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 40/اٝ و٠ زيك ـا ؼٝوز ؼاٌز ؼـ قٛؽُي . 12

 42/وٞاـي . 13

 44/ػٍوز ـا ُؽايي ٛ٘ي ًٜٖ . 14

 46/ٌبِٗبٟ . 15

ٟ ايٖ . 16  48/ايٜي ٠٘١ ٗيػٞاـٟ ٝ ١فق

 50/ٝ ١ير ًه ث٠ ؼيؽاـٕ ٛ٘ي آيؽ . ..... 17

 ١/54٘ي٠ٍ دي٘ب٢ٛبي قيبؼي اق ؼٓؽاؼٟ . 18

 58/ُٜجؽ ثٜٔؽ آثيشف اوز . 19

 

 



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ /6

 

 62/ٓكيٜىٌي . ثفاي ٕ. 20

 64/آٝاي غب٘فٟ . 21

 66 /١1913ٍشٖ ٛٞاٗجف . 22

 ٢ٗ/68٘بٙ . 23
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! ٗشجفى ثبؼ ايٚ ـٛح ث٠ ١٘فا١ٖ سب اثؽ

. ٌبٟ، ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ ٗٚ ٗفؼٟ اوز

 ***

ٛكؼيي ٌبِٗب١بٙ ثٞؼ، ٝ غٞـٌيؽ ٗي وٞغز وفغٌٞٙ، 

: ١ٌٞفٕ ث٠ غب٠ٛ آٗؽ، ٝ غئي آـإ ُلز

 ***

، ديٌفي ـا يبكشٜؽ «ثفاي ٌٌبـ ثيفٝٙ ـكش٠ ثٞؼ»

ٖ ثٜي ثف غبى . دبي ثٔٞ

 ***

ؼِٓيفٕ ٠ً ٠ٌٔٗ ؼـ ٗطٜز ١فاوٜبًً »

« .قٛي آٙ زٜبٙ خٞاٙ، يي ٌج٠ ُيىٞاًٛ غبًىشفي ٌؽ

 ***

ديذً ـا ثفؼاٌز ٝ ًيى٠ ي سٞسٞٙ ـا ٝ ـكز 

. ٌجب٠ٛ سب ٗبٜٛؽ ١٘ي٠ٍ دبن ؼ١ؽ، ٝ اًٜٞٙ ٗٚ س٢ٜبيٖ

 ***

ؼغشفٕ ـا، ثبلا غٞا١ٖ ـكز ٝ ؼـخب ثيؽاـ ٗي ًٜٖ، 

ّ اِٛيك ٗي آٝيكٕ  .... ٝ ؼـ ز٢ٍ٘بي ؼ

 ***

١فُك »: ثيفٝٙ، ؼـغش٢ب ٛدٞا ٗي ًٜٜؽ

« .....ٌب١شبٙ ـا ٛػٞا١يؽ ؼيؽ، اٝ ثفاي ١٘ي٠ٍ ـكش٠ اوز 

 

                                                                                   آٛب آغ٘بسٞا 
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 ث٠ آٛب آغ٘بسٞا - 

 

ايكؼٌؼف وٍٞ، قيجبسفيٚ 

ٟ ٝاـ ٌت وليؽ . ؼـ ٗيبٙ ايكؼ١ٜفاٙ، سدٔي ٌٞـيؽ

ٟ اي . ٝ سٞكبٛي اق ثفف ويبٟ ثف وفاوف ـٝوي٠ ث٠ دب ًفؼ

ٟ ١بي قاـي٢بيز ؼـ ٗب غٔيؽٟ اوز . ٛيك

 ***

. ايٚ ٠ُٛٞ ٗبٜٛؽ اوجبٛي ِٓبٕ ثىش٠ ـٕ ٗي ًٜيٖ

آٛب !- آظ- ثبـ١ب دي٘بٙ ثىش٠ ايٖ

ايٚ ٛبٕ آ١ي اوز ثيٌفاٙ - آغ٘بسٞا

. ٠ً ؼـ لـكٜب١بي ثي ٛبٕ كفٝ ٗي ـٝؼ

 ***

ٝ ٗب سبج ٗي ُؿاـيٖ ثف وف زفا ٠ً ـٟ ٗي وذفيٖ 

. ثف ١٘بٙ غبًي ٠ً ٌ٘ب دب ُؿاٌش٠ ايؽ، ثب ١٘بٙ آو٘بِٙ كفاقٗبٙ

١ف ٠ً ثب ـٛح هؽـر ٗفُجبـر ١٘ؽٕ اوز 

. خبٝؼا٠ٛ غٞا١ؽ ؿٜٞؼ ؼـ كفاوٞي ثىشف ٗفًُ

 ***

ؼـ ٢ٌف غٌٜٞٞايٖ ُٜجؽ١ب ٗي وٞقٛؽ 

ٟ ي ًٞـ غؽاٝٛؽُبـ ؼـغٍبٛي ـا ٗي وشبيؽ . ٝ آٝاـ

 ٗٚ ٢ٌف ٛبهٞو٢بي ثي ٌ٘بـٕ ـا ث٠ سٞ ٗي ثػٍٖ 

. هٔجٖ: آغ٘بسٞا، ٝ ثب ايٚ ديٌٍٍي

 

 ٗبـيٜب سى٠ سبيٞا
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   ث٠ ٗبـيٜب سى٠ سبيٞا- 

....... آٟ ايكؼ١ٜف وٍٞ                  

                             ٗبـيٜب سى٠ سبيٞا 

 

ايٜدب ثف خب ُؿاٌش٠ إ ٠٘١ ي ايٚ زيك١بيي ٠ً ثفايٖ 

. ١٘بٙ ُٜدي٠ٜ ي قٗيٚ ٝ آؾي٢ٜبيً اوز

ايٚ ٌٌىش٠ ٌبغ٠ ي ؼـغشي ـي٠ٍ ًٚ ٌؽٟ 

. اًٜٞٙ ايكؼ ٌٗبٙ اوز

 ***

ٖ ٝثيً، ١ِ٘ي ٗبٙ. ٗب ٢ٗ٘بٙ قٛؽُبٛي ١ىشيٖ ً .

. قيىشٚ ػبؼسي ٗطٓ اوز

ث٠ ُ٘بٖٛ ٗي ٌٜٕٞ ؼـ ـا٢١بي اثيفي 

. ٜ٘يٚ ؼٝ ِؽا ـا اٛؽ١ٜٝبى

ُلشٖ ؼٝ؟ دبي ؼيٞاـ، ثٞس٠ اي ١ىز 

.... ثفآٗؽٟ اقٗيبٙ غبـثىز وػز 

٢ًٜىبّ اوز، ثب ٌبغ٠ ١بي سبـيي ٝ غفٕ 

. ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً ٌؼف ٗبـيٜب سى٠ سبيٞا

 

 آٛب آغ٘بسٞا
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  آٌٜبيي 
 
       

.  ؼـ اٝؼوبي اًفايٚ قاؼٟ ٌؽ1889ث٠ وبّ   Анна Андреевна Горенко ٌٜٞآٛب آٛؽـييٞا ُبـي   . 

 ٝي ثؼؽ١ب ٛبٕ غٞؼ ـا ث٠ آٛب آغ٘بسٞا  ثب ٌبػف ٝ ٛظفي٠ دفؼاق ٢ٖٗ ـٝن ٛيٌلا ُٞٗئق اقؼٝاج1910ؼـ . سـييف ؼاؼ

ده اق ٗؽر ًٞسب١ي ٍٛف ٌؼف١بيً ـا آؿبق ًفؼ ٝ ث٠ ١٘فاٟ ُٞٗئق، يٌي اق . ٛيٌلا ُٞٗئق اقؼٝاج ًفؼ

ٟ ١بي أِي ؼـ ٢ٕٛز آ٠ً٘ ايىز ٌؽ ١يٕٞ ؼـ . اي. ٠ً ١٘بٜٛؽي٢بيي ثب ٌٛٞش٠ ١بي سي-آ٠ً٘ ايىٖ. ز٢ف

ثف ـٌٜٝي ثيبٙ ٝ ِٜبػز ١ٜفي سأًيؽ ٗي ًفؼ، ث٠ ٗثبث٠ ي دبؼق١في ؼـ - اِٛٔيه ٝ ٌٗشت اي٘بليىٖ ؼاٌز

.                                     ٗوبثْ وجي يٌىفٟ س٘بٕ ٌؽٟ ٝ قثبٙ ٗج٢ٖ ؼـ ٌؼف اٝاغف هفٙ ٛٞقؼ١ٖ ؼـ ـٝوي٠

ٙ اِٛيك ُؿاٌز، ُفز٠ غئي قٝؼ ؼٓىفؼ ٌؽٛؽ آٛب آغ٘بسٞا ثب .     اٛولاة ـٝوي٠ ثف قٛؽُبٓي آ٢ٛب سأثيفي ١يدب

ايٚ ٠٘١ ثب اػؽإ ؼٝوز ٝ ١٘ىف ديٍيًٜ ُٞٗئق ث٠ ٝوي٠ٔ ي ثٍٔٞي٢ٌب ؼـ ٌِلشي كفٝ ٗبٛؽ، ًىي ٠ً 

ٟ ي قيبؼي اٝ ـا 1938قٛؽاٛي ٌؽٙ دىفٌبٙ ٓق ُٞٗئق ؼـ . اؼػب ٗي ٌؽ ث٠ اٛولاة غيبٛز ًفؼٟ اوز  سب اٛؽاق

ٝي سب ٗفٍ اوشبٓيٚ، ؼـ قٛؽاٙ ٝ اـؼُٝب٢١ب ثبهي ٗبٛؽ ٝ ثؼؽ١ب ثب ٌٌىشٚ يػ٢ب ؼـ خَٜ . ث٠ وٌٞر ًٍبٛؽ

١٘ىف . ثب ايٚ ٠٘١، آغ٘بسٞا ؼٝٗيٚ ثبـ اقؼٝاج ًفؼ، ٝ وذه ثفاي ثبـ وٕٞ. وفؼ ـ١بيي اي ٌٗ٘ٚ ٌؽ

ٌٛٞش٠ ١بيً اق .  ؼـ اـؼُٝب١ي ؼـ ويجفي خبٙ ؼاؼ1945 ؼوشِيف ٌؽ ٝ ثؼؽ١ب ؼـ 1949وًٞٗ ٛيٌلا دٞٛيٚ، ؼـ 

 سٔٞيطبً سٌليف ٌؽٛؽ ٝ آٙ ُبٟ ده اق ث٠ دبيبٙ ـويؽٙ خَٜ خ٢بٛي ؼٕٝ ؼٝثبـٟ ٜٗ٘ٞع 1940 سب 1925وبّ 

.                                   ثف غلاف ثىيبـي اق ٗؼبِفاٙ اؼثي اي، ١فُك ٠ٛ ٢ٗبخفر ًفؼ ٝ ٠ٛ سجؼيؽ ٌؽ. ٌؽٛؽ  

ٍٛف ًشبث٢بيً ـا ثبق ٗي ؼاٌز ٝ ؼٌٜ٘ي غٙفٛبى ٌ٘فؼٟ ٗي ٌؽ، اٗب .    ضٌٞٗز اوشبٓيٜي ثف اٝ خلب ٗي ًفؼ

ؼـ ١٘بٙ ضبّ ٠ً ث٠ غب٘ف ٌؼف١بي آؿبقيًٜ ٗٞـؼ سٞخ٠ ٗفؼٕ ثٞؼ، ٝ ضشي اوشبٓيٚ غٙف ٛ٘ي ًفؼ ث٠ اٝ 

ـٛح ٗفؼٕ  (آٗفقٌػٞاٛي)ثكـُشفيٚ ٌؼفي ـًٞييٖ . ٗىشويٖ ض٠ٔ٘ ًٜؽ، قٛؽُبٛي آغ٘بسٞا وػز ٗي ُؿٌز

ثٞيمٟ ػؿاة قٛبٛي ٠ً ثب آغ٘بسٞا ؼـ ثيفٝٙ قٛؽا٢ٛب ث٠ ِق - ـٝوي٠ ـا ؼـ قيف ضٌٞٗز اوشبٓيٚ ثيبٙ ٗي ًٜؽ

ٗي ايىشبؼٛؽ، قٛبٛي ٠ً ٗبٜٛؽ اٝ ِجٞـا٠ٛ اٛشظبـ ٗي ًٍيؽٛؽ، ثب ضىي اق اٛؽ١ٝي ػظيٖ ٝ ٛبسٞاٛي، سب ثػز 

ايٚ ٌؼف ؼـ ؼاغْ ـٝوي٠ سب  . آٝـٛؽ ٝ هفَ ٛبٙ يب ديبٗي ًٞسبٟ ث٠ ١ٌٞفاٙ ٝ دىفاٙ ٝ ؼٓؽاؼُبٙ غٞؼ ثلفوشٜؽ
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ؼوشِيفي ٝ ضجه، ٝ . ُفز٠ وفٝؼٙ آٙ ـا ضؽٝؼاً ١ِٜبٕ ؼوشِيفي دىفي آؿبق ًفؼ.  ٜٗشٍف ٍٛؽ1987وبّ 

ٟ ي ٌؼف كفا١ٖ وبغز، ٠ً ـٌش٠ اي اوز اق  ٚ ٗبي٠ ي ٝيم ثؼؽاً ؼوشِيفي ١٘ىفي دٞٛيٚ، ٗٞهؼيشي ثفاي ث

ٟ ي ضجه ٝ سأثيف آٙ ثف ًىبٛي ٠ً ػكيكاٍٛبٙ يب ؼوشِيف ٌؽٟ ثٞؼٛؽ، يب ٗطٌٕٞ، ٝ يب ؼـ  ٌؼف١بي ؿٜبيي ؼـثبـ

...... دٍز ؼيٞاـ١بي قٛؽاٙ ؼـ ثٜؽ ثٞؼٛؽ 

 ؼـ ٜٓيِٜفاؼ 1966آغ٘بسٞا ؼـ .  اق ٘فف ؼاٍِٛبٟ اًىلٞـؼ ؼًشفاي اكشػبـي ؼـيبكز ًفؼ1965   ٌبػف ؼـوبّ 

. ؼـُؿٌز
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ُب١ٍ٘بـي 
 

1889 

ٟ يي ٢ٜٗؽن ٛيفٝي ؼـيبيي، ٝ ٗبؼـي. آغ٘بسٞا يبقؼ١ٖ لٝئٚ قاؼٟ ٌؽآٛب   ايٜب اوشِلب، ػٕٞي دؽـي آٛؽـ

ٟ ي ٗفؼٕ . ًٍبٝـق اق ُفٟٝ اـاؼ

1903 

. آٌٜبيي ثب ًٞٗئق ٌبػف، ١٘ىف آسي اي

1907 

ده اق آٙ ثفاي زٜؽ وبّ ؼـ ـٌش٠ ي ضوٞم اق وٞي ؼاٍِٛبٟ . اق ؼثيفوشبّ ُفاٗف ؼـ ًيق كبـؽ آشطّيْ ٗي ٌٞؼ

. سىبـوٌٞي٠ ؤٞ دؿيفكش٠ ٌؽ

ؼـ ًبـُبٟ ٌبػفاٙ ٌفًز ٗي ًٜؽ، ُف١ٝي ٠ً .    ٛػىشيٚ ٌؼفي ؼـ ويفٝن، ٗد٠ٔ ي ُٞٗئق، ٜٗشٍف ٌؽ

. ثؿـ ٢ٕٛز آ٠ً٘ ايىٖ ـا ٗي ـيكؼ

1910 

ث٠ ١٘فاٟ ٗبـيه ُٞٗئق ث٠ دبـيه ولف ٗي ًٜؽ خبيي ٠ً آ٢ٛب ثب ٗؽئِيبٛي ٠ً ١ٜٞق ٛبٌٜبغش٠ ثٞؼ، ؼيؽاـ 

. ٗي ًٜٜؽ، ًىي ٠ً ٘فضي اق آغ٘بسٞا ًٍيؽ

1912 

ٛػىشيٚ ٗد٘ٞػ٠ ي ٌؼفي ث٠ ٛبٕ ٌبِٗبٟ ٜٗشٍف ٗي ٌٞؼ ثب ٛبٕ وبغشِي آٛب آغ٘بسٞا، ٠ً اق ٛبٕ ٗبؼـثكـٍ 

ٟ اي ٝ ـٗبٛشيي ٠ً ٝيمُي ثىيبـي اق . سبسبـي اي ُفكش٠ ٌؽ ايٚ ٗد٘ٞػ٠ ؼاـاي ٓطٜي اوز ٌػّي ٝ ٗطبٝـ

. ٌؼف١بي آؿبقيًٜ اوز

. دىفٌبٙ ٓٞ قاؼٟ ٌؽ   

1914 

ُٞئيق اق اٝ خؽا ٗي ٌٞؼ سب ث٠ اـسً وليؽ . ؼٝٗيٚ ٗد٘ٞػ٠ ي ٌؼف غٞؼ ـا ث٠ ٛبٕ ُُٔكاـ ٜٗشٍف ٗي ًٜؽ

. ثذيٞٛؽؼ
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1915 

. ـا ٗي ٛٞيىؽ« ًٜبـ ؼـيبي ـاوشيٚ»

.    ١٘ىف ثؼؽي اي ٗبـيبن ٝلاؼي٘يف ٌئيٌيٞف، اٌؼبـي ـا ٗي وٞقاٛؽ سب ؼيِف زيفي ٜٛٞيىؽ

1917 

كٞج دفٛؽُبٙ وليؽ ـا ٜٗشٍف ٗي ًٜؽ، ٠ً ؼـ آٙ ؼيِف ٗبي٠ ١بي آسٍيٚ ـا ث٠ ًبـ  ٛ٘ي ُيفؼ ٝ ٓطٚ ًلاًٗ 

. غٍٜشف ٗي ٌٞؼ

1921 

. ُٞٗئق ث٠ اس٢بٕ ٌفًز ؼـ سٞ٘ئ٠ ١بي ٔؽاٛولاثي اػؽإ ٗي ٌٞؼ

1922 

- ؼيِف ٛ٘ي سٞاٛؽ ٌٛٞش٠. ، ٠ً ؼـ آٙ ٗبي٠ ١بي ٗؿ١جي ـا ثيٍشف ث٠ ًبـ ٗي ُيفؼ(ديً اق ٗيلاؼ)ٍٛف آٛب ؼٝٗيٜي 

. اي ٜٗشٍف ًٜؽ ٝ ٛبُكيف وٌٞر ٗي ًٜؽ قيفا ًبـ ؿيفويبوي اي ثب ٛظبٕ ٛٞ ٛبوبقُبـ ٗي ٛ٘ٞؼ

40-1926 

. آٌٜبيي ثب ٜٗشوؽ ١ٜفي ٛيٌلا دٞٛيٚ

.    ثف ٗد٘ٞػ٠ ي ٛيكاـ ًبـ ٗي ًٜؽ، ثب اٌؼبـي ثفاي ٗبٛؽٍٓشبيٖ، دبوشفٛبى، ؼاٛش٠

1928 

. ـو٘بً اق ٌئيٌٞف ٘لام ٗي ُيفؼ

40-1935 

اـخِؿاـي ثف ـٛح اٛىبٙ، ثب ا٢ٓبٕ اق ؼوشِيفي دىفي ٝ سّلي٠ ١بي وبّ : ـا ٗي ٛٞيىؽ (آٗفقٌػٞاٛي)ـًٞييٖ 

1930 . 

