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Strange Suicide of Russia’s Poet-Idol
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N ‘\I At the height of his fame, Mayakovsky

took his own life, and 100,000
mourners marched to his funeral
. . . but whether he died for love
or a secret disappointment in the
Bolshevik revolt remains a mystery

Theodore  Dreiser
« « + put vodka in
the whipped cream
.+« an idea which
greatly impressed
Mayakovsky.

“o(YHE was runing
me mentally and
financially,” he

said. “l had to break

away. But for a week,

I went around with a

revolver in my pocket

had | met her fwuuld
have shot her,"

One evening he ace
companied me to a
moving picture thea-
ter. In the midst of
the play he halted

1 1 [}
: a & 1 > that it was not as an artisl but as a revelulionist abruptly and appeared
l‘} l{l lll hl‘-\\]‘l‘[" that he was hopored ? : _ 4 fair young greatly agitated. A
_ ‘ L . "1 have stifled the songs in my throat, he giant, dressed in a party had taken  their
N the desk beside the body of Viadimir Maya said in his last published poem ough tweed sl seats behind us, Presently

kovsky, who had put a bullet through his head.

were two Larewell notes, evidently wnitten with

“The death of Mavakovsky is not suicide.”

i ¢ T e
said one ol his :F.l".'."!‘ at hig luneral, viaya-

wilh a sefl shirl and

fie . o« his head shaved

I felt my friend’s hand on my
arm: "It s she—Lilichkal™
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= cool deliberation and not in a momentary bt koviky was killed by fragments of the old life in the fathion of the day When the lights went on and we
—= of passion or despair: within himeeli, His death 15 a call to fnally . a disdainful expres . Joig "“ d'P""- r faced her in the
..:_'. “Ta All! d,.-._._. the old world.™ sism on his sireng. soniber : Altie. She was 4 woman no Inngel very
H l""ir;n‘; do not blame anyone that | died, or gossip ; : . face, + « That was Maya: & ‘(‘1‘:1"5!- of medium height and exceeding
. g .1 g iy g ke el ' ; N the Saviet Union n;w. poet is regas led as boviky, poet of the Revolution. fnrrh:‘ud"\:“i ;urh white skin and .I”n‘d white
" Mams, sider and camrade. . i A servam the proietanan diclal - . and full Tips deeply carmined. For a
‘ .'\-11-11-.,, sisie ia:. i .‘ Im“.'i"' t-' ive me L'-\..:1:' ._" 0 ind Mavakorsky willingly fulfilled that moment | met her large, brillisut. dark pusyd
e b vy, ([ dowbdoe b 6 e ) S AL e e tan 100,000 e o S Gyt me ik o g ooy of 4 ot v
I".'..l love me ; e et et fied I"'"“ Al “"", ," ning -'\'.l" n 11:’I' irst _Otate i Innkmjl [n; seible I'.n | (-~ vho s l}:i\l?;l any an ‘h’
(:.i-n».,.ni» k‘,n\.!".‘,mr” these are my family—Lilva club of the Federation of Writers and ked cus, & greal amphitheater with ; T cosand E‘;H : dv. = an ﬂmum e charmer ?\'ho en-
Brik rr'Ian;\ sister and Veronica Vitaldovna Polan- upon ie jace Rath Kennell, writer of this canvas roof. Here .] had watche overs o t influence even her discarded
e e | e bearable lifa for the Ihere are~ 4000 poets rogutered in the article « + . spent six vears in acrobats and animals perform, but I}'I .
1Kaya. i FOU WY QTTREGE ¥ DESfaNg bio them winters' labor union [Federation of Writens) Russia . miel Moayabovaky on this meht | was 1o see poels. e second time i met hes Wi at -“l'!‘lkﬂ\"lk ‘s home,
thanks. ' inished S R S, YRR W in Maow, but they are far from the tradi vhile a _I‘.‘ ar e -.c.'.'.'r v .- The great crowd was youthful and I' acted as secretary and interpreter to Theodote Dretser on
p“'l :\:n‘"::I :f{El:t‘H'( potine o - e tonal concephion of a poet “.' romantic, lem I heodore {]rf:\f' dunng hio enthusiastic [he VAnous ll"il-"l’ ’::":_:i'l :‘: Riu.ﬂ‘ li‘_[n Jeam .a.n'} 1iﬂd hh"r.h’f'h’ h.d
g As they nay peramental hgure Weaving . nn dreams into trip through the Sowel. organizations -:n!rzlul their -':n:i:. 'I'i.f ‘u f '}'Ihn"- it Was a shabby apartment in & very
. | vVerses, apart from the sordid dates 1 the listy VAPP, ol tenement house ,
)Im.‘drrnt . world of reality, The Soviet the All-Russian Amociation of At the door stood Lily Brik to greet us with grace and
H"F o beet [ government demands of its Proletanian - Woriters, and hosputality.
W 'Mkn'd againat life. : poets loval service to the prc “\1.‘\!‘["' .'ll”'l “VOPP.” At (!;nnrr there were ’Plf[‘] k‘nd‘ of ﬁ‘h. (l’ilf. ‘-l‘eﬂ.
I have balanced my account with life vailing ideclogy and political alic names lormed by the and ‘"M.m”“' wite and vodka; then roast goose stuffed
4 for newspapers and periodicals Leaning lanily against  the een warmed by the ~.lka inte a state of more lhln I-I'IUII
Musfartunes v the buwld of sociabiem, wings at one side of the geniality. \When the dessert of imparted prunes with whi
