


TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

Not without some justification one would draw a comparison
between the emotional waves that passed through the Russians
after their War for the Fatherland of 1812 and the ones that passed
through the English after their victory over the Armada of 1588,
and perhaps those as well that are passing this very moment
through the Americans after the events of September 2001.

The narrator of the poem was made an artilleryman with reason.
On the eve of the battle, the 1st West Army chief of artillery gave
out an order in which the following words sum up the role of his
troops hours later: "The artillery needs to sacrifice itself; let them
take you together with the guns, but the last canister-shot is to be
fired point-blank." The Shevardino redoubt, the narrator explicitly
states in the 1830 draught of the poem, six times was yielded and
retaken.



BORODINO

— Hey tell, old man, had we a cause

When Moscow, razed by fire, once was
Given up to Frenchman's blow?

Old-timers talk about some frays,

And they remember well those days!

With cause all Russia fashions lays
About Borodino!

— Yea, were there men when I was young,

Whose songs your tribe is not to 've sung:
They'd fight,— you 're none as good!

An evil lot have they been drawn:

Few left the grounds to which they had gone...

Had it not been God's will alone,
Old Moscow should have stood!



Retreating this day and the next,
We wonder'd when 's our battle, vext;
The veterans talk'd upset:
"What then? we 're off to winter dorms?
Go the commanders by new norms;
Daren't they rip foreign uniforms
On Russian bayonet?"

And then we had come upon a plain:
Here's room to fight with might and main!
There built we a redoubt.
Our troops are curt on high alert!
Soon as sun's beams on cannon spurt,
And on the bluish wood-tops squirt —
The Frenchmen march right out.

I drove the shell in tight: well isn't
It meet our guest receive a present!
Hold off, my friend Moosue!
Who needs these games, why not begin;
Those left alive will wall you in,
If this be what it takes to win
Our motherland from you!



Two-days'-worth pass'd in trading shots.

Why give of that too many thoughts?
We waited third day on.

Words started then to fly to the ear:

"'Tis time we use the grape-shot, hear!"

And now the field of carnage sheer
The pall of night does don.

Then I dozed off beside our gun,

And not until the dawn, was done
The revel of the French.

But quiet was our open camp:

His shako with a brush one 'd scamp,

Cross-hearted, would another tramp,
His sharpen'd bayonet clench.

And once the sky lit from its border —
Formations, gleaming, pass'd in order,
With shouts all took its berth.
Our colonel's mettle did you feel:
Czar's servant, soldiers' father real...
Yea, 'tis a pity: slain by steel,
Now sleeps he in black earth.



And eyes aflame, he spoke his mind:

"Hey lads! is Moscow not behind?
By Moscow then we die

As have our brethren died before!"

And that we'll die we all then swore,

And th' oath of loyalty ne'er tore
Neath Borodinian sky.

Some day it was! Through flying smoke
Set out in swarms many a French bloke,
And e'er for our redoubt.
The lancers in their motley guise,
Dragoons with horse-tails with loud cries —
They all would flash before our eyes,
They all were near about.

You 're never to behold such fights!..
The banners would fly by like sprites,
In smoke would glimmer fire,
The blade would sound, the grape would shriek,
The fighters' hand to thrust grow weak,
And muzzles have no space to seek
O'er bloody heaps e'er higher.



The foe that day had many ways
To feel what daring combat weighs,
Our Russian hand-to-hand!..
As did our chests — earth's hollows trembled;
The steeds, the men all disassembled,
And cannon volleys' sound resembled
A moaning o'er the land...

Dusk fell. We all were ready to

Next morrow start the fight anew
And stand till none were left..

Of drums we heard far off the rattle —

The pagans left the field of battle.

To count then we began the sad toll
Of wounds and comrades reft.

Yea, were there men when I was young,

Bold tribe of whom shall songs be sung:
They'd fight,— you 're none as good.

An evil lot have they been drawn:

Few left the grounds to which they had gone.

Were 't not the will of God alone,

0Old Moscow would have stood!



BOPOIMHO

— Ckaxu-Ka, Os145, Belb HE 1apOM

MockBa, criasieHHas MoXapow,
®panny3y oraana?

Benp ObIH X cXBaTKH OOEBHIE,

Ia, roBopsT, eme kakue!

Henapom nomuurt Bes Poccus

IIpo nens Bopoaunal

— Ha, Obliy JIX0OU B HAIlIE BpEeMH,

He 10, 4TO HBIHELIHEE TLIEMST:
Borateipu — He Bbl!

IInoxast uMm mocTtasach OOJIS:

HemHorue BepHyJIUCH C MOJIA...

He Oynb Ha TO rocroans BoJs,

He ormanu 6 MockBbl!



MBI 10AT0 MOJT4a OTCTYNAIIH,

JlocagHo ObL10, 00SI XKIaJu,
Bopuanu crapuku:

"UTto X Mbl? Ha 3MMHUE KBapTUPbI?

He cmeroT, 4To 11, KOMaHIuphI

Yyxue n30pBaTb MyHIUPBI

O pycckue mthiku?"

