Eugene Onegin by Alexander Pushkin Translated from Russian into English by JAMES E. FALEN Russian-English parallel text 1

EBFEHMM OHEMMH
POMAH B CTUXAX

Petri de vanite il avait encore plus de cette espece
d'orgueil qui fait

avouer avec la meme indifference les bonnes comme les
mauvaises actions,

suite d'un sentiment de superiorite peut-etre imaginaire.

Tire d'une lettre particuliere.

He Mbicnsa ropapii cBeT 3a6aBuTb,
BHWMMaHbe fpyK6bl BO31t06S,
XoTen 6bl A Teb6e NpeACTaBUTb
3asi0r JocToMHee Tebs,
JocTolHee ayluM npeKpacHoM,
CBATOM MCMNONHEHHOM MEYTbI,
M0331M KMBOM M ACHOM,

BbICOKMX AyM M MPOCTOTHI;

Ho TaK M 6bITb - pyKOM NpUCTPacTHOM
MpuMK cobpaHbe NecTpbIX rnas,
MonycMeLLHbIX, noayneYyanbHbiX,
MpocToHapoAHbIX, MAeasbHbIX,
He6pesHbiM nios Moux 3a6as,
BeccoHHuL, Nerkux BAOXHOBEHUM,
He3spenbix 1 yBAawWmMX ner,

YMa X0N04HbIX HAb0AEHMM

M cepaua ropectHbix 3aMeT.

TABA MEPBAA

M UTb TOPOMMUTCS M YYBCTBOBATb CMELLMT.
KH. BAseMcKkui.

|

"MOM AAAA CaMblX YECTHbIX MPaBu,
Korga He B LWyTKY 3aHeMmor,

OH yBakaTb ceb6s 3aCTaBu/I

M nydwe BbliAyMaTb HE MOT.

Ero npumep ApyrMm Hayka;

Ho, 60e MoM, KaKas CKyKa

C 60/1bHbIM CUMAETb M A€Hb U HOYb,
He otxoas HM wary npoyb!

Kakoe HWM3Koe KoBapCTBO
MonymBoro 3a6aBnAThb,

EMy noayuwku nonpasnstb,
MNeYyanbHO NOAHOCKTL IEKAPCTBO,
B3abixaTb M gymaTb Npo ceba:
Korga ke yepT Bo3bmeT TebA!"

TaK Ayman MonozoM noeeca,
JleTs B Mbl/IX Ha NMOYTOBbIX,
BceBbllwHel Bonelo 3eBeca
HacnefHuK BCex CBOMX POAHbIX.
Apy3ba Jlloamunbl 1 Pycnana!l

C repoeM MO€ero pomaHa

be3 npeaucnosui, cen e yac
Mo3Bo/IbTE NO3HAKOMMTL BaC:
OHervH, Jo6pbI MOM NpUATENDb,
Poaunca Ha 6perax Hesbl,

rne, MoXeT 6bITb, POAMJIUCDE Bbl
Mnu 6amctand, MoM YyMTaTenb;
Tam HeKorga ryfisan u si:

Ho BpeaeH ceBep ana meHs {1}.

CNy»KMB OTIMHHO 61aroposHo,
Jlonramu xun ero oteu,
JlaBan Tpu 6ana exerogHo

M npoMoTancs HakoHel,.

Eugene Onegin by Alexander Pushkin
A Novel in Verse
Translated by JAMES E. FALEN

EUGENE ONEGIN

Petri de vanite il avait encore plus de cette espece
d'orgueil qui fait avouer avec la meme indifference les
bonnes comme les mauvaises actions, suite d'un
sentiment de superiorite, peut-etre imaginaire.

Tire d'une lettre particuliere*

Dedication*

Not thinking of the proud world's pleasure, But
cherishing your friendship's claim, | would have wished
a finer treasure To pledge my token to your name- One
worthy of your soul's perfection, The sacred dreams
that fill your gaze, Your verse's limpid, live complexion,
Your noble thoughts and simple ways. But let it be.
Take this collection Of sundry chapters as my suit: Half
humorous, half pessimistic, Blending the plain and
idealistic- Amusement's yield, the careless fruit Of
sleepless nights, light inspirations, Born of my green
and withered years... The intellect's cold observations,
The heart's reflections, writ in tears.

Chapter 1
To live he hurries and to feel makes haste. Prince
Vjazemsky
1

'My uncle, man of firm convictions*...
By falling gravely ill, he's won

A due respect for his afflictions-

The only clever thing he's done.

May his example profit others;

But God, what deadly boredom, brothers,
To tend a sick man night and day,
Not daring once to steal away!

And, oh, how base to pamper grossly
And entertain the nearly dead,

To fluff the pillows for his head,

And pass him medicines morosely-
While thinking under every sigh:

The devil take you, Uncle. Die!'

2

Just so a youthful rake reflected, As through the dust
by post he flew, By mighty Zeus's will elected Sole heir
to all the kin he knew. Ludmila's and Ruslan's
adherents!* Without a foreword's interference, May |
present, as we set sail, The hero of my current tale:
Onegin, my good friend and brother, Was born beside
the Neva's span, Where maybe, reader, you began, Or
sparkled in one way or other. | too there used to
saunter forth, But found it noxious in the north.*

3

An honest man who'd served sincerely,
His father ran up debts galore;

He gave a ball some three times yearly,
Until he had no means for more.
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Cyab6a EBreHusa xpaHuna:

CnepBa Madame 3a HUM xoauna,
MoTom Monsieur ee cMeHUA.
Pe6eHoK 6bln1 pe30B, HO MUJI.
Monsieur I'Abbe, dpaHuys y6oro#,
Y106 HE M3MYUMIOCH AUTA,

Y4un ero Bcemy LuyTs,

He AoKy4an Mopanbio CTPOroM,
Cnerka 3a WanocTn 6paHun

M1 B JleTHuit caa rynatb BOAWA.

I\

Koraa ke 1HOCTM MATEKHOM
Mpuwna EereHuio nopa,

Mopa HaZexAa M FpyCTH HEXHOM,
Monsieur nporHanu co Agopa.
BoT Mol OHeruH Ha cBo6oje;
OcTpu:KeH Mo nocnefHen moge,
Kak dandy {2} noHAOHCKMM ozerT -
M HaKoHel yBMAEN CBET.

OH no-dpaHLy3CKM COBEPLIEHHO
Mor U3bACHATLCA M NKCcan;

Jlerko MasypKy TaHueBan

M KnaHANCA HENPUHYXKAEHHO;
Yero  Bam 60sbie? CBET pewmn,
YTO OH YMEH M OYEHb MU,

\

Mbl BCE Y4YMIMCb NOHEMHOTY
YeMy-HMbYAb 1 Kak-HUOYAb,

Tak BocnMTaHbeM, cnaBa 6ory,

Y Hac HeMyZpeHo 61eCHYTb.
OHerurH 6bln MO0 MHEHBIO MHOTUX
(Cyaen pelumTenbHbIX U CTPOTMX)
YyeHblit MasibiM, HO NeAaHT:
MMen oH cYaCT/MBbIM TanaHT
be3 npuHyxaeHbsA B pasroBope
KocHyTbcAa o Bcero cnerka,

C y4YeHbIM BUAOM 3HaTOKa
XpaHWTb MONIYaHbEe B BaXKHOM Crope
M BO36YXAaTb Y/bIOKY Aam
OrHem HeXJaHHbIX 3NUrpamMm.

Vi

JlaTbiHb M3 MOADbI BbILA HbIHE:
Tak, ecv nNpaBjy Bam CKasatb,
OH 3Han JOBOJIbHO MO-NaTbIHE,
Y7106 3nmrpacdbl pa3bupaTtb,
MoTtonkoBatb 06 HOBeHane,

B KoHUe n1cbma noctaBuTb vale,
Jla NOMHUA, XOTb He 6e3 rpexa,
M3 JHenabl ABa CTMXa.

OH pbITbCA HE MMEN OXOTbl

B XpoHo/1I0rMYecKoM nbliu
BbITONMCaHWA 3eMnu:

Ho AHeM MUHYBLUMX aHEKAOTbI
OT Pomyna Ao Halumx AHen
XpaHuA OH B NaMATH CBOEM.

Vi

BbicoKoM cTpacTu He umes
[Nns 3BYKOB XM3HWU He WaaMTb,
He mor oH sim6a oT xopes,

Kak Mbl HYU BUAUCE, OTANYUTD.
BbpaHun Momepa, PeokpuTa;
3ato ymtan Agama CmmTta

M 6b11 rNy60KOM SKOHOM,

To ecTb yMen cyauTb O TOM,
Kak rocyaapctBo 6orateert,

M yeM XMBET, U Noyemy

He Hy»HO 30/10Ta eMy,

Koraa npoctoi npoayKT MMeer.
OTeL, NOHATbL €ro He Mor

M 3eMnv oTAaBan B 3a/10r.

Fate watched Eugene in his dependence;
At first Madame was in attendance;
And then Monsieur took on the child,

A charming lad, though somewhat wild.
Monsieur I'Abbe, a needy fellow,

To spare his charge excessive pain,
Kept lessons light and rather plain;

His views on morals ever mellow,

He seldom punished any lark,

And walked the boy in Letny Park.*

4

But when the age of restless turnings Became in time
our young man's fate, The age of hopes and tender
yearnings, Monsieur I'Abbe was shown the gate. And
here's Onegin-liberated, To fad and fashion newly
mated: A London dandy, hair all curled, At last he's
ready for the world! In French he could and did acutely
Express himself and even write; In dancing too his step
was light, And bows he'd mastered absolutely. Who'd
ask for more? The world could tell That he had wit and
charm as well.

5

We've all received an education In something
somehow, have we not? So thank the Lord that in this
nation A little learning means a lot. Onegin was, so
some decided (Strict judges, not to be derided), A
learned, if pedantic, sort. He did possess the happy
forte Of free and easy conversation, Or in a grave
dispute he'd wear The solemn expert's learned air And
keep to silent meditation; And how the ladies' eyes he
lit With flashes of his sudden wit!

The Latin vogue today is waning, And yet I'll say on his
behalf, He had sufficient Latin training To gloss a
common epigraph, Cite Juvenal in conversation, Put
vale in a salutation; And he recalled, at least in part, A
line or two of Virgil's art. He lacked, it's true, all
predilection For rooting in the ancient dust Of history's
annals full of must, But knew by heart a fine collection
Of anecdotes of ages past: From Romulus to Tuesday
last.

Lacking the fervent dedication That sees in sounds
life's highest quest, He never knew, to our frustration, A
dactyl from an anapest. Theocritus and Homer bored
him, But reading Adam Smith restored him, And
economics he knew well; Which is to say that he could
tell The ways in which a state progresses- The actual
things that make it thrive, And why for gold it need not
strive, When basic products it possesses. His father
never understood And mortgaged all the land he could.
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VIl

Bcero, 4To 3Han eue EBrenHui,
MepeckasaTb MHe HeaoCyr;

Ho B Y4eM OH MCTUHHDIM Gbla FeHWH,
YTO 3HaN OH TBEPIKE BCEX HayK,
Y70 6bISIO AN HErO M3MIAZA

M Tpya, U MyKa, 1 oTpaja,

Y70 3aHMMaNo Lenbii AeHb

Ero Tockytouyto neHb, -

Bblna HayKa CTpacTu HEXHOM,
KoTopyto Bocnen HasoH,

3a YTO CTpajasibLeM KOHYMA OH
CBOM BEK 61€CTALMMN U MATEMHbBIN
B Monaasuu, B raywm crenem,
Baanu Utanmu ceoen.

Kak paHo Mor OH iMuemMepuTb,
TauTb Hagexay, peBHOBaTb,
PasyBepATb, 3aCTaBUTb BEPUTD,
Ka3aTtbca MpayHbiM, U3HbIBATb,
ABNATbCA ropAbIM U NOCAYLLHBIM,
BHMMaTE/IbHBIM UJIb PAaBHOAYLLHBIM!
Kak TOMHO 6b11 OH MONYaNuB,

Kak nnameHHo KpacHopeuus,

B cepaeyHbIx MMcbmax Kak HebpekeH!
OAHWMM Ablla, 0ZHO /6A,

Kak oH ymen 3a6bbiTb cebs!

Kak B30p ero 6bis1 6bICTP U1 HEXEH,
CTblAIMB M AEP30K, a NOpPOM
BauvcTan nocnywiHoo ciesom!

Xl

Kak oH ymMen Ka3aTbCA HOBbIM,
LLyTA HEBMHHOCTb U3YMNATb,
MyraTb 0TYasAHbEM FOTOBBIM,
MpuATHOM NecTbio 3a6aBNATh,
JI0BUTb MUHYTY YMWU/IEHBA,
HeBWHHbIX NeT npefy6eKAeHbs
YMOM M CTpacTblo nobexaatb,
HeBoAbHOM lacKM 0KMAaTb,
MonunTb 1 TpeboBaTb NpU3HaHbA,
Moacnywatb cepaua nepsbii 3BYK,
MNpecnepoBatb Nt06OBb, U BAPYT
J06UTbCA TaMHOrO CBMAAHbA. ..
M nocne ei HaeauHe

JlaBatb YPOKM B TULLKHE!

Xl

Kak paHo Mor y» OH TPEBOXUTb
CepAua KOKETOK 3anmcHbix!
Koraa  xoTenocb yHUUTOXKUTb
EMy coOnepHMKOB CBOMX,

Kak oH s3BMTENbHO 3/10CN10BMA!
Kakue cetv um rotosumn!

Ho Bbl, 6/1aXKeHHbIE MYXXbS,

C HMM OCTaBa/IMCb Bbl ApPY3bs:
Ero nackan cynpyr syKaBbi,
dobnaca AaBHMM YYEHUK,

M He0BEpUMBLIN CTapUK,

M1 poroHocel, Bean4aBbin,
Bceraa 10BO/IbHbIN Cam CO6OM,
CBOMM 06E/10M U KEHOM.

Xl XIV

I have no leisure for retailing

The sum of all our hero's parts,

But where his genius proved unfailing,
The thing he'd learned above all arts,
What from his prime had been his pleasure,
His only torment, toil, and treasure,
What occupied, the livelong day,

His languid spirit's fretful play

Was love itself, the art of ardour,
Which Ovid sang in ages past,

And for which song he paid at last

By ending his proud days a martyr-

In dim Moldavia's vacant waste,

Far from the Rome his heart embraced.

9)* 10

How early on he could dissemble, Conceal his hopes,
play jealous swain, Compel belief, or make her
tremble, Seem cast in gloom or mute with pain, Appear
so proud or so forbearing, At times attentive, then
uncaring! What languor when his lips were sealed, What
fiery art his speech revealed! What casual letters he
would send her! He lived, he breathed one single
dream, How self-oblivious he could seem! How keen his
glance, how bold and tender; And when he wished, he'd
make appear The quickly summoned, glistening tear!

11

How shrewdly he could be inventive And playfully
astound the young, Use flattery as warm incentive, Or
frighten with despairing tongue. And how he'd seize a
moment's weakness To conquer youthful virtue's
meekness Through force of passion and of sense, And
then await sweet recompense. At first he'd beg a
declaration, And listen for the heart's first beat, Then
stalk love faster-and entreat A lover's secret
assignation... And then in private he'd prepare In silence
to instruct the fair!

12

How early he could stir or worry

The hearts of even skilled coquettes!
And when he found it necessary

To crush a rival-oh, what nets,

What clever traps he'd set before him!
And how his wicked tongue would gore him!
But you, you men in wedded bliss,

You stayed his friends despite all this:
The crafty husband fawned and chuckled
(Faublas™ disciple and his tool),

As did the skeptical old fool,

And the majestic, antlered cuckold-

So pleased with all he had in life:
Himself, his dinner, and his wife.

(13-14) 15
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XV

BbiBano, oH elle B nocrene:

K Hemy 3anncoyku HecyT.

Yro? MNpurnaweHbs? B camom pene,
Tpu foMa Ha Beyep 30BYT:

Tam 6yaeT 6an, TaM AETCKUM NPa3HMK.

Kyza » nockayet Mo NpoKasHMK?
C Koro HayHeT oH? Bce paBHo:
Be3ge nocneTtb HeMyApeHo.
MokamecT B yTpeHHeM y6ope,
Hages wmpokuit 6onmeap {3},
OHeruvH efet Ha 6ynbBap

M Tam rynseT Ha npocTope,

Moka HeapemAOLWMI GpereT

He npo3BoHUT emy 06ep.

XVI

YK TEMHO: B CaHKM OH CaamTCA.
"Magu, nagu!" - pa3ganca Kpuk;
Mopo3HoM Mbl/iblo cepebpuTCa

Ero 606poBbIii BOPOTHMK.

K Talon {4} nomyancsa: oH yBepeH,
Y10 Tam yx xzaeT ero KaBepuH.
Bowen: 1 npo6Ka B NOTONOK,

BuHa KOMeTbl 6pbI3HYN TOK;

Mpea HUM roast-beef okpoBaBAEHHbIN,
M Tptocdan, pocKoLb OHbIX NeT,
®paHLYy3CKOM KyXHM NyuLLMi LBET,
M CTpac6ypra nupor HET/IEHHbIN
Me3K CbIpOM JIMMBYPIrCKMUM KMBbIM
M aHaHaCcoM 30/10TbIM.

XVII

Ewe 60KanoB xaxaa npocuT
3aNUTb FOPAYUI JKUP KOTNET,
Ho 3BOH 6pereTa MM JOHOCUT,
Y70 HOBbLIM HavyancA 6aner.
Teatpa 37101 3aKoHOZATE b,
HenocTosHHbIN 0603KaTeNb
OyapoBate/ibHbIX aKTpUC,
MoYeTHbIN rpaXKAaHWH Kyuc,
OHervH nosieTen K Teatpy,

[ ie KasKapIi, BOJIbHOCTbBIO AplLLa,
['oToB oxsionatk entrechat,
O6wurkaTte ®egpy, Kneonatpy,
MowuHy BbI3BaTb (415 TOrO,
Y106 TONIBKO C/ibIIaIM €r0).

XVII

Boswe6HbIM KpaK! Tam B CTapbl roapl,
CaTupbl CMENbIM BNACTE/UH,
bauctan ®oHBM3KUH, Apyr cBO6OAbI,
M neperMumBbIf KHAKHUH;

Tam 03epoB HEBOJIbHbI AaHM
HapoaHbix cnes, pyKonaecKaHuim

C mnagor CeMeHoBOM Aenun;

Tam Haw KaTteHuH BocKpecun
KopHensi reHuit BennyaBblif;

TaMm BbiBeN KOJIKMM LLlaxoBcKoM
CBOMX KOMEAMM LYMHbINA PoM,

Tam 1 Auano BeHyaca CnaBow,
Tam, Tam Mog CEHMIO KYIUC
Mnagble AHWM MOW HEC/IUCD.

XIX

Mow 60ruHM! 41O BbLI? rae Bbl?
BHemAMTE MO NeyasbHbIM rnac:
Bce Te e nb BbI? Apyrue Nb AEBbI,
CMeHMB, He 3aMeHMIU Bac?
Ycablwy Nb BHOBb A BaLLM XOPbl?

Some mornings still abed he drowses, Until his valet
brings his tray. What? Invitations? Yes, three houses
Have asked him to a grand soiree. There'll be a ball, a
children's party; Where will he dash to, my good hearty?
Where will he make the night's first call? Oh, never
mind-he'll make them all. But meanwhile, dressed for
morning pleasure, Bedecked in broad-brimmed Bolivar,*
He drives to Nevsky Boulevard, To stroll about at total
leisure, Until Breguet's* unsleeping chime Reminds him
that it's dinner time.

16

He calls a sleigh as daylight's dimming; The cry
resounds: 'Make way! Let's go!' His collar with its beaver
trimming Is silver bright with frosted snow. He's off to
Talon's,* late, and racing, Quite sure he'll find Kaverin*
pacing; He enters-cork and bottle spout! The comet
wine* comes gushing out, A bloody roastbeef's on the
table, And truffles, youth's delight so keen, The very
flower of French cuisine, And Strasbourg pie,* that
deathless fable; While next to Limburg's lively mould
Sits ananas in splendid gold.

17

Another round would hardly hurt them, To wash those
sizzling cutlets down; But now the chime and watch
alert them: The brand new ballet's on in town! He's
off!-this critic most exacting Of all that touches art or
acting, This fickel swain of every star, And honoured
patron of the barre- To join the crowd, where each is
ready To greet an entrechat with cheers, Or Cleopatra
with his jeers, To hiss at Phedre-so unsteady, Recall
Moi'na*... and rejoice That everyone has heard his voice.

18

Enchanted land! There for a season, That friend of
freedom ruled the scene, The daring satirist Fonvizin,
As did derivative Knyazhnin; There Ozerov received the
nation's Unbidden tears and its ovations, Which young
Semyonova did share; And our Katenin gave us there
Corneille's full genius resurrected; And there the caustic
Shakhovskoy Refreshed the stage with comic joy,
Didelot his crown of fame perfected.* There too,
beneath the theatre's tent, My fleeting, youthful days
were spent.

19

My goddesses! You vanished faces!

Oh, hearken to my woeful call:

Have other maidens gained your places,
Yet not replaced you after all?

Shall once again | hear your chants?
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Y3plo /iM pycckon Tepncmxopbl
JyLio MCnoNHEHHDBIM noneT?

Mnb B30p YHbI/bIM HE HaMAeT
3HAKOMbIX /UL, HA CLIEHE CKYYHOM,
M1, yCTPEMMB Ha Yy»KAblM CBET
PasoyapoBaHHbIi JIOPHET,
Becenba 3puTeNib paBHOAYLLHbIN,
Be3monsHo 6yay A 3eBaTb

M o 6bI10M BOCMOMMHATL?

XX

Teatp yX NOMOH; NOXM BnewyT;
MapTtep u Kpecna - BCe KUNUT;

B paiike HeTepnenunso naeLlyrT,
M, B3BMBLUMCb, 3aHABEC LUYMMT.
bancTatenbHa, NonyBo3aywWwHa,
CMbIYKY BOILLEGHOMY MOC/TYLIHA,
Tonnot HUME OKpyKeHa,

Ctomt MCcTOMMHa; OHa,

OpHOM HOroM Kacasch nona,
Jipyroto MeaNIEHHO KPYKUT,

M BAPYr MPbIXKOK, U BAPYT IETUT,
JleTuT, Kak nyx oT ycT JoNa;

To cTaH CoBbeT, TO pa3oBbeT

M GbICTPOM HOXKKOM HOXKY 6beT.

XXI

Bce xnonaet. OHErnH Bxoamur,
MaeT Mex Kpecen no Horam,
JIBOMHOM JIOPHET CKOCACb HABOAMT
Ha noXu He3HaKOMbIX AaM;

Bce apycbl OKMHYN B3OPOM,

Bce Buaen: nmuamm, yopom
YKaCHO HEJ0BOJIEH OH;

C MY>KYMHaMM CO BCEX CTOPOH
PacknaHsanca, noTom Ha cueHy

B 60/1blUOM paccesHbe B3rNAHYI,
OTBOPOTM/ICA - U 3EBHY,

M Mmoneun: "Bcex nopa Ha CMeHy;
banetbl fonro A Tepnen,

Ho n Anano mHe Hagoen" {5}.

XX

Ewe amypbl, 4epTn, 3men

Ha cueHe ckauyT 1 WyMAT;

Ewe yctanbie naken

Ha wy6ax y nogbesga cnsr;

Ewe He nepecTanu Tonatb,
CMopKaTbCA, KaliaTb, WMKaTb, X/10MaTh;
Ewe cHapyXu 1 BHYTpH

Besge 6aucTatoT poHapy;

Ewe, Nnpo3sa6HyB, 6bI0TCA KOHM,
Hackyua ynpsKbio cBoeM,

M Kyuyepa, BOKpYr OrHeMN,

BpaHAT rocnoa 1 6bl0T B 1aZI0HM -
A yk OHErMH BbILES BOH;

JloMo¥ oZieTbca efleT OH.

XXHI

M306pasy /b B KApTMHE BEpPHOM
YeauHEHHbIM KabuHeT,

['Ae MoA BOCMUTAHHMK NPUMEPHbIN
OgeT, pa3geT U BHOBb oZeT?

Bce, yem Ana NpuxoTH 06MAbHOM
TopryeT JIOHAOH LWeNneTH/bHbIN

M no banTMyecknum BoHaM

3a nec 1 cano BO3WT Ham,

Bce, uTo B Mapue BKYC roN0AHbIN,
MoniesHbI NpoMbicen M36pas,
M306peTaeT anA 3abaB,

JIns pocKowM, ANA HETU MOAHOM, -
Bce ykpawano KabmHet

dunocoda B 0CbMHaaUaTh NeT.

Or see the Russian muse of dance
Perform her soaring, soulful flight?

Or shall my mournful gaze alight

On unknown faces on the stages?

And when across this world | pass

A disenchanted opera glass,

Shall I grow bored with mirth and rages,
And shall | then in silence yawn

And recollect a time that's gone?

20

The theatre's full, the boxes glitter;
The restless gallery claps and roars;
The stalls and pit are all ajitter;

The curtain rustles as it soars.

And there... ethereal... resplendent,
Poised to the magic bow attendant,

A throng of nymphs her guardian band,
Istomina* takes up her stand.

One foot upon the ground she places,
And then the other slowly twirls,

And now she leaps! And now she whirls!
Like down from Eol's lips she races;
Then spins and twists and stops to beat
Her rapid, dazzling, dancing feet.

21

As all applaud, Onegin enters- And treads on toes to
reach his seat; His double glass he calmly centres On
ladies he has yet to meet. He takes a single glance to
measure These clothes and faces with displeasure; Then
trading bows on every side With men he knew or friends
he spied, He turned at last and vaguely fluttered His
eyes toward the stage and play- Then yawned and
turned his head away: 'It's time for something new,' he
muttered, 'lI've suffered ballets long enough, But now
Didelot is boring stuff.'

22

While all those cupids, devils, serpents Upon the stage
still romp and roar, And while the weary band of
servants Still sleeps on furs at carriage door; And while
the people still are tapping, Still sniffling, coughing,
hissing, clapping; And while the lamps both in and out
Still glitter grandly all about; And while the horses,
bored at tether, Still fidget, freezing, in the snow, And
coachmen by the fire's glow Curse masters and beat
palms together; Onegin now has left the scene And
driven home to change and preen.

23

Shall | abandon every scruple
And picture truly with my pen
The room where fashion's model pupil
Is dressed, undressed, and dressed again?
Whatever clever London offers
To those with lavish whims and coffers,
And ships to us by Baltic seas
In trade for tallow and for trees;
Whatever Paris, seeking treasure,
Devises to attract the sight,
Or manufactures for delight,
For luxury, for modish pleasure-
All this adorned his dressing room,
Our sage of eighteen summers' bloom.
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XXIV

AuTapb Ha TpybKax Ljaperpaaa,
dPapdop 1 6poH3a Ha cTone,

M1, 4yBCTB M3HEKEHHBIX OTPaja,
Jyxu B rpaHEHOM XpycCTase;
'pe6eHKM, NMUI0YKM CTaslbHble,
MpsiMble HOXHULbI, KpMBbIE

M WweTku TpuaLaT1 poaos

W pns Horten u ans 3y6os.

Pycco (3ameuy MMMOX040M)

He Mor MoHATb, Kak BaxKHbIM [pum
CMEN YUCTUTb HOTTU NEPES HUM,
KpacHopeunBbiM cymacopogom {6}.
3alMTHUK BONBHOCTM U NpaB

B cem cnyyae coBcem Henpas.

XXV

BbITb MOXKHO A€/IbHbIM YEI0BEKOM
M oymatb 0 Kpace Horten:

K yeMy 6ecniiogHo CnopuTb C BEKOM?
06blyai 1eCrnoT MeX /IeN.
Btopoi Yagaes, moi EBrenui,
Bosicb pEBHMBbIX OCYKAEHWM,

B cBoel ozexae 6bin nejaHT

M T0, 4TO Mbl Ha3Ba/ M paHT.

OH TpM Yaca Mo KparHen mepe
Mpeg 3epkanamm NpoBoauA

M 13 y60pHOM BbIXoAMA
Mozo6HbIV BeTpeHol BeHepe,
Koraa, HaaeB My’KCKOM Hapaa,
BoruHs efet B Mackapag.

XXVI

B nocnesHem BKyce TyaneToM
3aHsB Baw /t06OMbITHLIN B3rAaA,
A mor 6bl npef y4eHbIM CBETOM
3zech onucatb €ro Hapsa;
KoHeyHo 6 310 6b1/10 CMeNo,
OnucbiBaTb MOE Ke Aeno:

Ho naHTanoHbl, dpak, KuneT,
Bcex 3TMX C/IOB HA pPyCCKOM HeT;
A BUXKY S, BUHIOCb Mpej BamM,
Y70 YK M TaK Mol 6efHbli cnor
MecTpeTb ropa3ao 6 MeHblLE MOT
MHOMNEMEHHBIMM C/IOBAMM,
XoTb M 3arnagbiBan s BCTapb

B Akagemuyeckui ciosapb.

XXVII

Y Hac Tenepb He TO B NpeAMeTe:
MbI nyyie nocnewum Ha 6an,
Kyaa cTpeMrniaB B IMCKOM KapeTe
Yk MOM OHErvH nocKakas.
MNepea noMepKLWMMK JoMaMK
BZoNb COHHOM yMLbI pagamm
JlBoMHble doHapym KapeT
Becenbii M3nMBatoT cBET

M pagyru Ha cHer HaBoAAT;
YcesaH niowKamm Kpyrom,
BnecTUT BeNIMKONENHBIM JOM;
Mo uenbHbIM OKHaM TEHU XOAAT,
MenbKatoT npoduam ronos

M paM M MOAHbIX YyZlaKOB.

24

Imported pipes of Turkish amber, Fine china, bronzes-
all displayed; And purely to delight and pamper,
Perfumes in crystal jars arrayed; Steel files and combs
in many guises, Straight scissors, curved ones, thirty
sizes Of brushes for the modern male- For hair and
teeth and fingernail. Rousseau (permit me this
digression) Could not conceive how solemn Grimm*
Dared clean his nails in front of him, The brilliant
madcap of confession. In this case, though, one has to
say That Freedom's Champion went astray.

25

For one may be a man of reason

And mind the beauty of his nails.
Why argue vainly with the season?-
For custom's rule o'er man prevails.
Now my Eugene, Chadayev's* double,
From jealous critics fearing trouble,
Was quite the pedant in his dress
And what we called a fop, no less.
At least three hours he peruses

His figure in the looking-glass;

Then through his dressing room he'll pass
Like flighty Venus when she chooses
In man's attire to pay a call

At masquerade or midnight ball.

26

Your interest piqued and doubtless growing
In current fashions of toilette,

I might describe in terms more knowing
His clothing for the learned set.

This might well seem an indiscretion,
Description, though, is my profession;
But pantaloons, gilet, and frock-

These words are hardly Russian stock;
And | confess (in public sorrow)

That as it is my diction groans

With far too many foreign loans;

But if indeed | overborrow,

I have of old relied upon

Our Academic Lexicon.

27

But let's abandon idle chatter

And hasten rather to forestall

Our hero's headlong, dashing clatter

In hired coach towards the ball.

Before the fronts of darkened houses,
Along a street that gently drowses,

The double carriage lamps in rows

Pour forth their warm and cheerful glows
And on the snow make rainbows glitter.
One splendid house is all alight,

Its countless lampions burning bright;
While past its glassed-in windows flitter
In quick succession silhouettes

Of ladies and their modish pets.
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XXVII

BoT Hal repoi nogbexan K CEHAM;
LLiBeruapa MMMO OH CTpesion
B3neTen No MpamopHbIM CTYMEHAM,
PacnpaBun Bosioca pyKou,

Bowen. MNonHa Hapogy 3ana;
Mys3biKa YK rpemMeTb ycTana;
Tonna MasypKoK 3aHATa;

Kpyrom v Wwym u TecHoTa;

BpeHuaT KaBaseprapAa Lnopbi;
JleTaroT HOXKM MUAIBIX faM;

Mo UX NNeHUTENbHBIM Cesam
JleTaloT nnameHHbIe B30pbl,

M peBOM CKpbINOK 3ar/yLueH
PEBHMBbIN LIEMNOT MOAHbBIX KEH.

XXIX

Bo aHM Becenmi 1 xenaHum

A 6611 OT 6anoB 6€3 yma:
BepHel HeT mecTa AN NpU3HAHMMI
M1 ana BpyvyeHMsa nucbma.

O Bbl, MOYTEHHbIE CYnpyru!

Bam npeanoxy cBou ycayru;
MpoLy MoK 3aMeTUTb peyb:

Al Bac xo4y npefocTepeyb.

Bbl Takke, MaMeHbKM, NOCTPOKE
3a A0YEpbMM CMOTPUTE BCEA:
Jlepxute NpAMO CBOM SIopHeT!
He To0... He To, 136aBu 6oxe!

A 370 NoTOMY NMLLY,

YTO YK AaBHO A He rpeLy.

XXX

YBbl, HAa pa3Hble 3a6aBbl

A MHOrO M3HM noryoun!

Ho ecnu 6 He cTpaganu HpaBbl,

A 6anbl 6 fO CMX NOp NO6M.
Jlo6n10 A GeLeHyo MI1ajocCTb,

M TecHoTy, U 6aecK, U pagocTb,

M nam 064yMaHHbIM HapAd;
JIl06/110 UX HOXKKM; TOJIbKO BPAS,
HaraeTte Bbl B Poccuu uenomn

Tpuv Napbl CTPOMHBIX KEHCKUX HOT.
Ax! gonro A 3a6biTb HEe Mor

J1B€ HOXKM... [PYCTHbINM, oxnaaenbi,
A1 BCe MX MOMHIO, U BO CHe

OHM TpeBoOXKaT ceple MHe.

XXXI

Koraa X u rge, B KakoM nycTbiHe,
besymeu, 1x 3abyaeLb Tbi?

AX, HOXKM, HOXKM! rae Bbl HbiHE?
['Ae MHeTe BeLHWe LBEeTbI?
B3nenesHbl B BOCTOUHOM Here,
Ha ceBepHOM, neyanbHOM cHere
Bbl He ocTaBuM cnepoB:
JIo6UAU MATKMX Bbl KOBPOB
PockoluHoe NpMKOCHOBEHbE .
JlaBHO /b AnA Bac A 3abbiBan

M xaxay cnasbl U Moxsan,

M Kpal oTLOB, M 3aTOYEHbE?
Mcyesno cyacTbe oHbIX NeT,

Kak Ha niyrax Ball nerkum cneg.

28

But look, Onegin's at the gateway;
He's past the porter, up the stair,
Through marble entry rushes straightway,
Then runs his fingers through his hair,
And steps inside. The crush increases,
The droning music never ceases;
A bold mazurka grips the crowd,
The press intense, the hubbub loud;
The guardsman clinks his spurs and dances,
The charming ladies twirl their feet-
Enchanting creatures that entreat
A hot pursuit of flaming glances;
While muffled by the violin
The wives their jealous gossip spin.

29

In days of dreams and dissipations
On balls | madly used to dote:
No surer place for declarations,
Or for the passing of a note.
And so | offer, worthy spouses,
My services to save your houses:
| pray you, heed my sound advice,
A word of warning should suffice.
You too, you mamas, | commend you
To keep your daughters well in sight;
Don't lower your lorgnettes at night!
Or else... or else... may God defend you!
All this | now can let you know,
Since | dropped sinning long ago.

30

So much of life have | neglected
In following where pleasure calls!
Yet were not morals ill affected
I even now would worship balls.
I love youth's wanton, fevered madness,
The crush, the glitter, and the gladness,
The ladies' gowns so well designed;
I love their feet-although you'll find
That all of Russia scarcely numbers
Three pairs of shapely feet... And yet,
How long it took me to forget
Two special feet. And in my slumbers
They still assail a soul grown cold
And on my heart retain their hold.

31

In what grim desert, madman, banished,
Will you at last cut memory's thread?

Ah, dearest feet, where have you vanished?
What vernal flowers do you tread?
Brought up in Oriental splendour,

You left no prints, no pressings tender,
Upon our mournful northern snow.

You loved instead to come and go

On yielding rugs in rich profusion;

While I-so long ago it seems!-

For your sake smothered all my dreams
Of glory, country, proud seclusion.

All gone are youth's bright years of grace,
As from the meadow your light trace.
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XXXII

JMaHbl rpyapb, NaHuTbl Giopbl
MpenectHbl, MUAble Apy3bA!
OpHaKo HoxKa Tepncuxopbl
MpenectHen YeM-TO ANA MeHs.
OHa, NpopoyecTBys B3rnaay
HeoueHeHHyto Harpaay,
BneyeT yc/i0BHOW Kpacon
YKenaHui cBOEBO/IbHBIN POW.
Jlio6t0 ee, MOM Apyr DNbBUHA,
MoA ANMHHOM CKaTepTblo CTO/O0B,
BecHolt Ha MypaBe Nyros,
3MMOM Ha YyryHe KaMuHa,

Ha 3epkanbHOM napkeTe 3an,
Y Mop# Ha rpaHuTe cKas.

XXX

A1 NOMHIO MOpe Npej rpo3oto:
Kak 5 3aBMA0Bas BOJIHaM,
Berywmm 6ypHoi Yepeaoto

C Nto6oBbIO N1eYb K ee Horam!
Kak 5 enan toraa c BoHamu
KocHYTbCA MMAbIX HOT yCTamm!
HeT, HMKOrAa cpefib NbIIKMX AHEN
Kunsuwen Mmnagoctm moem

A1 He Kenan C TakUM MyYyeHbem
Jlo63aTb ycTa Mnagbix Apmua,
Mnb po3bl MIAMEHHbBIX TAHUT,
Mnb nepcu, NoJiHbIE TOMIEHBEM;
HeT, HMKOrAa nopbIB cTpacTem
TaK He Tep3an aywm moen!

XXXIV

MHe namAaTHO Apyroe Bpems!

B 3aBeTHbIX MHOrAa MeyTax
JlepKy 5 C4ACTIMBOE CTPEMS. ..

M HOXKY YyBCTBYIO B pyKax;
OnATb KMNUT BoOBpaXKeHbe,
OnaTb ee NPUKOCHOBEHbE

3aKr/io B yBSALIEM CEPALE KPOBb,
OnATb TOCKa, onATb N060Bb! ..

Ho nonHo npocnaBnATb HaAMEHHbIX
BontamBoM npoto cBoel;

OHM He CTOAT HU CTpacTen,

Hu neceH, MMM BAOXHOBEHHbIX:
CnoBa 1 B30p BOJILLEGHUL, CUX
O6MaHUMBbI. .. KaK HOXKM UX.

XXXV

Y10 K MOM OHernH? MoayCcoHHbIM
B noctento c 6ana eaeT oH:

A NeTepbypr HEYroMOHHbIM

Y 6apabaHoM NpobyxzaeH.
BcTtaeT Kyneu, uaeTt pasHOCYMK,
Ha 6upKy TAHEeTCA M3BO3UMK,

C KyBLUMHOM OXTEHKa CneLumT,
Mo Her CHer YyTPeHHWUI XPYCTMT.
MpocHyncA yTpa WyM MpUATHBIN.
OTKpbITbl CTaBHU; TPYGHbIM AbIM
CT0N160M BOCXOAUT FOJTy6bIM,

M XNe6HUK, HEMeL, aKKYpaTHbIN,
B 6ymaxkHOM Ko/inake, He pa3
YK OTBOpPSAN CBOM Bacucaac.

XXXVI

Ho, wymom 6asia yToMNEHHBIN

M yTpo B nonHo4b obpat4,
CMOKOMHO CMUT B TEHU 61aKeHHOM
3abaB M POCKOLIM AUTA.
MpocHeTcA 3a NonjeHb, U CHoBa
Jlo yTpa ¥U3Hb ero roToea,
OpHoo6pa3Ha 1 necTpa.

M 3aBTpa TO e, 4YTO BYepa.

32

Diana's breast is charming, brothers, And Flora's
cheek, | quite agree; But | prefer above these others
The foot of sweet Terpsichore. It hints to probing,
ardent glances Of rich rewards and peerless trances; Its
token beauty stokes the fires, The wilful swarm of hot
desires. My dear Elvina, | adore it- Beneath the table
barely seen, In springtime on the meadow's green, In
winter with the hearth before it, Upon the ballroom's
mirrored floor, Or perched on granite by the shore.

33

I recollect the ocean rumbling:

O how | envied then the waves- Those rushing tides in
tumult tumbling To fall about her feet like slaves!

I longed to join the waves in pressing Upon those feet
these lips... caressing. No, never midst the fiercest
blaze

Of wildest youth's most fervent days Was | so racked
with yearning's anguish: No maiden's lips were equal
bliss, No rosy cheek that | might kiss, Or sultry breast
on which to languish. No, never once did passion's flood
So rend my soul, so flame my blood.

34

Another memory finds me ready:

In cherished dreams | sometimes stand
And hold the lucky stirrup steady,

Then feel her foot within my hand!
Once more imagination surges,

Once more that touch ignites and urges
The blood within this withered heart:
Once more the love... once more the dart!
But stop... Enough! My babbling lyre

Has overpraised these haughty things:
They're hardly worth the songs one sings
Or all the passions they inspire;

Their charming words and glances sweet
Are quite as faithless as their feet.

35

But what of my Eugene? Half drowsing, He drives to
bed from last night's ball, While Petersburg, already
rousing, Answers the drumbeat's duty call. The
merchant's up, the pedlar scurries, With jug in hand the
milkmaid hurries, Crackling the freshly fallen snow; The
cabby plods to hackney row. In pleasant hubbub morn's
awaking! The shutters open, smoke ascends In pale blue
shafts from chimney ends. The German baker's up and
baking, And more than once, in cotton cap, Has opened
up his window-trap.

36

But wearied by the ballroom's clamour, He sleeps in
blissful, sheer delight- This child of comfort and of
glamour, Who turns each morning into night. By
afternoon he'll finally waken, The day ahead all planned
and taken: The endless round, the varied game;
Tomorrow too will be the same.
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Ho 6bin nn cyacTame Mon EBreHui,
CBO6OAHDIN, B LUBETE NYHLIMX NIET,
Cpean 6aunctatenbHblix nodes,
Cpeaun BCeAHEBHbIX HAaCNAXKAEHWNM?
BoTLye M 6b11 OH Cpesb NMpPOB
HeocTopoeH 1 340poB?

XXXVII

HeT: paHo 4yyBCTBa B HEM OCTbI/IN;
EMy HacKyuun cBeTa WyMm;
KpacaBuupl He fonro 6biu
MpeaMeT ero NpuUBbLIYHbIX AYM;
M3MeHbl YTOMUTb yCnesnu;

Jpy3bs 1 apyx6a Hagoenu,
3ateMm, YTO He BCeraa e mor
Beef-steaks 1 cTpac6yprckuii nMpor
LLlamnaHcKoM 0611BaTh 6YTbIIKOM
M cbinaTb oCTpble C/10Ba,

Korpa 6onena ronosa;

M X0Tb OH 6bl/1 NOBECa MbIIKOM,
Ho pa3niobun oH HakoHew

M 6paHb, 1 cabnio, 1 CBUHEL.

XXXVIHI

Hepgyr, KoToporo npuymnHy
JlaBHO 6bl OTbICKaTb Nopa,
MoA06HbINM aHrIMIMCKOMY CMJIMHY,
Kopoue: pycckas xaHapa

MM oBnagena noHeMHory;

OH 3acTpennTtbcs, cnasa bory,
Monpo6oBaTb He 3axoTen,

Ho K »ku3HKM BoBCe oxnazen.

Kak Child-Harold, yrptoMbii, TOMHbIM
B rocTMHbIX MNOABAANCA OH;

Hu cnneThn cBeTa, HX GOCTOH,

HW MUABIN B3N8, HU B3[I0X HECKPOMHbIM,

HuyTO He Tporano ero,
He 3ameyan oH Huyero.

XXXIX. XL. XLI

XLII

MpuyyaHMubl 60nblUOro cBeTal
Bcex npex e Bac 0CTaBW/ OH;

M npaBaa To, 4TO B HalM eTa
Jl0BO/IbHO CKYY€EH BbICLUMI TOH;
XOTb, MOXET 6bITb, MHaA fama
Tonkyet Cea n beHTama,

Ho Boo6LLe 1x pa3roBop
HecHOCHbIM, XOTb HEBMHHbINM B340p;
K TOMy X OHM TaK HEMOPOYHbI,

TaK Ben4aBbl, TaK YMHbI,

Tak 61aro4ecTms noJiHbl,

TaK 0CMOTPUTE/IbHBI, TaK TOYHbI,
TaKk HEeNpUCTYMHbI ANA MYXUYMH,
Y10 BUA MX YK poxaaeT cnamH {7}.

XLI

M Bbl, KPAacOTKM MoJIoabIE,
KoTopbix no3aHeto nopom
YHOCAT APOXKKM yaanble

Mo neTep6yprcKoi MOCTOBOM,
M Bac NoKuHyN mMoM EBreHui.

But was he happy in the flower- The very springtime of
his days, Amid his pleasures and their blaze, Amid his
conquests of the hour? Or was he profligate and hale
Amid his feasts to no avail?

37

Yes, soon he lost all warmth of feeling:
The social buzz became a bore,

And all those beauties, once appealing,
Were objects of his thought no more.
Inconstancy grew too fatiguing;

And friends and friendship less intriguing;
For after all he couldn't drain

An endless bottle of champagne

To help those pies and beefsteaks settle,
Or go on dropping words of wit

With throbbing head about to split:

And so, for all his fiery mettle,

He did at last give up his love

Of pistol, sword, and ready glove.

38

We still, alas, cannot forestall it- This dreadful
ailment's heavy toll; The spleen is what the English call
it, We call it simply Russian soul. 'Twas this our hero
had contracted; And though, thank God, he never acted
To put a bullet through his head, His former love of life
was dead. Like Byron's Harold, lost in trances, Through
drawing rooms he'd pass and stare; But neither whist,
nor gossip there, Nor wanton sighs, nor tender glances-
No, nothing touched his sombre heart, He noticed
nothing, took no part.

(39-41) 42

Capricious belles of lofty station! You were the first
that he forswore; For nowadays in our great nation, The
manner grand can only bore. | wouldn't say that ladies
never Discuss a Say or Bentham*-ever; But generally,
you'll have to grant, Their talk's absurd, if harmless,
cant. On top of which, they're so unerring, So dignified,
so awfully smart, So pious and so chaste of heart, So
circumspect, so strict in bearing, So inaccessibly
serene, Mere sight of them brings on the spleen.*

43

You too, young mistresses of leisure, Who late at night
are whisked away In racing droshkies bound for pleasure
Along the Petersburg chaussee- He dropped you too in
sudden fashion.
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OTCTYNHUK BYPHbIX HAaCAAXKAEHUM,
OHeruH goma 3anepcs,

3eBas, 3a Nepo B3A/CA,

XoTen nucaTtb - HO TPYA YMNOPHbIN
EMy 6bl/1 TOLWIEH; HMYero

He BbIWAO 13 nepa ero,

M He nonan oH B LieX 3a40PHbIN
Jlioaen, o0 Komx He CyKy,

3aTeM, YTO K HUM MpUHAANENKY.

XLIV

M cHoBa, NpeAaHHbIN 6e3aebio,
ToMACb AYLIEBHOM NYCTOTOM,
Ycencs oH - C NOXBasIbHOM LiENbIO
Ce6e NpUCBOMTb YM YYKOM;
OTPAAOM KHUI YCTaBMA NOJIKY,
YuTan, umtan, a Bce 6€3 TONKY:
TaMm CKyKa, Tam 06MaH uib 6peja;
B ToM coBecTM, B TOM CMbIC/1A HET;
Ha Bcex pasnuyHble Bepuru;

M ycTapena ctapuHa,

M cTapbim 6peauT HoBM3HA.

Kak KEeHLUMH, OH OCTaBU/ KHUTH,
M NonKy, C NblbHOM UX CEMbEM,
3agepHyn TpaypHoM TadToN.

XLV

YcnoBui cBeTa CBEPrHyB 6pems,
Kak oH, oTcTaB OT cyeThl,

C HMM NOAPYKUACA A B TO BPEMs.
MHe HpaBU/IMCb €ro YepThl,
MeuTaM HeBoJIbHasi NpeAaHHOCTb,
HenopparkatenbHas CTpaHHOCTb
M pe3Kui, OXNaxAEHHbIN YM.

A 6bl1 03/106/1EH, OH YIPIOM;
CTpacTten urpy mbl 3Hanu 06a;
Tommna %13Hb 060MX Hac;

B o6omx cepaua *xap yrac;

O6oux oxuaana 3noba

Cnenoit ®opTyHbl U NtoaeN

Ha camoM yTpe Halumx JHeW.

XLVI

KTO MA 1 MbICAKA, TOT HE MOXKET
B aywe He npesupatb Nloaen;
KTo 4yyBCTBOBa/, TOr0 TPEBOXKMUT
Mpu3paK HEBO3BPaTMMbIX AHEM:
TOMY y3K HET 04apOBaHMHM,

Toro 3mMus BOCMOMMHaHWUM,

Toro packasHbe rpbiseT.

Bce 310 yacTto npugaet

Bonblyto npenectb pasroBopy.
CnepBa OHermHa A3blk

MeHs cMyLan; Ho S NpUBbLIK

K ero assutenbHoMy cropy,

M K WyTKe, C XKeN4yblo Nnorosam,
M 310CTM MpayHbIX 3MUTPaMM.
XLVII

Kak yacto netHeto nopoto,

Koraa npo3payHo 1 cBeT/o
HouHoe Hebo Hag HeBoto {8}

M BoA Becenoe CTEKNO

He oTpaxaet vk AuaHbl,
BOCMOMHS NpeXXHUX NIeT poMaHbl,
BocrnomHsA npeHioto N10608Bb,
YyBCTBUTEIbHBI, 6€CNEeYHbl BHOBb,
[JbIxaHbeM HOYM 61aroCKI0HHOM
be3monBHO ynuBanucb Mbi!

Kak B NIeC 3en€eHbll U3 THOPbMbl
MepeHeceH KONOAHMK COHHbIM,
TaK YHOCHUAMCb Mbl MEYTOM

K Hayasy KM3HM MONOJOM.

Apostate from the storms of passion, He locked himself
within his den And, with a yawn, took up his pen And
tried to write. But art's exaction Of steady labour made
him ill, And nothing issued from his quill; So thus he
failed to join the faction Of writers-whom | won't
condemn Since, after all, I'm one of them.

44

Once more an idler, now he smothers

The emptiness that plagues his soul

By making his the thoughts of others-

A laudable and worthy goal.

He crammed his bookshelf overflowing,
Then read and read-frustration growing:
Some raved or lied, and some were dense;
Some lacked all conscience; some, all sense;
Each with a different dogma girded;

The old was dated through and through,
While nothing new was in the new;

So books, like women, he deserted,

And over all that dusty crowd

He draped a linen mourning shroud.

45

| too had parted with convention,

With vain pursuit of worldly ends;

And when Eugene drew my attention,

I liked his ways and we made friends.

I liked his natural bent for dreaming,

His strangeness that was more than seeming,
The cold sharp mind that he possessed;

| was embittered, he depressed;

With passion's game we both were sated;
The fire in both our hearts was pale;
Our lives were weary, flat, and stale;
And for us both, ahead there waited-
While life was still but in its morn-

Blind fortune's malice and men's scorn.

46

He who has lived as thinking being Within his soul must
hold men small; He who can feel is always fleeing The
ghost of days beyond recall; For him enchantment's
deep infection Is gone; the snake of recollection And
grim repentance gnaws his heart. All this, of course,
can help impart Great charm to private conversation;
And though the language of my friend At first disturbed
me, in the end | liked his caustic disputation- His blend
of banter and of bile, His sombre wit and biting style.

47

How often in the summer quarter, When midnight sky
is limpid-light Above the Neva's placid water- The river
gay and sparkling bright, Yet in its mirror not reflecting
Diana's visage-recollecting The loves and intrigues of
the past, Alive once more and free at last, We drank in
silent contemplation The balmy fragrance of the night!
Like convicts sent in dreaming flight To forest green
and liberation, So we in fancy then were borne Back to
our springtime's golden morn.
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XLVII

C AywOot0, NOJIHOM COXaNeHWH,
M onepmca Ha rpaHmT,

Croan 3agymumso EBrenui,

Kak onucan ce6a nuut {9}.

