[Vladimir Mayakovsky]

Farewell

In the car,
the change from my last franc.
“When does the train leave for Marseilles?”
Seeing me off,
Paris
runs
in all
her impossible grace.
Come
to my eyes,
swill of separation,
heart
bursting
with sentimental slop!
I’d like
to live
and die in Paris
if there were not
such a spot —
as Moscow.
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B agrto,
nocienHui GppaHk pazMeHsB.
— B xoTopom yacy Ha Mapcens? —
[Tapux
OCHKHUT,
IIPOBO’KAsl MEHS,
BO BCEU
HEBO3MOXHOM Kpace.
IHoxncrymait
K IJ1a3aM,
pa3IyKu XKuxa,
cepaue
MHE
CaHTHMMEHTaJIbHOCTBIO PACKBAaCh!
S xoten Obl
KUTh
u ymepers B [lapuxke,
eciu 6 He ObLIO0
TAKOM 3eMJIU —
Mockaa.
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