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Azexcanap baok

ABEHAAIIATH

Ioama

1.

YepHn1i1 Beuep.
beasnii cHer.
Berep, setep!
Ha Horax He cTOUT Ye10BeK.
Berep, Betep -
Ha Bcem Ooxxpem caete!

3aBuBaeT BeTep
bearnrit cHesxok.

IToa cHE>XKOM - A€A0K.
CKOAB3KO, TSIXKKO,
Besixkuin xoa0kx

CKoAap3uUT - ax, OeaHs>KKa!

Or 3aaH14 K 34aHUIO
IIporsanyT KaHaT.
Ha xanare - rmaakar:
“Bcs Baacts Yupeaurteasnomy Cobpanuio!”
Crapymika yonsaeTcs - I11a4eT,,
Huxaxk He moiiMeT, 4TO 3HAYUT,
Ha uto Takor rmaaxar,
Takoi1 OrpOMHBIN AOCKYT?
CKOABKO OBI BBIIIIAO IOPTSHOK 445 pedsIT,
A BCAKMII - pa3aeT, pasyT . . .

Crapymika, Kak Kypu1a,

Koii-kak nepemoTHy1ach 9epes cyrpoO.
- Ox, Matymka-3acrynnaunal
- Ox, 00AbBIIeBMKYM 3aTOHAT B TPOO!

Bertep xaectkmii!
He orcraeTr u mopos!

Aleksandr Blok
TWELVE

A Poema
in a new translation by Maria Carlson

1.

Black night.

White snow.

The wind, the wind!
Impossible to stay on your feet.

The wind, the wind!
Blowing across God’s world!

The wind swirls round
The clean, white snow.
Under the snow -- there’s ice.

It’s slick, it’s hard,
Pedestrians
Slip -- oops! too bad!

From building to building
Stretches a cable.
On the cable’s a placard:
“All Power to the Constituent Assembly!”
An old woman keens and weeps beneath it,
She just can’t understand what it means,
Why such a huge scrap of cloth
For such a placard?
It would make so many footwraps for the boys,
And so many are without clothes, without
shoes . ..

The old woman, hen-like,
Managed somehow to scramble over the
snowbank.
“Oh, Holy Mother of God, our Protectress!
“Oh, the Bolsheviks are going to drive me

17

into my grave

The wind is biting!
The frost tenacious!
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M Byp>Kyit Ha TIepeKpecTke

B BopoTHUK yrIpsiTaa HOC.

A 10 KTO? - JAVIHHBIE BOAOCHI
W rosopurt Brioaroaoca:

- [TpeaaTtean!

- [Torn6aa Poccus! -
A043kHO OBITH, ICATEAD --

Butwns . . .

A BOH 11 A0ATOTIOABIIA -

CropoHKo11 - 3a cyrpo0 . . .

Ytd HBIHUE HeBeCeAbl,
Tosapu om?

ITomHMIIb, KaK OBIBAAO
bproxom miea sriepeg,
M xpecrom cnsiao
bproxo na napoa?. .

Bon GaprIns B Kapakyae
K apyroit nogsepHyaacs:

- YXb MBI I1aaKaau, 1iaakaam. . .

ITockoab3nyaach
W - Bar1 - pacTsaHyaacs!

A, an!
TstHu, moapiMari!

Betep Beceaniin

N 304 u pag,.
Kpytnut noaoasr,
ITpoxoxxmx KOcur,
Pset, MHET 1 HOCUT
boapimoit iaakar:

“Best Baacts YupeaureabHomy Cobpannio” . . .

W caoBa aonocur:

.. .My Hac 6p110 cobpanue.

.. .BoT B »TOM 3aaHUN.

Do not cite English translation without attribution.

The bourgeois standing at the
crossroads
Has tucked his nose into his collar.

And who's this? with long hair
And muttering under his breath:
“Traitors!
“Russia has perished!”
It must be a writer --
An orator. . .

