huaocodus
ObITHS, HAPOAHBIH (hoNbKIOP U INTepaTypHble Tpaguuuu. [lonsTHo,
HACTpPOEHME YeJIOBeKa Ha JH00M MaTepuKe CO3BYYHO COCTOSIHHIO
ooweii ITpupoanl u Toi, 4TO PAAOM, JOCTYNHA CO3EPUAHUI0. ATOM-
Hasi IMoXa 00s3yeT NPUCJIYIIMBATHCS HE TOJIBKO K COOCTBEHHOMY
CcaMO4yBCTBHIO.

VI uepes noOpory 3a ThIH IEPETH
Henb3a, He ToTya MUPO3IaHbS.

B nByx crpokax — mo3unusi bopuca Ilactepnaka. On aumb
OJIMH U3 TeX, KTO HAXOAMJI U HAXOAUT MO33UI0 BCIOAY, HO H 3XO0
Tpareamii — To:ke NoBcoAy. ToNbKO 0CTAHOBHCDH, OIISAANCH, PU-
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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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caymaiicsi — cTaHellb B 001el TpeBore, nepeaaBaeMoii Ha pa3HbIX
SI3bIKAX. JTO FOBOPAIT TBOU €MHOMBILIJIEHHUKH, Y HUX TaKHe Ke
ne4yaJjm, ;KuTeiickue paJocTH U MeuThI O Jy4llleM yCTpolicTBe 4e-
JIOBEYECKOro 00IIeKNTHS.

Kazkaoe 001ecTBo BhICTPaUBaeT CBOW MAHTEOH, TBOPUT CBO-
X KyMHPOB. Y Ka:KJ10ro Hapo/Jia CBOM y4HTeJsl U MyTeBOHbIE Bep-
muHbl. Bemnuaiimme nodtel — cBon. U Bee ske MbI HHTEPECHBI IPYT
JIPYTy, yJIaBJIMBaeM CXOACTBO M0 HECKOJbKUM cTpoukaMm. ""Her yike
JierkoHorux ameii', — nanucaa no3t Usan CkaJja. "Moii Bo3 Ha-
rpy:eH ¢ BepxoM" — cka3ano B coopuuke fna IInnapxa. Muo-
UM JIH U3BECTHBI 3TH YelIcKue nodThi? OHU NPU3HAHBI B CBOEIi
crpane. OHM, yMy/IpeHHBbIE KU3HBIO H TBOPYECTBOM, OJHAKIBI
HANOMHHJIM: €CJIH ThI MOHSII, O YeM Cero/iHs HAeT pedb, Thl He CMO-
’Kelllb 0e33a00THO UTPATh M Becesio pa3BiieKaThCsl. JTH NPOIUTH-
POBaHHbIE CTPOKHU M3 APYroi A3BIKOBOIM CTUXHUH YOEKIAKOT, YTO
XYAOKHUKH MOTYT POJHHUTHCH AYXOBHO. Bo3Hukaer omymenue
0011ero moJisi CJIOBECHOCTH, €CJIH €CTh BO3MOKHOCTh MPOYHUTATbD,
ycablmaTh U NoHATh. [1033us BocTpeGoBaHa U poikaeHa caMoii
IIpuponoii. Pa3ymusblii, 4yBcTBeHHbIH MUpP 0e3 Hee 000HTHCH He
MoryT. Bee :Kn3HeHHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO BbINeBaeT ce0s MOITHYECKUM
CJIOTOM Ha pa3HbIX si3bIKaX. Takue cy:kIeHUS MOKHO YCABIIIATH He
TOJBKO U3 ycT no3ToB. KpnTukn, aureparyposensl, yueHble, BoC-
XHIIEeHHbIE YNTATEIU U CIYIIATE]H B CAMBIX HEOKUAAHHBIX ay/1H-
TOpUAX, KOCMOHABTBHI M JAOMOXO3fliikH — Bce HMelOUIIHe
Ppa30y:KeHHYI0 IyIy CIOCOOHBI HACTPONTHCS HA MOITHYECKMIi JT1aj.
TpyaHo NpeacTaBUTh Ye10BeKa PAa3yMHOI0 HECOCOOHBIM XOTS ObI
OJTHAXKAbI BHICKA3aThCSl BO3BBILIEHHBIM NOPSAKOM cJI0B. Bo3mo:k-
HO JIM, CTIPaBe/IJINBO JIM TOBOPUTH U B Hallle BpeMsl 0 TOM, 4TO MO-
33us B ynajake?

OpaHaxabl B AUAJIOre ¢ AMEPUKAHCKUM MHUCAaTeleM, 03TOM
Yapanzom VToHoM mosydyusics mupokuii 0030p JUTEPATYPHOTO
npouecca. B ecrecTBeHHOM TeueHnH Hauell 6eceabl muctep UtoH,
npomweamuii cemunapsl Po6epra ®dpocra, aBTOp MHOTUX KHMT
MPo3bI M MO33HH, JIaypeaT KOHKYPCHBIX MpeMHuii, roBopuia o 6pa-
3UJIbCKOI M033MM, a 3aTeM NPU3HAJICS, YTO He HMeeT 00beKTUBHOIO
B3IJIS/Ia HA OKeaH PYCCKOIl JUTepaTypbl, HO HEKOTOPbIX MO3TOB
U3 TeX, YTO U3AAI0TCH B AMepuKe, 3HaeT. B npeaycioBun K ero Kuure
roBOPMTCSH: Opa3uiIbCKHe MUCATEH U KPUTHKH 0J1aro1apHbl MHC-
Tepy Utony — nepBomy aBropy n3 CeBepHOii AMepUKH, CIOCO0-
HOMY rJy00KO YyBCTBOBAaTh MHCTEPHHM NMPHUPOABI H JIOAEH
Bpa3zuaun. Toraa y Mens cioxuiack ¢ppaza — ee COXpaHUT AUK-
Todon: "Tuxoe KoJbIXaHUe NAAAI0IIETO0 JIeNecTKa NocJieHell po3bl,
CJBIIIMMOE TOJIBKO MO3TY, BAPYT 3arJyIIHJIO0 HACTOHYNBBIH POKOT
OKeaHCKOro npuodos".

Bo3HukaiwT cBa3M, accounanuu. 1 BOT B AHT0JI0THH BCTpe-
4aloch ¢ AaBHUM cO0eceJHHKOM — XY/AO0:KHUKOM cioBa. Bo3spa-
IAI0Ch K MATHUTO()OHHBIM 3aMUCAM M NPEACTABJISAIO €ro HA Teppace
B 3€JIeHOM KpecJie cpeH 3eJ1eHOro MUpa, KOTOPbIil OH YyBCTBYeT,
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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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Mo3HaeT, o0eperaeT M MO3THYECKH NepeAaeT Apyrum. Beunosele-
Hoe JiepeBo ’KM3HH BETBUTCS CO BCeX CTOPOH, BOJIHUCTO KOJIbIIIETCS
HaJ ceJ0ii ro;10Boii mo3ra. Uurasi AMCKYCCHOHHBbIE CTATBH KPUTH-
KOB, npeanoJara, uro Yapas3z Utou pa3aensier no3unmio Jonann-
na Xouana: " /{a 3apascTByeT moazus!"

Jlureparypusiii kputuk /[:x03ed Icreiin u nodT Jonansa Xosr
B :kypHaabHoM auaJjiore (""Iunanor — CIIA") anaausupoBann
Mpouecc NepuoANYecKoro ocaadaeHuss HHTepeca K MO33UN, 1aBa-
JIM CPABHUTEJIBHBIH aHAJIN3 PA3JIMYHBIX NOITHYECKHUX HANPABJICHUH,
ayJAMTOPHIi, YNTAIOMMX MO33HI0 B NepBoii nosioBuHe XX Beka U B
nocjeayouye JecaTHieTus. 3aTpoHYThl MHOTHE acleKThl TBOpYe-
CTBa M JBM:KEHHUs ero K YNTaTe/IsiM NMPH NepeMeHe YCJIOBH, HHTe-
pecoB, cnoco00B NONMyJIsIpU3alH.

OtaaBasi JaHb BpeMEHH BeJUKOM MO33UH, TAKHM HHIUBHAY-
albHOCTSIM, Kak Myp, Yuiabame, CtuBenc, @poct u Apyrum Hau-
0oJ1ee N3BECTHBIM XYJ0:KHUKaM cioBa, Jlonaapa Xoan Beicka3a
YBEPEHHOCTH B BHICOKOM Ka4yeCTBe COBPEMEHHOI 1151 HEro noj3um.
ITpuBnekaer paccy:xaenue: ""Eciu cocraBuTh, CKaxeM, aHTOJIOTHIO
crpanun B 400 "Amepuxanckoii nod3un nocie Jloyanna' u orpa-
HUYHUTH €€ TOJbKO TeMH MOITAMHU H M03TeccaMH, KOTOpbIe POIau-
auck Mexkay 1920 u 1940 ronamu, To 0Ha MOKeT CTATh COOpaHUeM
Pa3HOOOPa3HBIX, YMHBIX, KPACHBBIX, TPOraTeIbHbIX NPOU3BeIeHHI,
KOTOpbIe OCTaHYTCsl HA Joarue roasl. 1 3ameTbTe, B Hee BoiineT
JIMIIb OJIHA COTasi NPOLEHTA TOro, 4To nyoaukyercs. Eciu BbI nu-
mete o [Toa3uu Ceiiuac, To BbI 10JKHBI NPU3HATH, YTO (0JIbLIAS
4acTh TOr0, YTO CO3JaeTcsl, Y’KACHO — 00JIbIIAs YACTh MO33UU B
JII000i MOMeHT y:kacHa." OH caesiaj BBIBOA: K Hauady 90-Xx royios
B AMepuKe MOSIBLIIMCH Ky/Ja 0ojiee OJIaronpusiTHble KJIUMaTHiec-
KHe yCJIOBHs J/151 I093MH, YeM B cepeanHe Beka. V1 B To Bpemsi, korna
YHHBEPCHTETCKHE CIENHATHCTHI TEOPETH3HPYIOT, HEM3BECTHBIE
YUTATEIN HAYHHAIOT COOUPATHCS B BEJINKYH Ay IUTOPHIO, 0 KOTOPOi
MeuTaa YHUTMeEH.

Yoar YHTMeH HOYTH MOJITOPA CTOJIETUS HA3aJ B KHUIe CTH-
x0B "JIncThs TpaBbl" pacIMpHII A0 KOCMHYECKHX MpPee/ OB HIEH
00 ouynmaromeii yeJjoBeka 0JIM30CTH K NpHUpoje; J000il Yeao0Bek
1 1100as Belllb Y HEro BOCIPHHATHI HA (poHe OeCKOHEeYHOIi BeelleH-
Hoii. [To cBuAeTeIbCTBY KPaTKOIi SJHUUKIONEIMH, YYBCTBO POACTBA
€0 BCEMH JIFOIbMH H BCeMH fIBJICHHSIMH MHUPa N03T BhIpazkaeT nocpei-
CTBOM NepeBOILIOMICHHS TMPUYECKOTro reposi B APYruX JIoAel 1 1axe
B Heo/1ylIeBJIeHHBIE MpeaMeThl. A ynomsnyTblii PoGept ®@poct 0611
OJTHUM U3 NePBbIX, KTO MOCBATHJ CBOH CTHXH JIOMKe HEKOT/1a 11eJIb-
HOT0 CeJIbCKOro MHpPa. JTH CTUXH O TParudeckoii yrparte ;KHBOIO
rapMOHHUYECKOT0 KOHTAKTA MEKAY YeJJ0BEKOM M NMPUPOIOH CTAIH
rIy00KO HapoJAHOW JIMPHKOI B pycje aHIJIOSI3BIYHOI KJIACCHKH M
¢oabkiaopa. BaymunBblii yuTaTeib U 3/1eChb HaliJleT OCHOBAHUSA
YAUBJIATBCA TeMaTHYeCKHM COBINAJICHUSIM € PYCCKOM Mmo33ueii, ¢
HEKOTOPbIMH CTHXAMH COBPEeMEHHBIX MOJIOJBIX AMePHKAHLEB.
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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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B Poccuu 1aBHO U XOPOILIO 3HAIOT AMEPUKAHCKYIO JIUTEPATY-
Py, B 0OCOOEHHOCTH MPO3Yy MO KJIACCHYECKHM U3JIaHUSIM B MepeBO-
JaX M3BeCTHbIX MacTepoB. VI He Toabko mpodeccHOHAJIBI,
BBINYCKHUKH YHHBEPCHTETOB, MPOCIYNIABIINE CHENHATIbHbIE HK-
JIbl JIEKIUH, yYeHbIe U NeIaroru, HO JasKe JeTH — HIKOJbHHKH TeX
JIET, KOT/Ia He HArPsIHYJI0 elle ''Teppopusnpyiouiee’ TejieBHIeHbE.
Oxka3piBaeTcs, AMEPHKAHCKYIO M033UI0 NMOCIeI0BATEIBHBIM U YB-
JIeYeHHBIM YTeHHEM MOCTUraloT HeMHOrue. B Hameii cTpane coBpe-
MEHHYI0 AMEPHUKAHCKYIO M033HI0 U3aBaJIM MAaJ0, OITOMY He
copmupoBalicsi NOCTOSIHHBIN YMTATEeNbCKUI UHTepec. HeBo1bHO
coryamarck ¢ no3rom J1.Xo0J1710M, aBTOPOM ONTHMHCTHYECKO# CTa-
Thu: ""Hac 10/1:kHO0 3200TUTH He COCTOSIHHE M033MH, a TO, KaK BOC-
NPHHUMAET 03310 YnTamas nydanka... [Toasuu craao 6oasbiue,
YeM KOraa-imbo — Kak ke opueHtupoBathes? Kak HaiiTu u on-
pelejinTh HOBOE MpeKpacHoe npousBeaeHne?"

Bo3mo:xHo, n300u/mme couBaeT ¢ ToJKy. Bpems mpousBener
oT0Op — HanessThcs Ha 3T0? Bonpockl, Bonpockl. OHM BO3MOXK-
HbI B JIIO0O# cTpaHe, B JII0O0M NpodeccnoHaIbHOM pa3rosope. B
3TOM CMBICJI€ U HAIlle CKPOMHOE W3/1aHNe, MpeACTaBJIAIOINIee He-
NPOYUTAHHBIX PYCCKMMH MOITOB, HMEET KOHKPETHYIO IIEHHOCTb,
cojeiicTByeT noHMMaHnw BcemupHoii IIpupoasl, nocTosiHHOM
CBSI3H C MECTOM, I'/ie YeJIOBEK POMJICS H HAYHHAET 0CO3HABATH 00-
nevenoBeveckuii JJom.

