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...CTapuK He JIo6m1 MOCKBY.
13 Bcex MecT, Tjie TIPUXOANIOCH KUTh U OBIBATh, XOPOIIIO €My OBLIO TOJBKO B
Cankt-Ilerepbypre.

B Esnaropumn, Oyaydu cOBceM IOHOIIEH, OH BOCXUTHJICS TMMHA3UCTKOM
CTapIINX KJIACCOB, TPUIIEIIIel CHAThCA Ha JareppoTHll. Takyio CBETJI0BOJIOCYIO
KpacaBWIly OH BHjeJ BliepBble. B pogHom MuHCKe ero Bcerga OKpy:Kaau
CMYTJIble, YepHOIJIa3ble, 3aCTEHYMBBIE [EBYIIKH. JTa — Oblia CBOOOAHA B
JIBUKEHUSIX, C OTKPBITON YJIBIOKO#, BBICOKAST, EMY IOJ[ CTATh.

Ou BoJsiHOBAJICA — ITepBbIN camocTosaTebHbIN TopTpeT! [TomyunTes in? Cymeet
JIA OH TIepe/laTh 3Ty HEIIOBTOPUMOCTb, 3TY IPEJIeCTh, ITOT apM?
Cywmer.

... the old man detested Moscow.

Of all the places he happened to live and be in, he found happiness only in St.
Petersburg.

In Eupatoria, when he was still a young lad, he was enraptured by a girl from the
upper classes, who came to have her daguerreotype taken. It was the first time he
had seen such a fair-haired beauty. In his native Minsk, he was forever surrounded
by swarthy, dark-eyed, demure girls. This one was tall, uninhibited
in her movements, smile beaming - his perfect match. He worried for his first in-
dependent portrait. Would it come out? Could he convey such inimitability, such
beauty, such charm?

He could.




X03sIMH BBICTaBUJ TIOPTPET B BUTPUHE aTeJibe. [110/10M ero BIOXHOBEHUS
JII060BAJICS BECH TOPO/L.

OpHaxXabl yTPOM, elié U3/1ajiv, OH YBUJIET BBIPE3aHHBIN KBaJpaT B CTEKJE —
noprper rcyes. Ero BeIKpas BIOOJIEHHbII B THMHA3UCTKY OJHOKJIACCHUK.
...e€ 3Basin JIMKoI — MOJIHOE TOT/1a UM4.

On mor ocratbes B Opecce. CkazouHOe MECTO: MOPE, CTellb, KATAKOMOBI.
CHuman yros B JoMe MHOroJleTHOI ceMbu Ha MosijjaBanke. Xo3siika SIBHO
paccuMThIBA/IA, YTO €My IOHPABUTCS €€ cTapliias J04b, U Y Heé OyieT 35Th He
axTH KaKoi nmpodeccuu, HO 3aTO KPaCUBBIN €eBPENCKUIL TapeHb.

... YILIBLJT B AMEpHUKY...

His mentor put the portrait out on display in the front window. The rays of his
inspiration shone for the whole town.

One morning, even from afar, he was able to discern the square that was cut out
from the glass from which the portrait had disappeared. It had been stolen by her
smitten classmate.

... she was named Lika - such was the mode at the time.

He could have stayed to live in Odessa. It was a magical place - the sea, the
steppe, the catacombs. He rented a corner in a child-filled house on the
Moldavanka. The landlady obviously hoped that he would take a liking to her
eldest daughter, and she would have a son-in-law, albeit not one of a reputable
profession, but a handsome Jewish boy nonetheless.

...He sailed to America.




... B TOM Xe rony, B Toi ke Opecce poaniach TepONHS HAIIETO JaJlbHENUIIIET0O
pacckasa...

...Canxkr-IletepOypr...

Kpysxurcst rpamodontad maactuaka. Ero gouepu yuarcs TanieBath. B 6esbix
IJIaThbUIAX OHU BaJIbCUPYIOT Ha MapKEeTHOM IIOJIY W BCeTAa HEOXKHUAAHHO JIJIs
Hero MajaioT Ha JWBaH, yCTaBIINe, CUaCTINBbIE, 3A/TMBAIONAECS CMEXOM.

