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The Soviet period of Russian poetry was distinguished by the prominence of
three distinct movements, isolated from one another as a result of the power of the
CPSU (Communist Party of the Soviet Union) — official Soviet poetry, informal or
underground unprintable poetry, and diaspora or emigrant poetry.

Freedom of publication in the last 25 years has depicted for us a fuller
landscape of twentieth-century Russian poetry, including all three movements
mentioned above. Currently, the exceptional importance of Lianozovo Group
poets, such as Evgenii Kropivnitskii (1893-1979), Igor Kholin (1920-1999),
Genrikh Sapgir (1928-1999), Vsevolod Nekrasov (1934-2009) and Ian Satunovskii
(1913-1982), is becoming more and more obvious.

I have prepared several publications and will tell you about four out of the
five major Lianozovo Group poets. I will exclude Genrikh Sapgir, since a lot has
been written about Sapgir, including a monograph dedicated to him.

All of the Lianozovo Group poets were unprintable and their poems did not
appear in official Soviet publications. Children’s literature was a kind of outlet for
them because some of the poems by Kholin, Sapgir, Nekrasov, and Satunovskii
were considered to be appropriate for children to various degrees. The only
publication by Kropivnitskii published during the Soviet era was a collection of
poems included in a children’s compilation. He apparently did not write for
children, but some of his poems were well suited to children's reading. The same
can be said about Nekrasov.

An important turning point in the development of Russian poetry was the
Samizdat (self-published) journal "Sintaksis™ (“The Syntax") that existed between
1959 and 1960. Its creator, Aleksandr Ginzburg, was able to bring together the
most gifted authors of Moscow and Leningrad (Saint-Petersburg), who did not fit
into the Soviet publishing system. Kholin, Sapgir, and Nekrasov participated in
and collaborated on the journal as representatives of the Lianozovo Group.
Ginzburg managed to release three issues of the journal, after which he was
arrested. Ginzburg had attempted to establish an alternative cultural institution that
had no political connection. The authorities' response showed that under Soviet
conditions, it was impossible to divert from a political course. From then on, there
was a sharp distinction between the official and unofficial literatures in the Soviet
Union. Publications of unofficial/underground material began taking place both in
the Soviet Union as Samizdat (self-published) and abroad as Tamizdat (published
"over there").

It should be mentioned that unlike Kholin and Sapgir, Nekrasov and
Satunovskii were not disciples of Evgenii Leonidovich Kropivnitskii. One could



say that each of them founded his own school; in any case, they each had a strong
influence on other poets. All five of them were representing the Lianozovo Group.
These authors, in our opinion, are central to the new Russian poetry. However, we
must recognize that this assertion is not universally accepted. The first official
publication of these five classics occurred in the late 1980s after the perestroika;
yet, some of their works have never been published.

The existing publications are not very accessible, and they have not attracted
wide publicity in the press. Besides, they have only recently been released. This is
the state of modern Russian literature. We hope that over time the Lianozovo
Group poetry will be regarded as an intrinsic and critical part of Russian poetry,
which will be advantageous for the legacy of the Lianozovo poets and have great
impact on the genre today.

EVGENII LEONIDOVICH KROPIVNITSKII

Kropovnitskii was a founder of the Lianozovo Group of artists and poets,
himself being a first-rate artist and poet, and he was the oldest member of the
group -- they called him "grandpa." Therefore, I'll start with him.

He was born on July 13 (25) of 1893 in Moscow, in the family of a railroad
officer. His father wrote prose and published in periodicals; his mother wrote
children's poetry, which she also published in the contemporary periodicals. Both
father and mother were very musical: father was a good singer and mother
provided accompaniment on the piano.

The poet Filaret Ivanovich Chernov (1877-1940) was the family friend -- he
was the first, as we will see, to acknowledge the exceptional value of
Kropivnitskii's poetry.

In 1904-1911 Kropivnitskii studied at the Imperial Stroganov Art Institute --
he graduated with the title of "learned artist." In 1912-1920 he lived in Moscow,
worked in theaters as a decorator and makeup artist, and studied in Shaniavskii's
People's University in the Department of History (1915-1918). In 1920-1923 he
lived and worked in the towns of the North, Urals, and Siberia: in Vologda, Glazov
and Tumen. In 1920 in Vologda, he met Olga Ananievna Potapova (1892-1971),
who became his wife. Under the influence of her husband Olga began to study art
seriously and, later, took classes in Moscow from "Jack of Diamonds" (Bubnovyi
Valet) group members Mashkov and V. Rozhdestvenskii. At the end of the 1950s
she was painting very fine abstract pieces. In Tumen, the couple's son, artist and
poet Lev Kropivnitskii (1922-1993), was born. Their daughter, artist Valentina
Kropivnitskaia (1924-2008), was born in Moscow.



Beginning in 1923. the Kropivnitskiis lived in the countryside near Moscow.
Evgenii Leonidovich worked as an art teacher in the Tuchkovo Forest School.
From 1934 he lived in Dolgoprudnyi (a village near a train station near Moscow).
After the death of his wife and before his own death, he lived in Moscow. He
worked as an art teacher at schools until his retirement in 1958.

He became member of the Union of the Soviet Artists in 1939. In 1963 he
was accused of being a "formalist" and founder of an anti-Soviet Lianozovo Group
and was expelled from the Moscow subdivision of the Artists Union.

He lived all his adult life in poverty: "As long as I remember myself, starting
with the Revolution, I was hungry and cold." Therefore, his lifestyle was ascetic
not by choice -- this fact was reflected in the tone of his art.

Kropivnitskii treated the political upheavals in Russia as some elemental
forces that threatened the fragile existence of humans. He himself was not
repressed, but in 1946 his son was arrested and kept in Stalin's camps until 1956.

Kropivnitskii wrote poetry and painted till his last days. His last poem was
written on the 19th of October, 1978. He died on the 19th of January, at the age of
85.

The Teacher. Lianozovo Group

After the war, besides teaching art Kropivnitskii was supervising a poetry
seminar at the Pioneer Palace of Leningrad District of Moscow. One of his
students was Genrikh Sapgir. And in art he was the teacher of Oscar Rabin, who
later married his daughter, Valentina Kropivnitskaia.

Kropivnitskii’s socializing with his students was not limited to official
seminar time. Many of them visited their teacher in Dolgoprudnaia where they
socialized, took walks, and discussed all kinds of topics. Unofficially, Kholin was
also a student of Kropivnitskii from 1949.

An ability to attract and unite people was especially apparent in the years
following the World War II. After Stalin's death, life became more bearable. A
group of artists and poets was formed around Kropivnitskii, which was later called
the Lianozovo Group. The name came into being because in 1956, Rabin and
Kropivnitskaia settled near Lianozovo station by Dolgoprudnaia. Rabin and his
wife Kropivnitskaia began organizing exhibits of works by family members and
friends.

