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Translatorôs Preface 

 

In 1999 I began research for an opera on the life of Anna Akhmatova in 

collaboration with Marc Satterwhite.   As the outline developed, Act 1 came to focus on 

The Stray Dog in 1913 and Act 3 on the writing of Poem Without A Hero during WWII.  

The events of Act 3 recall and reshape the events of Act 1, just as the poem is a 

ñremembranceò of the poetôs youthful past.    

Act 2 focuses on Akhmatova, her son, Osip and Nadezhda Mandelôshtam and 

their terrifying cat-and-mouse games with Stalinist authorities during the latter 1930s as 

reflected in Akhmatovaôs poem Requiem.   

As I wrote, I challenged myself to translate afresh any lines of Akhmatova quoted 

in the libretto, which led in time to this complete translation of first Requiem and 

eventually Poem Without A Hero.  Although, with its relentless force of voice and 

images, its conciseness and angularity, Requiem is a stunning poem and by any scale that 

I can imagine, one of the great poems, in my experience, Poem Without A Hero is far 

more astonishing, and I believe, far more incomparable.  As a meditation on 

consciousness and its relation to the remembered past, it stands in direct lineage to 

Wordsworthôs The Prelude and Proustôs Remembrance of Times Pastðand stands their 

peer.  But were Wordsworthôs reclaimed past is of the developmental and developing 

self, and Proustôs layers onto the developmental self a lavish satiric-nostalgic evocation 

of a bygone social world, Akhmatova, while performing both Wordsworthean and 

Proustean moves, inflects her project with urgencies imposed by a political system that 

violently appropriates and revises the public past. In 1956, Czeslaw Milosz in  one of his 

own attempts to right the past, by writing the past, writes: 

 

  Whoever, in this century, forms letters 

  In ordered lines on a sheet of paper 

  Hears knockings, the voices of poor spirits 

  Imprisoned in a table, a wall, a vase 

  Of flowers.  They seem to want to remind us 

  Whose hands brought all these objects into being. 

  Hours of labor, boredom, hopelessness 

  Live inside things and will not disappear. 

  The one who holds the pen, to whom this world 

  Of things is given, feels uneasy, is afraid. 

  He tries to achieve a childish innocence, 

  But the magic had fled form magic spells.   

(A Treatise on Poetry,18) 

 

The words, contemporaneous with one of Akhmatovaôs periods of work on Poem 

Without A Hero and the ancillary pieces called ñProse About The Poema: Pro Domo 

Mea,ò although unintended by Milosz, do serendipitously describe Akmatova and the 

impulses that produced her poem. 

In saying this, I clearly side with those who see the poem as an enduring 

testimony and stunning verbal construction.  This view is somewhat at odds with her 
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own, at least in so far as she shared it with Isaiah Berlin during her visit to Oxford near 

the end of her life.  In his essay on Akhmatova and Pasternak, he records: 

 

I asked her if she would ever annotate the Poem Without a Hero: the 

allusions might be unintelligible to those who did not know the life it was 

concerned with; did she wish them to remain in darkness?   She answered that 

when those who knew the would about which she spoke were overtaken by 

senility or death, the poem would die too; it would be buried with her and her 

century; it was not written for eternity, nor even for posterity: the past alone had 

significance for poetsðchildhood most of allðthose were the emotions that they 

wished to re-create and re-live.  Vaticination, does to the future, even Pushkinôs 

great epistle to Chaadaev, were a form of declamatory rhetoric, a striking of 

grandiose attitudes, the poetôs eye peering into a dimly discernible future, a pose 

which she despised. (550-1) 

 

This statement should be seen against her frequent comments that she had the ability to 

prophesy the future. 

 Against this report, Berlinôs comment upon his first hearing her read the poema to 

him is significant. 

 

It is a mysterious and deeply evocative work: a tumulus of learned commentary is 

inexorably rising over it.   Soon it may be buried under its weight. (544) 

 

If a tumulus were rising in 1980 when he wrote the essay, how much more so in 2000 

when I began my journey with the poem!   To develop a project of over 1000 pages 

would seem inexorably to seal that tumulus and lose entirely the text.  But I think perhaps 

quite the opposite.  Perhaps by setting before readers the full texts of works she had in 

mind or at hand, letting them fish around as they choose, and accompanying them with 

glosses that point to possible ways those texts and Akhmatovaôs poema resonate with one 

another, may help preserve its ñmysteryò and ñdeeply evocativeò power, so that another 

generation of reader can have the quality of experience Berlin did in 1945.  Perhaps the 

poem need not ñdieò and ñbe buried with her and her century.ò 

 My project does seek to annotate the allusions and even more by translating 

whole poems to offer readers of Poem Without a Hero something that might partially 

replicate the textual culture and poetic universe in which she thought and wrote.  For non-

Russian readers this entails many poems and poets who are quite unfamiliar.  But I do not 

make the assumption that such annotations and paratextual foliation are required in order 

to approach the poem.  Quite the opposite.  My own infatuation with Poem Without a 

Hero arose out of the poemaôs allures and pleasures, quite distinct from allusions and 

historical references. 

As I have worked to translate it, I have come to live with its intricacies, rhythms, 

allusive and illusive games, so much so that it has entered into my seeing and being in the 

world. For me these are what make the poema enduring and belie Akhmatovaôs 

predictions of its imminent death. 

I have become a different sensibility and consciousness because of it.  Paul 

Blackburn wrote, ñI donôt become the author when Iôm translating his prose or poetry, 
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but Iôm certainly getting my talents into his hang-ups.  Another personôs preoccupations 

are occupying me.  They literally own me for that time . . .  In a way you live [the text] 

each time, I mean youôre there.  Otherwise, youôre not holding the poemò (qtd. in 

Wechsler, 47).  Akhmatovaôs hang-ups and preoccupations with the ethical 

responsibilities to her own past in a culture of relentless historical revisions and agony 

over the fragility and deceptiveness of memoryðwhich I take to be the ñmatterò of Poem 

Without A Heroðhave come to occupy and even ñownò me.  In July 2002 as the 

American war in Iraq intensified, I found myself remembering back to the Vietnam War 

and the 1960s in a way that generated a dialogue between my own sense of youthful 

complicity in events that led to later ñretributionsò on my country.  A series of dialogues 

with Akhmatova began, first in the the inner ear of my poetôs mind, and later in an ode 

form I devised that lasted until September 2005 forming a manuscript of fifty such 

pieces, The Akhmatova Odes: 150n Sprung Sonnets and 50 Haiku Strings for Four 

Voices. 

I have also become familiar with the comments and discussions of the poema by 

critics and translators.  My sense of what it is differs from theirs, and in some other 

context I hope to find an occasion to write about what this poema is.  My sense of the 

poema, however, irrepressibly leaks into my endnotes as well as the extensive list of 

names, phrases and lines of cross-reference.  My major aims here are (1) to provide 

relevant information that American readers may not have at hand, making no 

assumptions about shared general education, and (2) to cross-reference the five versions 

as well as the pieces in ñProse About the Poema: Pro Domo Meaò and ñFrom the Ballet 

ñThe Fortieth Yearòò and the many other poems that link to them. 

Why translate five versions?  T. A. Gorkova provides four complete texts of 

Poem Without A Hero (including a photocopy reprint of the entire Akhmatova hand copy 

of version one) from 1941, 1946, 1956 and 1965.  Each reflectis a hand copy or 

typescript that Akhmatova assembled or oversaw the assembling of at a point where she 

believed the poema had achieved closure, or might be published.  In addition to these 

four ñauthoritativeò texts, manuscripts and typescripts provide many variants in words, 

line indentations, punctuation and typographyðas documented in T. A. Gorkovaôs notes.  

The scholarly work on Akhmatova manuscripts continues unabated in Russia, and no 

doubt T. A. Gorkovaôs edition will be supplemented, or even supplanted, in the future, 

because fragments, scraps of drafts, letters and notes continue to be discovered.  I have 

identified several allusions not mentioned in her notes.  The textual situation is analogous 

to the multiple versions of The Prelude by William Wordsworth.  And like that poem, the 

ability to see and compare versions is for readers richly illuminating, especially as they 

provide insight into how the poema shaped itself architecturally over time.   The groping 

emergence of a typographical system for line indentations is one of the most striking 

features that the four versions document.  This search for form eventually led to the hard-

won patterns of strophes and stanzas that Anatoly Nayman insightfully describes as 

recorded at appropriate points in my notes. 

Some readers may question the merit of reprinting and translating both the 

Hemschemeyer version (1990) and the fourth version given by T. A. Gorkova (1998) 

since both reflect the last version by Akhmatovaðwhat some editors call her ñfinalò or 

ñdefinitiveò or ñauthoritativeò version.  Hemschemeyerôs Russian text has been the most 

easily available text in the United States and her translation the most authoritative; but 
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despite her conservative practice, it is ultimately a composite or redacted text based on 

Struve-Filippov with some Zhirmunskii  variants.  She dates this redaction 1962, almost 

thre years earlier than T. A. Gorkovaôs final version, and indeed the two are not identical.  

Struve-Filippov and Zhirmunskii  have been superceded by three decades of Russian 

textual scholarship, as reflected in the T. A. Gorkova text.  Nevertheless, 

Hemschemeyerôs redacted Russian text remains the most readily available to American 

readers.  I have, therefore, reprinted and retranslated the Hemschemeyer (1990) Russian 

text because readers may want to make direct comparisons with it and T. A. Gorkova, 

and because despite Hemschemeyerôs felicitous performance in Englishðwhich I admire 

tremendouslyðmy own sense of the poema does not always accord with hers. 

 Here is a brief description of T. A. Gorkovaôs volumes that cover Akhmatovaôs 

poetry. 

 

1. Volume one (1998), Poems 1904-1941 (T. A. Gorkova prints the poems in 

chronological order ignoring Akhmatovaôs orderings in published 

volumes). 

 

2. Volume two, Part one (1999), Poems 1941-1959 (chronological order). 

 

3. Volume two, Part two (1999), Poems 1959-1966 (chronological order). 

 

4. Volume three (1998), Long Poems (Poemas), Pro Domo Mea and Theatre 

Pieces (including four complete texts plus a facsimile of Poem Without A 

Hero). 

 

5. Volume four (2000), Volumes (includes the seven volumes Akhmatova 

published during her life as they appeared originally, plus two planned 

compilations for the projected volume The Flight of Time (1962 and 

1963).  The majority of poems here appear also in volumes one and two, 

but often with significant differences). 

 

Besides the five versions of Poem Without A Hero that I translate here, I include 

ñProse about the Poema: Pro Domo Mea,ò ñFrom the Ballet ñThe Fortieth Yearòò and 

poems by Akhmatova and others.   These poems are linked to Poem Without A Hero.  My 

hope is to provide full texts at least for poems alluded to in Poem Without A Hero as well 

as poems that provide epigraphs. Many of the poems by other poets are not readily 

available to American readers.  Inclusion of ñProse about the Poema: Pro Domo Meaò 

and the ballet speak for themselves.  Most poems are translated complete except long 

ones such a Blokôs Retribution or Pushkinôs The Bronze Horseman. 

My list and notes err (some would say inexcusably) on the side of exfoliation.  I 

gloss generously, and cross-reference obsessively.  I do so because without doing so I 

quite simply do not know how to read and talk about Akhmatovaôs magnum opus.  My 

warrant with a reader for whom my work offers value is to expect no less than I expect of 

myself, and to trust no more than I can trust of myself. 

Finally, a word about the order of the secondary poems.   I started by attempting 

to sequence them in the order that the lines to which they refer occur in the poems, but 



xxxix 

 

this proved impractical.  Grouping by poet seemed to create a quixotic anthology.  

Eventually I let them group themselves in a semi-random jostle.  This has a couple 

virtues.  The supplemental poems fall in as disparate and wide-reaching a pattern as the 

references in Akhmatovaôs poema do: major poets, minor poets, Russian poets, non-

Russian poets, self-quotations, etc.  Second some refer to each other as much as to Poem 

Without a Hero (Tiutchevôs ñSilentiumò and Mandelôshtamôs ñSilentium for instance).  

Except for work like Shakespeareôs plays, I try to cite complete texts of non-Russian 

works in the list of names, phrases and lines of cross-reference.   

Do I have a philosophy of translation?  First let me say at the outset I am an 

autodidact in reading Russian, and have learned the language because of my desire to 

read Akhmatova.   She has been the portal through which I have read a wide range of 

Russian 19
th
 and 20

th
 century poet.  This is a wonderful way for a poet to learn a language 

because it takes you into the heart of words.   Akhmatova learned English also through 

reading poetry, and Isaiah Berlin found her English almost incomprehensible when he 

met her in 1945.  As I developed my translations I used all the resources I could find: 

dictionaries, critical comments, and previous translations if they exist (even bad ones on 

the internet).  All  such sources are duly acknowledged in notes or comments in list of 

names, phrases and lines of cross-reference. 

I find appealing Robert Wechslerôs notion of translation as the performance of a 

text in a different language.  If one thinks of a speech of Hamletôs for instance, many 

actors can perform the lines in remarkably different ways and still be accepted by 

audiences as Shakespeare, some with greater or lesser degrees of persuasiveness.  The 

same is true of performances of, say, The Moonlight Sonata of Beethoven.  However, if 

an actor re-wrote the lines, or a musician changed the harmonies to reflect jazz 

improvisations, audiences would find it to be no longer Shakespeare or Beethoven, 

although it might be persuasive and moving for other reasons.  Therefore, we might say 

there are more or less persuasive performances ñofò a text (translations) and more or less 

persuasive performances ñonò a text (what Robert Lowell called ñilluminationsò). 

My performances are sometimes less persuasive than I would like but they all 

endeavor to be performance, in verse, in English, ñofò the Russian originals.  Khlebnikov 

and Kliuev were particularly challenging.  Nineteenth century poets were easier to match 

rhyme schemes, meters and stanza forms because English had a well-developed poetic 

diction at that time that can be drawn on as an equivalent performance medium.  My 

performance of Pushkinôs A Modest House in Kolomna is particularly successful, I 

believe, because I heard Byronôs playfulness of Don Juan in the background as I worked 

on it. 

With the 20
th
 century poets, I often abandoned strict replications of rhymes and 

meters or used slant and off rhymes in place of exact rhymes.  Conversational diction and 

syntax has become the norm of much poetry in English of the 20
th
 century that to force 

the language into strict containers made the performances stilted.  With Akhmatova I 

became convinced as I worked that from her earliest to her latest poems the diachronic 

unfolding of images and phrases is the distinguishing feature of her effects.  To rearrange 

a long sentenceôs phrases and clauses might be syntactically accurate but poetically 

wrong.  Thus, my lines follow hers without much deviation.  By placing this principle 

foremost, I could not strive to build up rhymes the way I could with Pushkin where 

sentences could be performed more variously.  Mandelôshtam and Pasternak have tight 
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polyvalent structures that are highly attractive.  I feel I have performed a few of their 

poems well but am quick to admit many awkward translations of them as well.  

Tsvetaeva would seem to offer some of the sam challenges as Khlebnikov or Kliuev.  But 

her rushing onslaught of aural effects in Poem of Air were outrageous enough that I found 

a way to perform them in an English of which I am particularly satisfied. 

In the domain of performances, as I persisted in this project, I have read thousands 

of pages of Russian poetry in different translations. Two performances stand out as 

particularly amazing.   The pleasure I get from reading them over and over deserves a 

word of gratitude.  So, thank you Mark Rudman and Bohadan Boychuk for your 

performances of the poems in Pasternakôs My SisterðLife. Because of the poems you 

have made in Egnlish I appreciate why this book is one of the dozen or so most 

astonishing books of poety written last century by any poet in any language.  And to 

Angela Livingstone for her performance of The Ratcatcher by Tsvetaeva, I stand up and 

say ñBravo.ò  If English-speaking lovers of poetry want to know why Russians regard 

these poets so highly, they should read Rudman-Boychuk and Livingstone and be 

dazzled.  

 
 

A Note on the Transliteration of Names 

 

Despite some names such as Nikolay Gumilyov that have a more or less 

established a Western spelling not in conformity to the Library Of Congress system of 

transliteration from Cyrillic to English alphabets,  I have used that system for all names, 

thus Nikolai Gumilev. Because the western spelling is so well established, the one 

exception is Tchaikovsky not Chaikovskii.   However, if a name appears in a passage that 

I quote I leave it as that author spelled it, likewise for authors of books published in 

English; thus Nayman as author of Remembering Anna Akhmatova, but Naiman for 

references to him.  Inevitably this makes for some inconsistency.  Russian place names, 

inclding streets and building, are usually transliterated expect where a Western spelling 

has become so well established that it seems pedantic to do other wise; thus I use 

Hermitage for ʕʨʤʠʪʘʞ, not Ermitash. 

Donald N. Mager 

Charlotte, N.C., 2002-7 
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Thoughts About Akhmatova 

 

Liminality 

 

Sharon Leiter in Akhmatovaôs Petersburg (1983) gives the most complete and 

nuanced reading of Poem Without a Hero that I know.  She sees the poem as a fruition of 

the poetôs engagement with Petersburg/Petrograd/Leningrad as an increasingly central 

theme to her poetry.  Theme to me suggests ñwhat a poemò is ostensibly ñabout.ò  The 

city is the texture of images, atmospheres and settings through which her themes are 

embodied.  In saying this I in no way mean to suggest that I find her reading insufficient.  

If Poem Without a Hero has a theme it has to do with reclaiming the past with moral 

honesty unburdened by the deceptions of nostalgia.  Psychologically the poema enacts 

this theme, textured in its Petersburg/Leningrad embodiment, by re-presenting  a story of 

liminal transformation and recuperation.   That enactment is a metapoetic performance of 

densely textured allusions and self-references that is also an act of reclamationðthe great 

Russian literary legacy as the poet sees it, the Petersburg Silver Age poets who were 

suppressed by the Soviet regime, and a larger world culture which she and Mandelôshtam 

in their later years identified with Acmeism.  Susan Amert in In a Shattered Mirror 

explicates the poemaôs metapoesis as it textured through allusions and self-references. 

Anna Akhmatova is the great poet of liminality.  From her earliest lyric 

successesðpoems that became engraved in readersô memoriesðto late fragments, the 

characteristic turn of her staggering production is the presentation of some pivotal 

moment upon which an existential epiphany is seen to hinge, and because of which an 

existential moment is seen to change.  Her most widely anthologized poem cycle 

Requiem with its highly formal frieze of external communal scenes would seem to 

disprove this claim.  But the famous prose preface narrates the moment that generated the 

poem, and the poem is positioned in her biography as her, one is tempted to say ñriteò of 

passage from private to public poet.  And as we say, that made all the difference, 

including her pas de deux with Stalin during the war years, her eventual public expulsion 

from the Writerôs Union, her encounter with British philosopher Isaiah Berlin and the 

advent of the Anglo-Soviet Cold War. If that were not enough, on another level, 

ñRequiemò quite literally narrates the transformation from non-seeing into seeing and 

from inarticulateness into speaking. 

Throughout her work, narrative, character, setting, emotion, mood, strophic 

forms, word play, rhythms, line, allusion and a vast array of virtuoso textual effects 

constitute the strokes lightly brushed in support of a poemôs liminal core.  The moment 

(epiphany) at the core of a ñsymbolistò poem erases the moment itself as it points the 

readerôs attention toðbut can never fully presentða ñrealityò beyond the contingent and 

the actual.  By contrast the contingent and the actual are Akhmatovaôs media.  This is 

why she (as an Acmeist) was so profoundly in revolt against symbolism and this is why 

Russiaôs greatest symbolist poet Aleksandr Blok, even more than her beloved Pushkin, is 

the father against whom Akhmatova anxiously and lovingly writes herselfðstill 

addressing poems to him at the end of her life and forty five years after the end of his.  

His ñsymbolism,ò unlike the swarm of his contemporaries, seems often on the verge of 

embracing contingency and eschewing transcendence.   Her ñAcmeismò arches itself 

against symbolist flights. Her poems ground themselves in the moment and the momént 
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of their momentous momentariness.  They point not to an ineffable other world, but to an 

actual irrevocable future brought into being at the moment that renders the past not as a 

prior version of now, but alien to and virtually other than now.  

Liminality is fraught with epistemological conundrums, and from her earliest 

lyrics, Akhmatova relentlessly reveled in them, revisiting key moments again and again 

to tease out layer upon layer of significance.  This is why on a superficial reading her 

poems seem to be limited, even redundant, in themes, but despite apparent repetitions 

they lead neither to the impatience of boredom nor to self-imitation.  Instead, poem after 

poem strikes one as transformationally fresh and paradigmatic.  No wonder anthologies 

recycle Requiem with its fascinating anti-Stalinist political courage.  To go beyond this 

attractively teachable chestnut, an anthologist would have to pick just one or two prize-

winning enticingly similar roses from a very large prize-winning garden.  Which?  Why?   

At the liminal threshold, at the moment of passing from one state into another, 

what counts as fact, truth and even meaning radically alters.  A poet who writes her way 

out of moment upon moment of liminal crossing simultaneously writes her way into a 

swamp of indeterminate and proliferating significations.  In the Soviet culture of 

relentless and often cruel historical revisionism, with Requiem, decidedly Akhmatova set 

herself up as public witness and truth-teller.  This, however, is not new; it is the same 

stance that for almost thirty years of writing she staunchly took as her own.  Witnessing 

and truth-telling defined the stance that as a young poet she had invented in relation to 

marriage, friendships, literary relationships and sexual affairsða candor that shocked and 

enticed early readers, and despite censorship and denunciations, assured readersô 

astonishing loyalty for decades and her astonishing popularity throughout the Soviet era 

even while for decades her books were out of print or banned.  But her candor was never 

confessional in the sense that ñselfò exposure and a display of vulnerability constituted 

the core of the poetic insight.  As personal as they are, her poems are not essentially 

about her as ñself.ò  They are about how a consciousness, in its acknowledgment of the 

past that pre-conditioned the moment at hand, while simultaneously rendering a future as 

imminent with its newly defined role and the selfsame past hereafter as irreclaimable, 

might be articulated as a poetic text.  At times she imagined Poem Without a Hero as a 

ballet but foundered in the narrative explicitness of stage action.  She called the poem a 

tale and designated its parts as chapters, but it never took root as a novel.  And after 

twenty years tinkering and four substantial versions, it doggedly stayed as what it first 

began, a poem, or in the Russian genre system, a poema. 

Except in cultures with formal rites of passage, one is already in the future that a 

liminal determinism has impelled before the liminality of the determining moment can be 

seen.  Loss of virginity only alters oneôs sexual status as a future of altered expectations 

and perceptions comes into play.  As one negotiates with past, current and/or future, 

potential and/or actual partners, the force of the new status comes into full view.  The 

power of expectations and perceptions to define potential or actual relations rides on 

deeply acculturated social codes not only individual preferences and values.  Whether 

oneôs passage out of virginity occurs in a society with strict codes and inflexible 

sanctions or in a culture of libertine hedonism, the post-virginal role is transformed from 

its irretrievable pre-condition and the shape of the new role is knowable only as a 

consequence of the act of passage not in or during it.  
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Knowledge of liminality is always retrospective and most often wrenches one to 

uncover or discover a false and now lost innocence.  To present a moment of liminal 

passage, as say a poet might, one must create the fiction of an imminent future that in fact 

is only knowable as consequence, even though some degree of prediction is sometimes 

feasible.  Thus the liminal poem is imbricated with equal layers of memory and of 

prophecy.  No surprise then that Akhmatova on occasion presented herself to friends in 

the persona of prophetess and took Cassandra as one of her emblems.  No surprise that 

recollection, memory, remembrance and remembering are frequent words throughout her 

poemsðthey are themes and tropes as well, and often figure in titles or the epigraphs that 

grace many poems.  This is why nostalgia is almost totally absent from the texture of her 

nuanced moods.  The past that gets summoned from a liminal stance is a site on the 

trajectory one was on before the transformative passage into a new role or new self.  Such 

a past is needed to frame the moment of passage.  One has no particular need for it to be 

either a good or a bad past, because its essential interest is that it has passed irretrievably.  

Nostalgia, by contrast, is heavily invested in a valuing of the past, a relishing of its loss 

through textures of longing, regret, grief or lament. 

The witnessing truth-tellerôs work on the pastðand it is more accurate to say 

ñwork on the pastò than ñwork with the pastò or even ñin the pastòð is ñto get it rightò at 

whatever cost.  This work identifies the trajectory that led to the moment of 

transformation.  It does not aspire to feed an emotion, no matter how pleasurable, now.  

ñGetting it rightò necessitates making judgments.  Even though the omniscience of the 

Marcel who narrates Proustôs gigantic novel is constantly brought into question and 

revised, the novelôs sweeping blend of nostalgia and satire for a bygone social world is 

magisterial.  It leaves Marcel relatively untouched.  Akhmatovaôs work on the past, time 

and again, draws her own past self into complicity with those whom she denounces, but 

even as she voices blame she does so with a sense of betraying a personal loyalty to one 

for whom she was once quite fond.  Even her most relentless acknowledgements of 

complicity seem to be sung in the register of ñthis is how it was thenò and not ñthis is 

how it should have been.ò 

As one moves across the years from version to version of Poem Without a Hero 

and sifts through the bits that constitute an unrealized ballet libretto and Pro Domo Mea: 

Prose About the Poema, one sometimes feels that Akhmatovaôs work on the past may 

never ñget it right.ò The more work she strives to do, the messier it all seems to get. 

Denunciations jostle loyalties, betrayals are entangled in fondness.  But the elaborations 

and even elaborateness as version grows into longer version are not products of an initial 

impulse or vision gone awry, but rather of one coming ever more fully into focus.    

When the masqueraders of 1913 break in upon a New Year Eve midnight in 1941 during 

the bomb blasts of WWII in her Leningrad bedroom, they bear with them a complex past 

at once both a culture long lost or at least ideologically and politically suppressed and a 

particular love triangle and tragedy almost forgotten and perhaps also repressed.   

Although she is not a central protagonist to either past, she discovers a moral complicity 

in the failures of both and this alarms her.  Despite many textual ambiguities and 

indeterminacies, she is the protagonist of the poemaôs core consciousness.  The 

ñProusteanò recovery of this complex and specific past, however, in a radically un-

Proustean move that opens simultaneously, at its very fullness of recollection, into a 

future in which her moral authenticity is to be tested, is the unprecedented work as a poet 
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she sets forth to attempt.  The liminality of her midnight phantasmagoria produces the 

ethical being who writes the remainder of her life. To render such an astounding, not to 

say cataclysmic liminal moment of self-making, is the project that becomes Poem 

Without a Hero.  For the ethical person who comes into being at the core of the poema to 

write the poema, she must be vigilant with the ethics of truth, inclusive of fraught 

loyalties, betrayals, denunciations and fondnesses; hence, her illusive play with ñdoublesò 

and ñothers.ò  The only way to get the moment right was to get the text right and this took 

her over 20 years. 

But unlike experiences of consciousness, no matter how richly textured and 

powerfully felt, a text is an object of language.  It succeeds or collapses in terms of how it 

performs within the panoply of verbal possibilities at a skilled writerôs disposalð

including the possibilities consciously rejected, such as, in her poema, omniscient point-

of-view, causal narrative, stable lyric persona, etc.  Akhmatovaôs twenty-year work on 

her poema was a project in constructing a text that would perform her epiphany of liminal 

consciousness as truthfully as she was able.  Thus, the poem is not only an astonishingly 

profound rendering of liminal consciousness and self-transformation; it is an astonishing 

act of ethical integrity.  And to be, therefore, what it is is to be also an astonishingly 

haunting, perhaps even inexhaustible, verbal construct.  Now as her century moves 

deeper into the past, her poema seems less and less likely to ñbe buried with her and her 

centuryò as she told Berlin it would; on this point she seems emphatically in error. 

It is a text that teaches its readers how to read through the work of reading and 

rereading.   The four versions are neither alternatives nor stages of a teleological text 

striving to attain completion.  They are heuristics for an ever more complete reading.  

Akhmatova embraces an ethics of truth in writing that compels an ethics of attentive care 

in reading without which the text collapses into gibberish, but with which the reader 

himself is made into a future from whose past he cannot return.  To read it with care is to 

become a new kind of readerðone who can read no poem again in quite the same way as 

once he did. 
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Di rider finirai   

Pria dellôaurora.*
1
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______ 
*  ʉʤʝʷʪʴʩʷ ʧʝʨʝʩʪʘʥʝʰʴ 

ʈʘʥʳʰʝ, ʯʝʤ ʥʘʩʪʫʧʠʪ ʟʘʨʷ. 

«ɼʦʥ ɾʫʧʥ»  (ʠʪʘʣ.).ðʈʝʜ. 

                                                           
1
  Notes with asterisks appear in the Struve-Filippoff edition and are translated as part of the text at 

the end of version one, that from Hemschemeyer (1990). 
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   Di rider finirai  

Pria dellôaurora.* 
iii
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______ 
*  You will stop laughing 

Before dawn.  (It.) 
§§

 

                                                           
2
 Akhmatova provided notes to ñʇʦʵʤʘ  ʙʝʟ  ʛʝʨʦʷ.ò  These are translated at the end of this text. 

Akhmatovaôs notes are identified in the text by Arabic numerals.  Notes by Mager appear as endnotes and 

incorporate information from Hemschemeyer and others.  Akhmatovaôs footnotes (from both 

Hemschemeyr and Gorkova texts) appear at the bottom of the page as in the Russian and are translated on 

the facing page.  Throughout the materials assembled in this project, many key words, names, phrases and 

whole lines of verse are alluded to or mentioned in various texts.  In the texts, therefore, Mager has used the 

symbol § to indicate a word or name that is identified in this list, and the symbol  §§ at the end of a line to 

indicate that the whole line is listed here.  These symbols were chosen so as not to be confused with 

Akhmatovaôs own numbered notes and footnotes that are marked by +, ++, -), etc., nor with Magerôs 

endnotes that are numbered by Roman numerals. 
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ɺʄɽʉʊʆ  ʇʈɽɼʀʉʃʆɺʀʗ 
 

Deus conservat omnia.* 

ɼʝʚʠʟ ʥʘ ʛʝʨʙʝ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʦʛʦ ɼʦʤʘ
iv
   

 

ʀʥʳʭ ʫʞ ʥʝʪ, ʘ ʪʝ ʜʘʣʝʯʝ. 
 

 

 ʇʝʨʚʳʡ ʨʘʟ ʦʥʘ ʧʨʠʰʣʘ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʚ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ ʚ ʥʦʯʴ ʥʘ 27 ʜʝʢʘʙʨʷ 1940 

ʛʦʜʘ, ʧʨʠʩʣʘʚ ʢʘʢ ʚʝʩʪʥʠʢʘ ʝʱʝ ʦʩʝʥʴʶ ʦʜʠʥ ʥʝʙʦʣʴʰʦʡ ʦʪʨʳʚʦʢ. 

 ʗ ʥʝ ʟʚʘʣʘ ʝʝ. ʗ ʜʘʞʝ ʥʝ ʞʜʘʣʘ ʝʝ ʚ ʪʦʪ ʭʦʣʦʜʥʳʡ ʠ ʪʝʤʥʳʡ ʜʝʥʴ ʤʦʝʡ 

ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʝʡ ʣʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʩʢʦʡ ʟʠʤʳ. 

ɽʝ ʧʦʷʚʣʝʥʠʶ ʧʨʝʜʰʝʩʪʚʦʚʘʣʦ ʥʝʩʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʤʝʣʢʠʭ ʠ ʥʝʟʥʘʯʠʪʝʣʥʳʭ ʬʘʢʪʦʚ, 

ʢʦʪʦʨʳʝ ʷ ʥʝ ʨʝʰʘʶʩʴ ʥʘʟʚʘʪʴ ʩʦʙʳʪʠʷʤʠ. 

ɺ ʪʫ ʥʦʯʴ ʷ ʥʘʧʠʩʘʣʘ ʜʚʘ ʢʫʩʢʘ ʧʝʨʚʦʡ ʯʘʩʪʠ (ç1913è ʠ çʇʦʩʚʷʱʝʥʠʝè).  ɺ 

ʥʘʯʘʣʝ ʷʥʚʘʨʷ ʷ ʧʦʯʪʠ ʥʝʦʞʠʜʘʥʥʦ ʜʣʷ ʩʝʙʷ ʥʘʧʠʩʘʣʘ çʈʝʰʢʫè, ʘ ʚ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ (ʚ ʜʚʘ 

ʧʨʠʝʤʘ)ðçʕʧʠʣʦʛè, ʩʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʪʨʝʪʴʝʡ ʯʘʩʪʴʶ ʧʦʵʤʳ, ʠ ʩʜʝʣʘʣʘ ʥʝʩʢʦʣʴʢʦ 

ʩʫʱʝʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʭ ʚʩʪʘʚʦʢ ʚ ʦʙʝ ʧʝʨʚʳʝ ʯʘʩʪʠ.** 

 ʗ ʧʦʩʚʷʱʘʶ ʵʪʫ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʧʘʤʷʪʠ ʝʝ ʧʝʨʚʳʭ ʩʣʫʰʘʪʝʣʝʡðʤʦʠʭ ʜʨʫʟʝʡ ʠ 

ʩʦʛʨʘʞʜʘʥ, ʧʦʛʠʙʰʠʭ ʚ ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʝ ʚʦ ʚʨʝʤʷ ʦʩʘʜʳ. 

 ʀʭ ʛʦʣʦʩʘ ʷ ʩʣʳʰʫ ʠ ʚʩʧʦʤʠʥʘʶ ʠʭ, ʢʦʛʜʘ ʯʠʪʘʶ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʚʩʣʫʭ, ʠ ʵʪʦʪ 

ʪʘʡʥʳʡ ʭʦʨ ʩʪʘʣ ʜʣʷ ʤʝʥʷ ʥʘʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʦʧʨʘʚʜʘʥʠʝʤ ʵʪʦʡ ʚʝʱʠ. 

 

8  ʘʧʨʝʣʷ 1943 

ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪ 

 

 

 

  

 

ɼʦ ʤʝʥʷ ʯʘʩʪʦ ʜʦʭʦʜʷʪ ʩʣʫʭʠ ʦ ʥʝʣʝʧʳʭ ʪʦʣʢʦʚʘʥʠʷʭ çʇʦʵʤʳ ʙʝʟ ʛʝʨʦʷè.  ʀ 

ʢʪʦ-ʪʦ ʜʘʞʝ ʩʦʚʝʪʫʝʪ ʩʜʝʣʘʪʴ ʤʥʝ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʙʦʣʝʝ ʧʦʥʷʪʥʦʡ. 

  ʗ ʚʦʟʜʝʨʞʫʩʴ ʦʪ ʵʪʦʛʦ. 