ITO MMOBTOPSIETCSI CHOBA M CHOBA...

...BIIEpBBIE OHA TIOSIBUIACH OCEHBIO...

On cuabiian o Hel He pa3. [leTu moBTOpsiIM Ha Bee Jiajibl: AHHA AXMaTOBa,
Anna AHipeeBHa AXMaToBa... ITU TPU «A» BUTAJU B UX JIOMe, KaK aHTeJIbl Ha
BUHBETKAX MACIIapTy.

... That same year, in that same Odessa, the heroine of our latest tale was born.

... St. Petersburg...

A record spins on the gramophone. His daughters are learning to dance. In
white gowns, they waltz on the parquet, always, unexpected to him, falling on the
divan, exhausted, happy, drowning in laughter.

The scene repeats itself again and again...

... She appeared for the first time in autumn...

He had heard of her many a time. His children chanted: Anna Akhmatova, Anna
Andreyevna Akhmatova... These three “A”s floated through their house, like
angels on vignettes.




...BBICOKasI, Xylasl, B IJTHHHOM CBETJIOM ILJIaThe, yCHITTaHHOM TEMHBIMU METTKUMU
I[BETOYKAMU, C POBHO IOJCTPY/KEHHON 4YEIKON Hajx JOOM — OHa 3aIl0JIHIJIA
co00ii BCE TPOCTPAHCTBO.

Buumarenbubiii a3 ¢ororpada cpady OTMETHJ Pe3Kyl0 TOPOMHKY Ha
HOCY, He TOPTSIIYIO KEHCKOe JIUIO0, JEJAONIYI0 €T0o ellé IpuBJeKaTeIbHee,
HeoTpasnMee.

N Npa, u Onst, u Opuka, v camas muiainas, JIns, ;kaauch y OTKPbITON JBEPH,
He OTPBIBAs IJ1a3 OT JOJTOKIAHHOU TOCThH.

Onu yBesmm AHHY AHIpeeBHY B TOCTHUHYIO, @ OH CTaJjl MOAOMpPaTh ILIACTUHBI
JUIS CHEMKHU.

...tall, slender, in a long, bright dress speckled with tiny dark flowers, evenly-cut
bangs on her forehead - her essence filled the room.

The photographer’s careful eye immediately remarked the distinct hook in her
nose, which didn’t affect the femininity of her face, rather making it more attrac-
tive, unique.

Ida, Olga, Frika, and even little Lilya squeezed to the open door, not daring to tear
their eyes away from the long-awaited guest. They took Anna Andreyevna to
the guest room as he began to gather plates for the shoot.




..MacTep J01T0 ycaxkuBasg AHHY AHpeeBHY B Kpeco. OHa He MOTJIa B HEM
yKUThCS. Eil XoTemoch Kak Obl IPHCECTh Ha KpaellleK, HEeHA[0Jro, 1 JIETKO
BCKOYUTH, KOT/Ia 3aKOHYNTCS (hoTorpadpupoBaHme.

OH pasMbIILIsLL: «B nmpoduib — pemieHo... mes BeJUKOJIETHA... XOPOIIO Obl
U PYKHU TI0KAa3aTh... U BCE JKe Yero-To He XBaTaerT... KOHEUHO, HYKHbBI OYChI!» —
HaKOHeI] ITIOHSJI OH.

Jlouepu mobeskaan B CIAJIBHIO M YepPe3 MUHYTY IPUHECIN JJINHHYIO HUTD U3
yépHoro arara. Kaxas yxsaTuaach 3a Heé, jKeJiast IIepBOI IIOMOYb OJIETh OYChI
Ha 1eto AHHe AH/IpeeBHe.

Heoxupanno HUTH MoOpBajiach, W araT CO CTYKOM pas3MeTajicsl 10 BCEMY
aTeJibe.

... the master required a long time to seat Anna Andreyevna. She could not make
her peace with the chaise. She merely wanted to sit on its corner, for just a
moment, not for long, and leap up sprightly, when the photographing was over.

