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Transl|l atorodéds Preface

In 1999 | began research for an opera on the life of Anna Akhmatova in
collaboration with Marc Satterwhite. Asetloutline developed, Act 1 came to focus on
The Stray Dog in 1913 and Act 3 on the writingRafem Without A Herduring WWII.
The events of Act 3 recall and reshape the events of Act 1, just as the poem is a
Aremembranceo of the poetodés yout hful past .
Act 2 focuses on Akhmatova, her son, Osip and Nadekhdan d e | @rsdh t a m
their terrifying catandmouse games with Stalinist authorities during the latter 1930s as
refl ected i n Rdghdiemat ovads poem
As | wrote, | challenged myself to translate afrasly lines of Akhmatova quoted
in the libretto, which led in time to this complete translation of fRstquiemand
eventually Poem Without A Hero. Although, with its relentless force of voice and
images, its conciseness and angulaRtgquienis a stunmg poem and by any scale that
| can imagine, one of the great poems, in my experidhcem Without A Herds far
more astonishing, and | believe, far more incomparable. As a meditation on
consciousness and its relation to the remembered past, it stamliiedt lineage to
Wor ds wdhetrelddsa n d P rRemembrance of Times Rasind stands their
peer . But were Wordsworthos reclaimed past
sel f, and Proustds | ayer s o nnostalgic bvecatidne vel op m
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, CzeslawaMil 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 uneass afraid.
He tries to achieve a childish innocence,
But the magic had fled form magic spells.

(A Treatise on Poetr¥8)

The words, contemporaneous with oPoem o f Ak h
Without AHeroand t he anci |l | @gse\bou iThe Peesna: Pra Ddmed A Pr
Mea, 060 although wunintended by Mil osz, do ser

impulses that produced her poem
In saying this | clearly side with those whsee the poem as an enduring
testimony and stunning verbal constian. 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:

| asked her if she would ever annotate Boem Without a Herothe
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
senilty 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 poets childhood most of afl those were the emotions that they

wished to recreateand rel i v e . Vaticination, does to
great epistle to Chaadaev, were a form of declamatory rhetoric, a striking of
grandiose attitudes, the poetdbs eye peer.i

which she despised. (550

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

Against this reportB e r | cormm@&rg upon his first hearing her read the poema to
him is significant.

It is a mysterious and deeply evocative kvax 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 | began my journey with the poem! To develop a pra)¢ over 1000 pages
would seem inexorably to seal that tumulus and lose entirely the text. But | 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 theyoske and accompanying them with
gosses that point to possible ways those tex!
anot her , may help preserve its fimysteryo an
generation of reader can have thellity of exgrience Berlin did in 945. Perhaps the
poemneed not fbdiedowand FhAbe and her century. o
My project does seek to annotate the allusions and even more by translating
whole poems to offer readers Bbem Without a Hergsomething that might paally
replicate the textual culture and poetic universe in which she thought and wrote. +or non
Russian readers this entails many poems and poets who are quite unfamiliar. But | do not
make the assumption that such annotations and paratextual foiegioaquired in order
to approach the poem. Quite the opposite. My own infatuation Ragm Without a
Hero arose out othe p o e malldres and pleasures, quite distinct from allusions and
historical references.
As | have worked to translate it, | haseme to live with its intricacies, rhythms,
allusive and illusive gamesp much sahat it has entered into my seeing and being in the
world. For me these are what make the pamesnduring and belie Akhmao v a 6 s
predictions of itsmminent death.
| have beome a different sensibility and consciousnégsgauseof it. Paul

~

Bl ackburn wrot e, il donot become t he aut hor
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but l 6m certainly getutpisng mMyrott dleentperismin®d sh
are occupyingne. They literally own me for that time . . . In a way you live [the text]
each time, I meay ou 6r e Ot lhher evi s e, youbre not hol din
Wechsl er, 47) . -upé kahdm areoccupatiorss witha they ethical
responsibilities to heown past in a culture of relentless historical revisions agahy
over the fragility and deceptiveness of mendosyh i ch | take tRoenbe t he 0
Without A Herd have come to oconapyneand levelnul fyow 00
Americanwar in Iraq intenied, | found myself remembering back to the Vietnérar
and the 1960s in a way that generated a dialogue between my own sense of youthful
complicity in events that led to laté@retribution® on my country. A series of dialogues
with Akhmatova begarfir st i n the the i nner @&amodeof my p
form | devised that lastedintii September 2005 forming manuscript of fifty such
pieces, The Akhmatova Odesl150n Sprung Sonne@nd 50 Haiku Strings for Four
Voices

| have also become fahair with the comments and discussions of poemaby
critics and translators. My sense of what it is differs from theirs, and in some other
context | hope to find an occasion to write about what gbismais. My sense of the
poema however, irrepresily leaks ino my endnotes as well as the extensive list of
names, phrases and lines of crosference My major aims herare (1) to provide
relevant information that American readers may not have at hand, making no
assumptions about shared general atiag, and (2) to cros®ference the five versions
as wel |l as the pieces in AProsemthchBaliett t he P
AThe Fomrdanethemany ether poems that link to them.

Why translate five versions?T. A. Gorkovaprovides far complete texts of
Poem Without A Her@including a photocopy reprint of the entire Akhmatova hand copy
of version one)from 1941, 1946, 1956 and 1965. Eadilectis a hand copy or
typescript that Akhmatova assembled or oversaw the assembling obit avpere she
believed thepoemahad achieved closur®r might be published In addition to these
four fAauthoritativeodo texts, manuscripts and
line indentations, punctuation and typographas documented i. A. Gorkovdd s not e s .
The scholarly work on Akhmatova manuscripts continues unabated in Russia, and no
doubtT. A. Gorkovdd s edi ti on wi || be suppl emented, or
because fragments, scraps of drafts, letters and notes continealigcbvered.| have
identified several allusions not mentioned in her nofdse textualsituation is analogous
to the multiple versions ofhe Preludéby William Wordsworth. And like that poem, the
ability to see and compare versions is for readefdyrilluminating, especially as they
provide insight into how thpoemashaped itself architecturally over time. Tdreping
emergence of a typographicsystem for line indentations @ne of the most striking
features thathe four versions documenthis search for form eventually led to the kard
won patterns of strophes and stanzas that Anatoly Nayman insightfully describes as
recordecat appropriate points in nmotes.

Some readers may question the merit of reprinting and translating both the
Hemsdiemeyerversion (1990) and the fourth version given hyA. Gorkova(1998)
since both reflect the last version by Akhmatbwah at some editors call
Adefinitivedo or fAauthoritativeo version. H ¢
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
StruveFilippov with someZhirmunskii variants. She dates this redaction 19&2nost

thre years earlier than T. A. Gorkovaods fine
StruveFilippov and Zhirmunskii have been superceded by three decades of Russian

textual scholarship, as reflected in thE. A. Gorkova text.  Neverthelss,
Hemschemeyer 6s redacted Russian text remai n.
readers. | have, therefore, reprinted and retranslateldeimschemeyef1990) Russian

text because readers may want to make direct comparisons with Tt @&dGorkova,

and because despite Hemschemedwhicldladnire | i ci t oL
tremendousl§ my own sense of theoemadoes not always accord with hers.
Here is abrief descriptionro f T . A. Gorkovabds volumes th
poetry
1. Volumeone (1998), Poems 190441 . A. Gorkovaprints the poems in
chronol ogi cal order il gnoring Ak hmat o
volumes).

2. Volume two, Part one (1999), Poems 19459 (chronological aler).
3. Volume two, Part two (1999), Poems 198966 (chonological order).

4. Volume three (1998), Long Poems (Poemas), Pro Domo Mea and Theatre
Pieces (including four complete texts plus a facsimil®ea@ém Without A
Hero).

5. Volume four (2000), Volumes (includes the seven volumes Akhmatova
published during herife as they appeared originally, plus two planned
compilations for the projected volumEhe 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 versiorf Poem Without A Herthat | translate here, | include
AProse about the Poema: Rr of ThhemoF oMd a ,ed hi Frea
poems by Akmatova and others. Thgseemsare linked taPoem Without A HeroMy
hope is to provide full textat least forpoems alluded to iRoem Without A Heras well
as poems that provide epigraphs. Many of the poems by other poets are not readily
available to American readerd. nc | usi on of AProse about the
and the ballespeak forthemselves Most poems are translated complete except long
ones s ucRetrilbutioBd ro kFoussThelBromzé FHorseman.

My list and notesrr (some would say inexcusaplyn the side of exfoliation. |
gloss generously, and craesferenceobsessively. | do sbecause without doing so |
qguite simply do not know how to read and ta
warrant with a reader for whom my work offers value is to expect no less than | expect of
myself, and to trust no more than | can trust of myself.

Finally, a word about the order of the secondary poems. | startetieoypting
to sequence themn the order that therles to which they refer occur in the poems, but
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this proved impractical. Grouping by poet seemed to create a quixotic anthology.
Eventually | let them group themselves in a semsindom jostle. This has a couple
virtues. The supplemental poems fall in as disparate andregdfinga pattern a the

references in Akhmatovads poema do:- major f
Russan poets, selfjuotations, etc. Second some refer to each other as mucPasno
Without a Hero(Tiutched s A Si |l eMandemb®@smi@a&ml enti um for i

Except for work like Shaks pear e 0 s [ite @omplete téxts of ngRussian
works in thdist of names, phrases and lines of crosference

Do | have a philosophy of translationPirst let me say at the outset | am an
autodidact in reading Russian, and have learned the language because of my desire to
read Akhmatova. She hagen the portal through which | have read a wide range of
Russian 18 and 28" century poet. This is a wonderful why a poeto learn a language
because it takes you into the heart of words. Akhmatova learned English also through
reading poetry, ahlIsaiah Berlin found her English almost incomprehensible when he
met her in 1945. As | developed my translations | used all the resources | could find:
dictionaries, critical comments, and pi@ys translations if they exist (even bad ones on
the intern®. All such sources are duly acknowledged in notes or comments in list of
names, phrases and lines of crosterence.

|l find appealing Robert Wechslerdés noti o
text in a differenfanguage If one thinks of a speeh o f Haml et 6s for i n:
actors can perform the lines memarkablydifferent ways and still be accepted by
audiences as Shakespeare, some with greater or lesser degrees of persuaditeness.
same is true of performances of, sélie Moonlight Snataof Beethoven. However, if
an actor renrote the lines, or anusician changedthe 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 reasdhgsrefore, we might say
there are more or less persuasive performaiim@sa text (translations) and more or less

persuasive performancésnba t ext (what Robert Lowell cal |
My performances are sometimes less persuasive than tvi&albut they all
endeavor to be performance, i n verse, i n Eng

andKliuev were particularlychallenging Nineteenth century poets meeasier to match

rhyme schemes, meters and stanza forms because Englishelldeveloped poetic

diction at that time that can be drawn on aseguoivalentperformance medium. My

perf or mance AdJvodesP Hoside kni Koldorsne particularly successful, |

beleve because | h e a r dDorBJyanio thebackgrpundag/Ifworkech e s s o f
on it.