Bce 6b1/10 TMXO; MLLb HOYHblE
MNepeknnMKanucb Yacosble,

Jla ApoXKeK oTAaNEeHHbIN CTYK

C M1AbOHHOM pa3aaBasics BAPYT;
JIwb nogka, BeCnamMu maxas,
Mnblna No Apemniowien peke:

M Hac nneHsanu Baaneke

PoxoK 1 necHsa yaanas...

Ho cnawe, cpeapb HOYHbIX 3a6aB,
Hanes TopkBaTOBbIX OKTaB!

XLIX

AApuaTryeckune BOJIHbI,

O bpeHTa! HeT, yBUXKY Bac

M1, BAOXHOBEHbA CHOBA MOJIHbIN,
Ycnbilwy Baw Bosle6HbIN raac!
OH CBAT ANA BHYKOB AMNOJI/IOHA;
Mo ropao# nnpe Anb6uoHa

OH MHe 3HaKOM, OH MHE POZHOM.
Houeit Utanuu 3natom

1 HEroM HacNaxycb Ha Bone,

C BeHeLMaHKoW M1aZoM,

To roBOp/IMBOM, TO HEMOM,
MNbIBS B TAMHCTBEHHOM rOHAOE;
C Hew 06peTyT ycTa Mom

A3bIK MeTpapku U N06BU.

L

MpuAaeT nm Yac Moen cBo6oabI?
Mopa, nopa! - B3blBalo K HEN;

Bbpoky Hag mopem {10}, kay noroabl,

MaHio BeTpuna Kopabnien.

Moa pu3oit 6ypb, C BOSIHAMM criops,

Mo BoNIbHOMY pacnyTbio Mops
Korgaa  HauHy i BO/bHbIN 6er?
Mopa NOKMHYTb CKYYHbIM Gper
MHe HenpuA3HEHHOM CTUXMK

M cpefpb nonyaeHHbIX 3bi6ei,
Mog He6oM AdpuKku moen {11},
B3abixatb 0 cyMpayHoi Poccuu,
Tae s cTpagan, rae a noéun,
[ae cepaue A NOXOPOHWUA.

LI

OHEruH 6bla1 FOTOB CO MHOK
YBUAETb YyKAble CTPaHbl;

Ho ckopo 6b11M Mbl Cyib6010
Ha ponroi cpok pasBeseHsbl.
Otel ero Torga cKoHyancs.
MNepes OHernHbiM cobpancsa
3aMMoZaBLEB KaJHblM NOJIK.
Y KaXkoro CBoM YM U TOJIK:
EBreHui, Tax6bl HEHaBMAS,
JlOBO/IbHBIM KpEGUEM CBOUM,
HacnepactBo npefoctaBua um,
BosibLiol NnoTepy B TOM He BUASA
Mnb npeay3HaB u3ganeka
KoHumHy aaam ctapuka.

48

Filled with his heart's regrets, and leaning
Against the rampart's granite shelf,
Eugene stood lost in pensive dreaming
(As once some poet drew himselP).

The night grew still... with silence falling;
Only the sound of sentries calling,

Or suddenly from Million Street

Some distant droshky's rumbling beat;

Or floating on the drowsy river,

A lonely boat would sail along,

While far away some rousing song

Or plaintive horn would make us shiver.
But sweeter still, amid such nights,

Are Tasso's octaves' soaring flights.

49

? Adriatic! Grand Creation!

O Brenta!* | shall yet rejoice,

When, filled once more with inspiration,

| hear at last your magic voice! It's sacred to Apollo's
choir;

Through Albion's great and haughty lyre*

It speaks to me in words | know.

On soft Italian nights I'll go

In search of pleasure's sweet profusion;

A fair Venetian at my side,

Now chatting, now a silent guide,

I'll float in gondola's seclusion;

And she my willing lips will teach

Both love's and Petrarch's ardent speech.

50

Will freedom come-and cut my tether?
It's time, it's time! | bid her hail;

| roam the shore,* await fair weather,
And beckon to each passing sail.

? when, my soul, with waves contesting,
And caped in storms, shall | go questing
Upon the crossroads of the sea?

It's time to quit this dreary lee

And land of harsh, forbidding places;
And there, where southern waves break high,
Beneath my Africa's warm sky,*

To sigh for sombre Russia's spaces,
Where first | loved, where first | wept,
And where my buried heart is kept.

51

Eugene and | had both decided

To make the foreign tour we'd planned;
But all too soon our paths divided,

For fate took matters into hand.

His father died-quite unexpected,

And round Eugene there soon collected
The greedy horde demanding pay.
Each to his own, or so they say.
Eugene, detesting litigation

And quite contented with his fate,
Released to them the whole estate...
With no great sense of deprivation;
Perhaps he also dimly knew

His aged uncle's time was due.
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LIl

Bapyr nonyunn oH B camom gene
OT ynpaBuTens JoKnag,

Y10 4848 NpM CMEPTH B noctene
M ¢ HUM NpoCTUTBLCA GblN Obl paj.
MpouTa neyanbHoe nocnaHbe,
EBreHumi ToT4ac Ha cBMAaHbe
CTpemrnaB no noyte nockakan

M yx 3apaHee 3eBas,
MpurotoBnAAck, AeHer paau,

Ha B3a0xM, CKyKYy 1 06MaH

(M Tem A Hayan MOM pOMaH);

Ho, npuneteB B AepeBHIO ASAM,
Ero Hawen yx Ha cTone,

Kak aaHb rotoByto 3emne.

L

Haluen oH nNosoH ABOp yCNyru;
K NOKOMHMKY CO BCEX CTOPOH
Cbe3xKanmcb Heapyru U apyru,
OXOTHMKM 10 NMOXOPOH.
MOKOMHMKA NMOXOPOHUIIN.

Monbl 1 rocTn enun, Nnan

M nocne BaXHO pa3oLUNCh,

Kak 6yaTo Aenom 3aHANMCH.

BoT Haww OHeruH - CeNbCKUM KMUTENDb,
3aBoz0B, BOJ, /1I€COB, 3eMEJb
X03AMH No/HbIN, a Aocenb
Mopsaka Bpar 1 pactounTesb,

M ouyeHb paj, 4TO NPEXHWUM MyTb
MNepeMeHnn Ha YTO-HMOYb.

LIV

/Ba AHA eMy Ka3a/MCb HOBbI
YeauHeHHble nonA,

Mpoxnaga cyMpayHoi Ay6poBbl,
HypyaHbe TUXOro pyybs;

Ha Tpetuit powa, XoaM U none
Ero He 3aHMManu 6one;

[oTOM y>X HaBOAWAN COH;
MoTom yBUAEN ACHO OH,

YTo M B AepeBHe CKyKa Ta Xe,
XOTb HET HM YAUL, HWX ABOPLIOB,
Hu KapT, HM 6an0B, HU CTUXOB.
XaHapa xaana ero Ha cTpaxe,
M 6erana 3a HUM OHa,

KaK TeHb 1/ib BepHas eHa.

LV

A1 6bIN POXKAEH ANS KM3HWU MMPHOM,
[Ana aepeBeHCKoM TULLUMHDI;

B rywm 3By4yHee rosoc MpHbIN,
*uBee TBOpYECKME CHbI.
JocyramM nNocBATACb HEBMHHbBIM,
BposKy HaZ 03epoM MYCTbIHHBIM,
M far niente Mo 3aKoH.

A KaxkabIM YyTPOM NpobyXaeH
Ansa cnagkon Heru u cBo6oapl:
Yutaro mano, JONro cho,
JleTy4en cnasbl HE NI0BAIO.

He TaK 21 A B Gbl/ible rogbl
MpoBen B 6e34eMCTBMU, B TEHM
Mou cyacTamBenume aHu?

52

And sure enough a note came flying; The bailiff wrote
as if on cue: Onegin's uncle, sick and dying, Would like
to bid his heir adieu. He gave the message one quick
reading, And then by post Eugene was speeding,
Already bored, to uncle's bed, While thoughts of money
filled his head. He was prepared-like any craven- To
sigh, deceive, and play his part (With which my novel
took its start); But when he reached his uncle's haven, A
laid-out corpse was what he found, Prepared as tribute
for the ground.

53

He found the manor fairly bustling

With those who'd known the now deceased;
Both friends and foes had come ahustling,
True lovers of a funeral feast.

They laid to rest the dear departed;

Then, wined and dined and heavy-hearted,
But pleased to have their duty done,

The priests and guests left one by one.
And here's Onegin-lord and master

Of woods and mills and streams and lands;
A country squire, there he stands,

That former wastrel and disaster;

And rather glad he was, it's true,

That he'd found something else to do.

54

For two full days he was enchanted

By lonely fields and burbling brook,

By sylvan shade that lay implanted
Within a cool and leafy nook.

But by the third he couldn't stick it:
The grove, the hill, the field, the thicket-
Quite ceased to tempt him any more
And, presently, induced a snore;

And then he saw that country byways-
With no great palaces, no streets,

No cards, no balls, no poets' feats-
Were just as dull as city highways;

And spleen, he saw, would dog his life,
Like shadow or a faithful wife.

55

But | was born for peaceful roaming,
For country calm and lack of strife;
My lyre sings! And in the gloaming
My fertile fancies spring to life.

| give myself to harmless pleasures
And far niente rules my leisures:
Each morning early I'm awake

To wander by the lonely lake

Or seek some other sweet employment:
| read a little, often sleep,

For fleeting fame | do not weep.
And was it not in past enjoyment

Of shaded, idle times like this,

| spent my days of deepest bliss?
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LVI

LiBeTbl, Nt06GOBb, A€PEBHS, NPAa34HOCTb,
Monsa! A npegaH BaM AyLLON.
Bcerga s pag 3aMeTMTb pasHOCTb
Mexkay OHEermHbIM M MHOM,
Y7106bl HACMELNMBbLIM YMTaTEND
Mnu Kakon-Hmbyap usgatenb
3aMbIC/IOBATOM K/IEBETDI,

Cnunyas 34ecb MOM YepThl,

He nosTopsan notom 6e3603H0,
Y70 Hamapan A CBOM NOPTPET,
Kak barpoH, ropaocTtu nosr,

Kak 6yATo HaM YK HEBO3MOXKHO
MncaTb NO3Mbl O APYTOM,

Kak TonbKo 0 ce6e caMom.

LVl

3ameuy KcTatu: BCe No3Thl -
Jllo6BM MeyTaTeNbHOM ApY3bA.
BbbiBano, Munbie npeameTobl
MHe cHUAKC, U aywa mMoA

Mx 06pas TaMHbIM COXpaHWNaA;
Mx nocne my3sa oxuBuna:

Tak A, 6ecneyeH, BocneBan

M1 nesy rop, Mo uaean,

M nneHHny 6eperos Canrmpa.
Tenepb 0T Bac, MOM Apy3bA,
Bonpoc Hepeako crbiwy fA:

"O KOM TBOS B3AbIXaeT mpa?
KoMy, B To/INe peBHUBLIX AEB,
Tbl NOCBATMA ee Hanes?

LVl

Yel B30p, BOJIHYA BAOXHOBEHbE,
YMWNBbHOM NAaCKOM Harpaamn
TBOE 3ayMUYMBOE MEHBLE?

Koro tBOM cTUx 60roteopmn?”
W1, ApYyru, HUKoro, en-6ory!
Jllo6BK 6e3yMHYI0 TPEBOTY

A 6e30TpaHO MUCMbITaN.
bnaxeH, KTo C Heto coveTan
FopAYKy pubM: OH TeM yaBOUA
Mo33umM CBALLEHHBIN 6pes,
MeTpapke wecTBys BoCNea,

A MyKM cepaua ycrnokoun,
MoMMan 1 cnaBy MeXay TEM;
Ho a, nto6a, 6bin rayn v HEM.

LIX

Mpoluna no6oBb, ABMNACE MY3a,

M NpOSCHUNCA TEMHBIM YM.
CB0O6O/ZEH, BHOBb MLy COHO3a
Bo/e6HbIX 3BYKOB, YYBCTB M AYM;
Muwy, 1 cepaue He TockyerT,
Mepo, 3a6bIBLIMCD, HE pUCYeT,
B/13 HEOKOHYEHHbIX CTMXOB,

HW }KEHCKMX HOXEK, HU rooB;
Moraciumit nenen yx He BCMbIXHET,
Al BCe rpyLly; HO Cne3 yx HeT,

M ckopo, cKkopo 6ypu cnej

B Aylue MOel COBCEM YTUXHET:
Torpa-To s HaYHy NKcaTb

Mo3My neceH B ABajauaTb NATb.

56

The country, love, green fields and flowers,
Sweet idleness! You have my heart.
With what delight | praise those hours
That set Eugene and me apart.

For otherwise some mocking reader

Or, God forbid, some wretched breeder
Of twisted slanders might combine

My hero's features here with mine

And then maintain the shameless fiction
That, like proud Byron, | have penned
A mere self-portrait in the end;

As if today, through some restriction,
We're now no longer fit to write

On any theme but our own plight.

57

All poets, | need hardly mention,

Have drawn from love abundant themes;
| too have gazed in rapt attention

When cherished beings filled my dreams.
My soul preserved their secret features;
The Muse then made them living creatures:
Just so in carefree song | paid

My tribute to the mountain maid,

And sang the Salghir captives' praises.*
And now, my friends, | hear once more
That question you have put before:

'For whom these sighs your lyre raises?
To whom amid the jealous throng

Do you today devote your song?

58

'Whose gaze, evoking inspiration,
Rewards you with a soft caress?

Whose form, in pensive adoration,

Do you now clothe in sacred dress?
Why no one, friends, as God's my witness,
For | have known too well the witless
And maddened pangs of love's refrain.
Oh, blest is he who joins his pain

To fevered rhyme: for thus he doubles
The sacred ecstasy of art;

Like Petrarch then, he calms the heart,
Subduing passion's host of troubles,
And captures worldly fame to boot!-
But I, in love, was dense and mute.

59

The Muse appeared as love was ending And cleared the
darkened mind she found. Once free, | seek again the
blending Of feeling, thought, and magic sound. | write...
and want no more embraces; My straying pen no longer
traces, Beneath a verse left incomplete, The shapes of
ladies' heads and feet. Extinguished ashes won't
rekindle, And though | grieve, | weep no more; And
soon, quite soon, the tempest's core Within my soul will
fade and dwindle: And then I'll write this world a song
That's five and twenty cantos long!
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LX

A ayman yx o popme nnaHa
M KaK repos Ha3osy;
MokamecT Moero pomaHa

A1 KOHYWMN NepBYIO rNaBy;
MepecmoTpen Bce 310 CTPOro:
MpoTMBOpeYUii 04EHb MHOTO,
Ho mnx ucnpasuTb He xouy.
LleHsype gonr cBoi 3annavy
M KypHa/nucTam Ha cbefeHbe
Mnoabl TPyA0B MOMX OTAAM:
Mam e K HEBCKMM beperam,
HoBoporkaeHHOe TBOpeHbe,

M 3acnym MHe cnaBbl JaHb:
KpvBble TO/IKM, WyM M 6paHb!

TTABA BTOPAA
Orus!..

Hor.

O Pycb!

|

[JepeBHs, rae ckyyan EBreHui,
Bblna npenecTHbIM Yroiok;

TaM ApYr HEBMHHbIX HACNAXKAEHUM
BbnarocnoButb 6bl HEGO MOT.
[oCnoACKUI AOM YeAMHEHHbIM,
[OpoM OT BETPOB OrpaKAeHHbIN,
Croan Haa peukoto. Baanu
Mpeg HMUM necTpenu 1 uBenm
Jlyra v HUBbI 30/10TblE,
MenbKanu cenbl; 34ecb U TaM
Craga 6poannu no nyram,

M cenn paclwumpsan ryctole
OrpoMHbIM, 3anyLeHHbIN caj,
MpuioT 3aayMUMBBIX ApUag.

MoYTEeHHbIM 3aMOK 6bl/1 MOCTPOEH,
KaK 3aMKM CTPOMUTLCA JOJIXKHbI:
OTMEHHO MPOYEH M CMOKOEH

Bo BKyce YMHOM CTapuHbl.

Besge BbICOKME MOKOM,

B roctuHoM wrodHble 06ou,
Llapes nopTtpeThbl Ha CTeHax,

M neuu B necTpbix u3pasuax.

Bce 370 HbiHE o6BeTwWwano,

He 3Haio, NpaBo, noYemy;

Ja, Bnpoyem, Apyry Moemy

B TOM Hy /bl 6bIJ10 O4€Hb Mano,
3aTeMm, YTO OH PaBHO 3eBasl
CpeAb MOAHbIX M CTAPUHHBIX 3aJ1.

1

OH B TOM MOKOE Mocenmncs,

['Ae fepeBeHCKMI CTapoXKmA

JleT COpOK C K/OYHMLEN 6paHuics,
B OKHO CMOTpes U Myx AaBui.

Bce 6b1/10 npocTo: non Ay6oBbi,
JlBa wkada, CToN, AMBaH NyXOBbIM,
Hurae HY NATHBILWKA YEPHUI.
OHeruH wkadbl OTBOPHI;

B oHOM Halien TeTpajp pacxoja,
B Apyrom HaiMBOK Lie/ibliA CTPOM,
KyBLUMHBI C A6104HOM BOAOM

M KaneHaapb 0CbMOro roja:
CTapuK, MMes MHOTO e,

B MHble KHUIU He rnsgen.

60

I've drawn a plan and know what's needed,
The hero's named, the plotting's done;
And meantime I've just now completed
My present novel's Chapter One.

I've looked it over most severely;

It has its contradictions, clearly,

But I've no wish to change a line;

I'll grant the censor's right to shine
And send these fruits of inspiration

To feed the critics' hungry pen.

Fly to the Neva's water then,

My spirit's own newborn creation!

And earn me tribute paid to fame:
Distorted readings, noise, and blame!

Chapter 2

? rus!
Horace
? Rus'!*

1

The place Eugene found so confining
Was quite a lovely country nest,

Where one who favoured soft reclining
Would thank his stars to be so blest.
The manor house, in proud seclusion,
Screened by a hill from wind's intrusion,
Stood by a river. Far away

Green meads and golden cornfields lay,
Lit by the sun as it paraded;

Small hamlets too the eye could see
And cattle wand'ring o'er the lea;

While near at hand, all dense and shaded,
A vast neglected garden made

A nook where pensive dryads played.

2

The ancient manse had been erected
For placid comfort-and to last;

And all its solid form reflected

The sense and taste of ages past.
Throughout the house the ceilings towered,
From walls ancestral portraits glowered;
The drawing room had rich brocades
And stoves of tile in many shades.

All this today seems antiquated-

| don't know why; but in the end

It hardly mattered to my friend,

For he'd become so fully jaded,

He yawned alike where'er he sat,

In ancient hall or modern flat.

3

He settled where the former squire For forty years had

heaved his sighs, Had cursed the cook in useless ire,

Stared out the window, and squashed flies. The
furnishings were plain but stable: A couch, two

cupboards, and a table, No spot of ink on oaken floors.
Onegin opened cupboard doors And found in one a list
of wages, Some fruit liqueurs and applejack, And in the

next an almanac From eighteen-eight with tattered

pages; The busy master never took A glance in any
other book.
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I\

OfMH cpeamn CBOMX BIaAEHUH,
Y106 TONIbKO BPEMA NPOBOAMTD,
Cnepsa 3agyman Haw EBrenui
MopAAOK HOBbIM y4peauTb.

B cBoeM raywm myapew nycTbiHHbIN,
fipem oH 6apLUMHbI CTapUHHOM
OBPOKOM IETKMM 3aMEHWUT;

M pab cyabby 61arociioBu.
3ato B yr/ly CBOeM Haay/cs,
YBUAA B 3TOM CTpaLLHbIN Bpea,
Ero pacueT/iMBbIN cocea;
Jlpyrovi nykaBo ynbiGHyCA,

M B ronoc Bce pelumnum Tak,

YTO OH OnacHeMLWMi Yysak.

\

CHavana BCe K HeMy e3xanu;

Ho Tak Kak ¢ 3agHero KpbiabLa
O6bIKHOBEHHO NoAaBanu

EMy AoHCKoro xepebua,

JMLWb TO/IbKO BAO/b 60/1bLLIONM AOPOrM
3ac/ibiwaTt MX JOMALLHM ApOorK, -
MocTynKoM 0CKOp6SCh TaKUM,

Bce ApyK6y NpeKpaTm/iM C HUM.
"Cocea Hall Hey4; CyMacbpoauT;

OH cdapmasoH; OH NbeT 04HO
CTakaHOM KpacHOe BMHO;

OH JamaM K py4Ke He MoaxoamT;
Bce aa aa HeT; He cKaxkeT ga-c

Unb HeT-c". TakoB 6bl1 06WMI rnac.

Vi

B cBOIO ilepeBHI0 B Ty e nopy
MoMeLmK HOBbIM NpUCKaKan

M cTonb e cTporoMy paséopy
B cocepcTBe nosoa noaaBan:
Mo nmeHn Bnaammmp JleHcKow,
C AyLIO0 NPAMO FeTTUHIEHCKOMN,
KpacaBeL, B No/IHOM LBeTE fIET,
MNoknoHHUK KaHTa 1 noaT.

OH 13 FepMaHuM TyMaHHOM
MNpuBe3 y4eHoCTU NNoAbI:
BonbHoNO6GUBbBIE MEYTI,

JyX NbIAKUA U OBOJIBHO CTPaHHbIN,
Bceraa BOCTOp}KEHHY0 peyb

M KyZpu YepHble o naey.

Vi

OT xNagHoro pasBparta cBeTa
Ewle yBAHYTb He ycnes,

Ero aywa 6bina corpeta
MpvBETOM Apyra, NacKoM AeB;
OH cepauem MUbIM bl HeBEXAa,
Ero nenesna Hagexaa,

M MUpa HOBbIM 6N1ECK U LIYM
Ele NAeHANM 1OHbIN YM.

OH 3a6aB/11 MEYTOI CNaJKoM
CoMHeHbS cepjua CBOEro;
Llenib U3HM HaleM Ans Hero
Bblna 3aMaHYMBOM 3aragKom,
Hag Hel oH ronosy oman

M yypeca nogospesan.

VIl

OH BepumA, 4TO Ayla pojHas
CoeMHUTBCA C HUM [I0JIKHa,
YTo, 6e30TPajHO M3HbIBaA,
Ero BcegHEBHO XAeT OHa;

4

Alone amid his new possessions, And merely as an idle
scheme, Eugene devised a few concessions And
introduced a new regime. A backwoods genius, he
commuted The old corvee and substituted A quittent at
a modest rate;* His peasants thanked their lucky fate,
But thrifty neighbours waxed indignant And in their
dens bewailed as one The dreadful harm of what he'd
done. Still others sneered or turned malignant, And
everyone who chose to speak Called him a menace and
a freak.

5

At first the neighbours' calls were steady; But when
they learned that in the rear Onegin kept his stallion
ready So he could quickly disappear The moment one of
them was sighted Or heard approaching uninvited, They
took offence and, one and all, They dropped him cold
and ceased to call. 'The man's a boor, he's off his
rocker.' 'Must be a Mason;* drinks, they say... Red wine,
by tumbler, night and day!" 'Won't kiss a lady's hand, the
mocker.' 'Won't call me "sir" the way he should.' The
general verdict wasn't good.

Another squire chose this season

To reappear at his estate

And gave the neighbours equal reason
For scrutiny no less irate.

Vladimir Lensky, just returning

From Gottingen with soulful yearning,
Was in his prime-a handsome youth
And poet filled with Kantian truth.
From misty Germany our squire

Had carried back the fruits of art:

A freedom-loving, noble heart,

A spirit strange but full of fire,

An always bold, impassioned speech,
And raven locks of shoulder reach.

7

As yet unmarked by disillusion

Or chill corruption's deadly grasp,

His soul still knew the warm effusion

Of maiden's touch and friendship's clasp.
A charming fool at love's vocation,

He fed on hope's eternal ration;

The world's fresh glitter and its call

Still held his youthful mind in thrall;

He entertained with fond illusions

The doubts that plagued his heart and will;
The goal of life, he found, was still

A tempting riddle of confusions;

He racked his brains and rather thought
That miracles could still be wrought.

8
He knew a kindred soul was fated
To join her life to his career,
That even now she pined and waited,
Expecting he would soon appear.
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OH BEpWJI, YTO ApPY3bs rOTOBbI
3a YyecTb ero NpuATb OKOBbI

M 4TO He ApOrHeT Mx pyka
Pa36butb cocya KNneBeTHWKa;
Y710 ecTb U36paHHble Cyabbamu,
Jliofel CBALLEHHbIE ApY3bS;
Y10 MX 6eccMepTHas cembs
HeoTpasumbiMK ydamu
Korpa-Hubyab Hac o3aput

M MUp 6naxKeHCTBOM 0fapuT.

IX

HeropoBaHbe, coxkaneHbe,

Ko 6nary uncras no60Bb

M cnaBbl cnagroe MyyeHbe

B Hem paHO BOJIHOBa/IM KpOBb.
OH C IMpoM CTpaHCTBOBa/ Ha CBETE;
MNop He6om Wunnnepa u lete

MX NO3TUYECKUM OrHEM

Aylia BoCNaMeHMIach B HEM;
M My3 BO3BbILUEHHbIX MCKYCCTBA,
Cyact/mBel, OH He NOCTbIAMA:
OH B NeCHAX ropAo COXpaHm/
Bcerpa Bo3BbIWEHHbIE YYBCTBA,
MopbIBbl AEBCTBEHHOM MEYTHI

M npenectb BasKHOM MPOCTOTHI.

X

OH nen No60oBb, N06BK MOC/YLLIHbIN,
M necHb ero 6bina fAicHa,

Kak MbICM AeBbl MPOCTOAYLLIHOM,
Kak coH MnageHua, Kak nyHa

B nycTbiHAX He6a 6e3MATEXHbIX,
BoruHs TalH M B340XO0B HEXHbIX.
OH nen pasnyky 1 nevanb,

M HeyTo, M TYyMaHHy Jasb,

M poMaHTUYeCKUe po3bl;

OH nen Te JanbHble CTpaHbl,

'ae fonro B IOHO TULLMHDI
JIMNUCb €ro KuBble cnesbl;

OH nen no6aeKbIN KU3HM LBET
be3 manoro B ocbMHaguaTtb JieT.

Xl

B nycTbiHe, rae oauH EBrenui
Mor oueHuTb ero aapsl,

locnoa coceACTBEHHBIX CeNEHMM
EMy He HpaBMIMCb NUPbI;

Bexkan oH ux 6ecesibl LYMHOMN.
Mx pasroBop 61aropasymHbii

O ceHokoce, 0 BuHe,

O ncapHe, 0 CBOEN poAHe,
KoHeuHo, He 61CTan HU YYBCTBOM,
H1 No3TUYECKMM OTHEM,

Hu OCTpOTOI0, HU YMOM,

Hu 06LeXXnTHA MCKYCCTBOM;

Ho pa3roBop Mx MMAbIX KeH
[opa3go MeHblue 6bla YMEH.

Xl

BoraT, xopow co6oto, JIeHCKMM
Besze 6bl/1 NPUHAT KaK KEeHUX;
TaKkoB 06blyal [epeBEeHCKUI;
Bce poyek npounam cBomx

3a noJslypycckoro coceza;

And he believed that men would tender
Their freedom for his honour's splendour;
That friendly hands would surely rise

To shatter slander's cup of lies;

That there exists a holy cluster

Of chosen ones whom men should heed,
A happy and immortal breed,

Whose potent light in all its lustre

Would one day shine upon our race

And grant the world redeeming grace.*

9

Compassion, noble indignation,

A perfect love of righteous ways,

And fame's delicious agitation

Had stirred his soul since early days.
He roamed the world with singing lyre
And found the source of lyric fire
Beneath the skies of distant lands,
From Goethe's and from Schiller's hands.
He never shamed, the happy creature,
The lofty Muses of his art;

He proudly sang with open heart
Sublime emotion's every feature,

The charm of gravely simple things,
And youthful hopes on youthful wings.

10

He sang of love, by love commanded,

A simple and affecting tune,

As clear as maiden thoughts, as candid
As infant slumber, as the moon

In heaven's peaceful desert flying,

That queen of secrets and of sighing.
He sang of parting and of pain,

Of something vague, of mists and rain;
He sang the rose, romantic flower,

And distant lands where once he'd shed
His living tears upon the bed

Of silence at a lonely hour;

He sang life's bloom gone pale and sere-
He'd almost reached his eighteenth year.

11

Throughout that barren, dim dominion
Eugene alone could see his worth;

And Lensky formed a low opinion

Of neighbours' feasts and rounds of mirth;
He fled their noisy congregations

And found their solemn conversations-
Of liquor, and of hay brought in,

Of kennels, and of distant kin,

Devoid of any spark of feeling

Or hint of inner lyric grace;

Both wit and brains were out of place,
As were the arts of social dealing;

But then their charming wives he found
At talk were even less profound.

12

Well-off... and handsome in addition, Young Lensky
seemed the perfect catch; And so, by countryside
tradition, They asked him round and sought to match
Their daughters with this semi-Russian.
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B3ouget am oH, ToTHac 6ecega
3aBOAMT C/I0BO CTOPOHOM

O CKYKe WM3HWU XONI0CTOM;

30BYT cocefia K camoBapy,

A [lyHAa pasnvBaerT yan;

EV wenuyt: "AyHa, npumeyan!”
[loTOM NPUHOCAT U rnTapy:

M 3anuwmT oHa (60or Mom!):

Mpuau B yeptor Ko MHe 3natoi!.. {12}

XHl

Ho JleHCKWI, He UMEB, KOHEYHO,
OXxoTbl y3bl 6paKa HeCTb,

C OHErunHbIM Xenan cepeyvHo
3HaKOMCTBO MOKOpOYe CBECTb.
OHM cownucb. BonHa 1 KameHb,
CT1XM M Npo3a, /ies 1 NJAaMeHb
He cTonb pasnuyHbl Me co6oM.
CnepBa B3aMMHOM pa3HOTOM

OHM Apyr Apyry 6blav CKYYHbI;
[loTOM NOHpaBUAUCH; MOTOM
Cbe3sKamcb KaAablM AeHb BEPXOM
M CKOpo CTann Hepasny4Hsbl.

Tak ntoam (nepebii Katocb A1)

OT genatb HeYero Apysbs.

XV

Ho apy»K6bl HET M TOM MEX HaMM.
Bce npeapaccyaku uctpebs,

MbI NoYMTaEM BCEX HYNAMM,

A eayHMuamMm - cebs.

MbI BCce rnagum B HanoneoHsl;
JIByHOrMX TBapen MMUIMOHbI

Ans Hac opyame ofHo;

Ham 4yBCTBO AMKO M CMELLHO.
CHOCHEee MHOTUX 6bl/1 EBreHuit;
XOTb OH Nl0ZEN, KOHEYHO, 3Has
M BoOGLLE MX Npe3upan, -

Ho (npaBun HeT 6€3 UCKIIYEHMIM)
MHbIX OH OY€Hb OTANYAN

M BUyKe YyBCTBO yBaxas.

XV

OH cnywwan JIeHCKOro C Y/bIGKOM.
MoaTa nblKKMIM pasrosop,

M yM, elle B CyXKAEHbSX 3bIGKOM,
M BEYHO BAOXHOBEHHbIM B30p, -
OHerunHy Bce 6b1J10 HOBO;

OH oxNlaguTesIbHoe C/10BO

B ycTax ctapanca yaepxatb

M fgyman: rnayno MHe mewatb
Ero MMHYTHOMY 61aXeHCTBY;

M 6e3 MeHA nopa npuaerT;
lycKal NoKamecT OH KuBeT

Jla BepUT MMpa COBEPLLEHCTBY;
MNpoCTUM ropaYKe 1oHbIX NeT

M 10HBIM Kap U toHbIM 6pes.

XVI

Mex MMM BCce pokAaano cropsl
M K pasmblILLNIEHUIO BNEKIIO:
NnemeH MUHYBLUWX AOroBopbI,
Mnoabl HayK, Ao6po u 3710,

M npespaccyaku BeKosble,

M rpo6a TaiHbl pOKOBblE,
Cyab6a 1 »u13Hb B CBOIO Ypesy,
Bce nogsepranoch mx cyay.
lMo3T B Kapy CBOMX CYKAEHWM
YuTan, 3abbIBLUMCb, MEXAY TEM
OTpbIBKM CEBEPHbIX MO3M,

M cHuCxoauTenbHbIM EBreHmi,
XOTb MX HE MHOr0 MOHUMan,
MprnexHo HoLEe BHUMaN.

He'd call-and right away discussion Would touch
obliquely on the point That bachelors' lives were out of
joint; And then the guest would be invited To take
some tea while Dunya poured; They whisper: 'Dunya,
don't look bored!'- Then bring in her guitar, excited...
And then, good God, she starts to bawl: 'Come to my
golden chamberhall!’

13

But Lensky, having no desire

For marriage bonds or wedding bell,

Had cordial hopes that he'd acquire

The chance to know Onegin well.

And so they met-like wave with mountain,
Like verse with prose, like flame with fountain:
Their natures distant and apart.

At first their differences of heart

Made meetings dull at one another's;

But then their friendship grew, and soon
They'd meet on horse each afternoon,
And in the end were close as brothers.
Thus people-so it seems to me-

Become good friends from sheer ennui.

14

But even friendships like our heroes' Exist no more; for
we've outgrown All sentiments and deem men zeros-
Except of course ourselves alone. We all take on
Napoleon's features, And millions of our fellow
creatures Are nothing more to us than tools... Since
feelings are for freaks and fools. Eugene, of course, had
keen perceptions And on the whole despised mankind,
Yet wasn't, like so many, blind; And since each rule
permits exceptions, He did respect a noble few, And,
cold himself, gave warmth its due.

15

He smiled at Lensky's conversation. Indeed the poet's
fervent speech, His gaze of constant inspiration, His
mind, still vacillant in reach- All these were new and
unexpected, And so, for once, Eugene elected To keep
his wicked tongue in check, And thought: What
foolishness to wreck The young man's blissful, brief
infection; Its time will pass without my knife, So let him
meanwhile live his life Believing in the world's
perfection; Let's grant to fevered youthful days Their
youthful ravings and their blaze.

16

The two found everything a basis For argument or food
for thought: The covenants of bygone races, The fruits
that learned science brought, The prejudice that haunts
all history, The grave's eternal, fateful mystery, And
Good and Evil, Life and Fate- On each in turn they'd
ruminate. The poet, lost in hot contention, Would oft
recite, his eyes ablaze, Brief passages from Nordic lays;
Eugene, with friendly condescension, Would listen with
a look intense, Although he seldom saw their sense.
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XVII
More often, though, my two recluses
Would muse on passions* and their flights.
Eugene, who'd fled their wild abuses,
Regretted still his past delights

And sighed, recalling their interment.

Oh, happy he who's known the ferment

Of passions and escaped their lot;

More happy he who knew them not,

Who cooled off love with separation

And enmity with harsh contempt;

Who yawned with wife and friends, exempt
From pangs of jealous agitation;

Who never risked his sound estate

Upon a deuce, that cunning bait.

Ho yalie 3aHMManu cTpacTm

YMbl MYCTbIHHUKOB MOMX.

yuiea oT ux MATEXKHOM BacTH,
OHernH roBopua 06 HUX

C HEBOJIbHBIM B3/I0XOM COKa/leHbs:
BnasKeH, KTo Belan UX BOJIHEHbA
M HaKoHel| OT HMX OTCTasl;
BnaskeHHelM TOT, KTO MX He 3Han,
KTo oxnaxaan n06oBb - pas/iyKoM,
Bpaxay - 3710C/I0BMEM; MOPOM
3eBan C ApY3bSAMM U C JKEHOM,
PeBHMBOM He TPEBOXKAaCb MYKOM,

M1 fenoB BepHbIM KanuTtan
KoBapHol ABoliKe He BBeps.

XVII
18
Koraa npu6erHem Mbl oz 3Hams
BaaropasyMHoOM TULWIMWHDI,

Koraa cTpacTtelt yracHeT nnams,
M Ham CTaHOBATCA CMELLHbI

MX CBOEBO/IbCTBO WJib MOPbIBbI

When we at last turn into sages And flock to tranquil
wisdom's crest; When passion's flame no longer rages,
And all the yearnings in our breast, The wayward fits,
the final surges, Have all become mere comic urges,

W 3ano3aanbie oT3bIBbI, -
CMMpeHHble He 6e3 Tpyaa,

Mbl O6MM CAlyLIaTb MHOTAa
CTpacTen YyKux A3bIK MATEKHbIN,
M HaM OH cepjLe WeBeuT.

TaK TOYHO CTapbi MHBAIUA
OXOTHO KJIOHWT CAYX NPUAEKHDIN
PacckasaMm 1oHbIX ycayen,
3a6bITbil B XMKMHE CBOEM.

XIX

3aT0 M NameHHaa MaagocTb

He MoXeT HM4Yero ckpbiBaTb.
Bpaxay, nto60Bb, Nevasnb U pagocTb
OHa roToBa pa36onTatb.

B nio6BU cuMTaACh MHBAIMAOM,
OHEeruH cylan C BaXHbIM BUZAOM,
Kak, cepaua mncnoseab nto6s,
Mo3T BbiCKa3biBan cebs;

CBO A0OBEPYMBYH COBECTb

OH NpocToAyLLIHO O6Haxa.
EBreHuit 6e3 Tpyaa ysHan

Ero nio6BM Mnagyo noBecTb,
O6U/IbHBIN YyBCTBAMM paccKas,
JlaBHO He HOBbIMWU ANA Hac.

XX

AX, OH NO6GUA, KaK B HaLIM fieTa
YKe He NbAT; KaK ogHa
besyMHasa aywa nosta

Eule nobuTb ocyxkaeHa:
Bcerpa, Be3ae 0AHO MeYTaHbe,
OAHO NpMBBIYHOE XenaHbe,
OfHa np1BbIYHaA nevasnb.

Hu oxnaxpatowas ganb,

Hu gonrue neta pasnyku,

Hu My3am JaHHble yachl,

Hu yye3eMHble Kpachl,

Hu wym Becenui, HU HayKku
Aylwn He USMEHWU/IN B HEM,
CorpeToi 4eBCTBEHHbIM OFHEM.

XXI

YyTb OTPOK, ONbroto NieHEHHbIN,
CepAeyHbIX MYK elle He 3HaB,
OH 6bln CBUAETENb YMUNEHHDIN
Ee MnaaeH4yecKkmx 3a6aB;

And pain has made us humble men- We sometimes like
to listen then As others tell of passions swelling; They
stir our hearts and fan the flame. Just so a soldier, old

and lame, Forgotten in his wretched dwelling, Will

strain to hear with bated breath The youngbloods' yarns

of courting death.
19

But flaming youth in all its madness
Keeps nothing of its heart concealed:
Its loves and hates, its joy and sadness,
Are babbled out and soon revealed.
Onegin, who was widely taken

As one whom love had left forsaken,
Would listen gravely to the end

When self-expression gripped his friend;
The poet, feasting on confession,
Naively poured his secrets out;

And so Eugene learned all about

The course of youthful love's progression-
A story rich in feelings too,

Although to us they're hardly new.

20

Ah yes, he loved in such a fashion

As men today no longer do;

As only poets, mad with passion,

Still love... because they're fated to.

He knew one constant source of dreaming,
One constant wish forever gleaming,

One ever-present cause for pain!

And neither distance, nor the chain

Of endless years of separation,

Nor pleasure's rounds, nor learning's well,
Nor foreign beauties' magic spell,

Nor yet the Muse, his true vocation,
Could alter Lensky's deep desire,

His soul aflame with virgin fire.

21

When scarce a boy and not yet knowing The torment

of a heart in flames, He'd been entranced by Olga
growing And fondly watched her girlhood games;
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B TeHu xpaHuTENbHOM Ay6paBbl
OH pa3gensan ee 3abaBbl,

M petam npounam BeHubl
Apy3ba-cocenbl, UX OTUbI.

B raywm, noa ceHMO CMUPEHHOM,
HeBWHHOM NpenecTu nosHa,

B rnasax poautenei, oHa

LiBena, Kak naHAbIl NOTaeHHbIN,
HesHaeMmbll B TpaBe rayxom

HU MOTbIIBKaMK, HW NMYENOoN.

XX

OHa no3Ty nofgapuna

Mnazbix BOCTOProB nepBbii COH,
M MbIC/Ib 06 Hel oaylleBuna
Ero LeBHWLbI NepBbI CTOH.
MNpoctute, urpbl 30n0Tble!

OH poLuy nonbun rycrole,
YeauHeHbe, TULWNHY,

M Houb, M 3BE3ABI, M NYHY,
JlyHy, He6ecHyto namnagy,
KoTopo nocesiwanm mbl
Mporynku cpefb BeYepHEN TbMbl,
M cnesbl, TaMHbIX MYK OTpajy...
Ho HblHY€e BUAWMM TOJIbKO B HEM
3aMeHy TycKAbIX hoHapen.

XXHI

Bceraa ckpomHa, Bcerga nocayiuHa,
Bceraa Kak yTpo Becena,

Kak W3Hb nosTa npocToAyLuHa,
Kak nouenyi nio6su Mm1na;
['nasa, Kak He6o, rony6eble,
Ynbl6Ka, IOKOHbI JIbHSAHbIE,
JIBUXKEHbSA, roN0C, NETKMM CTaH,
Bce B Onbre... HO Nto60OM poMaH
Bo3bMuTe 1 HaKgeTe BepHO

Ee nopTpeT: OH 04eHb MU,

A npexxae cam ero nobun,

Ho Hagoen oH MHe 6e3MepHo.
Mo3Bo/IbTE MHE, YMTATENb MOM,
3aHATbCA CTapluelo ceCcTpoM.

XXIV

Ee cectpa 3Banacb TaTbsiHa... {13}
BnepBsbie MMEHEM TaKUM
CTpaHuLpbl HEXHblE pOMaHa

Mbl CBOEBOJIbHO OCBATUM.

M 4TO K? OHO NPUATHO, 3BYYHO;
Ho ¢ HMM, A 3Hal0, Hepa3nyyHo
BocnomuHaHbe cTapuHbl

Mnb aeBuyben! Mbl BCe A0XKHbI
Mpu3HaTbCA: BKYCY O4EHb Mano
Y Hac 1 B HalMX MMeHax

(He roBoprM y 0 CTMXax);

Ham npocBelleHbe He npucTano,
M HaM JocTanocb oT Hero
YKeMaHcTBO, - 60/blUe HUYETO.
XXV

MTaK, oHa 3Banacb TaTbsHOM.
Hu KpacoTo cecTpbl CBOEM,

Hu cBexXecTblo ee pyMsaHoOM

He npvBnekna 6 oHa ouen.
JvKa, neyanbHa, MONYaIuBa,
Kak naHb necHas 6oa3nvBa,
OHa B ceMbe CBOEW poAHOM
Kasanacb f€BOYKOM YYKON.
OHa nackatbCs He ymena

K oTuy, HM K MaTepu CBOEM;
[uTta cama, B ToNNe AeTen
MUrpaTtb 1 npbirate He xoTena

M YacTo uenbii AeHb oaHa
Cugena Mosiya y OKHa.

Beneath a shady park's protection He'd shared her
frolics with affection. Their fathers, who were friends,
had plans To read one day their marriage banns. And
deep within her rustic bower, Beneath her parents'
loving gaze, She blossomed in a maiden's ways- A valley-
lily come to flower Off where the grass grows dense and
high, Unseen by bee or butterfly.

22

She gave the poet intimations Of youthful ecstasies
unknown, And, filling all his meditations, Drew forth his
flute's first ardent moan. Farewell, ? golden games'
illusion! He fell in love with dark seclusion, With
stillness, stars, the lonely night, And with the moon's
celestial light- That lamp to which we've consecrated A
thousand walks in evening's calm And countless tears-
the gentle balm Of secret torments unabated... Today,
though, all we see in her Is just another lantern's blur.

23

Forever modest, meek in bearing,

As gay as morning's rosy dress,

Like any poet-open, caring,

As sweet as love's own soft caress;

Her sky-blue eyes, devoid of guile,
Her flaxen curls, her lovely smile,

Her voice, her form, her graceful stance,
Oh, Olga's every trait... But glance

In any novel-you'll discover

Her portrait there; it's charming, true;
I liked it once no less than you,

But round it boredom seems to hover;
And so, dear reader, grant me pause
To plead her elder sister's cause.

24

Her sister bore the name Tatyana. And we now press
our wilful claim To be the first who thus shall honour A
tender novel with that name.* Why not? | like its
intonation; It has, | know, association With olden days
beyond recall, With humble roots and servants' hall; But
we must grant, though it offend us: Our taste in names
is less than weak (Of verses | won't even speak);
Enlightenment has failed to mend us, And all we've
learned from its great store Is affectation-nothing
more.

25

So she was called Tatyana, reader. She lacked that
fresh and rosy tone That made her sister's beauty
sweeter And drew all eyes to her alone. A wild
creature, sad and pensive, Shy as a doe and
apprehensive, Tatyana seemed among her kin A
stranger who had wandered in. She never learned to
show affection, To hug her parents-either one; A child
herself, for children's fun She lacked the slightest
predilection, And oftentimes she'd sit all day In silence
at the window bay.
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XXVI

3alyMuMBOCTb, ee noapyra

OT cambIX KoJbIGeNbHbIX AHEN,
TeuyeHbe cenbcKkoro gocyra
MeuTtamm yKpalana en.

Ee u3HexeHHble nanbupl

He 3Hanu urn; CKNOHACb Ha NANbLUbI,

Y30pOM LIEJIKOBbIM OHa

He oxuB/isiia nosioTHa.
OXO0Tbl BNacTBOBaTb NpUMETa,
C MOC/IYWHOM KYKJI00 AWTA
MpuroToBaseTcs wyTs

K npuinumio - 3aKoHy cBeTa,
M BaXkHO NoBTOpSsIET EM
YPOKM MameHbKM CBOEM.

XXVII

Ho KyKknbl Jaxke B 3T roapbl
TaTbAHa B pyKM He 6pana;

Mpo BecTM ropoaa, Npo MoAbl
beceabl ¢ Heto He Bena.

M 6bl1n feTCKMe npoKasbl

EV 4ykAabl: cTpalliHble paccKasbl
3MMOL0 B TEMHOTE HOYEN
MneHsnu 6onblue cepgue en.
Korpaa e HaHA cobupana

Jns Onbru Ha WMPOKKMIM Nyr
Bcex maneHbKkux ee noapyr,
OHa B ropesiku He urpana,

EV cKy4yeH Gbln U 3BOHKMUI CMEX,
M WyM MX BETPEHBIX yTeX.

XXVII

OHa ntobuna Ha 6ankoHe
MpeaynpexaaTb 3apy BOCXog,
Koraa Ha 61eAHOM HEGOCKNOHE
3Be34 McYe3aeT XopoBoa,

M TUXO Kpai 3eM/In CBeT/IeeT,
M, BECTHUK yTpa, BETEp BeeT,
M BCXOAWUT NOCTENEHHO fEHb.
3MMOM, KOrjla HOYHas TeHb
Monmupom gone obnagaer,

M1 fone B npasgHoM TULLIMHE,
Mpu oTyMaHeHHOM nyHe,
BOCTOK NneH1BbIM NoynBaer,

B npuBbIYHbINM Yac NpobysKaeHa
BcTaBana npu cBeyax oHa.

XXIX

EV paHO HpPaBWMAMCb POMaHbI;
OHM el 3aMeHANU BCE;

OHa Bnito61Anacs B 06MaHbl

M PnuapacoHa n Pycco.

Otew, ee 6bl1 A06PbIM MasbI,

B npolueawem BeKe 3amno3aabii;
Ho B KHMrax He BMaan Bpeaa;
OH, He YyuTas HMKOrAa,

MX noynTan nyctom urpyLKom

M He 3a60TUCA O TOM,

KaKoM y J04KM TaMHbIM TOM
Jpeman Ao yTpa noa noAyLwKom.
eHa x ero 6bi1a cama

Ot PnyapacoHa 6e3 yma.

26

But pensiveness, her friend and treasure Through all
her years since cradle days, Adorned the course of rural
leisure By bringing dreams before her gaze. She never
touched a fragile finger To thread a needle, wouldn't
linger Above a tambour to enrich A linen cloth with
silken stitch. Mark how the world compels submission:
The little girl with docile doll Prepares in play for
protocol, For every social admonition; And to her doll,
without demur, Repeats what mama taught to her.

27

But dolls were never Tanya's passion,
When she was small she didn't choose
To talk to them of clothes or fashion
Or tell them all the city news.

And she was not the sort who glories
In girlish pranks; but grisly stories
Quite charmed her heart when they were told
On winter nights all dark and cold.
Whenever nanny brought together
Young Olga’s friends to spend the day,
Tatyana never joined their play

Or games of tag upon the heather;
For she was bored by all their noise,
Their laughing shouts and giddy joys.

28

Upon her balcony appearing,

She loved to greet Aurora's show,
When dancing stars are disappearing
Against the heavens' pallid glow,
When earth's horizon softly blushes,
And wind, the morning's herald, rushes,
And slowly day begins its flight.

In winter, when the shade of night
Still longer half the globe encumbers,
And 'neath the misty moon on high
An idle stillness rules the sky,

And late the lazy East still slumbers-
Awakened early none the less,

By candlelight she'd rise and dress.

29

From early youth she read romances, And novels set
her heart aglow; She loved the fictions and the fancies
Of Richardson and of Rousseau. Her father was a kindly
fellow- Lost in a past he found more mellow; But still,
in books he saw no harm, And, though immune to
reading's charm, Deemed it a minor peccadillo; Nor did
he care what secret tome His daughter read or kept at
home Asleep till morn beneath her pillow; His wife
herself, we ought to add, For Richardson was simply
mad.
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XXX

OHa ntobuna PuyapacoHa

He noTtomy, 4Tobbl npoyna,
He notomy, 4T06 NpaHaucoHa
OHa JloBnacy npegnoyna; {14}
Ho B cTapuHy KHsaxHa AnuvHa,
Ee MockoBcKas Ky3uHa,
TBepauna 4acTo ei 06 HuX.

B T0 Bpema 6bin ele KeHnx
Ee cynpyr, Ho no HeBone;
OHa B3fbixana no Apyrom,
KoTopbi¥ cepauem 1 ymoM

EV HpaBwnca ropasgo 6one:

Ce¥ ['paHAMCOH 6bIN1 CNaBHbIM dpaHT,

MrpoK 1 rBapanm CepiKaHT.
XXXI

Kak oH, oHa 6blna ofeTa
Bcerpa no moge u K amuy;
Ho, He cnipocAch ee coBeTa,
JleB1Ly noBe3nu K BeHLy.

M, 4T06 ee pacceATb rope,
PasyMHbIl My3K yexan Bckope
B cBoto fepeBHI0, rae oHa,
Bor 3HaeT KeM OKpy:eHa,
PBanach 1 nnakana cHavana,
C cynpyrom 4yTb He pa3Befiach;
MoToM X035MCTBOM 3aHANACH,
MpuBbIKNa M JOBO/IbHA CTana.
Mpu1BbIYKa CBbILIE HaM JaHa:
3ameHa cyacTmio oHa {15}.

XXXII

MpuBbIuKa ycnaauna rope,
He oTpasumoe HuueMm;
OTKpbITUE 6ONbLIOE BCKOpE
Ee yTelwmno coBcem:

OHa MeX JeN0M M JOCYroM
OTKpbINa TakHy, KaK Cynpyrom
CamozepykaBHoO yrnpaBaATh,

M Bce Torga nowno Ha cTatb.
OHa e3ana no pabotam,
Cosivna Ha 31My rpuohl,
Bena pacxogpl, 6pmna nbbl,
Xoamna B 6aH0 No cy66oTam,
CnyaHoK 6mna ocepaschb -
Bce 310 My»Ka He cnpocAchb.

XXX

BbbiBano, nucbiBasa KpoBbio
OHa B anbb0Mbl HEXHbIX A€EB,
3Bana MNosnHoto MpacKkoBbio
M rosopuna Hapacnes,
KopceT Hocuna o4eHb y3Kui,

M pycckmi H Kak N dpaHLy3cKuit

MNpon3HOCUTL YyMena B HOC;
Ho ckopo Bce nepeBenoch:

KopceTt, anbbom, KHsXHY AJMHY,
CTMILIKOB YyBCTBMUTE/IbHBIX TETPa/b

OHa 3a6blina: cTana 3BaTb
AKyNbKOM npeskHiolo Cenunny
M 06HOBMIA HaKOHeL,

Ha BaTe wnadop u yenew,.