He thought: “Definitely the profile... the neck is magnificent... it would be nice
to show the hands as well... but still something is lacking... of course, she needs
beads!” and finally he understood.

His daughters raced into the bedroom and returned in a minute, carrying a long
string emblazened with agate. Each girl clutched at it, longing to be the one to en-
circle Anna Andreyevna’s neck with the beads.

Suddenly, the string broke, and the studio filled with the tapping of agate.




et umcmyrajmnch, CMyTUJINCh M 3aCTBHLJIM B HEPENIMTENBHOCTH, OXKUIAS

MOPUIIAHKWS OTIA, HO AHHa AHJ[peeBHa IPEIJIOKIIA BCEM BMecTe OBICTPO
cobparh OYCUHKH ¥ ITepBas IPUHSIACH 3a ITOKUCK.

/leBOUKU 3a HEIl.

- Bor e1i¢ ofHa... ¥ BOT... U BOT.

Harmoch ceMbiecsT ceMb.

- 51 3arajana: BOT CTOJIBKO U IIPOKUBY, — TUXO IIPOM3HECIa AXMAaTOBa, KaK Obl
M3BUHSISICh, U CHOBA CeJia B KPeCJio.

BosHukia TuiimHa...

“...Besb oH cHuMaJg u bioka, u I'ymunésa, u IlactepHaka... “- mogymasia ona u
OJ(HSLIA PYKY ¢ OycaMM K ILIeqy.

The children, frightened and embarrassed, froze, awaiting their father’s
reproach, but Anna Andreyevna suggested that they all quickly gather the beads,
and set off on the search. The girls followed.

Here is another one... and another... and another one here.

Seventy-seven were found.

“I guess, that’s how long I'll last,” whispered Akhmatova, as if apologizing, and
resumed her place on the chaise.

A silence arose...

“... he photographed Gumilev... and Blok... and Pasternak...” she thoughts and
raised the hand with the beads to her shoulder.
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JIuk e€ ObLT «IevasieH U cBeresi». MacTep CXBaTHJI 9TOT MUT ¥ 3arledatJiet
HaBEKU.

...oH nipoBoziusi Auny AnzpeeHy no @onrtannoro /Joma. Korma onm 1mmm
10 YJIMIlAM U TIepeyJIKaM, BCTPeUYHble 000paunBaINCh Ha HUX: NMITO3aHTHBIX,
KPaCHUBbIX, BBICOKUX...

[Ipomasics, AuHa AHJpeeBHA BCIIOMHUJA: «Y MaMUHOU mojapyru Jluku, B
EBniaTopuu, cOXpaHUICs 10 Ceii IeHb MOPTPeT Balieil paboThl. S 9T0 MmoHsIa
cpasy, yBujes Ha HeBckom «Csetonuch Hanmersbaymas...

On norenoBan el pyKy, moayMas: «3HAUYUT, CYACTJIMBbIE MUHYTbI MOTYT
MTOBTOPSATHCA!»

Her expression shone sorrow and light. The master captured this moment and
held it captive for the ages.

... He walked her to the Fountain House. When they walked down streets and
alleys, passers-by admired them: imposing, beautiful, towering...

Departing, Anna Andreyevna remembered: “My mother’s friend, Lika, in
Eupatoria, still has, to this day, a portrait of your making. | understood that
immediately when | saw ‘Photography by Nappelbaum’ on Nevsky...”

He kissed her hand, thinking “Joyous moments truly can be repeated.”
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“A IOoHOIIA, BBIPE3aBIINI aJMa3oM CTeKJo, morub B Besmoit I'Bapanm...» —
3aKOHYMIa AXMaTOBa 1 OBICTPO CKPBLIACH 33 KOJOHHAMIAL..

...oH hoTorpaupoBasl ee 4acTo 1 Bcerjga Kak OyATo BIIEPBBIE....

...00JTBIIIEBUCTCKOE TIPABUTEIBCTBO TIepedpaioch B MOCKBY U IPUXBATILIO C
coboit Hy:kHOTO hoTorpada...

