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I would like to dedicate this work to Ethan Lewis:

‘Ethan was an unusual human being: a combination of
an amazing kindness and dedication to others and of
stunning creativity, intelligence, and depth. His soul was
deep and multilayered, but his manner and appearance
were light and easy. His passage on earth was short but
his accomplishments and his contribution to culture are
immense. That his spirit will always be with us.’
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FOREWORD

To daub the lemon juice of language on the
invisible ink of sublimity—the Symbolist quest may be,

quaintly, figuratively so defined. Yeats ’apercu, albeit
mystical, posits literal materials, “colours and forms,” by

which to “entangle...Divine Essence.”[1] Like the

painters from whom she draws inspiration, Rosina
Neginsky plies a vivid palette, deep hues balanced by
achromatics:

Through the golden haze of the day

A claret-colored scream,

Through the golden haze of the day
The silver silence rustles.

Over and again she endows what we do not think to see
(a scream; silence; continually, the soul), with colors—
correct colors, one feels after initial surprise. Neginsky
injects conventional synaesthesia with wit. A claret
scream is cast in relief against the compound tones of
atmosphere and silence, on which the cry manifests.
Notwithstanding our bedazzlement, the poet convinces
us as well. Reason reinforces strangeness: a hallmark of
the genuinely uncanny.

Your soul is shaped
Out of emeralds of talent.

...a soul made of amber.



~10 ~
A nugget of silver.

The arresting imagery in this volume, Neginsky
counterpoints through fluid prosody.[2]

She may take shape “From the marble of

creativity”—a bold claim, though verifiable (note her
frequent coupling of abstraction with substance.) We are

not permitted to turn “marble with too much

conceiving,”[3] or to become paralyzed, for she resists “a

poetic of stasis.”[4]

The poet plies more rthyme and patterned repetition
than in prior collections. Hence, the typically short
(often one-word) lines that might otherwise stall, convert
to steps for passing on and along:

Mice,
Mice,
Mice

Caper.

Torn wall paper.
Falling apart walls,

Keener subtleties in sound scheme (here, crossing
“Caper/paper/apart with “wall/Falling/walls”)
accentuate the flow.[5] Music has been visualized in

terms of “forms cut out of time.” And though Pater’s
codicil attaches to “All art,” thanks largely to Mallarme,

we link “approach[ing] the condition of music” with
10
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practitioners of Symbolism. Rosina Neginsky’s frequent

prosodic inventions, like her “open field” spatial
manipulation of the page-plane [6] constitute what Yeats
(again) called ‘complex forms entangling Divine

Essence.” More than (mere) vehicles, like bottles of
blown glass filled with sand, the verses appear refined
from the material they convey. This congruence of form
and content is in one text allegorized:

An empty vessel fills itself with love.

In it love rustles, murmurs, secthes.
The vignette turns tragic:

The vessel cracks.

Through cracks love seeps.

And, alas, nothing seeps in.[7]

Neginsky incessantly apotheosizes the Symbolist ideal
of “death-in-life and life-in-death.”[8] But that

expression is relieved by whimsy, as in “Unloved”:

Bold red-haired
Sensual sensitive
Nicely boring

Satyr.

Your lust is alien to me.

Your soul bores me.

11
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Sweet satyr!
Stop pestering me!
I do not love you a bit!

Elsewhere, since What might have been is an
abstraction Remaining a perpetual possibility Only in a
world of speculation[9],

Only in dreams
He caresses her

And reads Rimbaud in French.

And “How nice[ly]” that fictional donee accords with the

real object of “his” affection:
How nice,

That she won’t see him anymore

Under the Light of the Moon (2002) reads, plausibly, as
a spiritual autobiography. This volume redirects its lyric
mirrors upon us. That is, though self-reflecting—

I look into my poem,

And it, my line, my double

Comes out.

Refined, handsome, with a soul made of amber.
A nugget of silver.