1940 

ٟ اي اق ٌؼف١بي ديٍيٚ غٞؼ ث٠ ٛبٕ ًٌ ًشبة، اٗب ث٠ وفػز خ٘غ آٝـي ٗي ٌٞؼ . اٛشٍبـ ُكيؽ

ٟ سفيٚ ٝ .    وفٝؼٙ ٌؼف ثؽٝٙ ه٢فٗبٙ ـا آؿبق ٗي ًٜؽ ٝ سب ٗفٍ ثف ـٝي آٙ ًبـ ٗي ًٜؽ ٟ سفيٚ ٝ ديسيؽ كٍفؼ

. سٞؼـسٞسفيٚ ٌؼف اٝوز

1943 

ٟ ي ٌؼف١ب ـا ٜٗشٍف ٗي ًٜؽ. اق ٓيِٜفاؼ ث٠ سبٌٌٜؽ ُىيْ ٗي ٌٞؼ . آٛدب ُكيؽ

 

 

 



 ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ/14

 

 ؟ 1955

ٟ ي ضيثيز ٗي ٌٞؼ . دىفي اق قٛؽاٙ ـ١بيي ٗي يبثؽ ٝ اػبؼ

1958 

ٟ اي ٗىيف قٗبٙ  ثب ٛظبـر غٞؼي، ٝ ًشبة ١لشٖ، ٌبْٗ ٌؼف  (ُكي٠ٜ اي اق ثفُفؼاٙ ٌؼف خ٢بٙ)زبح اثف سبق

...... ثؽٝٙ ه٢فٗبٙ ٝ 

1964 

ٟ ي سبئٞـٗيٜب ـا ؼـيبكز ٗي ًٜؽ . ؼـ ايشبٓيب خبيك

1965 

. ؼاٍِٛبٟ آًىلٞـؼ ث٠ اٝ ؼًشفاي اكشػبـي ا١ؽا ٗي ًٜؽ

1966 

ؼـ ؼٗؽؼٝف ؼـ ٗي ُؿـؼ، ٗبٜٛؽ وؽي ػظيٖ اق ٌؼف ـٝن، ٠ٛٞ٘ٛ اي ثفاي ٌبػفاٙ خٞاٛي زٞٙ خٞقف ثفاؼوٌي ٝ 

. ؼيِفاٙ

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 ي چشمشاه خاكستر
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..... اًٜٞٙ ثبًٓ . 1

 

اًٜٞٙ ثبًٓ 

. اق ١ف ؼٝ ـٝي ؼاؽ اوز

ٌ٘غ ؼيِفي 

ٗي ٗيفؼ، ًلاؿ٢ب كفيبؼ ٗي ًٍٜؽ 

. آٛدب، ثي وفاٛدبٕ

٠٘١ ٌت ١ير ٛػٞاثيؽٕ، 

..... غئي ؼيف اوز ث٠ غٞاة ثيٜؽيٍٖ 

ز٠ وليؽي ثي سبثب٠ٛ اي 

.  ؼـ لـكبي وليؽ دفؼٟ

!       ولإ، اي ثبٗؽاؼ
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1 

From: Evening ‘Now the pillow’s,’ 

 

                    Now the pillow’s, 

hot on both sides. 

A second candle 

dies, the ravens cry 

there, endlessly. 

No sleep all night, 

too late to think of sleep… 

How unbearably white 

the blind’s white deep.  

        Hello, Morning!  
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١٘ٔز غٞاٛي . 2

 

و٘ز ـاوز، غفاث٠ اي ٛكؼيي ُٞـوشبٙ، 

. آٙ وٞي سف آثي ُفكش٠ ي ـٝؼغب٠ٛ اي

ثفٝ، ثفوبٙ غٞؼر ـا ث٠ ِٞٗؼ٠ اي »: ُلشي

« ..... يب ثفن ث٠ اث٢ٔي سب ١٘ىفر ٌٞؼ 

 

ُفز٠ ١٘ي٠ٍ ٌب١كاؼُبٙ ايٚ ٠ُٛٞ ٗي ُٞيٜؽ 

. ١ٜٞق ث٠ غب٘ف ٗي آٝـٕ وػٍٜبٙ ـا

ٚ دٌٞي اق غك ثِؿاـٌبٙ ثف آيٜؽ،  ث٠ وبٙ س

.  اق ده اٝ، اق ٝـاي وب٢ٓبي ثي دبيبٙ
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2 

Reading Hamlet 

  

To the right, wasteland by the cemetery, 

beyond it the river’s dull blue. 

You said: ‘Go, get thee, to a nunnery 

or get a fool to marry you…’ 

  

Though that’s always how Princes speak, 

still, I’ve remembered the words. 

As an ermine mantle let them stream, 

behind him, through endless years.  
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ؼوش٢ب قيف ٌبّ ويبٟ. 3  
 

.ؼوش٢ب ُفٟ غٞـؼٟ قيف ٌبّ ويبٟ  

«اٗفٝق زفا ايٚ هؽـ دفيؽٟ ـِٛيؽ؟          »  

زٞٙ ٝاؼاٌشٖ اٝ ـا ويفاة ٌٞؼ-   

ٟ ي اٛؽ١ٝي .اق ـٝايز ُكٛؽ  

*** 

.ز٠ِٛٞ ٗي سٞاٖٛ كفاٗٞي ًٜٖ؟ وٌٜؽـي ٗي غٞـؼ  

.......ؼ١بًٛ اق ؼـؼ ديسيؽٟ ثٞؼ   

ٟ ١ب ٛفوؽ .ؼٝيؽٕ دبييٚ سب ث٠ ٛفؼ  

.٠٘١ ي ـاٟ ـا سب ؼـٝاقٟ ؼٝيؽٕ  

*** 

.ٌٞغي ٗي ًفؼٕ»كفيبؼ ًٍيؽٕ ٛله قٛبٙ   

«.اُف سفًٖ ًٜي، غٞا١ٖ ٗفؼ  

 ثب ٓجػٜؽي ٌِلز، ث٠ آـاٗي

«.ٛبيىز ؼـ ثبؼ»ُلز،   
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3                                                              

‘Hands clasped under the dark veil.’ 

 

Hands clasped, under the dark veil. 

‘Today, why are you so pale?’ 

- Because I’ve made him drink his fill 

of sorrow’s bitter tale. 

  

How could I forget? He staggered, 

his mouth twisted with pain… 

I ran down not touching the rail, 

I ran all the way to the gate.  

  

‘I was joking,’ I cried, breathlessly. 

‘If you go away, I am dead.’ 

Smiling strangely, calmly, 

‘Don’t stand in the wind,’ he said. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



22/ ٖ   ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ

 

 

 

 

ٟ ي غٞـٌيؽ اق هٔت كفٝ ٗي ٍٛيٜؽ. 4 غب٘ف  

 

ٟ ي غٞـٌيؽ اق هٔت كفٝ ٗي ٍٛيٜؽ .غب٘ف  

.ػٔلكاـ ثكٝؼي ٗي دلاوؽ  

 ثبؼ ٛػىشيٚ ثفكؽا٠ٛ ١ب ـا ٗي آَٝـَؼ

.ٛفٕ ٛفٕ  

*** 

 آة يع ثىش٠ ٛ٘ي سٞاٛؽ ـٝاٙ ٌٞؼ

.ؼـ ٗىيف ايٚ آثفاٟ سَٜ  

 ١ير زيك اسلبم ٛ٘ي اكشؽ ايٜدب، آٟ

.١ير زيك اٌٗبٙ ٛؽاـؼ اسلبم ثيلشؽ  

*** 

 ثيؽي ؼـ ثفاثف آو٘بٙ

ٟ ي ٌلبف غٞؼ ـا ٗي ُىشفؼ .دف  

 ٌبيؽ ث٢شف ثبٌؽ، اُف ٗٚ 

.ؼوز ؼٝوشي سبٙ ـا ِٛيفٕ  

*** 

ٟ ي غٞـٌيؽ اق هٔت كفٝ ٗي ٍٛيٜؽ .غب٘ف  

 زيىز ايٚ؟ سبـيٌي؟

ٌجب٠ٛ! ..... ٌبيؽ  

.قٗىشبٙ ٗب ـا ؼـ ثف ُفكش٠ اوز  
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4                                                                

‘Memory of sun ebbs from the heart.’ 

  

Memory of sun ebbs from the heart. 

Grass fades early. 

Wind blows the first snowflakes 

barely, barely. 

  

Freezing water can’t flow 

along these narrow channels. 

Nothing happens here, oh 

nothing can happen. 

  

A willow against the sky  

spreads its transparent fan. 

Perhaps its better, if I  

don’t accept your hand. 

  

Memory of sunlight ebbs from the heart. 

What’s this? Darkness? 

Perhaps!...In the night 

winter has overcome us. 
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اثفي غبًىشفي ؼـ آو٘بٙ ثبلاي وفٗبٙ. 5  

 

 اثفي غبًىشفي ؼـ آو٘بٙ ثبلاي وفٗبٙ

.ٗبٜٛؽ دٞوز وٜدبثي سػز ٌؽ  

.ِٛفاٙ ثؽٛشبٙ ٛيىشٖ»: ُلز  

«!ثفكي سُفؼ-ؼـ ٗبٟ ٗبـن غٞا١ؽ ُؽاغز، ؼغشف  

 

.ؼـ ؼوشذٞي ًفًي ؼوش٢بيٖ وفؼ ٌؽٛؽ  

.هؽـي ُيح ثٞؼٕ. ٗي سفويؽٕ  

 زوؽـ ويلاٙ ١لش٠ ١بي سيكـٝ ـا كفا غٞاٖٛ،

!ػ٘في ـا-ٝ ػٍن دٌٞبٓي ًٞسبٟ  

 

.دفغبٌِفي ٝ ًي٠ٜ سٞقي ٛ٘ي غٞا١ٖ  

.ثِؿاـيؽٕ ثب آغفيٚ ٘ٞكبٙ ثفف ث٘يفٕ  

.ثػشٖ ؼـ دبيبٙ وبّ اق اٝ ٗي ُلز  

.ٗٚ ٗبّ اٝ ثٞؼٕ ديً اق آ٠ٌٛ كٞـي٠ ثيبيؽ  
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‘A grey cloud in the sky overhead,’ 

  

A grey cloud, in the sky overhead, 

like a squirrel skin uncurled. 

‘I’m not sorry your body,’ he said,  

‘will melt in March, frail snow-girl!’ 

  

In the fluffy muff my hands grew cold. 

I felt afraid, somehow confused. 

How to recall the swift weeks’ flow,  

his short-lived insubstantial love! 

  

I don’t want bitterness or revenge, 

let me die with the last snow-storm. 

My fortune told of  him at year’s end. 

I was his before February was born. 
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سفا٠ٛ ي آغفيٚ ؼيؽاـ. 6  

 

 هٔجٖ زبييؽ ٝ ًفظ ٌؽ

.اٗب دب١بيٖ وجي ثٞؼٛؽ  

 ؼوشًٌ ؼوز زذٖ ـا ًٍيؽٕ

.ثف ؼوز ـاوشٖ  

 

.ث٠ ٛظف د٠ٔ ١بي ثىيبـي ثٞؼٛؽ  

.كوٗ و٠ د٠ٔ ثٞؼٛؽ- ٗي ؼاٛىشٖ  

 غكاٙ ث٠ ٛدٞايي اق ٗيبٙ ؼـغشبٙ اكفا

«!١٘فا١ٖ ث٘يف»: سٜ٘ب ٗي ًفؼ  

 

ٟ إ .ٗٚ اق ٛبغٌٞبيٜؽي كفيت غٞـؼ  

ٟ إ «.ثب وفٌٛٞشي ؼـٝؿيٚ ؼُفُٞٙ ٌؽ  

!خبٖٛ، خبٖٛ»: دبوع ؼاؼٕ  

«.ثب سٞ غٞا١ٖ ٗفؼ: ٗٚ ٛيك  

 

.ايٚ اوز سفا٠ٛ ي آغفيٚ ؼيؽاـ  

.غب٠ٛ ي سبـى ـا ِٛب١ي ًفؼٕ  

 كوٗ ؼـ اسبم غٞاثي ٌ٘ؼ٢ب ٗي وٞغشٜؽ

.ثب ٌؼ٠ٔ اي قـؼ ٝ ثي غيبّ  
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6 

Song of the Last Meeting 

  

My heart was chilled and numb, 

but my feet were light. 

I fumbled the glove for my left hand  

onto my right. 

  

It seemed there were many steps, 

I knew – there were only three. 

Autumn, whispering in the maples, 

kept urging: ‘Die with me! 

  

I’m cheated by joylessness, 

changed by a destiny untrue.’ 

I answered: ‘My dear, my dear! 

I too: I’ll die with you.’ 

  

The song of the last meeting. 

I see that dark house again. 

Only bedroom candles burning, 

the yellow, indifferent, flame.  
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ٟ ١بيي ِٛبٌش٠ إ. 7 ٝال  

 

ٟ ١بيي ِٛبٌش٠ إ   ٝال

.٠ً خفأر ٛؽاٌش٠ إ ثِٞيٖ  

.ديٌفٕ ٌِلشكؼٟ َٜٗ ٌؽ  

. وفٕ ث٠ ًٜؽي ٗي ًٞثؽ  

 

.ؿفيٞ ٌيذٞـ ٗفؼٟ اوز  

.هٔت ١ٜٞق وفؼـُٖ اوز  

 ؼـ ز٘ٚ ثبقي ًفًٝز، سبثٜبى

.ثفكؽا٠ٛ ١بي دبييكي ٗي ُؽاقٛؽ  

 

ً غً ًٜٜؽ !ثِؿاـ آغفيٚ ثف٢ُب غ  

!ثِؿاـ ٝادىيٚ اٛؽي٠ٍ ١ب خكا ثٌٍٜؽ  

 ٛ٘ي غٞا١ٖ ث٠ ؼٌٞاـي ثيلشٜؽ

.آٛبٙ ٠ً ث٠ ٌبؼٗبٛي اغز ُفكش٠ اٛؽ  

 

 كفاٗٞي ٗي ًٜٖ ٓج٢ب ٝ ز٢ٍ٘بي

....ٌ٘ب ـا، ٌٞغي وشِ٘فا٠ٛ سبٙ ـا   

 آٟ، كفؼا غٞا١ٖ ـاٛؽ

.آٙ ٛػىشيٚ وٞـس٠٘ ي قٗىشبٛي ـا  
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                       7     

‘I’ve written down the words’ 

 

I’ve written down the words 

that I’ve not dared to speak. 

My body’s strangely dumb. 

Dully my head beats. 

  

The horn cries have died. 

The heart’s still confused. 

On the croquet lawn, light  

autumn snowflakes fused. 

  

Let the last leaves rustle! 

Let last thoughts torment! 

I don’t wish to trouble 

those used to happiness. 

  

I forgive those lips, eyes  

of yours, their cruel jest… 

oh, tomorrow we’ll ride 

that first wintry sledge. 
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 ٌ٘ؼ٢بي اسبم ٍٛي٘ٚ ثف غٞا١ٜؽ اكفٝغز

.سفؼسف ؼـ ـٝق  

 اق ُٔكاـ ١ٜفوشبٙ ٗٞويوي

.ؼوش٠ ُٔي ًبْٗ غٞا١ٖ آٝـؼ  
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Drawing-room candles will glow 

more tenderly in the day. 

Of conservatory roses 

I’ll bring a whole bouquet. 
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آٗؽٕ ايٜدب، ثي٢ٞؼٟ. 8  

 

.آٗؽٕ ايٜدب، ثي٢ٞؼٟ  

!٠٘١ ١٘بٜٛؽ ٗٚ: خبيي ٠ً غىش٠ إ  

 ٗبٌيٜي ثف كفاق سذ٠ اي غٞاثبٓٞؼ، آـي،

.ايٜدب وب٢ٓب ث٠ وٌٞر ٗي ُؿـؼ  

 

 ث٠ ـٝي ٛئٞكفدير ث٠ غٌٍي ُفاييؽٟ

.قٛجٞـي ٌٜبٝـ اوز دىبديً  

 ثبَٛ ثف ٗي ًٍٖ ث٠ آٙ دفي ؼـيبيي ًٜبـِ

.ٗفٍ دفي ؼـيبيي ـا: ضْٞ  

 

ْ اٛؽٝؼ ٝ قِٛبـي ُِ 

ٖ ػ٘ن اوز :ضْٞ د٢ٚ ً  

 ثف ِٜٞثف ٓفقاٙ

.ٗبٟ وجٌجبـ ٗي ؼـغٍؽ  

 

.١ف زيكي ـا ٌبؼاة ٗي ثيٜٖ  

.وذيؽاـ١ب ث٠ غبى ٓجػٜؽ ٗي قٜٛؽ  

 وبًشٖ، وبًز، آٗبؼٟ

.سب ؼٝثبـٟ ٗبّ ٌ٘ب ثبٌٖ، قٗيٚ  
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‘I came here, in idleness.’ 

  

I came here, in idleness. 

Where I’m bored: all the same to me! 

A sleepy hilltop mill, yes, 

here years pass silently.  

  

Over convolvulus gone dry 

the bee swims past, ahead, 

I call to that mermaid by 

the pond: the mermaid’s dead.  

  

Thick with mud, and rusted, 

the wide pond’s shallows: 

over the trembling aspen 

a weightless moon glows. 

  

I see everything freshly. 

The poplars smell moist. 

