M EPRPEBRE

COUNTRYSIDIE

[ToéT 3Mma — aykaer,

MoxHaTbli1 Jiec 6aroKaeT
CTO3BOHOM COCHSIKA.

Kpyrom ¢ TocKoit rry60K010

[InBIBYT B CTpaHy OAJEKYIO
Cepple o6/1aKa.

A 1o 1BOpy MeTenuiia
KoBpoM 11e1KOBbIM CTeJIeTCS,
Ho 60/bHO X0/100Ha.

BopOOGBIIIKY UTPUBBIE,
Kak geTku cupoTiauBbIe,
[Ipyskannuce y OKHa.

0351611 TITAlIKK MaJjible,
T'onmopHble, ycTanble,

W >KMyTCS IOIIJIOTHEN.
A BbIOTA C pEBOM O€EIlIeHbIM

CTV‘{I/IT I10 CTaBHSIM CBellIeHHbIM

U 31mTCs BCE CUIbHE.

W gpeMJIIOT IITAlIKM HESKHbIE
[Top, 5T¥ BUXpY CHEXKHBIE
Y MEpP3JI0ro OKHa.
W cHUTCS MM IIpeKkpacHas,
B ynpI6Kax coJHIIA SICHAsI
KpacaBuiia BecHa.

1910

The winter sings: halloo, halloo,

And lulls to sleep the shaggy wood
With tolling pine-tree crowns.

Across the sky, to distant lands

Are sailing never-ending strands
Of grey nostalgic clouds.

And in the yard, as white as milk,
The blizzard lays a rug of silk,
But it is far too cold.
Poor sparrows cling to window frames,
Like orphaned kids, they play no games,
Once frolicsome and bold.

The little birds, who freeze and shake,

Still haven’t found a grain to take
And ever closer snuggle.

The roaring blizzard starts to bang

On shutters that unfastened hang,
And rages in the struggle.

But while the snowstorm whirls and blows

The sparrows fall into a doze,
To frosted glass they cling.
And then they see inside their dreams
That in the smiling sun there gleams
That gorgeous beauty Spring.

1910

Tpetbe 110 cuéty cTuxoTBopeHue B TBopuecTBe C. EceHnna. Omy61MKOBaHO B IETCKOM
KypHase B 1914 1., mocsie 4ero ero 4acTo CTaiy BKIKOYATh B JETCKIE XPeCTOMATUM 1 cO0p-

HUKM 111 uTeHys. HammcaHo cTpodamu U3 1mecTu CTpok ¢ pudmoBkoit aabeeb, xapak- This is Sergei Yesenin’s third poem, written at age 15. It was first printed in a children’s
TepHOJ1 JJ1s1 eBPOIeiicKoit 03311, — 3[,eCh MOIT elLé SBHO MCKaJ CBOJ CTW/Ib. Bripouem, magazine in 1914 and came to be often included in children’s readers and almanacs. The
OH GBICTPO OGPET €ro, 06PATUBIINCE K UMCTO PYCCKOI, (DONBKIOPHOI METPUKE ¥ CTUIIH- poem lies within the European tradition adopted by some Russian poets, as is indicated
CTVIKe. by the aabcch rhyme scheme. Yesenin would soon abandon this form, however, as he

® Cmo360H (aBTOPCKOE CJIOBOOOPA30BaHIie) — MHOTOTOIOCHIT 3BOH. quickly realized that he was at his strongest when relying on Russian folklore traditions.
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ITox BeHKOM J1eCHOI pOMAaIIIKu
Sl cTporas, UMHMUIT YesTHBI,
VPOHWUJT KOMbLI0 MUJIAIIKA

B cTpyu meHuCTOV BOJHBEI.

AEPEBHSA

JluxomeiiHas pasiiyka,

Kak koBapHasi CBeKpOBb.
VYHecs1a KOJIeUKO I1yKa,

C HMM — MWIAIIKMHY JTI0O0Bb.

He Haiioch MO€ K0JIeuKo,

SI mo1Iés1 ¢ TOCKM Ha JIYT,

MHe BIOTOH CMesylaCh peyka:
«Y MUJIAIIKY HOBBIN OPYT».