—the works consistently—most consciously in the
ekphrastic pieces triggered from unique reactions to de

12
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Stael, Munch, Holbein—dramatize any one’s perception:

“I believe it is up to the reader to have his/her own

emotions and associations. My interpretation is not that
important. I am simply sharing it with you.”[10] She

might have qualified this comment—but ‘tis the critic’s

task to refine; the artist has done quite enough. One
might recast her words to focus on the nature of her
importance, which entails Modeling reaction for the

auditor, who brings “his/her own emotions and

associations” to bear upon the canvas.

But what a/l mean we by “own”? “We stand before a
beautiful painting,” Eliot writes,

and if we are sufficiently carried away, our feeling
is a whole

which is not, in a sense, our feeling, since the
painting, which is

an object independent of us, is quite as truly a
constituent as our

consciousness or our soul.[11]

“Everyone talks about the painting ‘Scream’”; as “In

the room the women come and go Talking of
Michelangelo.”[12] Yet what transpires in genuine
perception? When the act compasses being confronted
by the art-object, denn sa ist keine Stelle, die dicht nicht
sieht: Du muft dein Leben dndern (for there is not the
least Of parts but sees you. You must change your

life.)[13] The piece invokes, “devours, seduces,

13
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smothers” the viewer, in no state, then, to merely “talk
about” it.
And now I hear,

And now I see
“Scream.”

Scream!
That most paradoxically abstract substance in
contemporary poetry, technique, manifests as the
measure of the artist’s sincerity.[14] Rosina Neginsky
reminds readers that we are also artists, for her works

summon our responsibility.

Ethan Lewis
University of Illinois
at Springfield

14
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AMORE
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A Dream
She whispers:

“Don’t love me.”

In response he embraced her
And read Rimbaud in French.
She came to him,

Face to face.

“Come for tea,”

Said she.

“Your company pleases me.”
“I'll come,” said his voice.

“I'm afraid,” said his eyes.

She departed.

Remembered:

The pale conversation,

And without it,

No here or there.

Only in dreams

He caresses her

And reads Rimbaud in French.

How nice

That she won’t see him anymore!
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Con

OHa npoienTania:
“He nrobute MeHs .
B oTBeT B 00BSTHS OH 3aKITIOYIII €€

U no-dpaniry3cku 3amnen Pem6o.

OHa nojo1uia K HEMY.

I'naza k rmazam:

“Ilpuxoaurte Ha yail”, --

Ckazaja oHa.

(13 2
MHe Baira KOMIIaHus O4YEHb MUJIA.

“IIpuay” -- TOBOpPHUT rJac,

“Bboroce”, -- TOBOPUT TJIa3.

Omna otomia,

Bcnomauna:

Pasrosop — Tocka,

A 6e3 paszroopa --

Hu tyna, Hu crona.

ToNBKO BO CHE OH JIACKAET €€

U no-dpaniry3cku noetr Pembo.

Kak xopomo,

Yro ona OosbIlie HE YBUIUT €T0!

17
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Love

Came galloping,
Waved,
Called,

And set you on its horse.

Burning, shining, promising,
It beckoned into illusion.
Everything began to move in you --

To dash headlong into illusion.

Love's horse is quick,
Love's steed rides hard,

Carries you too fast to hold on.

Thrown,
Your illusions shatter.
Love glowed red, excited,

And its beauty somehow vanished.

In a green mold of crimson passion
It covers you;
With the icy water of pain

It embraces you.

18
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JI1000BbL

Ha xoHe mpuckakaia,
Pyxon nmomaxaia,
TeOs xk cebe mo3Baina,

U tebs, pa3, ¢ co0o0it Ha KOHS.

Bcst ropur, cBeTHTCs, 00€IIacT,
Hanexnoii Te0st 000b111aeT.
Bcerpenenymnach T, IpoOyIuIach

Bcs k wutto3un yctpemunach.

Ee xonb ckop,
Hecer OpicTpO,

He 3a uto YXBATHUTBCA.

A Korja ee TallHbI pacKpbUIKCh,
Bce miiro3uu BMUT HCTTAPUITUCH.
PackpacHenace oHa, pa3sirpanach,

Jla kpaca ee pacrtepsuiachk.