B npou3sBeeHnsix JaHHOTO U3JaHUSL Y HEKOTOPBIX ABTOPOB
YYBCTBYETCH MHTEPEC K PyccKoil mo33un, K TBopuecTBy Cepres
Ecenuna u AHHbI AXMaToBoli. PycckoMy unTaTtesito nojie3no 06
3TOM 3HaTh. OH, C KOJIBIOEN 00/1aCKAHHBI MATEPUHCKOI HAMEB-
HOCTBI0, 0.,IAar03BYYHBIM COYETAHHEM CJIOB B HAWIYYIIIEM MOPSAIKeE,
COeTMHEHHBIX Yy/10/1eficTBeHHBIMU pudMaMu, IopaayeTcs 3a roBo-
PAIIUX M IyMAKIMX Ha aApyroM si3bike. [lopanyercs 3a Tex, KTO
y3HAaeT, YTO MbI MPUHUMAEM M€l KU3HH M0 HACTABJIECHHAM
ITymxkuna, JlepmonToBa, TroTueBa, HekpacoBa, Bynuna u apyrux
HAIIMOHAJIBHBIX MO3TOB. DTH HJI€aJIbl HCIBITAHLI HAPOJIHON KU3-
Hb10. CB0OO1a, TOOpHIE YYBCTBA, cocTpananue, muiocepaue. [1po-
MOBEYIOT HX HCTHHHBIE M03THI HOBBIX NoKoJIeHnii. [Ipn noaroroske
NepeBo/IOB He TPY/IHO ObLIO YOeAUThCS B TOM, YTO TaKHe WAeaJbl
NOHSATHBI IPYTHM M03TaM, NPEACTABUTEISAM APYTrUX KYJIbTYP.

ITo33us coodImaeT HAIMM YUTATEIAM: BCe HAPObI MPOXOISAT
TOT e CJIOKHBbIH MYTh IYXOBHOTO CTAHOBJIEHHUSI, HDABCTBEHHOI' O
Bo3pactraHus. /[yxoBHoe caMo4yBCTBHE YKPEIIsieTCs B MECHAX H
TaHIAX, B HCKYCCTBE H NMOJI3UHU, B YCTPOIiCTBE ObITA, B OTHOIIEHH-
X ¢ Apyrumu moabMu. [10331s yTOHYUEeHHO MOMOraeT KaxaoMmy
o0pecTu 61aropoaHbIIl cMbICT cymecTBoBanus. He Hamo oTuanBath-
csl U3-32 TOTO, YTO HOBBIii BeK HAYMHAEM C NMeYaIbHBIMH JyMaMH B
0ecnokoiicTBe 3a HEYNTAIONINX, 32 BCEX, KTO 00XOAUTCS 0e3 KHHUT,
0e3 mo33uu, 0e3 KU3HEYCTPOUTEIHLHOT0 HCKYCCTBA, MPONOBENYI0-
1Iero 100po M KpacoTy, No/l BIUsIHHEM YOHIiCTBEHHO-Pa3BJieKaTe/lb-
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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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HOT'O TeJIEBHIEHbS MOTPYKAETCH B IJ100AJbHBIN MPOBHHIIAATIH3M.
IMycTs J10a1 Bocnoib3yl0Tcs "' CBAIIEHHBIM 1apoM'’ MO3TOB.

O0uen3BeCcTHO, YTO B HCKYCCTBE M0O33UH MHOIO YCJIOBHO-
ro: 1 pUTMHYECKAsl PAa3MePEHHOCTh PeYH, M HEOObIYHBIE 000POTHI
ee c MeTa)opruyecKoii HANOJIHEHHOCTHIO CJI0B, U CHMBOJIbI, H 3HA-
KM, 1 ajneropun. He Bcerna ynaercs npu nepeBojie COXpaHUTh
0CO0EHHOCTh AaBTOPCKOI0 CTHJISI, BCe YCJOBHOE B MOI3UH Mepe-
JIaTh AeJUKATHO, 0€3 HAPOYHTO CyObeKTUBHOI0O BMelIaTeJbCTBA,
0e3 KaKoro-auéo KOMIpPOMHCCA paaM MOJHOTHI coOJep:KaHUS.
Jyma pycckoro yntaTtessi HAacCTpoeHa Ha ocoObli aaa. Ilepeson-
YHUKH 3TO YYHTHIBAJIH, CTAPAACh COXPAHUTH CaMoe CylleCTBEHHOe
B Ka’K/JA0M CTHX€e, HO HeH30€e:KHbI ObLTN U3MEHEHHUS CTHIIEBbIX, PUT-
MHYE€CKUX 0COOEHHOCTEl, OTCTYNJIEHUS OT MPABUJI POIHOI rpam-
MAaTHKHU PaJM COOTBETCTBUA aBTOpPcKkoil myHktyaunuu. Ilocae
00CTOSITE/ILHBIX COrJIACOBAHMI ObIJIO NPUHATO pelieHHe He Je-
JIaTh HA OCHOBE YTOYHEHHBIX MOJCTPOYHUKOB MOBTOPHOIO MO-
3THYECKOro nmepesoja.

PenakTopsl cMe/io Halel0TCsl HA TBOpPYecKoe BOOOpakeHHe
YyHTaTeJel, Ha BIOXHOBEHHUE JTI00UTEIel M033HH, CIOCOOHBIX BOC-
NPUHATH, NOCTHYb CO3JaHHOE HA JAPYroii A3BIKOBOM, KYJbTYp-
Hoii ocHoBe. Ilomuute crTpokm Ilymkuna: "Ho aump
0o:xecTBeHHblIIl Taaroa / [lo ciyxa uyyTkoro kocuercs... /| yma
noasTa BcrpeneHeTcs..." Kaxk/ablil cnocoOHbIi BOCIPUHUMATD 4Y10
M033UH MOJKET CTATh COABTOPOM, €CJIM MPHUCJIAHHBIH H3adeKa
HENPUBBIYHBIH BepPJINOP KOCHETCS AYIIH, MO30BET BOOOpakeHNe
Ha MO3THYECKYIO 0pory.

Muxaua bazankos
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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
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in California and later lived in Connecticut and Maryland. She earned a
bachelor’s degree in journalism from the University of Maryland and
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Festival.
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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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BUOTPA®UN, TIVUCATEJEN,
BHECIIWX CBOI BKJIAJI B CO3JIAHUE
AHTOJIOTUU

Kot Kontim Axkepman poaunack B Annanauax B 3anaanoii Bupuxkunun,
Ho BbIpociia Ha CeBepo-3anaze mrata Oraiio. Ona xuser B CeBepHoii Kaposmne
¢ 1984 roaa. B 1991 rony ona noay4uia cTeneHsb 10KTOpa B 00.1aCTH aMepHKaH-
CKOMl JIMTEPaTypbl U NMOCJIE ITOT0 OHA MPENoIaBaia AHIIMACKHIA B KO/LIeLKAX, H
yHuBepeuterax kak CeBepHoii, Tak n FO:xnoii Kapommnubl. Ee cruxu 6b1m Hane-
qaTaHbl B 103THYecKNX :KypHatax: "FO:xunoe [ToaTnueckoe O6o3penne", "Hace-
e Annanau", "Toaydas Cxpunka', "Hounoe conue', "Koctu GyiiBona" u B
JPYTHX, TATEPATYPHBIX KYPHAIAX.

Ch103an Anbd xuBet B Posm ¢ chiHOM-NOAPOCTKOM, KOTOpPOro 30ByT Taa.
Omna pomunace B Kamndopnun, 3atem :xuna B mratax Konnektukyt u MapuwnHi.
Omna noJyunia cTeneHb 6aKkaJjgaBpa ;KypHATHCTHKH B YHHBepcUTeTe mTaTa Mbdpu-
JDHT, 1 10 nepee3a B Cepepuyro Kapommny padorana penakropom B baarumo-
pe. B Teyenue nocsieunx 10 sier ona padoTaia B He3aBHCHMbIX KHIKHBIX MAra3uHax,
B HacTosiiee Bpemsi oHa padotaet B Kgeiin Pumk Byke (Quail Ridge Books). ITociie
10-1eTHEro0 MoTYAHNS OHA CHOBA BEPHY.JIACH K MOITHYECKOMY TBOpuecTBY. B aTOM,
rojly Ha nodrudeckoM (pecrusasie yausepcutera CesepHnoii Kapomnb B Posn ee
CTUXOTBOpPeHHe ObLIIO YI0CTOEHO BTOPOi MpeMHH.

AHHeT AJLeH - siBJIsieTcst IpodeccopoM JIMTEPATypPbl H THPEKTOPOM LIEHTPa
JKeHIIHH-MUcaTebHUI B Kosutenxe Caaem B Buncton-Caem. [lo 3Toro ona mpe-
nojasaja B kKos1eq ke Axumoto B ['ane, B HO:KHO-MeTOANCTCKOM YHHBEpCHTETE
B Texace u B yunBepcutere Patrepc B Hoto xkepen. Ee ctuxu 6b1mm onyo/mko-
BaHbI B TaKUX kypHai1ax kak "lO:xuoe IToatnyeckoe o06o3penne, "Myapocts
no3toB", u "BynsBap". Ona noayunia narpany "Lee Kennedy Witte'" 3a noatu-
vecknii coopruk ""Ctpana cera' B 1996 rony, 3 Harpaipi coBeTa Xy/10/KecTB HITa-
Ta, 2 Harpaasl oT Hannonanbnoro ®@onaa Pazsurna I'ymanutapusix Hayk u
Harpany umenn 1oktopa Kmddopaa n Emmzapers I'aii 3a kaury "Beuno yxons-
mas", Koropasi CKOpo BbIIET U3 Ne4aTH.

Com bap6u - xutenb ropoaa Buncron-Canem. Ero cruxu 611 ony6auko-

BaHbI, B TAKHX, )KypHaJIaX, Kak "Araantuaa", "Turems", " Amesuis [Toatpu Pe-

BbI0"' (Asheville Poetry Review), "'I'1azku kaprodens', "Ucrounuk", "' [xopmrxna
Jlzxopnan (Georgia Jornal), "'Cent Anzipro3 Pesbio" (St. Andeews Review), ""ILlapaott
IoaTpu Pebro" (Charlotte Poetry Review) u B :xypnaie "OtpunareisHble crio-
codHoctu". B 1991 roay on nosyun Harpaay no3rudeckoro oouectsa CeBepHoii
Kapommust "59-p1ii noaT-1aypeat". OH BBICTYNAJ €O CBOHMH CTHXaMH HA Pauo-
cranuun WFDD, a B 1994 roay ot coBeta xyno:kects Buncron-Caiiema oH nouy-
YT FPAHT, KOTOPBIM HATPAKIAI0TCS MOJAIOIIME HAeK bl nucaTe . Ero nepsbiii
coopuuk "[lepemennr Mect' Ob1T omy0/mKoBaH B 1997 roay B '"Maynt Osms [pecc”
(Mount Olive Press). B 1999 roay ero npousBeienusi Hango.iee 4acTo NOSIBJISUINCH
B uTepaTypHoM ;kypHase "Byanap HezaBucnmoctu" B LlapiorT.
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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
(NCACQ) 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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Katpun Paccen baphc, Bcio cBoro xku3Hb sxkuBymas B Cepepnoii Kaposmne, men-
cecTpa ¢ aKymepckoii cnenuasm3anueii Ha neicuu. Ona numer cruxu 30 jet, u ee
OMBIT Pa0OTHI YACTO HAXOAMT OTpakeHne B cTuxax. Ee cruxn naneyartansl B "Tur-
ne", "Tlemopoyk Mora3un" (Pembroke Magazine), "'BeiimyT Antonomxu' (Weymouth

Antology), "Ucrounnke", "Ctpexose" u APyrux JUTEpaTypHBIX KypHAIaX.

:xo3edp barantu poauscs B [Iutcoypre, mrat [encunabBanus. B Cesepuyro Ka-
POJIHHY OH NpHeXal, 4To0bI NpenoAaBaTh B mKogax npu Tiopbmax. C 1990 roga on
NpenoiaeT aHIVIMICKHIi SI3bIK, 2 TAKIKe pa00TaeT KaK MHcaTeJIb-NPodeccop B KOJLIeKe

utyes1 Kombionntu B CrefiTcBUILIE, I]le OH H KHBET C KeHOM H IBYMS CbIHOBbSIMH.
M K C y \4
On siBIsieTcs1 aBTOPOM 4-X nodTHYecKuX coopunkoB ""Exunosepust”, "I'paderBo Du-
con", "Ipa3anuk Beex cBATbIX ' ¥ ""ITOT MeTasL1" . [Tocsiennss KHUra OblIa y10CTOE-

Ha Harpazabl uMenn Ockapa ApHoabaa SIHra 3a JTydinyr0 KHATY CTHXOB.

dxeddepn bum - ypoxkenen Cesepnoii Kaposunsl. On paGoTaer 6ud1H0-
TeKapeM 110 KHHIaM 0 00TaHUKe, a TAKKe SIBJISETCS 0ITHYECKUM PEAaKTOPOM JIH-
TepatypHoro xkypHaia "Oo6o3penne Ycrpununas bByxra'. VM HanucaHbl Takne KHATH
kak "®onrtan", "IIpensuaenus rocnoxu JJoopornt"”, 300 10rn4yeckas JHIUKIONE-
nus" - KHATa B CPeIHEBEKOBOM KaHpe, OMHCHIBAIONIAs KHBOTHBIX, MpeHA3HAYe-
HHEeM KOTOpOii ObL10 pa3B/ieKaTh JII0/ieil M npenoiaBaTh UM ypoku Mopaiu. Ctuxu
dxeddepn bum neuataanch B muTepaTypHbIX kypHaaax. "Kearsni Hleak", " Ko-
aubpu", rae emy ObLIO yjejeHO ocodoe BHUMaHUe, "AmBHIbL [TooTpu PeBbio"
(Asheville Poetry Review), "CeBepnas Kapoanna: JluteparypHoe o6o3penne’, B
:xkypuane '"TaBapn I3 o Jlecoman" (Harvard Gay & Lesbian Review) u 0b1n
BKJIIOYeHBI B cOopHuK YHuBepcuteTa /liok ""Peiinooy Opaa Xucropu ITpomxext"
(Rainbow Oral History Project) u B coopunk ynuBepcurera CeBepHoii Kapoin-
oel B Yanea-Xuaa "Iucarean Cesepnoii Kapommust". Ero ctuxu o panracruyec-
KHX JKHBOTHBIX BBICTABJISVINCH B XY/J0:KeCTBEHHOM My3ee /[l0ka, B 300napke
Cesepnoii Kapomunbl. OH noayuns rpantsl ot CoBera XyaoxecTB okpyra Opanix
KaK NOoJauMii Ha/iex1bl 103T U oT ¢onaa "Mbopu ok bupna".

Yapan3 Binkoepn, Miaammii - nucate/ib U peJaKTOP HAYYHO-HCC/Ie10BaTe Ib-
ckoro odomectBa ""Curma Xu'" (Sigma Xi). On paGoran B H31aTeIbCTBaX ra3eT B ro-
poaax Yaiiacoopo, Paedopn, Xennepcon u Bammurron B Ceepnoii Kapouiune, a
TaKKe PeJaKTHPOBAJI eXkeHeleNIbHYIO0 raseTy B JlaBonun, mrat [xopmxus. B Tedenne
9 j1eT OH nHUCaJ COOOLEHHS U3 00/IACTH MeAMIMHBI 11 YHuBepcuteta Jroka. B 1997
roay Y.BmkbepH cran naypeatom, Harpaasl umenn Cava Parana ot imreparypHoro
:kypuaja "Turean', a B 1998 roay on noryuni iutepatypuslii rpant Cosera xy0-
:kecTB CeBepHoii Kapommnbl. Y. Bk6epH :xuBer B Posn ¢ keHoii u 104epbio.

