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INTRODUCTION

Innokenty Annensky is one of the main representatives of the Rus-
sian Symbolist movement. This movement originated and developed under
the strong influence of French Symbolist poetry (mainly that of Charles
Baudelaire, Stephane Mallarme, Paul Verlaine, Arthur Rimbaud). It began
to take shape in the early nineties of the 19th century, and ended around
1910.

In Russia, Symbolism was a reaction to the rather barren and shallow
civic poetry which had dominated the literary scene from the late fifties.
To its materialistic, socialistic, realistic attitude, Symbolism opposed mysti-
cism, individualism and a kind of new Romanticism. Both French and Rus-
sian Symbolism developed a cult of Beauty (a Romantic heritage), and con-
ceived of Beauty as a force destined to save the world endangered by the
powers of evil. Esthetics and ethics are intertwined in a way which mostly
defies ordinary reason and logic, but it is precisely this characteristic which
marked Symbolist philosophy with a special and unmistakable stamp.

Innokenty Fyodorovich Annensky was born on August 20, 1856, in
Omsk in Western Siberia. His father, a rather high administrative official,
had been transferred to this remote place some years before. About two
years after the birth of the poet he was recalled to St. Petersburg. When In-
nokenty was still a young boy both his parents died (his mother, by the
way, is never mentioned in any of the available sources). He was reared and
educated in St. Petersburg in the home of his brother Nikolai (who was
thirteen years his elder, and was soon to be widely known as the liberal
editor of an influential periodical), and the latter’s wife (and cousin)



Alexandra, a well-known author of children’s books. Both belonged, in the
words of Annensky, to the “generation of the sixties,” and their writings
show a clearly positivistic, populist trend.

Perhaps as a reaction to this influence Annensky began early to
compose “mystical” poetry, (because the word “Symbolist™ was not yet
known, as he says), which he makes fun of in a short autobiographical
sketch. The boy received his schooling at home, quite possibly because of
his frail health. He attended public school (gimnaziia) for one year only,
but he passed the final examination very well and enrolled as a student at
the University of St. Petersburg. His main subject was Comparative Philo-
logy with special stress on Classical Philology and Slavic Philology. He com-
pleted his studies in 1879, receiving a gold medal for his dissertation, which
apparently dealt with Slavic folklore. In the same year he married, and a
year later his son Valentin, (who was to become a poet writing under the
pseudonym Krivich), was born. Immediately after having been graduated
from the University Annensky began a pedagogical career which lasted for
the whole of his life. For eleven years he taught Russian and Greek at pri-
vate schools in Petersburg. In 1890 he became director of the rather ex-
clusive Pavel Galagan College in Kiev, which consisted of only the four up-
per classes of high school, and stressed a classical education. His views on
education seem not to have coincided with the views of the administrative
board. Annensky favored a much more liberal education than was the usual
practice, and at the same time wanted a strictly classical training; he
thought that Latin and Greek should be taught in a way that would make
them live, and not as rigid grammatical systems. Differences with the high-
er authorities resulted in Annensky’s resignation and his return to Peters-
burg in 1893, where he became director of the Eighth High School. Here he
was free to implement his educational principles. A kind of sensation was
created by a school performance of Euripides’ Rhesus in Annensky’s trans-
lation.

But in 1896, for reasons that are not clear, Annensky was trans-
ferred from Petersburg to Tsarskoe Selo, the summer residence of the tsars,
in the same capacity, as director of the local High School. He held this po-
sition for ten years, but he was not nearly as happy there as he had been in
Petersburg. It seems that his unusual personality could not conform to
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ordinary school life. His scope of interests was too broad, his approach to
teaching too “progressive,” his dislike of bureaucracy in school admini-
stration too pronounced. And there is no doubt that his pedagogical and
administrative activities interfered more and more with his personal inter-
ests. Already in Kiev he had begun his translation of Euripedes’ tragedies,
He published them with long, scholarly, well-founded introductions in the
prestigious Journal of the Ministry of Enlightenment (Zhurnal ministerstva
narodnogo prosveshcheniia). He wrote numerous reviews and articles deal-
ing with Classical philology, and continued to fight for Classical languages
in schools. But at the same time he also followed his unprofessional path:
poetry and literary criticism.

Annensky’s infatuation with Symbolist verse never ceased. He close-
ly followed its development in Europe and in Russia. His knowledge of po-
etry and its history is amazing, and his own verses are the result of this
profound and creative knowledge. No less impressive is his knowledge of
old and modern languages, as shown by his numerous translations, espe-
cially from French and German, The biographical data are scarce, but ap-
parently he travelled frequently in Europe, Italy and France left a clear
imprint on his creation.

Annensky’s first book of verses, Quiet Songs, came out in 1904 un-
der the pseudonym Nik. T-0, meaning “nobody” in Russian. It would not
have been suitable for the director of a public school to publish such “un-
orthodox” modernistic poetry under his own name. At the same time An-
nensky wrote original tragedies on antique themes “in a modern garb”
(Melanippa-filosof, 1901, Tsar’ Iksion, 1902, Laodamia, 1906, Famira-
Kifared, 1913), and many articles of literary criticism, mostly about mod-
ern Russian and European poets and writers, collected in his two Books of
Reflections (1906 and 1908).

But not only literature captivated the poet. He thoroughly knew and
loved all the arts. There is a feeling of universality in his approach to cul-
tural life. His remarks about painting and sculpture leave no doubt about
his familiarity with these subjects, and his deep understanding and discern-
ing judgment of music are apparent in many poems in the Cypress Chest.

As early as 1900 Annensky thought about resigning from school ser-
vice, but he did not want “to abandon the flag” in his fight for Classical
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languages. In 1905 he applied for retirement, but was refused. In
1906 he was relieved of his post as director and was appointed Inspector
of the Petersburg School District. This was certainly a promotion and a
partial fulfillment of his desire for more free time; at certain periods of the
year, however, he was still required to travel to provincial towns to super-
vise the functioning of schools. These often very uncomfortable trips in-
spired some of his most impressive poems in the Cypress Chest. From 1908
on, in addition to this activity, Annensky gave lectures on Classical litera-
ture at the N. P. Raev Upper Courses in History and Literature for Woman,
a private university with an excellent teaching staff.

Annensky’s private literary work came to a peak in the last three
years of his life. The manuscript of the Cypress Chest, called thus, because
the manuscripts of his poems were stored in a black cypress chest, was
completed; but the chest itself contained many more poems, part of which
were published in 1923 (Posthumous Verse). His translation of Euripides
was near completion, he was continuing to write critical essays, and his lec-
tures, if published, would have made a sizable volume. Annensky died sud-
denly of heart failure on November 30, 1909, the day when his second re-
quest for retirement was granted.

Annensky was certainly an unusual personality. All memoirs about
him (and there are not many) agree on the sharp contrast between Annen-
sky the high school superintendent, the State Counsellor, the scholar, the
member of Learned Committees and the sensitive poet, the impression-
istic essayist, the author of strangely elusive tragedies. For a long time he
had to hide his poetical gift. No doubt he wanted recognition as a poet, but
the general attitude towards modern poetry and towards Symbolism in
particular among “the educated classes” in Russia was only too often that
of ridicule and scorn. Knowing this very well, Annensky wore a kind of
mask. He was persuaded that the poetic gift had to be controlled by dis-
cipline in life. The correctness and emphasized politeness of his behavior
were apparently a kind of self-imposed discipline designed to protect him
against the possibility of being assailed by manifestations of life that were
too coarse, or too pitiful. The irony, which appears so clearly in his works is
no doubt a kind of protection too. But the somewhat stiff, elegantly
dressed, impeccably groomed high official, apparently became a different



person when he spent time in the company of poets, for whom he felt an
affinity —a pleasure which he enjoyed only at the very end of his life. Niko-
lai Gumilev’s profoundly understanding poem “In Memory of Annensky”
(“Pamiati Annenskogo,” 1912), reprinted in the collection The Quiver
{Kolchan, 1916), gives a clear idea of this side of Annensky’s individuality.

* * & *

Symbolist philosophy does not assume that this our “poor” life is
reality. Both the world and life consist of mere hints which point to some-
thing behind them, something which may be real, and may be the “Truth.”
The Symbolists identify Truth with Beauty, because beauty alone—as re-
presented in the arts—lifts men above themselves, makes them feel other
dimensions than the narrow and petty ones of life. Annensky is perhaps
the most pessimistic of the Russian Symbolists. He is not happy with this
life as it is. Our reality becomes something unreal for him: a wicked en-
chantment, a nightmare. He knows that this wicked enchantment will end
with death, But what is death? This primary question of symbolist poetry
has an especially strident ring in Annensky’s work. Like a hypnotizing
snake death looks at him, and he cannot get away from this one theme, He
sees that the sense of life seems to be death—and as a result, withering, ill-
ness, fading light, evening, autumn, the feeling of passing time fascinate
him. His tense, nervous poetry is full of broken flowers, funeral wreaths,
candles, coffins, graves. But the details, the trifles of life, are menacing too.
Annensky is deliberately “unpoetic” in his imagery and in his epithets. His
themes, such as rainy days and nights, shadows, fear, growing cold, melting
snow, dirt on roads, stuffy railway coaches, sleeplessness, decay in many
variations, loneliness, banality, a kind of base sorcery, are not beautiful as
such, Nevertheless, there is a poetic aura around them because of the sound
combinations in which Annensky presents them, a dimension of poetry to
which he was extremely sensitive. Life constantly hurts. The feeling of an-
xiety for the beautiful, the feeling of the constant danger to beauty from
“real” life, is one bagic motif of Annensky’s poetry. He is not only afraid
of death itself; perhaps even more he fears the unbeautiful manifestations
of death in life—and this is why he fears life and fears for life.



The fear for the beautiful in life results in a second basic motif: compas-
sion for life, which can be beautiful in all its levels—starting with a stone
and rising up to the highest ideal, whatever this ideal may be. Sometimes it
is very difficult to see this beauty, and then life with its powerful meta-
physical ingredient of evil, again becomes a frightening nightmare—a night-
mare containing clear cut objects, which are all the more menacing in the
suddenly unreal atmosphere into which they are put.

The border line between the direct meaning and the symbolic mean-
ing in Annensky’s poetry is deliberately fleeting. It seems that he speaks
about objects and feelings of our trivial everyday life, (he likes to use col-
loquialisms, to be as down to earth as possible), but they are only men-
tioned to deepen our metaphysical disgust with life as it is, and to make
our longing for something high and sublime stronger, even if there is always
a doubt that it really exists. Annensky’s poetic theoM forget about
this doubt, is very consistent. Behind this world st: Beauty. But it can
never be reached, not even a glimpse of it can be ours. In art we have the
dim rays, which give a kind of unclear idea of what Beauty is. Even this
vague idea can satisfy, can even delight. What a sublime miracle Beauty
must be in reality then! Still, it can never be reached. We have only an in-
satiable longing for it. The more creative power man feels in himself, the
greater this longing. But at the same time the constant realization persists
that no fulfillment will ever be possible. So, creation, art—is unfulfilled
longing and, therefore, suffering. Suffering and, simultaneously, rapture of
a special kind, a rapture that breaks one’s heart. The tortures of creation
are the topic of many of Annensky’s poems. Great art, according to him,
has basically only three themes: Beauty (art), Suffering (tortures of life
and of creation) and Death. In his poetry Annensky deliberately indicates
only the milestones without the whole road. His very compressed, laconic
poems provide no more than the essence of his “metaphysical feeling.” The
reader has to think, to create with him, to fill in the blanks, to understand
the hints, to interpret and to feel (as he does) his brilliantly discriminative
colorism, his auditory nuances, his infinitely refined reactions to odors, his
sense of touch, even his subtle response to temperature. No doubt this cre-
ative effort will prove worthwhile,

Annensky was very well aware of this quality of his poetry. In his
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essay “About Contemporary Lyricism” (Apollon, 1909, No. 1, p. 17) he
says: “I have no need for the necessity of a single and universal way of un-
derstanding. On the contrary, I think that it is a merit of a lyrical poem if
it can be understood in two or more ways, or, if not understood complete-
ly, at least felt out and finished in thought by oneself. Poetic word-tex-
ture is distinguished from that of everyday in that behind it you feel the
mystic life of words, which is ancient and multi-formed, and that at times
a verse touches upon these strings in your sensorium, which you have long
forgotten to think about.” And so Symbolist poetry becomes the only true
poetry: “In poetry theré are only relativities, only approximations—there-
fore it was never anything else than symbolist, and as a matter of fact it
cannot be anything else” (ibid., p. 22).

Russian Symbolism was ideologically not a unity. The French heri-
tage was soon superseded by a mystic religiosity (partly inspired by the
Dionysiac cult of Greece, partly by Slavic sectarian rites, partly by Ger-
man Wagnerian romanticized mythology and Nietzsche’s superman theory).
Much worse and more dangerous was the uprise of mystic nationalism rely-
ing upon doubtful quasi-mythological profundity. Annensky always
shunned this whole development. He disapproved of one of its main repre-
sentatives—Alexander Blok. It seems clear that he would have adopted a
new trend in Russian poetry which appeared around 1910-Acmeism.
Without giving up belief in ideal Beauty, the Acmeists (like its inaugurator,
the anti-symbolist—Mikhail Kuzmin and Nikolai Gumilev, Anna Akhma-
tova, Osip Mandelghtam) stressed the concrete objects in this world and
wanted them to become the subject of poetry, together with the poet’s
personal experience, his own insights, and his feelings connected with the
object. They found the concrete objects in Annensky’s poetry, without
any hints to a “beyond,” revealed by religion. This life which is an ema-
nation of Beauty, has become spoilt and degenerated; art alone can prove
the original connection of reality and beauty. Of course, this idea implies
a certain kind of mysticism too, (it might be called *“esthetic mysticism™),
but it is a mysticism relying upon nothing else than the existence of cre-
ative power in an artist. It is a kind of possible solution for the enigma of
life, no more. The Acmeists saw Annensky as their teacher because in his
poetry life was transformed into art without losing its “real face,” com-

xi



bining its ugliness and its fleeting glimpses of sheer beauty.

The first issues of the Acmeist periodical Apollon carried Annen-
sky’s excellent articles on Symbolism and poetry. Here Annensky's view-
point and his position in the development of modern Russian poetry be-
comes very clear: Art can transform reality. The “sceptical symbolist™ An-
nensky may easily be imagined as the head of the new poetic school, whose
development was broken by the Communist revolution.

The Cypress Chest appeared in 1910. The edition was supervised by
Annensky’s son. Annensky had prepared the manuscript himself, the selec-
tion of the poems is his, but he did not see the final version as it went to
press. Each of the twenty-five “trefoils,” which comprise the first part of
the collection consists of three thematically related poems (the second
with one variant). Their titles indicate the themes. There is no apparent
congistency in their sequence. Presumably Annensky would have rear-
ranged them. The second part is formed by seven “diptychs,” three of
them containing two complementary poems, four including a “double sub-
ject.” The third part, “Scattered leaves (or sheets)” (Razmetannye listy),
congsists of twenty-two thematically unrelated poems. The last, “My An-
guish,” is the last poem Annensky wrote, significantly dedicated to the
leading Acmeist theoretician and mystic poet Mikhail Kuzmin. 1t was
added to the collection after Annensky’s death.

Vsevolod Setchkarev
Harvard University






TPUIUCTHAKD CYMEPEYHBIN.

CHPEHEBAJ MIJIA.

Hawa yaunua cubramu 3aneraa,

Mo cubrams 6bxHTD CHpeHeBas Mraa.
MuMOX0OMB TONBLKO TASHYda BB OKHO,

MU a1 noHaas, uro mobalo ee AaBHO.

Sl Moaunb ee, CHPEHEBYIO MIay:

ylloroctd, 11o6yap co MHOH BB MoeMd yray,
He Mmoo Tocky THl maBHiol0 pa3pbi,
loabanch co MHOHU, wenaHHan, cBoefi!*

Ho aduwin u3ganu ycasiwans st orBhTH:
LEcan mio6Mulb, Takb H CaMb OThillielts cabas,
Fab Hane omytom® cuHberb TORKi# nenw,
Tamnh uacoyek®s moromy f, KOHYHBD JETD,
A y NeyKH-TO HMKTO HaCh He BHAANbD...
Tonbko T MoH, K10 BONEHDB, Aa yAaAB!®

TOCKA MIHMOJIETHOCTH.

Bescabano xauyas neHb. Xearbs, Ha GaakoH®
Caaguts TyMaHHBIA AMCKD AYHBI, eite Ge3TbHHOA,
M BB GesHanexHOCTH pACMAXHYTHXB OKOH®,

Yxe Heapauia, TockauBo-6babl cThHbL.

Celtyacp HacTynutd Houb. Takb yepHu o6aaxa...
Mut xanbp nocabaHAro BeuepHAro MrHOBEHbA:
Tamb Bce, Y4TO NpOWHTO— KedaHbe ¥ TOCKA,
Tamb Bce, 4TO GAM3HTCA — YHBIIOCTD H 3a6BeHbE...



TWILIGHT TREFOIL

LILAC DUSK

Our street is covered in snow; over the
Snow runs the lilac dusk. Passing by, it
Merely glanced in the window and I knew I
Had loved it for a long time. I implored
The lilac dusk: “Visit me a while, stay
With me in my nook, do not dispel my
Old, old grief, share your own with me,
My longed-for one!” But only from afar

I heard its reply: “If you love me, then
Seek out my tracks yourself; my flight
Ended, I will stay a brief hour where the
Thin ice over the whirlpool shows blue
And no one has seen us by the stove...
Only those are mine who are free and daring!”

ANGUISH OF TRANSITORINESS

Without trace day has sunk. Tuming yellow, the
Moon's hazy disk, still shadowless, looks on the
Balcony, and in the despair of windows flung
Open are drearily white walls, already unseeing.

This moment night begins. The ciouds are so black...
I pity the evening's last instant: all that is

Spent is there—longing and anguish; all that
Approaches is there—despondence and oblivion...
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3abchp Beuepn, KAKB MCYTA: H POGOKDB M JACTYYh,

Ho cepauy, rah Hu cTpyHB; 1M caC3B, Hil APOMATOBD,
U rab pa3opBaHO H CAHTO CTOABKO TyYh...

OHb Kakb-TO 6/HXKE PO30OBLIXH 3aKATOBD.

CBTBURY BHECIIL

He scpewmntcsi-ab BaAMb HHOTAA,

Koraa cymepkn xomsith no momy,

Tyt xe Bo3nb uHas cpesa,

ok wuBeMb Mbl coBChMB MO Jpyromy.

Cb ThHbI0O ThHb TaMb TaKb MHTKO CAWJACD,
Tawb 6biBaeTh Taxkas MHHYTA,
UYto AyuyaMH He3IpHMbiMH [1a3b
Mgl yxomHMb ApYrs Bh Apyra kakb GyATo.

W nBHeHbeMD COYTHYTh 3TOTh MHIb
Mbi Goumcs, HIb CIOBOMB HapyUHTh,
TouHo yxoMb KTO BO31b MPHHHKD,
3acraeass panekoc CAymath.

Ho eaBsa 3anbinaers csbua,

Uytkift Mipp ycTynaers 6e3b Gos,
Jlnwb w3k raazs 10 HAKAOHAMD Ayua
Ttun B naama c6bryts roayGoe.
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Here evening is like a dream, both timid and fleeting,
But to the heart there are neither strings nor tears

Nor perfumes, and where so many clouds are rent

And merged, it is somehow closer than the rosy sunsets.

A CANDLE IS BROUGHT IN

Does it not seem to you at times, when
Twilight walks through the house, that
Right here alongside us is another element,
In which we live quite differently?

So softly there has shadow merged with
Shadow, and there such moments can occur,
That it is as though we penetrated

Each other by eyes® invisible rays.

And we fear to frighten this instant away
With a movement, or disturb it with a word,
As if someone alongside pressed an ear to us,
Compelling us to listen to what is distant.

But the candle has hardly burst into flame, when
That delicate world yields without fighting;
Only along the inclines of a ray from the eyes
The shadows will flow down into the blue flame.



TPUNMNCTHUKD COBJIA3HA.

MAKH.

Becenvil acHb roputb... Cpean comabRIuUXb TPaBb
Bce make NATHAMH — KaKb KaaHoe Ge3cHibe,
Kaxb ry6bl noasbisi co6MasHa U OTPARb,

Kakb anbixb 6a6ouexs pa3sBepHYTbis KPbUIbA.

Becennt geHs roputd... Ho canb u nycrs # rayxs.
IIaBHO NMOKOHYHAD OHB Cb COGJMA3HAMH H NMUPOMB, —
M Maku coxable, KAKb [OJOBB CTAPYyXb,

OcbHeHb! b HeGecb CiAOIHUMD NMOTHPOM®.

BapiaHT®.

MAKH BB INOJIEHbL.

Besyxanuo u upbricTo
Ye#t-to Hbxublt crub6np pasorayrs, —
Kpbniaba anaro 6atucra
Pa3sBepHynuch M He APOTHYT®E...
Bce, uro HbXHUTH — Aanb na 6au3b,
Ockop6HBDL MATHOMB KPOBABbHIMB —
X anHO MakH paspociHCh
1To coMnbBIUHMD TYYHbIMB TPaBaMb.
Ho He BB pamoctb naxe NeHb MMb,
TemHbl NaTHA MakoBbL Bb HeGb,
W TaXeIbMb CHOMB OCEHHHMB
Hcromnens uxb apkift wpe6ilt.
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TREFOIL OF ALLUREMENT

POPPIES

The joyful day blazes... Amid the languid grass,
Everywhere are poppies in patches—like eager
Impotence, like lips filled with temptation and
Poison, like outspread wings of scarlet butterflies,

The joyful day blazes... But the garden is both empty

And overgrown, It has long since finished with temptations
And feasting, and the withered poppies, like old women’s
Heads, are blessed from the skies with a radiant chalice.

VARIANT
Poppies at Midday

Scentlessly and flowerily someone’s
Delicate enfolding is opened —
Wings of scarlet cambric have
Unrolled and will not quiver...

Offending with their bloodstained spot
All that cherishes—distance and
Nearness—the poppies have spread avidly
Through the languid, succulent grass.

But not even day makes them rejoice;
The poppies’ spots are dark in the
Sky, and their bright destiny is
Wearied by a heavy autumn dream.
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CHOMD 0O TOM®B, UTO NYCTh H FAYXD
Dyners cagb, a Bb HCMb, KAKD Bbh Xpank,
TswKH roloBbl CTAPYXb,

OctHennnisn [lapami...

CMBLIHOK'B 11 CTPYHDIL

Kakoht taxennt, TeMunit 6penn!
Kak®b 3TH BBICH MYTHO-TYHHbI!

Kacarbes cxpunku ctonbko abre
WM ne ysnate npu csbrb crpynn!

KoMmy-%1b Hace Hamo? Kro 3axers

JlBa ®enThiXb JHKZ, ABa YHbLALIXb...

M Bapyrp nouyscTBoBanb CMbIUIOKD,
YTo Kro-TO B3A4B M KTO-TO .CAHAB HXB.

»0, Kakb paBHo! CKBO3b 3Ty TbMY
CKaXH OHO: Thl-Ta-/H, TA-AH?P¥

M cTpyHBI AaCTHAHCH Kb HEMY
3BeHs, HO JACTACH TpemeTanH.

.Henpasna-ab, Goablie HHKOraa
Mui He pascraHemcsa? [JosoabHo...*
W ckpunka orsbuana 1a,

Ho cepauy ckpunku 6bi10 GoabHO.

CMHYOKD BCE NOHAND, OHB 3ATHXD,
A BB ckpunkb 3xo0 Bce Zepxanoch...
M 6bino Mykoio mas HHXB,

Yto moaamp My3bikol Ka3anocs.

Ho yenoptkb He noracuas

Ho ytpa cebyb... N crpynn nban...
Jluwe conHue HXDB Hawao 6e3b CHAB
Ha ueprom® 6apxath nocreas.
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By the dream that the garden will be
Empty and overgrown, and that in it,
As in church, the old women’s heavy
Heads are blessed by the Sacrament.

THE BOW AND THE STRINGS

What heavy, dark delirium! How turbid
And moonlit these heights are! To have
Touched the violin for so many years and
Not recognize the strings in the light!

Who needs us? Who has kindled
The two yellow, dismal faces?...
And suddenly the bow felt someone
Take them up and mingle them.

“Oh, how long ago! Through this darkness
Tell me only, are you the one, the one?”
And the strings caressed the bow ringingly,
But trembled as they caressed.

“Is it not true, we will never part
Again? That is enough...”

And the violin answered yes,
But the violin's heart was aching.

The bow understood everything
And fell silent, but in the violin
The echo held on...and what seemed
Music to people was agony to them.

But the man did not extinguish his

Candles till morning...and the

Strings sang... Only the sun found them,
Devoid of strength on the bed’s black velvet.
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BT, MAPTS.

[lo3aGyab coJoBbs HAa AYUIHCTHIXDB UBBTax®,

Toapko y T po Mmo6Bu He 3a6yas...

Jla owusiued 3eMaIH Bb HEOKHBIIHXD JNHCTAXD
SIpko-yepHyio rpyas!

Mexn noxmorheBd py6awkd csoelt cabrosolt

Toasko pa3® M Wedana OHa,—

Toanko pa3b Hanownb ee Maprh orHesoft,
Ila npanbe BuHa!

Tonbko pasb oTopsarh OTh pa3byxiueft 3eman
He Morau Mbi 3aBHUCTAHBLIXD [/1a3b...
Tonbko pasb Mbl XOMOAHBIA PYKH ChjeaH
M apowa nockopbe u3p caga ywau...
Toabko pa3b... Bb 3TOTh pas3b...
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IN MARCH

Forget the nightingale in the fragrant flowers,

Only do not forget love’s moming...

And the bright-black breast of revivified earth
In the unrevived leaves!

Among the tatters of its snowy shirt

Only once did the earth desire too—

Only once was it intoxicated by fiery March,
Headier than wine!

Only once could we not tear our envious

Eyes from the moisture-swollen earth...

Only once we clasped cold hands and,

Shivering, left the garden hurriedly...
Only once... this time...



TPUJINCTHUKD CEHTUMEHTAJIbHBIN,

OJIVBAH'IMKI L

3axaonoranacs nbBoyka
Bt senenomb kymakb,
Jlea xenthie o6¢hBOYKA
Caxan Ha ueckh.

