


DEATH OF THE POET

I crave redemption, O my lord, redemption!

And I implore thee at thy feet:

Be just and punish the assassin,

So that his death in later ages

Would herald of thy righteousness to our descendants,
Would stand as an example for all future villains.*

We've lost the poet! Has the bondsman
Of honour fall'n — by words defamed,
Unslaked the thirst of vengeance on his man,
Droop'd his proud head, yet he untamed!..
Had not a poet's memory

The shame of petty wrongs forgot,

He challenged worldly tyranny,

Alone again... and he is shot!

He is shot!.. What sense in lamentations,
The empty praise from every room,

And prattling of justifications?

The Fates have carried out their doom!



Before, was 't none but you who bred
Such malice for his free, bold gift;

Was not for your amusement fed

The smouldering fire the moment whiff'd?
You may rejoice...— the final anguish

Was more than what he could sustain:
The torch is out, the wreath doth languish,

The triumph over, genius slain.

The assassin has ta'en, indifferent,

His careful aim... there's no escape:
The empty heart can not be rent,

Can not the deed the face misshape.
Why marvel?.. from a land afar,

Like hundreds others, to importune

In the pursuit of ranks and fortune,

He is cast here by some wandering star;
Did, laughing, saucily despise

Strange country's tongue and customs he;
To spare our fame would he agree,

Or at this bloody moment see

'Gainst what his hired hand did rise?..



And he is shot - laid in his tomb,
As was, unknown yet dear, that bard of whom
He with such power sung each sweet strand,
Prey to the same dull jealousy and gloom,
And smitten as was he, by an unpitying hand.

Why left he quiet joys and simple-hearted friends,

Why enter'd he this world which stiflingly descends

On all true passions of a freedom-loving heart?

Why open'd he his ardent soul to slanderous rabble,

In earnest took the endearments simply meant to dabble,
He, who had grasp'd men's nature from the start?..

And when they had taken off his wreath — a blackthorn crown,
Entwined with laurel, on his head they did bestow:

But harshly did the thorns drive down,

Though hidden, in the glorious brow;
Not even his last moments have escaped the singe
With the insidious whispers of the mocking crowd,

And died he - vainly thirsting for revenge,

Vext secretly to see above his hopes a cloud.

Thus muted are the wondrous airs,

E'er silenced is the heavenly peal:

The bard in sombre darkness fares,

And on his lips is prest a seal.



And ye, O haughty progenies
Of fathers well renown'd for their beginnings base;
Who having trodden down now slight with servants' eyes
The débris of a wrong'd by play of fortune race!
Ye, countless palace rats who at the Throne do gnaw,
The bane of Liberty, of Genius, and of Fame!
To you, under the auspices of Law,
To silence Justice, Truth — twere all the same!..
But is there Justice of the Heavens, corrupted lot!
Of its remittal there's no chance;
The Judge awaits; He can't be bought,
And all our thoughts and actions knows He in advance.
Then will you vainly your maligning gossip say:
It shan't avert the fate you dread;
And not with all your sordid blood you'll wash away
The poet's righteous blood you 've shed!

* The epigraph is taken from an unpublished adaptation by
A. A. Zhandr (1789-1873), a Russian playwright-translator and an

acquaintance of Lermontov, of 'Venceslas' (1648), a tragedy by Jean

de Rotrou (1609-50), one of Richelieu's Five Authors.

"...As was, unknown yet dear, that bard..." An allusion to the episode

from Pushkin's 'Eugene Onegin', where a young poet Vladimir Lenskiy is

killed on the duel by Onegin (see Appendix).



CMEPTLE ITOOTA

OTMIIEHbs], TOCYAaph, OTMILEHbsI!

ITamy x HOraM TBOMM:

Bynb cnpaBeaiuB U Hakaxu youiny,
Y100 Ka3Hb €r0 B MO3OHEUIIINE BEKa

TBoli npaBblii cy NOTOMCTBY BO3BECTHUIIA,

Yto6 BUIENH 37104 B HEW mpumep. *

IToru6 mo3T! — HEBOJILHUK YECTH —
ITan, okyieBeTaHHBIN MOJIBOM,

C CBUHIIOM B TPYIH U )XaXXA0H MECTH,
IToHukHYB ropao# TOJIOBOM!..