ʅʠʢʘʢʠʭ ʪʨʝʪʴʠʭ, ʩʝʜʴʤʳʭ ʠ ʜʚʘʜʮʘʪʴ ʜʝʚʷʪʳʭ ʩʤʳʩʣʦʚ ʧʦʵʤʘ ʥʝ ʩʦʜʝʨʞʠʪ. 

  ʅʠ ʠʟʤʝʥʷʪʴ, ʥʠ ʦʙʲʷʩʥʘʪʴ ʝʝ ʷ ʥʝ ʙʫʜʫ. 

  çɽʞʝ ʧʠʩʘʭðʧʠʩʘʭè. 

   

ʅʦʷʙʨʴ 1944 

ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ 

 

 

  
 

 

______ 
*  ɹʦʛ ʭʨʘʥʠʪ ʚʩʡ (ʣʘʪ.).ðʈʝʜ. 

**  ʈʘʙʦʪʫ ʥʘʜ ʧʦʵʤʦʡ ʷ ʧʨʦʜʦʣʞʘʣʘ ʠ ʧʦʩʣʝ ʚʦʟʚʨʘʱʝʥʠʷ ʚ ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ, ʪ.ʝ. [ʧʦʩʣʝ] 1 ʠʶʥʷ  

1944 ʛ.   
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IN PLACE OF AN INTRODUCTION 

 

 

Deus conservat omnia.* §§ 

Motto for the crest of the Fontanna House§ 

 

Some are no more, and some are far.
v §§ 

 

 The first time 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.
vi
   

 I did not ask for her.§§  I 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 (ñ1913ò and ñDedicationò). At 

the beginning of January, surprising my own self, I wrote ñAntithesis,ò and in Tashkent 

(on the second attempt) ñEpilogue,ò
§
 which became part three of the poem.  I also made a 

number of important interpolations into both of the first two parts.**  
vii

 

 I dedicate this poema§ in remembrance of its original listenersðmy close friends 

and fellow citizens, who died in Leningrad at the time of the siege. 

 I hear their voices and remember them whenever I recite this poem aloud, and for 

me their hidden chorus forever exonerates this work. 

 

April 8, 1943  

Tashkent§ 

 

 

From my perspective, absurd interpretations of ñPoem Without A Heroò have 

come to my attention.  Some people even advise me to make the poema more 

understandable. 

I decline to do that. 

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

whatsoever. 

I will neither betray it nor explain it. 

What I have writtenðI have written.
viii

 
§§

 

 

November 1944 

Leningrad 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

______ 
*  God preserves all.  (Lat.).ðEditor. 

**  I continued work on the poema after my return to Leningrad. i.e. [after] 1 June 1944. 
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ʇɽʈɺʆɽ  ʇʆʉɺʗʑɽʅʀɽ 

ʇʘʤʷʪʠ  ɺʩ.  ʂ. 

 

. . . . . . . .

 . 

.  .  .  ʘ ʪʘʢ ʢʘʢ ʤʥʝ ʙʫʤʘʛʠ ʥʝ ʭʚʘʪʠʣʦ, 

ʷ ʥʘ ʪʚʦʝʤ ʧʠʰʫ ʯʝʨʥʦʚʠʢʝ. 

ʀ ʚʦʪ ʯʫʞʦʝ ʩʣʦʚʦ ʧʨʦʩʪʫʧʘʝʪ, 

ʠ, ʢʘʢ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʩʥʝʞʠʥʢʘ ʥʘ ʨʫʢʝ, 

ʜʦʚʝʨʯʠʚʦ ʠ ʙʝʟ ʫʧʨʝʢʘ ʪʘʝʪ. 

ʀ ʪʝʤʥʳʝ ʨʝʩʥʠʮʳ ɸʥʪʠʥʦʷ 

ʚʜʨʫʛ ʧʦʜʥʷʣʠʩʴðʠ ʪʘʤ ʟʝʣʝʥʳʡ ʜʳʤ, 

ʠ ʚʝʪʝʨʢʦʤ ʧʦʚʝʷʣʦ ʨʦʜʥʳʤ . . . 

ʅʝ ʤʦʨʝ ʣʠ?   

  ʅʝʪ, ʵʪʦ ʪʦʣʴʢʦ ʭʚʦʷ 

ʤʦʛʠʣʴʥʘʷ, ʠ ʚ ʥʘʢʠʧʘʥʴʠ ʧʝʥ 

ʚʩʝ ʙʣʠʞʝ, ʙʣʠʞʝ . . . 

   Marche funèbre* . . .  

ʐʦʧʝʥ . . . 

 

27 ʜʝʢʘʙʨʘ 1940 

ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ 

 

 

 

 

ɺʊʆʈʆɽ  ʇʆʉɺʗɽʑʅʀɽ 

ʆ. ɸ. ɻ.-ʉ. 

 

ʊʳ ʣʠ, ʇʫʪʘʥʠʮʘ-ʇʩʠʭʝʷ, 

 ʏʝʨʥʦ-ʙʝʣʳʤ ʚʝʝʨʦʤ ʚʝʷ, 

  ʅʘʢʣʦʥʷʝʰʴʩʷ ʥʘʜʦ ʤʥʦʡ, 

ʍʦʯʝʰʴ ʤʥʝ ʩʢʘʟʘʪʴ ʧʦ ʩʝʢʨʝʪʫ, 

 ʏʪʦ ʫʞʝ ʤʠʥʦʚʘʣʘ ʃʝʪʫ 

  ʀ ʠʥʦʶ ʜʳʰʠʰʴ ʚʝʩʥʦʡ. 

ʅʝ ʜʠʢʪʫʡ ʤʥʝ, ʩʘʤʘ ʷ ʩʣʳʰʫ: 

 ʊʝʧʣʳʡ ʣʠʚʝʥʴ ʫʧʝʨʩʷ ʚ ʢʨʳʰʫ, 

  ʐʝʧʦʪʦʯʝʢ ʩʣʳʰʫ ʚ ʧʣʶʱʝ. 

ʂʪʦ-ʪʦ ʤʘʣʝʥʴʢʠʡ ʞʠʪʴ ʩʦʙʨʘʣʩʷ, 

  

 

 

 

 

 

______ 
*  ʊʨʘʫʨʥʳʡ ʤʘʨʰ (ʬʨʘʥʮ.).ðʈʝʜ. 
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FIRST  DEDICATION 

In Memory of Vs. K.
ix
 

 

. . . . . . . .

 . 

.  .  .  and because I donôt have enough paper
§§

 

I write on your old rough draft. 

Here an otherôs word shows through,
§§

 

and like a snowflake on a cuff,
§§

 

fades trustingly without reproof. 

And Antino¿sôs
§ 
dark eyelashes

   
 

suddenly liftðthere, 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 funèbre . . . 

      Chopin . . .
 §
 

27 December 1940
§
 

Fontanna House
§
 

 

 

 

A  LATER  DEDICATION 

O.A.G.-S.
x
 

 

 

Itôs you, Delirium-Psyche,
 §
 

 Bending down over me, 

  Fluttering your black-white fan, 

And secretly you want to say to me 

 That youôve crossed the River Lethe
§
 

  And now breathe a different spring.
§§

 

Donôt dictate to me, I hear it myself: 

 The warm rain bracing the roof 

  And the whispering of ivy. 

A small somebody musters life,
§§

 

  

 

 

 

 
 

 

______ 
*  Funeral March (Fre.).ðEditor  
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ɿʝʣʝʥʝʣ, ʧʫʰʠʣʩʷ, ʩʪʘʨʘʣʩʷ 

     ɿʘʚʪʨʘ ʚ ʥʦʚʦʤ ʙʣʝʩʥʫʪʴ ʧʣʘʱʝ, 

   ʉʧʣʶ  ð 

   ʦʥʘ ʦʜʥʘ ʥʘʜʦ ʤʥʦʶ 

 ʊʫ, ʯʪʦ ʣʶʜʠ ʟʦʚʫʪ ʚʝʩʥʦʶ, 

  ʆʜʠʥʦʯʝʩʪʚʦʤ ʷ ʟʦʚʫ. 

   ʉʧʣʶ  ð 

   ʤʥʝ ʩʥʠʪʩʷ ʤʦʣʦʜʦʩʪʴ ʥʘʰʘ, 

 ʊʘ,  ʝ ʛ ʦ  ʤʠʥʦʚʘʚʰʘʷ ʯʘʰʘ; 

  ʗ ʝʝ ʪʝʙʝ ʥʘʷʚʫ, 

ɽʩʣʠ ʭʦʯʝʰʴ, ʦʪʜʘʤ ʥʘ ʧʘʤʷʪʴ, 

  ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʚ ʛʣʠʥʝ ʯʠʩʪʦʝ ʧʣʘʤʷ 

   ʀʣʴ ʧʦʜʩʥʝʞʥʠʢ ʚ ʤʦʛʠʣʴʥʦʤ ʨʚʫ. 

 

25 ʤʘʷ 1945 

ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ 

 

 

ʊʈɽʊʔɽ  ʀ  ʇʆʉʃɽɼʅɽɽ 

 

ʈʘʟ ʚ ʢʨʝʱʝʥʩʢʠʡ ʚʝʯʝʨʦʢ . . . 

ɾʫʢʦʚʩʢʠʡ 

ʇʦʣʥʦ ʤʥʝ ʣʝʜʝʥʝʪʴ ʦʪ ʩʪʨʘʭʘ, 

 ʣʫʯʰʝ ʢʣʠʢʥʫ ʏʘʢʦʥʫ ɹʘʭʘ, 

  ʘ ʟʘ ʥʝʡ ʚʦʡʜʝʪ ʯʝʣʦʚʝʢ, 

ʦʥ ʥʝ ʩʪʘʥʝʪ ʤʥʝ ʤʠʣʳʤ ʤʫʞʝʤ, 

 ʥʦ ʤʳ ʩ ʥʠʤ ʪʘʢʦʝ ʟʘʩʣʫʞʠʤ, 

  ʯʪʦ ʩʤʫʪʠʪʩʷ ɼʚʘʜʮʘʪʳʡ ʚʝʢ. 

ʗ ʝʛʦ ʧʨʠʥʷʣʘ ʩʣʫʯʘʡʥʦ 

 ʟʘ ʪʦʛʦ, ʢʪʦ ʜʘʨʦʚʘʥ ʪʘʡʥʦʡ, 

  ʩ ʢʝʤ ʛʦʨʯʘʡʰʝʝ ʩʫʞʜʝʥʦ. 

ʆʥ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʚʦ ʜʚʦʨʝʮ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ 

 ʦʧʦʟʜʘʝʪ ʥʦʯʴʶ ʪʫʤʘʥʥʦʡ 

  ʥʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʝʝ ʧʠʪʴ ʚʠʥʦ. 

ʀ ʟʘʧʦʤʥʠʪ ʂʨʝʱʝʥʩʢʠʡ ʚʝʯʝʨ, 

 ʢʣʝʥ ʚ ʦʢʥʝ, ʚʝʥʯʘʣʴʥʳʝ ʩʚʝʯʠ 

  ʠ ʧʦʵʤʳ ʩʤʝʨʪʥʳʡ ʧʦʣʝʪ . . . 

ʅʦ ʥʝ ʧʝʨʚʫʶ ʚʝʪʚʴ ʩʠʨʝʥʠ, 

 ʥʝ ʢʦʣʴʮʦ, ʥʝ ʩʣʘʜʦʩʪʴ ʤʦʣʝʥʠʡ ð 

  ʦʥ ʧʦʛʠʙʝʣʴ ʤʥʝ ʧʨʠʥʝʩʝʪ. 

 

5 ʷʥʚʘʨʷ 1956 

(Le Jour des Rois*) 
 

 

______ 
*    ɼʝʥʴ ʮʘʨʝʡ (ʬʨʘʥʮ.).ðʈʝʜ. 
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  Turns green, stretches, fluffs, 

  Tomorrow its new coat will gleam. 

I sleepð 

       over me she leans, 

 The one people call spring 

  I call solitude.   

I sleepð 

  I dream of our youth 

 Like the cup that passed him by;
§§

 

  And if you wish I will give back 

This memory when I wake, 

 Like a clean flame made of clay, 

  Or a snowdrop in a split grave.
 §§

 

 

25 May 1945 

Fontanna House
§ 

 

THIRD AND LAST
xi
 

 

Once on Epiphany Eve
xii

 

Zhukovskii
§
 

 

When numbing fear overwhelms me,  

I call upon Bachôs Chaconne,§  

but there behind it a man stands, 

whose role is not fond husband; 

 what he and I will make happen 

  will astonish the Twentieth Century.
 §§

 

I accepted him as an episode, 

  someone by chance bestowed, 

   bitterest of my choices. 

At Fontanna Palace
§
 with me 

 tardy on a foggy night 

  he drinks the New Yearôs toast. 

He calls to mind Epiphany evenings, 

 the maple§ at the window, wedding candles,
§
 

  the fleeting flight of poems . . .  

for me neither a bunch of early lilacs, 

 nor a ring, nor the joy of supplication, 

  he brings only devastation.
§§

 

 

5 January 1956
§
 

(Le jour des rois*)
§
 

 

 

______ 
*  Day of the Three Kings (Fr.).ðEditor 

§
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ɺ ʉ ʊ ʋ ʇ ʃ ɽ ʅ ʀ ɽ 

 

 ʀɿ ɻʆɼɸ ʉʆʈʆʂʆɺʆɻʆ, 

  ʂɸʂ ʉ ɹɸʐʅʀ, ʅɸ ɺʉɽ ɻʃʗɾʋ. 

   ʂɸʂ ɹʋɼʊʆ ʇʈʆʑɸʖʉʔ ʉʅʆɺɸ 

    ʉ ʊɽʄ, ʉ ʏɽʄ ɼɸɺʅʆ ʇʈʆʉʊʀʃɸʉʔ, 

     ʂɸʂ ʔʋɼʊʆ ʇɽʈɽʂʈɽʉʊʀʃɸʉʔ 

      ʀ ʇʆɼ ʊɽʄʅʓɽ ʉɺʆɼʓ ʉʍʆɾʋ. 

 

 

25 ʘʚʛʫʩʪʘ 1941   

ʆʩʘʞʜʝʥʥʳʡ ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ 
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INTRODUCTION 

 

 

ATOP
§
 THE CENTURYôS FORTIETH YEAR

§
 

LIKE A CRASH I GAZE DOWN ON EVERYTHING 

ONCE MORE I SAY FAREWELL 

TO THAT WHICH I ONCE CONDONED 

AS IF TO MAKE THE SIGN OF THE CROSS 

BEFORE I GO DOWN TO A CRYPT.
§
 

  

 

         

25 August 1941§ 

Leningrad besieged 
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ʏɸʉʊʔ  ʇɽʈɺɸʗ 

 

ɼɽɺʗʊʔʉʆʊ  ʊʈʀʅɸɼʎɸʊʓʁ  ɻʆɼ 

 

ʇ ʝ ʪ ʝ ʨ ʙ ʫ ʨ ʛ ʩ ʢ ʘ ʷ   ʧ ʦ ʚ ʝ ʩ ʪ ʴ 

 

 

 

 

ɻʃɸɺɸ  ʇɽʈɺɸʗ 

 

ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʡ ʧʨʘʟʜʥʠʢ ʜʣʠʪʩʷ ʧʳʰʥʦ, 

ɺʣʘʞʥʳ ʩʪʝʙʣʠ ʥʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʭ ʨʦʟ. 

ʏʝʪʢʠ 

 

ʉ ʊʘʪʴʷʥʦʡ ʥʘʤ ʥʝ ʚʦʨʦʞʠʪʴ . . .  

ʆʥʝʛʠʥ 

 

   In my hot youthðwhen George the Third was king . . . 

Don Juan§ 

 

 ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʡ ʚʝʯʝʨ. ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ.  ʂ ʘʚʪʦʨʫ, ʚʤʝʩʪʦ ʪʦʛʦ, ʢʦʛʦ ʞʜʘʣʠ, 

ʧʨʠʭʦʜʷʪ ʪʝʥʠ ʪʨʠʥʘʜʮʘʪʦʛʦ ʛʦʜʘ ʧʦʜ ʚʠʜʦʤ ʨʷʞʝʥʳʭ.  ɹʝʣʳʡ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʴʥʳʡ ʟʘʣ.  

ʃʠʨʠʯʝʩʢʦʝ ʦʪʩʪʫʧʣʝʥʠʝðçɻʦʩʪʴ ʠʟ ɹʫʜʫʱʝʛʦè.  ʄʘʩʢʘʨʘʜ.  ʇʦʵʪ.  ʇʨʠʟʨʘʢ. 

 

ʗ ʟʘʞʛʣʘ ʟʘʚʝʪʥʳʝ ʩʚʝʯʠ, 

 ʏʪʦʙʳ ʵʪʦʪ ʩʚʝʪʠʣʩʷ ʚʝʯʝʨ, 

  ʀ ʩ ʪʦʨʙʦʡ, ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʥʝ ʧʨʠʰʝʜʰʠʤ, 

   ʉʦʨʦʢ ʧʝʨʚʳʡ ʚʩʪʨʝʯʘʶ ʛʦʜ. 

ʅʦ . . . 

  ɻʦʩʧʦʜʥʷʷ ʩʠʣʘ ʩ ʥʘʤʠ! 

 ɺ ʭʨʫʩʪʘʣʝ ʫʪʦʥʫʣʦ ʧʣʘʤʷ 

  çʀ ʚʠʥʦ, ʢʘʢ ʦʪʨʘʚʘ, ʞʞʝʪè.* 
1
 

ʕʪʦ ʚʩʧʣʝʩʢʠ ʞʝʩʪʢʦʡ ʙʝʩʝʜʳ, 

 ʂʦʛʜʘ ʚʩʝ ʚʦʩʢʨʝʩʘʶʪ ʙʨʝʜʳ, 

  ɸ ʯʘʩʳ ʚʩʝ ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʙʴʶʪ . . . 

ʅʝʪʫ ʤʝʨʳ ʤʦʝʡ ʪʨʝʚʦʛʝ, 

 ʗ ʩʘʤʘ, ʢʘʢ ʪʝʥʴ ʥʘ ʧʦʨʦʛʝ, 

  ʉʪʝʨʝʛʫ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʠʡ ʫʶʪ. 

ʀ ʷ ʩʣʳʰʫ ʟʚʦʥʦʢ ʧʨʦʪʷʞʥʳʡ, 

ʀ ʷ ʯʫʚʩʪʚʫʶ ʭʦʣʦʜ ʚʣʘʞʥʳʡ, 

  ʂʘʤʝʥʝʶ, ʩʪʳʥʫ, ʛʦʨʶ . . . 

 

 

 

*  Arabic numerals refer to Akhmatovaôs notes as given in the Struve-Filippov edition.  The notes 

and translations of them appear at the end of this version of the full poem. 
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FIRST PART 
 

THE YEAR NINETEEN THIRTEEN 

 

A   T a l e  of   P e t e r s b u r g 
§
 

 

 

FIRST CHAPTER 

 

The New Year celebrations linger splendidly, 

The stems of the New Yearôs roses still moist. 

     Rosary
xiii

 

 

Tatôianaôs fortune-readingôs not for us . . .
§§

 

Onegin 

 

In my hot youthðwhen George the Third was king . . . 

        Don Juan§   

   

 New Year's Eve.§  Fontanna House.§  Instead of those whom she awaited, before 

the author, shades from the year 1913 appeared in the guise of revelers. A White Hall§ of 

mirrors.  Lyrical digression§ðñA Guest from the Future.ò§  Maskerade.  Poet.  

Apparition. 

 

 I lit the secret candles§§ 

  To make the dusk glow. 

   And with you who do not come, 

    I wait for the forty-first to arrive. 

 And yet . . . 

   The strength of God be with us! 

  In a crystal a flame drowns 

   ñAnd wine like poison burns.ò* 
1
 §§ 

 There are splashes of cruel gossip§§ 

  As all the babble rises up 

   But the hour is not yet done . . . 

 I am a shadow in the doorway 

Amid boundless uneasiness, 

   Watching over my last shred of peace. §§ 

I hear ringing in the distance 

  And feel a chilling dampnessð 

Stone, fire, ice . . .  

 

 

*  Arabic numerals refer to Akhmatovaôs notes as given in the Struve-Filippov edition.  The notes 

and translations of them appear at the end of this version of the full poem. 
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ʀ, ʢʘʢ ʙʫʜʪʦ ʧʨʠʧʦʤʥʠʚ ʯʪʦ-ʪʦ, 

 ʇʦʚʝʨʥʫʚʰʠʩʴ ʚʧʦʣʦʙʦʨʦʪʘ, 

  ʊʠʭʠʤ ʛʦʣʦʩʦʤ ʛʦʚʦʨʶ: 

çɺʳ ʦʰʠʙʣʠʩʴ: ɺʝʥʝʮʠʷ ʜʦʞʝʡð 

ʕʪʦ ʨʷʜʦʤ . . .  ʅʦ ʤʘʩʢʠ ʚ ʧʨʠʭʦʞʝʡ, 

 ʀ ʧʣʘʱʠ, ʠ ʞʝʟʣʳ, ʠ ʚʝʥʮʳ 

 ɺʘʤ ʩʝʛʦʜʥʷ ʧʨʠʜʝʪʩʷ ʦʩʪʘʚʠʪʴ. 

  ɺʘʩ ʷ ʚʟʜʫʤʘʣʘ ʥʳʥʯʝ ʧʨʦʩʣʘʚʠʪʴ, 

   ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʝ ʩʦʨʚʘʥʮʳ!è 

 ʕʪʦʪ ʌʘʫʩʪʦʤ, ʪʦʪ ɼʦʥ-ɾʫʘʥʦʤ, 

  ɼʘʧʝʨʪʫʪʪʦ, ʀʦʢʘʥʘʘʥʦʤ; 

   ʉʘʤʳʡ ʩʢʨʦʤʥʳʡðʩʝʚʝʨʥʳʤ ɻʣʘʥʦʤ 

    ʀʣʴ ʫʙʠʡʮʝʶ ɼʦʨʠʘʥʦʤ, 

     ʀ ʚʩʝ ʰʝʧʯʫʪ ʩʚʦʠʤ ɼʠʘʥʘʤ 

      ʊʚʝʨʜʦ ʚʳʫʯʝʥʥʳʡ ʫʨʦʢ. 

       ɸ ʢʘʢʦʡ-ʪʦ ʝʱʝ ʩ ʪʠʤʧʘʥʦʤ 

        ʂʦʟʣʦʥʦʛʫʶ ʧʨʠʚʦʣʦʢ. 

 ʀ ʜʣʷ ʥʠʭ ʨʘʩʩʪʫʧʠʣʠʩʴ ʩʪʝʥʳ, 

  ɺʩʧʳʭʥʫʣ ʩʚʝʪ, ʟʘʚʳʣʠ ʩʠʨʝʥʳ, 

   ʀ, ʢʘʢ ʢʫʧʦʣ, ʚʩʧʫʭ ʧʦʪʦʣʦʢ. 

 ʗ ʥʝ ʪʦ ʯʪʦ ʙʦʶʩʴ ʦʛʣʘʩʢʠ . . . 

  ʏʪ¸ ʤʥʝ ɻʘʤʣʝʪʦʚʳ ʧʦʜʚʷʟʢʠ! 

   ʏʪ¸ ʤʥʝ ʚʠʭʨʴ ʉʘʣʦʤʝʥʠʦʡ ʧʣʷʩʢʠ, 

    ʏʪ¸ ʤʥʝ ʧʦʩʪʫʧʴ ɾʝʣʝʟʥʦʡ ʄʘʩʢʠ! 
     ʗ ʩʘʤʘ ʧʦʞʝʣʝʟʥʝʡ ʪʝʭ . . . 

 ʀ ʯʴʷ ʦʯʝʨʝʜʴ ʠʩʧʫʛʘʪʴʩʷ, 

  ʆʪʰʘʪʥʫʪʴʩʷ, ʦʪʧʨʷʥʫʪʴ, ʩʜʘʪʴʩʷ 

   ʀ ʟʘʤʘʣʠʚʘʪʴ ʜʘʚʥʠʡ ʛʨʝʭ? . .
 2
 

ʗʩʥʦ ʚʩʝ: 

         ʥʝ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ, ʪʘʢ ʢ ʢʦʤʫ ʞʝ!
xiv

 

  ʅʝ ʜʣʷ ʥʠʭ ʟʜʝʩʴ ʛʦʪʦʚʠʣʩʷ ʫʞʠʥ, 

   ʀ ʥʝ ʠʤ ʩʦ ʤʥʦʡ ʧʦ ʧʫʪʠ. 

ʍʚʦʩʪ ʟʘʧʨʷʪʘʣ ʧʦʜ ʬʘʣʜʳ ʬʨʘʢʘ . . . 

  ʂʘʢ ʦʥ ʭʨʦʤ ʠʟʷʱʝʥ . . . 

      ʆʜʥʘʢʦ . . . 

   ʗ ʥʘʜʝʶʩʴ, ɺʣʘʜʳʢʫ ʄʨʘʢʘ 

    ɺʳ ʥʝ ʩʤʝʣʠ ʩʶʜʘ ʚʚʝʩʪʠ? . . 

 ʄʘʩʢʘ ʵʪʦ, ʯʝʨʝʧ, ʣʠʮʦ ʣʠð 

ɺʳʨʘʞʝʥʠʝ ʟʣʦʙʥʦʡ ʙʦʣʠ, 

 ʏʪʦ ʣʠʰʴ ɻʦʡʷ ʩʤʝʣ ʧʝʨʝʜʘʪʴ. 

 ʆʙʱʠʡ ʙʘʣʦʚʝʥʴ ʠ ʥʘʩʤʝʰʥʠʢ,ð 

ʇʝʨʝʜ ʥʠʤ ʩʘʤʳʡ ʩʤʘʨʘʜʥʳʡ ʛʨʝʰʥʠʢð 

ɺʦʧʣʦʱʝʥʥʘʷ ʙʣʘʛʦʜʘʪʴ . . . 

 

 ɺʝʩʝʣʠʪʴʩʷðʪʘʢ ʚʝʩʝʣʠʪʴʩʷ!ð 

ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʢʘʢ ʞʝ ʤʦʛʣʦ ʩʣʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ, 
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 As if remembering something 

  And turning half way around§§ 

   In muffled cries, I say: 

 ñYou are mistaken:  The Venice of Doges§ð 

Next doorðbut you come right in,§§ 

 And capes and staffs and garlands, 

 Now you must give all that up. 

  I'm of a mind to make you famousð 

You New Year's bashers!ò 

 Here's Faust,§ there, Don Juan, § 

  Dapertutto,§ Jokanaan,§ 

   And the most modestðnorthern Glahn, § 

    Or the murderous Dorian Gray, § 

     Each lisping to his own Diana 

      Little speeches learned by rote. 

       And someone with a tambourine, 

        A goat-legged sprite . . . § 

 Before them the walls give way, 

  The light flares up, sirens howl, 

   And, like a cupola, the ceiling swells. 

 Notoriety does not frighten me . . . 

  What to me are Hamlet's§ garters! 

   What to me Salome's§ whirlwind dance!
 
 

    What to me the tread of the Iron Mask!§    

     Myself more iron than them all é 

 And whose turn is it to be frightened now, 

  To start back, recoil, yield, 

   To confess an antique crime? . . .
2
 §§    

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 his coat tails his tail hides . . . 

How lame!  How elegant! . . . 

However . . . 

I trust you are not so bold 

As to bring the Lord of Darkness  here?§§ 

 Mask, skull, faceðwhateverð§§ 

The expression is malicious pain 

 Like only Goya§ could portray.
 
 

 Common bratðtaunter,ð 

Before him the sinner of greatest stenchð§§ 

Is beneficence personified . . . §§ 

 

 I am amusedðoh how amused!ð 

But how could this have happened,  
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ʏʪʦ ʦʜʥʘ ʷ ʠʟ ʥʠʭ ʞʠʚʘ? 

 ɿʘʚʪʨʘ ʫʪʨʦ ʤʝʥʷ ʨʘʟʙʫʜʠʪ, 

  ʀ ʥʠʢʪʦ ʤʝʥʷ ʥʝ ʦʩʫʜʠʪ, 

   ʀ ʚ ʣʠʮʦ ʤʥʝ ʩʤʝʷʪʴʩʷ ʙʫʜʝʪ 

    ɿʘʦʢʦʥʥʘʷ ʩʠʥʝʚʘ. 

 ʅʦ ʤʥʝ ʩʪʨʘʰʥʦ: ʚʦʡʜʫ ʩʘʤʘ ʷ, 

  ʂʨʫʞʝʚʥʫʶ ʰʘʣʴ ʥʝ ʩʥʠʤʘʷ, 

   ʋʣʳʙʥʫʩʴ ʚʩʝʤ ʠ ʟʘʤʦʣʯʫ. 

 ʉ ʪʦʡ, ʢʘʢʦʶ ʙʳʣʘ ʢʦʛʜʘ-ʪʦ, 

  ɺ ʦʞʝʨʝʣʴʠ ʯʝʨʥʳʭ ʘʛʘʪʦʚ, 

   ɼʦ ʜʦʣʠʥʳ ʀʦʩʘʬʘʪʘ
3
 

    ʉʥʦʚʘ ʚʩʪʨʝʪʠʪʴʩʷ ʥʝ ʭʦʯʫ . . . 

 ʅʝ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʠʝ ʣʴ ʙʣʠʟʢʠ ʩʨʦʢʠ? . . . 

  ʗ ʟʘʙʳʣʘ ʚʘʰʠ ʫʨʦʢʠ, 

 ʂʨʘʩʥʦʙʘʠ ʠ ʣʞʝʧʨʦʨʦʢʠ, 

  ʅʦ ʤʝʥʷ ʥʝ ʟʘʙʳʣʠ ʚʳ. 

 ʂʘʢ ʚ ʧʨʦʰʝʜʰʝʤ ʛʨʷʫʜʫʱʝʝ ʟʨʝʝʪ, 

  ʊʘʢ ʚ ʛʨʷʜʫʱʝʤ ʧʨʦʰʣʦʝ ʪʣʝʝʪð 

ʉʪʨʘʰʥʳʡ ʧʨʘʟʜʥʠʢ ʤʝʨʪʚʦʡ ʣʠʩʪʚʳ. 

 

    ɹ ɿʚʫʢ ʰʘʛʦʚ ʪʝʭ, ʢʦʪʦʨʳʭ ʥʝʪʫ, 

    ɽ ʇʦ ʩʠʷʶʱʝʤʫ ʧʘʨʢʝʪʫ, 

    ʃ ʀ ʩʠʛʘʨʳ ʩʠʥʠʡ ʜʳʤʦʢ. 

    ʓ ʀ ʚʦ ʚʩʝʭ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʘʭ ʦʪʨʘʟʠʣʩʷ 

    ʁ ʏʝʣʦʚʝʢ, ʯʪʦ ʥʝ ʧʦʷʚʠʣʩʷ 

     ʀ ʧʨʦʥʠʢʥʫʪʴ ʚ ʪʦʪ ʟʘʣ ʥʝ ʤʦʛ. 

    ɿ ʆʥ ʥʝ ʣʫʯʰʝ ʜʨʫʛʠʭ ʠ ʥʝ ʭʫʞʝ, 

    ɸ ʅʦ ʥʝ ʚʝʝʪ ʃʝʪʝʡʩʢʦʡ ʩʪʫʞʝʡ, 

    ʃ ʀ ʚ ʨʫʢʝ ʝʛʦ ʪʝʧʣʦʪʘ. 

     ɻʦʩʪʴ ʠʟ ɹʫʜʫʱʝʛʦ!ðʅʝʫʞʝʣʠ 

     ʆʥ ʧʨʠʜʝʪ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʚ ʩʘʤʦʤ ʜʝʣʝ, 

     ʇʦʚʝʨʥʫʚ ʥʘʣʝʚʦ ʩ ʤʦʩʪʘ? 

 

 . . .   ʉ ʜʝʪʩʪʚʘ ʨʷʞʝʥʳʭ ʷ ʙʦʷʣʘʩʴ, 

  ʄʥʝ ʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʧʦʯʝʤʫ-ʪʦ ʢʘʟʘʣʦʩʴ, 

   ʏʪʦ ʢʘʢʘʷ-ʪʦ ʣʠʰʥʷʷ ʪʝʥʴ 

 ʉʨʝʜʠ ʥʠʭ  çʙ ʝ ʟ   ʣ ʠ ʮ ʘ   ʠ   ʥ ʘ ʟ ʚ ʘ ʥ ʴ ʷè 

  ɿʘʪʝʩʘʣʘʩʴ . . . 

    ʆʪʢʨʦʝʤ ʩʦʙʨʘʥʴʝ 

   ɺ ʥʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʡ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʡ ʜʝʥʴ! 

 ʊʫ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʥʫʶ ɻʦʬʤʘʥʠʘʥʫ 

  ʈʘʟʛʣʘʰʘʪʴ ʷ ʧʦ ʩʚʝʪʫ ʥʝ ʩʪʘʥʫ 

   ʀ ʜʨʫʛʠʭ ʙʳ ʧʨʦʩʠʣʘ . . . 

       ʇʦʩʪʦʡ, 

 ʊʳ ʢʘʢ ʙʫʜʪʦ ʥʝ ʟʥʘʯʠʰʴʩʷ ʚ ʩʧʠʩʢʘʭ, 

ɺ ʢʘʣʠʦʩʪʨʘʭ, ʤʘʛʘʭ, ʣʠʟʠʩʢʘʭ,
 4
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   Out of them all, that I alone live? 

 Tomorrow morning when I awake 

  No one will come to accuse me§§ 

   And the blue outside the window 

    Will again laugh in my face. 

 Even so, I am afraid:  I myself coming in, 

  Not removing my lace shawl,§ 

   Will smile at them all and fall silent. 

 Besides, she who I then was, 

  Wearing a black agate necklace,§§ 

   Into the Valley of Jehosephet,
 3  § 

    I have no wish to meet again . . . 

 Is not the time to end getting close? . . . §§ 

  I have forgotten your lessons, 

   Sweet talkers!  Pseudo prophets! 

    But you have not forgotten me. 

 As the future ripens into the past,§§ 

  So the past rots into the futureð 

Terrible festival of dead leaves. §§ 

 

 W The sound of steps that donôt exist 

 H Across the radiant parquet tiles 

 I And a cigar's blue haze.§ 

 T In all the mirrors, a man 

 E Who is not there and could not 

  Penetrate the hall, appears.§§ 

 H Not betterðnot worseðthan others, 

 A He does not blow with Lethe's§ chill 

 L And warmth is in his palm. 

 L§ The Guest From the Future! §ðIndeed  

  Will he in fact come to me 

  Turning left at the bridge?§§ 

 

 . . . Since childhood I fear the revelers, 

  For some reason inexplicable to me§§ 

   A shade always appears. 