IMayna BakBent - moarecca, sxusymas B lapeme, mrat CesepHas Kapomna.

Cob1o3an bpoiiiu - koppecnonaent "Yanea Xuna [epann", rae ona B ocHOB-
HOM IHIIET 00 UCKYCCTBE U NpPeCcTYIUIeHUsX, kuBeT B lapeme. Ona npunumaina y
ce0st pyccKHX nucateseii n npues:kaia B Kocrpomy nmo nporpaMme ooMeHa Mex-
1y ropoaamu-nodoparumamu. B 1992 roay ona ocsemana B Mockse ®@ecTuBajb
Amepukanckoro Tanna. Ee cratbu o XynoxecrsenHoM Mupe KocTpombl 66111 omy6-
JukoBaHbl B Jlapemckoii razere "I'epasg Can", a cratsu o JlapeMckom mupe uc-
KyccTBa ObliI HaneyaTansl B rasete ""Jluteparypnas Kocrpoma'". Chro3an bBpoiian
neyaTajia CBOM CTHXM, Xy/J0KeCTBEHHbIE POU3BeACHHs] U MyOJMUNCTHYECKHE 3a-
METKH, 04€pPKH B TAKUX H31annsx kak "7Kusas kynstypa Japema', "Opomasi kopau
nevokpatun', "Panocrubiii nyTsb: IIpoussenenns :xenmun FOra", "?Kypunan Tanua"
u "IlpuBercrBue".
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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 OQutrunning 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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Canm baknep, xuBymas B Posn, nosesmiia cBoro npogeccHoHaIbHY IO KH3HB
Me:K/1y NpenoaBaHneM H NHCATEIbCKOIi AesiTeIbHOCThIO. OHa npenogaBaja Ha Becex
YPOBHSX, HAYHHASA C J€TCKOro caja 10 ACHHPAHTYPHI H HelABHO MOJIY4HJIa 3Ba-
Hue "Ilpogeccop Emerita' - npodeccop B orcraBke ot koiienxa [uc. BoiBmmii
JKYPHAJIHCT, OHA ONMYO/IMKOBAIAa CTHXH, Xy/10KeCTBEHHbIe MPON3BEIeHUs, Apamy,
ny6muuctuky. Ee noatudecknii coopunk ""Ypo:kaii kiyonuku' Bpimes B 1986 roxy.
Ona penaktuposaia 2 anrosoruu "Hamu ciioBa, Hamu goporu: Unratenn n nu-
cateian Cesepnoii Kaposuubl" u "CioBo n ceuaerennctso: 100 jer noszuu Ce-
BepHoii Kapommnsl". 3a ee Bkiaan B murepatypy Cesepnoii Kaposunst B 1993 rony
oHa noJryynia Harpaay umenu Cama Parana, a B 1999 roay - umenu P. Xaunt I[Tapkep.

Sim3abet Byprecc npenonasaia B mxosie B I'epmanuu, Anonnu, Kammdop-
Huu u CesepHoii Kapoimne. Ceiiuac oHa 3aHHMaeTcsl H3roTOBJIEHNEM BEHKOB H
SIBJISIETCSl BJIajie/IMLell KOMIIAHUHU 110 H3rOTOBJIEHHI0 BeHKOB B Amoopo (CeBepHasi
Kapoauna). Ee cTnxn BolIH B aHTOJIOTHIO, NOCBAIIEHHYIO 60-71eTHIO o3 THYEC-
koro oomecrBa Cesepnoii Kaposunbl ""3a 3emno...", B cOOpHUKE MOITHYECKOTO
o6mectBa CesepHoii Kapoaunsl, B nyomkanun " CTHXH, NoJyYnBIIHE HATPaabI"
B 1993 roay, B aHTOJIOrUH PerHOHAJILHBIX N03TOB 001ecTBa "IlucaTennckue uep-
HuiIa'" noja HazpanueM ""Bpems ciiymarts". Ee kopoTkue pacckasnbl Bouutu B ""Kuu-
ry aMepuKaHckux Tpaauumii'’ B 1996 roay u B aHTOJIOrHIO U3/1aTeIbCTBA MayHT
OmuB Koanenx Ilpecc (Mount Olive College Press) "IlyremecrBus u Kuno". B
HacTosillee BpeMsi OHa padoTaeT HaJ POMAHOM.

Jun Kamnanenna. Ee cruxu 6b1m Boiopanbi B 2000 roay 1Jisi cepuu Typa no-
sTndecknx Yrenuii "Yuraresm n nucaresm baymenrans. B 1999 roay ona crana
JlaypeaToM Harpajbl nodtudeckoro odomecrsa Cesepnoii Kapoinnnl. Ee coopuux
"Haneperonku c 1o:xaeM" BbIX0AHT B n3ateabcTBe Maynt OB Kosremxk Ipecc
(Mount Olive College Press). YTo0bl IPOTHBOCTOATH HACHJIMIO B LIKOJIAX, OHA
MIOMOTJIa OPraHN30BaTh JIUTEPATYPHBIN KOHKYPC 115 MKOIbHIKOB "[lepekyem meun
Ha Jemexu'". Bynyun npodeccuonaibHbIM NHcaTeeM, OHA Kuj1a B 30He ITanamc-
Kxoro Kanana, ®nopune u Texace. Ceiiuac oHa ¢ My:keM KMBeT HAa MaJleHbKO# (hepme
B XaHTepcBHILIe. Y HUX €CTh JIOMIA/Ab H 3 KOIIKH.

Jxum Knapk poaunics B Bépacrayne, Tenneccn u nosyunn odpasoBanue B
yuuBepcutete Banneponar, yausepcutere Cesepnoii Kaponuusl B I'punc6opo n
B yHuBepcutere B JlenBepe. On ony6.mkoBa 2 kuurn cruxos: "Tannys Ha pas-
BamHax 3emuin o0eToBanHoii" u ""Pyunas padora'. OH BbICTYnaJI KaK yYeHBbIil Ha
nucartelibckoii koHpepenuun " X1eOHbIii kKapaBaii'', a ero CTHXHU U paccKa3bl MOSB-
nascsk B kypHanax "' Izxopakus PeBbio" (The Georgia Review), "'1lIxyna npepmii'',
"1O:xn0e [MoaTHueckoe O6o3penue' u "' lensep KBoprepimu'" (The Denver Quarterly).
B nacTtosimee Bpems on kuBeT B Buiicone, B CeepHoii Kapomne, npenoaaer -
TepaTypHOe TBOPYeCTBO B KoJllen:ke Bapron, sBisiercs aupektopom Cumnosuy-
Mma "IInceMeHHOe TBOpUecTBO' B KoJLTea:ke BapToH, a Takke sIB/IsIeTCS peJaKTOPOM
JIMTepaTypHoro xypHaia "Turean'".

B.U. Kokpea, III - :xuser B Hanen Xuui. Emy 52 roaa; yxe HeCKOJIbKO JieT
OH MHINET CTHXH H HA4YaJ Ny0JINKOBATbCA B JIUTEPATYPHBIX :KypHaaax. OH sABIf-
ercsl aBTOpPoM 2-x kHMukek: ""OnajoBblii ria3" u "Ioxy6as Oaucces" u pegakro-
poM BecTHHKA ModTHYecKkoro odomectBa Cesepnoii Kapomunbl. B 1966-70 rogax
OH MPOXO0/HJ BOeHHYIO ci1yxk0y B Mopckoii nexore CIIIA. B 1967-68 rogax on
caykua Bo Boername. OH nmostyun Beiciiee 00pa3oBaHue MO COJIATCKHM JIbro-
TaM, 3aKOHYHUB B 1975 roay yHHBepcUTeT N0 CHENHAIBLHOCTH aJMHHUCTPATOpa
3npaBooxpanenns. Ceiiuac oH padoTaeT aIMHUHHCTPATOPOM B HCCJIEOBATEILCKOM
oT/ies1e 00JILIIOr0 MeAMIMHCKOro eHTpa B Jlapeme.
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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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Mbpu Dmnc Kayntecc nmMeeT crenens no aHIIMiickoii TuTEpaType, KOTOPYIO
oHa no.sryun.1a B yunsepcutere Cesepnoii Kaposmunnl B Yanea Xuiut. By nyun :xenoi
OBIBIIEr0 cepKaHTa BOCHHO-BO3AYIIHBIX CHJI, oHA kHiaa B CeBepHoii n FO:xHoii
Kapo.une, Texace, B 30He [Tanamckoro kanajia, BocnutbiBasi 4-X jieTeid, 1 B Te-
yenue 12 jeT oHa mpenoaaBajia B HAYAJIbHBIX KiaccaxX. Ceiiuac oHa ¢ MykeM Ha
neHcuu M xkuBeT B [InMoHTe Ha 3eMesibHOM yuacTke B 40 akpos.

Tomac Peiin Kpo - no3t, nepeBoguuk, penakrop, uzaareas "Horwo Heiitus
IIpecc", my3bikaabHblii npoaiocep " ®Pepn Xuwa Pexopas'. Ou siBisieTcsi aBTOpoM
7 N03THYECKUX KHUT, 4-X KHUT [I€PEBO/I0B, AHTOJIOIHH, 2-X 3aNucell, peJaKTOPpOM
KHHT U KypHaia "BiakeHcTBO" W AMPEKTOPOM-0CHOBaTeJIeM MeKIYHAPOIHOIO
nodtuyeckoro ¢pecrusans B Can-Opannucko B 70-e roasl, Bo Bpems 2-ro Penec-
canca Can-®panuucko. Ero padora no Bonpocam npas KOPeHHbIX aMepHKAHIEB
- HH/IelileB, OKPY KaIOILEi cpe/lbl, CBO0O/1E CJIOBA B HCKYCCTBE BBIHYK/1aJ1a €ro KUTh
B pasHbIx MecTax CIIIA u 3a rpanuueii. B HacTosimee Bpems oH :kuBet B ropax Ce-
BepHoii Kapo/mHbI U coBepuIaeT TypHe CO CBOUM MOITHYECKHM, MY3bIKAJIbHBIM
opkectpoM "BoyTpokepcent”" (Boatrockers).

JIzKeppH 10coH poauniics B 1955 roay Henaieko ot Hbm-ﬁopka. IToapoctkom,
OH HAYAJI HCHIOJIHATH U NUcaTh necHu. Ckopo 3a 31um nocjenoasau cruxu. CoopHuk,
o3arnaBiennblii ""Tocka Moero nokosenus' (Ilexopus [Ipecc) mosiBujcs BHavasIe
80-x. Ot1ae/1bHbIE CTUXH ObLIN ONY0IMKOBAHBI PA3IMYHBIMU MAJIEHBKUMH H3/1aTe/Ib-
CTBaMH BO MHOTHX LITATaX. I0COH TAK:Ke AKTHBHO PUCYeT, MUIIET MACJIOM, 3aHM-
Maertcsi Kcuiiorpadueii.

Oy [lenbio poauiack U nojay4yusa oopazosanue B mrare Muccypu, xKujia
B mTaTe Mu4nran, a ceiiuac :xuset B Cesepnoii Kapoiune, rae ona sBasiercs
nucare/bHUIEH, He CBA3AHHOI HM ¢ KaKoil onpe/aenenHoi peqakuueii. Ona Tak-
JKe mpenoaaeT ucnanckuii s3bIk. B 2000 rogy kak yunTeab oHa OblIa yJ0CTOEHA
narpaasl "Taiim Bopuep Crap" (Time Warner Star), n noJjiyunia JurepaTypHyIo
npemuio "[lepenaii naapme" ornenenus opranuzannu "Jlouepn AMepuKaHCKOii
Peomonuu'. OHa Takike 0bliIa OTMeYeHa 32 padoTy MO JUKBUIAUUA HErPaMoT-
Hoctu B anpese 2000 roga na Konrnnenraasnom Konrpecce "Jlouepeii Amepu-
kaHckoii Pesosirouuun", cocrosBmemcs B Bamunrrone.

Mapraper duBum - Bpau no npodeccun, :xuet B LllapirorTt, CeBepnas Ka-
poanna. Oua poamiack B mrate Heio Txepen, xuna B Unanane, Hero-Hopke,
Baarumope (urat Mapuwina), Bamunrrone, llapaorceuiie (urat Bupxannus).
Ee nom B LllapaoTT - 3T0 NepBblii 10M, I1e Y Hee NOSBUJICS KaOHHeT, H OHA pado-
TaeT TaM Kazaoe yTpo. "/Inmerpa nucomenno orsevaer Ilepcudone' - ee BTopas
109Ma, NPHHATAS K MyOJIUKaLUH.

Hedopa X. lyanta poannace B Xaprdopae, mrat Konnexktukyr, B 1956.
Kpome Cesepnoii Kapoaunbl ona xunina B Apusone, Kammdpopuun, Kenrykn, Ma-
pwnniae, Texace, Bupaxunuu, Buckoncune, a tak:xxe B AHriiuu u SAnonun. B na-
cTosIee BpeMs OHA BeJleT MHcaTeIbCKHIl Kiaace B Kostenke Koycran Kaponaiina
Kombronntu Konnenx. Ona 3amyxem 3a opuuepom mopckoii nexorsl CILIA (B 3TOM
W KpbLIach NMPHYHHA BeeX 3THX nepee3os). Ceiiuac oHa ¢ My:KeM KHBYT Ha Gepe-
ry pexu Heio ¢ 2-ms1 netbmu 1 2-ms1 komkamu. Ee cruxu 0b1n Haneuatansl B "'Beap
Hemokc" (Bear Deluxe), "T'oy6oii ckpunke", "Iax Cutu Pespio" (Edge City
Review), xkypnaJie "Kpacnas cosa" u "Emaccu' (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, Wellspring, 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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Yapan3 InBapa UtoH - aBTop 15 nodTnuecknx cOOPHUKOB, 4-X TOMOB KO-
POTKHX paccKa3oB, POMaHa, KHHIH PeLleH3Hil 0 HCKYCCTBY, poauiics B Buncron-
Coaem, CeBepnasi Kaposmna. [Toxyuus oopazoBanue B ynuBepcutere CeBepHoii
Kapomnsl B Yanen Xui, Ilpuncrone u I'apsapae, on npenoaasai B ITyapro-Puxo,
yHuBepcuTeTax, mraToB Muccypn n CesepHnoii Kapoimnbl, 4 rona paéoran Buie-
KOHCYJIOM, B aMePHKaHCKOM, nocoibcTBe B Bpasuianu. Heckosbko j1eT oH kui1 B
mrTaTe KoHHeKTHKYT, a ceiiuac :xuBeT B Yanenx Xnaia. Ero MHorounc/ieHnble Ha-
rpajibl, HAMOHA/IbHBIE H MeXKIyHapo/Hble, BKIo4YatoT Harpaay CesepHoii Kapo-
JIMHBI B 00JIACTH JUTEPATYPhI, CAMYIO BBICOKYIO HArpajy IITATa, BPYYEHHYIO eMy
rybepaaTopom B 1988 rony.

