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1. The Giraffe

     

Today, I see, your gaze is particularly 
forlorn,

 

And your hands particularly thin, embracing 
your knees.

 

Listen: far away, far away, on Lake Chad,

 

A refined giraffe is roaming.

 

5His proportions are harmonious and his legs 
are long,

 

And a bewitching pattern adorns his skin;

 

Nothing dares compare with it, save the 
moon,

 

Fragmented and flowing on the liquid of 
broad lakes.

  





He juts out like the many-colored sails 
of ships,

 
10And his gait is floating, like joyous 
birdflight.

 

I know this earth has seen many 
wonders

 

When at sunset he hides in a marble 
grotto.

 

I know the happy stories of secret lands,

 

About the dark maiden, about the 
passion of the young chief,

 

15But you have breathed in the heavy 
mists for too long -

 

You will believe in nothing, except rain.

 

And how I would tell you about tropical 
orchards,

 

About elegant palms, about the scent of 
extraordinary grasses

 

You're crying? Listen far away, on 
Lake Chad,

 

20A refined giraffe is roaming.     
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Translated by Katharine Gilber





   

2. Poem of the Beginning. First Book: 
Dragon.

 

First Song 

11 
The dragon shuddered and again 
Fixed his gaze on the stranger, 
Within him death struggled against the 
power of the word, 
Unknown until now. 
5Death, his reliable ally, 
Was floating up from far away. 
Like bellows of a gigantic forge, 
His sides swelled up. 
The nails of his paws, in pre-death languish,
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10 Furrowed the surface of the rocks. 
But without voice, without movement 
He bore his torment and waited. 
The white cold of final suffering 
Swam in his heart, and he was just about 
15 To go away from the human will 
Scorching his heart. 
The priest understood that the loss was 
terrible 
And that one cannot deceive death, 
He lifted the right paw of the beast 
20 And laid it on his own chest.  

12 
Drops of blood from the fresh wound 
Flowed out, fresh and warm, 
Like springs in the crimson dawn 
From the depths of a chalky rock. 
25 Like a divine, sacred crossbelt 
Its streams flushed crimson 
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On the precious twinkling 
Of the golden scales. 
Just like the sun in the dawn sky, 
30 The dragon filled with life, 
His wings tore in the wind, and his cocklike 
comb 
Rose up, stained with blood. 
And when without words, without movement, 
The priest asked him again with a gaze 
35 About the birth, transformation 
And end of primordial forces, 
The iridescence of the scales further 
Illuminated the slopes of the ledges, 
Just like an inhuman voice, 
40Transformed from sound into a beam of 
light.   
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Translated by Emily Ambrose Wang 
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3. STRAW   

I 

, Solominka, [*]When you are trying to sleep 

 

In your enormous bedroom, and are waiting, 

 

Sleepless, for the high and weighty ceiling to 
come down 

 

With quiet, heavy sorrow on your keen 
eyelids, 

  

, or seasoned [*]Sonorous Solomka 5
Solominka, 

 

You've drunk down all death, grown tender 
and 

 

Been broken, my dear Solomka, no more alive 
-- 

 

Not Salome, no, it is Solominka.

   

3. SOLOMINKA   

I 

v  [*]Kogda, solominka, ty spish' 
ogromnoj spal'ne 

 

I zhdesh', bessonnaja, chtob, vazhen i 
vysok, 

 

Spokojnoj tjazhest'ju -- -- chto mozhet 
byt' pechal'nej -- 

 

Na veki chutkie spustilsja potolok, 

  

5Solomka zvonkaja, solominka suxaja, 

 

Vsju smert' ty vypila i sdelalas' nezhnej, 

 

Slomalas' milaja solomka nezhivaja, 

 

Ne Salomeja, net, solominka skorej.



