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Han cuHeBOr0 MOAMOCKOBHBIX POIIL
HaxpanpiBaeT KOJIOKOIBHBIN JOKb.
bpenyT cienupl KamyKCKO JOPOTOU, —

Kanyxckoil — MeceHHON — MPUBBIYHOM, U OHA
CMBIBa€T ¥ CMBIBA€T UMEHA

CMHpCHHI)IX CTPpaHHHUKOB, BO TbMC ITOIOIIUX bora.

N nymato: xorga-HUOYIH U S,
YcraB ot Bac, Bparu, OT Bac, Ipy3bs,
W oT yCTYymUUBOCTH peUun PyCCKOM, —

OpneHy KkpecT cepeOpsHbIi Ha TPY/b,
[lepekpentych, 1 THXO TPOHYCh B MYTh

ITo cTapou o AOpore Mo KaryKCKOM.

TpouubtH demdb 1916

Marina Tsvetaeva
Kaluga road

Upon the blue of the suburban groves
The drizzle of the Moscow chiming drops.
Blind pilgrims plod southwestward, probing bravely

Their way — the sung one — the familiar, and the trail
Obliterates the faces, names, and tales
Of men in darkness, humbly singing God the Savior.

And I imagine: someday, in the end
Grown tired of you, my foes, of you, my friends,
And of my native tongue's inviting tameness,

I, too, a silver cross upon my breast,
Will sign myself, and slowly move southwest
Along this road, the timeless one, the famous.

Trinity Sunday 1916
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