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Yepuriii Beuep.
Besmiiz cuer.
Berep, Berep!
Ha sorax e cTrout uesioBek.
Berep, BeTep —
Ha Bcem 6omxnem cBere!

3aBuBaer BeTep
Bemnsrit cHEXKOK.

Iloxg cuesxkoM — Iemoxk.
CKOJIB3KO, TSKKO,
Beaxwuit xomox
Croib3ur — ax, bemusaKEal

Ot 3gaHusa K 3qaHUI0
IIpoTauyT raHAaT.
Ha ranare — nutakar:

“Besa Bimacts Yupenuresnsaomy Cobpammio!”

Crapymika youBaeTcst — ILJIa4er,,
Hwurak He moiimer, 4To 3HAYUAT,
Ha uto Takoi miakar,
Taxoit OrpOMHBIH JIOCKYT?
CKO0JIBKO OBI BBIIILJIO TIOPTSIHOK JJIS PEOSIT,
A Bcakwmii — pasmer, pasyr. . .

Crapy1ka, kak KypuIia,
Koit-kak mepemorHyach uepes cyrpoo.
— Ox, Marymra-3acrymuuma!

— Ox, 0OJIBIIIEBUKH 3aTOHAT B I'pob!

Berep xnecTrmnii!
He orcraer u mopos!
W Oypsxyit Ha mepekpecTre
B BopoTHUEK ympsTaa Hoc.

A 510 KT0? — JIJIMHHBIE BOJIOCHI
U roBoput BIoJsroJioca:
— [Ipemaremnn!
— Iloru61a Pocens!
Jlos1:xHO OBITE, IIMCATENIb —
Burusa. . .

Aleksandr Blok

TWELVE
A Poema

1

Black night.
White snow.

The wind, the wind!
Impossible to stay on your feet.
The wind, the wind!
Blowing across God’s world!

The wind swirls round
The clean, white snow.
Under the snow — there’s ice.
It’s slick, it’s hard,
Pedestrians
Slip — oops! too bad!

From building to building
Stretches a cable.
On the cable’s a placard:
“All Power to the Constituent Assembly!”

An old woman keens and weeps beneath it,
She just can’t understand what it means,
Why such a huge scrap of cloth
For such a placard?

It would make so many footwraps for the boys,
And so many are without clothes, without shoes . . .

The old woman, hen-like,
Managed somehow to scramble over the snowbank.
“Oh, Holy Mother of God, our Protectress!
“Oh, those Bolsheviks will put me in my grave!”

The wind is biting!
The frost tenacious!
The bourgeois standing at the crossroads
Has tucked his nose into his collar.

And who’s this? with long hair
And muttering under his breath:
“Traitors!

“Russia has perished!”

It must be a writer —

An orator . . .



A BOH M JOJITOIIOJIBIH -
CTopoHKo#M — 3a cyrpoo. . .
Y6 HEIHUE HEBECEeJIbIH,
Tosapwit mmom?

IlomuwMIIL, Kak OBIBAJIO
Bproxowm 1rest Briepes,
N xpectom cusiio
Bproxo Ha Hapox? . .

Bowu 6apeiasa B kapaxyiie
K npyroit mogsepHyIach:
— V&b MBI ILTAKATH, IIIAKAH. . .
IlockonpaHyTach
N — 6a1r, — pacrsaayacs!

Aix, aix!
Tamum, mogpimaii!

Berep Becemnnrit
U 3001 u pan.
Kpytur momosr,
IIpoxommx récur,
Pser, muer 1 HocuT
Bonpioi mrakat:
“Besa Bmactes Yupenurensaomy Cobpanumo’. . .
U cioBa momocur:

.. .A y mac 6b1110 cobpanue.
. . .Bot B aTOM 3maHUmM.

.. .O6cymumm —
ITocraroBuIn:

Ha Bpemsa — necars, HA HOYBL — IBAIIIATE IIATh. . .

