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Peuka, kpyrom mupokue J0JUHBI, KypraH, Ha Oepery U3I0XIINui KOHb JIEKHUT 0713 KypraHa, v
BOPOHBI JIETAOT HAJl HUM. Bc€ nuko.

A3spaunn
(cuauT Ha Kyprase)

Jlokaycst 3/1eChb; MHE HE )KECTKa
3emuis Kyprasa. Berep nyer,
CepeOpstHBIi KOBBIIb BOJHYET
U 6picTpo roHUT 0bOMaKa.
Kpyrom Bc€ nuko u GecriogHo.
N3p0x1mmii KOHb Iepei0 MHOU
Jlexxut, 1 KopuIyHbsl CBOOOTHO
J1oOBIuy JenaT Mex coOOH.

VK XJ1agHble O€IeIOT KOCTH,

N ckopo nup KpoBaBblii CBOI
HesBaHble ocTaBsT rocTu.

Tak TOYHO U B AyIIE MOEH:

Bcé€ mycro, uimb 0HO My4eHbe
['pbI3eT ee ¢ JaBHUIIHUX THEH
U roHuT npodb OTJOXHOBEHKE;
Ho nHukorna He ycraer

Ero otuasnunag 3100a,

W B TeMHOH, TEMHOI1 Kebe Tpoda
OHO BOBEKH HE YCHET.
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[There is] a rivulet, [and] a burial mound surrounded by wide valleys, on the banks a dead steed
lies close to the burial mound and ravens fly above them. Everything is wild.

Azrail
(He sits on the burial mound)

I will wait here; I don’t find the ground of the burial mound too hard. The wind blows, the
silvery feather-grass ripples and quickly pursues the clouds. Everything around is wild and
fruitless. A dead steed lies in front of me, and kites freely divide the prey amongst themselves.
Already the cold bones are turning white, and soon their bloody feast will leave their unnamed
guest. And exactly so in my soul: everything is empty, only one torment from days long past
gnaws at it and chases away my repose; but its desperate evil will never tire, and in the dark,
dark cell of a coffin it will never sleep for eternity.



Bcé€ ymupaer, Bc€ nmpoxoaur.
I'sKy, 32 BEKOM BEK YBOJUT
Tonmel HAPOJOB U MUPOB

U ¢ Humu BMecTe ucyesaer.

Ho nyx moii rubenu He 3HaeT;
XKuBy oauH cpeb MEpPTBEIIOB,
3aKOHOM OOIIUM IT03a0BITHIH,

C cBouMu uyBCTBaMH B O0phOE,
C nymoii, cTpaganbsiMu 0OJIUTOM,
He 3nas paBHOTO cebe.
ITosry3eMHOM, 11OJTyHEOECHBIH,
["'oHMMBI# y4acThIO 4yJI€CHOM,
S1 Bcé MrHOBeHHOE JTI00ITIO,
YTpara My4YuT rpyas MOIO.

U s GeccmepteH, U 3a 4TO xe!
UYewm, ueM BO3MOKHO 3aCIIyKUTh
Takyro neiTky? Boxke, 60xe!
XoTst ObI MOT s HE JIIOOUTB!
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Everything will die, everything will pass on. I look on, century after century age leads away
crowds of nations and worlds and vanishes with them. But my spirit does not know destruction; I
live alone amidst the dead, forgotten to the general law, with my own feelings in combat, with a
soul soaked with sufferings, not knowing an equal to myself. Half-earthly, half-heavenly,
persecuted with a miraculous fate, I love every moment, loss tortures my breast. And I am
immortal, and for what! How, how is it possible to merit such a torture? God, God! Even if I
could not love!



Omna puzeT croaa, 1 00OHIMY
Kpacapuily u rpyas kK rpyau Ipxmy,
VY cepama cepare OyaeT ropsaei;

VYcra k yctam uem OJmxe, TeM CUIIbHE!
Hewmas peus mo6Bu. S pacckaxy

E#i BCE 1 MUp ¥ BEUHOCTh MOKAXKY;

Omna cne3y ypOHUT Ha/l0 MHOH,
CMsryuT TBOpIA MOJTUTBOU MOJIOAOM,
IloiiMeT MeHs, MOMMET MOU MEUTHI

U ckaxert: «Kak Belmk, Kak >KaJlOK TBD».
Ceii peun 3ByK MHE OyZ€T )KU3HHU 3BYK,
W 5T0T yac nocneaHUM JOJITUX MYK.
Knsnycb BociomuHanue 06 Hem
['y6oko B cepiie CXOPOHUTH MOEM,
Xots ObI Ha MEHSI BOCCTAJI BECh af.

