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BMECTO ITPEAMCIIOBUA

Unvix yorc nem, a me oanxue.

[lepBrIii pa3 ona npunuia ko MHe B @oHTanHbIA [loM B HOUb Ha 27 nekabps 1940
rojia, MPUCIaB KaK BECTHHKA €IIe OCEHbIO OAMH HeOousbmoi oTpbiBOK («Thl B PoccHio
MIPUIILUIA HUOTKYZA . . .»).

S "He 3Bayna ee. Sl make He Xmajla €€ B TOT XOJIOOHBIM M TEMHBIA JE€HbL MOEH
MOCIEHEN JEHUHIPAACKON 3UMbl. E€ NMOSBICHUIO MPEAIIECTBOBAIO HECKOJIBKO MEIKHX
Y HE3HAYUTEIHBX (aKTOB, KOTOPHIC 51 HE PEIIalOCh HAa3BaTh COOBITHSIMHU.

B 1y Houb s Hanucana aBa Kycka nepBoi yactu («1913») u «llocsamenue». B
Hayvajie stHBaps s MOYTH HEOXKHMIAHHO s ceOs Hanucana «Pemkyy, a B TamkenTe (B 1Ba

npuema) — «ONWIOr», CTAaBIIMH TPETbEM 4YacTbi0 IMO3MbI, U cliejajla HECKOJIbKO
CYIIECTBEHHBIX BCTABOK B 00€ MEpBbIE YaCTH.
S mocesmar 3Ty MOAMy IIAMATH €€ MEPBBIX CIylIaTeled — MOHUX Apy3ed u

corpaxJiad, moruommx B JIeHMHrpae Bo BpeMs 0cabl.
Hx rosoca s cipllly M BCIIOMHUHAK MX, KOIZAa YMTAI0 I0AMY BCIyX, W 3TOT
TaWHBINA XOp CTaJI JUIsl MEHS HAaBCErJa ONpaBJaHUEM 3TOM BELIU.

8 anpens 1943
Tawkenm



IN PLACE OF AN INTRODUCTION

Some are no more, and some are far.

The first time that this work was delivered to me was at Fontanna House on the
night of 27 December 1940, having already sent, as messenger, a short excerpt that fall
(“You came out of nowhere to Russia . . .”).

| did not ask for her. 1 did not expect her on that cold, dark day of my last winter
in Leningrad. Several petty inconsequential facts, which I did not choose to call events,
preceded her. That night I wrote two sections of part one (“1913” and “Dedication”). At
the beginning of January, surprising my own self, [ wrote “Antithesis,” and in Tashkent
(on the second attempt) “Epilogue,” which became part three of the poem. I also made a
number of important interpolations into both of the first two parts.

| dedicate this poem in remembrance of its original listeners—my close friends
and fellow citizens, who died in Leningrad at the time of the siege.

| hear their voices and remember them whenever | recite this poem aloud, and for
me their hidden chorus forever exonerates this work.

April 8, 1943
Tashkent



Jlo MEHS 4acTo JOXOIAT CIYXH O MPEBPATHBIX M HEJETBIX TOJIKOBAHHSIX
«[Toambl Oe3 repos». U KTO-TO naxe COBETyeT MHE cjaenaTh Mo3My Oolee
MOHSTHOM.

51 BO3epKyCh OT 3TOTO.

Hukakux TpeTbuX, CEAbMBIX W JBAJALATH JEBITHIX CMBICIOB [O3Ma HE
COJZICPKUT.

Hu u3MeHsATh, HU 00BSICHATH ee s He Oyy.

«Exe nucaxb—uucaxby».

Hosbps 1944
Jlenunepao



From my perspective, perverse and absurd interpretations of “Poem Without A
Hero” have come to my attention. Some people even advise me to make the poema more
understandable.

| decline to do that.

My poem does not have third, seventh or twenty-ninth levels of meaning
whatsoever.

| will neither betray it nor explain it.

What I have written—I have written.

November 1944
Leningrad



I[TOCBALIEHUE

27 dexabpa 1940

. a Tak Kak MHe Oymaru He XBaTuJo,
51 Ha TBOEM NMILLY YEPHOBHUKE.
N BOT uyxo0€ CII0BO MPOCTYIAET,
W, kak Torga CHe:)KMHKA HA pyKe,
JloBepunBO U 6€3 ympeka Taer.
W temHuble pecHUIIbBI AHTUHOSA !
Brapyr nogHsiamMce—~u TaM 3€JeHbIN JbIM,
W BeTepkOM IOBESIIO POAHBIM . . .
He mope nu?

Her, 5T0 TOJIBEKO XBOS
MoruiibHasi, 1 B HAKUIIaHbH TIEH
Bce 6mmke, 6amke . . .
Marche funébre . . .

*

Hlonen . . .

Houb. @oumannwiii Jlom

* Arabic numerals refer to Akhmatova’s notes as given in the T. A. Gorkova edition of the fourth
version. The notes and translations of them appear at the end of the text.



DEDICATION

27 December 1940

. and because I don’t have paper enough

| write on your old rough draft.
Here another’s word melts through,
And like a snowflake on a cuff,
Fades trustingly without reproof.
And Antinoiis’s dark eyelashes®
Lift suddenly—there, a green haze,
There, gusts a familiar breeze . ..
Is it the sea?

No, only needles
On a grave, and in a swirl of frothing,
Closer, closer . . .

Marche funébre . . .

Fontanna House

10

Chopin . ..



BTOPOE ITIOCBAEHIHUE

TrI 111, HyTaHI/II_[a-HCI/IXGSIZ,
YepHo-0enbIM BeepoM Bes,
Haxnonsgembces Hago MHOM.
Xoyeb MHE CKa3aTh 110 CEKpETY,
Uto yxe MuHoBana Jlety
W uHOIO ABINIAIIG BECHOH.
He nuxtyit MHe, cama s CIIbIILY:
Teruiblii TMBEHB yrepces B KPBIILY,
[lenoToyek CIplly B ILTIOLIE.
KT0-TO MaJieHbKHii )KUTH cOOpacs,
3eneHen, MyUIuics, CTapaics
3aBTpa B HOBOM OJIECHYTH IJIAILIE.

Cmmo —
OHA OJIHA HAJI0 MHOIO.
Ty, 4To 1M0U 30BYT BECHOIO,
OIuHOYECTBOM 5 30BY.
Cmmo —

MHE CHUTCS MOJIOJOCTh HAIIIa,
Ta, e r 0 MUHOBaBIIIAs Yalla
51 ee Tebe HasBy,
Ecau xouems, OT/1aM Ha IaMATh,
C10BHO B IVIMHE YHUCTOE ILIaMsl
Wb noJICHE)KHUK B MOTHIIBHOM PBY.

25 mas 1945
Donmannviil J/lom
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A LATER DEDICATION

It’s you, Delirium-Psyche, 2
Bending down over me,
Fluttering your black-white fan.
And secretly you want to tell me
That you’ve crossed the River Lethe
And now breathe a different spring.
Don’t impose, | hear it myself:
The warm rain bracing the roof
And the damp ivy’s whispers.
A small something musters life,
Turns green, stretches, fluffs,
Tomorrow its new coat will glitter.
| sleep —
over me she leans.
You, the one people call spring
| call lonliness.
| sleep —
| dream of our youth
That, like the cup that passed him by
Is gone, and give it back if you wish,
This memory when | wake,
Like a clear flame in a clay lamp,
Or a snowdrop in a split grave.

25 May 1945
Fontanna House
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TPETBE N ITOCJIEJHEE
(Le jour des rois)*

[TonHO MHE n€AEHETH OT CcTpaxa,
Jlyume knukny Yakony baxa,
A 32 HEell BOMIET YEJIOBEK . . .
OH He cTaHeT MHE MUJIBIM MYXKEM,
Ho MBI ¢ HUM Takoe 3acityxum,
UYro cmyTuTcs JIBanaThlil BeK.
S ero npuHsna ciaydaitHO
3a Toro, KTo JapOBaH TalHOM,
C keMm ropuaiiiiee CyX1€HO
OH ko MHe Bo JIBoper @OHTaHHBIH
Ono3zaer HOUYbKO TYMAHHOU
HoBoroanee nuth BUHO.
N 3annomuuT Kpenienckuii Beyep,
Kiien B okHe, BeHUAJIbHBIE CBEYH

M nosmel CMGpTHLIfI IIoJICT . . .

Ho He nepByro BeTBb cupeHH,
He xonb110, HE c1agoCcTh MOJIGHUN —
OHn norudens MHE IPUHECET.

5 aneaps 1956

* Jlens mapeii (¢p.).
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THIRD AND LAST
(Le jour des rois)* *

Once on Epiphany Eve
When fear’s overwhelming and numbing,

I call upon Bach’s Chaconne,
But there a man stands behind me . . .
His role is not fond husband,
What he and | will make happen
Will astonish the Twentieth Century.
| accepted him as an episode
Someone by chance bestowed,
Of all my choices, bitterest,
He came to Fontanna Embankment
Tardy on a foggy night
To drink with me the New Year’s toast.
He calls to mind Epiphany evenings,
The maple at the window, wedding candles,
Poems’ mortality of flight . . .
Neither a bunch of early lilacs,
Nor a ring, nor the joy that supplicates—
What he brings me will devastate.

5 January 1956

* Day of the Three Kings (Fr.)
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BCTVYIUIEHUE

N3 roga copokoBoro,
Kak ¢ Ganram, Ha BCE TIIKY.
Kak Oynro npomatoch cHOBa
C Tem, ¢ 4eM J1TaBHO MPOCTUIIACK,
Kak 6ynro nepekpectiach
W nox TeMHBIE CBOABI CXOXKY.

25 aszycma 1941
Ocaoicoennvii Jlenunepao
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INTRODUCTION

Atop the century’s fortieth year,
Like a crash I gaze down upon all.
| bid my farewell once more
To that which I’d condoned, once,
As if to make the sign of the cross
Before | go down the crypt’s stairwell.

25 August 1941
Leningrad besieged
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YJYACTDb IHEPBA
JEBSAITHCOT TPUHAJUATBINA T'OJ

IIETEPEYPI'CKAA TIOBECTH

Di rider finirai
Pria dell’ aurora.

Don Giovanni

I''TABA IIEPBA

HoBoronuuii npa3AHUK JIUTCS MBIIIHO.
Briaxxubl cte01u HOBOTOAHUX PO3.
«Yemkuy 1914

C TarbsHOM HAM HE BOPOXKHUTH . . .
Onezun

Hogoecoonuii eeuep. @ommannvui [om. K asmopy, eémecmo mozo, Ko2o Hcoauu,
NPUX00SIM MeHu U3 MpUHaAoyamozo 200da no0 UOOM psdicenblx. benviil 3epKanvHblil 3.
Jlupuueckoe omcmynnenue — «l'ocme usz bByoywezo». Mackapao. Iloom. [lpuspax.

41 3aKr7a 3aBETHBIC CBEUH,
YroObI 3TOT CBETUIICS BEUep,
U ¢ Top0oii, KO MHE HE MPHUIIEIIINM,
Copok nepBblii BCTpeyaro roj.
Ho...
I'ocnoassist cuna ¢ Hamu!
B xpycrane yronyno nnams
«W BUHO, KaK OTpaBa, KKET .,
DTO BCILUIECKU JKECTKOM OeceIbl,
Korna Bce BockpecatoT Opefsl,
A yJacsbl Bce ellle He ObIoT . . .
Hery mepsl Moeit TpeBore,
S cama, Kak TeHb Ha MOPOTE,
Crepery nociaeaHuil yor.

) Or4ero MoM IAIBIBEI CIIOBHO B KPOBH
W BuHO, KaK oTpasa, ¥KeT?
(«Hoeo200mss 6annada», 1923).
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FIRST PART
THE YEAR NINETEEN THIRTEEN

A Tale Of Petersburg

Di rider finirai
Pria dell’ aurora.

Don Giovanni

FIRST CHAPTER

The New Year celebrations linger splendidly.
The stems of New Year’s roses are still moist.

“Rosary” 1914

We are not to tell fortunes with Tat’iana . . .
Onegin

New Year's Eve. Fontanna House. Instead of those whom she awaited, before the poet,
shades from the year 1913 appeared in the guise of revelers. A White Hall of mirrors.
Lyrical digression—“A Guest from the Future.” Masquerade. Poet. Apparition.

| lit the secret candles
To make the dusk glow.
And with you who do not come,

| wait year forty to turn.
And yet . ..

The strength of God be with us!
In a crystal a flame drowns

“And wine like poison burns.”
There are splashes of cruel gossip

As all the babble stirs up

But the hour’s not yet passed . . .
| am a shadow in the doorway

Amid ill-ease gone awry,
Watching my last shred of peace.