He pmepxarca # n:d-noan:
MMecok® au uMB He panmn?
A coanub yxb Ha zanaab
W 3onotutca canmb.

3a pyukoH pyky 6baywo
ManoTka OTpsAXHETD:
LUyt amouky npoakaaio,
Ee u 3amerers...

IlpotusHble, ynpambie!“

-— Monauu, ManOTKa A0Yb,
Konn HenpiaTHbl siMbl HM®,
Mbsi cTe6ennkd UMD NPOYb.

Borb BHAHILL-TH: BCE Kb AYHIEMY,
Jluts, passecesucs!

Mo xoamuky 3mbyuemy

JIpb 38B310UKH 3AXFIHCEH.

Moxuatbia, HIAhPAHHLIN
3sbaguHkn H3b UBBTORL...
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SENTIMENTAL TREFOIL

DANDELIONS

The little girl with the
Green belt is bustling
About, planting two poor
Yellow seedlings in the sand.

They don’t stand up—and that’s
It: isn’t the sand glad of them?
But the sun is already in the

West and the garden turns golden.

The child shakes one small
White hand after another:

“As soon as [ make a little
Hole it fills in...

Nasty, stubbom things!”—
Hush! little daughter, if

They find the holes unpleasant
We will take away their stems.

There, see? All’s for the
Best, cheer up, child! On
That shifting hillock two
Small stars have caught fire.

Shaggy, saffron little stars,
Made out of flowers...
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Hy Botb, Mos xenaHRas,
M canuxs TBOR rortonws.

OTnpHraloTc HOXEHbKH,

Becbh Buichnaerca cMbxs,

A Houp npugerp—y Boxensku
[Mocrenbku ectb aAs BebBxb...

3acHews TH, aHreab-abBOUYKa,
B myxy, Ha aokotkh...

A wenthixb ABa o6chBOouKa
Pacnnactanbl BB necks.

CTAPA IIIAPMAHKA.

He6o Hacv coBchMb cBeno ¢b yMa:
To oruems, T0 cRBroMs Hach cabnuao
M owmepsco, apbpems, oTCTYymHAA

3a Anptab ynpaMas 3uMa,

UyTh Ha MHrD coMaberb Bb 3a6HTbH—
M onatb Ha GpOBH A€M HAABHRYTD,
H noab HacTs ymwenunle pyubH,

He nontsb, yMOTKRYTDL H 3aCTHIHYTS.

Ho 3abuito npownoe aasHo,

1llymens caab, a kaMeHb 6B4Bb H ryaoks,
W rasauts packpnitoe OKHO,

Kakv TpaBa oabna 3akoyaokb.

Jlnwp wapmanky cTapyio 3HOOHTSD,

Y oHa Bb 3akatHoMd Mabubb Mas
Bce HHKAaKD He CMeAeTd 3AbLXDb OGHAD,
LIbnki Banp kpyma H HaXKHMAaA.
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There, my precious, your
Little garden is ready.

Her small feet will cease jumping
And all her laughter will

Pour out, but when night comes,
God has beds for everybody...

You will fall asleep, little
Angel-girl, in down, on your
Elbow... and the two yellow
Seedlings will lie flat in the sand.

THE OLD BARREL ORGAN

The sky has driven us quite out of our minds:
It has blinded us, now with fire, now with
Snow, and stubborn winter, baring its teeth
Like a wild beast, has retreated behind April.

Scarcely for a moment does it sink into forgetfulness,
When again the helmet is pulled over its brows, and

The streams that have departed under the snow’s crust,
Without singing on to the end, will fall silent and freeze.

But the past is long since forgotten, the
Garden filled with sounds, and the stone white
And resonant, and the opened window sees
How the grass has clothed the secluded nook.

Only the old barrel organ shivers with
Cold, and in May’s sunset swoon it can

In no way mince its deadly insults,
Turning and pressing the tenacious barrel.
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M Hukakp ubnasace He noHmers
310TH Bank, YTO HC Kb ueMmy paboTa,
Uto ob6upa CTapocTH pacCTeTh

Ha wHnaxs orb MykH nosopora.

Ho korna-6b u nousas crapnift Bans,
Yro Takas HMB Cbh WapMaHKOM yuacTh,
Pa3pt-6b nbre Kpyxkach OHb nepecranh
Orroro, uto nbTb Heab3A He Myyach?..

BEPEHAjS HE1'BJIS.

Baan Xuapa - Bapuwesckomy.

Bb weatbift cympaks meprBaro Anpbas,
lNonpowasiuuce cb 38b3nHO0 nycTuiHeH,
YnawiBana Bep6ras Heabas

Ha nocabaneft, na noru6aoft cabkuoft aAbaunt.

YnabiBana BB AbMaxb 6/aroBOHHBLIXD,

Bb 3aMupaHbH 3BOHOBDH MOXOPOHHBIXB,

OTb HKOHB Cb [MyGOKHMH T/1a3aMH

W orp JlazapeH, 3a6uiThixp BB 4HepHOH amb.

Cranb Bbicoko 6babift MBcaub Ha yuep6h,
WU 3a Bchbx®, ubf KH3Hb HEBO3BPATHMA,
Mablau kapkia ciaesst no Bep6h

Ha pymsnbis uieku xepysuma.



And in no way will this clutching barrel
Understand that there is no reason in this
Work, that the insult of old age will grow

On the thorns from the torments of the turning.

But even if the old barrel did understand what
Was its and the barrel organ’s destiny, would

It cease then to sing while turning, because

It is impossible to sing without feeling tortures?...

PALM WEEK
To Valia Khmara-Barshchevsky

Having taken leave of the starry
Wastes, Palm Week was sailing on the
Last doomed piece of frozen snow
Into defunct April’s yellow dusk.

It was sailing in fragrant smoke, in
The fainting of death knells, from
Icons with profound eyes and from
Lazaruses forgotten in the black pit.

The white moon on the wane rose high, and
For all whose life was irretrievable,

Ardent tears swam along the palm

Branch on to a cherub’s rosy cheeks.
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TPUTUCTHUKD OCEHHINA.

TH OIIATL CO MHOI.

Tu onathb co MHOH, noapyra oceHs,

Ho ckBo3b cbrtb Haruxmp 1BOMXD BhTBEf]
Hukorga 6abanbf He creina npocuub
M crbrosd He nomHio 1 MeprBhH.

Sl TBOHXB meuanbHbe orTpebift

M uvepnbH TBOMXL He BHABAD BOAM,
Ha tBOEMD AHHANO-BeTXOMD Hebb
JKeaThiXb Tydb TOMHTDL MEHS Pa3BOLb.

Jo xoHua Bce BHakTh utnenss...
O, Kakb 3TOTH BO3AYXDb CTPAHHO HOBb...
3Haelib 4TO... A AyMans, 4To GoabHbe
YBHAATb MYCTHiMH TaltAH COBb...

ABI'YCT'D.

Ewe ropars Ay4H MOAD CBOAAMH JOPOrb,

Ho ram®, Mexxny pbrBel Bce rayme n mwhmbe:
Takd yani6aerca Gnbanbiomil Hrpoks,
Ynaposb wpebin cUHTaTL yke He cMba.

¥Yxb AeHb 3a cropaMd. Cb TyMaHoMb no 3emnb
Baexyrca MeAeHHO YHLINbHIE MPHSBIBHI...

A cb Humu Bce aywnRbH, apo6urca BB xpycrarb
Eute Buepainunii 61eckn, H TOABKO ACTPHI MHBHI...
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AUTUMN TREFOIL

AGAIN YOU ARE WITH ME

Again you are with me, my friend autumn,
But your bluish color never froze paler
Through your bare branches’ net,

And I do not recall more lifeless snow.

I have never seen your tatters
Sadder and your waters blacker;
The yellow clouds’ pattern in
Your faded old sky wearies me.

To the end to see everything growing
Torpid... Oh, how strangely new this

Air isl... You know... I thought it was
More painful to see words’ secrets empty...

AUGUST

The rays still burn under the roads’ arches,

But there among the branches it is ever darker and
More silent: thus a gambler smiles, turning pale,
Already not daring to reckon the blows of fate.

Day is already behind shades. Dismal summonings are slowly
Trailed over earth with the fog... And with it, everything
Becomes a suffocating feast, yesterday’s splendor still
Crumbles in the crystal, and only the asters are alive...
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Hab 3to — wcersie 0baberd ckBO3b AHCTLI?
M Tam® oran apoxarh noab MaTtoBOH KOPOHOH,
Ipoxars u rosoparhb: ,A Thi? Koraa xe thi?*
Ha wmbnuoMs a3bikb HCTOMLI 110XOPOHHOM...

Hrpy a1 KoHYNAHM, rPOGHHLA-Ib YIILIIA,

Ho nposchsiotcs Ha cepaub Bneyatabubs;

O, KaKb # HOHANB BaCh: H BKPAAYMBOCTb TemnJa,

M pockows usbTHHKOBDB, rab mpocTtynaers TABHbC...

TO BLL'1IO HA BATJIEHL-KOCKHU.

To 6bl10 Ha BaaneHb-KOCKH.

Lleab noAHKD H3b ABIMHLIXD TYUb,
W xenTuiss MOKpPbIS NOCKH

C6hranu cb neyaabHbIXb KPY4Yb.

Mol ¢b Houn XoaopHoH 3bBanu,
M cae3nl NPOCHIHCh H3b T1a3b;
Bb yrbxy Hamb kykay 6pocaan,
Bt To yTpo BB 4eTBepThilf pa3b.

Pa36yxiuas Kykaa Hupsia
TMocaywso 8b chaol Bomonans,
M noaro KpyxHuaach CHauasia,
Bce 6yato pBanacsi Hasamb.

Ho aapomtb au3ana nmbHa
CycTaBbl NMPHKATHIXD PYKDb,—
CnaceHbe es HeusMbHHO
JlAf HOBHXD H HOBBIXH MYKb.

Casgu, ywb NoTOkb GYPAHBLIR
YKeatherb, NOKOPEHDb H BAAD;
YyxoHelb-T0 6LAD CNpaBeLIHBLIH,
3a pba0 NOATHHHHKD B3AMD.

14



Or is this a procession showing white through the leaves?
And fires are trembling there beneath a dull crown,
Trembling and asking: “And you? When will you?”

In the bronze language of funereal weariness...

The game may have ended and the tomb have glided away,
But the impressions on the heart are growing brighter;

Oh, how I understand you: both the warmth’s insinuation and
The splendor of flowerbeds where decay is showing through...

IT HAPPENED AT VALLEN-KOSKI

It happened at VallenKoski.
Rain was falling from hazy
Clouds, and wet, yellow planks
Flowed down the dismal slopes.

Since the cold night we had been

Yawning, and tears came into our
Eyes; for fun they threw a doll in
For the fourth time that moming.

The sodden doll dived obediently
Into the gray waterfall, and at first
It whirled round for a long time, for
All as though it longed to go back.

But in vain the foam licked at the
Joints of its arms pressed to its
Sides—its salvation was predestined
For new and yet newer torments.

See how the turbulent current is
Already yellowing, submissive

And drowsy ; the Finn was honest,
And took half a rouble for the job.
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M BOTH y®b Kykna Ha kamub,
M nasbuie upers phra...
Komenis ara 6bina mub

Bb 10 chpoe ytpo TAKKa.

BoiBaeTh Takoe Hebo,
Takasa urpa ayueft,

Yro cepauy obuaa Kykabl
O6uan cBoeft wanybi.

Kakb /HCTbA TOraa Mbli YyTKH:
Hamb kamenb chaofi, oxusb,
Cranab apyromb, a rojaoch Apyra,
Kakb abrckas cxpunka, danbllHeb.

M Bb cepaub cosHaube ray6oko,

YTo ¢b HHMDB DOAHACHA TOABKO CTPAxd,
Yro Bp Miph oHO oaHHOKO,

Kakp crapas kykia Bb BOAHAaxX®b...
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And there—the doll is already

On a stone, and the river is

Flowing on... This comedy was
Distressing to me on that gray morning.

There can be such a sky, and such
A play of rays, that our heart feels
An insult to a doll is more

Piteous than an insult to oneself.

Like the leaves then, we are sensitive: as
If it had come to life, the gray stone has
Become our friend, but a friend’s voice,
Like a child’s violin, is out of tune.

And in our heart is a deep consciousness
That with it was born only fear,

That it is lonely in the world,

Like the old doll in the waves...
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TPUJIUCTHUKD JIYHHBIA.

3HUMHEE HEFO.

Tanui#t cubrp HaneTans M caerans,
Pasropasicb, pyMAHHJAHCDH LlEKH,

# me aymans, 4to MBCAUD TaKb Manb
M 4r0o TyYM TaKb ABIMHO- JAJEKH...

S1 yHay, HE 0 YeMb He CNPOCHBD,
IMotomy uTo MoH BuiHy.1cs Wpe6ift,

A1 He mymans, uT0 MBCAUD KpacHB®b,
Takb KpacHBL H TpeBOXEHDb Ha Hebb...

Ckopo noaHoyb. HHKTO 1 HHuel,
YToMNEeHD CaMbIMDb MPH3PAKOMDB KHU3HH,
1 moOGyloch Ha AHMB AyveH

Tamb, 8b MoeH#l ob6MmaHysuefl otunsub.

JIYHHAS HOYb B'b HCXOI4H 3KMMLL

Mub Ha noaycrankb,
Mn 386HTH HOYBIO,
Tuxol aynHoH Houblo,
Ha abcroH noaauks...
Bpennh, — HAH BOOYBIO
Mu Ha noaycrarkb

U 3abuthl Houblo?
Janexo 3aiuend TH,
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MOON TREFOIL

WINTER SKY

Thawing snow has flown down and flown away,
Cheeks, beginning to burn, have turned rosy;

I had not thought the moon was so small

And the clouds so hazily distant...

I will go away, without asking anything,
Because my lot has been drawn; I had
Not thought the moon was beautiful,
So beautiful and anxious in the sky...

Soon, midnight. No one and no one’s,
Wearied by life’s very phantom, |
Delight in the hazes of moonbeams
There in my deceptive homeland.

A MOONLIGHT NIGHT, AS WINTER DEPARTS

We are at a small station,

We are forgotten by the night,
By the still, moonlit night,

In a little forest glade...
Delirium—or are we plainly

At a small station and
Forgotten by the night?

You have gone far away.
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[aposuks ycraamil...
Hockn 6abAHO-XKeATHI,
Cepe6pHCTO-KeNTH,

M Hanunb Ha wnansi
Hue#t meprso-tanbiff.

YKb TyAa-1b 3awlenb TH,
MMapoeuks yctaapift?
Tuuwb-T0 BB AyHHOMDB cBBTH,
Hau Toabko rpesa

3tu ThHH, 3TH

Banoxu napoBosa

U, ocepebpeHnniti
MBcaueMs KeMUyKHbIMB,
OT10Th AJMHHHBLIA 4epHbif
Cropox® CcTaHuiOHHBiM

Cb doHapeMb HEHYKHLIMD
Ha thuu y3sopHo#t?
JIHHb-AHHb-AHHD — H MHMO,
Mumo rpesnt atof,

Taxb HeBo3BpaTiMO,

Takb HenonpaBumo

Jlo xoHua He cnbrol,

A spbusuelt rab-ro

Ene owytuwo.

TRAUMEREL

ChuBanuch au 310 ThHH,
Tonbko ThHH BB JyHHOH# HOuH ManA?
910 6AuKH, HAH UBLTH CHpeHH
Tamb 6baban, Ha xoabuu
Hucnanas?
I{a ABy-Ab H TcGH-1b Ge3yMHO
A 6esnymno
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Tired steam locomotive...
The boards are pale yellow,
Silvery yellow, and
Lifeless, thawing hoar
Frost clings to the ties.
Have you really gone to the
Right spot, tired steam
Engine? Such stillness in
The moonlight, or is this
Only a dream, these
Shadows, these locomotive
Gasps, and, silvered

Over by the pearly moon,
This long black

Station guard with

His useless lantern

On the patterned shadow?
Ding, ding, ding!—and

It’s past, past this

Dream, so irreparably,

So irremediably, not

Sung through to the end,
And ringing somewhere
Scarcely perceptibly.

TRAUMEREI

1s this mingled shadows,
Only shadows, on a moonlit night of May?
Is this specks of light, or lilac’s flowers
Tumed pale there, falling
On your knees? Was it in
Waking hours, and was it you that I loved
Madly and unquestioningly
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S A06uADb Bb TOMHBLIXD ThHHAXD Mas?
[Mpunagan kb usbramM®» CHpPCHH

JlynHo#t HouYblO, JyHHOR HOYbIO Mas
S tBOH-1b 1bnOBanb KoAbHH,

Pa3mxuMas MXDb H CXKHMaA,

B1b TOoMHBIXD THHAXD, Bb TOMHLIXD ThHHXD Masi?

HMmi cangp ObiAb OAHO MeYTaHbE

JlynHolt Houn, ayHHOH Houn mas?

HNan camb 51 amuis 1hHb HbMmas?

Map u THl AMWIb MOe cTpajsaHbe,

Iloporas,
Ot1710r0, 4TO HaMb HBTH CBHAAHLM
JlynHoll Houbio, NYHHOR HOYLIO Masl...



In the languorous shadows of May?
Falling down before the lilac’s flowers
On a moonlit night, on a moonlit night of May,
Did I kiss your knees,
Unclasping and pressing them,
In the languorous shadows, in the languorous
Shadows of May? Or was the garden only a fancy
Of the moonlit night, of the moonlit night of May?
Or am I myself only a speechless shadow?
Or are you too my suffering,
Dear one,
Because we are not meeting on a moontlit
Night, on a moonlit night of May?...

18



NINCTHUKD OBPEYEHHOCTH,

LY IITUILHHEK .

O6pyueHa pascsbry

MMevanp es pyaands...

Kakb s urpyiuky sty

He caymars 6bi1b 661 pans...

[Nyctb 3aBrpa Gyaerb Ta-we
OHa, uto M Byepa...

CuepBa XoTb rpomue, riaxe
Mnerv es urpa...

Ho Both, yxb He untasn
JlaBHO NOCTBIIBIXD HOT®,
I'pebenka sonotas
3BeHHTH, a He NOeTh...

LIBnassAce 3a reBo3nouki,
Becb u3b 6eacBa3HbxDb (pasb,
Hanpacho uiuiers ToYku
TomuteabHbifi pasckasn,

O ubeMmb-TO HenxoGoph

KocHonanunut 6pens...
JloxvyHHfl neneTds rops
Henacrynusimnxs ab1o,

Fab HbTD HH clesb passyky,
Hu cTtbinoctn Hebecn,
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TREFOIL OF DOOM

THE ALARM CLOCK

The sorrow of its roulade
Is betrothed to the dawn...
How glad 1 should be

Not to hear this toy!

Let it be the same tomorrow
As it was yesterday...

Though louder at first, its
Game continues more evenly...

But now, already not reading
The long-hateful notes,

The golden comb rings,

And does not sing...

Clutching at the nails, all

Made from unconnected phrases,
The tiresome story —this
Stammering delirium

About someone’s shortage—
Seeks in vain for an end...
Importunate lisping of
Grief of unarrived years,

Where there are neither tears of
Parting nor freezing of skies,
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I'ab cepaue  cHCPmKn MyERn,
Mawngka aan uyaeco...

M ckyuHo pasMimas
Npyxuny noavaca,
I'ah npavercs cabiinan
1 amunns Kpaca.

CTA/IBHAA TIHKA/TA.

Sl 3Hanb, 4TO OHA BCpHETCH
N 6yaerb co muofl --- Tocka.
3BAKHETD H 3aMaxHeTcH
Cb aBepbl0 HacoBIUHKA...

Cepaua cTaabHoro TpeleTn

Co cTpeKoTaHheMDb Kpuidb
Cubnury M BHOBb pacubiuTn
Torb, kK10 ell nABEpb OTKPHIAb...

JKagbiMb KPLIAOMD LKA b
Herepntauno 6bloThb:
Cuactsi0-ab, 410 GAM3KO, pajLi,
Myku-1b kKOHEUD 30BYTH?..

CToNBKO CKas3aTh HMDB HANO,
Takb nanexo yiti...
Po3sHo, ynu, UMkana,
Hawn aexars nyth.

3abch M €b TOOOH auwb Tyno,
Xutb Hamb cb TOGOIO TENEph
Toabko MMHYTY - - HOKYyAAa

He pacnaxuynach nseps...
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Where the heart is a meter of
Torments, a machine for miracles...

And tediously unwinding the
Spring for half an hour, where
There is hidden a ludicrous
And superfluous Beauty,

THE STEEL CICADA

I knew that Anguish would
Return and stay with me.

It will tinkle and shut

With the watchmaker’s door.

He who has opened the door to it
Will link and again unlink the
Palpitation of the steel heart
With the chirring of the wings...

Cicadas impatiently beat with

Eager wings: are they joyful with
Approaching happiness or are

They summoning the torment’s end?

They have 30 much to
Say, so far to go...
Alas, cicada, our
Paths lie apart.

Here you and [ are only a
Miracle, we have to live
Now only a minute—until
The door is thrown open...
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3BAKHETD M 3ANAXHETCH,
M 6ynews Thl Takb Aanexa...
Monya cefluacs BepHercs
M 6ynerv co mHolt — Tocka.

COHET'L.

Iloka Bb Tockb pactywara ucnyra

ToMHTLCA HAMD XMBA elle AaHo,

Ho yxb cepauams 06MaHBIBATH UPYTDb ApYra
H arate cc6h xnaaba cywaeHo;

[loka, HpuTbHYBD CKBO3b MEPIIOE OKHO,
Hacwh ctopoxuts Houamu ThHb Heayra,
M aume KoHIlM MyuHTeALHAro Kpyra
He caencHit Bb nocabanec 3neHo, —

Xouy-bh NOHATH, TOCKOK MOXUPAEMD,
Tots MipB, TOTH MHI'B Ch €r0 MHPaXALMD PaeMb...
Yxb MHra abTh —— auiib MepTBHIl 6peawurs cBbTE...

A canb 3arn0xb... M ABepb Tyaa 3abuTa...
N cutrs wnaerv..  yepHuift cHaysTh
3axoronban Ha sepkandt rpanura.



It will tinkle and shut, and
You will be so distant...
Silently Anguish will return
Now and will stay with me.

SONNET

For the time being it is still granted to us, while
Living, to pine in an anguish of increasing dread,
But already it is decreed that hearts shall deceive
Each other and lie to themselves while growing cold;

For the time being, clinging to the frozen
Window, the Shadow of Infirmity watches
Us by night, and only the torturing circle’s
Ends are not joined in the final link.

When I, consumed by anguish, wish to understand that world,
That moment with its mirage-like paradise, already the
Moment is not—only lifeless light is glimmering...

And the garden has run wild... and the door thence

Is barred... and snow is falling... and a black
Silhouette has grown cold on the granite’s mirror.
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TPUIUCTHUKD OTHEHHBIN.

AMETHCTLL

Korna, cxuraa curesy,

Barpsnnifl 1eHb pacTeTds HEHCTOBD,
Kak» yacto cympaks f 30BY,
Xononubifl cymMpakb aMeTHCTOR®.

Ho uyro6® He 3HOHHble ayyH
CWHranH rpaHH ameTHCTa,

A nuwe Mepuanie csbyn
Jinnoce TamMb KHAKO H OTHHCTO.

W, munosbs u apobacs,

Uto6p ypbpaao Tamb cifiHbe,

Yro rak-To ecThb He HAIla CBH 3 b,
A nyuesapHoe caifiHbe..

CH3HII 3AKAT L.

Bausuaca cusbifl 3akats,

Bo3ayx®p 6binp HbxEHD H XMbaeHB
N orymanenHnfi cans

Kakb-10 0co6eHHO 3eneHD.

U o Hespumoft TBepas

B Tyuaxn Taumoff meyanw,
Bp Bo3zyxH, nmoaHoms Aoxas,
Tpy6u Takb MArko 3BYyYaiH.
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FIERY TREFOIL

AMETHYSTS

When, setting the blue on fire,
The raging purple day grows,
How often I invoke the twilight,
The cold twilight of amethysts.

But let no blazing rays bum
The amethyst’s facets; may
Only a candle’s gleam flow
There liquidly and ardently.

And, turning lilac and crumbling, may
A radiance there persuade us that
Somewhere there exists not our link,
But a resplendent fusion...

BLUE-GRAY SUNSET

The bluegray sunset drew
Near, the air was tender and
Heady, and the misted garden
Somehow was specially green.

And affirming the Unseen One
In clouds of hidden sadness,
Trumpets were sounding so
Softly in the rain-filled air.
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Bapyre — TouHo sapkifi npusntan,
Hanp ubmb-To pb3ko pashsaaach:
Markia Tyun npo6musd,

Msbanoe connue cmbaaock.

AHBAPCKASI CKA3KA.

Cebruaach KONLYHbHHA MacKa,
lNoctykusanab MEPHO KOCTHUB...
Mos HoBoroaHas cka3ska,
INMocabauas ckaska, He TH-Ab?

O cyacteb ycta He MonuaR,

THHAMH 6LIAD MOAOHD TOKOH,
W bawu oTkpmiBuIMxcs auaift
Jnitann HesnburHel TockoH.

M B3opw nmomepkuwie Hbwa,

Cob Tockol rosopuau usbrTH:

»Mbl Tb e, yTo 6miaH, Bce TH XKe,
Mu 6ynemb, Mbl BBuHBI, @ THI?Y

Monuure! Uab rpesuts He ayuule,
Koraa uyTh AbiMsATCS yram?..
SHBapcKoe CcOMHLE He Xryye,
Takb NLIAKH €ro Xpycrans...



Suddenly, like a clear summons,
Something sharply broke open the
Distance: breaching the soft clouds,
The coppery sun was laughing.

JANUARY FAIRY TALE

The witch’s mask was glittering,
Her crutch rapped in its measured
Way... My New Year fairy tale,
Are you not my last fairy tale?

Lips were not praying for happiness,
The repose was filled with shadows,
And the lilies’ open goblets

Exhaled an unearthly anguish.

And soothing the dimmed glances, the
Flowers were speaking with anguish: ‘“We are
Those same ones that we were, always those;
We shall be, we are eternal—and you?”

Be silent! Is it not better to dream
When the coals are hardly smoldering?
The January sun is not fierce,

Its crystals are so glowing...
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TPUINCTHUKD KOLLMAPHbIN,

KOIIIMAPHI.

