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Corona Astralis
0

B mupax 1100BHu — HEBEpHbBIE KOMETHI —
3aKphIT HaM Iy Th IPOBEPEHHBIX OpPOUT!
SIBb HAIIMX CHOB 3€MJISl HE UCTPEOUT,

ITonHOUYHBIX COJIHII K ceOe HAC MaHSAT CBETHI.

AX, He KpellleH B IlTy0okux Bojax JleTst
Ham ropekuii 1yX, ¥ maMaTh HAC TOMUT.
B nac tieer 6051b BHE)KU3HEHHBIX 00U —
W3rHaHHuKY, CKUTAJIBLBI U T10THI !

ToMmy, KTO 3psi4, HO CBETOM JIHS OCJIETI,
ToMy, KTO KHB 1 OpOILIEH B TEMHBIN CKJIE,
Komy 3emirs — CBAILEHHBIN Kpall U3THAHbS,

KTo BUIUT CHBI U IOMHHUT UMEHA, —
Tomy B m00BU HE paloCTh BCTPEU AaHa,
A TemHbIE BOCTOPIY paccTaBaHbs!

Maximilian Voloshin

Corona Astralis (translated by Graham Harrison)
0

Unsteady comets ply the realms of love;

no path assures us of a proven orbit.

Earth cannot dim the radiance of our dreams
for midnight suns entice and draw us onward.

Our bitter soul’s not bathed, alas! in Lethe’s
deep oblivion. We’re wearied by regrets

and feel the smouldering aches of alien woe,
banished exiles, wanderers and poets!

Some, though seeing, are blinded by the light of day;

some live, yet in dark prisons are forgot;
for some the earth’s a sacred land of exile.

Some dream, yet all the while remember names.
All these find in love no union of bliss
but only parting’s dismal ecstasies!
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Enuzaseme Heanosne /[mumpuesou

B Mupax m100BH HEBEpPHBIE KOMETHI,

CKBO3b TOPHBIX Chep MEPIAIOIINI CTOXKAp —
KiyGsl orsst, MaTymiics moxap,
Bcenenckux Oypb OJ1yKIa0Iue CBETHI, —

Mpbl Biasib HeceM. .. IIyCTh TeMHBIE TIaHETHI
B Hac BUAAT MeY rpo3simux MUpy Kap, —
MBI ipaBuM Iy Th CBOM K COJHLY, Kak Mkap,
[inamomM BETPOB U IJIaMEHH OJIETHI.

Ho ctpannble, — ero KOCHyBILIUCH, — IIPOYb
CtpeMum cBO#i Oer: OT COJTHIIA CHOBA B HOYb
Branp,no myTtsim mapabos 6€3B03BpaTHBIX. . .

Crnenoii MsATeX Hall 1EP3KUM TyX CTPEMUT
B GarpoBoii ThMe 3aKaTOB HE3aKATHBIX. . .
3aKphIT HaM Iy Th IPOBEPEHHBIX OpPOUT!

1
to Elizaveta Ivanovna Dmitrieva

Unsteady comets ply the realms of love;
o’er mountains far the radiant Pleiades

we bear: the fiery balls and crackling heat,
the wandering lights of interstellar storms.

Gloom-struck planets see in us the flaming
sword of retribution o’er the world:

it matters not to us: we set sail for the sun
like Icarus, girt with cloths of wind and fire.

Strange voyagers! We merely graze the sun,
following parabolas into night,
never to return... For blind mutiny

urges on our superb, reckless spirit
to lurid crimson sunsets without end...
No path assures us of a proven orbit!
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3aKphIT HAM ITyTh IPOBEPEHHBIX OPOUT,
Hapy1ueH a1 MOJIUTBEHHOTO CTPOSL. ..
3eMHBIM OOram 3eMHbIE XpaMbl CTPOS,
Hac xper 3eMiu 3eMiie He IPUYACTUT.

be3yMbeM CHOB CKUTAJIBHBIN TyX ITOBHUT.
Kaxk muensl MbI, OTCTaBIIKE OT posi!...
Me1 Gerensl, 1 c3aau Hama Tpos,

U 3apeBo Hain napyc OarpsHur.

