Last Poet of the Village'
Biography and poetry of Sergey Aleksandrovich Yesenin (1895-1925)




I don't pity, don't call, don't cry

I don't pity, don't call, don't cry,
All will be gone, like haze from
the white apple trees.

Seized by the gold of withering,
I will never be young again.

My heart, touched by the chill
within,

You will not beat as before,
And the cotton birches of the
countryside

No more will lure me to gad
about barefoot.

From 'l don't pity, don't call,...’
1921
Translated by Lyuba Coffey




Sergey Yesenin, c. 1919

* Sergey Yesenin is without doubt the most
profoundly Russian of all the poets of the
Revolution. Sometimes dismissed by
elitist poetic circles as a 'peasant poet’,
Yesenin was in fact an extremely gifted
lyricist, an intellectual and a celebrity. He
was the poet of the people, not only
during the early days of the Revolution
but long after his death in 1925 at age
30. His poetry survived through the
Stalinist period, despite official
disapproval of his works. His little books
of poetry, often in tatters, could be found
in the hands of migrant workers and Red
Army soldiers. Many of his poems are
learnt by heart at school. They have been
set to music and are popular songs in
modern Russia. His poetry, deceptively
simple in structure, is fresh, sincere,

melancholy and full of fire.



Yesenin in 1915

Alone, | am standing in the bare plain,
While the cranes are carried far away by the
wind;

I am full of thoughts about my joyous youth,
But I regret nothing from the past.

I do not regret the years squandered in vain,
I do not regret the lilac blossom within my
soul.

In the garden, a fire of rowan-berries is
burning,

But it cannot warm anyone.

The rowan-berries in clusters, will not be
scorched,

The grass will not grow yellow and perish.
As the tree gently lets fall its leaves,

So | let fall melancholy words.

From 'The golden grove has ceased to
speak...' 1924

Translated by Dimitri Obolensky




His wife's

Yesenin was matrried five times in his short but very full life.

His first marriage was to Anna Romanovna Izryadnova in 1913. They had a
son Yuri in 1914.

The second was to Zinaida Nikolayevna Riykh, an actress, in 1918. She bore
him a daughter Tatiana and a son Konstania the following year. A year later
they separated and he began the life of a wandering Bohemian poet. He was

divorced from Riykh in October 1921 at the time when he first became Zinaida
acquainted with Isadora Duncan, the famous American dancer. In 1922 they | .. layevna

Riykh

were married and sailed for America on the 'Paris’. He was suspected of being
a subversive and was held briefly on Ellis Island with his wife. The short
stormy marriage was all the more remarkable, not that he was 17 years
younger, but because he spoke no English and she no Russian. A year later,
in 1923, they were separated. Next there was a civil marriage to Galina
Arturovna Benislavskaya, his secretary. Also in that same year he had a son
Alexandr by the poet Nadezhda Davidnova Volpin. Yesenin never saw
Alexandr. Ironically, Alexandr Sergevich Volpin-Yesenin later became a well
known poet in the dissident movement in Russia in the 1960s. In March 1925,

Yesenin became acquainted with the grandaughter of Leo Tolstoi, Sophia

Andreyevna Tolstoya. She became his last wife. Isadora Duncan
and Yesenin, 1922
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Are you still alive, my dear granny?

| am alive as well. Hello! Hello!

May there always be above you, honey,
The amazing stream of evening glow.

I've been told that hiding your disquiet,
Worrying about me a lot,

You go out to the roadside every night,
Wearing your shabby overcoat.

In the evening darkness, very often,

You conceive the same old scene of blood:
Kind of in a tavern fight some ruffian
Plunged a Finnish knife into my heart.

Now calm down, mom! And don't be dreary!
It's a painful fiction through and through.
I'm not so bad a drunkard, really,

As to die without seeing you.

I'm your tender son as ever, dear,

And the only thing | dream of now

Is to leave this dismal boredom here

And return to our little house. And how!

I'll return in spring without warning

When the garden blossoms, white as snow.
Please don't wake me early in the morning,
As you did before, eight years ago.

Don't disturb my dreams that now have flown,
Don't perturb my vain and futile strife

For it's much too early that I've known
Heavy loss and weariness in life.

Please don't teach me how to say my prayers!
There is no way back to what is gone.
You're my only joy, support and praise

And my only flare shining on.

Please forget about your pain and fear,
Please don't worry over me a lot

Don't go out to the roadside, dear,
Wearing your shabby overcoat




The Birch Tree/bepe3a

Under my window
Tucked in the snow
White birch retired
Clad in silver glow.

On the fluffy branches
Snowy-trim with silver-tinge
Melted around catkins
Forming white fringe.

Like golden fires
Snow-flakes blazed
While birch stood still
Asleep, or amazed.

Meanwhile, lazily

Strolling around,

Dawn threw more “silver”
On the twigs (and ground).

