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�ŝƟǌĞŶ�ƚĂǆ�ĐŽůůĞĐƚŽƌ͊ 
Forgive my bothering you… 
Thank you… 
ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ǁŽƌƌǇ͙ 
/͛ůů�ƐƚĂŶĚ͙

My business 
is 
of delicate nature: 
about the place 
of the poet 
ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŽƌŬĞƌƐ͛�ƌĂŶŬƐ͘

Along with 
owners 
of stores and property 
/͛ŵ�ŵĂĚĞ�ƐƵďũĞĐƚ 
ƚŽ�ƚĂǆĞƐ�ĂŶĚ�ƉĞŶĂůƟĞƐ͘

You demand 
I pay 
ĮǀĞ�ŚƵŶĚƌĞĚ�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ŚĂůĨ�ǇĞĂƌ 
ĂŶĚ�ƚǁĞŶƚǇͲĮǀĞ 
for failing to send in my returns.

Now 
my work 
is like 
any other work.

Look here— 
ŚŽǁ�ŵƵĐŚ�/͛ǀĞ�ůŽƐƚ͕ 
ǁŚĂƚ�ĞǆƉĞŶƐĞƐ 
/�ŚĂǀĞ�ŝŶ�ŵǇ�ƉƌŽĚƵĐƟŽŶ 
and how much I spend 
on my materials.

You know, 
of course, 
ĂďŽƵƚ�͞ƌŚǇŵĞ͘͟

Suppose 
a line 
ends with the word 
͞ĚĂǇ͕͟ 
and then, 
ƌĞƉĞĂƟŶŐ�ƚŚĞ�ƐǇůůĂďůĞƐ 
in the third line, 
we insert 
something like 
͞ƚĂƌĂƌĂͲďŽŽŵͲĚĞͲĂǇ͘͟

In your idiom, 
rhyme 
ŝƐ�Ă�ďŝůů�ŽĨ�ĞǆĐŚĂŶŐĞ 
to be honored in the third line!— 
ƚŚĂƚ Ɛ͛�ƚŚĞ�ƌƵůĞ͘

And so you hunt 
ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ƐŵĂůů�ĐŚĂŶŐĞ�ŽĨ�ƐƵĸǆĞƐ�
ĂŶĚ�ŇĞĐƟŽŶƐ 
ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ĚĞƉůĞƚĞĚ�ĐĂƐŚďŽǆ 
ŽĨ�ĐŽŶũƵŐĂƟŽŶƐ 
and declensions.

You start shoving 
a word 
into the line, 
ďƵƚ�ŝƚ Ɛ͛�Ă�ƟŐŚƚ�ĮƚͶ 
you press and it breaks.

�ŝƟǌĞŶ�ƚĂǆ�ĐŽůůĞĐƚŽƌ͕  
honestly, 
the poet 
spends a fortune on words.

In our idiom 
rhyme 
is a keg.

A keg of dynamite. 
The line 
is a fuse.

The line burns to the end 
ĂŶĚ�ĞǆƉůŽĚĞƐ͕ 
and the town 
is blown sky-high 
in a strophe.

tŚĞƌĞ�ĐĂŶ�ǇŽƵ�ĮŶĚ͕ 
and at what price, 
rhymes 
that take aim and kill on the 
spot?

Suppose 
only half a dozen 
unheard-of rhymes 
ǁĞƌĞ�ůĞŌ͕ 
in, say, Venezuela.

�ŽŶǀĞƌƐĂƟŽŶ�
tŝƚŚ���dĂǆ�
�ŽůůĞĐƚŽƌ�η�
�ďŽƵƚ�WŽĞƚƌǇ�Ͳ

�Ǉ�sůĂĚŝŵŝƌ�
DĂǇĂŬŽǀƐŬǇ�
[1926]
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And so 
/͛ŵ�ĚƌĂǁŶ 
to North and South. 
I rush around 
entangled in advances and loans.

