Tocka no pogune! J[aBHO
Pazobnauénnas mopoxa!

MHe coBepIlieHHO BCE paBHO —
T0e coBepilieHHO OUHOKOMN

BbITh, M0 KAKUM KaMHSIM JIOMOM
bpectu ¢ xoménkoro 6azapHoit

B 10M, 1 He 3HAKOIIWM, 4YTO — MO,
Kak rocniurans unu kazapma.

MHe Bc€ paBHO, KaKUX Cpeau

JInn omeTHHUBATHCS IVICHHBIM
JIbBOM, U3 KaKOl JIFOACKOU Cpeibl
BBITh BEITECHEHHOM — HEMTPEMEHHO —

B cebs1, B eMHONMNYbE TYBCTB.
Kamuarckum menBeném Ge3 JTbANHBI
T'0e He y)uThes (M HE TIIYCB!),

I 0e yHIXaThCSI — MHE €1HO.

He o6onburyce 1 A361K0M
PonHBIM, €r0 IPHU3BIBOM MIICYHBIM.
Mne 6e3pa3Iu4HO — Ha KaKOM
Henonnmaemoii ObITh BCTpeUHBIM!

(Uurarenem, ra3eTHBIX TOHH
I'morarenem, mounbIleM CIUIETEH. .. )
JIBaa1aToro CToaCThS — OH,

A ST — 10 BCSIKOT'O CTOJETh!
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Nostalgia, homesickness! Oh, what
a long-denunciated longing!

It matters absolutely not

where 1 would absolutely lonely

be, passing by which street-name sign

I'd roll back home my shopping barrows —
A home, yet clueless it is mine,

as if a hospital or barracks.

It makes no difference, whose grins
amid, to bristle like a captive

beast, nor from which fraternal rings
to be expelled — into effective

self-insulation — where belong.

I, a Kamchatkan floe-less bear, —
where not to (try to) get along,
where to abase myself — don't care!

The mother-tongue, its luring pitch,
too, to my hearing, risks no dangers.
It couldn't matter less in which

to be misunderstood by strangers

(books' readership, or gossip's ears,
consumers of newspaper pages ...)
They're in the nineteen-something years,
and I'm yet in unnumbered ages!
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OcronbeHeBiy, Kak OpeBHO,
OcraBuIeecs OT aJuley,

MHe Bce — paBHBI, MHE BCE — PaBHO,
U, moxet ObITh, BCETO paBHEE —

Poxanee OwIBIIIEE — BCETO.

Bce npusnaku ¢ MeHs1, BCe METHI,
Bce matel — kak pykoil CHSLIO:
Hyma, ponuBiiasicst — rae-To.

Tax xpaii MeHs He yOoepér

Mo, 4To 1 camblil 30pKHIl CHIIIUK
Brons Bcelt aymu, Bcelt — nonepék!
Pogumoro msaTHa He chier!

Bcesk mom MHE 4yXn, BCSIK XpaM MHE ITYCT,
U Bcé — paBHO, U BCE — €AMHO.

Ho ecnu o mopore — kyct
BcTtaér, ocobenno — psouna. ..

3 man 1934
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To me, impressionable like

a log in a forgotten forest,

all means the same, all looks alike,
and maybe most alike, and foremost

the same — and sane — remains the past.
All dates, all tags I used to bear,

have been stripped off of me at last:

A mortal given birth — somewhere.

So thoroughly my native soil
abandoned me, that — Search the ground
and far and wide across my soul! —

a single birthmark won't be found!

Each home feels void, each temple vain,
all ties are burnt, all ashes buried.

But if a bush is on my way,
especially a rowan-berry ...

May 3, 1934
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