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Weep! weep thou, tribe of Israel!
Thy star is missing from the sky;
Shan't rise it for a second spell —
And earth shall all be dreary;

There at the very least is one

Who with it every thing has lost;

He, seeking for where last it shone,

Vales without thoughts and feelings cross'd!..



ok ok

ITnays! nnaus! M3pausns Hapon,
TbI mOTEpPsUT 3BE3/1y CBOIO;
OHa BTOpPUYHO HE B3OUAET —

N Oynet Mpak B 36MHOM Kparo.

ITo kpaiineit Mepe ecThb OJIUH,
Koropslii Bce ¢ HEt moTepsi, —
be3 nym, 6e3 4yBCTB cpeau O0JUH
OH TeHb ci1egoB ee uckai!..



MY GRATITUDE TO THEE!

My gratitude to thee!.. Dost condescend

To passionate my lines without a laugh;

Thou dost not of it understand one half,

But thou hast feigned attention, and I send
My gratitude to thee!

There was another clime thou once didst bless
With sharpness of thy speech and wondrous gaze;
They will for ever set my soul ablaze,
But I don't want thee ever to express

Thy gratitude to me!

I am none too eager to augment in my prime

Of thy dejected slaves the mournful hordes,

To hear from thee, instead of constant words

Of biting, harsh reproach, from time to time:
"My gratitude to thee!"



O, let thy cold gaze show me what it may,
And kill the hopes and dreams that yet have thrived
And all that in my heart thou hast revived;
Resignedly my soul shall only say:

"My gratitude to thee!"

BJIIAT'OJAPIO!

Bnaropapro!.. Buepa Moe npu3HaHbe
U cTux Mol Tl 0€3 cMexa NPUHSLIA;
XOTBb THI CTPACTEl MOUX HE MOHSIA,
Ho 3a TBOE IPpUTBOPHOE BHUMAaHbE
Bnarogapio!



B apyrom kpatro Tl HeEKOra mieHsIa,
TBOM uyaHBIN B30p U OCTPOTA peuei
OcraHyTcs HaBEK B [IyLIE MOEH,

Ho ne xouy, 4ro0bl Tl MHE CKa3aJa:

Bnaronapro!

41 6 He xkesasl YMHOXUTB B IBETE XKU3HU
ITevanpHyto TOJIY TBOMX paboB

N ot Te0s ycaplaTh BMECTO CIIOB
S13BUTENIBHOM, )KECTOKON YKOPU3HBI:

Bnaronapro!

O, mycTh XOJIOAHOCTh MHE TBOH B30p yKaXeT,
IIycTb OH YObET HaAeX bl U MEUThI

U Bce, uro B cepaie BO3pOAUIA Thl;

Hyma mos Tebe Toraa JIMiib CKaXeT:

Bnarogapo!



STANZAS

Mayst see how tranquil is my gaze,
Though of my destiny the star,

As the dimm'd thoughts of brighter days,
No more is shining from afar.

The tear that once did o'er and o'er
Burst out to sparkle before thee

Shall come no more, as shan't this hour,
Sent for a laugh by Destiny.

Didst slight me with a merry air,

And I would answer by disdain —

The emptiness of heart would ne'er

For aught I substitute again.

We must for ever be apart;

By nothing quiet can be got...

Though something whispers in the heart
That love another I can not.



With other passions strain'd my soul,

But if those hopes that were the first

Do ne'er fulfil another role, —

Then how wilt have them be dispersed?..
How solace to my life wilt give,

When hast already turn'd to dust

My hopes for this realm where I live,
When I may 've in the heavens lost trust?..

CTAHCEI

B3ruisiy, kak MO CIIOKOEH B30p,
XoTs 3Be31a cyapObl MOEH
ITomepkHyJia ¢ JaBHUILHUX ITOP
U c Hero Iymbl CBETJIBIX THEH.
Cnesa, KOTOpas HE pa3

PBanace GnecHyTh nepen To00M,
Yk HE IpuOeT, Kak 3TOT 4ac,

Ha cmex nogocimanHubiii cyab00M.



CMmesttach HaJIo MHOIO ThI,

U s npe3penbeM oTBedas1 —

C Tex nop cepaeuHon MyCTOThI

5 y)x HUIUEM He 3aMEHsUI.

Huuro He cOmm3uT 0oJibmie Hac,
Huuro MHE HEe OTAACT MOKOM...

XoTh B cepAle Wem4eT YyAHbII I1ac:

51 He Mory OOUTh APYroOW.

51 xeprBOBasl APYTUM CTPACTSM,
Ho ecnu nepBbie Meursl
CiyXUTb HE MOI'YT CHOBA HaM, —
To yeM xe UX 3aMEHUIIb ThI?..
UeM yCoKOMIIb XKU3Hb MOIO,
Koraa yx oOpaTuia B npax

Mowu Haznexabl B ceM Kparo,

A MoxeT ObITh, U B HeOecax?..



