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PoccuiickoMm
KOMMYHHCTHYECKOW MapTHMM
nocesAWalo

To the Russian
Communist Party
I dedicate this poem



BPEMA —
HauMHalo
npo JleHMHa pacckas.
Ho He noromy,
4yTo rops
Hery bonee.

BpeMs

noToMmy,

4TO pe3Kas ToCKa
cTana sicHoO
oco3HaKHo Gonbio.

Bpems,

CHOBa

‘ NEeHMHCKHE NO3YHIH Pa3BHUXpb.

Ham nu

pacreKartbea

Ccné3HOH nyxeio, —

JeHuH

W Tenepb

JKMBEE BCEX MHBBIX.
Hawe 3HaHbe —
cuna
W opyHe.
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THE TIME HAS COME.
1 begin
the story of Lenin.
Not
because the grief
is on the wane,

but because

the bitter anguish

of that moment

has become

a clear-cuf,

weighed and fathomed pain.
Time,
speed on,
spread Lenin’s slogans in your whirll

Not for us

to drown in fears

whatever happens.
There’s no one
more alive
than Lenin In the world,
our strength,
our wisdom,
surest of our weapons.



noau — NoAKN.
XoTta M Ha cywe.
MNMpoxuneéwn
cBoé
noka,
MHOro BCAKKX
FPA3HBLIX pPaKywek
Hanunaer
HaMm
Ha Boka.
A noTom,
npo6uBiuK
6ypio pa3o3néHHylo,
capellb,
4ToBbl conHua 6nu3,
M CuMlaellb
sopopocnen
6opoay 3enéHyo
M Mefy3 MaNMHOBYIO CNM3b.
q
cebsa
noa JIeHWHbIM YMLLY,
41065 NNbITL
B peeoniouMIo paansiie.

PEOPLE

are boats,

While life

although on land.

is being roughed

all species

stick

of trash
from the rocks and sand

to the sides of our craft.

But then,

having broken

one sits
in

through the storm’s mad froth,

the sun
for a time

and cleans off

and oozy

the tousled seaweed growth

jellyfish slime.

go fo Lenin

fo sail on

to clean off mine

with the revolution.



f1 6otoch
3TMX CTPOMEK ThILlH,
KaK ManbuMLIKOH
6ouwbca danbluM.
PaccHAIOT ronoBoio BEHYMK,
Si TPEBOXKYCh,
He 3aKpsLinM uT06
HaCTOSALMH,
MYAPbIH,
yenoBeumim
NEHHHCKMM
OrpOMHLINH nob.
e Gotoch,
4106 WecTBUA
M MaB3olieM,
NOKNOHeHWH
YCTaHOBNEHHBbIN CTaTyT
He 3anunM 6
NPUTOPHBIM €neem
NEHUHCKYIO
npocrory.
3a Hero Apoxy,
KaK 3a 3eHMUY rnasa,
4yT06 KOHpeTHOH
He 6bIn

KpacoTol oBonraH.

-~
i

1 fear
these eulogies
line upon line
like a boy
fears falsehood and delusion.
They’ll rig up an aura
round any head;
the very idea—
1 abhor it,
that such a halo
poefry-bred
should hide
Lenin’s real,
huge,
human forehead.
I'm anxious that rituals,
mausoleums
and processions,
the honeyed incense
of homage and publicity
shouldn't
obscure
Lenin's essential
simplicity.
| shudder
as | would
if condemned to die
lest Lenin
be falsified
by finsel beauty.



lFonocyer ceppue —
A nucatb obs3aH
no MaHpaty ponra.

*

Bca Mocksa.
Mpomép3was 3zemns

APOXHT OT ryga

Hag koctpamu
06MOpPOXKEHHbIE ¢ HOYM.
Yro oH caenan?
Kro on
n otkypal
Mouemy
emy
TaKaa noyecrtb!
Cnoso 3a cnoesom
M3 MaMATH Tackas,
He CKaxy
HM OffHOMYy —

Ha MmecTo caAAb.

Kak 6epHa
y mMMpa
cnésa Macrepckas!
Noaxopsiee
OTKYAa B3ATb!
Y Hac
CeMb BHeWH,
Y Hac
YyacoB — fBEHafuaTh.
He npoxurb
cebs anmHHeM.
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Write!—
votes my heart,
commissioned by
the mandate
of duty.

*

Ali Moscow's
frozen through,

yet the earth quakes with emotion.

Frostbite
drives its victims
to the fires.
Who is he?
Where from?

Why this commotion?

Why such honours
when a man expires!?
Dragging word by word

from memory’s coffers

won't suit either me
or you who read.
Yet what a meagre choice

the language-workshep offers!

Where fo get

the very words we need!
We've

seven days

to spend,
twelve hours

for diverse uses.
Life must begin—

and end.
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CmepTth
He ymeeT M3EMHATLCS.

Ecnu »
C Yacamu nnoxo,
Mmana

KaneHgapHas mepa,

Mbl TOBOPHMM —

«danoxan,
Mbl rOBOPHM —
«dpan.
Mbl
CMM
HOUb.
AHEM

coBepluaem RNOCTYNKM.
Mo6um
CBOIKO TONOUYb
BoAy
B CBOEHM CTynke.
A ecnmn
3a BCex cMmor
HanpaBnNaTh
NOTOKMU SIBNEHMM,
Mbl TOBOpUMM —
«NPOPOKY,
Mbl TOBOPHM —
«reHuM»,
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Death won't accept
excuses. -
But if
it's no more
a matter of hours,

If the calendar measure
falis short,
“Epoch”
is a usual
comment of ours,
“Era” or something
of the sort.

We
sleep
at night,
busy
around
by day,
each grinds his water

in his own pet mortar

and so
fritters life away.
But if,
single-handed,
somebody can
turn the tide
to everyone’'s profit
we ufter
something
like “Superman”,
“Genius"’
or “Prophet”.
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Y Hac
NpeTteHsum Hert, —
He 30ByT —
Mbl M He neseMm;
HpaBuMmcs
cBOEeH HeHe,

M TO

AOBONbHLI JOH&Nb34.

Ecnn x,
TENOM M AYXOM CRMT,
npér
Ha Hac HenoXoXXHH,
WNMAMM —
«LaPCTBEHHDLIM BUAY,

yauBnsiemcs —
«pap 6oxuiin,
CKawyT 1aK, —
M BbIWAO
HM YMHO, KM rnyno.
Mosucar cnosa
M YNABIBYT, KaK [LIMbI,
Huuero
He BBIKONYNHWL
M3 TaKMX CKOPNYMOK.
Hu pykam i
HM rOnoBe He OLLYTHMBI.
Kak e
JeHuHa
TaKMM apLIMHOM MepHTh!
Beab rnazamu
Buaen
KaKAbiH BCAK —
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We
don’t ask much of life,
won't budge an inch
unless required,
to please
the wife
is the uimost
to which we'll aspire.

But if,
monolithic
in body and soul,
secmeone
unlike us
emerges,
we discover
a god-like aureole
or appendages
equally gorgeous.
Tags and tassels
laid out on shelves,
neither silly
nor smart—

no weightier than smoke.

Go
scrape meaning
out of such shells—
empty as eggs
without white or yolk.
How, then, apply
such yardsticks fo Lenin
when anyone could see

with his very own eyes:

15



«Ipan aTa
npoxoAuna e ABEpMH,
[fawe
ronoeomn
He 3ajezas O KOCHK.

Heyxenu
npo JleHuMHa TOWKe:
«BOXAb
MHNOCTbIO BOXKbeNn!
Ecnn 6
6bin OH
uapcTaeH M 6oxcecTBeH,
a6
OT SIPOCTH
cebs He nobepér,
A 6ol
cran 6bl
B nepexkope IeCTBKA,

NOKNOHEHHAM
M TONNaM nonepeéx.
16
HaWeEn
<noBa

NpoKNSATLS FPOMOYCTOro,

U noKa

pacTontaH
a
M BBIKPHK MOM,
f 6pocan 6ol
B Hebo
6oroxynbcTBa,
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that “era”
cleared doorways
without even bending,
wore jackets
no bigger
than average size.
Should Lenin, too,
be hailed by the nation
as “Leader
by Divine Designation”?
Had he
been kingly or godly indeed
I'd never spare myself,
on protest benf;

I'd raise a clamour

in hall and street
against the crowds,

speeches,

processions
and laments.
I'd find
the words
for a thundering condemnation,
and while
I'd be trampled on,
I and my cries,
I'd bomb
the Kremlin
with demands
for resignation,

17



no Kpemnio 6b

lin
6ombamu hurling
Metan: blasphemy
A©n o info the skies.
Ho TBepab! But calm
warK JzepmuHcKOro by the coffin
y rpoba. Dzerzhinsky!
HbiHue 6bI appears
Mmorna ppears.
C NOCTOB COMTH YeKa. Today
CKBO3b MHMNbLOHBI rnas, he could easily
M Yy MeHs dismiss
cKBo3b 06a, the guard.
AMIIL COCYNBbKK CNEs, -
. In millions of eyes
npumépsiume . .
K WeKam. shines nothing
Bory but tears,
NoYecTM KaséHHble not running down cheeks,
He HOBOCTbH. but frozen hard.
Her! Your divinity’s decease
CeroHs won't rouse a mote of feeling.
HacTroswel Gonbio No!
cepaue xonopew. Today
Mbi real pain
XOPOHHUM chills every heart.
€CaMoro 3eMHoro We're burying
H30 Bcex the earthliest
npouweAWmx of beings
no semne mopei. that ever came fo play
OH 3eMHON, an earthly part.
HO He M3 TeX, Earthly, yes;
KTO rnasom but not the grovelling kind

18 19




ynupaetcs
B CBOE KOPBITO.
3emnio
BCIO
OXBaTbiBasi Pa3oM,
Buaen
To,
4YTO BPEMEHEM 3aKpLITO.
OH, KakK Bbl
M,
COBCEM TaKOM Me,
TONbKO,
MoXKeT BbiThb,
y cambix rnas
MBICIH
Gonbwe Hawero
MOPILMHAT KOXKEH,
Aa HacMellNHBeH
u TBEPWE rybbi,
4eM y Hac.
He cartpanba TBEPAOCTDb,
TPMYMaTOPCKOH KONACKOW
MHyWan
Te69q,
nofépruBasi BOXOKM.
OH
K TORapMILy
munen
NIOACKOIO NaCcKOH.
On
K Bpary
BCTaBan
enesa TBEpHe.
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who'll never peer
beyond the precincts of their sty.
He took in
a2ll the planet
at a time,
saw things
out of reach
for the common eye.
Though like you and 1
in every detail,
his forehead rose
a ftaller,
steeper fower;
the thought-dug wrinkles
round the eyes
went deeper,
the lips looked firmer,
more ironical
than ours.
Not the satrap’s firmness
that'll grind us,
tightening the reins,
beneath a friumph-chariot's wheel.
With friends
he’'d be

the very soul of kindness,
with enemies

as hard
as any sfeel.

21



3Han oH
cnabocty,
3HaKoMble Y Hac,
KaK M Mbl,
nepemoran GonesHu.
CKaeMm,
MHe 6unbapa —
oTpawMBao rnas,
LWAXMaThl eMy —
OHM BOMAAM
nonesHex.
U or waxmar
nepenps
K Bpary Harypok,
B NIOZM
BbiBEAS
BYEPALLHHUX NEWeK CTPOH,
CTaHoBMN
pabouell — uyenope4beH AMKTATYpPOM
Haj TIOpeMHOH
KanuTanoscH TYPOM.
U emy
M HaMm
OfHO M TO e AOPOro.
OTuero X,
CTOAWMH
OT Hero noopans,
a 6bl
WM3Hb CBOIO,
raynes or BOCTOPra,
3a ogHo 6
ero pbixaHbe
érpani!
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He, too,
had illnesses -
and weaknesses
fo fight
and hobbies
just the same as we have,
reader.
For me if's billiards, say,
to whet the sight;
for him it's chess—
more useful
for a leader.
And turning
face about
from chess
to living foes,
yesterday’s dumb pawns
he led
to a war of classes
until a human,
working-class dictatorship
arose
to checkmate Capital
and crush its prison-castle.
We and he
had the same ideals to cherish.
Then why is it,
no kin of his,
I'd welcome death,
crazy with delight,
would gladly perish
so that he might draw
a single breath!



Aa He s opun!
Na uto 1
nyywe, 4ro nml!
Lawe He no3eparthb,
PackpbiTh 6bl TONBKO poT —
KTO M3 Bac
M3 cén,
M3 KOXH BOH,
M3 WwToneH
He warHér Bnepépnl!
B kauke —
6yaro 6b1 xBaTMn
BMHA M TrOPA NHIIKY —
WHCTUHKTMBHO
XOpOHIOCh
TPaMBaiHOW CeTH.
Kro
ceMuac
onnakan 6t
MOIO CMEPTHILKY
B Tpaype
BOT 3TOM
6earpaHMMHOM cmepTM!
Co 3HaMEHaMM MAYT,
M TaK.
Moxowe —
crana
BHOBb
Poccua KOUEBOM.
U KonoHHbIH 3an
APOMMHT,
HacKBO3b NPOXOXKEH.

MNouemy!
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And not | alone.
Who says I'm betfer than the rest!
Not a single soul of us,
I reckon,
in all the mines
and mills
from East
fo West
would hesitate
to do the same
at the slightest beckon.
instinctively,
I shrink
from tram-rails
to quiet corners,
giddy
as a drunk
who sees the lees.
Who would mind
my puny death
among these mourners
lamenting
the enormousness
of his decease!?
With banners
and without,
they come,
as if all Russia
had again
turned nomad for a while.
The House of Unions2
trembles with their mofion.
What can be the reason!?

25



3auem
M otyerol
Tenerpag
oxpun
OT TpaypHoro rypa.
Cnésbl cHera
¢ hnaxkbmnx

NOKpPacHeBLWMUX BEeK.

Yro oH cpenan,
KTO OH
M oTrkypaa —
aToT
CaMbIM uenoBeuHbid yenosek!

*

Koporka
M RO NMOCNeAHWX MrHOBEHMM
HaMm
M3BECTHA
WH3Hb YNbsHOBA.
Ho Aonryio »M3Hb
ToBapuia JleHuHa
HajO MMCaThb
M OnMCbIBaTb 3aHOBO.
Llaneko AaBHLIM,
TOAOB 33 ABECTH,
nepsble
npo JlenuHa
BOCXOASAT BECTH.
CnuiwmMre —
wenesHbIH
M AYWEHRBIN,

26

Wherefore!
Whyt
Snow-tears
from the flags’ red eyelids
run.
The telegraph’s gone hoarse

with humming mournful rumours.

Who is he!
Where from?
What has he done,
this man,
the most humane
of all us humans?

*

Ulyanov's short life
is well known
fo men in
every couniry
among every race.
But the longer biography
of Comrade Lenin
has still
to be written,
rewriften
and retraced.
Far,
far back,
two hundred years or so,
the earliest beginnings
of Lenin go.
Hear those brazen,
peremptory tones

27



npopesas
ApPeBHHE BeKa, —
ronoc
npageaa
Bpomnes u T'ywoHa —
nepeoro naposmukal
Kanuran
ero BenMYecTBO,
HEeKOPOHOBAHHbIN,
HeBeHYaHHbINA.
obvasnser
NOKOPEHHON
CHNY AepeBeHLMHbI.
lTopoa rpabun,
rpéé,
rpabacran,
rnei6un
nysa Kacc,
a y CTaHKOB
XyAoH W ropbacTbii
BCTan
paboumi knacc.
U yke
rposun,
e3amBasi Tpy6bl 33 Hebo:
— Hamu
K 30501y
NyTM MOCTHTE.
Mb1 poaum,
NOLWNEM,
npuAéT Korpa-HMGyab
4yenoeekx,
Gopeu,

28

with their centfury-piercing mofif!
It's the grandfather
of Bromley's and Goujon’s,?
the first
steam locomotive.
Capital,
His Majesty,
uncrowned,
as yet unknown,
declares
the gentry's power
overthrown.
The city pillaged,
plundered,
pumped
gold
into the bellies
of banks,
while at the workbenches,
lean and humped,
the working class
closed ranks.
And already threatened,
rearing smokestacks
to the sky,
“Pave your way with us
to fortunes,
grip us tighter!
But remember:
he is coming,
he is nigh,
the Man,
the Champion,

29



Kaparenb,
MmcTuTens! —
U ywe
cMewanmch
obnaka M ABIMBbI,
éyaro
pagoBLIe
OfiHOTO MONKa.

He6eca
CTAHOBATCA ABOMHbIMM,
AbIMbI
3abuBalor obnaxa.

Tosapsl
pacryr,
M@ HHUIMMHK BBICACD.
Aupekrop,
nbiCbIM YEPpT,
nowénkan c4yéramm,
6ypKHYN:
«KpHU3HcIn

M BbIBECHNI CNOBO

«pacuérn.
Kpdnuno

cnacTm
MylWMHoe céeBo
xneba
3epHoOM
B 3NesBaTopax MOpTATCH,

a nop BMTPMHAMM

Bcex Enuceesblix,
MHBOT noaseas,

nnenack 6e3paboruua.
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the Avenger,
the Fighter!”

And already
smoke and clouds
get mixed together
as when mufineers
turn orderly detachments
info crowds,

until
the tokens of a storm
begin fo gather—
the sky brews frouble—
ugly smoke invades the clouds.

