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o mocToBoili

Moeif AylIH M3besmenHO
wary noMewaHHbIxX

BbIOT KeCTHUX dpa3 nartwl,
Fae ropoaga !
NnoBeweH bl

M B netae d6nana
3aCThiNyu

Gawen

KpUBbIE BHIH ——

HAY

OAMH pbiAaTh,

YTO nepeKpecTHoM
pécnarei

ropoaosbie.

2
HECKOJIbKO CJIOB 0 MOER MEHE

Mopeii neBefoMbix ganenum nanmem

HAeT AyHa —

MeHa mon,

Moa nw6osuula puimesonocas.

8a anunamenm

KPUKAHBO TAHETCA ToANa co3Be3Auil nectpononocas,
Benuaerca aBTOMOGHAbHBIM Fapamenm,
Uenyerca raseTHbIMH KHOCHamy,

a whedda MaevHbI# NyTo MOPrawWUM namen
YHpaweH MUWYpHbiMK GrecTHamu,

A a?
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On the pavement

of my trampled soul

the steps of madmen
weave the prints of rude crude words.
Where cities

hang

and in the noose of cloud
the towers’

crooked spires

congeal—

Igo,

alone to weep

that crossroads
crucify
policemen.

2
A FEW WORDS ABOUT MY WIFE

Along far beaches of uncharted seas

the moon—

my wife-—goes driving.

She’s redhaired, my beloved.

Behind her turnout,

a variegated throng of constellations scurries,

screaming.

She weds with a garage,

kisses newspaper kiosks,

while a fluttering-eyed page tinsels her train, the
Milky Way.

And I?
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Hecao me, naaumomy, Gposeii Hopombicao
M3 rna3 HONOALEB CTYAeHble Beapa.

B weanax 03epHLIX THl BHCAA,

AHTapHO# CHpuUNKoii neayw Geppa?

B ntpan, rae ano6a kpuiu,

He HUHeWwb 6aecTKOH necHu.

B 6yasBapax s Tony, TocKoii neckos oBenn:
BeAb 370 X A0Y4b TBOA —-

MOA necHn

B YyaKe amypHom

Y Hocheen!

3 :
HECKOJIbKO C/10B 0 MOER MAME

Y menn ects mama na BacuabHoBbIX 06onx,
A A ryanio B necTprix nasax,

BUXpacTble pOMalIKK, Warom Mepas, Myvy.
3aurpaer Bevep na roGoax pHaBbiX,
NOAXOMY K OKOWHY,

BepA,

YTO YBMIKY ONATH

ceBuiyio

Ha JoMm

TYYY.

A y mamul GonbHoii

npoGeranT HapoAa wopoxu *

0T KpoBaTH A0 yraa nycroro.

Mawma 3naer —

3T0 MbiCAH cymacweaweii Bopoxu
Bblle3aioY u3-3a Rpbiw 3asopa llycrosa,
W Koraa mMoii 706, Benyanubii wagnoi derposoii,
OHPOBABHMT racHyuwan pama,
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To me, ablaze, the yoke of brows
has lugged fresh pails from deep-eyed wells.

In lacustrine silks you hung,

an amber fiddle chanting in your thighs?

You threw no baited line

into the regions of malignant roofs.

In sands’ nostalgia bathed, I drown in boulevards;
for that's your daughter—

my song

in mesh of stocking gliding

by the coffee houses!

3
A FEW WORDS ABOUT MY MAMMA

I have a mamma on blue cornflower wallpaper.
But I pace about in peahen colors,

torturing shaggy camomiles with my measuring stride.
When the evening sounds its rusty oboes,

I walk to the window,

believing

I shall see again

the cloud

reposing

upon the house.

But mamma’s sick in bed,

and from it

a rustling of people scurries to an empty corner.
Mamma's aware—

this is the helter-skelter of mad thoughts

crawling from behind the roofs of the Shustov factory.?
And when the dimming window-frame

bloodies my forehead, crowned with a felt hat,
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A CHamy,
pa3ssunyB Gacom BeTpa Boif:

«Mawma.

Ecan cTaner smanxo mue

Ba3bl Bawei MyKH,

cOuToit Kabaykamu o6nayHoro TaHua, —

HTO #e u3nacHaeT 3010Tbie PyKH,

BbIBECKOH 3anoMAGHHble Y BUTPUH ABanuo0?..»

4
HECKOJIbKO CJIOB 050 MHE CAMOM

fl mo6.110 cMoTpeTH, KaK yMUpaloT feTH.
Bbl npu6oa cmexa MrancThiii Ban 3aMeTuau
3a TOCHH x060TomM?

Aag—

B YHUTaAbHE YAHL —

TaK 4acTo nepeaucthiBan rpé6a Tom.
Monnoun

MPOMOKWKMMY NaNbUAMK ULynana

MeHR

H 3a6uThiil 3a6op,

W C KaNAAMK IKBHA HA JIbICHHE Hynona
CHaKan cymacwepuiuii co6op.

fl Bumy, Xpucroc u3 uKoHst Geman,
XHTOHA oBeTpeHHbld Hpaif

uenosana, nraya, CAAKOTH,

Hpuuy rupnuuy,

CNOB HCCTYNAEHHBIX BOH3Al0 KUHMan

B Heba pacnyxiuiero MaKoTs:

«Connue!

OTey moif!
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then I shall speak out,

pushing apart with my bass voice the wind’s howl:

“Mamma.

