Hocug bpoackui
Cpertennbe (1972)
AnHe AXMaToBoi

Korna oHa B ilepkoBb BIIEPBbIE BHECIIA
JIUTS1, HAXOWJIMCh BHYTPHU U3 YHCIia
J0JIEH, HAXOJUBIIMXCS TaM IIOCTOSIHHO,

Casroit CuMeoH u npopounnia AHHa.

U crapen BocipuHsIT MI1aJIcHILIA U3 PYK
Mapuu; 1 Tpu 4ea0BEKa BOKPYT
MJIaJICHIIa CTOSUIH, KaK 3bI0Kas pama,

B TO YTPO, 3aTEPSIHBI B CyMpPAaKe Xpama.

Tot xpam o0OcTymnan ux, Kak 3aMepIIHii Jec.
Ot B3IJIS710B JIIOJIEH U OT B30POB HEOEC
BEPIIUHBI CKPBIBAJIN, CYMEB PacILIacTaThbCs,

B TO YTpOo Mapuro, mpopouuIty, cTapia.

U Tonbko Ha TeMs Clly4alHbIM JIy4OM
CBET IaJjajl MIIAJICHIlY; HO OH HU O YeM
HE BEZAJI €Il€ U II0CaIbIBaJl COHHO,

IIOKOSICh Ha KpenKuxX pykax CumeoHa.

A OBLIO TIOBEIAHO CTapILy CEMY,
0 TOM, YTO YBUIUT OH CMEPTHYIO TbMY
HC PCKIC, UCM CblHA YBUJIUT FOCHOI[HSI.
Ceepmuniocs. U crapen npomonsuit: "Ceronns,

PEUYEHHOE HEKOTAa CJIOBO XpaHs,

TeI ¢ Mmupom, I'ocrionp, OTIyCKaelb MEHs,
3aTeM 4TO IJIa3a MO BUJCIIH ATO

JIATS: OH -- TBOE MPOJOIKEHBE U CBETA

MCTOYHUK JJIs1 UA0JIOB UYTSIINUX IJIEMEH,
u ciasa U3panns B HeM." -- CumeoH
yMOJIKHY1. VX Bcex THIIMHA 00CTymuIIa.

JInme X0 TexX CIIoB, 3aJeBasl CTPOINIIA,

KPY’KHJIOCh KaKO€-TO BpeMs CILyCTs
HaJl UX TOJIOBaMH, CJIETKa LIENIECTs
101 CBOJIAMHU XpaMa, KaK HeKas NTULa,
YTO B CWJIaX B3JIETETh, HO HE B CHJIaX CITyCTUTbHCS.

U ctpanno um 6b10. bbuTa THIIMHA
HE MEHEE CTPAHHOMH, ueM peub. CMmylleHa,
Mapus monuana. "Cnosa-To kakue..."
U crapen ckaszan, noBepHyBIIUCH K Mapuu:



"B nexarem ceifyac Ha paMeHax TBOUX
N1aJICHbE OJIHUX, BO3BBILIEHBE JIPYTHX,
IIpeIMET IPEepPEKaHUi U MOBOJ K pa3fopam.

N tem xe opyxbem, Mapusi, KOTOPbIM

Tep3aeMa IUIOTh ero OyIeT, TBOS
nymia Oyaer panena. Pana cus
JIacT BUAETH TeOe, YTO COKPBITO TITyOOKO

B cep/llax YeJIOBEKOB, KaK HEKOE OKO'".

OH KOHYMJ U JBUHYJICA K BbIXOAY. Benen
Mapusi, CyTymsaCh, ¥ TSKECTBIO JIET
corbenHasi AHHA 0€3MOJIBHO TJISIEIH.
OH e, yMEHbIIASICh B 3HAYCHBU U B TEJIE

JUISL IBYX THX KEHILUH I0J] CEHbIO KOJIOHH.
[Toutn noaroHsieM ux B3risgaMH, OH
1IeJ1 MOJT4a 10 3TOMY XpaMy IIyCTOMY

K OesieBIIEMY CMYTHO JBEPHOMY IIPOEMY.

U noctyns ObllIa CTAPUKOBCKH TBEPAA.
Jlutb ro10C MPOPOUHMIIBI C3a1U KOTa
pasnancs, OH LIar Npujiep>kajl CBOM HEMHOT'O:

HO TaM HE €ro OKJIMKaJH, a bora

IPOPOYHIIA CIABUTH YK€ Hadaa.
U nBeps npubmmkanacs. Oaex 1 yena
YK BETEP KOCHYJICS, U B YIIH YIIPSIMO
BPBIBAJICA IIIyM JKM3HU 32 CTEHAMH Xpama.