.Bbl xiaere? Bui BB BOAHCHbH? DTO Gpenn
B otBopaTh emy Haere?! Hbrn!

ITofiMuTte: kb BAMT® CTyuHTCA CyMacwearuifl,
Borb 3Haers rab u c¢b kBMB BClo HOYb nposemmil,
O6opBannbift, 1 pbub ero auxa,

H xamewkosb nonHa ero pyka;

Toro rasgu — APyryto ONpocTaeTh,

Bach JAHCTBHMH CYXHMH 33aKHIaeTh,

Hap ubnosatb 3anymaers, u cnesb
Octauytc cababl Bb CMATEHbH KOCD,

Koan orb ry6np ynaetcs CKpuiThb JHUO BaMb,
CMYIUteHHHMD 1l MYYHTEIbHO NMYHUOBHIMD.
Mocaymatre!.. 51 Tonbko Bach nyranrs:
Totv naseko, oHb ymepb.. fl coarans.

H xanobsi, u MONOTH, H CTYKH,

Bce 3to ;ulenecTs KpPoBH®, rooch MYKH...
Kotopyto Mm Tepnumsb, f-AH, BLi-JlH...

Hnp Buxpu 3®» nabHb NONANHCh H 3ABBLITH?
Ja wbrb-we! Bol cnoko#tHuL... Jluiub y ry6s
3mbutcs yro-to 6abaHoc... S rayne..
Csunanbe 3abch Ha3sHauCHO APYTOMY...

Bce 10HAAD A Teneph: HCNYT'b, HCTOMY

M srawnbi#t 61€CKD TaNMbiXD BAMM I1a3b°...
Cryyars? Mnyrs? OHa mpHnogHsAaCh...
U'asy -— gputuan y (oHaps cnycriaa,
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NIGHTMARE TREFOIL

NIGHTMARES

“You are waiting? You are nervous? This

Is delirium. You are going to open up

To him? No! Understand this: a madman

Is knocking at your door; God knows where
And with whom he has spent the entire

Night, ragged, and his speech wild,

And his hand full of pebbles; at any moment he
Will empty the other hand, he will pelt you with
Dry leaves, or he will think of kissing you, and
Traces of tears will be left in the tangle of
Plaits, if you succeed in hiding your face

From his lips, confused and painfully crimson.
Listen!.. I was only scaring you: That one

Is far away, he is dead... I lied. And the
Complainings, and whisperings, and rappings,
All this is the “blood’s rustling,” the voices

Of pain, which we endure, either I or you...

Or were the whirlwinds taken prisoner, and were
Howling? But no! You are calm... Only your
Lips are slightly touched by something pale...
I’'m a fool... the meeting here was arranged with
Someone else... Now I understand it all: the
Fright, the faintness and the moist shining of
Your shielded eyes...” They knock? They are
Coming? She rose... I look—she has turned the lamp low,
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Onb pososuifi... Botb Kocwt oTnycerina,
Bapuanck 1 nani xochl... BoTh ko MHb
Naets... 1 Mbl Bb orkih, Bbh OUHOMD OrHb...
Borb pykH 06BHAHCL H YBACKAIOTDH,

A BONOCH H KOMIOTH H JACKAOTh...

Takb BOTH OHb YMDB MYXUHHLI, TOTH TrOplellb,
He crowulif a1 TpeneTHbixd cepacits,
Hu Bnawnaro u poaosaro 3nos! . . . . .

W Bapyrb s Bech CTalb CYIECTHO HHOC...
Mocteas... Cabuya roputi... Ha rpyctrmifl ToH®s
Jleneversy noxan. . S cnanb u BHAbAL COHb.

RIEBCRI TIEIEPLL

TaoTs sencHms cBbuH,
Tyck/Io MEPUAETD Kanuao,
Y410-TO 1O CcaMbifg eyt

Bb aemao ceftyach yxoauao.

Ubn-To 6e3a3By4Ho ycTa

MoJaTh NBIXaHbR Y IVIHTD,
K1o-T0 Raraysiuucop ..Chb Kpecra®
Xeatoft BoiaoH 1xb HOHT®...

.Ckopo-ab?“—Tepnbnie, ckopo...
3BOHOMD HAlOJHHAHCH YIUH,

A yepHOTa KOppHIOpA

Bce GeaorsbTHBH 1 rayuie...

H#1b, He Xxouy, He Xouy!
Kaks? Hu niogell, vu nyTn?..
Tacutd anxaHbe cBbuy...
Tuute... Tol RO/KEHD f10A3TH...
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It is pink... Now she has let her plaits

Fall down, the plaits flew up and fell...

Now she comes to me... and we are in fire,

In the one fire... Now hands are twining

Round me and dragging me to her, and the hair
Both pricks and caresses... Such isit, a

Man’s mind, that proud one, not deserving either
Palpitating hearts or moist and rosy heat!..

And suddenly I became an entirely different being...
The bed... the candle alight... the rain
Lisping in a melancholy tone. I had slept and dreamed.

THE KIEV CATACOMBS

The green candles are melting,
The censer glimmers dimly, up to
The very shoulders something
Has just sunk into the earth.

At gravestones someone’s lips

Are soundlessly praying for breath.

Somebody leaning “from the cross”
Gives them yellow water to drink...

“Will it be soon?”’—Patience; yes,
Soon... One’s ears are filled with

A ringing, and the corridor’s blackness
Is ever more unresponsive and thick...

No, I don’t want to, 1 don’t want to!
What! Neither peopie nor way?

A breath puts out the candle...
Quiet... You must creep...
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TO KW 3TO.

Houb He Taern. Houb xakb xamens,
[aaua Taers TOALKO AeAD,

U crpyurs no Thay naamens

Ceoft npEuyAAHBHR mOAET®.

Ho zonouyTs napoms Tas
Jleanukn Ha roxosh:

He sanomsurs uM» cuMrtasi,
UYro noaywexd roabko ash.

H uro Hago aeyb BB yrapaniHl,
B roayGoft TymaHs XOCTpa,
Eean rowens Ayws GOMAPRLIA
Ha cxoassors rtonopa...

Ho orpanmoft g0 pascedra
Cepane apesoft saanto,

Bee npOCTATD MMB... €CAN 3TO
Toavko 370, & He To.
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THAT AND THIS

Night does not melt. Night is like
Stone, only ice melts, weeping,
And s flame spreads through one’s
Body on its fantastic flight.

But the ice-pack on one's head
Mutters in vain whils melting:

In reckoning, it does not remember
That there are only two pillows,

And that one must lie down in
The charcoal-fumy blue fog of
The pyre if the lantern's ray on
The axe’s glancing is disgusting...

But until the dawn the heart is flooded
With comforting drowsiness; it will
Forgive them everything... if this

Is only This, and not Thar,



TPUINCTHUKD MPOKIJISTIS.

SIMBLI.

(), Kakb f YYBCTBYIO HAKoN/eHHoe Gpems
OtpasneHHbIXD HOYER H rpa3HO-6abaAHMXD Anelt!
Bu, KapThl, €CTb-TH 4TO BB OAHO. H TO XC BPEMH
IIpumanuuste Bach, nomabe u cTpamnbil.

Bui cTpamnel HbxHOoCcTbI0 noxmbaba, n Haykb,

Jlio6BH, 110331 — BCEMy Bach NMPeEANOHTYTH!

Kakis nonaiuis He nmoxumans s pyki,

He corsawanca cb ubmp?.. CxopbHi! Konoani »ayTs...

3es1eH0e CYKHO — UBETH MalaxUuTOBD THHHI,

Bech BB nenat ty3nb yepBelt Ha caomannoMdb MBAKE...
lNonymall: xepTBy HakaHyHbB rHAbOTHHBI

JlypMaHATDL KapTaMH M Bb kaMeHHOMB Mbiuxbl.

JOJIA.
( KY¥JTAUMILKA.)
lpbctn — cpeab HeMoayHaro afa
To rpysHbixb, TO ryAKHXB IIATOBL

M cronywmxs 640k0BDB. H yaaa,
M cTyka GuabspAHBIXDB WAPOBb...

JII06HThCA — HOKA 110J0COI0
KpoBaBo# He BCNHIXHYABL BOCTOKD,
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TREFOIL OF MALEDICTION

IAMBICS

Oh, how 1 feel the accumulated burden of
Poisoned nights and grubby, pallid days! You,
Cards, is there anything at the same time more
Alluring than you, more vulgar and frightful?

You are terrible with a drunken headache’s tenderness,
And they prefer you to science, to love, to poetry—to
Everything! What vile hands have 1 not shaken, what have
1 not agreed to?.. Quick! The card decks are waiting...

Green baize—the color of malachite slime; the ace
Of hearts all covered in ash, on broken chalk...

Just think: on the eve of the guillotine, they stupefy
The condemned with cards, even in his stone bag!..

A FATE
(Little Tight-Fist)
To bloom in a ceaseless hell of
Footsteps now heavy, now resounding,
And of groaning pulleys, and fumes,
And the knocking of billiard balls...
To love until the east bursts

Out in a bloody streak,
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Yacovekb, nokyaa cb Kocolo
He caaguaca 6hauil naaroks...

CKOPMHTb NOMBLIKARBSMD R 3A08aM®
W cepaue H chan zo THA ~

Uro6» n04b 3a raaserouiMs rpoboms
lopfartast, cb SOHTHKOMD IUAA...

O HETDH, HE CTAHD.

O HbTH, HE CTaHB, NYCTh OHD Tak® RhHO-3HOOKS,
fl u3b TBOMXB COGNA3HORD 34TAN

He paawunil 6aeckbs MABAHHOBLIX® YALIGOKD,
Crpananig xonoanylo subwo. '

Taxs uHoraa Bn GaraabHO-nectpoRt saxb,
Iak BAALCH 3BEHHTD, BOANYS H MOAR,
3oBy meuroft s 3syxu [lapcudpaas

U thub;, n Cuepts Haxnp Mackol kopoas...

OcraBb Mens. Mus zoxe creners Cxyxa.
3aubus MHB pafl, xoropuMD rpessTh BCh?
A ecad rpash H RH30CTh TOABKO MyKa

Mo rak-ro Tams cisouiel xpack...
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A brief hour, until the white
Kerchief has adapted to her plait...

To feed both one’s heart and one’s powers

Utterly on Harassments and Spite in order that
Your hunchbacked daughter, under an umbrella,
Should follow your coffin lined with rich brocade...

OH, NO, NOT YOUR WAIST

Oh, no, not your waist, though it be 0
Tender and tively, will [ save from your
Temptations, not the moist shine of crimson
Smiles, the cold ssrpent of suffering,

Thus at times in the banal, motley hall, where
The waltz rings out, disturbing and beseeching,

I summoa up in reverls the sounds of Parsifal

And the shadow, and Death over the king's mask...

Leave me... Boredom makes my bed, What do |
Need that paradise for, of which all dream? And
If dirt and baseness are only tormented Jonging
For the beanty that is shining somewhere there...
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TPUIUCTHUKD NMOBBAHBIN.

BOJHLIEBHAS [TPH3MA.

Xpycraab Mol BoauweGeHh TPHKPATHI:
MNMoab nepsBuMB ycTOEMb pebpa —
O6bATEA Cb MyueHbeMb Pa3kKaThi,
Packnzano naams kocrpa.

Ho BHOBb He yBHAHUIb KOCTEPD THi,
Ensa nepeasuneurb ycroft —

Tamb G1bIHBIA PYKH NpOCTEpTH

H mpakp obHHMaloTL mycrol...

Haxwmews au ycrol ol nocabauin —
Hu cxaTbixn, HH POIHATHXD PYKB...
Ho, panyru wbty no6baubi,

YtMb pyayra KOHYEHHbIXH MYKD!.

TPOE.

Ea ¢akerdb Obib OrHeHb M anb,

Onb 6nab Tanbift H cympauubift crbre:
OHb raanbkns Ha Hee H cropans,

WM cropars oTh HenosHaHHHXD HBIDB.

JloHO CMepTH OTKPHLIAOCH YEpHO,

OHb He Cabiulans npuauna: WHBH, —
M octanocs Bb 3euph oaHo
besnagexHoe naams 106BH.
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TREFOIL OF TRIUMPH

THE MAGIC PRISM

My crystal is magic thrice over:
Beneath the facet’s first base

Are embraces thrown open in torment,
The flame of a bonfire is scattered.

But you will not see the bonfire
Again, if you just move the base—
Pale arms are outstretched there
And embrace empty gloom...

If you touch the last base there are
Neither closed nor open arms...

But there is no more triumphant rainbow
Than the rainbow of torments ended!..

THREESOME

Her Torch was fiery and scarlet, He
Was thawing and twilight snow: He
Looked at Her and burned away, and
Burned away out of untasted blisses.

The bosom of death opened blackly,
He did not hear the summons:

Live! And the hopeless flame of
Love was left alone in the ether.
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Jla nma aowb ray6okaro psa,
IThuHOH pu3oif noxpuita g0 NATH,
OanHOKasA rpesHTsh BIOBa —
M xon0aubig BOAB KHNATS...

ITPOBY I EHIE

KoHuuaach sipkas uapa,

Cepaue OYHYAOCh MYCTHMB,

B® cepaub, kakb nocab nowapa,
Xoauts yaywansbift anMsb.

- KOHUHT0CH® — XKanKoe CA0BO,
Xanxaro caoBa He TPyChb:
Ckopo BB OCTaTKaxb 6bla0ro
Sl H CKkBO3b ABIMDB pasbepych.

Yro He xorbao obmMaHa—-

Bce ocraerca co MHOMH...

CoaHue 33 rapbio TyMaHa
Xeato, xakp BcraBmift GoabHoH.

XKpe6ilt, o cepaue, TBOR noHATH —
Craparo nenfa He TPOHb...

Boabme npoxaateit oroHn

CrbHB TBOHXD UEPHBHIXH HE TPOHETH!



And on the bed of the deep pit,
Covered to the ground with a
Foaming chasuble, the lonely Widow
Dreams—and the chill Waters boil...

AWAKENING

The bright enchantment is
Ended, the heart has awoken
Empty;in the heart, as aftera
Fire, goes suffocating smoke,

“Finished ”—a pitiful word ; do
Not fear a pitiful word: soon in
The remnants of the past, even
Through smoke I shall understand.

That which did not want deception—
All will be left with me...

Behind the mist’s sootiness the sun is
Yellow, like a patient risen from bed.

Your fate, O heart, is understood—
Do not touch the old ashes...

The accursed fire will touch

Your black walls no more!
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TPUJIUCTHUKD TPAYPHDIMN.

l1IEPEIl'b TIAHUXIIIIOL.

COHETD.

Jlsa ana 3ubes wenyyTh: npsaMb 11 HEMB
Bce ToTB ke roctb BL JOMY,

M BAHYTH KOCMbI KPH3aHTIMB

Bb yaywavsoMb AbIMY...

[asiy M MbICAIO: MHDD cMY,

Ho HamMB-TO, HAMB-TO BCHEM®D,

Mab n10Kb B Ty CMPamHYIO TIOPbMY
3axJonHyacs coBcHMB?

»AXB! Uto Meptseun! Ho gousn, Bmosa“...
Cnosa, caoBa, ¢l0Ba.
Jluwe Ywach Bb 6BabiXb 3epkaiaxs

3abcb MOAHTDH H 1I0€TDb
M ¢b noscHbiMb 1oknoHoMb CTpaxsb
Hamb cBbun passaers...

BAJIJIAIIA.
H. C. N'ysuaesy.

Henb 6biab panHil H MONOuHO MapHbIH.
CKopo BB I1yTh, NOKAAXKY NIPHKPYTHAH...
Ha wocce nepeas 3anpsmkxo napuoit
doHAPH MAras 3AKOUTHIH.
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TREFOIL OF MOURNING

BEFORE THE FUNERAL SERVICE
Sonnet

For two days they have been whispering here:

Straight and dumb, still that same guest is

In the house, and the chrysanthemums’ shaggy
Locks are withering in the suffocating smoke...

I look on and think: peace to him,
But to us, to all of us, has the
Hatchway into that stinking
Prison slammed shut completely?

“Oh, what is a dead body! But his daughter,
His widow...” Words, words, words.
In the white-draped mirrors here

Only Horror entreats and sings,
And with a low bow, Dread
Hands out the candles to us...
BALLAD
To N. S. Gumiliev
The day was early and milkily moist. We would soon
Be leaving and they had fastened the luggage...

On the highway in front of the harnessed pair
The winking lanterns had started to smoke.
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INo3aan Auwb BhiMepluas aava,

Meardn u ckoabskas... Cb GanKoHa

Xoacrd moBHch HeHyHHH Tamb, HO cnbuHO
OGopBaBb CIOMaZH reOPrHHHI.

.BO GnaxeHHOMB“.. H KaUHYAHCb KJAAYH,
Mackapans mevazell HXb n3Maand.
XKeatnil mech y pasopeHHol pauu

Buab XBOCTOMB 1O €1bHHKY H JaALb...

Ho ceHluach e, BHTAHYBIUH Janbi,

Ha necxb pasaercs, kakb BB NOCTeaH...
ToabKO MH, KaKb CHAAH Bb crpaxb waans—
Takp Hanbrb HXDb Goabuie H He cMban.

..Byas Tbi upoxasTa, neBKoeMD H (eHONOMD
Papuoaywino awiwawas Jamal

3axouyy — T1akb cambp Toboft a Gyny...

— 3axoru, nonpobyH! — wenuers Jama.

nocChHi AKaA.

Bamb A WM CTHXH MOH, KOTZ3-TO
Hxb Baanu urpasuie coazarni!
Toabko BalH, 6e3b YeTBEPOCTHIIMN,
Mban tpy6bn ropecrutHd u tHe...

CBBTJIbI HUMB'D.
COHET'B.
3bi6kHMD NPAXOMDB 38KATHHXD NMOAOCDH
Buan cBbyH AaBHO OGAHTHI,

A KypeHbe Bificb BC€ IHIOCD,
Bee 6abauba cxuMaance UBBTH.
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Behind was only an abandoned country cottage,
Yellow and slippery... From the balcony

There hung some useless canvas, but when they
Tore it down hurriedly, they broke the dahlias.

“In the blessed...” and the jades lurched
Off; the masquerade of sorrows had exhausted
Them. A yellow dog at the ruined cottage beat

With its tail on the fir twigs and barked...
But at once, stretching out its paws, it
Lay down on the sand, as if in bed...
Only we, who had taken off our hats in
Fear, did not dare to put them on again.

...A curse upon you, Lady breathing
Gillyflower and phenol indifferently!
If I wish, I will be You...

—“Wish, try!” whispered the Lady.

Envoy
I send my verses to you, soldiers,
Who at some time played them afar!

Only yours, without quatrains, the
Trumpets sang more sorrowfully and softly...

BRIGHT HALO
Sonnet
The candles had long been flooded with
The wavering ashes of sunset streaks, but

The incense that swirled was still flowing,
And ever tuming pale, the flowers shrank.
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H orakn, Obinin Ge3yMubi MCHTH

Bb yaanoms mopb Mmoaenilt u cies,
Ha paasnsuieamcss HumM6b Boaoch

1T »b animy es aepHoft darwl, --

o BB 0TBHTHL 3AMCPUAND OTOHCKH
Bb americTaxbs THXENBIXD CEperb.
Cunill coHdb 6J4aroBOHHLIXB Kadillb

Pazowencs toraa-wb 6e3b caban...

Otucro-¥b # (aty HaBceraa,
Cebrapii HUM6D HaBceraa NoOAI0 HAB?
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And dreams were so insane in the
Vaporous sea of prayers and tears,
On the waving halo of hair and

In the smoke of her black veil,

That in response the little light
Twinkled in the amethysts of her heavy
Earrings. A blue dream of fragrant

Censers dispersed then without trace...

Why then have I come to love for
Ever the veil and the bright halo?
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TPHINC THUKD TOCKH.

TOCKA OTILNYMBBILEI I'PO3H.

Cepiite-1b He TOMRAOCH
Xenaniemd rpoast,
CkB0O3b BCHUIIKH 6bao-anuis?
A Tenepb B1OOHIOCA
Bt 6e3noHHOCTb GipIo3,
Bb es rnasa ycrauabiel.

Bee, uto ectb aasypHaro,
H3anaoca BB ayyaxs
Ha 3bi6u 3natomBefiHbId,
Bce, uto Tamb GeabypHaro
N ¢b nackoio BB ouaxs, -—
Bb caawn seneHostHHbIe...

Bb crekaa GHDIO30Bbif
OaHa ragauTb rposa
Hsp uyxnoll el oburean...
Boabwe He cypoBsie,
IMeyanbuuie raasa,
JIo6UAK-1b BH, NPOCTHTE-TH?.,

TOCKA TIPUITIOMHHAHIA.

MH} Bcersa OTKpHIBaeTcs Ta-we,
3anuTas YCPHHAOMD CTPAHHLA.

51 yAny orsp aioneH, HO Kyaa-we
Otb HoueH MHB Kyda CXODOHHTbCA?
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TREFOIL OF ANGUISH

ANGUISH OF THE NOW SILENT THUNDERSTORM

Did one’s heart not languish

With desire for the thunderstorm,
Through white-scarlet flashes?
But now it has fallen in love with

The turquoise’s fathomlessness,
With its weary eyes!..

All that there is of azure

Has poured itself into the rays
On gold-embroidered ripples;
All that there is of unstorminess

And with a caress in its eyes has
Poured itself into green-waving gardens...

From an abode foreign to it

Only the thunderstorm looks
Into the turquoise panes...
Sorrowful eyes

No longer stern,
Did you love, will you forgive?..

ANGUISH OF VAGUE REMEMBRANCE

That same page overflowed with ink

Is always opening to me. I will go

Away from people, but whither, whither
Can I hide myself from the nights?
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Beb nsuie Taws cTtaan pancku,
Bce HeGbhiTHUE CTalo Tdak'b BHATHO,
M cananch no3abuIThis CTPOKH

Jlo 3apH Bb MYTHO-UCPHBIH MATHA.

Becbh 9 TaMb BbH HEBO3MOKHOMDB OTBKTH,
ok MupanHblg GYKBBI MafiuyTh...
... 1 mo6ao, koraa oe gomt ecth akTH
U xoraa no Houamb OuH 111aUyTh.

TOCKA BHJIAIO KAMHA.

(BD CHM®EPOIIOIL JIBTOMD.)

Kamuu MaboTp BB licTomb,
Jlioan 3aautel ¢cBLTOM®D,
Ectb-nu ropoza abroms
Buap nocrhino-aHakoMbi?

Bb Tpadapers rorosomb
Ot — y30pb Ha uocyab...
U He Bce-nu paBHO BaMB:
Kamuu tamd uam moau?

C6uta Bb 6Gbabie KaMHH
Humertoft 6abanoauuei,
d1a oayps Guina Mub

Koabi6enpio — Temuule.

Koab oHa He MeabkacTb
BesorpanHo u yanHo,
Takb naBa Bach CMBIKaeTs,
M yxomnue Takbp XagHo

I3'p auaoBatocTh oTeBETOBDL
Cpb Bhicel 6abuHO -6e36pERHBIXD,
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All the living have become so distant,

All non-existence has become so distinct,
And forgotten lines have flowed together
Before dawn, in turbid black spots.

1 am wholly there in an impossible reply
Where mirage-like letters loom...

...l like it when there are children in

The house and when they weep in the night.

ANGUISH OF WHITE STONE
(In Simferopol in Summer)

The stones faint with lassitude,
People are drenched with light;
Is there a sight more disgustingly
Familiar than a city’s in summer?

In its ready-made stencil it

Is a pattern on crockery...

And is it not all the same to you
Whether stones are there or people?

Struck into the white
Stones by pale-faced
Poverty, this stupor was
A cradle to me, a prison.

If it does not flash

Dismally and fumily, then,
Oppressing you, it closes you
Up, and you go away so eagerly

Into the lilacness of reflections
From heights palely boundless
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Ha asb wbun Gykerors
Bosath uints 6bA0CHBKHbIX D,

Takw, yctaBb oTb y3opa,

$I McuTto#t 3amupaio

Bb 6baoMb rasnub dappopa
Cb 060R0UKOMb MO KPaI>.



On two chains of bouquets
Beside snow-white paving stones.

Thus, tired of the pattern,

I sink through a dream in
The china’s white gloss

With a border round its edge.
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TPUJINCTHUKD AOXAEBOMN.

O D.

Borb cusbiff uexoas H pacnopotrh, —
He Bce-wb emy npazauo suchts,

K ¢b an3roms achaasToBLlt ropoih
Xaectuyna xononHas Chrb...

XNeCTHY A M CTaNa MOTATHCH...
Cama cepebpucro-cobraa,

Kaks Macro b pykb cBAToTaTua
I'nasetnt BoKpyrs 3anuaa.

M Bb MHI'BD YTO Cb Aa3ypb JIOGHIAOCH,
CrbIaauBBHIXD MOMUaHIR noaHo,—

Bce TeMHoio mbHOM 3a6uiaoch

M Harno cTyuMtcs Bb OKHO.

Bb necounoll 3apoerca amb,
[lo Tpy6amb 6b%uTL M GypauTs,
To Wankumu OpHISHETD C/lE€3aMH,
To paayro#t napHOR ropurs.

O mbrp! Be3b TBOHXB MpeBpallerif,
Bb onHO uTO-HHOYAL 3acTbiBali!

He xouyeuib-nn npemoff ocennelt
Okyrath Koketauso Mati?
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RAIN TREFOIL

RAIN

Now at last the blue-gray cover is
Ripped open—it certainly cannot
Always hang idly, and with a clang a
Cold net has lashed the asphalt city...

Lashed and begun to swing...

1tself silvery bright, it has

Spilled on the brocades around like
Holy oil in a sacrilegist’s hand.

And in a moment what was in love with
The azure, full of shy silences—

All is thumping with dark foam and

Is insolently knocking at the window.

It buries itself in a sandy pit,

Runs and storms among the downpipes;
Now it gushes with piteous tears,

Now it shines as a double rainbow.

Oh, no! Without your transformations,
Congeal into something single!

Do you not wish to wrap May
Coquettishly in an autumn reverie?
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Mab cabaatbes MHoio, 61Tb MOWETh.
Q:HEMT H3b YUIPUMBXD KAThK b

M Bebxb yeBpuTn, 4TO HE 10KHIL
Y1 nepsufl OBuiens vhiw:

M3n cepana 3a Haarpy abre
Huuto, MoaB, v Hach He yX0aHTL—
11 BB yokpovs acdaisth nostn
3axouerh, [KL CHACThE HAXO;HTb.