. . .Yl menpIIe — HU ¢ KOro He OpaTh. . .
.. .Ilotimem cmats. . .

Ilosgumit Beuep.
IIycreer ynura.
Opun Opomsra
Cyrynurcs,

Jla cBuimer BeTep. . .

Omu, 6emuara!
IMogxomm —
ITomeryemeca. . .

And there’s a figure in a cassock -
Sidling behind the snowbank . . .
So, not too happy these days,
Eh, comrade priest?

You remember how once
You walked, belly-first,
And your cross-bedecked belly
Shone on the common people? . .

There’s a young lady wrapped in karakul,
Walking with another:
“And we cried and cried. . . ¢
She slipped on the ice
and — oof! — down she went!

Oh, my!
Give me your hand, pull me up!

The wind is gleeful
And mad and glad.
It twists coat hems,
Mows down passers-by,
Tears at, mangles, and tosses
The large placard:
“All Power to the Constituent Assembly”
The wind carries the words:

... And we, too, held an assembly . . .
. .. Here, in this building . . .

... We debated —
We resolved:
For an hour, ten rubles; for the whole night,
twenty-five . . .
... And don’t take less from anyone . . .
...Let’sgotobed...

The evening’s late.
The street’s deserted.
Only a vagrant
Stoops, round-shouldered,
And the wind whistles . . .

Hey, poor sweetie!
Come on over —
Give us a kiss . . .



Xmeba!
Yro Boepemu?
[Ipoxomu!

YepHoe, uepHoe HEOO.

351064, rpycTHasa 371004
Kunwur B rpymmu. . .

YepHasda 3;100a, cBATaA 3J1004. . .

Tosapum! I'mammu
B o6a!

Bread!
What’s ahead?
Move on!

Black, black sky.

Spite, grievous spite,
Boils in the breast . . .

Black spite, holy spite . . .

Comrade! Keep
Both eyes open!
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I'ynszier BeTep, mopxaer CHer.
Wnyr nBeHaOIIaTh 4eI0BEK.

BunaTOBOK UepHBIE PEMHHU,
Kpyrom — oram, oruu, oruu . . .

B 3ybax — mpirapka, mpuMAT KapTya3,
Ha cimny 6 Hamo 0yOHOBEIH TY3!

CBoboxa, ceobona,
Ox, ax, 6e3 Kpecra!

Tpa-Ta-Ta!
X0JI04HO, TOBAPHIII, XOJIOLHO!

— A Bambpra ¢ Katbkoii — B kabaxe. . .
—V eif KepeHKH ecTh B UyJiKe!

— Bamromka cam Temeps 6orar. . .
— Bru1 Barbska Ham, a cras cosrgar!

— Hy, Baubka, cykus cobiH, Oyp:ryi,
Moro, mmompo0yii, mmorieJryii!

Csoboza, cBoboIa,
Ox, ax, 0e3 kpecra!
Kartera ¢ Barpkoit 3amara —
Yewm, uem 3aHgra? . .

Tpa-ta-Ta!

Kpyrom — oruu, oram, orgmu. . .
Omieys — pyskefHbIe PEMHH. . .

Peousrorimonustit qepsxure mar!
Heyromontsrit He gpemiieT Bpar!

ToBapulll, BUHTOBKY IEePiKH, HE TPYCh!
[NamsreM-ka myneit B CBaryo Pych —

B xormosyio,
B u36samyo0,

B Toncrosamyro!

Ox, ax, 0e3 kpecra!

2

The wind, it frolics, the snow flies high.
Twelve men with guns go marching by.

On their rifles dull black straps,
Around them fires, and fires, and fires . . .

A home-rolled cig, a flattened cap,
All that’s missing is prison stripes!

Freedom, freedom,
Yeah, yeah, without the cross!

Rat-a-tat!
It’s cold, comrade, cold!

“Van’ka and Kat’ka are in a dive . . .”
“Kerensky rubles tucked in her hose”!

