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LINES WRITTEN UPON HAVING READ
A BIOGRAPHY OF BYRON BY MOORE

Suppose it not that I were worth of thine compassion,
Though words of mine are full of bitter sorrow; — no;
No! all the agonies that make my forehead ashen
Are but a premonition of much deeper woe.

I'm young; but in my heart swell forceful tunes,
And aim the chords of Byron I to strike;
We share one soul, endure common wounds;

O, if our destinies were also like!..

I've, too, sought freedom and escape in roaming,
Too, burn'd already in my childhood with the soul,
And love'd the sunset in the mountains, waters foaming,

Of earthly and of heavenly storms the howl.

Like he, I seek repose to no avail,
Am persecuted ever by one thought.
If look I back — the past can make me wail;

Ahead I look — a soul to love shows not!



K %k ok ok

ITPOUUTAB XXI3Hb BAIIPOHA,
HAITMUCAHHYIO MYPOM

He nymaii, 4T00 51 OBLIT AOCTOMH COXAJIEHbS,
XO0Ts Tenepp CI0Ba MOM MEYAJIbHBL; — HET;
Hert! Bce MOH keCTOKHE MyYEHbS —

OnHo npeauyBCcTBHE ropa3fgo O0oabmux Oen.

41 MoJI04; HO KUIIAAT HA CEpALE 3BYKH,
N BaiipoHa 1O0CTUTHYTH 51 O XOTET;
¥ Hac ogHa Ayia, OOHU U TE XK€ MYKU;

O, ecniu 6 oguHakoB ObLT yaed!..

Kak oH, uity 3a0BeHbs1 U CBOOOIHI,
Kak oH, B peOsidecTBe MbUTA YXK S TyLIOH,
JIroOmn 3aKaT B ropax, NEHAIMECS BOAbI

M Oypb 3eMHBIX 1 Oypb HEOECHBIX BOM.

Kaxk oH, uity cnokoicTBHS HAPaCHO,
I'oHUM MOBCIOIy MBICIIHIO OTHOIA.
I'mspxy Hazan — mpolieaniee yKacHo;

I'nspky Biepen — TaM HET Oyly poaHOM!



TO SU<SHKOVA>

We have been close, yet all these days
I haven't heard emotion's flame;

And met I thy delightful gaze —

My heart beat calmly all the same.

But what of that? — first talk of leave
Has made me tremble through my core;
No, no, this isn't of trouble the eve;

I'm not in love — conceal what for!

And yet I wish I idle'd here
Another day, another hour,

So of thine eyes the wondrous glare
Would pacify my passions dour.



K CY<IIKOBOI >

BOnu3u €051 10 3TUX Op
41 He cnpIxasn B rpyau OrHAL
Berpevan nu TBOM IIpesIECTHBIN B30p —

He Guiock cepaue y MeHs.

W uTo0 %? — pa3nyku nepBblil 3BYK
MeHs 3acTaBUI TPENETATD;
Hert, HET, OH HE NPEBECTHUK MYK;

51 He mo0ITI0 — 3a4€M CKpbIBaTh!

OnHako e XOTb 1€Hb, XOTb Yac
Eme xenan Obl 31€Ch NIPOOBITS,
Y1006 6J1eCKOM 3THX YyIHBIX IJ1a3

Hymu TpeBOrd yCMUPHUTb.



FOREBODING

Shall come the year, Rossiia's evil year,

When at the crown of Czars the realm shall sneer;
The peasants shall forget their pious love,

And many in search of death and blood shall rove;
When Artlessness, when maidens' Innocence
Shan't in the toppled Law find their defense;
When from the sordid, lifeless corses Plague
Shall come the sadden'd villages to ague,

To enter any cot and claim what's hers,

When Hunger shall this wretched land traverse;
And fiery glow the river banks shall span:

That day there shall appear a mighty Man,

And thou shalt know him — and shalt understand
What for is the steel dagger in his hand:

And woe then unto thee! — thy cry, thy wail

Shall seem to him a farce of no avail;

And sombre, terrible shall be thy foe,

So as his overcoat and raised brow.



