


EVENING

When falls below the crimson day
Of earth's smoke-coloured end,
When steam goes up, and far away
With shadows all does blend, —
Then I do ponder quietly
Eternity and love,
And someone's voice will whisper me:
"Shalt grieve soon as dost move."
And watching with a humbled soul
The heavens, I think thus:
They might do many a miracle,
But it shan't be for us,
Not for a worthless fool to see,
To whom thy gaze and words
Will to the end more precious be
Than all divine rewards.



BEYEP

Korna cagurcs anplit [eHb

3a cuHMIi Kpall 3eMJIH,
Korga Tymas BcTaeT u TeHb

CkpbIBaeT BCE BOAIIH, —
Torna s MBICITIO B TULIHE

IIpo BeuHOCTB U 11OOOBB,
N yeii-To royioc mem4eT MHe:

"He Oyaemib cyacTuB BHOBB'.
N s risoky Ha HeOeca

C NIOKOpHOIO AYIION.
OHu cBepianu yyaeca,

Ho =ve nj1a Hac ¢ To001,
He nns HuaTOXHOrO riynua,

Kotopomy TBoIi B3rssin
Hopoxe Oynet 10 KOHIa

HeOGecnbix Bcex Harpaa.



FROM ANDRE CHENIER

For common wealth it may so happen that I fall,

Or spend a fruitless exile far away from all;

It may so happen, stricken by sly calumnies,

Before the world and thee abased by enemies,

I shan't find strength to bear shame's crown which does impend
And shall myself step forth to my untimely end;
Then wouldst not thou accuse the youthful sufferer:
I beg of thee, send thou then not a mocking glare.
Thy tears my woeful, frightening lot does merit, for
How e'er much evil I commit, I suffer more.

Let me be culpable before my haughty foes,

Let them avenge; not in the soul, the heaven knows,
Am [ avillain, no, my fate is my undoer;

I e'er press'd on ahead, I wanted to be pure;

Having all tired with fleeting world's inanity,

I had to keep the vow in its solemnity;

Though to society I've done a lot of harm,

To thee, my friend, have ever, ever I been warm;

I loved in solitude, amid the insurgent mob;

For thee did throb my heart, and ever gently throb.



N3 AHIPEA IIEHBE

3a gesno obuiee, ObITh MOXET, 51 Ay

Wb %u3Hb B U3rHaHUU OECINIOAHO MPOBEAY;
BbBITE MOXET, KIIEBETOM JIYKaBON NIOPAXECHHBIN,
IIpen Mupom 1 TOOON BparaMu YHUXKEHHBIN,
51 He cHecy CTBIIOM CILIETAEMBIil BEHEL,

M cam ceOe crpliy 0e3BpEMEHHBIN KOHELL;

Ho T8I HE 00BUHSM cTpagaiblia MOJIOAOTO,
Moo, He TOBOPH HACMEIJIUBOIO CJIOBA.
VYoxacHbIl )KpeOuil MO TBOUX JOCTOMH CJIE3,
4 MHOTO cnenan 31a, HO OOJIbIIE IEPEHEC.
Ilyckait BUHOBEH s Iped FTOPAbIMY BparaMy,
Ilyckaii OTMCTAT; B Oynie, KJIAHYCsI HEOecamMu,
S He 31m07€H, 0 HET, cyabOa ryouTe b MOWU;

5 rpyaslo 1en Brepesn, s XepTBoBaj coO0u;
Hacky4yus cyeToit 0OMaHYMBOIO CBETA,
TopxeCcTBEHHO HE MOT s HE CaepKaTh 00€Ta;
XOTh MHOTO IPUYHMHWII 51 OOLIECTBY Bpeaa,
Ho Bepen Obu1 T€OE BCeraa, MO Apyr, BCEraa;
B yenuneHnun, cpeiv TOMIBI MATEXHOU,

51 Bce T€04 00U U BCE JIFOOUJI TaK HEXHO.



TO ok K

O tarry not in distant parts,

I beg, my friend, hie hither thence.

Thou'lt throw some glance which Friendship charts,
And our own ways shall go we hence.

And when I shall have caught that gaze
And the last speech I'd hear from thee,
Though stern reproach be in thy phrase,
My heart shall save their memory.

And on a day of fatal grief,

Thy gaze that conscience knows to reach
Shall I make out, and find relief

In the repeating of thy speech.

And thou'lt be once again where I am,
And shall I, shall recall I whence

It came that met we the first time

And how our own ways went we hence.



K %k ok ok

He mennm B nanbHOM CTOPOHE,
Moutto, MO# IpyT, CIIENIH CIOa.
Tl B3rJ1511 MTHOBEHHBIN KUHEIIb MHE,

A TaM IpoCTUMCS HaBCeraa.

N s, noimaBmm 3TOT B30p

N peus nocnegHIOK TBOO,
Xots 0 oHa ObL1a YKOp,

Hx BmecTe B cepale CXOPOHIO.

N B neHb nevanu pokoBoOu
TBoOM B30p, yMEIOLNN S3BUTD,
BooOpaxy nepen coboun

" CTaHy p€4b TBOIO TBECPAUTD.

U BHOBBL MeuTaHbe COJIM3UT HAC,
U BcrmioMHIO, BCIOMHIO 51 TOTa,
Kaxk BcTpeTunuch Mol B IEpBbIN pa3

U xak pacCTainCh HaBCeraa.



BALLAD

Behold late even and a hut,

A youthful Slavvess there; and lo,
The blood-red strip afar doth cut
The earth and sky with fiery glow...
And making her babe's cradle swing,
The Slavvess young doth sadly sing...