JlpixanbeM Oypbh TAMHCTBEHHO BIICKOMBI,
ITo cBuTKam TpoI, MO POCCTAHIM JOPOT

Crpemumcst Mbl. CypoB Halll IIyTh U CTPOT.

W nycTh Kpyrom rpoxouyT INIyX0 ITPOMBI,
[TycTs BeeT BUXph COMHEHUHN M 00U, —
SIBb HaIIMX CHOB 3eMJISl HE UCTpeOuUT!
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No path assures us of a proven orbit;

the prayer-stream’s harmony is rent,

for, raising earthly shrines to earthly gods,
the earth is starved of holy nourishment.

Our vagrant spirit hugs the lunacy of dreams;
we are like bees abandoned by the swarm,

or deserters fleeing, Troy behind us,

and before us our ship in flames.

The breath of tempest lures us on;
through maze of paths and choices of divergent
roads we strive. Unforgiving, harsh our journey.

Let thunder dully threaten all our schemes;
let regret and ill assail us on all sides;
earth cannot quench the ferment of our dreams!
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SIBb HaIIMX CHOB 3eMJIsl HE UCTpeOuUT!

B mapue snyuei ucraror TUXO 30pH,
XypuaHnbe yTp coJIbETCS B JHEBHOM XOpE,
YuiepOHbIii cepIt UCTIICET U CTOPUT.

Cenas 36106 B aIMa3bl pa3apoOUT

CHombl J1y4eil, paccbllaHHBIE B MOPE,

Ho Tex Hoden — pa3Bepcerbix Ha PaBope,
breck GIM3KUX CONHIL B AyIle HE MOOCINT.

Hac He cnensiT noyiiHEBHBIE HKCTA3bI
3eMHBIX MTyCThIHb, HA KUJKHUE TONA3HI,
Hu Toku cMom, HU 30710TO JIyY€en.

MBbI menKkoM 1y, KaKk pu3amu OJIEThI,
Hawm BestoM 1eHb HEMEPKHYIIMX HOYEH, —
ITonHOYHEBIX COJHIL K ce0e HAC MAHST CBETHI.
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Earth cannot quench the ferment of our dreams!
Each dawn melts softly in the cloths of heaven,
the hum of morning joins the daytime chorus,
the waning sickle fades and finally goes out;

the grey tide’s ripples turn the shafts of light

to diamonds, scattering them on the sea.

And yet no sun can from the soul eradicate
those nights which from Mount Tabor we espy.

Noonday ecstasies of earthly deserts
do not blind us, nor limpid topazes,
nor flows of pitch, nor flashing gold.

Attired in soul-silk, hieratic vesture
we know the day of never-fading nights, --
for midnight suns entice and draw us onward.
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IToIHOYHBIX COJIHIL K cebe HAC MaHSAT CBETHI. ..

B konoamax TpyO MBITIIMBBINA TOHET B3TJISII,
AnMa3HbI Oer BCelIeHHbIE CTPEMST:
Cucremsl 3B€3/], TYMaHHOCTH, IIJIAHETHI,

Ot Anbder ica 1o Beru u ot betsr
Menseauup! 10 TpenetHbix [lesn —
Onu nmpoctop HeOECHBIN OOPO3IAT,
TBOpst BO ThME CBEPIICHBS U 00CTHI.

O, nbutb MupoB! O, poil cBsIIEHHBIX T4en!
S uccnenun, u3mMepu, B3BECUII, CUEIL,
Jlan uMena, cocTaBUil KapThl, CMETHI. ..

Ho yxac 3Be31 OT 3HaHbs HE NIOTYX.
MpbI TOMHHMM BC€: HAIll IPEBHUN, TEMHBIN 1yX,
AX, He KpelleH B I1yO0oKkux Bojaax Jlersr!
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Midnight suns entice and draw us onward...
Man’s curious gaze explores the starry shafts
and universes course the diamond paths.
Constellations, mists and planets all,

from Sirius to Vega and from Beta

of the Bear to flickering Pleiades,

they plough across the heavenly void,
bringing all things to being in darkness.

O dust of worlds! O swarm of consecrated bees!
I’ve studied, measured, weighed, accounted,
allotted names, drawn maps and calculated...