Dou I. Diizennp - BLIpoc B ropoake Apkeiin na 3anaae mrata Heio-Mopk.
OxonunB kotenx Jlnkomuur B [lencnabBanun, o odyyascs B mkoJe borocio-
Bus ynusepcuTera /lloka B Jlapeme B CeBepnoii Kapoinne u B mkoJie T€0J10THH B
Kmpumonte, B Kammdopunn. Ceiiuac on xuBet B Xuaicoopo B Cesepnoii Ka-
POJIMHE U SIBJISIETCH 3aBeYIOIMM KHHKHOro Mara3una "loTuk" npu yHuBepcure-
Te [lfoka. OH sIB/IfieTCS YI€HOM COBETa AHPEKTOPOB aCCOIMAIMN KHHIOTOProBLEeB
IOro-Bocroka. On aBTop knuru "ConeTbl nocssimenssie Ipuauke'’. Ero pado-
ThI ONYOJMKOBAHBI B Pa3JINYHBIX :KypHAJIaX, BKIovas ""Bupxkunus Ksorepan Pe-
BbK'" (The Virginia Quarterly Review).

Pebexka [I:x. ®uny poaunacs B CeBepHoii Kapo/mmne u :kuBeT co CBOUM My:KeM
- TOHYapoM Ha YepHHYHOH ¢epme. OHa paGoTaeT GHOIMOTEKAPEM B MyOIHYHON
OnOIMOTEKe M BO3IJIABJISET CeMelHbIN OU3HEC MO pa3Be/IeHHI0 OCAT0YHOI0 Ma-
Tepuaja AJs BeIpamuBaHus Yepunku. Ee mosTnueckne nponssenennst omyo.mKo-
BaHbI B :KypHAJIaX, H aHTOJIorusX, Bkaouas "Turean'", "Tap Pusep IToatpn" (Tar
River Poetry), "Uctounuk" u "3a 3emmo...". OHa BXOIUT B npaBJieHHe NOITHYEC-
kxoro cosera CeBepnoii KapoyimHbl u B HacTosiliee BpeMsi PyKOBOJAUT H3/1aHHEM
"JlaBpoBble JIMCTH'" - €:Kero/1HON MyOIMKAaNNeil CTHXOTBOPEHHi, 0TMeUeHHbIX Ha-
rpajiaMi Mo3THYECKOro COBeTa.

Kut ®aun xuBer B Mecteuke MapmaJi, Cesepnas Kaposinna. On noay-
41 o0pa3oBanne B Kosteaxe Mape Xumr n yansepeutere CesepHoii Kapoannbt
B I AIIBWJLIA, I/le OH NoJIy4nJ1 npemuio Conadypra B o6aactu nos3uu B 1985 roay.
On sBIsIeTCs OCHOBATEJIEM U TJIABHBIM PeJaKTOPOM :KypHaa '"AmBuib [ToaTpn
PeBbio" (The Asheville Poetry Review). Ero no3drnueckue npoussejieHus Hameya-
TaHbI BO MHOTHX ;KypHaJaX, BkJIo4as u ""CiaoBo u cBunereabero: 100 jeT noazuu
Cesepnoii Kapommusr", "Ksupt I:xopnan" (The Cuirt Journal) - Upaanaus, "Ilo-
srudecknii Yaanc'", "IOxHoe [TosTnueckoe O6o3penne’ (The Southern Poetry
Review). O ony0.mmkoBas 3 coopauka cruxos: ""['oBopsimuii 6apadan' B 1991 roay,
"Kuura uynosum' B 1994 rony u "3artepsinnoe mope" B 2000 roay. Kak counnn-
TeJIb TEKCTOB H BeAylMii neseny pok-rpynnsl "Xpycraabusiii 3oonapk'" oH Bblc-
TynaeT B TPeX MY3bIKAJbHBIX aJ1b0OOMAX 3TOH rpynmsl.

xanuc Myp @yuiep, ypoxenka CeepHnoii Kapomusl, sBisieTcst npodeccopom
anrymiickoii mutepatypsl B Caancoepn B kosuteq ke Karayoa, mrar Cesepnas Ka-
pomHa. OHa my06/IMKOBaIa CTHXH H 3cce B MHOTOYHCIIEHHBIX KypHaiax. Ee mo-
ITHYECKOe TBOPYECTBO ObLIO BLICOKO OLEHEHO NPABHTEILCTBOM, IiTaTa CeBepHas
Kapomauna, kondepenuneii :xenmmn FOra, Coserom xynoxectB CeBepnoii Kapo-
bl (NC AC), oprannsanueii "Yurarean u nucatean baymenrans". Ona nouy-
YHjIa CTHNEHAMIO Ha PadoTy B HeHTpPe TBopuyecTBa B Bupakuuuu u cryamniiHom
nentpe B Bepmonrte. [Toryuns o6pa3oBanne B Yuusepcurere {10k u B YHHBep-
cutere Cesepnoii Kaposmubl B I'puac6opo, ona Takike yuniaace B Vipianaun u B
JlonponckoM YHHBepcHTeTe U BeJia KIacchl B nodTHueckux macrepeknx B Tu Hulo-
BHT (Ty Newydd) B Yausce.
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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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Koppu I'eperman, uzBecTHast Takxke kak Vinanna, HelaBHO 3aKoHYMIA pado-
Ty HaJl CBOUM BTOpbIM aiab0oMoM "Kpaiinoctu Co3Hanus', KocMHYeCKH-KOMHYeC-
KHM Npou3Be/ieHNneM, HHTErPHPYIOLIUM M033HI0 € )JIeKTPOHHOIl My3bIKkoii. OHa
NpeACTaBJIsAIa CBON NMPOH3BeieHNs HAa GecTHBAIAX U B MOITHYECKHX Kade Mo Bce-
MY PeruoHy, TAK:Ke OHa sIBJISIeTCSI 100eJHTeIeM IPAMaTHYECKOT0 O THYECKOI0 KOH-
Kkypca. Ona xuser B Amsniie, Cesepnasi Kaposmna ¢ My:keM 1 MaJIeHbKOii 104epbIo.

Boxn Ioynn 'nbcon npenosaer IMTepaTypy M MHCATEILCKOE MACTEPCTBO KOM-
no3unuio B koJuiex:ke I'nidopa B I'puncoopo. Ee nod33us onydmmkoBana B MHO-
FOYHC/IEHHBIX, )KypHaIaX., Bkiarovas "Ivpuc Jxopuan' (EMRYS Journal), " Colint
Juaproc Pesbio" (St. Andrew’s Review), "Ilemopoyxk Mbara3zuu'" (Pembroke
Magazine), ""1O:xH0e no3TH4eckoe 0603penne’, "' Xaiipam [1oaTpu Pepio" (Hiram
Poetry Review), "I'oay6oii Equnopor", B "Vpuc: :kypHan o skeHIIHHAX" W B Kyp-
Hale "U3yuenune dpemunu3ma”. OHa siBIsieTcsl aBTOPOM JIBYX MOITHYECKHX COOP-
HHKOB, YIOCTOMBIINXCS Harpaa. 1o - "Pa3MbllmjieHns HA TepHHCTOM NyTH',
U3JaHHBII nHcaTeabeKoil acconnanueii CesepHoii Kapoannst B 1989 rony u "'V aep-
skuBas no3uuun'' B 1996 rony - m3aarenscrso "'Baiit Uria Kogu Crop IMpece”. Ona
TaK:Ke SIBJIsIeTCH aBTOPOM NoJIHOBecHOro Toma "'IlepBas :ku3Hp' - H31aTEILCTBO
"Impuc IIpecc'", 1997 roxa.

Konnu I'pun padotaer no Bcemy mraty Cesepnast Kapommna B kauecTse no-
3Ta, oby4aiomero no3Tudeckomy macrepctBy. Ee cruxu ony6ankosansl B "Tpn
kBoTepan" (TriQuarterly), "I'puncéopo Pesbio" (Greensboro Review), "Beunas
Mep3ioTa' u B Apyrux :xkypuaiaax. Ee kuuru, Bkmouaror '"'Konb noBopaunBaer" -
uznareiascrBo "@emukce [Mpece", "Usrnannuxu Ora" - uzgareancrso "JlyHHbie
n3nanusa". Ee mupudeckne necau B coapy:kectse ¢ komnosntopom Illonom Hra-
HOM UCHOJIHSUIMCH B XYyJ0:kecTBeHHOM MYy3ee CeBepnoii Kapoiunbl. Panbiie ona
JKHJIa HA AJTSICKe, H OJTHAKIBI HA0.1I01a/1a, KAK 3aKAT Pa30pPBaJl CHEXKHYIO NeJIeHy
Ha BpeMsl, I0OCTATO4YHOE, YTOObI BHICBETUTH JIMHAIN U OeJyI0 TPHBY JIOIIA/AH, HA
KOTOPOii 0Ha cKaKaJsa, HMs KoTopoii 0bli10 ["amakTuka.

Jly I'pun poannacs B Okiaxome B 1944, ee npeakamMu OblIH KOPeHHbIE aMe-
pukanubl u3 niaemMenn Yupokn. Ona npoxuia B Cesepnoii Kaposnne 37 jer, u B
HacTosiee Bpems kuBeT B JlaBnacone. By 1yun Xyn0:KkHHKOM-a0CTPAKIIMOHHCTOM,
OHA ABJISIACH KYPATOPOM rajiepeH COBPeMEHHOI0 HCKYCCTBA, INIABHBLIM a/IMHHH-
CTPaTOPOM PeKJaMHOI0 areHTCTBa U npenojgasareneM. SBassce yienom Denepainb-
HOro ¢oH/J1a pa3BUTHS UCKYCCTB AMepHKH U coBeTa Bestoro [loma no npazgHosanuio
ThICSYeIeTHsI, OHA COBCEM HE/IaBHO BeJia MUCATeIbCKUIT Kype B KoJuteq ke ['acTon
110 H3Y4YeHHI0 HCTOPHH ceMeii CTYIeHTOB B KOHTeKcTe uctopuu Amepuku. Ee cru-
XH ¥ 3cce ony0/IMKOBAHBI B ra3eTax, H MHOTOYHCJIEHHBIX, IATEPATYPHBIX KYPHA-
J1axX, U COBCEM HeJaBHO OHM nosiBuiuchk B "FO:kHoM 0003penun'.

Katpun Bpaiit I'epkun - aBTop Tpex nmodrnvyeckux, kuur: "Popmax"
(Roschach), 1977 ron, "Teppa Amara' (Terra Amata), 1980 roa u "ConpaHo He-
pxkaBerouteii craan' (Stainless Steel Soprano), 1990 roa. Ona BeABHraach Ha
conckanue npemun Ilyamnepa u moayuniaa narpagy Coma Parana 3a 3acayru B
obsactu uckyccrs, Harpaay "'IlosTuueckuii npu3 Cent Auapro3" (The St. Andrews
Poetr Prize), a Tak:ke narpaasi xypnana "Tureas" n "IloaTnuecknii npus Porana'.
Ee no33us 1 npo3a mMpoKo nyo/mMKyeTcs Kak B JIUTEPATYPHOIi, TAK H B MOMYJIsIp-
Hoii mpecce. Ona xuBet B Buntepsuiie, mrat CeBepnas Kapoimna.
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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. Inrecent
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).
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K. Kamm Xoanepduin sisasieTcss AHpeKTOpoM odca HeM U nicaTeIeM PaHO
yrpom. Ero paccka3 "B nounckax csoGonnl" nossuics B "Baiiaadaiip Morazun"
(Wildfire Magazine), eme oiuH paccka3 BCKOpe BbliiieT B JUTePaTYPHOM KypHa-
ne "Jlon3n3 @paiin Unken" (Lonzie’s Fried Chicken). Ero nyéinnucruka neva-
Tajach B Pa3IMYHBIX u3AaHuaX. OH KuBeT B AIIBHIIIE B OKPY:KeHHH rop, OH H €ro
JKeHa 4acTO MYTEeEeCTBYIOT 10 ropaM MelKoM, HaXoAs B HUX, BAOXHOBEHHE, OT-
JIbIX, HCTOYHHK OMOJIOKEHHUS.

Aiipnn Biaiip XanukartT, poauBmasics B [’kekconBuinie, mrat djopuaa,
ceiiuac sxuBet B IllapiorTe 1 Beer Kype nucartelibckoro Mmacrepersa B CeHrpai
IMuamont Kommeionutn Komnemxk (Central Piedmont Community College), rae
eil mpucy/uJM 3BaHue Jy4ilero npenoaasareis roga. Ee ctuxu 6l onyo/mko-
BaHbI B MHOTOYHCJIEHHBIX KypHaIaX, Bkiouas '"'FOxnoe IToaTnueckoe Odo3penne",
"Humpon'" (Nimrod) u "Tlemopyk Morasun" (Pembroke Magazine). Ee kuura ctuxos
"IleuanbHoe o3apenne'’ (It Comes As a Dark Surprise) 6bl1a npu3Hana Jyunei
HAa PerHoHaJbLHOM, MOITHYECKOM KOHKYpce uzaarteiabcTBa " Conacroyn Ilpecc'” B
1992 roay (Sandstone Publishing’s Regional Poetry Contest). Ona mo6uT nmyre-
LIECTBMsI, NelINe MPOry/IKH U yeHHeHHe B cBoeM joMuke B ropax Cesepnoii Ka-
posmHbl, Ha xpedTe Mona.

X. Ieppu XopTton - noat, npoxusaronmii B Yanea Xui, Cesepnas Kaposmna.

Jpa Kaparon Xa63un - BpinyckHuk yauBepcutera CeBepnoii Kapoaunsl B
Yanen Xuaa, npoxuia 20 et B Bocrone, npe:xkae yem sepuyJics B CeBepuyro Ka-
poauny B 1999 r. On npeanounTaeT nucaTh B TPaJAHIHOHHON MaHepe WM mpa-
BHJBHBIM CJIOFOM, 0COOEHHO J1eBATHCJIOrOBOii cTPoKoii. B HacTosimee BpemMsi oH
paGoTaeT HaJ KHAIOi CTHXOB, B KOTOPOii HalleJ OTpaskeHHe ero OmbIT padoThI
00poBo.ibLeM B cocTaBe "Kopnyca mupa' - opraHn3anuu JKOHOMHYECKOIi U ry-
MaHHTapHO# noMomu B cyaTtanate Oman ¢ 1975 mo 1978 r. 3a nociennune roasl
ero CTHXH Nne4yaTaauch B :kypHajax "Amepuka", "Iluamont Jlutepapu Pesbio"
(Piedmont Literary Review), "I1o33usi no6epexnbs', "Ctux", "PuBepan' (RiverRun),
"Kannensiop', AHIINsS U, B AHTOJIOTHH KYPHAIbHBIX CTUXOB H B e3KeroAHHKe aMme-
pukanckoii noazuu (1997).

Bercn Xamdpuc Boipocaa B [Tutcoypre, [lencnabBanus, a ceiiuac KuBeT B
I'pannt ®@os13 okouo ropuoro maccusa by Punx B Cesepnoii Kaposune. B Te-
yenne 18 et oHa mucana TEKCTHI 1S TYPUCTHYECKHUX, /IeTOBBIX, 00pa30oBaTe Ib-
HBIX M JIHTepaTypHbIX H3aanuii. Cruxorsopenne "ToHkue MecTa'" ObLIO HAHCAHO
NoJ BrevaT/JeHHeM ceMeiiHoi moe3akn Ha o3epo Ilor, koTopoe pacnosoxkeHo B
Kanane, npumepno, B 200 muasx cesepHee Toponro.

