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'; HAMLET! forts Cacterinn. . 1890 lace

The noise dies down. T have appeared.

[ listen, standing on the stage, FEBRUARY ... -
And in the distant echo try to hear - 2 :
What is to happen in this age. February. Get your mk. and weep.
Write about February in sobs,
A thousand opera glasses near and far So long as squcfch.ing slush and sleet
Level at me the blackness of the night. Burn with the spring of blackened blobs.
;f;;:i:’:’;:ﬂ: Slszjb;;.i:tzri,y_ Then hire a cab. Through peals of church bells,
Through joyous screeches of the wheels,
' I love vour stubborn plan, and am content To where the clow.npou.r thunders loudest
: To pfa-_\' the part reserved for me; And drowns the din of ink and tears.
' But the drama acted now is different— 5 ;
So this time, Father, let me be. Where rocks plunge from the trees in thousands—
; : Like pears, burnt down and carbonized,
But the sequence of the acts is planned with care, And tf‘”‘“g- d“f’P“‘f dr): sadness
And inescapable the destined goal. Deep in the orbits of one’s eyes.
I am alone. The Pharisees subdued the rest. i : :
The road through life is not a country stroll. Patches of snow are mixed w.:th mire,
And shricks have torn the wind to bits.
Translated by Yakov Hornstein With chance as perfect versifier,

The poem shapes itself in tears.
' From “Zhivago’s Poems” from the novel Doctor Zhivago.
1912
Translated by Yakov Hornstein

THE WIND'!

I reached the end, but you live on.
The wind is weeping and complains
And rocks the cottage and the trees,
Not single pine trees, one by one,
But all together, and with these

The vast receding distances,

Like hulls of ships that dropped their sails
Atanchor in a glassy bay.

This is no blind and aimless rage,
No urge to dare and to defy—

It is the anguished search for words
To sing to you a lullaby.

Translated by Yakov Hornstein
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NPUKA3 Ne 2 APMUU UCHYCCTB

J10 BaMm —

ynutauubie 6apuTOHB —

ot Ajama

A0 HAWMX ner,

noTpacaloliie TeaTpaMmu MMeHyeMble NMPHTOHMI
apuamu Pomeos u [myaberr.

J10 BaM —

NEHTpHI,

paspobpeBiine HaK KOHH,

mpywan u pwywas Poccun Kpaca,
NpAYYIAACA MACTEPCHUMH,
no-cTapoMy ApaKoHA

LBETOYKM W Teneca.

910 BAM —

NPUKPLIBIIHECA AMCTHKAMH MUCTHRH,
AGbI MOPLWIUHKAMH M3pbIB —
hYTYPUCTHKM,

HMaKHHUCTHEM,

AKMEUCTHEN,

3anyTaswimMecs B NayTHe pHGM.
I10 Bam —

Ha pacTpenaHHbie CMEHMBWHM
rnagKkue NPUYECHH,

Ha AanTH — AakK,

NpoNeTHYAbTIHI,

KAajyliue 3anaaThu

Ha BbLIAMHABWMA NYWHKUHCKWA dpak.

310 Bam —
naswyume, B AYAy Aywouiue,
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ORDER NO. 2 TO THE ARMY OF THE ARTS'

This is for you—

the fleshy baritones

who, since the days

of Adam,

have shaken those dens called theaters
with the arias of Romeos and Juliets.

This is for you—

the peintres,

grown as robust as horses,

the ravening and neighing beauty of Russia,
skulking in ateliers

and, as of old, imposing Draconian laws on
and bulking bodies.

This is for you—

who put on little fig leaves of mysticism,
whose brows are harrowed with wrinkles—
you, little futurists,

imaginists,

acmeists,?

entangled in the cobweb of rhymes.
This is for you—

who have exchanged rumpled hair

for a slick hairdo,

bast shoes for lacquered pumps,

you, men of the Proletcult,3?

who keep patching

Pushkin’s faded tailcoat.

This is for you—
who dance and pipe on pipes,

flowers
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W OTHpHITO Mpejawiuecs,

W rpewauiue TaAKOM,

pucyouue cebe rpagyulee
OrpOMHbLIM aKaAEMUYECHUM NAHKOM.
Bam rosopio

A —

reHWaneH 8 WIM He TeHUANeH,
GpocuBwnit Ge3penywku

u paGotawupmit 8 Pocre,

roBOpl0 Bam —

noKa Bac MPMKAAAaMK He NPOrHANM:
Bpocere!

