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I.

Toi capimumb Berep? Coamne 1 Gpespans!
3eaenbiit paii, Tpucranos Irish boy!
KpecTuabHbIM 3BOHOM 3a/pOsKal XPYCTAlb..
JleHUBBIX ToOTIO€II TEIlepPDb He fKalb:
Bssuacsa ny3aThlil Hapyc Ha/ TOOOI.

—lloao6H0 cMepTH TpOMeEAIeHbe.—
Oaus BOCTOPT, 0AHO BOJHEHbE
Cyaur nerydee ABuKeHbeE,

I're papocTHa cama nmedadbp.

He nucanmaga—moxrpas peka,

He npuspaunpiii—ay60Bblil, Kpenkuil py.ab,
RacMuHHBIA AyX ILIBIBET W3AaCKA...

U pasropaercs zaps, moxa

He nepecraner yasi6arbes I'yab...

B a106Bu paciLiaBaTCA COMHEHbA.
Ogana Becua, 04HO Baeuerbe!
IIporsanyra, Kak IpuriamIenbe,
K tebe ropsauas pyxka.

(Pespaan 1924
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FEBRUARY-MARCH

1924

Do you hear the wind? Sun and February!
Green paradise, Tristan’s Irish Boy!

The crystal quivered with a baptismal chime...
No more pity, no more time for lazy poplars
The paunchy sail soared above you.

“Dawdling is akin to death.”
Only ecstasy, only choppiness
Promises a flying motion
Where joyous is sadness itself.

Undepicted—watery river
Unphantasmal—strong, oak tiller
Jasmine perfume floats in from yonder...
Daybreak kindles and ignites, meanwhile
Hull will not cease smiling...

In love every doubt melts away.
Only spring, one inclination!
Like an invitation, a hot hand
Reaches out in your direction.

February 1924
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I remember that night like it was today...
And the date: the 23rd of November.
Music, that loveliest of matchmakers,
Swayed us convincingly, burning fickly.
I sang “Dorina and the Coincidence,™
Propagandizing Berliner morays

Not in vain! A voice echoed, “I won’t desert
You. Open your eyes, all doubts chased away.”

Suddenly it became so clear, so longed-for,
As if in my hand they had placed a thread.
And I said: “Could it be, it’s unfamiliar
But I could fall so in love with you!”

With what belatedness words arrive!
Already a secret tryst had sprung alive

A simple visit, altering destiny.

But dimwitted Dorina listened to us
With compassion, forgetting the shimmy,
As if we were her personal creation!

February 1924

3 “Dorine und der Zufall”—an operetta by Gilbert from 1923. [M.K.]
(1922) | Trans|
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Pasaerarores, kak T,
CBO€BOAbHBIE MEYTDI.
Crourcsa MHe, MAK HE CIIUTCA,
Ho Bceraa co MuOI0 THL.
[IpurBopaThCA He yMelo,
A Bcero ckasarb He CMeIO,

U pobero,

N memero
Y naenureapnoit ueprsr.

OT BeceHHEro moxMebs
Rapyceaur roaosa...
C.1240CTh TOTO BecCeabs
Miie 3nakoMa 1 HoBa!
Kak 2015HBI 6BITH TI0AHOBECHBI,
Heob6brunbl, HensBeCTHBDI,

W aypecnbi,

W npeaecTab

Jerkopeiubie C.]lOBa!

1 6epy, npurorosumkoii,
JlorapumMoB TOCTEIT TOM.
He mmoaTowm, a Bopumntkoil
Yyscrsyio ce6s Bo Beem!
Ho samunku, sankanbs,
Heymeanoctnb, neneranbe,

N moaganbe,

N seaanpe—
Bee o Tom, o Tom, 0 Tom!
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Obstinate reveries like birds

Scatter in all directions.

Either sleep visits, or not,

But you are always beside me.

I'm not skilled at faking it

And don’t dare say the whole of it,
And shrink,
And go mute

At a captivating trait.

My head is carouseling
From a vernal hangover...
The sweetness of this happiness
Is familiar and novel!
How substantial they must be,
Unusual, unknown,
And wonderful
And delightful
Daintily fluttering words!

So I pick up a thick tome
Of logarithms. Nervous
As a schoolboy, not a poet
But a pilferer in all I do!
Stammering and stuttering,
Jabbering and bumbling,
And silence
And desire—
Everything is about it, it, it!

February 1924
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5.

K Bawm panbie, 3nato, mpuaerar rpaun,
N conoBbu s3ammeaxaoT Ha JUTAX,

W raapiit caer B kKaHaBax Mo6eKNT. ..

Ho aacrourm, 4To AenaioT BecHy

N Beuepa smemuyKHBIC IPOPOYAT,

Y& mpouepTuan Hebeca mom,

W ecan aerkoii pa6pio Bammx raas
Rocnyames,—r0 6bL10 oTpaskeHbe
Moux 3paukoB, yIIOPHBIX ¥ CMYIIEHHbIX.