I’m silent. Silent, ready 

to be yours again, earth. 
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ٌت وليؽ. 9  

 

.آٟ ؼـ ـا ٛجىش٠ إ  

ٟ إ .ٌ٘ؼ٢ب ـا ـٌٝٚ ٌٛفؼ  

 ٗي ؼاٛي غئي غىش٠  سف اق آٖٛ

.٠ً ث٠ غٞاة ثيٜؽيٍٖ  

 

ٟ اٛؽ  ثجيٚ زوؽـ ؼٌش٢ب ُىشفؼ

.ؼـ دفسٞ ٌبِٗب١ي آس٢ٍب  

 ٝ ٗٚ وفٗىشٖ اق ٜ٘يِٚ

ٚ اكٌٚ ايٜدب .آٝايشبٙ، ٜ٘ي  

 

.غٞة اوز، ٠٘١ ويب١ٜؽ  

.قٛؽُي اوز خ٢ٜ٘ي ٓؼٜشي  

 آٟ، اق اي٠ٌٜ ثبقٍُش٠ ايؽ ٛيك

.غئي يويٚ ؼاٌشٖ  
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White Night 

  

Oh, I’ve not locked the door, 

I’ve not lit the candles, 

you know I’m too tired 

to think of sleep. 

  

See, how the fields die down, 

in the sunset gloom of firs, 

and I’m drunk on the sound 

of your voice, echoing here. 

  

It’s fine, that all’s black, 

that life’s – a cursed hell. 

O, that you’d come back – 

I was so sure, as well.    
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غب٠ٛ ي ٌبِٗب١ي. 10  

 

ٟ ١بيي ـا ٗي ُٞيٖ ٠ً ٗي آيٜؽاٗفٝق ٗٚ  ٝال  

.كوٗ يي ثبـ قاؼٟ ؼٓيفا٠ٛ  

ْ ؼاٝؼي٢بي وليؽ :ٝقٝق قٛجٞـ١ب ثف ُ  

.١ىز ثبيىش٠ ي ػٜجفز٠ ي ديفي  

 

ٟ ١بي ٌلبف  ٝ غب٠ٛ ثب دٜدف

.ػٍن ـا ضلظ ٗي ًٜؽ، ُؿٌش٠ ـا ث٠ يبؼ ٗي آٝـؼ  

:ثف ثىشف ؼوز ٌٛٞش٠ اي كفاٛىٞي ٗي ٛ٘بيؽ  

«.غؽاٝٛؽُبـا، ثف ٗب ـضٖ ًٜيؽ»: ٗي ُٞيؽ  

 

-آٙ ٍٛبٛي٢بي ٛب٢ُبٛي اق ؼاوشبٛي ايٚ وبٙ ثبوشبٛي  

....ٌ٘ب ٛجبيؽ ٓ٘ه ًٜيؽ، هٔجٖ، يب وف ثٌٍيؽ ث٠   

ٟ ـَٛ :ٗي ثيٜٖ سٜؽيى٢بي سبثبٙ زيٜي ـا ٠ً ثف ٗي آيٜؽ دفيؽ  

.زٜبٙ ٠ً ضشي ثٔٞـٌبٙ ٛيك ٗي ؼـغٍؽ ٗبر  

 

 آغفيٚ دفسٞ، قـؼ، وِٜيٚ

. ثف ؼوش٠ ُْ سبثبٙ ًًٞت ٗي اكشؽ  

 ٝ ٗٚ ٗي سٞاٖٛ ثٍٜٕٞ ٛٞاغشٚ ٝي٢ٜٓٞب ـا

ٟ ي ٓٙيق قٟ ٕٗفاة .خٔٞ  
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Evening Room 

  

I speak those words, today, that come 

only once, born in the spirit. 

Bees hum on white chrysanthemum: 

there’s the must of an old sachet.  

  

And the room, with its thin windows, 

preserves love, remembers the past. 

Over the bed a French script flows: 

it reads: ‘Lord, have mercy on us.’ 

  

Those saddened marks of so ancient a tale,  

you mustn’t touch, my heart, or seek to… 

I see bright Sèvres statuettes grow pale: 

even as their lustre grows duller too.  

  

A last ray, yellow, heavy, 

sets on the dahlias’ bright bouquet, 

and I can hear viols playing, 

a clavichord’s rare display. 
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ٟ اي ٛبس٘بٕ. 11 ٔفة ٌٛٞش٠ اي ثف ِٛبـ  

 

.آٟ، ١ير ؼٓئي ثفاي آ٢١ب ٝخٞؼ ٛؽاـؼ  

.اٛؽ١ِٝىبـي ثي٢ٞؼٟ اوز، ُٜب١ي اوز  

 ايٜي اق ًفثبو٢بي غبًىشفي ثف ٗي آيٖ

.ث٠ ُِٜي، ث٠ ٌِلشي، ؼـ اٗشؽاؼ قٗبٙ  
 

.ؼوش٢ب ثبلا آٗؽٛؽ، آقاؼا٠ٛ ؼـ١ٖ ٌٌىش٠  

ٟ  إ .ٝ ٓجػٜؽي ػؿاة ًٍيؽٟ ثف ز٢ف  

 ٛبُكيف ٌؽٕ ايٚ ٠ُٛٞ ثبٌٖ

.ؼـ وفاوف وبػش٢بي ٗفض٘شي ؼٝوٞي٠  

 

 ؼـ آـقٝيً ثٞؼ ايٚ وبٙ، ٗي غٞاوشً ايٚ وبٙ

.ثب ًلاٗي ًي٠ٜ سٞق ٝ ٗفؼٟ  

آٟ. ؼ٢ٓفٟ ؼ١بٖٛ ـا ثىش٠ اوز  

.٠ُٛٞ ١بيٖ ثب ثفف خلز ثٞؼٛؽ  

 

ث٠ ٛظف ٗي ـوؽ. ًٜبٟ اٝ ٛيىز  

.ز٢ٍ٘بي ؼيِف٠ُٛٞ ـا ـ١ب ًفؼ سب ثجيٜؽ  

 ١ير ا١٘يشي ٛؽاـؼ ايٚ ـؤيب١بي دٞى

.اق ـغٞر ٗفُجبـٕ  
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Legend on An Unfinished Portrait 

  

Oh, there’s no reason for sighs, 

sadness is pointless, a crime, 

here, from grey canvas, I rise, 

vaguely, strangely through time. 

  

Arms lifted, freely broken off, 

a tormented smile on my face, 

I was forced to become like this 

through hours of mutual grace.  

  

He wished it so, he willed it so, 

with words, spiteful and dead. 

Anxiety clotted my mouth, oh 

my cheeks with snow were wed. 

  

It’s no sin of his, it seems, 

other eyes, he left to see, 

no matter these empty dreams  

of my mortal lethargy. 

 



40/ ٖ   ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ

 

 

 

 

اٝ و٠ زيك ـا ثىيبـ ؼٝوز ؼاٌز . 12  

 

:ؼٝوز ؼاٌزثىيبـ اٝ و٠ زيك ـا   

 ٘بٝٝو٢بي وليؽ، ٛيبيً ٌبِٗب١ي

.ٝ ٛو٠ٍ ١بي ػشيو٠ ي آٗفيٌب  

 ثيكاـ ثٞؼ اق قاـي ثس٠ ١ب

 ٝ ٗفثبي سٍ٘ي ثب زبي

.ٝ دفغبٌدٞيي قٛب٠ٛ  

.ٝ ٗٚ ١٘ىف اٝ ثٞؼٕ.....   
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‘He loved three things, alive:’ 

  

He loved three things, alive: 

white peacocks, songs at eve, 

and antique maps of America. 

Hated when children cried, 

and raspberry jam with tea, 

and feminine hysteria. 

…and he had married me.  
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وٞاـي. 13  

 

.دؽـٕ اسبهي ؼـ٠ٌٌ ـا ٗي ـٝكز  

.ؼـ زٍ٘بًٛ قّ ٗي قؼٕ  

 ؼـ هٔجٖ ٛ٘ي سٞاٛىشٖ ؼـيبثٖ ؼـؼي ـا 

.٠ً ثب آ٢١بي غٞؼٕ ؼـوز ٌؽٟ ثٞؼ  

 

 ٌبِٗبٟ ٍٗشبم، وػز قٛديفدير

-ؼـ قيف اثف وبضٔي ا١ٞـايي  

 ُٞيي ثٞيه ؼٟ ثِٞٓٚ ٠ٌٓ ؼاـ ٌؽٟ ثٞؼ

.ؼـ زٜؽ آٓجٕٞ هؽي٘ي، ثب خ١ٞفي ١ٜؽي  

 

 ـايط٠ ي يبن ٝ ثٜكيٚ،

....ٝ اٛشظبـي ٗفاهجز ٌؽٟ ٝ آـإ   

 ثب ؼوشً قاٛٞاٖٛ ـا ٓ٘ه ًفؼ

.ؼٝثبـٟ، ٝ ثؽٝٙ ٓفقٌي  
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From: Rosary A Ride 

  

                     My feather brushed the carriage roof. 

I was gazing into his eyes. 

A pain, in my heart I failed to know, 

caused by my own sighs. 

  

The evening breathless, heavily-chained 

under a heavenly cloud-bank,  

as if the Bois de Boulogne were stained, 

in some old album, with Indian ink.  

  

Scent of lilac and benzene, 

and a quiet, guarded waiting… 

with his hand he touched my knees 

again, and without trembling. 
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ػٍوشبٙ ـا  ُؽايي ٛ٘ي ًٜٖ. 14  

 

.ػٍوشبٙ ـا ُؽايي ٛ٘ي ًٜٖ  

.....آوٞؼٟ ؼـاق ًٍيؽٟ اوز ًٜبـي    

 ٛػٞا١ٖ ثىز ٛب٠ٗ ١بي

ٟ ١بيز .ـٌٌٜ٘ؽ ـا ث٠ دفٛؽ  

:اٗب غفؼٜٗؽ ثبي، دٜؽٕ ـا ثذؿيف  

.ٌؼف١بيٖ ـا ث٠ اٝ ثفوبٙ سب ثػٞاٛؽ  

-ػٌى٢بيٖ ـا ٛكؼيًٌ ثِؿاـ  

!٢ٗفثبٙ ثبي ثب ٛٞػفٝن  

 آٟ، ؼاًٛ ثفاي ؿبق١ب ث٢شف اوز

(اضىبن ٗي ًٜٜؽ ًبٗلاً غٞ ُفكش٠ اٛؽ ) 

 اق وػٚ ؼٍٜٓيٚ ١٘ؽٗب٠ٛ

ٟ ي ٓٙيق ٛػىشيٚ .....ٌت -يب غب٘ف  

 ٝ ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً ٌ٘ب غفج ًفؼيؽ ٠٘١ ي

 ًُذ٢ٌِب ـا وفغٌٞب٠ٛ ثب ؼٝوز ؼٓجٜؽسبٙ

 ٝ خبٛشبٙ اق آٙ ٠٘١ غٍٜٞؼ اوز

-ٝ ٛبُبٟ ٌ٘ب ٌفٜٗؽٟ ٗي ٌٞيؽ  

-ٗٚ ٛباٗيؽ ٌؽٕ ٌ٘ب ـا ثٍٜبوٖ- ٛيبييؽ  

ٟ ي ٌجب٠ٛ .ٛكؼ ٗٚ، ٢ٗ٘بٙ وفاكٌٜؽ  

 ؼـ ٗوبثْ ز٠ِٛٞ ٗي سٞاٖٛ ًٌ٘شبٙ ًٜٖ؟

.ٗٚ اق غٌٞطبٓي ث٢جٞؼ ٛيبكشٖ  
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‘I won’t beg for your love.’ 

  

I won’t beg for your love. 

It’s safely laid aside…. 

I won’t be penning jealous 

letters to your bride. 

But be wise, take my advice: 

give her my poems to read, 

give her my photos beside – 

be kind to the newly-wed! 

Oh, knowledge is better for geese,  

feeling they’ve won completely, 

than sweet companionable speech, 

or a tender first-night memory… 

and when you’ve spent all your  

kopecks of joy with your dear friend, 

and your spirit’s sated with it all, 

and suddenly you’re ashamed – 

don’t come – I’ll fail to know you – 

to me, night’s crestfallen guest.  

For how could Ihelp you? 

I’m not cured of happiness.  
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ٌبِٗبٟ. 15  

 

 سذ٢ٍبي ٗٞويوي ؼـ ثبؽ 

ٙ ٛبدؿيف .وفٌبـ اق اٛؽ١ٝي ثيب  

 ـايط٠ ي ؼـيب، سيك، سبقٟ،

.ظفكي اق ِؽف ؼـ ثىشفي اق يع  

 

«!ٗٚ ؼٝوشي ـاوشيٜٖ»: ث٠ ٗٚ ُلز  

.ٝ آٙ ُبٟ ثف خب٠ٗ إ ؼوز ًٍيؽ  

 زوؽـ ثب ؼـ آؿٞي ًٍيؽٙ ٛب١٘بٜٛؽ ثٞؼ

.وفٗبي س٘بوً  

 

ٟ ١ب يب ُفث٠ ١ب ـا ٛٞاقي ٗي ًٜي، آـي  اِٛبـ دفٛؽ

.....اِٛبـ ثبقيِفاٙ ثي ٌٌٔي ـا ٝـاٛؽاق ٗي ًٜي   

ٟ اي ٗي غٜؽيؽ  س٢ٜب زٍ٘بٙ آوٞؼ

.ؼـ قيف ٗمُبٙ ٘لايي ثي ـَٛ  

 

 ٝ ٛٞا١بي ٝي٢ٜٓٞبي ؿٜ٘بى

:ٗي غٞاٛؽٛؽ اق دٍز ٠ٗ ؿٔشبٙ  

-وذبوِكاـ ؼـُبٟ ا٢ٓي ثبي، ٠ً»  

«.وفاٛدبٕ ًٜبـ ؼٓؽاـسبٙ س٢ٜب ٍٛىش٠ اي  
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                      Evening 

  

In the garden strains of music, 

full of inexpressible sadness. 

Scent of the sea, pungent, fresh, 

on an ice bed, a dish of oysters. 

  

He said to me: ‘I’m a true friend!’ 

and then touched my dress. 

How unlike an embrace 

the closeness of his caress. 

  

Thus, you stroke birds or cats, yes, 

thus you view shapely performers… 

in his calm eyes only laughter, 

beneath pale-gold eyelashes. 

  

And the voices of sad viols 

sang behind drifting vapour: 

‘Give thanks to heaven, then – 

you’re alone at last with your lover.’ 
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ٟ ايٖ. 16 ايٜي ٠٘١ ٗيػٞاـٟ ٝ ١فق  

 

ٟ ايٖ .ايٜي ٠٘١ ٗيػٞاـٟ ٝ ١فق  

!ٛبغٌٞب٠ٛ ث٠ يٌؽيِف ٗي زىجيٖ  

ٟ ١ب ٝ ٢ُٔب  ثف ؼيٞاـ١ب، دفٛؽ

.ٗي ديٞٛؽٛؽ ث٠ وٞي اثف١ب ٝ ١ٞا  

 

 ؼٝؼي ٠ً اق زذن ويب١شبٙ ثف  ٗي آيؽ

.ثػبـ ػديجي ٗي وبقؼ  

 ؼاٜٗي ٠ً ٗي دٌٖٞ زىجبٙ اوز

.ٝ وبه٢بي لاؿفٕ ـا ٍٛبٙ ٗي ؼ١ؽ  

 

ٟ ١ب ولز ثىش٠ ثٞؼٛؽ :دٜدف  

 ًيىز ايٜدب، خِْٜ يب سٜؽـ؟

 ز٢ٍ٘بيز ـا آيب 

.١ف ُفث٠ ي ١ٍيبـي ؼاـؼ؟ ؼـ ٌِلشٖ  

 

!آٟ، هٔجٖ ز٠ِٛٞ ٌ٘ب ـا ٗي ٘ٔجؽ  

 آيب ؼـ اٛشظبـ ٗفٍ ١ىشيؽ؟

 يب آٙ ؼغشف آٛدب ٗي ـهّؽ

  سب خ٢ٜٖ وفٌٛٞز هٙؼي اي ثبٌؽ؟
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‘Here we’re all drunkards and whores,’ 

  

Here we’re all drunkards and whores, 

joylessly stuck together! 

On the walls, birds and flowers 

pine for the clouds and air. 

  

The smoke from your black pipe 

makes strange vapours rise. 

The skirt I wear is tight, 

revealing my slim thighs. 

  

Windows tightly closed: 

who’s there, frost or thunder? 

Your eyes, are they those 

of some cautious cat, I wonder? 

  

O, my heart how you yearn! 

Is it for death you wait? 

Or that girl, dancing there, 

for hell to be her sure fate? 
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ٝ ١ير ًه ث٠ ؼيؽاـٕ ٛ٘ي آيؽ. ..... 17  

 

ٝ ١ير ًه ث٠ ؼيؽاـٕ ٛ٘ي آيؽ.....   

.١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً زب٠ٛ ي ثبـيٌٖ ـا ُفكش٠ إ  

ـا١فٕٝ: غب٠ٛ وبًز  

.سيفٟ ٝ سبـ اق ٢ٗشبة  

 

 قيف زفاؽ وجك

.ٓجػٜؽي ثي خبٙ ثٞؼ  

ويٜؽـلا»: قٗك٠ٗ ًفؼ  

«.....ز٠ ٌِلز اوز آٝايشبٙ   

 

:ٌؼ٠ٔ ١بي آسً ؼاـٛؽ ٗي ٗيفٛؽ  

.ؼـٗبٛؽٟ قٛدفٟ خيفخيف ٗي ًٜؽ  

ًىي ٗي ُؿاـؼ! آٟ  

.ًلً وليؽٕ ـا ؼاغْ خبًلٍي  

 

 ثىذبـ ث٠ ٗٚ و٠ ٗيػي ِؽدف

.ثؽٝٙ وفًٍي ز٢ٍ٘بيٍبٙ  

 آٟ، يبؼُبـ ُفاٗي

 ًدب د٢ٜبٙ ٗي ٌٞيؽ؟
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‘…And no-one came to meet me’ 

  

…And no-one came to meet me 

carrying a lantern. 

The house quiet: my entry 

by moonlight uncertain. 

  

Under the green lamp, 

his smile was lifeless, 

whispering: ‘Cinderella, 

how strange your voice…’ 

  

Flames of the fire dying: 

wearily, cricket chirping. 

Ah! Someone’s taken my  

white shoe into their keeping. 

  

Given me three carnations 

without raising their eyes. 

O, dear tokens, 

where can you hide? 