“And Vaniushka’s pretty rich himself ...”
“Once just our Van’ka, he’s now a soldier!”

“Well, Van’ka, bastard, bourgeois guy,
Why not give my kiss a try!”

Freedom, freedom,
Yeah, yeah, without the cross!
Kat’ka’s busy with Van’ka —
But what is she busy doing?

Rat-a-tat!

Around them fires, and fires, and fires . . .
Rifle straps on shoulders hang . . .

Hold to the revolutionary pace!
The tireless enemy never sleeps!

Comrade, hold on to your gun, be brave!
Let’s put a bullet into Holy Russia —

Into ancient, sturdy,
wood-hutted,

Fat-assed Russia!

Yeah, yeah, without the cross!






3

Kax momumu mammm pebsara
B kpacHoit rBapauu CIIYHKUTD —
B xpacHoi#t rBapaun CIIy:KATH —
Byiiry rosoBy coRuTh!

OX TBI, TOPE-TOPLKOE,
Canaznkoe xuthe!
Psanoe maasTHInko,
ABcTpHiickoe py:Kbe!

Mpsr Ha Tope BceM OypsRysiM

Mupogoii moskap pasgyem,

MuipoBoii moskap B KPOBU —
Tocmiomm, 61arocaoBu

3

Off our own dear boys have gone
In the Red Guard for to serve,
In the Red Guard for to serve,

To lay down their reckless heads.

Oh, you bitter, bitter grief,
Oh, you sweet existence!
I've an overcoat that’s torn,
And an Austrian rifle!

To the grief of all bourgeois
We'll fan a worldwide conflagration,
A conflagration drenched in blood —

Give us Your blessing, O Lord!



4

CHer KpyTHUT, JINXa4 KPUYNT,
Banrnka ¢ KaTrskoro et —
Enexcrpuueckuit hoHapuK

Ha ormob6enpkax. . .
Ax, ax, magu! . .

OH B IIMHEJINIIIKE COJIIATCKOMI
C dusmoHOMMEN Oy paIIKO
KpyTur, KpyTuT yepHbIi yc,

Jla moxpyunBaer,
Jla momryumnBaer. . .

Bor tark Baubka — oH mreunct!
Bor tark Baubpka — oH peuncr!
KaTtery-nypy ooummaer,
3aroBapuBaer. . .

3aIpoKuHyIach JHUIOM,
3yOKM OJIEIyT sKeMIYTOM. . .

Ax te1, Kata, mos Kara,

ToscToMmopaeHbKAS. . .

4

Snow swirls round, the driver yells,
Van’ka flies along with Kat’ka —
Small electric lanterns glow
On the sled shafts as they go . . .
Oh, oh, away we go! . .

He’s dressed in a soldier’s greatcoat,
His physiog is foolish,
He twirls, he twirls his black moustache,
Twisting, twisting,
Joking, joking . . .

Oh, yes, Van’ka — he’s broad-shouldered!
Oh, yes, Van’ka — he’s sweet-talking!
He embraces silly Kat’ka,

Talks her head off . . .

And she’s looking up at him,
Her pearly teeth are shining,
Oh, you Katya, my sweet Katya,
Fat-faced Katya . . .
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5

¥V Tebsa Ha mee, Karts,
IIIpam He 3aKUI OT HOKA.
VY 1ebsa mox rpyneo, Kars,

Ta mapamnuHa cBesxka!

9X, 9X, IIOILJISII!
Bosbro HOMEM XOpOIITH!

B kpyxeBHOM Oebe X0muIa —
IToxonn-ra, moxomm!
C oduriepamu 6irymmiia —
[Tobmynu-ka, modsymu!

9x, ox, Mooy mum!
Cepmarie éxHyJI0 B Tpyau!

IMomunms, Kata, odumepa —
He yres ou ot HOKA. . .
Anb He BecmoMHmIIIA, Xomepa?
Ann mamare He cBexa?