He moiigy s K XopoBoay:
Tam cmeroTcsl HagO MHOIA,
[ToBeHuUaroCh B HEIIOTOAY
C nepe3BOHHOI BOJIHOIA.

1911

Omny6koBaHO B 1915 I. B MOCKOBCKOM JXypHase «[0/10C SXU3HM» BMECTE C elIE TpeMst
CTUXOTBOPeHMsIMI. TaM ke OblTa HareyaTaHa 6;1aroCKIOHHAs perieH31s Ha HMX TT03TeCChl
¥ mucaTenbHULb! 3uHauabl Mumnnuyc (1869-1945), B KOTOPOit 0OHa OTMETHIA BBICOKO
«MacTepCcTBO CTMXa» [103Ta, «CAUTOCTD 3BYKa M 3HaYeHMs, KOTOPasi JaeT OLLyIeHue IIpo-
CTOTbI». ECeHMH ObIBA B TUTEPATYPHOM CanoHe Y [UIIYC U e€ Cympyra, mucatesist u
dunocoda Omutpust Mepesxkosckoro (1865-1941). B auBape 1916 r. Ecenun nogapun
['Mnmmyc 9K3eMIUISIP CBOETO MepBOro c6opHuKa «PafyHuIa», Ha3BaB €€ B JapCTBEHHOI
HaAMmuCH «g06poit, HO MPO6GOPUMBOIt» (T.e. IPUANPUNBOIL). BipoueM, JOBOIBHO CKOPO
OTHoLIeHKs1 Mexny EceHuHbIM 11 MepekKOBCKMMM [Tepepociy BO B3aMMHYI0 HENPYSI3Hb
U BPaK[y, OOBSICHSBIIYIOCS TIPEXK/e BCETO TeM, UTO CYTPYTH OCYKa/N ero yecTonobue
Y CKIIOHHOCTD K Pa3ryJIbHOMY 00pa3y JXKU3HN.

B dopme, comepkaHuM U CTUIMUCTUKE CTUXOTBOPEHMUSI OUEBUIHO BAMSHUE PYCCKOI
YaCTYLIKN.

10

Wreathed with daisies, by the river

I was fixing boats and staves.
Sweetheart’s ring that [ would give her
Slipped and sank in foaming waves.

COUNTRYSIDE

Like a spiteful mischief-maker,

Like a wicked mother-in-law,

By a pike the ring was taken,
Sweetheart’s love went down its maw.

Onto grass I walked, a griever,
With no way my loss to mend.
Then I heard it laugh, that river:
“Sweetheart has another friend.”

I won’t join the ring of dancers:
They shall laugh at me; instead
In a storm I’ll take my chances
A tempestuous wave to wed.

1911

The poem was published in a Moscow literary journal in 1915, along with three other
poems and a favorable review by poetess and author Zinaida Gippius (1869-1945), in
which she noted Yesenin’s high “skill of verse” and “a fusion of sound and meaning that
evokes a sense of simplicity.” Yesenin visited the literary salon of Gippius and her husband,
writer and philosopher Dmitry Merezhkovsky (1865-1941). In January 1916, Sergei pre-
sented Gippius with a copy of his first printed book of poems Radunitsa, calling her “kind,
but exacting” in his inscription. However, relations between Yesenin and the Merezh-
kovsky couple soon grew into mutual aversion and hostility, mainly because the spouses
detested his ambition and lapses into a dissipated lifestyle.

The form, content and style of the poem are clearly reminiscent of the chastushka — the
traditional type of humorous folk song in the form of a quatrain in trochaic tetrameter.
(The English rhyme beginning “Lizzie Borden took an axe...” can serve as a near analog.)
The chastushka genre emerged in peasant popular culture; performers of chastuskhas
would sing them in a series with a high-frequency beat and most often also danced at the
same time. Yesenin as the son of peasants, who grew up in a village, was well familiar with
chastushkas. He knew a lot of them and often recited or sang them at parties.
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3aKpYy>KUIach JMUCTBA 30/I0Tasl.
B po3oBatoii Boje Ha Ipyay
CoBHO 6abouek Jérkas crasi

C 3amupaHbeM JIETUT Ha 3Be31y.

