AHHA AXMATOBa

IMoaHouyHbIe cTHXH

Bmecmo noceAuleHus

I[To BostHaM Ouy’xJaro U Mpsiuych B JIeCy,
Mepenrych Ha YUCTOM 3MalH,

Paznyky, HaBepHO, HEIJIOXO CHECY,

Ho Bctpeuy ¢ Tobor0 — ez1a .

JleTo 1963

1. IlpenBeceHHss dnerus

Mex coceH MeTenb IPUCMUPENa,
Ho, nesaas u 6e3 BUHa,

Tawm, cioBao Odenus, nena

Bcro HOUb Ham caMa THIIMHA.

A TOT, KTO MHE TOJIBKO Ka3ajcs,
bbu1 ¢ Tolt 00py4YeH TUIIMHOH,
[IpocTUBIINCH, OH WIEAPO OCTAICH,
OH HacMepTh OCTAJICS CO MHOM.

Komaposo 10 mapTa 1963

Anna Akhmatova

Night Verses

Instead of a dedication

I roam the waves, | hide in the forest,
my image haunts the pure blue sky;
it's true that I'm not bad at parting;
what is hard is meeting you.

Summer 1963

1. Early spring elegy

Amid the pines the snowstorm abated,
yet silence itself, like Ophelia,

even without wine inebriated,

all night sang its song to us.

The man, it seemed to me,

to that same silence was betrothed:;

he bade farewell, yet kindly stayed
and stayed with me till death.

Komarovo 10 March 1963



2. IlepBoe npenynpexaeHue

Kaxkoe Ham, B CyliHOCTH, JI€TI0,
Yo Bce mpeBpamaeTcs B rpax,
Han ckonpkumu 6e3aHaMu mena
N B CKONBKUX KMIIA 3€pKAJIAX.
Ilyckaii s He cOH, HE OTpaja

W menbIie Bcero 01aroath,
Ho, MosxeT ObITh, yarie, 4em HaJo,
[Ipunercs Tebe BCOMUHATD —
W ryn 3aTuXaronux CTpoyex,

W ri1a3, 4To CKpBIBAET HA JTHE
ToT prkaBbIil KOJIOUMI BEHOUYEK
B TpeBoxkHOM CBOEH THILIHHE.

Mocksa 6 urons 1963

2. The first warning

What does it really matter to us

that everything turns to dust?

How often have I sung,

a yawning abyss at my feet?

In how many mirrors have | lived?

Let me not be just a dream, a reflection
nor (least of all, Dear God!)

some grateful gift.

But perhaps you'll remember me from time to time,
(perhaps more often than you should)
and the sound of these fading lines

and the eye that hides in its depths

that rusty, spiked wreath

in its anxious silence.

Moscow 6 June 1963



3. B 3azepkaiibe

KpacoTka o4uenb monona,

Ho He u3 Hamiero croieTsbs,

BnaBoem Ham He ObIBaTh — Ta, TPETHA,
Hac ne ocraBuT HUKOTAA.

TpI moaBUTaEIb KPECIIO €N,

Sl meapo ¢ Hell AeNI0Ch IIBETAMHU. . .
Yro aenaemM — HE 3HAEM CaMH,

Ho ¢ xaxxapIM MUTOM HaM CTpaHIHeﬁ.

Kax BBIICAIIHNE U3 TIOPbMEI,
MBI 4TO-TO 3HaEM APYT O APyre
VkacHoe. MBI B aJICKOM KpyTe,
A MOJXET, 3TO U HE MBI.

Komaposo 5 utons 1963

3. Beyond the looking-glass

She's a beauty, and so very young,
not our century at all.
It's never just the two of us;
this third just has to come along.
You move her chair.
I share my flowers.
What are we doing?
We've no ideg;
each passing moment
heightens fear.
Like prisoners released from jail
we all know frightful things about each other.
We're trapped inside the wheel of hell.
And is it “us” at all? —we cannot tell.

Komarovo 5 June 1963



4. TpuHaauath CTPOYEK

U HakoHell Thl CIOBHO IPOU3HEC

He Tak, kak Te... 4TO Ha OJTHO KOJICHO, --
A Tak, Kak TOT, KTO BBIBpaJICS U3 IJICHA
W BunuT ceHb CBSIIEHHYIO Oepe3
CKBO3b paJlyry HEBOJIbHBIX CJIE3.

U Bkpyr TeOs 3amena TUIINHA,

W 4ucThIM COJIHLIEM CyMpaK 03apuiics,
W Mup Ha MUT OUH TpeoOpa3uiIcs,

U cTpaHHO U3MEHMIICS BKYC BHHA.