The core members of the Group were Kholin, Sapgir, Rabin, the
Kropivnitskiis, including artists Nemukhin, Masterkova, and Vechtomov, as well



as poets Nekrasov and Satunovskii. Among Kropivnitskii's friends were B.
Sveshnikov and then a young poet, Eduard Limonov.

Art

In his autobiography, Kropivnitskii wrote that he "created mainly three types
of arts: drawing and painting; writing verses; composing music."

Music was in the third place. Apparently, he composed in the earliest period
of his artistic career. "From 1914 I composed music--wrote some pieces, romances,
opera scenes to "Kiribeevich." Later, [ had no access to the piano and could not
continue composing music.”

In the history of Russian art, Kropivnitskii’s significant contribution was in
painting and poetry. Also, he was the head of Lianozovo Group where poets and
artists were united under his leadership.

As far as [ know, Kropivnitskii’s artistic growth and evolution has not been
studied or described yet. His works from 1940s were destroyed, lost or preserved
in unknown places. It would be exciting to discuss his works as a whole, in all
fullness and complexity or to analyze his artistic and poetic development. Nobody
has yet attempted to do so.

Poetry

Kropivnitskii wrote poetry beginning in 1909. In some earlier poems there
was an influence of Symbolism. In 1918-1922, He wrote a series of realist poems,
which were devoted to city and country life: These poems had similarities with
Malakhieva-Mirovich’s poems from her collection of "Monastery Life.” Tatiana
Neshumova will speak about Malakhieva-Mirovich during our second lecture in
the Browsing Room, on Wednesday, October 8, 2014.

In mid-1930s, Kropivnitskii created his own poetics, which combined the
classical versification with grotesque and primitivism. The first person, who
understood the meaning of these poems and foresaw their future in Russian
literature, was Filaret Chernov. He welcomed the birth of a new genuine Russian
poet. "What you are doing is so unusual, so much unlike everything else that has
been done with the poetry by other nations earlier, that I am astonished. Amazing
sharpness!"

What is characteristic is that on the surface, these poems were not any
different from traditional Russian verses — they comprised meter, stanzas and



rhymes. The poems acquired new quality and dimensions by very subtle
techniques, for example, shifting the viewpoint, changing the focus, variation of
the intonation, playing with the source of the poetic speech, moving that source to
a different consciousness.

Kropivnitskii was born in the same year as Mayakovsky. Many
representatives of Russian avant-garde were his contemporaries. Kropivnitskii
silently observed and studied the avant-garde for himself. In mid-1930s, due to his
ingenious sensitivity he realized that history had already left the avant-garde
behind and abandoned it since the transformation of the man/human being did not
happen. He grinned ironically and bitterly at the idea of transformation because he
understood and believed in technical progress. Instead, Kropivnitskii turned toward
the existential foundation of life. That is why his poems are akin to the Eastern
categories of wabi-sabi including modesty, solitude, lack of brightness, but also
inner strength, reality, and authenticity. One may also mention the main theme of
existentialism, namely the category of facticity and of being thrown into existence.
The other side of this complex poetic identity is compassion towards the "
superfluous man /small man," the one who lives in barracks and is doomed to
potter about the bare necessities of everyday life. Kropivnitskii does not look down
upon that everyday life although he cannot help resorting to irony. He called
himself the poet of the suburbs, but he can be as well called the poet of the
suburbs. In his poems, he reflected not only the life but also the death of the suburb
dwellers. A very harsh and straightforward outlook is combined here with some
special sad softness of the tone. There is no affectedness whatsoever, nothing high-
blown. One may say Kropivnitskii's life and poetry present the most adequate
response to the challenge of the totalitarian era.

It is characteristic of Kropivnitskii's "barracks" or "suburb" poetry that
everyday life and not any lofty ideas and ideals serve as a source of his inspiration.
Everyday life on the threshold between life and death. On the threshold where it
ceases to be any "lifestyle" of an epoch but becomes the life of a person per se.
Kropivnitskii, as he himself states, “wrote from nature, avoiding any invention or
falsity.”

Eduard Limonov called him "the Soviet stoic." Kropivnitskii also authored
some religious poetry and he trained himself in humility as much as he did in
courage and patience; also, he had the memory of death, as the ascetics call it. The
above-mentioned Limonov recalled this expression of Kropivnitskii, "Art cures
aggressiveness and many other major and minor illnesses."



Here is Kropivnitskii's important phrase from a text written in 1956:
"Dynamism left along with impressionism. Statics is solemn and magical. Statics is
the mystery of life where everything is frozen in eternal immobility as if in a
prayerful contemplation."

It is not an accident that Kropivnitskii has never attempted to publish his
poems, understanding way too well their incompatibility with the official Soviet
poetry. It might partially be the discretion inherent in an "inner emigrant" although
the latter definition does not suit Kropivnitskii that well.

It is characteristic that he never used a typewriter preferring to copy and bind
his poetry collections by hand.

Since 1950s, his family members typewrote some of his book. That was
already the Samizdat era. Limonov who recalls, “Evgenii Leonidovich was so
sunny and positive that none of the horrific conditions of the time could darken
him”, typewrote some of his books.

As to Tamizdat, his poems began to appear abroad (over there) during his
lifetime since 1977. Around that time, in 1976, several poems were included into a
children’s poetry compilation "Between Summer and Winter" by Vsevolod
Nekrasov. This was the only time Kropivnitskii saw his own poems published in
the Soviet Union.

I would like to recite some of his poems to demonstrate and distinguish main
characteristic features of his poetic style.
Kropivnitskii apparently never wrote for children, and yet there is some

child-like quality in his verse of contemplation and surprise.
k ok ok

MHe oueHb HpaBUTCS, KOTJa
Temno u ceipo. U korga

Jluct nipeno nmaxuer. 1 koraa
Jlanb B cu3oit apimke. M korga
Tak rpyctHo, Tux0. U Korma
Bce crosrHo meqmut. U xorma
Besne Tyman, Be3zie Boja.

1940



I like it very much when

the weather is wet and warm,

that rotten leaf smell. When

the distance is lit up by a haze

so sorrowful and silent. When
everything moves slowly. And when
the fog is everywhere and water also.

Translated by Alex Cigale
AKuanme (Kyxust)

B HEO0IBIIOM ITOTYTEMHOM SKHITHIIEC
JIHEeM U HOYBIO TOPST MPUMYCHUIIN

M roTOBST KaIlIUIIHX U ITHIIH.

W 10BOJIBHBI M pajibl )KUIBUYHILIHN,
UTo y HUX M300UJIHE MUIIIN.