"Cry not, cry not! or is thy heart

So full with an approaching ill?..
Not yet hath come the time to start:
Abandon thee I never will.

I'd sooner see my husband die.

My child, cry not! or I shall cry!

Thy father Tartars fights mid those
Who stand for honour and for God;
His shiny blade for many rose,

A bloody pathway he hath trod.

Come take a look, the sky groweth red:
There fighting soweth seed of dread.



How glad I am that thou art young

And cannot understand thy plight!

His hands no child hath ever wrung
From loss or shame or fear of might;
Who would not have their blissful lot..."

But mark, — a warrior is in the cot.

Rent his cuirass, blood on his brow.

" It hath!.." his cry the air clove,

" ... Hath come about! ye, cursed, crow!
Enslaved are lands we used to love;
Could not our swords the Tartars fend —
The Horde hath gained the upper hand."

He droppeth down. From past bloodshed
Thus taketh he a fighter's death.

And up above the lifeless head

The wife then lifteth the child and saith:
"Look at thy father's bloody chest; —

To avenge wilt learn by mother's breast!.."

This translation was edited by Irina Kadis.



BAJUTAIIA

B n30y1mke no3aHero moporo
CrnaBsiHKa IOHasI CUAUT.
Bnanu 6GarpoBoii moysocow
Ha neGe 3apeBo ropur...

U, nro51bKy IETCKYIO Kayas,

TToer cimaBgaKa MoOJIOOAs...

"He nnaub, He muiaus! Wb cepauem vyesb,
HwuTs, Te1 O51M3Ky0 Oeny!..

O, NOJIHO, PaHO ThI TOCKYEIIb:

S ot Te0s1 HE oTONAY.

Ckopee Myxka s yTpauy.

Huts, ve mnaus! U 51 3amnauy!

Oren TBOM CTaj 3a 4eCTh U Oora
B psany OoiilioB npoTus Tatap,
Kposasslii ciien emy nopora,
Ero Oynat Gnectur, Kak xap.
BaruisaHu, TaM 3apeBO KpacHEET:

To GutBa cemMs1 CMEpPTH CEET.
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Kak pana s1, 4TO THI HE B cuiax
IIoHATH OIACHOCTH CBOEH,

He mnauyT netu Ha morumiax,
WM 4yxa v CTBII ¥ CTpax LENeH,
Nx xpeOuil 3aBUCTU JOCTOUH..."

Bapyr mym — u B 1BEpU BXOAUT BOUH.

Bpana B kpoBu, U30UTHI J1aTHI.
"CBepiuniiocs! — BOCKJIMLIAET OH. —
Csepmmiiocs! TopxecTByH, IPOKJIATHIM! ..
Ham munbii kpait nopaOoleH,

Tartap meuu He yaepxaiu —

Opana B3siy1a, 1 HaIlIM naiau'.

U on ynan — u ymupaet
KpoBaBoii cmepTtuto Ooiina.
Kena peOeHka MOAHUMAET
Han OsenHOM roj10BO#M OTIIA:
"CMOTpH, KaK YMHUPAIOT JIIOIH,

W MCcTUTB y4uCh y )KeHCKOH rpyau!.."
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THE ANGEL

An angel was flying at night through the sky
To sing a serene melody;
The moon and the stars and the clouds in a throng,

Revering, were listing that song.

He'd sing of the blest who know nothing of vice,
Enveloped within Paradise;

The greatness of God would he sing, and his laud
By feigning had never been flawed.

A juvenile soul for a world he did bring

Of sorrow and of suffering,

The sound of the song in the soul he had clasp'd
Remained — without words, but yet grasp'd.
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And long was that soul pining in its new home,
With wondrous desire overcome,

And could not the sounds it had heard at its birth
Forget for the songs sung on earth.

This is the only one of Lermontov's early poems that he

himself chose to publish with his full name signed.

AHI'EJI

ITo HeOy noyHOUM aHTreN JIETE
M Tuxyro necHro OH ne;
U mecsu, u 3B€31b1, U TY4H TOJIION

Bunmanu Toii mecHE CBATOM.

OH nen o O6y1axxeHCTBe OE3rpENIHbIX 1yXOB
INon kymamu paickux cazios;
O Oore BeJIMKOM OH II€JI, ¥ XBaJia

Ero nenputsopHa ObL1a.
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On nymry Miiaayto B OObATHUSIX HEC
1 Mupa nevaiu U cies.
U 3ByK €ro necHu B Aylle MOJIOAOU

Ocraiics — 6e3 CJIOB, HO XXMBOIA.

" J0JIT'O Ha CBCTC TOMMUJIACh OHA,
Kenannem YYyOAHBIM I10JIHA,
n 3BYKOB HeOecC 3aMEHUTh HE MOTIJIN

Ei1 ckyyHble IECHU 3€MUIH.

310 CTUXOTBOPCHUE—COANHCTBEHHOC us3
IOHOMIECKHX CTHUXOB HCpMOHTOBa, OHy6J'II/IKOBaHHOC

MM CaMHM H C IIOJIHOM €0 MOAIHUCHIO.
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RELEVANT LINKS

Site built by Ilya Golubitskiy
http://year1837.narod.ru

Poesis guestbook and online link bank
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/guestbook
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/links
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/index

Translations by I. Golubitskiy. Index

Other translations of 'The Angel'
max.mmlc.northwestern.edu/~mdenner/Demo/texts/angel.html
www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/lermontov_ind.html

(by Yevgeny Bonver, 1995)
www.friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov1.html

Another translation of 'Ballad'

www.friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov1.html
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