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1

bopucy Ilacrepuaky

Kaxk nTuna, MHE OTBETHT 3XO.
B.IL

1
YMoIk BUepa HEMOBTOPUMBIN TOJIOC,
N nac mokuHy1 coOeceTHUK POIl.
OH npeBpaTHIICS B KHU3HB JAIOIIUN KOJIOC
Wy B TOHUANUIIN, UM BOCHETBIN JOXKIb.
U Bce 1BETHI, YTO TOJIBKO €CTh HA CBETE,
HaBcrpeuy 310 cMepTH paciBelIu.
Ho cpa3y crano Tuxo Ha miaHeTe,
Hocsimeit umst ckpoMHoe. .. 3eMItH.

2
C0BHO JI0YKa CJICIIOro DJIMIa,
My3a k cMepTH IpOBHUILA BEIIA,
A oz1Ha cymaclueaas JIumna
B srom TpaypHOM Mae 1Bena
IIpsiMo IpOTUB OKHa, i€ KOTAA-TO
OH noBenan MHe, 4TO Mepea HUM
Brércs myTh 30710TOM U KPBUIATBIN,
I'ne oH BBIIHEIO BOJIEN XpaHUM.

11 urons 1960 MockBa. borkunckas 00JabpHHUIA

For Boris Pasternak

Like a bird, the echo answers me. B.P.

1

A unique voice fell silent yesterday;

our woodland companion has gone his way,
changed into life-giving ears of grain

or — as he liked to sing — into the finest rain.
And all the flowers in all the world

burst into bloom to greet this death;

and suddenly it’s quiet on this planet

that bears the modest name of ... Earth.

Note: the “woodland companion” is the nightingale.

2
Like the daughter of Oedipus the Blind,
the Muse brought a seer to his latter end,
and one lime-tree blossomed, crazy,
in that mourning month of May.
Once, at the window opposite yon tree
he told me of a winged, golden pathway
waiting for him, beckoning,
reserved for him by heaven’s decree.

11 June 1960, Botkin Hospital, Moscow



O TebGe BCIOMMHAIO S PEIKO

U TBOEH HE TIICHSI0CH CYIB001,
Ho ¢ nymm He cTupaetcs MeTKa
HesnauntenbHol BCTpedn ¢ TOOOM.

KpacHsblil 10M TBOM HAPOYHO MUHYIO,
KpacHblit oM TBOM HaJl MyTHOM PEKO,
Ho s 3Ha10, 4TO rOPHKO BOJIHYIO

TBOI MPOHU3AaHHBINA COJTHIIEM TTOKOH.

[TycTh He TBI HAJ MOUMH YCTAMU
Haxnonsiiacs, Mojs 0 TI00BH,
[TycTh HE TBI 30JI0TBIMH CTUXAMH
ObeccMepTHII TOMIICHBSI MOH —

S Hag OyayuiuM TaitHO KOJAYIO,
Ecam Bedep coBceM romy0oid,

U npenuyOCTBYIO BCTpEdy BTOPYIO,
Hewnzbexnyto BcTpeuy ¢ TOOOM.

Though it's seldom I think about you
and I'm not enamoured of your fate,

I can't erase the mark made in my soul
that indifferent occasion we met.

On purpose I pass by your red house,

your red house beside the dark river,

and I know that I'm troubling your life in the sun
and setting your peace all a-quiver.

And though it's not you who bent over my lips
praying for love's embrace;

and though it's not you who rendered immortal
my torments in golden verse --

I cast spells in secret on what is to be
whenever the evening's pure blue;

and I sense that a second meeting there'll be,
an inevitable meeting with you.



ITo Tout nopore, rae JloHckon
Beun patp Benukyro Korga-To,
['ne BeTep MOMHUT cynocTara,
I'ne mecs1l KenThlid U pOraThlid, --

S mna, Kak B rIIyOMHE MOPCKOM. . .

[[IunoBHUK Tak Ojaroyxai,

Uro naxke mpeBpaTHIICS B CIOBO,
W BcTpetuts 5 ObLIa roTOBA
Moeii cy1bOBI I€BSITHINA BaJl.

Along that road where brave Donskoi
once led his mighty host to war,
where the wind's mindful of the foe,
the moon's a crescent of yellow,

I walked as if in ocean deep...

The sweet briar so perfumed the air
as if 't were speech itself so rare;

and [ was apt at last to meet

the ninth and fatal wave of fate.



YyryHHast orpaja,
CocHoBast KpOBaTh.

Kaxk crnaznko, 9To HEe HAI0
MHe 6oJibIlie peBHOBATH.