—) Are my fingers feverish like blood
And wine, like poison, burns?
(“New Year’s Ballad, ” 1923)

W 51 cabliy 3BOHOK MPOTSIKHBIM,
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W 51 9yBCTBYIO XOJIO[ BIIAXKHBIM,
Kawmenero, cTpiHy, TOpIO . . .
W, kak 6yaTo mpurnoMHUB YTO-TO,
[ToBepHyBIIKCH BIOI0OOOPOTA,
TUXUM ros0coM roBOpIo:
«BpI omnonuce: Benenusa noxeii—
Oto psagoM . . . Ho macku B npuxosxen,
W nmnamm, 1 e3J1bl, 1 BEHIbI
Bawm ceroans npuaercst OCTaBUTb.
Bac s B3nymana HeIHYE POCIABUTh,
HoBoronHue copBaHibl!»
Otot daycrom, ToT HoH-XKyanom,
I[anepTyTT04, VokaHaaHoM”,
Camblil CKpOMHBIM—CEBEPHBIM | JTaHOM
Wnw yowuitnero Jlopuanom,
U Bce mwenuyt cBOUM JIMaHaMm
TBepAO BEIYYEHHBIN YPOK.
A JU1s1 HUX pacCTYNUIINCh CTEHBI,
Benbixuyi cBeT, 3aBbUTH CUPEHBI,
W, kak KynoJ, BCIyX MOTOJIOK.
51 He To 4yTO GOIOCH OIJIACKH . . .
Yt mHe 'aMIICTOBEI TTOIBS3KH,
Ut mue Buxpb CalloMenHOM TUISICKH,
Ut mHe noctynb JKenesHoit Macku,
S cama nokene3Heu Tex . . .
W ubs ouepenp ucnyrarbcs,
OTmaTHyThCS, OTIPSHYTH, CIATHCS
W 3amanuBaTh naBHUM rpex?
ScHo Bce:
He ko MHe, Tak k KoMy xe? -)
He st HUX 371€Ch TOTOBWIICS YKUH,
W He UM €O MHOM 11O ITyTH.
XBocT 3anpstan noa ganasl Gppaka . . .
Kak oH XpoM H3sILIEH . . .
OnmHako . . .
S naneroce, Biianbiky Mpaka
BeI HEe cMmenn croma BBecTH?
Macka 310, uepen, JIULO JTU—
Bripaxkenue 3100H0# 6014,
Yro b ['okig cMen nepenars.
OOmumii 0aJToBEHb M HACMEITHHUK,
Ilepen HUM camblii CMpaIHbIN TPELITHUK—
Bomuomennas 6maronarts . . .

Tpu «x» BBIpaXKarOT 3aMEMIATENBCTBO aBTOPA.
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I hear ringing in the distance
And feel a chilling dampness—
Stone, fire, ice . . .
As if remembering something
And turning half way round
| say with muffled cries:
“You’re mistaken: The Venice of Doges—
Next door—but you intrude, in masks
And capes and staffs and flowers,
Now you must renounce all this.
I'm of a mind to make you famous—
You New Year's bashers! ”
Here's Faust, there, Don Juan,
Dapertutto, * Jokanaan, °
And the most modest—northern Glahn,
Or Dorian Gray, murderous one,
Each lisping to his own diana
Little speeches learned by rote.
And before them recede the walls,
The lights flare, sirens howl,
And, like a cupola, the ceiling bloats.
I’m not scared of notoriety . . .
What to me Hamlet's garters,
What to me Salome's dances!
What to the Iron Mask’s pacings,

I’m more iron than all of them ...

And now whose turn to be frightened,
To start back, recoil, yield,
To confess an antique crime? . ..
Plain as day:
If not for me, for whom?
This supper was not cooked for them,
Nor will they walk this path with me.
Beneath coat tails his tail’s hid . . .
How lame! How elegant! . ..
| doubt
However you’ve been so bold
As to bring the Lord of Darkness here?
Mask, skull, face—whatever—
The expression is vengefuler
Than even Goya portrayed.
Common brat—taunter,
Beside him the most sulfurous sinner—
Is kindness personified . . .

The three “k”s are wrung from the author’s embarrassment.

20
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Becenutbcsa—Tak BeCeIUThCH,
TonbKO Kak K€ MOTJIO CIIyYHUThCH,
Yro oHA S U3 HUX KUBa?
3aBTpa yTpo MEHs pa3OyIuT,
W HUKTO MEHS HE OCYIIUT,
W B mu1io MHE cMesThes OyieT
3a0KOHHAs CHHEBA.
Ho MHue cTpamino: Boiiay cama s,
KpyxeBHy1o manb HE CHUMas,
VY bpI0HYCh BCEM M 3aMOJTY.
C ToM, KaKo1o ObLIa KOrJa-ToO
B oxepernbe yepHBIX aratoB
Jlo nonuust Mocadara®

CHoBa BCTPCTUTHCA HC XOUY . . .

He nocnennue np 651u3ku cpoku? . .
51 3a0bL1a Balu YPOKH,
Kpacnob6au u joxenpopoku!—
Ho meHs He 3a0bL1H BB
Kak B npowmenmem rpsyaiiee 3peer,
Tax B rpsAKIeM npouuioe TiieeT—

CrpaluHblil npa3HUK MEPTBOH JIUCTBBI.

38yK wazos, mex, KOomopwix Hemy,
1o cuaowemy napkemy,

U cueapwl cunuii ObIMOK.

U 60 6cex 3epranax ompazuncs
Yenosex, umo ne nosguincs

U nponuknyms 6 mom 3an He moe.
OH He yuwe opyaux u He Xyaxce,
Ho ne seem Jlemeiickoui cmyoxceti,
U 6 pyke eco mennoma.

TI'ocmb uz Byoywezo!—Heyacenu
OH npudem Ko MHe 6 camom oere,
Ilosepnys naneso ¢ mocma?

C netctBa psSKEHBIX S 0OSIIACH,
MHe Bcerga no4emMy-To Kazajioch,
Yro KaKas-To JIMIIHSISI TEHb
Cpemn Hux «6€3 nUIa U Ha3BaHBDI»
3arecanach . . .
OTtkpoem coOpaHbe
B HOBOro/1HMI TOP>KECTBEHHBIN JIEHB!
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| am amused—oh how amused!—
But how could this have happened,
Out of them all, that I alone live?
Morning when | awake tomorrow
Will someone accuse me, no,
And the blue outside the window
Upon my face will laugh.
Even so, I’'m afraid: | myself coming in,
Not removing my lace shawl,
I will smile at them and fall silent.
Besides, she whom I then was,
Wearing a black agate necklace,
Into the Valley of Jehosephet, ®
I have no wish again to meet . . .
Is not the time to end getting close? . . .
| have forgotten your lessons,
Sweet talkers! Pseudo prophets!
But you have not forgotten me.
As the future ripens into the past,
So the past into the future rots—
Terrible festival of dead leaves.

The sound of steps that are not real
Across the radiant parquet tile

And a cigar's blue haze.

Inside the mirrors, a man

Who is not there and who can

Not invade the hall, appears.

No better than others—no worse,—
He breathes without Lethe's chills
For his palm is warm and strange.
The Guest From the Future! —Indeed
Will he in fact come to me

Turning left at the bridge?

Since childhood I’ve feared revelers’ babble,
For some reason too inexplicable
There always appears a shade.
“With neither face nor name”itcutsin
Behind the others . . .
Call to order this meeting
On a solemn New Year's Day!
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Ty nonnounyro ['opmanunany
Pasrnamarts 5 Mo cBETy HE CTaHy
W npyrux Obl npocuina . . .
IIOCTOM.
ToI kak OyATO HE 3HAUUIIBCS B CIIUCKAX.
B KalIHoCTpax, Marax, JIM3HCKax ',—
ITonocaroi HapsiKEH BEPCTOH,
Pa3maneBan nectpo u rpybo—
Ter. ..
POBECHMK MaMBpUIICKOTO z[y6a8,
BexkoBoii cobeceHUK JIyHBI.
He oOManyT npUTBOpHBIE CTOHBI,
Thl sxene3Hble NUIIEIb 3aKOHBI,
Xammypadu, TUKYprH, COJIOHBI®
VY 105 TOYIUTHCSI TOJIKHBI.
Cy1iecTBo 3T0 CTpaHHOTO HpaBa,
OH He xeT, yToO mojarpa u cjiaBa
Bnonsixax ycanumiau ero
B ro6ueitnbie NbIIHBIE Kpeca,
A HeEceT M0 IBETYIIEMY BEPECKY
[1o mycTBIHSAM CBOE TOPIKECTBO.
W Hu B yeM He MOBHUHEH: UH B 3TOM,
Hu B 1pyrom u HU B TPETHEM . . .
[Toatam
Boo06ie He mpucTanu rpexu.
IIponnsacars npex KoBuerom 3aBera™
Wnu crunyts! . .
Ja uro Tam! Ilpo 3T0
Jlydiie ux pacckasaiu CTUXH,
Kpuk nerykmmii Ham TOJbKO CHUTCA,
3a okomikoMm HeBa geiMuTcs,
Houb Oe30HHA U JUIUTCS, ATUTCS—
[lerepOyprckast 4epTOBHS . . .
B uepHom HebOe 3Be3/bI HE BUIHO,
I'uGensb rae-to 31ech, OUEBUIHO,
Ho Gecrnieuna, npsiHa, 6eccThliHA
MackapaiHasi 60JATOBHS . . .
KpHk:
«I"epost Ha aBaHCLIEHY!»
He BonnyliTecs: npuiie Ha CMEHY
HenpemenHo BbIizIET ceituac
W crioet o CBAIIEHHON MECTH . . .
Uro x BBI Bce yOeraeTe BMECTe,
CnoBHO KaXKAblil HAILIEN 110 HEBECTE,
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OcraBinss ¢ riasy Ha ria3

I’ll not expose last night's
Hoffmannia to the public light,
I will not take a stand . . .
wait.
You are not mentioned in the list.
Of Cagliostros, magi, Lyciscas—'
Arrayed like a striped milepost,
Parti-colored, painted and crude—
You...
Like the Mamre Oak, old, ®
Ancient companion to the moon.
No one’s fooled by your fake groans,
You write laws clad in iron,
That Hammurabi, Lycurgus, Solon®
Should have had to learn.
A creature of eccentric habit,
Awaiting neither glory nor gout
He is in no hurry to seat himself
In a plush jubilee armchair,
But across flourishing heather,
Over the void, bears his triumph.
But he's no guiltier than most: not this,
Not that, not the other thing . . .
Poets
In general are not lumped with sinners.
Dance before the Ark of the Covenant™®
Or get lost! . . .
Enough! About that
Their verses say it better,
Only a dream, the cry of a cock,
Outside the window the Neva smokes,
And night’s an abyss that lasts, and lasts—
Petersburg devilishness . . .
No star shows in the black heavens,
A dire doom seems near at hand,
But carefree, acerbic, unashamed,
The masquerade chatter persists . . .
A cry:
“Hero to the proscenium!”
Calm down: the gaunt one will surely slip in
Quick to take the place of him whose
Singing’s about divine retribution . . .
Why are you all running off that direction,
As if each led a bride by the hand,
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Abandoning me face to face

MeHs B cyMpake ¢ Y4epHOU paMoi,
W3 KoTOpOil TIIAAUT TOT CaMblid,
CraBumii Hauropyaiiei gpamon
U emie He oruiakaHHBINA yac?

Omo ece Hanvieaem He cpasy,
Kax 00ny my3svixanvuyio ¢pasy,
Cnovwy wenom: «llpowau! nopa!
A ocmasnio mebs sicugoro,
Ho mul 6yoews m o et 8006010,
Toi—I onyoxa, connye, cecmpal»
Ha naowaoxe ose crumoie menu . . .
Ilocne—necmuuysl niockou cmynetu,
Bonnw: «He naoo!» u 6 omoanenvu
Hucmuu conoc:

« kK cmepmu 2omoeéy.

. . 1
@Dakenvl 2achym, nomonok onyckaemcs. benviil (3epranvinsiii) 3an
cHosa Oenaemcs komHamot asmopa. Cnosa us mpaka:

CMepTu HET—3TO BCEM U3BECTHO,
[ToBTOPSATH 3TO CTANO MPECHO,
A 4YTO €CTh—IIyCTh PACCKaXYT MHE.
Ko cryuurcs?
Benp Bcex BycTuiIm.
OT0 rocTs 3a3epKkaynbHbIi. WMnu
To, 4TO BAPYT MENBKHYJIO B OKHE . . .
HlyTku J1p MecsiLia MOJIOJOTO,
WNnu BripaBy TaMm KTO-TO CHOBaA
Mexy neukoil u mxkadom crout?
brenen 106, u rIaza OTKPBITHI . . .
3HAYUT, XPYIIKH MOTUJIbHBIE IIUTHI,
3HAYMT, MIATYE BOCKA TPAHMT . . .
B3nop, B310p, B310p!—OT Takoro B3nopa
S cenoro crenarch CKOpo
Wnu crany coBceM Ipyrou.
YTo THI MaHUIIL MEHS PYKOIO?!
3a 00Hy munymy nokos
A nocmepmmuulii omoam noKotl.
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In the twilit black picture frame,
From which stares, what will become
Cruelest drama, cruelest shame,
And the yet unbewailed time?

It does not drift in all at once,
Like a lone musical phrase
I hear a whisper: “Farewell! It’s over!
| leave you now to live, although,
You will become MY widow,
You—Darling, sunshine, sister!”
On the landing two shades merge . . .
Later ... on aturning in the stairs
Acry: “No need!” and from afar
A clear voice:

“I am prepared for death.”