M BoT Hanum O0JbIIOE MOJIE:

Ects pasrynarscs rae Ha Bouie!
ITocTpounu penyr.

VY Hammx ymku Ha Makynike!

YyTb yTPO OCBETWIIO MYyLLIKU

N neca cuHue Bepxymku —

®paHIy3bl TYT KaK TYT.

3a0wi1 cHapsA S B MYLIKY TYTrO

N nyman: yromy s npyra!
ITocroii-ka, Opat Mycero!

YTO TYT XUTPTUTH, MOXKAIYH K 00I0;

V> MBI TOH A€M JIOMUTDH CTEHOIO,

Y2k MOCTOMM MBI I'OJIOBOIO

3a poauHy CBOIO!



JIBa nHs1 Mbl OBUIH B IIEPECTPEIIKE,

Uto TONKY B 3TaKoi Oe3nenke?
Mgl )xnanu TpeTuil IeHb.

IToBcroay cTasny CIbIIIHBI PEYH:

"Tlopa nobpatbcs go kapteuun!"

M BOT Ha noJIe rpO3HOM ceuYn

Hounag mana TeHs.

IIpuner B3npemMHyTh 51y 1aderTa,
U cabimHO OBUTO OO paccBeTa,

Kax nukoBan ¢panirys.
Ho Ttux Obu1 Ha1r OMBaK OTKPBITHIN:
KT0 xuBep unctusi Becb n30UTHIN,
KT0 eIk TOYMI, BOpYa CEpauTO,

Kycas nnuHHBIN yc.

U Tonbko HEOO 3aCBETUIIOCK,

Bce mymHO BOpyr 3aieBeniioch,
CBEpKHYJI 32 CTPOEM CTPOM.

IMonkoBHUK HaII POXKAEH OBbLT XBATOM:

Cinyra napro, OTel cojigaTam...

Ha, xanb ero: cpaxeH Oy1aToMm,

OH cnuT B 3eMJI€ CBIPOW.
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U MOnBWUII OH, CBEPKHYB OYaMH:

"PebsiTal He MockBa b 3a HaMu?
Ympemre x nog MockBoi,

Kax nanm 6patbst ymupanu!"

N ymepeTs MBI 00emany,

N xnATBY BEpHOCTH caepXkKaiu

Ms1 B BoponuHcknii 001.

Hy > Ob11 nenex! CkBO3b AbIM JIETY4N
PpaH1y3bl ABUHYJIUCH, KAK TY4YH,

N Bcé Ha Ham penyrT.
YaHbI ¢ IECTPBIMU 3HAYKAMMU,
JparyHsl ¢ KOHCKUMH XBOCTaMH,
Bce npomenbkHyIM Iepes HaMHu,

Bce noObiBanu TyT.

Bam He BuAaTh Takux cpaxxeHwui!..
Hocunuck 3HamMeHa, Kak TEHH,

B npimMy orons Gnecren,
3ByuaJ OyJiaT, KapTeub BU3XkKaja,
Pyka 00#110B KOJIOTH ycTana,
N sappam nponerats Memaia

I'opa xpoBaBbIX TEI.
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M3Benan Bpar B TOT I€Hb HEMAJIO,

Uto 3HAUUT pycckuid OO yaasbli,
Ham pykonamssiii 6oiu!..

3eMuls TPSICIach — Kak HAIllU TPYyIH;

Cmeranuce B Ky4y KOHU, JIFOOY,

N 3anmsl THICAYN Opyauit

Cnunuck B IPOTSDKHBIN BOH...

Bot cmepkitocs. ben Bce roTOBBI
3ayTpa 001 3aTeATh HOBBII
M no xoHua CTOATS...
Bot 3atpenianu 6GapabaHbl —
N orctynunu GycypmaHsl.
Toraga cunTaTh MBI CTAJIA PAHBI,

ToBapumien cunTaTsb.

a, Obuy JTX0OM B Halle BpeMs,

Moryuee, 1uxoe IIeMs:
borateipu — HE BBIL

Inoxast um mocranace J0JI:

HemHuorue BepHYJIUCH C MOJIA.

Korpa 6 Ha TO He 00XBbST BOJIS,

He ormanu 6 Mockssl!

1837



RELEVANT LINKS

Site built by Ilya Golubitskiy

year1837narod.ru

Poesis guestbook/forum and online link bank

http://www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet

More about Lermontov
http://www.geocities.com/y_volkov/bio.htm
with Nabokov's translations

Other translations from Lermontov
http://www .friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov1.html
http://www.geocities.com/y_volkov/poetry.htm
Borodino and other poems
http://www.learningrussian.com/library/lermontov/index.htm
from 'Online Library of Russian classical literature'

Borodino
http://www.100megsfree4.com/rusgeneral/gal000.htm
Art Gallery. 'The Patriotic War of 1812, publ. St. Petersburg, 1911
http://www.underthesun.cc/Classics/Tolstoy/warandpeac/warandpeac209.html
Lev Tolstoy about the battle of Borodino
http://www.xenophongi.org/rushistory/battles/borodino/main.htm
Campaign of 1812
http://wwwnapoleonguide.com/battle_borodino.htm