OX, 3X, OCBEXKH,
Cuoarts ¢ cob010 moIoKN!

T'eTp®I cephie HOCHIIA,
IMMoxonax MuHbOH Kpaia,
C oHEKepbeM I'yISTh XOOUIA —
C comparsem Temeph IIomnLIa?

9x, ax, corperrn!
Byner nerue mus myrmm!

11

5

Katya, on your neck’s a scar
From a knife-wound scarcely healed.
Katya, there beneath your breast,
There the scratch is still quite fresh!

Oh, yeah, dance and prance!
What great legs that girl has!

She wore lacy underwear,
Wear it now, yes, wear it now!
With officers she fornicated —

Fornicate, now, fornicate!

Oh, yeah, fornicate!
Feel the heart just skip a beat!

Remember, Katya, that officer —
He did not escape the knife . . .
Left your memory already?

Is your memory stale, you broad?

Well, then, freshen it,
Take it off to bed with you!

Kat’ka always wore gray gaiters,
Devoured chocolat “Mignon,”
Used to date the young cadets,
But now with soldiers off she’s gone?

Oh, yeah, let’s sin!
Sin is easy on the soul!
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.. .OmaTe HaBCcTpedy HeceTcsl BCKAUb,
JleTuT, BomiuT, OpET JIUXAY. . .

Croit, croit! Aumproxa, momoraii!
ITeTpyxa, caamy saberaii! . .

Tpax-rapapax-Tax-Tax-Tax-Tax!

Bekpytnicsa k HeOy cHeskHBIN mpax! . .

JInxau — u ¢ Baubkoit — HayTek. . .
Emre pasox! Basomu kypox! . .

Tpax-tapapax! Tsr Oymgerrs 3HaTh,
Kaxk ¢ meBouroit 4yskoi ryaars! . .
Vrer, mommerr! Vixo, mocToi,
Pacmpasmrock 3aBTpa g ¢ T0o60i!
A Karexa roe? — Meprtsa, meprsa!
IIpocrpenennas romosal
Yo, Kateka, paga? — Hu ry-ry. . .

Jlesxm ThI, magase, HA cHery! . .

PeBosorniboHHbIHN qepsxuTe 1IaT!
HeyromouHsrit He mpemiieT Bpar!

13

6

... Again they ride on at full gallop,
The driver flies and howls and roars . . .

“Halt! Halt! Andriukha, help me here!
Petrukha, run around the rear!” . .

Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, tat-tat-tat!
Snowy dust swirled toward the sky.

The driver and Van’ka make a break . . .
“One more time! Now cock your gun!” . .

Rat-a-tat-tat! “You’ll now find out,
What it means to take another’s girl.”
“He got away, the scum! Just wait,
Tomorrow I'll take care of you!”

But where is Kat’ka? “She’s dead, she’s
dead!

She’s been shot right through the head!”

Glad now, Kat’ka? “What, not a peep . ..
Then lie there, carrion, on the snow!” . .

Hold to the revolutionary pace!
The tireless enemy never sleeps!
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WU omsiTh mayT nBEHAIIATD,
3a mreyamu — pysKberia.
JInimb y 6emH0r0 yOUMITEL

He Bunate coBcem mua. . .

Bcé 6ricTpee u OpIcTpee
VYropamnuBaer ar.
3aMoTaJI IIJIaTOK Ha IIee —
He ompaButhcs HHKAK. . .

— Yo, TOBAPHUIIL, THI HE Becesa?
— Yo, 1py:KOK, OTOPOITEsT?
— Yro, IleTpyxa, HoOC TIOBECHT,
WNnn Kateky moskasesn?

— Ox, ToBapHIIK, pOIHEIE,
OTy IeBKY s JIIOOWIL. . .
Houxn uepHbie, xMeIbHBIE
C 5T0i1 TeBKOM IIPOBOSHAIL. . .