The torches go out, the ceiling descends. Again the white (mirrored) hall** becomes the
author's room. Words from the darkness:

Death does not exist—well-known fact
Too insipid to repeat,
But whatever does exist—Ilet them tell me.
Who knocks?
Everyone’s here.
Perhaps behind the mirror. Or,
Out the window, glimpsed fleetingly . . .
What if the new moon were playing tricks
Or someone were in fact standing there
Between stove and cup-racks?
A pallid brow and an open gaze . . .
Proving frailty of slabs on graves,
Proving granite soft as wax . . .
Pranks, pranks, pranks!—From such pranks
I’1ll soon have gray hairs
Or turn into someone else.
Why are you beckoning me?!
For one moment's peace
I'd renounce my posthumous rest.

26



YEPE3 INVIOIMAAKY
Humepmeousn

T'0e-mo 6okpye amozo mecma (« . . . HO OK30yMHa, 1e2Kd, beccmvlOHA, MACKAPAOHas
601moe6Hs . . .») Opoounu ewe maxkue cmpoKu, Ho A He NYCMUId UX 8 OCHOBHOU MeKCM.!

«YBepsito, 3TO HE HOBO . . .
Bsl nuts, cunvop Kazanosa . . .»
«Ha M cakbeBCKOIl pOBHO B IIECTH . . .
«Kak-Hubyzap modpenem 1mo Mpaxy,
Mp1 orcrona eme B «Cobaky» . . .
«BwI oTcro1a Kyna?»—
«bor BecTb!»

12

Canuo Ilancer u Jon-Kuxotsl
U, yBb1, conomckue JIOTbI
CMepTOHOCHBIH POOYIOT COK,
AdpoauThl BOSHUKIIU U3 TIEHBI,
[lleBenbHynuch B cTekiie EeHsl,
N 6e3ymbst OIM3UTCS CPOK.
N onsite n3 @OHTAaHHOTO rpOTa14
I'ie nmro60BHAs CTHIHET ApEMOTa
UYepes npuspadssie BOPOTa
W MoXHaThIi U phIKUNA KTO-TO
Ko3znonoryro npuBoiok.
Bcex HapsiiHee u Bcex BbIILIE,
XOTb HE BUJIUT OHA U HE CIIBIIIAT—
He kisner, He MOUT, HE JBIIINT,
I'onoBa Madame de Lamballe.
A CMUpEHHHILIA U KPacoTKa,
ThI, 9TO KO3BIO IUIAIIEITH YEUETKY,
CHOBa rynuilb TOMHO U KPOTKO:
«Que me veut mon Prince
Carnaval?»

13

U 6 mo oice epems 6 enybune 3anvl, CYeHvl, A0a Ul HA 6epuluHe 2eme8cko2o bpokena
nosensemcss O Ha dwce (a modxcem Obimb, ee MeHy):

Kak xombITIIa TOMOYYT CaNOXKKH,
Kak 6yOeHUYHK 3BEHAT CEpPEkKKH,
B GneaHbIX TOKOHAX 3JIbIE POXKKH,
OKassHHOM IUISICKOM ITbsSHA,—
CnoBHO ¢ Ba3bl Y4epHO(DUTYPHOH,
[Tpubesxana kK BoJHE J1a3ypHOH,
Tak mapagHO 0OHa)KEHA.
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ACROSS THE LANDING
Interlude

Somewhere along about here (. . .but without care, strain or shame, the
masqueraders chatter . . . ) snippets of verse like these wander about but I do
not let them into my text:

“That's nothing new, I’d say . . .
You're a kid, Signor Casanova . ..”
“St. Isaac's Square, Six on the nose . . .
Somehow even in the dark,
We'll find our way to “The Dog”. . .*?
“Where are you off to?”"—
“God only knows!”
Sancho Panzas and Don Quixotes
And Lots from Sodom too,"
Are sampling the deadly juice,
Aphrodite steps from foam and water,
Helen poses before a mirror,
And coming toward all, seasons of madness.
Once again in the Fountain Grotto wait™
Lovers, drowsy and frigid,
Beyond the ghostly gates,
And someone shaggy and red-haired,
A goat-legged sprite.
Even if she does not look or listen—
The best dressed and tallest of all,
Does not curse, nor pray, nor inhale—
Trend-setter, Madame de Lamballe.
And Miss Modesty too, knockout,
You who tap the dance of the goat,
And then pensively stroll about:
«Que me veut mon Prince
Carnaval?»

Seeming to appear at the same time in the depths of the hall, on stage, in hell and on the
summit of Goethe's Brocken, it is SHE (or perhaps it is her shade):

Like little hooves, her boots click,
Like little bells, her earrings clink,
Wee wicked horns from yellow locks peak,
Intoxicated with the accursed dance—
As if on a black-figured vase,
Toward brilliant sky-blue waves,
Stylish and naked, she races.
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A 3a Hell B IIIMHEJU U B KacKe
Trl, Bomeamuii croma 0e€3 MacKH,
Tr1, IBanyllIKa ApeBHEN CKa3KH,
Uro Tebe ceroanst TOMUT?
CKOJIBKO TOpeYH B KaXkJI0M CIIOBE,
CKonbKO Mpaka B TBOCH JF000BH,
WU 3auem s3Ta cTpyiika KpoBU
bepenut nenectrok nanut?
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And behind her in greatcoat and helmet,
You, entering here without mask,
You, lvanushka of the ancient legend,
What torments do you seek?
Such bitterness in every word,
Such sorrow in your love,
Is that not a trickle of blood
Smudging the bloom of your cheek?
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I'’'TABA BTOPA:

TeI ciagocTpacTHE!, Thl TEIECHEN
XKuBpix — GnucTarenbHas TEHb

bapamuvinckuu

Cnanvusa I'epounu. ['opum eockosas ceeua. Hao xposamvrio mpu nopmpema Xxos3siiku
ooma 6 ponsx. Cnpasa ona—Kosnonoeas, nocpeoune—Ilymanuya, cieea—nopmpem 8
menu. Oonum xadicecmes, umo smo Konomouna™, opyeum— Houna Anna (us «lllazoe

Komanoopay).

3a MCZHCClpaHblM OKHOM apanvyama ucpairom 6 CHEOINCKU.

Memeno.

Hoso200Hs5 nonnous. Ilymanuya odxxcusaem, cxooum c nopmpema, u et 4youmcs 2010c¢,

KOI’I’lOpblIZ umaem:

Pacniaxnynace atnacHast nryokal

He cepauce na mens, ['ony0ka,
UTo KOCHYCh U 3TOr0 KyOKa:
He T1e0s, a cebs ka3HIo.

Bce PaBHO NOAXOOMUT paciijiata—

Buaumes—raM, 3a BBIOIOM Kpyn4aTou
Meliepxoib10BbI apanyaTa
3aTeBaroT OIATH BO3HIO.

A Bokpyr crapslii ropox Iutep,

Uro Hapoxay 60Kka MOBBITEP

(Kak Torma maposa roBopui),—
B rpuBax, B cOpysx, B My4HBIX 0003aX,
B pasmasieBaHHBIX YallHBIX pO3ax
N oz Ty4eit BOPOHBUX KPBLIL.

Ho nerur, ynei6asice MHUMO,

Hag MapumnHckoro crieHo# prima,
TeI—mnamr 1edenph HenOCTIKHUMBINA,—
U octput ono3aasmuii cHOO.

3BYyK OpKecTpa Kak C TOro CBeTa

(Tenb yero-to MenbKHYIA IJIE-TO),
He nmpenuyBscTBHEM 1 paccBeTa
ITo psinam npo6Gesxan 03H06?

U omsTh TOT roa0c 3HAKOMBIH,

BynTo 3x0 ropHoro rpoma,—
Hamra ciiaBa u TopxecTBO!

) Ha ¢one xycra useryusx nos (Anosmion, 1917, Ne ?) Gonsioii 6yker po3 «Glorie de Dijon»
MeJUIeHHO ochkimaercss Ha koBep. Cm. kaptuny C. Cyneiikuna «KomombOunay. Wnum Ilcuxes B Teruiom

JKEJITOM CHSIHHH ¢ 0a00UYKHHBIMU KPBUTBSIMH. )

31



SECOND CHAPTER

Your body, so alive, so sensuous,
As a shade, so luminous!

Baratynskii

The heroine's bedroom. A waxy candle burns. Three portraits of the hostess in her roles
are over the bed. To the right, the goat-footed one; center, Delirium-Psyche; the left is
shaded. Some think it is Columbine™, others think Donna Anna (From «The Footsteps of
the Commendatore»). Outside the mansard window, Blackamoors play in the snow.
Blizzard. New Year's Eve, midnight. Delirium-Psyche comes out of the portrait and a
voice seems to be reading to her:

Fling open your satiny fur coat!
Don't be annoyed with me, Dearest,
For I too touched that chalice,
Not you, it’s me, I chastise.
Retribution was already set—
See—there, in a blizzard like fine flour
Meierkhol’d's blackamoors
Are up to horseplay once more.
Old Piter is felt on every side,
He who tanned the people’s hides
(As people back then would say),—
Carts with grain, manes, harnesses,
Smudged paintings of tea roses,
Crow wings crowding the sky.
Flying, with a smile-like expression,
Across the Maryinsky stage apron,
You—our inscrutable swan,—
And a snob coming late makes jokes.
The orchestra tuning like society buzz
(The shadow of something barely glimpsed),
And didn't a chill run through the tiers
Like the foreboding before daybreak?
And again that well-known voice is lifted.
Like the echo of thunder from a mountain—
Our glory and exaltation!

—) Similar to the luminous portrait (Apollon, 1917, No. ?) in which a grand bouquet of Glorie de
Dijon roses slowly cascades onto the carpet. It is a painting by S. Sudeikin of “Columbine.” Or perhaps
Psyche in warm yellow with blue butterfly wings.”
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OH cepala HaIOJIHAET APOKBIO
U necetcst no 6e310p0KbIO
Han cTtpanoii, BCKOpMHUBILIEH €rO0.
Cyubs B MccuH-0€I0M CHere . . .
Kopunop Ilerposckuk Komnernit
beckoHedeH, I'yloK U IpsiM
(UTo yroJiHo MOKET CIy4UThHCH,
Ho on Oyzer ynpsiMo CHUTBbCS
Tewm, KTO HbIHYE TPOXOIUT TaM.)
Jlo cMmenHoro 01M3Ka pasBsi3Ka:
N3-3a mmpm HeprIHKI/IH316 Macka .
Bxpyr kocTpoB Ky4epckas IUIscKa.

15

Han aBop1ioM 4epHO-KENTHIA CTAT . . .

Bce yxe Ha mecTax, KTO HaJ10:
ILateim akTom u3 Jletnero Canma
[Taxuer . . . [Ipu3pak nycumckoro ana
Tyt xe. — IIpAHBIN TOET MOPSK . . .

Kak mapagHo 3BEHSAT 110J103b4,
W BonounTcs nMoaocTh KO3bA . . .
Mumo, Teau!—QOH TaM OJUH.
Ha crene ero TBepbIii mpoduib.
laBpumn unmu Meducrodens
TBoM, KpacaBulla, najgajauH?
JlemoH cam c ynbiOkoi Tamapsl,
Ho Takue Tasrcs yapsl
B 3TOM CcTpammiHOM IBIMHOM JIMIIE:
[110Th, MOYTH UTO CTaBIIAs TYXOM,
W aHTUYHBIN JTIOKOH HaJ YXOM—
Bce TanHCTBEHHO B IpUILLIELE.
DTO0 OH B IEPENOJIHEHHOM 3aJie
Cnan Ty uepHyto po3y B Ookaie,
Wnu Bce 310 6B1710 CHOM?
C MepTBBIM CEPALIEM U MEPTBBIM B30pPOM,
On nu Berperuics ¢ Komangopowm,
B ToT npoOpaBumch NpoKIsATHI 1oM?
U ero moBenaHoO CIIOBOM,
Kak BbI OBITH B POCTPAHCTBE HOBOM,
Kax BHE BpeMeHH ObUTH BBI,—

—) bapuant: Upes HeBy 3a ndarak Ha canaskax.
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It fills our hearts with trembling
And carries beyond where roads end,
Across the nation that nourished it.
Twigs above the blue-white snow . . .
The Petersburg Colleges alleé *
Endless, resonant and straight.
(It is as you may wish it to be,
But he must dream it stubbornly,
The one who now passes that way.)
The dénoument is ludicrously close:
Behind the scene is Petroushka's mask® .
Around bonfires, coachmen dance.

Over the palace, the flag, black-yellow . . .

Those who’re needed are in their positions:
The fifth act from the Summer Garden
Reeks . . . A shade from Tsusima's inferno
Here too.—A drunk sailor sings . . .

* * *

How parade-like the sleigh runners jingle,
As goatskin lap robes drag along . . .
Shades, go away!—He's there alone.
Against the wall is his stark profile.
Is it Gabriel or Mephistopheles
You, pretty boy, paladin?
A demon with Tamara's smile,
Such charms last a short while
On that awful smoky face:
Flesh transformed almost into spirit,
On his ears antique curls twist.
This intruder is wholly mysterious.
Was it he in the crowded hall who sent
A black rose in a glass goblet,
Or has that just been a dream?
With dead heart and dead eyes turned away,
Did he meet the Commendatore
In that profaned house of doom?
And his are the words that trace
How you inhabit a new space
And how you’re beyond time now—

—) Variant: Across the Neva in a cleared spot for sleds
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N B KaKuX XpyCTaJIAX MOJISIPHBIX,
M B KaKMX CUSHBSX SHTAPHBIX
Tam, y ycrbs Jletsl — HeBbl.

