The Cloud in Trousers
A Tetraptych
(Prologue)

Your thought,

musing on a sodden brain

like a bloated lackey on a greasy couch.
I’1l taunt with a bloody morsel of heart;
and satiate my insolent, caustic contempt.

No grey hairs streak my soul,

no grandfatherly fondness there!

| shake the world with the might of my voice,
and walk — handsome,

twentytwoyearold.

Tender souls!

You play your love on a fiddle,

and the crude club their love on a drum.
But you cannot turn yourself inside out,
like me, and be just bare lips!

Come and be lessoned —
prim officiates of the angelic league,
lisping in drawing-room cambric.

You, too, who leaf your lips like a cook
turns the pages of a cookery book.

If you wish,

I shall rage on raw meat;

or, as the sky changes its hue,

if you wish,

I shall grow irreproachably tender:
not a man, but a cloud in trousers!

| deny the existence of blossoming Nice!
Again in song | glorify

men as crumpled as hospital beds,

and women as battered as proverbs.

You think malaria makes me delirious?

It happened.
In Odessa it happened.

00J1aK0 B IITAHAX

TerpanTux
(Beryniienue)

Bay mbIcisb,
MEUTAIOIIYIO HA Pa3MATYCHHOM MO3TY,

KakK BbDKHUPEBIUMH JIaKel Ha 3aCaJICHHOW KYIIETKe,
Oyny Ipa3HHUTh 00 OKPOBABJICHHBIN CEep/lia JIOCKYT:

JOChITa NU3bU3ACBAIOCH, HaXaJbHBIN U €OKUH.

Y MeHs B Ayllle HU OJJTHOT'O CE0ro BOJIOCa,
U CTapuecKOW HEKHOCTH HET B Hei!

Mup orpoMuB MOIIBIO I0OJI0CA,

Uy — KpPacHUBBIii,

JBaJLATHBYyXJICTHHIL.

Hexneie!

Bb1 11000Bb Ha CKPUIIKH JIOKUTE.
JIro00BB Ha JIUTABPHI JIOKHUT TPYOBIHL.
A ce0s1, KaK 51, BRIBEPHYTh HE MOXeETe,
9TOOBI OBLIM OJTHU CIUIOIIHBIC TYObI!

IIpuxonure yuutncs -
13 TOCTHHOW OaTHCTOBAs,
YMHHAs YNHOBHUIIA aHT€JIbCKOM JIUTH.

U xoTopast ry0bl CIOKOMHO NEepeCThHIBACT,
KaK KyXapKa CTpaHUIbl IOBAPEHHOU KHUTH.

Xoture -

Oyay OT Msca OelIeHBIi

— M, Kak He0O, MEHSS TOHA -
XOTHTE -

Oyny Oe3yKOPHU3HCHHO HEXXHBIH,

HE MyX4YHHa, a — 00JIaKO B MTaHAax!

He Bepto, uto ects 1iBeTouHas Huma!l
MHO10 OIISITh CJIaBOCIIOBSTCS

MYXXUYHUHBI, 3aJIe)KaHHbIE, KaK OOJIbHHMIIA,

U XKCHILUHBI, UCTPEIIaHHbIE, KK [IOCIOBULIA.

Bw1 gymaerte, 3To OpenuT mansapusi?

Ot0 OBLIO,
6su10 B Opecce.



“I’ll come at four,” Maria promised.

Eight.
Nine.
Ten.

Then the evening

turned its back on the windows
and plunged into grim night,
scowling

Decemberish.

At my decrepit back
the candelabras guffawed and whinnied.

You would not recognise me now:
a bulging bulk of sinews,
groaning,

and writhing,

What can such a clod desire?
Though a clod, many things!

The self does not care

whether one is cast of bronze
or the heart has an iron lining.
At night the self only desires

to steep its clangour in softness,
in woman.

And thus,

€normous,

I stood hunched by the window,

and my brow melted the glass.

What will it be: love or no-love?

And what kind of love:

big or minute?

How could a body like this have a big love?
It should be teeny-weeny,

humble, little love;

a love that shies at the hooting of cars,
that adores the bells of horse-trams.

Again and again

nuzzling against the rain,

my face pressed against its pitted face,
I wait,

splashed by the city’s thundering surf.

Then midnight, amok with a knife,
caught up,

cut him down —

out with him!

«IIpuny B uetbIpe», — ckazana Mapusl.

Bocewms.
JIeBsTh.
JlecsTs.

Bort u Beuep

B HOYHYIO XKyTh
YIIET OT OKOH,
XMYpBIH,
JeKaOpbIi.

B apsixityro CIIHHY XOXOYYT U PIKYT
KaHICTSIOPHL.

Mens ceifuac y3HaTh HE MOTIIH OBI:
KIITUCTAst TPOMaJHHA

CTOHET,

KOPYHUTCHL.

Y10 MOXKET XOTETHCS ITAKOH TIIBIOE?
A ripibe MHOTOE X0ueTcs!

Benp miis ceds He BakHO

1 TO, 9TO OPOH3OBBIH,

1 TO, YTO CEpALe — XOJIOIHOH JKEIE3KOIO.
Houblo xoueTcst 3BOH CBOM

CIPSITaTh B MATKOE,

B JKEHCKOE.

" Bor,

TPOMaJIHbIH,

ropOIIoCh B OKHE,

TUTABIIIO TOOM CTEKJIO OKOILIEYHOE.
Byner mo60Bb min HeT?

Kaxkas -

OoJbIIast Wk KporeyHast?
OTkyna GoJbIasi y TeJa Takoro:
JOJDKHO OBITh, MAJICHBKUH,
CMUPHBIH IFOOCHOYCK.

Omna mrapaxaeTcst aBTOMOOMIIBHBIX T'YIKOB.
JIroOuT 3BOHOYKH KOHOYECK.

Eme u eme,

YTKHYBILIUCH JOXKIIO

JIMIIOM B €ro JIUIO psidoe,

K,

0OpBI3TaHHBIN TPOMOM TOPOJICKOTO TIPUOOS.

TlonHOYE, C HOKOM M€EUach,
JIOTHAIIA,

3apesaia, -

BOH €ro!



The stroke of twelve fell
like a head from a block.

On the windowpanes, grey raindrops
howled together,

piling on a grimace

as though the gargoyles

of Notre Dame were howling.

Damn you!
Isn’t that enough?

Screams will soon claw my mouth apart.