(espann 1924
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I know the rooks will fly to you sooner

And nightingales will start warbling in lindens,
And melted snow begin running in trenches...
But the many swallows that do make spring
And prophesy pearly evenings

Have already charted my skies,

And if touched with your eyes’ light
dazzle—then it was the reflection

Of my pupils, stubborn and abashed.

February 1924
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6.

On n0aky orroaknya. Ha cepom nebe
3aMeTn.1 g HeACHYI0 (Qurypy.

Boicokuii, maockuii 6eper TOAbKO TydIn
/laBaa MHe BIAETD, Aa IYUYKH TPABbL.
Ero auno nakaioneno ko mue...

fl mpucraabHO cTapacs yraaars,

He Tor 111 0H, 0 KOM MHE TOBOPILIH.
Imasza cmorpean cumeno u aerko,
HpeJleCTHbIﬁ PoT, yupsAMblii m1oa60pooxK,
N oxnpanme paneKkux cTpaHCTBUIL,
Apyseii, 3aBoesanmil 1 mobea...

Ho B 1om0CTH TaKOe BHIpaskenbe,
[IbrranBoe u HemHOE, BCTpevyaeM
Aosoabno gacro... BApyr on yani6nyacs.
fl mocmorpean eme pas u ckaza:

«MHe ropopmam... Hac IpeAyIpeKAaLT,
Yro B 2TOM MecTe, B 3TOT A€Hb 1 YaC
Mbr BeTpeTnM deoBeKa, 10 IpuMeTam
Iloxosxkero na Bac. Or—raiinbiit ApYyT
U yroroBan Ana 110681 U CaaBEL,

Boith mosker, 910 Boi? Toraa caaurecs,
[Toeaemre,—Ham HaA0 TOpOIUTLCA.

Ho mosxer 6piTh... fI capmry samax pos...
Bricormit 6eper aToT Tak He.le1o
Yerpoen, uro Hukak Heabss yzHaTh,
Yro aaapme Tam HaxoauTea. Hasepro,
Tam—roae, caa 1 Bamr ormoBekutt gom,
Hesecra u moraanAckas oBuapra...
I[Toswanyit, Bce 10 mpuaeTcsa 6POCUTD,
Roab ne xorure, cuas Bol na mecre,
CroHuUaThCA MUPHO MIPOBBIM CYAbEIL.
A ecan, mucrep, Be—rpocroii npoxosxui
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He pushed the boat away. On the gray sky

I noticed an ambiguous figure.

The towering, flat shore only let me see
Storm cloud upon cloud and bunches of grass.
His face was angled in my direction...

I intently effected an effort to guess,

If he was the one they had told me about.
His eyes looked out bravely and easily,

A charming mouth, an inflexible chin,

And the promise of distant travels

Of companions, battles and victories...

But in youth, we come across that manner
Of expression, so searching and delicate,
Rather often... He smiled suddenly

I gave him another look and said:

“They were telling me... they were warning us,
That on this day at this place and at this hour
We would meet a person who looks like you
With your distinctive marks. He is a secret
friend and preordained for love and glory,
Could it be you? Then get in, have a seat,
Let’s start moving—We have to hurry.

But it could be... I sense the scent of roses...
This tall shore is so awkwardly arranged
That there’s no possibility to know

What lies beyond it. Probably, there

Is a field, a garden, and your father’s house,
Your betrothed and a Scottish collie...

I dare say, you’ll have to let it all go,

As long as you don’t want to end peacefully,
A Justice of the Peace, sitting in one place.
And if, mister, you're purely a passerby
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N mpocTo Tar MO0 TOAKHY.U JOAKY,
Baaroaapro Bac u 3a To. Yeayru

{1 ne 3abyay Bameii... Jo6poiit HyTb!..

A ouenb kaanb!..»
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I10.

I will not utter the name...
Neither saddened, nor happy,
A gardener sowed the grass
On the ruined promontory.
The panpipes blow,
The meadow grows,
But swift time does not slow.

The old rampart serves as a stroll,
covered over by young grass.
The lover saw all sorts of things
A little turret beyond the dunes,
And forest pines,
And the hillside,

And the flat sea’s wide expanse...

The former gardener came, too:
“Oh! How floodplain-like the green
I didn’t think the seeds I strewed
Would live under the canopy!”
Honeyed perfume,
The flies’ hum,
Far off a shepherd fife’s a tune.

He finds a sweet, cordial slumber...
Suddenly, a voice, refined
And simple, sings: “You are sleeping,
Endymion, magic child!

You cultivated me,

And captivated yourself,
Come, accept the mutual energy.”

March 1924
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