NMPUKA3 NO. 2 APMUUN UCKYCCTB

OT10 BaM —

yIUTaHHbIE OapUTOHBI—

oT Anxama

710 HallIKX JIET,

MOTPSCAIOIIUE TeaTPaMH UMEHYEMbI€ IPUTOHBI
apusimu PoMeoB u J[KyJnberTT.

JT0 BaM —

MIEHTPBI,

paznoOpeBIINe Kak KOHH,
XKpymas u p>kymas Poccun kpaca,
MPAYyYIIAsACs MAaCTEPCKUMHY,
MO-CTApOMY JIPAKOHS

IBETOYKHM U Irejieca.

OT10 BaM —

MIPUKPBIBLINECS JIUCTUKAMU MUCTUKH,
7061 MOPIIMHKAMU U3PbIB —
(byTypUCTHKH,

UMaXMHHUCTUKH,

aKMEUCTUKH,

3aIyTaBUIMECs B MayTHHE pUDM.
910 BaM —

Ha pacTpeNaHHble CMEHUBIINUM
TJIaJIKue IPUYECKH,

Ha JIalTH — JIaK,

MPOJIETKYIbTIIBL,

KJIQAyIIMe 3aIIaTKu

Ha BBUIMHSBIIUI MYMIKUHCKUN Qpak.

910 BaMm —
IUISIIyIIYe, B AyAy AYIOIIne,
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U OTKPBITO IPOAAIOIINECS,
U Tpelaniyue Tamkom,

pucyolye cede rpsayiee
OTPOMHBIM aKaJIEMUYECKUM MAKOM.
Bawm rosopro

q—

TEHMAJIEH 1 WJIM HE T€HUAJIEH,
OpOCHBIINIA O€3ETYILIKH

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 flowers
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,

who keep patching

Pushkin's faded tailcoat.

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

sin in secret,

and picture your future as academicians
with outsized rations.

I admonish you,

|—

genius or not—

who have forsaken trifles



u paboratomuii B Pocre,

TOBOPIO BaM —

MOKa Bac MPUKJIaIaMUA HE TPOTHAJIH:
Bpocere!

Bpocere!

3al0ynnbTe,

IUTIOHBTE

1 Ha pUMBI,

Y Ha apuy,

Y Ha pO30BBIN KYCT,

Y Ha IPOYUE MEJIEXJIIOHIUU
U3 apCEeHaJIOB UCKYCCTB.
Komy 310 nHTEpECHO,

yT0 — «AX, BOT O€JHEHbKHII!
Kak on nrobun

Y KaKUM OH ObLT HECHYACTHBIM...»?
Macrepa,

a He JUIMHHOBOJIOCHIE TIPOTIOBETHUKH
HY>KHBI cefiyac HaM.
Canymaiire!

[TapoBO3BI CTOHYT,

JyeT B IIETH U B MOJ:

«/atite yromns ¢ Jony!
Crecapet,

MEXAHHUKOB B Je10!»
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VY Kaxa0il peKH Ha HCTOKE,
Jieka ¢ JpIpoit B OOKY,
I1apOXO0/ bl MPOBBUIN JOKHU:
«Jlaiite HedTh u3 baky!»

[Toka kaHUTENUM, CIIOPUM,
CMBICJI COKPOBEHHBIN UIIIA:
«/laitite HaMm HOBBIE (hOpMBI!» —
HECETCs BOILIb 110 BEIIAM.

Her nypakos,
KI5, YTO BBIMIET U3 YCT €rO0,

CTOATH NCPEA «KMadCTpaMU» TOJIIIOM pa3uHb.

ToBapuin,
JTaliTe HOBOE UCKYCCTBO—
TaKoe,

and work in Rosta,

I admonish you—

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

Give it up!

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!"

147

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 a new form of art—

an art



YTOOBI BEIBOJIOYB PECITYOIUKY U3 IPA3H. that will pull the republic out of the mud.
(1921) (1921)
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