Then | heard,

softly,

a nerve leap

like a sick man from his bed.
Then,

barely moving,

at first,

it soon scampered about,
agitated,

distinct.

Now, with a couple more,

it darted about in a desperate dance.

The plaster on the ground floor crashed.

Nerves,

big nerves,

tiny nerves,

many nerves! —
galloped madly

till soon

their legs gave way.

VYman nBeHaaIaThId yac,
KaK ¢ IUIaX¥ rojoBa Ka3HEHHOTIO.

B creknmax M0KIHHKA cephie
CBBLIKCE,

rpUMacy TPOMaIHIIH,

KakK OYTO BOIOT XMMEPHI

Cobopa [Tapmxckoit boromarepu.

[poknsras!
Yro ke, 1 3TOr0 HEe XBaTUT?
CKOpO KPUKOM U3AEPeTCs POT.

Crprmry:

THXO,

Kak OOJIbHOM C KPOBaTH,
CIIPBITHYJT HEPB.

" Bor, -

CHayaja MmpoIescs
e/lBa-e/IBa,

ITOTOM 3a0erai,
B3BOJIHOBAHHBIH,

YEeTKHH.

Temeps 1 OH ¥ HOBBIC JIBA
MEUYTCs OTYASHHOM YEUETKOH.

PyxHyna mrykaTtypka B HIDKHEM 3Taxe.

Hepael -

OoJIbIIIHE,

MaJIEHbKHE,

MHorue! -

CKavyT OeIeHbIe,

1 yXKe

Y HEPBOB TOJKAITUBAIOTCS HOTH!

But night oozed and oozed through the room —
and the eye, weighed down, could not slither out of

A HOYB IO KOMHATE TUHHUTCS U THHUTCA, -
13 TUHBI HE BBITAHYTBHCS OTSIKCIICBIICMY TIJIa3y.

the slime.
The doors suddenly banged ta-ra-bang, JlBepu BAPYT 3aJIsCKaIH,
as though the hotel’s teeth OyATO Y TOCTUHHIIBI
chattered. He monagaer 3y0 Ha 3y0.
You swept in abruptly Boimia b1,
like “take it or leave it!” pe3kasi, Kak «Hate!»,
Mauling your suede gloves, Myd4a HepuaTKH 3aMIl,
you declared: cKasaya:
“D’you know, «3Haere -
I’'m getting married.” sI BBIXOXKY 3aMYkK».
All right, marry then. Yro X, BEIXOIUTE.

So what, Huuero.



| can take it.

As you see, I’'m calm!
Like the pulse

of a corpse.

Do you remember

how you used to talk?
“Jack London,

money,

love,

passion.”

But | saw one thing only:
you, a Gioconda,

had to be stolen!

And you were stolen.

In love, | shall gamble again,
the arch of my brows ablaze.
What of it!

Homeless tramps often find
shelter in a burnt-out house!

You’re teasing me now?

“You have fewer emeralds of madness
than a beggar has kopeks!”

But remember!

When they teased Vesuvius,

Pompeii perished!

Hey!

Gentlemen!
Amateurs

of sacrilege,

crime,

and carnage,

have you seen

the terror of terrors —
my face

when

|

am absolutely calm?

| feel

my 66[’9

is much too small for me.
Stubbornly a body pushes out of me.

Hello!

Who’s speaking?
Mamma?

Mamma!

Your son is gloriously ill!
Mamma!

ITokpemtoch

. Bunure — cnokoen kak!
Kak mynsc

MOKOMHUKA.

TTomuwnTe?

Br1 roBopuiu:

«JIxek JIoH1OH,
JICHBI'H,

JI1000Bb,

CTpacTby, -

a s OTHO BHJIET:

BeI — J[)KOKOH/1a,
KOTOPYIO HaJl0 YKPacTh!

U yxpanu.

OnsATh BIIOOJICHHBIA BBIAY B UTPHI,
OTHeM o3apsisi Oposeii 3aru6.

Yro xe!

1 B nome, KOTOpBI BBITOpE,
MHOT/a *KUBYT Oe310MHbIe Opoasrn!

Hpaznure?

«MeHblle, YeM y HUIIETO KOIIeeK,
y Bac U3yMpyznoB Oe3yMHuii».
ITomuuTe!

TTorn6ma ITommes,

Korja pasapazHuiu Besysuii!

Oit!

T'ocriona!
JIroburenu
CBSITOTATCTB,
MPECTYIUICHUH,
OoeH, -

a camoe CTpaIHoe
BUJIENH -

JIAIIO MOE,

KOorja

i

a0COJIIOTHO CIIOKOEH?

N guyBcTBY!IO -

«»

JUIsL MEHSL MaJIo.

KT0-TO 13 M€H: BBIpBIBAEeTCS yIPSIMO.

Allo!

Ko roBopur?

Mawma?

Mawmal!

Barr cbin npexpacHo 6oseH!
Mamal!



His heart is on fire.
Tell his sisters, Lyuda and Olya,
he has no nook to hide in.

Each word,

each joke,

which his scorching mouth spews,
jumps like a naked prostitute
from a burning brothel.

People sniff

the smell of burnt flesh!

A brigade of men drive up.

A glittering brigade.

In bright helmets.

But no jackboots here!

Tell the firemen

to climb lovingly when a heart’s on fire.
Leave it to me.

I’1l pump barrels of tears from my eyes.
I’1l brace myself against my ribs.

I’1l leap out! Out! Out!

They’ve collapsed.

You can’t leap out of a heart!

From the cracks of the lips
upon a smouldering face
a cinder of a kiss rises to leap.

Mamma!
I cannot sing.

In the heart’s chapel the choir loft catches fire!

The scorched figurines of words and numbers

scurry from the skull

like children from a flaming building.
Thus fear,

in its effort to grasp at the sky,

lifted high

the flaming arms of the Lusitania.

Into the calm of the apartment
where people quake,

a hundred-eye blaze bursts from the docks.

Moan
into the centuries,
if you can, a last scream: I’m on fire!

Glorify me!

YV Hero noxap cepaua.
Ckaxwure cectpam, Jlrone u Oue, -
eMy y)Ke HeKyJa JIeThCsl.

Kaxxnoe cioBo,

JlaXKe [IyTKa,

KOTOPBIE H3PBITAaCT OOTOPAIOIIIMM PTOM OH,
BBIOpACHIBACTCS, KaK rojiasi IPOCTUTYTKA
U3 TOPSIIETo MyOJIMIHOTO TOMA.