1940
Dwelling (Kitchen)

In a small half-dark dwelling

Day and night the huge kerosene burners are alight

Day and night the huge portions of gruel and shchi soup are alight
And the huge dwellers of the dwelling are glad

They have a huge abundance of food.

dadpuka

Bot ¢abpuka. Ha Heit
BriaensiBaroT MBLIO.

A B CHU IIPOILIBIX THEU

Ha sTom mecTe Ob1I10

bonoto. JIsrymns



BecHoli 3qech cTpacTHO 1ena,
3ByyJanas MyIHs
MeTanach OrojaTeno;

ITo nebpsim iep MeaBe b
MoxHaTBIH... ITO OBLIO ?
Bce »>T0 ObLIO Benn
J1o aToT0, 1O MBLIA.

1945
Factory

Here is the factory where

Soap is made

And in the blue haze of the past days
There was here

A marsh
Frogs sang passionately

Flies tossed around
Rabidly

In the wilderness

A shaggy bear

Was thorough-going

This was before that... soap.

Here is a 1947 poem, "A Half-Erased Epitaph."
Moaycrepras 3nuradus

31ech MOXOPOHEH... (BPEMEHHO ?
Kitanbuiiie TuKBUIUPYIOT.)

Bo ugere 1ner... be3BpemeHHo...
(Tyt, BUAMMO, TATUPYIOT. )

(A nanee kpynHo) ? OB



(IomxHo ObITH, MIBaHOB.)
A Half-Erased Epitaph

Here lies ? (temporarily ?

the cemetery being moved.)
Flush of years... For all eternity...
(Here, it seems, followed dates.)
(Then all in capitals) ? OF

(Most probably, IVANOF.)

Translated by Alex Cigale

DJIEKTPUYECTBA HETY.

Yro Ham nenath Oe3 cBera? -
Hu gurats,

Hwu nucars...

Cnatn?

[Ipuxongurcs cnatsk.

1964

We haven't any electricity.

What's there to do without light?
You can't read and you can't write.
We could sleep. Yes, we will sleep...

Translated by Alex Cigale
These poems revealed minimalism that was natural for Kropivnitsii,

rejection of any extra words and even extra emotions. A poem entitled "Advice to
Poets" is very characteristic in that respect:



CoseT nmodram

JImMHHBIE CTUXH
Yurath TpyAHO
U nyano.

[Inmure KOPOTKHE CTUXH.
B Hux menble B3gopa
N npouecTts UX MOXKHO CKOPO.

1965
Advice to Poets

Long poems are
Difficult to read
and breed boredom.

Write shorter poems.
They contain less excess
And can be quickly read.

Translated by Alex Cigale

3maHuit HOBBIX KYOBI
CyryOsl.
Ky6u3m ocymectBuics.

Bot Ce3ann O0b1 yauBuIICS,
Yro kyOusm ocymiecTBuiics!

1964



The cubes of new buildings
Are particular
Cubism was implemented

Cezanne would have been surprized
To see cubism implemented!

Kropivnitskii wrote many poems on behalf of different persons and even
creatures, such as a fly or a fish:

B npyny

Pacumpuina sxxabpbl U cTana:
Kyna erte MOKHO OTUIBITH?
VY Gepera cmepTh OXHAaNA:
Tam HEKTO 3alyMaJl YIUTb.

Ho nomuuna namsAtsio TaitHOM
IIpo 10, Kak copBayCs KPIOYOK...
Ymieuia... O, 3TOT City4alHbIN
N ocTphlil KprOUOK U TOTYOK!

Tenepb OCTOPOKHOCTh, HECHEUTHOCTh
JBrmxenuit... Mepuaer Boza...

Bonbl 3aBiekarenbHa HEXHOCTb...
Uro K, mIbITH?.. HO 3a4ueM?.. U Kyaa?..

1952

In the Pond

It opened the gills and froze:
Where else to swim?

There was death near the shore

Someone was fishing there

But it had a secret memory



Of a torn hook
And escape... she escaped
Oh, this accidental hook and jerk.

Now carefully, slowly

The water is shimmering around

And it's tenderness is enticing

So should it swim? but what for? and where?

He3abynku Ha 6osote
PacuBenu mo HOBOM MOJIE:
Oronunuce 10 nyna.

A onna, HE Oynb IITyTIa,
XoTh OblJIa M HEKPacHBa,
3aapana mojoJ CecHuBo.

Ero Ob11 moOut pexop/ -
N Ha HeW KeHuIIcs Yepr.

1969

Forget-me-nots are blossoming in the marshes
They are naked up to their belly buttons
Following the new vogue

And one, being smart
Although it is ugly
Proudly raised her skirt
And in record time
Married a devil

3amapaes



[Tpuxonunn Xyn0KHHUK 3aMapacs.
He ono0puit xuBOMMCH MOIO...
U croro oquH 4 y capaes

N ctuxu nevanbHbIe TOXO.

[Tornsimen xya0XHUK 3amMapaeB
M namies, 4To Bce COBCEM HE Tak.
OOBsICHST MHE JTOJITO 3aMapaes,
YTo nucats MHE CIIEAYET U KakK.

51 cToro meyanbHO y capacs

U cTtuxu nevanbHbIE NOKO...
Kapayn! ? xynoxnuk 3amapaen
He ono6puit xKUBONUCH MOIO.

1973
Zamarayev

Zamarayev, an artist, visited with me

And disapproved of my paintings

So I am here standing alone near the barns
And I am singing sad poems

Zamaraev, an artist, eavesdropped
Zamaraev found everything is wrong
Zamaraev was explaining to me
What is right, for a long time

[ am standing in a sad mood near the barns
And I am singing sad poems
Help! --- Zamaraev, an artist
Disapproved of my paintings

Translated by Julia Nemirovskaya (unless otherwise stated)



IGOR KHOLIN

Igor Sergeevich Kholin was born in Moscow on January 11, 1920. It was a
time when the country was devastated by the Civil War, which was, in fact, a
series of attempts to take away the power seized by the Bolsheviks. It went hand in
hand with famine and epidemics. Kholin's father died of typhoid right after the
war. The family was poor. The little boy was relinquished and sent to an
orphanage. He ran away a few times and became a gamin. In 1932 he was forced
to stay in the Solotcha orphanage near the city of Riazan. He nearly starved to
death. Kids saved their own lives by stealing from the nearby villages. Kholin
escaped again and vagabonded. Then he was adopted by the Red Army soldiers
and spent the next ten years of his life with them. He played trumpet in the
Sergeant Military School in Kharkov, Ukraine. In 1937 he quit army and found
himself in Novorossiisk. Russia where he worked at a power plant. In 1940 he was
drafted.

