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 הרָרֵבְּ ילִ ןיאֵ ,יפַקָשְׁמִ תאֶ ביכִּרְאַ:
 הּרָוֹעלְ דעַבַּמִ תוֹרדְוֹח יַניעֵ
 םחַהַ הּדָבֵכְוּ הָיתֶוֹארֵ לאֶ
 םָי תצֶלֶפְמִכְּ וֹל רפֵּרְפַמְּשֶׁ
 ריעִבָּ Iרָשְִׂנ יפִוּגּ .תוֹעלָצְּהַ ןיבֵּ,
 רילִ לש וֹתּכְלַמְמַּמִ טְנקֵ וֹמכְּ Iלָשְׁמֻ,
 תחַַנ םוּשׁ ילִ ןיאֵ םידִוּמצְ סטְְיטַבְּ םגְַו
 תחַתַּהַ ירֵירִשְּׁמִוּ יזִחָ דוֹהמֵ,

 תירִוֹלבְּהַ ןמִ וֹא תסֶלֶּהַ וקָּמִ
 דירִטְמַּשֶּׁ המַ הֵנּהִ ;הלָּחַלְחַכְּהַ
 העָוּדְיהַ הקָּזִּהַ אW :יתִוֹא
 האָצָמְהַלַ תוּאיצִמְּהַ ןיבֵּשֶׁ
 ןאכָּמִ סוּטלָ ילִ חַיִנּתַּ אZשֶׁ
 ןָיְנעִהָ אW םגַּ ;ןדֶאגָסְטֶכְרְבֶּ לאֶ
 רבָּדֻמְ הֹפּ .סוּיּגִּהַ םעִ אוּההַ

 
I have to wear these glasses – otherwise, 
when I caress her with my super-eyes, 
her lungs and liver are too plainly seen 
throbbing, like deep-sea creatures, in between 
dim bones. Oh, I am sick of loitering here, 
a banished trunk (like my namesake in “Lear”), 
but when I switch to tights, still less I prize 
my splendid torso, my tremendous thighs, 
the dark-blue forelock on my narrow brow, 
the heavy jaw; for I shall tell you now 
my fatal limitation … not the pact 
between the worlds of Fantasy and Fact 
which makes me shun such an attractive spot 
as Berchtesgaden, say; and also not 
that little business of my draft; but worse: 
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 רהָמְִנְו רמַ המָאָתְהַ רסֶֹחבְּ.

 
 
 ירִצְִיְו עַפֵוֹשׁ ריעִצָ יִנאֲ
 אירִבָּ רוּחבָּ לכָּ וֹמכְּ בהָֹאמְוּ,

 ימִאָנידִּ ידַּמִ רתֵוֹי יבִּלִ לבָאֲ –
 ימִאָנוּצ ללֵוֹחְי וּניתֵוֹלוּלכְּ לילֵ,
 ןוֹלמָ דוֹע לעַ סֹרקְִי ןוֹלמָּהְַו
 ןוֹלּחַ םוּשׁבְּ למַשְׁחַ הֶיהְִי אWְו,
 וּכעֲמִָּי םילִקָדְּ ,תוּמתָּ יתִּשְׁאִ,
 וּכְו 'וּכְו ,וּטסְִי תוֹיּאִשָּׂמַ.'

 
 קסֵּרְַי אW יתִקָוּשׁתְּ ץרֶפֶּ םאִ
 קפֵסָ אWלְ דלֵתֵּ ,הּתָרָזְגִּ תאֶ
 םיאִפְוֹרהָ תאֶ םמֵּהְַיּשֶׁ קוֹניתִּ
 םיאִתָּשְׁמִּהַ ריעִהָ יבֵשָׁוֹתְו:
 תוּעטָבְּ וֹל רֹבּשְִׁי וֹתוּקְנַיבְּ
 טוּהרִהָ תאֶ םגְַו הפָּצְרִהָ תאֶ;
 תוֹראֵבְּבַּ לWצְִי שׁמֵחָ ליגִבְּ,
 דֹרשְִׂי לבָאֲ – םיִנשָׁבְכִּבַּ רעַבְִי;
 םיעִוּצעֲצַ שׁרדְִי הֶנוֹמשְׁ ליגִבְּ:
 םיִיּתִּמִאֲ תוֹנוֹרקְ םגְַו רטָּקַ,
 שׁוֹבּחְמַּהַ ןמִ יבְַיוֹא לכָּ תאֶ איצִוֹי
 שׁאֹרהָ תאֶ וֹל רֹבּשְׁלִ לכַוּא אWְו.

 
 בוֹשָׁו Iוֹלהָ יסִוּטבְּ םגַּ ,ןכֵלָ,
 בֹהצָּהַ קחַשַּׁבַּ םֹדאָ-לֹחכָּ,

 החָמְשִׂ אWלְ םיעִשְׁוֹפּהַ תאֶ ףֹדּרְאֶ –
 החָוּחשְׁ המָוֹקבְּ וֹל ףלֵוֹח טְנקֵ קרְאלַקְ,
 םדֶֹק וֹמכְּ שׁמָּמַ וֹליעִמְ תאֶ שׁבֵוֹל,
 םעדְֶיוֹבּבַּ םוֹקמָ וֹתמָילִגְלִ אצֵוֹמ;
 קרְאפַּבַּ הֹפּ תחַַנאֱֶנ סיאִוֹלּשֶׁכְּ,

 קרְאלַקְ ,וֹה" – םרָהָ ילִסְפִלְ תחַתַּמִ...
 ליבִשְּׁבַּ טיבִּמַ יִנאֲ ״!?םיהִדְמַ אW אוּה
 ליגִרָ רוּחבָּ תוֹיהְלִ קקֵוֹתּשְׁמִוּ.

 
  
 
 

a tragic misadjustment and a curse. 
 
 
I’m young and bursting with prodigious sap, 
and I’m in love like any healthy chap – 
and I must throttle my dynamic heart 
for marriage would be murder on my part, 
an earthquake, wrecking on the night of nights 
a woman’s life, some palmtrees, all the lights, 
the big hotel, a smaller one next door 
and half a dozen army trucks – or more. 
 
But even if that blast of love should spare 
her fragile frame – what children would she bear? 
What monstrous babe, knocking the surgeon down, 
would waddle out into the awestruck town? 
When two years old he’d break the strongest chairs, 
fall through the floor and terrorize the stairs; 
at four, he’d dive into a well; at five, 
explore a roaring furnace – and survive; 
at eight, he’d ruin the longest railway line 
by playing trains with real ones; and at nine, 
release all my old enemies from jail, 
and then I’d try to break his head – and fail. 
 
So this is why, no matter where I fly, 
red-cloaked, blue-hosed, across the yellow sky, 
I feel no thrill in chasing thugs and thieves – 
and gloomily broad-shouldered Kent retrieves 
his coat and trousers from the garbage can 
and tucks away the cloak of Superman; 
and when she sighs – somewhere in Central Park 
where my immense bronze statue looms – “Oh, Clark … 
Isn’t he wonderful!?!”, I stare ahead 
and long to be a normal guy instead. 
 
 
Vladimir Nabokov 
June 1942 

 
 

 
 