U naxe s1, KoMy yOWiIei ObITh
BboxkecTBEeHHOTO ClI0OBa MPECTOSIIO,
IToutn OnaroroseiiHo 3amMoJI4aia,

Y100 >kM3Hb 0JIArOCIIOBEHHYIO NMPOJUINTh.

8-12 aBrycra 1963

4. Thirteen lines

You spoke, finally,

not like a suitor, on one knee,

but like someone escaped from captivity
who suddenly sees birch trees,

a sacred canopy,

through the rainbow of involuntary tears.
Silence all around you sang

and dusk dispersed in the pure sunlight.
For a moment the world was a transfigured whole
and the wine tasted strangely different.
And even |, cast in the role

of the murderer of the divine word

fell silent almost with reverence
prolonging a life so blessed.

8-12 August 1963



5. 30B

B xoTopyro-To u3 coHar

T€0s1 51 CrIpady OCTOPOKHO.

O! kak TbI ITO30BENIb TPEBOKHO,
Henomnpasumo BuHOBAT

B ToM, 4T0 IpubIM3MICS KO MHE
XoTst ObI Ha OJJHO MTHOBEHbE,
TBos MedTa — NICUE3HOBECHEE,

I'te cMepTh NHILIB )KEePTBA TULIMHE.

1 nronsa 1963

5. The call

I will hide you away carefully

in one of the Sonatas.

O how anxiously you call,

hopelessly guilty of

getting close to me

even for a single moment.

You aspire to disappear

where death is only a sacrifice to silence.

1 July 1963



6. Hounoe nocemenue

He na nucronamoBom acdanbte
byneuws noaro xaatk.

MeI ¢ To0O0# B Anaxxno Busansau
Bcerpernmcest onAts.

CHOBa CBEYM CTaHYT TYCKJIIO-KEJIThHI
W 3aKISTBI CHOM,

Ho cMbI4oK HE cripocUT, Kak BOIIEI ThI
B Mo moTHOYHBIN J10M.
[IpoTekyT B HEMOM CMEpPTEIBLHOM CTOHE

OTH moj4aca,
[IpounTaenib Ha MOEH J1aIOHU
Te xe uyneca.
U Torpa Teds TBOS TpeBora,
CraBias cyas00#,
YBener oT Moero nopora
B nensinoit mpuboii.

Komapogo 10-13 cenrsops 1963

6. Night visit

You'll not have long to wait

on the leaf-strewn street.
To the music of Vivaldi

you and | again will meet.
The candles will stand opaque

and yellow, vowed to sleep.
But neither they nor the violin

will enquire how you got in.
These half-hours will go by

in inarticulate, dire moans,
You will read the same marvels

on my palms.
And then your fear,

by now a fateful pattern,
Will banish you from my door

into the icy breakers.

Komarovo 10-13 September 1963



7. 1 mociaenHee

bruta Hax Hamu, Kak 3Be37a HaJ MOPEM,
Nia nydom eBATHIA CMEPTHBIN Bal,
TrI HA3BIBAM ee Oe0i U TopeM,

A pajocThiO HU pa3y HE Ha3Ball.

JlHem mepea HaMu JTaCTOYKON KpYy>KuJa,
VY p10K0# paciBeTana Ha ryoax,

A HOYBIO JIEASTHON pyKOH Aymuia
O6oux pazoM. B pa3Hbix ropogax.

W HUKaKUM HE BHEMIISI CJIaBOCIIOBBSIM,
[Tepe3aObIB Bce MpexKHHUE TPEXH,

K 6ecconHelmMM nMpunaBIly U3roj0BbSIM,
bopmoueTr okasHHbIE CTUXH.

23-25 urona 1963

7. And the last one

She was above us, like a star over the sea,
seeking the light;

the ninth and fatal wave came over us.
You called her “ill-fate” and “bitter”;

Did you call her “joy”? Never.

During the day, like a swallow, she circled before
us

shining like a smile on our lips,

and at night, with an icy hand,

she smothered us both

simultaneously in different cities.

Hearing no eulogies
forgetting all former sins
she mutters accursed poems
into the sleepless pillows.

23-25 July 1963



Bmecmo nocnecnosus

A Tam, r71e COYHHSIOT CHBI,
O00ouM — pa3HbIX HE XBATHUJIO,
ME&1 BuieM OJTMH, HO CcHIla

brita B HEM, KaK IMIPpHUXO0Ia BECCHEIL.

1965

Instead of an epilogue

Where dreams gather

we two sufficed and,
needing none else,
shared a single vision;
and there was power in it
like the arrival of spring.

1965



