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Being Boris Yeltsin

I have blood on my brain, 

sticky spots on my thoughts and sugar lumps in my pocket. This is how Russians are, punched on their nose by history, stiffened by cold, too serious to be light.

Don’t tell Bill Clinton please.

O perestroika, perestroika,

as cracked as a priceless, magic walnut, as  full of horseshit as

an immense stable where the past glories turn white, as crackling as a mountain of garbage stifling the flames, you are like the air, must be gone to be loved.

The window cries for me.

A trolley brought me to work, they say I am a populist. I can spread new words for the fable of power from the top of a tank, while the heart is dethroned.

Don’t tell Bill Clinton please.

Things do to humans what humans did to them, that’s our poets’ lesson.

Continental we are, raucous as crying crows. Gold shines on the Kremlin for the eyes to see, while powers glide down to the banking field.

Don’t tell Bill Clinton please.

Still tuned to the west as Peter and Catherine. We have cars and aircraft

we have rockets and telephones. Still searching for reins: sober the man on saddle, without a horse, he will be drunk forever.

Don’t tell Bill Clinton please.

To pretend we are free? Behave like mad people; in our hands even money gets mad. We’ve always known the madness of machines! If we get out of mind, they won’t have tears to spend.

Do tell Bill Clinton please: there is blood on my brain, and I eat sugar lumps.

It’s December 11, one more war in this country. My feet are stumbling, stumbling along, the winter’s lips covered with ice. Wasn’t a bridge right here? What a wonderful flight. 