ORTIBPLCKIT MO .

Mub tockauBo. MHb He BB MOUD,
$1 waru cabnoro caviuy:

Hago MO0 OH'B BCK HOUL
Octvnaercs o kpoily.

W MoH-ab, He 3HAW0, KIyThb
Cepaue csae3pl,” WM 3TO
T+, xetopuia G6bryts

Y catnoro 6e3n orshra.

Uro 6bryrs 13h MYTHbHXD 1a3b
Ilo wexams ero no6iaexAbiMs,

Y Bb rayxo#t noanouHetd uach
Pacrtekaiorcs 1o crekaams...

POMAHCH BE3L MY3HIKIL

Bb HenporasiHyo oceHb—TyMaHHbI OTHH,
Y1 xonomHbin OpHLI3rH AETATS,

Bb Henporasaayio oceHb TyMaHHbLI OTHHM,
Tonbko cabab oTb KOMECH 30JOTATS.
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Or perhaps to turn into Me, one of
The obstinate cripples, and to
Convince everyone that even the First
Age of Ovid has not been completed?

Out of the heart, nothing we have, they
Say, goes behind the Imatra of the
Years, and the poet if he wishes can
Find happiness even in wet asphalt.

OCTOBER MYTH

I am miserable. I can’t bear
It. I hear a blind man’s steps:
Above me all night long he
Stumbles about on the roof.

And I do not know if these are
My tears that are burning my
Heart, or are those which the
Blind man sheds without reply,

Which flow from his dull eyes
Down his faded cheeks, and

In the dead hour of midnight
Spread over the window panes...

SONG WITHOUT MUSIC
In impenetrable autumn, the fires are dimmed,
And cold splashes are flying;

In impenetrable autumn, the fires are dimmed,
They only gild the wheels® tracks.
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Bb HenporasaHylo ocedh TyMaHHBI OTHf,
Ho tymannt# orpansenunft uain,

Bb HenporasaHyw occHb Mbl BMbcTb, o,
Ho cepaua HailW CXaBUIHCH MOAYAT®...

Tt 01b ry6n MOHXDB KYG60KD BO3bMElIh HEHOYATD,
[loToMy 4TO TyMaHHBLI OTHH...



In impenetrable autumn, the fires are dimmed,
But the poisoned fumes are dimmer;

In impenetrable autumn we are together, alone,
But our wrung hearts are silent...

You will take an untouched goblet from my lips,
Because the fires are dimmed...
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TPUANCTHUKD MPU3PAYHbIN.

NOX VITAE.

Otpaana ThHb, NOKa KpyLIHHD
BaHBaeTh KPOBb Bb XJA0PO3b KACMHHA...
Ho... BbTept... KI€HH... WYMDb KePIiUHD
Cp ynpekoMb AAaBHATO MOMHHA...

Ho... BB 6aekao-npuspaunoft aynt
Bo3zaywHo-yepruill cTaH® pactenifi,
N Bbl, Ha Mpauno#t 6bau3nb
Bbreell Tockyromia Thun!

Kakb cTpaHBO cauTHl Calb H TBEpib
CBoHMB 6e3Mo.1BieMb CYPOBHIMD,

Kaks Houb nanomunaetr» CMepth
BebMb, naxe BoIUBBTILMMD NOKPOBOM®.

A Bce Bbab ToAbKO uyTO ceHuachm
Jlaaypro 6ui10 3abcb, 4TO Ay¥AM?
O, 1bHH, 49 He 3Ha0 Bach,

Bu Takb ray6oKo cepauy Yymasl.

HeyxTo-%b Touno, Boxe Mofi,

Sl aabes M06HADB, A 3aBch GBAD MOMOAD,
W nanbie nekyna?... Jdomok

[Nprwens a BB 3TOTH AyHAHH XON0XB?
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GHOSTLY TREFOIL

NOX VITAE

The shadow is consoling while it pours the
Buckthorn’s blood into the jasmine’s chlorosis...
But... the wind... the maples... the tree-tops’
Noise with its reproach of an age-old remembrance...

But... in the faded, ghostly

Moonlight the airy-black figure

Of plants, and you, grieving shadows
Of branches on the gloomy whiteness!

How strangely the garden and the firmament
Are merged by their austere silence,

How Night calls Death to mind by
Everything, even by its faded cover!

And what does it matter that only
Just now everything here was azure?
O shadows, I do not know you, you
Are so profoundly alien to my heart.

Good Lord! Is it really true that I
Loved here, that | was young here,
And have nowhere further to go? Did
I come home into this moonlit cold?
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KBAIPATHBISI OKOUIKIL

O, aanyn nyHHO-TANLIA,
O, remuo-cabxkupil myTh,
Bonnty aywa ycranas

M He paerp 3acHyTb.

3a yaxabiMi ropolkams,
3a meprtBOfi pesenoh
KsanpatRbIMH OKOLIKaMiI
Becbayo ¢b ayHoll.

CMHpeHHO IyMa-CTPaHHHLA
Cnoxnna asa kpuina,

Ho nHe muab6oit TymaHHTCH
[MokoH es uena.

» 1 bl IOMHHILb THXOBBHHLIA
T+ HouwW, Kakb yTpa,

M xakb es kuceitHas
Tonka 6bina yanpa.

Tl noMHHWIb cpe6ponucIyio
M3b MalibBOBHX® MOAOCH,
Kakb Th yanpy ayuscryio

He cvbab ell cHATh cb BONIOCH?

M kakb, Tockol H3MydeHHbilf,
Taxb H He 3HaABL NOTOMD —
Y310MBb-1i1 O6BAH CKPYUYEHBI
OHH HAH KryTOMDB?*®

— Moaun, Bocnomuraie,
O, rpyap Mos, He HoH!
Ona 6uaa xeaannbe
Mub TaliHolt W ayHoOR.

3a yapy-x% cpe6poIHCTYIO
Tionbnaoss Ha ¢arb
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SQUARE WINDOWS

Oh, moonlit, melting distances!
Oh, dark, snowy road! my
Tired soul is aching and

Will not let me fall asleep.

Across the stunted sweet peas,
Across the dead mignonette,
By means of square windows

I converse with the moon.

Humbly my thought-pilgrim
Has folded her two wings,
But not with entreaty is
Her brow’s repose misted.

“Do you remember those
Softly-blowing spring
Mornings, and how thin
Was her muslin veil?

Do you remember the silver-leafed
One among the hollyhock streaks,
When you did not dare remove
The fragrant veil from her hair?

And how you were worn out with
Anguish, so that you did not
Even know later whether her hair
Was tied in a bun, or twisted?”

—Be silent, remembrance,

Oh, my breast, do not ache! She
Was more desired by me because
Of the mystery and the moon.

For the silver-leafed enchantment
Of tulips on her veil, I will stand
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51 cro o6baens BbICTOW),
1 u3Hyploch BB focth!

»A 3Haellb MM, YTO TYTH OHA?“
— Bo3aMoxHO-1b, CTOAbKO ABTH?
»lasan — patolt okyraHa...
¥Y3uanb Tl y3ki#t caban?

Takb cTpacTHO He pasrajgaHa,
Bb waapb wuBOH, Kakb AbIMB,
OHa Ha BOJHAaXb JajaHa
Hans kykonemb TBOHM®B.*

— OHa... 12 TONBKO Cb POXKKAMH,
Cp Tpscyuet 6oponoll —

3a yaxabiMH TOPOLIKAMH,

3a MeptBOH pesenol...

MYYUTEJbLHLN COHET.

Ensa muesnnoe rynbxbe 3amonuyano,

Yk Hoowilk KOMAPD NPHOAU3HACA 3BEHA...
Kaknx®s 06MaHOBD Tbl, O cepalue, He MPOLLAA0
TpeBoxao# nycToTh OKOHUEHHAro AHA?

Mut HymeHs Taabt#h cHbrp nogb keaTHaHOH . orms,
CKBO3b NOTHOE CTCKAO CBLTAINArO ycTano,

K yto6bl npsab BOAOCHL Takb 6AH3KO OTbh MEHs,
Takb 64H3KO OTb MEHA, Pa3BHBILHCb, TPeEMneTasa...

Mut Hano AbIMHBIXDL TyYb b nomepkiuef BHICOTH,
Kpy#eHbs AbIMHBIXD Ty4b, Bb KOTOPHXD HETB Gbi0rO,
[Tony3akpuiThIXb 133> H MY3blIKH MeuTh,

M My3biku meuTh, ewre He 3HaBuuel crosa...
O, nall MHbB TOAbKO MHIDB, HO Bb XH3HH, He BO cHE,
YTto6b MOrbh § CTaTh OFHEMb, UaHd cropbrb BB orHb!
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Through a hundred liturgies,
I will exhaust myself in Lent!

“And do you know that she is here?”
—Is it possible, for so many years?
“Look: wrapped in her veil..,

Do you recognize the narrow footprints?

Not divined so passionately,
In the living veil, like

Smoke, she is in the waves
Of incense above your cowl.”

—She... but only with little
Horns, with a quivering beard —
Across the stunted sweet peas,
Across the dead mignonette...

TORTURING SONNET

The hum of bees had hardly lapsed into silence,
When the whining mosquito’s sound drew near...
O my heart, for how many delusions have you not
Forgiven the ended day’s disquieting emptiness?

I have need of melted snow under the
Yellowness of fire that is shining wearily
Through the misted glass; and may the lock of
Hair so near me, so near me, tremble uncurled...

I need hazy clouds from a darkened summit,
Wheeling of hazy clouds in which is nothing of
The past, half<closed eyes and music of a dream,

And music of a dream that still knows no word...
O give me only an instant, but in life, not in sleep,
So that I might become fire, or be consumed in fire!
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TPUIUCTHUKD JEASHON

JIEAAHAS TIOPLMA.

ITsatio wepaa crbHoio orubas,
MuuyTHO s1eab TymaHunifl noasauteHs...
Meuta BecHbl, Koraa-to roayb6as,
TsoeH TiopbMol ropsiitefl 51 cmynlens!

Mcromaena cBepkaHicMb HAIIPACHBIMD,

M nnaveus Tol, ¥ pBEWIbCA Tpetichia,

Flo qns uynech BB ibiMy IIOAYAHR KPACHOML
Y connua Hbrd no6banaro nyua.

Toi 1noMHHIE MHUI'B CBBTHAZ, HO HHOrO,
Bb 1e6s He 15 rasabmics uBbrol,

H tBOH KOHCW® Ha cepaub y GoabHoro,
Koas noaws 3emacti He 3a10XHeHIBCA Toi.

Ho He xenali csuabreneMb 6e3MONBHBLIMB
o yapb BecHb cGepeub cBOH cuHil mabHb...
Twt He Meura, Tl Gyleilb TONbkO TALHB
PacKOBAHHBIMD H TPOMO3BYYHBIMB BOJHAMb.

CHBID.

Monobuas 661 s 3uMy,
Ha obysa Taxkka...
OTb Hea naxe AbiMY
He yHtn BB o6naka.
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ICY TREFOIL

PRISON OF ICE

Bending a wall round the muzzle’s spot,
The misty ice is momentarily gilded...

I am confused by your burning prison,
Formerly blue dream of spring!

Wearied by vain scintillation, you

Both weep and rend yourself, trembling,
But the sun has no triumphant ray

For miracles in the red haze of noon.

You recall a star’s face, but another’s,

Not those flowers looked at themselves in
You, and your end will come upon a patient’s
Heart, if you do not suffocate under earth.

But do not wish to preserve your blue captivity
As a silent witness until spring’s charms

Arrive... You are no dream, you will be only
Decay to the unfettered, thunder-sounding waves.

SNOW

I would love winter, but

Its burden is heavy...

Not even smoke can go from
It into the clouds.
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31a phb3aHHOCTL AuHil,
9t10Tb rpy3HbIlt noners,
3T10Th HULIEHCKH-CHHIH
U 3annakaHubift nean!

Ho mo6ato ocaabbauiil
Otb 33061a4HbIXD HBrb—
To cBepkatome Gbaufi,
To cupenesuift cabrs...

N oco6enno Taanil,
Kornaa, BbiCH OTKPHIBbD,
Onb A0WHTCA ycTannill
Ha ckonp3sil o6puiBD;

TouHo cTana Bb TyManb
Henopoyhbie cHH —
Ha tomutensHoH rpanu
Bceconokenbs BecHHI.

J104Yb IAHPA.

Cnaby TpaBu, 6Han MAHTH,
U 3ponuts no6baHo Mbab:
»lony6uie aban pasGHTH,
A onu pomxub cropbrs.*

ToyHo KpyXHTBH coaHue, 3uMHill
Joarit nabub cBoH# no3aGuiBb,
Toasko MHB BB macxaabHoMb FUMHEB
CMepTH CABILIHTCA MPH3BIBB.

Btae noab cabroms cepaue GHAOCH,
Tamb TAHYAACH HH3HYU HHTb,
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This incising of lines,
This loaded flight,
This beggarly-blue
And tearstained ice!

But I love the snow enfeebled
From blisses beyond the
Clouds—the now sparklingly
White, now lilac snow...

And especially the thawed,
When, opening the hejights,
It lies down tired on

The sliding precipice;

Like flocks in the mist
Are the chaste dreams
On the oppressive brink
Of a holocaust of spring.

DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS

The grasses are tender, the tombstones
Are white, and copper rings out
Triumphantly: “The blue ice is
Broken up and it must be burnt.”

The sun seems to spin,

Forgetting its long winter
Imprisonment, only I hear death’s
Summons in the Easter hymn.

Why! under the snow a heart was beating,
A thread of life was stretched there,
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Ty aamasuylo 3acTbinoctn
Hano 6min0 pasByauts...

Ias yero-xb cb KOHTYpOB®L Hbkuof,
Henopouxolt kpacothl

py6o copsand casanb cubkunii,
XKeub 3aubmb cu nBhTW?

Jlas dero Takb CHHE nJaams,
PackaieHHocTs Takb Gbaa,
H ryas cb KoJOKOIaMH
Canan 3BOHB Konokona?

Tors, rpbxn noavusuwil Mipa,
OcymuBwill pbku cneas,
Takb-1u poyeps lanpa
[Moausas ubkorga XpHcToCH?

He muruyab ¢uraas ropawmiH,
He 3a3ni6uab Bbrepnb TKaMb...
[Monowens Cnacuteas kb cnauiel
N ckaszaab et tuxo: ,Bcraun!*



That diamond-like congealment
Had to be awakened...

Why is the snowy shroud
Rudely torn from the outlines
Of tender, chaste beauty,
Why burn its flowers?

Why is the flame so blue, the
Incandescence so white, and
Why have the bells mixed their
Ringing and their resounding?

He Who took on Himself the world’s
Sins, Who dried up rivers of tears—
Did Christ once in the same way
Resurrect Jairus’s daughter?

The buming wick did not flicker,
The wind did not ripple the fabric...
The Savior went up to the sleeper
And softly said to her: “Arise!”
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TPUINCTHUKD BATOHHbIN,

TOCKA BOK3AJILA.

O, kaHyHD BBUHBIXD Oyanef,
CkykH nunkoe xano...

Bb nbiabHOM® 3HOB noaynHelt
l'ynp » kpacka Bok3ana...

[TonymepTBHA MYXH

Ha 3a6utoms kiockb,
Ha npoauroft nssectxb
Crbnbi, %agAW H ryxn.

&daarp AHHANO-3eMeHbIH,
[lapa 6babie B3pbiBLY,
H 1py6mt ornanenHolt
besb oT3biBa MPH3LIBLI.

M 3aM6aema pasayksu

Bp obmanyBuwemb cBuaanbh -—
Kouayxrops oxnopykiH

Y 4acoBbh Bb OWHAAHDb...

Ectb-au uro-#ubyab nyaush,
U$mMb HeABHXKHAA TOUKA,
Yimb ApoxaHbe noayaHet
Haab apemotoHt auctouka...

Yr0-HH6yAb, HO He 3TO...
{Toanonzall — Tl 0653aHD;
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TREFOIL OF THE RAILROAD CAR

ANGUISH OI' THE STATION

Oh, ¢ve of cternal workdays,
Viscous sting of ennui... in
The dusty heat of middays the
Din and paint of the station...

Half-dead flies on the
Nailed-up kiosk, on
The spilt whitewash,
Blind, greedy and deaf.

Faded green flag, white
Puffs of steam, and
The unanswered calls
Of the distant funnel.

And a symbol of parting
In a deceptive meeting—
The one-armed guard
Waiting by the clock...

Is there anything more tedious
Than a fixed point,

Than midday’s flickering

Over a leaf’s drowsiness?..

Something, but not this...
Creep along—you have to;
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Kakb Thi Xapokb, H3Ma3aH®,
Bce paBHO — Tnl He 3TO!

YHUYTOKHUTBCH, KaHYBD

Bb 3torh oMyThb Gesnukilt,
Ipamo BB onypb AMBAHOBH,
Bt nonocarsie THkH!..

B'b BATOHL.
[oBoabHO AHAB, A0BOJBHO C/l0BB,
Tlo6ynems Monya, 6e3b yJabl6OKB,

CHBXUTD H3b HH3KUXD 00JAKOBD,
A ropHift cBBTH yHbUID H 3bI6OKD.

Bb nenoctuxumolt umb 6opn6b
MsaTtyTcst yepHBIA pakHTHI,
o 3asTpa, roBopio Te6h:
CerogHs Mbl Cb TO60I0 KBHTBI!

Xouy He rpess, He Moaf,

MNMyckait 6esmbpHo BuHOBaTHH,
Fasnabte Ha 6babia noas

Yepesw crekao cb Haiunued BaToft.

A Thi KpacylHcs, Tbl — ropw,
Tt ysbpsHl, uto Tbl npocTHia...
Fopu nosocko#t ToH 3apw,
Bokpyrs kotopo# Bce 3actbiio.

BHE3AMHLI CHBID.

Cubrosp HEMYIO YepHOTY
[Mpxrao aBa raasa u3b TyMaHa,
M apiMb ocTancs Ha aery
[opawiiMb 3010TOMB (POHTAHA.
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How hot and soiled you are, but
No matter—you are not this!

To be annihilated, after dropping
Into this faceless pool, straight
Into the stupor of the seats,

Into the striped ticking!

IN THE RAILROAD CAR

Enough of deeds, enough of words, let
Us remain silent, without a smile, It

Is snowing from low clouds, and the
Sky’s light is dismal and wavering.

The black willow bushes are tossing
In a struggie incomprehensible

To them; until tomorrow, I tell
You—today you and I are quits!

Not dreaming, not imploring, though
Immensely guilty, I wish to look

At the white fields through the

Glass with cotton batting stuck to it.

And you, be splendid and shine, you
Convince me that you have forgiven
Me... Shine with a streak of that
Dawn around which all has congealed.

SUDDEN SNOW
Out of the fog two eyes burned
The mute blackness of the snow,

And the smoke remained in the
Air as a fountain’s hot gold.
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S snao — neiwyulifl ApaKoHb,

Becb 3aHeceH® RyIMCTHIMB CHBroub,
Cellyach nopBeTs MATEXHBIMB Gbroms
3aBopoKeHHOH 1AMH COHb.

A b Himb, yeTausie pabul,
O6peuchn Xo103Ho# awb,
Brayares tamKie rpoGsl,
Ckpuitst 11 as3ras wbnssu.

loka cb pasoéuTbiMb oHApEM®,
Ha nonosuny npuTyUieHHBIMD,
Cpeny komMapa AyMb M ApeMb
Mpoxonutd [losHOYL NO BaroHaMb.

OHa — Kakb NpH3payHbil MOHAXB

W ubMp es nosopw rayiue,

THmMb Goablie yaga BB YepHHXD CHAXD
M 3atexanifi u yaywil;

THMD Goablue cA0Bb, Kakb 6bl HE C/AOBbB,
THmb orBpatuTenpHbit nbixaHbe,

W 3anpokHHYTbIXb rOJI0BD

Bb mopylikaxh KpacHHXb KoAbIXaHbe.

Kakb Bopb, HambTuBwill KapMaH®D,
OHa THXa, noKa Mbi XHBbI,

Jlnwe Moaga TouMThH CcBOH AypMaHDB
Jla TYmNTD yepHble HanabIBH.

A cHM3y CTyKD, a Cb GOKYy Iyab,
Ja Bce 6esubabHtll, GeaniMaHAtH...
M mep3okd ThMB, KTO He 3acHY1B
Xaoch monycyuiecrsoBanifi!

Ho Taers Houb... M apaxab u chas,
Euwe Buepa 3akam, oceHHil,
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I know that a tiery dragon all
Covered m downy snow wifl now
On s riotous course break the
Sleep ot the spelibound distance.

And with it weary suves doomed
1o a cold pit drag along

Heavy coffins, creaking and
Clanging with their chains.

Meanwhile with its broken lantern
Half extinguished, amid the
Nightmare of thoughts und dozing,
Midnight walks through the cars.

It is like a ghostly monk. and

The more muffled its patrols the

More fumes in the black drcams,

The more numbnesses and suffocations;

The morc words that are unlike
Words, the more disgusting the
Breath, and the jolting of heads
Lolling in the red cushions.

Like a thief aiming at a pocket,
Midnight is quiet while we are alive;
It only pours out its dope silently
And stifles the black influxes.

And from below, a clatter; and from the

Side, a rumble; and ever more aimless, more
Anonymous... and the chaos of semi-existences

Is abominable to those who have not fallen asleep!

But the night is dwindling... Both decrepit
And gray, still yesterday the autumn Sunset,
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[Npunoanumaerca Pascsbrs
Cs oapa ero TomuBiuelt Thuu.

3a6biBuIKMD 32 Houb cBol Heayrs
Bb rnasa onate rAsAMTL Tep3aHbe,
M npebe3mutp cuabHbe cTyK®,
Ipo6s Hanerul o6mep3aHbi.

IMapn wearbiowel crbrolt
3aropoAHaH KpacHbift MiaaMeHb...
..M crofiko aomkens 3y6n GoabHoH
[MeperpbisaTe X0noaHwl KaMeHb.
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Daybreak rises up from its
Sickbed of languishing Shadow.

Torment again looks in the eye those
Who during the night had forgotten their
Infirmity, and the clatter jars more
Strongly, breaking up the films of frost.

The steam has obscured the red
Flame with a yellow wall...

...And the diseased tooth must
Steadily gnaw through the cold stone.
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TPUWINCTHUKD BYMAXHbIA,

CIIYTHHULLE.

Kakb uHcro racHytn Hebeca,

Kakolo npHXoTbIO ax<ypHOi#

Yxonats nanbhie abca

BB Ty BbiCb, YTO 3HAAH Mbl JMa3ypHOH...

Bb TBOHMXDB raasaxb ynpeka HBTH:
Thi Tyyb 3aKaTHHXB AOTOPAHbE

M cu3o-po3osuilt orcbTh
Berpbuaews, kakb BOCMOMHHAHbE.

Ho s Tocku He moGopio:
Bb nyctuHt BbhdOKeHHaro He6a
Sl BUMYy MepTIBYIO 3apio
M3b HesakaTHaro dpe6a.

Yitpems... Mut Goate He BB Moub
3acThiNOCTL 3THXBb YETKHXDb JHHIA
M ators cBOAL KapTOHHO-chHIl...

[lycte Gyners comnue nanm Houbl.
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PAPER TREFOIL

TO HER WHO TRAVELS WITH ME

How cleanly the skies are extinguished,
With what delicate caprice

The distant forests recede to those
Heights we knew as azure...

In your eyes there is no reproach:
Like a memory you meet the
Burning-out of sunset clouds

And the bluish-pink reflection.

But I do not conquer my anguish:
In the wastes of the burnt-out sky
1 see the lifeless daybreak

From a never-setting Erebus.

Let us depart... I can no longer

Stand the congealing of these clearcut
Lines and this pasteboard-blue canopy...
Let there be sun or night!..
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HEMNBASL.

Ha 6ymarb cuneh,
I'py6o, rpy6o cuneh,
Ho Bb ToHyaHwel chrkb,
PasMertannce BbTkH,
BbTkH-nayTHHKR.

A no BbTkaMp HHel,
CamouBbTHbH nuefi,
TouHo caxapuHKH...
Mo 6ymart cHueft
Pasmetanuch BbTkH,
Crne3n 6bnaM bBaku...
Gbanaa tpoctuHKa,
Munas TpocTHHKa,

N yero xaonoyern?
Bce ystputh xouers,
Yto oHa xuBasd,

Yro, H3HeMoras —
(NMoano, noporas!) —
M ona wpery Mas,
Bbrpennixp o6barift
M 3eneHbiXb nAaTheBd,
3achnarh NoAb CKAa3KH
ConoBbHHOH Jnacky,
N npocHyTbCA, Wypa
3acnaHHble ryasku
OTb OrHs nasypu.
Ha 6ymars cunel,
I'py6o, rpy6o cuuel
Pasmerannce BhTkH,
BbTkH-nayTHHKR.
3amopo3uan HHe#t

Y cyxol TpocTHHKH
Ha 6ymars cuuelt
Bch es cnesuHKH.
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THE LIFELESS ONE

On the blue paper, crudely,
Crudely blue, but in the
Most delicate net, the
Twigs were thrown apart,
Twig-cobwebs. And on the
Twigs was hoar frost,
Semi-precious hoar frost
Just like grains of
Sugar... On the blue
Paper the twigs were
Thrown apart, the tears
Were bitter... Poor
Little reed, dear little
Reed, and why is it
Bustling? It would ever
Convince us that it is
Alive, that, growing
Weary—(Enough, dear!)
It too awaits May, the
Wind’s embraces and
Green clothes, to fall
Asleep to the fairy tale
Of the nightingale’s
Caress, and to awake,
Blinking little eyes
Sleepy from the azure’s
Fire. On the blue paper,
Crudely, crudely blue,
The twigs were thrown
Apart, twig cobwebs.
The hoar frost froze
All the tiny tears

Of the dry reed

On the blue paper.
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O-®OPT'hb

Fyab pevanphbil M npoxauifl
He pasanaca — u 3acthin®...
Hanw cepe6panoio vaueH
Anvifl IbIMB M TEMHBIA NbIAD.

A Baamn pHcyHoK®b yetkill —
Jltca cunie Bepxm:

Kakp Ha Mban kpbnkoH BogkoH
[TpoBeneHHbIE WITPHXY.

flceds myTb, Aa CTpalleHB ¥ pebift,
3actviBag oHbMBTH, —

N no meptBoMb conHub BB He6b
CroHeTs paHeHasa Mbab.

