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To my father 

and to the memory of my mother 





From the yellowed pages there rose a life that was gone; 
it left into the darkness, muttering and sobbing. 
You were a day-laborer, a hireling, a slave, 
and I, young and trusting, followed you. 
They crushed you, they shattered the fretwork of your bones. 
They ripped to pieces the picture of your lace-like tendons, 
and, gathering what we could from your almost weightless remains, 
we placed you in a light coffin, in the soft moss of your grave. 
Now, before leaving, these shadows begin to caress me, 
again and again they cling to my neck and my breast, 
embracing, beseeching, looking for the day that's no more, 
but to answer them, to console them, I have no way. 
—Nina Berberova, "The Hoover Archive" 
"My poor boy, take a seat and listen." This is merely showing 
off with words. The sounds—well, I remove them as easily from 
my "bag" as the conjurer catches his rouble notes from the 
thin a i r . . . . You speak of the significant, of the profound, and 
it comes out small; I speak of the small, and the profound is 
revealed. You speak of the beautiful so that it comes out drab; 
I speak of someone ugly in such a way that—oh my! Why is this? 
Well, I'm not quite sure. One has to suffer a lot—in the name 
of a word, under the sign of a word . . . . And still more . . . . And 
more after t h a t . . . . One has to live not only heie.... In me the 
mam thing is not the citizen, or the worker, or the lover . . . . In 
me the main thing is the poet. 
—Ais poetica, from Khodasevich's notebook 