...BOJK]IH, TIOJTKOBO/IIIBI, CTapbie OOIbIIEBUKH, MOJIObIE TAPTHIIIIBI, paboune,
KOJIXO3HUIIBI, CTAXaHOBI[bI, TTAITTAHWUHITHL...

..AMEHUTBIEC aKTEPBI, MEBI(bI, OAJEPUHDI, XYAOKHUKH, IHCATEIN, MTOITHI,
y4E€HBbIE, My3BIKAHTHL...

“... and the boy who cut the glass died in the White Guards...” concluded
Akhmatova and quickly disappeared behind the columns.

... he frequently took snapshots op her, and always as if it was for the first time...

... Bolshevik might moved into Moscow, taking with it the requisite
photographer ...

... rulers, generals, old Bolsheviks, young partisans, laborers, collectivists,
Stakhanovites, Papaninites...

... actors, singers, ballerinas, artists, writers, poets, scientists, musicians...
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...KaJIei1IOCKOII JII] HOBBIX COBOYPOB ¥ MOTUOAIOIINX apUCTOKPATOB JyXa.

..AHHa AH/peeBHa 4acTo Hae3kaja B MOCKBY, HO HU pa3y UX IIyTU He
nepecekaanch. OHa Oblila TOHMMAa, HeU3/aBaeMa, HeleyaraeMa.

..ero tauyyno B Cankr-IlerepOypr. Xoremoch mnpoiituch 1mo HeBckomy,
3arJISTHY Th B aTeJIbe, TOOPOANTD IT0 HabepPesKHOM, ITOXOANTD IT0 3a/1aM DPMUTAKA,
IOCTOSITH Ttepe] peMOpaHTOBCKUM «CTapuKoOM»...

...M03BOHUTH B 1Bepb Donrtannoro /Joma...

Korzma crapiias 104b BepHyJach M3 CCbLIKU B JIEHWHTPaZ, OH peIuics
noexatb. Hu cbiH, HE elié aBe pouepw, ;kuBire B MOCKBe, He JTOJIKHBI ObLIN
3HaTh 00 9TOM — OHU He MYCTHJIX OBl BOCHBMH/IECATHCEMIIETHETO CTapUKa B
nopory. CompoBoskaana ero jgobuvunia Dpuka.

...peMuHUCIeHIU ¢ yxonoM JIpBa ToscToro.

... a kaleidoscope of faces, from the new “Soviet bourgeoisie” to expiring aristo-
cratic souls.

... Anna Andreyevna often visited Moscow, but not once did their paths cross. She
was persecuted, unpublishable, unprintable.

... He longed for St. Petersburgh. He wished to promenade across the Nevsky,
glance into the studio, stroll along the waterfront, walk the halls of the Hermitage,
stand by Rembrandt’s “Old Jew”...

... ring the bell of the Fountain House...

When his eldest daughter returned from exile to Leningrad, he decided to go.
Neither his son, nor his two daughters in Moscow, could know about it - they
wouldn’t allow an eighty-seven-year-old man to take to the road. His beloved Frika
accompanied him.

... reminiscent of the parting of Lev Tolstoy.

13




OceHHUI JOKIMK MEJIKO 1 OecIpepbIBHO HakpambiBaj ¢ yrpa. Maa u Mpuka
yuiu B loctunsbiii /[Bop...

...OH ITyCTUJICS B IIyTh caMm. He criparmBaj HU y KOTO, KaK IPOWTH, & YBEPEHHO,
Kak Oy/JTO 9TO OBLJIO COBCEM HEIABHO, IPOIIE K OTpajie 3HAKOMOTO JIOMA...

...ITIPOIILTIO BCETO TPUAIIATD TATH JIET...

Macrep He pemnuiicst T03BOHUTH. be3 mpenyripeskienus He IPUHSATO, Jla U KaK
BCTPETHT...

N3 niogbesna Boitiim Be skeHckue purypol. OiHa pixjad, KpyIHasd, B TEMHOM
1Iaie, ¢ 6e10i KOPOHOM BOJIOC HAJ[ TOP/0 MOIHSTON TOJIOBOM, a ApyTast IoHas,
XpYyIIKasi, BCsl BHUMAaHIe, BCsI T01000CTpacTHe.

