Maxcumuiauan Ajexcanaposu4 BoJommun

LUNARIA BeHok coHeTOB

KemuyxrHa HEOECHON THUIITUHBI

Ha 3B&31HOM JHE OBBIOKEHHOM JIaryHbl!
B TBOMX nyuax Bce uia G1eIHO-IOHBI,
B Te0s 1iBeTHI typMaHa BIHOOJICHBI.

Tockoii 100BH B cep/Iiax MOBTOPEHBI
TBOMX Jy4eil TOCKYIOIIHNE CTPYHBI,

W npexIHKX JIeT BOJHYIOLIUE Ty HbI
B y30pbl CHOB HaBEKH BILJICTECHBI. . .

TBol BIIaKHBIM CBET M MaTOBBIC TCHHU,
Jloxach Ha CTeHU, Ha 1101, Ha CTYTIEHH,
JlaroT kKaMHSIM OTTEHOK OUPIO3BI.

[InaTana nucT Ha HUX emié 3youaren
W ToHb111€ NPAIb U30THYTOU JIO3HI. ..
JlamMmama CHOB, BIaJbIYMIA 3a9aTHi1!

Maximilian Alexandrovich Voloshin

LUNARIA A sonnet of sonnets

O pearl unrivalled of the silent sky

set in the teeming regions of a starry deep!

All faces wear youth's pallor in Your light;

madapple, love-struck, gapes at You with maniac eye.

Your radiant corridors of light, Your plangent chords
evoke the heart-ache in all lovers sighing;

the troubling moons of former years are ever

woven in the texture of our dreaming.

Your mellow luminescence, softened tones,
that fall on walls, on floor, on steps,
impart a gentle touch of turquoise to the stones;

the plane-tree foliage bears a sharper tooth;
more slender seem the laden branches of the vine.
O sacred lamp of dreams, Mistress of births!
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Jlamniayia cuoB! Biajgerauia 3auaruii! O sacred lamp of dreams, Mistress of births!
CeetwipHUK aym! TanHua MEUTHI! Lantern of souls! Trysting-place of all desire!
V3bIBHASA, U3MEHUUBAS — ThI Seductive and capricious one! Guiltless Yourself,
C HeBMHHOCTH CHHMAEIIh BOCK TMI€YaTeH, You unpick the wax of seals, break the plighted troth,
Brymaents aApoxs J1003aHUA U OOBITHA, urge the quivering kiss, the hot embrace,
TomuIb TeNa CO3HAaHBEM KPACOTHI tease the flesh with beauty's apparition

U k roHOIIIE HUCXOUIIb C BHICOTHI and visit from on high the callow youth,
CeneHoto, 3aKyTaHHOM B THUMaTHil. just as cloaked Selene came to Endymion.

OT nack TBOMX CTUXAeT THEB MOPEH, Your caresses calm the ire of seas.

BoruHs MIisl 1 BEYHOTO MOJIYAHbS, Queen of eternal, silent darkness;

A B HeZlpax HeJIp pOXKIacllb Thl KaUYaHbs. 'tis You who ferment motion in the nether deeps.
B3nyBaems BoJibl, upeBa MaTepei, You conjure swelling seas and mothers' wombs;
U nosica pa3Bsi3pIBacIb IIATHA, You loosen the restraint of girdled garb.

Kpucrann mo6Bu! Antapb HOUHBIX 3aKJIATHI! Love's crystal! Altar of nocturnal vows!



Kpucrann mo6Bu! Antapb HOUHBIX 3aKJIATHI!
XpyCTaJIbHBIN KITIOU MTEBYYUX MEIHBIX cdep!
Ha 1BOi1 yiiep0 BBIXOAT U3 merep,

OnHa npyroi cTpalllHee ¥ KOCMaTel,

Craga DMy3; MOKOT MCaIMbI TPOKJISITUM,
W nywiar ncos, 1eas X KpoBb B KpatTep.
I'maza y xoiek, nsTHa y HaHTep
CraHOBSATCS IJIMHHEE U KPBLIATEH.

