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Voces Personae:

[AA] Anna Akhmatova (1889966) was a Russian poet who lived
during the Soviet era and was victim to Stalinist persecution
including censorship, and punishment of her husband and son. She
is also a charact er Akhmatovbavhose Sat t er \
libretto is by [DM]. Her great poem, 51 BQ d | tc(@Boem
Without a Her9, first struck in 1942, but her work on its variant
and additions carried forward lurchingly almost to her death.
[DM] Don Mager (b.1942) is an American Cold War and &t War
era poet and translator, who wrote the libretto to the opera
Akhmatova and translated all five variants &foem Without a
Hero by [AA]d a book length manuscript he is still in the process
of annotating and supplementing. Betwe#891-1992, Mager
translated everything associated with the ti#@fange und
Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegi€éBeginnings and
Fragments From the Ematic Material ofThe Duino Elegies) by
[RMR]. Although some pieces have been published in journals,
the entire book length manuscript has not. However lurchingly,
has [ DM]6s great poem yet struck?
[His Editor] [DM] imagines he has an editor, who late the cycle starts to
voice opinions and despite that h e
last word.
[RMR] Rainer Maria Rilke (1878926) was a German poet whose major
work appeared during the first two decades of tHécmtury. His
great poem,Duino Eleggies first struck in 1912 but with two
finished elegies, waited over a decade, during which WWI
intervened, before the poet was able lurchingly to complete the
other eight.

Akhmatova Odes- 2



Number One
Number Two
Number Three
Number Four
Number Five
Number Six
Number Seven
Number Eight
Number Nine
Number Ten
Number Eleven
Number Twelve
Number Thirteen
Number Fourteen
Number Fifteen
Number Sixteen
Number Seventeen
Number Eighteen
Number Nineteen
Number Twenty
Number TwentyOne
Number TwentyTwo
Number TwentyThree
Number TwentyFour
Number TwentyFive

Akhmatova Odes- 3

Contents

Ode to Mothers

Ode to Being irLanguage
Ode to Osip Mandelstam
The Gigolo Ode

Ode to Jokes

Ode to Crypts

Ode to Nadezda Mandelstam
Ode to Stalindés Da
Ode Against Irony

Ode On The Iraq War
Ode to Boris Pasternak
Ode to Trees

Ode to Youth

Ode to Angels

Ode to Prophets

Ode to Fame

Ode to Choice

Ode to Power

The Gray Ode

Ode to Despair

Ode to Alexander Blok
Ode to Spring

Ode to Translations

Ode toRhymes

Ode tothe Movie

6
10
14
19
23
28
32
B6g ht er
40
44
48
52
57
61
65
71
77
81
85
89
96
101
107
113
117



Credits

Number TwentySix:
Number TwentySeven
Number TwentyEight
NumberTwenty-Nine
NumberThirty
Number ThirtyOne
Number Thirty:Two
Number ThirtyThree
Number Thirty-Four
Number Thirty-Five
Number ThirtySix
NumberThirty-Seven
Number ThirtyEight
Number ThirtyNine
Number Forty:
Number FortyOne
Number FortyTwo
Number FortyThree
Number FortyFour
Number FortyFive
Number FortySix
Number FortySeven
Number FortyEight
Number FortyNine
Number Fifty

Afterword

Epode of Ode 13
Lisa Serkle et.alCharlotte: Man Street Rag, 2006.

Akhmatova Odes- 4

The Leukemia Ode
Odeto Beginnings
The Presidential Campaign Ode
Odeto Hiatuses
TheReplyOde

Ode to the Myriad Dead
Symphony Ode
ThefButo Ode

The ColdOde

Ode to Heroes
TheHomelesOde
The CrowningOde
Prague in March
Khersones In April
Worpswede In April
Tsarskoe Selo in May
Paris in May

Pais in June

Duino in July
Petrograd in July
Munich in August
Tashkent in August
Muzot in August
Komarovo in August

Charlottein September

Why Fornt?

123
129
134
141
145
149
14
160
165
169
175
177
184
190
195
200
205
210
215
220
226
231
236
242
247

253

u n d e r2006 Kakalak:iAh AntholoGyNob CamlmaePoéEsl. Ri g ht .

o



LfiLdw Bsjcet fsdd®BOd v efmj N ftsks
MeslsekrnddujMmisej M Hj2Miseadlsj d des2 ydL dz ¥

Imt o1 140tco f fou
| Sl ®)ls | t dzOC

... poetry in my understanding passes through history and in collaboration
with actual life.
FromSafe Condudoy Boris Pasternak
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Hell is paved with good intentions.
Common sense holds this opinion
That in paving poems with theén
A poetds sins will be forgiven.
This belief rips through the quiet,
As quiet from the war retreats.
How tautly this belief is stretchgil
|l s seen the day on which itds breached

From AThe Su%byBonseastdrmdka dy o

! Safe Conducthas become the standard English tiddneofthemostPast ernak?s

indelibly constructed aicenupr 6s Thet obhitd@r aghiuad | gf mela@s2@official
and therefore might better be translafrdtective Passpordr Passport to SafetyThe relation of title to text is oblique and invites

metaphoric interpretations. In part three seci) in describing gatherings dominated by the presence of Vladimir Mayakovsky,

Pasternak also honors Velimir Khlebnikov, one of the originatorawhPoetry (sound poetry) but then adds this phiage.f Is §, tc dzO ¢

1 steff s dzd B wdsE e Qudisfuid dzj Iday Byf s d3@Cbmplete Writings In Five VolumesEd. Ch. Zalilova. Moscow:

MmEH Y § M isedjisdede@is ftitsl@erature), 1989. V. 2, 2

2 Dated 1923, 1928, this poem was included in a groupccall@ Epi ¢ Mot i fs. 0 Actually the poem w
regi stered Pasternakds response to the Civil War ; iBarne§ 928 he add:
translates the title fAMaliady sSubSliicrken.ets sUnd eRru dinhaen taintdl eB ofyTchheu kH i nc |
to their stunning, full translation dfly Sisted Life. They do not acknowledge that it is not from that volume, even though it is

contemporary with it. The poem is several pagesrigth; these lines are-32. (PasternakMy Sisted Life. Trans. Mark Rudman

and Bohdan Boychuk. Evanston: Northwestern Univ. Press, 199@.f Is j, ic tz®ff] jnts dzd K & & { g @&dsdfyjd dzjidxdld

U 5 d3@COmplete Writings In Five VolumesEd. Ch. Zéilova. Moscow:m iz H 5 j ) Isdad jlsogdipC@Mdisticcl@erature), 1989.

V. 1, 273. Barnes, ChristopheBoris Pasternak: A Literary Biography: Volume 1: 189828. Cambridge Univ. Press, 1989.)

3 In a letter from Pasternak (living near Moscow) to Taeeh (living in StGilles-surVie in France) dated 13 June 1926,

he says: Al wi l |l makedaefecemiceon ®, pmoeth (Ididiked)dy ( fobvinf s g n Mahgdy o)
(Letters Summer 1926: Pasternak Tsvetayeva RileYevgery Pasternak, Yelena Pasternak and Konstantin M. Azadovsky. Trans.

by Margaret Wetlin and Walter Arndt. San Diego: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1983). This book includesteithe

that passed between the three poets in the months immediately pgece®n | k & @re ofdhe endshastonishing records of an

epistolary encounter between major poets that [DM] knows.
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Akhmatova Odes
Number One: Ode to Mothers

Strophe
[DM]

Letdbs have out this quarrel here and now.
Two poets | have lived with
greater than all othedsechoes dow
a corridor that stride beside my
stride. One whaggol®®r agueds | ost boy
of Europé
AND
the other is you,
who like a Swedish oak in a courtyard
is rooted to her plade
starvation, blizzards, war,
loss on loss on loss. And both report that the

great poem struck on

ONE
single night. All
thatds beyond me so | just steer it
clear like a plague as best | can. But
you took rood neither masker nor shade
nor anged me not young. And
l ady, |l candét seem to |l et you go.

(July 2002)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

And what if, at your beck, | do cen
send coming from nowhere to
your new century? Has
it evenbegun yed would you know?
Summoned by incantation,
| could say and then
|l eave. But knowing you, youbd deny it,
your preference being for
direcion, not mere
replies. Besides your hatentury starts
somewhere else, swaddled beneath
high skies, but like my
poema, which was born in almost
your year and whose voice was my
future, dread hovers
over all your days with black destiny, that
seek winged crow of war in Japan
Tsuchima for mé Hiro-
shima, you. All right,
| consent.

(July 2002)
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Strophe
[DM]

Thanks not possibée incriminated
by your consent! Rain came at
last, last night after this grudge of drought
whose small showers alotige way gave
trees a green veneer. Youbre right, trus
the maskers!
RAIN,
grand and slow. But a
turn, lady, t@ ye poetry out of
dry silence is to call
health into oneds presence.
But the pratfalls and slights of memory
are otherwise. You
WISH
me those too?
At sixty, rain or not, one forfeits
choice in the matter and grasps the bone
hard hand of the future as a work
to be dond hand adrift like
a motherodés, on a forgetful bed.

(July 2002)
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Epode
[DM]

Mothers begin as
beginnings. Thebring terror.

As one commences

one commences in
terror. You, in your versions

and voices, commence

with the terror of
mothers until at last your

Aorphanso ring your bier,
their terror larger

than grief. But when you spoke a

mot herds voice, it was

voice of all Mothers,
not one soonat§osirs.mot her

And he grew up lost

to your poetry,
ever errant and ever
unsung. Of your own

mother you wrote not at all.

(July 2002)

Akhmatova Odes- 9



Akhmatova Odes

Number Two: Ode to Being in Language

Strophe
[DM]

Tragedy.
Conscience.
Inferno or light?
Leaving aside abuse of news
0 never your plate,
the phone conversations in cdderd unattainable, the voice

inside the d®deep mirrords bl ur

al ways these were more true. Tragedy is cho
PATH,
down whose
inffernoweca 6t see till it engul fs.
Scraps of fact, chunks of |l onging, dawnos
the blood
SUNOS

and to feed, we have but these. Conscience, grand lady,
is not desire sporting
its other mask; no one in good conscience chooses to suffer, and
a bad conscience
is, donét you see, only the other
mask that regret wears
for how
things turn out?
(August 2002)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Do not pester with definitions.
They are partial and fickle
like news) as you say
not to mention the pontiffs of hate.
Of theml know more than most.
And more than you in
your safe hous®e your safe time and land. But
let me wear my rag shawl
of penance and rage
as if it were lace from Baghdad. |
am without a claim on saint
hood. When one makes a
tragedy of conscience, Qgm and
Kant follow Sophocles and
Shakespednoevice dirge
versa. Being in language, we hold time
in its flight. | thought you had learned
this much at leadt you with your
Rilked at sixty

0 as you say.

(August 2002)
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Strophe
[DM]

Being in
language
holds time in flight and
like you, | have learned that to write,
rewrite, again
write, makes of poema not the genre of length, but endurance.
Just how strong are you to stick
it out, when the end is in the beginning

aim isrevealed ever? And this is the best
any poet can teach, the worthiest

else that our hubris proclaims is sound bites and
pontiffs and pronouncements of
central committees. Not truth, but how unflinching and loyal can
you wait out the
work of work. Time in its ruthless flight
halts in the rupture
of words

awakened.

(August 2002)
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Epode
[DM and AA]

Snatch up your satchel
of words for the task, lay them

out in sentences.

Splice them and slice them,
phrases jettisoned, plaes

bound like scaled peads

lines that wrap and lines
that warp. Go back to open
each wordés drastic fruit.
Swill up its nectar,
puke it out, allow sweetness
to spill. Cast it off.

Pluck another. Let
juices bleed together, let
them ooze den the page.
Erase, smudge out, scour,
blot, and in the dizziness

of their aromas,

lop away and start over.

(August 2002)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Three: Ode to Osip Mandelstam

Strophe
[DM]

Atop this

young century looking back

0 the worst our sgcies sufferedl

glutted its bleak savagery on its odvn

we now,Grande damgundo the planet too. Not vipers,

worst it madé
unlike yours that
ONLY

not sharks,

not vast herbivores stripping

verdant

swamps,

not scorpions have done téisutting

foreeeabl e susten

ance from oneobs
own!

And, yes,

should you ask, it again rained,

this morning after pall.i

AND, YES,
ng gray | ight,

through branches, puddling them with parrot green,

and, yes,
clouds hillow like

stanzas of

dased off verse to punctuate
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the swift wash of blue jay sky

0 should you ask.

(August 2002)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

| wish upon no one shrieking win
dow glass under the wail of
bomb$ should you ask nor
despair at midnight, nor the icy
hand of terror in a
telephonedés buzz, nor
hunger, nor loss of son, nor the dread
that your own words will bear
witness against you,
nor voices in mirrors that decry
your forbidden past. Vengeance
is not my Hebrew
name. Nor have | settled accounts
a spiteful chargeld however
bereft however
spurned should you ask stood witness. The truth
of those who have suffered greatly
needs no garb;
its pulse, weight, breath, body risked
enougtd Oh! Osip
Emilevich,*
Oh!

(September 2002)

4 Osip Emilevich Mandelstam was a major Soviet era poet who suffered the brunt of Stalinist

persecution and exile, dying in far Siberiac.eH and hi s wi fe were among Akhmat
during the 1930s.
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Strophe
[DM]

Were someone
to ask, | would say that is
a near rebuke. Just or not.

Gratitude

for beholden

ones like
me i s paltry. So for that someoneds s
even | wondét say thanks. Four years now you
YOU FIND

a chair ample to your late

frame. Fame.

More
ample as they age my words hold you,
and seeing you ensconced, behold how
you
claim them.
| only agreed at the
time to

a libretto for opera students two states advand
composer friend who wonoét keep me p
| WROTE
what | agreed.
But no ane
asks . . . the garb of solitude
has pulse, breath, body, risk. You
too show this.
(September 2002)
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Epode
[AA]

| drink to the ruined
house where shattered windows are

cold eyes looking out.

| drink to the lone
maple whose bare branches asked

nothing as | watched.

| drink to the lie
of lips that betrayed me with

coldness in the eyes.

| drink to the scraps
of paper on which | scratched

and scratched and scratched and . . .

| drink to the fact
that God did not protect me

even when | prayed.
| drink to the faith
of the poem that lived with
me all those years and

with whom, always, | conversed.

(September 2002)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Four: The Gigolo Ode

Strophe
[DM]

| were face to face, what
would |
ask? Why ask? You are no hoarcdab§conded
confiding® no news bank of facdsno chest
with false bottoms. Nor ARE YOU
Freudds cunning crypt whose | eak
repressions might retrieve a reckless
truth. You wrote what (as you say) you wrote.
WHAT YOU KNEW,
or at the least, what
you recdled having
KNOWN, IS WHAT
you wrote. What needed explaining was
already explained. Having sojourned
well (1 believe) with your words,
DID NOT our long conversing
already become habit? Have | not

hazarded my questions long enough and left
behind
whatever of them bore

risk?

(October 2002)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

My, my! How many
guestions do you need to say
that you have none? Your years spent in+ead
ing Rilked how much
they show! How his twitches and
slides have filled your crevices! That i
what poetry is;
crevices seeping voices.
No poet better led. His veerings
halted over the
very guestions that opened
out to span vista, so that fullness
of questionds body
made answer, became womb. His
trick: one believes (your word, | beliey
that somehow one has
already known everything
he leads us to séethat knowing is
contained within the being
that already one is.
Neat.

(October 2002)
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Strophe
[DM]

You
explain Rilke to me,
how droll!
But amid unstaunchable belatedriess
this century birthing itself out of
unfinished complete TERROR
of the lasd oh lady of
the many voices, you, forty years
dead, do speak again in mine. Itis
POSSIBLE.
Incommensurate.
Absurd. Consummate.
POSSIBLE.
So let it rest at that, but you are
explaining a Rilke who is mine.
So my voice too it seems has
PASSED IN to your voice, which passed
back to mine. And they will accuse me of

Aappropri adbwhgtdobewotber ot heyol |

find me
guilty of #Asilencing
it. o
(October 2002)
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Epode
[RMR]

Like a tanager
in winter uninvited

I, nevertheless,

arrive. But have |
not been hovering like a

window or blessing

or fierce angel for
along time? And am | not

that groundswell of

questions from which you
first learned to speak your terror?

Although she knows more
of it than | dare,
or you with your gigolo
quip, willd we sojourn
in our turnings and
never return. Whatever
is bestowed as gift

cannot be renounced as rape.

(October 2002)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Five: Ode to Jokes

Strophe
[DM]

Of betrayal you know more

than |, with its pungent cup.

How often has its whiff of
overbrewed tea passed you by?
All of my betrayals are

my own. To war, bor® and its
heirg® , our ethic honored three
sites: Auschwitz, Hiroshima,
Nuremberg. V& saw hate run
amuck; defense wipe cities

out; and ruled that each must own
his choices. Like you who called
the past bagk and blamed we too,
for an incandescent short

while, as if freedom were a
palpitating wren, tamed and

warm in the cupped palriiyed our
loves out of order and out

of timed as if desires

were actions as light as breath.
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Antistrophe

[AA]

| speak not of you and warn you off
from speaking of m& your world
and mine span a great
distance. Not blange but seltblame! Out of
incandescence | learned to
burn solo candles
in silence and darkness, to craft words
for the eyes of my drawers. In
their dark betrayal,
my silenced people brought forth the joke.
No people knows better the
wealth whispers bear, nor
how to watch trains, to speak the moment
one rushes pasthow to laugh
in the belly with
face stale and torso unmovedtiow to
grin on the inside of ligs
how to wink with eyes
wide oped
a people
nursed on jokes

| suckled with them.
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Strophe
[DM]

AWhat is the difference between
sex and a blow job?o
AEasy.
The U.S. presidents go
for one or the other, but
Stalin had neithea
AnAre you

guite sure?o

fiQuite sure. Did any
one ever go public ah
tell?20 éééeééeééecéeééeéé
eé AWhat 6s the difference between
an invasion and preventive
first strike?9

iwith Hitler itos
invasion, but with U.S.
Presidents, itbés preventive
first strike 0

AWhat of Stalin?o

iHIi m? o

AYes, him.o

iThat 6s am easy one.
AWel |l ?20

AnWel I, every time Stalin

did it, it was called the

Communi st Revolutionos
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AvantGar de of Peace. That 6s C.
R.A.P for short 0 & Should we

whisper? But then why should we not?

(October 2002)
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Epode®
[RMR]

Irony: you have
tasted the sakweet nectar.

Donét | ed& it rule you

especially not
dry moments. Cleanly

used, it too is clean,

but if you become
over fond and fear takes hold,

then turn to great and

serious issues.
Search deeply into matters

that matter deeply.

I[rony never
descends to such brinks, for it

is incapable

of plumbing the core
of your greatness of being.