Tot yron, rae s cupsiay 3TOT KJaf,

He ockBepHUT HU POTIOT, HU YTIpEK,

Hu mecth, Hu 3aBUCTB. IIyCcTh cBUpENBI pOK
COupaer Tyuu, MyCcTh MOsI 3BE€3/1a

B TymaHe BeuHOM TOHET HaBcerna,

S He 6010Ch: €CTh CepIle Y MEHS,
HanMmenHoe U MOJTHOE OTHS,

EcTh B HEM JTI00BM €€ CBATOM 3aJIOT,
[Tocneguero x He OTHUMAET OOT...
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She will come here, [ will embrace the beauty and clasp my breast to hers, by her heart my heart
will become hot; as my mouth gets closer to her mouth, then the mute speech of love will be
stronger. [ will tell her everything and show her the world and eternity; she will let tears fall
beneath me, will soften the creator with a young prayer, will understand me, will understand my
dreams and will say: “How grand, how pitiable you are.” The sound of these speeches will be the
sound of life to me, and this hour the last of longstanding torments. I swear to bury the memory
of them deep in my heart, even if all hell rose against me. Nor murmur, nor reproach, nor
vengeance, nor envy will defile that corner where I will conceal that treasure. Let ferocious fate
gather storm clouds, let my star eternally sink in the mist forever, I am not afraid: there is a heart
in me, haughty and full of fire, there is in it [my heart] a sacred token of her love, the last part of

which God will not take away.



Ho crpimen 3ByK 1maros, oHa, OHa.
Ho ns uero nevansHa u Oiiegua?
Benoxk nectpeet Haj ee yenoM,
I/IrpaeT COJIHIIC MCIJICHHLIM JIYUOM
Ha Oenpix nepcsix, Ha ee KyIpsix, —
Wner. Yxenb MeHSI TPEBOKUT CTpax?

JleBa BXOJAMT, IIBETHI B PyKaxX U HA roJIOBe, B OEJIOM IJIaThe, KPecT
Ha Ipyau Yy Hee.

Jera

Berep rynér,

Mecsi11 IIBIBET,

JleBy1lKa Iuiaver,

Murslii B 9yKOMHY CKaderT.
Hwu neBa, Hu Betep

He 3aMonkHyT.

Mecsr moracHer,

Munblii UIBMEHUT.

[Tpous nmeuanbHas necHs. S omo3nana, Aspawn. Tak im Tebst 30ByT, Mot apyr? (Canurcs
pAIOM. )
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But I hear the sound of steps, it’s she, she. But why is she sad and pale? A garland colorfully
shows above her brow, the sun plays with slow rays on her white bosom, on her curls — she
comes. Is it possible that fear troubles me?

The maiden arrives in a white dress, she has flowers in hand on her head, and a cross on her
chest.

MAIDEN

The wind drones,

The month floats,

The girl weeps,

Nice and skipping into the foreign land.
Not the maiden, nor the wind

Becomes silent.

The month extinguishes,

The nice one changes.

Be gone sad song. I am late, Azrail. Is that how they call you, my friend?
(She sits beside [him].)



Azpanit. Uto 10 Ha3BaHbsA? 30BH MEHS TBOMM JIFOOE€3HBIM, ITyCKail TBOS JIFOOOBh 3aMEHUT MHE
UM, 1 HUKOTAa HE XKEJ1all 6BI HUMCETHb APYroro. 30BH KaK XOYEIIb CMCPTb — YHUUTOXCHUCM,
ru0enblo, TOKOeM, TIIEHUEM, CHOM, — OHa BCE PABHO MOTJIOTUT CBOU KEPTBHI.

Jesa. [TonHO ¢ TAKUMU YEPHBIMU MBICIISIMH.

