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BO BECBH I'0OJIOC
MNEPBOE BCTYIIVIEHUE B 1IOOMY

VYBaxkaemble
TOBapHUIIU OTOMKH!

Posich

B CETO/HSIILIHEM

OKaMEHEBILIEM I'OBHE,
HaIlIUX JHEH u3ydas HOTEMKH,
BBI,
BO3MO’KHO,
crpocute u 000 MHe.
U, BO3MOXKHO, CKa)KeT
Balll YUYEHBIH,
Kposi SpyAuLuen
BOIIPOCOB PO,
YTO JKUJI-JI€ TAKOU
neBel KUMYeHOoN
U SIpBIA Bpar BOJBI CBIPOM.
[Tpodeccop,
CHUMUTE OYKHU-BesIocunesn!
S cam pacckaxy
0 BpeMeHHU
u o cele.
51, accennzarop
1 BOJIOBO3,
peBOJIIOLIAEH
MOOWJIN30BaHHBIN U PU3BAHHBIH,
yiea Ha (ppoHT
u3 OapcKuX CaloBOJICTB
MO033UH —
6a0bI KanpU3HOIA.

3acagniia caguK MHUJIO,
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JIOYKa,
Javka,
BOJIb
U rj1agb —
Cama caauk s canuia,
cama OyJy MOJIMBAaTh.
Kto cTrxamu nbet u3 neiku,
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AT THE TOP OF MY VOICE
FIRST PRELUDE TO THE POEM

My most respected
comrades of posterity!
Rummaging among
these days
petrified crap,
exploring the twilight of our times,
you,
possibly,
will inquire about me too.
And, possibly, your scholars
will declare,
with their erudition overwhelming
a swarm of problems;
once there lived
a certain champion of boiled water,
and inveterate enemy of raw water.
Professor,
take off your bicycle glasses!
I myself will expound
those times
and myself.
I, a latrine cleaner
and water carrier,
by the revolution
mobilized and drafted,
went off to the front
from the aristocratic gardens
of poetry—
the capricious wench.
She planted a delicious garden,
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the daughter,
cottage,
pond
and meadow.
Myself a garden | did plant,
myself with water sprinkled it.
Some pour their verse from water cans;



KTO KPOIIUT,
HaOpaBIlM B pOT,—
KyapeBaTble MUTpENKH,

myzapeBatblie Kynpeiiku —

KTO WX, K 4epTy, pazbeper!
Hert na nmpopBy kapanTuHa —
MaHJAOJIUHST U3-TI0J] CTEH:
«Tapa-TuHa, Tapa-TuHa,
T-3H-H...»
Hesaxnas gecTs,
9T00 M3 3TAKHUX PO3
MOM U3BasHUS BHICUIIUCH
10 CKBEpaM,
I/Ie XapKaeT TyOepKymes,
rzie OJs/IM ¢ XyJIUraHoM
na cuuiIuc.
" mue
aruTIpoI
B 3y0ax HaBs3,
1 MHE OBI
CTPOYHTH
POMaHCHI Ha Bac —
JIOXOJIHEN OHO
U MpEeJIeCTHEM.

Ho =

cebst

CMUPSLI,
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CTaHOBSICh
Ha ropJio
COOCTBEHHOM IecHe.
Canymaiire,
TOBapHUILHU TOTOMKH,
aruTaropa,
ropJaHa-TiaBaps.
3armymia
I1033UH MTOTOKH,
s 1IarHy
4yepe3 JTUPUYECKNE TOMUKH,
KaK KUBOU
C )KMBBIMU TOBOPA.
S x Bam nmpuny

B KOMMYHHUCTHUYCCKOC NaJICKO

HE TaK,

others spit water

from their mouth—
the curly Macks,

the clever Jacks—
but what the hell's it all aboutl
There's no damming all this up—
beneath the walls they mandoline:
"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.
But |
subdued
myself,
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setting my heel
on the throat
of my own song.
Listen,
comrades of posterity,
to the agitator,
the rabble-rouser.
Stifling
the torrents of poetry,
I'll skip
the volumes of lyrics;
as one alive,
I'll address the living.
I'll join you
in the far communist future,
I, who am