JItogu HIOXAIOT -

3anaxJyio xKapeHbIM!

Harnanu xakux-to.

Bnectamue!

B xackax!

Henp3s canoxwumial

CkaXnuTe NoXKapHbIM:

Ha cepLe ropsiiee Je3yT B JacKax.

S cam.

I'nasza Hacne3HeHHBIC OOYKaMU BBIKAUy.
Maiite o pebpa omepeThes.

Brickouy! Beickouy! Beickouy! Brickouy!
Pyxnynu.

He Brickouub u3 cepamal

Ha nmne obropatomem
U3 TPEIUHBI TY0

0OYTJICHHBI MOLIETYHIIKO OPOCUTBCS BBIPOC.

Mawma!
Ilets HE Mory.
YV 1epKOBKH cep/ia 3aHuMaeTcs Kiupoc!

Oo6ropernsie GUTYPKH CIIOB U YHACEI
u3 geperna,

KaK JICTH U3 TOPSIIIETO 3/1aHMHs.
Tak cTpax

CXBAaTUTHCS 32 HEOO

BBICHJI

ropsimye pyku «Jlyzuranum.

Tpscymumes oM

B KBapTUPHOE TUXO

CTOIJIa30€ 3apPEBO PBETCS C MPUCTAHU.
Kpuk nocnennuii, -

ThI XOTb

0 TOM, YTO TOPIO, B CTOJIETHS BEICTOHH!

CnaBpre MeHs!



For me the great are no match.
Upon every achievement
| stamp nihil

| never want

to read anything.
Books?

What are books!

Formerly | believed

books were made like this:

a poet came,

lightly opened his lips,

and the inspired fool burst into song —

if you please!

But it seems,

before they can launch into a song,

poets must tramp for days with callused feet,
and the sluggish fish of the imagination
flounders softly in the slush of the heart.
And while, with twittering rhymes, they boil a broth
of loves and nightingales,

the tongueless street merely writhes

for lack of something to shout or say.

In our pride, we raise up again
the cities’ towers of Babel,
but god,

confusing tongues,

grinds

cities to pasture.

In silence the street pushed torment.
A shout stood erect in the gullet.
Wedged in the throat,

bulging taxis and bony cabs bristled.
Pedestrians have trodden my chest
flatter than consumption.

The city has locked the road in gloom.

But when —
nevertheless! —
the street coughed up the crush on the square,

pushing away the portico that was treading on its throat,

it looked as if:

in choirs of an archangel’s chorale,

god, who has been plundered, was advancing in
wrath!

But the street, squatting down, bawled:
“Let’s go and guzzle!”

S1 BeIMKMM HE YeTa.
Sl Hajm BceM, UTO CIENaHo,
craBito «nihil».

Hukorna

HUYEro He X04y YUTATh.
Kuurn?

Yro kauru!

S panpiie gyman -

KHUTH JIENIA0TCS TaK:

TIPUILIEIN TI03T,

JIETKO pa3xaln ycTa,

U cpasy 3arieJ BJIOXHOBEHHBIH MPOCTaK -
noskanyicra!

A oka3bIBaeTcd -

MIPeX/E YeM HAUHET IEThCS,

JIOJITO XOISIT, pa3MO30JI€B OT OpPOXKEHHS,
1 THXO0 OapaxTaeTcsi B THHE Cepala
rirymas BoOra BOOOpaskeHUs.

[Toka BBIKHUIISTYMBAIOT, pruMaMu MUIHKAs,
13 JII00BEH M COJIOBBEB KaKOE-TO BapeBo,
yJuIa KOpuuTcs 6e3bsa3bIKast -

eif HeyeM Kpu4aTh U pa3roBapHuBaTh.

T'opo0B BaBUIIOHCKHE OAIIIHH,
BO3TOP/SICh, BOSHOCHUM CHOBA,
a 6or

ropoja Ha ITalllHU

MelIas CJI0BO.

VYauua Myky Moitya nepia.

Kpuk TOpuKOM CTOST U3 TIIOTKH.
Tomopmuirce, 3acTpsIBIINE MTOTIEPEK ropia,
MyXJble taXi ¥ KOCTIISIBBIE TPOJIETKH

TPYAb UCTICIIEXOUITH.

YaxoTKH ILIOIIE.

Topox mopory Mpakom 3amep.

W xorpa -

BCe-TakH! -

BBIXapKHYJIA JaBKY Ha IUIOIIAIb,

CIHMXHYB HACTYNHBIIYIO Ha TOPJIO MANepTh,
JyMaJoch:

B XOpax apXaHreioBa xopaja

6or, orpabieHHbIH, UeT KapaTh!

A ynuna mpucena v 3aopana:
«Mnemre xpath!»



Krupps and Krupplets1 paint

a bristling of menacing brows on the city,
but in the mouth

corpselets of dead words putrefy;

and only two thrive and grow fat:
“swine,”

and another besides,

apparently — “borsch.”

Poets,

soaked in plaints and sobs,

break from the street, rumpling their matted hair
over: “How with two such words celebrate

a young lady

and love

and a floweret under the dew?”

In the poets’ wake
thousands of street folk:
students,

prostitutes,

salesmen.

Gentlemen!

Stop!

You are no beggars;

how dare you beg for alms!

We in our vigour,

whose stride measures yards,

must not listen, but tear them apart —
them,

glued like a special supplement

to each double bed!

Are we to ask them humbly:

“Assist me!”

Implore for a hymn

or an oratorio!

We ourselves are creators within a burning hymn —
the hum of mills and laboratories.

What is Faust to me,

in a fairy splash of rockets

gliding with Mephistopheles on the celestial parquet!
| know —

a nail in my boot

is more nightmarish than Goethe’s fantasy!

I,

the most golden-mouthed,
whose every word

gives a new birthday to the soul,
gives a name-day to the body,

I'pumupyrot ropony Kpynns! u Kpynnuku
rpo3sux 6poBel MOpIIIb,

a BO pTy

YMEpILUX CIOB pa3jiararoTcs TPYIHUKH,
TOJIBKO J[BA JKUBYT, KUpes -

«CBOJIOYB»

U el1e Kakoe-To,

Ka)XeTcs, «0opImy».

IToaTHI,

PAa3MOKIIIKE B IUTa4Y€ U BCXJIHIIE,
OpOCHIIHCE OT YIHIIBI, €poIIa KOCMBI:
«Kak 1ByMst TAKUMH BEITIETH

1 OapbIIIHIO,

" JIT000Bb,

1 IIBETOYCK TOJ pocaMu?»

A 3a mosTamu -
YIIUYHBIC THIIIA:
CTYACHTHI,
MIPOCTHTYTKH,
TTOJIPSITIAKH.