XXXIV

Ho My ntobun ee cepaeyHo,

B ee 3aTeu He Bxoamn,

Bo Bcem et BepoBan 6ecneyHo,
A cam B xanarte en v nun;
MOKOMHO 3KM3Hb €ro KaTuaach;
Moa Beuep MHorga cxoamnacb
Cocepent pobpas cembs,

30

It wasn't that she'd read him, really, Nor was it that
she much preferred To Lovelace Grandison, but merely
That long ago she'd often heard Her Moscow cousin,
Princess Laura, Go on about their special aura. Her
husband at the time was still Her fiance-against her
will! For she, in spite of family feeling, Had someone
else for whom she pined- A man whose heart and soul
and mind She found a great deal more appealing; This
Grandison was fashion's pet, A gambler and a guards
cadet.

31

About her clothes one couldn't fault her; Like him, she
dressed as taste decreed. But then they led her to the
altar And never asked if she agreed. The clever husband
chose correctly To take his grieving bride directly To his
estate, where first she cried (With God knows whom on
every side), Then tossed about and seemed demented;
And almost even left her spouse; But then she took to
keeping house And settled down and grew contented.
Thus heaven's gift to us is this: That habit takes the
place of bliss.

32

‘Twas only habit then that taught her
The way to master rampant grief;

And soon a great discovery brought her
A final and complete relief.

Betwixt her chores and idle hours

She learned to use her woman's powers
To rule the house as autocrat,

And life went smoothly after that.

She'd drive around to check the workers,
She pickled mushrooms for the fall,

She made her weekly bathhouse call,
She kept the books, she shaved the shirkers,*
She beat the maids when she was cross-
And left her husband at a loss.

33

She used to write, with blood, quotations In maidens'
albums, thought it keen To speak in singsong
intonations, Would call Praskovya ‘chere Pauline'. She
laced her corset very tightly, Pronounced a Russian n as
slightly As n in French... and through the nose; But soon
she dropped her city pose: The corset, albums, chic
relations, The sentimental verses too, Were quite
forgot; she bid adieu To all her foreign affectations,
And took at last to coming down In just her cap and
quilted gown.

34

And yet her husband loved her dearly;

In all her schemes he'd never probe;

He trusted all she did sincerely

And ate and drank in just his robe.

His life flowed on-quite calm and pleasant-
With kindly neighbours sometimes present
For hearty talk at evenfall,
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HeuepemoHHble Apy3bs,

M NOTY*MTb, 1 NO3N0CN0BUTD,
M NocMeATbCA KO 0 YeM.
MpoxoanT Bpemsa; Mexay Tem
MpukaxyT Onbre 4ai roToBMUTH,
Tam yXuH, TaM 1 cnaTb nopa,
M roctn eayt co asopa.

XXXV

OHM XpaHWAM B KM3HU MUPHOM
MPUBLIYKM MMIOM CTAPUHbI;

Y HMX HAa Mac/IeHULe KW1PHOM
Boannuce pycckme 6umHbl;

JlBa pasa B rof, OH1 roBenu;
Jlio6rnn Kpyrible Kauyenu,
Moa6ntoaHblI NECHW, XOPOBOA;
B peHb TpouublH, KOrga Hapoa,
3eBas, caylwaet Mone6eH,
YMWUNBbHO Ha NYYOK 3apu

OHM POHANM CNE3KM TPU;

MM KBacC Kak BO34yXx 6bl/1 NOTpe6eH,
M 3a CTONOM Y HMX FOCTAM
Hocunu 61t04bl NO YMHAM.

XXXVI

M TaK oHM cTapenu oba.

M 0TBOPUAMCL HAaKOHEL,

Mepeg cynpyrom ABepM rpo6a,

M HOBbIVM OH NpUAN BEHEL,.

OH yMep B Yac nepez 06e/0M,
OnnaKaHHbIM CBOMM COCEZIOM,
JleTbMU 1 BEPHOIO KEHOM
YuctocepaeyHem, Yem MHOM.

OH 6bl1 NPOCTOM M A06PbIM GApUH,
M Tam, rae npax ero NexuT,
Haarpo6Hbii NaMATHUK FIacUT:
CMMPEHHDBIN rpeLHuK, AMUTpuit JlapuH,
locnogHui pab u 6puraamp,

oA KaMHEM CMM BKYLLIAeT MMp.

XXXVII

CBOMM neHaTam BO3BpaLLEHHbIN,
BnaanMmup JIeHCKui nocetmn
CoceZa NaMATHUK CMUPEHHBIN,
M B340X OH Neny NocBATWA,

M fonro cepauy rpycTHO 6bi10.
"Poor Yorick! {16} - MONIBUA OH YHbINIO. -
OH Ha pyKax MeHs epxas.

Kak yacto B geTcTBe A urpan
Ero O4yakoBcKoM megaasnbio!

OH Onbry Npoymn 3a MeHs,

OH roBopuAa: JOXKAYCb U AHA?.."
M, NOMHbIM MCKPEHHEN neYvanbio,
Bnagumup TyT ke HauyepTan

EMy Haarpo6HbIM Maapuran.

XXXVIHI

M TaM ke HaANMCbIo NevasibHoM
Otua 1 Matepu, B C/ie3ax,
MoYTMA OH Npax naTpuapxabHbii. ..
VBblI! Ha M3HEHHbIX 6pasaax
MrHOBEHHOM }aTBOM MOKOJIEHbS,
Mo TaiHOM Bo/Ie NPOBMAEHBA,
BocxoaAaT, 3peioT M naayT;
JApyrvie um Bociea MayT...

Tak Halle BETpeHoe naems
PacTeT, BOJIHyeTCA, KMNUT

M K rpoby npasefoB TECHMT.
MpuzeT, NpMAET U Halle Bpems,
M Hawm BHYKM B A06PbIM Yac

M3 MUpa BbITECHAT M Hac!

Just casual friends who'd often call

To shake their heads, to prate and prattle,
To laugh a bit at something new;

And time would pass, till Olga'd brew
Some tea to whet their tittle-tattle;

Then supper came, then time for bed,

And off the guests would drive, well fed.

35

Amid this peaceful life they cherished, They held all
ancient customs dear; At Shrovetide feasts their table
flourished With Russian pancakes, Russian cheer; Twice
yearly too they did their fasting; Were fond of songs for
fortune-casting, Of choral dances, garden swings. At
Trinity, when service brings The people, yawning, in for
prayer, They'd shed a tender tear or two Upon their
buttercups of rue. They needed kvas no less than air,
And at their table guests were served By rank in turn as
each deserved.*

36

And thus they aged, as do all mortals.
Until at last the husband found

That death had opened wide its portals,
Through which he entered, newly crowned.
He died at midday's break from labour,
Lamented much by friend and neighbour,
By children and by faithful wife-

Far more than some who part this life.
He was a kind and simple barin,

And there where now his ashes lie

A tombstone tells the passer-by:

The humble sinner Dmitry Larin

A slave of God and Brigadier

Beneath this stone now resteth here.

37

Restored to home and its safekeeping, Young Lensky
came to cast an eye Upon his neighbour's place of
sleeping, And mourned his ashes with a sigh. And long
he stood in sorrow aching; 'Poor Yorick!" then he
murmured, shaking, 'How oft within his arms | lay, How
oft in childhood days I'd play With his Ochakov
decoration!* He destined Olga for my wife And used to
say: "Oh grant me, life, To see the day!" "... In
lamentation, Right then and there Vladimir penned A
funeral verse for his old friend.

38

And then with verse of quickened sadness
He honoured too, in tears and pain,

His parents' dust... their memory's gladness...
Alas! Upon life's furrowed plain-

A harvest brief, each generation,

By fate's mysterious dispensation,

Arises, ripens, and must fall;

Then others too must heed the call.

For thus our giddy race gains power:

It waxes, stirs, turns seething wave,

Then crowds its forebears toward the grave.
And we as well shall face that hour

When one fine day our grandsons true
Straight out of life will crowd us too!
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XXXIX

MokamecT ynuBanTech eio,

Cel NErkom Km3Huto, Apy3ba!

Ee HUYTOXKHOCTb pasymeto

M Masio K Hel NpuUBSA3aH 5;

Jins Npy3paKoB 3aKpbia A BEXAbI;
Ho oTaaneHHble Hagexabl
TpeBoxKat cepaue uHoraa:

Bes HenpumeTHoro cneaa

MHe 6b1710 6 FPYCTHO MMP OCTaBUTb.
KuBy, Nuwy He Ans noxsasn;

Ho 5 6bl, KaxeTcs, xenan
MevanbHbIl Kpebuii CBOM NpOC/iaBUTh,
Y7106 060 MHE, KaK BEepHbIN Apyr,
HanoMHW XOTb €AMHbIN 3BYK.

XL

M Ybe-HMBY b OH CepALe TPOHET;
M, coxpaHeHHas cyab6on,

BbITb MOXeET, B J/leTe He noToHeT
Crpocba, cnaraemas MHoOM;

BbITb MOXeET (necTHas Hagexaa!l),
YKaxeT 6yaylumii HeBexaa

Ha Mo npocniaBneHHbIM nopTpeT
M MONBUT: TO-TO 6blN MO3T!
MpummM X Mom 6narofapeHbs,
MOKNIOHHUK MMPHbBIX aOHMA,

O Tbl, YbA MaMATb COXPaHUT

Mow neTyume TBOpEHbA,

YbA 61aroCKNOHHaA pyKa
MNoTtpenneT naBpbl cTapukal

FNABA TPETbA

Elle etait fille, elle etait amoureuse.
Malfilatre.

"Kyaa? Y 3T MHe noatbi!"

- Mpowai, OHervH, MHe nopa.
"fl He feprKy TebsA; Ho rae Tbl
CBou nNpoBoAMLLb Beyepa?"

- Y NlapuHbix. - "BoT 3T0 YygHO.
Momunyi! u Tebe He TpyAHO
Tam Kax bl Beyep y6usatb?"
- Humano. - "He mory noHATb.
OTcene BMXY, YTO TaKoe:
Bo-nepBbix (caywan, npas au 0?),
MpocTas, pycckas cembs,

K roctam ycepane 6obluoe,
BapeHbe, BeuHbIl pa3roBop

Mpo #oXAb, NPO JIEH, MPO CKOTHbIM ABOP..."

- A TyT ewe 6eapbl HE BUXKY.

"/la CKyKa, BOT 6eaa, Mon apyr".

- 1 MOAHbIM CBET Ball HEHABMXKY;
Munee MHe floMalLHUM Kpyr,

Iae a mory... - "Onatb 3knoral

[la nonHo, MUbIM, paau 6ora.

Hy 4TO X? Tbl €4ellb: O4YeHb asb.
AX, caywan, JIeHCKuUI; aa Heb3s b
YBuaetb mHe ®dunnuagy 3Ty,

MpeaMeT u Mbicien, 1 nepa,

U cnes, n pudm et cetera?..
MpeactaBb MeHA". - Thl WyTULWb. - "HeTy".
- 1 paa. - "Korpa »xe?" - XoTb cenyac.
OHM C OXOTOM MPUMYT Hac.

39

So meanwhile, friends, enjoy your blessing:
This fragile life that hurries so!

Its worthlessness needs no professing,

And I'm not loathe to let it go;

I've closed my eyes to phantoms gleaming,
Yet distant hopes within me dreaming
Still stir my heart at times to flight:

I'd grieve to quit this world's dim light
And leave no trace, however slender.

I live, | write-not seeking fame;

And yet, | think, I'd wish to claim

For my sad lot its share of splendour-

At least one note to linger long,

Recalling, like some friend, my song.

40

And it may touch some heart with fire; And thus
preserved by fate's decree, The stanza fashioned by my
lyre May yet not drown in Lethe's sea; Perhaps (a
flattering hope's illusion!) Some future dunce with warm
effusion Will point my portrait out and plead: 'This was
a poet, yes indeed!" Accept my thanks and admiration,
You lover of the Muse's art, ? you whose mind shall
know by heart The fleeting works of my creation,
Whose cordial hand shall then be led To pat the old
man's laurelled head!

Chapter 3

Elle etait fille, elle etait amoureuse.*
Malfilatre

1

'‘Ah me, these poets... such a hurry!" 'Goodbye, Onegin...
time | went.' 'Well, | won't keep you, have no worry, But
where are all your evenings spent? 'The Larin place.-
'What reckless daring! Good God, man, don't you find it
wearing Just killing time that way each night?' 'Why not
at all.'-'Well, serves you right; I've got the scene in mind
so clearly: For starters (tell me if I'm wrong), A simple
Russian family throng; The guests all treated so
sincerely; With lots of jam and talk to spare. On rain
and flax and cattle care...'

2

‘Well, where's the harm... the evening passes.'
‘The boredom, brother, there's the harm.'
‘Well, | despise your upper classes

And like the family circle's charm;

It's where | find...''More pastoral singing!
Enough, old boy, my ears are ringing!

And so you're off... forgive me then.

But tell me Lensky, how and when

I'll see this Phyllis so provoking-

Who haunts your thoughts and writer's quill,
Your tears and rhymes and what-you-will?
Present me, do.'-'You must be joking!'

I'm not.-'Well then, why not tonight?
They'll welcome us with great delight.’
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MNMoepeM. -

Mockakanu apyru,

ABMANCH; UM pacToYeHbI
Mopot Taxenble ycayru
FocTenpMMMHOM CTapuHbI.
06pAA M3BECTHbIN YroleHbA:
HecyT Ha 6/1104€4Kax BapeHbs,
Ha cTonmK cTaBAaT BoLaHoM
KyBLWWH C 6PYCHUYHOI0 BOAOM.

OHM oporo camoM KpaTKom
JloMo¥t neTaT Bo Becb onop {17}.
Tenepb NoAcnylIaeM YKPaZKoM
[epoeB Halwmx pa3roBop:

- Hy ut0 X, OHernH? Tbl 3eBaellb. -
"MpuBbIYKa, JIEHCKUI". - Ho cKyYaellb
Tbl Kak-To 6onblue. - "HeT, paBHO.
OpaHako B nose yx TEMHO;

Cropei! nowwen, nowen, AHaptoLKa!
Kakue rnynbie mecral

A Kctatn: JlapuHa npocra,

Ho ouyeHb munas cTapyluka;

Botocb: 6pycHMYHasa Boaa

MHe He Hagenana 6 Bpeja.

\

CKkaxun: KoTopasa TaTbsAHa?"

- Aa Ta, KoTopas, rpycTHa

M MonyanuBea, Kak CBetnaHa,
Bowna u cena y okHa. -

"Hey»KTO Tbl BNO6/SIEH B MEHbLUYIO?"
- A 4yT0? - "A BbIGPAN 6bI ApYryto,
Korpa 6 A 6bin, Kak Tbl, NO3T.

B yeptax y Onbru }m3Hu HeT.
Touyb-B-TO4b B BaHaMKoBOM MajoHe:
Kpyrna, KpacHa MLOM OHa,

Kak 3ta rnynas nyHa

Ha 3ToM rnynom He60oCKIoHe".
Bnagumup cyxo otBevan

M nocne Bo BeCb NyTb MOAYa.

Vi

Mex Tem OHernHa ABneHbe

Y JlapuHbIx npou3sesnio

Ha Bcex 60nbLUIoe BnevyaT/eHbe
M Bcex cocefiei pasBiekno.
Mowna foragKa 3a JoragKom.
Bce cTanu TonKoBaTb YKpaAKoM,
LWyTuTb, cyamTb He 6e3 rpexa,
TaTbAHe MPOYUTb KEHMXA;
MHble fake yTBEpXKAaM,

YT0 cBagbba cnaxeHa COBCEM,
Ho octaHoBneHa 3aTeMm,

YTO MOAHBIX KOMel, He JoCTaM.
O cBagbbe JIeHCKoro AaBHO

Y HUX yX 6bIN0 pelleHo.

Vi

TaTtbAHa C/yllana c Aocagomn
TaKkue CNAeTHU; HO TaMKOM
C HEU3bACHUMOLIO OTPaZoM
HeBo/IbHO AiymMana o TOM;

3

‘Let's go.’

And so the friends departed- And on arrival duly meet
That sometimes heavy, but good-hearted, Old-fashioned
Russian welcome treat. The social ritual never changes:
The hostess artfully arranges On little dishes her
preserves, And on her covered table serves A drink of
lingonberry flavour. With folded arms, along the hall,
The maids have gathered, one and all, To glimpse the
Larins' brand new neighbour; While in the yard their
men reproach Onegin's taste in horse and coach.*

4

Now home's our heroes' destination,

As down the shortest road they fly;
Let's listen to their conversation

And use a furtive ear to spy.

'Why all these yawns, Onegin? Really!'
‘Mere habit, Lensky.'-'But you're clearly
More bored than usual.'-'No, the same.
The fields are dark now, what a shame.
Come on, Andryushka, faster, matey!
These stupid woods and fields and streams!
Oh, by the way, Dame Larin seems

A simple but a nice old lady;

| fear that lingonberry brew

May do me in before it's through.'

5

‘But tell me, which one was Tatyana? 'Why, she who
with a wistful air- All sad and silent like Svetlana*-
Came in and took the window chair.' '‘And really you
prefer the other? 'Why not?-'Were | the poet, brother,
I'd choose the elder one instead- Your Olga's look is cold
and dead, As in some dull, Van Dyck madonna; So round
and fair of face is she, She's like that stupid moon you
see, Up in that stupid sky you honour." Vladimir gave a
curt reply And let the conversation die.

Meanwhile... Onegin's presentation At Madame Larin's
country seat Produced at large a great sensation And
gave the neighbours quite a treat. They all began to
gossip slyly, To joke and comment (rather wryly); And
soon the general verdict ran, That Tanya'd finally found
a man; Some even knowingly conceded That wedding
plans had long been set, And then postponed till they
could get The stylish rings the couple needed. As far as
Lensky's wedding stood, They knew they'd settled that
for good.

7

Tatyana listened with vexation

To all this gossip; but it's true
That with a secret exultation,
Despite herself she wondered too;
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M B cepaue Ayma 3apoHUnach;
Mopa npuwna, oHa BAGUNACD.
Tak B 3eM/110 Najlee 3epHo
BecHbl OrHeM O3KMBNEHO.
JlaBHO ee BOO6paXeHbe,
Cropasi HEroM 1 TOCKOM,
ANKaI0 NULLM POKOBOM;

JlaBHO cepaeyHoe ToMeHbe
TecHuio en mnagyto rpyab;
Aywa xaana... Koro-Hméyap,

VIl

M poxpanack... OTKPbIIMCb 04M;
OHa cKa3ana: 310 OH!

YBbl! TENEPb U AHWU U HOUM,

M 3KapKui OAMHOKMI COH,

Bce nosHO MM; BCe AeBe MUJION
Be3 yMo/IKy Bo/LLe6HOM crnom
TeepAanT 0 HeM. JLOKyUHbI en

M 3BYKM NaCKOBbIX peyen,

M B30p 3a60T/IMBOM MPUCAYTH.
B yHbIHME norpyeHa,

[ocTei He caylaeT oHa

M NpoKAMHAEeT Mx Jocyru,

MX HEOXKMAaHHbIM npuess

M NpoAonKUTENbHbBIM NpUCecT.

IX

Tenepb C KaKMM OHA BHUMaHbEM
YuTtaeT cnafoCTHbIM poMaH,

C KaKMM KMBbIM 04apOBaHbEM
MbeT 060/1bCTUTENbHBIN 06MaH!
CyYacTIMBOM CU/I0K0 MEYTaHbA
OpyLweBneHHblE CO3JaHbs,
Jlo60BHMK HOnmKn Bonbmap,
Manek-Agenb 1 ge JivHap,

M BepTep, MYYEHWUK MATEXKHDIN,
M 6ecnono6HbiM paHancoH {18},
KoTopbiM Ham HaBOAMT COH, -
Bce ans meutaTesibHULbl HEXHOM
B eamHbIM 06pa3 061eKIUC,

B oaHOM OHermHe camamuco.

X

Boo6paskasfcb reponHomn?

CBOMX BO3/11061IEHHBIX TBOPLIOB,
Knapwucon, tOnmen, AenbduHon,
TaTbAHa B TULWMHE NeCOB

OpHa c ornacHoM KHMIrom 6poaumT,
OHa B He¥l ULEeT 1 HaxoauT
CBOM TaMHbIM Xap, CBOM MeYTbI,
MnoAabl cepaeyHoOM NOJTHOTbI,
B3gbixaeT U, cebe npuceos
Yy3KOoM BOCTOPT, YY3KYIO FPYyCTb,
B 3abBeHbe WwenyeT Hau3ycTb
MucbMo ana Munoro repos...

Ho Haw repoi, KTo 6 HU 6bl1 OH,
Y3 BEPHO 6bl/1 He paHAMCOH.

Xl

CBOM C/Or Ha BayKHbIM S1aj HacTpos,
BbiBasI0, NJaMeHHbIN TBOpeLl
ABNAN HaM CBOEro repos

Kak coseplueHcTBa o6pasel.

OH ofapsan npeameT No6UMbIN,
Bceraa HenpaBesHO FOHUMBIN,
Jywo 4yBCTBUTENBHOM, YMOM
M NpuBAEKATE/bHBIM JINLIOM.
MnTas xap YMcTemwwen cTpacTm,
Bceraa BoCTOpKEHHbINM report
[0TOB 6bI/1 }epTBOBaTh COBOM,
M npu KoHLe nocneaHen vactm
Bcerpa Haka3aH 6bls1 NOPOK,
Jlo6py AOCTOMHbIN 6bl1 BEHOK.

And in her heart the thought was planted...
Until at last her fate was granted:

She fell in love. For thus indeed

Does spring awake the buried seed.

Long since her keen imagination,

With tenderness and pain imbued,

Had hungered for the fatal food;

Long since her heart's sweet agitation

Had choked her maiden breast too much:
Her soul awaited... someone's touch.

8

And now at last the wait has ended; Her eyes have
opened... seen his face! And now, alas!... she lives
attended- All day, all night, in sleep's embrace- By
dreams of him; each passing hour The world itself with
magic power But speaks of him. She cannot bear The
way the watchful servants stare, Or stand the sound of
friendly chatter. Immersed in gloom beyond recall, She
pays no heed to guests at all, And damns their idle ways
and patter, Their tendency to just drop in- And talk all
day once they begin.

9
And now with what great concentration

To tender novels she retreats,

With what a vivid fascination

Takes in their ravishing deceits!

Those figures fancy has created

Her happy dreams have animated:

The lover of Julie Wolmar,*

Malek-Adhel* and de Linar,*

And Werther, that rebellious martyr,

And Grandison, the noble lord

(With whom today we're rather bored)-

All these our dreamy maiden's ardour

Has pictured with a single grace,

And seen in all... Onegin's face.

10
And then her warm imagination

Perceives herself as heroine -

Some favourite author's fond creation:

Clarissa,* Julia,* or Delphine.*

She wanders with her borrowed lovers

Through silent woods and so discovers

Within a book her heart's extremes,

Her secret passions, and her dreams.

She sighs... and in her soul possessing

Another's joy, another's pain,

She whispers in a soft refrain

The letter she would send caressing

Her hero... who was none the less

No Grandison in Russian dress.

11
Time was, with grave and measured diction,

A fervent author used to show

The hero in his work of fiction

Endowed with bright perfection's glow.

He'd furnish his beloved child-

Forever hounded and reviled-

With tender soul and manly grace,

Intelligence and handsome face.

And nursing noble passion's rages,

The ever dauntless hero stood

Prepared to die for love of good;

And in the novel's final pages,

Deceitful vice was made to pay

And honest virtue won the day.
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Xl

A HbIHYe BCe yMbl B TYMaHe,
Mopanb Ha Hac HaBOAMT COH,
Mopok nto6e3eH - U B pomaHe,

M TaM yX TOpPKEeCTBYET OH.
BpuTaHCKoM My3bl HEGLIULI
TpeBoXKaT COH OTPOKOBULbI,

M cTan Tenepb ee KyMup

Mnu 3aaymumBbii Bamnup,

Mnu MenbmoT, 6poasara MpayHbli,
Mnb BeyHbin ua, nam Kopcap,
Mnu TanHcTBeHHbIM C6orap {19}.
Jlopa BaipoH NpuxoTblo yaayHom
O6/1eK B YHbI/IbIA POMAHTU3M

U 6e3HaZieXKHbIN 3roM3Mm.

XHl

Jpy3bsi MOM, UTO X TOJIKY B 3TOM?
BbITb MOXET, BO/IEIO HEbec,

Al nepecTaHy 6bITb MO3TOM,

B meHs BcenmTca HoBbIM 6ec,
N, ®eb6oBbl Npe3peB yrposbl,
YHUKYCb 10 CMMPEHHOM MPO3bl;
Torzaa pomaH Ha cTapbiit n1aj
3aiMeT BecesbiM MOM 3aKar.

He MyKM TaiHble 3104eMCTBa

A rpo3HO B HEM M306pay,

Ho npocTo BaM nepecKkaxy
MpeaaHbs pyCCKOro CEMENCTBa,
J1lo6BU NNEHUTENbHBIE CHbI

/la HpaBbl HalLeM CTapuHbl.

XV

Mepeckaxy npocTble peun

OTua Unb AAan-CTapyKa,

JleTelt ycnoBNeHHble BCTpeun

Y cTapbIX /mn, Y pyyenKa;
HecyacTHoM peBHOCTM My4eHbS,
Paznyky, cnesbl npummpeHbs,
Moccopto BHOBb, W HaKoHel

A noBeay Mx Noj BeHel...

1 BCMOMHIO peyn Heru CTpacTHOM,
CnoBa TOCKYIOLLEN Nt06BM,
KoTtopble B MMHYBLUKM AHKU

Y HOr N0GOBHMLbI MPEKPACHOM
MHe npuxoamnn Ha A3bIK,

OT Koux A Tenepb OTBbIK.

XV

TaTtbAHa, MmMnasa TaTbaHa!

C 1060 Tenepb A cnesbl Nblo;
Tbl B pyKM MOAHOIO TUpaHa

YK oTgana cyapby CBOt.
MorubHelub, MMNas; Ho Npexae
Tbl B OCIENUTENBHOM Hagexae
BnaskeHCTBO TEMHOE 30BELb,
Tbl HEry ¥M3HM y3Haelb,

Tbl Nbellb BOJILLEGHbIN A7, KeNaHUM,
Tebsa npecneayoT MeYThI:
Besge Boobparkaellb Tbl
MpHIOTbI CYACT/IMBbIX CBMAAHWUIA;
Besge, Be3ge nepea To60M
TBOM UCKYCUTENIb POKOBOM.

12

But now our minds have grown inactive,
We're put to sleep by talk of 'sin’;

Our novels too make vice attractive,
And even there it seems to win.

It's now the British Muse's fables

That lie on maidens' bedside tables

And haunt their dreams. They worship now
The Vampire with his pensive brow,

Or gloomy Melmoth, lost and pleading,
The Corsair, or the Wandering Jew,

And enigmatic Sbogar* too.

Lord Byron, his caprice succeeding,
Cloaked even hopeless egotism

In saturnine romanticism.

13

But what's the point? I'd like to know it.
Perhaps, my friends, by fate's decree,
I'll cease one day to be a poet-

When some new demon seizes me;
And scorning then Apollo's ire

To humble prose I'll bend my lyre:

A novel in the older vein

Will claim what happy days remain.
No secret crimes or passions gory
Shall I in grim detail portray,

But simply tell as best | may

A Russian family's age-old story,

A tale of lovers and their lot,

Of ancient customs unforgot.

14

I'll give a father's simple greetings, An aged uncle's-in

my book; I'll show the children's secret meetings By

ancient lindens near the brook, Their jealous torments,
separation, Their tears of reconciliation; I'll make them
qguarrel yet again, But lead them to the altar then. I'll
think up speeches tenderhearted, Recall the words of
passion's heat, Those words with which-before the feet

Of some fair mistress long departed- My heart and
tongue once used to soar, But which today | use no
more.

15

Tatyana, O my dear Tatyana!

| shed with you sweet tears too late;
Relying on a tyrant's honour,

You've now resigned to him your fate.
My dear one, you are doomed to perish;
But first in dazzling hope you nourish
And summon forth a sombre bliss,

You learn life's sweetness... feel its kiss,
And drink the draught of love's temptations,
As phantom daydreams haunt your mind:
On every side you seem to find

Retreats for happy assignations;

While everywhere before your eyes
Your fateful tempter's figure lies.
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XVI

Tocka no6BKu TaTbAHY FOHUT,

M B cag naeT oHa rpyctuTb,

M BAPYr HEABMKHBI OYM KJIOHUT,
M neHb en fanee cTynuTb.
MpunogHsnacs rpyab, aHUTLI
MrHOBEHHBIM NJIAMEHEM MOKPbITHI,
JlbIxaHbe 3amepo B ycTax,

M1 B cnyxe WyM, U 6/1eCK B 0YaX...
HacTtaHeT Houb; nyHa 06x0AMT
Jlo30pom fanbHbiM cBoA Hebec,

M1 conoseit BO Mrie apeBec
HaneBbl 3By4Hble 3aBOAUT.
TaTbAHa B TEMHOTE He CnUT

M TUXO C HAHEN rOBOPUT:

XVII

"He cnnTtcAa, HAHA: 34eCb Tak AyLWHO!
OTKpOM OKHO Aa CAAb KO MHe".

- Yro, TaHs, 4To C T060M? - "MHE CKy4HO,

MNoroBoprM 0 cTapuHe".

- 0 yeMm xe, TaHa? A, 6biBano,
XpaHunia B NaMATH He Manio
CTapuHHbIX 6blaen, He6bLIML,
Mpo 3/1bIX AyX0B 1 Npo AeBuL,;
A HblHYe Bce MHe TeMHo, TaHs:
Yro 3Hana, 1o 3abbina. Ja,
Mpuwna xygnas yepega!
3awmbno... - "Pacckaxm MHe, HAHSA,
MNpo Bawm cTapble roga:

Bbina Tbl BAOGNAEHA TOraa?"

XVII

- U, nonHo, Tansa! B at1 neta

Mbl He c/ibixann Npo No60oBb;

A To 6bl corHana co ceeta

MeHs NoKoMHULLA CBEKPOBb. -
"/la KaK e Tbl BeH4Yanacb, HAHA?"
- Tak, BuAHO, 60r Benen. Moi BaHs
Monoske 6bln MEHS, MOM CBET,

A 6b110 MHe TpMHAZLUaTb NeT.
Hepenu aBe xoguna cBaxa

K Moel poaHe, 1 HakoHel
BnarocnoBun meHs otel,.

A1 ropbKo MJsiakana co cTpaxa,
MHe ¢ nnayem Kocy pacnnenm

Jla c NeHbEM B LLEPKOBb MOBE/U.

XIX

M BOT BBE/IM B CEMBIO YY3KYIO. ..
Ja Tbl He cnywaellb MeHA... -
"AX, HAHA, HAHA, A TOCKYIO,

MHe ToWwHO, MMNasa MoA:

A nnakatb, A pbigatb rotosal.."
- AnTa Moe, Tbl HE30POBa;
locnosb NnoMuayM m cnacu!

Yero Tbl Xouyellb, NMOMpocu. ..
Jlalt oKpono CBATOM BOAOIO,

Tbl BCA ropuub... - "fl He 6o/bHa:
fl... 3Haelwb, HAHA... BAOGAEHA".
- AuTa moe, rocnogpb C Toboto! -
M HAHA AeBYILKY C MoNb6oM
KpecTtuna apsaxnoio pyKkou.

XX

"Al BnobneHa", - wenTtana cHoBa
CTapylUKe C ropecTbio OHa.

- CepaeyHblt apyr, Tbl HE340pOBa.
"OcTaBb MEHSA: A B/IOGAEHA".

16

The ache of love pursues Tatyana;. She takes a garden
path and sighs, A sudden faintness comes upon her, She
can't go on, she shuts her eyes; Her bosom heaves, her
cheeks are burning, Scarce-breathing lips grow still with
yearning, Her ears resound with ringing cries, And
sparkles dance before her eyes. Night falls; the moon
begins parading The distant vault of heaven's hood; The
nightingale in darkest wood Breaks out in mournful
serenading. Tatyana tosses through the night And wakes
her nurse to share her plight.

17

'l couldn't sleep... ? nurse, it's stifling!
Put up the window... sit by me.'

'What ails you, Tanya?-'Life's so trifling,
Come tell me how it used to be.'
'Well, what about it? Lord, it's ages...

I must have known a thousand pages
Of ancient facts and fables too

‘Bout evil ghosts and girls like you;
But nowadays I'm not so canny,

| can't remember much of late.

Oh, Tanya, it's a sorry state;

| get confused...' - 'But tell me, nanny,
About the olden days... you know,
Were you in love then, long ago?

18

'Oh, come! Our world was quite another! We'd never
heard of love, you see. Why, my good husband's sainted
mother Would just have been the death of me!" 'Then
how'd you come to marry, nanny? 'The will of God, |
guess... My Danny Was younger still than me, my dear,
And | was just thirteen that year. The marriage maker
kept on calling For two whole weeks to see my kin, Till
father blessed me and gave in. | got so scared... my
tears kept falling; And weeping, they undid my plait,
Then sang me to the churchyard gate.

19

‘And so they took me off to strangers...
But you're not even listening, pet.'

'Oh, nanny, life's so full of dangers,

I'm sick at heart and all upset,

I'm on the verge of tears and wailing!'

‘My goodness, girl, you must be ailing;
Dear Lord have mercy. God, | plead!

Just tell me, dearest, what you need.

I'll sprinkle you with holy water,

You're burning up!'-'Oh, do be still,

I'm... you know, nurse... in love, notill.'
‘The Lord be with you now, my daughter!'
And with her wrinkled hand the nurse
Then crossed the girl and mumbled verse.

20
'Oh, I'm in love,' again she pleaded With her old friend.

‘My little dove, You're just not well, you're overheated.'
'Oh, let me be now... I'm in love.
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M Mexay Tem nyHa cusana

M TOMHbIM CBETOM 03apsasia
TaTbsiHbl 61€4HbIE KPachl,

M pacnyLieHHble Baachl,

M Kanam cnes, 1 Ha CKamelike
Mpea repovHen MoioaoMN,

C nnaTKoM Ha roJioBe ceaom,
CTapyLWKy B A/IMHHOM TENOTPENKE;
M BCE ApeMano B TUWIMHE

Mpy BAOXHOBUTE/IbHOM JIyHE.

XXI

M cepauem aaneko Hocunacb
TaTbsAHa, CMOTPA Ha yHY...
Bapyr mbicib B yMe ee poaunach. ..
"Moaun, ocTaBb MEHA OAHY.

[Jal, HAHA, MHe nepo, 6ymary,
Jla CTon NoABMHb; A CKOPO NAry;
Mpoctn". U BOT OHa oaHa.

Bce Tmxo. CBeTUT eM NiyHa.
06510K0TACh, TaTbsHA NMLIET,

M Bce EBreHmit Ha yme,

M B He06ayMaHHOM MMCbMe
J11060Bb HEBMHHOM A€BbI AbILLMT.
MM1CcbMO roTOBO, CNOXKEHO. ..
TatbAHa! ANA KOro X oHo?

XX

A1 3HaN KpacaBuL, HEAOCTYMHbIX,
XONOAHBIX, YACTBIX, KaK 31MMa,
HeyMonnMbIX, HENOAKYMNHbIX,
HenocTUXMMbIX ANS YMa;
AMBUACA A UX CNec MOAHOM,
Mx nobpoaeTtenm npupoaHon,
M, npu3HaloCb, OT HUX 6exan,
M, MHUTCA, C y>Kacom umTan
Hag vx 6poBAMKM HaaMMCb aja:
OcTaBb Hagexay HaBcerga {20}.
BHywaTtb nt060Bb AN1A HUX 6eaa,
MyraTb Ntogen Ans HUX oTpaja.
BbITb MOXeT, Ha 6perax Hesbl
MNMoA06GHbIX Aam BUAANM Bbl.

XXHI

Cpeau NOKNOHHUKOB MOC/YLIHbIX
Apyrux npuyyanuy, a suaan,
CaMo/11061MBO paBHOAYLLIHbBIX

JlnA B3J0XOB CTPACTHbIX M NOXBal.
M 4TO X Halen A C U3yMIEeHbEM?
OHM, CYpOBbIM NOBENEHbEM
Myraa po6Kkyto n060Bb,

Ee npuBneyb ymenu BHOBb

Mo KpaiHeln Mepe CoXKaleHbEM,
Mo KpanHeln mepe 3BYK peden
Kasancs vHoraa HexHen,

M c nerkoBepHbIM OC/IENNEHbEM
OnaTb IIOGOBHMK MOJIOAOM
bexan 3a MM/I0M CyeToM.

XXIV

3a 41O X BMHOBHee TaTbsHa?

3a TO /b, YTO B MMJ/IOM MPOCTOTE
OHa He BegaeT obmaHa

M BepuT M36paHHOM meyTe?

3a TO /b, YTO IOOUT 63 UCKYCCTBaA,
MocnywHan BreveHbo YyBCTBA,

Y70 TaKk AOBEPYMBA OHA,

Y10 OT Hebec ofjapeHa
Boob6parKeHMEM MATEKHBIM,

YMOM U BOJIEIO KMBOM,

" And all the while the moon was shining And with its
murky light defining Tatyana's charms and pallid air,
Her long, unloosened braids of hair, And drops of tears...
while on a hassock, Beside the tender maiden's bed, A
kerchief on her grizzled head, Sat nanny in her quilted
cassock; And all the world in silence lay Beneath the
moon's seductive ray.

21

Far off Tatyana ranged in dreaming,
Bewitched by moonlight's magic curse...
And then a sudden thought came gleaming:
'I'd be alone now... leave me, nurse.

But give me first a pen and paper;

I won't be long... just leave the taper.
Good night.' She's now alone. All's still.
The moonlight shines upon her sill.

And propped upon an elbow, writing,
Tatyana pictures her Eugene,

And in a letter, rash and green,

Pours forth a maiden's blameless plighting.
The letter's ready-all but sent...

For whom, Tatyana, is it meant?

22

I've known great beauties proudly distant,
As cold and chaste as winter snow;
Implacable, to all resistant,

Impossible for mind to know;

I've marvelled at their haughty manner,
Their natural virtue's flaunted banner;
And | confess, from them | fled,

As if in terror | had read

Above their brows the sign of Hades:
Abandon Hope, Who Enter Here!

Their joy is striking men with fear,

For love offends these charming ladies.
Perhaps along the Neva's shore

You too have known such belles before.

23

Why I've seen ladies so complacent
Before their loyal subjects' gaze,
That they would even grow impatient
With sighs of passion and with praise.
But what did I, amazed, discover?

On scaring off some timid lover

With stern behaviour's grim attack,
These creatures then would lure him back!-
By joining him at least in grieving,

By seeming in their words at least
More tender to the wounded beast;
And blind as ever, still believing,

The youthful lover with his yen
Would chase sweet vanity again.

24
So why is Tanya, then, more tainted? Is it because her
simple heart Believes the chosen dream she's painted
And in deceit will take no part? Because she heeds the
call of passion In such an honest, artless fashion?
Because she's trusting more than proud, And by the
Heavens was endowed With such a rashness in
surrender, With such a lively mind and will,
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M cBOEHpaBHOM r0/I0BOM,

M cepaueM NNameHHbIM U HEXHBIM?
YsKeM He NpocTuTe e

Bbl NErKOMbIC/IMA CTpacTen?

XXV

KokeTKa cyauT XnagHOKPOBHO,
TaTbsAHa NOOUT He WyTSA

M npegaeTtca 6e3ycnoBHO
Jlo6BU, KaK MMI0e AMTA.

He roBopuT OHa: OT/IOXKMM -
JIl06BU Mbl LLEHY TEM YMHOXMM,
BepHee B ceTu 3aBejeMm;
CnepBa TLwlecnaBme KoJibHEM
Hagexaon, Tam HeoyMeHbeM
M3Myumm cepaue, a noTom
PeBHUBbLIM OXXMBUM OTHEM;

A T0, CKyYas Hac/naKeHbeM,
HeBOoMbHUK XMTPbIM 13 OKOB
BceyvacHo BbipBaThCS roTOB.

XXVI

Ewe npeaBuy 3aTpyaHEHbA:
PozHoM 3eMauM cnacas YecTb,

A nonxeH 6yay, 63 COMHeHbA,
MucbMo TaTbAHbI NepeBecTb.
OHa no-pyccKu Naoxo 3Hana,
KypHanoB Hawwmx He ynMTana

M Bbipaxkanacs c TpyLom

Ha A3bike cBoeM poAHOM,

MUTaK, nMcana no-dpaHLy3CKM. ..
Y710 AenaTb! NOBTOPSAIO BHOBb:
JloHbIHe JamcKasa Nto60Bb

He m3bAcHANacA no-pyccku,
JloHblHE ropAbli Hall fA3blK

K nouyToBOM Npo3e He Npu1BbIK.

XXVII

Al 3Hat0: JaM XOTAT 3aCTaBUTb
Yuratb no-pyccku. lMpaso, cTpax!
Mory i1 nx cebe npefcTaBuTb

C "bnaroHamepeHHbIM" {21} B pyKax!
A wntocb Ha Bac, MOM NO3ThI;

He npaBga /ib: MUJIble NpeAMETLI,
KoTopbim, 3a cBOM rpexu,

Mucanu BTaMHe Bbl CTUXM,
KoTopbim cepgue nocsAwany,

He Bce 1, pyCcCKMM A3bIKOM
Bnagen cnabo 1 c TpyaoMm,

Ero Tak Muno nckaxkanm,

M B UX yCTax A3bIK YyKOM

He o6patusicsa av B poaHON?

XXVII

He pan mHe 60or coMTMCh Ha 6ane
Mnb npu pasbesze Ha KpblibLe
C CEMMHAPUCTOM B KeNToM wane
Mnb ¢ akageMuKoM B Yerue!

Kak ycT pyMsAHbIX 6€3 yNbIOKH,
be3 rpamMaTmMyecKon OWnBKM

A1 pyccKkoM peuun He nobto.
BbITb MOXET, Ha 6eay Moto,
KpacaBuL, HOBbIX NOKO/IEHbE,
YKypHa/ioB BHAB MONAWMM rnac,
K rpamMmaTtiike npuyumT Hac;
Ctuxu BBEZYT B yNnoTpebeHbe;
Ho Aa... Kakoe geno MHe?

Al BepeH 6yay cTapuHe.

And with a spirit never still, And with a heart that's
warm and tender? But can't you, friends, forgive her,
pray, The giddiness of passion's sway?

25

The flirt will always reason coldly;
Tatyana's love is deep and true:

She yields without conditions, boldly-

As sweet and trusting children do.

She does not say: 'Let's wait till later

To make love's value all the greater

And bind him tighter with our rope;

Let's prick vainglory first with hope,

And then with doubt in fullest measure
We'll whip his heart, and when it's tame...
Revive it with a jealous flame;

For otherwise, grown bored with pleasure,
The cunning captive any day

Might break his chains and slip away.'

26

| face another complication:

My country's honour will demand
Without a doubt a full translation

Of Tanya's letter from my hand.

She knew the Russian language badly,
Ignored our journals all too gladly,
And in her native tongue, | fear,
Could barely make her meaning clear;
And so she turned for love's discussion
To French... There's nothing | can do!
A lady's love, | say to you,

Has never been expressed in Russian;
Our mighty tongue, God only knows,
Has still not mastered postal prose.

27

Some would that ladies be required To read in
Russian. Dread command! Why, | can picture them-
inspired, The Good Samaritan* in hand! | ask you now to
tell me truly, You poets who have sinned unduly: Have
not those creatures you adore, Those objects of your
verse... and more, Been weak at Russian conversation?
And have they not, the charming fools, Distorted
sweetly all the rules Of usage and pronunciation; While
yet a foreign language slips With native glibness from
their lips?

28

God spare me from the apparition, On leaving some
delightful ball, Of bonneted Academician Or scholar in a
yellow shawl! | find a faultless Russian style Like
crimson lips without a smile, Mistakes in grammar
charm the mind. Perhaps (if fate should prove unkind!)
This generation's younger beauties, Responding to our
journals' call, With grammar may delight us all, And
verses will be common duties. But what care | for all
they do? To former ways I'll still be true.
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XXIX

HenpaBu/bHbIM, HEGPEXKHBIM NeneT,
HeTouHbIM BbIFOBOp peyveit
Mo-npeXxHeMy cepaeyHbli TpeneT
MpousBeayT B rpyay MOew;
PackaAaTbCca BO MHE HET CUbI,
MHe ranamumsmbl 6yayT Mubl,
Kak npoLuion 1HOCTM rpexu,

Kak boraaHoBu4a CTUXM.

Ho nosiHo. MHe nopa 3aHATbCA
MMCbMOM KpacaBuLibl MOEN;

A1 cnoBo Aan, U uTo XK? en-en
Tenepb roToB Y3 OTKa3aTbCs.

A1 3Hat0: HeXHoro MapHu

MNepo He B MOAe B HALLM AHM.

XXX

MeseL M1poB 1 rpyctu TomHoM {22},
Koraa 6 euie Tbl 6b11 CO MHOM,

A1 cTan 6bl NPOCb60I0 HECKPOMHOM
Te6s TPEBOXKMTb, MU/IbIM MOM:
Y106 Ha BO/ILLEGHbIE HaMneBbI
Mepenoxun Tbl CTPACTHOM AEBbI
MHonNeMeHHble CnoBa.

I'ae ToI? Nnpuau: CBoM npaBsa
Mepeaato Te6e C MOK/IOHOM. ..

Ho nocpeam nevanbHbIx ckan,
OTBbIKHYB cepALeMm OT Noxsas,
OauH, noa MUHCKMM HEGOCK/IOHOM,
OH 6poaunT, 1 Aylia ero

He cnblwmT rops moero.

XXXI

MucbMo TaTbAHbI NPefo MHOID;
Ero s cBaTo 6epery,

YuTato C TalHOW TOCKO

M HauMTaTbCA HE MOTY.

KTo el BHylLan 1 3Ty HEXKHOCTb,
M cnoB no6e3Hy HeGPEKHOCTL?
KT0 e BHyLwan yMu/ibHbIN B340p,
BesyMHbIN cepzua pasrosop,

M yBNeKaTeIbHbIM U BpesHbIi?

A He mMory noHATb. Ho BOT
HenonHbiM, cnabbiit nepesos,

C 3KMBOW KapTMHbl CMUCOK 61eaHbIN
Mnu pasbirpaHHbii Openwmy,
MepcTaMu poBbKMX yHeHuL;:

Mncbmo TaTbAHbI K OHErnHy

A K BaM nuuy - yero xe 6one?
YTo A mory elle cKkasatb?

Tenepb, A 3Halo, B Balel Bone
MeHsa npe3peHbeM HaKa3aTb.

Ho Bbl, K MOEM HECYACTHOM Joie
XOTb KanJo }anocTu XpaHs,

Bbl He ocTaBuTe MEHS.

CHavana A MonyaTb XoTena;
MNoBepbTe: Moero cTbija

Bbl He y3Hanu 6 HMKOrAa,

Korpa 6 Hagexay A nmena

XoTb peaKo, X0Tb B HeAe/0 pa3

B nepeBHe Halel B1aeTb Bac,
Y106 TONIbKO C/bilLaTh BaLUM peyM,
Bam c/10BO MONIBUTb, M MOTOM

Bce aymaTb, AymaTb 06 0AHOM

M fieHb M HOYb A0 HOBOM BCTPEYM.

Ho, roBopAT, Bbl HENOAMM;

B rnywm, B sepeBHe BCe BaM CKY4HO,
A MbI... HUMEM Mbl HE BNECTUM,

XOTb BaM M pazbl NPOCTOAYLLUHO.

29 A careless drawl, a tiny stutter, Some imprecision
of the tongue- Can still produce a lovely flutter Within
this breast no longer young; | lack the strength for true
repentance, And Gallicisms in a sentence Seem sweet
as youthful sins remote, Or verse that Bogdanovich*
wrote. But that will do. My beauty's letter Must occupy
my pen for now; | gave my word, but, Lord, | vow,
Retracting it would suit me better. | know that gentle
Parny's* lays Are out of fashion nowadays.

30

Bard of The Feasts* and languid sorrow,
If you were with me still, my friend,
Immodestly I'd seek to borrow

Your genius for a worthy end:

I'd have you with your art refashion

A maiden's foreign words of passion
And make them magic songs anew.
Where are you? Come! | bow to you

And yield my rights to love's translation...
But there beneath the Finnish sky,
Amid those mournful crags on high,

His heart grown deaf to commendation-
Alone upon his way he goes

And does not heed my present woes.

31

Tatyana's letter lies beside me,

And reverently | guard it still;

| read it with an ache inside me

And cannot ever read my fill.

Who taught her then this soft surrender,
This careless gift for waxing tender,
This touching whimsy free of art,

This raving discourse of the heart-
Enchanting, yet so fraught with trouble?
I'll never know. But none the less,

| give it here in feeble dress:

A living picture's pallid double,

Or Freischutz* played with timid skill

By fingers that are learning still.

Tatyana's Letter to Onegin

I'm writing you this declaration- What more can | in
candour say? It may be now your inclination To scorn
me and to turn away; But if my hapless situation Evokes
some pity for my woe, You won't abandon me, | know. |
first tried silence and evasion; Believe me, you 'd have
never learned My secret shame, had | discerned The
slightest hope that on occasion- But once a week-I'd see
your face, Behold you at our country place, Might hear
you speak a friendly greeting, Could say a word to you;
and then, Could dream both day and night again Of but
one thing, till our next meeting.

They say you like to be alone And find the country
unappealing; We lack, | know, a worldly tone, But still,
we welcome you with feeling.
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3ayeMm Bbl MOCETUM HAC?

B rnyww 3a6biToro ceneHbs

A HMKorga He 3Hana 6 Bac,

He 3Hana 6 ropbKoro My4eHbs.
Jylum HeoMbITHOM BOJIHEHbA
CMMpPUB CO BpeMeHeM (Kak 3HaTb?),
Mo cepauy s Hawna 6bl Apyra,
Bbina 6bl BepHaa cynpyra

M1 pobposetenbHaa mMaTb.

[Apyro#n!.. HeT, HUKOMY Ha cBeTe
He otgana 6bl cepaua !

To B BbILWHEM CYX/JEHO COBETe...
To BosiA Heba: 5 TBOS;

BcsA »KM3Hb MOS 6Gblna 3a10romM
CBMAAHbA BEPHOTO C TO6OM;

A 3Hat0, Tbl MHE MOC/IaH 60roMm,
Jlo rpo6a Tbl XpaHWUTE/Ib MOM...

Tbl B CHOBUAEHbAX MHE SIBAANCA
He3prMbIi, Tbl MHE Gblal YK MU,
TBOM YyAHbINM B3NS4 MEHA TOMMA,
B aywe TBOM ronoc paszgasancs
JlaBHO... HET, 3TO 6biN He COH!

Tbl 4yTb BOWeN, A BMUT Y3HaNa,
Bcsa o6omnena, 3anbliana

M B MbIC/IAX MO/IBUNA: BOT OH!

He npaBga nb? A Te6a cibixana:
Tbl rOBOPUJI CO MHOM B THLUMK,
Korpa s 6eaHbIM nomorana

Mnu MoMTBOM ycnaxkaana

TocKy BOIHyEeMOM AyLn?

M B 3T0 camoe MrHoBeHbe

He Tbl 1M, MMNoe BUAEHDbE,

B npo3payHoi TEMHOTE MENIbKHYJI,
MPUHUKHYN TUXO K M3r0/10BbIO?
He Tbl NIb, C OTPaZoM M NOGOBbLIO,
CnoBa HaZiexAbl MHe LuenHyn?
KTo Tbl, MOM aHres m XpaHuTenb,
Mnu KoBapHbIM UCKYCUTENb:

Mou coMHeHbs paspeLu.
BbITb MOXeET, 3TO BCe NyCToe,
0O6MaH HeonbITHOM AyLum!