ITPEJICKA3AHUE

Hacranet roa, Poccuu uepHslii roz,
Korna napeii kopoHa ynazner;

3a0yneT 4epHb K HUM MPEKHIOO JT1000Bb,
M nuima MHOruxX OyAeT CMEpPTh U KPOBB;
Korpna nereit, korna HEBUHHBIX KEH
Hu3zseprayThliil HE 3aIIUTUT 3aKOH;
Korga uyma oT cMpaaHbIX, MEPTBBIX TEJI
HauneT OpoauTs cpeau nevaiabHbIX Cedl,
YUTtoOBI IUIATKOM M3 XW)KUH BHI3bIBATh,

U cranet rnazn ceit O¢IHBIN Kpall TEP3aTh;
M 3apeBo OKpacuT BOJIHBI PEK:

B TOT neHb ABUTCS MOILHBIN YEJIOBEK,

U ThI ero y3Haels — 1 NOAMeEIIb,

3aueM B pyKe ero OyJIaTHBIN HOX:

N rope nns teds! — TBOM miay, TBOW CTOH
Emy Torma nmokaxxeTcsi CMEIIOH;

M Oynet Bce y’KacHO, Mpa4HO B HEM,

Kax IJ1a1n €ro ¢ BO3BBINICHHBIM YC€JIOM.



JULY 10, 1830

Again, ye proud, have ye rebell'd

The country's freedom to maintain,

And toil'd anew to have ye quell'd

Sons of Autocracy in vain,

Anew of bloody Liberty the banner

Hath come, a sombre sign of Victory;

Once under it to march was Glory's manner:

Suvorov was its mightiest enemy.

This incomplete poem has been a subject of harsh
arguments. The most compelling idea is that this was
Lermontov's reaction on the French Revolution of 1830
(by E. E. Naidich).



10 MIOJISL. (1830)

OnAThb BbI, rOpabIe, BOCCTAIIN

3a HE3aBUCUMOCTb CTPAHBI,

U cHoBa nepen Bamu nanu
CamopepkaBusl CbIHBI,

U cHOBa 3HaMs1 BOJIBHOCTH KPOBaBOU
SBunocs, noGeabl MpayHbIi 3HAK,
OHO 1100MMO OBUIO MPEXKAE CIABOM:

CyBOpOB ObUI €Tr0 CHJIbHENUIINIA Bpar.

OT10 HEOKOHYEHHOE CTHXOTBOPEHHUE
sABsAeTCsl npeamMeToM  cnopoB.  HauGonee
MIPaBIONONO00HOM IpU3HaHa BepCHst
O. O. Haiiou4: CTUXOTBOpEHHME HANUCAaHO O

¢pary3ckoii pesosonuu 1830 r.



SONG OF A BARD

Through foreign country long I walk'd,
Of Dnieper's hosts the grey-haired bard,
And then home-sickeness in me talk'd,
And I resolved to turn home-ward.
And with my psalt'ry came I back,
The song of bygone times replay'd...
But native land's new prince — alack! —
The orders of the Khan obey'd!..

In desert, where appear'd the foe,

In anguish bore I old my head,
And ever seemed it as though

On bloodied grass my feet would tread.
To bones already lying bare

Did crowds of birds and beasts arrive,
Since greater was the number there

Of those desease'd than those alive.
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Who of one song could sing a word?
With a despairing motion pull'd
I used to hit a quivering chord
And force a sound, by grievance rule'd;
But e'er so quickly did it die!
And if a son of chains were near
That disappearing freedom cry,
It would have touched not his ear.

Then asked somebody of me:
"What for you're full of tears and gloom,
Where ever man could live as free,
Of whom you strum and sing of whom?"
Did pierce through me the speech's sound
And cut my hopes' remaining root;
The psalt'ry threw I on the ground
And broke in silence with my foot.
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ITECHb BAPJIA

41 nonro ObUI B 4y>XOM CTpaHe,
HpyxuH JlHenpa cenoi nesel,
W Bapyr npuiuio Ha MbICIIA MHE
K HuM BO3BpaTUTBCA HaKOHELL.
ITpumen — ¢ ryciasiMu 3a CIIMHOM —
bouyro necHro 3aurpad...
HanpachHo! — kHs13b 3eMJIH pOJHOM

ITprka3y xaHCKOMy BHUMAJT...