When the war with the Germans started on the June 22, 1941, Kholin was in
the Military School. He was in combat all four years of the war. He was wounded
twice and got military awards. He left the army as an officer (captain). After the
war, he was arrested and imprisoned in a concentration camp. It is not clear what
he was accused of (Sapgir said Kholin had a fight with someone). He served his
time near the village of Dolgoprudnyi, north of Moscow. It so happened that one of
the camp bosses was in his military unit during the war. He arranged for Kholin to
serve as a self-administered guard. During the hours on duty in the watch tower
Kholin began, for the first time in his life, to compose poems.

Self-administered guards were allowed to go outside the camp walls but not
far from them. Kholin went to the village library and requested a volume of
Aleksandr Blok's poems. The librarian asked if he himself wrote poetry, and when
he said yes, she invited him to her place. Thus Kholin met Evgenii Leonidovich
Kropivnitskii and his wife Olga Potapova who turned out to be that librarian.

Here begins the story of Kholin the poet. His earliest poems are lost. He
himself admitted they were very bad. But Kropivnitskii was a wonderful teacher
and Kholin a capable student.

This is how Lianozovo Group of Poetry came into being. In the beginning, it
consisted of two authors.

Kholin wrote:

"The first poem I think was really good was written in 1952:

* %k k



Bot cocen moii,

Kax cobaka:

C1noBo ckaxkellb -
Jleser B npaky.
[IpoxuBaro 51 B Gapake,
OH - B capae y Oapaka.

*

Here's my neighbor

He's like a dog

If you say a word to him

He'll start a fight

I live in barracks

And he in a barn near the barracks.”

This poem was the beginning of the "Barracks Dwellers" book. By that time
Kholin was released and settled in barracks in a proletarian suburb of Moscow, in
Novosimonova Sloboda. He continued to visit his teacher. In that same year, 1952,
Genrikh Sapgir returned from army service. He studied at Kropivnitskii's seminar
as early as the 1940s. Kholin and Sapgir became friends for the rest of their lives.
They even died in one and the same year, 1999.

By 1958, "The Barrack Dwellers" was finished. Vladislav Kulakov called it
"the classical epic of new Russian literature." In these poems, Kholin followed one
of the paths his teacher had shown him, that of a realistic, grotesquely harsh
depiction of the everyday life of city dwellers. Unfortunately, the book was
published only 40 years later, which was the first representative collection of
Kholin's works. Yet in 1950s his poetry was spread and disseminated via Samizdat.

The poems were so convincing that people quoted them even if they doubted
their literary value. Some poems turned into Russian folklore known to all:

* %k 3k

Ha nnsix y Coxona
Jloub

Mars ykokana
IIprunHa ckangana
Jlenex Bemien
Tenepp 310 cTaANO
B nopsnke Bemei



At Sokol subway station

A daughter killed her mother
The reason for the scandal
Trying to share things

Now it is

In the order of things

This was the voice of reality itself, the Russian life in the time of socialism.
Kholin calmly recorded the circumstances of the miserable and senseless life of the
barracks dwellers. He took the mirror to one's face saying: here, you are like this.
In this mirror, not only the dwellers of barracks, but also those who lived in
apartments and personal dachas [summer houses], could recognize themselves.
These poems become art because of their precision and elegance. There is also
inherent in them some kind of stoic geniality.

The routine revolves around work, family, sex, drinking, and death. In the
book, there is a series of epitaphs.

* %k ok

Jam6a. Kitym6a. O6ne3nas nurna.
Jlom GapayHOro TuIa.

Kopunop. BocemHannars kBaptup.
Ha crenke nozyur: MUPY - MUP!
Bo nBope NBanos

MOPHT KJIOIOB, -

OH - Oyxranrep I'o3Haka.

Y MaxkapoBbIX bSHKA.

Y bapaHOBBIX Jpaka.

*

A dam, a flower bed, a shabby linden tree.
The house is of barracks type.

A corridor. Eighteen apartments.

A slogan on the wall, "Peace to World!"
In the courtyard Ivanov



Is exterminating bedbugs

He is Goznak’s accountant.

There's a drinking party at the Makarovs.
And a fight at the Baranovs.

The wonderful characteristic of this poem is the anaphoric rhyming,

"damba" and “dom ba”, as well as alteration of vowels a, u and o (damba-klumba-
dom ba).

% %k Xk

51 B MUIIMLIMM KOHHOM CITYXKY,
3a IOpSIAKOM B CTOJIULIE CIIEXKY,
W npuaTHO Ha IOIAAN MHE
KpacoBarbcs Ha CbITOM KOHE.

*

I serve in mounted militia,

I supervise order in the capital city,

It is fun for me

To show off in the square on a well-fed horse.

% sk %k

IIuBHas, kak Kabax.
Pyrarorcs marom,

Kypsrt Tabax,

JIpIaT CIUPTHBIM MIEPETAPOM.
Ilen,

JIeHbI' JOCTAIUCh 1apOM,
3arsajn m1HbI

C MaIIuHBbI.

IIponnBaercst kupnuy,
Jlockwu,

BrIsSBIISIIOTCS TE3KH,
HaxxnBarorcss MUOKapINTHI,
Pa3zmHoxkaroTCss OaHIUTEI.



A brewery is like a pub.
All speak in obscenities,
Smoke tobacco,
Breathe out alcohol.
Drink,

Money came easy

You sold tires

Off your truck

They drink away bricks,
Planks,

Find their namesakes,
Acquire myocarditis,
Breed bandits.

% %k Xk

OH 1 OHa B KMHO.

WM He 10 KMHO:

Wner cnop,

HauatsIii rae-to
Pasrosop.

OH munur:

"YKenaro Tebe nobpa..."
Ha sxpane psBkHYyIH

Ypppa!

*

He and she at the movies

They don't care about the movies
They argue

It started somewhere

Their conversation

He hisses

"I wish you well..."

On the screen they bellowed
Hurray!

* %k 3k



31ech 3apbITO MapycuHO Teo.

3aMy:X HE BBIXOJIMIIA,

I'oBopsT, HE XOTENA.

Cnenana 22 abopra.

K KoHIy ku3HHM Obla Moxoxa Ha 4épra.

*

Here Marusya's body is buried

She didn't marry,

They say she didn't want to.

She had 22 abortions.

And at the end of her life looked like the devil.