Yet none of this could still the terror of the stars.
All is recalled: our ancient, brooding soul's
not bathed, alas! in Lethe’s deep oblivion!
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AX, HE KpeIIeH B TITy0OKUX BoAax JIeTsl
Ham 3Be31HbIH 1yX 3a0BeHHEM HOYEH!
On He ncnun oT OpKOBBIX KIIIOUEH,

OH He pHUHEeC MO3eMHbIE 00ETHI.

He 3aMKkHYT Kpyr. 3aKisThsl HEIONETHI. . .
Korna nns Bcex candupamu gydeit
Cusier 1eHb, KYPUUT B NOJISAX pydeH, —
Jlnst Hac BO MIJIE cierible OpPOAST CBETHI.

[lypmuT TPOCTHHUK, MEpLAET TbMa O0JIOT,
HarmpacHblil BETp CBUBaeT U HECET
Ocennuii poii Teneit Ilepcedonen,

ITewanbHelii B30p BrepseT B HOub [lenus. ..

Ho on eme TockiMBen u rpycTHee,

Ham ropekuii n1yX... M namsate Hac TOMUT.
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Alas! our starry spirit’s not baptized

in Lethe’s stream of deep forgetfulness.
It has not tasted of the streams of Orcus,
nor made its pledges to the nether world.

The circle’s incomplete, the oaths unuttered.

The sapphire-splendid day makes all men glad;
streams chuckle in the fields. And yet, blind lights
will’o-the-wisp around us in the gloom.

Reeds rustle; the marsh glimmers luminous.
An aimless wind is blowing. It brings
the autumn swarm of Persephone’s shades.

Achilles fastens a sad gaze on night...
But sadder and more melancholy is
our bitter soul...We’re wearied by regret.
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Ham ropekuii nyx... (M maMatb Hac TOMHUT...)
Ham ropekuii 1yX popoc U3 TbMbI, KaK TPaBBbl,
B HeM HaBu 11, MOTUJIBHBIE OTPABBI.

B Hem Bpems cnuT, Kak B Helpax MUPaMHUI.

Ho uu nopdup, Hu Mpamop, HU TPaHUT

He co3manyTt He3b1051€eMOi1 OnIpaBbl

JIns pOKOBOM, IMTPOJIMTON B BEUHOCTH JIABBI,
Yrto B Hac cBOM TOK HEBUIMMO CTPYHT.

I'poouuna Conan! Mupo norudmux Ypaa!
W tpyn Jlyns! u mepTBbIi 1uk CarypHa —
3anoOMHUT MO3T U CepAlle 3aTauT:

B kpyienbsx 3Be3/1 poxaanach MbICTb U Kperuia,
Ho nyx ycran ot cBestHHOrO neruia, —
B nac miieer 00Jib BHEKHU3HEHHBIX 00uT!
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Our bitter soul -- We’re wearied by regret --

Our bitter soul is born from darkness, like the grass;
It conjures ghostly venom that from graveyards
seeps;

In it, as in the pyramids’ deep vaults, time sleeps.

But neither marble, porphyry, nor granite
can fashion such a crucible as this that spews
lethal lava, flowing for eternity,

subverting us slowly with its ooze.

O sepulchre of Suns! Graveyard of worlds extinct!
The Moon’s corpse and the vacant face of Saturn --
The brain recalls, the heart begins to fill:

So thought germinates amid the wreck of stars;
we’re sick and weary of the wind-blown ash --
we feel the smouldering aches of alien woe!
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B nac tiieer 60J1b BHEKHU3HEHHBIX OOMI.

ToMut nevasns, U IIIyXo TOUYMT ILIams,
W Bcex ckopOeli pa3BepHyTOE 3HAMS
B BeTpax TOCKM yHBUIO LIEJIECTUT.

Ho nycTb Oross ¥ kaauT U s13BUT
[TeByunit ayX, 3aAyLLICHHBIA TEJIAMH, —
JIaOKOOH, OIIyTaHHBIN y3J1aMU
I'oprounx 3MeM, HaIpArcs... 1 MOJIYUT.

