


ELEGY

With sorrow do I look at our generation,
Its future either meaningless or dark;
Strained by the heavy load of doubt and contemplation,
We shall grow old and never send a spark.
Right from the cradle, rush to acquire we
Our fathers' blunders and their late good sense,
Our life's a tiresome feast at alien's jubilee,
An aimless trip at no expense.

Indifferent shamefully to both the good and evil,
We languish at the start of missions we embark;
In danger we would palpitate and shrivel;

When facing power, cringe below the mark.

A premature fruit when ripe before right hours,
Not bringing joy to someone's eyes or taste,

A lonely stranger, so it droops among the flowers:
Their time of beauty is to it the time of waste!



We have dried up our minds with fruitless science,
In envy guarding from our friends and kin
Our noblest inspirations with defiance
Of passions answered by a grin.

The cup of pleasure we did barely touch,

And yet we failed to save our youthful strength;
From every joy, in fear it'd be too much,
The best of juice extracted we at length.

The dreams of poesy, creations of the arts
Fill not with rapturous delight our leisure;
And greedily we save emotion's trace in hearts,
Concealed by avarice — a useless treasure.
It is by chance that we would hate or love,
Our love and hatred never rise to flood,
And in the soul some secret cold does rove
When fire seethes in the blood.
And bored we are with our fathers' dissipation,
Debauchery, so scrupulous and wry;
We hurry to the grave devoid of admiration,
And sneer at all that we pass by.



Our gloomy tribe is bound to be forgotten
When our course without a vestige we outrun
Not having cast a thought by fruitful work begotten,
Nor toil by genius begun.
As it befits his civil duty, rather,
A stern descendant bitterly will rue in
A scornful poetry his squandered father
Who brought the family to ruin.

The translations of 'Elegy', 'In wilderness northern...!, and
'"The sense of some speeches...' were edited by Irina Kadis.

OYMA

IleyanbHO 5 IIISDKY HA Halle MOKOJIEHbE!
Ero rpsanymee — uib mycto, Wib TEMHO,
Mex Tem, noa OpeMeHEM NO3HaHbsl U COMHEHBS,
B Oe3neiicTBuM cOCTapUTCS OHO.
Boratbl MBI, e1Ba U3 KOJIBIOEIIH,
OmunbkamMu OTLOB U MO3IHUM HX YMOM,
W xu3HB yX HAC TOMUT, KaK POBHBIN MyThb O€3 111,
Kak nup Ha mpa3gHuKe 9yKoM.



K no0Opy u 311y 1OCTBIAHO paBHOAYILIHEL,
B Havane nonpuiua Mel BaHEM 0e3 OOpbOBL;
Ilepen onacHOCTBHIO MO30PHO MAJIOAYLIHBI
W nepen Bnacturo — npe3peHHbIe padbl.

Tak Tomwmi o, 10 BpEMEHU CO3PEJIbIN,
Hpu Bkyca Hamiero He pazysl, HU IJias,
Bucut Mexay n1BeTOB, IPUILLIEL OCUPOTEIIBINH,

W gac ux KpacoTsl — €ro MmajaeHbs Jac!

Mpel rccymmim yMm HayKor O€CIITOIHOM,
Tas 3aBUCTIIMBO OT OJIMKHUX U APy3€i
Hanexap! nydmme u rosaoc 0J1aropoaHbiin
Heepuem OCMEsIHHBIX CTPacTE.
EnBa xacanuch MbI 10 Yalliv HacJIaXICHbS,
Ho 1oHBIX c1i1 MBI TEM HE cOeperiy;
N3 kaxxnou pagoctu, 00s1Cs PECHILICHbS,

MB!I JiydIIi COK HABEKH U3BJICKIIN.

MeuTsl 1033UH, CO30aHUS UCKYCCTBA
BocToprom ciagocTHBIM HaIll yM HE LIEBEJIAT;
Mp1 )xagHO OepexeM B FPyAu OCTATOK YYBCTBA —

3aphIThIN CKYOCTHIO M OECNOJIE3HbIN KITa.



W nenaBuaum Mbl, ¥ TIOOUM MBI CITy4aliHO,

Huuem He xKepTBys HU 31100€, HU JIIO0BY,

N napcTByeT B Aynie KakOM-TO X010 TaUHBIN,
Kornma orons kunut B KpoBH.

M npeakoB CKydHbI HAM POCKOLIHBIE 3a0aBhl,

Hx noGpocoBeCTHBIN, peOsiueCKHil pa3Bpar;

N k rpoOy MbI criemiuM 0e3 cuacTbs U 0e3 CI1aBhl,

I'mang nacMenuinBo Ha3a.

Tomnmoii yrproMo1o u CKOpo 03a0bITOM

Han mupom MbI npoiinem 0e3 myma u ciena,

He OpocuBim Bekam HU MBICIH INIOOOBUTOM,
Hu rennem Hauatoro tpyna.

N nmpax Hai, ¢ CTPOroCThIO CYyAbU U FPaKAaHUHA,

IToTOMOK OCKOPOUT NMPE3PUTEIBLHBIM CTUXOM,

Hacmenikoii roppkoro 0OMaHyTOrO CbIHA

Han MpOMOTABIINUMCA OTLOM.



ok ok

In wilderness northern, in silence persistent
On top of a rock stands a pine;

And, swaying, she slumbers, her boughs in a moulding
Of snow overbearing and fine.