  

 



52/ ٖ   ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ

 

. هٔجٖ غئي سيك اوز  

 ثكٝؼي، ثكٝؼي ٗي ك٢٘ؽ

 ًلً وليؽ ًٞزٌٖ ـا

.ًىي اٗشطبٙ غٞا١ؽ ًفؼ  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 ٖ 53/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ   

 

My heart’s bitter too  

knowing soon, soon, 

my little white shoe 

will be tried by everyone. 

  

  



54/ ٖ   ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ

 

 

 

 

١٘ي٠ٍ دي٘ب٢ٛبي قيبؼي اق ؼٓؽاؼٟ. 18  

 

!١٘ي٠ٍ دي٘ب٢ٛبي قيبؼي اق ؼٓؽاؼٟ  

.ثي ١ير ًؽإ، ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً آٛبٙ اق ػٍن ؼوز ٗي ًٍٜؽ  

 غئي غٌٞطبٖٓ ٠ً ٛب٢ُبٙ كفٝ ٗي ـيكؼ ـٝؼ

.ؼـ قيف يع ثي ـَٛ  

 

!-غؽا ث٠ ؼاؼٕ ثفوؽ- ا0ٕٝ ٜٖٗ ٠ً ايىشبؼ  

 ثف لاي٠ ي ٌٌبكش٠ اي وٞوٞقٛبٙ

 ثب ٌٛٞش٠ ١بيٖ ثفاي آيٜؽُبٙ

.سب ؼاٝـي ًٜٜؽ، ؼـ دٜب١ِبٟ اٜٗز  

 

 زٜبٙ ز٠ ث٠ ٝٔٞش ٝ خؽاُب٠ٛ

 آ٢ٛب ٌ٘ب ـا ثجيٜٜؽ ؼٓيف ٝ غفؼٜٗؽ

 ؼـ وفٌٛٞز ثب١ٌٌٞشبٙ،

 آيب ١ير ـغ٠ٜ اي ثف ؼيؽُبٙ آٌٌبـ ٛ٘ي ٌٞؼ؟

 

ّ اِٛيك اوز .اٛؽيٍيؽٙ ث٠ قٗيٚ ثىيبـ ؼ  

.ٝ ؼا٢ٗبي ػٍن ثىيبـ ٛيٌٜؽ  

 ٝ ٌبيؽ ٛبٕ ٗٚ 

ً اٛؽٝقاٙ ثيبيؽ .ث٢ِٜبٕ ؼـ ًشبث٢بي ؼاٛ  



 ٖ 55/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

  

 

                 18 

‘Always so many pleas from a lover!’ 

  

Always so many pleas from a lover! 

None when they fall out of love. 

I’m so glad it plunges, the river, 

beneath colourless ice above. 

  

And I’m to stand – God help me! – 

on the surface, fissured, gleaming, 

with my letters, for posterity 

to judge, in your safe keeping, 

  

so that clearly, and distinctly, 

they can see you, brave and wise, 

in your glorious biography, 

no gaps revealed to the eye? 

  

To drink of Earth’s too sweet, 

and Love’s nets are too fine. 

But may my name be seen 

in the students’ books in time, 

 

 



56/ ٖ   ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ
 

 ده ثِؿاـٌبٙ ٓجػٜؽ ثكٜٛؽ ـاقآٗيك

.....١ِٜبٕ ـٝغٞاٛي ؼاوشبٙ اٛؽ١ٜٝبًٖ   

 اُف ٛ٘ي سٞاٖٛ ػٍن ثٞـقٕ، اُف ٛ٘ي سٞاٖٛ ثيبوبيٖ

.ده ديٌٍٍٖ ًٜيؽ ١ٌٌٞي ُكٛؽٟ  
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 ٖ 57/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ   

 

and, let them smile, secretly,  

on reading my sad story… 

if I can’t have love, if I can’t have peace, 

grant me a bitter glory. 

  

  



58/ ٖ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

 

 

 

 

ُٜجؽ ثٜٔؽ آثيشف اوز. 19  

 

 ُٜجؽ ثٜٔؽ آثيشف اوز

.....اق آثي يٌؽوز آو٘بٙ   

 كفاٌٖٗٞ ًٚ، دىف ٌبؼٗبٙ

-ٗفٍ ـا ثفايز آٝـؼٕ  

 

ْ وفغ٢بي ١ف ٌٗبٛي  ث٠ غب٘ف ُ

ٟ ١بي اث٢ٔب٠ٛ ار  ث٠ غب٘ف ٝال

ٟ ي ُىشبظ ًجٞؼر  ز٢ف

ٟ  اق ػٍن ث٠ غٞؼ ٓفقيؽ .ـَٛ دفيؽ  

 

-١ؽكشبٙ: اٛؽيٍيؽٕ  

.ٍٛبٙ ؼاؼٙ ؿفٝـي ثكـٍ  

 اٛؽيٍيؽٕ ٗيىف ٛ٘ي ٌٞؼ 

ٟ اي ـا ؼٝوز ؼاـؼ .ػٍن، ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً ًىي دفٛؽ  

 

ٟ اي ـا اٌشجبٟ ـكشٖ .ٗٚ ١ف ٌيٞ  

 ٝهشي ١ٞا ثىيبـ وفؼ ٗي ٌٞؼ

 ١ف خب، ٝ ١٘ي٠ٍ

ٟ ايؽ .ٌ٘ب غٞٛىفؼا٠ٛ ديفٝي ًفؼ  

 



 ٖ  59/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ

  

 

                             19 

‘The high vault’s bluer’ 

  

The high vault’s bluer 

than the sky’s solid blue… 

forgive me, happy boy,  

the death I brought you – 

  

for the roses from every place, 

for your foolish words, 

that your bold dark face 

pale with love, stirred. 

  

I thought: your purpose – 

to show an adult’s pride. 

I thought it’s not possible: 

love, as one loves a bride. 

  

I was wrong in every way. 

When the weather grew icy, 

everywhere, and always, 

you followed, impassively, 

 

 



60/ ٖ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

 

 اِٛبـ ٌ٘ب ٗي غٞاوشيؽ ٍٛبٖٛ ؼ١يؽ

!كفاٗٞي ًٚ. ٠ً ١ير ػٍوي ث٠ ٌ٘ب ٛؽاـٕ  

 زفا آٙ خـؽ ـا ثفؼاٌشيؽ

 اق خبؼٟ سب قخف ثٌٍؽ؟

 

.آٟ.... ٝ ٗفٍ ؼوشبًٛ ـا ُىشفاٛؽ   

 ثِٞ، ده زفا، ثفاي ز٠؟

 ٛ٘ي ؼاٛىشٖ زوؽـ ُٔٞيشبٙ ٔؼيق 

.اوز ؼـ ٗيبٙ آٙ ُفيجبٙ آثي  

 

 دىف ٌبؼٗبٙ، اي ثٞكس٠ ي

ٟ إ، آٟ، كفاٌٖٗٞ ًٚ !ػؿاة ًٍيؽ  

 اٗفٝق، ؼـيبكشٖ وػز اوز

.ايٚ ضفٕ ٢ٙٗف ـا سفى ًٜٖ  
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 ٖ 61/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ   

 

as if you wanted to show 

I’d no love for you. Forgive! 

Why did you take that vow 

on the path to suffering?  

  

And death held out its hand…oh, 

speak, why then, what for? 

I didn’t know how frail your throat 

was, under the blue collar. 

  

Happy boy, my tormented 

owlet, oh, forgive me! 

Today, I find it hard  

to leave this sanctuary. 

  



62/ ٖ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

 

 

 

 

ٓكيٜىٌي. ثفاي ٕ. 20  

 

!ايٚ ـٝق وِٜيٚ، ٢ًفثبيي- ثي دبيبٙ اوز اوز  

!اٛؽٟٝ ٗطبّ، اٛشظبـ ثي٢ٞؼٟ  

ويِ٘ٞٙ، ؼٝثبـٟ-ٝ ُٞقٙ ِؽا  

.ؼـ دبـى ـٌٜٝبيي٢بي ٌ٘بٓي ٗي ٛٞاقؼ  

 ٝ ٗي اٛؽيٍٖ ثفف وفؼي ١ىز

 ٝ ضٞٔي آثي ثفاي ٛيبقٜٗؽ ٝ ثي٘بـ

 ٝ ز٠ٍ٘ اي ًٞزي ٠ً وفاوي٠٘ ـٝاٙ اوز

.ث٠ وٞي ١٘بٝايي ثبوشبٛي ٛبهٞو٢بي ؼٝـؼوز   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 ٖ 63/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ   
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For M. Lozinsky 

  

It’s endless – the heavy, amber day! 

Impossible grief, pointless waiting! 

And the silver-voiced deer, again, 

in the Northern Lights’ park, belling. 

And I think there’s cold snow 

a blue font for the poor and ill, 

and a little sledge’s headlong flow, 

to the ancient chime of far-off  bells.  

  



ٖ غبًىشفي/64 ٌبٟ زٍ  

 

 
 

 

آٝاي غب٘فٟ. 21  

وٞؼيٌيٜب-ُٔجٞا. ايِ.  اُ     ثفاي        

ز٠ ٗي ثيٜي، ثف ؼيٞاـ، ٗٞخٞؼي سبـ»  

 ؼـ وبػشي ٠ً ؿفٝة آو٘بٙ ـا ٗي ثٔؼؽ؟

 

 ٗفؽ ٛٞـٝقي، ؼـ خب٠ٗ ي آثي آث٢ب

 يب ٌبيؽ ثبؿ٢بي كٔٞـٛشيٚ اوز؟

 

ٖ اٛؽاق ثيٌفاٙ سفاوٌٞي ؤٞ  يب زٍ

 آٛدب ٠ً ٝضٍز ديٍبديٍشبٙ ٗي خ٢ؽ؟

 

 يب آٙ ٠ً ـ١ب ٗي ًٜؽ سِٜٜبيشبٙ ـا

 ٝ ـٝا٠ٛ ي ٗفٍ وليؽ ٗي ٌٞؼ، آقاؼا٠ٛ؟

 

ٍٛبٙ ٗي ؼ١ؽ- ٠ٛ، ٗٚ كوٗ ؼيٞاـ ـا ٗي ثيٜٖ  

.ثبـسبة ؼـغًٍ ٗيفاي وذ٢ف ـا  

 

 

 

 
 

 



 ٖ 65/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ   
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Memory’s Voice 

                             For O. A. Glebova-Sudeikina 

  

‘What do you see, on the wall, dimly alive, 

at the hour when the sunset eats the sky? 

  

A seagull, on a blue cloth of waters, 

or perhaps it’s those Florentine gardens? 

  

Or is it Tsarskoye Seloe’s vast view, 

where terror stepped out before you? 

  

Or that one who left your captivity, 

and walked into white death, freely?’ 

  

No, I see only the wall – that shows 

reflections of heaven’s dying glow.  

  



66/ ٖ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

 

 

 

 

 ١1913ٍشٖ ٛٞاٗجف . 22

 

 آكشبة ٗي آًََٜؽ غب٠ٛ إ ـا

.ثب ؿجبـي ُفٕ، سبثٜبى، غبًىشفي  

:ثيؽاـ ٗي ٌٕٞ ٝ ث٠ غب٘ف ٗي آٝـٕ  

.اٗفٝق ـٝق ٗوؽن ٌ٘بوز  

 ث٠ ايٚ وجت ضشي ثفف

.ُفٕ اوز ؼـ دٍز دٜدفٟ  

 ث٠ ايٚ وجت ؼـ ثي غٞاثي

.ٗبٜٛؽ ٠ِٛٞ٘١ اي غٞاثٖ ثفؼ  
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8th November 1913 

  

Sunlight fills my room 

with hot dust, lucent, grey. 

I wake, and I remember: 

today is your saint’s day. 

That’s why even the snow 

is warm beyond the window, 

that’s why, sleeplessly, 

like a communicant, I slept. 

  



ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ/68  

  

 
 

 

٢ٗ٘بٙ. 23  

 

ٟ ١بي ـيكِ: ٠٘١ زيك آٙ زٜبٙ اوز ٠ً ثٞؼ دف  

.ًٞلاى ؼـُبٟ دٜدفٟ ـا غيه ٗي ًٜؽ  

 ٝ غٞؼٕ ؼٝثبـٟ قاؼٟ ٍٛؽٕ

.اٗب ٗفؼي اٗفٝق ث٠ ٛكؼٕ آٗؽ  

 

«ؼٛجبّ ز٠ ١ىشي؟»: دفويؽٕ  

«.سب ثب سٞ ؼـ ؼٝقظ ثبٌٖ»: ُلز  

آٟ، ثؽثػشب٠ٛ»: غٜؽيؽٕ  

«.٠ٛ، ٌبيؽ ٗي غٞا١يؽ ٠ً ؼزبـ ثي٘بـي ٌٕٞ  

 

ٟ اي ٓ٘ه ًفؼ  اٗب ؼوز غٌٍيؽ

:ُٔجفُي ـا ثب ٛٞاقٌي ٛفٕ  

«ثِٞ ث٠ ٗٚ، ٌ٘ب ز٠ ٘ٞـ ٗي ثٞويؽ؟»  

 

 ٝ زٍ٘بًٛ ثي كفٝؽ غيفٟ ٗي ِٛفيىشٜؽ

.ٝ ١فُك اق اٍِٛشفٕ ؼٝـ ٛ٘ي ٌؽٛؽ  

 ١ير ػ٠ٕٔ اي ٛ٘ي خٜجيؽ

.ؼـ قيف آٙ ؼـغًٍ ٌفيفا٠ٛ  

 



                        ٖ 69/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  
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The Guest 

 

All’s as it was: the snowstorm’s  

fine flakes wet the window pane, 

and I myself am not new-born, 

but a man came to me today. 

  

I asked: ‘What do you seek?’ 

He said: ‘To be with you in hell’. 

I laughed: ‘Ah, unfortunately, 

no: perhaps you wish me ill.’ 

  

But, his dry hand touched 

a petal with a light caress: 

‘Tell me, how they kiss you, 

Tell me, how you kiss.’ 

  

And his eyes, dully gazing, 

never lifted from my ring. 

not a single muscle shifting 

beneath that evil-glistening. 

  

 



ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ/70  

  

ٌبؼي اٝوز: آٟ، ٗي ؼاٖٛ  

 ٠ً ٌٞـيؽٟ ٝ سيك ٗي ؼاٛؽ

 زيكي ٛؽاـٕ ٠ً اٝ ٛيبق ؼاٌش٠ ثبٌؽ

.ٝ ثشٞاٖٛ اق اٝ ؼـيؾ ًٜٖ  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 71/ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ

  

O, I know: to know passionately 

and intensely is his delight 

there’s nothing that he needs, 

nothing I can deny. 



ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ/72   

 

 

 

 

ثفاي آٌىبٛؽـ ثٔٞى. 24  

 

.ٗبٜٛؽ ٢ٗ٘بٛي ٛكؼ ٌبػف آٗؽٕ  

.ؼـوز ظ٢ف يٌٍٜج٠ ثٞؼ  

 آٙ وٞي دٜدفٟ يػجٜؽاٙ 

.ٝ غبٌٗٞي كٕب اسبم ـا ُفكش٠ ثٞؼ  

 

 ٝ غٞـٌيؽ ـا سٌٍ٘ي وبي٠ اٛؽٝؼ ًفؼٟ ثٞؼ 

....ثف كفاق ٌٌٜد٢بي ؼٝؼ ًجٞؼ   

 زوؽـ ـٌٝٚ ِبضجػب٠ٛ ي

!آـإ، ِٛب١ً ـا ث٠ ٗٚ ٗي ُفؼاٛؽ  

 

 زٍ٘بًٛ اق آٙ ٠ُٛٞ اٛؽ

:٠ً ١ف ًه ٝ ٠٘١ ًه آٙ ـا ث٠ يبؼ ٗي آٝـؼ  

:ث٢شف اوز ٗفاهت ثبٌيٖ، ضؿـ ًٚ  

.اثؽاً ث٠ آ٢ٛب غيفٟ ٍٛٞيٖ  

 

ٟ ١بي٘بٙ ـا ث٠ يبؼ ٗي آٝـٕ  اٗب ٗٚ ٝال

 ٛي٘فٝق دفؼٝؼ، ـٝق يٌٍٜج٠

 ؼـ آٙ غب٠ٛ ي ثٜٔؽ غبًىشفي

. ًٜبـ ؼ١ب٠ٛ ي ٛٞا ث٠ وٞي ؼـيب  

 



73/ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍٖ  
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                     For Alexander Blok 

  

I came to the poet as a guest. 

Exactly at noon. On Sunday. 

Beyond the window, frost, 

quiet in the room’s space. 

  

And a raspberry tinted sun 

above tangles of blue smoke… 

How clearly the taciturn  

master turns, on me, his look! 

  

His eyes are of that kind 

remembered by one and all: 

Better take care, mind: 

don’t gaze at them at all. 

  

But I remember our words, 

smoky noon, of a Sunday, 

in that high grey house 

by the Neva’s sea-way. 

  



74/ ٖ ٌبٟ غبًىشفي زٍ  

 

 

 

 

غٔٞسِبٟ. 25  

 

 ز٠ ثىيبـ و٢ِٜبيي ٠ً ث٠ وٞيٖ دفسبة ٌؽٛؽ

.ٝ ؼيِف ًك ٌٛفؼٕ  

ٖ اٛؽاقي ؼاـؼ  ثبـٝي خبٛذٜبٟ زٍ

.وفًٍيؽٟ ؼـ ٗيبٙ ثفخ٢بي ثٜٔؽ  

.وذبوٖ ٛثبـ وبقٛؽُبًٛ  

.ٌبيؽ آٛبٙ ؼـؼ ٝ ٝاي ـا ثِفيكاٜٛؽ  

.ايٜي غٞـٌيؽ١بيي ٗي ثيٜٖ ٠ً قٝؼسف ثف ٗي  آيٜؽ  

.ايٜي ٝادىيٚ كفٝؿٍبٙ ٗي سفاٝؼ  

 ٝ اؿٔت ثبؼ١بيي اق ؼـيب١بي ٌ٘بٓي

ٟ ١بي خبيِبٟ ٗوؽوٖ ـا ٗي آًٜٜؽ  دٜدف

....ٝ كبغش٠ اي اق ًق ؼوشٖ ؼا٠ٛ ١ب ـا ثف ٗي زيٜؽ   

 ٝ ثب ـٌٜٝي ٝ آـاًٗ ا١ٞـايي

ٟ ي ايكؼ١ٜف ث٠ زبثٌي  ؼوز آكشبة غٞـؼ

.ِلط٠ ي ٛبس٘بٕ ٗفا ث٠ دبيبٙ ٗي ـوبَٛؽ  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                             75/ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ
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From: White Flock Solitude 

  

So many stones are thrown at me 

that I no longer cower, 

the turret’s cage is shapely, 

high among high towers. 