If I should feel sorry

for the vase of your torment,

knocked down by the heels of the cloud dance—

who then would fondle the golden hands,

imploringly twisted on the signboard by the shop-
windows of Avanzo?” 3

4
A FEW WORDS ABOUT MYSELF

I love to watch children dying.

Do you note, behind protruding nostalgia,

the shadowy billow of laughter’s surf?

But I— '

in the reading room of the streets—

have leafed so often through the volume of the coffin.
Midnight

with sodden hands has fingered

me

and the battered paling,

and the crazy cathedral galloped

in drops of downpour upon the cupola’s bald pate.
I have seen Christ escape from an icon,

and the slush tearfully kiss

the wind-swept fringe of his tunic.

At bricks I bawl,

thrusting the dagger of desperate words

into the swollen pulp of the sky:

“Sun!

Father minel
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Cmanben X0Tb Tl ¥ He Myyaii!

3710 10600 NponMTan KPOBL MOA ALeTCA JOPOroI0

310 Aywa mon

KAOULAMM NopBaKRHoN Tyuu

B BbIRIKEHHOM Hele

Ha pHMaBOM KpecTe KOAOKOALHHM!
Bpema!

Xotb Toi, Xpomoii Goromas,
AUK HaManioi moil

B GomHMLY YpoAua BeKa!

Al _oAMHOK. KaK nocaepnuii raas
Y HAYLLEro K cAenbiM YenoseKals
(1913)
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AoAbHel,

If at least thou wouldst have mercy and stop torment-

ing me!

For my blood thou spilled gushes down this nether

road.
That is my soul yonder
in tatters of torn cloud
against a burnt-out sky
upon the rusted cross of the belfry!
Timel
You lame icon-painter,
will you at least daub my countenance
and frame it as a freak of this agel
I am as lonely as the only eye
of a man on his way to the blind!"
(1913)
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CEBE, NIOBUMOMY,
NOCBALLAET 3TU CTPOKW ABTOP

Yerbipe.

Tamenvie, Kak yaap.

«Kecapeso kecapio — Gory Gorogow.
A tanomy,

HaK n,

THHYTbCR Kyaa?

Fae ann menn yrovoeano noroso?

Ecau 6 6bin a

ManeHbRHUiA,

HaK Benaurnii onean, —

Ha UbINOYKM 6 BoAH BCTan,

NPUAKBOM NacKancA K nywe Gbi,

Tae no6umyio naiity MHe,

TaKy, Hak ¥ A?

Taxan we ymectunace 6w B KpoxoTHoe HeGo!

0, ecau 6 A uuwy Guial

Kak munnuappep!

Uto pewbru pywe?

Henacwitunii sop B Heii.

Moux menaunii pasuysgannoit opae
He XBaTHT 3onota Beex Kanudopumii,

Ecan 6 6ui1b mHe HOCHOA3LIYHLIM,
Hau faur

uau Merpapxa!l

Aywy # opnoii 3ameys)
Cruxamu Beners uetaers eiil

W caosa

H n1060Bb MOA —
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TO HIS BELOVED SELF, THE AUTHOR
DEDICATES THESE LINES®

Four words,

heavy as a blow: -

“. .. unto Caesar . . . unto god ...”
But where can a man

like me

bury his head?

Where is there shelter for mep

If T were

as small

as the Great Ocean,

I'd tiptoe on the waves

and woo the moon like the tide.
Where shall 1 find a beloved,

a beloved like me?

She would be too big for the tiny skyl

Oh, to be poorl

. Like a multimillionaire!

What'’s money to the soul?

In it dwells an insatiable thief.

The gold of all the Californias

will never satisfy the rapacious horde of my lusts.

Oh, to be tongued-tied

like Dante

or Petrarch!

I'd kindle my soul for one love alonel
In verse I'd command her to burn to ashl
And if my words J
and my love :
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TpHymdanshan apua: were a triumphal arch,
nbiwo, , then grandly
Geccnepno mpoiiayr cHBo3b Hee all the heroines of love through the ages
NoGoBHULbI BCEX cToeTHil. would pass through it, leaving no trace.
0, ecau 6 Goin 3 Oh, were I
THX Wi, as quiet
HaK rpom, — - as thunder
HBIA 6bl ' then I would whine
’ R 0 0 .
APOWbI0 06BAN 6bi 3eMAW OAPAXACBUIMA CHHT and fold earth’s aged hermitage in my shuddering
q ) embrace.

' If,
to its full power,
I used my vast voice,
the comets would wring their burning hands
and plunge headlong in anguish,

ecin Beel ero mouysio

BbipeBY ronoc orpoMublii —
KOMeTbl 3aN0MAT ropauue pykw,
6pocatca BHH3 ¢ TocKM.

fl 6vt rras aywamu rpis oy —

With my eyes’ rays I'd gnaw the night—
0, ecau 6 Guta n

if I were, oh,

TYCKAbIH, ' as dull
Han conmue! : as the sun!
Oyenb mHe napo : Why should I want

CHAHLEM MOMM NOUTL

to feed with my radiance
3eMau oTowaBwee nonue!

the earth’s lean lapl!

NMpoiiay, I shall go by,

noGosuuty Molo Bonoua, dragging my burden of love.
B wawnoii noun, In what delirious

6pepoBoi, and ailing

HepyHHoif, ‘ * night,

Kanumu Fonnadamu a saydr — . was I sired by Goliaths—
TaKo# Goabuwoii 1, so large,

H TaKOA HeHYMHbIH? ' so unwanted?

(1916) (1916)
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