T'ocriona!

OCTaHOBHTECH!

BEI HE HuIIHE,

BBl HE CMEETE MPOCHUTD MOJAAYKHU!

Hawm, 310poBeHHBIM,

C IIaro Ca)KEHbUM,

HAJI0 HE CIIyIIaTh, 4 pBaTh UX -

uX,

MPUCOCABIIMXCS OECIIATHRIM IPUIIOKEHHUEM
K K10 ABYCHAIbHON KpoBaTH!

WX 11 cMUpEHHO IPOCHUTH:

«ITomoru mue!»

Monuth 0 TUMHE,

06 oparopumu!

MBI camMu TBOPLBI B FOPSIIEM TUMHE -
mryme GpadpuKy 1 1abopaTopuu.

Yto mHe no Paycra,

(heepueii paker

ckonp3simiero ¢ Megucrodenem B HebecHOM mapkeTe!
A 3nat0 -

TBO3b Y MCHJ B calore

KoIIMapHeH, yeM Qantazus y ['ere!

H!
3J1aTOYCTENIINA,
Yb€ KaXKJI0€ CIIOBO
JIyIIly HOBOPOJMUT,
WMEHUHUT TEJIO,



| adjure you:
the minutest living speck
is worth more than what I’ll do or did!

Listen!

It is today’s brazen-lipped Zarathustra
who preaches,

dashing about and groaning!

We,

our face like a crumpled sheet,

our lips pendulant like a chandelier;
we,

the convicts of the City Leprous,
where gold and filth spawned leper’s sores,
we are purer than the azure of Venice,
washed by both the sea and the sun!

I spit on the fact

that neither Homer nor Ovid
invented characters like us,
pock-marked with soot.

I know

the sun would dim, on seeing
the gold fields of our souls!

Sinews and muscles are surer than prayers.
Must we implore the charity of the times!
We —

each one of us —

hold in our fists

the driving belts of the worlds!

This led to my Golgothas in the halls

of Petrograd, Moscow, Odessa, and Kiev,
where not a man

but

shouted:

“Crucify,

crucify him!”

But for me —

all of you people,

even those that harmed me —

you are dearer, more precious than anything.

Have you seen
a dog lick the hand that thrashed it?!

I,

mocked by my contemporaries
like a prolonged

dirty joke,

| perceive whom no one sees,
crossing the mountains of time.

TOBOPIO BaM:
Menbyaiinas MbUTHHKA KHUBOTO
LIEHHEee BCET0, UTO 5 CACIAI0 U caenan!

Caymraiire!
IIponosenyer,
MedJach U CTEeHH,

CETOJIHSAIIHETO JHS KPUKOTr'yOblit 3apaTycrpa!

Mpl

C JIMIIOM, KaK 3acllaHHas MPOCTBIHS,

¢ rybamu, OOBUCIIUMH, KaK JIFOCTPA,

MBI,

KaTopsKaHe ropoAa-Ienpo3opus,

IZi€ 30J10TO U I'psA3b U3bSA3BUIM NIPOKA3y, -
MBI YHIIE BEHELIMAHCKOI'O J1a30Pbs,
MOPSIMH U COJTHIIAMH OMBITOTO Cpasy!

IIneBaTh, 4TO HET

y T'omepoB u OBunues

JIFOJIeH, KaK MBI,

OT KOIIOTH B OCTIE.

Sl 3Hat0 -

COJIHIIE TIOMEPKJIO O, yBUJIEB
HAIIUX AYII 30JI0ThIE pOCCHIIH!

Kunsl 1 MyCKysbl — MOJIUTB BEPHEH.
Hawm nu BeiManuBath MUI0CTEH BpeMeHu!
Mpr -

KaXKJbIH -

JIEP’KUM B CBOEH IISITEPHE

MHPOB NPUBOIHbBIC PEMHH!

3t0 B3BeNo Ha ["onroder ayauropuit
ITerporpana, Mocksbl, Oneccol, Kuesa,
1 He OBLJI0 HU OJHOTO,

KOTOpPBIH

HE KpHu4aj Obl:

«PacmHu,

pacuHu ero!»

Ho mnue -

JIIOJTH,

M T€, YTO OOMIENN -

BEI MHE BCETO JOPOXKE U OJIMKE.

Bunenn,
Kak cobaka OBIOIIyI0 PyKY JImKeT?!

H,

OOCMESIHHBIN y CETOTHSIIHETO ITICMEHH,
KaK JJIAHHBIN

CKaOpe3HbIH aHEKIOT,

BIJKY MIIYILETO Yepe3 ropbl BpEMEHH,
KOTOPOTO HE BUIUT HHUKTO.



Where men’s eyes stop short,

there, at the head of hungry hordes,
the year 1916 cometh

in the thorny crown of revoluthions.

In your midst, his precursor,

| am where pain is — everywhere;
on each drop of the tear-flow

I have nailed myself on the cross.
Nothing is left to forgive.

I’ve cauterised the souls where tenderness was bred.

It was harder than taking
a thousand thousand Bastilles!

And when,

the rebellion

his advent announcing,

you step to meet the saviour —

then |

shall root up my soul;

I’1l trample it hard

till it spread

in blood; and | offer you this as a banner.

Ah, wherefrom this,
how explain this
brandishing of dirty fists
at bright joy!

She came,
and thoughts of a madhouse
curtained my head in despair.

And —

as a dreadnought founders

and men in choking spasms

dive out of an open hatch —

so Burlyuk, panic-stricken,

crawled

though the screaming gash of his eye.
Almost bloodying his teary eyelids,
he crawled out,

rose,

walked,

and, with tenderness unexpected in one so obese,
announced:

“It’s fine!”

It’s fine, when a yellow shirt

I'me a3 mrozeit oOpeIBaeTCS KYIIBIH,
TJ1aBOM TONOAHBIX OP/I,

B TEPHOBOM BEHIIE PEBOJIIOLIMIA
TpsIIET MIECTHAALATHIN IO/,

A 51y Bac — ero mpejareua

51— 1€ 00JIb, BE3E;

Ha Ka)XI0H KaIlle CI€30BOU TCUH
pacrisut ce0st Ha Kpecre.

V:Ke HUUero NpoCTUTh HENb34.