Bpocbre!

3abyapTe,

nAlHbTE

W Ha pudmbl,

M Ha apuu,

W Ha pO30BbIA RYCT,

W Ha NpoYMe MeNeXMOHAWH
W3 apCeHanoB MCRYCCTB.
KHomy 3T0 MHTEpecHo,
y70 — «AX, BOT GefHEeHbRWH!
Hax on nwo6un

W KakuM OH GbiA HECYACTHBIM..»?
Macrepa,

a He ANMHHOBOAOCHIE MpPONOBEeAHHHH
HYMHBI CEeAYac HaM.
Caywaiite!

MapoBo3bl CTOHYT,

AYET B UWean W B noa:
«flaiite yroas ¢ [lony!
Cnecapei,

mexaHuKoB B Aenol»
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sell yourselves openly,

sin in secret,

and picture your future as academicians
with outsized rations.

I admonish you,

o

genius or not—

who have forsaken trifles

and work in Rosta,?*

1 admonish you—

before they disperse you with rifle-butts:
Give it up!

Give it upl!

Forget it.

Spit

on rhymes

and arias

and the rose bush

and other such mawkishness
from the arsenal of the arts.
Who's interested now
in—“Ah, wretched soul!
How he loved,

how he suffered . . .”"?

Good workers—

these are the men we need
rather than long-haired preachers.
Listen!

The locomotives groan,

and a draft blows through crannies and floor:
“Give us coal from the Don!
Metal workers

and mechanics for the depot!”
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Y Kamaoi PeKW Ha MCTOKe,
Aewa ¢ Abipoi B GoRy,
napoxoAbl NPOBLIAW AOKM:
«[laiite nedtb U3 banyl»

MoKa KaHMTENUM, CNOPUM,
CMbICA COKPOBEHHbIH Wwa:
«[laiiTe HaM HOBble dopmbi!» —
HeceTCA BONAL NO BeluaM.

Her aypanos,

WAA, 4YTO BLIMAET W3 YCT ero, 5

CTOATL Nepej «Ma3CTpaMu» TOANOH Pa3HHb.
Tosapuiuu,

AaiiTe HOBOE WCHYCCTBO —

Taxoe, ;
yT106bl BbIBOAOYL PECNYGAHRY M3 FPA3H.
(1921)
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At each river’s outlet, steamers
with an aching hole in their side,
howl through the docks:

“Give us oil from Baku!”

While we dawdle and quarrel

in search of fundamental answers,
all things yell:

“give us new forms!”

There are no fools today

to crowd, open-mouthed, round a “maestro”
and await his pronouncement.

Comrades,

give us a2 new form of art—

an art

that will pull the republic out of the mud.
(1921)




Yixe Bropoil. lonmno GbiTh, Thi Aeraa.

B noyu Mneunyts cepeGpanoii Oxoio.
fl e cnewy, ¥ MOAHHAMU Telerpamm
MHe Hezauem Te6a GYAWTb u GECNOKOMTL,
Kak roBopAT, HHUWACHT HCNEpYEH.
Nw6osnas noaka pasbunacs 0 ObT.

C 1o60it mui B pacyerte. W He K yemy nepeyend
B3aumHbiX Gonei, Gep u o6ua.

Tbi NOCMOTPH, KaKaA B MUpe THWD.

Houb o6nomuna HeGo 3Be3AHOR AaHbIO.
B Takue BOT Yachbl BCTaewb M roBOPHILb
BeHaM, UCTOPHM W MMPO3JaHMI,

(1930)

PAST ONE 0’CLOCK'’

Past one o’clock. You must have gone to bed.
The Milky Way streams silver through the night.2
I'm in no hurry; with lightning telegrams

I have no cause to wake or trouble you.?

And, as they say, the incident is closed.4

Love’s boat has smashed against the daily grind.
Now you and I are quits. Why bother then

to balance mutual sorrows, pains, and hurts.
Behold what quiet settles on the world.

Night wraps the sky in tribute from the stars.

