Olga Markelova

SIX TREE POEMS

That night all the trees in the capital city
set out on a crusade —
the single-footed,
the many-fingered,
the curly-canopied
and those stripped bald,
those stunted and bark-bared,
those wire-throttled, and those
cemented up to their knees —
they all struck out along the avenue
scattering earth clumps.
birds’ nests, scrunched papers
along the empty streets
towards the painted window
of the Grey Lord.
(Since he ascended to the throne
all the city parks
have been full of tree stumps
like crosses in a cemetery.)

His painted window shudders.
The Restless Ones of the forest rise up.

In my murky dream
beseiged by the trunks of Birnham Wood

Dunsinane is crumbling.

At night. 18-19 June 2010

Olga Markelova Oabra Mapkeaosa
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IIIECTh CTUXOTBOPEHUN
O AEPEBBSIX

B Ty HOYB Bce AepeBbs CTOANIIBI
BBICTYIIAY IIOXOZAOM:
OJHOHOTHE,
MHOTOIIaAble,
OyIIHOKyApbIe.
A c HUMU — U OTOAEHHBIE,
00e3BeTBeHHbIe MHBAAABDI,
M3paHeHHbIe ITPOBOAOKONA,
10 KO/A€HO 11eMEeHTOM 3aAUTHIE.
Tponyancse 110 mpocnekry,
POHsIA KOMKY TAMHO3EMa,
HNTUYbY THE3AQ, KAOUbsI Oymarnu...
CKBO3b IOABICEBIINIL TOPOJ, —
1104, pacIICHOe OKHO
Ceporo oBeAnTeAs.
(EaBa on B30111€1 Ha IpecToa —
BCe IapKM CTOAMIIBI yCesiAM ITHI,
OyATO KpecTbl Ha MOTHAAX).

APpO>XUT pacrycHOe OKHO.
bynryer crmxmns aeca.

HenactHoe M0€ cHOBUAEHIE:
1104, HartopoMm bupHaMckmx cTB010B

pymmrea dyHcuHaH.

Houv 18/19 utons 2010
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The forest will need a rest after the New Year holiday,
after the shouting, the flashlights, the fireworks

the Dryads in the wildwood will calm down

and the tired Ents fall asleep.

But closer to the forest edge

the trees have been converted to the ways of the city.
They’ll be wanting night-time entertainment

and till sun-up they’ll carry on waving their branches
to the lights and music

of orange highways.

1 January 2013

/ec oraoxuéTt nocae HoBoro rosa

OT KPMKOB, OTHEl1, OT pa3pbIBOB IETapA.
YcnokosiTes B yaie gpuaabl.
Ycrapuine 5HTBI YCHYT.

A DamKe K OIYIIIKe — AepeBbs y>Ke TOPOACKIe,
Y1 HOYBIO IM HY>KHO Bece/be.

byayT BeTBsaMUM MaxaTh 40 BOCXO4a COAHIIA
10/, CBETOMY3BIKY

PBIXKUIX IIIOCCE.

1 aneaps 2013
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3. TIME TREE

November tree vein-boughed
December tree velvet-dark
January tree  snow-foam
February tree  ice-armour
March tree ...
Apiril tree ...

slow slow grows the tree
every branch poring
into limitless  light.

23 December 2016, Képavogur

3. APEBO-BPEMJSI

Hos0pb-aApeBo — BeTBU-BEeHDI.
Jekabpp- gpeBo — DapxaT Mpaka.
JlHBapb-ApeBO — CHe>KHas IeHa.
deppaab-ApeBo — AbJAsgHasA KOAbUYTa.
Mapt-apeso...

Anpeab-4peBo...

I Tax mocTeneHHO IpopacTaeT
BCeMM BETBAMU

B Oe3IpaHIYHBIN CBeT.

23 dexabps 2016, Koynaeoz
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4.