And there’s a figure in a cassock -
Sidling behind the snowbank. . .
So, not too happy these days,

Eh, comrade priest?

You remember how once

You walked, belly-first,

And your cross-bedecked belly
Shone on the common people? . .

There’s a young lady wrapped in karakul,

Walking with another:

“And we cried and cried . .. “
She slipped on the ice

and -- oof! -- down she went!

Oh, my!
Give me your hand, pull me up!

The wind is gleeful

And mad and glad.

It twists coat hems,

Mows down passers-by,
Tears at, mangles, and tosses
The large placard:

“All Power to the Constituent Assembly” . . .

The wind carries the words:

... And we, too, held an assembly . . .
... Here, in this building . . .
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...Obcyanan --
TTocranosmam --

Ha BpewMsi - AecsATh, HA HOYB - ABAAIIATh IIATh . . .

...V menp11e - HU ¢ KOTO He OpaTsh . . .
.. .Jlomaem criath . . .

ITosanuin Beuep.
Ilycreer yauna.
Oauu 6pogsra
Cyryanrces,

Aa ceuiier setep . . .

D11, Oeausra!l
TToaxoau --
IToneayemecs . . .

Xaeoba!
Yo Bniepeau?
ITpoxoan!
UYepHoe, yepHoe HeOO.
3400a, rpycTHas 3100a
Kumnr B rpyanm . . .

Yepnas 34004, cBsATas 3100a . . .

Tosapum! I'asau
B o6a!

2.

I'yaser BeTep, mopxaeT CHer.
VayT aBeHaaLIaTh 4eA0BEK.

BuHTOBOK uepHbIe peMHH,
Kpyrowm - orum, orau, oran . . .

B syDax - 1ipIrapka, IpuMsAT KapTys,
Ha crimny 6 nago 6yoHOBBIN Tys!

... We debated --
We resolved:
For an hour, ten rubles; for the whole night -
twenty-five . ..
... And don’t take less from anyone . ..
...Let'sgotobed ...

The evening’s late.

The street’s deserted.

Only a vagrant

Stoops, round-shouldered,
And the wind whistles . . .

Hey, poor sweetie!
Come on over -
Giveusakiss...

Bread!
What's ahead?
Move on!

Black, black sky.
Spite, grievous spite,
Boils in the breast . . .

Black spite, holy spite . . .

Comrade! Keep
Both eyes open!

2.

The wind, it frolics, the snow flies high.
Twelve men with guns go marching by.

On their rifles dull black straps,
Around them fires, and fires, and fires . ..

A home-rolled cig, a flattened cap,
All that’s missing is prison stripes!
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CBo0Oo0ga, cB0DOAQ,
DX, 9x, Oe3 kpecra!

Tpa-Tta-Ta!

X0404HO, TOBapuIll, X0A104HO!

- A Banbka c Kartpkoi1 - B kabake . . .

-Yen KepeHK! eCTb B quKe!

- Banromika cam Ternieps Oorar . . .
- boia Banbpka Hain, a craa coaaar!

- Hy, Banbka, cyknH cbiH, OypKyit,
Moro, nnonpo0yii, noreayii!

CBobo0ga, cBOOOAA,
Dx, 9, 6e3 Kpecra!
Kartska ¢ Banbkoii 3aHsITa -
Yem, yeM 3aHs1Ta?. .

Tpa-Tta-Ta!

Kpyrowm - oram, oram, orun . . .
Ornaeus - py>KeiiHble PEMHIH . . .

Pepoaronnonnsin gep>xure mar!
Heyromonnsiin He gpemaer spar!

Tosapui, BUHTOBKY gep>Ku, He TPYCh!
ITaapnem-ka mmyaen B Cearyio Pycs -

B koHa0By10,
B n3banyio,
B Toacrosaayio!

DX, 9x, Oe3 kpecra!
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Freedom, freedom,
Yeah, yeah, without the cross!