Along with the epic component, Kholin's poems are also lyrical. Here is a
poem that reminds me of Charles Bukowski:

3HAKOMCTBO

Hauanocs ¢ doupra
[Ipm nokymnke Topra
Cxopunit Mopay

Bpone uepra

OHa He ocTanack B JOJTY
Cxkazana

Mory

Crectb 10 nUpoXHBIX
He 3anuBas Boxoin
HeBo3MoxHO

DTO UCKYCCTBO
[TpoBoxan nomou
I"oBopuiin 06 UCKyccTBE
JIrobu1ib
ConoBreBa-CenoBa

Ha

baner

Hert

Epynna

bpen



Omnepa
CBUHCTBO
Cumponus
XaMCTBO
3aBs3a10Cch
3HAKOMCTBO

Acquaintance

It started with flirting

At the bakery where they bought a cake
He grimaced

Like a devil

She paid him with the same
She said

I can eat 10 cakes

Without water

It's impossible

It's an art

He saw her to the house
They talked about art

Do you love Soloviev-Sedov
Yes

Ballet

No

Nonsense

Rubbish

Opera

Beastliness

Symphony

Rudeness

They got

Acquainted

The next book by Kholin that came out, also in Samizdat, was entitled
"Cosmic Poems" and came as a response to the popular infatuation with science
fiction caused by the success of the Russian space program. The action in these
poems takes place in the future, where the features of totalitarian presence are still
preserved.



Kamepa

Nuxenepa Kpamepa
B nen

Nnet o6paboTka nroaeit
B cmpice

EnuncrBa naen

Tyk

Tyk

Tyxk

PaGoTtaet ynbpTpa3Byk
Y Hunnna

JInHAs M3BHIIMHA
Kununy

J100aBUTH U3BUITUHY

%

A camera

of engineer Kramer

In it

People are transformed
Acquiring the uniformity
Of ideas

Tuk

Tuk

Tuk

Ultrasound is working
Nilin

Has an extra gyrus
Zhilin

Is in need of an extra gyrus

% %k ok

AKT

Ob6cnenoBanus Benepsr
a) [Inanera Hacenena
JKUBOTHBIMU



Kpynnoro pasmepa
0) Tpyx

Tyt

SBnsieTca nenom
Hwusmiero knacca
[Tpurognoro

TonpKO HA MACO

B) bpoHTO3aBpHI
Jlensar

PykoBosiue naBpbl

*

Act of investigation of Venus

a) The planet is inhabited with animals
Of big size

b) Labor

Here

Is a thing of the working class

They also serve as meat

3) Brontosauruses

Share

The laurels and the thrones

As Kholin's poetry was developing further, the tendencies toward the
grotesque and absurd increased, while on the other hand he continued to write
lyrical poetry where feelings were expressed but with a characteristic stoic reserve.

* %k ok

TpaypHas
[Iponeccus
OnHuUM rpyCcTHO
Hpyrum Beceno
Hecyt xprok
XOpOHSAT KPIOK
3acTyI CTyK
Kproky karox

*



A funerary procession
Some are happy

Some are sad

They are carrying a hook
The are burying a hook
Spade knock

Hook is finished

* %k ok

YV XonmHa

Pora Ha nosicuuiie
Br1 uto

XOTHUTE B 3TOM
Voenutbcs
Buanmanune
CHumaro Oproku
IIpous pyku

Cyku

*

Kholin

Has horns

On his lower back

Do you want

To see yourselves
Attention

I am taking my pants down
Hands off

Bitches

% %k ok

Ecnu Th1 0qUHOK,

Ecnu Tebe He ¢ KeM OrOBOPUTH
3anan

K camomy cebe

[Torosopu



CamM ¢ coboit

If you are lonely
If you have no one
To talk to —

Why not

Visit

And try to talk

To yourself?

Translated by Anatolii Kudriavitskii

I would like to point out the poems about war memories. Igor Sergeevich
often said in Soviet literature there is no truth about the war. He himself tried to fill
in the gaps with his unprintable poems.

* %k ok

Komannup 6arapeu
beszycriit
[TapHnmka
PaccmatpuBain B OMHOKIIb
[Tone

Y TbIKaHHOE
Pomamkamu

U Bacuiibkamu
3atem

Broxuyn

[TosHOM TPYyABIO
OKOIHYI0 BOHB
Kpuknyn

Orooonsp

U Bce nosereno
Beepx Topmamkamu

*



The gun-commander
a young lad

wearing no moustache
used his field glass

to examine the field

all about were dotted
daisies and cornflowers

the lad breathed in
the trench stink
and screamed:
Fire!

topsy-turvyness
the world is in a mess

Hwu 3Be31b1

Hwu xpecta

Hu gepra

Bousocer

BwmecTto TpaBbl
Topuar

N3 3eminun

Ha Gpatckoiif morumne

Common Grave

No stars
No crosses
No nothing

Instead of grass

Hair

Sticks

Out of the ground

At the common grave



Translated by Anatolii Kudriavitskii

In 1974 there was a turning point in Kholin's life. The woman he loved died
in childbirth. Kholin stopped writing and participating in the literary life and
devoted his time to raising his daughter, Arina. Kholin continued to write after
1991 when Arina graduated from high school. Arina is a famous writer and
journalist now. Kholin died in Moscow on June 15, 1999.

%k %k Xk

BoI cipimre 3ByKn
Paznyku

XOoJuH

Konuaercs

Brpouem

KTo ero 3naer

Bcesikoe ¢ HuM ObIBaeT
MokeT OH He KOHYAeTCs
MoxeT oH

OxuBaet

%

Do you hear

The sounds of parting
Kholin

Is dying

Although who knows
Anything can happen to him
Maybe he is not dying
Maybe he is reviving

Translated by Julia Nemirovskaya (unless otherwise stated)

*Urops XonuH. U36panHoe. Ctuxu u mosMel. — M.: HoBoe nureparypHoe o003peHue,
1999.



TIAN SATUNOVSKII

Lianozovo Group (or Lianozovo School) now includes the name of Ian
Satunovskii. Yet his position in the group is quite special. He was not a student of
Kropivnitskii. His poetry was formed under the influence of Futurists and
Constructivists. Ian Satunovskii met the Lianozovo Group in 1961, when he was a
middle-aged man and a mature poet. But this meeting came out to be very fruitful
for him. It began a new period of his work, and in the following two decades, he
wrote most of his poems.

During his lifetime in the USSR only his children's poems were published.
From 1977, his poems came out by Tamizdat. The first book of selected verse
came out in 1992, and in 2012 the most complete and reliable collection of
Satunovskii's poems was published. I prepared the publication of both books. In
the 2012 book, 1300 texts were included.

lakov Abramovich was born in Ekaterinoslav (Dnepropetrovsk, Ukraine) on
February 10 (23) of 1913. After graduating from a seven year school in the end of
the 1920s, he studied at a technical school in Moscow where he attended literary
readings and apparently met the members of the Union of More or Less Equal
People (ESPERO), Obolduev and Pulkin. Upon return to Dnepropetrovsk he
worked for a while, then in 1933 entered Dnepropetrovsk University's chemistry
department. He graduated in 1938. Before the beginning of the World War 2, he
worked as a scholar-engineer at the NII (Scientific Research Institute) in
Dnepropetrovsk and published scholarly papers.

