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JIro6oBs! JIto60BB! U B cynoporax, u B rpode

Hacropoxxych — npenburych — CMYILyCh — PBaHYCh.

O munas! — Hu B rpo6oBoM cyTpobe,
Hu B 061auHOM ¢ TOOOIO HE MPOITYCh.

W He Ha TO MHE Mapa KpbUT MPEKPACHBIX
Jlana, 9100 HA cep/rle AepKaTh My/IbI.
CnenényThix, 6e3r1a3biX U 0e3TIacHbIX
51 HEe YMHOXY KaJIKOW c1000/bl.

Her, Beinpocrato pyku! — Cran ynpyruit
EnuHbiM B3MaxoM U3 TBOUX MENEH

— CmMmepTh — BbIOBIO! BEpCT Ha THICSYY B OKpyTe
Pacroruiensl cHera u jiec caji€H.

U ecnu BCE x — muieya, Kpbuia, KoJIeHa

C>xaB — Ha MOrocCT jJaja ce0st yBeCTh, —

To nuie 3aTeM, 4TOOBI CMESACH HaJ TICHOM,
CTtuxoM BOCCTaTh — WJIb PO3aHOM PaCIBECTh!

Okos10 28 Hos16ps 1920

Marina Tsvetaeva

Love! Precious love! And from the deathbed silence
I'll come alive — allured — abashed — alight.

O, sweetheart! Even in a grave asylum,

And in Elysium we'll stay allied.

And do indeed I have this pair of priceless

Strong wings — to hold a bushel on my heart?

The swaddled folks, the voiceless ones, and eyeless —
I will not play their miserable part.

Oh, no! I'll free my elbows, in a bout

My springy torso from your cradle board —
Death — rescue! For a hundred miles about
The snow is melted and the forest burned.

And if I've — squeezing tight knees, pinions, shoulders —

Allowed the hearse consign myself away,
That's only so as to, defying coldness,
Arise in verse — or in a rose awake!

c. November 28, 1920