Irony is but

a tool. Youmust build your art.
(November 2002)

° This epode is paraphrased from a paragraph Ril ke
Letters to a Young Poet.
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Six: Ode to Crypts

Strophe
[DM]

When the past slinks past oneods sl eeplessnes

A SHOW, and harlequins in,
what does one DO? If
one welcomes it,
one gives veracity, to this gafar more
emphatic than the presence that
any NOW might summon
or HOLD (peace,
gentle sird whose bewildering lost Prague rarely called out.)
Once invited, it takes up hodestays put. But if one
says Anoo and
slams closed the DO@Rah, but,
thatédn fAifo that piffles away
in its utter subjunctivity, for when
a past exclaims
|l M HERE, Il too in
bewilderment say SHOW ME,
and staying, watch like a chorus out of Sophocles.

(November 2002)

Akhmatova Odes- 28



Antistrophe
[AA]

AWat ch?o0 0 @GhatasescwaiChoruses
cringe. And if they watch, they watch
as witnesses. Did
| not witness the past that called out
to me? Was mine not a scribeds
faithful hand? Who but
| confronted the rumors that flew
in New York and the lies that
snarled in Paris? W%s
not I, she who braved the bare truth when
it led even to her own
door? Did I not blame
myself even more than my lovely
double? Do not speak about
Awatchingd till the curse
of your tragic land has told lies so
well that to speak about the
past iscrime. Am |
not she who
was denounced,
silenced, sent

to oblivion?

(November 2002)
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Strophe
[DM]

My comments about your RIFT of questions that gape with
indignity, | forego
out of deference. While
bombs fell, your past
birthed FROM THECRYPT of your youth, twentpne months
before my birth, a threesome that
EXCLUDES YOU. Columbiné
danced cruel
flirtd whom you embraced and denounced. Piérfoverd whose
death shadowed you. Harlequin in shadbwesigma)
maslid for whom
your scorn hadNO PITY.
Identification includes
a degree of symbolic VIOLENCE. When
the othed the
doubléd call it what
you willd gains voice, we also

exclude. Through mine, your voice GARE8ft of indignation!

(November 2002)
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Epode
[RMR]

Why sire you me?
Thelost past is only one

face that longing wears.

| too have riven
out of the bereft moment

object as othéy

other as object.
| too know the violence

of my exclusions.

Even so, as no
other thing known to us in

this life, is desire
in its rapacious
unattanable scorn and
allure, for alone
it carries us out
of ourselves to border and
shelter some other,

as other, for without desire, time dies.

(November 2002)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Seven: Ode to Nadezda Mandelstam

Strophe
[DM]

Your fate chose yg you say, not
you it. With
manias, my Columbian friend
says
(she visited Thanksgiving from New York),
|l T6S THE SAME
0 as well I know!
| lay mine at your heavtraveled feet.
At two hours, or so, per
ottava rimastanza, | spent two
weeks of Christras brea®@ SOME SAY
WASTEDOS rhyming in English
Pushkinds sl y-samzal daunting forty
burleskathat would scarce
have twinged my eye before your poema
swept in. Job not
HALF BAD DONE.
For writers, fate and mania have
struck
their dour pact, nor do @vknow which is
spent and which
wasted. Writing wagers both.
(January 2003)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Do not be flippant with Pushkin. You
can never know how much an
older poet can
smite the soul. Anxiety, indeeil!
but not of influence, as
some claim no. We step
into books because words are the stuff
through which we seize, hold, enfold,
and create the world
0 and they enter @slight as breath. Not
to be anxious is one kind of death,
not to write, a sec
ond. Inadequate to the task is
always at tbk root of all
anxietyd plus
the rapacious slow scythe of tithas
Rilke, your beloved, knew
more than most. Of this,
any of it,
what, as you say, have
you wagered?

o what won?
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Strophe
[DM]

Of winning, few poets speak.
Not fear thaigh,
it is ignorance. Only Rilke
could
with his precious Princess goading him on
be so bold.
PERHAPS HE WAS
performing as much for himsélfas it
was for her. She loved the
whole show, traipsing across Europe, in her
motorcar, to WITNESS HIS
FIRST READINGS. & But, lady of
the endless revisions, when safe enough
to seat your guests to hear
you, you were forced to hear their verdicts of
Aguidlasato
THANKSGIVING,
did 16 wagering mucé only to learn
I
guiltier of mania than [104d
hoped. Oh!
Nadezhda Yakolevna, Gh!

(@)

m

(January 2003)

6 Osip Emilevich Mandelstam was a major Soviet era poet wiffered the brunt of Stalinist

persecution and exile, dying in far Siberia. He and his wife, Nadezhda Yakolevna Mandelstam, were
among Akhmatovabts cl osest fr i endsHogeuAgainstglopisbne 1930 s .
of the very best memairof the 28 century. See themtistrophe to Ode Number Three.
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Epode
[DM and AA]

The branchos
slender, naked, dry, tick on

the window glass and

the dry wind whistles.
Ice hangs, like a glass mitten

on the swaying twigs,

while tea steeped too long,
bitter past tk good taste of

bitter, steams the cup.

Time is capricious,
stingy with the good hours,

rapacious with the

sou® never enough
for the work | must finish.

Winter on winter
comes; when | die no
one will know how to do it,

nor why it matters.

But then itno longer will.

f

nger s,

(January 2003)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Eightt Ode to Stalinds Daughter

Strophe
[DM]

ANot to be anxious is ONE KIND OF DEATH. o
How much my anxiousness has been weighing.
| thank you for that. Today
| pulled them up, adding the
date when each ode was shaped. What is
written, and when, seems now to
BEAR
WEI GHT LI KE AN et hi cal act . AStick
out a poem to
its end, when aim of beginning
and endédwamkmy wat hi c. o
Who said that? Are
mined ethic® and word® SENT TO A
RIM
of the great pit? Forty years,
gathered in one book, theybdbve been so
often reshaped, even in
tenyear groups, no date locks them
to the event or time of their writing.
WHAT BASTARDS OF witness am | left with!
(February 1617, 2003)

! At the time this was written [DM] had given his publisher a manusdtipgance of the

Ungraspable: Selected Poems from Four Decadisspublication was still not certain. The poems are
grouped by decade and locale butrae years many had undergaoeeirites, sometimes extensively.
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Antistrophe
[DM]

ABe account DEICEPTNONSBL F
To learn that, one takes up his memory,
retells it, sings it, lines it
in verse, then forgedslater
to draw it once again from the
crypt to grace the surface of
WORDS.
THE ARROGANCE of power is
the fact recaédd
from which you recoiled. Even small
lives can arrogate power and
be cruel. Were much
of humankind to REENACT

primary choice of mine, would
the world be meaner or kinder?
Your harlequin years were the
small acts of arrogation
that you laér denounced. Sister of my
WEIGHTED SPIRIT, help me to denounce mine.

(February 1617, 2003)
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fBut

Strophe
[DM]

arrogance of POWER OF THE

unleashed and unchecked leadRénjuiend®

Were nations to reenact
the choices of leaders swept
along the surge of their wills like
bullying landslided because
IT
IS THERE, AND theirs, and faces no
constraintd would the
world be safer or more unhinged?
Mothers, both lands, already wait
and cringe news of
vanished sons, as in KRESTY BOOTS,
YOU
did. Staring each other down,
placed at chess, two rulers now, two
lands, we wait for the slaughter

of pawns in avalanches

of horror. But, hey, sheltered and at home,
ON HIS DAUGHTER did not Stalin, too, dote?

GREAT,

(February 1617, 2003)

8

Requiemi s [ AA] 6s poem written in 1940 with

addi ti on

experience of women in line at the Kresty Prison in Lenithgtéempting to supply their missing sons and
husbands with parcels of food and clothes.
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Epode
[AA]

| thought you might hold
to one voice to the end and

arrogate no one.

| thought you might land
on your feet like a cat tossed

from a high window.

| thought you might cease
with the lurching and halétarts

to sail out the bay

and breast the wide sea.
| thought you had found your way

that we might now turn

tables and | learn
from you how a poem might

slide off the tongue
with no cracks, seeming
to show no privacies

of innuendo,

no ruptures of voice. No such luck.

(February 1617, 2003)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Nine: Ode Against Irony

Strophe
[DM]

So | ask you sir, if
not irony, whatd these loops of
insignificance snaring shards of the past
dan anglerds cruel hook? YOU SUCKED SI GNI FC
from any mere chanceéd Or rather, not
Awhat ? owhbautt ufisoef? 0 At the Jurys
Normandyd ITS GRACIOUS parlor
0 in Washington, | found an old
Niels Lynneand then set it back,
startled. YOUR LUCENT letters, sir,
so adored this Danish novel, you
wroteyourown’Such is the wordds | ure.
READER, POEMDRINKER, boyd because of you
0 hungered for this book, as one might hunger for
llama meat, or yak milk. That was

forty years ago. See.

(April 2003; July 26. 2003)

9

o [DM] attended a conference in Washington, DC and stayed at this hotel.

[RMR], who was from a German speaking Prague family, wrote only one novel, which was set i
the manor of an ol d Dani s NielfLgnmavdsy , much as Jacobsenos
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Strophe
[DM]

And see, with ironyos
belatedness, | found it.
No bookstord no libraryd unattainable
0 then. Nowd in Englistd IN HANDA FORTY YEARS LATES
next to tomes of Dickens, Scott, an old
Karhan''| again |l ooked to where | 6d
put it back, | ASSUMED, and could
not find it. One version asserts
| had imagined its gracious
print, ITS PUANT pages turn in
my hand. Or some other guest took it.
But what version can make a use of
THAT BOOK6 S SNARE AND SHARD of insignificanc
except, amid mesh of voices, now, ever
dutifully, I must tell it
to yowd shrift and penance.

(April 2003; July26, 2003)

1 This is an old spelling of the Koran.
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

Belatedness is
ironicd ALWAYS; perhaps thatos
what irony is. And now you give me
voice again, belatedly. Is my
only defense, then, to let you? So be it.
And yes, you need not remind me that
MY LURCHING
elegies
arrived LATE. ARRIVE THEY DID!*
Your
Colombian
friend rightly asked
why
PUT ME I N SOMEONE el seds
odes. You had
NO ANSWER
to give, did you? |l dondt bel ong here
Where did & restless, vagrah® ever belong?
| skew decorum heéejar texturé
conwilse the perspectidenauseate the
rational®d AND LEAVE everything

in uttered chaos.

(July 1728, 2003

12 [RMRJ6s cycle of elegies begun in 1912 was not comp
13 For many years of his adult lif¢§RMR] drifed fom f ri endés house to frienda?ad
hotel to hotel without a residence of his own.
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Epode
[RMR and DM]

Of elation we
have not yet spokénits odd

precipitousness.

A tempest rises
above the breakers to lash

the window casement.

A lark plummets up
spilling its song till, unseen,

it is all we hear.

Words erupt and make
clock hands freeze till consummate

pages lie complete.

An infant is laid
in oneds arms and wakes

effortless smile.
After the dayods wrack
pain abates yotise from your

heavy lids, look out

across the room, and die.

Wi

of

(July 28, 2003

t h

an



Akhmatova Odes
Number Ten: Ode On The Iraq War

Strophe
[DM]

Well lady, rains cant® came some
moredt i me o s
good to wend your way again. Never easy.
My southern odes
LANGUISH AND LEAP like your
Northern Elegie¥d chords
broken on an unused piano. Start with
NEWS..... DASHED hope, yes, and, yes, just
as my dread
had foreseen, our president
launched his war plummeting
us forward. Already
deceitds foral | i ng out be
our eyes, but
arrogation of POWER
|l eads power omglandwiththesé s gr i p
guysd yours with your Stalin.
And yes DECLARATIONS
of success are
falling apar® lurchinglyd and sleazy. No
one yet
seens frightened. Everyone should

14 From the 1940s until her death in 1965, [AA] from time to time worked on a sequence of poems,

sometimes called AThe Leningrdegklsgidoes Thesametl iemd s
and the order is uncertain. Although she said there would be seven, all or parts of nine poems in various
versions survive. Except for a rough pencil draft of part of the first strophe to ode 9, at the time of this

poem [DM] had not spoken to eithpAA] or [RMR] in over five months.
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Antistro phe
[AA]

At that moment when youth was in full
flush and everything seemed so
possiblé you , hair
billowing down your back in the breeze,
trod in protests to end the
sad muddle of an
unutterably awful war. One
whose napalm even | lived
to see.[The voice that you
pitch me is clairvoyant. See!] And
thousands on thousands triuraph
ant trod with you. So,
how has it come to be that thirty
odd years later again your
land trumpets hubris?
Thinking the riddle is solved, do you
slouch towardriresiug® the
one who unbares the
most dire of truths? Does your sad land
again
await

blindness?
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Strophe
[DM]

Oh, you are a cunning one,
arendt vyou
you, who in 1940 took on the guilt
of your epoch
like THE WHITE MANTEL OF
a bride, and reanted
complicity in a suicide thirty
YEARS OLD, which was no part of
your doing,
and in that recanting, owned
complicity as well
(as if you could redeem
the communal guilt by not
just being
made the scapegoat but BEING
it) in a retembracedi on youdd no
claiming necessity
0 EVEN DESTINYS for
the burdens of
omission, inaction and blindnés$ut not
silenceb

that to your grave went with you?
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Epode
[DM and AA, seemingly]

Have balladeers yet
begun to weep with their sad

guitars and slow drug?

Has the assassinds gun
been lifted, the curtain rent,

the thunderclap silenced?

Do lilacs still in
the dooryard bloom? Does a

draped train draw sorrow?
Questions that rise up
from lamentations long since
laid in the dust come
with neither guitar
nor gun nor lilac sprig nor
dirge. They burst on us
at midnightdéds | one hour,
a ghostly band of maskers,
bearing our youthoés bright

triumph, broken and maimed on a bier.

(July 1320, 2003)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Eleven Ode to Boris Pasternak

Strophe
[DM]

Let 6s, -lifayMoldsi st er
the covers back, raise up

the sashes, acknowledge
stalwart

companionate

trees by the window.

COMMENCE WITH Agood mor ni
each day into, as
you say, the sadness of my
land, it is masked, not

unlike your New

Years mummers, by two desperations. At

my age, when | wake to take up my task
0 the being of

my being | tell
you, without dogmas to prove,
or to disprove, it
spreads before me with SCULPTED and ETCHED
words, crypts, trepidations and
nuancs,
but |
cannot find sadness there.
Oh that, at my age, you

too could have so awaked.
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Two desperations? By right, my land
claims many, my mummers more.
And some of these |
shared, and others | képtn sadnes$
PRIVATE. When thepast comes to
knock at wild midnight
of the change of the yaarthat knock, no
matter how buffoonish and
lithesome, to come at
all, shades are desperate. The flight of
time is the past reborn. But
the tree remembers
nothing. How did you come todsis
Leonidovichoés book
0 its full-breath poems
8 its INDELIBLE name?%® What desper
ations do you mask as you
lay your greetings at
my galoshesardened feet?

Is sadness a mark of shame?

15 The title of Boris Leonidovich Pasternakés widely
published in 1922 is usually translatiely Sisted Life or My Sister Life. Throughout thel950s until her

death [AA] projected, but never published, a large collection of old and new poemsTdadidedight of

Time.
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Strophe
[DM]

The first is our untold
unsightedness, worn so
long that it has become
a sea,
unsoundable,
through which, like gyrations
OF SMELT, WE swim. We have forgotten,
yes, that we are but
one species tottering in
a balanced scheme. And
but a small part
of that one. Oblivionds far jJourney
comes bak bright with zeal, expectaditempty.
Meanwhil e we canot
assure ourselves of
trust, and distrusting, long to
be approved and loved
0 galaxies of loathing, PENUMBRAS
of numbed pain. Our second
desperation
also
swims in mindless schoolsd Wake
with me, sistedife, to

mornings of no sadness!
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Epode
[DM and AA]

The tree outside my
window, grown quite old, neither

wakes nor weeps nor sleeps.

Its flight of time is
different from my flight of timé

earth tilt, orbit, sun.

Its memory is
cells and ap. lIts filaments

of roots drink neither
vengeance nor regret.
Leaves draw from sun only what
they need. Waste nothing.
The ice wind strips the
branches clean. They brace the hush
of white on black snow.
Grown quite old, the tree
outside my window either
wakes nor weeps nor sleéps

neither wakes nor weeps nor sleeps.

(September4, 2003)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Twelve: Ode to Trees

Strophe
[DM]

As objects, listeners are
curious. They gragpand grasp ontb
edges somehow,
which cling to the mnbuses of our words
ODDLY. For
instance, at my
reading last
weeld on a stage in a gym, portable
no les® speakers shot
my voice AND words at hoops

no less, and
blank walls,
as | shot through joyds crest, students
shocked at

MY Adark side. o0
You too knew shots of dark
accusations that
fired away at the ungraspable
eleganc®
of YOUR poems

16 The Johnson C. Smith University woedHeyaneofduri ng f
The Ungraspable Book Launching ad Poetry Readingdctober 8, 20037:30 PM Jack S. Brayboy
Gymnasium. [DM] has written and published poems for over 40 years. His newest bookl@dpence of
The Ungraspablés a selection that spans his work since the early 60s, and reflects his jromdgwa
to upstate New York to England to Detroit to Charlott
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with SMALL BLASTS.
You too knew, we make do with listeners,
because thatoés where
words live, and despite how odd, they are

all we ged no moré no less.
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Between Carpathian haunts and the
slime of the Mazur marché$,
somewhere, good sir, we
finally have found a common ground.
FROM CRYPTS of the past, DREADS of
the future, of grounds
in common | make solemn rites; |
am generous Witdedt
cations. When they do
ARRIVE, listeners and friends alike

crest oneds | oy, FOR

deed rard dead costly.
|l t 6s whatotmexcrmméor i s
of ground across oddities
of temperament and
tone. MY tenor. YOUR vehicle. But
sometimes friends wash aground. So
we get only our
listeners. Sir, thank you. Can

| number you among mine?

1 Look:
Not in the damned Mazur Marshes,
Not in the blue Carpathidieights . . .
He is heré at your threshold!
Crossing it.
God forgive you!

f

r

endshi

(Akhmatova,Poem Wihout a Hero)
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Strophe
[DM]

How, after six years of your
abrupt claim on m librettod playd
a projected
translation that offers no eddhese odes
COULD I be
anything BUT?
The questionods
not, do | listen, do ears take good aim?
But rather what do
| hear? Could I hear well,
and which, my
DEAF tones?
The ethic of listening drives

one FROM
elation
of grace to precipice
of abrupt despair.
Betrayd, betrayal, betrayal from
all sudden

and UNSOUGHT sides.
CONSCIOUSNESS
is inferno. Communication is
a choking blaze.
Angels, have you noticed, likewise are
portrayed as objects of flame?
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Epode
[AA]

The season of flame
arrives and rides on d¢htree8

flamboyand fleeting.

| have sat on walls
beside fields and listened

to the crash of reds.

Maples go scarlet
and waves of wind sweep across

like banners of silk.

| have walked the road
just before the first snow fleece

and heard dryness sing.