HenonsuxHo BB KoJAbLA AbiMa

YepHolt nyMbl Bpb3aHb AbIM®b...
U oHa 6u1a a3BUMa—

Tonbko ANOMB OOJATHXD 3HMB.
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ETCHING

The sorrowful and tremulous din
Did not spread, and was stilled...
Over a silvery thicket are

A scarlet haze and dark ardor.

And in the distance a clear
Drawing—the forest’s blue
Heights, like strokes traced
On copper with aqua fortis.

The road is clear, but the destiny
Frightening, to grow numb, congealing;
And the wounded copper is groaning
For the lifeless sun in the sky.

Without motion the smoke of black
Thought is engraved on smoke rings...
And the thought was wounded, but only
With the poison of long winters.
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TPUIMMCTHUKEL BB TAPK'B.

A HA IHE.

SI Ha aub, 2 neyaabHu#l 0610MOKD,
Hano muoil 3enenters Bona.

M3 TAXeNbIXD CTEKAAHHBIXDH NOTEMOKD
Hbre nytelt Hukomy, Hukyna...

[Tomuio Hebo, 3Hr3aru noJera,

Bbapift MpamMop®b, 110AL HHMD BOAOEMD,
[loMHIO AbIMB OTb CTPYH BOAOMETA
Bech MaHu3aHHBIA CHHHMD OrHEMD ..

Ecan-x® BbpHTs THML 1onoTamb 6pena,
Yrto ToMaTh MOH nocTuiibit nokoft,
Tam®b TOocKyeTd no mub Anapomena

Cop nckanbuennott 6bnoft pykofl,

BPOH30OBLIH I[TO3Th.

Ha cunems kynonb 6babiors obaaka

W dyeTko BB BHICH YLIIH KYAPABHA BepLINHM,
Ho nmab ywb cabTuTCA, a ThHM cTaan pavHHB,
W kb cepauy npusapakd NablBYTh H3Raneka.

He 3uato, nopbcTh-n 6n1a TaKbL KOPOTKA,
Hap 2 He pounTans nocabaHeHt NoJsOBHHH?..
Ha 6abasoms kynoab noraciu o6aaka,

M Houb yme uAeTh CKBO3b YepHbif BepPLIHHH..,
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TREFOIL IN THE PARK

I AM ON THE BOTTOM

I am on the bottom; I am a sorrowful
Fragment; above me the water is shimmering
Green. Out of the heavy glass darkness
There are no roads for anyone to anywhere...

I remember the sky, zigzags of flight,
White marble, and under it the cistern;

I remember the spray from the fountain’s
Jet, all pierced through with blue fire...

If one believes those whispers of
Delirium which oppress my outworn
Rest, an Andromeda with a crippled
White hand is grieving there for me.

THE BRONZE POET

The clouds are white in the blue dome, and the leafy
Tree-tops have receded clearly into the heights, but the
Dust is already gleaming, and the shadows have lengthened,
And phantoms from afar are gliding towards one’s heart.

I do not know whether the tale has been so brief,

Or I have not read its latter half... The

Clouds are extinguished in the pale dome, and

Night is already moving through the black tree-tops...
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M craau—H ckaMbi n yeaosbkb Ha Hel
Bp HegsrmkHoMBb cyMpakb Tawene u crpawHbil.
He 1esenncr — celiuach rpo3aMKH 3acBEpKAOTD,

BosayumHbie KycTbl COABLIOTCA H PaCTaiOTh,
M 6pon3osuift N03TH, CTPAXHYBDL APEMOTH THETDH,
Cb MoacTaBKkH HA TPaBY POCHCTYIO CNPBLITHETD.

PACE¢.

CTATYS MHPA.

MexDb 30/J0ueHbIXD 6aHb H 06EAHCKOBD C/aBbl
Ectb absa Ghaas, a BKPyrn rycTeif TpaBshl.

He thumuth THPCH ee, OHa He 6beTdb Bb THMNAHD,
N 6baompamopHnll ee He m06uTe [Tans.

OnHn TyMaHn kb Hel XO/MOXHBIE NACKAIMCH
M paHW 4epHHA OTH BAAKHNID Iy6h OCTANHCH.

Ho abBa kpacotoff no npexHemy ropaa,
U TpaBb BOKPYrh> Hes He KOCATH HHKOraa.

He 3Hao noueMy — GOrHHH H3BasHbe
Hanw cepauems cragkoe nmbern oGasHbe...

Jlo6ao o6Hay Bb Hefl, e yXacHHA HOCH,
W Horw cxarnif, W rpy6uifl y3ean kocs.

Oco6eHHO Kkoraa XoJ0AHbH A0XKAHKD cherdb
M Harota es GesnomomHo Gbabers...

O, nafite BbuHOCTL MHE,—H BBUHOCTL A OTAAMD
3a paBHopyuwie Kb OGHAAMB M rogams.
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And both the bench and the person on it have become
Heavier and more dreadful in the stirless twilight.
Don’t move—the carnations will begin to sparkle now,

The airy shrubs will flow together and dissolve, and

The bronze poet, shaking off the weight of his dreaminess,

Will jump down from his pedestal on to the dewy grass.
“PACE”

The Statue of Peace

Among the gilded bath-houses and obelisks of glory
Is a white maiden, with thick grass all around.

No thyrsus pleases her, she strikes no cymbals,
And the white marble Pan does not love her.

Only the cold fogs have caressed her,
Leaving black wounds from their moist lips.

But the maid is as proud of her beauty as
Ever, and they never cut the grass round her.

I do not know why the sculpture of the goddess
Holds a sweet enchantment for my heart...

I love the hurt in her, her dreadful nose, and
The compressed feet, and the braids’ rough knot,

Especially when cold rain is drizzling
And her nakedness shows helplessly white...

O grant me etemity, and I will give back eternity
For unconcern towards hurts and the years.
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TPUIUCTHUKD U3BCTAPOU TETPAIM.

TOCKA MASATHHKA.

HepasragaHHelMb HaaphIBOMB
lMonocnbab ceroans cpokd;

Bb crekna p0oxaMkbh 6beTb MOPHIBOMD,
Birep® npobyers Kprouoks.

TouHo BbiMepaO Bce Bb aomb...
Xears u uepeHb MOH OroHb,
Cak-to Ta)KO0 no coaoms
[epecTynuTh 3BAKHYBD KOHb.

THn0 ckop6HO M pa3buro,
Ho ero Boanyers xkyTs,

U0 06HXKEHHO-CEPAHTO
Kr10-T0 MHB He AacTh YCHYTb.

M nexy s okoanzosans,
Passt tbMB H BHHOBAT®H,
UYro Ha-6banlt undepbaats
MNpiwHbi# po3adb HaManeBaHbD.

Ja no crbHkb Houb M aeHs,

B aywnolt kabrkb uyenosbubel,
Xoautb-Malwers cyMaciueawit,
Bosoua wbmylo 1hHb.

XOIHTE - X0AATS, BAPYI'd OTCKOYHTD,
3awnnuts — oTMbpHAD YACH,
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TREFOIL OUT OF AN OLD COPYBOOK

ANGUISH OF THE PENDULUM

With an undivined harrowing the date
Has arrived in time today; with a
Rush the rain beats on the window
Panes, the wind tries the door hook.

1t is as if everything in the house

Were extinct... My fire is yellow

And black; somewhere a horse is treading
Heavily with a rustling in the straw.

My body is afflicted and laid

Low, but it is agitated by the
Terror that, outraged and angry,
Someone will not let me fall asleep.

And 1 lie bewitched—

Am I guilty only because
A splendid rose is daubed
On the clock’s white dial?

And on the wall night and day
In a stifling man-made cage a
Mad thing walks and beckons,
Trailing its mute shadow.

It walks, and walks, and suddenly bounds
Back, and hisses, measuring out the hour,
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3alWANHTL H 3aX0XOYETD,
3anonoyers ropavaco.

M onate maramu MBputh

Ha crbub apoxami#t cBb1D,

Jla crepeub, Henb3fl Ab NpoBLpHTD,
Cnats-n1 X044, HAH HBTD.

Xoautb-Mawers, a A8 TakTa

M ypaBuuBas wars,

Cb 3106HBIMD pBeHbEMDb ,TaKB-TO®, ,TaKb-TO“
[ToBTOpseTsy MaHiaxb...

Bce noryxno. Boasine BB aMb
He Buapath u He cabiXathb...
Toabko KTO-XKe TaMb MaxaTb
Mponoakaers pykaBamu?

Hb1p! loBOAbHO... XOTb €4Ba,
XoTb ToCkAnBO manb 6babers,
N una naeak roaosa

He 6e3b cragmoctd xmbabers.

KAPTHUHKA.

MenKo, MeJIKO, KaKb H3b CHTA,

Bb TapaHTach ROMAMTD TYMaHb,
babaHn# neHb BCTaeTb CepaMTo,
He ycnbBb CTPAXHYTH NypMaHb.

Mycts u poBeHd nyTb Mol nanwuili...
Jluwe y yepHHXD AepeBeHb
Beskoneunnit Bce nmevaabubh,
CnoBHO a0XAb KOCOH, niereHb.
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Hisses and laughs, and starts
To mutter, becoming heated,

And again with its footsteps to
Measure the quivering light on
The wall, and to watch, to check
Whether people are asleep or not.

It walks and beckons, and to
Keep time and even out its
Steps the maniac repeats with a
Wicked zeal “Just so, just so...”

All is extinguished. In the pit
Nothing more can be seen or heard...
But who is continuing to

Wave with his sleeves there?

No! Enough... though hardly at all,

Though the distance is sorrowfully turning
White, and one’s head on the plaid, not
Without a sweet delight, is becoming drowsy.

A PICTURE

Finely, finely, as though from a
Sieve, the fog rains into the tarantass.
The pale day rises angrily, unable

To shake off its dizziness.

My long road is empty and flat...
Only at the black villages, endless
And ever more melancholy, like
Slanting rain, is there a wattle fence.
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Yy... IMpocuyaca rpalt Bopownil,
Bb wanawd ncraers nactyxs,

Y cKkBO3b TYuH AMTKHXB MyXD

Tsameno ctynarotb KOHH.

Ho ysab cbabixp XsocToBD
Y 6ynanol nawel Tpoitxm,
Hockn cBbxkis MOCTOB®D,
Hockr uepHbIs noctpoltxu

Bce nomabiio Bb XxaAsi6b ¥ cMbch, —
[lepecMsikae, nocaunanocs...

Houbio Mub coschbMb He coanoch,
He nonpo6osars-au 3abcb?

Jla, 3acHetub... yT06Db GbiTh 6€3Db LIATIKH.
Bore abaa...— Iepwu kb onHoft! —
['Asab, 3aMoTaHHa# BB TPANKH,
Awma3oHKa npeno MHOH.

JIBTH ceMH Bcero — pyucHkH
Takby u Bnuauca BB y3ay,
He nmatots nactuch KadueHksb,
A npyras — BB nosoay.

XKagueiMb B3rasgoMb mposoauaa,
OGepHyBIIHCH, IKHTAKD
H b TymManb 3atpycuaa,
Uto6b HCUE3HYTh, KAKD MHPAXb.

M wemsawel ykopusub
Yerynnno sabbithe:

»3T0 — NpPa3HHKD 015 Hesd. .
310 — YTPO, yTPO MH3HH!®



Hark!.. The crow’s cawing has
Awakened, the rooster rises in the hut,
And through clouds of sticky flies

The horses are treading ponderously.

But the knots of the gray tails
Of our troika’s three bays,
The bridges’ new planks, the
Black boards of the building—

All is swimming in mire and mess,
Softened and stuck together...

In the night I could not sleep

At all; can’t | try to here?

Yes, you fall asleep... and you

Lose your cap. That is what happens...
Keep to one side!-Just see! Wrapped
In rags, an Amazon is before me.

About seven years old. Her hands
Are grabbing the bridle and

They won’t let the jade graze;
And another is led on a rein.

Turning round, she looked with
Eager eyes at the carriage,

And jogged along in the fog,
To disappear like a mirage.

And drowsiness yielded to the
Biting reproach: “This is a
Festive day for her, This is
Morning, the moming of life!”
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CTAPAJ YCAIDBBA.

Cepaue noMa. Cepaue pago. A 4emy?
THun noma? THHu caga? He noftmy.

Canp crapHHHbBI—BCe OCHHBI—TOLIH, CTpPaxb!
JioMb —pyHHbI... THHB, THHH 4YTO BbL NPYAAxX®b...

Yro yrparp-tol.. Bparp ma Gpara... Uro obuas!..
Mpaxs u rHHaocTh... HakpeHunocb... A cToMT®...

Ype wuauie? [Teneanwe?.. Yroxp yeH?
Meprsoft HHuel noroBHine Ge3n mewed...

Hy, kakb BCTaHeTh, HY, Kakb FASHETH H3b OKHa:
»B31Tb He MOXellb, a TPEBOXHILb, CTapuHa!

HMuwp 3arbHasks! Mwb 3a6aBAukb! Yto 3a mpuits!
Jlio6utb npeBHHXDB, NOGHTD NABHHXD BOPOLUMTH...

He coanblunBulb, TaKs HAH YXKB: Y MeHs
He Bb okolukb, TakKb H3Bb KOLUKH ABAa OrHS.

Jamb H OpaiiHa—BONYLHXD ATOAB, GhaeHH...
Toapko cTpamiHO—MbCAUD 32 roAb ¥ AYHH...

Cro/ibKO BHILIEKD, CKOAbKO ABCTHHUb—ABEPH HETE...
Bcraner» mbcaub, ragaers Mbcsub—rab TBo# cabab?..*

Tcc... HM cn0Ba... Aaab OHIOTO—HO CKBO3b ALIMD
MyTHo apuma... Mumo, MHMO... VI kb *HBbHIMB!

Map HcTOMB cepaly Halo MoeMy?
THun noma? wyma capa?.. He noilmy...



THE OLD HOMESTEAD

My heart is at home, My heart is glad. But what makes it glad?
The shadow of the house? The garden’s shadow? I don’t understand.

The garden is old, all the aspens—it’s terrible how lank they are!
The house is in ruin... What a lot of slime there is in the ponds!

What alot of losses!.. Brother against brother... What a lot of insults!..
Dust and decay... Listing... But it stands...

Whose home? An old home?... Whose nook?
A dead beggar-woman’s lair without stoves...

But she might get up, she might glance out of the
Window?: “You cannot seize, but you alarm, old man!

See what a joker! See what a merrymaker! What pep!
He loves to stir the ancient ones, the old ones...

You won't cheat, so get away: | have nothing
In my window, but the cat has two fires.

I'll give victuals too—poison berries, henbane...
Only it’s dreadful—a month is a year to the moon...

So many watch-towers, so many stairs, not a door... The moon
Will rise, the moon will glance—where are your traces?..”

Hush!.. Not a word... distance of the past... but dimly
Seen through haze... Pass, pass... and to the living ones!

Or does my heart need weariness? Shadow of the
House? The garden’s noise?.. I don’t understand...
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TPUJIMCTHUKD TOJIbL

MNPEJTIOOIA.

A1 wu3en He G6otoch. CBOHMD 60APAIHMD LIYMOMB
Oxa naers ropbrs, naers cBbTHTBCH AyMamb.
TpeBora, a He MHCAb pacTeTh Bb Geamogrolt Mrab,
N xononro usbrams Houamu BB Xpycramb.

Ho Bb npasgnoctH Moe#l pa3chaHb MTHOBEHDBS,
Koraa myuntenpdo aywh NpHKOCHOBeHbE,

M s npowy cpeab Bach, ApoXY 3a cBoH nokoH,
Kakp cnuuky Ha Bb1py 3aropoauss pykof...

INyctb 370 TOABKO MHIB... Bb TOTH MHI'b MeHA He TporaH,
Sl omynbio uay Toraa csoeH noporof...

Molt B3rasap paschanuuft Bb Momuanbb 3anpumbrb
W He mbwaR apyruMb BOKPYrb MeHs WyMbrb.
Taxkb ayuwe. Toabko - 65 MeHs He 3aMbuanu

Bb Tymauh, Moxernr ObTh, H TBOpUeCKOH mevanH..

[TIOCJI'E KOHLIEPTA.

Bb annelo yepHHs cnycCTHAHCL HeGeca,

Ho cepauy BB 3Ty HOYbL 'HE NMpPERO3MOYL YCTaAOCTb...
lloracutie orun, HbMHe ronoca,

HeywTto 3t10 Bce, 4TO OTB MEYTH OCTal0Ch?

O, kaKb nevaseHd GHAD ONEWAD e aTaach,
U supbab wyTtko-6Bab cpean Hanjeullt uepHHXB!
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TREFOIL OF THE CROWD

PRELUDE

I do not fear life, With its inspiriting clamor

It makes our thoughts glow, makes them shine.
Care, and not thought, grows in unpeopled gloom,
And flowers are cold at night in their crystal

Vase. But in my idleness, moments are diffused
When contact is painful to the soul, and I tremble
Among you, tremble for my repose, shielding it
With my hand, like a match in the wind... Let it

Be only a moment... In that moment do not disturb
Me; I go gropingly then but am on the right way...
Take note of my abstracted look in silence and do
Not prevent others round me from making a noise. It
Is better so. If only they would not notice me in
The fog, and perhaps in my creative sadness...

AFTER THE RECITAL

Black skies have come down into the avenue,
But tonight one’s heart cannot overcome its
Weariness... Extinguished lights, mute voices—
Can this be all that is left of the reverie?

Oh, how sad was the satin of her gown, and how dreadfully
White her décolletage showed between the black shoulder-straps!
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Kakbp %anko Gbiio MHB ed HeaBHHHBIXDB I1a3b
A cubxHON naikn pyKkb, MONHTBEHHO MOKOPHBIXB!

A ckoabko 6b110 TaMb pa3BbAHO AyLHH

Cpean pa3chaHHbLIXD, MATEWHBIXD U 6e3c/e3HbIXb!
Y10 3BYKOBBL MPOAHTO, B3eABAHHLIXD Bb THIIH,
CHpeHeBbIXDb H JAaCKOBbIXb H 3BB3AHHIXB!

Takp cb HHTH noOpBaHHOM BL BOAHEHBH HHOTAA,
Cpeap Mbcaunbixb ayueH, B HEMHL H OTHHCTHI,
Bb POCHCTYIO0 TPAaBY KATATCA AMETHCTbI

M rubnyrs 6esv cabua.

BYILIIICKAS MECCA BB ITAPUKE.
8. Dp. 3maunckonmy.

KonoHHK, MeNATHIMH YBHTHIA IUEJKAMH,

M nnatea péche u mauve Bb HemHOro spko#t pamdb,
Cpean CTPYHCTHIXB CMOABL M JeneTa 3BOHKOBbB,

M putMb cTpanHbie ThiCAYENBTHHXD CIOBH,—
Cnerka cmaryeHHble Bb oceHHeH mosonord,—

Bul Bb namatu moeft ceromHa oxusere.

CesuleHsonbicTBoBanb 6a3aAbTOBHH MOHrOAB,
W Ttaanb MeineHHO TaWHCTBEHHWH raaroas

Bb KanpH3HO CO3QaHHOMb Cpead My3esa xpamb,
Yro6b gaMn uepHHIMH Hrpann sbepamu

M rtaltub yymawbif, kakb cabwift nxb HpHCD,
JInwb nepeBoguHKaMb BHHMaNH CTPOrO MHCCH.

* » =

Moft B3opDb paschAHHMN LIEAKOBD J3CKaAH NATHA,
Mut Bb TauHCTBS 6bina AHIUL My3bika TIOHATHA.
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How pitiful to me were her motionless eyes, and
Hands in snow-white kid, beseechingly resigned!

And how much soul was dispersed there among the
Absent-minded, restless, and tearless ones! What
Sounds poured out that had been cared for in silence,
Lilac-colored and caressing and starlit ones!

Thus at times, from a string snapped in
Agitation, among moonbeams, tender and
Ardent amethysts roll inte the dewy
Grass and are lost without trace.

BUDDHIST MASS IN PARIS
To F. F. Zelinsky

Columns wound round with yellow silks,

And péche and mauve garments in rather too
Bright a setting; among swirling resins and
Lisping of bells, and the strange thythms of
Millennial words gently softened in the autumn
Gilt—-you come to life today in my memory.

® k%

A basalt Mongol celebrated the divine service and
The mysterious word slowly melted away in the
Temple capriciously created within a museum so that
Ladies might play with black fans and, alien to the
Mystery, like their bright iris color, the Misses
Should pay strict attention only to the interpreters.

®x %

The spots of silk caressed my abstracted gaze;
In the mysteries I understood only the music.
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Ho TbMb BRHMaTeabHBH CO3Byubs s JOBHAD,
§l puTMaMH IbIWANB, KAKb BONHAMH KaHaDb,

H 6bino croi ano Mub nocobilt 6abauoft nposn
Has Tol mHCTHueckofft H My3biKaabHOH rpesbl.

OG6bans KOHYHAACH, H CPA3y OXHAT 3a1b,
MoHroas ¢b yambkolo uBETH HaMb pas3gaBalb

M, sk3oTHYHBIE BAbIXaH apoOMaTH,

Crnbwuan Kb BHXOAY MBBUB M AHIAOMATH

U nambi, GepexAo moaaepxuBas TPeHb,—

UYro6b caymwarb BeuepoMb Mackorty uabp Kapmens.

A BB Bo3ayxh wHia HenoHaTas ¢pa3a,
Poxnennas aywoft Bb Myuenln 3kcTasa,

Yro6b 4uCTHIA cepaua Bb HeH NMHAK 6Jarofathb...
U crpanno 6b10 MHB M XKYTKO YBHZaTh,

Kakb Hagp yapi6kamu chnyckaaucs ByanH

M nanpubn #HbxHble UBBTH 60roBs POHAMH.
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But the more attentively I caught the harmonies,
The more I breathed with their thythms, as with a
Censer’s waves, and I was ashamed of the support of
Pallid prose for that mystical and musical reverie.

L

The liturgy ended, and at once the hall came

To life; the Mongol with a smile handed out
Flowers to us and, inhaling the exotic scents,
Singers and diplomats hastened to the exit, and
Ladies carefully lifting up their trains—in

Order in the evening to hear Mascotte or Carmen.

LI

And in the air there lived a phrase not
Understood, born by a soul in a torment of ecstasy
So that pure hearts might drink a blessing from
It... And it was strange and painful to me to
Observe how the veils were lowered over the smiles
And the slender fingers let the gods’ flowers fall.
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TPWIUCTHUKD BAJIATAHHBIA

CEPEBPSHHI I1OJIIEHD.

Cepe6psiHbIMb 61€CKOMB TYMaHD

Kb noayauio eume He pa3sbans,

Kb noayiHio oTb CONHEYHbIXD PaHb
Cranp naxe xearTbe TyMaHms,

Cranp pawe weart# u meprebi oHb...
A nonleHb FOPHTBH TaKh CYPOBb,
Uro MHB BB 3TOTH Yach HenpifTHbI
JlunoBbIXb H afbIXb LIAPOBH

Mexb K10YLAMH MEPTBLIXB N2POBB
Bb rnasa samenbkaBuwis naTtHa...

M 410 el TyTH Hamo ckakaTs,
Besymuolh u panoctHoll cBopb,

Bece conHue n10BHTH H HCKaTh?

M connuy cb 4ero-b HXb JacKaTh,
BosaywHbixs Ha MeprBoMB mpoctoph!
[Tonymats,— 4t0 nomna 6iopo,
OrHell u napun cepe6po,

Homxua notyckHbTh Bb euMiamh:
[Mpuwau Apaeknns u [lsepo,

O 6baasa nomna 6iopo,

M crann y rpo6a ¢b cvbuamu!



SIDESHOW TREFOIL

SILVERY NOON

Towards noon the mist is still not
Dispersed by the silvery glitter,

Towards noon the mist has become

Even yellower from the sun’s wounds,

It has become even yellower and
Deader... But noon is shining

So sternly that at this hour I

Find unpleasant the twinkling in

My eyes of the spots of the lilac

And scarlet balloons among the

Wisps of lifeless vapor... And

Why must it be leaping here—that

Mad and joyous pack—ever to seek out
And catch the sun? And why should the
Sun caress them, those airy ones in
Lifeless space!—To think that the pomp
Of the undertaker, the lights and the
Silver of the brocade must grow dim in the
Incense: Harlequin and Pierrot have arrived,
O white pomp of the undertaker, and are
Standing by the coffin with candles!
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IIAPHKH [1BTCKIE.

IHapuku, wapuku!

Ilapukn nbrcrie!

Jenbru oreukis!

IMokynafite, cynapuku, wapHku!

3it, AHcbs 11y6a, KOAH €CTb JMUIHH,

He noxanb#f natuiusu:

3anywy noab caMoe HEGO—

JlBa uaca noromb raaskH, ma 8b oba!

Xopowo Bbab, rosopsth, Ha Boak...

UupukHyTb, Ballic CTENEHCTBO, YTO-AH?

IMpukawute u1s obwaro BOCTOPry,

Tpu cembaecaTh natb—6esn Topry!
Yxenu-wme Mexnbe
3a ocBoGoauTeabHOE ABHXCHie?
Yro? [lacyeins?..

d#, Tetka, KoTOpLI#t Topryeub?
Manb?

H3suHuTe, Kakoro noMans...
BbiBaeTb-—

Jlpyro#f u BblpacTaers,

A vaws Tuts

Takb cebf MOHHMaeTb,

Yo 6proxa He pDacTHTD,

A Bce 110 BepxaMb IMSHTH

Otb Goabiuuxb OTH AyMbl..

Tsl KOTOpBIH T0pryeib?

Jla He MHH, He KyMb,

Habayauiwb,— He Haayellb...
1llapuku abrckH,
KpacHb!, 1u10Bbl,
Ovyexb aelépnl!
Ilapuku abrcku!

i, BOPOTHHK'B, OBOPHILb MO-HbMelkH?