OH wen ymupats. M He B yIMUHBIN Iy
OH, JIBEpb OTBOPUBILH PyKaMH, IIarHyJI,
HO B INIyXOHEMBbIE BIAJCHUSA CMEPTH.
OH 111€71 10 IPOCTPAHCTBY, JUILIEHHOMY TBEPH,

OH CJIBIIIAJI, YTO BPEMs YTPATUIIO 3BYK.

U1 o6pa3 MiaseHna ¢ CUsiHbeM BOKPYT

IyLIMCTOrO TEMEHU CMEPTHOM TPOIIOKO
nyma CuMeoHa Hecna rpe co0oro

KaK HEKUM CBETUJIbHUK, B Ty YEPHYIO TbMY,
B KOTOPOU JIOTOJIE €111€ HUKOMY
Jopory ce0e 03apsTh HE CIIy4alloCh.
CBeTUIIBHUK CBETUII, U TPOIla pacIIUpsIach.



Joseph Brodsky

‘Nunc Dimittis’

Dedicated to Anna Achamtova

When Mary first came to present the Christ Child
to God in His temple, she found—of those few
who fasted and prayed there, departing not from it—
devout Simeon and the prophetess Anna.

The holy man took the Babe up in his arms.
The three of them, lost in the grayness of dawn,
now stood like a small shifting frame that surrounded
the Child in the palpable dark of the temple.

The temple enclosed them in forests of stone.
1ts lofty vaults stooped as though trying to cloak
the prophetess Anna, and Simeon, and Mary—
to hide them from men and to hide them from Heaven.

And only a chance ray of light struck the hair
of that sleeping Infant, who stirred but as yet
was conscious of nothing and blew drowsy bubbles;
old Simeon's arms held him like a stout cradle.

It had been revealed to this upright old man
that he would not die until his eyes had seen
the Son of the Lord. And it thus came to pass. And
he said: ‘Now, O Lord, lettest thou thy poor servant,

according to thy holy word, leave in peace,
for mine eyes have witnessed thine offspring: he is
thy continuation and also the source of
thy Light for idolatrous tribes, and the glory

of Israel as well.' The old Simeon paused.
The silence, regaining the temple's clear space
oozed from all its corners and almost engulfed them,
and only his echoing words grazed the rafters,

to spin for a moment, with faint rustling sounds,

high over their heads in the tall temple's vaults,
akin to a bird that can soar, yet that cannot
return to the earth, even if it should want to.

A strangeness engulfed them. The silence now seemed
as strange as the words of old Simeon's speech.
And Mary, confused and bewildered, said nothing—
so strange had his words been. He added, while turning



directly to Mary: ‘Behold, in this Child,
now close to thy breast, is concealed the great fall
of many, the great elevation of others,
a subject of strife and a source of dissension,

and that very steel which will torture his flesh
shall pierce through thine own soul as well. And that wound
will show to thee, Mary, as in a new vision
what lies hidden, deep in the hearts of all people.’

He ended and moved toward the temple's great door.
Old Anna, bent down with the weight of her years,
and Mary, now stooping gazed after him, silent.
He moved and grew smaller, in size and in meaning,

to these two frail women who stood in the gloom.
As though driven on by the force of their looks,
he strode through the cold empty space of the temple
and moved toward the whitening blur of the doorway.

The stride of his old legs was steady and firm.
When Anna's voice sounded behind him, he slowed
his step for a moment. But she was not calling
to him; she had started to bless God and praise Him.

The door came still closer. The wind stirred his robe
and fanned at his forehead; the roar of the street,
exploding in life by the door of the temple,
beat stubbornly into old Simeon's hearing.

He went forth to die. It was not the loud din
of streets that he faced when he flung the door wide,
but rather the deaf-and-dumb fields of death's kingdom.
He strode through a space that was no longer solid.

The rustle of time ebbed away in his ears.
And Simeon's soul held the form of the Child—
its feathery crown now enveloped in glory—
aloft, like a torch, pressing back the black shadows,

to light up the path that leads into death's realm,
where never before until this present hour
had any man managed to lighten his pathway.
The old man's torch glowed and the pathway grew wider.

Translated by L.Kline (1996)



George L. Kline’s translation of the poem, from Joseph Brodsky, 4 Part of Speech (NY: Noonday,
1996), pp. 55-7:

http://logismoitouaaron.blogspot.de/2009/02/nunc-dimittis.html
http://www.blogger.com/profile/17775589009145031773

Kunura: Nocud bpoackuii. CTUXOTBOPEHHS U TIOAMBI

http://www.world-art.ru/lyric/lyric.php?id=7668