 

Neva

  

Ligeia

II 

 

Lenore

 

Seraphita 



In hours of insomnia, objects are heavier  
10As if fewer of them -- such a stillness --  
The cushions glitter in the mirror, whitening 
a bit,  
And the bed is reflected in the round pool.   

No, it is not Solomka in her solemn satin  
In a huge room above the black Neva.  
15For twelve months they sing of the final 
hour,  
And the pale blue ice waves in the air.   

Solemn December sends out its breath  
As if the great Neva were in the room.  
No, not Solominka, Ligeia, dying --  
20I have learned you, glorious words.  

II 

I have learned you, blessed words: 

 

-- Lenore, Solominka, Ligeia, Seraphita -- 

 

In the enormous room, the great Neva, 

 

And from the granite, the blue blood flows.

V chasy bessonnicy predmety tjazhelee,  
10Kak budto men'she ix -- takaja tishina --  
Mercajut v zerkale podushki, chut' beleja,  
I v kruglom omute krovat' otrazhena.   

Net, ne solominka v torzhestvennom atlase, 

 

V ogromnoj komnate nad chernoju Nevoj,  
15Dvenadcat' mesjacev pojut o smertnom 
chase,  
Struitsja v vozduxe led bledno-goluboj.   

Dekabr' torzhestvennyj struit svoe dyxan'e,  
Kak budto v komnate tjazhelaja Neva.  
Net, ne Solominka -- Ligejja, umiran'e --  
20Ja nauchilsja vam, blazhennye slova.  

II 

Ja nauchilsja vam, blazhennye slova, 

 

Lenor, Solominka, Ligejja, Serafita. 

 

V ogromnoj komnate tjazhelaja Neva, 

 

I golubaja krov' struitsja iz granita. 

  





25Solemn December shines above the Neva. 
For twelve months they sing of the final 
hour. 

 

No, not Solominka in her satin 

 

Savoring a slow, oppressive rest. 

  

In my blood lives December's Ligeia, 

 

30Whose blissful love sleeps in a 
sarcophagus, And which, solominka, 
perhaps Salome, 

 

Was killed by pity, and shall never return.

 
25Dekabr' torzhestvennyj sijaet nad Nevoj.  
Dvenadcat' mesjacev pojut o smertnom 
chase.  
Net, ne solominka v torzhestvennom atlase  
Vkushaet medlennyj, tomitel'nyj pokoj.   

V moej krovi zhivet dekabr'skaja Ligejja,  
30Ch'ja v sarkofage spit blazhennaja ljubov'. 

 

A ta, solominka, byt' mozhet Salomeja,  
Ubita zhalost'ju i ne vernetsja vnov'.  

1916

solominka:  

   Solominka: nickname of Princess Salomeia Nikolaevna Andronikova, or, as 
she was better known in Western Europe, Lou-Andreas Salome. 

spish:  

   The Struve edition and (Moscow 1990) both have ne spish' instead of ty spish'. 
On the surface, the difference seems to be one of opposition in meaning: "When 
you are not sleeping..." versus "When you are sleeping...". Since the passage is 
referring to insomnia, it would seem that the first version is more logical. 
However, since spish here is an imperfective verb, there is no emphasis upon 
completion of the action; therefore, one reading of the second variant might be 
"When you are going to sleep (i.e. not yet asleep)...". 





   

4. I've lost a delicate cameo

 

a delicate cameo,  [*]"I've lost 

 

Somewhere on the Neva's shore. 

 

I pity the charming Roman girl," 

 

You said to me, almost in tears. 

  

5But why, fair Georgian beauty, 

 

Stir up the dust on a sacred tomb? 

 

Another downy snowflake 

 

Melted on her eyelid's fan.

   

4. Ja poterjala nezhnuju kameju

 

-- Ja poterjala nezhnuju kameju, 

 

Ne znaju gde, na beregu Nevy. 

 

Ja rimljanku prelestnuju zhaleju -- 

 

Chut' ne v slezax mne govorili vy. 