CruBen HayT poauiics B MuiBoku, mrat Buckoncun, a Beipoc B Bydauo,
wrat Helo-Mopk u TTutcGypre, mrat MencuibBanus. CTapmmii cocTaBuTelb
PYKOBOJCTB IO M0JIb30BAHUIO NPOrpaMMaMHi KoMNbIoTepHoil komnanuu B Ilap-
JI0TT, oH nocesnics B CesepHoii Kaposmmne nociie okonyanust yansepcurtera B Oraiio
B 1972. Ero cruxu neyarajuch BO MHOTHX H3/1aHusX, BKkJIo4as "Hopt Amepukan
PeBbio" (North American Review), "Ilaccngnk PeBbio" (Pacific Review), "Bupa-
:knHus KBoprepsu Pesbio" (Virginia Quarterly Review). On sBasiercs od.1aaate-
Jem AByX crunenanii Hannonaabnoro (hoHaa pasBuTHs HCKYCCTB H IBYX TBOPYECKHX
nucareabckux rpantoB Cosera xynoxects Cesepnoii Kapommnbl. OH siB/sieTcs aB-
TOPOM NATH MO3THYECKNX COOPHUKOB, caMblii mocjeAHnii n3 koropsix "Peka mo
KOTOPOii 51 Tebs1 y3Ha10" .
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Steve Lautermilch, a poet and photographer, lives on the QOuter 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, lowa 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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Crus JlayTepMuibK - 1o3T 1 doTorpad, ;KHBET HA OCTPOBAX BAOJIb Modepe-
kbs1 CeBepHoii KaposmmHbl, I/1e OH BeJIeT KJIacChl MeUTAIMH, U3Y4€eHHsI CHOB U 00Y-
YeHHs nucateabckomy Mactepersy. Henasuo on 0b11 Ha HOro-3anaane CILUIA, rae
JKHJI B MAJIATKe U NMyTeIleCTBOBAJ MELIKOM M0 OT/aJleHHbIM paiionam, gororpadu-
Py M U3y4asi HACKAJIbHYIO ’KUBONHCh KOPEHHBIX AMEPHKAHIIEB, MOATOTOBJIAS BBIC-
TaBKy 10 370ii Teme. Ctus JlayrepMuiibk poauiics B mrate Oraiio, Ho1y4n creneHnb
JIOKTOpa B YHHBepcHTeTe ITaTa Muunuran B DHH ApGep. 21 roa oH npenoaasaj apamy
U NHCcaTelIbCKOe MacTepcTBO B YHuBepcurere B I'puncoopo, mrar Cesepuas Kapo-
mmna. Ero knnra cruxos ""Tpeyroabnuk. Kpyr. KBagpat" crana saypeatom koHKypca
Pya (Ruah) B 1998.

Bap6apa Kuna Jlonnr poauiach B AHIVINM, KOTA TOJIBKO 4TO 3aKoHuMIach 11
MHpoBasi BoiiHa. [[04b aHIIINICKON CTY/IeHTKH-MeICeCTPbl H AMEPHKAHCKOIrO COJI/ia-
Ta, OHA BLIPOCJIA Ha ceMeiiHoii (epme cBoero otua k cesepy ot Illapiort. Heckon-
KO JIeT TOMY Ha3a/l OHa BepHyJIach Ty/Ja 1 nocejnack Ha (epme. b.K.Jlonnr siBnsiercs
nucaTe.m,Huueﬁ, He CBSI3BAHHOI HU ¢ KAKUM KOHKPETHBIM U3/1ATC/ILCTBOM, A TAKIKE BEIEeT
KJIACChI 00Y4eHHsI MHCATeIbCKOMY MACTEPCTBY, OCYIECTBIIAET PETAKTOPCKYIO /lesITeb-
HOCTb, 3aHUMAeTCs NPABKOIi JINTepaTypHbIX Npou3Beiennii. Ee moa3us n npoussenenus
NMyOIMIMCTHYECKOro XapaKTepa ObLIH ONMyOIMKOBAaHbI B psiie u3nanuii. OHa yBieka-
eTcsl TYPU3MOM, Ca/I0BOJICTBOM, JIIOOUT NPOBOJUTL BpeMsl ¢ ceMbeil U Ipy3bsiMH.

KeBun MakI'oBuH xkuBet B Posin, rje npenosaer aHrmiiCKyro JuTeparypy
W npeMeTh FYYMAaHUTApHOro HHKJIa B YHNBepcuTeTe CeBepHoii Kapomusl B Posn.
Ero cembst smurpuposa.ia u3 llloraanaun B Cesepuyro Kapo.mmny MHoro JieT Tomy
Ha3a/] U OH HajleeTcsl OCTAThCH B 3/1eCh /10 KOHNA ku3HU. K.MakroBun moxyuni
cTeneHb MarucTpa M3siHLIX HCKYCCTB B 00/1aCTH NM0J33MH B YHHBEPCHTeTe IITaTa
®nopuna B IziiHc60po, rae oH Takke 10 Bo3Bpamenns B Pom yunics B acnupan-
Type. B 1992 no3t 6bLI yA0CTOEH MEPBOro MecTa Ha JIUTepaTypHOM decTHBaIE
nucareseii 10ra, 1 ero CTUXH ObLIH HANeYaTAHbI B MHOTOYHCJICHHBIX JKyPHAJIaX, B
TOM 4HcJIe U B uTepaTypHbIX. Ero kuura cruxos "Be3ymubie HecuacTbs" (M31a-
TeJabeTBO YHHBepcuTeTa @opuasi) Boimuia B 1994, 3a Heii noc/enoBaia KHura
"Bouiblast 4acTh BpeMeHH B TeYeHue JABYX He/leib'" a cruxorBopenue "Jlydinee Bpems
3a 2 Hegemn" (®anku [dor I[Ipecc) B 1998.

Baunepn Xeitnonsa MaklOan npoBena cBoe nercrBo B Apkan3ace. [To3:ke, ona
:kuia B CesepHoii u FO:xnoii Kapoiune. B HacTosiiiee BpemMsi oHa pelakTHPYeT U
uznaet " loxasni Ocen.kom'. MaklOan neyaranacs B " Amsuias [1oaTpu Pepbio"
(Asheville Poetry Review), "Msrexuuk", "TIM® marasun" (PIF Magazine), "'Ca-
JIoBbIe yKpaleHus' u Apyrux n3faHusx. boabmmHcTBO ee nponsBeeHnii 0TpaxKaoT
KkyabTypHble Tpaauuuu IOra. B nacrosimee Bpemst oHa co3/1aeT 001eCTBO MO CO-
xpanennio auanexta lOra (e kommepueckas oprannsanus). [IpencrasienHoe B
nanHoi anToJornn ctuxorsopenue "beccu Paii" nyoamnkyercs nepsoie. MaklO-
aH xkuBeT B Bammurrone, mrar Cesepuas Kapoauna.

Bapo6apa /[)x. Mboiiep Bbipocia B Unkaro u paéoraja TaM j)KypHAJINCTOM, HH-
CTPYKTOPOM 110 KYPHAJIHCTHKE U JMPEKTOPOM O OOLIECTBEHHBIM OTHOIIEHUSIM.
ITocne nepee3na B 1982 r. B CeBepnyio Kaposmny, oHa Hayaja nucath U My0/JIMKO-
BaThb cTuxu. Ee cruxu nosiBuimce B :xkypHajax "Arianra Pesbio" (Atlanta Review),
"Turenn" (Crucible), "’Kenmuna Aiiosbr", "'CaBanna Jlutepapu xopnan" (Savannah
Literary Journal) u apyrux uznanusx. Ona noayumia narpany Cama Parauna or
:kypHana "Turenn', a Takike nepBylo npemuio B pa3zene ""Hocraabruyeckue cruxu'
u B pazaene "FOmopucruyeckas noaus" or ¢onna umenu Podepra Pyapka. Ona :xuser
B MypcBuiiie ¢ My:keM i codakamu CkapiieTt u AHryc u Jjomaabio Mayntun Jxok.
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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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xoanna [:x. MakKeran, ypo:xenka CeBepnoii Kapoannbl, BepHyJiach ciona
nocje aeBsATH JeT xku3Hu B I'epmanun. Ee cTuxu ony0JnKoBaHbl B HECKOJIbKHX
AHTOJIOTHAX M JINTEPATYPHBIX :KypHa1aXx. OHa 3apa0daThIBaeT HA KU3Hb KaK Xy 0K-
HHIA: IPO/1aeT KAPTHHBI U NpenojaeT ;kuBonuch. Ee kapTHHBI ObLIN Mpe/ICTABIEHbI
Ha OLEHKY KIOPH HA MHOTHX HAIIMOHAJIbLHBIX XyJ10:KeCTBEHHBbIX BhicTaBKax. Ceii-
4yac OHA C MY:KeM KHUBeT B okpyre XapHeTT, rae ojenn ¢ peku Keiin ®up npuxo-
JIAT K ee CTYHH.

Bounnn MaiikJ, xkusymasi B Buncron Canem, uMeer 3a CBOIO M0I3UI0 Harpa-
JIbl MECTHOTO 3HAYEHHsI, 4 TAKKe MPEMHH IITATA U HAIMOHAIbLHBIE HAarpaabl. Ee
npou3Be/ieHHs] NOSIBUIINCH B 9 aHTO/I0THAX, BKAI04Yas ""Koraa s cocrapiocs, st 0yay
HOCHTB NypnypHble ofiexkabl". OHa NHcala JOKYMeHTAIbHbIe MATEPUAJIBI 151 00-
mectBeHHoro paauo (WFDD), nucana martepnaast aas pagno (WSJS). Taxxke B
Tevyenue 10 j1etT oHa mucaja Ui HAMOHAJIBLHOIO /1€JI0BOTO KYPHAJIa H My0/IHKO-
BaJach BO MHOTHX JIHTEPATYPHBIX KypHajiaX. boabmyio yacTs cBoeii Ku3HH OHA
npoxuia B Cesepnoii Kapounne 3a uckimiouenneM HeCKOJIbKHX JI€T, KOTOPbIe OHA
npoBesa B mraTe VMapuidHi.

T"a6puens Moppuc n3yqaer mmrepatypy B yausepcutere Kovmnoesnn B Bync Kpuk.
Ero npou3ssesienus ony0/IMKOBaHbI B IMTepaTypHoM :KypHajie Komnoerna "JInpuk".
OH cTan JJaypeaToM CTyeH4ecKoro KOHKypca npo3sl  nod3un "'Jlupuk-2000", a Taxxe
KOHKYpca cBodoaHoro ctuxa '"Hacienune Xaiimana'" B 1999 r., cnoncopom kotopo-
ro 6bu1 no3THyeckuii coser CeepHoii Kapomubl. OH Takike sIBIsieTCS HCIIOJHATE-
JIeM HAapOJHO# MY3bIKH M J’Ka30BbIM MY3bIKAHTOM H Ha/IeeTCsl CTaTh POK-3Be3/10¥.

Kapounn Heabcon sxuBet ¢ my:xkem u 2 ferbmu B Yanesn Xuii. Ona ypieka-
eTcsl Ca/loBOJICTBOM.

Hon (Tyrcu) O’Xapa Bcio cBoio :ku3nb xkuBetT B CeBepnoii Kapoaune, nu-
et cTHXU U npo3y. OHa UMeeT cTeneHb MarucTpa B NpenojAaBaHUH aHIIHICKO-
ro f3bIKAa KaK HHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKA, 2 TAK/KE OHA FABJIAETCA HHCTPYKTOPOM IS
3apy0exHbIX cTyaeHToB YHHBepcuTera CeBepnoii Kaposmusl B lllapaorr, Cen-
Tpan Iluamont Kommbionutn Kosenk m B megarornyeckoM HHCTHTYTe NpH
yuusepcutete B lllapioTT, rorossimem mnpenoaaBaTteiell aHIVIMICKOTO sI3bIKA.
Ee npousBenennst onyomkoBansl B "'JlaBpoBbie mucths", "Tureas", "ByasBap He-
3aucumoctu", "Kucroyn" (Keystone), ""Meiin Ctput Par" (Main Street Rag), Ca-
Banna Jlurepapn :xopuan" (Savannah Literary Journal) u "FOxnas noa3us".

Mbopu Dmmnzaéer IMapkep poaunack B Ckenextanan, Huo-Hopk, Boipocia B
MaJ/leHbKOM MPOMBIILIEHHOM ropoje mrata Muuuran. Ona xkuset B CeBepHoii
Kapommune ¢ 1977. I1oaT, 3ccenct, aBTOp Xy/10:KeCTBEHHBIX POH3BE/IeHHI, OHA HMeeT
CTeNneHb MarucTpa NHCaTeIbCKOro TBOPYECTBA M IOKTOPA 10 JHTEpaType YHHBEp-
cutera CesepHoii Kapoannsl B I'pnnzoopo. Ee ctuxu u paccka3sbl MMpoKo meva-
TAJIMCh B JINTEPATYPHBIX :KypHAJIaX U aHTo/I0rusAX. Ee noaTnuecknii coopuuk "Ceke
HeBouka" 6b11 onyomkoBan B 1999 r. u3nareascrBom Yprona Ipecc. Ona Bo3-
[JIaBJIsieT KIOPH Me:KAyHApoJHoro konkypca nucareseii "Ilpemun Jana".

Teitn [I:k. I1ex :xuset B LllapsaorT 18 1er. Ona noJjy4ynia creneHs MarucTpa
U3SIHBIX HCKYCCTB KoJLTeka Boppen Buiicon. Ee kanikeuka ctuxos '""Hosas pexa"
B 1993 r. Obl1a yiocToeHa Harpaabl opranu3anuu nucareneii CesepHoii Kapoan-
ool ""Xapnepnpuntc' (Harperprints), a coopuuk ctuxoB "[lagaromas 3ona' cran
nodenuTesieM KoHKypca aAe0roTanToB "Texac Pesbio". Ee noa3us u npo3a neuara-
JINCh B PA3/IMYHBIX JHTEPATYPHBIX 0003PeHHAX, a ee MOITHYECKHE MPON3BeIeHHs
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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



3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 261

ObLIH BKIIOYeHBI B ""Heo0bIuHOEe MecTO: aHTOI0rHs N03TOB Jlyn3nansl", a Takke
B antoJorur "Cioso u ceuaereserBo: Cro Jet nod3uu CesepHoii Kapoaunsr".
Ee npo3a naneuatana B "OTpunarteibHoii cnocoonoctn", B antosorun "Iny6o-
kuii FOr" u B untepuernom uzgannn "Kparkocrn".

Juana IInakau - ypo:kenka FO:xuoii Kaposunbl, npesx/ie 4yeM nocejmrbes B
IapaorT, xniaa B Poyn Aiinenne, mrat ®@aopuaa, B Bamunrrone. Ee ctuxu n
ny0/IMIHCTHKA ObLIM OTMeYeHbl MHOTHMHU HArpajaMi, 4 OHa oNny0/IMKOBAJIAa CTH-
XH BO MHOTHX KYPHAJIaX M aHTOJIOTUAX, B ToM 4ncie "Cl0BoO H CBHIETEIbCTBO:
Cro Jset no33un Cesepnoii Kapoiunsr". Ona BpicTynajaa co cBOMMH Npou3Beie-
HHSIMH Ha HECKOJILKHX no3THYecknx uyTennsx CesepHoii Kapoaunnsl. Ona siBsieT-
cs1 aBTOpoM MaJjieHbkoii kHi:kkH ""Ha pei6aiike ¢ Bbicoknmu xkenmunamu' (1996)
1 nodTHYeckoro coopuuka "benoe deape" (1998), Takke BegeT TBOpUeckHe Mac-
Tepckue IToatnueckoro Oomecrsa CeBepHoii KapoiMHbl H yYHT HCKYCCTBY CTH-
xocyozxenns B llapaorr.