The November rain drizzled lightly and incessantly since morning. Ida and Frika
left for the Guest dvor...

... he departed on his journey alone. He made no inquiries of his route, but
confidently, as if it had been just yesterday, came to the gate of a familiar home...

... a mere thirty-five years had passed...

The master debated whether to ring. It is not customary without invitation, and
then how would he be received...

Two female figures emerged from the entranceway. One flabby and grand, in a
dark raincoat and a white crown of hair upon a proudly raised head; the other
young, frail, consumed by attentiveness and servility.

14




JleByllika pacKpbljia 30HT W TTOHsIA HAJl... AHHOU AHJIpeeBHOIA.

...9TO OBLIa OHA.

Kazanoch, Hruero o0I1ero He 0CTaJI0Ch OT TOM apTUCTUYHOM, HEITOBTOPUMOM
000JI0YKH, KOTOPYTO TaK TOYHO Hepemann 1 Moauabssau, i AJIbTMaH, M OH CaM,
HO ... IAPCTBEHHOCTD IMPUCYTCTBOBAJIA U ceryac.

Omnu crasu npubmKaThest. OH CHSII CTaPOMOIHYIO IS U CJIeTKa HAKJIOHILT
cenyto rosoBy. [lopaBHsBIIMCh, AXMaTOBa CTajla PhIThCA B CYMOYKe, HO IOHas
CIIyTHHUI[A TTOTSIHYJIa €€ 3a PyKaB, CKa3aB YTO-TO HEZL0OPOKETATENbHOE. .

...JTO3K/Ib XJIECTAJI T10 JIILY, OH ITPOJIOJIKAJ CTOSITh, CXKaB IIJIAILY B PyKaX, U ellle
yBHUJIE], KaK OHM 3aBepHYJIN 3a yroJl 1 AHHa AHpeeBHA 00epHYJIach Ha3al...
oOepHyJIach Ha3afl...

The young girl unfurled her umbrella and raised it above... Anna Andreyevna.

... it was her.

It seemed as if nothing remained of that artistic, unforgettable vision, which was
so precisely portrayed by Modigliani, and Altman, and even himself, but...
royalty, her royalty was evident still.

They approached. He removed his outmoded chapeau, and bowed his greyed
head slightly. Coming up alongside, Akhmatova fumbled through her purse, but
the girl tugged at her arm, saying something ill-natured...

... the rain whipping his face, he continued to stand, squeezing his hat in his
hands, and managed to glimpse, as they turned the corner, Anna Akhmatova
looking back... looking back...

15
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A. Topenko (A. Axmarosa). 1905. Esnatopusi.
A. Gorenko (A. Akhmatova). 1905. Eupatoria.




A. Axmarosa. 20-e r.I.
A. Akhmatova. 1920s.
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A. Axmarosa. [Tapckoe Ceno. 20-¢ .. Hletu dororpada M. Hannennbayma ¢ apyms
A. Akhmatova. Tzarskoe Selo. 1920s. nogpyramu. Cankr-IlerepOypr.
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Children of photographer M. Nappelbaum with
two friends. St. Petersburg.




A. Axmarosa. Cankr-IlerepOypr. 1924 r.
A. Akhmatova. St. Petersburg. 1924.
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A. Axmarosa. 1924 1.
A. Akhmatova. 1924.




A. AXMaTOBa. 1925 1.
A. Akhmatova. 1925.
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M. Hannens6aym. Hauaso 20-x.
M. Nappelbaum. Early 1920s.




A. AxmaroBa. 20-e r.T.
A. Akhmatova. 1920s.
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A. Axmarosa. 20-e .1,
A. Akhmatova. 1920s.




A. Axmarosa. 20-e r.T.
A. Akhmatova. 1920s.
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M. Hanmesisbaym. B cepenmne 20-x.
M. Nappelbaum. Mid-1920s.




A. AxmatoBa. B cepenune 20-x.
A. Akhmatova. Mid-1920s.
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A. Axmarosa. B komuie 20-x.
A. Akhmatova. Late 1920s.
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A. Axmarosa. @auranusii fom. 1919.
A. Akhmatova. Fountain House. 1919.

e o
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A. AxmaroBa. Hauamno 20-x.
A. Akhmatova. Early 1920s.

