ПОСВЯЩЕНИЕ
Перед этим горем гнутся горы,
Не течет великая река,
Но крепки тюремные затворы,
А за ними «каторжные норы»
И смертельная тоска.
Для кого-то веет ветер свежий,
Для кого-то нежится закат —
Мы не знаем, мы повсюду те же,
Слышим лишь ключей постылый скрежет
Да шаги тяжелые солдат.
Подымались как к обедне ранней.
По столице одичалой шли,
Там встречались, мертвых бездыханней,
Солнце ниже и Нева туманней,
А надежда все поет вдали.
Приговор. И сразу слезы хлынут,
Ото всех уже отделена,
Словно с болью жизнь из сердца вынут,
Словно грубо навзничь опрокинут,
Но идет... шатается... одна...
Где теперь невольные подруги
Двух моих осатанелых лет?
Что им чудится в сибирской вьюге,
Что мерещится им в лунном круге?
Им я шлю прощальный мой привет.
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Before this sorrow the hills bow their heads;

The great river refuses to flow.

But the jailhouse floodgates are strongly made,

And they close off the convicts’ burrows and beds

And the deep, deadly sadness they know.

For someone the fragrant wind whispers and cries;

For someone the setting sun lolls.

It’s the same for us all—we know nothing of these.

We hear only the clanking and screeching of keys

And the soldiers’ heavy steps in the halls.

Like early worshipers we rose from our beds

And made our way through the savage city

Till we met each other, more breathless than the dead,

With the Neva in fog and the sun low overhead,

And let hope sing to us from far away.

The sentence…and her isolation is complete.

Tears gush; she retreats from everyone,

As if her chest were torn open to silence her heartbeat

And she’d been violently, casually knocked off her feet.

But she goes on…she staggers…alone…

Where are they now, the involuntary friends

With whom I spent two years in hell?

What do they see in the Siberian snow?

What do they find in the moon’s rounded glow?

I send them my fondest farewell.
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Intralinear Translation

Before this sorrow the mountains bow down,



--/-/-/-/- a

The great river does not flow,






-/--/---/ b

But the jailhouse [floodgates/locks] are strong,



-/--/---/- a

And behind them [are] “the convicts’ burrows”



--/-/---/- a

And [deathly/fatal] melancholy.





-/----/ b

For someone the fresh wind [wails/howls/winnows]



--/-/-/-/- c

For someone the sunset [lazes about/indulges itself]—


--/-/---/ d

We do not know, we are everywhere the same,



--/---/-/- c

We hear only the [screech/grating/gnashing] of the keys


/-/-/-/-/- c

And the [heavy/hard] steps of the soldiers.




-/--/-/-/ d

We rose as if to early mass.






-/----/-/- e

[Around/about] the [wild/savage] capital we went,



--/---/-/ f

There we met each other, more [lifeless/unbreathing] than the dead,
-/--/---/- e

Lower than the sun and [foggier/mistier] than the Neva,


/-/--/-/- e

But hope [still/always] sang from afar.




--/---/-/ f

The sentence…and suddenly tears [flood/gush]



--/-/-/-/- g

From everyone [she is] already [separated/isolated]



--/-/-/-- h

As if with pain the life from her heart is taken out,



/-/-/-/-/- g

As if [rudely/roughly] on her back she was knocked over,


/-/--/--/- g

But she goes on…she [wobbles/wavers/reels/staggers]…alone…

--/-/---/ h

Where now are the involuntary friends




/-/-/---/- i

Of my two frenzied years?






/-/-/--/ j

What appears to them in the Siberian blizzard?



/--/--/-/- i

What appears [diff.] to them in the lunar circle?



/--/--/--/ i

To them I send my farewell greeting.





/-/-/---/ j
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