He BriHECA nyma nmosTa

ITo3opa menounbIx o0un,

BoccTan oH npoTUB MHEHMII cBETa
OnuH, Kak npexae... u your!
YOur!.. k uemy Teneps pelaaHbs,
IlycThix moXBasl HEHYXHBII XOP

N xankuii menet onpaBaaHbsi?

Cvab0bI CBEDIIUJICS ITDUTOBOD!



He BbI 716 criepBa Tax 3;7100HO rHAJIN
Ero cBoOonHbIN, cMeIbIi 1ap

U nns norexu pazmyBanu

UyTb 3aTauBIuniics noxap?

Uto %? BECEIUTECH...— OH My4EHUN
ITocnenHux BBIHECTU HE MOT:

Vrac, kak cBeTOY, TUBHBIN I'eHUH,

VB TOPKECTBEHHBIN BEHOK.

Ero yOuiina xj1aTHOKpOBHO
Hasen ynap... cnaceHbs HET:
ITycroe cepane ObeTCst pOBHO.

B pyke He ApOrHys NUCTONET.

W uto 3a nuBO?.. N30a51€Ka,
ITogoOHEBIN COTHSIM OETJICHOB,

Ha oo cuactbs ¥ YMHOB
3a0polIeH K HaM IO BOJIE POKa;
Cwmesich, OH Aep3KO Npe3upan
3eMJIH YYy>KOH SI3bIK U HPaBBI;

He mor maauTe OH Hallei ClIaBbl;
He Mor noHATh B ceil MUT KPOBAaBBbIH,

Ha uTto oH pyky nogHumail!..



M oH yOuT — 1 B3SIT MOTWIIOH,
Kak ToT neBen, HeBeJOMBI, HO MUJIbIH,
JoObIMa peBHOCTH I'ITyXOH,
BocrieTslii UM ¢ TakOIO YyAHOM CUIIOH,

CpaxeHHBIN, KaK U OH, 0€3’KaJIOCTHON PYKOH.

3aueM OT MUPHBIX HET U APYX OBl MPOCTOAYIIHON
BeTynuin OH B 3TOT CBET, 3aBUCTJIMBBIN U AYLIHbII
s cepana BOJIBHOTO ¥ INIAMEHHBIX CTpacTen?
3a4ueM OH pyKy Jajl KJI€BETHUKAM HAUYTOXKHbBIM,
3aueM NOBEpUJI OH CJIOBAM U JIACKaM JIOXKHBIM,

OH, ¢ IOHBIX JIET MOCTUTHYBILUN JIIOAEH?..

N, npexxHuil CHAB BEHOK,— OHU BEHELl TEPHOBBIN,
YBUTHIN JTaBpaMH, HAZICJIA HA HETO:

Ho wurner Taitabie cypoBO

SI3BuIIH CIIaBHOE YeJI0;
OTtpaBieHbl €ro NOCIEAHUE MTHOBEHbS
KoBapHbIM IENOTOM HACMENUIUBBIX HEBEXKI,

N ymep 0OH — ¢ HanTpacHOM XaXa0! MILEHbS,

C mocazmoi TaiHOK OOMaHYTHIX HAZAEK.

3aMOJIKJIU 3BYKH YyIHBIX [IECEH,

He pa3gaBaTtbcst UM OnsATh:

IIpuroT nesua yrproM u TECEH,

M na ycrax ero neuvars.



A Bbl, HAAMEHHBIE TOTOMKHU
M3BecTHOM MOMIIOCTHIO MPOCIIABJIEHHBIX OTLOB,
ITaTor0 paGckoro nonpasime 0OOJIOMKHU
Hrporo cyactust 0OMKEHHBIX pOIOB!

Bbl, %aqHOIO TOJIIION CTOSAIINE Yy TPOHA,
CBo6ogpl, I'enust u CrnaBbl manauu!
TauTech BBl OO CEHUIO 3aKOHA,
IIpen Bamu cyn u npasaa — BCE Mo4u!..
Ho ectp u Goxuii cyn, HalepCHUKU pa3Bpara!l
EcTb rpo3HBbIi Cya: OH XIOET;
OH He AOCTYIEH 3BOHY 3J1aTa,
W mMpicniu 1 iesia OH 3HAeT Hamepen.
Toraga HanpacHO Bbl MPUOETHETE K 3J7I0CIIOBBIO:
OHO BaM HE NOMOXET BHOBb,
N BBl HE cMOETE BCEH Balllel YEPHOUM KPOBBIO

ITosta mpaBegHYIO KPOBB!