S ceromHs B/OGIEH B 9TOT Beuep,
Ban3ok cepaily skeaTeonmii JoI.
OTpoK-BeTep Mo camble TIeYn
3aroyimt Ha 6epé3Ke MOIOJI.

W B pyuie u B oNMVHe IPOXJaja,
CuHMI1 CyMpak Kak CTago OBell.
3a KaJUTKOI0 CMOJIKIIIEero caza
[Tpo3BeHUT U 3aMpET OybeHer.

i emé HUKOrma 6GepesKINBO

Tak He cTyIIaja pasyMHYIO IUIOTh.
Xopoiio 6bl, KaK BEeTKaMM MBa,
ONpOKMHYTHCS B PO30BOCTh BO/I.

Xopo1io 656, Ha CTOT y/IbIOASICH,
Mopmoit Mecsiiia CeHO >KeBaThb...
[me TbI, TOE, MOSI TUXasl PagOCTb —
Bce m10651, HMUEro He KelaTh?

1918

40
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On the pond, in the rosy pink water,
Golden leaves started whirling around:
Like a light flock of butterflies flutter
Toward a star, hypnotized and spellbound.

I’m in love with this evening, and I

Feel akin to this yellowing dale.

Now, the birch’s skirt goes shoulder-high,
Raised in play by a boyish gale.

Freshness reigns in my soul and the valley,
Deep blue shadows are flocking like sheep.
Now a bell jingles briefly and faintly,

Gone astray from the garden gate’s keep.

I have never been so much alive

To my body’s good reason, I think.
Like this willow, I wish I could dive,
Branches down, into watery pink.

If I could be this half-moon tonight,
Munching hay from the haystack, I’d love it.
Where, where are you, my quiet delight—
To love all, but have nothing to covet!?

1918

41
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IIMCbMO MATEPU

ThI 5KMBa e, MOS CTapylika?

JKuB u s. IIpuBert Tebe, npuBeT!
[TycTb CTpyUTCS HaZ, TBOEH M30YIIKO
ToT BeuepHMIiT HECKA3aHHBIN CBET.

TOCKA Mo AOMY

[TuiryT MHe, YTO ThI, Tast TPEBOTY,

3arpyctmia mmoKo 060 MHe,

YTO ThI YaCTO XOIUIIIb HA JOPOTY

B cTapoMOHOM BeTXOM IIYIITYHE. ®

U Tebe B BeuepHEM CHMHEM MpaKe
YacTo BUOUTCS OIHO U TO K:

BynTo KTO-TO MHe B KabaI[koii Jpake
Camany o, ceppie GUHCKNUA HOXK.

Huuero, pogHas! Ycriokorics.

OTO TOJIBKO TATOCTHAsI 6pelib. ®
He Takoi1 y>k TOpbKMii 4 Mporionia,

Yr006, Teb6sT HEe BUIS, YMEDPETbD.

Sl ro-TipeXkHeMy TaKOJ1 ke HeXKHbIN
U MeuTaro TOJAbKO JIMIIb O TOM,
Y106 cKOpee OT TOCKM MSITeKHOIA
BopoTUTBHCSI B HU3€HbKMIT HAIll JOM.

Martb noata — kpectbsiHka TaTbsiHa ®énoposHa EcennHa, yposkaénnas Tutosa (1875-
1955), pacTuna feTeit mpakTUUecku 6e3 ydacTus OTIia, IPOKMBABIIETO U pabOTaBIIETO B
Mockse. C Masbix jieT Cepreii BOCIUTBIBANICS Y €€ POAUTENeIt, CBOUX iefa 1 6abKu, B Apy-
roit yactu cena KoHCTaHTMHOBO. Byaydn cama HerpaMoTHOI, MaThb Jiaaa BO3MOKHOCTb
CbIHY YuMThCs. OHa BcromyHana: «OH HaMuUIIeT, TOYMTaeT U CKaxeT: ,Mama, TTocTyuiaii,
KaK § Harmcan ‘. A Mbl ¥ TIOHSTHS He VIMEJIH, UTO 3TO Takoe — mod3us. Hy, Harmcan — u
KJIAZIET, M COBMpAT BCE B MATKY. A Be[Ib 51 3aHSTa KPECThSIHCKMMU Jiefiamy OblTa. A Y HEro
ro/ioBa ObUIa 3aHSTA MMEHHO TeM, YTOObI YUTATh U YUTATh... OH YMTANl OUeHb MHOTOY.