51 BBDKET TyIIH, TJ€ HeXKHOCTh PACTUIIN.
3OT0 TpynHEe, YeM B3STh

TBICSYY THICSY bacTummmii!

U xorna,

TPUXOJ €ro

MSITEKOM OrJIaliasi,

BBIMZIETE K CIIACHUTEIIIO -

BaM s

IyIIy BBITAIY,

pacromnay,

y100 GoJpmIas! -

U OKPOBAaBJICHHYIO J1aM, KaK 3HaMsl.

Ax, 3a4eM 310,

OTKyZa 3TO

B CBETJIOE Beceyio
TPS3HBIX KyJaduIl 3aMax !

IIpumna
1 TOJIOBY OTYAsSHHEM 3aHaBeCHIIa
MBICJIb O CyMacIIe/ININX JOMaX.

U -

KaK B THOEIb IPEIHOYTA

OT AYIIAIIHX CIa3M

OpocaroTcs B pa3sHHYTHIH JIOK -
CKBO3b CBOI

JI0 KpUKa Pa3o/ipaHHbIi ria3

ne3, o0e3ymeB, bypirok.

TTouTn OKpPOBAaBUB HUCCJIC3CHHBIC BCKH,
BBLIE3,

BCTAJI,

TIonIesn

1 C HEeXHOCTBIO0, HEO)XKUAaHHOH B )KUPHOM UeJIOBEKE
B3sUJI U CKa3all:

«Xopomo!»

Xopo1o, Korja B XenTyro Koty



shields the soul from investigation!
It’s fine,

when thrown at the gibbet’s teeth,
to shout:

“Drink Van Houten’s Cocoa!”

That instant

crackling

like a Bengal light,

I would not exchange for anything,
not for any ...

Out of the cigar smoke,

Severyanin’s drink-sodden face lurched forward

like a liqueur glass.

How dare you call yourself a poet,
and twitter greyly like a quail!
This day

brass knuckles

must

split the world inside the skull!

You,

who are supremely worried by the thought:
“Am I an elegant dancer?”

Look at my way of enjoying life —

| —

a common

pimp and cardsharp!

On you,

steeped in love

who watered

the centuries with tears,
I’1l turn my back, fixing
the sun like a monocle
into my gaping eye.

Donning fantastic finery,

I’1l strut the earth

to please and scorch;

and Napoleon

will precede me, like a pug, on a leash.

The earth, like a woman, will flop on her back,
a mass of quivering flesh, ready to yield;
things will come to life —

and their lips

will lisp and lisp:

“Yum-yum-yum!”

Suddenly,

Iylia OT OCMOTPOB yKyTaHa!
Xoporuo,

Koraa OpoIeHHBIN B 3yObI amadorTy,
KPHUKHYTB!

«IIeiite kakao Ban-I'yTena!»

N sty cexynny,
OEHraJbCKyIo,

TPOMKYIO,

sL HM Ha 4TO O HE BBIMEHSJ,
sl HU HA...

A U3 curapHoro apimMa
JIMKEPHOIO PIOMKOH
BBITATMBAJIOCH IponuToe Juio CeBepsiHUHA.

Kax BBI cMeeTe Ha3bLIBaTLCS [T03TOM

U, CEpECHBKUH, YUPUKATh, KaK mepernen!
Ceroans

HaZ0

KacTETOM

KPOUTHCS] MUPY B ueperie!

Br,

00€CTIOKOEHHBIE MBICILIO OHOI -
«UBSIITHO TUBMLY I, -
CMOTpHUTE, KaK Pa3BICKaIOCh

q-

TUIOIAAHOM

CyTeHEp W KapTOYHBIN IITyIIep.

Ot Bac,

KOTOPBIE BIIFOOJICHHOCTHIO MOKIIH,

OT KOTOPBIX

B CTOJICTUS CJI€3a JIUIACh,

yiay s,

COJIHIIE MOHOKJIEM

BCTaBJIIO B IIIMPOKO PACTOIBIPEHHBIN TJ1a3.

HeseposiTHO ce0st HapsTuB,

1oy mo 3emie,

4yTOO HPABUIICA U JKercs,

a BIepen

Ha nienouke Hamoseona mosey, Kak Morica.

Best 3emurst moJsbKeT JKEHIMUHOM,
3aep3aeT MsACaMH, XOTsI OT/AAaThCS;
BEIIU OXKUBYT -

TyOBI BEIINHBI

3aCIOCIOKAIOT:

«1ara, mara, mamal»

Bapyr



the clouds

and other cloudy things in the sky

will roll and pitch madly

as if workers in white when their way

after declaring a bitter strike against the sky.

More savagely, thunder strode from a cloud,
friskily snorting from enormous nostrils;
and, for a second, the sky’s face was twisted
in the Iron Chancellor’s grim grimace.

And someone,

entangled in a cloudy mesh.

held out his hands to a café;

and it looked somehow feminine,
and tender somehow,

and somehow like a gun carriage.

You believe

the sun was tenderly

patting the cheeks of the café?

No, it’s General Gallifet,

advancing again to mow down the rebels!

Strollers, hands from your pockets —
pick a stone, knife, or bomb;

and if any of you have no arms,
come and fight with your forehead!

Forward, famished ones,
sweating ones,

servile ones,

mildewed in the flea-ridden dirt!

Forward!

Painting Mondays and Tuesdays in blood,
we shall turn them into holidays.

Let the earth at knife’s point, remember
whom it wished to debase!

The earth,

bulging like a mistress

whom Rothchild has overfondled!

The flags may flutter in a fever of gunfire
as on every important holiday —

will you, the street lamps, hoist high up
the battered carcasses of traders.

I swore,
pleaded,
stabbed,
fought to fasten

U Ty4H
u oGjauHoe mpouee

TIOJIHSJIO HA HeOe HEBEPOSITHYIO KauKy,
Kak OynTo pacxozsrcs Oenble paboune,
HeOy 00BSIBUB 03J100JIEHHYIO CTauKy.

I'pom u3-3a Tyum, 3Bepes, BbLIE3,
rpoMajHbIe HO3JIPH 33JI0PHO BEICMOpPKas,
U HEObE JIMIIO CEKYHTY KPUBUIIOCH
CypoOBOl rpuMacoi xene3Horo bucmapka.

U xrto-To,

3aITyTaBIINCh B O0JaYHBIX ITyTaXx,
BBITSIHYJI PYKH K Kade -

1 OyATO MO-KEHCKH,

Y HEeXKHBIHN Kak OyaTo,

u Oyxaro ObI mymikn Tader.