A tree has fallen,
roots unearthed.
This tired tree
couldn’t care less
whatever gets in the way of its fall,
even if it smashes the blue glass rectangles
that once were somebody’s windows.
Branches earthward,
roots skyward —
tired tree.
night, 18 March 2017

4.

Aepeso yraao —
11 KOPHU KBEpXY.
Aepeso ycTaao.
JepeBy Bcé paBHO,
YTO Ha IIyTU eTO ITaAeHb:
YhE-TO OKHO,
Ha roayOble KBagpaThl IPyTaMi IIOAEA€HO. ..
BetBsimMu B 3eM10.
Kopnsimn K HeOy.
Ycraao aepeso.
Houvto 18 maa 2017

4.

Tréo datt.
Og reeturnar upp 1 loftio.
Tréod er preytt.
Trénu stendur reyndar & sama
pott fall pess skyldi vera einhverjum til ama,
pott pad lendi 4 glugga —
- radurnar blau og glerbrotin meo!
Kvistirnar niori jorou.
Reeturnar upp 1 loftio.
Preytt er tréd.
Icelandic version translated by the author
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5. THE POPLARS OF ICELAND

There’s something about poplars
that’s as sturdy as childhood,
unflustered as a habit —
reminiscent of quiet quotidian lives,
of spick-and-span streets
in clean-swept cities,
of a flat becalmed sea,
of unleavened bread.
Every branch speaks
of comfort, boredom.
They convert this funk
psychedelic world
into a peaceful drawing-room.
25 June 2017
en route from Borgarfjorour to Reykjavik

5. UICAAHACKUE TOIIO/51

B Tomoasx ects 4TO-TO TaKOE —
He3b10.1eMoe KaK AeTCTBO,
HecIIeIlIHOe KaK pyTHHa,
4TO-TO OT MUPHBIX OyAHel ,
YTO-TO OT YMHHBIX YAUILL

B YUJICTO METEHHBIX CTOAMIIAX.
YTO-TO OT IIOAHOTIO INTUAS,
YTO-TO OT IIPeCHOTo xae0a.

B xa>xa011 11X BeTKe aeredeTt
CMeCh YIOTa U CKYKIL.

Onn npespamaioT 3eMAI0
HEeJICTOBOTO CMHeCKaAbHOTO aBaHTapJa
B MUPHYIO TOCTVHYIO.

25 urons 2017,
no dopoze u3 bopzappoopda 6 Pelikvasux
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6. WHAT DO YOU WANT OF ME?

All my life long all I've seen is trees
Yegor Letov

What do you want of me,

alley tree?

Why do you stretch out

your leafless fingers at me

and nudge me on the shoulder?

Do you have a question to ask me,

a piece of advice to give me

or a scolding to deliver, for the sins of my kinsfolk?
I swear to you I'm no timber cutter,

At home I don’t even have an axe.

But how can I explain any of this to you

if  haven’t yet learned the sign-language of branches?

20 October 2018, Moscow
6. UTO ThI XOUYEIIb OT MEHJSI?

Bcto xkustv 4 6uder 00Hu depesvsl.
Ezop Aemos

YTO THI XOUeIllb OT MEHI,

AepeBo y aaaen?

/451 9ero THI TSHEIIh KO MHe
CBOM O€3AVCTBeHHBIE ITaAbIIbI,
Tporaelib 3a I111e40?

TpI xouens 3a4aTh BOIIPOC,

AaTh COBET

1AV IOpyTaTh MeHs

3a rpexy MOMX COIL1€MEeHHIUKOB?
YBepst1o TeOs, 51 He Aecopyo;

y MeH:I A0Ma ga’ke HeT TOoHopa.
Toabpko Kak st 0OBSICHIO TeOe BTO,
eCcAl enyé He Bbhly4na

SI3BIK BETBSIHBIX >KE€CTOB?

20 oxmabps 2018. Mockea

ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS FROM RUSSIAN BY THE AUTHOR AND RICHARD BERENGARTEN

Olga Markelova Oabpra Mapkeaosa