ToI cOexxana croa ¢ mopTpera,
U mycras pama 10 cBera
Ha crene teb6s Oyner xnath.
Tak msicate TeOe—O0€3 mapTHepa.
51 ke poJsib pOKOBOIO X0pa
Ha ce0st coriacHa mpuHSTb.

Ha wexax meoux anvie namua;

LlIna 6bl met 6 nonomuo obpamuo,

Beow cecoons maxas Houw,

Koeoa nyscrno nnamume no cuemy . . .

A oypmanawyro opemomy

Mne mpyomneii, uem cmepmo, nPeso3IMoUb.

Te1 B Poccuro npuiia HIOTKy 14,
O moe 6enokypoe uyno,
KonoMmOuHa 1ecsThiX rogos!
UTO rIsiAMILb ThI TAK CMYTHO U 30PKO,
IlerepGyprekast KyKia, akTepka
TeI—oanH N3 MOUX JIBOMHUKOB.
K npounm tuTynam Hago U 3TOT
[Ipunucare. O nmoapyra no3Tos,
SI HaciegHMIIA ClIaBBHI TBOEH,
31ech NOJ My3bIKY IUBHOTO MATpa—
JIeHUHIpaICKOro IUKOro BETpa
W B TeHu 3anoBeAHOTO KeApa

Buxy Tanen npuaBOpHBIX KOCTEM . . .

OnubIBalOT BEeHYaJIbHbIE CBEYH,
ITon daroii «monenyiHble miIeyny,
Xpam rpemur: «[ onyOuna, rpsum!»17
["opbl mapMckuX (HaIoOK B anpene—
U cumanbe B Mansraiickoii Kamemre™,
Kak npoxkisaTse B TBOEH Ipyau.
30JI0TOTO JIb BEKa BUIEHBE
Wnu uyepHOE npecTyIeHbe
B rpo3nom xaoce naBHUX qHENH?
MHe 0TBETh XOTb TENEPB:
HEyXelun

—) Bruno: KO3JIOHOT'asA, KyKJia, aKTEpKa.
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There inside polar crystals,
There inside amber jewels,
At the mouth of the Lethe — Neva.

The portrait you broke loose from
And its pictureless frame
Will await you till the light comes.
You dance so well—no partner.
| submit and fully concur
To the role of the fateful chorus.

Your cheeks are blotched and scarlet:
Best you return to the portait;

You see, this is just such a night

In which accounts are settled . . .

But my numbing lassitude

Is harder than death to surmount.

You came out of nowhere to Russia,
O, my fair-haired precious,
Columbine of the Nineteen Tens!
How agitated and hawk-eyed your look is,
Petersburg puppet, actress,
You—alone, of my doubles.
One ought to add to your titles
This. O, friend of poets.
| am heir to your renown,
And here’s the music of a marvelous meter,
Leningrad's fierce wind’s furor.
In the shadow of the protected cedar

| see the dance of courtly bones . . .

The wedding candles sputter,
The veil “kisses your shoulders,”
“Dove, descend!™’ the church resounds.
Mountains-of-Parma violets in April—
And meetings in the Maltese Chapel,*®
Like a curse in your breast.
Is it a dream of the Age of Gold
Or infamy’s black hold
In the dread chaos of days past?
Answer me now:
Is it true

—) She was: goat-footed, puppet, actress.
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TrI KOra-TO KUJIAa B cCAaMOM Jene? —
W tonrana Topupsl miomaaen

OclenuTenbHOM HOKKOU CBOEH . . .

JloMm mecTpeit KOMeIbIHTCKON (QypBI,
OO6nynuBLIMECsS aMypbl
Oxpansitotr Benepun anrapsb.
ITeBunx nTuI HE caxkajla B KIIETKY,
CnanpHio ThI yOpaia, kak oecenkyb
JlepeBEeHCKYIO IEBKY-COCEIKY
He y3HaeT Beceiblii CKoGaph
B cTeHax 1€CeHKH CKpBITHI BUTHIE,
A Ha CTeHax JIa3ypHbIX CBSTble—
[Tonykpaneno 1o 106po . . .
Bcs B niBerax, kak «BecHa» bortuduenin,
ThI npy3eit npuHUMaIa B IOCTEINH,
W Tomuincs nparynckuit Ilsepo,—
Bcex BroOneHHBIX B T€0si CyeBepHEH,
Tort, ¢ ynbIOKOI )KepTBbI BeUepHEH,
ThI eMy, KaK CTaIlu—MAarHur,
[ToOnenHeB, OH IISLIUT CKBO3b CIE3BI,
Kak Tebe npoTsaHyau po3sl
W kax Bpar ero 3HaMeHHUT.
TBoero s He BujENa MyKa,
51, K cTexily IpUHUKABIIAS CTyXa . . . —
Bot oH, 6011 KPerOCTHBIX YacoB . . .
Tr1 He Ooics—aoMa He Méqy.—
BrIxoau Ko MHE CMEII0 HaBCTpEUy—
T'opockon meoti 0agno comos . . .

9
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That you once lived here too? —
Stomping the wooden pavements
With your dazzlingly small boots . . .

Your house was motley like a circus cart,
And the plaster cupids were chipped
That surrounded the Venus altar.
Your songbirds were not in cages,
Your bedroom, decked like a summerhouse,
Would the village lass even recognize
Herself in this merry Skobar’*
Whose spiral stairs hid inside panels,
And whose saints hung on azure walls,—
Pilfered possessions on show . . .
Like Botticelli’s “Spring,” garlanded,
You entertain guests from your bed
And the world-weary dragoon Pierrot,—
Most superstitious among your loves,
With the evening smile of a victim,
You two—Iike a magnet to steel,
Drooping, he gazes through tears,
At how others proffer you roses
And at how famous is his rival.
| never saw your husband,
I, through the frost on the pane . . —
There the fortress clock strikes now. . .
You fear nothing!—cast before houses.—
Meet me courageously face to face—
Your horoscope was drawn long ago. . .
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I''TABA TPETbA

N nop apkoii Ha ["asiepHoii . . .
A. Axmamosa

B Ilereprypre Mol coiiieMcsi CHOBA,
CI10BHO COJIHIIE MBI TOXOPOHUJIM B HEM.
0. Manoenvuwmam

To OBUI HOCIIEHNUI TOT . . .
M. Jlosunckuu

Ilemepoype 1913 200a. Jlupuueckoe omcmynienue: «nocieoHee 60CNOMUHAHUE 8
Lapckom Cene». Bemep, He mo écnomuHas, He mo npopo4ecmasys, Oopmodem:

Bbiu cBATKM KOCTpamMu COTPETHI,
N Banmunuce ¢ MOCTCB KapeThl,
WU Beck TpaypHbIii rOPOJ IUIBLIT
[To HEBeqOMOMY Ha3HAYEHBIO,
[To HeBe unp mpoTuB TEUECHBSA,—
Tonpko npodb OT CBOUX MOTHUJI.
Ha T'anepnoii yepHena apka,
B JletHem ToHKO mena ¢uirorapka,
U cepebpsnblil MecsIl SpKO
Han cepeOpsiHbIM BEKOM CTBLI.
OTtTOro0, 4TO MO BCEM J10pOraM,
OTTOrO0, 4TO KO BCEM MOPOTraM
[Tpubnmxanack MeIJI€HHO TEHb,—
Betep pBan co crens! adurimy,
JIpIM 1uIsiCcan BIPUCSAIKY HA KpBbIILIE
N xianburem naxjia CUpPEeHb.
W napuneit ABIOTheN 3aKISATHIM,
JlocToeBckuii 1 O€CHOBATHIM
I'opona B cBOIt yx0auia TyMaH,
W BrITIISIIBIBATT BHOBB M3 MpakKa
Crapslil TUTEPIIMK U T'yJsKal
Kak npen xa3zHpto Oun 6apabaH . . .
U Bcerna B 1yxoTe MOpPO3HOM,
[IpeaBoeHHOM, 01y THOM ¥ TPO3HOA,
Kun xakoit-to Oymymmii Ty . . .
Ho torna oH ObL1 crblilieH Taymie,
OH no4uTH HE TPEBOXKHII TYIIN
N B cyrpobax HEBCKUX TOHYII.
CnoBHO B 3epKajie CTpallHON HOYH,
U Gecnyertcs u HE X04eT
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THIRD CHAPTER

And under the Galernoi arch . . .
A. Akhmatova

In Petersburg once again we’ll meet
As if, long since, we had interred
The sun.

O. Mandel’shtam

That was last year . . .
M. Lozinskii

Petersburg 1913. Lyrical digression: a final Recollection of Tsarskoe Selo. The
wind, neither remembering nor prophesying, whispers:

Bonfires warmed the Christmas season,
Coaches fell from sloping bridge spans,
And the whole city floated its dirge
Toward some unknown appointment
With the Neva’s current or against it,—
But ever away from its graves.
Above the dark Galernoi Arch,
And Summer Garden’s weathervane screech.
A bright silver moon had etched
Cold across the Silver Age.
Because, along all roads,
Because, at all doorsteps,
A shadow slowly advanced—
A wind tore posters from walls,
The lilacs wore graveyard smells
And smoke along rooftops danced.
And Tsaritsa Avdot’ia's curse,
Dostoevskian and possessed,
Engulfed the city in mists.
And again gazing out from the dark,
Are revelers and old Petroushka.
As before executions, a drum beats . . .
And incessant in the cold stagnant air,
Impending, brothel-like, pre-war,
An impending rumble dwelt. . .
Voiceless and just barely heard,
The soul was barely troubled
As in drifts on the Neva it would melt.
As if dreading a mirror at night,
When an ordinary man, possessed,
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V3HaBaTh ce0s UEIIOBEK,

A 110 HaOepeKHOH JIeTeHIapHOU

—) Myssl

[Tpubnuxancs He KaJleHJapHbIH—
Hacrosmuii [Ipaguarseiii Bek.

A menepw 661 0oMOIL cCKOpee
Kameponoesoti I'anepeeti

B neoanon mauncmeennwiii cao,
1I'0e beamonscmayrom 6o0onaokwi,
Toe 6ce dessimy ) mne 06yOoym paowi,
Kax 6v16an moi ko2coa-mo pao.

Tam 3a ocmposom, mam 3a Cadonm,
Pa3zee mvi ne 6cmpemumcs 6321:100m
Hawux npesrcnux sicnvix oveui?
Pa3zee mvi mne ne cxasxcews cnosa
Tlobeouswee cmepms c1060

U pazeaoky scusnu moeu?
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Because of the reflection he’ll see,
Along the legendary quays
Not the calendar—rushes—
But the real Twentieth Century.

And now to go home quickly
Through the Cameron Gallery
Across the frozen dark garden,
Where the waterfalls are mute,
Where all nine ) share my delight
Like your delight used to be mine.
There beyond island and Garden,
Will our glances greet again,
Will our eyes be bright and safe?
Won't you declare as once you declared
That death-defiant word

And solve my life?

—) Muses
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I''TABA YETBEPTAA U IIOCJIEJHAA

JIxo00Bb MpoIIa, H CTAN SICHBI
W 61u3ku CMEpPTHBIE YEPTHI.
Be. K.

Yeon Mapcosa Ilons. [{om, nocmpoennsiii 6 nauane 19 éexa bpamvsimu Adamunu. B
Heeo OyOem mpsamoe nonadauue asuabomovt ¢ 1942 200y. [opum evicoxuii Kocmep.
Caviuunsl yoapul konokonvhoeo 36ona om Cnaca-na-Kpoeu. Ha Ilone 3a  memenvio
npu3paK 3UMHe08opY06020 baud.

B npomesicymru medxncoy smumu 36ykamu 2ogopum cama Tuwuna:

KT0 3acTBln Y TOMEPKIINX OKOH,
Ha ubeMm cepaue «11aneBplil JOKOHY,
VY xoro npej riazamu TbMa?—
«Ilomorute, enie He nNO3AHO!
Huxorzaa Tl Tako# MOpPO3HOM
U uyxor0, HOUb, HE ObLIa!»
Berep, nonnblil Oantuiickoit comu,
ban msareneit Ha MapcoBom Ilone
W HeBUAMMBIX 3BOH KOIIBIT . . .
U 6e3mepHas B TOM TpeBora,
Komy kuTh 0CcTa10Ch HEMHOTO,
Kro smmms cmeptu npocur y bora
WU xto Oyner HaBek 3a0bIT.
OH 3a oJHOYb 110/1 OKHAMU OPOJHT,
Ha nero OecrnomagHo HaBOAUT
Tycknblit 1y4 yrinosoit ponaps,—
N noxnancs on. CtpoiiHas Macka
Ha o6patnom «Ilytn u3 /lamacka»
BozBparunace 1omoit . . . He onHa!l
Kro-rocHeli «0e3 numa U Ha3BaHbM...
HensycMmeiciieHHOE paccTaBaHbe
CkBO3b KOCOE TUIaMs KOCTpa
OH yBUJEI— PYXHYJIHU 3JaHbA . . .
U1 B oTBET OOPBIBOK PhIJIaHbS:
«1tei—I ony0OKa, comnuiie, cectpa! —
51 octaBito T€0S JKUBOIO,
Ho 11 Oyzems Mo € i BIOBOIO,
A Temeps . . .
[Ipomarscs mopa!»
Ha mutomanke naxser gyxamu,
W nparyHCckuii KOpHET CO CTUXAMH
U ¢ 6eccMBbICTIEHHOI cMEPThIO B TPYAH
[103BOHUT, €ciu CMEIOCTH XBATHUT . . .
OH MrHOBEHbBE MOCIEIHEE TPATUT,
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FOURTH AND FINAL CHAPTER

Love spent itself—and in clear view
Stood the mortal features . . .
Vs.K.