 ñW i t h   n e i t h e r   f a c e   n o r   n a m eò § it cuts in 

  Behind the others . . . 

     Call the meeting to order 

   On this solemn New Year's Day! 

 I will not divulge last night's 

  Hoffmannia§ to all society, 

   I will not take a stand . . . 

           Wait 

 You are not mentioned in the list 

Of Cagliostros, § magi, Lyciscasð
4  § 
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ʇʦʣʦʩʘʪʦʡ ʥʘʨʷʞʝʥ ʚʝʨʩʪʦʡ,ð 

ʈʘʟʤʘʣʝʚʘʥ ʧʝʩʪʨʦ ʠ ʛʨʫʙʦð 

ʊʳ . . . 

  ʨʦʚʝʩʥʠʢ ʄʘʤʚʨʠʡʩʢʦʛʦ ʜʫʙʘ, 

 ɺʝʢʦʚʦʡ ʩʦʙʝʩʝʜʥʠʢ ʣʫʥʳ. 

 ʅʝ ʦʙʤʘʥʫʪ ʧʨʠʪʚʦʨʥʳʝ ʩʪʦʥʳ, 

  ʊʳ ʞʝʣʝʟʥʳʝ ʧʠʰʝʰʴ ʟʘʢʦʥʳ; 

   ʍʘʤʤʫʨʘʙʠ, ʣʠʢʫʨʛʠ, ʩʦʣʦʥʳ 

    ʋ ʪʝʙʷ ʧʦʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ ʜʦʣʞʥʳ. 

 ʉʫʱʝʩʪʚʦ ʵʪʦ ʩʪʨʘʥʥʦʛʦ ʥʨʘʚʘ, 

  ʆʥ ʥʝ ʞʜʝʪ, ʯʪʦʙ ʧʦʜʘʛʨʘ ʠ ʩʣʘʚʘ 

   ɺʧʦʧʳʭʘʭ ʫʩʘʜʠʣʠ ʝʛʦ 

    ɺ ʶʙʠʣʝʡʥʳʝ ʧʳʰʥʳʝ ʢʨʝʩʣʘ, 

     ɸ ʥʝʩʝʪ ʧʦ ʮʚʝʪʫʱʝʤʫ ʚʝʨʝʩʢʫ 

      ʇʦ ʧʫʩʪʳʥʷʤ ʩʚʦʝ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʦ. 

 ʀ ʥʠ ʚ ʯʝʤ ʥʝ ʧʦʚʠʥʝʥ: ʥʠ ʚ ʵʪʦʤ 

  ʅʠ ʚ ʜʨʫʛʦʤ ʠ ʥʠ ʚ ʪʨʝʪʴʝʤ . . . 

       ʇʦʵʪʘʤ 

   ɺʦʦʙʱʝ ʥʝ ʧʨʠʩʪʘʣʠ ʛʨʝʭʠ. 

 ʇʨʦʧʣʷʩʘʪʴ ʧʨʝʜ ʂʦʚʯʝʛʦʤ ɿʘʚʝʪʘ 

  ʀʣʠ ʩʛʠʥʫʪʴ! . . 

     ɼʘ ʯʪʦ ʪʘʤ!  ʇʨʦ ʵʪʦ 

   ʃʫʯʰʝ ʠʭ ʨʘʩʩʢʘʟʘʣʠ ʩʪʠʭʠ. 

 ʂʨʠʢ ʧʝʪʫʢʰʠʡ ʥʘʤ ʪʦʣʴʢʦ ʩʥʠʪʩʷ, 

  ɿʘ ʦʢʦʰʢʦʤ ʅʝʚʘ ʜʳʤʠʪʩʷ, 

   ʅʦʯʴ ʙʝʟʜʦʥʥʘ ʠ ʜʣʠʪʩʷ, ʜʣʠʪʩʷð 

ʇʝʪʝʨʙʫʨʛʩʢʘʷ ʯʝʨʪʦʚʥʷ . . . 

 ɺ ʫʟʢʠʭ ʦʢʥʘʭ ʟʚʝʟʜʳ ʥʝ ʚʠʜʥʦ, 

 ɻʠʙʝʣʴ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ ʟʜʝʩʴ, ʦʯʝʚʠʜʥʦ, 

  ʅʦ ʙʝʟʜʫʤʥʘ, ʣʝʛʢʘ, ʙʝʩʩʪʳʜʥʘ 

   ʄʘʩʢʘʨʘʜʥʘʷ ʙʦʣʪʦʚʥʷ . . . 

ʂʨʠʢ: 

   çɻʝʨʦʷ ʥʘ ʘʚʘʥʩʮʝʥʫ!è 

   ʅʝ ʚʦʣʥʫʡʪʝʩʴ: ʜʳʣʜʝ ʥʘ ʩʤʝʥʫ 

    ʅʝʧʨʝʤʝʥʥʦ ʚʳʡʜʝʪ ʩʝʡʯʘʩ 

     ʀ ʩʧʦʝʪ ʦ ʩʚʷʱʝʥʥʦʡ ʤʝʩʪʠ . . . 

   ʏʪʦ ʞ ʚʳ ʚʩʝ ʫʙʝʛʘʝʪʝ ʚʤʝʩʪʝ, 

    ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʢʘʞʜʳʡ ʥʘʰʝʣ ʧʦ ʥʝʚʝʩʪʝ, 

     ʆʩʪʘʚʣʷʷ ʩ ʛʣʘʟʫ ʥʘ ʛʣʘʟ 

ʄʝʥʷ ʚ ʩʫʤʨʘʢʝ ʩ ʯʝʨʥʦʡ ʨʘʤʦʡ, 

  ʀʟ ʢʦʪʦʨʦʡ ʛʣʷʜʠʪ ʪʦʪ ʩʘʤʳʡ, 

   ʉʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʥʘʠʛʦʨʯʘʡʰʝʡ ʜʨʘʤʦʡ 

ʀ ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʦʧʣʘʢʘʥʥʳʡ ʯʘʩ. 

ɿʘ ʦʜʥʫ ʤʠʥʫʪʫ ʧʦʢʦʷ 

ʗ ʧʦʩʤʝʨʪʥʳʡ ʦʪʜʘʤ ʧʦʢʦʡ. 
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Arrayed like a striped milepost, § 

 Parti-colored and crudely paintedð 

You . . . 

  as old as the Mamre Oak, § 

   Ancient companion to the moon.§§ 

 No one is fooled by your fake groanings, 

  You who write iron laws 

That Hammurabi,§ Lycurgus, Solon 

         Might be obliged to you to enforce. 

 A creature of eccentric habits, 

  He does not wait for gout or glory§§ 

   To seat him abruptly 

    In a plush jubilee armchair, 

     But across flourishing heather, 

      Over void space, he bears his own triumph. 

 But he's no more guilty than most: not this, 

  Not that, not the other thing . . . 

       Poets 

   In general are not lumped in with sin. 

 Dance before the Ark of the Covenant§ 

  Or get lost! . . . 

     Enough!  About that
§
 

   Their verses say it better. 

 The cock's cry§ is just a dream to us, 

  §  seems to smoke, §§ 

   Night is an abyss that goes on and onð 

    Petersburg devilishness . . . 

 No star shows outside the narrow window,
xv

 

 A dire doom seems near at hand, 

  But without care, slightly, unashamed, 

   The masqueraders chatter . . . §§ 

 A cry: 

  ñHero§ to the proscenium!ò                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

  Calm down: the lanky one§ will slip in for sure  

   Quick to take the place of him who is 

    Set about divine retribution . . . 

  Why are you all running off together, 

   As if each of you found a bride, 

    Abandoning me face to face 

In the twilight and a black mirror, 

  To stare down what will become 

The bitterest drama 

And the yet unbewailed time?§§ 

 

It does not drift in all at once, 

     Like a musical phrase   
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 ʉʣʴʰʫ ʰʝʧʦʪ: «ʇʨʦʱʘʡ!  ʇʦʨʘ! 

     ʗ ʦʩʪʘʚʣʶ ʪʝʙʷ ʞʠʚʦʶ, 

     ʅʦ ʪʳ ʙʫʜʝʰʴ   ʤ ʦ ʝ ʡ   ʚʜʦʚʦʶ, 

     ʊ ðrɻʦʣʫʙʢʘ, ʩʦʣʥʮʝ, ʩʝʩʪʨʘ!è 

     ʅʘ ʧʣʦʱʘʜʢʝ ʜʚʝ ʩʣʠʪʳʝ ʪʝʥʠ . . . 

     ʇʦʩʣʝðʣʝʩʪʥʠʮʳ ʧʣʦʩʢʦʡ ʩʪʫʧʝʥʠ, 

     ɺʦʧʣʴ: çʅʝ ʥʘʜʦ!è ʠ ʚ ʦʪʜʘʣʝʥʴʠ 

     ʏʠʩʪʳʡ ʛʦʣʦʩ: 

    çʷ ʢ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ ʛʦʪʦʚ». 

 

 ʌʘʢʝʣʳ ʛʘʩʥʫʪ, ʧʦʪʦʣʦʢ ʦʧʫʩʢʘʝʪʩʷ.  ɹʝʣʳʡ (ʟʝʨʢʘʣʳʥʳʡ) ʟʘʣ ʩʥʦʚʘ  

ʜʝʣʘʝʪʩʷ ʢʦʤʥʘʪʦʡ ʘʚʪʦʨʘ.  ʉʣʦʚʘ ʠʟ ʤʨʘʢʘ: 

 

 ʉʤʝʨʪʠ ʥʝʪðʵʪʦ ʚʩʝʤ ʠʟʚʝʩʪʥʦ, 

  ʇʦʚʪʦʨʷʪʴ ʵʪʦ ʩʪʘʣʦ ʧʨʝʩʥʦ, 

   ɸ ʯʪʦ ʝʩʪʴðʧʫʩʪʴ ʨʘʩʩʢʘʞʫʪ ʤʥʝ. 

 ʂʪʦ ʩʪʫʯʠʪʩʷ? 

   ɺʝʜʴ ʚʩʝʭ ʚʧʫʩʪʠʣʠ. 

  ʕʪʦ ʛʦʩʪʴ ʟʘʟʝʨʢʘʣʴʥʳʡ.  ʀʣʠ 

   ʊʦ, ʯʪʦ ʚʜʨʫʛ ʤʝʣʴʢʥʫʣʦ ʚ ʦʢʥʝ . . . 

 ʐʫʪʢʠ ʣʴ ʤʝʩʷʮʘ ʤʦʣʦʜʦʛʦ, 

  ʀʣʠ ʚʧʨʘʚʜʫ ʪʘʤ ʢʪʦ-ʪʦ ʩʥʦʚʘ 

   ʄʝʞʜʫ ʧʝʯʢʦʡ ʠ ʰʢʘʬʦʤ ʩʪʦʠʪ? 

 ɹʣʝʜʝʥ ʣʦʙ, ʠ ʛʣʘʟʘ ʦʪʢʨʳʪʳ . . . 

  ɿʥʘʯʠʪ, ʭʨʫʧʢʠ ʤʦʛʠʣʴʥʳʝ ʧʣʠʪʳ, 

ɿʥʘʯʠʪ, ʤʷʛʯʝ ʚʦʩʢʘ ʛʨʘʥʠʪ . . . 

ɺʟʜʦʨ, ʚʟʜʦʨ, ʚʟʜʦʨ!ðʆʪ ʪʘʢʦʛʦ ʚʟʜʦʨʘ 

  ʗ ʩʝʜʦʶ ʩʜʝʣʘʶʩʴ ʩʢʦʨʦ 

   ʀʣʠ ʩʪʘʥʫ ʩʦʚʩʝʤ ʜʨʫʛʦʡ. 

 ʏʪʦ ʪʳ ʤʘʥʠʰʴ ʤʝʥʷ ʨʫʢʦʶ?! 
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I hear a whisper:  ñFarewell!  Time's up! 

    And though I leave you to live, 

    You will be MY widow, §§ 

   YouðDarling, sunshine, sister!ò 

    On the landing two shades merge . . . §§ 

    Later . . . on a flat step in the stairwell 

    A cry:  ñNo need!ò and from the distance 

    A clear voice: 

      ñI am prepared for death.ò§§ 

  

The torches go out, the ceiling descends. Again the white (mirrored) hall
xvi

 

becomes the author's room.  Words from the darkness: 

 

Death does not existðwell-known fact§§ 

 Too insipid to repeat, 

  But whatever does existðlet them tell me. 

Who knocks? 

   Everyone has already come in. 

 It may be just behind the mirror.  Or 

  Else glimpsed fleetingly out the window . . .§§ 

What if the new moon were playing tricks§§ 

 Or someone were in fact standing there 

  Between stove and cupboard?§§ 

A pallid brow, an open gaze . . .
§§

 

 Proving grave slabs are fragile,§§ 

  Proving granite is soft as wax . . . 

Nonsense, nonsense, nonsense!ðFrom such nonsense§§ 

 I quickly alter my age 

  Or stand as someone else. 

Why are you beckoning me?! 

 For a moment's peace 

  I'd renounce my posthumous rest. 
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ʏ ʝ ʨ ʝ ʟ    ʧ ʣ ʦ ʱ ʘ ʜ ʢ ʫ 

(ʀʥʪʝʨʤʝʜʠʷ) 
 

ɻʜʝ-ʪʦ ʚʦʢʨʫʛ ʵʪʦʛʦ ʤʝʩʪʘ (ç . . . ʅʦ ʙʢʟʜʫʤʥʘ, 

ʣʝʛʢʘ, ʙʝʩʩʪʳʜʥʘ, ʤʘʩʢʘʨʘʜʥʘʷ  ʙʦʣʪʦʚʥʷ . . .è) ʙʨʦʜʠʣʠ 

ʝʱʝ ʪʘʢʠʝ ʩʪʨʦʢʠ, ʥʦ ʷ ʥʝ ʧʫʩʪʠʣʘ ʠʭ ʚ ʦʩʥʦʚʥʦʡ ʪʝʢʩʪ: 
 

çʋʚʝʨʷʶ, ʵʪʦ ʥʝ ʥʦʚʦ . . . 

  ɺʳ ʜʠʪʷ, ʩʠʥʴʦʨ ʂʘʟʘʥʦʚʘ . . .» 

   çʅʘ ʀʩʘʢʴʝʚʩʢʦʡ ʨʦʚʥʦ ʚ ʰʝʩʪʴ . . .è 

çʂʘʢ-ʥʠʙʫʜʴ ʧʦʙʨʝʜʝʤ ʧʦ ʤʨʘʢʫ, 

  ʄʳ ʦʪʩʶʜʘ ʝʱʝ ʚ óʉʦʙʘʢʫ' è. 

   çɺʳ ʦʪʩʶʜʘ ʢʫʜʘ?èð 

çɹʦʛ ʚʝʩʪʴ!è 

 ʉʘʥʯʦ ʇʘʥʩʳ ʠ ɼʦʥ-ʂʠʭʦʪʳ 

  ʀ, ʫʚʳ, ʩʦʜʦʤʩʢʠʝ ʃʦʪʳ 

   ʉʤʝʨʪʦʥʦʩʥʳʡ ʧʨʦʙʫʶʪ ʩʦʢ, 

 ɸʬʨʦʜʠʪʳ ʚʦʟʥʠʢʣʠ ʠʟ ʧʝʥʳ, 

  ʐʝʚʝʣʴʥʫʣʠʩʴ ʚ ʩʪʝʢʣʝ ɽʣʝʥʳ, 

   ʀ ʙʝʟʫʤʴʷ ʙʣʠʟʠʪʩʷ ʩʨʦʢ. 

 ʀ ʦʧʷʪʴ ʠʟ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʦʛʦ ɻʨʦʪʘ, 

ɻʜʝ ʣʶʙʦʚʥʘʷ ʩʪʳʥʝʪ ʜʨʝʤʦʪʘ 

ʏʝʨʝʟ ʧʨʠʟʨʘʯʥʳʝ ʚʦʨʦʪʘ 

ʀ ʤʦʭʥʘʪʳʡ ʠ ʨʳʞʠʡ ʢʪʦ-ʪʦ 

     ʂʦʟʣʦʥʦʛʫʶ ʧʨʠʚʦʣʦʢ. 

 ɺʩʝʭ ʥʘʨʷʜʥʝʝ ʠ ʚʩʝʭ ʚʳʰʝ, 

  ʍʦʪʴ ʥʝ ʚʠʜʠʪ ʦʥʘ ʠ ʥʝ ʩʣʳʰʠʪð 

ʅʝ ʢʣʷʥʝʪ, ʥʝ ʤʦʣʠʪ, ʥʝ ʜʳʰʠʪ, 

 ɻʦʣʦʚʘ  Madame de Lamballe, 

 ɸ ʟʘʪʝʡʥʠʮʘ ʠ ʢʨʘʩʦʪʢʘ, 

  ʊʳ, ʯʪʦ ʢʦʟʴʶ ʧʣʷʰʝʰʴ ʯʝʯʝʪʢʫ, 

   ʉʥʦʚʘ ʛʫʣʠʰʴ ʥʝʞʥʦ ʠ ʢʨʦʪʢʦ: 

 «Que me veut mon Prince Carnaval?»* §§ 

 

 ʀ ʚ ʪʦ ʞʝ ʚʨʝʤʷ ʚ ʛʣʫʙʠʥʝ ʟʘʣʳ, ʩʮʝʥʳ, ʘʜʘ ʠʣʠ ʥʘ ʚʝʨʰʠʥʝ ʛʸʪʝʚʩʢʦʛʦ 

ɹʨʦʢʝʥʘ ʧʦʷʚʣʷʝʪʩʷ   ʆ ʥ ʘ   ʞʝ (ʘ ʤʦʞʝʪ ʙʳʪʴ, ʝʝ ʪʝʥʴ): 

 

 ʂʘʢ ʢʦʧʳʪʮʘ ʪʦʧʦʯʫʪ ʩʘʧʦʞʢʠ, 

ʂʘʢ ʙʫʙʝʥʯʠʢ ʟʚʝʥʷʪ ʩʝʨʝʞʢʠ, 

ɺ ʙʣʝʜʥʳʭ ʣʦʢʦʥʘʭ ʟʣʳʝ ʨʦʞʢʠ, 

 ʆʢʘʷʥʥʦʡ ʧʣʷʩʢʦʡ ʧʴʷʥʘð 

ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʩ ʚʘʟʳ ʯʝʨʥʦʬʠʛʫʨʥʦʡ, 

ʇʨʠʙʝʞʘʣʘ ʢ ʚʦʣʥʝ ʣʘʟʫʨʥʦʡ, 

ʊʘʢ ʧʘʨʘʜʥʦ ʦʙʥʘʞʝʥʘ. 

_____ 
*  ʏʝʛʦ ʭʦʯʝʪ ʤʦʡ ʧʨʠʥʮ ʂʘʨʥʘʚʘʣ?  (ʬʨʘʥʮ.).ðʈʝʜ  
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A c r o s s   t h e  L a n d i n g 
(Interlude) 

 

Somewhere along about here (ñ. . .but without care, slightly, unashamed, the 

masqueraders chatter . . . ò§§) snippets of verse like these wander about  but I do not let 

them into my text:
xvii

 

 

ñI can assure you that's nothing new . . . 

 You're just a kid, Signor Casanova . . . ò§ 

  ñSt. Isaac's§ Square at six sharp . . . ò 

ñEven somehow in the dark, from here 

We'll find our way to 'The Dog' . . . ò§ 

 ñWhere are you off to? òð 

ñGod only knows!ò§§ 

 Sancho Panzas§ and Don Quixotes§§ 

  And, also, Lots from Sodom§ 

   Sample the deadly juice, 

 Aphrodite§ emerges from the foam, 

  Helen§ poses before the mirror,
xviii

 

   And coming toward them all, seasons of madness.§§ 

 Once again inside the Fountain Grotto§ 

  Lovers drowsily freeze 

   Beyond the ghostly gates, 

    And someone shaggy and red-haired, 

     A goat-legged sprite. § 

 The best dressed and tallest of all, §     

  Even if she does not see nor take noteð 

Does not curse, nor pray, nor breatheð§§ 

This trend-setter, this Madame de Lamballe,§ 

 And also the tease, the knockout, 

  You who tap out the dance of the goat,
xix

 

   And then coyly promenade: §§  

ñQue me veut mon Prince Carnaval?ò* 
xx

 §§ 

 

 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 stamp, 

  Like little bells her earrings clink, 

   Wicked little horns peak from her blond locks, 

    Intoxicated with her accursed danceð 

As if on a black-figured vase,§ 

She runs toward the sky-blue waves, 

  A stylish and naked§ display. 

_____ 
*  «What does my Prince Carnival want of me?»

 §§
 (Fr.)ðEd.     
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ɸ ʟʘ ʥʝʡ ʚ ʰʠʥʝʣʠ ʠ ʚ ʢʘʩʢʝ 

ʊʳ, ʚʦʰʝʜʰʠʡ ʩʶʜʘ ʙʝʟ ʤʘʩʢʠ, 

ʊʳ, ʀʚʘʥʫʰʢʘ ʜʨʝʚʥʝʡ ʩʢʘʟʢʠ, 

ʏʪʦ ʪʝʙʝ ʩʝʛʦʜʥʷ ʪʦʤʠʪ? 

ʉʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʛʦʨʝʯʠ ʚ ʢʘʞʜʦʤ ʩʣʦʚʝ,   

 ʉʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʤʨʘʢʘ ʚ ʪʚʦʝʡ ʣʶʙʦʚʠ, 

  ʀ ʟʘʯʝʤ ʵʪʘ ʩʪʨʫʡʢʘ ʢʨʦʚʠ 

   ɹʝʨʝʜʠʪ ʣʝʧʝʩʪʦʢ ʣʘʥʠʪ? 

 

 



24 

 

 

And behind her in greatcoat and helmet, §§  

 You, entering here without mask§§ 

   You, Ivanushka§ of the ancient legend, 

    What torments you so today? 

 Such bitterness in every word, 

  Such melancholy in your love, 

   And why does blood trickle down 

Smudging  the bloom of your cheek?§§  
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ɻʃɸɺɸ  ɺʊʆʈɸʗ   

 

   ʀʣʴ ʪʦʛʦ ʪʳ ʚʠʜʠʤʴ ʫ ʩʚʦʠʭ ʢʦʣʝʥ, 

   ʂʪʦ ʜʣʷ ʙʝʣʦʡ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ ʪʚʦʡ ʧʦʢʠʥʫʣ ʧʣʝʥ? 

     çɻʦʣʦʩ ʧʘʤʷʪʠè, 1913 

 

        ʉʧʘʣʴʥʷ ɻʝʨʦʠʥʠ.  ɻʦʨʠʪ ʚʦʩʢʦʚʘʷ ʩʚʝʯʘ.  ʅʘʜ ʢʨʦʚʘʪʴʶ ʪʨʠ ʧʦʨʪʨʝʪʘ ʭʦʟʷʡʢʠ 

ʜʦʤʘ ʚ ʨʦʣʷʭ.  ʉʧʨʘʚʘ ʦʥʘðʂʦʟʣʦʥʦʛʘʷ, ʧʦʩʨʝʜʠʥʝðʇʫʪʘʥʠʮʘ, ʩʣʝʚʘðʧʦʨʪʨʝʪ ʚ 

ʪʝʥʠ.  ʆʜʥʠʤ ʢʘʞʝʩʪʩʷ, ʯʪʦ ʵʪʦ ʂʦʣʦʤʙʠʥʘ, ʜʨʫʛʠʤðɼʦʥʥʘ ɸʥʥʘ (ʠʟ  çʐʘʛʦʚ 

ʂʦʤʘʥʜʦʨʘè).  ɿʘ ʤʘʥʩʘʨʜʥʳʤ ʦʢʥʦʤ ʘʨʘʧʯʘʪʘ ʠʛʨʘʶʪ ʚ ʩʥʝʞʢʠ.  ʄʝʪʝʣʴ.  

ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʷʷ ʥʦʯʴ. ʇʫʪʘʥʠʮʘ ʦʞʠʚʘʝʪ, ʩʭʦʜʠʪ ʩ ʧʦʨʪʨʝʪʘ, ʠ ʝʡ ʯʫʜʠʪʩʷ ʛʦʣʦʩ,  

ʢʦʪʦʨʳʡ ʯʠʪʘʝʪ: 

 

ʈʘʩʧʘʭʥʫʣʘʩʴ ʘʪʣʘʩʥʘʷ ʰʫʙʢʘ! 

 ʅʝ ʩʝʨʜʠʩʴ ʥʘ ʤʝʥʷ, ɻʦʣʫʙʢʘ, 

  ʏʪʦ ʢʦʩʥʫʩʴ ʷ ʵʪʦʛʦ ʢʫʙʢʘ: 

   ʅʝ ʪʝʙʷ, ʘ ʩʝʙʷ ʢʘʟʥʶ. 

ɺʩʝ ʨʘʚʥʦ ʧʦʜʭʦʜʠʪ ʨʘʩʧʣʘʪʘð 

ɺʠʜʠʰʴðʪʘʤ, ʟʘ ʚʴʶʛʦʡ ʢʨʫʧʯʘʪʦʡ 

 ʄʝʡʝʨʭʦʣʴʜʦʚʳ ʘʨʘʧʯʘʪʘ 

  ɿʘʪʝʚʘʶʪ ʦʧʷʪʴ ʚʦʟʥʶ. 

   ɸ ʚʦʢʨʫʛ ʩʪʘʨʳʡ ʛʦʨʦʜ ʇʠʪʝʨ,ð 

ʏʪʦ ʥʘʨʦʜʫ ʙʦʢʘ ʧʦʚʳʪʝʨ, 

 (ʂʘʢ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʥʘʨʦʜ ʛʦʚʦʨʠʣ). 

 ɺ ʛʨʠʚʘʭ, ʚ ʩʙʨʫʷʭ, ʚ ʤʫʯʥʳʭ ʦʙʦʟʘʭ, 

  ɺ ʨʘʟʤʘʣʝʚʘʥʥʳʭ ʯʘʡʥʳʭ ʨʦʟʘʭ 

   ʀ ʧʦʜ ʪʫʯʝʡ ʚʦʨʦʥʴʠʭ ʢʨʳʣ. 

 ʅʦ ʣʝʪʠʪ, ʫʣʳʙʘʷʩʴ ʤʥʠʤʦ, 

  ʅʘʜ ʄʘʨʠʠʥʩʢʦʡ ʩʮʝʥʦʡ prima,
 5
 

   ʊ ðrʥʘʰ ʣʝʙʝʜʴ ʥʝʧʦʩʪʠʞʠʤʳʡ, 

    ʀ ʦʩʪʨʠʪ ʦʧʦʟʜʘʚʰʠʡ ʩʥʦʙ. 

 ɿʚʫʢ ʦʨʢʝʩʪʨʘ ʢʘʢ ʩ ʪʦʛʦ ʩʚʝʪʘ,ð 

(ʊʝʥʴ ʯʝʛʦ-ʪʦ ʤʝʣʴʢʥʫʣʘ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ), 

 ʅʝ ʧʨʝʜʯʫʚʩʪʚʠʝʤ ʣʠ ʨʘʩʩʚʝʪʘ 

  ʇʦ ʨʷʜʘʤ ʧʨʦʙʝʞʘʣ ʦʟʥʦʙ? 

 ʀ ʦʧʷʪʴ ʪʦʪ ʛʦʣʦʩ ʟʥʘʢʦʤʳʡ,
  

  ɹʫʜʪʦ ʵʭʦ ʛʦʨʥʦʛʦ ʛʨʦʤʘ,ð 

ʅʘʰʘ ʩʣʘʚʘ ʠ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʦ! 

 ʆʥ ʩʝʨʜʮʘ ʥʘʧʦʣʥʷʝʪ ʜʨʦʞʴʶ 

  ʀ ʥʝʩʝʪʩʷ ʧʦ ʙʝʟʜʦʨʦʞʴʶ 

   ʅʘʜ ʩʪʨʘʥʦʡ, ʚʩʢʦʨʤʠʚʰʝʡ ʝʛʦ.
 6
 

 ʉʫʯʴʷ ʚ ʠʩʩʠʥʷ-ʙʝʣʦʤ ʩʥʝʛʝ . . . 

  ʂʦʨʠʜʦʨ ʇʝʪʨʦʚʩʢʠʢ ʢʦʣʣʝʛʠʡ 

ɹʝʩʢʦʥʝʯʝʥ, ʛʫʣʦʢ ʠ ʧʨʷʤ 
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SECOND CHAPTER 

 

Or do you see at your knees the one who 

In place of captivity, embraced white death? 

 «The Voice of Memory,» 1913§ 

 

 The heroine's§ bedroom. A waxy candle burns.  Over the bed are three portraits of 

the hostess in her roles.  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,§ night.   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, Darling, 

   For I too touched that chalice, 

    It's not you I chastise, it's me. 

 Retribution was coming equally for allð§§ 

Seeðthere, the blizzard is like a fine flour 

 Where Meierkholôd's blackamoors§ 

  Are up to their horseplay again. 

   Surrounding us is old Piter,§ 

    He who oppressed the people 

     (As people back then used to say). 

 In files of carts with grain, harnesses, manes, 

  In paint-smudged tea roses, 

   Under a cloud of crow wings. 

 But with a self-styled smile, 

  The prima ballerina§ flies across the Maryinsky stage,
 5  

 

   Youðour inscrutable swanð 

And a snob coming late makes jokes. 

 The sound of the orchestra like society buzzð 

(The shadow of something glimpsed fleetingly), 

 And didn't a chill run through the tiers§§ 

  Like a foreboding of dawn? 

And once again that well-known voice.§§  

Like the echo of mountain thunderð 

Our glory and triumph! 

 It fills our hearts with trembling 

  And is carried beyond where roads are, 

   Across the nation that nourished it.
 6  

 

 Twigs above the blue-white snow . . . 

  The alleé of the Petersburg Colleges§ 

   Endless, resonant and straight. 
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 (ʏʪʦ ʫʛʦʜʥʦ ʤʦʞʝʪ ʩʣʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ, 

  ʅʦ ʦʥ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʫʧʨʷʤʦ ʩʥʠʪʴʩʷ 

   ʊʝʤ, ʢʪʦ ʥʳʥʯʝ ʧʨʦʭʦʜʠʪ ʪʘʤ). 

 ɼʦ ʩʤʝʰʥʦʛʦ ʙʣʠʟʢʘ ʨʘʟʚʷʟʢʘ: 

  ʀʟ-ʟʘ ʰʠʨʤ ʇʝʪʨʫʰʢʠʥʘ ʤʘʩʢʘ, 

   ɺʢʨʫʛ ʢʦʩʪʨʦʚ ʢʫʯʝʨʩʢʘʷ ʧʣʷʩʢʘ, 

    ʅʘʜ ʜʚʦʨʮʦʤ ʯʝʨʥʦ-ʞʝʣʪʳʡ ʩʪʷʛ . . . 

 ɺʩʝ ʫʞʝ ʥʘ ʤʝʩʪʘʭ, ʢʪʦ ʥʘʜʦ; 

  ʇʷʪʳʤ ʘʢʪʦʤ ʠʟ ʃʝʪʥʝʛʦ ʩʘʜʘ 

   ʇʘʭʥʝʪ . . . ʇʨʠʟʨʘʢ ʮʫʩʠʤʩʢʦʛʦ ʘʜʘ 

    ʊʫʪ ʞʝ. ð ʇʴʷʥʳʡ ʧʦʝʪ ʤʦʨʷʢ. 

 ʂʘʢ ʧʘʨʘʜʥʦ ʟʚʝʥʷʪ ʧʦʣʦʟʴʷ, 

  ʀ ʚʦʣʦʯʠʪʩʷ ʧʦʣʦʩʪʴ ʢʦʟʴʷ . . . 

   ʄʠʤʦ, ʪʝʥʠ!ðʆʥ ʪʘʤ ʦʜʠʥ. 

 ʅʘ ʩʪʝʥʝ ʝʛʦ ʪʚʝʨʜʳʡ ʧʨʦʬʠʣʴ. 

  ɻʘʚʨʠʠʣ ʠʣʠ ʄʝʬʠʩʪʦʬʝʣʴð 

ʊʚʦʡ, ʢʨʘʩʘʚʠʮʘ, ʇʘʣʘʜʠʥ? 

 ɼʝʤʦʥ ʩʘʤ ʩ ʫʣʳʙʢʦʡ ʊʘʤʘʨʳ, 

  ʅʦ ʪʘʢʠʝ ʪʘʷʪʩʷ ʯʘʨʳ 

   ɺ ʵʪʦʤ ʩʪʨʘʰʥʦʤ ʜʳʤʥʦʤ ʣʠʮʝ: 

 ʇʣʦʪɹ, ʧʦʯʪʠ ʯʪʦ ʩʪʘʚʰʘʷ ʜʫʭʦʤ, 

  ʀ ʘʥʪʠʯʥʳʡ ʣʦʢʦʥ ʥʘʜ ʫʭʦʤð 

ɺʩʝ ʪʘʠʥʩʪʚʝʥʥʦ ʚ ʧʨʠʰʣʝʮʝ. 

 ʕʪʦ ʦʥ ʚ ʧʝʨʝʧʦʣʥʝʥʥʦʤ ʟʘʣʝ 

  ʉʣʘʣ ʪʫ ʯʝʨʥʫʶ ʨʦʟʫ ʚ ʙʦʢʘʣʝ, 

   ʀʣʠ ʚʩʝ ʵʪʦ ʙʳʣʦ ʩʥʦʤ? .  . 

 ʉ ʤʝʨʪʚʳʤ ʩʝʨʜʮʝʤ ʠ ʤʝʨʪʚʳʤ ʚʟʦʨʦʤ, 

  ʆʥ ʣʠ ʚʩʪʨʝʪʠʣʩʷ ʩ ʢʦʤʘʥʜʦʨʦʤ, 

   ɺ ʪʦʪ ʧʨʦʙʨʘʚʰʠʩʴ ʧʨʦʢʣʷʪʳʡ ʜʦʤ! 

 ʀ ʝʛʦ ʧʦʚʝʜʘʥʦ ʩʣʦʚʦʤ, 

  ʂʘʢ ʚʳ ʙʳʣʠ ʚ ʧʨʦʩʪʨʘʥʩʪʚʝ ʥʦʚʦʤ, 

   ʂʘʢ ʚʥʝ ʚʨʝʤʝʥʠ ʙʳʣʠ ʚʳ,ð 

ʀ ʚ ʢʘʢʠʭ ʭʨʫʩʪʘʣʷʭ ʧʦʣʷʨʥʳʭ, 

  ʀ ʚ ʢʘʢʠʭ ʩʠʷʥʴʷʭ ʷʥʪʘʨʥʳʭ 

  ʊʘʤ, ʫ ʫʩʪʴʷ ʃʝʪʳðʅʝʚʳ. 