ITocTens MHE CTENIOT 3TY
C pwI1anbeM U MOJILOOI;
Teneps rymsai o cBeTy
I'me xouertb, 60r ¢ ToOOM!

Tenepb TBOM CIyX HE pAHUT
Heuncrosas peus,

Tenepb HUKTO HE CTAHET
Caeuy 110 yTpa XKeub.

J10OMIHCH MBI TTIOKOIO

W HenopoyHbIX THEH. ..
TwI Tavenis — g HEe CTOIO
OnHoM ciie3nl TBOEH.

Cast-iron railings,
a bed of pine.

And jealousy?

So sweet it’s gone.

With sobs and prayers
my bed was made.
Walk at will now,
God at your side!

Your ears not stung
by ranting words.
No candle-burning
until the dawn.

We won our peace:
clear days and dear.
You’re weeping? — I'm
not worth a tear.



[Tocne BeTpa u Mopo3a ObLIO
JIt060 MHE TIOTPeThCs y OTHSL.
Tam 3a cepauem s HE ycleauia,
U ero ykpanu y MeHsl.

HoBorognuii npa3gHuK AJIATCS TBIITHO,
Brnaxsbl cTe0IM HOBOTOAHHX PO3,

A B rpyiu MOEH YK€ HE CIBIIIHO
Tpeneranue cTpexos.

Ax! He TpyaHO yrajgatb MHE BOpa,

Sl ero y3Haro mo riaszam.

TonpKO CcTpalIHo TakK, 4TO CKOPO, CKOPO
OHn BepHET CBOIO JOOBITY CaM.

Delightful, after all the wind and frost
to warm myself beside the fire;

but there I failed to guard my heart
and someone stole it in desire.

The New Year celebrations linger,
the roses' stems are soft and moist;
but in my breast no longer sings

the whirring of dragonflies' wings.

O, it's not hard to guess the thief:

I knew him straightway by his eyes.
My fear is that he'll come back soon
and return his purloined prize.



He npucnan nu nebens 3a MHOIO,
Wnu noaxy, nnn y€pHbIi MI0T? —
OH B 1IeCTHAAIIATOM 'Oy BECHOIO
Ob6eman, 9To CKOPO caMm MPUAET.
OH B 1IeCTHAAIIATOM 'Oy BECHOIO
["oBopwuit, yTO NITHLIEH NpHIIEdy
Uepes Mpak U CMEPTH K €ro MOKOIO,
[IpuKoCHYCBH KPBIJIOM K €T0 IIIeuy.
MHe ero emg cMerTCs 04n

U teneps, mecTHAAATON BECHO.
Urto MHE nenath? AHreln MoJyHOUH
Jo 3apu GecemyeT cO MHOM.

1936

Did he send no swan for me,

did he send no boat, no dark raft?

He promised in the spring of 'sixteen
that he would come without delay.

I'd fly to him like a bird in the spring
of nineteen sixteen, he said.

Through darkness and death I'd come to his perch
and touch his shoulder with my wing.
His laughing eyes still haunt me;

the sixteenth spring has come and gone.
What can I do? The midnight angel
debates with me until dawn.

1936



Beuep

Momntochk OKOHHOMY JIy4y —
On OiiesieH, TOHOK, TPSIM.
CeronHs s ¢ yTpa MOy,
A cepaiie — nomnojam.

Ha pykomoiinuke moem
[Tozenenena menp.

Ho Tak urpaer ny4 Ha HeM,
Yro Beceo risaeTs.

Takoil HEBUHHBIN U IPOCTOM
B BeuepHel TuinHeE,

Ho B 3TOM XpamuHe mycTon
OH cII0BHO ITpa3gHMK 30JI0TON
N yremense MHe.

Evening

I pray to the slender shaft of light

that pierces the window, pale and straight.
Since morning I have not spoken;

today my heart in two is broken.

The shiny brass on my wash-stand

has turned to verdigris of late.

Yet the light that plays upon it

is a gladness to behold.

So simple it is and innocent

in the evening quiet;

and in this empty shrine

it furnishes me with a space of gold
and consolation.



Bo cue

UEpHy10 U MPOYHYIO PA3IyKy

A Hecy ¢ ToOOO HapaBHE.

UTo % ThI MJ1a4EeIIb?

Jaii MHE JTy41ie pyky,

Oo0ermaii onATh NPUITH BO CHE.
MHe ¢ T06010 Kak rope ¢ ropoio. ..

Mse ¢ T000# Ha CBETE BCTPEUH HET.

TosbKO O THI MOJTHOYHOIO MTOPOIO

UYepes 3Be37bI MHE IIPUCIIAII IPUBET.