Takb Gepu aecATb WITYKD MO NApaMdb,
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CHILDREN’S BALLOONS

Balloons, balloons!
Children’s balloons!
Fathers’ money!
Buy my balloons, kind sirs!
Hey, fox fur coat, if you have some to spare,
Don’t begrudge five little kopecks:
I'll let them go right up to the sky—
Two hours later, get an eyeful, with both your eyes!
It’s really good, they say, when they’re free...
Shouldn’t I cut one off, Your Worship?
Order them for the joy of all,
Three seventy-five, no bargaining!
Surely no less
For freeing movement?
What? You pass?..
Hey, aunt, which are you bargaining for?
Small?
Pardon me, it’s one I caught...
It happens—
Another will grow,
And our Titus
Behaves himself so
That he’s not growing his belly,
But he’s always looking high up
From his great thoughts!..
Which are you bargaining for?
Don’t squeeze, you’re not my children’s godfather,
You'll spoil it, then you can’t blow it up...
Children’s balloons,
Red ones, lilac ones,
Very cheap!
Children’s balloons!
Hey, you with the collar, do you speak
German? Then take ten of them in pairs,
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OcranbHbie 13pOMBb...
Xanxo, Tol N0 HEMeukH crabeHeks,
A He To—yrosopb ayuiie aeHers!
[ToxxanTe, ctapuyoks!
Kakb BbI—Y0KD BD YOKb—
BoTb 3TOTh -- Iy3aTeHbKiH,
YenToBarenbkilt
M Ha cepaub cb KatenbkoH...
LikHa we wbHa-—
Bcero nsataks,
Ha passb euwe yerBepTaK®d,
A npu6aBHlIb rpUBEHHHKD A4 GapcTBa—
Bepu cv rep6omp rocynapcraa!l
Ilapuku abrcky, wapuku!
BaMb, cynapukH, HIapHKH,
A Hamb-6bl, CyAapHKH, Ha LIKaMHKH!

YMHPAHIE.

Cnasa Bory, crosa ThHb!

Jlas 4ero-To cnosapaRbs

Hano muoio ubaum#t nens

Jautcs 3T0 yMupaHbe,

Litanifi cymepeynbit geHb!
Mexay CTapHxb XeAThXd CThHD,
Jlowusas ropbkilt nabab,
Conporaerca onaanif

lapp Ha HUTKB, TeMHO-aIbH,
Mexay crapbixb XeaThixb CThHB...
N 6escunbubiil, ToyHO ThHD,

Bb stoTh cymepedHbft AeHb,

Bce emie oHb TAHETH HHTKY

M HHKaKD He KOHYHTDL NHTKY,
Bb 3T0Th cyMepeuHnilt neHb...
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The rest are free...

Pity you’re a bit weak in German, but no

Matter—an agreement is the chief thing!

Come on, old man!

How are you?—Just what you want:

This one—it’s pot bellied,

A bit yellow

And with Katie on its heart...
The price isn’t the price—
Five kopecks in all,

And another twenty-five,

And add ten as a gentleman—

Take the one with the Empire’s coat of arms!
Children’s balloons, balloons!
Balloons for you, kind sirs, and for us,
Kind sirs, something for a few drinks!

DYING

Thank God, the shadow again!
For some reason, from very
Early above me the whole day
Long this dying lingers, the
Whole twilight day! Between
0Old yellow walls, living out

Its bitter captivity, there
Shudders a collapsed balloon,
Dark scarlet, on a string,
Between old yellow walls...
And powerless, a very shadow,
On this twilight day all the
Time it still pulls the string
And in no way can it end the
Torture, on this twilight day...
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Xoth Obl HOub ckopbe, Houb!
CaMoMy 6bl M3HEMOYD,

Jla 3a6bITbCA NPHMHPEHHBIMD,
N yHtH-6b1 onypeHHBIMD

Bb oaypsomyto Hous!
Toabko-6b TOTH, Hax® TroJOBOH,
Temuo-anbiff, uyTh wuBOH,
Monowaans noka Haab JOMEMb
BuiTb TakiMB €O MHOIO CXOMHML...
JToTh TeMmHbld, 4yTh KHBOH,
Tamb, Hane camolt roaosofi...



If only night came faster,
Night! If only one could get
Exhausted and find oblivion,
Reconciled to oneself and depart
Stupefied into stupefying night!
If only that one overhead,

Dark scarlet, scarcely alive,
Would wait a while over my
Bed to be such as I am...

This dark one, scarcely alive,
There, above my very head...
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TPUIUCTHUK b BECEHHIW.

YEPHAJs1 BECHA.

(TAET®B.)

Moaw ryant mbau — rpoSosolt
TBopHACA mepeHOCD,

Y, xyTKo 3anpaHb, BOCKOBO#
Fasgbab H3B rpoba HOCH.

JIbiXaHbfl YTO-TH OHDB XOTHADB

Tyza, Bb NycTylo rpyas?..
Mocabnuift cHBr» Guiib TeMHO-6B1D
U 1akexd puxanif nyts.

Y Tonabko H3MOPO3b, MYTHa,
Ha tabuie aunacsh,

Ia tyno Yepnas Becna
Casnbaa 8p cryneHs raass —

Cb 064B3AbXD KpHIUB, H3b GYPHIXD AMb,
C3b noseseRbanxb ABLD.

A TaMb, N0 MEPTBeHHAHMD NOAIMD

Cp pa36yxuHxb KphAbeBb NTHUD...

O monn! Taxexkp ku3BH cabnp
Mo pursuHam® nyredt,

Ho muuero neuansHb#t HiTH,
Kakxs Berpbya aByxb cmeprel.
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SPRING TREFOIL

BLACK SPRING

(Thawing)

To tollings of copper, the coffin
Was being borne on its way,
And, dreadfully tilted up,

A waxen nose peeped out of it.

Did he want to get some breath
There, into his empty breast?..

The last snow was darkly white,
And the spongy way was heavy.

And only the turbid hoar frost
Flowed on to decay, and dully
The Black Spring looked
Into the eyes’ galantine,

From peeled-off roofs, out of brown
Pits, from faces tumed groen...

And there, in the deathly fields,
From the sodden wings of birds...

Oh, people! Life’s footstep is
Hard, along the roads’ ruts,

But there is nothing sadder
Than the meeting of two deaths.
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I1 BPOIOATDL T'BHIL

N 6poaarp ThHH, B MoaATh ThHM:
,[lyctu, nycra!®

Or1b 3T#Xb AYHHLIXD Ocepebpenilt
Kyna-wb yHru?

3caennift MpU3pakb KycTa cCUpeHH
[TpunbHyAD Kb OKHY...
Y#aure ThHH, ocTaBbTe ThHH
Co mHoft oany!.

OHa HeaBHxHa, oHa Hbwmasn,
Cb cabaamu caess,

Cb ABYMs KHCTAMH cupeHeH Mmas
Bb u3BHBax®b KOCh...

Ho u HecablliHbIMB i BEpeHD NEHAMb,
M xakbp BB 6peny,

Ha rpasift caga 8 no cryneHsms
3a nelt coftny...

O, 6nbaunilft mpu3apaks, ckaxH ckopbe
MOH BHHH,

[Nokyrma crekna nHa ramaepeb
Ewe yepHH.

11pbTi 32BSHYTH, UBETH OOMaHHH,
Ho 1, s — teO#...

Bb Ttymanb xoaoab, BL TyMawb paHbi
[Mepeas 3apel...
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AND THE SHADOWS ROAM

And the shadows roam, and the shadows implore:
“Let us in, let us in!”

From these moonlight silverings
Where is there to go?

The green phantom of the lilac bush
Clung to the window...

Go away, shadows, leave her, shadows,
Alone with me!..

She is motionless, she is silent,
With traces of tears,

With two sprays of May’s lilacs
In the coils of her plaits...

But I am faithfu] also to inaudible reproaches,
And as in delirium,

I descend after her by the steps
To the garden’s gravel...

O pale phantom, quickly tell me
My faults,

While the panes of the gallery
Are still black.

The flowers will droop, the flowers deceive,
But I, I am yours!..

It is cold in the mist, in the mist there are wounds
Before the dawns...
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OBJIAKA.

[NepexHTH AH TAKKIE NPOBOAM,
Hab raaza MEb rasasars, Hens6bwkubie,
Kakp Torza B MHB Kamerecb Mojoan,
O6naka, Mon nebeau HbwHbie!

T+ He cHATCA ganexia rpossl BaMb,

Bce-6ui Bb He6b BaMb naasatb ma AbwmHTbLCA,
Tonbko néab-Beyeps Bb 06nakh pozosoMn
Byaro abBuube cepaue 3abpesmercs...

Ho ne npyXHH Bbl ¢b NBCHAMM 3BOHKHMH,
Pasolfaych 6, Takb BH 3aTyMaHHTECH,
BesHageXHo, M0AOCKAMY TOHKHMH,
PacnaniBasich, Apyrs kb ApPYry BCE TAHCTECD..

Yaerarp Mon nbcHR nyrausbis,

Bb cepaub cmbaHTCA pajnocTh packanHbeM®,
A Bbl BCe HalNO MHOIO, peBHHBHIA,

Byaro maayere AHMYaTHLIMb TaAHLEMD...
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CLOUDS

Is the hard parting outlived, or

Is the inevitable looking into my

Eyes? If 30, how young you seem
To me, clouds, my tender swans!

You do not dream those far-off thunderstorms, you
Would like always to swim and luxuriate in the

Skies, only towards evening in a pink cloud it is

As though a maiden’s heart were beginning to gleam...

But you are not friends with ringing songs,

If I let myself go, you will become so misty,
Hopelessly, in slender streaks, swimming asunder,
All the time you reach towards one another...

My shy songs have flown away, in my heart
Joy has turned to regret, and over me

All the time you, the jealous ones,

Seem to weep with a smoky dissolving...
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TPUANCTHUKD LY TOYHBIN.

[IEPEEOII PLITMA.

COHETD.

Kakb HH ry10kb, HY KHBYYD — fIM-
— 6B, yTOMJIeHD H OHDb 3aTAXb,
Cpenb MepuaHifi 30M0ThiXD,
YcTynush MHBIMB CO3BYYbHMb.

To-T0 BAPYr® 110 rOALIMD CYubAMD
[Mpo3ut yTpa, rpanb ILYTHXb,

Ha aucthl BeabHbHMD IUYYbHMB
34 CTHXOMD NOCKAa4YCTDb CTHXD.

Y3uawo Ba:b, 6au3kiit pamnt,
Jpyrb xpuiaateifl anurpamme, [Ms-
— oOHa TpeTbsiro pasmbpe.

Bu urpamm yxv npu Mep-
— 1aHbK yTpa GabaHol aamnb
Tanuw nbxebie Xumepb.,

[I90HL BTOPOI1—IT90H L UETBEPTHII.
COHETS.

Ha cayx6y aectu uip Meutbl

PaBHO roToBbie KOHCOPTHI,

Ha3gate Bach B bl, HA3BaTb Bacb THI,
[Tsonb Bropoli—nsons yerseprwll?
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JESTING TREFOIL

INTERRUPTED RHYTHM
Sonnet

No matter how resounding or lively, the Ia-
—mbus is weary and stilled

Among golden sparklings,

Having yielded to other harmonies.

And so, suddenly on the bare twigs
Of the prose of morning, a hail of
Crackers; on the leaves by a wave of
The wand, verse gallops after verse.

Close to the footlights, I recognize
You, winged friend of epigrams, me-
—asure of the Third Paeon.

In the sparklings of morning you h-
—ave already played tender dances
Of Chimeras to the pale lamp.
SECOND PAEON-FOURTH PAEON
Sonnet
You are equally ready consorts in the
Service of flattery or reverie; should
One call you you, or call you

Thou, Second Paeon, Fourth Pacon?
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Kakb Ha MOHeTaxp BallH CTepThl
Korua-to cabravia ueprhi,

M cTpokn MumMCTbIR TIHTH
[aasypoio abetre B Ha TOPTLI.

Bbl — cuHe-NpH3pAYHLIXDb BHICOTD
Bb konomub cHnmok® nmomeptsbanill,
Bbl — 6n0kb nuBHOW ocatanbabild,

Bbl — T0Tb nocuinbHbift B HoBuill roas,
YTo opxuieH HaMb HeCeTh,
Ibitza Bb Hamabikb ob6aenenbabifl.

HEJIOBEK'D.

COHETB.

51 3aBOXYyCb Ha TPHAUATb 1bTD,

Y1061 WHTb, MYYHTENbHO ApOGH

Jlyus oTh NMpH3PauHBHIXD NAAHETH

Ha ,na“ u ,abT13B% Ha ,ax®!“ n ,6a%

Yro6b wHTb, BOJHYACH H CKOPGA
Hanxb tbM®b, uero, raamu, u HbTS...
H 61 661 BEpHO 7 mO3TH,
Korna-6bi BhizymMans ce6s.

Bb pa6orb-ab TaMb He 6e3b Npopyxb,
Hab Bp MexaHnamb ectb noasoxs,
Ho 6binb 6bi Molt GescmeptHbift RyxDH —

Teneps He Ayxb, OHB® 6blAb 66 Bors...

Koraa-6b we ,,nuab!“ ga ve ,Ty6 ol
Ja ue ,tio-T1i0* nocab ,60-6ol“..
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As on coins, your once bright
Features are eroded, and you
Pour out mossy lines of a
Gravestone, like icing on cakes.

You are the deathly pale photo
Of ghostly blue heights in a well,
You are a drunken beer bung,

You are that messenger at the
New Year who brings us orchids,
Breathing into his iced hood.

MAN
Sonnet

I am set up for thirty years so as to
Live painfully breaking up the rays
From ghostly planets into “ves” and
“No,” into “ah/™ and “bga.”

So as to live worrying and grieving
Over what is already not there...
And I should certainly be a poet
If I could invent my self.

In work there are perhaps some blunders,
Or is there a trick in the mechanism?
But my immortal spirit would be not spirit

Now—it would be God... When it was not

“Seize it!” and not “Soho!” and not
“All gone now™ after “Sore! Sore!”
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TPUINCTHUKD 3AMUPAHIS.

9 OB HO.

S1 modaio 3amupasic sxo

[locat Ghumenott 1poiikn Bb abey,
3a crepRanbeMb 3310pHaro cMmbxa
ST nerosi 08w nonocy .

3umint YTPoM s T106.110 HAL0 MHOI0
ST aosuil pasius® H0AVTHNBI,

H, rab coanne rophio BecHow,
“Toabko posopil OTGICCKD 3UMBL

A modmo na Gabanbouell mupn
Bb nepesnnaxs pactasswifi nsbre...
1 mobai0 nee, yeMy Bb 3TOMB Miph
Hu cossyues, Hi oT3BYKA HBTB.

3AKATHBLIT 3BOHDL B'h IMOJE.

B® 6aecthaxb TvMmauutcs abes,
Bb thHaxs MBHuOTCH auua,
B® cuHIOK nyCcTLIHL HeGECH
3BOHBI YXONATb MOJHTHCA...

380HLI, BO3bMHTE MeHs!
Cepaue Takb < aabo U CHPO...
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TREFOIL OF WANING

I LOVE

I love the fading of an echo after
The furious troika in the forest;
After scintillating, impetuous
Laughter I like a spell of weariness.

On a winter morning I love over me the
Lilaccolored outpouring of semi-darkness,
And, where the sun was burning in spring,
Only the pink reflection of winter.

In a play of tints on a fading expanse,
I love the color that has waned...

I Iove everything which in this world
Finds neither consonance nor echo.

SUNSET CHIMING IN THE FIELDS

The forest is misted in sparklings,
In the shadows faces are changing,
Into the skies’ blue hermitage
Chimings are departing tn pray...

Chimings, take me! My heart
Is so weak and orphaned...
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fIbiah oTh cBepKanin aAHA
Hpa3unts BO3MOKHOCTBIO MIIPA...

Yro oHb CyaHTB, 3TOTH 30BDB?
HaH u MH TamMDb 3aCTbiHEMD,
Kakb xemuyra octpoBoss
CTbIHYTD NO 3aBOAAMB CHHHMD?

OCEHb.

D Y

He 6u10 yernipexs... Ho 6abanoe csbruao
Eara auib Kynona Hagb HaMH 30J0THIO

M, Bb Boiusbrinelt crenn Tymannas pbka,

Takb naaBHO ABHratHch Haab HaMH o6aaxa.

M cTonbko MATKOCTH TaHA0 HXT ABHXEHbC,
3abbiBIuNXD A4b H3MBHD M MYKY pacTopmeHbs,
Hro cepauy My3bikH XOTHJAOCH 418 HErO...

Ho cubrp ackans Bb ropaxs, H 6bii0 TaMb MepTBO,
M o6opsaan Bb Houb cBucThBLWie 6ypyHbI
Mewb HeboMDb H 3emaell MPOTAHYTHIA CTPYHBI...
A Kb YyTPYy KTO-TO HaMb, pa3BbaBb MO/IYa CHH,
HanoMHH/D - 101I0TOM B, YTO MB OCYXKAEHH...
'pana He aBHranach M TOYHO 3acCTHiBana,

Houb Hagsuranace omyulenieMn nposana...
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Dust from the day’s sparkling teases
With the possibility of peace...

What does it promise, this
Call? Or shall we too congeal
There, as pearls of islands
Congeal along blue lagoons?

........

It has not struck four... but the pale luminary

Has hardly gilded the domes above us, and in the
Faded steppe the river is misty; so softly have the
Clouds been moving above us, and their movement
Concealed so much tenderness (clouds which have
Forgotten the poison of betrayals and pain of
Separation) that one’s heart wanted music for it...

But snow lay in the mountains and everything was
Lifeless there, and in the night the hissing breakers
Snapped the strings stretched between sky and earth...
And towards moming someone silently scattering dreams
To us reminded us in a whisper that we were doomed...
The bank of cloud did not move and seemed frozen;
Night came on with a sensation of downfall...
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TPNANCTHUKD OAWMHOYECTBA.

JIMIIIL TOMY, YEI ITOKOH TAHUMT,.

Jlnb tomy, deft nokoll Tammm,
Cnafko AbLILIMTCA..

[Toa0THO HA1bL OKHOMD MOHMDb
He xoabirercs.

Tol npuaetub, koab BhPHA MeuTaMb,
Toabko Ta-an THI?

3Ha10: cajab TaMb, CHPEHH TaMb
ConHUCMB 3aAHTHI.

Xopoiio B roayboms orub
By cebxkemtb uienects,
Toabko apkolt Takb wyxan Mub
Yapwel npeiecth...

Mueaut B yacH TaMb HOCATHL Medb,
[IbAHL Fpo3famH...

Cepiile Kb TOIbKO BO CHbB XKHBeTb
Mexay 3pb3namu...

APOMATBL JIIEH MHTG TAHETD.

ApoMaTh Jiiaed MHB TAXEdD,

[ToTomy 4TO Bb HeMD TaHTCA TAbHbe,
Jlydiie cMOMb AbIXAHbE, CHHHXD CMOMD,
Toabko nuTe ero 6e3b pasznhieHsba...



TREFOIL OF LONELINESS

ONLY HE WHOSE REPOSE IS KEPT SECRET

Only he whose repose is kept secret
Can breathe sweetly...

The curtain over my window
Does not wave,

You will come, if you are faithful to dreams;
But are you really that one?

I know the garden is there, the lilacs are
There, flooded with sun,

All is well in the blue fire,
In the fresh rustling;

Only the charms of bright allurement
Are 50 strange to me...

The bees carry honey into the hive there,
Drunk with clusters...

The heart lives only in sleep
Among the stars...

THE LILY'S PERFUME WEIGHS ON ME

The lily’s perfume weighs on me because
Decay is concealed in it; better is
The breath of resins, blue regins,
Only one must drink it without sharing...
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OtronKkHYBD CO6Aa3HB KPACOTHI,

1 Bno6aioch Bb e MHPaXH Bb AbIME...
M orHe#t HetabrHble uBbTH

1 oZuHB YBHXKY TONyGbIMH...

JAJIbHIA PYKH.

3aiHMD OblAD TakKb CAANOCTHO-CYXKEHD,
Uro nypnypb ApeMOTH HOGAEKD,—

S1 po30BbLIXB, Y3KHXD HEMUYKHHD
l'y6amu y3Hanbh X0n040Kb.

O cectpbl, 0 HEXHHA HeCATD,
IBb nackoBO-IPYKHHXD CEMBH,
Bach nonoromd Houn 3aBBCHTB
Taxb panmbl Kenaubsi MOH.

Bbl — reitwin- poHapHLXD cBhueHiH,
[19Tb po3b, 06pyUeHHHXD cTE6AIO,
Ho wbTs y Kunpuan tsawmenubh
He cxasaHHwXBb BaMH 410 6 1 10.

Kakb Myckych MyuntenpHuf#t mymiH,
Kakb nywnnift TallHukD TyGepo3s,
M 1 —ronbko crébaemdb pasaymif
Kb nyraomel ckaskb npupocs...

MoH — BN, 0 RalbHIA pyKH,
Bawb cnanocTHO-CHABHHH 32XHMB
SI BLIHOCHAD BB Xo0a04b CKykH,

A1 cuacTbeMdb 068EAND HYKHMB..,

Ho 3Haw... apemorHo xmbabs —
A Gpowy Boale6RYI0 HHTb,

U mub Oynyrs cHuTbCA, aames,
CnoBa, 4T06b Te68 OCKOpOHTb.
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Pushing aside beauty’s temptations, I
Will fall in love with its mirages in
The haze... And fires’ imperishable
Flowers [ alone will see blue...

DISTANT HANDS

The grip was so sweetly tight

That the purple of drowsiness
Faded —with my lips I learned

The coldness of pink, narrow pearls.

O sisters, O tender ten, two
Caressingly amicable families,
My desires are glad to veil
You with the canopy of night.

You are geishas of the lamp lightings,
Five roses betrothed to the stem,
But Cypris has nothing holier than
The I loves unspoken by you.

You are like mummies’ torturing musk,
Like tuberoses’ oppressive secret places—
And I only by a stem of meditations am
Rooted in the frightening fairy tale...

You are mine, O distant hands,
Your sweet-strong grip I nurtured
In the cold of ennui, I fanned
With a strange happiness...

But I know... becoming drowsily
Intoxicated, I will abandon

The magic thread, and I will

Dream words to offend you, almah.
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CKJAIHH.



DIPTYCHS









AOBPOA'BTE/Ib.

1.
PABOYAN KOP3ITHRKA.

Y pasaymit 6e33ByuHbl cioBa,
Kakp uckars uxv mobaio Bb THUIMHE !
Hano Ttonbko,
yepHa H MepTBa,
Yrobn HOub mo3abbuiach, HoaHbe,
!lTo6b1 HOYb Mo3abbiaack ckophit
Maoway pbawuxp cBoux®s ¢oHapel,
3a yraoms,
Kakb nokuHyTbi n0M®b...
[lo3abbinack 110 THXHMB CTOJIOBLIMD,
Haap to601w0, BB AHAOBOMD...
Uto61 €O cKaTepTH TpemeTHHIA KPyrb
He cnyckanb CBQHXB XCATHIXD Pa3MHTIH,
M mepuaHbs 3aMenseHHbIXD DYKb
Passoauan tamb cHphis HUTH,
M yto6Bb Thi pasHHMana Cb TOCKOMH
DT HUTH OAHY 32 ApYyroH,
Pasuumana u nocas kay6uaa,
M cupenesolt phavio uraa
3a Mepuapuiet HHTBIO Xoauaa...
A notoMb, paBHogywHo cBbraa,
Cb THXHMDB CKPHIIOMB COJOMEHHBIXH M1€Telb,
BepewauBo NpoCThiHH CKONMOBD,
Tamb 3acryna u Thi, Jlo6poabrens,
Mexay nyTaHHO-HBXKHBIXD MOTKOB®...
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VIRTUE

THE WORK BASKET

Meditations have words that are soundless;
How I love to seek them in the silence!
It is necessary only that,
black and lifeless,
Night should forget itself more fully,
Night should forget itself faster
Among its sparse street lights,
Round the corner
Like a forsaken house...
Should forget itself among the quiet dining
Rooms above you, in the lilac-colored...
That from the tablecloth the trembling
Circle should not let down its yellow
Overflows, and gleamings of slowed hands
Should separate gray threads there,
And that you with anguish should separate
These threads one after the other, should
Separate and afterwards roll them up,
And with lilac openness the needle
Should go after the shining thread...
And then, unconcernedly bright,
With the quiet squeaking of straw
Hinges, carefully pinning the sheets,
There you too, Virtue, should fall sleep
Between confusedly tender skeins...
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2.

CTPY4 PE3EIH B'b TEMHOML BAI'OHT.

Dors, dors, mon enfant!

He 6yan ero b Tyckayio paHb,
[MToubayems npemory corpbit...
Ho cama -— Bcs npoxaiias — BCTaHb:
Toi oana, T uapums... Ho cxopbit!
Ias Te67 OXHBHAD R MeuTy,
W MuHYTH es Ha cyerty...
Taxn 6e33pyyHa, YepHa H Tenna
Pe3enol HanoedHas Mraa...
B1 roay6uxb ¢doHapaxs,
Mextb auctoBs, Ha BLTBAXD,
Be3t yncaa
BockoBbifi CiHHBA MABLIBYTD.
N BB cany,
Kaks BB Gpeny
Kpusaurame usbryvs...
Bce, uTo Moxewb Thi Ta M'b, BCe Thi cMbells Teneps
Hir monb6amp, HH ynpekams He BEpb!

[Toxa cBbuu RALBYTD
M neBkon xupyrs,
lloka aniwnts BO cRb pesena —
3nbcb MM Mykb, HH rpbxa, HH CTHOA...
T GoHlbCs Bb KPOBH
CBOHXB XONEHHXD HOCb,
W 3a 6banilt BEHOKD
Br Gesnopaaxb kocwi?..
O, monun! He 3osu!
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2
A CURRENT OF MIGNONETTE IN THE DARK CAR

Dors, dors, mon enfant!

Don’t disturb him in the dim early hours,
Warm his sleepiness with a kiss...
But yourself—all shivering, rise: You
Alone, you are ruling... But faster!
For you I animated a dream,
And its minutes are numbered...
The gloom so soundless, black and warm,
Is suffused with mignonette...
In the blue lights, among
The leaves, on the branches,
Without number
Wax glitterings are swimming.
And in the garden,
As if in a frenzy
The chrysanthemums are blooming...

.............

Everything you can do there, all you can dare now,
Believe neither in entreaties nor in reproaches!
While candles gutter
And gillyflowers live,
While in a dream mignonette breathes—
Here is neither torment, nor sin, nor shame...
You fear your wellgroomed
Feet in blood, and for
The white garland in
Your disordered plait?..
Oh, be silent! Don’t call!
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Kakb MuHyTH — yacn

He taumo#t n nhbxHolt kpachl.