ʊʳ ʩʙʝʞʘʣʘ ʩʶʜʘ ʩ ʧʦʨʪʨʝʪʘ, 

 ʀ ʧʫʩʪʘʷ ʨʘʤʘ ʜʦ ʩʚʝʪʘ 

  ʅʘ ʩʪʝʥʝ ʪʝʙʷ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʞʜʘʪʴ. 

ʊʘʢ ʧʣʷʩʘʪʴ ʪʝʙʝðʙʝʟ ʧʘʨʪʥʝʨʘ. 

 ʗ ʞʝ ʨʦʣʴ ʨʦʢʦʚʦʛʦ ʭʦʨʘ 

   ʅʘ ʩʝʙʷ ʩʦʛʣʘʩʥʘ ʧʨʠʥʷʪʴ. 
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(It is as you may wish it to be, §§ 

  But he must dream it stubbornly, 

   Anyone who passes along there now.) 

 The dénoument is ludicrously close:§ 

  Petrushka's mask§ from behind the scene, 
xxi

 

   Around bonfires, coachmen dance,§§ 

    Over the palace, the black and yellow flag . . .§ 

All who are needed are in their places: §§ 

  The fifth act from the Summer Garden§ 

   Reeks . . . The specter of Tsusima's hell
 
 

    Is here too.ðA drunk sailor sings.§ 

 How parade-like the sleigh runners jingle, 

  And the goatskin lap robes drag along . . . 

   Shades, go away!ðHe's there alone.§ 

 Against the wall is his stark profile.
 
 

  Is it Gabriel§ or Mephistophelesð§ 

You, pretty boy, Paladin?§ 

 A demon with Tamara's smile,§ 

  But such charms melt 

   Into that awful smoky face: 

 Flesh transformed almost into spirit, 

  And old-fashioned curls over the ear. 

   This messenger, an entire enigma. 

 Is he the one in the overcrowded hall
 
 

  Who sent the black rose§ in the goblet, 

   Or has that been just a dream? . .  

 With a dead heart and a dead look in his eyes, 

  Perhaps it was he who met the commendatore
xxii

 

  In that broken-into confounded house! 

And his words explain 

 How you inhabit a new space now§§ 

  And how you are beyond timeð 

There inside polar crystals, 

There inside gleaming amber, 

 At the mouth of the Lethe§ð .§ 

Out of the portrait you broke loose§§ 

And the empty frame 

 Will wait for you until light comes. 

How you danceðwithout a partner 

  I consent fully by myself 

 To the role of the fateful chorus.§§ 
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   ʅʘ ʱʝʢʘʭ ʪʚʦʠʭ ʘʣʳʝ ʧʷʪʥʘ; 

   ʐʣʘ ʙʳ ʪʳ ʚ ʧʦʣʦʪʥʦ ʦʙʨʘʪʥʦ; 

   ɺʝʜʴ ʩʝʛʦʜʥʷ ʪʘʢʘʷ ʥʦʯʴ, 

   ʂʦʛʜʘ ʥʫʞʥʦ ʧʣʘmʠʪʴ ʧʦ ʩʯʝʪʫ . . . 

   ɸ ʜʫʨʤʘʥʷʱʫʶ ʜʨʝʤʦʪʫ 

   ʄʥʝ ʪʨʫʜʥʝʡ, ʯʝʤ ʩʤʝʨʪʴ, ʧʨʝʚʦʟʤʦʯʴ. 

 

. . . ʊʳ ʚ ʈʦʩʩʠʶ ʧʨʠʰʣʘ ʥʠʦʪʢʫʜʘ, 

 ʆ ʤʦʝ ʙʝʣʦʢʫʨʦʝ ʯʫʜʦ, 

  ʂʦʣʦʤʙʠʥʘ ʜʝʩʷʪʳʭ ʛʦʜʦʚ: 

ʏʪʦ ʛʣʷʜʠʰʴ ʪʳ ʪʘʢ ʩʤʫʪʥʦ ʠ ʟʦʨʢʦ, 

 ʇʝʪʝʨʙʫʨʛʩʢʘʷ ʢʫʢʣʘ, ʘʢʪʝʨʢʘ, 

  ʊ ðrʦʜʠʥ ʠʟ ʤʦʠʭ ʜʚʦʡʥʠʢʦʚ. 

ʂ ʧʨʦʯʠʤ ʪʠʪʫʣʘʤ ʥʘʜʦ ʠ ʵʪʦʪ 

 ʇʨʠʧʠʩʘʪʴ.  ʆ ʧʦʜʨʫʛʘ ʧʦʵʪʦʚ, 

  ʗ ʥʘʩʣʝʜʥʠʮʘ ʩʣʘʚʳ ʪʚʦʝʡ. 

ɿʜʝʩʴ ʧʦʜ ʤʫʟʳʢʫ ʜʠʚʥʦʛʦ ʤʵʪʨʘ 

 ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʩʢʦʛʦ ʜʠʢʦʛʦ ʚʝʪʨʘ 

  ʀ ʚ ʪʝʥʠ ʟʘʧʦʚʝʜʥʦʛʦ ʢʝʜʨʘ 

   ɺʠʞʫ ʪʘʥʝʮ ʧʨʠʜʚʦʨʥʳʭ ʢʦʩʪʝʡ . . . 

ʆʧʣʳʚʘʶʪ ʚʝʥʯʘʣʴʥʳʝ ʩʚʝʯʠ, 

 ʇʦʜ ʬʘʪʦʡ ʧʦʮʝʣʫʡʥʳʝ ʧʣʝʯʠ, 

  ʍʨʘʤ ʛʨʝʤʠʪ: çɻʦʣʫʙʠʮʘ, ʛʨʷʜʠ!è 

ɻʦʨʳ ʧʘʨʤʩʢʠʭ ʬʠʘʣʦʢ ʚ ʘʧʨʝʣʝð 

ʀ ʩʚʠʜʘʥʴʝ ʚ ʄʘʣʴʪʠʡʩʢʦʡ ʢʘʧʝʣʣʝ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʧʨʦʢʣʷʪʴʝ ʚ ʪʚʦʝʡ ʛʨʫʜʠ. 

 ɿʦʣʦʪʦʛʦ ʣʴ ʚʝʢʘ ʚʠʜʝʥʴʝ 

  ʀʣʠ ʯʝʨʥʦʝ ʧʨʝʩʪʫʧʣʝʥʴʝ 

   ɺ ʛʨʦʟʥʦʤ ʭʘʦʩʝ ʜʘʚʥʠʭ ʜʥʝʡ? 

 ʄʥʝ ʦʪʚʝʪʴ ʭʦʪʴ ʪʝʧʝʨʴ: 

     ʥʝʫʞʝʣʠ 

  ʪʳ ʢʦʛʜʘ-ʪʦ ʞʠʣʘ ʚ ʩʘʤʦʤ ʜʝʣʝ 

   ʀ ʪʦʧʪʘʣʘ ʪʦʨʮʳ ʧʣʦʱʘʜʝʡ 

    ʆʩʣʝʧʠʪʝʣʴʥʦʡ ʥʦʞʢʦʡ ʩʚʦʝʡ? . . . 

 ʜʦʤ ʧʝʩʪʨʝʡ ʢʦʤʝʜʴʷʥʪʩʢʦʡ ʬʫʨʳ, 

  ʆʙʣʫʧʠʚʰʠʝʩʷ ʘʤʫʨʳ  

   ʆʭʨʘʥʷʶʪ ɺʝʥʝʨʠʥ ʘʣʪʘʨʴ. 

ʇʝʚʯʠʭ ʧʪʠʮ ʥʝ ʩʘʞʘʣʘ ʚ ʢʣʝʪʢʫ, 

  ʉʧʘʣʴʥʶ ʪʳ ʫʙʨʘʣʘ ʢʘʢ ʙʝʩʝʜʢʫ, 

   ɼʝʨʝʚʝʥʩʢʫʶ ʜʝʚʢʫ-ʩʦʩʝʜʢʫ 

ʅʝ ʫʟʥʘʝʪ ʚʝʩʝʣʳʡ ʩʢʦʙʘʨʴ.
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    Scarlet blemishes are on your cheeks: 

    Best for you to return to the painting; 

    You see, this is just such a night 

    In which accounts are  settled . . . §§ 

    But this numbing drowsiness 

    Is harder for me to surmount than death. 

  

 You came out of nowhere to Russia,§§ 

  O, my fair-haired marvel, 

   A Columbine of the Nineteen Tens!§§  
 
 

 How agitated and hawk-eyed your look is, 

  Petersburg puppet, actress,§§ 

   Youðalone, of my doubles.§ 

 To your other titles one ought to add 

  This.§§  O, friend of poets 

   I inherited your fame. 

 Here is the music of a marvelous meter, 

  Leningrad's savage wind. 

   In the shadow of the protected cedar§§ 

    I see the dance of courtly bones . . . 

 The wedding candles sputter,§§ 

  The veil kisses your shoulders,§§ 

   The temple peals: ñCome, O dove!ñÄ 

 Mountains-of-Parma violets§ in Aprilð 

And rendezvous in the Maltese Chapel§ 

  Like a curse in your breast.§§ 

 Is it a dream of the Age of Gold 

  Or the black of infamy 

   From the dread chaos of days long past? 

 Answer me now: 

    Is it true 

  That you were once alive 

   Stomping the wooden pavements§§ 

    With your dazzlingly small feet? . . . 

 Your house was more colorful than a circus cart, 

  Chipped plaster cupids 

   Surrounding the Venus§ altar, 

Your songbirds  not in cages,§§ 

  Your bedroom decked out like a summerhouse, 

   The merry Skobarô
7 § would not know 

    The village neighbor-lass now. 
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ɺ ʩʪʝʥʘʭ ʣʝʩʝʥʢʠ ʩʢʨʳʪʳ ʚʠʪʳʝ, 

ɸ ʥʘ ʩʪʝʥʘʭ ʣʘʟʫʨʥʳʭ ʩʚʷʪʳʝ,ð 

ʇʦʣʫʢʨʘʜʝʥʦ ʵʪʦ ʜʦʙʨʦ . . . 

 ɺʩʷ ʚ ʮʚʝʪʘʭ, ʢʘʢ çɺʝʩʥʘè ɹʦʪʪʠʯʝʣʣʠ, 

  ʊʳ ʜʨʫʟʝʡ ʧʨʠʥʠʤʘʣʘ ʚ ʧʦʩʪʝʣʠ, 

   ʀ ʪʦʤʠʣʩʷ ʜʨʘʛʫʥʩʢʠʡ ʇʴʝʨʦ,ð 

ɺʩʝʭ ʚʣʶʙʣʝʥʥʳʭ ʚ ʪʝʙʷ ʩʫʝʚʝʨʥʝʡ, 

 ʊʦʪ, ʩ ʫʣʳʙʢʦʡ ʞʝʨʪʚʳ ʚʝʯʝʨʥʝʡ, 

  ʊʳ ʝʤʫ ʢʘʢ ʩʪʘʣʠðʤʘʛʥʠʪ. 

ʇʦʙʣʝʜʥʝʚ, ʦʥ ʛʣʷʜʠʪ ʩʢʚʦʟʴ ʩʣʝʟʳ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʪʝʙʝ ʧʨʦʪʷʥʫʣʠ ʨʦʟ r

  ʀ ʢʘʢ ʚʨʘʛ ʝʛʦ ʟʥʘʤʝʥʠʪ. 

ʊʚʦʝʛʦ ʷ ʥʝ ʚʠʜʝʣʘ ʤʫʞʘ, 

 ʗ, ʢ ʩʪʝʢʣʫ ʧʨʠʥʠʢʘʚʰʘʷ ʩʪʫʞʘ . . . 

  ɺʦʪ ʦʥ, ʙʦʡ ʢʨʝʧʦʩʪʥʳʭ ʯʘʩʦʚ . . . 

ʗ ʢʨʝʩʪʘʤʠ ʜʦʤ§ ʥʝ ʤʝʯʫ,ð 

ɺʳʭʦʜʠ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʩʤʝʣʦ ʥʘʚʩʪʨʝʯʫð 

ɻ ʦ ʨ ʦ ʩ ʢ ʦ ʧ   ʪ ʚ ʦ ʡ   ʜ ʘ ʚ ʥ ʦ   ʛ ʦ ʪ ʦ ʚ . . .  
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Spiral stairs concealed inside the walls, 

 And saints on the sky-blue walls,ð
 §§

 

Semi-pilfered possessions . . . 

Like Botticelliôs
§
 ñPrimavera,ò

 
 

 In full bloom, you greet friends in your bed 

  And the world-weary dragoon§ Pierrot§ð 

Most superstitious among your loves, 

With the evening smile of a victim, 

 You two: steelðmagnet. 

Drooping, he gazes through tears, 

 How the others proffer you roses 

  And how famous is his foe.
xxiii

 

I never saw your husband,
§§

 

 I, with cold bearing down upon the window . . . 

  Thereôs the striking of the fortress clock . . . 

I donôt cast crosses before houses,ð §§ 

So come out courageously to face með 
Y o u r   h o r o s c o p e   w a s   d r a w n   l o n g   a g o. . .

§§
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ɻʃɸɺɸ ʊʈɽʊʔʗ 

 

ʀ ʧʦʜ ʘʨʢʦʡ ʥʘ ɻʘʣʝʨʥʦʡ . . . 

  ɸ.  ɸʭʤʘʪʦʚʘ 

 

ɺ ʇʝʪʝʨʙʫʨʛʝ ʤʳ ʩʦʡʜʝʤʩʷ ʩʥʦʚʘ, 

ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʩʦʣʥʮʝ ʤʳ ʧʦʭʦʨʦʥʠʣʠ ʚ ʥʝʤ. 

  ʆ.  ʄʘʥʜʝʣʴʰʪʘʤ 

 

ʊʦ ʙʳʣ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʠʡ ʛʦʜ . . . 

  ʄ.  ʃʦʟʠʥʩʢʠʡ 

 

 ʇʝʪʝʨʙʫʨʛ 1913 ʛʦʜʘ.  ʃʠʨʠʯʝʩʢʦʝ ʦʪʩʪʫʧʣʝʥʠʝ: ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʝʝ ɺʦʩʧʦʤʠʥʘʥʠʝ ʚ 

ʎʘʨʩʢʦʤ ʉʝʣʝ.  ɺʝʪʝʨ, ʥʝ ʪʦ ʚʩʧʦʤʠʥʘʷ, ʥʝ ʪʦ ʧʨʦʨʦʯʝʩʪʚʫʷ, ʙʦʨʤʦʯʝʪ: 

 

 ɺʳʣʠ ʉʚʷʪʢʠ ʢʦʩʪʨʘʤʠ ʩʦʛʨʝʪʳ, 

  ʀ ʚʘʣʠʣʠʩʴ ʩ ʤʦʩʪʩʚ ʢʘʨʝʪʳ, 

   ʀ ʚʝʩʴ ʪʨʘʫʨʥʳʡ ʛʦʨʦʜ ʧʣʳʣ 

ʇʦ ʥʝʚʝʜʦʤʦʤʫ ʥʘʟʥʘʯʝʥʴʶ 

 ʇʦ ʅʝʚʝ ʠʣʴ ʧʨʦʪʠʚ ʪʝʯʝʥʴʷ,ð 

ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʧʨʦʯʴ ʦʪ ʩʚʦʠʭ ʤʦʛʠʣ. 

ʅʘ ɻʘʣʝʨʥʦʡ ʯʝʨʥʝʣʘ ʘʨʢʘ, 

 ɺ ʃʝʪʥʝʤ ʪʦʥʢʦ ʧʝʣʘ ʬʣʶʛʘʨʢʘ, 

  ʀ ʩʝʨʝʙʨʷʥʳʡ ʤʝʩʷʮ ʷʨʢʦ 

   ʅʘʜ ʩʝʨʝʙʨʷʥʳʤ ʚʝʢʦʤ ʩʪʳʣ. 

ʆʪʪʦʛʦ, ʯʪʦ ʧʦ ʚʩʝʤ ʜʦʨʦʛʘʤ, 

   ʆʪʪʦʛʦ, ʯʪʦ ʢʦ ʚʩʝʤ ʧʦʨʦʛʘʤ 

  ʇʨʠʙʣʠʞʘʣʘʩʴ ʤʝʜʣʝʥʥʦ ʪʝʥʴð 

ɺʝʪʝʨ ʨʚʘʣ ʩʦ ʩʪʝʥʳ ʘʬʠʰʠ, 

 ɼʳʤ ʧʣʷʩʘʣ ʚʧʨʠʩʷʜʢʫ ʥʘ ʢʨʳʰʝ 

  ʀ ʢʣʘʜʙʠʱʝʤ ʧʘʭʣʘ ʩʠʨʝʥʴ. 

ʀ ʮʘʨʠʮʝʡ ɸʚʜʦʪʴʝʡ ʟʘʢʣʷʪʳʡ, 

 ɼʦʩʪʦʝʚʩʢʠʡ ʠ ʙʝʩʥʦʚʘʪʳʡ 

  ɻʦʨʦʜ ʚ ʩʚʦʡ ʫʭʦʜʠʣ ʪʫʤʘʥ, 

ʀ ʚʳʛʣʷʜʳʚʘʣ ʚʥʦʚʴ ʠʟ ʤʨʘʢʘ 

 ʉʪʘʨʳʡ ʧʠʪʝʨʱʠʢ ʠ ʛʫʣʷʢʘ. 

  ʂʘʢ ʧʨʝʜ ʢʘʟʥʴʶ ʙʠʣ ʙʘʨʘʙʘʥ . . . 

ʀ ʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʚ ʜʫʭʦʪʝ ʤʦʨʦʟʥʦʡ, 

 ʇʨʝʜʚʦʝʥʥʦʡ, ʙʣʫʜʥʦʡ ʠ ʛʨʦʟʥʦʡ, 

  ʅʝʧʦʥʷʪʥʳʡ ʪʘʠʣʩʷ ʛʫʣ . . . 

ʅʦ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʦʥ ʙʳʣ ʩʣʳʰʝʥ ʛʣʫʭʦ, 

 ʆʥ ʧʦʯʪʠ ʥʝ ʢʘʩʘʣʩʷ ʩʣʫʭʘ 

  ʀ ʚ ʩʫʛʨʦʙʘʭ ʥʝʚʩʢʠʭ ʪʦʥʫʣ. 

ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʚ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʝ ʩʪʨʘʰʥʦʡ ʥʦʯʠ 

 ʀ ʙʝʩʥʫʝʪʩʷ ʠ ʥʝ ʭʦʯʝʪ 

ʋʟʥʘʚʘʪʴ ʩʝʙʷ ʯʝʣʦʚʝʢ,ð 
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THIRD CHAPTER 

 

And under the Galernoi§ arch . . . 

A. Akhmatova
xxiv

 

 

In Petersburg once again weôll meet§§ 

As if, long since, we had interred 

The sun . . .   

O. Mandelôshtam§ 

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,
 §§

 

 And coaches fell off the bridges,
§§

 

  And the entire funereal city drifted 

Toward some unknown appointment 

 With the 
§
 current or against it,ð 

But ever away from its graves.
§§

 

At the dark Galernoi Arch,§ 

  In the Summer Garden the weathervaneôs sound§§ 

Was delicate, and a bright silver moon 

    Waxed cold above the Silver Age.§ 

 Because, along all roads,§§ 

  Because, at all doorsteps, 

A shadow was slowly advancingð 

A wind tore posters from walls, 

 Smoke danced along the rooftops 

  And graveyards smelled of lilacs.§§ 

And Tsaritsa Avdotôia's§ curse,§§ 

 Dostoevskian and possessed,§§ 

  Engulfed the city into its own mists. 

And once again from the dark, gazing out, 

 Are old Petrushka§ and the revelers. 

  Like before an execution, a drum . . .§§ 

And incessant in the frozen stuffiness,§§ 

 Pre-war, brothel-like, impending, 

  Was the dim incomprehensible rumble . . .§§ 

Muffl ed it could just barely be heard, 

 It almost did not touch the ear 

  § it sank. 

As in a terrifying night mirror, 

 Possessed, an ordinary man 

Does not wish to recognize himself,
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ɸ ʧʦ ʥʘʙʝʨʝʞʥʦʡ ʣʝʛʝʥʜʘʨʥʦʡ 

 ʇʨʠʙʣʠʞʘʣʩʷ ʥʝ ʢʘʣʝʥʜʘʨʥʳʡð 

ʅʘʩʪʦʷʱʠʡ ɼʚʘʜʮʘʪʳʡ ɺʝʢ. 

 

 ɸ ʪʝʧʝʨʴ ʙʳ ʜʦʤʦʡ ʩʢʦʨʝʝ 

 ʂʘʤʝʨʦʥʦʚʦʡ ʛʘʣʝʨʝʝʡ 

 ɺ ʣʝʜʷʥʦʡ ʪʘʠʥʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʡ ʩʘʜ, 

 ɻʜʝ ʙʝʟʤʦʣʚʩʪʚʫʶʪ ʚʦʜʦʧʘʜʳ, 

 ɻʜʝ ʚʩʝ ʜʝʚʷʪʴ
8
 ʤʥʝ ʙʫʜʫʪ ʨʘʜʳ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʙʳʚʘʣ ʪʳ ʢʦʛʜʘ-ʪʦ ʨʘʜ. 

 ʊʘʤ ʟʘ ʦʩʪʨʦʚʦʤ, ʪʘʤ ʟʘ ʩʘʜʦʤ, 

 ʈʘʟʚʝ ʤʳ ʥʝ ʚʩʪʨʝʪʠʤʩʷ ʚʟʛʣʷʜʦʤ 

 ʅʘʰʠʭ ʧʨʝʞʥʠʭ ʷʩʥʳʭ ʦʯʝʡ? 

 ʈʘʟʚʝ ʪʳ ʤʥʝ ʥʝ ʩʢʘʞʝʰʴ ʩʥʦʚʘ 

ʇʦʙʝʜʠʙʰʝʝ  

    ʩʤʝʨʪʴ 

         ʩʣʦʚʦ 

   ʀ   ʨ ʘ ʟ ʛ ʘ ʜ ʢ ʫ  ʞ ʠ ʟ ʥ ʠ   ʤ ʦ ʝ ʡ? 
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Along the legendary quays 

 Rushesðnot the calendarð 

But the real Twentieth Century.  

 

 And quickly now to go home
 
 

 Through the Cameron Gallery§ 

 To the icy secret garden, 

 Where waterfalls are silent, 

 Where all nine
8 § rejoice to see me 

 Like you too used to rejoice.§§ 

 There beyond the island, beyond the garden.§§ 

 Will our glances never greet each other again, 

 Our eyes as bright as once they were? 

 Won't you again declare to me 

  the word
 
 

   that conquers 

    death 

   A n d   s o l v e s   m y   l i f e? 
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ɻʃɸɺɸ  ʏɽʊɺɽʈʊɸʗ  ʀ  ʇʆʉʃɽɼʅʗʗ 

 

       ʃʶʙʦʚʴ ʧʨʦʰʣʘ, ʥ ʩʪʘʣʠ ʷʩʥʳ 

    ʀ ʙʣʠʟʢʠ ʩʤʝʨʪʥʳʝ ʯʝʨʪʳ. 

      ɺʩ.  ʂ. 

 

          ʋʛʦʣ ʄʘʨʩʦʚʘ ʧʦʣʷ.  ɼʦʤ, ʧʦʩʪʨʦʝʥʥʳʡ ʚ ʥʘʯʘʣʝ XIX  ʚʝʢʘ ʙʨʘʪʴʷʤʠ  

ɸʜʘʤʠʥʠ.  ɺ ʥʝʛʦ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʧʨʷʤʦʝ ʧʦʧʘʜʘʥʠʝ ʘʚʠʘʙʦʤʙʳ ʚ 1942 ʛʦʜʫ.  ɻʦʨʠʪ ʚʳʩʦʢʠʡ  

ʢʦʩʪʝʨ.  ʉʣʳʰʥʳ ʫʜʘʨʳ ʢʦʣʦʢʦʣʴʥʦʛʦ ʟʚʦʥʘ ʦʪ ʉʣʘʩʘ-ʥʘ-ʂʨʦʚʠ.  ʅʘ ʧʦʣʝ ʟʘ  

ʤʝʪʝʣʴʶ ʧʨʠʟʨʘʢ ʜʚʦʨʮʦʚʦʛʦ ʙʘʣʘ.  ɺ ʧʨʦʤʝʞʫʪʢʠ ʤʝʞʜʫ ʵʪʠʤʠ ʟʚʫʢʘʤʠ ʛʦʚʦʨʠʪ  

ʩʘʤʘ ʊʠʰʠʥʘ: 

 

 ʂʪʦ ʟʘʩʪʳʣ ʫ ʧʦʤʝʨʢʰʠʭ ʦʢʦʥ, 

  ʅʘ ʯʴʝʤ ʩʝʨʜʮʝ çʧʘʣʝʚʳʡ ʣʦʢʦʥè, 

   ʋ ʢʦʛʦ ʧʨʝʜ ʛʣʘʟʘʤʠ ʪʴʤʘ? 

 çʇʦʤʦʛʠʪʝ,  ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʧʦʟʜʥʦ! 

  ʅʠʢʦʛʜʘ ʪʳ ʪʘʢʦʡ ʤʦʨʦʟʥʦʡ 

   ʀ ʯʫʞʦʶ, ʥʦʯʴ, ʥʝ ʙʳʣʘ!è 

 ɺʝʪʝʨ, ʧʦʣʥʳʡ ʙʘʣʪʠʡʩʢʦʡ ʩʦʣʠ, 

  ɹʘʣ ʤʝʪʝʣʝʡ ʥʘ ʄʘʨʩʦʚʦʤ ʧʦʣʝ 

   ʀ ʥʝʚʠʜʠʤʳʭ ʟʚʦʥ ʢʦʧʳʪ . . . 

 ʀ ʙʝʟʤʝʨʥʘʷ ʚ ʪʦʤ ʪʨʝʚʦʛʘ, 

  ʂʦʤʫ ʞʠʪʴ ʦʩʪʘʣʦʩʴ ʥʝʤʥʦʛʦ, 

   ʂʪʦ ʣʠʰʴ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ ʧʨʦʩʠʪ ʫ ɹʦʛʘ 

    ʀ ʢʪʦ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʥʘʚʝʢʠ ʟʘʙʳʪ.
xxv

 

 ʆʥ ʟʘ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʴ ʧʦʜ ʦʢʥʘʤʠ ʙʨʦʜʠʪ, 

  ʅʘ ʥʝʛʦ ʙʝʩʧʦʱʘʜʥʦ ʥʘʚʦʜʠʪ 

   ʊʫʩʢʣʳʡ ʣʫʯ ʫʛʣʦʚʦʡ ʬʦʥʘʨʴ,ð 

ʀ ʜʦʞʜʘʣʩʷ ʦʥ. ʉʪʨʦʡʥʘʷ ʤʘʩʢʘ 

 ʅʘ ʦʙʨʘʪʥʦʤ çʇʫʪʠ ʠʟ ɼʘʤʘʩʢʘè 

  ɺʦʟʚʨʘʪʠʣʘʩʴ ʜʦʤʦʡ . . .  ʥʝ ʦʜʥʘ! 

ʂʪʦ-ʪʦ ʩ ʥʝʡ çʙ ʝ ʟ   ʣ ʠ ʮ ʘ   ʠ   ʥ ʘ ʟ ʚ ʘ ʥ ʴ ʷè . . . 

 ʅʝʜʚʫʩʤʳʩʣʝʥʥʦʝ ʨʘʩʩʪʘʚʘʥʴʝ 

  ʉʢʚʦʟʴ ʢʦʩʦʝ ʧʣʘʤʷ ʢʦʩʪʨʘ 

ʆʥ ʫʚʠʜʝʣ.ð ʈʫʭʥʫʣʠ ʟʜʘʥʴʷ . . . 

 ʀ ʚ ʦʪʚʝʪ ʦʙʨʳʚʦʢ ʨʳʜʘʥʴʷ: 

  çʪʳ, ɻʦʣʫʙʢʘ, ʩʦʣʥʮʝ, ʩʝʩʪʨʘ! 

ʗ ʦʩʪʘʚʣʶ ʪʝʙʷ ʞʠʚʦʶ, 

 ʅʦ ʪʳ ʙʫʜʝʰʴ  ʤ ʦ ʝ ʡ   ʚʜʦʚʦʶ, 

  ɸ ʪʝʧʝʨʴ . . . 

    ʇʨʦʱʘʪʴʩʷ ʧʦʨʘ!è 

ʅʘ ʧʣʦʱʘʜʢʝ ʧʘʭʥʝʪ ʜʫʭʘʤʠ, 

 ʀ ʜʨʘʛʫʥʩʢʠʡ ʢʦʨʥʝʪ ʩʦ ʩʪʠʭʘʤʠ 

  ʀ ʩ ʙʝʩʩʤʳʩʣʝʥʥʦʡ ʩʤʝʨʪʴʶ ʚ ʛʨʫʜʠ 

ʇʦʟʚʦʥʠʪ, ʝʩʣʠ ʩʤʝʣʦʩʪʠ ʭʚʘʪʠʪ . . . 

 ʆʥ ʤʛʥʦʚʝʥʴʝ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʝʝ ʪʨʘʪʠʪ, 
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 FOURTH AND FINAL CHAPTER 
 

      Love spent itselfðand in clear view§§ 

Stood the mortal features . . . 

          Vs.K.
xxvi

 

 

 A corner of the Field of Mars,§ a house built at the beginning of the 19
th
 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 palatial ball.   In the space between these sounds, silence 

itself speaks. 

 

 Who freezes in the darkened window, 

  Upon whose heart, ñthe yellow lock,ò§ 

   And before whose eyes, black? 

 ñHelp, it is not too late! 

  Night, you were never  

   So wintry and strange!ò 

 Wind, fraught with Baltic salt, 

  The blizzard dances on the Field of Mars,§§ 

   And the sound of invisible hooves . . .§§ 

 For him, immeasurable anxiety, 

  The one with but scant life left, 

   The one who begs God simply let him die, §§ 

    The one who will be forgotten forever.
§§

 

 After midnight he strolls beneath the window,§§ 

  The dim beams of the corner lantern beckoning him 

   To a merciless bliss,ð 

There he waits.  The shapely one in her mask, 

 Back from ñThe Road From Damascus,ò§ 

  Returns home . . . not alone!§§ 

With her, someone ñwith neither face nor nameò . . . §§ 

 Their unambiguous farewell 

  Through the slanting bonfireôs blaze, 

He sees it all. ðBuildings crash down . . . 

 And a scrap of a sob replies: 

  ñYou, Darling, sunshine, sister! 

And though I leave you to live, 

 You will be MY widow,§§ 

  And now . . . 

    Farewell!ò§§   

On the landing the scent of strong perfume, 

 And the dragoon§ cornet
 
 with his poem 

  And with a pointless death in his breast 

Rings the bell, if he can muster sufficient courage . . . 

 He will spend his final moments 
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  ʏʪʦʙʳ ʩʣʘʚʠʪʴ ʪʝʙʷ. 

         ɻʣʷʜʠ: 

ʅʝ ʚ ʧʨʦʢʣʷʪʳʭ ʄʘʟʫʨʩʢʠʭ ʙʦʣʦʪʘʭ, 

 ʅʝ ʥʘ ʩʠʥʠʭ ʂʘʨʧʘʪʩʢʠʢ ʚʳʩʦʪʘʭ . . . 

  ʆʥðʥʘ ʪʚʦʡ ʧʦʨʦʛ! 

   ʇʦʧʝʨʝʢ . . . 

  ɼʘ ʧʨʦʩʪʠʪ ʪʝʙʷ ɹʦʛ! 

 

   ʉʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʛʠʙʝʣʝʡ ʰʣʦ ʢ ʧʦʵʪʫ, 

   ɻʣʫʧʳʡ ʤʘʣʴʯʠʢ: ʦʥ ʚʳʙʨʘʣ ʵʪʫ,ð 

ʇʝʨʚʳʭ ʦʥ ʥʝ ʩʪʝʨʧʝʣ ʦʙʠʜ, 

ʆʥ ʥʝ ʟʥʘʣ, ʥʘ ʢʘʢʦʤ ʧʦʨʦʛʝ 

ʆʥ ʩʪʦʠʪ ʠ ʢʘʢʦʡ ʜʦʨʦʛʠ 

ʇʝʨʝʜ ʥʠʤ ʦʪʢʨʦʝʪʩʷ ʚʠʜ . . . 

 

 ʕʪʦ ʷðʪʚʦʷ ʩʪʘʨʘʷ ʩʦʚʝʩʪʴð 

  ʈʘʟʳʩʢʘʣʘ ʩʦʞʞʝʥʥʫʶ ʧʦʚʝʩʪʴ     

   ʀ ʥʘ ʢʨʘʡ ʧʦʜʦʢʦʥʥʠʢʘ 

    ɺ ʜʦʤʝ ʧʦʢʦʡʥʠʢʘ 

     ʇʦʣʦʞʠʣʘð 

ʠ ʥʘ ʮʳʧʦʯʢʘʭ ʫʰʣʘ . . . 

 

 

 

ʇʆʉʃɽʉʃʆɺʀɽ 

 

 

    ɺʉɽ ɺ ʇʆʈʗɼʂɽ: ʃɽɾʀʊ ʇʆʕʄɸ 

    ʀ, ʂɸʂ ʉɺʆʁʉʊɺɽʅʅʆ ɽʁ, ʄʆʃʏʀʊ. 

    ʅʋ, ɸ ɺɼʈʋɻ ʂɸʂ ɺʓʈɺɽʊʉʗ ʊɽʄɸ, 

    ʂʋʃɸʂʆʄ ɺ ʆʂʅʆ ɿɸʉʊʋʏʀʊ,ð 

ʀ ʆʊʂʃʀʂʅɽʊʉʗ ʀɿɼɸʃɽʂɸ 

ʅɸ ʇʈʀɿʓɺ ʕʊʆʊ ʉʊʈɸʐʅʓʁ ɿɺʋʂð 

ʂʃʆʂʆʊɸʅʀɽ, ʉʊʆʅ ʀ ʂʃɽʂʆʊ 

ʀ ɺʀɼɽʅʔɽ ʉʂʈʑɽʅʅʓʍ ʈʋʂ . . . 
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Praising you. 

    Look: 

Not in the damned Mazur Marshes,§ 

 Not in the blue Carpathian§ heights . . . 

  He is hereðat your threshold! 

   Crossing it. 

  God forgive you! 

 

  How many ways poets have to go to ruin, 

  Foolish boy:  he chose this,ð 

He had not rid himself of his first great hurt,§§ 

He could not even tell at whose threshold 

He stood, nor what long road 

Opened its vista before him . . . 