M cykAeHo CoBCEM MHOe...
Ho TaK u 6biTb! Cyapby moto
OTHbIHE A Tebe BpyYato,
Mepep 10600 CNE3DI NbIO,
TBOEM 3aWMTHI YMONAIO. ..
Boo6pasu: A 3aecb ofHa,
HWKTO MeHs He noHWMaeT,
Paccyfok Mol n3Hemoraer,
M Monya rmbHyTb A JOJIKHA.
A xay 1€64: €aMHbIM B30POM
Hagexapl cepaua oxuem
Mnb COH TAXeNblk Nepepsu,
YBbl, 3aC/y>K€HHbIM YKOPOM!

Konuato! CtpaliHo nepeyecTs...
CTbIZJOM M CTPaxoM 3ammparo. ..
Ho MHe nopykoit Ballia 4ecTb,

M cmeno et cebs BBepsto. ..

XXXII

TaTbsAHa TO B3JOXHET, TO OXHET;
MUCbMO APOXKUT B €e pyKe;
O6naTka po3oBas COXHET

Ha BocnaneHHoM f3biKe.

K nnevy ronoByLlLKOM CKIOHMAACH,
Copouka sierkas cnycTuaacb

C ee npenecTHoro nsaeva...

Why did you ever come to call?

In this forgotten country dwelling

I'd not have known you then at all,

Nor known this bitter heartache's swelling.
Perhaps, when time had helped in quelling
The girlish hopes on which | fed,

I might have found (who knows?) another
And been a faithful wife and mother,
Contented with the life | led.

Another! No! In all creation There's no one else whom
I'd adore; The heavens chose my destination And made
me thine for evermore! My life till now has been a
token In pledge of meeting you, my friend; And in your
coming, God has spoken, You'll be my guardian till the
end...

You filled my dreams and sweetest trances; As yet
unseen, and yet so dear,

You stirred me with your wondrous glances,

Your voice within my soul rang clear... And then the
dream came true for me!

When you came in, | seemed to waken, | turned to
flame, | felt all shaken, And in my heart | cried: It's he!

And was it you | heard replying

Amid the stillness of the night,

Or when | helped the poor and dying,
Or turned to heaven, softly crying,
And said a prayer to soothe my plight?
And even now, my dearest vision,
Did | not see your apparition

Flit softly through this lucent night?
Was it not you who seemed to hover
Above my bed, a gentle lover,

To whisper hope and sweet delight?
Are you my angel of salvation

Or hell's own demon of temptation?

Be kind and send my doubts away;

For this may all be mere illusion,

The things a simple girl would say,

While Fate intends no grand conclusion...

So be it then! Henceforth | place My faith in you and
your affection; | plead with tears upon my face And beg
you for your kind protection. You cannot know: I'm so
alone, There's no one here to whom I've spoken, My
mind and will are almost broken, And | must die without
a moan. | wait for you... and your decision: Revive my
hopes with but a sign, Or halt this heavy dream of
mine- Alas, with well-deserved derision!

I close. | dare not now reread... | shrink with shame and
fear. But surely, Your honour's all the pledge | need,
And | submit to it securely.

32

The letter trembles in her fingers; By turns Tatyana
groans and sighs. The rosy sealing wafer lingers Upon
her fevered tongue and dries. Her head is bowed, as if
she's dozing; Her light chemise has slipped, exposing
Her lovely shoulder to the night.
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Ho BOT y nyHHOro nyya
CuaHbe racHeT. Tam Ao/mMHa
CkBO3b Nap AcHeeT. Tam NOTOK
3acepebpuaca; Tam poXKoK
MacTywui 6yauT censHuHa.
Bot yTpo: BCTanu BCe AaBHO,
Moel TaTbsiHe BCE paBHO.

XXX

OHa 3apu He 3ameuvaeT,
CUANT C NOHMKLLEO FNaBoM
M Ha NMCbMO He HanupaeT
CBoel neyaTu Bblpe3HOM.
Ho, ABepb TMXOHbKO OTNMpas,
YK en dununbeBHa ceaan
MpUHOCKT Ha NogHoCe YaM.
"Mopa, AMTa Moe, BCTaBaM:
Ja Tbl, Kpacasumua, rotosa!
O nTawka paHHAA Mos!
Beuop yxk Kak 6osanacb !
Aa, cnhaea 6ory, Tbl 3g0poBa!
TOCKM HOYHOM U Cneay HerT,
JIMuo TBOE KaK MaKoB uBeT".

XXXIV

- Ax! HeHS, caenan 0fo/KEHbe. -
"U3BoNb, poaHas, NpUKaxu".

- He aymai... npaBo... NoJg03peHbe. ..

Ho BnauWb... ax! He oTKaxM. -
"Mo¥ apyr, BoT 60r Te6e nopyka".
- Utak, nownmn TMXOHbKO BHYKa
C 3anucKoM 3ToM K O... K TOMY...
K cocepy... pa Benetb emy,
Y106 OH He roBOpU/ HU C/I0BA,
Y106 OH He Ha3biBaN MeHA... -
"KoMmy e, mmnas moa?

Al HblIHYe cTana 6ecTonKoBa.
Kpyrom coceaeit MHOMO ecTb;
Kyza MHe ux 1 nepeyectb"”.

XXXV

- Kak Hegoraaamea Tbl, HAHA! -
"CepAeyHbli Apyr, yX A cTapa,
Crapa; Tyneet pasym, TaHs;

A T0, 6bIBANO, A BOCTPA,
BbiBano, cnoBo 6apcKoM BOJIM. ..
- AX, HAHA, HAHA! go Toro nn?
YTO HyXAbl MHE B TBOEM yme?
Tbl BUAULWDb, AEN0 O NUCbME

K OHeruny. - "Hy, aeno, geno.
He rHeBavica, aylwa mos,

Tbl 3HaelWb, HEMOHATHA f...

Jla 4To X Tbl CHOBa no6negHena?"
- Tak, HAHA, NpaBO HUYero.
Mownun ke BHyKa CBOEro.

XXXVI

Ho aeHb npoTek, U HeT oTBeTa.
Jpyro# HacTan: BCce HeT Kak HerT.
bnepgHa, KaKk TeHb, C yTpa ogeTa,
TaTbAHa »KAeT: Koraa X oTBeT?
Mpuexan OnbrmH oboxarenb.
"CKaxkuTe: rae ke Baw npusaTenp? -
EMy BONpoC X038MKM 6biN. -

OH 4TO-TO Hac coBceM 3abbin”.
TaTtbsAHa, BCMbIXHYB, 3aJpoKaa.
- CerofHsa 6bITb OH Obelwan, -
CrapyLuke JleHCKui oTBeYan, -

[a, B1zHO, noyTa 3ajepKana. -

But now the moonbeams' glowing light Begins to fade.
The vale emerges Above the mist. And now the stream
In silver curves begins to gleam. The shepherd's pipe
resounds and urges The villager to rise. It's morn! My
Tanya, though, is so forlorn.
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She takes no note of dawn's procession,
Just sits with lowered head, remote;
Nor does she put her seal's impression
Upon the letter that she wrote.

But now her door is softly swinging:

It's grey Filatievna, who's bringing

Her morning tea upon a tray.

'It's time, my sweet, to greet the day;
Why, pretty one, you're up already!
You're still my little early bird!

Last night you scared me, 'pon my word!
But thank the Lord, you seem more steady;
No trace at all of last night's fret,

Your cheeks are poppies now, my pet.'

34

'Oh, nurse, a favour, please.., and hurry!'

'Why, sweetheart, anything you choose.'

‘You mustn't think... and please don't worry...

But see... Oh, nanny, don't refuse!

'‘As God's my witness, dear, | promise.’

‘Then send your grandson, little Thomas,

To take this note of mine to ? ,

Our neighbour, nurse, the one... you know! And tell
him that he's not to mention My name, or breathe a
single word...' But who's it for, my little bird? I'm trying
hard to pay attention; But we have lots of neighbours
call, I couldn't even count them all.'

35

'Oh nurse, your wits are all befuddled!"
'But, sweetheart, I've grown old... | mean...
I'm old; my mind... it does get muddled.
There was a time when | was keen,
When just the master's least suggestion...'
'Oh, nanny, please, that's not the question,
It's not your mind I'm talking of,
I'm thinking of Onegin, love;
This note's to him.-'Now don't get riled,
You know these days I'm not so clear,
I'll take the letter, never fear.
But you've gone pale again, my child!
'It's nothing, nanny, be at ease,
Just send your grandson, will you please.'

36
The day wore on, no word came flying.
Another fruitless day went by.
All dressed since dawn, dead-pale and sighing,
Tatyana waits: will he reply?
Then Olga's suitor came a-wooing.
‘But tell me, what's your friend been doing?
Asked Tanya's mother, full of cheer;
'He's quite forgotten us, | fear.'
Tatyana blushed and trembled gently.
'He promised he would come today,’
Said Lensky in his friendly way,
‘The mail has kept him evidently.'
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TaTbAiHa noTynuna B3op,
Kak 6yATo C/ibllia 37100 yKop.

XXXVII

CMepKanoch; Ha ctone, 6aucras,
LLnnen seyepHuit camoBap,
KuTaMCKMM YalHKK HarpeBsas;
MoA HMM KNy6BKMACA Nerkuit nap.
PaznnTbiXt ONbrMHOM pyKoio,

Mo YalKam TEMHOIO CTpyeto
YKe AyWMCTbIN Yai 6exxan,

M CMBKM ManbymK nojasan;
TaTtbsiHa Npea OKHOM CTOSNA,

Ha ctekna xnagHble apilwia,
3a4yMaBLIKCb, MOS Aylua,
MpenecTHbIM NanbyYMKOM Nucana
Ha oTyMaHeHHOM cTekne
3aBeTHbIM BeHsenb O aa E.

XXXVIHI

M Mexay TeM Aywa B HEM HblNa,
M cnes 6bln1 NONOH TOMHbIM B30P.
Bapyr TonoTt!.. KpoBb €€ 3acTbiNa.
Bot 62mke! ckauvyT... M Ha ABOp
EBrenuni! "Ax!" - u nerye TeHu
TaTbsiHa NpbIr B ApYrue CeHM,

C Kpbl/ibLa Ha ABOP, U NPAMO B Caj,
JleTUT, NeTuT; B3rNAHyTb Has3aj
He cmeeT; Murom obexana
KypTWHBI, MOCTUKM, JTYKOK,
Anneto K 03epy, NeCok,

KycTbl cvpeH nepenomana,

Mo uBeTHUKaM NeTA K pyyblo.

M, 3aapIxasnch, Ha CKaMblo

XXXIX

Ynana...

"3aeck oH! 31ecb EBrenmi!
O 6oxe! yTo nogyman on!"
B Hel cepaue, NosHoE MydeHuH,
XpaHWUT HaZeXabl TEMHbIM COH;
OHa APOKMT M KapoMm MbllLeT,
U skpeT: HenaeT am? Ho He cabiumT.
B cagy cayxaHku, Ha rpagax,
Coupanu arogy B Kyctax
M xopom no Hakasy nesnu
(Haka3, 0CHOBaHHbIM Ha TOM,
Y7106 6apcKom AroAbl TaMKOM
YcTa nyKaBble He enu
M neHbem 6bl/In 3aHATDI:
3artes cenbckoM ocTpoThi!)

MNecHa gesywek

JeBuupl, Kpacasuupbl,
AyWweHbKM, NOAPYKEHBKM,
Pasbirpantecb AeBuUbl,
Pasrynsamntecb, munble!
3aTAHUTE NEeCEeHKY,
MNeceHKy 3aBeTHYtO,
3amaHunTe mosioaua

K xopoBogy Haluemy,
Kak 3amaHum monojua,
Kak 3aBuaum usganu,
Pa36exxmmTech, Muible,
3aKMAaeM BULILEHBEM,
BuweHbeM, MannHoto,
KpacHoto cMopoauHON.
He xoau noacnywmsatb
MNeceHKM 3aBeTHblE,

He xoam noacmatpuBatb
Mrpbl HawWM AeBUYBM.

Tatyana bowed her head in shame,
As if they all thought her to blame.

37

‘Twas dusk; and on the table, gleaming,
The evening samovar grew hot;

It hissed and sent its vapour steaming
In swirls about the china pot.

And soon the fragrant tea was flowing
As Olga poured it, dark and glowing,
In all the cups; without a sound

A serving boy took cream around.
Tatyana by the window lingers

And breathes upon the chilly glass;
All lost in thought, the gentle lass
Begins to trace with lovely fingers
Across the misted panes a row

Of hallowed letters: E and O.

38

And all the while her soul was aching,
Her brimming eyes could hardly see.
Then sudden hoofbeats!... Now she's quaking...
They're closer... coming here... it's hel
Onegin! 'Oh!'-And light as air,

She's out the backway, down the stair
From porch to yard, to garden straight;
She runs, she flies; she dare not wait

To glance behind her; on she pushes-
Past garden plots, small bridges, lawn,
The lakeway path, the wood; and on

She flies and breaks through lilac bushes,
Past seedbeds to the brook-so fast

That, panting, on a bench at last

39

She falls...

'He's here! But all those faces! ? God, what must he
think of me!" But still her anguished heart embraces A
misty dream of what might be. She trembles, burns,
and waits... so near him! But will he come?... She doesn't
hear him. Some serf girls in the orchard there, While
picking berries, filled the air With choral song-as they'd
been bidden (An edict that was meant, you see, To
keep sly mouths from feeling free To eat the master's
fruit when hidden, By filling them with song instead-
For rural cunning isn't dead!):

The Girls' Song

‘Lovely maidens, pretty ones, Dearest hearts and
darling friends, Romp away, sweet lassies, now, Have
your fling, my dear ones, do! Strike you up a rousing
song, Sing our secret ditty now, Lure some likely lusty
lad To the circle of our dance.

When we lure the fellow on, When we see him from
afar, Darlings, then, let's scamper off, Pelting him with
cherries then, Cherries, yes, and raspberries, Ripe red
currants let us throw!

Never come to listen in

When we sing our secret songs,

Never come to spy on us

When we play our maiden games!'
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XL

OHM MotoT, U, C HEBPEXKEHBEM
BHMMasA 3BOHKMM roaocC mX,
Hpana TaTbsiHa C HETEpPNEHbEM,
Y706 TpeneT cepaua B HEM 3aTX,
YT06bI NPOLL/IO NTAHMT Mbl/IaHbE.
Ho B nepcsx To e TpeneTtaHbe,
M He NpoxoauT Kap NlaHuT,

Ho apye, ap4ye nuwb ropmr...
Tak 6eaHbIN MOTbINEK M 6eleT
M 6beTcA pasy>KHbIM KPbIJIOM,
MNEHEHHBIN WKOJIbHBIM LLIASYHOM;
TaK 3aMy4mMK B 03MMM TpeneLleT,
YBuaA BApYr usganeka

B KyCTbl npunajLuero cTpeska.

XLI

Ho HakoHel, oHa B3Z0XHyna

M BCTana co CKaMbW CBOEM;
Mowna, HO TO/IbKO MOBEpPHYa

B anneto, npsmo nepej Hew,
Bbaucras B3opamu, EBremuit
CTOMT NOA06HO rPO3HOM TEHM,

M, KaK orHem oboxxeHa,
OcTaHoBMIacs OHa.

Ho cneacteua HeXAaHHOM BCTpeum
CerogHs, Munble apysbs,
Mepeckasatb He B cunax ;

MHe A0/13KHO nocsie A0/IroM peun
M norynsatb 1 OTAOXHYTb:
JlOKOHYY Nocne KaKk-H1byab.

IIABA YETBEPTAA
La morale est dans la nature des choses.
Necker.

LA T VL VL VL
Vi

YeM MeHbLUE KEHLIMHY Mbl JIOBUM,
TeM fnerye HpaBUMCA Mbl e

M TemM ee BepHee ry6um

Cpeab 060/1bCTUTENbHBIX CETEMN.
PasBpart, 6biBaso, X/1aiHOKPOBHbIM
Haykoi cnasuacsa n1to608HOM,

Cam o cebe Be3ge Tpy6s

M Hachaxaancb He Nbs.

Ho 371a BaxkHan 3ab6aBa

JlocTolHa cTapbix 06e3bsH
XBaneHbIX e/JOBCKUX BPEMSAH:
JloBnacoB o6BeTLlana caaea

Co cnaBoM KpacCHbIX Kab/lyKoB

M BennyaBbix NapuKoB.

VIl

KoMy He CKy4HO MuemepuTb,
Pa3nnyHo noBTOPATHL O4HO,
CTapaTtbCs BaXKHO B TOM YBEPMTD,
B uem Bce yBepeHbl AaBHO,

Bce Te ke cablwaTh BO3parkeHbs,
YHUYTOXKaTb NpeapaccyXAeHbs,
KoTopbIx He 6bl10 1 HeT

Y AEBOYKM B TpMHaaLaTb neT!
Koro He yTomAT yrpo3sbl,

MoneHbsA, KNATBbI, MHUMbIM CTpax,
3anmMcKM Ha WeCTU ancTax,
O6MaHbI, CNIETHU, KOJbLbl, CNe3bl,
Haz3opbl TETOK, MaTepen

M apyx6a TAXKan Myxen!

40

Tatyana listens, scarcely hearing The vibrant voices,
sits apart, And waits impatient in her clearing To calm
the tremor in her heart And halt the constant surge of
blushes; But still her heart in panic rushes, Her cheeks
retain their blazing glow And ever brighter, brighter
grow. Just so a butterfly both quivers And beats an
iridescent wing When captured by some boy in spring;
Just so a hare in winter shivers, When suddenly far off
it sees The hunter hiding in the trees.

41

But finally she rose, forsaken,

And, sighing, started home for bed;

But hardly had she turned and taken
The garden lane, when straight ahead,
His eyes ablaze, Eugene stood waiting-
Like some grim shade of night's creating;
And she, as if by fire seared,

Drew back and stopped when he appeared...
Just now though, friends, | feel too tired
To tell you how this meeting went

And what ensued from that event;

I've talked so long that I've required

A little walk, some rest and play;

I'll finish up another day.

Chapter 4

La morale est dans la nature des choses*
Necker

(1-6)7

The less we love her when we woo her, The more we
draw a woman in, And thus more surely we undo her
Within the witching webs we spin. Time was, when cold
debauch was lauded As love's high art... and was
applauded For trumpeting its happy lot In taking joy
while loving not. But that pretentious game is dated,
But fit for apes, who once held sway Amid our forbears'
vaunted day; The fame of Lovelaces has faded- Along
with fashions long since dead: Majestic wigs and heels
of red.

Who doesn't find dissembling dreary; Or trying gravely
to convince (Recasting platitudes till weary)- When all
agree and have long since; How dull to hear the same
objections, To overcome those predilections That no
young girl thirteen, | vow, Has ever had and hasn't now!
Who wouldn't grow fatigued with rages, Entreaties,
vows, pretended fears, Betrayals, gossip, rings, and
tears, With notes that run to seven pages, With
watchful mothers, aunts who stare, And friendly
husbands hard to bear!
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IX

TaK ToyHO AymMan MoK EBreHui.
OH B NepBOM OHOCTU CBOEM

Bbln kepTBOM GYpPHbIX 3a61y3KAEHUM

M Heoby3aHHbIX CTpacTen.
MpUBLIYKOM KM3HM M36AN0BaH,
OAHMM Ha Bpems 04apoBaH,
PasoyapoBaHHbIM APYrUMm,
YenaHbem MeaNIeHHO TOMUM,
TOMWM 1 BETPEHBIM YCMEXOM,
BHMMas B LUYMe U B TULLM
PontaHbe BeyHoe aywiu,
3eBOTY MNOAAB/AS CMEXOM:
BoT Kak y6mn OH BoceMb JieT,
YTpaTta }M3HM NyHLWMK LBeT.

X

B KpacaBwL, OH y3K He BAO6GAsANCA,
A BONIOYMAICA KaK-HUOYab;
OTKaXyT - MUIOM yTellancs;
M3MeHSAT - pag 6bl/1 OTAOXHYTb.
OH ux ucKan 6e3 ynoeHbs,

A ocTaBnan 6e3 coxaneHbs,
YyTb MOMHS MX N060Bb U 3/10CTb.
TaK TOYHO paBHOAYLLUHbIN FOCTb
Ha BUCT BeYEpHUIA NMpUE3KaeT,
CaamnTCA; KOHYMNach mUrpa:

OH ye3xaeT co ABopa,

CroKoMHO AoMa 3acbinaeT

M caM He 3HaeT noyTpy,

Kyaa noeget BBeuepy.

Xl

Ho, nonyuyus nocnaHbe TaHu,
OHEerurH *K1BO TPOHYT Obin:

A3bIK AE€BMYECKMX MEYTAHMM

B HEeM ZiyMbl poeM BO3MYTWJI;

M BCNOMHWUA OH TaTbsAHbI MUJIOM

M 61efHbl UBET U BUA YHbIbIN;

M B CNaloCTHbIN, 6E3rpeLLHbIi COH
JyLiow norpysmsica oH.

BbITb MOXET, l-IyBCTBl/Il\;I nbin CTapMHHbIlri

MM Ha MUHYTY OBNagen;

Ho 06maHyTb OH He xoTen
JloBepuMBOCTb AyLIM HEBUHHOM.
Tenepb Mbl B caji NEpeneTuMm,
['ne BcTtpeTMnach TaTbAHa C HAM.

Xl

MUHYTbI BE OHM MONYasM,

Ho K Hel OHermH nogowen

M MonBuA: "Bbl KO MHE NMcanu,
He oTtnupaiTech. A npoyen
Jylum aoBepUYMBOM NPU3HaHbLA,
J1106BM HEBUHHOM U3IUAHBA;
MHe Balla MCKPEHHOCTb MWUAIA;
OHa B BOJIHEHbE NpuBena
JlaBHO YMO/IKHYBLUME YYBCTBA;
Ho Bac xBanuTb A He xouy;

A 3a Hee Bam oTnavy
Mpu3HaHbeM TaKke 6e3 MCKYCCTBa;
MpumuTeE McnoBeap Moto:

Cebs Ha cy/ Bam 0TAalo0.

9

Well, this was my Eugene's conclusion.
In early youth he'd been the prey

Of every raging mad delusion,

And uncurbed passions ruled the day.
Quite pampered by a life of leisure,
Enchanted with each passing pleasure,
But disenchanted just as quick,

Of all desire at length grown sick,

And irked by fleet success soon after,
He'd hear mid hum and hush alike

His grumbling soul the hours strike,
And smothered yawns with brittle laughter:
And so he killed eight years of youth
And lost life's very bloom, in truth.

10

He ceased to know infatuation, Pursuing belles with
little zest; Refused, he found quick consolation;
Betrayed, was always glad to rest. He sought them out
with no elation And left them too without vexation,
Scarce mindful of their love or spite. Just so a casual
guest at night Drops in for whist and joins routinely;
And then upon the end of play, Just takes his leave and
drives away To fall asleep at home serenely; And in the
morning he won't know What evening holds or where
he'll go.

11

But having read Tatyana's letter, Onegin was
profoundly stirred: Her maiden dreams had helped
unfetter A swarm of thoughts with every word; And he
recalled Tatyana's pallor, Her mournful air, her
touching valour- And then he soared, his soul alight
With sinless dreams of sweet delight. Perhaps an
ancient glow of passion Possessed him for a moment's
sway... But never would he lead astray A trusting soul in
callous fashion. And so let's hasten to the walk Where
he and Tanya had their talk.

12

Some moments passed in utter quiet,
And then Eugene approached and spoke:
‘You wrote to me. Do not deny it.

I've read your words and they evoke

My deep respect for your emotion,

Your trusting soul... and sweet devotion.
Your candour has a great appeal

And stirs in me, | won't conceal,

Long dormant feelings, scarce remembered.
But I've no wish to praise you now;

Let me repay you with a vow

As artless as the one you tendered;

Hear my confession too, | plead,

And judge me both by word and deed.
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XHl

Koraa 6bl }KM3Hb JOMALLHWM KPYrom
A1 orpaHMYMTb 3axoTen;

Korpa 6 MHe 6bITb OTLIOM, Cynpyrom
MpUATHBIN Kpebuit noBenen;

Koraa 6 ceMencTBEHHOM KapTHMHOM
MneHnnCa A XOTb MUT €AWHbIN, -
To, BepHO 6, KpOMe BaC 04HOM
HeBecTbl He MCKan MHOM.

CKaxy 6e3 61eCTOK MapHurasibHbIX:
Hawea mov npexHui naean,

A, BepHo 6, Bac oAHy 136pan

B noapyru fAHeM Momx nevasibHbIX,
Bcero npekpacHoro B 3asor,

M 6bln 6bl CHACTAMB. .. CKONbKO MOr!

XV

Ho A He co3gaH ans 61aXKeHCTBa;
EMy uwyxaa aywa mos;

HanpacHbl BaluM coBepLUEHCTBA:
X BOBCE HEZOCTOMH A.
MoBepbTe (COBECTb B TOM MOPYKOM),
Cynpy:ecTBo Ham 6yzeT MyKoM.
A, CKONbKO HW Nto6KA 6bl Bac,
MpuBbIKHYB, pa3nto6t0 ToTYac;
HayHeTe nnakatb: BalmM C/e3bl
He TpoHyT cepaua moero,

A 6yayT nmwb 6ecnTb ero.
CyamTe X Bbl, Kakue posbl

Ham 3arotoBuT MMmeHewn

U, MOKET 6bITb, HA MHOTO AHEM.

XV

YTO MOXKET 6bITb Ha CBETE XYKe
CeMbM, rae 6eaHas KeHa
[pyCTUT 0 HEAOCTOMHOM MYKe,
1 AHEM 1 BEYEPOM OJHa;

['Ae CKy4HbIM MY3K, €M LeHy 3Has
(Cyapby, ofHaKO X, NPOKAMHaA),
Bcerga HaxmypeH, MoslYanuB,
CepamT U X0N0HO-PEBHMB!
TakoB A. M TOro nb McKanu

Bbl YMCTOM, NAAMEHHOM AYLLOWN,
Koraa c Takoto npocToToi,

C TaKMM YMOM KO MHe nucanu?
YKenu xpebuit Bam TakoM
HasHayeH cTporoto cyab6om?

XVI

MeuTaMm M rogam HeT BO3BpaTa;
He 06HOB/IIO Ayl MOEN. ..

A Bac no6to N1060BbI0 HpaTa
U, MOKET 6BbITb, €LLe HEXHEMN.
MocnywaiTe X MeHs 6e3 rHesa:
CMEHMT He pa3 MJlajas JeBa
MeyTamu nerkue meuTbl;

TaK AepeBLO CBOW JIUCTbI
MeHsieT ¢ KaXkow BECHOK.
TaK BUAHO HEGOM CYKAEHO.
MNMonto6ute Bbl CHOBA: HO...
YyuTecb BNacTBoBaTb CO60H0;
He BcAKWM Bac, Kak A, NOMMET;
K 6eae HeonbITHOCTb BegeT".

XVII

Tak nponoseaoBan EBreHui.
CKBO3b C/1€3 He BMAA HMYETO,
EaBa Abiwa, 6€3 Bo3paXkeHWM,
TaTbsiHa c/ylwiana ero.

13

'Had | in any way desired

To bind with family ties my life;

Or had a happy fate required

That | turn father, take a wife;

Had pictures of domestication

For but one moment held temptation-
Then, surely, none but you alone
Would be the bride I'd make my own.
I'll say without wrought-up insistence
That, finding my ideal in you,

I would have asked you-yes, it's true-
To share my baneful, sad existence,
In pledge of beauty and of good,

And been as happy... as | could!

14

‘But I'm not made for exaltation: My soul's a stranger
to its call; Your virtues are a vain temptation, For I'm
not worthy of them all. Believe me (conscience be your
token): In wedlock we would both be broken. However
much | loved you, dear, Once used to you... I'd cease, |
fear; You'd start to weep, but all your crying Would fail
to touch my heart at all, Your tears in fact would only
gall. So judge yourself what we'd be buying, What roses
Hymen means to send- Quite possibly for years on end!

15

'In all this world what's more perverted
Than homes in which the wretched wife
Bemoans her worthless mate, deserted-
Alone both day and night through life;
Or where the husband, knowing truly
Her worth (yet cursing fate unduly)

Is always angry, sullen, mute-

A coldly jealous, selfish brute!

Well, thus am I. And was it merely

For this your ardent spirit pined

When you, with so much strength of mind,
Unsealed your heart to me so clearly?
Can Fate indeed be so unkind?

Is this the lot you've been assigned?

16

'For dreams and youth there's no returning;
| cannot resurrect my soul.

I love you with a tender yearning,

But mine must be a brother's role.

So hear me through without vexation:
Young maidens find quick consolation-
From dream to dream a passage brief;
Just so a sapling sheds its leaf

To bud anew each vernal season.
Thus heaven wills the world to turn.
You'll fall in love again; but learn...

To exercise restraint and reason,

For few will understand you so,

And innocence can lead to woe.'

17
Thus spake Eugene his admonition. Scarce breathing

and bereft of speech, Gone blind with tears, in full
submission, Tatyana listened to him preach.
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OH nogan pyky en. MevanbHo
(Kak roBopuTCs, MaliMHaIbHO)
TaTbsiHa MONYa onepnach,
[0/10BKOM TOMHOIO CK/IOHACH;
Mownm AoMOM BKpYr Oropoaa;
ABMAMCL BMECTEe, U HUKTO

He B3ayMan MM neHATb Ha TO.
MMeeT cenbckasa cBoboaa
CBOM cyacT/IMBble NpaBa,

Kak 1 HagMeHHaa MocKBa.

XVII

Bbl cornacmtechb, MoOM YMTaTensb,
Y70 0YEHb MM/IO NOCTYNUA

C neyanbHoM TaHEM Hall NpUATENb;
He B nepBbIi pas oH TyT ABUA
Jywm npamoe 61aropoacTso,
XoTs ntoaen Helo6POXOTCTBO

B HeM He Wwaauno Huuero:

Bparu ero, apy3bs ero

(4710, MOXKET 6bITb, OHO M TO Ke)
Ero yecTmau TaK 1 caK.

BparoB umeeT B MMpe BCSK,

Ho ot zpysei cnacu Hac, 6oxe!
YK 3TM MHe Jpy3bA, Apy3bAl

06 HMX HeAapOM BCMOMHU A.

XIX

A uT0? [la TaK. A ycbinaawo
MycTble, YepHble MeYTbl;

A TonbKO B CKOBKax 3amevato,
YTO HeT Npe3peHHOM KNeBeThl,
Ha yepzake BpasieM poXaeHHOM
M cBETCKOM YepHbio 0604pEHHOM,
Y710 HET HeNlenuLbl TaKoM,

Hu 3nurpammbl niowaaHomM,
KoTopo# 6bl Ball Apyr C Y/bIGKOM,
B Kpyry nopaaoyHbix ntogem,

be3 BcAKoM 3106b1 U 3aTEM,

He noBTOpU CTOKpAT OLIMGKOM;
A BnpoYem, OH 3a BacC ropou:

OH Bac TaK JIO6MT... KaK poaHOM!

XX

'M! rM! YuTatenb 61aropogHbin,
3z0poBa /b Balla BCS poaHsA?
Mo3Bo/IbTE: MOXKET 6bITb, YrOAHO
Tenepb y3HaTb Bam OT MeHA,
YT0 3HAYMT MMEHHO POJHbIE.
PoaHble ntoam BOT Kakue:

Mbl MX 06s13aHbI lacKaTb,
JlobMTb, AYLWIEBHO YBaXKaTb

M, no obblvato Hapoaa,

O poxpecTBe Mx HaBeLaTb

Mnn no noyTe nosgpasnsThb,
Y7106 OCTaNbHOE BpeMs roga

He aymanu o HacC OHM...

UTaK, aan 60r UM Joaru gHu!

XXI

3aT0 Nt06OBb KpacaBML, HEXHbIX
HagexHel Apyx6bl M poAcTBa:
Hap Heto 1 cpefib 6ypb MATEXHbIX
Bbl coxpaHseTe npasa.

KoHeyHo TaK. Ho B1Xopb MoApbl,
Ho cBoeHpaBue npupoapl,

Ho MHeHbsA CBETCKOro MoToK...

A MWMAIbIM NON, KaK NyX, NETOK.

He offered her his arm. Despairing, She took it and
with languid bearing ('Mechanically', as people say), She
bowed her head and moved away... They passed the
garden's dark recesses, Arriving home together thus-
Where no one raised the slightest fuss: For country
freedom too possesses Its happy rights... as grand as
those That high and mighty Moscow knows.

18

I know that you'll agree, my reader,

That our good friend was only kind

And showed poor Tanya when he freed her
A noble heart and upright mind.

Again he'd done his moral duty,

But spiteful people saw no beauty

And quickly blamed him, heaven knows!
Good friends no less than ardent foes

(But aren't they one, if they offend us?)
Abused him roundly, used the knife.

Now every man has foes in life,

But from our friends, dear God, defend us!
Ah, friends, those friends! | greatly fear,

| find their friendship much too dear.

19

What's that? Just that. Mere conversation
To lull black empty thoughts awhile;

In passing, though, one observation:
There's not a calumny too vile-

That any garret babbler hatches,

And all the social rabble snatches;

There's no absurdity or worse,

Nor any vulgar gutter verse,

That your good friend won't find delightful,
Repeating it a hundred ways

To decent folk for days and days,

While never meaning to be spiteful;

He's yours, he'll say, through thick and thin:
He loves you so!... Why, you're like kin!

20
Hm, hm, dear reader, feeling mellow?
And are your kinfolk well today?
Perhaps you'd like, you gentle fellow,
To hear what I'm prepared to say
On 'kinfolk' and their implications?
Well, here's my view of close relations:
They're people whom we're bound to prize,
To honour, love, and idolize,
And, following the old tradition,
To visit come the Christmas feast,
Or send a wish by mail at least;
All other days they've our permission
To quite forget us, if they please-
So grant them, God, long life and ease!
21
Of course the love of tender beauties
Is surer far than friends or kin:
Your claim upon its joyous duties
Survives when even tempests spin.
Of course it's so. And yet be wary,
For fashions change, and views will vary,
And nature's made of wayward stuff-
The charming sex is light as fluff.
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K TOMy X M MHeHus cynpyra
Jns no6poseTeNlbHOM KeHbl
Bcerga noyteHHbl 6bITb JOJIXKHbI;
Tak Balla BepHas nogpyra
BblBaeT BMUI yB/IeYeHa:
J1l060BbIO LWYTUT caTaHa.

XX

Koro x nio6uts? KoMy xe Beputb?
KTO He M3MeHUT Ham oauH?

KTo BCe aena, Bce peun meput
YCNnyX/MBO Ha Hall aplimH?

KTo KneBeTbl Npo Hac He ceeT?
KTo Hac 3a6oTnBo neneet?
KoMy nopok Haw He 6ena?

KTO He HaCKy4mT HMKorga?
Mpu3paKa cyeTHbIM UCKaTenb,
TpyZoB HanpacHo He ry6s,
JllobrTte camoro cebs,
JloCTONOYTEHHbBIM MOM YMTaTENb!
MpeaMeT AOCTOMHbIN: HUYEro
Jllo6e3HeN, BEpHO, HET ero.

XXHI

Y10 6bIN10 CNeaCTBMEM CBUAAHBLSA?
YBbI, HE TPYAHO yragaTb!

Jllo6BM 6e3yMHble CTpaZaHbA

He nepecrtanu BosiHoBaTh

Mnagon aywu, nevyanu xagHou;
Hert, nyuwe ctpacTblo 6e30TpajHoM
TaTbsAHa 6efHas ropur;

Ee noctenu coH 6exuT;

3/10poBbe, KM3HU LBET MU CNajoCTb,
YnbibKa, A4EeBCTBEHHbINM MOKOM,
Mponano Bce, 4TO 3BYK NYCTOM,

M MepKHeT MmnoM TaHu MNaLoCTb:
Tak ogeBaeT 6ypu TeHb

EaBa pokaalowmicsa AeHb.

XXIV

YBbl, TaTbAHa yBAJaeT,
BbnepgHeeT, racHeT U MONYMUT!
HuWuTo ee He 3aHMMaeT,

Ee aywu He weBenur.

Kayvas BakHO rosioBoto,
Coceau WenyyT Mex coboto:
Mopa, nopa 6bl 3aMyx en!l..
Ho nonHo. Hago MHe ckopet
PasBecennTtb BoOGpaxKkeHbe
KapTuHOM c4acTMBOM /1106BM.
HeBonbHO, MUJIbIE MOM,
MeHSs CTecHsieT coxaNeHbe;
MpocTrTe MHEe: A TaK Nto6110
TaTbAHy MUy Moto!

XXV

Yac oT Yacy naeHeHHbln 6one
Kpacamu Onbru Monozon,
BnaamMMup cnafocTHoM HeBose
Mpefancs noaHoo AyLON.

OH BEYHO C HeW. B ee nokoe
OHM CUAAT B NOTEMKAX JBOE;
OHM B cagly, pyKa C pyKou,
F'ynsAoT yTpeHHeN nopou;

M 410 %? /I060BbIO YNOEHHBIM,
B cMATEHbe HEXHOro CTbija,
OH TO/IbKO CMeeT MHorAa,
Ynbi6Ko Obrv 0604pEHHbIN,
Pa3BMTbIM JIOKOHOM MrpaTb
Mnb Kparn oaexapl uenosatb.

What's more, the husband's frank opinion
Is bound by any righteous wife

To be respected in this life;

And so your mistress (faithful minion)
May in a trice be swept away:

For Satan treats all love as play.

22

But whom to love? To trust and treasure? Who won't
betray us in the end? And who'll be kind enough to
measure Our words and deeds as we intend? Who won't
sow slander all about us? Who'll coddle us and never
doubt us? To whom will all our faults be few? Who'll
never bore us through and through? You futile,
searching phantom-breeder, Why spend your efforts all
in vain; Just love yourself and ease the pain, My most
esteemed and honoured reader! A worthy object! Never
mind, A truer love you'll never find.

23

But what ensued from Tanya's meeting? Alas, it isn't
hard to guess! Within her heart the frenzied beating
Coursed on and never ceased to press Her gentle soul,
athirst with aching; Nay, ever more intensely quaking,
Poor Tanya burns in joyless throes; Sleep shuns her bed,
all sweetness goes, The glow of life has vanished
starkly; Her health, her calm, the smile she wore- Like
empty sounds exist no more, And Tanya's youth now
glimmers darkly: Thus stormy shadows cloak with grey
The scarcely risen, newborn day.

24

Alas, Tatyana's fading quickly;

She's pale and wasted, doesn't speak!

Her soul, unmoved, grows wan and sickly;
She finds all former pleasures bleak.

The neighbours shake their heads morosely
And whisper to each other closely:

It's time she married... awful waste...'

But that's enough. | must make haste

To cheer the dark imagination

With pictures of a happy pair;

| can't, though, readers, help but care
And feel a deep commiseration;

Forgive me, but it's true, you know,

I love my dear Tatyana so!

25

Each passing hour more captivated

By Olga's winning, youthful charms,
Vladimir gave his heart and waited

To serve sweet bondage with his arms.
He's ever near. In gloomy weather
They sit in Olga's room together;

Or arm in arm they make their rounds
Each morning through the park and grounds.
And so? Inebriated lover,

Confused with tender shame the while
(Encouraged, though, by Olga's smile),
He sometimes even dares to cover
One loosened curl with soft caress

Or kiss the border of her dress.
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XXVI

OH uHorga uuTaet One
HpaBoyuuTe/IbHbIM pomaH,

B KoTopom aBTOp 3HaeT 6one
Mpupoay, yem LLlato6puaH,

A Mexzay Tem ABe, TpM CTpaHULpbI
(MycTble 6pefHA, HEGbINULDI,
OnacHble ana cepaua Aes)

OH nponycKaeT, NoKpacHeB.
YeauHACb OT BCex Janeko,
OHM HaJ WAXMATHOM 1I0CKOM,
Ha cTon o610KoTACh, NOpoW
CnaAT, 3agymaBLIMCb F1y6OKO,
M JIeHCKWIM NeLwKoto lajbto
bepeTt B paccesHbe cBoiO.

XXVII

MoeaeT nv AOMOM, U AoMa

OH 3aHAT ONbroto CBOEN.
JleTyume NMCTKM anbboma
MpunexkHo yKpallaeT em:

To B HUX pUCYeT CeIbCKMU BUbI,

Haarpo6Hbilt KameHb, xpam Kunpuabl,

Mnu Ha nmvpe ronybka

MepoMm M Kpackamu crierka;

To Ha IMCTKax BOCMOMMHAHbA
MoHWke noanmcK apyrmx

OH OCTaB/IfET HEXHbBIM CTUX,
Be3Mo/IBHbINM NaMATHUK MeYTaHbs,
MrHOBEHHOM AyMbl JONTUI Ces,
Bce TOT e nocne MHOrmx net.

XXVII

KoHeuHo, Bbl He pa3 BUAAIM
Ye3aHoM 6apbiluHK anbboM,

Y70 BCE NOAPYKKMU M3Mapan

C KOHUQ, C Ha4asia 1 Kpyrom.
CroZa, Hasno NpaBoOMNMCaHbIo,
CTuxu 6e3 Mepbl, No npejaHblo

B 3HaK Apy»6bl BEPHOM BHECEHDI,
YMEHbLUEHbBI, NMPOAO/IKEHDI.

Ha nepBom /IMCTUKe BCTpevaellb
Qu'ecrirez-vous sur ces tablettes,
U noanuce: t. a v. Annette;

A Ha nocneHeM NMpoymTaellb:
"KT10 nto6buT 6onee TebA,

MNycTb NUweT ganee MeHa".

XXIX

TyT HenpeMeHHo Bbl HalaeTe
[Ba cepaua, daken u LBeTKM;
TyT BEPHO KNATBbI Bbl MpoyTETE
B 0681 A0 rpo60oBOM AOCKM;
KaKon-H16YAb MUUT apMENCKUI

TyT NoAMaxHyN CTULLOK 3/10A€MCKMHM.

B TaKkoM asb6om, MOM Apy3bA,
Mpu3HaTbCA, paj nucatb U 1,
YBepeH 6yayun ayLioto,

Y70 BCAKMIM MOM YCEpAHbIM B340p
3acnyKUT 61aroCKI0HHbIN B30p
M 4TO NOTOM C yNbIGKOM 371010

He cTaHyT BaXKHO pa3bupatb,
OCTpo WMNb HET i MOT COBPATh.

XXX

Ho Bbl, pa3po3HeHHbIe TOMbI

M3 6UBAMOTEKM YepTeH,
BennKkonenHble anb6ombl,
MyyeHbe MoAHbIX prudmaden,
Bbl, yKpalleHHble NMPOBOPHO
TONCTOro KUCTbIO Yy L0TBOPHOM
Mnb bapaTbIHCKOro nepom,
IMycKaM coKKeT Bac 60U rpom!

26

At times he reads her works of fiction- Some moralistic
novel, say, Whose author's powers of depiction Make
Chateaubriand's works seem grey; But sometimes there
are certain pages (Outlandish things, mere foolish
rages, Unfit for maiden's heart or head), Which Lensky,
blushing, leaves unread... They steal away whenever
able And sit for hours seeing naught, Above the
chessboard deep in thought, Their elbows propped upon
the table; Where Lensky with his pawn once took,
Bemused and muddled, his own rook.

27

When he drives home, she still engages His poet's soul,
his artist's mind; He fills her album's fleeting pages With
every tribute he can find: He draws sweet views of
rustic scenery, A Venus temple, graves and greenery;
He pens a lyre... and then a dove, Adds colour lightly
and with love; And on the leaves of recollection,
Beneath the lines from other hands, He plants a tender
verse that stands- Mute monument to fond reflection: A
moment's thought whose trace shall last Unchanged
when even years have passed.

28

I'm sure you've known provincial misses; Their albums
too you must have seen, Where girlfriends scribble
hopes and blisses- From frontside, backside, in
between. With spellings awesome in abusage, Unmetred
lines of hallowed usage Are entered by each would-be
friend- Diminished, lengthened, turned on end. Upon
the first page you'll discover: Qu 'ecrirez-vous sur ces
tablettes? And 'neath it: toute a vous Annette; While on
the last one you'll uncover: 'Who loves you more than |
must sign And fill the page that follows mine.'

29

You're sure to find there decorations: Rosettes, a
torch, a pair of hearts; You'll read, no doubt, fond
protestations: With all my love, till death us parts;
Some army scribbler will have written A roguish rhyme
to tease the smitten. In just such albums, friends, | too
Am quite as glad to write as you, For there, at heart, |
feel persuaded That any zealous vulgar phrase Will earn
me an indulgent gaze, And won't then be evaluated
With wicked grin or solemn eye To judge the wit with
which | lie.

30

But you, odd tomes of haughty ladies,

You gorgeous albums stamped with gilt,

You libraries of darkest Hades

And racks where modish rhymesters wilt,

You volumes nimbly ornamented

By Tolstoy's* magic brush, and scented

By Baratynsky's pen-I vow:Let God's own lightning
strike you now!
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Korga 6amctatenbHas fjama
MHe cBoM in-quarto nogaer,

M apoxb U 310CTb MEHA GeperT,
M weBenuTca anurpamma

Bo rny6uHe moen aylum,

A Magpurasnbl UM nMLu!

XXXI

He magpuranbl JIEHCKMM nuweT
B anb6ome Onbr MOIOAOM;
Ero nepo n060Bbi0 AbILUNT,

He xnagHo 651eweT oCcTpoToM;
YTO HM 3aMeTHT, HU YCAbILKT
06 Onbre, OH Npo TO U NULLET:
M, NOJIHbI UCTUHDI KMBOM,
TeKyT 3/1ervn pexkon.

TaK Tbl, fI3bIKOB BJOXHOBEHHbIMN,
B nopbiBax cepaua cBoero,
Moelwb 6or BeJaeT Koro,

M1 cBOA 31€ruit AparoueHHbIN
MpeacTaBUT HeKoraa Tebe

Bcto nosecTb o TBoOEM cyabbe.

XXXII

Ho tmwe! Cabiwmiub? KpUTUK CTpormm

MNoseneBaeT c6poCUTL Ham
Jneruu BEHOK y60rum,

M Hawew 6paTbe pucbmayam
KpnuuT: "Jla nepecraHbTe naakatb,
M Bce 0AHO M TO e KBaKaTb,
XaneTtb 0 npexHeM, 0 GblIOM:
JloBo/ibHO, no#Te o Apyrom!"

- Tbl NpaB, U BEPHO HaM YKaKellb
Tpyby, MUYUHY U KMHXKan,

M MbiCieM MepPTBbIM KanmTan
OTBCIOAY BOCKPECUTb MPUKaXeLb:
He TaKk nn, apyr? - HuuyTb. Kyaa!
"MuwunTe ogbl, rocnoaa,

XXX

Kak nx nucann B MOLLHbI roabl,
Kak 6b110 BcTapb 3aBefeHo..."

- OaHM TOpXKeCTBEHHbIe oAbl!

W1, nonHo, Apyr; He BCe Nib paBHO?
MpMNOMHK, 4TO CKasan caTUpuK!
"Yy)KOro To/IKa" XUTPbIM IMPUK
Yskenu ansa 1ebs CHOCHEN
YHbINbIX HALMX prdmaden? -
"Ho Bce B 3n1€rMn HUYTOXHO;
Myctan uenb ee xanka;

Mex TeM Lenib 0/l BbICOKa

M 6naropogHa..." TyT 6bl MOXHO
Mocnoputb Ham, HO A MONYY:
/lBa BeKa CCOpUTb He Xouy.

XXXIV

MOKNOHHUK CcnaBsbl M CBOGOADI,

B BONHEHbE BYPHBIX AYM CBOMX,
Bnagumup v nucan 6bl ofpl,

Jla Onbra He ynTana mx.
Cnyyanocb M No3TaM C/Ie3HbIM
YuTtaTb B rnasa CBOMM JIl06€3HBIM
Csoun TBOpeHbA? [oBOPAT,

Y70 B MMpE BbilLE HET Harpaga.

M BNpaMm, 61axeH N060BHUK CKPOMHbIN,

YuTatolwmi MeyTbl CBOM

MpeameTy neceH u N6BMU,
KpacaBuue npusaTHO-TOMHOM!
BnaKeH... XoTb, MOXKET 6bITb, OHa
CoBCeM UHbIM pasB/ieyeHa.

Whenever dazzling ladies proffer
Their quartos to be signed by me,

| tremble with malicious glee;

My soul cries out and longs to offer
An epigram of cunning spite-

But madrigals they'll have you write!

31

No madrigals of mere convention Does Olga's Lensky
thus compose; His pen breathes love, not pure
invention Or sparkling wit as cold as prose; Whatever
comes to his attention Concerning Olga, that he'll
mention; And filled with truth's own vivid glows A
stream of elegies then flows.* Thus you, Yazykov,* with
perfection, With all the surgings of your heart, Sing God
knows whom in splendid art- Sweet elegies, whose full
collection Will on some future day relate The uncut
story of your fate.

32

But hush! A strident critic rises

And bids us cast away the crown

Of elegy in all its guises

And to our rhyming guild calls down:
'Have done with all your lamentations,
Your endless croakings and gyrations

On "former days" and "times of yore";
Enough now! Sing of something more!'
You're right. And will you point with praises
To trumpet, mask, and dagger* too,

And bid us thuswise to renew

Our stock of dead ideas and phrases?

Is that it, friend?-'Far from it. Nay!

Write odes,* good sirs, write odes, | say...

33

‘The way they did in former ages, Those mighty years
still rich in fame..." Just solemn odes?... On all our
pages?! Oh come now, friend, it's all the same. Recall
the satirist, good brother, And his sly odist in The
Other* Do you find him more pleasing, pray, Than our
glum rhymesters of today?... 'Your elegy lacks all
perception, Its want of purpose is a crime; Whereas the
ode has aims sublime.' One might to this take sharp
exception, But I'll be mute. | don't propose To bring two
centuries to blows.

34

By thoughts of fame and freedom smitten, Vladimir's
stormy soul grew wings; What odes indeed he might
have written, But Olga didn't read the things. How oft
have tearful poets chances To read their works before
the glances Of those they love? Good sense declares
That no reward on earth compares. How blest, shy
lover, to be granted To read to her for whom you long:
The very object of your song, A beauty languid and
enchanted! Ah, blest indeed... although it's true, She
may be dreaming not of you.
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XXXV

Ho A nnoabl MOMX MEYTaHWMI
M rapMOHMYECKMX 3aTeM
YuTaro TONIbKO CTapoi HsHe,
Moapyre OHOCTM MoEM,

Jla nocne ckyyHoro obesa
Ko MHe 3abpeguero coceaa,
MoMmaB HeXAaHHO 3a noJy,
[Aywy Tpareauen B yray,
Mnn (Ho 3TO KpoMe LLYTOK),
TocKoi U pudmamm TOMUM,
Bbpoas Hag 03epoM MOoUM,
Myrato cTafjo AMKKX YTOK:
BHSIB NeHbI0 C/IaKO3BYYHbIX CTPOd,
OHu cnetaloT ¢ 6eperos.

XXXVI. XXXVII

A 4To X OHernH? Kcratu, 6patba!
TepneHbs Balero npouwy:

Ero BceAHEBHbIE 3aHATbA

A BaM nopo6HO onuLuy.

OHErurH K11 aHAXOPETOM:

B ceagbMOM 4Yacy BCcTaBasl OH 1e€TOM
M oTnpaBnsacs Hanerke

K 6erywieit nog ropon peke;
MNeBuy MNonbHapbl Nnogpaxas,

Celi TennecnoHT nepensibiBan,
MoToM cBo¥ Kode BbinmBan,
Mnoxo ypHan nepe6upas,

N opeBancs...

XXXV XXXIX

Mporynku, YteHbe, COH ry6OKOM,
JlecHasi TeHb, KypyaHbe CTpyH,
Mopo# 6ensiHKM YepHOOKOM
MNagon u ceexumi nouenyn,
Y34e Noc/yWHbIA KOHb PeTUBbIN,
06ep A0BO/IbHO NPUXOT/IUBbLIN,
ByTblnKa cBETNI0rO BMHa,
YeauHeHbe, TUWMHA:

BoT »M3Hb OHernHa cATas;

M HeYyBCTBUTE/NIBHO OH €M
Mpepancs, KpacHbIX NETHUX AHEN
B 6ecneyHoi Here He cumTas,
3a6bIB 1 ropoa, 1 Apy3en,

M CKYKY NpasaHWUYHbIX 3aTEN.

