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Joseph Brodsky
Trangdated by Julia Gnip

Not countrieshor cemeteries

| don’t wantto unmask
With theVasilyevskaydsland
memories| will pass.

Your facades darkblue

andl won't find it in thedark.

In betweerthefadedlines| view

I'll fall onasphalandleavemy mark.

And the untiring soul

IS goinginto darknesssif in ajog,
underthebridgehole

into the St. Petersburdog.

It's in thelight April rain| seearound,
underthe napeof a snowflake,
andthenl hearasound:

to our meeting for your sake.

And life will showtwo hands
far downthecreekandto thefatherlandl’ll attach

my cheek.Girls, sistersout atsea,
from thetime I did notlive | askyouto run
outto metheboyswavefor youto arrive.