— W3-3a ymaam 6eqoBoit
B ormesnix ee ouax,
W3-3a poguHKK IIyHIIOBOM
Boste mpasoro mieua,
3aryom s1, 0eCTOJIKOBEIM,
Baryomi a cropsya. . . ax!

— Wb, crepserr, 3aBest mapMaHKy,
Yro to1, IleTbra, 6a0a, uTo 167

— Bepwo, myiry HausHaHKY
Bsaymaun BeiBepHyTh? Y3B0JIH!

— Ilommep:xu cBOIO OCAHKY!
— Hap coboit mepsxn KOHTPOJIB!

- He Takoe HbpIHYE BpeMs,
YT00bI HAHYUTHCS C TOOOH!
ITorssxesne Oymer OpemMs
Ham, ToBapmr moporoii!

U Tletrpyxa 3amenaseT
TopomyIBEIE TIIATH. . .

OH roJI0BKy BCKHIABAET,
OH oAtk moBeceJie. . .

15

7

Again the twelve are on the march,
Their rifles on their shoulders hang.
Only the hapless murderer’s face
Is completely hidden away . . .

Faster, faster, and still faster
He hurries up the marching pace.
A scarf he’s wound around his neck —
He can’t get over what he did . . .

“Hey there, comrade, why not merry?”
“Hey, old friend, cat got your tongue?”
“Hey, Petrukha, feeling low now?
Sorry for that Kat’ka, eh?”

“Well, I'll tell you, my dear comrades,
That I really loved that girl . . .
Many a dark and drunken evening
I spent making out with her . . .

“All because of the lively boldness
Of her fiery, hot eyes,

All because of the crimson birthmark
On her right shoulder, what a sight,
Stupidly I‘ve wrecked her life now,
I destroyed her rashly . . . oh!”

“Good grief, you bastard, stop your whining,
Are you a girl then, Pet’ka, eh?”
“What a moment you have picked
To search your soul. Oh, spare us, please!”
“Shoulders back, come on, Petrukha!”
“Get a grip upon yourself!”

“This is really not the best time
For us to nursemaid you along!
We’ll soon have a heavier burden
On our shoulders, comrade pal!”

And Petrukha soon relaxes,
Slows his pace, unhurried now . . .

Tosses back his head, then cheers up,
His good humor’s back again . . .



9%, ax!
[loszabaBurscsa He rpex!

Bamupaiite eTaxu,
Heraue 6ymyT rpadesxmu!

OrMBIKaiiTE TIOrpeda —
I'ynster HbIHYe TOIBITHOA!

16

Hey, hey!
It’s no sin to to have some fun!

Lock up the apartments all,
Looting there will be today!

Open up the cellars all -
Today the rabble will have fun!






8

Ox THI, TOpe-TopbKOe!
Cryka cKydHas,
CmepTHAasA!

VKb S BpeMsIIKO
IIposeny, mposeny. . .

VKb g TEMSAYKO
Ilouery, mouemnry. . .

Vb 9 ceMAYKH
IMonymry, momymry. . .

Vb g HORMUKOM
Ilomocny, momocHy! . .

Tror steTn, Oyp:yit, BOPOOBIIIKOM!

Brimbio kpoByIIKy
3a 3a3HO0YIIKY,
YepHOOPOBYIIKY. . .

Y moxoii, rocriogu, OyIry paosl TBoed. . .

Cryumo!

18

8

Oh, you bitter-bitter grief!
Boredom most boring,
Deadly!

And a little time
I will pass, I will pass . . .

And your little head
I will scratch, I will scratch . . .

And some little seeds
I will shuck, I will shuck . ..

With my little knife
I will slash, I will slash! . .

Fly away, bourgeois, like a sparrow small!
I will drink your blood
For my sweetest love,
My black-browed beauty . . .

Grant rest, O Lord, to the soul of Thy
handmaiden . . .