XL

Ho Hawe ceBepHoe neTo,
KapurkaTtypa 0XHbIX 3UM,
MenbKHeT 1 HeT: U3BECTHO 3TO,
XOTb Mbl MPU3HATLCA HE XOTUM.

YK He60o OoCeHblo AplLiasno,

YK pexe ConHbIWKO 61cTano,
Kopoue cTtaHoBUICA A€Hb,

JlecoB TaMHCTBEHHAsA CeHb

C nevyanbHbIM LYMOM O6Haxanacb,
JloXknnca Ha nons TyMaH,

lycel KpUMKNMBBIX KapaBaH
TAHYNCA K tory: npubAnKanacob
JloBO/IbHO CKy4Has nopa;

CToan HOAGPb YK y ABOpa.

35

But | my fancy's fruits and flowers

(Those dreams and harmonies | tend)

Am quite content to read for hours

To my old nurse, my childhood's friend;

Or sometimes after dinners dreary,

When some good neighbour drops in weary-

I'll corner him and catch his coat

And stuff him with the play | wrote;

Or else (and here I'm far from jesting),

When off beside my lake | climb-

Beset with yearning and with rhyme-

| scare a flock of ducks from resting;

And hearing my sweet stanzas soar,

They flap their wings and fly from shore.
36*
And as | watch them disappearing, A hunter hidden in the
brush Damns poetry for interfering And, whistling, fires with a
rush. Each has his own preoccupation, His favourite sport or
avocation: One aims a gun at ducks on high; One is entranced
by rhyme as I; One swats at flies in mindless folly; One dreams
of ruling multitudes; One craves the scent that war exudes;
One likes to bask in melancholy; One occupies himself with
wine: And good and bad all intertwine.
37
But what of our Eugene this while? Have patience,
friends, | beg you, pray; I'll tell it all in detailed style
And show you how he spent each day. Onegin lived in
his own heaven: In summer he'd get up by seven And,
lightly clad, would take a stroll Down to the stream
below the knoll. Gulnare's proud singer* his example,
He'd swim across this Hellespont; Then afterwards, as
was his wont, He'd drink his coffee, sometimes sample
The pages of some dull review, And then he'd dress...

(38) 39

Long rambles, reading, slumber's blisses,
The burbling brook, the wooded shade,
At times the fresh and youthful kisses

Of white-skinned, dark-eyed country maid;
A horse of spirit fit to bridle,

A dinner fanciful and idle,

A bottle of some sparkling wine,
Seclusion, quiet-these, in fine,

Were my Onegin's saintly pleasures,

To which he yielded one by one,

Unmoved to count beneath the sun

Fair summer's days and careless treasures,
Unmindful too of town or friends

And their dull means to festive ends.

40

Our northern summers, though, are versions
Of southern winters, this is clear;
And though we're loath to cast aspersions,
They seem to go before they're here!

The sky breathed autumn, turned and darkled;
The friendly sun less often sparkled;

The days grew short and as they sped,

The wood with mournful murmur shed

Its wondrous veil to stand uncovered;

The fields all lay in misty peace;

The caravan of cackling geese

Turned south; and all around there hovered
The sombre season near at hand;

November marched across the land.
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XLI

BcTaeT 3aps BO Mr/ie X0N04HON;
Ha HuBax WymM paboT yMOJK;

C cBOEM BONUYMXOIO FOSI0AHOM
BbIx0AWT Ha Jopory BOJIK;

Ero noyys, KOHb JOPOXKHbIM
XpanuT - U NYTHUK OCTOPO3KHbIN
HeceTcsa B ropy Bo Becb Ayx;
Ha yTpeHHel 3ape nactyx

He roHuT yX KOpoB U3 X/1eBa,

M B Yac NonyAeHHbIN B KPYKOK
MX He 30BET €ro poXoK;

B u36bywke pacnesas, aesa {23}
Mpaget, U, 3MMHUX ApYyr HOYeM,
TpewmT NyunHKa nepes Heu.

XLII

M BOT y:e TpeljaT MOpo3bl

M cepebpaTca cpeab noneu. ..
(YuTaTennb KaeT yxK pudMbl po3bl;
Ha, BoT BO3bMM ee cKopei!)
OnpATHEN MOAHOrO NapkeTa
bauctaeT peyka, bJoM ogeTa.
MasibumLieK pagocTHbIM Hapoa {24}
KoHbKaMM 3BY4YHO pexeT nej;

Ha KpacHbIX /lanKkax rycb TAXesbii,
3aZymaB MbiTb MO JIOHY BOA,
Ctynaet 6epexHo Ha nej,
CKO/Ib3UT U NajaeT; Becenbli
MenbKaeT, BbeTCA NepBbii CHer,
3Be3gamMm najas Ha o6per.

XLIN

B raywum yto Aenatb B 3Ty nopy?
F'ynAtb? [lepeBHA ToM Nopom
HeBo/IbHO ZIOKYYaeT B3opy
0AHO06pa3HOM HAroToM.

CKaKaTb BEPXOM B CTEMMU CYypOBOM?
Ho KOHb, NpUTYNAeHHOM NMOAKOBOM
HeBepHbliit 3auennsas ned,

Toro v Xau, 4to ynagerT.

Cuay oA KpoBAe NyCTbIHHOM,
Yuran: BoT Mpaar, BoT W. Scott.
He xouelwb? - noBepsn pacxoa,
Cepamch Mb NeN, 1 BeYep A/IMHHBIN
KoM-KaKk nponaert, a 3aBTpa TOX,
M cnaBHO 3MMy NpoBejeLlb.

XLIV

MpaAmbiM OHernH Yunba-Iaponbaom
Baanca B 3alyMUMBYIO NIEHb:

Co CHa CaauTCs B BaHHY CO /IbJIOM,
M nocne, aoma Uenbii AeHb,
OfMH, B pacyeTbl MOrpyeHHbIN,
TynbIM KMEM BOOPYIKEHHDIN,

OH Ha 6u/ibApae B ABa Lwapa
Mrpaet ¢ camoro yTpa.

HactaHeT Beyep AepeBeHCKUM:
BuAbApA oCTaBNEeH, KM 3a6bIT,
Mepes KAMMHOM CTOJ1 HAKpbIT,
EBreHui xaeT: BoT eaet JIeHCKMi
Ha Tpolike Yanbix fiolwagen;
[JaBalt o6eaatb nockopen!

XLV

Baosbl Knnko nnm Moata
BbnarocnoseHHoe BUHO

B 6yTblsIKe Mep3/I0M AN No3Ta
Ha cton ToTyac npuHeceHo.
OHo cBepkaeT MnokpeHon; {25}
OHO CBOEM MrpoM M neHoM
(Mopobuem Toro-cero)

MeHsa nneHsno: 3a Hero
Mocnearui 6eaHbIN nenT, 6biBaso,
Aasan a. NloMHuTe Nb, Apy3bA?

41

The dawn arises cold and cheerless;

The empty fields in silence wait;

And on the road... grown lean and fearless,
The wolf appears with hungry mate;
Catching the scent, the road horse quivers
And snorts in fear, the traveller shivers
And flies uphill with all his speed;

No more at dawn does shepherd need

To drive the cows outside with ringing;
Nor does his horn at midday sound

The call that brings them gathering round.
Inside her hut a girl is singing,

And by the matchwood's crackling light
She spins away the wintry night.

42

The frost already cracks and crunches; The fields are
silver where they froze... (And you, good reader, with
your hunches, Expect the rhyme, so take it-Rose!) No
fine parquet could hope to muster The ice-clad river's
glassy lustre; The joyous tribe of boys berates And cuts
the ice with ringing skates; A waddling red-foot goose
now scurries To swim upon the water's breast; He
treads the ice with care to test... And down he goes!
The first snow flurries Come flitting, flicking, swirling
round To fall like stars upon the ground.

43

But how is one, in this dull season,

To help the rural day go by?

Take walks? The views give little reason,
When only bareness greets the eye.

Go ride the steppe's harsh open spaces?
Your mount, if put to try his paces

On treacherous ice in blunted shoe,

Is sure to fall... and so will you.

So stay beneath your roof... try reading:
Here's Pradt* or, better, Walter Scott!
Or check accounts. You'd rather not?
Then rage or drink... Somehow proceeding,
This night will pass (the next one too),
And grandly you'll see winter through!

44

Childe Harold-like, Onegin ponders,
Adrift in idle, slothful ways;
From bed to icy bath he wanders,
And then at home all day he stays,
Alone, and sunk in calculation,
His only form of recreation-
The game of billiards, all day through,
With just two balls and blunted cue.
But as the rural dusk encroaches,
The cue's forgot, the billiards fade;
Before the hearth the table's laid.
He waits... At last his guest approaches:
It's Lensky's troika, three fine roans;
‘Come on, let's dine, my stomach groans!'

45
Moet, that wine most blest and heady, Or Veuve Cliquot, the
finest class, Is brought in bottle chilled and ready And set
beside the poet's glass. Like Hippocrene* it sparkles brightly, It
fizzes, foams, and bubbles lightly (A simile in many ways); It
charmed me too, in other days: For its sake once, | squandered
gladly My last poor pence... remember, friend?
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Ero Bosiwe6Hasa cTpya
Poxkgana rnynocrel He mano,
A CKONbKO LUYTOK U CTUXOB,

M cnopos, 1 Becenbix CHOB!

XLVI

Ho “3meHseT neHoM WwymHoM
OHO KenyaKy Moemy,

M 2 bopao 61aropasymHbii

Y HblHYe npejnoyen emy.

K Au A 6osblie He cnocobe;
Au Nt060BHULE NOA06EH
Bnectawen, BETpEHOM, KUBOM,
M cBOEHpaBHOM, U NYCTOM. ..
Ho Tbi, bopao, nogobeH apyry,
KoTopbiH, B rope u B 6ege,
ToBapuLy 3aBcerga, Besge,
[OTOB HaM OKasaTb yCayry

Mnb TMXUIA pa3aennTb A0CYr.
Ja 3apascTtByeT bopgo, Haw apyr!

XLVII

OroHb MOTyX; efBa 30J1010
MoAepHyT yroab 30/10TOM;

EaBa 3aMeTHoIo CcTpyeto

BueTcs nap, v TennoTom

KaMuH 4yTb AbiwMT. [biM U3 TPYGOK
B Tpy6y yxoaut. CBET/bIM Ky6OK
Ewe wunut cpeam ctona.
BeuepHsaa HaxoAWT Mrna...
(Jlobnto A ApyKeCKMe Bpaku

M apyxeckui 6okan BUHa
Mopoto ToM, YTO Ha3BaHa

Mopa mMex Bo/Ka 1 COBaKM,

A noyemy, He BMXKY f.)

Tenepb 6ecefyloT Apy3ba:

XLVII

"Hy, 4yto cocegkn? Yto TatbaAHa?
Yto Onbra pessas 1BoA?"

- Hanet ewe MHe noncrakaHa...
[l0BO/IbHO, MUJIbIN... BCA ceMbs
340poBa; KNaHATbCA BeNeNN.
AX, MMAIbIM, KaK NnoxopoLuenu

Y Onbrut nneuu, 4To 3a rpyab!
Yro 3a aywa!... Koraa-Hmbyap
3aesieM K HUM; Tbl UX 0BsAXKELb;
A TO, MOM Apyr, CyAu Tbl CaMm:
/lBa pasa 3arnisHys, a Tam

Y K HUM U HOCY He MOoKaKeLlb.
[la BOT... KakoM xe s 60nBaH!
Tbl K HUM Ha TOM Heaene 3BaH.

XLIX

"A? - Aa, TaTbAHbI MMEHWUHBI
B cy660T1y. OneHbka M MaTtb
Benenu 3Batb, M HET NPUYMHDI
Tebe Ha 30B He npuesxatb. -
"Ho Kyya 6byzeT Tam Hapoay

M Bcakoro Takoro copogy..."

- U, HuKoro, yBepeH !

KTo 6yzeT TaM? cBoA ceMbs.
Moenem, caenait oponKeHbe!

Hy, uto *? - "CornaceH". - Kak Tbl Mun! -

Mpu c1x cnoBax OH ocyLInA
CTaKaH, cocesike NpUHOLEHbE,
MoTom pa3roBopuacA BHOBb
Mpo Onbry: TakoBa /1t060Bb!

Its magic stream brought forth no end Of acting foolish, raving
madly, And, oh, how many jests and rhymes, And arguments,
and happy times!

46

But all that foamy, frothy wheezing Just plays my
stomach false, | fear; And nowadays | find more
pleasing Sedate Bordeaux's good quiet cheer. Ai* | find
is much too risky, Ai is like a mistress-frisky, Vivacious,
brilliant... and too light. But you, Bordeaux, | find just
right; You're like a comrade, ever steady, Prepared in
trials or in grief To render service, give relief; And
when we wish it, always ready To share a quiet
evening's end. Long live Bordeaux, our noble friend!

47

The fire goes out; the coal, still gleaming,
Takes on a film of ash and pales;

The rising vapours, faintly streaming,

Curl out of sight; the hearth exhales

A breath of warmth. The pipe smoke passes
Up chimney flue. The sparkling glasses
Stand fizzing on the table yet;

With evening's gloom, the day has set...
(I'm fond of friendly conversation

And of a friendly glass or two

At dusk or entre chien et loup*-

As people say without translation,

Though why they do, | hardly know).

But listen as our friends speak low:

48

‘And how are our dear neighbours faring? Tatyana and
your Olga, pray?... ' 'Just half a glass, old boy, be
sparing... The family's well, | think I'd say; They send you
greetings and affection... Oh, God, my friend, what
sheer perfection In Olga's breast! What shoulders too!
And what a soul!... Come visit, do! You ought to, really...
they'll be flattered; Or judge yourself how it must look-
You dropped in twice and closed the book; Since then,
it seems, they've hardly mattered. In fact... Good Lord,
my wits are bleak! You've been invited there next
week!'

49

‘Tatyana's name-day celebration Is Saturday. Her
mother's sent (And Olga too!) an invitation; Now don't
refuse, it's time you went."' 'There'll be a crush and lots
of babble And all that crowd of local rabble.' 'Why not
at all, they just intend To have the family, that's all,
friend; Come on, let's go, do me the favour!" 'Alright, I'll
go.' 'Well done, first class!" And with these words he
drained his glass In toast to his attractive neighbour...
And then waxed voluble once more In talk of Olga.
Love's a bore!
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L

OH Becen 6bin. Ypes age Hepenm
HasHaueH 6bin CHACT/IMBbIN CPOK.
M TaliHa 6payHblg NocTenu,

M cnagocTHoM Nto6BU BEHOK

Ero BOCTOproe oxuzanu.

T'MMeHa X110MoTbl, Nevanu,

3eBOThbl XN1a4HasA Ypeaa

EMy He CHM/IMCb HMKOrAa.

Mex TeM Kak Mbl, Bparn N'meHa,

B ZlOMalUHEN KM3HM 3pMM OAMH
Pspa yTOMUTENbHBIX KApTHH,

PomaH Bo BKyce JladoHTeHa... {26}
Mot 6eaHbIN JIEHCKMM, cepALEM OH
[N OHOM XM3HM 6bl1 POXKAEH.

LI

OH 6bln II06MM. .. NO KpalrHen mepe
Tak fyman oH, M 6bl1 CHACT/IMB.
CToKpaT 6naxeH, KTo npefaH Bepe,
KT0, XNnafHbiM YM YrOMOHMB,
MoKouTcAa B cepaeyHoi Here,

KaK nbsAHbIM NYTHUK Ha HoYsere,
Mnu, HeXXHeM, KaK MOTbIIEK,

B BECEHHMI BNUBLUMICSA LIBETOK;

Ho KanoK TOT, KTO BCE MpeABMAuT,
Ybsi HE KPYKMUTCA ro/1oBa,

KTo Bce ABM:KeHbS, BCe C/I0Ba

B vx nepeBose HEHABUAMT,

Ybe cepaue onbiT oCTyAmA

M 3abbiBaTbCA 3anpeTul

TNABA NATAA

0, He 3HaM CUX CTPALLHbIX CHOB
Tbl, Mo CeeTnaHa!

YKyKOBCKMM.

|

B TOT rog oceHHsis noroaa
Crosna Josro Ha ABsope,

3uMbI XJana, xaana npupoja.
CHer BbInan TO/IbKO B fiHBape

Ha TpeTbe B HoYb. MPOCHYBLIMCbL paHo,

B okHo yBMAena TaTbAHa
MoyTpy no6eneslumit aBop,
KypTWHbI, KpoBAK 1 3a60p,

Ha cteknax nerkue y3opsl,
JlepeBbA B 31MHeM cepebpe,
Copok BecenbIx Ha ABope

M MArKo ycT/iaHHbIE ropbl
31MbI 6/1MCTaTENIbHBIM KOBPOM.
Bce apko, Bce 6e10 Kpyrom.

3umal.. KpecTbsiHMH, TOpKecTBys,
Ha fpoBHAX 06HOBAAET NyThb;
Ero nowagka, cHer nouys,
MneTteTcs pbicbto KaK-HUGYAb;
Bpazabl nywmcTble B3pbiBas,
JleTUT KNbuTKa yaanas;

AMWKMK cManT Ha 0byyKe

B Tynyne, B KpacHOM KyLuake.
BoT 6eraeT ABOPOBbLIM MaslbuMK,
B canasku Ky4ky nocaams,
Cebs B KOHA Npeobpasus;
LLlanyH yX 3aMOpO3uA NasibumK:
EMy 1 60/IbHO M CMELLHO,

A MaTb rpo3uT eMy B OKHO...

50

So Lensky soared as he awaited His wedding day two
weeks ahead; With joy his heart anticipated The
mysteries of the marriage bed And love's sweet crown
of jubilations. But Hymen's cares and tribulations, The
frigid, yawning days to be, He never pictured once, not
he. While we, the foes of Hymen's banner, Perceive full
well that home life means But one long string of dreary
scenes- In Lafontaine's* insipid manner. But my poor
Lensky, deep at heart, Was born to play this very part.

51

Yes, he was loved... beyond deceiving...
Or so at least with joy he thought.

Oh, blest is he who lives believing,

Who takes cold intellect for naught,

Who rests within the heart's sweet places
As does a drunk in sleep's embraces,

Or as, more tenderly I'd say,

A butterfly in blooms of May;

But wretched he who's too far-sighted,
Whose head is never fancy-stirred,

Who hates all gestures, each warm word,
As sentiments to be derided,

Whose heart... experience has cooled
And barred from being loved... or fooled!

Chapter 5

Oh, never know these frightful dreams, My dear
Svetlana!
Zhukovsky

1

The fall that year was in no hurry, And nature seemed
to wait and wait For winter. Then, in January, The
second night, the snow fell late. Next day as dawn was
just advancing, Tatyana woke and, idly glancing, Beheld
outdoors a wondrous sight: The roofs, the yard, the
fence-all white; Each pane a fragile pattern showing;
The trees in winter silver dyed, Gay magpies on the
lawn outside, And all the hilltops soft and glowing With
winter's brilliant rug of snow- The world all fresh and
white below.

Ah, wintertime!... The peasant, cheerful,
Creates a passage with his sleigh;

Aware of snow, his nag is fearful,

But shambles somehow down the way.

A bold kibitka skips and burrows

And ploughs a trail of fluffy furrows;
The driver sits behind the dash

In sheepskin coat and scarlet sash.

And here's a household boy gone sleighing-
His Blackie seated on the sled,

While he plays horse and runs ahead;
The rascal froze his fingers, playing,
And laughs out loud between his howls,
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Ho, MoeT 6bITb, Takoro posa
KapTuHbl Bac He NpUBNEKYT:

Bce 310 HM3Kas npupoaa;
M3ALHOro He MHOrO TyT.
CorpeTblili B4OXHOBEHbS 6OTOM,
Jlpyrovi nosT poCKOLUHbIM C/IOFOM
YKvBonMcan Ham nepBbii cHer

M BCe OTTEHKM 3UMHMX Her; {27}
OH Bac NNE€HNT, A B TOM YBEPEH,
Pucys B nnameHHbIX cTMxax
Mporynku TakHble B CaHsX;

Ho 5 60poTbcs He HamepeH

HW € HUM NOKamecT, HM C TOGOM,
MeBey duHAAHAKM monogom! {28}

v

TaTtbsAHa (pyccKas AyLioto,
Cama He 3Had noyemy)

C ee X0/10[}HOI0 Kpacoto
Jlio6rna pyccKkyto 3umy,

Ha conHue MHMI B A€Hb MOPO3HbIN,
M canu, v 3apeto nosgHom
CusAHbe po30BbIX CHErOB,

M My KpeLleHCKMX BEYepoB.
Mo cTapuHe Top:kecTBoBaM

B ux gome 371 Beuepa:
CnysKaHKM Co BCEro Bopa
Mpo 6apbilweHb CBOMX raganm
M UM CynMAM KaxkabiM rog
My3KbEB BOEHHbIX U MOXO0A,.

\

TaTbsiHa Bepmia npeiaHbsm
MpocTOHApPOAHOM CTapuHbl,

M CHaM, M KapTOUYHbIM ralaHbAM,
M npeackasaHUAM NyHbl.

Ee TPeBOXUAM NPUMETHI;
TauHCTBEHHO el BCe NpeameTbl
lMpoBo3rnawanu 4To-HUbYp,
MpeauyBCTBUA TECHUM TPYAb.
YKeMaHHbIM KOT, Ha neyke cnas,
MypAblya, Nanko# pbiibLe MblI:
TO HECOMHEHHbIM 3HaK e 6bl,
Yro epyT roctu. Bapyr yBuan
Mnagon ABYpOrui MK NyHbl

Ha He6e c neBoM CTOPOHbI,

Vi

OHa gpoxana 1 bnegHena.
Koraa x nagyyas 3se3ga

Mo Heby TeMHOMY neTena

M paccbinanacs, - Torga

B cmATeHbe TaHs Toponuaace,
Moka 3Be3ja elye Katuaach,
*enaHbe cepaua en wenHyTb.
Koraa cnyyanoch rae-Hméyab
E/ BCTPETUTbL YEPHOro MOHaxa
Mnb GbICTPbINM 3asAL, MEX Monen
Mepe6eran gopory eu,

He 3Has, 4To HayaTb CO cTpaxa,
MpeadyBCTBUIM rOPECTHBIX NOJIHA,
Xpana HecyacTbs YK OHa.

Vi

Y10 ? TalHy npenectb Haxoauna
M B caMoM yrKace oHa:

TaK Hac npupoja coTBOpUNA,

K npoTMBYypeumio CKIOHHa.
Hactanu cBATKM. To-TO pagocTb!
[apgaeT BeTpeHaa MnajocTb,
KoTopolt HMyero He xab,

Mepea KOTOPOM XM3HM Aanb

While through the glass his mother scowls.
3

But you, perhaps, are not attracted By pictures of this
simple kind, Where lowly nature is enacted And nothing
grand or more refined. Warmed by the god of
inspiration, Another bard in exaltation Has painted us
the snow new-laid And winter's joys in every shade.* I'm
sure you'll find him most engaging When he, in flaming
verse, portrays Clandestine rides in dashing sleighs; But
I have no intent of waging A contest for his crown... or
thine, Thou bard of Finland's maid divine!*

4

Tatyana (with a Russian duty That held her heart, she
knew not why) Profoundly loved, in its cold beauty, The
Russian winter passing by: Crisp days when sunlit
hoarfrost glimmers, The sleighs, and rosy snow that
shimmers In sunset's glow, the murky light That wraps
about the Yuletide night. Those twelfthtide eves, by old
tradition, Were marked at home on their estate: The
servant maids would guess the fate Of both young girls
with superstition; Each year they promised, as before,
Two soldier husbands and a war.

Tatyana heeded with conviction All ancient folklore
night and noon, Believed in dreams and card prediction,
And read the future by the moon. All signs and portents
quite alarmed her, All objects either scared or charmed
her With secret meanings they'd impart; Forebodings
filled and pressed her heart. If her prim tomcat sat
protected Atop the stove to wash and purr, Then this
was certain sign to her That guests were soon to be
expected; Or if upon her left she'd spy A waxing
crescent moon on high,

6

Her face would pale, her teeth would chatter.
Or when a shooting star flew by
To light the sombre sky and shatter
In fiery dust before her eye,
She'd hurry and, in agitation,
Before the star's disintegration,
Would whisper it her secret prayer.
Or if she happened anywhere
To meet a black-robed monk by error,
Or if amid the fields one day
A fleeing hare would cross her way,
She'd be quite overcome with terror,
As dark forebodings filled her mind
Of some misfortune ill defined.
7
Yet even in these same afflictions
She found a secret charm in part:
For nature-fond of contradictions-
Has so designed the human heart.
The holy days are here. What gladness!...
Bright youth divines, not knowing sadness,
With nothing that it must regret,
With all of life before it yet-




Eugene Onegin by Alexander Pushkin Translated from Russian into English by JAMES E. FALEN Russian-English parallel text 46

JlexuT ceeTna, He0603pUMa;
lalaeT CTapoCTb CKBO3b OYKM
Y rpo60oBoi CBOEM AOCKM,

Bce notepsB HEBO3BPaTMMO;

M Bce paBHO: HaZEXaa UM
JIKET EeTCKMM IENETOM CBOUM.

VIl

TaTbsAHa Nt06OMbITHLIM B30POM
Ha BOCK NOTONNEHHbIN MNAAUT:
OH YyAHO BbUIMTBIM Y30POM

El 4TO-TO YyaHOE rnacur;

13 6nt04a, NoJIHOro BOZOH0,
BbIX0AAT KOMbLbl Yepeaoto;

M BbIHY/IOCb KONIEYKO €M

Moz NeceHKy CTapMHHbIX AHEN:
"TaM MYXWYKM-TO BCe boraTbl,
pe6yT nonato cepe6po;
KoMy noem, Tomy a06po

M cnasa!" Ho cynuT yTpathbl
Cel NecHW anoCTHbIM Hanes;
Mwunen KowypKa cepauy aes {29}.

IX

Mopo3Ha Houb, Bce He6O ACHO;
CBeTUN HeGECHBIX AMBHbBIM XOP
TeyeT TaK TMXO, TaK COrNacHo...
TaTbsiHa Ha LUMPOKOM ABOP

B OTKpbITOM NAaTbuLE BbIXOAMT,
Ha mecsu 3epkano HaBoAMT;

Ho B TeMHOM 3epKane ofHa
JpoXUT nevasibHas NyHa...

Yy... CHEr XpYCTMT... MPOXOXMI1; AeBa

K HeMy Ha upInoyKax neTuT,

M ronocok ee 3ByumnT

HexkHel CBMpesbHOro HaneBsa:
Kak Bawe umsa? {30} CMOTpUT OH
M oTBeyvaeT: AradoH.

X

TaTbAHa, NO COBETY HAHMU
C6MpasAcb HOYbIO BOPOXMTb,
THUXOHBbKO NMpuKasana B 6aHe

Ha gBa npr6opa CTON HaKpbiTh;

Ho ctano crpawHo Bapyr TatbsHe...
M a - npn Mbican o CBeTnaHe

MHe cTano cTpawHo - TaK 1 6biTb...
C TaTbsHOM HaM HE BOPOXKMTb.
TaTbsiHA MOACOK LLIEJIKOBbIN

CHAna, pasgenach U B MocTesb
Jlerna. Hag Heto BbeTcA Jlenb,

A noA noAayLLKo NyxoBoM
JleBMYbe 3epKasio NEXUT.

Ytuxno Bce. TaTbsiHa CNUT.

XIN CHUTCA YyZHbIM COH TaTbsHe.
Elt cHuTCA, 6yaTto 6bl OHa

MaeT no cHerosow nonsHe,
MeYyanbHOM MrI0M OKpYKEHa;

B cyrpo6ax CHeXHbIX nepes Heko
LYMUT, KTYBUT BOJTHOM CBOEID
Kunyumit, TeMHbIM 1 ceaom
MOTOK, HE CKOBAHHbIM 3UMOM;
[1Be KepAoYKM, CKNeeHbl IbAUHOM,
Jposalupmi, rbenbHbI MOCTOK,
MoNo¥KeHbI Yepes MNOTOK;

M npea WyMSALLED MYYMHOM,
HesoymeHus nonHa,
OcTaHoBMNacs oHa.

A distance luminous and boundless...

Old age divines with glasses on

And sees the grave before it yawn,

All thoughts of time returning-groundless;
No matter: childish hope appears

To murmur lies in aged ears.

8

Tatyana watches, fascinated,

The molten wax submerge and turn

To wondrous shapes which designated
Some wondrous thing that she would learn.
Then from a basin filled with water

Their rings are drawn in random order;
When Tanya's ring turned up at last,

The song they sang was from the past:
"The peasants there have hoards of treasure,
They spade up silver from a ditch!

The one we sing to will be rich

And famous!' But the plaintive measure
Foretells a death to come ere long,

And girls prefer The Kitty's Song."*

9

A frosty night, the sky resplendent

As heaven's galaxy shines down

And glides-so peaceful and transcendent...
Tatyana, in her low-cut gown,

Steps out of doors and trains a mirror

Upon the moon to bring it nearer;*

But all that shows in her dark glass

Is just the trembling moon, alas...

What's that... the crunching snow... who's coming?!
She flits on tiptoe with a sigh

And asks the stranger passing by,

Her voice more soft than reed pipe's humming:
'Oh, what's your name?' He hurries on,

Looks back and answers: 'Agafon.™

10

Tatyana, as her nurse suggested, Prepared to conjure
all night through,* And so in secret she requested The
bathhouse table laid for two. But then sheer terror
seized Tatyana... And I, recalling poor Svetlana,* Feel
frightened too-so let it go, We'll not have Tanya conjure
so. Instead, her silken sash untying, She just undressed
and went to bed. Sweet Lei* now floats above her head,
While 'neath her downy pillow lying, A maiden's looking-
glass she keeps. Now all is hushed. Tatyana sleeps.

11

And what an awesome dream she's dreaming:
She walks upon a snowy dale,

And all around her, dully gleaming,
Sad mist and murky gloom prevail;
Amid the drifting, snowbound spaces
A dark and seething torrent races,

A hoary frothing wave that strains

And tears asunder winter's chains;

Two slender, icebound poles lie linking
The chasm's banks atop the ridge:

A perilous and shaky bridge;

And full of doubt, her spirits sinking,
Tatyana stopped in sudden dread
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Xl

Kak Ha gocaaHyio pasnyky,
TaTbsAiHA POMLIET Ha pyyen;

He BMAUT HUKOTO, KTO PYyKY

C TOM CTOpOHbI NoAan 6bl en;

Ho BApyr cyrpo6 3aleBenmcs.

M KTO 3 U3-Moj Hero ABuicA?
Bo/ibLIOM, B3bEPOLIEHHbIN MeABeb;
TaTbsiHa ax! a OH peBeTb,

M nany ¢ 0CTPbIMM KOrTAMM

EM npoTAHYA; OHa CKpensAcb
Jlposallen pyyKon onepaacb

M 60A311BbIMM LLIAramu
Mepe6panacb Yepes pyyeu;

Mowna - 1 4TOo K? MeABe/b 3a He!

XHl

OHa, B3rNsHyTb Ha3aj He cMes,
MocnewHbIM ycKopseT war;

Ho oT kKocMaToro nakes

He MoxeT y6exaTb HUKaK;
KpsxTs, BanUT MeaBeslb HECHOCHBIN;
Mpea HUMKU Nec; HeABMKHBI COCHbI
B cBoel HaxMypeHHOM Kpace;
OTAryeHbl UX BETBM BCE

Knokamu cHera; CKBO3b BEPLUMHBI
OcuH, 6epe3 U Ann Harmx

CusAeT Ny4 CBETU HOYHBIX;
Jloporu HeT; KycTbl, CTPEMHUHBI
MeTenblo Bce 3aHeceHs!,

'ny6oKo B CHEr MOrpyeHbl.

XV

TaTbsiHa B /1eC; MeABeb 3a Hel;
CHer pbIX/ibii MO KONEHO EN;

To ANMHHBIM CYK ee 3a et
3auenuT BApyr, TO M3 ylemn
351aTble cepbru BbIPBET CUIIOM;

To B XpYNKOM CHETe C HOXKWM MMM
YBA3HET MOKPbIM 6aLIMAYOK;

To BbIPOHWUT OHa MJIATOK;

MoaHATb el Hekoraa; 6ouTcs,
MezBeas cabiwuT 3a coboM,

M paxe TpeneTHoM pyKom
Ofexabl Kpa NoAHATb CThIAUTCS;
OHa 6exuT, OH BCe BoC/ea,

M cun yxe 6exatb en HeT.

XV

Ynana B CHer; Mmeageib NpOBOPHO
Ee xBaTaeT 1 HecerT;

OHa 6ecyyBCTBEHHO-MOKOPHa,

He weBenbHeTCA, HE JOXHET;

OH MUMT ee NecHoM JOpOroM;
Bapyr mex Aepes lwanaw y6orom;
Kpyrom Bce rnyub; oTBCOAY OH
MyCTbIHHBIM CHErOM 3aHeCeH,

M ApKO CBETMUTCA OKOLUKO,

M B Wwanawe 1 KpuK U WYM;
MeaBeab NPOMONIBUAL: "3A€Cb MOM KyM:
Morpeica y Hero HEMHoOKo!"

M B CEHM NpsAMO OH naeT

M Ha nopor ee Knaget.

Before the raging gulf ahead.
12

As at a vexing separation,

Tatyana murmured, at a loss;

She saw no friendly soul on station

To lend a hand to help her cross.

But suddenly a snowbank shifted,

And who emerged when it was lifted?

A huge and matted bear appeared!
Tatyana screamed! He growled and reared,
Then stretched a paw... sharp claws abhorrent,
To Tanya, who could barely stand;

She took it with a trembling hand

And worked her way across the torrent
With apprehensive step... then fled!

The bear just followed where she led.

13

She dare not look to see behind her,

And ever faster on she reels;

At every turn he seems to find her,

That shaggy footman at her heels!...

The grunting, loathesome bear still lumbers,
Before them now a forest slumbers;

The pines in all their beauty frown

And barely stir, all weighted down

By clumps of snow; and through the summits
Of naked linden, birch, and ash

The beams from heaven's lanterns flash;
There is no path; the gorge that plummets,
The shrubs, the land... all lie asleep,

By snowy blizzards buried deep.

14

She's reached the wood, the bear still tracking;
Soft snow, knee-deep, lies all about;

A jutting branch looms up, attacking,
And tears her golden earrings out;

And now another tries to trip her,

And from one charming foot her slipper,
All wet, comes off in crumbly snow;
And now she feels her kerchief go,

She lets it lie, she mustn't linger,
Behind her back she hears the bear,

But shy and frightened, does not dare
To lift her skirt with trembling finger;
She runs... but he keeps crashing on...
Until at last her strength is gone.

15

She sinks in snow; the bear alertly Just picks her up
and rushes on; She lies within his arms inertly; Her
breathing stops, all sense is gone. Along a forest road
he surges, And then, mid trees, a hut emerges; Dense
brush abounds; on every hand Forlorn and drifting
snowbanks stand; A tiny window glitters brightly, And
from the hut come cries and din; The bear proclaims:
'My gossip's in.' 'Come warm yourself," he adds politely,
Then pushes straightway through the door And lays her
down upon the floor.
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XVI

OnoMHMNACk, rNAaMT TaTbaAHa:
MeziBeas HeT; OHa B CEHSX;

3a ABepblo KPUK M 3BOH CTaKaHa,
Kak Ha 60/1blwMX NOXOpOoHaXx;

He BMAA TYT HW Kanju TOJIKY,
TNAAUT OHA TUXOHBKO B LLEJIKY,

M 4TO Ke BMAUT?.. 3a CTOJIOM
CUAAT YyI0BMLIA KPYTOM:

OamH B porax ¢ cob6aybei MopAaoH,
Jpyro# c neTyluben ronosou,
3aecb BebMa C Ko3bel 60poJon,
TyT OCTOB YOMOPHbIN U FOPAbIA,
TaMm Kapna ¢ XBOCTMKOM, a BOT
Monyypas/ib U MONYKOT.

XVII

Elle cTpalwwHen, elle yyaHee:

BoT pak Bepxom Ha nayke,

BoT Yyepen Ha rycuHoMm wee
BepTutca B KpacHOM Konnake,
BoT menbHuMUa BNpUCAAKY naAweT
M KpbINbAMM TPELUMT M MaLUET;
Jlai, XOXOT, NeHbe, CBUCT M XJI0M,
Jlioackas MoJiBb M KoHCKoM Ton! {31}
Ho yto nogymana TaTtbsHa,

Koraa y3Hana mex rocrem

Toro, KTO MM/ U CTpaLUEH €M,
leposa Hawero pomaHa!

OHeruH 3a CTo/I0M CUANUT

M B ABEpb YKPaAKOW rAAnT.

XVII

OH 3HaK NoAacT - U BCE XJIONOYYT;
OH nbeT - BCe NbiOT 1 BCE KpHYar;
OH 3aCcMeeTCs - BCE XOXOYYT;
HaxmypuT 6poBu - Bce Monyar;
OH TaM X03£MH, 3TO ACHO:

M TaHe yK He TaK yKacHo,

M, no6onbiTHasA, Tenepb
HeMHoro pactBopuna ggepe...
Bapyr BeTep AyHyn, 3arawas
OroHb CBETM/IbHMKOB HOYHbIX;
CMyTHUNach Wakka JOMOBbIX;
OHeruH, B3opamMu CBepKas,

M3-3a cTona, rpems, BCTaeT;

Bce BCTanu: OH K ABEPSM UAET.

XIX

M cTpallHo ei; 1 TOporJiMBo
TaTbsiHa CMUTCA BeXxaTb:
Henb3da HMKaK; HeTepnenmso
MeTasAcb, xo4eT 3aKpuyaTb:
He moskeT; ABepb TONKHYN EBreHumi:
M B30paM aACKMX NpUBMAEHMM
fBMnacb AeBa; ApbIk CMexX
Paszpanca guKo; oun Bcex,
KonbITbl, X060Tbl KpMBbIE,
XBOCTbI XOXN1aTble, K/bIKM,
YCbl, KpoBaBbl A3bIKM,

Pora 1 nanbubl KOCTAHbIE,

Bce ykasyeT Ha Hee,

M Bce Kpuuat: moe! moe!

16

On coming to, she looks around her:

She's in a hall; no bear at least;

The clink of glasses, shouts... confound her,
As if it were some funeral feast;

She can't make sense of what she's hearing,
Creeps to the door and, softly peering,
Sees through a crack the strangest thing-

A horde of monsters in a ring:

Out of a dog-face horns are sprouting;

One has a rooster's head on top;

A goateed witch is on a mop;

A haughty skeleton sits pouting

Beside a short-tailed dwarf... and that

Is half a crane and half a cat.

17

More wondrous still and still more fearful:
A crab upon a spider sat;

On goose's neck a skull seemed cheerful,
While spinning round in bright red hat;

A windmill there was squat-jig dancing
And cracked and waved its sails while prancing;
Guffawing, barking, whistles, claps,

And human speech and hoofbeat taps!
But what was Tanya's stunned reaction
When mid the guests she recognized

The one she feared, the one she prized-
The hero of our novel's action!

Onegin sits amid the roar

And glances slyly through the door.

18

He gives a sign-the others hustle; He drinks-all drink
and all grow shrill; He laughs-they all guffaw and
bustle; He frowns-and all of them grow still. He's
master here, there's no mistaking; And Tanya, now no
longer quaking, Turns curious to see still more And
pushes slightly on the door... The sudden gust of wind
surprises The band of goblins, putting out The night-
time lanterns all about; His eyes aflame, Onegin rises
And strikes his chair against the floor; All rise; he
marches to the door.

19

And fear assails her; in a panic

She tries to flee... but feels too weak;

In anguished writhing, almost manic,
She wants to scream... but cannot speak;
Eugene throws wide the door, revealing
To monstrous looks and hellish squealing
Her slender form; fierce cackles sound
In savage glee; all eyes turn round,

All hooves and trunks-grotesque and curving,
And whiskers, tusks, and tufted tails,
Red bloody tongues and snhouts and nails,
Huge horns and bony fingers swerving-
All point at her and all combine

To shout as one: 'She's mine! She's mine!'
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XX

Moe! - ckasan EBreHuit rposHo,
M WwakKa BCA COKpblIach BAPYT;
OcTanacs BO TbMe MOPO3HOM
Mnapas aeBa C HUM caM-Apyr;
OHeruH TMxo yBnekaert {32}
TaTbAHy B yron u cnaraet

Ee Ha WwaTKylo cKaMbio

M KNOHUT rosioBy CBOIO

K Hel Ha nnevo; Bapyr Onbra BXoAMT,
3a Heto JIeHCKMH; cBeT 6aecHyn;
OHEervH pyKy 3amaxHyJi,

M anKO OH 04amu 6poauT,

M He3BaHbIX rocTen 6paHuT;
TaTbfiHa YyTb KMBA NIEXKMUT.

XXI

Crop rpomye, rpoMue; Bapyr EBreHmi
XBaTaeT A/IMHHBIN HOX, U BMMI
MoBep:KeH JIEHCKMM; CTPaLIHO TeHM
CrycTMANCb; HECTEPNUMBIM KPUK
Pasganca... XxuxuHa wartHynaco. ..
M TaHa B yace npocHynachb...
FnaguT, y> B KOMHaTe CBETJIO;

B oKHe CKBO3b Mep3J/i0e CTeK/o
3apu 6arpsHbIN 1yd UrpaerT;

JlBepb oTBOpMNack. Onbra K Hew,
ABpOpbI CEBEPHOM anem

M nerye nactouku, BneTaer;

"Hy, roBOpuT, CKaXun X Tbl MHE,
Koro Tbl BUaena Bo cHe?"

XX

Ho Ta, cectpbl He 3amevas,

B noctene c KHUrow Nexur,

3a IMCTOM UCT Nepebupas,

M H1Yero He roBopuT.

XoTb He ABNANA KHMra 3Ta

Hu chagkux BbIMbICNIOB MO3Ta,

Hu MyapbIX UCTUH, HU KapTHH,

Ho Hu Bupruami, Hu PacuH,

Hu CKoTT, HM BarpoH, Hu CeHeka,
Hu paxke Jamckunx Mog XKypHan
TaK HMKOro He 3aHMMan:

To 6bin, Apy3bA, MapTbiH 3ageka {33},
[naBa xanaencKkmnx MyapeLos,
lapgatenb, To/KOBaTe/lb CHOB.

XXHI

Cue rnybokoe TBOpeHbe

3aBe3 KouyLWMi Kynew,
OpHaxAabl K HAM B yeaWMHEHbe
M pns TaTbAHbI HaKOHeL,

Ero c pa3po3HeHHOM "ManbBUHOM"
OH ycTynuA 3a TpU C NONTUHOM,
B npuaayy B3sB elle 3a HUX
CobpaHbe 6aceH naoLwazaHbix,
'pammatuky, age lMNeTpuagbl
[la MapMoHTeNsA TPeTHit TOM.
MapTbiH 3aseKa cTan notom
Jlobrmel, TaHu... OH oTpagpl
Bo Bcex nevansx en gaput

M 6€30TNYy4HO C HEl CMKUT.

20

'She's mine!" announced Eugene, commanding;
And all the monsters fled the room;
The maid alone was left there standing
With him amid the frosty gloom.
Onegin stares at her intently,

Then draws her to a corner gently

And lays her on a makeshift bed,

And on her shoulder rests his head...
Then Olga enters in confusion,

And Lensky too; a light shines out;
Onegin lifts an arm to rout

Unbidden guests for their intrusion;

He rants at them, his eyes turn dread;
Tatyana lies there nearly dead.

21

The heated words grow louder, quicken; Onegin
snatches up a knife, And Lensky falls; the shadows
thicken; A rending cry amid the strife Reverberates...
the cabin quivers; Gone numb with terror, Tanya
shivers... And wakes to find her room alight, The frozen
windows sparkling bright, Where dawn's vermilion rays
are playing; Then Olga pushes through the door, More
rosy than the dawn before And lighter than a swallow,
saying: 'Oh, tell me, do, Tatyana love, Who was it you
were dreaming of?'

22

But she ignores her sister's pleading,
Just lies in bed without a word,

Keeps leafing through some book she's reading,
So wrapt in thought she hasn't heard.
Although the book she read presented
No lines a poet had invented,

No sapient truths, no pretty scenes-
Yet neither Virgil's, nor Racine's,

Nor Seneca's, nor Byron's pages,

Nor even Fashion Plates Displayed

Had ever so engrossed a maid:

She read, my friends, that king of sages
Martyn Zadeck,* Chaldean seer

And analyst of dreams unclear.

23

This noble and profound creation A roving pedlar one
day brought To show them in their isolation, And finally
left it when they bought Malvina* for three roubles fifty
(A broken set, but he was thrifty); And in exchange he
also took Two Petriads,* a grammar book, Some fables
he could sell tomorrow, Plus Marmontel*-just volume
three. Martyn Zadeck soon came to be Tatyana's
favourite. Now when sorrow Assails her heart, he brings
her light, And sleeps beside her through the night.
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XXIV

Ee TpeBOXWT CHOBUAEHDbE.

He 3Has, Kak ero noHATb,
MeuTaHbs CTpaLHOro 3HaYeHbe
TaTbsiHA XO4ET OTbICKaTb.

TaTbsAHa B Or/1aB/IeHbE KpaTKOM
HaxoauTt az6y4HbiM NOpsAAKOM
CnoBa: 6op, 6ypsa, BebMa, eb,

EX, MpaK, MOCTOK, MeaBefb, METE/Ib
M npoyas. Ee cOMHeHMI

MapTbiH 3ageKa He pewuT;

Ho coH 3noBewmi en cynmt
MeYanbHbIX MHOFO MPUKIOYEHUNA.
JlHel HEeCKO/IbKO OHa MOTOM

Bce 6ecnokonnach 0 TOM.

XXV

Ho BoT 6arpsHoto pykoto {34}
3aps OT yTPEHHUX A0JIMH
BbIBOAMT C coHUEM 3a co6oio
Becenbiit Npa3HUK MMEHMH.

C yTpa AoM JIapuHbIX FOCTAMM
Becb NonoH; LenbiIMM CeEMbAMM
Coceau cbexanucb B BO3Kax,

B KMGWUTKax, B BPUYKAX U B CaHAX.
B nepeaHel TONKOTHA, TpeBoOra;
B rocTuHOM BCTpeYa HOBbIX /uL,
Jlak MOCEK, YMOKaHbe JeBUL,
LLlym, xoxoT, AaBKa y nopora,
[TOKNOHBI, WapKaHbe rocTem,
KopMmAML KpUK M Niay aeTen.

XXVI

C cBoel cynpyroto 10poaHOM
Mpuexan ToncTbir MycTaKos;
[BO3AMH, X03AMH NPEBOCXOAHbIMN,
Bnasjeney HALWMX MYKUKOB;
CKOTMHMHBI, YeTa cefas,

C feTbMM BCeX BO3pacToB, CYMTanA
OT TpMAUaTM A0 ABYX rOZ0B;
YesaHbli dhpaHTHK lMeTywKos,
Mot 6paT ABOOPOAHLIN, ByaHOB,

B nyxy, B KapTy3e c Ko3bipbkom {35}
(Kak BaM, KOHEYHO, OH 3HAaKOM),
M oTCTaBHOM COBETHUK DNAHOB,
TAMeNbIN CNNETHMK, CTapbii NAyT,
063x0pa, B3ATOUYHMK M LYT.

XXVII

C cembei MaHdmna Xapamkosa
MNpuexan u mocbe TpuKe,
OcTpsK, HeaaBHO 13 TamboBa,
B 04Kax U B pbixkem MapuKe.
KaK MCTUHHDBIM paHLy3, B KapMaHe
Tpuke npuees KynneT TaTbaHe
Ha ronoc, 3Haemblilt A€TbMM:
Reveillez vous, belle endormie.
MeX BEeTXMX NeceH aJibMaHaxa
Bbln HaneyaTaH cen Kynner;
TpvKe, AoraaavBebIv MoaT,

Ero Ha cBeT sBMA M3 Npaxa,

M cmeno BmecTo belle Nina
MocTaBun belle Tatiana.

XXVII

M BOT 13 6MKHEr0 nocaga
Co3peBLUNX GapblWeHb KyMMp,
Ye3aHblX MaTylleK oTpaja,
Mprexan poTHbIM KOMaHAMP;
Bowen... AX, HOBOCTb, Aa KaKas!
My3bika 6yaeT noskosas!
MNoNKOBHMK Cam ee nocnan.

24

Her dream disturbs her, and not knowing What secret
message she'd been sent, Tatyana seeks some passage
showing Just what the dreadful vision meant. She finds
in alphabetic order What clues the index can afford her:
There's bear and blizzard, bridge, and crow, Fir, forest,
hedgehog, night, and snow, And many more. But her
confusion Martyn Zadeck cannot dispel; The frightful
vision must foretell Sad times to come and disillusion.
For several days she couldn't find A way to calm her
troubled mind.

25

But lo!... with crimson hand Aurora Leads forth from
morning dales the sun* And brings in merry mood before
her The name-day feast that's just begun. Since dawn
Dame Larin's near relations Have filled the house; whole
congregations Of neighbour clans have come in drays,
Kibitkas, britzkas, coaches, sleighs. The hall is full of
crowds and bustle; The drawing room explodes with
noise, With bark of pugs and maidens' joys, With
laughter, kisses, din and hustle; The guests all bow and
scrape their feet, Wet nurses shout and babies bleat.

26

Fat Pustyakov, the local charmer, Has come and
brought his portly wife; Gvozdin as well, that model
farmer, Whose peasants lead a wretched life; The two
Skotinins, grey as sages, With children of all shapes and
ages- From two to thirty at the top; Here's Petushkov,
the district fop; And my first cousin, good Buyanov,*
Lint-covered, in his visored cap (As you, of course, well
know the chap); And former couns'lor, old man Flyanov,
A rogue and gossip night and noon, A glutton, grafter,
and buffoon.

27

The Harlikovs were feeling mellow And brought along
Monsieur Triquet, Late from Tambov, a witty fellow In
russet wig and fine pince-nez. True Gaul, Triguet in
pocket carried A verse to warn that Tanya tarried, Set
to a children's melody: Reveillez-vous, belle endormie*
The printed verse had lain neglected In some old
tattered almanac Until Triquet, who had a knack For
rhyme, saw fit to resurrect it And boldly put for 'belle
Nina' The charming line: 'belle Tatyana.™

28

And now from nearby quarters, brothers,
That idol whom ripe misses cheer,

The joy and hope of district mothers-

The company commander's here!

He's brought some news to set them cheering:
The regimental band's appearing!

‘The colonel's sending it tonight.'
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Kakasa pagoctb: 6yaet 6an!
JleBYOHKM npbiratoT 3apaxe; {36}
Ho kywatb noganu. Yetomn

MayT 3a CTON pyKa C pyKoK.
TecHATCA 6apbilWHK K TaTbsHeE;
My>KUYMHBI NPOTUB; U, KPECTACb,
Tonna JKyX*KuT, 3a CTON CafACh.

XXIX

Ha M1r yMONKAM pa3rosopbl;
YcTta xytoT. Co BCex CTOpPoH
pemMAT Tapenku 1 npubopsl

/la ptoMOK pa3jaeTcsa 3BOH.

Ho BcKope roct noHemMHory
MoabemnioT 06LLyto TpeBory.
HuWKTO He cnywaeT, Kpuyar,
CMmeloTcA, CropAT U nuLuart.
Bapyr ABepu HacTexb. JIEHCKMI BXOAMT,
M ¢ Hum OHeruH. "Ax, TBOpewy! -
Kpnuut xo3saMKa: - HakoHeu!"
TecHATCA rocTn, BCAK OTBOAUT
Mpu6opbl, CTYNbs NOCKOPEN;
30BYT, caxaloT ABYyX ApYy3eM.

XXX

CaxkatoT NpsAMO NpoTHB TaHu,
W, yTpeHHeN nyHbl 6neaHein

M TpeneTHEN FOHUMOM NlaHu,
OHa TeMHeWMX oyen

He nozbiMaeT: nbieT 6ypHO

B HeM CTpacTHbIM Kap; en AyWwHO, AYPHO;
OHa NpuBETCTBUI ABYX ApY3en
He cnbiwmt, cnesbl M3 oyen
XOTAT yX KanaTb; Y rotosa
BeaHsKKa B 06MOPOK ynacTb;
Ho BoJsisi 1 paccyaka BiacTb
Mpeso3moran. OHa ABa c/loBa
CKBO3b 3y6bl MOJIBUJIA TMLLKOM
M ycupena 3a CTO/IOM.