[110TH PU3pPAKOB €CTh TKAHb TBOUX JIy4EH,
ThI TOUMIIIb KAMHU, TJIMHY KUPIIUYEH;
Ko3en u KOHb, SITHSATA U COOAKH

Hounblx MacTeii TeOe MOCBSIIEHBI.
Bbpons B BUHE, ThI JpeMIIelIb B YEPHOM Make,
[apuna Box! JIroOoBHMIIA BOJTHBI!

Love’s crystal! Altar of nocturnal vows!

Pellucid source of the symphonic spheres!

Yet malice stirs the hideous Empusa swarm,

each more repulsive than the next, they seek Your harm;

from caves they come with cursing psalms on tongue,
they strangle dogs and mix their blood for drink.
She-devils all, like leopards blotched, with feline eyes,
ever they grow more insect-like and winged!

The flesh of ghosts is woven by Your rays.

You wear away the rocks, the roof-tile clays.

Many creatures owe their sacredness to You:

the goat, the horse, the black dog and the lammergeier.

Yours the drowsy poppy; yours the fermenting of wine!
Empress of the waters! The fond wave's concubine!
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[Hapwuma Box! JIroGoBHMIIA BOJTHBI!
N3rnanHuia B onajgoBoil KOPOHE,
[IBeTox niBeToB! Hebecusiit 06pa3 Mounu!
TBOUM POXKIEHBEM KEHITUHBI OOJIBHBL. . .

Ho He m100uTh T€0s1 MBI HE BOJIHBI:
Crana Meay3 TOMSITCSI B MyTHOM JIOHE
U oxeaHa neHHUCTHIC KOHU

beryT k 3emiie U TUXKYT BaIIyHBI.

U rinyOuHO# TAMHCTBEHHBIX U3BHBOB
Kauanus npuianuBoB U OTIINBOB
BHyTpu MeHst TOOO# TOBTOPEHBI.

K Tebe pacTyT Kopayisl TEMHOM 60,
U taHYT cTeOa1 BOJOPOCIN BOJIN
C xakoil TocKoi U3 BIIaXXHOH ITyOUHBI!
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Empress of the waters! The fond wave’s concubine!
Your crown of opal shows the exiled queen.

O Flower of flowers! That fecund spot writ in the sky!
Your monthly birth gives the tribe of women pain...

We have no power to refuse You love.
Medusas throng the ocean’s troubled bosom,;
sea-horses jostle one another to the shore,
eager to lick the smooth-worn rocks of yore.

The arcane windings of the ever-changing tides,
the restless motions of the ebb and flow:
in mine own self You reproduce them all.

You cultivate the corals with their hidden grief;
to You the sea-wrack stretches out its fronds
with urgent longing from the mothering depths!



C xakoil TOCKOH U3 BJIaXKHOH TITyOUHBI
Bcé cmepTHOE, ycTanoe, 6oibHOE,
ITon3syuee, coualeecs B rHOE,
[Taxydee, kak COKU OEIJICHBI,

Kak onnym BoJIHYIOIIIEE CHBI,

Bcé xeHckoe, Tekyuee, 3eMHOE,

Bcé TémHoe, BCE 310€, BCE cTpacTHOE,
Yemy Tena mozieil 0OpedeHsl, --

Cnenast 60116 IOJHATOH ITyTOM HOBH,
VY nymnuBble UCTIapeHbsl KPOBH,
Becb OkeaH, IIIEHEHHBIN B pyciax KU,

Beck MyTHBIN W 33y LIEHHBIX IIPUATHH,
Bcé€, ueMm s K1, HO 4TO 51 HE U3KHI —

K Tebe pacTyT CKBO3b MIUTy MOMX PACISTHH.

With urgent longing, from the mothering depths,
all that’s mortal, sick and weary rises;

all that creeps and seeps and festers,

and the henbane’s fetid fumes.

So too the opium that troubles dreams,
all that’s female, flowing, earthy,

all that’s devious, dark, impassioned:
this the doom on mankind fashioned.