The orchard of pears
and apples scatters fiery

and whispering lips.
And when Pushkin lies
in my hands, | listen to

his season of flande

and of promis& and of rains.

(October 1418, 2003)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Thirteen: Ode to Youth

Strophe
[RMR]

In your defense, even this late, |
will not speak. Accusation
has slunk about me,
where under the TREES of OCTOBER
that drift down their dry leaves, |
never jogged as you
did, but walked at night beneath a moon
whose bright skittish face dappled
thepath. Irony
ASIDE, the one who chides you is you.
Have | not been CALLING out
to you a long while
nowd and is her hot youth not your old
call, calling again in a
new voice? My hot youth
in the streets of Prague WITH ITS Czech SPEECH,
| left behird. And your hot
youth was also no
Don Juan®
but war in
your | andods
and distant

jungle.

18
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Antistrophe
[DM]

My Colombian friend now
a full yeard
satin
the lamp dappled chair, where
she chose to chide my
mania.
BUT
my MAENAD still pursues. Her
maple
spreads its bare hands
to her window. Moon faces her blankly.
As my friend spoke with
her | istenerdos care, you, sir, | RKED
an intruder of the
wandering and displaced
VOICE. NOW in the October moonlight
on my yardbench where
dogs walil at a train and frogs sluggishly
keep their grating
song, |
am of two minds. EITHER you
HAVE
intruded
and you stayed; or, we
all intruded everywheré
always
and just stay,

lacking a place that is ours.
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Strophe
[DM]

About hot youth youare right.
The wisecrack
about
sins of omission has
its sting still. Without
choosing IT,
the
PARADE of the past accosts
us. In
its midnight moon
drenched glare, our failures of action stare back.
Despite displacements,
it all seems so cqzand SAFB AS
IF we might live there to
take our rightful places.
But failure to comprehend confounds,
and confounding grows.
Did incomprehension make us notact
not cowardice?
Oris
that the salving ALIBI
WE
offer like
a plate of sliced frai
out of expiatiod
longingd
politenesd

propitiatiord or lack?
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Epode
[AA]

About youth, no one
is right. We rush through it like

dogs loosed into fields

after long winterd
impulse and arrogance and

conceit and the crude

power that comes from
the triggering of desires,

watching like spiders

for the prey in the web,
and like tragic actors we

bemoan our follies.

The whirl of the world
sweeps about us; and even

foreboding we say

is ordained. But |
was not displaced, not lacking

of place. All my yesas,

my maple stood fast.

My window. My moon.

(October 18, 2003)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Fourteen: Ode to Angels

Strophe
[RMR]

About ANGELS
| have seen
their gracé pass by. About WAR like two
boys
constricting
and gathering into a thing that is éat
performers,
towering exaggerators, ferocious
horses
crashing down rolling back their eyes, baring teeth
as if the skull peeled itself FROM

the moutid |
have been swept
INTO its elatio® | have plunged
back to debilitating griefAngels are
flameless,
consume nothing, and are consumed by nothing,
fully they
are the containment of themselves. Like roses,
they unfold
stand
pass. Like US their beings are placeless;
unlike us,
NEVER displaced.
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Antistrophe
[DM]

About ANGELS | see only sym
bols and the cloying CLAW of
sentiment. Wars, staged
at great distances, are filled with claims
of rhetorics of power
and the tropes of the
powerless. They are secehdnd and
handme-down stories of lost
brother dead childhood
friends, old cousirg ALL distanced and too
pale. The CENTER is every
where and the now of
now is now. But I reside on the
pale border, the liminal
bounds, the hallife of
decaying isotopes, the hdight
of borrowed words, thendgame
of INACTION and
aging and small fears.
Fear is the ground swell
of MY WORDS.

It calls.
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Strophe
[AA]

About ANGELS
| 6ve written
not a word. Bearing RETRIBUTION

their hands, from
the past, shades came at midnight. They arrived. |
sawthem. Their

laughter accosted. But angels are the stuff

of faith.
War will wake oneé6s full attention, when it
downd hold one in its sleepless EMBRACE,
days on end,
with sirens

and FLARES and the exploding glass next

to oneds mgsahed soul. Itindicts o n s c

the will.
And bombsé erratic stuttering is awful
beyond words
but only through words is the awfulness told.
Death is the
price
WAR requires; shades from the past are
the gift it
BESTOWS. Unasked.
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Epode
[RMR, DM, AA]

Late October nights,
moonlight dapples drifts of leaves

fallen to the ground.

| cross the bridge and
the meandering stream glints

with a small trickle

scarcely whispering
between the gras#ry banks. |

draw the cool air in.

I lift my face to
theslight wind and the tease of

its sharpness and nip.

October air is
nascent with regret, the lure

of resignation.

Breathe deeply. Exhale.
October air gathers up

expectancies and

new portents. Exhale.
Exhale.

Exhale.

(October 19. 2003)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Fifteen: Ode to Prophets

Strophe
[DM]

Verily, it
is still our old habi® we whose
fate is
to send WORDS ON THE wirddto call
out with AHar k! 0 0 wlibstear ken! 0O ALiIi sten!
destiny still mimics
those who alone in
the wildernss called, only to see their
words fall among scorpions and toads.
To be
calling out AT ALL
PRETENDS a CONFIDENCE
of message but knows,
too, a
smallness of certainty, a twinge of
dread. Between words we yearn to $peamd those
we do, we are our
own listeners. But can
the black hole be heard?! freely
confess, | HAVE SELDOM been heard,

19 Between the words we yearn to
speak, and those we do, can we ever
be listeners, can the black hole be
hear d? THe Elegaree of tRerlUdgraspgjseo
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been read
less. And no one has appointed me

as prophet.
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Antistrophe
[DM]

O Lady of
the fathful fateful lines, at times

you felt
yourself CASSANDRA. And why not?

Even though she saw and even

t hough she told it, of
fateful errors, she
had no part in making, though for

she was called mad. She abducted no
one, took
no foreign LOVER.
NOR, WITH your SELFBLAMINGS,
did youd besotted
begger
mongrels both. And like her, you refused
to slit your tongud speaking, when to do so,
was madness. Who does
not love a listener?
Hardest thing on this planet to
find.?* Onthe FACE OF THIS dark earth,
in you
| find listening*d madly split

voices all mine.

20 Who doesn't log a listener?

Hardest thing on this planet to find.
(Al nt er c oast aHe Elggaricesof thedUpgraspaple . o
2 On the face
of this dark earth, in you alone |

Troyods

Troyds cr a

could find my own | i sTheHkegancg ofthe Ungraspapléd The Gat heri ng
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Strophe
[DM]

In Tashkent, in
Muzot, after the great poem
struck, or
was COMPLETED, YOUR voice could rise
only to loud whisper, reading
each word. You were hoa$rom
wandering and wind,
from saying so much. It was shrift of friends
who chose to listen beyond the noise.
The shrift
you chose to let THEM
HEAR? | too HAVE BEEN SHRIVED
by listeners. Why
else do
we, after all, do it, committing
sparce word$o an unforgiving page, void
of reply, except
to release their pure sound
in which for a while, |ike the moths?o
fleeting FLUTTERING, they stand in
the air,
peerlesd and unutterably
livingd and bright?

= My voice can rise

only to a loud whisper. It is hoarse from
traffic and wind, from saying so much.
The shrift you chose to listen beyond noises.

The shrift | chose to let you hear.
(ARunning With St ev eTheSstepance of theéngraspabl¢ Det r oi t
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Epode
[DM, AA, RMR]

Some nights | rise from
my sleep nakedly awkward

and with the moon and

the tree bordering
my window | take out my

poems. Am | mad?

Am | psychotic?
Words | had shaped into lines

are detached from e

shallow black smudges.
My eyes move across oddness.

The optt nerve bears

impulses, which the
cortex gathers to send down

into the larynx.

Words take the substance
of sound, vibrations of air.

My inner ear takes
up the pulses to

ride along nerves to the brain.

Words resound. | hear
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them. And lovehem. And
wonder from whence they have come.

so vibrant and hale.

(November 12, 2003)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Sixteen Ode to Fame

Strophe
[DM]

Isaiatt>
said you said
your POEM was surely to
be
buried with you and your
CENTURY?® the shrift of
listeners
stilled. Why annotate a dead past? He
who comes as guest to yéuourd dangeffraught
futures said you said that. At
the threshold, to staddvoice sunderedl talking
to oneseld is to be fully plural.
It is neither to leave nor to arrive.
Unlike science, and the rules
of the ideologues it is to be
the possible as it becomes the
actual.
What you wrought SURVIVES ALL
annotations, and my
four-
year LABOR leads me into,
not out of,

this morass.

(November 29, 2003)

= Isaiah Berlin. See note 39.
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Antistrophe

[AA]

| cannot thank you for that. If |
stride DOWN THE path of
hearing people explain my
words to me, brambles will start pulling
me down in thickets
of interpretation, and
snare me in stultification of
fame. Please, sir, be less
reverntial. All that |
did, | did for sanity. Moving
forward one day to
the next, | did, however,
wonder if the Nobel committee
asked after me. |
did glance across the Gulf of
Finland holding a wisp of hope, like
smoke from a SLOW
fading shipstack moving out
to theHORIZON. In truth Boris
did it too
0 we both did.
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Strophe
[DM]

Narrative,
character,
mood, strophic forms, EMOTION,
word
play, allusion, meters
ARE the virtuoso
effects, which
brushed lightly, form the strokes that open
out from each of your poems. Symbolists
believed poems transcend mere
contingency. Mere contingency is
your coré® thedespairand tenderness of
each moment. Thus, your revolt against them.
Even more than your sternly
annotated and belovéd Pushkin,
Blok was the father against whom you,
anxious and
loving, wrote; and still MADE
poems, at the end of
your
FAMOUS life, forty five
years after
the end of his.

(November 29, 2003)
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In place of the Epode

Untitled poem by Boris Pasternak

Fame s unsightly, when one is alive.

It does nothing to raise one up.

One must not establish archives

Nor tremble over oneds manuscripts.

The aim of creatiod self-reflection,
Not hoopla, not grand success.

To be a parable on any old tongue
Is infamy and nothingess.

But one must live without pretense
So that at the end of ends

You bring to yourself love of expanse
And hear the future beckoning.

And one must renounce the spaces

Of fate. Not on the center of pages

Are a whole | ifeds chapters and pl aces
Spelledoutd but the marges.

Become immersed in uncertairfty,
Conceal your footsteps in its bog,
Just as one is unable to see

Whole districts in a pitch dark fog.

Others, with living tracks, will trace,
Pound for pound, your itinerary.

Zal il ovads notes give a variant to this stanza.

SOC k0o 0Ojls o Ikz®kOd &j flsdshls:
R o dzgj 2 dzgj t©WOLdzdydls! ded LG d,
v Od dzmise j dzdzOW dzj dL 9 § Misdzts s

1 E2MC O2 =R tcOdzdZalildsad2t$83) h O¢ d .

Like districts thafloat darkly

In pitch black without contrasts,
In the enigma of uncertainty

Let you preserve your footsteps.
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But you yourself must notiebrce
Astonishment from victory.

And you must not, from any angle,
Betray your selcontainment,

But be alive, alive and simple,
Alive and simple to the end.

1956°

(NovembeR6-9, 2003)

® This poem predates the Nobel Prize controversy by almost two years.
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SBEHO 9 dzj?2 d&F oduOl! dzd LG(q.
rezedd s ydotsdkz fMdjHk

ltes2HEIS ats?2 fkIs! LO fwHI B fWHI
15 Oy jdt W tsls fsBJHT

v MOd3 dzgj HBdzy j dz Blsdzd yoOls: .

R HBd»Jjdz dzd JHddets?2 HBdz €52

14 Blmiskzy Ols! v tsls dzd y O,

18 Brils! ydoerdz, yYdord3 d bktd ¢,
rder d3 d btsdz ¢ts HEs CtdzyO.

1956

(Zalilova®’ 2, 74)

% See previous footnote about variant stanza.

2 1 Ofisj ttdzOC, 1 6 gulthe & Q dzdizid Huste y d dzj dACAmMplete Writings{in & ts &30 A
Five Volume$. Ed. Ch. Zalilova. Moscown iz H ts % j fn) lstad jlscideC@Mdidtidccl @erature), 1989.
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Seventeen:Ode to Choice

Strophe
[AA]

ARat hero is, as word, rather
curious now, would you not
say, if one has lived out much
of her life in apax de deux
with STALIN? Tears are a nice effect. But
tear® and cold should be saved up
for sentences that
need them. | have
known sanityo6s howl and 16d rather DO
anything but let tears flow. Some days, than
TEARS, | 6d rather <col d. AfRat her 0o means you
steamed beets in a
bowl, or dried kasha
in a bag, and can choose both,
oreither f or this supper. ARATHERO means
that the dance is a dance to the
death. One would choose, if she could,
not to faéendit, but canodt

so does. Which Arathero i s yours?

(November 30, 20Q3anuary 34, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[DM]

| 6d r atsbehuddéed d ac
together in my back woods
with old hoary logs,
and netting for the mosquito hoard.
| 6D RATHER-that a kero
sene lamp swelled smoke through
the congregant trees as a chill strides
through them, as it strode, fifty
five years ago, from
DESERT to my grandfatheroés mountain
camp VACATED to snakes and

deer and | izards. | 6d
rather the turgid streams of neglect.
| 6d rather cold sink its fell

claws in my joints to
make muscles RIGID as they fend back
spasms of trembling.
| 6 d rha,tthhnethis t
premonitory
taboo dread. Did your Baghdad
shawl
warm

you?

(November 30, 20Q3anuary 23, 2004)
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Strophe
[AA]

The cold war began before
any tell it. Of cold we
knew more than any told. Yours
isnotmycoldi deol ogueds
stale ME APHOR. After the Tsarb6s war, right
then, our cold stopped being the
lovely symbols of
winter nights in
Petersburg of old, demeilaced BONFIRES
on the Neva ice. Right then, ours was the
COLD of relentless cold. The cold ofin
terminable
cold. It stayed through my
waking years. A shawl is a
shawl is a shawl and not one OF MINE was
from Baghdad. Sanity is a
shawl in a century of
respiteless cold. Thank you for

remembering my old shawl.

(January 23, 2004)
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Epode
[DM]

| 6d roaspaner n
with you any more. You win;

my words fall apart.

| sit barren to
my own conscience and its glass.

The mirror is cracked.

It sits squirrely and
trited squirreling up causes

for comfortable rage.

But why am I not
comforted? A new year dawns

bleaky beneath a

silvery light and
a mistcurtained sudé splendid

like many before.
|l 6ve rode passenger
sixty years and not yet seen

my own scabby nose.

Trees in their bark wear their ages well.

Letdébs not spar.

(January 34, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Eighteen: Ode to Power

Strophe
[DM]

| keep looking
at power.
Its canny pride. Its
keennes$o
sate ITSELF. AND
how power alwayd this is
not as new as you presunded
promises that its horror
i s a fAgroenaithgr goodo
inviting us to ask whyhis good is good,
nor whose goal it is WE TAKE to ourselves
and hallow
as though it
were our own. IT IS also true, even
though power obeys its role and time, those
who perform it, do so in
part willingly. It is not
the horror, which is now being
offered, that curdles my
CONSCIENCE, itis
the long road
this Anowd opens, and
we may have
no other way.
(November 30, 2003; January-18, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

You asked about
conscience in
a time when my words,
parading
BEFORE ME, WERE
shaesd but why me? now? this
interrogating® who returned
amid bombs, and the windowos
shatter of cold, to chatter
0 to madden. Conscience is the road each, by
sensation of DESTINY seems to plod.
Doggedly
and unmarked,
it LASHES ONWARD. Only two or ttee
times does one choose, a clear turn, or accept
with arms raised and eyes open,
an unexpected veering.
All else is consequence. With your
touted listening eye,
LOOK AGAIN to
my books. Which
poem does not trace the
signs on some

face ohemand. .07

(January 1718, 2004)
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Strophe
[DM]

So then, crone of
consequence,
let me guess; there is
no now of
now. MARKERLESS,
we bring to this anxious
century, now in its fourth year,
not dread of a war that, may
d now in its ninth mont& be more
awful than we say, but admission of
our morass. And LIKE BERRIES ripening,
these odes have
become my
Aand t ®eny SENSATION of destingy
its lash® its whim. But to place questions in
the voice of a dead Russian
poet or to ask her to
speak through my odes is chatter and
madness, and this then is
THE NOW THAT my
Afand t hen
brought me. To veer toward
silence is

to acquiesce.

(January 1718, 2004)

Akhmatova Odes- 83



Epode
[DM]

I n the holly treeso
seventh summer, after three

y e a r sght, rains came, and

they grew four feet. Now
this winter for the first time

they wear clusters

of scarlet berries.
Clusters of scarlet toxins.

And now this morning

as half the country
embraces a cold beyond

record, a score of

robins takes charge.
With their rusty winter chests

they flit among spiked

evergreen leaves and
pluck off the berries without

a pause for preening.

In respite and hush,
something like gladness watches
from the kitchen door.
(January 1718, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Nineteen: The Gray Ode

Strophe
[DM]

| wake today to cold
rain, low slate clouds, gusty spells ... And
the word itself gusts, like a cold slap. Calm
0 and small gusts of
sorrow. YOW phantomfriend
0 echoeothe® surely would
say,
Awil d dream!o
i N o eritonous
ofvodkagust ed | aughter. o WANDERI NG,
still, along a path where
the gusts of my words, shaped to lines,
spasmed on pages, |
KNOW, AS YOU did, |istenersd succoring
retorts. But for the life
of me,
why
does speaking oneds gathering
words, succor ME with calm
and sorrow? Splashed
with dazzle? How often you declaimed your
poema, like a shawl across

the shoulder of your years.

(February 78, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Despite its place on
the page, its body of igk
which so dreadfullynatted it is
the most fleeting of
things. A declamation OF
BREATH. A wedding of poet to list
ened an eros
of divorce. It has neither
the DRAMA OF MUSIC nor actoros
pitch.0 8 Wedding when it
rings, rings mind to mindl as if
all else were fleetg SHADES. ECHO AND
SELF, each of @
stoic divide. So why then should
reciting your words to an empty
room, ALONE, at night,
not bestow gusts of comfort?
Hold onto your pages, stow
them inside a secret drawer.
Send them out to friends.
Let
censors
be.

(February 78, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

How many times after
the great poem strudkthat awful
Duino nighd those gusts of the slapping
Adriatic
up white CLIFF® the pitched howl

of winds . . . how many times have

taken
out the two &gies,
set them forlorn on my LECTERN AND LIT
candles? ltis said that
| read, as if in a trance, with
a pitched whispery lift
TO MY VOICE. ltis said silence spreads out
to buoy it, so the
words float
from
me, out to listeners who
themselves BEOME entranced.
Itis said . . . oh
well, so be it with legends! When one waits
alone, he waits alone. Gustless

years dredge the mire of time.