1946

In Dreams

We suffer equally this parting:

It is dark, and it is lasting.

Why weep? Give me your hand

Promise to come again in dreamland.

You and I are like grief upon dearest grief...
In this world, for us, there can be no meeting.
Just send me in the small hours,

via the stars,

A greeting.

1946



Becconnunna

['ne-To KoMKy KanoOHO MAYKAIOT,
3BYyK IIAroB sl U3aJIH JIOBIIO. . .
XopoI11o TBOH CJI0Ba OAIOKAIOT:
Tpetuii Mecsll 1 OT HUX HE CILTIO.

ToI OnATE, OISITH CO MHOM, OeccoOHHUIIA!
HenonBuxHbIM JTUK TBOU Y3HAIO.

Uro, kpacaBuiia, 4To, O€33aKOHHUIIA,
Pa3Be mi10xo s Tede 1moro?

OKHa TKaHbIO 0€JIOI0 3aBCIICHEI,
[Tomympak cTpyuTcs TOIy0O0id. ..
WNnu nanbHei BECThIO Mbl YTEIIEHbI?
Ortuero MHe TakK JIETKO ¢ TOOOI?

Insomnia

I hear caterwauling somewhere,
Distant footfalls echo in the night.

A fine lullaby to me you left!

The third month, this, since last I slept.

You're with me once again, insomnia,
Your iron face closer than anything;
Beauty, lawless beauty that you are,
Really, don't you like the way I sing?

Windows draped in white, diffuse
twilight with a spreading haze of blue...
Are we consoled by news from far away?
And why am I so light of heart with you?



10

[TsaThIM HEICTBHEM qpaMBbl
Beer BO31yXx oceHHui,
Kaxxnas ki1ym6a B mapke
Kaxercs cBexeil MOTUIION.
CrpaBnieHa yucTas TpU3Ha,
U Gosnbliie HEYero aenars.
Yto K€ 1 MEJITI0, CTOBHO
Ckopo cBepxkurcs 4yn0?
Tak TsKEMYy0 TOAKY JOIT0
VY npucranu cnaboil pykoro
VY nepxuBaTh MOKHO, IPOLIASICH
C Tem, KTO ocTajCs Ha CylIe.

Like the fifth act of a play

the park breathes autumn air;

every flower-bed

recalls a fresh grave.

A meal concludes the funeral;
there's nothing left to do.

Why then do I delay?

Am I waiting for a miracle?

Yes, for a frail hand

can detain a heavy boat at the quay,
bidding farewell to one who must stay
on dry land.
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Mys3e

My3a-cecTpa 3ariisiHyJia B JIUILIO,
Barnsn eé€ siceH u apoxk.

U ortHs1a 30710TOE KONBIO,
[IepBblii BECEHHBIN NOAAPOK.

Mys3a! Tsl BUAMIIB, KAK CHACTIUBBI BCE—
JleByIIKH, KEHIIUHBI, BJIOBHI. ..

Jlydame moruGny Ha KoJyece,

ToabKO HE 3TH OKOBHI.

3Hato: rajas, 1 MHE OOpHIBAThH
HexHblil IBETOK Maprapurky.
JloIbKeH Ha 3TOM 3eMIIe UCIIBITaTh
Kasxiprit TFOOOBHYIO TIBITKY.

2Kry 1o 3apu Ha OKOIIKE CBEUYy
W HM1 0 KOM HE TOCKYIO,

Ho He xouy, He X041y, HE X0Uy
3HaTh, KaKk LEIYIOT IPYIyIo.

3aBTpa MHE CKaXXyT, CMEsICh, 3€pKaJa:
«B30p TBOI1 HE SICEH, HE SIPOK...»
Tuxo orBeuy: «OHa OTHsIA

Boxwuit mogapok.»

To my Muse

My Sister, my Muse, looked into my face,
her glance both sharp and clear;

and she took away my golden ring,
Spring's first present of the year.

O Muse! You can see how happy they are,
the girls, the women and widows...

I would rather be broken on the wheel
than carry these fetters.

I break off the daisy's tender head,
seeking the flowery portent;

and I know that everyone on this earth
has to endure love's torment.

I set a light in the window till dawn,

though there's absolutely no one I'm missing.

But the truth is I just don't want to know
that there's anyone else he's kissing.

Tomorrow the smirking mirrors will tell me:
“Neither sharp nor clear are your eyes.”
I shall whisper: “She took all I had:

my heavenly prize.”
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OpHM MIAIATCS B JIACKOBBIE B30PbI
Jlpyrue nproT 10 COJTHEYHBIX JIy4eH,
A 5 BCIO HOYb BEJly IIEPETOBOPHI

C HEYKpPOTUMOM COBECTHIO CBOEH.