Bsl nymaere -

9TO COJIHLIE HEXKHEHBKO

TpPeIvIeT 1o meuke kagpe?

3TO OISATH pacCTPeIATh MATEKHUKOB
rpsanet rerepain [amude!

BriHbTE, Tyssiye, pyku u3 Oprox -
Oepurte KaMeHb, HOX WX O0MOY,

a eCIIM Y KOTOPOTO HETY PYK -
mpumiesn 9Tod u owmics 160M Obr!

Wnure, rolofHEHBKHE,
MOTHEHLKHE,

[IOKOPHEHBbKHUE,

3aKucIIe B 0JI0XacTOM Tpsi3HEHbKe!

WUnure!

[ToHenemPHIKY ¥ BTOPHUKH

OKpacuM KpPOBBIO B MPa3IHUKH!

[yckaii 3emite IO HO’KaMH ITPUITOMHHUTCS,
KOT'0 XOTea ONOILINTE!

3emire,

o0XHpeBIIeH, Kak TFOOOBHHIIA,

KOTOpYIO BeUTIOOMI PoTimsa!

Yro6 (hiraru Tpenanuce B ropsiuke naisobl,
KaK y K&XI0T0 MOPSJOYHOTO Mpa3/IHUKa -
BBIIIIE B3/IbIMaliTe, JOHAPHBIE CTOJIOBI,
OKPOBaBJICHHBIE TYILU JTa0a3HUKOB.

Wspyrusancs,
BBIMAJIBAJIC,
pesain,

€3 3a KeM-TO



my teeth into somebody’s flesh,

In the sky, red as Marseillaise,
the sunset shuddered at its last gasp.

It’s madness.
Nothing at all will remain.

Night will arrive,
bite in two,
gobble you up.

Look —

is the sky playing Judas again

with a handful of treachery-spattered stars?
Night came.

Feasted like Mamai,

squatting with its rump on the city.

Our eyes cannot break this night,

black as Azef!

| huddle, slumped in corners of saloons;
with vodka drenching my soul and the cloth,
I notice

in one corner — rounded eyes:

the madonna’s, which bite into the heart.

Why bestow such radiance of the painted form

upon a horde infesting a saloon!
Don’t you see! They spit

on the man of Golgotha again,
preferring Barabbaas.

Deliberately, perhaps,
I show no newer face
amid this human mash.
I,

perhaps,

am the handsomest

of your sons.

Give them,

who are mouldy with joy,
a time of quick death,
that children may grow,
boys into fathers,

girls — big with child.

And may new born babes
grow the hair of the magi —
and they will come anon

to baptise the infants

BIPBI3aThCs B OOKa.

Ha nebe, kpacHBIi, Kak Mapcensesa,
B3/IparuBall, OKOJIeBas, 3aKar.

Ve cymaliecTBue.
Hwuuero He Oyzer.

Hous mpuger,
TIEPEKYCUT
H CBhECT.

Bunure -
He0O OMSATh UYyJTUT

HPUTOPIIHBIO OOIPEI3aHHBIX MPENATEILCTBOM 3BE31?

[Ipumna.

ITupyer Mamaem,

3aJl0M Ha FOpOJl HaceB.

OTy HOYB I71a3aMU HE MPOJIOMAEM,
4YepHyo, Kak Azed!

E>xycp, 3a1BBIPHYBIIUCH B TPAKTUPHBIE YIJIbI,

BUHOM OOJIMBAIO AYIY U CKaTePTh

U BUXKY:

B yIjly — TIJla3a KpyIJbl, -

IJIa3aMU B CEpALIE BbEJIACh OOroMaTeps.

Yero oJapuBaTh IO I.Ha6.]'IOHy HaMaJICBaHHOMY

CHSIHHEM TPAaKTUPHYIO OpaBy!
Buaume — onste
roiroHHUKY OIIIEBAHHOMY
npeanounrtarot Bapaspy?

MoskeT OBITh, HApPOYHO 5
B YCJIOBCUHLEM MECHBE
JINIIOM HUKOTO HE HOBCH.
H’

MOJKET OBITh,

CaMbli KpaCUBBIH

13 BCEX TBOMX CBHIHOBEIA.

Jai um,

3aIICCHEBIINM B PAJIOCTH,

CKOPOI CMEPTU BPEMEHH,

9TOO CTaNu I€TH, TOJDKHBIC TTOIPACTH,
MaJIBUYUKH — OTIBI,

JIEBOYKH — 3a0epeMeHeNu.

W HOBBIM pOXKJICHHBIM Jaif 00pacTi
MBITIUBON CEUHOM BOJIXBOB,

Y IPUAYT OHH -

u OyayT neteit KpecTUTh



with the names of my poems.

I, who praised the machine and England,
I am perhaps quite simply

the thirteenth apostle

in an ordinary gospel.

And whenever my voice
rumbles bawdily —

then, from hour to hour,
around the clock,

Jesus Christ may be sniffing
the forget-me-nots of my soul.

Maria! Maria! Maria!
Let me in, Maria!

I can’t suffer the streets!
You won’t?

You’d rather wait

until my cheeks cave in,
until, pawed by everyone,
| arrive,

stale,

toothlessly mumbling
that today | am
“amazingly honest.”

Maria,
as you see—
my shoulders droop.

In the streets

men will prick the blubber of four-story craws,
thrust out their little eyes,

worn in forty years of wear and tear—

to snigger

at my champing

again!—

on the hard crust of yesterday’s caress.

Rain has drowned the sidewalks in sobs;

the puddle-prisoned rougue,

all drenched, licks the corpse of the streets by

cobbles clobbered,
but on his grizzled eyelashes—

yes!

on the eyelashes of frosted icicles,

tears gush from his eyes—

yes!l—

HUMCHAMH MOUX CTHXOB.

51, BocneBaromui MalllvHy U AHIVIMIO,
MOJKET OBITH, TIPOCTO,

B caMOM OObIKHOBeHHOM EBaHrenuu
TPHUHAANATHIN aloCTOJL.

W xorma motii royoc

moxabHO yXaer -

OT 4Jaca K 4acy,

LieJIble CYTKH,

MoxeT ObITh, UHcyc Xpucroc HIOXaeT
MoeH Tymn He3a0yIKu.

Mapus! Mapus! Mapus!
Ilyctu, Mapus!

S He Mory Ha ynuuax!

He xouems?

