Poems by Marina Glazov

translated by Elizabeth Jones

ina Glazov grew up in Moscow where
ghe had an academic career in Viet
Namese studies. She left Russia in
1972 and has lived in Halifax since
1976, Her poems have appeared in
leading emigré journals and a play,
gaster Roses, (co-authored with David
Jones) was produced live by C.B.C.
Radio Drama in November, 1978.
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My nuaM vail U cAywasM NAACTUHKH.

W ram B vaw HecyacTHHe YauHKH
NHTAAUCHL BCNAHTL U He MOUTH HA AHO.
C. onro#t 0CoGeHHO G6HaAa s 3304HO!

A nyx maBHO HOCUiCH Hax BoO#Ow!
YamHkM 6UAMCH, XaxZas CHACTHUCH.
1 myaa k kpao,0yZATO 6H npuSoem
YanHKy K Oepery - Ha cYacTUe - INPUGHUTH!

MHe napasaearHN# cAyvalk BCIOMMHAJACH.
XoTeJoCh OHTH He B KU3HM,a B KUHO.
A 4Yaili HecJaHWHO B He6o BOCMNapsJCHA,
Me4YTas OCYWMUTh YAaMHKAM AHO.

1973

We were drinking tea and listening to records
and there in the tea were floundering tea-leaves
wanting to surface, not be sucked to the bottom--
I was in the same boat as one of them.

Long ago the spirit moved upon the waters,

tea leaves struggled, trying to save themselves--
my breath makes waves that float them to the shore
my tea-leaf arrives safely at the porcelain coast.

I remember a similar story--its's better such things
shouldn't happen in 1life, only in movies--

the tea steams, silently aspires to the sky
hoping to leave the cup dry for my tea-leaf.



Buenisioch B OTHU JAHM.
B MUHYTH 3TH.
[lyrawoch, BAPYT OHHN
ge3 HOHPOK CeTH.

KapTUEKA CHOB NEpeBoxy
Bognueﬁ c BATKOM.

/i KpacoukaMm MOZABOXY ,
rze HernoJanKu.

Cyxy Ha Ty4Ke M TJAAKY.
pauy f HOXKOM .
tHazo 6HJo OH OemaTh

g TOW JOpPOXKOW!

OX
BO

p 9Ta AYypodKa HAeT
oint 0! Ilo kpaio!

(g Kak ee,0 Kak ee
4 TOEMMamD!

fﬂaaa MHe COJHHWKO CJAEeNHMT.

HeoOPaTHMO .
i Tydka-camoJAeT Napur
K pyToM u MMMO !

1974

I'm clutching at these days

these minutes

I'm afraid they will

suddenly become nets without holes.

I'm pressing on transfers of my dreams
with hot water and cotton wool
painting in the places

where the colours haven't come +hrough.,

: oud
I'm perched on the edge of a 1ittle cl

looking down and swinging my foot——
Oh dear, I was wrong! That's
the road I should have taken:

And that poor girl oh! oh:
she's near the edge

but, oh heavens! how well
I understand her

the sun blinds my eyes

ijt's too late to change things now
and this cloud-aeroplane

circles and circles but neverl lands.