Translated from original by
K.M.W.Klara
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benasi bepesa
[log MOMM OKHOM
[MpuHakpbInacb CHeErom|
To4yHo cepebpom. |
Ha nywuncTbix BeTKax \
CHeXXHO Kanmowm s
PacnycTunuce KUCTu
Benon 6axpomon.

N cTtonT Bepesa

B coHHOM TULLKHE,

A ropsaT CHEXMHKM

B 3onoTtom orxe.

A 3apsi, NeHnBo
Obxoas Kpyrom,
ObcbIinaeT BeTKU
HoBbiM cepebpom.
1913
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Tiny stars, bright stars, high stars! 3Be3]04KN ACHbIE, 3Be3bl

What are you keeping-in, and what BblCOKMe!
are you hiding? UTo Bbl XpaHuTe B cebe, 4TO
How do the tender, deep-thoughts CKpblBaeTe?
of stars, 3Be3abl, Taswme MbICnu
Keep my soul captive, without rny6o§me,
binding? Cunnowu Kakoto Bbl AyLuy

) nnexHgaere?
Private stars, compact stars! UacTble 3BE3704KM, 3BE304KM
Is it your beauty, knowledge, or TecHble!
might? Y10 B Bac npekpacHoro, 4to B
What great power, o heavenly stars, Bac Moryyero?
Keeps my fascination burning at Uem yBnekaete, 3Be3abl
night? HebecHble,
Why when you shine, do you lure Cuny Benvkyto 3HaHus
me hard, Xrydyero?
To the embrace of the wide sky? M nouemy Tak, koraia bl
You look tenderly, you caress my CUAETE,
heart MaHuTe B HEDO, B 0OBbATHSA
Heavenly stars, stars from afar, why? LMpOKNe?

CMOTpUTE HEXHO TakK, cepaue

Translated from original by nackaete,
K.M.W.Klara 3Be3abl HeGecHble, 3Be3bl

nanexknet



The Storm/byp#A

Leaves atremble,

the maples rocked.

They scattered pollen

like powdered brass.

Winds blew and

green forest sighted.

The echo whispered with dried
feather — grass, Gloomy storm

at the window cries bending twigs
toward the murky glass.

Shaking morosely, as if dismayed,

They gaze into semi-darkness, alas...

Black clouds keep creeping
from afar.

Ferociously swell

the river, the waves roar;
Like strong arms
brandishing a scimitar,
they keep crashing

again and they soar.

© Translation by K.M.W. Klara
All rights reserved

KIeHbl,
C 30n0TUCTLIX BETOK noneTtena
Nbifb...

3aluymenu BeTpbl, OXHYM fiec
3eneHbIn,

3awenTancs ¢ 3XOM BbICOXLUNM
KOBbIfb...

lMnayveT y oKkoLKa nacMmypHas
Oyps,

lMoHarHynmce BETNbI K MyTHOMY
cTekny,

W c ToCckoM yrptoMmon CMOTPSAT B
nonyMmray...

A BOoanu, YyepHes, BbinonsatoT
Tyum,

W peBeT cepanTo rpo3Has peka,
MoabimatoT 6pbI3rv BogsHbIE
Kpyum,

CnoBHO MeYeT 3eMro CuibHas

Iﬂ,pOFHyJ'Il/I JINCTOYKN, 3aKa4vaJinCb

M kaualoT BETKN, ronosy NMOHypA,
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Winter/3uma

At the moment the autumn disappeared,
The brusque winter came tearing all along.
Winged like, it has appeared,

No one knows how, why, or for how long.

Deep frosts turned the dams into sheer ice,
(A heavenly sight for every ice sprinter)
Some boys exclaimed, “Hey, it’s nice!”
Others added, “Thank you winter.”

With new designs on the glazed windows
Mysterious beauty the world acquired

Even though everyone paused and admired
Who did it, when, and how? No one knows

The falling snowflakes swirled and dashed,
Then settled down like a huge white throw.
Just then in the clouds the sunlight flashed
And a sparkle appeared on the frosted snov

BoT yx oceHb ynertena,

M npumyanacs snma.

Kak Ha KpbInbsx, npunetena
HeBnaumo Bapyr oHa.

BoT Mmopo3bl 3aTpeLyanu

W ckosanu Bce npyapl.

M manbumLLKkm 3akpudanm

En "cnacunbo" 3a Tpyapl.

BoT nosBunucs y3opbl

Ha cTeknax gMBHOM KpacoTbl.
Bce yctpemunu cson B30opbl,
Mmapa Ha aT1o. C BbICOTbI
CHer nagaert, MenbKaeT, BbeT(
JloxkuTtca Benon neneHoun.
BoT conHue B obnakax murae
W nHen Ha cHery cBepKaer.
1911-1912

© Translation by K.M.W. Klara
All rights reserved