Rat-a-tat-tat!
It’s cold, comrade, cold!

“Van’ka and Kat'ka are in a dive .. .”
“Kerensky rubles tucked in her hose™!

“And Vaniushka’s pretty rich himself ... "
“Once just our Van'ka, he’s now a soldier!”

“Well, Van'ka, bastard, bourgeois guy,
Why not give my kiss a try!”

Freedom, freedom,
Yeah, yeah, without the cross!
Kat'ka’s busy with Van’ka --
But what is she busy doing?

Rat-a-tat-tat!

Around them fires, and fires, and fires . ..
Rifle straps on shoulders hang . . .

Hold to the revolutionary pace!
The tireless enemy never sleeps!

Comrade, hold on to your gun, be brave!
Let’s put a bullet into Holy Russia --

Into ancient, sturdy,
wood-hutted,

Fat-assed Russia!

Yeah, yeah, without the cross!
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3.

Kak roman vamm pebsita

B xpacHoI1 rBapAMYM CAYKUTD -
B xpacHo rBapAUM CAYKUTS -
Byitny roaoBy ca0xuTh!

DX TbI, TOPe-TOPBKOE,
Caagxoe Xutne!
PBaHOe maAbTUIIIKO,
ABcTpuiickoe pyxpe!

MsI Ha rope BceM OypKysIM

Muposoii moxap pasayewm,

Muposoit moxap B KpOBMU -
T'ocrtoau, 0aarocaosu!

4.

CHer KpyTHUT, AMXad KpUUNT,

Bannka ¢ KaTpkoro aeTur -

Eaexcrpuyecknit poHapuk
Ha oraobeaskax. ..

Ax, ax, magm!. .

OH B INIMHEAUIIIKE COAAATCKOM
C ¢pusmoHoMmen Ayparkorn
KpyTut, KpyTut 4epHsiii yc,
/Ja NoKpy4uBaer,
AJa noury4msaer . . .

Bot Tak Banbka - oH raeuncr!
Bor Tak Bannbka - on peuncr!
Katpky-aypy oOHnMaer,
3arosapuBaer . . .

3anpoKNHyAach AUIIOM,

3yOKku O6AemyT JKeM4IyIoM . . .
Ax tr1, Kats, most Kats,
Toacromopaenbkas . . .
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3.

Off our own dear boys have gone
In the Red Guard for to serve,
In the Red Guard for to serve,
To lay down their reckless heads.

Oh, you bitter, bitter grief,
Oh, you sweet existence!
I've an overcoat that’s torn,
And an Austrian rifle!

To the grief of all bourgeois

We'll fan a worldwide conflagration,

A conflagration drenched in blood --
Give us Your blessing, O Lord!

4.

Snow swirls round, the driver yells,
Van’ka flies along with Kat'ka -
Small electric lanterns glow
On the sled shafts as they go . . .
Oh, oh, away we go! ..

He’s wearing a soldier’s greatcoat,
His physiog is foolish,

He twirls, he twirls his black moustache,

Twisting, twisting,
Joking, joking . ..

Oh, yes, Van’ka -- he’s broad-shouldered!

Oh, yes, Van'ka -- he’s sweet-talking!
He embraces silly Kat'ka,
Talks her head off . . .

And she’s looking up at him,

Her pearly teeth are shining,
Oh, you Katya, my sweet Katya,
Fat-faced Katya . . .
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5.

Y 1ebs Ha 1mee, Katsi,
[IpaMm He 3a>k14 OT HOXKa.
Y 1ebs nog rpyasio, Kars,
Ta napanmnna csexxa!

DX, DX, IOTIASIIN!
boapno HOXKM XOpomn!

B kpy>keBHOM Oeabe Xxoauaa -
IToxoau-xa, moxoau!

C ojpunepamu 6ayanaa -
[To6ayau-xa, modayan!

DX, 9x, modayau!
Ceparie €éxnyao B rpyan!