A. Axmarosa.
DanTaHHBINA JOM.
Hauamo 20-x.

A. Akhmatova.
Fountain House.
Early 1920s.
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Cembs dororpada M. Hanmenbb6ayma Ha gade ¢ Apy3bsMu.
Family of photographer M. Nappelbaum at their summer house with friends.

A. AxmatoBa B roctax y C. lllepsunckoro. Ctapku. 1936 r.
A. Akhmatova at S. Shervinsky’s house. Starki. 1936.
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A. Axmarosa ¢ U. Bynunoit u Aneit Kamunckoii. 1958 t.
A. Akhmatova with I. Bunina and Anya Kaminskaya. 1958.
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A. Axmarosa. Havamng 60-x.
A. Akhmatova. Early 1960s.

[Toat A. KieHoB ipenoiHOCUT
A. AXMaTOBO#1 CBOIO KHUTY.
Mocksa. 1957 1.

Poet A. Klenov presents his
book to A. Akhmatova.
Moscow. 1957.
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M. Hanmesmpbaym B kabunere. 30-e r.r. MockBa.
M. Nappelbaum in his office. 1930s. Moscow.
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M. Hammensbaym. B konite 50-x.
M. Nappelbaum. Late 1950s.




A. Axmarosa. 60-e r.I.
A. Akhmatova. 1960s.
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A. Axmarosa. B koni1e 50-x.
A. Akhmatova. Late 1950s.




M. Hammensbaym. 1957 .
M. Nappelbaum. 1957.
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Xynoxuuk 0. Yepenanos

E. Onpmanckoi

Okcnubpuc
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Cmuxu AHHbI A xmMamonou

[Toxymnika y:xe ropssua

C 06enx CTOpOH.

Bot u BTOpas cBeua
lacHeT, 1 KpUK BOPOH
CTaHOBUTCS BCE CIIBITITHEMN.
4 sty HOUb He cniana,
[Tosano nymats o cHe...
Kak necrepmumo 6eja
[ITopa Ha GeoM OKHE.
3npaBcTByi!

1909

The pillow is already hot
On both sides.
The second candle flickers out
And now the ravens’ cries
Outside grow more distinct.
I haven’t slept this night --
Too late to think of sleep...
How unbearably white it is,
The curtain on that white window.
Hello!
1909

Anna Akhmatova’s Poems 39
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Cmuxu AHHbI AXMamoBou

s/Kapko BeeT BeTep AYIIHbBIH,
CouHIle pyku 000KIIIO,

Haio MHOTO CBOJT BO3/IYIIIHBIN,
CJ10BHO cHHEe CTEKJIO;

Cyxo MaxHyT UMMOPTEJN
B pasmerasiielics koce.
Ha ctBoJie kopsaBOii enin
Mypasbunoe 1rocce.

[Ipyx neruBo cepebpurcs,
/Ku3Hb 1M0-HOBOMY JIeTIa...
KTo ceroinst MHe TPUCHUTCS
B nécrpoii ceTke ramaka?

1910, Kues

Hot drafts of airless wind
The sun has burned my hands
And the dome of sky

Is just like blue glass.

A dry smell of immortels
In my disordered plaits
The ragged pine trunk

Is a thoroughfare for ants.

The lake is lazy chrome.

Life has new easiness.

Now, who will I dream of

In the hammock’s colored nets?

1910, Kiev

Anna Akhmatova’s Poems




Cmuxu AHHbI AXMamoBou

OH 110611 TPU BEIU Ha CBETe:

3a BeuepHell IeHbe, OeJIbIX TaBJINHOB
N créptoie kapThl AMepuKH,

He sr06m1, Korja miagyT 1eTu,

He m06u1 yag ¢ MmaanHoin

W 5KeHCKOI NCTEPUK.

...A g ObLIa ero KeHoi.

1911

He loved three things in life --
Evensong, white peacocks,

And old, worn maps of the New World.
He didn’t like it when children cried,
He didn’t like tea with raspberry

Or female hysterics.