B nycTeIHM, rae ABIsIICsS Bpar,
ITonec s crapyro riasy,

W nonupan Mo# KaXXIblii mar
OKpOBaBJIEHHYIO TPABY.

Cxonunuck kK OpOIIEHHBIM KOCTSM
Tosmpbl 3BEpeii U ITHULL JIECHBIX,

3aTeM, 4To 00oJibIIe ObLIO TaM

Yucno yOUTBIX, YEM KUBBIX.
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KT0 Mor Obl ecHio cneTh oany?
OTuassHHBIM IBIXXEHBEM PYK
3azneB OpOXKALLYIO CTPYHY,
Cityqasoch, UCTOpra s 3ByK;
Ho ymupan tak ckopo oH!
W ecnu O crpliiai ChliH HENeH,
To ruGHymen cBoOOaBI CTOH
He Tpony:n Obl ero ymiei.

Bapyr xT0-T0 y MEHS CIPOCHIT:
"3aueM 5 49acTo CJIC3bI JIbIO,
I'me uetoBeK Tak BOJIBHO XWI?
O xoMm OpeHuy, 0 KOM o0 ?"
IIpon3una 3Ta peub MeHs —
Hanexna npomnan nocieaqHui pou;
Ha 3emutto rycim Gpocuit st

W moim4a pa3gaBuil HOTOH.
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<A VISION>

...Methinks I know: this luscious world
Is not for human feet to tread.

We'll perish off, our spirits hurled

To boundless chasms of nameless dead.
Such be our doom, such be our berth;
Time will efface our misery.

We'll turn to dust, to soften the earth
For beings purer than we.

And ne'er will curse each other they,
Nor by their gold and rank be rent.
They peacefully will pass each day,
As little children, innocent.

Chains of convention will not bind
Sincere frendship or true love;

The sacred blood of their own kind

They will not spill with cynic laugh!..
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Then angels (as they always could)

Will flock to them, and both will mingle,
But we shall see this world of good

E'er fettered in the void and single...
Behold our pangs as envy rages;
Eternity, beginning soon.

This be the pain for many ages

Of evil deeds beneath the moon.

<BUJIEHUE>

...Tenepsp s1 BUXKy: IBIIIHBIN CBET

He nns nroaeii Obu1 COTBOPEH.

M-I cruOHEM, HAlll COTPETCS CIIEN —
TakoB Hall pOK, TAKOB 3aKOH.

Ham nyx BCcesieHHOM BUXpb yMUYUT

K 6e30pexHbIM, MpaYHbIM CTOPOHAM,
Ham npax jaums 3eMITI0 yMSTYUT

Jpyrum, 4YNCTEUIINM CYILIECTBAM.
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He OynyTt npokiuHaTh OHH,
Mex HUX HU 371aTa, HU YeCTel
He Oyner. CraHyT Teub UX JHH,
HesunHble, KaK 1HU OETEMH.

Mex HuX HU ApyxO0y, HU JIIOOOBb
ITpunuubs Lenu He COXMYT,

U OpaTtbeB npaBeJHYIO KPOBb

OHM CO CMEXOM HE MPOJIBIOT!..

K HuM cTanyT (kak Bceraa MoOrJiu)
CneraTtbCs aHTeJIbl. A MBI
YBUOMM 3TOT pail 3eMiIy,
OxoBaHbI HaJl 0€3HON ThMBI.
Ykopbl 3aBUCTH, TOCKA

M BEYHOCTH C LIEJTUIO OJTHOM:

BoT ka3Hb 3a 1ejibie Beka

3JI0A€HCTB, KAMIEBIINX IO JIYHOU.
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Here we publish the translations edited by Irina Kadis. The
original versions by I. G. can be found on his site.

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
Other translations from Lermontov
http://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/lermontov_ind.html
Contains 'The Prophecy', another translation of 'Foreboding'
by Yevgeny Bonver
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