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Carolina. 
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Introduction 

Pushkin enjoys in his country a veneration comparable to that ac¬ 

corded to Goethe in Germany and Mickiewicz in Poland—with the 

immense difference that, generation after generation, young people 

read him spontaneously and quote him with love and pride—and at 

great length. I have yet to meet the schoolboy in the U.S.S.R. who 

would lump Pushkin together with trig and M-L (Marxism-Lenin¬ 

ism) among the “ughs” of the school curriculum. It is doubly 

pleasant, therefore, to assume that a new collection of translations 

from Pushkin no longer needs an elaborate biographical-critical 

send-off to introduce the author to an American public. 

To the extent that this is true, we are indebted for it, first of all, 

to the progress achieved in a scant twenty years of Slavonic studies 

at American universities, starting from the early pioneering efforts 

of a handful of senior scholars,1 most of whom are fortunately still 

living and active; to some degree, perhaps, we owe it to the late- 

blooming prominence attained in other fields by one of the foremost 

Pushkin disciples anywhere in the world, Vladimir Nabokov; and 

of late, to the patient and often exemplary work of a younger gen¬ 

eration of students and devotees of Russian literature in the aca¬ 

demic and publishing worlds. Those who still find it difficult, owing 

perhaps in part to a popular vodka advertisement, to “place” 

Pushkin—in this group may be the editors of several unjustly re¬ 

vered encyclopedias—are referred to the Pushkin biographies by 

Simmons, Troyat, Mirsky, and Setchkarev, to name only the more 

accessible ones; and if their time is too short, to John Fennell’s ad- 

1 Like Samuel Cross, Leo Wiener, Leonid Strakhovsky, Albert Parry, and A. P. 
Coleman, Ernest Simmons, Rene Wellek, and Roman Jakobson, Michael Karpo¬ 
vich, Renato Poggioli, and Wiktor Weintraub, Isaiah Berlin, Gleb Struve, Dimitri 
von Mohrenschildt, and Wactaw Lednicki. 
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mirable introduction to the 1964 Pushkin anthology in the Penguin 

Poets series. 

There are to my knowledge no more than three sizable Pushkin 

anthologies for English readers, of which two closely resemble each 

other in purpose and design, do not contain Russian originals, and 

show considerable overlap of contents. The older and more volumi¬ 

nous of the latter is Avram Yarmolinsky’s collection of 1936,2 which 

has gone through several editions and revisions. The more recent 

and compact one is the Dell paperback volume edited and intro¬ 

duced by Ernest Simmons, which appeared twenty-five years later. 

Each of these contains forty-odd shorter poems; Eugene Onegin 

in full or in part; The Bronze Horseman and one of the rhymed 

fairy tales in the familiar Oliver Elton translations; one or two of 

the dramatic works; and a more or less extensive sampling of 

Pushkin’s prose. Close to one-half of the contents of the two are 

quantitatively the same. In the Yarmolinsky volume, the transla¬ 

tions of the short poems selected are almost all by Babette Deutsch. 

Professor Simmons sampled a greater variety of translators for the 

lyrics and ballads he selected, drawing, for instance, on the artists, 

chiefly English, who had contributed Pushkin translations to the 

two Books of Russian Verse issued by Macmillan of London 

some twenty years ago, like Baring, Bowra, Elton, Jerrold, V. de S. 

Pinto. 

The latest volume preceding the present one, confined to metric 

works and featuring the Russian originals with fine, accurate prose 

translations in small print below them, was edited and magisterially 

introduced by John Fennell of Oxford for the Penguin Poets series 

in 1964. The selections of shorter verse forms are about equal in 

number, but on balance more interesting and representative in their 

variety, than those of the two predecessors, avoiding, as they do, 

the better-known poems already chosen for the earlier Penguin Book 
of Russian Verse. 

2 The Works of Alexander Pushkin: Lyrics, Narrative Poems, Folktales, Plays, 
Prose. Selected and edited, with an introduction, by Avram Yarmolinsky (New 
York: Random House, 1936). Reissued later as a "Borzoi” volume under the 
title The Poems, Plays, and Prose of Pushkin. 
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The present collection is limited to rhymed verse. It is designed 
to be accessible and useful, for one thing, to a reader with little or 
no knowledge of Russian. To him it offers, by juxtaposing line-by¬ 
line prose versions with verse translations by one and the same hand, 
a fairer chance to assess the textual, though hardly the emotional 
and atmospheric, fidelity of the final product, the English imitation, 
and to make up his mind which he would rather follow if one or the 
other jars on him. At worst, or in a sense at best, it may become an 
incentive to take up Russian or learn it better. To those versed in 
Russian, on the other hand, it will afford an opportunity not merely 
to have originals and English imitations close together, but also, for 
what this may be worth to them, to follow the reconstitution process 
(which of course cannot aim or stop at a decent “literal” version in 
prose and deserve the name of translation) through two of its many 
interacting states or suspensions. Admittedly, this nonsequential 
and ultimately untraceable process is here somewhat artificially 
presented as though it consisted essentially of two stages. Actually, 
the creator of a verse translation generally would not interpose a 
full, or perhaps even a partial, prose version between the original 
and the English poem—pace the absurd postulate of “literalness”— 
any more than, say, an artist copying in tempera a painting in oils 
would necessarily make or want an intermediate etching such as 
Millet made of his Reapers. Nor is the translator’s end product 
often likely to remain final in his mind. In fact, my contention is 
(as may be deducible from the foregoing and will be obvious by the 
end of this introduction) that the final version in verse is not a 
further departure from the original, exacted by technical difficulties, 
than that represented by a “literal prose” version, but a difficult 
journey back toward the full impact of the original, toward the 
integral sound-rhythm-sense aggregate experienced in it or through 
it by the native reader or hearer. The point at which this journey 
starts is not a “literal prose” version at all, but a sort of colloidal 
suspension of the elements in a bilingual mind, from which the new 
poem ultimately precipitates into its new medium and idiom. 

However this may be, at least the public of this new sort of verse 
reader is no longer a wholly captive one, as was true in the all- 
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English anthologies enumerated, where Pushkin was more helplessly 

at the uncertain mercies of his translators; nor is it deprived entirely 

of the virtues and graces, such as they may be, of the metric form 

in English, as is the case with presentations like the Fennell volume, 

not to mention the sad ritual murder performed for the purposes of 

an ever more insatiable lexical necrophilia in the first volume of 

Nabokov’s otherwise peerless commentary on Onegin. 

In order to make my lineal prose versions somewhat more faithful 

I decided to understand “literal” to imply the desirability of pre¬ 

serving the rhythm and length, though not the rhyme, of a line 

if possible. Accordingly, “natural” word order at times took sec¬ 

ond place to fidelity of this sort, and the choice of synonyms was 

somewhat influenced by it too, within the proper limits of se¬ 

mantic accuracy. Square brackets were used, not wholly con¬ 

sistently I am sure, where English syntax seemed to demand an 

insertion; parentheses where it seemed to call for an omission. Push¬ 

kin’s punctuation, with its distinct penchant for commas, semicolons, 

dashes, and dots, was retained as far as reasonably possible. Trying 

to reflect the economy and syntactic accentuation of Pushkin’s poetic 

diction and the accuracy of his lexical choices, I have taken more 

liberties not only with the word order of Anglo-American prose con¬ 

ventions but also occasionally with its lexical tolerance than may 

seem justifiable to some. I certainly favored the original word order, 

as poetically more significant and potent, over expository English 

syntax where the two were in conflict, substituting, for example, an 

English passive for a Russian active in the case of an emphatic 

antecedent Russian direct object. On the other hand, Pushkin’s 

rather facile recourse to i ... i for metric convenience in his nu¬ 

merous “both . . . and” passages was not usually imitated where it 

would have become an embarrassment to English diction in a passage 

like “outdoors there raged ‘both’ storm and rain.” 

The Russian text of the poems, though not necessarily their often 

conjectural sequence within a given year, or the typeface, was taken 

from the Soviet edition, A. S. Pus kin, Sobranie Socinenij, Gosudar- 

stvennoe izdateVstvo xudozestvennoj literatury (Moskva, 1959-62). 

The arrangement of the selections is chronological by years within 
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each section, without consistent regard, however, for sequence 

within each year, which is often impossible to establish. Nor was any 

attempt made, despite strong temptation, to assign the shorter 

poems to “genres” such as those strung together in the subtitle, or 

others that might be descernible in the opulent tapestry of Pushkin’s 

total oeuvre. Among the major Pushkinian glories not represented is 

the delicately burlesque mock-epic in fairy-tale form, Ruslan and 

Ljudmila, which established Pushkin’s fame in 1820, unless the 

artistic folktale, playfully romantic, parodic, or bawdy, here sampled 

by Tsar Nikita and Tsar Saltan, sufficiently adumbrates this form. 

Another, less important, omission is the cycle of lyrics innocently 

adapted from Merimee’s pseudo-Yugoslav anthology, Songs of the 

Western Slavs, and the charming proto-Formalist conceit in octaves, 

The Cottage in Kolomna, which is sui generis and has been offered in 

a different context. Despite some hesitancy over presenting again 

some of the contents of my Eugene Onegin translation of 1963, I 

have included here a small selection of sequential stanzas from each 

chapter, simply because an anthology of Pushkin’s rhymed poetry 

cannot well ignore the novel in verse altogether. The duplication is 

somewhat redeemed by the emendations introduced in the course of 

a current revision of the whole translation. 

I have exercised considerable restraint in footnoting, for too much 

of it deprives the reader of some of the mystery and zest of discov¬ 

ery, and tends to leave the instructor who may use the book feeling 

underemployed and thwarted. It is fun, for instance, to try and find 

out for oneself why the bountifully cunniferous witch in Tsar Nikita 

is rewarded with, of all things, some candle-ends in spirits among 

less homely bits of grisliness. This sort of passage enables the in¬ 

structor to drop the hard-earned information into a pause in his 

expose with a smooth “of course” and a properly Nabokovean air of 

masterful casualness. 

I am calling this book Pushkin Threefold, then, because it repre¬ 

sents an attempt, not previously made to my knowledge for any 

poet, to present in a single volume three versions, each useful in its 

way and, one hopes, triply useful in conjunction: the original works; 
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rather meticulous translations into plain or occasionally “rhythmic” 

prose; and verse translations reproducing as faithfully as possible 

the form, the spirit, and the flavor of the originals. Fennell and 

Obolensky in the Pushkin volumes of the Penguin series did the first 

two of these with distinction; many translators have achieved inter¬ 

mittent success with the third. I have felt for some time that com¬ 

plete fairness to a variety of readers demanded all three simul¬ 

taneously. The ensuing musings on verse translation, eminently 

omissible for anyone not particularly interested in that art or craft, 

may shed some light on my reasons. 

Traduttore, traditore—“translator, traitor”—mocks the Italian 

pun like a malicious echo; and it implies no question mark, but 

rather an exclamation point of Schadenfreude, a snigger of wicked 

enjoyment. From the safe port of criticism the expert who needs no 

translation hugs himself over the discomfiture of the wretch who set 

out to dismount a poetic artifact cast in an alien medium, and to 

reassemble it into a new poem of his own, calling the two the same— 

or seeming to. But as far as this Introduction is concerned, the 

added question mark is the point of the citation, which one could 

translate, punning back etymologically at the Italian, “translator, 

traducer.” To me the translators-traducers are (as Pushkin says of 

his fellow poets) “a brotherhood I can’t condemn, because, you see, 

I’m one of them.” 

In using this occasion to examine some selected modes and di¬ 

lemmas of poetic translation, my motive is not merely personal ex¬ 

perience and involvement. It is the evident truth that all of us who 

acknowledge an emotional stake in literature are ultimately at the 

mercy of the brotherhood of traitors or traducers; quite directly 

when we wish to look beyond our own linguistic boundaries; indi¬ 

rectly if we wish to savor fully almost any of the major pieces of our 

own national literatures, which are invariably impregnated with a 

supranational tradition reaching back into untraceable antiquity. 

We cannot read Pope’s translation of the Iliad or much of Dryden 

simply as English poems without shortly confronting the question 

of how much of this poetry is Homer or Vergil, even how much of 
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Vergil is Homer again. The massive borrowing by Milton from 

Salandra in the theme, characters, and structure of Paradise Lost 

was assuredly only the last and most wholesale of a series of loans. 

We cannot escape inquiry into the nature of the process of creative 

metamorphosis, when at its inception lies not an intricate blend of 

contemporary personal experience, but the already transmuted ex¬ 

perience of another mind in an antecedent work of art, often conti¬ 

nents and ages removed, and moving within its own associative and 

linguistic code. In such a case we find ourselves witnesses, to a de¬ 

gree proportionate to our linguistic sophistication, at both ends of 

the creative process. We are able, and tempted, to tell the artist 

“you cannot say this—you misrepresent your experience,” for much 

of his experience is there for us to compare with his final product. 

The poet is not so helplessly exposed to privileged eavesdropping 

as the translator; nor, on the other hand, is he a power behind 

someone else’s throne. The translator is both of these—a gray emi¬ 

nence deciding what will reach the oligoglot public, and in what form ; 

and a poor relation at the margin of letters, poorly regarded despite 

the fact that his handicaps are in some ways more stringent than the 

poet’s: he must be a poet, if not a great one, and one who will put 

what light he has under a bushel. 

Those aware of this constant admixture of translingual experience 

in seemingly “national” writing of caliber are bound to wonder 

about the ambiguous likenesses-unlikenesses, as teasing as an elusive 

family resemblance, between any work and its partial matrix. When 

such a matrix is not only acknowledged but explicitly claimed as a 

nearly congruent and equivalent model, more searching scrutiny, on 

the part of both artist and reader, must attend the process of trans¬ 

mutation or carrying-across—the trans-lation. 

The store of images and emotions unlocked by words in intricate 

conjunction, the secret world of associative relays that are set to 

operate on each other in an instantaneous, yet almost infinite chain 

reaction—this whole complex system exists, for anyone, only in his 

own, at most in two or three languages. And it is the medium of 

poetic experience, it cannot be synthesized piecemeal by affirmation, 

description, and persuasion through a commentator’s already inter- 
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pretive diction in another language. Hence, even an inferior associa¬ 

tive orchestration, resembling it, in the hearer’s language is superior 

to mere aural or visual reproduction of the original plus exegesis— 

“the cold way.” This reproduction simply does not reproduce—it 

describes, analyzes, exhorts—it tries to teach rather than to transport 

the reader. 

The central problem, surely, is that of accuracy; or more basically, 

the problem of what constitutes accuracy. Within it are contained 

many others, such as that of the proper unit of translation—word, 

phrase, stanza, poem; that of the alleged enmity between form and 

content, which, it is claimed, makes verse translation resemble a 

constant arithmetical product of two factors, rhyme and reason. If 

you increase one, the other diminishes, the product remains constant 

—a constant of inadequacy. Then, to name another problem within 

the realm of accuracy, there is the dilemma of allusiveness or associ¬ 

ative authenticity of a special sort. 

A particular blend of these, where accuracy assumes a more funda¬ 

mental dimension of meaning, may be labeled the problem of sim¬ 

plicity-—one of the most disheartening in verse translation into 

English. It is posed by a certain frugality and calm—lexical and 

metaphorical—in the original that to the English mind borders on 

triteness; an intractable quality that in the long poetic run, 

through some magic of craftsmanship, by way of a rejuvenation of 

the reader’s imagination, turns into a haunting inevitability, a dis¬ 

arming utter rightness. Verse translators into English from such me¬ 

dia as Chinese, Greek, Russian, and at times German verse encoun¬ 

ter this dilemma with especial force. Gilbert Murray’s renderings 

or adaptations from the Greek, Oliver Elton’s from Pushkin, Heine 

translations, have all suffered, consciously or otherwise, from the 

fundamental contrast in poetic instrumentation, as well as in the 

nature of the aesthetic hearer-response labeled “poetic,” between 

those verse traditions and the English, or at any rate the nineteenth- 

century English one. Edmund Wilson in his perceptive centenary 

essay on Eugene Onegin (1937) speaks to this problem in a vein 

similar to that of Maurice Baring’s Introduction to the Oxford 

Book of Russian Verse: 
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. . . the poetry of Pushkin is particularly difficult to translate. It is 
difficult for the same reason that Dante is difficult: because it says 
so much in so few words, so clearly and yet so concisely, and the 
words themselves and their place in the line have become so much 
more important than in the case of more facile or rhetorical writers. 
It would require a translator himself a poet of the first order to re¬ 
produce Pushkin’s peculiar combination of intensity, compression, 
and perfect ease. A writer like Pushkin may easily sound “flat,” as 
he did to Flaubert in French, just as Cary’s translation of Dante 
sounds flat. Furthermore, the Russian language, which is highly 
inflected and able to dispense with pronouns and prepositions in 
many cases where we have to use them, and which does without the 
article altogether, makes it possible for Pushkin to pack his lines 
(separating modifiers from substantives, if need be) in a way which 
renders the problem of translating him closer to that of translating a 
tightly articulated Latin poet like Horace than any modern poet 
that we know. Such a poet in translation may sound trivial just as 
many of the translations of Horace sound trivial—because the 
weight of the words and the force of their relation has been lost with 
the inflections and the syntax. 

Gilbert Murray was reduced to well-tempered despair by the re¬ 

fusal of his Greek originals to get excited, or to erupt into stylistic 

shock effects of the kind that his English-trained poetic sense kept 

demanding. This mildest of men could become almost exasperated 

on the subject; and even in print he has ventured this mannerly 

half-complaint: 

I have often used a more elaborate diction than Euripides did because 
I found that, Greek being a very simple language and English an 
ornate one, a direct translation produced an effect of baldness which 
was quite unlike the original. 

Maurice Baring, the anthologist of the Oxford Book of Russian 

Verse, was struck forcibly by a similar difference in climate and 

orchestration between Russian and English. Edith Hamilton has 

analyzed with a wealth of illustration the striking contrast in the 

very stuff and temper of poetry between Greek and English. Both 

she and Baring emphasized the seemingly inbred need for expressive 
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hyperbole in English—understood by everyone as not merely “poetic 

license” but part of the poetic essential of a verbally fresh view, the 

most conventional variety of estrangement (ostranenie). Greek ap¬ 

pears to abhor this device as cheap and needless. Our response 

mechanisms, says Edith Hamilton, are conditioned to “caverns 

measureless to man, down to a sunless sea,” to “magic casements 

opening on the foam of perilous seas.” To which anyone can add 

uncounted examples: rose-red cities half as old as time, skylarks 

that are, all in the same poem, blithe spirits, clouds of fire, poets 

hidden in the light of thought, highborn maidens in a palace tower, 

glowworms golden in a dell of dew. Intoxicating stuff, but as the poet 

says himself: “bird thou never wert. . . .” 

In the calmer realms of Greek, Russian, and much German po¬ 

etry, such exuberant music of the spheres, still quiring to the 

young-eyed cherubins, takes on a dubious aroma of the over¬ 

ripe and overrich. A skylark is a skylark over there, the ocean 

may be wine-colored, but it is still recognizably the ocean; no 

slimy things do crawl with legs upon the slimy sea. Fancy is tight- 

reined : milk is white and good to drink, girls are dulce ridentes, 

dulce loquentes, wide-eyed, dark-lashed, ivory-browed even: but 

their faces launch no ships, let alone a thousand; they are never 

fairer than the evening air, clad in the beauty of a thousand stars, 

splendid angels, newly dressed, save wings, for heaven. . . . Con¬ 

sider how Pushkin, not insensitive to beauty, but like Pericles’ 

Athenians, lover of beauty with economy, evokes the seasons with a 

sparing stanza of calm shorthand here and there in Eugene Onegin. 

The following is a passage that Edmund Wilson preferred to render 

in prose in his essay; and it may be verified in the present volume 

that in verse translation some of the English verbal decoration has 

already accrued to it: 

Autumn was in the air already; 
The sun’s gay sparkle grew unsteady, 
The heedless day became more brief: 
The forest, long in darkling leaf, 
Unclothed itself with mournful rustle; 
The fields were wrapped in misty fleece; 
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A caravan of raucous geese 
Winged southward; after summer’s bustle 
A duller season was at hand: 
November hovered overland. 

And then he turns to sharp little genre pictures, all seen truly and 

calmly, never doped to overcharge the poetic nerve with imagery: 

Through frigid haze the dawn resurges; 
Abroad the harvest sounds abate; 
And soon the hungry wolf emerges 
Upon the highway with his mate. 
The scent scares into snorting flurry 
The trudging horse, and travelers hurry 
Their uphill way in wary haste. 
No longer are the cattle chased 
Out of the stalls at dawn, the ringing 
Horn-notes of shepherds do not sound 
Their noontime summons all around. 
Indoors the maiden spins, with singing, 
Before the crackling pine-flare light— 
Companion of the winter night. 

Compare Byron, describing a high mountain : 

. . . the monarch of mountains. 
They crowned him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 
With a diadem of snow. 

By way of more detailed illustration, one may select one of many 

short pieces by Heinrich Heine and despair over the mysterious 

alchemy of obscurely relevant irrelevancies, rhythmic mutations, and 

pivotal silences that transmutes commonplace lexical and semantic 

material into a memorable lyric evocation : 

Es ragt ins Meer der Runenstein, 
Da sitz ich mit meinen Traumen. 
Es pfeift der Wind, die Mowen schrein, 
Die Wellen, die wandern und schaumen. 
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Ich habe geliebt manch schones Kind 
Und manchen guten Gesellen. 
Wo sind sie hin? Es pfeift der Wind, 
Es schaumen und wandern die Wellen. 

Here is the most hackneyed Weltschmerz, one is bound to say, in 

diction of well-worn pocket change, seemingly powerless to stab with 

any novelty of vision or insight. The poet sits on the seashore, mus¬ 

ing on bygone love and friendship, as the wind whistles about his 

ears and the waves break and ebb below. The words for the most 

part are the most obvious at hand: sea, wind, love, waves, sit; the 

schones Kind is quite faceless, and so are the gute Gesellen. There 

are, to be sure, three or four words of “big magic,” which carry what 

may be termed a suprasemantic charge of associations: ragt, Runen- 

stein, Traumen, wandern; but at least two of these had long worked 

overtime for the romantic poets. They contrive to radiate diffuse as¬ 

sociations all about them, but they neither ravish the imagination 

with metaphor nor dope the nerves with hyperbole; they transcend, 

yet do not upset the surface boundaries of reason and syntax. It is 

by their very lack of display, their refusal to stun or transport, that 

they imperceptibly draw the reader more deeply into the creative 

process itself, as part of the fresh vision or mood of the instant of 

experience regenerates itself within him as his own. And this pre¬ 

cisely is the must of highest poetic effect: not a passive gaping at 

verbal fireworks, not a vicarious orgasm, but the incomparable ex¬ 

citement of creative experience. How exactly is it brought about? 

Of the charged words, the remotest from rational context, the 

most willful (though still fitting the contextual frame) is of course 

the runestone. Its enigma presides over the first line, and subtly over 

the whole poem, like one of the three wrinkled hags that spin out our 

fate, like the dead sailor over a certain passage in Eliot. This rune- 

stone need not be there so far as the cognitive content of the poem 

is concerned. And yet, it adds something, precisely the something 

which, with some formal elements, is essential to save the two qua¬ 

trains from triteness: it casts a note of inscrutability and despair 

over all that transpires there. Runes denote what is indecipherable, 
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fateful, and ancient, and the irrelevant presence of the runestone 

reinforces from a subconscious realm two suggestions already con¬ 

tained in the body of the poem: the idea of an aloof inanimate 

environment, and the helpless questioning plaint of human tran¬ 

sience, powerless to cope with the riddle of existence. Beyond this, 

the associative connection between Runen and raunen, that mystery- 

charged word for “secretly whispering,” adds its subterranean force 

to the tritely foaming waves and the tritely whistling seawind. On 

the surface, obvious agents do expected things: the wind whistles, 

the waves foam, the seagulls scream, the pretty flappers are loved, 

and so are the good companions. But all is estranged and newly 

charged under the secret auspices of the runestone’s obscure despair; 

the stark loom (ragen) of its jutting into the sea; the “roving” of 

the waves (not aimless so much as “of unfathomed and unshareable 

purpose”), suggested in wandern, so banal a word in other contexts. 

The soothing and drugging effect of sea and wind, conjured up from 

everyone’s childhood, draws fresh magic even from the worn surface 

of Traumen. When I tackled Heine’s provocative bit of sorcery for 

the sake of demonstration, I came up, rather bruised, with this: 

The runestone juts into the brine, 
I sit beside it dreaming. 
The seawinds hiss, the seamews whine, 
The waves, they go foaming and streaming. 

I have loved many a pretty miss 
And some of the best lads roaming. 
Where have they gone? The seawinds hiss, 
The waves go streaming and foaming. 

I felt constrained to respect the three charged words as best I 

could; to render the surface lexical triteness of much of the rest; and 

most confining of all, to preserve the marvelously simple syntactic re¬ 

versal of that keyline of the pulsing waves, which occurs in one order 

in line 4, in reversed order in line 8. It interrupts with its dreamy 

dactyls the iambic beat of the rest: first, Die Wellen, die wandern 

und schdumen—simple setting of the scene; and then, denying par- 
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ticipation in the pathetic human query with a powerful echo of 

mocking repetition—Es schaumen und wandern die Wellen. This 

effect brings the poetic consummation—suddenly there is real ache, 

real poignancy. But for the translator, at once there begins the wind¬ 

ing path of painful compromise: there is no simple English term the 

equal of ragen, with its joint connotation of vertical looming and 

sharp cragginess. One has to settle for “jut.” Because the subdued 

jingle of end rhyme is needed for the artful Folklorelei of the little 

piece, one may try “brine” for sea, despite its obnoxious Viking 

flavor, for the seamews cannot well “cry” or “scream” in English 

for reasons of rhyme and/or semantics. Only “whine/brine” lies 

at hand. Similarly with the “pretty miss” here brought in—she is far 

too pert for the dreamy, artless archetype of schemes Kind, but in 

response to “miss” the wind can “hiss,” just as in response to “foam¬ 

ing,” “many a good lad” has to yield to “some of the best lads 

roaming.” Or is one to choose the more literal “many a good young 

fellow,” and make the waves “bellow” indecently in the parting line— 

in which case they would duly have to bellow also in line 4, rudely 

bursting into the elegiac murmur that pervades the whole? The gray 

eminence of the translator may contrive to release an echo of the 

wistful music of the whole; but usually at a painful price. 

It may now be clearer what a dragon there is to slay in the decep¬ 

tive jejuneness of simplicity. Centuries of sophisticated English, 

stately, baroquely jeweled, evocatively obscure, rear up in revolt 

against perpetrating anything as flat and bland as “there I sit with 

my dreams” or “I have loved many a pretty maid.” Remember Mr. 

Huxley’s pathetic painter-poet, Lypiatt, who was laughed to scorn 

for using that inadmissible word, dream—le reve—no really, it is 

far too late for that! Housman dared something similar, but his is 

after all a very special product, and he was steeped in classical sim¬ 

plicity himself. Yet when we try to translate, do we dare to go back 

to the very witches’ caldron of the poetic laboratory itself (our own, 

necessarily, not Heine’s or Pushkin’s) and start the transformation 

process afresh with more gleaming and more cunningly startling 

words and similes? Shall we talk of the ambient stupor of the surf, 

in fastidious fear of waves that go foaming and streaming? What 
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shall we betray, the irradiated simplicity of the German, or the zest 

and shock of the English word ? 

There is no set answer. But we must not wholly despair of achiev¬ 

ing some of the careless, deceptively casual felicity of interrhyming 

and rhythmically interechoing tritenesses with similar materials in 

English—if we wish to call what we strive for a translation, and not 

an imitatio, a poem of the second order, a poem-inspired poem. Is 

not the true translator, after all, what the lamented Poggioli called 

in an essay the added artificer, artifex additus artifici? English re¬ 

sources of rhyme and rhythm, within the given range of lexical ele¬ 

ments, may accommodate us—even unto half the kingdom—by a 

constellation of happy coincidence and restless ingenuity; and if we 

then make the unit of translation large enough, we may hope, 

through a kind of mosaic technique, to achieve a similarly harmoni¬ 

ous pattern of linguistic building stones, associative relays, and 

rhythmic elements. 

Such interlingual salvage operations, and their cost, can be illus¬ 

trated, if not assessed, by a crude little experiment in which several 

translation processes are linked in a chain reaction. I once chose a 

random quatrain from Swinburne’s “Chorus from Atalanta” and 

asked each of several sensitive and long-suffering friends to render 

it, successively, from English into French, from French into German, 

from German into Russian, and from Russian back into English. 

Here are three links in this cycle of cumulative compromises: 

For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 
And all the season of snows and sins; 
The days dividing lover and lover, 
The light that loses, the night that wins. 

Car les pluies et les deuils de l’hiver ont cesse, 
Et le temps de la neige et le temps du peche; 
Les heures qui separent l’amant de l’aimee, 
La lumiere qui meurt, et la nuit couronnee. 

Denn Winterschauer, -trauer sind vergangen, 
Die Zeit, die Siinde mit dem Schnee gebracht; 
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Die Stunden, da entriickt zwei Liebste bangen, 
Das Licht das stirbt, und die gekronte Nacht. 

For winter’s gusts and griefs are over, 
Snowtime weather and sin-time blight, 
Lone ache of lover for distant lover, 
The light that dies, and the throne of night. 

The versions are like turns in a spiral, coiling out ever farther 

from the sprightly though undistinguished original in spirit, tone, 

and rhythm. We notice that the last coil, which is English again, has 

sprung back, after all these vicissitudes, into a skippy four-footed 

rhythm very like the original's; and it has salvaged the identical 

end rhyme of one couple. Otherwise one observes a certain loss of 

simplicity, accretion of material, some obscurity and loss of tension 

in the last line. “The night that wins” lost its innocence by way of 

“la nuit couronnee” and “gekronte Nacht” and “u trona noci.” Still— 

the result is not as unrecognizable as was the rule in the similar 

post-office game of our youth, where a short message was hurriedly 

whispered from ear to ear in a circle of players, and the result was 

a hilarious shambles. After all, we deliberately courted here the 

cumulative effect of four subtle acts of “treason,” and what emerged 

was by no means a complete travesty of the original. 

A more general interlingual and intercultural translation problem 

than that of simplicity is that of allusiveness. Here a more or less 

esoteric allusion, or a whole sequence of intramural associations, 

more specific than those of linguistic hyperbole or estrangement, is 

to be set quivering and tittering in the reader’s mind like a mobile. 

Here the translator has three choices, all distasteful: he may brave 

it out with high-handed, literal brevity; or he may have to expand 

a pregnant line or two into three or four lightly loaded ones; or he 

may give up the precious form and goad the reader up a pile of 

footnotes. The latter way, alas, was Nabokov’s with his prose para¬ 

phrase of Onegin. 

On this kind of dilemma I know no better example than one that 

the late Dudley Fitts furnished in a thoughtful essay a few years 
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Daphne: 

Lektron henos pheugousa lektron polloisin etukhthe. 

One may translate this, to a close equivalent of overt message and 

rhythm, as follows: 

She who fled from the bed of one 
A bed for many has become. 

But this leaves the covert message, a multiple twinkling of simul¬ 

taneous allusions, at the mercy of chance and faint hope. What to 

do? Shall one leave it at that and hope that the slow fuse will burn 

its meandering way by half-buried landmarks into those recesses of 

the reader’s mind where his classical mythology languishes—and risk 

that when the spark arrives, there is nothing there to flash up in 

recognition? Or shall the allusive sentence be studded with essential 

little signposts, to lose all bite in the process? To quote Fitts: 

By the time we have reflected that the girl who owns the bed is named 
Daphne and that daphne is laurel in Greek, and that her bed is made 
of laurel, and that upon that bed, since she is a gallant lady, she 
entertains the men that visit her, and that for this reason she is in¬ 
appropriately named for the original Daphne, a nymph, who, far 
from being a gallant lady, was so prim that she preferred to be turned 
into a laurel bush rather than to submit to the advances of a god, 
that god being inflamed Apollo himself. . . . 

By the time the fuse has burned this far, not secretly and in one 

flash of associative delight, but slowly and prosaically, and all of it 

has been pondered and savored and made explicit, nothing is left but 

a laborious learned exegesis, as dead as an explained joke. The reader 

will give the three widely spaced guffaws once attributed to Austrian 

field marshals when told jokes—one laugh when the joke is told, an¬ 

other when it is explained, and a third when it is understood. 

The very opening lines of Onegin contain a similar headache of 

an allusion. The elegant young scamp, summoned to the bedside of 
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a dying, moneyed uncle, ponders the legacy and its irksome price— 

a few weeks’ attendance at the sickbed, feigned solicitude, dancing 

in and out with poultices and sympathy; and he begins an inner 

monologue like this: “My uncle of most honest principles . . 

He invokes most clearly, to Russians of his and later ages, the 

start of a famous Krylov fable: “A donkey of most honest prin¬ 

ciples . . Where to go for an equivalent literary allusion in En¬ 

glish? Provided you have caught the allusion in the first place? 

By way of strategic retreat from the whole painful subject, let us 

consider the following attempts at Pushkinian stanzas; first in plain 

prose, then in my verse rendering: 

Onegin, VII, 2 

LITERAL TRANSLATION 

How sad I feel at your appearing, 
Spring, spring—season of love! 
What languid stir 
(Is) in my soul, in my blood! 
With what a heavyhearted tenderness 
I rejoice in the wafting of spring 
As it breathes against my face 
In the lap of rustic silence! 
Or is enjoyment alien to me, 
And all that gladdens, animates, 
All that exults and glistens, 
Brings boredom and languor 
Upon the soul long dead, 
And all seems dark to it? 

VERSE RENDERING 

How I am saddened by your coming, 
O time of love, o time of bud! 
What languid stir you send benumbing 
Into my soul, into my blood! 
What painful tender feeling seizes 
The heart, as spring’s returning breezes 
Waft to my face in silken rush 
Here in the lap of rural hush! 
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Have I become so alienated 
From all things that exult and glow, 
All things that joy and life bestow, 
That now they find me dull and sated, 
And all seems dark as burnt-out coal 
To the long-since insentient soul? 

Onegin, III, 14 

LITERAL TRANSLATION 

I shall recount the simple speeches 
Of father and old uncle, 
The children’s appointed meetings 
By the old lindens, by the brook: 
The torments of luckless jealousy, 
Separation, tears of reconciliation; 
I shall set (them) at odds again, and at last, 
I shall lead them under the wreath. . . . 
I shall cite the speeches of passionate tenderness, 
The words of languishing love, 
Which in days gone by 
At the feet of a beautiful lady-love 
Have come to my tongue, 
Of which I have now lost the habit. 

VERSE RENDERING 

I shall recount the simple speeches 
Of dad and uncle in my book, 
The children’s trysts by ancient beeches, 
And on the borders of the brook; 
The ravages of jealous torment, 
Partings, reunion tears, long dormant, 
I shall stir up once more, and then 
In marriage soothe them down again. . . . 
The language of impassioned pining 
Will I renew, and love’s reply, 
The like of which in days gone by 
Came to me as I lay reclining 
At a dear beauty’s feet, enthralled, 
And which I have not since recalled. 
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I have juxtaposed a literal prose translation, conceding for the 

moment that even such a thing is possible, and my published version 

in the so-called Onegin stanza of the original. The stanza, as must 

be evident, is dismayingly intricate in its ordered interplay of mascu¬ 

line and feminine rhymes, and its three differently patterned iambic 

tetrameter quatrains with a couplet at the end. The italics mark the 

departures the translator was forced into: mostly padding necessi¬ 

tated by the shorter English breath, some rearrangement of the 

mosaic stones, some omissions. Predictably, most occur at the end 

of the lines. 

Other offenses against literal fidelity occurred in substituting for 

the rhythmic and structural grandeur achieved by the long Russian 

words a careful modicum of the more semantic and metaphoric or¬ 

nateness expected in English—but all of it only under dire duress. If 

the translator makes similar accommodations in his work, has he 

tacitly conceded that his enterprise has failed, or was impractical 

from the start? Has he falsified the poem? Or has he rather shown 

it the surpassing loyalty of a daring and creative sympathy? Is he a 

traduttore, or a traditore? For any corpus of poetry, only a handful 

of scholar-poets are qualified to say. 

Nabokov’s recent two-volume commentary in English on Eugene 

Onegin attempts to call into question again, not a verse translation, 

but verse translation itself. This happens once or twice in every liter¬ 

ary period. The work illustrates this attitude of militant resignation 

by continually substituting exhaustive and highly imaginative ex¬ 

egesis for translation—while, however, retaining the word “transla¬ 

tion” in its title. It will be clear now that I cannot regard the essen¬ 

tial legitimacy of poetic translation—as distinct from the means and 

the areas and limits of tolerable compromise—as highly controver¬ 

sial. I would endorse the more challenging majority view of the task, 

which is that the task exists, and must be tackled. The goal is to 

create a poem in the target language, which should simulate, as 

near as may be, the total effect produced by the original on the con¬ 

temporary reader. Total effect to me means import as well as impact, 

i.e., both what the poem imparts to the mind and how it strikes the 

senses; cognitive as well as aesthetic (stylistic, formal, musical, 



“poetic”) values, pretending for just a moment that these two con¬ 

gruent entities can somehow be analytically separated. Again, “im¬ 

port as well as impact” means import through and congruent with 

impact; it does not mean a message in garbled prose, with subse¬ 

quent assurances by way of stylistic and other commentary that the 

corpse in its lifetime was poetry. Eugene Nida has phrased the same 

postulate rather baldly like this: 

Translation consists in producing in the receptor language the closest 
natural equivalent to the message of the source language, first in 
meaning, and secondly in style. 

I find precarious in this only the suggestion of consecutiveness or 

priority in the terms first and secondly. But then, Nida spoke of 

prose. 

This disposes, to my mind (at least for culturally kindred lan¬ 

guages like German and English, and even Russian and English), of 

both counsels of insouciance and counsels of despair; that is, on the 

one hand, of remote imitations or adaptations in distant meters and, 

on the other hand, of the spavined pony of would-be “literal” prose. 

The central problem of verse translation, then, in a sense the only 

one, is not whether there can and should be simultaneous fidelity to 

content and form, but rather how to decide, first, what constitutes 

double fidelity in a given case and how it can best be approximated. 

The proper formal frame of accuracy, i.e., the largest allowable unit 

of form within which maximum fidelity must be achieved, is a deli¬ 

cate matter of balancing the poetic pulse of the original against the 

stylistic sense of the reader in the target language, and against his 

syntactic comprehension span; but luckily a large enough unit can 

usually be chosen to afford desperately needed latitude for transpos¬ 

ing and rearranging within it elements of message and lexical-stylistic 

effects. This latitude somewhat soothes the notorious enmity be¬ 

tween form and content in the recasting process—what I am now 

tempted to call the Nabokov Relation of fated failure. 

When I spoke of reproducing the total impact on the contem¬ 

porary reader, I meant, in a sense, the reader contemporary to the 
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author, not the author’s present-day native public. I realize that here 

I am on more controversial ground. But I am convinced that the 

diction used in the target language, save for deliberate archaisms 

used by the author, should be essentially modern, as that of the 

original was modern at its first appearance. Here “modern” may 

embrace the still resonant linguistic strata of the past one hundred, 

perhaps one hundred and fifty years. The antiquarian pursuit of 

archaizing the language used, to approximate the surface quaintness 

or patina that the original may by now have acquired among its 

native readers, is tempting; but I feel it is not only a foredoomed 

quest—technically too formidable and treacherous—but essentially 

wrongheaded. It is not the translator’s business to produce an imita¬ 

tion period piece, to fake up that “classic” of a translation, which 

at the time remained unborn because no Schlegel and Tieck or no 

Zhukovsky happened to pick up the original. No one should—and 

few could—try to make himself into a ghostly Heine because in 

his time Heine might have produced the ideal translation of his 

contemporary Pushkin’s Onegin. 

Let me go back for a moment to the “unit of fidelity.” In prose, 

except for extreme cases that tend to depart from prose, the problem 

of the unit of fidelity is not acute. The unit is normally the sen¬ 

tence, and only extremes of syntactic yapping or hacking, as in 

some German expressionism, or of syntactic convolution as in 

Thomas Mann or Tolstoy, raise the question of where the demands 

of naturalness must call a halt to close stylistic-syntactic imitation. 

But in poetry, especially rhymed poetry, the rigors of prosody bring 

“naturalness” and fidelity into conflict much sooner and oftener— 

in fact, sometimes at every step. “Meaning” acquires a more 

rigorous, because more comprehensive sense; freshness of vision 

and linguistic novelty are of the essence of what is stated, meaning 

is form and form meaning, over quite small units of discourse. To 

just that particular poetic impact of a line or phrase, there seem to 

be no alternative “plain” forms that could produce it. By the same 

token, literal translation, so-called (i.e., atomistic and sequential 

substitution of lexical pieces, morphological devices, and syntactic 

structures), not only runs into the hard wall of rhythm and rhyme, 
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but is intrinsically absurd and self-defeating. Poetic utterance is 
not produced from some underlying, neutral, merely cognitive state¬ 
ment by linguistic manipulation; and if it were, the manipulations 
could not be the same in language A as in language B, or else they 
would be the same language. Hence sequential literalness becomes 
worse than irrelevant. . . . All this would have been comically 
redundant to say again, had the notion of literalness as a technique 
not been resurrected by Nabokov in relation to a major work of 
world literature, and had it not been respectfully (or at least 
gingerly) handled by at least some critics. 

The first and constantly recurring decision, then, which the 
translator of poetry faces, is that of choosing the unit of fidelity. 
In some short articulated forms like the sonnet or the quatrain, or 
in long narrative poems whose overall unity is as brilliantly quanti¬ 
fied as Pushkin’s Onegin into stanzas, each of which is a viable and 
substructured microcosm of mood and meaning, the obvious outer 
unit is the stanza; within it, the whole delicate balancing act of re¬ 
structuring and tint-matching necessarily consummates itself. What 
original effects have not been caught up within the translated stanza 
have been lost and cannot be made up before or beyond it. Within 
the outer unit, almost invariably there are subordinate ones that 
should be preserved, but with a less degree of rigor; for the poetic 
mora of the whole statement has not lapsed till the end of the 
stanza or other unit of fidelity: the ear is still open, all is yet in 
suspense. 

Thus a mosaic technique of reconstitution within the unit, some¬ 
what independent of the original order of poetic effects and cer¬ 
tainly of the kind and sequence of linguistic elements, is possible, 
and not only possible, but necessary; and not only necessary faute 
de mieux, but often as a condition of fidelity. What the original, 
say, renders verbally (by verb) near the end of the first line, may 
or should be rendered adverbially, nominally, adjectivally, or even 
syntactically, say in the middle of the second line or still later—if 
thus the mosaic-making rules of the target language, its aesthetics 
and poetics demand it for the overall stanzaic impact. If, after a 
few days, the translator finds he cannot quite remember the stanza 
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in the original, I submit this is not always a bad sign, or a symptom 

of a fatuous vanity. 

Now if a line, or a larger subunit within the stanza, cries out for 

separate status as an integral felicity, or an inimitable local effect 

that cannot be moved or compensated elsewhere, it should be tackled 

in its place. But if move it must, then as likely as not it is the 

poetics and linguistics of the target language that demand it, not 

necessarily the denseness or stupor of the translator. The scar of the 

excision, or the local opaqueness caused in the image, may yet be 

partially remedied elsewhere; or the loss must simply be borne. It 

may be found that in such cases the light merely strikes another 

facet of the stanza; and the spatial sense of the reader may yet 

perceive, with luck, a refraction of the same jewel turned to another 

angle. 

Walter Arndt 





ON READING PUSHKIN* 

While reading in his verse it is as though 
I were vouchsafed a sudden flash of wonders, 
As if of some high harmony beyond us 
Had been released an unsuspected flow. 

Its sounds do not seem made in this world’s fashion: 
As if, pervaded with his deathless leaven, 
All earthly stuff—emotions, anguish, passion— 
Had been transmuted to the stuff of heaven. 

A. N. Majkov 

* 1887, on the fiftieth anniversary of his death. 





METRIC TRANSLATIONS 





Shorter Poems 

LIBERTY [1817] 

AN ODE 

Begone out of my sight and flee, 
Oh, feeble princess of Cythera! 
Thou, haughty muse of Liberty, 
The bane of kings, come here, come nearer! 
The flowered garland from me wrench, 
Break in my hand the pampered lyre . . . 
I sing of Freedom’s conquering fire, 
Scourge vice enthroned on royal bench. 

Of that exalted son of Gaul 
Point me the footsteps all admired— 
In whom ’mid storied ills, recall, 
You once audacious hymns inspired. 
You, fickle Fortune’s favored knaves, 
The tyrants of the nations, tremble! 
And you with manhood fresh assemble 
And listen: Rise, of fallen slaves! 

Alas, where’er my eye may light, 
It falls on ankle chains and scourges, 
Perverted law’s pernicious blight 
And tearful serfdom’s fruitless surges. 
Where has authority unjust 
In hazes thick with superstition 
Not settled—slavery’s dread emission 
And rank vainglory’s fateful lust? 
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Unstained by human freedom choked 25 
A sovereign’s brow alone is carried 
Where sacred liberty is married 
With mighty law and firmly yoked; 
Where its stout roof enshelters all, 
And where, by watchful burghers wielded, 30 
Law’s sword impends, and none are shielded 
From its inexorable fall. 

Before whose righteous accolade 
The minions of transgression cower, 
Whose vengeful hand cannot be stayed 35 
By slavering greed or dread of power. 
Oh, kings, you owe your crown and writ 
To Law, not nature’s dispensation; 
While you stand high above the nation, 
The changeless Law stands higher yet. 40 

And woe betide the common weal 
Where it incontinently slumbers, 
Where Law itself is rendered feal 
Be it to kings or strength of numbers! 
To this one martyr witness bears, 45 
Heir to his forebears’ famous errors, 
Who in the storm of recent terrors 
Laid down his royal head for theirs. 

Unto his death King Louis went, 
His speechless offspring watching after, 50 
His head bereft of crown he bent 
To fell Rebellion’s bloodied rafter. 
Mute is the Law, the people too, 
And down the axe of outrage rattles . . . 
And an unholy purple settles 55 
Upon a Gaul enchained anew. 

Yes, I abhor thee and thy throne, 
Oh, miscreant in despot’s clothing! 
Thy doom, thy children’s dying groan, 
I witness them with mirthful loathing. 60 
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Upon thy brow one reads the sign 
Of subject peoples’ execration, 
World’s horror, blemish of creation, 
Reproach on earth to the Divine. 

When by Neva the midnight star 65 
Hangs sparkling on the somber waters, 
And carefree sleepers near and far 
Have drooped to slumber in their quarters, 
The singer finds his gaze and thought 
The tyrant’s lonely statue roaming, 70 
Its ominous torpor in the gloaming, 
And the forlorn imperial court— 

And Clio’s awesome tones he hears 
Behind those awesome casements tolling, 
Caligula’s last hour appears 
Before his sight anew unrolling, 
He sees, beribboned and bestarred, 
By venom and by wine befuddled, 
The clandestine assassins huddled 
With brazen brow and wolfish heart. 

And silenced is the faithless guard, 
The drawbridge downed at midnight season, 
In secrecy the gate unbarred 
By hands of mercenary treason. 
Oh, shame! Of horror newly found! 85 
The janissars burst in, appalling 
Like beasts, the impious blows are falling . . . 
And slaughtered lies the miscreant crowned. 

Henceforward, rulers, know this true: 
That neither blandishments nor halters 90 
Make trusty buttresses for you, 
Nor dungeon walls, nor sacred altars. 
Be ye the first to bow you down 
Beneath Law’s canopy eternal: 
The people’s bliss and freedom vernal 
Will keep forever safe your crown. 

75 

80 

95 
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TO CHAADAEV1 [ 1818 ] 

Love, hope, our private fame we banished 
As fond illusions soon dismissed, 
And Youth’s serene pursuits have vanished 
Like dreamy wisps of morning mist; 
Yet ’neath the fateful yoke that bows us 5 
One burning wish will not abate: 
With mutinous soul we still await 
Our Fatherland to call and rouse us. 
In transports of impatient anguish 
For sacred Liberty we thrill, io 
No less than a young lover will 
Yearn for the promised tryst and languish. 
While yet with Freedom’s spark we burn 
And Honor’s generous devotion, 
On our dear country let us turn 15 
Our fervent spirit’s fine emotion! 
Believe, my friend: Russia will rise, 
A joyous, dazzling constellation, 
Will dash the slumber from her eyes; 
On Tyranny’s stark wreck the nation 20 
Will our names immortalize! 

1 Petr Yakovlevic Chaadaev or Chadaev (1793-1856), Western-oriented Russian 
philosopher who in his late twenties began to circulate, in French manuscript, his 
Lettres philosophiques. They contained a profound critique of Russian historical 
evolution on premises of a quasi-Catholic world view. The first of these Letters, 
published in Russian in 1836, caused the journal Telescope to be shut down, and 
Chaadaev to be declared insane and put under house arrest. Pushkin had known 
and admired him ever since Chaadaev was stationed at Tsarskoe Selo as a young 
officer. 

TO THE AUTHOR OF 
HISTORY OF THE RUSSIAN STATE1 [ 1818 ] 

In his Historia are proved and pointed out 
With grace, simplicity, and judgment fair and cool, 

1 N. M. Karamzin (1766-1826), the noted stylist and pioneer of new literary 

movements, whose famous History was conservative and strongly monarchist in 
tone. 



The timeless need for autocratic rule 
And the charms of the knout. 
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HISTORY OF A VERSIFIER [ 1818 ] 

He catches with accustomed ear a 
Tweet; 

Bedabbles single-mindedly the 
Sheet; 

Recites to settle everybody’s 5 
Hash; 

Then publishes, and into Lethe 
Splash! 

HISTORY OF A VERSIFIER [ 1818 ] 
(freer version) 

He cultivates his sympathetic 
Nerve; 

He squanders paper with ascetic 
Verve; 

Recites to haunt his neighbor’s harried 5 
Sleep; 

At last is published, whew! and buried 
Deep. 

IN THE COUNTRY [ 1819 ] 

I bid thee welcome, oh, sequestered nook, 
Refuge of quietude, of toil and inspiration, 
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Wherein my days meander like an unseen brook, 
Sunk in oblivious elation. 

I’m thine—I have exchanged those shameful Circe’s yokes, 5 
Luxurious merriment, carousal, dissipation, 
For the quiescent fields, the peace of murmurous oaks, 
For heedless idleness, the friend of inspiration. 

I’m thine—I love this garden dim, 
By bloom and morning cool anointed, io 

This pastureland with aromatic hayricks pointed, 
Where in the spinneys freshets purl and gleam. 
The scene before my gaze abounds in lively graces: 
On this side twofold lakes extend their azure spaces, 
Where every now and then a fisher’s sail will shine, 15 
Behind them quilted fields and rows of hillocks swelling, 

And farther, here and there a dwelling, 
On luscious water-meadows wandering herds of kine, 
Mills with their wings spread, drying-sheds with smoke-plumes 

welling, 
Toil and contentment showing sign on sign ... 20 

Here, freed from bonds of idle fuss and clutter, 
I teach myself to taste of bliss without a flaw, 
With spirit truly unconstrained to worship law, 
To pay no heed to the untutored rabble’s mutter, 
With fellow-feeling to respond to bashful pleas, 25 

And not to grudge their fated ease 
To fool or evildoer in their ill-got grandeur. 

Oracles of the ages, here I question you! 
In solemn and secluded splendor 
Your solace rings more clear and true. 30 
Sloth’s sullen slumber is forsaken, 
To toil my ardent senses leap, 
And your creative thoughts awaken 
To ripeness in the spirit’s deep. 

But then a daunting thought casts gloom on mankind’s lover: 35 
’Mid flowering crops and slopes 

At every step his soul is saddened to discover 
The infamy of ignorance that blights all hopes. 
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Purblind to tears, deaf to entreaty, 
By destiny ordained for man’s distress, 40 

A barbarous barondom, devoid of law or pity, 
By usurpation and the knout of ruthlessness 
Preys on the peasant’s goods and time and hardship. 
Bent to a ploughshare not his own, subdued by rods, 
Here hollow-chested servitude in furrows plods 45 

For an inexorable lordship. 
Here all drag on the ponderous yoke unto the tomb, 
Their souls too crushed to nourish hope or aspiration, 

Here in their freshness maidens bloom 
But for some brute’s capricious inclination. 50 

The dear support that every aging father craves, 
His adolescent sons, companions of his labors, 
Go from the native cabin but to join their neighbors 
And swell the rosters of exhausted manor slaves. 
Ah, that my voice could quicken hearts to indignation! 55 
Wherefore into my breast were idle embers cast 
Not to be bursting into fierce heroic blast? 
Shall I behold, friends, an unshackled population, 
And serfdom overthrown by an imperial hand? 
Upon enlightened liberty’s new fatherland 60 

Will there break forth a lovely dawn at last? 

SECLUSION [ 1819 ] 

Blest he who in secluded leisure, 
Far from the numskull’s brazen ways, 
Between hard work and slothful pleasure, 
Old thoughts, new hopes, divides his days; 
Whose friends by kindly fate were chosen 5 
So as to save him, lucky pup, 
Both from the bore that sends you dozing, 
And from the boor that wakes you up. 



THE DAGGER [1821] 

By Lemnos’1 god, avenging knife, 
For deathless Nemesis wert fashioned, 

The secret sentinel of Freedom’s threatened life, 
The final arbiter of rape and shame impassioned. 

Where Zeus’s thunder sleeps, the sword of law is drowsing, 5 
Thou art executor of curse and hope, 

In wait within the throne room’s housing, 
Beneath the gleam of festive cope. 

Like Hades’ ray, Jove’s bolt, the villain sees 
The silent steel flash in his eye and quiver, 10 

That makes him look behind and shiver 
Amidst his revelries. 

For everywhere thy blade will carve a sudden path, 
On land, upon the seas, in temple or in tavern, 

Thrice-guarded strong room, hidden cavern, 15 
Upon his couch, by his own hearth. 

Forbidden Rubicon2 has suffered Caesar’s tread, 
Majestic Rome succumbed, the law inclined its head; 

But Brutus righted Freedom’s damage: 
You struck down Caesar—and he staggered, dead, 20 

Against great Pompey’s haughty image. 

The hordes of grim rebellion raise their outcry hoarse, 
Detested, black of visage, sanguine, 
Arose the misbegotten hangman 
On slaughtered Freedom’s headless corse. 25 

Henchman of death, to wearied Hades he 
With thumb-signs victims indicated, 
But a supreme tribunal fated 
For him the Eumenids3 and thee. 

1 Hephaistos, in charge of Metallurgy, Thermodynamics, and Mechanical En¬ 
gineering. 

2 The border stream between Cisalpine Gaul and Italy. Caesar crossed it with 
his army, violating the terms of his senatorial mandate and precipitating the civil 
war that ended the Republic. 

3 The propitiatory term for the dreaded Erinyes (the Latin Furies), the ancient 
divinities of retribution. 
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Oh, righteous youth, the Fates’ appointed choice, 30 
Oh, Sand,4 you perished on the scaffold; 
But from your martyred dust the voice 
Of holy virtue speaks unmuffled. 

In your own Germany a shadow you became 
That grants to lawless force no haven— 35 
And on your solemn tomb ungraven 
There glows a dagger for a name. 

4 The German nationalist student Karl Ludwig Sand (1795-1820), who in 1819 
shot the reactionary German playwright and Russian official August Friedrich von 
Kotzebue (1761-1819), who was also an intermittent Bonapartist. Sand was exe¬ 
cuted in 1820, and thus became a martyr to anti-Napoleonic Europe. 

EPIGRAM ON A. A. DAVYDOVA1 [ 1882 ] 

One had Aglaya by attraction 
Of raven curls and martial stance, 
One for his money (no objection), 
A third because he was from France, 
Cleon by dint of being clever, 5 
Damis for tender songs galore; 
But, my Aglaya, say, whatever 
Did your own husband have you for? 

1 Aglaja Davydova, nee Duchesse de Grammont, the promiscuous wife of Gen¬ 
eral Alexander Davydov (the southern Decembrist’s brother), whose favors Push¬ 
kin also enjoyed briefly. 

TO A FOREIGN GIRL [ 1822 ] 

This valedictory effusion 
Pleads in a tongue you do not speak, 
And yet for it by fond illusion 
Your understanding I would seek. 
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My dearest, till a pall may smother 
These senses while we are apart, 
While I can feel, you and no other 
Will be the idol of my heart. 
On strangers now your gazes bending, 
Go on believing just my heart, 
As you believed it from the start, 
Its passions never comprehending. 

A LITTLE BIRD [ 1823 ] 

In alien lands devoutly clinging 
To age-old rites of Russian earth, 
I let a captive bird go winging 
To greet the radiant spring’s rebirth. 

My heart grew lighter then: why mutter 
Against God’s providence, and rage, 
When I was free to set aflutter 
But one poor captive from his cage! 

NIGHT [ 1823 ] 

My murmurous soliloquy of thee oppresses 
The hush of midnight with its languorous caresses. 
Beside the couch whereon I drowsing lie there glows 
A fretful candle, and my verse wells up and flows 
Till purling streams of love, full-charged with thee, run 

through me. 
Then, shimmering through the dusk, thy lustrous eyes turn to me, 
They smile at me and make a whisper as they shine: 
My dearest, tender one . . . my love . . . I’m thine . . . I’m 

thine. 

10 

5 

5 
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“Forth went the sower to sow his seeds . . 

As freedom’s sower in the wasteland 
Before the morning star I went; 
From hand immaculate and chastened 
Into the grooves of prisonment 
Flinging the vital seed I wandered— 5 
But it was time and toiling squandered, 
Benevolent designs misspent . . . 

Graze on, graze on, submissive nation! 
You will not wake to honor’s call. 
Why offer herds their liberation? 10 
For them are shears or slaughter-stall, 
Their heritage each generation 
The yoke with jingles, and the gall. 

ON COUNT VORONTSOV [ 1824 ] 

One half Milord, one half in trade, 
One half a sage, one half a dunce, 
One half a crook, but here for once 
There’s every hope he’ll make the grade. 

TO THE SEA [ 1824 ] 

Farewell to you, unharnessed Ocean! 
No longer will you roll at me 
Your azure swells in endless motion 
Or gleam in tranquil majesty. 

A comrade’s broken words on leaving, 
His hail of parting at the door: 

5 
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Your chant of luring, chant of grieving 
Will murmur in my ears no more. 

Oh, homeland of my spirit’s choosing! 
How often on your banks at large io 
I wandered mute and dimly musing, 
Fraught with a sacred, troubling charge! 

How I would love your deep resounding, 
The primal chasm’s muffled voice, 
How in your vesper calm rejoice, 15 
And in your sudden, reckless bounding! 

The fisher’s lowly canvas slips, 
By your capricious favor sheltered, 
Undaunted down your breakers’ lips: 
Yet by your titan romps have weltered 20 
And foundered droves of masted ships. 

Alas, Fate thwarted me from weighing 
My anchor off the cloddish shore, 
Exultantly your realm surveying, 
And by your drifting ridges laying 25 
My poet’s course forevermore. 

You waited, called ... I was in irons, 
And vainly did my soul rebel, 
Becalmed in those uncouth environs 
By passion’s overpowering spell. 30 

Yet why this sorrow? Toward what fastness 
Would now my carefree sails be spread? 
To one lone goal in all your vastness 
My spirit might have gladly sped. 

One lonely cliff, the tomb of glory ... 35 
There chilling slumber fell upon 
The ghost of mankind’s proudest story: 
There breathed his last Napoleon. 

There rest for suffering he bartered; 
And, gale-borne in his wake, there streams 40 
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Another kingly spirit martyred, 
Another regent of our dreams.1 

He passed, and left to Freedom mourning, 
His laurels to Eternity. 
Arise, roar out in stormy warning: 45 
He was your own true bard, oh, Sea! 

His soul was by your spirit haunted, 
In your own image was he framed: 
Like you immense, profound, undaunted, 
Like you nocturnal untamed. 50 

Bereft the world . . . where by your power, 
Oh, Sea, would you now carry me? 
Life offers everywhere one dower: 
On any glint of bliss there glower 
Enlightenment or tyranny. 55 

Farewell then, Sea! Henceforth in wonder 
Your regal grace will I revere; 
Long will your muffled twilit thunder 
Reverberate within my ear. 

To woods and silent wildernesses 60 
Will I translate your potent spells, 
Your cliffs, your coves, your shining tresses, 
Your shadows and your murmurous swells. 

1 Lord Byron, who had perished at Missolonghi that year. 

' — [ 1824 ] 

Rose-maiden, no, I do not quarrel 
With these dear chains, they don’t demean: 
The nightingale embushed in laurel, 
The sylvan singers’ feathered queen, 



Does she not bear the same sweet plight, 
Near the proud rose’s beauty dwelling, 
And with her tender anthems thrilling 
The dusk of a voluptuous night? 

THE GRAPE [ 1824 ] 

No, not by fleeting roses saddened 
That passing spring will fade and kill, 
By clustered grapes will I be gladdened 
That ripen on the sloping hill, 
On my fair vale delight bestowing, 
The golden autumn’s richest pearl, 
As supply-tapered, freshly-glowing 
As fingers of a sweet young girl. 

— [ 1824 ] 

Liza is afraid to love. 
Or could this be just her fashion? 
What if Dian’s not above 
Keeping dark her taste for passion? 
Downcast lids, might they at all 
Hide sly glances, holding wily 
Muster of us, searching shyly 
Which of us might help her fall? 

— - [ ^25 ] 

When first the roses wither, 
Their breath ambrosia yields, 
Their airy souls fly thither 
To the Elysian fields. 
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And there, where waters vagrant 5 
Oblivion bear and dreams, 
Their shadows honey-fragrant 
Bloom over Lethe’s streams. 

EX UNGUE LEONEM [ 1825 ] 

One day I flicked my whip-o’-verse a little 
And let the thing go out without my name; 
Some scribbler pounced on it with ink and spittle 
And had them print his piece unsigned, for shame. 
Oh, Lord! The hack or I had never reckoned 5 
That our generic marks gave us away: 
He knew me by my talons in a second, 
I knew him in an instant by his bray. 

ANDRE CHENIER1 [ 1825 ] 

(<dedicated to N. N. Raevsky) 

Ainsi, triste et captif, ma lyre 
toutefois s’eveillait . . . 

While awestruck all of Europe bends 
Its gaze upon the urn of Byron, 
And he the choir of bards attends, 
A shade in Dante’s high environ, 

I hear another shadow call, 5 
Who once, of songs and sobbing cheated, 
By Terror’s bloodstained planks retreated 
Beneath the grave’s umbrageous pall. 

1 The French poet (1762-94), one of Pushkin’s early political heroes and poetic 
models, who died on the guillotine. The dedication is to Nikolaj Raevsky, son of 
the military hero of 1812, with whom Pushkin was on intimate terms when he 
traveled in the south with the Raevsky family in 1820 and enjoyed flirtations with 

two of the daughters. 



Sepulchral flowers I bring the poet 
Of love and groves and comity. 
A lyre resounds, though none yet know it. 
I sing—heard but by him and thee. 

TO ... [ 1825 ] 

I recollect that wondrous meeting, 
That instant I encountered you, 
When like an apparition fleeting, 
Like beauty’s spirit, past you flew. 

Long since, when hopeless grief distressed me, 
When noise and turmoil vexed, it seemed 
Your voice still tenderly caressed me, 
Your dear face sought me as I dreamed. 

Years passed; their stormy gusts confounded 
And swept away old dreams apace. 
I had forgotten how you sounded, 
Forgot the heaven of your face. 

In exiled gloom and isolation 
My quiet days meandered on, 
The thrill of awe and inspiration, 
And life, and tears, and love, were gone. 

My soul awoke from inanition, 
And I encountered you anew, 
And like a fleeting apparition, 
Like beauty’s spirit, past you flew. 

My pulses bound in exultation, 
And in my heart once more unfold 
The sense of awe and inspiration, 
The life, the tears, the love of old. 



WINTER EVENING [ 1825 ] 

Storm has set the heavens scowling, 
Whirling gusty blizzards wild, 
Now they are like beasts a-growling, 
Now a-wailing like a child; 
Now along the brittle thatches 
They will scud with rustling sound, 
Now against the window latches 
Like belated wanderers pound. 

Our frail hut is glum and sullen, 
Dim with twilight and with care. 
Why, dear granny, have you fallen 
Silent by the window there? 
Has the gale’s insistent prodding 
Made your drowsing senses numb, 
Are you lulled to gentle nodding 
By the whirling spindle’s hum? 

Let us drink for grief, let’s drown it, 
Comrade of my wretched youth, 
Where’s the jar? Pour out and down it 
Wine will make us less uncouth. 
Sing me of the tomtit hatching 
Safe beyond the ocean blue, 
Sing about the maiden fetching 
Water at the morning dew. 

Storm has set the heavens scowling, 
Whirling gusty blizzards wild, 
Now they sound like beasts a-growling 
Now a-wailing like a child. 
Let us drink for grief, let’s drown it, 
Comrade of my wretched youth, 
Where’s the jar? Pour out and down it 
Wine will make us less uncouth. 
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-— [ 1825 ] 

What if life deceives and baits you, 
Never bridle, never grieve! 
Bide the dismal day, believe 
That a day of joy awaits you. 

By the future lives the heart; 
And if dreary be the present, 
All is fleeting, will depart, 
And departed, will be pleasant. 

BACCHIC SONG [ 1825 ] 

Who laid our gay revel to rest? 
Resound, bacchanalian cadence! 
A toast to the amorous maidens 

And tender young lovelies who loved us the best! 
Pour full every glass to the edges! 

The bottoms shall sing 
With rings that we fling 

In rich wine as our reverent pledges! 
Up beakers as one, and a flourish in season! 
Salute to the Muses, salute to man’s reason! 

Thou holiest sun, be aglow! 
As this candelabrum has faded 
Before the bright dawn, even so 

Shall flicker and die every sophistry jaded 
At reason’s unperishing spark. 

Salute to the sunrise, and vanish the dark! 

[ 1825 ] 

5 
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The season’s final blossoms bring 
More dear delight than buds of spring. 
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They stir in us a live communion 
Of sorrowfully poignant dreams. 
Thus oft the hour of parting seems 
More vivid than a sweet reunion. 

TEMPEST [ 1825 ] 

You saw perched on a cliff a maid, 
Her raiment white above the breakers, 
When the mad sea reared up and played 
Its whips of spray on coastal acres 
And now and then the lightnings flush, 
And purple gleams upon her hover, 
And fluttering up in swirling rush, 
The wind rides in her airy cover? 
Fair is the sea in gales arrayed, 
The heavens drained of blue and flashing, 
But fairer on her cliff the maid 
Than storms and skies and breakers crashing. 

TO FRIENDS [ 1825 ] 

My foes—just for the nonce I may seem frozen, 
And my quick wrath extinguished like a light; 
But you have not escaped my field of sight, 
Someone, some day, will all at once be chosen: 
He shan’t evade my penetrating claws 
When for my swift, relentless swoop I picked him. 
Thus the fierce hawk guards hen and goose for victim 
As in the clouds his lazy rounds he draws. 
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PROSE AND POETRY [ 1825 ] 

Why, writer, toil with plodding prose? 
Give me whatever thought you chose: 
To pointed sharpness I will edge it. 
With winged meters will I fledge it, 
Will fit it to the tautened thew, 
And bending my obedient bow, 
Will send it flashing far and true, 
And woe betide our common foe! 

- t 1825 ] 

You’re the kind that always loses, 
Bliss and you are all at odds: 
You’re too sweet when chance refuses 
And too clever when it nods. 

- [ 1825 ] 

Oh, Muse of satire, breathing fire! 
Oh, come and heed my urgent call! 
I do not need the thundering lyre, 
Hand me the scourge of Juvenal! 
Not the pedestrian imitators, 
Not the penurious translators, 
Nor rhymesters echoless, poor lambs, 
Shall fester from my epigrams! 
Peace to the poet wan with hunger, 
Peace to the journals’ gossipmonger. 1 
Peace unto every harmless fool! 
But as for you, my scoundrels cool, 
Come forward! I shall surely hook one, 
Hook all you scum with piercing pen, 
And if by chance I overlook one, 
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Please do remind me, gentlemen! 
Ah, mugs with sallow slander horrid, 
Ah, forehead after brazen forehead, 
All due from my avenging hand 
The ineradicable brand! 20 

ON ALEXANDER I [ 1825 ] 

Reared as he was to drum and banner 
Our Emperor was no mean commander: 
At Austerlitz ran out of breath, 
In Eighteen-Twelve was scared to death, 
(Albeit a fair frontline professor). 5 
The front, though, proved unpicturesque . . . 
Now he’s collegiate assessor 
Behind some Foreign Office desk. 

..- ■ [ 1826 ] 

Beneath the azure heaven of her native land 
She gently languished, gently faded . . . 

She waned away at last and her young shade has fanned 
Its wings o’er me, I am persuaded; 

Between us, though, a secret gulf has come to be. 5 
In vain I sought a sense of sharing: 

Words from uncaring lips announced her death to me, 
And I took note of it uncaring. 

So this was she whom I had loved with heart on fire, 
With strain of passion unto sadness, 10 

With such slow ache of languishing desire, 
With such long agony, such madness! 

Where is my pain, where is my love? Alas, my soul 
Relives those sweet dead days no longer; 

It pays that luckless, all too trustful shade no toll, 15 
Be it of tears, be it of anger. 



TO VYAZEMSKY [ 1826 ] 

So Ocean, man-devourer strident, 
Has fanned your genius with fire? 
You serenade with golden lyre 
Hoar Neptune’s awe-inspiring trident. 

Recant! Our age’s savage bent 5 
Has allied earth and Neptune wizened. 
Man is in every element 
Tyrant or traitor or imprisoned. 

TO YAZYKOV [ 1826 ] 

Yazykov, tell us from what source 
Wells up your word of wild elation, 
Now sweet, now like a gamboling horse, 
Abrim with feeling, reckless force, 
And young impulsive exaltation! 5 
No—not Castalia’s limpid blue 
Has fed the notes of your Camoena,1 
A vastly different Hippocrene2 
Did Pegasus strike forth for you: 
Not cooling waters calmly pouring, 10 
With turbid ale afroth and soaring; 
It’s potent stuff and highly strung, 
Like that new potion nobly rounded, 
From rum and wine conjointly sprung, 
With water’s vileness uncompounded, 15 
Which at Trigorsk our thirst unbounded 
Revealed to us when we were young. 

1 Camoenae or Camenae were soothsaying nymphs of the springs in ancient 
Italic folklore, equated since Livius Andronicus with the Greek Muses. The one 
most often cited, Egeria, came to stand in a general sense for "the Muse” who 
inspired the poet. 

2 Hippocrene is the source that, according to Greek legend, sprang up under the 
hoofbeat of Pegasus and was thought of as the fount of poetic imagination. 
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CONFESSION [ 1826 ] 

I love you—though I rage at it, 
Though it is shame and toil misguided, 
And to my folly self-derided 
Here at your feet I will admit! 
It ill befits my years, my station, 
Good sense has long been overdue! 
And yet, by every indication, 
Love’s plague has stricken me anew: 
You’re out of sight—I fall to yawning; 
You’re here—I suffer and feel blue, 
And barely keep myself from owning, 
Dear elf, how much I care for you! 
Why, when your guileless girlish chatter 
Drifts from next door, your airy tread, 
Your rustling dress, my senses scatter 
And I completely lose my head. 
You smile—I flush with exultation; 
You turn away—I’m plunged in gloom; 
Your pallid hand is compensation 
For a whole day of fancied doom. 
When to the frame with artless motion 
You bend to cross-stitch, all devotion, 
Your eyes and ringlets down-beguiled, 
My heart goes out in mute emotion 
Rejoicing in you like a child! 
Dare I confess to you my sighing, 
How jealously I chafe and balk 
When you set forth, at times defying 
Bad weather, on a lengthy walk? 
And then your solitary crying, 
Those twosome whispers out of sight, 
Your carriage to Opochka plying, 
And the piano late at night . . . 
Aline! I ask but to be pitied, 
I do not dare to plead for love; 
Love, for the sins I have committed, 
I am perhaps not worthy of. 
But make believe! Your gaze, dear elf, 
Is fit to conjure with, believe me! 
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Ah, it is easy to deceive me! . . . 
I long to be deceived myself! 

40 

TO I. I. PUSHCHIN1 [ 1826 ] 

My oldest friend, companion peerless! 
I too blessed fate when far up north 
In my retreat remote and cheerless, 
Adrift in dismal snow, so fearless 
Your little sleigh bell tinkled forth. 5 

Now providential dispensation 
Grant that my voice may bless, I pray, 
Your soul with equal consolation, 
And bear into your prison station 
Of bright Lyceum days a ray! 10 

1 Ivan Ivanovich Pushchin had been P.’s close friend ever since they were class¬ 
mates at Tsarskoe Selo (1811-17). Undeterred by P.’s latest official disgrace, Push¬ 
chin used a convenient family connection at Pskov to visit P. in January, 1825, at 

the nearby family estate of Mikhailovskoe, which P. inhabited under surveillance 
from both state and church authorities from 1824 to 1826. This was especially risky 

in view of Pushchin’s own active role in the inner circle of the Decembrist con¬ 
spiracy. The friends had a heartwarming reunion, both fearing, correctly, that 

under the circumstances it might be their last. Pushchin was condemned to Siberia 
after the Decembrist revolt, and on arriving at the remote prison camp, three years 
after that visit, was handed the present poem. 

We owe to Pushchin an invaluable set of sensitive and penetrating memoirs 

covering the fourteen years of their close association. 

STANZAS1 [ 1826 ] 

In hopes of fame and bliss to come 
I gaze ahead with resolution; 
The dawn of Peter’s sun was glum 
With turmoil and with execution. 

1 (On the accession of Nicholas I.) 
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But he used truth to conquer hearts, 5 
Enlightenment to soften manners; 
He honored Dolgoruki’s2 arts 
Above wild janissaries’ banners. 

He with a sovereign’s fearless hand 
Lit page on page of learning’s story; 10 
He did not spurn our native land, 
Aware of its predestined glory. 

He was now sage, now hero-king, 
Now wright, now mate, as might determine 
His spirit all-encompassing— 15 
Eternal craftsman born to ermine. 

Hold, then, your kin in proud regard, 
Your life in all to his comparing, 
Unflagging be like him, and hard, 
And like him, of resentment sparing. 20 

2 Count Vasily Lukich Dolgoruki (1672-1739) was among the first young Rus¬ 

sians to be sent abroad by Peter I to be educated. He served for a time as his 
foremost ministerial counselor and was entrusted with several important embassies. 
His later career was both less fortunate and less savory. 

TO THE EMPEROR NICHOLAS I [ 1826? ] 

He was made emperor, and right then 
Displayed his flair and drive: 
Sent to Siberia a hundred-twenty men 
And strung up five. 

WINTER JOURNEY1 [ 1826 ] 

Brightly from its watery swathing 
Sallies forth the lunar horn, 

1 Both in metric form and lyrical atmosphere this poem oddly resembles Nikolaus 
Lenau’s “Der Postilion,” conceived in the same general period, although there can 

scarcely be any connection between the two. 



Yonder mournful clearings bathing 
In its mournful light forlorn. 

Down the dismal snow-track swinging 
Speeds the troika, and the drone 
Of the sleigh bell’s tuneless ringing 
Numbs me with its monotone. 

Something stirring, something drowsing 
Haunts the coachman’s singsong too, 
Chanting now of wild carousing, 
Now of lovers’ plaintive rue. 

No black hut, no hearth-light sparkling, 
Snow and desolation reign, 
Mileposts only flash their darkling 
Stripes and hurry past and wane. 

Waste and gloom . . . but back tomorrow, 
By your chimney, love, at will 
Shall I muse, forgot all sorrow, 
Gaze, and never gaze my fill. 

When the clock’s unhurried finger 
Rounds its beat and strikes adieu, 
Bidding strangers not to linger, 
Midnight will not part us two. 

Cheerless, love, the sleigh bell’s ringing, 
Drear my path across the fen, 
Stilled the coachman’s drowsy singing, 
Dim the watery moon again. 

THREE SPRINGS [ 1827 ] 

In this world’s wasteland, borderless and bitter, 
Three springs have broken forth with secret force 
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The spring of youth, abubble and aglitter 
Wells up and runs its swift and murmurous course. 
Castalia’s spring of flow divine is letting 
In this world’s wasteland exiles drink their fill. 
The last, cool spring, the spring of all-forgetting, 
Will slake the burning heart more sweetly still. 

ARION [ 1827 ] 

We sailed in numerous company. 
A few of us drew fast the sheeting, 
The rest with mighty oar were beating 
The brine; while, calm on slumbrous sea, 
Our skillful helmsman clasped the rudder 
To guide the laden vessel’s thrust, 
And I, at ease in carefree trust, 
I sang to them ... A sudden gust 
Swept down and set the deep ashudder, 
And crew and helmsman, all were lost! — 
I only, secret singer, tossed 
Upon the coast by seas in torment, 
I sing my anthems as before, 
And by a boulder on the shore 
Dry in the sun my sodden garment. 

THE POET [ 1827 ] 

When on the poet Lord Apollo 
Does not for mystic homage call, 
To worldly bustle, pastimes hollow, 
He lives in petty-minded thrall; 
Then the celestial lyre is muted, 
Chill torpor does his heart befall, 
Amid life’s idle and unsuited 
He seems the idlest wretch of all. 
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Yet once the god-engendered word 
But touches on the vivid senses, 
The poet’s soul awakens, tenses 
Its pinions like an eagle stirred. 
He chafes in worldly dissipation, 
From human colloquy he flees, 
Before the idol of the nation 
He is too proud to bend his knees. 
Then will he rush, uncouth and somber, 
Astir with sounds and wild unease, 
Toward the shores of desolate seas, 
To murmuring wildwoods’ vast penumbra. 

THE TALISMAN [ 1827 ] 

Where the sea forever dances 
Over lonely cliff and dune, 
Where sweet twilight’s vapor glances 
In a warmer-glowing moon, 
Where with the seraglio’s graces 
Daylong toys the Mussulman, 
An enchantress ’mid embraces 
Handed me a talisman. 

’Mid embraces I was bidden: 
“Guard this talisman of mine: 
In it secret power is hidden! 
Love himself has made it thine. 
Neither death nor ills nor aging, 
My beloved, does it ban, 
Nor in gales and tempest raging 
Can avail my talisman. 

“Never will it help thee gather 
Treasures of the Orient coast, 
Neither to thy harness tether 
Captives of the Prophet’s host; 
Nor in sadness will it lead thee 
To a friendly bosom, nor 
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From this alien southland speed thee 
To the native northern shore. 

“But whenever eyes designing 25 
Cast on thee a sudden spell, 
In the darkness lips entwining 
Love thee not, but kiss too well: 
Shield thee, love, from evil preying, 
From new heart-wounds—that it can, 30 
From forgetting, from betraying 
Guards thee this my talisman.” 

TO DAWE, ESQ.1 [ 1828 ] 

Why does your wondrous pencil strive 
My Moorish profile to elicit? 
Your art will help it to survive, 
But Mephistopheles will hiss it. 

Draw Miss Olenin’s face. To serve 5 
His blazing inspiration’s duty, 
The genius should spend his verve 
On homage but to youth and beauty. 

1 George Dawe (1781-1829), English portrait painter and mezzotint engraver in 
the manner of Sir Joshua Reynolds. Went to Russia and was named First Painter 
to the Court of Russia by Alexander I, who had him paint about 400 portraits of 
army men who served in the Napoleonic Wars. Several of Dawe’s paintings hang 
in the Hermitage Museum in Leningrad. 

REMEMBRANCE1 [ 1828 ] 

When for us mortal men the noisy day is stilled, 
And, the mute spaces of the town 

1 A continuation of this poem, to more than double its length in print, exists in 
a manuscript version that shows a few single-word gaps. These, and an unex¬ 
plained reference to "two dear shades, angels given me by fate in bygone days,” 
may explain Pushkin’s decision not to include the rest of the poem in editions 

printed in his lifetime. 



With half-transparent nightly shadow filled, 
Sleep, daily toil’s reward, drifts down, 

Then is it that for me the gloom and quiet breed 
Long hours of agonized prostration; 

On my nocturnal languor more intently feed 
The asps of mortal desolation; 

Then fancies seethe at will, and the despondent mind 
Groans with excess of grim reflection; 

Relentless Memory will wordlessly unwind 
Her long, long scroll for my inspection; 

With loathing I peruse the record of my years, 
I execrate, I quail and falter, 

I utter bitter plaints, and hotly flow my tears, 
But those sad lines I cannot alter. 

THOU AND YOU [ 1828 ] 

The pale “you are” by warm “thou art” 
Through careless slip of tongue replacing, 
She sent within the love-struck heart 
All sorts of happy fancies racing. 
I stand before her all beguiled; 
I stare at her, and the old Adam 
Blurts out: You are all kindness, Madam! 
And thinks: God, how I love thee, child! 

YOUNG MARE [ 1828 ] 

Whither, mettlesome young filly, 
Pride of the Caucasian brand, 
Wildly bolting? Willy-nilly 
Bridle time is close at hand. 
Squint affrighted at my shadow, 
Kick your hooves up in the air, 
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Down the smooth and spacious meadow 

Freely canter all you care: 

Tarry; soon I shall direct you, 

In my thigh-grip meekly bound, 

And with shortened rein deflect you 

To an even-tempered round. 

FOREBODING [ 1828 ] 

Once again there hang beclouded 

My horizons, dark with rain; 

Envious Fate, in malice shrouded, 

Lies in wait for me again. 

Will I find the strength to treat it 

With disdain and, head unbowed, 

Go with fortitude to meet it 

As I did when young and proud? 

Calmly, though my sails are riven, 

I await what lies in store; 

Once again I may be driven 

Safely to a placid shore. 

But foreboding, I confess it, 

Brings me parting’s fearful knell; 

To your hand I fly to press it, 

Angel, for a last farewell. 

Angel meek and undefiant, 

Gently whisper me good-bye, 

Mourn: your loving gaze compliant, 

Cast it down or raise it high. 

In your heart enshrined forever, 

I shall not grow faint or old: 

Shall be young in hope, and never 

Aught but gay and proud and bold. 
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-- [ 1828 ] 

Raven doth to raven fly, 
Raven doth to raven cry: 
Raven, where is carrion tender? 
What shall be the day’s provender? 

Raven answers raven thus: 5 
Well I know of meat for us; 
On the fallow, by the willow 
Lies a knight, a clod his pillow. 

Why he died, who dealt the blow, 
That his hawk alone can know, 10 
And the sable mare that bore him, 
And his bride who rode before him. 

But the hawk now sails the air, 
And the foe bestrode the mare, 
And the bride a wreath is wreathing 15 
For a new love, warm and breathing. 

[ 1828 ] 

Capital of pomp and squalor, 
Stately jail of souls unfree, 
Firmament of greenish pallor, 
Frost and stone and misery— 
Still you set my heart to throbbing, 5 
For at times there, down a street, 
Comes a golden ringlet bobbing, 
Trips a pair of slender feet. 



THE UPAS TREE [ 1828 ] 

On acres charred by blasts of hell, 
In sere and brittle desolation, 
Stands like a baleful sentinel 
The Upas, lone in all creation. 

Grim Nature of the thirsting plains 
Begot it on a day of ire 
And steeped its leaves’ insensate veins 
And filled its roots with venom dire. 

The poison trickles through its bark 
And, melting in the noonday blazes, 
It hardens at the fall of dark 
In resinous translucent glazes. 

That tree of death no bird will try 
Or tiger seek: the storm wind vicious 
Alone will darkly brush it by 
And speed away, its breath pernicious. 

And should a rain cloud overhead 
Bedouse the brooding foliage, straying, 
The boughs a lethal moisture shed, 
The glowing sands with venom spraying. 

Yet to that tree was man by man 
With but an eyelid’s flicker beckoned, 
Sped duly forth that day, and ran, 
And brought the poison by the second: 

Brought waxen death back, and a bough 
With leaves already limp and faded, 
And from his wan and pallid brow 
The sweat in clammy streams cascaded. 

