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Call hope - illusion, falsehood — truth,
A bloody villain call a dove,

Take not my praises thou as sooth,
But trust, O, trust that thee I love!

So love I that thou must believe;
I nought could hide and gaze thee at:
Thee were it sinful to deceive,

Too art thou angel-like for that.



ok 3k

30BH HaJeXy — CHOBUIECHbEM,
Henpasay — uctunoii 3084,
He Bepb xBas1aM U yBEPEHBSIM,

Ho Beps, 0, Bepb Moel 11008u!

Taxoii 100BU HEJIb351 HE BEPUTD,
Moi1 B30p HE CKpOET HUYErO:
C 100010 rpex MHE JIMLEMEPUTD,

TwI CTUIIKOM aHTEJ AJII TOTO.



LINES ON A PAINTING
BY REMBRANDT

Dark genius, thou didst understand
That unaccountable sad dream,

The passion it can be when fann'd,
What Byron has made us puzzling deem.
I see a visage dimly toned

And figured by a forceful stroke;

"Tis not the fugitive renowned,
Escaping in the sacred cloak?

The guilt of a concealed offense
Perchance his lofty mind must bear;

All 's dark around; with qualm intense
Is fill'd his supercilious glare.
Perchance from nature he was painted,
And not ideal was his face!

Or when with torments wert acquainted

Didst thine own countenance thou trace?



Yet never shall the secret lurk
Within the casual person's sight,
And shall in this distinguish'd work

The soulless find reproaching spite.

This poem is believed to refer to Rembrandt's
'A Young Capuchin Monk' (see Links). The
picture reminds the author of one of Byron's
poems, 'The Giaour' (" 'Tis not the fugitive
renowned...?")

HA KAPTHUHY
PEMBPAH/ITA

Tsl MOHUMAJ, O Mpa4YHbIM TCHUU,
Tor rpycTHbIi O€30TYETHBIN COH,
ITopsiB cTpacTeit U BAOXHOBEHUH,
Bce 10, uem ynusui baiipos.

51 BUXy JIMK NOJTyOTKPBITHI,

O3HaueH pe3Kolo YepToH, —



To He Oeruien 11 3HaMEHUTBIN

B omexne nHOKa cBATOM?

BbITh MOXET, TalHBIM NPECTYIIEHBEM
Beicokuii ym ero your.

Bce TeMHO BKpyr: TOCKOI, COMHEHBEM
HanmenHsbli B3ry1s1 €ro ropur.

BbITh MOXET, Thl TUCAJ C TPUPOIBI,
U stor nuk He naean!

WNnn B cTpapanpueckue roasl

Tsl cam ceOst n3o00paxan?

Ho HuKoOrma BeJIMKON TaliHBI
XOnOaHbBINA HE MPOHUKHET B30D,

N stor Tpyn HEOOBMAHBII

be3nymnbiM OyneT 37101 yKOp.

CymuTaercs, YTO B 3TOM CTHUXOTBOPEHHH
peub unet o kaptuHe PemOpannTa "Monognoii
MmoHax-KamynuH"  (cM.  Links).  KapTtuna
HanovuHaeT JlepmoHroBy mnosmy bBalipona

"Tsiyp" ("To He Geriren in 3HAMEHHUTEHIA... ")
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Corruption is excused enough!
Must royal purple shield a villain?
Let fools to deify him puff,
Another lyre for him let trill on;
But thou, O bard, stop thou alone,

A golden crown - 'tis not thy crown!

Of exile from thy land of birth

Boast as of freedom everywhere;

A lofty mind and soul with mirth

Has Nature given thee one year;

Didst witness ill, and 'fore that ill

Thy head droop'd not, bent not thy will.



Sang'st Liberty thou at the time

When ruled the tyrant's persecution,
Afraid 'fore God to do a crime,

And unafraid of execution,

Thou sang'st, and was there in this land
One who thy song did understand.

In this poem Lermontov is believed to
address Pushkin.



K %k ok ok

O, NONMHO U3BUHATH pa3Bpar!
Vkens 3moaesaM Ut nopgupa’?
IIycTh ux rimynubs! 60rorBOpsIT,
IlycTs UM 3By4MT Opyras Jupa;
Ho T8I OcTanOBHCH, NIEBEL,

3j1aTOil BEHEL — HE TBOU BeHerr!

H3ruanbeM u3 cTpaHbl pOAHOR
XBaJIUCh NOBCIOAY, KaK CBOOOIOM.
BBICOKOI MBICIIBIO U IyLIOW

Tl paHO OHapeH NpUPOAOH;

TeI BUOEN 3110, U iepe 3J10M

Ther ropAabiM HE IOHUK YEJIOM.



ThI e 0 BOIBHOCTH, KOT'Ia
Tupan rpemer, rpo3uin Ka3Hu.
Bosick nmunis Be4HOro cyna

N uyxnaplii Ha 3emiie OOsI3HH,
TslI €1, ¥ B 3TOM €CTh KpParo

OnuH, KTO MOHSUI IIECHB TBOIO.

CruxorBOpeHHe, MO-BUANMOMY,
oOpanieHo k Ilymkuny.
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MY HOME

My home is where the heavenly vault is seen,
Or sound the songs with passion loaded,
All lives in it that holds of life the sheen,
But for a poet 'tis not crowded.

Attains its roofing of the night the treasures,
And from a wall to reach a wall —

Is a long journey, that the lodger measures
Not with his gaze, but with his soul.

A sense of truth is in men's hearts recurrent,
Eternal is its sacred seed:

Borderless space, of ages the wild torrent
It will absorb with lightning speed.

And has by the Almighty my fair home
Been built to house it and tower by it,

And long to suffer in there is my doom,
And in there only I'll have quiet.
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MOU 10OM

Moii noM Be3ze, TIe eCTh HeOeCHBIN CBOI,
I'ne TONBKO CIBINIHBI 3BYKHU MECEH.
Bcé€, B ueM ecTb uCKpa XKU3HHU, B HEM XKUBET,

Ho m1a mo3Ta OH He TeceH.

JIo camMBIX 3B€3] OH KPOBJIEH JOCATAET,
M or ogHOM CTEHBI K APYrou —
Janexkuil myTh, KOTOPBIA U3MEPSIET

Kunen HEe B30poM, HO AyHIOM.

EcTb uyBCTBO NpaBabl B CEpALIEC YETI0BEKA,
CBSTOE BEYHOCTH 3€PHO:
IIpocTpancTBo O€3 rpaHull, TEYEHBE BEKA

OO0OBbeEMIIET B KPATKUM MUT OHO.

M Bcemorymmm Mo# peKpacHbIi 10M
J1J151 9yBCTBA 3TOTO MOCTPOEH,
M ocyxneH cTpanaTh s IOITO B HEM,

U B HeM b OvAV SI CIIOKOEH.
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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
http://www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/index

Translations by I. Golubitskiy. Index

To 'Lines on a Painting by Rembrandt'

http://theartgallery.com.au/ArtEducation/greatartists/Rembrandt/Titus/
Rembrandt. A Young Capuchin Monk (Portrait of Titus),
the Rijksmuseum, Amsterdam
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