Hasun U. [Mocton poauics B JlynBuiie, mrat Kenryku, u xuser B Ceep-
Hoii Kapoinne ¢ 1961 r. O npenonaer anrjmiickuii B cpeaueii mxose Xantep Xace
B 'acToHNH M paGoTaeT HHCTPYKTOPOM HENOJIHbII padounii 1eHb B YHUBEPCHTe-
Te CeBepHoii Kaposmubl B Illapiort. Ero manenskasi kum:kka cruxoB " Moii oten
YuTaeT mo-rpevyeckn’ Obi1a omyoumkosBana B 1999 r. B 1998 r. [I.I1octon nouy-
YHJI rpaHT pernoHaabHoro Hayuno-xynoxecrBennoro cosera okpyra "llapaorr
Mek1en0ypr'', a TakiKe cTaJ JaypeaToM MO3THYECKOW HArpPajbl aCCONUAIMHI MTH-
cateJeii FOro-BocToka n Harpajabsl TBOpuYecKoii MacTepcKoii mucaTeieii AIIBUIb.
Ero npousBenenns onyo;ankoBansl B "Harraxyuu Pespio' (Chattahoochee Review),
"AmBuis [Toatpu PeBsio'" (Asheville Poetry Review), "Mbiin Ctput Par" (Main
Street Rag) u "Jlon3u3 ®paiix Ynken" (Lonzie’s Fried Chicken).

Bap6apa Ilpecnes onyd./1mKoBa a CBOM CTHXH B MHOTOYHC/IEHHBIX Ky PHAIAaX
Bruroyas ""Arianta Pessio' (The Atlanta Review), "Tap Pusep Pesbio" (Tar River
Review), n "Jlopex Pebio" (The Laurel Review). Ee manenskue coopunkn " CHbl
3men" u "Pasraaku TaiiH" noJydnaH Harpaasl modTH4Yeckoro coera CeBepHoii
Kaposunbt n [Toatuyeckoro OomecrBa Cesepnoii Kapoaunst B 1995 u 1999 rr.
B.IIpecHe/s1 HMeeT cTeneHb MAarucTpa M3sIIIHBIX UCKYcCcTB YHHBepcutera CeBep-
Hoii Kapoanusl B I'puncoopo u :xuBeT B JIekCHHITOHE ¢ My’KeM H CBIHOM. Y po-
:keHka CesepHoii Kaponnbl, ona :xnina B Bupaxkunun n Kenryku, rie npenogasaia
B IIKOJIaX MO3THYeCKOe MACTePCTBO M JIMTEPaTyPy Ha YPOBHe KOJLIEIKA.

[oun JBanc Paadopn poannacs B bannooa, [lanama, Beipocia B ppIdankoii ae-
peByliKke B ceBepHoii ®iopune, ceifuac :xxuBeT B Buamunrrone, rae padoraer B
YHHBEpCHTeTe B KayeCTBe KOHCYJIbTAHTA MO MHCbMEHHbIM 3aJaHNSIM, HHCTPYKTOpa
[0 AHIVIHHCKOMY, NPAKTHYECKOMY HCIAHCKOMY, AHIVIHICKOMY, KaK HHOCTPAHHO-
MY SI3bIKY, M aMepHKaHCKOii KyJbType. OHa Bela npodeccHoHATbHBIE H TBOpYEC-
KHe MUCcAaTe/IbCKHe MAacTepCKHe B pa3nuHbIX YHUBepcuTeTax CesepHoii Kapoinnb,
OuGaHoTEeKaX M OOLIMHHBIX opranm3anuax. Ee moasus, Xyno:xkecTBeHHbIe MPOU3Be-
JleHusl, MyOJIMIUCTHKA H JIHTepaTypPHble HCCJIe0BAHHS ONYOJHKOBAHbI BO MHOIHX
u3nanusax. B 1993 r. ona noayunna narpaay Lllepsypa Annepcon, a B 1990 r. eii 6b11a
Bpyuena Harpaaa Cosera xynoxects Cesepnoii Kaposmnsl u okpyra Koiin ®up.

I'nennnc Peamons - npodeccuonansuas nodrecca. Becnoit 2000 r. ona my-
TellecTBOBAJIA M0 CTPaHe M 3arpaHuIle, YNTasl U NPEACTABJIsASI CBOH OPHTHHAJbHBIE
NpOU3BEACHUA B KO/LUICI’)KAX U YHUBEPCUTETAX. POJll/lBl].ll/lClx B CEMb€ BOCHHOC/IY~-
:kamnero, ['nennuc xuina Bo muornx yactax CLLUA u B ABuano (Urtamms). Ee npo-
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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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u3BeaeHust onyo.amkoBanbl B antosornn "'Iloiimaii orons", ""360 rpaaycos: PeBo-
Jnonus YepHbIx nodroB", ""O6pamennslii k I0ry", n "' Jlonsus ®@paiin Ynken'" (Lonzie’s
Fried Chicken). Ona nosy4ynia rpantbl AJsl 00y4eHHsI B ATIaHTHYECKOM IEHTpe
HCKYCCTB M B 1leHTpe B BepmonTe.

Tounu PuBu - nupexTOp-aAMHHUCTPATOP OHOJIHOTEKH rOCY1apCTBEHHOr0 YHU-
Bepcutera Pasm. On nveeT crenenn ynusepcutera Cesepnoii Kaposmnsl, rocynap-
crBenHoro ynusepcurera Cesepnoii Kaposmnsl B Yanea Xuiu1 n ynupepcurera
Maiiamn. Ero ctuxn ony6mkoBaHsl B cieayomux u3nanusax: ""Amsuas [1oaTpu
PeBb1o" (Asheville Poetry Review), "Bac Asenio Helo3ertep" (Bath Avenue
Newsletter), "LapaorTt [TooTpn PeBpio" (Charlotte Poetry Review), "Ceiiuac u
Torga", "Pyka nucartens ycrauaa' u apyrue. Ero kuura "Iloe3na-npuspaxu: Ame-
PHKAHCKHe JIeTeHIbl O JKeJe3HOJOPOKHBIX Mpu3pakax' Obliia ony0/IMKOBAHA U3-
naresberBoM "TuIaCu IMadmumuur' (TLC Publishing). Ceiiuac on xuBet B /lapeme,
a 10 1oro xuia B Texace, Horo-Mekcuke, Oraiio u B AHIVINH.

[duk PoGeptc poanicsa B [lapeme B 1947 r. OH uMeeT cTeneHs 6akaiaBpa
U3SILIHBIX HCKYCCTB B 00J1aCTH KMBONUCH M KEPAMHUKH YHHBepcuTeTa 3anajaHoii
Kapoaunsl n padoraer qu3aiinepom-kypaTopom akapuyma Cesepnoii Kaposn-
Hbl B @opT Pumiep. Y Hero ecTh XyA0xkKecTBeHHAs! CTyusi B BuiMuHITOHE, H OH
numet cruxu. Ero cruxu neyarasmuce B ""FO:xHom IModTnueckom Odo3penun" n
JIPYTHX JIMTEPATYPHBIX KypHaaaXx. OH BbICTaB/Is]I cBOM KapTuHbl B CeBepHOii
Kaposmune, Hoio-Hopke n Makenonmn. Ka:xapiii ron on nytemectsyer B Bocrounyio
EBpony, 4To0bI TaM pHCOBATL U NUCATh.

Annesuia Pokcon ony6/mkoBajia cBOIO M033HI0 B :KYPHAJIAX H HECKOJIbKHX
aHTOJOTUsX, BKIIoYas "JKuas kynabrypa Japema' m3nareascrso Kapoimna Pen
IIpecc, 1987 r. Ona padorana B mkouaax B Jlapeme u Posn, Besa nodruueckue
MacTepcKHe 1151 yUnTeieil u aeTeli ¢ 0COOeHHOCTSIMH B pa3BUTHH. B HacTosmee Bpemst
OHa sIBJIsIeTCH YIeHOM nodTnyeckoro copera Cesepnoii Kaposmusl, paHee cocro-
712 YJIeHOM MpaBJeHHs no3Tuieckoro odmecrsa CesepHoii Kaposmubl u coro3a
acTeTnyeckoro oopasosanus Cesepnoii Kaposunsl. Ona yyacTBoBa/ia B No3TH-
YeCKHX YTEeHHSAX Ha mo3TH4yeckoM ectuBae B BeiimyTe.

Jxeccuka Poccep HenaBHO okonunIa kosntek Karay B Camncoepu, CeBepuas
Kapoauna. Eme 0yayun cry/ieHTKO# 0oHA nmoJiyumiia nodruueckuii npus Kaiasu-
Ha Kyrtca. Ypoxkenka Condopaa ona 3anumMaercs rped.ieii Ha KaHOd U PbIOHOI
JoBJieii Ha npyaax u pekax ITnavonra. BneyatiieHusi, KoTopble 0HAa NPH ITOM I0O-
Jy4aeT, 4aCTO BJOXHOBJSIOT ee M03THYECKOe Mepo.

Jlunn Buu Congep, ypoxenka okpyra Jynimn (CeBepnast Kapoimna), nmeer
cTeneHH 0aKajiaBpa M MarucTpa HCKYCCTB OT yHHBepcuTeTa [[1oka, a Tak ke 10K-
Topa oT yHnBepcutera MiimHoiica. B npomiom npe3snaeHT kosiea:xa B Bepmonre,
OHa MOJIy4YHJIa BLICOKYIO Harpajay 3a BbIJAIOLIMecs YCIeXH B MPenoJaBaHuu; oHa
CTOSIa Y HCTOKOB MeTOJHKH HCMO/Ib30BAHHS B COUHHEHHH KOMINbIOTepa M Mo-
JIy4HJIa Harpaay B odjactu oopa3oBanus "Boinaromuecs :xenmunsl CeBepHoi
Kapoannbt". OHa nucana cTaTbH M PeJaKTHPOBAIA MHOTO aKaJAeMHYeCKUX H3-
JlaHuii, BKJIIYAKIMUX KHATH, CTATbHU M JHTepaTypHble kypHaibl. Ceiivac Caa-
Jiep pyKOBOJIHT MaJIeHbKHM H31aTeJIbCTBOM, OHa — IIOJJOTBOPHAS MUCATeIbHUIA,
KOTOpasi HMeeT Harpajsl 3a CBOii poMaH, KOPOTKHe paccKa3bl, Icce, CTHXH, Nbe-
cbl. HenaBHo oHa 3aKoHYHJIA CBOIO MEPBYIO MY3bIKa/IbHYIO Nbecy "Crtpana, Ko-
Topas Oyaer ".
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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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Bap6apa Cannepc — nosTecca, KoTopasi B HacToslee BpeMsi padoTaer B
xocnuce B Cesepnoii Kaposnne. IToutn 30 jieT ona 3apadaTbiBajia Ha KU3Hb, pa-
0oTasi aIMUHICTPATOPOM B 00JIACTH pPeKJaMbl H 00LIECTBEHHbIX OTHOIIeHNi. B
1998 r. ona Hayaja paéoTaTh 100pPOBO./IbLIEM O YXOAY 32 HeH3J1eYHMO-00IbHbI-
Mmu B xocnuce. Ee cTuxu 6b111 ony0IMKoBaHbI B HECKOJIBKUX aHTOJIOTHsX, B "'7Kyp-
HaJjie /Ioopornl HestoBeueckoii' u ckopo BuiiiayT B ""JIy/iBorep Pesbio'" (Lullwater
Review), ""O603penne IO:xnoii Kapomunst", "Octpose Buckn", "MaxkI'yddun" (The
MacGuffin) u "Man¢gum" (Mudfish). B.Canaepc noJiyun/ia noompureibHblii npu3
ot ¢onna Yecrep X. d:xoyn3s B 1999 r.

Xon IlIun popunacek B Helo-Mopke u :xuer B IllapiorT 6osee 30 jer, 20 3
KOTOPBIX OHa MpenoJaBaJia B MEPBbIX H BTOPLIX Kjaccax Ko ropona. Ee cruxu
ObLIH ONYO/IMKOBaHBI B ajbMaHaxe 1999 r. nodTnyeckoro odmectBa CeBepHoii
Kapoymusl — "Ctuxu, nojay4yusmue npemun', a takxe B ""Turese", "Ctppannne
IMosta", "lllapaoTT IToaTpu PeBbio" " (Charlotte Poetry Review), ""Mbpiin Ctput
Por" (Main Street Rag) u B ipyrux u3aaresibcTBax.

HM:xoanna K. CkorT poauiacs B JIoH10He BO BpeMsi BO3/YLIHOI0 HaJieTa,
BbIpocia B ABcTpainu, smurpuposaia B CLLA B 1976 rony, okoHun/jIa yHuBep-
cuter [[10Kka co creneHb0 MarucTpa, nepeexaia Ha @UIMNNMHBI KaK pa3 nepex
Haponanoii Peposronueii. Ipexae yem BepHyThest B Bupa:kunmnio, oHa B3s/1a Ha Boc-
nuTanue 3-xX Kopeiickux cupot. OHa — aBTOP CJIe1yHOIIUX Npou3BeieHuii: " beskeHubl
3 Unnokuras:: Pacckassl u3 Jlaoca, Komoomxkuu u Boernama'", "Hapau u nern"
(oTmevena Acconuanueii Bbernamcknx Berepanos Bupaxunun), "Ilpecienys Ila-
yaun", (mociaeaHsisi KHUTa — 3TO POMaH O KEeHCKOii peBosionun), ""Mara3uH cya-
CTJIMBBIX THIKBEHHBIX OyThLIOK" — pomaHn o Kopee u nosruyeckoro coopHuka
"Martb, napyomas poxaenue'. xkoanna Ckott :xuBet B Yanena Xui.

Ispon A. Illapn — yposkenka Anadambl :kuBeT B Byne. B ctyaenueckne roast
Ipon xuina B Japeme (Cesepuasi Kaposmna), Jlekcunrrone (Kenrykun) n Bik-
coypre (Bupaxunns). [Tocie HeCKOJIBKHX, JIeT NpenoaBaTebCKOil JesaTebHOC-
TH B KoJLIe/zke B Muccucunu, rie ona Beia ""Pocr u pa3sutne yestoseka' u '"U3yuenne
cembu'", LlI3pon Haua1a Kapbepy peiakTopa, He CBSI3AHHOTO HH € KAKHM KOHKPETHBIM
U3]aTeJbCTBOM; OHA PeJaKTHPOBAJIA KHUTH MYOIHIHMCTHYECKOr0 XapaKTepa Jis
00/IbIINX M3aTENbCTB, BeJa TBOPUYECKHE MACTePCKHe U KYPC PelaKkTHPOBAHHS B
yuuBepcuteTe mrara CesepHoii Kapoannn! B Annanauax. Ee nostnueckue npo-
n3Be/leHNs ObLIH ONy0IMKOBAHBI B MHOTOYHCICHHBIX JINTEPATYPHBIX KYPHAIAX H
OHa H30paHa Npe3uIeHTOM NodTHYeckoro odomecrsa Cesepnoii Kaposmub: na 2000-
2001 roa. CnenmaabHbIii HHTepec 1S Hee MPeACTABIAIOT B3aMMOOTHOLIEHHUS MO-
93MH U 3pUTEILHBIX 00pa3oB "'HCKyccTBa BpaueBaHus'.