ITomuunms, Kats, opuiiepa -
He ymea on or HoXa . . .
AAab He BCIOMHIAA, X0Aepa’?
AAu maMsITh He cBexKa?

DX, DX, OCBEXI,
Crarts ¢ cob010 100K 1!

I'eTps ceprie HOCKAA,
[ITokoaaa MuHbOH Xpaaa,

C 10HKepbeM IyAsATh X04uAa -
C coagartbeM Teneps moiaa?

DX, 9x, corpern!
byaet aerue aas aymm!

6.

...Onare HaBCTpedy HeCceTCsI BCKadb,

/leTuT, BOIIUT, OpeT AuxXay . . .
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5.

Katya, on your neck’s a scar

From a knife-wound scarcely healed.
Katya, there beneath your breast,
There the scratch is still quite fresh!

Oh, yeah, dance and prance!
What great legs that girl has!

She wore lacy underwear,
Wear it now, yes, wear it now!
With officers she fornicated -
Fornicate, now, fornicate!

Oh, yeah, fornicate!
Feel the heart just skip a beat!

Remember, Katya, that officer --
He did not escape the knife . ..
Left your memory already?

Is your memory stale, you broad?

Well, then, freshen it,
Take it off to bed with you!

Kat'ka always wore gray gaiters,
Devoured chocolat “Mignon,”

Used to date the young cadets,

But now with soldiers off she’s gone?

Oh, yeah, let’s sin!

Sin is easy on the soul!

6.

... Again they ride on at full gallop,
The driver flies and howls and roars . . .
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Croit, croi! AHgproxa, momorarii!
Ilerpyxa, caaay 3aberait! . .

Tpax-rapapax-Tax-Tax-rax-Tax!
BekpyTtinacs k HeOy cHexxHbI1 mipax! . .

Anxad - u c BaHpKoI1 - HayTeK . . .
Eme pasok! Bssoau kypox! . .

Tpax-tapapax! Ter Oyaers 3HaTH,
Kak ¢ geBoukoi1 uy>koit ryasrs! . .

Yrek, nmoaaery! Yo, IIoCToli,
PacrnipaBaiocs 3asTpa 51 ¢ TOOOI!

A Karpka rae? - Meptsa, mepTsal
IIpocrpeaennas roaosa!

Uro, KaTpka, paga? - Hury-ry. ..
/lexxu Tel, I1ajaab, Ha cHery! . .

PeBoAI0O11bOHHBIN Aep>KuUTe 1Iar!
Heyromonnslit He gpemaet Bpar!

7.

M onsaTs uayT ABEHAALIATD,
3a nmaeyamu - py>kpelia.
b y 6e4HOT0 yOUIIbI
He Bugatn coBcem aniia . . .

Bcé OnicTpee u OpicTpee
Yropanausaer miar.
3aMoTaAa I1AaToK Ha IIee --
He omnpaBuThcs HUKAK . . .

- Uto, TOBapu1, TH He Becea?
- Uto, aApy>X0K, oToporiea?

- Uro, Ilerpyxa, HOC 11O0BeCH A,
Man KaTpky noxaaea?
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“Halt! Halt! Andriukha, help me here!
Petrukha, run around the rear!” ..

Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, tat-tat-tat!
Snowy dust swirled toward the sky.

The driver and Van'ka make a break . ..
“One more time! Now cock your gun!” . .

Rat-a-tat-tat! “You'll now find out,
What it means to take another’s girl.”
“He got away, the scum! Just wait,
Tomorrow I'll take care of you!”

But where is Kat'ka? “She’s dead, she’s dead!

She’s been shot right through the head!”

Glad now, Kat'’ka? “What, not a peep ...

'I/

Then lie there, carrion, on the snow

Hold to the revolutionary pace!
The tireless enemy never sleeps!

7.

Again the twelve are on the march,
Their rifles on their shoulders hang.
Only the hapless murderer’s face

Is completely hidden away . ..

