Anna Axmamoea

EcTh B Oniu30cTH JIrO/ICH 3aBeTHAS YepTa,
Ee He nepelitu BIIOOICHHOCTH U CTPACTH,--
[TycTh B )KYTKO# THIIIMHE CIUBAIOTCS YCTa,
U cepnare pBercs oT 1100BH Ha YaCTH.

N npyx6a 31echk 6eccuinbHa, U roaa
BBICOKOr0o M OTHEHHOT'O CUACTBhS,

Korna mymia cBoOoIHA 1 dyX1a
MeIiTensHOM HCTOME CITaIOCTPACThSI.

Crpemsiuecs K Heil 0e3yMHBI, a ee
JlocTuruue -- mopaxeHnl TOCKOXO. ..
Teneps ThI MOHSII, OTYETO MOE

He Obercs cepatie moj TBOSH PyKOO.

Anna Akhmatova

In intimacy is a sacramental line,

It can not be transgressed by doting or desire, —

Let in the eerie hush the bodies intertwine,
The lips unite, the hearts explode afire.

Here friendship, too, is helpless, and the age
Of happy and exalted ever after,

When souls are liberated, and estranged
From the voluptuous and fervent ardor.

The one aspiring to cross it, lost his mind.
Dejection is the trophy of succeeding.

So, now you've understood the reason why
My heart under your hand is never beating.

Translated by Alexander Givental