Aspauin. Tak, Mos 11000Bb YUCTa, KaK roJlyOb, HO OHA XPAHUTCSA B MPAaYHOM MECTE, KOTOPOe
TEMHEET C BEYHOCTHIO.

Hera. KTo Tb1?
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AZRAIL

What’s in a name? Call me as you please, let your love replace my name, I will never want to
have a different one. Call death anything you want — destruction, ruin, peace, decay, a dream — it
all the same will absorb its victims.

MAIDEN

[You are] full of such black thoughts.

AZRAIL

They are as pure, my love, as a dove, but she [death] is kept in a dismal place, which darkens
with eternity.

MAIDEN

Who are you?



Aspanit. I3rHaHHUK, CYIIECTBO CHJIBHOE U TTOOEKIEHHOE. 3a4eM Thl XOUelTh 3HAThH?

Jesa. Uto ¢ To60r0? Thl mobIeIHET MPUMETHO, APOKb MPoOekaia Mo TBOMM YjeHaM, TBOM BEKH
OIYCTHJIUCH K 3eMiie. MUIIBIIA, Tl CTAHOBHILILCS CTPALIEH.

Aspaui. He 6oiics, Bce onsiTh MPOILLIO.

HeBa. O, s Tebs mr00710, 000 OOoMbIIe OsiaXkeHCTBA. Thl TOMHHIIE, KOTJ]Aa MBI BCTPETUIIHCH, 5
MOKpacHeNa; Thl MPHXKaJl MeHs K cebe, MHe ObLIO TaK XOPOIIIOo, TaK TEIUIO Y Tpyau TBoer. C Tex
MOp MOS Ayllia ¢ TBOEH 0HO. Thl HECUACTIIUB, BBEPh MHE CBOIO Me€Yallb, KTO ThI? OTKyAa? aHTen?
JEMOH?

A3zpawi. Hu To Hu npyroe.

JleBa. Pacckaxku MHE TBOIO 1MOBecTh. Eciu ThI moTpeOyenis clie3, y MeHs OHU €CTh; eCIH
noTpedyenib JacKu, TO 5 YAyITy Te0s MOUMU; €ClIi NOTpedyeIlb MOMOIIH, O, BO3bMH BCE, UTO 5
HUMEI0, BO3bMHU MO€ CEPJIIIE U MPUIIOXKH €T0 K S3BE, TeP3aloIIeii TBOIO TyITy; MOs JIF0OOBb
COXOKET ATOr0 YepBsi, KOTOPBIM THE3IUTCS B HEW. Pacckaku MHE TBOIO TOBECTH!
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AZRAIL
An exile, a being strong and defeated. Why do you want to know?

MAIDEN
What’s with you? You pale perceptibly, shivers run through your limbs, your age has dropped to
the ground. Dear, you are becoming frightful.

AZRAIL
Don’t worry, everything will pass again.

MAIDEN

Oh, I love you, I love you more than beautitude. You remember, when we met, [ blushed; you
pressed me to yourself, and it was so good to me, so warm by your breast. You are unhappy,
believe me and my own unhappiness, who are your? From where? Angel? Demon?

AZRAIL
Neither one nor the other.

MAIDEN

Tell me your story. If you demand tears, [ have them; if you demand caresses, then I will
smother you with mine, if you demand help, oh, take everything that I have, take my heart and
enclose it in an ulcer, tearing your soul to pieces; my love burn this worm, which is nesting in it
[your soul]. Tell me your story!



Azpann. Cnymaid, He y)Kacaicsi, CKIIOHUCh K MOEMY Tjiedy, COpOCh 3TH IBETHI, TBOU TYOBI
aymmctee. [lyckait 5T TBO3IMKY, hHUANKK YHECET ONMXKHHIA MOTOK, KaK HEKOT1a BpeMsI YHECET
TBOIO COOCTBEHHYIO KpacoTy. Kak, y>kenu 3Ta MbICIIb yKacHa, y>KeJIH B CTOJIBKO CTOJIETHI JIF0IU
HE MOTJIM K HEH MPUBBIKHYTh, Y>KEJIM HUKTO HE MOKET IOJIb30BaThCS BCEIO OMBITHOCTHIO
npeamecTBeHHUKOB? O mroau! BhI jkaiiku, HO CO BCEM TE€M sl CMEHSUT Obl MO€ BEUHOE
CYIIIECTBOBAHbE HA MTHOBEHHYIO HCKPY >KU3HH YE€JIOBEYECKOM, YTOOBI UyBCTBOBAThH XOTSI BCE TO
ke, 4TO TeTepb YyBCTBYIO, HO UMETh HAJIEXK Ty KOTJa-HUOYIb T03a0bITh, YTO 5 YKHJI U MBICIIHIL.
Cnymaii ke MO TTOBECTb.
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AZRAIL

