Anna Axmamoesa

Mse ronoc 6su1. OH 3Baj yTEIIHO,

OH rosopui: "Unu crona,

OcraBb CBOM Kpail, NTyXOW U IPELIHbIN,
OcraBb Poccuto HaBcera.

S1 KpOBBb OT PyK TBOUX OTMOIO,

N3 cepana BeIHY YEPHBIN CTHI,

5l HOBBIM UMEHEM ITOKPOIO

bonb nopaxkenwnii u oouna".

Ho paBHORYIIHO M CLIOKOWHO
Pykamu s 3amMKHyJa CiyX,

YT00 3TOM peubto HETOCTOMHOM
He ockBepHuUiICs CKOPOHBII 1yX.

1917

Anna Akhmatova

I heard a voice. It bade consolement.
“Come hither,” was its tempting call,
“Leave your obscure and sinful homeland,
Leave Russia now for good and all.

I'll clean your hands of bloody imprints,
Relieve your heart of burning shame,

The anguish of defeats and insults

I'll cover with a novel name.”

But I impassively and calmly

Laid hands upon my hearing holes,
So that this utterance uncomely
Would not disgrace the grieving soul.

Translated by Alexander Givental and Elysée Wilson-Egolf