  

5No dlja chego, prekrasnaja gruzinka, 

 

Trevozhit' prax bozhestvennyx grobnits? 

 

Eshche odna pushistaja snezhinka 

 

Rastajala na veere resnic.



 
Tinotine



You bowed your gentle neck. 

 
10Alas, no cameo, no Roman girl. 

 
I pity the tawny Tinotine -- virgin 

 

Rome on the Neva's shore.

I krotkuju vy naklonili sheju.  
10Kamei net -- net rimljanki, uvy.  
Ja Tinotinu smugluju zhaleju --  
Devichij Rim na beregu Nevy.  

1916 
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5. The thick golden stream of honey took 
so long

1 

1: The thick golden stream of honey took so 
long  
To pour, our host had time to say:  
"Here in the dismal Taurides [*], where fate 
has brought us,  
We don't get bored at all" -- and she looked 
over her shoulder. 

2 

5The services of Bacchus everywhere, as if 
on earth  
Were only guards and dogs. You go along, 
you notice no one --  
Like heavy barrels, the peaceful days roll 
by:  
Far off. Voices in a hut: you cannot 
understand, nor reply. 

   

5. Zolotistogo medu struja iz butylki 
tekla

1 

Zolotistogo medu struja iz butylki tekla  
Tak tjaguche i dolgo, chto molvit' xozjajka 
uspela:  
Zdes', v pechal'noj Tavride, kuda nas sud'ba 
zanesla,  
My sovsem ne skuchaem -- i cherez plecho 
pogljadela. 

2 

5Vsjudu Baxusa sluzhby, kak budto na 
svete odni 

 

Storozha i sobaki. Idesh' -- nikogo ne 
zametish'. 

 

Kak tjazhelye bochki, spokojnye katjatsja 
dni, 

 

Daleko v shalashe golosa: ne pojmesh', ne 
otvetish'.





3 
After tea, we went out in the huge brown 
garden,  
10The dark blinds were lowered like 
eyelashes.  
Past white columns, we went to look at the 
grapes,  
Where the drowsy mountains are glazed 
with airy glass. 

4 
I said: the vines live like an ancient battle  
Where curly-headed horsemen fight in 
twisted order.  
15The science of Hellas in the stony Tauride 
-- and here  
There are the noble, rusty rows of golden 
acres. 

5 
Silence stands in the room white as a 
spinning wheel,  
From the cellar, smells of paint, vinegar, 
fresh wine.  
Remember, in the Greek house: the woman 
loved by everyone --  
20Not Helen -- another -- how long she 
embroidered? 

6  

Golden fleece, where are you, golden 
fleece?  
The sea's heavy waves roared the whole 
way.  
Abandoning the ship, its canvas worn out on 
the seas,  
Odysseus returned, full of space and time. 

3 
Posle chaju my vyshli v ogromnyj 
korichnevyj sad,  
10Kak resnicy, na oknax opushcheny 
temnye shtory,  
Mimo belyx kolonn my poshli posmotret' 
vinograd,  
Gde vozdushnym steklom oblivajutsja 
sonnye gory. 

4 
Ja skazal: vinograd, kak starinnaja bitva, 
zhivet,  
Gde kurchavye vsadniki b'jutsja v 
kudrjavom porjadke  
15V kamenistoj Tavride nauka Ellady -- i 
vot  
Zolotyx desjatin blagorodnye rzhavye 
grjadki. 

5 
Ny, a v komnate beloj, kak prjalka, stoit 
tishina,  
Paxnet uksusom, kraskoj i svezhim vinom 
iz podvala.  
Pomnish', v grecheskom dome ljubimaja 
vsemi zhena,  
20Ne Elena -- drugaja, -- kak dolgo ona 
vyshivala. 