He brought it, faltered, and lay prone 
On reeds beneath the vaulted tenting 
And, luckless slave, died at the throne 
Of that dread magnate unrelenting. 



And on this venom arrows fed, 
Obedient to the prince’s orders, 
And death and desolation spread 
On fellowmen beyond the borders. 

. [ 1828 ] 

The dreary day is spent, and dreary night has soon 
In leaden-colored draperies the heavens shrouded, 
And over firry groves has risen all beclouded 
A wan and spectral moon; 
All these in me a mood of dark unease engender . . . 
Up yonder far the moon ascends in splendor, 
There is the air with sunset warmth replete, 
There would the ocean like a sumptuous sheet 
Beneath a sapphire sky enfold us . . . 
This is the time, I know, she walks the mountain brow 
Toward the strand besieged by surging, plunging shoulders, 
There, at the foot of hallowed boulders 
Forlornly and alone she must be sitting now . . . 
Alone ... no one to weep before her, none to languish, 
No one to kiss her knees in rapt, oblivious anguish . . . 
Alone . . . and no one’s lips she suffers to be pressed 
Upon her shoulders, her moist lips, her snowy breast, 
No one is worthy of the heaven in her arm . . . 
You surely are alone . . . in tears . . . then I am calm. 
But if . . . 

■■ [ 1828 ] 

Blest he who at your fancy’s pleasure 
Your dreamy, languid ardor won, 
Whose every glance you heed and treasure, 
Before all eyes by love undone; 
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But pity him who, heart and bowels 5 
With love’s consuming flame ablaze, 
Must hear in silence your avowals, 
While jealous anguish clouds his gaze. 

—. - [ 1829 ] 

I loved you: and the feeling, why deceive you, 
May not be quite extinct within me yet; 
But do not let it any longer grieve you; 

I would not ever have you grieve or fret. 
I loved you not with words or hope, but merely 5 
By turns with bashful and with jealous pain; 
I loved you as devotedly, as dearly 
As may God grant you to be loved again. 

■■■ — 11829 ] 

As down the noisy streets I wander 
Or walk into a crowded shrine, 
Or sit with madcap youth, I ponder 
Bemusing reveries of mine. 

I say: the years speed by unhalting, 5 
And we, as many as are here, 
Will pass beneath the eternal vaulting, 
And someone’s hour is drawing near. 

Or gazing at an oak tree lonely, 
I muse: this patriarchal sage, 10 
It has not passed my forebears’ only, 
It will outlive my own dim age. 

Or fondling some dear child is reason 
For me to think: I make thee room, 



38] 

Farewell to thee! It is the season 15 
For me to fade, for thee to bloom. 

Each day, each passing year of aging, 
In deep abstraction now I spend, 
At pains among them to be gauging 
The year-day of the coming end. 20 

And where, fate, is my death preparing? 
At sea, a-roving, in the fray? 
Or will this nearby vale be bearing 
Within its earth my feel-less clay?1 

Although my flesh will be past caring 2 5 

About the site of its decay, 
Yet I would gladly still be sharing 
The dear haunts of my earthly day. 

And close to my sepulchral portals 
I want young life to be at play, 30 
And Nature, unconcerned with mortals, 
To shed its beauty’s timeless ray. 

1 This query is echoed by, among many others, Heinrich Heine when he asks 
ca. 1825 in “Wo?”: 

Wo wird einst des Wandermiiden/ Letzte Ruhestatte sein?/ Unter Palmen in dem 
Siiden?/ Unter Linden an dem Rhein?// Werd’ ich wo in einer Wiiste/ Einge- 
scharrt von fremder Hand?/ Oder ruh’ ich an der Kiiste/ Eines Meeres in dem 
Sand?// Immerhin! Mich wird umgeben/ Gotteshimmel, dort wie hier,/ Und als 
Totenlampen schweben/ Nachts die Sterne iiber mir. 

AT THE BUST OF A CONQUEROR1 [ 1829 ] 

You’re wrong to think his likeness garbled: 
The eye of art has truly seen 
Upon his lips that smile enmarbled, 
Wrath on his forehead’s frigid sheen. 
No wonder that his bust reflected 5 
This potentate’s internal strife: 

1 Directed at Alexander I. 



His feelings ever were bisected, 
A harlequin in face and life. 
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THE MONASTERY ON MT. KAZBEK [ 1829 ] 

Above thy brother summits’ rows, 
Kazbek, thy royal tentment glows 
Aloft with everlasting lusters. 
Thy monastery, past cloudy musters, 
An ark afloat in vaporous height, 5 
Just shows above the mountain clusters. 

Oh, far-away, oh, longed-for site! 
Could I but leave behind this canyon 
And, soaring far beyond those shrouds, 
Withdraw, with God for my companion, 10 
Into a cell above the clouds! . . . 

THE SNOWSLIDE [ 1829 ] 

On frowning boulders dashed to spray, 
The waters roar and foam away, 
Aloft the murmuring wildwoods sway, 

And eagles scream, 
And through the watery haze of gray 5 

The summits gleam. 

A slide broke off this mountain face 
And in its thundering downhill pace 
Dammed up the gorge’s narrow space 

With ponderous force, 10 
And Terek’s mighty water race 

Blocked in its course. 



Abruptly then becalmed and caged, 
Your clamor, Terek, was assuaged; 
But stubborn onslaught grimly waged 15 

The rearward ranks, 
Broke through the snow bar, while enraged 

You swamped your banks. 

And long the ruptured barrier so 
Lay on, a thawless hulk of snow, 20 
And sullen Terek ran below, 

His watery dust 
Bedewing in his lathered flow 

The icy crust. 

Across it lay a pathway wide, 2 5 
There palfreys pranced and oxen plied, 
And traders of the steppe would guide 

Their camels there, 
Where sky-born Aeol, none beside, 

Now cleaves the air. 30 

- 11830 ] 

What use my name to you, what good?1 
It will die down like the sad jingle 
Of waves awash on distant shingle, 
Like night sounds in the toneless wood. 

Upon your mind it will for long 5 
Leave but a lifeless trace, unspoken 
Like on a tomb the lacy token 
Of an unfathomable tongue. 

What use is it? Long since suppressed 
By fresh and turbulent emotion, 10 
It will not stir within your breast 
Old thoughts of tender, pure devotion. 

1 Written in response to a request to write his name in the album of the Polish 
beauty, Countess Karolina Sobanska, already immortalized by the love of 
Mickiewicz. 
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But one still day, forlorn, bereft, 
Pronounce it as your tears are welling; 
Say: memory of me is left, 
A heart on earth for me to dwell in! 

- 11830 ] 

At moments when your graceful form 
In my embrace I long to capture, 
And from my lips a tender swarm 

Of love’s endearments pour in rapture— 
Without a word your supple shape 
From my encircling arms unfolding, 

You make your answer by escape 
And smile at me, all trust withholding; 
Too keenly mindful in your heart 
Of past betrayal’s doleful mention, 
You bide in listless inattention 
And hear me not and take no part . . . 
I curse the cunning machinations 
That were my sinful youth’s delight, 
Those hours awaiting assignations 
In gardens, in the dead of night. 
I curse the lover’s whispered suing, 
And tuneful verse’s magic aids, 
Caress of rashly trusting maids, 
Their tears, and their belated ruing. 

FOUNTAIN AT TSARSKOE SELO [ 1830 ] 

Out of her fingers the urn must have slipped and burst on a boulder. 
Sorrowing there she sits, holding the useless shell. 

Lo! from the jagged urn the jet springs still, and the maiden 
Over an endless flow leans in unending dismay. 

i5 

5 
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CON JURY1 [ 1830 ] 

Oh, if it’s true that in the night, 
When quietude the living covers, 
And liquidly the lunar light 
Glides down and on the tombstones hovers, 
Oh, if it’s true that then appear 5 
Their tenants on the ghostly common,— 
Leyla I wait, her shade I summon: 
To me, my love, come here, come here! 

Appear to me, beloved shade, 
As you appeared before we parted, 10 
In pallid wintry chill arrayed, 
By deathly agony distorted. 
Come like a star of outmost sphere, 
Like a faint sound, an emanation, 
Come like a dreadful visitation, 15 
I care not how: Come here, come here! 

I call you—not because I crave 
To chastise those before whose malice 
My love took refuge in the grave,— 
Or as my spy in Hades’ palace, 20 
Or yet because I know the fear 
Of doubt . . . but sorrowing above you, 
I want to say that still I love you, 
And still am yours: Come here, come here! 

1 Barry Cornwall (pseudonym for the minor English dramatist and poet B. W. 
Procter, 1787-1874) published a poem with a similar title which, like other works 
of his, had some influence on Pushkin in this period. 

— [1830 ] 

Bound for the distant coast that bore you, 
You left behind this alien clime, 
And long that hour I wept before you, 
That unforgotten, mournful time. 
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With fingers chill and numbed of feeling 5 
I clutched you, begged you not to leave, 
Parting’s fierce pangs with moans appealing 
To nourish still and let me grieve. 

But from our sorrowing embraces 
You tore away your lips and hand, 10 
And from an exile’s prison-places 
You called me to another land. 
“Let us await another meeting 
’Neath skies of everlasting blue, 
In olive shades,” you kept repeating, 15 
“Love’s kisses, friend, we shall renew.” 

But there, alas, where heaven’s quarters 
Are steeped in azure lucence deep, 
Where olives shade the sheltered waters, 
You fell into eternal sleep. 20 
Now all your beauty, all you suffered, 
Are lost in the sepulchral urn, 
And those reunion kisses proffered— 
But I shall claim them, comes my turn. 

AT KUTUZOV’S GRAVE [ 1831 ] 

Before the hallowed burial-stead 
I linger here with lowered head . . . 
All sleep, save in the twilight solemn 

The temple candelabra gild 
Tall granites, column after column, 5 
And rows of standards, pendent, stilled. 

Beneath them lies that lord of clans, 
That idol of the northern lands, 
The mighty realm’s revered defender 
Who all its enemies subdued, 10 



The last of that illustrious gender, 
Imperial Catherine’s eagle brood. 

Live ardor in your grave-site glows! 
From it a Russian story flows, 
Relates that hour when by the nation 15 
Your silver-templed age was bid 
With voice of trustful invocation 
To “come and save! ” You rose—and did. 

Now hark again the voice of trust, 
Arise and save the Tsar and us, 20 
One instant, ancient grim preserver, 
Appear at the sepulchral cleft, 
Appear, and breathe new dash and fervor 
Into the regiments you left. 

Appear, and with your sacred hand 25 
Point out among our leaders’ band 
Your true inheritor, your chosen . . . 

But mute the temple chambers loom, 
In calm, eternal slumber frozen 
Sleeps the indomitable tomb. 30 

TO THE SLANDERERS OF RUSSIA1 [ 1831 ] 

Bards of the Nations, say, what set you seething, 
Threats of Anathema at Russia breathing? 
What roused your wrath? That Poland stirs again? 
Desist: this strife pits Slavs against each other 
It has been weighed by Fate, like many another 5 

In an old dispute, past your scope and ken. 

Long since these tribes of hostile brothers 
Have vied among themselves and warred, 

1 This poem is Pushkin’s angry reply to the clamor of indignation and calls for 
intervention generated in Western Europe by the brutal suppression of the Polish 
uprising of 1831, of which his friend Mickiewicz became the spokesman and 
spiritual leader abroad. 
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And now the ones and now the others 
Have had to bow before the sword. 10 
Who shall outlive that grim commotion, 
The boastful Pole, the stalwart Russ? 

Shall Slavic brooklets merge in Russia’s ocean, 
Shall it dry out? Leave it to us! 

Desist: to you these bloodstained tables 15 
Remain unread, the clannish fables 
Of this our internecine feud 
Are undeciphered, unreviewed; 
The voice of Kremlin, Praga,2 calls you 
But stirs no echo; the mystique 20 
Of desperate fortitude enthralls you, 
And then your hatred of us . . . Speak: 

Is it for this, perchance, you hate us 
That Moscow’s blazing shell defied decrees 

Of a vainglorious dictator’s, 25 
While you were writhing on your knees? 
Or that we smashed that idol towering 

Above the realms, so Europe gained release 
And, saved by Russian blood, is flowering 
Anew in freedom, honor, peace? 30 

Come, challenge us with deeds, not ringing quarrels! 
Is the old hero, resting on his laurels, 
Unfit to mount the Ismail3 bayonet? 
Has then the Russian Tsar’s word lost its omen? 

Are we unused to Western foemen, 35 
With Russian triumphs sated yet? 

Are we too few? From Perm to Tauris gleaming, 
From Finnish crags to ardent Colchis teeming, 

From Kremlin, rocked upon its stand, 
To China’s battlements unshaken, 40 
Bright steel her bristles, shall not waken, 
Shall not rise up the Russian land? 
Send on, then, sacred mischief-makers, 
Send your embittered sons and braves: 
There’s room for them in Russian acres 45 
Amid not unfamiliar graves. 

2 The suburb of Warsaw where the insurgents made their last desperate stand. 

3 The Turkish fortress in Bessarabia stormed by Suvorov in 1790- 



ECHO1 [ 1831 ] 

Where beasts in trackless forests wail 
Where horns intone, where thunders flail, 
Or maiden chants in yonder vale— 

To every cry 
Through empty air you never fail 5 

To speed reply. 

You listen to the thunder knells, 
The voice of gales and ocean swells, 
The shepherd’s hail in hills and dells 

And you requite; 10 
But unrequited stay . . . This spells 

The poet’s plight. 

1 The motif of this lyric appears to have been drawn from Barry Cornwall, 
see footnote to “Conjury,” p. 42. 

IN A BEAUTY’S ALBUM [ 1832 ] 

All harmony, all wondrous fairness, 
Aloof from passions and the world, 
She rests, with tranquil unawareness 
In her triumphant beauty furled. 
When all about her eyes hold muster, 5 
Nor friends, nor rivals can be found, 
All our beauties’ pallid round 
Extinguished wholly by her luster. 

And were you bound I know not where, 
Be it to love’s embraces bidden, 10 
Or what choice vision you may bear 
In heart’s most private chamber hidden,— 
Yet, meeting her, you will delay, 
Struck by bemusement in mid-motion, 
And pause in worshipful devotion 15 
At beauty’s sacred shrine to pray. 



ALBUM VERSE [ 1832 ] 

True, my pen these private pages 
Has not touched in many a day; 
In my drawer, I must say, 
Lorn of friendly lines for ages 
Languishing your album lay. 
On your nameday then addressing 
Timely compliments to you, 
Let me wish you every blessing, 
Every soothing solace too, 
Lots of thunder on Parnassus, 
Lots of days of restful calm, 
And a conscience free of harm 
From a single album passus 
Owed to friend or to Madame. 

- t 1833 ] 

But for my soul’s obscurely asking 
And pining for I know not what, 
I would stay here forever, basking 
In bliss at this forgetful spot: 
Desire’s vain tremors never missing, 
I’d count the world a dreamy wisp, 
Those slender feet forever kissing, 
Forever hearing that sweet lisp. 

.— — [ 1833 ] 

Don’t let me lose my mind, oh, God; 
I’d sooner beg with sack and rod 

Or starve in sweat and dust. 
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Not that I treasure my poor mind, 
Or would bemoan it should I find 5 

That part from it I must: 

If they but left me free to roam, 
How I would fly to make my home 

In deepest forest gloom! 
In blazing frenzy would I sing, io 
Be drugged by fancies smoldering 

In rank and wondrous fume. 

And I would hear the breakers roar, 
And my exultant gaze would soar 

In empty skies to drown: 15 
Unbridled would I be and grand 
Like the great gale that rakes the land 

And mows the forest down. 

But woe befalls whose mind is vague: 
They dread and shun you like the plague, 20 

And once the jail-gate jars, 
They bolt the fool to chain and log 
And come as to a poor mad dog 

To tease him through the bars. 

And then upon the evenfall 2 5 
I’d hear no nightingale’s bright call, 

No oak tree’s murmurous dreams— 
I’d hear my prison-mates call out, 
And night attendants rail and shout, 

And clashing chains, and screams. 30 

. - t 1835 ] 

Bitterly sobbing, the maid chid the youth with jealous reproaches; 
Facing her, propped on a shoulder, sleep took him all unawares. 

Straightway the maiden was still, lulling his gossamer slumber, 
Letting her tears flow on, quietly smiling at him. 
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- [1835 ] 

I was assured my heart had rested 
Its urge to suffer long before; 
What used to be, I had protested, 
Shall be no more! shall be no more! 
Deceitful dreams forever hidden, 5 
Forsaken raptures, sorrows banned . . . 
Yet here afresh they stir me, bidden 
By Beauty’s sovereign command. 

[ Between 1827 and 1836 ] 

She looks at you with such soft feeling, 
Her artless chatter so appealing, 
Her gaiety so full of snap, 
Her eyes replete with melting sweetness, 
Last night she snuggled with such neatness 5 
Beneath the sheltering table-nap 
Her pretty foot into my lap! 

FROM PINDEMONTE* 1 [ 1836 ] 

I have but little use for those loud “rights”—the phrase 
That seems to addle people’s minds these days. 
I do not fault the gods, nor to a soul begrudge it 
That I’m denied the bliss of wrangling over a Budget, 
Or keeping king from fighting king in martial glee; 5 
Nor do I worry greatly if the Press is free 
To hoax the nitwits, or if censors-pokers 
Spoil journalistic games for sundry jokers; 
All this is merely “words, words, words,” you see. 
Quite other, better rights are dear to me; 10 
I crave quite other, better liberation: 

1 Italian poet (1753-1828), to whom Pushkin ascribed this ode to privacy solely 

in order to hoodwink the censorship. 



To be dependent on a king, or on a nation— 
Is it not all the same? Good riddance! But to dance 
To no one else’s fiddle, foster and advance 
One’s private self alone; before gold braid and power 
With neither conscience, thought, nor spine to cower; 
To move now here, now there with fancy’s whim for law, 
In Nature’s godlike works to take delight and awe, 
And start before the gifts of art and inspiration 
With pangs of trembling, joyous adoration— 
There’s bliss for you! There are your rights . . . 
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TSAR NIKITA AND HIS FORTY DAUGHTERS [ 1822 ] 

Introductory Note 

Tsar Nikita and His Forty Daughters was written in 1822 in the 

colorful, raw frontier town of Kishinev in Bessarabia. Unlike the 

earlier Gabri-Iliad, a brilliantly sacrilegious spoof of the sacred 

story of the Annunciation, which was charmingly rendered into 

English by Max Eastman and published in a limited edition in 

1929, this rollicking piece of ribaldry does not seem to have been 

previously translated into English. 

TSAR NIKITA AND HIS FORTY DAUGHTERS 

Tsar Nikita once reigned widely, 
Richly, merrily, and idly, 
Did no good or evil thing: 
So his realm was flourishing. 
He kept clear of toil and bother, 5 
Ate and drank and praised our Father. 
With some ladies he had squired 
Forty daughters had he sired, 
Forty maids with charming faces, 
Four times ten celestial graces, 10 
Sweet of temper, full of love. 
Ah, what ankles, Heaven above! 
Chestnut curls, the heart rejoices, 
Eyes—a marvel, wondrous voices, 
Minds—enough to lose your mind: 15 
All from head to toe designed 
To beguile one’s heart and spirit; 
There was but a sole demerit. 
Oh? What fault was there to find? 
None to speak of, never mind. 20 
Or at most the merest tittle. 
Still, a flaw (though very little). 
How explain it, how disguise 
So as not to scandalize 
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That cantankerous old drip, 25 
Sanctimonious Censorship? 
Help me, Muse—your poet begs! 
Well—between the lassies’ legs . . . 
Stop! Already too explicit, 
Too immodest, quite illicit ... 30 
Indirection here is best: 
Aphrodite’s lovely breast, 
Lips, and feet set hearts afire, 
But the focus of desire, 
Dreamed-of goal of sense and touch, 35 
What is that? Oh, nothing much. 
Well then, it was this in fact 
That the royal lassies lacked. 

This unheard-of malformation 
Caused dismay and consternation 40 
In each loyal courtly heart, 
And much sorrow on the part 
Of their Sire and stricken mothers. 
From the swaddling-women others 
Soon found out what had occurred; 45 
All the nation when it heard 
Ah’ed and oh’ed at such an earful, 
Gaped and gasped, amazed and fearful; 
Some guffawed, but most were leerier: 
(This could land you in Siberia!). 50 

Sternly Tsar Nikita summoned 
Courtiers, mummies, nannies, “Come and 
Here the stricture I impose: 
Any one of you who sows 
In my daughters’ minds suggestions 55 
Or provokes unseemly questions, 
Or so much as dreams to dare 
Hint at that which is not there, 
Deal in doubtful words and notions, 
Or perform improper motions— 60 
Let there be no shred of doubt: 
Wives will have their tongues cut out, 



54] 

Men a member more essential, 
Intumescent in potential.” 

Stern but just, such was the Tsar, 65 
And his eloquence went far 
To induce a wise complaisance; 
All resolved with deep obeisance 
That the counsel of good health 
Was to hold one’s mouth and wealth. 70 
Noble ladies went in terror 
Lest their men be found in error, 
While the men in secret thought: 
Oh, I wish my wife were caught! 
(Ah, disloyal hearts and base!) 75 

Our Tsarevnas grew apace. 
Sad their lot! Nikita’s Grace 
Called his Council, put his case: 
Thus and so—not unavowedly 
But in whispers, not too loudly, 80 
Pas devant les domestiques . . . 
Mute the nobles sat and wondered 
How to deal with such a freak. 
But a gray-haired Nestor pondered, 
Rose, and bowing to and fro, 85 
Dealt his pate a clanging blow, 
And with venerable stutters 
To the potentate he utters: 
“May it not, Enlightened Sire, 
Be accounted wanton slyness 90 
Or offend your Gracious Highness:— 
Sunken yet in carnal mire, 
A procuress once I knew, 
(Where’s she now? What does she do? 
Likely in the same vocation.) 95 
She enjoyed the reputation 
Of a most accomplished witch, 
Curing any ache or itch, 
Making feeble members sound. 
Pray let my advice be heeded: 100 
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If that witch could just be found, 
She’d install the thing that’s needed.” 

“Instantly,” exclaimed and frowned, 
Thunder on his brow, Nikita, 
“Send for her and let me meet her, 105 
Let the sorceress be found! 
If, however, she deceive Us, 
Of Our shortage not relieve Us, 
Lead Us up the garden path 
With sly tricks—she’ll know Our wrath! no 
Let me be not Tsar but duffer 
If I do not make her suffer 
Death by fire—of which is token 
This my prayer! I have spoken.” 

Confidentially, discreetly, 115 
Envoys were despatched who fleetly 
Sped by special courier post, 
Searched the realm from coast to coast, 
Scampered, scurried, faster, faster, 
Tracking witches for their Master. 120 
One year passes, nothing’s heard, 
And another, not a word. 
Till at last a lad of mettle 
On a lucky trail did settle, 
Rode into a forest dread 125 
Just as though by Satan led; 
There he found the little cottage 
Where the witch lived in her dotage, 
Boldly passing gate and bar 
As an envoy of the Tsar, 130 
He saluted the magician 
And revealed the Tsar’s commission: 
What the quest was all about, 
What his daughters were without. 
She, with instant understanding, 135 
Thrust him back onto the landing, 
Hustled him straight on and out: 
“Shake a leg, don’t look about, 
Do not linger or I’ll plague you, 
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Strike your limbs with chills and ague; 14° 
Wait three days and then come back 
For your answer and your pack; 
But no later than the crack 
Of that dawn! ” Then she remembers 
To lock up, fans golden embers ... 145 
Three-score hours she brewed her spell, 
Conjured up the Prince of Hell, 
And so soon as she could ask it, 
He produced a brassbound casket 
Stocked with countless feminine 150 
Wherewithals of men’s sweet sin. 
Curly beauties, choice examples, 
Every size, design, and shade, 
What a marvelous parade! 
Sorting out her wealth of samples, 155 
Soon the sorc’ress had arrayed 
Forty of superior grade 
All in damask napkin dressed, 
And had locked them in the chest. 
This she handed to the willing 160 
Envoy with a silver shilling, 
And he rides . . . till in the west 
Sinking sun commends a rest. 
Just a bite to stay one’s hunger, 
Spirit keeps the body younger, 165 
Vodka keeps the spirit mellow; 
This was a resourceful fellow, 
And he carried in his sack 
Victuals for the long way back. 
So he took this pleasant course, 170 
Loosed the harness of his horse, 
And sat munching in the shadow, 
While his charger cropped the meadow. 
Happily he sat and mused 
How the Tsar would be enthused 175 
With what nestled in his basket, 
Might appoint him, what a fluke, 
Knight or Baron, Viscount, Duke . . . 
What was hidden in the casket 
That the witch was sending him? 180 
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Just that oaken lid to mask it 
For the journey’s interim . . . 
Tightly grooved, though ... all looks dim. 
Terror of the Tsar’s decree 
Yields to curiosity, 185 
The temptation’s too delicious: 
Ear laid close against the fissures, 
Long he listens—but in vain; 
Sniffs—familiar scent . . . Egad! 
What profusion there, what wonder! 190 
Just a glimpse could not be bad; 
If one pried the lock asunder . . . 
And before he knew, he had. 
Whoosh! the birdies, swarming out, 
Light on branches all about, 195 
Tails aflirt. In vain our lad 
Loudly calls them back to casket, 
Throws them biscuit from his basket, 
Scatters morsels—all no good. 
(Clearly such was not their diet); 200 
Why return if you could riot 
Sweetly chanting in the wood, 
To be cooped in gloom and quiet? 

Meanwhile in the distance stumbles, 
All bent double by her load, 205 
Some old woman down the road. 
Our poor envoy up and bumbles 
Quite distracted in her wake: 
“Granny, help, my head’s at stake! 
Look, there sit my birdies scattered, 210 
Chattering as if nothing mattered, 
How can I entice them back?” 
That old woman craned her neck, 
Spat, and with her crook did beckon: 
“Though you asked for it, I reckon, 215 
Do not fret or worry so: 
All you need to do is show— 
And they’ll all come back, I warrant.” 
Our young fellow thanked the crone, 
And the moment he had shown— 220 
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Down they fluttered in a torrent, 
Swarming off their firs and birches, 
And resumed their former perches 
In the envoy’s box; and he, 
To forestall some new disaster, 225 
Clapped them under lock and key, 
And rode homeward to his Master, 
Thanking God he had retrieved them. 
When the princesses received them, 
Each one promptly found its cage; 230 
And the Tsar in royal glee 
Graciously was pleased to stage 
A gigantic jubilee. 
Seven days they spent in feting 
And a month recuperating. 235 
The entire House of Lords 
He allotted rich rewards, 
Nor forgot the witch herself: 
On the Art Museum’s ladders 
Reaching for the highest shelf, 240 
They brought down to send the elf 
Skeletons, a brace of adders, 
And in spirits in a jar 
Half a candle, famed afar. 
And of course the envoy bold 245 
Had his prize. My tale is told. 

Some will ask me, eyebrows climbing, 
Why I wrought such fatuous rhyming, 
What the reason for it was? 
Let me answer them: Because. 250 



THE GYPSIES [ 1824 ] 

Introductory Note 

The Gypsies (begun in 1823/24 in Odessa, finished in October, 

1824, at Mikhailovskoe) is an anti-Rousseauean drama built on 

Rousseauean premises. It is a tragedy of ungovernable human drives 

—the “fateful passions” of the rueful closing lines of the epilogue. 

These urges possess man and destroy him regardless of his own 

volition, and the central dramatic issue of flaw or guilt becomes 

almost irrelevant. Aleko, the haunted hero who bears a variant of 

Pushkin’s own name, is twice undone by the elemental passion of 

possessive jealousy; once (it is barely hinted in the nightmare 

scene) during his life in urban civilization, another time in the 

free, simple environment which he has himself sought in a vain at¬ 

tempt to escape personal guilt and “enlightened corruption”—civili¬ 

zation and sophistication seen as a curse in the manner of Rousseau. 

Of the triad of principal actors, only the artistically subdued 

central figure, the old gypsy, has conquered, at great cost, the help¬ 

less serfdom of the human condition and thus, achieving full har¬ 

mony with frugal nature and a life reduced to the bare essentials, 

attained the peace and wisdom of resignation. This achievement, 

however, has no explicit parallel among the other followers of the 

nomad life, whether “naturals” or romantic fugitives from the city 

—for ot sudeb zascity net: there is no refuge from the fates. 

The Gypsies is the most mature and thoughtful of Pushkin’s 

southern narrative poems. In it he has completely discarded the 

romantic vagueness of background and the arid habit of narcissistic 

self-projection, which he had come to condemn in the Byronic poem 

and its thinly disguised author-hero—both powerful influences upon 

him in the earlier years of his “southern exile.” 
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THE GYPSIES 

Between Moldavian settlements 
In clamorous throng the gypsies wander. 
Tonight they spread their tattered tents 
Encamped beside the river yonder. 
Gay is their camp, like freedom gay, 
Their sleep beneath the stars untroubled; 
Amid the wheels of van and dray, 
Their sides with hanging carpets doubled, 
The campfire burns, and over it bent 
They cook their meal; at pasture scattered, 
The horses graze; behind the tent 
A tame bear lies at ease, unfettered. 
A lively bustle stirs the scene: 
The peaceful cares of clansmen keen 
To move at daybreak, women singing 
And children’s shouts around the wains, 
Above the traveling anvil’s ringing. 
But now the night with slumbrous balm 
Descends on the nomadic camping, 
And nothing stirs the prairie calm 
But barks and horses’ neighs and stamping. 
Extinct at last the winking lights, 
All lies in stillness, moonbeams shimmer 
Alone from heaven’s distant heights 
And set the silent camp aglimmer. 
But in one tent an aged man 
Still lingers by the charcoal pan, 
His limbs at dying embers warming, 
And his old eyes alertly scan 
The steppe, where mists of night are forming. 
His youthful daughter, scarcely grown, 
Has gone to roam the prairie yonder. 
In willful freedom bred to wander, 
She will be back; but day has flown, 
And soon the moon will have receded 
From heaven’s far-beclouded fold— 
Zemfira’s still abroad; unheeded 
Her father’s poor repast grows cold. 
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But here she is; with her together— 
A stranger to the old man’s gaze— 
A lad comes striding through the heather. 
“My father,” thus the maiden says, 
“I bring a guest, found in the distance 
Beyond the barrow as I went; 
I bade him slumber in our tent. 45 
He wants to share our own existence, 
And I shall be his gypsy love; 
For where he dwelt, the law pursues him. 
His name—Aleko. He will rove, 
He vows, where I rove; and I choose him.” 50 

Old Man 

My welcome to you; if you meant 
To rest till morning in our tent, 
Or if indeed you came preparing 
A longer sojourn, I am glad 
To share my shelter and my bread. 
Be ours—and our own lot preferring, 
Espouse our humble, wayward faring, 
And share my wagon too; and so 
At dawn we shall set forth together; 
Choose any of the trades we know: 
Forge iron, or to market go 
With songs and dancing-bear atether. 

60 

55 

Zemfira 

He will be mine; 
And who is there to drive him from me? 
But it grows late . . . the new moon’s rim 
Has sunk from sight; the plains are dim 
With mist, and sleep will overcome me . . . 

65 

Day breaks. The elder ambles nearer 
About the sleep-enveloped tent. 



“The sun is up. Arise, Zemfira, 
Wake up, my guest; it’s time we went! 
Come, children, end your blissful slumber . . 
Out pours the tribe in noisy swarms, 
The tents are struck, and wagons lumber 
As the accustomed cart train forms. 
All moves at once, by wonted norms 
Across the barren lowlands swaying, 
The donkeys carry children playing 
In baskets slung behind the reins, 
Husbands and brothers, wives and maidens, 
All ages line the wagon trains, 
Hails, clamor, tunes of gypsy cadence, 
The dance-bear’s growling and his chain’s 
Impatient jangle, colors sparkling 
From tattered motley rags of dress 
On gnarled or tender nakedness, 
The dogs’ unending howl and barking, 
The bagpipe’s skirling, axles’ creak— 
All squalid, savage, all unsettled, 
But how vivacious, highly mettled, 
How alien to our pastimes bleak, 
How foreign to those vapid pleasures, 
Stale as a slave song’s tuneless measures! 

The youth in gloom of spirit viewed 
The even steppelands, now deserted, 
His reason fearfully averted 
From the deep sources of his mood. 
Black-eyed Zemfira’s love to treasure, 
The wide world his to roam at leisure, 
The lofty sun above him gay 
In festive noontime glamour shining— 
What sets the youthful heart to pining, 
What private torment, what dismay? 

Little bird, God’s winged neighbor, 
Knows not toil or heart’s unrest, 
Nor in unremitting labor 
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Weaves a long enduring nest; 
Seeks a twig-perch when it darkens 
And till sunrise folds its wings; 
Come the dawn, God’s voice it hearkens, i io 
Shakes its feathers down and sings. 
Spring, the year’s adornment, fading, 
In its turn the summer’s blaze, 
Tardy autumn will be shading, 
Shrouding all in rain and haze, 115 
Fretful sloth to humans bringing— 
Past blue seas denied to men, 
Southward bound the bird is winging 
Till the spring returns again. 

He, like that careless feathered singer, 120 
A transient exile, would not linger 
In safety by a sturdy nest, 
Clove to no custom, sought no rest. 
For him no beaten road was needed, 
No inn bespoke, no route to chart, 125 
Aroused by each new morn, he ceded 
His day to God, life’s cares unheeded 
Stirred not the torpor of his heart. 
At times, like far-off constellations, 
He glimpsed renown’s alluring ray, 130 
And rare delights and dissipations 
All unexpected came his way. 
Though crashing thunderbolts not seldom 
Above his lonely head would strike, 
The same oblivious slumber held him 135 
In storm and quietude alike. 
His life ignored blind Fate and yielded 
To her malignant guile no toll; 
But God! what sway the passions wielded 
Within his unresisting soul! 140 
How in his ravaged breast their torment 
They used to wreak and rage their fill! 
How briefly, how much longer dormant, 
Will they flare up once more? They will! 
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Zemfira 

Tell me, my friend: you are not grieving 
For what you will not know again? 

Aleko 

Know what again? 

i45 

Zemfira 

I mean your leaving 
The cities, your own countrymen. 

Aleko 

What should I grieve for? If you knew it, 
Could comprehend—why would I rue it, 150 
The bondage of the stifling towns! 
There man in throngs, hemmed in by fences, 
Tastes not the morning cool, nor senses 
The vernal perfume of the downs; 
There love is furtive, thought in bridles, 155 
There liberty is bought and sold, 
They bow in worship before idols 
And beg for shackles and for gold. 
What did I leave? Betrayers’ babble, 
Rank prejudice’s smug decree, 160 
The hounding of the mindless rabble 
Or else resplendent infamy. 

Zemfira 

But there they have apartments spacious, 
With rugs of many-colored plaid, 
And games and festivals vivacious— 165 
The girls there go so richly clad! 

Aleko 

What of the city’s noisy mirth? 
Where love is not, there is no pleasure. 
The girls ... Of how much greater worth 
Are you than they, for all your dearth 170 
Of costly garments, pearls, and treasure! 



Don’t ever change, my lovely fair! 
And I . . . have but a single mission, 
Your pastimes and your love to share, 
An exile by my own volition. 175 

Old Man 

You like us and the life we lead, 
Though nurtured by a wealthy nation. 
Not always, though, is liberation 
Dear to a man of tender breed. 
Here an old tale is still related: 180 
A dweller of the South1 once came 
Amongst us, by the Emperor fated 
To live in exile here, the same 
As you (the legend stated, 
But I forget his curious name). 185 
Though old in body, far from strong, 
His guileless soul was younger, firmer— 
He had the wondrous gift of song, 
His voice like to the waters’ murmur. 
And long, beloved of everyone, 190 
Here on the banks of Danube dwelling, 
He lived, and gave offense to none 
But charmed them with his storytelling. 
As shy and feeble as a child, 
He knew not how to make his living, 195 
And fed on creatures of the wild, 
On fish and fowl of strangers’ giving. 
When storm winds raged and winter came, 
The rapid flow in frost entrapping, 
They used to guard with furry wrapping 200 
The saintly stranger’s aged frame. 
Yet years and habitude could never 
Endear our humble, toilsome way, 
But, pale and gaunt, he strayed forever 
Amongst us and was wont to say 205 
That an immortal’s vengeful passion 
Pursued him for some old transgression. 
Deliverance his only thought, 
Throughout his span, with piteous crying 

1 The legend alludes to Ovid, the Roman poet banished by Augustus in a.d. 8 to 
Tomi on the Black Sea, not far from Bessarabia, the setting of The Gypsies and 
Pushkin’s own temporary place of exile. 



THE GYPSIES [ 67 

The exile, restless and distraught, 210 
Bestrode the banks of Danube, sighing 
For his far city; lastly, dying, 
He charged them earnestly to send 
To the warm land of his allegiance 
His sorrowing bones—this alien region’s 215 
Reluctant guests unto the end! 

Aleko 

Is such the fate, then, of your sons, 
Majestic Rome of song and story! 
Thou bard of the immortal ones, 
Love’s singer, tell me, what is glory? 220 
Sepulchral echoes, honor’s hail, 
Renown from age to age redawning? 
Or, told beneath a smoky awning, 
An errant nomad’s artless tale? 

Two years have passed. The gypsies wander 225 
Upon their wonted peaceful quest, 
As ever finding here and yonder 
Both hospitality and rest. 
Civilization’s bonds disdaining, 
Aleko wanders free as they; 230 
Exempt from cares and uncomplaining, 
He shares their ever-ranging day. 
He is the same, so are his dear ones, 
Their life is his; to all appearance 
He scarce remembers former years. 235 
He loves the dusk of their nocturnal 
Bivouacs, sweet indolence eternal, 
Their tuneful speech upon his ears. 
Fled from the lair where once he bedded, 
The shaggy sharer of his tent 240 
In hamlets on the steppe-trail threaded, 
Near some Moldavian settlement, 
Performed his ponderous dance and snorted 
Before a cautious gathering 
And gnawed the noxious iron sling; 245 



While, on his traveler’s staff supported, 
The elder with a lazy swing 
Would set the cymbaled hand-drum ringing, 
Aleko sang, Zemfira bringing 
Their freely given offering. 
Night falls; all three prepare their diet 
Of unreaped millet gleaned and crushed; 
The old man sleeps—and all is quiet . . . 
The tent within is dark and hushed. 

The ancient’s failing pulses quicken, 
New life the vernal sunshine brings; 
And by the cot his daughter sings 
Of love. Aleko listens, stricken. 

Zemfira 

Graying man, cruel man, 
Spare me not fire or knife, 
Stab you can, burn you can, 
Firm I am, spurn your strife. 

And your love I deny, 
And your wrath I defy, 
For another I love, 
For his love I will die. 

Aleko 

Be still. Your singing wearies me, 
I do not like those uncouth airs. 

Zemfira 

Too bad! but it is not for thee 
That I am singing them. Who cares? 

Stab you may, burn you may, 
Not a word will I say, 
Graying man, cruel man, 
You shall not learn his name. 
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How much fresher than spring, 275 

Hot as summer-day gold, 
Is my lad young and bold, 
Is his love that I sing. 

What caresses we shared 
In the still of the night! 280 
How we laughed at the sight 
Of the gray in your hair! 

Aleko 

Enough, Zemfira! Hush, be quiet . . . 

Zemfira 

So thou hast read my song’s intent? 

Aleko 

Zemfira! 

Zemfira 

Scold, then! Why deny it? 285 
It is for thee my song is meant. 
Goes off, singing “Graying man . . .” 

Old Man 

Yes, I remember—that old ditty 
Was first in my young manhood sung, 

And often since in mart and city 
It has delighted old and young. 290 

When in the steppelands of Kagula 
We wandered, of a winter night— 
Dandling her daughter, my Mariula 

Would sing it by the firelight. 
The years gone by with every hour 295 
Grow dark and darker now, I find 
But that refrain some secret power 
Has graven deep into my mind. 



Night; all is still. The moon has brightened 
The southern heaven’s azure span; 
Zemfira wakens the old man: 
“Oh, father, listen! I am frightened. 
Such troubled sleep Aleko sleeps! 
He groans as if in pain, and weeps.” 

Old Man 

Keep silent, daughter. Do not touch him. 
I often heard the Russians tell: 
At midnight a domestic elf 
May haunt the sleeper’s rest and clutch him 
To choke his breath; at dawn the spell 
Is loosed. Sit by me, calm yourself. 

Zemfira 

Oh, Father! Now he sobs: Zemfira! 

Old Man 

His very dreams reach out for thee: 
Than all the world he holds thee dearer. 

Zemfira 

His love is wearisome to me. 
For freedom pines my soul and mutters— 
Already . . . Hush! I hear him moaning . . . 
It is another name he utters. 

Old Man 

Whose name? 

Zemfira 

Oh, listen! Hoarsely groaning, 
Gnashing his teeth as one insane! 
I must awaken him. 

Old Man 

In vain; 
Break not a nightbound spirit’s spell 
Before its own time. 
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Zemfira 

It is broken. 
He’s rising, calling ... he has woken. 
I’ll go to him—sleep on; farewell. 

Aleko 

Where have you been? 

Zemfira 

I have been sitting 325 
With Father; there was plaguing thee 
An evil sprite; thy soul unwitting 
Knew agonies. It frightened me, 
For in thy slumber thou wert gritting 
Thy teeth and calling me. 

Aleko 

I dreamed 330 
Of you. Between us, so it seemed . . . 
I fancied horrors past endurance! 

Zemfira 

Trust not dream fancies—they depart. 

Aleko 

Ah, I trust nothing—not the art 
Of dreams, or that of sweet assurance, 335 
I do not even trust your heart. 

Old Man 

Wherefore, unruly youth, confess, 
Wherefore forever sighing, pining? 
Here men are free, the heavens shining, 
And women famed for comeliness. 
Weep not—grief will undo you. Rather . . . 

340 



Aleko 

Zemfira does not love me, Father. 

Old Man 

She is a child, friend; be consoled. 
Perversely, foolishly you languish. 
Your love is drudgery and anguish, 
A woman’s is all play. Behold! 
Across the vaulted darkness soaring, 
The heedless moon serenely strays, 
On all creation gently pouring 
Her undiscriminating rays. 
She calls upon a cloudbank yonder, 
Bedews it with a silver haze— 
Lo! to another she will wander, 
Again for but a fleeting gaze. 
How fix on one among the stellar 
Redoubts and bid her: Cease to range! 
How fix a maiden’s heart and tell her: 
This you shall love, and never change? 
Console yourself, my friend. 

Aleko 

How tender 
Her love! How willingly she sank 
To my embraces as we drank 
The wilderness’ tranquil splendor! 
Forever playful, childish-gay, 
How often has she sweetly chattered 
Or with her magic kisses scattered 
Dark fancies, banished gloom away, 
And to the moment’s joy restored me! 
And now? Zemfira gone astray! 
Zemfira grown unkind toward me! . . . 

Old Man 

Attend, my son, and you shall know 
What once befell me long ago: 
When yet the Danube did not echo 
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To Moskal2 arms encroaching here 
(An ancient grief, you see, Aleko, 
I must recall), we lived in fear 375 
Of the Great Turk; and from the aerie 
Of lofty-towered Ak-Kerman 
A Turkish pasha ruled the prairie 
Of the Budzhak3 still. I was young, 
My fervent spirits sparkled brightly, 380 
And of my curly tresses none 
Was yet with silver threaded whitely. 
Among our youthful beauties one 
There shone . . . and long my eyes upon her 
In worship gazed, as on the sun, 385 
And in the end, at last, I won her . . . 

Alas, my youthful years were gone 
Like fallen stars as soon as kindled! 
But you, fulfillment’s season, dwindled 
More swiftly still; for not above 390 
One year I held Mariula’s love. 

Not far from the Kagulan waters 
We met a tribe; they staked their ropes 
And pitched beside our canvas quarters 
Their tents upon the mountain slopes. 395 

Two nights that band spent near us, breaking 
Their trek, and on the third decamped; 
With them, Mariula left, forsaking 
Her baby daughter, while I dreamt 
In peaceful sleep. At dawn’s first shining 400 
I woke—my love was gone! I flew 
To search, I called—no trace. Repining, 
Zemfira cried, and I wept too! 
That dark hour taught me to abhor 
All this earth’s maidens; I forbore 4°5 

Henceforth to let my eyes admire, 
Nor my lone idleness desire 
The solace of a tender guest. 

Aleko 

You gave not chase, then, to arrest 

2 Derogatory Slavic, especially Polish, term for "Muscovite.” 
3 The Budzhak (Turkish: bucak, "corner,” probably from the angle between the 

Prut and the Danube) is the extensive puszta-like prairieland of southern Bessarabia. 
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The faithless ingrate and to chasten 
Her vile abductors, did not hasten 
To plunge a dagger in their breast? 

Old Man 

To what end? Who would vainly try 
To hold young love, free as a bird? 
On each in turn is bliss conferred 415 
What was, returns not. 

Aleko 

No—not I 
Would thus have cravenly resigned 
My rights in a usurper’s favor; 
Or at the meanest I would savor 
A sweet revenge. Were I to find 
My foe on the deep sea, I swear, 

420 

Unarmed, asleep—I would not spare 
The knave my foot: straightway, unblanching, 
Into the raging waves would launch him; 
The sudden terror of his waking 
With savage laughter I would cheer, 
And long his thrashings would be breaking 
Like gleeful music on my ear. 

425 

Young Gypsy 

One more . . . one more kiss . . . 

Zemfira 

Time is fleeting, 
My man mean-spirited and cross. 430 

Gypsy 

Just one . . . but longer! One last greeting. 

Zemfira 

Farewell, or he might follow us. 
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Gypsy 

When shall we have another meeting? 

Zemfira 

Tonight, then, when the moon takes cover, 
Upon that tomb, beyond the mound. 

Gypsy 

She plays me false—will not be found! 

Zemfira 

Run! Here he is! . . . Til come, my lover. 

435 

Aleko sleeps, but in his mind 
A vague and troubling vision lingers, 
Till with a cry he wakes-—to find 440 
All darkness. His mistrustful fingers 
Reach out . . . and shrink as they uncover 
Cold blankets—far off is his lover . . . 
Half-rearing with a shuddering start, 
He listens: silence; sick at heart, 445 
His limbs now chill, now fever-damp, 
He rises, leaves the tent, goes walking 
Between the wagons, grimly stalking 
The slumbering fields about the camp. 
Deep gloom; the moon is mist-beclouded, 45° 
The faltering starlight barely hints 
The faintest trail of dewy prints 
Toward the mounds in distance shrouded. 
He follows with impatient haste 
The path these ill-starred footprints traced. 455 

White in the hazy dusk before him 
There gleamed afar a roadside tomb . . . 
And there his dragging footsteps bore him, 
Weighed down by prescience of doom, 
With quivering lips and shaking knees; 460 
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Until—is it a dream he sees?— 
Nearby is heard a whispering sound, 
And at his feet twin shadows hover 
Upon the desecrated mound. 

First Voice 

It’s time . . . 

Second Voice 

No, wait . . . 

First Voice 

It’s time, dear lover. 

Second Voice 

Don’t go—let us await the day. 

First Voice 

It’s late. 

465 

Second Voice 

Be bolder, love, be joyous. 
One moment more! 

First Voice 

You will destroy us. 

Second Voice 

One moment! 

First Voice 

While I am away, 
My husband may wake up! . . . 
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Aleko 

He may. 470 
No, stay, you two, where are you flitting? 
The graveside here is fine, is fitting. 

Zemfira 

Run, dearest, hurry . . . 

Aleko 

Where away? 
Oh, no, my bonny lad, you stay! 
Lie there! 
Thrusts his knije into him. 

Aleko! 

Zemfira 

Gypsy 

I am dying! 475 

Zemfira 

Aleko, you will be his death! 
Look: you are all with blood bespattered! 
What have you done? 

Aleko 

As if it mattered. 
Now go and drink your lover’s breath. 

Zemfira 

Ah, no—I am not frightened of 
Your rage! I scorn it, I abhor it, 
Your bloody deed, I curse you for it . . . 

480 

Then die you too! 

Strikes her. 

Aleko 
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Zemfira 

I die in love . . . 

Resplendent Venus, star of morrow, 
Across the dawning orient shone. 485 
Upon the tomb beyond the barrow, 
Blood-dabbled, knife in hand, alone 
Aleko sat. And thus they found him, 
Hunched by those dead, his stare insane. 
Abashed, the gypsies shrank around him; 490 
Some sidled to inter the twain 
Not far away. In mournful train 
The women followed one another 
To kiss their eyelids. On the slain 
In numb bereavement her old father, 495 
Bleak desolation in his heart, 

Sat gazing mutely and apart. 
They lifted and bore off the supple, 
Now lifeless, forms and laid the couple 
Into the chilly earthen womb. 500 
Aleko from the farther tomb 
Looked on . . . but when the two were covered 
With that last offering of earth, 
Still mute, he teetered forward, hovered, 
And sprawled headlong upon the turf. 505 

Then spoke the ancient by his side: 
“Depart from us, oh man of pride! 
We are but wild, a lawless nation, 
We keep no rack or hempen knot, 
Need neither blood nor lamentation— 510 
But live with slayers we will not. 
The heathen freedom you have known, 
You claim it for yourself alone; 
Your voice henceforth would awe and grieve us, 
For we are meek and kind of heart, 515 
And you are fierce and wicked—leave us, 
And peace be with you as we part.” 



He spoke—and with a bustling start 
The light encampment rose as bidden 
To leave the night’s dread vale behind. 
And soon the prairie’s depth had hidden 

The nomad train. A single cart, 
Its frame with wretched cover vested, 
Stood in the fateful field arrested. 
Thus late in autumn one may find, 
On plains where morning mists are clinging 
With cries above their gathering-stead 
A tardy crane-flight southward winging; 
But one, pierced through by mortal lead, 
Forlorn in empty fields is lagging, 
Its wounded pinion sadly dragging. 
Dusk fell; behind the wagon’s awning 
That night no flickering fire arose, 
And no one till a new day’s dawning 
Lay down there for a night’s repose. 

EPILOGUE 

Thus song-craft with its potent magic 
From memory’s beclouded haze 
Will conjure visions, now of tragic, 
Now of serenely shining days. 

Where long, so long, the conflagrations 
Of warlike ardor did not cool, 
Where once the Russian showed his nation’ 
Imperious borders to Stambul, 
Where our old eagle double-headed 
For parted glories still is dreaded, 
There in the steppelands I would see 
On some abandoned rampart’s traces 
The gypsies’ peaceful camping places, 
Wild freedom’s humble progeny. 
And often through those untamed shires 
Behind their lazy troops I fared, 
Their simple nourishment I shared, 
And fell asleep before their fires. 



As on those leisured treks I came, 
Their cheerful ringing tunes I cherished, 
And long with fond recital nourished 
Sweet Mariula’s tender name. 

Yet you, too, Nature’s sons undaunted, 
Are strange to happiness, it seems! 
Your ragged shelters, too, are haunted 
By omens and oppressive dreams, 
Deep in your wilderness, disaster 
For wandering tents in ambush waits; 
Grim passion everywhere is master, 

And no one can elude the Fates. 
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THE BRIDEGROOM [ 1825 ] 

Introductory Note 

The stanza of this ballad, with its haunting alternation of dreamy 

singsong, hearty rollick, and ominous gallop, is, of course, borrowed 

in toto from G. A. Burger’s (1747-94) famous “Lenore,” perhaps 

the most impressive work of infant Romanticism. Lenore’s ghostly 

ride bewitched both Goethe and Schiller and scored an international 

triumph second only to the noble vapors spread by Goethe’s own 

Wert her. A characteristic stanza of “Lenore” goes as follows : 

Schon Liebchen schiirzte, sprang und schwang 
Sich auf das Ross behende; 
Wohl um den trauten Reiter schlang 
Sie ihre Lilienhande; 
Und hurre hurre, hopp hopp hopp! 
Ging’s fort in sausendem Galopp, 
Dass Ross und Reiter schnoben, 
Und Kies und Funken stoben. 

It is interesting to note also that Natasha’s “nightmare” in “The 

Bridegroom” in atmosphere and some particulars closely prefigures 

Tatyana’s dream in Eugene Onegin V, 11-21, which was written in 

the same period. 

THE BRIDEGROOM 

Three days Natasha’d been astray, 
Who was a merchant’s daughter, 
When running home in wild dismay 
At last the third night brought her. 
Her mother and her father plied 5 
The maid with questions, tried and tried; 
She cannot hear for quaking, 
All out of breath and shaking. 



But fret and wonder as they did 
And stubbornly insisted, 
They could not fathom what she hid 

And in the end desisted. 
And soon Natasha grieved no more, 
But flushed and merry as before 
Went with her sisters walking 
Beyond the gate and talking. 

Once at the gate of shingled ash 
The maidens sat together, 
Natasha too, when in a flash 
Past speeded, hell-for-leather, 
A dashing troika with a youth; 
And rug-clad cobs he drove, forsooth, 
Drove standing up, bespattered 
All in his path and scattered. 

He, drawing closer, glanced upon 
The maid; her glance replying, 
He like the whirlwind galloped on, 
The maid was nigh to dying. 
And arrow-straight she homeward fled, 
“It’s he, I knew him well! ” she said, 
“Stop him, it’s he, no other, 
Oh, save me, friend and brother! ” 

Her kinfolk listened, grave and sad, 
And shook their heads with ruing: 
“Speak out, my lass,” her father bade, 
“And tell us how you knew him. 
If something untoward occurred, 
Speak openly, say just a word.” 
Natasha’s back to crying, 
No further word replying. 

Next day a marriage-gossip came, 
Came unexpected rather, 
She spoke Natasha fair by name, 
Fell talking to her father: 
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“You have the wares, we want to trade; 45 
My buyer is a fine young blade, 
Is lithely made and comely, 
Not evil-famed or grumbly. 

“Has wealth and wits, to never a man 
In low obeisance bending, 50 
But rather, like a nobleman 
He lives with easy spending. 
He’s like to give his chosen girl 
A fur of fox-skin and a pearl, 
Gold hoops for golden tresses, 55 
And stiff brocaded dresses. 

“Last night he saw her on his ride 
Out by the towngate linger; 
Let’s shake, take ikons and the bride 
And to the altar bring her! ” 60 
There over tea and cake she sits 
And hints and yarns and snares their wits, 
While the poor bride’s uneasy, 
All fidgeting and queasy. 

“So be it, then,” her father said, 65 
“Go forth, God speed you, dearie, 
Take wreath, Natasha, and be wed, 
Alone upstairs it’s dreary. 
Comes time for maids no more to flit, 
For swallows, too, their chirps to quit, 70 
It’s time to nest, to nourish 
Young bairns at home and cherish.” 

Natasha tried to have her say, 
Her back to wall and rafter, 
But all ashudder sobbed away, 75 

Now racked with tears, now laughter. 
The gossip in dismay runs up, 
Makes her sip water from a cup, 
And all the rest she dashes 
And on her forehead splashes. 80 
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Natasha’s kinfolk moaned and wept. 
But she, back in her senses, 
Announced: “I honor and accept 
What your high will dispenses. 
It’s time that to the feast you bade 85 
The groom, and many loaves were made, 
Mead choice of brew and hearty, 
The law bid to the party.” 

“Command, Natasha, angel child, 
To please you, I am ready 90 
To give my life! ” A feast is piled, 
Prodigious, rich, and heady. 
Now worthy guests arrive apace, 
They lead the bride to take her place; 
As bridesmaids sing with weeping, 95 
A sledge and team come leaping. 

Here is the bridegroom—all sit down, 
Cup touches cup with ringing, 
The toasting bowl goes round and round 
To drunken shouts and singing. 100 

The Bridegroom 

“I say, my merry friends, abide, 
I say, why is my pretty bride 
Not serving, eating, drinking, 
All lost in mournful thinking?” 

Said bride to groom: “I’ll tell my plight 105 
As best I may be able: 
I find no rest by day or night, 
I weep abed, at table. 
A horrid nightmare wears me out.” 
Her father wonders: “What about? 110 
Whatever kind it may be, 
Tell us, my own dear baby! ” 

The maiden said: “I dream that I 
Walk where the wood grows thickly, 
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It’s late, and from a cloudy sky 115 
The moonlight glimmers sickly. 
I’ve lost my way; in pine and fir 
No living creature is astir, 
The trees alone are brushing 
Their crowns with wispy rushing. 120 

“But clear as day I now make out 
Ahead a hut emerging; 
I reach it, knock: no answer, shout: 
No sound; I hail the Virgin, 

I lift the latch, go in, advance, 125 
Inside a candle burns; I glance— 
All gleams with heaping measure 
Of gold and silver treasure.” 

The Bridegroom 

“What is so bad about your dream? 
It means you'll be in clover.” 130 

The Bride 

“I ask your leave, sir, it would seem 
The dream is not yet over. 
On gold and silver, rugs untrod, 
Brocade and silks from Novgorod, 
I stood in silence gazing 135 
With wonder and amazing. 

“Now hoofbeats clatter, voices roar, 
Here someone comes a-riding; 
I quickly up and slam the door, 
Behind the chimney hiding. 140 
Then voices swell in mingled din, 
Twelve lusty lads come trooping in; 
With them in modest duty 
A fair and pure young beauty. 

“Without a bow they throng the place, 
The ikons never heeding, 

i45 



Sit down to dine without a grace, 
And, cap on head, start feeding. 
The eldest brother at the head, 
The youngest at his right hand fed, 
At left in modest duty 
There sat the pure young beauty. 

“Hubbub and clink, guffaw and scream, 
Exuberant carousal . . .” 

The Bridegroom 

“What is so bad about your dream? 
It bodes a gay espousal.” 

The Bride 

“Your pardon, sir, it is not done. 
The drunken din goes roaring on, 
But as they cheer and riot, 
The maid sits sad and quiet. 

“Sat mute and neither ate nor sipped, 
In bitter tears and fretting, 
The eldest brother, whistling, gripped 
His knife and fell to whetting; 
The fiend glanced at the maiden fair, 
And sprang and seized her by the hair: 
I saw him kill and fling her 
To chop off hand and finger.” 

“Sheer raving, fancy run amuck, 
I would not let it grieve me! 
Yet,” said the groom, “it bodes good luck, 
My tender maid, believe me! ” 
She gazed at him both hard and long: 
“To whom, pray, did this ring belong?” 
She asked, and, half-arising, 
All stared with dread surmising. 
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The trinket, slipping, clinked and bounced, 
The bridegroom blanched and trembled. 
The guests stood awed. The law pronounced: 
“Stop, bind him, all assembled! ” 180 
The fiend was tried, in fetters strung, 
And shortly from the gallows hung. 
Natasha rose to glory! 
And therewith ends my story. 



COUNT NULIN [1825] 

Introductory Note 

During Pushkin’s prolonged isolation at the remote little family 

estate of Mikhailovskoe in the mid-twenties he completed The 

Gypsies and continued his labor of love on the steadily expanding 

Eugene Onegin. But new literary interests had awakened. He inten¬ 

sified his exploration of Shakespeare, which had begun to engross 

him in his southern exile, studied the era of dynastic upheavals 

preceding the Romanovs in Karamzin’s History of the Russian 

State, and dramatized it in his pioneering romantic tragedy in 

blank verse, Boris Godunov. At the same time, constant contact 

with the life of the rustic squirearchy and peasantry increasingly 

drew his mind to humbler and earthier themes, and from the poetic 

forms that still came most naturally to him to the neglected claims 

of prose. Count Nulin, completed in two days in 1825 and published 

after his return from exile, reflects some of these new influences 

and tastes. It is in small part a remote parody of the well-worn 

classical tale of the rape of Lucretia by Tarquin, which Pushkin 

had lately encountered again in Shakespeare’s poem; and if this 

makes his story a miniature mock-epic, it is “classical” at two re¬ 

moves. But the transposition into a totally different milieu and 

idiom is almost complete, the parodical intent so faint as to be 

nearly irrelevant, and the treatment one of evocative contemporary 

realism in detail and setting. To the reader, whether he is familiar 

with the hoary Roman legend or not, Count Nulin need be no more, 

and no less, than a briskly moving, elegantly turned anecdote in 

verse on the comic discomfiture of a Frenchified titled dandy 

stranded for a night in the Russian countryside; spiced at the very 

end with an astringent grain of worldly innuendo. 
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It’s time, it’s time! The horn resounds, 
The whips, done up in hunting habit, 
Are mounted by first light, the hounds 
Strain at the leash for fox and rabbit. 
The squire on his veranda base 
With arms akimbo scans the action, 
His nice “important duty” face 
Alight with honest satisfaction. 
He sports a coat in Cossack taste, 
A Turkish knife tucked in his waist, 
A rum flask, in his bosom placed, 
A horn, hung from a bronzen straplet. 
His wife peers out in shawl and chaplet, 
Her eyes, yet barely open, glare 
At that equestrian affair, 
The whips’ and beaters’ noisy tussle . . . 
Now they lead up his horse out there; 
Up stirrup, withers, all abustle 
He hails her: Don’t wait up for me! 
And canters off in joyful hustle. 

In late September, you’ll agree, 
(I speak in lowly prose, you see,) 
The countryside is drear: foul weather, 
Snow, autumn winds, the roads a mess, 
And howling wolves. But these, I gather, 
Elate your huntsman! Comfortless, 
Through godforsaken fields he prances, 
Wet through and cursing, yet, confess, 
Delighted to take random chances 
Of night’s rest and malign success. 

But what, the while the husband’s wooing 
Diana, is his lady doing? 
There’s all too much to do, worse luck: 
Salt down mushrooms, feed goose and duck, 
Both lunch and dinner to be seen to, 
An eye to keep on loft and vault, 



Always some place one has not been to 
Where something might be found at fault. 

Our heroine, heedless of disaster . . . 
(Why, I forgot to give her name. 
Natasha—thus her lord and master 
Called her—but we can’t do the same: 
Natalia Pavlovna) . . . I’d rather 
Natalia Pavlovna were more 
Inclined to stir herself and bother 
About this kind of wifely chore, 
But she’d been reared, I need not mention, 
Not mindful of ancestral law, 
But in a noble spinsters’ pension 
Run by a Madame Falbalat. 

She’s sitting by the window, sore 
At odds with Letter Ninety-four 
Of that four-volume tranquilizer, 
The Love of Armand and Eliza: 
From Family Letters of the Pair, 
A novel classical and hoary, 
A lengthy, monstrous lengthy story, 
High-mindedly exhortatory, 
And quite without romantic flair. 

Natalia Pavlovna to start with 
Had thought it middling hard to part with, 
But shortly found herself agog 
At an embroilment then proceeding 
Outside the place where she was reading 
Between a he-goat and a dog. 
A gang of urchins were guffawing, 
And underneath her sill a flock 
Of turkey-hens with mournful cawing 
Stalked in the wake of a wet cock. 
Three ducks were splashing in a puddle, 
A woman picked her muddy path 
To hang some wash across the lath; 
The weather worsened; of a sudden 



It seemed that snow was threatening . . . 
Then you could hear a sleigh bell ring. 

He who has led a drear existence 
Deep in the country, friends, will know 
How sleigh bells tinkling in the distance 
Can set the doubting heart aglow. 
A friend on a belated visit, 
Playmate of one’s wild youth? ... or is it 
Great God, could it be she? No . . . still . 
Close, closer yet . . . your heartbeat chases 
The jingling sound . . . but past it races, 
Grows fainter . . . dies beyond the hill. 

Natalia Pavlovna has hurried 
Onto the balcony, all flurried 
By the glad sound: there! By the mill 
Behind the brook a coach comes flying, 
Crosses the bridge—you see? Oh, please, 
This way! No, turning left . . . She sees 
It go and nearly bursts out crying. 

Oh joy! A sudden slant and, jarred, 
The coach capsizes. “Fil’ka, Vas’ka, 
Go quickly, yonder’s a kolyaska, 
Run it at once into the yard, 
And ask the owner in for dinner! 
I hope he’s whole! Find out, you ninny, 
Don’t stand there, run! ” Away he raced. 

Natalia Pavlovna posthaste 
Whips up a storm of ringlets, closes 
The curtain, quickly redisposes 
A chair, puts on a shawl and waits. 
“How long, good Lord?” At last the gates 
Admit a travel-worn, much battered, 
In weary journeys mud-bespattered 
And barely dragging equipage. 
Behind it, a young esquire stumbles, 
His French valet, undaunted, mumbles, 



I 10 Sustaining him: allons, courage! 
This tandem passes double-jointed 
Through porch and hall; the lord they show 
Into a room, in haste appointed, 
The door flung wide as it will go; 
While Picard bustles and arranges, 115 
And his young master slowly changes, 
Shall I just tell you who he was? 
Count Nulin, back from foreign shores, 
Where he had flung to winds of fashion 
His income and his future ration, 120 

Now to Petropolis bestirred 
To strut there like some gorgeous bird, 
Complete with sundry dress suits, waistcoats, 
Hats, cloaks, young ladies fans and mascots, 
Spyglasses, corsets, little baskets 125 
Of studs, bright ties, chic pantaloons, 
Some of Guizot’s1 appalling rot, 
A sheaf of villainous cartoons, 
A new romance by Walter Scott, 
The Paris court’s risque bons mots, 130 
With Beranger’s2 last tuneful varia, 
Paer’s3 and Rossini’s latest aria, 
And this and that, and these and those. 

All’s ready. Lunchtime comes and goes; 
The hostess finds her patience tested. 135 
At last the door admits her prize. 
Natalia makes as if to rise, 
Deplores, politely interested, 
His fall, and could he walk, in fact? 
The Count declares himself intact. 140 
They’re served. The Count is seated, ponders, 
Then brings his instrument to bear 
And enters colloquy with her; 
He rails at Holy Russia, wonders 

1 Francois Guizot (1787-1874), French conservative statesman and historian, 

elected to the Academy. “Little books,” as the original has it, were not Guizot’s 
forte; some of his studies and memoirs ran from eight to thirty-one volumes. The 
diminutive here denotes contempt. 

2 Pierre Jean de Beranger (1780-1857), most popular writer of chansons of the 
century. 

3 Ferdinando Paer (1771-1839), Italian composer (Venice, Vienna, Dresden, Paris) 
of over forty operas. 
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How one can live amidst her snows 145 
And yearns for Paris—ah, God knows! 
“The theatre?” “Oh, barer, colder, 
C’est bien mauvais, ga fait pitie. 
Talma4 stone deaf, about to molder, 

And Mamselle Mars . . .5 zut! getting older ... 150 
None but Potier,6 le grand Potier, 
Still sheds, alone among his nation, 
His pristine brilliance on the scene.” 

“What writer now holds domination?” 
“All d’Arlincourt7 and Lamartine.” 155 
“Here, too, they have been imitated.” 
“You don’t say! Really? Then I bet 
Taste’s growing more sophisticated! 
God grant we’ll be enlightened yet! ” 
“How high are waists now?” “More than lowish, 160 
Almost to . . . this point, more or less, 
Here is a pattern I possess . . . 
If I may just inspect your dress . . . 
Yes, flounces, ribbons ... all quite modish.” 
“We get the Telegraph sent out.” 165 
“No wonder then! . . . Now you might favor 
Some charming vaudeville, no doubt.” 
He sings. “But Count, you do not savor 
Your lunch.” “I’m done.” “Well, then we might . . .” 

They’ve risen. She performs the duties 170 
Of hostess with uncommon cheer. 
The Count, forgetting all the beauties 
Of Paris, marvels: what a dear! 
Time flies unchecked. The Count is fighting 
Some slight unease. The lady’s eyes 175 
Now seem expressively inviting, 
And now opaquely unrequiting . . . 

4 Francois Joseph Talma (1763-1826), brilliant tragedian (French classical drama 

and Shakespeare) ; chosen by Napoleon to play before a parterre de rois at Erfurt 

in 1808. 
5 Stage name of Anne Francoise Hippolyte Boutet (1779-1847), celebrated Paris 

actress, active for forty-seven years, like Talma a favorite of Napoleon’s. 
6 Charles Potier (1775-1838), veteran Paris actor of the time, father of the 

prominent vaudeville playwright of the forties by the same name. 
7 Charles Victor Prevot, Vicomte d’Arlincourt (1789-1856), French poet, dra¬ 

matist, and historical novelist. 
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Here’s midnight, to their great surprise; 
Long have the footman’s snores been blowing, 
Long has the neighbor’s cock been crowing; 180 
The watchman beats his iron tub; 
The candle ends are barely burning. 

Natalia Pavlovna gets up: 
“Adieu, bed waits, time for adjourning. 
Sweet dreams.” The Count is loath to stand, 185 
And, kissing tenderly her hand, 
Perceives . . . what do you think? A quiver . . . 
(A flirt will stop at nothing, though!) 
For our young scamp, may God forgive her, 
Has slyly pressed his hand, you know. 190 

Undressed, Natalia’s being ushered 
To bed by her Parasha’s hands. 
Friends, you must know that this Parasha 
Shares in her lady’s moods and plans: 
She sews, she washes, crimps her tresses, 195 
Begs for discarded hats and dresses, 
With master now will freely clown, 
Now just as freely dress him down, 
And lie to her young mistress bravely. 
Just now she is discoursing gravely 200 
About the Count and his concerns— 
God knows how in one day she learns 
The mass of trifles now outpouring. 
At last her mistress stemmed the flow, 
And saying: “That’s enough, you’re boring!” 205 
Asked for her cap and robe, and so 
Was soon alone and gently snoring. 

The Count, too, is by his valet 
Peeled down to shirt and negligee. 
He lies down, asks for a Havana, 210 
Picard brings in accustomed manner 
Carafe and cup of silver plate, 
Cigar box, candlestick of copper, 
Tweezers, alarm clock with a stopper, 
And a romance in uncut state. 215 



The Count finds his attention flagging, 
Though his eyes read; his soul is not 
Content in bed with Walter Scott, 
A secret restlessness is nagging 
At his composure, and he thinks: 
“Could I have fallen for that minx? 
Might it be possible . . . how splendid! 
That would be grand, though unintended . . 
The lady likes me, I don’t doubt.” 
And Nulin puts his candle out. 

Restless, as in a raging fever, 
By Satan, busy as a beaver, 
Beset with sinful waking dreams, 
He glows. Imagination seems 
To conjure up in all its phases 
Last night’s events. Her speaking gazes, 
The rather rounded, ample shape, 
The wholesome country-pink complexion, 
That truly feminine inflection, 
The flush of health no rouge can ape. 
He sees that dainty foot protruding, 
Recalls—of course! had she not shown . . . 
Her hand, one could not help concluding, 
Had half at random squeezed his own; 
Who but a fool . . . yes, he should never 
Have missed that moment’s mood! However, 
There was a chance still. He supposed 
Her door would not as yet be closed . . . 
With instant resolution, fumbling 
Into his gown of silken hues, 
Here comes for his Lucretia (stumbling 
Across a falling chair), previews 
Of love’s sweet harvest his attraction, 
The latest Tarquin, braced for action. 

Thus you may see a crafty cat, 
The dainty darling of the servant, 
Steal down the stove bench, eyes observant, 
To stalk a mouse. His ears laid flat, 
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His lids contracted, tail-end twitching, 
He inches, freezes, talons itching 255 
On each sly paw . . . until, scritch-scratch, 
He pounces on the luckless wretch. 

The Count, in amorous elation, 
Gropes forth by blind manipulation, 
With flaming passion all aseethe, 260 
At creaking boards in trepidation, 
And scarcely taking time to breathe. 
By long pitch-dark perambulation 
He finds that door, and with light touch 
Bears on the handle: not so much 265 
As one faint squeak; discreetly nosing 
Into the gap, he sees light seep 
From a dim lamp, but half disclosing 
The room; his hostess blithely dozing, 
Aslumber, or pretending sleep. 270 

He enters, lingers, interposes 
A step back . . . plump! is at her feet; 
And she . . . but here I would petition 
The gentlewomen of St. Pete8 
To picture how this apparition 275 
Had our Natalia petrified, 
And if she should . . . Well, you decide! 

She, speechless at the visitation, 
Stares at him wide-eyed, and the Count, 
With floods of ardent protestation 280 
Lets his emboldened fingers mount 
Upon the coverlet: which action 
Caused her a moment’s stupefaction; 
But she revived and, mortified 
By outrage and indignant pride 285 
(And panic too, perhaps, one wonders?), 
She swung on Tarquin with a thundrous 
Ear-box. Oh, yes, a slap—in fact, 
A haymaker, to put it mildly! 

8 Corresponds to Piter, a later colloquialism for St. Petersburg, not used in the 
original. 



Thus contumaciously attacked, 
The Count changed color, glaring wildly; 
Who knows but that his rattled wits 
Might have provoked him further, given 
That blistering rebuff—but driven 
From dreamless sleep by barking Spitz, 
Parasha crossed the hall; and damning 
The roof that sheltered him that night 
And that young vixen’s artful shamming, 
He turned to ignominious flight. 

For the ensuing who, what, whether— 
You may imagine as you choose 
How they ran out that night together! 
I will not offer any clues. 

Arising taciturn next morning, 
Count Nulin dresses slowly, yawning, 
And manicures his rosy nails, 
Though not too thoroughly or gently, 
Ties his cravat but negligently, 
Nor yet with moistened brushes sails 
Down well-trimmed waves on glossy trails. 
I wonder what he may be thinking; 
But here he’s called for coffee-drinking. 
What now? Not having mastered yet 
His sheepishness and sullen pet, 
He goes. 

Miss Mischief, tightly pursing 
Her rosy mouth, beneath bent brow 
Hides wicked gleams, but starts conversing, 
As best her twitching lips allow, 
Of this and that. Abashed and harassed, 
But slowly growing less embarrassed 
He answers in a lighter vein, 
And after thirty minutes scarcely, 
His little sallies flow less sparsely, 
And he is half in love again. 
Hush—in the hall there’s some commotion, 



Who’s this? “Good Lord, I had no notion . . 
“Natasha! ” “Meet my husband! Here, 
May I present: Count Nulin, dear.” 
“Delighted, sir . . . what awful weather! 
Well: at the smith’s as I passed through, 
I saw your coach—as good as new! 
Down by the orchard in the heather, 
Natasha, we tracked down a hare, 
The brown kind . . . Hey, some vodka! Try 
Count, it’s from far away somewhere; 
You’ll stay for lunch—don’t you deny us! ” 
“No, really, . . . I’ve already missed . . 
“Oh, nonsense, Count, I must insist, 
My wife and I . . . no, do be seated, 
We dote on guests! ” 

But rudely cheated 
Of every hope by these appeals, 
The gloomy count digs in his heels. 
Picard, already well refueled 
Against the trip, turns up endueled 
With baggage, while two men approach 
To screw the chest down in the coach. 
Now it drives up to the veranda, 
Picard has stowed all odds and ends;9 
The Count departs. Here, in all candor, 
The tale might well conclude. Quite true; 
But let me add a word or two. 

The carriage still on the horizon 
Our lady lost no time advising 
Her husband of the whole affair, 
And soon, indeed, was advertising 
My Count’s great exploit everywhere. 
But who was most of all in stitches 
You couldn’t guess—he had a ball! 
“Her husband?” Pooh! Not he at all. 
He very nearly bust his britches 
With outrage, called the Count a whelp, 
A jackanapes, he’d make him yelp, 
Would sic his pack at the young jackass 
To skin him for that shameful fracas. 

9 No rhyme to this line in the original. 
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No—Lidin laughed a great deal more, 365 
The squire aged twenty-three next door. 

Now without fear of contradiction 
We claim, in our own day and house, 
A lady faithful to her spouse, 
My friends, is no outlandish fiction. 370 



TSAR SALTAN [ 1831 1 

Introductory Note 

Tsar Saltan was written in the summer of 1831 during Pushkin’s 

honeymoon at Tsarskoe Selo. It is both the largest and the finest 

example of Pushkin’s experimentation with an essentially new 

genre, the folk tale closely following authentic plots but artistically 

transformed with varying degrees of metric elaboration. 

The traditional skazka is a folk tale typically containing ele¬ 

ments of fantastic adventure, burlesque, and supernatural interven¬ 

tion, and is often placed in a setting of courts and knights and wise 

men, peasants, sprites, and wizards. Pushkin’s mind was saturated 

from childhood with samples of this ancient oral form. During his 

confinement at Mikhailovskoe near Pskov (1824-26) at the height 

of the European romantic revival of folk values and the legendary 

past, while in the close daily company of his old nurse, Arina 

Rodionovna, the poetic potential of the skazka struck him with re¬ 

newed force, and he wrote down the plots of several tales from her 

dictation. The vehicle of the skazka was prose, marked by much 

formulaic material, recurrent epithets, and the kind of cozy repe¬ 

titiousness demanded by the audience of oral literature; or non-tonic 

syllabic verse of variable line lengths and occasional use of rhyme. 

Pushkin employed the second vehicle in several of his own exercises 

in this genre in the early thirties; but in his most brilliant successes, 

Tsar Saltan and The Golden Cockerel, the fable is transposed into 

rhymed trochaic tetrameters of a gracefully stylized naivete that 

is uniquely Pushkinian. The pregnant simplicity and subdued 

espieglerie of the diction partakes of the charms of both fairy tale 

and puppet play, and the combination of succinctness in detail and 

leisurely narrative pace contributes to an overall effect that is de¬ 

lightfully sophisticated and wholly original—a note last heard in 

that highly complex blend of classical European and native ele¬ 

ments, Pushkin’s early opus mirabile, Ruslan and Ljudmila (1820). 

The harmonious permutations of the triple-structured plot are like 

a Mozartian dance suite in verse; and the whole is suffused with 
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the luminous freshness, the pomp and gaiety in miniature of which 

a glimpse can be caught, in yet another medium of art, on the best 

of the Palekh lacquer boxes. 

Prince Mirsky, the foremost admirer of Pushkin’s folk tales 

among his critics, characterized them as follows in his biography1: 

The charm of these tales lies in their beautiful consistency of style 
and fairy-tale logic, and in their absolute freedom from “meaning.” 
They are pure creations out of a given material—things of beauty. 
Their peculiarity is that in making these things Pushkin did not 
make his personal and traditional tastes the criterion of their beauty, 
but subordinated their composition to the inherent laws discovered 
by him in the possibilities of the given folk tales. This is why, per¬ 
haps, after all, in spite of the argument being “borrowed,” they are 
the most purely creative of Pushkin’s works. The making of these 
stories was the making of a world obeying its own immanent laws 
and independent of this world of ours. The beautiful and logical 
consistency of these laws may be regarded as Pushkin’s highest 
achievement and his greatest claim to poetical preeminence, and 
King Saltan and The Golden Cockerel as his most perfect creations. 
It is just because of the absence in it of all “human significance” that 
King Saltan is the most universally human of Pushkin’s works. For 
it is pure form, and as accessible to all those who understand Rus¬ 
sian as pure ornament is to all those who have eyes. The child (I 
speak from personal experience) is as admiringly absorbed in the 
process of narration and in the flow of rhyme as is the sophisticated 
critic in the marvelous flawlessness of the workmanship and con¬ 
sistency of the “style.” King Saltan is the only one of the three tales 
which quite answers to the definition of pure formal perfection. The 
Golden Cockerel is also full of charm, but it has a sting of irony in 
it, which enhances its intellectual, but perhaps diminishes its univer¬ 
sal, appeal . . . 

In his classic A History of Russian Literature,2 Mirsky goes even 

further: 

The longer one lives, the more one is inclined to regard King Saltan 
as the masterpiece of Russian poetry. It is purest art, free from all 

1 D. S. Mirsky, Pushkin (New York: Dutton Paperbacks, 1963). 

2 Ed. Whitefield (New York: Knopf, 1926, 1927, 1949, 1958). 



the irrelevancies of emotion and symbol, “a thing of beauty” and “a 
joy for ever.” ... It requires no understanding; its reception is 
immediate, direct, unquestionable. It is not frivolous, nor witty, nor 
humorous. But it is light, exhilarating, bracing. It has high serious¬ 
ness, for what can be more highly serious than the creation of a 
world of perfect beauty and freedom, open to all? 

I fully realize that the claim for King Saltan to be accepted as the 
masterpiece of Pushkin has little chance of getting a majority of 
votes. Such a majority is virtually pledged to the last great narrative 
poem of Pushkin—The Bronze Horseman. . . . This poem cer¬ 
tainly has very substantial claims to absolute preeminence. There is 
no conception of poetic greatness from the standpoint of which this 
preeminence could be challenged, except that (hypothetic) standpoint 
which would demand of all poetry that it be as free from human 
irrelevancies as is King Saltan . . . 

THE TALE OF TSAR SALTAN, 
OF HIS SON, RENOWNED AND MIGHTY 
PRINCE GUIDON SALTANOVICH, 
AND OF THE FAIREST PRINCESS SWAN 

Three young maidens sat one night 
Spinning in the window-bight. 
“If I were the Tsar’s elected,” 
One of these young maids reflected, 
“I would spread a festive board 5 
For all children of the Lord.” 
“If I were the Tsar’s elected,” 
Her young sister interjected, 
“I’d weave linen cloth to spare 
For all people everywhere.” 10 
“Had I been the Tsar’s elected,” 
Said the third, “I’d have expected 
Soon to bear our father Tsar 
A young hero famed afar.” 

Scarcely had she finished speaking, 15 
When the door was softly creaking, 
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And the Tsar himself came in, 
That whole country’s sovereign. 
He had heard behind the shuttered 
Window every word they uttered, 20 
And the third young sister’s boast 
Suited him by far the most. 
“Fair my maid, your wish is answered,” 
Said he, “you shall be my consort, 
And by late September see 2 5 
That you bear that prince for me. 
As for you, good sisters, mind you, 
Leave this chamber, I consign you 
To my retinue, and there 
Serve me and your sister fair: 30 
Serve us, one at weaving, stitching, 
And the other in the kitchen.” 

Spoke and strode into the hall; 
Off to court went one and all. 
Soon abroad the Tsar was heading, 35 
That same night ordained the wedding 
And was at the banquet seen 
Seated with his youthful queen. 
Then selected worthies led them 
To their ivory couch to bed them, 40 
And with ceremony due 
Laid them down there and withdrew. 
But the palace cook is grieving, 
And the weaver weeps a-weaving, 
Smarting both with envy keen 45 
Of their sister, now their queen; 
While our freshly purpled beauty, 
Eager to discharge her duty, 
That first night conceived and bore. 

But the country was at war. 50 
On his goodly charger starting, 
Tsar Saltan bade her at parting 
Take good care, and not alone 
For her sake but for his own. 
While he leads his lusty yeomen 55 



Fiercely battling far-off foemen, 
God bestows on her the joy 
Of an ell-long baby boy. 
Perched above her offspring regal 
Proudly like a mother eagle, 
She sends off an envoy far 
With a note to cheer the Tsar. 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Their perfidious plot all hatched, 
Have the courier trailed and snatched. 
In his place they send another 
With false witness to their brother, 
Saying that the Tsar had won 
Neither daughter, neither son, 
Nor of mouse or frog a litter, 
But some quite unheard-of critter. 

But the Father Tsar, apprised 
Of the message thus devised, 
Started raising blood and thunder 
Ready to string up the runner; 
But, his fury once allayed, 
He had this decree conveyed: 
“Let the Tsar’s return be waited 
And the case adjudicated.” 

Off the envoy with this writ, 
And at length returns with it. 
But the palace cook and seamstress 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Intercept the Tsar’s command, 
Lard the lad with liquor, and 
In his empty pouch of leather 
Slip another altogether; 
So that day the fuddled slouch 
Pulls this order from his pouch: 
“Let the Tsar’s decree be heeded: 
With no more delay than needed, 
Be the Queen and what she bore 
Cast into the ocean’s maw.” 



Powerless at this disaster 
To the Empress and their Master, 
All the nobles in dismay 
Pressed into her room to say 
What the Tsar’s command was suing 
For her son’s and her undoing. 
Orders duly read and seen, 
They enclosed the prince and queen 
In a keg at once brought forward, 
Tarred it up and rolled it shoreward 
And committed it to sea, 
As by Tsar Saltan’s decree. 