My thanks, to its builders, 

may they escape pain and woe, 

here, I see suns rise earlier, 

here, their last splendours glow. 

And often winds from northern seas  

fill the windows of my sanctuary, 

and a dove eats corn from my palm… 

and divinely light and calm, 

the Muse’s sunburnt hand’s at play, 

finishing my unfinished page.  

  

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/76  

 

 

 

 

ًٜدي د٢ٜبٙ ؼـ سِٜٜبيي اٛىبٛي ١ىز. 26  

 

 ًٜدي د٢ٜبٙ ؼـ سِٜٜبيي اٛىبٛي ١ىز

٠ً ػٍن آكفيؽٟ ٗي ٌٞؼ، ػٍن ٌٞـ اوز، ٛ٘ي سٞاٛؽ     

-ثِؿـؼ  

.ُفز٠ ٓج٢ب ثف ١ٖ ٗي ثٜؽٛؽ ؼـ وٌٞسي ٗوؽن  

.ُفز٠ هٔج٢ب ؼٝ س٠ٌ ٗي ٌٞٛؽ اق ٗطٜز ػٍن  

 

 ٝ ؼٝوشػٞا١ي ثىيبـ وىز اوز، ٝ وب٢ٓبي

 ٟ  وفغٌٞي ثب قثب٠ٛ ي وف ثف ًٍيؽ

 ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً ـٝش غٞؼ آقاؼ اوز، آٌٌبـا ٗي خِٜؽ

.ثب ؼـٗبٛؽُي ًٜؽ ًبٗدٞيي  

 

 آٛبٙ ٠ً ٗي ًٌٜٞؽ ث٠ آٙ ٗفق ثفوٜؽ ؼيٞا٠ٛ اٛؽ

ٟ اٛؽ .وفٌبـ ٗي ٌٞٛؽ اق ؼٓشِٜي- ٝ آ٢ٛب ٠ً ـويؽ  

 اًٜٞٙ ٗي ؼاٛي، اًٜٞٙ ؼـ ٗي يبثي

.زفا ثب ؼٓدٞيي سبٙ هٔجٖ ٛ٘ي سذؽ  
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                   ‘There’s a secret border in human closeness,’ 

 

  

There’s a secret border in human closeness, 

that love’s being, love’s passion, cannot pass – 

though lips are sealed together in sacred silence, 

though hearts break in two with love’s distress. 

  

And friendship too is powerless, and years 

of sublime flame-filled ecstasy 

when the soul itself is free, fights clear, 

of the slow languor of sensuality. 

  

Those who try to reach that boundary are mad, 

and those who have – are filled with anguish. 

Now you know, now you understand,  

why my heart won’t beat at your caress. 

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/78  

 

 
 

 

ٗبٜٛؽ ٛبٗكؼي ؼـيبكز ٗي ًٜٖ. 27  

 

 ٗبٜٛؽ ٛبٗكؼي ؼـيبكز ٗي ًٜٖ

 ٛب٠ٗ اي ؼـ آغف ١ف ـٝق

 ٝ ؼيفٝهز ؼـ ٌت آٗبؼٟ ٗي وبقٕ

.دبوػي ثفاي ؼٓجٜؽٕ  

 

ؼـ ولفٕ ث٠ سبـيٌي»  

.ٗفٍ وليؽ ٗفا ثبقؼاٌش٠  اوز  

 ُكٛؽ ٛفوبٛيؽ، ٌػُ ٛديجٖ

«.ث٠ ١ير ًىي ثف قٗيٚ  

 

ٟ اي ٗي ؼـغٍؽ  ؼـغٍبٛشف، وشبـ

 ؼـ ٗيبٙ خلشي ؼـغز 

 آٙ وبٙ ث٠ آـاٗي سىٔي ثػً

.٠ً ؼـ ـؤيب ٗي ؼيؽٕ  
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‘Like one betrothed I receive’ 

  

Like one betrothed I receive 

a letter at each day’s end, 

and late at night conceive 

an answer for my friend. 

  

‘On my journey to the dark, 

I’m staying with white death. 

Do no harm, my gentle one, 

to anyone on earth.’ 

  

Brighter, a star is shining  

between that pair of trees, 

so calmly promising 

that what I dream will be.   

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/80  

 

 

 

 

٢ٗبخفر. 28  

ًبـاٝيق-ًٞقٗيٚ. ايِ. ثفاي اُ     

اُف ثشٞاٖٛ كوٗ ث٠ وبضْ ثفوٖ،»  

«....ؼـ وٌٞر »- «!ؼٓجٜؽٕ  

 ٝ ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً اق د٠ٔ ١ب ث٠ دبييٚ وُف ٗي غٞـيٖ 

.ثؽٝٙ ٛله قؼٛي ًٔيؽ١ب ـا خىشدٞ ٗي ًٜيٖ  

 

 ؼٝـ اق ًبغي ٠ً ٗب قٗبٛي 

 ٗي ـهّيؽيٖ ٝ ٌفاة ٗي ٌٛٞيؽيٖ

وٜيز، ؼٝـ اق وش٢ٛٞبي وليؽ   

 ث٠ خبيي ٠ً ٗبٜٛؽ ٗؼؽٛي سبـيي ثٞؼ

 

-«!ز٠ ٗي ًٜيؽ، ٌ٘ب ؼيٞا٠ٛ ايؽ»  

!٠ٛ، ؼـوز ؼـ ػٍن ثب ٌ٘ب»  

ثي ًفاٙ ٝ زبثي- ايٚ ٛىيٖ  

«!يي يب ؼٝ هبين ـا ٗي ؼـغٍبٛؽ  

 

 ُٔٞي ثبؼثبٙ ٝا ٗي ؼاٌز ثيٜ٘بى

..... ثجفؼٗبٙ سبـيٌيًفخي ـا سب ؼـ   

 ـايط٠ ي وِٜيٚ ًبثٔي ؼـيبيي

.وٞقاٛؽ ٜٗػفيٚ ٓفقاٙ ٗفا  
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Flight 

                               For O. A. Kuzmin-Karavaev     

  

‘If we can only reach the shore, 

my dear!’ – ‘Silently…’ 

And so we slipped down the stair, 

not breathing, searching for keys. 

  

Past the place where we once 

danced, and drank the wine, 

past the Senate’s white columns, 

to where it was dark as a mine. 

  

‘What are you doing, you’re crazy!’ – 

‘No, just in love with you! 

This breeze – wide and windy, 

will delight a boat or two!’ 

  

Throat constrained with horror, 

the skiff carried us in darkness… 

a sea-cable’s strong odour 

burnt my quivering nostrils. 

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/82  

 

:ضش٘بً ثبيؽ ثؽاٛيؽ. ث٠ ٗٚ ثِٞ»   

« .....آيب ؼـ ضبّ غٞاثٖ؟ ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً ـؤيبيي   

 كوٗ دبـ١ٝبيي ١٘ب١َٜ ٗي ؼٜٗؽ

.ثف خفيبٙ وِٜيٚ ٛٞا  

 

.اٗب آو٘بٙ سبـيي ـٌٝٚ ٌؽ  

.ًىي اق ـٝي دٔي ِؽا قؼ  

 ثب ١ف ؼٝ ؼوز كفا زَٜ آٝـؼٕ

.قٛديف ِٔيت ـا ؼـ وي٠ٜ إ  

 

 وىز وفٌبـ ٌؽٕ، ٗبٜٛؽِ

 ؼغشفي خٞاٙ، ٗيبٙ ؼوشبٛز

 ثف ػف٠ٌ ي ًفخي وليؽ

.سب ثجيٜٖ اكى٢ٛٞبي سجبٟ ٍٛؽٛي ـٝق ـا  
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‘Tell me, you surely must know: 

am I sleeping? So like a dream…’ 

Only the oars measured blows, 

on the Neva’s heavy stream. 

  

But the black sky lightened, 

someone called from a bridge, 

with both hands I grasped 

the cross’s chain at my breast. 

  

Powerless, I was lifted, like 

a young girl, in your arms, 

onto the white yacht’s deck, 

to meet day’s incorruptible charms. 
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ٟ اي يب ٗفؼٟ. 29 ٛ٘ي ؼاٖٛ قٛؽ  

 

ٟ اي يب ٗفؼٟ -ٛ٘ي ؼاٖٛ قٛؽ  

 ثف غبى ديؽا ٗي ٌٞيؽ، ثبـي

 يب س٢ٜب ؼـ غيب٢ٓبي سبـ ث٠ خبي

ٕ ثػً .وُٞٞاـي ؼـ آٙ دفسٞ آـا  

 

ٛيبيً ـٝقا٠ٛ: ٠٘١ ث٠ غب٘ف سٞوز  

 ثي غٞاثي ُفٕ ٌجب٠ٛ

 كٞج دفٛؽُبٙ وليؽ ٌؼف

.ٝ آسً آثي ز٢ٍ٘بيٖ  

 

 ١ير ًه ثيٍشف سىٔي ٛؽاؼٟ ثٞؼ

 يب ػؿاة ٛؽاؼٟ ٗفا ايٚ وبٙ، ٠ٛ ضشي

 اٝ ، ًىي ٠ً غيبٛز ًفؼٟ ٗفا سب ٌٌٜد٠ ٌٕٞ

.٠ٛ ضشي اٝ، ًىي ٠ً ؼٓدٞيي إ ٗي ؼاؼ ٝ كفاٌٖٗٞ ًفؼ  
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‘I don’t know if you’re alive or dead –’ 

  

I don’t know if you’re alive or dead – 

                    Can you be found on earth, though, 

or only in twilit thoughts instead 

be mourned for, in that peaceful glow. 

  

All for you: the prayer daily, 

the hot sleeplessness at night, 

the white flock of poetry, 

and the blue fire of my eyes. 

  

No one was cherished more, 

or tormented me so, no not 

him, who betrayed me to torture, 

nor him, who caressed and forgot.  

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/86  

 

 

 

 

ٗبٜٛؽ وَٜ وليؽي ؼـ لـكبي زب١ي. 30  

 

 ٗبٜٛؽ وَٜ وليؽي ؼـ لـكبي زب١ي

ٟ اي يِب٠ٛ ثفايٖ ثبهي ٗبٛؽٟ اوز  غب٘ف

:٠ً ٛ٘ي سٞاٖٛ ثب آٙ ثدِٜٖ  

.ٝ كلاًز- ٌبؼٗبٛي اوز  

 

 ث٠ ُ٘بٖٛ ًىي ٠ً غيفٟ ٗي ٌٞؼ 

.ؼـ ز٢ٍ٘بيٖ، ـاوز آٙ ـا غٞا١ؽ ؼيؽ  

 ٗطكٝٙ ٗي ٌٞؼ ٝ اٛؽيٍٜبى

.ُٞيي ؼاوشبٛي ١فاوٜبى ٌٜيؽٟ ثبٌؽ  

 

 ٗي ؼاٖٛ غؽايبٙ آؼٗي ـا ؼُف٠ُٛٞ ٗي ًٜٜؽ

 ث٠ ٌيئي، اٗب ١ٌٞيبـي اٝ ـا آقاؼ ثف خب ٗي ُؿاـٛؽ

.سب ٌِلشي ؼـؼ ٝ ـٛح ١٘ي٠ٍ ثبهي ث٘بٛؽ  

ٟ ايؽ ٟ اي ؼـ ؼـٖٝٛ ؼُف٠ُٛٞ ٌؽ .ث٠ غب٘ف  
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‘Like a white stone in a well’s depths,’ 

  

Like a white stone in a well’s depths, 

a single memory remains to me, 

that I can’t, won’t fight against: 

It’s happiness – and misery.  

  

I think someone who gazed full 

in my eyes, would see it straight. 

They’d be sad, be thoughtful, 

as if hearing a mournful tale.  

  

I know the gods changed people 

to things, yet left consciousness free, 

to keep suffering’s wonder alive still. 

In memory, you changed into me. 

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/88  

 

 

 

 

١ف زيكي سبـاج ٝ غيبٛز ٝ ؼاؼٝوشؽ  ٗي ٌٞؼ .31  

 

 ١ف زيكي سبـاج ٝ غيبٛز ٝ ؼاؼٝوشؽ  ٗي ٌٞؼ

.ثبّ ويبٟ ٗفٍ ثف كفاقي اوز  

 ١ف زيكي ـا ٗي غٞـؼ ُفو٠ٜ ٝ آقٜٗؽ

 ايٚ وبٙ زفا زفاؿي ٗي ؼـغٍؽ ؼـ ديً؟

 

 ـٝقا٠ٛ خِٜٔي اوفاـآٗيك ٛكؼيي ٢ٌف

.ثف ٗي ؼٗؽ ُيلاوي ـا، ـايط٠ ي ُيلاوي ـا  

 ٌجب٠ٛ ثف آو٘بٙ خٞلاي، لـف ٝ ٌلبف

.ِٞـس٢بي كٌٔي سبقٟ دفسبة ٗي ٌٞٛؽ  

 

ٟ آوب ٗي آيؽ  ٝ زيكي ٗؼدك

.ث٠ سبـيٌي ٛكؼيي ٗي ٌٞؼ ٝ سجبٟ ٗي ًٜؽ  

 زيكي ٠ً ١ير ًه، ١ير ًه، ٍٜٛبغش٠ اوز،

.ُفز٠ ٗب اق قٗبٙ ثسِي ٗبٙ ؼـ آـقٝيً ثٞؼيٖ  
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         From: Anno Domini 

 ‘Everything’s looted, betrayed and traded,’ 

  

Everything’s looted, betrayed and traded, 

                    black death’s wing’s overhead. 

                    Everything’s eaten by hunger, unsated, 

                    so why does a light shine ahead? 

  

                    By day, a mysterious wood, near the town, 

                    breathes out cherry, a cherry perfume. 

                    By night, on July’s sky, deep, and transparent, 

                    new constellations are thrown. 

  

                    And something miraculous will come 

                    close to the darkness and ruin, 

                    something no-one, no-one, has known, 

                    though we’ve longed for it since we were children. 
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ثمؼوي. 32  

 

. ًٔيىب١بي وليؽ آٛدب، ٝ يع سبثبٛي ٠ً ٗي سفًؽ  

.آٛدب ز٢ٍ٘بي وٜج٠ٔ آثي دىفٕ ٗي ٌٌلؽ  

ـٝو٢ب. ثف كفاق ٢ٌف ٢ًٚ، ٌج٢ب آ٘بوِٞٙ ٗي سبثٜؽ  

. ٓي٘ٞ ٝ ٗبٟ ١لآٜؽ-قـؼسف اق قٛجٞـ ُْ  

 ًٞلا٢ًبي غٍي اق ٗيبٙ ؼٌش٢ب ثف ـٝغب٠ٛ ٗي ٝقٛؽ

.ٝ آؼ٢ٗب ٗبٜٛؽ كفٌش٠ ١ب ؼـ ـٝق ٗوؽن غؽا ٌبؼٗبٜٛؽ  

.زفاؿ٢بي س٘ثبّ زٍ٘ي ٗي قٜٛؽ. آ٢ٛب ث٢شفيٚ غب٠ٛ ١ب ـا دبًيكٟ ًفؼٛؽ  

.ثف ٗيك ُفؼٝ دًٌٞ ًشبة ديٌٍٍي ـا غٞا١يؽ ؼيؽ  

 آٛدب، ثؽٝٙ  وػبٝسي ث٠ ٗٚ، يبؼٗبٙ ثىيبـ ٌبم

 ث٠ قيف غٖ ٌؽ، غب٠ٛ ١بي ثفخً ـا آوبٙ ٍُٞؼ 

:اٗب ٗٚ ًٞثيؽٕ آٙ ؼـ ١ٜٞٓبى ـا سب ٝاـؼ ٍٛٞؼ  

.ؼـ ضبٓي٠ٌ ٛبهٞو٢بي وفٝـاِٛيك ًفيى٘ه ؼـ ٢ٌف ٗي ٛٞاغشٜؽ  
 

. ٗئي ٌ٘بّ ٗىٌٞ ؼـ ٛبضي٠ ي سٞـوٌبيب آثلاوز140ثمسىي ؼـ ضؽٝؼ :    يبؼؼاٌز  

 1921 ؼوبٗجف 26       
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Bezhetsk 

  

White churches there, and bright crackling ice, 

there my son’s cornflower-blue eyes blossom. 

Above the old town, nights are diamond-bright, Russian: 

more yellow than lime-flower honey, the moon’s slice. 

Dry snow-storms blow from the plains beyond the river, 

and, like angels, men are glad on God’s Holy Day. 

They’ve cleared the best room, icon lamps play, 

on the oak table you’ll see the Good Book’s cover.   

There, ungenerous to me now, Memory so severe, 

bowed low, opened her tower rooms as well; 

but I slammed the fearful door, did not enter: 

while the town rang with cheerful Christmas bells.  

  

Note: Bezhetsk is about 140 miles north of Moscow in the Tverskaya 

Oblast Region.  

         The poem is dated 26th December 1921. 

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/92  

 

 

 

 

١٘ىف ٖٓٞ. 33  

 29: 19      اٌبـٟ ث٠ ١٘ىف ٖٓٞ ؼـ سٞـار، ًشبة ديؽايً، 

 ٗفؼ دبـوب كفٌش٠ ي غؽاٝٛؽ ـا ؼٛجبّ ٗي ًفؼ

.ثيٌفاٙ ٝ ؼـغٍبٙ ٗوبثْ سذ٠ ي ويبٟ  

:وذه ؼـ ُٞي قًٛ ٛؽايي آٗؽ  

ٗي سٞاٛي ١ٜٞق دٍز وفر ثِٜفي. ٗدبٓي ١ىز»  

 

 ث٠ ثفخ٢بي وفظ وؽٕٝ خبيي ٠ً قاؼٟ ٌؽي

 ٗيؽاٛي ٠ً آٝاق ٗي غٞاٛؽي، آٛدب ٠ً ٗي زفغيؽي

ٟ ١بي ثٜٔؽ غب٠ٛ ي سبـيٌز  ٝ دٜدف

.خبيي ٠ً ثس٠ ١بيز ث٠ ؼٛيب آٗؽٛؽ  

 

 ِٛفيىز ٝ ٗيػٌٞة ٌؽ اق ؼـؼي

.ٛبٗؼٕٔٞ ث٠ ٘ٞـي ٠ً ؼيِف ٛ٘ي سٞاٛىز ثجيٜؽ  

.ديٌفي ث٠ ٛ٘ي ٌلبكي سجؽيْ ٌؽ  

.ُب٢ٗبي زبثًٌ ـي٠ٍ قؼ ١٘بٙ خب، ٗبٜٛؽ ؼـغشي  

 

اٗب ز٠ ًىي ١ٜٞق وُٞٞاـي ٗي ًٜؽ ثف خبِٙ! ز٠ غىفاٛي  

 قٛي، يب ٗي قاـؼ ثف  ١٘ىفي؟

 ُفز٠ هٔجٖ ١فُك كفاٗٞي ٛ٘ي ًٜؽ

   .ز٠ وبٙ، ده اق ِٛب١ي، اٝ قٛؽُبٛي اي ـا اق ؼوز ؼاؼ
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Lot’s Wife 

  

The just man followed God’s messenger, 

                    vast and bright against the black hill, 

                    but care spoke in the woman’s ear: 

                    ‘There’s time, you can look back still,  

  

                    at Sodom’s red towers where you were born, 

                    the square where you sang, where you’d spin, 

                    the high windows of your dark home, 

                    where your children’s life entered in. 