With the 28" century poets, | often abandoned strict replicationghpfiesand
metersor used slant and off rhymesplace of exact rhymes. Conversational diction and
syntax has become the norm of much pogtrgnglish of he 28" century that to force
the languageinto strict containers madthe performances stilted. With Akhmatova |
became convinced as | worked that from her earliest to her latest poems the diachronic
unfolding of images and phrases is the distinguisfeature of her effects. To rearrange
a | ong sent endaesesnighp ber sgntaetisally agtutate but poetically
wrong. Thus, my lines follow hers without much deviation. By placing this principle
foremost, | could not strive to build up rhym#ése way | could with Pushkin where
sentences could be performed more varioudya n d e | @l iPastenmak have tight
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polyvalent structures that are highly attractive. | feel | have perfolamisiv of their
poems wellbut am quick to admit many awkwarttanslations of them as well
Tsvetaeva would sen to offer some of the sam challengeKhlebnikov oKliuev. But
her rushing onslaught of aural effectfhioem of Ailwere outrageous enough that | found
a way to perform them ianEnglish of which | an particularly satisfied.

In the domain of performances, gsersisted in this projecthave read thousands
of pages of Russian poetry in different translatiohso performances stand out as
particularly amazing. The plaa® | get from reading themover and over deserves a
word of gratitude. So, hank you Mark Rudman and Bohadan Boychuk for your
performances of t hMy Sigstedd.ifesBecause oPthespoems goa k 6 s
have made in Egnlish | appreciate why this book is one of the dozen wmrosD
astonishing books of poety written last century by any poet in any langusagg.to
Angela Livingstone for her performance The Ratcatcheby Tsvetaeva, | stand up and
say @ Br av o -speakingl Idverskoh mpétry wamt to know why Russisetard
these poets so highly, they should read RudBwychuk and Livingstone and be
dazzled.

A Note onthe Transliteratiorof Names

Despite some names such as Nikol@ymilyov that have a more or less
established a Western spelling not in conformityhie kibrary Of Congress system of
transliteration from Cyrillic to English alphabets, | have used that system for all names,
thus Nikolai Gumilev. Because the western spelling is so well established, the one
exception is Tchaikovsky not ChaikovskitHowever, if a name appears in a passage that
| quote | leave it as that authopedled it likewise for authors of books published in
English; thus Nayman as author BEmembering Anna Akhmatovayt Naiman for
references to him Inevitably this makes for s@nnconsistency.Russian place names,
inclding streets and building, are usualgnsliteratecexpect where a Western spelling
has become so well established that it seems pedantic to do other wise; thus | use
Hermitage fol€ tc d3d JsnG ¥rmitash.

DonaldN. Mager
Charlotte, N.C., 2002
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Thoughts About Akhmatova
Liminality

Sharon Leiter inA k h ma t Reteraboirg(1983) gives the most complete and
nuancedeadingof PoemWithouta Herothat | know. She sees the poem as a fruition of
the poefs engagementvith Petersburg/Petrograd/Leningrad as an increasingly central
theme to her poetry. Theme to me suggests
city is the texture of images, atmospheres and settings thmehgih her themes are
embodied. In sayindiis | in no way mean to suggest that | find her reading insufficient.

If Poem Without a Hertnas a themd has to do with reclaiming the past with moral

honesty unburdened by the deceptions of nostalgia. Psycholpgloalpoema enacts

this theme, texired in its Petersburigéningrad embodiment, byq@esentinga story of

liminal transformation and recuperatiornthat enactment is a metapoetic performance of
denselytextured allusions and sekferenceshat is also an act of reclamati®ihe great

Russian literary legacy as the poet sees it, the Petersburg Silver Agemboetgere

suppresseby t he Soviet regime, and a | arger worl
in their later years identified with Acmeism. Susan Amertlma Shattered Mirror
explicates t he asptéertuma hiougimadiusians and selferences.

Anna Akhmatova is the great poet of liminality. From her earliest lyric
successespoems t hat became engadtalate dlagments, theeader s 6
characteristicturn 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
Requiemwith 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 inofher bi o¢
passage from prita to public poet. And as we say, that made all the difference,
including herpas de deuwith Stalin during the war years, her eventual public expulsion
from the Writerds Uni on, her encounter with
advent of the Aglo-Soviet Cold War. If that were not enough, on another level,

A Re qui e riterallgnairateg the transformatidrom nonseeing into seeing and
from inarticulateness into speaking.

Throughout her work, narrative, character, setting, emotion, madoaphsc
forms, word play, rhythms, line, allusion and a vast array of virtuoso textual effects
constitute the strokes lightly brushed in s
(epi phany) at the core of a fsytpdnslthest 0 poe
reader 6s 0 bhutdarenever flynpresetita fAr eal it yo beyond t he
the actual. By contrasth e contingent and the actual ar e
why she (as an Acmeist) was so profoundly in revolt against sysnb@nd this is why
Russi ads gr e a tAleksandrBiol, eMeronhore shan her bedoved Pushkin, is
the father against whom Akhmatova anxiously and lovingly writes hérsélf
addressing poems to him at the end of her life and forty five yeanrsth& end of his.

His Asymbolism, 0 unlike the swarm of his <co
embracing contingency and Acmashoe wa maqh etsr aintsce
against symbolist flights. Her poems ground themselves in the moménhe momeént
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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 teirsaétion. Instead, poem after
poem strikes one asansformationallyfresh and paradigmatic. No wonder andigoes
recycleRequiemwith its fascinating anitalinist 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 prgmning garde. 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 whiggsway into a
swamp of indeterminate and proliferating significations. In the Soviet culture of
relentless and often cruel historical revisionism, ViRétquiemdecidedly Akhmatova set
herself up as public witness and trtgitler. This, however, is natew; it is the same
stance that for almost thirty years of writing she staunchly took as her own. Witnessing
and truthtelling defined the stance that as a young poet she had invented in relation to
marriage, friendships, literary relationships and skatfairsd a candor that shocked and
enticed early reader s, and despite censor s
astonishing loyalty for decades and her astonishing popularity throughout the Soviet era
even while for decades her books were out oftgmirbanned. But her candor was never
confessional i n the seadsgay oftulhesabilityftcen&tiluttdd e x p o s
the core of the poetic insight. As personal as they are, her poems are not essentially
about her as fs eWwacomscioushdss in itsackmowledgpnent bf thd o
past that preeonditioned the moment at hand, while simultaneously rendering a future as
imminent with its newly defined role and the selfsame past hereafiereasimable
might be articulated as a poetaxt. At times she imaginddoem Without a Heras 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 tinkerigp and four substantial versions, it doggedly stayed as what it first
began, a poem, or in the Russian genre syst@oema.

Except in cultures with formal rites of passage, one is already in the future that a
liminal determinism has impelled before thmilmality of the determining moment can be
seen. Loss of wvirginity only alters oneos
and perceptions comes into play. As one negotiates with past, current and/or future,
potential and/or actual partnerbgtforce 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
oneds pass age ocouwstin a dociety withgstriet icades and inflexible
sanctions or in a culture of libertine hedonism, thd-poginal role is transformeérom
its irretrievable precondition and the shape of the new role is knowable only as a
consequence of the actdissage 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 fictianrofranent future that in fact
is only knowable as consequence, even though some degree of prediction is sometimes
feasible. Thus the liminal poem imbricatel with equal layers of memory and of
prophecy. No surprise then that Akhmatova on occasioremiex$ herself to friends in
the persona of propheteand took Cassandra as one of her embleiMs surprise that
recollection, memory, remembrance and remembering are frequent words throughout her
poem® they are themes and tropes as well, and often figuittes or the epigraphs that
gracemany poems. This is why nostalgia is almost totally absent from the texture of her
nuanced moods. The past that gets summoned from a liminal staacgtéson the
trajectory one was on before the transformapassage 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 interestiihisapassed irretrievably.
Nostalgia, by contrast, iseavily invested in a valuing of the past, ast@ing of its loss
throughtextures of longing, regret, grief or lament.

The witnessing truth el | er 6 s w®d rarkd it s rmmoré¢ dceuratp & sdy
Awork on the pasto thant heodphswidth bt phstc
whatever cost This work identifies the trajectory thatdleto the moment of
transformation It does notaspireto feed an emotion, no matter how pleasurable, now.
AGetting it right o nec eghsugh thetomsiscieneelofiteg | ud g
Mar c el who narrates Proustodéds gigantic novel
revi sed, the novel 6s sweeping blend of nost
magisterial. It leaves Marcel relatively untouched Ak hmat ovads wor k on
and againdraws her own past self into complicity tvithose whom she denounces, but
even ashevoicesblameshe does swith a sense of betraying a personal loyalty to one
for whom she was once quite fondEven hermost relentless acknowledgements of
complicity seemtdoe sung in the register of At his 1s
how it should have been. o

As one moves across the years from version to versi&oem Without a Hero
and sifts through the bithat constitute an unrealized ballet libretto &1d Domo Mea:
Prose About the Poemane sometimes feels that Akamt ovads wor k on the
neveri g et it right. o The more work she strive
Denunciations jostle lmlties, 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 magueraders of 1913 break in uparNew YearEve midnight in 194Huring
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 tragedylnsost forgotten and perhaps alsepressed.
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
indeteminacies, she is the protagonist of the pa&m cor e consciousne:
AProusteand recovery of this complex and s
Proustean move that opens simultaneously, at its very fullness of recollection, into a
future in whch her moral authenticity is to be tested, is the unprecedented work as a poet
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she set 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 mmoent of seHmaking, is the projecthat becomesPoem
Without a Hero.For the ethical person who comes into being at the core of theaggoem
write the poera, she must be vigilant with the ethics of truth, inclusive of fraught
loyalties, betrayals, denunciations and fondn
and Aot hers. o The only way t o andthisttok e mo men
her over 20 years

But unlike experiences of consciousness, no matter hohly textured and
powerfully felt, a text is an object of language. It succeedsltapses in terms of how it

performs within the panoply of verdbal poss
including the possibilities consciously rejected, sughiraher poema, omniscient point
of-vi ew, causal narrative, stabl-geariwgtkanc per so

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

consciousness as truthfully as she was ablausTthe poem is not only an astonishingly

profound rendering of liminal consciousnes®l seltransformationjt is an astonishing

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

haunting, perhaps even inexhabi&t, verbal construct. Now as her century moves

deeper into the past, her poema seems | ess

centuryo as she told Berlin it would; on thi
It is a text that teaches iteaders 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 ethiof 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 pastaenot return. To read it wittare is to

become a new kd of readed one who can read no poem again in quite the same way as

once he did.
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194@® 1962
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Di rider finirai
Pria del'l dauror a.