In hours like these, one rises to address

The ages, history, and all creation.
(1930)




Sergey Yesenin
1595-14)5

FROM THE START ...

From the start, each living thing’s
Got its own mark upon it.

I'd have been a thief and a cheat
If I'd not turned out a poet.

Scrawny and undersized,
Always the hero of the gang,
I'd often come back home
With my nose bashed in.

And when my scared mother saw me,
Through bleeding lips I'd murmur:
“It’s nothing! — I tripped up.

I'll be all right tomorrow!”

Now that the seething cauldron
Of those days has cooled at last,
The restlessness and daring
Has spilt over into my verse—

A glittering heap of words,

And each line endlessly

Reflecting the bragging and bounce
Of an ex-daredevil and bully.

I'm still as bold and as proud.
Not for me the beaten track.

But now my soul’s all bloodied,
Instead of my face getting bashed.

And it’s no longer mother I'm telling,
But a mob of laughing strangers:

“It’s nothing! — [ tripped up.

I'll be all right tomorrow!”

1922
ransluted by Daniel Weissbort

MY LEAFLESS MAPLE TREE ...

My leafless maple tree, your icy coating,
Why do you stand here bowed, in the white blizzard?

Or did you hear something? Did you see something?
As if you'd gone walking beyond the village confines,

And like a drunken watchman, setting off down the road,

Got buried in a snowdrift, so your legs froze hard?

Like you I'm none too steady either on my pins,

I’ll not make it back from this drinking bout with my friends.

What's this? A willow tree! And over there's a pine!
LT
I sing them songs of summer to the snowstorm’s whine.

[t seems to me that I'm just like the maple tree,
Only not stripped bare all covered in green.

And in a drunken stupor, shameless and uncontrite,
- : e
I embrace a little birch, like someonc else’s bride.

1925 -
Translated by Daniel Weissbort

by the revolution

mobilized and drafted,

T S s
from the aristocratic gardens © ~ |

went off to the front

of poetry—
the capricious wench.
She planted a delicious garden,
the daughter,
cottage,
pond,
and meadow.

Myself a garden I did plant,
myself with water sprinkled it
Some pour their verse from water cans;
others spit water

from their mouth—
the curly Macks,

the clever Jacks'— f
but what the hell’s it all about!
There’s no damming all this up—
beneath the walls they mandolin:
“Tara-tina, tara-tine,
tw-a-n-g..."”
It’s no great honor, then,

for my monuments

to rise from such roses

_above the public squares,

where consumption coughs,
where whores, hooligans, and syphilis
walk.
Agitprop®
sticks
in my teeth too,
and I'd rather
compose
romances for you—
more profit in it
and more charm.

-Butl

subdued
myself,
setting my heel
on the throat
of my own song.
Listen,
comrades of posterity,
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Swanlike . ..
so how does it happen?

Like a lake of water running dry—
Into air. I can feel our hands touching.
To separate is the shock of thunder.

Upon my head—oceans rushing into the cabisin!
The furthest promontory of Oceanial

And the streets are steep.
To separate. That means to go downward,

Downhill . . . The sighing sound of two heavwy
Soles . . . The hand, at last, the nail!

A logic that turns everything over:

To separate means we have to become

Single creatures again,

We who had grown into one.

1 February (Prague)-8 June 1924 (Ilovishchi)
Translated by Elaine Feinstein (Rewvised)

AN ATTEMPT AT JEALOUSY

Ho\igg is your life with the other one,
Simpler, isn’t it? One stroke of the oar
Then a long coastline, and soon

Even the memory of me

Will be a floating island

(In the sky, not on the waters):
Spirits, spirits, you will be
Sisters, and never lovers.

How is your life with an ordinary
Woman? without godhead?

Now that your sovereign has
Been deposed (and you have stepped dowpmn),

How is your life? Are you fussing?
Flinching? How do you get up?
The tax of deathless vulgarity,

Can you cope with it, poor man? v

Marina Tsvetayeva

“Scenes and hysterics—I've had
Enough! I'll rent my own house.”
‘How is your life with the other one
Now, you that I chose for my own?

More to your taste, more delicious

b Is it, your food? Don’t moan if you sicken.
~ How is your life with an mage,

You, who walked on Sinai?