KaK MECEHHO-ECEHEHHBIN MPOBUTS3b.
Moii cTUX OOUIET
yepe3 XpeOThl BEKOB
1 4epe3 roJIOBbI
MO3TOB U MPABUTEIHCTB.
Molii cTUX JTOMIET,
HO OH JOMJET HE TaK, —
HE Kak cTpesia
B aMYpPHO-JIMPOBOU 0XOTE,
HE KaK JOXOJIUT
K HyMH3MAaTy CTEPIINICS MATaK
1 HE KaK CBET YMEPIIUX 3BE3]1 JIOXOJIUT.
Mot cTux
TpyZIOM
rpoMajy JIET IPOPBET
W SIBUTCS
BECOMO,
rpy0o,
3pUMO,
KaK B HaIlIW JTHA
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BOILIEJI BOJONPOBOL,
cpaboTaHHBII
emie pabamu Puma.
B kypranax kHwur,
IIOXOPOHUBIINX CTHX,
MKEJIe3KU CTPOK CIIydallHO OOHapyKUBas,
BEI
C YBaKEHUEM
OILYIIBIBAaNTE X,
KaK cTapoe,
HO I'PO3HOE OPYXKHE.
A
yXO
CJIIOBOM
HE TPUBBIK JIACKaTh;
YIIKY J€BUYECKOMY
B 3aBUTOYKAX BOJOCKA
C TIOJTYMOXa0IIUHBI
HE pa3aJieThCsl TPOHYTY.
[Tapanom pa3BepHyB
MOMX CTPaHHII BOWCKA,
s IPOXOXKY
M0 CTPOYEUHOMY (PPOHTY.

no Esenin super-hero.
My verse will reach you
across the peaks of ages,
over the heads
of governments and poets.
My verse
will reach you
not as an arrow
in a cupid-lyred chase,
not as worn penny
reaches a numismatist,
not as the light of dead stars reaches you.
My verse
by labor
will break the mountain chain of years,
and will present itself

ponderous,
crude,
tangible,
as an aqueduct,
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by slaves of Rome
constructed,

enters into our days.
When in mounds of books,
where verse lies buried,
you discover by chance the iron filings of lines,
touch them
with respect,
as you would

some antique

yet awesome weapon.
It's no habit of mine

to caress
the ear
with words;

a maiden's ear

curly-ringed
will not crimson

when flicked by smut.
In parade deploying
the armies of my pages,

I shall inspect

the regiments in line.



CTuxu CTOAT
CBUHIIOBO-TSDKEIO,
TOTOBBIC U K CMEPTH
1 K 0eCCMEepTHOM cliaBe.
[Toambl 3amepin,
K JKepITy IIPHKaB JKepJ1o
HalleJICHHBIX
3USIOIIMX 3arjaBUH.
Opyxus
J0OUMEHIIIEro PO,
roTOBas
PBaHYThCS B THKE,
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3acThlIa
KaBajepusi OCTPOT,
MOAHSABIIN PUPM
OTTOYECHHBIC MMHKH.
U Bce
OBEpPX 3y00B BOOPYKEHHBIE BOICKA,
YTO JABA/LATH JIET B odenax
MpoJIeTa,
JI0 CaMoro
MOCJIETHETO JINCTKA
g OTHAI0 Tebe,
IIJIAHETBHI NTPOJIETAPUHL.
PaGouero
TpOMaJIbI KJlacca Bpar —
OH Bpar U MoH,
OTBSBJICHHBIA 1 JJaBHUH.
Benenu nam
UATH
MOJ1 KpacHbIN ¢iar
roja Tpyna
Y JHU HEJ0EJaHuM.
MBI OTKpBIBATIN
Mapkca
Ka)XJIBIM TOM,
KaK B JOMe
COOCTBEHHOM
MBI OTKPBIBA€M CTaBHH,
HO U 0e3 uTeHus
MBI pa30upaInCh B TOM,
B KaKOM UJITH,
B KaKOM CPa)KaThCsl CTaHE.

Heavy as lead,
my verses at attention stand,
ready for death
and for immortal fame.
The poems are rigid,
pressing muzzle
to muzzle their gaping
pointed titles.
The favorite
of all the armed forces,
the cavalry of witticisms,
ready
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to launch a wild hallooing charge,
reins its chargers still,
raising
the pointed lances of the rhymes.
And all
these troops armed to the teeth,
which have flashed by
victoriously for twenty years,
all these,
to their very last page,
| present to you,
the planet's proletarian.
The enemy
of the massed working class
is my enemy too,
inveterate and of long standing.
Years of trial
and days of hunger
ordered us
to march
under the red flag.
We opened
each volume
of Marx
as we would open
the shutters
in our own house;
but we did not have to read
to make up our minds
which side to join,
which side to fight on.