Blind pain of ploughed-up virgin land,

the nauseous reek of blood new-let;

Oceanus trapped inside the body’s veins,

the cloying pleasures I’ve not outlived as yet. —

My crucifixions come, and from their depths below
to You, Luna, these deep-down things like flowers grow.
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K tebe pacTyT CKBO3b MITy MOUX PaCIATHN
L{BeTs! rmy6uH. Thl 3aTerumia cTpacTh

B 6oxnmIe Ten. Jlyx otnana Bo BlIacTh
besymbio miotu. Kpyr cectép u 6paruit

Pazbsina B cTaHbl IBYX BpaxkI€OHBIX paTeil.
JlapoB TBOUX MPUEMIIET KaXbIil 4aCTh. ..

O, aii 1 MHE K HOraM TBOUM NPUIIACTh!

Uem ayx cWIIbHEH, TeM ITy0xe 00JIb M CIKATEH. ..

Bot u3-3a ckai KpuBUTCS JIyHHBIA POT,
Cryckasich BHU3, anesi, barposesl. ..
HByporas! Tpéxnukas! Ades!

C xyramOuI 3eMiiu, ¢ paciyTui TpEX Jopor
JIpIM 4€pHBIX KEPTB BOCXOAUT HA 3aKATE —
K /lnane 6nennoi, k sspoctHoM ['exare!
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To You, Luna, these deep-down things like flowers grow.
You inflame passion in the body’s shrine;

betray our human will to unthinking flesh

and in the family circle seeds of discord sow:

You send to warring factions sister, brother,
and yet all, willy-nilly, share Your gifts...

O let me too fall at Your feet! A stronger heart
can stand a sharper pain, a deeper-probing dart.

See! The sickle Moon emerges from the mountains,
in crimson, purple, to sink again -
Two-horned one! Three-faced sorceress! Aphaia!

From cemet’ries of earth, where three roads separate,
smoke from blackened victims curls up to sunset,
to pale Diana, furious Hecate!
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K Inane 6nenHoi, k sipoctHoi ['ekare
S npocTuparo pyku U MOJIbOBI:

S1 Tak ycran ot THeBa U 00pbHObI —

SIBM CBOM JIMK HA MEPTBEHHOM arare!

U 1e1 npémis, Garposast, B packare
[Ton3eMHBIX T'pO3, CTyMas Ha rPOOBI,
TpernaBas, nep:ka KIIIOYH CyIb0BI,
JBa (hakemna, KHHXKAJbI ¥ II€YATH.

W3 rna3 TBOUX JIy4aTcsl CMEPTh U MpPaK,
Ha nmepekpécTtkax cibliieH Boi co0ak,
W na MmormnbpHHUKAX AbIMAT JJaMIlaAbl.

U npoOy>xaaroTcs B 03epax Iy OHHBI,
Toua B HOUM MypPIYPOBBIE SIIIHI,
3MerHbIe, HETIPOXKHUTHIC CHBI.
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To pale Diana, furious Hecate

my hands and prayer I purify,

sore weary of dissension, wrath and hate:

O imprint Your features on the lifeless agate!

In crimson clad, You walk amid the peals

of subterranean thunder, tread the graves;
Three-headed One, You hold the keys of fate,
bearing torches, daggers and seals.

Your eyes shine with all that’s death and dark;
at the crossroads we hear dogs bark;
and grave-lamps smoke in the burial-fields.

Bottomless, in the nether world, lie the dismal lakes.
From thence, at night, distilling purple poisons,
stillborn dreams awake and rise, like snakes.



3MeunHbIe, HETPOKUTHIE CHBI.
BosiHyIOT Hac TOCKOM IiTyXOi TPEBOTH.
CnoBamu 3mus: «CraHere, Kak 0oru!»
Cepaa Jrofiel U3BEYHO MPOXOKEHBI.

TaBpom rpexa Mbl ObUTH KIICHMIICHBI

KpbutateiM cTpaxem, O11IMM Ha IOpore.

N nam, ¢ Tex mop Opoasiium 6e3 1oporw,
ConyTcTBYyeT KiIeHMIIEHHBIHN JIUK JIyHBI.

Beka BeKOB HajJ HAMHU TATOTEIIO
BceremHoe u BcecTpacTHOE TEIO

IInaHeTsl, COPBaHHOM C aJIMa3HOI'O BEHIIA.

