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Inner’ Emigration: Emigrating
without Crossing Borders.”

By Tatiana Neshumova



DMITRII USOV (1896-1943)

1914

1942



[MepeBoaAYMK

HenBUKHbI Beyep C KHUTOK B PYKax,
M Xop[,4acoB TaK HEMOXOK Ha bercrTso.
[Mepeno MHOI B YeTbipex CTPOKaxX
PacnonokeHbe NoAJIMHHOIO TEKCTA:

«B yac cymepek 3By4yHee TULLKMHA,
N ropog nepeg HOYbIO 3aTUXAET.
[NAgnTCA B OKHA NOAHAA IYHa,
Ho mHe OHa 13 3epKana cuaeT».

OT 3TUX CTPOK NPOTArMBato HAUTb;
OHM AaHbl — He yrKe U He Wwupe:
A He mory ux NPAMO NOBTOPUTb,
Ho Bce-Taku ux byaeT nuuib YyeTbipe:

«B BeyepHUIN Yac acHee KaxKabin 3BYK,

N 3aTnxaet B ropoge ABnNXXeHbe.

[Mepeno MHOM — He JIYHHbIW MOHbIN KPYT,

A B 3epKanie ero otobparkeHbe.

1928

The Translator

A book in hand, the evening very still —

the clock may move, but hardly at a gallop.

In front of me sits the original:

four lines of verse that are arranged as follows:

“At dusk the calmness is more resonant.

The town falls silent as the light grows dimmer.
A full moon gazes into windowpanes;

it’s in a mirror that | see it shimmer.”

| draw a thread out of these lines of verse;
they are the given — neither less, nor more:

| can’t repeat them word for word, of course —
nevertheless, there will be only four:

“At evening-time all movement stops in town,
and it appears that every sound is clearer.

| see before me not the rounded moon,

but its reflection in a hanging mirror.”

Translated by Boris Draliuk



Usov 1n his office at Academy of Artistic Sciences, GAKhN, 1924.




Usov’s handwriting
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MOCKOBCKAA BECHA

To ObuIM BecHBI HaJ Apyroid MockBoii,
CMeHSIBIIME COBCEM JIPYTHE 3UMBI...
Kak ObL1 skeJlaHeH TaHel CHETOBOM

W ny>xu noJt arpenbCKol CUHEBOM !

Ho ouenuts TOraa ux He MOIJIM MBI,
Jlokose He u3BeaaIn Ie4aTh

Tex JIeT, 4bk0 OBECTH JIyULIE YMOJIYaTh.

Ho ¢ Hamu BHOBB 3€pHO, BOJa, OTOHb,

W ropon 3acKopy3iyro JIal0Hb

Yeran TAHYTh 32 HEAOCTYITHOM MMUIIEN.
W3rnogaHHblil, pa3rpabaeHHbIN U HULIUH,
[lepeBsA3aBmIMi paHbl MHBAJIN

Co B310XOM BCTaJl, KaK )KU3Hb €My BEJIUT.
Packpbliack HeU30bITas TIOPbMA,
SBUIOCH BHOBB JIMLIO POAHOTO MUDA,
Corpenuce NpochIpEBIINE KBAPTUPHI,
OKpacWINCh 3HAKOMBIE JOMa,

Jletut TpamMBai, CBEpKHYB U ITPO3BEHEBIIIH,
M BHOBL MEIBKAIOT JIIOAU — HO HE MHEL. ..

MOSCOW SPRING

Those springs were quite another Moscow's ones,
And followed quite another kind of winters.

How very welcome were the snowflakes' dance,
And puddles filled with April's azure trance!

We didn't know what miracles we witnessed
Until we had experienced the toll

Of the epoch we better don't recall.

But they are back: grain, water, firewood, and
The city's tired of stretching its cupped hand
In search of inaccessible nutrition.

A prey to loot, destruction, and attrition,

The cripple dressed its wounds, and, sighing, tries
To rise up on its feet as life requires.

Our world is back to its primeval form.

The unrelenting prison is uncovered,

Familiar buildings are regaining color,

And dank apartments slowly getting warm.

A tram 1s running by, with dings and flashes,
The streets fill up with people — but not us...



A ropoji, kak 00JIbHOM, TIepeOOoIeBIIIH,
[IpuBETCTBYET YXOI CEABMOM 3UMBI —
BecénbiM neHbeM MeTyX0B IropJlacThIX,
Ternnom noxaen, 0e3yaep>KHbIX U 4acThIX,
N MakoBKaMM SIPKUX KYIIOJIOB,

M roiocoMm I'yCThIX KOJOKOJIOB,

ITox yTpo roBopsiux 06 00eIHsX,

W OBICTPBIM JICTIETOM PYUbEB MOCICIHUX,
W rpoxoToM cocyiieK JIeSHbIX...

