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Berpom onura,

JBJI0OM 00yTa

yJIMIIA CKOJIb3MUJIA.
Jlomazae Ha Kpyn
TPOXHYJIACH,

U cpazy

3a 3€BaKOl 3¢BaKa,
mTaHsl npumeamue Ky3Henkum Ki€munrb,
CTPYAMIINCH,

CMEX 3a3BCHEN U 3a3BsIKal:
- Jlomranp ynana!

- Ynamna momraas! -
Cwmesncs Ky3nenkui.
JInme ouH s

roJIOC CBOM HE BMELIMBAJ B BOU €MY.
Ilomomen

U BIKY

rjaasa JoIajguHbIC. ..
Vuna onpoKuHyacs,
TEYET M0-CBOEMY...
[Topomen u BUXKY -

3a KaIUIuIed Karinia
10 MOpJIe KaTUTCH,
MpSTYETCs B IIEPCTH...
U xakasg-to oOmas

ON BEING KIND TO
HORSES

Hooves drummed,
Seeming to say,
Clip,

Clop,

Crop,

Crap.

Drink with wind,

Shod in ice,

the street slipped.

The horse

Collapsed

On its cropper,

Crowds of gapers

Gathered, crowds

Of trousers coming to a crotch
on Kuznetsky Street.

Gathered in a seam,

Laughter tittered and spluttered.
"A horse down,

A horse has slipped,"

Snickered the whole Kuznetsky.
| alone

Failed to add my voice to its howl.
I went up

And saw

The horse'sgreat eyes...

The street upturned

And floating,

The way he saw it...
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3BEpHHAs TOCKa
IIJICIIA BBLIMJIACH U3 MCHS

Y pacIuibuiach B LIETECTE.

"Jlomanp, HE HAO.

Jlomanp, cinymaiire -

Yero Bbl JIyMaeTe, 4To Bbl CUX ILI011IE?
JleTouka,

BCE MBI HEMHOJKKO JIOIIAJIH,

Ka)KJIblii U3 HAC MMO-CBOEMY JIOIIas".
Mo3KeT OBITh,

- cTapas -

Y HE HYXKJIa71ach B HSHbKE,

MOJKET OBITh, U MBIC/IL €M MOS Ka3ajach IOIIIA,
TOJIBKO

JIoImIa b

pBaHyJach,

BCTaJia Ha HOTH,

pKaHysa

U TIOIIJIA.

XBOCTOM IIOMaxHBaa.

Peixuit peOeHoK.

IIpunura Becenas,

cTajia B CTOMJIO.

N BcE el ka3aaoch -

OHa JKepeOCHOK,

U CTOUJIO JKUTh,

U paboTaTh CTOMIIO.
1918

MOCJYIIAHWTE!
[Tocmymarire!
Benp, ecnu 3Be34b1 32KUTAIOT -
3HAUUT - 3TO KOMY-HUOYIb HY>KHO?
3HAYHT - KTO-TO XOYET, YTOOBI OHH ObLIN?
3HAYHT - KTO-TO HA3bIBACT 3TH IIJICBOUKHU
HKEMUYKMHON?
W, HanpeiBasich
B METEJISX TOJYICHHOU TBUTH,
BpbIBaeTcs K 60ry,
OoUTCS, YTO OIO31all,
IJI1aveT,
[EeTyeT eMY XIIHCTYIO PYKY,
MIPOCHT -
9100 00s3aTenbHO OblIa 3Be31al -
KJISTHETCS -
HE TIEpEHECET 3Ty 0€33BE3THYI0 MYKY!
A mocie
XOIUT TPEBOKHBIM,
HO CIIOKOMHBINA HApy>KHO.

| went up and saw

Tear after large tear
Dripping down his muzzle
And onto his coat...

And a moaning

And animal-like grief

Burst out in a flood,

And, rustling, spread.
"Horse, don't you cry.
Horse, listen.

What do you think! Are you worse than them?
My child, we are all

To some extent horses.

All of us have in us

Some of the horse."

The horse my have been old
And needed no nursing,
What | said might have seemed trite
But nevertheless

It lurched

To its feet,

Whinned and

Moved off again.

It went back to its stable,
Stood content in its stall.
And it thought it was

A young colt again,

That it is worthwile living
And it wasn't bad working.

Listen !
Listen,
if stars are lit
it means - there is someone who needs it.
It means - someone wants them to be,
that someone deems those specks of spit
magnificent.
And overwrought,
in the swirls of afternoon dust,
he bursts in on God,
afraid he might be already late.
In tears,
he kisses God's sinewy hand
and begs him to guarantee
that there will definitely be a star.
He swears
he won't be able to stand
that starless ordeal.
Later,
He wanders around, worried,



["'oBopuT KOMY-TO:

"Benp Teneps TeOe HUYET0?
He crpamno?