Ho Tyckmbliii cBeT ri1y0OKUX s13B M CCaTuH
Co gHa Hebec IIIsAAIIero Juma
U cnapocteH, 1 KyTKO 0€30TpajieH.

Stillborn dreams, like snakes, awake and rise.
We’re plagued by stifling melancholy.

“You shall be as gods!” the serpent’s foul device
burns forever in the anxious hearts of men.

The winged angel-guard and Keeper of the Gate
branded us with the mark of sin. Since then,
deprived of course and bearing, we wander on,
the branded face of Luna our lone companion.

For aye the planet’s body is weighed down,
darkened perpetually and a slave to passion,
torn by violence from its diamond crown.

Troubled and opaque the light that looks upon us
through scars and abrasions from the skies’ end.
It fascinates, but leaves us cheerless.



9

U cnamocteH, U )KyTKO 0€30TpajeH
be3yMHBII COH 3UAIONIUX T0JUH.

S] ObLI HA HE 0A3aILTOBBIX TECHUH.

B nposan Hebec (0, Kak OH eMKo-KajeH!)

CpbIBasICs TMBEHb 3BE3IHBIX BUHOTPAJINH,
W conHna 1ucK, BCTyMasi B CBOM IPUTHH,
b1 Hag cTONMaMy MJIaMEHHBIX BEPIIMH,
KppuaTeiii 1 pacii€ckaHHblii — TPOMaJCH.

Hu cympaka, Hu BO311yXa, HU BOJ —

JIutb ocTpeIil OJeCK rPaHUTOB, CIAHIIEB, IIITIATOB.

Hu muteti¢st 30pb, HU Beepa 3aKaToB

He ozapstrot uépnbliit HeOoCBO, -
HewncToBo MOpHIBUCT U HECKIIAICH
AnMasHbIi Ope]] MOPIIMH TBOUX U BIA/IMH.
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It fascinates, but leaves us cheerless,

this vacant stare of lunar valleys.

I’ve trod these basalt canyons here on earth
and witnessed star-bursts like a hail of grapes,

pouring down the heavens’ voracious chasm.
I’ve seen the sun’s disk climb to dizzy height,
perched on columnar mountain summits,
winged, splashed in flame -- and vast.

But for You there’s neither water, air nor twilight;
only the dazzling schists and spar and granite.
No trailing dawns, no feathering fans at sunset

illuminate the pitch-black firmament.
Hideously shapeless, scarred and violent
the diamond chaos of Your furious face.
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AnMa3HbIi OpeJ MOPIIMH TBOUX U BIIAJWH
Tomur u xx€t. Heymonnmo xEcTk
PucyHnok ckai, 6a3ainbpTOB Y€pHBIi JIOCK,
CrpoeHbe apoK, CTPENOK, IEPEKIIaInH.

Bs13b pyIHBIX JKHJI, KaK JICHTBI IECTPHIX TAINH,
HamnueiBbl 1aBel OypHBIE, KaK BOCK,
W nanw paBHUH, Kak 0OHAKEHHBIA MO3T. ..

TpéxaHEBHBIN MOJAEHb TBOM KOIIMAPHO-CTPAIEH.

[1y3bIpuarbie OCHINUA OTHS

CaepkaroT B HUMOE SIpOCTHOTO JTHS,
A 1o Houam HaJ Kparepom [ unmapxa
baut «Volvay - HermoaBuyKHAs 3B€3/14a,
U otnuBaeT nenenbHO-HESIPKO

TBoux mMopei OyecTsimas cito/a.
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The diamond chaos of Your furious face
exhausts and sears us. Implacable,

cruel the craggy edge, black basalt glaze,
the texture of arch and vault and lintel;

Your veins of iron ore, ribbons serpentine

of varied hue, wax-like flows of wanton lava;
vast expanse of deserts, like a naked brain.
Your three-day noon’s a busy nightmare!

Igneous bubbles blink at us through the
nimbus cloud of frenzied, sunlit passion.
At night above Hipparchus’ crater

the fixed star Volva keeps her watch;
then flows forth, indistinct and ashen,
the shining mica of Your spectral seas.
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TBoux Mopei OyecTsimas cioia

XpaHuT cneabl 00pbObI U UCCTYTUICHHH,
3acTBIBIIMX MYK, O€3yMHBIX J€P3HOBEHU,
JIBOMHBIC 3HAKH IIJIAMEHU M JIbJIA.