‘Mid beggars
a mountain of goods arises.
The manager,
bald beast,
flips his abacus,
blurts out “crisis!”
and pins up a list:

Fly-blown
pastries
in dustbins found graves,
grain—
in granaries
with mildew cloyed,
while past
the windows
of Yeliseyev's,?
belly caved in,
shuffled unemployed.
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U 6ypuano
y Tpywob6 B yrpobe,

NOKpbiBas

AETBOPHHBLIN NNAYMK:
— Mop pabory,

nog BMHTOBKY nb,
Ha —
nagoHu obe!

Mpuxoam,

3aCTYNHUK

M pacnnarumk! —

*

IR,
sepb6niog,
OTKpbIBaTENb KONOHMA!
N,
KONOHHbI CTanbHbIX Kopabnei!
Mapuw
B MYCTLIHK
OFHA pacKanénHen!
MeHbTe neHy
6ymaru Genei!
HauuHatot
YEPHBIM NATATLCH
0a3nCh!
nanbMoOBbIX Her.
Bon
cpepm
30NOTUCTBIX MNAHTALMK
3aceyeHHbIH
BbIMbIYAN Herp:

32

And the call
came rumbling
from shack and slum,
covering
the whimper of kiddies:
“Come, protector!
Redressor,
come!
And we’ll go
to battle
or wherever you bid us!”

*

Hey,
camel,
discoverer of colonies!
Ahoy,
caravans
of steel-hulled ships!
March through the desert,
sunsefs following,
cleave through the billows
on east-bound trips!
Shadows
of ominous
ugly black
start patching the sky
over sun-kissed oases.
Hear the Negro
with whip-lashed back

muttering
among the bananas and maizes:

33



— Y-y-y-y-y,
y-y-y!
Hun mon, Hun!
fpunnewn
M BLINAEWM
yépnble gHu!
Y106 uepHee 6biny,
4yem A BO CHe,
M noxap utob6
KpoOBM BOT 3TOM KpacHeM.
Yrob6 Bo BCEM 3ITOM Kodhe,
Bpa3s BCKMNENOM,
BapMTLCA Ny3aThiM —
YEpHbIM 1 Benbim.
Kawpabin
ROObITLIN
CNOHOBMA KNblK —
TLIK €ro B MACO,
B cepaue ThiK.
XoTb ANA MPaBHYKOB,
He 3pa uTtob6
KPOBbIO NHUTLCA,
BbiNJIbIBH,
3aCTYNMHHK CONHUENHUbIN.
fl KoHualoch, —
6or cmepreh

NPUMIWIEN M MOMaHMN,

NMomuu
3TO 3aKNMHaHbe,
Hun,
moi Hun! —
B cHerax Poccuu,
B Gpeay MNarvarouun

34

Qo0-00,
00-00,
Nile, my Nile!
Splash up a day
like a crocodile,
let it be blacker
than I at night
with fire
like my blood,
as red
and as bright,
for the fattest bellies
both white
and black
to fry and sizzle,
to split and crack!
Each
and every
ivory tusk
hack and poke them
from dawn to dusk.
Don’t let me bleed in vain—
if only for descendants
come,
O Sun-Faced,
deal out justice and defend us!
I'm through;
the God of deaths won't wait—
I've lived my while.
Mind my incantation,
Nile, my Nile!”
From snow-bound Russia
fo sun-scorched Pafagonia

35



paccrasuno
BpeMms
CTAHKW NOTOroHHbIE.
Y HUsaHoBa ywe
y Bo3HeceHcka
KaMeHHble TyWM
6ypopaxar
BbIKPMKM YacTylleK:

«3JX, 3aBof Thl MOM 3aBof,
wentornasKHa.

Bpems Hosoro 30Bér
CreHbKy PazuHan.

*
BHYKK
cnpocsr:
— Yro Takoe Kanuranuer! —
Kaxk petmn
Tenepb:
— Yro 310
r-0-p-0-A-0-B-0-Ml., —

Ana BHykos

nuwy

B OAMH NAKCT

Kanuranuima

noprper pogosoM.
Kanutanusm
» B Monopgbie ropaa
6b1n HHuero,

AEeNoBOK NapHHWKa:
nepebii paboran —

He Gosnca TOoraa,

36

mechanical sweat-mills
went grinding
and groaning.
In Ivanovo-Yoznesensk,’
the loom-twirling city,
brickwork
mammoths
shook with the ditty:

“Coftton-mill, my cotton-mill,

Gins and looms a-buzzin’,

I's time, high time he came along,
Another Stenka Razin!”¢

*

Grandsons will ask,
“What does Capitalism mean?”
just as kiddies

today,
“What's a Gendarme, Dad!"
So here’s
capitalism
as then he was seen,
porfrayed

for grandsons
full-size in my pad.
Capitalism
in his early years
wasn't so bad—
a business-like
fellow.
Worked like blazes—
none of those fears

37



4YTO Yy Hero
or pabor
3acanurcs MaHMIIKa.
TpHuko cheopansHoe
eMy TecHo!
Jles
He Xxyxe,
4YeM HbIHYe ne3syT.
Kanuranmam
peBonoOLMIMH
CBOEH BECHOM
pacuBén
M pawe
noanesan «Mapcenbesy».
MauwmuHy
OH
3apyman W BbigyMman.
nioaum,
M 1e — en!
OH
no BCeNneHHoM
BUAHMO-HEBUOAUMO
pabounx pacnnogmnn
AeTen.
OH Bpas
M uapcrsa
M rpadcrea cxesan
€ KOPOHAMM MX
M C OpnamM.
Bcryunen,
Kak 6ubneiickas KopoBa
‘Mnu son,
obnu3bisaercs.
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that his snowy cravat
would soil
and turn yellow.
Feudal tights
felt too tight
for the youngster;
forged on
no worse
than we do these days;
raised revolutions
and
with gusto
joined his voice
in the “Marseillaise”.
Machines he spawned
from his own smart head
and put
new slaves
to their service:
million-strong broods
of workers
spread
all over
the world’s surface.
Whole kingdoms
and counties

he swallowed at a fime

with their crowns
and eagles

and suchlike ornaments,

fattening up
like the biblical kine,
licking his chops,

39



fA3LIK — NapnaMeHr.

C ropamu

ocnabna

MYCKYNOB CTafb,
oH paspgobpen
M pacnyx,

TaKOH e

¢ TeYeHHeM BPEeMEeHM

cran,

Kak M ero rpoccbyx.

Aeopey, Bo3BEN —
He yBMAMIIbL Takoro!

XyRowHuK
— He ofMH! —

no creHam noépsan.

Mon amMNMPHCTLIA,
NOTONOK POKOKOBBLIN,
CTeHKM —
NMogosuka XIV,
Karopsa.

Bokpyr,
C NMUOM,
4TO PaBHO FOAMTCH
6bITe M NMUOM
WU AroAMUeN,
3agonuuyas
NONMUMS.
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his fongue—
parliament.

But weaker

he swelled

gaining in

as his own

with years
his limb-steel became,
up
with leisure and pleasure,
bulk
and weight
the same

beloved ledger.

He built himself palaces

ne’er seen before.

Arfists—

hordes of ‘em—

went through their chores.

Floors—

a I'Empire,

ceilings—
Rococo,
walls—
Louis X1V,
Quatorze.
Around him
with faces
equally fit

to be faces

and the places
on which they sit,

keeping the peace,

stood buftlock-faced
police.

41



U kpacke
M necHe
AylWa rnyxa,
KaK Kopose
uBeThl
cpeau nyra.
3THMKa, 3CTeTMKa
M npoyas uenyxa —
npocro —
ero
MeHcKaa npucayra.
Ero
M pan
M npeucnopHas —
pacnpopaér
cTapyxam
BbIPKH
OT reo3gen
Kpecra rocnofHsa
U nepo
xBocTa
CBATOrO Ayxa.
HakoHeu,
M OH
nepepoc cebs,
33 Hero
pabortaer pab.
Nwb Hawusasn,
wpsa
M cng,
Kanuranusm paséyx
W o6ppsb6.
06apa6
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His sou!
fo song .
and to colour insensate—
like a cow
in a meadow abloom with flowers—
ethics
and aesthetics
his domestic ufensils
to be filliped with
in idyllic hours.
Inferno and paradise
both his possession,
he sells fo old dames
whose faculties fail
nail-holes from the Cross,
if so 1 may mention,
and feathers
from the Holy Spirit's
tail.
But finally
he too
outgrew himself
living
off the blood and sweat
of the people.
Just guzzling,
snoozing
and pocketing pelf,
Capitalism
got lazy and feeble.
All blubber,
he sprawled
in History’'s way,
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u nér
Y MCTOPMM Ha MyTH
B MMP,
KaK B CBOIO KPOBaTb.
Ero He obbexarb,
He 060MTH,
eAMHCTBEHHbIN BbIXOJ —
B30OpPBaTh!

*

3Hato,
NMPUK
CKPHMBMTCS FOPBLKO,
KPHTHK
pHHeTca
XNBICTHKOM BbICTETATH:
— A rpe » aywal!
Oa 310 W —
puTopukal
Moa3ua rae !
OpaHa ny6nuumcTukall —
Kanuranusm —
HeMu3sUHOe CNOBO,
Kyfla M3SiHEeH 3BYUHT —
«CONnoOBEHY,
HO 4
BO3BpPallycb K HeMmy
CHOBa M CHOBaA.
Crpoky
arMTaTOPCKHM FO3YHrOM B3BEM.
9 6yay nucatb
M npo 1O
M npo 370,

14

no
getting over
or past him.

So snug

in his world-wide

bed
he lay,
the one way out
was to blast him.

*

I know,
your critics’ll
grip their whipsticks,
your poets’ll go hysteric:
“Call that poetry!
Sheer publicism.
No feeling,
no nothing—
just bare rhetoric!”
Sure,
“Capitalism” rings
not so very elegant;
“Nightingale”
has a far more delicate sound.
Yet I'll go back to it
whenever relevant.
Let stanzas
like fighting slogans resound!
I've never
been lacking in topics—

you know it,
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HO HbIHYe
He Bpems
no6oBHLIX AsC.
q
BCIO CBOIO
3BOHKYIO cMNy noa3Ta
rebe orgaio,
aTaKyloWMH Knacc.
Mponerapmnar —
HeyKknioxe M y3ko
TOMY,
KOMY
KOMMYHH3M — 3anagHs.
Ana Hac
3T0 cnoso —
Moryuyas My3blKa,
Mmoryuas
MEPTBbLIX
cpaMaTbc NOAHATH.

*

dramm
yxe
3aéMMNNCL, APOKA,
KNHY nopaBanos
NoAbLIMAETCA NO ITAMAM:
~ Mbl npopBémcs
HeBecam
B PacnaxHyTyl0 ChHb
Mb! nponpéM
CKBO3b KaMEeHHBbIH Konopeu.
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but now’s
no time
for lovesick fattle.
All
my thundering power of a poet
is yours,
my class
waging rightful battle!
“Proletariat”
seems
too clumsy for using
to those
whom communism
throws into a fright.
For us, though,

it sounds
like mighty music
that’ll rouse
the dead
to get up
and fight.
*

Sumptuous mansions
huddle closer, shivering.
Up their storeys
goes the cry of basements, quivering:
“we'll break free
into the sky’s
wide-open blue,
out
of the abysmal stone blind alley.

17



byaer.
C 3tMx Hap
paboumi cbin —
nponerapuaroeogey. —
Um
yme
3eMHOro LWapa mano.
U pyxoH,
oTsHKeneslwen
ot Koneu,
TAHeTCH
yNuTaHHas
Tywa Kanurana
yXBaTHTL
uyXo# ropnéuy.
HayT,
»enesom
Knauas M naugkas.
— Y6upasire!

OBym Gypcysm TecHo! —

Kawkpoe ceno —
Mmoruna Gparckas,
ropogd —
3aBO[] NMPOTE3HbIN.
KoHumnocs —
cTonsl

HaKpbINKM YaKHHble.

Muporom
nobepa Ha crone.
— Cnyuwanre
MOIrMN upersoBellaHMe,
KacTaHbeTb! KoCThbinek!
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He will come—
a worker’s son all through,
a leader yet unborn,
the proletariat fo rally.”
Look,
the world’s already small for Capital’'s ambition;
with his billion-dollar
diamond-sfudded hands,
doomed
to dream of gain
until perdifion,
Capifal
goes grabbing other lands.
Off they march,
in clashing steel,
athirst for pillage.
“Killl"
they shriek;
two moneybags must come to clufches.
Soldiers’ graveyards
blot out every village,
each fown
becomes a workshop
making crutches.
When it's over
they lay their fables,
unfinicky.
Victory's
the cake they carve and share.
But—
hearken to the burial mounds’ ventriloquy,
to the castanefs of bones
picked clean and bare.

49



CHoBa
Hac
yBHAMTE
B BOEHHOM SABM.
dry
BpeMms
He NPOCTHT BMHY.
OH pacnnelyercs,
npHAET OH
M oB6bABUT
BaM
M BAIWMHCKOM BOMHe
BOMHY! —
Beipacrator
Ha 3emile
cne3sl o3épa,
CNHLLKOM
HenponasHel
KPOBM TOMM.
M knokmnuch
OAMHOUKH (DaHTa3EPLI
Haj pelueHHem
HEMBICIMMbBIX YTOMMM.

Fonosy

26 MWM3Hb

pa36munu punaHTpons.

Pa3sse

nyTe MHANHOHAM —

thmnantTponor Tponsi}

M ye

GeccuneH

CaM KanMTanMcr,

50

“You will see us once again
in war reality.
Time will not forgive
the bloody crime.
He is coming—
sage and leader—
to declare
war on you,
to end war for all time.”
Lakes of tears
spread out
to flood the globe.
All too deep
grow blood-mires,
all foo copious.
Till at last
lone day-dreamers
began fo probe
the probabilities
of fancy-bred ufopias.
But—
phitanthropists—
they got their brain-pans cracked
against the adamantine rock
of actual fact.
How could
footpaths
blazed by random spurts of brilliance
serve as thoroughfares
for all the suffering millions?
Now Capitalism
himself,
the blundering thief,
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TaK
ero
MawMHa pasmaxanacb, —
CTpOi ero
Hecer,
KaK no)enrenbid NMCT,
KpM3ncoB
M 3a6acToBOK Xxaoc.
— B ueH xapmaH
creKaem
30n0T010 NaBoi!
C kem MaTH
M Ha KOro neHsrb! —
Knacc mmnnuoHornaebis
Hanpsraer rnas —
ce6s NOHATL.

*

Bpems
yachbl
Kanurana
Kpano,
no6upas
NPOMEKTOPOE SAPKOCTb.
Bpems
poamno
6para Kapna —
cTapLuMi
neHMHcKui Gpar
Mapke.
Mapkc!
Bcraér rnasam

cefMH NOPTPETHbLIX pama.
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can't tame if,
so his machine’s wild tempo rises.
His system’s carried
like a yellow
wilted leaf
over the giddy ups and downs
of strikes and crises.
What to make
of all this
gold-fed circus,
whom to blame
and on whose side
to stand!
The million-headed,
million-handed
class of workers
strains its brains
itself o understand.

*

Capital’s days
were eroded and gnarled
by fime
like steel is
by electric arcs,
til! time
gave birth
to a man named Karl—
Lenin's
elder brother Marx.
Marx!
His portrait's grey-framed sternness
grips one.



Kak e
WH3IHL ero
OT npepcTasneHxM Aanexa!
Joau
BHAST
3aMYPOBAHHOTO B Mpamop,
rMACOM
Xonopewuero crapmka.
Ho koraa
PEBONIOLMOHHON TPOTIKCH
nepssLId
Aenanu
pabouue
LIAYOK,
0, KakoH
HEeBRepOATHOM TONKOMW
cepaue Mapke
M MbICNb CBOIO 3aeér!
byato cam
B 3aBofie Ka)XpoMm
CTOR CTOMMA,
6yaro
Ka)AbIK TPYA
pasmo3onMeas NMUHO,
rpabawmx
nNpHGABOUHYIO CTOMMOCTD
3a pyky
NOMMaNn ¢ NOJIMYHBIM.
Fae ppomanu Tenbuem,
He B3AbIMAA rna3 csoki
A2me
Ao nyna
6MpeBHKa-genbua,
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But what a gulf
between impressions
and his life!
What we see
immured in marble
or in gypsum
seems a cold old man
long since past care and strife.
But when the workers fook—
uncerfain yetf in earnest—
the first short steps
along their revolutionary path,
intfo what a giant,
blazing furnace
Marx
fanned up his mind and heart!
As if he'd drudged whole shifts
in every factory
himself
and,
callousing his hands,
each tool and job had handled,
Marx caught
the pilferers
of surplus value
with their pelf,
red-handed.
While others quailed,
eyes dropped too low
in awe
to peer up
even as high
as a profiteer’s umbilicus,
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Mapke
noBsén
pasuTbL
BOWHOIO KNaccoBOM
3onoTtoro
fo Gbika
Aopocuiero Tenbua.
Ham kasanocs —
B KOMMYHM3MOBbI 3aTOHb!
TONbKO
BOMHBI cny4as
3aKMHYT
Hac
onsi.
Mapxc
packpein
MCTOPMH 3AKOHBI,
nponertapuar
nocrasun y pyns.
KHurn Mapkca
He Habopa rpaHkm,
He cyxue
uucpp cronbubl —
Mapkce
pabouero
NOCTaBUN HA HOIH
M noBén
KONMOHHAMM
cTpoiHee uugp.
Bén
M ropopun: —
cpawasicb narre,
aeno —
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Marx undertook
to lead the prolefariat -
into class war
to slay the golden calf,
by then a bull,
immense and bellicose.
Into the bay of communism,
still fogged
with blinding mystery,
we thought
the waves of chance alone
could bring us
from our hell.