Ja?!"

[Tocnymaiire!

Benb, ecii 3Be3/161
32)KUTAIOT -

3HAYUT - 3TO KOMY-HUOYIb HY)KHO?
3HAYUT - ITO HEOOXOUMO,
YTOOBI KXl BEUep

HaJ KpbIIIaMu

3aropajiach XO0Th OJiHa 3Be3/1a?!
1914

Hear the poem

HeoOrIuaitHoe npukitoueHue, ObIBIIEE C
Bnagumupom MasikOBCKHM JIETOM Ha 1ave

(Ihwkuno, Akynosa eopa, oaua Pymsanyesa,
27 eepcm no Apocnasckoii dcen. 0op.)

B cT0 copok comHII 3aKaT nbuIalI,
B HIOJIb KaTUJIOCH JIETO,

ObLa xapa,

JKapa IibUIa -

Ha J1ade ObLIO 3TO.

[Tpuropoxk IlymkuHO ropOuI
AKyJ0BO# TOpPOIO,

a HU3 TOPBI - IEpEeBHEN ObLI,
KPUBHJICS KPBIII KOPOIO.

A 3a epeBHEIO -

JIBIpa,

U B Ty JIbIPY, HABEPHO,
CITyCKaJIOCh COJIHIIE KaXK/bli pa3,
MEJUIEHHO U BEPHO.

A 3aBTpa

CHOBa

MU 3aJTUTh

BCTABAJIO COJIHILIE aJIo.

N newb 3a nHEM

y>KacHO 3JIMTh

MEHS

BOT 3TO

CcTao.

W Tak ogHaX /bl Pa303ysCh,
YTO B CTpaxe Bce MOoOJIEKIIO,
B YIOp 51 KPUKHYJI COJTHILY:
"Crna3ss!

JIOBOJILHO IIISATHCS B MEKIO!"
51 KpUKHYN COMHIY:
"apmoen!

but outwardly calm.

And to everyone else, he says:
'‘Now,

it's all right.

You are no longer afraid,

are you?'

Listen,

if stars are lit,

it means - there is someone who needs it.
It means it is essential

that every evening

at least one star should ascend
over the crest of the building.

AN EXTRAORDINARY ADVENTURE
WHICH HAPPENED TO ME, VLADIMIR
MAYAKOVSKY, ONE SUMMER IN THE

COUNTRY

(Pushkino, Mount Akula, Rumyantsev Cottage,
20 miles down the Yaroslav Railway)

A hundred suns the sunset fired,
into July summer shunted,

it was so hot,

even heat perspired-

it happened in the country.

The little hamlet known as Pushkino,
Akula's Mount

made hunchbacked.

Below, the village

seemed pushed-in so --

its crooked roof-crusts cracked.
And beyond that village

yawned a hole,

into that hole- and not just maybe -
the sun for certain always rolled,
slowly, surely, daily.

At morn

to flood the world

again

the sun rose up-

and ruddied it.

Day after day

it happened this way,

till I got

fed up with it.

And one day | let out such a shout,
that everything grew pale,
point-blank at the sun I yelled:
"Get out!

Enough of loafing there in hell!"
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3aHEXeH B 00J1aKa ThI,

a TyT - HE 3Hall HU 3UM, HHU JIET,
CUJIU, pUCYH T1akaThl!"
S1 xpukHy” conHLy:
"IToromu!

NOoCyIIai, 31aTo1000,
4YeM Tak,

0e3 z1ena 3aX0auTh,

KO MHE

Ha yaii 3anuio os1!"

Yro g nagenan!

S noru6!

Ko mnue,

1o 100poii Boue,

camo,

PacKMHYB JTyd-IIarH,
[I1araeT COJIHIIE B TOJIe.
Xo4y UCITYT HE TTOKA3aTh -
U PETUPYIOCH 33]IOM.
Ve B cagy ero riasa.
VY3ke MPOXOJUT CaIoM.

B okomiku,

B JIBEPU,

B IIIEJIb BOMIS,

BaJIMJIaCh COJIHIIA Macca,
BBAJIUJIOCH;

IyX TIepeBes,
3aroBOPHIIO OacoMm:
"I"'oHrO OOpaTHO I OTHU
BIIEPBBIE C COTBOPEHBA.
Tr1 3BasT MeHA?