Don Giovanni

* g3y Wist mMw §jtej MisOded N
t Oder hj, YyJ @3 dzOfmlskzf dls L Otew .
« Bdzlz f»di] Is a4 j.H

! Notes with asterisks appear in the Strldgppoff edition and are translated as part of the text at

the end of version one, that from Hemschemeyer (1990).
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POEM WTHOUT A HERC'
Triptych
194 1962

Leningrad Tashkend Moscow

By Anna Akhmatova

Di rider finirai
Pria del " aurora. *

Don Giovanni

* You will stop laughing
Before dawn. (It.§®

2 Akhmatova provi ®s8d Lnotcgssetstvro 0fil §thdgse are transl at

Akhmatovads notes ar ebidndneerals.i Notessbg Mager appeareas @ndnatés arly Ar a
incorporate informati on from Hemschemeyer and ot he
Hemschemeyr and Gorkova texts) appear at the bottom of the page as in the Russian and are translated on

the facingpage. 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 idédiin this list, and the symbol 8§ 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
Akhmatovads own numbered notes a-d),ctc.,fnorovithnMgteersd st h a't a
endnotes that are numbered by Roman numerals.
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IN PLACE OF AN INTRODUCTION

Deus conservat omnia®*
Motto for the crest of the Fontanna Hobise

Some are no more, and some are'fa
The first time this work was delivered to me was at Fontanna Flongie night

of 27 December 1940having already sent, as messenger, a short Excerpt that fall.
| did not ask for he® | did not expect her on that cold, dark day of nst lainter

in Leningrad.

Several petty inconsequential facts, which | did not choose to call events,
preceded her. That night | wrote two secti
the beginning of January, surspro samdg inmy Toamsnh

(on the second Swhich lBeoame part thréefitHe pogra. el also made a

number of important interpolations into both of the first two partg™**

| dedicate this poeain remembrance of its original listen&rsny close friends
and fellow citizens, who died in Leningrad at the time of the siege.

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

April 8, 1943
Tashkerit

From my perspective, absurd interpretati
come to my attention. Some people even advise me to make the poema more
understandable.

| decline to do that.

My poem does not have third, settenor twentyninth levels of meaning
whatsoever.

| will neither betray it nor explain it..

What | have writted | have written’" 38

November 1944

Leningrad
* God preserves all. (Lat).Editor.
*x | continued work on the poema after my rettorheningrad. i.e. [after] 1 June 1944,
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Marchefunebrer . . .
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skt ®Odzj dz' €d2 xNdl' MmteLOdhy,

GeOktedy 2 OB jOWLOdy. ) .
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FIRST DEDICATION _
In Memory of Vs. K.

..and because | do’hoét have enough pap

| write on your old rough draft.
Here an ot hethraigh®* wor d shows
and like a snowflake on a cuff,
fades trustingly without reproof.
And An t>dark eyelasbes
suddenly lif there, a green haZe,
there, gusts a familiar breeze . ..
Is it the sea?

No, only needles
on a grave, and in a swirl of flohg,
closer, closer . . .

Marche funebre . . .
Chopin . . 3

27 December 1940
Fontanna House

A LATER DEDICATION
O.A.G:S!

|t 6s youPsyci@e !l i ri um
Bending down over me,
Fluttering your blackwvhite fan,
And secretly you want taay to me
That youdve cro’ssed the River Lethe
And now breathe a different sprify.
Dondét dictate to me, | hear it myself
The warm rain bracing the roof
And the whispering of ivy.
A small somebodynusters life’®

Funeral March (Frg.0 Editor



14 dzd dzgj &z, §Eh ddzhmw, MlsOteOdmw
1 Oolstc® o dzsotsd3 B dzj Mdgzls! f dzOM §
# f dz8
sSdz0 tSH d&ZO dzOH s d3dzts®
sk, Yl d*tHd Lokl o] Mdetss ,
JHddsyj Mseasd3 v L olz.
# f dz8
RBdzy Mded Ismw BsdzsHsMis!: dOh O,
v 0, J 6 B Bd dzso O h O Y O" O;
C d4d IbiBj dzOVoelz,
{ Mdzd =~ BYddz® , § &BdgHIOC
Hdzso dzs o cGdzddaeij ydmlssy ¢ dzOd3w
Rdz ftsHfMmdzjydzed¢ o dBeddz desd3 tco lz.

25 BOW 1945
ASdzls Odzdz" 2 | 503

st ru?r R Y el rrurcrt

tOL o Ctojh jdsmCd
rz¢tseam¢
] sdzdets dsdzj dzjHjdzjls! Bl MisteOR O,
zzyh j Cdzd¢dkz vy OCtsdlkz 1 Or O,
O LO dgj?2 ot2Hjls yJj dztso j €,
Sdej MlsOdzjls d3dzj B dzr BB Blzy § &,
dzs a3 f deddz OS5 L OMdzzy d o3,
ybsts mizlsdlsmw 1 9 OHYyoOIls™ 2 9] ¢.
Cc dJet fteddw &zO Mmdzz yO?2 dzts
LO Itses, (s HOtso Odz SO dats?
M CJd&3 eBtey®2N" jj My HJ dts.
[dze €5 gdzj ots Hobtejy A Bdzls Odede 2
SfBLHOjIs dzsy' ¥ Iskz 30 dzdzts 2
dzsotsesHdzj 4 §dls' o ddats.
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Turns greengstretches, fluffs,
Tomorrow its new coat will gleam.
| slee®
over me she leans,
The one people call spring
| call solitude.
| slee®
| dream of our youth
Like the cup that passétim by
And if you wish | will give back
This memory wen | wake,
Like a clean flame made of clay,
Or a snowdrop in a split gravé.

25 May 1945
Fontanna House

THIRD AND LAST®

Once on Epiphany Efe
Zhukovski

When numbing fear overwhelms me,
Il cal l upon Bachoés Chaconne,
but there behind it a matesids,
whose role is not fond husband;
what he and | will make happen
will astonish the Twentieth Centur.
| accepted him as an episode,
someone by chance bestowed,
bitterest of my choices.
At Fontanna Palaéevith me
tardy on a foggy night
he drinks the New Year 0s
He calls to mind Epiphany evenings,
the mapléat the window, wedding candl@s,
the fleeting flight of poems . . .
for me neither a bunch of early lilacs,
nor a ring, nor the joy of supplication,
he brings only devasian.®®

5 January 19586
(Le jour des rois*j

Day of the Three Kings (Frd.Editor

t oast .
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INTRODUCTION

ATOPPTHE CENTURY®S FORTIETH YEAR
LIKE A CRASH | GAZE DOWN ON EVERYTHING
ONCE MORE | SAY FAREWELL
TO THAT WHICH | ONCE CONDONED
AS IF TO MAKE THE SIGNOF THE CROSS
BEFORE | GO DOWN TO A CRYPT.

25 August 1941
Leningrad besieged
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* Arabic numerals refer to AkddriippovediianbdThenotest es as gi v
and translations of them appear at the end of this version of the full poem.
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FIRST PART

THE YEAR NINETEEN THRTEEN

A Tale of Petersbufg

FIRST CHAPTER

The New Year celebrations linger splendidly,
The stems of the New Year s rose
Rosary"

Tat 6i anardssadiomgdusn& ot for us
Onegin

In my hot youtd when George # Third was king . . .
Don Juan

New Year's Evé. Fontanna House Instead of those whom she awaited, before
the author, shades from the year 1913 appeared in the guise of revelers. A Whde Hall
mirrors. Lyrical digressiod i A Gueems tt i a ° Masketadee Poét.
Apparition.

| lit the secret candI&s
To make the dusk glow.
And with you who do not come,
| wait for the fortyfirst to arrive.
And yet . ..
The strength of God be with us!
In a crystal a flame droven
AAnd wine |ik®& poison burns. o*
There are splashes of cruel go&sip
As all the babble rises up
But the hour is not yet done . . .
| am a shadow in the doorway
Amid boundless uneasiness,
Watching over my last shred of pedaée.
| hear rnging in the distance
And feel a chilling dampneds
Stone, fire, ice . . .

* Arabic numerals refer to Akd{rilippovediicndéThenotest es as gi v
and translations of them appear at the end of this version of the full poem.
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As if remembering something
And turning half way arouril
In muffled cries, | say:
AYou are mistaken® The Venice of
Next doo® but you come right i
And capes andtaffs and garlands,
Now you must give all that up.
I'm of a mind to make you famodis
You New Year's bashers! o
Here's Faustthere, Don Juas,
Dapertuttc® Jokanaaf,
And the most modedtnorthern Glahrf,
Or the murderous Dorian Gray,
Each lisping to his own Diana
Little speeches learned by rote.
And someone with a tambourine,
A goatlegged sprite . S,
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'garters!
What to me Salomé'svhirlwind dance!
What to me the tread of the Iron Mask!
Mysel f more iron than
And whose turn is it to be frightened now,
To stat back, recoill, 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 . . .
| trust you are not so bold
As to bring the Lord of Darknedsere?®
Mask, skull, facd whateved **
The expression is malicious pain
Like only Goyd could portray.
Common brad taunterg
Before him the sinner of greatest stemch
Is beneicence personified . .

| am amused oh how amused
But how could this have happened,

14
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Out of them all, that | alone live?
Tomorrow morning when | awake
No one will come to accuse fie
And the blue outside the window
Will again laugh in my face.
Even so, | am afraid: | mgf coming in,
Not removing my lace shawl,
Will smile at them all and fall silent.
Besides, she who | then was,
Wearing a black agate necklage,
Into the Valley of Jehosephét
| have no wish to meet again . . .
Is not the time to endetting close? . %
| have forgotten your lessons,
Sweet talkers! Pseudo prophets!
But you have not forgotten me.
As the future ripens into the past,
So the past rots into the futdre
Terrible festival of dead leavés.

Thesoundb steps that dondt exi st
Across the radiant parquet tiles
And a cigar's blue haZe.

In all the mirrors, a man

Who is not there and could not
Penetrate the hall, appeats.

Not betted not wors@ than others,
He does not blow with Letheéhill
And warmth is in his palm.