Mapk Cmut-Coto — no3t u nepesoguuk. Ero cembs u3 Kocra-Puku. On
— npodeccop ucnancKoro s3bika B yHuBepcutTeTe CeBepnoii Kapomunst B I'pun-
cOopo, rje OH fABJISETCH PeJaKTOPOM JIMTEPATYPHOTO KypHaiaa "MexayHapoa-
Hoe no3THYeckoe 00o3penne’ . OH MMeeT cTeneHb 6aKaJaBpa HCKYCCTB B 00,1aCTH
JINTepaTyphl YHUBepcHTeTa MDIPHIIHA M CcTeneHb JOKTOpa YHuBepcuTeTa Kasm-
¢opuuu B Bepkan B 061acTu cpaBuuTeabHOI auTepaTypsl. CMuT-CoTO AIBISIET-
Csl ABTOPOM KHHI M HAYYHBIX CTaTeill 10 COBPEMEHHOH MCIAaHO-aMEePUKAHCKOI
qupuke. Ero codcTBeHHble MOITHYECKHE MPOU3BeIeHHS MOSIBHIINCH B TAKUX KYP-
Hasax kak "Humpon" (Nimrod), "Kapomna Ksorepsn' Carolina Quarterly), "Ilo-
atpu Ucr" (Poetry East), "Koaxaay" (Callaloo), "Yarraxyun PeBbio"
(Chattahoochee Review) n "Kenbon PeBbio" (Kenyon Review). Ero maiennkas
KHHKKa, KOTOpasi CKkopo BbliieT u3 neyatn "Kosmaxk ¢ 3e1eHpiM MaHro', craia
saypeatom koHkypca Ilepcedonsbi.
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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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Cobio3an CHozen Havyasa nucathb ctuxu B 1994 roay. Ee cruxn ony6mkoBa-
HBI B TAKUX, u31aHusax kak "Ceituac u torna", "IMucarenbckuii oomen", "Boaubie
raaaun", "Ilo33usi B 0CHOBHOM MOTOKe JUTepaTypsl'" H B aHToJ0oruu ""I'pomMkne
rosioca". B 1996 u 1997 rr. ona nosyun;ia nodrudeckyio narpaay " Jaxeiimz Crua"
OT acCOUMAalUHU NMucaTeeil Annajayeii. Ypo:keHka ATJIaHTbI, OHA NepeexaJjia B
Apaen (Cesepnas Kapoauna) B 1995 roay. Celo3an 3apaGaTbiBaeT Ha :KH3Hb pa-
0oTasi peJaKTOPOM M MHUcATeJbHHUIEl, He CBA3AHHOH HM ¢ KAKHM KOHKPEeTHBIM
u3aarebcTBOM. Ee craThi M 0030pbI NeYaTaIMCh B TOPOACKHMX, PErHOHAIBHBIX H
HAIHOHAJIBHBIX H3JaHHAX.

Jmm3aber Ctar — ypoxenka CesepHoii Kapoannbl, knia B KasKI0M U3 Tpex
OCHOBHBIX PErHOHOB: OHAa POJH.JIACH B ropax Ha 3amaje, BLIpoc/1a Ha nodepexbe,
a ceiiuac xuBeT B [lapeme. OHa nuieT Ge/lJIETPUCTHKY W MO33HI0 H ONMYyOJIMKOBA-
JIa CTHXH B TAKHX JIMTEPATYPHbIX :kypHanax kak "IOxnoe IToatnueckoe O6o3pe-
aue" u "Hcrounnk'". B 1997 roay ona nosryun/ia TBOpUeCKHii MUcaTeJbCKHii rPaHT
ot coBeTa Xyn0:xxecTB CeBepHoii Kaposimubl. AHHA AXMaTOBA SIBJIsSIETCSH MOITECCOIA,
KOTOpoii Dm3aleT noapaxkaja Ha paHHeM 3Tale CBOero TBOpPYecTBa, U ceifuac Ax-
MaToBa ocTaercs ee JIOOMMbIM M03TOM. Dau3ader Crar sBjsieTcs 3aMecTHTe/leM
JIMPeKTOPa MO CBS3AIM ¢ mpeccoii mKoJbl Borociosns yausepcutera Jioka.

Mopun yraac Carron :xuBet B CeBepnoii Kapommne 35 jiet, Ho oHa BbIpociIa
Henajeko or Can Autonno, mrar Texac. Ee maTh ObL1a Xya0o:xHHULEH, 0Ter, — OyX-
raarepom. /IHeM OoHa y4YHT JeTeli HCIAHCKOMY, Be4epoM OHA MpenojaeT aHI/Miic-
KHii B3pociibiM. BoT To, uTo siB/IsleTCS IIIaBHBIM JUISI Hee: ee IBOe J1eTeid, call, 1py3bs,
padoTa, no33us u ee padoTa Mo H3YUEHHIO HCTOKOB KOPHeii c/10B B s3bIke. Ee ma-
JieHbKasi KHMKKa cTuxoB ""[loToponuth paceBer' mosyuniia Harpajay u3iaTelibCcTBa
"Ilepcedon Ipecc" — Bucnepunr Ilaiin3 (CeBepnasi Kapoauna).

k. K. Yoaapen numet: "Kak y nociienoBaTtesiss AMMaHa, y MeHs MOKeT OBITh
COBCeM JIPYroii o1X0/1 K B3aMMOOTHOLIEHUSIM MeK/1y Iy LIOi i 3eMJIeii, 4eM y APyrux
nucateseii Cesepnoii Kaponunpl. BbITh nocieoBaTesneM 3Toro yueHusi, 3HaUHT
HMeTh 00.1ee TeCHbIE CBS3H € 3eMJIeii (MbI B OCHOBHOM (hepMephI , CBSI3aHHBIE € 3eM-
neif). Ho 5T B3aMMOOTHOLIEHUsI TyIIH U 3eMJIH HMEIOT CBOM BHYTPEHHHE MPOTH-
BOpe4Hsi, 00yC/IOB/IeHHbIE HALIMM NOHMMAHHEM XPHCTHAHCKOI TE€OJIOrHH M HAIIUM
OOLIMHHBIM 00pa3oM :ku3Hu. Bo3moxkno, BbI yBuANTE 3TO B Moux ctuxax'. Ctu-
xH Yoijapena ony0/IHKOBaHbI B TAKUX JIMTEPATYPHBLIX KypHAIAX KaK ""AHTHITAM
PeBbio" (Antietam Review) u ""Bocxo:knenne'. 1o Toro, kak nepeexats B SIHCHBHIIB,
Youaapen aBa rona xuia B Jlapeme.

K. Tnesantc Mopk — yuuTelb U nucaTe/b, He CBA3AHHBI HH ¢ KAKHM KOH-
KPeTHbIM H3JaTesbcTBOM. OHa fiBJIsieTcs aBTOPOM 2-X MO3THYECKHX KHHUT: "Y 10-
BoascrBusa" u "Tkau cyan6ur". Ona sxena nodra Ias Mopka n maTh Tpex
ny0/JIHKYeMBIX H03TOB. DT0 — Aam, kotopomy 20 jet, 15-neTnsst Imuan u Jxo-
HaTaH, koTopomy 11 jier. OHa NpuHUMAaeT aKTUBHOE y4acTHe B paboTe ModTHYEC-
koro odmectBa CeBepHoii KapoanHsl, rae oHa U ee My:K SIBJIAIOTCH TPeTbHM
BHLe-nIpe3uenToM. OHa 3akoHun1a pomaH "Hapszunsas Menoaus' u cepuio Ko-
poTkunx paccka3on o IOre. Korna ona cBo6oana ot paGoTsl co CTyJeHTaMH, OHA
3aHHMAaeTcs KOJLUIeKIIHOHHPOBAaHHeM CTAPHHHBIX ''Ba/IeHTHHOK'', BhIpe3aHHeM 0y-
MAaKHBIX (PUrypoK /1715l THPJISIHA M OYKeTOB 1 paGoTaeT B TeaTpaIbHOI CTY/INN TeaTpa
Temna B Candopae (CeBepnas Kaposauna).
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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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MN3JATEJBCKUE INOATBEPKAEHUA

Cruxu Anner Anten " Cet HosiOpsi: @panuus' u "Uto ecThb U Yero Her" ObLIH
0Ony0IMKOBaHBI B €€ IePBOM CTUXOTBOPHOM cOopHuke ""Ctpana cBeta" — 1996 roa.

CruxotBopenue Katpun Paccen Bapuc "Onu yierenn' BnepBble NosiBHIOCH
B JIUTepaTypHOM :KypHale "Hkapyc", a ctuxoTrBopenue " CpsilieHHOE 3e/Ibe"" ObLIO
onyoankoBaHo B "JIaBpoBbIX IHCTBAX .

Cruxu [Ixo3eda Barantn "Bpems orus" u "Ilacxa" nepBoHauyajabHO ObLIH
ony0.mkoBanbl B ero kuure "Okpyr Jucon" — 1989 roa.

IIpoussenenne Yapaniza Biaexbepua, miaaamero '"3umMHss roTuka' cHavaia
obL10 HaneuaTtaHo B "'Koycran Ilneiin3 IToatpu' (Coustal Plains Poetry), a cruxot-
Bopenue "TpyObl" nosiBuiIOCH B JuTepaTypHoii kosonke Coma Parana "HOxublit
aknent'" B razerax "[laiiaor" (The Pilot) u Cayrepn I1aiin3 (Southern Pines), Ce-
BepHas Kapo/imna.

CruxorBopenne Canm Baknep "Kak oHu BbLKHIH" IIePBOHAYAIBLHO ObLIO HA-
neyaTano B kosionke Coma Porana "FO:xubiii akuent' B Cayrepn [aiin3 (Southern Pines)
B razere ''[Naiiior" (The Pilot), CeBepnas Kaposmna.

CruxorBopenns zkuma Knapka "Ilotepsinnbiii" n "Tanuys na pynnax 3em-
Jn 00eTOBAHHOII" CHAYa/1a MOSBUINCH B COOPHHKE €ro CTHXOB MOJ TAKHM :Ke
Ha3BaHHeM.

CruxorBopenue Yapania IaBapaaa Urona "T'onas npaBaa' neppoHavaib-
HO 0b110 ony6mmKkoBano B ""Hero Kpaiitupeon" (New Criterion) B anpesie 1996 rona.

Cruxu bexn I'oyaa I'u6con "3aroroBku cimBoBoro Bapenbs'™ u " Criaaabi-
Basf cJIaJKuii kaprodeib HA XpaHeHHe' ObLIN NePBOHAYAILHO ONYO/IMKOBAHLI B
coopHuke "3emsi, koTopas 1ep:kut' B 1996 roay, uznareasctso "Baiit rn Kodu
Crop ITpecc"” (White Eagle Coffee Store Press). Ctuxorsopenue "IlepBast :xu3up"
CHaYaja NosIBUJIOCH B ee OJJHOHMEHHOM cOOpHMKe, ony0ankoBanHoM B 1997 roay
"Impuc Payuneiim" (Emrys Foundation).

CruxorBopenne JIy I'pun "JInaus JIucuii XBocTHK" nepBoHaYa/IbLHO ObLIO
HameyaTaHo B JIMTEPATYPHOM KypHase kosuien:xa bapron "Tureas" B 1998 roay.

CruxotBopenue Aiipun biap Xanukartt "[lopucrast Hous B Taoce" nepBo-
Ha4Ya/IbHO NMOSIBUJIOCHL B ee cOopHuke '"IleyannHoe o3apenue'.

Cruxu Credana Hayra "T'onydoii Anren' n "Moii majenbkuii ropoa' nep-
BOHAYAJLHO HamevyaTaHbl B ero KHure cruxos "Peka, y koTopoii s1 y3uan teos",
uzgareinctso ®oyp Boii Byke (Four Way Books).

Cruxu [Ixoannsl MakKeran "U3 cyOcTaHIMHU 10CTATOYHO POYHOIi " cHA-
Yyaia nosiBuiaKch B n3ganuu yausepcurera CesepHoii Kapoauust B lllapaorr
"Canckpur".
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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-Wilmington 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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Cruxu Ieiin [Nex "Henb3st HMuero n3MeHuTsb'" 06111 0ny6anKoBansl B 'Coop-
Huke Kondepenuun IO:xnpix Iucateneit 1998 rona'.

Cruxorsopenne J{uanni [Tunkuu " ’Kenumna B narepe GexenueB' ObL10 Bep-
Bble onyoaukoBaHo B ""Maynt OuauB PeBbio" (Mount Olive Review).

CruxotBopenue [lapuaa [Tocrona "Cang MapTtsl'" BnepBble Ob1710 0ny0IHKO-
BaHo B ""Manna 15" BecHnoii 1994 rona.

Cruxoropenne bapoapsi Ipecnesn "5 coouparo xypmy B oKTsiOpe' nepBo-
HavyaabHO nosiBujIoch B "[xxopmkna Ixopnan" (Georgia Journal). "Crux Jtean"
NepBOHAYAILHO ObLI0 HaneyaTaHo B "' Annasneituan kopuan" (Appalachian Journal),
a cruxoTBopenne "Ha kyxne Mbl YHCTHM CTPY4YKH ¢acomn' nepBoHAYaILHO ObLTO
HaneyaTtaHo B ""/Kenumna AiioBbr'.

Cruxotsopenne lon IBanca Pandopa "Coopume’ nosisuiocs B "Atian-
Tc" (Atlantis) 1uTepaTypHoM, )KypHane yHuBepcuTera Buimunrron (CeBepHas
Kapouuna).

Cruxorsopenne Jlunn Copitep "Oxciomopon" 6b110 HanevaTano B "By anBap
Hezasncumoctn'.

CruxotBopenue [xoannb CKoTT '"ITO ClIyunioch Ha napkoBke "¢ 7 qo 11"
obL10 HaneuaTano B "Ilaccarep" (Passager) — Baatumopckuii yausepcureT. Ctu-
xoTBopenue "5 npuBes1a MouX codak B Jec' MepBOHAYAILHO ObLTIO HANEYATAHO B
"Kamdopuna Creiit [TooTpu Pesbio" (California State Poetry Review).