She dreams of a desert obscure and distant,
The sky ever clear and calm,

And, lonesome and saddened, on top of a scalding
White cliff, of a beautiful palm.

While retelling Heine's poem, Lermontov moved far away
from it by creating his own rythm, an intricate rhyme structure,
and even by abandoning the original sense (in German 'a pine' is
masculine, while in Russian it is feminine). See direct translations
from Heine in Links.



A& ok ok

Ha ceBepe IUKOM CTOUT OOUHOKO
Ha romnon Bepummne cocHa
W npemieT, ka4asicb, 1 CHErOM ChIITyYUM

Ognerta, kak pu30H, OHA.

U cuuTCH el Bce, UTO B MyCTHIHE JAJIEKOH,
B ToMm kpae, rae cosiHIa BOCXoz,
OpnHa ¥ rpycTHA Ha yTece roprouyemM

IIpekpacHas nanbma pacTer.

IlepeckazaB cTuxoTBOpeHHE ['€iiHE MO-pycckw,
JIepMOHTOB JaJIeKO YIIEN OT OpUTrHMHaja, CO31aB
CBOIO COOCTBEHHYIO CTPYKTYPY pU(hM U HOBBIH PUTM,
N JaXe H3MEHUB  CMBICH  CTHXOTBOPEHUSI:

MO-HEMELKH "cocHa" He )KEHCKOTO poaa, a MyXCKOTO.



THE CRAG

Passed a golden little cloud the night
In the bosom of a giant crag;

In the morning thought not she to lag,
Hurried gaily off to azure bright.

But remained a vestige in a furrow

Of the aged crag. And ever lone

Stands he in his place and, pensive grown,
Quietly he cries in desert thorough.



YTEC

HoueBana Tyuka 30510Tas
Ha rpynu yreca-BenukaHa;
YTpom B yTh OHa ymMuaJiach paHo,

ITo na3ypu Becesio urpas.

Ho ocrasics BinaxHslii ciieq B MOPIIUHE
Craporo yreca. OnnHOKO
OH crour, 3agymalcs riryooko,

U TUXOHBKO IJIAYET OH B ITyCTBIHC.
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%k ok 3k

The sense of some speeches
Is dark or is nought,

Yet somehow it reaches
Yours innermost thought.

How madly the heart

Will, to utter them, hammer!
There are tears of depart,
There is cheery clamour.

But cannot be heard
Through the wordly discord
Of heavenly lightning

The fire-born word.
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At prayer, at battle,
Or where ever I be,
This word is to settle

And captivate me.

I'll give up the prayer
And dash to the sound,
And war-trumpet blare

Won't turn me around.

%ok ok

EcTtb peun — 3HaueHbE
TeMHO MJIb HUYTOXKHO,
Ho um 6Ge3 BoTHEHbs

BHuMaTh HEBO3MOXHO.

Kak monnel ux 3Byku
BesymcTBOM Xkenanbs!
B HUX crie3bl pas3inyku,

B nux TpEUCT CBUAAHbA.
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He BcTpeTut otBeTa
Cpenp nryma MUpPCKOro
N3 mams u cBeta

PoxnenHoe ci10Bo;

Ho B xpame, cpenb 004,
W rne s vu Oyny,
Vcnbimas, ero s

¥Y3Haro noscroay.

He xOHYMB MOJIUTBHI,
Ha 3Byk TOT OTBEuy
N Oporrych n3 OUTBBI
Emy s HaBcTpeuy.
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RELEVANT LINKS

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

Poesis Guestbook and Links
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 'Elegy’
oldpoetry.com/oprintall/Mikhail%20Yuryevich%20Lermontov
friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov/lermontov10.html

Another translation of 'In wilderness northern...'
www.poetryloverspage.com/yevgeny/lermontov/on_bare_hills_top.html

by Yevgeny Bonver

To 'In wilderness northern..." (‘'The Pine'")
www.autodidactproject.org/other/heinepoem.html

original poem by Heine ('Ein Fichtenbaum steht einsam...")

in German, with English translations
www.abcgallery.com/S/shishkin/shishkin34.html
www.centre.smr.ru/win/pics/pic0112/p0112.htm

Ivan Shishkin. In Wilderness Northern. On 'The Pine' by

M. Lermontov. 1891. Oil on canvas.
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Other translations of "The Crag'

www.geocities.com/y_volkov/cliff.htm

by Eugene M. Kayden
www.learningrussian.com/library/lermontov/index.htm

by Irina Zheleznova
www.art.uralinfo.ru/literat/Ural/Ural_2001_06/Ural_2001_06_14.htm

by A. Kaluzhsky, with four other translations from

Lermontov

The Lermontov Digital Encyclopedia
http://feb-web.ru/feben/lermont/default.asp
Russian and English versions
Russian romances. Words by Lermontov
http://www.wellesley.edu/Russian/Pesnia/Poets/poets.html#poet18

Russian romantic songs with English translations (read and
listen to)
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