What a bore!
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9

He cipimao mymy ropogckoro,
Ha HeBckoli Oamrsei TUIIHHA,
U Gosbire HET TOPOIOBOr0 —
I'ynsaii, pebara, 6e3 BuHa!

Crout Oypsxyii Ha IEepEeKpecTKe
W B BOpOTHHUE yIIpsTaI HOC.
A pamoM sKMeTCs IIePCThIO KECTKOMN
ITomxaBimii XBOCT IAPIIUBEIN IIEC.

Crout Oyp:xyii, Kak IIec TOJIOIHBIH,
Crout 0€3MOJIBHEIHM, KaK BOIIPOC.
N crapuiit Mup, Kak mec 0e3pOoIHbIHI,
Crout 3a HUM, IIOIJKABIIIN XBOCT.

20

9

One cannot hear the city’s din,
Silence reigns o’er Nevsky’s tower,
There are no more policemen now,

So frolic, friends, though there’s no wine!

The bourgeois stands here at the crossroads
With nose tucked into his coat collar.
A coarse-haired, mangy dog beside him
Cringes, its tail between its legs.

The bourgeois stands, like a hungry dog,
Wordless he stands, like a question mark.
And the old world stands, like a mongrel dog,
Right behind him, its tail between its legs.
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Pasnirpasace uToii-To BhIOTa,
Oi1, BrIOT4, 011, BBHIOTA!
He BugaTs coBceM npyr apyra
3a uernIpe 3a mara!

CHer BOPOHKOM 3aBUJICH,
CHer cToJIOYIIKOI IIOSHAJIC. . .

— Ox, mypra kagkasi, crrace!

— Ilerpra! Oi1, He 3aBupaiicsa!
Ot uero Tebs ymac
3o10T0M HKOHOCTAC?
BeccosuarenbHbIN THI, IPaBoO,
Paccynu, momymait 3ampaBo —
Autnt pyKu He B KpOBHU
N3-3a KaTpruHoit g100BU?

— Tar gep:xu peBOTOITLOHHBIN!
Brnusok Bpar HeyroMmoHHBII!

Buepen, Buepen, Buepen,
Paboumit mapos!

22
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The blizzard has increased its fury,
Such a blizzard, such a blizzard!
Impossible to see each other
Even four short steps away!

The snow has swirled into a funnel,
The snow has risen in a column . . .

“What a snowstorm, Savior help us!”
“Pet’ka! Hey, cut out that babbling!
Did the golden icon screen
Ever save you from a thing?
Completely unaware you are,
Think about it, work it out -

Both your hands are bloody, aren’t they,
On account of Kat’ka’s love?”
“Hold to the revolutionary pace!
The tireless enemy is near!”

Forward, forward, forward,
Working people!



11

. .1 moyT 6e3 mMeHU CBATOTO
Bce nBenaamaTtes — Boain.
Ko Bcemy rorossr,
Hwuuero He xaib. . .

Nx BUHTOBOYKHM CTAJIBHBIE
Ha mespumoro Bpara. . .
B nepeymnoukn riryxme,

I'me omma meLIwT IIypra. . .
Jla B cyrpoOBI IIyXOBEIE -
He yrsamems camora. . .

B oum OpeTcsa
Kpacuzriit drar.

Pasnaerca
MepHBbIii mar.

Bor — mpocuercs
JIforwIit Bpar. . .

Y BBIOT4 OBLIAT UM B OYM
JHau 1 Houn
Hampousner. . .

Bmepen, Buepen,
Pab6oumit mapoz!

23
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... Without the holy name’s protection

The twelve go marching on.
Ready for anything,
Regretting nothing . . .

Their steel rifles now are aimed
At the foe invisible . . .
In the dead-end alleys where

Only the snowstorm swirls its dust . . .

And the feather-soft snowbanks
Grab your boot and won’t let go . . .

Their red flag strikes
The watchful eye.