S roopro: «TBoé Hecy s Opems
Tsxénoe, Thl 3HaelIb, CKOJIBKO JIET.»
Ho nns Heé He cymecTByeT Bpems,

W nnst He€ mpocTpaHCTBA B MUPE HET.

U cHOBa 4€pHBII MacIEHUYHBIN Beuep,
3noBenuii Mapk, HECTEITHBIN Oer KOHS,
W nonHeIi cyacThs U BECEIbs BETEP,

C HeOecHBIX Kpy4 CICTEeBIINN HA MEHS.

A HaJ10 MHOU CIIOKOMHBIN U ABYPOTHIl
Crour cBUaETENb. .. 0, TYJa, TyAa

[To npeBHeN moakanpu3oBO AOPOTE,
I'ne nebGenun u MEpTBas BojA.

1936

Some spend the time exchanging fond glances,
others drink on till the first rays of sun;

all night ’'m making retreats and advances,
conscience and I in a battle not won.

I say, “How long have I carried your yoke,

a dead weight on my back all those years!”
But conscience has simply no notion of time,
knows nothing of earthly abysses and fears.

Carnival time: and that ride in the dark;

the trot of the horse through the sinister park.
And the wind full of bliss, the wind full of joy
wafting down from the dizzying sky.

Above me the crescent moon stands witness;
quietly it watches, and—O! that I were

on the road that leads by the ancient cypress,
where swans float on the motionless mere!
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3aueM Bbl OTPABUIIN BOY

U ¢ rpsa3pro Mol cmemanu xyued?
3adeM mociaeaHIo CBOOOTY
Be! npeBpamaere B Bepren?

3a To, 4TO 1 HEe U3JeBaIach
Hag ropekoii rubenbio apyseit?
3a T0, YTO 51 BEpHA OCTaJIach
[TewanbHO poanHe Moen?
ITycTe Tak. be3 nanaya u maxu
[ToaTy Ha 3emJie He ObITb.

Hawm nokasiHable py6axu,

Hawm co cBeuoit uaTu U BHITH.

Why did you pollute the water,

with vileness adulterate my bread?
Why did you make the final freedom
into a den of thieves instead?

Was it because I did not mock

the bitter fate of friends?

Was it because I’d not betrayed

my piteous native land?

So be it. There can be no poet

without a butcher and a butcher’s block.
Weeping we go, with guttering candle,
garbed in penitential smock.
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[ITupox u xENT BEUEPHHUI CBET,
HexHa anpenbckas npoxiaza.
TrI 0ono31a1 Ha MHOTO JIET,

Ho Bcé-Taku Tebe s pana.

Cro1a KO MHE TIOOJIMIKE CSIb,
I'maou Bec€npiMu T1a3aMu:
Bor 3ta cunHas TeTpansp --
C MOUMH JIETCKUMHU CTUXaMH.

[Tpoctwn, uTo s >xMIa CKOPOST
W connny pagosanack Maio.
[Tpoctn, mpocTH, 4To 3a TEOS

SI CAUIIIKOM MHOTHX [puHUMaJIa.

Wide and yellow the evening light.
I feel a gentle April chill.

Your coming's late by many a year
but to me you're welcome still.

Look at me with those merry eyes;
sit down next to me this minute:
here's that blue-bound notebook
with my girlish verses in it.

Forgive me for living like a hermit,
for not delighting in the sun.
Forgive my taking so many others

when—you know—you were the one.
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[Tpopountib, TOpbKast, ¥ pyKH ypOHHIIA,
[Tpunumnia npsab BoJoc K OECKPOBHOMY Yely,
N ynpi6aemnbest — 0, HE OJIHY MUETy

Pymsinas ynpiOka cobma3zuuna

N 6abouky cMyTuIa HE OHY.

Kax nyHHbI€ T71a3a CBETJIBI, M HAPSKEHHO
Jlaneko BUASIIMIA OCTAHOBHWIICS B30P.

To MEpTBOMY JIH CJIaIOCTHBIA YKOP,

Wnu >xuBbIM mpoiaenib 01arocKiIOHHO
TBOE U3HEMOKEHbE U 11030P?

1921

Bitter woman,

you speak of things to come;

your arms hang limp,

a lock of hair sticks to your bloodless brow.
You smile, and — o, those rosy lips

enticed many a bee for honeyed sips

and dazzled many a butterfly!

Your moon-eyes shine,

your gaze is bent on things afar.

And is your gentle chiding

for a man now dead?

Or do you grant pardon to the living for
your weariness

and for the shame upon your head?

1921