- How is your life with a stranger
From this world? Can you (be frank)
Love her? Or do you feel shame
Like Zeus’s reins on your forehead?

How is your life? Are you

Healthy? How do you sing?

&How do you deal with the pain

Of an undying conscience, poor man?

‘.HO'W is your life with a piece of market
Stuff, at a steep price?

;Afrer Carrara marble,

How is your life with the dust of

B i_l?laster now? (God was hewn from
‘ ?tone, but he is smashed to bits.)
- How do you live with one of a
Thousand women, after Lilith?

) -gatcd with newness, are you?
W you are grown cold to magic,
fow is your life with an

rthly woman, without a sixth

nse? Tell me: are you happy?
t? I-n a shallow pit? How is
r life, my love? Is it as

d as mine with another man?

1924

‘1{5.;]**,[}_‘”4311'{:'&:1‘]‘0.1 :i‘.ﬂ:w:.: BeOE WL 33

o T R - s " .

233



o Gy

HOMESICKNESS

Homesickness! that long
Exposed weariness!

It’s all the same to me now
Where T am altogether lonely

Or what stones I wander over
Home with a shopping bag to
A house that is no more mine
Than a hospital or a barracks.

It’s all the same to me, a captive
Lion—what faces I move through
Bristling, or what human crowd will
Cast me out as it must—

Into myself, into my separate internal
World, a Kamchatka bear without ice.
Where 1 fail to fit in (and I'm not trying) or
Where I'm humiliated it’s all the same.

And I won'’t be seduced by the thought of
My native language, its milky call.

How can it matter in what tongue I

Am misunderstood by whomever I meet

(Or by what readers, swallowing
Newsprint, squeezing for gossip?)
They all belong to the twentieth

Century, and I am before time,

Stunned, like a log left

Behind from an avenue of trees.

People are all the same to me, everything
Is the same, and it may be that the most

Indifferent of all are those

Signs and tokens which once were

Native but the dates have been

Rubbed out: the soul was born somewhere,

But my country has taken so little care
Of me that even the sharpest spy could
Go over my whole spirit and would
Detect no birthmark there!

TR TEIR LI SRy Sraa,

‘Houses are alien, churches are empty
Everything is the same:

But if by the side of the path a

Bush arises, especially

a rowanberry . ..

lated by Elaine Feinstein

EADERS OF NEWSPAPERS

It crawls, the underground snake,
Crawls, with its load of people.
And each one has his
‘Newspaper, his skin

Disease; a twitch of chewing:
Newspaper caries.

Masticator of gum,

Readers of newspaper.

And who are the readers? old men? athletes?
Soldiers? No face, no features,

No age. Skeletons—there’s no

Face, only the newspaper page.

All Paris is dressed

This way from forehead to navel.

Give it up, girl, or

You'll give birth to

A reader of newspapers.

SWay—HE LIVES WITH HIS SISTER—

- Swaying— HE KILLED H1s FATHER! —
They blow themselves up with vanity
As if swaying with drink.

For such gentlemen what

s the sunset or the sunrise?
They swallow emptiness,
These readers of newspapers!

For news read: calumnies,

.' For news read: embezzling,

N every column slander,

€ry paragraph some disgusting thing.

R ol
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O with what, at the Last Judgment
Will you come before the light?
Grabbers of small moments,
Readers of newspapers,

Gone! lost! vanished!

The old maternal terror.

But mother, the Gutenberg Press

Is more terrible than Schwartz’s powder.1

It’s better to go to & graveyard
Than into the prurient

Sick bay of scab scratchers,
These readers of newspapers.

And who is it rots our sons
Now in the prime of their life?
Those corrupters of blood

The writers of newspapers.

Look, friends—much

Stronger than in these lines! — do
1 think this, when with

A manuscript in my hand

I stand before the face
__There is no emptier place—

Than before the absent

Face of an editor of news
Papers’ evil filth.

1939
Translated by Elaine Feinstein

| Berthold Schwartz, a German monk widely viewed as the developer of gunpcwdcr in the fourteenth
century.
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TNONBITKA PEBHOCTH

Kak XHBCTCS BaM C Apyrowo, —
IMpowme Bens? — Ypap secna! —
Jinnucit 6eperosoxn

Ckopo /b naMaTh OTOLLIA

OGo mue, naasyuem ocTpone

(I'l6 neGy — He no sogam!)
Iywmn, aymn! 6Lite BaM cecTpamu,
He moGoennuamun — pam!