The Guest From the Futur@ Indeed
Will he in fact come to me

Turning left at the bridge?®

md4—-—Is

>T

r
w

... Since childhood | fear the revelers,
For some reason inexplicable to¥ne
A shade always appears.
AWti h n e i t h e@tcutsin f a ¢ e n o r
Behind the others . . .
Call the meeting to order
On this solemn New Year's Day!
| will not divulge last night's
Hoffmannid to all society,
| will not take a stand . . .
Wait
You are not mentioned in the list
Of Cagliostros: magi, Lyciscad * ¢
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Arrayed like a striped milepost,
Particolored and crudely paintéd
You. ..
as old as the Mamre O4&k,
Ancient companion to the moéh.
No one is fooled by your fake groanings,
You who write iron laws
That Hammurabi,Lycurgus, Ston
Might be obliged to you to enforce.
A creature of eccentric habits,
He does not wait for gout or gldfy
To seat him abruptly
In a plush jubilee armchair,
But across flourishing heather,
Over void space, he bears his owarhph.
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 Coventant
Or get lost! . . .
Enough! About that
Their verses say lietter.
The cock's chyjis just a dream to us,
Outside the window the Neva® seems to smok®,
Night is an abyss that goes on an@ on
Petersburg devilishness . . .
No star shows outside the narrow wind8w,
A dire doom seems near at hand,
But without care, slightly, unashamed,
The masqueraders chatter . .
A cry:
AHet o the proscenium! o
Calm down: the lanky of&vill 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 yodound 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 tim&?

It does not drift in all at once,
Like a musical phrase
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I hear a whisper: nFarewel | !
And though | leave you to live,
You will be MY widow?
Yo Darling,sunshi ne, sister! o
On the landing two shades merge®. .
Later . .. on a flat step in the stairwell
A cry: ANo need! o0 and from t
A clear voice:
il am prepated for deat

The torches go out, the ceiling descendsaiAghe white (mirrored) half
becomes the author's room. Words from the darkness:

Death does not existwell-known fact®
Too insipid to repeat,
But whatever does exétlet them tell me.
Who knocks?
Everyone has already come in.
It may be just behd the mirror. Or
Else glimpsed fleetingly out the window 2. .
What if the new moon were playing triéks
Or someone were in fact standing there
Between stove and cupboaid?
A pallid brow, an open gaze 55.
Proving grave slabs are fragfe,
Proving granite is soft as wax . . .
Nonsense, nonsense, nonsefigelom such nonsense
| 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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Across the Landing
(Interlude)

Somewher e al ong about her e (n. but Wi
masquer ader & srippetstot verse like these wandér about luld hot Iet
them into my text"

Al can assure you
You're just a Kk
ASt. 6gqaaceées
AEven somehow in t
I

that' s nothing new
[
a
h
We ' Il find our Ww
(]
q

, Signor Casanova
si x sha C

AWher euaofby

Sancho Panz&and Don Quixotes
And, also, Lots from Sodom
Sample the deadly juice,
Aphrodité emerges from the foam,
Helerf poses before the mirr&f"
And coming toward them all, seasons of madfess.
Once gain inside the Fountain Grotto
Lovers drowsily freeze
Beyond the ghostly gates,
And someone shaggy and fedired,
A goatlegged sprité.
The best dressed and tallest offall,
Even if she does not see nor take fote
Does not cursayor pray, nor breattde®®
This trendsetter, this Madame de Lambdile,
And also the tease, the knockout, _
You who tap out the dance of the g8at,
And then coyly promenad&:
AQue me veut mon™®rince Carnaval

Seeming to appear at the sanmeetiin the depths of the hall, on stage, in hell and
on the summit of Goethe's BrocReit 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 dadce
As if on a blackfigured vasé,
She runs toward the siblue waves,
A stylish and nakédlisplay.

* «What does my Prince Carnival want of mé&#r.)d Ed.
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And behind her in greapat and helmet
You, entering here without ma&k
You, lvanushk&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 yowheek?®
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SECOND CHAPTER

Or do you see at your knees the one who
In place of captivity, embraced white death?
«TheVoice of Memory,4913

The heroinesbedroom. A waxy candle burns. Over the bed are three portraits of
the hostess in her roles. To the right, the foatted oné,center, DeliriumPsyche’, the
left is shaded. Some think it is Columbiethers thhk Donna Anna(From «The
Footsteps of the Commendatoré»Qutside the mansardiindow, Blackamoofsplay in
the snow. Blizzard. New Year's Evejght.  DeliriumPsyché comes out of the
portraif and a voice seems to be reading to her:

Fling open your satiny fur coat!
Don't be annoyed with me, Darling,
For | too touched that chalice,
It's not you | chastise, it's me.
Retribution was coming equally for alF®
Sed there, the blizzard is like a fine flour
Where Meierkhoio6d's blackamoor s
Are up to their horseplay again.
Surrounding us is old Pitér,
He who oppressed the people
(As people back then used to say).
In files of carts with grain, harnesses, manes,
In paintsmudged tea roses,
Under a cloud of crow wings.
But with a selfstyled smile,
The prima ballerin&flies across the Maryinsky stage,
Youd our inscrutable swan
And a snob coming late makes jokes.
The sound of the orchestra like society duzz
(The shadow of something glimpsed fleetingly),
And didrit a chill run through the tiefs
Like a foreboding of dawn?
And once again that weknown voice®®
Like the echo of mountain thunder
Our glory and triumph!
It fills our hearts with trembling
And is carried beyond where roads are,
Across the nigon that nourished if.
Twigs above the blugvhite snow . . .
The alle of the Petersburg Colledges
Endless, resonant and straight.
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(It is as you may wish it to bg,
But he must dream it stubbornly,
Anyone who passes along there now.)
The dnoument is ludicrously oke? _
Petrushks maskfrom behind the scen&]
Around bonfires, coachmen darfée,
Over the palace, the black and yellow flag. . .
All who are needed are in their placés:
The fifth act from the Summer Garden
Reeks . .. The specter b$usimés hell
Is here tod A drunk sailor sings$.
How paraddike the sleigh runners jingle,
And the goatskin lap robes drag along . . .
Shades, go awad!He's there along.
Against the wall is his stark profile.
Is it Gabriet or Mephistopkles °
You, pretty boy, Paladifi?
A demon with Tamara's smife,
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 thevercrowded hall
Who sent the black rosm 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 commend&tore
In that brokerinto confounded house!
And his words explain
How you inhabit a new space nSw
And how you are beyond tirde
There inside polar crystals,
There inside gleaming amber,
At the mouth of the Letli& Neva.®
Out of the portrait you broke loc8e
And the empty frame
Will wait for you until light comes.
How you dancé without a partner
| consent fully by myself
To the role of the fateful chords.
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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 surmouttian death.

You came out of nowhere to Rus&ia,
O, my fairhaired marvel,
A Columbine of the Nineteen Teffs!
How agitated and haw&yed your look is,
Petersburg puppet, actress,
Youd alone, of my doubles.
To your other titles one otgto add
This3® O, friend of poets
| inherited your fame.
Here is the music of a marvelous meter,
Leningrad's savage wind.
In the shadow of the protected cetlar
| see the dance of courtly bones . . .
The wedding candles sputtér,
Theveil kisses your shouldefs,
The temple peal”s: ACome, O dove!
Mountainsof-Parma violetsin Aprild
And rendezvous in the Maltese Chdpel
Like a curse in your brea$t.
Is it a dream of the Age of Gold
Or the black of infamy
From the dreadhaos of days long past?
Answer me now:
Is it true
That you were once alive
Stomping the wooden pavemeéhts
With your dazzlingly small feet? . . .
Your house was more colorful than a circus cart,
Chipped plaster cupids
Surrounding the ¥nus$ altar,
Your songbirds not in cagés,
Your bedroom decked out like a summerhouse,
The merryS k o B2avoufil not know
The village neighbelass now.
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Spiral stirs concealed inside the walls,
And saints on the skiplue wallsy 53
Semipilfered possessions . . .
Li ke BofiPircelavied s, o
In full bloom, you greet friends in your bed
And the worldweary dragoohPierrotd
Most superstitious among younies,
With the evening smile of a victim,
You two: stegd magnet.
Drooping, he gazes through tears,
How the others proffer you roses
And how famous is his fo&"'
| never saw your husbarid,
I, with cold bearing down upon the window . . .
T h e r e oriking bftthe forgrdss clock . . .
| dondt cast cd®sses before houses,

So come out courageously to facedme
Your horoscope was drawn long adb...
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THIRD CHAPTER

And under the Galernbarch . . . _
A. Akhmatova™

Il n Petersburg ohce again w
As if, long since, whad interred
The sun . ..

O. Mandé&l 6shtam
That was last year .

M. Lozinskit

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

Bonfires warmed the Chrisias seasof’
And coaches fell off the bridgés,
And the entire funereal city drifted
Toward some unknown appointment
With theNeva’s® current or against #,
But ever away from its graves.
At the dark Galernoi Arch,
Il n the Summer Gardenr® the weathervaneos
Was delicate, and a bright silver moon
Waxed cold above the Silver Age.
Because, along all roaéfs,
Because, at all doorsteps,
A shadow was slowly advanciég
A wind tore posters from walls,
Smoke danced along the rooftops
And graveyards smelled of lilaés.
And Tsar i tésuse®Avdot 6i a's
Dostoevskian and possessgd,
Engulfed the city into its own rsis.
And once again from the dark, gazing out,
Are old Petrushk&aand the revelers.
Like before an execution, a drum %. .
And incessant in the frozen stuffinéss,
Prewar, brothellike, impending,
Was the dim incomprehensible rumble®: . .
Muffl ed it could just barely be heard,
It almost did not touch the ear
And in snowdrifts along the Neva® it sank.
As in a terrifying night mirror,
Possessed, an ordinary man
Does not wish to recognize himself,
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Along the legendary quays
Rushed not the calendér
But the real Twentieth Century.

And quickly ow to go home
Through the Cameron Galléry
To the icy secret garden,
Where waterfalls are silent,
Where all nin& rejoice to see me
Like you too used to rejoicée.
There beyond the island, beyond the garfen.
Will our glances never greet eachet again,
Our eyes as bright as once they were?
Won't you again declare to me
the word
that conquers
death
And solves my life?
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FOURTH AND FINAL CHAPTER

Love spent itsedf andin clear view®
Stood the mortal features . . .
Vs. KXV

A corner of the Field of Marsa house built at the beginning of the"i&ntury
by the Adamirfibrothers. In the air war of 1942, it will take a direct hit. A bonfire burns
high. Thestrokes of the bells on Our Savior of the Bldark 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 hewarfFocktbe yel
And before whose eyes, black?
AHel p, 1t is not too | ate!
Night, you were never
So wintry and strange! 0
Wind, fraught with Baltic salt,
The blizzard dances on the Field of Mé&rs,
And the sound of invisible hooves %. .
For hm, immeasurable anxiety,
The one with but scant life left,
The one who begs God simply let him die,
The one who will be forgotten forevet.
After midnight he strolls beneath the wind&w,
The dim beams of the corner lantern beckoning him
To a merciless bliss,
There he waits. The shapely one in her mask,
Back from AThe RdJdad From Damascus, O
Returns home . . . not aloff®e!
With her, someone dwi®h neither face nor
Their unambiguous farewell
Through the slanting bonfites bl az e,
He sees it alld Buildings crash down . . .
And a scrap of a sob replies:
AYou, Darl ing, sunshine, sister!
And though | leave you to live,
You will be MY widow 3
And now . ..
Farewel Il ! o
On the landing the scent of strong perfume,
And the dragoohcornet 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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Praising you.