A corner of the Field of Mars, a house built at the beginning of the 19" century by the
Adamini brothers. In the air war of 1942, it will take a direct hit. A bonfire burns high.
The strokes of the bells on Our Savior of the Blood are audible. On the Field past the
blizzard, an apparition of a wintry-palatial ball.

In the space between these sounds, silence itself speaks.

At the window who is freezeing in the dark,
Upon whose heart lies “a yellow lock,”
And before whose eyes, black? —
“Help, it is not too late!
You have been, night,
Never this wintry and bleak!”
A salty Baltic tempest roars,
A blizzard dances on the Field of Mars,
And invisible hooves resound . . .
For him, immeasurable anxiety,
The one whose life is rushing away,
The one who begs God let him die,
The one who’ll be forgot too soon.
At midnight beneath the window he lingers,
The corner lamp dimly beckons
Him to a merciless bliss,—
There he waits. Wearing her mask,
Back from “The Road From Damascus,”
The beauty comes home . . . not alone!
With her,one “with neither face nor name”...
Their farewell’s equivocation
Through the slanting blaze of the bonfire,
He sees it all—buildings crash down . . .
And in reply snips of sobbing:
“You—Darling, sunshine, sister! —
And though I leave you to live for now,
You will be MY widow,
Andso...
The time to part is here!”
On the landing the scent of strong perfume,
And the dragoon cornet holds his poem,
And in his breast, pointless death aches
He rings the bell, and mustering courage . ..
His last moments, to your homage
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Y100kl CIaBUThH TEOS.
I'napn:
He B npoknsaTeix Masypckux 6osoTax,
He na cunux Kapnarckuk BeicOTaX . . .
On—~Ha TBoI nopor!
[Tonepexk.
Ja npoctur 1e6s bor!

(Ckonvko eubeneu uino k nosmy,

I iynwiil manvuuk: oH 8610pa d5my,—
Ilepevix on He cmepnen 0o6uo.

OH He 3Hall, Ha KAKOM nopoze

On cmoum u Kakou 0opou

Ilepeo num omxpoemest uo . . .)

OTO s—TBOS cTapasi COBECTh
Pa3bickana COXKEHHYIO ITOBECTh
W Ha kpaii MOJJOKOHHHKA
B nome nmokonHnuka
ITonoxxuna—
Y Ha LBIIOYKaX yuuia . . .

ITOCJIECJIOBHUE

BCE B I[TIOPSJIKE: JIEXXUT IIOPMA
1, KAK CBOMCTBEHHO EU, MOJIYNT.
HY, A BJIPVI KAK BBIPBETCS TEMA,
KYJIAKOM B OKHO 3ACTVUYUT,—

1 OTKJIMKHETCS U3JAJIEKA

HA TIPU3BIB OTOT CTPAIIIHBIN 3BYK—
KJIOKOTAHBE, CTOH U KJIEKOT

U BUJIEHBE CKPII{EHHBIX PVK? . .
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Are squandered.
Look:
Not in the damned Mazur Marshes,
Not in the blue Carpathian heights . . .
He is here—at your dorway!
Crossing it.
May God forgive you!

(How many ways poets go to ruin,
Foolish boy: he chose this one,—

His first great pain had not yet left him.
He could not tell at whose threshold
He stood, nor what long road

Opened its vista before him . . )

It is I—your old conscience,
The one who sought out the burned story,
And on the window’s ledge
In the house of the one deceased
Placed it—
and on tip-toe left . . .

AFTERMATH

ALL IS IN ORDER: THE POEM’S AT REST

AND, AS EXPECTED, DOES NOT DISRUPT.
WELL, BUT WHAT IF A NEW THEME ERUPTS,
POUNDING ON THE WINDOW WITH A FIST,—
AND FROM FAR OFF, IN RESPONSE TO ITS PLEA,
ARISE HAIR-RAISING SOUNDS—

GURGLING, WAILING, SHRIEKS

AND AN APPARITION WITH CROSSED ARMS? . .
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YACTDb BTOPA4A
Intermezzo

PEINIKA
... SI Bonpl JIeTHl 1bl0,
MHe 1oKTOpOM 3ampenieHa yHbUIOCTb.

I lywrun

In my beginning is my end.
Heeus Mapuu Lllomaunockou™

Aemop 2oeopum o nosme «l1913 200» u o MHO20M OpyeoM — 6 HACMHOCMU, O
pomanmuueckoti noame Hauara XIX eexa (komopyro oun Hazvieaem Cmonemuetl
Yaposuuyei). Asmop onpomemuuso nonaean, 4mo OYX 9MOU NOIMbL OHCUTL 8

ezo [lemepbyeckoti nosecmu.

Mecmo oeticmeus — @onmannwiii Jom. Bpems — 5 aneaps 1941 cooa. B oxne npuspak
OCHedxceHH020 KleHa. Tonvko umo nponeciacv aockas apieKuHaoa mpuHaoyamoz2o
200a, pasdyous 6e3monsue 6eiuKol MOIYANbHUYBI-ONOXU U OCMABUE 3d OO0 MOom
CBOUCMBEHHDLU KANCOOMY NPA3OHUYHOMY UNU NOXOPOHHOMY WeCmeuto 0Oecnopsioox —
O0bIM ¢hakenos, yeemvl HA NOJLY, HABCE20Ad NOMEPSHHbIE C8AUjeHHble CY8eHUPbl. B neunotl
mpybe 6oem eemep, U 8 IMOM 80€ MOICHO Veadambv OYEHb 21YOOKO U OYEHb YMENo
cnpamanusie obpviku Pexeuema. O mom, umo mepewumcs 6 3epkanax, jyyuie He
oymame.

* B mMoeM Hadalle MOi KOHeIl (aHen. ).
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SECOND PART
Intermezzo

FLIP SIDE

... I drink of Lethe’s flood,
My doctor has forbade despondency:
Puskin

In my beginning is my end.
Motto of Mary of Scotland*

The author discusses a poem about 1913 concerning a number of other people—in

particular, the romantic poema that originated in the XIX century (and whose charm had

survived for 100 years). The author assumed too hastily that the sprit of the poema
could be revived in its city of origin, Petersburg.

Place of action—Fontanna House. Time—b5 January 1941. Out the window, the specter
of a snow-covered maple. Scarcely has the infernal harlequinade of the year 1913
rushed past, rising up out of the stillness of that great quiescent epoch and leaving behind
it the typical mess of any festive or funereal procession—still-smoking torches, colored
blotches on the ground, sacred keepsakes forever lost. Wind whorls in the stove pipe,
and in its howl one may divine a few very covertly and skillfully hidden fragments from
Requiem. About what glimmers dimly in the mirrors, it is best not to ask.

* The Russian text gives a Russian translation of Mary’s words which are in English in the
epigraph.
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.. . HCACMUHHBLU KYCM,
I0e /lanme wen u 6030yx nycm.
H K

1

Mot pegakTop ObLT HEJOBOJICH,
Kusinest mue, 4to 3auAT u O0JieH,
3acekpeTni cBoil TenedoH

U Bopuan: «Tam Tpu Temsl cpazy!
JlounTa mocnenHow Gpasy,

He noiimernib, KTO B KOro BIOOJICH,

2

Kro, xorga u 3auem BcTpevaics,
KTo moru0, 1 KTo KMB OCTaJCH,
W xTo aBTOp, U KTO repor,—

N k ueMy Ham cerogHs 3TU
Paccyxxnenus o nosre

N kakux-TO NpU3paKOB POI».

3

S orBetnia: «Tam ux Tpoe—
I'1aBHBINM OBLT HAPSKEH BEPCTOIO,

A npyroi Kak 1€MOH OJeT,—

Yto0 OHHU CTONETHSIM JIOCTANIUCH,

HX cTuxu 3a HUX OCTapaIuCh,
Tpernii mpoKWJI TUIIb 1BAALATH JIET,

4

M MHue xanko ero». M cHOBa
Brmagaio 3a CJIOBOM CIIOBO,
My3bIKanbHBIN ANIUK IPEMEIL.

W Han Tem dakoHOM HAAOUTHIM
S13BIKOM KPUBBIM U CEPAUTHIM
SIn HEBETOMBIN TIaMeHeTT.

5
A Bo cHe Bce Ka3aJIoCh, 4YTO 3TO

S nunry JuIst KOro-To JTMOpeTTo,
W 016051 OT My3BIKH HET.
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. ajasmine bush,
Where Dante passed and air was parched.
N.K.

1

My editor was quite vexed

Swearing he was busy and sick,

So got an unlisted phone

Then groused: “Three themes at once!
Reading those last lines,

Can't even tell who loves whom.

2

Who met whom, and in what order,
Who's victim, who's survivor,

Who's the author, who's the hero,—
This private stream-of-consciousness
About a poet and a swarm of ghosts,
What use has it for readers now?”

3

“Three were three,” was my protest,
“The main one dressed like a milepost—
Another wore what demons wear,—
They took pains so that their verses
Might suffice for centuries,

The third lived scarcely twenty years,

4

And I pity him.” And once again
Word upon word tumbled down
While the music box boomed.
And out of a vial dribbled

Like words angry and crabbed

A poison with mysterious fumes.

5
And in my dreams it seems

My libretto is for someone else,
But no “all clear” from the music's roar.
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A BeJIb COH—3TO TOKE BEIIUIIA,
Soft embalmer, ° Cunss IITHIIA,
DIbCUHOPCKUX TEppac maparner.

6

U cama s Obu1a HE pana,

DTOM aICKOM apJieKUHAbI

W3z nanéka 3acipliliaB BOM.

Bce nagesiiach 51, 4T0 MEMO
benoii 3a1b1, KaK XJIOIbS JbIMa,
[IpoHecercst CKBO3b CyMpaK XBOM.

7

He otOuthCs OT pyXJisau necTpou.
Oto crapsiit uyaut Kanmuoctpo—

Cam m3sgmHenmmii cataga,

KTo0 Hag MmepTBBIM CO MHOM HE IUIAYET,
KTo He 3HaeT, 4TO COBECTh 3HAUMT

W 3auem cymecTByeT OHa.

8

KapHaBaJlbHOM ITOJTHOYBIO PUMCKOU
N ne naxner. HaneB XepyBumMcKkoin
VY 3aKpBITBIX LIEPKBEH APOXKHUT.

B 1Bepb MOXO HUKTO HE CTY4HTCH,
TonbKo 3epkano 3epKajry CHUTCH,
TumHa TUILIHHY CTOPOJKHUT.

9

U co mHo0 MOs «CenpMasi»,
[TonymepTBas u Hemasl,

Pot ee cBenieH U OTKPBIT,
CIIOBHO POT Tparuyeckoi MackH,
Ho on uepHoli 3ama3aH Kpackoi
U cyxoto 3emiieit HaOUT.

10
Bpar neitan: «A Hy, pacCKaku-Ka,

Ho Hu cnoBa, HU CTOHA, HU KpUKa
He ycnbimars ee Bpary.
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A dream—can appear quite solid,
Soft embalmer, #’ the Blue Bird,
And parapets, terraces of Elsinore.

6

I myself was hardly glad

At this hellish harlequinade,
Emitting infernal yowls.

It would all skirt, I hoped,

White Hall, like smoke will glide
Beside dusk-lit pine boughs.

7

| can't erase the motley debris.

Old Cagliostrostill acting weirdly—
Satan decked in elegant best,

He won't weep for the dead with me,
Does not know what conscience means,
Or for what reasons it exists.

8

A midnight Carnival of Rome

Reeks not like this. The Cherub Hymn
Quiails at the shut churches.

No one knocks upon my door,

A mirror dreams only a mirror,

Silence over silence watches.

9

And with me is my “Seventh,”
Half-dead and mute, her mouth
Agape and inarticulate

Like the mouth of a tragic mask,
But daubed and smeared with black,
And clogged with fine dry grit.

10
“Sure, you can speak,” the enemy teased

But neither groan nor cry nor word
Did once the enemy hear.
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" mpoxXoadaT ACCATUIICTbA:
IIbITKH, CCBUIKM U Ka3HU—IIETb 41,
B srom yxace He Mory.

<11>

TopxkecTBaMu rpak1aHCKOM CMEPTH
51 mo ropio ceITa—II0BEPBTE,

Buxy ux, 4TO HU HOYB, BO CHE,
OTyyeHHOIO OBITh OT JI0XKa

U crona—mycTtsaku! HO Heroxe

To Teprers, 4TO 1OCTAIOCH MHE.