  

                    She looked, and was transfixed by pain, 

                    uncertain whether she could still see, 

                    her body had turned to translucent salt, 

                    her quick feet rooted there, like a tree. 

  

A loss, but who still mourns the breath 

of one woman, or laments one wife? 

Though my heart never can forget, 

how, for one look, she gave up her life. 

  

   Note: The reference is to Lot’s wife in the Bible, Genesis 19:26 



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/94  

 

 

 

 

ايكؼ١ٜف. 34  

 

 ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً ٌجب٠ٛ آٗؽًٛ ـا اٛشظبـ ٗي ًٍٖ

.قٛؽُبٛي اِٛبـ آٝيػش٠ اوز ثف ٝـ٠٘ اي  

 ز٠ ١ىشٜؽ اكشػبـ، خٞاٛي، آقاؼي

 ًٜبـ ٢ٗ٘بٙ ُفاٗي ثب ٛي ٓجٌي ؼـ ؼوز؟

 

ث٠ وٞيي ٗي اكٌٜؽ. ٝ اًٜٞٙ ٝاـؼ ٌؽ  

.ٛوبثً ـا ٝ ؼـ ز٢ٍ٘بيٖ لـف ٗي ِٛفؼ  

آيب ٌ٘ب ثٞؼيؽ ـا١ٜ٘بي ؼاٛش٠»: اق اٝ ٗي دفوٖ  

«.آـي»: دبوع ؼاؼ« ٠ً كفٝ ٗي غٞاٛؽ ؼٝقظ ـا؟   
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From: Reed Muse 

 

                     When I wait, at night, for her to come,      

life, it seems, hangs by a strand. 

What are honour, youth, freedom, 

next to the dear guest, flute in hand? 

  

And now she enters. Throws aside  

her veil, gazing deep in my eyes. 

I ask her: ‘Was that you, Dante’s guide 

Dictating, in Hell?’ She answers: ‘I’.  

  



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/96  

 

 

 

 

ث٠ يي ١ٜفٜٗؽ. 35  

 

 ؼـ ١ف سلاٌز ؼـ ٗي يبثٖ

ٟ ي ـٛد٢بي سٞأٗبٙ ٝ غدىش٠ ـا  ٗيٞ

دبييكي-٘لاي ٓي١ٞ٘بي ١٘ي٠ٍ  

.آكفيؽٟ-آثي آث٢بي سبـٟ  

 

ٝ ؼـاقسفيٚ هي٠ٓٞٔ. ثيٜؽيً ث٠ آ٢ٛب  

ٖ اًٜٞٙ  ـاٟ ٗي ثَفَؼٕ ث٠ ثٞوشبٛز ١

 آٛدب ٠ً ١ف ؼٝـا١ي ث٠ ٛظف ١ٜٞٓبى ٗي آيؽ

.ٝ ـؼدبيز ـا ٛبغٞؼآُبٟ خىىشدٞ ٗي ًٜٖ  

 

 آيب ثبيؽ هؽٕ ثكٖٛ ؼـ قيف ايٚ ٘بم، ؼُفؼيه ٌؽٟ ثب

 ضفًز ؼوشز، ؼـٝٙ آو٘بٙ

 سب وفؼ ٌٞؼ ُفٗبي ٌفٗىبـٕ؟

 

 آٛدب ١٘ي٠ٍ ٗشجفى غٞا١ؽ ثٞؼ

.ٝ ز٢ٍ٘بي وٞقاٖٛ آـاًٗ ٗي يبثٜؽ  

.آٛدب ؼٝثبـٟ ١ؽي٠ اي ؼـ غٞا١ٖ يبكز ٝ غٞا١ٖ ُفيىز  
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35 

To An Artist 

  

In every work of yours I find, 

fruit of your twice-blessed labours, 

gold of ever-autumnal limes, 

blue of fresh-created waters. 

  

Think of them, and the lightest slumber 

leads me into your park, already, 

where each turning seems fearful, 

seeking your tracks, unconsciously.  

  

Shall I walk beneath this arch, transmuted by 

the movement of your hand, into the sky, 

in order to cool my shameful heat?... 

  

There I’ll be forever blessed 

and my burning eyes find rest, 

there I’ll regain the gift, I’ll weep. 
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آغفيٚ دي٘ب٠ٛ. 36  

 

  ٗي ٌٖٛٞ ث٠ ولاٗشي غب٠ٛ ي ٝيفاٛ٘بٙ

.١٘سٜيٚ ث٠ ولاٗشي ٠٘١ ي ٌيب٘يٚ قٛؽُبٛي  

.ث٠ ولاٗشي س٢ٜبيي ؼٝوٞي٠ ٗبٙ  

-ٝ ث٠ ولاٗشي ار ٗي ٌٖٛٞ  

 ث٠ ولاٗشي ز٢ٍ٘ب، ٗفؼٟ ٝ وفؼ

 ث٠ ولاٗشي ٓج٢ب، غلش٠ ٝ غيبٛشٌبـا٠ٛ

 ث٠ ولاٗشي قٗب٠ٛ، قٗػز ٝ وشِ٘ف

.ث٠ ولاٗشي آٙ ؼٓئي ٠ً ١ير غؽايي ٛدبس٘بٙ ٛؽاؼ  
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                     36 

                     The Last Toast 

  

I drink to our ruined house, 

to all of life’s evils too, 

to our mutual loneliness, 

and I, I drink to you – 

to eyes, dead and cold, 

to lips, lying and treacherous, 

to the age, coarse, and cruel, 

to the fact no god has saved us. 
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ٝـٛمٟ. 37  

ثفاي اويخ ٗبٛؽٍٓشبيٖ         

ٟ اي يع ثىش٠ اوز .ٝ ٢ٌف يٌىفٟ ؼـ زٜجف  

.ؼـغش٢ب، ؼيٞاـ١ب، ثفك٢ب ؼـ آٙ وٞي ٌي٠ٍ  

 ثف ـٝي ثٔٞـ، ثف ٌيبـ١بي ٓيك يع

.ؼـ٠ٌٌ ١بي ـِٛيٚ ٝ ٗٚ ثب ١ٖ ٗي ُؿـيٖ  

 ٝ آٙ وٞي وذيؽاـ١بي غيبثبٙ ديشف غفٌٝي ثف ٗي آيؽ

ٖ ـِٛي آٛدب ٠ً ٗي سفاٝؼ  اق هٔؼ٠ ي وجك ً

.سبـ ؼـ ؿجبـ دٌٞيؽٟ ثف غٞـٌيؽ  

.ثف ؼٌز د٢ٔٞاٛبٙ سأْٗ ٗي ًٜٖ  

.ثفثف١بي ًٞٓيٌٜٞ ٗيؽاٙ ٛجفؼ ـا ُفكشٜؽ  

 وذيؽاـ١بي يع قؼٟ ٗبٜٛؽ خب٢ٗبي ثبؼ ٌٛٞي 

.ث٠ ١ٖ ٗي قٜٛؽ اًٜٞٙ، دفوفِٝؽا، ؼـ ١ٞا  

 ُفز٠ ؼـ ػفٝوي ٗبٙ ١ِ٘ي

 ٗي ٌٛٞيؽيٖ ثفاي ولاٗشي ٝ ٌبؼٗبٛي ٗبٙ

 اٗب ١فان ٝ ايكؼ١ٜف ثبق ٗي ٍُشٜؽ سب دبن ؼاـٛؽ

 غب٠ٛ ـا، خبيي ٠ً ٌبػف سجؼيؽ ٌؽٟ اوز

 ٝ ٌت ثب ُبٗي س٘بٕ ـٟ ٗي دي٘بيؽ

.ثي ١ير آُب١ي اق ٛكؼيي ٌؽٙ ث٠ كفٝؼوز  

ٗبٛؽٍٓشبيٖ ٗؽر .  ثٞؼ1378ًٞٓيٌٜٞ ِط٠ٜ ي ٛجفؼ ٢ٍٗٞـ ؼـ ثفاثف سبسبـ ١ؽ ث٠ وبّ  ؼٌز: يبؼؼاٌز     

. قٗبٛي ث٠ ٝـٛم، ؼـ خٜٞة ٗىٌٞ ًٜبـ ـٝؼ ؼٙ سجؼيؽ ثٞؼ  
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Voronezh 

     for Osip Mandelshtam                

And the town is frozen solid in a vice, 

Trees, walls, snow, beneath the glass. 

Over crystal, on slippery tracks of ice, 

painted sleighs and I, together, pass. 

And over St Peter’s poplars, crows 

a pale green dome there that glows, 

dim in sun-shrouded dust. 

The field of heroes lingers in my thought, 

Kulikovo’s barbarian battleground caught. 

Frozen poplars, like glasses for a toast, 

clash now, more noisily, overhead. 

As though at our wedding, and the crowd 

drinking our health and happiness. 

But Fear and the Muse take turns to guard 

the room where the exiled poet is banished, 

and the night, marching at full pace, 

of approaching dawn, has no knowledge. 

                       Note: The field of Kulikovo was the scene of a famous battle against           

.                             the Tartar Horde in 1378. Mandelshtam was exiled for a time to 

                             Voronezh, south of Moscow on the River Don. 
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ًٔئٞدبسفا. 38  

 

ٟ ي آٛشٞٛي ـا اًٜٞٙ ثٞويؽٟ اوز .ٓج٢بي ٗفؼ  

 اًٜٞٙ قاٛٞاًٛ ـا ؼـ ٗوبثْ آُىشيٞن ث٠ غبى ثفؼٟ اوز 

ٟ اٛؽ ٌيذٞـ١ب. ٝ غؽٗشِكاـاًٛ ث٠ اٝ غيبٛز ًفؼ  

.ثبَٛ ٗي قٜٛؽ ؼـ قيف ػوبث٢بي ـٝٗي، ٌبِٗبٟ ؼِٓيف  

 

ٚ ًٜبٙ وفاوي٠٘ ِٗ ٚ  ٛديت ٝ ثبٌٌٟٞ، ِٗ

.ايٜي ؼاغْ ٗي ٌٞؼ ٝادىيٚ اويف قيجبيي اي  

ٟ اي - سٞ» ....ٗبٜٛؽ ثفؼ  

«.....            ١ؽايشٖ غٞا١ؽ ًفؼ ؼـ ظلفٜٗؽي ثفاثف اٝ   

.اٗب ُفؼٙ هٞٗبٜٛؽي ١ٜٞق ث٠ آـاٗي غٖ ٗي ٌٞؼ  

 

آٟ، ١ف ز٠ ضوبـر. كفؼا كفقٛؽاًٛ  

س٢ٜب ثبقيس٠ ٛكؼ ايٚ اث٠ٔ-خب ٗي ٗبَٛؽ سب ثف غبى اٛدبٕ ؼ١ٜؽ  

 ٝ ثي غيبّ ١٘بٜٛؽ ٓٙلي خؽايي وبق

.ٗي ٓ٘ؽ ٗبـ ويبٟ ثف وي٠ٜ ١بي ويب١ً  
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Cleopatra 

  

She has already kissed Antony’s dead lips, 

already wept on her knees before Augustus… 

and her servants have betrayed her. Trumpets 

cry below Roman eagles, the gloom of dusk. 

  

Noble and stately, stammering with confusion 

now enters the last prisoner of her beauty, 

‘You – like a slave… 

                he’ll lead me in triumph before him…’ 

but her swanlike neck still bends peacefully. 

  

Tomorrow her children. O, what littleness 

is left to do on earth – only toy with this fool, 

and, indifferently, like a parting kindness 

lay the black snake to her dark breast too.  
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وبي٠. 39  

ًؽإ قٙ ٗؼيٜي ٗي ؼاٛؽ»       

ٗبٛؽٍٓشبيٖ-      اق وبػز ٗفًُ؟   

 ثٜٔؽسفيٚ، ٗشيٜشفيٚ اق ٗيبٛ٘بٙ، زفا غب٘فٟ

 ٛبُكيفر ٗي ًٜؽ سب اق ٗيبٙ ُؿٌش٠ ١ب ٛ٘ٞؼاـ ٌٞي ٝ ثِؿـي

 اق ًٜبـ هٙبـي ٠ً ٗي ٓـكؼ سب ثيبثي إ

 ثب ٛي٘فغي ـٌٝٚ ؼـ آٙ وٞي ٌي٠ٍ ي دٜدفٟ؟

!كفٌش٠ يب دفٛؽٟ؟ زوؽـ ٍٗبخفٟ ٗي ًٜيٖ  

.ٌبػف ُ٘بٙ ًفؼ دٌٞبٓي ـا ثبق ٗي سبثبٛيؽ  

 ؼـ آٙ وٞي ٗمُبٙ سبـيي، ز٢ٍ٘بيز، خئٞـخيٚ

.ِٛفيىشٜؽ ٛديجب٠ٛ آٙ ٠٘١ ـا  

آو٘ب٢ٛبي آثي، كٔٞثفر. وبي٠ ـا كفاٗٞي ًٚ  

ٌٌلش٠ ـا-ثي غٞاثي، ُْ يبن ؼيف  

ٝ ١ٌٌٜٞ٘ؽي وبّ ـا. ثفايٖ ثيبٝـ  

ٝ. وبّ ١كاـ ٝ ٢ّٛؽ ٝ ويكؼٟ ـا ث٠ ؾ١ٚ ثىذبـ  

ٟ اي  ثؼؽاقظ٢ف ٗلايٖ ثي اثفسبٙ، غب٘ف

!آٟ، وبي٠- وػز اوز ثفايٖ اًٜٞٙ  
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From: The Seventh Book Shade 

           ‘What does a certain woman know 

                                                           of the hour of her death?’ - Mandelshtam  

  

Tallest, most suave of us, why Memory, 

forcing you to appear from the past, pass 

down a train, swaying, to find me 

clear profiled through the window-glass? 

Angel or bird? How we debated! 

The poet thought you translucent straw. 

Through dark lashes, your eyes, Georgian, 

looked out, with gentleness, on it all. 

Shade, forgive. Blue skies, Flaubert, 

insomnia, late-blooming lilac flower, 

bring you, and the magnificence of the year, 

nineteen-thirteen, to mind, and your 

unclouded temperate afternoon, memory 

difficult for me now – Oh, shade! 
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اـٝاش ًىبٛي ٠ً ؼٝوز ؼاـٕ ؼـ وشبـُبٙ ثٜٔؽ خبي ؼاـٛؽ. 40  

 

.اـٝاش ًىبٛي ٠ً ؼٝوز ؼاـٕ ؼـ وشبـُبٙ ثٜٔؽ خبي ؼاـٛؽ  

 ز٠ ٛيي ٠ً ١ير ًىي ٛيىز ٠ً  قيىش٠ اوز سب قيبٙ ًٜؽ

٠٘١  آكفيؽٟ ٌؽٛؽ ث٠ ايٚ ٜٗظٞـ. ٝ ١٘بٙ ًه ٗي سٞاٛؽ ثِفيؽ  

.ايٚ اوز ٛٞاي سىبـوٌٞي٠ ؤٞ. سب ثػٞاٜٛؽ آٝاق١ب  

 

 ثيؽ ويِ٘ٞٙ ثف ًفا٠ٛ ي ـٝؼغب٠ٛ

.٢ٛف سبثبٙ وذشبٗجف ـا وٞؼ  

 وبي٠ إ اق دٍز وفٕ ثف آٗؽ

.ٗي ٌشبكز سب ؼـ وٌٞر ؼيؽاـٕ ًٜؽ  

 

 ز٢ِٜبي قيبؼي ثف ٌبغ٠ ١ب آٝيػش٠ ثٞؼٛؽ ايٜدب

.اٗب اِٛبـ غب٠ٛ ٗبّ ٗٚ ٛيك ١ىز  

 ٝ ايٚ ـُجبـ، ٓٙيق، ثبـيؽٟ ثف غٞـٌيؽ

.ثفايٖ ٗي آٝـؼ غجف١بيي سىٔي آٝـ ٝ ٛيي  
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           ‘The souls of those I love are on high stars.’ 

  

The souls of those I love are on high stars. 

How good that there’s no-one left to lose 

and one can weep. All created in order 

to sing songs, this air of Tsarskoye Selo’s. 

  

The river bank’s silver willow 

touches the bright September stream. 

Rising from the past, my shadow 

is running in silence to meet me. 

  

So many lyres hung on branches here, 

but it seems there’s room for mine too. 

And this shower, sun-drenched, rare, 

brings me consolation, good news. 
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I  41 .ٌؼف.  

 
 

 ـ١ب ًٚ ديفٝقي٢بي

 ٛبؼيؽٛي اوفاـاٗيك ـا

 ػجبـار ٛبُلش٠ ـا

ٟ ١بي ثي ِؽا ـا .ٝال  

ٟ ١بي دٞذ  اٌبـ

:ث٠ ايٜي ٛ٘ي ؼاٛيٖ ًدب ثيبوبييٖ  

 ٝ ا٢ٌٌب يِب٠ٛ ٘لايي اوز

.٠ً ؼاـؼ وفاقيف ٗي ٌٞؼ  

 ُٔىفغ٢بي ٝضٍيِ ٛكؼيٌي٢بي ٗىٌٞ، آٟ

.....ًىي ٗي ؼاٛؽ اق ايٚ ـٝ ٠ً ! ؼـٝٙ آٜٛؽ  

 ٝ وفاوف آٙ ٛبٗيؽٟ ٗي ٌٞؼ

.ؼـؼ ثيٌفا٠ٛ  
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Poem. I 

                            

Desolate the victories 

of mysterious non-meeting, 

phrases unspoken, 

voiceless words. 

