Vladimir Maiakovskii
MNOCNYLWAUTE!

MocnywawnTe!

Beab, ecnu 3Be3abl 3akurator -

3HaAUUT - 3TO KOMY-HMOYOb HY>KHO?

3HAuUT - KTO-TO XO4eT, YTOObl OHU ObIN?

3HauUT - KTO-TO Ha3bIBaeT 3TU NNEBOYKN
XeMYyXnHom?

W, HagpbiBasicb

B MeTensixX NonyaeHHON Nbinu,

BpblBaeTcs Kk 6ory,

oounTtcs, YTo ono3aan,

nnadyer,

LenyeT emy XWUInUCTyo pyKy,

NpocCuT -

4100 00saI3aTenbHO Obina 3Be3na!l -

KnsiHeTcs -

He nepeHeceT 3Ty 6e33Be34HY0 MyKy!

A nocne

XOOUT TPEBOXHbIN,

HO CMOKOWHbLIN HapYy>XHO.

[OBOPUT KOMY-TO:

"Beab Tenepb Tebe Hu4ero?

He cTpalHo?

Ja?!"

MocnywawnTe!

Benb, ecnu 3Be3abl

3aXxurator -

3HaAUUT - 3TO KOMY-HMOYOb HY>KHO?

3HauuT - 9T0 HeobxoaAnMo,

YTOObI KaXabIN BEYEp

Hapg, Kpblwamm

3aropanacb XoTb 0fHa 3Be3aga?!

Listen!

Listen!

Surely, if the stars are lit up -

that means someone needs it?

That means someone wants them to be there?
That means that someone calls these flecks of spittle pearls?
And, struggling through

the blizzards of midday dust,

bursts in to see god,

afraid he’s too late,

weeps,

kisses his sinewy hand,

begs

that there must be a star! —

swears

he cannot bear this starless anguish!
And later

Walks round, anxious,

but calm on the exterior.

He says to someone:

“Are you all right now?

Not frightened?

Yes?!”

Listen!

Surely if the stars

are lit up —

that means someone needs it?

That means it's certain

that every evening

over the rooftops

even just one star will light up?!



Boris Slutskii
BOCEMHAOUATDL JNNIET

Bbino nonTtopa YemogaHa.

[a, He goBe, a nonTopa
LmyTkoB, Gapaxna, gobpa

W orpomHas xaxaa gobpa,
JlegeHawas, spoge Angaxa.

M ewwe — cnoeapHbIv 3anac,
TOT, YTO 5 Ha BCHO XKM3Hb 3anac.
[a npocTtopHoe, kak Cemnpeybe,
Kpenkoe, kak ero kasaybe,
"POMOHOCHOE npocTopeybe,
OOLuee,

Huube,

Ho moe.

Bbino nonTopa kocTioMa:

Mapa 6ptok 1 aBa Nuaxaka,

Ho ynbiGka 6binia - HeNpUCTYNHa,
Ho noxopaka Obina — nerka.

Bbino nontopsbl 6annagbl
Bes ocoboro cknaay v nagy.
Bbino MHe BoceMHaauaTb ner,

N — B Mocky 6ecnnavukapTHbIn bunet

3aneran B ceduUeBMHe KapMaHa,
M ewe nontopa yemogaHa
LWmyTkoB, Gapaxna, gobpa
W orpomHas xaxga gobpa.

Eighteen years old

There was a suitcase and a half.
Yes, not two, but one and a half
Odds and ends, chattels and goods
And an enormous thirst for good,
Freezing, like Aldan.*

And in addition — a vocabulary,
That | had saved up for my whole life.
And, spacious as Semirech'e,**
Strong as its Cossacks,
Thunder-bearing simple speech,
Shared,

No-one’s,

But mine.

There was a suit and a half:

A pair of trousers and two jackets,
But my smile was unassailable,
But my step was light.

There was a ballad and a half

With no particular rhyme or reason.***
| was eighteen years old,

And a unreserved ticket to Moscow
lay in wait in the heart of my pocket,
And in addition a suitcase and a half
Of odds and ends, chattels and goods
And an enormous thirst for good.

* place in Yakutia ** region of Kazakhstan
*** ©e3 cknagy v nagy literally: without form and style



Bella Akhmadulina
OPYIOE

YUto coenanocb? 3adyem s He Mory,
YX Uenbli rof He 3Hato, He YMelo
cnaraTb CTUXM M TOMbKO HEMOTY
TSDKENyH B MOUX rybax nmer?

Bbl ckaxeTe - HO BOT yXe cTpoda,
YyeTblpe CTPOYKM B HEW, OHA roToBa.
4 He o ToM. Bo MHe yxe cTapa

NpuUBbIYKa CTaBUTb CJTOBO MOCIIE ClioBa.

Mopagok aTOT BedaeT pyka.

A He o ToM. Kak 310 npexae Obino?
Korga npoucxoanno - He CTpokKa -
apyroe 4Tto-T1o. Tonbko 4To?- 3abbina.

[a, To, opyroe, passe 3Harno cTpax,
KOr[ia Luanuno roriocom Tak CMerno,

camo, Kak CMeX, CMesArnock Ha ycTax
1 Nnakano, Kak nnad, ecrnv xoteno?

1966

Other

What's happened? Why can't |,

for a whole year | don’'t know, don’t know how
to compose verses and have only

heavy muteness on my lips?

You'll say — but there’s a stanza already,

four lines in it, it's ready.

That’s not what I'm saying. In me is already old
the habit of putting a word after a word.

My hand knows this order.

That’s not what I'm saying. How was it before?
When it happened — not a line —

some other something. But what? I've forgotten.

Yes, surely that other thing knew no fear,
when it so boldly played around with my voice,
itself, like laughter, laughed on my lips

and wept, like weeping, if it wanted?