<12>

S b pacrato B Ka3eHHOM THMHE?
He napu, He napu, He napu MHE
Jlnanemy ¢ MmepTBOroO J0a.

Cxopo MHe HykHa OyzeT nupa,
Ho Codoxkna yxe, e lllekcriupa.
Ha nopore crour—Cyab0a.

<13>

W Obl1a 11 MEHS Ta TEMa,

Kak paznaBnennas xpuzanrema

Ha mouy, xorna rpo6 HecyT.

Mexny «TOMHHUTBY U «BCIIOMHHUTbBY, IPYTH,
Paccrosinue, kak ot Jlyru

Jlo cTpaHBbI aTiIacHBIX 0ayT. 22

<14>

bec nonyran B yknazke pbIThCs . . .
Hy, a kax »xe MOrJo ciry4uThes,
Yto Bo BceM BHUHOBATA 57
Sl—rumainmas, s—rpocTas,
«ITonopoxuuk», «bemnas cras» . . .
OnpaBaaTees . . . HO Kak, Ipy3bsi?

<15>
Tak u 3Hail; OOBUHAT B TUIarUAare . . .

Pa3Be s npyrux BuHoBaTei?
Bnpouewm, 3To MHE Bce paBHO.
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And decade on decade elapsed:
Tortures, deportations, executions—
| cannot sing inside this terror.

<11>

The celebrations of civic death
Believe me—in all truth,

| see them, each night, in my sleep.
To have removed, one’s chair,
One’s table—trifles! but to endure
Is not right, what’s fallen to me.

<12>

What if | grow to a state-sponsored anthem?
Do not crown me with the diadem

Of the dead—don't—don't—don't.

| will be needing a lyre for sure,

Sophocles' this time, not Shakespeare's.
Standing upon the threshold—Fate.

<13>

And for me that theme has become

Like a crushed chrysanthemum

On the floor when a coffin’s borne away.
The gap, my friend, between “remembering”
And “recollecting” reaches from the land

Of satin charades to Luga. %

<14>

Let the devil try to sort this trunk . . .

Well, how did it happen so quick

That | am guilty of everything now?
I—most unassuming, I—most meek,
Plantain, White Flock . . .

To acquit myself . . . friends, how?

<15>
| know: If charged I plagiarize . . .

Really, am | guiltier than others?
In any case, it’s no big deal.
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—)

41 cornacuHa Ha Heynauy
S cMmy1ieHbe cBOE HE PS4y . . .
VY HIKaTyJIKH K TPOMHOE JHO.

<16>

Ho co3nérock, uTo mpuMeHuIa
CuMmatuyeckue YepHuia . . .
51 3epKaJIbHBIM MMUCHMOM TYIITY,
W npyroii MmHE 1OpOTrH HETY,—
UynoMm s Habpena Ha 3Ty,

U paccrarbes ¢ Heit He crienny.

<17>

Yt006 mocaHel JaBHETO BeKa

W3 3aBetHOrO cHA Ok ['peko
OOBsCHUI MHE COBCEM O€3 CIIOB,
A OJTHO¥ YIIBIOKOFO JICTHEH,

Kak ObLi1a 51 eMy 3anpeTHei

Bcex cemu cMepTEINBIHBIX TPEXOB.

<18>

W Torna u3 rpsaymero Beka
Hesnakomoro yenoBeka

[IycTh mocMOTpSAT AEpP3KO II1asa.
U oH MHe, oTieTarone TeHH,
Jlann oxanky MOKpOW CHpEHU

B gac, xak 3Ta MUHET rpo3sa.

<19>

A croneTHss qapOBHHua*)
Brpyr ounynach u BecenuThCs
3axorena. S HU mIpH ueMm.
KpyxeBHOH poHSET IIaToueK,
ToMHO )XMypHUTCS U3-3a CTPOYEK
W 6prosioBCKUM MaHUT TUIEYOM.

PomanTHUeckas mosma.
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| admit freely my failure,
| hide no part of my despair . . .
The floor of the chest is triple.

<16>

But I confess that I did resort

To invisible ink, and wrote

In mirror writing somehow,

For me it was the only way out,—
Incredibly I learned to scrawl it

In no rush now to let it go.

<17>

Let the messenger from a bygone time
From El Greco’s innermost dream,
Without words, try to explain,

With his peerless and summery smile,
Why to him | was more reviled

Than the seven deadly sins combined.

<18>

And then from a future century
Let a man unknown to me
Gaze with his saucy eyes.

And hand me, shade in flight,
An armful of lilacs, still wet,
Just as the passing storm roars.

<19>

But that hundred-year old charmer
Awakes, overnight, eager

To frolic. Not my affair.

She drops a lace handkerchief,
Languid eyes, lifted sleeve,

And beckons a Briullovian shoulder.

—) The Romantic [Russian] genre, Poema.
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<20>

J] muna ee B KaIwie Kaxaou

U, GecoBCKOIO YEPHOI KA 101
Onepxuma, He 3HAJIA, KaK

Mmue pa3zenarbesi ¢ 6ECHOBATOM:
S rpo3una eit 3Be3anoit [1anartoit
U ruana Ha pogHO# Yepaak, )z

<21>

B temuoty, nox Maudpenoss enu,
W na 6eper, rae mepTBbii Hlemmm
[Tpsimo B HEOO TIIsA s, JIexkKal,—

U Bce xaBOPOHKHU BCETO MHpa
PaspeiBaiin 6310y a(bnga

N daxen I'eopr aepxan >,

<22>

Ho ona tBepauna ympsimo:
«S1 He Ta aHrNMiicKas nama
U coscem He Knapa FaSYJ'IBZG,
AoBce HET y MEHS pOJOCIOBHOM,
Kpome conHeuHO# 1 6aCHOCTIOBHOM,
N npusen mens cam Uroib.

<23>

A TBOEH JBYCMBICIIEHHOH CIIaBe,
JIBaamaTh JeT JIeKaBIlIe B KaHaBeE,
51 eme He Tak MOCITYXKY.

MeI ¢ TO0OI elie monupyem,

N g mapckum MOMM IOLETyEM
31y10 MOJIHOYb TBOKO HArpaxy».

(Boti 6 neunoii mpybe cmuxaem, civiuhsbl omoaieHuvle 36yku Requiem’a, xaxue-mo
2nyxue CmoHvl. Mo MULIUOHBL CHAWUX HCEHWUH Opedsim 60 CHe).

) Mecro, rje, 110 NPEACTABICHUIO YUTATENeH, POKAAIOTCS BCE OATHYECKHE IIPOH3BE/ICHI.
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<20>

Every drop of her I drank

With a thirst that was mad and black
But could no longer make out

How to cleanse myself of her fervor.
| threatened with the Star Chamber
And chased her back to her loft, 2%

<21>

Back to the dark beneath Manfred’s spruce,
And the beach where the dead Shelley** lies
Vacantly staring up at the sky,

And the whole of the world’s skylarks
Through the abyss of ether, breaks

While George® lifts a torch on high.

<22>

Bur she said intractably:

“I am not that English Lady,
Nor am | Clara Gazoul,”®

| have no ancestor

Except that of sunlight and lore,
And July first held me in thrawl.

<23>

But to your fame that | extol

Which has lain thirty years in a hole
I’ll no longer offer up praise.

We will trample it down together,
As with regal Kiss | prepare

| exalt your midnight malice.”

(The howling chimney stack dies down, and an audible sound comes from faraway, a
certain voiceless moan. It is a million somnolent women delirious in the snow.)

—) As an introduction to reader, this is the room that gave birth to all [my] poetic writings.
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<24>

ThI cripoc y MOMX COBPEMEHHHUII,
KaropxkaHOK, CTOISITHULL, IJIEHHULL,
U Tebe mopacckaxem Mbl,

Kak B OecriaMsiTHOM WU CTpaxe,
Kak pactvim nereit aiist minaxu,
Jlnst 3acTeHKa U 1Sl TFOPbMBI.

<25>

[Tocunenblie CTUCHYB I'yOBl,
Ob6e3ymeBine ['exyOs

N Kaccanapsel H3 YyxJ10MBlI,
3arpeMuM Mbl O€3MOJIBHBIM XOpPOM,
Mpbl—yBeHYaHHbIE TI030POM:

«IIo Ty cTOpoHY aja MbI».
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<24>

Ask my contemporaries,

Convicts, hundred-fivers, prisoners,
And we will all tell you

How we lived the delirium of fear,
How we raised children for torture,
Executions—prison camps too.

<25>

With clinched blue lips,

Distracted Hecubas

And Cassandras from Chukhloma,
We thunder in voiceless chorus,
We—the ones crowned with disgrace:
“We are in hell’s taiga.”

60



YACTDb TPETbHIA
IIujior
beITh IycTy MecTy cemy . . .

Jla myCThIHU HEMBIX ILJIOIAJIEH,
I'ne xa3uunum mrozaeit 10 pacceeTa

Annenckuu

JIro6umro Te6s1, [lerpa TBOpeHbE!
I ywrun
Moemy 2opody

Benas nouv 24 uronsn 1942 200a. I'opoo 6 paszsarunax. Om ['asanu 0o CMoIbHO20 8UOHO

éce kax Ha nadonu. Koe-eoe docopaiom 3acmapenvie nodcapvi. B Illepememesckom

cady yeemym aunvl u noem conogeil. OOHO OKHO mpembe2o >3madca (neped KOmopuvim

VBeuHblll KlleH) 8b10Umo, u 3a HUM 3usem depuas nycmoma. B cmopone Kponwmaoma

yxarom msicenvle opyous. Ho 6 obwem muxo. I'onoc aemopa, Haxoosume2ocs 3a cemb
MbICAY KULOMEMPO8, NPOUSHOCUM!

Tak nox xposieir @onTanHoro Jloma,
I'ne BeuepHsst OpOIUT HCTOMA

C (dhonapeM u CBSI3KOM KITIOYCH,—
S aykanach ¢ JaJIbBHUM 9XOM,
HeymecTHbIM cmyias cmexom
HenpoOynHyto coHb Belen,

I'me, cBUIEeTEIL BCETO HA CBETE,
Ha 3akare u Ha paccBeTe
CMOTpHUT B KOMHATY CTapblil KIeH
W, npensuas Hary pasiyky,

MEHe nccoxuryro 4epHyr pyKy,
Kak 3a moMo1pto, TSHET OH.

A 3eMJ1s o1 HOTOM ryzena,

U takas 3Be3za ) risena

B moii emie He OpoIIEHHBIN TOM
W xnana ycioBHOIO 3BYyKa . . .
Ot0 Tre-to Tam—y TobOpyka,

OT0 rae-To 3aech—3a YIiIoM.
(Te1, He epBBIN U HE MOCIIETHUI
TemHBlii citymiaTens CBETIbIX OpeqHei,
MHe Kakyro rOTOBHIIb MECTh?

-) Mapc netom 1941 1.
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THIRD PART
EPILOGUE
Let this place be empty . . .

And the silent public squares, blank and
calm,
Where executions took place before dawn.
Annenskii

I love you, Petr’s works and fine designs!
Pushkin

To My City

A white night, June 24, 1942. City in rubble. From the Harbor to Smol’ny, all is
flattened. Here and there fire has gutted everything. In the Sheremetev Garden, a linden
blooms and a nightingale sings. One third-storey window (next to a maimed maple tree)
has been blown out showing only a black void inside. From the direction of Kronstadt
are heard heavy weapons. But in general, silence. The voice of the author, seven
thousand kilometers away, proclaims:

Beneath the Fontanna House’s

Roof dull evening paces

With lantern and keys on a ring—

| you-who to the distant echoes,

And my out-of-place laugh undoes
The primordial somnolence of things,
Where witness to everything in the world,
From sundown to sunrise, an old
Maple tree peers in the room

And as if sensing our separation,
Heaves up a sapless black hand,
Offering me help from afar.

But the ground beneath me trembles,
And such a bright star peers

Into my house, not yet ruins,

As | await the pre-arranged racket . . .
There somewhere—near Tobruk
Here somewhere—the next turn.
(You, neither first nor the last,

Are the dark listener to bright bombast,
But what revenge will you unleash?

) Mars, summer 1941.
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Tol HE BBINbEIIb, TOIBKO MPUTYOHIIH
DTy ropedp U3 caMou riayoun—

DTOil BEUHOI pa3iyKu BECTb.

He xnanu Mue pyKy Ha TeMsS—
Ilycth Tenepb OCTaHOBUTCS BpEMsI
Ha To6010 nanHbIX yacax.

Hac HecuacTue He munyer,

U xykyiika He 3aKyKyeT

B onanennbix Hamux jiecax . . .)

A 3a IpOBOJIOKOM KOJIIOUEH,

B camom cepatie Taiiru npemyden—
51 He 3Har0, KOTOPBIA rOA—
CraBuuii ropcThIO JIarepHOM MbLUIH,
CraBmmii CKa3Ko# U3 CTPAIIHOW OBLIH,
Moii 1BOMHUK Ha JIOMPOC UJET.

A OTOM OH HJIEM C JI0IpOca,

JIBym nocnannam JleBku 6e3H0Coi
CyXI1IeHO OXpaHsATh €ro.