* Omnurpag B3SIT K3 HEONMyOJMKOBAHHOTO BOJIBHOTO IIEpEeBOIA

tTparegun "Benunecnas" (1648) XKana ne Potpy (1609-50), onxoro u3 Ilatn
ABtopoB Pumenve. Tparegmss Oputa mepeckazaHa A. A. Xanapom
(1789-1873),  pycckumM  IpamMaTyproM-IepeBOMYMKOM,  3HAKOMBIM

JlepMoHTOBA.



APPENDIX

Allusions to Pushkin's poetry are found throughout the poem. Below are
translations of some of Pushkin's verses that Lermontov was likely to recall
while composing his poem.

From the first part of the poem*
CAUCASIAN CAPTIVE (1821)

A bondsman of unpitying honour,
His death he had seen and would not dread,
To duels' resolute cool a donor,

Expecting the pernicious lead.

* Dedication to the poem mentions the "whispers of calumny" and
"victim of calumnous, vengeful, ignorant crowd."
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IMTPUJIOXEHUE

PemunucneHnmm NymMKAHCKUX TEM H 06pa3013 IMPOHU3BIBAIOT BCE
CTUXOTBOPEHHUC. Bor Te IIYIIKUHCKUE CTPOKU, KOTOPBIC, BEPOATHO,

BcrioMuHal JIepMOHTOB.

N3 nepBoii yacTu N03MbI *
KABKA3CKUM IIJIEHHUK (1821)

HeBonbauk yecTn 0ecnomnagHou,
BOmm3u Buoam oH CBOM KOHEII.
Ha noenunkax TBEpABIN, XJIaAHBIN,

Berpeuast ruGenbHbIN CBUHEL.

"nomn

* B mocBsLeHUH K Mo3Me (UrypupyeT "MIENoT KeBeThl", "»KepTBa

KJIEBETHI 1 MCTUTEJILHBIX HEBEX .
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From the poem
ANDRE CHENIER (1825)

...What for abandon'd I this lazy, simple life,

And threw myself into the fatal, frightening strife,
Where savage passions, wanton ignorance ran high,
Where malice reign'd and avarice! O whither, why
Have drawn you me, my hopes! What saw I in that riot,
I, faithful but to love and poetry and quiet...

Be silent, thou weak-hearted plaint!

Pride thee, O poet, joyful grow:

Thy head droop'd not, thou wouldst not faint
Before our days' disgraceful low...
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N3 ctuxoTBOpeHUs
AHJIPEN IIIEHBE (1825)

...3a4EM OT XKHU3HU CEH, JIEHUBON U IPOCTOU,
41 xunysica tyna, rae yxac poOKOBOU,

I'me crpactu qukue, rae OyiiHbIE HEBEXBI,
N 31006a, u kopseicTh! Kyna, Mon Hagex !,
BrI 3aBneknn menst! Uto gemath OBIJIO MHE,

MEHe, BepHOMY JIIO0BH, CTUXaM U THUILHHE...

YMOKHH, pONOT MaJIOAYIIHbIH!
Tl'opauce u panyiicst, mo3T:
Tsl HE TOHKK TJ1ABOW MOCITYIIHON

Ilepen mo30poM HaIUX JIET...
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From the novel
EUGENE ONEGIN, CHAPTER SIX

XXX

...Now five more steps they have advanced,
And Lenskiy, squinting his left eye,

Too started aiming — suddenly

Onegin fired his shot... Entranced,

The poet's soul would soon move on:

Now drops he silently his gun,

XXXI

His hand but for an instant hangs
Upon his chest, and so he falls.

His misty gaze speaks death, not pangs.
Thus in the mountains slowly rolls,
And sparkles in the sun with lights,

A snowy bulk down sloping heights.

At once pour'd o'er with chilling ruth,
Onegin hurries to the youth,
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And looks, and calls his name... in vain:
He lives no more. The juvenile bard
Has found his doom, by Time unmarr'd!
Did breathe the tempest, and did wane
The blossom fair at Morning's rays,

The altar fire did cease to blaze!..