  

 It is Iðyour old conscience, 

  The one who sought out the burned story, 

   And on the ledge of the window 

    In the house of the deceased 

     Placed itð 

and on tip-toe went away . . . 

 

 

 

AFTERMATH 

 

ALL IS IN ORDER:  THE POEM LIES THERE
§§

 

   AND, AS EXPECTED, KEEPS QUITE STILL. 

   WELL, BUT WHAT IF A NEW THEME ERUPTS, 

   POUNDING ON THE WINDOW WITH ITS FIST,ð 

AND FROM FAR OFF, IN RESPONSE TO ITS PLEA, 

ARE HAIR-RAISING SOUNDSð 

GURGLING, WAILING, SHRIEKS 

AND AN APPARITION WITH CROSSED ARMS . . . §§  
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ʏɸʉʊʔ  ɺʊʆʈɸʗ 

 

ʀ ʥ ʪ ʝ ʨ ʤ ʝ ʮ ʮ ʦ 

 

ʈ ɽ ʐ ʂ ɸ 

 

 

My future is in my past 

 

ʗ ʚʦʜʳ ʃʝʪʳ ʧʴʶ, 

ʄʥʝ ʜʦʢʪʦʨʦʤ ʟʘʧʨʝʱʝʥʘ ʫʥʳʣʦʩʪʴ. 

ʇʫʰʢʠʥ 

 

 

ʄʝʩʪʦ ʜʝʡʩʪʚʠʷðʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ.  ɺʨʝʤʷð5 ʷʥʚʘʨʷ 1941 ʛʦʜʘ.  ɺ ʦʢʥʝ  

ʧʨʠʟʨʘʢ ʦʩʥʝʞʝʥʥʦʛʦ ʢʣʝʥʘ.  ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʯʪʦ ʧʨʦʥʝʩʣʘʩʴ ʘʜʩʢʘʷ ʘʨʣʝʢʠʥʘʜʘ  

ʪʨʠʥʘʜʮʘʪʦʛʦ ʛʦʜʘ, ʨʘʟʙʫʜʠʚ ʙʝʟʤʦʣʚʴʝ ʚʝʣʠʢʦʡ ʤʦʣʯʘʣʴʥʠʮʳ-ʵʧʦʭʠ ʠ ʦʩʪʘʚʠʚ ʟʘ  

ʩʦʙʦʶ ʪʦʪ ʩʚʦʡʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʡ ʢʘʞʜʦʤʫ ʧʨʘʟʜʥʠʯʥʦʤʫ ʠʣʠ ʧʦʭʦʨʦʥʥʦʤʫ ʰʝʩʪʚʠʶ  

ʙʝʩʧʦʨʷʜʦʢðʜʳʤ ʬʘʢʝʣʦʚ, ʮʚʝʪʳ ʥʘ ʧʦʣʫ, ʥʘʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʧʦʪʝʨʷʥʥʳʝ ʩʚʷʱʝʥʥʳʝ 

ʩʫʚʝʥʠʨʳ . . .  ɺ ʧʝʯʥʦʡ ʪʨʫʙʝ ʚʦʝʪ ʚʝʪʝʨ, ʠ ʚ ʵʪʦʤ ʚʦʝ ʤʦʞʥʦ ʫʛʘʜʘʪʴ ʩʣʝʜʫʶʱʠʝ  

ʩʪʨʦʬʳ.  ʆ ʪʦʤ, ʯʪʦ ʤʝʨʝʱʠʪʩʷ ʚ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʘʭ, ʣʫʯʰʝ ʥʝ ʜʫʤʘʪʴ. 

 

. . . ʞʘʩʤʠʥʥʳʡ ʢʫʩʪ, 

ʛʜʝ ɼʘʥʪʝ ʰʝʣ ʠ ʚʦʟʜʫʭ ʧʫʩʪ. 

ʅ.  ʂ.   

 

I 

 ʄʦʡ ʨʝʜʘʢʪʦʨ ʙʳʣ ʥʝʜʦʚʦʣʝʥ, 

  ʂʣʷʣʩʷ ʤʥʝ, ʯʪʦ ʟʘʥʷʪ ʠ ʙʦʣʝʥ, 

   ɿʘʩʝʢʨʝʪʠʣ ʩʚʦʡ ʪʝʣʝʬʦʥ 

 ʀ ʚʦʨʯʘʣ: çʊʘʤ ʪʨʠ ʪʝʤʳ ʩʨʘʟʫ! 

  ɼʦʯʠʪʘʚ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʶʶ ʬʨʘʟʫ, 

   ʅʝ ʧʦʡʤʝʰʴ, ʢʪʦ ʚ ʢʦʛʦ ʚʣʶʙʣʝʥ. 

 

II  

 ʂʪʦ, ʢʦʛʜʘ ʠ ʟʘʯʝʤ ʚʩʪʨʝʯʘʣʩʷ, 

  ʂʪʦ ʧʦʛʠʙ, ʠ ʢʪʦ ʞʠʚ ʦʩʪʘʣʩʷ, 

   ʀ ʢʪʦ ʘʚʪʦʨ, ʠ ʢʪʦ ʛʝʨʦʡ,ð 
ʀ ʢ ʯʝʤʫ ʥʘʤ ʩʝʛʦʜʥʷ ʵʪʠ 

 ʈʘʩʩʫʞʜʝʥʠʷ ʦ ʧʦʵʪʝ 

  ʀ ʢʘʢʠʭ-ʪʦ ʧʨʠʟʨʘʢʦʚ ʨʦʡè. 
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SECOND PART 

 

Intermezzo
§
 

 

FLIP SIDE§
 

 

My future is in my past.§ 

 

I drink of Letheôs§ flood,
 
 

My doctor has forbade despondency: 

Pushkin
xxvii

 § 

 

 Place of actionðFontanna House.
§
  Timeð5 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 processionðstill-smoking torches, 

colored blotches on the ground, sacred keepsakes forever lost . . .   Wind whorls in the 

stove pipe, and in its howl one may divine the following stanzas.  About what glimmers 

dimly in the mirrors, it is best not to ask.
xxviii

 

 

       .  .  .  a jasmine bush, 

       Where Dante§ passed and air was parched. 

          N.K.
xxix

 

 

I 

 

 My editor was quite vexed 

  Swearing he was busy and sick, 

   So got an unlisted phone 

 Then groused: ñThree themes at once! 

  Reading those last lines, 

   Can't even tell who loves whom. 

 

II  

 

 Who met whom, and in what order, 

  Who's victim, who's survivor, 

   Who's the author, who's the hero,§ð 

This private stream-of-consciousness 

 About a poet and a swarm of ghosts, 

What use has it for readers now?ò§§ 
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III  

ʗ ʦʪʚʝʪʠʣʘ: çʊʘʤ ʠʭ ʪʨʦʝð 

ɻʣʘʚʥʳʡ ʙʳʣ ʥʘʨʷʞʝʥ ʚʝʨʩʪʦʶ, 

 ɸ ʜʨʫʛʦʡ ʢʘʢ ʜʝʤʦʥ ʦʜʝʪ,ð 

ʏʪʦʙ ʦʥʠ ʩʪʦʣʝʪʴʷʤ ʜʦʩʪʘʣʠʩʴ, 

 ʀʭ ʩʪʠʭʠ ʟʘ ʥʠʭ ʧʦʩʪʘʨʘʣʠʩʴ . . . 

  ʊʨʝʪʠʡ ʧʨʦʞʠʣ ʣʠʰʴ ʜʚʘʜʮʘʪʴ ʣʝʪ, 

   

IV  

ʀ ʤʥʝ ʞʘʣʢʦ ʝʛʦè.  ʀ ʩʥʦʚʘ 

 ɺʳʧʘʜʘʣʦ ʟʘ ʩʣʦʚʦʤ ʩʣʦʚʦ, 

ʄʫʟʳʢʘʣʴʥʳʡ ʷʱʠʢ ʛʨʝʤʝʣ. 

 ʀ ʥʘʜ ʪʝʤ ʬʣʘʢʦʥʦʤ ʥʘʜʙʠʪʳʤ 

  ʗʟʳʢʦʤ ʢʨʠʚʳʤ ʠ ʩʝʨʜʠʪʳʤ 

   ʗʜ ʥʝʚʝʜʦʤʳʡ ʧʣʘʤʝʥʝʣ. 

 

V 

ɸ ʚʦ ʩʥʝ ʚʩʝ ʢʘʟʘʣʦʩʴ, ʯʪʦ ʵʪʦ 

 ʗ ʧʠʰʫ ʜʣʷ ʢʦʛʦ-ʪʦ ʣʠʙʨʝʪʪʦ, 

  ʀ ʦʪʙʦʷ ʦʪ ʤʫʟʳʢʠ ʥʝʪ, 

ɸ ʚʝʜʴ ʩʦʥðʵʪʦ ʪʦʞʝ ʚʝʱʠʮʘ, 

 Soft embalmer,
9 xxx § ʉʠʥʷʷ ʇʪʥʮʘ, 

  ʕʣʴʩʠʥʦʨʩʢʠʭ ʪʝʨʨʘʩ ʧʘʨʘʧʝʪ. 

 

VI  

ʀ ʩʘʤʘ ʷ ʙʳʣʘ ʥʝ ʨʘʜʘ, 

 ʕʪʦʡ ʘʜʩʢʦʡ ʘʨʣʝʢʠʥʘʜʳ 

  ʀʟʜʘʣʸʢʘ ʟʘʩʣʳʰʘʚ ʚʦʡ. 

ɺʩʝ ʥʘʜʝʷʣʘʩʴ ʷ, ʯʪʦ ʤʠʤʦ 

 ɹʝʣʦʡ ʟʘʣʳ, ʢʘʢ ʭʣʦʧʴʷ ʜʳʤʘ, 

  ʇʨʦʥʝʩʝʪʩʷ ʩʢʚʦʟʴ ʩʫʤʨʘʢ ʭʚʦʡ. 

 

VII  

ʅʝ ʦʪʙʠʪʴʩʷ ʦʪ ʨʫʭʣʷʜʠ ʧʝʩʪʨʦʡ. 

 ʕʪʦ ʩʪʘʨʳʡ ʯʫʜʠʪ ʂʘʣʠʦʩʪʨʦð 

ʉʘʤ ʠʟʷʱʥʝʡʰʠʡ ʩʘʪʘʥʘ, 

 ʂʪʦ ʥʘʜ ʤʝʨʪʚʳʤ ʩʦ ʤʥʦʡ ʥʝ ʧʣʘʯʝʪ, 

  ʂʪʦ ʥʝ ʟʥʘʝʪ, ʯʪʦ ʩʦʚʝʩʪʴ ʟʥʘʯʠʪ 

   ʀ ʟʘʯʝʤ ʩʫʱʝʩʪʚʫʝʪ ʦʥʘ. 

 

VIII  

ʂʘʨʥʘʚʘʣʴʥʦʡ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʴʶ ʨʠʤʩʢʦʡ 

 ʀ ʥʝ ʧʘʭʥʝʪ.  ʅʘʧʝʚ ʍʝʨʫʚʠʤʩʢʦʡ 

  ʋ ʟʘʢʨʳʪʳʭ ʮʝʨʢʚʝʡ ʜʨʦʞʠʪ. 
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III  

I answered: ñThree were thereð§§ 

The main one was dressed like a milepostð§ 

Another wore what demons wear,ð 

They took pains so that their verses 

 Might suffice for centuries. . . 

  The third lived scarcely twenty years, 

 

IV  

And I pity him.ò 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. 

 

V 

And in my dreams it seemed, this is 

 A libretto§  I write for someone else, 

  But there's no ñall clearòÄ from the music's roar. 

A dream, you seeðcan be quite real, 

 The Blue Bird
 
,§ the soft embalmer,

 8  § 

  And parapets, terraces of Elsinore.§§ 

 

VI  

I myself was hardly glad 

 At this infernal harlequinade, 

  Hearing it emit infernal yowls. 

I hoped the whole thing would pass far wide 

 Of the White Hall,§ like smoke puffs glide 

  Alongside the dusk-lit pine boughs. 

 

VII  

I can't rid myself of that colorful debris.
§§

 

 Old Cagliostro§ still acting weirdlyð 

Satan himself in his elegant best, §§ 

 He won't even weep for the dead with me, 

  And does not know what conscience means, 

   Or for what reasons it exists. 

 

VIII  

 A midnight Carnival of Rome 

Never smelled like this.  The Cherub Hymn
§
 

   Quakes before the closed up churches.§§ 
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ɺ ʜʚʝʨʴ ʤʦʶ ʥʠʢʪʦ ʥʝ ʩʪʫʯʠʪʩʷ, 

 ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʦ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʫ ʩʥʠʪʩʷ, 

  ʊʠʰʠʥʘ ʪʠʰʠʥʫ ʩʪʦʨʦʞʠʪ. 

 

IX
xxxi

 

ʀ ʩʦ ʤʥʦʶ ʤʦʷ çʉʝʜʴʤʘʷè 

 ʇʦʣʫʤʝʨʪʚʘʷ ʠ ʥʝʤʘʷ, 

  ʈʦʪ ʝʝ ʩʚʝʜʝʥ ʠ ʦʪʢʨʳʪ, 

ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʨʦʪ ʪʨʘʛʠʯʝʩʢʦʡ ʤʘʩʢʠ, 

 ʅʦ ʦʥ ʯʝʨʥʦʡ ʟʘʤʘʟʘʥ ʢʨʘʩʢʦʡ 

  ʀ ʩʫʭʦʶ ʟʝʤʣʝʡ ʥʘʙʠʪ. 
 

X 

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

ʀ ʧʨʦʭʦʜʷʪ ʜʝʩʷʪʠʣʝʪʴʷ: 

 ʇʳʪʢʠ, ʩʩʳʣʢʠ ʠ ʢʘʟʥʠðʧʝʪʴ ʷ, 

  ɺʳ ʞʝ ʚʠʜʠʪʝ, ʥʝ ʤʦʛʫ. 

 

  

XI
xxxii

 

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 
10

 

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 

XII  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 

XIII  

ʗ ʣʴ ʨʘʩʪʘʶ ʚ ʢʘʟʝʥʥʦʤ ʛʠʤʥʝ? 

 ʅʝ ʜʘʨʠ, ʥʝ ʜʘʨʠ, ʥʝ ʜʘʨʠ ʤʥʝ 

  ɼʠʘʜʝʤʫ ʩ ʤʝʨʪʚʦʛʦ ʣʙʘ. 
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No one knocks upon my door,
 §§

  

The mirror only dreams of a mirror, 

  Silence over silence watches. 

 

IX
xxxiii

 

And with me is my ñSeventh,ò§ 

 Half-dead and mute, her mouth 

Agape and inarticulate 

Like the mouth of a tragic mask, 

 But smirched with black, 

  Clogged with dirt.
  
 

 

X
3
 

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 
xxxiv

 

And decades elapse: 

Tortures, deportations, executionsð 

I cannot sing of what I saw. 

 

  

XI 

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 
10  xxxv

 

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 

XII  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

 

XIII  

What if I grow into a state-sponsored anthem?§§ 

 Do not crown me with the diadem 

  Of the deadðdon'tðdon'tðdon't. 

  

                                                           
3
  Missing lines are included at the end of the poem under ñ(ADDITIONS) (Stanzas not 

includedFrom the text of Poem Without A Hero.ò 
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ʉʢʦʨʦ ʤʥʝ ʥʫʞʥʘ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʣʠʨʘ, 

 ʅʦ ʉʦʬʦʢʣʘ ʫʞʝ, ʥʝ ʐʝʢʩʧʠʨʘ. 

  ʅʘ ʧʦʨʦʛʝ ʩʪʦʠʪðʉʫʜʴʙʘ. 

 

XIV  

ʀ ʙʳʣʘ ʜʣʷ ʤʝʥʷ ʪʘ ʪʝʤʘ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʨʘʟʜʘʚʣʝʥʥʘʷ ʭʨʠʟʘʥʪʝʤʘ 

  ʅʘ ʧʦʣʫ, ʢʦʛʜʘ ʛʨʦʙ ʥʝʩʫʪ. 

ʄʝʞʜʫ çʧʦʤʥʠʪʴè ʠ çʚʩʧʦʤʥʠʪʴè, ʜʨʫʛʠ, 

 ʈʘʩʩʪʦʷʥʠʝ, ʢʘʢ ʦʪ ʃʫʛʠ 

  ɼʦ ʩʪʨʘʥʳ ʘʪʣʘʩʥʳʭ ʙʘʫʪ.
 11

 

  

XV 

ɹʝʩ ʧʦʧʫʪʘʣ ʚ ʫʢʣʘʜʢʝ ʨʳʪʴʩʷ . . . 

 ʅʫ, ʘ ʢʘʢ ʞʝ ʤʦʞʝʪ ʩʣʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ, 

ʏʪʦ ʚʦ ʚʩʝʤ ʚʠʥʦʚʘʪʘ ʷ? 

ʗðʪʠʰʘʡʰʘʷ, ʷðʧʨʦʩʪʘʷ, 

 çʇʦʜʦʨʦʞʥʠʢè, çɹʝʣʘʷ ʩʪʘʷè . . . 

  ʆʧʨʘʚʜʘʪʴʩʷ . . .  ʥʦ ʢʘʢ, ʜʨʫʟʴʷ? 

 

XVI  

ʊʘʢ ʠ ʟʥʘʡ: ʦʙʚʠʥʷʪ ʚ ʧʣʘʛʠʘʪʝ . . . 

 ʈʘʟʚʝ ʷ ʜʨʫʛʠʭ ʚʠʥʦʚʘʪʝʡ? 

  ɺʧʨʦʯʝʤ, ʵʪʦ ʤʥʝ ʚʩʝ ʨʘʚʥʦ. 

ʗ ʩʦʛʣʘʩʥʘ ʥʘ ʥʝʫʜʘʯʫ 

 ʗ ʩʤʫʱʝʥʴʝ ʩʚʦʝ ʥʝ ʧʨʷʯʫ . .  

  ʋ ʰʢʘʪʫʣʢʠ ʞ ʪʨʦʡʠʦʝ ʜʥʦ. 

 

XVII  

ʅʦ ʩʦʟʥʘʶʩʴ, ʯʪʦ ʧʨʠʤʝʥʠʣʘ 

 ʉʠʤʧʘʪʠʯʝʩʢʠʝ ʯʝʨʥʠʣʘ, 

  ʏʪʦ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʴʥʳʤ ʧʠʩʴʤʦʤ ʧʫʰʫ, 

ʀ ʜʨʫʛʦʡ ʤʥʝ ʜʦʨʦʛʠ ʥʝʪʫ,ð 

 ʏʫʜʦʤ ʷ ʥʘʙʨʝʣʘ ʥʘ ʵʪʫ 

  ʀ ʨʘʩʩʪʘʪʴʩʷ ʩ ʥʝʡ ʥʝ ʩʧʝʰʫ. 

  

XVIII
xxxvi

 

ʏʪʦʙ ʧʦʩʣʘʥʝʮ ʜʘʚʥʝʛʦ ʚʝʢʘ 

 ʀʟ ʟʘʚʝʪʥʦʛʦ ʩʥʘ ʕʣʴ ɻʨʝʢʦ 

  ʆʙʲʷʩʥʠʣ ʤʥʝ ʩʦʚʩʝʤ ʙʝʟ ʩʣʦʚ, 

ɸ ʦʜʥʦʡ ʫʣʳʙʢʦʶ ʣʝʪʥʝʡ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʙʳʣʘ ʷ ʝʤʫ ʟʘʧʨʝʪʥʝʡ 

  ɺʩʝʭ ʩʝʤʠ ʩʤʝʨʪʝʣʳʥʳʭ ʛʨʝʭʦʚ. 
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I will be needing a lyre for sure,§§ 

Sophocles's§ this time, not Shakespeare's.§ 

Standing upon the thresholdðFate.§§   

 

XIV  

 

And for me that theme
§§

 

                        Was like a crushed chrysanthemum 

                                    On the floor when a coffinôs borne away. 

            The gap, my friend, between ñrememberingò§§  

And ñrecollectingò spans as far as 

                         From Luga§   to the land of satin charades.
 11 § 

 
XV 

            Let the devil try to sort through this trunk . . . §§ 

                         Well, how did it happen this quickly 

                                    That I am guilty of everything now? 

            Iðthe most unassuming, Iðthe most meek, 

                          Plantain, § White Flock§ . . . 

                                    To exculpate myself . . . but, friends, how? 

 

XVI  

            And know this: If they charge that I plagiarize
§
 . . . 

                         Am I really guiltier than others? 

                                    In any case, itôs no big deal. 

            I admit to my failure, 

                          And I hide no part of my despair . . . 

                                    The floor of the chest§ is triple.
 
 

 

XVII  

But I confess that I did resort 

                           To invisible ink, and wrote 

                                    In mirror writing, 

            For me it was the only way outð 

                           Miraculously I learned to scribble it 

                                    And am in no rush now to let it go. 

 

XVIII
xxxvii

 

 Let the messenger from that bygone time 

  From El Grecoôs§ innermost dream,
 
 

   Explain to me without words, 

 But with a single and singular 

  Smile, why I was to him more taboo 

   Than all the seven deadly sins. 
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XIX  

ʀ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʠʟ ʛʨʷʜʫʱʝʛʦ ʚʝʢʘ 

ʅʝʟʥʘʢʦʤʦʛʦ ʯʝʣʦʚʝʢʘ   

  ʇʫʩʪʴ ʧʦʩʤʦʪʨʷʪ ʜʝʨʟʢʦ ʛʣʘʟʘ, 

ʏʪʦʙʳ ʦʥ ʦʪʣʝʪʘʶʱʝʡ ʪʝʥʠ 

 ɼʘʣ ʦʭʘʧʢʫ ʤʦʢʨʦʡ ʩʠʨʝʥʠ 

ɺ ʯʘʩ, ʢʘʢ ʵʪʘ ʤʠʥʝʪ ʛʨʦʟʘ. 

 

XX 

ɸ ʩʪʦʣʝʪʥʷʷ ʯʘʨʦʚʥʠʮʘ 

 ɺʜʨʫʛ ʦʯʥʫʣʘʩʴ ʠ ʚʝʩʝʣʠʪʴʩʷ 

  ɿʘʭʦʪʝʣʘ.  ʗ ʥʝ ʧʨʠ ʯʝʤ. 

ʂʨʫʞʝʚʥʦʡ ʨʦʥʷʝʪ ʧʣʘʪʦʯʝʢ, 

 ʊʦʤʥʦ ʞʤʫʨʠʪʩʷ ʠʟ-ʟʘ ʩʪʨʦʯʝʢ 

  ʀ ʙʨʶʣʣʦʚʩʢʠʤ ʤʘʥʠʪ ʧʣʝʯʦʤ. 

 

XXI  

ʗ ʧʠʣʘ ʝʝ ʚ ʢʘʧʣʝ ʢʘʞʜʦʡ 

 ʀ, ʙʝʩʦʚʩʢʦʶ ʯʝʨʥʦʡ ʞʘʞʜʦʡ 

  ʆʜʝʨʞʠʤʘ, ʥʝ ʟʥʘʣʘ, ʢʘʢ 

ʄʥʝ ʨʘʟʜʝʣʘʪʴʩʷ ʩ ʙʝʩʥʦʚʘʪʦʡ: 

 ʗ ʛʨʦʟʠʣʘ ʝʡ ɿʚʝʟʜʥʦʡ ʇʘʣʘʪʦʡ 

  ʀ ʛʥʘʣʘ ʥʘ ʨʦʜʥʦʡ ʯʝʨʜʘʢ,ð 

  

XXII  

ɺ ʪʝʤʥʦʪʫ, ʧʦʜ ʄʘʥʬʨʝʜʦʚʳ ʝʣʠ, 

 ʀ ʥʘ ʙʝʨʝʛ, ʛʜʝ ʤʝʨʪʚʳʡ ʐʝʣʣʠ, 

  ʇʨʷʤʦ ʚ ʥʝʙʦ ʛʣʷʜʷ, ʣʝʞʘʣ,ð 

ʀ ʚʩʝ ʞʘʚʦʨʦʥʢʠ ʚʩʝʛʦ ʤʠʨʘ
12

 

 ʈʘʟʨʳʚʘʣʠ ʙʝʟʜʥʫ ʵʬʠʨʘ 

  ʀ ʬʘʢʝʣ ɻʝʦʨʛ
13

 ʜʝʨʞʘʣ. 

  

XXIII  

ʅʦ ʦʥʘ ʪʚʝʨʜʠʣʘ ʫʧʨʷʤʦ: 

 çʗ ʥʝ ʪʘ ʘʥʛʣʠʡʩʢʘʷ ʜʘʤʘ 

  ʀ ʩʦʚʩʝʤ ʥʝ ʂʣʘʨʘ ɻʘʟʫʣʴ, 

ɺʦʚʩʝ ʥʝʪ ʫ ʤʝʥʷ ʨʦʜʦʩʣʦʚʥʦʡ, 

 ʂʨʦʤʝ ʩʦʣʥʝʯʥʦʡ ʠ ʙʘʩʥʦʩʣʦʚʥʦʡ, 

  ʀ ʧʨʠʚʝʣ ʤʝʥʷ ʩʘʤ ʀʶʣʴ. 
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XIX  

And then from some approaching time 

  Let an unknown man 

   Look at me with saucy gaze,
xxxviii

 

 Causing him to fly off into the shadows 

  Extending an armful of wet lilacs, 

   Just as the thunderstorm rumbles away. 

 

XX 

But that hundred-year old charmer
§
 

  Overnight wakes up eager 

   To frolic.  I am not she. 

 She drops a small lace handkerchief, 

  And with languid winks, from under her strap 

   She beckons a Briullovian shoulder.
§
 

 

XXI  

Every drop of her I drank 

  And, mad with an obsessed black thirst§§ 

   I no longer understood 

 How to cleanse myself of her fervor.  

  I threatened her with the Star Chamber§ 

   And chased her back to her precious loft,ð §  

 

XXII  

 Back to the dark, under the spruce of Manfred,
§
 

  And the beach where Shelley
§
 lies dead 

   Staring vacantly up at the sky, 

 And all the skylarks
12 §

 of the world 

  Break through the abyss of ether, 

   While George
13 §

 lifts a torch on high.
 
 

 

XXIII  

Again she said intractably: 

  ñI am not that English Lady,
§
 

   Nor am I Clara Gazoul;
 §
  

 I am quite without ancestors 

  Except what sunlight and fable bore,
 §§

 

   And my first greeting was July.
§
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XXIV  

ɸ ʪʚʦʝʡ ʜʚʫʩʤʳʩʣʝʥʥʦʡ ʩʣʘʚʝ, 

 ɼʚʘʜʮʘʪʴ ʣʝʪ ʣʝʞʘʚʰʝʡ ʚ ʢʘʥʘʚʝ, 

  ʗ ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʪʘʢ ʧʦʩʣʫʞʫ. 

ʄʳ ʩ ʪʦʙʦʡ ʝʱʝ ʧʦʧʠʨʫʝʤ, 

 ʀ ʷ ʮʘʨʩʢʠʤ ʤʦʠʤ ʧʦʮʝʣʫʝʤ 

ɿʣʫʶ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʴ ʪʚʦʶ ʥʘʛʨʘʞʫè. 

 

3-5 ̫ ʥʚʘʨʷ 1941 

ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ 

 ʠ ʚ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ, ʠ ʧʦʩʣʝ 
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XXIV  

 But to your notorious repute 

  Which has lain thirty years in a ditch 

   I will no longer offer up praise. 

 You and I jointly trample it down, 

  And with my regal kiss, again 

   I celebrate your midnight crime.ò 

 

 3-5 January, 1941 

 Fontanna House§ 

 While in Tashkent and later 

             



53 

 

 

ʏɸʉʊʔ  ʊʈɽʊʔʗ 

 

ʕ ʇ ʀ ʃ ʆ ɻ 

 

    ʃʶʙʣʶ ʪʝʙʷ, ʇʝʪʨʘ ʪʚʦʨʝʥʴʝ! 

      ʄʝʜʥʳʡ ʚʩʘʜʥʠʭ 

 

    ɹʳʪʴ ʧʫʩʪʫ ʤʝʩʪʫ ʩʝʤʫ . . . 

 

    ɼʘ ʧʫʩʪʳʥʠ ʥʝʤʳʭ ʧʣʦʱʘʜʝʡ, 

    ɻʜʝ ʢʘʟʥʠʣʠ ʣʶʜʝʡ ʜʦ ʨʘʩʩʚʝʪʘ 

       ɸʥʥʝʥʩʢʠʡ  

 

 

      ʄ ʦ ʝ ʤ ʫ   ʛ ʦ ʨ ʦ ʜ ʫ 

  

ɺʝʣʘʷ ʥʦʯʴ 24 ʠʶʥʷ 1942 ʛ.  ɻʦʨʦʜ ʚ ʨʘʟʚʘʣʠʥʘʭ.  ʆʪ ɻʘʚʘʥʠ ʜʦ ʉʤʦʣʴʥʦʛʦ 

ʚʠʜʥʦ ʚʩʝ ʢʘʢ ʥʘ ʣʘʜʦʥʠ. ʂʦʝ-ʛʜʝ ʜʦʛʦʨʘʶʪ ʟʘʩʪʘʨʝʣʳʝ ʧʦʞʘʨʳ.  ɺ  ʐʝʨʝʤʝʪʝʚʩʢʦʤ 

ʩʘʜʫ ʮʚʝʪʫʪ ʣʠʧʳ ʠ ʧʦʝʪ ʩʦʣʦʚʝʡ. ʆʜʥʦ ʦʢʥʦ ʪʨʝʪʴʝʛʦ ʵʪʘʞʘ (ʧʝʨʝʜ ʢʦʪʦʨʳʤ 

ʫʚʝʯʥʳʡ ʢʣʝʥ) ʚʳʙʠʪʦ, ʠ ʟʘ ʥʠʤ ʟʠʷʝʪ ʯʝʨʥʘʷ ʧʫʩʪʦʪʘ.  ɺ ʩʪʦʨʦʥʝ ʂʨʦʥʰʪʘʜʪʘ 

ʫʭʘʶʪ ʪʷʞʝʣʳʝ ʦʨʫʜʠʷ. ʅʦ ʚ ʦʙʱʝʤ ʪʠʭʦ.  ɻʦʣʦʩ ʘʚʪʦʨʘ, ʥʘʭʦʜʷʱʝʛʦʩʷ ʟʘ ʩʝʤʴ  

ʪʳʩʷʯ ʢʠʣʦʤʝʪʨʦʚ, ʧʨʦʠʟʥʦʩʠʪ: 

 

 ʊʘʢ ʧʦʜ ʢʨʦʚʣʝʡ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʦʛʦ ɼʦʤʘ, 

  ɻʜʝ ʚʝʯʝʨʥʷʷ ʙʨʦʜʠʪ ʠʩʪʦʤʘ 

   ʉ ʬʦʥʘʨʝʤ ʠ ʩʚʷʟʢʦʡ ʢʣʶʯʝʡ,ð 

ʗ ʘʫʢʘʣʘʩʴ ʩ ʜʘʣʴʥʠʤ ʵʭʦʤ, 

 ʅʝʫʤʝʩʪʥʳʤ ʩʤʫʱʘʷ ʩʤʝʭʦʤ 

  ʅʝʧʨʦʙʫʜʥʫʶ ʩʦʥʴ ʚʝʱʝʡ; 

ɻʜʝ, ʩʚʠʜʝʪʝʣʴ ʚʩʝʛʦ ʥʘ ʩʚʝʪʝ, 

 ʅʘ ʟʘʢʘʪʝ ʠ ʥʘ ʨʘʩʩʚʝʪʝ 

  ʉʤʦʪʨʠʪ ʚ ʢʦʤʥʘʪʫ ʩʪʘʨʳʡ ʢʣʝʥ 

ʀ, ʧʨʝʜʚʠʜʷ ʥʘʰʫ ʨʘʟʣʫʢʫ,  

 ʄʥʝ ʠʩʩʦʭʰʫʶ ʯʝʨʥʫʶ ʨʫʢʫ, 

  ʂʘʢ ʟʘ ʧʦʤʦʱʴʶ, ʪʷʥʝʪ ʦʥ. 

ɸ ʟʝʤʣʷ ʧʦʜ ʥʦʛʦʡ ʛʫʜʝʣʘ, 

 ʀ ʪʘʢʘʷ ʟʚʝʟʜʘ
14

 ʛʣʷʜʝʣʘ 

ɺ ʤʦʡ ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʙʨʦʰʝʥʥʳʡ ʜʦʤ, 

 ʀ ʞʜʘʣʘ ʫʩʣʦʚʥʦʛʦ ʟʚʫʢʘ . . . 

  ʕʪʦ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ ʪʘʤðʫ ʊʦʙʨʫʢʘ, 

   ʕʪʦ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ ʟʜʝʩʴðʟʘ ʫʛʣʦʤ. 

 ʊʳ ʥʝ ʧʝʨʚʳʡ ʠ ʥʝ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʠʡ 

  ʊʝʤʥʳʡ ʩʣʫʰʘʪʝʣʴ ʩʚʝʪʣʳʭ ʙʨʝʜʥʝʡ, 

   ʄʥʝ ʢʘʢʫʶ ʛʦʪʦʚʠʰʴ ʤʝʩʪʴ? 
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THIRD PART 

 

E P I L O G U E 

 

I love you, Petrôs works and fine designs! 

  ñThe Bronze Horsemanò§ 

 

Let this place be empty . . .§ 

 

And the silent public squares, blank and  

calm, 

Where executions took place before dawn. 

  Annenskii§ 

  

 

 

  T o   M y   C i t y§ 

  

A white night, June 24, 1942.  City in rubble.  From the Harbor to Smolôny,§ all is 

flattened.  Here and there fire has gutted everything. In the Sheremetev§
 Garden, a linden 

blooms and a nightingale sings.
xxxix

 One third-storey window (next to a maimed maple§ 

tree)
 
 has been blown out showing only a black void inside.

xl
  From the direction of 

Kronstadt§ is heard heavy weapons. But in general, silence.  The voice of the author, 

seven thousand kilometers§ away, proclaims: 

 

Beneath the roof of Fontanna House§ 

 Where evening languidly paces 

  With lantern and a bunch of keysð 

I you-who to a distant echo, 

 Disturbing with my out-of-place laugh 

  The primordial somnolence of things, 

Where, as looker-on to everything in the world, 

 From sundown to sunrise, 

  The old maple§ gazes into the room, 

And sensing our separation, 

 Heaves up a sapless black hand 

  As if to offer me help.  

But the ground beneath me trembles 

 And such a star peered
14 §§ 

  Into my not relinquished house, 

And I awaited the pre-arranged sound . . . 