Un-meeting glances 

not knowing where to rest: 

and tears alone are glad 

to go on flowing. 

Wild roses, ah, near Moscow 

are in it! Who knows why… 

and all this will be called 

immortal passion. 
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 II 42 .ٌؼف.  

«!ٌ٘ب ؼٝثبـٟ ثب ٜٗيؽ، دبييك، ؼٝوشٖ»       

             آٜٛىٌي                         

 ؼيِفاٙ ؼـ خٜٞة ٌبيؽ ١ٜٞق ؼـَٛ ٗي ًٜٜؽ

.سب ؼـ ثبؽ كفؼٝن آكشبة ثِيفٛؽ  

 ايٜدب ٌ٘بّ اوز، ٝ اٗىبّ

ٟ إ .ثفاي ؼٝوشٖ دبييك ـا ُُكيؽ  

ٟ إ ٟ ي غدىش٠ ـا اًٜٞٙ آٝـؼ  غب٘ف

ؼيؽاـٗبٙ،-اق ٝادىيٚ ٔؽ  

 آٙ قثب٠ٛ ي وفٌبـ ديفٝقي إ

. ثف وفٌٛٞز، ٝ ثىيبـ وفؼ، ٝ ٛيك وفٌبـ
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Poem. I I 

                     ‘You are with me again, Autumn, my friend!’ 

                                                                                Annensky 

  

Others in the south may still linger, 

basking in the paradise garden. 

Here it’s northerly, and this year 

for my friend I’ve chosen autumn. 

I’ve brought here the blessed memory 

of my last non-meeting with you – 

the pure flame of my victory 

over fate, so cold, and pure, too.  
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سٜؽـ. 43  

 

.ٗفا ث٠ غب٘ف آٝـ. آٙ ُبٟ سٜؽـ غٞا١ؽ ًٞثيؽ  

ايٚ ؼٛيبي« .اٝ ٘ٞكبٙ ٗي غٞاوز»: ثِٞ  

 ثي آلايً ١٘فَٛ وِٜي ُِٔٞٙ غٞا١ؽ ٌؽ

.ٝ هٔجز، قيٚ وبٙ، ث٠ آسً سجؽيْ ٗي ٌٞؼ  

 

ً ثيٜي اي ـاوشيٚ)آٙ ـٝق ؼـ ٗىٌٞ  (دي  

 ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً ثفاي آغفيٚ ثبـ غؽاضبكظي ٗي ًٜٖ

 ٝ ِؼٞؼ ٗي ًٜٖ ث٠ ث٢ٍش٢بيي ٠ً آـقٝ ؼاٌشٖ ثجيٜٖ

.وبي٠ إ ـا ايٜدب ؼـ آو٘بٙ ث٠ خب ٗي ُؿاـٕ  
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From: Northern Elegies Thunder 

     

There will be thunder then. Remember me. 

Say: ‘She asked for storms.’ This entire 

world will be the colour of crimson stone, 

and your heart, as then, will turn to fire. 

  

That day, in Moscow, a true prophecy, 

when for the last time I say goodbye, 

soaring to the heavens I longed to see, 

leaving my shadow here in the sky. 

  

  



 شاه خاكستري چشم 
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آٗفقٌػٞاٛي. 44  

 

 ٠ٛ، ٠ٛ ؼـ قيف آو٘بٛي ثيِب٠ٛ

-٠ٛ، ٠ٛ ؼـ دٜبٟ ثب٢ٓبي ثيِب٠ٛ  

 ده ثب ٗفؼٖٗ ثٞؼٕ، ٗٚ

.ثب ٗفؼٖٗ، آٛدب، وُٞٞاـاٙ  

                            1961    

 

 ث٠ خبي ؼيجبز٠

ؼـ وب٢ٓبي ؼ١ٍشٜبى ٝضٍز يمٝف ١لؽٟ ٗبٟ ؼـ ِق قٛؽا٢ٛبي ٜٓيِٜفاؼ ث٠ 

آٙ ُبٟ قٛي ٠ً ؼـ دٍز وفٕ                . ـٝقي ٌػّي ٗفا ث٠ خب آٝـؼ. وف ـوبٛؽٕ  

ايىشبؼٟ ثٞؼ ٝ اق وفٗب ًجٞؼ ٌؽٟ ثٞؼ، ًىي ٠ً آجش٠ ١فُك ٛبٕ ٗفا ٍٜٛيؽٟ 

آٛدب         )ثٞؼ، اق آٙ ضبٓز ًفغشي ٠ً ٠٘١ ؼاٌشيٖ ث٠ ؼـ آٗؽ ٝ ؼـ ٌُٖٞ دفويؽ 

:( ١ف ًىي قٗك٠ٗ ٝاـ ِطجز ٗي ًفؼ  

آٟ، ٗي سٞٛي ايٚ ـٝ ِٝق ًٜي؟   -   

:   ٝ ٗٚ ُلشٖ  

.   ٗي سٖٞٛ  

ٟ اي ثٞؼ، ُؿٌز .   آٙ ُبٟ زيكي ٗبٜٛؽ ٓجػٜؽي آيٖ ثف آٛس٠ ـٝقُبـي ز٢ف  

1957يٌٖ آٝـيْ   

 

 

 

 



                                   117/      ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ

 

44 

Requiem 

  

                                                  No, not under a foreign sky, 

                                                  no not cradled by foreign wings – 

                                                  Then, I was with my people, I, 

                                                  with my people, there, sorrowing. 

                                                                                          1961 

  

Instead of a Preface 

  

In the dreadful years of the Yezhov terror I spent 

seventeen months in prison queues in Leningrad. 

One day someone ‘identified’ me. Then a woman 

standing behind me, blue with cold, who of course 

had never heard my name, woke from that trance 

characteristic of us all and asked in my ear (there, 

everyone spoke in whispers):  

- Ah, can you describe this? 

And I said: 

I can. 

Then something like a tormented smile passed 

over what had once been her face. 

                                                  1st April 1957 
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 يبؼؼاٌز

 ؼوز ث٠ 1936ٛيٌلا ي ٞلف ـئيه دٔيه ٗػلي ـٝوي٠ اق وبّ 

سّلي٠ اي ثي ـض٘ب٠ٛ قؼ، ١٘ىبٙ اٛولاة كف١ِٜي ؼـ زيٚ، 

اٝ غٞؼ ؼـ وبّ . اس٢ب٢ٗب ٝاـؼ ًفؼ ٝ ٗطب٠ً٘ ١ب ثف دب ٛ٘ٞؼ

وذه ثفيب .  اق وٞي ٗٞٓٞسق سٌليف ٝ اػؽإ ٌؽ1938

ٗفؼٕ ؼـ اسطبؼ ٌٞـٝي ٝضٍز وِٜيٚ ـا زٜيٚ . خبٍٛيًٜ ٌؽ

ً زيٜب : ٗي ٛبٜٗؽ ٞ مك .                                   (ػّف يمٝف)ي   

 

 ديٌٍٍي

.ؼـ ثفاثف ايٚ اٛؽٟٝ ٢١ًٞب وف غٖ ٗي ًٜٜؽ  

.ـٝؼغب٠ٛ ي ثيٌفاٙ اق خفيبٙ ثبق ٗي ايىشؽ  

 زلز ٝثىز قٛؽاٙ ١٘ٞاـٟ وػز

 ؼغ٠٘ ١بي ٗطٌٞٗيٚ ـا ؼـ ثف ُفكش٠ 

ٟ اي ٗفُجبـ وذفؼٟ اوز .ٝ ث٠ اـاؼ  

.ٛكؼ ًىبٛي غٞـٌيؽ ٗي ؼـغٍؽ وفظ  

-ٛكؼ ًىبٛي ثبؼ ٗي ٝقؼ ٓٙيق  

 اٗب ٗب ١يسٌؽإ ـا ٛ٘ي ٌٜبويٖ، ؼـ ػْٞ

 كوٗ ٜ٘يٚ ُبٕ وِٜيٚ وفثبق ـا ٗي ٌٜٞيٖ

.ٝ ًٔيؽ١بيي ٠ً ٗي زفغٜؽ ثفاثف ديٌفٗبٙ  

.ُٞيي ثفاي ٛيبيً ثبٗؽاؼي ثف ٗي غبوشيٖ  

.اق ٗيبٙ ٢ٌف خبٛٞـاٙ ٌشبكشيٖ  

 آٛدب ثي ٛلىي ٗبٜٛؽ ٗفؼُبٙ ؼيؽاـ ًفؼيٖ
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Note 

Nikolai Yezhov as head of the NKVD from 1936 

instituted a savage purge, akin to the Cultural 

Revolution in China, involving denunciations and 

show trials. He was in turn denounced in 1938 by 

Molotov, executed, and replaced by Beria.  People 

in the Soviet Union came to call the Great Terror: 

Yezhovshchina (the time of Yezhov). 

  

Dedication 

                     Before this sorrow mountains bow, 

the vast river’s ceased to flow, 

the ever-strong prison bolts 

hold the ‘convict crews’ now, 

abandoned to deathly longing. 

For someone the sun glows red, 

for someone the wind blows fresh – 

but we know none of that, instead 

we only hear the soldier’s tread, 

keys scraping against our flesh. 

Rising as though for early mass, 

through the city of beasts we sped, 

there met, breathless as the dead, 
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ٟ سف ٝ ديٍبديً. غٞـٌيؽي كفٝسف، ٛٞايي ٠ٗ آٓٞؼ  

.اٗيؽ ١ٜٞق آٝاق وف ٗي ؼاؼ، ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً ٗي ُؿٌشيٖ  

.ا٢ٌٌب دبييٚ ٗي ـيػشٜؽ..... اثلاؽ ضٌٖ   

.قٙ اٛؽيٍيؽ ٠٘١ ي ١دفاٙ ـا ٗي ٌٜبوؽ  

.غٞٙ اق كفٖ ؼـؼ ؼـ هٔت ٗي غٌٍيؽ  

.ُٞيي غٞؼ ثف قٗيٚ اكٌٜؽٟ ٌؽ  

....سٌبٛي ٗي غٞـؼ ..... ٗي ِٜٓؽ .... ١ٜٞق ُبٕ ٗي قٛؽ   

 ًدبيٜؽ اًٜٞٙ ؼٝوشبٛي ٠ً اسلبهي يبكش٠ إ

 ؼـ آٙ ؼٝ وبّ ػكي٘ز ا١فيٜ٘ي؟

 ًؽاٗيٚ ٘ٞكب٢ٛبي ويجفي ـا آ٢ٛب دبي ٗي ؼاـٛؽ

 ٝ ؼـ ًؽإ ُٞي ٗب١شبثي يع ثىش٠ ٗي قيٜؽ؟

.ث٠ وٞيٍبٙ ؼـٝؼ غٞؼ ـا ثبَٛ ثف ٗي ًٍٖ  

1940ٗبـن   

 

ً ؼـآٗؽ  دي

 

 آٙ ـٝقُبـ، قٗبٛي ٠ً س٢ٜب ٗفؼُبٙ

 ؼـ آـاًٗ غٞؼ غٍٜٞؼ ٓجػٜؽ ٗي قؼٛؽ 

 ٝ ٜٓيِٜفاؼ ثي٢ٞؼٟ وف ثف اكفاٌش٠ ثٞؼ

.ثبقؼاٌشِب١ً ـا ٗي ُىشفاٛؽ  

 ١ِٜبٗي ٠ً ٢ِٜ١بي ٗطٌٞٗيٚ

 ؼيٞا٠ٛ اق ٌٌٜد٠ ٗي ُؿٌشٜؽ

  ٌفض٠ اي ٛـ٠٘ ١بي خؽايي آٙ ُبٟ

 وٞر ًٓٞٞٗٞسي١ٞب وف ٗي ؼاؼٛؽ
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sun low, a mistier Neva. Far ahead, 

hope singing still, as we passed. 

Sentence given…tears pour out, 

she thought she knew all separation, 

in pain, blood driven from the heart, 

as if she’s hurled to earth, apart, 

yet walks…staggers…is in motion… 

Where now my chance-met friends  

of those two years satanic flight? 

What Siberian storms do they resist, 

and in what frosted lunar orb exist? 

To them it is I send my farewell cry. 

March 1940 

  

Prologue 

  

Those days, when only the dead 

smiled, glad to be at peace, 

and Leningrad, unneeded, swayed, 

throwing wide its penitentiary. 

When legions of the condemned, 

maddened by torment, passed, 

brief the songs of parting then, 

 

 



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/122  
 

 وشبـُبٙ ٗفٍ ثف كفاقٗبٙ آٝيػشٜؽ

 ٝ وفقٗيٚ ٗؼّٕٞ ـٝن زفًٝيؽ

 ؼـ قيف ز٠ٌ٘ ١بيي ثب ٠ٌٓ ١بيي غٞٛيٚ

.ٝ لاوشي٢ٌبي ٗبـيبن ويبٟ  

 

1 

 

ٟ ؼٕ سٞ ـا ثفؼٛؽ .وذيؽ  

.ُٞيي ؼـ ثيؽاـي ؼٛجبٓز ٗي آٗؽٕ  

.ؼـ غب٠ٛ اي سبـيي ثس٠ ١ب ٗي ُفيىشٜؽ  

.ؼـ ٗيبٙ ٌ٘بي٢ٔب، ٌ٘ؼي ٗي ُؽاغز  

 ثف ٓج٢بيز، وفؼي ِٔيت

.ثف ديٍبٛي ار ػفهي ٗفُجبـ  

 زٞٙ قٛي ـ١ب ٌؽٟ

.ث٠ وٞي ؼيٞاـ ًفٗٔيٚ ثبَٛ ثف غٞا١ٖ ًٍيؽ  

1932 

 

2 
 

.غبٗٞي ـٝاٙ اوز ؼٙ آـإ  

.٢ٗشبة قـؼكبٕ غب٠ٛ ـا ٗي آًٜؽ  

 

 ٗي آًٜؽ آٙ ـا، ٝ اق ٠ٌُٞ ي زٍٖ ٗي ـيكؼ
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the locomotives’ farewell blast, 

Dead stars hung above us, 

and blameless Russia writhed 

under boots stained with blood, 

and the Black Marias’ tyres.  

 

                     1 

  

They took you away at dawn, 

as though at a wake, I followed, 

in the dark room weeping children, 

among icons, the candle guttered. 

On your lips, the chill of a cross, 

on your brow a deathly pall. 

I’ll be, like a woman to be shot, 

dragged to the Kremlin wall. 

                                                  1935 

  

2 

  

Quiet flows the silent Don, 

yellow moonlight fills the home.  

  

Fills it, and falls askance, 
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.ٌجص ٗب١ٞي قـؼي ؼـ ثفم ِٛب١ً  

 

.قٛي آٛدبوز، ٗٞي٠ ٗي ًٜؽ  

 قٛي آٛدب، س٢ٜب ؼـاق ًٍيؽٟ اوز،

 

.دىف ؼـ قٛديف، ١ٌٞف ؼـ غبى  

.ثفايً ؼػب ثػٞاٙ، آٟ ؼػب  

 

3 

 

. ٠ٛ ٗٚ، ًىي ؼيِف ـٛح ٗي ًٍؽ  

.ٛ٘ي سٞاٛىشٖ ٘ٞـي ؼيِف آٙ ـا ثفسبثٖ  

.ثف آٛس٠ ـظ ؼاؼٟ اوز ثِؿاـ ـًٍٝي سبـيي ثذٌٞبٜٛؽ  

.....ثِؿاـٌبٙ ثفزيٜٜؽ ـٌٜٝبيي٢بي   

.                                     ٌت ـا  

 

4 

 

ٟ ي ًٞزي ـا  اُف ٍٛبٛز ٗي ؼاؼٛؽ آقاـٛؽ

 ؼٓجٜؽ ًٞزي ـا، ؼٝوز ٠٘١

ٟ ي وئٞاٙ، ؼٓفثبي ٌبؼٗبٙ،  ٌب١كاؼ

-ز٠ ٗٞهؼيشي ّٛيجشبٙ ٗي ٌؽ  

 ٗبٜٛؽ آٙ ويّؽ ٛلف ؼـ ِق
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yellow moon-ghost in its glance. 

  

A woman there it is, makes moan, 

a woman there, she lies alone, 

  

Son in chains, husband clay,  

pray for her, O pray. 

  

                          3 

  

No it is not I, someone else is suffering. 

I could not have borne it otherwise, all that’s happening, 

let them grant to it a dark covering, 

and let them take away the glittering… 

                                                  Night. 

 

                      4 

  

They should have shown you, little teaser, 

                    little favourite, friend of all,  

                    sylvan princess, happy charmer,  

                    what situation would be yours – 

as three-hundredth in the line 
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.ٌ٘ب ايىشبؼيؽ دبي ِٔيت  

 ٝ ٌٞـاة ُفٕ ا٢ٌٌبي٘بٙ

.يع وبّ ٛٞ ـا وٞقاٛؽ  

 ثجيٚ وذيؽاـ١بي قٛؽاٙ ـا ٠ً ٗي خٜجٜؽ

آٟ ز٠ اٛج١ٞي- ثؽٝٙ ِؽايي  

.....اق قٛؽُبٛي٢بي ٗؼّٕٞ اٗفٝق ث٠ دبيبٙ ٗي ـوؽ   

 

5 

 

 ١لؽٟ ٗبٟ اوز ٠ً لاث٠ ٗي ًٜٖ

.سب ث٠ غب٠ٛ ثبقُفؼي  

 غٞؼٕ ـا ث٠ دبي خلاؼ اٛؽاغشٖ

.آٟ دىفٕ، اي ١فاوٖ  

 ٝ ٛ٘ي سٞاٖٛ ؼـيبثٖ

 ٠ً ٠٘١ زيك اًٜٞٙ خبٝؼا٠ٛ دفيٍبٙ اوز

.ز٠ خبٛٞـ، ز٠ آؼٗي  

.ز٠ قٗبٙ ؼـاقي اوز سب اػؽإ  

 ٝ س٢ٜب ٢ُٔبي ؿجبـآٓٞؼ

َ قيَٜ ثػٞـؼاٙ، ـؼدب١بيي ـاوز  قيٜ

.ؼٝاٙ ث٠ ١ف خب، ١ير خب، ؼٝـ  

 ٝ لـف ؼـ زٍ٘بٖٛ غيفٟ ٗي ِٛفؼ

 سٜؽ، ًٍُٜؽٟ، ١فاوٜبى

ٟ اي ٌِلز .وشبـ  
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you’d stand, beneath the cross,  

and let your tears’ hot brine 

burn through New Year’s ice. 