Look:

Not in the damned Mazur Marshes,
Not in the blue Carpathidheights . . .

He is heré at your threshold!
Crossing it.
God forgive you!

How many ways poets have to go to ruin,
Foolish boy: he chose thés,

He had not rid himself of his first great hiit,
He could not even tell at whose threshold
He stood, or what long road

Opened its vista before him . . .

It is & your old conscience,
The one who sought out the burned story,

And on the ledge of the window
In the house of the deceased
Placed i®

and on tiptoe 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
AND FROM FAR OFF, IN RESPONSE TO ITS PLEA,
ARE HAIR-RAISING SOUNDS

GURGLING, WAILING, SHRIEKS

AND AN APPARITION WITH CROSSED ARMS . .%
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SECOND PART
Intermezzd
FLIP SIDE
My future is in my past.

Il dr i nk®flool, Let heds
My doctor has forbade despondency
Pushkirf" s

Place of actiod Fontanna Housg. Timed 5 January 194%. Out the window,
the specter of anew-covered maplé. 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 procedsstiti-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 a8k

. ajasmine bush,

Where Dantépassed and air was parched.
N.K.XXiX

My editor was quite vexed
Swearing he was busy and sick,
So got an unlisted phone
Then groused: AThree themes at once!
Reading those last lines,
Can't even tell who loves whom.

Who met whom, and in what order,
Who's victim, who's survivor,
Who's the author, who's the hééo,
This private strearoef-consciousness
About a poet and a swarm of ghosts,
What wuse has i% for readers now?0o
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1l
| answeredfiThree were thefe %
The main one was dressed like a mile@bst
Another wore what demons wear,
They took pains so that their verses
Might suffice for centuries. . .
The third lived scarcely twenty years,

v
And | pity him. o6 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.

\
And in my dreams it seemed, this is
A libretto® | write for someone else,
But t her e '°$omtlee misk's roar.c | e ar
A dream,you seé can be quite real,
The Blue Bird¢ the soft embalmef
And parapets, terraces of Elsinéte.

VI
| myself was hardly glad
At this infernal harlequinade,
Hearing it emit infernal yowls.
| hoped the whole thing would pass far wide
Of theWhite Hall? like smoke puffs glide
Alongside the duskit pine boughs.

VII
| can't rid myself of that colorful debrs.
Old Cagliostréstill acting weirdlyd
Satan himself in his elegant bést,
He won't even weep for the dead with me,
And doesnot know what conscience means,
Or for what reasons it exists.

VI
A midnight Carnival of Rome
Never smelled like this. The Cherub Hyhn
Quakes before the closed up churchies.
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No one knocks upon my dodt,
The mirror only dreams @& mirror,
Silence over silence watches.

I)(xxxm
And with me i®s my fASeventh, o
Half-dead and mute, her mouth
Agape and inarticulate
Like the mouth of a tragic mask,
But smirched with black,
Clogged with dirt.

XXXIV

And decades elapse:
Tortures, deportations, executidns
| cannot sing of what | saw.

Xl

10 xxxv

Xl

XIII
What if | grow into a statsponsored antherii?
Do not crown me with the diadem
Of the dead don'® don'® don't.

3 Mi ssing ' i nes ar e included at t he end of t he
includedFrom the text doem Without A Hero 0
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| will be needing a lyre for suré,
Sophocles'sthis time, not Shakespear's.
Standing upon the threshald~ates®

XV

And for me that thenté
Was like a crushed chrysanthemum
On the floor when a coffinds borne
The gap, my friend,® between Arememberingo
And Arecoll ectingd spans as far as
From Lugé to the land of satin charades:

XV
Let the devil try to sort through this trunk % .
Well, how did it happen this quickly
That | am guilty of everything now?
0 the most unassumingj Ithe most meek,
Plantain ® White Flock. . .
To exculp@e myself . . . but, friends, how?

XVI
And know this: If they charge that | plagiarize .
Am | really guiltier than others?
I n any case, 1t0s no big deal
| admit tomy failure,
And | hide no part of my despair . . .
The floor of the chests triple.

XVII
But | confess that | did resort
To invisible ink, and wrote
In mirror writing,
For me it was the only way dut
Miraculously | learned to scribble it
And am in no rush now to let it go.

XVIII XXXVii
Let the messenger fromahbygone time
Fr om EI SinGarmeost dréas,
Explain to me without words,
But with a single and singular
Smile, why | was to him more taboo
Than all the seven deadly sins.

48



XIX
R sSsSGHO dqL GtWHEhM jets o]
1dLBZOSCSBSets Yy dzse j € O
l gmesmdisistewls HjtL S ¢ dzOL O,
vyIssB" tsdz tSlsdzj sOs h j 2 Isj dad
[ Oz srO0f Sk BsCtes?2 Mdj dzd
Il yom, 6¢0¢ 11O Bddzjls ctsL O.

(SNO)

XX
¢ Mistsdzj sdgvw yOtetse dzd yo
lHteke sydZzd&zOMm: d o jMmj ddls: mw
1 On 5Isj dzO. C daj ftd uj .
sty jodes? tetsdev jIs f dzOIstsygd ¢,
v tsdgdets ) d3lzue@ Isfiply tc ey j
R B leY dzdztg® i & d3ff dzj yts 3.

XXI
9 COfdzj COYHB2
somME sy YJjtedzs?2 Y Oy HEB2
e d B3O, dzaj L &zOdzO, € OF
zOIs! Mw M BJ Mdzso OS2 :
qdzO J2 19jLHdS?2 1 OdkzOIsts?
&ZOdzO dzO0 B Hdts?2 yYJ teH OC,

XXII
sH [ OdWtjHtser J dzd,
R dzO BjtjG, GHy HBjwlsoar 2 zjdd
ltowdsts © dgj BO G dzW HW , dzj ¥ Odz,
i Y OottesdSd ofMmjets BwBJO
OLtr 90dzd BjLHdAE 1 WdtO
R WOC ] BHY jots Bz

XXl
168 8d20 Iso jtcHd &zO Ekf§ tovw i3s:
cc &z O Odze dzd2 S O HORO
R Mefmjd dzgj s OO | OL zdz' ,
I soafmj dajls k d3j dzv tesHBMdss ds2
stesdzy Mmtsdzdzj ydetk®2 d B OfMdzsdzts
R ftedejdz dzj dzv mMOd3s R dz' .

49



XIX
And then from some approaching time
Let an unknown man
Look at me with saucy gaZ&"
Causing him to fly off into the shadows
Extending an armful of wet lilacs,
Just as the thunderstorm rumbles away.

XX
But that hundreéyear old charmér
Overnight wakes up eager
To frolic. | 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 | drank
And, mad wih an obsessed black th#fst
| no longer understood
How to cleanse myself of her fervor.
| threatened her with the Star Chaniber
And chased her back to her precious @oft,

XXII
Back to the dark, under the spruce of Manfted,
And the beachvhere ShelleYlies dead
Staring§ vacantly up at the sky,
And all the skylark¥? of the world
Break through the abyss of ether,
While Georgé®® lifts a torch on high.

XXII
Again she said intractably:
Al am not tHhHat English Lady,
Nor aml Clara Gazoul®
| am quite without ancestors
Except what sunlight and fable bote,

And my first greeting was Jufy.
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XXIV
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XXIV
But to your notorious repute
Which has lain thirty years in a ditch
| will no longer offer up praise.
You and | jointly trample it down,
And with my regal kiss, again
I celebrate your

3-5 January, 1941

Fontanna House
While in Tashkent and later
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THIRD PART
EPILOGUE

llove you, Petrodos works and
fiThe Bronze Horsemah

Let this place be empty S. .

And the silent public squares, blank and

calm,
Where executions took place before dawn.
Annenskii
To My City
A white night, June 24,194Zi ty in rubbl e. FPalim t he Ha

flattened. Here and there fire has gutted everything. In the Sheré@atelen, a linden
blooms and a nightingale sin§> One thirdstorey window (next to a maimed maple
tree) has been blown out stving only a black void insid®. From the direction of
Kronstadt is heard heavy weapons. But in general, silence. The voice of the author,
seven thousand kilometémvay, proclaims:

Beneath the roof of Fontanna Hotise
Where evening languidly paces
With lantern and a bunch of keys
| you-who to a distant echo,
Disturbing with my outof-place laugh
The primordial somnolence of things,
Where, as lookeon to everything in the world,
From sundown to sunrise,
The old maplégazes 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 peeré@®
Into my not relinquished house,
And | awaited the prarranged sound . . .
It is there somewhedenear Toluk®
It is here somewhedearound the corner.
You are not the first nor the |85t
Dark listener to my bright prattle,
But what revenge are you cooking up?
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You are not drinkinghis bitterness
To its dregs, only spoiling it &l
The news of our partirg
But do not lay your hand on my heéad
Let time stand still forevéy
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 wifé,
In the very heart of thick taiga
| know not what yedy
Existing as a fistful of camp dast
Existing as a terrifying fairy tale,
My doublé goes to the inquisition,
And comes back frorhe inquisition,
From that Noseless Whoteyith two agents
Who are ordered to guard him.
And even from here | hear
Is it not indeed a miraclé!
The sound of my own voice:
| paid for you with hard cash,
For ten harsh years | survived under a Nagan pjstol
Looking neither to the left nor to the right
And behind me whispering, emaciated fame lurked.

And not becoming my grave,
You, granitic, unswerving, endeariffg,
Grew pale, numb and quiet.
Our prominence is imaginary:
You and |, indistinguishable
My shadow on your walls,
My reflection in your canals,
The sound of my steps in the Hermitakalls,
Where my friend walked with me,
And in the venerable Volkéield
Where | could sob freely
Over the tranquil fraternal graves.
Everything | wrote in P& 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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R B'd Htsdktse fkls! fctcj B Odz' dzr 2
stejH! Iststey j Mise jdzdzts?2 d ~rtelzMmlsOdz! dats?
sdh d dz
sdBdtemMC 2 L j dzdzd .