6  

Zolotoe runo, gde zhe ty, zolotoe runo --  
Vsju dorogu shumeli morskie tjazhelye 
volny,  
I, pokinuv korabl', natrudivshij v morjax 
polotno,  
Odissej vozvratilsja, prostranstvom i 
vremenem polnyj. 

1917
taurides:  

   Taurides: a mountain range in Turkey near the Black Sea. [*****See also the 
poem beginning "The thick golden stream of honey . . ." (p.35)*****] 
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6. If I am to know how to restrain your 
hands

If I am to know how to restrain your 
hands, 

 

If I am to betray the tender, salty lips, 

 

I must wait for daybreak in the dense 
acropolis. 

 

How I hate those ancient weeping timbers 
. [*]

  

5Achaian men equip their steeds in darkness. 

 

With jagged saws they rip firmly into the 
walls. 

 

The dry fuss of blood does not subside at all, 

 

And for you there is no name, no sound, no 
mold.

   

6. Za to, chto ja ruki tvoi ne sumel 
uderzhat

 

Za to, chto ja ruki tvoi ne sumel uderzhat', 

 

Za to, chto ja predal solenye nezhnye 
guby, 

 

Ja dolzhen razsveta v dremuchem akropole 
zhdat'. 

 

Kak ja nenavizhu plaxuchie drevnie 
sruby!< n=42 target="sruby"> 

  

5Axejskie muzhi vo t'me snarjazhajut 
konja, 

 

Zubchatymi pilami v steny vgryzajutsja 
krepko, 

 

Nikak ne uljazhetsja krovi suxaja voznja, 

 

I net dlja tebja ni nazvan'ja, ni zvuka, ni 
slepka.



 

Priam



How could I imagine you'd return! How 
bold! 

 
10Why did I lose touch with you so 
prematurely! 

 

The gloom has still not dispersed, 

 

The cock has not finished his song, 

 

The glowing ax has still not entered the 
pulp. 

  

The resin came forth on the walls like a 
transparent tear, 

 

15And the city feels its wooden ribs, 

 

But the blood rushed out to the stairs, an 
attack, 

 

And thrice the men dreamed of the 
seductive figure. 

  

Where is pleasant Troy, where is the king's, 
the maiden's home? 

 

Priam's great starling coop will be 
destroyed, 

 

20And the arrows will fall as a dry forest 
rain, 

 

And more will spring up like a hazel grove. 

  

The last star's sting will be extinguished 
painlessly, 

 

And morning will knock on the window like 
a grey swallow, 

 

And slow day will begin to stir, like an ox 
in the haystack 

 

25Just awakened from a long dream.

Kak mog ja podumat', chto ty vozvratish'sja, 
kak smel! 

 
10Zachem prezhdevremenno ja ot tebja 
otorvalsja! 

 

Eshche ne razsejalsja mrak, i petux ne 
propel, 

 

Eshche v drevesinu gorjachij topor ne 
vrezalsja. 

  

Prozrachnoj slezoj na stenax prostupila 
smola, 

 

15I chuvstvuet gorod svoi derevjannye 
rebra, 

 

No xlynula k lestnicam krov' i na prestup 
poshla, 

 

I trizhdy prisnilsja muzh'jam soblaznitel'nyj 
obraz. 

  

Gde milaja Troja? Gde carskij, gde devichij 
dom? 

 

On budet razrushen, vysokij Priamov 
skvoreshnik. 

 

20I padajut strely suxim derevjannym 
dozhdem, 

 

I strely drugie rastut na zemle, kak oreshnik. 

 

Poslednej zvezdy bezboleznenno gasnet 
ukol, 

 

I seroju lastochkoj utro v okno postuchitsja, 

 

I medlennyj den', kak v solome 
prosnuvshijsja vol 

 

25Na stognax, shershavyx ot dolgogo sna, 
shevelitsja.