XXXV

His heart quite eaten with remorse,

The pistol in his hand still clench'd,

Ievgeniy looks at Lenskiy's corse.

"What then? he is shot," the neighbour cinch'd.
He is shot!.. Strikes this grave exclamation
Onegin, and with trepidation

He walks aside...

XLIV

I've found the voice of different yearnings,
I've found a new kind of a fret,

And I accept the first ones' spurnings,
Though losing my old fret regret.

O dreams! where is your mirthful truth?
Where's, her eternal rhyme, my youth?

15



Is 't so, now really at last

Away her garland must be cast?

Is 't so in verity indeed,

No elegiacs to devise,

My spring near to its finish hies
(What jesting I'd till now concede)?
Is 't so, and I must turn the page
And soon be thirty years of age?

16



N3 pomana
EBI'EHUIM OHEI'MH, I'TIABA IIECTAS

XXX

...BOT IIATH IIaros enie CTynuiy,
N Jlenckuii, XMyps JI€BBIN IJ1a3,
Cran Takxke HeJUTh — HO Kak pa3
OneruH BeicTpeauI... [IpoOuin
Yacsl ypouHBIE: O3T

Ponsier momua IMUCTOJICT,

XXXI

Ha rpyap kitaget TUXOHBKO PyKy
N napaer. TymanHBIN B30p
H3o0paxaeT cMepTh, HE MYKY.
Tak MenJIEHHO MO CKaTy rop,

Ha connue nckpamu Giucrasi,
Cnagaet ribi0a CHeroBas.
MraoBeHHBIM X0JIOOOM OOJIUT,

OHErvH K FOHOIIE CIEIINT,
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I'mapuT, 30BET €ro... HaNpacHo:
Ero yx HeT. Mnagoii neserg
Hamen Ge3BpeMeHHBIN KOHe!
HoxHyna Oypsi, IBET MPEKPaCHbIN
VYBs1 HAa yTpPEHHEN 3ape,

IToTyx orons Ha anrtapel..

XXXV

B Tocke cepeuHbIX yrphI3eHUH,

Pykoto ctuchHyB nucrosner,

I'manut Ha JIenckoro EBrennii.

"Hy, uto x? yout",— pemmun cocen.
Yourt!.. Cum cTpaniHbiM BOCKJIIMIAHBEM
CpaxeH, OHETHH ¢ COOpOraHbeM

OTx0OuT...

XLIV

I1o3Hau s1 rmac MHBIX XKEJTaHUH,
ITo3Han s HOBYIO IeYaIb;

J7151 IEpBBIX HET MHE YIIOBAHUH,

A cTapoii MHE Ievasu Xallb.

MeuThl, MeuThI! rIe Bala ciagocThb?

I'ne Beunas k Hel pudma, Mi1anocTsb?
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Yxenb 1 BIpaBay HAKOHEIT
VBsin, yBsu1 ee BeHen?

VYkenb U BOPSIM U B CaMOM [ieJie
Be3 snernueckux 3areit

Becna Mmoux npomMyasnacek 1Hen
(Yro s myTs TBepaui noceie)?
U eii yxenb Bo3BpaTa HET?

VY3kesb MHE CKOpPO TPUALATH JIET?
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From the poem
MY FAMILY TREE (1830)

I know the times' praeposterousness,
Contest not, verily, its will:

New by descent is our noblesse,
And if yet newer, then nobler still.
A fragment of an hoaring race
(And more may, sadly, oft be seen),
Of olden boyars I'm the trace,

I'm, friends, a petty meshchanin®.
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A stack of deeds and letters missive
Has my heraldic seal suppress'd,
And with the new I'm not dismissive,
And put my pride of blood to rest.
I'm literatus and verse-maker,

I'm Pushkin simple, not Mussin™*,
I'm not too rich, I'm no grace-taker,

I'm big myself: a meshchanin.

* 'Meshchanin' (from Polish 'mieszczanin,’ townsman, bourgeois) —
bourgeois.

** An allusion to the Mussin-Pushkin Counts and, it would seem, also
to the banned Russian Freemasons, as carlier the former had been
prominent among the latter.