WU s capiny naxe orcroga—
Heysxenu ato He uyno!—

3BYKH I0JI0Ca CBOETO:

3a mebs s zaniamuna
Yucmoaanom,
Posno oecsaimo nem xoouna
Ilo0 nazanom,
Hu naneso, nu nanpaso
Hue ensaoena
A 3a mHot Xydas crasa
Lllenecmena

A He cTaBImIMiT MOSH MOTHIIOMN,

ThI, KpaMOJIBIHBIN, ONTAJIIBHBIN, MUJIBIH,
[ToGnennen, moMepTBen, 3aTUX.
Paznyuyenue Hame MHUMO:

A ¢ Toboro Hepazyuuma,

TeHb MosI Ha CTEHAX TBOMX,
OtpaxxeHbe MOE B KaHaJax,

3BYyK IIaroB B DPMHUTAXKHBIX 3ajax,
I'e co MHOMO MOH Apyr Opoau,

N Ha ctapom Bonkosowm Ilone™,
I'ne mory s peiiate Ha BoJE

Han 6e3monBreM OpaTCKUK MOTHIL.
Bce, uto ckazano B [lepBoii yactu
O mo0BH, U3MEHE U CTPACTH,
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You are not drinking this bitterness

To its dregs, just taking sips—

News that our separation’s endless,

But do not lay your hand on my head—
Let time now become fixéd

On the face of the watch you gave me.
Misfortune will not pass us by,

And the cuckoo will not cuckoo

In our burnt out woodland trees . . .)

And from behind the barbed wire gate,
In the thick taiga’s very heart—

| know not what year or month—
Existing as a fistful of camp dust—
Existing in the frightful fairy mist,

My double goes to the inquisition,
And comes back from the inquisition.
From that Noseless Whore, with two agents
Who are ordered to guard him close.
And even from here | hear well—

Is it not indeed a miracle!—

The sound of my own voice:

For you | have paid
With hard rubles,
For ten harsh years | lived
Under a Nagan pistol,
Looking neither to the left
Nor to the right
And behind me ill repute
Whispered and lurked

And not becoming my grave,

You, seditious, opalescent, brave,
Grew pale, numb and still.

Our prominence is unreal:

You and I, indiscernible,

My shadow on your walls,

My likeness in your canals,

My steps sound the Hermitage halls,
Where my friend strolled with me,
And in the venerable Volkov?’ Field
Where | could freely wail

Over the graves’ fraternal peace.

All that I wrote in Part One

Of love, betrayal and passion,
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COpocui ¢ KppUTbeB CBOOOIHBIN CTHX,
U crout moii ['opoa «3amuThIi . . .
Tspkensl HAATPOOHBIE TTUTHI

Ha GeccoHHBIX 04YaX TBOHUX.

MHe ka3anaoch, 32 MHOM ThI THAJICH,
Th1, 4TO TaM MOruOaTh OCTAJICS

B 6necke mmmneii, B 0T0JIECKE BOLL.
He noxpancs >kelaHHBIX BECTHHII . . .
Hazg To60i—uiib TBOMX MPEEeCTHHIT
Benbix HOUEHEK XOpOBOI.

A Becernoe cl10BO—10Ma—

Hukomy Tenepp He 3HaKOMO,

Bce B uyxo€ IMsasT OKHO.

Kto B Tamkente, KTO B Hbm-ﬁopKe,
W n3rnanms BO31yX TOpbKHN—

Kak otpaBiieHHOE BUHO.

Bce BeI MHOM 1H000BaTHCS MOTJIU OFI,
Korna B 6proxe neryueit pbiObI

S oT 371011 TIOrOHU cHaciach

W Hajx mosHbIM Bparamu JIECOM,
CnoBHO ma, oaepkumMas 0ecom,

Kak na bpokeH HOUHOM Hecach . . .

W yxe npeno MHOIO IPSIMO
Jlenenena u cteiia Kama,
N «Quo vadis?» kro-To ckasai,

Ho ne nanm meBensHyTH yeTaMu,

Kak ToHHENnAMH 1 MOCTaMu

3arpeMen cymaciie i Y pai.

W oTkpbulack MHE Ta JOpOra,

[To xoTOPO¥ YIIIO TaK MHOTO,

Ilo xoTOpO¥i ChIHA BE31H,

W 611 osor myTh norpedaabHbIN
Cpenb TOpKECTBEHHON U XpYyCTalbHON
Tummaer Cubupckoit 3emnu.

Ot TOro, 4TO CAENAIOCH IPaxoM,
OOysiHHasE CMEPTHBIM CTPaxoM

N ocTmiienus 3Has Cpok,

OnycruBim ria3a cyxue

N cxuman ycra, Poccust

IIpeno MHOO NUIA HA BOCTOK?,
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Was scribbled on wings of free verse,
And “mended” my City lives . ..

Heavy slabs of graves

Cover your unsleeping eyes.

It seems you’re chasing me down,

You, who succumbing there, remain
Among splendid spires and glinting water.
You did not expect a worthy messenger . . .
Above you—only your charmers

And white nights, one after another.

And that happy word—home—
Nowadays to everyone is foreign,

For everyone stares from a strange window.
Some in Tashkent, some in New York,
And the harsh air of exile chokes—

Like venomous wine, swallowed.

You all might have feasted eyes on me,
When inside a flying fish’s belly

| was preserved from evil and borne

Over forests full of the enemy,

Like the one, devil-possessed, he,

In his night flight above the Brocken . . .

But my destination lies before me,
The frozen and cold Kama,

And “Quo vadis?” someone says,"
But with no time to move my lips,
Like bridges and underpasses,

The rumbling on of the Urals.

And opening before me is that road
On which so many have trod,

On which my son was conveyed,
And the funeral line was long

In the solemn and crystalline
Silence of the Siberian land.
Because of what was turned ash,
Mortal fear was unleashed,

And with her dry eyes downcast,
Knowing vengeance’s onrush,
Clinching her rivers’ mouths, Russia,
Right before me, veered East. %
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

I[TPUMEYAHUA PEIAKTOPA:

AHmMUHOU—AaHTUYHBIN KpacaBell.

«Tot 1, Ilymanuya . . .» —repouns ogHoTUeHHOU nibechl FOpus bernsena.
Le jour des rois—xkanyn Kpemienbs: 5 stHpaps.
Jlanepmymmo—rnceBnonum BceeBonona Meiepxosbaa.
Hoxanaan—cssitoit Moann Kpecrurens.

Jonuna Hocagpama—rnpennonaraemoe mecto Crpamnoro Cyna.
Jluzucka—IceBIOHUM HMITepaTHIIBl MecCaauHbl B PUMCKUX MTPUTOHAX.
Mamepuiickozuii 0y6—cm. Kuaury beitus.

Xammypabu, Jluxype, ConoH—3aKOHOJATEIH.

Kosuee 3asema—o6ubn.

3an—Dbenblii 3epkainbiabii 3a1 B @ontanHoM Jlome (paOtel KBapenru) uepes
IUIOINAJIKY OT KBapTHUPBI aBTOPA.

«Cobakay — «bpoasuas cobaka», apTUCTHUECKOE Kabape 1eCAThIX I'0JI0B.
Cooomckue Jlomwt (cM. «bbrTrey, ri1. <XIX>).

@onmannozo I pom — noctpoeH B 1757 r. Aprynosbsim B cany lllepemereBckoro
neopia Ha doHTaHke (Tak HazbpiBaeMblii DoHTaHHBINM J[oM), pa3pylieH B Havase
AeCsTHIX To/10B (cM. JIykoMcKkuii, cTp. <?>).

Kopuoop Ilemposckukux Konneeuui — xopunop IlerepOyprckpro yHuBepcurera.

Iempywxuna macka — «Iletpymikay, 6aner CTpaBHHCKOTO.

«lonybuya, epsou!» — nepkoBHoe necHonenue. Ilenu, koraa HeBecTa cTynaia
Ha KOBEp B Xpame.

Manvmuiickoti Kanenna — noctpoena no npoekty Keapenru (¢ 1798 r. mo 1800

r.) BO BHYTpEHHEM JABOpe BOpPOHIIOBCKOrO MABOpPIA, B KOTOPOM MOMEIIAICS
[TaxxeckHit kopmyc.
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

THE EDITOR’S NOTES
Antinolis—an ancient male beauty.

“It is you, Delirium . . .”—the heroine of the play of the same name by lurii
Beliaev.

Le jour des rois—Eve of Epiphany: January 5.

Dapertutto— pseudonym of Vsevolod Meierkhol’d.

Jokanaan— St. John the Baptist.

Valley of Jehosophat—reputed to be the place of the Last Judgment.
Lysisca—pseudonym of the Empress Messalina of the Roman haunts.
Mamre Oak—in the Book of Genesis.

Hammurabi, Lycurgus, Solon—lawgivers.

Ark of the Covenant—Bible.

Hall—The white mirrored hall in Fontanna House (workmanship by Quarenghi)
across from the location of the author’s apartment.

“The Dog” — “The Stray Dog,” an artistic cabaret during the 1910s.

Lot of Sodom (from Genesis Chapter 19).

Fountain Grotto—built in 1757 by Argunov in the garden of the Sheremetev
Palace on the Fontanka (the so-called Fountain House), [the grotto was] destroyed

at the beginning of the 1910s (see Lykomskii, page <?>).

The alleé of the Petersburg Colleges—the colonnaded walkway of Petersburg
University.

Petroushka's mask— “Petroushka, the ballet by Stravinskii.

“Come O Dove!” — church hymn. Sung, when the bride steps on to the rug in
the temple.”

Maltese Chapel — built on a design for Quarenghi (from 1798-1800) in the

courtyard of the VVorontsov Palace in which the Page Corps resided.
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19. Ckobapb—o0uHOE MPO3BUIIE IICKOBUYCH.

20. Soft embalmer (anen.) — «HexubIil yremuTeap» — cM. coneT Kurca «To the
Sleep» («K cay»).

21. Ilponywennvie cmpogui—nonpaxanue [lymkuny. Cm. «O0 EBrenn OHeruney:
«CMupeHHO co3Haroch Takke, 4ro B Jlom XKyaHe ecTb JBe BBINYyLIEHHbIE
crpodsr», — nucan ITymkuH.

22. bayma — MacKa KaIlloIIOHOM.

23. 36e30nan Ilanama (anen.) — TaliHOE CYIWIHINE, KOTOPOE MOMEINATIOCh B 3aJe,
IJIe Ha MOTOJIKE OBLIIO M300pakeHO 3BE3IHOE HEOO.

24. Cwm. 3HamennToe ctuxorBopenue [lemmu «To the skylark» («K sxaBOpoHKY»).
25. I'eope—rnopn baiipoH.
26. Knapa I'a3yne — niceBnonum Mepume.
27. Bonxoe [lone — crapoe Ha3BaHue Boskosa kiranouna.
28. PaHpIiie Mo3Ma KOHYAJIaCh TaK:
A 3a MHOO, TallHOM CBepKas
U naszBasim ce0s—«Cenpmasy,
Ha necnbixannsblii Myaiaces nup,
[IpuTBOMBIINCE HOTHOW TETPAAKOM,

3namenuras JIeHMHrpaaka
Bosspamanace B poaHoit a¢up.

)

) «Cempmas» — Jlenunrazckas cuM¢ponus llocrakoBuua. IlepByro 4acTb 3T0# CUM(OHNH BBIBE3KHA
aBTOp BBIBE3 M3 OCAXKICHHOTO Topoja 29 ceHtsiops 1941 r.

69



19. Skobar’—an insulting name from someone from Pskov.

20. Soft embalmer (Eng.) — «HexHbIit yremnTeap» — from the sonnet of Keats «To
the Sleep» («K cHy»). [Note that Akhmatova slightly mistranslates Keats’ title
which is “To Sleep.”]

21. Missing strophes (stanzas) — imitation of Pushkin. See “About Evgenii Onegin”
[an essay by Akhmatova]: “It is humbly admitted that in Don Juan two strophes
(stanzas) are cut out,” — wrote Pushkin. [Note Akhmatova does not mark which
stanzas link to note 21 thereby implying anywhere between Stanza 5 (“soft
embalmer”) and stanza <13>, the suppressed stanzas might have been intended. ]

22. Vayetah— a hooded mask.

23. Star Chamber (Eng. )— secret court which took place in a hall where a starry
heavens were depicted on the ceiling.

24. From Shelley’s celebrated verses “To a Skylark. ”
25. George—Lord Byron.
26. Clara Gazoul—pseudonym of Mérimée.
27. Volkov Field — old name for the VVolkov cemetery.
28. Formerly the Poema ended with:
And behind me with radiant stealth,
And calling herself—“Seventh,”
She dashed off to an opulent dinner,
Feigning to be a nocturnal diary,

The celebrated Leningrader
Returned to her native ether.

—) “Seventh” —The Leningrad symphony of Shostakovich. The first movement of the Symphony
was taken by the author from the beleaguered city on 29 September 1941.
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<CTPO®bI, HE BOLIK/IIIINE
B «I1IOOMY BE3 I'EPOSI»>

/\\/l\ l\\/l\ l\\/l\

IlycTh r1a3a ero xak osepa. . .
<1> OT Takoro MepTBOro B30pa
JI1st MEHS OH KaK CMEpTHBIH 4ac.
OO0mmi 0aJIOBEHh U HACMELIHUK.
Ilepen HUM camblii CMpaIHbIN TPELIHUK—
Bomnomennas 6narpaars . . .