R k

1 sfdzj | sset fdjHss Ods ¢fjo sdzOyOd dasj 6§ s5yOdad

¢ LO digdztss, IsO2dets?2 Mo j € OW
R dz0L 9 0Oeh ( @"JN;]%,W CHjH! X
1 O dzj pdzr 7 Odzdz’ 2 BYUOLOM: fdte
ltcdlsotsyf doh d ! IZslsds? IsjlstcOHE B2,
] ZOd3j dzd s O dzj ded dzG e OH ¢ O
Il sLotcOh OdzOM! o WBHAE2 L Wdt.
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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 yod only your charmers
And the procession of white nights.
And that happy word homed %
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 win&.
You all might have feasted eyes on me,
When in the belly of a flying fisti
| was preserved from evil,
Borne over forests full of the enemy,
Like the one, devipossessed
In his night fight above the Brocken®
But my destination lies before me,
The frozen and cold Kam,
And i Qu o®somaceéags? o
But with no time to move my lips,
Like underpasses and bridges,
The Urals rumbles.
And opening before me is thataw
On which so many have passéd,
The one on which my séwas transported,
And the funeral route was endless
In the solemn and crystalline
Silence
Of the Siberian land.

After this foll owed tphoee nidco:r i gi nal

And behind me, radiating circumspection,

And calling hePSelf fithe

She dashed off to a fabulous banquet . . .
Pretending to be a nocturnal cepgok,
The celebrated Leningrader
Returned to her beloved ether.
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[ tsaists MHj ZOdksM' §LO- B,
[BEW dzdgOv M) elsde’ &5 MisteOn &
R SMisdh jddv L dkov Mmest,
[fefmisdohd cdzOL O fMELdj
R dsBOw twkCd, t tsmmdw
ltcjHB Rdess h 'O dz0@ o sfls¢ .

1800 ckflsO 1942
[Ctdzyj des o v OhCjdalsy

wx ] sfdzj { ksct o ) jH st DuBe y

R MiBld Y4 MOt dz0e Mmistej Yk
1dftej Cdzsdzdes © cGtesL dzze M ykz,
sO¢C dL LjwCOdzO dzOw 9 Iz,
VLIEOCOMsdBteOZzO, f ¢ zsow,
[ sdzc 2 o j todzOW, dBsdzsH OW ,
zd&zO { sfmimpdw My OMOI: [ sMColz.
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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 hers&if
Resolved to face the grim flogging
Like a hurricane awaked
From a mirrod from the Urals, from the Altd,
Indebted to youth and truth,
She came back to Russia to redeem Moscow.
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These ar e Ak h mantedin thedSHruvdtilppoe edition,s/olume 11, page 133 as reproduced

in Hemschemeyerds bilingual (1990) edition, page
Akhmatovads not eBilippsandby Zhenmunskiiyn the 1997uEngis language edition,

but gives the Russian for the Akhmatevzirmunskii notes nowhere in either the bilingual (1990) or the
English (1997) edition.

VtrRfCYOLRC s P LGS
1. c{byjets dsd f Odz yr MmMhzsedets o Ctetsod
R od ¢

4
dzts 0¢ Blstco O, XYyjlseée.
| cotsGBHAYWY B OdzZAZOH O)

2. vsted ¢cGCe o' tOy0Osls LOAjhOljd Mlsats OolststcO.

3. [ Sdd 20 ROYMOWHAISEOLZOE O B & Mists wlsEOh &z e s
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4. dL donfsh) o nsded 3 d B J 8Oldyr [ jPROEZJd o dd

5. b dzdzO 1 Qo dzts9 O.

6. ZOdzv ff d dz.

7. S BBOBdHds] ftsLredhjy tmMmétseadyd 2.
8. [ Joawlss szL .

9. Softembalmef 6 5. Msdzjls sdlmMO ¢s Mmdaze:
0O, soft embalmer of the still midnigHt.

100 Y tetsf E2h j dzdzr Qi Hstbe@WOdzd i 1 N € d dzlz . sd3. ¢ B

(

cud3dtc] dadets fytsLyds@s fig! [ ls@f oy jz,0dzjy JjMils! Hoj or f|

MistcsWr e, dMOdz 1 &h € d dz.
11. 1 OBeQ dzj ydodzm<¢ OW § sz 30M & O.
12 r Oo stebz@ddi3j dzd Istsj fls d - Eosheskyaik¥zi (j ¢ & § dzdzd
Y Oo stesdzS e )
g4z © IsjBJ, 84fn4dzf HEZnR,
lIsdyji2?2 O dzf Casca
yists M dzj BJ M doadzd atsLdzJ dzd = .
13. | j DeestcH 1 02 tots dz.
14. [ Otefnp dzjlstsdz 1941 ¢.

15. Quovadi?V % ¢ s OBRts G EWCHSJHJ® e H j h 1 2 &

61



NOTES ON THE POEMA

1. AAre my fingers feverish |ike blood
And wine, like poison, burng?
New Yeards Ball ad

2. The t hpPfaeree Akrosmdg from the authords embarr

3. Valley of Jehosoph#&i reputed to be the place of the Last Judgment.
4. Lysiscad pseudonym of the Empress Messdliofathe Roman haunts.
5. Anna Pavlovd.

6. Shaliapin®

7. S k o Bdaan iasultingname from someone from Pskov.

8. The Nine?
9. "Soft eWbantheesonnetbyKedatd To S|l eepo
AO, soft embal mer of the stil]l mi dni ght .

10. Missing strophes (stanzés)mitation of Pushkirt® S e e i Bugemes t
Onegim Al t i s humbl Ponduhiwotstrophes (dtanzas) are cot
out, 0 wro%te Pushkin.o
11.Vayetalid a Venetian hafmask.
12.Larkd ShelSlcey@®br ated verfises ATo a Skylar ko
Halil, to thee, blithe Spirit!
Bird thou never wert,
That from Heaven, or neariit. ..
13.Georgé Lord Byron®
14.Mars, summer 1941.

15.Quo Vadis® i Wh at 6 s tdhMeNVhfeuteurag 20 you goi ng?o
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16. @ jH! GOWec ) jdddzcOHMEOve Mdditsddy zshsOCss
Lsts? M tsdeddz o' o jL j dzO Ooltstetsdy dzO® MOt dzj ks
1941).
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16.i Sev édnTthhed 7t h. A Leningrado ®shefigthony of Sh
movemat of the Symphony was taken by the author from the besieged city.
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(rd¥dJrverirce)
(ubbtesWr, doj othjuHhdj
o IjSfMl ¢clBid® BjL Cjswe)

Chuk, II, 5168V

lteOe frsOdzz ¢HOldaz, ttOMMSC Oy
18 dzd Mdzse ©, ded MistsdzO, ded Std ¢ O
14 kfmdzr POl jji otOck.
R ftosntsHUplsHY MwWisd
) risSd, fmrdSd d fdjelsd . . . 1 jls!
I 13 2y 0O0Mmj dai dBsClz.

vt Miwshd 2 &Hd- Mo te] d3f daded y
SOltstey Odes¢, Mlstdf Wwisdedy, f dzj dzdzd y
R_BJBJ fs6OMmMmE Oy i3 &,

[dzv L OMmisjdS @ d Hdw Iss
1 sfpddzj dzr § Mmlsdmdzze ek ',
{BdLEdBjoaNhdj 41JCkBT
R sOMMOdHter dat v kS &esdr
10Gtej dsd 8 o' BjL G3sdzo df &5 - Stetsds
(I, kojdzgyOdedz' §  SL Stets) :
clts bk Mststetsdkz OHO & &

Zh.653XIV”

R BB j dedets, J Mdzd MmdzedIsmw
vts, Yt MEttts HBd dts MazEydls: Mw:
4 i3j ldes’eo M HlztcsSH o G dzj ,
sOhCjdzls o Yo jblk f Ho jdzj ydatsds.
BJLBBO dztsdz, o Jjtedesdy d o J ydzetsd
ljlste OLd2MSCd2 ©OMMSOYjls dzdzj .

R
{
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(ADDITIONS)
(Stanzas not included
From the text oPoem Without A He)d""

Chuk., II, 516™
(10)
The enemy tauwbedcainSuel |l . o
But neither word nor groan nor cry
Did the enemy hear.
And decades paraded past,
Tauntings, deportations, deaths . .. | cannot sing
From within this terror.

(13)
Ask my contemporariés
Convicts, hundredivers} prisoner$
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 Hecubés
And Cassandrasrom Chukhlom&,
We, in a voiceless anus, thunder
(Crowned with infamy)
AWe are in hellds quartero

Zh.653
And particularly, if what is dreamt
Is that which happens soon:
Death everywhef® City of fire.
And Tashkeritin wedding bloom.
The wind of Asia calls to me
Of the painless, unbetrayed, everlasting.

1959
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Zh.654

R EXJ, LOcGdkzhOwW Htkze Htkzc O,
o0 st jfMistcO® dL IO2dtsects Ctelzc O
1okSd hdzgls 9 dzjBjHddzlz® M) dz
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14 HBYHOL! Mw IsjB] CBtodz] IsO,
Il dBsdOMmisr tg! s E2HjJN! O2C XK.
14 d3 Beats?2 BERBjd HBBEY yYr ecoOodgs O,
R kyJd ftyd ttds dzO tcOdz¢ O
V IsjBWwW HtsH dzjor &3 MtsMC 5.
Jvt3alsr, 10 1{zrrzrp |
¢3I{Sfuv 1 1rtdce
SF.I,
112113"

dzso Olstsds 1 Otedy Iskz 3Odz]
jodes SfwWils! [ sHdd v dgg
jlsdzts BtesHddz L O dzdats? .
5 §jyod: desj Mmoets2fisets
)

Q.

Mz @32 o dzsMdIls! WOMMIstes2 Miso ts
Is Bdzscd~ BjHMIsod2 o ddats?.
Bfddeji 2 [(edflsw dzS | .
5 detOjls MIsOteds dzO M Ote dzOdz$ | ,
fsH dzj2 oM fO0tedyMEd?2 ¢kdz
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Zh.654"

To be sure, drowning out one another
Two orchestras from the mysterious pit

Send out noise®to the swans06 porch.
But | candot t elahdwhitchiechh, voi ce i s mine
Which rescues and which obstructs,

Which, myself, and which, just a shadow.
How to escape from taking the second step . . .

Zh.6558’

Co-ed, cousin, Juliet! . %,
You will not wait for the cornet,

But flee to the cloistein secret.
Silence your tambourine, my gypsy,
Already a darkening bruise

Spreads beneath your left nipple.

Passages not included in
Poem Without A Hero

SFEINY
112113

In the black mists of Paris

Surely again Modigliafi
Imperceptibly follovs me.