Dekabr' 1920
sruby:  

   The Russian plural noun sruby designates fellings, or trees that have been cut 
down for building frames. In (Moscow 1990) this word is modified by the 
adjective pakuchie, 'odoriferous (because newly hewn)', rather than the adjective 
used here, plakuchie, 'weeping' (in this case, because of the running sap -- see 
the fourth stanza) 



     

Portrait of the poet Marina Tsvetaeva (1892-1941) Artist Shalyapin, Boris Fyodorovich (1904-1979) 
Museum Private Collection Method Watercolour on paper Created 1933
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7. You're me in the way. I used to      

You're me in the way. I used to  
Walk so, without looking up.  
Stop, passerby! Don't refuse to.  
I beg and I pray you - stop!  

5You'll read, as you lay the glowing  
Red blossoms on the mound of grass:  
Marina. And then more slowly:  
The dates - of my birth and death.   

  





Yes, there is a grave, but leave it  
10And haunt you I won't, no fear.  
I too, you can well believe it,  
Once laugh in the midst of tears. 

The blood through my veins coursed freely, 

 

The locks curled around my face.  
15Stop, passerby! Can't you feel it?  
I too, passerby, once was. 

A strawberry. Pluck it, eat it!  
It's there, near the very ground.  
No berries are ever sweeter  
20Then those in a graveyard found. 

But only no gloom, no tightly 

 

Closed lips, do not brood or fret. 

 

Think lightly on me, and lightly 

 

My name, passerby, forget.
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25The sun's dust-like beams caress you,  
Your shoulders and head they lave.  
Please don't let the voice distress you  
That comes to you from grave. 
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8. Still yesterday he met my gaze     

Still yesterday he met my gaze,  
But now his eyes are darting shiftily! 
Till birdsong at first light he stayed, -  
Now larks are crows, met with hostility!  

5So I am stupid, you are wise,  
You live, I lie dumbstricken, numb to you.  
O how the woman in me cries:  
"O my dear love, what have I done to you?" 

   



kopek



............................................................. 
10.............................................................  
............................................................ 

..  

The ships of lovers-lost set sail,  
A white road takes the lover shunning you... 

 

15Across the world a long-drawn wail:  
"O my dear love, what have I done to you?" 

 

There only yesterday he kneeled.  
He called me his "Cathy" admiringly.  
Then spread his palm out - to reveal  
20A rusty kopek, a life derisory.  

Like an infanticide in court 

 

I stand detested, shy, confronting you. 

 

Yet still I ask, when I am brought 

 

To Hell: "O my dear love, what have I done 
to you?"
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25I asked the chair, I asked the bed:  
"Why should I bear the pain, the misery?"  
"He wants to torture you" they said,  
"To kiss another. Where's the mystery?"  

He taught me living - at furnace heat,  
30In icy steppe he left me suddenly.  
"That is what you, dear, did to me!  
O my dear love, what have I done to you?"  

Now all is plain - don't contradict!  
I see again - I'm not your partner.  
35A heart that love leaves derelict  
Is fair terrain for Death-the-Gardener.  

Why shake the tree? Ripe apples fall  
To earth themselves and never trouble you... 

 

Forgive me now, forgive me all  
40That I, dear love, have ever done to you.  
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9. To Byron      

I think about the morning of your glory, 
About the morning of your days too, when 
Like a demon you from sleep had stirred 
And were a god for men.   

5I think of when your eyebrows came 
together 
Over the burning torches of your eyes, 
Of how the ancient blood's eternal lava 
Rushed through your arteries.   





I think of fingers - very long - inside

 
10The wavy hair, about all

 
Eyes that did thirst for you in alleys

 

And in the dining-halls.

  

About the hearts too, which - you were too 
young then -

 

You did not have the time to read, too soon,

 

15About the times, when solely in your honor

 

Arose and down went the moon. 

 

I think about a hall in semi-darkness,

 

About the velvet, into lace inclined,

 

About the poems we would have told each 
other,

 

20You - yours, I - mine. 