... And I was his wife.

1911

Anna Akhmatova’s Poems

A1
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Cmuxu AHHbI AXMamoBou
Ilecenka

4 Ha costHeuHOM BOCXO/I€E
[Ipo s11060Bb TI0I0,

Ha xonensix B oropojie
Jlebeny mouro.

BoipbiBato u 6pocaro —
[TycTth mpocTUT MeHs.
By, neBouka bocast
[Tnader y ureTHs.

CTpalllHo MHe OT 3BOHKUX BOILIEH
Tosioca 6empl,

Bcé cuibHaee 3amax TenJbi
MépTtBoii siebepl.

E/EIIIGT KaMeHb BMECTO xJieha
He Harpajiol 3JI01.

Hazo MmHOI0 TOIBKO HEDO,

A cO MHOIO TOJIOC TBOM.

1911, [Hapckoe Ceo

Little Song

At the sunny dawn

[ sing about’love

On my knees in the garden
I'm pulling goose-foot weed.

[ rip it out and toss it --
See if it forgives...
And T see a barefoot girl
Crying at the hedge.

Her loud sobs unnerve me

They ring out with distress.
The'warm smell of dead goose-foot
Is growing very thick.

A stone instead of bread

Will be my mean reward.
Above me, only sky, _
And with me, just your voice.

1911, Tzarskoe Selo
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Benenusga

3ot0Tast TOyOSITHS Y BOJIBI,
JlackoBoOl 11 MJI€IOIIe-3eJIEHO;
3aMeTaeT BeTePOK COJIEHBIH
YEpHBIX JTOOK Y3KUE CIIe/IbI.

CTobKO HEKHBIX, CTPAHHBIX JIUI] B TOJIIIE.
B kaxxmoit 1aBKe ApKre UrpPyIIKu:

C KHUTOM JIeB Ha BBINITUTON MMOIYIITKE,

C KHUTOW JIeB Ha MPaMOPHOM CTOJIOE.

Kak Ha jpeBHEM, BBIIIBETIIIEM XOJICTE,
CroraeT HEOO TYCKIO-TOIy0O0E. ..

Ho se TecHo B 3TOI1 TeCcHOTE

W He ayniHo B CBIPOCTHU U 3HOE.

1912, aBrycr

Venice

A gold columbarium by the water,
Which flows tender and meltingly-green;
A salty breeze sweeps away

The narrow trails of black boats.

The crowd is full of strange and gentle faces,
Each shop has brightly colored toys:

A lion reading on an embroidered pillow,

A lion reading on a marble post.

The sky cools to a tarnished blue

Like something on a blown and ancient stem...
But it’s not oppressive in this crowded place,
Not stifling in its heat and damp.

1912, August
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T'onoc mamsaTu
O. A. Tne6oBoii-Cy neiikuHoi

YTo THI BUAMIITH, TYCKJIO HA CTEHY CMOTPSI,
B uac, Korga Ha Hebe TIO31HSIS 3apsi?

Yaliky i1 Ha CUHEeW CKaTePTH BOJIbI
WNnu dpyopenTuiickue caibl?

Nm napk orpomusiit [lapckoro Ceiia,
I'ne Tebe TpeBora myTh Imepecexia?

Wb TOro THI BUUIITB Y CBOUX KOJIEH,
Kro m1st 6estoit cMepTH TBOW TIOKUHYJT TIIE€H?

Her, g BUXKY CTEHY TOJBKO — 1 HA HEN
OtcBeTbl HEOECHBIX TACHYIIUX OTHEH.

1913. Nions. CiennesBo

The Voice of Memory

To O. A. Glebova-Sudeikina
What do you see, in that hour that you stare at the wall
When the sky holds late dawn?
A seagull on the blue tablecloth of sea,
Or Florentine gardens?
Or those vast grounds at Tsarskoe Selo
Where dread crossed your path?
Or him at your knees,
Who abandoned your bondage to gain a white death?
No, I see only the wall - and on it
Reflections of the sky’s fires going out.