Cruxu Mopus [lyraac Catron " ne ckyuaro no Texacy", ""Kak no:xusaeus,
T'es" nepBonauaabHo obIH onyoaukoBansl "'Ilepcedon Ilpece” B ee KHMIKeUKe
"Iloroponuts paccBet".
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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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PEJAKLIMOHHASA KOJUIETUS

JUxynn Xoras (peAaKTOP-KOHCY/IbTAHT H PYKOBOAMTEIb MPOEKTAa —
Ceepnas Kaposmna) 061712 0JHHM M3 Pe/IaKTOPOB NO3THYECKOTO KyPHAIa
"T'unepuon" (1970-1981 rr.) u penakTOpoM-0CHOBATEIEM, H3/1aATEJIbCTBA
"Kapoanna Pen". C 1969 rona ona npenonasasna B Kjaccax JJIsl mucarte-
JIeii ¥ ocylIecTBIIsIa peJaKTopcKue KoHcyabTanuu. OHa noMorasna B co3aa-
HUM nucaTteabckoii opranuzanun CesepHoii KapoJnusl n 0bli1a nepBbiM
Mpe3ueHTOM JTOii OpraHu3aunuu, ee NyoJIHKaIMM BKJIIOYAIOT 5 TOMOB
CTHXOB OJIHY Mpo3anveckyio padory "Opomasi kopau aemokparun'. Ko-
CTpPOMCKas nucaTe/bCKasi OpraHu3anus onyo/IMKoBaJja nepeBos ee no3Tu-
yeckoro coopunka "boopunas nyma'". Yepe3 KocTpomckoii komuter
roponoB-noopatumoB B Jlapeme, ona u Muxaun bazankoB opranuzona-
JIN HECKOJIbKO OOMEHOB MHCATeJISIMH H XY/10)KHHKAMH 000UX PErHOHOB.
B 1995 roay ona Obu1a mpurJameHa Y9TaTh Kypc M0 COBpeMeHHON aMe-
pukaHckoii mo33uu B Kocrpomckoii nerarornyeckuii yHupepcurer.

Muxauna Ba3ankos (pykoBoauTtenb npoekta B Kocrpome, riaBublii
peaaKTop M XyJA0KeCTBEHHbII PpeIaKTop) ABJIAETCS YIEHOM H ceKpeTapeM
npaBjenns Cor3a nucareseil Poccuu, npeacenarenem Kocrpomckoii 00-
JIACTHOIi MucaTebcKoii opranuzammu. OH — Xy105KHUK, H3/1aTellb, pelak-
TOP M 3acIyKeHHbI JedaTenb KyJbTypsl Poccuiickoii ®@enepanun. On —
aBTOp 0oJ1ee 1ecATH KHHT, BKJIKOYAsi POMaHbI: 0TMe4eHHbIi npemusivu "'Tlpa-
Bo namsatn" u "BoasHomy Boas". Ero inTepaTypHble npousBeieHusi Ha-
ne4aTaHbl BO MHOTHX, PETHOHAJIBHBIX, U PeCIY0TMKAHCKUX JINTEPATYPHBIX
JKypHaJax, U nepeseieHbl Ha 12 s3bikoB. OH co3aaTe/b H PYKOBOIUTEIH
paauno-nporpammsl "' AnTosnorust Kocrpomckoii npo3si". OH — pykoBoau-
TeJIb TBOPYECKHX CEMHHAPOB, YeH pernoHajbHoro Copera nmo KyJbTy-
pe U ero mpe3uanyma.

HIpon A. FOunr (riaaBHbli peaKkToOp) ONy0IMKOBAIa KHHKKY CTH-
xoB "HoKTIOpH TOJIbKO JJIs NpaBoro nmojymapusi Mmo3ra' u pagoraia B
Pa3JIMYHbIX, JUTEPATYPHBIX, KypHa1aX. OHa HMeeT cTeNeHb Marucrpa
U3SILIHBIX, HCKYCCTB B 00/1aCTH M033MH, PUCYKIEHHYIO €ii YHHBepCUTe-
ToM [:kopa:k Macon B Bupkunuu. B 3TomM u 1pyrux, yausepcurerax u
KoJLIekaX B BaliMHITOHe, a TaKKe BCIOMOraTeIbHBIX HEHTPaX JUIs 10-
JKHJIBIX OHA BeJIa MOTHYECKHE MAaCTePCKUeE H MHcaTeIbcKue Kiaacebl. OHa
penakTHpoBaia COOPHUK CTUXOB noj Ha3BaHueM "'[Ipa3anuk Ha 3akarte',
COCTaBJICHHBIH U3 CTHXOB, HANMCAHHBIX OOUTATEJISIMU JIOMOB JI/ISl IpecTa-
peabix. Ee cratbs ""CHoBa B Poccun' 6b11a onyo.imkoBaHna B razere Koc-
TpoMcKo# nucaTebckoii opranuzanun "Jluteparypuas Koctpoma' nociie
TOro, kak B 1995 rony ona u ee my:x [:xon 66111 roctsimu Kocrpomckoii
nucaTe/IbCKOil OpraHu3anuu.
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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.




3emna n Qywa: AHTonorus noaswm CesepHoin KaponuHbl 275

Adnexceii Muxaiisiopny bazankos (HIOMOIIHMK PYKOBOIUTEJIS IPOEKTA,
nu3aiiHep, HaGoOPIMK, KOMIBIOTEPIIUK, OPraHN3aTopP CBII3H Yepe3 HHTEPHeET)
siBiIsieTcs1 joueHToM kadeapsr Mcropun Poccun Koctpomckoro rocyaapersen-
Horo yHusepcutera uM.H.A.HekpacoBa, oH Tak:ke HMeeT cCTelleHb KaHAW/a-
Ta HCTOPHYECKHX HAYK, MOJIYYEHHYIO B TOM :Ke YHUBepcHTeTe (3TO 3BaHHe
cootBeTcTBYeT cTrenend [TuAm/Iu B CIIIA). HenaBHo Ha3HAYeHHBIH THpeK-
Topom ¢uanana Kocrpomckoro rocyaapcrsenHoro yuusepcutera B r.11la-
pbsi, A.bazankoB siB/IsIeTCS aBTOPOM MHOTHX HAYYHBIX MyOIMKALMIA H OHUM
U3 aBTOpPOB SHIMKIonenun o Kocrpome, koTopasi ckopo BbliiaeT U3 meyaTu.
OH 0ObUT TEXHHYECKUM pelakTopoM H Hadupaa " AnTtosnorunio Kocrpomckoii
no33un" s KoctpoMckoii mucaTe1bcKoii opraHu3anum, a Takxke pa3pado-
TaJ M pa3MecTHJI B HHTEPHeTe caiiT nucaTtebckoii oprannsamuu. B 1998 roxy
B PaMKaXx NPoeKTa Ky/IbTYPHOr0 00MeHa MeK/y ropoaMH-Iio0paTuMaMHu OH
MPOBOINT HCCIIEIOBATEILCKYH0 padoTy B buoniorexe Konrpeca B Bammnr-
ToHe, okpyr Koym0us, u npuHnMaJ yuactie B cCeMHHAPAX 110 HCTOPHHU B YHH-
BepcureTe [Iptok u YuuBepcurere CeBepnoii Kapoimsbl.

Haranns Bsisankuna (nepeBo4nK) 3aKOHYKIA C OTJINYHEM (aKyJIbTET
HHOCTPaHHBIX 13bIKOB KocTpoMcKkoro neaarornyeckoro HHCTUTYTa (ceifuac
310 yHuBepeuteT). C 1972 roga ona npenojaeT aHIJIHIiCKHI S3BIK B CPeTHUX
mkosax Kocrpomsl. Bsizanknna — OTIMYHHK HAPOIHOTO NMPOCBELIEHNS U B
HacTrosiee Bpemsi npenoaaet B rumaaznu NelS r.Kocrpomsl. C 1990 rona,
OHA 4YacTo padoTajia nepeBOAYNKOM aMepHKaHIeB, nocemarommx Kocrpo-
MY U HepeBoHJIa HX MUChbMa U cTUXH s nyoaukanuii. B 1999 roxy ona yua-
CTBOBAJIa B KOHKYpPCE PYCCKHX Y4YHTeleii, NPenoialonMx CTPaHOBe/IeHHe U
BbINIpPaJIa HA0OP KHUT 0 AMEePHKAHCKOIi HCTOPHH, a TaKkKe KoMmmnbioTep. OHa
nepeBoaAnIa Omorpaduy U npeauciaoBHe 1/ ITOr0 TOMa.

Haranns Ps6oBa (nepeBoxunk) sisiasiercs noueatoMm Kocrpomckoro ro-
cyaapcTBeHHoro ynusepcutera. Kanauaar nayk. OHa npenojaer aHrmMicKuii
A13bIK Ha KadieIpe HHOCTPaHHBIX A3bIk0oB. H.Psi0oBa paGoTana nepeBoxunkomM
BO BpeMsl HEKOTOPBIX 00OMEHOB MeK/y ropoaamMHu-noopaTumMamMu u padora-
J1a nepeBoxuukoM, 17151 KocTpomckoii nucatenbekoii opraHu3anun nepeso-
nuaa raassl kKHurn k. Xoran "Opomas kopHu 1eMokpaTun'', ee paHHHe
nucbMa M cTuxu nodToB CesepHoii Kaposmnbl, kKoTopble ObITH 0My0/IMKOBaHBI
B razere "Jlureparypuas Koctpoma". /Ins1 3T0¥ KHUrH OHA mepeBeia CTHXH
H T0CJIeCIOBHE, KOPPEKTHPOBAJIA HA0OP TEKCTa HA AHIVIMICKOM fI3bIKe.

Hpuna EneBny (nepeBoqunk-koHcyabTanT) 10 1990 rona padorana
B MoCKBe I1aBHBIM, PeIaKTOPOM B HAYYHOM H3]aTeJIbCTBE, MYOJIUKYIO-
1[eM Hay4Hble CTATBH MO BOCTO4YHON JuTepartype. [locie Toro, kak oHa
ummurpuposaia B CIIIA, ona npenonasasa pycckuii I3pIK M 3aHUMAJIach
nepesogamu. Kak nepesogunk M.EneBnu nomorana B npouecce 06MeH-
HBbIX BU3HTOB IrOPOJI0B-MOOPATUMOB U B H3J1aTEIbCKHX, MPOEKTAX, TAKKE
nomoraJia J[:k.Xoran B padoTe 1o npoBe/IeHNIO KJIACCOB M0 NPOU3BEICHUM
pyccknx aBTopoB. Ona Bmecte ¢ /[).Xoran nepeBeiia 27 CTHXOB U3 aHTO-
Jioruu no31oB KocTpombl Ha aHI/MiicKuii 1 IOMOrajia aHHOTHPOBATH CTUXH
3TOro TOMa /ISl PyCCKUX MePEeBOIYMKOB.
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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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FOuans TapacoBa (mepeBoAYHK-KOHCYIBTAHT) — poaniach B Mock-
Be B 1974 roay, npujieskHo y4njiach B aHIJIMIICKOH cel-1IKoJIe, 3aKOHYNIAa
IkoHoMHuueckmii pakyabTer yHuBepcutera /(1oka B CeBepnoii Kapoaune.
Pa6orana B ranepee Pycckoro nckyccrsa noja Hazsanuem "'Mactepnuc apt"
B /lapeme, B 1998 roay B paMkax nporpamMMsl ropoji0B-loGpaTHMOB KY-
pHpoBasia BBICTABKY PaGoT KocTpoMckoro xyaoxuuka Hukonas Cvup-
HoBa. PaboThl kocTpoMckoro xynoxunuka Cepress PymsanueBa Toxe
BBICTABJISLINCH B rajiepee. B Hactosmee Bpems FOmust TapacoBa 3anuma-
eTcsl KYCTAPHO# JINTepaTypoii, NnepeBOdYecKOii 1eATeTbHOCTBIO H pado-
TaeT Mo cCHeuuaIbLHOCTH.

91 Kokpemnn (momomuuk aupexropa npoexta B CeepHoii Kapoan-
He, IOMOIIHUK PeJAaKTOPa M YYACTHUK KJacca M0 peJaKTHPOBAHHUIO I0-
33uH, KOoTOpbIii Besa JIzkynu XoraH) fBJIsieTCsl YWIEHOM 00IIeCTBA MOITOB
CesepHoii KaposuHbl 1 peakTHPYeT BeCTHHK 3TOro odomecrsa. OH nmo-
Moraja B opopmiieHHH GpoOIIIOP, JTUCTOBOK U NMHCEM MO cOOpPy cpeacTB, a
TaKkKe MOMOraJl B COCTaBJIEHUH JOKYMEHTOB M MPOBOAMJ (pHHAHCOBbIE
0TYeThbI N0 NpoekTy coBMecTHO ¢ I'nopueii [paiiBep n3 Jlapemckoro ko-
MHUTeTa ropoaos-nodpaTumon. 31 Kokpe siBisieTcs aMUHUCTPATOPOM
10 HCCJIeA0BATENbCKON padoTe G0ILIION0 HAYYHO-HCC/Ie1I0BATEIHCKOTO
MeIMIHHCKOro neHTpa B Jlapeme.

Mapmxopn MakHamapa (moMonmuk perakropa, clrymaTeIbHAIA KJIacca
Jxynn Xoran no peJakTHPOBAHHIO MO33HU) MUIIET CTUXH ¢ KoHIA 80-x u
nevyaTajach B u3ianun ""Opomas kopuu nemokpatun". Heckosbko pa3 ona
SIBJISIACD JIAYPEATOM €:Kero/IHOro MucaTesIbCKOro KoHkypca B bépimnrro-
He (CeBepnas KaposinHa) U niiaHupyeT nocemaTsh OJHY U3 MPOrpamMM Muca-
TeJIbCKOro TBopuecTBa ynusepcutera CesepHoii Kapounsi ocensio 2000 roaa.

AnHes1a PokcoH (IOMOIHHUK peJaKkTopa U CIylIaTeJbHHIA KJIACca N0
PEAaKTHPOBAHHUIO M0I31H) MYDINKOBAJIA CBOM CTHXH B JIMTEPATYPHBIX KYP-
Has1ax U B anToJorun " ’Kusas kysasTypa lapema", m3natesnsctso Kapoiuna
Pen IIpecc (Carolina Wren Press) — 1987 r. Ona npenonaBajia no3ruueckoe
MacTepcTBo B mkosax Jlapema u Pon, oHa Tak:ke NpMHAMAaeT aKTHBHOE
y4yacTue B CHCTeMe ICTeTHYECKOro o0pa3oBaHus B IITaTe.

Mxaxu Llenron I'pun (pegakTop-KoHCYJIBTAHT) ony0ankoBaia 3
NOITHYECKHX cOopHuKa: "YMepumii no npudsiTuio" (1977 r.), "'Ymepmmii
1o npuobITHIO U HOBBIE cTHXH'' (1983-1996 rT.) 1 "'3akmMHanue 6110308 (1996
I.), OHA TaK’Ke My0IHKOBAJIa CBOM CTHXH B PA3JIMYHBIX JIUTEPATYPHBIX KYP-
Hanax. Jlx.111.I'pun Besa no3Tnyeckue MacTepckie BO MHOTHX CTPYKTYpax,
BKJIIOYasi TIOPbMBbI, IPUIOTHI /LISl 5€3/10MHBIX, IEPKBH, YACTHbIE H rocy/1ap-
CTBEHHbIE HIKOJIbI, Xy/102keCTBeHHbIE (hecTHBAIN, THCATeIbCKHE KOH(pepeH-
MU, MEAMIIMHCKHE HEHTPBI, 0MOJIHOTEKH, YHUBEPCUTETHI U KoJLTeku. OHa
YHTAET CBOM CTHXHM 10 BCeil TEPPUTOPHH IITATA U NOJIb3YeTCH YBaKeHHeM,
3a noHuMaHue Adpo-AMepUKaAHCKUX, TPAAUIMIA B 033HH.
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