bopuc Ilacmepnak
3uMHSAS HOYDb

Meno, MeJ0 o Bcel 3eMile
Bo Bce npenensl.

Caeua ropena Ha CToJIE,
Cseua ropena.

Kaxk nerom poem momkapa
JleTuT Ha mams,

Ciieranuch XJIOMbs CO ABOPA
K okonHOI1 pame.

Mertens Jienuia Ha CTeKIIe
Kpyxxku u cTpensl.

Caeua ropena Ha CToJIE,
Caeua ropemna.

Ha o3apenHnsIit oTONIOK
Jloxxunuce TeHH,

CKkpenieHbs pyK, CKpEIeHbS HOT,
Cynb0bl CKpelieHbs.

W maganu nBa GamMayka
Co cTykoM Ha moil.

U Bock cie3aMu ¢ HOUHHKA
Ha nnarwe kamai.

N Bce TepsI1oCh B CHEXHOW MIJIE
Cenoit u Oemoi.

Caeua ropena Ha cToje,

Cseua ropena.

Ha cBeuky nyno u3 yria,

U xap cobnazna

B3napimal, kak aHres, 1Ba Kpbuia
KpecToobpasHo.

Merno Bech mecsll B peBpaiie,
N 1o u neno

Caeua ropena Ha CToJIE,
Caeua ropena.

1946

Boris Pasternak

Winter night

And near and far the blizzard raced,

To every endland.

A burning candle lit the place,
A burning candle.

Like midges, flying into flame

In swarms in summer,

From darkness to the window frame
Snow flakes were summoned.

The blizzard drew a window fresque
Of arcs and angles.

A burning candle lit the desk,

A burning candle.

On the enlightened ceiling easel
Fell shapes retracing

Entangled arms, entangled knees,
Fates interlacing.

And knockingly two little shoes
Were dropping, slipping,

And on the dress, wax tears let loose,
Were slowly dripping.

And by the grizzled snowy haze
All else was mantled.

A burning candle lit the space
A burning candle.

In draft the flame would turn and toss,
And hot temptation

Spread wings like angels in a cross
Configuration.

All February blizzards broomed;
Their callings handling,

A burning candle lit the room,

A burning candle.

Translated by Alexander Givental
and Elysée Wilson-Egolf



