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OXx yX 3TOT BUEpALLHWI AeHb, TOT CaMbli, KOTOPLIM Mbl Bce BocxBanaem. OX, 3ToT AeHb! Kak BCe pOCKOLLHO U
BCEBO3MOXHO! Kakumu 3penbivMy Mbl oLyLany cebs, roToBbIMW Ha BCE, NPEWCTIONIHEHHbIE LLeAPOCTHU U BOCTopra-
KaKUMM MOSHLIMU HAZEX bl Mbl ObISi B T€ NETHUE AEHbKU, NOA YMCThIMU, BenbiMu oBrakamu, GeryLmmm Ky aa-To.
Ox, aT0T BYepaLlH1i AeHb!
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A 6b1n Ha cTapoW cBasike —0 KOTOPOI BCe No3abbinu, - FAe XMMOMOCTb BCE NETO [0 NoTa pasbApeHHas, xenana,
Kasasiocb Obl, yKpacuTb BeCb MUP. 3AeCh Kaxxaoe neto obutana napa Konmbpu, Kak 6yato 6bl OHU EMHCTBEHHbIE B
CBOEM poze, B CBOEM COOCTBEHHOM pato Ha 06ounHe Aopork. B xapkuit nonaeHs A Nporynueasca Bo3re eXeBUYHbIX
TPOCTHMKOB, KOTOPLIE FYCTO POC/W B TOM paspyxe, 4 NouTH Bceraa Obin yBEPEH, UTO YBWXKY camua Konubpu Ha ero
Nto6MMOM BLICOKOM HacecTe, BO3re BePXYLLUKM AMKOM BULLHM, KOTOPbIA CMOTPEN HA CBOE LLapCTBO APKWUM r11a30M, HO
elLle sipye y Hero 6bin1 ronoc. M BoT, B TOT A€Hb, 0 KOTOPOM A paccKasbiBato, Koraa OH B3MaxHy CBOEM ronoBoiu, ¢
Hebec AOHECCHA MPOMKUI PhIK, METaNINTMUYECKUI U SHEPIUYHBIN, MPOH3UTENBHBIM KPMKOM NPOH3atoLLlee Bo3ayx. M
€amMoseTOM, KaK YepHbIM TPEYrofbHUKOM, C KPUKOM OH MOoJiIeTesN C rOPU30HTA, TAXKENbIE KOrTHU CXUMAUCh ABYMA
KOMKaMM B HWXHEW YacTv ero Tena. Y B mur: 605b, NPOHM3bIBatOLLAA rofIoBY Ha BbICOKMX YacToTax. M a yBuaen, kax
MarieHbkas NTUYKa, B Br1ecke CBOEro AepeBa, KpyThna 3e1eHON MakyLUKOW U3 CTOPOHbI B CTOPOHY, YTOObI r1a3KoM
yBUAETb 3TOro ACTpeda, STOT KOLLMAap, HAaBUCLLMIA HaA ee rofnoBoi. U, BOT, KONMOPH BCKPHKHYIIA, NpUXanach K BETKE,
cbexunacs, 3atpenetana. 910 6bIN0 BeSIMKONenHoe, CBepKaroLiee Ha cBeTy cokposwLye bora: ctpax. Becb pacckas
- 9TO NULWb MeTagopa.
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Mocne wTopma 6e3 SMLLHEro WymMa OKeaH BEpPHYIICA Ha NpeXxHee MecTo; NPuue B3BUpanca Ha 3acHeXeHHbIN
Geper, a 3aTeM OTCTynars; TakoB Bbln MUp: Hebo, BoZa, 6reAHbIi Necok U Tam, rae NPUNUB JOCTUT CBoeW GUHaNbHOM
TOYKM B TOT AEHb, Ne)arn CHer.

M BOT oaHa AeTasb: TENO rorosif, a pALOM C HAM MOpCKan Jaiika. B Tene rorons, Mex rpyaHbiX NepbeB, OTBEPCTHE
OKOJI0 TPEX CaHTUMETPOB B LUMPUHY; KpHUaLlie KpacHoro LBeTa U3HYTPU. M Kak H1 KpyTH, B 9TOM He Bbl10 HUKaKoK
BUWHBbI: LLITOPM MOJIOXEHO LLUBLIPATbL, 8 MOPCKOM YaiKe-nuTaThCs, U Tak Aanee. JTo ObiNo BCEro NULLb MIHOBEHHE.
ConHue, nokasasLLeecA U3-3a HarpoMo3auBLLKMXCA 06nakoB, 6pocano Ha naHAawadT CBOW HEOOLIKHOBEHHEI CBET,
KOTOPbIA MOXHO ObINIO C TErKOCTHIO HA3BaTh HEXHbIM.

Three Prose Poems
1

Oh, yesterday, that one, we all cry out. Oh, that one! How rich and possible everything was! How ripe, ready, lavish,
and filled with excitement—how hopeful we were on those summer days, under the clean, white racing clouds. Oh,
yesterday!
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| was in the old burn-dump—no longer used—where the honeysuckle all summer is in a moist rage, willing it would
seem to be enough to decorate the whole world. Here a pair of hummingbirds lived every summer, as if the only ones
of their kind, in their own paradise at the side of the high road. On hot afternoons, beside the blackberry canes that
rose thickly from that wrecked place, | strolled, and was almost always sure to see the male hummingbird on his
favorite high perch, near the top of a wild cherry tree, looking out across his kingdom with bright eye and even
brighter throat. And then, on the afternoon | am telling about, as he swung his head, there came out of the heavens
an immense growl, of metal and energy, shoving and shrilling, boring through the air. And a plane, a black triangle,
flew screaming from the horizon, heavy talons clutched and lumpy on its underside. Immediately: a suffering in the
head, through the narrow-channeled ears. And | saw the small bird, in the sparkle of its tree, fling its green head
sideways for the eye to see this hawkbird, this nightmare pressing overhead. And, lo, the hummingbird cringed, it
hugged itself to the limb, it hunkered, it quivered. It was God’s gorgeous, flashing jewel: afraid. All narrative is
metaphor.

3

After the storm the ocean returned without fanfare to its old offices; the tide climbed onto the snow-covered shore and
then receded; so there was the world: sky, water, the pale sand and, where the tide had reached that day’s
destination, the snow.

And this detail: the body of a duck, a golden-eye; and beside it one black-backed gull. In the body of the duck, among
the breast feathers, a hole perhaps an inch across; the color within the hole a shouting red. And bend it as you might,
nothing was to blame: storms must toss, and the great black-backed gawker must eat, and so on. It was merely a
moment. The sun, angling out from the bunched clouds, cast one could easily imagine tenderly over the landscape its
extraordinary light.
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