CruxoTBopeHue «I11cbMO MaTepy» GbIIO MOIOXEHO Ha My3bIKY KOMIIO3UTOPOM Bacu-
sveM JIumaToBbiM (1897-1965) 1 cTano MOMyJsIpHOI TTecHeiA.

@ IlyuiyH — po[, TIOTHO KO(ThI UM TEIOTPENKM, 0GBIYHO 6€3 PYKaBOB.

@ Bpeds (aBTOPCKOE CI0BOOOPa30BaHye) — 6pemHs, haHTassl, HEJIeOCTb.

54

LETTER TO MOTHER

Are you still alive, my dear old lady?

As am I. Hello to you, hello.

Up above your hut, may there keep steady
That untold, heart-warming evening glow.

HOMESICKNESS

You are worried and, although you hide it,
Miss me badly — so tells me a note;

It says you go often to the highway

In your tattered old-style sleeveless coat.

You keep seeing in the bluish twilight
Just one scene come vividly to life:
As if someone in a tavern fistfight
Plunges in my chest a bowie knife.

It’s all right, my darling! Worry not:
That is only a bleak fantasy.

I’'m not that much of a hopeless sot
As to die before your face I see.

Tender as before I still remain,

And I have just one and only dream:
To escape from my rebellious pain
Under our house’s low roofbeam.

The poet’s mother, Tatyana Fyodorovna Yesenina, née Titova (1875-1955), was a peas-
ant woman. She raised her children practically without any help from their father, who
lived separately in Moscow. From an early age Sergei was raised in the family of his mater-
nal grandparents and uncles in a remote part of the settlement of Konstantinovo. Though
illiterate herself, his mother gave her son a chance to study. She recalled in a 1955 inter-
view: “He would write something, re-read it and say: ‘Mother, listen to what I’ve written.
But we had no idea of what all that poetry was about. Well, after writing something, he
would put it in a folder, he kept everything together. And I was busy doing a peasant’s
chores. But all he had in mind was reading and reading... He did read a lot.”

This poem was put to music by a Soviet composer and became a popular song.
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MOCKBA KABALLKAA
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[Toi1 xxe, moii. Ha mpoKJISITOM ruTape

[TanpLipl MJISIUTYT TBOU B TIOJIYKPYT.

3axJIeOHYThCST ObI B 9TOM yrape,

Mo’ mocimeqHMI, e IMHCTBEHHBIN OPYT. @

He sy Ha eé 3a11sICThs

U c nyieyeii eé IbIOLIMIICS IIEJIK.

Sl uckan B 9TOJ >KeHIIMHE CYaCThs,
A HeuasiHHO T16€JIb HAIIE.

S He 3HaI, UTO TI060Bb — 3apasa,

Sl He 3HaI, YTO TI060BH — UyMa.
[Momornuia u NMPUILLYPeHHBIM I71a30M
XynuraHa csejia ¢ yma.

IToi1, moit gpyr. HaBeBaii MHe CHOBa
Harry npeskHIo0 OYifHY10 paHb.
[IycTh Lenyet oHa Apyrosa,
Monopas, KpacuBasi gpsiHb.

Ax, mocToii. 51 eé He pyraro.
Ax, mocTO7. 51 e€ He KISHY.
Iaii Te6e TIpo cebs 5T ChIrpalo
[Tox 6acoBYIO 3Ty CTPYHY.

JIbETCS AHEeI MOMX PO30BbIN KYTIOJ.
B ceppatie CHOB 30/I0THIX CyMa.
MHoOro geByllex $ repeyrani,
MHOrO0 >KeHIINH B yI7IaX MPYXKUMAJL.