 

I also think about the remaining 
From your lips and your eyes handful of dust.. 
About all eyes, that are now in the graveyard 
About them and us..     
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24  1913
Translated by Ilya Shambat
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10. Who's made of stone, who's made of 
mud     

Who's made of stone, who's made of mud, 
And I'm made from silver and shine. 
My act is betrayal, my name is Marina, 
The fragile sea foam am I.   

5Who is made from mud, who is made 
from flesh - 
There's coffin and coffin plates.. 
Baptized in a sea font and unceasingly 
Broken in my flight!  





Through every heart, through every net

 
10Will poke its head my will.

 
You will not make me the salt of the 
earth

 

Can you see these my loose curls?

  

I resurrect with each wave, pounding

 

Against your granite knees!

 

15May be well the foam - the high foam -

 

The high foam of the seas!
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23  1920
Translated by Ilya Shambat
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11. I like it that you're burning not for me      

I like it that you're burning not for me, 
I like it that it's not for you I'm burning 
And that the heavy sphere of Planet Earth 
Will underneath our feet no more be turning 
5I like it that I can be unabashed 
And humorous and not to play with words 
And not to redden with a smothering wave 
When with my sleeves I'm lightly touching 
yours.  
I like it, that before my very eyes 
10You calmly hug another; it is well  



               



That for me also kissing someone else

 
You will not threaten me with flames of hell.

 
That this my tender name, not day nor night,

 

You will recall again, my tender love;

 

15That never in the silence of the church

 

They will sing "halleluiah" us above. 

  

With this my heart and this my hand I thank

 

You that - although you don't know it -

 

You love me thus; and for my peaceful nights

 

20And for rare meetings in the hour of sunset,

 

That we aren't walking underneath the moon,

 

That sun is not above our heads this morning,

 

That you - alas - are burning not for me

 

25And that - alas - it's not for you I'm 
burning. 
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12. These my poems, written so early

  

These my poems, written so early

 

That I did not know then I was a poet,

 

Which having tore, like droplets from a 
fountain,

 

Like sparks from a rocket,

  

5Into a sanctuary, where there is sleep and 
incense

 

Like little devils having burst,

 

These my poems about youth and about death,

 

This unread verse! 
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Scattered through shops in piles of dust

 
10Where nobody picked them up or does,

 
These my poems, like precious wine,

 

Will have their time.    
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13. They cut

  

They cut

 

Ashberry

 

Keen.

 

Ashberry -

 

5Is bitter

 

Fortune.

 

Ashberry -

 

With gray-haired

 

Descents.

 

10Ashbery!

 

Fortune

 

Russian.
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14. Gypsy Wedding

     

Dirt flies

 

From under the hooves.

 

Shawl like a shield

 

Over the face.

 

5Newlyweds, have fun

 

Without the young!

 

Eh, carry them out,

 

Disheveled stallion! 

 

We didn't have freedom

 

10Under mother and dad,

 

The whole field for us
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Is marital bed!

 
Full without bread and without wine drunk -

 
Thus the gypsy wedding does run!

 

15Full is the glass.

 

Empty is the glass.

 

Guitar sound, dirt and moon.

 

To right and to left swings the den.

 

Gypsy - to knight!

 

20To gypsy - knight!

 

Hey mister, careful - it burns!

 

Thus drinks gypsy wedding!

 

There, on the shawls'

 

And fur-coats' heap

 

25There's ringing and rustling

 

Of steel and lips.

 

Ringing of spurs,

 

Necklaces - in return.

 

Silk has whistled

 

30Under someone's hand.

 

Someone has howled like a wolf,

 

Someone like a bull is snoring.

 

Thus sleeps the gypsy wedding.
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15. The gypsy passion of parting

  

The gypsy passion of parting!

 

You meet it - and you take flight!