Listen, don’t be terrified, lean on my shoulder, throw away these flowers, your lips are sweeter-
smelling. Let the nearby current take away these cloves [and] violets like time will eventually
take away your very own beauty. How is it possible this thought is so terrible, how is it possible
that in so many centuries people have not been able to get accustomed to it, how is it possible
that no one can use all the experience of their ancestors? Oh People! You are pitiful, but with all
that [ have I would replace my eternal existence for a momentary spark of human life, in order to
feel though only the same as what I now feel, but to have hope to sometime forget that I lived
and thought. Listen then, to my tale.



PACCKA3 A3PAUIIA

Korna eme psiapl cBeTHI

3eMiIu He 3HAJIU MEK CO0O0ii,

B Te roapl 51 yx B Mupe ObL,
CMoTpen oyamu U AyLIOH,
Moumics, JeicTBOBAI, TIO0MI.
W He oauH s COTBOPEH,

Hac 0bu10 MHOTO; 4y IHBIN Kpaii
MBz1 HaceIsIi, TOJIBKO OH,

Kak Bamr qaBHO 3a0BITHIN pai,
Bt pecTymieHbeM OCKBEPHEH.
51 B1acTh BENMKYIO UMETI,
Jletan, kak MbICITb, Ky/1a XOTEIL,
Mor 3Be3/1bl HaBeWATh MTOPOI

N mroboBaThest X Kpacou
Bonu3u, He yTomitsst B30p;

Kak nepenernsiii mereop,

51 Mor HCuYe3HYTh U OJIECHYTD.
Besne mue Obu1 CBOOOHBIH My Th.
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AZRAIL’S TALE

When I still shined on the ranks [of heaven] lands did not know that in those years I was already
in the world among them, watching with my eyes and spirit, praying, doing, loving. And I wasn’t
created alone, there were many of us; we populated a wonderful territory, only he [presumably
Satan], like your long ago forgotten heaven, was defiled with crime. I had great power, I flew,
like a thought, wherever I wanted, I could at times visit stars and admire their beauty up close
with a never tiring gaze; Like a meteor flying by, I could disappear and shine. Everywhere was a

free path to me.



S1 yacTo aHTreI0B BUIAI

W rpoMKuM TIECHSIM UX BHUMAIL,

Korpga B 6arpsabix obmakax

OHu, Kauasch Ha KpbUIAX,

Bce BmecTe cnaBunu TBOpIIA,

U He ObUIO XBajIlaM KOHIIA.

S M 3aBUIOBAN: OHU

becnieuno nmpoBoawIM 1HH,

He 314111 TaliHEIX OECIIOKOMCTB,

JlymieBHBIX 00JI€i M pacCTPOMCTB,

Bonaenus BpaxaeOHbIX TyM

U ropbkux cies; ux CBETIbIN yM

be3BecTHOM Heau HE UCKaJ,

JIt0o00BBIO TPENTHOM HE CTpaaall,

He 3nain nmpuctpacrus k Bemam,

OH Bech ObLT OTIIaH HeOecam.

Ho s, 6myxnast MHOTO JIET,

Hckan — 4ero, OBITh MOXKET, HET:

TBOpeHbE, CXOHOE CO MHOM

XoTs OBl MYKOIO OHOIA.

W Hayvan rpoMKo S ponTathb,

Moe poxaeHbE IPOKINHATD

U roopun: «BcecunbHbIi 60T,

To1 3HATH TIpO OyTy1IIEE MOT,

3a4yeM ke COTBOPHI MEHA?

JKenanbe rirynoe xpass,

Besne uckarb MHE CyX)IEHO

[Ipuspak, BugeHuEe OqHO.

VYoxenu Muit Tebe Mot CTOH?

