


EPITAPH

A simple son of Liberty,

His life from passions save'd he not;
And Nature's truthful symmetry
With fondness often he would jot.

He trusted mirky divinations,
And magic talismans, and love,
And to unnatural sensations
He made his days a tribute of.

And kept his soul in him a room

For suffering, bliss, and passions blind.
He died. Before thee stands his tomb.
He ought to have left the human kind.

This poem is believed to be written in memory of
D. V. Venevitinov (1805-27), a poet and philosopher, who died at the
age of 22. (See Links.) Others treat this poem as Lermontov's
auto-epitaph.



QIINTADPUA

ITpocTocepaeunslii CbIH CBOOODI,
JI7151 4yBCTB OH KM3HU HE 1AW,
U BepHbIE YepTHI NPUPOALI

OH 4YacTO CIUCHIBATH JTIOOUII.

OH BepuJI TEMHBIM NPEACKA3AHBSM,
N tanucmanam, 1 J1100BH,
M HeecTeCTBEHHBIM XEJIaHbSIM

OH oTnan B )XEepTBY IHU CBOM.

M B HeM nyma 3amac XpaHwiia
bnaxeHcTBa, MyKH U CTpacTEN.
OH ymep. 3aech ero MoruJa.

OH He OB CO3aH IS JIIOOEH.

CTHXOTBOpEHHE, MO-BUINMOMY, MOCBSIIIIEHO naMsITU
. B. BeneButunosa (1805-27), moata u ¢uinocoda, KOTOPLIA ymMep B

Bo3pacte 22 nert. CoriacHO OpPyroil BEpCUHU, 3TO CTHUXOTBOPEHUE



THE STAR

O ever distant star, shine bright, shine bright,

So I could always find thee in the night;

For thy faint ray, when battling with the dark,
Lets dream my soul by sickness stricken stark;

It flies to thee at ever great a height;

And then this breast feels ever free and light...

I saw a gaze sincere and fiery

(Much time has passed since it was hid from me),
But, as to thee, I to it still aspire;

And though it is forbid — to see it I desire...



3BE3IA

CBeTuch, CBETHCh, JIaJieKasl 3Be3/1a,

Yto0 51 B HOUM BcTpedas TeOs1 BCceraa;
TBo# ci1a0blii J1y4, CpaXasiCb C TEMHOTOMH,
Hecet meutsl ayme moen 00IbHOM;

Omna k Te0e J1IeTaeT BBICOKO;

N rpynu ceit cBOOOOHO U JIETKO...

51 Buaesn B3risia, UCIOJTHEHHBIN OTHS
(Y>x OH 1aBHO 3aKpBUICS IJISI MEHS),

Ho, kak k Tebe, kK HEMY elie jeuy;

M XOTb HENB3s1 — CMOTPETH €r0 XOUYy...



THE THUNDERSTORM

The thunder roars, do smoke the clouds
Above the dark marine abyss,

And gather'd in fermenting crowds,

The waves with foam do seethe and hiss.
Around the crags, of doleful lightning

Does writhe her fiery strip the snake,

The elements wait for something frightening —
And I stand here, whom nought shall shake.



Nought shall — or him should daunt the strife
Of all the heavenly forces now,

Whose feelings weren't of use in life

And were by life deceived so?

Round whom, that venom for the soul,
Calumny's judgements made their spire,

As round yon rock's sharp-pointed awl

Dost circle thou, destroyer-fire?

O no! - O fly, thou aerial flame,
O hiss, ye winds, above my head;
Here am I, cold, to all the same,
And alien to what ever dread.



I'PO3A

Peset rpo3sa, abiMATCA Ty4u

Hapn TemHOM 6€30H0I0 MOPCKOH,

N xyienyT neHo KUIy4en,

Tounrsacsi, BOJIHBI MEX COOOM.

Bxpyr ckan oraucTomn JeHTON BbEeTCS
IlevanbHO MOJIHUY 3MeEH,

Cruxuii TpeBOXHBIN POU MATETCS —

U 31mech cTOI0 HEABYXUM S1.



CT010 — yXeJIb TOMY yXKaCHO
CrpemiieHbe BCEX Ha3EMHBIX CHII,
KT0 B %13HHM 4yBCTBOBAJI HAllpaCHO
U xu3anio oOMaHyT ObLT?

Boxkpyr koro, cei si cepIeyHblii,
Bunuce cyxneHbst KJIIEBETHI,

Kax BKpyr ckaJibl OCTPOKOHEYHOM,

['yOuTenb-miaMeHb, BbEIIbCS Thi?

O Het! — eTaii, OrOHb BO3AYIIHBIN,
CBucrtute, BETpPHI, HaJ IJ1aBOI;
41 3neck, XOJIOAHBIN, pAaBHOAYIIHBIN,

W TpeneT HE 3HAKOM CO MHOM.



EVENING AFTER THE RAIN

The heavens darken as I look outside.

High up the parting beam has not yet died:
On every dome and chimney and each cross;
In eyes betray'd it shines with passing gloss;
The fierish linings of the gloomy clouds

Do in the sky parade in snake-like crowds,
And now a breeze has pass'd the garden over
And agitated grasses, ferns, and clover...

I've spotted in the grass a single bloom —

A diamond from an oriental tomb.