Dark-blue skies and starlets flashing, 
Dark-blue sea and wavelets plashing, 
Cloud across the heaven slides, 
Keg across the ocean glides. 
Like a widow all bedraggled 
In it wept the queen and struggled, 
While the babe grew more, you’d say, 
By the hour than by the day. 
Gone the day, the queen is crying, 
Pleads the babe, the rollers hying: 
“Wave, my wave, I beg of thee, 
Ever ranging, ever free, 
Foaming far in feckless motion, 
Rolling rocks beneath the ocean, 
Coursing up the coastal crest, 
Heaving hulks upon thy breast— 
Do not let us perish, save us, 
Up onto the mainland wave us! ” 
And the wave at once obeyed, 
Bore the barrel hence and laid, 
Oh, so softly and intently, 
It ashore and ebbed off gently. 
Queen and babe had safely reached 
Land, the keg was firmly beached. 
From the keg, though, who will bring them? 
God perhaps alone might spring them? 
Up on tippy-toes the babe 
Braced himself against a stave, 



On the bottom bore a trifle 
With his head, said: “Lest we stifle, 
Why not break a window cleft?” 
Burst the bottom out and left. 

Free are now both son and mother, 
See a mound across the heather, 
All about, the dark-blue sea, 
On the mound a green oak tree. 
Son thought: solid food would rather 
Suit the two of us, I gather. 
From the oak a branch he breaks, 
And a sturdy bow he makes, 
Off his cross the silk he wrings it, 
To the oaken bow he strings it; 
Broke a twiglet off a joint, 
Fined it to an arrow point, 
And went down the yonder lee-side 
Seeking game along the seaside. 

Barely as the shore he nears, 
Something like a moan he hears . . . 
He perceives the sea unquiet, 
Looks and sees some evil riot: 
’Mid the waves a swan’s astir 
And a kite hangs over her; 
Wildly that poor bird is thrashing, 
All the sea churned up and splashing . . . 
That one has its talons spread, 
Bloody beak all sharp and red . . . 
Twang! the arrow sang and whistled, 
In the crop it struck and bristled— 
Bow at ease he stood; the kite 
Stained with blood the breakers bright; 
Down it plunges, plumes asunder, 
Groans unbirdlike going under; 
Swimming shoreward sails the swan, 
And the foul kite pecks upon, 
And his near perdition speeding, 
Wings him hard and drowns him bleeding. 
Then unto the Tsarevich 
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In the Russian tongue she speaks: 
“Prince, you are my potent savior, 175 
My redeemer, no one braver! 
Pine not lest you, lost my meat, 
Have three days no food to eat, 
Or no arrow on the morrow: 
All this sorrow—is no sorrow. 180 
Your high service I will earn, 
And will serve you in my turn: 
Not a swan-bird’s rescue, know you, 
But a maiden’s life I owe you, 
Not a kite you brought to earth, 185 
Killed a warlock; of your worth 
Never henceforth need remind me, 
Ever by your side you’ll find me. 
Now then, let all sorrow cease, 
Turn again and sleep in peace.” 190 

As the swan-bird soared to nesting, 
Queen and prince, intent on resting 
From the weary day they spent, 
Settled and to slumber went. 
On the morn the prince, awaking 195 
And nocturnal visions shaking, 
Marveled to behold ahead 
A prodigious city spread, 
Walls with crenellated arches, 
Snowy bastions topped with churches, 200 
Dazzling domes to heaven soar, 
Holy monasteries galore. 
“See what’s there! ” he wakes his mother, 
She cries one Oh, then another, 
“I can tell, my snowy bird 205 

Is already well bestirred.” 
For the city making straightway, 
Hardly have they passed the gateway, 
Bells a-tolling peal tattoo 
Fairly deafening our two; 210 
Townsfolk throng to meet them, choirs 

Sing Te Deums from the spires; 
Gorgeous trains of courtiers wait, 



215 

Each in golden coach of state; 
Every voice exalts them loudly, 
And the prince is crested proudly 
With a ducal diadem 
As the sovereign over them. 
With the Queen’s consent attested, 
There and then he is invested, 220 

In his capital installed, 
Duke Guidon1 henceforward called. 

Seawind saunters there and thither, 
Drives a little vessel hither, 
Bowling down the ocean trail, 225 
Tautly bulging every sail. 
All the sailormen a-sailing 
Crowd amazed against her railing, 
On the well-known isle they sight 
Marvels in the noonday light: 230 
A new city gold-enweltered, 
Pier by sturdy barrier sheltered, 
Cannon firing from the pier 
To command a landing here. 
As they fetch the mooring station, 235 
Comes a ducal invitation, 
They are furnished drink and food 
And for course and parley sued: 
“Guests, what goods may you be bearing, 
Whither are you further faring?” 240 
And the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Fur of sable held our boxes, 
Likewise coal-and-russet foxes; 
Past the island of Buyan, 245 
Feal to famous Tsar Saltan, 
We are bound on eastward bearing, 
For accomplished is our faring . . .” 
Duke Guidon dismissed them then: 
“Make in safety, gentlemen, 250 
Down the ocean-sea your passage, 
Carry Tsar Saltan a message, 

1 The prince’s name transliterated would be Gvidon, but since it was originally 
borrowed from the Italian, it is here restored to Guidon which is as half-exotic as 
Gvidon is to Russian. The stress is, as shown above, on the second syllable, but the 
mark will be omitted henceforth. 
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Say I send my compliments.” 
Visitors despatched, the Prince 
From the coast with spirit ailing 255 
Follows far their distant sailing; 
Lo! on drifting swells offshore 
Swims the snowy swan once more. 
“Hail, fair Prince! But why beclouded, 
Like a rain-day still and shrouded?” 260 
She addressed the royal lad, 
“Has some sorrow turned you sad?” 
Bleakly said the Duke, replying, 
“Sadness-sorrow sends me sighing, 
Eats my dauntless heart entire: 265 
I so long to see my sire.” 
Swan to Prince: “So that’s your worry! 
Listen, would you care to hurry 
Where that sloop is out at sea? 
Then, my Prince, a gnat shalt be.” 270 
And she set her pinions flashing, 
Whipped the water, sent it splashing 
Over him from tip to toe. 
And as he was standing so, 
Faster than an eyelid’s blinking 275 

To a gnat she had him shrinking; 
Off he flew with piping shrill, 
Caught the sloop a-sailing still, 
And discreetly downward gliding, 
Found a crack and went in hiding. 280 

Seawind blows a merry clip, 
Merrily sails on the ship; 
Past Buyan her passage gaining, 
Where the famed Saltan is reigning, 
They already sight the shore 285 
Of the land they’re destined for. 
As they anchor in the shallows 
They are summoned to the palace; 

So they take the castle route; 
Our bold lad flies in pursuit. 290 

Tsar Saltan, all gold-ensheeted, 

In his hall of state is seated 



On his throne and in his crown, 
Pensive sorrow in his frown. 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Near the Tsar have found a place 
And sit gazing at his face. 
Tsar Saltan commands them treated, 
At his very table seated: 
“Ho,” he asks them, “Esquire guests, 
Long your voyage? Far your rest? 

Are things sound abroad or parlous, 
Can you tell us any marvels?” 
“Everything is fairly sound there, 
Here’s a marvel we have found there: 
Lay an island steep and bald, 
All unpeopled and unwalled, 
Plain and bare from crest to shingle, 
On it grew an oak tree single; 
Now upon this island dwell 
A new town and citadel, 
Rich in churches golden-headed, 
Donjon chambers green-embedded, 
Duke Guidon, their ruling prince, 
Bade us bring you compliments.” 
Says Saltan: “If God will spare me, 
To that island I will fare me, 
Land upon that magic coast, 
Duke Guidon will be my host.” 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Do not wish to let him fare 
To that isle of wonders there. 
“I declare, astounding, brothers,” 
Winking slyly at the others, 
Sneers the palace cook, “dear me! 
There’s a city by the sea! 
Here’s a marvel, by Saint Cyril: 
Wildwood spruce, beneath, a squirrel, 
Squirrel sings a song and struts 
Pawing, gnawing hazel nuts, 
Not plain nuts he puts his paws on, 
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Golden shells the squirrel gnaws on, 
Kernels of pure emerald: 335 
Such are truly marvels called! ” 
Harks the Tsar with bated breathing, 
But the gnat is seething, seething . . . 
Swoops and sinks his stinger sly 
Straight into his aunt’s right eye. 340 
Mighty ill the cookie took it, 
Whey-faced sat and frozen crooked; 
Servants, sister, and the shrew 
Hunt the gnat with view-halloo: 
“Oh, you thrice-accursed mosquito, 345 
Just you wait! ” He poohs their veto, 
By the open window free 
Homeward soars across the sea. 

And again in restless motion 
Scans the Duke the dark-blue ocean; 350 
Lo! on drifting swells offshore 
Swims the snow-white swan once more. 
“Hail, fair Prince! But why beclouded, 
Like drear day becalmed and shrouded?” 
She addressed the royal lad, 355 
“Has some sorrow made you sad?” 
Said Guidon the Duke, replying, 
“Sadness-sorrow sends me sighing, 
There’s a fabled fairy thing, 
I should like to find and bring: 360 
Lives a squirrel in the wildwood, 
Magic past all dreams of childhood, 
He sings songs, they say, and struts 
Pawing, gnawing hazel nuts, 
Not plain nuts he puts his paws on, 365 
Golden shells the squirrel gnaws on, 
Shells of gold with emerald core; 
Folk, of course, have fibbed before.” 
“No,” the swan assured the youthful 
Prince, “that squirrel tale is truthful, 370 
I have known of it long since; 
Do not pine, my dearest Prince, 
I will gladly give you token 



Of our fellowship unbroken.” 
Cheered, the Duke betook him then 
Back to his abode again. 
For his central courtyard heading, 
Lo! he sees a spruce a-spreading, 
Squirrel nibbling ’neath the tree 
Nuts of gold for all to see, 
Little emerald cores extracting, 
And the golden husks collecting 
Neatly each upon its pile, 
Whistling them this song the while, 
To the good folk in the courtyard: 
“In the garden, in the orchard.” 
“Well, I thank you,” Duke Guidon 
Said in wonder, looking on, 
“Swan like none, may God be giving 
You such joy as I am living.” 
Straightway for his squirrel sage 
Built a crystal squirrel cage, 
Put a watch on it unsleeping, 
Set a deacon strictly keeping 
Count of gems, and gold beside, 
Prince’s profit, squirrel’s pride. 

Seawind roaming there and thither 
Blows a little vessel hither, 
Bowling down the ocean swell, 
All her canvas drawing well, 
Past the craggy island fastness, 
Past the wonder city’s vastness: 
Cannon firing from the pier 
Bid the ship to anchor here. 
As they fetch the mooring station, 
Comes a ducal invitation; 
They are served both drink and food, 
And for course and converse sued: 
“Guests, what goods may you be bearing, 
Whither are you further faring?” 

And the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Trading steeds, both foal and filly, 



Ponies from the Donland hilly, 
Done our stint, it’s homeward ho— 

But we still have far to go: 
Past Buyan the island sailing, 
Tsar Saltan’s dominions hailing . . 
Duke Guidon addressed them then: 
“Make in safety, gentlemen, 
Down the ocean-sea your passage, 
Carry Tsar Saltan a message, 

Tell him Duke Guidon afar 
Sends his duty to the Tsar.” 

Then the guests, farewells accorded, 
Sought their ship and went aboard it. 
For the shore makes Duke Guidon, 
In the surf he spies the swan. 
Pleads the Duke, his spirit yearning, 
All with ache and anguish burning . . . 
Swam the swan again ashore, 
Splashed him soundly as before, 
To a little housefly shrinking, 
He flew off and, downward sinking, 
Twixt the sea and sky on deck, 
Tucked himself into a crack. 

Seawind blows a merry clip, 
Merrily sails on the ship; 
Past Buyan her passage gaining, 
Where the famed Saltan is reigning, 

They already sight the shore 
Of the land they’re destined for. 
As they anchor off the commons, 
They receive a royal summons, 
So they take the castle route; 
Our bold lad flies in pursuit. 
Tsar Saltan, all gold-ensheeted, 
In his hall of state is seated 
On his throne and in his crown, 
Sorrow in his pensive frown. 
But the crooked cook, the weaver, 
And their gossip Babarikha, 



Sit like angry toads not far 
From the footstool of the Tsar. 
By command the guests are greeted, 
At the Tsar’s own table seated; 
“Ho,” he asks them, “Merchant guests, 
Long your voyage? Far from rest? 
Are things sound abroad or parlous, 
Can you tell us any marvels?” 
So the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Life is fair enough out yonder, 
While abroad we saw this wonder: 
There’s an isle at sea out there, 
On the isle a city fair, 
Rich in churches golden-headed, 
Donjon chambers green-embedded; 
And a spruce tree shades the tower, 
Underneath, a crystal bower; 
In it lives a well-trained squirrel, 
Nay, a wizard, by Saint Cyril! 
Squirrel sings a song and struts 
Pawing, gnawing hazel nuts, 
Not plain nuts he puts his paws on, 
Golden shells the squirrel gnaws on, 
Emerald is every nut; 
Servants guard the squirrel’s hut, 
Serve in sundry ways to suit it; 
They make officers salute it, 
Have a clerk for nothing but 
Keeping tally of each nut; 
Then the golden shells as nuggets 
Go to mint and leave as ducats; 
Maidens sift the emerald hoard 
In a strong room to be stored. 
On this isle they live in plenty, 
All have mansions, never a shanty; 
Duke Guidon, their reigning prince, 
Bade us give you compliments.” 
Marvels Tsar Saltan: “So spare me, 
To that island I will fare me, 
Land upon that magic coast, 
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Duke Guidon shall be my host.” 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 495 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Do not wish to let him fare 
To that isle of wonders there. 
Says the seamstress to His Highness, 
Wreathed in sneering smirks and slyness; 500 

“There’s a squirrel—true or not— 
Gnawing little stones—so what? 
Nuggets out of nutshells making, 
Little mounds of emerald raking, 
This won’t make us throw a fit, 505 
Even if there’s truth in it. 
Here’s what counts as marvel for me: 
Where the ocean wild and stormy 
Seethes up high with hiss and roar, 
Foaming up an empty shore 510 
And in rushing runs recoiling— 
Rise from out the backwash boiling 
Thirty-three young giants tall, 
Bold of spirit one and all, 
Comely heroes thrice eleven, 515 
Mail aglow like blaze of heaven, 
All alike as soldiers matched, 
To Dad Chernomor attached. 
Talk of wonders, this one surely 
Makes all others come off poorly! ” 520 
Mum, the prudent guests prefer 
Not to bandy words with her; 
Harks the Tsar with bated breathing, 
But Guidon is seething, seething . . . 
Up and with a buzzing cry 52 5 

Lights upon his aunt’s left eye. 
Ashen-faced, the seamstress took it, 
“Ai,” she screeched and turned all crooked. 
“Catch it, catch it,” cried the lot, 
“Snatch the sting-fly, snatch and swat, 53° 
Stay right there, hold still a little . . .” 
But Guidon the Fly won’t fiddle, 

By the open window he 

Soars back home across the sea. 
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And the Duke in restless motion 
Strides and scans the dark-blue ocean . . . 
Lo! on drifting swells offshore 
Swims the snowy swan once more. 
“Hail, fair Prince! But why beclouded, 
Silent like a rain-day shrouded? 54° 
Has some sorrow made you sad?” 
She addressed the royal lad. 
Said Guidon the Duke, replying, 
“Sadness-sorrow sends me sighing, 
Prodigies to overwhelm 545 
I would bring into my realm.” 
“Pray, what portent brings such luster?” 
“Somewhere there’s a storm abluster, 
Ocean breakers howl and roar 
Foaming up a desert shore, 
Back in rushing sun recoiling, 
Leaving in their backwash boiling 

Thirty-three young giants tall, 
Bold and mettlesome withal, 
Comely heroes thrice eleven, 
Mail aglow like blaze of heaven, 
All alike as soldiers matched, 
To Dad Chernomor attached.” 
Then the swan responded saying: 
“So it’s this you find dismaying! 
Do not pine, my dearest Prince, 
I have known of this long since. 
Yonder sea-knights are no others 
But my kin, my native brothers. 
Don’t you fret, but homeward fare, 
They will wait upon you there.” 
Grief forgot, the Duke departed, 
Climbed upon his keep and started 
Gazing seaward; all at once, 
’Gan the sea to heave and dance, 
And in rushing runs retrieving 
Surf and sough, retreated, leaving 
Thrice eleven on the site, 
Knights in blazing armor bright; 
They approach in paired procession 
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And, his snowy floss a-flashing, 
Chernomor in solemn state 
Guides them to the city gate. 
From the keep the Duke descended, 
Greeting to his guests extended, 580 
Forward flocked the city folk, 
To the Duke the leader spoke: 
“Aye, the Swan Princess despatched us 
And as sentinels detached us, 
Warders for your fair redoubt, 585 
Walking guard the walls about. 
Without fail we shall henceforward 
Daily stride together shoreward, 
Risen from the ocean wave 
By your soaring bastions brave; 590 
Shortly therefore you will sight us, 
Meanwhile, though, the waves invite us, 
For the air of earth is dense.” 
And they all went homeward thence. 

Seawind saunters there and thither 595 

Drives a little vessel hither, 
Bowling down the ocean swell, 
All her canvas drawing well, 
Past the craggy island fastness, 
Past the wonder city’s vastness; 600 
Cannon firing from the pier 
Bid the ship to anchor here. 
As they fetch the mooring station, 
Comes a ducal invitation. 
They are furnished drink and food 605 
And for course and parley sued: 
“Guests, what goods may you be bearing, 
Whither are you further faring?” 
And the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 610 
Trusty Damask steel we traded, 
Gold and silver finely graded, 
Done our stint, it’s homeward ho— 
But we still have far to go: 

Past Buyan the island sailing, 615 



Tsar Saltan’s dominions hailing.” 
Duke Guidon addressed them then: 
“Make in safety, gentlemen, 
Down the ocean-sea your passage, 
Carry Tsar Saltan a message, 

Say the Duke Guidon afar 
Sends his greetings to the Tsar.” 

Then the guests, farewells accorded, 
Sought their ship and went aboard it. 
For the shore makes Duke Guidon, 
In the surf he spies the swan. 
And again he speaks his yearning, 
Soul with ache and anguish burning . . 
Swam the swan ashore again, 
Splashed him soundly there and then, 
And at once he turned much smaller, 
To a bumblebee, no taller; 
Taking off with buzzing sound, 
Out at sea the ship he found, 
Straight upon her poop he glided, 
Down a crack and there subsided. 

Seawind blows a merry clip, 
Merrily sails on the ship; 
Past Buyan their passage gaining, 
Where the famed Saltan is reigning, 
They already sight the shore 
Of the land they’re destined for. 
As they anchor off the commons, 
They receive a royal summons, 
So they take the castle route; 
Our bold lad flies in pursuit. 
Tsar Saltan, all gold-ensheeted, 
In his hall of state is seated 
On his throne and in his crown, 
Pensive sorrow in his frown. 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Sit near by him, and to see 
Have four eyes among the three. 
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When the guests are duly greeted, 655 
At the Tsar’s own table seated, 
“Ho,” he asks them, “Esquire guests, 
Long your voyage? Far your rest? 
Are things sound abroad or parlous, 
Can you tell us any marvels?” 
And the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Life is fair enough out yonder, 
While abroad we saw this wonder: 
There’s an isle at sea out there, 
On the isle a city fair, 
Daily there befalls a wonder: 
Ocean rollers seethe and thunder, 
Rearing high with hiss and roar, 

Foaming up a desert shore 
And with rush and run resurging, 
Leave from out their lee emerging 
Thirty-three young giants hale, 
Comely youths, their coats of mail 
All with gold aglow and flashing, 
Thrice eleven heroes dashing, 

Like of choice recruits a crew; 
Chernomor the Ancient too 
Rises with them, marches forward, 
And in pairs conducts them shoreward, 680 
There to ward the isle redoubt, 
Walking guard the walls about; 
Watchful warders, none more ready, 
None more dauntless or more steady. 
Duke Guidon, residing there, 685 
Bids Your Highness greetings fair.” 
Marvels Tsar Saltan: “So spare me, 
To that island I will fare me, 
Land upon that magic coast, 
Duke Guidon shall be my host.” 690 

From the palace cook or seamstress 
Not a murmur—but the schemestress 
Snickers and will have her say: 
“This is to amaze us, pray? 
From the water watchmen amble, 695 
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Round and round an island shamble, 
Truth or lie, I see in that 
Nothing much to marvel at. 
Here’s what stuns the world astounded: 
There is fame abroad, well-founded, 
Of a princess far, far off 
No one can adore enough, 
Who the gleam of day outbrightens, 
And the gloom of night enlightens; 
In her hair the moon is borne, 
On her brow the star of morn, 
Forth she flows in splendor vested 
Like a peacock fanned and crested, 
And the words she utters seem 
Murmurs from a purling stream. 
Here you’d say without a blunder, 
There’s a wonder that’s a wonder.” 
Mum, the prudent guests prefer 
Not to bandy words with her, 
Harks His Highness, barely breathing, 715 
And the royal prince, though seething, 
Hesitant to cast a blight 
On his poor old granny’s sight, 
Bumbles buzzing with his muzzle, 
Plummets plumb upon her nozzle, 720 
Stings her right into the nose, 
Where a monstrous bump arose. 
And again they fuss and bustle: 
“Help, for God’s sake, hustle, hustle, 
Guardsmen, catch the you-know-what, 725 
Catch that sting-bee, snatch and swat! 
Just you wait! Hold still a little, 
Wait a while!” . . . All wasted spittle— 
By the window wings the bee 
Calmly home across the sea. 730 

And the Duke in restless motion 
Strides and scans the dark-blue ocean . . . 
Lo! on drifting swells offshore 
Swims the snowy swan once more. 
“Hail, fair Prince! But why beclouded, 
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Silent like a rain-day shrouded? 
Has some sorrow made you sad?” 
She addressed the royal lad. 
Said Guidon the Duke replying, 
“Sadness-sorrow sends me sighing, 740 
Folk have wives; I look about: 
I alone am left without.” 
“Whom then would you fain have courted, 
May I ask?” “It is reported 
That a princess lives far off 
No one can adore enough, 
Who of day the gleam outbrightens 
And of night the gloom enlightens; 
In her hair the moon is borne, 
On her brow the star of morn, 
Forth she steps in splendor vested 
Like a peacock fanned and crested, 
And her speeches sweet, it seems, 
Murmur like the purl of streams. 
Is this truth,” he asks, “or error?” 
And awaits her words in terror. 
Still and thoughtful thereupon, 
Says at length the snowy swan: 
“Yes, there is just such a maiden, 
Wiving, though, is not like trading, 
Wives are not, like mitts of pelt, 
Plucked and tucked behind your belt. 
Here is some advice to ponder— 
Think about this as you wander 
Homeward, ponder long and hard, 765 
Not to rue it afterward.” 
Swore Guidon, as God his witness, 
Timeliness as well as fitness 
Called for wedlock, he had brought 
All the thought to bear he ought. 770 
For this maid of fairy fashion 
He stood ready, such his passion, 
Starting forthwith to bestride 
Thrice nine kingdoms far and wide. 
Spoke the swan-bird, deeply sighing, 775 
“Wherefore fare so far a-trying? 
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Know then, Prince, your fate is nigh, 
For the princess fair—am I.” 
Then her pearly pinions spreading 
And atop the breakers heading 
For the shore in diving rush, 
She alighted in the brush, 
Shook and shed her plumage fluted, 
To a princess stood transmuted, 
Crescent in her tresses borne, 
On her brow the star of morn; 
Forth she steps in splendor vested 
Like a peacock fanned and crested, 
And the speech she utters seems 
Murmurous like purling streams. 
Duke Guidon, his bride enfolding 
In his tender arms and holding, 
Leads her as his rightful spouse 
To his loving mother’s house. 
Brings her in and, humbly kneeling, 
“Dearest Queen,” entreats with feeling, 
“I have found my consort true, 
Your obedient child; we sue 
Your consent in joint communion 
And your blessings on our union: 
Concord blissful, love serene 
Wish us both.” The Mother-Queen, 
Shedding tears of fond complaisance 
As they bow in deep obeisance 
To her wondrous ikon, pleads: 
“Children, God reward your deeds.” 
Then Guidon no longer tarried, 
Duke and princess up and married, 
Settled down and did their best 
For their union to be blessed. 

Seawind saunters there and thither, 
Drives a little vessel hither, 
Bowling down the ocean swell, 
All her canvas drawing well, 
Past the craggy island fastness, 
Past the wonder city’s vastness; 
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Cannon firing from the pier 
Bid the ship to anchor here. 
As they fetch the mooring station, 
Comes a ducal invitation. 820 
They are furnished drink and food 
And for speech and answer sued: 
“Guests, what goods may you be bearing, 
Whither now are further faring?” 
And the sailormen speak out: 825 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Sundry wares beyond our telling 
None too cheaply were we selling, 
Of our voyage home back east 
What is left is not the least, 830 
Past Buyan the island sailing, 
Tsar Saltan’s dominions hailing.” 
Duke Guidon addressed them then: 
“Make in safety, gentlemen, 
Down the ocean-sea your passage, 835 
Carry Tsar Saltan my message, 
And remind your Tsar once more 
Of a visit twice before 
Promised us in proper season— 
Pledge neglected for some reason. 840 
Then add greetings for the nonce.” 
Guests despatched, Guidon for once 
Did not follow them but tarried, 
Being but so lately married. 

Seawind blows a merry clip, 845 
Merrily sails on the ship; 
Past Buyan their passage gaining, 
Where the famed Saltan is reigning, 
They already sight the crest 
Of the shore they know the best. 850 
As they anchored in the shallows, 
They were summoned to the palace, 
Where the Tsar Saltan they found 
Seated on his throne and crowned; 
And the palace cook and seamstress, 855 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 



Sit not far away and see 
On four eyes among the three. 
When the guests are duly greeted, 
At the Tsar’s own table seated, 
“Ho,” he asks them, “Merchant guests, 
Long your voyage? Far your rest? 
Are things sound abroad or parlous, 
Can you tell us any marvels?” 
And the sailormen speak out: 
“We have sailed the world about, 
Life is fair enough out yonder, 
While abroad we saw this wonder: 
There’s an isle at sea out there, 
On the isle a city fair, 
Rich in churches golden-towered, 
Donjon chambers busk-embowered; 
And a spruce tree shades the tower, 
Underneath, a squirrel bower; 
In it lives a well-trained squirrel, 
What a wizard, by Saint Cyril! 
Squirrel sings a song and struts 
Pawing, gnawing hazel nuts, 
Not plain nuts he puts his paws on, 
Golden shells the squirrel gnaws on, 
Every nut an emerald bright; 
And they tend him day and night. 
There is still another wonder: 
Ocean rollers seethe and thunder, 
Rearing high with hiss and roar, 
Foaming up a desert shore, 
And with rush and run resurging, 
Leave from out their lee emerging 
Thirty-three young giants hale, 
Comely youths, their coat of mail 
All with gold aglow and flashing, 
Thrice eleven heroes dashing, 

Like of choice recruits a crew— 
Chernomor the Ancient too. 
Than this guard is none more ready, 
None more dauntless or more steady. 

And the Prince’s little wife 
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You could look at all your life: 
She of day the gleam outbrightens, 
And of night the gloom enlightens, 900 
Crescent in her tresses borne, 
On her brow the star of morn. 
Duke Guidon, who rules that country, 
Warmly praised by all and sundry, 
Charged us with good cheer to you, 905 
But with plaint of grievance, too: 
Of a visit in due season, 
Undelivered for some reason.” 

This was all Saltan could stand, 
Bade the fleet cast off from land. 910 
Yet the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Do not wish to let him fare 
To that wonder island there. 
But for once he did not heed them, 915 
With a royal roar he treed them: 
“Say, what am I, Tsar or child?” 
He demanded, driven wild. 
“Off I go! ” With stomp and snortle 
He stalked out and slammed the portal. 920 

At his window Duke Guidon 
Mutely gazed the sea upon: 
Never roaring, never seething 
Lies the ocean, barely breathing, 
On the skyline azure-blue 925 
White top-gallants heave in view: 
Ocean’s mirror reaches bruising, 
Comes the royal squadron cruising. 
Duke Guidon then gave a leap, 
Loudly shouted from his keep: 930 
“Ho, my Mother, dearest Mother, 
You, young Duchess, for another, 
Look you over yonder, fast, 
Here our Father comes at last! ” 
Guidon, through his spyglass peering 935 
At the squadron swiftly nearing, 



Spies the Tsar upon the stem 
Gazing through his glass at them. 
And the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Near him in amazement stand, 
Staring at this unknown land. 
Cannon boom from every barrel, 
Carillons from belfries carol; 
Lone, the Prince upon the pier 
Greets the Tsar and at his rear 
Both the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Leads them to the city wall, 
Speaking not a word withal. 

Now they pass the castle center, 
Gorgets glisten as they enter, 
And before the Sovereign’s eyes 
Thirty-three young giants rise, 
Thrice eleven heroes dashing, 
Comely knights in armor flashing, 
Like of choice recruits a crew, 
Chernomor the Ancient too. 
And the Tsar steps in the spacious 
Courtyard: lo, a squirrel gracious 
’Neath a spruce tree sings and struts, 
Gnawing golden hazel nuts, 
Emerald kernels bright extracting 
And into a pouch collecting, 
All bestrewn the spacious yard 
With the precious golden shard. 
Hastening on, they meet, astounded, 
Fair Her Grace and stand dumbfounded 
In her hair the moon is borne, 
On her brow the star of morn; 
On she walks in splendor vested, 
Like a peacock fanned and crested, 
Leading forth her Queen-in-law. 
Tsar Saltan, he stares in awe . . . 
Heart in throat, he marvels, ponders: 
“By what magic? Signs and wonders! 
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How?” His pulses leaped and throbbed, 
Then he burst in tears and sobbed, 
In his open arms he caught her, 
And his son, and his new daughter, 980 
And they all sat down in strength 
To a merry feast at length. 
But the palace cook and seamstress, 
Babarikha too, the schemestress, 
Ran to hide in niche and nook; 985 
Found at last and brought to book, 
They confessed, all pale and pining, 
Beat their breasts and started whining; 
And the Tsar in his great glee 
Let them all get off scot-free. 990 
Late at night some subjects loyal 
Helped to bed His Highness Royal. 
I was there, had beer and mead, 
Dip a whisker’s all I did. 



THE BRONZE HORSEMAN: A Tale of Petersburg [ 1833 ] 

Introductory Note 

The Bronze Horseman, although overpraised by some, is perhaps 

the most significant of Pushkin’s narrative poems, and certainly the 

most original among those that are not what the Soviet scholiasts 

blushingly call “indecorous.” It was completed in 1833 and pub¬ 

lished posthumously, with some omissions due to censorship, in 

1837, the year of Pushkin’s death. The Prologue with the celebrated 

accolade to St. Petersburg and homage to Peter I is intriguingly at 

odds with the import of the poem as a whole. The setting, and part 

of the symbolic energizer of the poem on its historic-philosophical 

plane, is of course the great flood of the Neva River in 1824—and it 

also carries the human plot on to its tragic conclusion. 

The Bronze Horseman was previously translated into English 

some thirty years ago by Oliver Elton, who sought to preserve the 

metric form of the original, and later by Edmund Wilson, who did 

not. By far the best critical work on the poem was done by the 

distinguished Polish scholar, Waclaw Lednicki. Lednicki was the 

first to perceive and document fully the poem’s central significance 

in the ambivalent relationship between its author and his admired 

friend and political antagonist, the great Polish poet Adam 

Mickiewicz, and thus, indirectly, in the century-old rivalry between 

Poland and Russia; between the emerging Western commitment to 

pluralistic liberalism and humanism and Russia’s instinctive revul¬ 

sion against it, of which we witnessed the latest tragic example in 

Czechoslovakia. The poem may be legitimately read, in one of its 

aspects, as part of a complex long-distance dialogue in verse across 

an unbridgeable political gulf between two estranged friends, the 

hero-poets (in Carlyle’s sense) of their estranged nations. Specifically, 

it is in this sense an attempted rebuttal of Mickiewicz’s far more 

passionate and poetically opulent indictment of St. Petersburg in 

the “Digression” of his verse drama of 1832, Forefathers’ Eve, Part 

III. In a magnificent blast of hot fury and cold contempt, Mickie¬ 

wicz, in this cycle of poems, assails and morally annihilates St. 
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Petersburg, which he sees as a prime symbol of the tasteless megalo¬ 

mania and brutish malignity of imperial Russia. Mickiewicz’s 

“Digression” and Pushkin’s Bronze Horseman are so intimately 

linked that from the viewpoint of comparative literature and Slavic 

political history one would wish that they were always printed as 

companion pieces. Marjorie Beatrice Peacock has created a dis¬ 

tinguished English translation of the former, which I believe is 

most accessible in the appendix to Lednicki’s monograph, Pushkin’s 

Bronze Horseman: The Story of a Masterpiece (Berkeley: Univer¬ 

sity of California Press, 1955). Even this is now a rare book. 

The tenor of Pushkin’s private pronouncements about St. Peters¬ 

burg in the thirties differs startlingly from the panegyric tone 

adopted in The Bronze Horseman. The records of his correspondence 

and conversation in the period from 1833 to 1837 are poignant testi¬ 

mony to his settled disgust with the “repulsive” city; a feeling not 

wholly attributable to the maddening frustrations of his professional 

and personal situation there, though admittedly it is more its society 

and court than the city itself that he abominates. Here are some 

typical examples from his letters, mostly to his wife; many more 

were collected forty years ago by Andrej Belyj and published with 

his study of Pushkins diction in The Bronze Horseman1: 

Petersburg is dreadfully depressing . . . 

I spit and do my best to get out of Petersburg . . . 

God, how I should like to light out for the fresh air . . . 

You don’t think by any chance that swinish Petersburg is not repul¬ 
sive to me? That I enjoy living there among libels and denuncia¬ 
tions? . . . 

I am angry with Petersburg and rejoice in every sickening thing 
about it . . . 

Brjulov is just leaving me for Petersburg, bracing his heart; he is 
afraid of the climate and the lack of freedom. I try to console him 
. . . (while) my own heart sinks to my boots . . . 

1 Andrej Belyj, Ritm kak dialektika i Mednyj Vsadnik: Issledovanie. IzdatePstvo 
"Federacija” (Moskva, 1929), cf. p. 266 ff. 



The Bronze Horseman, then, derives much of its troubling impact 

and its lasting freshness from a profound ambiguity. This is the 

sustained tension between the claims of raison d’etat—lately in 

America more deceptively labeled the “national interest”—which in 

the poem are most overtly endorsed in the sonorous cadences of the 

Prologue; and the equally strong and more appealing claims of the 

humble (a key word of Pushkin’s later poetry) individual in whose 

ostensible interest, but at whose crucial expense, the imposing 

edifice of the state is created and maintained. The external elements 

of authoritatively enforced law, discipline, and progress merge in 

the poetic mind into an aesthetic effect: the kind of ordered beauty, 

imposed on an ill-favored nature, which is still persuasive to the 

foreigner under the changeful sky over the water-mirrored pastel 

neoclassic of Leningrad. 

Yet in numerous subtle ways Pushkin also identifies himself with 

his lowly, tormented, declasse hero, Eugene. The green-cream-and- 

magenta charms of palaces and spires harbor nameless terrors and 

paralyzing frustration; the patterned grace of wrought-iron railings 

and granite banks confines not only classicist statuary and leafy 

parks but also private liberty and private need for fulfillment; and 

in this, Peter’s city was and is ominously unlike Briihl’s Dresden, 

William Ill’s Amsterdam, or Canaletto’s Venice, all of which seem 

to share collaterally in its urban pedigree. Peter the Great, Atarus, 

is both hero and anti-hero of The Bronze Horseman. With a com¬ 

bination of paternalistic ruthlessness, often faddish xenophilia, and 

deeply flawed success that is highly reminiscent of his pupil, 

Atatiirk, in the 1920’s, Peter had unfrocked, unbeavered, and un- 

priested his bewildered Russians. He had “made the trains run on 

time” like the bloated little Caesar of Fascist Italy whom so many 

befuddled foreign intellectuals fawned on before Ethiopia. But he 

and his imperial descendants, Alexander I of this poem, Nicholas I 

who was Pushkin’s jailer and censor (“a lot of the staff sergeant in 

him, and a little of Peter the Great”), and their unanointed disci¬ 

ples of the last half-century have unalterably ranged against them 

the forces of intractable nature and elusive human privacy. This is 

what Mickiewicz’s superb poems in the “Digression” are about; and 
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this is what, despite Pushkin’s conscious intentions, The Bronze 

Horseman came to be about also, under the compulsion of the 

Polish poet’s fraternal genius.2 

2 A few excerpts from Mickiewicz’s "St. Petersburg,” in the Peacock translation, 
will serve to illustrate the extraordinary parallelism between the two works at 
certain key junctures: 

The ladies gleam like splendid butterflies/ With bright-hued cloaks and hats of 
brave design;/ Each glitters in Parisian elegance,/ Her small foot twinkling in 
a fur-lined shoe,/ Her face crab-red and snowy white of hue.—// . . . Pale¬ 
lipped with hate,/ He laughed, raised his clenched fist, and struck the stone,/ As 
though he summoned down a vengeful fate ...II His charger’s reins Tsar 
Peter has released;/ He has been flying down the road, perchance,/ And here 
the precipice checks his advance./ With hoofs aloft now stands the maddened 
beast,/ Champing its bit unchecked, with slackened rein:/ You guess that it will 
fall and be destroyed./ Thus it has galloped long, with tossing mane,/ Like a 
cascade, leaping into the void,/ That, fettered by the frost, hangs dizzily./ But 
scon will shine the sun of liberty,/ And from the West a wind will warm this 
land.—/ Will the cascade of tyranny then stand?// 

THE BRONZE HORSEMAN: A Tale of Petersburg [ 1833 ] 

The occurrence described in this narrative is based on truth. The 
details of the flood are drawn from journals of the time. The 
curious may consult the account composed by V. N. Berkh. 

PROLOGUE 

Upon a shore of desolate waves 
Stood he, with lofty musings grave, 
And gazed afar. Before him spreading 
Rolled the broad river, empty save 
For one lone skiff stream-downward heading. 5 
Strewn on the marshy, moss-grown bank, 
Rare huts, the Finn’s poor shelter, shrank, 
Black smudges from the fog protruding; 
Beyond, dark forest ramparts drank 
The shrouded sun’s rays and stood brooding 10 
And murmuring all about. 



He thought; 
“Here, Swede, beware—soon by our labor 
Here a new city shall be wrought, 
Defiance to the haughty neighbor. 
Here we at Nature’s own behest 
Shall break a window to the West, 
Stand planted on the ocean level; 
Here flags of foreign nations all 
By waters new to them will call, 
And unencumbered we shall revel.” 

A century passed, and there shone forth 
From swamps and gloomy forest prison, 
Crown gem and marvel of the North, 
The proud young city newly risen. 
Where Finnish fisherman before, 
Harsh Nature’s wretched waif, was plying, 
Forlorn upon that shallow shore, 
His trade, with brittle net-gear trying 
Uncharted tides—now bustling banks 
Stand serried in well-ordered ranks 
Of palaces and towers; converging 
From the four corners of the earth, 
Sails press to seek the opulent berth, 
To anchorage in squadrons merging; 
Neva is cased in granite clean, 
Atop its waters bridges hover, 
Between its channels, gardens cover 
The river isles with darkling green. 
Outshone, old Moscow had to render 
The younger sister pride of place, 
As by a new queen’s fresh-blown splendor 
In purple fades Her Dowager Grace. 

I love thee, Peter’s own creation, 
I love thy stern and comely face, 
Neva’s majestic perfluctation, 
Her bankments’ granite carapace, 
The patterns laced by iron railing, 
And of thy meditative night 
The lucent dusk, the moonless paling; 
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When in my room I read and write 
Lampless, and street on street stand dreaming, 
Vast luminous gulfs, and, slimly gleaming, 
The Admiralty’s needle bright; 
And rather than let darkness smother 
The lustrous heavens’ golden light, 
One twilight glow speeds on the other 
To grant but half an hour to night. 

I love thy winter’s fierce embraces 
That leave the air all chilled and hushed, 
The sleighs by broad Neva, girls’ faces 
More brightly than the roses flushed, 
The ballroom’s sparkle, noise, and chatter, 
And at the bachelor rendezvous 
The foaming beakers’ hiss and spatter, 
The flaming punch’s flickering blue. 
I love the verve of drilling duty 
Upon the playing fields of Mars,1 
Where troops of riflemen and horse 
Turn massed precision into beauty, 
Where laureled flags in tatters stream 
Above formations finely junctured, 
And brazen helmets sway and gleam, 
In storied battles scarred and punctured. 
I love, war-queen, thy fortress pieces 
In smoke and thunder booming forth 
When the imperial spouse increases 
The sovereign lineage of the North, 
Or when their muzzles roar in token 
Of one more Russian victory, 
Or scenting spring, Neva with glee, 
Her ice-blue armor newly broken, 
In sparkling floes runs out to sea. 

Thrive, Peter’s city, flaunt thy beauty, 
Stand like unshaken Russia fast, 
Till floods and storms from chafing duty 
May turn to peace with thee at last; 
The very tides of Finland’s deep 
Their long-pent rancor then may bury, 

1 The parade grounds of St. Petersburg are called Mars Field. 



And cease with feckless spite to harry 
Tsar Peter’s everlasting sleep. 

There was a time—our memories keep 
Its horrors ever fresh and near us . . . 
Of this a tale now suffer me 
To tell before you, gentle hearers. 
A grievous story it will be. 

PART ONE 

Through Peter’s darkened city rolled 
November’s breath of autumn cold. 
Neva, her clamorous waters splashing 
Against the crest of either dike, 
Tossed in her shapely ramparts, like 
A patient on his sickbed thrashing. 
Already dark it was and late; 
A rainstorm pressed its angry spate 
At windowpanes, with moaning driven 
By dismal winds. Just then was seen 
Back from a friend’s house young Eugene— 
(A pleasant name that we have given 
The hero of our tale; what’s more, 
My pen was friends with it before.) 
His surname may go unrecorded; 
Though once, who knows but it was lauded 
In native lore, its luster keen 
Blazed by the pen of Karamzin,2 
By now the world and rumor held 
No trace of it. Our hero dwelled 
In poor Kolomna,3 humbly serving 
Some office, found the great unnerving, 
And cared for neither buried kin 
Nor legend-woven origin. 

And so tonight Eugene had wandered 
Back home, slipped off his cloak, undressed, 
Composed himself, but found no rest, 
As ill at ease he lay and pondered. 

2 Allusion to Karamzin’s monumental History of the Russian State. 
3 Then an outlying faubourg of St. Petersburg. 
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What were his thoughts? That he was poor, 
And by his labor must secure 125 
A portion of esteem and treasure; 
That God might well have eased his pains 
With wits and cash; that men of leisure, 
Endowed with luck if not with brains, 
Could idly leave him at a distance, 130 
And lead so carefree an existence! 
He thought that in the post he held 
He had attained but two years’ rating; 
That still the storm was not abating, 
And that the banked-up river swelled 135 
Still more—and since by now they surely 
Had struck the bridges down securely, 
He and Parasha must, he knew, 
Be parted for a day or two. 
And poet-like, Eugene, exhaling 140 
A sigh, fell musing on his lot: 

“Get married? I? And, yet, why not? 
Of course, it won’t be easy sailing, 
But what of that? I’m young and strong, 
Content to labor hard and long, 145 
I’ll build us soon, if not tomorrow, 
A simple nest for sweet repose 
And keep Parasha free of sorrow, 
And in a year or two, who knows, 
I may obtain a snug position, 150 
And it shall be Parasha’s mission 
To tend and rear our children . . . yes, 
So we will live, and so forever 
Will be as one, till death us sever, 
And grandsons lay us both to rest . . 155 
Thus ran his reverie. Yet sadly 
He wished that night the wind would still 
Its mournful wail, the rain less madly 
Be rattling at the windowsill. 
At last his eyelids, heavy-laden 160 
Droop into slumber . . . soon away 
The night’s tempestuous gloom is fading 
And washes into pallid day . . . 



Disastrous day! Neva all night 
Has seaward strained, in hopeless muster 
Of strength against the gale’s wild bluster, 
But now at last must yield the fight. 

From morning, throngs of people line 
The banks and marvel at the fountains 
Of spray, the foam-tipped rolling mountains 
Thrust up by the envenomed brine; 
For now Neva, her flow arrested 
By the relentless sea-wind’s force, 
Reared up in fury, backward-crested, 
And drowned the islands in her course. 
The storm more fiercely yet upsoaring, 
Neva, engorged, with swell and roaring 
As from a cauldron’s swirl released, 
Abruptly like a frenzied beast 
Leaped on the city. At her onrush 
All scattered, every place was swept 
An instant void, swift waters crept 
Into the deeply hollowed basements, 
Canals rose gushing to the casements, 
There streamed Petropolis, foam-laced, 
Like Triton foundered to the waist. 

Beset! Besieged! The vile surf charges 
Through window frames like thieves, loose barges 
Dash in the panes, stern forward wrenched. 
Street-hawkers’ trays, their covers drenched, 
Smashed cabins, roofing, rafters reeling, 
The stock-in-trade of thrifty dealing, 
The wretched gain of misery pale, 
Whole bridges loosened by the gale, 
Coffins unearthed, in horrid welter 
Float down the streets. 

In stricken gloom 
All see God’s wrath and bide their doom. 
Alas! All founders, food and shelter! 
Where now to turn? 
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That fateful year 
Our famed late sovereign still was sitting 
On Russia’s throne—he sadly here 
Upon his balcony did appear 
And owned: “For tsars there is no pitting 
Their power against the Lord’s.” His mien 
All grief, he sat and contemplated 
The fell disaster’s desolate scene. 
Into the squares to lakes dilated, 
Debouched, like riverbeds inflated, 
What had been streets. The palace stood 
Like a lone cliff the waters riding. 
The Tsar spoke out: and where they could, 
By roadways near and distant gliding, 
Upon their stormy path propelled, 
The Emperor’s generals went speeding 
To save the people, who, unheeding 
With fear, were drowning where they dwelled. 

That night, where on Tsar Peter’s square 
A corner-house4 new risen there 
Had lately on its high porch shown— 
One paw raised, as in live defiance— 
A marble pair of guardian lions: 
Astride upon the beast of stone 
There sat, his arms crossed tight, alone, 
Unmoving, deathly pale of feature, 
Eugene. He was afraid, poor creature, 
Not for himself. He did not hear 
The evil breakers crest and rear, 
His soles with greedy lashes seeking, 
Nor feel the rain splash in his face, 
Nor yet the gale with boisterous shrieking 
Tear off his hat. Impaled in space, 
His eyes held fast a distant border 
And there in frozen anguish gazed. 
There, mountainous, in wild disorder 
From depths of chaos skyward raised, 
Huge waves were towering and gloating, 
There howled the storm and played with floating 
Wreckage . . . God, God! Just there should be, 

4 The new edifice of the Ministry of War. 
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Set hard upon the inland sea, 
Close, ah, too close to that mad billow, 240 
A fence unpainted, and a willow, 
And a frail hut: there dwelt those two, 
Her mother and she, his bride bespoken, 
Long dreamed-of ... or was all he knew 
A dream, naught but an empty token 245 
All life, a wraith and no more worth, 
But Heaven’s mockery at Earth? 

And he, as by a spell enfolded, 
By irons to the marble bolted, 
Could not descend; all within sight 2 50 
Was an unending watery blight. 
And o’er Neva all spray-ensheeted, 
Its back to where Eugene still clung, 
There towered immobile, undefeated, 
Upon its bronzen charger seated, 255 
The Idol with its arm outflung. 

PART TWO 

With rack and ruin satiated, 
Neva, her wanton frenzy spent, 
At last drew back her element— 
By her own tumult still elated— 260 
And nonchalantly abdicated 
Her plunder. Thus a highwayman 
Comes bursting with his vicious clan 
Into some village, wrecking, slashing, 
Destroying, robbing—shrieks and gnashing 265 
Of teeth, alarms, oaths, outrage, roar— 
Then, heavily with booty weighted, 
Fearing pursuers, enervated, 
The band of robbers homeward pour 
And strew the wayside with their plunder. 2 70 

The waters fell, and as thereunder 
Dry footing showed, Eugene, heartsore, 
Benumbed with sorrow, fear, and wonder, 
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Made headlong for the riverside, 
Close on the barely ebbing tide. 275 
For still Neva, high triumph breathing, 
Sent angry billows upward seething 
As from live coals beneath her course, 
And still the whitecaps heaved and slanted, 
And heavily the river panted 280 
As will a battle-winded horse. 
Eugene looks round: a boat on station! 
He greets it like a revelation, 
Calls to the wherryman—and he, 
With daring unconcern, is willing 285 
To take him for a quarter-shilling 
Across that formidable sea. 

And long he struggled hard to counter 
The turmoil with his practiced strength; 
Time after time their craft, aflounder 290 
Between banked waves, seemed sure to founder 
With its rash crew—until at length 
They reached the shore. 

Eugene, fear-stricken, 
Runs down the long-familiar lane, 
By long-dear places, looks—in vain: 295 
Unknowable, a sight to sicken 
The heart, all stares in disarray, 
This flung aside, that swept away, 
Here half-uprooted cabins listed, 
There others lay all crushed and twisted, 300 
Still others stood misplaced—all round, 
Strewn as upon a battleground, 
Were scattered corpses. Barely living, 
Eugene flies onward arrow-straight, 
Worn-out with terror and misgiving, 305 
Onward to where he knows his fate 
Awaits him with a secret message, 
As it might be a sealed despatch. 
Here is the suburb now, the passage 
Down to the bay, and here the thatch . . . 
But what is this? 

310 
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He stopped, confounded. 
Retraced his steps and once more rounded 
That corner . . . stared . . . half raised a hand: 
Here is the place where it should stand, 
Here is the willow. There, remember, 
The gate stood—razed, no doubt. And where, 
Where is the house? Distraught and somber, 
He paces back and forward there, 
Talks to himself aloud, soon after 
Bursts out abruptly into laughter 
And slaps his forehead. 

Night sank down 
Upon the horror-shaken town; 
But few found sleep, in every dwelling 
They sat up telling and retelling 
About the day just past. 

Dawn’s ray 
From pallid banks of weary gray 
Gleamed down upon the silent city 
And found of yesterday’s alarm 
No trace. The purple cloak5 of pity 
Already covered recent harm 
And all returned to former calm. 
Down streets re-won for old endeavor 
Men walk as callously as ever, 
The morning’s civil service troops, 
Emerged from their nocturnal coops, 
Are off to work. Cool tradesmen labor 
To open cellar, vault, and store, 
Robbed by Neva the night before, 
The sooner to surcharge their neighbor 
For their grave loss. They carted off 
Boats from the courtyards. 

(Count Khvostov, 
A poet whom Parnassus nurses, 
Lamented in immortal verses 
The blight Neva had left behind.) 

5 This is assumed to refer either to imperial charity or to the calm 
ambiguously to both. 
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My pitiful Eugene, though—evil 345 
His lot; alas, his clouded mind 
Could not withstand the brute upheaval 
Just wrought on it. The clash and strain 
Of flood and storm forever thundered 
CTpon his ear; his thoughts a train 350 
Of horrors, wordlessly he wandered; 
Some secret vision seemed to chill 
His mind. A week—a month—and still 
Astray from home he roved and pondered. 
As for the homestead he forsook, 355 
The landlord let his vacant nook 
To some poor poet. Eugene never 
Returned to claim it back, nor took 
His left possessions. Growing ever 
More alien to the world, he strayed 360 
All day on foot till nightfall led him 
Down to the wharves to sleep. He made 
His meals of morsels people fed him 
Through windows. His poor clothing frayed 
And moldered off him. Wicked urchins 365 
Threw pebbles at his back. The searching 
Coachwhips not seldom struck him when, 
As often now, he would be lurching 
Uncertain of his course; but then 
He did not feel it for the pain 370 
Of some loud anguish in his brain. 
Thus he wore on his luckless span, 
A moot thing, neither beast nor man, 
Who knew if this world’s child, or whether 
A caller from the next. 

He slept 375 

One night by the Neva. The weather 
Was autumn-bent. An ill wind swept 
The river. Sullen swells had crept 
Up banks and steps with plash and rumble, 
As a petitioner might grumble 3&o 
Unheard outside the judge’s gate. 
Eugene woke up. The light was failing, 
The rain dripped, and the wind was wailing 



And traded through the darkness late 
Sad echoes with the watchman’s hailing . . . 

Eugene sprang up, appeared to waken 
To those remembered terrors; shaken, 
He hurried off at random, then 
Came to a sudden stop; again 
Uncertainly his glances shifted 
All round, wild panic marked his face. 
Above him the great mansion lifted 
Its columns. On the terrace-space, 
One paw raised as in live defiance, 
Stood sentinel those guardian lions, 
And high above those rails, as if 
Of altitude and darkness blended, 
There rode in bronze, one arm extended, 
The Idol on its granite cliff. 

Eugene’s heart shrank. His mind unclouding 
In dread, he knew the place again 
Where the great flood had sported then, 
Where those rapacious waves were crowding 
And round about him raged and spun— 
That square, the lions, and him—the one 
Who, bronzen countenance upslanted 
Into the dusk aloft, sat still, 
The one by whose portentous will 
The city by the sea was planted . . . 
How awesome in the gloom he rides! 
What thought upon his brow resides! 
His charger with what fiery mettle, 
His form with what dark strength endowed! 
Where will you gallop, charger proud, 
Where next your plunging hoofbeats settle? 
Oh, Destiny’s great potentate! 
Was it not thus, a towering idol 
Hard by the chasm, with iron bridle 
You reared up Russia to her fate? 

The piteous madman fell to prowling 
About the statue’s granite berth, 
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And furtively with savage scowling 
He eyed the lord of half the earth. 
His breath congealed in him, he pressed 
His brow against the chilly railing, 425 
A blur of darkness overveiling 
His eyes; a flame shot through his breast 
And made his blood seethe. Grimly louring, 
He faced the haughty image towering 
On high, and fingers clawed, teeth clenched, 430 
As if by some black spirit wrenched, 
He hissed, spite shaking him: “Up there, 
Great wonder-worker you, beware! . . 
And then abruptly wheeled to race 
Away full tilt. The dread Tsar’s face, 435 
With instantaneous fury burning, 
It seemed to him, was slowly turning . . . 
Across these empty spaces bound, 
Behind his back he heard resound, 
Like thunderclouds in rumbling anger, 440 
The deep reverberating clangor 
Of pounding hoofs that shook the ground. 
And in the moonlight’s pallid glamour 
Rides high upon his charging brute, 
One hand stretched out, ’mid echoing clamor 445 
The Bronze Horseman in pursuit. 
And all through that long night, no matter 
What road the frantic wretch might take, 
There still would pound with ponderous clatter 
The Bronze Horseman in his wake. 450 

And ever since, when in his erring 
He chanced upon that square again, 
They saw a sick confusion blurring 
His features. One hand swiftly then 
Flew to his breast, as if containing 455 
The anguished heart’s affrighted straining; 
His worn-out cap he then would raise, 
Cast to the ground a troubled gaze 
And slink aside. 
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A little island 
Lies off the coast. There now and then 460 

A stray belated fisherman 
Will beach his net at dusk and, silent, 
Cook his poor supper by the shore, 
Or, on his Sunday recreation 
A boating clerk might rest his oar 465 
By that bleak isle. There no green thing 
Will grow; and there the inundation 
Had washed up in its frolicking 
A frail old cottage. It lay stranded 
Above the tide like weathered brush, 470 
Until last spring a barge was landed 
To haul it off. It was all crushed 
And bare. xA.gainst the threshold carried, 
Here lay asprawl my luckless knave, 
And here in charity they buried 475 
The chill corpse in a pauper’s grave. 



Selected Stanzas from Eugene Onegin 

A NOVEL IN VERSE 



EUGENE ONEGIN [ 1823-1831 ] 

Introductory Note 

Pushkin’s mature art is concrete and of this world, humanly dimen¬ 
sioned, capable even of homey simplicity, though never petty or 
stuffy. It remains craftsmanlike and lucid even in the noblest flights 
of his early and, occasionally, late mode of Schilleresque pathos— 
the vein of “The Dagger” and “Liberty,” and of the prologue to 
The Bronze Horseman. It does not shroud itself in the trailing 
draperies of diffuse cerebration or melt in the aquarelle sentimental¬ 
ism that marks much of contemporary romanticism and inheres, to 
name a prominent example, in the very conceptual structure of 
Goethe’s Faust. Although Pushkin pays Goethe the tribute of a 
distant and in large part, one suspects, dutiful and hearsay admira¬ 
tion, he would assuredly have snorted unprintably at such gaucheries 
of Goethean invention as Homunculus in his flood-lit sputnik, that 
curious amphibious Montgolfier of hot air, or that even more flatu¬ 
lent and even less durably buoyant classicist yeast cake, the hop- 
skip-and-jump-to-glory skirt-chaser, Euphorion-Byron. The some¬ 
what murky and infelicitous threnode to Byron in Faust 11 (lines 
9907 to 9938) contrasts very instructively with Pushkin’s terse and 
inspired lines to the same Continental idol in “To the Sea,” con¬ 
ceived roughly simultaneously. 

Not that Pushkin is always simple in form or earthbound in con¬ 
ception. Some of his structures, large and small, notably Tsar 
Saltan and Eugene Onegin, partake of the involute intricacy of a 
Chinese chess set; but they remain free of any cargo of bizarre sym¬ 
bolisms or clutter of baroque detail. Their complexity of structure 
and viewpoint is reminiscent rather—in a more purposeful and less 
mannered way—of the conceits that amused certain artists of the 
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries; those painted vistas, say, of 
the interior perspectives of a picture gallery. You enter the frame 
of the painting, as Alice entered her looking glass, and gain a lim¬ 
ited, multiply abstracted, but infinitely suggestive view of a world 
of little worlds: foreshortened corridors alive with miniature por- 



One oj Pushkin’s notebooks, opened to the first stanza of eugene 
ONEGIN. 

traits and landscapes and interiors in every manner and style, 

usually authentic and recognizable works, with mirrors placed here 

and there to double and quadruple, remove and ironize the sights, 

and doors half-open to glimpses of receding halls and cabinets and 

more corridors. There is a modest example of the kind in the Her¬ 

mitage, and some finer ones in West European galleries. The finest 

of them all is Eugene Onegin. 

For expert and far-ranging commentary on Pushkin’s central work, 

Eugene Onegin, see volumes II and III of Vladimir Nabokov’s Aleks¬ 

andr Pushkin, Eugene Onegin, Bollingen Series, LXXII (New York : 

Pantheon Books, 1964). A succinct introduction to the work and a full 
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translation in the metric form of the original are found in the latest 

edition of my own Alexander Pushkin: Eugene Onegin; A New Trans¬ 

lation in the Onegin Stanza (New York: Dutton Paperbacks, 1963). 

Selected Stanzas from EUGENE ONEGIN 

I, 1 
“Now that he is in grave condition, 
My uncle, decorous old dunce, 
Has won respectful recognition 
And done a clever thing for once. 
His act should be a guide to others; 5 
But what a bore, I ask you, brothers, 
To tend a patient night and day 
And venture not a step away! 
Is there hypocrisy more glaring 
Than to amuse one all but dead, 10 
Adjust the pillow for his head, 
Dose him with melancholy bearing, 
And think behind a public sigh: 
Deuce take you, step on it and die! ” 

1, a 
Thus a young good-for-nothing muses, 
As in the dust his post-wheels spin, 
By a decree of sovereign Zeus’s 
The extant heir to all his kin. 
Friends of Ruslan and of Ljudmila!1 5 
Allow me, with no cautious feeler 
Or foreword, to present at once 
The hero of my new romance: 
Onegin, a dear friend of mine, 
Born where Neva flows, and where you, 10 

1 See Introduction, page xxx. 



I daresay, gentle reader, too 
Were born, or once were wont to shine; 
There I myself once used to be: 
The North, though, disagrees with me.2 

ii, i 
The manor where Onegin fretted 
Was so enchanting a retreat, 
No simple soul would have regretted 
Exile so pastoral and sweet: 
The manor house leaned, well secluded, 5 
Against a hill, no wind intruded, 
Close by a stream flowed; and away 
There stretched a shimmering array 
Of meads and cornfields gold-brocaded, 
And hamlets winked; across the grass io 
A wandering herd would slowly pass; 
Umbrageous arbors densely shaded 
A park, far-rambling and unkempt, 
Where sheltered dryads mused and dreamt. 

II, 2 

The mansion had been built for leisure, 
As stately houses ought to be, 
Hewn to the calm and rugged measure 
Of our astute antiquity. 
Room after room with lofty ceiling, 5 
A tapestried salon, revealing 
Ancestral3 portraits hung in file 
And stoves of many-colored tile. 
All this has now been superseded, 
Exactly why, I never learned; 10 
But where Onegin was concerned, 
In any case it was unneeded, 
Because he yawned with equal gloom 
In any style of drawing room. 

2 Allusion to Pushkin’s recent banishment from St. Petersburg for writing sub¬ 
versive poetry. 

3 The manuscripts have either "tsars” or "ancestors” here; presumably it was 
suspected that the censor might take umbrage at the notion that displaying por¬ 
traits of tsars was old-fashioned. 
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III, 22 

With beauties have I been acquainted 
As pure as winter and as kind, 
Untouched, untempted, and untainted 
Inviolate even to the mind; 
I have admired their self-possession, 
Their innate virtue and discretion, 
And run for cover, I avow, 
As if beholding at their brow 
The dread inscription over Hades: 
“Abandon hope who enter here.” 
To kindle feeling strikes with fear, 
And to repel, delights these ladies. 
On the Neva’s banks, I dare say 
You have met vestals such as they. 

ni, 23 

And others shine there, proudly wielding 
Adherents to their service bent, 
Themselves complacently unyielding 
To passion’s plea and blandishment. 
And what was I amazed to witness? 
When with a show of rigid fitness 
They’ve driven bashful love away, 
They lure it back into the fray 
By a judicious use of kindness: 
The words at any rate appear 
At times less formal and severe— 
And with impressionable blindness 
The love-game’s innocent recruit 
Returns to the inane pursuit. 

m,25 

A flirt allures with calculation, 
Tatyana’s love is his to keep, 
Without reserve or hesitation, 
As dear as children’s and as deep. 

5 

10 

5 

10 



She has not learned to whisper: tarry— 
With choicer bait to trap the quarry 
The more securely in the net, 
Designing here with hope to whet 
Vainglory, there to leave suspended 
The doubting heart, then stoke desire 
To higher blaze with jealous fire, 
Lest, ardor in fulfillment ended, 
The cunning slave should entertain 
A restless urge to slip his chain. 

IV, 38,39 

Reposeful slumber, reading, rambling, 
The purl of brooks, the sylvan shades, 
Betweentimes fresh young kisses sampling 
From creamy-skinned and black-eyed maids, 
An eager mount, to rein obedient, 
Light dinner taken when expedient, 
A glass or two of gleaming wine, 
Seclusion, hush: thus in divine 
Simplicity his life proceeded; 
Unfeelingly, without a care, 
He sipped its sweetness, unaware 
Of summer’s shining gait; unheeded 
Alike his urban friends and treats 
And tedious holiday conceits. 

IV, 40 

And yet our northern summer season 
Like southern winter comes, and lo, 
Is gone, and though for some odd reason 
We won’t admit it, it is so. 
Autumn was in the air already, 
The sun’s gay sparkle grew unsteady, 
The timeless day became more brief; 
The forest, long in darkling leaf, 
Unclothed itself with mournful rustle; 
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The fields were wrapped in misty fleece, 10 
A raucous caravan of geese 
Winged southward; after summer’s bustle 
A duller season was at hand: 
November hovered overland. 

IV, 41 

Through frigid haze the dawn resurges, 
Abroad the harvest sounds abate; 
And soon the hungry wolf emerges 
Upon the highway with his mate. 
His scent scares into snorting flurries 5 
The trudging horse; the traveler hurries 
His way uphill in wary haste. 
No longer are the cattle chased 
Out of the byre at dawn, the thinning 
Horn notes of cowherds cease the tune 10 
That rounds them up again at noon. 
Indoors the maiden sings at spinning 
Before the crackling pine-flare light 
Companion of the winter night. 

IV, 42 

At last a crackling frost enfolded 
Fields silvered o’er with early snows: 
(All right—who am I to withhold it, 
The rhyme you knew was coming—rose!) 
The ice-clad river’s polished luster 
No stylish ballroom floor could muster; 
A joyous swarm of urchins grates 
The frozen sheet with ringing skates. 
A cumbrous goose on ruddy paddies 
Comes waddling down the bank to swim, 10 
Steps gingerly across the rim, 
Slithers and falls; in swirling eddies 
Descends the virgin snow and pranks 
And showers stars upon the banks. 

1
0

 



What in those winterbound recesses 
To do? Take walks? One must agree, 
The somber countryside depresses 
With its austere monotony. 
Across the frozen steppes to gallop? 
Your horse, its iron’s blunted scallop 
Caught on a vicious icy clot, 
Will have a fall, as like as not. 
Stay in your cell and read: the highlights 
Are Pradt and Walter Scott. No good? 
Not interested? Well, you could 
Check ledgers, sulk, drink—the long twilights 
Will somehow pass, tomorrow’s too, 
And so the whole gay winter through! 

V,I 

Fall lingered on as if it never 
Would leave the countryside that year, 
While Nature seemed to wait forever 
For winter. Snow did not appear 
Till the third January morning. 
Up early, Tanya without warning 
Finds roofs and fences overnight 
Turned to exhilarating white, 
Her window laced with subtle etching, 
The trees with wintry silver starred, 
Pert magpies sporting in the yard, 
The softly covered hilltops stretching 
’Neath winter’s scintillating shawl. . . . 
And clear is all, and white is all. 

V, 2 

Winter . . . the peasant, feeling festive, 
Breaks in a track with sled and horse; 
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Sensing the snow, his nag is restive 
And shambles at a trot of sorts; 
Here passes, powdery furrows tracing, 
A spirited kibitka4 racing, 
The coachman, on his box ahead, 
In sheepskin coat and sash of red. 
There runs a houseboy, having chosen 
To seat his “Rover” on a sled, 
Himself hitched up in charger’s stead; 
The rascal feels one finger, frozen 
Already, with a wince and grin, 
While Mother shakes her fist within. 

V, 11 

A wondrous dream Tatyana’s dreaming. 
It seems to her that she is out 
On foot in wintry lowland gleaming 
With snow; drear fog shrouds all about; 
Ahead among the snowdrifts dipping, 
Its angry waters swirling, ripping, 
In somber grayness roared and strained 
A stream, by winter not enchained. 
Two slender boughs, ice-welded halfway 
Afford a parlous, swaying bridge 
Between the near and yonder ridge: 
Across the roaring gulf her path lay, 
And here, to nameless dread a prey, 
Tatyana halted on her way. 

V, 12 

The stream, like rankling separation, 
Moves her to chide it, as it were; 
There’s no one at the further station 
To stretch a helping hand to her; 
But there—a snowdrift heaves and surges, 
And from beneath it who emerges? 
A bear, disheveled all and swarth; 
Tanya cries out, he stretches forth 

4 Light cart or sleigh with a hood. 

5 

10 

5 

10 

5 



A mighty paw with razor talons 
And growls; she with a shrinking hand 
Supports herself upon it, and 
In tremulously halting balance 
Is borne across the torrent there; 
And then—the bear comes after her! 

V,i3 

She dares no backward glance, unable 
To spur her hurried steps enough, 
And still the groom in shaggy sable 
Refuses to be shaken off; 
Still onward crashed the fiend and shuffled. 
Woods loom ahead; tall firs unruffled 
In their beclouded beauty frown, 
Their sloping branches all weighed down 
With pads of snow. Through the denuded 
Treetops of linden, birch, and ash 
The rays of heaven’s lanterns flash. 
No path leads here; all blurred and hooded 
The brush and hillsides rise and fall, 
Enveloped deep in snowy pall. 

VI, 44 

With new temptations I am lusting, 
With yet untasted sorrow sad; 
The first I find myself mistrusting, 
And hanker for the grief I had. 
Oh, dreams, my dreams, where is your sweetness 
Oh, youth’s (the rhyme fair beckons) fleetness! 
Can it be really true at last, 
Its lovely bloom is past, is past, 
In truth, in sober earnest ended? 
All elegiac pose aside, 
The springtime of my days has hied 
(As hitherto I just pretended) ? 
Is it irrevocably noon? 
Shall I be really thirty soon? 
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VI, 45 

The afternoon of life is starting, 
I see I must confront this truth. 
So be it: friendly be our parting, 
Oh nimble season of my youth! 
For your delights my thanks I render, 5 
For bitter grief, for torment tender, 
For feasts and turmoil, storm and shine, 
For all the bounty that was mine, 
I render thanks to you. Your gladness, 
Alike in tumult and in calm, 10 
I relished, without stint or qualm; 
Enough! I leave you, not in sadness, 
Embarking for another shore, 
To rest from what I knew before. 

VI, 46 

One backward glance; farewell, dear settings 
Where my lone days were used to roll, 
Instinct with ease and passion’s frettings 
And musings of the pensive soul. 
But you, my verdant inspiration, 5 
Keep ever green imagination, 
Come winging oftener to this part; 
Come quickening the slumbrous heart, 
Let not the poet’s soul grow frigid, 
Or coarsen to a cruder cast 10 
And turn to lifeless stone at last, 
With worldly stupor numb and rigid, 
In that vile quicksand where we lie 
And wallow, brothers, you and I! 

VII, 1 

The snows from the surrounding mountains, 
By spring’s insistent rays beset, 
By now cascade in turbid fountains 
On meads already glistening wet, 



And Nature from her slumber breaking 
Greets with a smile the year’s awaking. 
The sky renews its azure sheen, 
And with a downy haze of green 
The still transparent forest rallies, 
While from her waxen cell the bee 
Goes gathering the meadow-fee. 
Gay hues invade the drying valleys, 
Herds rustle, and the twilight hush 
Has thrilled to nightingale and thrush. 

VII, 2 

How I am saddened by your coming, 
Oh time of love, oh time of bud! 
What languid throb you send benumbing 
Into my soul, into my blood! 
How laggardly enchantment seizes 
The heart, as spring’s returning breezes 
Waft to my face in silken rush 
Here in the green secluded hush! 
Have I become so alienated 
From all things that exult and glow, 
All things that joy and life bestow, 
That now they find me dull and sated, 
And all seems pale as burnt-out coal 
To the long-since insentient soul? 

VII, 6 

By rolling mountains half-surrounded, 
Come, let us wander where one sees 
A brook meander, meadow-bounded, 
Across a grove of linden trees. 
Nightlong, the nightingale, spring’s lover, 
Sings there, and heather roses hover 
Above the coursing water’s drone; 
And here a tomb and graven stone— 
Two venerable firs impart it 
Their shadow—tell the passing guest: 
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“Vladimir Lensky here found rest, 
Who met death young and eager-hearted; 
Such was the year, so long his lease. 
Fair youth and poet, sleep in peace.” 

VII, 7 

There, for a time, when night had ended, 
On a low branch one might discern 
A wreath, by unknown hand suspended, 
Asway above the tranquil urn; 
And for a time, two maidens yonder 5 
At leisured eventide would wander 
And by the rising moon be found 
In mingled tears upon the mound. 
But now . . . the mournful shrine is never 
Sought out; the trail that passed beneath, 10 
Untrod; the fir branch bears no wreath. 
Alone the shepherd sings as ever, 
Grizzled and frail, his simple air 
And plaits his artless sandal there. 

VIII, 1 

When in the parks of the Lyceum 
A carefree flower life I led, 
And eagerly read Apuleium, 
But Ciceronem left unread, 
In springtime, when the stillness brought us 5 

But swan calls over gleaming waters, 
In valleys charged with mystery 
The Muse began to visit me. 
Into my monkish study breaking 
Like sudden dawn, she would ignite 10 
Gay fireworks of fancy-flight 
And sing of childish merrymaking, 
Our glorious dawn’s heroic themes, 
The heart’s first palpitating dreams. 



VIII, 2 

And lo, the public smiled, and served us 
The fairy food of early fame; 
Derzhavin in old age observed us 
And, gravebound, with his blessings came . . . 

VIII, 3 

And I, for single law declaring 
The passions’ arbitrary cues, 
My joys with chance companions sharing— 
I brought my enterprising Muse 
To roaring feasts and altercations, 
Patrolmen’s midnight imprecations, 
And she among that boisterous horde 
Exultantly her bounty poured, 
Like a bacchante joined their revels, 
And singing songs across her glass, 
Was wooed with many a wanton pass 
By those long-vanished gay young devils; 
While I was proud to show and share 
My giddy young companion there. 

VIII, 4 

But angry fortune glared upon me 
And drove me far . . . She left me not, 
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My tender maid, and often won me 
Sweet respite with a wondrous plot 
That charmed the burden off my shoulders. 
How often, ’mid Caucasian boulders 
On moonlit gallops it was she 
Who, like Lenore, rode with me! 
How often by the Tauris’ waters 
She led the way through misty caves 
Of night, to hear the murmuring waves, 
The endless lisp of Nereus’ daughters, 
The breakers’ deep, eternal choir 
In praise of all creation’s sire! 

VIII, 5 

The capital’s ado and glitter 
Forsworn as soon as left behind, 
She roamed the humble tents of bitter 
Moldavia, and found them kind. 
In that bleak wilderness she rambled 
With wandering tribes, and soon resembled 
Her hosts, forgot for their scant tongue 
That of the gods whence she had sprung, 
And learned the airs of that steppe pleasance. 
Then—sudden shift of scene all round— 
In my own garden she was found, 
Clothed in a country damsel’s presence, 
In wistful musing steeped her glance, 
And in her hand a book from France. 

5 

io 

5 

io 





THE ORIGINALS 

WITH LINEAR TRANSLATIONS 



CTUxoTGopenuR 

BOJIbHOCTb [1817] 

o A A 

Bern, coKpoficfl ot ohch, 

IjHTepbi cAa6aa yapHya! 
r^e Tbi, rAe Tbi, rpo3a yapen, 

CBo6oAbi ropAaB neBHya? 
npHAH, COpBH C MeHB BeHOK, 

Pa36en H3He>KeHHyK) AHpy... 

Xony BocneTb CBo6oAy MHpy, 

Ha TpoHax nopa3HTb nopon. 

Otkpoh MHe 6AaropoAHbiH caca 

Toro B03BbimeHHoro raAAa, 

KoMy caMa cpeAb CAaBHbix 6eA 

Tbi rHMHbi cMeAbie BHyuiaAa. 

rillTON^bl BeTpeHOH CyAb6bI, 

TnpaHbi MHpa! TpeneiijHTe! 

A Bbl, My>KaHTeCb H BH€MAHTe, 

BoccraHbTe, naAinne pa6bi! 

Ysbi! KyAa hh 6pomy B3op — 

Be3Ae 6hhh, Be3Ae ?KeAe3bi, 
3aK0H0B TH6eAbHbIH n030p, 

Hcboah HeMoigHbie CAe3bi; 

Be3Ae HenpaBeAHan BAacTb 
B cryixjeHHOH MrAe npeApaccyasAeHHH 

BocceAa — Pa6cTBa rposHbin TeHHH 

H CAaBbI pOKOBaH CTpaCTb. 



Shorter T^oems 

LIBERTY [1817] 

ODE 

Flee, vanish from [my] eyes, 

Cythera’s feeble princess! 

Where [art] thou, where [art] thou, bane of kings, 
Freedom’s proud singer? 
Come, tear from me the wreath, 
Smash the effeminate lyre . . . 
I want to sing [of] Freedom for the world, 
Strike [at] vice upon thrones. 

Unveil to me the noble trail 
Of that exalted Gaul 
In whom thyself ’mid famed calamities 
Thou didst inspire audacious hymns. 
Fosterlings of flighty Destiny, 
Tyrants of the world! Tremble! 
And ye, take heart like men and hearken, 
Rise up, fallen slaves! 

Alas! Wherever I cast [my] gaze— 
Everywhere scourges, everywhere irons, 
The laws’ pernicious sham, 
Serfdom’s powerless tears; 
Everywhere lawless Authority 
In thickened fog of prejudices 
Has settled—Slavery’s dread Genius 
And Glory’s fateful passion. 



Arniib TaM HaA yapCKoio rAaBon 
HapoAOB ne AerAo cTpaAanbe, 

rAe KpenKO C BoAbHOCTbK) CBHTOH 

3aK0H0B Mom,Hbix coneTaHbe; 

BceM npocTepT hx TBepAbiH iijht, 

r^e C^KaTblH BepHbIMH pyK3MH 

rpa>KAaH HaA paBHbIMH TAaBaMH 

Hx Men 6e3 Bbi6opa cK0Ab3HT 

H npecTynAenbe cBbicona 

Cpa^KaeT ripaBeAHbiM pa3MaxoM; 

T^e He noAKynHa hx pyna 

Hh aAHHOH CKynOCTbK), HH CTpaXOM. 

BAa^blKH! BaM BeHey H TpOH 

JX&tT 3aK0H — a He npnpoAa; 

CioHTe Bbime Bbi HapoAa, 

Ho BeHHblH Bbime Bac 3aK0H. 

H rope, rope nAeMeHaM, 
r^e ApeMAeT oh HeocToponsno, 

r^e HAb HapoAy, HAb Hap AM 

3aK0H0M BAaCTBOBaTb B03MOH<Ho! 

Te6n B CBHAeTeAH 30By, 

O MyneHHK oujh6ok cAaBHbix, 

3a npeAKOB b rnyMe 6ypb HeAaBHbix 
Caohshbihhh ^pcKyio rAaBy. 

BoCXOAHT K CMepTH Aioaobhk 

B BHAy 6e3MOABHOrO IlOTOMCTBa, 
TAaBOH pa3BeHHaHH0H npHHHK 
K KpoBaBOH nAaxe BepoAOMCTBa. 

Moahht 3aKOH — HapoA moahht, 

IlaAeT npecTynHan ceKHpa... 
H ce — 3A0AeHCKafl nop(J)Hpa 

Ha raAAax cKOBaHHbix acjkht. 

CaMOBAaCTHTeAbHblH 3aOACh! 

Te6A, tboh TpOH a HeHaBHHiy, 

Tbok) norn6eAb, cMepTb a~toh 

C JKCCTOKOH paAOCTHK) BH*Ky. 
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There only on the royal head 25 
[The guilt of] the nations’ suffering has not come to lie 
Where strong with sacred Liberty 
Is mighty laws’ conjunction 
Where to all is proffered their firm shield, 
Where, grasped by the faithful hands 30 
Of the citizens, over equal heads 
Their sword glides without choice 

And strikes transgression from on high 

With righteous impact; 
Where incorruptible is their hand 35 
By either avid greed or dread. 
Potentates! to you crowm and throne 
The Law gives—and not nature; 
Ye stand higher than the nation, 
But higher than ye eternal Law. 40 

And woe, woe to the tribe 
Where it incautiously slumbers, 
Where either for nations or for kings 
It is possible to overrule the laws! 
Thee I call to witness, 45 
Oh, martyr of notorious errors, 
Who for [his] forebears in the roar of recent storms 
Laid down his royal head. 

Up to his death steps Louis 
In the sight of speechless posterity, 5° 
[His] uncrowned head he bowed 
To the bloody scaffold of Mutiny. 
Silent the Law—silent the nation, 
There falls the criminal axe . . . 
And lo—a villainous purple 55 
Lies on the shackled Gauls. 

Autocratic Miscreant! 
Thee, thy throne I abhor, 
Thy downfall, [thy] children’s death 

With cruel joy I see. 60 



168 ] 

HmaiOT Ha TBoe.M neAe 

rienaTb n p ok a h t h h napoAbi, 

Tbi yraac MHpa, ctma npHpoA'bi, 

YnpeK Tbi 6ory Ha 3eMAe. 

KorAa Ha MpanHyio HeBy 

3bc3 ab noAyHOHH cBepKaeT 
H 6e33a6oTHyio rAasy 

C no K O H H bl H COH OTHTOLUjaeT, 

Tahaht 3aAyMHHBbiH neseH, 

Ha rpo3Ho cnHLU,HH cpeAb TyMana 

riyCTblHHblH naMHTHHK T H p a H a, 

3a6B6HbIO 6pOUI8HHbIH ABOpCH, -- 

H CAbllHHT KaHH CTpaUIHblH TABC, 

3a CHMH CTpaiHHblMH CTeHaMH, 

KaAHryAbi nocAeAHHH nac 

Oh bhaht >khbo npeA onaMH, 

Oh bhaht — b AeHTax h 3Be3Aax, 

Bhhom h 3ao6oh ynoeHHbi, 

HAyT y6HHu,bi noTaeHHbi, 

Ha AHyax Aep30CTb, b cepAye CTpax. 

MoAHHT HeBepHblH HaCOBOH, 

OnyureH MOAna moct noA'beMHbin, 

BpaTa OTBepCTbl B TbM€ HQHHOH 

PyKOH npCABTeAbCTBa HaeMHOH... 

O ctma! o ynsac HauiHx ahbh! 

KaK 3B8pH, BTOprAHCb HHblHapbl!.- 

l~laAyT 6eccAaBHbie yAapbi... 

IlorH6 yBeHnaHHbiH 3A0AeH. 

H AHecb yHHTecb, o u,apH: 

Hh HaKa3aHbH, hh HarpaAbi, 

Hh KpOB TeMHHH,, HH aATapH 

He BepHbie a ah Bac orpaAbi. 

CKAOHHTeCb nepBbie TAaBOH 

n0A ceHb HaAe^KHyio 3aKOHa, 

H cTaHyT BeHHOH cTpa^en TpOHa 

HapOAOB BOAbHOCTb H ITOKOH. 

65 

70 

75 

80 

85 

90 

95 
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The nations read upon thy brow 
The stamp of execration, 
Thou [art] the horror of the world, the shame of nature, 
Thou a reproach to God on earth. 

When on the somber Neva 65 
The star of midnight sparkles, 
And the carefree head 
Quiet sleep weighs down, 
The pensive singer gazes 
Upon the menacingly sleeping ’mid the haze 70 
Desolate monument of the tyrant, 
The palace deserted to oblivion— 

And hears the awesome voice of Clio 
Behind those awesome walls, 
Caligula’s last hour 
He sees vividly before [his] eyes, 
He sees—in ribbons and stars, 
By wine and spite intoxicated, 
Go the clandestine murderers, 
On [their] faces, insolence, in the heart, terror. 

Silent is the faithless sentinel, 
Let down in silence the drawbridge, 
The gate unlocked in the nocturnal gloom 
By treason’s hired hand . . . 
Oh, shame; oh, horror of our days! 85 
Like beasts, the janissaries have thrust in! . . . 

There fall the ignominious blows . . . 
The crowned miscreant has perished. 

And henceforth learn, oh, kings: 
Neither punishment nor rewards, 90 
Neither the cover of dungeons nor altars 
Are faithful barricades for you. 
Be the first to bow your head[s] 
Beneath the trusty shelter of the Law, 
And there will stand eternal guard of the throne 
The nations’ freedom and content. 

75 

80 

95 
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K HAA^AEBY [ 1818 ] 

Ak)6bH, HaAe^KAbl, THXOH CAaEbI 

He^OAro hokha Hac o6MaH, 

Hcne3AH lOHbie 3a6aBbi, 

Kai< coh, Kan yTpeHHHH TyMan; 

Ho b Hac ropHT euje jKeAaHbe, 5 

n0A I’HeTOM BAaCTH pOKOBOH 

HeTepneAHBoio Ayinofi 

OTHH3HbI BHCMAeM npH3bIBaHbe. 

MbI JKAeM C TOMAeHbeM ynOBaHbH 

MnHyTbl BOAbHOCTH CBHTOH, 10 

KaK 2KACT aio6obhhk MOAOAOH 

MnHyTbl BepHOrO CBHAaHbfl. 

rioKa cbo6oaoio ropHM, 

IloKa cepAUa aab necTH jkhbm, 
Mow Apyr, 0THH3H6 nOCBHTHM 

/[yuiH npenpacHbie nopbiBbi! 

