Amumpuii Ycoe

MOCKOBCKAA BECHA

To 6bInn BecHbl Hag apyron Mockeon,
CmeHsiBLUME COBCEM ApYyrue 3uMbl...
Kak 6bIn1 )kenaHeH TaHew, CHErOBOW

W nyxwu nog anpensckon cuHesown!
Ho oueHnTb TOrga Mx He MOrnn Mbl,
[lokone He n3Beganu neyatb

Tex neT, Ybto NOBECTb Jyduwie ymosJiHaThb.

Ho ¢ Hamn BHOBb 3epHO, BOAA, OroHb,

W ropoa 3ackopysnyto nagoHb

Yctan TaHyTb 3@ HEAOCTYMHON NULLIEN.
M3rnogaHHbIN, pa3rpabneHHbI U HULLNA,
lMepeBszaBLINN paHbl MHBANWA

Co B30OXOM BCTar, Kak XWU3Hb €MY BEMWUT.
Packpbinacb HensbbiTasi TopbMa,
ABunocb BHOBb NULIO POAHOIO MUpPa,
Corpenucb NpocbIpeBLUME KBAPTUPBI,
Okpacunucb 3HakoMble JOMa,

JleTnT TpamBam, CBEPKHYB 1 MPO3BEHEBLUN,
A BHOBb MenbKalT MoAN — HO HE Mbl...
A ropog, kak 6onbHon, nepebonesLun,

an/IBeTCTByeT yxon ceabMOon 3UMbl —

Dmitry Usov

MOSCOW SPRING

Those springs reigned in another circumstance,
And followed quite another kind of winters.

How very welcome were the snowflakes' dance,
And puddles filled with April's azure trance!

We didn't know what miracles we witnessed
Until we had experienced the toll

Of the epoch we'd better not recall.

But they are back: grain, water, firewood, and
The city's tired of stretching its cupped hand
In want of inaccessible nutrition.

A prey to loot, destruction, and attrition,

The cripple dressed its wounds, and, sighing, tries

To rise up on its feet as life requires.

Our world is back to its primeval form.

The unrelenting prison is uncovered,
Familiar buildings are regaining color,

And dank apartments slowly getting warm.
A tram is running by, with dings and flashes,
The streets fill up with people — but not us...
And Moscow, a recuperating patient,

Salutes the seventh winter's closing thus:



BecéenbiM neHbem neTyxos ropnacTtbiXx,
Tennom goxaen, 6e3yaep>XHbiX U YacTbiX,
M makoBKkamu SpKnx Kynosnos,

M ronocom rycTbIx KONOKOMOoB,

Moa yTpo roeopswmx 06 obegHsx,

M BbICTpbIM NENETOM pPyYbEB MNOCEAHMX,

W rpoxoTom cocynek neasHbix...

Ho B nepeynkax ctapbiX U pOgHbIX,

[Oe rMoxXHyLWmMxX cagoB y30pHbI BETKM. ..
...JInWb KOMCOMONKa B KreT4atomn KackeTke —
M B BGenblix, Kak y 4eBOYKM, HOCKaX,

Ha 4éTkux n ynpsimbix kabnykax
OTwenknBaeT TpoTyapa NinThbl.

W nycTb goma Tennom BeCHbl 0BnunTbl —
Ero cTpyuT yxxe He NpexxHun OeHb,

W 3auBeTeT He NPeXHSAs CUPEHb,

UT006 OKaMuTb 3ab60p NNNOBLIM Kpaem,
He BblkaTUTCA OETCKOe cepco,

He noesepHéTca CyacTbs koneco,

W ator Man He cTtaHeT Hawum Maem.

<1924>

With merry singing of the shrill-gorged roosters,

The warmth of rains, quite frequent and quite ruthless,
And cupolas in brightly polished shells,

And voices of the densely tolling bells,

At dawn reminding of the evening service,

And April currents' rapid farewell murmurs,

And icicles collapsing from above...

But in the Moscow alleys, old and loved,
Where gardens are already almost greening...
A komsomolka in a checkered beanie

And, like a little girl, white cotton socks,

On rigorous and stubborn shoe-heels, knocks
Decisively upon the cobble pavement.

And though the buildings bathe in springtime's heaven,
It's not the former day that spreads the fume,
And not the former lilac that will bloom

To fringe the fence with violet engraving,

A children's hoop won't roll across the lawn,
The wheel of Fortune will not make its turn,

And May will not become the May we're craving.