 

I dropped the arms and the forehead

 

And think staring into the night: 

 

5No one, digging in our letters,

 

Understood in all depth

 

How we're sacrilegious - that is

 

How we in each other have faith..
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16. Winter's Night      

Blizzards were blowing everywhere  
Throughout the land.  
A candle burned upon the table,  
A candle burned.  

5As midgets in the summer fly  
Towards a flame,  
The snowflakes from the yard swarmed to  
The window pane.  
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And, on the glass, bright snowy rings  
10And arrows formed.  
A candle burned upon the table,  
A candle burned.  

And on the white illumined ceiling  
Shadows were cast,  
15As arms and legs and destinies  
Fatefully crossed.  

Two slippers fell on to the floor  
With a light sound,  
And waxen tears dripped from the candle 
20On to a gown.  

No object in the misty whiteness  
Could be discerned.  
A candle burned upon the table,  
A candle burned.      
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25A mild draught coming from the corner  
Blew on the candle,  
Seduction's heat raised two wings crosswise 

 

As might an angel.  

It snowed and snowed that February  
30All through the land.  
A candle burned upon the table,  
A candle burned. 
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17. There'll be no one in the house     

There'll be no one in the house  
Save for twilight. All alone,  
Winter's day seen in the space that's  
Made by curtains left undrawn.  

5Only flash-past of the wet white  
Snowflake clusters, glimpsed and gone.  
Only roofs and snows, and save for  
Roofs and snow - no one at home.  
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Once more, frost will trace its patterns,  
10I'll be haunted once again  
By my last-year's melancholy,  
By that other wintertime.  

Once more I'll be troubled by an  
Old, un-expiated shame,  
15And the icy firewood famine  
Will press on the window-pane.  

But the quiver of intrusion  
Through those curtain folds will run  
Measuring silence with your footsteps,  
20Like the future, in you'll come.  

You'll appear there in the doorway  
Wearing something white and plain,  
Something in the very stuff from  
Which the snowflakes too are sewn.    

, 

 
10    

 
  

 
   

, 

 

    

 

 

, 

 

15    

 

  

. 

 

    

 

  

. 

 

  
, 

 

20 ,  , . 

 

    

 

 

- ,  , 

 

 
-    , 

 

   
.

 





  
18. February. Get ink, shed tears      

February. Get ink, shed tears.  
Write of it, sob your heart out, sing,  
While torrential slush that roars  
Burns in the blackness of the spring.  

5Go hire a buggy. For six grivnas, 

 

Race through the noise of bells and wheels 

 

To where the ink and all you grieving 

 

Are muffled when the rain shower falls
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To where, like pears burnt black as 
charcoal,  
10A myriad rooks, plucked from the trees,  
Fall down into the puddles, hurl  
Dry sadness deep into the eyes.  

Below, the wet black earth shows through,  
With sudden cries the wind is pitted,  
15The more haphazard, the more true  
The poetry that sobs its heart out.  
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19. Unsuited to my purpose in the 
rhyming     

Unsuited to my purpose in the rhyming  
Of martial odes or charming elegies.  
In verses everything should be untimely,  
No punctualities.  

5I wish you were aware from what stray 
matter  
Springs poetry to prosper without shame,  
Like dandelions which the children scatter,  
Or pigweed of the lowly name.    
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An angry shout, the molten tar's hot stinging, 

 
10A magic growth of mould upon a wall... 

 
And straightaway the verse is gaily ringing 

 

To gladden one and all. 
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20. I heard the voice. It promised solace 

     

I heard the voice. It promised solace. 

 

"Come here," it seemed so softly call. 

 

"Leave Russia, sinning, lost and graceless, 

 

Leave your land, pray, for good and all.