ToBapniij, Bepb: B30HAeT oHa, 
3Be3Aa riAeHHTeAbHoro cnacTbH, 

PoCCHfl BCnpHHeT OTO CHa, 

H Ha oSAOMKax caMOBAacrbH 20 

HannmyT Hainn HMeHa! 

ABTOPy 
«HCTOPHH TOCy^APCTBA POCCHMCKOrO» [ 1818 ] 

B ero «McTOpHH» H3Hm,H0CTb, npocTOTa 

J],0Ka3biBaK)T HaM, 6e3 bchkoto npHCTpacTba, 
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TO CHAADAEV1 [ 1818 ] 

Of love, of hope, of quiet glory 
Not long I nursed the self-deceit, 
Vanished are adolescent dallies 
Like a dream, like the morning mist; 
But still desire burns within us; 5 
Beneath the press of fateful power 
With impatient soul 
We hark the native country’s summons. 
We bide with yearning expectation 
The moment of sacred liberty, 10 
As the young lover bides 
The moment of the promised meeting. 
The while with liberty we burn, 
The while our hearts are quick for honor, 
My friend, to our land we dedicate 15 
The soul’s exquisite raptures! 
Comrade, believe: it will arise, 
The star of captivating bliss, 
Russia will rouse herself from sleep, 
And on the ruins of despotism 20 
Our names will be inscribed! 

1 Petr Yakovlevic Chaadaev or Chadaev (1793-1856), Western-oriented Russian 
philosopher who in his late twenties began to circulate, in French manuscript, his 
Lettres philosophiques. They contained a profound critique of Russian historical 
evolution on premises of a quasi-Catholic world view. The first of these Letters, 
published in Russian in 1836, caused the journal Telescope to be shut down, and 
Chaadaev to be declared insane and put under house arrest. Pushkin had known 
and admired him ever since Chaadaev was stationed at Tsarskoe Selo as a young 
officer. 

TO THE AUTHOR OF 
HISTORY OF THE RUSSIAN STATE1 [ 1818 ] 

In his History elegance, simplicity 
Prove to us without fear or favor 

1 N. M. Karamzin (1766-1826), the noted stylist and pioneer of new literary 
movements, whose famous History was conservative and strongly monarchist in 
tone. 



Heo6xoAHMOCTb caMOBJiacTbH 
H npejiecTH KHyTa. 
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HCTOPHfl CTHXOTBOPIJA [ 1818 ] 

BHHMaeT OH npHBbiHHbIM yXOM 

Cbhct; 

MapaeT oh cahhwm AyxoM 

Ahct; 
IloTOM BceMy Tep3aeT cBeTy 

Cxyx; 
rioTOM nenaTaeT — h b AeTy 

Byx! 

ftEPEBHH [ 1819 ] 

1 IpHBeTCTByio Te6n, nycTbiHHbin yroAOK, 

npPIIOT CHOKOHCTBHH, TpyAOB H BAOXHOB6HbH, 

TAe AbeTCB A Hen MOHX HeBHAHMblH nOTOK 

Ha AOHe cnacTbH h 3a6BeHba. 

H tboh — h npoMeHBA nopOHHbiH ABOp ynpyeii, 

PoCKOHIHbie HHpbl, 33.6aBbI, 3a6Ay?KAeHb^ 

Ha MHpHblH UiyM Ay6pOB, Ha THIHHHy nOAen, 

Ha npa3AH0CTb BOAbHyio, noApyry pa3MbimACHbH. 

H tboh — ak>6ak> ceil temhbih caA 

C ero npoxAaAOH h nbetamh, 

Cefi Ayr, ycraBAeHHbiH AyinncTbiMH cKHpAaMH, 

FaC CBeTAbie pyHbH B KyCTapHHKaX HIyMHT. 

Be3Ae riepeAO mhoh noABH/KHbie kapthhbi: 

3Aecb BH>Ky AByx 03ep Aa3ypHbie paBHHHbi, 

rAe napyc pbi6apn 6eAeeT HHorAa, 

3a HHMH pHA XOAMOB H HIIBbl nOAOCaTbl, 

5 

5 

10 

15 



The inevitability of autocracy 
And the charms of the knout. 

SHORTER POEMS [173 

HISTORY OF A VERSIFIER [ 1818 ] 

He perceives with accustomed ear a 
“Whoosh”; 

Bedabbles singlemindedly the 
Page; 

Then victimizes everybody’s 
Ear; 

Then publishes—and into Lethe 
Splash! 

IN THE COUNTRY [ 1819 ] 

I greet thee, isolated nook, 
Refuge of quietude, of toils and inspiration, 
Where flows the invisible current of my days 

In the lap of happiness and oblivion. 
I am thine—I have exchanged the sinful court of Circes, 
Luxurious feasts, amusements, dissipations, 
For the peaceful rustle of oak groves, for the quiet of fields, 
For free idleness, the friend of reflection. 

I am thine—I love this dark garden 
With its cool and flowers, 1 

This meadow, studded with fragrant hay-ricks, 
Where bright streams murmur in the bushes. 
Everywhere before me [are] animated pictures: 
Here I see two lakes’ azure expanses, 
Where the sail of a fisherman whitely shines at times, 1 
Behind them a row of hills and striped cornfields, 

5 

5 

0 

5 



B#a\H paccbinaHHbie xaTbi, 

Ha BAa^KHbix 6eperax 6poAam,He cTa/ta, 

O B H H bl 4 bl M H bl e H MeAbHHgbl K p H A a T bl J 

Be3Ae CAe^bi AOBOAbCTBa h TpyAa... 

B 3AeCb, OT CyeTHbIX OKOB OCBo6o^KAeHHbIH, 

y^yCB B HCTHHe 6Aa>KeHCTBO HaXOAHTb, 

Cbo6oAHOK) AyiHOH 3aK0H 6orOTBOpHTb, 
PonTaHbio He BHHMaTb TOAnbi HenpocBemeHHOH, 

ynacTbeM oTBenaTb 3acTeHHHboh MOAb6e 

H He 3aBHA0BaTb cyAfc>6e 

3aoach HAb rAynga — b bcahhhh HenpaBOM. 

OpaKyAbi BeKOB, 3Aecb Bonpouiaio Bac! 

B yeAHHenbe b e a h h a bom 

CAbiiuHee Bam oTpaAHbin rAac. 
Oh tohht AeHH coh yrpioMbiH, 

K TpyAaM poH^AaeT >nap bo MHe, 

H BaiUH TBopnecKne AyMbi 

B AyUieBHOH 3peiOT TAy6HHe. 

Ho MbicAb yniacHan 3Aecb Aymy oMpanaei: 

CpeAH u,BeTyihhx hhb h rop 

^pyr neAOBeqecTBa nenaAbHo 3aMenaeT 

Be3Ae HeBe^KecxBa y6HHCTBeHHbin nosop. 

He BHAfl CAe3, He bhcmah cTOHa, 

Ha nary6y AiOAen H36paHHoe cyAb6on, 

3Aecb 6apCT8o AHKoe, 6e3 nyBCTBa, 6e3 saKOHa, 

npHCBOHAO ce6e HaCHAbCTEeHHOH A030H 

H TpyA, H C06CTBeHH0CTb, H BpeMH SeMACAeAbga. 

CKAOHACb Ha Hy^KAbiH nAyr, noKopCTByn 6hh3.m, 

3Aecb pa6cTBo Toigee BAanHTCH no 6pa3A,aM 

HeyMOAHMoro BAaAeAbna. 

3Aecb THrocTHbiH HpeM ao rpo6a BCe BAeKyT, 

HaAe^KA h cKAOHHocTen b Ayme nnTaTb He cmch, 

3Aecb AeBbi K)Hbie u,BeTyT 

/[ah npnxoTH 6ecnyBCTBeHHOH 3aoAen. 

Onopa MHA3H CTapeiOIgHX OTUOB, 

MAaAble CblHOBbB, TOBapHIgH TpyAOB, 

H3 XHHSHHbl pOAHOH HAyT CO60H yMHO>KHTb 

/^BOpOBbie TOAnbi H3MyneHHbIX pa6oB. 
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In the distance scattered huts, 
Wandering cattle on the humid banks, 
Smoky drying-sheds and winged windmills; 

Everywhere traces of contentment and toil ... 20 

Here I, freed from the bonds of daily vanities, 
Am learning to find bliss indeed, 
With free soul to worship law, 

Not hearken to the unenlightened crowd’s mutter, 
With sympathy to answer shy entreaty 2 5 

And not to envy the lot 
Of malefactor or of fool—in [their] unlawful grandeur. 

Oracle of the ages, here I question thee! 
In [this] majestic isolation 
More audible is thy consoling voice. 30 
It chases off the sullen sleep of indolence, 
To labors stirs hot zeal in me, 
And thy creative thoughts 
Ripen in the soul’s depth. 

But a terrifying thought here darkens the soul: 35 
Amid blossoming crops and mountains 

The friend of humanity sadly observes 
Everywhere the murderous shame of ignorance. 

Not seeing tears, not hearing groan [s], 
By destiny selected for men’s undoing, 40 
Here a savage class of squires, without feeling, without law, 
Has arrogated to itself with the rod of violence 
The labor, property, and time of the tiller of the soil. 
Bent over alien plough, humbled to whips, 
Here an exhausted slavedom plods along the furrows 45 

Of the implacable proprietor. 
Here all drag on the ponderous yoke to the grave, 
Not daring to nurse in their soul [s] hopes or inclinations, 

Here youthful maidens blossom 
For the caprice of an unfeeling evildoer. 50 

The dear support of aging fathers, 
Young sons, companions of [their] toils, 
From the native cabin go to swell the numbers 
Of the throng of worn-out manor serfs. 



o, ecAH 6 toaoc moh yMeA cepAya TpeBOHSHTb! 

IloHTo b rpy^H Moen ropHT 6ecnAOAHbiS map, 
H He AaH MHe CyAb6oil BHTHHCTBa rp03HbIH Aap? 

YBHiKy Ab, o Apy3bn! HapoA HeyrHeTeHHbiH 
M pa6cTBo, naAinee no MaHHio yaph, 

H naA OTenecTBOM cBo6oAbi npocBeiyeHHon 
B30HAeT ah HaKoney npeKpacHa* 3ap*? 

yEAHHEHHE [ 1819 ] 

E>Aa*KeH, KTO B OTAaAeHHOH CeHH, 

BAaAH B3bICKaTeAbHbIX HeBOK A, 

4HH AeAHT M62K TpyAOB H A€H«, 

BocnoMHHaHHH H naAemA; 

KoMy cyAb6a Apy3eft nocAaAa, 

KtO CKpbIT, no MHAOCTH TBOpya, 

Ot ycbinnTeAH rAynya, 
Ot npo6yAHTeAA HaxaAa. 

KHH^KAJI [1821] 

AeMHOCCKHH 6or TeOB CKOB3A 

4a* pyK 6eccMepTHOH HeMe3HAbi, 

CBO60Abl TaHHblH CTpam, KapaiOIgHH KHH2KBA, 

JTIocAeAHHH cyAHH no3opa h o6nAbi. 

V/ie 3eBca rpOM moahht, rAe ApeMAeT Men 3aK0Ha, 

CBepUIHTeAb TbI npOKAHTHH H HaAOKA, 

TbI KpoeillbC* nOA CeHbK) TpOHa, 

n0A 6A€CKOM npa3AHHMHblX OAe^KA. 

Kan aACKHH Ayn, KaK moahhh 6oroB, 

HeMoe Ae3BHe 3aoack) b ohh 6AeiyeT, 
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Oh, if my voice knew how to trouble hearts! 55 
Wherefore burns in my breast a fruitless glow, 
And heroism's formidable gift was not vouchsafed to me by fate? 
Shall I see, oh friends, a nation unoppressed 
And serfdom fallen by the emperor’s sign of hand. 
And on a fatherland of enlightened liberty 60 
Will there arise at last a lovely dawn? 

SECLUSION [ 1819 ] 

Blessed he who in remote shelter, 
Far from demanding dunces, 
Divides [his] days between labor and lazing, 

Recollections and hopes; 
To whom Fate has sent friends, 5 
Who is hidden, by the Creator’s mercy, 
From the booby who puts [one] to sleep, 
From the boor who wakes [one] up. 

THE DAGGER [ 1821 ] 

The god of Lemnos1 forged thee 
For the hands of deathless Nemesis, 

Freedom’s secret guard, the avenging dagger, 
The final arbiter of shame and offense. 

Where Zeus’s thunder is silent, where the sword of law slumbers, 5 
Thou [art] executor of curses and of hopes 

Thou hidest in the shelter of the throne, 
Beneath the glitter of festive clothes. 

Like Hades’ ray, like lightning of the gods, 
The mute blade gleams in the evildoer’s eyes, 10 

1 Hephaistos, in charge of Metallurgy, Thermodynamics, and Mechanical Engi¬ 

neering. 



H, OBHpancb, oh TpeneiijeT 

Cpe^H cbohx nnpoB. 

Be3Ae ero HaHAeT yAap ne^AaHHbiH tboh: 

Ha cyuie, Ha Mopnx, bo xpaMe, noA in a t p a m h , 

3a noTaeHHbiMH 3aMKaMH, 

Ha AoJKe cHa, b ceMbe poahoh. 

LLIyMHT noA KecapeM 3aBeTHbiH Py6nK0H, 
/jlepmaBHbiH Phm ynaA, rAaBofi iiohhk saKOH; 

Ho BpyT BOCCT3A BOAbHOAK>6HBbIH: 
Tbi Kecapn cpa3HA — h, MepTB, o6beMAeT oh 

lloMneH MpaMop ropAeAHBbin. 

HcnaAbe MHTeiKeH noA^eMAeT 3ao6hwh kphk: 
npe3peHHbIH, MpaHHblH H KpOBABblH, 

HaA TpynoM BOAbHocTH 6e3rAaB0H 
IlaAaH ypOAAHBblH B03HHK. 

AnocTOA rn6eAH, ycTaAOMy A«Ay 

OepcTOM oh H?epTBbi Ha3HanaA, 

Ho BbiniHHH cyA eMy nocAaA 
Te6a h Aesy SBMeHHAy. 

O lOHblH npaseAHHK, H36paHHHK pOKOBOH, 

O 3aHA, tboh Ben yrac Ha nAaxe; 
Ho Ao6poAeTeAH cbbtoh 
OcTaAcn iwac b Ka3HeHHOM npaxe. 

B TBOeH TepMaHHH Tbi BCHHOH TCHbK) CT3A, 

Fpo3B 6eAOH npecTynHofi cHAe— 

H Ha TOpnseCTBeHHOH MOTHAe 

TopHT 6e3 H3AI1HCH KHHHSaA. 



SHORTER POEMS [179 

And looking around, he trembles 
Amidst his feasts. 

Everywhere thy unexpected blow will find him: 
On dry land, on the seas, in the temple, under tents, 

Behind concealed locks, 15 
On the couch of sleep, in his own family. 

There splashes under Caesar the forbidden Rubicon,2 
Imperious Rome has fallen, the law inclined its head; 

But Brutus freedom-loving rose: 
Thou struckst down Caesar—and, dead, he embraces 20 

Pompey’s proud marble. 

The horde of mutinies lifts up fits] wrathful cry: 
Detested, gloomy, and bloody, 
Over the corpse of headless freedom 
The monstrous hangman has arisen. 25 

Apostle of perdition, to the wearied Hades 
With [his] thumb he indicated victims, 
But the supreme tribunal sent him 
Thee and the Eumenid maiden.3 

Oh, righteous youth, the choice of destiny, 30 
Oh, Sand,4 thy age was extinguished on the scaffold; 
But of holy virtue 
The voice remained in the martyred dust. 

In your Germany you became an eternal shade, 
Threatening woe to lawless force— 35 
And on the triumphal grave 
Burns without inscription a dagger. 

2 The border stream between Cisalpine Gaul and Italy. Caesar crossed it with 
his army, violating the terms of his senatorial mandate and precipitating the civil 
war that ended the Republic. 

3 The propitiatory term for the dreaded Erinyes (the Latin Furies), the ancient 
divinities of retribution. 

4 The German nationalist student Karl Ludwig Sand (1795-1820), who in 1819 
shot the reactionary German playwright and Russian official August Friedrich von 
Kotzebue (1761-1819), who was also an intermittent Bonapartist. Sand was exe¬ 
cuted in 1820, and thus became a martyr to anti-Napoleonic Europe. 



HA A. A. AABBI^OBy 

HhOH HMeA MOK) ArAaK) 

3a cboh MyHflnp h qeppibiH yc, 
/IpyroH aa AeHbrn — noHHMaio, 

,Z[pyrofi aa to, hto 6wa (J)paHu,y3, 

KAeoH — yMOM ee CTpaujaa, 

/laMHC - 3a TO, MTO HeJKHO n8A. 

CnaiKH Tenepb, moh Apyr ArAaa, 
3a hto tboh Mym Te6a HMeA? 

HHOCTPAHKE [ 1822 ] 

Ha a3biKe Te6e hcbhathom 
Cthxh npoHxaAbHbie nniny, 

Ho B 3a6Ay^KAeHHH npHHTHOM 
BnHMaHba TBoero nporny: 

Moh Apyr, aokoac He y BHHy, 
B pa3AyKe aybctbo nory6a, 

BoroTBOpHTb He nepecTaHy 

Te6a, moh Apyr, oAHy tc6h. 

Ha HyJKAbie nepTbi B3Hpaa, 

Bepb TOAbKO cepAuy MoeMy, 

Kan npe>KAe BepHAa eMy, 

Ero CTpacTen He noHHMaa. 

HTHHKA [ 1823 ] 

B HyHi6HHe CBBTO Ha6AF0AaK) 

PoAHOH o6bIHafi CTapHHbi: 

Ha boak) nTHHKy BbinycKaio 

npH CBeTAOM npa3AHHK€ BeCHbl. 
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ON A. A. DAVYDOVA1 [ 1822 ] 

One man had my Aglaya 
For the sake of his uniform and black moustache, 
Another for money—[that] I [can] understand, 
Another for being French, 
Cleon—thrilling her by his mind, 5 
Damis—for his tender singing. 
Tell [me] now, my dear Aglaya, 
What did your husband have you for? 

1 Aglaja Davydova, nee Duchesse de Grammont, the promiscuous wife of Gen¬ 
eral Alexander Davydov (the southern Decembrist’s brother), whose favors Push¬ 

kin also enjoyed briefly. 

TO A FOREIGN GIRL [ 1822 ] 

In a language unintelligible to you 
I write verses of leave-taking, 
Yet in pleasant delusion 
I beg your attention: 
My dear, until I fade away, 5 
Having lost [all] feeling in [our] separation, 
I shall not cease adoring 
You, my dear, you alone. 
Gazing at alien features, 
Believe only my heart, 10 
As formerly you believed it, 
Its passions not understanding. 

A LITTLE BIRD [ 1823 ] 

In alien land I religiously observe 
The native custom of old: 
I give a little bird its freedom 
On the lucent holiday of spring. 
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5\ cTaA AocTyneH yTemeHbio; 
3a hto Ha 6ora MHe ponTaTb, 

Koi 'Aa XOTb O^HOMy TBOpeHbK) 

H Mor cBo6o^y AapoBaTb! 

HQHB [ 1823 ] 

Mon TOAOC A AH Te6a H AaCKOBblH H TOMHblH 

r peB02KHT H03^H0e MOAHaHbe HOHH TeMHOH. 

Bahs AOHia Mcero nenaAbHafl cBena 

TopHT; MOH CTHXH, CAHBaHCb H JKypHa, 

TeKyT, pyHbH ak>6bh; TeKyt noAHbi to6ok). 

Bo TbMe tboh TAa3a 6AHCTaiOT npeAo MHOIO, 

Mne yAbi6aK>Tcfl — h 3ByKH cAbimy x: 

Moh Apyr, moh He^KHbiH Apyr... ak)6aio... tboh... tboh!.. 

■ - [ 1823 ] 

H3bi^e ceHTe/ib ceniH ceMena ceon. 

CB060AbI C€HT6Ab nyCTbIHHblH, 

BbirneA paHO, ao 3Be3Abi; 

PyKOK) HHCTOH H 6e3BHHHOH 
B nopa6oii^eHHbie 6pa3Abi 
BpOCaA 2KHBHTeAbHOe C6MH- 

Ho nOTepHA X TOAbKO BpeMH, 

BAarne MbicAH h TpyAbi... 

riaCHTeCb, MHpHbie HapOAbl! 

Bac He pa36yAHT necTH kahh. 

K neMy cTaAaM Aapbi CBo6oAbi? 

Hx AOA2KHO pe3aTb HAH CTpHHb. 

HaCAeACTBO HX H3 pOAa B pOAbl 

HpMo c rpeMyiHKaMH Aa 6hh. 

5 

5 

5 

10 
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Consolation (I became accessible to) was vouchsafed me; 5 
Why should I mutter against God, 
When even to one creature 
I was able to give freedom! 

NIGHT [ 1823 ] 

My voice, caressing and languid for you, 
Troubles the tardy silence of the dark night. 
Near my couch a mournful candle 
Burns; my verses, pouring forth and murmuring, 
Flow, brooks of love, flow, full of you. 5 
In the gloom your eyes glisten before me, 
Smile for me, and sounds I hear: 
My dear, my tender dear . . . I love . . . am yours . . . yours! 

[ !823 ] 

“Forth went the sower to sow his seeds . . .” 

Freedom’s sower in wilderness, 
I went out early, before the star; 
With hand pure and guiltless 
Into enslaved furrows 
I flung life-giving seed— 5 
But I merely lost time, 
Benignant thoughts and labors . . . 

Pasture, peaceful nations! 
You will not wake to honor’s hail. 
For what to herds the gifts of freedom? 10 
They need to be slaughtered or shorn. 
Their heritage from generation to generation 

[Is] the yoke with jingles and the whip. 
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HA BOPOHIJOBA [ 1824 ] 

IloAy-MHAopA, noAy-Kyney, 

FIoAy-MyApeu, noAy~HeBe*KAa, 
FIoAy-noAAeg, ho ecTb naAe^KAa, 

Hto 6yAeT hoakhm naKOHeu,. 

K MOPK) [ 1824 ] 

Flpoigan, cBo6oAHan cthxhh! 

B nocAeAHHH pa3 nepeAO mhoh 

TbI KaTHUlb BOAHbl TOAy6bie 
H 6AeiHeuib ropAOio Kpacon. 

Kan Apyra porioT 3ayHbiBHbifi, 5 

Kan 3ob ero b npoigaAbHbin nac, 
Tboh rpycTHbiH uiyw, tboh myM npH3biBHbiS 

YcAbimaA x b nocAeAHHH pa3. 

Moefi AyniK npeAeA meAaHHbin! 
Kax nacTo no 6peraM tbohm 10 

BpOAHA X THXHH H TyMaHHblH, 

3aseTHbIM yMbICAOM tomhm! 

KaK X AK)6hA TBOH OT3bIBbI, 

TAyXHe 3ByKH, 6e3AHbI TAaC 
H THniHHy b BenepHHH nac, 15 

H CBOeHpaBHbie nopbIBbi! 

CMHpeHHbifi napyc pbi6apen, 

TBOeiO npHXOTblO XpaHHMblH, 

CK0Ab3HT OTBa^KHO CpCAb 3bl6eHI 

Ho TbI B3bITpaA, HeOAOAHMblH, 20 

H cTan TOHeT Kopa6Aefi. 

He yAaAocb HaBen ocTaBHTb 
Mne CKynHbiH, HenoABHJKHbin 6per, 
Te6?i BOCTopraMH no3ApaBHTb 
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TO VORONTSOV [ 1824 ] 

One-half milord, one-half shopkeeper 
One-half sage, one-half ignoramus, 
One-half villain, but there is hope 
That he will be a whole one in the end. 

TO THE SEA [ 1824 ] 

Farewell, free element! 
For the last time before me 
You roll [your] blue waves 
And gleam in [your] proud beauty. 

Like a friend’s sorrowful mutter, 
Like his call at the hour of leave-taking, 
Your doleful sound, your sound of summons 
I have heard for the last time. 

My soul’s longed-for realm! 
How often along your shores 
Have I roved, silent and bedazed, 
Troubled by a cherished design! 

How I loved your call-notes, 
[Your] muffled sounds, the chasm’s voice, 
And [your] silence at the evening hour, 
And [your] willful surges! 

The humble sail of fishermen, 
By your caprice preserved, 
Glides bravely amid the breakers: 
But let a playful mood seize you, indomitable one, 
And a flock of ships founders. 

I did not contrive to leave forever 
The dull, immobile shore, 
To greet you with surges of rapture 

5 

10 

15 

20 



25 
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H no xpe6TaM tbohm HanpaBHTb 

M oh noBTHHecKHH no6er! 

TbI HiASA, TbI 3B3A... fl 6bIA OKOBaHJ 

BoTine pBaAacb ayina moh: 

Morynen CTpacTbio onapoBaH, 

y 6eperoB ocTaAcn h... 

O neM maAeTb? Ky^a 6bi Hbme 

H nyTb 6ecnenHbiH ycTpeMHA? 

Oahh npe^MeT b tboch nycTbme 

Moio 6bi Aymy nopasHA. 

O^Ha cKaAa, rpoSnnya cAaBbi... 
TaM norpyn^aAHCb b xAaAHbifi coh 

BocnOMHHaHbH BeAHMaBbi: 
TaM yracaA HanoAeoH. 

TaM oh noqHA cpe^H MyneHHH. 

H BCAeA 3a hhm, KaK 6ypn myM, 
/Ipyron ot Hac yMnaAcn rennS, 

/JpyroH BAacTHTeAb HaniHx AyM. 

Hcne3, onAaKaHHbiH cbo6oaoh, 

OcTaBH MHpy CBOH B6Heij. 
IliyMH, B3BOAHyhch HenoroAon: 
Oh 6biA, o Mope, tboh neeey. 

Tboh o6pa3 6wa Ha hbm osHanen, 
Oh AyxoM co3AaH 6ma tbohm: 
KaK Tbi, Moryig, FAy6oK h Mpanen, 

KaK Tbi, HHHSM HeyKpOTHM. 

Mnp onycreA... Tenepb KyAa Hie 
MeHH 6 Tbi BblHCC, OKean? 

CyAb6a aioagh HOBdOAy Ta Hie: 
Tac KanAH 6Aara, TaM na CTpanie 
y Hi npocBeii^eHbe, HAb THpaH. 

30 

35 

40 

45 

50 

Flpoigafi Hie, Mope! He 3a6yAy 

Tsoen TOpHiecTBeHHOH Kpacw 

55 



And by your crests to guide 
My poet’s flight! 
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You waited, you called ... I was in fetters; 
Vainly struggled my soul: 
By a mighty passion spellbound, 
At the shores I remained ... 30 

What is there to regret? Whither now 
Would I direct [my] carefree way? 
A single object in your wilderness 
Might have struck my (soul) fancy. 

One cliff, the gravestone of glory ... 35 
There were steeped in chill sleep 
Memories majestic: 
There Napoleon’s flame died. 

There he found rest amid agonies. 
And in his wake like noise of tempest 40 
Another genius sped from us, 
Another potentate of our thoughts.1 

He vanished, bemoaned by Freedom, 
Leaving his wreath to the world: 
Roar out, well up with stormy weather: 45 
He was, oh Sea, your singer. 

Your image had left its mark on him 
He was created of your spirit: 
Like you, mighty, deep, and darkling, 
Like you, undaunted by anything. 50 

The world has emptied . . . whither now 
Would you bear me off, Ocean? 
Earth’s lot is everywhere the same: 
Where there is a drop of bliss, there [stands] on guard 
Already Enlightenment or a tyrant. 55 

Farewell then, Sea! I shall not forget 
Your festive beauty, 

1 Lord Byron, who had perished at Missolonghi that year. 



H aoato, AOAro cAbiiuaTb 6yAy 

Tboh ryA b BenepHHe nacbi. 

B Aeca, B nyeTbIHH MOA^aAHBbl 

Flepenecy, to6okd noAH, 

Tboh CKaAbi, tboh 3aAHBbi, 

H 6AecK, h reHb, h rosop boah. 

.. [1824] 

O AeBa-po3a, h b oxoBax; 

Ho He CTbl^KyCb TBOHX OKOB! 

Tax coAOBen b KycTax AaBpoBbix, 

FlepHaTbiH n,apb AecHbix neBHOB, 

Bah3 posbi ropAOH h npeKpacnon 

B HeBOAe CAaAOCTHOH HiHBeT 

H Hemno necHH en noeT 

Bo Mpaxe HOHH CAaAOCTpaCTHOH. 

BHROrPA^ [ 1824 ] 

He CTany b H^aAeTb o p03ax, 

Ybba^hx c AerKoio BecHon; 

Mhc mha h BHHorpaA na Aosax, 

B KHCTHX C03peBHIHH nOA TOpOH, 

Kpaca Moen aoahhw 3AaiiH0H, 

OipaAa OCCHH 3AaT0H, 

npOAOArOBaTblH H n003paHHbIH, 

Kan nepcxbi A^Bbi moaoaoh. 
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And long, long shall I hear 
Your deep roar in the evening hours. 

To forests, wildernesses silent 60 
Shall I transport, full of you, 
Your cliffs, your bays, 
And the glitter and shade and murmur of [your] waves. 

===== [ 1824 ] 

Oh rose maiden, I am in fetters; 
But I am not ashamed of your fetters: 

Thus the nightingale in the laurel bushes, 
Feathered king of sylvan singers, 
Near the proud and beauteous rose 5 
Lives in delightful bondage 
And tenderly sings songs for her 
In the gloaming of the voluptuous night. 

THE GRAPE [ 1824 ] 

I shall not regret the roses 
Which have faded with the light spring; 
The grape, too, on the vines is dear to me, 
In clusters ripened on the hillside, 
The glory of my fertile vale, 5 
Solace of golden autumn, 
Oblong and translucent 
Like the fingers of a young maiden. 



AlI3e CTpaiUHO nOAK)6HTb. 

FIoaho, Hd ah TyT o6MaHa? 

BeperHTecb — mojkct 6biTb, 

3ts HOBan ^InaHa 
npHTaHAa He>KHy cTpacib — 

H CTblAAHBbIMH TAa3aMH 

HmeT po6Ko \ie2KAy b3mh, 

Kto 6bi en noMor ynacTb. 

:..- ■ - [ !825 ] 

Anuib p03bl yBBAaiOT, 

AMBp03HeH Abirna, 

B 3ah3hh yAeTaeT 

Hx AerKan Ayma. 

H TaM, rAe boahw cohhw 

3a6BeHHe HecyT, 
Hx TeHH 6AarOBOHHbI 

HaA AeTOio yBeTyT. 

EX UNGUB LEONEM [ 1825 ] 

HeAaBHO H CTHX3MH KaK-TO CBHCTHyA 

H BbiAaA hx 6e3 noAnncH Moen; 

/flypHaAbHblH UiyT 0 HHX CTBTeHKy THCHyA, 

Be3 noAnncH m nycTHB ee, 3Aoach. 

Ho HTO >K? Hh MHe, hh nAoixja.AHOMy myxy 

He yAaAOCb npHKpbiTb cbohx npoKas: 

Oh no KorTBM y3HaA mchh b MHHyTy, 

H no yuiaM ysnaA ero Kan pas. 
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—— - — [1824] 

Liza is afraid to love. 
Come, is there not here deception? 
Be on guard—(for) it may be, 
This new Dian 
Has concealed [her] tender passion— 
And with eyes demure 
Shyly makes a search among us 
Who might help her fall. 

- t 1825 ] 

So soon as roses wilt, 
Breathing ambrosia, 
To Elysium wing(s) away 
Their light soulfs]. 

And there, where sleepy waves 
Bear oblivion, 
Their fragrant shades 
Bloom over Lethe. 

EX UNGUE LEONEM [ 1825 ] 

Not long ago I gave a little flick in verses 
And issued them without my signature; 
Some clown of a journalist printed a little piece about them, 
Releasing it without signature, the cad. 
But fancy! Neither I nor [that] gutter clown 
Succeeded in concealing our tricks: 
He knew me in a minute by my talons, 
I knew him by his ears right enough. 



AHAPEtf IHEHbE [ 1825 ] 

riocenmeHo H. H■ PaeecKOMy 

Ainsi, triste et captif, ma 

Me?K Te\l, KaK H3yMAeHHbIH MHp 

Ha ypuy Banpona B3Hpaex, 
H xopy eBponeficKKx AHp 

Bah3 J\ame Terib ero bhhmaet, 

3oBeT MeHH Apyrafl TCHb, 

aBHo 6e3 neceH, 6e3 pbiAaHHH 

C KpOBaBOH nAaXH B AHH CTpaAaHHH 

CoiiieAIliafl B MOTHAbHy CeHb. 

rieB^ aio6bh, Ay6paB h MHpa 

Hecy HaArpo6nbie yBeTbi. 
3ByqHT He3HaeMan AHpa. 

now. Mee BHCMAeT OH H TbI. 

K *** [1825] 

.H homhio nyAHoe MmoBenb-e: 

OepeAO MHOH HBHAaCb TbI, 

Kax MHMOAeTHoe BHAeHbe, 
Kax reHHH hhctoh KpacoTbi. 

B TOMAeHbHX TpyCTH 6e3HaAe*KHOH, 

B TpeBorax myMHofi cyeTbi, 

3ByqaA mho AOAro toaoc He^KHbiH, 

H CHHAHCb MHAbie HepTbl. 

lyre toutefois 
s’eveillait... 
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ANDRE CPIENIER1 [ 1825 ] 

{dedicated to N. N. Raevsky) 

Ainsi, triste et captif, ma lyre 
toutefois s’eveillait . . . 

While the dumbfounded world 
Gazes at Byron’s urn, 
And to the choir of European lyres 
His shade is hearkening close to Dante, 

To me calls out another shade, 5 
Long without songs, without sobbing 
From the bloody scaffold in the days of suffering 
Descended to the shelter of the grave. 

To the singer of love, of groves and peace 
I carry flowers for his tomb. 10 
A lyre unknown resounds. 
I sing. I am heard by him and thee. 

1 The French poet (1762-94), one of Pushkin’s early political heroes and poetic 
models, who died on the guillotine. The dedication is to Nikolaj Raevsky, son of 
the military hero of 1812, with whom Pushkin was on intimate terms when he 
traveled in the south with the Raevsky family in 1820 and enjoyed flirtations 
with two of the daughters. 

TO ... [ 1825 ] 

I recollect a wondrous moment: 
Before me you appeared, 
Like a fleeting apparition, 

Like the genius of pure beauty. 

In the oppression of hopeless grief 
In the concerns of noisy bustling, 
Long I could hear [your] tender voice, 
And dreamed of [your] dear features. 

5 
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LUah roAbi. Bypb nopbiB mhtokhbin 

PacceHA npe^KHHe mchtm, io 

H H 3a6bIA TBOH TOAOC He^KHblH, 

Tboh He6ecHbie nepTbi. 

B rAyuiH, bo MpaKe 3aToneHbH 

TnHyAHCb THXO AHH MOB 

Be3 6o>KecTBa, 6e3 BAOXHOBeHbn, 15 
Bes cAe3, 6es ^khshh, 6e3 aioobh. 

JXyuie HacTaAO npo6yn<AeHbe: 
H EOT OIlHTb BBHAaCb TbI, 

Kai< MHMOAeTHOe BHAeHbe, 

Kan reHHH hhctoh KpacoTbi. 20 

H cep/uje 6beTCH b ynoenbe, 

H AAH Hero BOCKpeCAH BHOBb 

H 6oHieCTBO, H BAOXHOBeHbe, 

H >KH3Hb, H CAe3bI, H AIo6oBb. 

3HMHHH BELIEF [ 1825 ] 

BypH mtaok) hc6o KpoeT, 

Bnxpn cHe>KHbie KpyTa; 

To, KaK 3Bepb, OHa 3aBoeT, 

To 3anAaneT, Kan ahth, 

To no kpobae o6BeTuiaAon 5 

B/tpyr coaomoh 3amyMHT, 

To, Kan nyTHHK 3ano3AaAbin, 

K HaM B OKOIHKO 3aCTyHHT. 

Hama BeTxan Aany^KKa 
M nenaAbna, h xeMHa. 

Mto me Tbi, moh cTapyniKa, 

ripHyMOAKAa y oKHa? 

IO 
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Years passed. The turbulent gusts of storms 
Dispelled former dreams, 10 
And I forgot your tender voice, 
Your heavenly features. 

In the numbness, the gloom of confinement. 
Quietly my days dragged on, 
Without godhead, without inspiration, 15 
Without tears, without life, without love. 

Awakening set in for my soul: 
And here again you appeared, 
Like a fleeting vision, 
Like the genius of pure beauty. 20 

And [my] heart beats in rapture, 
And there are reborn for it afresh 
Godhead, and inspiration, 
And life, and tears, and love. 

WINTER EVENING [ 1825 ] 

Storm with mist the heavens covers, 
Snowy whirlwinds twisting; 
Now like a wild beast falls roaring, 
Now falls crying like a child, 
Now along the wizened roof 5 
Abruptly with the straw it rustles, 
Now like a belated wanderer 
At our window it will rap. 

Our decrepit little cabin 
Is (both) dismal and dark. 
How comes it, dear old granny, 

You fell silent (a little) at the window? 

10 
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Hah 6ypn 3aBbiBaHbeM 

Tw, moh Apyr, yTOMA&Ha, 

Hah ApeMAeuib noA HiynitfiaHbeM 15 

Csoero BepeTeHa? 

BbinbeM, Ao6pan noApynsKa 

BeAHOH KJHOCTH MOeH, 

BbinbeM c ropA; rAe Hie Kpynma? 

CepAuy 6yA«T BeceAefi. 

CnoH MHe necHio, Kan cHHHua 

Thxo 3a MopeM HiHAa; 

Cnofi MHe necHio, nan A^Bi^a 

3a boaoh noyTpy niAa. 

Bypa MTAOK) He6o KpOeT, 

Bnxpn cHe>KHbie KpyTA; 

To, KaK 3B€pb, OHa 3aBoeT, 

To 3anAaneT, KaK ahta. 

BbinbeM, Ao6pan noApyniKa 

BeAHOH K)HOCTH MOeH, 

BbinbeM c ropn; rAe Hie KpyniKa? 

CepAyy 6yAeT BeceAen. 

20 

25 

30 

="" [1825] 

Ecah HiH3Hb Te6n o6ManeT, 

He nenaAbCA, He cepAHCb! 
B AeHb yHbIHHA CMHpHCb: 

/JeHb BeceAbA, Bepb, HaCTaHCT. 

CepAye b 6yAyigeM hihbct; 
HacTOAiii.ee yubiAo: 
Bee MrHOBeHHo, Bee upoHAeT; 

Mto npoHAeT, to 6yAeT mhao. 

5 



By the storm’s roar, off and on, 
Are you numbed, my dear, 
Or dozing to the buzz 
Of your spindle? 

Let us drink, kind little friend 
Of my wretched youth, 
Let us drink from grief; where is the jug 
The heart will be gayer. 
Sing me the song of how the blue tit 
Quietly lived beyond the sea; 
Sing me the song of how the maiden 
Went for water at the morn. 

Storm with mist the heavens covers, 
Snowy whirlwinds twisting; 
Now like a wild beast falls roaring, 
Now falls crying like a child. 
Let us drink, kind little friend 
Of my wretched youth, 
Let us drink from grief; where is the jug 
The heart will be gayer. 

[ 182s ] 

If life deceives you, 
Do not sorrow, do not rage! 
On the day of grief submit: 
The day of joy, believe, will come. 

In the future lives the heart; 
[If] the present is dismal, 
All is momentary, all will pass; 
What has passed, will be dear. 
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BAKXHHECKAfl IIECHH [ 1825 ] 

HtO CMOAKHyA BeceAHB TAaC? 

Pas^aHTecb, BaKxaAbHbi npnneBbi! 
/[a 3ApaBCTByK)T HOKHbie AeBbi 

H lOHbie HSeHbl, AK)6HBUIHe Hac! 
rioAHee cTanaH HaAHBaHTe! 

Ha 3B0HK0e AHO 
B rycToe bhho 

3aBeTHbie KOAbya 6pocaHTe! 
HoAblMeM CTaKaHbl, COABHHeM HX pa30M! 

/la 3^paBCTByiOT My3bi, Aa 3ApaBCTByeT pa3yMl 
Tbi, coah^ cBHToe, ropn! 

Kax aTa AaMria^a 6AeAHeeT 
FIpeA HCHbIM BOCXOAOM 3apH, 

Tax AOH^Han MyApocTb MepuaeT h TAeeT 
npeA coAHyeM 6eccMepTHbiM yMa. 

/[a 3ApaBCTByeT coAHye, Aa cKpoeTcn TbMa! 

t i825 ] 

LjBeTbi nocAeAHHe mhach 

PocKouiHbix nepBeHyeB noAen. 
OHH yHblAbie MeHTaHbH 

itiHBee npo6y>KAaK)T b Hac. 
Tan HHorAa pa3AyKH nac 
PKwBee cAaAKoro cBHAaHbn. 

ByPH [1825] 

Tbi BHAeA Aesy Ha cKaAe 

B oAe^KAe 6eAOH HaA BOAHaMH, 

KorAa, 6ymyn b 6ypHOH MTAe, 

HrpaAo Mope c 6eperaMH, 

5 

10 

15 

5 
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BACCHIC SONG [ 1825 ] 

Why has the voice of gaiety fallen silent? 
Resound, bacchanalian refrains! 
A toast to the tender maidens 

And youthful women who loved us! 
Pour fuller the glass! 

Against the clinking bottom 
Into the thick wine 

Cast the ritual rings! 
Let us raise four] glasses, let’s move them together! 
A toast to the Muses, a toast to reason! 

Glow thou, oh, sacred sun! 
As this candelabrum pales 
Before the bright rise of the dawn, 

Thus false cleverness flickers and fades 
Before the deathless sun of the mind. 

Long live the sun, let darkness vanish! 

— [1825 ] 

The last flowers are dearer 
Than the luxuriant first-blooms of the fields, 
[For] melancholy musings 
More vividly they wake in us. 
Just so at times the hour of parting 
Has more of life than a sweet tryst. 

TEMPEST [ 1825 ] 

Saw you a maid upon a cliff 
In raiment white above the breakers, 
When blustering in tempestuous spray 
The sea was sporting with the beaches, 

5 

10 

i5 

5 
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Kor#a Ayn moahhh 03apflA 

Ee BcenacHO Gacckom aA5iM, 

H BeTep 6hacb h AeTaA 

C ee AeTyhhm noKpbiBaAQM? 

npeKpacHo Mope b 6ypH0H MTAe 

H He6o b 6AecKax 6e3 Aa3ypn; 

Ho Bepb MHe: ACBa Ha CKaAe 

OpeKpacHefi boah, He6ec h 6ypn. 

nPHHTEJIHM [ 1825 ] 

Bparn moh, noxaMecT n hh cAOBa... 

H, Ka^KeTCB., moh 6biCTpbiH raeB yrac; 

Ho H3 BHAy He BbinyCKaK) Bac 

H BbiGepy KorAa-HH6y^b Aio6oro: 

He H36e2KHT npOH3HTeAbHbIX KOTTeS, 

Kan HaAeny He2KA,aHHbiH, 6ecnoiga4HbiH. 
Tax b o6AaKax Kpy>KHTca HCTpe6 2Ka.fl.HbiH 

H cTOpo^KHT HH3,eeK h ryceH. 

IIP03AHK H H03T [ 1825 ] 

O qeM, npo3aHK, Tbi xAonoHenib? 

/JaBan MHe MbicAb, Kanyio xoneuib*. 

Ee C KOHHa H 3aB0CTpK), 

AeTynen pntpMOH onepio, 

B3A02Ky Ha TeTHBy Tyryio, 

riocAymHbiH Ayx corny b Ayry, 

A TaM nouiAio nayAaAyio, 

H rope HameMy Bpary! 

10 

5 

5 
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When lightning’s streak illumined her 5 
Time and again with scarlet fulgence 
And the wind struggled and flew 
With her flighty covering? 
Grand is the sea in tempest spray, 
And the sky aflash without [its] azure; 10 
Believe me, though: the maid upon the cliff 
Is grander than the breakers, skies, and tempest. 

TO FRIENDS [ 1825 ] 

My foes, for the time being I [say] not a word . . . 
And my quick anger has, it seems, gone out; 
But I’m not letting you out of [my] sight 
And at some time I’ll choose someone at random: 
He won’t escape the penetrating claws 5 
As, unexpected, merciless I swoop. 
Thus in the clouds circles the greedy hawk 
And keeps a watch on turkey-hens and geese. 

PROSE-WRITER AND POET [ 1825 ] 

For what, prose-writer, your ado and fuss? 
Give me whatever thought you want: 
I will sharpen it at the tip, 
Fledge it with flighty rhyme, 
Lay it upon the sinew taut, 5 
Will bend the servile bow into an arc, 
And send it home headlong, 
And woe to our enemy! 



Hct hh b neM BaM 6AaroAaTH, 

C c^acTHeM y Bac pa3Aaa;: 

H npeKpaCHbl Bbl H&KCTaTH, 

H yMHbi Bbi HeBnonaA. 

.~ [ 1825 ] 

O M}'3a ITAaMeHHOH caTHpbl! 

nP Ha MOH npH3bIBHbIH KAHh! 

He Hy^KHo MHe rpeMBigen AHpbi, 

BpynH MHe HDBeHaAOB 6hh! 

He rioApa>KaTeAHM xoAo&HbiM, 
He nepeBOAHHKaM roAOAHbiM, 
He 6e30TBeTHbiM pHtpManaM 
ToTOBAK) B3BbI 3nHFpaMM! 

Mnp BaM, HecnacTHbie noaTbi, 

Mnp BaM, mypHaAbHbie KAeBpeTbl, 

Mhp BaM, cMHpeHHbie rAyn^i! 

A Bbi, pe6BTa-noaiAeu)bi,— 

BnepeH Bcio Barny cBOAOHb 6ya,y 
H MyHHTb Ka3HHK) CTblAa! 

Ho ecAH >Ke koto 3a6yAy, 

nporny HanoiMHHTb, rocnoAa! 

O, CKOAbKO AHU, 6eCCTbIAHO-6 Ae^Hb 

O, CKOAbKO a6oB IHHpOKO-MeAHbIX 

rOTOBbl OT MeHfl npHHHTb 

HeH3rAa/i(H!MyK) nenaTb! 

HA AJIEKCAHftPA I [ 1825 ] 

BocnHTaHHbiH no# 6apa6aHOM, 
Ham u,apb ahxhm 6wa KanHTaHOM! 
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_ [ 1825 ] 

Grace in anything eludes you; 
Bliss and you are things apart: 
You are (both) beautiful at the wrong time 
And clever when it is out of place. 

- [ 1825 ] 

Oh, Muse of flaming satire! 
Come upon my hail that calls you! 
I do not need the thundering lyre, 
Hand me the scourge of Juvenal! 
Not for the cold imitators, 5 
Not for the hungry translators, 
Not for the rhymesters echoless 
Do I prepare the sores of epigrams! 
Peace unto you, luckless poets, 
Peace unto you, journal minions, 10 
Peace unto you, humble blockheads! 
But you, my lads, the scoundrels— 
Forward! All you scum I shall 
Torment with the torture of shame! 
But should I forget one, 15 
Please remind [me], gentlemen! 
Oh, how many faces shameless-sallow, 
Oh, how many foreheads broad and brazen 
Are ready to receive from me 
The ineradicable brand! 20 

ON ALEXANDER I [ 1825 ] 

Reared under the drum, 
Our Tsar was a dashing commander: 



FIoa ABCTepAH^eM oh 6e>KaA, 

B ABeHaAu,aTOM roAy Apo^KaA, 
3aTo 6biA (ppyiHTOBOH npotpeccop! 

Ho (ppyHT repoio HaAoeA — 

Tenepb koaaokckhh oh aceccop 

no HaCTH HHOCTpa’HHbIX A€a! 

■ - - [ 1826 ] 

noA He6oM roAy6biM cTpaHbi cBoen poAHOH 

OHa TOMHAaCb, yBHAaAa... 

yBHAa HaKOHe^ h BepHO HaAo mhoh 

MAaAan TeHb yme AeTaAa; 
Ho HeAOCTynHaB nepTa MejK hamh ecTb. 

HanpacHo nyBCTBO B036y?KAaA h: 

H3 paBHOAyiUHblX yCT H CAbimaA CMepTH BeCTb, 

H pa b ho Ay lb ho en bhhmaa h. 

Tan bot koto ak>6ha h nAaMeHHOH Aymon 

C TAKHM TB2KeAbIM HanpflJKeHbeM, 

C TaKOIO He^KHOK), TOMHTeAbHOH TOCKOH, 

C TaKHM 6e3yMCTBOM h MyneHbeM! 

TaC M}'KH, TAe AK)6oBb? YBbl! B Aybie M06H 

6eAHOH, AernoBepHOH tohh, 

4a« CAaAKOH naMHTH HeB03BpaTHMbIX AHeH 

He naxonsy hh cAe3, hh neHH. 

K BH3EMCKOMy [ 1826 ] 

Tax Mope, ApeBHHH Aymery6e^ 
BocnAaMeHAeT reHHH tboh? 

TbI CAaBHUJb AHpOH 30AOTOH 

HenTyHa rpo3noro Tpe3y6ey. 

He cAaBb ero. B Ham raycHbiH bck 

CeAOH HenTyH 3eMAH cok>3hhk. 
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At Austerlitz he ran, 
In Eighteen-Twelve he trembled, 
To make up for it he was a frontline professor. 5 
But the hero got fed up with the front— 
Now he is a collegiate assessor 
In the department of foreign affairs. 

[ 1826 ] 

Beneath the blue sky of her native land 
She suffered, wilted . . . 

Faded away at last and likely over me 
The youthful shadow has already flown; 

Between us, though, there is a line of no approach. 5 
In vain I tried to stir up feeling: 

From lips indifferent I heard the news of death, 
And listened to it with indifference. 

So this is whom I loved with soul aflame 
With such oppressive tension, 10 

With such a tender wearying wretchedness, 
With such insanity and torture! 

Where [are the] torments, where the love? Alas! Within my soul 
For the poor, all-too-trusting shade, 

For sweet remembrance of irrevocable days 15 
I find nor tears, nor chiding. 

TO VYAZEMSKY [ 1826 ] 

So the sea, ancient soul-destroyer, 
Enflames your genius? 
You glorify with golden lyre 
Neptune’s dread trident. 

Do not glorify it. In our oppressive age 
Gray-haired Neptune is earth’s ally. 

5 



Ha Bcex cthxhhx qeAOBeK — 

TnpaH, npe/iaTeAb hah y3hhk. 

K H3BIKOBy [ 1826 ] 

iHblKOB, KTO Te6e BHyUIHA 

Tsoe nocAaiHbe yAaAoe? 

Kan TbI HiaAHLUb H KAK TbI MHA, 

KaKOH H36blTOK Hy'BCTB H CHA, 

KaKoe 6yHCTBo MOAOAoe! 
Hct, He KacTaAbCKOK) boaoh 

Tbi BocnoHA cbok) KaMeHy; 

Flerac HHyio HnnoKpeHy 

KonbiTOM BbiiHH6 npeA to6oh. 

Oea He XAaAHOn AbeTCA BAaron, 

Ho neHHTCH xMeAbHOK) 6paron; 

Ona pa3biMHHBa, nbjma, 

Kax cen HanHTOK 6AaropoAHbiH, 

CAHHHbe pOMy H BHHa, 

Bes npHMecH BOAbi HeroAHOH, 

B TpHropcKOM JKaniAOK) cbo6oahoh 

OTKpblTblH B HaiHH BpeMeHa. 

IIPH3HAHHE [ 1826 ] 

H Bac ak»6aio,— xoTb h 6emycb, 

XoTb 3TO TpyA H CTblA HanpaCHblH, 

H B 3T0H TAynOCTH HeCHaCTHOH 

y BaUIHX Hor H npH3HaiOCb! 



In all elements man is 
Tyrant, traitor, or prisoner. 
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TO YAZYKOV [ 1826 ] 

Yazykov, who inspired you with 
Your mettlesome message? 
How you frolic, and how dear you are, 
What overflow of feeling(s) and strength(s), 
What youthful ebullience! 5 
No, not of Castalian water 
Did you give your Camoena1 to drink; 
Pegasus a different Hippocrene2 
With [his] hoof struck up before you. 
It does not flow with cool moisture, 10 
But foams with intoxicating ale; 
It is potent, drunken, 
Like that potion noble, 
A blending of rum and wine, 
Without admixture of worthless water, 15 
At Trigorskoe by free thirst 
Discovered in our time(s). 

1 Camoenae or Camenae were soothsaying nymphs of the springs in ancient Italic 
folklore, equated since Livius Andronicus with the Greek Muses. The one most often 
cited, Egeria, came to stand in a general sense for "the Muse” who inspired the poet. 

2 Hippocrene is the source that, according to Greek legend, sprang up under the 
hoofbeat of Pegasus and was thought of as the fount of poetic imagination. 

CONFESSION [ 1826 ] 

I love you—though I rage, 
Though it is useless toil and shame, 
And to this luckless folly 
At your feet I confess! 



5 
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Mne ne k AHuy h He no AeTaM... 

riopa, nopa MHe 6biTb yMHen! 

Ho ysHaio no BceM npnMeTaM 
BoAe3Hb aio6bh b Ayuie Moeft: 

Be3 Bac mhc cKynHO,— h 3eBaio; 

ripn Bac Mne rpycTHo,— h TepnAio; 

H, MOHH HeT, CKasaTb 2KCAaK), 

Moh anreA, nan h Bac ak>6ak>! 

Kor/i,a h cAbiuiy H3 tocthhoh 
Bam AerKHH mar, HAb nAaTbn myM, 

HAb TOAOC AeBCTBeHHblH, H&BHH'HblH, 

.H B/;pyr TepHio Becb cboh yM. 

Bbi yAbi6HeTecb — MHe OTpa^a; 
Bbi oTBepHeTecb — MHe TocKa; 

3a Aenb MyneHHH — narpaAa 
Mhc Bama 6AeAHan pyna. 
Kor^a 3a nHAbu.aMH npHAemno 
ChaHTC Bbi, CKAOHBCb He6pe2KHO. 

TAa3a h KyApn onycTH,— 

H b yMHAenbe, MOAna, nemHo 

Alo6yK)Cb B3MH, KaK AHTb!.. 
Ci\a3aTb ah BaM Moe necnacTbe, 

Mom peBHHByhd nenaAb, 

Kor^a ryABTb, nopoft b HeHacTbe, 
Bbi co6npaeTecB b AaAb? 

H BaiHH CAe3bI B OAHHOHKy, 
H penn b yroAKy babocm, 

H nyTemecTBHH b OnonKy, 

H (JiopTenbflHO BenepKOM?.. 
AAHHa! C2KaAbTeCb HaAO MHO 10. 
He CMCHD Tpe60BaTb akd6bh. 

BbiTb MomeT, 3a rpexH MOH, 

Moh aHreA, n ak>6bh He ctohd! 
Ho npHTBOpHTeCb! 9tOT B3TABA 

Bee MOHSeT Bbipa3HTb TaK HyA'Ho! 
Ax, o6MaHyTb mchh He TpyAHo!.. 
.H cam o6MaHbiBaTbCH paA! 

10 
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It does not suit me or befit my years ... 5 
It’s time, it’s time for me to be more sensible! 
But I recognize by all indications 
The disease of love in my soul: 
Without you I am bored—I yawn; 
In your company I feel sad—I suffer; 10 
And wish, more than I can stand, to tell you, 
My angel, how much I love you! 
When I hear from the drawing room 
Your light step, or the rustle of [your] dress, 
Or [your] girlish, innocent voice, 15 
I suddenly lose all my mind. 
You smile—to me it is delight; 
You turn away—to me it’s grief; 
For a day of torment, reward 
For me is your pale hand. 20 
When at the embroidery frame attentively 
You sit, bending forward at ease, 
Eyes and ringlets cast down— 
I, my heart going out to you, silently, tenderly 
Rejoice in you, like a child! ... 25 
Shall I tell you [of] my unhappiness, 
My jealous sorrow, 
When for a walk, at times in bad weather, 
You set forth into the distance? 
And your tears all by yourself, 30 
And words exchanged in a corner tete-a-tete, 
And the trips to Opochka, 
And the piano of an evening? . . . 
Alina! Take pity on me; 
I dare not demand love. 35 
Perhaps, for my sins, 
My angel, I am not worthy of love! 
But pretend! That gaze 
Can express anything so wondrously! 
Ah, to deceive me is not hard! 
I’m glad to be deceived myself! 

40 
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h. h. nyiu,HHy [ 1826 ] 

Moh nepBbiH Apyr, moh Apyr 6ecu,eHHbiH! 

H a cyAb6y 6AarocAOBHA, 

Kor^a moh ABOp yeAHHeHHbiH, 

IleHaAbHblM CHerOM 3aHeceHHblH, 

TbOH KOAOKOAbHHK OTAaCHA. 5 

Moak> CBBToe npOBHAeHbe: 

/[a toaoc moh Ayme tboch 

/[apyeT to >Ke yTemeHbe, 

/[a 03apHT oh saToneHbe 

AyHOM AHU,eHCKHX ACHbIX AHeil! 10 

CTAHCbl [ 1826 ] 

B HaAe^KAe cAaBbi h Ao6pa 

FAHHiy BnepeA a 6e3 6oa3hh: 

HanaAo cAasHbix AHen IleTpa 

MpaHHAH MATC2KH H Ka3HH. 

Ho npaBAOH oh npHBAeK cepAija, 

Ho hpabbi yKpOTHA HayKOH, 

H 6biA ot 6yHHoro cTpeAbua 

flpeA hhm otahhch /loAropyKon. 

5 
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TO I. I. PUSHCHIN1 [ 1826 ] 

My first friend, my friend invaluable! 
I too blessed fate 
When my deserted yard, 
Drifted over with dismal snow, 
Resounded to your little sleigh bell. 5 

I implore holy Providence: 
May my voice to your soul 
Vouchsafe the same solace, 
May it illumine your confinement 
With a ray of bright Lyceum days! 10 

1 Ivan Ivanovich Pushchin had been P.’s close friend ever since they were class¬ 
mates at Tsarskoe Selo (1811-17). Undeterred by P.’s latest official disgrace, Push¬ 
chin used a convenient family connection at Pskov to visit P. in January, 1825, at 
the nearby family estate of Mikhailovskoe, which P. inhabited under surveillance 
from both state and church authorities from 1824 to 1826. This was especially risky 

in view of Pushchin’s own active role in the inner circle of the Decembrist conspir¬ 
acy. The friends had a heartwarming reunion, both fearing, correctly, that under 
the circumstances it might be their last. Pushchin was condemned to Siberia after 
the Decembrist revolt, and on arriving at the remote prison camp, three years after 
that visit, was handed the present poem. 

We owe to Pushchin an invaluable set of sensitive and penetrating memoirs 
covering the fourteen years of their close association. 

STANZAS1 [ 1826 ] 

In hope of glory and of bliss 
I glance ahead without misgiving: 
The start of Peter’s glorious days 
Was dark with riot and execution. 

By truth, though, he attracted hearts, 5 
By learning, though, he gentled manners, 
Before the wanton janissary 
Was honored by him Dolgoruki.2 

1 (On the accession of Nicholas I.) 
2 Count Vasily Lukich Dolgoruki (1672-1739) was among the first young Rus¬ 

sians to be sent abroad by Peter I to be educated. He served for a time as his 
foremost ministerial counselor and was entrusted with several important em¬ 
bassies. His later career was both less fortunate and less savory. 



CaMOAep>KaBHOK) pyKOH 

Oh cMeAo ce^A npocBeigeHbe, 

He npe3HpaA cTpaHbi poahoh: 
Oh 3Haa ee npeAHa3HaaeHbe. 

To anaAeMHK, to repon, 

To N:openAaBaTeAb, to haothhk, 

Oh Eceo6rbeMAioiijeH AyiuoH 

Ha TpOHe BeHHblH 6blA pa6oTHHK. 

CeMenHbiM cxoactbom 6yAb ^Ke ropA; 
Bo BceM 6yAb npamypy noAo6en: 
KaK OH, HeyTOMHM H TBepA, 
H naMBTbK), KaK O'H, He3Ao6eH. 

HMEPATOPy HHKOJIAK) [ 1826? ] 

E^Ba uapeM oh cTaji, 
To pa30M HaayAecHA, 
Cto ABa^uaTb HeaoBeK TOTaac b Ch6hpb nocjiaji 
JXa naTepbix noBecHJi. 

3HMHHH JJOPOrA [ 1826 ] 

Ck B03b BOAHHCTbie TyMaHbl 

npo6HpaeTca AyHa, 

Ha nenaAbHbie noAHHbi 

AbeT nenaAbHbiH cbct OHa. 

Ho Aopore 3HMHen, cKyaHoft 

TpoHKa 6op3aa 6easHT, 

KoAOKOAbHHK 0AH03ByHHbIH 

y TOMHTeAbHO TpeMHT. 
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With sovereign despotic hand 
He boldly sowed enlightenment, 10 
Did not contemn the native land: 
He knew of its predestination. 

Now academic sage, now hero, 
Now seafarer, now carpenter, 
By his all-comprehending soul 15 
He was the eternal workman on the throne. 

Be proud, then, of the kinship semblance; 
In all be like unto the forebear: 
Like him unfaltering and firm, 
And in memory, like him, unspiteful. 20 

TO THE EMPEROR NICHOLAS I [ 1826? ] 

Hardly had he become tsar, 
When promptly he worked wonders, 
A hundred-twenty men at once sent to Siberia 
And hanged five. 

WINTER ROAD1 [ 1826 ] 

Across wavering hazes 
The moon is breaking through. 
On the melancholy clearings 
She dolorously pours her light. 

Down the wintry, dismal highway 5 
Runs the speedy troika, 
The monotonous sleigh bell 
Wearisomely tinkles. 

1 Both in metric form and lyrical atmosphere this poem oddly resembles Nikolaus 
Lenau’s "Der Postilion,” conceived in the same general period, although there can 

scarcely be any connection between the two. 



MtO-TO CAbllUHTCH pOAHOe 

B AOArHx necHflx HMigHKa: 
To paaryAbe y^aAoe, 

To cepAeHHaa took a... 

Hh OTH.H, HH HepHOH xaTbi, 

TAyuib h cHer... HaBCTpeqy MHe 

ToAbKO BepCTbl nOAOCaTbl 

rionaAaK)TCB OAHe... 

CnyqHo, rpycTHo... 3aBTpa, HbHa, 

3aBTpa, K MHAOIl B03BpaTBCb, 

H 3a6yAycb y KaMHHa, 

3arAH>Kycb He HarAHAHCb. 

3ByHHo cTpeAKa qacoBan 
MepHbifi Kpyr cboh coaepuiHT, 

H, AOKyHHbIX yAaAHH, 

HoAHOHb Hac He pa3AyHHT. 

FpycTHO, HnHa: nyTb moh CKyneH, 

/IpeMAH CMOAKHyA MOH HMUJHK, 

KoAOKOAbHHK 0AH03ByHeH, 

OTyMaHeH AyHHblH AHK. 

TPH KJIIOHA [ 1827 ] 

B cTenn MHpcKOH, nenaAbHOH h 6ea6pe>KHOH, 

TaHHCTBeHHO npo6HAHCb TpH KAIOHa! 

Kahdh FOHOCTH, KAK)H 6blctpblh h mhteHIHblH, 

Khhht, 6e>KHT, cBepKan h Hsypqa. 

KaCTaAbCKHH KAK)H BOAHOIO BAOXHOBeHbH 

B CTenH MHpcKOH H3rHaHHHK0B nOHT. 

noCACAHHH KAIOq - XOAOAHblH KAIOH 3a6BCHbH 

Oh cAaige Bcex JKap cepAua yTOAHT. 
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A familiar note one hears 
In the coachman’s lengthy songs: 
Now a spirited carousal, 
Now a grieving of the heart . . . 

Not a light, no dusky cabin, 
Hush and snow . . . As I pass, 
Only milestones with their stripes 
Come my way alone . . . 

Dismal, drear . . . Tomorrow, Nina, 
Tomorrow, returning to my dear one, 
I shall dream before the fire, 
Gaze and never gaze my fill. 

Tunefully the hand of the clock 
Will complete its measured round, 
And, removing the intruders, 
Midnight will not sever us. 

Dismal, Nina: drear my journey, 
Drowsing, my coachman is silent now, 
Monotonous is the sleigh bell, 
Beclouded the face of the moon. 

THREE SPRINGS [ 1827 ] 

In the world’s wasteland, dolorous and boundless, 
Mysteriously have broken forth three springs: 
The spring of youth, spring rapid and tumultuous, 
Bubbles, runs on, aglitter and agurgle. 
The spring of Castaly with swell of inspiration 
In the world’s wasteland stills the exiles’ thirst. 
The final spring—the cool spring of oblivion, 
Slakes the heart’s fever-heat more sweetly still. 
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APHOH [ 1827 ] 

Hac 6biAo MHoro na neAHe; 

HHbie napyc HanpnraAH, 

/Ipyrne Apy^KHo ynnpaAH 

B TAy6b MOm,HbI BCCAbl. B THUIHHe 

Ha pyAb CKAOHHCb, Haill KOpMU^HK yMHblH 

B MOAnaHbe npaBHA rpy3Hbifi hcah; 

A n — 6ecneHHofi eepbi noAH,— 

FlAOBgaM h neA... B^pyr aoho boah 

H3MHA C HaAeTy BHXOpb myMHbIH... 

riorH6 h KopMEgHK, h nAOBey! — 

Anuib h, TaHHCTBeHHbifi neBeg, 
Ha 6eper Bbi6pomeH rpo3oiot 
R rHMHbi npe>KHHe noio 
H pH3y BAa^KHyiO moio 
Cymy Ha coAHye noA cKaAoio. 

IX03T [ 1827 ] 

rioKa He Tpe6yeT noaia 

K CBHHjeHHOH HiepTBe AnOAAOH, 

B 3a6oTax cyeTHoro cBeTa 

Oh MaAOAyiUHo norpy^KeH; 

Moahht ero cBHTan ahpaj 

/lyrna BKyniaeT xAaAHbifi coh, 

H Me>K AeTen hhhto>khbix MHpa, 

BbITb MOiKeT, BCex HHHTOJKHeH OH. 

Ho AHUIb 6o^KeCTBeHHbIH rAaroA 

/[o cAyxa nyTKoro kochctch, 

/lyrna nosTa BCTpeneineTCH, 

Kan npo6yAHBuiHHCH opeA. 

TocxyeT oh b 3a6a>Bax MHpa, 
Aioackoh HyHSAaeTCH moabh, 

K HoraM HapoAHoro KyMHpa 

He KAOHHT ropAOH TOAOBbi; 
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ARION [1827] 

There were many of us in the bark; 
Some were trimming the sails, 
Others in harmony were plunging 
The mighty oars into the deep. In calm [weather 1 
Bent over the rudder, our skillful helmsman 
In silence steered the weighty bark; 
And I—full of carefree trust— 
I sang to the shipmates . . . Suddenly the bosom of the waves 
Was ruffled with a swoop by a roaring gust . . . 
Both helmsman and sailor perished! — 
I alone, the mysterious singer, 
Swept ashore by the storm, 
I sing the former hymns 
And dry my damp garment 
In the sun at the foot of a cliff. 

THE POET [ 1827 ] 

Until upon the poet calls 
For hallowed sacrifice Apollo, 
In the cares of the bustling world 
He is small-mindedly absorbed; 
His sacred lyre is silent; 
[His] soul is steeped in chilly sleep, 
And among the worthless children of the earth 
He is perhaps the most worthless of all. 

The moment, though, the word divine 
Impinges on his sentient hearing, 
The poet’s soul ruffles (its feathers), 
Like an awakened eagle. 
He frets amid the world’s amusements, 
From human speech he shies away, 
To the national idol’s feet 
He does not bow his proud head; 



EcHCHT OH, £HKHH h CypO'BblH, 

H 3ByK0B H CMBTCHbB HOAH, 

Ha 6epera nycTbiHHbix boah, 

B IHHpOKOIIiyMHbie Ay6pOBbI... 

TAJIHCMAH [ 1827 ] 

TaM, r^e Mope bchho nAeiH,eT 

Ha nyCTbIHHbie CKaAbI, 

Tac Ay<Ha TenAee 6Aem>ej 

B cAaAKHH Mac BenepHefi mtaw, 

Tac, b rapeMax HacAa>KAaacb, 

/Ihh npOBOAHT MycyAbMAH, 

TaM BOAUie6HH^, AaCKaBCb, 

Mhc BpynHAa TaAHCMaH. 

H, AacKancb, roBopHAa: 

«CoxpaHH MOH TaAHCMaH: 

B HCM TaHHCTBeHHaH CHAa! 

Oh Te6e Aio6oBbK) ash. 

Ot HeAyra, ot MorHAbi, 

B 6ypio, b rpo3Hbifi yparaH, 

FOAOBbI TBOeH, MOH MHAblH, 

He cnaceT moh TaAHCMaH. 

H 6oraTCTBaMH BocTOKa 

Oh Te6n He OAapHT, 

H noKAOHHHKOB npopoKa 

Oh Te6e He noKopHT; 

H Te6n Ha aoho Apyra, 

Ot nenaAbHbix nyasAbix cTpan, 

B Kpan poahoh Ha ceBep c iora 

He yMHHT MOH TaAHCMaH... 

Ho KorAa KOBapHbi omh 

OnapyiOT BApyr Te6fl, 
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He runs, uncouth and grim, 
Replete with sound and with perturbance 
To shores of desolate waves, 
To broadly-murmuring wildwoods . . . 

THE TALISMAN [ 1827 ] 

Where the sea forever splashes 
On deserted crags, 
Where the moon more warmly glitters 
At the sweet hour of evening mist, 
Where, in harems his ease enjoying, 
The Muslim whiles away his days, 
There an enchantress with caresses 
Handed me a talisman. 

With caresses, too, she bade me: 
“Guard my talisman: 
It contains mysterious power! 
Love has given it to you. 
From ills of body, from the grave, 
In tempest, in dread hurricane, 
Your head, my dear one, 
My talisman will not save. 

“And with riches of the Orient 
It will not endow you, 
And adherents of the Prophet 
It will not subject to you; 
And to a friend’s bosom, 
From melancholy alien lands 
To native shore from south to north 
My talisman will not speed you . . . 

“But when designing eyes 
Of a sudden shall bewitch you, 
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HAb ycTa bo Mpane hohh 

nou,eAyiOT He aio6b — 

Mhawh Apyr! ot npecTynAeHbB, 

Ot CepAeHHbIX HOBbIX paH, 

Ot H3MeHbI, OT 3a6BeHbfl 

CoxpaHHT MOH TaAHCM3!H!» 

TO DAWE, ESQr [ 1828 ] 

3aqeM tboh AHBHbiH KapaHAam 

PncyeT moh apancKHH npo(pHAb? 

XoTb Tbi BeKaM ero npeAauib, 

ErO OCBHLUeT Me(})HCTO^)eAb. 

pHeyfi OAeHHHOH HepTbl. 
B raapy cepAeHHbix baoxhobchhh, 

AnLUb IOHOCTH H KpaCOTbl 

rioKAOHH'HKOM 6bITb AOA^KeH reHHH. 

BOCnOMHHAHHE [ 1828 ] 

KorAa aah cMepTHoro yMOAKHeT myMHbiH AeHb, 

H Ha HeMbie CTorHbi rpaAa 

noAynpo3paHHaB HaABJKeT hohh TeHb 

H coh, AHeBHbix TpyAOB HarpaAa, 

B TO BpeMH AAH MeHB BAanaTCH B THUJHHe 

Macbi TOMHTeAbHoro 6AeHbfl: 
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Or lips in the gloom of night 
Shall kiss without loving— 
Dear my friend! From transgression, 
From new heart-wounds, 30 
From betrayal, from oblivion 
Will preserve my talisman! ” 

TO DAWE, ESQ.1 [ 1828 ] 

Wherefore does your wondrous pencil 
Draw my Moorish profile? 
Though you will hand it down to the ages, 
Mephistopheles will hiss it. 

Draw the features of [Miss] Olenina. 5 
In the glow of the heart’s inspiration(s), 
Only of youth and beauty 
Genius ought to be adherent. 

1 George Dawe (1781-1829), English portrait painter and mezzotint engraver in 
the manner of Sir Joshua Reynolds. Went to Russia and was named First Painter 
to the Court of Russia by Alexander I, who had him paint about 400 portraits of 
army men who served in the Napoleonic Wars. Several of Dawe’s paintings hang 
in the Hermitage Museum in Leningrad. 

REMEMBRANCE1 [ 1828 ] 

When for the mortal the loud day falls silent 
And on the mute squares of the city 

Sinks down the half-transparent shade of night 
And sleep, reward of daily toils,— 

At that time for me in the silence drag 5 
Hours of tormenting wakefulness: 

1 A continuation of this poem, to more than double its length in print, exists in a 
manuscript version that shows a few single-word gaps. These, and an unexplained 
reference to "two dear shades, angels given me by fate in bygone days,” may explain 
Pushkin’s decision not to include the rest of the poem in editions printed in his life¬ 
time. 



B 6e3/teHCTBHH HOHHOM >KHBeH TOpHT BO MHe 

3mch cep/teMHOH yrpbiseHbH; 

Meqrbi khhht; b yMe, noAaBAeHHOM tockoh, 

TeCHHTCH THHSKHX AyM H36bITOK; 

BocnoMHHaHKe 6e3MOABHo npeAO mhoh 

CbOH AAHHHblH pa3BHBaeT CBHTOKJ 

H C OTBpailjeHHeM HHTaH *KH3Hb MOK), 

H Tpenemy h npoKAHHaio, 

H TOpbKO J«aAyiOCb, H rOpbKO CAe3bl AblO, 

Ho cTpoK nenaAbHbix He CMbiBaio. 

TbI H Bbl [ 1828 ] 

IlycToe ebi cepAenHbiM rbi 

OHa, o6MOABHCb, 3a.MeHHAa 

H BCe CHaCTAHBbie MeHTbl 

B Ayine BAK)6AeHHOH B036yAHAa. 

ripeA Hen saAyMHHBo ctok>, 

Cbccth onen c Hee HeT chaw; 

H roBOpio en: nax ew mhaw! 

H mwcak): nan tc6h ak)6aio! 

[ 1828 ] 

Ko6biAiiya MoAOAan, 

HecTb KaBKa3cKoro TaBpa, 
MtO TbI MHHLHbCfl, yASAafl ? 

H Te6e npHuiAa nopa; 

He KO'CHCb nyrAHBbIM OKOM, 

Hor Ha B03Ayx He Menn, 

B noAe rAaAKOM h uinpoxoM 

CsoeHpaBHo He cKann. 

rioroAH; tc6h 3acTaBAK> 

H CMHpHTbCH nOAO MHOH! 

B MepHwfi Kpyr tboh 6er HanpaBAio 

YKOpOHeHHOH y3A0H. 
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In the nocturnal idleness more briskly (burn) gnaw in me 
The heart-serpent’s bites; 

Fancies seethe up; in the mind weighed down by grief 
There crowds an excess of oppressive thoughts; 10 

Remembrance wordlessly before me 
Unrolls her lengthy scroll; 

And with revulsion reading [there] my life, 
I quail and curse 

And bitterly complain, and bitterly shed tears, 15 
But cannot wipe away the grievous lines. 

THOU AND YOU [ 1828 ] 

The empty you by the warm thou 
She by a slip of the tongue replaced 
And all happy daydreams 
Stirred up in the soul in love. 
Before her pensively I stand, 5 
To take [my] eyes off her [I have] not the strength; 
And [I] tell her: how nice of you I 
And think: how I love thee! 

[ 1828 ] 

Young mare, 
Honor of the Caucasian breed, 
What are you speeding for, spirited one? 

For you, too, the time has come: 
Do not roll [your] skittish eye, 5 
Do not fling [your] feet in the air, 
In the field level and broad 
Do not gallop willfully. 
Wait: I shall compel you 
To humble yourself beneath me: 10 
Into a measured circle I shall direct your run 
With a shortened bridle. 



nPEflWBCTBME [ 1828 ] 

CHOBa TyHH Ha^O mhoio 
Co6paAHCB B THUIHHe; 

PoK 3aBHCTAHBbIH 6eAOIO 
Yrpo^KaeT CHOBa MHe... 
CoxpaHK) Ab k cyAb6e npe3penbe? 
FIoHecy Ab HaBCTpe^y efi 

HenpeKAOHHoeTb h Tepnenbe 
FopAOH KJHOCTH MO€H? 

BypHOH 2KH3HbK> yTOMACHJIblH, 

PaBiHOAyiuHo 6ypn 2KAy• 
Mo^KeT 6bitb, eige cnaceHHbin, 

CHo<Ba npHCTaub h HaHAy... 
Ho, npeA^iyBCTByn paaAyny, 
HeH36e*KHbifi, rpo3HbiH nac, 

C^KaTb TBOK), MOH BHTeA, pyKy 
H enemy b nocAeAHHn pa3. 

AhTCA KpOTKHH, 6e3MflTeiKHbm, 
Thxo moabh Mne: npocru, 

OnenaAbcn: B3op cboh hokhmh 
FIoAblMH HAb OnyCTH; 

H TBoe bocnomHHahbe 
3aMeHHT Ayme Moen 
Chav, ropAOCTb, ynoBanbe 
H oTBary lOHbix Anew. 

-- [ 1828 ] 

BopOH K BOpOHy AeTHT, 

BopOH BOpOHy KpHHHT: 

Bopoh! rAe 6 HaM oro6eAaTb? 
Kan 6bi HaM 0 tom npoBeAaTb? 

BopOH BOpOHy B OTBeT I 
3Haio, 6yAeT HaM o6oa; 
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FOREBODING [ 1828 ] 

Once more clouds above me 
Have gathered in silence; 
Jealous destiny with trouble 
Threatens me once more . . . 
Will I keep contempt for fate? 
Will I bring to meet it 
The unyielding strength and patience 
Of my prideful youth? 

By a stormy life exhausted, 
Calmly I await the storm: 
It may be [that] once more rescued, 
Anchorage again I’ll find . . . 
Parting, though, beforehand sensing, 
[That] escapeless, dreadful hour, 
I to press your hand, my angel, 
Hasten for the last time. 

Angel meek [and] unperturbing, 
Speak to me a low “farewell,” 
Mournful grow: your tender gaze 
Lift it up or drop it low; 
And the recollection of you 
Will replace unto my soul 
Vigor, pride, intoxication, 
And the pluck of youthful days. 

[ 1828 ] 

Raven to raven flies, 
Raven to raven cries: 
Raven! where’s to dine for us? 
How shall we forage for it? 
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Raven to raven in reply: 
I know there will be dinner for us; 

5 



B HHCTQM nOAe nOA paKHTOH 

BoraTbIpb ACHiHT y6HTbIH. 

KeM v6ht h OTHero, 

3naeT cokoa AHiub ero, 

/U K06bIAKa BOpOHaA, 

J\a X03HHKa MOAOAaB. 

Cokoa b poigy yAeTeA, 

Ha Ko6biAKy HeApyr cca, 

A XOSHHKa >KAGT MHAOrO 

He yOHToro, ^khbobo. 

... [ 1828 ] 

TopOA nbiuiHbiii, ropoA 6eAHbiH, 

/lyx HeBOAH, CTpOHUblH BHA, 

Cboa He6ec 3eAeHO-6AeAHbin, 

CKyxa, xoaoa h rpaHHT — 

Bee JKe MHe Bac maAb HeMHOHtKO, 

IloTOMy HTO 3ACCb HO'pQH 

XoaHT MaAeHbKan HOiKKa, 

BbeTCH AOKOH 30A0T0H. 

AHMAP [ 1828 ] 

B nycTbiHe naxAon h cxynoH, 

Ha noHBe, 3HoeM pacKaAeHHOH, 
AHHap, KAK rp03HbIH HaCOBOH, 

CtOHT - OA'HH BO Been BCeACHHOH. 

npnpoAa >Ka?KAyuiHx cTenen 

Ero b AeHb meBa nopoAHAa, 



In the open field beneath a willow 

A thane lies slain. 
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Killed by whom and for what cause, 
That alone his falcon knows, 
And his mare of raven hue 
And his mistress young. 

Falcon flew into the wold, 
Mare was mounted by the foe, 
And the mistress bides her loved one, 
Not the slain one, but a live one. 

[ 1828 ] 

Gorgeous city, wretched city, 
Slavedom’s spirit, comely look, 
Vault of heaven greenish-pallid, 
Boredom, cold, and granite— 
Still I grieve a bit to leave you 
Because here from time to time 
Goes a little foot a-walking, 
Curls a golden ringlet. 

THE UPAS TREE [ 1828 ] 

In sere and grudging wilderness, 
On soil aglow with summer blazes 
The Upas Tree, like a dread sentinel, 
Stands—lone in all creation. 

The nature of the thirsting steppes 
Has born it on a day of wrath 
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H 3eAeHb MepTByio BeTBen 
H KOpHH BAOM HanOHAa. 

Ha KanAeT cKB03b ero Kopy, 

K noAyAHio pacTonacb ot 3hok>, 

H 3acTbiBaeT BBenepy 
TycTOH npo3paHHOio cmoaoio. 

K HCMy h nTHu,a He actht 

H T'Hrp HeHAeT - AHIHb BHXOpb HepHblH 

Ha ApeBo cMepTH Ha6e>KHT 

H MHHTCH npOHb y>Ke TA6TBOpHbIH. 

H ecAH Tyqa opocuT, 

BAyjKAan, ahct ero ApeMyHHH, 
C ero BeTBefi y>K baobht 

CTeKaeT AOJKAb b necoK ropiOHHH. 

Ho HeAOBena hcaobck 
FIoCAaA K AHHapy BAaCTHbIM B3rAflAOM, 

H tot nocAyuiHo b nyTb noTeK 

H K yTpy B03BpaTHACH C BAOM. 

npHHeC OH CMepTHyiO CMOAy 

Jl a BeTBb C yBHAIUHMH AHCT3MH, 

H noT no 6AeAHOMy neAy 

CTpyHACB XAaAHbIMH pyHbBMH; 

FIpHHec — h ocAa6eA h Aer 
FIoa CBOAOM UiaAama Ha AbIKH, 
H yMep 6eAHbifi pa6 y Hor 
Heno6eAHMoro BAaAbiKH. 

A yapb tcm baom HanHTaA 
CBOH nOCAyiOAHBbie CTpeAbl. 
H C HHMH r«6eAb pa30CAaA 

K coceAflM b ny>KAbie npeAeAbi. 
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And steeped the dead green of its branches 
And its roots in venom. 

The venom seeps across its bark, 
Toward noon dissolving from the blaze, 10 
And in the evening stiffens up 
Into a thick transparent resin. 

To it no bird will fly 
Or tiger come: alone the swarthy whirlwind 
Runs up upon the tree of death— 15 
And rushes forth, by now death-dealing. 

And if an errant cloud bedews 
Its somnolent leaf, 
Then from its branches, venomous now, 
The rain runs down into the blazing sand. 20 

But man by man 
Was sent to the Upas with imperious glance, 
And he obediently sped on his way 
And came back with the venom by the morning. 

He brought the deadly pitch 25 
And a branch with withered leaves, 
And sweat upon his pallid brow 
Coursed down in chilly streams; 

Brought it—and faltered and lay down 
Beneath the vaulted tent upon the rushes, 30 
And died, poor minion, at the feet 
Of the unconquerable potentate. 

As for the Tsar, he battened with this venom 

His servile arrows, 
And with them sent calamity abroad 
On neighbors into alien parts. 

35 



HeHacTHbin AeHb noTyx; HeHacTHon hohh m r a a 
no He6y cTeAeTCH oaokaoio cbhhu,oboh; 

Kan npHBHAeHHe, 3a poujeK) cochoboh 
Ayna TyMaHHaa B3oniAa... 

Bee MpanHyio TOCKy Ha Aytuy MHe HasoAHT. 

