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GOODBYE, MY FRIEND, GOODBYE
“and LITTLE BY LITTLE NOW WE LEAVE

by Sergei Esenin // translated from
the Russian by Alexander Kohanski

Goodbye, my friend, goodbye.

My dear, you're with me in my heart.
We'll meet again once time's gone by,
Though now it’s destined—we must part.

No words, no handshakes, friend, goodbye.
Both pain and sorrow are undue—

In this life it isn’t news to die,

But to live is also nothing new.

Tlo cBuaubs, IpPYT MOI, KO CEMAHbIL
Muperit Mo#l, THL ¥ MEHA B IPYAK,
[IpegrasHayeHHOE PaccTaBaHbe
OfenraeT BCTpetdy BECPER,

Ilo cBupambs, APYT Mo, Ges pykn, 6es crosa,
He rpycTi u He 1eyans 6pobeit ,-—

B a0t skusuH YMUPATH HE HOBO,
- Ho u xuTh, KOHEYHO, HE HOBEH.




Little by little now we leave,

Off to that Jand of grace and calm.
The time is coming, I believe,
When I'll pack up and journey on.

Sweet birches with your branches parting!
You, the earth! And you, the sandy plain!
Before this crowd of the departing,

I have no strength to hide my pain,

Too much I've loved while in this world
All that clothes the soul in flesh,

Peace to the aspens, leaves unfurled,
That gazed into water, pink and fresh!

I have thought many thoughts in silence,
Many songs about myself have penned,
And on this, on the sullen earth

I am glad that I've had time to spend.

I am glad that I have courted women,
Rumpled flowers and rolled in the grass;
And animals, our younger brethren,

I never struck but let them pass.

Well I know that there no birch is parting,

"There no swan-necked rye has swayed.
So before the crowd of the departing
I always find myself afraid.

Well I know that in that land is nothing,
No cornfields golden in the haze...

So, dear to me are people, rushing,

For they live on earth and fill my days.

MEI Temepb YXOMMM IIOHEMHOTY

B Ty cTpaHy, re THIIb ¥ 61arofaTh.
MokeT 6BITB, M CKOPO MHE B JOPOTY
Bpenusie moxuTy cobMpars,

Muirte GepesoBrle yanim!

"T'o1, semms! Y BBI, paBHMH ITecKH!

. Tlepe 9THM COHMOM VXORANMX
A e B CHIAX, CKPBITh MOCH TOCKH.

. CnumxkoM 8 modu Ha 5TOM CBeTe
Bce, uT0 AymIy oB/IEKAET B IIOTh.
Mup ocuHaM, ¥TO, PACKUHYB BETBI,
3arspenuch B pO30BYIO BOAL!

MHOTO OyM A B THIINIHE IPORyMAT,
Muoro neceH mpo cebs CIOXKUT,

¥ Ha 5TOIT Ha 3eMIEe YIPIOMOI

CqacT/AMB TeM, ITO A ABIIAz ¥ SKHIL

CUacTIWB TEM, 9TO LEeN0BaN A XMEHIIMH,

My nBETH], BATTANICA Ha TpaBe

W sBepbe, kak OpaTheB HAIDIX MEHBINIX,

Huxorpa He 617 110 TONORE.

3Ha10 1, YTO He WBCTYT TaM Y&y,
He sBenuT nebsxbelt meelf poxs,
OrTore npen COHMOM YXORAMIMK
A Beerga MCIBITHIBAIO APOKD.

3nai0 31, Uro B TOi cTpaHe He GyHeT
STHUX HUB, 3MATAILMXCA BO MITIE. ..
O1roro U ZOPOrH MHE NIONH,

ro XXHBYT CO MHOIO HA 3eMTIE.