XXXI

Tparu-HepBMYECKUX ABNEHUM,
JleBUYbMX 0OMOPOKOB, C/iE3
JlaBHo TepneTb He mor EBreHui:
Jl0BONIbHO MX OH NepeHec.
Yyaak, nonas Ha NMp OrpoMHbIM,
Y3k 6bln cepamT. Ho aeBbl TOMHOM
3aMeTAa TpeneTHbIM NopbIB,

C pocazbl B30pbl ONYCTHB,
Hagyncs oH u, Heroays,
Moknanca JleHckoro B36ecuTb
My NOpAAKOM OTOMCTUTD.
Tenepb, 3apaHe TOpXKeCTBYS,
OH CTan YyepTuTb B AyLUEe CBOEN
KapukaTypbl BCeX roctem.

XXXII

KoHeuHo, He oamH EBrenmi
CMmsATeHbe TaHW BUAETb MOT;

Ho Lenbio B30pOB U CyKAEHWM

B To Bpems KMpHbIKM 6bl1 MMpOr
(K HecyacTHio, NepecosieHHbIN);
[la BoT B 6YyTbl/IKE 32aCMOJIEHHOM,
Mexay apKuM U 61aH-MaHxe,
LIMMNAHCKoe HecyT yxe;

3a HUM CTPOM PIOMOK Y3KMX, AJIMHHBIX,
Mopo6Ho Tanmu TBOEN,

313K, KpUCTaNA AyLLM MOEN,
MpeaMeT CTMXOB MOMX HEBUHHBIX,
Jlio6BM NprMaHumMBbIN huan,

Tbl, OT KOTO A NbsiH 6biBan!

There'll be a ball! What sheer delight!
The girls all jump and grow excited.
But dinner's served. And so by pairs,
And arm in arm, they seek their chairs:
The girls near Tanya; men delighted
To face them; and amid the din,

All cross themselves and dig right in.

29

Then for a moment chatter ceases As mouths start
chewing. All around The clink of plates and forks
increases, The glasses jingle and resound. But soon the
guests are somewhat sated; The hubbub grows more
animated... But no one hears his neighbour out; All
laugh and argue, squeal and shout. The doors fly back;
two figures enter- It's Lensky... with Eugene! 'Oh dear!'
The hostess cries, 'At last you're here!l' The guests all
squeeze toward the centre, Each moves his setting,
shifts his chair, And in a trice they seat the pair.

30

Across from Tanya-there they place them; And paler
than the moon at dawn, She cannot raise her eyes to
face them And trembles like a hunted fawn. Inside her,
stormy passion's seething; The wretched girl is scarcely
breathing; The two friends' greetings pass unheard; Her
tears well up without a word And almost fall; the poor
thing's ready To faint; but deep within her, will And
strength of mind were working still, And they prevailed.
Her lips more steady, She murmured something through
her pain And managed somehow to remain.

31

All tragico-hysteric moaning, All girlish fainting-fits
and tears, Had long since set Eugene to groaning: He'd
borne enough in former years. Already cross and
irritated By being at this feast he hated, And noting
how poor Tanya shook, He barely hid his angry look And
fumed in sullen indignation; He swore that he'd make
Lensky pay And be avenged that very day. Exulting in
anticipation, He inwardly began to draw Caricatures of
those he saw.

32

Some others too might well have noted
Poor Tanya's plight; but every eye

Was at the time in full devoted

To sizing up a lavish pie*

(Alas, too salty); now they're bringing,
In bottle with the pitch still clinging,
Between the meat and blancmanger,
Tsimlyansky wine... a whole array

Of long-stemmed glasses... (quite as slender
As your dear waist, my sweet Zizi,*
Fair crystal of my soul and key

To all my youthful verses tender,
Love's luring phial, you who once

Made me a drunken, love-filled dunce!)
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XXX

0OcBo60AACh OT NPO6KKU BNAXKHOM,
ByTblNIKa X/10MHYya; BUHO

LLKMAKUT; 1 BOT C 0CaHKOM BaXKHOM,
KynneTom My4uMmbli AaBHO,

TpuKe BCTaeT; npej HUM cobpaHbe
XpaHWUT rny6oKoe MoNYaHbe.
TaTbAiHa YyTb XMBa; Tpuke,

K Helt 06paTsacb C IMCTKOM B pyKe,
3anen, danbwmea. NMaecku, KAMKK
Ero npuBeTtcTBYt0T. OHa

MeBUY NpUCECTb NPUHYKAEHA;
[M03T Ke CKPOMHBIM, XOTb BENIMKUMA,
Ee 340poBbe nepBbii MbeTt

M el KynneT nepepaer.

XXXIV

Mowu npuBeTbI, NO34paBeHbS;
TaTtbsAHa Bcex 6naroaapur.
Korga ke aeno ao EBreHbsa
Jowno, To AeBbl TOMHbIN B1A,
Ee cMyLleHMe, ycTanocTb

B ero agywe poannu xanocTb:
OH MOJ14a MOKJ/IOHMACA eM,

Ho Kak-To B30p ero oyei

Bbin yyaHo HexeH. OTTOoro nu,
YTO OH M BrpaBAYy TPOHYT 6bi,
Mnb OH, KOKETCTBYA, Wanun,
HeBo/IbHO /b, MAb U3 LOGPOM BO/M,
Ho B30p celt HEXHOCTb U3bABUA:
OH cepaue TaHu OXMBUA.

XXXV

peMsAT oTABMHYTbIE CTY/IbS;
Tonna B roCTUHYO Ba/IUT:

TaKk nyen U3 NakoMoro ynbs

Ha HWMBY LUYMHbIM POM NIETUT.
Jl0BO/IbHbIM NPasAHUYHBIM 06€0M,
Cocep conUT nNepej COCesIOM;
Mozcenn aambl K KaMenbKy;
JleB1uUbl LWeNYyT B YroJIKy;
CTONbI 3€/1EHbIE PaCKpbITbI:
30BYT 3aJJ0pPHbIX UIPOKOB
BocToH 1 noMbep cTapmKos,

M BUCT, AOHbIHE 3HAMEHUTBIM,
OfHoo6pa3Hana cembA,

Bce kaZHOM CKYKM CbIHOBbS.
XXXVI

YK BOCEMb pO6epTOB Cbirpaiu
lepou BMCTa; BoCEMb pa3

OHM MecTa nepemMeHANu;

M vait HecyT. JIlo6110 A Yac
Onpenenatb 06e0M, Yaem

M yxuHOM. Mbl Bpema 3Haem

B nepeBHe 6e3 60/bLLMX CyeT:
enyaok - BepHbIM Haw 6perer;
M KcTaTH A 3amedy B CKOBKax,
YT10 peyb Besy B MOMX CTpocdhax
Al cToNb e YacTo o nupax,

O pasHbIX KyLaHbAX M NPOBKax,
Kak Tbl, 60ecTBeHHbIM OMMp,
Tbl, TPUALATU BEKOB KyMUP!
XXXVIE. XXXV, XXXIX

Ho ya¥ HecyT; AeBuLbl YUHHO
EzBa 3a 6/1104M4KM B3AAUCDH,
Bapyr u3-3a ABepM B 3ane ANMHHOM
®darot 1 neNta pasganmchb.
0O6pasoBaH My3blKM TPOMOM,
OcTaBs YallKy Yal C POMOM,
Mapuc OKpY:KHbIX FOPOAKOB,
Moaxoant K Onbre MeTywKos,

K TaTbsAHe J/IeHCKMI; Xap/IMKoBY,
HeBecTy nepecnenbix ner,
Bepet TaM60OBCKMI MOV MO3T,
Ymuan byaHos lycTakosy,

M B 3any BbiCbIiNanm BCe.

M1 6an 61ecTUT BO BCeM Kpace.

33

The bottle pops as cork goes flying; The fizzing wine
comes gushing fast; And now with solemn mien, and
dying To have his couplet heard at last, Triquet stands
up; the congregation Falls silent in anticipation.
Tatyana's scarce alive; Triquet, With verse in hand,
looks Tanya's way And starts to sing, off-key. Loud
cheering And claps salute him. Tanya feels Constrained
to curtsey... almost reels. The bard, whose modesty's
endearing, Is first to toast her where he stands, Then
puts his couplet in her hands.

34

Now greetings come, congratulations; Tatyana thanks
them for the day; But when Eugene's felicitations Came
due in turn, the girl's dismay, Her weariness and
helpless languor, Evoked his pity more than anger: He
bowed to her in silence, grave... But somehow just the
look he gave Was wondrous tender. If asserting Some
feeling for Tatyana's lot, Or if, unconsciously or not,
He'd only teased her with some flirting, His look was
still a tender dart: It reawakened Tanya's heart.

35

The chairs, pushed back, give out a clatter; The crowd
moves on to drawing room: Thus bees from luscious hive
will scatter, A noisy swarm, to meadow bloom. Their
festive dinner all too pleasing, The squires face each
other wheezing; The ladies to the hearth repair; The
maidens whisper by the stair; At green-baize tables
players settle, As Boston, ombre (old men's play), And
whist, which reigns supreme today, Call out for men to
try their mettle: A family with a single creed, All sons
of boredom's endless greed.

36

Whist's heroes have by now completed Eight rubbers;
and eight times as well They've shifted round and been
reseated; Now tea is brought. | like to tell The time of
day by teas and dinners, By supper's call. We country
sinners Can tell the time without great fuss: The
stomach serves as clock for us; And apropos, | might
make mention In passing that | speak as much Of feasts
and foods and corks and such In these odd lines of my
invention- As you, great Homer, you whose song Has
lasted thirty centuries long!

(37-8) 39

But tea is brought: the girls demurely Have scarcely
taken cups in hand, When suddenly from ballroom
doorway Bassoon and flute announce the band. Elated
by the music's bouncing, His tea and rum at once
renouncing, That Paris of the local towns, Good
Petushkov, to Olga bounds; To Tanya, Lensky;
Harlikova, A maiden somewhat ripe in glow, My Tambov
poet takes in tow; Buyanov whirls off Pustyakova; Then
all the crowd comes pouring in To watch the brilliant
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XL

B Hayane Moero pomaHa
(CmoTpu1TE nepByto TeTpaab)
XoTenocb Bpoge MHe AnbbaHa
Bban netep6yprckui onucatb;

Ho, pasBieyeH nycTbiM MEYTAHbEM,
A1 3aHACA BOCMOMMHAHbEM

O HOXKKax MHE 3HaKOMbIX JjaM.
Mo BalMM Y3eHBbKUM CliefiaM,

O HOXKM, NOSHO 3a6nyKaaTbcA!
C M3MEHOM HOHOCTU MOoeM

Mopa MHe caenatbca yMHeN,

B penax u B ciore nonpaenATtbCs,
M 3Ty natyio TeTpagb

OT OTCTYNNEHMM OYMLaTb.

XLI

0aHO06pa3HbIN U 6€3yMHbIM,

KaK BMXOpb }KM3HU MOJIOAOM,
Kpy»UTCs Ba/ibCa BUXOPb LUYMHbIM;
YeTa MesibKaeT 3a YyeTon.

K MMHYTE MLLEHbS NPUBIMKAACH,
OHervH, BTalHe ycMexasch,
MoaxoamnT K Onbre. BbICTpo ¢ Hew
BepTuTCA OKOMO rocTen,

MoTOM Ha CTyn ee caxkaer,
3aBOAMT peyb O TOM O CEeM;

CnycTs MUHYTBI 1BE MNOTOM

BHOBb C HEW BasbC OH NPOAO/IKAET;
Bce B M3yM/ieHbe. JIEHCKMIA cam
He BepUT COGCTBEHHbBIM r/1a3aM.

XLII

Masypka pasganacb. boisano,
Korza rpemen masypKu rpom,

B orpomHo¥t 3as1e Bce Apoxano,
MapKeT TpeLan nog KabyKom,
Tpacauca, apeb6eskann pambl;
Tenepb He TO: U Mbl, KaK Aambl,
CKONIb3UM MO N1aKOBbIM [JOCKaM.
Ho B ropogax, no AepeBHAM
Eule masypka coxpaHuia
MNepBoHa4asbHble Kpachl:
MpUNpbIXKKK, KabAyKH, yCbl

Bce Te Xe: UX He n3meHuna
Jlnxaa mojaa, Haw TMpaH,

Heayr HoBeMwWMX poccusH.

XL XLIV

BbyaHoB, 6paTteL, MOM 3a40PHbIN,
K repoto HaweMmy noasen
TatbsHy ¢ O/brot; NpoOBOPHO
OHeruH ¢ Onbroto nowwern;

BeseT ee, cKo/ib3A HEGPEXKHO,
M, HAK/IOHACb, €M LIENYET HEXKHO
KaKoMi-To moLwuibii Maapuran,

M pyKy KMeT - 1 3anbinan

B ee nuue camonob6rMBom
PymsaHey sipye. JleHCKuI Mom
Bce BuAaen: BCMbIXHY/, Cam He CBOW;
B HerofoBaHMM peBHMBOM

Mo3T KOHUa Ma3ypKM KaeT

M1 B KOTU/IbOH €€ 30BeT.

XLV

Ho et Henb3s. Henb3a? Ho yto xe?
Ja Onbra cnoBo yx gana

OHeruHy. O 6oxe, 6oxe!

Y10 cnbiwmT oH? OHa Morna...
Bo3MOHO /1b? YyTb ULWIb U3 NENEHOK,
KokeTKa, BeTpeHbi pe6eHoK!

ballroom spin.
40

At the beginning of my story (In Chapter One, if you
recall), | wanted with Albani's glory* To paint a
Petersburg grand ball; But then, by empty dreams
deflected, | lost my way and recollected The feet of
ladies known before. In your slim tracks I'll stray no
more, ? charming feet and mad affliction! My youth
betrayed, it's time to show More common sense if I'm to
grow, To mend my ways in deeds and diction, And
cleanse this Chapter Five at last Of all digressions from
the past.

41

Monotonous and mad procession, Young life's own
whirlwind, full of sound, Each pair a blur in quick
succession, The rousing waltz goes whirling round. His
moment of revenge beginning, Eugene, with secret
malice grinning, Approaches Olga... idly jests, Then
spins her round before the guests; He stays beside her
when she's seated, Proceeds to talk of this and that;
Two minutes barely has she sat... And then their
waltzing is repeated! The guests all stare in mute
surprise; Poor Lensky can't believe his eyes.

42

Now the mazurka's call is sounded. Its thunder once
could even rack The greatest hall when it resounded,
And under heels parquet would crack; The very
windows shook like Hades. But now it's changed: we're
all like ladies; And o'er the lacquered boards we glide.
But in small town and countryside The old mazurka
hasn't faltered; It still retains its pristine joys:
Moustaches, leaps, heel-pounding noise Remain the
same; they've not been altered By tyrant-fashion's high
decrees, The modern Russian's new disease.

(43) 44

My bold Buyanov guides expertly Tatyana to our hero's
side, And Olga too; Eugene alertly Makes off with
Lensky's future bride. He steers her, gliding
nonchalantly, And bending, whispers her gallantly Some
common madrigal to please, Then gives her hand a
gentle squeeze; She blushes in appreciation, Her prim
conceited face alight, While Lensky rages at the sight.
Consumed with jealous indignation, He waits till the
mazurka's through, Then asks her for the dance he's
due.

45

But no, she can't. What explanation?... Well, she's just
promised his good friend The next dance too. In God's
creation! What's this he hears? Could she intend?... Can
this be real? Scarce more than swaddler- And turned
coquette! A fickle toddler!
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Y3 XMTPOCTb BeAaeT OHa,
YX U3MEHATb Hay4eHa!

He B cnnax JIeHCKMM cHeCTb yaapa;

MpoKasbl }KEHCKME KNAHS,
BbixoauT, TpebyeT KOHs

M ckayert. Muctonetos napa,
JlBe nynu - 6osblue HUYEro -
Bapyr pa3peluat cyap6y ero.

NABA LLECTAA

La sotto i giorni nubilosi e brevi,

Nasce una gente a cui I'morir non dole.

Petr.
|

3ameTuB, 4TO Braammmp ckpblincs,
OHEruH, CKYKOM BHOBb FOHMM,
Bbanz Onbru B AyMy norpysuncs,
Jl0BO/IbHbIM MLIEHWUEM CBOMM.

3a HMM 1 OneHbKa 3eBana,
[na3amu JleHcKoro uckana,

M 6eCKOHEYHbIN KOTM/IbOH

Ee TOMMA, KaK TAXKKUIA COH.

Ho KoH4eH oH. MAayT 3a yXuH.
Moctenu ctenoT; Ana roctemn
Houner otBoAAT OT ceHel

[Jlo camol aeBnyYbM. Bcem HyxeH
MOKOWMHbIM COH. OHEervMH Mom
OamH yexan cnaTb JOMOMN.

Bce ycnoKouiocb: B rOCTMHOM
XpanuT Taxenbin MycTakos

C cBoEM TAXKEN0M NMoSIOBUHOM.
'BO3aMH, byaHoB, lMeTylwKoB

N ®naHOB, HE COBCEM 3/10POBbIN,
Ha cTynbax ynernmcb B CTONI0BOM,
A Ha nony mocbe Tpuke,

B dydalike, B cTapom Kosinake.
JleBu1ubl B KOMHaTax TaTbsHbI

M Onbru Bce 06bATblI CHOM.
0OpHa, neyasbHa noj OKHOM
O3apeHa /iyqom JinaHbl,

TaTtbAHa 6egHas He cnuT

M1 B none TeMHoe rnsauT.

Ero HeXJaHHbIM NOABNIEHbEM,
MrHOBEHHOM HEXKHOCTbIO OYeN

M cTpaHHbIM ¢ ONibroi noBeaeHbeM

Jlo rny6uHbI Aylum cBoei
OHa NPOHMKHYTA; He MOXeT
HWKaK MoHATb €ro; TPeBOXMUT
Ee peBHMBasdA ToCKa,

Kak 6yaTo xnagHas pyka

El cepaue KMeT, Kak 6yaTo 6e3aHa

Mo HeM YepHeeT U LYMMUT...
"Morn6Hy, - TaHA roBopMT, -
Ho ru6enb ot Hero ntob6e3Ha.
Al He ponuly: 3a4emM ponTaTb?
He MoxXeT OH MHe cyacTbs aatb".

Already has she mastered guile, Already learned to
cheat and smile! The blow has left poor Lensky
shattered; And cursing woman's crooked course, He
leaves abruptly, calls for horse, And gallops off. Now
nothing mattered- A brace of pistols and a shot Shall
instantly decide his lot.

Chapter 6

La sotto i giorni nubilosi e brevi,
Nasce una gente, a cui I'morir non dole.*
Petrarch

1

Though pleased with the revenge he'd taken, Onegin,
noting Lensky'd left, Felt all his old ennui awaken,
Which made poor Olga feel bereft. She too now yawns
and, as she dances, Seeks Lensky out with furtive
glances; The endless dance had come to seem To Olga
like some dreadful dream. But now it's over. Supper's
heeded. Then beds are made; the guests are all
Assigned their rooms-from entrance hall To servants'
guarters. Rest is needed By everyone. Eugene has fled
And driven home alone to bed.

All's quiet now. Inside the parlour,

The portly Mr. Pustyakov

Lies snoring with his portly partner.
Gvozdin, Buyanov, Petushkov-

And Flyanov, who'd been reeling badly-
On dining chairs have bedded gladly;
While on the floor Triquet's at rest

In tattered nightcap and his vest.

The rooms of Olga and Tatyana

Are filled with girls in sleep's embrace.
Alone, beside the windowcase,
Illumined sadly by Diana,

Poor Tanya, sleepless and in pain,

Sits gazing at the darkened plain.

3

His unexpected reappearance,

That momentary tender look,

The strangeness of his interference
With Olga-all confused and shook
Tatyana's soul. His true intention
Remained beyond her comprehension,
And jealous anguish pierced her breast-
As if a chilling hand had pressed

Her heart; as if in awful fashion

A rumbling, black abyss did yawn....

Tl die,' she whispers to the dawn,

‘But death from him is sweet compassion.
Why murmur vainly? He can't give

The happiness for which | live.'
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I\

Bnepeg, Bnepea, mMost UCTopbs!
/MU0 Hac HoBoe 30BeT.

B natn Bepctax ot KpacHoropbs,
JepeBHn JIeHCKoro, Xm1BeT

M 3apaBCTBYET elle AoHbIHE

B cdmnococbmrueckor nycroiHe
3apeLuKmi, Hekorga 6ysH,
KapTeXHOM LWakKK aTaMaH,
[naBa nosec, TpU6YH TPAKTUPHbIM,
Tenepb e A06pblt U NPOCTOM
OTel, ceMencTBa X010CTON,

HazexHbii Apyr, NOMELLMK MUPHbIM

M paxe YECTHbIM YesloBeK:
TaK ucnpaenseTca Haw Bek!

\

BbiBaNo, NIbCTHBLIN rOJ10C CBETA
B Hem 3nyt0 XxpabpocTb BbIXBaNAN:
OH, npaBaa, B Ty3 M3 NucToNIeTa
B nsaTM caxkeHax nonagan,

M 1O cKaszaTb, YTO U B CpaKeHbE
Pa3 B HacTosLleM ynoeHbe

OH OT/IMYMACSA, CMENO B rpsA3b

C KOHA Ka/IMbILKOro CBansAch,
Kak 31034 NbsHbIN, M dpaHLy3am
JlocTancs B nneH: gparo# 3anor!
Hosenwmit Peryn, yectu 6or,
[OTOBbIM BHOBb MpefaTbCs y3aM,
Y106 Kaxkabim yTpom y Bepu {37}
B ponr ocywatb 6YTbIIKU TPU.

Vi

bbiBano, oH TpyHMA 3ab6aBHo,
YMen MopounTb aypaka

M yMHOrO AypayunTb CNaBHO,
Mnb ABHO, UNb UCMOATULLKA,
XOTb U €My MHbIE LITYKM

He npoxoannu 6e3 Hayku,
XoTb MHOFAA M cam Bnpocak
OH nonagancs, Kak npocrak.
YMen oH Beceso nocnopuThb,
OcTpo 1 Tyno oTBevaTb,
Mopot pacyeTMBO CMONYaTh,
Mopo# pacyeTnMBO NOB3A0PHTD,
Jlpy3eit NnoccopuTb MONOABIX
M Ha 6apbep NOCTaBUTb MX,

Vi

MNb NOMMPUTLCS MX 3aCTaBMTb,
[labbl No3aBTpaKaTb BTPOEM,

M nocne TanHo 06eccnaBuTb
Becenoit WyTKOW, BPaHbEM.
Sed alia tempora! Yganoctb
(Kak coH no6BM, apyras WwanocTb)
MpPOXOAUT C OHOCTbIO KMBOM.
Kak 5 ckasan, 3apeukmi MoK,
MozA ceHb YepeMyx M akauuim
OT 6ypb YKPbIBLUMCb HaKOHeL,
KuBeT, KaKk MCTUHHbIN MyAapel,
Kanycty caaumt, Kak Mopaumi,
PasBoAMT YTOK M rycem

M yunT asbyke aeTten.

VIl

OH 6bln He rayn; 1 Mok EBrenui,
He yBaxas cepaua B HeMm,
Jo6M U AyX €ro CyKAEHMH,

M 34paBbiif TOJIK O TOM O CEM.

But forward, forward, ? my story!

A new persona has arrived:

Five versts or so from Krasnogory,
Our Lensky's seat, there lived and thrived
In philosophical seclusion

(And does so still, have no illusion)
Zaretsky-once a rowdy clown,

Chief gambler and arch rake in town,
The tavern tribune and a liar-

But now a kind and simple soul

Who plays an unwed father's role,

A faithful friend, a peaceful squire,
And man of honour, nothing less:
Thus does our age its sins redress!

5

Time was, when flunkies in high places
Would praise him for his nasty grit:

He could, it's true, from twenty paces,
Shoot pistol at an ace and hit;

And once, when riding battle station,
He'd earned a certain reputation

When in a frenzied state indeed

He'd plunged in mud from Kalmuk steed,
Drunk as a pig, and suffered capture

(A prize to make the French feel proud!).
Like noble Regulus,* he bowed,
Accepting hostage bonds with rapture-

In hopes that he (on charge) might squeeze
Three bottles daily from Very's.*

6

He used to banter rather neatly, Could gull a fool, and
had an eye For fooling clever men completely, For all to
see, or on the sly; Of course not all his pranks
succeeded Or passed unpunished or unheeded, And
sometimes he himself got bled And ended up the dunce
instead. He loved good merry disputations, Could
answer keenly, be obtuse, Put silence cunningly to use,
Or cunningly start altercations; Could get two friends
prepared to fight, Then lead them to the duelling site;

Or else he'd patch things up between them So he
might lunch with them as guest, And later secretly
demean them With nasty gossip or a jest... Sed alia
temporal Such sporting (With other capers such as
courting) Goes out of us when youth is dead- And my
Zaretsky, as I've said, Neath flow'ring cherries and
acacias, Secure at last from tempest's rage, Lives out
his life a proper sage, Plants cabbages like old Horatius,
Breeds ducks and geese, and oversees His children at
their ABCs.

8

He was no fool; and consequently
(Although he thought him lacking heart),
Eugene would hear his views intently
And liked his common sense in part.
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OH C y10BO/IbCTBMEM, GbIBaO,
Buaanca ¢ HUM, M Tak HMUMano
MoyTpy He 6bln yaAUBAEH,
Korga ero yBuaen oH.

ToT nocne nepeoro npueeTa,
MpepBaB HayaTbiM pa3rosop,
OHerunHy, ocknabs B3op,
Bpyumn 3anucky oT noata.

K okHy OHervH nogowen

M npo cebs ee npoyen.

IX

To 6bl1 NPUATHDBIM, 61arOPOAHbIN,
KOpOTKMI BbI30B, MJ/Ib KapTe/b:
YYTUBO, C ACHOCTbIO XOJI01HOM
3Ban gpyra JIeHCKWI Ha y3/b.
OHErnH C NepBoro JBMMeHbSA,

K nocny Takoro nopy4eHbs
060poTACh, 6€3 IMLHUX CNoB
CKasaJl, YTO OH BCer/Ja roTos.
3apeuKkmi BcTan 6e3 06bACHEHMH;
OcratbCs gosie He XoTe,

Mmesn goma MHoro gen,

M ToTyac Bbilwen; Ho EBreHui
HaeamHe c cBoew ayLon

Bbln HeOBOIEH CaM COGOM.

X

M nopenom: B pazbope CTPOroMm,
Ha TaiHbIM cyg ce6s npv3Bas,
OH 06BMHAN Ce65 BO MHOTOM:
Bo-nepBbix, OH Y} 6bl/1 HENpas,
Y70 Haa Nt06OBbIO POGKOM, HEXKHOM
TaK noALwyTHA BEYOp HEGPEXKHO.
A BO-BTOpbIX: NMycKai nost
JypaunTcs; B oCbMHaauaTb neT
OHo npocTMTenbHo. EBrenui,
Bcem cepaueMm toHowy nto6,
Bbln fo/KeH okasaTtb cebs

He MAYMKOM NpeapaccyKAeHWH,
He MbIIKUM ManbYynKom, GOMLIOM,
Ho MyKeM € 4eCTblo U C YMOM.

Xl

OH Mor 6bl YyBCTBa 06HAPYXMTb,

A He WeTMHUTBCA, KaK 3BEpb;

OH fjo/1KeH 6bin 06e30pYyKUTb
Mnagoe cepaue. "Ho Tenepb

Y No34HO; BpeMA yneTeno.. .

K TOMy X - OH MbIC/IUT - B 3TO Aeno
Bmellancs cTapbii Ay3amcT;

OH 30/1, OH CMNIETHUK, OH PEYMCT...
KoHeuHo, 6bITb JO/IKHO Npe3peHbe
LleHo# ero 3a6aBHbIX C/I0B,

Ho wenoT, xoxoTHA raynuos..."

M BOT o6LecTBeHHOEe MHeHbe! {38}
Mpyu1Ha yecTH, Hal Kymmp!

M BOT Ha YeM BepTUTCA MUP!

Xl

Kuns Bpaxzo HeTepnenBom,
OTBeTa Aoma XAeT MoaT;

M BOT cocep BenepeumBbIi

lpr1Be3 TOpXEeCTBEHHO OTBET.
Tenepb peBHMBLY TO-TO Npa3gHMK!
OH Bce 60Aa/Cs, YTO6 NPOKA3HUK
He oTwyTtnncs Kak-H1byap,
YNOBKyY BblyMaB U rpyab
OTBOpOTMB OT NUCTO/IETA.

Tenepb COMHEHbS peLleHbl:

He'd spent some time with him with pleasure,
And so was not in any measure

Surprised next morning when he found,
Zaretsky had again called round;

The latter, hard upon first greeting,

And cutting off Eugene's reply,

Presented him, with gloating eye,

The poet's note about a 'meeting'.

Onegin, taking it, withdrew

And by the window read it through.

9

The note was brief in its correctness, A proper
challenge or cartel: Politely, but with cold directness, It
called him out and did it well. Onegin, with his first
reaction, Quite curtly offered satisfaction And bade the
envoy, if he cared, To say that he was quite prepared.
Avoiding further explanation, Zaretsky, pleading much
to do, Arose... and instantly withdrew. Eugene, once
left to contemplation And face to face with his own
soul, Felt far from happy with his role.

10

And rightly so: in inquisition, With conscience as his
judge of right, He found much wrong in his position:
First off, he'd been at fault last night To mock in such a
casual fashion At tender love's still timid passion; And
why not let the poet rage! A fool, at eighteen years of
age, Can be excused his rash intentions. Eugene, who
loved the youth at heart, Might well have played a
better part- No plaything of the mob's conventions Or
brawling boy to take offence, But man of honour and of
sense.

11

He could have shown some spark of feeling
Instead of bristling like a beast;

He should have spoken words of healing,
Disarmed youth's heart... or tried at least.
‘Too late,' he thought, 'the moment's wasted...
What's more, that duelling fox has tasted
His chance to mix in this affair-

That wicked gossip with his flair

For jibes... and all his foul dominion.

He's hardly worth contempt, | know,

But fools will whisper... grin... and crow!...’
So there it is-the mob's opinion!

The spring with which our honour's wound!
The god that makes this world go round!

12

At home the poet, seething, paces

And waits impatiently to hear.

Then in his babbling neighbour races,
The answer in his solemn leer.

The jealous poet's mood turned festive!
He'd been, till now, uncertain... restive,
Afraid the scoundrel might refuse

Or laugh it off and, through some ruse,
Escape unscathed... the slippery devil!
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OHM Ha MesIbHULY AOJKHbI
MpuexaTtb 3aBTpa 4O paccBeTa,
B3BecTu Apyr Ha Apyra KypoK
M METUTb B NISKKY MJIb B BUCOK.

XHl

Pewacb KOKETKY HEHABUAETD,
Kunawmim JIeHCKMIM He xoTen
Mpeg noegmHkoM Onbry BUAETD,
Ha conHue, Ha Yacbl cmoTpen,
MaxHyn1 pyKow Harnocnegox -

M o4yTUACa y cocefokK.

OH gyman OneHbKy CMyTHTb,
CBOMM NpUE3ZOM NOPa3UTb;

He TyT-TO 6bIN10: KaK U Npexae,
Ha BcTpeuy 6eaHoro neeua
MpbirHyna OneHbKa ¢ KpblibLa,
Mogo6Ha BETPEHOM Haaexae,
Pe3Ba, 6ecneyHa, Becena,

Hy To4HO Ta e, KaK 6bina.

XV

"3ayeM BeYop TaK paHO CKpbIIMCb?"
Bbin nepBbiit ONIeHbKMH BOMpPOC.
Bce yyBcTBa B J/IEHCKOM NOMYTMAMCH,
M M0/1Ya OH MOBECUA HOC.

Mcuesna peBHOCTb M Jocaja

lMpep 3ToM ACHOCTMIO B3rNsAa,
Mpea 3ToM HEXHOM NPOCTOTOM,
Mpea 310k pessoto aylion! ..

OH CMOTPMUT B CIAAKOM YMMUJIEHBE;
OH BUAMWT: OH elLe JII0BUM;

YK OH, pacKasiHbeM TOMUM,

[0TOB NPOCKTbL Y HEM MpPOLLEHbE,
TpeneweT, He HAaX0AMT C/I0B,

OH CYacT/IMB, OH MOYTU 340POB...

XV. XVI. XVII

M BHOBb 3a/lyMUMBbIM, YHbIbIN
Mpea Munoi Onbroto CBoew,
BnaaMmup He MMeET Cusbl
BuepaluHui AeHb HAaNOMHUTb eM;
OH MbICUT: "Byay en cnacuTesb.
He notepnsito, 4T06 passpaTtuTesb
OrHem 1 B340XOB M MOXBas
Mnagoe cepaue UcKywan;

Y7106 YepBb Npe3peHHbI, AL0BUTbIN
Tounn nuneun ctebenek;

Y106b! ABYXYTPEHHUI LBETOK
YBSIN eLle NoaypacKpbITbin'.

Bce 310 3Hauu0, Apy3bA:

C npuaTenem CTpensch .

XVII

Koraa 6 oH 3Han, KaKas paHa
Moelt TaTbsiHbl cepaue xrna!
Koraa 6bl Begana TaTbsiHa,
Koraa 6bl 3HaTb OHa Morna,
Y70 3aBTpa JleHcKu 1 EBrenmi
3acnopAT 0 MOrM/IbHOM CEHM;
AX, MOXeT 6bITb, €ee Nt060Bb
Jpy3el coeauHmnna 6 BHOBb!
Ho 310 cTpacti 1 cnyyamHo
Ewe HUKTO He OTKpbIBa.
OHernH 060 BceM Monyan;
TaTbsiHa U3HbIBaNa TaMHO;
OfHa 6bl HAHA 3HaTb MoOrna,
[a Hegoragnmea 6bina.

But now at last his doubts were gone:
Next day, for sure, they'd drive at dawn
Out to the mill, where each would level
A pistol, cocked and lifted high,

To aim at temple or at thigh.

13

Convinced that Olga's heart was cruel,
Vladimir vowed he wouldn't run

To see that flirt before the duel.

He kept consulting watch and sun...
Then gave it up and finally ended
Outside the door of his intended.

He thought she'd blush with self-reproach,
Grow flustered when she saw his coach;
But not at all: as blithe as ever,

She bounded from the porch above

And rushed to greet her rhyming love
Like giddy hope-so gay and clever,

So frisky-carefree with her grin,

She seemed the same she'd always been.

14

'Why did you leave last night so early? Was all that
Olga, smiling, said. Poor Lensky's muddled mind was
swirling, And silently he hung his head. All jealousy and
rage departed Before that gaze so openhearted, Before
that soft and simple trust, Before that soul so bright
and just! With misty eyes he looks on sweetly And sees
the truth: she loves him yet! Tormented now by deep
regret, He craves her pardon so completely, He
trembles, hunts for words in vain: He's happy now, he's
almost sane...

(15-16) 17

Once more in solemn, rapt attention Before his darling
Olga's face, Vladimir hasn't heart to mention The night
before and what took place; 'It's up to me,' he thought,
'to save her. I'll never let that foul depraver Corrupt her
youthful heart with lies, With fiery praise... and heated
sighs; Nor see that noxious worm devour My lovely lily,
stalk and blade; Nor watch this two-day blossom fade
When it has yet to fully flower." All this, dear readers,
meant in fine: I'm duelling with a friend of mine.

18

Had Lensky known the deep emotion
That seared my Tanya's wounded heart!
Or had Tatyana had some notion

Of how these two had grown apart,

Or that by morn they'd be debating,

For which of them the grave lay waiting!-
Ah, then, perhaps, the love she bore
Might well have made them friends once more!
But no one knew her inclination

Or chanced upon the sad affair.

Eugene had kept his silent air;

Tatyana pined in isolation;

And only nanny might have guessed,

But her old wits were slow at best.
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XIX

Becb Beuep JIeHCKUI Bbl1 paccesH,
To Monyanue, To BeCeN BHOBb;

Ho ToT, KTO My301t0 B3nenesH,
Bcerpa TakoB: Haxmypsi 6poBb,
Caamnca oH 3a KlaBUKoOpAbl

M 6pan Ha HUX O4HWM aKKOPAbI,

To, k Onbre B30pbl YCTPEMMUB,
LenTtan: He npaBAa Nib? A CHaCT/IMB.
Ho no3aHo; Bpems exatb. Cxanocb
B Hem cepaue, NoJIHOe TOCKOM;
Mpowasck ¢ AeBOM MONOAOM,

OHO KaK 6yATO pa3pbiBanoch.

OHa rnsguT emy B nLO.

"Y1o c Bamn?" - TaK. - U Ha KpbuibLO.

XX

Jlomot npuexas, NUCToNeTbl
OH ocMOTpen, NOTOM BAOXKMUA
OnATb MX B AWMK M, pa3geTbin,
MNpu ceeyke, Wnnnepa oTKpbIN;
Ho MbiC/Ib 0fjHa ero o6bemnerT;
B Hem cepalie rpycTHoe He ApeMneT:
C HEM3DBACHMMOIO Kpacom

OH BUAMT Onbry npeg co6ou.
BnaguMup KHUry 3aKpbiBaeT,
bepet nepo; ero ctuxu,

MonHbI Nto60BHOM Yenyxu,
3By4art 1 nbtotca. Ux umtaet
OH BCAYX, B JIMPUYECKOM XKapy,
Kak JenbBur nbsHbIM Ha nUpy.

XXI

CTMXM Ha C/lyYan COXPaHMINCD;

A X UMeLo; BOT OHM:

"Kyaa, Kyaa Bbl yaanuamcb,
BecHbl Moe# 3naTble AHW?

Y70 fAEeHb rpAayLWMM MHE rOTOBMUT?
Ero moi B30p HanpacHo JI0BMT,

B rny6oKoM Mrie TamTcs OH.

HeT HyXapbl; npaB cyabbbl 3aKOH.
Maay nu A, CTPENoM NPOH3EHHbIN,
Mnb MMMO NPONETUT OHa,

Bce 6naro: 6eHUA U CHa
MpHxoauT Yac onpeaeneHHbIin;
BnarocnoBeH 1 aeHb 3a60T,
BbnarocnoBeH 1 TbMbl Nprxoa!

XX

bnecHet 3ayTpa nyy AeHHUUbI

M 3aurpaeT ApKMM feHb;

A A, 6bITb MOXKET, i TPOGHULbI
CoNnay B TaMHCTBEHHYIO CEHb,

M namATb IOHOro No3Ta

MNornotut MegneHHas Jleta,
3abyaeT MUP MEHSA; HO Tbl
Mpuaewwb nu, aeBa KpacoThl,
Cnesy nNpoamTb Haj paHHeN ypHoOM
M aymatb: OH MeHA tobun,

OH MHe eIMHOM NOCBATUA

PaccBeT nevanbHbIM XM3HM GypHOM!..
CepaeuHbii Apyr, eNaHHbIM Apyr,
Mpuau, npuaun: a T1BoM cynpyr!.."

19

All evening Lensky was abstracted,
Remote one moment, gay the next;

But those on whom the Muse has acted
Are ever thus; with brow perplexed,
He'd sit at clavichord intently

And play but chords; or turning gently
To Olga, he would whisper low:

'I'm happy, love... it's true, you know.'
But now it's late and time for leaving.
His heart, so full of pain, drew tight;
And as he bid the girl goodnight,

He felt it break with desperate grieving.
'What's wrong? She peered at him, intent.
'It's nothing." And away he went.

20

On coming home, the youth inspected His pistols; then
he put them back. Undressed, by candle he selected A
book of Schiller's from the rack; But only one bright
image holds him, One thought within his heart enfolds
him: He sees before him, wondrous fair, His
incandescent Olga there. He shuts the book and, with
decision, Takes up his pen... His verses ring With all the
nonsense lovers sing; And feverish with lyric vision, He
reads them out like one possessed, Like drunken Delvig*
at a fest!

21

By chance those verses haven't vanished; | have them,
and | quote them here: 'Ah, whither, whither are ye
banished, My springtime's golden days so dear? What
fate will morning bring my lyre? In vain my searching
eyes enquire, For all lies veiled in misty dust. No
matter; fate's decree is just; And whether, pierced, |
fall anointed, Or arrow passes by-all's right: The hours
of waking and of night Come each in turn as they're
appointed; And blest with all its cares the day, And
blest the dark that comes to stay!

22

‘The morning star will gleam tomorrow, And brilliant
day begin to bloom; While I, perhaps, descend in sorrow
The secret refuge of the tomb... Slow Lethe, then, with
grim insistence, Will drown my memory's brief
existence; Of me the world shall soon grow dumb; But
thou, fair maiden, wilt thou come! To shed a tear in
desolation And think at my untimely grave: He loved me
and for me he gave His mournful life in consecration!...
Beloved friend, sweet friend, | wait, Oh, come, Oh,
come, | am thy mate!'
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XXHI

TaK OH M1can TEMHO 1 BAJO
(YTO POMAHTM3MOM Mbl 30BEM,
XOTb pOMaHTM3Ma TyT HMUMaJo
He BuXy A; fa 4TO HaM B TOM?)
M HaKoHel nepey 3apeto,
CKJ/IOHACb YCTasIoN ro/10BOI0,
Ha MmogHoM cnoBe uaean
TUXOHbKO JIEHCKMIM 3aapeman;
Ho TonbKo COHHbIM 06asiHbEM
OH no3abbinca, yx cocea

B 6€3MOJIBHbIVM BXOAUT KabUHET
M 6yanT JIeHCKOro BO33BaHbEM:
"Mopa BCTaBaTh: CEbMOM Y3 Yac.
OHerunH BEpHO XAeT yX Hac".

XXIV

Ho owmbancsa oH: EBrenuit
Cnan B 3T0 BpEMA MEPTBbIM CHOM.
YKe peaetoT HouM TeHU

M BCTpeyeH Becnep neTyxom;
OHeruH cnuT cebe rny6oko.
Y3 COJIHLE KaTMUTCA BbICOKO,

M nepenetHas meTtenb
bnectut 1 BbeTCA; HO NOCTE b
Ewe EBreHui He NoKkuHyn,
Eule Hag HUM neTaeT COH.

BoT HaKOHeL, NpOCHY/ICA OH

M nonbl 3aBeca pa3gBuHy;
FnaguT - n BUAUT, 4TO Nopa
JlaBHO y exaTb CO ABopa.

XXV

OH nockopei 3B0HMT. B6eraet
K HeMy cnyra dpaHuy3 Moo,
Xanat v Ty npegnaraet

M nopaet emy 6enbe.

CnewuT OHermH ogeBaTbCA,
Cnyre BeUT NPUrOTOBAATLCSA
C HMM BMeCTe exaTb 1 C Co6oM
B3aThb TakKe AWMK 60€eBOM.
[oTOBbI CaHKM 6eroBble.

OH cen, Ha MeNIbHULY NETUT.
Mpumyanmcb. OH cnyre Beaut
Jlenasxka {39} cTBO/IbI pOKOBbIE
HecTu 3a HMM, a fowagam
OTbexaTb B Nose K ABYyM Ay6KaM.

XXVI

OnepLumch Ha NIOTHHY, JIeHCKUM
/laBHO HeTepnenuBo Xaan;

MeX TeM, MEXaHMK JlepeBEHCKUH,
3apeLKmi KepHOB ocy:Kaan.

NpeT OHErnH C M3BUHEHBEM.

"Ho rpe xe, - MOIBUN C U3YM/IEHbEM
3apeuKkui, - rae Baw CeKYHAAHT?"

B AyanAx Knaccuk v nejaHT,

Jllobrn MeToay OH M3 YyBCTBa,

M yenoBeKa pacTaHyTb

OH N03BONIAN HE KaK-HMOYAb,

Ho B cTpormx npaBunax UCKyccTBa,
Mo BcemM npeaaHbAM CTapUHbI

(410 NOXBaNUTb Mbl B HEM [JOJIKHbI).

23

He wrote thus-limply and obscurely.

(We say 'romantically'-although,

That's not romanticism, surely;

And if it is, who wants to know?)

But then at last, as it was dawning,

With drooping head and frequent yawning,
Upon the modish word 'ideal’

Vladimir gently dozed for real;

But sleep had hardly come to take him

Off to be charmed by dreams and cheered,
When in that silent room appeared

His neighbour, calling out to wake him:
It's time to rise! Past six... come on!

I'll bet Onegin woke at dawn.'

24

But he was wrong; that idle sinner

Was sleeping soundly even then.

But now the shades of night grow thinner,
The cock hails Vesper once again;

Yet still Onegin slumbers deeply.

But now the sun climbs heaven steeply,
And gusting snowflakes flash and spin,
But still Onegin lies within

And hasn't stirred; still slumber hovers
Above his bed and holds him fast.

But now he slowly wakes at last,

Draws back the curtains and his covers,
Looks out-and sees with some dismay,
He'd better leave without delay.

25

He rings in haste and, with a racket, His French valet,
Guillot, runs in- With slippers and a dressing jacket,
And fresh new linen from the bin. Onegin, dressing in a
flurry, Instructs his man as well to hurry: They're
leaving for the duelling place, Guillot's to fetch the
pistol case. The sleigh's prepared; his pacing ceases; He
climbs aboard and off they go. They reach the mill. He
bids Guillot To bring Lepage's deadly pieces;* Then has
the horses, on command, Removed to where two
oaklings stand.

26

Impatient, but in no great panic,

Vladimir waited near the dam;

Meanwhile Zaretsky, born mechanic,

Was carping at the millstone's cam.

Onegin, late, made explanation.

Zaretsky frowned in consternation:

'‘Good God, man, where's your second? Where?
In duels a purist doctrinaire,

Zaretsky favoured stout reliance

On proper form; he'd not allow

Dispatching chaps just anyhow,

But called for strict and full compliance
With rules, traditions, ancient ways

(Which we, of course, in him should praise).
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XXVII

"MoM ceKyHAaHT? - ckasan EBrenumn, -
BoT oH: Mo gpyr, monsieur Guillot.
A1 He NpeABMKY BO3paXKeHUM

Ha npeacraBneHue Moe:

XOTb Ye0BEK OH HEM3BECTHbIN,

Ho y» KOHEYHO Masibli YeCTHbIN".
3apeuKui ryby 3aKycui.

OHeruH JIeHCKOro Cnpocun:

"YT10 XK, HauMHaTL?" - HauHeMm, noxanym, -
Ckasan Bnagummp. U nownmn

3a MenbHuuy. Moka Baanu

3apeLKMi Hall M YeCTHbIM Masbli
BcTynuau B BaxKHbIM 40roBop,

Bparu ctoAaT, notyns B3op.

XXVII

Bparu! laBHo 21 Apyr oT Apyra

Mx »axaa KpoBu oTBena?

JlaBHO /b OHM Yachl gocyra,
Tpanesy, MbIC/IM 1 fena

Aenvnu apy»kHo? HbiHe 3106H0,
Bparam HacneacTBEHHbIM NOZL06HO,
Kak B cTpallHOM, HEMOHATHOM CHe,
OHu apyr Apyry B TULIMHE

[0TOBAT rMbenb XN1aHOKPOBHO. ..
He 3acMeATbCA b UM, NMOKa

He ob6arpunack Mx pyka,

He pa3onTHTbCA b NOMOGOBHO?. .
Ho avKo cBeTckas Bpaxaa

boutca noxHoro crbiga.

XXIX

BoT nucToneTbl yxk 61eCHyM,
PEMMT O LLOMMNOJT MOJIOTOK.

B rpaHeHbIi CTBON YXOAAT My/u,
M LLeNnKHyN B NepBbIi pa3 Kypok.
BoT nopox cTpyiKoi cepoBaTom
Ha nonky cbinnetcs. 3y64atbin,
HaaeXHO BBMHYEHHbIM KpEMEHb
B3seaeH ele. 3a 6MKHUIA NeHb
CTaHOBMTCA MMIbO CMYLLEHHBIN.
Mnawm 6pocatoT ABa Bpara.
3apeLKui TpuauaTb ABa Liara
OTMEPUA C TOYHOCTBIO OTMEHHOM,
[Jpy3elt pa3Ben no KpamHui cnea,
M KaxAblM B3 CBOM MUCTONET.

XXX

"Tenepb cxoauTech".
XNagHOKPOBHO,

Euwle He uens, aBa Bpara

MoxoaKow TBEpAOM, TMXO, POBHO

YeTbipe nepewnu wara,

YeTblpe CMEepTHbIE CTYMNEHMU.

Csor nuctonet Toraa Esrenui,

He npecrtaBas HacTynatb,

CTan nepsbii TMXO NOAbIMATD.

BoT nATb WaroB ewe CTynuau,

M JIeHCKWI, MYpPA NEBbINM rnas,

Cran TaKXe LennTb - HO KaK pa3

OHeruH BbicTpenu... Mpobunmn

Yacbl ypouHble: noat

PoHseT monya nucroner,

XXXI

Ha rpyab KnageT TUXOHbKO pyKy
M nagaet. TyMaHHbIM B30p
M306parkaeT CMepTb, HE MYKY.
Tak MeANeHHO Mo cKaTy rop,

Ha conHue uckpamm 6amcTas,
Cnagaet rabiba cHeroas.

27

'My second? said Eugene directly. 'Why here he is:
Monsieur Guillot, A friend of mine, whom you...
correctly! Will be quite pleased to greet, | know;
Though he's unknown and lives obscurely, He's still an
honest chap, most surely.' Zaretsky bit his lip, well
vexed. Onegin turned to Lensky next: 'Shall we begin?-
‘At my insistence.' Behind the mill, without a word. And
while the 'honest chap' conferred With our Zaretsky at a
distance And sealed the solemn compact fast, The foes
stood by with eyes downcast.

28

The foes! How long has bloodlust parted

And so estranged these former friends?

How long ago did they, warmhearted,

Share meals and pastimes, thoughts and ends?
And now, malignant in intention,

Like ancient foes in mad dissension,

As in a dreadful senseless dream,

They glower coldly as they scheme

In silence to destroy each other...

Should they not laugh while yet there's time,
Before their hands are stained with crime?
Should each not part once more as brother?...
But enmity among their class

Holds shame in savage dread, alas.

29

The gleaming pistols wake from drowsing.
Against the ramrods mallets pound.

The balls go in each bevelled housing.
The first sharp hammer clicks resound.
Now streams of greyish powder settle
Inside the pans. Screwed fast to metal,
The jagged flints are set to go.

Behind a nearby stump Guillot

Takes up his stand in indecision.

The duellists shed their cloaks and wait.
Zaretsky paces off their fate

At thirty steps with fine precision,

Then leads each man to where he'll stand,
And each takes pistol into hand.

30

‘Approach at will!" Advancing coldly, With quiet, firm,
and measured tread, Not aiming yet, the foes took
boldly The first four steps that lay ahead- Four fateful
steps. The space decreasing, Onegin then, while still
not ceasing His slow advance, was first to raise His
pistol with a level gaze. Five paces more, while Lensky
waited To close one eye and, only then, To take his
aim... And that was when Onegin fired! The hour fated
Has struck at last: the poet stops And silently his pistol
drops.

31

He lays a hand, as in confusion, On breast and falls.
His misted eyes Express not pain, but death's intrusion.
Thus, slowly, down a sloping rise, And sparkling in the
sunlight's shimmer, A clump of snow will fall and




Eugene Onegin by Alexander Pushkin Translated from Russian into English by JAMES E. FALEN Russian-English parallel text 61

MrHOBEHHbIM X0/101J0M 06UT,
OHEeruvH K toHoLLe CrneLwmT,
[naguT, 30BET €ro ... HanpacHo:
Ero y» HeT. Miago# nesey,
Hawen 6e3BpeMeHHbIM KoHew!
JoxHyna 6yps, uBeT NpeKpacHbIM
YBSIN Ha yTpeHHew 3ape,

MoTyx oroHb Ha anTtape!..

XXXII

HenBu:kuM OH Nexan, U CTpaHeH
Bbl1 TOMHbIM MMP €ro yena.

Moa rpyab OH 6bl/1 HABbINET paHEH;
AbIMACb M3 paHbl KPOBb TEKNA.
ToMy Hazaz 04HO MIrHOBEHbE

B cem cepaue 6UN0Cb BAOXHOBEHbE,
Bpaxaa, Hagexzaa 1 no6oBb,
Mrpana »*u3sHb, KMnena KpoBb, -
Tenepb, KaK B JOME OMYCTE/IOM,
Bce B HEM M TMXO M TEMHO;
3aMOIK/I0 HaBCerga OHo.