3eneHoi TIeCeHbI0 OarpoBoOi CTPacTu
TeOs 3aBOJIAKUBAET,
AlicOeproBoit Bojoi 6011

TeOst okaThIBacET.
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Now you understand,

And passionately long to free yourself from Love's
embraces.

Here it has relaxed its hold,

And spiked you with its dog-collar.

It squeezes its choker around your throat,
And repeats again and again:
"Remember, since I love you,

You are my slave.

[ won't let you go, but

Will tie your hands with pity,

With passion shackle you

With habit inject you,

I flood you with lonely fear,

Teach you responsibility,

And drown you in words of love.

Should you turn away,

I will punish you with pangs of remorse,

Or avenge with torturous jealousy."

Everything in you struggles.
You need air, crave air—
Weak you are.

But It says:

"You will get used to it,

Love without air is just as fine."

20
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ThI y2Ke Bce MOHMMAEIIID,

U cTpacTtHO U3 ee 00BITHII BBIPBATHCS JKEIACIIb.
Tyt oHa, pa3, 00bsTHS O0NEerymnIIa,
Jla omeiHuKOM TeOs IPHUIYIIIHIIA.
Ero Bokpyr ropia 3axxumaer,

Jla mpurosapusaer:

“IToMHu, paz nr00110 TEOH,

Ter — Most paba.

He Bbimymy s Te0s1.

XKanocteio 51 TeOE pyKu CBSIKY,
CrpacThlo g Te0sl B KaHaJIbl 3aKYI0,
[IpuBBIYKH TOAOJIBIO,

Crpaxom oMHOUYECTBA YTOLLY,

K oTBeTCBeHHOCTH NpUyUy,

N cnoBamu J1100BH OIOIO.

A oTBepHeIIbCH,

VYTIpbI3eHUAMHU COBECTU HAKAKY,

Nnu Mykoi peBHOCTH OTOMIILY .

B tebe Bce 6opb0a.

Tebe Bo31yXa, BO31yXa --
Tr1 cnaba.

A oHa:

“IlonpuBBIKHENID,

JIro60BB 1 6€3 BO31yXa X0porma”.

21
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Unloved

Bold red-haired
Sensual sensitive
Nicely boring
Satyr.

Your lust is alien to me.
Y our soul bores me.
Nice satyr!

[ don't love you at all!

I am in love with a grey wolf.
His lonely spirit,

Icy passion,

Enigmatic soul

Entice me.

Sweet satyr!
Stop pestering me!

I do not love you at all!

22
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Henro60Bb
JIbICHIN pBIKUI
UyBCTBEHHO-4yBCTBUTEIbHBIN
Mmuiblid CKyYHBIN

Carup.

TBOs MOXOTH MHE UyXx/a!
TBos nyma MHE CKyyHa!
Muineiit catup,

31 coBcem He 110010 TEOs!

B ceporo Bosika s BiatoOseHa.
Ero ogunokuit 1yx

U nensnas nyma
[IpenscTrnm MeHs.

Ero aiicbeproBas cTpactb
Menst 00BOJIOKJIA.

Pasrapgka ero -

Kusup mos.

Muuiblii catup!
[Iepecranb nmpucraBaTh KO MHE.

S1 coBcem He 1r00T10 TEOs!

23
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Vessel

An empty vessel fills itself with love.

In it love rustles, murmurs, seethes.
The vessel cracks.
Through cracks love seeps.

And, alas, nothing seeps in.

The vessel empties itself of love.
Love lost Eros

Not to reach Agape

And here, life ends.

Without wings I enter nether worlds,

Expecting the afterlife of a worm.

I come down to the doom of worms.

24
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IlycToii cocyn 3anmoTHIIICS JIIO00BBIO

ITycroii cocyn 3anoTHIICS JTFOOOBBIO.
OHa B HEM IIYPIIUT, KYPUUT, OyPIIUT.
Cocyn Tpemur.

Upes TpemuHbl 11000Bbh U3 HETO BHITEKACT,

W, yBBI, HUKy1a HE BTEKAET.

JIt060BB U3 cOCy/1a BBITEKJIA.
Kuznb niponuna.
JIro060Bb OT 3poca ymuia,

A o Aramn He gonuia.

beckpbpuIbIM BXOXKY 51 «B HUKY1a»!