Knerin,

KakK IIeKH MPOBAJIATCS SIMKOIO
MOMPOOOBAHHBIH BCEMH,
IIPECHBIH,

s TIPUILY

u 6e33y00 mpoIaMkaro,
YTO CETOJHS 5
«yIUBHUTEILHO YECTHBII.

Mapus,
BHUIIb -
s1 y’Ke Hadall CyTYJIHUThCS.

B ynunax

JIIOJTU SKUP TPOJBIPSBST B YETHIPEXITAXKHBIX 300aX,
BBICYHYT IJ1a3KH,

MOTEPTHIE B COPOKIOJJOBOM Tacke, -
NEePEXUXUKUBATHCS,

YTO y MEHSA B 3y0ax

— omATH! -

yepcTBast OyiIKa BUEpaIIHEH JIACKH.

Joxap o0peIIan TpoTyapsl,

Jy>KaMH CHKaThIN KYITHK,

MOKPBIH, JIMKET YL 3a0UTHIH OYJIBKHUKOM
Tpym,

a Ha Ce/IbIX PeCHHIIAX -

nal -

Ha PECHHUIIAX MOPO3HBIX COCYIIEK

CIIe3bl U3 I'JI1a3 -

nal -



from the drooping eyes of the drainpipes.

The rain’s snout licked all pedestrians;

but fleshy athletes, gleaming, passed by in carriages;
people burst asunder,

gorged to the marrow,

and grease dripped through the cracks;

and the cud of old ground meat,

together with the pulp of chewed bread,

dribbled down in a turbid stream from the carriages.

Maria!

How stuff a gentle word into their fat-bulged ears?

A bird

sings

for alms,

hungry and resonant.

But | am a man, Maria,

a simple man,

coughed up by consumptive night on the dirty hand of
the Presnya.

Maria, do you want such a man?
Let me in, Maria!
With shuddering fingers I shall grip the doorbell’s iron throat!

Maria!

The paddocks of the streets run wild.
The fingers of the mob mark my neck.

Open up!
I’m hurt!

Look—my eyes are stuck
with ladies’ hatpins!

You’ve let me in.

Darling!

Don’t be alarmed

if a mountain of women with sweating bellies
squats on my bovine shoulders—

through life | drag

millions of vast pure loves

and a million million of foul little lovekins.
Don’t be afraid

if once again

in the inclemency of betrayal,

I’1l cling to thousands of pretty faces—
“that love Mayakovsky!”—

for this is the dynasty

13 OMYIIEHHBIX I71a3 BOZOCTOYHBIX TPYO.

Bceex nemexonos Mopaa qoxas odcocana,

a B OKHMa)Kax JOIIMICA 3a )KUPHBIM aTJIETOM aTIET;
JIONAJIUCh JIIOJH,

IIPOEBILIUCH HACKBO3b,

U COYMJIOCH CKBO3b TPELLUHBI CaJo,

MYTHOM PEKOH C 3KUIIAKEH CTEKana

BMECTE C MICCOCAHHOU OYIIKOI

JKEBOTHHA CTapbIX KOTJIET.

Mapus!

Kak B 3axupeBIiee yXo BTUCHYTh UM THXO€E CJIOBO?

IItuna

noOupaeTcs necHew,

TIOET,

TOJIO/IHA U 3BOHKA,

a s 4enoBek, Mapus,

MIPOCTOH,

BBIXapKaHHBIN YaXOTOYHOHW HOYBIO B IPSA3HYIO PYKY
[IpecHu.

Mapus, xouerb Takoro?
Ilyctu, Mapus!
Cynoporoii manpLeB 3aXMy 5 )KEIEe3HOE TOPIIO 3BOHKaA !

Mapus!

3BEpEOT YIIHII BHITOHBI.
Ha mee ccaguHoi nanblpl JaBKU.

OTxpoit!
BoasHO!

BPI,I[I/IH.IB — HATBbIKaHbI
B Ijia3a M3 JaMCKHX IIJIAIT 6yJ'IaBKI/I!

Ilycruna.

JHerka!

He 6oiics,

YTO y MEHs Ha IlI€€ BOJIOBbEH

MTOTHOKUBOTHIC YKSHIIIMHBI MOKPOH TOPOIO CHJIAT, -
9TO CKBO3b JKU3Hb S TAILy

MUJUTHOHBI OTPOMHBIX YHCTHIX JTFOOOBEH

Y MIJUTHOH MIUJDTHOHOB MaJICHBKUX TPSA3HBIX JIFOOSIT.
He 6otics,

YTO CHOBA,

B M3MEHBI HEHACTHE,

MPUIBHY S K ThICSYaM XOPOIICHBKUX JIHII, -
«mo0sre MasikoBCKoro!»-

JIa BEIb OTO XK JIUHACTHS



of queens who have ascended the heart of a madman.
Maria, come closer!

Whether in unclothed shame

or shudders of apprehension,

do yield me the unwithered beauty of your lips:
my heart and | have never got as far as May,
and in my expended life

there is only a hundredth April.

Maria!

The poet sings sonnets to Tiana,
but |

am all flesh,

a man every bit—

I simply ask for your body

as Christians pray:

“Give us this day

our daily bread!”

Maria—give!

Maria!

| fear to forget your name

as a poet fears to forget

some word

sprung in the torment of the night,
mighty as god himself.

Your body

I shall cherish and love

as a soldier,

amputated by war,

unwanted

and friendless,

cherishes his last remaining leg.

Maria—
you won’t have me?
you won’t have me!

Ha!

The once again,
darkly and dully,

my heart | shall take,
with tears besprinkled,
and carry it,

like a dog

carries

to its kennel

Ha Ceplle CyMacIlIeIIero BOCIENINX apuil.
Mapus, Gmmxe!

B pa3merom GeccTriAcTBe,

B Oosmieiics Ipoku Jin,

HO 7aii TBOMX I'y0 HEHCIBETIIYIO IIPEIIECTh:
s C CepAIEM HU pasy 10 Mas He JOXKHIIH,

a B IIPO’KUTOM KU3HU

JIMILB COTHIN anpeib eCThb.

Mapwus!

IToaT conetsl moeT THane,
asf-

BECh U3 Msca,

YeJIOBEK BEChH -

TEJI0 TBOE MPOCTO MPOIITY,
KaK MPOCST XPUCTUAHE -
«xy1e0 Halll HACYIIHBIH
HaXXIb HAM JTHECH».

Mapust — nait!

Mapus!