Goodbye ! ARG Wi Viadimir Mayakoviks againal  bourgeon  lendencies sage stood a far, young cream was brought, he astonished the Russians by adding '
a000bye | ingimir LS L1 L3 againit the nch peasagt, aboul girant, resembl ng Amerncan \r‘_i_h'_"“ F‘ “hlri'(' cream (|
Tlh"(‘ wWAs anolher letter 1o v \i\l' s Iterary orfgan tractor and Ccream separalors foothall heroes: he was dressed h :“P .:ha'; {'l'r' i .!')"u”" ‘"M‘I‘I'.“ ”"'I"fd M.?.'
i.?-\ll-‘f‘ the CUhinese [J_,.. nulnn, capi in & TOUugh tweed suit, with seht "'}"“- and """mb"' him hv " “h"-" h' h“ ‘GM.. '
“Comtade Members: Do not nider me a talism in the Unpited States- shirt and tie, and ls ':wul_“ 18 {e I"'.‘fﬂ?'f"l."}';_ﬂ ;\morxm Iluthnr with a \?I]um nf_ his .
coward. Honestly—there is nothing elte 1o do. Greet are mighty themes for the haved ,‘illrv the fashion of the I;‘L'rrr::, 11. d Il('l- rmri &.\ul..g the h'!t. page: e Mister :
ings. | ell Ermilov ot 10 a pity he took that <:rg.1'\, e "'Ii L heir e ".. ""; "'--"T -:.u : Fli- listened hrlflu l‘ dis el rog omragde | -\\akn\ok_\-, f
e armument shauld have B intthed In the & ected to the merciless hre ¢ dainful expression on his strong, o g
Il.l-'.n:ri'-l:r"l'ﬂ.!.“;:"'.lu'l-fj"l:.f" --llr-:-’.-l\: :i- » ‘--+r| \I Irifrl.‘-rh“.-:'-: ticism from political leaders womber face. When a woman, \I-”Tf IUGH he apparently tried 10 break away and
collect remainder in GIZ (State Publishing House). ¢ well as Iterary critics, |he relerred to scarntully as a "'} r"“ new tien, the poet loved Lily Brik to the end.
V. M Communist Party coptrols the heen tecited her sentiments | ieTe Was \_"“I-I- Ll !'u-[n::-lan. his latest [ove, whom
printed rd verses, he registered extreme he mentioned i hus I*-"»P!] letter, hut Lily evidently re
Why did this giited young man, at the age ol 36 and Did the egolistica nausea, pressing hus hand 1o hos mained not only frmly entrenched 1n his affections but also
at the i-.p,.t:' of his career as the Poet of the Proletanat '\.1“ akoviky, hnd livin head. But when it was | Wit apparently remamed more or less e oMK l[-_\- dilprrdm[
an great lor his times as Pushkin—take his life? The Sovet Saviet socwety, which tn appear, the baredom wvar I.!_-;n m : .
press stated that his swcrde was the result of a “lemporary to subordinate the indp shed; a tremendous ovation ayakovsky earne.™hrough his writings and lectures a
p."'-\‘l-'-l" weakemng of the will as a =it of prolooged the mass, ton greal a greeted him—this war Volodya ':"\ large iicome comparatively qr;k,---g (he was oot a
iness.”” Did thir cover up a more subtle, more vital reason But whil= he bittetly resented Mavakoviky, ol of the Com Party member, and hence was nat restricted in bus income) ;
which might reflect discredit on the Soviet society? [ nticum, he did not appear o munist youth but he was profligate wilth what he earned: besides hi
anvane thought so, s h a theary would not have been tesenit this rigd censonsd i He mother, his sister aned who wenl to Paris o replenish
Fu?..nh-fi in the Sowviel press, nor we uld the censor have believed hat he was the true UT from that ime on peo ' I" siciobe —he _'1"| a whole retinue of followers who
- permitted it 1o be cabled by foreign respondents, or poet of the Rumian Resolu I; ple began 1o speak openly basked 1in hie peckiess generosily, Ms showed a splendid
= even sent by mail, if imercepted, Had there been any such tion “ o b “decline.” Way n of money, but it may have been disillusioning to see
:5 reason, the poet himself would have suppressed i, Vhat- this the cause of ks swicade? others, especially 1o see the woman he loved, canng so much
,::': ever hit In\n.\rd reactions At an Artisl, be l'in“(l ]l\.'l[ 4] ‘}{UT-‘ eathest ¥ wilh he wan Or was 11, aller a|.'. Ay tor ot
= the Revolution to which he had whole-heartedly given l a conspicuous futurist and quite generally believed, an in A great poet, dying, mentioned a beautiful woman in
= lis talents for 20 years, social revolutionst. At the congruously romantic reason his fareweil, and the world parroted ity usual easy explana-
‘:E age of 19 he served a prison the destructive influence of » bon: “"He died for love of hee*
. W T7AS it wounded pride which caused him to end his lerm tar wrting revolutionary woman, which he could not But did he? Or did defeat in love merely come M oa
\. / life? Some point to the bitter attacks on him by b versen, He led o group wh shake off? climax 10 apiritual deleat? No one in hig own coumtry pro-
opponents and his reputed decline as the leading dressed outlhindinh  styles, “Lilya, love me,”" he wrole fesses to know, or s free to speak il he does know: there |