FRAGMENT

Did on a maiden's breast he glance,
By accident, through any chance,

Or in a gaze he see a glim,
Unmoved the heart remain'd in him,
So as a falcon, near the shore
Perch'd on a rock at a late hour;
Though gleaming are not far away
(Amidst the barren waters' spray)
The sails of fishermen's poor skiffs,
Are of the sky the gaseous cliffs
Being traced by his assiduous eye.
And thus an idle hour goes by!

He knows: these skiffs, that daily are
By breezes driven from afar,

Not for his sake sail on and on,
They will gleam on, they will be gone!..
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OTPBLIBOK

IIpumeTHB 10OHOM AEBHI IPYIb,
Cynb00ii ciyqailHOM, KaK-HUOYOb,
Wnb B30p, UCIIOJIHEHHBINH OTHEM,
HensuxHo cepane ObUI10 B HEM,
Kaxk cokou, Ha ckajie MOpCcKOM
Cupsmmii mo3aHeEro MNopo,
XOTb HEAJIEKO U OecTAT
(Cenoit mycThIHU BOJ Hapsia)
BeTpuna GeHBIX YETTHOKOB,
JIBM>XeHbe DaJIbHUX O0JIaKOB
CrnenuT ero NpuJIeXHBIN Ii1as.
U Tak npoxoauT CKy4HbIH yac!
OH 3HaeT: 3TU YEIJIHOKH,

YTO roHAT MUMO BETEPKH,

He s Hero croga misIByT,

Onu OsiecHYT, OHU NPOUIYT!..
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NOVGOROD

Sons of the snows, Slavonian sons,

Why courage have ye ceased to cherish?

Why?.. Perish must your tyrant once,

As every tyrant had to perish!..

Until our days, when Liberty is named,

Will palpitate your heart and seethe your blood!..
There's an impoverish'd city, earlier famed

For all to which your aspirations flood.

This poem was never finished and crossed out by Lermontov.
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HOBI'OPO/1

CBIHBI CHETOB, CBIHBI CJIABSIH,

3aueM BBl MY>XE€CTBOM ynaiau?

3auem?.. [ToruOHeT Ball THUPaH,

Kax Bce Tupansl norudanu!..

J1o Hammx gHEW Mpu UMEHU CBOOOIBI
TpenemwmeT Baie cepane U KUuT!..

Ectb Oennblii rpaa, TaM BUAEINA HAPOIb

Bcee TO, KUYCMY TCICPb Balll JyX JICTUT.

He 3akoHueHHOe M 3auepkHyTOE JIEpMOHTOBBIM

CTUXOTBOPCHHUE.

13



TO Aok ok

When shall the vulgar tale with scorn
Deliver to thine ears my name

And at the hour when I was born

Make shudder half the world with shame,
When shall in search of blood I rove,
'Mongst men but rarely shall appear,
Condemn'd to gladden no one's love,
And likewise no one's malice fear;
Then shall of penitence the blade

Thee pierce; and shalt recall to thee
What at our parting have I said.

Alas! that was not reverie!

And if, if when it all is done

Shall have alone my heart been rent,
Then earlier must the Lord have known

That thou wert born for merriment.
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K %k ok K

Korna x Tebe MonBBI pacckas
Moe Ha3BaHbe NPUHECET

M moero poxaeHns yac

[lepen nonMupoOM NPOKJISIHET;
Korna mue numei Oyaet KpoBb
U cTany xuth cpeau J00EH,
Hwuubro He paays 11000Bb

M 3710081 HE 00SICH HUUbEH, —
Torma packasitHbsl KHHXKaJI
[TpoH3uT T€051; U BCIOMHMUIIb THI,
Yo npu pasnyke s cKas3all.

VBrI! TO OBUIM HE MEYTHI!

U ecnn, ecny HaKOHEIT

Mos nmuiib rpyap HopaxxeHa,

To, BepHO, Tpexae 3HaJI TBOPEL,
UYto THI cTpanaTh HE POXKICHA.
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BALLAD
From Byron

O beware! on the highway to Burgos beware,
There sitteth a monk robed in black;

In the dark of the night he is muttering a prayer,
A dirge for a time drifted back.

When the Moor was come to our vale we roam,
And the threshold defiled of the church,

Out all monks he threw without further ado;
But would still in the halls one lurch.

Or for good or for ill (this I heard not alone,
And not I am the one this to tell),

When the landlord return'd who those places did own,
To depart him would nothing compel.