In the beginning of the war, Satunovskii was in the combat as a commander
of a communication unit of the artillery division. In March of 1942 he was badly
wounded and, after treatment, was sent to the editorial board of the 5th Guards
Army "Patriot of the Motherland" newspaper. Stalingrad, Kursko-Belogorodskaia
arc, Ukraine, Poland, Dresden, and Prague -- these were the stages of the army's
road and of Satunovskii, as well. In the newspaper, he did art but also sometimes
wrote poems.

After the war, Satunovskii moved to the town of Elektrostal near Moscow,
where he worked at a Scientific Research Institute until he retired in 1967.

But besides his scientific biography there was also a literary biography, a life
in literature. Poems before 1938 were lost. The author mentioned his first good
poem—written in 1938:

* %k 3k

Y yacoBoro s CIIPOCHIIL:
— CKaXHUTEC, MOXHO XOIHUTH 110 IUIOTUHE?



— WUnute! — oTBeTHII YacoBOH
U CIUTIOHYJI 3a Iepuia.

CHsB nuiAIy,

L TIPOLUET

10 MJIOTHUHE, OBEIHHOM CJIaBOM,

c JieBoro Oepera

Ha MpaBbIA

1 ctaThio u3 KOHCTUTYIIMH NpOoyél.

Tak BOT oH, [{HenpocTpoii!

S BuKy

CHUMBOJI OBEILIECTBIEHHOTO TPYa,
a I0JI0 MHOW CTOUT BOJIA

C OHOM CTOPOHBI BHILIE,

C ApPYroW CTOPOHBI HUXKE.

sk

I asked the sentry:

tell me, is it possible to walk along the dam?
"Gaw 'head!" answered the guard

and he spit over the rail.

Taking off my hat,

I walked

along the dam, which was covered with glory,
from the left bank

to the right

and read an article from the Constitution.

So there it is, Dneprostroi.

I see

a symbol of materialized labor,
while below me stands the water,
on one side higher,

on the other side lower.



Translated by Gerald Janecek

This poem, on the one hand, is an implementation of the Constructivism
program --- or, more exactly, is like a draft, a picture of a huge technological
structure. But the focus is different: the poem is focused on the narrator, his
insecurity, surprise, and impression.

That is, Satunovskii was looking for some new quality, and, finally, found it.
In a poem of 1939 it is expressed even more distinctly:

* %k ok

Buepa, onazpiast Ha paboTy,

sl BCTPETUII JKEHIIIUHY, IMOJ3aBUIYIO 10 JIbAY,
Y NOJIHAI €€, a TOToM nogymait: — [y-
pak, a BIpyT OHa Bpar Hapoja?

Bapyr! — a Bapyr Hao60poT?

Bnpyr ona npyr? Unu, kak ckazatb, 00bIBaTENb?
OOBIKHOBEHHAs CTapyxa Ha BaTe,

myT e€ pa3oeperT.

*

Yesterday, when I was late to work and rushing,
I met a woman crawling on ice

And lifted her up and then thought: a fool,

what if she is an enemy of the people?

What if! And what if vice versa?

What if she is a friend? Or, so to say, a wimp?

An ordinary old woman, cotton wool covering her limb,
who the hell can tell?

Translated by Julia Nemirovskaya

Ambiguous subjectivity: the first impulse is to help the old woman, the
second impulse is to recall the Soviet "What if he/she is an enemy of the people?" -
-- and, ultimately, a refusal to harbor an univocal attitude.

It's a depiction of one's consciousness.



Before meeting Lianozovo Group poets Satunovskii wrote many wonderful
poems.
During the war:

* ok k

Mawma, mama,

KorJia MbI OyJieM jjoma’?

Kornma me1 yBugium

Halll JOpOTroM MIeOeUCKUii TBOP
U yCJBIIINAM

cOCeJlel HalllMX Pa3roBoOp:

— Boske, MBI Tak OOSITHCE,
MBI TaK OeKaH,

a BBI?

— A MBI JKUJIA B AHIMKaHE,
a BBI?

— A wmbl 6b11H B CHOupw,

a BbI?

— A Hac yownu.

Mama,

TaK XoueTcs yxKe OBbITh JIoMa,
9yT100 BCE, 4TO OBLIO, MPOIILIO,
1 4T00 BCE OBLIO XOPOIIIO.

*

Mother, mother,

When will we be home?
When we see

Our dear plebeian yard

And hear our neighbors talk:

- Gosh, we were so afraid
we ran away,

and you?

- And we lived in Andizhan
and you?



- And we were 1n Siberia,
and you?
- And we were killed.

Mam,

I so much want to be home

so that all that was in the past passed
and so that all is well at last.

Translated by Julia Nemirovskaya

Ceituac, HE OYEHb JTaJIEKO OT Hac,

UJIET TAKOE JINKOE KPOBOMPOJIUTHE,

YTO MbI HE CMOTPHUM JIPYT IPYTY B rja3a.
VY Bcex - reMoppouJaibHbIN IBET JIMLIA.
I'morarot cony UHTEHAHTHI.

Tpe3BerOT TEUTCHAHTHI.

N Bce Mmomuar.

Bcé

yTpO
ouo,

a ceryac -
BCE
CMOJIKJIO.

Moutua,

pasuHs poT,

OOJIMBIIMCH ITOTOM,

MOJT4a

TIOIIJIA, ITONIJIA, ITOoIIa IIeX0Ta,
MOTIIIA, POANMAS. ..

1944

This moment, not far from here,



such an orgy of bloodshed is taking place

that we won't look each other in the face.

Everyone has got a hemorrhoidal complexion.

Quartermasters are swallowing baking soda.

The lieutenants are turning sober.

And everybody's silent.

All

morning

it thundered.

And now it's fallen silent.

Silently,

with open mouths,

drenched in sweat,

in silence,

There it goes, there it goes, there it goes, the infantry, there it goes, the dear
mamma...

1944

After the war:

% %k Xk

S xopol110, 5 MIOX0 KU,

¥ MHE TTOAYyMajioCh CETOJIHS,
YTO, MOXKET, S U 3aCITYKUJI
OnarocioBenue I'ocrionHe.

1959

*k

I lived well, ill I lived
and had the thought today
that I may have deserved
God's blessing anyway.

But before meeting Kholin and Sapgir in 1961, Satunovskii, it seems, was
not sure about his literary path and his life in general. He oscillated between
science and poetry, between the official status of a Soviet poet and writing poetry



"for himself." These people (and also Nekrasov) learned the main lesson taught to
them by Evgenii Kropivnitskii, the lesson of freedom: you can write poetry outside
the Soviet literature.

And they became Satunovskii's friends. This was how the Lianozovo Group
became complete.