�ŝƟǌĞŶ͊ 
�ŽŶƐŝĚĞƌ�ŵǇ�ƚƌĂǀĞůŝŶŐ�ĞǆƉĞŶƐĞƐ͘ 
—Poetry— 
—all of it!— 
is a journey to the unknown.

Poetry 
is like mining radium. 
For every gram 
you work a year.

For the sake of a single word 
you waste 
a thousand tons 
of verbal ore.

�Ƶƚ�ŚŽǁ 
incendiary 
the burning of these words 
compared 
with the smoldering 
of the raw material.

These words 
will move 
millions of hearts 
for thousands of years.

Of course, 
there are many kinds of poets. 
So many of them 
use legerdemain!

And, 
like conjurers, 
pull lines from their mouths— 
their own— 
ĂŶĚ�ŽƚŚĞƌ�ƉĞŽƉůĞ Ɛ͛͘

Not to speak 
of the lyrical castrates?! 
dŚĞǇ͛ƌĞ�ŽŶůǇ�ƚŽŽ�ŐůĂĚ 
to shove in 
a borrowed line.

This is 
just one more case 
of robbery and embezzlement 
among the frauds rampant in the 
country.

These 
verses and odes 
bawled out 
today 
amidst applause, 
will go down 
in history 
ĂƐ�ƚŚĞ�ŽǀĞƌŚĞĂĚ�ĞǆƉĞŶƐĞƐ 
of what 
two or three of us 
have achieved.

As the saying goes, 
you eat forty pounds 
of table salt, 
and smoke 
Ă�ŚƵŶĚƌĞĚ�ĐŝŐĂƌĞƩĞƐ 
in order 
to dredge up 
one precious word 
from artesian 
human depths.

So at once 
ŵǇ�ƚĂǆ 
shrinks.

Strike out 
one wheeling zero 
from the balance due!

&Žƌ�Ă�ŚƵŶĚƌĞĚ�ĐŝŐĂƌĞƩĞƐͶ 
a ruble ninety; 
for table salt— 
Ă�ƌƵďůĞ�ƐŝǆƚǇ͘

Your form 
ŚĂƐ�Ă�ŵĂƐƐ�ŽĨ�ƋƵĞƐƟŽŶƐ͗ 
͞,ĂǀĞ�ǇŽƵ�ƚƌĂǀĞůĞĚ�ŽŶ�ďƵƐŝŶĞƐƐ 
or not?”

�Ƶƚ�ƐƵƉƉŽƐĞ 
I have 
ridden to death 
a hundred Pegasi 
in the last 
ϭϱ�ǇĞĂƌƐ͍

And here you have— 
imagine my feelings!— 
something 
about servants 
and assets.

�Ƶƚ�ǁŚĂƚ�ŝĨ�/�Ăŵ 
simultaneously 
a leader 
and a servant 
of the people?

The working class 
speaks 
through my mouth, 
and we, 
proletarians, 
are drivers of the pen.

As the years go by, 
you wear out 
the machine of the soul.

And people say: 
͞��ďĂĐŬ�ŶƵŵďĞƌ͕  
ŚĞ Ɛ͛�ǁƌŝƩĞŶ�ŽƵƚ͕ 
ŚĞ Ɛ͛�ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚ͊͟

dŚĞƌĞ Ɛ͛�ůĞƐƐ�ĂŶĚ�ůĞƐƐ�ůŽǀĞ͕ 
and less and less daring, 
ĂŶĚ�ƟŵĞ 
ŝƐ�Ă�ďĂƩĞƌŝŶŐ�ƌĂŵ 
against my head.

dŚĞŶ�ƚŚĞƌĞ Ɛ͛�ĂŵŽƌƟǌĂƟŽŶ͕ 
the deadliest of all; 
ĂŵŽƌƟǌĂƟŽŶ 
of the heart and soul.