/[aAeKO, TaM, AyHa b chbhhh bocxoaht; 

TaM B03^yx HanoeH BenepHen TenAOTon; 

TaM Mope ABHHieTCH pOCKOHIHOH neAeHon 

noA roAy6biMH He6ecaMH... 

Bot BpeMH: no rope Tenepb hagt oHa 

K 6peraM, noTonAeHHbiM uiyMHiijHMH boah3mh; 

TaM, nOA 3aBeTHbIMH CK3AAMH, 
Tenepb OHa chaht nenaAbHa n OAHa... 
OAHa... hhkto npeA Hen He nAaneT, He TOCKyeT; 
Hhkto ee koach b 3a6BeHbe He n,eAyei; 
OAHa... HHHbHM ycTaM OHa He npeAaeT 
Hh nAen, hh b Aa?KHbix ycT, hh nepcen 6eAocne>KHbix. 

Hhkto ee aio6bh He6ecHon He aoctohh. 

He npaBAa Ab: Tbi OAHa... Tbi nAaneuib... a cnoKoeH; 

Ho ecAH 

- [ j828 ] 

CnaCTJIHB, KTO H36paH CBOeHpaBHO 

TBOen TOCKJIHBOK) MeMTOH, 

nPH kom AK)6oBbK) MJieeinb hbho, 

MbH B3opbi BJiacTByiOT to6oh; 

Ho >KaJIOK TOT, KTO MOJIHaJIHBO, 

Cropaa ruiaMeHeM jiio6bh, 

noTyna rojiOBy, peBHHBO 

npH3HaHba cjiymaeT tboh. 
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■ ■ — [ 1828 ] 

The dismal day has flickered out; the dismal night’s mist 
Spreads over the sky like a leaden pall; 

Like a specter, behind the fir thicket 
A foggy moon has risen . . . 

All [this] casts a dark gloom upon my soul. 5 
Far off, over there, the moon rises in radiance; 
There the air is saturated with evening warmth; 
There the sea stirs like a luxurious film 

Under blue skies . . . 
This is the time: now down the hill she walks 10 
Toward the strand awash with rushing waves; 

There under [our] beloved crags 
Now she is sitting mournful and alone. 
Alone . . . nobody weeps before her, pines; 
No one kisses her knees in oblivion; 15 
Alone ... to no one’s lips does she surrender 
[Her] shoulders, moist lips, snowy breasts. 

20 

No one is worthy of her heavenly love. 
Is it not so: you are alone . . . you weep . . . I am at peace; 

But if 

[ 1828 ] 

Blest he who wantonly was chosen 
By your fatigueful fancy, 
Near whom you melt with love for all the world to see, 
Whose glances lord it over you; 
But wretched he who mutely, 5 
Consumed with flame of love, 
His head hung low, jealously, 
Listens to your confessions. 
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===== [ 1829 ] 
R Bac ak>6ha: AK>6oBb eii^e, 6biTb mohsct, 

B Aytue Moen yracAa He cobccm; 

Ho nycTb OHa Bac 6oAbiue He TpeBO/KHTj 

R He xony nenaAHTb Bac. hhhcm. 

R Bac ak>6ha 6c3moabho, 6e3HaAeHiHo, 

To po6oCTbK>, TO peBHOCTbtO TOMHMJ 

R Bac AK)6ha TaK HCKpeHHO, TAK HOKHO, 

Kan Aan BaM 6or ak>6hmoh 6biTb ApyrHM. 

== [ 1829 ] 

EpOiKy AH 3 BAOAb yAHH, IIiyMHblX, 

BxOHiy Ab BO MHOrOAIOAHblH XpaM, 

Cn^Ky Ab Me>K lOHomeS 6e3yMHbix, 

R npe^aiocb mohm MeHTaM. 

R roBOpio: npOMnaTCH roAbi, 

H CKOAbKO3AeCb HH BHAHO HaC, 

Mbi Bee cohacm noA BeqiHbi cboam — 

H HeH-H'H6yAb y>K 6ah3ok nac. 

rA32Ky Ab Ha Ay6 y eA HHCHHblH, 

R MbicAK>: naTpHapx AecoB 

ri€pe2KHBeT MOH BCK 3a6BeHiHbIH, 

Kan nepeiKHA oh bck o^ob. 

MAaAeHya Ab mhaoto AacKaio, 

y>Kc 3 AyMaio: npocTn! 

Te6e 3 MecTo ycTynaio: 

Mhc Bp cm 3 TAeTb, re6e ubccth. 

4enb Ka>KAbiH, KaniAyio roAHHy 

np HIBbIK 3 AyMOH H p O B O 2K A a T b, 

Fp3AyUieH CMepTH rOAOBIHHHy 

Mens hx CTapa3Cb yraAaTb. 
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— [ 1829 ] 

I used to love you: love has still, it may be, 
Not died down altogether in my soul; 
But may it not alarm you any longer; 
I do not want to sadden you with aught. 
I used to love you wordless, without hope, 5 
With shyness now, with jealousy now racked; 
I loved you so ingenuously, so dearly, 
As God may grant you to be loved by another. 

— [ 1829 ] 

Whether I wander along noisy streets 
Or step into a temple dense with people, 
Or sit among fervescent youth, 
I give myself over to my fancies. 

I say: the years will flash by, 5 
And, as many of us as are to be seen here, 
We all will descend beneath the eternal vaults— 
And someone’s hour is already near. 

As I gaze upon a solitary oak, 
I muse: the patriarch of the woods 10 
Will outlive my forgotten age, 
As it outlived [my] fathers’ age. 

When I caress a dear young child, 
I am already thinking: farewell! 

I yield my place to you: 15 
It is time for me to wither, for you to flower. 

Each day, each year 
I have come to usher out in fancy, 
Of [my] approaching death the anniversary 

Intent to guess among them. 20 
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H r#e MHe cMepTb nouiAeT cyAb6HHa? 

B 60fO AH, B CTpaHCTBHH, B BOAHaX? 

Hah coceAHHH AOAHHa 
Moh npHM€T oxAa^CAbiH npax? 

H xoTb 6ecqyBCTBeHiioMy TeAy 25 

PaBHo noBciOAy HCTAeBaTb, 
Ho 6AHH<e k MHAOMy npe^eAy 

Mhc Bee 6 XOTeAOCb IIOHHBaTb. 

H nycTb y rpo6oBoro Bxo^a 
MAa/taa 6y#eT >KH3Hb nrpaTb, 30 

H paBHo^yuiHafl npHpo^a 
Kpacoio BeHHOK) CHJTTb. 

K BIOCTy 3ABOEBATEJIH [ 1829 ] 

HanpacHo BHAHiiib TyT ouiHbKy: 

PyKa HCKyccTBa HaBeAa 
Ha MpaMOp 3THX yCT yAbl6Ky, 
A THeB Ha XAaAHblH aock neAa. 

He/japOM AHK cefi AByfl3bIHeH. 5 

TaKOB H 6bIA cefi B AaCTeAHH: 

K npOTHBOHy BCTBHBM npHBbineH, 
B AHUe H B HJH3HH apA6KHiH. 
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And where will fate send me death 
In battle, while roving, in the waves? 
Or will the neighboring vale 
Receive my dust grown-cold?1 

And though to the unfeeling body 25 
It is all one where it decays, 
Yet near as may be to the dear environs 
I would still like to lie at rest. 

And at the entrance to the grave 
May young life play, 30 
And indifferent nature 
Shine with everlasting beauty. 

1 This query is echoed by, among many others, Heinrich Heine when he asks 
ca. 1825 in "Wo?”: 

Wo wird einst des Wandermiiden/ Letzte Ruhestatte sein?/ Unter Palmen in dem 
Suden?/ Unter Linden an dem Rhein?// Werd’ ich wo in einer Wiiste/ Einge- 
scharrt von fremder Hand?/ Oder ruh’ ich an der Kiiste/ Eines Meeres in dem 
Sand?// Immerhin! Mich wird umgeben/ Gotteshimmel, dort wie hier,/ Und als 
Totenlampen schweben/ Nachts die Sterne iiber mir. 

AT THE BUST OF A CONQUEROR1 [ 1829 ] 

You’re wrong to see an error here: 
The hand of art has wrought 
On the marble of these lips a smile, 
And wrath on the chilly luster of the brow. 
No wonder this face is double-tongued. 5 
Such truly was this potentate: 
Accustomed to conflicting feelings, 
In face and in life a harlequin. 

1 Directed at Alexander I. 
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MOHACTBIPB HA KA3BEKE [ 1829 ] 

BbicoiKo Ha a ceMbeio rop, 

Ka36eK, tboh ^pcTBeHHbin maTep 
Chbct BeqiHbiMH AynaMH. 

Tboh MOHacTbipt 3a o6AaKaMH, 

Kan b nefre peioij^HH Koener, 5 

llapHT, Hy’Tb B'HAHblH, HaA TOpaMH. 

/lajveKHH, Bo^KAeAeHHbiH 6per! 

TyAa 6, cKa3aB npocrn yigeAbio, 

OoAHHTbCH K BOAbHOH BblHIMHe! 

TyAa 6, b 3ao6AaHHyio KeAbio, 10 

B coceACTBo 6ora ckpbitbeh mhc!.. 

OBBAJI [ 1829 ] 

J\po6flcb o MpanHbie cKaAbi, 

UJyMflT H neHHTOH BaAbI, 

H HaAO MHOH KpHHaT OpAbI, 

H poniijeT 6op, 

H 6Aem)yT cpeAb boahhctoh mtaw 5 
BepHIHHbl rop. 

OTTOAb cop>BaACfl pa3 oGbaa, 

H c THJKKHM rpoxoTOM ynaA, 

H BCK) TeCHIHHy MeJKAy CK3A 

3aropOAHA, 10 

H Tepexa Moryignft bba 

OcTaHOBHA. 

BApyr, HCTom,acb h npHCMHpeB, 

O Tepen, Tbi npepBaA cboh peB; 

Ho 3aAHHX BOAH ynOpHblH THeB 

ripomH6 cnera... 
15 
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THE MONASTERY ON MT. KAZBEK [ 1829 ] 

High above [thy] clan of mountains, 
Kazbek, thy royal tent 
Shines with eternal rays. 
Thy monastery beyond the clouds, 
Like in the skies a hovering ark, 5 
Steams, barely visible above the peaks. 

Far-off, longed-for bank! 
Thither, saying farewell to the gorge, 
To rise up to the free height; 
Thither I would, into a cell beyond the clouds, 10 
Disappear to the neighborhood of God! . . . 

THE SNOWSLIDE [ 1829 ] 

Shattering themselves into fragments against somber crags, 

Roar and foam the waters, 

And above me eagles scream, 

And the wildwood murmurs, 

And there gleam amid the wave-born mist 5 

The mountain peaks. 

From here a snowslide broke off once, 

And with ponderous rumbling fell, 

And the whole narrow space between the cliffs 

Dammed up, 10 

And the Terek’s mighty swell 

Arrested. 

Suddenly, exhausted and calmed, 

Oh, Terek, you interrupted your roar; 

But the rearward waves’ stubborn wrath 15 

Broke through the snows . . . 



Tbi 3aToriHA, ocBHpeneB, 

Cboh 6pera. 

H flOAro npopBaHHbiH o6BaA 

HeTaAOH rpyAoio AensaA, 

H Tepen 3Aoh noA hhm 6e?KaA, 

H n bl A b HD BOA 

H uiyMHOH nenon opouiaA 

AeABHblH CBOA. 

H nyTb no HeM WHpoKHH uieA: 

H KOHb CKaKaA, H BACKCB BOA, 

H cBoero Bep6AK>Aa b£a 

CTenHon Kyneij, 

TAe HbUHe MHHTCH AHUIb 9oA, 

He6ec jKHAey. 

.... - [ 1830 ] 

Hto e HMeHH T€6e moom? 

Oho yMpeT, nan myM nenaAbHbiH 

BoAHbi, nAecHyBmen b 6eper AaAbHbin, 
Kan 3ByK hohhoh b Aecy rAyxoM. 

Oho Ha naMHTHOM ahctkc 
OcTaBHT MepTBblH CAeA, nOAo6HbIH 
Y3opy HaAnncH HaAFpo6HOH 
Ha HenOHHTHOM H3bIKe. 

Hto b HeM? 3a6biToe AaBHo 
B BOAHeHbflX HOiBbIX H MHTeJKHbIX, 

TBoefi Ayme He AacT oiho 

BocnOMHHaHHH HHCTbIX, He^KlIblX. 

Ho b Aenb nenaAH, b thuimhc, 

npoH3HecH ero TocKyn; 
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You swamped, enraged, 

Your banks. 

And long the pierced-through snowslide 

As an unthawing mass lay, 20 

And angry Terek ran beneath it, 

And with water dust 

And rushing foam bedewed 

The icy vault. 

And a wide path along it went: 25 

And steed cantered and ox trudged, 

And his camel led 

The steppe merchant, 

Where now speeds only Aeolus, 

Dweller of the heavens. 30 

___ 11830 ] 

What is there for you in my name?1 
It will die, like the mournful sound 
Of a wave splashed-out at a distant shore, 
Like a night sound in the toneless wood. 

On the commemorative page 5 
It will leave a dead trace, resembling 
The pattern of an epitaph 
In an unintelligible tongue. 

What is there in it? Long forgotten 

’Mid waves of feeling new and stormy, 10 

It will not render to your soul 

Remembrances unalloyed, tender. 

But on a day of grief, in quiet, 

Pronounce it as you suffer; 

1 Written in response to a request to write his name in the album of the Polish 
beauty, Countess Karolina Sobanska, already immortalized by the love of Mic- 

kiewicz. 



Ci<a?KH: ecTb naMHTb 060 mhc, 

EcTb b MHpe cep^ue, rAe *KHBy h... 

- [ 1830 ] 

KorAa B o6*bHTHH MOH 

TBOH CTpOH'HbIH CTaH H 33KAK)HaiO 

H penH He>KHbie ak>6bh 

Te6e c BOCTOproM pacTonaio, 

Ee3M0ABHa, OT CTeCHeHHbIX pyK 

OcBo6o>KAaB CTaH cboh th6koh, 

Tbi OTBeHaeuib, mhawh Apyr, 

Mne HeAOBepHHBOH yAbi6Kon; 
npHAeJKHO B naMBTH XpaHH 

H3mch nenaAbHbie npeAaHbH, 

Tbi 6e3 ynaCTbH H BHHMaHbH 

yhwao cAymaeuib mchh... 
KAHHy KOBapHbie CTapaHbB 

IlpecTynHOH iohocth moch 
H BCTpeH yCAOBHbIX OHIHAaHbB 

B CaAax, B 6e3M0ABHH HOHCH. 

KAHHy pcneH AK)60B>HbIH LUOnOT, 

Cthxob TaHHcTBeHHbifi HaneB, 

H AaCKH AerKOBepiHbIX ACB, 

H CAe3bI HX, H H03AHHH pOIIOT. 

JHAPCKOCEJIfcCKAH CTATYH [ 1830 ] 

y pny c BOAOH ypoHHB, 06 yTec ee A^Ba pa3&HAa. 

/^eBa nenaAbHO chaht, npa3AHbin Aepraa Hepeno<K. 

MyAo! He chkhct boas, HSAHBancb H3 ypHbi pa36HTon; 

/JeBa, Ha a bchhoh cTpyen, bchho nenaAbHa chaht. 



Say: there is memory of me, 
There is in the world a heart in which I live. 
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— [ 1830 ] 

When into my embraces 
Your slender body I encompass 
And tender words of love 
Pour out to you with rapture, 
In silence from my tightened arms 
Freeing your supple form, 
You answer me, dear friend, 
With a mistrustful smile; 
Earnestly in your memory storing 
Betrayals’ sorrowful reports, 
Without involvement or attention 
You glumly hear me out . . . 
I curse the insidious endeavors 
Of my red-handed youth, 
And the [hours spent] awaiting trysts 
In gardens, in the dead of night. 
I curse the whispered words of love, 
The secret melody of verses, 
And the caress of trustful maidens, 
Their tears, and their belated plaint. 

FOUNTAIN AT TSARSKOE SELO [ 1830 ] 

Having dropped the urn of water, the maiden has 
broken it against a boulder. 

Sadly the maiden sits, holding the empty shard. 
Marvel! The water does not dry up as it pours from the broken 

urn; 
Over a timeless stream, timelessly sad sits the maid. 

i5 

5 

10 

i5 

20 



3AKJIHHAHHE [ 1830 ] 

O, ecAH npaBAa, hto b hohh, 

Kor^a noKOBTCB >KHBbie, 

H c He6a AyHHbie Aynn 

CKOAbBHT Ha K3MHH rpo60BbI8, 

O, ecAH npaBAa, hto TorAa 

riyCTeiOT THXHe MOrHAbI,— 

H TeH'b 30By, B >KAy AeHAbi: 

Ko mihe, moh Apyr, ciOAa, cK>Aa! 

fl'BiHCb, B03AK)6AeHHaB TeHb, 

KaK tw 6biAa nepeA pasAyKon, 

BAeAHa, xAaAHa, nan 3'hmhhh AeHb, 

HcKa^Kena nocAeAHen MyKon. 

npHA'H, KaiK AaAbHaB 3B63Aa, 

KaK AerKHH 3ByK HAb AyHOBeHbe, 

HAb KaK y^KaCHOe BHACHbS, 

MHe Bee paBHo: ciOAa! ciOAa!.. 

3oBy Te6n He aab Toro, 

Mto6 yKOpBTb AIOACH, Hbfl 3AOOa 

Y6nAa Apyra Moero, 

HAb hto6 H3BeAaTb TaHHbi rpo6a, 

He aab Toro, hto HHorAa 

CoMHeHbeM Mynycb... ho, TOCKyn, 

Xony cKaBaTb, hto Bee aio6ak> b, 

Hto Bee b tboh: cK>Aa, ciOAa! 

_— - [1830 ] 

4ab 6eperoB OTHH3Hbi AaAbHOH 

Tbi noKHAaAa Kpan nyiKon; 
B qac He3a6BeHHbin, b nac nenaAbHbiH 

H aoato nAaKaA npeA to6oh. 
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CON JURY1 [ 1830 ] 

Oh, if it is true that in the night, 
When the living go to rest, 
And from the heavens lunar rays 
Glide on sepulchral stones, 
Oh, if it is true that at that time 
The silent graves are emptied,— 
I call her shade, I wait for Leyla: 
To me, my friend, come here, come here! 

[ 243 

5 

Appear [to me], beloved shade, 
Such as you were before [our] parting, 10 
As pale, as chill as winter’s day, 
By final agony distorted. 
Come [to me] like a distant star, 
Like some light sound or wafting, 
Or like a dreadful apparition, 15 
I do not care: come here, come here! . . . 

I summon you not with a mind 
To reprehend the men whose malice 
Brought death upon my friend, 
Or to spy out the secrets of the grave, 20 
Or on the score that I at times 
Am racked by doubts . . . but in my wretchedness 
I want to say that I still love, 
That still I’m yours: come here, come here! 

1 Barry Cornwall (pseudonym for the minor English dramatist and poet B. W. 
Procter, 1787-1874) published a poem with a similar title which, like other works 
of his, had some influence on Pushkin in this period. 

.. — [ 1830 ] 

For the shores of your distant country 
You left the alien land; 

That unforgotten hour, that mournful hour, 

I long wept before you. 



Moh xAaAeiomHe pyKH 
Te6n ciapaAHCb yAep*KaTb; 

ToMAenbe cTpauiHoe pa3AyKH 
Moh ctoh moaha He npepbiBaib. 

Ho TbI OT TOpbKOrO Ao63aHbH 

Cboh ycTa oTopBaAa; 
Ho Kpan MpanHoro H3rHanbH 

TbI B KpaH HHOH MeHH 3BaAa. 
Tbi roBopHAa: «B AeHb cBHAanba 

noA He6oM BeqHo roAy6biM, 

B TCHH OAHB, AK)6bH A063aHbfl 

MbI BHOBb, MOH APyr, COeAHHHM». 

Ho TaM, yBbi, rA.e He6a csoAbi 
Chhiot b 6AecKe roAy6oM, 

I A£ T0Hb OAHB AerAa Ha BOAbI, 
3acHyAa tbi nocAeAHHM chom. 

Tboh npaca, tboh cTpaAaHbfl 

Hcqe3AH b ypHe rpo6oBOH — 

A c hhmh noyeAyn cBHAaHbh... 

Ho 2KAy ero; oh 3a to6oh.„ 

— . - [ 1831 ] 

riepeA rpo6HHu,eio cbhtoh 

CtOK) C nOHHKUieK) TAaBOH... 

Bee criHT KpyroM; oahh AaMnaAbi 

Bo MpaKe xpaMa 30aotht 

CTOAnoB rpaHHTHbie rpoMaAbi 

H HX 3HaMeH HaBHCIHHH pHA- 

FIoa HHMH CHHT eeH BAaCTeAHH, 

Cen HAOA CeBepHbIX Apy^KHH, 

MaCTHTblH CTpa^K CTpaHbl AeP^aBHOH, 

CMHpHTeAb Bcex ee BparoB, 

Cefi OCTaAbHOH H3 CTaH CAABHOH 

EKaTepHHHHCKHX OpAOB. 
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My chiller-growing hands 
Sought to detain you; 
The terrible ordeal of parting 
My groan implored [you] not to interrupt. 

But you from the bitter kiss 
Tore free your lips; 
From gloomy exile’s land 
You called me to another land. 
You kept on saying: “On the day of meeting 
Beneath a sky forever blue, 
In olive shade, love’s kisses 
We shall again, my friend, rejoin.” 

But there, alas, where vaults of heaven 
Shine forth in radiance blue, 
Where shade of olives rests upon the waters, 
You fell into eternal sleep. 
Your comeliness, your sufferings, 
Are gone to the sepulchral urn— 
And [gonej with them the kiss of meeting . . . 

But I await it—as a debt you owe . . . 

- 11831 ] 

Before the sacred sepulcher 
I stand with lowered head . . . 
All about is sleeping; alone the candelabra 
Are gilding in the temple dusk 
The throngs of granite pillars 
And their standards’ pendent row. 

Beneath them sleeps that potentate 
That idol of the northern warrior bands, 
The hoary guardian of an empire land, 
Subduer of its enemies all, 
That relic of the glorious flock 
Of Catherine’s eagles. 

5 

10 

15 

20 

5 

10 
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B TBoeM rpo6y BocTopr h^hbct! 

Oh pyccKHH rAac HaM H3AaeT; 

Oh HaM TBepAHT o toh roAHHe, 15 
KorAa HapoAHofi Bepbi rAac 

Bo33B3a k cbhtoh tboch ceAHHe: 

«Hah, cnacau!» Tbi bct3A — h cnac... 

BhCMAH JK H AHeeb Haul BepHblH rAac, 

BcTaHb h cnacafi ijapu h Hac, 20 

O cTapey rpo3Hbiu! Ha MrHOBeHbe 

5lBHCb y ABepH rpo6oBOH, 

^B’HCb, BAOXHH BOCTOpr H pBCHbe 

IloAKaM, ocTaBAeHHbiM to6oh! 

HBHCb H A^aHHlO CBOefi 25 

HaM yna^KH b TOAne bo^kach, 

KtO TBOH HaCAeAHHK, TBOH H36paHHbIu! 

Ho xpaM — b MOAuaHbe norpyu^eH, 

H THX TBOeH MOPHAbl 6paHHOH 

HeB03MyTHMbIH, BeHHblH COH... 30 

KJIEBETHHKAM POCCHH [ 1831 ] 

O HeM UiyMHTe Bbl, HapOAHbie BHTHH? 

3aq€M aHa(peMOH rpo3HTe Bbi Pocchh? 

HtO B03MyTHA0 BaC? BOAHeHHH AuTBbl? 

OcTaBbTe: bto cnop cAaBHH Me^KAy co6oio, 

^OMauiHHH, CTapbifi cnop, yjK B3B€meHHbiH cyAb6oio, 5 

Bonpoc, KOToporo He pa3peuiHTe Bbi. 

Yule AaBHo Me>KAy co6ok> 

Bpa^KAyiOT 3th nAeMeHa; 

He pa3 KAOHHAacb noA rpo3oio 

To hx, to Hama CTOpowa. 10 
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In thy sepulcher lives keen ardor! 
It speaks to us with Russian voice; 
Relates to us of that great hour 15 
When the voice of the nation’s trust 
Called to your sacred white-haired age: 
“Come, save! ” Thou didst rise—and save . . . 

Then hark now, too, our trusting voice, 
Rise up and save the Tsar and us, 20 
Oh, grim old hero! For an instant 
Appear at the sepulchral portal, 
Appear, breathe ardor and elan 
Into the regiments bequeathed by thee! 

Appear and with thy reverend hand 2 5 
Point out to us in the throng of leaders 
Who thy successor is, thy chosen! 
The temple, though—is sunk in silence, 
And quiet is thy warlike tomb’s 
CTnstirrable, eternal sleep ... 30 

TO THE SLANDERERS OF RUSSIA1 [ 1831 ] 

What do you raise an outcry over, national bards? 
Why do you threaten Russia with anathema? 
What stirred you up? The throes of Lithuania?2 
Desist: this is a strife of Slavs among themselves, 
An old domestic strife, already weighed by fate, 5 
An issue not to be resolved by you. 

Long since among themselves 
These tribes have been at war; 
More than once has bent beneath the storm 
Now their, now our side. 10 

1 This poem is Pushkin’s angry reply to the clamor of indignation and calls for 
intervention generated in Western Europe by the brutal suppression of the Polish 
uprising of 1831, of which his friend Mickiewicz became the spokesman and spiritual 
leader abroad. 

2 Lithuania, joined with the Polish crown since 1386, often stood for Poland in 
poetic usage. Mickiewicz, whose home was Wilno, starts his great idyllic epic Pan 
Tadeusz with a nostalgic invocation of "Lithuania, my homeland.” 



Kto ycTOHT b HepaBHOM cnope: 

KnHAHBblH A5IX, HAb BepHblH pOCC? 

CAaBfiHCKHe Ab pyHbH COAbHDTCB B pyCCKOM MOpe? 

Oho Ab HCCBKHeT? BOT BOnpOC. 

OcTaBbTe Hac: Bbi He HHTaah 

ChH KpOBaBbie CKpH^KBAH; 

BaM HenoHHTHa, BaM HyasAa 

Chh ceMenHaa Bpa>KAa; 

4ah bac 6e3MOABHbi KpeMAb h Hpara; 
BeccMbicAeHHo npeAbiH.aeT Bac 

Bopb6bi OTwaaHHOH OTBara — 

H HeHaBHAHTe Bbl Hac... 

3a HTO >K? OTBeTCTByHTe: 3a TO ah, 

Hto Ha pa3BaAHHax nbiAaiOHieH MocKBbi 

MbI «e npH3HaAH HarAOH BOAH 

Toro, noA KeM ApoJKaAH Bbi? 

3a TO Ab, HTO B 6e3AHy nOBaAHAH 

Mbi THroTeioig'HH HaA uapcTBaMH KyMHp 

H Hamefi KpOiBbK) HCKynHAH 

Eaponbl BOAbHOCTb, HeCTb H M'Hp ?.. 

Bbi rp03hbi Ha eAOBax — nonpo6yHTe hs AeAe! 

HAb CTapblH 6oraTbIpb, nOKOHHblH Ha nOCTeAe, 

He B CHAax SaBHHTHTb CBOH H3MaHAbCKHH HITbl'K? 

HAb pyccKoro uapa yme 6eccHAbHO caobo? 

HAb HAM C EBponOH CnOpHTb HOBO? 

HAb pyccKHH ot no6eA otbwk? 

HAb M3AO Hac? Hah OT Oep'MH AO TaBpHAbI, 

Ot &HHCKHX XAaAHbIX CK3A AO nAaMCHHOH KoAXHAb?, 

Ot noTpaceHHoro KpeMAH 

<Z[o ctch heabh/KHoro KHTaa, 

CTaAbHOH UjeTHHOK) cBepKaa, 

He BCTaHeT pyccKaa 3eMAH?.. 

Tax BbicbiAaeTe hi HaM, bhthh, 

CbOHX 03A06AeHHbIX CblHOB! 

EcTb MeCTO HM B HOAHX PoCCHH, 

CpeAH HenyHiAbix km rpo6oB. 
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Who will prevail in the unequal strife: 
The boastful Lekh, or the faithful Ross?3 

Will the Slavonic streams converge in the Russian sea? 
Will it dry up? Here is the question. 

Leave us alone: you have not read 15 
Those bloody tablets; 

To you is unintelligible, to you is alien 
This family feud; 
Mute to you are the Kremlin and Praga;4 
Unthinkingly you are beguiled 20 
By the valor of a desperate struggle— 
And you hate us . . . 

And for what? Reply: is it because 
On the ruins of blazing Moscow 

We did not acknowledge the insolent will 2 5 
Of him under whom you quaked? 
Because we hurled into the abyss 

The idol heavy-looming over kingdoms, 
And with our blood redeemed 
Europe’s freedom, honor, and peace? 30 

You are menacing in words—just try to be in action! 
Is then the old thane, resting on his bed, 
Unfit to mount his bayonet of Ismail?5 
Or is the Russian Tsar’s word powerless by now? 

Or is it new to us to be at odds with Europe? 35 
Or has the Russian grown unused to victories? 

Are there too few of us? Or will, from Perm to Tauris, 
From frigid crags of Finland to the flaming Colchis, 

From the shaken Kremlin 
To stagnant China’s walls, 4° 
Flashing with steely bristle, 
Not rise the Russian land? 
Send then to us, oh, bards, 
Your sons enraged: 
There’s room for them in Russia’s fields, 45 
’Mid graves that are not strange to them. 

3 Archaic terms for Pole and Russian, respectively. 
4 The suburb of Warsaw where the insurgents made their last desperate stand. 
5 The Turkish fortress in Bessarabia stormed by Suvorov in 1790. 
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3X0 [ i83i ] 

PeBeT ah 3Bepb b Aecy rAyxoM, 

Tpy6HT ah por, rpeMHT ah rpoM, 

IloeT ah &eBa 3a xoamom — 

Ha BCBKHH 3ByK 

Cboh otkahk b B03Ayxe nycTOM 

PoAHIUb TbI BApyr. 

TbI BHCMACLIib rpOXOTy TpOMOB 

H rAacy 6ypn h bsaob, 

H KpHKy ceAbCKHx nacTyxoB — 

H uiAeuib otbct; 

Te6e Hi H6T 0T3biBa..» TaiWB 

H TbI, II03t! 

KPA€ABM3J,A [ 1832 ] 

Bee b Hen rapMOHHB, Bee ahbo, 

Bee Bbirne MHpa h CTpacTefi; 

OHa nOKOHTCB CTblAAHBO 

B Kpace TopHiecTBeHHOH cBoen; 

Ona KpyroM ce6a B3HpaeT: 
Eh neT conepHHy, HeT noApyr; 

Kpacasnu, HauiHx 6Ae£HbiH Kpyr 

B ee CHHHbe HcnesaeT. 

Ky#a 6bi Tbi hh nocneuiaA, 

XoTb Ha AK)60BH0e CBHAaHbe, 

Kanoe 6 b cepAue hh nHTaA 

Fbl COKpOBCHHOe MenTaHbe,— 

Ho, BCTpeTHCb C HeH, CMyiljeHHblH, Tbi 

B^pyr OCTaHOBHIHbCB HeBOAbHO, 

BAaroroBen 6oroMOAbwo 

riepeA CBBTbIHeH KpacoTbi. 

5 

10 

5 

10 

15 
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ECHO1 [ 1831 ] 

Should wild beast roar in toneless wood, 
Should horn resound, should thunder peal, 
Should maiden sing beyond the mound— 

To any sound 
Your answer in the empty air 5 

You forthwith bear. 

You hearken to the thunder’s roll 
And to the voice of storm and surf 
And to the rustic shepherds’ call— 

And send reply; 10 
For you, though, no response . . . such are 

You, poet, too! 

1 The motif of this lyric appears to have been drawn from Barry Cornwall; 
see footnote to “Conjury.” 

A BEAUTY [ 1832 ] 

All in her is harmony, all marvel, 
All higher than the earth and passions; 
She bashfully remains sequestered 
In her triumphant beauty; 
She gazes about her: 5 
She has no rivals, has no friends; 
The pallid circle of our beauties 
In her radiance vanishes. 

Wherever you might have been hastening, 
And if it were a lover’s tryst, 10 
Whatever in your heart been nursing 
Of innermost private daydream— 
Still, meeting her, you could, bewildered, 
But willy-nilly come to halt, 
Worshiping in pious awe 15 
Before the sanctuary of beauty. 



B AJIbEOM [ 1832 ] 

^OATO CHX AHCTOB 3aBeTHbIX 

He KacaACfl n nepoM; 

B'HHOBaT, B CTOAe MO€M 

y>K A^BHC) 6es CTpOK npHBeTHblX 

3aAe>KaACH tboh aAb6oM. 

B HMeHH'Hbl, OHeHb KCTaTH, 

rio>KeAaTb Te6e a paA 

MHoro bcjtkoh 6AaroAaTH, 

MhOTO CAaAOCTHbIX OTpaA,- 

Ha riapHace MHoro rpoMa, 
B HiH3HH MHOrO THXHX AHeft 

H Ha COBeCTH TBOeH 

Hh eAH'Horo aAb6oMa 
Ot KpacaBHy, ot Apy3€H. 

... [ 1833 ] 

KorAa 6 He cMyTHoe BAeqeHbe 
Hero-TO HiaHiAynjefi ayhih, 

B 3Aecb ocTaACH 6 — HacAaniACHbe 
BKymaTb b HeBeAOMOH thuih: 

3a6biA 6bi Bcex Hi e a a h h h TpeneT, 

MeHTOIO 6 LjeAblH MHp Ha3BSA -- 

H Bee 6bi cAyrnaA 3tct AeneT, 
Bee 6 3TH HOHiKH U,eAOBaA... 

■ - [ 1833 ] 

He Aah MHe 6or cohth c yMa. 
HeT, jierne nocox h cyMa; 

HeT, jieme TpyA h rjiaA- 
He to, 4to6 pa3yMOM mohm 
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ALBUM VERSE [ 1832 1 

Long these intimate pages 
I have not touched with [my] pen; 
I apologize, in my desk 
For a long time already without lines of greeting 
Has your album lain and lain. 5 
On [your] nameday, very opportunely, 
I am glad to wish you 
Much of every kind of blessing, 
Many sweet comforts, 
On Parnassus plenty of thunder, 10 
In life plenty of quiet days, 
And on your conscience 
Not a single album 
From fair ladies, from friends. 

— t 1833 ] 

Were it not for the troubled urging 
Of a soul athirst for who knows what, 
I would stay here—delight to taste 
In [this] unnoted quietude: 
I would forget all wishing’s flutter, 5 
Would call a fancy all the world— 
And would forever hark this lisping, 
Forever kiss these little feet. 

- [ 1833 ] 

God grant that I not lose my mind. 
No, easier were the staff and bag; 

No, easier toil and want. 
It is not that my reason 



H aopo>khji; He to, mto6 c hhm 
PaccTaTbCH 6bia He paA: 

Kor^a 6 ocTaBHan mchh 
Ha Boae, KaK 6bi pe3BO a 

nycTHjica b TeMHbift aec! 
H nea 6bi b naaMeHHOM 6peAy, 
^ 3a6biBaaca 6bi b naay 

HecTpoftHbix, qyAHbix rpe3. 

H a 6 3acayuiHBaaca BoaH, 
H a raa^ea 6bi, caacTba noaH, 

B nycTbie He6eca; 
H CHaeH, BoaeH 6bia 6bi a, 
Kax BHxopb, poK)m,HH noaa, 

JIoMaK)m,HH aeca. 

j[[a bot 6ejxa: cohah c yMa, 
H CTpameH 6yAeinb KaK qyivia, 

KaK pa3 Te6a 3anpyT, 
nocaAaT Ha uenb AypaKa 
H cKB03b pemeTKy KaK 3BepKa 

flpa3HHTb Te6a npHAyT. 

A HOHbK) cabimaTb 6yAy a 
He roaoc apKHH coaoBba, 

He myM rayxofl Ay6poB— 
A kphk TOBapnu;eH MOHX, 
J\2l 6paHb CMOTpHTeaeft hohhmx, 

JXa BH3T, AS 3BOH OKOB. 

=—■- - ■ 1'. [ 1835 ] 

KDHouiy, ropbKo pbiaan, peBHHBaa aeBa 6paHHAa; 

K Hen Ha nxeno npeKAOHeH, lOHoma BApyr aaapeMaA. 
J\eBa TOTaac ymoaka3, coh ero AerKHH AeAea, 

H yAbi6aAacb eMy, THxne cAe3bi ahh. 
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I treasure; not that with it 5 
I would not gladly part: 

Were they to leave me 
At liberty, how eagerly would I 

Make for the darkling wood! 
In flaming frenzy would I sing, 10 
Forget myself within a haze 

Of shapeless, wondrous dreams. 

And I would hark my fill of waves, 
And I would gaze, with gladness filled, 

Into the empty skies; 15 
And strong were I, and free were I 

Like to the whirlwind gashing fields, 
[And] breaking forests down. 

But here’s the rub: go off your mind, 
And men will dread you like the plague, 20 

[And] straightway lock you up, 
Will put the madman on a chain 
And, through the screen like some small beast, 

Will come to harass you. 

And in the night I shall not hear 2 5 
The nightingale’s clear voice, 

Nor oak groves’ murmurous rustle— 
But my companions’ cries, 
And the night warders’ curses, 

And shrieks, and clanging chains. 30 

====== [ 1835 ] 
Bitterly sobbing, the jealous maiden was chiding the youth; 

Cradled against her shoulder, the youth of a sudden dozed off. 
The maiden at once fell silent, lulling his light slumber, 

And was smiling at him, shedding quiet tears. 



256 ] 

__■ [ iSss ] 

H ayMaA, cepAU,e nosabbiAo 

Cnoco6HocTb AerKyio cTpaA^Tb, 

H roBopHA: TOMy, hto 6mao, 

He 6bIBaTb! V2K He 6bIBaTb! 

npomAH BO-cToprn, h neaaAH, 

H AerKOBepHbie m e a t bi... 

Ho bot oriHTb aaTpeneTaAH 

npe^ MOIgHOH BAaCTblO KOaCOTbl. 

— [ Me>K^y 1827 h 1836 ] 

OHa tjihaht Ha Bac Tax He>KHO, 

OHa jieneneT TaK He6pe>KHO, 
OHa TaK tohko Becena, 
Ee rjia3a TaK nojiHBi hybctbom, 
Benop OHa c TaKHM HCKyccTBOM 
H3-noA HaKpbiToro CTOJia 
MHe cbok) HO>KKy noAajia! 

(H3 nMHflEMOHTH) [ 1836 ] 

He Aoporo uenio a rpo'MKHe npasa, 

Ot kohx He oAHa KpyiKHTca roAOiBa. 

.H He pom^y o tom, hto oTKa3aAH 6oth 

Mhc b cAaAKon ynacTH ocnopHBaTb Haaoth, 

Hah MernaTb ^paM Apyr c ApyroM BoeBaTb; 

H m a a 0 ropa MHe, cbo6oaho ah neaaTb 

MopoHHT oavxob, HAb nyTKaa ueH3ypa 

B HsypHaAbHbix 3aMbicAax cTecnaeT 6aAarypa. 

Bee 9TO, BHAHTe Ab, CAOBd, CA06CL, CAOBd. 1 

BHbie, AyauiHe, mhc Aoporn npaBa; 

HHaa, Ayamaa, noTpe6na MHe cBo6oAa; 

5 

5 

5 

io 
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—■[ 1835 ] 

I thought my heart had quite forgotten 
Its easy aptitude for pain, 
I used to say: what was before 
Shall be no more! shall be no more! 
Gone are the raptures, and the sorrows, 5 
And dreams too easily believed . . . 
But here again they’re set aquiver 
At beauty’s sovereign command. 

- [ Between 1827 and 1836 ] 

She gazes at you so tenderly, 
She babbles away so carelessly, 
She is so wittily gay, 
Her eyes are so full of feeling, 
Last night she with such deftness 5 
From under the laid table 
Gave me her little foot [to caress]! 

FROM PINDEMONTE* 1 [ 1836 ] 

I do not greatly value [those] loud rights 
From which more than one head is spinning. 
I do not mutter at the gods’ having denied me 
The sweet participation in disputing taxes 
Or interfering with the kings at war with one another; 5 
And it’s small grief to me whether the Press is free 
To mystify the numskulls, or a sensitive censorship 
Does cramp some wag in journalistic schemes; 
All this, you see, is “words, words, words.” 
Other [and] better rights are dear to me; 10 
Another, better freedom do I need: 

1 Italian poet (1753-1828), to whom Pushkin ascribed this ode to privacy solely 
in order to hoodwink the censorship. 



3aBHceTb ot uapfl, 3aBHceTb ot Hapo/ja — 

He Bee ah naM paBHO? Bor c hhmh. 

Hhkomy 

OTHera He AaBaTb, ce6e Aiiuib caraowy 

CAy'JKHTb H yrO^KAaTb; aah b a a ct h , ^Afl AHBpeH 

He rHyTb hh coBecTH, hh rioMbrcAOB, hh men; 

Ho mpHXOTH CBO€H CKHTaTbCH 3fl€Cb H TaM, 

«Zf,H'BflCb 6o>KeCT'BeHHbIM npHpo,a,bi KpacoTaM, 

H npeA C03A'SHbBMH HCKyCCTB H B # OX HOB 6 H b 51 

Tpeneiija paAOCTHo b BocToprax yMHAeHbH, 

Bot cnacTbe! bot npaEa... 
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Be subject to a king, be subject to a nation— 
Is it not all the same to us? Let them be. To nobody 
To be accountable, oneself alone 
To serve and please; to power, to a livery 15 
Not [have to] bend nor conscience, nor ideas, nor neck; 
By one’s own whim to wander here and there, 
Marveling at Nature’s godlike beauties, 
And before works of art and inspiration 
Joyfully tremulous in transports of emotion: 20 
There [is] happiness! There [are] rights . . . 



IlodMbl, ChCCL3hCU 

u EaJiJiaftw 

IJAPB HHKHTA K COPOK EIX) ^OHEPEH [ 1822 ] 

Uapb HHKHTa >KHJI KOTAa-TO 
FIpa3AHO, Becejio, 6oraTo, 
He TBopHJi Ao6pa, hh 3Jia, 
H 3eMJia ero UBejia. 
Uapb Tpy^HjiCH no HeMHory, 5 
Kyuiaji, nnji, mojihjich 6ory 
H ot pa3Hbix MaTepen 
npn>KHJi copoK Aonepen, 
CopOK ^eByrneK npejiecTHbix, 
CopoK aHrenoB He6ecHbix, 10 
Mhjimx cepAUeM h AyniOH. 
Mto 3a HO>KKa—6o>xe moh, 
A ronoBKa, TeMHbin bojioc, 
HyAO— rjia3KH, nyAO— tojioc, 
Ym — c yMa CBecTH 6bi mot. 15 
Cjiobom, c rojiOBbi ao hot 
JXyuiy, cepAUe Bee nAeHHAo. 
Oahoto He AOCTaBano. 
Ua nero >xe oahoto? 
Tax, 6e3AenKH, Hnnero. 20 
Hnnero HAb oneHb Mano, 
Bee paBHO—He AOCTaBaAO. 
Kax 6bl 3T0 H3lDHCHHTb, 
Mto6 coBceM He paccepAHTb 
BorOMOAbHOH Ba^KHOH Aypbl, 25 
Cahujkom HonopHoft ueH3ypbi? 
Kax 6biTb?... noMorn MHe, 6or! 
y uapeBeH Me>xAy hot. .. 

260 ] 



Narrative Foems, Fairy Tales> 

and Ballads 

TSAR NIKITA AND HIS FORTY DAUGHTERS [ 182 

Tsar Nikita lived once-upon-a-time 
Idly, gaily, richly 
Did not wreak good, or evil: 
And his land bloomed. 
He busied himself a little at a time: 
Ate, drank, prayed to God, 
And from various mothers 
Came to have forty daughters, 
Forty charming girls, 
Forty heavenly angels, 
Dear of heart and soul, 
What little [foot] feet—my Lord! — 
And little head, dark hair, 
A marvel the eyes, a marvel the voice! 
[Their] mind could make [you] lose [your] mind; 
In a word, from head to foot [feet] 
Everything captivated the soul, the heart; 
One thing was missing 
But what one thing, come? 
As I say, a trifle, nothing— 
Nothing or very little, 
Still—it was missing. 
How [is one] to clear this up 
So as not to exasperate completely 
That pious dignified dunce, 
All too blue-nosed censorship? 
How manage, God help me! — 
Between the princesses’ legs . . . 



HeT, y>K 3T0 CJIHIHKOM HCHO 

HaJIH CKpOMHOCTH onacHO,— 

TaK HHa^e KaK-HH6yAb: 
M jik)6jik) b BeHepe rpy^b, 
Ty6KH, HO>KKy oco6jihbo, 

Ho JIK)6oBHOe OTHHBO, 

U,ejib >KejiaHbH Moero... 

Mto TaKoe?... Hnnero!... 
Hnqero, HJib oneHb Majio... 

H toto-to He 6biBa;io 

y uapeBeH MOJiOAbix, 

LLJaJIOBJIHBblX H >KHBbIX. 

Hx qyAecHoe poayaeHbe 
npHBejio b HezcoyMeHbe 

Bee npH^BopHbie cepAua. 
TpycTHO 6biJio aah OTua 
H min MaTepeft neqajibHbix... 
A ot 6a6oK noBHBajibHbix 

Kan y3Haji o tom HapOA— 

Bchkhh TyT pa3HHyji pOT, 
Axaji, oxaji, AHBOBajicn, 
A HHOH, XOTb H CMeHJICH, 

JXa THXOHbKO, MT06bI B nyTb 

JXo HepHHHCKa He MaxHyTb. 

Uapb C03BaJI CBOHX npHABOpHbIX, 

HaHeK, MaMymeK noKopHbix— 

Hm Aep>xaji TaKOH npHKa3: 

,,EcJIH KTO-HH6yAb H3 Bac 

JXoaepeft rpexy HayqHT, 

HJIH MbICAHTb HX npHyHHT, 

HjIH TOJIbKO HaMeKHeT, 

Mto y hhx HeAOCTaeT, 
Hjib ABycMbicjieHHoe CKa>KeT, 

MjIH KyKHIH hm noKa>KeT,— 

To-IHyTHTb H He npHBbIK- 
Ba6aM Bbipe>Ky H3biK, 

A MyacHHHaM HenTO xy>Ke, 
Mto nopoft 6biBaeT TyaceA 
Uapb 6bui CTpor, ho cnpaBeAAHB, 

A npHKa3 KpacHopeHHB; 
BcHK CO CTpaXOM nOKJIOHHJICH, 
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No, even this is too clear 
And dangerous for modesty— 30 
So [let’s get at it] some other way: 
I love Venus’ bosom, 
[Her] little lips, little feet especially; 
But love’s focus— 
The goal of my desire ... 35 
What is it? . . . Nothing! . . . 
Nothing, or very little . . . 
And that’s just what was not there 
With the young princesses 
Frolicsome and lively. 40 
Their outlandish birth 
Threw into consternation 
All hearts at court 
It was sad for the father 
And for the woebegone mothers ... 45 
And from the swaddling women 
When the people found out about this— 
Everyone gaped at it, 
Oh’ed, oh’ed, marveled 
And though one or the other laughed 50 
Still [they did it] very quietly, in order not to be 
Packed off to Nerchinsk.1 
The Tsar summoned his courtiers, 
The abashed nannies, mommies, 
And pronounced a command as follows: 55 
“If any one of you 
Shall teach [my] daughters sinful things 
Or induce them to (think) wonder 
Or shall merely hint at 
What is amiss with them, 60 
Or say something ambiguous, 
Or show [them] a finger2 
Then—I am not in the habit of joking— 
[If they are] ladies I shall cut out [their] tongue [s]. 
And [if they are] men, something worse, 65 
A thing that at times gets stiffer! ” 
The Tsar was strict, but just, 
And [his] command was eloquent. 
Everyone bowed in fear, 

1 A place of deportation deep in Siberia. 
2 The Russian version of this forthright international gesture is called kukis. 



70 
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OCTepeMbCH BCHK peiUHJICH, 
Yxo BCHK Aep>KaJI BOCTpO 
H xpaHHJi cBoe Ao6po. 
>KeHbi 6oAHbie 6oHjmcb, 
Mto6 My>KbH He npo6ojiTajmcb; 
BTaHHe AyMajiH My>Kbn: 
„ripOBHHHCb, >KeHa moh!" 
(Bhaho, cepAueM 6bum rHeBHbi). 
IlOApOCJIH MOH UapeBHbl. 
>Kajib hx CTajio. Uapb —b cobct; 
H3jio>khji TaM cboh npeAMeT: 
Tax H TaK-AOBOJIbHO HCHO, 
Thxo, monoTOM, HerjiacHO, 
OcTopo>KHee ot cjiyr. 
ripH3aAyMajiHCb 6onpbi, 
KaK jienHTb TaKofi Hezpyr. 
BoT OJIHH COBeTHHK CTapblft 
riOKJIOHHJICH BCeM-H BApyr 
B JIbICbift JI06 pyKOK) 6pHKHyJI 
M uapio oh Tax BaBaKHyji: 
,,0, npeMy^pbiH rocy^apb! 
He B3bIU;H MOK) TbI Aep30CTb, 
Ecjih npo njiOTCKyK) Mep30CTb 
PaccKa>Ky, hto 6buio BCTapb. 
MHe 6buia 3HaK0Ma cboahh 
(T^e OHa? h neM ceroAHH? 
BepHO TeM >Ke, neM 6buia). 
Ba6a BeAtMOK) cjibuia, 
BceM He^yraM noco6AHjia, 
HeMoiub qjieHOB HeuejiHjia. 
Bot ee 6bi pa3biCKaTb; 
BeAbMa AeJio Bee nonpaBHT: 
A HTO HaAO — TO H BCTaBHT". 

— „TaK 3a Heft ceftnac nocjiaTb!" 
BocKjiHuaeT uapb Hhkhtb, 
BpoBH cabhhvbhjh cepAHTo: 
— „ToTqac BeABMy OTbicnaTb! 
Ecah >k Hac OHa o6MaHeT, 
Hero HaAO He aoctbhct, 
Ha 6o6ax Hac npoBeAeT, 
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Everyone resolved to take heed 70 
Everyone pricked up his ears 
And guarded his welfare. 
Poor wives were afraid 
That their husbands might blurt [it] out; 
Husbands thought in private: 75 
[If only] my wife fell into guilt! . . . 
(One can see they were wroth at heart.) 
My princesses grew up, 
One came to pity them. The Tsar [went] into council, 
Set forth his topic there 80 
Thus and so, rather clearly, 
Quickly, in a whisper, not aloud, 
Discreetly [so as to keep it] from the servants. 
The nobles fell into a study 
How to heal such a defect. 85 
Presently one old councillor 
Bowed to everyone, and suddenly 
Gave a ringing tap to his bald head 
And blah-blah’ed to the Tsar thus: 
“Oh most wise sovereign! 90 
Do not turn upon my impertinence 
If about a carnal coarseness 
I tell that took place of old. 
I used to know a procuress; 
(Where is she, and what, today? ... 95 
Probably the same that she was.) 
She was held to be a witch 
All maladies she relieved, 
Weakness of limbs she cured. 
Now she would be the one to seek out. 100 
She will remedy the whole business, 
And will insert what is needed all right.” 

“Send for her at once, then,” 
Pronounces Tsar Nikita, 
His brows knitted angrily, 105 
“Seek the sorceress out! 
But if she should deceive us, 
Not furnish what is needful 
(Walk us on beans), play us a trick, 



MjIH C yMbICJIOM COJDKeT,— 

By^b He uapb h, a 6e3AejibHHK, 
EcJIH B HHCTblft nOHeAeJIbHHK 
C>Keab KOJiAVHbK) He bqjuo: 
H T6M He6o yMOJHOC 

BoT CeKpeTHO, OCTOpO>KHO, 

no KypbepCKOH nOAOpO>KHOH 

H BO Bee 3eMJIH KOHUbI 

BbijiH nocjiaHbi roHUbi. 

Ohh CKanyT, BCiOAy pbiuayx 
H uapio KOJIAyHbK) HHJ,yT. 
rOA npOXOAHT H Apyroft — 
HeTy BeCTH HHKaKOft. 
HaKOHeU OAHH peTHBblft 
B^pyr Hanaji Ha cjie^ cnacTAHBbift. 
Oh 3aexaji b TeMHbift Jiec 
(Bhaho, aeji ero caM 6ec), 
Bhaht oh: b jiecy H36yuiKa, 
BeAbMa b Hen >KHBeT, CTapyuiKa. 
Kan oh 6uji uapeB nocoji, 
To k Heft npHMO h Borneji, 
riOKJIOHHJICH BeAbMe CMeJIO, 
H3jio>khji uapeBO Aejio: 
Kan uapeBHbi po>KAeHbi 
H nero Bee jmmeHbi. 
Be^bMa MHroM Bee CMeKHyjia... 
B ABepb roHua OHa TOJiKHyjia, 
Tax npHMOJiBHB: ,,Yxoah 
nocKopeft h 6e3 otjihakh, 
He to — 6oftcn jiHxopaAKH... 
Mepes TpH ahh npHxoAH 
3a nocbuiKoft h otbctom, 
TOJIbKO nOMHH — HyTb c paCCBeTOM/' 
nocjie BeAtMa 3anepjiacb, 
YrojieHKOM 3anacAacb, 
Tpoe cyTOK Bopo>KHJia, 
Tan hto 6eca npHMaHHAa. 
Mto6 OTnpaBHTb bo ABopeu, 
CaM npHHec oh eft Aapeu, 
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Or by design tell a lie,— no 
Let me be a rascal and ne’er-do-well 
If on Lenten Monday 
I do not order the sorceress to be burnt, 
And (with this I implore Heaven) of this let Heaven be witness.” 

Now secretly, cautiously, 115 
With unrestricted travel passes 
And to all corners of the earth 
Messengers were sent: 
They gallop everywhere, scamper, 
And seek the witch for the Tsar. 120 
A year passes and another, 
But there is no news whatever. 
At last one zealous one 
Suddenly hit upon a lucky trail. 

He rode into the dark forest 125 
(Evidently the Devil himself was leading him), 
He sees a little cabin in the wood, 
In it lives the old witch-woman; 
Since he [was] the Tsar’s envoy, 
He went straight in to her. 130 
He bowed boldly to the witch, 
Explained to her the Tsar’s concern, 
How the princesses had been born, 
And what they were all deprived of. 
The witch took it all in at once ... 135 
Pushed the messenger out through the door, 
Saying the while, “Go away, 
With all speed and without looking back, 
Or else fear the fever. 
In three days’time you come 140 
For a package and an answer, 
Just remember, right at dawn.” 
Then the witch locked herself in, 
Got herself a little supply of coal, 
For three days and nights cast spells, 145 
So that she (lured to herself) conjured up the Devil. 
To despatch to the palace, 
He himself brought her a casket 



FIojiHbiH rpenjHbiMH BemaMH, 
06o>KaeMbiMH HaMH. 
TaM hx 6buio Bcex copTOB, 
Bcex pa3MepoB, Bcex ubctob, 
Bee OT6opHbie, c KyApfiMH... 
Be^bMa Bee nepe6pajia, 
CopoK jiymimx OTOHJia, 
Hx b cajicj)eTKy 3aBepHyjia 
H Ha kjhoh b Jiapeu 3aMKHyjia, 
C hhm OTnpaBHjia roHua, 
JXaB Ha nyTb cepe6peua. 
E^eT oh. 3apn 3apAeJiacb... 
Otahx CAeJiaTb 3axoTejiocb, 
3axoTejiocb 3aKycHTb, 
>Ka>KAy boakoh yTo.JiHTb: 
Oh 6biji Majibift aKKypaTHbift, 
BceM 3anacca b nyTb o6paTHbin. 
Bot kohh oh pa3Hy3AaJi 
H noKOHHO KyrnaTb CTaji. 
KoHb naceTCH. Oh MenTaeT, 
Kax ero uapb B03HeceT, 
Tpa(J)OM, KHH3CM Ha30BeT. 
Mto >Ke jiapHHK 3aKjnonaeT? 
Mto uapK) b HeM Be^bMa nuieT? 
B uaejiKy CMOTpnT: HeT, He bhaho— 
3anepT njiOTHO. KaK o6haho! 
JlK)6onbiTCTBO CTpax 6epeT 
H Bcero ero TpeBo>KHT. 
yxo OH K 3aMKy npHJIO>KHT — 
Hnnero He nyeT cjiyx; 
HwxaeT—3HaKOMbiH Ayx... 
Tbcj)y Tbi nponacTb! hto 3a nyAO ? 
nocMOTpeTb eft-eft He xyAO. 
H He BbiTepneji roHeu,... 

Ho JiHHJb OTnep oh Aapeu, 
nTHHKH — nopx h yAeTejm, 
H KpyroM Ha cyqbax cejm 
H xBOCTaMH 3aBepTejiH. 
Ham roHeu AaBaft hx 3BaTb, 
CyxapHMH hx npejibu;aTb: 
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Full of the sinful things 

Adored by us. 150 
There were all sorts of them there, 
All sizes, all colors. 
All select ones, all with curls . . . 
The witch looked them over, 
Counted off the forty best ones, 155 
Wrapped them in a napkin 
And locked them into the casket. 
With it she despatched the messenger, 
After giving him a piece of silver for the way. 
He rides—the sunset started glowing ... 160 
He felt like taking a rest, 
Felt like having a bite, 
Slaking his thirst with vodka. 
He was a methodical fellow, 
Had provided himself with everything for the return trip; 165 

Now he unbridled his horse 
And started to eat in peace. 
The charger is grazing; he is daydreaming 
About how the Tsar will elevate him, 
Appoint him count, prince. 170 
Now what could the little casket contain? 
What is the witch sending the Tsar in it? 
Looking into the crack—nothing to be seen, 
It is tightly locked . . . what a nuisance! 
Curiosity takes [him] something dreadful 175 
And troubles his whole person. 
He lays his ear to the lock, 
[His] hearing perceives nothing; 
Sniffs—familiar scent! 
What-the-devil queer business is this? 180 
It wouldn’t be half bad if I took a look; 
And the messenger could not resist . . . 
But hardly had he opened the casket, 
[And] The little birds flew off in a swarm, 
And settled on branches thereabouts 185 
And flirted their tails. 
Did he cry, did he call them, 
Did he lure them with bits of dry bread! 



KpoiuKH cbinjieT—Bee HanpacHO 
(BhAHO KOpMHTCH He tcm) : 
Ha cyHKax hm neTb npenpacHO, 
A b jiapue CHAeTb 3aneM? 
BoT TaLAHTCH BAOAb AOpOTH, 

Bch corHyBiHHCH Ayroft, 
Ba6a CTapaa c kjhokoh. 
Ham roHeu eft 6yxHyji b hoth: 
,,nponaAy a c roAOBoft! 
noMorn, 6yAb MaTb poAHan! 
nocMOTpH, 6eAa KaKan: 
He Mory hx H3AOBHTb! 

Kaioxe ropio noco6HTb?“ 
BBepx CTapyxa nocMOTpejia, 
njiiOHyjia h npoiHHneAa: 
,,nOCTynHJI TbI XOTb H CKBepHO, 
Ho He nAanbCH, He Ty>KH... 
TbI HM TOAbKO noKa>KH — 

CaMH Bee cjieTHT HaBepHo". 
,,Hy, cnacH6o!<< oh CKa3aA... 
H AHLHb TOJIbKO nOKa3aA — 

nTHHKH BMHr K HeMy CAeTCAH 

H KBapTHpoft OBJiaAeAH. 

Hto6 6eAW He 3HaTb Apyroft, 
Oh 6e3 AaAbHHx OTroBopoK 
ToTnac hx noA kjhoh Bee copoK 
H OTnpaBHACH AOMOft. 
KaK KHHACHbl HX nOAyHHAH, 

npHMO B KAeTKH nOCBAHAH. 

Li,apb Ha paAOCTH Tanoft 
3aAaa TOTqac nnp ropoft: 
CeMb AHeft cpHAy nnpoBaAH, 
UeAbift MecHA oTAbixaAH; 

Uapb coBeT Becb HarpaAHA, 
JLla h BeAHMy He 3a6biA: 
H3 KyHCTKaMepbi b noAapOK 
Eft nocAaA b cnnpTy orapox, 
(Tot, KOTopbift Bcex ahbha), 
JXbq exHAHbi, Aea CKeAeTa 

H3 toto >Ke Ka6HHeTa... 
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He strews crumbs—all in vain 
(Evidently this is not what they feed on). 
They have an excellent time singing on the branches, 
What should they sit in the casket for? 
There plods along the road 
All bent (bowlike) double 
An old woman on a (crook) crooked stick. 
Our messenger, flop, [throws himself] to her feet: 
“ (I am going to be lost with my head) 

My head is at stake, 
Help, be [my native mother] like a real mother to me! 
Look what sort of trouble it is: 
I cannot catch them; 
How on earth relieve the misery?” 
The old woman looked up, 
Spat and hissed: 
“Although you have behaved badly, 
Still, don’t complain, don’t fret . . . 
Just you show them— 
They will all fly down on their own, likely.” 
“Why, thanks! ” he said; 
And hardly had he shown— 
The birdies in a flash flew down to him 
And took up [their] quarters; 
Lest he get into more trouble, 
Without lengthy excuses 
He [clapped] all forty of them under [lock and] key 
And set off for home. 
When the princesses received them, 
Straightaway [they] set them into [their] cages. 
The Tsar at such a joy[ous event] 
At once gave a (mountain) whale of a feast. 
Seven days in a row they feasted, 
A whole month they rested; 
The Tsar rewarded the whole Council, 
And did not forget the witch either: 
From the museum as a gift 
He sent her a candle-end in spirits 
(The one which amazed everyone), 
Two adders, two skeletons 
Out of the same cabinet; 
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Harpa>KAeH 6uji h roHeu. 
Bot h CKa3oqKH KOHeu. 

MHorne mchh noHocaT 
H Tenepb noacajiyH cnpocaT 
rjiyno TaK 3aneM myqy? 
Mto 3a^;ejio hm? Xcmy! 
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The messenger also was rewarded— 
And this is the end of the whole tale. 

Many will abuse me, 
And will perhaps ask now 
Why I make such a silly joke! 
What business is it of theirs? I want to! 



IJBirAHLI [ 1824 ] 

UbiraHbl Hiy MHOK) TOAnOH 

Ho Beccapa6HH Konyiox. 

Ohh ceroAHH HaA peKon 

B IIiaTpaX H30ApaHHbIX HOMyiOT. 

Kax BOAbHocTb, Becex hx HoqAer 

H MHpHbiH coh noA He6e>caMH; 

Me^KAy KOAecaMH xeAer, 

FIoAy3aBemaHHbix KOBpaMH, 

TopHT oroHb; ceMbH KpyroM 

Fotobht y^KHH; b hhcxom noxe 

OacyxcB kohh; 3a inaTpoM 

PyHHOH MeABeAb AOKHT Ha BOAe. 

Bee jkhbo nocpeAH cxenen: 

3a6oibi MHpHbie ce.MeH, 

rOTOBbIX C yxpOM b nyxb HeAaAbHHH, 

H necHH ?KeH, h KpnK Aexen, 

H 3BOH nOXOAHOH HaKOBaAbHH. 

Ho bot Ha Ta6op kohcboh 

HhCXOAHT COHHOe MOAHaHbe, 

H CAbllHHO B THIHHHe CTenHOH 

Ahuib abh co6an Aa KOHeft praanbe. 

OrHH Be3Ae noramenbi. 

CnoKoiiHo Bee: AyHa cHHex 

OAHa C He6eCHOH BblHIHHbl 

H thxhh Ta6op 03apnex. 

B waTpe oahom cTapHK He ermx; 

Oh nepeA yrAHMH chahx, 
CorpeXblH HX HOCAeAHHM >KapOM, 

H b rioAe AaAbHee tabaht, 

HoHHbiM noAepHyxoe napOM. 
Ero MOAOAeHbKaB AOHb 

FIouiAa ryABXb b nycxbiHHOM noAe. 

OHa n p H B bl K A a K pe3BOH BOAe, 

OHa npHAex; ho box ym hohb, 

H cKopo MecHu, yHi noKHHex 

He6ec AaAeKHx oftAaKa,'— 

3eM(pHpbi Hex Kan Hex; h cxbinex 

Y6orHH y>KHH cxapHKa. 
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THE GYPSIES [ 1824 ] 

The Gypsies in a noisy throng 
Roam about Bessarabia. 
Today on a river bank they 
Spend the night in [their] tattered tents. 
Like freedom, gay is their night’s camp 5 
And peaceful [their] sleep beneath the heavens; 
Between the wheels of the wagons, 
Half-hung-over with rugs, 
Burns the fire; the family around [it] 
Cooks supper; in the bare field 10 
Graze the horses; behind the tent 
A tame bear lies at liberty. 
All is lively amid the steppes: 
The peaceful cares of the families, 
Ready [to be off] by morning on the short [day’s] trek, 15 
And women’s songs, and children’s shouting 
And the ring of the traveling anvil. 
But presently upon the nomad train 
Descends sleepy silence, 
And one can hear in the steppe quiet 20 
But the barking of dogs and the neighing of horses. 
The lights everywhere are extinguished, 
Quiet is all, the moon gleams 
Alone from the heavenly height 
And sheds her twilight over the quiet encampment. 25 
In one tent an old man is awake; 
He is sitting in front of the embers, 
Warmed by their last glow; 
And gazes at the distant field [s], 
[Which are] covered by the mist of night. 30 
His young daughter 
Has gone to ramble in the deserted field [s] 
She is inured to frisky freedom, 
She will come [back] ; but here it is night already, 
And soon the moon will have left 35 
The distant heaven’s clouds— 
Zemfira is missing as before; and 
The old man’s poor supper is growing cold. 



Ho BOT OHa. 3a HGK) CAeAOM 

Flo cTenn HDHoma cneniHT; 
LJwraHy BOBce oh HeBeAOM. 
«OTe^ moh,— AeBa roBopHr,— 

BeAy b toctb; sa KypraHOM 

Ero b nycTbme n HauiAa 
H b Ta6op na HOHb 3a3BaAa. 

Oh xoneT 6biTb KaK Mbi ^iranoM; 

Ero npecAeAyeT 3aK0H, 

Ho h eMy noApyroS 6yAy. 
Ero 30ByT Aacko — oh 

TotOB HATH 3a MHOK) BCIOAy». 

C T a p H K 

51 paA- OcTanbCB ao yipa 
Ooa ceHbio Harnero rnaTpa 
Hah npo6yAb y Hac h aoac, 

Kan Tbi 3axoqemb. 51 totob 

C T06OH AeAHTb H XAe6 H KpOB. 

ByAb Ham — npHBbiKHH k Hamen AOAe, 

EpOAHLLjeH 6eAHOCTH H BOAe- 

A saBTpa c yTpeHHen 3apen 
B oahoh TeAere Mbi noeAeM; 

npHMiicb 3a npoMbiceA ak)6oh: 

2KeAe3o Kyri HAb hgchh non 

H ceAbi o6xoah c MeABeAeM. 

A a e k 0 

51 OCTatOCb. 

3 e m cp h p a 

Oh 6yAeT moh — 

Kto ot mghh ero ottohht? 

Ho n03AH0... MeCHU, MOAOAOH 

3ameA; noAH noKpbiTbi mtaoh, 

H COH M6HB HOBOAbHO KAOHHT... 
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But here she is. Following behind her 
Over the steppe a young man hurries; 40 
To the gypsy he is quite unknown. 
“My father,” says the maiden, 
“I am bringing a guest, behind the mound 
In the wasteland I found him 
And called him to the camp for the night. 45 
He wants to be a gypsy like us; 
He is pursued by the law, 
But I will be his love. 
His name is Aleko—he 
Is ready to follow me everywhere.” 50 

Old Man 

I am glad. Stay till morning 
Under the shelter of our tent 
Or else make a longer stay with us, 
As you wish. I am ready 
To share with you both bread and roof. 55 
Be one of us—get used to our lot, 
Wandering poverty and freedom— 
And tomorrow by dawn 
We shall get under way in the same wagon; 
Take up any pursuit you like: 60 
Forge iron and sing songs 
And make the rounds of the villages with the bear. 

Aleko 

I am staying! 

Zemfira 

He shall be mine: 
Who is there to drive him from me? 
But it is late . . . the young moon 
Has set; the fields are covered with mist, 
And I can’t help being (bowed) overcome by sleep . . . 

65 



CBeTAO. CTapHK THXOHbKO 6pOAHT 

BoKpyr 6e3MOABHoro rnaTpa. 
«BcTaBan, 3eM(J)Hpa: coah^ bcxoaht, 

IlpocHHCb, moh rocTb! nopa, nopal.. 
OcTaBbTe, AeTH, A02Ke Heml..» 

H c rnyMOM BbicbinaA HapoA; 
UJaxphi paso6paHbi; TeAern 

FOTOBbI ABHHyTbCH B nOXOA- 
Bee BMecTe TpoHyAocb — n bot 

ToAna BaAHT b nycTbix paBHHHax. 
OcAbI B nepeKHAHbIX KOpBHHaX 

/leTen nrpaioiijHx iiecyT; 
MyittbB H 6paTbB, JKeHbl, AeBbI, 

H CTap H MAaA BOCAeA HAyT", 
KpnK, myw, i^birancKne npnneBbi, 

MeABeAH peB, ero nenen 
HeTepneAHBoe 6pnyaHbe, 

AoxMOTbeB BpKHx necTpoTa, 
/JeTen n cTapyeB HaroTa, 

Co6aK n Aan, n 3aBbiEaHbe, 
BoAbiHKH roBop, cKpbin TeAer\ 

Bee cKyAHO, ahko, Bee HecTpoiino, 
Ho Bee TaK >KHBO-HecnOKOHHO, 

Tan qy>KAo MepTBbix Haninx ner, 
Tax nyiKAO otoh jkh3hh npa3AHon, 

KaK necHb pa6oB OAHOo6pa3Hon! 

Y Ilbl AO icHonia TAHAeA 

Ha onycTeAyK) paBHHny 

H rpycTH TaHHyK) npnnuHy 

HcTOAKOBaTb ce6e ne cmea. 
C hhm nepnooKaH 3eMcf>Hpa, 

Tenepb oh BOAbHbin iKHTeAb mu pa, 

M coah^ BeceAo naA hhm 

Roa y Achhoh KpacoK) bAem,eT; 
Hto ik cepAue iohodjh rperieiiieT? 
KaKOH 3a60T0H OH TOMI1M? 

llTHHKa 6o>kiib He 3naeT 

Hh 3a6oTbi, hh TpyAa; 
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It is light. The old man is quietly wandering 
Around the silent tent. 
“Get up, Zemfira: the sun is rising, 70 
Wake up, my guest, it’s time, it’s time! 
Leave, children, the couch of bliss! ” 
And noisily the tribe came pouring out; 
The tents were taken down; the wagons 
[Were] ready to get moving on the trek. 75 
Everything started off at one time—and here is 
The throng pressing [on] in the empty plains. 
Asses carry in throw-over [-the-back] baskets 
Playing children; 
Husbands and brothers, wives, maidens, 80 
Both old and young follow along; 
Shouting, noise, gypsy airs, 
The bear’s roar, his chains’ 
Impatient jangling, 
The motley of bold-colored rags, 85 
The children’s and old men’s nakedness, 
Dogs’ barking and yelping, 
The bagpipe’s voice, the wagons’ creak, 
All wretched, wild, all disorderly, 
But all so briskly-restless 90 
So foreign to our deathly pleasures 
So foreign to this idle life 
[That is] monotonous as the song of slaves! 

Moodily the young man gazed 
At the deserted plain 95 
And [his] sorrow’s secret cause 
Dares not interpret to himself. 
Black-eyed Zemfira is with him, 
He is now a free dweller of the world, 
And the sun gaily above him 100 
In its noonday beauty gleams; 
Why then does the young man’s heart quake? 
By what care is he oppressed? 

God’s little bird does not know 
Either care or toil; 105 



28o ] 

XAOnOTAHBO He CBHBaeT 

/[oAroBeHHoro rne3Aa; 
B AOAry HOHb Ha BeTKe ApeMAex; 
CoAH^ KpaCKOe B30HAeT, 

IlTHHKa rAacy 6ora BHeMAeT, no 
BcTpeneHeTCH h noeT. 

3a BecHOH, KpacoH npHpoAbi, 
AeTo 3HOHHoe npoH^eT — 

H tymah h KenoroAbi 
OceHb H03AHHH HeceT: IIS 

Aioabm cKymho, aioaam rope; 
FlTHH'Ka B AaAbHbie CTpaHbl, 

B TenAbifi Kpan, 3a cnne Mope 
YAeTaeT a o bcchw. 

II0A06HO HTHHKe 6e33a60TH0H, 120 
H oh, H3rnaHHHK nepeAeTHbifi, 
THe3Aa naAe^KHoro He 3HaA 
H hh k HeMy He npHBbiKaA. 
E,My Be3Ae 6biAa Aopora, 
BesAe 6wAa HOHAera cenb; 125 
npo cHyBLUHCb noyrpy, cboh AeHb 
Oh OTAaBaA Ha boaio 6ora, 

H jkh3hh He motAa TpeBora 
CwyTHTb ero cepAeMHy AeHb. 
ErO nOpOH B0AHie6H0H CAaBbI 

MaHHAa Aa AbHafl 3Be3Aa; 

He>KAaHHO pOCKOUIb H 3a6aBbl 

K HCMy HBAHAHCb HHOTAa; 

HaA OAHHOKOH TOAOBOK) 
H rpOM nepeAKo rpoxoTaA; 

Ho oh 6ecneHHo noA rposoio 
H b BeApo HCHoe ApeMaA, 

H >KHA, He npH3HaBafl B ABC Til 

CyAb6bi KOBapHOH h CAenoft; 

Ho 60/Ke! KaK HrpaAH ctpacth 
Ero nocAyuiHOK) Ayinon! 

C K3KHM BOAHeHHeM KHnCAII 

B ero H3MyneHH0H rpyA»! 

AaBHO Ab, HaAOATO Ab yCMHpCAHi* 

Ohh npocHyTCH: noroAH! 

130 

135 

140 

145 
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Does not bustlingly weave 
A long-enduring nest; 
In the long night on a twig it slumbers; 
Let the fair sun rise, 
And the little bird harks the voice of God, no 
Ruffles its feathers and sings. 
After spring, the glory of nature, 
Glowing summer will pass— 
And fog and bad weather 
Late autumn brings: 115 
People find it irksome, to people it is distress; 
The little bird to far-off countries 
To a warm land beyond the blue sea 
Flies off until the spring. 

Like the carefree little bird, 120 
He, too, exile of swift passage, 
Did not know a steady nest 
And did not grow used to anything. 
To him everywhere was a road, 
Everywhere was shelter for a night’s stay; 125 
Having woken in the morning, his day 
He would give over to the will of God, 
And life’s alarms could not 
Trouble his heart’s indolence. 
At times, of magic fame 130 
The far-off star would lure him; 
Unlooked-for luxury and amusements 
Came his way sometimes; 
Over his lonely head 
Thunder, too, rumbled more than once; 135 
But carefree beneath the storm 
And under clear skies he slumbered; 
And he lived, not taking cognizance of the power 
Of Fate designing and blind; 
But God! how the passions played 140 
With his pliable soul! 
With what turmoil they seethed 
In his tormented breast! 
Long since, for long have they abated? 
They will wake up: wait! i45 



3 e m (p h p a 

CKa>KH, moh Apyr: Tbi He HcaAeeiiib 

O TOM, HTO 6pOCHA HaBCCTAa? 

A A e K o 

HtO FK 6pOCHA fl ^ 

3 e m (J) h p a 

Tbi paayMeenib: 

AfOACH OTHH3HbI, TOpOAa. 

A A e K o 

O MeM /KaA6Tb? KorAa 6 Tbi 3Ha \a, 
KorAa 6bi Tbi BOo6paFKaAa 

Hcboaio AyniHbix ropoAos! 

TaM aioah, b Kyqax 3a orpaAOH, 

He AbimaT y'rpeHHeH npoxAaAOK, 

Hh BeiiiHHM 3anaxoM AyroB; 

Ak)6bH CTblAHTCB, MbICAH TOHHT, 

TopryiOT BOAeio cBoeii, 

FAaBbi npeA HAOAaMH kaohht 

H npocHT A^Her as yenen. 

MtO 6pOCHA H? H3MCH BOAHeHbe, 

npeApaccyFKAeHHH npnroBop, 

T oAiibi GesyMHoe roHeHbe 

Hah 6AHCTaTeAbHbiH no30p. 

3 e m (p h p a 

Ho TaM orpoMHbie naAaTbi, 

TaM pa3HOU,BeTHbie KOBpbl, 

TaM nrpbi, myMHbie nupbi, 

Y6opbi AeB TaM TaK 6oraTbiL 

A a e k o 

Hto iuyM BeceAHH ropoACKiix? 

Fac neT ak)6bh, TaM HeT BeceAHH. 



Zemfira 

Tell [me], my friend: you don’t regret 
What you have given up forever? 

Aleko 

What have I given up? 

Zemfira 

You understand: 
The people of [your] homeland, the cities. 

Aleko 

What is there to regret? If you knew, 
If you could imagine 
The servitude of stifling towns! 
There people in throngs behind a barrier 
Do not breathe the morning cool, 
Nor the vernal perfume of meadows; 
Of love they are ashamed, thought they persecute, 
They trade their freedom, 
Bow their heads before idols 
And ask for money and for chains. 
What have I given up? The heart-stir of betrayals, 
The verdict of preconceived opinions, 
The mob’s mindless hue and cry, 
Or glittering vice. 

Zemfira 

But there are vast halls there, 
There are carpets of many colors, 
There are games, clamorous feasts, 
The girls’ dresses are so rich there—! 

Aleko 

What of the noise of city pleasures? 
Where love is not, there are no pleasures. 



A AeBbi... Kan Tbi Aynuie hx 

M 6e3 napHAOB AoporHX, 

Bea 2KeMnyroB, 6ea o^epeAHn! 

He H3MeHHCb, MOH He?KHbIH Apyr! 

A «... oaho Moe ^KeAaHbe 

C T060H AeAHTb AK)6oBb, AOCyT 

H Ao6pOBOAbHOe H3rHaHbe! 

C T a P H K 

Tbl AK)6nnib Hac, XOTb H pOHiAeH 
CpeAH 6oraToro HapoAa. 

Ho He BcerAa MHAa cBo6oAa 
ToMy, kto k Here npHyneH. 

Mens h3mh ecTb oaho npeAaHbe: 
JJapeM KorAa-To cocAan 6biA 

rioAyAHB >KHTeAb K HaM B H3rHaHbe. 
(51 npen^Ae 3H3a, ho no3a6biA 
Ero MyApeHoe npo3BaHbe.) 
Oh 6bia ynse actbmh cTap, 

Ho MAaA H JKHB AyiUOH He3Ao6HOH 
Hmca oh neceH ahbhbih Aap 
H toaoc, rnywy boa noAo6Hbifl — 
H noAio6HAH Bee ero, 

H *kha oh na 6perax /lyHaa, 
He oGuman HHKoro, 

AioAen paccKa3aMH hachah; 

He pa3yMeA oh HHHero, 
H cAa6, h po6ok 6bia, KaK asth; 

Hymne ak>ah 3a Hero 

3Bepen h pbi6 aobhah b ceTii; 
KaK Mep3Aa 6bicTpaH peKa 

H 3HMFIH BHXpH 6yHI6BaAH, 
nyiUHCTOH KOiKefi nOKpbIBaAH 

Ohh cbbtoto cTapHKa; 
Ho OH K 3a6oTaM JKH3HH 6eAHOH 

npHBbiKHyTb HHKorAa He Mor; 
CK'HTaACH OH HCCOXIHHH, 6Ae#HbIH 
Oh roBopHA, hto rHeBHbifi 6or 
Ero KapaA 3a npecTynAeHbe... 
Oh iKAaA: npHAeT ah H36aBACHbe. 
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And the girls . . . How much better you are than they 170 
Even without costly finery, 
Without pearls, without necklaces! 
Do not change, my tender love! 
And I—my one desire 
[Is] to share with you love, leisure, 175 
And voluntary exile! 

Old Man 

You like us, though you were born 
Amid a rich nation. 
But not always dear is freedom 
To one inured to a soft life. 180 
There is a certain story handed down among us: 
By the Emperor there once was deported 
A dweller of the South1 into exile with us. 
(I used to know, but have forgotten 
His outlandish name.) 185 
He was already old in years, 
Yet young and lively in his guileless soul— 
He had the wondrous gift of song 
And a voice like the sound of rushing waters— 
And all grew fond of him, 190 
And he lived on the banks of the Danube, 
Giving no offense to anyone, 
Charming the people with [his] tales; 
He did not understand anything, 
And was weak and timid, as children are; 195 
Strangers for him 
Caught game and fish in nets; 
When the swift river froze 
And the wintry gusts raged, 
With fluffy fur they covered 200 
The saintly old man; 
But he to the concern of [our] poor life 
Never could accustom himself; 
He wandered, withered, pale, 
He used to say that an angry God 205 
Was punishing him for a transgression . . . 

He waited for deliverance to come. 

1 The legend alludes to Ovid, the Roman poet banished by Augustus in a.d. 8 
to Tomi on the Black Sea, not far from Bessarabia, the setting of The Gypsies 
and Pushkin’s own temporary place of exile. 
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M Bee necnacTHbiH TocKOBaA, 

EpoAH no 6eperaM ynafl, 
JXa ropbKH CAe3bI npOAHBaA, 210 

CbOH AaAbHblH rpaA BOCnOMHHcH; 

H 3aBem,aA oh, yMHpan, 

LIio6bi na K>r nepenecAH 

Ero TocKyiom.He koctii, 

H cMepTbK) — ny^KAOH cefi seMAH 215 

HeycnoKoeHHbie tocth! 

A a e k o 

TaK bot cyAb6a tbohx cwhob, 

O Phm, o rpoMKan AeptfsaBa!.. 

rieBeu, aio6bh, neBeij 6oros, 

Cxa^KH MHe, hto TaKoe cAaBa? 220 

MorHAbHbin ryA, xBaAe6Hbin rAac, 

Ms poAa b poAbi 3ByK 6eryigHH? 

Hah noA ceHbio ammhoh Kym,H 

ybirana ahkoto paccKa3? 

ripOIHAO ABa A6Ta. TaK 2Ke 6pOAHT 225 

Hbiranbi MHpHOK) TOAnon; 

Bc3as no-npe2KHCMy HaxoAflT 

FoCTenpHHMCTBO H nOKOH. 

HpespeB OKOBbI npOCBCiljeHbH, 

Aacko BOAeH, KaK ohh; 230 

Oh 603 3a6oT h co>KaAeHba 

BeAeT Konyioiijne ahh. 

Bee tot Hie oh; ceMbfl Bee Ta H\e; 

Oh, npe^KHHX AeT He noMHH Aa^ne, 

K 6biTbio y.biraHcKOMy npHBbiK. 235 

Oh ak>6ht hx HOHAeroB cenH, 

H ynoeHbe bchhoh achh, 

H 6eAHbIH, 3ByHHblH HX B3bIK. 

MeABeAb, 6erAen, poahoh 6epAorn, 

KocMaTbiii rocTb ero inaTpa, 240 

B CeACHbAX, BAOAb CTenHOH AOpOTH, 

Bak3 MOAAaBaHCKoro Asopa 

IlepeA TOAnOK) OCTOpOJKHOH 
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And constantly the luckless man grieved, 
Roving by the banks of the Danube, 
And shed bitter tears, 
Recalling his far-off city, 
And, dying, he ordained 
That they transfer to the South 
His sorrowing bones, 
This alien soil’s 
Guests unappeased even by death! 

Aleko 

Is this, then, the fate of your sons, 
Oh, Rome, oh (loud) far-famed power . . . 
Singer of love, singer of gods, 
Tell me, what is glory? 
A hollow sound from the grave, a voice in praise, 
From generation to generation on-speeding sound? 
Or under the shade of a smoky shelter 
A wild gypsy’s tale? 