Ho B nepeynkax cTapbiX U pOJHBIX,

['ne rmoxHymmx caoB y30pHbBI BETKHU. ..
...JIMIIIb KOMCOMOJIKA B KJIETYATON KACKETKE —
W B OenbIX, KaK y JIEBOYKH, HOCKAX,

Ha 4étkux u ynpsiMpIx Kabiykax
OTIIENKHUBAET TPOTyapa IIIUTHI.

W nycTh 10Ma TEMJIOM BECHBI OOIUTHI —
Ero cTpyur yxe HE IPEKHUN JCHbD,

W 3anBeTeT HE NMPEXKHSSI CUPEHD,

UTt00 oKaiMUTh 3a00p JIUJIOBBIM Kpaewm,
He BrIKaTuTCs nerckoe cepco,

He noBepuércsa CuacTed Koieco,

N stor Mai1 He cTaner HaluM Maewm.

1924

And Moscow, a recuperating patient,

Salutes the seventh winter's closing thus:

With merry singing of the shrill-gorged roosters,
The warmth of rains, so frequent and so ruthless,
And cupolas in brightly polished shells,

And voices of the densely tolling bells,

At dawn reminding of the evening service,

And April currents' rapid farewell murmurs,
And icy pendants' crashing from above...

But in the Moscow alleys, old and loved,

Where even sunny days leave gardens dusky,

A komsomolka in a checkered casquette

And, like a little girl, white cotton socks,

On rigorous and stubborn shoe-heels, knocks
Decisively upon the cobble pavement.

And though the buildings bathe in springtime's heaven,
It's not the former day that spreads the fume,

And not the former lilac tree will bloom

To fringe the fence with violet engraving,

A child's serso won't roll across the lawn,

The Fortune's wheel won't make another turn,
And coming May won't be that May we crave for.

Translated by Aleksandr Givental



Novodevichii Convent




Alisa Gugovna Usova




Newspaper "Perekovka" [Reforging] published in Belbaltlag (Belomoro-Baltiiskii Camp). The title,
"Former camp prisoners and now citizen of the USSR are grateful to the country that re-forged them
and brought them back to life.”




Usov’s Review of Mikhail Lozinskii's translation of a comedy by John Fletcher, an English playwright of the
time of Shakespeare




Compilation of Usov’s works published in 2011.




Varvara Malakhieva-Mirovich (1869-1954)

Bapeapa
Manaxuesa-Muposuu

Xpusanuoa







Lev Shestov

JIes IllecTOB



kkock

B Tpervem roue

Myuwunacs s, [lamenbka, ronoBoi;
[Ipsimo ckaxy, 4To ObLIa S BpOJIE
[Topuenom kaxou.

I'onoBa OoneTr HAUMHAET —
Ceiiuac MHE Jiel1, TOPOIIKH,
A 51 CMEIOCBh, IPOXKY — MOIKUAIALO,
[TpuneTsaT 11 MOM OTOHBKH.

JIeHb 11, HOYb JI1 — BIPYT 3KUTACTCS
Bokpyr 3Be31a 3a 3B€31101,

B X0poBOoAbI, B y30pHhI CILIETAIOTCH,
JKy»xoKat, 3BEHST, KaK MYEITUHBIA POM.

LlepxoBb HaJ HUMU TTOTOM BOCCHSIET,
HeBuanmeie XOpbl MOOT —

He 10 ME€Hs XOpOHST, HE TO BEHYAIOT,
He To >xuByt0 Ha HEOO HECYT.

U Tak 51 3Ty TOJI0BHYIO 00Jb Jr00MIIA
CpsbiBaiia nief, Opocasna MmopoIKH,

Ho marymika-cuenka ycepaHo jgeunna —

Tax 1 mponaayu MOU OrOHBKHU.
1915

skekok

In the third year

I was having a tormenting headache

I was like someone who had an evil eye
cast on her

Head begins to ache

They bring ice and medicine

And I am laughing, shaking

Will my little lights fly back to me?

Day or naught, all of a sudden they light up
Around them the stars

They make up a circle dance and patterns
They buzz like a swarm of bees

The church will shine over them
Invisible choirs will sing

Is it my burian, or my wedding
Or I am taken to Heaven alive?