1913. June. Slepnevo
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Bynelib ;kuTh, He 3HAS JIMXa,
[IpaBuTh U CyauTD,

Co cBoell ToAAPyTOi TUXOU
CopiHOBEU pacTUTD.

1 Bo BcéM Tebe yaaua,

OTo0 Bcex ITOYET,

ToI HE 3HAI, UTO g OT ILJIaYa
JIHSM Tepsito CUET.

MHoro Hac Takux Oe3J0MHBIX,
Cna Hama B TOM,

Yro 11 HAC CJIenbIX U TEMHBIX
Cseten boxuii 1oM.

W nnsa nac, CKIOHEHHBIX J0JTY,
AJTapu ropsr,

Hamm k boxbeMy ripectoury
Tomoca netr.

1913

You will live, not knowing hardship,
To govern and to judge

With your quiet lady

Bringing up your sons.

In all things, you will gain conquests,
And from all, respect.

Not for you to know that, weeping,
Of days I'm losing track.

There are many like me, homeless.
Our strength comes from this:
That for us, the dim and blind ones,
The house of God is lit.

And for us, bent to our portion,
The altars are alight.

To the high throne of our Lord
Our voices are in flight.
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IlanTe

Il mio bel San Giovanni
Inferno. Dante

OH u 1ocjie CMEPTHU He BEPHYJICS
B crapyio DJjiopeHIuio cBoio.
ITOT, yXO/isl, HE OTJISTHYJICS,
ITOMY s 9TY II€CHb TI0IO0.

aKeJI, HOUb, TIOCJIefHee 00bAThe,
3a MOpPoOroM JIUKHii BOTLIb CYIBOBI.
OH u3 aj1a el mocas MPOKJISIThe
U B paro He MOT eé 320bITh,-
Ho é)ocoﬁ, B pyOaxe IMOKasiHHOIA,
Co cBeuoil 3aKKEHHOM He TIPOIIET
ITo cBoeit DiopeHIINN KeJTaHHOM,
BepoJsiomMHO11, HU3KOM, TOJTOKIAHHOM. ..

1936

Dante

Il mio bel San Giovanni
Inferno. Dante

Even after death he did not return
To his old Florence.

Leaving, this one did not look back.
I sing this song for him.

A torch, the night, a last embrace,
Outside fate howled.

From hell he sent her a curse,

And couldn’t forget her in heaven -
But barefoot, in a penitential shirt,
He never walked with a lit candle
Through the Florence that he loved,
Faithless, low, and long-awaited...

1936
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[Topa 3a0BITH BEPOJIIOKIIL TOT TaM

U Gesbili 10M Ha yauile 7JKyKOBCKOIA.
[Topa, opa k 6epésam 1 rpudam.

K mupoxoii oceHrn MOCKOBCKO.

TaMm Bce Terepb cugeT, Kak B poce,

I He60 3a0MpaeTcs BBICOKO,

N nomuut Porauesckoe 1mocce
Paszboiiabiii mocBucT MoJ010r0 Btoka...

1944-60

It’s time to forget this braying of camels

And the white house on Zhukovski Street

Time to return to the birches and mushrooms
Of Moscow’s broad-spirited autumn.

There, where it’s morning and everything shines,
The sky is hauling itself to a height

And the Rogachevsky highway remembers
Young Blok’s brigandish whistle...

1944-60
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W B namMsATH 4EPHO, MOIIAPUB, HAUJENTH
[lo caMoro JIOKTS niepyaTky,

U nous [lerepbypra. 11 B cympake Jiox
Tor 3amax u AyUIHbIN, U CTATKUN.

U Betep c 3anuBa. A TaMm, MEKy CTPOK,
Muny4 u axu u oxu,

Tebe ynbibHETCS TTpe3puTebHO biiok —
Tparnueckuii TeHOP AMOXMU.

1944-60

If you dig in your dark memory, you'll find them --
The elbow-length gloves

And the Petersburg night. In the theatre,

That airless, sweet fragrance.

And the wind from the bay. And there, between lines,
Avoiding the sighs and applause,

Blok glances at you and disdainfully smiles --

The tragic tenor voice of the age.

1944-60
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