Two years passed. In the same way wander 
The gypsies in peaceful throng; 
Everywhere as before they find 
Hospitality and rest. 
Having spurned the shackles of enlightenment, 
Aleko is free like them; 
Without cares or regret 
He passes the roving days. 
He is the same still, the family is the same still; 
Former years not remembering even, 
He has grown inured to the gypsy way of life. 
He is fond of the shelter of their night’s encampments, 
And the intoxication of everlasting leisureliness, 
And their frugal tuneful tongue. 
The bear, fugitive from its native lair, 
Shaggy guest of his tent, 
In the settlement along the prairie road, 
Near a Moldavian homestead 
Before a cautious crowd 

210 

215 

220 

225 

230 

235 

240 



H TH2KK0 nAHUICT, H peBeT, 

H yenb AOKynHyio rpw3eT; 

Ha nocox onepmncb AOpo>KHbiH, 

CTapHK AeHHBO B 6y6HbI 6beT, 

Aacko c neHbeM 3Bep« boaht, 

3eM(|}Hpa noceAHH o6xoaht 

M AaHb hx BOAbHyio 6epeT. 

HacTaneT HOMb; ohh Bee Tpoe 

BapHj He>KaToe nmeHo; 

CiapHK ycHyA... n Bee b noKoe, 

B niaTpe n thxo, h tcmho. 

CTapHK Ha BeurneM coAHue rpeeT 

y>K OCTbIBarOIIjyK) KpOBb; 

Y AIOAbKH nOCT AK)6oBb. 

Aacko bhcmact h 6AeAHeeT. 

3 e m (J) h p a 

CxapblH MyJK, rp03'HbIH My/K, 

Penib Mena, h^th mckb: 

H TBepAa; He 6oiocb 
Hll HOiKa, HH OTHfl. 

HenaBHAiy Te6n, 

IlpesnpaK) tc6b; 

H Apyroro ak>6ak>, 

y MHpaio afo6h. 

Aacko 

Moahh. Mhc neHbe HaAoeAo, 

H ahkhx neceH He ak>6afo. 

3 e m tj) h p a 

He AK>6HIHb? MHe KaKOC asao! 

PI necHio aab ce6n noio. 

Pe3Kb MCHH, *KTH MCHfl; 

He cKansy HHnero; 
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Ponderously dances and roars 
And gnaws at the irksome chain; 245 
Leaning on his wayfarer’s staff, 
The old man unhurriedly strikes the tambourine, 
Aleko sings and leads the beast around, 
Zemfira makes the round of the villagers 
And gathers their voluntary tribute. 250 
Night falls; all three they 
Cook the gleaned millet; 
The old man has gone to sleep—and all is at peace. 
In the tent it is quiet and dark. 

The old man in the spring sunshine warms 255 

His already cooling blood; 
By the cradle fhis] daughter sings [of] love. 
Aleko listens and turns pale. 

Zemfira 

Old husband, grim husband, 
Slash me, burn me: 260 
I am firm; I fear 
Neither knife nor fire. 

I hate you, 
I despise you; 
I love another, 265 
Am dying of love. 

Aleko 

Be quiet. I am sick of [your] singing, 

I do not like [those] barbarous songs. 

Zemfira 

You don’t? What do I care! 
I am singing the song for myself. 270 

Slash me, burn me 
I won’t say anything 



OrapblH My>K, rp03HblH My2K, 

He y3Haemb ero. 

Oh CBe>Kee BecHbi, 
2Kapne AeTHero aha; 
KaK OH MOAOA H CMeA! 
Kan oh aio6ht mchh! 

KaK AacKaAa ero 
H B HOHHOH THIOHHe! 

KaK CMeflAHCb TOTAa 

M bi TBoefi ceAHiie! 

A a e k o 

Moahh, 3eM(pHpa! x AOBOAee... 

3eM(j)Hpa 

TaK nOHHA neCHK) TbI MOK)? 

A A e K o 

3eM$Hpa! 

3 e m (J) h p a 

Tbi CepAHTbCH BOACH, 
H necHK) npo tc6h noK). 

(Yxoaut u noer: «Crapbiu mijm» u tip oh. 

C t a p h k 

Tan, noMHio, homhk) — necHH 3Ta 
Bo speMH name CAoaseHa, 

y^Ke asbho b 3a6aBy cB£Ta 
IloeTCH Me hi AiOAen ona. 

KonyH Ha cTennx KaryAa, 
Ee, 6bIBaAO, B 3HMHK) HO Mb 

Moh neBaAa MapnyAa, 
FlepeA orneM Kanaji AOHb. 
B yMe MoeM MHHybihh AeTa 
Mac ot nacy TeMHefi, TeMHen; 
Ho aapOHHAacb necHH 9Ta 
FAy60K0 B riaMBTH Moen. 
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Old husband, grim husband, 
You shall not find him out. 

He is fresher than spring, 275 
Hotter than summer’s day; 
How he is young and bold! 
How he loves me! 

How I caressed him 
In the still of the night, 280 
How we laughed then 
At your gray hair! 

Aleko 

Be quiet, Zemfira! Enough . . . 

Zemfira 

So you have understood my song? 

Zemfira! 

Aleko 

Zemfira 

Be angry if you like, 285 
I am singing the song about you. 
Goes off singing “Old husband,” etc. 

Old Man 

Yes, I remember, I remember—This song 
Was made up in our time; 
It has long, to entertain the public, 
Been sung among the people. 290 
Roaming in the Kagul steppes, 
My Mariula used to sing it 
Once in a while of a winter night, 
In front of the fire, dandling her daughter. 

In my mind the bygone years 295 

Hour by hour [grow] darker, darker; 

But that song has settled 

Deep in my memory. 



Bee thxq; Hoqb. AyHofi vKpameH 

Aa aypHbiH Kara He6ocKAOH. 

CTapHK 3eM(|)HpOH npo6y>KAeH: 

«0 moh oTe^ Aacko cTpamen. 

rioCAymaH: CKB03b THHlCAblH COH 

H CTOHCT, H pblAaeT OH». 

CTapHK 

He TpOHb ero. Xpann MOAqaHbe. 

CAbixaA h pyccKoe npeAaHbe: 

Tenepb noAyHomHOH nopon 

y cnaigero tcchht AbixaHbe 

^oMauiHHH Ayx; nepeA 3apen 

YxOAHT OH. ChAH CO MHOH. 

3 e m ({) h p a 

Chen, moh! uienneT oh: 3eM<fHipa! 

C t a p H K 

Te6yi oh HigeT h bo cHe: 

1 bi aah Hero Aopo^Ke MHpa. 

3 e m (J) h p a 

Ero AK)60Bb nOCTblAa MHfi, 

Mhc ckvhho; cepAUe boah npociiT — 

y^K H... Ho THUie! CAbllHHUIb? OH 

/Ipyroe hma npoH3HocHT... 

CTapHK 

Mbe HMfl? 

3 e m cp h p a 

CAbHUHHIb? XpHITAblH CTOH 

H cKpe>KeT hpbih!.. KaK ynsacHo!.. 

H pas6ymy ero... 
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All is quiet; it is night. The moon adorns 
The azure southern firmament; 300 
The old man is awakened by Zemfira: 
“Oh my father! Aleko frightens [me] 
Listen: through [his] heavy sleep 
He groans and sobs.” 

Old Man 

Do not touch him. Keep silent. 305 
I have heard of an old Russian belief: 
Now at the midnight hour 
A sleeper’s breathing is stifled 
By a domestic spirit; before dawn 
It goes away. Sit with me. 310 

Zemfira 

Father mine! He whispers: “Zemfira!” 

Old Man 

You he seeks even in sleep: 
To him you are dearer than [all] the world. 

Zemfira 

His love has turned stale to me. 
I am bored; [my] heart asks freedom— 315 

Already I . . . but hush! you hear? he 
Utters another name . . . 

Whose name? 

Old Man 

Zemfira 

You hear? A hoarse groan 
And violent gnashing . . . ! How horrible! 

I will wake him . . . 
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C T a P H K 

HanpacHo, 320 

HoMHoro Ayxa He tohh — 

YhACt h caM... 

o e m ct» h p a 

Oh noBepHyACH, 

npHBCTaA, 30BeT MeHH... npOCHyACfl —- 

HAy k HeMy,— npou^an, ycHH. 

A a e k o 

rv TbI 6bIA&? 

3 e m (p h p a 

C oth,om CH^eAa: 325 
KaKOH-To Ayx Te6« tomha; 

Bo cHe Ayma tboh TepneAa 

MyneHbH; Tbi mchh cTpaniHA: 

Tbi, COHHblH, CKpeiKeTaA 3y6aMH 

H 3B3A MeHH. 

A A e K o 

Mne CHHAaCb Tbi. 330 
.H BH^eA, 6yATo Me^KAy HaMH... 

H BHAGA CTpaiUHbie MeHTbl! 

3 e m (j) h p a 

He Bepb Ay«aBbIM CHOBHAeHbflM. 

A a e k o 

Ax, h He BepK) HHHeMy: 

Hh CHSM, HH CAaAKHM yBCpeHbHM, 335 
Hh Aanse cepAuy TBoeMy. 
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Old Man 

No use, 320 
Do not chase off the night spirit, 
It will leave of itself . . . 

Zemfira 

He has turned over, 
Has half-risen, is calling me . . . He has woken up 
I am going to him—farewell, go to sleep. 

Aleko 

Where have you been? 

Zemfira 

I sat with Father. 325 
Some spirit was plaguing you; 
In [your] sleep your soul suffered 
Torments; you frightened me: 
In [your] sleep you ground your teeth 
And called me. 

Aleko 

I dreamt of you. 330 
I dreamed that between us . . . 
I had dreadful dreams! 

Zemfira 

Do not believe deceptive dreams. 

Aleko 

Ah, I believe nothing: 
Neither dreams, nor sweet assurances, 335 
Nor even your heart. 
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C T a p H K 

O neM, 6e3yMeu, moaoaoh, 

O M6M BSAblXaeUIb TbI BcenacHO? 

3AeCb AIOAH BOAbHbl, He6o BCHO, 

H ^KeHbi cAaBBTCH KpacoS. 340 
He nAa^b: TOCKa Te6n nory6HT. 

A a e k o 

Oreij, ona mchh He aio6ht. 

C t a p h k 

YTembCB, Apyr: oHa ahtb. 

Tboc ynbiHbe 6e3paccyAHo: 
Tbi AioSnuib ropecTHo h TpyAHO, 345 
A cepAye JKencKoe — uiyTB. 

Bstabi-ih: hqa OTA^AeHHbiM cboaom 

TyAHeT BOAbHan AyHa; 

Ha BCIO HpHpOAy MHMOXOAOM 

PaBHO CHBHbe AbeT ona. 

3arABHeT b o6AaKO AK>6oe, 

Ero TaK nbiniHO osapHT — 

H bot — y*K nepeniAa b Apyroe; 

H TO HeAOATO noceTHT. 

Kto MecTo b He6e eft yKa>KeT, 

npHMOABB: TaM OCTaHOBHCb. 

Kto cepAUy k>hoh acbm cKa^KeT: 

Ak)6h OAHO, He H3MeHHCb. 

y TeiHbCH. 

A a e k o 

Kan OHa Aio6HAa! 

KaK, He2KHO npeKAOHBCb KO MHe, 

OHa B nyCTbIHHOH THIHHHe 

Hacbl HOHHbie npOBOAHAa! 

BeceAbB actckoto noAHa, 
KaK nacTO mhawm AeneTaHbeM 

HAb ynOHTeAbHblM Ao63aHbeM 

Mow) 3aAyMHHBOCTb OHa 

350 

355 

360 

365 
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Old Man 

What, young hothead, 
What do you sigh for all the time? 
Here men are free, the sky is clear, 
And women famed for beauty. 340 
Weep not: grief will undo you. 

Aleko 

Father, she does not love me. 

Old Man 

Console yourself, friend: she is a child. 
Your sorrowing is unreasonable: 
You love with bitterness and travail, 345 
A woman's heart—in fun. 
Behold: beneath the far-off vault 
Wanders the moon; 
Upon all nature in her passing 
Evenly she pours her radiance. 350 
She will look in at random on a cloud, 
Will illumine it so splendidly— 
And lo—has passed on to another; 
And it, too, she will visit not for long. 
Who will appoint to her a place in heaven 355 
And say: there you shall come to rest! 
Who shall tell a youthful maiden's heart: 
Love one thing only, do not change? 
Console yourself. 

Aleko 

How she loved! 
How tenderly bent toward me, 360 
Did she in the silence of the wilderness 
While away the hours of night! 
Full of childish gaiety, 
How often with [her] dear babbling 
Or her intoxicating kiss 365 
She contrived to dispel in a moment 



B mhhyty pa3orHaTb yMeAa!.. 

H hto as? 3eM(J)Hpa neBepua? 

Mob 3eM(pHpa oxAaAeAa!.. 

C t a p H K 

riocAymaH: paccKamy Te6e 

H noBecTb o caMOM ce6e. 

<Z£aBHO, yXaBHO, kotaa /lyHaK) 

He yrpoaiaA eiye MOCKaAb 

(Bot BHAHUIb, B npHnOMHHaiO, 

Aacko, cTapyio nenaAb), 

Tor^a 6obahcb Mbi cyATaHa, 

A npaBHA ByA/KaKOM narna 

C bwcokhx 6ameH AKKepMaHa — 

H moaoa 6ma; mob ^yiua 

B to BpeMH pa^ocTHo KuneAa; 

H HH OAHa B KyApBX MOHX 

Eige ce^HHKa He 6eAeAa — 

Me^KAy KpacaBHu, moaoamx 

O^Ha 6biAa... h aoato eio 

KaK COAHn,eM AK)60BaACB B 

H HaKOHey HaaBaA Moeio... 

Ax, 6bICTpo MOAOAOCTb MOB 

3bc3aoh naAyneio MeAbKHy Aa! 

Ho Tbi, nopa ak>6bh, MHHyAa 

Eige 6bicTpee: TOAbKO toa 

MeHB Aio6HAa MapnyAa. 

OAHajKAbi 6ah3 KaryAbCKHX boa 

Mm ny^KAbiH Ta6op noBCTpenaAH; 
LJbrraHbi Te, cboh rnaTpbi 

Pa36nB 6ah3 HaniHx y ropbi, 

/[Be HOHH BMeCTe HOHCBaAH. 

Ohm yiHAH Ha TpeTbK) HOHb,- 

H, 6pOCB MaAeHbKyK) AOH'b, 

YuiAa 3a hhmh MapnyAa. 

H mhpho cnaA — 3apn 6AecHyAa, 

npocHyACH b, noApyrH hct! 

Hiijy, 30By — nponaA h caca... 
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My thoughtful mood . . . ! 
And [now] what? Zemfira faithless . . . ! 
My Zemfira grown cold . . . ! 

Old Man 

Listen: I will tell you 370 
A story about myself. 
Long, long ago, when the Danube 
Was not yet menaced by the Moskal2— 
(There, you see, I am recalling, 
Aleko, an old grievance.) 375 
At that time we feared the Sultan, 
And the Budzhak3 was ruled by a pasha 
From the lofty towers of Ak-Kerman— 
I was young; my soul 
In those days was joyfully astir; 380 
And amid my curls 
Not a single touch of white shone as yet; 
Among the fair young girls 
There was one . . . and long 
I took delight in her as in the sun, 385 
And in the end called her my own . . . 

Ah, swiftly my youth 
Like a falling star flashed by! 
But you, season of love, passed 
More swiftly still: only a year 390 
Did Mariula love me. 

Once near the waters of Kagul 
We fell in with an unknown band; 
Those gypsies, having pitched their tents 
Close to ours by a hillside, 
Spent two nights together [with us]. 
They went off on the third night— 
And abandoning [our] little daughter, 
Mariula went off after them. 
I was peacefully asleep; the dawn glinted, 
I woke up, my love was gone! 
I search, I call—all trace was lost. 

2 Derogatory Slavic, especially Polish, term for "Muscovite.” 
3 The Budzhak (Turkish: bucak, "corner,” probably from the angle between the 

Prut and the Danube) is the extensive puszta-like prairieland of southern Bessarabia. 

395 

400 



TocKyfl, nAaKaAa 3eM(pHpa, 
H h aariAaKaA — c 3thx nop 

IloCTblAH MHe Bee AeBbi MHpa; 

MeJK HMH HHKOrAa MOH B30p 

He Bbi6npaA ce6e noApyrn — 

H oAHHOKHe Aocyrn 

y^Ke hh c KeM h He acaha. 

A a e k o 

/la KaK JKe Tbi He nocneniHA 

ToTnac BOCAeA He6AaroAapHon 
H XHIlJHHKaM H en KOBapHOH, 

KnHJKaAa b cepAUe He boh3ha? 

C t a p h k 

K neMy? BOAbHee nrHijbi MAaAocTb; 

Kto b cHAax yAepH^aTb ak>6ob5? 

HpeAOK) BceM AaexcH paAocrb; 

HtO 6blAO, TO He 6yAeT BHOBb. 

A a e k o 

H He TaKOB. HeT, h He cnopa 

Ot npaB mohx He OTKaraycb! 

Hah xoTb MiijeHbeM HacAaraycb. 
O hct! KorAa 6 HaA 6e3AHOH Mopn 

HarneA h cnniijero Bpara, 
KAHHycb, h TyT moh Hora 

He noixi.aAHAa 6bi 3AOAen; 
H B BOAHbl MOpH, He 6AeAHeH, 

H 6e33aiJgHTHoro 6 TOAKHyA; 
BHe3annbiH yiKac npo6yjKACHbH 

CBHpenbiM cMexoM ynpeKHyA, 
H AOAro MHe ero naAeHbH 

CMernoH h cAaAOK 6wa 6bi ryA. 

Moaoaoh ii w r a h 

ElJL^e OAHO... OAHO Ao63aHbe... 
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Zemfira pined and cried, 
I broke down and cried too; ever since 
All the world’s maids have grown distasteful to me; 405 
Never did my glance among them 
Seek itself out a lover, 
And [my] lonesome leisure 
I have not shared with anyone since. 

Aleko 

But how is it that you did not hurry 410 
Forthwith after the ungrateful woman 
And did not plunge a dagger into the hearts 
Of the robbers and the treacherous woman? 

Old Man 

To what end? Freer than a bird is youth; 
Who has the power to restrain love? 415 
To each in his turn joy is granted; 
What has been will not be again. 

Aleko 

I am not like that. No, I will not without contest 
Renounce my rights! 
Or at least I will enjoy revenge. 
Oh, no! If over the bottomless depth of the sea 
I found [my] enemy asleep, 
I swear, even there my foot 
Would not spare the villain; 
Into the waves of the sea, unblanching, 
Would I thrust him, helpless as he was; 
The sudden horror of his waking 
With savage laughter I would upbraid, 
And long wTould the rushing sound of his fall 
Make me laugh and exult. 

420 

425 

430 

Young Gypsy 

One more . . . one more kiss . . . 



3 e m (p h p a 

Hopa: moh My>K peBHHB h boa. 

U bi r a h 

Oaho... ho AOAe!.. Ha npoujanbe. 

3 e m (|) h p a 

npoujaH, noKaMecT He npHiueA. 

LJ bi r a h 

CKaJfvH — Kor/^a >k oriHTb cb hash be ? 

3 e m $ h p a 

Cero/tHH, KaK 3anAeT AyHa. 
TaM 3a KypraHOM HaA mothaoh... 

LJ bi r a h 

06MaHei! He npn^eT OHa! 

3 e m (J) h p a 

Bot oh! 6ern!.. flpHAy, moh mhamh. 

Aacko cfiht: b ero yMe 

BnAeHbe cMyTHoe nrpaeT; 

Oh c KpHKOM npo6yABCb BO TbMe, 

PeBHHBo pyny npocTHpaeT; 

Ho o6po6eAan pyna 
rioKpOBbl XAaAHbie xBaTaeT— 
Ero noApyra AaAeKa... 
Oh c TpeneTOM npHBCTaA h BHeMAeT... 

Bee thxo — cTpax ero o6i>eMAeT, 

Flo H6M TeKyT H HSap H XAaA; 

BcTaeT oh, H3 rnaTpa bwxoaht, 

BoKpyr TeAer, yraaceH, 6poAHT; 

CnoKOHHO Bee; noAH MOAnaT; 
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Zemfira 

It is time: my husband is jealous and angry. 

Gypsy 

Just one—but longer! For good-byes. 

Zemfira 

Farewell, before he comes. 

Gypsy 

Say—when shall we meet again? 435 

Zemfira 

Tonight, when the moon rises. 
There, beyond the mound above the grave . . . 

Gypsy 

She will deceive [me]! She will not come! 

Zemfira 

Here he is! Run! . . . I will come, my dear. 

Aleko is asleep. Within his mind 440 
A turbid fancy is at play; 
Waking up with a shout in the gloom, 
He jealously reaches out with his hand; 
But grown hesitant, his hand 
Grasps cold covers— 445 
His beloved is far away . . . 
With a shudder he has half-risen and listens: 
All is quiet—terror clutches him, 
[Waves of] heat and cold run over him; 
He gets up, goes out of the tent, 
Stalks, fearful [to behold], about the wagons; 
All is calm; the fields are silent, 

450 



TeMHo; Ay Ha 3aniAa b TyMaHH, 
HyTb 6pe3JKHT 3Be3A HeBepHblH CBCT, 
HyTb no poce npnMeTHbiH caca 
BeAeT 3a AaAbHbie KypraHbi: 

HeTepneAHBo oh hact, 
KyAa 3AOB€igHH caca BeAeT. 

MomAa Ha Kpaio Aoporn 
BAaAH 6eAeeT nepeA hhm... 
TyAa cAa6eioiijHe hoth 

BAanm, npeA^yBCTBHeM tomhm, 
<Zlpo*KaT ycTa, ApoasaT koachh, 

HAeT... H BApyr... HAb 3TO COH? 
BApyr bhaht 6AH3KHe A^e TeHH 

H 6ah3khh inenoT cameiht oh — 
HaA o6eccAaBAeHHOH MornAon. 

1-H TOAOC 

riopa... 

2-h roAoc 

FIoctoh... 

1- H TOAOC 

Ilopa, MOH MHAbIH. 

2- H roAoc 

HeT, HeT, nocTOH, aojkacmch ahh. 

1- H TOAOC 

y>K n03AH0. 

2- h toaoc 

Kan TbI po6KO AK>6HLLIb. 

MHHyTy! 
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It is dark; the moon has passed into the fogs, 
The stars’ uncertain light barely glimmers. 
A barely discernible trail in the dew 455 
Leads beyond the far-off mounds: 
Impatiently he strides 
Where the ill-boding trail leads. 

A tomb by the edge of the path 
Shines whitely in the distance before him . . . 460 
There [his] faltering feet 
He drags, haunted by a presentiment; 
His lips tremble, his knees tremble, 
He walks [on] . . . and suddenly . . . or is it a dream? 
Suddenly he sees two nearby shadows 465 
And nearby whispering he hears. 
Upon the desecrated tomb. 

First Voice 

It’s time . . . 

Second Voice 

Stay . . . 

First Voice 

It’s time, my dear. 

Second Voice 

No, no, stay, let’s await the day. 

First Voice 

It’s late already. 

Second Voice 

How timidly you love. 
[One] minute [more]! 

470 
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1- H r 0 A o c 

Tbi MeHH norySniiib. 

2- h toaoc 

MHHyTy! 

1-h r o a o c 

Ecah 6e3 MeHH 

npOCH€TCH MyiK?.. 

A a e k o 

FIpOCHyACH fl. 

KyAa Bbi! He cneuiHTe o6a; 
BaM xopoiiio h 3Aecb y rpo6a. 

3 e m (f) h p a 

Moh Apyr, 6ern, 6erH... 

A a e k o 

rioCTOH! 

KyAa, KpacaBey moaoaoh? 

Aokh! 
(BoH3aer e nezo hom.) 

3 e m (J) h p a 

Aacko! 

475 

IJ bi r a h 

YMHpaio... 

3 e m $ h p a 

Aacko, Tbi y'6beuib ero! 480 

BarAHHH: tw secb o6pbi3raH KpoBbio! 

O, VITO Tbi CAeAaA? 

Aacko 

Hnnero. 
Tenepb awuih ero Aio6oBbio. 
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First Voice 

You will ruin me. 

Second Voice 

[One] minute! 

First Voice 

What if while I am gone 
My husband should wake up ... ? 

Aleko 

He is awake. 
Where are you off to? Don’t hurry, you two; 
You are in a good place right here by the grave. 475 

Zemfira 

My love, run, run . . . 

Aleko 

Stay! 
Where away, young gallant? 
Lie there! 

Thrusts a knije into him. 

Aleko! 

Zemfira 

Gypsy 

I am dying . . . 

Zemfira 

Aleko, you will kill him! 480 
Look: you are all bespattered with blood! 
Oh, what have you done? 

Aleko 

Never mind. 
Now breathe [of] his love. 
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3 e m (f) h p a 

Hct, noAHO, He 6oiocb Te6a! — 
Tboh yrpo3bi npe3npaio, 485 
Teoe y6HHCTEO npoKAnnaio... 

A a e k o 

y?vIpH /K H Tbl! 

(IIopajicaeT ee.) 

3 e m v|) h p a 

YiMpy ak>6b... 

Boctok, ACHHHH,eH osapeHHWH, 

Ch>iA. AaCKO 3a XOAMOM, 

C HO>KOM B pyKax, OKpOBaBAeilHblH, 

Cii^eA Ha KaMHe rpoSoBOM. 

/lea Tpyna nepeA hhm AemaAH, 
Y6HHua cTpameH 6bia ah^m. 

IJbiraHbi po6ko oKpymaAH 
Ero BCTpeBOHieHHOH TOAnOH. 
MoniAy b cTopOHe KonaAH. 

LLIaH meHbl CKOp6HOH H€peAOH 

H B OHH MepTBblX i^AOBaAH. 

CTapHK-OTeU, OAHH CHAeA 

H Ha norH6myio rAflAeA 

B HeMOM 6e3^eHCTBHH nenaAH; 
IloAHHAH TpynbI, nOHeCAH 

H B AOHO XAaAHOe 3eMAH 

HeTy MAa^yto hoao^khah. 

AaBKO H3AaAH CMOTpeA 

Ha Bee... KorAa me hx 3aKpbiAH 

IloCAeAIieH rOpeTHK) 3 e M H O H, 

Oh MOAH3, MeAAeHHO CKAOHHACB 

H c K3MHH Ha TpaBy CBaAHACH. 

TorAa cTapHK, npH6AHmacb, 

«OcTaBb Hac, TOpAblH hcaobck! 

490 

495 

500 

505 

pen: 510 
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Zemfira 

No, enough, I am not afraid of you! 
Your threats I spurn, 485 
Your murder I curse . . . 

Aleko 

Die, then, you too! 

Stabs her. 

Zemfira 

I die in love . . . 

The east, illumined by the morning star, 
Was gleaming. Aleko, beyond the mound, 
Knife in hand(s), bloodied, 490 
Sat on the tombstone. 
Two corpses lay before him, 
The murderer was terrible of aspect. 
The gypsies timidly surrounded 
Him in an abashed throng. 495 
Off on one side they were digging a grave. 
The women came in sorrowing procession 
And kissed the dead [couple] on the eyes. 
The old father sat alone 
And gazed at the dead girl 500 
In the numb torpor of grief; 
They lifted the bodies up, carried them off, 
And into the chill lap of the earth 
Laid the youthful couple. 
Aleko from afar watched 505 
It all . . . but when they had covered them 
With the last handful of earth, 
He silently, slowly leaned forward 
And fell heavily from the stone onto the grass. 

Then the old man approached and spoke: 510 
“Leave us, prideful man! 



MbI £HKH; HCT y Hac 3aK0H0B. 
Mbi He TepaaeM, He Ka3HHM— 

He Hy HiHO KpOBH HaM H CTOHOB,- 

Ho 2KHTb c y6HnueH He xothm... 

TbI He pOHiACH A AH AHKOH AOAH, 
Tbi aah ce6n AHinb xoneuib boah; 

y^KaceH HaM tboh 6yAeT rAac: 
Mbi po6KH H A06pbl AyiHOK), 

Tbi 3oa h CMeA,— ocTaBb Hie Hac, 
ripocTH, Aa 6yAeT MHp c to6oio». 

Cna3aA — h myMHoio TOAnoio 

rioAHBACB Ta6op KOHeBOH 

C AOAHHbl CTpaiHHOI’O HOHAera. 

H CKOpO Bee B ASAH CTeilHOH 

CoKpbiAocb; AHuib OAHa TeAera, 

Y6orHM KpbITafl KOB pOM, 

CtOHAa B nOAe pOKOBOM. 

Tan HHorAa nepeA 3hmok>, 
TyMaHHOH, yTpeHHen nopoio, 

KorAa noA'beMAeTca c noAefi 
CiaHHya no3AHHx HiypaBAew 

H c kphkom BAaAb Ha lor HeceTCB, 
IlpOH3eHHbIH TH6eAbHbIM CBHHljOM, 

Oahh nenaAbHo ocTaeTcn, 
nOBHCHy.B paHeHbIM KpblAOM. 

HacTAAa HOHb; b TeAere tcmhoh 

OrHB HHKTO He pa3AOHiHA, 

Hhkto noA Kpbimeio noA'beMHon 

Ao yTpa chom He onoqHA. 

anHJior 

BoAuie6HOH chaoh necHoneHbfl 

B TyMaHHOH naMHTH MOeH 

TaK OHiHBABIOTCB BHA^HbH 

To CEeTAbIX, TO HenaAbHblX AHCH. 

B cTpane, rAe aoato, aoafo 6paHH 

YniacHbiH ryA He ymoakba, 



We are savages; we have no laws, 
We do not torture, do not put [men] to death 
We have no need of blood and groans— 
But live with a murderer we will not . . . 
You were not born for the life of the wild, 
You for yourself alone crave freedom; 
Dreadful will be your voice for us: 
We are timid and good of soul, 
You are fierce and bold—leave us then; 
Farewell, may peace be with you.” 

He spoke—and in a noisy throng 
Rose the nomadic camp 
From the vale of the dreadful night’s stay. 
And soon all had vanished 
In the distance of the steppes. A single wagon 
Covered with a poor rug, 
Stood in the fateful field. 
Thus sometimes before winter, 
At a foggy time of morning, 
When there rises from the fields 
A flock of belated cranes 
And with screaming soars afar to the south, 
Pierced by the fatal lead, 
One will sadly remain behind, 
Its wounded wing hanging. 
Night came on; in the dark wagon 
No one laid a fire, 
No one under the folding hood 
Rested in sleep until morning. 

EPILOGUE 

By the magic power of song 
In my hazy memory 

Visions thus revive 
Now of sunny, now of mournful days. 

In the land where long, long the dread 

Clamor of arms never fell silent, 



F^e rioBeAHTeAbHbie rparrn 
CTaM6yAy pyccKHH yxasaA, 

F^e cTapbiH nam opeA AByrAaBbiS 
Erne mymht MHHyBmefi cAaBofi, 
BcipenaA a nocpe^H cienen 

HaA py6e*KaMH ApeBHHX cTanoB 
TeAern MHpHbie ybiraHOB, 

Cm«P2HHOH BOAbHOCTH AeTCH. 
3a HX AeHHBblMH TOAFiaMH 

B nyCTbIHBX HaCTO A OpOAHA, 

npocTym nnigy hx acaha 

H 3acbinaA npeA hx othamh. 

B noxoAax MeAAeHHbix ak>6ha 

Hx neceH paAociHbie ryAbi — 
H AOATO MHAOH MapHyAbI 
fi HMA HeH^HOe TBepAHA. 

Ho cnacTbA Her h Me/KAy bbmh, 

npHpOAbl 6eAHbie CbIHbl!.. 

H noA H3ApanHbiMH uiaTpaMH 
^iHByT My HHTeAbHbie CHbl. 

H Banin cenn KoneBbie 

B nycTbiHAX He cnacAHCb ot 6 

H B CIO Ay CTpaCTH pOKOBbie, 

M ot cyAe6 3aigHTbi Her. 
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Where the Russian marked for Stambul 
His imperious borders, 
Where our old double-headed eagle 
Still rustles with its bygone glory, 
I used to meet amid the steppes 
On the boundaries of ancient forts 
The peaceful wagons of the gypsies 
Children of lowly freedom. 
Behind their leisurely swarms 
In the wildernesses I often roamed, 
Their simple fare I shared 
And fell asleep before their fires. 
On [those] slow treks I loved 
Their songs’ joyous ring— 
And for a long time sweet Mariula’s 
Tender name I spoke over and over. 

But there is no happiness even among you, 
Nature’s poor sons . . . ! 
Even beneath tattered tents 565 

Dwell tormenting dreams, 
Even your nomadic shelters 
In the wilderness have not escaped misfortunes 
And everywhere are fateful passions, 
And against the Fates there is no defense. 

55° 

555 

560 

57° 
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2KEHHX [ 1825 ] 

Tpn flHfl KynenecKaH AOHb 
HaTarna nponaAaAa; 

OHa Ha ABOp Ha TpOTblO HOHb 

Be3 naMHTH B6e?KaAa. 

C BonpocaMH oTeu, h MaTb 

K HaTame ctaah npHCTynaTb. 

HaTama hx He cAbiniHT, 

/IpOHJHT H eAe AbimHT. 

Ty>KHAa MaTb, TyjKHA OTey, 
H AOAro npncTynaAH, 

H OTCTynHAHCb HanoHey, 

A TaHHbl He y3HaAH. 

HaTama cTaAa, Kan 6biAa, 

OnHTb pyMHHa, BeceAa, 

OnnTb noniAa c cecTpaMH 

CnAeTb 3a BopoTaMH. 

Pa3 y TecoBbix y BOpoT, 

C nOApy^KKaMH CBOHMH, 

CHAeAa AeBHga — h bot 

FIpoMHaAacb nepeA hhmh 

Anxah TpoHKa c moaoaijom. 

KoHHMH, KpbiTbIMH KOBpOM, 

B CaHHX OH CTOH npaBHT, 

H rOHHT Bcex, H AaBHT, 

Oh, nOpOBHHBIHHCb, norAH aca, 

HaTama norAHAeAa, 
Oh BHxpeM mhmo npoAeTeA, 

HaTama noMepTBeAa. 
CTpeMTAaB AOMOH OHa 6e>KHT. 

«Oh! oh! y3HaAa! — roBopuT,— 

Oh, tomho oh! AepmHTe, 

<Z^py3bH moh, cnacHTe!» 

rienaAbHO CAymaer ceMbH, 

Kaqan roAOBOio; 

5 

io 

i5 

20 

25 

30 
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Three days the merchant’s daughter, 
Natasha, had been missing; 

On the third night she came 
Running into the house, distracted. 

With questions [her] father and mother 
Began to ply Natasha. 

Natasha does not hear them, 
Trembles and barely breathes. 

Her mother grieved, her father grieved, 
And long insisted, 

And in the end desisted, 
And did not learn the secret. 

Natasha turned, as she had been, 
Rosy again [and] merry, 

Again went with [her] sisters 
To sit outside the gate. 

Once at the shingled (at the) gate, 
With her girl friends 

Sat the maiden—and lo, 
There flashed past before them 

A dashing troika with a fine lad. 
The horses, covered with a rug, 

He drives standing in the sleigh, 
And scatters all and runs over [all]. 

Having drawn level, he glanced, 
Natasha glanced, 

He like the whirlwind sped past, 
Natasha was petrified. 

Headlong she runs home. 
“[It’s] he, [it’s] he! I recognized [him]!” she says, 

“He, he indeed! Hold him, 
My friends, save me!” 

In sorrow her family listens, 
Shaking [their] head[s]; 



35 
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Oien, eft: «MnAan moh, 

Otkpohch npeAo mhoio, 

06haoa kto Te6n, c k a h , 

XoTb TOAbKO CAeA H3M VKa>KII». 

HaTarna nAanex cHoca 

H 6oAee hh caoba. 40 

HayTpo cBaxa k hhm na ABop 

He^KAaHHa.x npHxoAHT. 
H aTamy x b a a h t , pasroBop 

C OTH,OM ee 3aBOAHTI 

«y Bac xoBap, y Hac Kynen,; 

Co6ok> napenb moaoaoh, 

45 

H CTaTHblH, H npOBOpHblH, 

He B3 AOpHblH, He 3a30 p Hbl ft- 

BoraT, yMeH, hh nepeA KeM 

He KAaHfleTCH B nOBC, 

A KaK 6oHpHH MeJKAy TOM 

50 

2KHB6T, He 6ecnoKOHCb; 

A noAapHT HCBecTe BApyr 
H AHcbio my6y, h raeMnyr, 

H nepCTHH BOAOTbie, 55 

H nAaxbH napneBbie. 

KaTancb, bhaca oh Bnepa 

Ee 3a BopoTaMH; 
He no pyxaM ah, Aa c ABopa, 

/{a b yepKOBb c o6pa3a:\iii? » 60 

Ona chaht 3a nnporoM, 
J\& penb seAOT o6hhhkom, 

A 6eAnan neBecTa 
Ce6e ne bhaht MecTa. 

«CorAaceH, — rosopHT orey; — 65 

Cxynaft 6AaronoAynHo, 
Moh HaTarna, noA BCHey: 

OaHOH B CBCTeAKC c k y h h o, 

He BeK AeBHu,en BeKOBaTb, 
He Bee KacaTKe pacneBaTb, 70 
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[Her] father [says] to her: “My dear one, 35 

Open [your heart] before me. 
[If] someone has offended you, tell [me], 

Show us but a trace.” 
Natasha is weeping again. 
And not a word more [did she speak]. 40 

In the morning a marriage-broker woman 
Comes to their place unexpectedly. 

[She] praises Natasha, a conversation 
With her father [she] begins: 

“You have the goods, we have a buyer; 45 
The lad is a fine young fellow 

(Both) well-made and lissome, 
Not quarrelsome, not dissolute. 

“He’s rich, he’s clever, not before anyone 
Does he bow to the waist, 50 

And like a nobleman at that 
He lives without a care; 

And he is apt to give [his] bride 
(Both) a fox-fur coat, and a pearl, 

And gold rings, 55 
And brocaded dresses. 

“Driving about, he saw her 
Yesterday outside the gate; 

[Shall we] not shake hands, and [be] off, 
And [go] to the church with the ikons?” 60 

She sits having cake, 
And beats around the bush, 

While the poor bride-to-be 
Is in a quandary. 

“I agree,” says [her] father; 65 
“Step with good luck, 

My Natasha, under the wreath: 
[To sit] alone in the upper room is dull. 

[It is] not [right] for a maiden to live [her] span [as a maiden], 

Not for the swallow always to sing, 70 



Ilopa r'He3A0 ycTpoHTb, 

Hto6 AeiyuieK riQKOHTb», 

HaTama k ctchkc ynepAacb 
H CA030 MOABHTb XOB6T - 

B^pyr 3apbiAaAa, saTpHCAacb, 

M nAa mct h xoxoneT. 

B CMHTCHbe CBaxa K H6H 6e?KHT, 
BoAOH CTVAeHOK) nOHT 

H AbeT ocTaTOK qaixm 
Ha roAOBy HaTauiK. 

KpyuiHiCB, oxaeT ceMbH. 

OnoMHHAacb HaTama 
H roBopiiT: «IlocAymHa a, 

CBHTaa boa 3 Baina. 

3oBHTe HieHHxa Ha imp, 

rieKHTe xAe6w Ha Becb ivrnp, 
Ha cAaBy MeA BapHTe, 

/[a cyA Ha nnp 30BHTe». 

«H3boab, HaTama, aHreA moh! 

Fotob Te6e b saoasy 

H Hi H 3 H b OTAaTb!» - H HHp TOpOHj 

FleKyT, BapHT Ha CAaBy. 

Bot rocTH qecTHbie Ham ah, 

3a ctoa neBecTy noBeAH; 

rioiOT noApyniKH, nAanyT, 

A bot h caHH cKanyT. 

Bot h 2k&hhx — h Bee sa ctoa. 

3BeHHT, rpCMHT CTaKaHbi; 

3a3ApaBHblH KOBIII KpyroM nOffltA 

Bee IIiyMHO, rocTH n b 51H bl. 

ml* 

/ft e H H X 

«A HTO Hie, MHAbie Apy3b5I, 

He seexa KpacHan mob 

He nbeT, He ecT, He cayHiht: 
O qeM HeBecTa TyniHT ?» 
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It is time to build a nest, 
So as to nurture little children.” 

Natasha has leaned back against the wall 
And is about to speak— 

Of a sudden she gave a sob, and a shudder, 75 
And weeps and laughs loudly. 

In dismay the broker-woman runs up to her, 
Gives her well water to drink 

And pours the rest of the tumbler 
On Natasha’s head. 80 

The family is distressed [and] moans. 
Natasha has come to her senses. 

And says: “I obey, 
Sacred is your will. 

Call [my] betrothed to the feast, 85 
Bake loaves for all the world, 

Brew a mead worth remembering, 

And call the law to the feast.” 

“You name it, Natasha, my angel! 
I am ready for your delight 90 

To give my life! ”—And a mountainous feast [is prepared]; 
They bake [and] cook to make a brave show. 

Here worthy guests galore have come, 
The bride has been led to table; 

The bridesmaids sing [and] cry, 95 
And here the sleigh [and team] comes galloping. 

And here is the bridegroom—and all [sit down] to table. 
The glasses ring [and] clatter, 

The toasting bowl went round; 
All is noisy, the guests are drunk. 100 

Bridegroom 

“Why is it, dear friends, 
My fair bride 

Is not drinking, not eating, not serving; 
What is [my] bride fretting about?” 



HeBecTa tfseunxy b otbct: 

«OTKpoK>cb HayAaqy. 
<4yme Moen noKQB Hex, 

H fleHb H HOHb B IIAaHy. 

HeAo6pbIH COH MeHB KpyUIHT». 

Otclj eft: «Hto tboh coh rAacuT? 

Cna^KH HaM, hto Tanoe, 

^htb Moe poAHoe?» 

«MHe CHHAOCb,- TOBOpHT OHa,— 

3auiAa b b Ate ApeMy^HH, 

H 6biao itobaho; qyTb AyHa 

CseTHAa n3-3a Tynn; 

C TpOIlHHKH c6HASCb H; B TAyillli 
He CAblLLIHO 6blAO HH AyUIH, 

H COCHbl AHUIb A a eAH 
BepniHHaMH my Me ah. 

H B^pyr, kbk 6y^TO HaBBy, 

Hs6a nepeAo mhok?. 

H k HeS, cTyny-—moabbt. 3-osy— 

OiBeTa Hex; c MOAb6oK> 
/Ifiepb OTBOpHAa B. BxOHiy — 

B H36e ceeqa ropHT; rAB^y —■ 
Be3Ae cpe6po Aa 3Aaro, 
Bee cbctao h 6oraxo». 

MV* 

me hhx 

«A BCM 2Ke XyA, CKaHiH, TBOH coh? 

3naTb, i^KHTb Te6e 6oraxo». 

H e b e c t a 

«riocTQH, cyAapb, He kohboh oh. 

Ha cepe6po, Ha 3ABto, 
Ha cy-K'Ha, kobphkh, napqy, 

Ha HOBropoACKyio KaMqy 
H MOABa AK)60BaAaCb 

H a ney AHBOBaAacb. 
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The bride [says] to the bridegroom in reply: 105 
“I will tell all as best I can. 

There is no peace for my soul, 
And day and night I weep: 

An evil dream afflicts me.” 
The father [says] to her: “Well, what does your dream say? no 

Tell us, what is it, 
My own baby?” 

“I dreamed,” she says, 
“I had gone into a dense forest, 

And it was late; barely the moon 115 
Shone from behind a cloud; 

I had strayed from the path: in the toneless depth 
Not a soul was to be heard, 

And pines alone and firs 
Rustled with their crowns. 120 

“And suddenly, as if I were awake, 
A hut [rose] before me. 

I [go up] to it, knock—silence. I call— 
There is no answer; with a prayer 

I opened the door. I enter— 125 
In the hut a candle burns; I look— 

Everywhere [is] silver and gold, 
All is bright and rich.” 

Bridegroom 

“But what is bad, tell [me], about your dream? 
It means you are going to live in wealth.” 130 

Bride 

“Stay, sir, it is not finished. 
Upon the silver, on the gold, 

Upon the cloths, the rugs, brocade, 
Upon the silk from Novgorod 

I feasted silently my eyes 135 
And wondered at the marvel. 



Bapyr cAbirny KpHK h kohckhh Ton. 
lloA'bexaAH k KpbiAenKy. 

H nocKopee ABepbio xAon 
H cnpHTaAacb 3a nenKy. 

Bot CAbirny mhoto toaocob... 

B30UIAH ABCHaAUaTb MOAOAUOB, 

H c hhmh roAy6H^ 

KpacaaH^-AeBnya. 

B30IHAH TOAnOH, He nOKAOHHCb, 

Hkoh He 3aMeHafl; 

3a CTO A CaABTCB, He MOAHCb 

H manoK He cHHMan. 

Ha nepBOM MecTe 6paT 6oAbinoH, 

Oo npaey pyny 6paT MeHbiHon, 

n0 AeBy roAy6HL^a 
KpacaBHya-AeBH^. 

KpHK, XOXOT, neCHH UIVM H 3BOH, 

Pa3ryAbHoe noxMeAbe...» 

m e h h x 

«A 46M ?K6 XyA, CKBJKH, tboh coh? 

Bem,aeT oh BeceAbe». 

H e b e c t a 

«n0ct0hj, cyAapb, He kohhch oh. 

Hast noxMeAbe, rpoM h 3boh, 

Uup BeceAo 6ymyeT, 

Anuib acbh^ ropioeT. 

ChAHT, M0A4HT, HH eCT, HH nbCT 

H TOKOM CAe3bI TOHHT, 

A cTapiHHH 6paT cboh ho?k 6epeT, 

npHCBHCTbiBan tohht; 

Fabaht Ha AeBH^-Kpacy, 

H BApyr xBaiaeT sa Kocy, 

3A0Aen A^BH^y ry6HT, 

Eh npasy pyKy py6nT». 
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“Suddenly I hear a shout and horses’ hoofbeat . . . 
Someone has ridden up to the porch. 

I quickly up and slam the door 
And hide behind the stove. 140 

Now I hear a lot of voices . . . 
Twelve fine lads have entered, 

And with them a dear girl, 
A maiden fair and pure. 

“They came thronging in, without bowing, 145 
Not noticing the ikons; 

They sat down to table, without praying 
Or taking off their caps. 

At the head the (big) eldest brother [sits], 
On [his] right hand the (smaller) younger brother, 150 

On [his] left the dear girl, 
The maiden fair and pure. 

“Shouting, laughter, songs, din, and clatter, 
ETproarious carousal . . .” 

Bridegroom 

“But what’s so bad, tell [me], about your dream? 155 
It bodes a wedding feast.” 

Bride 

“Stay, sir, it is not finished. 
On go carousing, roar, and clang, 

The feast [is] boisterous with merriment, 
Alone the maiden sorrows. 160 

She sits, is silent, neither eats nor drinks, 
And streams with stream of tears, 

Then the eldest brother takes his knife, 
[x^nd] whets [it], whistling the while; 

Looks at the maiden fair, 165 
And of a sudden seizes [her] by the braid, 

The villain kills the maiden, 
Cuts off her right hand.” 



«Hy, 3T0,  rOBOpHT 2KCHHX,— 
OpBMaB He6wAHya! 

Ho He Ty)KH, TBOH COH He AHX, 
FIoBepb, ^yma-AeBHya». 

Ohs tabaht eMy b AHgo. 
«A 3TO C HbeH pyKH KOAbHJ0?» 

B^pyr MOABHAa HeBecTa, 
H Bee npHBCTaAH c MecTa. 

KoAbU,0 KaTHTCB H 3BCHHT, 
ifteHHx Apo^KHT, 6AeAHe«; 

CMyTHAHCb TOCTH.- CyA TAaCHT: 

«/tep^KH, BB3aTb 3A0AeH!» 
Baoach oKOBaH, o6ahhch 
H CKOpO CMepTHK) KaSHCH. 

IlpocAaBHAacb HaTarna! 
H bcb TyT necHB Hama. 
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“Why, this,” the bridegroom says, 
“Is downright nonsense! 170 

But do not fret, your dream is not evil, 
Believe [me], maiden love.” 

She looks him in the face. 
“And from whose hand [does] this ring [come] ?” 

The bride says of a sudden, 175 
And all have half-risen from [their] placefs]. 

The ring rolls and clinks, 
The bridegroom, blanching, trembles; 

The guests [stand] bewildered.—The law bids: 
“Halt, bind the villain! ” 180 

The villain is put in irons, convicted, 
And presently put to death. 

Glory has come to Natasha! 
And here our song is done. 



rPA<*> HyjiHH [1825] 

Ilopa, nopa! pora Tpy6m ; 
FIcapH b oxoTHHHbHx y6opax 

Heivt cBeT ym Ha kohbx cha«t, 

Bop3bie npbiraiOT Ha csopax. 

BbIXOAHT 6apHH Ha KpblAbHO, 

Bee, noA^onacb, o6o3peBaeT; 

Ero AOBOAbHOe AHU,0 

FI p H H T H 0 H BaiKHOCTbK) CHHer. 

MeKMeHb 3BTBHyTbIH Ha HCM, 

Typei£KHH H03K 3a KymaKoivi, 

3a na3yxofi bo (})AH>KKe poM, 

H por Ha 6poH30BOH LjenoHKe. 

B hohhom nenue, b oahom nAaTOHKe, 

TAa3aMH COHHbIMH }KCHa 

CepAHTO CMOTpHT H3 OKHa 

Ha c6op, Ha ncapHyro TpeBory... 

Bot My>Ky noABeAH kohh; 

Oh xoAKy xbatb h b cTpeMB Hory, 

KpHHHT >KeHe: He >kah mchh! 

H Bbie3*KaeT Ha Aopory. 

B nOCAeAHHX HHCAaX CeHTH'6pH 

(npe3peHH0H npo30H roBopn) 

B AepeBHe cKyhho: rpH3b, HenacTbe, 

OceiiHHH BeTep, mcakhh cHer 

a BOH BOAKOB.- Ho TO-TO CHSCTbe 

OxoTHHKy! He 3Han Her, 

B OTtesHieM noAe oh rapu,yeT, 

Be3Ae HaxoAHT cboh HOHAer, 

BpaHHTCB, MOKHeT h nHpyeT 

OnycToiiiHTeAbHbiH Ha6er. 

A hto me AeAaeT cynpyra 

OAHa b oTcyTcrBHH cynpyra? 

BaHBTHH m3ao Ab ecTb y Hefi: 

rpn6bi coAHTb, KopMHTb ryceii, 

3aKa3biBaTb o6eA h yjKHH, 

B aH6ap h b norpe6 3arABHyTb,— 
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It’s time, it’s time! the horns blare; 
The whippers in hunting costumes 
By [first] light already sit on their horses; 
The borzois leap at the leashes. 
The squire steps out onto the porch, 
Surveys everything, arms akimbo; 
His contented face 
Shines with pleasant [self-] importance. 
He wears a trim Cossack coat, 
A Turkish knife tucked in his sash, 
In his bosom, rum in a little flask, 
And a horn on a little bronze chain. 
With nightcap on, wearing just a little shawl, 
[His] wife with sleepy eyes 
Crossly looks out of the window 
At the assembly, at the bustle of huntsmen. 
Here they have led up the husband’s horse; 
He lays hold of the withers—and foot into stirrup, 
Shouts to the wife: “Don’t wait for me! ” 
And rides out on [his] way. 

In the final days of September 
(Speaking in disdained prose) 
It’s dreary in the country, mud, foul weather, 
Autumn wind, fine snow, 
And the howl of wolves. But this very thing is happiness 
To the huntsman! A stranger to soft luxury, 

In a remote field he prances, 
Finds anywhere his night’s billet, 
Grumbles, gets soaked, and exults in 
The devastating assault. 

But what does the spouse do, 
Alone in her spouse’s absence? 
Does she lack for employment? 
Mushrooms to pickle, geese to feed, 
Dinner and supper to order, 
Storeroom and cellar to look into. 



XoSBHKH TAa3 n0BC.K)Ay Hymen; 

Oh SMHr 3aMeTHT HXO-HH6yAb. 

K HecqacTbio, repoHHB Hama... 

(Ax! a 3a6biA eS hmh Aaxi> 

My?K npocxo 3BaA ee: Haxama, 
Ho MbI- MbI 6yAeT Hasbisaib 

HaTaAbB riaBAosHa) k Hecqacxbio, 

HaxaAbB IlaBAOBHa coBceM 

CBOeH XOSBHCTBeHHOK) HaCXbK) 

He saHHMaAacB, 3axeM, 

Hto He b OTenecKOM 3aKOHe 

OHa BOCHHTaHa 6biAa, 

A b 6AaropoflHOM naHcnone 

Y BMHrpaHXKH CDaAb6aAa. 

OHa chaht nepeA okhom. 

OpeA Hen oxKpbiT qexBepxbiii xom 

CeHTHMeHTaAbHoro poMaHa: 

Aw6oeb 3aU3M U ApMCLHCi, 

MAh nepenucKa Aeyx ceMeu — 

PoMaH KAaCCHMeCKHH, CTapHHHblH, 

OxMeHHO AAHHHblH, ^AHHHblH, ^AHHHblH, 

HpaBOyHHXeAbHblH H HHHHblH, 

Be3 pOMaHTHHeCKHX 3aTeH. 

HaTaAbH OaBAOBHa cHanaAa 

Ero BHHMaTeAbHO HHTaAa, 

Ho CKOpO KaK-XO pa3BAeKAaCb 

riepeA OKHOM B03HHKUiefi ApaKOH 

Ko3Aa C ABOpOBOK) co6aKofi 

H eio THXO 3aHBAacb. 

KpyrOM MaAbMHHIKH XOXOXaAH. 

Mem xeM nenaAbHo, noA okhom, 

HHAeHKH C KpHKOM BbicxynaAH 

BocAeA 3a MOKpbiM neTyxoM. 

Tpn yxKH noAocKaAneb b Ayme; 

IliAa 6a6a qepe3 rpB3Hbin abop 

BeAbe noBecHXb Ha 3a6op; 

FIoroAa cxanoBHAacb xyme — 
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The housewife’s eye is needed everywhere: 
It is quick to notice something. 

Unfortunately, our heroine 
(Oh, I forgot to give her name! 40 
Her husband simply called her Natasha, 
But we—we shall call [her] 
Natalia Pavlovna), unfortunately 
Natalia Pavlovna altogether 
With her housekeeping role 45 
Did not occupy herself, for the reason 
That not by the patriarchal code 
She had been brought up, 
But in a boarding school for gentlewomen 
At the emigre lady’s [Mme] Falbalat. 50 

She sits by the window; 
Open before her [lies] the fourth volume 
Of the sentimental novel: 
The Love of Eliza and Armand, 
Or, A Correspondence Between Two Families— 55 
A novel classical, old-fashioned, 
Exceedingly long, long, long, 
Edifying and worthy, 
Without romantic conceits. 

Natalia Pavlovna had at first 60 
Been reading it attentively, 
But soon she was distracted somehow 
By a tussle which had developed before her window 
Of a billy goat with a yard dog, 
And to this she quietly gave her attention. 65 
Round about little boys were guffawing; 
Meanwhile under the window mournfully 
Turkey-hens appeared with clucking 
Following a wet rooster; 
Three ducks splashed in a puddle; 70 
A peasant woman walked across the muddy yard 
To hang up laundry on the fence; 
The weather was worsening: 



Ka3aAocb, cner hath xotca... 

B^pyr KOAOKOAbHHK 3a3BeHeA. 

KtO AOArO >KHA B TAyillH TieHaAbHOH, 

/lpy3bfl, TOT, BepHO, 3HaeT CaM, 

Kan CHAbHO KOAOKOAbHHK AaAbHblH 

riopofi BOAHyeT cepAue HaM. 

He Apyr ah e^eT 3ano3AaAbiH, 

ToBapHIIJ K3HOCTH yAaAOH?.. 

y?K He OHa ah?.. Borne moh! 

Bot 6AHHie, 6AHH<e... cepAue 6beTca... 

Ho MHMO, MHMO 3ByK HeceTCA, 

CAa6eft... h cMOAKHyA 3a ropon. 

HaTaAbH riaBAOBHa k 6aAKOHy 

BeHiHT, o6paAOBaHa 3B0Hy, 

Tahaht h bhaht: 3a peKOH, 

y MeAbHHybl, KOAHCKa cKaneT. 

Bot Ha MocTy — k HaM tohho! hct; 

rioBOpOTHAa BAeBO. BcACA 

OHa tahaht h nyTb He nAaneT. 

Flo BApyr — o paAOCTb! Kocorop — 

KoAHCKa Ha 6ok.— «CpHAbKa, BacbKa! 
Kto TaM? oKopen! boh TaM koahcka. 

Cennac Be3TH ee Ha Asop 

H 6apHHa npocHTb o6eAaTb! 

/la jkhb ah oh?.. 6ern npoBeAaTb, 

Ci<opeH, cKOpeH!..» 

CAyra 6eatHT. 

H aTaAbH ria BAOBHa cneiHHT 

B36PITb HblHJHblH AOKOH, HiaAb HaKHHyTb, 

BaAepHyTb 3aBec, CTyA noABHHyTb, 

H HiACT. «/la CKOpO Ab, MOH TBOpeU,?» 

Bot eAyT, eAyT HaKOHey. 

3a6pbi3raHHbiH b Aopore AaAbHOH, 

OnacHO paneHbiH, nenaAbHbiH 

KoH-KaK TaiHHTCH 9KHHa2K. 

BcAeA 6apHH moaoaoh xpoMaeT. 
CAyra-q)paHyy3 He yHbiBaeT 

H roBopHT: aliens, courage! 
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It looked as if it were getting ready to snow . . . 
Suddenly a little sleigh bell rang out. 75 

He who has long lived in the dreary deep countryside, 

Friends, surely knows himself 
How strongly a far-away sleigh bell 
Sometimes agitates our heart. 
Is it not a belated friend coming, 80 
Companion of [one’s] spirited youth? . . . 

Could it be she, by any chance? . . . My God! 
Here [it comes] nearer, nearer. The heart beats. 
But past, past floats the sound, 
[Gets] fainter . . . and has died away beyond the mountain. 85 

Natalia Pavlovna to the balcony 
Runs, joyful at the sound, 
Looks and sees: beyond the river, 
By the mill, a carriage is rolling, 
Here it is on the bridge—straight toward us . . . no, 90 
It has turned left. She follows it 
With her eye and almost cries. 

But suddenly . . . oh joy! aslant; 
The carriage capsizes. “Filka! Vaska! 
Who is there? Quickly! Over there’s a carriage: 95 
Bring it into the yard at once 
And ask the master for dinner! 
Is he even alive? . . . Run and find out! 
Faster, faster! ” 

The servant runs. 
Natalia Pavlovna hastens 100 
To whip up a splendid curl, put on a shawl, 
Draw the curtain, move up a chair, 
And waits: will it be soon, my Creator! 
Here they come driving up at last. 
Bespattered on the long road, 105 

Gravely wounded, a melancholy 
Coach drags along somehow; 
In its train limps a young gentleman. 
The French servant does not fret 
And says: “Allons, courage!” no 



332 ] 

Bot y KpbiAt^a; bot b cemi bxoabt. 

rioKaMecTb 6apHHy Tenepb 

IloKOH OCo6eHHbIH OTBOABT 

H HaCTe>Kb OTBOpBIOT ABepb, 

FIoKa Picard mymht, XAononeT 

H 6apHH o^eBaTbCB xoneT, 

CK33aTb AH BaM, KTO OH TaKOB ? 

FpacJ) HyAHH H3 ny^KHx KpaeB, 

r^e npoMOiaA oh b BHxpe MOAbi 

CbOH rpBAyiMHe AOXOAbl. 
Ce6n Ka3aTb, KaK nyAHbiH 3Bepb, 
B IleTponoAb e^eT oh Tenepb 

C sanacoM (ppaKOB h jkhactob, 
UIa nn, BeepoB, nAaigen, KOpcexoB, 

ByAaBOK, 3anOHOK, AOpHeTOB, 
yBeTHbIX nAaTKOB, HyAKOB a jour, 

C ymaCHOH KHH2KKOK) Fn30Ta, 
C TeTpaAbio 3Abix KapHKaTyp, 

C pOMaHOM HOBbIM BaAbTep-ClCOTTa, 
C bon -mots napn>KCKoro ABOpa, 

C nocAeAHefi necHen BepaHHiepa, 
C MOTHBaMH Pocchhh, Ilepa, 
Et cetera, et cetera . 

y*K ctoa HaKpbiT. aBHO nopa; 
Xo3HHKa ikabt HeTepneAHBo. 

^Bepb OTBopHAacb. Bxoaht rpa(p; 
HaTaAbB riaBAOBiia, npHBCTaB, 

OcBCAOMABeTCB y HTHBO, 
KaxoB oh? hto Hora ero? 

rpa(p OTBenaeT: HHuero. 
El AyT 3a cto a. Bot oh caAHTcn, 

K Hen noABHraeT cboh npn6op 
H HanHHaeT pa3roBop: 

CBBTyio Pycb 6paHHT, ahbhtcb, 

Kan MOHiHo >KHi b b ee cHerax, 
/■fiaAeex o riapume cTpax... 

JI5 

120 

125 

130 

135 
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Now they are at the porch; now they enter the hall. 
For the time being to the gentleman now 
They assign a special room 
And throw open the door wide; 
While Picard noisily bustles, 115 
And the gentleman is about to dress, 
Shall I tell you what kind of person he is? 
Count Nulin from foreign parts, 

Where he has wasted in the whirlwind of fashion 
His future revenues; 120 
To show himself, like a fabled beast, 
He now travels to Petropolis 
With a supply of dress suits and waistcoats, 
Hats, fans, cloaks, corsets, 
Pins, cuff links, lorgnettes, 125 
Flowered handkerchiefs, socks a la mode, 
With a dreadful little book by Guizot,1 
With a portfolio of malicious cartoons, 
With a new novel by Walter Scott, 
With bons mots of the Paris court, 130 
With the latest song of Beranger’s,2 
With motifs of Rossini, Paer,3 
Et cetera, et cetera. 

The table is already laid; it has long been time; 
The hostess waits impatiently; 
The door has opened, the Count comes in; 
Natalia Pavlovna, half-rising, 
Inquires politely, 
How he feels? What about his leg? 
The Count replies: All right. 
They go to table; now he sits down, 
Directs his instrument at her 
And begins the conversation: 
He scolds Holy Russia, wonders 
How one can live in her snows, 
Dreadfully misses Paris. 

1 Francois Guizot (1787-1874), French conservative statesman and historian, 
elected to the Academy. "Little books” were not Guizot’s forte; some of his 
studies and memoirs run from eight to thirty-one volumes. 

2 Pierre Jean de Beranger (1780-1857), most popular writer of chansons of the 

century. 
3 Ferdinando Paer (1771-1839), Italian composer (Venice, Vienna, Dresden, 

Paris) of over forty operas. 

135 

140 

145 



«A hto TeaTp?» — O! cHpoTeeT, 

C’est bien mauvais, ga fait pitie . 
TaAbMa coBceM otaox, cAabeeT, 
H MaM3eAb Mapc — yebi! cTapeeT... 
3aTo IloTbe, le grand Potier! 

Oh cAaBy npejkhkho b HapoAe 
/loHbiHe noAAep>KaA oahh». 
«KaKofi nncaTeAb HbiHne b Mo^e?» 
— Bee d’Arlincourtl h AaMapmu.— 
«y Hac hm TaK^Ke noApa*KaiOT». 
— Hex? npaBo? Tan y Hac yMbi 

y* pa3BHBaTbCH HaHHHaiOT? 
/lafi bor, hto6 npocBeTHAHCb Mbi!— 
«KaK TaAbH HOCBT ? » - OneHb HH3KO, 
rioHTH AO... BOT, no 3THX nop. 

rio3BOAbTe BHAeTb Barn y6op... 
Tan: piouiH, 6aHTbi... 3Aecb y30p... 

Bee 9to k MOAe oneHb 6ah3KO.— 
«Mbi noAynaeM «TeAerpacp». 
— Ara! XoTHTe ah nocAymaTb 
npeAecTHbiH BOAeBHAb? — H rpa(f> 
IloeT. «/la, rpacp, H3BOAbTe hi KywaTb». 
- H CbIT H TaK.- 

H30 CTOAa 
BcTaiOT. Xo3HHKa MOAOAaB 

MepesBbinaHHo BeceAa; 
TpacJ), o IlapH^Ke 3a6biBa«, 

/[hbhtcb: nan OHa mhaa! 
ripoxoAHT Benep HenpHMeTHo; 

Tpacj) caM He cboh. Xo3bhkh B3op 
To BbipaHiaeTcn npHBeTHO, 

To BApyr noxynAeH 6e30Tr$eTH0... 
rABAHHIb - H nOAHOHb BApyr Ha ABOp. 

/laBHO xpanHT cAyra b nepeAHeft, 
/(aBHO noeT neTyx coccahhh, 
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“What about the theatre?” “Oh, being orphaned! 
C’est bien mauvais, ga fait pitie. 
Talma4 has become completely deaf, is growing feebler, 
And Mile Mars,5 alas, is aging. 150 
Potier,6 on the other hand, le grand Potier! 
His former fame in the nation 

He alone has maintained to the present.” 
“What writer is in fashion nowadays?” 

“It’s all d’Arlincourt7 and Lamartine.” 155 
“With us, too, they are being imitated.” 
“You don’t say! Really? So minds with us 
Begin already to develop. 
God grant we may become enlightened! ” 
“How are waistlines worn?” “Very low, 160 
Almost to . . . here, up to this time. 
Allow me to see your toilette . . . 
Yes: ruches, ribbons . . . the tracery here . . . 
All this is very close to the fashion.” 
“We get the Telegraph165 
“I see! . . . Would you like to listen 
To a charming vaudeville?” And the Count 
Sings. “But, Count, be good enough to eat.” 
“I have had enough anyway . . .” 

From table 
They rise. The young hostess 170 
Is in an exceedingly gay mood; 
The Count, forgetting about Paris, 
Is astonished how nice she is. 
The evening passes imperceptibly; 
The Count is not at ease; the hostess’ gaze 175 
Now expresses itself invitingly, 
Now suddenly has turned unresponsively dull. 
You look—and of a sudden it’s midnight outside. 
The footman in the hall has long been snoring, 
The neighbor’s cock has long been crowing, 180 

4 Francois Joseph Talma (1763-1826), brilliant tragedian (French classical drama 
and Shakespeare) ; chosen by Napoleon to play before a parterre de rois at Erfurt 
in 1808. 

5 Stage name of Anne Francoise Hippolyte Boutet (1779-1847), celebrated Paris 
actress, active for forty-seven years, like Talma a favorite of Napoleon’s. 

6 Charles Potier (1775-1838), veteran Paris actor of the time, father of the 
prominent vaudeville playwright of the forties by the same name. 

7 Charles Victor Prevot, Vicomte d’Arlincourt (1789-1856), French poet, drama¬ 

tist, and historical novelist. 
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B nyryHHy Aocny CTOpom 6beT; 
B rOCTHHOH C3&MKH AOTOpeAH. 

HaTaAbH FlaBAOBHa BCTaeT: 

«FIopa, npom,aHTe: *KAyT nocTeAH. 

npHHTHblH COH»... C AOCaAOH BCTnB, 

IloAyBAK)6AeHHbiH He^KHbiH rpaty 
yeAyeT pyKy en. H uto me? 
KyAa KOKeTCTBO He BeAeT? 

ripoKa3HH^ — npocTH eft, 6ome! — 
T uxoHbKo rpa$y pyKy mMeT. 

HaTaAbH IlaBAOBHa pa3AeTa; 

Ctoht Flapama nepeA Hen. 
/Ipy3bfl moh, riapama 9Ta 

HanepcHHua ee 3aTen; 
LLIbea, MoeT, BecTH nepeHocHT, 

H3HOIUeHHblX KailOTOB npOCHT, 
Flopoio C 6apHHOM UiaAHT, 

riopofi Ha 6apHHa kphhht, 

H AJK6T npeA 6apblHeH OTBamHO. 

Tenepb oHa TOAKyeT BamHo 
O rpatpe, o AeAax ero, 

He nponycKaeT HHnero, 
Bor BecTb, pa3BeAaTb KaK ycneAa. 

Ho rocnoma en, HaKOHey, 
CKa3aAa: «noAHo, HaAoeAa!» 
CnpocHAa KotpTy h neney. 
AerAa h b bi h t h boh BeAeAa. 

Cbohm ^paHi^ysoM MemAy tcm 

H rpatp pa3AeT yme cobccm. 

Aojkhtch oh, cnrapy npocHT, 
Monsieur Picard eMy npHHOCHT 
rpa(j)HH, cepe6pHHbiS CTanaH, 

Cnrapy, 6pOH30BbIH CBeTHAbHHK, 

LLJnnybi c npymnHoio, 6yAHAbHHK 

H Hepa3pe3aHHbin poMaH. 

B nocTeAe Aema, BaAbTep-CnoTTa 
FAa3aMH npo6eraeT oh. 

18S 

190 

195 

200 

205 
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215 
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The watchman beats the iron plate; 
In the sitting room the tapers have burned down. 

Natalia Pavlovna gets up: 
“It’s time, good-bye! The beds are waiting. 
Pleasant sleep! . . .” Rising with chagrin, 185 
The half-enamored tender Count 
Kisses her hand. And what then? 
Where does flirtatiousness not lead? 
The prankish girl—forgive her, God! — 
Softly presses the Count’s hand. 190 

Natalia Pavlovna is undressed; 
Before her stands Parasha. 
My friends, this Parasha 
Is the confidante of her designs; 
She sews, washes, carries news, 
Asks for outworn housecoats, 
At times frolics with the Master, 
At times screams at the Master, 
And boldly lies to the Mistress. 
Now she discourses gravely 
About the Count, about his affairs, 
Does not leave out anything— 
God knows how she managed to find out. 
But the lady at last 
Told her: “Enough, I am sick of it! ” 
Asked for her night-robe and cap, 
Lay down, and ordered her to go on out. 

By his Frenchman in the meantime 
The Count, too, has already been quite undressed. 
He goes to bed, asks for a cigar, 210 
Monsieur Picard brings him 
A decanter, a silver beaker, 
The cigar, a bronze candlestick, 
Tweezers with a spring, an alarm clock 
And an uncut novel. 215 

Lying in bed, Walter Scott 

He skims over with his eyes. 

i95 

200 

205 
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Ho rpa(f) AymeBHO pa3BAeneH... 

HeyroMOHHaB 3a6oia 

Ero Tpeso^KHT; mmcaht oh: 220 
«Hey*Kxo BnpaB/ty h BAio6AeH? 

Hto, ecAH mo>kho?.. bot 3a6aBHo! 
O/iHaKO >K 3X0 6bIAO 6 CAaBHO. 
5\, Ka^KeTCH, X03BHKe MHA»,- 

H HyAHH cBenny noracHA. 225 

HecHocHbin Hiap ero o6beMAeT, 

He cnHTCH rpa(py — 6ec He ApeMAex 

H £pa3HHT rpeiHHOIO MeHXOH 

B HeM qyBCTBa. Elbiakhh Ham repon 

Boo6paniaex oneHb *khbo 230 
X03BHKH B30p KpaCHOpeHHBblH, 
/[oBOAbHO KpyTAblH, nOAHblH CX3H, 

npHHTHblH TOAOC, npBMO HieHCKHH, 
Ah^ pyMBHeu, AepeBeHCKHH — 

S^opoBbe Kparne Bcex pyMHH. 235 
Oh nOMHHT KOHHHK HOJKKH HetfiHOH, 

Oh noMHHT: tohho, tohho Tan! 
OHa eMy pykoh He6peiKHOH 

rio^KaAa pyKy; oh AypaK, 

Oh AOAHieH 6bi ocxaTbCB c Heio —< 240 

AoBHXb MHHyTHy K) 3axeiO. 
Ho BpeMB He yuiAO. Tenepb 

OxBOpeHa, KOHeHHO, ABepb... 
H xoxqae, Ha nAena HaKHHyB 

Cboh necxpbiH meAKOBbiii xaAax 245 

H cxyA b noxeMKax onpoKHHyb. 

B HaAejK^e cAaAocxHbix HarpaA, 
K Ay Kpei|HII TapKBHHHH HOBblH 

OxnpaBHACH, ira ecc roxoBbifi. 

1 aK HHorAa AyKasbiH kot, 

MewaHHbiH 6aAOBeHb c a y >k a h k h , 

3a MblUIbK) KpaAeXCH c A e 2K a h k h : 

YKpaAKOH, MeAAC-HHO HAST, 

rioAysaHiMypHCb noAcxynaex, 

CBepeexcB b kom, xbocxom nrpaex, 

250 

255 
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But the Count is distracted in his mind: 
A restless worry 
Troubles him; he thinks: 220 
Could I indeed be in love? 
What if it were possible? . . . Here’s an amusing thing; 
Still, it would be splendid after all; 
The hostess seems to find me nice— 
And Nulin extinguished the taper. 225 

An unbearable fever possesses him, 
The Count can’t sleep—the Devil is wakeful 
And teases with a sinful daydream 
The feelings in him. Our fiery hero 
Imagines very vividly 230 
The hostess’ eloquent gaze, 
[Her] rather rounded, full figure, 
Pleasant voice, truly womanly, 
The rustic high color of the face— 
Health redder than any rouge. 235 
He remembers the tip of the tender little foot, 
He remembers—exactly, exactly so— 
With a careless hand she had 
Pressed his hand; he was a fool, 
He should have stayed with her, 240 
Caught the momentary impulse. 
But the time had not passed: now 
The door, of course, would be open— 
And forthwith, throwing over his shoulders 
His silken robe of many colors, 245 
And upsetting a chair in the darkness, 
In the hope of sweet rewards, 
To Lucretia the new Tarquin 
Set forth, ready for anything. 

Thus sometimes a crafty cat, 250 
The dainty darling of the maid, 
Will steal off the stove bench after a mouse: 
Stealthily, slowly he walks, 
Moves up with eyes half-closed, 
Turns into a ball, twitches his tail, 255 
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Pa3HHeT KOrTH xht pbix /van 
H BApyr 6eAHH?KKy ^n-gapan. 

BAK)6AeHHbIH TpaC|) B nOTCMKax 6pOAHT, 

/^opory oigynbio naxoAHT. 
2KeAaHbeM riAaMeHHbiM tomhm, 260 
E^fia AbixaHbe nepeBOAHT, 
TpenetyeT, ecAH noA noA hhm 

BApyr 3acKpwnHT... Bot oh hoaxoaht 
K 3aBeTH0H ABepn h cAenca 

/tiMeT pyHKy MeAHyio 3aMKa; 265 
/iBepb thxo, thxo ycTynaeT... 

Oh CMOTpHT: AaMna qyTb ropHT 
M 6AeAHo cnaAbHio ocBenjaeT; 
Xo3HHKa MHpHO IIOHHBaCT 
HAb IIpHTBOpBeTCH, HTO CUHT. 2^0 

Oh bxoaht, MeAAHT, oTCTynaer —- 
H BApyr ynaA k ee HoraM... 

OHa... Tenepb, c hx noSBOAenbH, 
npouiy tj neTep6yprcKHx asm 

IlpeACTaBHTb ynsac npo6y*KAeHbH 275 
HaTaAbH na BAOBHbl MOeft 

H pa3peiHHTb, HTO fl.eAa.Tb eft? 

OHa, OTKpbIB TAa3a 6oAbtUHe, 
Fahaht Ha rpatpa— Ham repoft 

Eft cbinAeT nyBCTBa BbinncKbie 
H Aep3H0BeHH0K> pyxoft 

KoCHyTbCH XOHeT OAeHAa, 
CoBCeM cMyTHB ee cHanaAa... 
Ho Ty'T onoMHHAacb OHa, 

H, rHeBa ropAoro noAHa, 
A BnponeM, mo^kct 6biTb, h cTpaxa, 
OHa TapKBHHHio c pa3Maxa 

JlaeT — noixjeqHHy. a, Aa, 
FIoiijeHHHy, Aa BeAb KaKyro! 

CropeA rpacp HyAHH ot cTbiAa, 290 
06nAy nporAOTHB Taxyio. 

280 

285 
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Unsheathes the claws of his cunning paws, 
And suddenly, scritch-scratch [onto] the poor thing. 

The enamored Count wanders in the darkness, 
Finds the way by groping, 
By flaming desire tormented, 
Scarcely takes time to breathe, 
Trembles when the floor under him 
Suddenly creaks. Now he approaches 
The private door and lightly 
Presses the brass handle of the lock; 
The door quietly, quietly yields; 
He looks: a lamp is barely alight 
And dimly illuminates the bedroom; 
The mistress peacefully reposes, 
Or pretends to be asleep. 

He enters, searches, retreats— 
And suddenly has fallen to her feet. 
She . . . Now, with their permission, 
I ask the ladies of Petersburg 
To picture the horror at awakening 
Of my Natalia Pavlovna 
And to decide what she is to do. 

She, opening her eyes wide, 
Looks at the Count—our hero 
Pours out exotic8 feelings to her 
And with emboldened hand 
Is about to touch the blanket, 
Taking her completely aback at first . . . 
But suddenly she comes to her senses, 
And full of proud anger, 
And besides of terror, too, perhaps, 
She hauls off and gives Tarquin 
A slap, yes, yes! 
A slap, and what a [slap], what’s more! 

Count Nulin flared up from shame, 
To have swallowed such an insult; 

8 The somewhat archaic Russian adjective literally means "imported, 
by special order from far off,” here denoting "exquisite, artificial, foreign, 
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265 

270 

275 

280 

285 

290 

procured 
la-di-da.” 
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He 3Haio, neM 6bi kohbha oh, 

/[ocaAOH cTpamHOK) nbiAafl, 
Ho uinHij KocMaTbifi, BApyr saAaa, 
npepBaA riapaiHH KpenKHH coh. 295 

ycAbimaB rpacj) ee noxoAKy 

H npoKAHHan cboh HOHAer 

H cBoeHpaBHyio KpacoTKy, 

B nocTbiAHbiH o6paTHACB 6er. 

Kan oh, xo3BHKa h riapama 300 
npOBOAHT OCTaAbHyiO HOHb, 

Boo6pa>KaHTe. Boab Bama, 
51 He HaMepeH BaM noMOHb. 

BoccTaB noyTpy MOAnaAHBo, 

rpatp oAeBaeTCB achhbo, 305 
OTAeAKOH p030BbIX HorTen 

3eBaB 33HBACH He6pe*KHo, 
H raACTyK bh^kct HenpHAerano, 

H MOKpOH IIjeTKOK) CBOeH 
He rAaAHT CTpHH^eHbix KyApeiS. 310 
O neM oh AyMaeT — He 3Haio; 
Ho bot ero no3B3AH k naK). 

Mto AeAaTb? Fpa<|), npeoAOAee 
HeAOBKHH CTblA H T 3 H H bl H THeQ, 

Hact. 

FIpoKa3HHija MAaAan, 315 

HacMeiiiAHBbiH noTynn B3op 
H ry'6KH aAbie Kycaa, 

3aB0AHT ckpomho pa3roBop 
O tom, o ceM. CnepBa cMyujeHHbiH, 

Ho nocTeneHHo o6oApeHHWH, 320 
C yAbi6Kofi oTBenaeT oh. 

rioAyqaca He npoxoAHAO, 
Y m OH H UiyTHT OBeHb MHAO, 

H HyTb AH CHOBa H6 BARLACH. 
BApyr myM b nepeAHen. Bxoaht. Kto Hve? 325 
«HaTauia, 3ApaBCTByn». 

Ax, MOH 6o2Ke... 
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I don’t know what lengths he might have gone to, 
Burning with terrible resentment, 
But the shaggy Pomeranian, suddenly starting to bark, 
Interrupted Parasha’s sound sleep. 295 
The Count, hearing her footsteps, 
And cursing his night’s billet 
And the wayward little beauty, 
Turned to ignominious flight. 

How he, the mistress, and Parasha 300 
Spend the remainder of the night 
Imagine as you please! 
I don’t intend to help you. 

Having risen in the morning in a taciturn mood, 
The Count dresses lazily, 305 
With manicure of his rosy nails 
Lackadaisically he has started occupying himself, yawning, 
And inattentively ties his necktie, 
And with his moist brush 
Does not smooth his trimmed locks. 310 
What he thinks about I do not know; 
But here they have called him to tea. 
What to do? The Count, overcoming 
His awkward embarrassment and secret anger, 
Goes. 

The young scamp, 315 
Veiling her mocking gaze 
And biting her crimson little lips, 
Modestly carries on a conversation 
About this and that. At first confused, 
But gradually emboldened, 320 
He answers her with a smile. 
A half hour has not passed, 
And he already even jokes very affably, 
And is all but in love again. 
Suddenly a noise in the hall. Someone enters. Who can it be? 325 

“Natasha, hallo! ” 
“Oh, good heavens! 



Fpatp, bot moh Myra, /lyma mob, 

Fpacp HyAHH.— 

«PaA cepAenno h... 
KaKaB cKEepHan noro/ta! 

y Ky3HKybi h BHAeA Bam 

CoBCeM TOTOBblH 3KHna>K... 

HaTauia! TaM y oropoAa 
Mbi 3aTpaBHAii pycaKa... 
3h! boakh! rpa(p, npomy oTBeA^Tb: 

FIpHCAaAH HaM H3AaAeKa. 

Bbi c HaMH 6yAexe o6eAaTb?» 
— He 3haK), npaBo, h enemy.— 

«H, noAHO, rpacp, n Bac npomy. 
i^ieHa H H, rOCTBM Mbi paAbl. 

Hct, rpacp, ocTaHbTecb!» 

Ho c aocsaw 

H Bee HaAeaxAbi noTepBB, 

YnpBMHTcn nenaAbHbiH rpacp. 

Yra noAKpennB ce6a cTananoM, 

llnKap KpHXTHT 3a neMOAaHOM. 

Yrae k KOABCKe ABoe cAyr 
HecyT npHBHHnnBaTb cyHAyK. 

K KpbiAbyy noAseaeHa koahcka, 
llnKap Bee cKOpo yAOffiHA, 

H rpacp yexaA... TeM n CKasKa 
MorAa 6bi KOHqHTbcn, Apysba; 

Ho cAOBa Asa npn6aBAK) n. 

KorAa KOAHcna ycnaKaAa, 
2KeHa Bee Myray paccKasaAa 

H noABnr rpaepa Moero 

BceMy coceACTBy onncaAa. 

Ho kto rae 6oAee Bcero 

C HaTaAben OaBAOBHon cmcbach? 
He yraAaTb BaM. FIoneMy ra? 

Myra? — KaK He Tan! coBceM He Myra. 

Oh OHeHb 9THM OCKOp6AHACH, 

Oh roBopHA, hto rpacp Aypan, 
Moaokococ; mto ecAH Tan, 

To rpaepa oh BH3raarb 3acTaBHT, 
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Count, this is my husband. Darling, 
Count Nulin.” 

* “I am sincerely pleased. 
What miserable weather! 
By the blacksmith’s shop I saw your 330 
Coach completely ready. 
Natasha ! By the orchard there 
We tracked down a brown hare. 
Hey, vodka! Count, please sample [it]: 
They sent it to us from far away. 335 
You will have dinner with us?” 
“I don’t know, really, I am in a hurry.” 
“Oh, no more of that, Count, I beg you. 
My wife and I are fond of guests. 
No, Count, do stay! ” 

But out of resentment, 340 
And having lost all hopes, 
The gloomy Count is stubborn. 
Having already fortified himself with a glass, 
Picard [toils] groaning with a suitcase, 
Already to the carriage two footmen 345 
Carry the trunk to screw [it] down. 
The carriage is brought up to the porch, 
Picard soon has everything stowed, 
And the Count has departed. . . . And with this the tale 
Might have ended, friends; 350 
But I will add a few words. 