Cynp0a yepBsika 0KHIA€T MEHS!

bena!

25
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Voice

His voice flowing, flowing, flowing —
Indifferently scintillate river.
It listens to itself.
The eyes of a woman are
An excitement.
His voice is

A looking-glass reflection.

The voice is flowing, flowing, flowing,

It is a cold, waterless river.

As a memory of the past,

The woman keeps her eyes open wide.
Once there was love,

But now...

An emptied vessel

Lying in the old coffin,

Under the gray tombstone

In the quiet of a country church yard...
Without dreams...

Without inspiration...

Silent forever.

His voice is flowing, flowing, flowing.
How dull is the water!

How shallow is the river!

26
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T'osoc

Ero ronoc teuer, Teuer, Teyer --
PaBHOYyImIHO HCKpsiasics pexa.
OH cnymiaet ceosl.

I'maza xeHnHbI — BO30Yy KICHHE.

Ero ronoc — 3CPKAJIBHOC OTPAKCHUC.

Ero ronoc Teuer, Teyer, TEUET --
Pexa xonoanas,

Pexa Oe3monnast.

B namste o IIpoIIoM

XKeHmuHa mMMUPOKO pacKphIBAET riiasa.

Korna-to 6b11a 11000BB,

A Teneps...

OrmycTenslii cocy,

Koropslii o mianTamMu cepeiMu
B tamm ximagouiia ceabcKoro

B crapom rpoOy JexXHur...

be3 MeuThI 1 0€3 BJJOXHOBEHHSL. ..

Haseku momgur.

A roJioc ero Bce T€UeT, TEUET.
Kak myTHa Bona!

Kak menka pexka!

27
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I Sit in the Armchair

I sit in the armchair,

From my eyes fall burning drops of salt.

My eyes are reddened with pain,
There 1s no limit to the salt.

You are standing in front of me,
And your soul is turning to stone,
Becoming colder and nastier.
You like to watch

People cry,

How their souls tear apart.

Your talk is derisive and clear:

“Your tears drop vainly,

My heart is empty

Without any compassion.

You want tenderness, passion?
You want love and fire?

Y ou make me laugh!

You want me to be born again?
Think, why do I need all this fuss?
I am happy without your warmth,
In the soft chair by the fire,

In the lightless room.

28
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B msirkom kpecJe

Thl cugub B MSATKOM Kpecie,

N3 ria3 TBOMX KamaroT XKI'ydue Kariu COJIH,
['ma3a mokpacuenu ot 6oJu,

Ho nery npeaena comnu.

ThI cTOUIIB NIEpE HETO,

N nyma TBOS BCE KAMEHHEE, XOJIOIHEE, 3IIEE.
Tol M0OUIITE CMOTPETD,

Kak mmauyr nroqu,

Kak y HuX pa3pbIBatOTCS AyIIN.

Thl rOBOpHUIIIL HACMEIIINUBO U SICHO:
“T'BOM cne3bl TEKYT HAIIPACHO.

Moe cepiie CHOKOWHO 1 6€3y4acTHO.
ThI XOUeNIb HEXKHOCTH, CTPACTH?

Th1 xouenrb J1100BU U OrHs?

J1a T mpocTo cMemHa!

TrI X04emIb, 9TOO S CHOBA POJMIICS HIIH MIEPEPOTUICS?
Hy, noaymaii, Kk yeMy MHE BCSl 3Ta BO3HSI?

MHe xopotio 6e3 Teria,

MHe MSTKO CUAETh y KaMUHA

B xomHare, rjie HET OrHs.

MHe cnagocTHa My3bIKa CIUIMHA,

Benp Tak yceuuiser osa.

29
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I love the comfort of music and spleen.

I like closing my eyes
To fall into a void,
Where there is no trouble

And lots of deep sleep.

But you constantly want something!
Either you want passion or soul,

Or your heart beats with sadness,
Unknown to me.

You want me to answer,

You want to start a fire in me?

Ah drop it!

I am so happy without it!”

30