3aech pyxHya cmepu BeeneHckux «Her» u «ay.

Ot Mops byps 1o Ozepa Bunenuii,
OT npu3payvHbIX MOJIIPHBIX B3rPOMOKIEHUI,
He BuaeBmmux 3akata HUKOT A,

Jlo TémubIx mupkoB Mare Tenebrarum —
ThI BCsl HOPBIB, 3aCTHIBIINN B THEBE SIPOM.
U crpamnbiii mipaM Ha kpsike JIlyHHBIX AJbI.

OcraBuiia HeOeCHas CEKHpa.
Th1, kak 3emiisi, ¢ KOTOPOM COpPBaH CKAaJIbIL, -
JIuk Ykaca B 6ecctpacTHOCTH dhupa!
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The shining mica of Your spectral seas
reveals the wasting of revolt and battle;
strangling torture we see, and mindless malice,
the twofold characters of flame and ice.

Antagonism, ruinous, the eternal “No” and “Yes™!
from the Visionary Isle to the Sea

of Storms, from phantom polar vastnesses

that never saw the sun set or felt its warmth,

to the sombre circuses of Mare Tenebrarum:
You’re extinguished utterly in the crucible of wrath.
How terrible the scar that forms the Lunar Alps!

Pole-axed from the sky: the final blow.
You, like Earth, from whom Yourself were scalped,
wear the Face of Horror in the unfeeling ether!
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JIuk Ykaca B 6eccTpacTHOCTH dhupa —
Bue BpemeHu, BHE aMsTH, BHE Mep!
Tr1 k1aKOUIIIE HEMBICIUMBIX XUMED,
Tl uBepens pazouroro [lotupa.

3aHe U3 COHMA aHTeJIbCKOT0 KIupa

Ha bora Cun, Tsopua 6e3aymHbIx cdep,
Boccran B Bekax Jlennuna-JIromudep,
MsrexHblil KHA3b 3eHuTa 1 Hagupa.

Basist cMepThio 161061 OBITHS,

N3 cTaTyii 0T OTHEHHOE «S1»

B Hac BbICEK OH; Jai KpbUIbs MBICIIU IIJIEHHOM,

Ho B Ge3nny Ge3H ObUT CBEPTHYT HAaBCET/AA.
U ocToB HETOCO3HAHHON BCEJIEHHON —
ThI BOILIbL TOCKH, 3aCTHIBIIMI TJIBIOOH JIbAA.
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The Face of Horror in the unfeeling ether!
Beyond time, or memory, or measure,

You are the graveyard of fabled Chimeras,
fragment of a once-noble, now shattered Chalice.

And why? — Amid the angelic choirs arose

revolt against the might of God, Creator

of the unsouled spheres: Lucifer, named The Dawn,
rebel prince of Zenith and Nadir,

sculpting to death formless blocks of being,
carving in us -- fleshly statues -- the fiery I.

He it is gave wings to fettered thought.

Yet in the deepest depths he's forever overthrown.
A relic of the inconscient universe You must remain:
frozen to a block of ice You make your moan!
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ThI BOILIb TOCKH, 3aCTHIBIIMH TJILIOOH JIbaa!
CrutereHbe THEBA, TOPAOCTH U OOJIH,
Beckpbuiblit B3Max oHON 6e3MepHOI BOJIH,
Cpenb cynopor noraciias 3Be3/a.

Ha myxoB Bonb HajieTas y3na,

I'paans 60pbOBI C MPUYACTHEM TOPHKOM COJIH.
INonrodoii gy npedyaensb Thl, JOKOJIE
3eMHBIX BpeMEH HE KaHeT Yepea.

YMepiiue, no3Haiite ciioBo Aza:
«51 pa3nararo ¢ MeIJIEHHOCTBIO s/1a
Tea B 3eMJie, a AYIIU Ha JIyHEe».