Marx
disclosed
the deepest
laws of history,
put
the prolefariat
at the helm.
No,
Marx's books
aren’t merely print and paper,
not dust-dry manuscripis
with dull sfatistic figures.
His books
brought order
o the straggling ranks of labour
and led them forward,
full of faith and vigour.
He led them
and he told them:
“Bleed in baftles!
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KOppeKTypa
BbIKNAfKaM yMma.
OH npupér,
np1pér
BENMKWA NPAKTHK,
noeenér
nonsmu 6ure,
a He BGymar! —
HepHOBaMM AyMm
nocneaHee Mmens

M PYKOM
AONKCHIBAA
BOCKOBOM,
3Halo,
Mapkcy
BMAENOCH
BupeHue Kpemnsa
M KOMMYHbI
tpnar
Hap KpacHOIO MOCKBOM.
Haspesanu,
3penn AHH,
KaK AblHH,
nponerapuar
B3pocnen
M BRIpOC M3 pebsr.
Kanutanosbl

oTBeCHbie TBEPAbIHK
BanoM Pa3MbiBaIOT
M ppobar.
Y xakux-HuByab
rofos
Ha PacCTOAHMH
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The proof of theories
are concrefe deeds.

He'll come
one day,
the genius of practice,
and guide you on
from books
to battlefields!”

As he wrote
his last
with fingers frembling,
as the last thoughts
flickered in his eyes,

I know,
Marx had a vision
of the Kremlin
and the flag
of the Commune
in Moscow's skies.

Like melons
the years
came on in maturity.
Labour
grew out of childhood
at length.
Capital's
bastions
lost security
as the proletarian tide
gained momenium and strength.
In a matter
of several years or so
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CKONbKO rpo3
TYAMT
OT HapacTaHWHM.
3asepuiaercs
BOCCTaHHEM
rHesa HapacTaHue,
HapacTtaiot
peBONIOUMM
3a BCMbIWKAMM BOCCTAHMA.
Kpyr
6ypiyes
O3BEepPEeBWMH HOPOB.
TbepaMH pacrep3aHHble,
BOA M CTeHas,
TEHM Npapenos,
NapMIKCKMX KOMMYHapoB,
M cenvac
BONSAT
NapHIKCKOIO CTEHOIO:
— CnyuaiTte, ToBapHIyu!
CMmoTpuTe, Gparbal
Tope opMHOUKAM —
BblyubTecb Ha Hac!
Coobwa B3psiBakirte!
Beire naprtueit!
Kynakom
OAHHM
cobpas
paboumit knace. —
CKaxyT:
«MBl BOMAMNY,
a camu —
wapKkyHamu!
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inklings of gales

info tempests grow.
Uprisings break out

as the climax of wrath,
revolutions flare up
in their aftermath.
Curt
and ruthless

are the bourgeois’ bestial ways;

crushed
by Thiers’ and Galliffet’s’
inhuman hammer,
from Paris,
from the wall
of Pére Lachaise®
the shadows
of the Communards
still clamour:

“Look and listen,

comrades!

Learn
from our debacle!
Woe to single fighters!
Let our lesson
not be missed.

Only by a party

can the enemy be tackled,
clenching

all the working class
in one great fist!"”
“We leaders!”
some’ll say,
then furn about and sting.
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3a peuamm
wkypy
pacnosHate ymen!

Byaer Bow AL

TaKoHN,

4YTO MENOYaMM C HaMH —

xne6a npouje,

penbc npsmen.

*

CMechblo Knaccos,
Bep,
COCNOBMH
M HapeuuM
Ha py6nax konéc
3eMnMuLa ABMranach.
Kanuran
€XOM NMPOTHBOPEHMH
poc BOBCIO
M Kpen,
WTbIKAMM MIASACD.
KommyHusma
npu3pak
no Espone pehickan,
yxoaun
M BHOBb
MagYUMn B OTRANEHbM...
Mo BceMmy no atomy
B raywu Cumbupcka
poamncs
O6bIKHOBEHHbBINH Manb4YMK
TNeHuu.

Learn fo see
beneath the words
the spoffed skin!
There'll be a leader
ours to the least thing,
straight as rails, simple as bread,
prepared to go through thick and thin.

*

A pot-pourrl
of faiths and classes,
dialects
and condifions,
on wheels of gold
the great world
creaked along.
Capital,
a very hedgehog for contradictions,
bristling with bayonets,
waxed fat and strong.
The specire of Communism
haunted Europe,
withdrew, then roamed again
throughout its girth.
For all these reasons
in Simbirsk,
half-way from Moscow
to the Urals,
Lenin,
a boy like any other,
came fo birth.






1 3HAN PABOMETO.
OH 6bin 6e3rpaMOTHLINA.

He pa3kesan
i pake asbyku conb.
Ho oH cnpiwan,
Kak roBopun JleHuH,
M OH
3Han — Bcé.
A cnpiwan
pacckas
KpecTbsHUHa-cHBupua.
Orobpany,
OTCTOANM BMHTOBKaMM
M paem

pasaenanu ceneHbMue.

OHM He uyMTanNu
M He cnbiwany JleHuHa,
HO 3TO
BbinM NeHMHLUbI.
1 BMaen ropbl —
Ha HMUX
M KYCT He poc.
Tonbko
TYun
Ha cKanbl
ynanu HMHKOM.
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I KNEW A WORKER—
he was illiterate—

hadn’t even fasted

the alphabet's salt,
yet he

had listened

to a speech by Lenin

and so
knew
all.
| remember a story
by a Siberian peasant;

they'd seized land,

heid it

and worked it
info very heaven.
They'd never even heard,
much less read Lenin

but were Leninists

all,

from seven fo seventy-seven.
I've been up mountains—
niot a lichen on their sides,
just clouds
lying prone
on a rocky ledge.
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U Ha cro BépCT
Y eAMHCTBEHHOro ropua
NOXMOTbA
cHANK
NEHUHCKMM 3HAYKOM.
CKayr —
aTto
o Bynaekax axm.
bapbIlWHM HX
BKanblBaloOT
M3 KOKETNMBLIX NMPHUUYA.

He 6ynaska Bkonota —

3HAYKOM
npoxrno py6axm
cepaue.
nonHoe
no6oebio K Unbuuy.
droro

He 06GbscHMWDL
LePKOBHBIMH CNABSHCKMMH
KPIOKaMH,

H He 6or
emy
senen —

n36paHuuk 6yab!
Lilarom 4enosevyeckuM,

pabouMmMu pyKamm,
co6cTBEeHHOI0 ronoBoH

npowén ox

3TOT NyTb.

*

68

The one
living soul
for hundreds
of miles
was a herdsman
resplendent
with Lenin’s badge.
Some’ll call it
a hankering for pins.
Fit for girls—
makes a frock
look a bit more rich.
But that pin’ll scorch
through shirts
and skins,
to the hearts
brimful
of devotion to llyich.
Devotion
not to be explained
by churchmen’s
hooks and crooks;
no God Almighty
bade him
be a saviour.
Working
step
by step
his way through life and books,
he grew to be
the teacher of world labour.

*
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Csepxy
B3rnsg
Ha Poccuio 6pock —
paccHHenach pevykam,
CNOBHO
pasrynunaCb
ThiCAYa po3r,
CNOBHO
nneTbi0O MCMNONOCOBaHa.
Ho cuHed,
yeM Boga BECHOM,
CHHAKH
Pycu kpenoctHON.
Tol
¢ Gokos
Ha Poccuio rnaHL —
M Kypa
rnasa HH KMHb,
ynupatotcsi
Heby B CKNAHL
ropsl,
KaTropru
M PYAHHKM.
Ho u karopr
6onbHee Gbina
Yy pabpHUHLIX CTaHKOB
kabana.

boinu cTpaHbt
6oratble Gonee,
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Look down
at Russia
from a flying plane.
She’s blue
with rivers
as if
lashed all over
with a willow cane
or striped
by a seven-tail whip.
But bluer
than a river
ever looks through its rushes
were the bruises
of landlord-ridden
Russia.
Take a sidelong view
of the woebegone land:
wherever
you casi your eyes
mountains,
pit-heads
and prison-camps stand
propping up
her skies.
But worse than jail,
worse than war in the frenches
was the lot
of those
who slaved at her benches.
There were ccunfries
richer by far,
I've heard,
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Kpacusee BMAan

M YMHEH.
Ho 3emnm

¢ ew& Gonbwei Gonuto

He AOBMAENOCH

BHAETb

MHe.

a, He KawpabIM

YA3p

cOTPEWDb CO LYEKM.

Kpuk kpenvan:

— NopbimanTech

3a 3eMnI0 M Bono Bbi!l—
MU Gepyrea
GYHTOBLYMKK-
OfMHOUKM
3a 6omby
M 3a peBdnbBep.
Xopouio
B Laps

sorHarb oBoimyl

Hy, a ecnn
TONBKO NbiNb
B3MeTHéWL y konecall

MoAaroToBuUiMKOM

uapeybuiictea

noMMmaH

6par Ynbanosa,

HapopoBoney

AnekcaHap.

OpHoro ybbéwe —

apyron
BO BeChb CBOM NbIN

2

more beautfiful,
more sane,

but never have | met

in the whole wide world
a land

so full
of sorrow
and pain.

Yet pain and contempt
can't be borne
forever.

Land and Freedom!
the cry grew louder,
till lone rebels,
believers
in individual terror

took to dynamite,
bullets
and powder.
It's well
to finish
the fsar at a shot,
but that
couldn’t turn the tide.
And Lenin's brother
Alexander
was caught
preparing
regicide.
Shoot a tsar

and another
with all his might

3



NbITKAMM
yweawmx
nepenioHyTh TYMHTCA.
A YnbsHos
Anekcaipgp
noselweH Goin
TLICAYHLIM M3 WAKnccenbbypikues.
U roraa
cKazan
MnbMY CEMHafLaTHrOAOBbIN —
3T0 CNoBoO
Kpenye KnaTs
CONAJATOM NOAHATOM PYKM:
— bpar,
MBI 3A€eChb
Te68 CMEHMTL FOTOBbI,
noGegum,
HO MBI
noMpém nyrém Apyrum! —

*

ornsagmMre NaMATHUKH —
BMOMTE
repoes poa Bbi!
CraHer Toronem,
a Tl
BEHKOM €ro Benuub.
He Takou —
uepHopaboumH,
exenHeBHbIN NOABMT
Hd nneuu cebe
p3panun Unbuu.

4

will strain
fo break
the record in tortures.
And so
Alexander Ulyanov
one night
was hanged
by the light of Schliisselburg torches.”
Then his brother,
a seventeen-year-old youth,
swore an oath
that was firmer
than any.
“Brother,
we'll take up
the battle for truth
and win,
but by other means,”
pledged Lenin.

*

Your usual hero—
look at the statues—
struts like a peacock:
“I'll show you
which is which!”

Not such was the feat,

arduous,
plain,
undramatic,
chosen
as the task of his life
by llyich.
5



OH BMecTe,
YHMT B Ky3HMYHOW MACTH,
KaK 6biThb,
yro6 3apnnara

B3pOCia NATAKOM.

Yro penatn,
ecnu
Aepércs macrep.
Kak 6biTh,
4yro6 XO3fMH
NOMA KMNATKOM.
Ho He menoub
uenslo B KoHUe:
no6epme,
He CTOM Tak
Hap opHoOM
CMETEHHOM ny}elo.
CounanmMsm — uenb.
Kanuranuam — Bpar.
He BeHHMK —

BMHTOBKa OpYMuMe.

Tolcsum pa3
OAHO M TO Me
oH B6usaer
B TYroM chnyx,
a HasaeTpa
APYT B ApYra BROXMT
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Together with men
from the mills and mines
he sought
to raise wages
to a decent level,
looked for ways
of fighting
deductions and fines
and teaching good manners
to a foreman-devil.
But the struggle’s
not merely

for some such claim—

to sweep up a puddle
and then go slow—
satisfied
by a ftrifle.
No—
Socialism’s the aim,

Capitalism

the foe
and the weapon

no broom
but a rifle.
The same things
again
and again
and again
he hammers down
into the work-dimmed brain.
And tomorrow
those
who've at last understood

Kk



PYyKM
NOHABWMX [ABYX.
Byepa — ueThipe,

cerogHa — 4eTbipecra.

Taumes,
a 3aBTpa
B OTKPBITYIO BCTAHEM,
MU 3TH
yerblpecTa
B THICSYM BLIPacTyT.
TpyRAWMXCE MHupa
NOABIMEM BOCCTAaHHEM.
Mbi yxe
He TMWe BOgJ,
TPAaBMHOK HMKe —
rHer
TPYAALLMXCS
FYCTMTCA B Tyue.
Pexer
MONHUAMM
MUNbHYEBBIX KHMIKEK.
Cobiner
rpagom
NPOKNAMALMA M NEeTyyex.
buncsa
o6 IeHnHa
TEMHDBIK Knace,
TEK
OoT Hero
B NMPOCBETNEHbH,
M, o6aHHBIN
CMNOH
M MBICISMH Macc,

"8

pass it on

and make

Yesterday it was

tomorrow

the lesson good.
dozens,
today if's hundreds,

thousands

into action rousing,

till the whole working world

and break

will start rumbling like thunder

info an open uprising.
We're no longer timid

as newly-born lambkins;

the workers’ wrath

slashed

condenses
into clouds,

by the lightning

his leaflets
showe!

The class

of Lenin’s pamphlets,

ring
on surging crowds.

drank its fill

and,
enlightened,

And in turn,

of Lenin's light

broke
from the gloom of millennia.

imbibing

the masses’ might,
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€ Knaccom
poc
JIeHuH.
U ywme
npespaujaetcss B 6binb
TO,
B 4EM 1OHOUIEM
JleHuH Knsines:

— Mbi
He OAMHOYKM,
Mbl —
colo3 6opb6bl
3a ocsoboxkpgeHHne
pabouero knacca. —

JIeHuHM3IM upeT
BC€ panee
u 6onee
BLUMPL
YUEeHHKaMH
UnbHuésoi BbIBEPKM.

Kposbto
BNMCaH
repouMsm nopgnonbs
B NbiNb
M B CNSKOTb
GeckoHeuwHo’ Bonopummpkm,

Hbinve
HamMMu
Wap 3e@MHOM 3aBepueH.
Dawe
MBI,
B KPeMNEéBCKMX Kpecnax ecnM, —
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together with the class
grew Lenin. .
And gradually,
enriched
by the fertile communion,
they bring
young Viadimir's pledge
to realisation,

no longer
each
on his own,
but a Union
of Fighters

for Working Class
Emancipation,10
Leninism spreads
ever wider
and deeper.
Lenin’s disciples
work miracle after miracle,
the underground’s grit
traced in blood-drops
seeping
through the dust
and slush
of the endless Viadimirka.!!
Today
we spin
the old globe
our way.
Yet even
when debating
in Kremlin armchairs
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CKONBbKHUM
BAPYr
u3-3a pgekperos HepumHck
KaHAanamm
pa33eeHuTcs B Kpecne!
Bam
onfATbL
HaNnOMHIO NTHYMH NYTb .
3a BONUKOM —
TpaMBaes
sneKTpMUecKas pbich
Kro
M3 Bac
pewéryarbie npyTbs
He uyapanan
W He rpbisl!
Jo6
pa3bek
O KamMeHKb CTEHKM TeCHOW —
3a roboro
CMBbINTKH Kamepy
M 3aMenm.
«CnyKMn Thl HERONro, HO YecTHOo
Ha Gnaro poAMMON 3emnun.
Nomo6unaco Jlenuny
B KaKOM M3 CCbINOK

3TOM MecHM
TpaypHas cunal
*
{oBopunu —
MYMHMHOK

cBoeM NoWAET AOPOron,
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there’'s few

won't suddenly recall a day.

filled
with the

Remember
the

groans
of chain-gang marchers.

none-too-distan! past:

beyond the eye-hole

Who of you,

trams, droshkies, cars....

let me ask,

didn't bite
and

tear
at prison-bars?

We could smash out

our brains
on the walls weighing on us:

all they did was mop up

and strew sand.

“It wasn't long but honest
Your service fo your land....”
In which of his exiles

did Lenin
get fond

of the mournful power

The peasani—-

of that song?

*

‘twas urged—
would blaze his own tracks
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3aBepér
COUMAnMU3Mm
B6ecxuTpocTeH M npocr.
Her,
M Pyco
or 1py6
CTAHOBMTCA CTOPOroM.
lFopon
AbIMHOK Bopopoi obpoc.
He nonpocar B pan —
no)anymcra,
BoHAHTE —
4Yepe3 Tpyn Gypyasum
KOMMYHH3Ma 1Lar.
Cra KPecTbAHCKMM MMANHOHAM

nponerapuat BogHTenb.

Jlenun —
nponerapueBs BOMaK.
Monao6ewaer nubepan
MM ICEPHK NPLITKHK,
cam oxoumn po paboumx wekn, —
JleHnH
hpasoukm
¢ Hero
noo6opBET A0 HUTKM,
4yT06 M3 KHMr
cusan
B ABOPSHCKOM HarMwe.
U Ham
yxe
He Pa3roBOPLbI AOCYXKMe,
yro-ge ceobopaa,
yro nioau 6partbn, —
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and set up socialism
without hitch or wrangle.
Buf no—
Russia too
goes bristling with stacks;
black beards of smoke
round her cities fangle.
There's no god
to bake us
pies in the skies.
The proletariaf
must head
the peasant masses.
Over capifal’'s corpse
Russia’s highroad
lies,
with Lenin
fo lead
the tfoiling classes.
They'd promise heaps,
wordy liberals and S.Rs,!2
themselves
not loath
to saddle workers’ backs.
Lenin made
short work of their yarns,
left them bare as babies
in the blaze of facts.
He soon disposed
of their empty praitle
full of “liberty”,
“fraternity”
and suchlike words.
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Mbl
B MapKCOBOM BCEOPYIKMM
oAHa
Ha MMp
6onbwesmncTcKas naprus,
AMepuKky
nepece:aeuws
B JKCNpPeccHOM Kyne,
MAéuwb Yyxnomom —
Tebe
B rnasa
BOH3aeTcs Temepb
PKN
M B ckoBKax
ManeHbkoe «6».
Tenepsb
Ha Mapcoe
oxorurca lynkoro,
nepebupas
HeGecHbIN napumk.
Ho mmpy
’Ta
cTpoyHas Gykea
B CTO KpaT KpacHe#w,
rpaHgmMosHei
M spue.