® Moti nocnedHutl, eduHcmeenHwlii dpye. — Kak cienyeT 13 BapuaHTa CTUXOTBOPEHMS,

M3BEeCTHOTO IO PYKOMMCHOI KOTM, OHO 06palieHo K Anekcanapy Bopucosuyay KycukoBy
(1896-1977), 103Ty-MMaskKMHUCTY, KOTOPbIii T03HaKOMMIICS ¢ EceHyHbIM B 1918 T. 11 TecHO
¢ Hum Apyxmit. B 1921 r. Ecennt 1 KycrKoB BBITTYCTIIV HEOOMBIIION COBMECTHBII COOPHUK
«3BE&37HbIIt ObIK». B 1922 1. KycukoB yexasn 3a rpaHuLly u 6osblie B Poccuio He Bo3Bpa-
mwasncsi. OH compoBoknan EceHuHa Bo BpeMsi ero moesnku 1mo EBporme ¢ Aticemopoii

JIlyHKaH.
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Sing now, sing. On the blasted guitar
Your quick fingers are dancing, well bent.
How I wish to be carried afar!

You’re my last, you’re my only true friend.

Do not look at her wrists uncommon

Or the silk round her shoulders and neck.
I was searching for joy with that woman,
But I stumbled on ruin and wreck.

I did not know that love was an arrow,

I did not know that love was a bane.

She came up to me with her eyes narrowed
And so drove me, a brawler, insane.

Sing, remember the former days, brother,
When we used to go wild like damned.

I don’t care if she kisses another,

That young and beautiful tramp!

Oh no, wait. I don’t blame or despise her.
Oh no, wait. She is not a vile thing.

Let me sing about my getting wiser

To the sound of this mellow bass string.

Rosy days fleet around in a whirl,

In my heart golden dreams keep blooming.
I have felt up many a girl,

I have cornered many a woman.

95

THE Moscow OF TAVERNS

@ My last, ... my only true friend. — As follows from a variant of the poem (known in a
handwritten copy), this friend is Aleksandr Kusikov (1896-1977), a fellow Imaginist poet
and close friend of Yesenin’s, who met him in 1918.In 1921, they jointly published a small
book of poetry entitled Zvyozdny Byk (“The Star Bull”). In 1922, Kusikov left Russia, never
to return there. He also accompanied Yesenin in his travels across Europe with Isadora



MOCKBA KABALLKAA

Ha! ecTb ropbKas 1pasia 3eMJin,
[TomcmoTpest 1 pebsTYeCcKMM OKOM:
JIsKyT B ouepesnb Koben
NcTexaroyo CyKy COKOM.

Tak yero >k MHe e€ peBHOBATb.
Tak Jero sk MHe 60JIeTh TAKOMY.

Harmra skM3Hb — IMPOCTBIHS J1a KPOBATb.

Haiia >ku3Hb — mouesyi ga B OMyT.
IToii ke, moii! B pokoBOM pa3zmaxe
OTUX pyK pokoBasi 6ejia.

TonbKo 3Haellb, MOLUIM UX Ha Xep...
He ympy s1, Moi1 pyT, HUKOTA.

1923

96

That is right! As a boy, I could learn
What the bitter this-worldly truth is,
When I saw several dogs lick in turn
A bitch giving off her juices.

Why be jealous of her? There’s no need.
Why should I be upset or frowning?
Our life is a bed and a sheet.

Our life is a kiss before drowning.

Sing, do sing! The quick hands of this chap
Are the source of a fatal end.

But you know, to hell with this crap...

I will never be dead, my friend.

1923

97
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MOCKBA KABALLKAA
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I'pyObIM TA€TCSt PagoCTh,
HeskHbiM JaéTcs rmevalb.
MHe H1Yero He HaJo,
MHe HMKOTO He XXaJlb.

JKanp MHe ce6s1 HeMHOTO,
JKajiko 6e300MHbBIX COOaK.
JTa mpsmas gopora

MeHs rmpuBesa B Kabax.

