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I 

Meditations on Art 

Please don’t say… 

To Emily Dickinson 

Please don’t say 

You don’t know. 

Your words are a golden knife; 

They sharply chop: 

“We never know we go – then we are going 

We jest and shut the door; 

Fate following behind us bolts it, 

And we accost no more.”3 

3 The Collected Poems of Emily Dickinson, with an Introduction 

and Notes by Rachel Wetzsteon, New York: Barnes & Noble 

Classics, 2003, CXXXI, page 254. 



3 

Your words are pomegranate’s ground seeds, 

Wine-red blood. 

“HEART, we will forget him! 

 You and I, to-night! 

You may forget the warmth he gave, 

 I will forget the light…” 4 

They bring you to life, 

They sing about us, 

A hundred years passed: 

me, 

  him, 

    you. 

A hundred years passed: 

Women, colorful dolls, 

dressed in multi-colored fur and shape-changing art, 

Men, black cockroaches, brown ants wearing white ties, 

Became one: 

Trees of dark blue, 

Holes in their trunks, 

Bear twig-arms… 

Don’t say 

You don’t know: 

You watch, 

How they dress 

4 Ibid., XLVII, page 179. 
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Your mortal I
5 

In a white dress, 

And take it away 

At night, 

To the Unknown, 

 Beyond the ocean, 

    Sparkling broken crystal house, 

   Silent shore of far away. 

“On the wondrous sea, 

 … 

In the silent west, 

Many sails at rest, 

Their anchors fast; 

Thither I pilot thee, – 

Land, ho! Eternity! 

 Ashore at last!”6 

Today, 

Tomorrow, 

You watch and dance. 

In the hall with blinking light, 

Where a dark-yellow water washes the wall with its laugh, 

In a castle of never-ending day, 

Where icy sun rains its rainbow rays, 

Between movements’ rhythm, 

Boots’ creaking, 

Your voice, 

5 See Ibid., CXL, page 259. 
6 Ibid., CXLI, page 260. 
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Your words, 

Sing anguish of your monochrome, 

      Dove’s inner cry, 

Scream motley worlds of butterflies, 

Restlessly pollinating flowers of your I. 

Your daemon’s rhythm 

Is a minuet in words; 

Time, a gray swamp, your friend, 

Pushes you out, not in. 

Two hundred years… 

I lose my breath; 

My heart stops to beat 

When I hear your voice. 

His and her hearts, 

“Trees of dark blue, 

Holes in their trunks, 

Bear twig-arms,” 

Will feel it too, 

When your words knock at their doors. 

You knew! 

Please don’t say 

You did not know. 
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Conspiracy 

To Lyubov Momot’s painting Conspiracy 

Two fools in colorful hoods, 

In the midst of the witchcraft, 

Want to steal the life of the third one. 

Why? 

Because 

He has a longer nose, 

Bluer eyes, 

Malicious smile, 

Provocative mind… 

Unforgivable! 

The third does not yet know 

What awaits. 

His naïve soul is full of hope. 

Once there were three fools in colorful hoods; 

Now only one remains. 

He has a charming malicious smile. 

What happened to two others? 

Witchcraft stole their lives away; 

It was easy to make a mistake. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fig. 1. Lyubov Momot. Conspiracy 
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Attic 

To Lyubov Momot’s painting Attic’s Secrets 

Noise… 

Cracking, snaking through 

My attic – 

A heap of dusty junk, 

Full of colorful flying birds. 

They sing: 

 Dragonflies’ summer buzz; 

Moan: 

 Lonely woman in pain; 

Weep: 

 Wounded man in trenches, human corpses around; 

Screech: 

 Mice squabbling in house walls. 

Screeching beats me, 

Moaning hits me, 

Birds weep – I never sleep. 

That sunny day 

My mind was blank, 

Like the front of an empty white page, 

And was numb. 

I took a gun; 

Silence entered my life. 

The birds’ little bodies lay on the floor. 
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  They do not fly, 

      do not sing, 

   do not moan, 

   do not weep, 

    do not screech. 

They smell – 

A smell of a rotten bread. 

I am unable to get rid of it; 

I have to live with it. 

Oh, these birds… 

Even when they do not seem alive, 

They wander within me 

And disturb my nights. 

A snail-soul hibernating in its shell; 

Black olives: 

A triangle glance – sharp knife, 

Paint in red my back; 

Stars rarely shining in the sky, 

A fat Satyr, dressed in green shorts, 

Tapping at my house roof all night, 

A spring rain beating me – my past, 

Dolls of fear – flying away drops of motley life – 

Dancing its macabre dance. 

My attic will never be free of its dusty junk. 