*

CnoBa
y Hac
AO BaYKHOrO Camoro
B MPMBLIYKY BXOAST,
BeTWAKT, KaK nnarbe.
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Arming
with Marxism, )
mustering for battle,
rose the only
Bolshevik Party
in the world.
Now,
touring the States

in a de luxe coupé,

or footing it through Russia—
wherever you be
they meet you,
the lefters
R.C.P.
with their bracketed neighbour,
B.13
Today
it's red Mars
astronomers are hunting,
telescopes
scanning the sky from a high fower.

Yet that modest letter

on paper or bunting
shines to the world

ten times redder and brighter.

*

Words—
even the finest—
turn into litter,

wearing threadbare
with use and barfer.
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Xouy
CHATbL 3aCTaBMTh 3aHOBO

BenMuecTBeHHeMIIee CNoBO
«MAPTHSA».

EpmHMual
Komy oHa HyxHal!
Tonoc eanHMLUbI
TOHbLIE NMKCKA.

Kro eé ycnbiumt! —
Pasge jeHa!

U ro

ecnM He Ha 6Gasape,
a 6nu3ko.

Naptua —
210
efMHLIA yparaH,

M3 roNnocoB CNpeccoBaHHbIM
THXMX M TOHKMX,

OT Hero
nonalrca

yKpenneHus Bpara,
KaK B KaHOHapy

OT nywek
nepenoHkKM.

Mnoxo uyenoseky,
KOrga OH OfAMH.

Fope ogHoMy,
OAMH He BOMH —

KaALI AIOHHA
eMy rocnofmH,
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Today

1 want to infuse .

new glifter
info the most glorious of words:
PARTY.
Individual—
what can he mean
in life?

His voice

sounds fainter
than a needle dropping.
Who hears him?
Only, perhaps,
his wife,
and then if she’s near
and not out shopping.
A Parly’s
a raging,
single-voiced storm
compressed
out of voices
weak and thin.
The enemy strongholds
burst with its roar
like eardrums
when cannon
begin their din.
One man alone
feels down and out.
One man alone
won't make weather.
Any old bully
can knock him about—
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# pawe cnabele,
ecnM fgBoe,.
A ecnu
B NapTHIO
CrpyAMnucL manote —
cpancs, Bpar,

3aMpH
M nar!
Maptua —
pyKa munaMoHonanas,
caTan
B OfMH

rPOMSRUIMI Kynak.
EavHuua — B3pop,
eAMHMUa — Honb,
OfAMH —
Aaxe ecnun
oYyeHb BAXKHLIN —
He noabiMer
npocroe
nsaTMBepliKoBoe GpesHo,
tem Gonee
AOM TATMITANKHDBIN.
Maptus —
310
MMINHOHOB NNeuM,
APYr K Apyry
npMXKaTbie Tyro.
MapTuen
CTPOMKM
B He6o B3MeueM,
AepKa
W B3AbIMas APYr Apyra.
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even weaklings
if many fogether. .
But when
we midgets
in a Party stand—
surrender,
enemy,
lie low
and be quief!
A Party’s
a million-fingered hand
clenched
info one fist
of shattering might.
What's an individual!
Absurd—
no good.
One man,
even the most important of all,
can't raise a fen-yard log of wood,
to say nothing
of a house
ten stfories ftall.
A Party means millions
of arms,
brains,
eyes
linked
and acting together.
In a Party
we'll rear our projects to the skies,
upholding and helping
one another.
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MNaprma —
cnMHHoK xpeBer pabouero Knacca.
Naptia —
6eccmepTHe Hawero gena.
MaptMa — epMHcTBEHHOE,
YTO MHe He W3MEHHT.
CerogHs NpPHKa3uMK,
a 3aBTpa
LapCcTBa CTHPAIO B KapTte 1.
Mosr knacca,
Aeno Knacca,
cHna knacca,

cnaga Knacca —

BOT MTO TaKoe MapTus.

Maprusa 1 JleHuH —
6nn3Heubl-6paths —
KTo Gonee

MATEPU-UCTOPHM LieHeH!

Mbl roBopum JleHmH,

noppasymeBsaem —
naprms,
Mbl TOBOPMM
napTHs,
nogpasymeBaem —
JlenuH.
*
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The Party’s
the compass
that keeps us on course,
the backbone
of the whole working class.
The Party
embodies
the immortality of our cause,
our faith
that will never
fail or pass.
Yesterday an underling,
today
whole empires I'm uncharting.
The brain,
the strength,
the glory of its class,
that's what it is,
our Party.
Lenin
and the Party
are brother-twins.
Who'll say
which means more
fo History, their mother?
Lenin
and the Party
are the closest kin;
name one
and you can't but imply
the other.

*
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Ewé
ropos

KOPOHOBaHHLIE rNdBbI,
W 6ypxiyn

YepHelot

KaK BOpPOHbl B 3MMe,
HO yxe
ropeHue
pabouesi naebl

no Kparvepy naptum
pBETCH M3-noA 3emenb.

Dessroe sHBaps.
KoHel ranoHuiMHbl.

NMapaem,
HAPCKUM CEMHLLOM KOCHMEI.

bpeaHa
O MHIOCTM LapcKoy
NPHMKOHYEHa

¢ GoliHen MyKAeHCKOMN,
¢ TpeckoM Llycumsl

AoeonbHo!

He sepum
pa3rosopam NOCTOPOHHHM!

Camu
C OpYXMeM
BCTaNu NpecHeHUbl.
Kaszanocb —

cemnuac
NMOKOHYMM € TPOHOM,
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Crowns and coronets
still galore,

bourgeois
still blacken
like wintering crows.
But labour’s lava
already starts fo pour:
see—

through the Party’s crafer
it flows.

January 9.
Gapon, !4
the “people’s friend”,
debunked.
We fall
in the rifles” crackle.

Tall tales
about the isar's royal mercy
end
with Mukden’s bloodbath
and Tsushima's

debacle.i5

Enough!
No belief left
for twaddle and twiddle.

The Presnya't
takes fo arms,
done with ballyhoo.

it seemed
the throne

would soon snap across the middle
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33 HMM
n 6ypwyeso
Kpecnc TpecHercs.

Mnbmy ye 3gechb.
OH M30 AHA HA AeHb
NPOBOAMT
¢ paboumummu
NATLIM rog.
OH pspom
Ha Kakpoi cToMt Gappukage,
Befger
BCEro BOCCTAaHMA XOA.
Ho ckopo
npowna
nyKaBaa BeCTMMKa —
«cobopan.
BaHTMKK niogM Hapenw,
uapb
Ha GankoH
BLIXOAMN € MaHHM(PECTHKOM.

A nocne
«caobofgHOMN
MefloBOM Hepenu
peuw,
6aHTbl
M NEeHus nnaeHble

nywe4Hb!H pép

nokpbiBaer Gacom:
no Kposu paGoueli

NYCTMRCA B NnaBaHWe

uapes agMmupan,

kaparens Jly6acos.
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and forthwith
the bourgeois easy chair foo.
llyich is everywhere.

Day after day
he fights
with the workers
through 1905,
standing nearby
on every barricade,

innerving
the revolution
with his vigour and drive.

But soon
came the treacherous trick:
Hey Presto!

Red ribbons
blossomed
like a virgin's cheek.
The tsar
from his balcony
read the Manifesto.!?

Then,
after a “free” honey-week,
the speeches,
the singing,
the hooraying and hailing
are covered
by the treble bass of
cannon:
on the workers’ blood goes sailing
the tsar’s butcher-admiral
Dubasov.18
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MmoHem B NHUO
ToH 6enoiM cnsiKoTH,

ClOCIOKaloLeH
o 3BepcTBax Yeka!

CMmorpure,

KaK 34ech,
CBAI3ABLUM 33 NOKTH,

pabounx HacmepTtb
CeKNK No IeKaM.

3Bepena peaxuus.
UHTENNHIreHTUMKM

YWnAM of BCero
M BCE m3ragmnn.

3anepnuch AOMa,
ROCTaNM CBEUKM,

napjaH Kypar —
GoromcKatenu.

CaMm 3ackynmun
toeapmwy lMnexaHos:

— Bawa BMHa,
3anyrany, Gparubi!

BoT M nyctunM
KPOBM NoxaHu!

Heuero
3ps
3a opymbe Gparbes. —

JleHnH
B 3TOT CKYN&NK HepYKHLIA

Bpesan ronoc
Goapbiil M 3pIMHBINA:
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Spit in the faces
of white dross who fell us
about the Cheka’s!?
blood-dousings!
They ought to have seen
how, tied by the elbows,
workers
were whipped to death
by thousands.
Reacfion ran amuck.
Intellectual bunglers
withdrew,
recluses,
and became the meekest,
locked themselves in
with blinking candles
and smoked incense,
god-damn God-seekers.?
Even Comrade Plekhanov?! himself
raised a whine:
“lt's the Bolsheviks’ fault;
it's theirs, the muddle is.
Shouldn’t have taken up arms
at the time
and blood wouldn't swirl,
as it does,
in puddles.”
But here
with his courage i
never failing
Lenin
cut
into the traitors’ wail:
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— Her,
3a opyxue
6paTbcs HYMHO,
Tonsko Gonee

peuwmtenkHoO U 3HEepPTHYHO.

HoBbIX BOCCTaHMH BMIKY AeHb S

CHoBa nogbiMeTcs
paboumnii Knacc.

He 3awmra —
HanapeHue

cTath AOMKHO
NO3YHIOM Macc. —

1 ator rop
B KPOBaBOW neHe

M 3TH paHbl
B8 pabouem craHe
fIOKAKYTCH
IWKONOH
nepBok CTyneHu

8 rpose u 6ype
rPSAYWMX BOCCTAHMH.

*

¥ JleHun
cHOBA

B CBOEM M3rHaHMM
FOTOBMT

Hac
nepepn HoBoON GMTBOM.
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“O yes we should have—

I'll repeat.it daily—
only far more resolutely—

and wouldn't have failed.

| see
the hour of new upheavals arriving
again
to bring out
the working
classes.

Not defence
but atfack
should become the driving
slogan
of the masses.”
That nighimare year
with its bloody pool
and the massacre
of the workers’
insurgent millions
will pass
and appear
as preparatory school
for the hurricanes
of future rebellions.

*

And Lenin
once more
turns jail into college,

educafing us
for the coming battle,
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OH yuur
M cam BGMpaer 3HaHMe,
OH napTHio
BHOBb
cobupaer paséuryro.
Cmotpn —
3a6acToBKM
B3ALIMAIOT Trof,
eweé —

M K BOCCTAaHMIO cymeellb CABMHYTBLCH Thl.

Ho Bor
M3 ner
nogbimMaerca
CTPALWIHLIA YeTbipHAALATbIN.
Tak nuwyr —
conpar-pe
packypHr Tpy6ky,
Ganakarb noiasT
O MoXoAax ApPeBHMX,
HO 3Ty
BCEMMPHENHWYIO MACOPY6KY
K KaKoM NpMpaBHATL
k Monraee,
Kk Mneshe!!

HUmnepuanusm
BO BCEM OroneHMm —
WMBOT HapyKy,

¢ BCTaBHbIMM 3y6amm,

M Mope KpPOBM
€My MO KONeHH —
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teaching others,
himself gaining knowledge,
regathering the Parly
unmanned and scattered.

Year after year
the strikes scored higher:

a spark
and the people’ll
flare up again.

But then
came a year
that put off the fire—

1914
with its deluge of pain.
It's thrilling
when veferans
twirl their whiskers

and, smirking,
spin yarns
about old campaigns.
But this wholesale,
world-wide
auction of mincemeaf—

with what Poltava
or Plevna®?
will it compare!?

Imperialism
in all
his filth and mud,
false teeth bared,
growling and grunting,

quite at home
in the gurgling ocean of blood,
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CKMpaeT cTPaHhbl,
B3/ibIMas LITbIKAMM.
Bokpyr Hero
€ro noaxanMmel —
NaTpMOTbl —
npucnocobunmce Boebl —
nMiayT,
PYKM npeaaBluMe BbIMbIB:
— Pa6ounii,
AepHCb
Ao nocnepHel Kposu! —
3emns —
ropoi
enesHoro noma,
a B HeH
yenoBeubs
pBaHb M pBank.
Cpean
BCEro cyMacileflero Aoma
Tpe3BbIN
BCTaN
ogud Liummepeanba.
Orcoga
JleHmMH
C TOPCTOMKOW TOBapMuied
BCTan Haf, MMPOM
M NOAHAN Hap
MbICNHU
fApue
BCAKOro noapmiua,
rofioc
rpomue
BCEX KaHOHaA.
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went swallowing up
country after country.
Around him,
cozy,
social-patriots and sycophants,
raising heavenwards
the hands
that betray,
scream like monkeys
till everyone's sick of if:
“Worker—
go it—
on with the fray!”
The world's
iron scrap-heap
kept piling
and piling,
mixed with minced man’s-flesh
and splintered bone.
In the midst
of all this
lunatic asylum
Zimmerwald?
stood sober alone.
Ever remembered
is the speech Lenin made
above the world uproar
raising on high
a voice
far louder
than any cannonade,

thoughts more inflaming
than any fire.
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Or11yga —
MMANNOHBI
KaHOHafoIo B YiuM,

croTbicsHecabenbLHoOM
KOHHMUBI Ber,
orcIoaa,

npoTue
u cabenb M nywek, —
CKYNacThiN
M ABICbIM
OAMH uenoBeK.
— Conpartbi!
Bypyn,
npepas M npopas,
K TypKam wnorT,
3a Beppen,
Ha RBHHY.
JAosonbHo!
Npespatum
BOWHY Hapofos
B FPaYAAHCKYIO BOJMHY!
JoBonbHo
Pa3rpoMmoB,
cMepTed M paw,
Y HauMM
Her
HMKAKOW BMHBI
flpotHe
6ypryasuu Bcex cTpaH
foAAbIMEM
3HaMAa
rPpaYyK[AHCKOH BOMHLI! —
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On one side
were millions
writhing in the labour
of war
to bring would-be victory
forth,
on the other—
against
both cannon and sabre—
one man
of ordinary
stature and girth.
“Soldiers!
The bourgeois
betray and sell you,
send you fo slaughter
as a thousand times before.
Enough of it!
Hear what | tell you:
Turn this war
among nations
into civil war.
What are we,
peoples,
arguing for?
Put an end
to catastrophes,
wounds
and losses.
Raise the banner
of holy war
against
the world-wide bosses!”
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It looked as though,
infernally booming,
the cannon would sneeze
and blow him away.

Aymanoce:
cpasy
nywKa-nevka
YUXHET OrHEM
M cAyHeT THMAbLIO,
noToM noaM,
MUM YenoBevKa,

Who'd ever find

the fragile human!
Who would remember
noAk N his name!
BCTOMMHAN ero (pamunmio.

TnoTKOM OPYAWH,

“Surrender!”
one counfry

WMNEeBLWMX M BbIBLUKX,
APYT APYTY roared
cTpaHbl to another.
opyr — Looked as if they’d go on fighting
Ha KoneHm! for millennia.
HDoppanucs, But at last it was over,
M BOT and lo,
no winners

HMKakuX nobGepMBWINX —
except for one—

oaun nobeaun
Comrade Lenin.

toBapHuy JleHuH.

Umnepuanmsma npopeal Imperialism,
Mol damn you!
MCTOLYM NN You've exhausted our pafience,
TepneHbe aHrennckoe. once fit for angels.
Tl Rebellious Russia
BOCCTABWEIO has rammed you
Poccueld npopeaHa through—
ot Taspu3a from Tauris to Archangel.
M po Apxadrenbcka. An empire’s no hen—
Umnepusa — no joke bagging it

the two-headed,
power-vested,
hook-beaked eagle.

s10 Te6e He Kypa!
KniosacTbiid opén
¢ ARYXFNABOW BRACTbIO.
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A Mbl,
KaK [OKYpeHHbIH OKYPOK,
npocro
CRNIOHY K
MX AMHACTbIO.
OrpomHbI,
MOKPLITHIH KPOBABOK PiKOIO,
Hapoga,
FONOJHLIM M rONOWTAHHLIN,
Kk Cosetam nompaér
unu 6yper
6ypyio
TacKarthb,
KaK M BCTaphb,
M3 OFHS KalwraHbi}
— Hapop
pasopsan
OKOBBI LLAPLM,
Poccus 8 6ype,

Poccusa B rpose, —
uMTan
Bnaaummup Mneuy
B Llsenyapuu,
APOXKa,
BOMHYSCh
Hap KMno# raser.
Ho uto
No raseTHblM Yy3HaelWb KNoybsm!
Ha a>ponnaue
npopearbcq 6 BEbICH,
TYA2,
Ha nomouyb
K BOCCTAaBWMM paboumm, -—
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And yet
we spat ouf :
like a finished fag-end

their dynasty
with all trappings,
regal and legal.

