Mapuna I]eemaesa
Makxcy Borowumny
Komku

OHu npuxogsaT K HaM, Kornaa
VY Hac B m1a3zax He BUJIHO 00Ju.

Ho 6omap nipunia — ux HeTy 0oJie:

B komaunsem cepiie HeT cThiaal

CwmeriHo, He MpaBjaa Ji, O3,

Nx o0y4arb 1oManIHen poiu.
Onu GeryT OT paOCKOit 10TH:

B komaunem cepaie padbctsa HeT!

Kak Hu MaHM, KaK HU 30BHU,

Kak Hu Oanyil B yIOTHOM Xo0Ji€,
EnuHbIii MUT — OHHM Ha BOJIE:

B komaubem cepjiie HeT J1irooBuU!

Marina Tsvetaeva
To Max Voloshin
Cats

When in our eyes they see no pain,
They're in the mood for hanging near.
The pain is back — they disappear.

At heart a cat is free of shame!

It's silly, poet, to decree

For them a family career.

They're neither slaves, nor volunteers.
At heart a cat is duty-free.

No matter how you scratch their scruff,
How beckon, pet, and hold them dear,
A moment — and they're steering clear.
At heart a cat is free of love.