Satunovskii dedicated to Kholin his programmatic poem in prose, "A
Review of Poems by Igor Kholin, 1968":

XonuH uckan cedsa Ha Mapce, a Haén B MapbUHOM polle, KOT1a XOPOHUIIN

Anekcanapa JlaBeinoBuua, otua Kuper Canrup.

Urto 3HaUUT — MOAT HAIEN ceOst?

Korma-to ®nobep ckazan: OmMma — 370 5.

[ToaTy cpenHemMy qOCTaTOYHO, YTOOBI UMTATENh Y3HABA: 3TO XOJIHH.

Bonbmomy moaty Hago, YTOOKI YUTATENh Y3HAL: XOJIUH — 3TO 5.

Tornma cTuxu nepectarT OBITh MPEIMETOM 3CTETHICCKON OIEHKH,
Hanpumep,

TMO000BaHUS: «aX, KaK 3TO 3JI0POBO CAEIAHO», MU «KaK 3TO HOBOY, WJIH «KaK

MHTEPECHO », 4 CTAHOBATCS PEJINTUEH MTOCIEHNUX JHEN YETOBEYECTBA.

A Review of Igor Kholin's Long Poems of 1968

Kholin sought himself on Mars, but found himself in Maryina Roscha, when
they were burying Kira Sapgir's father.

What does it mean that a poet "has found himsel{?"

Flaubert said once: "Emma - c'est moi."

For a mediocre poet, it's enough if a reader recognizes: "This is Kholin."

For a greater poet, it is necessary that the reader should recognize:

"Kholin, that's me".

Then the poems are no longer an object of aesthetic judgment: for

example, of admiration: "ah, how deft," or, "how new," or, "how
interesting"; but become the religion of humanity's last few days.

And here are the poem dedicated to Nekrasov:

% %k ok

[ToroBopum ¢ ToO0M

KaK MarHuTo(poH ¢ MarHUToPoHOM,
nuxas aynia,

Hekpacos Hukomaesnu Beepouon,



PYCCKHU SITTOHEL.

1970

*

Let's talk,

tape-recorder to tape-recorder,
wild soul,

Nekrasov Nikolaevich Vsevolod,
a Japanese Russian.

I will recite some poems that are self-evident as a precise description of
life in the USSR:

* %k ok

Bce ngymaror ogHO # TO *Ke,
Y TOBOPST OJTHO U TO XK€,
HO T'OBOPSIT OJHO,

a lyMaroT JPyroe.

1964

*

Everybody's thinking the same thing.
Everybody's saying the same thing.
But they say one thing

And think another.

The author doesn't have any pity for himself or the intellectuals who are like
him:

S - Tpyc, Tpyc, TpyC
(HamucaTh Ha JIMCTKE Oymaru);
sl - THyCHBIU TPYC

(1 3a0BITh U30pPBaTh, 3a0BITh



YTOIIUTH B YHUTa3e!).

1965

I am a coward, coward, coward
(write that on a piece of paper),

[ am a stinking coward

(and forget about it, forget to rip it up,
to drown it in the toilet)

CnabocTh, KaK 3aJ10T YEJIOBCYHOCTH:
Here is an example of depiting weakness as a pledge of humanity:

* %k ok

Bce MBI cMepTHBI, rocrioa CieI0BaTeNy NPeCiIeI0BATEIH.
Cros B rpo0y - 4TO 51 MOTY

BO MM CYILIECTBUTEIBHOE,

IIpUJIaraTeNbHoE,

riaron?

N3BuHUTE, UTO 4 CTaphIil.

1969

We all are mortal, gentlemen investigators inquisitors.
Standing in my grave - what can I,

in the name of the nominative,

accusative,

vocative?

Forgive me for being old.

TBopueckas npobiema:

In this poem, he depicts problems with creativity:



...a, BIIPOYEM,

HE BCE JIM HAM PaBHO - UCATh - CBOOOTHBIM
WM KaKUM-HUOYAb ellI€ - CTUXOM

B KOHIIEHTPALMOHHOM JIarepe...

1972

...Actually,

do we care - whether to write - free
or some other kind of - verse

in concentration camp?

Hrorosoe pazMeltiuieHUE (B OJHY CTPOUKY):

He summarizes his thoughts in a just one-line poem:
k ok ok

Jla, CHBI TIOKa3bIBAIOT, YTO S KWJI CPEIU JTIOJCH.

1975

Yes, dreams are the proof that I have lived among people.
Ctuxu npo OCeHb:

Poems about fall:

% %k ok

JIucThsa magaror,
JUCThS MaAaroT,
IPOCTO TaK,
Xpucra pagu...



1975

Leaves are falling,
leaves are falling,

just so, just

in the name of the Lord.

M3 nocnengHux CTUXOB:

* %k ok

I'ocnioqu, an u paii!

I"'ocnionu, s TBOIM pad!

Pa3nbie Ha 3emJie 1IBETHI,

B MapTe€ MUMO3a 3TO THI.
I'ocnonu, He moryou, cMutyiics!
I'octiogu, morou...

1980

%

Lord, heaven and hell!

Lord, I am your humble help, your slave!
Flowers of the Earth that ever grew,

the March mimosa is You.

Lordie, have mercy, save!

Lordie, hold on a few...

Translated by Nika Skandiaka (unless otherwise stated)

VSEVOLOD NEKRASOV

Vsevolod Nikolaevich Nekrasov was born in Moscow on March 24, 1934.
During World War II, he was evacuated to Kazan. In 1944 his father died, and in
1947 he lost his mother. Nekrasov lived with his aunt, his mother’s sister, in
Mariupol, Ukraine. He studied at the Moscow City Pedagogical Institute, which



was named for Potemkin, at the Department of Philology. There, he met the poet
Mikhail Sokovnin and they remained friends until Sokovnin’s death in 1975 (I
compiled and published two books by him in 1995 and 2012).

Nekrasov began writing poetry in his student years in Moscow. In 1959,
together with Kholin and Sapgir, he participated in the first well-known samizdat
literary project and contributed to their journal “Sintaksis” (“The Syntax”).
Nekrasov became closer to Kholin and Sapgir. He frequently visited artist Oscar
Rabin in Lianozovo. In 1965 Nekrasov started publishing his works abroad in
tamizdat format (published “over there”). Some of his works were published in his
country in 1988. Nekrasov had several books published during his lifetime. He
could have had more books and articles published if he had not taken such an
uncompromising position. At the beginning of XXI century, one could hear many
voices calling him the greatest poet of modern Russia.

Vsevolod Nekrasov died on 15 May 2009, at the age of 75.