The nation
scrambling out of the mire,
huge,
famished,
blood-crust all over it—

would it go on
dragging chestnuts from the fire

for the bourgeois,
or would it go Sovief!

“The people
have broken
tsarist fetters.

Russia’s boiling,
Russia’s ablaze!”
Lenin read
in newspapers and letters

in Switzerland
where he lived those days.

But what could one fish
out of newsprint tatters?

o,
for an airplane
skyward fo speed— .
home,

to the aid
of the workers in baftle—

111



OfiHO jenaHbe,
eAHHas MbIChb.
Moexan,
NOKOPHBLIA NapPTHMHHONA EBOne,
B HeMeLKOM BaroHe,
Hemeukan nnomba.
O, ecnu 6bl
3Han
Torga l'oreHu,onnepH,
4yro JleHuH
M B MXx MoHapxuio Gomba!

*

Miutepubl
Bcé ewé
BCEM Ha papocTb
no63anuchb,
CKaKanu AeTMIIKaM¥ ManblMH,
HO B KpacHOM neHTouKe,
cnerka npunapagach,
HeBcKuM
yme
KMLIen reHepanamu.
3a warom war —
M AOMAYT A0 TOUKM,
nowayr
M ao nonnqeicuoro CBMCTA.
Yike
HAYMHAIOT
Ka3aTh KOTOTOUKM
Sypmym
M3 NanoK CBOMX NYLUMCTDLIX.
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that
was his only longing and need.
But at last
at the Party's bidding
he’s on wheels.
If only
the murderous Hohenzollern®* knew
that the German goods waggon
under German seals
carried
a bomb
for his monarchy, too!

*

Petrograd citizens
still kept skipping,
exulting
in glee ephemeral.
But already,
red-ribboned,
in martial frippery,
the Nevsky?®> swarmed
with freacherous generals.
Another few steps
and they’ll reach the limit:
it'll come
to policemen’s whistles.
The bourgeois
already ifch to begin if,
already
the fur
on the beast’s back bristles.
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CHavana menoub —
BpOAE ManbKOB.
Motom nosspocnee —
OT WNPOTOB A0 KUMNEYEeK.
Morom JlappaHenbCKuH,
B AeBHUECTBE MHNIOKOB,
3a HMM
¢ KopoHauMWeH
npér MuxamnbuMK.
Mpembep
He Bnactb —
BbIlUMBaHMe rnagbio!
3710
rebe
He rpy6biii HapKoMm.
NMpamo pesywka —
MAM M rnagb eé!
MctepukM 3aKarbiBaert,
NOET TEHOPKOM.
Eweé He nonano
Ham
M POCHHKM
OT 3THX CaMmbIX
¢espanbckux csobog,
a y obopoHues —
y)Ke XBOPOCTHHKH —
«Mapil, Mapil Ha (pPOHT,
paboumii Hapoa».
U B poBeplueHue
nejizayka cnaBHeHbKOFO,
Hac npepaBaBWMe
M Ao
M NOTOM,
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At first
mere fry
at which one might scoff,
then big sharks
emerged
to swallow
the nation.
Next
Dardanelsky,
née Milyukov,6
and finally
Prince Mikhail
agog for coronation.
The Premier
wields power
with feathery splendour:
none of your commissar’s snarling.
Sings in a fenor,
ever so fender,
even kicks up hysterics,
the darling.
We hadn't yet tasted
the sorriest crumbs
of February's
freedom-prodigies
when
“Oft to the front,
working thingamagums!” .
the war-boys
began prodding us.
And to crown
this picture
of passing beauty,
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BOKpPYF
CTOpPOXXamM
acepbl fa CaBMHKOBLI,
MEHDbILEBHKM —
YYEHBIM KOTOM.
M B ropopa,

yKe
3anNNbIBAIOWKMA CANOM,
BAPYr OTTYAd,
n3-3a Hessl,
¢ MUHNSHACKOro BOK3ana
no Buiboprckon
3arpoxotan GpoHeBMK.
M cHoBa
BeTep
CBEMMM, KPenKuM
Banbl
PeBOMOUMM
nopHAn B nexe.
JIuTelHbIN
3anunmu
6ny3bl M Kenxu.
«fleHHH ¢ Hamu!
Ja 3ppaectayer JIeHWH!»
— Tosapuuwu! —
M HAfA FONOBAMM
nepebiX COTEH
enepén
BeAywyio
PYKY BbiCTaBMN.
— C6pocum
acAeuecTsa
obGBeTUIaBLIME NTOXMOTbSA.
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fraitors and provocateurs
before and after that,

S.R.s and Savinkovs’
stood on watchdog duty
with Mensheviks
as the Tell-Tale Cat.28

When suddenly
info the city
sleekening with blubber
from beyond
the broad-banked Neva,

from Finland Station

through the Vyborg suburb
rumbled

an armoured car.
And again
the gale,

momentum gaining,

sef the whirlwind
of revolution spinning.

Caps and blouses
flooded the Liteiny2’:
“Lenin’s with us!
Long live Lenin!”
“Comrades,”
and over the heads
of the hundreds clapping
forward
a guiding hand
he thrust,

“Let’s cast oft
the outworn Social-Democrat trappings.
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Chuck the capitalists
and their yes-men
info the dust!

Ronoi
BNacThL
corfalarenei M KanuranucTos!
Mbl —
ronoc
BONM HHU33,

pabouero Hu3a
BCero ceera.

We voice
the will
of the toilers

and ftillers

of the whole world.

Aa sapaecTeyer Now’s the hour.

napTus,
CTPOSAAs KOMMYHH3M,

Long live the Party
of communism builders,
Aa 3apascTByer
BOCCTaHWe
3a Bnactb CosetoB! —

long live
armed struggle
for Soviet power!”

Bniepenie
nepep Tonnoi oBangenok For the first time ever
3nech e, without ado
nepeg to6oio, before the flabbergasted
6nu3, human ocean
BCTano, arose

as a routine thing to do
once unaitainable
socialism.

KaKk npocroe
Aenaemoe geno,
HopjocAraemoe cCnoBo —
«COLMANM3IMN. There
r

3pech ke, beyond the factories roaring,

M3-3a 3aBOJOB TYAALLMX,
CHAS FTOPM3OHTOM

there, on the horizon
with blinding force

BO BecCb CBOA, it shone

before us,
the Commune
of tomorrow

BCTana

3aBTpaliHAsA
KOMMYHa TpygalMxca —
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6e3 6ypxyes,
6e3 nponetapues,

6ez pabos u rocnop.

Ha ronue
OKPYTHBLUMX
cornawarenbCKUX BepéBoOK
cnosa Mnbuua
yAaapamu Tonopa.

U peun
npepbisano
obpanamu pésa:
«llpaBunbHO, JleHKH!
Bepno!
Mopal»
Aom
KwecHHCKON,
33 ApbIrOHOXeCTs0
nogapeHHbIN,
HbIHYEe —
pabouas Gnys3HMua.
Cioga reqér
¢habpmMuHoe MHOXECTBO,
3nech
3aKansercs
B NEHMHCKOM KY3HHLe.
«Ewb aHaHacel,
pA6UMKOB XKYH,
AEeHb TBOW NOCNEefHMHM
npuxoaut, BypiKyHn.
Y neser
K CMAAWMM
B XO3sCKOM cTyne —
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without bourgeois,
proletarians,

slaves
or lords.

Through the tfangle
of tethering
yes-men’s tenets

Lenin’s speech
came crashing like an axe,
indented with uproar
every minute:

“Right,
Lenin!
Iit's fime to acH!”

Kshesinskaya's palace,®
earned by twiddling toes,

today's invaded
by boots
steel-heeled.

If's here
the factory mulfifude
flows
in Lenin's smithy
to be tempered
and steeled.
“Munch your pineapples,
chew your grouse!
Your days are over,
bourgeois louse!"”

Already we demanded
the wherefore and why
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Kak xuBére
Aad uTO Myére!
Npumepusascs,
B Mione
3a ropno norporanm
M 33 MMBOTHK.
Byp)xyesbl 3y6ba
O EePUNIHCL Pa3oM.
— Pab6 B36yHrosancs!

Mneramu,
Aa B Kposb ero! —

M pyuxy
KepeHckoro
BOAST NPHMKA3oM —
Ha MYWKY Jlenuna!
B Kpecthl 3uHoBbesa!

MU naprtus
CHOBa
ywna B nognonbe.

Mnbuu Ha Pasnuse,
MUnbuu B MDuHRaHaMM.

Ho Hu uyeppak,
HM Wanauw,
HM none
BOXASA
He AapyT
o3pepenoi GaHpge Mx.
JleHMHA He BHAHO,
Ho OH 6nu3.
Mo ToMmy,
pa6ota pgBmKerca Kak,
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from those
who, lording it,
quaffed and guzzled,

and during
the dress rehearsal of July3!

tickled their gizzards
with revolver muzzles.

The bosses bared fangs,
their looks spelt murder;

“Riofing slaves!
we'll show ‘em!”
they thundered.

“Lenin to the wall!”
Kerensky3? penned the order;
“To jail with Zinoviev33”
and the Party
went underground.

llyich’s in Finland,
at Razliv,
safe and sound,
hidden securely
in a twig shelter.
It won't betray him
to the pack of hounds
ready
to snap him up
in the welfer.
Lenin’s unseen,
and yet he’s near,

and fime and events
don't stand.
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BHMAHA
Hanpaensiowasn
NEeHMHCKas MBbICNb,
BMAHA
Bepywas
NeHMHCKasa pykKa.
Cnosam Mnbuuépbim —
nyywas nousa:
napaior,
ceMuyac me
Aeno pacrs,
M pPAgoM
yxe
¢ nneyom pabouero —
nne4n
MMANMOHOB KpeCTbSH.
MU korpa
ocranochb
Ha GappHKapbl BbIMTH,
AeHb
HaMeTHB
B pAAy Hepenb,
JieHuH
cam
ssuncs B Murep:
— ToBapMuym,
AOBONBHO TAHYTb KaHMTensb!
FHér kanurana,
ronoa-ypoauHa,
BOMH GaHAMTM3M,
MHTepBEeHUMA BOPbA —
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Every slogan
is Lenin’s idea,
every move
is guided
by Lenin’s hand.
Each word
by Ilyich
finds soil most fertile
and falling
forthwith
promotes
our cause,
and see—
alongside
with Leninist workers
millions of peasants
info its orbit it draws.
And when
it remained
but to mount
barricades,
having chosen
a day out of many,
back to Petrograd
to the workers’ aid
with
*Comrades,
we've waited enough!”
came Lenin.
“The yoke of capital,
hunger’s prodding,
the banditry of wars
and thieving infervention
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Syper! —
noKaxyrcs
6enee poguHok
Ha tene 6abywkn,
ApPeBHeA MCTOpMH, —
U ortyaa,
Ha AHM
OrnapbIBasch 3TH,
ronoey
TNenuna
B3BMAMILL criepBa.
dr10
ot pabctea
AECATH ThicAYeneTui
K BeKam
KOMMYHbI
CUSIIOWMHA nepesan.
Mporiayr
ropa
CeroAHSWHHWX TAroT,
NIeTOM KOMMYHBbI
corpeer nerd,
M cYacTbe
€nacTbio
OrPOMHBIX sirop
pospeer

Ha@ KpacHbIX

OKTSISPI:CKMX uBerax.

U rorpa
y “HMTalowmx
NeHMHCKME BeneHwus,
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will seem
in time
mere moles on the body
of Grandma History,
escaping aftention.”

And looking back
from the future

on this day

the first thing seen
will be Lenin’s figure,

from millennia
of slavery
blazing the way

to the age of the Commune
through want
and rigour.

These years of privation
will sink into the past
and the summer
of the Commune
warm this globe of ours,
and the huge,

sweet fruit of happiness
at last

will mature
from the crimson
Ociober flowers.

And then
the readers
of Lenin's behests,
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NOXenTeBLMNX
AEKpeToB
nepebupas nMCTKM,

BBICTYNAT

cnésul,

BLIBEA€HHLIE M3 ynoTtpebneHus,

M KPOBb

BONIHEHHEM

YA3PHUT B BHCKH.

Korpa 8
MTONY
TO, UTO NpPOéXMA,
M polOCb B AHAX —
ApuadWKA rae,
fi BCNOMMHAI0
ORHO M TO e —
ABafuaTh nsaroe,
nepsBbid feHb.

LiTeiKaMM
ThiYeTCa
YHPKaHbe MONHMH,
marpocsl
B 60M6bI
MrpaloT, KaK B MSAYMKHM.

OT rypa
APOMMT
B36ygopaxeHHbld CMONbHBIN.
B naTpoHHLIX neHrax
BHM3Y NynemETYHKM.

— Bac
Bbi3blBaLT
roBapiu, CranuH.
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as the yellowing pages
they peruse,
will feel a hot tide
well up in their breasts,
and in their eyes—
hot fears,

fong since out of use.

When | look
for the grandest day
of my life,
rummaging
in all
I've gone through and seen,

| name without doubt
or infernal strife
October 25,
1917.
The Smolny* throbs
in a buzz of excitement.

Grenades
hang on seamen
like partridges.
Bayonets zigzag
like flashes of lightning.
Below stand machine-gunners

belted with cartridges.

No aimless shuffling
in the corridors;
with bombs and rifles
no one's a novice.
“Comrade Stalin
wants to see you.”
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Hanpaso "Here’s
TPETLS, " the orders:
OH
TaM., —

armoured cars—
to the General Post Office.”
“Comrade Trofsky’s3> instructions.”
“Right!"”
—he dashed forward

— ToBapHiM,
He ocTaHapnmuBarbca!
Yero cranu!

B 6poHeBHKH

M Ha noutamr! — and the man’s
— Mo npukasy navy ribbons
ToBapma Tpoukoro! — flashed:
— Ecmn! — “Aurora”.36
noeepHyncs

Some run with dispatches,

M CKPBINCA CKOpPO,
others

M TONbKO .
Ha nemre stand arguing,
y dnorckoro still others
nog namnon click rifle-bolts—
6necHyno — no two figures
«Appopan. the same.
KTo MUMT € NMpPMKA3oM, And here,
i KTO B Kyue CROpPsuMX, no foken
KTo wenkan of greatness
3areopoM or grandeur,
Ha NeBOM KoneHe.
Cioaa brisk
C TOro KOHUa KOpMAOPMILa but inconspicuous,
Gouxkom Lenin
nowén came.
He3ameTHbIH JIeHNuH. Already
Yie led
Unbuuém by Lenin
noeepéHHble B GMTBBI, info battle,
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ewé
He 3Has
ero no noprperam,
TONKANMUCD,
opanu,
octpee GpuTBLI
conpartel Apyr Apyra
KPbINM NpPH STOM.
MU B 3TOM >KenaHHOM
wenesHol 6ype
Unbmy,
Kak 6yaro
AAKEe 3aCNaHHbIM,
waran,
CTAHOBMNCA
M rnas, cowyps,
BOH3an,
3aN0MMBIUM
PYKHM 33 CnHHY.
B KaKoro-ro napHs
B o6moTKax,
noxmaroro,
‘ycrasun
6e3 npomaxa 6bIOWMH rias,
Kak 6yaro
ceppaue
C-noA CNOB BbIMaTbiBaN,
Kak Gyaro
Aywy
Tawmn m3-noj c¢pas.
¥ 3Han g,
yto BCE
PAcKpLITO M MOHATO
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they didn't know him
from portraits
yet;
bustled,
hollered,
exchanged banfer,
with a quickfire of oaths,
hail-fellow-well-met.
And there,
in that long-wished-for
iron sform
Lenin,
drowsy with fafigue,
it would seem,
pacing,
stopping,
hands clasped behind back,
dug his eyes
info the motley scene.
Once | saw him
stabbing them
into a chap in puitees,
dead-aiming,
sharp-edged
as razors,
seizing the gist
as pincers would seize,
dragging the soul
from under words and phrases.
And | knew,
everything
was disclosed
and understood,
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M ITHM
rnasom
HaBepHoe BbLINOBUTCA —
M KPHK KPEeCTbAHCKMM,
M BONNK (PPOHTa,
M Bonsa Hobenbua,
M BONS NYTMNOBUA.

OH
B yepene
COTHeH rybepHMi eopouan,
niogen
HOCHN
A0 MMANMApAOB nonyropa.

OH
B3BELUMBaAN
MHp
B TeYeHMEe HOuM,

a yTpom:
— Bcecem!
Bcem!
Bcem 310 —

PPOHTAM,
KPOBBIO MbSHLIM,
paGam
BCAKOro popa,
B pabcreo

Gorarbim OTAaHHBIM, —
Bnacte Cosetam!
3emns KpecTbaHam!
Mup Hapopam!
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everything
those eyes .
were raking for:
where
the shipwright
and miner stood,
what
the peasant and soldier were aching for.
He kept all races
within his sight,
all continents
where the sun goes setting
or dawning;
weighed the whole globe
in his brain
by night
and
in the morning:
“To all,
every
and each,
slaves of the rich
one another
hacking and carving;
to you we appeal
this hour:
Let the Soviets
take over
government power!
Bread
to the starving!
Land
to the farmers!
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Xne6 ronogKbIM! —
Bypxyu
npounm
-— norogure,
BbINOBUM, —
WMBOTHUKM NATAT
AOBOAOM BECKMM —
YO MM NOKaXYT
AyxoHu ¢ KopHHNOBBIM,
NOKAMKYT YKO MM
Tyukoe ¢ KepéHckmm.
Ho ¢hponr
6es 6os
CnoBa 3TH B3ANM —
AepeBHs
M ropopn
AEKpeTamu 3anur,
M pJaxe
6e3rpamMoTHbIM
cepaue npomer.
Mbi 3HaeMm,
He HaMm,
a MM noKasanM,
Kakoe Takoe GbiBaer
«YIKON.
Mepexopuno
OT GAM3KMX K GNMIKHMM,
ot 6nMmmHMX
AanbHMM B3pbIBaNo cepaua:
«MMp XMIKMHAM,
BOMHa,
BOMHa,
BOMHa pABopuami»
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Peace
to the peoples
and their warring armies!”’
The bourgeois, busy
drinking their fill of
soldierly blood,
shrieked in a frenzy:
“At ‘em,
Dukhonin and Kornilov,
show ‘em what's what,
Guchkov3? and Kerensky!”
But both front and rear
surrendered without a shot
when the decrees
hailed down on them,

scorching.
Today we know
who showed whom
what's what;
even at illiterates’ hearts
they gof,
into steel determination
forging.
From near
unto far
it went rolling,
mounting
from a whisper

fo a roar:

“Peace to coftages
poor and lowly,

war on palaces,
war, war, warl”
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Apanucb
B mobom 3asofe M uyexe,
ropoxom
M3 ropofoB BbiTpsAXanu,
a c3agu
waraHbe oKTa6pbcKoe
METHNO Bexw

AbINAKLMX
ABOPSHCKHX ycapeb.