 It is there somewhereðnear Tobruk§ 

  It is here somewhereðaround the corner. 

You are not the first nor the last§§ 

 Dark listener to my bright prattle, 

  But what revenge are you cooking up? 
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ʊʳ ʥʝ ʚʳʧʴʝʰʴ, ʪʦʣʴʢʦ ʧʨʠʛʫʙʠʰʴ 

  ʕʪʫ ʛʦʨʝʯʴ ʠʟ ʩʘʤʦʡ ʛʣʫʙʠð 

ʕʪʦʡ ʥʘʰʝʡ ʨʘʟʣʫʢʠ ʚʝʩʪʴ. 

 ʅʝ ʢʣʘʜʠ ʤʥʝ ʨʫʢʫ ʥʘ ʪʝʤʷð 

ʇʫʩʪʴ ʥʘʚʝʢ ʦʩʪʘʥʦʚʠʪʩʷ ʚʨʝʤʷ 

 ʅʘ ʪʦʙʦʶ ʜʘʥʥʳʭ ʯʘʩʘʭ. 

 ʅʘʩ ʥʝʩʯʘʩʪʠʝ ʥʝ ʤʠʥʫʝʪ, 

  ʀ ʢʫʢʫʰʢʘ ʥʝ ʟʘʢʫʢʫʝʪ 

   ɺ ʦʧʘʣʝʥʥʳʭ ʥʘʰʠʭ ʣʝʩʘʭ . . . 

 

   ɸ ʟʘ ʧʨʦʚʦʣʦʢʦʡ ʢʦʣʶʯʝʡ, 

   ɺ ʩʘʤʦʤ ʩʝʨʜʮʝ ʪʘʡʛʠ ʜʨʝʤʫʯʝʡð 

ʗ ʥʝ ʟʥʘʶ, ʢʦʪʦʨʳʡ ʛʦʜð 

ʉʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʛʦʨʩʪʴʶ ʣʘʛʝʨʥʦʡ ʧʳʣʠ, 

ʉʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʩʢʘʟʢʦʡ ʠʟ ʩʪʨʘʰʥʦʡ ʙʳʣʠ, 

ʄʦʡ ʜʚʦʡʥʠʢ ʥʘ ʜʦʧʨʦʩ ʠʜʝʪ. 

ɸ ʧʦʪʦʤ ʦʥ ʠʜʝʤ ʩ ʜʦʧʨʦʩʘ, 

ɼʚʫʤ ʧʦʩʣʘʥʮʘʤ ɼʝʚʢʠ ʙʝʟʥʦʩʦʡ 

ʉʫʞʜʝʥʦ ʦʭʨʘʥʷʪʴ ʝʛʦ. 

ʀ ʷ ʩʣʳʰʫ ʜʘʞʝ ʦʪʩʶʜʘð 

ʅʝʫʞʝʣʠ ʵʪʦ ʥʝ ʯʫʜʦ!ð 

ɿʚʫʢʠ ʛʦʣʦʩʘ ʩʚʦʝʛʦ: 

 ɿʘ ʪʝʙʷ ʷ ʟʘʧʣʘʪʠʣʘ ʯʠʩʪʦʛʘʥʦʤ, 

 ʈʦʚʥʦ ʜʝʩʷʪʴ ʣʝʪ ʭʦʜʠʣʘ ʧʦʜ ʥʘʛʘʥʦʤ, 

 ʅʠ ʥʘʣʝʚʦ, ʥʠ ʥʘʧʨʘʚʦ ʥʝ ʛʣʷʜʝʣʘ 

 ɸ ʟʘ ʤʥʦʡ ʭʫʜʘʷ ʩʣʘʚʘ ʰʝʣʝʩʪʝʣʘ. 
 

 ɸ ʥʝ ʩʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʤʦʝʡ ʤʦʛʠʣʦʡ, 

  ʊʳ, ʛʨʘʥʠʪʥʳʡ, ʢʨʦʤʝʰʥʳʡ, ʤʠʣʳʡ, 

   ʇʦʙʣʝʜʥʝʣ, ʧʦʤʝʨʪʚʝʣ, ʟʘʪʠʭ. 

 ʈʘʟʣʫʯʝʥʠʝ ʥʘʰʝ ʤʥʠʤʦ: 

  ʗ ʩ ʪʦʙʦʶ ʥʝʨʘʟʣʫʯʠʤʘ, 

   ʊʝʥʴ ʤʦʷ ʥʘ ʩʪʝʥʘʭ ʪʚʦʠʭ, 

 ʆʪʨʘʞʝʥʴʝ ʤʦʝ ʚ ʢʘʥʘʣʘʭ, 

  ɿʚʫʢ ʰʘʛʦʚ ʚ ʕʨʤʠʪʘʞʥʳʭ ʟʘʣʘʭ, 

   ɻʜʝ ʩʦ ʤʥʦʶ ʤʦʡ ʜʨʫʛ ʙʨʦʜʠʣ, 

 ʀ ʥʘ ʩʪʘʨʦʤ ɺʦʣʢʦʚʦʤ ʇʦʣʝ, 

  ɻʜʝ ʤʦʛʫ ʷ ʨʳʜʘʪʴ ʥʘ ʚʦʣʝ 

   ʅʘʜ ʙʝʟʤʦʣʚʴʝʤ ʙʨʘʪʩʢʠʢ ʤʦʛʠʣ. 

 ɺʩʝ, ʯʪʦ ʩʢʘʟʘʥʦ ʚ ʇʝʨʚʦʡ ʯʘʩʪʠ 

  ʆ ʣʶʙʚʠ, ʠʟʤʝʥʝ ʠ ʩʪʨʘʩʪʠ, 

   ʉʙʨʦʩʠʣ ʩ ʢʨʳʣʴʝʚ ʩʚʦʙʦʜʥʳʡ ʩʪʠʭ, 

 ʀ ʩʪʦʠʪ ʤʦʡ ʛʦʨʦʜ ʟʘʰʠʪʳʡ . . . 

  ʊʷʞʝʣʳ ʥʘʜʛʨʦʙʥʳʝ ʧʣʠʪʳ 

   ʅʘ ʙʝʩʩʦʥʥʳʭ ʦʯʘʭ ʪʚʦʠʭ. 
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You are not drinking this bitterness 

 To its dregs, only spoiling it allð 

The news of our parting §§ 

 But do not lay your hand on my headð 

Let time stand still forever§§ 

 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 woods . . .   

 

   And from behind barbed wire,§§ 

   In the very heart of thick taigað 

I know not what yearð 

Existing as a fistful of camp dustð 

Existing as a terrifying fairy tale, 

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. 

And even from here I hearð 

Is it not indeed a miracle!ð 

The sound of my own voice: 

 I paid for you with hard cash, 

 For ten harsh years I survived under a Nagan pistol,§ 

 Looking neither to the left nor to the right 

 And behind me whispering, emaciated fame lurked.      

 

And not becoming my grave, 

You, granitic, unswerving, endearing,§§ 

Grew pale, numb and quiet. 

Our prominence is imaginary: 

You and I, indistinguishable, 

My shadow on your walls, 

My reflection in your canals, 

The sound of my steps in the Hermitage§ halls, 

Where my friend walked with me, 

And in the venerable Volkov§ Field 

Where I could sob freely 

Over the tranquil fraternal graves. 

Everything I wrote in Part One 

About love, betrayal and passion, 

Was jotted down on wings of free verse, 

And my city stands, mended . . . §§ 

Heavy on the slabs of graves 

On those sleepless eyes of yours. 
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ʄʥʝ ʢʘʟʘʣʦʩʴ, ʟʘ ʤʥʦʡ ʪʳ ʛʥʘʣʩʷ, 

  ʊʳ, ʯʪʦ ʪʘʤ ʧʦʛʠʙʘʪʴ ʦʩʪʘʣʩʷ 

   ɺ ʙʣʝʩʢʝ ʰʧʠʣʝʡ, ʚ ʦʪʙʣʝʩʢʝ ʚʦʜ. 

 ʅʝ ʜʦʞʜʘʣʩʷ ʞʝʣʘʥʥʳʭ ʚʝʩʪʥʠʮ . . . 

  ʅʘʜ ʪʦʙʦʡðʣʠʰʴ ʪʚʦʠʭ ʧʨʝʣʝʩʪʥʠʮ, 

   ɺʝʣʳʭ ʥʦʯʝʥʝʢ ʭʦʨʦʚʦʜ. 

 ɸ ʚʝʩʝʣʦʝ ʩʣʦʚʦðʜʦʤʘð 

ʅʠʢʦʤʫ ʪʝʧʝʨʴ ʥʝʟʥʘʢʦʤʦ, 

 ɺʩʝ ʚ ʯʫʞʦʝ ʛʣʷʜʷʪ ʦʢʥʦ. 

 ʂʪʦ ʚ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ, ʢʪʦ ʚ ʅʴʶ-ʁʦʨʢʝ, 

  ʀ ʠʟʛʥʘʥʠʷ ʚʦʟʜʫʭ ʛʦʨʴʢʠʡ, 

   ʂʘʢ ʦʪʨʘʚʣʝʥʥʦʝ ʚʠʥʦ. 

 ɺʩʝ ʚʳ ʤʥʦʡ ʣʶʙʦʚʘʪʴʩʷ ʤʦʛʣʠ ʙʳ, 

  ʂʦʛʜʘ ʚ ʙʨʶʭʝ ʣʝʪʫʯʝʡ ʨʳʙʳ 

   ʗ ʦʪ ʟʣʦʡ ʧʦʛʦʥʠ ʩʧʘʩʣʘʩʴ, 

 ʀ ʥʘʜ ʧʦʣʥʳʤ ʚʨʘʛʘʤʠ ʣʝʩʦʤ, 

  ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʪʘ, ʦʜʝʨʞʠʤʘʷ ʙʝʩʦʤ, 

   ʂʘʢ ʥʘ ɹʨʦʢʝʥ ʥʦʯʥʦʡ ʥʝʩʣʘʩʴ.*
 
 

 ʀ ʫʞʝ ʧʨʝʜʦ ʤʥʦʶ ʧʨʷʤʦ 

  ʃʝʜʝʥʝʣʘ ʠ ʩʪʳʣʘ ʂʘʤʘ, 

   ʀ Quo vadis?
 15

 
xli

 §ʢʪʦ-ʪʦ ʩʢʘʟʘʣ, 

 ʅʦ ʥʝ ʜʘʣ ʰʝʚʝʣʴʥʫʪʴ ʫʩʪʘʤʠ, 

  ʂʘʢ ʪʦʥʥʝʣʷʤʠ ʠ ʤʦʩʪʘʤʠ 

   ɿʘʛʨʝʤʝʣ ʩʫʤʘʩʰʝʜʰʠʡ ʋʨʘʣ. 

ʀ ʦʪʢʨʳʣʘʩʴ ʤʥʝ ʪʘ ʜʦʨʦʛʘ, 

  ʇʦ ʢʦʪʦʨʦʡ ʫʰʣʦ ʪʘʢ ʤʥʦʛʦ, 

   ʇʦ ʢʦʪʦʨʦʡ ʩʳʥʘ ʚʝʟʣʠ, 

 ʀ ʙʳʣ ʜʦʣʦʛ ʧʫʪʴ ʧʦʛʨʝʙʘʣʴʥʳʡ 

  ʉʨʝʜʴ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʝʥʥʦʡ ʠ ʭʨʫʩʪʘʣʴʥʦʡ 

   ʊʠʰʠʥʳ 

    ʉʠʙʠʨʩʢʦʡ ʟʝʤʣʠ. 

  

 

 

 

 
________ 

*  ʇʦʩʣʝ ʵʪʦʛʦ ʩʣʝʜʦʚʘʣʦ çʧʝʨʚʦʥʘʯʘʣʴʥʦʝ ʦʢʦʯʘʥʠʝ ʧʦʵʤʳè: 

 

  ɸ ʟʘ ʤʥʦʶ, ʪʘʡʥʦʡ ʩʚʝʨʢʘʷ 

   ʀ ʥʘʟʚʘʚʰʠ ʩʝʙʷ çʉʝʜʴʤʘʷè,
 16

 

    ʅʘ ʥʝʩʣʳʭʘʥʥʳʡ ʤʯʘʣʘʩʴ ʧʠʨ . . . 

 ʇʨʠʪʚʦʧʠʚʰʠʩʴ  ʥʦʪʥʦʡ ʪʝʪʨʘʜʢʦʡ, 

  ɿʥʘʤʝʥʠʪʘʷ ʣʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʢʘ 

   ɺʦʟʚʨʘʱʘʣʘʩʴ ʚ ʨʦʜʥʦʡ ʵʬʠʨ. 
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 To me it seems as though you chase me, 

  You, who remained to perish there 

   Among splendid spires and glinting water. 

 You did not expect a worthy messenger . . . 

  Above youðonly your charmers 

   And the procession of white nights. 

 And that happy wordðhomeð§§ 

Nowadays is alien to everyone, 

 And from alien windows everyone stares. 

 Some in Tashkent, some in New York, 

  But the air of exile is bitter 

   Like a venomous wine.§§ 

 You all might have feasted eyes on me,
 
 

  When in the belly of a flying fish
§§

 

   I was preserved from evil, 

 Borne over forests full of the enemy, 

Like the one, devil-possessed 

   In his night flight above the Brocken,
*
 
§
 

 But my destination lies before me, 

  The frozen and cold Kama,
 §
 

   And ñQuo vadis?ò
 §
 someone says,

15   
 

 But with no time to move my lips, 

  Like underpasses and bridges, 

   The Urals rumbles. 

 And opening before me is that road 

  On which so many have passed,§§ 

   The one on which my son§ was transported,
 
 

 And the funeral route was endless 

  In the solemn and crystalline 

   Silence 

    Of the Siberian land. 

  

 

 

 

 

________ 

*  After this followed the ñoriginal completion of the poemò: 

 

  And behind me, radiating circumspection, 

   And calling herself ñthe seventh,ò
 16 §

 

    She dashed off to a fabulous banquet . . . 

  Pretending to be a nocturnal copy-book, 

   The celebrated Leningrader 

    Returned to her beloved ether. 
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ʆʪ ʪʦʛʦ, ʯʪʦ ʩʜʝʣʘʣʦʩʴ ʧʨʘʭʦʤ, 

  ʆʙʫʷʥʥʘʷ ʩʤʝʨʪʥʳʤ ʩʪʨʘʭʦʤ 

   ʀ ʦʩʪʤʱʝʥʠʷ ʟʥʘʷ ʩʨʦʢ, 

 ʆʧʫʩʪʠʚʰʠ ʛʣʘʟʘ ʩʫʭʠʝ 

  ʀ ʣʦʤʘʷ ʨʫʢʠ, ʈʦʩʩʠʷ 

   ʇʨʝʜʦ ʤʥʦʶ ʰʣʘ ʥʘ ʚʦʩʪʦʢ.
**

 

 

18 ʘʚʛʫʩʪʘ 1942 

ʆʢʦʥʯʝʥʦ ʚ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

________ 
**  ʇʦʩʣʝ ʵʪʦʛʦ ʚ ʨʷʜʝ ʨʝʜʘʢʮʠʡ ʩʣʝʜʦʚʘʣʦ: 

 

  ʀ ʩʝʙʝ ʞʝ ʩʘʤʦʡ ʥʘʚʩʪʨʝʯʫ 

   ʅʝʧʨʝʢʣʦʥʥʦ ʚ ʛʨʦʟʥʫʶ ʩʝʯʫ, 

    ʂʘʢ ʠʟ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʘ ʥʘʷʚʫ, 

  ʋʨʘʛʘʥʦʤðʩ ʋʨʘʣʘ, ʩ ɸʣʪʘʷ, 

   ɼʦʣʛʫ ʚʝʨʥʘʷ, ʤʦʣʦʜʘʷ, 

    ʐʣʘ ʈʦʩʩʠʷ ʩʧʘʩʘʪʴ ʄʦʩʢʚʫ. 
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Because of what had been turned to ash, 

  Seized by mortal fear, 

   And knowing the hour of retribution, 

 Lowering her dry eyes,  

And wringing her hands, Russia, 

   Right before me, veered East.** 

 

18 August 1942 

Completed in Tashkent 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

________ 

**  In a series of editions, after this followed: 

 

 And already meeting herself
§§ 

   Resolved to face the grim flogging 

    Like a hurricane awaked 

  From a mirrorðfrom the Urals, from the Altai,
§
 

   Indebted to youth and truth, 

    She came back to Russia to redeem Moscow. 
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These are Akhmatovaôs notes as printed in the Struve-Filippov edition, volume II, page 133 as reproduced 

in Hemschemeyerôs bilingual (1990) edition, page 468. Hemschemeyer interlaces her translations of 

Akhmatovaôs notes as given by Struve-Filippov and by Zhirmunskii
§
  in the 1997 English language edition, 

but gives the Russian for the Akhmatova- Zhirmunskii  notes nowhere in either the bilingual (1990) or the 

English (1997)  edition. 

 

ʇʈʀʄɽʏɸʅʀʗ ʂ ʇʆʕʄɽ 

 

1. çʆʪʯʝʛʦ ʤʦʠ ʧʘʣʴʮʳ ʩʣʦʚʥʦ ʚ ʢʨʦʚʠ 

ʀ ʚʠʥʦ, ʢʘʢ ʦʪʨʘʚʘ, ʞʞʝʪè. 

   (ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʷʷ ʙʘʣʣʘʜʘ) 

 

2. ʊʨʠ çʢè ʚʳʨʘʞʘʶʪ ʟʘʤʝʰʘʪʝʣʴʩʪʚʦ ʘʚʪʦʨʘ. 

 

3. ɼʦʣʠʥʘ ʀʦʩʘʬʘʪʘðʧʨʝʜʧʦʣʘʛʘʝʤʦʝ ʤʝʩʪʦ ʉʪʨʘʰʥʦʛʦ ʉʫʜʘ. 

 

4. ʃʠʟʠʩʢʘðʧʩʝʚʜʦʥʠʤ ʠʤʧʝʨʘʪʠʮʳ ʄʝʩʩʘʣʠʥʳ ʚ ʨʠʤʩʢʠʭ ʧʨʠʪʦʥʘʭ. 

 

5. ɸʥʥʘ ʇʘʚʣʦʚʘ. 

 

6. ʐʘʣʷʧʠʥ. 

 

7. ʉʢʦʙʘʨʴðʦʙʠʜʥʦʝ ʧʨʦʟʚʠʱʝ ʧʩʢʦʚʠʯʝʡ. 

 

8. ɼʝʚʷʪʴ ʤʫʟ. 

 

9. Soft embalmer
xlii

 §ðʩʤ. ʩʦʥʝʪ ʂʠʪʩʘ çʂ ʩʥʫè: 

O, soft embalmer of the still midnight.
xliii

 

 

10. ʇʨʦʧʫʱʝʥʥʳʝ ʩʪʨʦʬʳðʧʦʜʨʘʞʘʥʠʝ ʇʫʰʢʠʥʫ.  ʉʤ. çʆʙ ɽʚʛʝʥʠʠ ʆʥʝʛʠʥʝè:  

çʉʤʠʨʝʥʥʦ ʩʦʟʥʘʶʩʴ ʪʘʢʞʝ, ʯʪʦ ʚ ɼʦʤ ɾʫʘʥʝ ʝʩʪʴ ʜʚʝ ʚʳʧʫʱʝʥʥʳʝ 

ʩʪʨʦʬʳè, ʧʠʩʘʣ ʇʫʰʢʠʥ. 

 

11. ɹʘʫʪʘðʚʝʥʝʮʠʘʥʩʢʘʷ ʧʦʣʫʤʘʩʢʘ. 

 

12. ɾʘʚʦʨʦʥʢʠðʟʥʘʤʝʥʠʪʦʝ ʩʪʠʭʦʪʚʦʨʝʥʠʝ ʐʝʣʣʠ To the skylark
xliv

 §  (çʂ 

ʞʘʚʦʨʦʥʢʫè): 

                       ʉʣʘʚʘ ʪʝʙʝ, ʚʝʩʝʣʳʡ ʜʫʭ, 

                       ʇʪʠʮʝʡ ʪʳ ʥʠʢʦʛʜʘ ʥʝ ʙʳʣ, 

                       ʏʪʦ ʩ ʥʝʙʝʩ ʠʣʠ ʚʦʟʣʝ ʥʠʭ.  

 

13. ɻʝʦʨʛðʣʦʨʜ ɹʘʡʨʦʥ. 

 

14. ʄʘʨʩ ʣʝʪʦʤ 1941 ʛ. 

 

15. Quo vadis?
xlv

 §ðçʂʘʤʦ ʛʨʷʜʝʰʠ?èðçʂʫʜʘ ʠʜʝʰʴ?è 
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NOTES ON THE POEMA 

 

1. ñAre my fingers feverish like blood 

 And wine, like poison, burns? §§ 

 New Yearôs Balladò§ 

 

2. The three ñkôsò§ are wrung from the authorôs embarrassment.
 
 

 

3. Valley of Jehosophet§ðreputed to be the place of the Last Judgment.
 
  

 

4. Lysiscaðpseudonym of the Empress Messalina§ of the Roman haunts.
 
  

 

5. Anna Pavlova.§ 

 

6. Shaliapin.§ 

 

7. Skobarô§ðan insulting name from someone from Pskov.
 
 

 

8. The Nine.§ 

 

9. ñSoft embalmerò§ðfrom the sonnet by Keats§ ñTo Sleepò § 

ñO, soft embalmer of the still midnight.ò
 
 

 

10. Missing strophes (stanzas)ðimitation of Pushkin.§§  See ñAbout Eugene 

Oneginò§:
 
 ñIt is humbly admitted that in Don Juan§ two strophes (stanzas) are cut 

out,ò wrote Pushkin.ò§ 

 

11. Vayetah§ða Venetian half-mask.
 
 

 

12. LarkðShelleyôs§ celebrated verses ñTo a Skylarkò§: 

Hail, to thee, blithe Spirit! 

 Bird thou never wert, 

That from Heaven, or near it . . .  

 

13. GeorgeðLord Byron.§ 

 

14. Mars, summer 1941.
 
 

 

15. Quo Vadis?§ðñWhatôs the future?òðñWhere are you going?ò
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16. «ʉʝʜʴʤʘʷèð7-ʷ çʃʝʥʠʥʛʘʜʩʢʘʷè ʩʠʤʬʦʥʠʷ ʐʦʩʪʘʢʦʚʠʯʘ.  ʇʝʨʚʘʷ ʯʘʩʪʴ    

            ɻ ʪʦʡ ʩʠʤʬʦʥʠʥ ʚʳʚʝʟʝʥʘ ʘʚʪʦʨʦʤ ʥʘ ʩʘʤʦʣʝʪʝ ʠʟ ʦʩʘʞʜʝʥʥʦʛʦ ʛʦʨʦʜʘ (1. ʍ.         

           1941). 
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16. ñSeventhò §ðThe 7th. ñLeningradò Symphony of Shostakovich.§  The first 

movement of the Symphony was taken by the author from the besieged city.
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(ɼʆʇʆʃʅɽʅʀʗ) 

(ʉʪʨʦʬʳ, ʥʝ ʚʦʰʝʜʰʠʝ 

ʚ ʪʝʢʩʪ çʇʦʵʤʳ ʙʝʟ ʛʝʨʦʷè) 

 

Chuk., II , 516
xlvi

 

 

ɺʨʘʛ ʧʳʪʘʣ: çɸ ʥʫ, ʨʘʩʩʢʘʞʠ-ʢʘ!è 

ʅʦ ʥʠ ʩʣʦʚʘ, ʥʠ ʩʪʦʥʘ, ʥʠ ʢʨʠʢʘ 

 ʅʝ ʫʩʣʳʰʘʪʴ ʝʝ ʚʨʘʛʫ. 

  ʀ ʧʨʦʭʦʜʷʪ ʜʝʩʷʪʠʣʝʪʴʷ, 

   ʇʳʪʢʠ, ʩʩʳʣʢʠ ʠ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ . . . ʇʝʪʴ ʷ 

    ɺ ʵʪʦʤ ʫʞʘʩʝ ʥʝ ʤʦʛʫ. 

 

ʊʳ ʩʧʨʦʩʠ ʫ ʤʦʠʭ ʩʦʚʨʝʤʝʥʥʠʮð 

   ʂʘʪʦʨʞʘʥʦʢ, ʩʪʦʧʷʪʥʠʮ, ʧʣʝʥʥʠʮð 

    ʀ ʪʝʙʝ ʧʦʨʘʩʩʢʘʞʝʤ ʤʳ, 

  ʂʘʢ ʚ ʙʝʩʧʘʤʷʪʥʦʤ ʞʠʣʠ ʩʪʨʘʭʝ, 

   ʂʘʢ ʨʘʩʪʠʣʠ ʜʝʪʝʡ ʜʣʷ ʧʣʘʭʠ, 

    ɼʣʷ ʟʘʩʪʝʥʢʘ ʠ ʜʣʷ ʪʶʨʴʤʳ. 

 

ʇʦʩʠʥʝʣʳʝ ʩʪʠʩʥʫʚ ʛʫʙʳ, 

   ʆʙʝʟʫʤʝʚʰʠʝ ɻʝʢʫʙʳ 

    ʀ ʂʘʩʩʘʥʜʨʳ ʥʟ ʏʫʭʣʦʤʳ, 

  ɿʘʛʨʝʤʠʤ ʤʳ ʙʝʟʤʦʣʚʥʳʤ ʭʦʨʦʤ 

   (ʄʳ, ʫʚʝʥʯʘʥʥʳʝ ʧʦʟʦʨʦʤ): 

    çʇʦ ʪʫ ʩʪʦʨʦʥʫ ʘʜʘ ʤʳè . . .  

   

Zh.653
 xlvii

 
   

ʀ ʦʩʦʙʝʥʥʦ, ʝʩʣʠ ʩʥʠʪʩʷ 

  ʊʦ, ʯʪʦ ʩʢʦʨʦ ʜʦʣʞʥʦ ʩʣʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ: 

   ʉʤʝʨʪʴ ʧʦʚʩʶʜʫðɻʦʨʦʜ ʚ ʦʛʥʝ, 

  ʀ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪ ʚ ʮʚʝʪʫ ʧʦʜʚʝʥʝʯʥʦʤ. 

  ʆ ʙʝʟʙʦʣʴʥʦʤ, ʚʝʨʥʦʤ ʠ ʚʝʯʥʦʤ 

   ɺʝʪʨ ʘʟʠʡʩʢʠʡ ʨʘʩʩʢʘʞʝʪ ʤʥʝ. 

   

1959 
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(ADDITIONS) 

(Stanzas not included 

From the text of Poem Without A Hero)
xlviii

 

 

Chuk., II, 516
xlix

  

(10)
 
 

  The enemy taunted: ñSure, you can tell.ò 

   But neither word nor groan nor cry 

    Did the enemy hear. 

  And decades paraded past, 

   Tauntings, deportations, deaths . . .   I cannot sing 

    From within this terror. 

 

(13) 

  Ask my contemporariesð 

Convicts, hundred-fivers,§ prisonersð
 
 

And we will all tell you 

  How we lived the delirium of dread, 

   How we raised children for prisons, 

    Executions, the camps.  

 

(14) 

  With clinched blue lips, 

   Distracted Hecubas§ 

    And Cassandras§ from Chukhloma,§
  
 

  We, in a voiceless chorus, thunder 

   (Crowned with infamy) 

    ñWe are in hellôs quarterò . . . 

   

Zh.653
l
  

And particularly, if what is dreamt 

  Is that which happens soon: 

   Death everywhereðCity of fire. 

  And Tashkent§ in wedding bloom.
 
 

  The wind of Asia calls to me 

   Of the painless, unbetrayed, everlasting. 

 

  1959 
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Zh.654
li
 

  ʀ ʫʞʝ, ʟʘʛʣʫʰʘʷ ʜʨʫʛ ʜʨʫʛʘ, 

  ɼʚʘ ʦʨʢʝʩʪʨʘ ʠʟ ʪʘʡʥʦʛʦ ʢʨʫʛʘ 

   ɿʚʫʢʠ ʰʣʶʪ ʚ ʣʝʙʝʜʠʥʫʶ ʩʝʥʴ. 

  ʅʦ ʛʜʝ ʛʦʣʦʩ ʤʦʡ ʥ ʛʜʝ ʵʭʦ, 

  ɺ ʯʝʤ ʩʧʘʩʝʥʴʝ ʠ ʚ ʯʝʤ ʧʦʤʝʭʘ, 

   ɻʜʝ ʩʘʤʘ ʷ ʠ ʛʜʝ ʪʦʜʴʢʦ ʪʝʥʴ. 

  ʂʘʢ ʩʧʘʩʪʠʩʴ ʦʪ ʚʪʦʨʦʛʦ ʰʘʛʘ . . . 

 

Zh.655
lii

 

  ʀʥʩʪʠʪʫʪʢʘ, ʢʫʟʠʥʘ, ɼʞʫʣʴʝʪʪʘ! . . 

  ʅʝ ʜʦʞʜʘʪʴʩʷ ʪʝʙʝ ʢʦʨʥʝʪʘ, 

   ɺ ʤʦʥʘʩʪʳʨʴ ʪʳ ʫʡʜʝʰʴ ʪʘʡʢʦʤ. 

  ʅʝʤ ʪʚʦʡ ʙʫʙʝʥ, ʤʦʷ ʮʳʛʘʥʢʘ, 

  ʀ ʫʞʝ ʧʦʯʝʨʥʝʣʘ ʨʘʥʢʘ 

   ʋ ʪʝʙʷ ʧʦʜ ʣʝʚʳʤ ʩʦʩʢʦʤ. 

 

 

ʆʊʈʓɺʂʀ, ʅɽ ɺʆʐɽɼʐʀɽ ɺ 

çʇʆʕʄʋ ɹɽɿ ɻɽʈʆʗè 

 

S-F. III , 

112-113
liii

 

 

I 
 

  ɺ ʯʝʨʥʦʚʘʪʦʤ ʇʘʨʠʞ ʪʫʤʘʥʝ 

  ʀ ʥʘʚʝʨʥʦ ʦʧʷʪʴ ʄʦʜʠʣʴʷʥʠ 

  ʅʝʟʘʤʝʪʥʦ ʙʨʦʜʠʣ ʟʘ ʤʥʦʡ. 

  ʋ ʥʝʛʦ ʧʝʯʘʣʴʥʦʝ ʩʚʦʡʩʪʚʦ 

  ɼʘʞʝ ʚ ʩʦʥ ʤʦʡ ʚʥʦʩʠʪʴ ʨʘʩʩʪʨʦʡʩʪʚʦ 

  ʀ ʙʳʪʴ ʤʥʦʛʠʭ ʙʝʜʩʪʚʠʡ ʚʠʥʦʡ. 

  ʅʦ ʦʥ ʤʥʝðʩʚʦʝʡ ɽʛʠʧʪʷʥʢʝ . . . 

  ʏʪʦ ʠʛʨʘʝʪ ʩʪʘʨʠʢ ʥʘ ʰʘʨʤʘʥʢʝ, 

  ɸ ʧʦʜ ʥʝʡ ʚʝʩʴ ʧʘʨʠʞʩʢʠʡ ʛʫʣ, 

  ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʛʫʣ ʧʦʜʟʝʤʥʦʛʦ ʤʦʨʷ,ð 

  ʕʪʦʪ ʪʦʞʝ ʜʦʚʦʣʴʥʦ ʛʦʨʷ 

  ʀ ʩʪʳʜʘ, ʠ ʣʠʭʘðʭʣʝʙʥʫʣ. 
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Zh.654
liv  

 
 

To be sure, drowning out one another  

  Two orchestras from the mysterious pit 

   Send out noise to the swansô porch.§ 

  But I canôt tell which voice is mine and which, echo, 

  Which rescues and which obstructs, 

   Which, myself, and which, just a shadow. 

  How to escape from taking the second step . . . 

 

Zh.655
lv
 

 

  Co-ed, cousin, Juliet! . . .§§ 

  You will not wait for the cornet,§ 

   But flee to the cloister in secret. 

  Silence your tambourine, my gypsy, 

  Already a darkening bruise 

   Spreads beneath your left nipple. 

 

 

Passages not included in 

Poem Without A Hero 

 

S-F.III
lvi

  

112-113 

I 
In the black mists of Paris 

Surely again Modigliani§ 

Imperceptibly follows me. 

He has the melancholy habit 

Of bringing disorder to my sleep with apprehension 

And causing calamitous guilt. 

But to meðhis Egyptian
 
ðhe is . . . 

Hear the old man play his barrel-organ,§ 

Under it is the Parisian rumble 

Like the rumble of an underground seað 

He too had his share of sorrow 

And shame and malice to swallow.  
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VII  

   

S-F. III , 

115b
lvii

 

ɺʦʪ ʙʝʜʘ ʚ ʯʝʤ, ʦ ʜʦʨʦʛʘʷ, 

  ʈʷʜʦʤ ʩ ʥʝʶ ʠʜʝʪ ʜʨʫʛʘʷ. 

  ʉʣʳʰʠʰʴ ʣʝʛʢʠʡ ʰʘʛ ʠ ʩʫʭʦʡ? 

  ɸ ʛʜʝ ʛʦʣʦʩ ʤʦʡ ʠ ʛʜʝ ʵʪʦ,ð 

  ʂʪʦ ʨʳʜʘʝʪ, ʢʪʦ ʧʴʷʥ ʦʪ ʩʤʝʭʘð 

  ʀ ʢʦʪʦʨʘʷ ʪʝʥʴ ʜʨʫʛʦʡ? 

 

S-F. 225, 

III , 502
lviii

 

(ʉʪʘʥʟʘ ʠʟ ʇʦʵʤʳ) 

   

  ʊʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʘʤʠ ʛʨʘʞʜʘʥʩʢʦʡ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ 

  ʗ ʧʦ ʛʦʨʣʦ ʩʳʪʘ, ʧʦʚʝʨʴʪʝ, 

  ɺʠʞʫ ʠʭ ʯʪʦ ʥʠ ʥʦʯʴ ʚʦ ʩʥʝ. 

  ʆʪʣʫʯʝʥʥʦʶ ʙʳʪʴ ʦʪ ʣʦʞʘ 

ʀ ʩʪʦʣʘðʧʫʩʪʷʢʠ!  ʅʦ ʥʝ ʛʦʞʝ  

  ɺʳʥʦʩʠʪʴ, ʯʪʦ ʜʦʩʪʘʣʦʩʴ ʤʥʝ. 

 

  1960-ʝ ʛʛ. 
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S-F.III, 

115b
lix

 

VII  

 

This is more than calamity, dearest, 

 For right behind it, another one, 

  Can you hear the light dry tread? 