revolutionary poet as a possible cause. However, only a
few weeks before his death, an exhibit, “Twenty Yean
of Mayakovsky,” was held by the Federation of Soviet

Wiiters, including the 100 published works of the poet; graph of him as a youth re laly Brik had broken with aching regret for his “foolish™ act '

prr:ml«nl' dating from 191 3 which contamed his wrilings ; veals a peutoticom which may Al the age of 19, . . \fg\.:h‘wf'y led a group .\iayahﬂhﬂ and had formed The MNemorial 1,uhi”}|ﬂ] L,. "VAPP" cartes 2 aad )

material concermng his revolutionary underground activi- never have been  overcome ol extrome- artiilic’ revelulionits. . . . Traces of & new attachment, but | think F'i-‘.'ll’-'\_‘h _ J

ties since 1908 At & mas meeting at the close of the Mayakovsky and his followers the neavotic are wisible in this wouthful piclure she was ever following new Viadimir Mayakovsky, poet of the proletarian reve-

exhibit, a resolution was passed calling upon the Soviet ol were the artmtie spokesmen for of the poel fancies — her poet lover must lution, and master of poetic art, foolishly and unexpocted |y ]

i‘t"ri!lf.~ Commissars to name Viadimnr Mavakovsky the Revolution of 1917 they have been accustomed ta that took his own Mf._ll life mduu-lul:hr linked with the class :

“People’s Poet of the Republics.” made their pens serve the cause | remember my first mesling struggle. No justiication for his act can be found, but his ’
Did lr‘mf'iilnﬂ |-,.|;-;rn between this apparent U umph utaparingly ; th ey wiole poems on current evenls, :.rr-r..-] vith Lily Brik. A former ballet dancer and wile of a rad- poetty will femain a summons to all workers in the l"l.li'l!

and his tragic end which made it seam that there was “no stirning slogans for banners and posters und addressed meet ical enitie, her beauty, wit and charm made her the center for socialum I

othet way out” ) Or did he, in spite of the acclaim of the
mases, sense that in giving his talents to make & political
jevolution and carry on propaganda for a socialint state

he was suppretting his own nner aspirations realizing

samnted thewr faces, shaved therr
wads and outraged conserva
tive ntellectuals | 'he p}:r-f »

ings of warkers, demonstrating the basie principles of theu
group—Art for Use! Ant to the Masses!

| remember the hest time !fn\ \1..\'1':--\\&\ It was at

a "Poelry Olymmad " in Mmcow one poetie pring eve
Copyright. |

in his farewell note. Has thu
any deeper meaning than a
tencler farewell? It is said that

{ bohemian-artntie circles, One of my frnends, an editor

i the State Publubing House, and a devout Communin,
had just concluded a ditastrous affair with Lily Brix when
[ met him. Through him | feat learned of the siren.

i, morsover, & genuine attempt made to follow his last
pr v

with—""Please do not gosup about my death.” and there

u nio word of blame against bim, only & deep sadness, an

His comrades seem to be asking, “Volodya, why did
you destroy a life which belonged to our Cause?™

Why? i[ul"uy may one day record the aniwer. [t is
too eatly now for anyome to apesk with any certainty,
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