(February 78, 2004)
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Epode
[DM]

February winds
stalk through the woods robed

as translucent wraiths.

They pass through the trees
as if they were slender slits

of doors. Pass through bones.

They grab at my sleeve
like drifters who beg to tell

a harrowing tale

but the stammered breéth
the distractednedsgets in

their way. They just moan.

February wind
moan across the night robed as

lost owls haunted with
hunger in a land
of no prey, in a season

of no dawn, a time

of gray and gray and gray.

(February 8, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number 20: Ode to Despair

Strophe
[AA]
You ask about despair, haveridwn
it ? I f itdéds wal ked WITH ME, it

was but for a short
while, for | moved on ahead with those
companions more redolent
in our pain. But |
have watched as it takes those who had no
will to live, or courage to
END their days. They turned
themseles inside out like gloves wearing
the soft fur against their flesh
as if IT could be
a gentle balm. They are those whose self
deception no longer could
tell mincing from fear,
for their lids were sewn up from the-in
side, so that the eyeballs sketd
darkly ACROSS THEM
WOULD be at a loss
for surprise,
or even

showing it.

(February 1721,2004)
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split dow

the other gle? o

Antistrophe
[DM]

For you,
one
lin, despair, eyelids sewn, gloves
n their bellies to be slowly

sucked inside oot and

the ot her si de, Russi abs

troika amuck, and
her people, with whom
you

stayed and stood. How such

comfortable divides assure

|l andods

us! How clean!d 6 My sad

despairos, meanwhi |l e,
if Levitical
ABOMINATIONS spread out though
the air, seeping through
our
inoculated
food, lavish potions
of antibiotics like false prophets.
With unmincingly
broad smiles we scarcely s
shadows. What supreme commander knows
his
own land?
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Strophe
[AA]

Those who went before
saw better. Saw more. About
DESPAI R, AND MY people Aamuck, 0 as
you say, donodt rush! Donoét
plunge into blizzards with flags
unfurled as if Christ, fearless, strode ahead!
Whom one stands up
against, or stais with, even
to the dark LINE OF ground faces and
the midnight knock . . . whom
one stands up for, or rebukes,
or betrays . . . who stands with YOU, or with
a clandestine warm
handclasp and surreptitious
smile, sells you . . . your shocks will bedéess.
And Bl ok, the peopl eds
great poet, saw more despair
than all us who followed. IN DYING,
HE was no plucked
peacock. He was
a swan
without

water.

(February 17, 121,2004)

Akhmatova Odes- 91



In Place of the Epode
Untitled Poem by Alexander Blok

Worlds fy. Years fly. The empty
Universe peers at us with a dark eye
And you, soul, one more time, weary,

Deafened, grasp at happing@sshy?

What happiness? The coolness of evening
Among muffled woods in a darkening garden?
Or the bleak, perverse pleasurésvine,

And seducti on, and the soul s ruin?

What happiness? One brief cramped spell
Of oblivion, sleep, and rest from thought . . .
Onlyd to wake again to the unknowable

Frenzied flight that seizes the heart . . .

Sighing, one peers alitthe threat hasgssed . . .
But right thed the spell is snapped!
Desolation everywhere, hit or miss,

Humming in flight, like a spinning top.

And catching hold to the shagulged brink,

And listening to the persistent humming ngdse

Donét we just dringgwethmkk t her into i magin
Explain the shifts of space, and time, and cause

That fail in the end? The piercing sound

Stops not, and lacking strength we find no peace. ..
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How dreadful it all is! How barbarich Give me a hand,

Comrade, pal! ldssmdés®is sink into sense

2 July 1912

(Translated early February 2004)
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sO¢ MistcOh dzats Y @2 ERS twCiHs!
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(Myelnekoval, 18%2)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Twenty-One: Ode to Alexander Blok

An Ode in Three Strophes

[DM]
ABl ok was the father
anxious and
loving, wrote; and still MADE
poems, at the end of
your
FAMOUS life, forty-five
years after
the end of
0 Ode Number Sixteen
1

An old EDITION (Eyre &
Spottiswoode, 1970), FOUR YEARS
after you dieé used but
newly bought through Amazon
dot com. Bl ok6s poems
0 just a smattering plusThe Twelvé@ that voice
driven and
eardrenched
blooded ecstasy of revolution.
As
| thumb
through he yellowed and
dogeared pages,
some are blotched with stains
and the
old
book smell rises. | see pencil markings.

Some lines
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have penciled
in brackets and scrawled words. Some are penciled
Acut. o Excl amati on
marks. Marks erased. Did your gte
poem come back to your
HANDS LIKE this, those final few years, when
Lydia?® BROUGHT IT TYPED and marked?

(February 22and 27, 2004)

2 At various times, Lydia Chukovskaya served [#A]0 s literary secretary.

manuscripts, including various versions Rdem Without A Heroand offered puctuation and editorial
suggestions.

Akhmatova Odes- 97



Not a reader6s GLOSSES. Not a
poetd6s odd notes. No edge OR ETCH
word, able to stretch me
backtosome nkenned owner 0s

mind. | turn to the

first stanzas, above which are scrawled in the
left corner:

ADvor ak

cell o concerto. o Oddest of choi ces!
Three

penciled
words tug me in and
suck up my breath.
So, a performance.
0 Wasit
group,

with dded out sections? Was it solo? Whose
acted

rebellion?
Hysteria? Ecstasy? Wher® It is
some lost staging of
a transl atordés staging of
a poetbds staging of
AN ... (AS HE said) . . . epochal vision . . .
that, now, MY MINDS agair® stages.

(February 27, 2004)
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Actors on STOOLS BEFORE music
stands wait, and | hear Dvorak AS THE
overture. Then, section
by section, raised bayonets,
Red Guard voices stride
out. The audienéedelighted is small.
But then the
cell o6s
climactic leaps striderght al ongsi de Bl okos
wild-
eyed boys
as the audience
applauds. Not done,
| hear the middle
movement 6s
sobbed
lament, its undulant song, its wide arc
of grief.
But leaping
again, the cello right alongside the
soldiers drives their fierce
march hrough the snow. Lurid red.
Blinding white. Blood blood. Snow
SNOW. AND while in their straight chairs watchers
gasp, in my LAP THE BOOK has shut.
(February 27, 2004)
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Epode
[AA]

The words come back, cresk
and marked. And my scrutiny

asks agaimof them,

are you lucid, do
you ring, do you fall into

place, exactly with

surprise? But the years
thrash around inside of them,

like mice nesting in

a hidden drawer
of papers, leaving the lines

plundered and the words

cast adrift. And things
| never thought to say fall

audibly upon

my ear and are
my words. Which betrayal do

| fear more: years as

they shred or words as

they change to new clothes?

(February 27, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Twenty-Two: Ode to Spring

Strophe
[DM]

l, as | GATHER
up the years of
pale regrets, the
whips and wraiths of my
spent years, see more
and more my
COMPLICITY with errors whose seedlings
now bare egregious bloom. Memory tells
again
its tales of failures of action that |
too lately understand. |
wonder if

0 with this sai@ you in your

Stalinist
afterglow and contralto
grand reserve, and |in my diurnal
guandry
across onghird of a century, might
yet perhaps talk this out. Across a LAMP
LIT table,

say with tea or
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vodka, could we not,
even this late
in the day, have
A GOOD WORD to say?

(February 28, March 228 2004)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

| sai ahds TALK WAS NOT at all I i ke
yours, but in my contralto
glow, to turn down good
conversation | AM LOATH. About
complicity I am still
unsure.But, if a
memoryods tales are actions that fail
forever, then one must own
tha well, put simply,
born into sin, set adrift in gray
fear, we wash up onto shoals
of retribution.
Blok, believing little, believed we
get RETRIBUTIONOt hat 6s i t!
So exhastive was
his hopelessness that the cosmos came
to be the stare of burnt stars.
| never lived there.
Upon Stalin even | could NOT
WISH FOR
such

despair.

(February 28, March 228 2004)

Akhmatova Odes- 103



Strophe
[DM]

Have a SECOND GLASS . . ..
Rulers thinkthat
when they exert
power, i tos something
afloat on the
cosmos DRAWN
DOWN TO them, and their suppositionéds
because they have it by some grace, they hold

it by
some right. We watch as they grow their power,
like algae spreading, to suck
up a lake.
But for them, constraints on
it, in timeds
ravishment, seem no longer
reined by legitimacy, but affronts
to their
presumed right. With the checkmates of pretense,
they seek to make it multiply. HERE OUR
IRAQ war,

there your purges
andcamps. Until to

challenge id or

guestion i® OR
DOUBT itd is treason.

(February 28, March 228 2004)
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Epode
[DM and AB*7

Each day with more green
the trees climb out of winter

to face the full sky.
Against despondency
we pledge to undo our past

neglects; at least, we

say, a garden can

be well tended, hedge well trimmed.

Walk with us today
for we can show you
beds of failed eglantine,

spreads of new crabgrass.

The air whispers through

our hair with its kitten tongue.

We let breezes tease,

for facing such green
and sky and air and sun,

we can offer up,

30

Throughout

poet. Heisnoa fivoces

him highly,

[AB] is the Russian symbolist poet, Alexander Blok (18821), a generation older than [AA].
her | ife she regarded
The Aklsnatova ©despndoes [DM] intend to let him become one;

designa

but, perhaps because of his inclusion in the previous ode and other references, he decided to join voices

with [DM] for this epode, or perhaps [DM] could not speak this epe

him. Either way his presence is fleeting.
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against cold despondency,
only reborn despadr and
a smileds crabbed blight.

(March, 28 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Twenty-Three: Ode to Translations

Strophe
[DM]
AMy sol e aaemsthe grocess. dtaomsists exclusively of the course
of theprocess itself. The life of the product, so to speak, does not concern me

at al |l . | aarbes owhuatte | hya pdpoennést tco my poems af
0 Joseph Brodsky

Ask not fidelity to
rave and
burn. Its
solitude is not quite yet so
bleak; but
when translations are
full-void and slack, which langge of
her lavish locks is
shorn, the served one or the serving one? We
know how our fidelity
is faithless
glue, unless its
ruses, numb and brave, adhere
to succulent seductions
of the ear. And
this too: all
that once we thought we knew must
fall abject before the solo glow of
words lengthwise, linavise,
linked and ugborne like waves of doom
to our eternal

wrack where
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hue, aroma, aura and sure
sleek rhymes,
just as

silence slams, furl and return.

(March 200112 April 2004, 5 June Z1)
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Antistrophe
[DM]

Months have passed and you missed some

pretty
sick stuff.
My failure. Even in this my
trust is
daunted. Now, today,
unabashed %flew ever, fhebd
to Rome to be in
view for i ¥Hsowkdnhderati on. o
say thatwo d ? Doesnodét it get
stuck inside
of his throat like
half-chewed steak? Grisly torture,
each d adyyouwsleanmes o drust
rumor more than
radio.
Did your Tashkent noise of a
radio bind your ears to that new news
sixty years ago
today? Did yo weep? If so, not
yet for joy, for joy
was long
ago lost to your repertoide
3 This fhed is not the same person as

32 The 60" anniversary of the Liberation of Rome by Allied Forces during WWII.
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lost to
the ruse

of your triplebottomed tricks.

(3-4 June, 2004)
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Strophe
[AA]

What is this vatic voice you spew at
the slammed door? With horrors such
as your &nd wear8 were
you not following all the scattered
rumorsd silence, evasions,
deniab of course.
You have grown complicit | see; how
dare you wonder at me! How
do they do it these
days? Do they still depriveen of sleep?
too dark? too much ligd 6 6 | am
glad translating feeds
you so well. When | made my translations,
they were poetry only
in the most mechan
ical of ways. All who were poets
did what they @ fi h & 91 permitted
(0 assigned ), then bought some

kasha, dried cod.

0 d Yes,
radio reception was
good that day.
B This fAheod is not ravihusons.a me
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Epode
[DM]

| set a trap for
squirrels to save the small hard

peaches on the tree.

Two days ago
| found a raccoon in the

trap. His ribcage heaved

Just wait for him to
die, | said, not sure wat else

to do. His fierce teeth.

Today he slightly
blinked, flies in his eye, raised his

head, and weakly hissed.
Hoisting the cage with
a hoe down into the stream,
| watched him drown. If
the fruit does ripen,
yes, | will eat it. If not
it will fall to earth

with dark spots on the skin.

(5 June 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Twenty-Four: Ode to Rhymes

Strophe
[DM]

Rhymes, just as silence
slams, return
and furl their throbbing
VIBRANT RIPPLES on the ink like untrod
oceans where ateors sink
to crash tsunami waves against the beach
slap, SLAP AND slap. And
like a
famished crow, the echoes
inside word8é exultan®d caw,
to tear at syntax in voracious fit
devouring and fragmenting all of it.
A mad cruel chaos hurls its
mad cruel clev with bleak and
darkling
and ecstatic glow
while syntax syntax breaks, speech AGAINST speech
toils. And because we know all
this, we thank the INCOMMENSURATE GRACE,
as it sink® which is
desire in

languagé in its swirl.

(March 2001, 13 June 2004)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

One does not write in
a tongue in
which he cannot think,
FOR THE BEINGNESS of words is the work
they do. | wrote early in
one, mostly another, and late came to
a THIRD. MY tongue tastes
eacld the
bitter rind of each, each
o0 n e @mng $waetness. Rhyming
is a violation that frequently
delights. But every thing delights. Every
thing appalls. What is this but
our seeing? | know no
else. Your
defense | GREEJ and
shelter. You too have seen much. Your eyes too
transmue the beingness of
the world and the ATTRIBUTES OF ITS FEAR,
into word$® you too
can find no

rest. How well | see!

(March 2004, 13 June 2004)
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Strophe
[DM]

My government has
explained the
legality of
TORTURE. THIS WEEK, HE who must prosecute,
must protect, explicitly
told us, from a legal standpoint, torture
must BE SO harsh as
to leave
internal organ harm
or may cause (potentially)
death. Mental suffering may also count,
if scars last several months. The President,
who must protect ydas, the
Attorney General
explains,
in his ARSENAL
of war, the power to order torture.
AWe cannot constrain his ne
cessity to fight WITH ALL WEAPONS. HE

knows what o6s best. 0 | s

matter cleared

up once and for all?

(8 June and 13 June 2004
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Epode
[AA]

This week did your trap
share a squirrél the one up

hill by the pear tree?

Was he small, feisty,
with aggressive teeth that tear

at the wire for hours?

Indefatigable.
One might peer at him, wonder

why in the face of

such sure defeat his
ferocity does not flag?

Those teeth that tear and

tear. One wondedshis
ferocious lust to be frée

after all those hours.
Not Afoneo! No, it i s
you, who watch and wond&ryou,

who await his death.

(8 June and 14 June 2004)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Twenty-Five: Ode to the Movie

Strophe
[DM]

Desire that
LANGUAGE
is
swirls and
sinks beneath banality, nor can we
break
its moribund dry heart from its bright skin.
And so ENAMORED
are we to resign our lust to speak,
before its LUSTROUS
lure, to be
accomplices before its raw
engulfing sweep,
its brash mire, and
its snare, that our
banality,
like fads we wear,
conforms us to it. Even so
we draw to
it UNSPOKEN hope,
So insecure we are, todaot
ABSOLVEDG not resigned
but simply compehended full akin!
So

precipitous are we to forsake the
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rage we are,
truth
AVERTS,
honor blinks.

(March 2001 July 4, 2004
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Antistrophe
[AA]

You can NEVER KNOW nor can any
one who did not live through the
weight that truth makesor
thecurse hat honor | ays before oneds
doo® that DEMONIC cros8 the
sinister hand of
spades that | was dealVES, BUT, | too,
who craved absolution, like
you, craved comprehension
more. Doomed we live in our word§. What
limping queen of spades dealt you
your three black cards? But
for those who averted themselves FROM
the one, and those who slyly
blinked at the other,
| OFFER bitter contempt. Zhdantlv
was wrong, | am no nun. This
| cannot avoid.
Does it then make me Cassandra? Do
| BRAY at the moon?

(July 4, 2004)

3 On September 4, 1946, Andrey Zhdanov, Secretary of the Central Committee denounced [AA]

and Zoschenko at the Leningrad branch of the Union of Soviet Writers and among other things described
her as fiHalf nun, hadd WwWhode®tsi mri $ amihe®)d awihtalm | ptayer
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Strophe

[DM]
A caustic
MOVIE®®
sweeps
up eager
crowds as if to interrogate and purge
our

consciences(Believe me, lady of sweet
and SEARING words, as
you clasp my fingers, | am surprisgd.
Let us blame HIM!A
plague on him!
Let our complicity grow dim
in the haze of
a humid and
cloud-shrouded full
moon. For is this
not betted our
congregating to be absolé&d
than them, whose
SLY DECEIT tells us

Ajust a few rogue individual so
ifino POLICY ourso?
Which decei't i s worse? theirs? or the self

if

you withdraw your hand and halt our talk,

3 Mi c hael Faemheitd/als
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silence will
still
ECHO

in my words.

(July 4, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes- 122

Epode
[DM]

Two weeks it has rained
daily, and the sunflower

seeds placed in the traps

grow ggy with mold.
Not even a sparrow or

starling has happened

to spring the cage shut,
to be later in the day

discovered, drumming

its wings on the wires,
to be released so that it

can dart out into

the sweetgum branches
squealing and scolding like a

fife. Slowly pears are

increasing in girth
and thé leathery dull skins

imperceptibly

are starting to blush.

As hard as potatoes still.

(July 4, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Twenty-Six: The Leukemia Ode

Strophe
[DM]
Our rage
draws back our gazand blinks at awe. We
stand

inside another dayodés sl ow dawn and
DRI NK HABI T6S COFFEE AS
if to
own pleasure, last
ni ghtos clothes put back on.
As if a choice had blossomed and been plucked,
we droop forward into the humdrum hour.
The still unfuting sky
and breeze on ear
sink stoneplunge deep,
forgotten, as
a telephone insisbs
abrupt and irrefutable. And as
if haste were time, our duties loop around
the dayés | ong knotted
gut, a whiff of
evening
AND THE MOONG6S RI SI NG VOI D,

lone as ahays, sledged with drifted clouds,
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are
seen, towards an insistent rhymeless star,

to draw.

(March 2001 July 24, 200%

Akhmatova Odes- 124



Antistrophe
[AA]

But true
or not, my intermittent friend, |
found,
when my thoughts reached back, that often
RAREST RHYMES [WERE] SIMPLY
hanging
on the end of
the pencil, the most
complicated turns of expression
[ were] putting t Helmdoml ves on the paper. o
the hard table, paper
IS mapless. Its
borders hold no
steppes. It flows with
no streams, surges noase
To be witness is to make words stand up
solidly and speak. Unbending. Firm. They
need our help. Leftto
themselves they would
wash this
BATTERED CITY AWAY
in lies, put out the stars and sink the

moon

% This sentence is quoted from [O%® t r ansl ati on oPfrosefbautaThePhdmaiat ovabds
Pro Doma Meapiece number 15. This is a lose collection (written at uartomes during the 1950s and
1960s) of jottings, notes and fragmentary reflections on the compositiRweai Without A Hero.
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in the speechless horizon of the

ocean.