YTO X BbI pyraeTech, IbsSIBOJIbI?
Wb 51 He CbIH CTpaHbI?
Kaskaplit 13 HaC 3aKaaabiBajl
3a prOMKY CBOM IIITAHBbI.

MyTHO IJISKY Ha OKHa,

B ceppaite Tocka 1 3HOIA.
KaTturcs, B CONHIIE U3MOKHYB,
Ynuia nepeio MHOIA.

A Ha ynuile MaJbuMK COTIMBBIN.
Bo3ayx momskapeH u Cyx.
ManpuMK Tako¥ cUacT/IMUBBINI

U koBbIpsieT B HOCY.

KoBbIpsiii, KOBBIPSIiA, MOI MUJIBIN,
Cyii Tyna maJelr BecCb,

TonbKo BOT ¢ 3 TO¥ CUITOI

B myiry cBoro He je3b.

S yk roToB... I po6GKMiL...
[71siHb Ha OYTHUIOK pPaTh!
SI cobuparo mpobKu —
[dyury MO0 3aThIKAThb.

1923
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Joy’s for the rough and gritty,
Grief, for the gentler breed.
There is no one I pity,

There is nothing I need.

I pity myself a little,

I pity stray dogs a lot.

That road, fairly straight and simple,
Brought me to this drinking spot.

Hey, devils, why am I scorned?
Aren’t I this country’s son?
Each of us here has pawned

His pants for a drink—each one!

Eyes bleary, at windows I squint,
My heart feels heavy and sultry.

All soaked in sunlight, the street
Is being rolled out in front of me.

In the street stands a snotty boy.

The air’s oven-baked, no breeze blows.

The boy is brimming with joy
And is busy picking his nose.

Pick your nose all you want, sweetheart,

Stick your finger up, all of its length,
Only, when searching your heart,
Do not apply similar strength.

I’m timid... I'm not at all daring...
Look at my army of bottles!

See also the corks I am gathering:
They are my soul’s stoppers.

1923
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ChIIlb, Ta/IbSIHKA, 3BOHKO, ChINb, TAJbSIHKA, CMeJIO! O Play, my squeeze box, louder,

BcmOMHUTB, UTO JIN, IOHOCTb, TY, UTO IIpoJIeTena? play, my squeeze box, fast,

He nrymmu, ocuHa, He TN, TOPOTa. Let’s recall my years of youth,

[TycTb HECETCS TecHsI K MUJION 0 TTopora. flown so quickly past!
Aspen, do not whisper;

[TycTb OHa YCJIBIIINT, TyCTh OHA MOIIJIaveT, road, do not throw dust up:

Eif uyskast IOHOCTh HMUEro He 3HAYMT. Let my song fly quickly

Hy a ecytt 3HaUNT — MIPOKMBET HE MyYach. to my sweetheart’s doorstep.

I'me Tb1, MOSI pagocTh? [me Thl, MOS yU4aCTh?
Let her listen to it,

OTroBOPUAA POLLA BONOTAHA

Jlejics1, TiecHs, TTyIIle, JIe¥icsl, [IeCHs, 3BSIHbIIIe. ® let it make her sadder.
Bcé paBHO He OyeT TO, UYTO ObUIO paHbIIIe. Someone else’s youth to her
3a OBLTYIO0 CUJTY, TOPAOCTD M OCAHKY doesn’t really matter.
ToIbKO 1 OCTa/IaCh MECHS IO TAIbSHKY. Even if it does, though,
she will worry not.
1925 Where are you, my pleasure? Where are you, my lot?

Let my song fly far and wide,
let it sound with glee.
Things will never be the same
as they used to be.
All that’s left from when I was
bold, and proud, and strong

THE GOLDEN GROVE IS DONE WITH TALKING

Is my old accordion
for me to sing a song.