WM tBo€ 51 6010CH 3a0BITh,

KaK 1Mo3T OOUTCS 3a0bITh

KaKoe-TO

B MyKax HOYEH POXKACHHOE CIIOBO,
BEJIMYHMEM paBHOE OOTY.

Temo TBOE

g 0yny Oepeds U TIOOUTH

, KaK conjar,

00pyOIIeHHBIH BOHOIO,

HEHYKHBIH,

HUYEH,

OepexeT CBOIO €IMHCTBECHHYIO HOTY.

Mapus -
HE XO4Yelb?
He xouemn!

Xa!

3HAYNT — OIATH
TEMHO H [TOHYPO
Cep/Iiie BO3bMY,
ce3aMM OKaras,
HECTH,

Kak cobaxa,
KOTOpast B KOHYpY
HeceT



a paw which a train ran over.

With the heart’s blood I gladden the road,
and flowering it sticks to the dusty tunic.
The sun, like Salome,

will dance a thousand times

round the earth - the Baptist’s head.

And when my quantity of years

has finished its dance,

a million bloodstains will lie spread
on the path to my father’s house.

I shall clamber out

filthy (from sleeping in ditches);
I’1l stand at his side

and, bending,

shall speak in his ear:

“Listen, mister god!

Isn’t it tedious

to dip your puffy eyes

every day into a jelly of cloud?

Let us—why not—

start a merry-go-round

on the tree of what is good and evil!
Omnipresent, you will be in each cupboard,
and with such wines we’ll grace the table
than even frowning Apostle Peter

will want to step out in the ki-ka-pou.

In Eden again we’ll lodge little Eves:
command-

and this very night, for you,

from the boulevards, I’ll round up

all the most beautiful girls.

Would you like that?
You would not?

You shake your head, curlylocks?
You’re frowning, grey brows?
You believe

this

creature with wings behind you
knows what love is?

| too am an angel; | was one—

with a sugar lamb’s eye I gazed;

but I’ll give no more presents to mares

of ornamental vases made of tortured Sevres.
Almighty, you concocted a pair of hands,
arranged

HepeexaHHyo I0e310M Jialy.

KpoBsio cepane nopory pamyto,
JIMITHET [BETAMH Y IBIITH KUTEJIA.
Tricsuy pa3 omsier Mpoguanoi
COJIHIIE 3€MIIIO -

ronoBy Kpecturens.

W xorma Moe KOJIM4eCcTBO JET
BBIIUIIIET 0 KOHIIA -

MUJUTUOHOM KPOBUHOK YCTEJETCS CleN
K JIOMY MOETO OTIIa.

Brinesy

TPSI3HBIHA (OT HOYEBOK B KAHABAX),
cTaHy 00k 0 00K,

HaKJIOHIOCh

U CKa)XXy €My Ha yXO:

— Tocaymatite, rocoauH 601!

Kak Bam HE cKyIIHO

B 00JIaUHBIHN KHCEITH

©KeJTHEeBHO 00OMaKUBaTh pa3fgo0peBInue riasza’?
JlaBaiiTe — 3HaeTe -

YCTPOUMTE Kapycellb

Ha JiepeBe U3ydeHus qoopa u 37a!
Besnmecymmii, TbI Oyenrs B KaKIOM IIKaITy,
¥ BUHA TaKUE PacCTaBUM IO CTONY,

9T00 3aX0TENOCh MPONTHCH B KH-Ka-ITy
xmypomy Iletpy Anocrouy.

A B pae onsTh nocenuM EBouek:

TPUKAXKH, -

CEroJIHS HOYBIO XK

€O Bcex OynbBapoOB KPacUBEHIINX I€BOYEK
s HaTaiy Tebe.

Xouemb?
He xouemn?

MoTaems ronoBoo, KyaaacTbii?
Cynumis cexyro OpoBb?

Tel tymaenis -

3TOT,

3a TOOOK0, KPBUIACTHIH,

3HAEeT, 4TO TaKoe JIF0OOBb?

51 Toxe aHred, 51 ObIT UM -

caxapHbIM 0apaIlikoM BBITJISABIBAN B IJ1a3,
HO OOJIbIlIE HE XOUY JapUTh KOObLIaM

U3 CEPBCKOIN MYKH U3BasHHBIX Ba3.
Bcemoryuiuii, Tel BEIAYMAI apy PykK,
caenain,



for everyone to have a head:
but why didn’t you see to it
that one could without torture
kiss, and kiss and Kiss?!

I though you a great big god almighty,

but you’re a dunce, a minute little godlet.

Watch me stoop
and reach for the shoemaker’s knife
in my boot.

Swindlers with wings,

huddle in heaven!

Ruffle your feathers in shuddering flight!
I’ll rip you open, reeking of incense,
wide open from here to Alaska!

Let me in!

You can’t stop me.

I may be wrong

or right,

but I’m as calm as I can be.
Look—

again they’ve beheaded the stars,
and the sky is bloody with carnage!

Hey, you!
Heaven!

Off with your hat!
I am coming!

Not a sound.

The universe sleeps,
its huge paw curled
upon a star-infested ear.

(1914-1915)

YTO Y KaKJIO0TO €CTh TOJIOBA, -
OTYEro Thl HE BBIYMaI,

4100 OBLIO Oe3 MyK

11eJI0BaTh, 11€JI0BaTh, 11EI0BaTh?!

S mymain — ThI BCECUJIBHBIN OOXHIIIE,
a ThI HEJI0YYKa, KPOXOTHBIN O0XKUK.
Buguius, s Harnbaroch,

W3-3a TOJICHUINA

JIOCTAI0 CaroOKHBIM HOXKHK.

KpsinacTeie mpoxBocTht!

Kmurecs B paro!

EporibTe mephIky B HCITyraHHOM Tpsicke!
51 €641, mponaxIiero JiagaHoM, Packporo
oTcrona 10 Amsicku!

IIycrure!

MeHs He OCTaHOBHTE.

Bpy 1,

B IIpaBe Jiy,

HO 51 He MOT'y OBITh CIIOKOITHEH.
CwMmortpure -

3BE3/IbI OIISITH 00E3TIaBHIIN

1 He0O OKPOBABIUTH OOWHE!

O, BbI!

Heb6o!

CHumuTe sy !
S uny!

I'myxo.

Bcenennas crur,
MOJIO’KUB HA JIaIy
C KJIeIaMu 3Be3/1 OTPOMHOE YXO.

(1914-1915)