Although no one can vaunt he hath seen the monk haunt
The castle, to doubt is unmeet, —

For that oft I've been told the strange tale of the old,
That am I afraid to repeat.
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O'er the birth of each son in the silence he wept;
When the line was quite come to its end,

He with hollow steps would as moonshine crept
The stairs ascend and descend.

Lermontov retold an excerpt from "Don Juan", Canto XVI (see Links)

BAJUIAIIA
N3 baitpona

Beperucs! 6eperuce! Hax Oyprocckum myTem
Cunut oguH YepHbINA MOHAX;

OH 00pMOYET MOJIUTBY BO MpPaKke HOYHOM
[Tanuxuay o mpouUTbIX rOAax.

Kornma maBp npuiesn B Halll pOAUMBINA JOJI,
OCKBEpHSIOYH LIEPKBU MOPOT,

OH 0Oe3 IaJbHUX CJIOB BBITHAJ BCEX YEPHELOB,

O,HHOFO TOJIBKO BBITHATh HE MOTI'.
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Jnst moOpa i 371a (51 CabIxajl He OJIuH,
U He MHE OBl O TOM TOBOPUTH),

Korna Bo3BpaTuiics Tex MeCT FOCIOIMH,
OH HUKAK HE XOTEJ YXOAUTb.

XOTb HUKTO HE BUJIaJ1, KaK IO 3aMKy OJryxaaj
MoHax, HO 3a4€M BO3paxaTb?

MGo cnbiman He pa3 51 CTapUHHBINA pacckas

Kotopslii cTpamychk NOBTOPATS.

Poxmascst i ceiH, OH pblAajl B THINWHE;
Korna x npekpatusics ceit pog,
OH 10 3BYYHBIM OJIaM IIpH OJI€THOI JTyHE

Bpoawun u B3ag u Bnepen.

OrpeiBok u3 "lon XKyana", mecap XVI, B mepesoge
JlepmonToBa (cm. Links)
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TOMB OF A WARRIOR
Elegy

He hath been asleep since long ago,
He sleepeth his last sleep,
A hillock o'er him strewn, green sod

Far as the eye can sweep.

The silver curls of the old man
Full mingled are with earth;
Above his shoulders once they flew,
At feasts of hearty mirth.

White as the foam of waves are they,
That billow by the rocks;

His lips, discoursings' favourites,
Are under Chillness' locks.
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And pale have wax'd the deadman's cheeks,
As pale as would the brows

Of those who saw in their ranks
The fiercest of their foes.

His chest is cover'd with black earth,
But burden'd it is not,
And worms, of movement unafraid,

The forehead crawl to slot.

Was it for this he lived and fought,
That in the evening hour
Would to his solitary mound
The desert eagles lower?

Though doth of him the native bard
The memory still keep,

But song is song; and life is life!
He sleepeth his last sleep.
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MOTHUJIA BOUIIA
Hyma

OH CIUT MOCJIeJHUM CHOM JIaBHO,
OH CIUT ITOCIIEIHAM CHOM,
Han Hum Oyrop Haceina Obl,

3esieHbll AEPH KPYTOM.

Cenple Kyapu cTapuka
CMemanucs ¢ 3eMJIEH.
OHH B3BEBAJIUCH MO IJIEUaM

3a yaiei nTupoBOM.

OHu OeJibl, KaK IIeHa BOJIH,
Buromuxcs y ckai.
Vcra, mrobumuiisl 0ece,

Bnepseie xitag ckoBal.
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W OnenHbl mexu MeprBena,
Kax nuk ero Bparos
Bnennen, xorma siBisijicst OH

OnuH cpeapb ux psiaoB.

CpIpoii 3eMiIeil IOKPBITA TPYAb,
Ho eii HE Ts1KETTO,
W 4epBb, ABUKEHBS HE OOSICh,

IMomseTt uepes vero.

Ha 10 1B OH XWJI 1 Me4 HOCHII,
Yt00 B yac BeuepHEN MIJIbI
Crneranuch Ha KypraH ero

IlycteiHHBIE OpIIBI?

XOTs neBen 3eMJIM POOHOU
He pa3 yx nest 00 Hewm,
Ho necHpb — Bce necHb, a ’KU3Hb — BCE XKU3HB!

OH criut IIOCIICAHUM CHOM.
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RELEVANT LINKS

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

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

Links to Byron's poetry
http://www.geocities.com/Athens/Delphi/7086/canto16.htm
'Don Juan' Canto XVI Part XL (compare translation from
Russian with Byron's original text)
Other translations from Lermontov
http://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/lermontov_ind.html
Weep! weep thou, tribe of Israel... (as 'The people of Israel,
cry, cry!' transl. Yevgeny Bonver, 2000, ed. Dmitry
Karshtedt, 2001)
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