Mgz1
TUATICKTUKY
y4uiIn He 110 ['erento.
bpsiannem 6oes

Page 6

OHa BpBIBAJIaCh B CTHX,
Korjia
oJ1 MyJIsSIMU
oT Hac Oypxkyu Oeranu,
KaK Mbl
KOT'/1a-TO
Oeraiy OT HHX.
[Tyckaii
3a TeHUSIMU
0€3yTEeITHOO BIOBOM
IUIETETCS CliaBa
B ITOXOPOHHOM MapIie —
YMpPH, MOH CTHUX,
YMpPH, KaK ps0OBOM,
Kak Oe3bIMSHHBIC
Ha IITypMax MepJu Hauu!
MHe HaneBaTh
Ha OpOH3bI MHOTOMY/IbE,
MHE HarieBaTh
Ha MPaMOPHYIO CJIH3b.
Coutemcs cnaBorw —

BEJIb MBI CBOM K€ JIFOJTH, —

IycKall HaM
00IIMM MaMSITHUKOM OyIeT
IIOCTPOEHHBIN
B 00X
COLIHAIU3M.

IToTomxku,

CJIOBapel MPOBEPHTE MOIJIABKHU:
n3 JIeThr

BBITIJTBIBYT

OCTaTKH CJIOB TaKHUX,
KaK «IIPOCTUTYIIHS»,
«TyOepKynes,
«OJII0KaIaY.
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Js Bac,

Our dialectics
were not learned
from Hegel.
In t'he roar of battle
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it erupted into verse,
when,
under fire,
the bourgeois decamped
as once we ourselves
had fled
from them.
Let fame
trudge
after genius
like an inconsolable widow

to a funeral march—

die then, my verse,
die like a common soldier,
like our men
who nameless died attacking!

I don't care a spit

for tons of bronze;
I don't care a spit

for slimy marble.
We're men of a kind,

we'll come to terms about our fame;

let our
common monument be
socialism
built
in battle.
Men of posterity

examine the flotsam of dictionaries:

out of Lethe
will bob up

the debris of such words

as "prostitution,”
"tuberculosis,"
"blockade."
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For you,



KOTOpbIE
310POBBI U JIOBKH,

Mo3T

BBUIM3bIBAJI

YaXOTKHUHBI IJIEBKU
HIEPIIABBIM S3bIKOM ILJIAKaTa.
C XBOCTOM ro/IOB
sl CTAHOBIIIOCH M10100MEM
YyJIOBHUII]
HCKOIIa€MO-XBOCTATHIX.
ToBapuil KU3Hb,
naBai
OBICTpeil TpoTOIIaeM,
MPOTOIAaeM
0 MATUIIETKE
THEW OCTaTOK.
Mmue
u pyons
HE HAKOIWJIN CTPOYKH,
KPaCHOAEPEBIINKN
HE cJamy MeOelb Ha JIOM.
U xpome
CBEKEBBIMBITOM COPOYKH,
CKa)XKy 10 COBECTH,
MHE HAYEro He HaJo.
SBuBILINCH
B Ile Ka Ka
1791091117 0:4
CBETJIBIX JIET,
HaJ OaHAoN
MTOATHYECKUX
pBayey B BBIKUT

s IOJIBIMY,
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Kak OOJIBIIIEBUCTCKUH TTapTOUIIET,
BCE CTO TOMOB
MOMX
MAPTUHHBIX KHIKEK.

(1930)

who are now
healthy and agile,
the poet,
with the rough tongue
of his posters,
has licked away consumptives' spittle.
With the tail of my years behind me,
| begin to resemble
those monsters,
excavated dinosaurs.
Comrade life,
let us
march faster,
march
faster through what's left
of the five-year plan.
My verse
has brought me
no rubles to spare:
no craftsmen have made
mahogany chairs for my
house.
In all conscience,
| need nothing
except
a freshly laundered shirt.
When | appear
before the CCC
of the coming
bright years,
by way of my Bolshevik party card,
I'll raise
above the heads
of a gang of self-seeking,
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poets and rogues,
all the hundred volumes
of my
Communist-committed
books.

(1930)