He has the melancholy habit

Of bringing disorder to my sleep with apprehension
And causing calamitous guilt.

But to mé& his Egyptiard heis . ..
Hear the old man play his bar@igan®
Under it is the Parisian rumble

Like the rumble of an undergrodrse®
He too had his share of sorrow

And shame and malice to swallow.
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SF. I,

SF. 225,
I, 502/

VI

ltss BJHO & yjoh, B HBtSEOW,
fWHSdR i dzgj¥ dHjls HtekzcOw.

sdzr hdhs dzje¢d2 hOe d MEats2?

¢ GHJ] CctdtMmMoRkts?2 d cGHJ 1 Ists,
slss tr HOjIs, C&t ! wd Sl Md&3j = O

R ClststeOW Isjdz HikzEr2?

(lsOdzL © dL 1 54 g )

vty jMiso OB CO)HOANS 82 M) tlsd
C ({®dssh 5O, fsojt!ls],

ldyk da ylss ded dzsy! ot Mmdzj .
[lsdzzyj dzdgs® BT Is! ls dztsy O

R S ddsw S d! V5 dzj Gy

Ir dgsfdls’ , Yt HeMlsOdsh' d&dzj .
1960 ¢ .G
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S-F.1,

1154*
Vi
This is more than calamity, dearest,
For right behind it, another one,
Can you har the light dry tread?
But which voice is #®i ne and which, the
Who weeps, who is drunk with laughder
Which shadow leads and which follows after?
SF. 225,
111, 502%

(Stanza to the Poem)

The celebrations of civic death

Believe me, wear mmdown,

| see them each night in my sleep.

To have taken away, onebds couch,
On e 0 so ttraibfllee s ! But itds not good
Bearing the lot that has fallen to me.
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1913 1 {r,
R[ R
Vel ¢o 101 10tdc
R

trzs"

o118 omfou ][
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TheYear1913,
Or
Poem Without a Het®
And
Flip Sidé¢

4 Roman numerals designate endnotes by Mager and incorporate inforfratioHemschemeyer,

Gorkova and others.
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Di rider finirai
Priadelléaurora®

Don Giovannf

cl s dsdzj jjhnjdzws @Cdzd ¢ st

Il smdzjHdzww L3O f jtojH ot

c?j ZOw flsowe
* o3y wist fmw fiteifmsodzgyh: [/ oD, ujd zOfMiskzfdls L Ot
° Notes with asterisks appear in the Gorkova text

text. Unlike later versions, Akhmatova did not write numbered notes at the end of this version. Roman
numeralsdesignate endnotes by Mager and incorporate information from Hemschemeyer, T. A. Gorkova
and others. The symbdlindicates that the word appears in the list afes, phrases and lines of cross
referencewhereas the symbdl indicates that the entitime is referenced in the list.
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Di rider finirai
Pria dell auror a.

Don Giovannt

Inside me still like a song or a sorrdw
Is the final winter before war.

AWhiteS"| ocko

You will stop laughing // Before dawn. Ddmian® (It.)
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RL GSHO Mo tse tsG6ts,

sOC M BOhMded dzO oMy cGadzwy kz.
SsOEEZHIts ftosh O ! Mdztse O

g Isjd3, f yYidd HOodes f tesMmisd dzOMm: ,
sO¢ BEkzHILB ffjtej Ctej MisdzOM!

R ftH Isjdgder j MeatH' Matylkz.
1941. Qo ckMmlsO

| § ded dzG o OH

(otSLH<ENMNdOW> Istcj otsc0O)
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INTRODUCTION

Atop’t he centurvy®s fortieth year
Like a crash | gaze down on everytfi

Once more | say farewell

To that which | once condoned,

As if to make the sign of the cross

Before | go down to a cryjt.

1941 August
Leningrad
(beyond <the eards> al ar m)
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DEDICATION™V

And because | dofot have enough paper

| write on your old rough draft.

Here an other 6%1,§§Wor d shows throu

And like a snowflake on my cuff,

Fades trustingly without reproof.

And An tdark eyglashes

Suddenly lif§ there, a green haze,

There, gusts a familiar breeze . ..

Is it the sea® No, only needles

On a grave, and in a swirl of frothing,

Coser, closer . . . AMarche fun breo
Chopin .. 3

26 December 1940

* Funeral March(Fr.).
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1 02 Wasdi &z
|

Aln my &ot youth
when George the Third we
Byron* ®

You are mistaken: The Venicé Doges *

Next door. But you come right in, in ma&ks

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 Faustthere, Don Judn . .

And someone with a tambourine,

A god-legged sprite . 5.

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

| trust you arenot so bold as to bring

Unsanctified spirits here.

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

For some reason inexplicable to¥ne

A shades always appears

With neither face nor narhand cuts in

Behind the others. Call the meeting to order

OnthissolemMew Year 6s Day.

But | will not divulge | ast nightos

Hoffmannid to all society,

| will not take a stand . . . Wait

You are not mentioned in the list

Of capuchins, clowns, Lyciscés

Arrayed like a striped milepost,

Particolored and crudely paintéd

You .. .as old as the Mamre O&k,

Ancient companion to the moon.

No one is fooled by your fake groanings,

You who write iron laws

In my hot youti®
when George the Third was king . . .
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Byron (Eng).®

1

OBztcOBd, dbsfif Ztcg d, Mts

sjBWw fskzydls! Mw HEsdzy dz" .

Ehifsets Lkt MstcOdbkscts ditOs O,

dz dzgj Y HJjl, Yyt fBHOGCtO d MdzOs O
fsfr 208 EMOHddd jdts

sBddzg 2de" § T hde § Ctej MO,

dzj s 5 yejlblzh jklz o]t MLz,

s feMmlsr dvd3 Motsj Isstey j Mise ts.

dzd © yYyd 3 dzj Ytseddzjdz: ddz o 1 Istsds,
d o H tclkzes tslafic jdls ‘dddd3. 1 51 O3

stsBhj dzj ftedmlsOdzd ctej ~d.
totstf dzv MOIs! HftjH sBoyJjetsds 1 0o jlsO,
dzd e ddzzls . HO ulsis Is © d3! ftots
Eyhj d= tc;Ofnfr]QOLOdzc{ mMisd~d.

tedzGC: ¢ Jtesw dzO Oo Odzmyg dzlz! e

J otdkzdkzz2IsjMm!, H" &zH] dO Mmd3j dzlz

J ¥ 6] d3j dadats Sr?HJlS md 2 oM

Istse™ ofpj kBjeOjlsy odijMmilsy,

o dzgs COYH'M 2 dgOh jdz 5 dgj o Misy,
MsQoadzvw f) edzOL & dzO ¢ dzOL

jdz" & MEBLOC] M {2 ©LORs?2,

L Ctbtstes?2 ddzZv"Hdl Istsls MOdr 2

s Mda st dj 6§ &zOSOdd 2 yof.

sts ofmj dOfd 90jls dzgj MOL Iz,

O¢ BHdzE &BEzL ™ COdz dzkze W tOL Iz,

zr hz dgj mMSsdzr Ct®.MBdoydoer n Mmdzts
sfpdzj . . dzj Misded yr  dzsMC 2 Mmlskzyd j ded ,
Mfrh"hCO cOLO d © BHOM] d' d

Mdzr 2 cedsm: c¢cc ¢ MBjtesd ctktoe.
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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 gldfy

To seat im 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 befor¢he Ark of the Covenaht

Or get lost . . . enough! about that

Their verses say it better.

* * *

A cr y *to tihefpeosceniund!

Calm down: the lanky of&vill slip in for sure

Quick to take someoneds place
Why are you all running off gether,

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 tirré.

They do not drift in all at once

Like a single musical phrase,

| hear only discordant wosd

Later . . . on a flat step in the stairwell

A flare of gas and from the distance

A clear voice: fAlI¥ am prepared for
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Your body, so alive, so sensuous,
As a shade, so luminous!

Baratynskit
Fling open your satiny fur coat . . .
Don't ke annoyed with me, darling,
It's not you | chastise, it's me.
See, there, the blizzard is like a fine flour
Where theatrical blackamodrs
Are up to their horseplay again.
How paraddike the sleigh runners jingle,
And the goatskin lap robes drag along .
Shades, go away! He's there afone
Against the wall is his stark profie
Is it Gabriet or Mephistophelés
You, pretty boy, paladiri?
From the portrait you broke loose at%ne
And the empty frame
Will wait alone until light comes.
How you dancealone without partner.
| consent fully by myself
To the role of the ancient chorus . . .

You came out of nowhere to Rus§ia,

O, my fairhaired marvel,

A Columbine of the Nineteen Teffs!
How agitated and haw&yed your look is®
Petersburg pymet, actres®,

You, alone of my doublés.

To your other titles one ought to add
This®® O, friend of poets!

|0 inherited your fame.

Here is the music of a marvelous meter,
Leningrad's savage wind.

In the shadow of the protected cetlar

| see the dnce of courtly bones.

* * *

The wedding candles sputtér,

The veil kisses your shouldéfs,

The temple peats: Come, O dove!o
Mountainsof-Parma violetsin Aprild

And rendezvous in the Maltese Chdpel

Like a curse in your brea$t.
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Your house was more colorful than a circus cart,
Chipped plaster cupids

Surrounding the Venésltar,

Your bedroom decked out like a summerhouse,
The merryS k o Bveouldnot acknowledge

The village neighbelass now.

And golden candlesticks,

And saints on the skiplue walls,§ 3
Semipilfered possessions . . .

Li ke BofiPircelavied s, o

In full bloom, you greet friends in your bed

And the worldweary Pierro¢.

| never saw your husbarid,

I, with cold bearing down upon the window

Andthef ort ress c¢cl ockdés al ar um.
You do not fear crosses before houSes,

So come out courageously to facedme

Your horoscope was drawn long a&§o.
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ABronskids stock i s down, Ma n
Thatyomg man is gone, %he has al

V. Khlebnikov

Bonfires warmed the Christmas seasbn,

And coaches fell off the bridgés,

And the entire funereal city drifted

Toward some unknown appointment

With the Neva’s® current or against 8,

But everaway from its graves.

I n the Summer Garden® the weathervaneods so
Was delicate, and a bright silver moon

Floated above the Silver Ade.

And incessant in the silent stuffine¥s,
Prewar, brothellike, impending,

Was the hidden insidious rumbhle .58
Muffled it could just barely be heard,

It almost did not touch the ear

And in snowdrifts along thNleva® it sank

* * *

At midnight who strolls beneath the windéw,
The dim beams of the corner lantern beckon him
To a merciless blisg,
He who saw how the shapely one in her mask,
Back from AThe R&ad From Damascuso
Returns home not alon&!
With he 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 Mdrss®
Not in the blue Carpathidheights . . .
He is heré at your threshold!
Crossing it.
God forgive you!