(March 2001 July 24, 200%
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Strophe

[RMR]
| hear
you talking and | want to cry. | t 6s
true
tha® you whose work for decades was hushed
UP AND CAME TO BE READ
and you
who are sure to
be forgot unreadl
wrote on, with desireds will. At times ou

fated, at times, our sullenly faithless
odfrienddesireds wil/l
feeds the hunger
to be. Like you
| too, sometimes

alone find Athe rarest
rhymes simply hanging on the end of the

pencil, the most complicated turns of
expression putting
themseles on the
paper . o0
NOT ALWAYS SO. RHYMELESS,

we suffer our | eukemi ads sl ow

spread
as it gnaws in the joints and rhymeless

we die.

(July 24, 200%
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Epode
[DM]

The squirrel is back
and finds the first ripe pear, its

grayish fuchsia blush.

Diving from pillared
trunk of the sycamore, it

lands on a slim high

young limb of the pear.
It leaps from branch to branch to
find the fruit. Grabbing

with its teeth, it works to
tear it loose, causing the

branch to lunge, snap back

like a swinger of
brches in someone el sebds

boyhood story, and
then, pear firmly held,
one jump to the grass and the

squirrel dashes off.

In the woods

she feasts.

(July 24, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Twenty-Seven:Ode to Beginnings

Strophe
[RMR]
| am, yes,
an etenal beginner HELPLESS||
love, with alove thad flushingover
oneas

roses open, complete within
themselves or

seeingalaught edrtddaunci i r t h

new
projects, to
set uporjourneys, to lay
plans across myawningmind, where it too,
complete
IN ITSELF, is an OPEN ROSE
d it too,

a birthd a risingsun over the surge
of the ocean after a
fiercenightd stormd
like
the sudden palrspan scarlet flare
of the star
hibiscus bloom that greets the

light and
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is greetedy the flury of a sleek
GREEN HUMMING bird |am an eternal

beginner.

(August 3 and 8, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[DM]

Drawn again
to insistent nameless sta®HAT ARE THESE
cunning dreamscapes that we ride? They have
told us
0 synapse dissect@sthat we dream
in language,
not dream of it, desire in it
and
not for it.
They have told us that without
it, dreams are unscathed slates. But sirs! we have
well watched
THE SLEEPI NG hound whose SLUMBEROG®GS THF
and thrilled
and deep and sound. Her tautened tendons are
the tongue that waits for wordless
memories
to
glide, take hold and run. And we have
seen her yelp
with glee, the tug of dream pulling
at her
with it, on undertows of muscle,
CRESTS OF BLOOD. She wakes elated. We wake

into scars.

(March 2001, Agust 8, 2004)
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Strophe

[AA]
| too know
incompletion, the trailing OFF OF WORDS.
Beginnings, hard; ends, even harder.
I live

inside revision where | see
it through and

again see it through. When a dream

strides
in on your
infernal life and ordrs
you to take it into your hands like a
wounded
FEARFUL kitten, and YOU DO, YOU
spend your
years revising, for no one, least, yourself,
believes how true it truly
is.0 & Be, sir,
the eternal beginner i f thatos

what you are;
and you, sir, be théreamer in
language
with your scars. | am the toiler in
REVISION. My work scarcely starts and is

never done.

(August 8, 2004)
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Epode
[DM]

Because the sun of
years of running and beaches

has undone my skin

I mow before dawn.
As the dew soaks mydden

shoes through socks to my

skin, | trudge through the
dark damp that spills grass smell up

the skin of my legs.

Each long swatlé and turd®
and each long push to retdrn

like freshturned furrow®

I look up, beyond
the trees too dark yet to be

green and see the skin

of the sky sifts through
degrees of gray beyond all

our named then pinkd then

red. And the skin of my face

is moistenedvith a fresh sweat.

(August 8, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Twenty-Eight: The Presidential Campaign Ode

Strophe
[DM]

The dog wakes
elated, we to
scars wake and grieve,
our songs belated
AND
our days adrift and
circular
with beckonos
weight. The heaviness of sun
brings remedy
to nightés |l ong clock and clockless indol enc
but
what of brightness falls, it
falls with ash each
lung in LETHARGY
inhales and pants. Elation breaks
AGAINST the desperate
dance like breakers, at
a crumbling sea wall,
crash.
And like the toilings up of cold expense
we spend ourselves
in backtalk memory whose
nurturings

our hungers
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never sate. Behold
THE
hound, extravagant
in play. Her dawn
rose up for her and

its sole sake.

(March 2001, August 21, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Please, sir, allow me one courtesy.
When you spealButfrom surmise (i
is notthe MIND a
journeying
thingz 0 doubtl ess you wil/ pl ead), speak so th:
| know you are no witness.
0 0 No witness yet! The
future is
less than surmise, despite its slapping
branches on the window. BE
SPITE Elaguba!
0 where | saw
the nightds CLQOQUOHKd&&ES i ndol ence
the circle of days, falling,
falling, to ash. |
saw the nalil,
there, where she hung. The door. The mudded floor.
Marina?’ sister of the
startled moments, who
journeyed far
to COMES thereb to her end of timé& And

37 Marina Tsvetaeva (1892941) generally regarded as one of the quartet of gréatc@otury

Russian poets struggled to holdrtifamily together in Berlin, Prague and Paris following the Revolution

until 1939 when she followed her husband back to the Soviet Union. He died in a labor camp. Destitute

with her teenage son, she hanged herself in Elaguba near Chistopol in th&k@pctalic. [AA] had spent

a few remarkable days with her in Moscow a year earlier in 1940 when the exchanged poems. By some
remarkable twist of circumstance, during her evacuation from Leningrad during the siege, on her journey to

Tashkent, [AA] stayed tiefly in Chistopol where her friend Lydia Chukovskya (who had found the

Elaguba cottage for Tsvetaeva to stay in) led [AA] to it to see where Marina hadttiedust 3 months

after the suicide.

8 One of Tsvetaevads most tahnet hEonl doog i (z1e9d2 3p)o eanbso uits tfihPeo
affair.
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| could but cres marsh planks
grasping at

mine.

(August 21, 2004)
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Strophe
[DM]

If you charge
me with falsewitness,
no law will clear

me. But this is not

MY
weight, my indolence,
my ash. It
is my sad
l anddés as it shreds deeply a
people wio have
borne tyrants since civilizationbds dawn.
Our
leaders vie their surly
rivalry in
our defense and call
upon my youthdés war as if it
had some virtue still
worth fighting for.
One BILLON dollars, like
the
uncounted Babyl onian BLOOD, 0O0s0been

spilled to entice
our faith that we yet have choice
and vote our
own fate. You
warm your hands with a
CUP
of tea. At our plight,

Akhmatova Odes- 138



lady, allow
me one courtesy

dondt guffaw.

(August 21, 2004)

Akhmatova Odes- 139



Epode
[DM]

| walk in the dew
of dawn across theittk lawn

needing to be mown

to feed the dog and
her greeting is a rough and

tumble frolic that

nearly knocks me down.
Her tail thrashes theool

air while she crunches

food. | cross back the
yard and where tomatoes hang

greenon drying vines,
a writing spider
etches her signature zig
zag across the web
dappled with small deév
a good dfaryday,gustwor k

asthis odewas mine.

(August 2122, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Twenty-Nine: Ode to Hiatuses

Strophe
[DM]

Some conversations
bet ween friends donot
ail. Like shoes dropped haphazardly and
slipped back on, they stride out the jour
next le@ time
resumed. Camouflaged and cordial, broken,
others wait unrepaired.
But what is, we askjtimeo between fiends?
| ask, how does one measure it
when speaking across it, not
in it? A break fell. Season
changed. And yet the news, this day of
thanks, is that among sparse khaki leaves
of the small pecan tree
out the kitchen window, a paif green
finches sparked
like brightly fluttering limes. | thought
about your stalwart courtyard oak, its
solacé® and felt

tenuous and frail.

(November 252004 Thanksgiving Day

Akhmatova Odes- 141



Antistrophe
[DM]

This dawn rose up for
its sole sake, and
usd repetitive. We scarcely note
its pass across the window blinds and
see its sap
of lifting light as rude display, amiss,
0 and aimed to lacerate
our eyes with slips of blood shard, dart pricks
of vermillion ice. And now the
prostrae prostituted core
of self that | was taught to
trust, to soar and bear me into
authenticities, is parasite.
And maggotlike, it sips
and feeds on shredded road kill carcasses
0 the self as
moribund as they. Oh, claplease clap
for solitude is noa crass and
selfish thing. It
feeds on what it does.

(March 2001, November 22004)
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Strophe
[DM]

And more than others
| have leeched on
you. | split my voice and parcel you
some bits, then | reply with questions.
People speak
in fictionsas if they can comprehend
intention and retort,
structure and form, reciprocated
fugues. | am transposed into my
fictions. Il dondt dramati ze
my life, but jerryrig its
pieces as backdrop sets to the
dialogues | pos® these madrigals
thatsolo I perform:
contralto, tenor, baritone. And then
| read it
back, as if | were tapwgacks rewound
and played again. Even for this, |
am gratefud and

give my thanks to you.

(November 252004 Thanksgiving Day
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Epode
[AA]

Sing to me of your
garden sifor | would know

that you are still there

across the transom
of timedbds inviting hands. Stretch

out your limpid song.

Tell me of peaches,
squirrels, squalls and midnight stars.

Let us plot your dates

on the calendar
of the inexpressible,

or mark the @ckface
as if its hands had
di sappeared in breathds measur e,
which is song. Oh sir,
sing to me once more

of your gardenés seasons, for

| must be assured

you are still

there.
(November 2826, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty: The Reply Ode

Strophe
[DM]

You, with your daskspliced voiced
| Ogtill here be assured
I n saying so, where fAhereo
| S, I CANOT hope to
gues$® architecture
THROUGH DISPLACEMENTD location from locution.
You,
whosepoemra 6 s act was
decisivé® not anecdoteYou, who at
Its EVENTS06S OCCURANCE, vyour

place in poetry

leavesone
definitionfor
all time, enters a new one!
At all thresholdsthe past ispresencen
the pesent and because
of

its presence, undergoes TRANSFORMATION. THE
futured presence tao
But coud you KNOW YOUR
future, that decisive
eve, required not even

bormd me ? Letbs face the new year.

(December 12, 2004)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

I met solitude, my | ifebs
most loyal companion,
many an eve of a
PENDING yead loyal
most those last da§slast
DIMLY lidded hours. And what, after all,

are
all those letters of mine

that have spanned your years? Last month, did you, sir,
not reread those to Boris
8 Marina™d less than
name® more

than youtho6s nostalgia?
They are the CLAIMSOLITUDE
makes he world: diarist AND ANSWERER,

canniest seducer

and
deft prey gigolo of Europe, some WILL HAVE

said and, yes, a means
to be in TIME WHEN
time is striderless and

gangly and crabbed. Mock them,
odestrider, at your peril!

(December 12, 2004)

% Pasternak, Yevgeny, Yelena Pasternak and Konstantin M. Azadovsky (éesters Summer

1926: Pasternak, Tsventayeva, RilRgans. Margaret Wettlin and Walter Arndt. San Diago: Harcourt
Brace Jovanovit, 1983.
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Strophe
[DM]

Feeding on what it does, our
solitudeis wrapped, like
sausage meat, within a
SKIN: AN entrails
of nervous nerves, a
TIDE OFvirulent and viral blood, tower
of
bonelocked marrow, lymph, and
cells, and gened.ike pulsing plasma in a
CHRYSALIS, OURSsolitudes
are selicontained and
safe. Holed
up and latched in, we
acknowledge AUGHTER is a
bitterwall, as longing isln body,
and embodied, laughter
preens
his smug embrace and terminatHQUR AS
if the universe
of time OUTSIDE TS
skin did not invit had
never beenThe body

gnaws at dying, its best food.

(4112104, 11/26/04)
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Epode
[DM]

December is here
and the woods stretch out behind

like lean gray pillars

deep into the chill
white light. Only the hornbeams

intermittently

interpose the bronze
parchment clusters of their leaves.

Here in the yard, one

pear tree, like the two
pecans, is twiggy and bare.

The smaller pear tree

IS pure solitudé
leaves still hanging and flicking

the light like small schist

of cranberryhued
micad like embering coals.

No squirrel prowls.

(December 12, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -One: Ode to the Myriad Dead

Strophe
[DM]

Sixty years, my
time-lost friend, the
Battle of the Bulge came to
an end. Yest eghahargd Bel gi umés ki n
the myriad dead. Your Tashkent
radio announced,
surely,ITS SLOW PROGRESS
as my father&didin New Mexico
Stalingrad. How yod hed
must have hung on each crackling
distant word! Fallujah,
Mosul, Baghdad, RamUd?o:
internet posts each gad s
fatalities for me, no crackle, no
STRAINED EAR. OUR NEWSiIs quick,
terse and clear. Our deaths,
precisely numbered, welcomed home
in state, are honored. Insurgent deaths
we do not estimate and the
civilian counts

donot count at al |

(Decanber 19, 2004)

40 [DM] was born August 24, 1942 in the now vanished town of Santa Rita, New Mexico, and lived

in nearby Hurley until he was two and a half years old.
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Antistrophe
[AA]

We are a slaughtering kind,
who unlike Arctic
bears and Caucasian kites, slaughters its
own. Through language we set bounds,
the mar ks of Aweo and
Aithem. 0 Li keWBKIE8ES or s, the A0
ATHEM. o B o wised sachafeweears
anew. How quickly did
Isaial* and | learn! He came to
me a Awe. O Within the year
his fAwedo was procl ai med
Aour o At hem. o But did fiouro Aour o take in n
How could I not have been? And
are you not not At hemo
NO MATTER HOWmuch you wish it weré
Fallujah, Mosul, Baghdad,
Ra m®© ddso?

4 Isaiah Berlin, the Oxford philosopher and diplomat, appears in Odes 16 and 22. In 1%tdEng|

and the Soviet Union were still ostensibly allies. Berlin was part of a delegation to Moscow. When he
visited Leningrad, the city of his boyhood, he went to used bookstores and learned much to his amazement
that [AA] was still alive. Because herstabook had appeared in 1923, people in the west assumed that she
was dead. He went to visit her, and spent an incredible night in her room in conversation. Both have left
accounts of that nighta cathartic meeting of minds that profoundly changedrttedléctual directions of

each. Gyorgy Dalos has written an entire book about their friendship and agrees in part, as does her
protégé Joseph Brodsky, that [AA] was not being merely paranoid when in later years she claimed that
Ber | i nds Vvdf B9#5tprovoked thehAmgi&foavlii et Col d War . Zhadanovds pu
her at the Writers Congress the next year, tharmest of her son who was sent to a gulag in Siberia, and

her eviction from the Union of Soviet Writers and thereby of e#llihood were certainly direct results of

his visit.
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We who live ir§ for!d words suffer the
prison chambers of language
and know wel | how fir mos
the

lock.

(December 19, 2004)
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Strophe
[DM]

The body gnaws
at its best food
and dies plumb straight to stench and
compost. That is thatThe wall unravels
itself, cell by cell, molecules
into molecules
degradeATOMS AGAINST
atoms resist and pull, a monite and
galactic balanced act.
Avoid Ovid if you dare,
changes change everywhere,
sleep deranged or rearranged,
awake, pulsing, rtdo
chaos, just fact. We are born to language,
THOUGH FROM ITS RULEwe die,
and we to it in
debt are paid in consciousness: the
flight of bliss and knell of listlessness. And
its excess is great enough
for memory

to sink and rise.

(March 12, Noember 26 and December 19, 2004)
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Epode
[DM]

A cold wind stalked through
the night like a wraith stripping

the last leaves from all

but the hornbeam trees.
Winter is his other name.

The year approaches

its bottom hour. It
leans a numb hand uptime
brain. W& human ald

festive everywhei@
our feasts abound. In this are

any really fooled?

Whatever might feed
a hop® whatever hope might

find to feed upoé

is months away. This
hardness is more sure. Against
every wind, hornbeams
wear tleir dry leaves
brazenly

until

spring.

(December 19, 2004)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Two: Symphony Ode

Strophe
[DM]

As we wrestle to
gr asp shBrgéfanhheavef pristine fury,
andouryeabs col | apse
in unmitigated sorrow drowns
thecries and crisis of
Irag, how can wearnCONSOLATION?
Because this isw earth and the victims,
our PLANETARY kin,we whq
beyond destructionds rim,
are the
ones who must go forward
within our FLIGHT OF TIME?® beaing
the enormity of knowledge thab
ERAJ NONES before us has borndn quite
this way. Tsunand New
Yea® Tsunamd grim yead Tsunami.
onConsol ation?0 you
ask, appalledd Perhaps, a symphony may

border, shield, relieve.

(January 2, 2005)

42 Following an underwater earthquake near Java, the worst tsunami in modern history struck a vast

region surrounding the Indian Ocean in December 2004.
. [AA] planned but never published a book to dtitled The Flight of Time. Her title echoes a
volume of autobiographical essay s by Osip Mandelstam erfitledNoise of Time
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Antistrophe in the form of a Symphony in Fou Movements*
[DM]

0 Firstiskineticd s r as h
ongoingness. Not velocity
which bedazzles, it
immerses the earides it. 8 Second
I's tideds undertows and
folds maskdas stilness and CALM. FOLLY!IT
t u g s urelertovd feoths up spumes dight.
0 Undulant, GENTLE, the third is
potentiality
It hides
terror. Why it canét | apse
exhausted, OR BURST in climax,
is the rich riddle thathe earolls. d Fourth
i s MEMORY.a\stthenmmessive
recall oflost pass, but
timed s u n e n eightrThivis e w
music, so ear learns
to bear the onslaught of climax Our

new yeards dnsl aught begins

(January 2, 2005)

44

Lying be

hind this i magi ne BourQuangshfa Orghestréid9B e or g e
1997),behind which lies T.S E |

Foup Quartets.
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Strophe
[DM]

Our memories will
sink then rise then sirike nostrils of
a hippopotamus.
Oh, do not wish for all that is sub
mergeddo not desire a
revelation of itsSGIRTH AND DO not
ask that truth be wholeYes, cast and net the
past, itsLURE, ITS SPIKE. The lost thing
found recalls the loss the
moreits
reall seems to garner
in its store.BUT NOTHING here is
bitter, for unlikea premonition
with ITS ANXIOUSgoal,i t s angl erdéds hook, when
memories reviveheir
refuse bits of unearthed past, they urge
0 by sip® a pungent sweet
dry tastinessOblivion is

nothing like we think.

(March 12 and November 26, 2004, Jary 2, 200%
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Epode
[AA]

Appalled? Yes. Asker?
Yes. Consolation. Never.