Magazin_Florida_sw18_09_druckdaten.indd   16 18.09.14   16:10



                               - 17 -

_�ÁRULGD��IDOOELOGP���)ORULGD�����

And when 
the sun 
ůŝŬĞ�Ă�ĨĂƩĞŶĞĚ�ŚŽŐ 
rises 
on a future 
without beggars and cripples, 
I shall 
already 
ďĞ�Ă�ƉƵƚƌĞĮĞĚ�ĐŽƌƉƐĞ 
under a fence, 
together 
with a dozen 
of my colleagues.

Draw up 
my 
posthumous balance! 
I hereby declare— 
ĂŶĚ�/͛ŵ�ƚĞůůŝŶŐ�ŶŽ�ůŝĞƐ͗

Among 
ƚŽĚĂǇ Ɛ͛ 
swindlers and dealers, 
I alone 
shall be sunk 
in hopeless debt.

Our duty is 
to blare 
like brass-throated horns 
in the fogs of bourgeois vulgarity 
and seething storms.

A poet 
is always 
indebted to the universe, 
paying, 
alas, 
interest 
ĂŶĚ�ĮŶĞƐ͘

I am 
indebted 
ƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�ůŝŐŚƚƐ�ŽĨ�ƚŚĞ��ƌŽĂĚǁĂǇ͕  
to you, 
ƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�ƐŬŝĞƐ�ŽĨ��ĂŐĚĂĚŝ͕ 
to the Red Army, 
to the cherry trees of Japan — 
to everything 

about which 
/�ŚĂǀĞ�ŶŽƚ�ǇĞƚ�ǁƌŝƩĞŶ͘

�Ƶƚ͕�ĂŌĞƌ�Ăůů͕ 
who needs 
Ăůů�ƚŚŝƐ�ƐƚƵī͍ 
Is its aim to rhyme 
and rage in rhythm?

EŽ͕�Ă�ƉŽĞƚ Ɛ͛�ǁŽƌĚ 
ŝƐ�ǇŽƵƌ�ƌĞƐƵƌƌĞĐƟŽŶ 
and your immortality, 
ĐŝƟǌĞŶ�ĂŶĚ�ŽĸĐŝĂů͘

Centuries hence, 
take a line of verse 
from its paper frame 
ĂŶĚ�ďƌŝŶŐ�ďĂĐŬ�ƟŵĞ͊

And this day 
ǁŝƚŚ�ŝƚƐ�ƚĂǆ�ĐŽůůĞĐƚŽƌƐ͕ 
its aura of miracles 
and its stench of ink, 
will dawn again.

Convinced dweller in the present 
day, 
go 
to the N.K.P.S. 
ƚĂŬĞ�Ă�ƟĐŬĞƚ�ƚŽ�ŝŵŵŽƌƚĂůŝƚǇ 
and, reckoning 
ƚŚĞ�ĞīĞĐƚ 
of my verse, 
stagger my earnings 
over three hundred years!

�Ƶƚ�ƚŚĞ�ƉŽĞƚ�ŝƐ�ƐƚƌŽŶŐ 
not only because, 
remembering you, 
the people of the future 
will hiccup. 
No!

Nowadays too 
ƚŚĞ�ƉŽĞƚ Ɛ͛�ƌŚǇŵĞ 
is a caress 
and a slogan, 
a bayonet 
and a knout!

�ŝƟǌĞŶ�ƚĂǆ�ĐŽůůĞĐƚŽƌ͕  
/͛ůů�ĐƌŽƐƐ�ŽƵƚ 

all the zeros 
ĂŌĞƌ�ƚŚĞ�ĮǀĞ 
and pay the rest.

I demand 
as my right 
an inch of ground 
among 
the poorest 
workers and peasants.

And if 
you think 
that all i have to do 
ŝƐ�ƚŽ�ƉƌŽĮƚ 
ďǇ�ŽƚŚĞƌ�ƉĞŽƉůĞ Ɛ͛�ǁŽƌĚƐ͕ 
then, 
comrades, 
ŚĞƌĞ Ɛ͛�ŵǇ�ƉĞŶ͘

Take 
a crack at it 
yourselves!
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