1925
® TanessHka — cM. IPUMeYaHue Ha C. 46. This poem is written in the chastushka meter (see the note on p. 11) and, for the reader
@ 36sHblle — 3BOHUE (ABTOPCKOE VICKasKEHME CI0BA B CTVJIE HAPOAHOTO TOBOPA, MPU- to scan it more easily in English, printed here with lines broken where a caesura (pause)
MeHEHHOe pajiyt prhMbI). occurs.
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KARBA IKABRMN C, A, ECERMIR A

1895 Cepreii pomics 3 OKTAGPS 110 H. CT. (21 ceHTSIOPS 110 CT. CT.) B cesie KOHCTaHTMHOBO
Pssanckoit rybepuuu. Matb — TatbsiHa ®émopoBHa Ecennna (ypoxka. Tutosa,
1875-1955), orer; — Anekcanzap Huxutnd Ecennn (1873-1931). Orer; mpakTuye-
CKJ IIOCTOSTHHO XJI B MOCKBe, I7le CITy)KV/I IIPUKA34/MKOM B MSICHOJ JIaBKe.

1901(?) U3-3a pa3mosnsku ¢ myskem T. @. EceHnHa BmMecTe ¢ Cepreem nepeesxkaeT 13 oma
poaMTeNeli Myka B IOM CBOMX POMTEJIEN 1 YXOIUT Ha 3apaboTku B Pa3aub. Ceprest
BOCITUTBIBAIOT B ceMbe TUTOBBIX fefl, 6abKa ¥ Tpoe AsbEB.

1904-1909. Cepreii yunTcst B KOHCTaHTMHOBCKOM YeThIPEXTOANYHOM 3€MCKOM HaPOJHOM
VUMITUIIE U 3aKAaHYMBAET eT0 C MOXBATbHBIM JIMCTOM.

1905 (Hos16pb). B cBsi3u ¢ poxxnernem Exarepunsl, cectpsl Cepres (ym. B 1977 1.), T.@.
Ecennuna ¢ feTbMy BO3BpALLAeTCs B JOM POJUTeEIel MyxXa.

1909-1912. Cepreit yuntcsi B yauTenbckoii mkose B cene Crac-Knenuku. [TnuimeT ctuxmu.
Hauaro ero co3HarenbHOro TBOpYeCTBa OTHOCUTCS K 1911-1912 rT.

1911 (maprt). Y Ceprest poxkpaercsi cectpa Anekcanzpa (Lypa; ym. B 1981 r.).

1912 B uione Cepreit npuesskaet B MOCKBY U mocessieTcs y otia. [lopaboTas ¢ 0TLOM
B MSICHOJ! JIaBKe, B aBTYCTe WM CeHTSIOpe YCTpauBaeTcs IPOJaBLOM KHMT.

1913 (deBpasnb). OcTaBisieT CIyXOYy B KHIKHOI JaBKe. YCTpauBaeTcss KOPPEKTOPOM
B Tunorpaduio «Topapumectso U.[I. CoiTiHa». C MIOHS YYaCTBYeT BO BCTpeUax
CypMKOBCKOT0 Kpy)KKa (CM. TpUMevaHue Ha C. 16).

1913 (cenrsiopp) — 1914 (Mait). Yuurcs Ha I kypce MOCKOBCKOTO HAPOIHOTO YHUBEPCY-
teta umeHMu A. JI. lllaHSBCKOTO 10 TTaHy MCTOPUKO-(PUI0CO(PCKOTO IMUKIIA.

1913 (Hos16pb). EcennH momagaer Ha yueT B MOCKOBCKOe OXpaHHOE OT/e/eHye 3a yua-
cTMe 3a6aCTOBKAX U MOMUTUYECKUX aKLIUSIX PabOUMX CHITMHCKOI Tunorpadum, u
3a HMM yCTaHaB/I/MBALTCS HeITlacHasl CJIeskKa.

1914 Xypnan «Mupok» B HeCKOIbKMX HOMepax (HauyHas C [1epBOro) rnevyaraer CTUXO-
TBOpeHus Ecennna (B T. 4. «I10€T 31Ma, aykaer...» — cM. c. 8). [TepBbiit roHopap Cep-
reif IeJIMKOM OTHAET OTINy. B TeueHMe roa moat myoamMKyeT CTUXY U B IPYTUX XKyp-
Hajax U raserax.