When Vsevolod Nekrasov came to Lianozovo, his poetic techniques were
already formed under the influence of the outstanding poet Nikolai Glazkov (1919-
1979). Glazkov himself was then an unprintable poet, and he introduced the term
"samsebyaizdat" (self-publishing house or self-publisher). Nekrasov’s evolution
and growth as a poet occurred in tandem with the emergence and development of
Moscow conceptualism in the late 1960s and 1970s. Nekrasov’s poetry is the knot
that ties minimalism, concretism, and conceptualism together.

In 1971, I read Nekrasov’s samizdat collection, compiled by Nikolai Bokov,
upon the recommendation of my poet friend, Mikhail Fainerman. The compilation
of Nekrasov’s poems helped me perceive the existence of a contemporary Russian
poetry. At that very time, Venedikt Erofeev’s novel “Moskva-Petushki” (“Moscow
to the End of the Line”) proved the existence of contemporary Russian prose, as
well.

In the early 1980s, I prepared a samizdat (self-published) compilation of
poems at the request of Vsevolod Nikolaevich Nekrasov. I used a typewriter to
reproduce his poems on very thin A4 paper, which I then divided into four pages. I
stacked the printed papers into a box of Gerkules (Hercules) oatmeal, which was
just the right size for the paper. They called this set of poems that I had compiled
“Gerkules.” In 2012, “Gerkules” was released as “Poems 1956-1983.” The new
edition includes the latest changes made by Nekrasov.

Nekrasov acknowledged and blessed my digital publication of his selected
works in 1998, which can be accessed via
http://www.vavilon.ru/texts/prim/nekrasov]1.html .

Cam HekpacoB Takum 06pazomM 0003Ha4aeT CBOM CTaTyC B PYCCKON MO33HHU:


http://www.vavilon.ru/texts/prim/nekrasov1.html

Thus, Nekrasov himself determines his place in Russian poetry.

ToBapuim
TOBAPUIILU

CJIOBA-TO
BalIn

BaIlli BCE CJIOBA
ObLIN

a CTallu MOH

BOT

U CTUXU MOU
OyayT BalllUMU

XOTHUTE JIUX BBI TOI'O
HJIN BBI

HE TOIO

HC XOTHUTC

Comrades
comrades

these words are
yours



all the words are yours
were yours

but now mine came

SO

and my poems
will be yours

whether you like it
or you

don’t

like it

and:

KaKou
s [ymkuH

s KTO
Hexkpacos

He ToT Hekpacos
U €IlI€ pa3 HE TOT
HE XBaCTaKOCh 5

d X041y CKa3aTb

C Bac
U TaKOI'O XBaTUT

Here is one of his early poems associated with his wartime memories:



N s1 npo kocmMu4yeckKoe

Iloneuy nnum HeET - HE 3HAKO

J10 JIyHBI WM 10 3BE3/1bI

Ho nyny s mpoGoBait Ha sS3bIK

B copok nnepsom roay B Kazanu

3aTEMHEHHE
BOMHA

TE€M HE MEHEe
JIyHa

OeJbIid
CBET

OeJbIid
CHET

OeJbIi
xJj1e0
KOTOpPOT'O HET

HHKaKOI'o HCT

51 naBHBIM-ZTaBHO BEpHYJICI B MOCKBY
S mouTH Kaxkaplil JeHb 00€e1at0

A Ha BUJ JTyHa ObLJIa BKyCHas
A Ha BKyc JyHa Obuia Oenas

And I, Too, Will Speak of the Cosmic

Will I fly or not, I can’t tell

To the moon or to a star

But the moon I tasted on my tongue
In Kazan’ in ’41



darkness
war
nevertheless
moon

white
glow

white
SNOw

white
bread
there is no

no bread at all

I have long since returned to Moscow
And I dine almost every night

But the moon looked like it tasted good
And the moon tasted white

kokk

In a later poem, he recapitulates the horrors of the war and the communist rule:

JlapoBas Mos
bosibHUIIa
Jloporas mos
Boitna

Mos
boapHag mama

WUnet BoiiHa ronogHast



bonpmag sma
bonbiie uem s

Bemukas OreuecTtBeHHasa
Boitna MocudoBna

Boiaa
Oit BoHsITIA

Nocudorna
Ponnas ctpana

S He nymaro
UYro 51 BCE 3TO Mpoiay
CHoBa

Jlaxke eclii Thl U CKaKEIb MHE
CnoBo

Jlaxke ecliv Thl U CKa)KEIllb MHE
Cnoso BAM

Jlaxke ecliv Thl U CKa)KEIllb MHE
CnoBo BAM

M am0Oa

In one of his most famous poems, Nekrasov uses the simplicity of a verse to refute totalitarianism and
denounce demagoguery:

cB000J1a €CTh
cB00O/1a €CTh
cB00O/1a €CTh
cB000J1a €CTh
cB00O/1a €CTH
cB00O/1a €CTh
cB00O/1a eCcTh ¢cBOOOIa



1964

freedom 1s
freedom 1s
freedom 1s
freedom 1s
freedom 1s
freedom 1s
freedom 1s freedom

skesksk

More poems by Nekrasov:
Housro
OYCHB YYTHO
Housbto

OYCHb YYyOIHO

Ho unuero

It’s very strange
at night

It’s very strange
at night

But it’s alright



peyb
HOYBIO

MOXHO TaK CKa3aTb

peub
KaK OHa eCTh

WHa4€e TOBOPS

peub
Yero OHa X04eT

1t could be said
speech
as it is

Housto Bosa
Housto Bosa
Housto Bosa
Hournro Bona

Hournro Bona
Hournro Bona
Housto Bosa
Hournro Bona

speech
at night

in other words
speech
what does it want



Night water
Night water
Night water
Night water

Night water
Night water
Night water
Night water

Mecsi mecsit
Mecsi MecsIil
Mecsi mecsit
Mecsir mecsit

Kaxk TuI BuCcUIlIb

KTo0 Tak Bucur
Kak TeI BUCHIIIB

Pa3Be Tak Bucar

Moon moon
Moon moon
Moon moon
Moon moon

The way you hang
Who hangs like that



The way you hang

Is that a way to hang

Iloroau

S mocmoTpro
Kak nnyr

Oo0aka

Kak uayt nena

*

Hold on
I’ll take a look at

the clouds
moving along

how things are moving along

Yro memarTh

Yto roBoputh



Kak ckazatb

What can be done

What can be said

How to say it

HUYEro He caeal
HUYETro HE yCIell

3aJIC3 Ha JCPECBO
" CJIC3 C ICPCBa

didn’t do anything
didn’t finish anything

climbed up a tree
then climbed down a tree

YTO JIA OBI THI IOMOT

bor

as
qTo A



YTO MOTY
JeJar0

BUJIUIIID
sl CBEUKY CTaBJIIO

sk

and like you would help
God

and me
what about me

I do
what I can

see
I’'m lighting a candle

Translated by Ainsley Morse & Bela Shayevich