. « . .+ . Ha sbresixy,

B donapaxs moropbaa meura
[ony6bixs KpH3aHTIMD...

Tol ouHewsbcs —- cBkka H uncTa,
M cosckMb... 0, coBchMmn!

Be3b cMateHvs Bb auuh,

Bb o6pyuanbHoMDd Koabub...

Crpbaka GyaeTb NOKaswblBaTh CCMb...
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Like minutes are the hours
Of unconcealed and tender beauty.
e . On the branches
The dream of blue chrysanthemums

Has burnt out in the lights...
You will wake, fresh and pure,

And quite so... Oh, quite so!

Without confusion in your face,
In your wedding ring...

The hand will show seven...
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KOHTPADGAKLIM,

BECHA.

Bb xuakoH 3apocan napka Gepesa xuia,

W yepna, H cyxa, Kakb YHbHIIOCTh...

Bb malickilt nongenb Tamb abBynika umsny cHaaa,
M koca y Hes pacnyCTHaach.

Ea muam#t nopbsann y3ophyio Ba3b,

N Ha BbTKY Gcpesn, cmbsce,

Onv usbtucrylo umsny Haabab.

310 Malt noarasatap

N nusnacs ¢b» coelt roay6oH BHCOTH,
Kakb Ha meptBOoHt Gepesb u spkn usbrn.

OCEHD.
M Bcio HOub TaMDb no MbcAny ABMBI BHJAHCh,
M Bco HOub KTO-TO MAAOCTHO-4YTKil
Ha ckambb Tamb mpeMann, yXxoZs Bb KOTENOKD.
A kb pa3csbry, Bb MONOYHOMD TyMaHt MOBHCH
Ha 6epesb uckpupaeHHO-xyTKil
M myunteabHo-uepHbH# CTpy4OK®D,
UyTb NOHMXe pacTpeflaHHbHXb rab3ns,
A nnanHofl — BB uenopbueckift pocrs...
M rasabaa cv comubuiemb npdcuub
Ha poauBuryio noaanioio OceHb.
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COUNTERFEITS

SPRING

A birch tree lived in the park’s scanty brushwood,
As dark and dry as dejection...
In a May noon there a girl took off her hat,
And her plait fell loose. Her dear one
Completed the patterned open-work
By laughingly hanging the floral
Hat on a branch of the birch.
May spied this
And from its blue height wondered how
There were bright flowers on the dead birch.

.......

And all night there hazes meandered across the moon,
And all night someone pitifully sensitive dozed

On the seat there, his derby hat pulled down low.
And towards daybreak, in the milky fog

There was hanging on the birch a

Twistedly horrible and torturingly

Black pod, slightly below the disheveled

Nests, and as long as a man’s height...

And the bluishness looked doubtingly

At late Autumn, which had given birth.

80



CKAAAEHb POMAHTUYECKIN,

I.
HEBO 3BB3JIAMI1 B, TVMAHE..

Hedo 3pbinamu Bb Tymanb ne pacusbrures,
Pob6kill Beyepl HX'b CEroaHf HE 3axerb...
TobKO TOMHBLIH NO OKHAMD €AKH CBBTATCH,
Jla kpyxacs 3aMeraerb Hacb CHb¥OK®B.

Mbxb pbchuub TBONXD NYLIWHKH 3aKHAABLIf
He naioTh Te6t BB raasza Mou cMoTphTh,
CaMu cae3pl, TONbKO CEepAlia He CHrasuwlig,
Camu 38532bl, HO yctaBwis rophTb...

310 Hxb M006BH Oe3yMHOW 06HROMO
[IpoTuB® BOMH TBOH 3BH3Rbl 3aMMTHI...
M MyunTenbHo cHbMHHKAMD a8 3aBHAYIO,
[ToToMy 4TO MMH NAayellb. Thi...

2.

MHJI A S

wMuaas, munan, rab-xn Th 6uiaa

Houvto, Bb Takylo MeTeaHuy?“

~— ['opio H Houblo nopora cBbiaa,
Kb abaxt xoamuna Ha meabHUUY. —

,Munas, muaan, s He noHmy
Phusnt ¢b CAOBAMHM [IPHTBOPHBIMH...
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ROMANTIC DIPTYCH

1
THE SKY IS NOT BLOSSOMING...

The sky is not blossoming with stars in the fog, the
Timid evening has not kindled them today... Only the
Languid fir trees are gleaming through the windows,
And the whirling light snow is covering us.

The snowflakes showered on the fur of your
Eyelashes will not let you look into my eyes;

Like tears, but not burning up my heart,

Like stars, but such as have grown tired of shining...

Your stars are flooded against their will
With the mad hurt of their love...

And I painfully envy the snowflakes
Because it is with them that you are crying...

2
MY DARLING
“My darling, my darling, where have you
Been at night, in such a snowstorm?”
—*“To grief, even at night the road is
Bright; I went to the Old One at the mill.”

“My darling, my darling, I don’t understand
A speech with false words...
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Cp ybMBb-i#e Tbl HOYBIO XOAHAA Kb HeMy?“
— Cb ubMb 7 xonuaa? [a cb 3epHaMH., —

»MHA28, MHJAak, 3€PHA-TO YbH-KDB?

KuTta 7 HblHYe He KaluHWBarbL!*

— 3epHa-To ubH, roBopHIbL? [/la TBOH-XKb...
Bnpouem®b, X03fiHHD He CNpAlIHBafb... -—

~Munan, munas, rab-xe Myka?

Kyab-to, uTo 6biAb MOAD NMepeNHHKOMDB?*
— Y koneca, rab Boaa ray6oka...
JIbicuill ceronHs ¢b HacABAHHKOM®...

JIBA TIAPYCA JIOOKU OIOHOI.

HasucHers aH naameHHnH anoH,
Hab nbHACL pacxonsTcs BOAHM,
JBa napyca noaku oaHoH,
OIHUMD H ObIXaBbeMD Mbl MOAHbLI.

Hamb 6yps kenaHbs cadaa,
Mbr cBHTH 6e3yMHBIMH CHaMH,
Ho moaua cyab6a Mexay Hamu
Yepry HaBceraa mposesaa.

M BB Houu Ge33sb3pgHAro iora,
Koraa Taks nNpHBOABLHO-TEMHO, —
Cropasi KOCHYTbCA RPYrb Ipyra
OxauumMb NapycaMb He RaHO...

82



With what did you go to him at night?”
—“With what did I go?”’—Why, with the grain,”

“My darling, my darling, whose grain?

I haven’t been harvesting barley lately!”
—“Whose grain, you ask?-Why, yours...
But the miller did not inquire...”

“My darling, my darling, where is the flour?
The sack that was under your apron?”
—*“At the wheel, where the water is deep...
The Bald One today has an heir...”

TWO SAILS OF THE ONE BOAT

Whether blazing heat hangs there
Or foaming waves dissolve, we
Are two sails of the one boat,
And filled with the one breath,

A tempest has merged our desgires,
We are wound round with insane
Dreams, but fate has silently
Drawn a line between us for ever.

And on a night of the starless south,
When it is so free and dark,

Only to sails is it not granted

To touch each other, buming...
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IB%E JIIOBBU.

C. B. ¢.-IlImelins.

Ectb 11060Bb, NOXOKAA HAa AbLIMD:

Ecan 1hcHO eft — oHa AypMaHHT®,

Hla#t e#t BonO -~ ¥ eq He CTaHETB...

BuTb Kakb AuMbB, — HO BBYHO MOJOABLIM®...

Ectb n1060Bb noxoxas Ha ThHb:

IlHeM®b y HOrp nexuTh — Te6b BHHMaeTs,
Houblo Takb HecanluHO OGHHMaeTd...

Buith Kakb THHb, HO BMbcTh HOYb H HeHb...

OPYT'OMY.

S1 uono6uab GesymHuH TBOH nopHB®,

Ho 6uite T060# H MHOM Henb3s e cpa3sy,
N pbmuxs cHoBb lepdrandu packpuiBsb,
Y3opHylo nHILy £ 4eTko (pasy.

PHrypHO TaMb OTOGpA3HACHA CTPaxb,

M xakp Tocka Gymary cepaua msia,

Ho no crpokaM®, Kakb NpH3pakb H4 NMHPAXb,
THHb aABHXeTcA Takb AbaanHO H BaANO.

TBOH MeUTH — M3HaAHW NO HOYaM®b,

W gynHuft BuXpb Bb cBepkaHiH pa3maxa
HMb BOAHB KOCH B3MeTaerb IO MAeYaMb...
Mo#t ayuywiHf coHb — 3a TKaHbio ARApOMaxa

Ha roaosb es swadonaxs,

M TOTb NPHKPLITH KOKCTAHBO MAATOYKOMD,
3aro nurab mo#t crporifl kapaHaaw®b

He ycrynaab cBouxdb co3Bydilt Toukam®.
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TWO LOVES
To 8. V. von Stein

There is a love like smoke: if cramped,
It stupefies; give it freedom, and

It will be gone... To be like

Smoke, but eternally youthful...

There is a love like shadow: by day it

Lies at your feet, it heeds you; at

Night it embraces you soundlessly...

To be like shadow, but together night and day...

TO ANOTHER

I fell in love with your insane impulse, but

It is impossible to be you and I all at once,

And having revealed the hieroglyphics of prophetic
Dreams, I write the patterned phrase legibly.

Fear is reflected ornamentally there, and

How anguish has crumpled the heart’s paper!

But along the lines, like a phantom at the

Feasts, a shadow moves 8o artificially and inertly.

Your reveries are Maenads in the night, and the
Lunar whirlwind in a sparkling sweep will fling

Up waves of tresses across their shoulders...

My best dream is Andromache at the spinning-wheel,

On her head is a quaint, high coiffure,
Covered coquettishly with a kerchief,
And still my austere pencil has nowhere
Yielded its harmonies to the full stops.
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Tt BeCb — OrOHb. M 33 KOCTPOMDB THl YHCTD.
Hcneneanuib, Ho He OCTaBHIIb NMATEHD,

M 6orb Th TaMb, rab A JHWB MOPATHCTD,
HenyxHbifl rocTb, HEN0BOKL H HeBHATEHD.

[Mpolayte roaa.. Buitb Moxers, Mbcaua...
Hab pawe nHH, — ¥ Mul coliaeMb Cb AOpoOrH:
Tw—Bb AenecTkaxbp Ayuucraro BbHua,

51 npocto Takb, 3aABHHYTLIH Ha APOTH.

Hanepexop®» 3aBuctausoft cyan6b

W numwmers y6oro-caaboayunoH,

Tol MaMATHHKD OCTABHIIb N0 cefb,
He3bi6nembuil, XoTb €A3A0CTHO - BO3AYIIHbIM. ..

Mo:#t MeuTn GeacabaHo MHHETD fAeHb.:.

Kaxp sHate? A Bapyrs, cb Aywol noasuxHEH Mops,
Ilpyroft no3ts eA noawOHTL ThHL

B HetpoHyTO-TOpXECTBEHHOMD yG6opb...

flomo6urs, H y3Haers, H nolimers

N ysunasb, uto ThHb NMpocHyJAach, AWUIHTD, —
Baarocnosutns HbMmoH es nosern

Cpean nwogell, kotopbie He CABLIATD...

flyctb TOAbKO-6bi BBb KpyXeHbH OMTIR

He Bhiwao Takb, YTO 3TOTH RYXD BAOGAEHHHH,
Mokt 6pate u Marb He oOkasaiacH £,

B1b HuutOWecTBb caerka aHub noaHoBAeHHLIf...

OHBb U 1.

JlaBHO MeXb AHCTbeBh HANHIHCH
Hctomod po3oBolt TiONbNAHMI,

Ho ctpactHo B» CyMpaunyio BhiCbh
Yxoauts pokoTh doprenbaHHbINA.
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You are all fire. And beyond the bonfire you are
Pure. You will reduce to ashes, but will not leave
Marks, and you are a god there, where I am only a
Moralist, a useless guest, awkward and inarticulate.

Years will pass... perhaps months...

Or even days, and we shall leave the road:
You, in the petals of a fragrant wreath;

I, simply pushed on to a hearse.

In spite of envious fate and
Wretchedlyfaint-hearted poverty,

You will leave a monument behind you,
Immovable, though sweetly airy...

The day of my dream will pass without a trace...
How to know? But what if, with a soul more lively
Than the sea, another poet will love her shadow

In the untouched, triumphant headdress?..

Will love, and recognize, and understand,
And seeing that the shadow has awakened
And is breathing, will bless her silent
Flight among people who do not hear?..

Let it be only that in the wheeling of existence it
Should not turn out so, that this enamored spirit,
My brother and magician, should not prove to be /,
Only slightly renewed in insignificance...

HE AND 1

Among their leaves long ago the tulips
Were filled with pink lassitude, but
The sound of a piano is passionately
Departing to the gloomy summit.
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M Myka TaMmb HAB TOpXecTBO,
Pasobaauenve uap sarauka,

Ho Oub—unyell, a B — ero,
W BaMb CO3HaHBE 3TO CRAXKO.

A a nyuelt nHOH 3BB3am
WUy b coMHBHBH M TPEBOXHO,
A, kakp HacTpoHmMKb, BCE AAIH
lMepebupaio ocTopoxHO.

Temuters... Kownara nycra,

Cb TpyROMB A BCTIOMHHAIO YTO-TO,
U 6e3zorebTHa, XOTh 4MCTa,

3a HoToff ymHpaeTh HOTa.
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And torment is there or triumph,
Revelation or enigma, but He is

No one’s, and you are his, and the
Consciousness of this is sweet to you.

And I seek in doubt and in disquiet
The rays of another star,

I, like a tuner, run my fingers
Carefully over all the tonalities.

It is growing dark... The room

Is empty; with difficulty I recall
Something, and without answering,
Though clear, note after note dies away.
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PASMETAHHBIE JIUCTLL



SCATTERED LEAVES









HEBO3MOHXHO

Ecrb caosa. Hxp amixanbe —410 UBBTH:
Taxb-we abxHO u 6E10-TPEBOKHO;

Ho Mexb HuXb HHM nevannHbe HBTSH,
Hu nbxube 1e69, HEBO3IMOKHO.

He nosHas®b, a1 Bb Te6b yxb J0o6uas
OtH Bb 6apxaThb yineauie 3RyKH:
Mut aBasauce MepuaHbs MOTHAD
M cxBoab cympakpy 6babsiuia pyks...

Ho anwb b 6510Mb BEHUB KpH3AHTIM®B,
lepean nepsoH yrpo3oH aabeeHbs,
STHXD R 3, 3THXD 33, 3THXb 5 M B
Pa3sanuuth a1 cymbabp AyHOBeHbA.

M sanoMHuB®b, HeBbcTOH BB camy

Kakb Bp anpbat te6s pasy6panu,—

Y 3abutoft kanuTKH A Kuy,

[103BOHHTL KB CTOpOXAMB He nopa-au?..

Ecan cnoBo 3a caosoMb—uto uBkTH,
Ynanaern, 65aba TpeBOXHO,

He néyaabHHXD MeXb NaBIIMMH HETH,
Ho awo6ai0 4 0HO—HEeBO3MOXKHO.
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IMPOSSIBLE

There are words whose breath is like a flower:
So tender and whitely disquieting; but
Among them there is nothing sadder or
Tenderer than you, impossible,

Without knowing you, I had already loved
In you those sounds sunk into velvet:

The shining of graves appeared to me and,
Through the gloom, hands showing white...

But only in the white garland of chrysanthemums,
Before the first threat of oblivion, was I

Able to distinguish the breathings of these

Ems, of these esses, of these ells.

And remembering how in April they
Adomed you as a bride in the garden,
I wait at the nailed-up gate; is it

Not time to ring for the watchmen?..

If word after word that is like a flower is

Falling, disquietingly turning white, there
Is none among the fallen ones who is not

Sad, but I love only: impossible.
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CECTPD.

A. H. Annenckoli.

Beuepb. 3eaenasn abrckas

Cb HH3KHMB e TOTONKOMB,
CkyyHas KHura HbMelukas,
HsHH Bb OYKaXb M Cb UYAKOME.

Xeatul, Bb neileBOMb H3MaHIH,
Byato s BMXKYy poMaHb...

Jdaxe npoueas 6n Ha3zBaHie,
Ecau-6b He 3TOTh TyMaHb.

Bol eute 61 AniHoto,

Cp pososoH nyvolt Bb odaxs,

Bb naatbt ¢b GoasiwoH neaepuHoiw,
Cp chpbiMb NIATKOML HA MA€YAXD...

Bb ctyanh yronas xonbHamu,
Bsopa s c¢» Bacp ne cBonmab,
HbXHbiA, Cb TOHKHMH BeHamH,
Pykn s Bawu nio6uasb.

CnoBb HENOHATHBIXD TeyeHie
Botio mut MysbikoHl chepwb...
i ab oxuaans croakHomeHis
Bawuxb 0COGEHHBIXD p...

B mbanoMb noacsbuHukd canbRas
CBbuyKa y HAHH NIBIBETD...

Munoe, Tuxo-neyansHoe,

Bce 3t0 BL cepaub kuBeTs...
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TO MY SISTER
To A. N. Annenskaya

Evening. The green nursery with
Its low ceiling, the boring
German book, Nurse in
Spectacles, with her stocking.

It is as though I could see the
Novel—yellow, in a cheap
Edition... ] might even read the
Title if it were not for this fog.

You were still Alina, with a pink
Musing in your eyes, in a dress
With a large cape, and with a gray
Shawl over your shoulders...

Squatting on my knees in a chair,
I did not take my eyes off you;

I loved your gentle hands

With their fine veins.

The stream of incomprehensible
Words was music of the spheres
To me... where I awaited the
Shock of your special 7’s...

In the copper candlestick Nurse’s
Tallow candle is guttering...

Dear to me, quietly sad, all

This lives on in my heart...
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3ALBEHIE.

HepacubiacHrms 3peHbs,
Heocunennas thub,—

W 3a6seHbe, HO 3a6BeHbe,
Kakb ocenuift marxil neus,

Kakb noaysus coasue Bb xpamb
CkBo3b y30pb cTekna usbrHol,—
Cp 3aMeTCHHOIO JHCTaMH,

Ho ropautelo soanoH...

Hamb—ynpexu, HaMb—ycTanoctb,
A oHo yMlgeTh, KaKb IbiMb,
Tlepexuto, HO ocTaroch

Ha noprpert Monoibims,

CTAHCH HO4YN.
0. I1. Xmapa-Bapujesckoit,

Mewb thHell noracau conHua nATHa
Ha neckb Bb 3arpesusiueMsb cany.
Bce Bb Te6b Takb cxaaxo-HenoHATHO,
Ho Ttsoe 3amomMHua®b #: ,npuay“

Yeprbift AbiMDb, HO TH Bo3AywHBH ubiMa,
T wbaubl nywuHoks y amucra,

S1 He 3Halo, kBMDB, HO TH MIOGHMA,

I He 3Hal0, YbA Th, HO MeuTa.

3a To6oH BB NYCTHHHBIE MOKOM
He coftaytn anmasHbie orum,

Ins Te6s AyWIHCTBIE JEBKOH
3nbch KOBPOMT pacKHHY.JTHCh OIHH,
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OBLIVION

Links not unchained,
Unsubdued shadow—

And oblivion, but oblivion
Like a soft autumn day,

Like noon’s sun in a temple
Through the colored pattern of
The glass, with a wave covered
With leaves, but burning...

To us—reproaches; to us—
Weariness; but oblivion will
Depart like smoke, outlived, yet
Remaining young in the portrait.

STANZAS OF NIGHT
To O. P. Khmara-Barshchevskaya

Among the shadows the spots of sunlight are
Extinguished on the sand in the garden that has

Begun to dream. Everything in you is so sweetly
Incomprehensible, but I remember your: “I will come.”

Black smoke, but you are airier than smoke,
You are tenderer than the down of a leaf;

I do not know by whom, but you are loved,
I do not know whose, but you are a dream.

Diamond fires will not descend past
You into deserted reposes. For you
Only the fragrant gillyflowers

Are spread out in a carpet.

91



JTy HOub 51 MOMHIO BB AaBHeH rpesb,
Ho He st ToMMACS H Keaans:

CkBo3b (oHapb, 3a6biTult Ha 6cpest,
Tanu# BOCKD M NMAaKAA® H NbIAAND.

MBCALD.

Sunt mihi bis septem...

K10 cuabnbe MeHs—nXb H cBartal...
HcroMBanCcL —H Bce He CIUAHCH:
3ToTH CyMpakb rony6oBaThifi

M 6baecas BbICh...

Store MapToBckill koaowift BO3AYyXb
Cb 336koH HOubIO Ha TanoMDb CHbBry
Bb ene TpomyThix® 3enesbio 3BBanaxm
Sl cAuBaw p CAMTL He MOrY...

Y¥Kb He TH-Ab H Koaayellb, memymuun,
T, KOMY OCTanbHbieé HEHYXHU,

Hxb He TBOM-1M passens u yiuepGn,
Ha roptaoms natab kearocepns,

Toi, ckutanens Hebech npasgHocyMuiH,
Cv uponuueckol aymoH?..

TOCKA MEIJIEHHHXL KAIEJIb.

O kanan Bb» HounoH THWHHE,
JlpemoTHaro ayxa TpeutoTka:

Ipoxa HabyxawoTb OHb

H napaiore mMbpHO u uerko.
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I remember this night in a long-past dream,
But it was not I who pined and longed:
Through the lantern forgotten on the birch
Tree, the melting wax both wept and blazed.

THE MOON
Sunt mihi bis septem...

Those who are stronger than I-try to
Unite them... They are exhausted
And still have not merged: this
Bluish dusk and whitish summit...

I am merging and cannot merge this
Piercing March air with the chilly
Night on the thawing snow in the
Stars scarcely touched by green...

Aren't you really spellbinding, pearly
One, you who have no need of the rest?

Didn't your waning separate them,
Yellow-sickle on the burnt-out spot,

You, empty-pouched wanderer of the
Skies, with your ironical musing?..
ANGUISH OF THE SLOW DROPS
O drops in the stillness of

Night, rattle of the drowsy

Spirit: trembling, they swell

And fall evenly and precisely.
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B1b HeaBHXHO-6e3COHHOH HOuM
Hxb n83ra He KAaTh HE MOry sf:
dutuap oauHokol cBbum
MuraeTs H mBIETH TOCKYA.

M MHuTCH, 7 DOMKEHD TafACh

Ha ctpanHoM® mpHcyTcTBOBaTh 6paksk,
[Nonasb Ge3HamexHYIO CBA3b

Jsyxt Talowuxsb kusHet Bo mpakb.

* TPHHAIIIATL CTPOK'DL.

d xorbab 6bl A106HTH 06aaka

Ha sapb... Ho mMub ropeks HX® RbiMb:
Takb HeBoas Torna MHb TAXKa,

Takb 2 MOMHIO, YTO GLIID MOJOLLIMb.

Sl mo6uTb-6b1 HXDB Bevepdb Xorbas,
Koraa paba TaM®b racHyrb ayuH,

Ho orb xeptsbl HXB PO30BBXD ThAb
Toabko nenesb MHb cHMTCR Bb HOYH.

Sl 1106110 TOAbKO HOYb M UBBTH

Bb xpycrans, rab apobarca oruu,—
MotoMy uto yrbxoH Meutnt

Bb xpycrant ymupawoTs OHH...
MMoroMy uto—uBbTH 3TO TH.

OPIAHIA.

Hu 6610l nep3octbio nasarb Ha BLICOTAaX®D,
Cb opaaMH fpKHMH Bb Y30pPHBXDB BOPOTaxb,
Hu xeHckol npuxoTblo apabekuxp ouepraHilt
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In the stirlegs-sleepless night

I cannot help waiting for their
Clang; the lonely candle’s wick
Winks and flares up, grieving.

And it seems that, hiding, I must
Attend at a strange marriage,
Understanding the hopeless union
Of two lives dwindling in the gloom.

THIRTEEN LINES

I wish I could love the clouds at

Daybreak... but their haze is bitter

To me: my bondage then weighs so heavily on
Me, I remember so much that I was young once.

I wish I could love their evening, when
Reddening there the rays are extinguished,
But of the sacrifice of their rosy bodies

I dream only of the ash in the night.

I love only night and the flowers

In the crystal vase, where fires break
Up-because they die in the crystal
As the consolation of a dream...
Because the flowers—are you.

ORIANDA
Neither with the white boldness of palaces on the
Heights, with striking eagles on the patterned gates,

Nor with the feminine caprice of Arabian designs
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Ile mMorb Gbt cepaua s aeabste HeycTraHHBH.

Ho Bb nathaxb po3oBbXb MO CHAY3TaMDb CKalb
HanpacHo s aywH, cBoed AyLIH HCKadb...

Sl cb Helo BCTpBTHACA BB KAPTHHHOMD 34nyCTBHbH
Cropbsuwaro asopua—rab HbxHoe usbreHbe
BBkHTD 110 MpamMopy pa3OHTHIXB CcTyneH¢H,

Fat Bb noanens crapuift canb uevanphbit v TemubH,
A cHHie ayyu cTpysATCA HeBO3GpaHHO

[To GnexknocTH NaHHO H 3a6biThbi0 (OHTAHA.

Sl 6yaro uyscTBOBa/iB, YTO TaMb ee HaHay,

Cb KocMaThiMb nebeneMdb Hrpawiuefl BB npyay,

M uro noabaumca Mbl BETXOIO CKaMbelo

Bausb KopHa AepeBa, uTo noaHaaca 3mbeio,
Joporot Ha ckxaay, ras rpesutnp Kpectb autoH
Haab npocebraeHHol0 cTpagaHbeMb KpacoTol.

JIPEMOTHOCTL.

COHETD.

Bb rpo3apaxb po30BO-THJAOBHIXD
bBe3syxannaa cupenb

B1b 310TH AymIHO-MArKiA AeHb
HenoaBuxHa, KaKb Bb OKOBaXb.

CoaHua ubts, HO ¢b ThHBIO THHB
Bb coyeraHbixp BBYHO HOBHIXB,

HH1tb aoxad, a cre3b roroBuiXb

PBxu—TONbKO NHTBCA AbHB.

[Monycons, noaycosnaHbe,
I'pycts, HO 6€3b BOCTIOMHHAHbLA,
N Bcemy npoctuts aywa.,.
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Could I more tirelessly indulge my heart.