U ecnu s y’x COTBOpEH,

YroOBI UTPYILIKOIO CITYKHTb,

Jymoi, 6eccMepTHOM MOXKET OBITh,

3aueM MeHsl Tbl o1apui?

3adem st BEpHJI U JTFOOMIT?)
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I often saw angels and harked their loud songs, when in the crimson clouds they, swaying on
wings, all together glorified the creator, and there was no end to the praise. I envied them; they
spent their days carelessly, they didn’t know the bitter tears of secrets of agitations, of spiritual
pains and frustrations, of the worry of hostile thoughts; their bright mind did not seek obscure
goals, did not suffer with sinful love, did not know a predilection for things, it was given entirely
to heaven. But I, wandering for many years searched — for what it might be, no: Creation is
similar to me, even if by only torment. And I began to loudly grumble, to curse my birth and I
said: “All powerful God, you could know about the future, why then did you create me? Keeping
a stupid wish, looking everywhere for a ghost or a vision of what is fated to me. Shall my groan
be dear to you? And if [ am created, to serve as a toy, then why did you give me a possibly
immortal soul? Why do I believe and love?”
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W Haka3aHue B OTBET

Ynano Ha riaBy MOXO.

O, He ckaxy Kakoe, HeT!

TBoro OGecrieqHOCTh HE YObIO,

He mam mmoHATHS O TOM,

UYTO au1Ib C BO3BBIIIEHHBIM YMOM
W ¢ HenpeKIOHHOK NyLION
N3BenaTh BeneHO Cyap00i.

Uewm nosbIie MyKa TSITOTHT,

TeMm rmyGsxe paHa oT Hee,
OOnuBIIN CMEPTHIO OBITHE,

OHa oIITh ero >KUBUT,

W sTa xu3Hb IycTa, MpayHa,

Kak npomnacts, riie He 3HaIOT JHa:
I'motast Bc€, 1o6po u 310,

He nanonnsiercs ona.

Bsrisgau Ha OnegHoe 4ero,
[IpuMeTs MOPILIUH NTeYaIbHBIN PsL,
HeposHblii X010 MOUX peueid,

Moli ropbKHii CMEX, MO JTUKHI B3I
[Ipu BcmoMUHaHBE MPOILIBIX THEMH,
WM ecnu ToTHac HE MPOYTEILH

ThI ICHO BCEX MOUX CTpaCTEH,

To BeuHO, BEUHO HE ITOMMEIIIh
Toro, KTo 3a 6€3yMHBII COH,

3a MUT CTOJIETHSIMU Ka3HEH.

st sk sk ke sfe sk ke sfeosfeoske skeskeoske skeskeosk sk sk

And in answer punishment fell on my head. Oh, I won’t tell you what kind, no! I won’t kill your
innocence, I won’t give a notion of that, which only with an sublime mind and with an
unbending soul can be experienced [and maintain] an orderly fate. the longer the torture is a
burden, the deeper the wound from it; having poured over existence with death, it [the torture]
again animates it, and this empty, dismal life, is like an abyss, where day is not known:
swallowing everything, good and evil, and never filling. glance at my pale brow, to notice the
sad line of wrinkles, the uneven course of my speeches, my bitter laugh, my wild gaze, memory
of the past days, and if you don’t at once clearly read through all of my passions, then never,
never will you understand the one, who for a thoughtless dream, for a moment, was pushed for
centuries.
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S mepexun 3Be31y CBOIO, —
Kaxk npiM paccelnanace oHa,
Pyxkoii TBOp1a pazapobieHa;
Ho cmeprtu BepHOI Ha Kpato,
B3upas na moruGmmit mup,

A >k ouH, 3a0BIT U CHP.