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

He xpyxwuncsa B EBponax 6anbHbIX,
<2> Pucosan ojieHei HaCKaIbHBIX,
I'eneramemnn T8I, I'epaki, ['eccep—
He noar, a Mud o moare,
B3spocnbim ObL1 yke Ha paccBeTe
OTnaneHHeNImmx CTpaH v Bep.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

W ¢ yxBaTkamu BH3aHTUILIA

<3> C Humu Tam AprekuH-yowuiiia,
A 1o-31e1HEMYy—MITP U APYT.
OH T, Kak OyATO ¢ KapTUHBI,
N nox nmasnbiamu KiaBeCHHBI,
U 6e3MepHBIi YIOT BOKPYT.

/\\/A A\/A A\/A

TeI Ipuenens B 4epHON Kapere
<4> Hapckocenbckre KOHU 3TU

U ympsikka ux a I’anglaise

Ha MuHyTYy HarioMHSIT 1€TCTBO

W oTBepruyToe HaciencTBoO

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\
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<1>

<2>

<3>

<4>

<STANZAS, NOT INCLUDED
IN POEM WITHOUT A HERO>

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

His glassy eyes are like a lake . . .
And because of their deathly look
For me he is a momento mori.
Mocking and dear at the same time.
The stench of sin precedes him—
The incarnation of grace . . .

/\Vl\ I\VI\ I\VI\

You did not whirl through ballrooms of Europe
Instead you ran with the antelope—
Gilgamesh, Hercules, Gesser—

Not poet, but myth of the poet,

Already at dawn, fully adult

To this land and creed, a stranger.

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

And with them with his Byzantine cunning
Is the slayer of Harlequin,

But to us—maestro and friend.

He looks out as if from a painted scene,
While his fingers touch the clavicin

And measureless ease abounds.

/\\/A A\/A A\/A

In a black coach you drive in

By black Tsarskoe Selo steeds drawn
And harnessed a I’anglaise

And for an instant childhood returns
And the patrimony you disown

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\
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BepbTe MHE BbI WM HE BEPHTE,

<5> I'me-To 31ech, B 3aKpPBITOM KOHBEPTE
C BbUHCICHUEM 00IIEH CMEpTH
[IpoMenbKHYT U3MSITHIHN JIMCTOK.
OH He cripsiTaH, He 3alIUPPOBaH,
Ho um nensiit Mup packonaoBaH,
HeObITbs HE3pUMBIii TOTOK.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

[ ... Tearp MapuuHckuit

<6> OH npenuyBcTBYET, UTO CTpaBUHCKU,
PackoBaBmuii Hepa aymu,
Herne roHOMa 00py4YeHHBII
C neBoit My3bikoil. OOpedeHHbIH
Heb6n1Banoe coepiiats|

/\Vl\ /\V/\ /\Vl\

W Torna, kak cTpamHoe IeUCTBO,
<7> Bo3nukaroT ciaennl 310/1eiicTBa,

CHoBa BepTUTCS Kapycerb.

U xakue-To HOBEIC JIETH

W3 ere He OBIBIINX CTOJETHI

VYkpamatotr B COYEITbHUK €1b.

/\Vl\ /\V/\ /\Vl\

CnoBHo namsate «Hapognoit Bonny,
<8> Tyt yxe no I'opstaero Ilons,

BeposTtHo, pykoii moaars.

U cMmonkaeT MOM rojioc BEIUi,

Tyt yxke uyzneca noxJere.

Ho yiineM—MHe Hekoraa »K1ath.

3a 3acTaBOi BOET LIIapMaHKa,

Boaar Mumky, risimeT nplratka,
Mareputcst MacTEpOBOM.

[TapoBuk uner g0 CkoposieH,
JlanbIe TONbKO CyMpak CMepIsIui.
<B 3emutto Bpoc>

VY TIOPbMBI—THUIaHT YaCOBOM.

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\
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<5>

<6>

<7>

<8>

Believe me or believe me not

In a sealed envelope here about

Jotted down in a crumpled list

Are collective death’s reckonings.

It’s not concealed, not written in code.
But it’s an entire universe smashed
Into the unseen stream of non-being.

/\Vl\ I\VI\ I\VI\

[...atthe Mariinskii

He apprehends from Stravinskii

An unfettered depth of spirit,

Where nowadays youngsters perform

To Music’s virgins. For him

Performance was peerless and foredoomed.]

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

And then, like some horrible mime,
The result of insidious crimes,

The carousel again starts to spin.
And some children of today
Foreign to those last century,

On Christmas Eve, trim up a pine.

/\Vl\ l\V/\ /\Vl\

As if memory of “The People’s Will”
could reach to the Goriachee Field
Like a hand extended to greet.

And falling silent my voice

Could reach to things miraculous.

But we must go—1I’ve no time to wait.

Near the guardhouse, a barrel-organ grinds.
While a pet bear and gypsy dance,

And a factory worker swears out loud.

A steamship heads to Skorbiashchei,
Toward the smoggy dusk, slowly.
<Interred in the earth>

At the prison—a giant guard.

I\V/\ /\VI\ I\V/\
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(Bxpyr Hero—aoporue TeHu,

<9> Ho Hanpachsl ciioBa MoJieHHH,
Mutbix Ty0 HarpaceH IMpuBeT.
U cuser B HOUM aIMa3HOM,
Kax omgmo Buaenne cobiasHa,
Tot 3araiouHbIii CHITYIT).

HNucTtHTyTKA, Ky3uHa. J>)KynberTa! . .
He noxnarecs Tebe KopHeTa,
B MoHacTBIph ThI yHI€1Ib TAHKOM.
Hewm TBoi#1 OyOeH, MO IIbITaHKa,
U yxe nouepHena paHka
VY 1e0s1 101 TEBBIIl COCKOM.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

Uro 60pModYeITb ThI, TOJHOYB Hala?
<10> Bce paBHO ymepmna [lapaa,

Monopas xo3diika JBopua,

TsHeT nagaHnom U3 BCeX OKOH,

Cpe3an camblii TIOOMMBIN JIOKOH.

U Ttemneet oBau auiia.

He nocrpoena ranepes—

Orta cBajeOHas 3ares,

I'ne onsate nmox noackasky bopes

D70 BCe A Ui Bac MUMLY . . .

/\\/A A\/A A\/A

Tawm 51 pana unm He paja,

<11> Urto uny ¢ Toboii ¢ «MackaBanay,
U xyna Mb1 ¢ ToOO# noiineM.
Ho naBepHO BOKpYT TOT caMbli
Crprnnsiii ropos [TukoBoit gamsl
C Ka)KIBIM IIarOM BCE JAJIBIIE IOM.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

A 33 TOHKOW CTEHKOM, OTKYJa
<12> S ymuna, He 1OKIaBIIMCh UyJa,

B cenTsa6pe, B HEHACTHYIO HOYb.

YenoBek elie He CIIUT U OOpMOYET,

Uro Tenepp O60bIle CHACThS XOUET

[To3a0BITh PO LAPCKYIO A0Yb+

+ JlepmonToB: Ener mapeBuy 3aJyMYuBO MPOYb.
Byznet o MOMHUTH PO APCKYIO 10Yb.

75



<9>

<10>

<11>

<12>

(Around him—precious shades,

But vain are words that plead,

In vain. greeting from the dear lips.
And glinting in the diamond night,
Like a vision of singular enticement
Is that inscrutable silhouette’s shape).

Co-ed, cousin, Juliet! . . .
You will not await the cornet,

But flee to the cloister in secret.
Your tambourine’s hushed, my gypsy,
And a darkening bruise already

Spreads by your nipple, to the left.

/\Vl\ /\Vl\ /\V/\

Midnight, what do you mumble at us?
Parasha’s dead, in any case,

The young mistress of the palace,
From all windows, incense drifts,

The precious lock of hair, cut.

And grown dark, the oval of the face.
The gallery is left unfinished—

This project for a wedding,

Where, by north wind Boreas driven,
| retell this all for you sake.

/\\/A A\/A A\//\

Whether I care or I don’t care

I leave you with the “Masqueraders”
Because | can no longer reach you.

But most likely that one is around here

In the Queen of Spades’ city of fear

In the house where footsteps pass through.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

From the other side of a thin wall

| escaped, not looking for a miracle,
On a foul night in September,

Inside, a man who can’t sleep, mutters,
He desires more even than happiness
To forget the Tsar’s daughter+

+ Lermontov:

The tsarevich looks pensively far across the water,
He is remembering again the tsar’’s daughter!
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/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

[51 uny HABCTpEeUy BUIICHBIO
<13> N G6oprock s ¢ COOCTBEHHON TEHbIO—
Becnomannee Het 00pHObI.
PBercs TeHb MOSI K BEUHOH CJaBe,
51 xaKk cTpaxk CTOXO Ha 3acTaBe
W Bemnro et uaTu Hazax . . .

Kaxk Tenepr B MOCKBE roBOpAT.

S xo4y pacTonraTe HOraMu

Ty, 94TO CBETUTCS B CBETJION pame,
Camo3BaHKYy|

Hapn niieyamu ee He KpbuIbs

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

Bot 6ena B uem, o goporas,

<14> Pspom c aToit maer apyras,
CrpIuMILb JErKui mar u cyxom,
A T1ie ToI0C MOM M T/E X0,
Kto pbiiaer, KTo MbsH OT cMexa—
U xoropas Tens apyroi?

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

U yxe, 3arnymas apyr apyra,
<15> JIBa opkecTpa u3 TalHOIO Kpyra

3BYKH LUTIOT B JIEOEIMHYIO CEHb,

Ho rue romoc Moit H re 3xo0,

B uem craceHne ¥ B UeM mmomexa,

I'e cama s 1 rie TOABKO TEHB?

Kak cmactucs ot BTOpOT'O miara . . .
/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

B uepnosaTtom Ilapux Tymane,

<16> W HaBepHO, orATh MoaubsHU
HezametrHo Opoaui 3a MHOIA.
VY Hero neyanbHOE CBOMCTBO
Jlaxke B COH MO BHOCHUTB OECITOKOHCTBO
N 6p1Th MHOTHX O€/ICTBUIA BUHOM.
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/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

[I am leaving to meet an apparition
<13> But in truth it’s my own shade I’m battling—
No battle is more brutal.
My shade craves endless fame,
| stand at the border like a gendarme
And order it to turn back . . .

As they say nowadays in Moscow.

| want to crush beneath my foot

One who from a glowing frame shines bright;
That phony]

Her shoulders do not have wings

/\Vl\ /\Vl\ /\Vl\

This is more than calamity, dear,

<14> For right behind it, another,
A light dry tread, don’t you hear,
But which voice is mine, which, the other’s,
Who weeps, who’s drunk with laughter—
Which shadow leads, which follows after?

/\Vl\ /\Vl\ /\V/\

To be sure, each the other drowns out,
<15> Two orchestras from the darkened pit
Sending noises to the swans’ porch,
But I can’t tell, which is my voice, which, echo,
Which, myself, and which, just shadow,
Which rescues, which obstructs?

How to escape taking the second step . . .
/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

In the black mists of Paris,
<16> Once more Modigliani appears
Dimly trailing behind me.
He has the melancholy custom
Of invading my dreams, troubling them,
And causing much calamity.
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<17>

<18>

Ho on mue—cBoeit Eruntsnke . . .
Uto urpaer crapuk Ha IAPMaHKE,
A 1o Helt BeCh MapUKCKUM Ty,
CJI0BHO T'yJ1 MOJI3EMHOTO MOPSI—
OTOT TOXE JOBOJIBHO IOpst

U cThima u muxa—xiieOHyII.

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

U torga moit rocTh 3a3KpKaibHbIH,
Hepecenbiii 1 HeneYalIbHbIM,
[IpocTo CripoCHT: MPOCTHUIITH MEHSI.
OO0oBBET, KaK LENbIO JKEMIYKHOM,
U mMHe cpa3y cTaHeT He HyKHO
Mpaka HOUM U Osiecka JHS.

/\V/\ /\V/\ /\V/\

Bce roroBo nist BeTpeun npyra,
Jlasxe ru1aMeHb aJiCKOTo Kpyra—
Bce paBHO—uTO OyzeT moTom,

Ho ne 3Ha10, 4TO 3TO 3HAYUT,—
YTO Tak ropbKO MOW aHIelN IJIAYyeT,
ToT co cBUTKOM CBOMM U € IEpoM? . .
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<17>

<18>

But to me—his Egyptian—he is . . .

What the old man’s barrel-organ plays,
Under which all Paris is humming

Like the humming of an underground sea—
He too had his share of grief

And shame and malice—to drink down.

/\\//\ /\\//\ /\\//\

And then my guest from behind the mirror,
Neither cheerful nor sour,

Simply says: pardon me.

He enwraps me, like a string of pearls,
And at once, neither night’s veil

Nor day’s gleam, needs me.

/\Vl\ /\Vl\ /\Vl\

Ready to meet with the other,

Even in inferno’s ring of fire—

Both equal—what’s to come,

But I don’t know, what it signifies,—
There, my angel’s bitter cries,

Can quill and parchment record them? . .
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