Kak xusercs BaM ¢ npocmoro
Kenmunow? Hes Goxecrs?
locynapuiaio ¢ npecrona
Ceeprmm (c onoro cowen),

Kax xuserca sam — xaonouercs —
Exurca? Beraetca — kak?
C nominnoit Geconeprroit nomocT
Kak cnpasaserecs, Geguax?

«Cynopor na nepcGoes —
Xsarur! Jlom cebe naiimy».
Kak xuserca sam ¢ moGowo —
Msbpaunomy mocmy!

Choiictecnnee n cbenobuee —
Cuens? Ilpuccres — ne nessii...
Kak xmuserca Bam ¢ nomoGies —
Bam, nonpasuiemy Cimaii!

Kax xuserca sam ¢ uyxoio,
3ncmmueio? PeGpom — moba?
Crain 3eBecoBoit BOXX010
He oxsrectnisaer n6a?

Kax xuserca saM — sgoposmTes —
Moxercs? IMoercs — xax?

C assoio GeccmepTHoit cosectn

Kax cnpamaserecs, Geansk?

Kak xuBercs Bam ¢ Tosapom
Prinoynnim? O6pok — kpyToii?
ITocne mMpamopos Kappaput
Kak xuserca sam ¢ TPyXoii

Iimncoroii? (U3 ranibu suiceucH

Bor — u niuncro pasGur!)

Kaxk xuBercs BaM ¢ CTO-THCAYHOIT —
Bay, nosuasmemy Jliant!

PrIiHOUHOIO HOBH3HOIO

Corrt in? K somm6am octsis,
Kar xuserca Bam ¢ semmoio
Kenmunor, 663 mecrux

Yyscts?

Hy, 3a romosy: cuacransm?
Her? B nposane 6e3 ray6un —
Kak xuserca, mwmii? Taxue JH,
Tax xe im, kak mue ¢ apyrum?

19 Hosabps

WQ‘“

Tocka o pensse! JiaeHo
PazobiaucHnaz mopoxa!

MHe cosepmienro BCe pazHo —
I'de cOBCPUIICHHO OZHHEOKOMN

BuiTh, MO KaKuM K2MHSM I0MOI
Bpecti ¢ xomenikcio 6asaphoit

B mom, u He 3Hammul, YTo — MO,
Kax rocnuirass unu xazapma.

Mue Bce paemo, XKakHX cpeau

JlMuy — ONmICTHHEBATECH ILTCHHEM
JIzBox, B3 KakoH JMOACKCH CpenH
Brite BHITECHEHHCH — HeENpeMeHHO —

B cebs, B eaHEONRYSE YYECTB.
Kamuarcxurs mensenés 6ez asmnes
I'de ne yxuTeca (4 He TIyce!),
I'Ge yHHXaTbCI — MHE €IKHO.

He obonemycs H s3mkoM
Pox:inim, ero npH3niBOM MIEUHEM.
Mue Geapasniuubo — H3 KaKoM
Henonumaemok ST BCTpCuHBIM!

(UutaresncM, ra3eTHHX TOHH
I'noraTcneM, JOMABUCM CILICTEH...)
JBanuaToro croneTes — OH,
A 1 — mo scakoro croaeres!

Ocron6escemu, xax 6pesno,
Ocrasweecs or e,

Muc Bcé — P2BHH, Miue BCE — pasmo,
H, moxer Surh, scero paBHee —

Ponnee Susmee — peero.

Bce npussaxu ¢ MCHS, BCE METH,
Bee marw — xax PYXO0it cHsnO:
Oyma, poxuemascs — rae-ro.

Tax xpait Mewz ne ybeper

Moii, yto u camuii 30PKHIT CHIUK
Baons sceir AymH, Bcel — nonepek!
Poaumoro nartua e cumer!

Besk mor mue YXA, BCAK Xpam MHe mycr,

¥ sce — pasmo, 1 Bce — eguno.
Ho ecan no Aopore — xycr
€T, 0CO6eHHO — pabuma.,,

Mai 1934
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