But which voice is mine and which, the otherôs,§ð
 
 

Who weeps, who is drunk with laughterð 

  Which shadow leads and which follows after? 

 

 

S-F. 225, 

III, 502
lx
 

(Stanza to the Poem) 

 

The celebrations of civic death 

  Believe me, wear me down, 

  I see them each night in my sleep. 

  To have taken away, oneôs couch, 

  Oneôs tableðtrifles!  But itôs not good 

  Bearing the lot that has fallen to me. 
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1913 ɻʆɼ, 

ʀʃʀ  

ʇʆʕʄɸ ɹɽɿ ɻɽʈʆʗ 

ʀ  

ʈɽʐʂɸ
lxi

 

 

 
ɸʅʅʆʁ  ɸʍʄɸʊʆɺʆʁ 
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The Year 1913,  

Or  

Poem Without a Herolxii  

And  

Flip Side4 

 

 

 

 
 

  

 

          

          
 

 

 

 

   

                                                           
4
 Roman numerals designate endnotes by Mager and incorporate information from Hemschemeyer, 

Gorkova  and others.  
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     Di rider finirai   

Pria dellôaurora.
 5
 

 

Don Giovanni*  
 

çɺʦ ʤʥʝ ʝʱʝ ʢʘʢ ʧʝʩʥʷ ʠʣʠ ʛʦʨʝ 

ʇʦʩʣʝʜʥʷʷ ʟʠʤʘ ʧʝʨʝʜ ʚʦʡʥʦʡè 

çʔʝʣʘʷ ʩʪʘʷè 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

______ 

*  ʉʤʝʷʪʴʩʷ  ʧʝʨʝʩʪʘʥʝʰʴ // ʈʘʥʴʰʝ, ʯʝʤ ʥʘʩʪʫʧʠʪ ʟʘʨʷ. ɼʨʥ ʞʫʧʥ (ʠʪ.). 

                                                           
5
  Notes with asterisks appear in the Gorkova text as Akhmatovaôs and are translated as part of the 

text.  Unlike later versions, Akhmatova did not write numbered notes at the end of  this version.  Roman 

numerals designate endnotes by Mager and incorporate information from Hemschemeyer, T. A. Gorkova 

and others.  The symbol 
§  

indicates that the word appears in the list of names, phrases and lines of cross-

reference, whereas the symbol 
§§  

indicates that the entire line is referenced in the list. 

.  
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Di rider finirai  

Pria dellôaurora. 

 

       Don Giovanni*  

 

               Inside me still like a song or a sorrow
§§

 

Is the final winter before war. 

 

 

       ñWhite Flockò
§  lxiii

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

______ 

*  You will stop laughing // Before dawn.  Don Juan 
§
 (It.)
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 ɺʉʊʋʇʃɽʅʀɽ 

 

 

ʀʟ ʛʦʜʘ ʩʦʨʦʢʦʚʦʛʦ, 

ʂʘʢ ʩ ʙʘʰʥʠ ʥʘ ʚʩʝ ʛʣʷʞʫ. 

  ʂʘʢ ʙʫʜʪʦ ʧʨʦʱʘʶʩʴ ʩʥʦʚʘ 

 ʉ ʪʝʤ, ʩ ʯʝʤ ʜʘʚʥʦ ʧʨʦʩʪʠʣʘʩʴ, 

  ʂʘʢ ʙʫʜʪʦ ʧʝʨʝʢʨʝʩʪʣʘʩʴ 

 ʀ ʧʦʜ ʪʝʤʥʳʝ ʩʚʦʜʳ ʩʭʦʞʫ. 

 

 

1941.  ʘʚʛʫʩʪʘ   
ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ 

(ʚʦʟʜ<ʫʰʥʘʷ> ʪʨʝʚʦʛʘ) 
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INTRODUCTION 

 

 

Atop
§
 the centuryôs fortieth year,

§
 

Like a crash I gaze down on everything. 

Once more I say farewell 

To that which I once condoned, 

 As if to make the sign of the cross 

 Before I go down to a crypt.§ 

 
    

 1941 August 

Leningrad  

(beyond <the earôs> alarm)§§ 
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ʇʆʉɺʗʑɽʅʀɽ 

 

ɸ ʪʘʢ ʢʘʢ ʤʥʝ ʙʫʤʘʛʠ ʥʝ ʭʚʘʪʠʣʦ 

ʗ ʥʘ ʪʚʦʝʤ ʧʠʰʫ ʯʝʨʥʦʚʠʢʝ. 

ʀ ʚʦʪ ʯʫʞʦʝ ʩʣʦʚʦ ʧʨʦʩʪʫʧʘʝʪ 

ʀ, ʢʘʢ ʩʥʝʞʠʥʢʘ ʥʘ ʤʦʝʡ ʨʫʢʝ, 

ɼʦʚʝʨʯʠʚʦ ʠ ʙʝʟ ʫʧʨʝʢʘ ʪʘʝʪ. 

ʀ ʪʝʤʥʳʝ ʨʝʩʥʠʮʳ ɸʥʪʠʥʦʷ 

ɺʜʨʫʛ ʧʦʜʥʷʣʠʩʴ ʠ ʪʘʤ ʟʝʣʝʥʳʡ ʜʳʤ, 

ʀ ʚʝʪʝʨʢʦʤ ʧʦʚʝʷʣʦ ʨʦʜʥʳʤ . .  . 

ʅʝ ʤʦʨʝ ʣʠ?ðʅʝʪ, ʵʪʦ ʪʦʣʴʢʦ ʭʚʦʷ 

ʄʦʛʠʣʴʥʘʷ ʠ ʚ ʥʘʢʠʧʘʥʴʠ ʧʝʥ 

ɺʩʝ ʙʣʠʞʝ, ʙʣʠʞʝ . . . çMarche funèbre» . . . *  

    ʐʦʧʝʥ  

 

26 ʜʝʢʘʙʨʘ 1940 ʛʦʜʘ 

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

________ 
*  ʇʦʭʦʨʦʥʥʳʡ ʤʘʨʰ (ʬʨ.).  
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DEDICATION
lxiv

 

  

And because I donôt have enough paper
§§

 

I write on your old rough draft. 

Here an otherôs word shows through,
§§

 

And like a snowflake on my cuff,
§§

 

Fades trustingly without reproof. 

And Antino¿sôs
 
dark eyelashes

   
 

Suddenly liftðthere, a green haze,
§
 

There, gusts a familiar breeze  . . . 

Is it the sea?ðNo, only needles 

On a grave, and in a swirl of frothing, 

Closer, closer . . .  ñMarche fun¯breò  . . . * 

      Chopin . . .
 §
 

 

26 December 1940 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

________ 
*  Funeral March (Fr.). 
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I 

              «In my hot youthð 

          when George the Third was king . . . » 

                             Byron* 
lxv

 § 

   

ɺʳ ʦʰʠʙʣʠʩʴ: ɺʝʥʝʮʠʷ ʜʦʞʝʡ 

ʕʪʦ ʨʷʜʦʤ.  ʅʦ ʤʘʩʢʠ ʚ ʧʨʠʭʦʞʝʡ 

ʀ ʧʣʘʱʠ, ʠ ʞʝʟʣʳ, ʠ ʚʝʥʮʳ 

 ɺʘʤ ʩʝʛʦʜʥʷ ʧʨʠʜʝʪʩʷ ʦʩʪʘʚʠʪʴ: 

 ɺʘʩ ʷ ʚʟʜʫʤʘʣʘ ʥʳʥʯʝ ʧʨʦʩʣʘʚʠʪʴ 

 ʅʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʝ ʩʦʨʚʘʥʮʳ. 

 ʕʪʦʪ ʌʘʫʩʪʦʤ, ʪʦʪ ɼʦʥ ɾʫʘʥʦʤ . . . 

 ɸ ʢʘʢʦʡ-ʪʦ ʝʱʝ ʩ ʪʠʤʧʘʥʦʤ 

 ʂʦʟʣʦʥʦʛʫʶ ʧʨʠʚʦʣʦʢ. 

 ʀ ʜʣʷ ʥʠʭ ʨʘʩʩʪʫʧʠʣʠʩʴ ʩʪʝʥʳ, 

 ɺʜʘʣʝʢʝ ʟʘʚʳʣʠ ʩʠʨʝʥʳ 

 ʀ, ʢʘʢ ʢʫʧʦʣ, ʚʩʧʫʭ ʧʦʪʦʣʦʢ. 

ʗʩʥʦ ʚʩʝ:  ʥʝ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ, ʪʘʢ ʢ ʢʦʤʫ ʞʝ?!
lxvi

 

 ʅʝ ʜʣʷ ʚʘʩ ʟʜʝʩʴ ʛʦʪʦʚʠʣʩʷ ʫʞʠʥ 

 ʀ ʥʝ ʚʘʩ ʩʦʙʠʨʘʣʠʩʴ ʧʨʦʩʪʠʪʴ. 

 ʍʨʦʤ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʠʡ, ʢʘʰʣʷʝʪ ʩʫʭʦ. 

ʗ ʥʘʜʝʶʩʴ, ʥʝʯʠʩʪʦʛʦ ʜʫʭʘ 

 ɺʳ ʥʝ ʩʤʝʣʠ ʩʶʜʘ ʚʚʝʩʪʠ. 

ʊʦʣʴʢʦ . . . ʨʷʞʝʥʳʭ ʚʝʜʴ ʷ ʙʦʷʣʘʩʴ. 

 ʄʥʝ ʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʧʦʯʝʤʫ-ʪʦ ʢʘʟʘʣʦʩʴ, 

 ʏʪʦ ʢʘʢʘʷ-ʪʦ ʣʠʰʥʷʷ ʪʝʥʴ 

 ʉʨʝʜʠ ʥʠʭ ʙʝʟ ʣʠʮʘ ʠ ʥʘʟʚʘʥʴʷ 

 ɿʘʪʝʩʘʣʘʩʴ. ʆʪʢʨʦʝʤ ʩʦʙʨʘʥʴʝ 

 ɺ ʥʦʚʦʛʦʜʥʠʡ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʡ ʜʝʥʴ. 

 ʊʫ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʥʫʶ ɻʦʬʤʘʥʠʘʥʫ 

 ʈʘʟʛʣʘʰʘʪʴ ʷ ʧʦ ʩʚʝʪʫ ʥʝ ʩʪʘʥʫ, 

 ʀ ʜʨʫʛʠʭ ʙʳ ʧʨʦʩʠʣʘ . . .  ʇʦʩʪʦʡ, 

ʊʳ ʢʘʢ ʙʫʜʪʦ ʥʝ ʟʥʘʯʠʰʴʩʷ ʚ ʩʧʠʩʢʘʭ, 

ɺ ʢʘʧʫʮʠʥʘʭ, ʧʘʷʮʘʭ, ʣʠʟʠʩʢʘʭ, 

ʇʦʣʦʩʘʪʦʡ ʥʘʨʷʞʝʥ ʚʝʨʩʪʦʡ, 

ʈʘʟʤʘʣʝʚʘʥʥʳʡ ʧʝʩʪʨʦ ʠ ʛʨʫʙʦð 

ʊ ðrʨʦʚʝʩʥʠʢ ʄʘʤʚʨʠʡʩʢʦʛʦ ʜʫʙʘ, 

ɺʝʢʦʚʦʡ ʩʦʙʝʩʝʜʥʠʢ ʣʫʥʳ. 

 ʅʝ ʦʙʤʘʥʫʪ ʧʨʠʪʚʦʨʥʳʝ ʩʪʦʥʳ: 

 ʊʳ ʞʝʣʝʟʥʳʝ ʧʠʰʝʰʴ ʟʘʢʦʥʳ,ð 

 

 

 

_______ 

*  ɺ ʤʦʶ ʧʳʣʢʫʶ ʶʥʦʩʪʴð 

ʂʦʛʜʘ ɻʝʦʨʛ ʊʨʝʪʠʡ ʙʳʣ ʢʦʨʦʣʝʤ . . . 
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   ɹʘʡʨʦʥ (ʘʥʛʣ.).  

I 

 

        ñIn my hot youthð 

         when George the Third was king . . .ò 

    Byron* § 

You are mistaken:  The Venice of Dogesð§ 

Next door.  But you come right in, in masks§§ 

And capes and staffs and garlands, 

 Now you must give all that up. 

 I'm of a mind to make you famous, 

New Year's bashers!  

 Here's Faust,§ there, Don Juan§ . . . 

 And someone with a tambourine, 

 A goat-legged sprite . . . § 

 Before them the walls give way, 

 In the distance sirens howl. 

 And, like a cupola, the ceiling swells. 

Plain as day: If not for me, for whom?! 

This supper was not cooked for them, 

Nor will you walk this path with me 

I trust you are not so bold as to bring 

Unsanctified spirits here. 

Alone . . . You see, I fear the revelers. 

For some reason inexplicable to me§§ 

A shades always appears 

With neither face nor name§ and cuts in
 
 

Behind the others.  Call the meeting to order 

On this solemn New Yearôs Day. 

But I will not divulge last nightôs 

Hoffmannia§ to all society, 

I will not take a stand . . .  Wait 

You are not mentioned in the list 

Of capuchins, clowns, Lyciscas§ð 

Arrayed like a striped milepost, § 

 Parti-colored and crudely paintedð 

You . . .as old as the Mamre Oak, § 

 Ancient companion to the moon. 

 No one is fooled by your fake groanings, 

 You who write iron laws 

 

 

 

 

________ 

*  In my hot youthð 

          when George the Third was king . . .     
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Byron  (Eng.).
 §
 

ʍʘʤʤʫʨʘʙʠ, ʣʠʢʫʨʛʠ, ʩʦʣʦʥʳ 

ʋ ʪʝʙʷ ʧʦʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ ʜʦʣʞʥʳ. 

ʉʫʱʝʩʪʚʦ ʵʪʦ ʩʪʨʘʥʥʦʛʦ ʥʨʘʚʘ, 

ʆʥ ʥʝ ʞʜʝʪ, ʯʪʦʙ ʧʦʜʘʛʨʘ ʠ ʩʣʘʚʘ 

 ɺʧʦʧʳʭʘʭ ʫʩʘʜʠʣʠ ʝʛʦ 

 ɺ ʶʙʠʣʝʡʥʳʝ ʧʳʰʥʳʝ ʢʨʝʩʣʘ, 

 ɸ ʥʝʩʝʪ ʧʦ ʮʚʝʪʫʱʝʤʫ ʚʝʨʝʩʢʫ, 

 ʇʦ ʧʫʩʪʳʥʷʤ ʩʚʦʝ ʪʦʨʞʝʩʪʚʦ. 

 ʀ ʥʠ ʚ ʯʝʤ ʥʝ ʧʦʚʠʥʝʥ: ʠʥ ʚ ʵʪʦʤ, 

 ʅʠ ʚ ʜʨʫʛʦʤ ʠ ʥʠ ʚ ʪʨʝʪʴʝʤ.  ʇʦʵʪʘʤ 

 ɺʦʦʙʱʝ ʥʝ ʧʨʠʩʪʘʣʠ ʛʨʝʭʠ. 

 ʇʨʦʧʣʷʩʘʪʴ ʧʨʝʜ ʂʦʚʯʝʛʦʤ ɿʘʚʝʪʘ, 

 ʀʣʠ ʩʛʠʥʫʪʴ . . .  ʜʘ ʯʪʦ ʪʘʤ!  ʧʨʦ ʵʪʦ 

 ʃʫʯʰʝ ʠʭ ʨʘʩʩʢʘʟʘʣʠ ʩʪʠʭʠ. 

 

  *  *  *  

ʂʨʥʢ: çɻʝʨʦʷ ʥʘ ʘʚʘʥʩʮʝʥʫ!è 

 ʅʝ ʚʦʣʥʫʡʪʝʩʴ, ʜʳʣʜʝ ʥʘ ʩʤʝʥʫ 

 ʅʝʧʨʝʤʝʥʥʦ ʚʳʡʜʝʪ ʩʝʡʯʘʩ . . . 

 ʏʪʦ ʞ ʚʳ ʚʩʝ ʫʙʝʛʘʝʪʝ ʚʤʝʩʪʝ, 

 ʉʣʦʚʥʦ ʢʘʞʜʳʡ ʥʘʰʝʣ ʧʦ ʥʝʚʝʩʪʝ, 

ʆʩʪʘʚʣʷʷ ʩ ʛʣʘʟʫ ʥʘ ʛʣʘʟ 

ʄʝʥʷ ʚ ʩʫʤʨʘʢʝ ʩ ʵʪʦʡ ʨʘʤʦʡ, 

ʀʟ ʢʦʪʦʨʦʡ ʛʣʷʜʠʪ ʪʦʪ ʩʘʤʳʡ 

ɼʦ ʩʠʭ ʧʦʨ ʥʝ ʦʧʣʘʢʘʥʥʳʡ ʯʘʩ. 

ʕʪʦ ʚʩʝ ʥʘʧʣʳʚʘʝʪ ʥʝ ʩʨʘʟʫ, 

 ʂʘʢ ʦʜʥʫ ʤʫʟʳʢʘʣʴʥʫʶ ʬʨʘʟʫ, 

 ʉʣʳʰʫ ʥʝʩʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʩʙʠʚʯʠʚʳʭ ʩʣʦʚ. 

 ʇʦʩʣʝ . . . ʣʝʩʪʥʠʮʳ ʧʣʦʩʢʦʡ ʩʪʫʧʝʥʠ, 

 ɺʩʧʳʰʢʘ ʛʘʟʘ ʠ ʚ ʦʪʜʘʣʝʥʴʠ 

 ʗʩʥʳʡ ʛʦʣʦʩ: çʗ ʢ ʩʤʝʨʪʠ ʛʦʪʦʚè. 
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That Hammurabi,§ Lycurgus, Solon 

 Might be obliged to you to enforce. 

 A creature of eccentric habits, 

 He does not wait for gout or glory§§ 

 To seat him abruptly 

 In a plush jubilee armchair, 

 But across flourishing heather, 

 Over void space, he bears his own triumph. 

 But he's no more guilty than most: not this, 

Not that, not the other thing.  Poets 

 In general are not lumped in with sin. 

 Dance before the Ark of the Covenant§ 

 Or get lost . . .  enough!  about that
§
 

 Their verses say it better. 

  

*  *  *  

 A cry: ñHero§ to the proscenium!ò 

 Calm down: the lanky one§ will slip in for sure  

 Quick to take someoneôs place . . . 

Why are you all running off together, 

 As if each of you found a bride, 

 Abandoning me face to face 

 In the dusk of that black window 

 Which down to this very hour 

 Weighs its unbewailed time.§§ 

They do not drift in all at once  

Like a single musical phrase, 

I hear only discordant words. 

Later . . . on a flat step in the stairwell 

A flare of gas and from the distance 

A clear voice: ñI am prepared for death.ò§§ 
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II . 

 

      ʊʳ ʩʣʘʜʦʩʪʨʘʩʪʥʝʡ, ʪʳ ʪʝʣʝʩʥʝʡ 

      ɾʠʚʳʭ, ʙʣʠʩʪʘʪʝʣʴʥʘʷ ʪʝʥʴ. 

                        ɹʘʨʘʪʳʥʩʢʠʡ 

 

ʈʘʩʧʘʭʥʫʣʘʩʴ ʘʪʣʘʩʥʘʷ ʰʫʙʢʘ . . . 

ʅʝ ʩʝʨʜʠʩʴ ʥʘ ʤʝʥʷ, ʛʦʣʫʙʢʘ, 

ʅʝ ʪʝʙʷ, ʘ ʩʝʙʷ ʢʘʟʥʶ. 

ɺʠʜʠʰʴ, ʪʘʤ, ʟʘ ʚʴʶʛʦʡ ʢʨʫʧʯʘʪʦʡ, 

ʊʝʘʪʨʘʣʴʥʳʝ ʘʨʘʧʯʘʪʘ 

ɿʘʪʝʚʘʶʪ ʦʧʷʪʴ ʚʦʟʥʶ.      

 ʂʘʢ ʧʘʨʘʜʥʦ ʟʚʝʥʷʪ ʧʦʣʦʟʴʷ 

 ʀ ʚʦʣʦʯʠʪʩʷ ʧʦʣʦʩʪʴ ʢʦʟʴʷ. 

 ʄʠʤʦ, ʪʝʥʠ!  ʆʥ ʪʘʤ ʦʜʠʥ. 

 ʅʘ ʩʪʝʥʝ ʝʛʦ ʪʦʥʢʠʡ ʧʨʦʬʠʣʴð 

 ɻʘʚʨʠʠʣ ʠʣʠ ʄʝʬʠʩʪʦʬʝʣʴ 

ʊʚʦʡ, ʢʨʘʩʘʚʠʮʘ, ʧʘʣʘʜʠʥ? 

ʊʳ ʩʙʝʞʘʣʘ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʩ ʧʦʨʪʨʝʪʘ, 

ʀ ʧʫʩʪʘʷ ʨʘʤʘ ʜʦ ʩʚʝʪʘ 

ʅʘ ʩʪʝʥʝ ʪʝʙʷ ʙʫʜʝʪ ʞʜʘʪʴ. 

ʊʘʢ ʧʣʷʰʠ ʦʜʥʘ ʙʝʟ ʧʘʨʪʥʝʨʘ. 

ʗ ʞʝ ʨʦʣʴ ʘʥʪʠʯʥʦʛʦ ʭʦʨʘ 

ʅʘ ʩʝʙʷ ʩʦʛʣʘʩʥʘ ʧʨʠʥʷʪʴ . . . 

 

ʊʳ ʚ ʈʦʩʩʥʶ ʧʨʠʰʣʘ ʥʠʦʪʢʫʜʘ, 

ʆ, ʤʦʝ ʙʝʣʦʢʫʨʦʝ ʯʫʜʦ, 

ʂʦʣʦʤʙʠʥʘ ʜʝʩʷʪʳʭ ʛʦʜʦʚ! 

ʏʪʦ ʛʣʷʜʠʰʴ ʪʳ ʪʘʢ ʩʤʫʪʥʦ ʠ ʟʦʨʢʦ? ð 

ʇʝʪʝʨʙʫʨʛʩʢʘʷ ʢʫʢʣʘ, ʘʢʪʝʨʢʘ, 

ʊʳ, ʦʜʠʥ ʠʟ ʤʦʠʭ ʜʚʦʡʥʠʢʦʚ. 

ʂ ʧʨʦʯʠʤ ʪʠʪʫʣʘʤ ʥʘʜʦ ʠ ʵʪʦʪ 

ʇʨʠʧʠʩʘʪʴ.  ʆ, ʧʦʜʨʫʛʘ ʧʦʵʪʦʚ! 

ʗðʥʘʩʣʝʜʥʠʮʘ ʩʣʘʚʳ ʪʚʦʝʡ. 

ɿʜʝʩʴ ʧʦʜ ʤʫʟʳʢʫ ʜʠʚʥʦʛʦ ʤʵʪʨʘ, 

ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʩʢʦʛʦ ʜʠʢʦʛʦ ʚʝʪʨʘ 

ɺʠʞʫ ʪʘʥʝʮ ʧʨʠʜʚʦʨʥʳʭ ʢʦʩʪʝʡ, 

 

 *  *  *  

 

ʆʧʣʳʚʘʶʪ ʚʝʥʯʘʣʴʥʳʝ ʩʚʝʯʠ, 

ʇʦʜ ʬʘʪʦʡ ʧʦʮʝʣʫʡʥʳʝ ʧʣʝʯʠ, 

ʍʨʘʤ ʛʨʝʤʠʪ: çɻʦʣʫʙʠʮʘ, ʛʨʷʜʠ! . .è 

ɻʦʨʳ ʧʘʨʤʩʢʠʭ ʬʠʘʣʦʢ ʚ ʘʧʨʝʣʝ 

ʀ ʩʚʠʜʘʥʴʝ ʚ ʄʘʣʴʪʠʡʩʢʦʡ ʂʘʧʝʣʣʝ, 

ʂʘʢ ʧʨʦʢʣʷʪʴʝ ʚ ʪʚʦʝʡ ʛʨʫʜʠ. 
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II. 

Your body, so alive, so sensuous, 

       As a shade, so luminous! 

. 

        Baratynskii§ 

Fling open your satiny fur coat . . . 

 Don't be annoyed with me, darling, 

 It's not you I chastise, it's me. 

See, there, the blizzard is like a fine flour 

Where theatrical blackamoors
§
 

 Are up to their horseplay again. 

How parade-like the sleigh runners jingle, 

 And the goatskin lap robes drag along . . . 

 Shades, go away!  He's there alone§. 

 Against the wall is his stark profileð
 
 

 Is it Gabriel§ or Mephistopheles§ 

You, pretty boy, paladin?§
 

From the portrait you broke loose at me§§
 

And the empty frame 

Will wait alone until light comes. 

How you dance alone without partner. 

 I consent fully by myself 

 To the role of the ancient chorus . . . 

 

 You came out of nowhere to Russia,§§ 

 O, my fair-haired marvel, 

 A Columbine of the Nineteen Tens!§§  
 
 

 How agitated and hawk-eyed your look is?ð 

 Petersburg puppet, actress,§§ 

 You, alone of my doubles.§ 

 To your other titles one ought to add 

 This.§§  O, friend of poets! 

 Iðinherited your fame. 

 Here is the music of a marvelous meter, 

 Leningrad's savage wind. 

 In the shadow of the protected cedar§§ 

 I see the dance of courtly bones. 

  

*  *  *  

 

The wedding candles sputter,§§ 

 The veil kisses your shoulders,§§ 

 The temple peals: Come, O dove!ò§ 

 Mountains-of-Parma violets§ in Aprilð 

And rendezvous in the Maltese Chapel§ 

Like a curse in your breast.§§ 
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*  *  *  

 

 ɼʦʤ ʧʝʩʪʨʝʡ ʢʦʤʝʜʴʷʥʪʩʢʦʡ ʬʫʨʳ, ð 

ʆʙʣʫʧʠʚʰʠʝʩʷ ʘʤʫʨʳ  

ʆʭʨʘʥʷʶʪ ɺʝʥʝʨʠʥ ʘʣʪʘʨʴ. 

ʉʧʘʣʴʥʶ ʪʳ ʫʙʨʘʣʘ, ʢʘʢ ʙʝʩʝʜʢʫ. 

 ɼʝʨʝʚʝʥʩʢʫʶ ʜʝʚʢʫ-ʩʦʩʝʜʢʫð 

ʅʝ ʧʨʠʟʥʘʝʪ ʚʝʩʝʣʳʡ ʩʢʦʙʘʨʴ. 

 ʀ ʧʦʜʩʚʝʯʥʠʢʠ ʟʦʣʦʪʳʝ, 

 ʀ ʥʘ ʩʪʝʥʘʭ ʣʘʟʫʨʥʳʭ ʩʚʷʪʳʝð 

ʇʦʣʫʢʨʘʜʝʥʦ ʵʪʦ ʜʦʙʨʦ. 

 ɺʩʷ ʚ ʮʚʝʪʘʭ, ʢʘʢ çɺʝʩʥʘè ɹʦʪʪʠʯʝʣʣʠ, 

 ʊʳ ʜʨʫʟʝʡ ʧʨʠʥʠʤʘʣʘ ʚ ʧʦʩʪʝʣʠ, 

 ʀ ʪʦʤʠʣʩʷ ʜʝʞʫʨʥʳʡ ʇʴʝʨʦ. 

 

ʊʚʦʝʛʦ ʷ ʥʝ ʚʠʜʝʣʘ ʤʫʞʘ, 

ʗ, ʢ ʩʪʝʢʣʫ ʧʨʠʥʠʢʘʚʰʘʷ ʩʪʫʞʘ  

ʀʣʠ ʙʦʡ ʢʨʝʧʦʩʪʥʳʭ ʯʘʩʦʚ. 

ʊʳ ʥʝ ʙʦʡʩʷ, ʜʦʤ§ ʥʝ ʤʝʯʫ, 

ɺʳʭʦʜʠ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʩʤʝʣʦ ʥʘʚʩʪʨʝʯʫ,ð 

ɻʦʨʦʩʢʦʧ ʪʚʦʡ ʜʘʚʥʦ ʛʦʪʦʚ.  
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*  *  *  

  

Your house was more colorful than a circus cart, 

 Chipped plaster cupids 

 Surrounding the Venus§ altar, 

 Your bedroom decked out like a summerhouse, 

 The merry Skobarô§ would not acknowledge 

The village neighbor-lass now. 

And golden candlesticks, 

And saints on the sky-blue walls, ð
§§

 

Semi-pilfered possessions . . . 

Like Botticelliôs
§
 ñPrimavera,ò

 
 

In full bloom, you greet friends in your bed 

And the world-weary Pierrot.§ 

 

I never saw your husband,
§§

 

I, with cold bearing down upon the window  

And the fortress clockôs alarum. 

You do not fear crosses before houses,§§ 

So come out courageously to face með 

Your horoscope was drawn long ago.§§ 
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III . 

 

      çʇʘʜʘʶʪ ɹʨʷʥʩʢʠʝ, ʨʘʩʪʫʪ ʫ ʄʘʥʪʘʰʝʚʘ. 

      ʅʝʪ ʫʞʝ ʶʥʦʰʠ, ʥʝʪ ʫʞʝ ʥʘʰʝʛʦè. 

          ɺ. ʍʣʝʙʥʠʢʦʚ 

 

 ɺ ʣrʠ ʩʚʷʪʢʠ ʢʦʩʪʨʘʤʠ ʩʦʛʨʝʪʳ, 

 ʀ ʚʘʣʠʣʠʩʴ ʩ ʤʦʩʪʦʚ ʢʘʨʝʪʳ, 

 ʀ ʚʝʩʴ ʪʨʘʫʨʥʳʡ ʛʦʨʦʜ ʧʣʳʣ 

ʇʦ ʥʝʚʝʜʦʤʦʤʫ ʥʘʟʥʘʯʝʥʴʶ 

ʇʦ ʅʝʚʝ ʠʣʴ ʧʨʦʪʠʚ ʪʝʯʝʥʴʷ,ð 

ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʧʨʦʯʴ ʦʪ ʩʚʦʠʭ ʤʦʛʠʣ. 

ɺ ʃʝʪʥʝʤ ʪʦʥʢʦ ʧʝʣʘ ʬʣʶʛʘʨʢʘ, 

ʀ ʩʝʨʝʙʨʷʥʳʡ ʤʝʩʷʮ ʷʨʢʦ 

ʅʘʜ ʩʝʨʝʙʨʷʥʳʤ ʚʝʢʦʤ ʧʣʳʣ. 

 

ʀ ʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʚ ʪʠʰʠʥʝ ʤʦʨʦʟʥʦʡ, 

ʇʨʝʜʚʦʝʥʥʦʡ, ʙʣʫʜʥʦʡ ʠ ʛʨʦʟʥʦʡ, 

ʇʦʪʘʝʥʥʳʡ ʥʦʩʠʣʩʷ ʛʫʣ. 

ʅʦ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʦʥ ʙʳʣ ʩʣʳʰʝʥ ʛʣʫʭʦ, 

ʆʥ ʧʦʯʪʠ ʥʝ ʢʘʩʘʣʩʷ ʩʣʫʭʘ 

ʀ ʚ ʩʫʛʨʦʙʘʭ ʅʝʚʩʢʠʭ ʪʦʥʫʣ 

 

*  *  *  

 

ʂʪʦ ʟʘ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʴ ʧʦʜ ʦʢʥʘʤʠ ʙʨʦʜʠʪ, 

 ʅʘ ʢʦʛʦ ʙʝʩʧʦʱʘʜʥʦ ʥʘʚʦʜʠʪ 

ʊʫʩʢʣʳʡ ʣʫʯ ʫʛʣʦʚʦʡ ʬʦʥʘʨʴð 

ʊʦʪ ʠ ʚʠʜʝʣ, ʢʘʢ ʩʪʨʦʡʥʘʷ ʤʘʩʢʘ 

ʅʘ ʦʙʨʘʪʥʦʤ çʇʫʪʠ ʠʟ ɼʘʤʘʩʢʘè 

ɺʦʟʚʨʘʪʠʣʘʩʴ ʜʦʤʦʡ ʥʝ ʦʜʥʘ! 

ʋʞ ʥʘ ʣʝʩʪʥʮʝ ʧʘʭʥʝʪ ʜʫʭʘʤʠ, 

ʀ ʛʫʩʘʨʩʢʠʡ ʢʦʨʥʝʪ ʩʦ ʩʪʠʭʘʤʠ 

ʀ ʩ ʙʝʩʩʤʳʩʣʝʥʥʦʡ ʩʤʝʨʪʴʶ ʚ ʛʨʫʜʠ 

ʇʦʟʚʦʥʠʪ, ʝʩʣʠ ʩʤʝʣʦʩʪʠ ʭʚʘʪʠʪ, 

ʆʥ ʪʝʙʝ, ʦʥ ʩʚʦʝʡ ʊʨʘʚʠʘʪʝ, 

ʇʦʢʣʦʥʠʪʩʷ ʧʨʠʰʝʣ.  ɻʣʷʜʠ.  

ʅʝ ʚ ʧʨʦʢʣʷʪʳʭ ʄʘʟʫʨʩʢʠʭ ʙʦʣʦʪʘʭ . . . 

ʅʝ ʥʘ ʩʠʥʠʭ ʂʘʨʧʘʪʩʢʠʢ ʚʳʩʦʪʘʭ . . . 

  ʆʥ ʥʘ ʪʚʦʡ ʧʦʨʦʛ . . . 

   ʇʦʧʝʨʝʢ . . . 

 ɼʘ ʧʨʦʩʪʠʪ ʪʝʙʷ ɹʦʛ! 

 

*  *  *  

 

ʕʪʦ ʷðʪʚʦʷ ʩʪʘʨʘʷ ʩʦʚʝʩʪʴð 
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III  

 

ñBronskiôs stock is down, Mantashevôs up, But      

That young man is gone, he has already left us.ò§§ 

 

V. Khlebnikov
 § 

 

Bonfires warmed the Christmas season,
§§

 

And coaches fell off the bridges,
§§

 

And the entire funereal city drifted 

Toward some unknown appointment 
§
 current or against it,ð 

But ever away from its graves.
§§

  

 In the Summer Garden the weathervaneôs sound.§§ 

Was delicate, and a bright silver moon 

 Floated above the Silver Age.§ 

 

And incessant in the silent stuffiness, §§ 

Pre-war, brothel-like, impending, 

Was the hidden insidious rumble . . . §§ 

Muffled it could just barely be heard, 

It almost did not touch the ear 

And in snowdrifts along the § it sank 

 

*  *  *  

 

At midnight who strolls beneath the window,§§ 

 The dim beams of the corner lantern beckon him   

To a merciless bliss,ð 

He who saw how the shapely one in her mask, 

Back from ñThe Road From Damascusò§ 

Returns home not alone! §§ 

With her on the staircase, the shadow 

Of the hussar blows his farewell, 

And now with a pointless death in his breast, 

He musters his courage and rings the bell, 

Its you who greet him, Traviata,§ 

 With a curtsy to the foreigner.  Look: 

Not in the damned Mazur Marshes,§ 

Not in the blue Carpathian§ heights . . . 