W nuxorma — HU cYacThLE DTOH 00JIH,
Hu ropaocts y3, HM paocTi HEBOJIH,
Hu nam sxcra3 0e3BbIXOHOM TIOPHMBI

He otmagum 3a Bce 3a0BeHbs JleTn!!
I'paans ckopOeit HECEM 1O MUPY MBI, —
V3rHaHHWUKH, CKHUTAIbIbI M TIO3THI!
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We feel the smouldering aches of alien woe!
Grief undermines us, our candle gutters;

the unfurled banner of all sorrow

flutters, listless, in the doleful winds.

But even if the fire torment and sear

his singing spirit, choked by serpents’ coils,
Laocodn, trapped in their dire embrace,
strains every sinew... and holds his peace.

Nor shall we give up this blissful pain,
this fetter’d pride, these joys of sheer necessity,
nor the hopeless prison cell’s hard ecstasy,

for all of Lethe’s forgetful relief!
We carry through the world the Grail of Grief,
banished exiles, wanderers and poets!



W3raaHHUKH, CKUTAIBIBI U IIOATHI, —

Ko xaxkmai ObITh, HO CTaTh HUYEM HE CMOT. ..

VY nrui — rees3no, y 3Be€ps — TEMHBIU JIOT,
A TI0COX — HaM U HHUIIIEHCTBA 3aBETHL.

Jlonr He cBeplIeH, He ClIep)KaHbl 00ETHI,
He npotinen nyTs, 1 xpedbuii Hac 00pex

MeurtaM Bcex TPOIl, COMHCHBAM BCCX OPOT...

PacruieckaHd Mea ¥ IIECHU HEIOIETEL.

O, B cpbIBax BOJIb HATH, MO3HATH CEOs,
W, ropbKuii CTHIT CMUPEHHO BO3JIO0S,
[Ipumacte k 3emiie, ICKaTh B ITyCTBIHE BOY.

K 9yuM matpaMm UaTH IPOCUTH CBOH XJ1e0,
[TomoGHBIM cTaTh OpOsTUEMy parcosy —
ToMmy, KTO 3psi4, HO CBETOM JHS OCJIEIL.

Banished exiles, wanderers and poets, --

some yearned to be, and others came to nothing.
The bird commands its nest, the beast its lair:
the staff of poverty’s our sole empire.

Our duties shunned, our vows forsaken,

void the journey. Subject to fate’s wrongs

we dream all paths, doubtful of all roads taken.
Spilled the honey; unsung, alas! the songs.

In torn desires some seek to find and know
themselves, shameless to shame, and so
they crawl the waste land in search of water.

And, forced to beg their bread at foreign doors
like vagrant storytellers on life’s way,

some, though seeing, are blinded by the light of
day.
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ToMmy, KTO 3psi4, HO CBETOM [JHS OCJIEIIL, —
CMBICT rOJI0COB, 3BYK CJIOB, COOBITHUI 3BEHBS,
W 3anax Ten, ¥ IOPOXU paCTEHbs, —

Becs TaiiHblii CTPO CIUIETEHUH, IIBOB U CKpeEIl

PackpsiT Bo ThMe. [logarens cBeta — Debd
Jlaet cienuam riryOMHHBIE IPO3PEHBSL.
Cxkpert B sgcisx bor. Ilemepa 3arouenbs
[IpeBpamiena B PoxxnecrBenckuii Bepren.

[Ipamarepp HOYB, JIENIE€sl B TEMHOM UPEBE
Ckynbiv OTLOM €1 BO3BpallEHHBbIN U0/,
CBou napel n30paHHUKY HECET —

Tomy, kTo B TbMy ObLT CONTHIIEM BBEPTHYT B THEBE,
Kto cran cienbimM urpanuiiem cyieo,
ToMy, KTO UB 1 OpOLIEH B TEMHBIH CKJIEIL.
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Some, though seeing, are blinded by the light of day --
sense of voices, sound of words, chain of events,
smell of bodies, rustling of the leaves;

-- all the secret scheme of nature’s weft and woof.

Apollo, he who once gave light to men
now gives insight to the blind;

God lies hidden in the crib; the stable, then,
becomes the stage of Christ’s nativity.