3emna —
NOACTMAKA NOA MXHMMM TIOPKaMM,
M BAPYr
eé,
KaKk xnebwuwa B y3sen,
€O BCEMM PyubsiMM eé
M NPMrOpKamu

KpecTbsHHH B3AN

M 3a)Kan, 3aKopyasen.

8 ouxax
MaHKETIMKH,
3n060i noxapkas,

flonsnM TYAa,
rae uapcreo fa rpagcrso.
Jopoxuka ckarepTbio!
Mbl M Kyxapry
Kawpyo

BBIyUMM
ynpaenstb rocyfapcreom!

*

138

We fought
in all factories,
humble and famous,
shook ‘em out of cifies like peas,
while outside

the October wildfire

left flaming manors
for landmarks

marking

ifs triumphant stride.

The land—
once a mat
for wholesale floggings—

was suddenly seized

by a calloused hand
with rivulets,

hillocks

and other belongings

and held tight—
the long-dreamed-of,
blood-soaked land.
The spectacled white-collars,
spifting in spite,

sneaked off
to where kingdoms and counties
stit! remain.
Good riddance!
We'll train every cook
so she might

manage the country
to the workers’ gain.

*
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Mb1 wunu
noka
NPOW3BOACTBOM POTaUMM.
C okonos
nereno
B HeMeuKkue yuwhu:
— TMopa KoHuartb!
Buixogute Gpararbcsa! —
U cppoHT
pacnon3ancs
B YNMTKM Tennylex.
Takyo nmu
Teub
3aropoAMTte ropcrtbio}
Kasanocb —
Hailla JIOB{YOHKA KPEHHTCA —
BunbrennmoB canor,
Hukonaesa LWNOpPHCTeN,
coTpér
COBETCKOM CTpaHbl rPaHMLbI.
Mownu scepbl
B NNauiax pacnawioHKoM,
noeunu Gerywmx
B ¢Boé& cnosobnyabuule,
Tawmnu
no-pbiLapcKu
rnynoi LWWNaKOHKOW
KpacmMeo
cpasMTh
6poHesbie uyammal
Unbuy
NeTYWMBLIMMES
KPHUKHYR:
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We survived
for the time
by printing,
writing,
bellowing
from the trenches
info the German ear:
“Come out and fraternise!
Finish fighting!
Enough!”
and the front
crumbled off into the rear.
Leaking in torrenis
that swelled out of trickles,
it seemed
our boat was about to careen:
Wilhelm's boot,
far heftier than Nicholas’,
would smash the couniry
to smithereens.
Then came the S.R.s
with their infantile drivelling,
to catch the runners
in their word-traps preposterous;
dragged them back
with toy swords
from the scrap-heap
of chivalry
picturesquely to vanquish
the iron-clad monsters.
But Lenin
curbed
the gamecocks’ zest:
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— Hu ¢ mecra!

Mycre naprus
B3BaNMT
M 310 Bpems.
Bo3bMmém
nepeabllky noxabHoro Bpecra.

Moreps — npocrpakncTeo,

BbIMIPbIW ~ Bpemf. —

Y106 He nepepdXHyTH
Ham
B Nepeabiluky,
4ro6 3Han —
33aNOMHAT YAAPHI MOM,
cebs
He MYLITPOBKOM —
CO3HAHMEM BBILIKOMM,
cTpolica
pspamu
KpacHoit Apmun.

*

MUcropmim
€ M'MAPON nnaKatbl BLIAEPYT
— 4YM 3Ta ruppa 6bina,
YW Her! —

a Mbl

3HaBanu

BOT 3Ty TMApPY

B eé

HaTypansHoK BenuumHe.
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“The Parly
must shoulder
the burden again.
We'll accept
the breathing-space
of filthy Brest3:
Territory we’'ll lose,
but time we’ll gain.”
And,
so as the breathing-space
shouldn’t kill us,
to be able,
later,
to knock them barmy,
let discipline
and conscious resolve

be our drillers.

Rally
in the ranks
of the Red Army!

*

Historians
will stare
at the posters with hydras:
“Did those hydras
exist or not!”
As for us,
that same hydra

reached out to bife us

and a full-size hydra it was,
by god.
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«Mbl cmeno B 6oM noMAém
3a Bnactb CoBeToRr
MU KaK oauH yMpEM
B 6opb6e 3a 3tol»

BeHUKuH mpér.
JleHHKMHa BBIKMHYT,
OoBpyLUEHHBIH NYyLKOH
noAbLIMYT oMar.
Tyr Bpaureno sam —
Ha cMeHYy JleHMKMHY.
bapoHa ypoHaTr —
yxe Konuax.
Mol panu Kopy,
Houéeka — 6Bonorye,
HO WM
MHNNMOHAMK KPacHbIX 3BE3g,
M B Kakpgom — WUnbmy,
M o Kawpaom 3aborturcs
Ha ¢ponTe
B OAMHHaZUATL ThiCAY BEPCT.
OpMHHaAuaTh ThicAY BEpCT
OKPYKHOCTD,
a CKONbKO
BAONbL Aa nonepéx!
BeAb KaXabld Aom
ATaKoBbIBaTb HYXHO,
Kbk
Bpara
B NOABOPOTHSAX Gepér.
Jcep ¢ MOHaAPXMCTOM
WNMOHAT 6eCCOHHO —
rAe XanaT 3Meéwn,
rae pybsr ¢ nneva.
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“All dangers we’ll defy,
No limit to our courage,
And fighting we will die
For Soviet power to flourish!”

First comes Denikin.i!
Denikin gets a lickin'.
Repair work begins
on our ruined hearths.
Then Wrangel‘? turns up
in the wake of Denikin;
the baron kicked ouf,
Kolchak’> comes en masse.
Our dinners—bark,
beds—any old where,
yet forward
the red-starred legion bursts.
In each lives Lenin,
each feels Lenin’s care,
each along a front of eleven thousand versts.
That was its breadth—
eleven thousand versts,
but who knows
its depth and length!
Every door
an enemy ambush nursed,
every house
to be taken
took blood and strength.
S.R.s and monarchists
with their tongues and guns
sting,
the vipers,
bite like hounds.
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Tel 3Haews
nyTb
Ha 3aBofg MuxenbcoHal
Hanpéws
no KpoBK
M3 paH Mnbuua.
Scepsl
uenar
He ouyeHb BepHO —
APYIMM KOHLOM
Aa ceba e
B 6poBb.
Ho 6om6 ctpawHee
M Nynb PEeBONbBEPHBIX
ocapga ronopa,
ocafa t™Mos.
Cmorpure —
Kpymar
Haj, KpPOLIKaMM MYLUKM,
CbITHEH MM,
Yem Ham
B OCbMHapuaToMm rogy, —
npocTamMBanu
M3-32 OCbMYLLUKH
CYTKM
B ynuue
Ha xonogy.
XotMTe cakanre,
XOTHTE TpaBuTe —
3aBojl 33 KApPTOWIKY —
KOMY OH He anok!
U pecaTHKOpNYCHBIN
cyAocTpouTens
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You don't know the way
to Michelson’s?

You'll find it
by the blood
from Lenin’s wounds.%

S.R.s talk better
than they pull a trigger,

their bullets
their own ribs ramming.

But a menace
beside which
bullets were meagre

was the siege
begun
by fyphus
and famine.

Look at the crumb-collecting
flies:

by far
better off
than we were then,
queueing
in the freeze
for a tiny slice
days
on end.
Fancy
a giant shipbuilding wharf

working for nothing
but cigarette-lighters!
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nbixTen
M BM3Man
M3-32 3MMranoK.
A y xynakos
M Macio M NbIWKK.
Pacuér Kynakos
NpoCTOH M BEPHEHbKMH —
sanpsub xneba
Aa 3apoH B KYGLIWKM
HMKONAEBKU
Aa KEPEeHKM.
Mbl 3HaeM —
ronop
cMeTaeT Ha4YMuCTo,
TYT HYXXEH 33MHM,
@ He NACKOBOCTb BOCKA,
U Jlenun
BCTaér
CpamaTbca € Kynauecrsom
M NPOAOTPAAAMMU
M NpoApPa3BEPCTKOA.
Pasee
B 3TaKoe BpeMs
CNOBO «AEeMOKpaTy
Habpepér
KakoM ronoske Aypbeil!
Ecnmu 6utb,
TaK uto6 nog HuM

naHens 6bina MOKpa:

Kniou nobep —
B Xene3HOW AMKTarype.

*
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Jail ‘em,
hang ‘em, .
cut their heads off,
how else
could the workers earn grub,
poor blighters!
But the kulaks
had heaps of both butter and flour.
Kulaks,
they weren’t no boobies;
hid and hoarded
till a fitter hour
their grain
and their greasy rubles.
Hunger
hits harder,
kills surer than bullets.
You need a steel grip here,
not cotton-wool lenience.
So Lenin sefs out
to fight the kulaks®
by food requisition teams—
grim expedients.
How could the very notion
of democracy
at such a time enter
any fool's head!!
At ‘'em
and none of your mincing hypocrisy.
Only iron dictatorship
to victory led.

*
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Mbl nobegunu,
HO Mbl
B npo6GouHax:
MALUMHA cTana,
obwmBka —
NOXMOTbS,
Banbi o6nomkos!
JloxmoTber o6okHbIX!
Upurte 3anedite!
Bo3sbMmuTe M cmoliTte!
Tae nopr!
Masiku
nonomanuck B Nopry,
KpeHuMmces,
MauTamMM
BOJIHBI Kpecrsa!
Hac onpokuner —
Ha npaeom 6opry
B CTO MMWANMOHOB
rpy3 KpecrbsiH.
B BoCTOpre Bparu
3anKBaloTCa Bos,
HO TaK
nmwb Mnbuy ymen u mor —
OH BAPYT
noBepHyn
Koneco pynesoe
cpasy
Ha gBaguat pymb6os BGOK.
U cpa3y tHwb,
AMBSLLAn Aaxe;
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We've won,
but our ship’s all dents and holes,
hull in splinters,
engines near end,
overhaul overdue

for floors,
ceilings,
walls.
Come,
hammer and rivet,
repair
and mend!

Where’s portt—
all the beacons gone dead in the harbour.
We roll,
crossing
the waves
with our masts.
There's risk she’ll keel over,
such cargo to starboard:
the 100 million
peasant class!
While enemies howled
with malicious glee
Lenin alone
kept his nerve:
turned her iwenty points leeward
and she
swerved upright
and enfered port at a curve.
And at once,
surprisingly,
no more gale;
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KpecTbsHe
nopBoO3sT
K npucraHu xneb.

O6biuKbie BbIBECKM
— Kynns —
— npopama —
— H3M
Npnyypunca JleHuu:
— YuHMTECL NOKa uyero,
ApPUWIMHY YYMCh,
He HayuMuibca —
nnox. —

Komanpy
ycranyio
6eper nokauusan.

Mbl & 6ype npuBbIKAK,
4y1o 3a nopaBox!
3anus
Mnenuém
yKa3zaH rny6okum
M TOuKa
CMbIYKM-NPHYANA
Ha’eHa,
M NNaBHO
B MMP,
CTPOMTENLCTBY B ROKM,
BOlUNa
Coserckux pecnybnuk rpomagmHa.
U JlenmH
cam
rae xeneso,
rpe Aepeso
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peasants cart bread
and at every step
the familiar ads:
WILL BUY—
FOR SALE—
—NEP!%0
Lenin winks:
we're in for repairs.
Get used to the yardsfick—
nothing fo fear.
The shore
rocks the crew,
weak with wear and tear:
“Whoah!
Where's the gale!
What's the big ideal”
Lenin
points out
a deep bay ,
free of rocks
with the piers
of co-operatives
looming
over it.
And smoothly
info construction’s
docks
sailed
the colossal
country
of Soviefs.
Lenin himself
heaves timber and iron
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Hocun to patch up
HMHUTL the breaks and ruptures,
npo6utoe Mecro. marks off and measures
CranbHeIMM nHCTaMKU with an all-seeing eye on
B3Ablman future co-ops,
W npuMepuBan shops,
KoonepaTtMesl, and management structures.
NaBku Then again
M TpecThl. he resumes
M cHosa his post
CTAHOBMTCH on the bridge:
JleHnH wTypMmaH, Lights °"_
oriM no Gopram, in front, .
BnepeaM M c3agm. at the ﬂdesand backl
Teneps . Since now,
oT aboppaweHr M wTypMma systematic
Mol everyday
nepeiaém siege
K TPYAOBOMN ocape. will replace
Mer both storm raid
OTOLUITH, and surprise attack.
PacCcyMTaBIUM TOYHO. At first

we withdrew,
discreet and sober.
3a BOporT. Anyone disgraced—
out without a word!
Now forward again—
the refreat is over.

Kro pasnowunca —
Ha Geper

Teneps Bnepép!
OT1cTynneHbe OKOHYEHO.
PKN,

KomaHay Ha Gopr! R.C.P.—

crew aboard!

" The Commune’ll live centuries.
UTo pecatb ner pnsd Hex: What's a decade for her}

KommyHa — cronertus,
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Forward,

Bnepép — . . NEP
M B npownom and this quagmire or a )
will be past.
CKPOETCH H3NuMK,
Mb1 aBMHeMmcH we’'ll move
BO CTO pa3 MeAaneHHew, and build
3aro a hundred times slower
B MHNMMOH so a million times longer
NpOYHEN M Kpenye. our edifice may last.
Bot 310K
MenKoBypPIKYa3HOH CTHXMM The morass . .
emd of pefty “private enterprise
wé
KonblweTrcs still tethers
MéprtBas 3bi6b, the tempo
HO, TMXHe of our advance,
TYuM but through the gathering clouds
MONHMEN Bbles, of the world-wide tempest
yxe — the first streaks of lightning
HapacTtaHbe already glance.
Boar BCEMMPHOMN TPO3bl. Old enemies drop
P and give place fo new.
cMeHser
Bpara nopepgesnoro, Yet wait—
Ho Byaer — the skies
Hag MupoMm over the world
3an0KEM Hebeca we'll ignife.
— Mo 310 But that
ye is surely
noneske’ npogenbiBarh, better
uem fo do
06 3TOM nMcath. — than fo wrife.
Teneps,
ecnu neére Today,

M ecnu egure, whether in the office of director
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Ha oBuini 3asop nu
HAEM
¢ obepa,
MBI 3HaemM —
nponerapuMatr — noGegurens,
M JleHMH —
opraHusatop no6epsl.
Ot KomuHTepHa
AO 3BOHKMX KONeex,
CeprnoM M MONoToM
B HOBOW MepaM,
ofHa
HenMcaHas ’3nones —
waros Mnbuua
or nobeabl K nobepge.
Pesonioymu —
TAWENDLIe BelLM,
OAMH He noAbiMellb —
COTHETCA Hora.
Ho Jleumu
MeX PaBHbIMM
6bin nepeerwMH
no cune BONM,
yMa pblyaram.
Nopsimalotca cTpaHbt
OfHa 33 OQHOW —
pyKa Mnbmua v
yKkasbiBana BepHO:
Hapoabl —
YEPHBIN,
6enbin
M LBETHOM —
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or running a lathe
at a public-owned factory,
we know—
the proletariat is victor
and Lenin
the architect of victory.
From the Comintern
to the hammer and sickle
on brand-new kopeks
shining in glory,
our achievements
and friumphs
double
and ftriple,
filling page after page
of Lenin’s great story.
Revolutions
are the business of peoples;
for individuals
they're too heavy to wield,
yet Lenin
ranked foremost
among his equals
by his mind’s momentum,
his will’s firm steel.
Countries rise
one after the other,
fulfilling
his predictions
each in turn;
men of all races—
white
and coloured—
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CTAHOBATCA
noa 3Hama KomuHrepHa.
Cronnos Wmnepuanusma
HenpeKNoHHble KONOHHbI —

6yprym

NATH 4HacTeM cserta,
BEMAMBO

npunogbimas

UMNHHAPLI M KOPOHD!,
KnaHsotcs
Unbuuésoi pecnybnuke cosetos.
Ham
He CTpPaWHO
ycunue Hu4bé,
MYHM
snepén
napoBO3OM TPYAa..

M BAPYr

cTOonyoBas BeCTb —

¢ Unbn4ém

YA2ap-

rally
under the banner .

of the Comintern.
The imperialists

and bourgeois

in their thinning crowds,
still pestering the world
and lording over it,
politely tip
their fop hats and crowns
to llyich’s brain-child—
the Republic of Soviets.