But in vain I have sought a soul, my own

Soul, in the pink patches among the rocks’
Silhouettes... I met it in the picturesque

Desolation of a burnt-down palace, where

Tender flowering ran across the marble of

Broken steps, where at midday the old garden

Was sadder and darker and blue rays stream
Unhindered over the fading of panels and the
Fountain’s drowsiness. I felt as though I should
Find it there, playing in the pond with a bedraggled
Swan, and that we should share the dilapidated bench
Near the roots of a tree growing like a serpent,

On the road to the cliff where a cast cross

Dreams over beauty made bright through suffering.

DROWSINESS
Sonnet

In pink-iolet clusters the
Scentless lilac on this
Sultry-soft day is
Motionless, as if in fetters.

No sun, but shadow with shadow
Is in eternally new combinations;
No rain, but rivers of ready tears—
But they are too lazy to flow.

Half-sleep, half-consciousness,
Sadness, but without recollection,

And my soul forgives everything...
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A JOHHBb-TH XO0M0Ab PAaHHTH,
Markift noxankd He cnbina
Takb GeawymHo 6apaGaHuT®.

HEPBLI.

MVITACTHHRA IS TPAMMO®OHA.

Kakb 3Ta yauua nblabHa, packasenal
Y1o 3a mevasawnas, o [ocnozu, cochal
BankoHb noab kpbilero. XeHa MoTaerh rapycs.
Mywx® Takb cHauTb. 3a HHMH XOJCTb, KaKb Napych.
Hanb camolt kaymGoukolf npHiamedns HXb 6aNKOHDB.
»1bl AyMaellb—HE OHb.. A €CITH OHDB?
Bce paxern, Boxe mofl... [NocyauMi XoTb HeMHOXKo...*
..Mopowxra, seoda, mopowral..
»BOTb TOALKO-6bI CNYCTHTL JHAQBYIO TCTPadb?“
- ,4To, 6apbiHs, WNHHATY 6yaeMb Gpath?’
— Boabmute, Annywkal—

»da TaMb ewe Ha cThukb
Buaan® 3anmucky f, Takb...“

..Xopowu zpebanxu!
»A... 1OYTALOHD HAETD... [leTpoBbiMb NHceMb HBETB?Y
-— Koppecnonaenuin ogna razera Cebrp.—
»Hy uto-%? ycrponna?“— Cnannaa noib NAMTO0.—
»HeocMoTpuTensHOCTbL Kakas!.. [lepeas TOMO?
A A TyTh Takb phbukab: cnepsa coobpaxy,
W yxb notoms 1e6b Bch dakrol uatoxy...
Le 4ero y Hacbh 3aKOHONATHTb HBTB-AH?*
— f1 Bce coxrna.— B3l0XHYBb, CYHTAeTh MOAYA NETAM...
yHe 3ambuana Tbi: ceroaHs MHMoO Hach
Kakoli:to rocnoanns npoxoauts tpetifft pasn?#
— Ila Man0-Ab XOAHTH HXb...—

»Ho 3T0Tb niers, puiluers,
N no raazamb 3aMBTHO, YTO OHB CHILIHKBY...
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But whether or not the harassing cold
Has inflicted its wounds, the unhurried
Light rain is so noiselessly drumming.

NERVES
Record for the Gramophone

How dusty and red hot this street is!
O Lord, what a sad pine tree!
The balcony is under a roof, The wife is winding yarn.
The husband is just sitting. Behind them is canvas like a sail.
Their balcony is built over the very flower bed.
“You think it’s not he... But if it is?”
Good heavens, she keeps on knitting... “Let’s consider a little...”
...Cloudberries, berries, cloudberries!
“Then, if we could only get rid of the lilaccolored copybook?”
—“Ma’am, should we buy some spinach?”
—“Buy some, Annushka!..—
“And I also saw
A note on the wall there, s0...”
...Good combs!

“But here comes the postman... No letters for Petrov?”
—“The only mail was the newspaper The World.”—
“Well, what then? Have you fixed it?”"—*[ burnt it in the stove.”—
“What carelessness!.. In front of her? But here I've
Decided it like this: first I'll think it over,
And later I'll place all the facts before you...
Have we something else we ought to slip out of sight?”
—“I've burnt everything.”—Sighing, she silently counts
The stitches... “Haven’t you noticed: for the third
Time today some gentleman has been going past us?”
—“But don't quite a few walk past?”...—

“But this one searches and scours about,
And you can see from his eyes that he’s a detective...”
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—- Ucro-wb y Hach uckatb-to? Boxe Mmofil —

.A Baca-to 3aubMb He couluteTcs noMoit?«

— ,TaMDb Kb GapHHY MpHLIEIb 33 NAYNOPTAMH ABOPHHUKDL®.

»,Ko mHb npuulens?!. A acHb KakoH?®— ABTOpHHKBY.

»He Boifigetb-au kb Hemy, Mofl npyrs! 51 HesmopoBb“...
.Jlanowwoss cemucuxs. 1aHONUIO8S!

» Hy uto? Kakb ¢1 apopuuxoms? Exy 6ut xoTh pubanuts!®
—Bo1b B3nOpb Kakofl. 3a uto we?—
..bpumss npasems...
»IIpHcanb-xke Tbl criiokodno! Kuch-kHcb-KiCb...”
—Ax®D, npaso, weasb-6l TH N0 BO3AYXY HPOHTHCH!
Wab Tbl BooGpasnab, 4To MHB TaKb CAAZKO MAATHCH...-—
WSuya cemorcia, suga!
Huuexs cemacenvruxs?..
Ho Bulauaach W 3106a...
Pa3scbancp no yraam® M naauytsb o6a...
Kakbp atu yauua nblabHa, packaneHa!
UYro 3a neyaabhas, o [ocnoan, cocua!

BECEHHII POMAHC'b.

Ewe He uapcrayerp pbka,

Ho cunilt neab oHa ywb TOMUTSH;

Ewe He TaloTb 06aaKa,

Ho cubxHbil Ky6oKD CONHUEMD HONMHTD...

Yepesbr NpPHTBOPERHYIO ABEPH

Tol cepaue weaecToMd TPEBOXHILb...
Eie He mobuwb Thi, HO Bbpb:

He noniobuth yxe He MOXetwb ..

96



—“What have we got that has to be searchcd? Good heavens!”
—“And why doesn’t Vasia find his way home?”
—“The house porter has come to the master to get the passports.”
—“Come to me! What day is it?”—*It’s Tuesday.”
—“Wouldn't you like to go to him, my friend? I am unwell...”
...Fresh lilies of the valley, lilies of the valley!
“Well what? What happened about the house porter? Shouldn’t we
pay him a bit more?”—“But what nonsense! What for?”—
...Any razors to sharpen?
“Sit down quietly. Puss, puss, puss...”
—“Ah, really, you’d better go and get some fresh air!
Or do you imagine that it’s pleasant for me to suffer?..”—
...Fresh eggs, eggs!
Nice fresh eggs?
But their bad temper has poured out and gone...
They sit in opposite corners and both weep...
How dusty and red hot this street is!
O Lord, what a sad pine tree!

SPRING SONG

The river still does not reign, but it

Is already melting the blue ice; the clouds
Are still not dispersing, but the snowy
Goblet has been drained by the sun...

You make your heart anxious with a rustling
Through a half closed door... You are

Still not in love, but you may be sure, you
Already cannot help falling in love...
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OCEHHIIT POMAHCb.

Fnaxy Ha Tebs paBHOAYIIHO,
A Bb cepauk TockH He yHmy...
CeronHs TOMHTE.IBHO AYILHO,
Ho connue Tantcs BB AbiMY.

S 3Haw, uTOo COHB 5 Jeakio,—

Ho sbpeHb X0Thb CHaMB £, — a TbI?..
HenyxHolo wepreofi BB aaneo
MManyTs ymHpas aucrhl...

Cyab6a nacwe csomuna cabnas:

Borb 3HaeTh, MBI CBHIHMCA-/b T aM b...
Ho smaews?.. He cmblca, crynas
BecHoo no mMepTBHIMB AMCTaMB!

CPEJI} MIPOB'B.

CpenH MipoBb, Bb MeplaHiH cBbTHAB
Onnolt 3pt3nsl 1 NOBTOPAID HMA...

He noromy, uto6® s Ee mo6uns,

A nortomy, YTO fi TUMIIOCb Cb APYTHMH.

H ecin mub comubHbe Tsweno,—

f1 y Hea onuoli momo oTshra,

He nortomy, uto ote Hes csbmio,

A noromy, uro cb Helt we napo cabra.

MIPAMH.

To noayaus naaMeHb cuHiH,
To paacsbra naameHb annifl,
fl-ab ycTan®s orTb ueTKHXB AHHIM,
ConHue-sb camoe ycrano...
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AUTUMN SONG

I look at you with indifference, and I
Can't soothe the anguish in my heart...
Today it is wearisomely oppressive,
But the sun has hidden in haze.

1 know that [ cherish a dream, yet at
Least I am faithful to dreams—but you?
The dying leaves will fall into the
Avenue as a useless sacrifice...

Blind fate threw us together: God knows
Whether we shall see each other

There... But do you know?.. Don’t

Laugh, stepping on the dead leaves in spring!

AMONG THE WORLDS

Among the worlds, in the stars’ twinkling
I repeat one Star’s name...

Not because I would love Her,

But because with others I pine away.

And if doubt weighs heavily on me,

I entreat an answer from Her alone...
Not because brightness comes from Her,
But because with Her no light is needed.

MIRAGES

First the blue of noon’s flames,
Then the scarlet of daybreak’s
Flames; am ] tired of the clear-cut
Lines, is the sun itself tired?
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Ho upe3n noaors temMHO.IHCTLIH
Sl moxaych Apyroro coasua,
Lipbra Ma1bBb 3010THCTOH,
Hau poawl u yepsoHua.

Byzers B3opamb Takb npiatHo
Ytonate Bb cHTAXD 3€1€HBLIXD,
A noToMB Ha TEMHBIXB KIeHaXb
3awurath uBbTHbIA NATHA.

[ycTb MHPaXHAro KpymeHbs
Uepesb MHI'B NMOTACHYTBH CBBIM...
[Mycte 7 — pamocTe OTpaxeHbs,
Ho He To-ab 1 Bb, NO3TH?

I"'APMOHIAIL.

Bt tyvanb BoAHBD H 6pbiari cepeGpa
KU creprhin aManeBbin KPackH...

A Takb M06110 OCeHHiIA yTpa

3a wbxHYI0O HeBO3BPAaTHMOCTb JacKh!

U ntuy 7 mo6mo Ha Gepery,

Korna ona 6bakern Geamokofino...

A wanHo 3abck, nokyaa He6o 3HOMHO,
Ocraroks aEef TymaHHbXb Gepery.

A rab-T0 TaMB MATYTCR Cpeiab OrHS
Takia w®s 2, 6e3b cuera ¥ Ha3BaHbA,
M ybe-ro monomoe 3a Mens
Konuaerca b Tockb cyuiectBoBanbe...
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But through the dark-eafed canopy
I await another sun, the

Color of the golden hollyhock,

Or of the rose and the gold ducat.

It will be so pleasant to

The eyes to sink in green nets,
And then to kindle colored
Spots on the dark maples.

Even if the lights of the mirage’s wheeling
Should be extinguished in a moment...
Even if I am the joy of reflections,

Are you not also the same, poets?

HARMONY

In the waves’ mist are both splashes of
Silver and washed-out enameled colors...
I so love the autumn mornings for the
Tender irrevocableness of their caress!

And I love the foam on the shore
When it restlessly shows white...
Here, while the sky is hot, I greedily
Preserve the remaining misty days.

And somewhere there amid the fire there
Toss many such an /, uncounted and
Nameless, and in place of me, someone’s
Young existence ends in anguish...
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BTOPOU MYUUTEJILHLII COHET 1.

Buxpr MyTHaro HeHactbs
Taltuy 6baywo xpauars...
Konoxonbunky 3anactbs

To yMOAKHYTB, TO 3BEHATD...

Yxacy KpaneHaro cyacTbsi—
I'y6b XonomHBXB MEXB H fALD,
Kazno neio f, Becb 06BATDH
Jluxopaakol cnamocTpactss.

310Tb COHDb, Chaam mraa,
Toi omHa co3aars Moraa,
Chbra ckpunb, MenbkaHbe ThHH,

Ha crexnt ysopv kypewil,
H co3ssyuyse u3b Tenna,
Fy6b, n mbxa, u cHpeHH...

BABOYKA TASA.

Ckaxure, 4Té CTANn0Ch CO MROH?

Yrto cepaue Takb apKo 3a6HAOCH?
Kakoe Gesymbe BONHOH

CKBO3b KaMeHb MPHBBLIYKH MPOGHIOCH?

Bb Hemb cuaa HAb MyKa Mo,

Bb BOMHEHbH He YYBCTBYIO Cpasy:
Cb MepUaoIUHXD CTPOKD ObiTist
Jlosmio s 3abumityio ¢pasy...

$oHapy cBOlt He BOAHTL-AH TaTh
Mo cxkonuuly AHTEPD YHHIAHXDB?
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SECOND TORTURING SONNET

Whirlwinds of turbid bad weather
Keep a white secret...

Bells of a bracelet will now

Fall silent, now ring...

Dread of stolen happiness—

The honey and poison of cold lips
I thirstily drink, all filled

With the fever of voluptuousness.

This dream, gray darkness, you
Alone were able to create,
Crunch of snow, gleam of shadow,

Smoky patterns on the pane,

And harmony from the warmth
Of lips, fur, and lilac.

BUTTERFLY OF THE GAS

Tell me, what has happened to me? Why
Has my heart begun to beat so ardently?
What wave of madness has forced its
Way through the stone of habit?

In my agitation I do not feel at once
Whether my strength or my torment is
In it: I catch a forgotten phrase from
The shimmering lines qf existence...

Does the thief not pass his lantern
Over the gathering of cheerless letters?
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Mub ¢dpasvi Heab3si He yHTAThH
Ho kb Hel s BepHYTbCA He BB CHAaXb...

He BcnbixHyTh et 6b0 He BB MOYb,
Ho Mpakb OHAa TOJABKO TPEBOKHTB:
Takb 6abouka rasa BCIO HOYb
JpoXHTDb, @ COPBATHCH HE MOWKETD...

PASJIVEKA.
MPEPHIBUCTLISI CTPOKH.

31010 GHITH HE MOWET®,
3T0—N0ANOr ...

JleHp Takb TAHYACA H AOKHTD,
Hab He N0WHBBL H3HEMOTH?..
J10r0 GBTH HE MOKETD...

Cb cambixb ThXb nopb

Bb ropab kakoit-To KOMOK®...
B3nops...

31010 6bLITH HE MOWKET,
3T10—noMN0rD...

Hy-cb, nposoauas Ha nobaas,
BepHyaca u solo, aa!
3abch 6baAb eA KoabyaThil moAcs,

Bpomka newanra—3sbana,

BtuHO OTKpHTasA cyMouka
be3p 3aMxa,

W, Takp 6e3KOHEYHO MArKa,

Bt npowuBkax®e KpacHas IyMOYKA...
3ans...

51 ubxHOe YTO-TO CKa3aa®s,

Cranu npowAaThes,

Bo3at vacosn, y crbHKH...
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I cannot help reading the phrase
But I am unable to return to it...

It could not help flashing out, but
The phrase only troubles the gloom:
Thus the butterfly of the gas trembles
All night, but cannot break loose...

PARTING
Interrupted Lines

This cannot be,
This is a forgery...
The day was so drawn out and lived to its end,
Or not lived through but exhausted?..
This cannot be...
From that very time there has been
Some kind of lump in my throat...
Nonsenge...
This cannot be,
This is a forgery...
Well, then, I saw her off on the train,
And returned and am solo, yes!
Her annulated belt was here,
Her brooch—a star—was lying,
The eternally open handbag
Without a clasp,
And, so infinitely soft,
The little red pillow with lace...
The waiting room...
I said something tender,
We began saying goodbye
Near the clock, by the wall...
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'y6ut He cMban pasxaTbes,
CkJeeHb. ..
O6a Mbl 6nnu paschbansl,
O6a Takie xonoaubie,
Mbr...
Manpuut en BB uepHoH mutenxdb
Toxe xoJo1HbIE...
.Hy, npoutalf, a0 3mums,
Tonbro He TOH, U He ApyroH,
Y He eme—nocab npyrof...
AA-wb, poporof,
Bbap He cBoGomHas®...
— 3Haw, yT0 TH —BDb 3acTbHKb...—
MMocat ona
lnakana tuxo y crbukm,
H crana GymaxHo-Grbana...
KoHuutb 6bi 3ayi0 Hrpy...
Yto-x1b 6bl elre?
Cy6bi xoThan a06uTh ropsvo,
A Ha Bb1py
Jlnwp yaAn6aanch TOCKAHBO...
Y10-10 Bb HHXDB GHJIO 3aCTHIIO,
Jaxe meptso...
locnoan, 8 4 He 3Halb, A0 4ero
OHa HekpacHBa...
Hy, caasa Bory, nyckaioTs camuthbC...
MoKphiMb NIAaTKOMB OCYLUAs JMUO,
Mut otnana oHa 3TO KOABLO...
Caunauch ele pashb XOJAOAHbIA AHLA,
Kakb BB 3a6biThH,—
H
Mob3aw eule cTORABD—
A y6bwans...
... Ho 3TOro 6biTh HE MOXETH,
3T0—NoANOr ...

101



Our lips did not dare to open,
Stuck together...
We were both absent-minded,
Both so cold,
We...
Her fingers were in a black mitten,
Also cold...
“Well, goodbye till the winter,
Only not this one, and not the next,
And not the one after the next...
You see, dear,
I am not free...”
—“I know you are in the torture chamber...”—
Afterwards
She wept quietly by the wall,
And became paper-white...
If this wicked game could be ended...
What else might there be?
My lips wanted to love ardently,
But in the wind
They only smiled miserably...
Something in them was frozen,
Even dead...
Lord, I hadn’t known
How plain she was...
But thank God, they were being allowed into their seats...
Drying her face with a wet kerchief,
She gave me back this ring...
Once more the cold faces merged,
As in unconsciousness,
And
The train still stood there—
I ran away...
...But this cannot be,
This is a forgery...
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JeHb HAM TOAD H YKb AOKHTH,
Hib He A0WHBD H3HEMOIB...
IT10r0 GbiTh HE MOXETb....

CANZONE.

Ecau-6b BAPYre OXHAa HeGHLlAHLA,
Ha okno a nocrasaio cebuy.
INpuxoau... Mut He 6ynemw abaurbes,
Bce ormate 1e6% cyactbe xouy!

Tol npujewb H Ha roAoCH nNevanu,
[Noromy urto cBbTaa n Hbxua,
[NotoMy uto Te6s o6birann

Mut Koraa-to cupeHb H ayHa.

Ho... 6uiBajoTs Takia MHHYTH,
Koraa crpauHo W nycro Bb rpyaM..
51 Taxen»—n ubMol u cormyTuift...
$1 xauy GbITb OAHHbB... YXOfHl..

JBIMBbI.
(3umHIl NOB3IE.)

Bbv 6baoMb noat 6biab neneabkul 6ann
THuu 6baH TaMb HBKHO-KeNaHHK,
YnouteabHbuil TaHels> CAHBAND,

H kaybuns, H ALIMHAD HXD BOJAHM.

YepenoHl, sacrunas mub gans,
[NpoHocuanch NASCyHbH MATEKHEOH,
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A day or a year is already lived through,
Or not living so long, is exhausted...
This cannot be...

CANZONE

If a tall story suddenly came to life, I
Would place a candle in the window. Come
In... We are not going to share, |

Want to give all happiness to you!

You will come even to a voice of
Sadness, because you are bright and
Tender, because the lilac and the
Moon once promised you to me.

But... there are certain moments when
It is terrible and empty in one’s breast...
I am oppressed—and silent and bowed...
I wish to be alone... Go dway!

SMOKE
(Winter Train)
In the white field was an ashy ball, the
Shadows there were tender and degired;
A ravishing dance merged and swirled
And laid smoke on their flounces.

In a turbulent sequence, screening the
Distance from me, the dancers flew past,
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M 6bi1a BBKOBas neyaib
Bb nbxHomb 1anub 6e3b My3bikit HbwHoM.

A BHH3Y COIpOraHbe H CIVKB

oBOpH.IH, YTO YKACH He NPOKITH;
I'pombixas ubnsmn, Heayrs

Tamp ckoBa1B-6b1 BO3IYIUHKIXD—HE MOXETD.

H 6b112-1b TAKD MOCTLLIA MMB CTENb,
Man myka kanpnaso-:kel1aHHa, —

To u abao werbsnylo ubns
3aatBaia o6opka BoJaHa.

IBTIL

Bul 32 MHOKW? §] rotoBb.
Harpbwui, 1aks oTBETHMD.
Hamb—ocTpors, Ho HMb— UBBTOB®D...
CoaHua, J10an, HawnmMb I1ETAMB!

Bb abrcTBb TOHbUIE XHM3HH HUTb,
JHH KOpOuYC BB 3Ty NOPY...
He cnbwurte uxb 6panuth,
Ho 6aayfite... 6e3b 3a3opy.

Bb HecyactHbl, ecid BaMmb
Henonstend abrckift Jeners,

BuispaTh monmorb—sT10 cpams,
lopwe—Bb nHTAXD BLI3BATH TpemeTs...

Ho 6e3BHHHBIXB 1bTCKHXB cIe3B
He oMHTb H NMOKASHLEMD,
MNotoMy uto BB HHXB XpHCTOCH,
Becb, co BchMb cBOHMB CltHbeMD.
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And there was an age-old sadness in
Their tender dance without tender music.

But below, a shudder and a banging
Proclaimed that the horror was not spent;
Lumbering with chains, Infirmity would
Fetter the airy ones there, but could not.

And was the steppe so hateful to them,
Or the torment so capriciously desired?—
Every now and then the flounce’s

Frill brughed against the iron chain.

CHILDREN

You have come for me? I am ready. We have
Transgressed, so we shall answer for it.

To us—jail, but to them —flowers...

Sun, O people, to our children!

In childhood the thread of life is thinner,
The days are shorter at this time...

Do not hasten to scold them,

But spoil them... without shame.

You are unfortunate if you do not understand
Their prattle; to provoke whispering is

A shame, yet it is even bitterer

To provoke trembling in children...

But the tears of innocent children
Cannot be washed away even with
Repentance, because Christ is in them,
Entirely, with all His radiance.
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Hy a 15, uro Tepnsars 6oab,
Y KOro Kakb HHTKH PYKH...
Jlioau! Bparsa! He 3a to-1b
M noko#l Haw® TOABKO BB MYKH...

MO TOCERA.
M. A. Kysmuny.

[Mycth TpaBm CMBHATCA HagL KaOHILEMD BOJHEHbLA,
KM nockoBoll BL rpoGy 3a6yaerca pyka,

Mub kaxercs, Mexd Bach oaHO HeaoyMbHbe

Bce Gyaers xutb Moe, oaHa mos Tocka...

Hb1b, He o Thxb, yBH! KOMY cTOAB HemocToHHoO,
PeBHHBO, GepeXHO ¥ CTPACTHO OBLIAL A MHAD...
O, cuna MoGHILHXD ¥ BB Mykb Taxs cnoxofina,
Y weHnckol HBWHOCTH 3aBHAHO MHOIO CHAb.

Jla ¥ npy yemb-6b 3abcr HenoymbHbE Oblin—
Jlio6oBb BBab cBbINad, OHa KpHCTandh, 36HPD...
Mos-%b Ge3nobas—aAPOKHTDb, Kakhb AOWARb Bb MHA5!
Eli—nupb orpaBnennniff, Mowennuyeckit nups!

Bt BbHkD H3B TPOHYTHIXDB, H3D BAHYIUHXD a3anilt
Co6panace nbts oHa... He cmonx®s u mepsuiHl CTHX®D.
Kakp manennkuxs abrelt y nelt mepesssany,

Caomanu pykH uMb H ocabmuau HX®.

OHa Geanonasn, y He#t ansd Bchbxb yaniGkH,
Ona nputBOpIuHua, ¥ Hell nopoym# BKycb—
Kavaern ubanH nens oHa nmycThis 3ni6xu

H obpasoks Bb yray—Cnagualwilt Incycs.,.
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Then what of those who suffer pain,
Whose arms are like threads?..
People! Brothers! Is that not why
Our rest too is only in suffering?..

MY ANGUISH
To M, A. Kuzmin

May the grass give way above the heathen temple

Of agitation and the waxen hand be forgotten in the

Grave; it seems to me that among you, only my bewilderment
Will always endure, only my Anguish...

No, not about those, alas! to whom so unworthily,
Jealously, cantiously and passionately I was dear...

Oh, even in torment the strength of the loving ones is so
Tranquil, so much strength is envied in woman's tenderness!

But there is no place here for bewilderments—

Love is so bright, it is crystal, ether...

But mine is loveless, and trembles like a horse in a
Lather! To it the feast is poisoned, a swindling feast!

In a garland of blighted, withering azaleas, it
Intended to sing... Even the first verse

Had not ceased, when they bound its little
Children, breaking their arms and blinding them.

It is sexless, it has smiles for everyone,

It is a sham, it has depraved taste; all

Day long it rocks empty cradles, and its

Little icon in the comner is Most Sweet Jesus...
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Sl BeiayMamTb ee—ii BCe-b OHa BHIbBHbe,
1 He awb6aw ee—u MHB OHa 6.1H3Ka;
Henoymbaas, moe Hezoymblibe,

Bceraa Bsecenas, ona mos Tocka.

12 HoaGps 1909 r. *)
Laperoe Ceo.

*) Mos Tocka— nocardKee cmuXomsopenie asmopa U 8KI10HERO 6B
KRU2Y ywce nocan ezo cMepmu. FH. ©. Anwnenckiii cxonuaascs 30 Hoabps
1909 200a 63 IlemepGypers, ewezanwo, y nodsm3da Llapcxkocessckazo
80K34.14.
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I invented it—and still it is always a
Vision, I do not love it—and it is close
To me; perplexed, and my bewilderment,
And always joyful, this is my Anguish.

12 November 1909*
Tsarskoe Selo

*My Anguish, the author’s last poem, was included in this book
after his death. L. F. A ky died suddenly on 30 November 1909 at the
entrance to the Tearskoe Selo railroad station in Petersburg.

Publisher
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