  He is hereðat your threshold! 

   Crossing it. 

  God forgive you! 

 

*  *  *  

It is Iðyour old conscienceð 
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ʈʘʟʳʩʢʘʣʘ ʩʦʞʞʝʥʥʫʶ ʧʦʚʝʩʪʴ      

ʀ ʥʘ ʢʨʘʡ ʧʦʜʦʢʦʥʥʠʢʘ 

ɺ ʜʦʤʝ ʧʦʢʦʡʥʠʢʘ 

ʇʦʣʦʞʠʣʘ ʠ ʥʘ ʮʳʧʦʯʢʘʭ ʫʰʣʘ. 
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The one who sought out the burned story, 

And on the ledge of the window 

In the house of the deceased 

Placed it and on tip-toe went away. 
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ʇʆʉʃɽʉʃʆɺʀɽ 

 

ɺʩʝ ʚ ʧʦʨʷʜʢʝ: ʣʝʞʠʪ ʧʦʵʤʘ 

ʀ, ʢʘʢ ʩʚʦʡʩʪʚʝʥʥʦ ʝʡ, ʤʦʣʯʠʪ. 

ʅʫ, ʘ ʚʜʨʫʛ ʢʘʢ ʚʳʨʚʝʪʩʷ ʪʝʤʘ, 

ʂʫʣʘʢʦʤ ʚ ʦʢʥʦ ʟʘʩʪʫʯʠʪ? 

ʀ ʥʘ ʟʦʚ ʵʪʦʪ ʠʟʜʘʣʝʢʘ 

ɺʜʨʫʛ ʦʪʢʣʠʢʥʝʪʩʷ ʩʪʨʘʰʥʳʡ ʟʚʫʢð 

ʂʣʦʢʦʪʘʥʠʝ, ʩʪʦʥ ʠ ʢʣʝʢʦʪ . . .  

ʀ ʚʠʜʝʥʴʝ ʩʢʨʝʱʝʥʥʳʭ ʨʫʢ. 

 

ʅʦʯʴ 

26 ɼʝʢʘʙʨʴ 1940 ʛ. 

ʃʝʪʪʠʥʛʨʘʜ 
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AFTERMATH 

 

All is in order: the poem lies there
§§

 

And, as expected, keeps quite still, 

But what if a new theme erupts, 

Pounding on the window with its fist,ð 

And scoffingly summons in response 

Sudden hair-raising soundsð 

Gurgling, wailing and shrieks . . . 

And an apparition with crossed arms. §§ 

 

Night 

26 December 1940§ 

Leningrad 
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ʈɽʐʂɸ 

(Intermezzo§)
lxvii

 

 

ɺ. ɻ. ɻʘʨʰʠʥʫ 

 

ñʗ ʚʦʜʳ ʃʝʪʳ ʧʴʶ . . .ò 

ʇʫʰʢʠʥ 

 

 ʄʦʠ ʨʝʜʘʢʪʦʨ ʙʳʣ ʥʝʜʦʚʦʣʝʥ, 

 ʂʣʷʣʩʷ ʤʥʝ, ʯʪʦ ʟʘʥʷʪ ʠ ʙʦʣʝʥ, 

 ɿʘʩʝʢʨʝʪʠʣ ʩʚʦʡ ʪʝʣʝʬʦʥ . . . 

ʂʘʢ ʞʝ ʤʦʞʥʦ!  ʪʨʠ ʪʝʤʳ ʩʨʘʟʫ! 

 ʇʨʦʯʠʪʘʚ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʶʶ ʬʨʘʟʫ, 

 ʅʝ ʧʦʥʷʪʴ, ʢʪʦ ʚ ʢʦʛʦ ʚʣʶʙʣʝʥ. 
  

ʗ ʩʥʘʯʘʣʘ ʩʜʘʣʘʩʴ.  ʅʦ ʩʥʦʚʘ 

ɺʳʧʘʜʘʣʦ ʟʘ ʩʣʦʚʦʤ ʩʣʦʚʦ, 

ʄʫʟʳʢʘʣʴʥʳʡ ʷʱʠʢ ʛʨʝʤʝʣ. 

 ʀ ʥʘʜ ʪʝʤ ʥʘʜʙʠʪʳʤ ʬʣʘʢʦʥʦʤ   

ʗʟʳʢʦʤ ʧʨʷʤʳʤ ʠ ʟʝʣʝʥʳʤ,    

 ʅʝʠʟʚʝʩʪʥʳʡ ʤʥʝ ʷʜ ʛʦʨʝʣ.    

 

ɸ ʚʦ ʩʥʝ ʚʩʝ ʢʘʟʘʣʦʩʴ, ʯʪʦ ʵʪʦ 

ʗ ʧʠʰʫ ʜʣʷ ʢʦʛʦ-ʪʦ ʣʠʙʨʝʪʪʦ, 

ʀ ʦʪʙʦʷ ʦʪ ʤʫʟʳʢʠ ʥʝʪ. 

ɸ ʚʝʜʴ ʩʦʥðʵʪʦ ʪʦʞʝ ʚʝʱʠʮʘ! 

«Soft embalmer»,
lxviii

 ʉʠʥʷʷ ʧʪʥʮʘ. 

ʕʣʴʩʠʥʦʨʩʢʠʭ ʪʝʨʨʘʩ ʧʘʨʘʧʝʪ. 

 

ʀ ʩʘʤʘ ʷ ʙʳʣʘ ʥʝ ʨʘʜʘ, 

ʕʪʦʡ ʘʜʩʢʦʡ ʘʨʣʝʢʠʥʘʜʳ, 

ʀʟʜʘʣʝʢʘ ʟʘʩʣʳʰʘʚ ʚʦʡ. 

ɺʩʝ ʥʘʜʝʷʣʘʩʴ ʷ, ʯʪʦ ʤʠʤʦ 

ʇʨʦʥʝʩʝʪʩʷ, ʢʘʢ ʭʣʦʧʴʷ ʜʳʤʘ, 

ʉʢʚʦʟʴ ʪʘʠʥʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʡ ʩʫʤʨʘʢ ʭʚʦʡ. 

 

ʅʝ ʦʪʙʠʪʴʩʷ ʦʪ ʨʫʭʣʷʜʠ ʧʝʩʪʨʦʡ! 

ʕʪʦ ʩʪʘʨʳʡ ʯʫʜʠʪ ʂʘʣʠʦʩʪʨʦ 

ɿʘ ʤʦʶ ʢ ʥʝʤʫ ʥʝʣʶʙʦʚʴ.    

 ʀ ʤʝʣʴʢʘʶʪ ʣʝʪʫʯʠʝ ʤʳʰʠ,   

 ʀ ʙʝʛʫʪ ʛʦʨʙʫʥʳ ʧʦ ʢʨʳʰʝ,    

 ʀ ʮʳʛʘʥʦʯʢʘ ʣʠʞʝʪ ʢʨʦʚʴ.  

 

ʂʘʨʥʘʚʘʣʴʥʦʡ ʧʦʣʥʦʯʴʶ ʨʠʤʩʢʦʡ 

ʀ ʥʝ ʧʘʭʥʝʪ,ðʥʘʧʝʚ ʍʝʨʫʚʠʤʩʢʦʡ 

ɿʘ ʚʳʩʦʢʠʤ ʦʢʥʦʤ ʜʨʦʞʠʪ.   
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FLIP SIDE
§
 

(Intermezzo
§
) 

 

To V. G. Garshin§ 

 

ñI drink of Letheôs§ flood,ò  

Pushkin
lxix

 § 

 
 My editor was quite vexed 

 Swearing he was busy and sick, 

 So got an unlisted phone . . . 

 How is it possible!  three themes at once! 

 Reading those last lines, 

 Can't make out who loves whom. 
 

At first I yielded.  But once again 

Word upon word tumbled down 

While the music box boomed.§§ 

And out of a vial, dribbled,§§ 

With words direct and raw, 

A scalding poison unknown to me. 

 

And in my dreams it seemed, this is 

A libretto§ I write for someone else, 

But there's no ñall clearñÄ from the music's roar. 

A dream, you seeðcan be quite real, 

The Blue Bird, § the soft embalmer,§ 

And parapets, terraces of Elsinore.§§ 

 

I myself was hardly glad 

At this infernal harlequinade, 

Hearing it emit infernal yowls. 

I hoped the whole thing would rush past 

Like smoke puffs that glide 

Through the mysterious dusk-lit pines. 

 

I can't rid myself of that colorful debris!
§§

 

Old Cagliostro§ still acting weirdly 

Behind me with his unlikable self. 

 And a mouse suddenly darts, 

And the hunchback escapes to the roof, §§ 

And a gypsy licks the blood up. §§  

 

A midnight Carnival of Rome 

Never smelled like this,ðthe Cherub Hymn
§
 

 Quivers from the towering windows.
§§
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ɺ ʜʚʝʨʴ ʤʦʶ ʥʠʢʪʦ ʥʝ ʩʪʫʯʠʪʩʷ, 

ʊʦʣʴʢʦ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʦ ʟʝʨʢʘʣʫ ʩʥʠʪʩʷ, 

ʊʠʰʠʥʘ ʪʠʰʠʥʫ ʩʪʦʨʦʞʠʪ. 

 

ʅʦ ʙʳʣʘ ʜʣʷ ʤʝʥʷ ʪʘ ʪʝʤʘ, 

ʂʘʢ ʨʘʟʜʘʚʣʝʥʥʘʷ ʭʨʠʟʘʥʪʝʤʘ 

ʅʘ ʧʦʣʫ, ʢʦʛʜʘ ʛʨʦʙ ʥʝʩʫʪ. 

ʄʝʞʜʫ ʧʦʤʥʠʪʴ ʠ ʚʩʧʦʤʥʠʪʴ, ʜʨʫʛʠ, 

ʈʘʩʩʪʦʷʥʠʝ, ʢʘʢ ʦʪ ʃʫʛʠ 

ɼʦ ʩʪʨʘʥʳ ʘʪʣʘʩʥʳʭ ʙʘʫʪ. 

  

ɹʝʩ ʧʦʧʫʪʘʣ ʚ ʫʢʣʘʜʢʝ ʨʳʪʴʩʷ . . . 

ʅʫ, ʘ ʚʩʝ ʞʝ ʤʦʞʝʪ ʩʣʫʯʠʪʴʩʷ, 

ʏʪʦ ʚʦ ʚʩʝʤ ʚʠʥʦʚʘʪʘ ʷ. 

ʗðʪʠʰʘʡʰʘʷ, ʷðʧʨʦʩʪʘʷ, 

ð çʇʦʜʦʨʦʞʥʠʢè, çɹʝʣʘʷ ʩʪʘʷè ð 

ʆʧʨʘʚʜʘʪʴʩʷ?  ʅʦ ʢʘʢ, ʜʨʫʟʴʷ!? 

 

ʊʘʢ ʠ ʟʥʘʡ: ʦʙʚʠʥʷʪ ʚ ʧʣʘʛʠʘʪʝ . . . 

ʈʘʟʚʝ ʷ ʜʨʫʛʠʭ ʚʠʥʦʚʘʪʝʡ? . . . 

ʇʨʘʚʜʘ, ʵʪʦ ʚ ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʤʡ ʨʘʟ . . . 

ʗ ʩʦʛʣʘʩʥʘ ʥʘ ʥʝʫʜʘʯʫ 

ʀ ʩʤʫʱʝʥʴʝ ʩʚʦʝ ʥʝ ʧʨʷʯʫ 

ʇʦʜ ʫʢʨʦʤʥʳʡ ʧʨʦʪʠʚʦʛʘʟ.  
 

ʊʘ ʩʪʦʣʝʪʥʷʷ ʯʘʨʦʚʥʠʮʘ  

ɺʜʨʫʛ ʦʯʥʫʣʘʩʴ ʠ ʚʝʩʝʣʠʪʴʩʷ 

 ɿʘʭʦʪʝʣʘ.  ʗ ʥʠ ʧʨʠ ʯʝʤ. 

ʂʨʫʞʝʚʥʦʡ ʨʦʥʷʝʪ ʧʣʘʪʦʯʝʢ, 

 ʊʦʤʥʦ ʞʤʫʨʠʪʩʷ ʠʟ-ʧʦʜ ʩʪʨʦʯʝʢ 

 ʀ ʙʨʶʣʣʦʚʩʢʠʤ ʤʘʥʠʪ ʧʣʝʯʦʤ.  

 

ʗ ʧʠʣʘ ʝʝ ʚ ʢʘʧʣʝ ʢʘʞʜʦʡ 

 ʀ, ʙʝʩʦʚʩʢʦʶ ʯʝʨʥʦʡ ʞʘʞʜʦʡ 

 ʆʜʝʨʞʠʤʘ, ʥʝ ʟʥʘʣʘ, ʢʘʢ 

ʄʥʝ ʨʘʟʜʝʣʘʪʴʩʷ ʩ ʙʝʩʥʦʚʘʪʦʡ: 

 ʗ ʛʨʦʟʠʣʘ ʝʡ ɿʚʝʟʜʥʦʡ ʇʘʣʘʪʦʡ 

 ʀ ʛʥʘʣʘ ʥʘ ʨʦʜʥʦʡ ʯʝʨʜʘʢ,ð  

 

ɺ ʪʝʤʥʦʪʫ ʧʦʜ ʄʘʥʬʨʝʜʦʚʳ ʝʣʠ, 

 ʀ ʥʘ ʙʝʨʝʛ, ʛʜʝ ʤʝʨʪʚʳʡ ʐʝʣʣʠ, 

 ʇʨʷʤʦ ʚ ʥʝʙʦ ʛʣʷʜʷ, ʣʝʞʘʣ, 

ʀ ʚʩʝ ʞʘʚʦʨʦʥʢʠ ʚʩʝʛʦ ʤʠʨʘ  

 ʈʘʟʨʳʚʘʣʠ ʙʝʟʜʥʫ ʵʬʠʨʘ 

 ʀ ʬʘʢʝʣ ɻʝʦʨʛ ʜʝʨʞʘʣ.
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 No one knocks upon my door, §§ 

The mirror only dreams of a mirror, 

Silence over silence watches. 
 

But for me that theme was
§§

 

            Like a crushed chrysanthemum 

            On the floor, when a coffinôs borne away. 

The gap, my friend,  between remembering
§§

   

And recollecting spans as far as 

            From Luga§  to the land of satin charades.§ 

 
            Let the devil try to sort through this trunk . . . §§ 

            Well, it all happened so quickly, 

            That I am guilty of everything now. 

            Iðthe most unassuming, Iðthe most meek, 

           ð Plantain, § White Flock§ð
 
 

            Exculpate myself?   But, friends, how? 

 

            And know this: If they charge that I plagiarize
§
 . . . 

            Am I really guiltier than the others? . . . 

Truly, this is the last time . . . 

            I admit to my failure, 

            And I hide no part of my despair 

            Under the snub-nosed gas mask.
§
  

 

She, hundred-year old charmer,
§
 

 Overnight wakes up eager 

 To frolic.   Nor am I she. 

 She drops a small lace handkerchief, 

 And with languid winks, from under her strap, 

She beckons a Briullovian shoulder.
§  

 

 

Every drop of her I drank 

 And, mad with obsessed black thirst
§§

 

 I no longer understood 

 How to cleanse myself of her fervor.  

 I threatened her with the Star Chamber
§
 

 And chased her back to her precious loft,ð
 §
  

 

 Back to the dark under the spruce of Manfred,§ 

 And the beach where Shelley
§
 lay dead 

 Staring vacantly up at the sky,  

 And all the skylarks
§
 of the world 

 Broke through the abyss of ether, 

 While George
§
 lifted a torch on high.
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ʅʦ ʦʥʘ ʪʚʝʨʜʠʣʘ ʫʧʨʷʤʦ: 

 çʗ ʥʝ ʪʘ ʘʥʛʣʠʡʩʢʘʷ ʜʘʤʘ 

 ʀ ʩʦʚʩʝʤ ʥʝ ʂʣʘʨʘ ɻʘʟʫʣʴ, 

ɺʦʚʩʝ ʥʝʪ ʫ ʤʝʥʷ ʨʦʜʦʩʣʦʚʥʦʡ, 

ʂʨʦʤʝ ʩʦʣʥʝʯʥʦʡ ʠ ʙʘʩʥʦʩʣʦʚʥʦʡ, 

ʀ ʧʨʠʚʝʣ ʤʝʥʷ ʩʘʤ ʠʶʣʴè. 

 

1941. ʗʥʚʘʨʴ. 

ʃʝʥʪʥʛʨʘʜ 

ʇʝʨʝʧʠʩʘʥʦ 12 ʘʧʨʝʣʷ 1942 ʛ. 

a ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ ʜʣʷ ʀ. ɺ. ʐʪʦʢʘʶ 
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Again she said intractably: 

 ñI am not that English Lady,
§
 

 Nor am I Clara Gazoul;
 §
 

 I am quite without ancestors 

 Except what sunlight and fable bore,
§§

 

And my first greeting was July.ò
§
 

 

1941. January 

Leningrad 

Perepisano 12 April 1942. 

And Tashkent for I. V. Shtok
§
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ʕʇʀʃʆɻ 

 

ʊʘʢ ʧʦʜ ʢʨʦʚʣʝʡ ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʦʛʦ ɼʦʤʘ, 

 ɻʜʝ ʚʝʯʝʨʥʷʷ ʙʨʦʜʠʪ ʠʩʪʦʤʘ 

ʉ ʬʦʥʘʨʝʤ ʠ ʩʚʷʟʢʦʡ ʢʣʶʯʝʡ,ð 

ʗ ʘʫʢʘʣʘʩʴ ʩ ʜʘʣʴʥʠʤ ʵʭʦʤ, 

ʅʝʫʤʝʩʪʥʳʤ ʪʨʝʚʦʞʘ ʩʤʝʭʦʤ 

ʅʝʧʨʦʙʫʜʥʫʶ ʩʦʥʴ ʚʝʱʝʡ. 

 

ʗ ʩʚʠʜʝʪʝʣʴ ʚʩʝʛʦ ʥʘ ʩʚʝʪʝ, 

ʅʘ ʟʘʢʘʪʝ ʠ ʥʘ ʨʘʩʩʚʝʪʝ 

ʉʤʦʪʨʠʪ ʚ ʢʦʤʥʘʪʫ ʩʪʘʨʳʡ ʢʣʝʥ, 

ʀ, ʧʨʝʜʚʠʜʷ ʥʘʰʫ ʨʘʟʣʫʢʫ,  

ʄʥʝ ʠʩʩʦʭʰʫʶ ʯʝʨʥʫʶ ʨʫʢʫ, 

ʂʘʢ ʟʘ ʧʦʤʦʱʴʶ, ʪʷʥʝʪ ʦʥ. 

 

ɸ ʟʝʤʣʷ ʧʦʜ ʥʦʛʦʡ ʛʦʨʝʣʘ, 

ʀ ʪʘʢʘʷ ʟʚʝʟʜʘ ʛʣʷʜʝʣʘ 

ɺ ʤʦʡ, ʝʱʝ ʥʝ ʙʨʦʰʝʥʥʳʡ ʜʦʤ, 

 ʀ ʞʜʘʣʘ ʫʩʣʦʚʥʦʛʦ ʟʚʫʢʘ . . . 

 ʕʪʦ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ ʪʘʤ ð ʫ ʊʦʙʨʫʢʘ, 

ʕʪʦ ʛʜʝ-ʪʦ ʟʜʝʩʴ ð ʟʘ ʫʛʣʦʤ. 

 

ʊʳ ʤʦʡ ʛʨʦʟʥʳʡ ʠ ʤʦʡ ʧʦʩʣʢʜʥʠʡ, 

ʉʚʢʪʣʳʡ ʩʣʫʰʘʪʝʣʴ ʪʝʤʥʳʭ ʙʨʢʜʥʝʡ: 

ʋʧʦʚʘʠʴʝ, ʧʨʦʱʝʥʴʝ, ʯʝʩʪʴ. 

ʇʨʝʜʦ ʤʥʦʡ ʪʳ ʛʦʨʠʰʴ ʢʘʢ ʧʣʘʤʷ, 

 ʅʘʜʦ ʤʥʦʡ ʪʳ ʩʪʦʠʰʴ ʢʘʢ ʟʥʘʤʷ, 

 ʀ ʮʝʣʫʝʰʴ ʤʝʥʷ ʢʘʢ ʣʝʩʪʴ. 

 

 ʇʦʣʦʞʠ ʤʥʝ ʨʫʢʫ ʥʘ ʪʝʤʷ, 

ʇʫʩʪʴ ʪʝʧʝʨʴ ʦʩʪʘʥʦʚʠʪʩʷ ʚʨʝʤʷ 

 ʅʘ ʪʦʙʦʶ ʜʘʥʥʳʭ ʯʘʩʘʭ. 

 ʅ ...................................... 

 ʅ ʢʫʢʫʰʢʘ ʥʝ ʟʘʢʫʢʫʝʪ 

 ɺ ʦʧʘʣʝʥʥʳʭ ʥʘʰʠʭ ʣʝʩʘʭ. 
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EPILOGUE
§
 

 

Beneath the roof of Fontanna House
§
 

Where evening languidly paces 

With lantern and a bunch of keysð 

I you-who to a distant echo, 

Bothering
lxx

 with my out-of-place laugh 

The primordial somnolence of things. 

 

I look on to everything in the world, 

From sundown to sunrise, 

While the old maple
§
 gazes into the room 

And, sensing our separation, 

Heaves up a sapless black hand 

As if to offer me help.  

 

But the ground beneath me burned
lxxi

 

And such a star peered
§§

 

Into my, yet,  not relinquished house, 

And I awaited the pre-arranged sound . . . 

It is there somewhereðnear Tobruk
§
 

It is here somewhereðaround the corner. 

 

You were my fearsome and my last
lxxii

 

A bright listener in the dark debris: 

Anticipation, mercy, honor. 

Before me you burn like flames, 

 Above me you stand like a banner, 

 And you kiss me like one who fawns. 

 

 Shake hands with me over this poem, 

 It is free now to come to a deadlock, 

 But this time is your time. 

 And ééééééééé. 

 And the cuckoos cannot cuckoo 

 In these our disgraced woods. 

 

 

 

 

 



101 

 

 

1913 ɻʆɼ, 

ʀʃʀ  

ʇʆʕʄɸ ɹɽɿ ɻɽʈʆʗ 

ʊʨʠʧʪʠʭ 

 

1940-1945 

 

 

ʉʦʯʠʥʝʥʠʝ 

ɸʥʥʳ ɸʭʤʘʪʦʚʦʡ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ 

1946  
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The Year 1913,  

Or  

Poem Without a Hero
lxxiii

 

Triptych 

 

1940ð1945 

 

 

Composed by 

Anna Akhmatova 

 

  

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Leningrad 

1946 

Deus conservat omnia.  
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(ɹʦʛ ʩʦʭʨʘʥʷʝʪ ʚʩʝ) 

 

ɼʝʚʠʟ ʚ ʛʝʨʙʝ ʥʘ ʚʦʨʦʪʘʭ ʜʦʤʘ,   

ɺ ʢʦʪʦʨʦʤ ʷ ʞʠʣʘ, 

 ʂʦʛʜʘ ʧʠʩʘʣʘ ʧʦʵʤʫ 
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Deus conservat omnia. §§  

(God sustains all things.)  

 

Motto on the crest on the gate 

Where I lived
lxxiv

 

When the poema was written
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ɺʄɽʉʊʆ  ʇʈɽɼʀʉʃʆɺʀʗ 
 

 

 

 ʆʥʘ ʧʨʠʰʣʘ ʢʦ ʤʥʝ ʚ ʥʦʯʴ ʥʘ 27 ɼʝʢʘʙʨʷ 1940 ʛ., ʧʨʠʩʣʘʚ, ʢʘʢ ʚʝʩʪʥʠʢʘ ʝʱʝ 

ʦʩʝʥʴʶ ʦʜʠʥ ʥʝʙʦʣʴʰʦʡ ʦʪʨʳʚʦʢ (ʧʨʦ ʘʢʪʝʨʢʫ). 

 ʗ ʥʝ ʟʚʘʣʘ ʝʝ. ʗ ʜʘʞʝ ʥʝ ʞʜʘʣʘ ʝʝ ʚ ʪʦʪ ʭʦʣʦʜʥʳʡ ʠ ʪʝʤʥʳʡ ʜʝʥʴ ʤʦʝʡ 

ʧʦʩʣʝʜʥʝʡ ʣʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʩʢʦʡ ʟʠʤʳ. 

ɽʝ ʧʦʷʚʣʝʥʠʶ ʧʨʝʜʰʝʩʪʚʦʚʘʣʦ ʥʝʩʢʦʣʴʢʦ ʤʝʣʢʠʭ ʠ ʥʝʟʥʘʯʠʪʝʣʥʴʭ ʬʘʢʪʦʚ, 

ʢʦʪʦʨʳʝ ʷ ʥʝ ʨʝʰʘʶʩʴ ʥʘʟʚʘʪʴ ʩʦʙʳʪʠʷʤʠ (çɹʝʩ ʧʦʧʫʪʘʣ ʚ ʫʢʣʘʜʢʝ ʨʳʪʴʩʷè). 

ɺ ʪʫ ʥʦʯʴ ʷ ʥʘʧʠʩʘʣʘ ʜʚʘ ʢʫʩʢʘ ʧʝʨʚʦʡ ʯʘʩʪʠ (ç1913è) ʠ çʇʦʩʚʷʱʝʥʠʝè.  ɺ 

ʥʘʯʘʣʝ ʷʥʚʘʨʷ ʷ ʧʦʯʪʠ ʥʝʦʞʠʜʘʥʥʦ ʜʣʷ ʩʝʙʷ ʥʘʧʠʩʘʣʘ çʈʝʰʢʫè, ʘ ʚ ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪʝ (ʚ ʜʚʘ 

ʧʨʠʝʤʘ)ðçʕʧʠʣʦʛè, ʩʪʘʚʰʠʡ ʪʨʝʪʴʝʡ ʯʘʩʪʴʶ ʧʦʵʤʳ, ʠ ʩʜʝʣʘʣʘ ʥʝʩʢʦʣʴʢʦ 

ʩʫʱʝʩʪʚʝʥʥʳʭ ʚʩʪʘʚʦʢ ʚ ʦʙʝ ʧʝʨʚʳʝ ʯʘʩʪʠ.* 

 ʗ ʧʦʩʚʷʱʘʶ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʧʘʤʷʪʠ ʝʝ ʧʝʨʚʳʭ ʩʣʫʰʘʪʝʣʝʡðʤʦʠʭ ʜʨʫʟʝʡ ʠ 

ʩʦʛʨʘʞʜʘʥ, ʧʦʛʠʙʰʠʭ ʚ ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜʝ ʚʦ ʚʨʝʤʷ ʦʩʘʜʳ. 

 ʀʭ ʛʦʣʦʩʘ ʷ ʩʣʳʰʫ ʠ ʚʩʧʦʤʠʥʘʶ ʠʭ ʦʪʟʳʚʳ ʯʠʪʘʶ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʚʩʣʫʭ, ʠ ʵʪʦʪ 

ʪʘʡʥʳʡ ʭʦʨ ʩʪʘʣ ʜʣʷ ʤʝʥʷ ʥʘʚʩʝʛʜʘ ʦʧʨʘʚʜʘʥʠʝʤ ʵʪʦʡ ʚʝʱʠ. 

 ɺʩʝ ʵʪʦ ʠʥ ʚ ʢʘʢʦʡ ʤʝʨʝ ʥʝ ʦʪʤʝʥʷʝʪ ʧʝʨʚʦʥʘʯʘʣʥʳʝ (ʥʝʫʢʘʟʥʥʳʝ) 

ʧʦʩʚʷʱʝʥʠʷ, ʢʦʪʦʨʳʝ ʧʨʦʜʦʣʞʘʶʪ ʞʠʪʴ ʚ ʥʝʡ ʩʚʦʝʡ ʞʠʟʥʴʶ. 

 

9  ɸʧʨʝʣʷ 1943 ʛʦʜʘ 

ʊʘʰʢʝʥʪ 

 

ɸʥʥʘ ɸʭʤʘʪʦʚʘ 

*      *      *  
 

 

ɼʦ ʤʝʥʷ ʯʘʩʪʦ ʜʦʭʦʜʷʪ ʩʣʫʭʠ ʦ ʧʨʝʚʨʘʪʥʳʭ ʠ ʥʝʣʝʧʳʭ ʪʦʣʢʦʚʘʥʠʷʭ çʇʦʵʤʳ 

ʙʝʟ ʛʝʨʦʷè.  ʀ ʢʪʦ-ʪʦ ʜʘʞʝ ʩʦʚʝʪʫʝʪ ʩʜʝʣʘʪʴ ʧʦʵʤʫ ʙʦʣʝʝ ʧʦʥʷʪʥʦʡ. 

ʗ ʚʦʟʜʝʨʞʫʩʴ ʦʪ ʵʪʦʛʦ. 

ʅʠʢʘʢʠʭ ʪʨʝʪʴʠʭ, ʩʝʜʴʤʳʭ ʠ ʜʚʘʜʮʘʪʴ ʜʝʚʷʪʳʭ ʩʤʳʩʣʦʚ ʧʦʵʤʘ ʥʝ ʩʦʜʝʨʞʠʪ. 

ʅʠ ʠʟʤʝʥʷʪʴ, ʥʠ ʦʙʲʷʩʥʘʪʴ ʝʝ ʷ ʥʝ ʙʫʜʫ. 

çɽʞʝ ʧʠʩʘʭʲðʧʠʩʘʭʲè. 

   

ʅʦʷʙʨʴ 1944 

ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ 

  

 ^\/^ ^\/^ ^\/^  

 

 

 

 

 

 

_____ 

*  ʈʘʙʦʪʫ ʥʘʜ ʧʦʵʤʦʡ ʷ ʧʨʦʜʦʣʞʘʣʘ ʠ ʧʦʩʣʝ ʚʦʟʚʨʘʱʝʥʠʷ ʚ ʃʝʥʠʥʛʨʘʜ (ʪ.ʝ. 1 ʀʶʥʷ 1944). 
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IN PLACE OF AN INTRODUCTION 

 

 The first time this work was delivered to me was on the night of 27 December 

1940
§
, having already sent, as messenger, a short excerpt (about actors) that fall.

lxxv 
 

 I did not ask for her.
§§

  I 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 (ñThe devil seductively rummages about in the storageò).    

That night I wrote two sections of part one (ñ1913ò and ñDedicationò). At the 

beginning of January, surprising my own self, I wrote ñAntithesis,ò and in Tashkent (on 

the second attempt) ñEpilogue,ò
§
 which became part three of the poem. I also made a 

number of important interpolations into both of the first two parts.* 
lxxvi

 

 I dedicate the poema
§
 in remembrance of its original listenersðmy close friends 

and fellow citizens, who died in Leningrad at the time of the siege. 

 I hear their voices and remember their testimony now whenever I recite this poem 

aloud, and for me their hidden chorus forever exonerates this work. 

 But it is not able to bring consolation to the many original (unspecified) listeners 

who continue to survive inside their own lives. 

 

April 8, 1943 

Tashkent 

Anna Akhmatova 

 

*     *     * 

 

From my perspective, perverse and absurd interpretations of ñPoem Without A 

Heroò have come to my attention.  Some people even advise me to make the poema more 

understandable. 

I decline to do that. 

The poem does not have third, seventh or twenty-ninth levels of meaning 

whatsoever. 

I will neither betray it nor explain it. 

What I have writtenðI have written.
§§

 

 

November 1944 

Leningrad 
 

^\/^ ^\/^ ^\/^  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

_____ 

*  I continued to work on the poema
§
 after coming back to Leningrad (that is 1 June 1944). 
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ʇɽʈɺʆɽ  ʇʆʉɺʗʑɽʅʀɽ 

 

ʇʘʤʷʪʠ ɺʩ. ɻʘʚ.  ʂʥʷʟʝʚʘ 

 

  ɸ ʪʘʢ ʢʘʢ ʤʥʝ ʙʫʤʘʛʠ ʥʝ ʭʚʘʪʠʣʦ, 

ʷ ʥʘ ʪʚʦʝʤ ʧʠʰʫ ʯʝʨʥʦʚʠʢʝ. 

ʀ ʚʦʪ ʯʫʞʦʝ ʩʣʦʚʦ ʧʨʦʩʪʫʧʘʝʪ, 

ʠ, ʢʘʢ ʪʦʛʜʘ ʩʥʝʞʠʥʢʘ ʥʘ ʨʫʢʝ, 

ʜʦʚʝʨʯʠʚʦ ʠ ʙʝʟ ʫʧʨʝʢʘ ʪʘʝʪ. 

ʀ ʪʝʤʥʳʝ ʨʝʩʥʠʮʳ ɸʥʪʠʥʦʷ 

ʚʜʨʫʛ ʧʦʜʥʷʣʠʩʴðʠ ʪʘʤ ʟʝʣʝʥʳʡ ʜʳʤ, 

ʠ ʚʝʪʝʨʢʦʤ ʧʦʚʝʷʣʦ ʨʦʜʥʳʤ . .  . 

ʅʝ ʤʦʨʝ ʣʠ? ðʅʝʪ, ʵʪʦ ʪʦʣʴʢʦ ʭʚʦʷ 

ʤʦʛʠʣʴʥʘʷ, ʠ ʚ ʥʘʢʠʧʘʥʴʠ ʧʝʥ 

ɺʩʝ ʙʣʠʞʝ, ʙʣʠʞʝ . . . Marche funèbre . . .  

ʐʦʧʝʥ. 

 

26 ɼʝʢʘʙʨʘ 1940 

(ʥʦʯʴ) 

ʌʦʥʪʘʥʥʳʡ ɼʦʤ 
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FIRST  DEDICATION 

 

In Memory of Vs. Gav.  Kniazev.
§
 

 

And because I donôt have enough paper
§§

 

I write on your old rough draft. 

Here an otherôs word shows through,
§§

 

and like a snowflake on a cuff,
§§

 

fades trustingly without reproof. 

And Antino¿sôs
§ 
dark eyelashes

  
 

suddenly liftðthere, a green haze,
§
 

there, gusts a familiar breeze  . . . 

Is it the sea?ðNo, only needles 

on a grave, and in a swirl of frothing, 

closer, closer . . .Marche funèbre . . .   

Chopin.
§
 

 

 

26 December 1940
§
 

(night) 

Fontanna House
§
 