Faster, faster, and still faster

He hurries up the marching pace.

A scarf he’s wound around his neck --
He can’t get over what he did . . .

“Hey there, comrade, why not merry?”
“Hey, old friend, cat got your tongue?”
“Hey, Petrukha, feeling low now?
Sorry for that Kat'ka, eh?”
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- Ox, ToBapu1iy, poAHLIe,
DTy AeBKy s AI00UA . . .
Houku yepHbIe, XMeAbHBIE

C 9TOI1 AeBKO IIPOBOAMA . . .

- N3-3a yaaan 6ea0Boi1

B orueBnix ee ouax,

M3-3a poAVHKM IyHIIOBOI
Bosae npaBoro naeua,
3aryOmna 51, 6eCTOAKOBBIA,
3arybua s cropsga . . . ax!

- Vs, crepsen, 3aBea ImapMaHKy,
Yro 111, [TeTbka, 6ada, 4TO AH?

- Bepno, aymy nansHanky
Bsaymaa BeiBepHyTEH? VI3B04B!

- [logaep>xu cBOIO OCaHKY!

- Hag coGoit gep>xu KOHTpOAB!

- He Takoe HBIHUe BpeMs,
Yr1o6bI HAHYUTHCS C TOOOTA!
IToTsxeae Oyaet OpemMs
Hawm, ToBapui goporoii!

N Ilerpyxa 3amegaser
Toponausele marn . . .

OH 1010BKY BCKI4aBaeT,
OH oILITh IIOBECeAea . . .

Dx, ox!
ITozabaBuThCs He rpex!

3anupaiite eTaxn,
Hpinge OyayT rpabesxm!

OrwMmpIkaliTe orpeda --
I'yaser HpIHYe roABITHOA!
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“Well, I'll tell you, my dear comrades,
That I really loved that girl . . .

Many a dark and drunken evening

I spent making out with her . ..

“All because of the lively boldness
Of her fiery, hot eyes,

All because of the crimson birthmark
On her right shoulder, what a sight,
Stupidly I “ve wrecked her life now,

I destroyed her rashly -- oh!”
“Good grief, you bastard, stop your whining,
Are you a girl then, Pet’ka, eh?”

“What a moment you have picked

To search your soul. Oh, spare us, please!”
“Shoulders back, come on, Petrukha!”
“Get a grip upon yourself!”

“This is really not the best time
For us to nursemaid you along!
We’ll soon have a heavier burden
On our shoulders, comrade pal!”

And Petrukha soon relaxes,
Slows his pace, unhurried now . . .

Tosses back his head, then cheers up,
His good humor’s back again . . .

Hey, hey!
It’s no sin to to have some fun!

Lock up the apartments all,
Looting there will be today!

Open up the cellars all --
Today the rabble will have fun!
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8. 8.
Ox 181, rope-ropbkoe! Oh, you bitter-bitter grief!
Ckyka cKky4Has, Boredom most boring,
CmeprHas! Deadly!
Y3Kb 5 BpeMsIKO And a little time
ITposeay, mposeay . . . I'will pass, I will pass. ..
YKb 51 TeMAIKO And your little head
ITouemry, movemty . . . I will scratch, I will scratch . ..
Y3Kb 51 ceMsTIKU And some little seeds
[Toaymy, moayy . . . I will shuck, I will shuck . ..
Y>Kb 51 HOXKMYKOM With my little knife
IToaocHy, moaocHy! . . I will slash, I will slash! . .
Ter 2eTn, 6yp>Kyi1, BOPOOBIIIIKOM! Fly away, bourgeois, like a sparrow small!
BEIIIBIO KPOBYIIIKY I will drink your blood
3a 3a3HOOYIIIKY, For my sweetest love,
YepHOOPOBYIIKY . . . My black-browed beauty . ..
YII0KOI1, rOCrioan, Aymry pabsl TBOES . . . Grant rest, O Lord, to the soul of Thy
handmaiden . ..
Ckyuno!
What a bore!
9. 9.
He capimno mrymy ropoackoro, One cannot hear the city’s din,
Hag HeBckol1 OalHel TUIIIMHA, Silence reigns o’er Nevsky’s tower,
V1 6o4ab111€ HET TOPOAOBOTO - There are no more policemen now,
I'yasit, pebsiTa, 6e3 BuHa! So frolic, friends, though there’s no wine!
Crout Oyp>Kyit Ha ITepeKpecTKe The bourgeois stands here at the crossroads
V1 B BOpOTHUK yIIpsTaa HOC. With nose tucked into his coat collar.
A psIA0M SKMETCsI IIEPCTHIO XKECTKOI A coarse-haired, mangy dog beside him
IToA KaBIIVII XBOCT IIAQPIIIMBBII I1€C. Cringes, its tail between its legs.
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Crout Oyp>Kyi1, KaK I1ec ToA0AHbIA,
Crout 6e3M0ABHBIN, KaK BOIIPOC.