Yawu rouu,

TOHH, TTOJT, BapeHbe!"
Crnesa u3 171a3 y caMoro -
’Kapa ¢ yMa CBOJMIIA,

HO 5 eMy -

Ha caMoBap:

"Hy uro x,

cajuck, ceeTuiao!"

UYepT nepHyna 1ep30cu MOU
opath emy, -
CKOH(YKEH,

s CeJ Ha YTOJIOK CKaMbH,
601och - He BhINILIO O Xyxe!
Ho cTpanHas u3 conHua sach
CTpYHUJIach, -

U CTENEHHOCTh

3a0bIB,

CHXY, Pa3roBOPsCH

C CBETUJIOM MOCTEIEHHO.
IIpo To,

To the sun | yelled:

"You lazy mummer!

in the clouds cushioning,

while here - knowing neither winter nor
summer,

| sit, just posters brushing!"

| yelled to the sun:

"Hey, wait there!

Listen, golden brightbrow,

instead of vainly

setting in the air,

have tea with me

right now!"

What have | done!

For ruin I'm heading!

To me,

of his own goodwill,

the sun himself,

ray-strides outspreading,

is marching over the hill.

Not wanting to show him I'm afraid-
back | retreat, guardedly.

Now his eyes lighten the garden shade.
He's actually in the garden now.
Through windows,

doors,

crannies he spread;

in flooded a sunny mass,

having burst in

he drew his breath,

and spoke in a deep bass.

"I've withheld my fires you see
the first time since creation began.
You've invited me?

So lay out the tea,

and, poet, lay on the jam!"

Tears from my poor eyes were streaming-
the heat really made me scary,

all the same-

| got the samovar steaming:

"Of course,

sit down, comrade luminary!"
What possessed me to shout at him like a fool,
inwardly myself | cursed, -

and sat confused

on the corner of a stool,
frightened it might be worse!

But a radiance strange

streamed from the sun, -

and my tact

no longer taxing,



PO TO TOBOPIO,
yTO-7¢ 3aeia Pocra,

a COJIHIIE:

"JlagHo,

HE TOpIoH,

CMOTpH Ha Beuy npocro!”
A MHe, Tl 1yMaelllb,
CBCTUTh

JIETKO?

- Ilou, monpoOyii! -

A BOT uzems -

B3SUJIOCH HUJITH,

WANELIb - U CBETULIb B 00a!"
Bonranu Tak 10 TEMHOTEI -
J10 OBIBIIIEH HOYH TO €CTh.
Kakas tbma yx TyT?

Ha "Te1"

MBI C HUM, COBCEM OCBOSICh.
U cxopo,

JIpyKObl HE Taf,

OBIO IO TUIEYY €rOo 1.

A counHlle TOXeE:

"Te1 na 4,

Hac, ToBapHuill, ABoe!
IToiiaem, mooT,

B30pHUM,

BCITOEM

y MUpPa B CEpOM XJIaMe.

S Oyny comHIlEe JIUTH CBOE,
a THI - CBOE,

cruxamu'.

CreHa TeHEH,

HOYEH TIOpbMa

1o COJIHIY ZIBYCTBOJIKOI\/'I I1aja.

CTuxoB U cBeTa KyTephbMa -
CHSIH BO YTO IOMAJIO!
VYcraner To,

M XOYEeT HOYb

MIpUIICYb,

Temnasi COHHMIIA.

Bapyr - g

BO BCIO CBETAI0 MOYb -

Y CHOBA JICHb TPE3BOHUTCS.
CBeTHTD BCET/a,

CBETHUTh BE3JIE,

JI0 THEW IOCIeHUX JOHIIA,
CBETHUTD -

Y HUKAKUX T'BO3/ACH!

Bot no3yHr moii -

U coJiHIa!

I sit and chat with the luminated one,
gradually relaxing.

About this,

and about that I chatted,

worn out with ROSTA publicity,
but the sun:

"Alright,

don't get so rattled,

see things with greater simplicity!
You think it's easy

for me

to shine so?

- If so, come and have a test! -
But once you go -

why have a go

go - and shine your damnedest!"

We gossiped like that till darkness appeared,

till the night before, that is.

For how could there be any darkness here?

And now

like chums we chatted.

And soon,

in open friendship bonded,

to slap him on the back | dared.
And likewise the sun

warmly responded:

"Why, comrade, we're a pair!
Come, poet,

let us dawn

and sing

away the drabness of the universe.
As the sun, myself I'll fling,
and you - yourself,

in verse."