Boxkpyr 3emiu uepTs Kpyru Bamnupa,
W TOKM KU3HHU IBIOIIAs BO CHE —
ThI XKaaHBII TPy OTBEPrHYTOTO MHpa!
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Frozen to a block of ice, You make your moan!
- a convulsed knot of anger, pride and pain;
one sole will, futile in its wingless flappings;
one faltering star extinguished in dire spasms.

In You we see a bridle on imperious will:

the Grail of battle holds communion with bitter salt.
You are the Golgotha of souls until

the sad sequence of wintry times is told.

Ye mortals, hear and know the word from Hell:
'With quick and lethal poison I consign
bodies to the clay and souls to the Moon.'

You circumscribe the Earth with vampire circles
and, while we sleep, You suck our very sap of life!
O corpse insatiable of a world forlorn!
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ThI 5xaHBII TPYIl OTBEPTHYTOIO MUPA,

K >xuBoii 3emie MPUKOBAaHHBIA CYILOOM.
Mpsl, cBsi3aHHbIE OYHTOM U 00pHOOHA,

C BHHOM NpuEMIIEM COJIb U C NIEMIJIOM MHUPO.

Ho B nens Cyna enunaas nopdupa
OpneHer HAC — BIAJBIYMILY C PAOOH.

W nieHHBIX COJIHIT pacchIneTcs mpudoit
VY 6nenubix Hor Momrya ben-Ilanaupa.

Ho TecHO HaM BeHYAIIBHOE KOJIBI[O:
K Ham oGpaTuB TOCKH CBOEH JIHIIO,
TBI CMOTpI/IH_IB HpO‘-IB HEBCIOMBIM HaM JINKOM,

U npen To6oH, - npex TaitHo# riryOuHBI,
CKIIOHSIIOCH 51 B MOJTYaHUU BEJTHKOM,
Kemuyxuna HeOECHOM THUIIHHBI!
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O corpse insatiable of a world forlorn,

yet bound by Destiny to the living Earth!

We, joined in dire struggle and revolt,

receive our chrism with ashes and our wine with salt.

Yet on the Day of Judgment we'll wear naught
but porphyry, the blessed lady and her slave.
The surf of tributary suns will lave

the paly feet of Yeshua ben Pandera.

Constricting is the nuptial ring to us:
You first show us Your face of sorrows,
then look away, with countenance aloof.

In Your presence, deepest Mystery,
I make obeisance and hold my peace.
O Pearl unrivalled of the silent sky!
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KemuyxrHa HEOECHON TUIITMHBI,

Jlammiazia CHOB, BIIQJBIUMIIA 3aUaTHH,
Kpucrann mo0Bu, antaph HOUHBIX 3aKJISTHH,
[{apwuia Bog, TF000BHHUIIA BOJIHEI.

C kako# TOCKOM W3 BIAKHOU TITyOHUHBI

K tebe pacTyT CKBO3b MIITy MOMX PAaCIISTHH,
K /lnane 61enHoM, Kk spocTHOM ['ekare
3MeunHbIe, HETPOKUTHIE CHBI.

U cnamocteH, v )KyTKO - 0€30TpajaeH
AnmasHbIl Opes MOPIIMH TBOUX U BIIAIUH,
TBoux Mope# OnecTsImas ciaroaa —

Jluk Yxaca B 6eccTpacTHOCTH 3¢Hpa,
TBI BOILUIb TOCKH, 3aCTHIBIINHN IIBI00N b4,

ThI XKaaHBII TPy OTBEPrHYTOTO MHpa!

15 urons — 1 urona 1913, Kokmebenw
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O pearl unrivalled of the silent sky

O sacred lamp of dreams, Mistress of births!

Love’s crystal! Altar of nocturnal vows!

Empress of the waters! The fond wave’s concubine!
With urgent longing, from the mothering depths,

to You, Luna, these deep-down things like flowers grow.
To pale Diana, furious Hecate

stillborn dreams, like snakes, awake and rise.

It fascinates, but leaves us cheerless,
the diamond chaos of Your furious face,
the shining mica of Your spectral seas --

The Face of Horror in the unfeeling ether!
Frozen to a block of ice, You make your moan!

O corpse insatiable of a world forlorn!

15" June — I*" July, 1913, Koktebel