W crapsiit Mup, Kak 1iec 0e3poAHbI,
Crout 3a HUM, IOA>KABIIIN XBOCT.

10.

PaspIrpazack 4TOM-TO BBIOTa,
Oi1, BbIOTA, OI1, BLIOTA!

He Bugars coBcem apyr apyra
3a yeTnIpe 3a 1ara!

CHer BOpOHKOI1 3aBIACH,
CHer cT0AOYIIKOM ITOAHAACA . . .

- Ox, mypra kakasi, criace!

- Iletska! Di1, He 3aBuparics!
Or yero Tebs yrac

3010TOV MKOHOCTAC?
beccosnareabHslit ThI, Ipaso,
Paccyan, mogymarii 3apaso -
AU pyKH He B KpOBU

M3-3a KaTpkunoi 21068u?

- [lTar aep>xn peBOAIOIILOHHBII!
bansox Bpar HeyroMOHHBbI!

Briepega, Buepega, Buiepea,
Pabounit Hapoa!

11.

... nayr Ge3 umenn cpaTOro
Bce aBenaaiiaTs - Baaas.
Ko Bcemy roroser,
Hiutgero ne xxaasp . . .

VIX BUHTOBOYKM CTaAbHBIE

Ha nespumoro spara . . .
B nepeyaoukn rayxmue,

10
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The bourgeois stands, like a hungry dog,
Wordless he stands, like a question mark.
And the old world stands, like a mongrel dog,
Right behind him, its tail between its legs.

10.

The blizzard has increased its fury,
Such a blizzard, such a blizzard!
Impossible to see each other
Even four short steps away!

The snow has swirled into a funnel,

The snow has risen in a column . . .

“What a snowstorm, Savior help us!”

“Pet’ka! Hey, cut out that babbling!

Did the golden icon screen

Ever save you from a thing?

Completely unaware you are,

Think about it, work it out -

Both your hands are bloody, aren’t they,
On account of Kat'ka’s love?”

“Hold to the revolutionary pace!

The tirelesss enemy is near!”

Forward, forward, forward,
Working people!

11.

... Without the holy name’s protection
The twelve go marching on.
Ready for anything,
Regretting nothing . . .

Their steel rifles now are aimed
At the foe invisible . . .
In the dead-end alleys where
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I'ae oana mipLAMT Iypra . . .
/Ja B cyrpoOBbI IMyXOBbHIE -
He yrsanems canora . . .

B oun Overcs
Kpacnsniit ¢paar.

Paszaaercs
MepHbit mar.

Bor - mpocHercs
/l1OTBIN Bpar. . .

W BpIOTa TIBIAUT UM B 04U
Juu 1 Houn

Hampoaer . ..

Bniepea, Bnepeg,
Pabounit Hapoa!

12.

.. .Baaap mayr aep>xaBHBIM I1aTOM . . .

- Kto ermie Tam? Brixoan!
DTO - BeTep ¢ KpacHBIM (aarom
Paspirpaacs smepean . . .

