Anna Axmamoea
KounyHbs

Her, napesuu, s He Ta,

Kem MeHst Tbl BUAETH XO4YElllb,
N naBHO MoM ycTa

He uenyrot, a mpopouar.

He mogymaii, uro B 6peny
N 3amyueHa TOCKOIO
['pomko kinuy st Oemy:
Pemecno moe taxkoe.

A yMero Hay4uTb,
YT0o0 HEeXKTAaHHOE CIYUYUIIOCH,
Kax HaBekn npupy4uTh

Ty, 4TO METBKOM MONTIOOMIIACH.

CrnaBbl X04elb? — y MEHs
[Tormpocu Torma coBera,
Tonbko 3TO — 3amaaHs,
I'ne Hu pagocTu, HU CBeETA.

Hy, Teneps nau nomoi

Jla 3a0ynp TIpo Halry BCTpEUy,
A 3a rpex TBOU, MUJIBIN MO,
S npen I'ocrionom oTBewy.

10 urona 1915

Anna Akhmatova
Witchcraft

No, I'm not the kind, my prince,
Whom you let into your dwelling,
And my lips, alas — long since
Are not kissing but foretelling.

Do not think that madness-struck
And tormented with depression

I call out the worst of luck:

This is simply my profession.

But I teach the skill to make
Something unexpected happen,
Or a fleetly petted maid

Stay forever in your trapping.

Craving glory? Ask for my
Guidance, | am at your service.
But it is a snare — you'll find
There no happiness nor purpose.

Well, you now go home, my prince,
And forget of our acquaintance,
And before the Lord, your sins
I'll atone with my repentance.

July 10, 1915