Consolation is

for children who loose
at games. Winter lightening knocks

upon the chimney

and the fireplace growls.
Consolation is for young

men flattered by games

played by a girl with
shoulder, hem and scandalous

word. He is rent by

indecision. He
seeks death by bullet. Life drains

away in a ward

and a strange city.
Console him? Idid. But|

will not console you.
Do not console me.

Agree at least ithis. Let

chimney flues walil. Let
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ashes settle,
turn white like
dusty

SNOow.

(January 2, 2005



Akhmatova Odes

Number Thirty -T hr e e : The ABut o Ode
Strophe
[DM]
Obliviondés not what we
think

it isd not the ordered INCESSANT chat
of words in pattened
babble with their staining barbs, syntax
patterns of their IMPENDING ARCS,

effaced abruptly, not

in
silence,
but in nothing8
sheeringd abscessésand voids.
The language of the world
veers into senselessness and clutter.
How vast its abuse!
Minimal its cure! Butin
the end, words are
the world,
and
their contract with sense, great.
EACH TIME WE rush the chasm, we
bark back our terror afresh and we
are heard. Grab desireos
WI LL, | T6S ENOUGH still to afford some prais
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for

our pittarce of universe

(July 24, 2004, November 26, 2004, January 16, 2005)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

We rush the chasm, alone,

in
our night when neither storm NOR STARS CLAMOR
at the window. You,
good sir, in your aw unknowable
century, will know DEVASTATION
beyond the strength of words

to

stammer

back even mute
consolatio®d drab and bleak.
| i n my centuryos
infancy, waited over a decade
for fields of wasted
slaughter to flourish across
Europe like rust
or moss.
How
will comprehension look
FOR YOU, GOOD sir?Compliance what?

Within all of your beingnessos
ground of fAno, o6 will the
AYESO RAI SE A FACE Ili ke moon, or tree, or
or

white rose in a black goblet?

(January 16, 2005)
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Strophe
[AA]

Words are the world; for them and

the
silent shawl with which we SOMETIMES CHOOSE TO
shelter them, we walk
by the canal in the slant wind and
smel | Finland inside THE
But for all their abuse,
my
notmet
friend from a time
not-far, we, heir guardians,
must not, despite our
cowed complicities, share their abuse. For
all their vacancies
of incessant chat, we must
take each on our
breath as
if
only words, not even
OXYGEN, sustain us. Terror
is, yes, inexplicable; but in
the momat of great
RESIGNATION, even terror can be
made
wor d. Doné6t | know?

(January 16, 2005)
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Epode
[DM]

But! but! and again
but! Earth has been torn and her

wound sobs out across

waters. All we do
is incommensurate to

her unceasing sob.

And the ravage of
virus has almost undone

the totality

of a continerd
flourishing like grass fires, not

the trenches of rust

or moss. But! but! and
again but! Leaving behind

mankindbdbs worst century
we start the long crawl
through a serpentine tunnel

with not enough clean

water, and an ebb

of good light.

(January 16, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Four: The Cold Ode

Strophe
[DM]

Some praise our pittance of a
universe, and some decline and
|l ook the other way. Some sing the bodyobs
electric
newves and LONGINGS, and some its
coarse collapgeits griefs. Their
certainties are dazzling like the light
SLAPPING
the ripples of an incoming tide,
with sundés rise in the
eyes on the flat horizéna
sureness of dazzle
that | candtwoemudtimi t t o. That |
SEEMING
sure about unsurness, | 6m really
not, for | have noticed
there is no RELIEF to the
being of
being thatdéds at hand. As | begin, at
sixty-two, this day, like floating

planks, | grab it for its use.

(August 8, 2004, November 26, 20040Fuary 13, 2005)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Il n your tongue, fAconsciousnesso and
fic o ns ci e baffliaglyalikeafor e
those persons who learn
it on their own, say reading, first
BYRON. Later Browning. Il 6m sur e
that you, even with
your proficiency, and #irs,
MUST DRILL your students about which each
is. Someone in a
different tongue, whose firm beat of
gorgeous consona®sR a i mdeminédsmight
fall in love with such
confusion. MIGHT THIS person,
in her small room, with coat and gloves, and
lonecandles to read
by, not SAY: TO feel guiltg
complicityd shamé one must perceive
enormity of
consequence
awareness
as acute
as plunging

ice?

(February 13, 2005)
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Strophe
[DM]

What ever conscienceodos cl ai m,
its balance beam teeters like packed
February ice on branches, threatens
to plunge its
glacial LUMPS ON power lines,
sinks houses into hushed
retribution and nights of cold dark,
AND BROODS
over the hours like an owl. Of this
| am certain. Yet
certainty makes liars of our conscientesld like
locked bars. And atsixty wo, yout hos drift
WOOD OF
compromises shows in the distance
like tsunami after
washes. TODAY THE planks that
| grab turn
out to be brittle branches. People say
you were Athe conscience of your

| could notendure that curse.

(February 13, 2005)
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Epode
[DM]

Ice crystals in the
mist blister the air and herd

the tawny light up

between the stiff trees
like some dingy substance made

of fur, alien

and loaded down with
despair. The skyline lies just

above the treeline

and muffles the small
sunlight in its steely claw.

As | gaze out the

window desperately
| want to wake from a dream

and then turn back to

a different slumbey
breathier and more open.

Or at least forget.

(February 13, 2005)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Five: Ode to Heroes

My Al cannoto is some kind of natur
Al cannoto ¢ hhonét swanéedtobhan Al
mastered fl dondt want toodi,t06saltl hd he
final result. My Al cannoto i s | easH
it is my main strength. It is something inside me which in spite of all my
wanting (my coercion of myself!) still does not want . . .
The roots of @ritharcomen caro fatliom g.o. ldme e p
speaking of the primordial A | cannot ,
cannoto for whose sake you | et your s e
cannot . 0O
| declare itbés @Al cannot ,ogs'!not Al dc
0 MarinaTsvetaevaMoscowDiary entry
1919(trans. Szporluk)
Strophe
[DM]
For its use, like floating planks |
gr ab ofedch dad without plurad
compliantlyas void of carping
complaints as | camgn it |
float UNEASILY,
kicking like a stultborn heroic mutt,
with my lame and cramping leg to
keep the plank uprightAnd
to each day | say fAgood dayo for
eventuality wagers
better than death. Oceans
are oblivior® capeand shroud
of earth and time and memaand voicé
® Based on recently avail ab publisheedncleOmekudravg, IrmMaudr ovads

The Death of a Poet: The Last Days of Marina Tsvetaevaans. Mary Ann Szporluk. Woodstock,
N.Y.: Overlook Duckworth, 2004.
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AND ALL desired all
our prickingregrets. | justvake
and work, neither signor gift. Faced with
oblivion, dailydoses
of futility are OK.

(November 26, 2004, February 26, 2005)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

Your fAcoercieachdo of yourself
dayisdoggédd no her ods wor k.
Is it from me you learned it? In the
end, @olescent loveloes count
after all BECAUSE
surely it is oummost tirelesshoice to
submt , becau$@dhatypubs first.
each da§ without plurab
i ¢ aiginot, as Maringhowed,
oppositeofil cannot . 0O But
fewknowt he Al cannot o
of their souls!Had shé yetd in that
onslaughof pureastonishmerd for me,
aBEGINNING as
my body failed learned hes? Was my
sternesfil cannot o that counted for
somethingintheend, he fAnoo |

said to a last trip téaris?

(February 26, 2005)
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Strophe

[AA]
How you do carry
on, you two.d AAstonishmento
you knew to say that of #Ahero? But of
course, sir, in your house
among clouds and cliffs, you could
NOT KNOW about the morning she woke
to in Elaguba. And with you,
sir, those dechdesod6 wait for books,
truths, facts, to learn what
a poetbds M®@lIwokeannot o i s.
to days void even of a
bl oomés shred, but not once,

to a day like hers.
But from all my mornings, |
know this: hend®rth poems will be WITH
OUT heroes. Even
adolescent onés and sir,
of tireless submission, you are right.
Oh, Blok, mine! But you
sir, | too admire your

fcoercion. O

(February 26, 2005)

4 An accurate account of Tsvetaevads suicide on 31
to it was not possible until the declassification of KGB records after the collapse of the Soviet Union. See
The Death of a Poet: The Last Days of Marina Taweaby Irma Kudrova
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Epode
[DM]

Yesterday the bagged
tiredness bobbled yrhead

down on my chest as

| napped in the chair.
Like a sunflower it arched
my neck down. Stiff with

cramp | lifted it,
half-waking, to nestle back
on the chairaos

Again it fell forward.
And again.d | woke this day
into day and walked

into steel cold dawn
to rummage out the Sunday
paper from the shrubs

where it had been flung
and turned back. Caught in porch light,

there, the purple eye

of the first crocus

recline.



with its furious yellow

pupil, had opened.

So day, good morning!

(February 26, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Six: The Homeless Ode

Strophe
[AA]

Although
in her SORCERIES AND
borrowed masks, the future was ever
my pending guest, | was
guest more impudent than she.
| arrived at
doorswith plangent knock. Waif to
marriage. Intrudédr s o meone el seds
futured with crumblike trails of cameras,
scribblers
AND PHONED REPORTS. The
sudden blow that falls of
news OF DEATHS BYGONE.
Widow
to my unwarranted expectancies.
That 6s elessantean$, fomsolitude
is quite something else. | camped
in corners of
ot hersé apartments and from
Moscow to Leningrad
rode the trains with bag in hand. Even
MY GRAVE LIES in earth thatods

borrowed.

(March 2322, 2005)
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Antistrophe
[RMR]

Whenwas
| not THE WANDERERS
hotels and borrowed rooms? My only
home a loan from which |
parted and then departed.
The futur® yours
0 mined consists in this: that out
across our solitude, the ball of
the past arcs. We watch it gather its lone
promise
LIKE SCENT ON A wind;
then wait. You carry it
0 this SOLITUDB LIKE
a used
bag in your hand from station to station,
and sometimes your passport bears the name
of an unknown land, and the
border does not
let you cros$! Your homeland is
a waif that ars across
your solitude, once again, from a
WIDOWED PAST, abrupt, like
a ball.
(March 2322, 2005)

4 After the First World War and the Treaty of Versailles, [RMR] was assigned citizenship in the

new state of Czechoslovakia; before the war he had held an Adistrigarian passport.
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Strophe

[DM]
Doses
of FUTILITY ARE
ok, they seep into our wordso6é soft

crevices reminding
that banality never
lies and lies are
banal but by disguiseTake
up futilityd a worthy task.
Hold it close upon the breast, and carry
it out
INTO THE WINDS of
night like a wellsheltered
and UNDOUSABLE
torchd a
pet. Futility and action will be
wed in irony hoarding squirrels;
ask only from their marriage
that, when surprise
comes ramping up, you let it
in, ever the greetér
and ever the faithful guest. Ask not
FIDELITY to rave

and stay.

(November 27, 2004, March 212, 2005)
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Epode
[DM]

Here is a house set
in a yard. Woods out behind,

woods acros the road.

Two people live here,
now for the twentythird year,

bordering on each

ot herds solitude,
attempting to shelter one

another as the
distant rumble of
crumbling bodies, crumbling minds,
approaches. Neither
wills to be longest
liver. Each carries his own

unspeakable fear.

(March 2322, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Seven: The Crowning Ode

Strophe
[DM]

Ask not
FIDELITY to rave and stay. Rhymes,
just as silence slams, return and
close. Desire that is in language
sinks and swirls. Our rage TURNS
BACK OUR GAZE, at awe it blinks. Drawn again
to insistent nameless stars,
some wake elated,
we awake to scars. This dawn rose up
for its sole sake,
and ours. Feeding
on what it does,
solitude gnaws on its body, its
own best food, and dies.
Unwatched memories rise then
sink then rise; oblivionbés EXACTLY
WHAT we think. While some praise
our pittance of universe, |,
like a floating plank, grab for its
use, each day, whose FUTILITY is
ok.

(March 2001, July 24,@04, March 22, 2005)
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Antistrophe
[AA]

Well then
POET TO POET, let us sum it
up, Sir, you in your Swiss cornetr,
me in my Komarovo bo¥®
he has done it. And HE
TOOK, WITH THEIR ineptnesses of rhyme, but
four years, parenthesis in
parenthesis in
parenthesis, hands cupped inside cupped
hands, cupped, and all
those small echoes
of receding
unsung rhymes, his crown of sonnets is
circled back around.
Like me, he has concocted
a hidden writing. Like me, HE WILL SAY
I N Pil ateds words fAWhat I
have writte® I have written. o It
will, even so, lie buried. Trust
me. In futilityd H E99FOUND HIS
grand theme.

(March 22, 2005)

8 During her |l ater yeahlhaw, oun[deA] tvwes AKrharutsehd ha v s ma

Leningrad, which she nicknamed Abudkao (sentry box).
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Strophe
[RMR]

Lady
OF THE CHEST with the secret drawer, your
hidden writing holds no interest.
Unlike us, he has nadeft trails
of fragments, scraps and CRUMBS,
FOR READERS madly to carp about. At
least each prirbut he makes, stays
clean, not unlike my
elegies copied to place in a
princessodés hands.
Lady,y o u righte
the flip side of
futility is oblivion
0 forgotd lostd buried. Who
among us has not looked at the sky and
said Ayeso? But FUTILITY
can flip its side, its
name: accomplishment. Forgot or
not, this too counts. And how often
can any of us CLAIM I'® BOX OR

corner?

(March 22, 2005)
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Epode
[DM]

At two desks back to
back across a small room, two

solitudes work through

hidden drawers of their
secret chests. This, their shelter.

This, their bordering.

Their house has become
a journey from station to

station; each presents

his passpdras if
he were an émigré out

of an unborn land.

Each in his way has
taken on the mantle of
futility, but

time to time, under
the flash of an open sky,

he will tell of his
accomplishment, like

a hawk just before it swoops

from the corner of
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the eye, into the
bottomless oblivion

of sunblind and blue.

(March 22, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Eight: Prague in March

Editor Strophe
[His Editor and DM]

My editor...<... hadlone.. >...said ..
<...would say> ... now
that youdbve hid a cfAbwn of sprung sonnets
LEAST
SOMEONE noticed.
.. . Inside the odes, what for? And
how can you haveuch silly dialogues
with thedead, in languages youheyd d o n 6 t
really know?
Who 6 s
goingto...<..no
one does anyway MUST YOU BE

rude? Out
IN PUBLIC? ..> .. .or even want to
readany of
this?
0 Thisis all

about vitpattempts te lbed
big, attemptdo cross over the bridge to
greatness1see..<...di al®guedod
arewith MYSELF,
SEE,
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And the voices are,. > . .. right through . . . <. all of them,
but players. . >
.. .the whole charade! <. and so are you . >.
(March 30and April 1, 2005)
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War Antistrophe
[DM to AA]

The undertows ofathquakes and
war runble

beneath constamews of a dyingpope.

MY
PEOPLE take them
in strided routinesound bites while
thelocal rapes and murdeengage their
local rage. Bdy count isa list at
the back of
the
paper. But how
did youlearn tothink YOURWAY OUT
of your
GOVERNMENT®S bludgeoning control
of opinion?
How
do | think

my way out of the sleek noose of mind?8 A
mother whose son is in Kabaihd an
officer returning to
BaghdadSIT NEAR
ME
onthephne and tal k 6of Aour oo successes
then recall
the ArmyNavy football game.

(March 31 and April 1, 2005)
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Green Strophe
[DM]

Greening tiptoes through the leafless
vistasof
deep woods. Ballerina toes trembling in
THE
MORNING light with
jingles of devd each day a
gauzescrimgreenesslipsbetweerthe blankess.
Soon the buahubs will blink intosmall leaves
and limehues
will
ring bright bells up
the brackish gray limbs AND AFTER
that,the
DOGWOOD AND redbud petalsill
drift downinto
dank
fetid leaves
andthe full corps de balletwill immerse
the space in greens and spay for six months.
But at dawd back on ground from
a RETURN FLIGHD
THE
few shafts of gauzy light prick wittiny
greening toe
tips, as depththat is woodsrecedes.

(March 31 and April 12005)
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Epode
Prague in March®
[RMR]

March washes dry leaves
along the bridge curBsflocks of
little birds gusting

against a big wind.
The wind swoops down like hawks to

foll ow the riveros

brackishelbows. It
laps the castle walls and the
shutteed shop windows

and children huddle
outside closed school yards.
Wind holds a cold claw.

One must live with false
beginnings that come knocking
and knocking again,

for when the solemn
vocation arrives at

doorstep, without them,

one wouldnot know how

49
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to let the door swing open.

Oneds terror would not

know how to grow vast.

(April 1, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Thirty -Nine: Khersones In April

War Strophe
[DM]

Helicopters go
down. Bodies smolder in a
gnarl OF JUNK. A pope
lies in death. Pilgrims overwhelm
a city in their grief. On the night
before troops crossed to Iraq
0 a war without provocatiah based on
FALSE CLAIMSA he phoned the
president, he i mplored: donét invade.
He lies amid chants that enumerate
the names ote saints. One quarter of
earthdés people WATCH FROM
TVs. Over a million people file
past. The president whom he
phoned, kneels. A car bomb in Baghdad leaves
bodies to smolder. Nightly the
war FILES PAST on our
news with no provocation,

terror an terror.

(April 9, 2005)
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Green Antistrophe
[DM]

Mica specks of light
rain whisper along thieared
arm hairsAND GLAZE the
gatheringgreen at the tops of
trees with lustrous gauzés fifing birds
bubble fromfeatherleafedshrubs
and the ock-rills sing, green emanatesl
side® EDGEWISE nether
0 aloftd aloofd and weltdeep from the
woods 6 dnaltakdsHadowgdrots.This scent
scintellent air and light that spring is,
has been CALLING out
of the shadows as if winter had slept
it into molebarrows. Now,
finely sifted rain and sun slats come
down like aureoles, while the trees
quite SIMPLY go on
singing their refrain upon

refrain: green green green.
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Dialogue Strophe
[DM to RMR]

Sheltering action
that is agel®d stuck in a
terribleRESOLVED
thear ethiad sternesh simplesd most
demanding . . Shelted who among us
does it? Are we not then, all
closed in solitary rooms with the wind
IMPLORING to throw
wide the windows, faces spread to the
squall with teas flowing? At night we read (self
echoes, echoing) back words we write
with ruthless RESOLVE,
so they might go out into the world. When
the invitation arrived
rain in spring@ moon on wateé¥ who of
us knows how® shelter? But the one
whoos SHBLWhHERED
we speak so little of that?

