


KAFKUSS*

Though at the dawn of my days was I torn,
O mountains of South, far away from your truss,
For all of my life naught can separate us:
As a beautiful song in my motherland borne,
I love the Kafkuss.

From the infantine years of my mother bereft,

I dreamed of her voice when a powerful gust

Would flutter the steppe full of whispering grass.

Thus love I the sky by those mountain-tops cleft!
I love the Kafkuss.

And filled you with joy, o ravines, all my days;
Five years have gone by — still my soul you concuss.
Two heavenly eyes once esteemed me and passed,
And murmurs the heart mine recalling that gaze:

I love the Kafkuss!..

*Kafkuss — phonetic representation of Russ. 'Kavkaz', the
Caucasus



KABKA3

XoT4 1 cyap001 Ha 3ape MOUX JHEH,
O 10XHBIE TOPBI, OTTOPTHYT OT BaC,
Y100 BEYHO UX MOMHUTB, TaM HaJl0 OBbITh pa3:
Kak cnazakyro necHo OTYM3HBI MOEH,
JIro6mro 51 KaBkas.

B MitaneHueckux jerax st MaTh MOTEPSLI,

Ho MmHMII0CK, 4TO B pO30BHIi Beuepa vac

Ta cTenb NOBTOpPsUIa MHE TAMSITHBIN TJIac.

3a 3T0 J1100JIIO 51 BEPIIMHBI TEX CKaJ,
JIro0mro g1 KaBkas.

4 cyactiuB ObLI C BaMHu, yIIEIUA OP;

IIaTh et mpoHecI0Ch — BCE TOCKYIO IO BacC.

Tam Bunen st napy O0XeCTBEHHBIX IJ1a3;

U cepaue smeneueT, BOCIOMHS TOT B30p:
JIro6mro a1 Kaskas!..



NIGHT

Extinguish'd was the day — of night the darkness
The heavenly vaults as by a cerecloth cover'd.
There but in places spun and oscillated

Some spots that light emitted,

And 'midst them spun the earth which we inhabit.
Tranquillity embraced it quietly; on it

All was asleep — and I alone yet slept not.
Alone I slept not... a half-world me daunted,
The in-between of happiness and sorrow

Pent up inside my heart — and so desired I

That were the joy or sadness in 't augmented
With of the bygone life the recollection:

The latter, ne'er the less, appear'd the easier!..

Now from the west a Skeleton gigantic

Over the dismal vaults began ascending,

And hidden were the stars behind him...

And all did burst apart beneath his footsteps,—
A nullity remain'd where they had trodden!



And did to the terrestrial orb approach now
Th' all-powerful giant — all was on it sleeping,
Was nothing readying to rouse itself — a single,
A single mortal witness'd what God grant not

A living creature e'er to witness...

And now he raised his bony arms — and saw |
That in each hand was holding he a human,
They trembling — and to both I had been acquainted —
And threw a gaze I on them — and was crying!..
And on a sudden a strange voice spoke:
"Thou weakling!
Son of oblivion and of dust, thou was it
Who in excruciating torments had been
Invoking me? — I am here: I am Death!..
My sway is boundless!..
Thou seest the two. Thou know'st them —
thou hast loved them...
One is of them to perish.— I permit thee
To fix the lot which cannot be avoided...
And thou shalt die, and shalt in ages perish —
And nowhere, nowhere thou a second time shalt see them —
Know thou, as time shall vanish, so shall humans,
Who 're born of it — is God alone eternal...
— O wretch, resolve thou!.."



Now all o'er me flowing
Was an involuntary trepidation,
And, clattering wildly, were my teeth preventing
Out of my chest the cruel words escaping;
And, having conquer'd at the last my terror,
Did to the skeleton exclaim I: "Both, both!..
Believe I: there's no meeting — there's no parting!..
They long enough have lived, so that for ever
Be on them punishment inflicted.
Ah! - take thou me as well, the earthen maggot,
The earth to pieces smash, nest of corruption,
Of folly and of sorrow!..
All all from us does take it by deception
And never gives us aught — except our birthday!..
Accursed be a gift so useless!..
We would without it have of thee no knowledge,
Too, therefore, of our barren, vain existence,
Quite without hopes — and full of apprehensions.
May perish now my friends, may now they perish!..
But of one thing shall I be crying:
What for they are not children!.."



And saw I how the bony hands constricted

Around my friends and crush'd them — disappear'd they —
Was even there no spectres and no shadows...

