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BbITh 3HAMEHUTHIM HEKPACHUBO.

He 310 mogpIMaeT BBBIChH.

He nano 3aBoaute apxusa,

Han pykonucsiMu TpsiCTUCH.

[lens TBOpUECTBA CaMOOTAaya,

A He mymuxa, He yCIeX.

[To30pHO HMYErO HE 3HAYa,

beITh IpUTUEH HA yCTax y BCEX.

Ho Hazmo xuth 6€3 caMO3BaHCTBA,
Tak »KHUTh, YTO OBI B KOHIIE KOHIIOB
[TpuBneus k cebe TFOOOBH MPOCTPAHCTBA,
VYenblimare OyIyIiero 30B.

W Hao oCTaBIsATh MPOOEIbI

B cynb0e, a He cpeau Oymar,

Mecrta U 171aBbI )KU3HU 11eJI0ON
OTtuepkuBas Ha MOJX.

N okyHaThCA B HEU3BECTHOCTD,

W npsitath B HEW CBOM 1Iary,

Kak npsiyeTcst B TyMaHe MECTHOCTb,
Korna B Hell He BUIATh HU 3T'U.
[pyrue 1o :KuBoMy ciiery
[IpolixyT TBOM MyTh 3a NSAJBIO ISI1b,
Ho nopaxenss ot modesl

Thl caM He TOJDKEH OTIUYaTh.

N nomkeH HU €IUHOUN HOJILKOU

He orcrynarscs ot nuua,

Ho OBITH ’KMBBIM, )KUBBIM M TOJIBKO,
JKMBBIM U TONBKO JI0 KOHIIA.

1956

Boris Pasternak

To be renowned is not a virtue.

That's not what's lifting us aloft.

Don't tag your papers for the future,
Don't quiver over every draft.

Creation is an act of sharing,

And not a way of making fuss.

It is disgracing, being barren,

To be a theme of people's buzz.

And you should live without pretension,
But should endeavor, after all,

To win the genuine attention

Of space, to hear the future's call.

And you should indicate omissions

In your own fate, not manuscripts,

With chapters destined for revision
Marked on the margins of your trip,
And deepen into the obscureness,

And hide your footsteps in its turfs

The way terrain conceals its surface
When in the fog it lurks and morphs.
Your followers will put on trial

Your every step from end to start.

But you yourself should not your triumphs
And failures try to tell apart,

And not allow a tiny fraction

Of give-and-take with your intent,
But be alive in every action,

In every action, to the end.

Translated by Alexander Givental