ITo GecripenenbHOCTH HEOEC
biry>xnan s MHOTO, MHOTO JIET
W 3pen, xak crapelii MUp HCUE3
N xak poauics HOBBIN CBET;

W ctpactu nepssle nr0aen

He ckppuinch oT MOMX OYEH.
W HbIHE 5 )KMBY MEX Bac,
beccmepTHBIi, CMEPTHYIO JTF00ITIO
W ¢ TpeneToM cBHIaHbs 4Yac,
Kaxk npuikuii 10HOIIIa, JIOBIIIO.
Korna »xe pon moaeit mpoiiner
W 3eMi110 BEYHOCTH pa3o0beT,
Ycapimas rpo3Hyo Tpyoy,

51 B HOBBI yJanroCcs MUP

U crany tam, kak npexzae cup,
CBol10 OIuUIaKMBaTh Cyan0y.
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I outlived my star, - like smoke it scattered, shattered by the hand of the Creator; but on the
border of true death gazing at the perished world, I lived alone, forgotten and forlorn. Along the
unboundedness of the heavens I wandered for many, many years and beheld as the old world
disappeared and as a new light was born; and the first passions of people were not hidden from
my eyes. And now I live among you, immortal, I love mortals and with trembles like an ardent
youth, I await the hour of meeting. When that line of people passes through and eternity breaks
the earth, having listened to that terrible trumpet, I will move away to a new world and stand
there, forlorn as before, to weep over my own fate.
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Bot noBecth uyaHas Mos.
IToBepp MiIb HET — MHE BCE PABHO:

JloBepumnBoe cepaue s

[IpuBBIK HE HAXOIUTH TABHO.
OpHako X sl MOJIO: IOBEPH

U tem TOCKY MOIO yMEpb.

HukTto He Mor Te0s 1o0uTh

Tak nmiaaMeHHO, Kak s TeIepsk.
Yro cepaue nomycry A3BUTh,
3aueMm B/BOIHE €ro Ka3HUTh?

Ho ser, THI m1avems. S mo0um,
XOTb TOJIBKO CYIIECTBOM OJIHUM,
XOTb B IEPBBIN U MOCIETHUN pa3.
Moii yM CBETJIEN OTHBIHE CTaJl,
WU, npr3HaoCk, UL B 3TOT Yac
A ymepets ObI HE Kenall.
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There is my miraculous tale. Believe it or nor — it’s all the same to me.

Long ago I became accustomed to not finding a trusting heart. However I pray: believe and so
will die my melancholy. No one can love you so ardently as I do now. It’s in vain to sting my
heart [with sarcasm], so why punish it doubly? But no, you cry. I am loved, though only by one
being, though for the first and final time. My mind became bright, and I recognize, that from this
moment henceforth I do not wish to die.
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JleBa. S Tebst HEe mOHMMAIO, A3panii, Thl TOBOPHUIIL TaK TEMHO. ThI BUIEN IPYTO MUp, T/I€ K OH?
B namiem 3akoHe HUYETo HE CKa3aHO O JIIOASIX, AKUBLIUX MPEXKIE HAC.

Aspani. [TotoMy uTo 3aKkoH Mowucest He CyIeCTBOBAJI IPEKIE 3EMIIN.
Jesa. I1omHO, TBI MEHS XOUY€Ib TOJIBKO UCITYTaTh.
Aspawun OnenHeer.

A npumina croa, 9To0s! ¢ TOOOH MPOCTUTHCS, MOM MUJIBIA. MOSI MaTh TOBOPHT, YTO IMMOKAMECT
3TO JIOJDKHO, S UAY 3aMyX. Mol )KeHUX CJIaBHBIA BOMH, €To IIJIEM OJIECTHT KaK ap, 1 Me4 €ro
OMacHee MOJHUMU.

Azpanit. Bot xeHmunaa! OHa 0OHMMAaET OJJHOTO M OTJAET CBOE CepIle Apyromy!
Hesa. Uto ckazan te1? O, HE CEPANCH.

Azpauni. S He cepKycCh, (TOPHKO) | 32 UTO CEPAUTHCS?
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MAIDEN
I understand you, Azrail, you speak so darkly. You saw a different world, and where is it [now]?
In our laws nothing is said about people who lived before us.

AZRAIL
Because the law of Moses did not exist before the earth.

MAIDEN
Enough of this, you just want to scare me.

Azrail pales.

(MAIDEN)

I came here to bid farewell to you, my darling. My mother says, that now it’s time I ought to get
married. My fiancé is a glorious warrior, his helmet shines like embers, and his sword is more
dangerous than lightning.

AZRAIL
There’s woman for you! She hugs one [man] and gives her heart to another!

MAIDEN
What did you say? Oh, don’t be angry.

AZRAIL
I am not angry, (bitterly) and why would I be angry?
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