One can hear
Their measured pace.

Soon will wake
The mortal foe . . .

And the blizzard dusts their eyes
Days and nights
Without reprieve . . .

Forward, forward,
Working people!
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. .Boaas uayT mepskaBHBIM IIIATOM. . .

— Kro emte Tam? Brerxonu!
OTO0 — BeTep ¢ KPAaCHBIM (PIaroM
Paswirpascs smepenu. . .

Bmepenn - cyrpob xoI0mHEIH,
— Kro B cyrpobe — Beixomm! . .
TosnbKko HUINNWHA II€C TOJIOTHBINA
Kosoinger mosanmn. . .

— OTBSZKHCH THI, IIEJIyUBBIM,
A mTeikKoM momexouy!
Crapplil MHp, KaK IIeC IIapIINBLIH,
[TpoBanucek — mmokosouy!

. . .CrasuT 3y0OBI — BOJIK T'OJIOTHBIMH -
XBOCT HOIKAJI — HE OTCTAeT -
Ilec xomomuEbIii — mec 0€3POTHEIH. . .
— OH, OTKJIIMKHUCH, KTO HUIET?

— Kto Tam mamer kpacusiM pyrarom?
— Ilpurnanuces-ka, sxa TbMa!
— Kto Tam xomuT OersiniM 1mrarom,
XopoHsch 3a Bce qoma?

— Bcee paBHo, Teb6a mobymy,
Jlyurre cmaiica Mue sKUBbHeM!
— O, ToBapuill, OyIeT Xymo,
Brixomm, crpenars HauHeM!

Tpax-rax-tax! — VI TosbpK0 9X0
OTkInKaeTCS B IOMAax. . .
ToJbKO BRIOTA JOJITMM CMEXOM
3anBaerca B cCHerax. . .

Tpax-Tax-rax!
Tpax-Tax-Tax. . .

... Tag ugyT meps:kaBHBIM IIIATOM,
ITosamu — rosogHEIN 1IEC,
Briepenu — ¢ kpoBaBsIM p1arom,
W 3a BbIOTOI HEeBUIUM,

A ot mysiz HeBpequm,
HesxHoii mT0CTyIIBI0 HAABBIOMKHOM,
CHeKHOM POCCHITIBIO JKeMUYKHOM,

25
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. .. Off they go with martial pace . ..

“Who is it there? You come on out!”

But it’s just the wind that’s playing
With the red flag up ahead . . .

Up ahead there’s a frozen snowbank,
“You, in the snowbank — come on out! . .
Only the dog, beggared and hungry,
Hobbles along behind them still.

“Beat it, you mangy cur, or else
My bayonet will tickle you!
Vanish, old world - or else I'll stick you
Like that mangy, lousy dog.”

. .. It shows its fangs -- a hungry wolf -
Tail tucked in, it sticks close by -
The dog is cold — the dog’s a mongrel . .
“Hey, give answer, who goes there?”

“Who now waves the bright red flag?”
“Oh just look, how dark it is!”
“Who is walking with quickened pace,
Hiding behind the buildings there?”

“All the same, I'm going to get you,
Come on now — give yourself up!”
“Listen, comrade, this won’t end well,
Come on out, before we shoot!”

Rat-a-tat-tat! Only the echo
Bounces round the buildings there . . .
Only the blizzard, laughing, laughing,
Roaring with laughter in the snows . . .

Rat-a-tat-tat!
Rat-a-tat-tat . . .

... And so they keep a martial pace,
Behind them follows the hungry dog,
Ahead of them — with bloody banner,
Unseen within the blizzard’s swirl,
Safe from any bullet’s harm,
With gentle step, above the storm,
In the scattered, pearl-like snow,
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B Gestom BeHUMEKe 13 po3 — Crowned with a wreath of roses white,
Buepenu — Hcye Xpmucroc. Ahead of them — goes Jesus Christ.

(duBaps 1918) (January 1918)
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