Night, first Mother, cherishing in her dark womb
the fruit bestowed on her by Miser-Father,
brings gifts to her darling chosen one --

Some were flung to darkness by the fiery Sun:
to be Fate’s blinded playthings was their lot.
Some live, yet in dark prisons are forgot.
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ToMy, KTO KHB 1 OpOILIEH B TEMHBIN CKJIE,
Bunnsl kpas pacriucaHHO#i rpOOHUIIBL:

N Connia yenH, O0roB MOA3€MHBIX JINIIA,
W cTpoii 3emiu: B OJIAX MaucC U XJieo,

Beiku uayT, )KHET cepil, ObeT KOJIOC IIe,

B PCKE IUIOTEI, CIIUT 3BCPb, BBIOT I'HE34a IITULBI, —
Tak BUIUT OH U3 CKJIaAOK IJIalllaHUIIbI

W cmeny nHei, u xox JOACKUX cyAe0.

bes panoctu, 6e3 cies, 6€3 coxaneHbs
Crnenut nrofiei HaNIpacHbBIE BOJTHEHbS,
be3 TeMHBIX yM, 6€3 MBICITH «TI0YeMy?»,

BHe ObITHA, BHE BOJIM, BHE KEJIaHbs,
BxycuB nokoi, HEBEJOMBII TOMY,
Komy 3emuirs — CBAILIEHHBIN Kpall U3THAHBS,
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Some live, yet in dark prisons are forgot,
where they uncover ancient sepulchres:

the Sun-boat, subterranean gods, the pattern
of the earth in fields of wheat and maize.

The oxen plough, the sickle reaps, the ears are flailed.
Rafts float, the wild beast sleeps, the birds build nests—
Thus, the holy shroud, unwrapped, reveals

the changing days, a people’s destiny.

Without compassion, joy, or tears,
they view the futile agitation of a race,
themselves untroubled by the question “why?”

Strangers they to being, will, desire,
enjoying the repose unknown to those
for whom the earth’s a sacred land of exile.
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Komy 3emurs cBALICHHBIN Kpail U3THAHBSL.
Toro nmpocTop noJjier He BECEIUT.

Ho xaxxapIii 111ar, Ho KaXXIbIii MUT TauT
NHbIX MUpPOB B ceO€ HATTOMUHAHBS.

B nymie BCTaroT HesCHbIE MEpLaHbs,
Kak OynTo oH Ha KaMHSIX JJPEBHUX TUIAT
XoTen NpoYecThb CBAIIEHHBIN anhaBuT
1 103a0bu1 MOHATUI HaYEePTaHbS.

W 6poauT OH B IBUIM 3€MHBIX JIOPOT, —
OTtcTymHuK xkpetl, cedst 3a0bIBIIHIA OO,
Cnens B Belllax 3HAKOMBbIE Y30DBbl.

OH TOT, KOMY TIOTHO€EIb HE J1aHa,
KTo0, BcTpeTuB cMepTh, B CMYILIEHbU KIOHUT B30PHI,
Kto BUAUT CHbI U IIOMHUT UMCHaA.
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For some the earth’s a sacred land of exile;
the fields, the rolling plain bring no delight.
To such a man each step, each moment
Summons him to other worlds and other light.

He has intimations as yet unclear,

as if predestined he were to pore

o’er sacred alphabets on ancient stones,
unlearning our inherited conceptual lore.

Priest-apostate, he roams the dusty roads,
himself a god, yet himself mistaking —
and traces telling patterns everywhere.

His like, whom Fate resolves to spare,
meet death, confused, and bow their heads;
they dream, yet all the while remember names.
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KT0 BUIMT CHBI 1 MOMHHUT MUMCHA,

KTo ciblmut TpaB npepbIBUCTHIE PEUH,
Komy sicHbI uaymmx 1Heu npeareyu,
Komy moeTt BiirobneHHas BOJTHA;

Tor, ubd nyma 3emieit yoenena,

Ko Gpemst aym, Kak Iiami, NpHsiT Ha TUICYH,
KTO BO3XKHUI'aJl MUCTUYCCKUEC CBCUH,

Koro Bnekna M3uasl nenexa,

KTo HE nomien uckath 36MHOM ycJ1a bl
Hu B mumsickax »kpuu, HU B oprusix Menan,
KTo B wany Her He BbDKAJI BUHOTPAL,

Kro, kak Opdeii, HapyIIHB Bce Iperpaibl,
Bce x He U3BEI POJHYIO TE€Hb CO JIHA, —
Tomy B m100BH HE palocTh BCTPEY JaHa.