   

5I'll cleanse your hands from blood that stains 
you, 

 

And from your heart draw back black shame, 

 

The hurts of failure, wrongs that pain you 

 

I'll veil with yet another name." 
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With even calm deliberation 

 
10I raised my hands to stop my ears, 

 
Lest that ignoble invitation 

 

Defile a spirit lost in tears.    
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21. Dark my veil. Hands clenched painfully, 
tightly    

Dark my veil. Hands clenched painfully, 
tightly.  
"Why so white-faced?" "To think, just to 
think!  
It was I made him to drink; of the biting  
Wine of sorrow I forced him to drink.  

5"How forget? Out he staggered with failing  
Strength, and face oddly twisted and grim.  
I ran down without touching the handrail,  
To the gateway I ran after him.  
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"'Please don't go!' I gasped out. 'I was only 

 
10Jesting... Please!.. Or I'll die...' With a 
blind, With a terrible smile, almost 
tonelessly, 

 

He brought out 'Do not stand in the wind'"
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22. To Alexander Blok

     

I came to see the poet.

 

Right at noon. On Sunday.

 

Behind the window panes

 

Of airy, spacious rooms 

  

5Deep frost and crimson sun

 

Hang over tousled smoke

 

Oh, how quietly my host

 

Sets his bright eyes on me!
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What I remember is our talk. 
10A smoky noon. And Sunday 
In his house, gray and tall, 
By the Neva's water-locks.  

Those eyes of his - 

 

I know not to look in them,

 

15And cautiously avert my gaze. 
Can never be forgotten.
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23. The Guest

     

The blizzard beats with snow

 

On my windows, as before.

 

I have not become new, 

 

Yet a visitor is at my door.

  

5I asked, "What do you want?"

 

"To be in hell with you."

 

I laughed, "Oh, you will spell

 

For both of us misfortune."
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But, lifting his lean hand, 

 
10He lightly touched the flowers.

 
"Tell me, how are you kissed? 

 

How do you kiss the others?"

  

His dull and watchful eyes 

 

Stayed anchored on my ring.

 

15A bitter glow lit his face,

 

Unmoving, lucid, still.

   

Oh, this I know. His joy 

 

Is knowing, with passion,

 

There's nothing that he needs,

 

20That I'll deny him nothing.
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24. The Muse

     

When late at night I wait for her arrival,

 

It seems my life is hanging by a thread.

 

I offer youth, my freedom, glory,

 

To my adored guest with flute in hand.

   

5And here she comes. She throws back her 
cloak 

 

And pours a steady gaze on me.

 

I ask, "Did you dictate to Dante

 

The pages of "Inferno?" She answers, "Yes. I 
did." 
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25. To the Muse

     

My sister Muse looked at my face,

 

Her gaze was clear and bright.

 

She took my golden ring away - 

 

First present of that spring. 

  

5Muse! Do you see their happiness? 

 

Girls, widows, wives.

 

I would rather die on the rack,

 

But not these bounds of iron. 
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Guessing, I tear the petals 

 
10From the gentle daisy flower.

 
All of us on this earth 

 

Must know the torture of love. 

  

Until dawn, my candle burns on a 
windowsill

 

And I miss no one.

 

15But, I don't, don't, don't want to

 

Know how the other woman is kissed. 

  

Tomorrow, laughing, the mirror will say

 

"Your gaze is not clear, not bright"

 

I will answer quietly: "She took 

 

20My gift from God away.
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26. He loved three things...

     

He loved these three things

 

White peacocks, evening songs,

 

And worn-out maps of America.

 

No crying of children, 

 

5No raspberry tea,

 

No women's hysterics

 

I was married to him. 

      
26.    ...

     

     

:

 

 

 

,  

 

   
.

 

 
,   ,

 

5    

 

  
.

 

...    . 

   

9  1910

Translated by Eric Gillan





   
27. The Last Toast

     

I raise my glass 

 

To ravaged home, 

 

My bitter life,

 

And lonely days with you.

 

5I drink to you,

 

To lying lips' betrayal,

 

To deathly frigid eyes;

 

To that the world is cruel and crude, 

 

To that we weren't saved by God.
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