When the carriage had rolled away, 
The wife told the husband everything, 
And my count’s exploit 
Described to the whole neighborhood. 355 

But who was it that most of all 

Laughed with Natalia Pavlovna? 
You cannot guess it. “Why so? 
The husband?” Why, all wrong. Not the husband at all. 
He took great offense at this, 360 
He said that the Count was a fool, 
A young pup; that if this was so, 

He would make the Count squeal, 



Mto ncaMH oh ero 3aTpaBHT. 

CivieHACH Ah^hh, hx coceA, 
rioMeigHK ABa^uaTH Tpex act. 

Tenepb mw mojkcm cnpaBe/iAHBO 

CKa3aTb, hto b HauiH BpeMeHa 

Cynpyry BepHan nseHa, 
,Z[py3bfl MOH, COBCeM He ahbo. 
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That he would sic his hounds at him. 
It was Lidin, their neighbor, who laughed, 
A squire twenty-three-years old. 

Now we may with justice 
Say that in our time 
A wife faithful to her husband, 
My friends, is not at all a wonder. 



CKA3KA O UAPE CAJITAHE, 
O CbIHE ErO CJ1ABHOM H MOrYMEM BOTATblPE 
KHA3E TBH^OHE CAJ1TAHOBM4E 
H O nPEKPACHOP! UAPEBHE JIEBE^H [ 1831 ] 

Tpn AeBHUbI HOA OKHOM 

FIpBAH n03AH0 BeMepKOM. 

«Ka6bi b 6biAa yapnya,— 

FoBOpHT oAHa A^BHya,— 
To Ha Becb KpemeHbiH MHp 
npHrOTOBHAa 6 b nnp». 
«Ka6bi b 6biAa yapnya,— 

FoBopHT ee cecTpnya,— 
To Ha Becb 6bl MHp OAHa 

FlaxKaAa b noAOTHa». 
«Ka6bi b 6biAa yapnya,— 

T peTbB MOABHAa CCCTpHHa,- 
FI 6 aab 6arnomKH-uapB 

PoAHAa 6oraTbipB». 

ToAbKO Ebl MOABHTb ycneAa, 
/Isepb THXOHbKo 3acKpbineAa, 

H b CBeiAHyy bxoaht yapb, 
CxopoHbi toh rocyAapb. 

Bo Bee bpeMB pasroBopa 
Oh ctoba nosaAb 3a6opa; 

Penb nocAeAHen no bccmv 
FIoAK)6HAaCB 6My. 

«3ApaBCTByn, Kpacnan AeBnua,— 
FoBopnT oh,— 6yAb yapnya 
H poAH 6oraTbipB 
Mhc K HCXOAy C6HTH6pH. 
Bbl 2K, roAySymKH-cecTpnybi, 
Bbl6noaHTeCb H3 CBeTAHUbl, 

Fioea^KanTe bca€A 3a mhoh, 
Bcaca 3a mhoh h 3a cecTpon: 
ByAb oAHa H3 eac TKanHxa, 
A Apyran noBapnxa». 

B C6HH BblHieA yapb-QTey. 

Bee nycTHAHCb bo ABopey. 



[ 349 

THE TALE OF TSAR SALTAN, 
OF HIS SON, THE FAMED AND MIGHTY HERO 
DUKE GUIDON SALTANOVICH, 
AND OF THE PASSING FAIR PRINCESS SWAN [ 1831 ] 

Three maidens under the window 
Were spinning late of an evening. 
“If I were Queen,” 
Says one maiden, 
“Then for all of Christendom 
I should prepare a feast.” 
“If I were Queen,” 
Says her sister, 
“Then for the whole world I alone 
Would weave a pile of linen.” 
“If I were Queen,” 
Spoke the third sister, 
“I for [our] Father Tsar 
Would bear a hero.” 

s 

10 

Barely had she finished speaking, 
[When] the door softly creaked, 
And into the chamber comes the Tsar, 
That country’s sovereign. 
During all the conversation 
He had stood behind the enclosure; 
The last one’s speech of all else 
Had found favor with him. 
“Hail, fair maiden,” 
Says he, “be Queen 
And bear a hero 
To me by the end of September. 
As for you, sisters, little doves, 
Come forth from the chamber, 
Follow in my train, 
In mine and [your] sister’s: 
Let the one of you be weaver, 
And the other cook.” 

15 

20 

25 

30 

Out into the hall went Father Tsar. 
All started for the palace. 
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IJapb HeAOAro coOnpaAcn: 

B tot me ae^ep oSseHTaACH. 

fjapb CaATaH 3a nnp hbcthoh 

Co a c L^apHigeH moaoaoh; 

A noTOM necTHbie focth 

Ha KpOBaTb CAOHOBOH KOCTH 40 

n0A02KHAH MOAOAbIX 

H OCTaBHAH OAHHX. 

B Kyxne 3ahtch noBapnxa, 

riAa^eT y cTaHKa TKannxa, 

H 3aBHAyK)T OHe 45 
TocyAapeBOH 2KeHe. 

A jjapH^ MOAOAan, 

/[^Aa BABAb He oTAaran, 

C nepBOH both noHecAa. 

B Te-nopbl B0HH3 6biAa. 50 

IJapb CaATan, c ^kchoh npocTHCH, 

Ha Ao6pa-KOHH caA^CH, 

Eh HanasbiBaA ce6n 

rio6epeHb, ero ak>6h. 

Me^KAy TeM KaK oh abacko 

BbeTCH AOATO H HJeCTOKO, 

HacrynaeT cpOK poahh; 

CbiHa 6or hm aba b apuiHH, 

H uapHua Haa pe6enK0M, 

KaK opAHya hsa opAeHKOM; 

IK a e t c riHCbMOM OHa ronya, 

Mto6 o6paAOBaTb OT^. 

A TKaniixa c noBapHxoii, 

C CBaTben 6a6oH Ba6apHXOH, 

HsBecTH ee xqtht, 

FlepeHBTb roHH,a boabt; 

CaMH ihaiot roHua Apyroro 
Bot c M0M ot CAOBa ao CAoea: 

«PoAHAa uapHua b HOHb 

He to cbma, He to AOHb; 

He MbimoHKa, He ABryixiKy, 

A HeEeAOMy 3BepiomKy». 
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The Tsar was not long preparing: 
That same evening [he] had the wedding. 
Tsar Saltan to the solemn banquet 
Sat down with the young Queen; 
And then the guests of honor 
On a bed of ivory 
Laid the young couple 
And left [them] alone. 
In the kitchen rages the cook, 
Weeps the weaver at the loom, 
And they envy 
The sovereign’s wife. 
But the young Queen, 
Not putting off the business to a distant time, 
From the first night started bearing. 

At that time there was a war. 
Tsar Saltan, taking leave of [his] wife, 
Mounting [his] goodly steed, 
Instructed her 
To take care of herself, as she loved him. 
While he far away 
Fights long and fiercely, 
It comes the time of childbirth; 
A son God gave him, an ell long, 
And the Queen [watched] over the child 
Like a she-eagle over [her] eaglet; 
She sends a courier with a letter, 
In order to gladden the father. 
But the weaver and cook, 
With the marriage broker Babarikha, 
Want to undo her, 
Have the courier taken up; 
Themselves send another courier 
With this [message] word for word: 
“The Queen has born at night 
Not a son, not a daughter; 
Not a little mouse, not a frog, 
But an unknown little creature.” 
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KaK ycAbimaA yapb-OTeu, 

Hto AOHec eMy roney,, 
B rHeBe HanaA. oh Hy^ecHTb 

H toh^ xoTeA noBecHTb; 
Ho, cMBrHHBiHHCb Ha ceii pa3, 
<Z[aA roHuj TaKOH npHKas: 
«2KAaTb yapeBa B03BpameHhB 

<ZIab aaKowHoro pemeHbH». 

Eact c rpaMOTOH roHey, 
M npnexaA HaKOHen. 
A TKaHHxa c noBapHxoH, 
C CBaTben 6a6ofi Ba6apnx0H, 
06o6paTb ero bcabt; 
/JonbBHa ron^ hobt 

H b cyMy ero nycTyio 
CyiOT rpaMOTy Apyryio— 
H npHBC3 roney xmcabhoh 
B tot me #enb npHKas Tanon: 
«IJapb BeAHT cbohm 6oBpaM, 
BpeMeHH He TpaTB #apoM, 
H yapnyy h npnriAOA 
TaiiHO 6pocHTb b 6es^Hy boa». 

/ieAaTb Henero: 6onpe, 
FIoTyiKHB o rocy^apo 
H yapnye moaoaoh, 
B cnaAbHIO K Hefi npHIHAH TOAHOH. 

06t)Bbhah yapcny boak» — 
Eh h cWHy 3Ayio aoaio, 

ripOHHTaAH BCAyx yKa3, 
H yapnyy b tot me nac 

B 6oHKy c Cbl'HOM nocaAHAH, 
3aCMOAHAH, nOKaTHAH 
H nyCTHAH b Okhbh — 
Tan BeAeA-Ae yapb CaATaH. 

B cHHeM He6e 3Be3Abi 6AeiyyT, 

B CHHCM Mope BOAHbl xAeiyyr; 

Tyqa no ne6y hact, 

BoHKa nO MOptO nAblBCT. 

Caobho ropbKan BAOBHya, 
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When the Father Tsar heard 
What the courier reported to him, 
In [his] wrath he started raving 
And wanted to hang the courier; 
But, relenting for this time, 
[He] gave the courier the following order: 
“Let the Tsar’s return be awaited 
For a judicial decision.” 

Rides the courier with the screed, 
And arrived in the end. 
But the weaver and cook, 
With the broker-woman Babarikha, 
Have him snatched up; 
They ply the courier with drink until he is drunk 
And into his empty pouch 
Shove another screed— 
And the drunken courier brought 
That same day the following order: 
“The Tsar commands his boyars, 
Without wasting time, 
Both the Queen and her offspring 
Secretly to cast into the waters’ depth.” 
There’s no help for it: the boyars, 
Grieved over the sovereign 
And the young Queen, 
Came into her bedchamber in a throng. 
They announced the Tsar’s will— 
Evil lot for her and [her] son, 
Read out aloud the decree, 
And put the Queen that very hour 
Into a barrel with [her] son, 
Tarred [it] up, rolled [it] off 
And let [it] go into the Ocean— 
Thus, they thought, Tsar Saltan had ordered. 

In the dark-blue sky stars glitter, 
In the dark-blue sea waves plash; 
A cloud wanders over the sky, 
The barrel swims on the sea. 
Like a bitter widow, 
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IlAaMeT, 6beTCH b Hen ^pnua; 

M pacTeT pe6eH0K TaM 

He no ahhm, a no nacaM. 
/[eHb nporneA, ijapnya Bonm. 

A ahth BOAHy ToponnT: 
«TW , BOAHa MOH, BOAHa! 

Tbi ryAbAHBa h BOAbna; 

FlAeiijemb tm, nyAa 3axoHenib, 

Tw MOpcKne KaMHH Tonnrnb, 

Tonnnib 6eper Tbi 3eMAH, 

IloAbiMaeinb Kopa6AH — 

He ry6n Tbi Harny Ayiny: 

BbinAecHH Tbi Hac Hd cyiny!» 

H nocAymaAacb BOAHa: 125 

120 

ii5 

i yT /Ke Ha 6eper oHa 

Bonny BbinecAa AeroHbKO 

H OTXAbinyAa THXOHbKO. 

MaTb c MAaAenyeM cnaceHa; 

3eMAio qyBCTByeT OHa. 130 

Ho H3 60HKH KTO HX BbIHeT? 

Bor Hey>KTo hx noKHHeT? 

CblH Ha HOHCKH nOAHHACH, 

B aho roAOBKon ynepcB, 

FIoHaTyJKHACH HeMHOJKKO: 135 

«Kax 6bi 3Aecb Ha abop okoluko 

H aivi npoAeAaTb?» — moabha oh, 

Bbimn6 aho h BbiineA 30H. 

MaTb h cbm Tenepb na soAe; 

Bhaht xoam b mnpoKQM noae, 140 

Mope cHHee KpyroM, 

4y6 3eA€HbIH HaA XOAMOM, 

CbiH noAyMaA: Ao6pbin y«HH 

BblA 6bl HaM, OAHaKO, Hy^K6H. 

Aomht oh y Ay6a cyK 145 

H b Tyron cm6aeT ajk, 

Co Kpecra CHypOK ineAKOBbin 

HaTBHyA Ha AyK AySoBbin, 

ToHKV TpOCTOHKy CAOMHA, 

Ct peAKOH ACTKOH 3aBOCTpHA 130 
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The Queen weeps, struggles in it; 
And the child grows there 
Not by days, but by hours. 
The day has gone by, the Queen wails ... 115 
But the babe hurries on the wave: 
“You, wave, my wave! 
You are footloose and free; 
You ramble where you want, 
You roll the rocks of the sea, 120 
You flood the shore of the land, 
Lift up ships— 
Do not make us perish: 
Wash us onto the dry land! ” 
And the wave obeyed: 125 
Forthwith ashore it 
Washed up the barrel very gently 
And went plashing off quietly. 
Mother and baby are saved; 
She feels land. 130 
But who will take them out of the barrel? 
Will God by any chance get them moving? 
The son rose to his little feet, 
Braced himself against the bottom with his little head, 
Strained a little bit: 135 
“How about our breaking through a window 
Here to the outside?” he said, 
Burst the bottom out and went on out. 

Mother and son are now at liberty; 
They see a knoll in the broad field, 140 
The dark-blue sea around, 
A green oak tree on the knoll. 
The son thought: a good supper 
Would be useful to us, after all. 
He breaks a branch off the oak 145 
And bends it into a stout bow, 
From fhis] cross the silken cord 
He strung to the oaken bow, 
Broke off a thin little twig, 
Sharpened it into a light arrow 15° 



H HOHICA Ha KpaH AOAHHbl 

y MOp H HCKaTb AHHHHbl. 

K MOpK) AHIHb HOAXOAHT OH, 

Bot H CAbllHHT 6yAT0 CTOH,.. 

Bhaho, Ha Mope He thxo; 

C.MOTpHT - BHAHT A^AO AHXO: 

Bbexca Ae6eAb cpeAb 3bi6eH, 

Kopmyn hochtch hba hch; 

Ta 6eAHH>KKa Tan h nAeujeT, 

BoAy BKpyr rayTHT h xAeiger... 

Tor yas kotth pacnycTHA, 

KaCB KpOBaBblH Ha BOCT pH A... 

Ho KaK pa3 cxpeAa 3aneAa, 

B meio Kopmyna 3aAeAa — 
KopHiyH B MOpe KpOBb HpOAHA, 

AyK uapesnq ohvctha; 

Cmotpht: KOprnyH b Mope tohct 

H He nTHHbHM KpHKOM CTOHeT, 

Ae6eAb okoao nAbiseT, 

3Aoro KOpmyHa KAioer, 

FH6eAb 6AH3KyK> ToponHT, 

BbeT KpblAOM H B MOpe TOnHT- 

H ijapeBHHy noTOM 

MoaBHT pyCCKHM H 3bIKOM: 

«Tbi, u,ape3iiH, moh cnacHTeAb, 

Mom MOryHHH H36aBHT6Ab, 

He Ty^KH, HTO 3a mchh 

EcTb He 6yAenib Tbi TpH ahh, 

Mto CTpeAa nponaAa b Mope; 
3to rope — Bee He rope. 

OinAany Te6e Ao6poM, 

CocAyniy Te6e noTOM: 

Tbi He Ae6eAb BeAb H36aBHA, 
/[eBH^y B iKHBbIX OCTaBHA; 

Tbi He KopmyHa y6HA, 

MapoAen noACTpeAHA. 

Been Te6n h He 3a6yAy: 
Tbi naHAeiiib MeHH noBciOAy, 

A Tenepb Tbi BOpOTHCb, 

He rOpIOH H CnaTb AOHiHCb». 
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And started for the border of the valley 
To search for game by the seaside. 

Just as he reaches the sea, 
Lo, he hears as if a groan . . . 
Evidently, it is not quiet at sea; 155 
He looks—sees an evil business: 
A swan is struggling amid the wave-troughs, 
A kite floats over her; 
She, poor thing, splashes ever so hard, 
Churns and lashes the water about [her] . . . 160 

That one has already spread forth [his] talons, 
Whetted his bloody beak . . . 
But of a sudden the arrow sang out, 
Struck the kite in the neck— 
The kite spilled blood into the sea, 165 
The Prince dropped the bow; 
He looks: the kite is drowning in the sea 
And groans with an unbirdlike cry, 
The swan swims nearby, 
Pecks the wicked kite, 170 
Speeds [his] near perdition, 
Beats [him] with [his] wing and drowns [him] in the sea— 
And to the Prince then 
Speaks in the Russian tongue: 
“You, Prince, my savior, 175 
My mighty redeemer, 
Grieve not that in exchange for me 
You will not eat for three days, 
That the arrow was lost in the sea; 
This sorrow—[is] no sorrow at all. 180 
I shall repay you with good, 
Will serve you hereafter: 
You see, it was no swan you saved, 
A maiden [you] kept among the living; 
Not a kite you killed, 185 

Shot down a warlock. 
For life I shall not forget you: 
You will find me everywhere, 
But now turn back, 
Fret not, and go to bed.” 190 
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YAeTeAa Ae6eAb-nTHHa, 
A uapeBH'i h u apnea, 

IJeAbiH AeHb npOBeAniii tbk, 

AeHb peillHAHCb Ha'TOIgaK.— 

Bot OTKpbiA uapeBHH ohh; *95 
OTpBcaB rpesw hohh 

H ^HBHCb, nepeA co6oh 

BhAHT TOpOA OH SoAbWOM, 

CTeKbl C HaCTbIMH 3y6yaMH, 

H 3a 6eAbIMH CTCHaMH 200 

EAemyT mskobkh n,epKBeH 

H CBBTbIX MOHaCTblpeH.— 

Oh cKopen napnyy 6yAHT; 

7 a ksk axHer!.. «To ah 6yAex? — 

FcBOpHT OH,- BH/Ky HI 

Ae6eAb TeixiHTCH moh». 

MaTb H CblH HAyT KO TpSAy. 

Amiib cTynHAH sa orpaAy, 
OI"Ay HI HTeAbIIblH Tpe3B0H 

rioAHBACB CO BCeX CTOpOHI 

K hhm napOA HaBCTpeqy bbaht, 

Xop H,e pkobhm ii 6ora x b a a h-t ; 
B KOAbiMarax boaotwx 

Flbl hihbih ABop BCTpenaeT hx; 

Bee hx rpOMKo BeAHnaiOT 

M HfapeBeHa BCHHaiOT 
Khh^kch mariKOH, h rAaBofi 

Bo3FAaiuaK)T naA co6oh; 

H cpeAH cBoeS ctoah^i, 
C paspeiHeHHH u,apHybi, 

B TOT Hie ACHb CTaA KHHHIHTb OH 

M HapeKCH: KHH3b Fbhaoh. 

BeTep Ha Mope ryAHeT 

H K0pa6AHK noAroHHeT; 

Oh 6e>KHT ce6c b BOAHax 225 

Ha pa3AyTbix napyeax. 

Kopa6eAbigHKH ahbhtch, 

Ha K0pa6AHKe TOAIIHTCH, 

Ha 3HaKOMOM OCTpOBy 

HyAO bhaht HanBy: 

205 

210 

215 

220 

230 
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The swan-bird flew off, 
And the Prince and Queen, 
Having spent the whole day thus, 
Decided to go to bed on an empty stomach. 
Now the Prince has opened [his] eyes; 195 
Shaking off the fancies of the night 
And marveling, before him 
He sees a great city, 
Walls with frequent crenellations, 
And behind the white walls 200 
Gleam the onion domes of churches 
And of holy monasteries. 
He quickly wakes the Queen; 
How she exclaims! . . . “Is this what lies ahead?” 
Says he, “I see: 205 
My swan is busying herself.” 
Mother and son walk to the city. 
Hardly have they crossed the barrier, 
[When] a deafening peal of bells 
Arose from all sides: 210 
People throng to meet them, 
A church choir praises God; 
In heavy golden coaches 
A splendid court meets them; 
All exalt them loudly 215 
And crown the Prince 
With a ducal cap, and as head 
Proclaim [him] over themselves; 
And within his capital city, 
By the Queen’s permission, 220 

That same day he began to reign 
And styled himself: Duke Guidon. 

The wind roams on the sea 
And drives up a little ship; 
It runs along in the waves 225 
With bulging sails. 
The ship’s company marvel, 
Crowd together in the little ship, 

On the familiar island 
They see a wonder in plain sight: 230 



TopOA HQBblH 3AaTOrAaBbIH, 

FlpHCTaHb C KpenKOK) 3aCTaBOH, 

IlyiiiKH c npHCTaHH naaht, 

Kopa6AK) npHCTaTb bcaht. 

FIpHCTaiOT k aacTaBe tocth; 

t\HH3b FbHAOH 303eT HX B rOCTH 

Hx OH KOpMHT H FJOHT 

H OTBCT Aep^aTb B6AHT: 

«MeM Bbl, TOCTH, Topr BCASTe 

H KyAa Tenepb nAbiB€Te?» 
Kopa6eAbigHKH b OTBer: 

«MbI o6T>exaAH Becb CB0T, 

ToproBaAH co6oahmh, 

MepHO-6ypbiMH AHcaMH; 
A Tenepb naM BbinieA cpOK, 

EaGM npHMO Ha BOCTOK, 

Mhmo ocTpoBa Bynna, 

B ^apcTBO cAaBHoro CaATaHa...» 
KHH3b HM BbIMOABHA TOTA^: 

«<Z[o6pbiH nyTb BaM, rocnoAa, 
Flo Mopfo no Oku any 
K CAaBHOMy ^pio CaATany; 
Ot M0HH eMy nOKAOH». 

FocTH B nyTb, a KHH3b Fbhaoh 

C 6epera Aymon nenaAbHon 

FIpOBOJKaeT 6er hx AaAbHbin; 

FABAb — noBepx Texyniix boa 

Ae6eAb 6eAan nAbiBeT. 
«3ApaBCTByn, KH«3b Tbi moh npeKpacHbin! 

HtO Tbi THX, KaK ACHb HeHaCTHblH? 

OnenaAHACB neMy?» — 

FoBopHT 0Ha eMy. 

KHH3b nenaAbno OTBenaeT: 

«Fpycxb-TocKa mchb cbeAaeT 
OAOAeAa MOAOAUa: 

BnAeTb n 6 xot€a 0Tn,a». 

Ae6eAb KHH3K): «Bot b neM rope! 

Hy, nocAymaH: xonenib b Mope 

FfoAeTeTb 3a Kopa6AeM? 

ByAb KHB3b, Tbi KOMapOM». 

H KpbiAaMH 3aMaxaAa, 
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A new city golden-topped, 
A pier with a strong breakwater, 

Cannons fire from the pier, 
Bid the ship put in. 
The merchants make fast to the breakwater; 235 
Duke Guidon bids them be his guests, 
Gives them food as well as drink 
And commands them to give account: 
“What, merchants, are you trading in, 
And where are you sailing now?” 240 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round, 
Traded in sables, 
Black-and-russet foxes; 
And now our term is up, 245 
We are sailing due east, 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the kingdom of the famed Saltan . . .” 
The Duke spoke to them then: 
“A good passage to you, gentlemen, 250 
Across the ocean sea 
To the famous Tsar Saltan; 
Greetings to him from me.” 
The traders go on [their] way, but Duke Guidon 
From the shore, [his] soul distressed, 255 
Traces their far-off course; 
Behold—atop the streaming seas 
The white swan swims. 
“Hail, you fairest Prince of mine! 
Why are you still, like a dismal day? 260 
Has something saddened you?” 

She says to him. 
The Duke replies sadly: 
“Sadness-sorrow gnaws me, 
Has overwhelmed the spirited lad: 265 
I should like to see [my] father.” 
The swan to the Prince: “So this is [your] grief! 
Well, listen: would you like to fly 
To sea after the ship? 
Be then, Prince, a gnat.” 

And she beat her wings, 

270 



Bo&y c uiyMOM pacnAecKaAa 

H o6pbi3raAa ero 

C roAOBbi ao Hor Bcero. 

TyT OH B TOHKy yMCHblUHACB, 

KoMapOM o6opOTHACB, 

rioA€TeA h 3ariHmaA, 

CyAHO na Mope AorwaA, 

FioTHXOHbKy OnyCTHACfl 

Ha KOpa6Ab - H B HJCAb 3a6llACH. 

BeTep BeceAo mymht, 

CyAHo BeceAo 6emHT 

Mhmo ocTpOEa ByBHa, 

K ^pcrBy cAaBHoro CaATana, 

H >K€AaHHa« cTpaHa 

Box ym H3ASAH EHAHa. 

Box Ha 6eper bbimah tocth; 

Uapb CaATaH 30BCT hx b- tocth, 

H 33 HHMH BO ABOpe^ 

IloAeTeA nam yAaAey. 
Bhaht: Becb chhh b bastc, 

LJapb CaATaH chaht b naAaxe 

Ha npecTOAe h b Benue, 

C rpycTHOH avmok Ha Auue; 

A TKauuxa c noBapuxoH, 

C CBaTbeH 6a6ou Ba6apHxou, 

Okoao uapa chaht 

M b rAaaa eMy tahaht. 

IJapb CaATaH rocTen ca/Kaex 

3a cboh ctoa h BonpomaeT: 
«Oh Bbi, rocTH-rocnoAa, 

,4oATO Ab e3AHAH? Ky AH ? 

AaAHO Ab 3a MOpeM, HAb xyAo? 

H KaKOe B CB6T6 nyAO?» 

KopaoeAbL^HKH B OTBCT! 

«Mbi 06'beXaAH BCCb cbct; 

3a MopeM :-KHTbe He xyAo, 

B csexe bot Kanoe nyAo: 
B MOpe OCTpOB 6blA KpVTOH, 

He npHBaAbHblH, He 3KHAOH; 
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Noisily churned up the water 
And splashed him 
From head to foot all over. 
Then he diminished to a dot, 275 
Turned into a gnat, 
Flew off and shrilled, 
Caught up with the vessel at sea, 
Very quietly dropped down 
On the ship—and tucked himself into a crack. 280 

The wind rushes merrily, 
The vessel merrily runs 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of famed Saltan, 
And the desired land 285 
Here is already in sight from afar. 
Here the merchants have gone ashore; 
Tsar Saltan bids them be his guests, 
And after them to the palace 
Flew our bold lad. 290 
He sees: all shining in gold, 
Tsar Saltan sits in the chamber of state 
On the throne and in fhis] crown 
With sad musing on his face; 
And the weaver and cook, 295 

With the broker-woman Babarikha, 
Sit near the Tsar 
And look him in the eyes. 
Tsar Saltan seats the merchants 
At his table and questions [them]: 300 
“Ho, you, merchant gentlemen, 
Have you fared long? Whither? 
Are things fair overseas or foul? 
And what wonder in the world?” 
The sailors in reply: 305 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 
Life overseas is fair enough, 
Here is what kind of wonder [is] in the world: 
Was at sea a craggy island, 
Harborless and uninhabited; 310 
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Oh a e /K a a nycTOH pasHHiioS; 

Poc na H6M Ay6oK eAHHbiii; 

A Tenepb ctoht na hcm 

HoBblH ropOA CO ABOpn,QM, 

C SAaTOrAaBbIMH HepKBaMH, 

C TCpCMAMH H CAAaMH, 

A chaht b HeM KHABb Fbhaoh; 

Oh n p h c a a a re6e hokaoh». 

IJapb CaATaH ahbhtch nyAy; 

Moabht oh: «Koab jkhb a 6yAy, 

MyAHbiS oct poB HaBemy, 

y TsKAOHa noroiijy». 

A TKaqnxa c noBapnxoH, 

C cBATben 6a6on Ba6apnxoH, 

He xotht ero nycTHTb 

MyAHblH OCT pOB HaseCTKTb. 

«y^ AHKOBHHKa, Hy npaso,—- 

FIoAMHrHyB APyrHM AyKaso, 

rioBapHxa roBopHT,— 

FopOA y MOpa ctoht! 

3Ha?iTe, bot hto He 6e3AeAi<a: 

EAb b Aecy, noA eAbKD 6eAKa, 

BeAKa neceHKH noeT 

H opeoiKH Bee rpbi3eT, 

A opeiHKH He npocTbie, 
Bee CKopAynKH 30A0Tbie, 

^Apa — HHCTblH H3yMpyA; 

Bot HTO HyACM-TO 30B>T». 

HyAy yapb CaATaH ahbhtcb, 

A KOMap-TO 3AHTCB, 3AHTCH- 

H BnHAca KOMap Kax paa 

TeTKe npBMO b npaBbiii rAa3. 

FIoBapHxa no6AeAHeAa, 

06MepAa h oKpHBeAa. 

CAyrn, cBaTbB h cecTpa 

C KpHKOM AOBBT KOMapa. 

«PacnpoKAHTaB tw MOiuKa! 

MbI Te6jl!..» A OH B OKOIHKO, 

/la chokohho b cboh yA£A 

Hepes Mope noAexeA. 

315 
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330 

335 

340 

345 

350 
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It lay as an empty plateau; 
There grew on it a single young oak tree; 
But now there stands on it 
A new city with a palace, 

With golden-topped churches, 315 
With donjon chambers and gardens, 
And there resides in it Duke Guidon; 
He sent you greetings.” 
Tsar Saltan marvels at the wonder; 
Says he: “If I live [long enough], 320 
I shall visit the wondrous island, 
Be Guidon’s guest.” 
But the weaver and cook, 
With the broker-woman Babarikha, 
Do not want to let him 325 
Visit the wondrous island. 
“There’s an outlandish thing, yes indeed,” 
With a sly wink to the others 
Says the cook, 
“A city stands by the sea! 330 
Know, here’s what’s not a trifle: 
A spruce in the wood, beneath the spruce a squirrel, 
The squirrel sings songs 
And keeps gnawing little nuts, 
And the little nuts aren’t plain ones, 335 
All golden the little shells, 
The kernels—pure emerald; 
Here is what is called a marvel.” 
Tsar Saltan wonders at the marvel, 
But the gnat is raging, raging— 340 
And all at once the gnat dug his stinger 
Straight into the aunt’s right eye. 
The cook blanched, 
Stiffened, and turned crooked. 
The servants, the broker, and the sister 345 
With an outcry chase the gnat. 
“You accursed midge! 
We [will get] you! . . .” But he through the window, 
And calmly to his realm 
Flew across the sea. 350 
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CHOBa KHH3b y MOpH XOAHT, 

C chhh MOpH rAaa He cboaht; 

F AH Ab  nOBepX TeKyHHX boa 

Ae6eAb 6eAan nAbiBeT. 
«3ApaBCTByH, K H H 3 b TbI MOH npeKpaCHblH! 355 

HtO TbI THX, KaK A6Hb HeHaCTHblH ? 

OneqaAHACB qeMy?» — 

Fobopht OHa eMy. 

Khh3h Fbhaoh eH oTBenaeT: 

«Fpy CTb-TOCKa mchh c'beAaex; 

HyAO qyAHoe 3aBecib 

Mne 6 xoTeAocb. Fac-to ecTb 

EAb b Aecy, hoa eAbio 6eAKa; 

J\kbo, npaBO, He 6e3AeAKa — 

BeAKa neceHKH noeT, 

a opeiiiKH see rpbiaeT, 

A ooeuiKH He npocTbie, 

Bee CKOpAy riKH 30A0Tbie, 
i^Apa- HHCTMH HByMpyA; 
Ho, 6bITb MOHJeT, AHOflil Bp);T». 

Khhbio Ae6eAb oTBeqaei: 

«CBet o 6eAKe npaBAy 6aer; 

3to qyAo 3Haio h; 

FIoAHO, KHH3b, AVHia MOH, 

He neqaAbcn; paAa cAy>K6y 

OxasaTb Te6e h b APY^6y». 

C 060ApeHH0K) AyiHOH 

KHH3b norneA ce6e aomoh; 

Alflllb CTyHHA Ha ABOp IHHpOKOH - 

Hto /K? — HOA eAKOIO BbICOKOH, 380 

Bhaht, 6eAOHKa npw bccx 

3oaotoh rpbi3eT opex, 

H3yMpyAen, BMHHMaeT, 

A cKopAynKy co6HpaeT, 

KyqKH paBiHbie KAaAeT 385 
H C npHCBHCTOHKOH nOCT 

nPH qecTHOM npw bccm HapoAe: 

Bo caAy yiu, 0 oiopo/ic. 
H3yMHACH KHH3b TbHAOH. 

«Hy, cnacn6o,— moabha oh,—* 390 
Ah Aa Ae6eAb — Aan en 6ojkc 
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Again the Duke walks by the sea, 
From the dark-blue sea does not turn his eye; 
Behold—atop the streaming seas 
Swims the white swan. 
“Hail, you fairest Prince of mine! 355 
Why are you quiet, like a dismal day? 
Has something saddened you?” 
She says to him. 
Duke Guidon replies to her: 
“Sadness-sorrow gnaws me; 360 
A wonder of wonders I should like 
To carry off. Somewhere there is 
A spruce in the wood, beneath the spruce a squirrel; 
A marvel, truly, not a trifle— 
The squirrel sings songs, 365 
And keeps gnawing little nuts, 
And the little nuts aren’t plain ones, 
All golden the little shells, 
The kernels—pure emerald; 
But, it may be, people lie.” 370 
To the Duke the swan replies: 
“The world tells truth about the squirrel; 
This marvel I know; 
Enough [said], Prince, my dear, 
Do not grieve; I am glad a service 375 
To render you for friendship.” 
With his soul heartened, 
The Duke betook himself home; 
Hardly had he entered the wide courtyard— 
What? Under a tall spruce, 380 
He sees, a little squirrel, for all to see, 
Gnaws a golden nut, 
Takes out an emerald stone, 
And gathers the shell, 
Lays even piles 385 
And sings, with a little whistling to accompany it, 
For all the honest folk to hear: 
“If in garden or in orchard.” 
Duke Guidon was amazed. 
“Well, thank you,” he said, 

“There’s a swan for you—God give her 
390 
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Hto h MHe, BeceAbe to >Ke». 

KHH3b AAH 6eAOHKH HOTOM 

BblCTpOHA XpyCTaAbHbiH AOM, 

KapayA k HeMy npHCTaBHA 

H npHTOM AbHKa 3aCTaBHA 

CTporHH CHCT OpexaM B6CTb, 

Khh3K) npn6biAb, 6eAKe qecrb. 

395 

Bexep no Mopto ryAneT 

M K0pa6AHK nOArOHHCTj 

Oh 6c2Kht ce6e b boahbx 

Ha noAHHTbix napycax 

Mhmo ocTpoea KpyToro, 

Mkmo ropoAa 6oAbinoro; 

FI y in k h c npHCTaHH n a a h t , 

Kopa6AK> npHCTaxb Be a ht . 

npHCTasoT k sacTase tocth; 

Kh B3b FbHAOH 3OB0T HX B TOCTH, 

Hx H KOpMHT H HOHT 

M OTBCT ACpJKaTb B6AHT! 

«HeM bw, tocth, xopr bcastc 

H KyAa Tenepb nAbiBeTe?» 

Kopa6eAbm,HKH b otbct: 

«Mbl oS'bexaAH B6Cb CB6T, 

ToprOBaAH MbI KOHHMH, 

Bee aohckhmh >Kepe6u>aMH, 

A Tenepb HaM BbiuieA cpoK — 

H Ae/KHT HaM nyTb aback: 

Mhmo ocTpoBa ByBHa, 

B ^pctbo CAaBHoro CaATana...» 

FoBopHT HM KHB3b TOrAa: 

«^o6pbin nyTb B3M. rocnoAa, 

Ho MOpK) no OKHBHy 

K cAaBHOMy napK) CaATSHy; 

A a CKajKHTe: KHBBb Fbhaoh 

III act napio-Ae cboh nokaoh». 

FoCTH KHH3K) nOKAOHHAHCb, 

BbllHAH BOH H B nyTb nyCTHAHCb. 

K MOpK) KHB3b — a Ae6eAb TaM 

y* ryABeT no BOAHaM. 

400 

405 

410 

415 

420 

425 

430 
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The same joy as to me.” 
The Duke for the little squirrel then 
Fashioned a crystal house, 
Set a guard on it 395 
And moreover had a clerk 
Keep strict count of the nuts; 
For the Duke, profit, for the squirrel, honor. 

The wind roams over the sea 
And drives up a little ship; 400 
It runs along in the waves 
Under full sail(s) 
Past the craggy island, 
Past the great city: 
Cannons fire from the pier, 405 
Command the ship to put in. 
The merchants make fast to the breakwater; 
Duke Guidon bids them be his guests, 
Gives them food as well as drink 
And commands them to give account: 410 
“What, merchants, do you trade in, 
And whither are you sailing now?” 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round, 
We traded in steeds, 415 
Ponies all from the Donland, 
And now our term has run out— 
And a long way lies [before] us: 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of famed Saltan . . .” 420 
The Duke tells them then: 
“A good passage to you, gentlemen, 
Over the ocean sea 
To the famed Tsar Saltan; 
And say: Duke Guidon 425 
Sends the Tsar his greeting.” 

The merchants bowed to the Prince, 
Went on out and got under way. 
The Duke [went] to the sea—and the swan there 
Already cruises over the waves. 430 
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Moaht kh5i3b: Aynia-Ae npocHT, 

TaK H TAHeT H yHOCHT... 

Bot on^Tb OHa ero 

Bmht o6pbi3raAa Bcero: 
B Myxy KHA3b o6opQTHACA, 

FIoAeTeA h onycTHAca 

Me*ay MOpH h ne6ec 

Ha K0pa6Ab - H B IH,eAb 3aA€3. 

BeTep BeceAo myMHT, 

CyAHo BeceAo 6okht 

Mhmo ocTpoBa ByBHa, 
B uapcTBo cAaBHoro CaATaHa— 

H ^KeAaHHaa dpaHa 

Bot v/K H3^aAH bhaha; 

Bot na 6eper b bi hi a h focth; 
L|apb CaATan 3obot hx e tocth, 

H 3a HKMH BO ABOpey 
OoAeTeA Ham yAaAeij. 

Bhaht: Becb chbh b 3AaTe, 
Hapb CaATan chaht b naAaTe 

Ha npecTOAe h b BeHo,e, 
C rpycTHOH AyMOH na AHne. 

A TKanHxa c Ba6apHxon 
a c KpHBOK) nOBapHXOH 

Okoao yapA chaht, 

3ahimh HiaoaMH iwhaht. 

LJapb CaATan rocTeii caraaeT 
3a cboh ctoa h BonpomaeT: 

«Oh Bbi, rocTH-rocnoAa, 

/toAro Ab e3AHAH? nyAa? 

AaAHO Ab 3a MOpeM, IiAb X> AO, 
H KaKoe b cBeTe nyAO?» 

Kopa6eAbiHHKii b otbot: 

«Mbi o6i>exaAH eecb cbot; 

3a MopeM 2KHTbe ne xvao; 
B CBeTe 'Ai bot Kance nyAo: 

OcTpOB Ha Mope AeJKHT, 

I paA na ocTpoBe ctoht 
C SASTOTAaBblMH H^pKBaMH, 
C repeMaMH Aa caAaMH; 

435 

440 

445 

450 

455 

460 

465 

470 
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Begs the Duke: [his] soul is asking, 
Drawing [him] ever so and carrying away . . . 
So again she instantly 
Splashed him all over: 
To a fly the Duke was changed, 435 
Flew off and dropped down 
Between the sea and the heavens 
Onto the ship—and crawled into a crack. 

The wind rushes merrily, 
The vessel runs merrily 440 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of famed Saltan— 
And the desired land 
Here already is in sight from afar; 
Now the merchants went ashore; 445 
Tsar Saltan bids them be his guests, 
And behind them to the palace 
Flew our bold lad. 
He sees: all shining in gold, 
Tsar Saltan sits in the chamber of state 450 
On the throne and in [his] crown, 
With sad musing on his face. 
But the weaver and Babarikha 
And the crooked cook 
Sit near the Tsar, 455 
Stare like wicked toads. 
Tsar Saltan seats the merchants 
At his table and questions: 
“Ho, you, merchant gentlemen, 
Have you fared long? Whither? 460 
Are things fair overseas or foul, 
And what wonder in the world?” 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 
Life across the sea is fair enough; 465 
Here is what wonder [is] in the world: 
On the sea there lies an island, 
On the island stands a city 
With golden-topped churches, 
With donjon chambers and gardens; 470 



EAb pacxex nepeA AsopuoM, 
A noA Hen xpycxaAbHbiH acm; 

EeAKa T3M 2KHBCT pyHHfiB, 
J\ a 3aTeHHHn,a Kaica^! 

EeAKa neceHKH noex 
JXa opeiiJKH Bee rpmsex, 
A openiKH ne npocTbie, 
Bee c k o p a y n k h 30Aoxbie, 

i^Apa — HMcrbiH HsyMpyA; 
CAyrn 6eAKy cxeperyx, 

CAy/Kar efi npHCAyroii pasnoH — 
H npiiCTaBACH AbHK npHKaSHMH 

CxporKH chct opexaM Becxb; 
OxAaeT en bohckq qecxb; 
H3 cKOpAynoK Abior Moeexy 

Jla nycKaiox b xoa no cseiy; 
/|eBKH CblHAIOX H3VMpVA 

B KAaAOBbie Aa noA chya; 
Bee b tom ocxpOBe 6oraxbi, 

Hbg6 neT, Be3Ae naAaxbi; 
A CHAHX B HCM KHB3b TeHAOH; 

Oh npHCAaA ie6e iiokaoh». 
LJapb CaAxaH ahbhxcb nyAy• 

«EcAH XOAbKO HiHB H 6yAy, 
MyAHWH OCT pcs HaBeigy, 

y FBHAOHa noromy». 

A TKaxHxa c noBapnxoH, 

C cBaxben 6a6om Ba6apHxon, 
He xoxflx ero nycTHXb 

MyAHblH OCXpOB HaBCCXHXb, 

YcMexHyBmHCb ncnoAxuxa, 

FosopHx u,apK) xKaxHxa: 
«Hto xyx AnsiHoro? Hy, box! 

EeAKa KaMyiHKH rpbi3ex, 
Mexex 3oaoxo h b rpyAM 
3arpe6aex nsyMpyAbi; 
3thm nac He y a k b h 111 b, 

IlpaBAy Ab, Hex ah rosopHinb. 
B cBexe ecxb HHoe ahbo: 

Mope ESAyexcH 6ypAHBo, 
BaKHnnx, noAMMex boh, 
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A spruce grows in front of the palace, 
And beneath it is a crystal house; 
There a squirrel lives, a tame one, 
And what a trickster it is! 
The squirrel sings songs 475 
And keeps gnawing little nuts, 
And the nuts not plain ones, 
All golden the little shells, 
The kernels—pure emerald; 
Servants guard the squirrel, 480 
Serve it with all manner of service— 
And attached is a state clerk 
To keep strict count of the nuts; 
The army salutes it; 
Out of the little shells they cast coin 485 
And put it in circulation around the world; 
Maidens pour the emeralds 
Into storehouses and stow them away; 
Everyone on this island is rich, 
There are no cottages, everywhere mansions; 490 
And there resides on it Duke Guidon; 
He sent you greeting [s].” 
Tsar Saltan marvels at the wonder. 
“If only I live [long enough], 
I shall visit the wonder island, 495 
Be Guidon’s guest.” 
But the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha, 
Do not want to let him 
Visit the wondrous island. 500 
Smiling slyly, 
Says the weaver to the Tsar: 
“What is [so] wonderful here? Well, there it is! 
A squirrel gnaws pebbles, 
Sweeps up gold, and into piles 505 
Rakes up emeralds; 
With that you won’t amaze us, 
Whether you speak truth or not. 
There’s another marvel in the world: 
The sea blusters stormily, 510 

Boils up, raises a roar, 



XAbiHeT Ha 6eper nycTofi, 

Pa30AbeTCH b uiyMHOM 6ere, 

H onyTHTCB Ha 6pere, 

B qernye, KaK Hiap ropfl, 

TpHAyaTb TpH 6oraTbipH, 

Bee Kpaca'B^i y^aAbie, 

BeAHKaHbl MOAOAbie, 

Bee pabhbi, KaK Ha noA6op, 

C HHMH AHAbKa HepHOMOp. 

3to ahbo, TaK yni ahbo, 

MoHiHO MOABHTb CHpaBeAAHBO! » 

Focth yMHbie MOAnaT, 

CnOpHTb C H6K> He XOTHT. 

J\HBy uapb CaATaH ambhtcb, 

A TiBHAOH-TO 3AHTCH, 3AHTCH... 

3aHiyniHiaA oh h kak pa3 

TeTKe CCA Ha ACBblH TAA3, 

H TKaHHxa no6A6AHeAa; 

«Ah!» — h TyT Hie oKpHBeAa; 

Bee KpHHaT: «Aobh, aobh, 

JXa AaBH ee, a3bh.,. 

Bot ynio! nocTon HeMHOHiKO, 

IlorOAH...» A KHH3b B OKOIHKO, 

JXa cnoKOHHO b cboh yAeA 

Hepe3 Mope npHAeTCA. 

KHB3b y CHHH MOpB XOAHT, 

C chhh MopB rAa3 He cboaht; 

FAHAb - nOBepX TeKyHHX BOA 

Ae6eAb 6«AaB riAbiaeT. 

«3ApaBCTByH, KHB3b TbI MOH npeKpaeHbiH! 

4tO TbI TWX, KaK AeHb HeHaCTHblH? 

OnenaAMACB neMy?» — 

ToBopHT oHa eMy. 

KHB3b Tbhaoh eft oTBBnaeT: 

«rpycTb-TocKa mchh cbeAaeT — 

<Z(hBO 6 AHBHOe XOTCA 

FlepeHecTb n b mom yA€A». 

«A KaKOC Hi 3T0 AHBO?» 

«rAe-TO B3AyeTCB 6ypAHtBO 
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Surges up an empty shore, 
Flows apart in rushing run, 
And there emerge on the shore, 
In coat of mail, glowing like fire, 515 

Thirty-three heroes, 
All handsome bold lads, 
Young giants, 
All alike, as for a muster, 
With them Uncle Chernomor. 520 
Talk of marvels, that’s a marvel, 
One may say with justice! ” 
The wise visiting merchants are silent, 
Do not want to quarrel with her. 

Tsar Saltan marvels at the marvel, 525 

But Guidon, he rages, rages . . . 

He gave a buzz and directly 

Lighted on [his] aunt’s left eye, 

And the weaver turned pale: 

“Ai! ” and turned crooked on the spot; 530 

All cry: “Catch, catch, 

And swat it, swat . . . 

Just you wait! Hold on a little, 

Stay . . But the Duke [is off] through the window, 

And calmly to his realm 535 

Across the sea came flying. 

The Duke walks by the dark-blue sea, 
From the dark-blue sea does not turn his eyes; 
Behold—across the streaming seas 
Swims the white swan. 540 
“Hail, you fairest Prince of mine! 
Why are you still, like a dismal day? 
Are you grieved by something?” 
She says to him. 
Duke Guidon replies to her: 545 
“Sadness-sorrow gnaws me— 

A marvel of marvels I would like 

To carry off into my realm.” 

“Why, what marvel is that?” 

“Somewhere blusters stormily 550 



OkHBH, IIOAblMeT BOH, 
Xamkct na 6eper nycTOH, 

PacnA ecHCTCH b LuyMHOM 6ere, 

H onyTHTCB Ha 6pere, 
B nemye, KaK Hiap ropn, 
TpHAUaTb rpH 6oraTbiipB, 
Bee KpacaBUbi MCAo^bie, 

BeAHKaHbi y^aAbie, 

Bee pabhbi, Kan Ha noA6op, 
C HHMH AflAbKa MepHOMOp». 
Khbsk) Ae6eAb oTBenaeT: 
«Bot hto, KHHBb, Te6B cMymaeT;* 
He Ty*KH, Ayina mob, 
3to HyAO 3Haio b. 
3tH BHTB3H MOpCKHC 
Mne BeAb 6paTbB Bee poAHbie. 
He neHaAbCB Hie, CTynan, 
B rocTH 6paToeB noAHiHAaH». 

KnB3b norneA, 3a6biBinn rope, 

Cca Ha 6aniHK), h Ha Mope 

Ct3A TABAeTb OHJ MOpe BApyr 

BcKOAbIXaAOCB BOKpyr, 

PacnAecKaAocb b rnyMHOM 6ere 

H ocTaBHAo Ha 6pere 

TpHAyaTb TpH 6oraTbipB; 

B nemye, Kan Hiap ropB, 
HAyT BHTB3H HeTaMH, 
H, 6AHCTaB CeAHlHaMH, 

/[BAbKa BnepeAH hact 

H ko rpaAy hx BeAeT. 
C 6auiHH KHB3b Tbhaoh c6eraeT, 
/lopornx rocTen BCTpenaeT; 
BxoponBX HapoA 6eniHT; 
/^BAbKa KHB3K) TOBOpHT: 

«Ae6eAb Hac k Te6e nocAaAa 

H naKa30M HaKaBaAa 

CAaBHblH ropOA TBOH XpaHHTb 

H A030p0M o6xOAHTb. 

Mbi or h bine enieAeHHO 
Bmcctc 6yAeM nenpeMeriHO 
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The ocean, raises a roar, 
Surges up an empty shore, 
Flashes apart in rushing run, 
And there emerge on the beach, 
In a coat of mail, like fire glowing, 
Thirty-three heroes, 
All handsome young lads, 
Spirited giants, 
All alike, as for a muster, 
With them uncle Chernomor.” 

To the Duke the swan replies: 
“Is this, Prince, what troubles you? 
Do not grieve, my dear, 
This wonder I know. 
These knights of the sea 
Are all my own brothers, you see. 
Do not sorrow, then, make haste, 
Presently await [my] brothers’ visit.” 

The Duke went off, grief forgotten, 
Mounted the tower, and at the sea 570 
He started gazing; suddenly the sea 
Started heaving all about, 
Plashed apart in rushing run 
And left on the beach 
Thirty-three heroes; 575 
In coat of mail, like fire glowing, 
Stride the knights in pairs, 
And, silver hair flashing, 

Uncle strides ahead 
And leads them to the city. 580 
Down from the tower runs Duke Guidon, 
Goes to meet the dear guests; 
In a hurry run the people; 
The Uncle tells the Duke: 
“The swan has sent us to you 585 
And with bidding bade us 
To guard your famous city 
And patrol it as a watch. 
We from now on every day 
Shall together without fail 

555 

560 

565 

590 



y BbICOKHX CTeH TBOHX 

BbIXOAHTb H3 BOA MOpCKHX, 

TaK yBHAHMCH MbI BCKOpe, 

A Tenepb nopa HaM b Mope; 

TH2K6K B03AyX HaM 36MAH». 

Bee nOTOM AOMOH yiHAH. 

Bexep no Mopio ryAaeT 

H Kopa6AHK noAroHHeT; 

Oh 6e*KHT ce6e b BOAHax 

Ha noAHHTbix napyeax 

Mtimo ocTpoBa KpyToro, 

Mhmo ropoAa 6oAbiuoro; 

FlyniKH c npncTaHH naAHT, 

KopaOAK) npHCTaTb BeAHT. 

FIpHCTaiOT k sacTaBe tocth; 

KHH3b FbHAOH 3QBeT HX B TOCTH, 

Hx H KOpMHT H nOHT 

H otbct A^P^aTb bcaht: 

«HeM Bbi, tocth, Topr BeACTe? 

H KyAa Tenepb nAbiBeTe?» 

Kopa6eAbiiiHKH b OTBeT: 

«Mw 06'bexaAH Becb cbbt;. 

ToproBaAH Mbi 6yAaTOM, 

MnCTblM Cepe6pO'M H 3A3T0M, 

H Tenepb HaM BbirneA cpoK; 

A AeJKHT HaM nyTb asack, 

Mhmo ocTpOBa BynHa, 

B naipcTEo GAaBHoro CaATaiia». 

FoBOpUT HM KHH3b TOTAS: 

«/ioopbiH nyTb esm, rocnoAa, 

Flo Mopio no OnHAHy 

K cAaBHOMy napio CaATany. 
/[a cKaH£HTe jk: k h b 3 b Fbhaoh 

UiACT-Ae CBOH napK) non AOH». 

FoCTH KHH3IO nOKAOHHAMCb, 

BblLUAH BOH n B nyTb nyCTHAHCb. 

K MOpK) KHH3b, a Ae6eAb TaM 

ryABeT no boah3m. 
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By your high walls 
Come out of the waters of the sea, 
So we shall see each other shortly, 
But now it’s time for us [to return] to sea; 
Burdensome to us is the air of earth.” 595 
All then went off home. 

The wind roams over the sea 
And drives up a little ship; 
It runs its course in the waves 
Under full sail(s) 600 
Past the craggy island, 
Past the great city; 
Cannons fire from the pier, 
Command the ship to put in. 
The merchants make fast to the breakwater. 605 
Duke Guidon bids them be his guests, 
Gives them food as well as drink 
And commands to give account: 
“What, merchants, do you trade in? 
And whither are you sailing now?” 610 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 
We traded in Damask steel, 
Pure silver and gold, 
And now our term has run out; 615 
But a long way lies [before] us, 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of famed Saltan.” 
Thereupon the Duke tells them: 
“A good passage to you, gentlemen, 620 
Over the ocean sea 
To the famous Tsar Saltan. 
And be sure to say: Duke Guidon 
Sends his greeting to the Tsar.” 

The merchants bowed to the Duke, 625 
Went on out and got under way. 
To the sea [went] the Duke, and the swan there 
Already cruises over the waves. 



Knnsb onflTb: Aym&'Ae npocHT... 

Tsk H T'H'HeT H y'HO'CHT... 

H onflTb ona ero 

Bmhf o6pbiBraAa ecero. 

Tvt OH OHeHb yMCHblllHACH, 

liiMOAeM KHH3b o6opOTKACfl, 

FloAeTCA h 3a>Ky>K2Ka a ; 

Cvaho Ha Mope aofh3a, 

FIoTHXOHbKy OnyCTHACH 

Ha KopMy— h b m,eAb 3s6hach. 

BeTep eeceAo inyMHT, 

CyAHo BeceAO 6e>KHT 

Mhmo ocxpOBa Bynea, 

B H,apCTBO cAaBHoro Ca Arana, 

H /KeAaHHan crpana 

BoT V/K I13ASAH BHAH3. 

Bot na 6eper BbrniAH tooth. 

Ijapb CaAxaH bobbt hx b bocth, 

H 3a HKMK BO ABOpey 

FloAeTe a Ham yAaAey. 

BhaHT, BCCb CHHB B 3 A a T 0, 

LJapb CaATaH chaht b naAaxe 

Ha npecTOAe h b Bee^e, 

C rpycTHOH AyMOK «a AHu,e. 

A tkaqhxa c noBapHxoH, 

C C'EaTbCH 6a6oH BaGapHXOH, 

Okoao yapn chabt — 

MeTblpbMH BCC TpH TAHAHT. 

Uapb CaATaH rocTefi camaeT 

3a cboh ctoa h sonpouiaeT: 

«Oh bm, rocTH-rocnoAa, 

/Joato Ab eBAHAH? KyAa? 

AaAHO Ab 3a MOpeM, HAb xyAo? 

H KaKoe b CBeTe hvao?» 

K Op a6e A b W, HK H B O’TlBeT: 

«Mw o6rbexaAH Becb cb6t; 

3a MopeM PKHTbe ne xyAo; 

B CBeTe m bot Kanoe qyAQ: 

OcTpO'B Ha MOpe A€?KHT, 
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The Duke again: his soul is asking . . . 
Draws [him] ever so and carries away . . . 630 
And again she 
In a flash splashed him all over. 
At once he shrank very much, 
The Duke turned into a bumblebee, 
Flew off and gave a buzz; 63 5 
The vessel at sea [he] overtook, 
Very quietly dropped down 
Onto the stern—and tucked himself into a crack. 

The wind rushes merrily, 
The vessel runs merrily 640 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of famed Saltan, 
And the desired land 
Now already is in sight from afar. 
Now the merchants went ashore. 645 
Tsar Saltan bids them be his guests, 
And behind them to the palace 
Flew our bold lad. 
He sees, all shining in gold, 
Tsar Saltan sits in the chamber of state 650 
On the throne and in [his] crown, 
With sad musing on his face. 
But the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha, 
Sit near the Tsar— 655 
With four [eyes] all three look. 
Tsar Saltan seats the merchants 
At his table and questions: 
“Ho, you, merchant gentlemen, 
Have you fared long? Whither? 660 
Fair or foul things overseas? 
And what wonder in the world?” 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 
Life across the sea is fair enough; 665 
And here’s what wonder’s in the world: 
There’s an island lies at sea, 



rpa& Ha OCT'pOBe CTOHT, 

Ka^KAbiH A6Hb H^eT tam ahbo: 

Mope B3AyeTCH 6ypAHBO, 
3aKHHHT, nOAblMeT BOH, 

X'AbiH-eT Ha 6eper nycTOH, 
PacnAecHeTCH b ckopom 6ere — 

H ocTaHyTCB na 6pere 

TpHAuaTb Tpn 6oraTbipH, 

B qemye 3AaT0H ropn, 
Bee KpacaBU,bi MOAOAbie, 

BeAHKaHbi yAaAbie, 

Bee paBHbi, nan Ha noA^op; 
Grapbin A^ABKa MepHOMop 
C HH'MH H3 MO p H BbIXOAHT 

H nonapHO HX BbIBOAHT> 
Mto6bl OCTpOB TOT XpA'HH'Tb 
H A030p0M 06x0AHTb - 

H TOH CTpa>KH HeT HaAe^KHen, 

Hh xpa6pee, hh npHAensneH. 

A chaht TaM KHHBb Fbhaoh; 

Oh npHCAaA Te6e ookaoh», 

IJapb CaATaH ahbhtch qyAy. 

«Koah >khb h TOAbKo 6yAy, 

MyAHbifi OCTpOB HaBemy 

H y KHH3H noroujy». 
rioBapHxa h TKaqnxa 
Hh ryry — ho Ba6apnxa, 
ycMexHyBmHCb, roBopHT: 

«Kto Hac 3THM yAHBHT? 

Ah)AH M3 MOpn BbIXOAHT 

H ce6e A03opoM 6poa«t! 
OpaBAy Ab 6aK>T, hah AryT, 
<Z3,HiBa h He BH2Ky TyT. 

B CBCTe eCTb T3KHC Ab A HBa ? 

Bot HAeT MOABa npaiBAHBa: 
3a MopeM gapeBHa ecTb, 
MtO He MO'JKHO TA33 OTBeCTb| 

/^HeM CBCT 6ojkhh 3aTM€BaeT, 

HoMbK) 3CMAIO ocBemaeT, 

Meeny noA kocoh 6acctht, 

A bo A6y 3Be3Aa ropHT. 
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On the island stands a city, 
Every day a marvel goes on there: 
The sea blusters stormily, 670 
Boils up, raises a roar, 
Surges up the empty shore, 
Breaks with splashing in swift run— 
And there will be left ashore 
Thirty-three heroes, 675 
In golden armor glowing. 
All are handsome young lads, 
Spirited giants, 
All alike as for a muster; 
Old uncle Chernomor 680 
Comes out of the sea with them 
And leads them out in pairs, 
To guard that island 
And patrol [it] as a watch— 
And than that guard none is more reliable, 685 
Nor more valiant, nor more diligent. 
And resides there Duke Guidon; 
He has sent you greeting [s] 
Tsar Saltan marvels at the wonder. 
“If only I live, 690 
I shall visit the wondrous island 
And be the Duke’s guest.” 
The cook and weaver 
Not a murmur—but Babarikha, 
Says with a smile: 695 
“Who is going to amaze us with that? 

Men come out of the sea 
And amble about as a watch! 
Whether truth they tell or lie, 
I don’t see a marvel here. 700 
Is that the kind of marvel that’s in the world? 
Here is a true saying goes about: 
Beyond the sea there is a princess 
That one cannot take one’s eyes off: 
By day she dims God’s light, 
By night lights up the earth, 
The moon gleams under her braid, 
And on her brow glows a star. 

705 



A caMa-TO BeAHnaBa, 

BbinAbieaeT, 6yAT0 naea; 

A KaK penb-TO TOBOpUT, 

Caobho peneHbKa HiypHHT. 

MoABHTb MOH1HO CHpaEeAAHBO - 

3to ahbo, Tan yjK ahbo», 

Toctii yMHbie MOAiiaT: 

CnopHTb c 6a6oS He xotat. 

Hy^y yapb CaATaH ahb<htca — 

A yapeBHH xoTb h bahtca, 

Ho HiaAeeT oh ohch 

CTapofi 6a6ymKH cboch; 

Oh HaA Hefi HiyniniHT, kpy hihtc a — 

npBMO Ha HOC K Hen CaAHTCH, 

Hoc ynia aha 6oraTbipb; 

Ha HOCy BCKOHHA BOAAblpb. 

H onBTb noniAa TpeBora: 

«FIoMorHTe, paAH 6ora! 

KapayA! agbh, aobh, 

J\a a^bh ero, a^bh... 

BoT y^Ko! HOHiAH HeMHOHiKO, 

FIorOAH!..» A HIMeAb B OKOHIKO, 

cnoKOHHO b gboh yAeA 

Hepe3 Mope noAeTeA. 

K.HA3b y CHHA MOpA XOAWT, 

C OHHA MOpA TAa'3 He CBOAHT; 

TAflAb - HGBepX TeKyHHX BOA 

Ae6eAb 6eAaA nAbiBeT. 

«3ApaBCTByH, KHA3b TbI MOH HpeKpaCHblH 

MTO HI TbI THX, KaK ACHb HCHaCTHblH? 

OnenaAHACH qeiviy?» — 

TaBopHT oHa eMy. 

KHH3b rbhao'H en oTBenaeT: 

<^rpycTb^TOCKa mcha cBeAaeT: 

Aioah hic<hatca; rAAHiy, 

He HienaT AHuib a xoniy». 

«A koto Hie Ha npHMeTe 

Tbi HMeeuib?» — «4a Ha cbctc, 

FoBopAT, gapeBHa ecTb, 

Hto He MOJKHO TAa3 OTBeCTb. 
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And to look at she is splendid. 
Glides forth like a peacock; 710 
And when she holds speech, 
[It is] as though a brook were murmuring. 
One may say with justice 
Talk of marvels, that’s a marvel.” 
The wise merchants are silent: 715 
[They] do not want to quarrel with the woman. 
Tsar Saltan marvels at the wonder— 
And the Prince, although he rages, 
Still feels sorry for the eyes 
Of his old granny: 720 
He buzzes over her, circles— 
Settles straight upon her nose, 
The hero stung [her in the] nose: 
On the nose a bump sprang up. 
And again alarm arose: 725 
“Help, for God’s sake! 
Guard! Catch [him], catch, 
And swat him, swat . . . 

We’ll show you! Wait a little, 
Hold on! . . But the bumblebee through the window, 730 

And calmly to his realm 
Flew across the sea. 

The Duke walks by the dark-blue sea, 
From the dark-blue sea does not turn his eyes; 
Behold—atop the streaming seas 735 
Swims the white swan. 
“Hail, you fairest Prince of mine! 
Why are you still, like a dismal day? 
Are you grieved at something?” 
She says to him. 740 
Duke Guidon replies to her: 
“Sadness-sorrow gnaws me: 
Folk get married; I look, 
Only I unmarried go.” 
“Why, whom do you 745 
Have in view?” “Well, in the world, 
They say, is a princess 
That one cannot take one’s eyes off. 



<Zf HeM CBeT 6o>khh 3aTMeBaeT, 

HoHbK) 3CMAIO OCBeiljaeT — 

Mecng noA kocoh 6acctht, 

A bo A6y 3Be3#a ropHT. 

A caMa-TO BeAHnaBa, 

BbicTynaeT, 6yATo naBa; 

Ca3 AKy peHb-TO TOBOpHT, 

ByATO peneubKa nsyphht. 

ToAbKO, nOAHO, npaBAa Ab 3T0?» 

KHH3b CO CTpaXOM >KA6T OTBeTa. 

Ae6eAb 6eAan moahht 

H, noAy'MaB, roBopHT: 

«/fa! T3K3B eCTb AeBHya 

Ho 2KCHa ne pyKaBH^: 

C O0AOH pyHKH He CTpBXHeiilb, 

/fa 3a none He 3aTKHenib. 
YcAyniy Te6e cobctom — 

CAyman: 060 bccm 06 3tom 

IIopasAyMaH Tbi nyTeM, 

He paCKaHTbCB 6 HOTOM». 

KHB3b npeA Heto ct a a 60/KHTbCH, 

Hto nopa eMy HieHHTbCH, 

Hto 06 a TOM 060 BCeM 

IlepeAyMaA oh nyTeM, 

Hto totob Aytuoio cTpacTHOH 

3a ^peBHOK) npeKpacHOH 

Oh neiHKOM hath oTceAb 

XoTb 3a TpHACBSTb 30MeAb. 

Ae6eAb TyT, B3AoxHyB TAy6oKO, 

MoABHAa: «3aneM AaAeKO? 

3Haw, 6AH3Ka cyAb6a tboh, 

BeAb yapeBHa 3Ta — h». 

TyT OHa, B3MaXHyB KpblAaMH, 
FIoAeTeAa HaA BOAHaMH 
H Ha 6eper c BbicoTbi 
OnycTHAacB b KycTbi, 

BcTpeneHyAacb, OTpnxHyAacb 
H yapeBHOH o6epiHyAacb: 

Mecny noA kocoh 6AecTHT, 
A bo A6y 3se3Aa ropHT j 
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By day she dims God’s light, 
By night lights up the earth, 750 
The moon gleams beneath her braid, 
And on her brow a star glows. 
And to look at she is splendid, 
Strides forth like a peacock; 

And sweet speech she holds, 755 
As if a brook were murmuring. 
Enough said—only is this true?” 
In fear the Duke awaits the reply. 
The white swan is silent 
And after some thought, says: 760 
“Yes! There is such a maiden. 
But a wife is not a mitten: 
You don’t shake her off [your] white little hand, 
And don’t tuck her behind the belt. 
I will serve you with a piece of advice— 765 
Listen: about all this 
Deliberate a little on the way, 
Not to regret [it] afterward.” 
The Duke before her started swearing by God, 
That it was time for him to get married, 770 
That about all this 
He had reflected on the way; 
That he was ready with impassioned soul 
For the fairest princess 
To walk on foot from here 775 
Even through thrice nine lands. 
At this the swan, with a deep sigh, 
Spoke: “Wherefore far away? 
Know, near is your fate, 
This princess, you see—am I.” 780 
With this, beating her wings, 
She flew off above the waves 
And to the shore from high up 
Dropped down into the bushes, 
Ruffled her plumage, shook herself, 785 
And turned into a princess: 
The moon gleams beneath her braid, 
And at her brow a star glows; 



A caMa-TO BeAHnaBa, 

Bbicxynaex, 6yATO naBa; 

A KaK pe^b-TO TOBOpHT, 

Caobho peneHbKa ?k y p n h t . 

KHH3b ^peBHy o6HHMaex, 

K 6eAofi rpyAH npnjKHMaex 

M BeAex ee cKopen 

K mhaoh MaTyuiKe CBoen. 
Kh H3b en B Horn, yMOABH: 

«FocyAapbiHB poAHan! 

Bbi6paA n meHy ce6e, 
/loqb nocAyuiHyio xe6e. 

FIpocHM 06a paBpeineHbB, 

TBoero 6AarocAOBeHbH: 

Tbi ACTen 6AarocAOBH 

?f\HTb b CQBexe h ak>6bh». 

HaA TAaBOK) HX nOKOpHOH 

Maxb c HKOHOH HyAOXBOpHOH 

CAe3bI Abex h roBopnx: 

«Bor Bac, agxh, HarpaAnx». 

KHH3b He AOATO C06HpaACB» 

Ha ^peBHe o6BeHHaAcn; 

CxaAH *KHXb Aa nO>KHBaXb, 

/{a npHiiAQAa noA^KHAaxb, 

Bexep no Mopio ryAneT 

H Kopa6AHK noAroHBex; 

Oh 6eH*Hx ce6e b BOAHax 

Ha pa3Ayxbix napycax 

Mhmo ocxpoBa Kpyxoro, 
Mhmo ropoAa 6oAbmoro; 

FlyuiKH c npncxaHH osaht, 

Kopa6AK) npncxaxb eeABX. 

npHcxaiox k sacTase rocxn. 

KHB3b FbHAOH 3QBCX HX B TOCTH, 

Oh HX KOpMHX H nOHX 

H oxBex AepJKaTb bcahx: 

«HeM bw, rocxn, xopr BeACTe 

H KyAa xenepb nAbUBexe?» 

Kopa6eAbm,HKH b oxBex: 

«Mbi o6,bexaAH Becb cBex, 
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And to look at she is splendid, 
Strides forth like a peacock; 790 
And when she holds speech, 
[It is] as though a brook were murmuring. 
The Duke embraces the princess, 
To his white breast presses [her] 
And leads her swiftly 795 
To his dear mama. 
The Duke [falls] to her feet, beseeching: 
“Sovereign lady dearest! 
I have chosen a wife for myself, 
An obedient daughter for you, 800 
We both ask consent, 
Your blessing: 
Bless your children 
To live in concord and love.” 
Over their submissive head [s] 805 
The mother with the wonder-working ikon 
Sheds tears and says: 
“God will reward you, children.” 
The Duke was not long preparing, 
Held his wedding with the princess; 810 
They began to live and keep living [together] 
And to await offspring. 

The wind roams over the sea 
And drives up a little ship; 
It runs its course in the waves 815 
Under bulging sails 
Past the steep-to island, 
Past the great city; 
Cannons fire from the pier, 
Command the ship to put in. 820 
The merchants make fast to the breakwater. 
Duke Guidon bids them be his guests, 
He gives them food and drink 
And commands them to give answer: 
“What, merchants, do you trade in 825 
And whither are you sailing now?” 

The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 
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ToproBaAH Mbi He AapoM 

HeyKa3aHHbiM TOBapoM; 

A Ae^KHT HaM nyTb asack: 
Bocbohch Ha BOCTOK, 

Mhmo ocTpoBa BynHa, 
B yapcTBo cAaBHoro CaATaHa» 

K.HH3b HM BbIMOABHA TOF^a: 
«/{o6pbiH nyTb BaM, rocno^a, 
no Mopio no OKHjmy 
K cAaBnoMy yapK> CaATany; 
/[a HanoMHHTe eMy, 
Focy^apio CBoeMy: 
K HaM oh b tocth o6eiijaACB, 

A AoceAe He co6pa*ACH — 
LBaIO eMy H CBOH n0KA0H». 
Tocth B nyTb, a KHB3b FbHAO'H 

A°Ma Ha cew pa3 ocTaAcn 
H c JKeHOK) He paccTaAcn. 

BeTep BeceAO niyMHT, 

CyAHo BeceAO 6e?KHT 
Mhmo ocTpoBa Eynna, 
K uapcTBy CAaBHoro CaATana, 
H 3HaK0Man cTpaHa 
Bot y^K H3AaAH BHA'Ha. 
Bot Ha 6eper BbiuiAH tocth; 

IJapb CaATaH 30BeT hx b tocth. 

Focth bhabt: bo ABOpu,e 

U,apb CHAHT B CBOCM BeHI^e, 

A TKanHxa c noBapHxon, 

C cBaTben 6a6oH Ba6apHxon, 
Okoao yapn chaht, 

MeTblpbMH Bee TpH TAHAHT. 
LJapb CaATaH rocTeS caraaeT 
3a cBOH ctoa h BonpoiuaeT: 

«0h Bbi, rocTH-rocnoAa, 
/(oATO Ab e3AHAH? KyAa? 

AaAHO Ab 3a MOpeM, HAb xyAO? 

H Ka'Koe b CBeTe nyA0?» 

Kopa6eAbIIl,HKH B OTBeT: 

«Mbi 06'bexaAH Becb cbct; 

830 

835 

840 

845 

850 

855 

860 

865 
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We have traded, not for nothing, 

In unspecified wares; 830 
But a far journey lies [before] us: 
Homeward to the east, 
Past the island of Buyan, 
To the realm of Tsar Saltan.” 
The Duke told them then: 835 
“A good passage to you, gentlemen, 
Over the ocean sea 
To the famous Tsar Saltan; 
And remind him, 
Your sovereign: 840 
He has promised us a visit, 
But to this day has not set forth— 
I send him my greeting.” 
The merchants [start] on [their] way, but Duke Guidon 
For this time stayed at home 845 
And did not part from [his] wife. 

The wind rushes merrily, 
The vessel runs merrily 
Past the island of Buyan 
To the realm of famed Saltan, 850 
And the familiar land 
Here is already in sight from afar. 
Now the merchants went ashore, 
Tsar Saltan bids them be his guests. 
The merchants see: in the palace 855 
The Tsar is sitting with his crown on, 
And the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha 
Sit near the Tsar, 
With four [eyes] all three look. 860 
Tsar Saltan seats the merchants 
At his table and questions: 
“Ho, you, merchant gentlemen, 
Have you fared long? Whither? 
Fair things overseas or foul? 865 
And what wonder in the world?” 
The sailors in reply: 
“We have sailed the whole world round; 



3a MopeM jKHTbe He xyao, 
B cBeTe jk bot KaKoe nyAo: 

OcTpoB Ha Mope AeHSHT, 
Tpa# Ha ocTpoiBe ctoht, 

C 3AaT0rAaBblMH U,epKlBaMH, 

C TepeMaiMH h ca^a'MH; 

EAb pacTeT nepeA abop^m, 
A no A H€H XpyCT aAbHblH AOMJ 
BeAKa b HeM jkhbct pyHHaa, 

/la nyAecHHuia KaKan! 
BeAKa neceHKH noeT 

/[a opeuiKH Bee rpbi3eT; 
A opeuiKH ne npocTbie, 

Cl<OpAynbI-TO 30A0Tbie, 

EUpa — HHCTbin H3yMpyA; 
BeAKy xoaht, 6eperyr. 
TaM eige Apyroe ahib-o: 
Mope B3AyeTCH 6ypAHB0, 
3aKHnHT, noAbiMeT boh, 
Xabihct Ha 6eper nycTOH, 
PacnAecHeTCH b cKopoM 6ere, 

H onyTHTCH Ha 6pere 
B nernye, Kan nsap ropn, 
TpHAyaTb Tpn 6oraTbipfl, 
Bee KpacaBu,bi yAaAbie, 
BeAHKaiHbl MOAOAbie, 
Bee pabhbi, nan Ha noA6op — 

C HHMH AHAbKa HepHOMOp. 

H TOH CTpa^KH HeT HaAOKHeii, 

Hh xpa6pee, hh npHAeasHefi. 
A y KHB3B 2KeHKa eCTb, 

HtO He MOHS HO TA33 OTBeCTbl 

/lHeM cBeT 6ojkhh 3aTMeBaeT. 

Honbio 3eMAio ocBeiijaeT; 
Mecfly noA kocoh 6ACCTHT, 
A bo A6y 3Be3Aa ropHT. 
KHH3b rBHAOH TOT TOpOA npSBHT, 

Bchk ero ycepAHo cAaBHT; 

Oh npHCAaA Te6e ookaoh, 

/la Te6e neHneT oh: 
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Life is fair enough beyond the sea. 
And there is this wonder in the world: 870 
On the sea an island lies, 
On the isle a city stands, 
With gold-topped churches, 
With donjon chambers and gardens; 
A spruce grows in front of the palace, 875 
And beneath it a crystal house; 
A squirrel in it lives, a tame one, 
And what a fable-creature it is! 
The squirrel sings songs 
And keeps gnawing little nuts; 880 
And the little nuts not plain ones, 
For the shells are golden, 
The kernels—pure emerald; 
The squirrel they cherish, tend. 
Yet another marvel’s there: 885 
The sea blusters stormily, 
Boils up, raises a roar, 
Surges up the empty shore, 
Breaks with splashing in swift run, 
And there emerge on the beach, 890 
In armor, like fire glowing, 

Thirty-three heroes, 
All handsome spirited lads, 
Young giants, 
All alike, as for a muster— 895 
With them uncle Chernomor. 
And than this guard none more trusty, 
Nor more valiant, nor more diligent. 

And the Duke has a little wife 
That one cannot take one’s eyes off: 900 
By day the light of God she dims, 
By night lights up the earth; 
The moon gleams beneath her braid, 
And a star glows at her brow. 
Duke Guidon that city rules, 905 
Everyone praises him fervently; 
He sent you a greeting, 
And complains to you: 



K ham-ac b rocTH o6em,aACB, 
A AoceAe He co6paACB». 

TyT y>K yapb He yTepneA, 

CnapH^HTb OH (J)AOT (BeACA. 

A TKanHxa c noBapHxoH, 

C cBaTben 6a6on Ba6apnxoH, 
He XOTBT UapB nyCTHTb 

MyAHblH OCTpOB HaBeCTHTb. 

Ho CaATaH HM He BHHMaeT 

H Kan pa3 hx yHHMaeT: 

«MtO H? ^pb HAH AHTB? - 

FoBOpHT OH He IHyTH.- 

HwHHe 2K eAy!» Tyr OH TOIlHyA, 

BbirneA BOH H ABCpbK) XAOHHyA. 

Flo# OK'HOM FbHAOH CHAHT, 
MoAna Ha Mope tahaht: 
He mymht oho, He xAemeT, 

Annin eABa, eABa TpeneigeT, 
H b AasopeBOH abah 
FIoKa3aAHCb Kopa6AH: 

Flo paBHHHaM OKHBHa 

Eact cJiaot uapn CaATaHa. 
KHH3b rBHAOH TOrAa BCKOHHA, 

FpoMcrAacHO Bosonha: 
«MarymKa mob poahab! 
Tbi, KHBrilHB M0A0A3B! 
HoCMOTpHTe Bbl TyA**! 

Eact 6aTiomi<a ciOAa». 

CPaot yrn k ocppooy noAxoAHT. 

KHB3b Fbhaoh Tpy6y h3boaht: 
LJapb Ha naAy6e ctoht 

H b Tpy6y Ha hhx tabaht; 
C hhm TKannxa c noBapnxon, 
C cBaTben 6a6on Ba6apHxon; 
Yahbabiotcb 0He 
HeSHaKOMOH CTOpOHe. 
Pa30M nyuiKH 3anaAHAH; 

B KOAOKOAbHBX 3A3B0HHAHJ 
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He promised us a visit, he says, 
But to this day has not set forth.” 910 

At this the Tsar could stand no more, 
Commanded the fleet to be made ready. 
But the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha 
Do not want to let the Tsar 915 
Visit the wondrous island. 
But Saltan does not listen to them 
And for once stops them short: 
“What am I? Tsar or babe?” 
He says, not in jest: 920 
“Straightway I am going.” Then he stamped his foot, 
Went on out, and slammed the door. 

By the window sits Guidon, 
Gazes at the sea in silence: 
It does not rush, does not plash, 
Only barely, barely trembles, 
And in the azure distance 
Ships came into view: 
On the level ocean spaces 
Sails the fleet of Tsar Saltan. 
Duke Guidon started up then, 
Shouted in a loud voice: 
“Mama, my dearest! 
You, young Duchess! 
Look thither: 
Papa is coming here.” 
The fleet is already coming up to the island. 
Duke Guidon aims the spyglass: 
The Tsar is standing on the deck 
And gazing at them through the spyglass; 
With him are the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha; 
They are astonished 
At the unknown country. 
At once they fired cannons, 
Started tolling in the belfries; 

925 

930 

935 

940 

945 
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K MOpK> CaM HACT Fbhaoh; 
TaM yapH BCTpenaeT oh 
C nOBapHXOH H TKaHHXOH, 
C cBaTbefi 6a6on BaoapHxon; 

B ropoA oh noBeA uapfl, 
Hnnero He roBopa. 

Bee Tenepb HAyT b naAaTbi: 

y BOpOT 6AHCTaK)T AaTbl, 

H ctobt b rAa3ax uapa 
TpHAuaTb TpH 6oraTbipH, 

Bee KpacaBu,bi MOAOAbie, 

BeAHKaHbi yAaAbie, 

Bee pabhbi, nan Ha noA6op, 

C HHMH AHAbKa MepHOMOp. 

LJapb cTynHA Ha ABop wnpoKofi: 
TaM HOA eAKOK) BbICOKOH 

BeAKa neceHKy noeT, 
Boaotoh opex rpbi3eT, 

H3yMpyAey BbiHHMaeT 

H b MemoneK onycKaeT; 

H 3aeeHH ABOp 60AbUIOH 

Boaotok) cKopAynoH. 

FoCTH AaAe- TOpOllAHBO 

CMOTpHT - HTO KHHTHHH - AHBO: 

FIoa kocoh AyHa 6acctht, 
A bo A6y 3Be3Aa ropHT; 
A caMa-TO BeAHqaBa, 
BbiCTynaeT, 6yATO nasa, 
H OBeKpOBb CBOK) BeAeT. 

IJapb tahaht — h y3HaeT... 

B HeM B3birpaAo perHBoe! 

«Hto H BH2Ky? HTO TaKOe? 

Kan!»—h Ayx b HeM 3aHHAca... 

IJapb CAeSaMH 33 AHACH, 

06HHMaeT oh yapH^, 

H CbIHKa, H MOAOAHLjy, 

H eaABTCH Bee 3a ctoa; 
H BeceAbiH nnp nomeA. 

A TK3HHXa C nOBapHXOH, 

C cBaTben 6a6on Ba6apnxoH, 
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To the sea goes Guidon himself; 
There he welcomes the Tsar 
With the cook and weaver, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha; 950 
To the city he led the Tsar, 
Not saying anything. 

All now go to the state apartments: 
At the gate gleams armor plating, 
And there stand in the Tsar’s sight 955 
Thirty-three heroes, 
All handsome young lads, 
Spirited giants, 
All alike, as for a muster, 
With them uncle Chernomor. 960 
The Tsar entered the broad courtyard: 
There under a tall spruce 
The squirrel sings a little song, 
Gnaws a golden nut, 
Takes out an emerald stone 965 
And drops [it] into a little bag; 
And bestrewn is the big yard 
With gold shell. 
The guests [go] farther—in haste 
Look—what is it? The Duchess—a marvel: 970 
Beneath her braid gleams the moon, 
And at her brow a star glows; 
And to look at she is splendid, 
Striding forth like a peacock, 
And conducting her mother-in-law. 975 
The Tsar gazes—and recognizes . . . 
His heart started leaping! 
“What do I see? What is this? 
How?” And it took his breath away . . . 
The Tsar dissolved in tears, 980 
He embraces the Queen, 
And [his] young son, and the bride, 
And all sit down to table; 
And a merry feast was held. 
But the weaver and cook, 
And the broker-woman Babarikha, 

985 
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Pa36e>KaAHCb no yrAaM; 
Hx HauiAH HacnAy TaM. 
TyT BO BCeM OHH npH3HaAHCb, 

rioBHiHHAHCb, pa3pbl fl-aAHCb; 990 
LJapb aah paAOCTH jaKon 

OTnycTHA Bcex Tpex aomoh. 

<ZJeHb npouieA — uapfl CaATaHa 
Yao>khah cnaTb BnoAnbana. 
H TaM 6wa; Me#, nHBo nnA — 995 
H ycbl AHUIb o6mohha. 
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Scattered into corners; 
It took some effort to find them. 
Then they confessed to everything, 
Admitted guilt, started sobbing; 
The Tsar for the sake of such a joy 
Let all three off home. 
The day passed by—Tsar Saltan 
They laid to bed half-drunk. 
I was there; mead, beer I drank— 
And merely moistened my whiskers. 



ME^HLIM BCA^HHK: neTep6yprcKan noBecTb [ 1833 ] 

Tlpoucuiecmeue, onucaHuoe e ceu noeecmu, ocnoeano na ucmu- 
ne. Ilodpodnocmu uaeodueituR 3auMcmeoeauu U3 moidamnux 
mjpuajioe. Jl)o6onumuue Moiym cnpaeumtcn c useecmueM, 
cocmaejieunuM B. H. BepxoM. 