3aKpbiTbl CTaBHU, OKHbI MEIOM
3a6eneHbl. X03aMKK HeT.

A rge, 6or Bectb. Mponan u cnea.

XXX

MpUATHO AEpP3KOM 3MUrPaMMOM
B36ecnTb onsiowHoOro Bpara;
MpuATHO 3peTb, Kak OH, yNpsMo
CKNOHMB 604MBblE pora,
HeBo/bHO B 3epKano rnaguTcs
M y3HaBaTb ce6s CTbigMTCS;
MpuATHEN, eciv OH, Apy3bA,
3aBoeT caypy: 370 Al

Ewe npuaTHee B MONYaHbe
EMy roToBMUTb YECTHbIM rpo6

U TMxo uenutb B 61eaHbIN 1106
Ha 6naropofHoM paccTosiHbe;
Ho otocnaTb ero kK oTuam

EzaBa /ib NnpusATHO 6yJeT BaM.

XXXIV

Y710 K, ecnu BalMM NUCTONETOM
CpaskeH npusaTeb MOIOAO0M,
HecKpOMHbIM B3rNISiZl0M, U/ib OTBETOM,
Unu 6e3genmuen nHom

Bac ockop6MBLUMI 3a 6YTbIKOM,
Mnb Jaxe cam B Jocaje MNblKOM
Bac ropZo BbI3BaBLUMI Ha 60M,
CKaxkuTe: BaLlew AyLIOM

Kakoe 4yBCTBO OBnajeer,

Koraa HeBMKMM, Ha 3emne
lMpes BamMM C cMepTbiO Ha Yene,
OH NoCTENEeHHO KOCTeHeeT,
Koraa oH rayx u monyanve

Ha Bal oT4asHHbIM Npu3bIB?

XXXV

B ToCKe cepAeyHbIX Yrpbi3eHWH,
PyKkoto cTMCHYB nucToNeT,

naauT Ha JleHckoro EBreHui.
"Hy, uT0 X? youT", - pewumn cocea.
Y6ut!.. CMM CTpaLHbIM BOCKAMLAHbEM
CparkeH, OHeruH ¢ cogporaHbem
OTXOAUT U N0AEN 30BET.
3apeuKkmi 6epexxHo Knaget

Ha caHnu Tpyn oneaeHenbin;
Jlomoit Be3eT OH CTpaLlHbIM KNaj.
MNouyAa mepTBOro, xpanart

M 6btoTCA KOHM, NeHoMn 6enon
CTanbHble MoYaT yamna,

M nonetenu Kak ctpena.

glimmer.

Eugene, in sudden chill, despairs, Runs to the stricken
youth... and stares! Calls out his name!-No earthly
power Can bring him back: the singer's gone, Cut down
by fate at break of dawn! The storm has blown; the
lovely flower Has withered with the rising sun; The altar
fire is out and donel...

32

He lay quite still and past all feeling; His languid brow
looked strange at rest. The steaming blood poured
forth, revealing The gaping wound beneath his breast.
One moment back-a breath's duration- This heart still
throbbed with inspiration; Its hatreds, hopes, and loves
still beat, Its blood ran hot with life's own heat. But
now, as in a house deserted, Inside it-all is hushed and
stark, Gone silent and forever dark. The window boards
have been inserted, The panes chalked white. The
owner's fled; But where, God knows. All trace is dead.

33

With epigrams of spite and daring

It's pleasant to provoke a foe;

It's pleasant when you see him staring-
His stubborn, thrusting horns held low-
Unwillingly within the mirror,
Ashamed to see himself the clearer;
More pleasant yet, my friends, if he
Shrieks out in stupid shock: that's me!
Still pleasanter is mute insistence

On granting him his resting place

By shooting at his pallid face

From some quite gentlemanly distance.
But once you've had your fatal fun,
You won't be pleased to see it done.

34

And what would be your own reaction If with your
pistol you'd struck down A youthful friend for some
infraction: A bold reply, too blunt a frown, Some
bagatelle when you'd been drinking; Or what if he
himself, not thinking, Had called you out in fiery pride?
Well, tell me: what would you... inside Be thinking of...
or merely feeling, Were your good friend before you
now, Stretched out with death upon his brow, His blood
by slow degrees congealing, Too deaf and still to make
reply To your repeated, desperate cry?

35

In anguish, with his heart forsaken, The pistol in his
hand like lead, Eugene stared down at Lensky, shaken.
His neighbour spoke: 'Well then, he's dead.' The awful
word, so lightly uttered, Was like a blow. Onegin
shuddered, Then called his men and walked away.
Zaretsky, carefully, then lay The frozen corpse on
sleigh, preparing To drive the body home once more.
Sensing the dreadful load they bore, The horses
neighed, their nostrils flaring, And wet the metal bit
with foam, Then swift as arrows raced for home.
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XXXVI

Apy3ba MOM, BaM Ka/lb No3Ta:
Bo uBeTe pafoCTHbIX HadeXa,
Mx He cBeplUMB elle ANA cBeTa,
YyTb M3 MNIaE€HYECKMX OAEXA,
yBan! I'ae xapkoe BO/IHEHbE,
e 6naropogHoe CcTpem/ieHbe
M 4yBCTB M MbIC/IEN MOJIOABIX,
BbICOKMX, HEXHBIX, YAabIX?
['ie 6ypHble NO6BU KenaHbs,
M xaxaa 3HaHWUM U Tpyaa,

M cTpax nopoka M cTbiga,

M Bbl, 3aBETHblE MEYTAHbA,
Bbl, NpM3paK KM3HWM HE3EMHOM,
Bbl, CHbl N033MK CBATOM!

XXXVII

BbITb MOXeET, OH AnA 6nara mupa
Mnb X0Tb ANA Cnasbl OblN POXAEH;
Ero ymonkHyBwas ampa
I'peMyymi, HeNpepbIBHbIM 3BOH

B Bekax nogHATb morna. Mo3Ta,
BbITb MOXeT, Ha CTyneHsAX cBeTa
aana BblcoKas CTyneHb.

Ero cTpaganbyeckas TeHb,

BbITb MOXeT, yHecna ¢ coboto
CBATYIO TalHy, M ANA HaC

Morué x1BOTBOPALWMIA rNac,

M 3a MOrUJIbHOIO YepTOoto

K Helt He JOMYMTCA TMMH BPEMEH,
BnarocnoseHue nnemeH.

XXXV XXXIX

A MoKeT 6bITb M TO: MO3Ta
OG6bIKHOBEHHbIM XAan yaen.
Mpolwunun 6bl OHOWeECTBA fleTa:

B HeM nbin aywm 6bl oxnagen.

Bo MHOrom oH 6bl M3MEHMICA,
Pacctancs 6 c My3amu, KeHucs,
B pepeBHe, cyacT/aMB 1 porar,
Hocun 6bl cTeraHbii xanar;
Y3Han 6bl M3Hb Ha CaMOM Jene,
Moaarpy 6 B COPOK NIeT UMenN,
Mun, en, ckyyan, Toncten, xmpen,
M HaKoHeLl, B CBOeM nocrtesne
CKoHyvasicA 6 nocpeau aeten,
MnaKcuBbIX 6a6 M NeKkapen.

XL

Ho 4T0 6bl HK 6bINIO, YMTaTEND,
YBbl, N060BHUK MOJIOAOM,
Mo3T, 3aAyMUMBbIM MeyTaTeb,
Y6UT NpUATENbCKOM PYyKOM!
EcTb MecTo: BNEBO OT Ce/eHbS,
[ ae X NnUTOMEL, BAOXHOBEHbBS,
/1B COCHbI KOPHAMM CPOC/IUCD;
MoA HMUMK CTPYMKM M3BMAIUCH
Pyubsa coceACTBEHHOM AONMHBI.
Tam naxapb /106MT OTAbIXaTb,
M 3KHULBI B BOJIHbI NOrpY’KaTb
MNpUX0AAT 3BOHKME KYBLUMHDI;
TaM y py4bs B TEHM FycTOM
MocTaB/ieH NaMATHUK NPOCTOMN.

XLI

Moa HMM (Kak HaYMHaeT KanaTb
BeceHHWI AoxAab Ha 31aK nonen)
MacTyx, nneTs cBOM NeCTpbii NanoTb,
MoeT Npo BOIKCKMUX pblibapei;

36

You mourn the poet, friends... and rightly:
Scarce out of infant clothes and killed!
Those joyous hopes that bloomed so brightly
Now doomed to wither unfulfilled!

Where now the ardent agitation,

The fine and noble aspiration

Of youthful feeling, youthful thought,
Exalted, tender, boldly wrought?

And where are stormy love's desires,

The thirst for knowledge, work, and fame,
The dread of vice, the fear of shame?

And where are you, poetic fires,

You cherished dreams of sacred worth
And pledge of life beyond this earth!

37

It may be he was born to fire The world with good, or
earn at least A gloried name; his silenced lyre Might
well have raised, before it ceased, A call to ring
throughout the ages. Perhaps, upon the world's great
stages, He might have scaled a lofty height. His
martyred shade, condemned to night, Perhaps has
carried off forever Some sacred truth, a living word,
Now doomed by death to pass unheard; And in the tomb
his shade shall never Receive our race's hymns of praise,
Nor hear the ages bless his days.

(38) 39

Or maybe he was merely fated

To live amid the common tide;

And as his years of youth abated,

The flame within him would have died.

In time he might have changed profoundly,
Have quit the Muses, married soundly;

And in the country he'd have worn

A quilted gown and cuckold's horn,

And happy, he'd have learned life truly;

At forty he'd have had the gout,

Have eaten, drunk, grown bored and stout,
And so decayed, until he duly

Passed on in bed... his children round,
While women wept and doctors frowned.

40

However, reader, we may wonder...

The youthful lover's voice is stilled,

His dreams and songs all rent asunder;

And he, alas, by friend lies killed!

Not far from where the youth once flourished
There lies a spot the poet cherished:

Two pine trees grow there, roots entwined;
Beneath them quiet streamlets wind,
Meand'ring from the nearby valley.

And there the ploughman rests at will

And women reapers come to fill

Their pitchers in the stream and dally;
There too, within a shaded nook,

A simple stone adjoins the brook.

41
Sometimes a shepherd sits there waiting

(Till on the fields, spring rains have passed)
And sings of Volga fishers, plaiting
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M roposkaHka monogas,

B nepeBHe neto npoBoxaas,
Koraa ctpemrnas Bepxom oHa
HeceTcs no nonsam ogHa,
KoHsa npea HMM ocTaHoBAseET,
PeMsHHbIM NOBOA HaTAHYB,

W, dnep oT wnAnbl 0TBEPHYB,
nasamu 6ernbiMK YnTaeT
MpocTyto HaaMUch - U cnesa
TYMaHWUT HeXHble rnasa.

XLII

M warom eseT B YACTOM none,

B MeyTaHbs norpysscb, OHa;
Jywa B HeM [o/ro noHesose
Cyab60to JIeHCKOro noJsiHa;

M MblcnT: "YT0-TO C ONbrow ctano?
B Hel cepaue Aonro au cTpaaano,
Mnb ckopo cnes npowsia nopa?

M roe Tenepb ee cectpa?

U rpe x 6ernew oen 1 ceeta,
KpacaBuu, MOAHbBIX MOAHbINM Bpar,
['Ae 3TOT NacMypHbIM Yyaak,
Y6uiua oHoro nosra?"

Co BpeMeHeM OTHET A BaM
Moapo6HO 060 BCEM OTAaM,

XLI

Ho He Tenepb. XoTb A cepAeyHo
Jlobnto repos moero,

XoTb BO3BpaLLyCb K HEMY, KOHEYHO,
Ho MHe Tenepb He A0 Hero.
JleTa K CypoBO# Npo3e K/OHAT,
JleTa wanyHbto pudmy roHAT,

M A - co B3JOXOM NPU3HAKCH -
3a HeM NIEHMBEN BOJIOYYChb.
Mepy cTapMHHOM HET OXOTbl
Mapatb neTtyune nucTbl;
Apyrue, xnagHole MeyThbl,
Apyrue, cTporue 3a60oTbl

M B WyMe cBeTa U B TULIK
TpeBoXKaT COH MOEM AyLUM.

XLIV

Mo3Han A rnac UHbIX KenaHui,
Mo3Han A HoBylo Neyasnb;

JIns nepBbIX HET MHEe YNOBaHWH,

A CTapoi MHe nevasnu xanb.
MeuTbl, meyThl! rae Bawa cnagoctb?
['ae, BeyHas K Hel pudma, MNaLoCTb?
Yenb 1 BNpaBAy HaKoHeL

YBAn, yBan ee seHew?

Yesb 1 BNpAM 1 B CaMOM Jene
Bes anernyeckmx satemn

BecHa Moux npomyanacb AHewn

(470 A WyTA TBEPAUN Aocene)?

M el yxkenb Bo3BpaTa Het?

Yenb MHe CKopo TpuauaTb net?

XLV

Tak, NoNAeHb MOM HacTas, U HYXHO
MHe B TOM CO3HaTbCA, BUXY f.

Ho TaK u 6biTb: NPOCTUMCS APYIKHO,
O 1HOCTb Jlerkas mos!

Bbnarozapto 3a HachaxzaeHbs,

3a rpyctb, 3a MUJIble My4eHbS,

3a wyMm, 3a 6ypM, 3a nNmpebl,

3a Bce, 3a BCe TBOM Japbl;
bnarogapto Te64. To6oto,

Cpeaun TpeBor 1 B TULLIMHE,

Al Hachaguncs... v BMOJHE;
JoBonbHo! C AcHot Ayluoio
lMycKatocb HblHE B HOBbIM NyTb

OT KM3HM NPOLLION OTAOXHYTb.

His simple, coloured shoes of bast;

Or some young girl from town who's spending
Her summer in the country mending-
When headlong and alone on horse
She races down the meadow course,
Will draw her leather reins up tightly
To halt just there her panting steed;
And lifting up her veil, she'll read

The plain inscription, skimming lightly;
And as she reads, a tear will rise

And softly dim her gentle eyes.

42

And at a walk she'll ride, dejected, Into the open field
to gaze, Her soul, despite herself, infected By Lensky's
brief, ill-fated days. She'll wonder too: 'Did Olga
languish? Her heart consumed with lasting anguish? Or
did the time of tears soon pass? And where's her sister
now, poor lass? And where that gloomy, strange
betrayer, The modish beauty's modish foe, That recluse
from the world we know- The youthful poet's friend and
slayer? In time, | promise, I'll not fail To tell you all in
full detail.

43

But not today. Although | cherish

My hero and of course | vow

To see how he may wane or flourish,

I'm not quite in the mood just now.

The years to solemn prose incline me;
The years chase playful rhyme behind me,
And I-alas, | must confess-

Pursue her now a good deal less.

My pen has lost its disposition

To mar the fleeting page with verse;

For other, colder dreams | nurse,

And sterner cares now seek admission;
And mid the hum and hush of life,

They haunt my soul with dreams of strife.

44

I've learned the voice of new desires And come to
know a new regret; The first within me light no fires,
And | lament old sorrows yet.

O dreams! Where has your sweetness vanished? And
where has youth (glib rhyme) been banished? Can it be
true, its bloom has passed,

Has withered, withered now at last? Can it be true, my
heyday's ended- All elegiac play aside- That now indeed
my spring has died (As | in jest so oft pretended)? And is
there no return of youth? Shall | be thirty soon, in truth?

45

And so, life's afternoon has started, As | must now
admit, | see. But let us then as friends be parted, My
sparkling youth, before you flee!

| thank you for your host of treasures, For pain and
grief as well as pleasures, For storms and feasts and
worldly noise, For all your gifts and all your joys;

My thanks to you. With you I've tasted, Amid the
tumult and the still, Life's essence... and enjoyed my
fill. Enough! Clear-souled and far from wasted, | start
upon an untrod way To take my rest from yesterday.
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XLVI

[Jai ornsHycob. MpocTuTe X, cexu,
F'Ae AHW MOM TEK/IU B YLLK,
MCnoNHEHbI CTpacTeN U NeHn
M CHOB 3a4yM4MBOM AyLUN.

A Tbl, Mlafi0€ BAOXHOBEHbE,
BosiHy!M Moe Boo6pakeHbe,
JlpeMoTy cepaua OXuBASAN,

B Mo yron vatle npuaertan,
He aal ocTbiTh Ayle nosta,
OecTounTbCA, O4EpPCTBETD,
M HaKkoHeLl, OKaMeHeTb

B mepTBALLEM YyroeHbe CBeTa,
B cem omyTe, rge c Bamu A
Kynatocb, munble gpy3sbs! {40}

F'NNABA CEZIbMAA

MockBa, Poccum ao4db tobmma,
e paBHyto Tebe CbiCKaTb?

AMUTPUEB.
Kak He 1to6MTb poAHOM MOCKBbI?

BapaTbIHCKMM.

[OHeHbe Ha MOCKBy! YTO 3HAYMT BMAETb CBeT!

r'ae * nydwe?
I'ae Hac Hert.

'puboesos.
|

TOHVMBI BELLHUMM Jly4amu,
C OKPEeCTHbIX rop ye cHera
C6exanm MyTHbIMWU pyYbAMM
Ha notonneHHble nyra.
YNbIGKOM ACHOK Npupoja
CKBO3b COH BCTpEYaEeT YTPO rofa;
CuHen 6newyT Hebeca.

Ewle npo3payHble, neca

Kak 6yATo nyxom 3eneHetoT.
Muena 3a JaHbto NoNEBOM
J1eTUT U3 Keslbu BOCKOBOM.
JO0NMHBI COXHYT U MECTpetoT;
CTaza WyMAT, 1 CoNoBeN
YK nen B 6e3MONBUM HOYEN.

Kak rpycTHo MHe TBOe fBJiEHbE,
BecHa, BecHa! nopa nto6su!
Kakoe ToMHoe Bo/HEHbE

B moe# ayuwe, B Moel Kpou!
C KaKMM TSKENBIM YMUIIEHBEM
A1 HacNaxKaaCb AyHOBEHbEM
B /MU0 MHe BetoLLEen BECHBDI

Ha noHe cenbCKoM TULWMUHDI!
Nnn MHe 4yKA0 HacnaxaeHbe,
M BCe, 4TO pasyeT, KUBMT,
Bce, 4TO NMKyeET 1 GhecTut
HaBoauT CKyKy 1 TOMNEHbe

Ha aywy mepTBylo 4aBHO

M BCe el KaxKeTcA TeMHO?

1

Mnu, He pagyacb Bo3BpaTy
Morn6LLmnx 0CeHbIO NNCTOB,
Mbl NMOMHMM FOPbKYIO yTparty,
BHKMMas HOBbIM LIYM JIECOB;
M ¢ npupoaoH 0KUBIEHHOM
CO6NMKAEM yMOKO CMYLLEHHOM
Mbl yBAZ@HbE HaWKMX NeT,
KoTopbiM BO3pOXKAeHbA HET?

46

But one glance back. Farewell, you bowers,
Sweet wilderness in which | spent
Impassioned days and idle hours,

And filled my soul with dreams, content.
And you, my youthful inspiration,

Come stir the bleak imagination,

Enrich the slumbering heart's dull load,
More often visit my abode;

Let not the poet's soul grow bitter

Or harden and congeal alone,

To turn at last to lifeless stone

Amid this world's deceptive glitter,

This swirling swamp in which we lie

And wallow, friends, both you and I!

Chapter 7

Moscow! Russia's favourite daughter! Where is your
equal to be found!

Dmitriev

Can one not love our native Moscow?

Baratynsky

‘Speak ill of Moscow! So this is what it means to see
the world! Where is it better, then? 'Where we are not.'

Griboedov

Spring rays at last begin to muster And chase from
nearby hills the snow, Whose turbid streams flow down
and cluster To inundate the fields below. And drowsy
nature, smiling lightly, Now greets the dawning season
brightly. The heavens sparkle now with blue; The still
transparent woods renew Their downy green and start
to thicken. The bee flies out from waxen cell To claim
its meed from field and dell. The vales grow dry and
colours quicken; The cattle low; and by the moon The
nightingale pours forth its tune.

How sad | find your apparition,

O spring!... ? time of love's unrest! What sombre echoes
of ambition Then stir my blood and fill my breast! What
tender and oppressive yearning Possesses me on spring's
returning, When in some quiet rural place

| feel her breath upon my face! Or am | now inured to
gladness; And all that quickens and excites, That
sparkles, triumphs, and delights Casts only spleen and
languid sadness On one whose heart has long been
dead, For whom but darkness lies ahead?

Or saddened by the re-emergence Of leaves that
perished in the fall, We heed the rustling wood's
resurgence, As bitter losses we recall; Or do we mark
with lamentation How nature's lively renovation
Compares with our own fading youth, For which no
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BbITb MOKET, B MbIC/IM HaM MPUXOANT
Cpefib NO3TUYECKOro CHa

MHas, cTapas BecHa

M1 B TpeneT cepue Ham NpuMBOAMT
MeuToM 0 fJanbHOM CTOpoHE,

O 4YyaHOM HOYM, O JIYHE...

v

Bot Bpems: nob6pble IeHMBLbI,
SNMKypenLbli-MyapeLpl,

Bbl, paBHOAYLLHbIE CYACTAMBLI,
Bbl, wkonbl JleBwmHa {41} nTeHubl,
Bbl, AepeBeHCKuMe lMpuambl,

M Bbl, YyBCTBUTE/IbHBIE AAMbl,
BecHa B AepeBHIo Bac 30BeT,
lMopa Tenna, ugetoB, pa6orT,
lMopa rynsHui BAOXHOBEHHbIX

M cobnasHUTE/IbHbIX HOYEM.

B nons, apysbA! ckopei, cKopew,
B KapeTax, TAXKO HarpyeHHbIX,
Ha Bonrux unb Ha NOYTOBbIX
TAHUTECH U3 3aCTaB rpajCKuX.

\

M Bbl, YnTaTENb GNArOCKIOHHbIM,
B cBoe# KonAcKe BbINMCHOM
OcTaBbTe rpaji HEYroMOHHbIM,
e BECENMNNCH Bbl 3UMOM;

C Mo€elo My301 CBOEHpaBHOM
MoraemTe caywatb WyM Ay6paBHbI
Hap 6e3bIMEHHOI0 PEKOM

B nepesHe, rae EBreHuit mou,
OTLLUENbHMK NPa3AHbIM U YHbIbIN,
Ellle HeZJaBHO KM 3MMOM

B coceacTtBe TaHM MON0A0M,
Moel MeuTaTeIbHULbI MUJION,

Ho rae ero tenepb yX HerT...

['Zie rpyCTHbIM OH OCTaBUA CNej.

Vi

MeX rop, /iexKalupx NoJIyKpyrom,
Moraem Tyaa, rae pyyeex,

BuACb, GEXUT 3€N1EeHbIM YroM

K peke CKBO3b /IMMNOBbLIN N1ECOK.
TaM conoBe, BECHbI II0GOBHUK,
Bcto Houb NoeT; UBETET LUMMOBHUK,
M cnbllweH roBop K/a4eBon, -

TaM BMAEH KameHb rpo6oBoM

B TeHM ABYX COCEH ycTapesbix.
MpuwenbLy HaANMCb FOBOPUT:
"BnaamMmmp JIEHCKUI 34€Cb NIEXMT,
Morm6Lmit paHO CMEPTHIO CMENbIX,
B TaKoM-TO rof, TakMX-To NieT.
Mokoics, toHowa-nost!"

Vi

Ha BeTBM COCHbI NPEKIIOHEHHOM,
BbiBaso, paHHUIM BETEPOK

Hag 3Tol ypHOl0 CMMpPEeHHOM
Kayan TauHCTBEHHbIN BEHOK.
BbiBano, B no3gHue Aocyru
Cioaa Xxoannu ABe Noapyru,

M Ha morune npu nyxe,
OGHABLUMCH, NJIaKaIn OHE.

Ho HbIHE... NAMATHUK YHbI/bIN
3a6bIT. K HeMy NpuBbIYHbIN Cnej
3arnox. BeHKka Ha BETBU HeET;
OaMH, NoA HUM, Ce0M U XMAbIN
MNacTyx no-npexkHemy noet

M 0byBb 6eaHyto naeTeT.

spring will come, in truth?

Perhaps in thought we reassemble, Within a dream to
which we cling, Some other and more ancient spring,
That sets the aching heart atremble With visions of
some distant place, A magic night, the moon's
embrace...

4

Now is the time, you hibernators,

You epicures and sages, you;

You fortunate procrastinators,

You fledglings from our Lyovshin's crew,*
You rustic Priams from the cities,

And you, my sentimental pretties-
Spring calls you to your country seat;

It's time for flowers, labours, heat,
Those heady walks for which you're thirsting,
And soft seductive nights as well.

Into the fields, my friends, pell-mell!
Load up your carriages to bursting,

Bring out your own or rent a horse,

And far from town now set your course!

5

You too, indulgent reader, hurry In your imported
coach, | pray, To leave the city with its flurry, Where
you spent wintertime in play; And with my wilful Muse
let's hustle To where the leafy woodlands rustle- A
nameless river's placid scene, The country place where
my Eugene, That idle and reclusive schemer, But
recently this winter stayed, Not far from our unhappy
maid, Young Tanya, my enchanted dreamer; But where
he now no longer reigns... Where only his sad trace
remains.

6

Where hills half circle round a valley,
Let's trace a winding brooklet's flow
Through greening fields, and watch it dally
Beside a spot where lindens grow.

And there the nightingale, spring's lover,
Sings out till dawn; a crimson cover

Of briar blooms, and freshets sound.
There too a tombstone can be found
Beneath two pine trees, old for ages.

Its legend lets the stranger know:
'Vladimir Lensky lies below.

He died too soon... his death courageous,
At such an age, in such a year.

Repose in peace, young poet, here!

7

There was a time when breezes playing Among the
pines would gently turn A secret wreath that hung there
swaying Upon a bough above that urn; And sometimes in
the evening hours Two maidens used to come with
flowers, And by the moonlit grave they kept Their vigil
and, embracing, wept. But now the monument stands
dreary And quite forgot. Its pathway now- All weeds. No
wreath is on the bough; Alone the shepherd, grey and
weary, Beneath it sings as in the past and plaits his
simple shoes of bast.
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VI IX. X

Mot 6eaHbIN JIEHCKMI! U3HbIBaA,
He gonro nnakasna oHa.

¥YBbI! HEBecTa mosiogas

CBoel nevanu HeBepHa.
Jpyroi yBieKk ee BHUMaHbe,
Jpyrou ycnen ee cTpagaHbe
JIl060BHOM NIECTbIO YChIMUTB,
YnaH ymen ee nieHuTb,

YnaH Nto6rm ee ayworo. ..

M BOT YK C HAM Mpej antapem
OHa CTbIA/IMBO MOA BEHLIOM
CTOUT C NOHMKLLEN rOJI0BOIO,
C OrHeMm B MOTYIJIEHHbIX OYax,
C yNbIGKOM NIEFKOM Ha yCTax.

Xl

Mot 6eaHbIN JIeHCKMI! 3a Moruiom
B npeaenax BEYHOCTM ryxom
CMyTUACA K, NEeBeL, YHbIbIN,
M3MeHbl BECTbIO POKOBOM,

Mnv Hag J1eToM yCbiNAeHHbIN
Mo3T, 6ecyyBCTBMEM 6AXKEHHDBIM,
YK HE CMYLLAETCA HUYEM,

M MMp eMy 3aKpbIT U HEM?..

Tak! paBHOAYyLWHOE 3a6BeHbE

3a rpo6om oxuaaeT Hac.

Bparos, apysei, 060BHUL, rnac
Bapyr MosikHeT. Mpo 04HO MMeHbe
HacneaHuKoB cepamTbii xop
3aBOAMT HEMPUCTOMHDBIN Crop.

Xl

M cKopo 3BOHKMM rosioc Onm

B cemericTBe JlapuHbIX YMOJIK.
YnaH, CBOEW HEeBOIbHUK A0/,
Bbln foKEH exaTb C Heto B MOJIK.
Cnesamm ropbko 06/1MBasACh,
CrapyLKa, ¢ Jo4epbto npowasch,
Kasanocb, 4yTb *uBa 6bbina,

Ho TaHa nnakaTb He Morna;
JMwb cMepTHOM 61e4HOCTbIO MOKPbINOCH
Ee nevyanbHoe nuuo.

Koraa Bce BbilWAM Ha KpbibLO,

M BCe, npowanck, CyeTniochb
BoKpyr KapeTbl MOJIOAbIX,
TaTbAHa npoBoAnMaa UX.

X

W ponro, 6yATO CKBO3b TyMaHa,
OHa rnsgena M Bocneg. ..

M BOT 0aHa, oaHa TaTtbsHa!
¥YBbl! nogpyra CTONbKMX /€T,

Ee rony6ka monogas,

Ee HanepcHMua poaHas,
Cyab6oto BAanb 3aHeceHa,

C HeW HaBceraa pasnyyeHa.
Kak TeHb oHa 6e3 uenun 6poauT,
To CMOTPUT B ONycCTeNbIM cag...
Hurae, HY B 4em el HeT oTpaa,
M obneryeHbsa He HaxoAMUT

OHa NoAaB/IEHHbIM C/IE3aM,

M1 cepaue pBeTcs nornonam.

XV

M B 0AMHOYECTBE KECTOKOM
CunbHee CTpacTb ee ropur,

N 06 OHervHe ganekom

EV cepaue rpoMye roBopumT.
OHa ero He 6yzeT BUAETD;

OHa Ao/1KHA B HEM HEHABMAETb
Y6uiuy 6pata cBoero;

Mo3T norm6... Ho yx ero

HWKTO HE MOMHMUT, YK APyromy
Ero HeBecTa oTfanach.

(8-9) 10

My poor, poor Lensky! Yes, she mourned him;
Although her tears were all too brief!
Alas! His fiancee has scorned him

And proved unfaithful to her grief.
Another captured her affection,
Another with his love's perfection

Has lulled her wretchedness to sleep:
A lancer has enthralled her deep,

A lancer whom she loves with passion;
And at the altar by his side,

She stands beneath the crown a bride,
Her head bent down in modest fashion,
Her lowered eyes aflame the while,
And on her lips a slender smile.

11

Poor Lensky! In his place of resting, In deaf eternity's
grim shade, Did he, sad bard, awake protesting The
fateful news, he'd been betrayed? Or lulled by Lethe,
has he slumbered, His blissful spirit unencumbered By
feelings and perturbed no more, His world a closed and
silent door? Just so! The tomb that lies before us Holds
but oblivion in the end. The voice of lover, foe, and
friend Falls silent fast. Alone the chorus Of angry heirs
in hot debate Contests obscenely our estate.

12

Soon Olga's happy voice and beauty No longer cheered
the family group. A captive of his lot and duty, Her
lancer had to join his troop. Dame Larin's eyes began to
water As she embraced her younger daughter And,
scarce alive, cried out goodbye. But Tanya found she
couldn't cry; A deathly pallor merely covered Her
stricken face. When all came out Onto the porch and
fussed about While taking leave, Tatyana hovered
Beside the couple's coach below, Then sadly saw the
lovers go.

13

And long she watched the road they'd taken,
As through a mist of stifled tears...
Now Tanya is alone, forsaken!
Companion of so many years,
The darling sister whom she'd nourished,
The bosom friend she'd always cherished-
Now carried off by fate, a bride,
Forever parted from her side.
She roams in aimless desolation,
Now gazes at the vacant park...
But all seems joyless, bleak and dark;
There's nothing offers consolation
Or brings her smothered tears relief;
Her heart is rent in two by grief.

14

And in the solitude her passion
Burns even stronger than before,
Her heart speaks out in urgent fashion
Of faraway Eugene the more.
She'll never see him... and be grateful,
She finds a brother's slayer hateful
And loathes the awful thing he's done.
The poet's gone... and hardly one
Remembers him; his bride's devotion
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Mo3Ta namATb NpoHecnacb

Kak gbiM no Heby rony6omy,

O Hem ABa cepaua, MOXeT 6biTb,
Ewe rpyctar... Ha 4to rpyctmtb?..

XV

Bbin Beyep. He6o mepko. Bogpl
CTpymMAncCh TMXO0. XKyK XyxKan.
YK pacxo4uIMcb XOpoBOApbl;

V3K 3a peKoM, AbIMACb, Nbinan
OroHb pbi6aunii. B none unctom,
JlyHbl Npy cBETE CEPEGPUCTOM,
B cBOM MeuTbl morpyeHa,
TaTtbAHa 4OArO WNa o4Ha.

LWna, wna. N Bapyr nepes coboto
C X0/IMa rocnofCKMi BUANT JOM,
CeneHbe, polly Noj X0JMOM

M cap Hag CBET/ION peKoio.

OHa rnsauT - U cepaue B HeM
3a6bu0Ch Yalle U CUIbHEN.

XVI

Ee coMHeHuA cMyLatoT:

"Monay Nb BNepes, noMay nb Hasag?..

Ero 3aecb HeT. MeHsA He 3HaloT...
B3rnsHy Ha AOM, Ha 3TOT caa”.

M BOT Cc xo/iMa TaTbAHA CXOAMT,
EaBa Apiwa; Kpyrom o6BoaMT
HeaoyMeHbs NoJHbIM B30P...

M BXOAMT Ha NYCTbIHHbIM ABOP.

K Hel, nas, KMHyMCb cobaku.
Ha KpuK McnyraHHbiv es

Pe6AT gBOpOBan ceMbs
Céexxanacb WymHo. He 6e3 gpaku
ManbyMLLIKKM pasorHaau ncos,
B3sB 6apblLLHIO NOA CBOM MOKPOB.

XVII

"YBuAeTb 6apcKOM JOM HENb3A In?" -

Cnpocuna TaHs. Mockopen

K AHucbe aeTtun nobexanu

Y HeM K/o4M B3ATb OT CEHEM;
AHUCbA TOTYAC K HEM sABMNAaCh,

M1 aBepb npes HUMK OTBOpPUIACDH,
M TaHs BXOAUT B AOM NYCTOM,
['Ae 1N HeAaBHO Halll repon.
OHa rnsguT: 3abbiThli B 3a1€
Kui Ha 6unbspae otabixan,

Ha cmsaToM KaHane nexan
MaHeXHbIM XNbICTMK. TaHa aane;
CrapyLKa e: "A BOT KaMMH;
3aecb 6apuH CUKMBaN OfMH.

XVII

34ecCb C HAM 06e/biBan 3MMOKD
MOKOWMHbINM JIEHCKMM, Hall cocea.
Ciozia nokanymre, 3a MHOHO.

BoT 3710 6apcKuii KabUHeT;

3aecb no4YnBan oH, Koden Kywan,
MprKa3umKa JoKnadbl caywwan

M KHMKKY MOYTpY YMTan...

M cTapbiit 6apuH 34€Cb XMBan;

Co MHoM, 6bIBano, B BOCKpeCeHbE,
3pecb nos OKHOM, HaZIEB OYKM,
MUrpaTb M3BOMA B AyPayKM.

Jlal 6or fylwe ero cnacetbe,

A KOCTOYKaM ero nokow

B morune, B MaTb-3emne cbipon!"

Has flown to someone else instead;

His very memory now has fled

Like smoke across an azure ocean.

Two hearts, perhaps, remain forlorn

And mourn him yet... But wherefore mourn?

15

‘Twas evening and the heavens darkled.

A beetle hummed. The peasant choirs
Were bound for home. Still waters sparkled.
Across the river, smoky fires

Of fishermen were dimly gleaming.
Tatyana walked, alone and dreaming,
Beneath the moonbeams' silver light

And climbed a gentle hill by night.

She walked and walked... till with a shiver
She spied a distant hamlet's glow,

A manor house and grove below,

A garden by the glinting river.

And as she gazed upon that place

Her pounding heart began to race.

16

Assailed by doubts, she grew dejected:
‘Should | go on, turn back, or what?
He isn't here, I'm not expected...
I'll glance at house and garden plot.'
And so, scarce breathing, down she hastened
And looked about, perplexed and chastened
To find herself at his estate...
She entered the deserted gate.
A pack of barking dogs chased round her;
And at her frightened cry a troop
Of household urchins with a whoop
Came rushing quickly to surround her.
They made the barking hounds obey,
Then led the lady, safe, away.
17

‘May | just see the house, | wonder?'
Asked Tanya... and the children leapt
To find Anisya and to plunder
The household keys she always kept.
Anisya came in just a second,
And soon the open doorway beckoned.
She stepped inside the empty shell
Where once our hero used to dwell.
She found a cue left unattended
Upon the table after play,
And on a rumpled sofa lay
His riding crop. And on she wended.
‘And here's the hearth,' spoke up the crone,
'Where master used to sit alone.
18
Our neighbour Lensky, lately buried,
Would dine with him in winter here.
Come this way, please... but don't feel hurried.
And here's the master's study, dear;
He slept, took coffee in these quarters,
Would hear the bailiff, give his orders,
And mornings read some book right through...
My former master lived here too;
On Sundays at his window station,
His glasses on, he'd deign to play
Some cards with me to pass the day.
God grant his mortal soul salvation,
And may his dear old bones be blest
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XIX

TaTbsAHa B30POM YMWUJIEHHBIM
Bokpyr cebsa Ha Bce rnaaur,

M BCe el KaxKeTcA 6eCLEHHbIM,
Bce aywy TOMHYLO XMBUT
MonyMyumTeNbHOM OTpajom:

M cTon C NoMepKLLeto lamnazon,
M rpysa KHUr, 1 No OKHOM
KpoBaTb, MOKpbITasi KOBPOM,

M BUA B OKHO CKBO3b CYMPaK JIyHHbIM,
M 310T 6/1€HbIN NONyCBET,

M nopaa baripoHa noptper,

M CTONBMK C KYK/IOK0 YyryHHOM
oA WAANoM C NAaCMYPHBIM YEJIOM,
C pyKamu, CKaTbIMK KPECTOM.

XX

TaTtbsiHA A0O/IFO B KE/1b€ MOAHOM
Kak oyapoBaHa CTOMT.

Ho nosaHo. BeTep BCTan X0N04HbIN.
TemHo B gonmHe. Powa cnut

Haz oTyMaHeHHoM peKoto;

JlyHa coKpblfiacb 3a ropoto,

M nUAUrpuMKe MoI0A0M

Mopa, AaBHO Nopa JOMOM.

M TaHA, CKpbiB CBOE BOJIHEHbE,

He 6e3 Toro, 4to6 He B3JOXHYTb,
lMyckaeTcsa B 06paTHbIN NyTb.

Ho npexae npocuT no3Bo/ieHbA
IMyCTbIHHbIM 3aMOK HaBelaTb,
Y706 KHUKKM 34€Cb OAHOM YMTaTh.

XXI

TaTbsiHA C K/OYHULEN NPOCTMNACH
3a BopoTamu. Yepes aeHb

YX yTPOM paHo BHOBb ABUIAaChb
OHa B OCTaBJ/IEHHYIO CEHb.

M B MONYanMBOM KabuHeTe,
3abblB Ha Bpems BCe Ha CBeTe,
OcTanacb HaKoHel 04Ha,

M ponro nnakana oHa.

MoTOM 3a KHUIM NpUHANacs.
CnepBa el 6bl710 He A0 HUX,

Ho nokasancs Bbi6op Mx

Elt cTpaHeH. YTeHblo npeaanaca
TaTbsAHA }Ka4HOM AYLLIOM;

M el OTKpPbINCA MUP MHOM.

XX

XOTA Mbl 3HaeM, 4To EBreHum
M3paBHa YTeHbe pasnitobun,
OAHaKO ¥ HECKOJIbKO TBOPEHMM
OH 13 onasbl UCKYMA:

MNeBua aypa u XyaHa

Jla C HUM elle ABa-TpU poMaHa,
B KOTOpbIX OTpas3macs BeK

M coBpeMeHHbIM YenoBek
M306pakeH A0BOJIbHO BEPHO

C ero 6e3HpaBCTBEHHOM AYLLOM,
Ceb6sn106M1BOM U CYXOM,
MeuTaHblo NpeaaHHoOM 6e3MepHO,
C ero 031061€HHBIM YMOM,
Kunawmm B AEMCTBMU MYCTOM.

XXHI

XpaHuM MHOTME CTpaHMLbI
OTMETKY pe3Kylo HorTen;
[nasa BHUMATENbHOM AEBULbI
YCTpem/ieHbl Ha HUX KUBEW.
TaTbAHa BUAMUT C TPENETaHbEM,
Kakoto MbIC/Iblo, 3aMeyYaHbeM
BbiBan OHErnH nopaeH,

B yeM Monya cornawasncs oH.

In Mother Earth where he's at rest.’
19

Tatyana looks in melting pleasure At everything
around the room; She finds it all a priceless treasure, A
painful joy that lifts her gloom And leaves her languid
soul ignited: The desk, the lamp that stands unlighted,
The heap of books, the carpet spread Before the
window on the bed, That semi-light, so pale and
solemn, The view outdoors-the lunar pall, Lord Byron's
portrait on the wall, The iron bust* upon its column-
With clouded brow beneath a hat, The arms compressed
and folded flat.

20

And long she stood, bewitched and glowing,
Inside that modish bachelor cell.

But now it's late. The winds are blowing,
It's cold and dark within the dell.

The grove's asleep above the river,
Behind the hill the moon's a sliver;

And now it's time, indeed long past,
That our young pilgrim leave at last.
Concealing her wrought-up condition,
Though not without a heartfelt sigh,
Tatyana turns to say goodbye,

But, taking leave, requests permission
To see the vacant house alone

And read the books he'd called his own.

21

Outside the gate Tatyana parted
From old Anisya. Next day then,
She rose at dawn and off she started
To see the empty house again;
And once inside that silent study,
Sealed off at last from everybody,
The world for just a time forgot,
Tatyana wept and mourned her lot...
Then turned to see the books he'd favoured.
At first she didn't wish to read,
The choice of books seemed strange indeed;
But soon her thirsting spirit savoured
The mystery that those pages told-
And watched a different world unfold.
22

Although Onegin's inclination For books had vanished,
as we know, He did exempt from condemnation Some
works and authors even so: The bard of Juan and the
Giaour,* And some few novels done with power, In
which our age is well displayed And modern man
himself portrayed With something of his true
complexion- With his immoral soul disclosed, His arid
vanity exposed, His endless bent for deep reflection,
His cold, embittered mind that seems To waste itself in
empty schemes.

23

Some pages still preserved the traces Where
fingernails had sharply pressed; The girl's attentive eye
embraces These lines more quickly than the rest. And
Tanya sees with trepidation The kind of thought or
observation To which Eugene paid special heed, Or
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Ha ux nonsx oHa BCTpeyaet
YepTbl ero KapaHzawa.

Besge OHervHa gywa

Cebs HEBOJIbHO BblpaxkaeT

To KpaTKMM C/IOBOM, TO KPECTOM,
To BONPOCKUTE/IbHBIM KPHOYKOM.

XXIV

M HauyMHaeT NoHeMHory

Mos TaTbsiHa NOHWMMaTb

Tenepb AcHee - cnhaga 6ory -
Toro, No KOM OHa B3ApbIxaTb
OcyzaeHa cyab60to BAACTHOM:
Yyzaak neyanbHbli M ONacHbIN,
Co3paHbe aga Miab Hebec,

Ceu aHren, ceM HaaMEHHbIN 6ec,
Y10 X OH? YXKenun noapaxaHbe,
HWMYTOXHBIM NpU3paK, UAb ele
Mockeuy B MaposibaoBoM naale,
YyKMX NpUYy UCTOJIKOBaHbE,
CNOB MOZAHbIX MOJIHbIN IEKCUKOH?. .
YK He napoaua v OH?

XXV

Yxenb 3arafky paspewmna?
YKenu CNoBO HaMaeHo?

Yachbl 6eryT; oHa 3abbina,

Y10 AOMa KAYT ee AaBHO,

I'ne cobpanuca asa cocena

U rpe 06 Hel uaet becepa.

- Kak 6bITb? TaTbsiHa He AMTA, -
CTapyLlKa MonBMAA KPAXTA. -
Beab OneHbKa ee mosoxe.
MpUCTpOUTL AEBYLLKY, eN-eN,
Mopa; a YTo MHe Aenatb C Hen?
Bcem HaoTpe3 0fHO 1 TO Xe:
Henay. U Bce rpyctuT oHa,

Jla 6poanT no necam ogHa.

XXVI

"He Bnto6neHa b oHa?" - B Koro xe?
bysHOB cBaTanca: oTKas.

MBaHy MeTywKoBy - TOXe.

I'ycap MbIXTUH FOCTUA Y Hac;

YK KaKk oH TaHeto npenbLiancs,

Kak menknm 6ecom paccoinanca!

A1 aymana: nomaet aBocChb;

Kygza! 1 cHoBa feno Bposb. -

"YT0 X, MaTyLLKa? 32 YeM XKe CcTano?
B MocKBy, Ha sipMaHKy HeBecT!
TaMm, C/bIWHO, MHOTO Mpa3gHbIX MecT".
- Ox, Mo oTel! goxoay Mano. -
"/l0BO/IbHO AN OAHOM 3MMblI,

He To y Aam XOTb 5 B3aiMbl".

XXVII

CrapyluKa o4eHb nosobuna
CoBeT pasyMHbIl U 61arou;
Counach - U TYT Xe MooXKMAA
B MOCKBY OTMpaBUTbCA 3UMOM.
M TaHs C/bILUT HOBOCTb 3TY.
Ha cyA B3biCKaTE/IbHOMY CBETY
MpeactaBuTb ACHbIE YepTbl
MpoBMHLUMANbHOM NPOCTOTbI,

M 3ano3ganble Hapsaabl,

M 3ano3ganbivi CKnag peyen;
MOCKOBCKMX (hpaHTOB U LMpLE
MpuBNEYL HaCMELLLIUBbIE B3rnagpl!. .
O cTpax! HeT, nyylle U BepHeH
B raywum necos octaTbCa ei.

where he'd tacitly agreed.

And in the margins she inspected His pencil marks with
special care; And on those pages everywhere She found
Onegin's soul reflected- In crosses or a jotted note, Or

in the question mark he wrote.

24

And so, in slow but growing fashion

My Tanya starts to understand

More clearly now-thank God-her passion
And him for whom, by fate's command,
She'd been condemned to feel desire:
That dangerous and sad pariah,

That work of heaven or of hell,

That angel... and proud fiend as well.
What was he then? An imitation?

An empty phantom or a joke,

A Muscovite in Harold's cloak,
Compendium of affectation,

A lexicon of words in vogue...

Mere parody and just a rogue?

25

Can she have solved the riddle's power? Can she have
found the final clue? She hardly notes how late the
hour, And back at home she's overdue- Where two old
friends in conversation Speak out on Tanya's situation:
'What can | do? Tatyana's grown," Dame Larin muttered
with a moan. 'Her younger sister married neatly; It's
time that she were settled too, | swear | don't know
what to do; She turns all offers down completely, Just
says: "l can't", then broods away, And wanders through
those woods all day.'

26

'Is she in love?-'With whom, | wonder? Buyanov tried:
she turned him down. And Petushkov as well went
under. Pykhtin the lancer came from town To stay with
us and seemed transported; My word, that little devil
courted! | thought she might accept him then; But no!
the deal fell through again.' 'Why, my dear lady, what's
the bother? To Moscow and the marriage mart! They've
vacancies galore... take heart!' 'But I've so little income,
father.' 'Sufficient for one winter's stay; Or borrow then-
from me, let's say.'

27

The good old lady was delighted

To hear such sensible advice;

She checked her funds and then decided,

A Moscow winter would be nice.

Tatyana heard the news morosely-

The haughty world would watch her closely

And judge her harshly from the start:

Her simple, open country heart

And country dress would find no mercy;

And antiquated turns of phrase

Were sure to bring a mocking gaze

From every Moscow fop and Circe!

O horrors! No, she'd better stay Safe in her woods and
never stray.
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XXVII

BcTaBas c nepBbiMM Sly4amu,
Tenepb OHa B NoJsiA cnewmT

M, YMUNEHHBIMM O4aMM

Mx 03npas, roBopuT:
"MpocTnTe, MUPHbIE AONIUHDI,

M Bbl, 3HAKOMbIX rOp BEPLUUHBI,
M Bbl, 3HaKOMbIe fieca;

MpocTn, HebecHad Kpaca,
MpocTn, Becenasa npupoaa;
MeHsAI0 MUAIBIN, TUXWI CBET

Ha wyMm 6nmcTatenbHbix cyeT. ..
MpocTun X U Tbl, MOA cBOGOAA!
Kyaa, 3ayem cTtpemaioca a?
Y10 MHe cynuT cyabba moa?"

XXIX

Ee nporynku gnatca gone.
Tenepb TO XO/IMMK, TO py4yen
OcTaHOB/AIOT NOHEBO/E
TaTbsAHY NpenecTbio CBOEM.
OHa, KaK C AaBHMMM APY3bAMM,
C CcBOMMM poLLamu, nyramu
Ewe 6ecenoBatb CrnewmT.

Ho neto 6bicTpoe neTur.
Hactana oceHb 3050Tas.
Mpupogaa TpenetHa, 6nefHa,
Kak »epTBa, nbiwHO ybpaHa...
BoT ceBep, TyuM HaroHss,
JloxHyn, 3aBblsl - U BOT caMa
MpeT BonwebHMLA 31Ma.

XXX

Mpuwna, paccbinanack; K10KaMu
MoBuncna Ha cykax Ay6oB;

Jlerna BOJIHUCTbIMM KOBpPamm
Cpeau nonen, BOKPYr X0JIMOB;
bpera ¢ HefBM>KHOIO peKoto
CpaBHsa Nyx/iol NeNeHolo;
BnecHyn Mopos. U pagpl Mbl
[poka3am MaTyLUKM 3UMbI.

He pago et imwb cepaue TaHu.
HenaeT oHa 31My BCTpeyaTb,
MOopO3HOM Mbl/IbI0 NOABILWATL

M nepBbIM CHEFOM C KPOB/M 6aHU
YMbITb /MU0, NIEYa U Tpyab:
TaTbsiHE CTpALLEH 3UMHMM NYTb.

XXXI

OTbe3sa AeHb AaBHO NMPOCPOYEH,
MpoXoAuT M NOCNESHUIM CPOK.
OCMOTpEH, BHOBb 06MT, YNpOYeH
3a6BeHbl0 6POLLEHHbIM BO3OK.
0603 06bIYHbIN, TPU KMBUTKM
Be3yT foMalUHKE NOXKMTKM,
KacTptosibku, CTynbs, CyHAYKM,
BapeHbe B 6aHKax, TIOPAKM,
MepuHbI, KNETKM C NeTyxamu,
lopuwku, Tasbl et cetera,

Hy, MHoro Bcskoro go6pa.

M BOT B U36e Mexay cnyramm
MoAHANCA WyM, NPOLLANbHBIM Maay:
BeayT Ha ABOp OCbMHajuaTth KasaY,

XXXII

B BO30K 605IPCKMM MX BrpAraior,
[oTOBAT 3aBTpaK MoBapa,

Fopol KMBUTKM HarpyKatoT,
BbpaHaTCs 6abbl, Kyyepa.

28

With dawn's first rays Tatyana races Out to the open
fields to sigh; And gazing softly, she embraces The
world she loves and says goodbye: 'Farewell, my
peaceful vales and fountains! Farewell, you too,
familiar mountains And woods where once | used to
roam! Farewell, celestial beauty's home, Farewell, fond
nature, where | flourished!

I leave your world of quiet joys For empty glitter, fuss,
and noise! Farewell, my freedom, deeply cherished! Oh,
where and why do | now flee? And what does Fate
prepare for me?'

29

And all that final summer season

Her walks were long; a brook or knoll
Would stop her now for no good reason
Except to charm her thirsting soul.

As with old friends, she keeps returning
To all her groves and meadows, yearning
To talk once more and say goodbye.

But quickly summer seems to fly,

The golden autumn now arriving.

Now nature, tremulous, turns pale-

A victim draped in lavish veil...

The North now howls, the winds are driving
The clouds before them far and near:
That sorceress the winter's here!

30

She's spread herself through field and fountain,
And hung the limbs of oaks with white;

She lies atop the farthest mountain

In wavy carpets glistening bright;

She's levelled with a fluffy blanket

Both river and the shores that flank it.