Compare this excerpt from Pushkin with the final part of Lermontov's
'Death of the Poet": "And ye, O haughty progenies...", which lies totally
within Pushkin's historic concept concerning "new aristocracy" who then
started to dominate the society thus dismissing the old nobility, the carriers
of the national, historic, and cultural tradition. Indeed, Lermontov saw
Pushkin himself as one of those "débris of a race wronged by play of
fortune."
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N3 ctuxoTBOpeHus
MOA POOAOCIIOBHAZA (1830)

ITonsiTHA MHE BpEMEH NPEBPATHOCTb,
He npekocnosito, npaso, eu:

Y Hac HOBA POXIEHBEM 3HATHOCTD,

M yem HOBee, TeM 3HATHEN.

Ponos npsxsneronmx 0010MOK

(M mo HecuacTbio, HE OMIVH),

Bosip cTapuHHBIX 51 HOTOMOK;

51, OpaTupl, MEJIKUN MEIIAHUH.
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ITox repOoBOit MOEH IEYaTHIO
A1 xumy rpaMoT CXOPOHUIT

N He sxmaroce ¢ HOBOW 3HATBIO,
M xpoBu criecb yrOMOHMIL.

4l rpamoTeil U CTUXOTBOPEL,

51 Ilymkus npocto, He Mycun™,
51 He Ooray, He apeaBopell,

41 cam OONBLION: 51 MEIIAHKH.

* Nmerorcss B Buay rpagsl MycuHBI-IIyIKHHEBI;, BO3MOXEH TaKXe
HaMeK Ha 3ampelieHHble B PoccuM MacOHCKHE JIOXH, IIOCKOJIBKY

MyCI/IHbI-HYH_IKI/IHLI 3aHUMaJId BBICOKHE ITOCThI B JIOXKAaX.

23



ABOUT THE POEM

The poem 'Death of the Poet', Lermontov's response to the tragic death of
Pushkin, is said to be written on January 28, 1837. Pushkin died one day
later, but rumors about his death spread immediately after his duel with
G. d'Anthes, Lieutenant of the Imperial Cavalier Guard Regiment, a
French emigre.

The final part of the poem was added on February 7. On that day
Lermontov (who was sick at the time) had a turbulent argument with a
visiting relative, N. A. Stolypin, an official at the Ministry of Foreign
Affairs, regarding Pushkin's duel. Lermontov reveals the real perpetrators
of Pushkin's death and shows a larger picture, far beyond the poet's conflict
with the infamous lieutenant.

The poem was first published in London in 1856, 15 years after
Lermontov's death. In 1837, it was disseminated all across St. Petersburg in
hand-written copies and right away made Lermontov (who was 23) a poetic
star of the first magnitude. One of the copies reached the Tzar Nicolas I
with a comment: 'A call for the revolution' — and made the tzar furious. The
epigraph with its direct appeal to the monarch for retribution was
considered by the officials to be a particularly offensive, most criminal part.
Lermontov was prosecuted and exiled for his poem (see Lermontov's
biography 'About the Author' in issue no. 1). D'Anthes was deported to
France. [Editors' note]
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RELEVANT LINKS

Site built by Ilya Golubitskiy
http://year1837narod.ru

Poesis guestbook/forum and online link bank

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

Other translations of 'Death of the Poet'

http://jw.deepspace93.com/poetry/lermontovtr.html

translated by John Woodsworth (Ottawa, Canada), 1999
http://www .friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov/lermontov7.html
http://www.geocities.com/y_volkov/dofpoet2.htm

translated by Yevgeny Bonver
http://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/death_of poet.html

translated by Yevgeny Bonver, 1998; edited by Dmitry Karshtedt, 2001

About Pushkin
http://www.pushkininenglish.com/Pushkin's%?20life.htm

Other translations from Pushkin
http://www.lib.ru/LITRA/PUSHKIN/ENGLISH/onegin_j.txt
'Eugene Onegin' translated by Charles Johnston
http://www.pushkins-poems.com/Yev604.htm
'Eugene Onegin' translated by G. R. Ledger

Another subject
http:// http://80.1911encyclopedia.org/R/RO/ROTROU_JEAN_DE.htm
biography of the author of 'Venceslas' (see the epigraph to 'Death of the Poet')
http://reference.allrefer.com/encyclopedia/C/ChenierA.html
about Andre Chenier (in English)
http://www.peoples.ru/art/literature/poetry/oldage/chenier/
about Andre Chenier (in Russian)