BCTynJIEHHE 

Ha 6epery nycTbiHHbix boah 

CtOBA OH, #yM BeAHKHX nOAH, 

H B^aAb rAHAeA. IlpeA hhm hihpoko 

PeKa HecAacn; 5eAHbm neAH 
Ho Heft CTpeMHACB oahhoko. 5 

Uo MiiiHCTbiM, tohkhm 6eperaM 

HepHeAIi H36bl 3AeCb H TaM, 

npKK)T y6ororo nyxoHua; 

H Aec, HeBeAOMbiii AynaM 
B TyMaHe cnpHTaHHoro coAi^a, io 
KpyroM inyMeA. 

H AyMaA oh: 

OTCeAb rp03HTb MbI 6yA^M UIBeAy, 

3A,ecb 6yAeT ropoA saAoaseH 

Ha3A0 naAMeHHOMy coceAy. 
npHpOAOH 3AeCb HaM cyiKAeHO 15 

B EBpony npopy6HTb okko \ 
Horoio TBepAOH cTarb npH Mope. 

ClOAa no HOBbIM HM BOAHaM 

Bee (pAarn b tocth 6yAyT k HaM, 

H 3anHpyeM Ha npocTope. 20 

npOUIAO CTO AeT, H lOHblH TpaA» 

rioAHomHbix cTpaH Kpaca h ahbo, 

h3 TbMbI AeCOB, H3 TOHH 6AaT 

Bo3Heccn nbiinho, ropAeAHBo; 
Fac npe>KAe (Jihhckhh pbi6oAOB, 25 

OeHaAbHbiH nacbiHOK npnpoAbi, 

Oahh y hh3khx 6eperoB 

BpOCaA B HeBeAOMbie BOAbI 

1 AjibrapOTTH rAe-TO CKa3a.11: «Petersbourg est la fenetre par laquelle 
la Russie regarde en Europe». 
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THE BRONZE HORSEMAN: A Tale of Petersburg [ 1833 ] 

The occurrence described in this narrative is based on truth. 
The details oj the flood are drawn from journals of the time. 
The curious may consult the account composed by V. N. Berkh. 

INTRODUCTION 

Upon a shore of desolate waves 
Stood he, of lofty musings full, 
And gazed afar. Before him broadly 
The river rolled; a wretched skiff 
Held course on it in solitude. 
About the mossy, marshy banks 
Showed blackly cabins here and there, 
The shelters of the lowly Finn; 
And forest, alien to the rays 
Of the fog-enshrouded sun 
Murmured all about. 

And he thought: 
From here we shall threaten the Swede, 
Here shall a city be founded 
To spite the puffed-up neighbor. 
By Nature we are destined here 
To hack a window through to Europe, 
To plant a firm foot by the sea. 
Here upon billows new to them 
All flags will come to visit us, 
And we shall revel in open space. 

A hundred years have passed, and the young city, 
Glory and marvel of the midnight lands, 
From forest gloom, out of the bog of marshlands, 
Has risen splendidly, pridefully; 
Where formerly the Finnish fisherman, 
Sad step-son of Nature, 
Alone by the low banks 
Used to cast into the unknown waters 

5 

10 
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20 

25 



CbOH BeTXHH HCBOA, HbIH6 TaM 

n0 O'iK'H®ae'HhbiM 6cperaM 

TpOMaAbl CT'pOHHbie Tec.HHTCfl 

/^BopyoB h 6ameH; Kopa6AH 

Toaiioh co Bcex KonyoB 3 cm ah 

K 6oraTbiM npHCTanBM cTipeMBTCJij 

B rpaniHT o,a,eAacH Hesa; 

MoCTbl nOBHCAH H3-A BOfla'MH; 

TeMH0-3eAeHbIMH Ca^aMH 

Ee HOKpblAHCb OCTpOBa, 

H riepeA MAaAiueio ctoahh^h 

noMepKAa cTapan MocKBa, 

Kan nepea hobok) gapnijeH 

Hop(|)HpOHOCHa5I BAOBa. 

Ak)6ak) Te6n, ReTpa TBopeHbe, 

Ak>6AIO TBOH CTpOrHH, CTpOHHblH BHA, 

He Bbi Aep/KaiBHoe TeneHbe, 

BeperoBOH ee rpaHHT, 

Tbohx orpaA y3op qyryHHbiS, 

TbOHX 3a AyMHHB bix HOHeH 

npoSpaHHblH eywpaK, 6AeCK 6e3AyHHblH, 

Kotas h b KOMnaTe Moen 

nnmy, qHTaio 6e3 AaMTiaAbi, 

H HCHbi cnfliijHe rpoMaAbi 

nyCTbliHHbIX yAHU^, H CB-CTAa 

AAMHpaAT€HCKafl HTAa, 

H, He nycKan TbMy HOHHyio 
Ha 30A0Tbie He6eca, 
OAHa 3apn cMeHHTb Apyryio 
CneniHT, asb hohh noAnaca 2. 
Aio6aK) 3'HMbI TBOefi >K€CTOKOH 

HeABHH^HblH B03AyX H M0p03, 
Ber caHOK BAOAb HeBbl IHHpOKOH, 

/leBHHbH AHya Hpne po3, 

H 6AecK, h rny'M, h roBOp 6aAOB, 
A b nac niHpyuiKH xoaoctoh 

LLJHneHbe neHHCTbix 6oKaAOB 

H nyHiua nAaMeHb roAy6on. 
Ak>6ak> b o h hctb e hh y io HiHBocTb 

2 Cmotph cthxh khh3h Bfl3eMCKoro k rpa(J)HHe 3. 
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His brittle net, there now 
Along the animated banks 30 
Are crowded shapely masses 
Of palaces and towers; ships 
(In a crowd) in squadrons from all corners of the earth 
Press toward the opulent docks; 
Neva has been clad in granite; 35 
Bridges are suspended over [her] waters; 
With dark-green gardens 
Are her islands covered, 
And before the younger capital 
Old Moscow has faded, 40 
As before a new empress 
The dowager in purple robes. 

I love you, Peter’s creation, 
I love your austere, comely look, 
Neva’s majestic flow, 45 
The granite of her banks, 
The iron pattern of your railings, 
Of your pensive nights 
The translucent twilight, the moonless sheen, 
When in my room I 50 
Write [or] read without a lamp, 
And clear there show the slumbering expanses 
Of deserted streets, and brightly shines 
The needle of the Admiralty [spire], 
And barring the gloom of night 55 
From the golden skies, 
One dawn hurries to relieve the other, 
Allowing half-an-hour to night. 
I love your harsh winter’s 
Motionless air and frost, 60 
The coursing of sleighs along the broad Neva, 
Girls’ faces brighter than roses, 
And the glitter and hubbub and chatter of balls, 
And at the hour of a bachelors’ party, 
The hiss of foaming beakers 65 
And the punch’s blue flame. 
I love the warlike verve 



rioTeiiiHbix MapcoBbix noAen, 

riexoTHbix paren h KOHen 
OAH006pa3HyK) KpacHBOCTb, 

B HX CTpOHHO 3bl6AeMOM CTpOK) 

AocKyTbB chx 3HaMeH no6eAHbix, 

CHBHbe manOK 3THX MeAHbIX, 

HaCKB03b npOCTpeAeHlHblX B 6ok>. 

A106AK), BOeHHaB CTOAH^, 

Teoefi TBepAbIHH flbIM H rpO'M, 

Kor^a noAHoiijHafl yapn^ 
/lapyeT cbiHa b ^pckhh aom, 

Hah no6eAy HaA BparoM 
Pocchb ciHOBa TopHiecTByeT, 

Hah, B3AOM3B CBOH CHH'HH ACA, 

HeBa k MopAM ero HeceT 

H, nyn Beui'HH ahh, AHKyeT. 

KpacyncH, rpaA IleTpoB, h ctoh 

HeKOAe6HMO, Kan Pocchh, 

/la ymhphtch Hie c to6oh 

H no6e>KAeHHafl cthxhb; 

BpaniAy h nAeH cTapHHHbin cboh 

nycTb BOAHbi (pHHCKHe 3a6yAyT 

H TiijeTHOH 3ao6ok) ne 6yAyT 

TpeBOHIHTb BeHHblH COH HeTpa! 

BbiAa yniacnaB nopa, 
06 nen cBenio BOcnoMHHaHbe... 
06 nen, Apy3bH moh, aah Bac 

Hanny cBoe noBecTBOBaHbe. 

FleqaAeH 6yAeT moh paccKa3. 

HACTb IIEPBAfl 

HaA OMpaneHHbiM HeTporpaAOM 

/[bmiaA HOHOpb OCeHHHM XAaAOM. 

nAecKaa myMiioio boahoh 

B Kpan cBoen orpaAbi cTponnoH, 

Hesa MeTaAacb, nan 6oAbHOH 
B cBoen nocTeAe 6ecnoKOHHOH. 
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Of the playgrounds of Mars/ 
Of troops of infantry and horse 
The uniform beauty, 70 
In their in-unison-swaying array 
The tatters of those victorious standards, 
The gleam of those bronze helmets, 
Shot right through in battle. 
I love, martial capital, 75 
Your citadel’s smoke and thunder, 
When the Empress of the North 
Presents a son to the imperial house, 
Or Russia once again celebrates 
A victory over the foe. 80 
Or, having broken her blue ice, 
Neva bears it to the seas, 
And scenting vernal days, exults. 

Flaunt your beauty, Peter’s city, and stand 
Unshakable, like Russia, 85 
And may even the conquered element 
Make its peace with you; 
Would that the Finnish seas forget 
[Their] enmity and ancient bondage 
And trouble not with empty spite 90 
Peter’s eternal slumber. 

There was a dreadful time, 
Fresh is the memory of it . . . 
Of it, my friends, for you 
I will begin my narrative. 95 
Sorrowful will be my tale. 

PART ONE 

Over darkened Petrograd 
November breathed autumnal chill. 
Splashing with noisy wave 
Against the edges of her neat embankment, 100 
Neva was tossing like a sick man 
In his unrestful bed. 

1 The parade grounds of St. Petersburg are called the Mars Field. 
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Ym 6bl AO no3AHO H T6MH0 J 

Cep^HTO 6HACH AOmAb B OKHO, 

H BeTep ayA, nenaAbno boh. 

B TO BpeMfl H3 rOCTefi AOMOH 

nP HiiieA EsreHHH moaoaoh... 

Mbi 6va&m Hamero rep on 

3BSTb 9THAI H'MeHCM. Oho 

BByqiTT npHHTHa; c hhm AaBHO 

Moe nepo k tomy me ApymHO. 

nposBaHbn HaM ero He nymHO, 

oth b MHHy'BiiiH BpeMena 

Oho, 6biTb MomeT, a 6AHCTaA0, 

H noA nepoM KapaM3HHa 

B poAHbix npeAaHbnx nposBynaAo; 
Ho Hbllie CBeTOM H MOABOH 

Oho 3a6biTo. Ham repofi 

/Khiebt b KoAOMTie; r^e-TO cAymHT, 

^HH'HTCfl SHaTHbIX H H6 TyiK'HT 

Hh o nOHHIOLL^eH pOAHe, 

Hh O 3a6bITOH CTapHHe, 

Htsk, ao'Moh npHiiieA, EBremiH 
CTp nxHyA uiHHeAb, pa3A€Acn, Aer. 

Ho aoapo oh 3ac.H,yTb He mot 

B BOAHeHbe pa3HbIX p33'Mbl HI A e H H H. 

O neM me AyMaA oh? o tom, 

Hto 6bia oh 6eAeH, hto TpyAOM 

Oh AO a me h 6bi a ce6e AOCTaBHTb 

H He3aBHCHM0CTb H HeCTb; 

Hto mot 6bi 6or eMy npn6aBHTb 
Ym a h Aener. Hto BeAb ecTb 

TaKHe npa3AHbie cnacTAHBHbi, 

YMa HeAaAbHero, aehhbu,bi, 

KoTopbiM mH3Hb KyAa Aerna! 
Hto cAymiHT oh Bcero ABa roAa; 

Oh Tanme AyMaA, hto noroAa 
He yHHMaAacb; hto pena 

Bee npH6biBaAa; hto eABa ah 

C HeBbI moctoib yme ne chhah 

H hto c ElapameH 6yAeT oh 

/[hh «a ABa, Ha rpn pa3AyH6H. 
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no 
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130 
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140 



THE BRONZE HORSEMAN [ 407 

It was already late and dark; 
Angrily the rain beat on the window, 
And the wind blew, dismally howling. 105 
At that time homeward from a visit 
Came young Eugene . . . 
We will call our hero 
By this name. It has 
A pleasant sound; long with it no 

My pen has been on friendly terms, what’s more; 
His other name we have no need for, 
Although in bygone times 
It may perhaps have shone 
And by the pen of Karamzin2 115 
Have rung out in [our] native legends; 
But nowadays by society and fame 
It is forgotten. Our hero 
Lives in Kolomna;3 he works in some office, 
Shies away from the eminent and worries his head 120 
Neither about buried kin 
Nor about forgotten times of yore. 

And so, having come home, Eugene 
Flung off his cloak, undressed, lay down. 
But for a long time he could not go to sleep 125 
In the excitement of diverse trains of thought. 
What did he think about, then? About the fact 
That he was poor, that by hard work 
He had to secure for himself 
Independence as well as honor; 130 
That God might have granted him 
More brains and money; that there were, after all, 
Such lucky idlers, 
Of limited wits, lazy fellows, 
Who had such an easy life of it! 135 
That he had been in the service but two years; 
He also reflected that the weather 
Was not clearing; that the river 
Kept rising; that they would hardly 
Have failed to take down the Neva bridges by now, 14° 
And that Parasha and he would be 
Parted for two or three days. 

2 Allusion to Karamzin’s monumental History of the Russian State. 

3 Then an outlying faubourg of St. Petersburg. 



EBreHHH Tyt B3A0XHyA cepAeHHO 

H pa3MeHTaACH, KaK nooT: 

«/EeHHTbCH? Mhc? 3aneM me hct? 145 

Oho h TnmeAO, kohchho; 

Ho HTO m, A MOAOA H 3A0p0B, 

TpyAHTbCH AeHb h HOHb roTos; 

Ym Koe-KaK ce6e ycTpoio 

ripHIOT CMHpeHHblH H npOCTOH I5O 

H b HeM riapamy ycnoxoio. 

FIpOHAeT, 6biTb MomeT, roA-Apyron — 

MecTeqKo noAyny, riapame 

IlpenopyHy ceMeficTBo Harne 
H BoenHTaHHe pe6nT... 155 

H cTaHeM mHTb, h Tax ao rpo6a 
Pyxa c pyKOH aohacm mbi 06a, 

H BHyKH Hac nOXOpOHHT...» 

Tai< oh MenTaA. M rpycTHo Gbiao 
EMy B Ty HOHb, H OH JKeAaA, 160 

Hto6 BeTep Bbia He TaK yHbiAo 

H HTOGbl AOmAb B OKHO c t y h a A 

He TaK CepAHTO... 
CoHHbl OHH 

Oh naKOHey 3aKpbiA. H bot 

PeAeeT MrAa HenacTHon hohh 165 

H 6AeAHbiH AeHb ym HacTaeT...3 

YmacHbiH Aenb! 

HeBa BCK) HOHb 

PeaAacH k MopK) npoTHB Gyp it , 

He OAOAeB HX 6yHHOH Ay pH... 
H cnopHTb cTaao en hebmo11 b... 170 

rioyTpy HaA ee GperaMH 
TecHHACH KynaMH HapoA, 
Aio6yHCb GpbisraMH, ropaMH 

H neHOH pa3i)HpeHHbix boa. 

Ho CHAOH B e T p O B OT 3 a A H B a I 7 5 

OeperpamAeHHaH HeBa 
06paTHO hiAa, rHeBHa, GypAHBa, 
H 3aTonAHAa ocTpOBa, 

3 MmiKeBHq npeKpacHbiMH CTHxaMH onncaji AeHb, npeAuiecTBOBaBiiiHH 
neiepGyprcKOMV HaBOAHemno, b oahom H3 Aymiinx cbohx CTHxoTBopeHHH 
Oleszkiewicz. >KaAb TOAbKo, mo onucaHiie ero He tomho. CHery He Gbiao — 

HeBa He Gbma noKpbna AbAOM. Harne onucaHiie BepHee, xoth b HeM h HeT 
apKiix KpacoK noAbCKoro nosia. 
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At this point Eugene gave a feeling sigh 
And gave way to his thoughts like a poet. 

“Get married? I? Well, why not? 145 
It [would be] hard going, certainly; 
But what of it, I am young and healthy, 
Ready to labor day and night; 
Somehow I’ll surely manage for myself 
A humble and simple refuge, 150 
And in it I’ll settle Parasha to a peaceful life. 
A year or two perhaps will pass, 
[And] I’ll receive a modest position; to Parasha 
I’ll entrust our family 
And the upbringing of the children ... 155 
And we shall begin our life, and so to the grave 
The two of us will go hand in hand, 
And [our] grandchildren will bury us . . .” 

Thus he mused. And sad felt 
He that night, and he wished 160 
The wind would not howl so dismally 
Or the rain beat on the window 
So angrily—. 

His sleepy eyes 
He closed at last. And here is 
The foul night’s fog thinning, 165 
And pale day already drawing up . . . 
[That] day of horror! 

Neva all night 
Thrust toward the sea against the gales, 
Unable to master their boisterous wildness . . . 
And could contend no longer ... 17° 
In the morning on her banks 
People crowded in swarms, 
Relishing the spray, the mountains 
And foam of the maddened waters. 
But by the force of the winds from the gulf 175 
Dammed up, Neva 
Turned back, wrathful, tempestuous, . 
And swamped the islands; 



IloroAa nym,e cBHpeneAa, 
HeBa B3AyBaAacb h peBeAa, 

Kotaom KAOKona h KAy6ncb. 

H B^pyr, KaK 3Bepb OCTepBeHBCb, 

Ha ropoA KHHyAacb. llpeA Heio 
Bee no6e>KaAO, Bee BOKpyr 

B^pyr onycTeAo — boabi BApyr 

Btckah b noA3eMHbie noABaAbi, 

K pemeTKaM xAbmyAH KaHaAbi, 

H BCriAblA IleTponOAb, KaK TpHTOH, 

no none b BOAy norpyraeH. 

OcaAa! npHCTyn! 3Abie boahw 

KaK BOpbl, Ae3yT B OKHa. HeAHbl 

C pas6era cTeKAa 6bK>T KopMon. 

Aotkh noA mokpoh neAeHOH, 

06AOMKH XH2KHH, 6peBHbI, KpOBAH 

ToBap 3anaCAHB0H TOprOBAH, 

nOHIHTKH 6AeAHOH HHIgeTbl, 

rp030H CHeceHHbie MOCTbl, 

Tpo6a c pa3MbiToro KAaASniija 

nAbiByT no yAHuaM! 

HapOA 
3pHT 602KHH meB h kb3hh ^kact. 

Ybbi! Bee rn6HeT: KpoB h nniija! 

TAe 6yAeT B3BTb? 

B TOT Tp03HbIH TOA 

OoKOHHbiH uapb eiije Poccnen 

Co CAaBOH npaBHA. Ha 6aAKOH, 

OeHaAeH, CMyTeH, BbirneA oh 

H moabha: «C 6o*khch cthxhch 

LJapBM He coBAaAeTb». Oh ceA 

H B AyMe CKOp6HbIMH OHaMH 

Ha 3A0e 6eACTBHe TAHAeA. 

CtOHAH CTOTHbl 03epaMH, 

H B HHX HIHpOKHMH peKBMH 

BAHBaAHCb yAHybl. /{BOpey, 

Ka3aACA octpobom nenaAbHbiM. 

LJapb MOABHA - H3 KOH^ B KOHeHf, 

n© 6aH>KHHM yAHnaM H ASAbHblM 

B onacHbiH nyTb cpeAb 6ypHbix boa 
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The weather raged more wildly, 
Neva swelled and roared, 
Gurgling and welling up like a cauldron, 
And of a sudden, bristling like a beast, 
Rushed on the city. Before her 
All fled, all about 
Was suddenly deserted—the waters suddenly 
Flowed into cellars underground, 
Up to the grillwork gushed up the canals, 
And afloat was Petropolis, like Triton 
Steeped to the waist in water. 

Beleaguerment! Assault! The angry waves, 
Like thieves, climb through the windows. Boats 
Swooping, smash panes with [their] stern [s]. 
Pedlar’s trays under sodden cover, 
Fragments of huts, beams, roofs, 
The merchandise of thrifty trading, 
The chattels of pale beggary, 
Bridges carried away by the storm, 
Coffins from the flooded cemetery 
Float down the streets! 

The people 
Gaze on the wrath of God and bide [their] doom. 
Woe! All is perishing: shelter and food! 
Where turn for them? 

That dreadful year 
The late Tsar still ruled over Russia 
With renown. Onto the balcony, 
Sorrowful, troubled, he came out 
And spoke: “Against God’s element 
There is no prevailing for tsars.” He sat down 
And thoughtfully, with stricken eyes 
Gazed at the grim calamity. 
The squares (stood) lay like lakes, 
And into them like broad rivers 
Debouched the streets. The palace 
Seemed a desolate island. 

The Tsar spoke—[and] from end to end, 

Down the streets nearby and far-off 

Upon [their] hazardous path amid the stormy waters 
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Ero nycTHAHCb reHepaAbi4 

CnacaTb h cTpaxoM o6yHAbin 

H AOMa TOHyil^HH HapoA. 

TorAa Ha nAOiijaAH IleTpOBOH, 

TAe aom b yrAy BOSHeccn hobbih, 

TAe HaA B O 3 B bl UI e H H bl M KpblAbllOM 

C nOA'bBTOH AanOH, KBK JKHBbie, 

Ctoht Asa AbBa cTopomeBbie, 

Ha 3Bepe MpaMopHOM BepxoM, 

Ee3 IHAflnbl, pyKH CHiaB KpeCTOM, 

Chaca lie a b h iK h bi h , cTpamHo 6AeAHbiS 

E&reHHH. Oh cTpauiHACB, 6eAHbiH, 

He 3a ce6a. Oh He C A bl x a A, 

Kan noAMMaACH >KaAHbiH BaA, 

EMy noAouiBbi noAMbisan, 

KaK AO>KAb eMy b ah^ xAecTaA, 

KaK BeTep, 6yHHO 3aBbiBaa, 

C Hero h uiABny BApyr copBaA. 

Ero OTHaHHHbie B30pbl 

Fla KpaH OAHH HaBeACHbl 

EleABHJKHO 6bIAH. CaOBHO ropbl, 

H3 B03MytL^eHH0H TAy6HHbI 

BcTaeaAH BOAHbl raM H 3AHAHCb, 

TaM 6ypB B bl A a, TaM HOCHAHCb 

06aomkh... Borae, 6o?Ke! tbm — 
yBbl! 6AH3eXOHbKO K BOAHaM, 

FIohth y caMoro 3a a h ba — 

3a6op HeKpameHbiH, Aa HBa 

H BeTXHH aomhk: TaM 0He, 

Baobb h AOHb, ero Ilapama, 

Ero Melita... Hah bo cHe 

Oh 3TO BHAHT? HAb BCfl Hama 

H /K H 3 H b HHHTO, KaK COH nyCTOH, 

HacMeniKa ne6a HaA 3eMAen? 

H OH, KaK 6yATO OKOAAOBaH, 

KaK 6>ato k Mpaiviopy npHKOBaH, 

Cohth He mohiet! Rnpyr Hero 

BoAa h 6oAbine Hrmero! 

4 Tpacj) MiuiopaAOBim h reHepaji-aAT>K)TaHT BeHKeHAopt}}. 
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Set off his generals 
To save the people who were (both) terror-struck 
And drowning (at home) in their homes. 

[It was] then [that] on Peter’s square, 220 
Where in a corner a new house4 had risen tall, 
Where over [its] lofty porch, 
Paw[s] upraised, like live [creatures], 
Stand two guardian lions, 
Astride on the beast of marble, 225 
Hatless, arms crossed, 
Sat motionless, terribly pale, 
Eugene. He was in terror, poor [soul], 
Not for himself. He did not sense 
The greedy flood mount up, 230 
Lapping at his soles from below, 
[Or] the rain lash at his face, 
[Or] the wind, wildly howling, 
Suddenly tear off his hat. 
His despairing gaze 235 
Upon one distant range 
Was fixed unmovingly. Like mountains, 
From the stirred-up deeps 
Rose up the billows there and raged, 
There howled the storm, there drifted 240 
Wreckage . . . God, God! there— 
Alas, close, very close to the waves, 
Almost right on the gulf— 
Is an unpainted fence, and a willow, 
And a frail little house: there [are] they, 245 
The widow and [her] daughter, his Parasha, 
His daydream . . . or [is it] in a dream 
He sees this? Or is all our 
Very life nothing but an idle dream, 
A mockery of heaven at earth? 2 50 

And he, as though bewitched, 
As though onto the marble riveted, 
Cannot get down! About him 
Is water and nothing more! 

4 The new edifice of the Ministry of War. 



M o6paujeH k HeMy cfihhoio 

B HeKOAe6HMOH BblUIHHe, 

HaA B03MyujeHHoio HeBoio 

Ctoht c npocTepToio pyKoio 

KyMHp Ha 6p0H3OBOM KOHe. 

HACTL BTOPAfl 

Ho bot, nacbiTHCb pa3oyineHbeM 

H HarAbiM 6yncTBOM yTOMBCb, 

HeBa o6paTHO noBAeKAacb, 

Cbohm AK)6yncb B03Mym,eHbeM 

M noKHAaB c He6pe>KeHbeM 

Cboio AoGbiny. TaK 3AOAen, 

C CBHpenoH uiaHKoio cBoen 

B CeAO BOpBaBLHHCb, AOMHT, pe^KCT, 

KpyuiHT h rpa6HT; boiiah, cKpe^KeT, 

HacHAbe, 6paHb, rpeBora, boh!.. 

H rpa6e?KOM oTBroiijeHHbi, 
E>OflCb norOHH, yTOMAeHHbl, 

CnemaT pa36oHHHKH aomoh, 

/[o6bniy Ha nyTH pohhh. 

BoAa c6biAa, h MOCTOBan 

OTKpblAaCb, H EbTCHKH MOH 

CneuiHT, Ayuioio 3aMHpan, 

B Ha#e>KAe, cTpaxe h Tocne 

K e^Ba cMHpHBmeficB pene. 

Ho, TOp^KeCTBOM no6eAbI nOAHbl, 

Eiije KHneAH 3ao6ho boahw, 

KaK 6bi noA hhmh taca oroHb, 

Eme hx neHa noKpbiBaAa, 

H T«>KeAo HeBa AbimaAa, 
KaK C 6HTBbI npn6eiKaBmHH KOHb. 

EsreHHH cmotpht: bhaht AOAKy; 

Oh k Hen 6okht, KaK Ha HaxoAKy; 

Oh nepeB03HHKa 30BeT— 
M nepeB03HHK 6e33a6oTHbifi 

Ero 3a rpHBeHHHK oxotho 

Hpe3 BOAHbl CTpauiHbie Be3eT. 
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And, with [his] back turned to him, 255 
In unshakable eminence, 
Over the tumultuous Neva 
Stands with outstretched hand 
The Idol on [his] bronze steed. 

PART TWO 

But now, sated with destruction 260 
And wearied by [her] insolent rampage, 
Neva drew back, 
Reveling in the turmoil she had made 
And abandoning with heedlessness 
Her booty. Thus an outlaw 265 
With his ruthless gang 
Having burst into a village, will shatter, slash, 
Smash and loot; shrieks, gnashing, 
Rape, cursing, panic, howls! 
And [then], with plunder weighed down, 270 
Fearing pursuit, exhausted, 
The robbers hurry homeward, 
Dropping their plunder as they go. 

The water had subsided, and the pavement 
Was uncovered, and my Eugene 275 
Is hastening, his heart wrenched 
In hope, terror, and anguish, 
Toward the barely calmed-down river. 
But full of the triumph of victory, 
The waves still seethed angrily, 280 

As if beneath them fire were glowing, 
Still foam covered them, 
And heavily Neva was breathing, 
Like a charger that has galloped up from battle. 
Eugene looks: sees a boat; 285 

He runs to it as to a god-send, 
And calls the ferryman— 
And the ferryman, unconcerned, 
For a ten-kopeck piece willingly 
Takes him through the fearsome waves. 290 



H AOArO C 6ypHbIMH BOAHaMH 

EopoACH onbiTHbifi rpe6ey, 

H CKpbITbCH BTAy6b MOK HX pflAaMH 

BcenacHo c Aep3KHMH n aobu^mh 

ToTOB 6blA HeAH — h HaKOHeu, 

/Ioctht oh 6epera 

He CHaCTHblH 

3HaK0M0H yAHuen 6e>KHT 

B MecTa 3HaK0Mbie. Tahaht, 

y3HaTb He MOHleT. BhA y^KaCHblS! 

Bee nepeA hhm 3aBaAeHo; 

Hto c6pomeHO, hto cHeceHo; 

CKpHBHAHCb AOMHKH, ApyTHe 

CoBCeM 06pyiHHAHCb, HHbie 

BoAHaMH CABHHyTbi; KpyroM, 

Kan 6yAT0 b noAe 6oeBOM, 

TeAa BBAHIOTCH. EBreHHH 

CTpeMrAaB, He noMHH HHnero, 

H3HeMoraH ot My hchhh, 

Bokht TyAa, rAe ?kaot ero 

CyAb6a c HeBeAOMbiM H3BecTbeM, 

Kan c 3anenaTaHHbiM nncbMOM. 

H bot 6e^HT y?K oh npeAMecTbeM, 

H BOT 3AAHB, H 6AH30K AOM... 

Hto m 9to ?.. 

Oh OCTaHOBHACH, 

IlomeA Ha3aA h bopothacb. 

Fabaht... HAeT... eiije tahaht. 
Bot MecTO, rAe hx aom ctoht; 

Bot HBa. Bwah 3Aecb BopoTbi — 

Chccao hx, bhaho. Tac me aom? 

H, nOAOH cyMpaHHOH 3a60TbI, 

Bee xoaht, xoaht oh KpyroM, 

ToAKyeT rpoMKo caM c co6oio — 
H BApyr, yAapn b ao6 pynoio, 

SaxoxoTaA. 

HoHHaB MFAa 
Ha ropOA TpeneTHbifi cornAa; 
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And long with the stormy waves 
Struggled the experienced oarsman, 
And the skiff was about to sink into the deep 
Between their ranks at any time 
With its bold sailors—and at last 295 
It reached the bank. 

The luckless man 
Runs down the well-known street 
To well-known places. He gazes, 
Cannot make [anything] out. Terrible sight! 
All before him is piled up, 300 
One thing flung down, another swept away; 
[Some] little houses are askew, others 
Are utterly in ruins, others still 

Moved from their places by the waves; all around, 

As if upon a battlefield, 305 

Bodies lie scattered. Eugene 

Headlong, not remembering anything, 

Breaking down under [his] torments, 

Runs where there awaits him 

Fate with unknown tidings, 310 

As with a sealed letter. 

And here he is already running through the suburb, 

And here is the Gulf, and nearby the house . . . 

But what is this . . . ? 
He stopped. 

He went back and turned around. 
He gazes . . . walks [on] . . . gazes again. 
Here is the place where their house stands; 
Here is the willow. There was a gate here— 
It must have been swept away. But where is the house? 
And full of dark alarm, 
He keeps walking, walking round about, 
Argues aloud with himself— 
And suddenly, striking his forehead with his hand, 
He burst out laughing. 

3i5 

320 

The mist of night 
Came down upon the quaking city; 325 
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Ho AOAro ^KHieAH He cnaAH 

H MOK C060K> T0AK0B3AH 

O AHe MHHy BiiieM. 

Yxpa Ayh 

H3-3a ycTaAbix, 6AeAHbix Tyn 

BAecHyA iiaA thxok) ctoahh,€h 

H He HarneA y>Ke cAeAOB 

BeAbi BHepaHiHen; 6arpnHHH,eH 

y^e npHKpbITO 6bIAO 3A0. 

B nop^AOK npe>KHHH Bee boihao. 

y>Ke no yAHuaivi cBo6oAHbiM 

C CBOHM 6eCHyBCTBHeM XOAOAHbIM 

XoAHA HapOA. HHHOBHblH AIOA, 

rioKHHyB CBOH HOHHOH npHIOT, 

Ha cAy>K6y meA. Topram OTBa^KHbifi, 

He yHbIBaB, OTKpbIBaA 

HeBOH orpa6A6HHbiH noABaA, 

C6npaBcb cboh y6biTOK Ba>KHbin 

Ha 6AH*KHeM BbIMeCTHTb. C ABOpOB 

Cb 03HAH AOAKH. 

FpatJ) Xboctob, 

FIo9T, AK)6HMbIH He6ecaMH, 

y* neA 6eCCMepTHbIMH CTHXaMH 

HecnacTbe hcbckhx 6eperos. 

Ho 6eAHbIH, 6eAHbIH MOH EBreHHH... 

YBbl! ero CMHTeHHblH yM 

npOTHB yiKaCHbIX nOTpBCeHHH 

He yCTOflA. MnTe^KHblH HiyM 

HeBbl H BCTpOB p33ABBaACH 

B ero yuiax. y^acHbix aym 

Be3M0ABH0 nOAOH, OH CKHT3ACH. 

Ero Tep3aA KaKOH-TO COH. 

ripouiAa HeAeAB, Mecflu,— oh 

K ce6e aomoh He B03BpaiiiaAC5i. 

Ero nycTbiHHbiH yroAOK 

Otaba bhahmbi, KaK BbirneA cpoK, 

Xo3«hh 6eAHOMy ncsTy. 

EBreHHH sa cbohm Ao6poM 

330 
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But long the townsmen did not sleep 
And talked among themselves 
About the day [just] passed. 

The ray of morning 
From behind tired, pale clouds 
Glinted over the silent capital 
And found no more traces 
Of yesterday’s calamity; with purple cape5 
Already covered was the mischief. 
Everything settled [back] into the former order. 
Already along the clear streets 
With their cool indifference 
People were walking. Officialdom, 
Having left the night’s shelter, 
Was off to work. The plucky tradesman, 
Undaunted, was opening up 
The cellar looted by Neva, 
Preparing to recoup his grave loss 
At his neighbor’s cost. Out of the courtyards 
Boats were being carted off. 

Count Khvostov, 
Poet beloved of the heavens, 
Already sang in deathless verses 
Of the misfortune of the Neva banks. 

But my poor, poor Eugene . . . 
Alas! his turbid mind 
Against [those] dreadful shocks 
Did not stand up. The noisy tumult 
Of the Neva and of the winds resounded 
In his ears, of horrid thoughts 
Speechlessly full, he roved about. 
He was tormented by a kind of dream. 
There passed a week, a month—he 
Did not return to his own place. 
His forsaken nook 
Was let upon expiry of [his] term 
By the landlord to a poor poet. 

Eugene never came 

5 This is assumed to refer either to imperial charity or to the calm 

ambiguously to both. 
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He npHxo/i,HA. Oh ci<opo ceeiy 

Ctha nytfSA. Becb achb 6po#HA neuiKOM, 
A cnaA Ha nphctahh; HHTaAca 

B OKOIIIKO nOAaHHbIM KyCKOM. 

O^e^KAa BeTxan Ha hcm 

PBaAacb H TA€Aa. 3Abie ^eTH 

BpOCaAH K3MHH BCAeA eMy. 

HepeAKO KynepcKHe nAein 

Ero cTeraAH, noTOMy 

Mto oh ne paa6HpaA Aoporn 

y>K HHKorAa; nasaAocb — oh 

He npHMenaA. Oh orAymeu 

Bma myMOM bhytpehheh Tpesorn. 

H Tax OH CBOH HeCHaCTHblH B6K 

BAaHMA, HH 3Bepb, HH HeAOBeK, 

Hil TO, HH ce, HH IKHTeAb CB6Ta, 

Hh npH3paK MepTBbIH... 

Pas oh cnaA 

y HeBCKOH npHCTSHH. J\n\\ ACTS 

Kaghhahcb k oceHH. /fbirnaA 380 

HenacTHbiH BeTep. MpanHbiH bsa 

llAecKaA Ha npHCTanb, ponm,a nenn 

H 6bHCb 06 TASAKHe CTyneHH, 

Kan hcao6hthhk y ABepen 

EMy He BHeMAioiijHx cyAen. 385 

BeAHHK npocHyACH. MpaHHO 6wao: 

/io>KAb KanaA, BeTep Bbia ynbiAo, 

H C HHM BASAH, BO TbMe HOHHOH 

IlepeKAHKaACB nacoBOH... 

BcKOHHA EBreHHH; BCnOMHHA 2KHBO 390 

Oh nponiAbiH y^Kac; toponahbo 

Oh bctba; nomeA 6poAHTb h BApyr 
OCT3H0BHACB - H BOKpyT 

THXOHbKO CT3A BOAHTb OH3MH 

C 6oH3HbK> ahkoh Ha AHue. 395 

Oh onyTHACH noA ctoa63MH 

BoAbHIOTO AOMa. Ha KpblAb^e, 

C HOA'bHTOH AanOH, KaK JKHBbie, 

CtOHAH AbBbI CTOpOHieBbie, 

H npHMO B TeMHOH BblUIHHe 400 

HaA orpa^KAeHHOK) cKaAOK) 
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To fetch his goods. Soon to the world he 
Became a stranger. All day he wandered on foot, 
And slept on the embankment; he fed 
On morsel [s] handed him through window [s]. 365 
The threadbare clothing he wore 
Tore and mildewed. Wicked children 
Threw stones at his back. 
More than once coachmen’s whips 
Lashed him, because 370 
He could make out his way 
No longer, ever; [but] it seemed he 
Did not notice. He was deafened 
By the rushing noise of anxious inner turmoil. 
And so his miserable span of life 375 
He dragged on, neither beast nor man, 
Neither this nor that, neither dweller of the earth 
Nor specter of the dead . . . 

Once he slept 
By the Neva embankment. The days of summer 
Inclined to autumn. There was breathing 380 
An untoward wind. A sullen tide 
Splashed the embankment, muttering plaints 
And beating against the smooth steps 
Like a petitioner at the door 
Of magistrates who do not hearken him. 3^5 
The poor wretch wakened. It was murky: 
Rain dripped, the wind was howling mournfully, 
And with it in the distance, in the gloom of night, 
A watchman traded hails . . . 
Eugene jumped up; he vividly recalled 39° 
The former horror; hastily 
He rose, went off to roam, and of a sudden 
Came to a halt—and round about 
He gingerly allowed his eyes to wander, 
Wild apprehension on his face. 395 
He found himself beneath the pillars 
Of a great house. Upon the portico 
With upraised paw, as though alive, 
Stood lions sentinel, 
And straight, in his dark eminence, 400 
Above the railed-in crag 
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KyMHp c npocTepTOto pyxoio 

C«AeA Ha 6POH30BOM KOHe. 

EBreHHH B3ApOrHyA. OpOACHHAHCb 

B HeM CTpaiOHO MbICAH. Oh y3HaA 

H MecTO, rAe noTon nrpaA, 
Tae BOAHbl XHHXHbie TOAIIHAHCb, 

ByHTyB 3Ao6ho BKpyr Hero, 

H AbBOB, h nAoujaAb, h Toro, 

KtO HenOABHH^HO B03BbIUiaACH 

Bo Mpaxe Me^Hoio rAaBOH, 

Toro, HbeH BOAefi pOKOBOH 

Uoa MopeM ropoA ocHOBaACA.., 

y^aceH OH B OKpeCTHOH MTAel 

Kanan AyMa Ha neAe! 

Kaxan cHAa b HeM coKpbiTa! 

A B CeM KOHe K3KOH OrOHb! 

KyAa Tbi cKaneuib, ropAbift KOHb, 

H rAe onycTHuib Tbi KonbiTa? 

O MOlIJHblH BAaCTeAHH cyAb6bl! 

He TaK AH Tbi HaA CAMOH 6e3AHOH, 

Ha BbicoTe, y3AOH ^KeAesHOH 

PoCCHK) nOAHHA Ha At>l6bl? 5 

KpyroM noAHOH^HH Ky mh pa 

Be3yMeu 6eAHbiH o6omeA 

H B30pbl AHKHe MSBeA 

Ha ahk AepiKaB'ya noAyMHpa. 

CTecHHAacb rpyAb ero. MeAo 

K pemeTKe xAaAHOH npHAerAo, 

TAa3a noAepnyAHCb TyMaHOM, 

no cepAUy nAaMeHb npooe>KaA, 
BcKnneAa KpOBb. Oh MpaneH ctba 

OpeA ropAeAHBbiM HCTykbhom 

H, 3y6bl CTHCHyB, naAbH,bI CHiaB, 

Kax o6yAHHbIH CHAOH AepHOH, 

«/[o6pO, CTpOHTeAb HyAOTBOpHblH! - 

LUenHyA oh, 3ao6ho 3aApo2KaB,— 

Yhso Te6ei..» H BApyr cTpeMTAaB 

BejKaTb nycTHACA. noxa3aAocb 

5 Cmotpii omicaHne naMATHHKa b MnuKeBHHe. Oho 
Py6aHa — KaK 3aMenaeT caM Mhukcbuh. 
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3aHMCTBOBaHO H3 
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The Idol with his arm stretched forth 
Was seated on [his] steed of bronze. 

Eugene shuddered. Fearfully clear 
Became his thoughts. He recognized 405 
The place where the flood had sported 
Where the preying waves had crowded, 
Rioting viciously about him, 
And the lions, and the square, and him, 
Who motionlessly loomed, 410 
His brazen head in the dusk, 
Him by whose fateful will 
The city by the sea was founded . . . 
Awesome [is] he in the surrounding gloom! 
What thought upon his brow! 415 
What power within him hidden! 
And in that steed, what fire! 
Whither do you gallop, haughty steed, 
And where will you plant your hooves? 
Oh, mighty potentate of fate! 420 
Was it not thus, aloft hard by the abyss, 
That with curb of iron 
You reared up Russia? 

Round about the Idol’s pedestal 
The poor deranged man walked 425 

And cast fierce glances 
Upon the countenance of the ruler of half the world. 
His chest tightened. [His] brow 
Was pressed against the chilly railing, 
[His] eyes filmed over with dimness, 43° 
Flame ran over [his] heart, 
[His] blood seethed. Scowling he stood 
Before the prideful statue 
And, teeth clenched, fingers tightened into fists, 
As though possessed by [some] black power, 435 

“All right then, wonder-working builder! ” 
He whispered with a shudder of spite, 
“I’ll [show] you ... !” And suddenly full tilt 

He set off running. It seemed 
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Eiviy, hto rpo3H'oro yapn, 

MrHOBeHHO THeBOM B03r0pH, 

AhLJO THXOHbKO o6paiJ^a AOCb... 

H oh no nAonja^H nycTOH 

Ee^KHT H CAblUIHT 3a C060H - 

Kan 6y£To rpoMa rpoxoTaHbe— 445 
Tfl2KeAO~3BOHKOe CKaKaHbe 

no n O T pHCeHHOH MOCTOBOH. 

H, 03apeH Ayhok) 6acahoh, 

npocTepuin pyKy b BbiiiiHHe, 

3a HHM HeCeTCH BcaAHHK MeAHblH 450 

Ha 3B0HK0-CKaHym,eM kohc; 

H bo bck) HOHb 6e3yMeu, 6eAHbin, 

KyAa cTonbi hh o6paw,aA, 

3a HHM nOBCFOAy BcaAHHK MeAHblH 
C TB>Ke AbIM TOnOTOM CKaKaA. 455 

H c toh nopbi, Kor^a CAynaAOCb 

Hath toh nAoigaAbio eMy, 

B ero AHU^e H3o6pa*KaAocb 

CMBTeHbe. K cepAUy cBoeMy 

Oh npHHiHMaa nocnemHo pyny, 

Kan 6bi ero cmhphh Myny, 

KapTy3 H3H0UieHHblH c bl m a a , 
CMyujeHHbix rAa3 He noAWMaA 

H UieA CTOpOHKOH. 

OctpoB MaAbiH 

Ha B3Mopbe BiiaeH. HHor^a 

nP HHaAHT C H6B0A0M TyAa 

Pbi6aK, Ha AOBAe 3ano3AaAbiH, 

H 6eAHbIH y2KHH CBOH BapHT, 

Hah hhhobhhk noceTHT, 

TyABB b aoakc b socKpeceHbe, 

HyCTblHHblH OCTpOB. He B3p0CA0 

TaM HH 6bIAHHKH. HaBOAHCHbe 

TyAa, Hrpan, 3aHecAo 

<Z^OMHIHKO BeTXHH. HaA BOAOK) 

OcTaACH OH, KaK HepHblH KyCT. 

tiro nponieAuieK) bcchok) 

460 

465 

470 

475 



THE BRONZE HORSEMAN [ 425 

To him that the dread Tsar’s face, 440 
Instantly aflame with wrath, 
Was slowly turning . . . 
And he runs down the empty square 
And hears behind him, 
As if it were the rumbling of thunder, 445 
A heavily-ringing gallop 
Over the quaking pavement. 
And twilit by the pallid moon, 
Arm reaching forth on high, 
There speeds after him the Bronze Horseman 450 
Upon the clangorously galloping steed; 
And all night, wherever the wretched madman 
Might turn his steps, 
Behind him everywhere the Bronze Horseman 
Was galloping with heavy clatter. 455 

And since that time, whenever he happened 
To walk by that square, 
His face would express 
Confusion. To his heart 
He would hastily press [his] hand, 460 
As if soothing its agony, 
[His] worn cap he would doff, 
Would not lift up [his] abashed eyes 
And go some other way. 

A small island 
Can be seen offshore. Sometimes 465 
There will make fast there with [his] net 
A fisherman belated on [his] haul 
And cook his frugal supper there, 
Or a government clerk will visit, 
Out boating on a Sunday, 47° 
The desolate island. There has grown 
No green blade there. The inundation 
Thither in its play had swept 
A frail little house. At the waterline 
It had been left like a black bush; 
The foregoing spring 

475 



Ci3e3ah Ha 6apKe. EbiA oh nycT 

H Becb pa3pymen. Y nopora 

HaiHAH 6e3yMH,a Moero, 

H Tyt >Ke xAaAHbiS Tpyn ero 

rioxopoHHAH pa^H 6ora. 
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They hauled it off on a barge. It was empty 
And all in ruin. At the threshold 
They came upon my madman, 
And on that spot his chill corpse 480 
They buried for the love of God. 



H36paHHbie CTpocjDti H3 Eezenun Onezuna 

POMAH B CTHXAX 

[ 1823-1831 ] 

1,1 

«MoH CaMbIX HeCTHblX npaiBHA, 

Kor^a He b myTKy 3aHeMor, 
Oh yBa^KaTb ce6n 3acxaBHA 

H Aynuie Bbi^yMaTb He Mor. 

Ero npHMep #pyrHM Hayna; 

Ho, 6o>Ke moh, KaKan cnyna 
C 6oAbHbIM CHfleTb H fleHb, H HOHb, 

He otxoah hh rnary nponb! 
KaKOe HH3KOe KOBapCTBO 

FloAyJKHBOrO 3a6aBAHTb, 

EMy noAyuiKH nonpaBAHTb, 
IleHaAbHO HOflHOCHTb AeKapCTBO, 

B3AbixaTb h AyiviaTb npo ce6n: 
«Korfla >ne nepT B03bMeT tc6b!» 

1,2 

Tan ayMaA moaoaoh noseca, 

AeTH B nblAH Ha nOHTOBbIX, 

BceBbmiHeH BOAeio 3eBeca 

HaCAeAHHK Bcex CBOHX pO£HbIX.— 

/IpyBbB AlOflMHAbI H PyCABHa! 

C repoeM Moero poMaHa 

Bes HpeAHCAOBHH, ceft 2Ke nac 
FIo3BOAbTe n03HaK0MHTb BaCI 



Selected Stanzas from Eugene Onegin 

A NOVEL IN VERSE 

[ 1823-1831 ] 

I, I 

“My uncle of most honest principles,1 
When in good earnest he fell ill, 
Compelled [others] to respect him, 
And could not have contrived [a] better [way]. 
His example [is] a lesson to others; 
But, oh my goodness, what a bore 
With a sick man to sit both day and night, 
Not going (off) even a step away! 
What low cunning 
To amuse one half alive, 
Adjust the pillows for him, 
Sadly bring up to him his medicine, 
To sigh and think in private: 
Come, when will the Devil take you?” 

1,2 

Thus mused a young scapegrace, 
As he (flew) sped in the dust on post-horses, 
By the all-highest will of Zeus 
The heir to all his kinsmen. 
Friends of Ljudmila and Ruslan!2 
With the hero of my novel 
Without foreword, right away 
Allow me to acquaint you: 

1 To Pushkin’s readers, this inevitably brought to mind the start of a 
known fable by Krylov, “An ass of the most honest principles . . 

2 See Introduction, page xxx. 

5 

10 

5 

well- 
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OHerHH, #o6pbIH MOM npHHTeAb, 

Poahacb Ha 6perax HeBbi, 
r#e, MO>KeT 6bITb, pOAHAHCb Bbl 

Hah 6AHCTaAH, moh HHTaTeAb; 

TaM neKor^a ryAAA h h: 

Ho BpefleH cesep aah Men# . 

II, i 

/^epeBHfl, r/te CKynaA EBreiiHH, 

BbiAa npeAecTHbiH yroAOK; 

TaM Apyr HeBKHHbIX HacAa^KAenHH 

BAarocAOBHTb 6bi ne6o Mor. 

rOCnOACKHH AOM yeAHHeHHblH, 

Fopofi OT B6TpOB OrpaHiAeHHbiH, 

CtOAA HaA p^HKOIO. Basah 
IlpeA hhm necTpeAH h i^bcah 

Ayra h hhbw 30A0Tbie, 

MeAbKaAH CeAbi; 3AeCb H T3M 

Cra/ia 6poahah no AyraM, 

H ceHH pacuiHpAA rycTbie 
OrpoMHbifi, 3anymeHHbiH caA, 

ripHIOT 3aAyMHHBbIX ApHaA* 

II, 2 

FIoHTeHHblH 3aM0K 6bEA nOCTpOCH, 

KaK 3aMKH CTpOHTbCH AOA^KHbK 

Otmchho nponeH h cnoKoeH 

Bo BKyce yMHOH CTapHRbl. 

Be3Ae BbicoKne hokoh, 

B TOCTHHOH IHTO(f)Hbie 060H, 

IJapefi nopTpeTbi Ha cTeHax, 

H nenn b necrpbix H3pa3H,ax. 
Bee 3to hbihe o6BeTiuaAO, 
He 3Haio, npaBO, noneMy; 

io 

5 

io 

5 

io 
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Onegin, a good friend of mine, 
Was born on the banks of Neva, 10 
Where, maybe, you were born 
Or shone, my reader; 

There at one time strolled I too: 
But harmful is the north for me.3 

II, 1 

The estate where Onegin fretted 
Was a delightful little spot; 
There a friend of innocent enjoyments 
Might well have praised Heaven. 
The secluded manor house, 5 
Shielded by a hill from winds, 
Stood on a little river. In the distance 
Before him bloomed and shone in motley colors 
Meadows and golden cornfields. 
Hamlets winked here and there, 10 
Herds wandered on the meadows, 
And dense shadows were spread 
By a vast neglected park, 
Haven of pensive dryads. 

II, 2 

The worthy mansion was constructed 
As mansions ought to be built: 
Exquisitely solid and calm [it was], 
In the taste of a wise antiquity. 
Everywhere were high-ceilinged rooms, 5 
The drawing room was lined with brocade, 
Portraits of tsars4 [hung] on the walls, 
And [there were] stoves of colorful tiles. 
All this is out of fashion nowadays, 
I don’t know really why; 10 

3 Allusion to Pushkin’s recent banishment from St. Petersburg for writing sub¬ 

versive poetry. 
4 The manuscripts have either "tsars” or "ancestors” here; presumably it was 

suspected that the censors might take umbrage at the notion that displaying 

portraits of tsars was old-fashioned. 



/[a, Bnpo^ieM, Apyry MoeMy 
B TOM Hy^K^bl 6bIA0 OHCHb M3AO, 

3aTeM, hto oh paBHo 3eBaA 

CpeAb MOAHbIX H CTapHHHbIX 3SA. 

Ill, 22 

H 3H3A KpacaBHy He#ocTynHbix, 

XoAOAHbIX, HHCTbIX, KaK 3HM3, 

HeyMOAHMbix, HenoAKynnbix, 

HenocTH^KHMbix aah yMa; 

/Ihbhacb x hx cnecH moahoh, 

Hx Ao6poAeTeAH npnpoAHOH, 

H, npH3HaK>Cb, OT hhx 6e?KaA, 

M, MHHTCH, C y>KaCOM HHTaA 

HaA hx 6poBHMH HaAHHCb aAa: 

OcTcteb HdAexcAy naeceiAd, 
BHymaTb Aio6oBb aah hhx 6eAa, 

IlyraTb aioach aah hhx oTpaAa. 

BbiTb MOHieT, Ha 6perax HeBbi 

rioA06HbIX AaM BHAaAH Bbl. 

Ill, 23 

CpeAH nOKAOHHHKOB nocAyiHHbix 
/Ipyrnx npunyAHHu, x bhasa, 
CaMOAK)6HBO paBHOAyillHbIX 
J\AH B3AOXOB CTpaCTHbIX H nOXBaA. 
H HTO HameA X C H3yMAeHbeM? 
Ohh, cypoBbiM noBeAeHbeM 
flyran po6Kyfo Aio6oBb, 
Ee HpHBAeHb yMeAH BHOBb 

rio KpaHHen Mepe coa^aAeHbeM, 

no KpaHHen Mepe 3ByK penefi 

KaaaACH HHorAa He^KHen, 
H c AerKOBepHbiM ocAenAeHbeM 

OnflTb AI060BHHK MOAOAOH 

Be/KaA 3a mhaoh cyeTOH. 
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But for that matter, to my friend 
This was of very little use, 
Because he yawned impartially 
In modish and old-fashioned apartments. 

Ill, 22 

I have known unapproachable beauties, 
Frigid, pure as winter, 
Inexorable, incorruptible, 
Unattainable to the mind; 
I marveled at their modish hauteur, 5 
Their innate virtue, 
And, I confess, fled from them, 
And, it would seem, with terror read 
Upon their brows the inscription over hell: 
Abandon hope forever. 10 
To instill love, to them is a misfortune, 
To frighten people, to them is a pleasure. 
It may be, on the banks of the Neva 
You have met with ladies of this kind. 

Ill, 23 

Amid [their] obedient adherents 
Other charmers have I seen, 
Complacently indifferent 
To sighs of passion and to compliments. 
And what did I find to my amazement? 5 

They, with [their] severe conduct 
Scaring bashful love, 
Knew how to lure it back 
At least with sympathy, 
At least, the sound of their speeches 10 

Seemed tenderer at times, 
And with credulous blindness 
Once again the youthful lover 
Pursued the dear vain pastime. 



KoKCTKa CyAHT XAaAHOKpOBHO, 
TaTbHHa aio6ht ne uiyTH 
H npe^aeTCH 6e3ycAOBHO 

Aio6bh, KaK MHAOe ahth. 
He roBopHT OHa: otao^khm — 
Ak)6bH MbI I^eHy TeM yMHO^HM, 

BepHee b ceTH saBeAeM; 
CnepBa TmecAaBHe KOAbHeM 
HaAe^KAOH, TaM HeAoyMeHbeM 

HsiviyHHM cepA^e, a hotom 

PeBHHBbIM OJKHBHM OTHCM j 

A to, cKvqaB HacAa3KAeHbeM, 
He BOAbHHK XHTpblH H3 OKOB 
BcenacHO BbipeaTbCB totob. 

IV, 38, 39 

FIporyAKH, MTeHbe, coh TAy6oKO 
Aecnan TeHb, JKypqaHbe CTpyn, 
FIopOH 6eAHHKH HepHOOKOH 
Mabaoh h cbokhh nou^Ayn, 
YsAe nOCAyiUHblH KOHb peTHBbm, 
OSeA AOBOAbHO npHXOTAHBblH, 
ByTbiAKa cBeTAoro BHua, 
YeAHHenbe, THiiiHHa: 
Bot >KH3Hb OnerHHa cBBTan; 
H HenyBCTBHTeAbHO oh eft 
FIpeAaACB, KpaCHbIX ACTHHX ahch 

B 6ecneHHOH Here hc cHHTan, 

3a6biB h ropOA, h Apyseft, 
H cKyKy npasAHHHHbix 3aTeft. 

IV, 40 

Ho name cesepnoe acto, 

KapHKaTypa jojkhmx shm, 
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HI, 25 

A flirt discriminates cold-bloodedly, 
Tatyana loves in good earnest 
And gives herself over unreservedly 
To love, like a dear young child. 
She does not say: let us defer— 
Love's price with this we multiply, 
The more surely lead [the prey] into the nets; 
At first we needle vanity 
With hope, there with perplexity 
We vex the heart, and then 
Stir it with jealous fire; 
Lest, tiring of enjoyment, 
The cunning slave be ready 
To break at any moment from his bonds. 

IV, 38, 39 

Outings, reading, deep sleep, 
Sylvan shade, the purl of brooks, 
At times a white-skinned, black-eyed girl’s 
Young and fresh kiss, 
A spirited horse, to rein obedient, 
A rather dainty dinner, 
A bottle of bright wine, 
Seclusion, quietude: 
Thus Onegin’s saintly life; 
And without awareness he to it 
Gave himself over, the fair summer days 
In carefree indulgence not counting, 
Forgotten both city and friends, 
And the tedium of holiday pursuits. 

5 

10 

5 

10 

IV, 40 

But our northern summer, 
Caricature of southern winters, 



MeAbKHeT H HeTI H3B6CTH0 9T0, 

XoTb MbI npiI3HaTbCH He XOTHM. 

y>K neoo oceHbK) AbimaAo, 

y>K pe?Ke COAHblUIKO GAHCTaAO, 

Kopone CTaHOBHACH AGHb, 

AeCOB TaHHCTBCHHaH CeHb 

C neqaAbHMM uiyMOM o6Ha?KaAacb, 

Ao^khach Ha noAH TyMan, 

Tycefi KpHKAHBbix KapaBaH 

TflHyACH k iory: npn6AH>KaAacb 

/loBoAbHo cKyHHan nopa; 

Ctoha Hon6pb yiK y ABopa. 

IV, 41 

BcTaeT 3apH bo MrAe xoaoahoh; 

Ha HHBax uiyM pa6oT yMOAK; 
C CBOeH BOAHHXOK) rOAOAHOH 

Bmxoaht Ha Aopory boak; 

Ero nOHyn, KOHb AOpO*KHbIH 

XpanHT-H nyTHHK OCTOpOtfSHblH 

Hecexcn b ropy bo Becb 4yx; 

Ha yTpeHHen 3ape nacTyx 

He tohht y^K KopoB H3 xAeBa, 
H B HaC IlOAyAeHHblH B Kpy^KOK 

Hx He 30BeT ero poison; 
B H36yuiKe pacneBan, AeBa 

ripHAeT, H, 3HMHHX Apyr HOHCH, 

TpeujHT AynHHKa nepeA new. 

IV, 42 

H bot yme TpeiijaT Mopo3bi 

H cepe6pHTCH cpeAb noAen... 

(MHTaTeAb IK^eT ViK pH^Mbl p03b\; 

Ha, bot B03bMH ee CKopen!) 
OnpHTHen MOAHoro napxeTa 
EAHCTaeT penna, A5aom OAeTa. 
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Flashes and is over: this is well known, 
Though we don’t care to admit it. 
The sky already breathed autumn, 
More seldom already the dear sun glittered, 
Shorter became the day, 
The woods’ mysterious shelter 
With mournful murmur bared itself, 
Mist settled on the fields. 
A caravan of strident geese 
Drew southward: there approached 
A rather irksome season; 
November stood already at the door. 

IV, 41 

The dawn arises in cold fog; 
On harvest fields the noise of work(s) is stilled; 
With his hungry she-wolf 
Comes out upon the road the wolf; 
Scenting him, the horse on the road 
Snorts—and the wary traveler 
(Soars) rushes uphill in all haste; 
The shepherd at the break of day 
No longer drives the cows out of the shed, 
And at the hour of noon into a circle 
His horn calls them no more; 
Within the little cabin chanting, the maiden 
Spins, and, the friend of winter nights, 
The pine-flare crackles in front of her. 

IV, 42 

And here the frosts already crackle 
And silver up amid the fields . . . 
(The reader already expects the rhyme roses; 
So take it and have done with it!) 
Neater than a modish parquet floor, 
Gleams the little river, clad in ice. 

5 

10 

5 

10 

5 
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MaAbHHUieK pa^OCTHblH HapOA 

KoHbKaMH BByqHo penieT aca; 
Ha KpacHbix Aannax rycb THHieAbin, 

BaAyMaB nAbiTb no Aony boa, io 

CxynaeT 6epe>KH0 na AeA, 
Ckoabbht h naAaeT; BeceAMH 

MeAbKaeT, BbexcB nepBbin cner, 

3Be3AaMH naAan Ha 6per. 

IV, 43 

B TAyuiH mto AeAaTb b aiy nopy? 
FyAHTb? /lepCBHB TOH ITOpOH 

Heboabho AOKynaeT ssopy 
OAHOo6pa3HOH HarOTOH. 

CioKaTb BepxoM b cTenn cypoBon? 5 
Ho KOHb, npHTynAeHHOH nOAKOBOH 
HeBepHbin sayenABB aca, 
Toro h ?kah, hto ynaAeT. 
Chah hoa KpoBAeio nycTbiHHon, 
Mman: bot IlpaAT, bot W. Scott. io 
He xoneuib? — noBepBH pacxoA, 

CepAHCb HAb new, h eenep aahhhmh 
KoH-Kan npoHAeT, a 3aBTpa to Hi, 

H c a a b h o 3HMy npQBeAeiub. 

V,i 

B tot roA ocenHBB noroAa 
Ctobaa aoafo Ha ABope, 

3nMbi HiAaAa, HiAaAa npupoAa. 
Cner BbinaA TOAbKo b BHBape 

Ha TpeTbe b homb. FIpocHyBiiiHCb pano, 5 

B okho yBHAeAa TaTbBHa 
IloyTpy no6eAeBiiiHH ABop, 

KypTHHbl, KpOBAH H 3a6op, 
Ha cTeKAax AerKHe y30pbi, 
/lepeBbB b 3HMHe\i cepe5pe, 10 



The merry tribe of little boys 
With a-ringing skates cuts the ice; 
On [her] red pads a ponderous goose, 
Thinking to swim upon the waters’ lap, 

Steps gingerly upon the ice, 
Slithers and falls; joyous[ly] 
Flashes, whirls the first snow, 
Falling in stars upon the bank. 

IV, 43 

What to do in the backwoods at this time? 
Go for a walk? The countryside that time of year 
Is bound to irritate the sight 

With its monotonous nakedness. 
Canter in the bleak steppe? 
But [your] steed, with blunted shoe 
Catching on the treacherous ice, 
Just you wait, may have a fall. 
Sit under [your] desolate roof, 
Read: here is Pradt, here Walter Scott! 
Don’t want to?—verify expenses, 
Sulk, or drink, and the long evening 

Somehow will pass, and tomorrow the same thing, 
And famously you’ll pass the winter. 

V,i 

That year the autumn weather 
Held for a long time out of doors, 
Nature waited [and] waited for the winter. 
Snow fell only in January 
On the night of the second. Having woken early, 
Through the window Tatyana saw 
At morn the yard turned white, 
Flower beds, roofs, and fence, 
On the windowpanes faint patterns, 

The trees in winter silver, 
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CopoK BeceAbix Ha ABOpe 

H MflTKO yCTAaHHbie TOpbl 

3HMbI 6AHCTaTeAbHbIM KOBpOM. 

Bee BpKo, Bee 6eAo KpyroM. 

V,2 

3nMa!.. KpecTbBHHH Top^KecTByn 
Ha ApoEHBx o6HOBAneT nyTb; 

Ero AomaAKa, CHer nonyfl, 
FlAeTeTCB pbICbK) KaK-HHOyAbJ 

BpasAbi nymncTbie BBpbioaH, 

AeTHT Kn6HTKa yAaAan; 
Hmlijhk chaht Ha o6Ay*iKe 

B TyAyne, b KpacnoM KymaKe. 

Bot 6eraeT abopobmh MaAbnnK, 

B caAa3KH MyHKy nocaAHB, 
Ce6n b kohh'npeo6pa3HB; 

LUaAyH V/K 3aM0p03HA na AbHHK: 

ElViy H 6oAbHO H CMeiHHO, 

A MaTb rpo3HT eMy b okho... 

5 

10 

Hact no CHeroBon noASHe, 
FlenaAbHOH MrAon oKpyjKena; 

B cyrpo6ax cHe>KHbix nepeA Hero 5 

LUyMHT, KAy6nT boahoh cBoeio 

KnnynHH, TCMHbin h ceAon 
FIoTOK, He CKOBaHHblH 3HM0HJ 

HiepAOMKH, CKAeeHbl AbAHHOH, 

/tpO>KaiIJHH, rn6eAbHblH MOCTOK, IO 

FIoAOHienbi nepe3 noTOK: 

H npeA uiyMHHjero nynnHon, 

HeAoyMeHHH noAHa, 

OcTaHOBHAacn ona. 
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Merry magpies in the yard, 
And the hills softly sheeted 
In winter’s glistening carpet. 
All is bright, all white around. 

V,2 

Winter! . . . The peasant, in a festive mood, 
On a sledge opens up the track; 
His little nag, sensing the snow, 
Shuffles along at a kind of trot; 
Carving out fluffy furrows, 5 
A spirited kibitka5 flies along; 
The coachman sits upon the box 
In sheepskin coat, with a red sash. 
Here runs a yard-boy, 
Having sat his Zhuchka in [his] sled 10 
And turned himself into the steed; 
The scamp already has frozen a finger; 
It both hurts him and makes him laugh, 
While mother threatens him from the window . . . 

V, 11 

And Tatyana dreams a wondrous dream. 
She dreams that she 
Is walking over a snowy clearing, 
Surrounded by dreary fog; 
In the snowdrifts before her 5 

[There] gurgles, swirls with its wave 
A churning, dark and grizzled 
Torrent, not fettered by winter; 
Two saplings, welded together by some ice, 
A shaking, hazardous little bridge, 10 
Are laid across the torrent: 
And before [this] rushing gulf, 
Full of perplexity, 

She stopped. 

5 Light cart or sleigh with a hood. 



KaK na AocaAHyio pa3AyKy, 

Tarbana ponm,eT Ha pynen; 

He BHAHT HHKOTO, KTO pyKV 

C toh cTopoHbi noAaA 6bi en; 
Ho BApyr cyrpo6 3ameBeAHAca, 

H KTO >K H3-nOA Hero HBHACfl? 

B O A b III O H, B3'bepOUieHHbIH MCABeAb; 

TarbHHa ax! a oh peBeTb, 

H Aany c ocTpbiMH kotthmh 

Eh npoTHHyA; 0Ha cnpenncb 

/tpoHvaiyen pyhkoh onepAacb 

H 6oH3AHBbIMH UiaraMH 

OepeSpaAacb qepe3 pyqen; 

FlouiAa — h hto jk? MeAseAb 3a Heii! 

V,i3 

Oha, b3taHHyTb HaaaA He CMeH, 

IlocneiiiHbiH ycKopneT mar; 
Ho ot KocMaToro AaKen 

He MOHieT y6e?KaTb HHKaK; 
Kohxth, saaht MeABeAb HecHOCHbin; 

IlpeA HHMH Aec; HeABHHSHbl COCHbl 

B cBoen naxMypeHHOH Kpace; 

OTarnenbi hx bctbh bcc 

KAOK3MH CHera; CKBOSb BepmHHbl 

Ochh, 6epea h ahu Harnx 

ChneT Ayq cbctha HOHHbix; 

/[opOrH HeT; KyCTbl, CTpeMHHHbl 
MereAbio ece 3aHecenbi, 
TAy6oKO b cner norpyraeHbi. 

VI, 44 

rio3HaA X TAaC HHbIX HSeAaHHH, 

Oo3HaA x HOByio nenaAb; 
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V, 12 

As at an irksome separation 
Tatyana mutters at the stream; 
Sees no one who a hand 
From the far side might offer her; 
But suddenly a snowdrift stirred, 
And who is it emerged from under it? 
A big shaggy bear; 
“Ah!” [cried] Tatyana, and he roared 
And a paw with sharp claws 
Stretched out to her; she, nerving herself 
Leaned on it with a trembling little hand 
And with timorous steps 
Crossed over the stream; 
Went on—and what? The bear [came] after her! 

V, 13 

Not daring to look back, she 
Speeds up her hurried pace; 
But from the shaggy footman 
[She] cannot escape, try as she might; 
Grunting, the loathsome bear lumbers on; 
Before them [lies] a forest; pines [stand] motionless 
In their frowning beauty; 
Weighed down are all their branches 
With clumps of snow; through the crowns 
Of naked aspen, beech, and linden 
Shines the ray of the nocturnal lights; 
There is no path; bushes, ravines 
[Are] all drifted over by the blizzard, 
Deeply buried in snow. 

5 

10 

5 

10 

VI, 44 

I have come to know the voice of other desires, 
Have come to know a new distress; 



nepBbix HeT Mne ynoBaHHH, 
A cTapofi MHe nenaAH maAb. 
MeHTbl! MeMTbl! TAe Baiua CAaAOCTb? 

r ac, BeHHaA K Heft pH(|)Ma, MACLAOCTb? 

YnieAb h BnpaBAy, HaKOHeu, 

Ybba, yBBA ee BeHei£? 
y^eAb H BnpHMb, H b caMOM AeAe, 
Be3 BAerHnecKHX 3aTefi, 
BecHa mohx npoMnaAacb AHeft 
(Hto h rnyTH TBepAHA AOceAe)? 
H eft ynieAb B03BpaTa HeT? 
y^eAb MHe CKOpO TpHAyaTb AeT? 

VI, 45 

Tan, noAAeHb Moft HacTaA, h Hy^KHO 

Mne B TOM C03HaTbCH, BHiKy A. 

Ho, TaK H 6bITb: npOCTHMCH Apy^KHO, 

O K)HOCTb AerKaB moh! 

BAaroAapio 3a HacAa^KAeHbA, 
3a rpycTb, 3a MHAbie MyneiibH, 

3a uiyM, 3a 6ypn, 3a nupbi, 

3a Bee, sa Bee tboh Aapbi; 

BAaroAapio te6n. T06010, 

CpeAH TpeBor h b THiiiHHe, 

H HacAaAHACH... h BnoAHe; 

/^OBOAbHo! C HCHOK) AyiUOK) 

IlyCKaiOCb HbIHe B HOBblft IiyTb 
Ot H5H3HH npOIHAOft OTAOXHyTb. 

VI, 46 

/{aft orAHHycb. IlpocTHTe cenu, 

FAe AHH MOH TeKAH B TAyiHH, 

HcnoAHeHbi cTpacTeft h achh, 

I I CHOB 33AyMHHBoft AytHH. 

A TbI, MAaAOe BAOXHOBeHbe, 

BoAHyft Moe BOo6pa>KeHbe, 
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Of the first I hold no hopes, 
And for the old distress I regret. 
Dreams, dreams! Where is your sweetness? 
Where—constant rhyme to it—is youth? 
Can it be that in truth at last 
Its wreath is wilted, wilted? 
Can it be that frankly and in actual fact, 
Without elegiac conceits 
The springtime of my days has flashed by 
(As I in jest maintained hitherto) ? 
And can it be there’s no return for it? 
Can it be true I shall be thirty soon? 

VI, 45 

Indeed my midday has arrived, and there is need 
For me to be aware of this, I see. 
Well, so be it: let us take part in friendship, 
Oh my nimble youth! 
I render thanks for the delights enjoyed, 
For grief, for torments dear, 
For hubbub, for storms, for feasts, 
For all, for all your gifts; 
I render thanks to you. In you, 
Amid alarums and in quiet time, 
I have delighted . . . and in full measure; 
Enough! With clear soul 
I now set off upon a novel path 
To rest from former life. 

VI, 46 

Let me glance back. Farewell then, shelters, 
Wherein my days flowed on in deep retreat, 
Filled with passions and indolence 
And musings of the pensive soul. 
And as for thee, young inspiration, 
Stir my imagination, 

5 

10 

5 

10 

5 
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/IpeMOTy cepAU,a ohshbahh, 

B moh yroA Ham,e npHACTafi, 

He ocTbiTb Ayme noaTa, 

O/KeCTOHHTbCH, OMepCTBeTb, 

H, HaKOHey, oxaMeneTb 
B MepTBHm,eM ynoeHbe cseTa, 

B ceM oMyTe, r^e c BaMH h 
Kynaiocb, MHAbie n,py3bn! 

VII, i 

FoHHMbl BeiUHHMH A y H a M H, 

C oKpecTHbix rop yrae cnera 
C6e*KaAH MyTHbIMH pyHbBMH 
Ha noTonAeHHbie Ayra. 
YAbl6KOH HCHOK) npHpOAa 

CKB03b coh BCTpenaeT yTpo ro#a; 
Chhch 6AeigyT ne6eca. 
Eiije np03paMHbie, Aeca 

Ksk 6yATo nyxoM 3eAeneK)T. 

riweAa 3a ^aHbio noAeBOH 
AeTHT H3 KeAbH BOCKOBOH, 

^OAHHbl COXHyT h necTpeiOT; 

CTa/ia rnyMHT, h coaobch 

y>K neA b 6c3moabhh hohch. 

VII, 2 

Kan rpycTHO MHe TBoe HBAeHbe, 

BecHa, BecHa! nopa ak>6bh! 

KaKoe TOMHoe BOAHenbe 

B Moen Aynie, b Moefi KpoBH! 

C K3KHM TH>KeAbIM yMHAeilbeM 

B HacAa^KAaiocb /jyHOBenbeM 
B AHHO MHe Betoken BeCHbl 

Ha AOHe CeAbCKOH THLIIHHbl! 

Hah MHe ny^K^o HacAa^K^enbe, 

H Bee, hto pa/tyeT, ^khbht, 

IO 

5 

io 

5 

io 
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The somnolence of the heart enliven, 
Come winging oftener to my nook, 
Let not the poet’s soul grow frigid, 
Coarsen, crust over, 10 
And in the end be petrified 
In the deadening delirium of the world, 
In that morass, where you and I 
Are bathing, my dear friends! 

VII, 1 

Chased by the rays of spring, 
Down the surrounding hills the snows already 
Have run in turbid streams 
Onto the flooded meadows. 
With a serene smile, nature 5 
Greets, only half awake, the morning of the year; 
Turning blue, the heavens glisten. 
The yet transparent woods 
Come out in green as with a down. 
The bee bent on the tribute of the fields 10 
Flies from the waxen cell. 
The lowlands dry and put on colors; 
Herds rustle, and the nightingale 
Has sung already in the hush of nights. 

VII, 2 

How sad to me is your appearing, 
Spring, spring! season of love! 
What languid stir 
[Is] in my soul, in my blood! 
With what a heavyhearted tenderness 5 

I rejoice in the wafting 
Of spring as it breathes against my face 
In the lap of rural quietude! 
Is then enjoyment strange to me, 
And all that gladdens, animates, 10 



Bee, HTO AHKyeT H 6a0CTHT, 

Haeo^HT CKyKy h tomaeHbe 

Ha Ayuiy MepTByio AaBHo, 

H BCe eH Ka>K6TCB TeMHO ? 

VII, 6 

Mens rop, AeiKamnx noAyKpyroM, 

IloHAeM Ty^a, r^e pyneeK 
Bhhce), 6e>KHT seAeHbiM AyroM 

K peKe CI<B03b AHnOBblH A0COK. 

TaM COAOBefi, BeCHbl ak>6obhhk, 

Bcio HOHb noeT; i^BeTeT ihhhobhiik, 

H CAbimeH TOBOp KAFOHCBOH,— 

TaM BHAeH KaMeHb rpo6oBon 

B TeHH AByx coceH ycTapeAbix. 

ripHineAbyy Ha^nHCb roeopHT: 

«BAaAHMHp AeHCKHH 3AeCb Ae^KHT, 

rTorH6lIIHH paHO CMepTbK) CMeAbIX, 

B TaKOH-TO TOA, TaKHX-TO AeT. 

FIoKOHCH, K)H0IIia-n03T!» 

VII, 7 

Ha BeTBH COCHbl npeKAOHeHHOH, 

BbIBaAO, paHHHH BexepOK 

HaA 9TOH ypHOIO CMHpeHHOH 

KaqaA TaHHCTBeHHblH BeHOK. 

BbiBaAo, b nosAHHe Aocyrn 
CiOAa xoahah ab6 noApyrn, 
H Ha MorHAe npH Ayne, 

06HHBHIHCb, nAaKaAH one. 

Ho HbIHe... naMATHHK yHblAblH 

3a6bIT. K HeMy npHBMHHblH CAeA 

3arAox. BeHKa Ha bctbh hct; 

OaHH nOA HHM, CeAOH H XHAblH, 

FlacTyx no-npe>KHeMy noeT 

H o6yBb 6eAHyK> nAeTeT. 
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All that exults and glistens, 
Brings dullness and languor 
Upon a soul long dead, 
And all seems dark to it? 

VII, 6 

’Mid hills lying in a half-circle, 
Let us go where a little stream 
Runs meandering through a green meadow 
To a river, across a linden grove. 
There the nightingale, spring’s lover, 
Sings all night; a wild rosebush blooms, 
And one can hear the babble of a spring; 
There one can see a gravestone 
In the shade of two ancient pines. 
An inscription tells the visitor: 
“Vladimir Lensky lies here, 
Who early died the death of the bold, 
In such-and-such a year, aged so-and-so. 
Rest in peace, poet-youth! ” 

VII, 7 

Upon an overhanging pine bough, 
It used to be, the morning breeze 
Over that humble urn 
Sway a mysterious wreath. 
It used to be, in ftheir] late leisure times 
Two girl friends would be coming here, 
And in the moonlight on the grave 
They would embrace and weep. 
But now . . . the mournful monument, 
Is forgotten. To it the wonted track 
Is overgrown. No wreath is on the bough; 
Alone beneath it, gray and frail, 
A shepherd sings as before 
And his poor footgear plaits. 

5 

10 

5 

10 



VIII, I 

B Te ahh, Kor^a b ca^ax Ah^b 

ft 6e3MHTe>KHO pacuBeTaA, 

MwTaA oxotho AnyAen, 

A LJnyepOHa He HHTaA, 
B Te AHH B TaHHCTBeHHbIX AOAHHaX, 

BeCHOH, npH KAHKaX Ae6eAHHbIX, 

BaH3 BOA, CHBBLHHX B THHIHHe, 

HBAHTbCH My3a CTaAa MHe. 

Mob cTyAeHHecKaH KeAbB 
BApyr 03apHAacb: My3a b Hen 
OTKpbiAa nnp MAaAbix 3aTeft, 
BocneAa actckhc BeceAbB, 

H CAaBy Harnefi cTapHHbi, 
H cepAija TpeneTHbie chw. 

VIII, 2 

H CBeT ee c yAbi6f?oH BCTpeTHA; 

Ycnex Hac nepBbiH okpwaha; 

CTapHK /lep/KaBHH Hac 3aMeTHA 

H, b rpo6 cxoab, 6AarocAOBHA. 

VIII, 3 

FI B, b 3aK0H ce6e bmchbb 

CTpaCTeH eAHHblH npOHSBOA, 
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VIII, 1 

In the days when in the Lyceum gardens 
I blossomed in untroubled ease, 
Eagerly read Apuleius, 
And I did not read Cicero. 
In those days, in mysterious valleys, 5 
In springtime, to the cries of swans, 
Close by the waters gleaming in the stillness, 
The Muse began to appear to me. 
My student cell 
Was of a sudden lit with radiance: the Muse in it 10 
Opened a feast of young conceits, 
[And] sang [of] childish merriments, 
And of the glory of our ancient times, 
And of the heart’s tremulous dreams. 

VIII, 2 

And the world met her with a smile; 
Success first gave me wings; 
Old Derzhavin noticed us 

And as he sank into the grave, gave his blessing. 

VIII, 3 

And I, as law appointing for myself 
The arbitrary impulse of passion alone, 
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C TOAnoio nybctbs pa3AeA5?B, 

H My3y pe3Byio npHBeA 
Ha myM nnpOB h 6y«Hbix cnopoe, 
Fp03bl nOAyHOHHbIX A030p0BJ 

H K HHM B 6e3yMHbie nHpbl 
OHa HecAa cboh Aapbi 
H, Kax BaKxaHoqKa, pesBHAacb, 
3a qameH neAa aab rocTen, 
H MOAO/te^Kb MHHyBLLIHX AHCH 

3a HdO 6yHHO BOAOHHAaCb, 

A fl ropAHACH Me>K Apy3efi 

floApyroH BeTpeHOH Moen. 

VIII, 4 

Ho B OTCTaA OT HX C0K)3a 

H BAaAb 6eraaA... OHa 3a mhoh. 

Kan nacTO AacKOBan My3a 
Mhc ycAa^KAaAa nyTb hcmoh 

BoAine6cTBOM Tannoro paccKa3a! 
Kan nacTO no CKaAaM KaBKa3a 

Ona AeHOpon, npn AyHe, 
Co mhoh cKanaAa Ha KOHe, 

Kan nacTO no 6peraM TaBpnAbi 
OHa MeHH BO MTAe HOHHOH 

BoAHAa CAymaTb myw MopCKon, 
HeMOAHHbin rnenoT HepeHAbi, 

i Ay6oKHH, BeHHblH XOp BBAOB, 

XBaAe6HbIH THMII OTUJ MHpOB. 

VIII, 5 

H, n03a6bIB CTO AHHbl ASAbHOH 

H 6AecK, h myMHbie nnpbi, 

B TAyrnH MoAAaBHH nenaAbHOH 
Ona CMHpeHHbie iuaTpbi 

FIacMen 6poAHiMHX noceigaAa, 
H Me>KAy hmh OAnnaAa, 

5 

io 

5 

io 

5 
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Sharing [my] feelings with the crowd, 
I brought [my] lively Muse 
To the hubbub of feasts and high-spirited disputes, 
The threats of midnight watchmen; 
And to their wild feasts 
She brought her gifts 
And frolicked like a little bacchante, 
Over the bowl sang for the guests, 
And the young men of bygone days 
Exuberantly courted her, 
And I took pride among my friends 
In my volatile companion. 

VIII, 4 

But I dropped out of their league 
And fled afar . . . She followed me. 
How often did the tender Muse 
Make sweet for me [my] silent path 
With the witchery of [her] secret storytelling! 
How often on the crags of the Caucasus 
She, like Lenore, in the moonshine 
Did gallop with me on a steed! 
How often by the shores of Tauris 
In the gloom of night 
She led me to listen to the ocean’s roar, 
The never-silent murmur of the Nereid, 
The deep, eternal chorus of the swells, 
The hymn of praise to the Father of the worlds. 

VIII, 5 

And, having forgotten the far-off capital’s 
Glitter and noisy feasts, 
In sad Moldavia’s desolation 
She the pacific tents 
Of wandering tribes used to visit, 
And went native among them, 

5 

10 

5 

10 

5 



H no3a6biAa penb 6oroB 
JJ,AR CKyAHbIX, CTpaHHbIX B3bIK0B, 

/[ah neceH CTenn en Aio6e3HOH... 

B/ipyr H3MeHHAocb Bee KpyroM: 
H BOT OHa b ca#y MOeM 
HsiiAacb 6apbiiuHeH yesAHOH, 
C neMaAbHOH AyMOK) b oqax, 

C (|)paHyy3CK0H khh>kkok> b pyKax. 
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And forgot the speech of the gods 
For frugal, strange tongues, 
For the songs of the steppe that she found pleasing . . . 
All of a sudden all was changed about: 
And lo! in my garden she appeared 
In a provincial damsel’s guise, 
Sorrowful pensiveness in her eyes, 
With a little French book in [her] hands. 

10 
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