See the prison poplars sway, 

without a sound – oh what a crowd 

of innocent lives all end today… 

  

                      5 

  

Seventeen months I’ve pleaded 

for you to come home. 

Flung myself at the hangman’s feet, 

my terror, oh my son. 

And I can’t understand, 

now all’s eternal confusion, 

who’s beast, and who’s man, 

how long till execution. 

And only flowers of dust, 

ringing of censers, tracks just 

running somewhere, nowhere, far. 

And deep in my eyes gazing, 

swift, fatal, threatening, 

one enormous star. 



ٌبٟ  غبًىشفي زٍٖ/128  

 

 

6 

 

. ١لش٠  ١ب ٛيك ث٠ وجٌي َٝـ ٗي دفٛؽ  

.ٛ٘ي سٞاٖٛ ؼـيبثٖ آٛس٠ ـٝي ؼاؼٟ اوز  

 ؼـوز ١٘سٜبٙ ٠ً، كفقٛؽ ؼٓجٜؽٕ، ؼـ قٛؽاٙ

 ٌج٢بي وليؽ غيفٟ ٌؽٛؽ ثف سٞ

 ١٘بٙ ٘ٞـ اًٜٞٙ ؼٝثبـٟ غيفٟ ٗي ٌٞٛؽ

ٚ زٍٖ، وٞؼايي زٍٖ  ٌب١ي

 ٝ اق ِٔيت ثٜٔؽر

.ٝ اق ٗفٍ، اٗفٝق ٗي ُٞيٜؽ  

1939 

 

ضٌٖ. 7  

 

ٟ اي وِٜي  غٞـؼٟ اوز ٝال

ٟ إ اًٜٞٙ .ثف وي٠ٜ ي قٛؽ  

ٗي ؼاٛيؽ. آٗبؼٟ ثٞؼٕ. ثبًي ٛيىز  

.اق دىً ثف ٗي آيٖ ١ف خٞـي  

 

:اٗفٝق ًبـ قيبؼي ؼاـٕ  

 ثبيؽ غب٘فٟ ـا ٛل٠ٔ ًٜٖ

 ثبيؽ هٔجٖ ـا ث٠ وَٜ سجؽيْ ًٜٖ

.ثبيؽ قٛؽُي ـا اق وف ثِيفٕ  
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6 

  

Lightly the weeks fly, too, 

what’s happened I can’t understand. 

Just as, my darling child, in prison, 

white nights gazed at you, 

so now again they gaze, 

hawk-eyed, passionate-eyed,  

and of your cross on high, 

of death, they speak today.  

                                                  1939. 

 

7. The Sentencing 

It has fallen, the word of stone  

on my living breast, now. 

No matter, I was prepared, you know, 

I’ll get by, somehow. 

  

I’ve things to do today: 

I must crush memory down, 

I must turn my heart to stone, 

I must try living, again. 
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سبثىشبٙ ؼاؽ قٗك٠ٗ ٗي ًٜؽ.... ٝ ؼيِف   

.زٜبٙ زٞٙ ؼـ ـٝقي سؼٙئي ًٜبـ ؼـيبي ويبٟ  

ٟ إ ايٚ ـا ً ثيٜي ًفؼ  ؼيفي، اق ُؿٌش٠ اي ؼٝـ، دي

.ايٚ غب٠ٛ ي غبٓي، ايٚ ـٝق ؼـغٍبٙ ـا  

1939سبثىشبٙ،   

  

ث٠ ٗفٍ. 8  

 

 غٞا١ي آٗؽ وفاٛدبٕ، زفا ٠ٛ اٗفٝق؟

.قٛؽُي غئي وػز اوز- ؼـ اٛشظبـر ١ىشٖ  

ٟ إ، ـاٟ ـا دبًيكٟ  زفاؿ٢ب ـا غبٗٞي ًفؼ

.ثفاي ٌ٘ب، زٜيٚ وبؼٟ، زٜيٚ ٌِلز  

.١ف ٌٌٔي ٠ً ٗي غٞا١ي ث٠ غٞؼ ثِيف  

 ثشفى ٗبٜٛؽ ًذىٞٓي ٌي٘يبيي

 ٗبٜٛؽ ـا١كٛي كفق يٌٞـ غٞؼر ـا ؼاغْ ثىُفاٙ

 يب ثػبـي سيلٞن اق خ٢ٜٖ

ٟ اي  يب ؼاوشبٛي وبغشِي ٠ً غٞؼ خٞـ ًفؼ

-ٝ ١٘ي٠ٍ ًىْ ًٜٜؽٟ ٝ سٌفاـي  

 آٛدب ٠ً ٠ًٔ ي دبوجب٢ٛب ـا ٗي ثيٜٖ

ٟ ـَٛ اق سفن .ٝ غجفزيٜي دفيؽ  

.يٜي وي ٗي غفٌٝؽ. ٠٘١ زيك اًٜٞٙ يٌىبٙ اوز  

ٟ ي هٙجي ٗي ؼـغٍؽ .١٘بٙ ؼٕ وشبـ  

 ٝ ؼـ ٝضٍشي ٢ٛبيي ثىش٠ ٗي ٌٞؼ
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And then….Hot summer whispers, 

as if for a Black Sea holiday. 

Long, long ago, I foresaw this 

this empty house, this shining day.  

                                                  Summer, 1939. 

  

8. To Death 

  

You’ll come regardless – why not today?   

I await you – life is very hard. 

I’ve killed the lights, cleared the way 

for you, so simple, such a marvel.  

Take on any shape you wish, 

burst in like a poisoned shell, 

sidle in like a slick bandit, 

or a typhus germ from hell. 

Or a fairy-tale you’ve invented, 

always sickeningly familiar – 

where I see policemen’s heads, 

and a concierge white with fear. 

It’s all one now. The Yenisey swirling, 

while the Pole star’s alight. 

And in final terror closing 
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.زٍ٘بٙ غدىش٠، آثي ٝ سبثبٙ  

 ٛٞقؼ١ٖ آُٞوز

 غب٠ٛ اي ؼـ كٜشبٌٛب،

 ٜٓيِٜفاؼ

 

ث٠ ٗفٍ. 9  

 

 ؼيِف ؼيٞاِٛي ؼوز ؼوز ٗي ًٜؽ

ٖ ُٝٞـ ٗي ًٜؽ .ٝ ٛي٘ي اق خبٖٛ ـا ُ  

آس٢ٍبيً: ٌفاثً ـا وف ٗي ًٍٖ  

.ديً ٗي ثفؼٕ ٗيبٙ سبـيٌي ٝ ًٞـي  

 

 ث٠ ُ٘بٖٛ ثبيؽ ٝاُؿاـٕ

.ديفٝقي ـا اًٜٞٙ ث٠ ؼيٞاِٛي  

 ثبيؽ ُٞي ثىذبـٕ سب ثِٞيؽ

.آش٢بثي ٌِلز ـا ثف ديٍبٛي إ  

 

 ٝ  ٛجبيؽ زيكي اق غٞؼٕ

.ث٠ ١٘فا١ٖ ؼاٌش٠ ثبٌٖ  

زوؽـ ؼـغٞاوز ٗي ًٜٖ)  

:(!زوؽـ اق غٞؼ ـؼ ٗي ًٜٖ  

 

-٠ٛ زٍ٘بٙ ثيٜ٘بى دىفٕ  

 ٠ً اق قخف وَٜ ٌؽٛؽ
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blessed eyes, blue and bright. 

                              19th August 1939 

                              The House on the Fontanka, 

                              Leningrad. 

 

9. Already madness 

  

hovers 

                    obscuring half my mind, 

                    I drink its wine: its fires 

bring on darkness, blind. 

  

I realise, I must yield, 

the victory to it now, 

must listen to it speak, 

strange fever on my brow. 

  

And I must take nothing 

with me that’s my own 

(how I am begging, 

how I am disowned!): 

  

not my son’s fearful eyes – 

suffering, turned to stone, 
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 ٠ٛ آٙ ـٝق، ٠ً ٘ٞكبٙ ثف آٗؽ

 ٠ٛ اسبم ٗلاهبر قٛؽاٙ

 

 ٠ٛ وفؼي ٗشجفى ؼوشبًٛ

ٞ ث٢ٜب  ٠ٛ غفٝي وبي٠ ي ٓي٘

 ٠ٛ ِؽا١بي ٗلايٖ ؼٝـؼوز

.اق ٝادىيٚ اوشـبث٠ اي  

1940غب٠ٛ اي ؼـ كٜشبٌٛب، ز٢بـٕ ٠ٗ   

 

سّٔيت. 10  

.ٗبؼـ، ثف ٗٚ قاـي ٌٗٚ»  

«ًىي ١ىشٖ ؼـ ُٞـ  

 

I 
     

 ؼـ آٙ ١ِٜب٠ٗ ي ١ٌٌٜٞ٘ؽ ١٘ىُفايبٙ كفٌش٠ ٝي

.ٝ وذ٢ف ؼـ لـكٜبي آسٍيٚ ث٠ ١ٖ ـيػشٜؽ  

«!زفا ٗفا ٝاُؿاٌشي»: ٛكؼ دؽـ  

«.....آٟ، قاـي ٌٗٚ »: اٗب ٛكؼ ٗبؼـ  

 
                              II 

 

.  ٗفيٖ ٗدؽٓي٠ ثف وي٠ٜ اي ًٞثيؽ ٝ ُفيىز،

.ضٞاـي ٗطجٞة وَٜ ٌؽ  
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not the day, that storms rise, 

nor the prison meeting-room,  

  

nor the blessed cool of his hands, 

the lime-trees’ shady agitation, 

nor the slender distant sounds 

of his final consolation. 

                                    The House on the Fontanka. 4th May 1940 

 

10. Crucifixion 

                                                            ‘Mother, do not weep for me, 

                                                            who am in the grave.’ 

  

                                                  I 

  

Angelic choirs, the mighty hour of glory, 

and heaven confused in the fiery deep. 

To the Father: ‘Why hast thou forsaken me!’ 

But to the Mother: ‘O, do not weep…’ 

  

                              II 

  

Magdalene beat her breast and wept, 

the beloved disciple turned to stone, 
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 اٗب آٛدب ١ير ًه ؼٓيف ٛجٞؼ، ١ير ًه ِٛبٟ ٌٛفؼ 

!خبيي ٠ً ٗبؼـ ١ٜٞق ايىشبؼٟ ثٞؼيٖ، ٝ س٢ٜب  

1943-1940  

 

 ٗإغفٟ

 
I 

 

ٟ ١ب ٝا ٗي ـٝٛؽ  آٗٞغشٖ ثؽاٖٛ ز٠ وبٙ ز٢ف

 ز٠ِٛٞ سفن اق قيف د٢ٌٔب ٗي ًبٝؼ

 ز٠ وبٙ وػز آٙ سيـ٠ ي ثفاٙ، آٙ ِٜبػز

.ـٛح ـا ثف ٠ُٛٞ ١ب هٖٔ ٗي قٛؽ  

 ز٠ِٛٞ ُيىٞاٙ ويبٟ، خُٜٞؽٗي

ٟ اي ٗي ٌٞٛؽ ٟ  ٛوف .يٌجبـ  

.آٗٞغشٖ ز٠ وبٙ ٓج٢بي ثفؼثبـ ٗي غٌٍٜؽ  

.آٗٞغشٖ ٝضٍز ٓجػٜؽ غٍي ـا ٗي غفاٌؽ  

 ٠ٛ كوٗ ثفاي غٞؼٕ ؼػب ٗي ًٜٖ

ٟ اٛؽ، ١ِ٘ي  ث٠ٌٔ ثفاي ٠٘١ ي ًىبٛي ٠ً ايٜدب ايىشبؼ

 ؼـ وفٗبي ُكٛؽٟ، يب خٞلاي وٞقاٙ

.ؼـ قيف آٙ ؼيٞاـ هفٗك ٝ ثي ـٝقٙ قٛؽاٙ  

 
II 

 

.ؼيِف ثبـ، قٗبٙ يبؼآٝـي ٛكؼيي ٌؽ  

:سٞ ـا ٗي ثيٜٖ، اضىبن ٗي ًٜٖ، ٗي ٌٜٕٞ  
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but there, no one dared, no one looked 

where the Mother stood, still, and alone. 

1940-1943 

 

Epilogue 

                                         

                                               I 

  

I learned to know how faces fall apart, 

                    how fear, beneath the eye-lids, seeks, 

how strict the cutting blade, the art  

that suffering etches in the cheeks.  

How the black, the ash-blond hair, 

in an instant turned to silver, 

learned how submissive lips fared, 

learned terror’s dry racking laughter. 

Not only for myself I pray, 

but for all who stood there, all, 

in bitter cold, or burning July day, 

beneath that red, blind prison wall. 

  

                              II 

  

Once more, the remembered hour draws near. 

I see you, I feel you, and I hear: 
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 سٞ ـا آ٢ٛب ثف٠ٜ١ ث٠ ؼاغْ ِق ًٍبٛؽٛؽ،

.ٝ سٞ، ٠ً قٗيٚ ـا ديً اق ٝهشز آـإ ًفؼي  

 

 ٝ سٞ، ًىي ٠ً وف ٢ٗفاِٛيكر ـا سٌبٙ ؼاؼي

«.ُٞيي ايٚ ٜٖٝ٘ اوز، ٗٚ ايٜدبٕ»: ٝ ُلشي  

 

 ؼٝوز ؼاـٕ ٠٘١ سبٙ ـا ث٠ ٛبٕ كفا ثػٞاٖٛ

.اٗب ويب٠١ ي ٛب٢ٗب ُٖ ٌؽٟ اوز، ٛبيبكشٜي، ؼيِفثبـ  

 

 ٗٚ ثبكش٠ إ ًلٜي ثكـٍ ثفاي ٠٘١، ايٜدب

ٟ إ .غبـج اق ٝالُبٙ ٛبزيكي ٠ً اسلبهي ٌٜيؽ  

 

 ديٞوش٠ آ٢ٛب ـا ث٠ غب٘ف ٗي آٝـٕ، ١ف خب

.ثؽٝٙ كفاٌٗٞي ؼـ ١ف ثيٖ اق ٝضٍشي سبقٟ  

 

 ٝ اُف آ٢ٛب ٓج٢بي ٌٌٜد٠ ؼيؽٟ ـا ثجٜؽٛؽ، ثجٜؽٛؽ

 ؼ١بٖٛ ـا خبيي ٠ً يٌّؽ ٗئيٞٙ اٛىبٙ كفيبؼ ٗي ًٍؽ

 

 ثِؿاـ ث٠ غب٘ف ثيبٝـٛؽ ٗفا، ١٘يٚ اٗفٝق

.ؼـ آوشب٠ٛ ي ـٝق يبؼآٝـي  

 

 ٝ اُف قٗبٛي ؼـ قاؼُب١ٖ

 آ٢ٛب ث٠ كٌف وبغشٚ ٗدى٠٘ اي اق ٗٚ ثيلشٜؽ
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you, they could barely carry into line, 

and you, whom earth claimed before your time, 

  

and you, who shook your lovely head of hair, 

saying: ‘As if this were home, I’m here’. 

  

I’d like to summon you all by name, 

But the lists are lost, un-found, again. 

  

I’ve woven a great shroud for all, here, 

out of poor words I chanced to overhear. 

  

Remembering them always, everywhere, 

unforgotten in each new terror’s care, 

  

and if they shut my tormented lips, shut my  

mouth where a hundred million people cry, 

  

let them remember me, as well, today, 

on the eve of my remembrance day. 

  

And if ever in this my native country 

they think to erect a statue to me, 
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  ٗإاكوٖ ٠ً ايٚ آؼاة ثفُكاـ ٌٞؼ

٠ٛ آٛدب- س٢ٜب ثب ايٚ ٌفٖ  

 

:ؼـ ًٜبـ ؼـيب، خبيي ٠ً قاؼٟ ٌؽٕ  

 آغفيٚ ؼٓجىشِي إ ثب آٙ ٗؽس٢بوز ُىىش٠ اوز

 

 ٠ٛ ؼـ ثبؽ اٗذفا٘ٞـي، ًٜبـ آٙ ؼـغز ٗفؼٟ

 خبيي ٠ً وبي٠ ي سىٔي ٛبدؿيف ٗفا ٗي خٞيؽ

 

 اٗب ايٜدب، خبيي ٠ً ٗٚ ويّؽ وبػز ايىشبؼٕ

.خبيي ٠ً ١ير ًه ١ير ُبٟ ؼـ١ب ـا ٍِٛٞؼ  

 

 ٗجبؼا كفاٗٞي ًٜٖ ؼـ كفاٌٗٞي غدىش٠ ي ٗفٍ

 ٠٘٢٘١ ي ٌُٞػفاي ٗبـيبن ويبٟ ـا

 

ٟ ١بي خ٢ٜ٘ي َ خيَٜ ١ٜٞٓبى ـا، ؼـٝاق  كفاٗٞي ًٜٖ خيٜ

.٠ً ديفقٛي ٗبٜٛؽ خبٛٞـي قغ٘ي ثف آٙ قٝقٟ ٗي ًٍيؽ  

 

 ٝ اق د٢ٌٔبي ٗلفؿي ٝ ـاًؽٕ

.ٌبيؽ ثفكؽا٠ٛ ١بيي ٗبٜٛؽ ا٢ٌٌب ثفيكٛؽ ُؽاقاٙ  

 

 ٝ ًجٞسفاٙ قٛؽاٙ اق ؼٝـؼوش٢ب آٝا وف ٗي ؼ١ٜؽ

.ٝ ثف ـٝؼغب٠ٛ ي ٛٞا، ًٍشي٢ب ث٠ آـاٗي ٗي ٓـكٛؽ  

1940ٗبـن   
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I agree to that ceremonial honour, 

but only on one condition – not there 

  

beside the sea-shore, where I was born: 

my last ties with it so long outworn, 

  

nor in the Imperial Garden, by that dead tree 

where an inconsolable shade looks for me, 

  

but here, where I stood three hundred hours, 

where no one ever opened the doors, 

  

lest I forget in death’s blessed oblivion 

the Black Maria’s screaming hum, 

  

forget the terrible clang, the gates that hail  

like a wounded beast, the old woman’s wail.  

  

And from my eyelids, bronze, unmoving, 

may snowflakes fall like tears, melting, 

  

and the prison pigeons coo far from me, 

and, on the Neva, ships sail silently. 

                                                            March, 1940 

 



  شاه خاكستري چشم 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  شاه خاكستري چشم

 

 

 

 