Fearing no effort

or arfifice by the rich,
on speeds our engine

in curling smoke.

When suddenly—

the shaftering news:

llyich

had a sfroke....






ECNH Bbl
BbICTABUTL B MYy3ee
nnauyuero 6onbwesMKa,
gech feHb Bbi
B My3ee
TOpYanu poTo3en.
Ewé 6bt —
Takoe
He YBMAMWDb M B Bekal
MaTMKoHeuHble 3BE3Abl
BBDKMranM Ha HaWMX cnMHax

nNnaHcKMe BOEBOALL.

HuBbém,
no ronoBy B 3EMIIO,
3aKanbiBanM Hac GaHAabI

MaMoHTOBA.

B napoBoO3HBIX TONKax
CKMranM Hac SINOHLbI,
POT 3anMBanM CBMHUOM M OJIOBOM,
oTpekutTech! — peseny,
HO M3
FOPAWKX FNOTOK
nMWb TPM crnosa:
— Ja 3ppaBcTByeT KOMMYHM3M! —
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IF
you exhibited
in a museum

a Bolshevik in tears,
all day

they’d flock in the museum

to see him.
Small wonder—
you won't see the like
in years.
With five-pointed stars
we were branded
by Polish voivodes.
Buried alive
neck-deep in the ground
by the bandits of Mamontov,%
burned up in engine fire-boxes
by Japanese marauders,
mouths plugged with molten fin,
riddled with bullets:
“Denounce it!” they bellowed,
but from
the hell-holes of burning gullets
“Long live CommunismI”
was all that would come.
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Kpecno 3a kpecnowm,
pPaA B paA
3Ta Ccranb,
»eneso 310
BBanMBanochb
ABaguaTb BTOpPOro sHeaps
B NSATHITaXKHOE 3fAaHMe
Cbves3fa coseros.

YcamuBanmco,
KMAANKCb YCMeELUKOI,
pewanu
noxoans
menoun gen.
Mopa oTkphLiBaTth!
Yero oHM mewkator!

Yero
NPEe3uAMYM,
KaK BbIpy6neHHbIN, nopepen}
Oryero
rnasa
KpacHee noxmu!
Yro ¢ KanuHuHbIM?
HDepxurca ene.
Hecuactbe!
Kakoe!
BbiTb HE MOMKeT!
A ecnu ¢ HMM!
Her!
Heymenm?!
NMoronok
Ha Hac
NoLWeEén cHMKATLCA BOPOHOM.
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Row
after row, .
in its might unreckoned,
this iron,
this steel,
the recess not over yet,
crowded
on January
the twenty-second
the five-storey building
of the Congress of Soviets.
Down they settled,
joking
and grinning,
affairs talked over
in business-like idiom.
“Time tfo starf!
Why aren't they beginning!
Here,
what's that gap in the presidium!?
Why are their eyes .
red as box-stall plush?
Look at Kalinin’8—
hardly keeps his feet.
Something happened?
Why can't they....

Hush!
What if it's him?
No, indeed....”
Raven-like,
the ceiling
swooped upon us,
lowering;
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Onyermnu ronosbt —
ewé Harnuu!

3appoxann Bapyr
M CTanM Y€pPHBIMKU
NIOCTP PACANBIBIIMXCS OTHM.

3axnebHyncsa
KOMNOKONbYMKA HEHYXXHBIN WLENK.

Mpeso3mor cebs
M Beran KanuHuH,
Cnésabl He OKy&éwb
C YCOB M IMEK.

Bbiganu.
bnecrar y 6opopabl Ha KiWHe.
MBICTM CMeLlanuch,
TonoBy MHYT.
KpoBb B BHCKMH,
KnoKoueTr B BeHe:

— Buepa
B WECTh YAcOB MATLACCAT MMWHYT
c¢KoHuyancs tosapuw, Jlenun! —

*

37101 roa
BMAaan,
yero He B3BHMAAT CTO.

Aenb
BEKaM
BOMAET
B TOCKNMBOE npepaHbe.
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down dropped heads,

bent floorward by their fears.
Of a sudden

ghastly,

blackly glowering

grew the swimming lights
of chandeliers.

Silence choked the bell's unneeded finkle.
Up Kalinin struggled,

nerves on edge.
Tears—

go try and chew them

from moustache and wrinkle:

they betray him,
shining
on the beard’s sharp wedge.
Veins ablaze—
no hope of quenching them;
thoughts confused—
like walls his head impenning;
“Yesterday
at 6.50 p.m.
died
Comrade Lenin.”

That year
beheld a sight
that ages won’t set eye on.
That day will keep
its tale of woe
forever throbbing.
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Yac
M3 Kenesa
BbDKAan CTOH.
No 6onbwesnMkam
npowno pbsigaHbe.
TaecTh cTpawHas!
Cammx cebs e
BLIBONAKMBANM
BONIOKOM.
Pa3y3Hatb —
Korga M Kak!
Yero tasr!
B ynuupl
M B nepeynku
Karagankom
nnbin
bonbwoi Tearp.
Pagoctb
non3ér YNMTKON.
Y rops
6eweHbIM Ger.
Hu connua,
HM NBAMHBI CAMTKA —
BCé
CKBO3b raseTHoe CMTKO
YEPHbLIN
3acean cHer.
Ha pa6ouero
Y CTaHKa
BecTb Habpocunach.
Mynek B yMe.
U kak 6ygro
cneskl cTakaH
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Horror
squeezed an anguished groan from iron.
The rows of Bolsheviks
were swept
with waves of sobbing.
What a weight!
Ourselves
we dragged out bodily.
“Get the detfails!
When and where!
Why do they hide it,
damn!”
Through the streets and lanes,
a white hearse modelling,
the Bolshoi Theatre swam.
Joy
crawls on like a snail.
Grief
will never go slow.
No sun shone.
No ice
gleamed pale.
All the world
from the newspapers’ pail
was cold-showered
with coal-black snow.
On the worker
bent at his gears
the news pounced
and bullet-like
burned.
And it seemed
a cupful of tears
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ONPOKMHYNM Ha MHCTPYMEHT.
U MyXHUOHKO,
BMAABIUMM BHAbI,

cMepTH
B rnas
CMOTPEBIUMH He pa3,

oTBepHynca ot 6ab,
Ho Bblaana

KynaKom .
pactépras rpsasb.

Bbinu nlogn — KpeMmeHb,
M 3TH
NPUKYCHAMCD,
ry6y ypoays.
Crapukamu
paccepbésHMuanuce AertH,

M, KaK pAerH,
nnakanu cegobopopbie.

Berep
BceM 3emne
6eccoHHMUE0 BbIN,
M HMKaK
BOCCTaBIUEH
He AOAYMAaTb AO KOHUaA,
4yto BOT rpob

B MOPO3HOM
KOMHaTEéHOUYKe MOCKBbI

peBonioL MU
M CblHa M OTUaA.

1R

on his instruments
overturned.
And the peasant,
weathered and wizened by life,
whom death
more than once
just missed,
swung round—
away from his wife,
but she saw it—
the dirt he smudged with his fist.
There were some—
no flint could be harder or colder,
yet they foo
clenched their teeth,
lips awry.
Children
in a minute
grew graver and older,
and,
childlike,
the grey-bearded old would cry.
The wind
to all the earth
in sleepless anguish whined,
and she, the rebel,
couldn’t stand up fo the notion
that here,
in Moscow,
in a frosty room enshrined
lay he—
both son and father
of the Revolution.
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KoHeu,
KoHel,
KOHel.
Koro
ysepsTb!
Crekno —
M BMAMTE noOA...
10
ero

Hecyr ¢ Maseneukoro
no ropoay,
B3ATOMY MM Y rocnog.
Ymmua,
6yATo paHa cKBO3Has —
raKk Gonur
M CTOHET TaK.
3aech
KamAablH KaMeHb
JleHuHa 3Haer
no ronorty
nepBbIX
OKTRGPBLCKMX aTax.
3gech
BCé,
4YTO Kakpgoe 3Hams
BbILLKNO,
33YMAHO MM
M BENEeHO WM.
3aech
Kawpas GawHs
JleHuHa cneiwana,
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The end,
the end,
the end....
All persuasion
useless!
Glass
and beneath—
the deceased.
It's him
they bear
from Paveletsky Station
through the city
that he
from the lords
released.
The street's like a wound
that'll worsen and worsen,
so the ache of it
cuts
and hacks.
Here every cobble
knew Lenin
in person
by the framp
of the first October attacks.
Here every slogan
on banners embroidered
was thought out
and worded
by him.
Here every tower
his speeches
applauded,
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33 HUM
nowna 6bt
B OFOHb M B AbIM.

3pecs
JleHuHa
3Haer
Kaabld paboumi,
cepaua emy
BETKAMH ENOK CTenM.
OH B 6MTBY BEN,
nobeny npopounun,
M BOT
nponerapuMn —
BCEro BNacTeNMH.
3aech
KaOXAbIA KpecTbAHMH
JleHnHa uma

B cepaue
BOMCan

noBoerHeN, YeM B CBSTUDI.

OH 3émnu
Benen
Ha3BaTb CBOMMM,
uTO fAlepam
B rpo6ax,
3aCeYeHHbIM, CHATCH.
U Kommynapbl
c-noa nnowaaM KpacHokH,
Ka3sanocs,
wenuyr:
— JoBuMbIit M MuABLT!
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would follow him
anywhere,

Here Lenin
was known

staunch and grim.

both in works and offices.

Spread hearts
like spruce-free boughs

in his way!

He led,
he steeled

with his victory-prophecies,

and see—
proletarians
have faken sway.
Here every peasant
holds Lenin’s name

dearer
than any
in the Bible cherished
for the land
that at Lenin’s bidding became
his own—

a dream
for which grandsires

had fought

And Communards
from their graves

and perished.

in Red Square

seemed fo be whispering
“Dear,
beloved,

177



Husw,
W He Hajo
cypp6bl NpeKpacHeW —
€TO pa3 cpasuMMmcs
M NsHKeM B MOTHNLI! —
Cenuac
npossyyanu 6
cnoBa YMyAoTBOPUa,
uto6 HaM ymepetb
M ero pasbyasr, —
nNNoOTHHa Ynuy
BPACMNaWKy PacTBOpHTCS,
# ¢ necHex
Ha cMmepTh
PpHHYTCA MIOAM.
Ho Hety uypec,
M MeuTaTb O HMX Hewyero.
Ectb JleHuH,
rpo6
M COTHYTbIe nrneum.
‘OH 6bin uenosek
AO KOHUa yenosevbero —
He
M Ka3HMCb
TOCKOM uYenoBevben.
Bosek
TaKkoro
6ecueHHoro rpysa
ewme
He HecsH
OKeaHbl HaluM,
KaK rpo6 3TOT KpacHbIM,
Kk lomy colosos
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live,
and no need for a lot more fair.
We'd die ten times
for fulfilment of it.”
Let the word
be pronounced
by a miracle-maker
for us to die
that he be awoken;
the street-streams would swell
and flood their embankments
and all
go to death
with a joy unspoken.
But there aren't any miracles.
Only Lenin.
Lenin,
his coffin
and our bent shoulders.
This man was a human—
as human as anyone.
So just bear it—
the pain
that in humans smoulders.
Never
was there
a burden more precious
borne along
by oceans of people
than this red coffin
borne by processions
on the drooping shoulders
of marches and weeping.
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NALIBYLWKHA
Ha CNMHAX PbIAaHMIA M Maplien.
Eweé
B Kapayn
BCTaBana B MOUETHLIA
cypoBas reapAus
NIEHHHCKOM BbLINPABKH,
a mopu
yxe
NPOXKMAAIOT, BNeYaTaHbl
BO BCIO ANMHY
u TBepcKo#
M OMMHUTPOBKM.
B ceMHapLaToM
6bino —
B ouepefb AOUEpPH
3a xne6oM He BbiWnewWbL —
3aBTpa cbeMm!
Ho B a7y
XONOAHYIO,
CTpallHYIO ovepeAb
¢ AeTbMM M ¢ GONbHBIMM
BCTaNu BCe.
DepeBHK
CTPOHNNCH
C ropofioM PAAOM.
To MYMXecTBOM rope,

TO AETCKUMMH BbI3BEHMT.

3emna TpYAQ
npoxopMna napagom —
WMBBIM
HUTOTOM
NEHUHCKOM HHM3IHM.
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:

The Guard of Honour
had scarcely been formed
of heroes,
heirs
of his wisdom and strength,
when crowds,
impatient,
already swarmed
through all the neighbourhood's
breadth
and length.

Info a 1917 breadline
no hunger
could drive—
better eat tomorrow.
But info this bitter,
freezing,
dread line
kids,
invalids—
all
were driven by sorrow.
Alongside
village and town
were arrayed,
child and adult,
wrung
by their grief's insistence.
The world of labour
passed
in parade,
the living total
of Lenin’s existence.
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Xéntoe conHue,
Kocoe M nakoeoe,
B30)MpéT,
nyqamMH K NOJHOMLIO KMBaeTCH.
Kak 6ygro
3abuTble,
HapleXxQy onnakusas,
CKNOHSACh B rope,
NPOXOART KMTaMLLb.
BnnbiBanu
HOUM
Ha CNHHax pAHewH,
4acbl MeHss,
nyras aarbl.
Kak Byparo
He Houb
M He 3B&3fbl Ha HEH,
a nnavyr
Hap JIeHMHbIM

Herpsl W3 Llraros.

Mopo3 HebuiBanbIi
YapHt NOAOLWBbI.
A mopam
RHIOIOT
AABKOIO TECHOM.
Haxe
oT Xxonopga
6MTL B nagolum
HMKTO He peltaercss —
Henb3s,

HeyMmecCTHO.
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[

Downcast,
the sunbeams .
dropped through the frees,
slanting down
from the house-top slopes,
yellow
as whipped-into-meekness Chinese
bent with their sorrow,
lamenting their hopes.
Nights
swam in
on the shoulders
of days
muddling hours
and confusing dates
and it seemed,
not night
with its star-born rays,
but Negroes
were here
with their tears
from the States.
The frost,
unheard-of,
scorched one’s feet,
yet days
were spent
in the tightening crush.
Nobody
even ventures
to beat
hands together to warm them—
hush!

183



Mopo3 xsaraer
M TaLLMT,
Kak Byaro
nLiTaer,
HacKoNbKO B Mo6BM 3aKanéHHbie,
BpeiBaeTcs B TOANDI.
B pasky sanyrad,
BCTynaer
BMECTe C TONNONW 3a KOJIOHHBI.
CryneHm pacryr,
paspacralotca B pup.
Ho Bor
3armxaer
AblXaHbe M neHbe,
M CTPAWHO CTYNMTL —
nop Horow o6pbLiB —
6e3n0HHBbIN O6pLIB
B YeTbipe CTYneHM.
O6pbie
oT pabcTBa B CTO NOKONEHMH,
rae 3HaloT
NMWb 30N0Ta 3BOHKHA PE3OH.
O6pti
M Kpan —
310 rpo6 K JleHun,
a panbwe —
KOMMYHa
BO B€Cb FOPM3OHT.
Yro yeuauub!!
Tonbko no6 erd nMwb,
M Hapemaa KOHCTAHTMHOBHa
B TyMaHe
33...
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The frost grips fast and tortures,
as if
trying how tough
the love-tempered will is,
cuts into mobs,
and, stifling, sfiff,
sneaks in
with the crowds
behind the pillars.
The steps expand,
grow up info a reef.
Silence.
Breathing and sighing stop:
how pass it,
fearful beyond belief,
that dismal,
abysmal
four-step drop!
That drop
from the logic of farthing and penny,
from ages
of thraldom to His Majesty Gold;
that drop
with its brink—
the coffin
and Lenin
and beyond—
the Commune
in its glory unrolled.
Lenin's forehead
was all you saw

and Nadezhda Konstantinovna®
in a haze...
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Moxer 6biTh,
B rnaza 6es cnés

ysMAeTbh MOXHO Gonbuwe.

He B Takue

]

cMoTpen rnasa.
3HaMéH
NAbIBYLLMX
CKNoHsieTcs WEnK

nocnepHen

NoYeCcTLIO OTAAHHOM:
«llpowain xe, ToBapmiy,

Tbl YeCTHO npowén
cBOM fobnecTHbl nyTh, 6naropopHbii».
Crpax.

3akpok rnasa
M He rnsguM —
Kak 6yaro
Maéwn
no nposonoke npésoaa.
Kak 6yaro
MMHYTY
OAMH Ha OfiMH
ocTancs
€ OrpPOMHOM
€AMHCTBEHHON RpPaBAOM.

*

A cuacTnue.
3BeHslero Mapiua soja
OTHOCKHT
Teno Moé Heesecomoe.
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Maybe eyes less full of fears
could show me more.
It's through clearer eyes
I've looked on gladder days.
The floating banners
bend
in his last
honours,
and, silken, sway.
“Farewell fo you,
comrade,
who have passed
from a noble life
away....”
Horror!
Shut your eyes
and blindfold pace
the infinity
of tight-rope grief.
As if
for a minute
left face to face
with the only
truth
worth belief.