12

They dream, yet all the while remember names,
these men who hear the grasses’ halting speech.
To them the heralds of the coming days are known;
the love-sick wave enchants them with its song.

Those who soul is blanched by cares of earth,
who, shouldering the harsh restraint of thought,
have lit the candles of the Mysteries,

drawn to contemplate the veil of Isis;

those who never sought delights terrestrial
in priestesses’ dance nor Maenads’ orgies,
nor crushed the vine into the voluptuous cup;

who, like Orpheus, breaking barriers all,
yet failed to summon from Hades the beloved’s kiss:
all these find in love no union of bliss.
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Tomy B m00BU HE paloCTh BCTPEU JaHa, All these find in love no union of bliss,

KTo B cTpacTu x1ai He CIagKkoro 3a0BEHbS, renouncing passion’s sweet forgetfulness;

Kto B s1ackax Ten HE Beia yTOJIEHbS, nor in caresses do they slake their thirst

KTo He ucnun cMepTeNbHOTO BUHA. nor do they down draughts of the deadly wine.
CrpaiuTcst OH IPUHSTH HE PaMEHa They fear to take upon their necks the yoke
SIpMO HaIeKT U TSKKUH TPy3 CBEPUICHBS, of hope, achievement’s weighty piles.

He xouer y3 u pBeT )XUBBIC 3BCHBSI, They scorn all ties and snap the living bands
Kotopsimu cBszyet Hac JlyHa. imposed on us by Luna’s wiles.

CBoell TOCKM — HABEKU OJJUHOKOM, Lone is their grief — and for eternity,

Kak 36106 MOpEii, MyCTBIHHOW U IIUPOKOM, — wide and empty like ocean’s swell.

On He otaact. KTo oner »axnaan — ToT They’ll not give in; for those who thirst for gall
W B camblii MUT TIOCTIETHETO CTPaJAaHbs will choose, when suffering is final,

He mupHsbIil myTh Gi1a)keHcTBa H30€epeT, not the peace of a journeys blest

A TeMHbIE BOCTOPTH pacCTaBaHbsI. but parting’s dismal ecstasies.
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A TeMHBbIE BOCTOPTH pacCTaBaHbA,

A menen rpe3 u 007b CBUIAHUN — HaM.
Hawm He cTtynath no CHHUM JTyHHBIM JIbHAM,
Ham He XpaHuTh CTBIIIMBOrO MOJIYaHbS.

MBI mienueM BceM HEHY)KHBIE ITPU3HAHbS,
OT MUIIBIX pyK O€KHM K 0OMaHHBIM CHaM,
He Buaum nun v BepuM UMeHaM,

ToMmsch B Iy TSIX HAIIPACHOTO CKUTAaHbSI.

Co Bcex CTOpOH U3 MIJIBI TJISIAT HA HAC
3payky 9yKHUX, BCET/Ia BPAKICOHBIX TJIa3,
Hwu cBeTroM 3Be371, HU COJIHIIEM HE COTPETHI,

Crpems cBOM IIyTh B IPOCTPAHCTBAX BEYHON ThbMBI,
--B cebe HeceM CBOE U3rHAHBE MBI —
B mupax n1006BHu HEBEpHBIE KOMETHI!

1909
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But parting’s dismal ecstasies, our daydreams’
ashes, encounters fraught — this is our lot.

We cannot strut in dark-blue lunar linen.

And keep a shameful silence? We cannot.

To all we whisper empty vows of love;

we flee kind hands to follow dreamers’ lodes.
We see no face, it’s names that we believe;
weary wanderers on unrewarding roads.

In the gloom on all sides alien gazes
meet us; everywhere are hostile eyes.
No star gives light, no sun gives us its warmth.

Through immense, eternal dark we strive,
our banishment within us bearing.
Unsteady comets ply the realms of love!

1909