Bniepeau - cyrpo0 x0a04HBbI1A,
- Kro B cyrpoGe - Brixoan! . .
ToABKO HUIINIL I1€C TOAOAHBIN
KosBprasieT io3agmu . . .

- OTBSKMCH T, 1€ AYAVBBIA,

sl mrTeikOM nomekouy!

Crapslil MUp, KakK I1eC IapIInBbIi,
IIposaaucs - mokoaouy!

.. .Cxaaur 3yOBbI - BOAK TOA0AHBII -
XBOCT I104Kaa - He OTCTaeT -

I'lec x0a0AHBII1 - TIEC OE3POAHBIIL . . .

- D11, OTKAMKHIICH, KTO UAeT?

11
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Only the snowstorm swirls its dust . . .
And the feather-soft snowbanks
Grab you boot and won’t let go . . .

Their red flag strikes
The watchful eye.

One can hear
Their measured pace.

Soon will wake
The mortal foe. ..

And the blizzard dusts their eyes
Days and nights
Without reprieve . . .

Forward, forward,
Working people!

12.

... Off they go with martial pace . ..
“Who is it there? You come on out!”
But it’s just the wind that’s playing
With the red flag up ahead . ..

Up ahead there’s a frozen snowbank,
“You, in the snowbank -- come on out! . .
Only the dog, beggared and hungry,
Hobbles along behind them still.

“Beat it, you mangy cur, or else

My bayonet will tickle you!

Vanish, old world - or else I'll stick you
Like that mangy, lousy dog.”

... It shows its fangs -- a hungry wolf -
Tail tucked in, it sticks close by -

The dog is cold - the dog’s a mongrel . . .
“Hey, give answer, who goes there?”
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- Kro tam marmeT kpacHpiM paarom?

- ITIpurasauce-xa, 9ka Tbmal
- KTo Tam xoauT OerasIM Iarom,
Xoponsce 3a Bce goma?

- Bce paBHoO, Te6s1 400y ay,
Ayuame caaiicss MHe X1BbeM!
- Di1, ToBapuil, OyaeT Xy4o0,
Brixoau, crpeasaTs HauHeM!

Tpax-tax-tax! - V1 Toapko »xo
OTKAMKaeTcs B AoMax . . .
ToapkO BhIOTA AOATIM CMEXOM
3aamMBaeTcs B CHerax . . .

Tpax-tax-Tax!
Tpax-tax-Tax. ..

.. .Tak mayT Aep>kaBHbIM IIIaIroM,

TTo3aau - roA0AHBII TI€C,
Briepean - c kpoBaBbIM (aarom,

W 3a BrIOTOI HEBUAUM,

W ot nyan HeBpeaum,
He>xno nmocTy1pio HaaBbIOXKHOI,
CHe>KHOJI pOCCHIIIBIO JKeMUY>KHOIA,

B Geaom BeHumke 13 pos -

Bniepean - Vcyc Xpucroc.

(“ImBapsp 1918)
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“Who now waves the bright red flag?”
“Oh just look, how dark it is!”

“Who is walking with quickened pace,
“Hiding behind the buildings there?”

“All the same, I'm going to get you,
“Come on now -- give yourself up!”
“Listen, comrade, this won’t end well,
“Come on out, before we shoot!”

Rat-a-tat-tat! Only the echo

Bounces round the buildings there . . .
Only the blizzard, laughing, laughing,
Roaring with laughter in the snows . . .

Rat-a-tat-tat!
Rat-a-tat-tat . . .

... And so they keep a martial pace,
Behind them follows the hungry dog,

Ahead of them -- with bloody banner,
Unseen within the blizzard’s swirl,
Safe from any bullet’s harm,

With gentle step, above the storm,

In the scattered, pearl-like snow,
Crowned with a wreath of roses white,
Ahead of them -- goes Jesus Christ.

(January 1918)