And shadows' walls,

and jails of night

fell to its double-barreled shot.
Battering barrage of poetry and light -
shine out, no matter what!

And when the sun gets tired,
and night

wants to rest

its sleepy-headed,

why suddenly -

I shine with all my might -

and once more day is trumpeted.
Shine all the time,

for ever shine.

the last days' depths to plumb,
to shine - !

spite every hell combined!



1920 So runs my slogan -

and the sun's!

Hear the poem
Ko¢ra dara

S comrbro ceGe yepHble MITaHbl

u3 6apxara rojaoca Moero.

XKenrtyro kopTy U3 Tpex aplIUH 3aKara.

ITo HeBckoMmy Mupa, 10 JOLIEHBIM 110JI0CaM
ero,

npodaanupyto maroM Jlon-Xyana u gara.
ITycTb 3eMiist KpUYHUT, B TIOKOE

The Fop's Blouse

I will sew myself black trousers

from the velvet of my voice.

And from three yards of sunset, a yellow blouse.
Along the world's main street, along its glossy lanes,
I will saunter with the gait of Don Juan, a fop.

00a0MBIIHCH:

"TbI 3eJIeHbIC BECHBI UCIIb HACKJIOBATh!"
51 Opotiry coJIHIY, HarJIo OCKJIAOMBIINCH:
"Ha rimanu acanbra MHE XOPOIIIO
rpaccupoBath!"

He motomy nm, uTo HeGO T0Iy00,

a 3eMJIs MHE JTI0OOBHHUIIA B 3TOM
Npa3THUIHON

YHUCTKE,

s Iapio BaM CTHUXH, Becesble, Kak Ou-06a-00
U OCTpBIE U HYXXHBIE, KaK 3y00UHCTKH!
JKenmunel, T00SIIHE MOE MSICO, M 3Ta
JIeBYIIIKA, CMOTPSAIIAsl HA MEHS, KaK Ha
Opara,

3aKuJanTe yapl0KaMu MEeHs, 103Ta,-

g [BETaMU HaIllbIO UX MHE Ha Koty (ara!
1914

Hear the poem

Let the earth, overripe and placid, cry out:
"You would rape the green Spring!"

I'll yell at the sun with an impudent grin
"I prefer to prance on smooth

asphalt!™

Isn't it because the sky is blue,

And the earth is my lover in this spring
cleaning,

that I give you verses fun as bi-bah-boh
and sharp and useful as toothpicks!
Women who love my flesh, and you,

girl, looking at me like a brother,
toss your smiles to me, the poet -

and I'll sew them like flowers onto my fop's

blouse!
1914

3 ynunubl B ynuuy

JIULA.
JInma

JIOTOB

roJI0B

pes-

ye.

Ye

pes

KEJIE3HbIX KOHEU

C OKOH OeryIIux JIOMOB
NPBITHYJIH TTEPBHIE KYOBI.
JleGenu m1elt KOJIOKOJIBHBIX
THUTECHh B CUJIKaxX MPOBOJIOB!
B nebe xupaduii pucyHOK roTOB
BBITIECTPUTH PKABBIE UYOBI.
ITecrep, kak opensp,

The boule-

vard.

Bull-

dogs

of years

your faces

grow steely.

Steel horses

steal the first cubes

jumping from the windows
of fleeting houses.
Swan-necked belfries

bend in electric-wire nooses!
The giraffe-hide sky unlooses
motley carrot-top bangs.

The son

of patternless fields

is dappled like trout.
Concealed by clocktower faces,
a magician

From Street to Street
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CBIH

0e3y30pHOH MalIHH.
DOKYCHUK

PENbCHI

TSHET U3 acTU TpamBas,
CKpBIT I epbIaTamMu OaIrHu.
MpI 3aBoeBaHbI!

Bannsl.

Ay

JIudr.

JIud nymm paccrernymnu!
Teno xKryr pyku.

Kpuun He kpuuu:

"s He xotenal" -

pe30K

KIYT

MYKH.

Berep xomrounit

TpyOe

BBIPBIBAET

JBIMYATON HIEPCTH KIIOK.
JIbichit poHAph
CJIaJOCTPACTHO CHUMAET
C YJIMIIBI

YEPHBIN YYIIOK.

1913

pulls

rails from the muzzle of a tram.
We are enslaved!
Baths.

Showers.

Elevators

elevate

the soul's bodice.
Hands

burn

the body.

Cry all you may:

"l didn't want it!" -
a rope-

burn

of torment.

From the chimney
a whipping wind tears
a gray tuft of wool.
A balding lamppost
lustfully strips off
the street's

black stocking.
1913