Why do our words choke?
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Epode
Khersones in April®°
[AA]

The methodical
head, legs slicing, arms in streke

pulls of water, and

the lungso6é tireless reach
to clutch the passing of &ir

meanwhile s unés hand on

skin grows heawy its
promise of south and sumnder

still young enough to

bear. And shelter of
water, oh, as if to be

time itself, as if

altogether it
forgot how to count. And now

we see solitud®

as just that! Plus its
tireless wrength, its ruthless

resolve. Above, gulls

0 After [AA]6s family settled i nytoblssamnselsinetheSel o out
Crimean coastal resorts including Khersones (or Kersone) a port town near the mouth of the Dnieper in

modern Ukraine. [AA] was an accomplished swimmer as a girl, often swimming far out from the coast
into the Black Sea.
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sweep like drifting kites
on currents of air. April.

Girl. Water. Promise.

(April 9, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Forty: Worpswede In April

Green Strophe
[DM]

Who knew
the mix of rain, sun and
wind, last summer ripened us for
wisteriadd BNVASION DEEP into
woods higher than anything we have
known? It hid inside
wi nt er 6reenmefewdays, G
turns inside out
into unabashéd sworls
of lavended that
most MAUDLIN color, most TAWDRY, udesé
sudden usurper.
Eyes, springeager with quickness, pick
trailsthrough the
upper reaches of erupting
green, sudden swas of
lavender cascade. And low, among
grubby ROOT GNARLS, FALLEN logs, brambles, leaf
rotd silk-tissueclustersof grape
Is this howspring become

harvest?

(April 16 2005)
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Dialogue Antistrophe
[DM to AA]

| want
to be candid. To set
my words down like a slice of dark
bread on a white SAUCER ALONGSIDE a
wedge of cheese. Woulghresume too much,
to say,if you joined
at supperyour poemafor
me, truly holds
largeness beyorahy| know
of its time? But of
course were YOU HEREpntralto AND SHAWLED, would
| dare utter one
word? | fear you as much as |
love you,lady,
and before you | am cowed. To
be candid, you would
not choose me for friend. Few do. | sit
inside ASOLITUDE ofwordscresting
my voiceand thank you thatou sat
inside the solitude

of yours.

(April 16 2005)
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Editor Strophe
[DM and hisEditor]

< éand |
am my firstdeedsrd. .>
How droll! Only reader! <. . sothey
hadbetterpleaseME OR THE CHARADE is
up'> It does seemyou wasé too much time
on them.<And have |
stopped beating my spo®se Point taken.
<Timewears its gun
loaded What is it? What spels it?>
Its light-year strides sculpt
out LIVES WITH minutehands and SECONihumbs.
<Are yousaying that . .>
... me? | sajustwhat you say |
say ... <..that youin
the articulation of your
practicality
and aplomb,think | am washg too
much OF MY LIFE ON THEM® Thatds one way to
put it. Another isdo you
have nothing better to
do? No...>

(March 31, April 16 2005)
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Epode
Worpswede in April®*

[RMR]

Smallhillocks dry out
in the sunbogs recedepaths

open for wallkngd

a rushof color
climbsoutfrom earth:edelweiss,

lungwort,crocus bog

mint. Like clouds swooping
down from the arch of sky to

finger the earthbirds

return, roostingnd
twittering and nesting and

cawing. Butsudden

angelic trumpets
of thunderheaslswoop from the
North Seaucketing

us with asalty
cold deluge for days. Dawns wake

into mist and the

1 From 19001902, [RMR] spent much of his time in the colony of painters and sculptors who lived

in the village of Worpswede in the moors near Bremen near the North Sea. He “Fas|R%vas

simultaneously an idyllic and difficult time form him, for he found the fmifPaula ModerseBecker and

her friend the sculpture Clara Westhoff to be engaging and attractive. He had a brief marriage with Clara

that produced one child, but within a year of Ruthos
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numb sun. Time turnsn
infinitude like a path

veering. We are small.

(April 16 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-One: Tsarskoe Selo in May

Dialogue Strophe
[DM to RMR]

Pats of life
and infinitude never
BISECT0 FROMONE,
the other
cannot veer. We have grthorderings
to look to, and when we have lived long
our solitudeandwhen we bringts voice
to the sun, wenay
LEARN TO TAKE ON US OUR
sheltering its care. How would
a wanderer, such, sir,
as you, who sends letter
upon letter out across
EUROPE, KNOW?d MY SPOUSEHAS
been | am starting
to learn,sheltering mehese scorgears. What
of infinitude could ayone
know to compare?Even you, sid for whom
future was
EVER A CARE?
And for whom strangers arrivéd

and did care?

(April 16 and May 8, 2006
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Editor Antistrophe
[His Editor and DM]

Whether you
accept a hierarchy
OF POETSOR
not, the mere
reades andattention some poets get
by peoplewvho write and thinkand talk
about poets and even their poems,
arendt you a wee bit
PRESUMPTUOUS TOAKE
on voicesas big as those
two? <Annaand Raine?>
YES. <CAN YOU RECOMMEND
a better pair® Why me?<Ar en ot
you the one making the
fus> But,that 6s the part
of your odes that makes me . Urtomfortable?
... somewhat . . .Gnly somewhat? . . . well then, yes,
downright, quite . . . §ncomfortable® Yes. . WVell, good!>
| mean,where
WILL THE RISK LAND
you? <Being ignored> My point

... exactly!

(March 31, Aprill6 and May 8, 2005)
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War Strophe
[DM]

Again fAour o
helicoptershavegonedown.
BODIES SMOLDER
in a gnarl
of junk. This is what war is. Senselessness.
The madly begging question snarls for
a reason that can untie it and make
it make sense. Ah,
BUT THE INTRACTABLE OOZE
and marl that plasters over
my peopleds consciousness
IS an unabshéd
forgetfulnesd as if blessed
BY SOME GRAND DESTINYS

that the smolder of

Aour 0 headlined deaths is a pittance to the
smol der of those we wondt count wup, to
count them simply as fAthem. 0 My peopl e! Wha
violence

WE DO OURSELVES!
What redemptio for us might

we yet find?

(May, 8 2005)
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Epode
Tsarskoe Selo In May?

[AA]

The western Baltic
wind rides with thdarger sun.

The oaksare bragging

in their new leaves while
pines backdrop themselves like a

chorus ofdancers

whosink into the
blueshadowsasthe prima

ballerina swirls

incessantly on
one toe. Birds birds birds applaud

applaud applaud. And

then, suddenlyyou
notice,the fountains have been

turned on in the parks.
Water and lightare
whispeing their tireless

duet. You cup it

in yourpalmd the light,

2 The major portionof AA] 6s chil dhood was
village was the summer home of the court, replete with palaces and parks. It is also the town associated

with Pushkin. Under the Soviets, it was renamed Pushkin. Both podésataaut its charm.
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the wate® and spill youdap

with it, palm after
palm,until through the
coarsdabric, chill tongues youthigh,

Baltic tongues you hair

(May, 8 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-Two: Paris in May

Editor Strophe
[His Editor and DM]

... kesides they. . <The odes? . .. What else
pray? ... &ranted . .> .. .are rot like your libretto,
OR SAY, SOMEscreenplay . . . Well?>
... forin those, one seeks
to fit fiction with history,
SO
viewers . .. <at

least the imagined ones . . granted . . .

at least suspend disbelief

<...O0r sowe assume>. . .. which means simply

THAT WE
level, as best we can, the field

OF PLAY.
Granted. At least we assume we all
have the demrum of a
mutual set of rules. At best,

decency
too?>

Granted.< ... but maybe notd Maybe
their discomfort is
never quite ABATED,
but they watch along.>.. . . or hum along. . . <Cute.>

... anyway. . . <. . some way. Grarted.

(March 31, April 22 2005)
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War Antistrophe
[AA]

At times | asked, yes, at times, never:
Was | prophetess? Was the
future spelled out to
be read? At times, | took the side of
destiny, at tims, of will
and choice.d0 Now, your now
o0 my futured sees your land cast power,
in the name of history,
like dice, to close in
upon its errors like a mangy
mutt in an old lane guarding
a stolen old bone.
In the face of such fierce Iraqi
insurgency, how could you
not slide into mightOos
right? Oh Lem, how glorious! Oh
Stalin, how stal wart! | 6ve seen
too much! but windows
never stay shut. Curtains long ago

were used to patch clothes.

( April 22 2004)
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Green Strophe
[DM]

The fury of color has
passed. Petals drove underfoot by lashes
FROM COLD RAIN, trampled by
t | miEdipsint, scurries
of wind. Green conquers hatff the

eyeos
world with a
monochromes \elocity
implodes Entropy creeps from
burrows. See, the old rendition chants
AGAIN
the old story. And marvel of
MARVEL(L)S,
greenbés tyranny thinks its small green th
in a vast green worldBut the
other half, some dayhplds rages
of blue so
vast

that the booted vistanboots
its dancing foot and
soars beyondNY LORE OF
a Nijinskyleap, swarilight, or lark

divetoskp s bott oml essness

(April 23, April 22 2004)
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53

Epode
Paris In May**
[RMR]

Gray rain falls in sheets
like slabs of slate onto black

umbrellas tipped to

brace against the wind.

The sheen on them glistens like

ravenso wings.

heads are bent like tucked
heads of birds. Ash gray faces,

from which expression

has been wiped away,
as an academician

might wipe the slateboard
of chalk at the end
of a ponderous lecture,

stare down. They look to

cobbles and puddles

which glisten like old scratchedp

mirrors from which the

silver backing has

Beneat h,

From August 1902 to 1912, except for travels, [RMR] lived in or near Pati® Notebooks of

Malte Laurids Briggehis only novel, and the stunning two volumedNefiv Poemsvere written during this

period.
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become flaked. The faces in

the puddles stare from

tucked heads and their eyes
are holes. Day after day in

May, crowds in rain flow
corteges across
bridges. None seens have a
destination to
which it intends to
arrive. My umbrell ads sheen

braces to the wind.

(April 22 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-Three: Paris in June

War Strophe
[DM and AA]

Youdre right: when we come back to hal
forgotplaces, notla
is changed. Across from
theold Judson ChurcH,
THE PARKOGS THE SAME. FORTY years ago, on
a frienddébs roomdés fl oor,
| slep® born the same day, dated the
same girl. Irthat war, he
worked with drugharrowed hippiegas
aC. 0> & This
war, the @or-board readsyhite letters on black:
24,7
35 Iraqi civilians,
1,635 U.S.
soldiers. Dead.Of f i c i aivesoutwo n 6 t
the first figure.
This does not count THEIR SOLDIERS; INSURGENTS;
other countriespur
civilians; the maimed.
The par ktbh@ambusy w
Such oblivion you too watched. (June 68, 2005)

4 The Judson Chulcon the south side of Washington Square Park in New York City has been a

center of politically committed liberation theology and liberal activism for many years.

® During periods of military conscription and the draft in the United States, people vetigsaus
convictions did not allow them to kil as soldiers ¢
perform some alternative service. During the4hi®@ 6 0s [ DM] 6s col l ege friend Reat
Judson Church.

Akhmatova Odes- 209



Green Strophe
[DM]

From a volition not our own,
greenhasbecomedogma
andorthodoxy.
Justweeks ago, the
HERESIES AZALEA, redbud, dogwood,
wisteria,
cheeryblossom and daffoth decked
out to win eacleye. To
green we were slow proselyéeslow
novitiate®
slowconverts.| n ti me, habituationos
patience made us
numb. Now we thinkonly green, with
no dispute, convicted
to convictions of a greefaith. On
some roadghet r e e s 0
green canopy SILENCES DISSENT AND
argues dowithe sky.
Sothisis how time
tyrannizes, and wins.
This is howabjection begins.
(April 23 and June -B, 2004)
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Dialogue Antistrophe
[DM to AA]

| have one bone to pick with you,
woman.When yal snuck an
edtor into
your poemawhy
DID YOU NOT LET HIM ANSWER? You set him
up with phone un
listed thenknocked him down, simply to
slip through your ellipses.
| dono edtasars put e
game, at least for
those of us who are without therihey come
between us and
our readers. Now, that, woman, is
anotheb one, yduowodd
keepall those readersecure? whefor
twenty-five years
no onepublished YOU ATALL? BOY, THAT FEEDS
my abjectioh & Sr,
such atirade! |
will not answer. Silence

alsowatches oblivion

(May 8and June -B, 2005)
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Epode
Paris in June™®

[AA]

| stand on the bridge
late into night. | look down

into the water.

AMy Disstgemro | ays
her face on the ripples like

a cup turned on its
side. The wholeky is
dark. One knows clouds are drifting

in from the sea. They

are as dark as the

sky. One canb6t see them.

ripples are black and

glint shadowless with
black sheen. For awhile | thought

the rivermoon might

be drifting out to
se®d her sky-moon double can

do what she pleasgés

6 [AA] lived briefly in Paris in 1908.
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|l dondt care. I am
wrong for she has chosen to

lie there white on black

between my bridge and
the next one north until she

sinks into the folds
of in-coming clouds.

| am the faithful one. |

will watch with her till
she is taken. Oh,
the Paris black nights! Oh, the

Petersburg white ones!

(June 8, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-Four: Duino in July

Green Strophe
[DM]

Hurricane bands, like
swirls of nebulae, pass through
holdingi n t he airdés breath
like an anxious child. Glades of
light shimmer between DARK TREES. EVERYWHERE
else green swathes darkly take control, for
they are the advancing guard,
the stealth of the
hurricaneods
spiesthe outposts We have been throughis before. We
prepare. Some yeaminds flog us, rains swell the creeks, high
wire lines snap.
Some years only
a day of hard rain. Some years
the avenging angel passes us
BY. MY POOR COUNTRY, anxious like a child,
with your war flogging on and
its resistance flogging
back, an avenging angel

best not pass us by.

(July 910, 2004)
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Dialogue Antistrophe
[DM and AA]

Reading poemfor a
contest, discerntwo to
you. Ayout hful touristods
account. In Petersburg she
toured Fountain Housdt IS YOUR MUSEUM
now. In her poemsshebattened you up
with tender girlish praise, |
have to warn you.
But | did
admirethe bit about the ashtrawhereyod d bur ned
manuscripts whefriends memorized theni.Burned?many
timed But how
fewfriendd o Thank you
for sweejing through my odes |
d o nMant you as friendl might listen with
YOU TO VIVALDI and pick out thebits
of his spice and spited Not the
numker. Memory is
whatcounts!ldo Fr i ends ? I candt even

memorize my own.

(May 30, July 910, 2005)
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Editor Strophe
[DM and his Editor]

<Si mply for debateos
sake let me propose something
quite bland. . .> |l 6m | i stening
<...notatrump: ... still listening . . .
<At the opera, WE NEITHER SUSPEND
disbelief. . > Could one?< .. .nor discomfort>
... listening still . . goon .. .<The
whole shebangs
awanton
mixture of incommensurabilities. A
chorus accompanies onebds dire privacies as
if tiers of
singers wWereno6t there
or one sthroagrawtm ne 6
gruff old Wotan. . .or Stalin. . .> | have
NEVER HEARDTHAT ONE. <THOUGHT so.Justwitness
tomyownera> Ar en6t you
a bit young for Stalin?
<Not represent> Witness! |

heard you.<Trumped!>. . . thought so . . .

(March 31, 2005)
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Epode
Duino in July
[RMR]

Look down on the sea
with me. The stillness and heat

lie in the air like

old heavy blankets.
Only the gulls cut through it.
White knives cuttinghrough

curdledthick milk. Look
down on the Adriatic

with me, watch with me,

wait with me. | have
only memory and this

slow expectancy.

The southern sinwho
can embrace it? Even now

is not lcarus

hurtling ambition
at it? The hunchedver cliff

pines claw into rocks
with their roots. Nothing
stirs their dry needles. One longs

in July for wind, and for
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night stormlashesas
a child longs for Christmas, a
blossom for a bee,

a lover for the
bel ovedds reply. Look down

on the sea with me.

(July 10, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Forty-Five: Petrograd in July

Dialogue Strophe
[AA to DM]

| see that
you were in Cambridge,
away fortwo weeksandfound
a tape of Boris
Leonidovich’d hisvoice like a
train gaining speed. And
| picture the balk oyour
surprise. Did théook
tremble as
you held it, as you
listened througlearphones®d voice like
Cossak dancer heels.
| picture clouds of perplexity
gather on your brod
then dissipate. Muscovités
they can lif the end
of words so
that consonants will
falter to vowels and fallFive
decade®ldd that tape
frommemory s & wocelikea rush
of water trembling

on rocks in a brook, each word

57 1 Ofnfls j e dzOS , 1 Bl | o Msrida] HfsRtdus[Pastdrm@lg Boris Leonidovich.
Poetry. TWIC LYREC, 1997.]
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glittering without
flaws. Poets
from
Petersburg
domn o

read that way.

(July 12,July 231005)



Editor Antistrophe
[DM and his Editor]

<As Bill
Holm® with his Icelandic chorus and fish
village birthday,
claims .. > Another bid on the table2 .. . no,
more like a crest. .> Game over?
<...we ®&del. > ... allears..<.. . ré rhoatfully we 6
human...> Thatis
a big claim <...whenpeoplemake
music for those who liké. . > Those who
are performing or those
being performed
to? 4 6d have to say the
sharing. The event.Thatfigures <But...>
Thoughtso ..<...it mustbe performed. ..
face to face, and . >.
| can just gueswhere this is going.
<Where? It must be enjoyed, not
just presented, not just attended.Right.>
T h aall there is?
<Yes sir. Not enough? Am I still in the

game? Yes!

(March 31, 2005)

%8 Bill Holm is an American poet of Icelandic descent who teaches in South Dakota and lives part of

each year in Idand. The reference is to a passage in an essay of his that was read at a reception in
Charlotte, NC in March 2005 by his cousin.
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War Strophe
[DM]

What is
that black thing by the log on the path? In
some worl ddéds cente
ités not a what. I n some center, I
Its calloused snout ruts in the
soft pulp of the log andnufflesup
fat yelow grubs. In
dank leaf drifts, its claws clutch
at a snail lifting it up to its
spiny teeth which crush it
and sort muscle
from shell. In swatches of
sunlight, micalike bits gleam, as it
bobs and dips along. In some
worl dés center, no
one set himself, mesmerized in a
frenzy of devotion, to
explode in a madgwhed¢ 6s mi dday cr owd
flesh shards steam the
pavement in swatches of sun. In my world,

some do.

r,

am.