Each droplet brightly shines on it and quivers,
Its head is down, and there it stands in shivers,
As if a girl in time of fatal dole:

Her soul is dead, yet joy is o'er her soul;
Though tears shed her brightly blazing eyes,
She still admits own beauty while she cries.
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BEYEP ITOCJIE JOXIA

I'1spKy B OKHO: yk racHET HEOOCKIIOH,
[IpomanbHelii JIyd Ha BBIIIMHE KOJIOHH,
Ha kynosnax, Ha TpyOax u kpecTax
Brectut; roput B 0OMaHyTBIX O4ax;

W MpayHbIX Ty4 OTHUCTBIE Kpasi
Pucyrorcs Ha HEOe, Kak 3med,

N BeTepok, no caay npoOexas,
BosnyeT cTebin OMOYEHHBIX TPAB...
OnuH Mex HUX IPUMETUI 1 IBETOK,
Kax OynTo nepsi, NOKMHYBIIUN BOCTOK.
Ha Hem Boga GiucTarouu JpOXHUT,
['maBy CBOIO CKIIOHMBIIH, OH CTOHUT,
Kak neBymika B neyaim poKOBOW:
Hyma youTa, panocTh HaJ OyIIOW;
XOTb CJI€3bl JILET U3 IUITAMEHHBIX OYEH,

Ho noMHuUT Bce 0 KpacoTe CBOE.
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TO A STUPID BEAUTY

Would I by thee be captivated

When at a distance find it safe,

But words thou speak'st are truely fated
To always put me in a chafe.

Or fright, or laughter would replace

Sweet dreamings in a sudden breach,

And my enchantment with thy face

Would fade, congealled by stupid speech...

So Death seems fine from distance fair —
An arrow aim'd at an enemy.

I follow her, though I'm aware

She may turn over toward me...

I'm ever thrilled to watch her dance,
Though never breaking my convention
That I would not attract attention:

Give half the world - there is not a chance.
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K TJIVIIOU KPACABUIIE

To0oi1 IIeHAThCs U3aanu

Moe Bce 3peHue roToso,

Ho cnpimats, 60xe coxpaHy,

MHe oT Te0s1 OZHO XOTb CJIOBO.
Wb cmex, wib CTpax B ayle Moeu
3aMEHUT CJIaIKOE MEUTAHbE,

N riynelii cMBICT TBOUX peueit

OH@HCHI/IT O4YapOBaHLbE...

Tak cMepThb KpacHa u3aajieka;
ITyckait OHA JIETUT CTPETIOXO.

3a HeH s CIIeAyIo N0Ka;

JInmb TONBKO O HE OHA 32 MHOK...
3a Hel s BCroay MmoJieuy

N nacnaxycs B cozepuaHbe.

Ho cam mpuBieus ee BHUMaHbe

Hwu 3a nmonmupa He xouy.
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TO THE CAUCASUS

The Caucasus! a distant land!

The home of free and simple hearts!
Misfortunes even thee command,
And war hath bloodied all thy parts!..
Must now thy caverns and thy crags,
The savage mist which on them sags,
Hear, too, the voice of passions rank,
The fame's, the gold's, the fetters' clank?
No! for thy land the bygone years
Shall ne'er, Circassian, be return'd:
Here Liberty no more appears;

A stronger ally hast thou earn'd.
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KABKA3Y

Kagka3! Jlanekas cTpaHa!l
Kunuiue BOJIBHOCTH IPOCTOM!
U TBI HECUACTBSIMU NTOJTHA

N oxpoBasiieHa BOHHOM!..
Yoxkenb neepsl U CKaJIbl

Ilox nuko¥ MejgeHor MIJIbI
YcenplmaT Takke KpUK CTpacTel,
3BOH C/1aBHI, 371aTa M IIeTei?..
Hert! Ilpouutsix et HE OXUAAH,
UYepkec, B OTEUECTBO CBOE:
CBoOone npexne MUblii Kpai

IIpumeTHO rUOHET MJIA HEe.
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OSSIAN'S GRAVE

Where all beneath fog's shrowd is wan,
Where grass 'neath stormy skies repine,
There stands the tomb of Ossian,

Up in the hills of Scotland mine.

My spirit, lull'd, is flying home

To breathe the wind with memories rife,
And from the long forgotten tomb

A second time to borrow life!..

Ossian — a legendary poet. A Scottish writer D. Macpherson
attributed his own poems published in the 1760's to Ossian. See Links.
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I'POb OCCHAHA

Ilox 3anaBecor TymaHa,
ITon neOom Oyps, cpenu cTeneu,
Crout mormia OccuaHa

B ropax Illotnanauu Moex.

JleTuT K HE#l IyX MO YCBIIIJICHHBIN
PoaumbiM BETpOM MOABIIATH
M ot morwuisl ceil 3a0BEHHON

BTOpHYHO XU3HB CBOIO 3aHATH!..

Occuan -  jereHgapublii  moat. Ilotmanackuit  moaT
. Maxkdepcon mnyonukoBan B 60 romst XVIII Beka cBom
CTUXOTBOPEHHSI, MPUMHCHIBast aBTOpcTBO Occuany. Cm. Links.
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I. G. did not complete the translation of the poems 'To a
Stupid Beauty' and 'Evening after the Rain' and thus excluded
them from the collection on his Web site. Here we publish the
translations co-authored by Irina Kadis.

RELEVANT LINKS

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

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

Venevitinov
http://www.fplib.org/literature/19century/venevitinov.html
About Venevitinov (in Russian)
http://www litera.ru:8085/stixiya/authors/venevitinov.html
Venevitinov's portrait and poetry (in Russian, transliterated)
Ossian
http://www.bartleby.com/220/1010.html
About Ossian and Macpherson
http://www.sacred-texts.com/neu/ossian/
About Ossian and Macpherson
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Other translations from Lermontov
http://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/lermontov_ind.html
Contains translation of 'Ossian's Grave'
More about Lermontov
http://molchanova.com/LearmonthDairsieBalcomie.html
On the Scottish origin of the Lermontov family
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