* * *

It is & your old conscience
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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 tipoe went away.
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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 fit,
And scoffingly summons in response
Sudden hatraising sound$

Gurgling, wailing and sheks . . .

And an apparition with crossed arris.

Night

26 Decembet 940
Leningrad

92



trzso
(Intermezzg)™"!

[sd tjHOCIstste B' dz dzgj Hts9 tsdzj dz,

s dzw dzfpw  dzj , yYbts L Odzwils d B tsdzj dz,
10fMjStejlsddz Mots?2 Isjdzj Wisde . . .
sOf] sy dats! Istcd Isj d@3F MteOL 2!
ltesydlsOoe ftsmdzi Hdzt ¢ WteOL Iz,

1 d SOt o CtSEt o dzt B dzj dz.

]
MdzOyoOdzO fmH OdzOM! . 18 Mozse O
fOHOizE L O fndztsatsd3 hdzts o ts,
LVQOdZJ dzr 2 whde cetej dgj dz.
dz0 sj &3 dOHBdIsr &3 W dzOC t5dzts 3
f‘llsds UtGWd3fd3 d L Jdzj dg" d,
jdLo jMmisde 2 d3gdey WH Gtstej dz.

¢ ot Mdzgy oMmMj COLOdsMm!, Yt 1Ists
C fdh b He dEdmdey lslsts,

R tlsBtsWw tsls dizr " ¢d dzjls.

¢ oj HO!L dysdstsyy oM dyoO!

«Softembalmes ™" 4 d dzv W ff Is dzy O .

Cdz? MddesteMSC drma IsjotcOMm § OO j Is.

MOkO w B" dzO dzgj W©WOH O,

sts? OHMCE 2 Otedzj € d dzOH T
LHOdz] SO LOMdzr h O ots2.

i d®ujwEOylsts odBs
tetsdzj j smw, COC "dsf'w HT' 30O,
c

slsedls! Mw s teerdvHd fj Mstes2!
MisOter 2 ykudl sO0Odzdtsmistets

BBss € dzj Bz dzj dzt B ts9O 4 .

Jdzt €O s dzjlskydd & hd,

dekls ectsteBlzdyr ¢t Cter hj,
reOdesyc O dzdydls Ctetso s .

OO l®, Mmj ez d BME 52

@y izs? f sdzdzsy' ¥ ted BMEC 52
d
o MsC gitgtsty { dzts d3

93

otsL! IsOddeMmlse j dedz' 2 MEBEEOS o ts2.



FLIP SIDE
(Intermezz6)

To V. G. Garshih

Al drinkfbbotdedheods
Pushkift® s

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 | yielded. But once again
Word upon word tumbled down
While the music box booméél.
And out of a vial, dribble&

With words direct andaw,

A scalding poison unknown to me.

And in my dreams it seemed, this is

A libretto® | write for someone else,

But t her e '"Somtlee misk's roar.c | e ar
A dream, you se&® can be quite real,

The Blue Bird? the soft embalmer

And parapets, terras of Elsinoré®

| myself was hardly glad

At this infernal harlequinade,

Hearing it emit infernal yowils.

| hoped the whole thing would rush past
Like smoke puffs that glide

Through the mysterious dudik pines.

| can't rid myself of that colorful detst?®
Old Cagliostréstill acting weirdly
Behind me with his unlikable self.

And a mouse suddenly darts,

And the hunchback escapes to the rof,
And a gypsy licks the blood uf.

A midnight Carnival of Rome
Never smelled like thi§, the Cherub Hymh
Quivers from the towering windows.
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No one knocks upon my doét,
The mirror only dreams of a mirror,
Silence over silence watches.

But for me that theme wis

Like a crushed chrysanthemum

On the floor, when a
The gap, my friend, between remembeting
And recollecting spans as far as

From Lugd to the land of satin charades.

Let the devil try tosort through this trunk . %
Well, it all happened so quickly,

That | am guilty of everything now.

10 the most unassumingj Ithe most meek,
0 Plantain ® White Flockd

Exculpate myself? Bufriends, how?

And know this: If they charge that | plagiarize .

Am | really guiltier than the others? . . .
Truly, this is the last time . . .

| admit to my failure,

And | hide no part of my despair
Under the snulmosed gas mask.

She, hundregear old charmet,

Overnight wakes up eager

To frolic. Nor am | she.

She drops a small lace handkerchief,

And with languid winks, from under her strap,
She beckons a Briullovian shoulder.

Every drop of her | drank

And, mad with obsessed black thifst

| no longer understood

How to cleanse myself of her fervor.

| threatened her with the Star Chantber
And chased her back to her precious @ft,

Back to the dark under the spruce ofriftad?
And the beach where Shelfdgy dead
Staring vacantly up at the sky,

And all the skylark$of the world

Broke through the abyss of ether,

While Georg@lifted a torch on high.
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Again she aid intractably:

Al am not tHhHat English Lady,

Nor am | Clara Gazout;

| am quite without ancestors

Except what sunlight and fable bdfe,

And my first §reeting was July.?d

1941. January

Leningrad

Perepisano 12 April 1942.
And Tashkent for I. V. Shtbk

98



CIR[ [ 1

OS¢ BH CSttsodzj? ABdsOddsets [ B0,
JHJ ojyjtedwvw BttsHdIls dMistsdO
4 WtsdzOtej d3 d fMmdwL Cts2 Cdzs yj 2,
C OzCO&zOM! M HOM dddg 1 - 4,
14 23 Misdz" &3 stejotsy O M3 -~ 53
1dftesBlzHdzze Msdzr ojh j2

c Modujljd efMmjets dO Mo jlsj,
10 LOCOIy d dO ttoOmme j Isj

s @Bslstedls o SCt@dDIskz MlsOter 2 € dzj
R, ftjHodHY dOhE ttOL dzk¢ Iz,
[dej dMmMmsah 2z yjtedlzyr ¢k,
sO¢C LO fdishi s, Iswdzjls sdz.

¢ LjdBdzv §ftH dtsects? ¢Ettj dzO,

R IsOCOW Lo jLHO GdzvHJ]d&O

Il &2, Jhi dai Btetsh jdzdz" 2 H B3,
R YHOM®RZO kMo dsets Lok O

Clts -5 jBRGButsBGZS O,

Clts -IsH jLH Y @' ¢ dzts 3.

r XBsCesL dr 2 &Bs2 § sfdzC Hdzd 2,
pClsdr 2 fkzh Olsjdz' Isjcsde’ & B6S Hdzj 2:
fsoOd j, ftshjd j, udMmls.

©jHE dds?2 s eswedh! COC § zOdwY,
OHB Bds?2 IsT Mmissdh! §0OC L dzOdw,
Yyjdzzjh  dgjdgv §OS  dzj Mmils: .

n— ~c ¢ cC

)

sdsyd &Bdj ©ECE d&O Isj &v,
bfils: Isjfjt! shisOdssdsmy o) &Y

—

1 0 IstsBtss fR@Azdzr = Yo

L
1 SECEPCO dzfj LOCECE]IS

Il tsfOdzj dzdz" = dz2O"M d~= dzj MO=R .

99



EPILOGUE

Beneath the roof of Fontanna Hotise
Where evening languidly paces

With lantern and a bunch of ke&ys

| you-who to a distant echo,
Botherind™ with my outof-place laugh
The primordial somnolence of things.

| look on to everything in the world,
From sundown to sunrise,

While the old maplégazes into the room
And, sensing our separation,

Heaves up a sapless black hand

As if to offer me help.

But the gound beneath me burr&t

And such a star peeré&d

Into my, yet, not relinquished house,
And | awaited the prarranged sound . . .
It is there somewhedenear Tobruk

It is here somewhedearound the corner.

You were my fearsome and my 5t
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 youtime.

And éééééééeéeé.

And the cuckoos cannot cuckoo

In these our disgraced woods.
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TheYear1913,
Poem Without a Hefg"
Triptych

194@® 1945

Composed by
Anna Akhmatova

Leningrad
1946
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Deus conservat omnig.
(God sustains all things.)

Motto on the crest on the gate

Where | lived™"
When the poema wagritten
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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
194F, having already sent, as messenger, a short excerpt (about actors) ffat fall.

| did not ask for het® | did not expect her on that cold, dark day of my last
winter in Leningrad.

Several petty inconsequential facts, which | did not choose to call events,

preceded her (AThe devi l seductively rummage
That ni ght I wrote two sections of part
beginning of Janugr, surprising my own self, I wrote

the second at twhitphedamefipBrpthrée mbtiieeppein. | also made a
number of important interpolations into both of the first two paft&'*

| dedicate the poemén remembrance of its original listendrsny close friends
and fellow citizens, who died in Leningrad at the time of the siege.

| hear their voices and remember their testimony now whenever | 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
* * *
Fromn my perspective, perverse and absurd i
Her oo have come to my attenti on. Some peopl

understandable.

| decline to do that.

The poem does not have third, seventh or twaith levels of meaning
whatsoever.

| will neither betray it nor explain it.

What | have writted | have writtert®

November 1944
Leningrad

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

* | continued to work on the poefnafter coming back to Leningrad (that is 1 June 1944).
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lrtl el cazrl Ry

1 OdwIsd I fMm. 4 Oe. s d
dbIsOC COC dBdzj BEZABOEd dzj r o Olsd dzts,
Wz ketsjds fdhkz yjtedesadC g .

R oatsls ykysjy MmMhsets fsmiskzi 04 Is,
d, ¢0O0¢ btseHO Mmdz Y ddzC O dzO twkz € j ,
Hsejteydets d BJL bEfttjCO ISOjlIs.

R Isd dgdz" §j tj Mmdaed yr ¢dz|scdeISW
oHtokze f Bgdebb@dsmyL j dzj dzr 2 H ' o3,
d gtz e jwdts tetsHde d&3 . .
14 Bs@) jd,? { st ssdzr ¢85 Rotsw
®Bscddz dzOv, d o &OCHYOde d §jdz
Il md B dzd Y § ,Mamhdfgngbge... . .

z sy § dz
jiCOBLO 1940

Odzdzr 2 1
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FIRST DEDICATION
In Memory of Vs. Gav. Kniazév.

And b e c a thave enbughdapiro t

| write on your old rough draft.

Here an othero6s®word shows through,

and like a snowflake on a cuiff,

fades trustingly without reproof.

And An tdark eyelasbes

suddenly lif6 there, a green haZe,

there, gusts a familiar beee . . .

Is it the sea® No, only needles

on a grave, and in a swirl of frothing,

closer, closer . . .Marche funébre . . .
Chopin®

26 Decembet 94F

(night)
Fontanna House
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