*

What joy!
My body,
light as a feather,
drifts
in the march-tune’s resonant siream.
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f 3Halo —
OTHbIHE
M HaBcerga
BO MHe
MHHYTa
3Ta BOT Camad.
fl cuactnus,
4yro s
3TOM CMAbl YacTMLUa,
uro obuwme
Aae cnéibl M3 rnas.
CunbHee
M uMwe
Henb3f NPMYACTUTLCSA
BENIHKOMY YYBCTBY ‘
no MMeHH —
xnacc!
3HamMéHHbIe
CcHoBa
CKNOHSAIOTCA KPbINbA,
uro6 3aBTpa
onsTb
nogHateca B 6ol —
«MBbI €aMM, POAMMBIN, 3aKPbINtn
OpPNMHBIE OYM TBOMN. ‘
Tonbko 6 He ynacthb, !
K nneuyy nnevo,
thnaru BbIYEPHMB
M BEKAMM anes,
Ha nochepHee b
npouaHee ¢ UnbHuém
wnm
M MEAnMnM y Mmas3ones.
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1 know
for sure— .
from now and forever
the light of this minute
in me will gleam.
What a joy it is
to be part of this union,
even tears from the eyes
to be shared en masse,
in this—
the purest,
most potent communion
with that glorious feeling
whose name is Class.
The banner-wings
droop
one after another,
in fomorrow’s battles
again fo rise;
“We ourselves,
dear brother,
closed
your eagle-eyes....”
Shoulder to shoulder—
not to fall!
Flags blackened,
eyes reddening,
tears agleam,
for the last farewell with Lenin
came all,
slowing
down
at the Mausoleum.
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BBLINONHSAIT UepemoHMan.
lFosopunu peun.
lFoBopar — M napHo.

lFope Bor,
4TO CPOK MMHYTBI
Mman —
pasBe
BECb
OXBaTHLL HEHarnapHbIN!

MNponpyr
M HaBepXx
CMOTPAT C ONMACKON,
Ha 4YépHbIN,
NOCLINAHHLIH CHETOM KPYIKOK.

Kak GeweHo
CKauyr
cTpenkn Ha CnacckoM.

B MuHyTy —
K nocnefgHel 4eTBEpKe MPbDHHOK.
3ampure
MMHYTY
OT 5TOM BecTH!
OCTaHOBMCh,
ABHKEHbE M HM3Hb!

MopHaBwKHe monor,
CTbIHbTE Ha MecrTe.
3emns, 3aMpH,
noXMcb M nexm!
Be3amonene.
MyTe BenuuakiwMM OKOHYEH.
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On went the funeral ceremonial.
Speeches flowed. .
Ay, speaking’s all right;
the tragedy is ‘
there’'s a minute only—
how embrace him
at one insatiable sight!
Out they file
and with dread in their glance
look up
at the glowering,
snow-pocked disk:
how madly
the clockhands on Spasskaya’® dance!
A minute—
and past the last quarter
they whisk!
Stop
at this news,
mankind,
and grow dumb.
Life,
movement,
breathing—
cease.
You,
with hammer uplifted,
be numb.
Earth,
lie low
and, mofionless, freeze.
Silence.
The end of the greatest of fighters.
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Crpensann M3 nywkw,
Q MOXKeT, M3 ThilluM.

U sra
nane6a
Kasanack He rpomue,

4YeM Menoub,
B KapmaHe 6peHuawas —

B HHMILEM.

Ho 6onu
pacKpbis
y6oroe 3penme,
NOUYTH 3aMOPOMEH,
CTOIO He Ablwa.

Bcraér
npeao MHOM
Yy 3HaMéH B o3apeHmnmu
TEMHBIH
3eMHONH
HEeNOABMKHLIN wWap.

Hap mupom rpo6,
HEMOABMKEH M HeM.
Y rpo6a —
Mbl,
noAeH npefcTasuTeny,

4yT06 Gyped BOCCTaHMHM,
Aen M nosm

Pa3MHOMMTL TO,
HTO CErogHs, BHMAENM.

*
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Cannon fired.
A thousand, perhaps.

Yet all that cannonade
sounded quietfer

than pennies
jingling in beggars’ caps.

Straining,
paining
each puny iris

| stand,
half-frozen,
with
bated breath.

In the gleaming of banners
before me arises

darkling,
the globe,
as still as death.

And on it—
this coffin
mourned by mankind,
with us,
mankind’s representatives,
round if,

in a tempest of deeds and uprisings destined
to build up
and complete
all this day has founded.

*
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Ho BoTt
M3panéxa,
oTTYAR,
u3 anoro
B MOpPO3,
B KApayn YMONKHYBLIMM Hall,

YyeH-10 ronoc —

Kak 6yato Mypanosa —
«lllarom Mapum.

dr1oro NpHKasa
M He HYXHO parke —
pexe,
poBHee,
TBEPXKE AbILA,

¢ TPYAOM
oTpbiBaA
TEno-TAKECTh,
¢ nnowapM
BHM3
p6ueaem war.

Kawpoe 3Hamsa
TBEPABIMH PYyKamu
BHOBb
Haa rofnoBolo
B3BMTO BBbICb.

Tonora moton,
CHNa Kpyrammu,
WHPACH,

pacxoauTca
MHPY B MBICNDb.

O6uas Mbicnb
BOGAMHO CO3BEHbEHa
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But now,
from the bowing banners’
red arch

comes the voice of Muralov5!:
“Forward
march!”

The command’s so apt
it needn’t be given:
our breathing firmer,
even
and rare,

leaden bodies with effort
driven,

we hammer
our footsteps down
from the square.

Each of the banners
above our heads
in steadying hands
soars up
as it ought.

From our marching ranks
the energy
spreads

in circles,
carrying through the world
one thought;

one thought
from a common anxiety
stemming
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pabounx,
KpecThsH
u conpar-pybak:
— Tpyamno
6yner

pecny6nuke 6e3 JleHuHa.

Hapao 3aMeHuTb €ero —
Kem!
MU xax!
JoBonsHo
BanATbCA
Ha nepuWHe KNonosok!
TosapKly cekpeTapb!
Ha rebe —
BOT —
NpOCMM NpMNHcaTh
K s4eiiKe epKanoBoH

cpasy,
KONNEKTHBHO,
BECb 3aBOf.. —
CMmorpsr
BypHyH,
rNa3KM pacKopava,
Apoxar

OT TOMOTa KPEnKMX HOT.
Yertblpecra ThiCAY
OT cTaHKa
ropsumx —
NeHuny
nepsbIH
NapTHHHBIA BEHOK.
— ToeapMu, cekpeTapb,
6epu pyUKy..
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burns
in the army,
at the lathe,
at the plough:
itll be hard for the Republic
without Lenin.
He's got to be replaced,
but by whom
and how!
“Enough of dozing
on bug-ridden mattresses!
Comrade secretary,
here’s
our application:
put down
the whole of the factory
on the membership list
of the Party organisation.”
Cold sweat
comes oozing
from bourgeois flesh
as they watch on,
grinding
their teeth.
400,000
from the workbench
fresh—
could the Party
bring Lenin
a welcomer
wreath?
“Comrade secretary,
where’s your pen!
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TOBOPAT — 3aMeHHWM...
Hapo, mon...
fl yme crap —
GepMTe BHYUMKA,
He OTCTaér —
nogaK Komcomon. —

*

NMoauwedHvi $nor,
nopabiMan SIKOpS,
B Mope
nopa
NOABOAHbIM KpOTaM.
«Mlo MopaM,
No MOPAM,
HbiHYe 37 eCh,
3aBTPA Tam».
Buiwe, conuue!
Bypewb csMgerens —
cKopeM
pasrnaxusas Tpayp y pra.
B Hory
B3POCNbIM
BCTYMAOT feTH —
Tpa-Ta-Tra-1a-1a
Ta-1a-Ta-Ta.
«Pas,
Asa,
TPYU!
MuoHepsl Mbl.
Me1 cpauwMcros He Gommes,

NMOHAEM HA LUTLIKKUY.
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Replace means replace—
why squander words!

If you think I'm too old,
here’s my grandson then;

Y.C.l.-er,
one of the early birds!”

*

Ahoy,
my Navy,
get info motion!
Off on your missions,
submarine moles!

“QOver sea
and over ocean
travel sailors,
merry souls!”

Hi there, Sun,
come and be witness!
Hurry or,
smooth out the wrinkles of mourning.
In line with parents,
children show their fitness—

Tra-ta-ta-ta-aa-aa!
sing their bugles in the morning.

“One-Two-Three,

Pioneers are we:

We aren't afraid of fascists—
Let them come and see!”
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HanpacHo
kynak Esponbl 3agpaH.
KpoeMm HMX FpOXOTOM.
Hasap!
He cmers!
Crana
BENMUAMILIMM
KOMMYHHCTOM-OpPraHH3aTopoM
Adwe
cama
MnbuyEBA CMEPTDb.
Yke
Hap Tpy6amu
YYAOBHMULHON POLLH,
PYKH
MHANHOHOB
CNOMMHE B APEBKO,
KpacHLIM 3HaMeHeM
KpacHas nnowapnb
BBEpPX
B3AbIMAETCS
CTPALUHBIM PBIBKOM.
C 3TOro 3HaMeHH,
C KaXAOM CKMAAKMK
CHOBa
WHBOH
p3biBaeTr JleHmu:
— flponeraphu,
cTponTech
K nocnepgHel cxsarke!
Pabwi,
pa3rxbaiite
CNIMHBI U KomeHM!
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In vain
old Europe .
snarls like a cur.
“Back!”
we warn her,
“better be wiser!”
Lenin's
very death
has turned
into the greatest
communist-organiser!
Over the world-wide forest
of factory
stacks
like a giant banner
the huge
Red Square,
millions
of hands
welded into its staff,
soars
with a mighty sweep
into the air.
And from that banner,
from every fold
Lenin,
alive as ever,
cries:
Workers,
prepare
for the last assault!
Slaves,
unbend your knees and spines!
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ApMusa nponetapues,
BCTaHb CTPOMHa!
Aa 3apaecTeyer peeontoums,
papaocTHas M ckopas!

10 —
eiHHCTBEHHas
BeJIMKaA BOMHA
M3 BCex,
KaKMe 3Hana MCTOPMA.
1924

Proletarian army,
rise in force!
Long live
the Revolution
with speedy victory,

the greatest

and justest

of all the wars
ever
fought
in history!

1924




NOTES

1 Felix Edmundovich Dzerzhinsky—then People’s Commis-
sar of Internal Affairs, staunch follower of Lenin. p. 19

2 Historical public building in the cenire of Moscow
where Lenin lay in state in January 1924. p. 25

3 Foreign-owned engineering works in old Russia; after
the revolution they were nationalised, renamed and
considerably expanded. p. 29

4 Yeliseyev—big food-dealer with huge shops in Russia’s
principal cities. p. 31

5 |vanovo-Voznesensk—big textile centre, scene of mass
strikes and revolutionary upheavals for many years. p. 37

6 Stepan Razin—leader of a peasant uprising in the 17th
century. p. 37

7 The French Prime Minister Thiers and General Galliffet
headed the operations against the Paris Commune of
1871. p. 61

8 pere Lachaise—Paris cemetery where Communards were
buried. p. 61

9 Alexander Ulyanov, Lenin's elder brother, a member of
the Narodnaya Volya revolutionary society, was arrested
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on the eve of an attempt to assassinate the tsar, and
executed, after court martial, at the Shlisselburg Fortress,
place of execution of many Russian revolutionaries.

p. 75

Name of earliest Marxist workers’ organisation in Russia,
embryo of the Communist Party. p. 81

Highway by which political convicts were driven from
Moscow to Siberia. p. 81

? §.R.s—Socialist-Revolutionary Party, a petty-bourgeois

organisation preaching individual terror; after the
October Revolution it degenerated into a gang of plot-
ters opposing Soviet power. p- 85

Russian Communist Party (Bolsheviks)}—name used from
1918 to 1925. p. 87

% On January 9, 1905, the gendarmes, killing hundreds,

scattered a peaceful manifestation carrying a petition
to the tsar. The priest Gapon, its leader, had organised
a whole system of police-sponsored workers’ circles,
spreading the belief that the tsar was unaware of their
miserable conditions. p. 95

Mukden, Tsushima—sites of land and naval battles in the
Russo-Japanese War (1904-05), where tsarism sustained
military defeat from the Japanese; one of the main
events that set off the revolution of 1905, disclosing the
decay of the regime. p- 95

Presnya—industrial district in Moscow where first street-
fighting began in 1905. p- 95

On October 17, 1905, the tsar issued a manifesto promis-
ing cerfain civil rights—a subterfuge aimed at allaying
popular indignation. p. 97

Admiral Dubasov—governor-general of St. Petersburg,
headed operations against the insurgent workers. p. 97
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Cheka—Extraordinary Commission headed by Dzerzhin-
sky, crushed counter-revolutionary plots in the first years
of Soviet power. p. 99

Some of the intellectuals earlier supporting the revolu-
tionary cause lost heart after the defeat of the revolution
and abandoned the militant principles of the movement,
indulging in “God-seeking”, i.e., religious mysticism.

p. 99

Georgi Plekhanov—prominent Marxist scholar and theor-
etician, who in 1905 drifted to the right and broke with
Lenin; founded the opportunist Menshevik faction in
Russian Social-Democracy. p. 99

Poltava (Ukraine, 1709) and Plevna (Bulgaria, 1877)—
cities near which big historic battles were won by Russian
forces. p. 103

The international socialist conference held in Zimmer-
wald (Switzerland, 1915) took a resolute stand against
the imperialist war. p. 105

Dynastic name of German Kaiser Wilhelm 1. p. 113

5 Nevsky Prospekt—central thoroughfare of Petrograd.

p. 113

Milyukov—minister in the Provisional Government, nick-
named Dardanelsky (derived from Dardanelles) for his
part in war propaganda. In 1917 he was one of many
who attempted, brutally, to curb mounting public dis-
content. p. 115

Boris Savinkov—provocateur, one of the leaders of the
S.R. Party; after the revolution headed several counter-
revolutionary plots. p. 117

Mensheviks—opportunist minority in the Russian Social-

Democratic Labour Party. The Tell-Tale Cat—folklore cat
that could speak and tell stories. p.- 117
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Liteiny Prospeki—one of Petrograd’s main streets. p. 117

Kshesinskaya—prima ballerina of thé Mariinsky Theatre,
the fsar's favourite whose palace, a present from the tsar,
was taken over by the revolutionary masses. p. 121

On July 3-4, 1917, Petrograd workers, soldiers and sailors
held a peaceful demonstration demanding complete
transfer of power to the Soviefs. It was dispersed by

gunfire at the orders of the Provisional Government.
p. 123

It

Kerensky, A. F.—Socialist-Revolutionary; from July 1917
headed the bourgeois Provisional Government. In August
1917 Premier Kerensky ordered Lenin's arrest, secretly
planning his murder. p.- 123

33 Zinoviev, G. Y.—joined the Russian Social-Democratic
movement in 1901. After the Second Congress of the
R.S.D.L.P. (1903) Zinoviev joined the Bolsheviks. After the
revolution, one of the organisers of the anti-Party Trotsky-
Zinoviev bloc. In 1934 was expelled from the Party for
his anti-Party activities. p. 123

-~

Smolny—historic building accommodating the Petrograd
(now Leningrad) Soviet; headquarters of the October
uprising. p. 129

w

35 Trotsky, L. D.—headed the Centrist frend in Russian
Social-Democracy. On the eve of the October Revolution
joined the Bolshevik Party. After the October Revolution
occupied a number of leading posts; was member of the
Political Bureau of the Party Central Committee and of
the Executive Committee of the Comintern. In the 1920s
headed the opposition elements fighting against the
general Party line, against the Leninist programme of
socialist construction. In 1927 Trotsky was expelled from
the Party and in 1929 was banished from the couniry for
anti-Soviet activities and deprived of Soviet citizenship.

p. 131

3 “Ayrora‘—famous battleship whose salvo signalled the

beginning of the revolution. p. 131
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Dukhonin and Kornilov—white generals, Guchkov—AMin-
ister in the bourgeois Provisional Government; leaders
of the planned coup aimed at preventing the imminent
revolution. p. 137

Decrees on Peace and Land and Decision on the Forma-
tion of a Workers' and Peasants’ Government—the first to
be issued by the revolutionary authorities. p. 137

The young Soviet Government was forced to sign the
unequitable Brest Treaty with the Germans, which lasted
only until November 1918, when the revolution in Ger-
many overthrew the Kaiser. p. 143

Cartoons of the Civil War depicted imperialism as a
many-headed monster out to devour the Soviet Republic.
p- 143

42, 43 General Denikin headed the first whiteguard
onslaught from the South; soon after his defeat, Baron
Wrangel entered the Ukrainian steppes from the Crimea.
Admiral Kolchak led the white armies based in Siberia.
With equipment and financial backing from abroad, they
successively and simultaneously attempted to smother the
Soviet Republic, the results of which are known. p. 145

Allusion fo an attempt on Lenin's life by the S.R. terrorist
Kaplan who chose the moment when Lenin was leaving
a workers' rally at the Michelson engineering works in
Moscow, August 1918. p. 147

Kulaks—wealthy peasants exploiting hired labour; during
the Civil War famine they hoarded grain, concealing it
from the Soviet authorities and aggravating the situation.

p. 149

Abbreviation for the New Economic Policy proclaimed
by Lenin, envisaging temporary permission of free private
commerce, proposed to help the economy recuperate;
the key position in the economy were retained by the
proletarian state. p. 153
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Mamontov—whiteguard general, notorious for his bru-
tality. . p. 165

Mikhail Ivanovich Kalinin—one of the oldest followers of
Lenin; Chairman of the All-Russia Ceniral Executive Com-
mittee and later of the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet
of the US.S.R. p. 167

Krupskaya—Lenin's  wife,

Nadezhda Konstantinovna
p- 185

staunch Bolshevik.
Spasskaya—Kremlin clock-tower. p. 19

Muralov, N. I.—joined the Party in 1903. After the Octo-
ber Revolution, member of the Collegium of the People’s
Commissariat of Agriculture; commander of the Moscow
Military District. In 1927 was expelled from the Party for
his anti-Party activities. p. 195
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