With fog Death's image then was shrowded thickly

And thus began it moving northward. Long, long

Did wring my hands and did my tears I swallow,
Complaining at the Lord, to pray undaring!..

Lermontov wrote the poem 'Night' in Byronic style. See
Byron's poems 'The Dream' (1816) and 'Darkness' (1816).

HOYb

ITorachyn geHb! — 1 TbMa HOYHASI CBOJIbI
HeOecHble kak caBaHOM NOKpPbLIA.

Koii-raoe Bo TbMe BEPTENUCH U MEJTbKAIIH
CaeTsmuecs TOYKH,

N mexnay Hux 3emJis BepTesach Halla;

Ha Heit, cnokoicTBUEM OOBSITOM TUXUM,
YCHyO BCE — U 51 OJIMH JIMILb HE CIall.
OpnuH s He cnian... CTpaliHbIM MOJIyCBETOM,
Mex paioCcThIO U TOPECTHIO CPEUHOM,

Moe TeCHUI0Ch CCpALC — U XKCJIAJT A



Becenue wim neyaab YMHOXUTH
BocnomuHaaHbeM O yOUTOM XU3HU:

ITocnennee, omHako, ObIIO jierye!..

Bort c 3anaga CkeneT Hen3MepuMBIi

ITo Mpa4yHbIM CBOAAM Havasl MIOJHUMATHCS

N 3Be3abI 3acioHmI cO00K0...

N nesnble MupBI Ipel HUM YHUYTOXAJIUC,

N Bce Tpemasno nox ero maraMu —
HuuToxecTBO 32 HUMU OCTaBaJI0Ch, —

M BOT npuOIM3WiICs K 36MHOMY ILIAPY

I'uranT BCceCusbHBIN — BCE HA HEH YCHYJIO,
HuuTo BCTPEBOXUTHCSI HE MBICITUIIO — EIUHBIH,
Enuneiil cMepTHBIN BUaEN, 4TO HE dal Oor

Co31aHuo )KUBOMY BUAET...

W BOT OH MOJHSIT KOCTSHBIE PYKH,

N B kaxnoW OH IepXkKall MO YEJIOBEKY

HpoxarnieMy — 1 MHE OHU 3HAaKOMBbI ObLITN —

W kuHys1 B30p Ha HUX S — U 3arJiakad!..

U ctpaHHbIil ronoc BOPYr pa3aaics:
"ManonymHsiii!

CbIH npaxa v 3a0BeHMs, HE ThI JIU,

N3Hemorasi B MyKax HECTEPIUMBIX,

Ko MHe B3bIBaJI,— 51 31€Ch: 1 CMEPTH!..

Moe BJ1anbpecTBO O€30DEXHO!..



Bot nBoe. TwI ux 3Haemb — THI JIIOOWIT UX...
OnuH n3 Hux norudHet. [1o3Bogro
Onpenennts HEU3OEKUMBIHA KpPEOUIi...

N 1Bl ymMpeLb, 1 B BEUHOCTH NOTMOHEIb —
N ux Hurae, HUrae BTOPUYHO HE YBUIUIID!
3Hal, KaKk UCUE3HET BpeMs, TaK U JIIOIHU,
Ero poxneHbe,— TOJIBKO OOT JIUIIb BEYEH...

Pemmice, HecuacTHbI!..."

TyT HEBOJIBHBIH TpeneT
ITo MHE MTHOBEHHO HauaJjl pa3jiuBaThCs,
U 3yObl1, Kpemnko 3acTy4an, MeUIaIn
CroBaM XeCTOKMM BBIPBAThCS U3 FPYIH,
W HakoHew, npeonosieB CBOM yxac
K ckenety, s1 Bocknuknym: "O6a! o0Gal..
51 Bepro: HET CBUAHBS — HET pPa3yku!..
OHM 1OBOJIBHO KW, YTOOBI BEUHO
[Tponnunocs ux Haka3aHbe.
AX! — 1 MEHs BO3bMM, 36MHOT'O YEPBS,
N 3emumro paznpoOu, rHe310 pa3Bpara,
besymcrBa u nevanu!..
Bcé, Bcé Gepet oHa y Hac o0OMaHOM
W He mapuT HaM HUYETO — KpOME POKAECHBsI! ..
IIpoxnsaTee 3TOMY nogapky!..

Mpg1 6e3 Hero Te0s1 ObI He 3HaBaJIu,



[ToaTomMy 1 TIIETHOM, OETHOM KU3HU,
I'me HeT HaZEX T — U BCIOJy ONIACEHbSI.
JHa ruOHYT k€ Apy3bsl MOM, 1a THOHYT!..
JInmb 00 ogHOM A OyAly IUIaKaTh:

3ayem ouu He netu!.."