(June 26. July 23, 2005)
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Epode
Petrograd in July®®
[AA]

Windows sit looking
into streets and the shuffling
feet. Like small birds

and even great gulls
people migrate in and out
of the cityand

its weathers Seasos
and destinations find no
fit. Petroushka with

a wrymotionless
face has been dropgpéothe curb
to lie day after

day. H has nowhere
to go, no one to go with.
Dogs sniff himand move

on. One chews at his
face and drops him in the dust.
Wheelbarrows of

9 From 19141924 St. Petersburg/Leningrad was named Petrograd for patriotic reasons, replacing

the German name with a Rumsione. During WWI, as well as the period following the Bolshevik
Revolution, the city suffered cholera, food shortage and lack of heating wood and coal in the winter. [AA]
was hospitalized more than once.
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cabbagesrundle
past withblack hal@sof flies.
The aroma of

soil and the musky
smellof rotting cabbages

sit in the window

long after they have
passed down t he
that the flight of time

wears after its face

has been chewed awiayhe smell

of war 6s accidents.

street .

|l t 6s

(July 23, 2005)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Forty-Six: Munich in August

Editor Strophe
[His Editor and DM]

| agree then, theards ... "o | #»0 s
...NO, YOURS .. .&ranted> ... are on the table. Give
me your besshot... ¥ hat 6s what this
is all about. . .each ode . .the
whole t. . .best shts. . .> ... for now, granted, sath
that claim in mindgive us
Thirteen wayf Looking
AT ENJOYMENT. <NOW t huter Blg cC
dead seriousxMay | ask

why? This entire
selfindulgent enterprise
is swamped in MELANCHOLIA.
| wantto see if you
candoit.<l 61 1 take that
as compliment On your mark, ready, set,
go! <Joyds red | eaf of autumn
flutters dowra slow draft to
the dry grassh a p p i re& BIESGON
the shelf besidbeached sHés> And . . .

(March 31, 2005)
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War Antistrophe
[DM to AA]

From sky, ncendiary
TERROR fell,a cityblasted. Sixty
years ago.After your siege
and Tashkent refuge, tmews
throughyour radi® s c raustkhaveeen
a long held breath sucked in,
at lastlet go so the
LUNGS COUW.D FIND THE flutteryair
of joy and itsuprush of
primal longing
and recoil that arise with
anew start. IF HERE WAS REGRET,
it wastheregretof
veering or departure,
not the regret chbandonmentWe
have | ived under
cloud nav sixty years and we
still ask, whose promise of joy makes LIVES OF

our fellows discardable.
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Green Srophe
[DM]

At night after cloudburst, rain,
HAIL, THE coy green crawls into shadow. Her
brothers, gray and black, ripple
leavesin the residue of
breeze. Itis frog hour in August. Ah! Green
has done its chrysalis
dance, emerged on wings of
RUST6S RICHOCET AND reedy call s.
The tree frogs. The cicadas.
The slippery
crickets. Sit out on the dark
step. Let eyes CRAWL INHE SHADOWS
of hazy abstraction.
Froghou and the racketds
grind fills your omsifain with terrords breath
a flood were inundating
you, washing you out into
the starless echoless abyss OF SKY

beyond any reach of joy.

(August 5, 2005)
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Epode
Munich in August®®

[RMR]

Windows sit looking
into streets and the shuffling

feet. Like small birds

and even great storks,
people migrate in and out

of the city and

its weathers. Seasons
and destinations find no
fit. A doll with a

tender motnless
face has been dropped to the curb

to lie day after

day. She has nowhere
to go, no one to go with.

Dogs sniff her and move

on. One chews at her
face and drops her in the dust.

Wheelbarrows of

&0 At the beginning of WWI [RMR] was in Munictvhere he found himself stranded for most of the

war, at the end of which he was issued a passport from the new country of Czechoslovakia. Not wanting to
return to Prague and unable to stay permanently in Germany, he was eventually able to securgiresidenc
Switzerland with the help of friends. He lived there until he died.
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potatoes trundle
past with black haloed dlies.
The aroma of

soil and the stabbing
smell of rotting potatoes

sit in the window
long after they have
passed down the street. Il t6s the
that abandonment
wears after its face
has been chewed awayhe smell

of war o6s sensel essness.

(July 23, 2005)

Akhmatova Odes- 229



Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-Seven: Tashkent in August

War Strophe
[DM]

A mother whose son died in
Iraq comes to Texas,
stakes her tent by the
gateofthePr esi dent 6s r anch. She desires
a word from him saying
why.But for
herhead s need what might he reply? Was there
ever war for which a mother was made
glad her son diedPride
perhaps,
vengeanc@erhaps.
Maybe even
thatjusticehas
been brought
to the land. But of
gladnessno woman has known it. And no
reply he gies will answer any heart.
How can we
promulgate pride in the
scourge we have unloosed on a good people?
How can wé in our
morass of sophistriés

believe justice might come home?

(August 14, 2005)
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Green Antistrophe
[DM]

This is a truce | can live
with. | once lived without
green in apartments
where the windows faced out onto walls. And
the sidewalks bordered trim
PATCHES of

mul c h. Given our quarrel., |l 611 take recesse

of woods still, misrule of lawns, SWELTERING
hasp of summér THIS
mariiage
of CONVENIENCE
0 this waiting game.
Il 6m BUI LDI NG a
glass room
so that seasons might
PENETRATE more deeply. From surgery
Il 61l Iie in this room to heal. I n ol d age
Il 61l RETI RE
to this room and stare. How
many returns of green will | witness?
At sixty-three, odds
are on the wane. Each will
be welcome. Eaéha gladness.
(August 14, 2005)
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Dialogue Strophe
[DM to AA]

On a CD about your
| i f e OisPetarsburg
your voice intones brief
snippetdrom your poema. Chanting voice
summnons memories to
COHERE. Its
velvet sage promises they will. They @.0 t
They merelyflicker like a candlgo
climb shadovg onTHE
wall, to
slip THROUGH a small
high window out
in the NIGHT® voice
pacing
ITS wind through your grand
POEMA like acello saraband
of Bach. | listen. From mwindow, the
CICADAS
drunbeattheir legs in a
choir across the dark wood¥our voice lifts and
falls on slow arcs, and
| grasp at a phrase, or

at least a word, now and then.
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Epode
Tashkent in August®

[AA]

The market is
awnings, carpets, small cups of

steaming tea. Asia

is welcoming us
Asia awaits to be plucked.

Melons, rougkbarked the

reek of the sweet sweat
smell of mel ons. Li ke a gi

first show of breasts, tight

hardpomegranates
blush in the sun. Mountains of

olives, purple and

black, like scarabs closed
up in their glistening

shells. Grapes in flat baskets,
lilies swaddled in
wet rags. The smells of Tashkent

in Augusttumble

through hair and caftans:

o1 [AA] was evacuated from Leningrad to Tashkent with other writers during the siege of Leningrad

in World War 11.
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dusky mauve, spiky chartreuse,

charcoal smoke, honey

gold uvular oils,
and of course mounds of roses.

Only Asia can

offer one roses
so glad that to pluck them is

never a sadness.

Here is one for your
hand ... And one for yours. .. Also
for yours.

One for mine.

(July 23, 2005)



Akhmatova Odes
Number Forty-Eight: Muzot in August

Green Strophe
[AA]

The yearsplitsin two colorsand |
know howeachshares her lease
0 each shareHABITS of
yearnng andfear. Not equal, ongrips
hershare of months greedily,
swift and tight Hername
is tenacity. But | PLAY no
favorites. Between white and
green, whyare we taught
to thinkthatSpringa si sterso6 crying
spad is a new arrival?
0 Butskyis something
quite different. His colors areTHREE: GRAY,
white and blue. Gray sumer days,
gray winterday8t her e 6 s
little to choose. But hite summemightd
T whatever of ilteaseGRIPS
YOU, will be larger
under their weigl@ and conversation

ride deep in theijoy.

(August 14and August 2,12005)
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Dialogue Antistrophe
[DM to AA]
[To The Russian Language]

| burnmyself out like
the moththat fliesinto
the frying pan
of aBULB WHEREeverything that binds

meto my language | distrust. Like

Kremlin
lords oursTWISTIT into grimaces of
half-chewed truth and our news people abase
it. So,
as oneoutsidesees kadows from
your pdlareprey the wall, |
yearn thatlike Osif?in GERMAN,
| might
step intostanza and lines to become
cradl e angdpwre While rsghtidgale
poets

blaze with youtate acclaim,our sound has
shrunk;our words, ravaged. | WADE in the
unsure footing
of your language and with

you live,born into peace.

(July 17and August 212005)

62 As Soviet control of media of publication and public discourghtened in the early 1930s,

Mandelstam wrote a poensq j d3j yiSjs8@®d ( AThe Ger man Languageo) in 1932
| anguage of Goethe, not of the new Nazi regi me and ir
| anguageo tadreebmorethaneshond. fDMpwithout apology appropriates images and phrases

from Mandel st amés poem.
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Editor Strophe
[DM and his Editor]

<In the genes of joy, no
one ever bore boredom.
Granted. nrifts
of joy, DI AM@beB glat> Granted.
<Not to comprehend joy is to be

a fish
on amotorcycle> Butfully to
COMPREHENDIs as likely agigsfly.
<Granted.
Threethen for me, one for you» I 61 1
take it. Though love would be pushing
it, letbs try to be of
<We are> Oops! <When FACETS of joy
haveflaws, they glint no less a skewed smile
back on
its feet aftem stroke> | 60 m sti |l | with

you, excep who said AENJOYMENTDO
Aj oyo are o
the same? And why not? Point

taken.Now what 6s t he

one mind.

and
ne and
score?

(March 31and August 2,12005)
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Epode

Muzot in August®®

To plan a Paris
visit ard know the visis

of pain that doctors

avoid tonameis
to keep the plan a plan. One

sits n August in

two ordersthe plan
and the place. Thamallmeadow

down the path along

the stonewvall bloomswith
largeraspberrycoloredheads

of clover wherébees

drink themselve$o a
slow drowsy dance Justover

a hillock, not quite

yet in sight, cowbells
clink their tenor thuds. Sit on

a stone wall. Set your

walking stick across

your knees The touch of sun to

83 [ RMR] 6s final residence was a small warders cast.|l
he lived there with a housekeeper and frequenbvisitHe made trips to Paris from time to time. He died
of leukemia which was not accurately diagnosed until his final year.

Akhmatova Odes- 238



Akhmatova Odes- 239

the |l egsd uncertai

blood caresses, as
one might once have yearned that a

b e | oswhand rdight,

had you then been brave
enough to permit it, had

you then been bold to

seize it and not flee
into walls of words.Sit there

awhilein the sun

as the cowbellsmowe,
step byclinking step closer

Youwill be able

soonto look into
the flat inexpressiveand

moonyeyes which bear

theheaviness of
t h e addey likesa plan

full, ripe, awaiting
its timeto become
place. You gaze at théminto

them® asif in a

mirror, you looked at

n
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yourown. Stroke the broad bone [#a

of her forehead, and

using your stick to
support your frail leg, turn to

walk back up the path.

(August 21, 2005)



Akhmatova Odes

Number Forty-Nine: Komarovo in August

Dialogue Stophe
[DMto AA]

|l canot whethdrer mi ne
it is flight of time or noise of
time, butl
slogout my way to a finish NEVER
COMPLETE neverreplete withfarewelld
anyway. With a bad hip. ou chose to
share with méN THE PLIGHT of these ode®r
| chose foryou), while | pushed on
throughmy translation (all fouversion§?) of
your astonishing relentless
poema. | DISCOVER@in as
| have throughout my siyithree yars that
finishes are fluttery WITH THE
RUSH ofanticipationthat comes with
a new start.
If there is regretit is of

veering, noabandonmemn

(August 45, August 28,2005)

o4 T. A. Gorkova has edited the complete works of [AA] in a meuiti-volume edition that prints

four complete texts d?Poem Withat a Hero.
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Editor Antistrophe
[DM and his Editor]

<Dondt bdocencedegui c Kk
the point> Oops! <Enjoyment is an
actionof
time, place expectancyremembrance TAKE
ONE, THEhouse of cards falls. Oops! Butwith
less thanfull decls, yes, yoeanstill play> But
|l etds go back TO YOUR EARLIER question
<And which might that be? Have you not
asked me enou@h. > ... No! 4ell, go on ther. Are
enjoyment and joy the same thing?
<Try this for SIZE:ENJOYMENTIs to go
onwith less than a full deck; joy is a
lucky drawb Oops! But...kdm s tNING..>2L1.STO
WHEN YOU perform your odes in the dry hour
alone as
the nidht closes, is the deck not
full?d The joynotempty? ©Oopsb

(March 3L, August 28,2005)
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War Strophe
[DM]

Resignation scratches at
the door sill like an insistent
hungry cur.
It wants to come inside, slobber FROM MY
TOILET bowl, eat from my plate, and lop
its gnarledmane on my sheets. | am weary
of thinking ABOUT IRAQ, tired of
trying or wanting to make sense
of the outrage that wedve | aunched there. |t
longer terror that driveés that most
normaldrivd | T | S TERRORG6S mystique, and
it has come inside our brains, slobbering
on us, eating on the same PLATH
WILL LIVE with us, now, for the rest of all
our lives, and
forgiving it its mastery,
before it, we are docile.

(August 28, 2004)
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Epode

Komarovo in August®

At dawnthe pine trees
wrap their arms in coolness. i§jgs

of fog droopshawls of

gossamethrough them
The smell of pine needlekifts

from yestaterdayds he

If we walk along
the sangath to the station,

the pinesmell will crunch

beneatlour dampshoes.
Come my friends, the herring tins

are empty, the last

bottle of vodka
has joined them on the table,

and we need to buy

cigarettes. | will
walk to your parting at the

station,pull tight my

shawl and walk back here

alone Itis a good dawn

& During her |l ater years, the Writerdés Union alloc

Leningrad, where friends and young poets visited her, and where she worked.
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to sleep in lateThe
urgency of ar
disputes will ride through my dreams

like cooings of doves

(August 28, 2004)
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Akhmatova Odes
Number Fifty: Charlotte in September

Editor Strophe
[DM and his Editor]

<J oyadull DECK WHOSE
FULLNESS is not full the warm
sweetness of a FRESMCKED PEART H A TnotSweet>
Granted.<Joy is a welcome

that follows theinvitation,

notbefore>
Granted. doy is momentary when
the momentousness of a
moment a rbé dontained: Granted . .
mister impromptu, you are standing there
thinking, Il 61 | bet you, | have | ost

<Sill into bets?.. > ... why not? . .<Joy
is the time in timeliness. Jhe
unadorned
gift of giving> ¥hepurethanks
in thanking .. > Granted! Granted!
Granted! <. . THANKS TO BILL HOLM. If you say so.
<All betsoff, | did!> THIRTEEN
<YEP> AND you did well!

(March 31,September 3, 2005
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War Antistrophe
[DM to AA]

My beloved ANNA,
| FEEL that we are old friends
across tabk@ WITH OUR GLASSSTEMS in hand.

Wedbve shared a century of

wars, half yours, half mineind start a

new one, by

anaher. One of us will depart.
We speak of times gone by. We
shanot, | suppose, sit
as if we somehow will, but our griefs have
sapped grief from us, so neither speaks of
parting, because there is no
room left to store a new grief, and we
forget the
little things anyway. |, for
one, believe our meetings, these
last years, IN THE BROAD SCHEME of things, matter.
| am a stronger MAN. MY
POEMS too, stronger.
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agai n. We

(September 3, 2005)
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Green Strophe
[RMR]

Green is cadr of absence. We know
this, and speak it without name,
as if commonness
were itsgreatembarrassmepand its
overabundanceere its
greatheavy burden.
Take up a bowl of ros¢8 now, as
they rest, asking nothing, in
vacant space #t a
cleared, polished, wood table mak@$ey give
unto your young eye, milky
pink, yellow, cambric,
orangered, opalescent porcelain.
And se how silent is green,
how she withdraws in
her inadequacyGather up
hydrangeas pink or blué’d does
not matted theyare
emphati® nothing
attenuated
0 nord ubiquitous.

(August 14 September 3, 2005)

6o See fDi e Ro sNenesGedicaté: Eréter Tdil 30 Th
&7 Seei Rosa Hor tNeumeSedehte:Zveitermiidil 1 908] and fABI Newe Hortensi e
Gedichte: Erster Tefl1907].
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Charlotte in September®®
[ DM6s Editordés Epode]

Of course your new room,
three walls of glass, perched amid

trees, with the arbor

beneath the dé&and
a fig treds full skirts to look

downupon, will be

a fine perch from which
to build back your strength again

from your December 6s

surgery. You who
plan out projects to keep a

rein onflight of time!

Of course the view from
your bed of the strea and the

viburnum, hostas

and hydrangeas, the
bridge across to the little

woodland nook anthe

benchey oudve | ain out,

is really, | admit, quite

o8 Both [DM] and his imagined Editor lived and worked in Charlotte during the period of the making

of these odes. The addition on his house was done between May and October of 2005.
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lovely. But do you

think the noise of time
hears your planat all? Do you

think beyond youwoice

calling out your odes
at night fromyour deck any

butcicadas hear

them? Now at the end,
what haveyou made? In whose ears
will theyreside? Will

anyechoes be
sustaine@ September is no

time ofglory in

Charlotte Hurricanes
if theycomewill strew thestreets

with splittrees and split

roofs. For children and
teachers and yout may be

time of beginningd
and beginnings suit
you well. Even surgery

for you will be that.

Dono6t [ know?

ove

been
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observing a long tim now
0 alter egd® spyo

provocateur!To
end in September makes no

sense. What kind of pl&n

| throw in the rag.
You take it from here, go it

alone, make of it

whateveryou can.
If it is a botched up job

no one will blame me.
If the contractors
keep up their end, at | east

have something to show.

(August 28 September 3, 2005
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Why Form?

Form is the scaffolding of artistic works, either ruilgseritedor rules imposedl
strict or loose. In the face of rules, one always can chooseorouty, defiance,
submission, innovation. Wordsmith, playwrighboth old terms affirm a craftsman
skilled at construction. | like that.

As important for me, form is the musical score that guides an oral performance of
a poem, but can never dictate iPoems that give little guidance for oral reading, or that
when read aloud seem flaccid, laséerestfor me quickly. FromBeowulfto Omeros
with hundreds of stops in between, poetry that excites my voice and ear calls me back
again and again to read it

At the suggestion of Helen Frost, | write these comments on the formal aspects of
The Akhmatova OdeShe has written similar pieces as afterwords to two of her recent
books.

In ancient Greek poetry the ode was used for choruses in tragedy and for
ceebratory public tributes as in Pindardés od
odes were choreographed in a four part darsten) sequence: turn, counterturn, repeat
of the turn, resolution. These parts had names.

In the late 19 century, by remcing measured feet (such as iambs in sonnets)
with alliterationreinforced accentual counts, the AngMelsh poet Gerard Manly
Hopkins Asprung openo the traditional i ambi
No matter how rigorously one attempts tow k ou't scansions of H c
radically sprung poems on paper, to my ear, his rhythm only makes sense when practiced
and read aloud. For a long time | have relished performing Hopkins's poems, finding the
Aspr ungne 9 kivestheteatlyz dnteng gy body so that | cannot stay seated
while reading an experience | have with many poets whose work | repeatedly turn to.

Key to this pleasure are the necessary roles of practice, voice and body.

A couple decades ago | experimented with the sonnetleveloped a form with
14 lines of 9 syllables each, following the rhyme scheme of ABCDEFGGFEDCBA. This
form cut against two tendencies of some modern sonnets to feel and sound antiquated: the

iambic meter and the close repetitions of rhymes which so/daktibn endstops. | also
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