And I was so much in love with my headache
I tore off ice and threw the medicine away
But the nurse was diligent

And my little lights disappeared.



koK

B uepeny ymepna crapyuika.
[IpocTosiyia BCIO HOUb B UEpPELLY,
He noxxmanace xineba u cena.

Ha paccsere rpsnyina mymika.
Paz6exanuch Bce, a OHa — Ha JIbAY,
Kak >xuBas 1o moaaHs cujaena.

1919

ook

An old woman died in a line.

She waited all night in a line.

She didn't wait up for the bread and sat down.
At the dawn, a cannon broke out.

Everyone scattered and she sat on ice

As if she were alive.



dkokok

Bcro HOUB ceroiHs s MOMHIO, YTO KOIIIKa
Tep3aet u Oyner Tep3aTh MBIIIIOHKA,

W yTo mpsIran moToM moja 3TUM OKOIIKOM
Bypp1ii KO371€HOYEK.

SlHTapHOIIa3bIi, MUJIBIN U DIYIIBIH,

U 3Banu ero «Jlemay.

A ceifuac OH JIEXHUT ¢ 000IPaHHON KOXKEH,
U cbenar Hu B ueM He TTOBMHHOTO Jlenry
B kaprodensHoM cyme.

AX, 3T cTpaiHbie cynbl Beenennoit!
XpycCTAlme KOCTH.

Pazpsareie unensl. [loxxupanbe U TIIEHbE.
WN3BeuHblil TUp HA ITOTOCTE.

N tipo cedst MHE BAPYT MPUCHUIIOCH,

YT0 BaproCh s B KACTPIOJIE TECHOU

C xapTtodeneM, TyKOM U TIEpIEM,

Ho xunsmee cepaue

Bnapyr Bo MHE 3aBONUIIO:

«Hwuyero, s BOCKpECHY, BOCKPECHY».

1921

* %k

All night long tonight I keep recalling

That the cat has been torturing a little mouse
And that under this window

A brown kid was jumping up and down,
With amber eyes, sweet and silly,

And his name was Lyosha.

And now it's flayed and people

Now he lies there flayed and people

Will eat the innocent kid in their potato soup.
Oh those horrible soups of the Universe
Crackling bones.

Dismembered limbs. Devouring and decay.
Perpetual feast at the gravesite.

And suddenly I dreamed

That I was boiling in a narrow pot

With potatoes, onions and pepper,

But my boiling heart

Unexpectedly squealed inside me

"It's OK, I'll rise from the dead, I will!*



Varvara Mirovich (top left) with her students
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[IpuBsikaet 0e3 pyku
Humuit BOuH XUTb.
[IpuBBIKAET B pyAHUKH
KaTopHUK XOOUTH.

[IpuBbIKaeT u cienou
CoiHiia He BUOATh.

Xo4ellb — IJ1a4b, 4 X04Yellb —

Hano npuBbIKaTh.

Iou —

1922

* %k %k

A former soldier who is now a beggar
Can get used to life without an arm.
A convict can get used

To working in a mining camp.

A blind man can get used

To not seeing the sun.

Cry if you want, or if you want to — sing
You just have to get used to it.



Mikhail Shik and his wife Natalia Shakhovskaia




Malakhieva-Mirovich with Shik's children. She called Sergei "zamsyn" (deputy son), considered herself his mother, and

devoted many poems to him. Dmitrii Shakhovskoi (right) became a famous sculptor, creator of the monument to
Mandelstam.

Cnesa Hampaso cuzasit: B. T. ManaxueBa-Muposuu,

A. J1. llaxosckasi, A. H. Illaxosckas, Mapwus 1luk; crosit: Hukonait,
EnuzaBera, Amutpuii Luk.

H3 cemeiinoco apxuea E. M. Hlux. Ilybauxyemces enepevie



Daniil Andreev




Evgeni1 Arkhippov




Arkhippov’s notebook




Arkhippov's university friend, poet Prince Andrei Zvenigorodskii and Boris Pasternak




%k %k %k

I'ne © Haiieit BcTpeun HU OBLIO HAYaslo,
Ee koHnen He 31€ech!

Tol oT Myt Moeit Gepenib Tak Majo,
['opumib enie He BeCh!

%k %k %k

Wherever our meeting begins
Its end is not here,

You take too little of my soul
You are not all aflame.

s JJ‘F” A

Cherubina de Gabriak (Elizaveta Vasileva, maiden name Dmitrieva)



Arkhippov and his wife at center, surrounded by friends. Up front, Vera Merkurieva, a poet. Up
right, Aleksandr Kochektkov
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