W Bugen s, Kak pyKu KOCTSIHbIE

Mouwux apy3ey ciaBUIM — UX HE CTaJIO0 —
He ctano naxe npuspakoB U TEHEM...
Tymanom oGnauniicst o06pa3 CMEpPTH,

N - tax nowen Ha cesep. Homro, noiro,
Jlomas pyku U rioras ciessl,

51 Ha TBOpLA pornTal, cTpamach MOJUTHCA!..

CTuxoTBOpEHUE "Houp" HAaIMCAaHO B
Oaliponndeckom ctmiie. Cp. ctuxoTrBopeHust Baiipona
"Con" (1816) u "Tema" (1816).
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TON. F.I...VA

From life's beginning have I loved

To sulk in solitary fashion,

When freely through my soul I moved,
My sadness to the rest unproved,

Awakening not thus men's compassion.

Methought, the happy'd ne'er conceive
What I myself could not sort out,

And sombre thoughts would ne'er believe,
Or to the friend who ne'er does grieve,

Or to the flaming passion's bout.

What of my fancies I did know,

I had set down with ink and pen,

Then wouldst have read these sheets of woe,
And wouldst have reconciled me thou

With my wild passions and with men.
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But was thy gaze, unnerved and pure,
On me but wonder-stricken fix'd,
Thou didst but shake thy head, unsure,
And say my wit may not endure

When with such spurious wishes mix'd.

Thus I, believing in thy speech,
Immersed myself deep in my heart,
Yet this myself I there did teach:

My thoughts no trifles tried to reach,
They would in something hid take part,

In that of which the pledge at night

Hath been the heavens' starry climb,
Which God hath sworn shall be our right,
And which delineate I might

Through contemplation and through time.

But rending, harrowing seeds are sown
From birth inside my soul's dark frame...
'Mid endless ills e'er having grown,

I'll die, my heart ne'er having known

Of dolorous thoughts the dolorous aim.
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H. ®. 1...BOU

JIroOu ¢ Havyana )XU3HU S
Yrpromoe yeAuHEHbE,

I'me yxpoiBasics Bech B ce0s,
Bosics, rpycTh He yTas,

Bynuts nroackoe coxasieHbe.

CuacTnuBIbl, MHUII 51, HE IOUMYT
Toro, uto cam He pa3bepy 4,

W 4epHBIX AyM HE YHECYT

Hu pagocts OpyXeCKUX MUHYT,

Hu cTpacTHBIl IIITaMEHb MOLIENY.

Mowu HesICHBIE MEYTHI

51 BBIpa3uTh XOTEN CTUXaMHU,
UTOOBI, IPOYTS CUH JIUCTHI,
Mens Obl npuMUpHIIA ThI

C mronpmMu 1 ¢ OyHBIMU CTPACTSIMU.
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Ho B30p CIOKOVHBIN, YUCTHINA TBOU
B MmeHs Bnepusics, n3yMIICHHBIN,—
TbI mokavaia TOJIOBOMH,

Cka3as, yTO 0OJIEH pa3yM MO,

Kenanbem B3JOPHbBIM OCJIEILICHHBIN.

51, Bepyst TBOUM CIIOBaM,
I'myGoko B cepaue norpy3uics,
OpHako Xe Halllel s TaMm,

YT0 yM MO# HE IO IyCTsIKaM

K uemy-TO TaltHOMY cTpeMMIICS,—

K Tomy, 4ero nansel B 3a10r

C TOonMoI0 3B€31 HOYHbIC CBOBI,
K Tomy, uTo o6Geman Ham 6or

M uto 6 ypazymeTs s1 MOT

qCpCB MBIIIJICHUA U I'OABbI.

Ho nputknii, HO CypOBBIil HpaB
MeHs rpbI3eT OT KOJIBIOEIH. .
W, B X13HHU 310 JIUIIB UCTIBITAB,
YMpy £, cepauem He MO3HaB

IleyanbHBIX AyM MeYaJIbHOM LICIIH.
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Note. I. G. never completed the translation of the poem
'Kafkuss' and thus excluded it from the collection of poems on
his Web site. Here we publish the translation co-authored by
Irina Kadis.
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Site built by Ilya Golubitskiy
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Links to Byron's poetry
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Darkness

http://www.poetry.com.au/classics/titles/d/dream.html
The Dream
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