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Ilecus nocnenuei B ‘
cTpe : .
TpetH | . Song of the final meeting

8 How helplessly chilled was my chest, yet
¢ My footsteps were nimble and light.

i 1 unconsciously put on my left hand

The glove that belonged on my right.

i
k!
h Tak GecromoluHo rpyab xo04ena,
3 Ho waru Mou Gp1au serka.
gl - 51 na npaByto pyky Hagena
A Ilepuarky ¢ 1€BOH pyKH.

1t seemed that the stairs were endless,

. But ] knew - there were only three!

¥ Autumn, whispering through the maples,
E Pleaded: “Die here with me!

i & Iloka3sanock, 4TO MHOIO CTYNEHEH,
A 138218 - UX TOJIBLKO TpH!
Mexty KeHOB ILENOT OCEHHMM
Honpocum: "Co MuoK0 ymMpy!

[ was blindly deceived by my dreary,

b Dismal, changeable Fate.” “And | too,”
1 responded, “My darling, my dear one,
& And 1’1l also die here with you.”

51 o6manyT MOeii yHu110i
INepemenunBoit, 3m0# cyabboit".
51 orBeTrna: "MHunbIil, MMIBIH -
H 1 Toxe. Ympy ¢ Toboit!"

E  This is the song of the final meeting.
! looked up at your house, all dark inside.
~ Just the bedroom candles burned with a fleeting,

L Indifferent and yellowish light.

OTO necHs nocaefHel BCTpeyH.
i 51 B3rnaHysa Ha TEMHBLH A0M,
. Tonbko B cnanbHe ropenu cee4d
PaBHOAYHIHO-KEITHIM OTHEM.
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33.

Mens, kak peky,

CypoBast 3110xa ITOBEPHYJIA.

Mue noameHIH u3Hb. B Opyroe pycno,

Mumo gpyroro notTexsia oHa,

U s ceoux He 3HaI0 Geperos.

O, KaK $1 MHOTO 3pEJIHII] ITPOITyCTHIA,

H zanasec B3guIMasc 6e3 MeHA

M Tax xe napan. CKOJIBKO A Apy3eif

CBoux HM pasy B >KH3HH He BCTpeyaa.

O, CKOJILKO OUepTaHH roponoB

M3 ra3 moux MorjH Obl BBI3BaTh CJIE3BI,

A 7 oMH Ha CBETE ropoj 3HAI0

W ouymeio ero Bo cHe Hafiny . . .

U cKONBKO S CTHXOB He HAIMCAIa,

Y talubiii Xop X GPOIUT BKPYT MEHA

W, mosker GbITh, elre Koraa-HUOyas

Mens sagyumr . . .

MHe BeNOMBI HaYaJIa ¥ KOHI(BI,

H »xu3Hb nocjie KOHI@, B YTO~TO,

O yem Teneps HE HAO BCIIOMEHATS.

H sxeHIMHA KaKasg-TO Moe

EuucTBEHHOS MECTO 3aHSLIa,

Moe 3axomumueitiiree M HOCHT,

OCTaBHBIIH MHE KIIMUKY, H3 KOTODOH

5 coenana, noxanyH, Bce, YTO MOXKHO.

51 He B CBOXO, YBBI, MOTHIIY JIATY . . .
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33.

“This Cruel Age Has Deflected Me. ..

This cruel age has deflected me,

like a river from its course.

Strayed from its familiar shores,

my changeling life has flowed

into a sister channel.

How many spectacles I’ve missed:

the curtain rising without me,

and falling too. How many friends

I never had the chance to meet.

Here in the only city I can claim,
where I could sleepwalk and not lose my way,
how many foreign skylines I can dream,
not to be witnessed through my tears.
And how many verses I have failed to write!
Their secret chorus stalks me

close behind. One day, perhaps,

they’ll strangle me.

I know beginnings, I know endings too,
and life-in-death, and something else
I’d rather not recall just now.

And a certain woman

has usurped my place

and bears my rightful name,

leaving a nickname for my use,

with which I’ve done the best I could.
The grave I go to will not be my own.
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Ho ecymu 61 OTKyZ2-TO BIIJIAHY/IA But if I could step outside myself
1 Ha CBOIO TEMEPEIIHIOIO YKU3HD, ] and contemplate the person that I am,
VY3nana Gbl 51 3aBHCTH HAKOHeL . . . 1 A I should know at last what envy is.
— Jlennurpan, 1944 — Leningrad, 1944
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