1914 (mapt). BctynaeT B HeodunmanbHbIii 6pak ¢ AHHO PoMaHOBHOI VI3psmHOBOI
(1891-1946), xoppekTopoMm Tunorpaduu ChITHHA.

1914 15 mapra. Y Ecenuna poskpaercs 6pat Anekceit (yM. B Hauane 1916 1.).

1914 B utoHe EceHuH yBosbHSIETCS U3 TUIIOTpaduu 1 yeskaet 13 Mocksbl B KoHCTaH-
TUHOBO. B uione coBepiaet moesaky B KpsiM, HO B aBrycTe, OC/Ie 06bsBIEHNUS
lepmanmeii BoiiHbl Poccyn, Bo3Bpaiiaercst B MOCKBY.

1914 B centsi6pe EceHuH ycTpanBaeTcss KOPPeKTOPOM B TUIIOrpaduio TOProBoro Joma
«YepubImiés [I. u Kobenbkos H.». [IpofomKaeT cymarh JeKIuy B YHUBEPCUTETE
uM. A. JI. lllaHsgBCKOTO. B OKTAGPE MocesseTcss B ChéMHYI0 KOMHATY BMECTE CO CITy-
matenem yauBepcutera leopriem Hukonaesuuem ITbitaeBoim (1894-1937).
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TIMELINE OF YESENIN'S LIFE

1895, October 3 (New Style; September 21 Old Style*): Sergei is born in the settlement
of Konstantinovo, Ryazan Governorate, to mother Tatyana Fyodorovna Yesenina
(née Titova, 1875-1955) and father Aleksandr Nikitich Yesenin (1873-1931). The
father lived in Moscow, where he worked as a sales clerk at a butcher’s shop.

1901(?) Because of tense relations with her husband and mother-in-law, Tatyana moves
with Sergei to her parents’ house and then leaves for Ryazan to earn some support
money for her son. Sergei is raised by his maternal grandparents and three uncles.

1904-1909. Sergei studies at the Konstantinovo four-year public school and finishes it
with commendations.

1905, November: after Sergei’s sister Yekaterina is born (d. 1977), his mother returns with
the two children to her husband’s parents’ house.

1909-1912 Sergei studies at a teachers’ school in the settlement of Spas-Klepiki. He dated
the start of his “conscious creative work” in poetry to 1911 or 1912.

1911, March: Sergei’s sister Aleksandra (Shura) is born (d. 1981).

1912, TJuly: Sergei comes to Moscow and stays with his father. After working for a while
with his father, takes a sales clerk’s job at a bookshop in August or September.

1913, February: quits the bookshop to take a proofreader’s job at the Sytin print shop.
June: joins the Surikovites literary and musical circle (see the note on p. 17).

1913, September — 1914, May. Attends evening courses at the History and Philosophy
Department of A.L. Shanyavsky Popular University.

1913, November: Yesenin is put on file and placed under surveillance by the Moscow
Security Police for involvement in actions by workers of the Sytin print shop.

1914: The magazine Mirok is the first to start publishing Yesenin’s poems, including “The
winter sings: halloo, halloo...” (see p. 9). The poet gives all of his first fee to his father.
He publishes poems also in other magazines and newspapers during the year.

1914, March: enters into unofficial marriage with Anna Izryadnova (1891-1946), a proof-
reader at the Sytin print shop.

1914, March 15. Yesenin’s brother Aleksei is born (d. early 1916).

1914, June: Yesenin quits the print shop and leaves Moscow for Konstantinovo. July:
makes a trip to the Crimea. August: returns to Moscow after Germany declares war
on Russia and World War One begins.

1914, September: Takes a job as a proofreader at a print shop. Continues to attend lec-
tures at Shanyavsky University. October: moves into a rented room together with
his university classmate, Bolshevik Georgy Pylayev (1894-1937).

*0Old and New Style are names of the Julian and Georgian calendars, respectively. Russia
switched to the latter in 1918, but the former is still used by the Russian Church. Unless indi-
cated otherwise, the dates in this timeline prior to 1918 are given in the Old Style.
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