The frost has gleamed, and we give thanks
For Mother Winter's happy pranks.

But Tanya's heart is far from captured:

She doesn't greet the winter's glow,

Inhale the frostdust, gather snow

From bathhouse roof to wash, enraptured,
Her shoulders, face, and breast. With dread
She views the winter path ahead.

31

Departure day was long expected; The final hours
come at last. The covered sleigh, for years neglected, Is
checked, relined, and soon made fast. The usual three-
cart train will carry What household goods are
necessary: The mattresses, the trunks and chairs, Some
jars of jam and kitchen wares, The featherbeds and
coops of chickens, Some pots and basins, and the rest-
Well, almost all that they possessed. The servants
fussed and raised the dickens About the stable, many
cried; Then eighteen nags were led outside.

32

They're harnessed to the coach and steadied; The
cooks make lunch for one and all; The heaped-up
wagons now are readied; The wenches and the drivers
brawl.
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Ha Knaue Towem u KocMatom
Cuaut doperitop 60poaatbii,
C6exxanacb yenagp y BOpot
MpowaTtbca ¢ 6apamu. M BoT
Ycenuchb, 1 BO30K MOYTEHHbIN,
CKonb3A, NON3ET 3a BOPOTa.
"MpocTtnte, MUpHblEe MecTa!
MpocTu, NpUIOT ye ANMHEHHbIN!
YBUXKY Nb Bac?.." U cnes pyyen
Y TaHu NbeTcs U3 oYen.

XXX

Koraa 6naromy npocBeLLEHbHO
OTaBUHEM 6oJiee rpaHuL,
CoBpemeHeM (No pacyucieHblo
dunocodbmyecknx Tabamuy,

JleT ypes nATbCOT) AOPOrH, BEPHO,
Y Hac U3MeHATCS 6e3MepHO:
LLlocce Poccuio 3aech U TyT,
CoeanHUB, NEpPECEKYT.

MoCTbI YyryHHble Ypes3 BoApbl
LLlarHyT W1poKoto Ayrom,
PazaBrHeM ropbl, noj BoAoM
Mpopoem fep30CTHbie CBOAbI,
M 3aBeaeT KpelweHbli M1p

Ha Kaxkaon ctaHuum TpakTup.

XXXIV

Tenepb y Hac goporu naoxu {42},
MocTbl 3a6bITblE MHUIOT,

Ha cTaHumsx knonbl ga 610xm
3acHyTb MMHYTbI HE AaloT;
TpaKTMpoB HeT. B 13be xonoaHom
BbiCOKOMapHbIi, HO rOI0AHbIN
[Ans BUAy NpemcKypaHT BUCKUT

M TWETHbIN APa3HUT anmneTur,
MeX TEM KaK CeNlbCKUE LMKIIONbI
MNepea MeanUTENbHBIM OFHEM
PoccHMCKMM ledaT MOIOTKOM
U3penbe nerkoe EBponsl,
Bbnarocnosnsas koneu

M pBbl OTEYECKOM 3EM/IU.

XXXV

3aT0 3MMbl NMOPOM XONI0AHOM
E3fa NpUATHa U Nerka.

Kak CTMX 63 MbIC/IM B NECHE MOJHOM,

Jlopora 3uMHAA rnajka.
ABTOME/OHbI HALLIM BOMKM,
HeyToMWMbI HaluM TPOMKM,

M BepcCTbl, Telwa npasaHbIi B3op,
B rnasax mesnbKatoT, Kak 3a6op {43}.
K HecyacTblo, JlapuHa Tawmnaco,
Bosicb nporoHoB fopormx,

He Ha no4ToBbIX, Ha CBOMX,

M Hawa AeBa Haciaguaacb
JlopOXXHOM CKYKOIO BMOJIHE:
CeMb CYTOK exann oHe.

XXXVI

Ho BoT y 6/1M3K0. Mepes HUMK
Y3k 6eloKaMeHHOM MOCKBbI

Kak ap, Kpectamu 30710TbiMK
FopAT CTapuHHbIE rNaBbl.

AX, 6patupbl! Kak f 6bl/1 JOBOJIEH,
Koraa uepKBel 1 KOJIOKOIEH,
Ca/10B, 4epTOroB NONYKpyr
OTKpbINICA NPeAo MHOW BAPYT!
Kak yacTo B ropectHou pasnyke,
B moei 6nyxaatoulen cyabbe,
Mockea, s ayman o Tebe!
MOCKBaA... KaK MHOIO B 3TOM 3BYKe
Jns cepaua pycckoro camaochb!
Kak MHOro B HeM 0TO3BasI0Ch!

Atop a lean and shaggy trotter The bearded postboy
sits as spotter. Retainers crowd the gate pell-mell To
bid their mistresses farewell. They're all aboard and,
slowly gliding, The ancient coach creeps out the gate.
'Farewell, my peaceful home and fate! Farewell,
secluded place of hiding! Shall | return? And Tanya
sighs, As tears well up to dim her eyes.

33

When we have broadened education, The time will
come without a doubt (By scientific computation,
Within five hundred years about), When our old roads'
decayed condition Will change beyond all recognition.
Paved highways, linking every side, Will cross our Russia
far and wide; Above our waters iron bridges Will stride
in broadly arching sweep; We'll dig bold tunnels 'neath
the deep And even part whole mountain ridges; And
Christendom will institute An inn at every stage en
route.

34

But roads are bad now in our nation; Neglected
bridges rot and fall; Bedbugs and fleas at every station
Won't let the traveller sleep at all. No inns exist. At
posting stages They hang pretentious menu pages, But
just for show, as if to spite The traveller's futile
appetite; While some rude Cyclops at his fire Treats
Europe's dainty artefacts With mighty Russian hammer
whacks, And thanks the Lord for ruts and mire And all
the ditches that abound Throughout our native Russian
ground.

35

And yet a trip in winter season Is often easy, even
nice. Like modish verse devoid of reason, The winter
road is smooth as ice. Our bold Automedons* stay
cheery, Our Russian troikas never weary; And mileposts
soothe the idle eye As fencelike they go flashing by.
Unluckily, Dame Larin wasted No funds on renting
fresher horse, Which meant a longer trip of course; And
so our maiden fully tasted Her share of travel's dull
delights: They rode for seven days and nights.

36

But now they're near. Before them, gleaming,
Lies Moscow with its stones of white,

Its ancient domes and spires streaming
With golden crosses, ember-bright.

Ah, friends, | too have been delighted
When all at once far-off I've sighted
That splendid view of distant domes,

Of churches, belfries, stately homes!
How oft... forlorn and separated-

When wayward fate has made me stray-
I've dreamt of Moscow far away!

Ah, Moscow! How that sound is freighted
With meaning for our Russian hearts!
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XXXVII

BoT, oKpy»eH cBoel ay6paBoM,
MeTpoBCKMit 3aMOK. MpayHo OH
HeaaBHeto ropamTCa cnaBon.
HanpacHo xaan HanoneoH,
MocneaHUM CYACTbEM YMOEHHbIM,
MOCKBbI KOJIEHOMPEKIOHEHHOM

C knovamu ctaporo Kpemns:
HeT, He nowna Mockea MoA

K HEeMyY C NOBMHHOM rO/I0BOIO.

He npasaHuK, He npuMeMHbIi aap,
OHa rotoBuia noxap
HeTtepnenvsomy repoto.

Otcene, B J;yMy NOTPYKEH,
[nazen Ha rposHbli NiamMeHb OH.

XXXVIHI

Mpowa#, cBMaeTeNb Najwen Cnaebl,
MeTpoBCKMit 3aMoK. Hy! He cToH,
MNowen! Yxe cTonnbl 3acTasbl
BenetoT: BOT yx no TBepckom
Bo3ok HeceTca ypes yxabbl.
MenbKalT MMMO 6YaKK, 6abbl,
ManbymwKM, NaBku, oHapu,
JBopLpl, cazbl, MOHACTbIpH,
Byxapupbl, caHu, oropojpl,
Kynupl, nauy>KK1, MYKUKH,
BynbBapsbl, 6allHM, Ka3aku,
AnTeKn, MarasmHbl MOAbI,
BasnikoHbI, IbBbl HA BOPOTax

M cTaun ranok Ha Kpecrax.

XXXIX. XL

B cei yToMMTE/IbHOM Npory/ke
MpoxoauT Yac-4pyroM, 1 BoT

Y XapuTOHbA B nepeyike

Bo3ok npes AoMoM y BOpOT
OcTaHoBuAca. K cTapoit TeTke,
YeTBEpPTbIM ro 60/IbHOM B YaxoTKe,
OHM nNpuexanu Tenepnb.

MM HacTexb oTBOpsAeT ABepb,

B oukax, B M30pBaHHOM KadTaHe,
C Yy/IKOM B pyKe, CEZ0M Ka/IMbIK.
BcTpeyaeT MX B rOCTMHOM KpWK
KHS3KHbI, NPOCTEPTOM Ha AMBaHe.
CTapyLKu € niavyem oB6HANMUCD,

M BOCKNML@HbA NOAUANUCD.

XLI

- KHaxHa, mon ange! -
"Pachette!" - AamnHal -
"KT10 6 Mor nogymatb? Kak gasHo!
Hagonro nb? Munaa! Kysuna!
Cagmch - Kak 310 MyapeHo!
El-6ory, cueHa 13 pomaHa..."
- A 310 f0Yb MOA, TaTbAHa. -
"Ax, TaHsa! NOAOMAM KO MHE -
Kak 6yaTo 6pexy s BO CHe...
Ky3uHa, noMHuwb IpaHancoHa?"
- Kak, 'paHaucoHr?.. a, NpaHAMCOH!
Aa, NoMHI0, NOMHI0. 'ae e oH? -
"B MockBe, xunBeT y CUMeOoHa;
MeHsa B couelbHMK HaBeCTU;
HepnaBHO CbiHa OH XKEHW/I.

XLII

A TOT... HO NOCJie BCE PacCKaXKeM,
He npaega nb? Beelt ee pogHe
MbI TaHI0 3aBTpa e MOKaXeM.
Kanb, pasbesaTb HET MOYM MHE;

How many echoes it imparts!
37

And here's Petrovsky Castle,* hoary
Amid its park. In sombre dress

It wears with pride its recent glory:
Napoleon, drunk with fresh success,
Awaited here, in vain, surrender-

For kneeling Moscow's hand to tender
The ancient Kremlin's hallowed keys.
But Moscow never bent her knees,

Nor bowed her head in subjugation;

No welcome feast did she prepare

The restless hero waiting there-

But lit instead a conflagration.

From here he watched, immersed in thought,
The awesome blaze my Moscow wrought.

38

Farewell now, scene of fame unsteady, Petrovsky
Castle. Hey! Be fleet! There gleam the city gates
already! And now along Tverskaya Street The sleigh
glides over ruts and passes By sentry booths and
peasant lasses; By gardens, mansions, fashion shops;
Past urchins, streetlamps, strolling fops, Bokharins,
sleighs, apothecaries, Muzhiks and merchants, Cossack
guards; Past towers, hovels, boulevards, Great
balconies and monasteries; Past gateway lions' lifted
paws, And crosses dense with flocks of daws.

(39)40

This tiring trek through town extended
For two full hours; then, quite late
Nearby St Chariton's it ended

Before a mansion's double gate.

For now they'll seek accommodation
With Tanya's aunt, a kind relation-
Four years consumptive, sad to note.
In glasses and a torn old coat,

A grizzled Kalmuk came to meet them;
With sock in hand he led the way

To where the prostrate princess lay;
She called from parlour couch to greet them.
The two old ladies hugged and cried,
With shouts of joy on either side.

41

'Princesse, mon ange!' 'Pachette!' 'Oh, Laural’
'Who would have thought? 'How long it's been!’
'l hope you'll stay? 'Dear cousin Laural’

'Sit down... How strange!... | can't begin...

I'd swear it's from some novel's pages!

‘And here's my Tanya.' 'Lord, it's ages!

Oh, Tanya sweet, come over here-

| think | must be dreaming, dear...

Oh, cousin, do you still remember

Your Grandison?' 'l never knew...

Oh, Grandison! ... of course | do!'

'He lives in Moscow. This December,

On Christmas eve, he paid a call:

He married off his son this fall.

42

‘The other.... But we'll talk tomorrow; And straightway
too, to all her kin We'll show your Tanya. What a sorrow
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EzBa, efjBa TacKaw HOru.

Ho Bbl 3aMyy4eHbl C Joporu;
MoraemTe BMECTE OTAOXHYTh. ..
OxX, CUAbl HET... ycTana rpyasb...
MHe Tsxena Tenepb U pagocTb,
He TonbKo rpycrb... gylwa mos,
YK HUKyAa He rogHa f...

MNoa cTapocTb XM3Hb TaKasa ragocTb...

M TyT, COBCEM YyTOMAEHA,
B cnesax packawnanacb oHa.

XLI

Bo/IbHOM M Nacku U Becenbe
TaTbsHy TporatT; HO e¥
HexopoLio Ha HoBOCe/be,
MpMBbLIKLWEN K FOPHMLIE CBOEN.
Mo/ 3aHAaBECKOO LLIEIKOBOM
He cnuTca el B nocTesie HOBOM,
M paHHWI 3BOH KOJIOKOJIOB,
MpeaTeya yTpeHHWX TPYZoB,
Ee ¢ noctenu noapiMaer.
Caautca TaHa y OKHa.

PesieeT cympak; HO OHa
CBOMX MOJNIEN HE pasanyaeT:
lMpen Hel He3HaKOMbIM ABOp,
KOHIOLIHA, KyXHA U 3a60p.

XLIV

M BOT: NO poACTBEHHbIM 06eAam
Pa3Bo3aT TaHI0 KaxablM AeHb
MNpeacTaBuTL 6abyliKam U aesam
Ee paccesaHHy0 NeHb.

PoaHe, npubbiBlIEN M3aaneva,
MoBcloay nackoBas BCTpeva,

M BoCKAMUaHbA, U XNe6-COoNb.
"Kak TaHs sbipocna! JlaBHo b
A, KaxeTca, Te65 KpecTnna?

A A TaK Ha pyku 6pana!

A A TaK 3a ywm gpana!l

A A TaK npAHMKOM Kopmunal"

M xopom 6abyLuKM TBEPAAT:
"KaK Hawu roabl-1o netat!"

XLV

Ho B HWMX HE BUAHO NepeMEHbI;
Bce B HMX Ha cTapbli o6pasel;:

Y TeTYLWKM KHAXHbI Enerbl

Bce TOT e TioNeBbIM Yenew;

Bce 6enntca Jlykepba JIbBOBHa,
Bce 1o ke nxet Jllo6oBb MeTpoBHa,
MBaH MeTpoBuY TaK e rayn,
CemeH lNeTpoBMY TaK e CKym,

Y Menaren HMKonagHbI

Bce ToT e apyr Mmocbe OMHMYLL,
M TOT e WnuL, U TOT XKe MYX;

A OH, BCe K/ly6a Y/ieH UCTpaBHbIN,
Bce TaK e CMMpeH, TaK e rayx
M TaK e ecT M nbeT 3a JByX.

XLVI

Mx foYKkM TaHo 06HMMaIOT.
Mnagple rpaumm MocKBbl
CHavana mMoJsi4a 03mparT
TaTbsIHY C HOT 10 FOJIOBbI;

Ee HaxoAAT YTO-TO CTPaHHOM,
MPOBMHUMANBHOM U KEMAHHOM,
M yTo-TO 61€4HOM M XYAOH,

A BnpoYem oYeHb HeaypHOM;
MoToM, NoKopcTByA Npupose,
JpysKatcs ¢ HeW, K cebe Beayr,
LlenytoT, HEXKHO PYKM KMYT,
B36u1BatoT Kyapu ei no moae

M nosepsioT Hapacnes
CepAeyHbl TalHbl, TaMHbl 4€B,

That paying visits does me in;

| drag about like some poor laggard. But here, your trip
has left you haggard; Let's all go have a nice long rest...
I've got no strength... this weary breast Finds even joy at
times excessive, Not only woe... It's true, my dear, I'm
good for nothing now, | fear; When one gets old, life
turns oppressive.' And all worn out, she wept a bit,
Then broke into a coughing fit.

43

The sick old lady's kindly smile Left Tanya moved; but
she felt sad Within this strange new domicile And
missed the room she'd always had. In bed, beneath her
silken curtain, She lies there sleepless and uncertain;
And early church bells-when they chime, Announcing
dawn and working time- Rouse Tanya from her bed to
listen. She sits before the windowsill. The darkness
wanes, but Tanya still Can't see her fields and valleys
glisten: She sees an unknown yard instead: A stable,
fence, and kitchen shed.

44

And now they trundle Tanya daily To family dinners
just to share With grandams and granduncles gaily Her
languid and abstracted air. Those kin who've come from
distant places Are always met with warm embraces,
With shouts of joy and welcome cheer. 'How Tanya's
grown! It seems, my dear, So short a time since |
baptized you!" 'And since | dried your baby tears!" 'And
since | pulled you by the ears!" 'And since my
gingerbread surprised you!" And with one voice the
grannies cry: 'Good gracious, how the years do fly!'

45

In them, though, nothing ever alters;
The same old patterns still are met:

Old Aunt Elena never falters

And wears that same tulle bonnet yet;
Still powdered is Lukerya Lvovna;

A liar still, Lyubov Petrovna;

Ivan Petrovich... no more bright;

Semyon Petrovich... just as tight;

And Anna Pavlovna, as ever,

Still has her friend, Monsieur Finemouch,
Her same old spouse, and same old pooch-
Her husband, clubman come whatever,
Is just as meek and deaf, it's true,

And still consumes enough for two.

46

Their daughters, after brief embraces, Look Tanya
over good and slow; In silence Moscow's youthful graces
Examine her from head to toe. They find her stranger
than expected, A bit provincial and affected, And
somewhat pale, too thin and small, But on the whole,
not bad at all; Then bowing to innate compassion, They
squeeze her hand and, in the end, Take Tanya in and
call her friend; They fluff her curls in latest fashion,
And in their singsong tones impart Their girlish secrets
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XLVII

Yykue 1 cBom nobeapl,
Hagexapl, Wanoctm, MeyThbl.
TeKyT HEBUHHbIE 6ecesbl

C NpMKpacow Nerkom KneseTbl.
MoTom, B oTnaTy NieneTaHbs,
Ee cepae4HOro npusHaHbs
YMUIbHO TPEBYIOT OHe.

Ho TaHsA, TOYHO Kak BO CHe,
MX peun cnbilwmT 6e3 yyacTbs,
He noHnMmaeT Huyero,

M TaKHy cepaua cBoero,
3aBeTHbIN KNaj U CNe3 M cYacTbA,
XpaHWUT 6E3MOJIBHO MEXAY TEM
M UM He [ennTCA HU C KeM.

XLVII

TaTbsAHa BCyWATbCA KenaeT

B 6eceppl, B 06WWMi pa3rosop;

Ho Bcex B rocTMHOM 3aHUMMaET
TaKol 6eccBA3HbIN, NOLWbIA B340P;
Bce B HWUX Tak 6/1€JHO, paBHOAYLIHO;
OHM KNeBeLLYT Aaxke CKYYHO;

B 6ecnnoaHoM CyxoCcTu peyen,
Paccnpocos, cnieteH u Becten

He BCMbIXHET MBIC/IM B Lie/Ibl CYTKM,
XOoTb HEB3HAYaM, XOTb HAOBYM;

He ynbl6HETCA TOMHbIN YM,

He gporHet cepaue, X0Tb ANA WYTKM.

M paxe raynoctv cMeLwHom
B Te6e He BCTpeTULLb, CBET MYCTOM.

XLIX

ApPXMBHbI IOHOLLKX TONMOIO

Ha TaHto 4yonopHo rnagat

M npo Hee MexKay co6oto
He6narock/10HHO roBOpAT.
OZMH KaKoM-TO WYT nevanbHbIM
Ee HaxoauT naeanbHoM

M, NPUCIOHUBLUMCD Y ABEPEN,
Jneruvio roToBUT eu.

Y CKy4HoOM TeTKu TaHto BCTpeTs,
K Hel Kak-To Bsazemckuit noacen
M aywy el 3aHATb ycnen.

W, 6113 Hero ee 3ameTs,

06 HeM, nonpaBsa CBOM NapuK,
0OcBeAoOM/IAETCA CTapUK.

L

Ho Tam, rae Menbnometb 6ypHoM
MpoTAXHbIM pa3aaeTcs BOM,

[Ae MaleT MaHTUEeN MULLIYPHOM
OHa npeAa XNafHo TOMOM,

'ae Tanua TMXOHbKO ApeMaeT

M nneckam JpyKECKMM He BHEMJIET,
I'ae Tepncuxope AuLb 0AHOM
AnBUTCA 3pMTEIb MOIOA0M

(470 6bINO TaKKe B NPEXKHM NEThI,
Bo BpeMs Bawe 1 Moe),

He o6patunuch Ha Hee

Hu fam peBHMBbIE IOPHETDI,

Hu Tpy6KM MOAHBIX 3HATOKOB

M3 NoX M KpecenbHbIX pSAoB.

of the heart-
47

Both others' and their own successes,
Their hopes, and pranks, and maiden dreams;
All innocence, their talk progresses-.
Though now and then some gossip gleams.
And then they ask, in compensation

For their sweet flow of revelation,

For her confessions of romance.

But Tanya, in a kind of trance,

Attends their giddy conversation

Without response and takes no part;

And all the while she guards her heart
With silence and in meditation:

Her cherished trove of tears and bliss
She'll share with none, aloud like this.

48

Tatyana tries to pay attention

When in the parlour guests converse;
But all they ever seem to mention

Is incoherent rot, or worse;

They seem so pallid and so weary,

And even in their slander dreary.

In all the sterile words they use-

In arid gossip, questions, news-

Not once all day does thought but flicker,
Not even in some chance remark;

The languid mind will find no spark,
The heart no cause to beat the quicker;
And even simple-minded fun

This hollow world has learned to shun!

49

‘Archival dandies™ in a cluster

Eye Tanya with a priggish frown,

And with their usual sort of bluster,
Among themselves they put her down.
One melancholy joker found her

His 'true ideal' and hovered round her-
Then, leaning by the door, prepared
An elegy, to show he cared.

Once Vyazemsky* sat down beside her
(On meeting her at some dull aunt's)
And managed to dispel her trance;
And some old man-when he espied her-
Put straight his wig and asked around
About this unknown belle he'd found.

50

But where Melpomene still stages Her stormy scenes
and wails aloud And in her gaudy mantle rages Before
the dull and frigid crowd; Where sweet Thalia calmly
dozes, Indifferent to admirers' roses; Where just
Terpsichore enchants The youthful lover of the dance
(As was the case-for nothing passes- In our day too, let's
not forget), No jealous lady trained lorgnette, No
modish connoisseur his glasses, To spy on Tanya down
below From boxes rising row on row.
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LI

Ee npu1Bo3aT 1 B CobpaHbe.

TaM TecHoTa, BOJIHEHbE, Xap,
My3bIKM rpoxoT, cBeY 6/MCTaHbe,
MenbkaHbe, BUXOpb GbICTPbIX Nap,
Kpacasuy, nerkue y6opsl,
JlloabMM necTpetoLme Xopbl,
HeBecT 06WHpHbIM NONYKPYT,
Bce yyBcTBa nopaxaeT BApYr.
34ecb KaxyT dpaHTbl 3anmcHble
CBOe Haxa/bCTBO, CBOM XKMAET

M HeBHMMaTE/IbHbIN JIOPHET.
Cioza rycapbl OTMyCKHble

Cnewart ABUTbCA, NPOrpemeTb,
bnecHyTtb, NNEHUTb U yNeTeTb.

LIl

Y HOYM MHOTO 3B€3/ NPeNecTHbIX,
Kpacaeuu mHoro Ha Mockse.

Ho Apue Bcex noapyr HebecHbIX
JlyHa B BO3AYLLHOM CUHEBE.

Ho Ta, KoTopyto He cmeto
TpeBOXUTb MPOI0 MOEID,

Kak BennyaBas nyHa,

Cpegab XeH U aeB 61eCTUT oAHa.
C KaKoo ropAocTblo He6ecHoM
3emnn KacaeTca oHa!

Kak Hero# rpyap ee nosiHa!

Kak TomeH B30p ee 4YyaecHbiin!..
Ho nosnHo, nosiHo; nepecTaHb:
Tbl 3annatnn 6€3yMcTBy AaHb.

L

LLlyM, XOXOT, 6EroTHs, NMOKJIOHbI,
[anon, Ma3ypka, BasibC... Mex Tem,
Mexay ABYX TETOK Y KOJIOHHbI,

He 3ameyaema HuKeM,

TaTbAHa CMOTPUT U HE BUAMT,
BosiHeHbe cBeTa HEHaBUAMT;

EV AylWHO 34€eCb... OHa Me4ToM
CTPEeMMTCA K KU3HU NONEBOM,

B aepeBHI0, K 6eAHbIM MOCeNAHaMm,
B yeMHEHHbIN yrosok,

['Ae nbetcs CBeT/bIM pyyeeK,

K cBOMM LBETaMm, K CBOMM pomaHam
M B cyMpaK /IMNoBbIX annen,

Tyza, rae oH ABNANCA ei.

LIV

Tak MbIC/Ib ee faneye 6poauT:
3a6bIT U1 CBET U LWYMHbIM 6an,

A rnas Mex Tem C Hee He CBOAUT
KaKoW-To BaHbIM reHepa.

Jpyr Apyry TETYLIKU MUTHYAU

M noktem TaHio Bpa3 TONIKHY/U,

M Kaxaas WwenHyna en:

- B3rnsHu HaneBo NocKopen. -
"HaneBo? rae? 4to TaM Takoe?"

- Hy, 4T0 6bl HM 6bINIO, TNASM. ..

B Toi KyuKe, BUAMILL? Biepeau,
Tam, rge ewe B MyHAMpax ABoe. ..
Bot oTowen... BOT 6OKOM cTan... -
"KT0? TONCTbIM 3TOT reHepan?”

LV

Ho 3aecb ¢ no6esoto no3zapasum
TaTbAHY MUNYIO MOKO

M B CTOPOHY CBOM NyTb HanpasuM,
Y7106 He 3a6biTb, O KOM MOMO...

Jla KkcTatn, 34ecb 0 TOM /JBa C/10Ba:
Moo npuatena mnagoro

M MHOXeCTBO ero npuuya.
BnarocioBU MOM JOATWI TpYA,

51

They take her to the Grand Assembly:* And there the
crush, the glare, the heat, The music's roar, the
ballroom trembling, The whirling flash of pairs of feet,
The beauties in their filmy dresses, The swarming
gallery throng that presses, The host of girls on
marriage hunts- Assault the senses all at once. Here
practised dandies bow and slither To show their gall...
and waistcoats too, With negligent lorgnettes in view.
Hussars on leave come racing hither To strut their stuff
and thunder by, To dazzle, conquer... and to fly.

52

The night has countless stars to light her, And Moscow
countless beauties too; And yet the regal moon shines
brighter Than all her friends in heaven's blue; And she,
whose beauty | admire- But dare not bother with my
lyre- Just like the moon upon her throne, Mid wives and
maidens shines alone. With what celestial pride she
grazes The earth she walks, in splendour dressed! What
languor fills her lovely breast! How sensuous her
wondrous gazes!... But there, enough; have done at last:
You've paid your due to follies past.

53

Commotion, bows... the glad, the solemn...
Galop, mazurka, waltz... And there,
Between two aunts, beside a column,
Observed by none, and near despair,
Tatyana looks with eyes unseeing
And loathes this world with all her being;
She's stifled here... and in her mind
Calls up the life she left behind-
The countryside, poor village neighbours,
A distant and secluded nook
Beside a limpid flowing brook,
Her flowers, novels, daily labours...
That dusky, linden-shaded walk
Where he and she once had their talk.

54

And so, far off in thought she wandered:

The monde, the noisy ball forgot;

But all the while, as Tanya pondered,

Some general stared her way a lot.

The aunts exchanged a wink and nodded,

And with an elbow each one prodded

Tatyana, whisp'ring in her ear:

‘Look quickly to your left, my dear.’

‘My left? But why? It seems like gawking.'

‘Just never mind... now look up there...

That group in front; you see that pair...

In uniform? The one not talking...

He just moved off... He's turning round.’'

‘That heavy general? Tanya frowned.
55
But here let's honour with affection My Tanya's conquest
taking wing, And steer for now a new direction, Lest |
forget of whom | sing- On which, herewith, these
observations: | sing strange whims and aberrations, |
sing a youthful friend of mine. ?
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O Tbl, anMyeckas mysa!
M, BepHbIi NOCOX MHE BPYYMB,

He nai 61yaaTb MHE BKOCb M BKPMB.

JoBonbHo. C nney gonon o6ysal
A1 KNaccuuMaMy oTAan YecTb:
XOoTb NO34HO, a BCTYMN/IEHbE ECTb.

TTABA BOCbMAA

Fare thee well, and if for ever
Still for ever fare thee well.

Byron.

|

B Te gnu, Koraa B cagax Jlvues
A 6e3mATeKHO pacuBeTarn,

Yuran oxotHo Anynes,
A UpuepoHa He yuTtan,

B Te AHU B TAaUHCTBEHHbIX A0/IMHAX,

BecHoM, npu KanKax nebeauHbix,
baus Bog, CUABLIMX B TULLIKMHE,
ABNATbCA My3a CTasa MHe.

Mos cTyaeHyecKas Kenbs

Bapyr o3apunach: My3a B Hel
OTKpbIa NUp MNaJbIX 3aTen,
Bocnena geTtckue Becenbs,

M cnaBy Haluel CTapuHbl,

M1 cepaua TpeneTHbIE CHbI.

M cBeT ee C yNbl6KOM BCTPETU;
Ycnex Hac nepBbli OKpbIAWA,
CrapuK [JlepkaBWH Hac 3aMeTm
M B rpo6 cxoasn, 61arocioBu.

M A, B 3aKOH cebe BMeHsAA
CTpacTten eauHbli NPoU3BoII,
C Tonnoto YyBCTBa pasfenss,
A1 My3y pesByto NpuBen

Ha wym N1poB U 6yMHbIX CNOpOB,
'pO3bl MONYHOYHbIX JO30POB;
M K HUM B 6e3yMHblE NKPbI
OHa Hecna cBou Aapbl

M KaK BaKxaHo4Ka pe3Buach,
3a vallen nena AN rocTen,

M MonoZexb MUHYBLUMX AHEN
3a Heto 6YMHO BOJIOMMAACD,

A A ropauncsa mMex apysen
Moapyrov BETpeHOM MOEN.

I\

Ho s oTcTan ot Mx coto3a

M Baanb 6exan... OHa 3a MHOM.
Kak yacto nackoBas Mysa

MHe ycnaxkaana nyTb HemMom
Bonwe6cTBOM TaMHOro pacckasal
Kak yacto no ckanam KaBkasa
OHa JleHopo#, Npu NyHe,

Co MHOM CKaKana Ha KoHe!

Kak yacto no 6peram TaBpuzbl
OHa MEHS BO Mr/ie HOYHOM
Boauna cnyliatb LWyM MOPCKOM,

Muse of Epics, may you shine On my long work as | grow
older! And armed with your good staff, | pray, May | not
roam too far astray. Enough! The burden's off my
shoulder! To classicism I've been true: The foreword's
here, if overdue.

Chapter 8

Fare thee well, and if for ever, Still for ever, fare thee
well.
Byron

1

In days when | still bloomed serenely
Inside our Lycee* garden wall

And read my Apuleius keenly,

But read no Cicero at all-

Those springtime days in secret valleys,
Where swans call out and beauty dallies,
Near waters sparkling in the still,

The Muse first came to make me thrill.
My student cell turned incandescent;
And there the Muse spread out for me

A feast of youthful fancies free,

And sang of childhood effervescent,

The glory of our days of old,

The trembling dreams the heart can hold.

2

And with a smile the world caressed us; What wings
our first successes gave! The old Derzhavin* saw-and
blessed us, As he descended to the grave.

3

And I, who saw my single duty
As heeding passion's siren song-
To share with all the world her beauty,
Would take my merry Muse along
To rowdy feasts and altercations-
The bane of midnight sentry stations;
And to each mad and fevered rout
She brought her gifts... and danced about,
Bacchante-like, at all our revels,
And over wine she sang for guests;
And in those days when | was blest,
The young pursued my Muse like devils;
While I, mid friends, was drunk with pride-
My flighty mistress at my side.

4

But from that band | soon departed- And fled afar...
and she as well. How often, on the course | charted, My
gentle Muse's magic spell Would light the way with
secret stories! How oft, mid far Caucasia’s glories, Like
fair Lenore,* on moonlit nights She rode with me those
craggy heights! How often on the shores of Tauris,* On
misty eves, she led me down To hear the sea's incessant
sound,
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HemonuHbIM Wwenot Hepenapl,
[ Ny6OKUi, BEYHbIN XOp BaJOB,
XBane6HbIM MMMH OTLY MMPOB.

\

U, no3abbiB CTONMLBI Aa/IbHOM

M 6necK u WyMHble NUpsbl,

B raywm Monaaemu nevasibHom
OHa CMMpeHHbIe WaTpbl

MnemeH 6poaawmx nocelana,

M mexay umm ogunyana,

M no3abbina peyb 60ros

AN CKYyZAHbIX, CTPAHHbIX A3bIKOB,
[Ans neceH ctenu, e N106E3HON. ..
BApyr M3MeHMIOCb BCE KPYroM,

M BOT OHa B cagy MOeM

f1BMNacb GapbllHEN ye3aHOM,

C nevasibHOM AyMOIO B 0Yax,

C paHLy3CKOM KHUKKOI B pyKax.

Vi

M HblHe My3y s BrNepBble

Ha cBeTckui payT {44} npu1BOXKY;
Ha npenecTu ee ctenHble

C peBHUBOM POBOCTHIO T/IAKY.
CKBO3b TECHbINM pAJ apuCTOKpPaToB,
BoeHHbIX dpaHTOB, AMNIOMATOB
M ropapix fam OHa CKOJb3WT;
Bot cena TMxo U rnagumT,
Jlio6yscb LUYMHOM TECHOTOMO,
MenbKaHbeM NnaTbeB M peyen,
fiIBNeHbeM MeANeHHbIM rocTei
Mepea X03AMKOM MO/I0Z010

M TEMHOM pPamMoto MYKUMH

BKpyr Aam KaK OKOJI0 KapTuH.

Vi

E/M HpaBUTCA NOPALOK CTPOMHbIN
Onurapxmyeckmx beceg,

M1 xon04 ropaocTy CroKOMHOM,

M 3Ta CMECb YMHOB U JNIET.

Ho 370 KTO B TOAME M36paHHOM
CTOMT 6€3MONBHbIM M TYMaHHbIN?
[Ns BCEX OH KaXKeTCSA YYKMM.
MenbKaT nmua nepes HAM

Kak pag AOKYYHbIX MPUBMAEHMH.
Y70, CN/IMH Wb CTpaXKAyLlas crnecb
B ero nmue? 3ayem oH 3aech?
KT0 oH TaKoB? Ykenb EBreHui?
Yxenu oH?.. TaK, TOYHO OH.

- [laBHO 1 K HaM OH 3aHeceH?

VIl

Bce TOT e /b OH Wb YCMUPUICA?
Mnb KOPYMT TaKKe vysaka?
CKaXuTe: YemM OH BO3BPaTMU/ICA?
YTO Ham NpeacTaBUT OH NoKa?
YeM HblHe ABUTCA? MeNIbMOTOM,
KocMonoimMTom, naTpuoTom,
[apo/ibAOM, KBAaKEPOM, XaHKOM,
Wb MacKoM LIEro/ibHET MHOM,
Mnb npocto 6yaeTt Ao6pbli Masnbii,
Kak Bbl fla f1, KaK Lenbli cBeT?

Mo KpaiHel mepe Mol CoBeT:
OTcTaTh OT MO/ibl 06BETILANON.
Jl0BO/IbHO OH MOPOYMA CBET...

- 3HaKom OH Bam? - U aa u HeT.

The Nereids™ eternal chorus- That endless chant the

waves unfurled In praise of him who made the world.

5

Forgetting, then, the city's splendour,
Its noisy feasts and grand events,

In sad Moldavia she turned tender

And visited the humble tents

Of wandering tribes; and like a child,
She learned their ways and soon grew wild:
The language of the gods she shed

For strange and simple tongues instead-
To sing the savage steppe,* elated;

But then her course abruptly veered,
And in my garden* she appeared-

A country miss-infatuated,

With mournful air and brooding glance,
And in her hands a French romance.

6

And now | seize the first occasion

To show my Muse a grand soiree;

| watch with jealous trepidation

Her rustic charms on full display.

And lo! my beauty calmly passes
Through ranks of men from highborn classes,
Past diplomats and soldier-fops,

And haughty dames... then calmly stops
To sit and watch the grand procession-
The gowns, the talk, the milling mass,
The slow parade of guests who pass
Before the hostess in succession,

The sombre men who form a frame
Around each painted belle and dame.

She likes the stately disposition

Of oligarchic colloquies,

Their chilly pride in high position,

The mix of years and ranks she sees.
But who is that among the chosen,
That figure standing mute and frozen,
That stranger no one seems to know?
Before him faces come and go

Like spectres in a bleak procession.
What is it-martyred pride, or spleen
That marks his face?... Is that Eugene?!
That figure with the strange expression?
Can that be he? It is, | say.

‘But when did fate cast him our way?
8

'Is he the same, or is he learning?

Or does he play the outcast still?

In what new guise is he returning?
What role does he intend to fill?
Childe Harold? Melmoth for a while?
Cosmopolite? A Slavophile?

A Quaker? Bigot?-might one ask?

Or will he sport some other mask?

Or maybe he's just dedicated,

Like you and me, to being nice?

In any case, here's my advice:

Give up a role when it's outdated.
He's gulled the world... now let it go.’'
‘You know him then? 'Well, yes and no.'
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IX

- 3ayeM ke Tak He61aroCKIOHHO
Bbl 0T3bIBaeTECH O HEM?

3a TO /ib, YTO Mbl HEYTOMOHHO
Xnono4yem, cyaMm 060 BCEM,

YTO MbINIKMX Ayl HEOCTOPOXKHOCTb
CaMono6UBYI0 HUYTOXKHOCTb

Mnb ockop6nseT, Uib CMELWNT,
Y10 yM, N106A NpOCTOP, TECHMT,
YTO C/IMLLIKOM Y4acTo pa3roBopbl
MNpuHATbL Mbl pajpl 3a gena,

YTo rnynocTb BeTpeHa M 3na,

YT0 BaXKHbIM IOASAM BayKHbl B340pPbl
M 4TO NOCpeACTBEHHOCTb OfHA
Ham no nnevy 1 He cTpaHHa?

X

BnaxeH, KTo cmonoay 6bin Moo,
BnaxeH, KTo BOBpems co3pen,

KTO NOCTENEHHO 3KM3HM X007,

C fleTaMu BbITEPNETh YMEN;

KTo cTpaHHbIM CHam He npeaasancs,
KTO yepHM CBETCKOM He vy aancs,

KTo B gBaAuath net 6611 hpaHT Ub XBaT,

A B TpUALATb BbIFOJHO KEHarT;
KTo B naTbaecsaT ocBo6oauaCA
OT YaCTHbIX U ApYrvX 4OJIFOB,
KT0 cnaBbl, A€HEr U YMHOB
CnoKoMHo B o4epeab Ao6uncs,
O KOM TBEPAMAU LIENbIM BEK:
N. N. npeKpacHbIi YeoBEK.

Xl

Ho rpycTHO fiymaTb, YTO HamnpacHo
Bblna HaM MOJI0AOCTb AaHa,

YTO U3MEHANM el BCeyacHo,

Y10 06MaHyNa Hac OHa;

YTO HalLM NlydLIME KeNaHbs,

YTO HalLM CBEXME MeUTaHbs
MUctnenu 6bicTpoit yepeaon,

KaK IMCTbS OCEHBIO MHMJION.
HecHocHo BMaeTb Npej co6oto
OaHMx 06e40B ASIMHHbIN pAg,
INAneTb Ha M3Hb, KaK Ha o6pad,
M BCea 3a YMHHOIO TOMOK
MAaTM, He pasaensia c Hert

Hu 06LWMX MHEHMIM, HM CTpacTeM.

Xl

MpesMEeTOM CTaB CyKAEHWM LUYMHBIX,
HecHocHo (cornacutech B TOM)
Mexay ntoaent 6naropasymHbix
Mpoc/bITb NPUTBOPHBIM YyaKOM,
Mnn nevanbHbIM CyMacobposiom,
Mnb caTaHMYECKMM YPOZOM,

Mnb faxe JEMOHOM MOMM.
OHervH (BHOBb 3alMMyCA UM),
Y61B Ha noefuHKe apyra,

JoxuB 6e3 uenu, 6e3 TpyaoB

Jlo ABajuaTH WeCTU rofjos,
Tomscb B 6e34€MCTBUM Jocyra
be3 cnyx6bl, 6e3 xeHbl, 6e3 aen,
Huuem 3aHATbCA He ymen.

XHl

UM oBnageno 6ecrnoKomcTBo,
OxoTa K nepeMeHe MecT

(BecbMa MyuMTE/IbHOE CBOMCTBO,
HeMHormx 06pOBO/IbHbBIN KpecT).
OcTaBWn OH CBOE CeNleHbe,
JlecoB U HMB yeaMHEHDbE,

['ae oKpoBaB/ieHHaA TeHb

EMy sBNsNach KaxAablM AeHb,

9

But why on earth does he inspire

So harsh and negative a view?

Is it because we never tire

Of censuring what others do?

Because an ardent spirit's daring
Appears absurd or overbearing

From where the smug and worthless sit?
Because the dull are cramped by wit?
Because we take mere talk for action,
And malice rules a petty mind?
Because in tripe the solemn find

A cause for solemn satisfaction,

And mediocrity alone

Is what we like and call our own?

10

Oh, blest who in his youth was tender; And blest who
ripened in his prime; Who learned to bear, without
surrender, The chill of life with passing time; Who
never knew exotic visions, Nor scorned the social mob's
decisions; Who was at twenty fop or swell, And then at
thirty, married well, At fifty shed all obligation For
private and for other debts; Who gained in turn,
without regrets, Great wealth and rank and reputation;
Of whom lifelong the verdict ran: 'Old X is quite a
splendid man.'

11

How sad that youth, with all its power,
Was given us in vain, to burn;

That we betrayed it every hour,

And were deceived by it in turn;

That all our finest aspirations,

Our brightest dreams and inspirations,
Have withered with each passing day
Like leaves dank autumn rots away.
It's hard to face a long succession

Of dinners stretching out of sight,

To look at life as at a rite,

And trail the seemly crowd's procession-
Indifferent to the views they hold,

And to their passions ever cold.

12

When one becomes the butt of rumour, It's hard to
bear (as you well know) When men of reason and good
humour Perceive you as a freak on show, Or as a sad
and raving creature, A monster of Satanic feature, Or
even Demon of my pen!* Eugene (to speak of him
again), Who'd killed his friend for satisfaction, Who in
an aimless, idle fix Had reached the age of twenty-six,
Annoyed with leisure and inaction, Without position,
work, or wife- Could find no purpose for his life.

13

He felt a restless, vague ambition,

A craving for a change of air

(A most unfortunate condition-

A cross not many choose to bear).

He left his home in disillusion

And fled the woods' and fields' seclusion,
Where every day before his eyes
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M Havan cTpaHcTBUA 6e3 Lenu,
JloCTynHbIM Y4yBCTBY OAHOMY;

M nyTewecTtBuaA emy,

Kak Bce Ha cBeTe, Hafoenu;
OH BO3BpaTMACA M Nnonan,

Kak Yaukui, c kopabns Ha 6an.

XV

Ho BoT Tonna 3akone6anach,
Mo 3ane wenot npo6exan...

K xo3siKe fama npubamkanacs,
3a Helo BaxHbIN reHepan.

OHa 6blna HeToponJiMBa,

He xonoaHa, He roBop/uBea,
be3 B3opa Harnoro ans Bcex,
Bes nputA3aHMi Ha ycnex,
be3 3TMX ManeHbKMX YHKUMOK,
Bes noapaskatesibHbIX 3aTeN. ..
Bce T1x0, NpocTo 6bI10 B HEN,
OHa Kasasiacb BEpHbIM CHUMOK

Du comme il faut... (lU1wkos, npocTu:

He 3Halo, Kak nepeBecTu.)
XV

K Hel Aambl NoABUranmch 6amKe;
CTapyLKu ynbibanmco en;
My3KUMHBI KNAHANUCA HUXKE,
JloBMAu B30p ee ouel;

JleBuLpbl NpoXoamamn Tuile

Mpea Hel no 3ane, U BCEX Bbllle
M HOC M nieumn noabiman
Boweawmi ¢ Heto reHepan.
HuKTO 6 HEe Mor ee NpeKpacHoM
HasBatb; HO C r0/I0BbI /10 HOF
HWKTO 6bl B HEM HAMTU HE MOT
Toro, 4To MO/IOM CAMOB/IACTHOM
B BbICOKOM JIOHAOHCKOM Kpyry
3oBeTcs vulgar. (He mory...

XVI

o610 5 04EeHb 3TO C/I0BO,

Ho He mory nepeBecTy;

OHO Yy Hac NoKaMecT HOBO,

M BpAL /M 6bITb €MY B 4ECTH.
OHo 6 roanIoch B aMUrpamme...)
Ho o6palatoch K Hallen game.
BecneyHoM npenecTtbio MMAa,
OHa cugena y ctona

C 6necTawen HuHom BopoHckoto,
Cer Kneonatpoto Hesbl;

M BepHO 6 cornacuamchb Bbl,

Y70 H1HA MpamopHOM Kpacoto
3aTMMTb COCEAKY He Morna,
XoTb ocnienuTenibHa 6bina.

XVII

"Yenu, - aymaeT EBreHui: -
Yxenb oHa? Ho To4Ho... Her...
Kak! 13 riywm ctenHbix cenexHui. .."
M HEOTBA3UMBbLIM OPHET

OH o6palyaeT NOMUHYTHO

Ha Ty, yei BUA HaNOMHMA CMYTHO
EMy 3a6biTble 4epTbl.

"CKaXmM MHe, KHA3b, He 3Haelb Tbl,
KTo Tam B ManMHOBOM 6epeTe

C noc/sIoM UCNaHCKUM roBopUT?”
KHA3b Ha OHernHa rnaguT.

- Ara! gaBHO X Tbl He 6bln B CBETE.
MocToM, Tebsa npeacTasio 1. -

"/la KTO X oHa?" - )XeHa mos. -

A bloody spectre seemed to rise;

He took up travel for distraction,

A single feeling in his breast;

But journeys too, like all the rest,

Soon proved a wearisome attraction.

So he returned one day to fall,

Like Chatsky,* straight from boat to ball.

14

But look, the crowd's astir and humming;
A murmur through the ballroom steals...
The hostess sees a lady coming,

A stately general at her heels.

She isn't hurried or obtrusive,

Is neither cold nor too effusive;

She casts no brazen glance around

And makes no effort to astound

Or use those sorts of affectation

And artifice that ladies share-

But shows a simple, quiet air.

She seems the very illustration

Du comme il faut... (Shishkov,* be kind:
| can't translate this phrase, | find.)

15

The ladies flocked to stand beside her; Old women
beamed as she went by; The men bowed lower when
they spied her And sought in vain to catch her eye;
Young maidens hushed in passing by her; While none
held head and shoulders higher Than he who brought
the lady there- The general with the prideful air. One
couldn't label her a beauty; But neither did her form
contain, From head to toe, the slightest strain Of what,
with fashion's sense of duty, The London social sets
decry As vulgar. (I won't even try

16

To find an adequate translation For this delicious
epithet; With us the word's an innovation, But though
it's won no favour yet, Twould make an epigram of
style.*... But where's our lady all this while?) With
carefree charm and winsome air She took a seat beside
the chair Of brilliant Nina Voronskaya,* That Cleopatra
of the North; But even Nina, shining forth With all her
marble beauty's fire- However dazzling to the sight-
Could not eclipse her neighbour's light.

17

‘Can it be true? Eugene reflected.

‘Can that be she?... It seems... and yet...
From those backwoods!" And he directed
A curious and keen lorgnette

For several minutes in succession

Upon the lady whose expression

Called up a face from long ago.

‘But tell me, Prince, you wouldn't know
Who's standing there in conversation
Beside the Spanish envoy, pray...

That lady in the red beret?

‘You have been out of circulation.

But I'll present you now with joy.'

'Who is she, though?' 'My wife, old boy.'
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XVII

"Tak Tbl XeHaT! He 3Han A paHe!
AasHo n?" - OKono AByx NeT. -

"Ha KoM?" - Ha JlapuHoMm. - "TatbaHe!"
- Tl el 3HaKOM? - "l UM cocep”.

- 0, TaK nomaeM xe. - KHs3b noaxoamt
K cBoelt xeHe u el noasoamT

PopHio 1 gpyra csoero.

KHArMHA CMOTPUT Ha Hero...

M 4TO e AyLly HU CMYTHIIO,

Kak cunbHO HM 6bla oHa

YauBneHa, nopaxeHa,

Ho el HUYTO He U3MeHWNO:

B Hel coXpaHM/ICA TOT Ke TOH,

Bbln TaK e TMX ee NOK/OH.

XIX

Eli-ei! He TO, 4T06 COApPOrHyaach
Mnb cTana BApyr 6neaHa, KpacHa...
Y Hel 1 6poBb He LueBebHYyNach;
He cxana paxe ry6 oHa.

XOTb OH FNAAEN He/b3A MPUNEXKHEN,
Ho v cnepoB TaTbsiHbI NpeXHeN

He mor OHeruH obpecTu.

C HeW peyb XOTesN OH 3aBecTu

M - 1 He Mor. OHa cnpocuna,
JlaBHO /1b OH 34€eCb, OTKyAa OH

M He 13 UX 1 YK CTOPOH?

MoTom K cynpyry o6patunna
YcTanbii B3rnsaa; CKO/b3HyNa BOH...
M HeABUKMM OCTaCH OH.

XX

Yxenb Ta camada TaTbfHa,
KoTopoit oH HaeauHe,

B Havyane Hawero pomaHa,

B rayxoi, Aanekon ctopoHe,
B 6narom nbiny HpaBoyYeHb s,
YuTan Korga-To HacTaB/IEHbS,
Ta, OT KOTOPOM OH XPaHUT
M1cbMo, rae cepaue roBopur,
['Ae Bce Hapyke, BCce Ha BoJie,
Ta AeBOYKa... U/b 3TO COH?..
Ta AeBOYKa, KOTOPOM OH
MpeHe6peran B cMUMpeHHoOM gone,
YsKeM ¢ HUM cervac 6bina
TaK paBHOAYLLHA, TaK cMena?

XXI

OH ocTaB/iISieT payT TeCHbIM,

JloMo¥ 3alyMuMB efieT OH;

MeuToN TO rpyCcTHOM, TO NpenecTHom
Ero BCTpPeBOKEH NO3HMIM COH.
MpocHynca oH; eMy NpUHOCAT
MuncbmMo: KHA3b N NOKOPHO NpocuT
Ero Ha Bevep. "Boxe! K Hen!..

0 6yay, 6yay!" 1 ckopem

MapaeT oH OTBET Yy4TUBbIN.

Y10 C HUM? B KAKOM OH CTPaHHOM cHe!
Y70 WeBeNbHYNOCh B rNybuHe

Jylum XoNnoAHOM U NEHMBON?
Jocaza? cyeTHOCTb? U/ib BHOBb
3aboTa IOHOCTH - Nt060Bb?

XX

OHErnH BHOBb Yachl CYUMTAET,
BHOBb He J0XAETCA AHI0 KOHLA.
Ho fecatb 6beT; OH BblE3KaeT,
OH noneTen, oH y Kpbi/ibla,

OH C TPEneToM K KHArMHE BXOAMT;

18

‘You're married! Really?-'On my honour.'

‘To whom? How long?-'Some two years since...
The Larin girl.'-'You mean Tatyanal!'

'She knows you?-'We were neighbours, Prince.’'
'Well then, come on... we'll go and meet her.'
And so the prince led up to greet her

His kinsman and his friend Eugene.

The princess looked at him-serene;

However much the situation

Disturbed her soul and caused her pain,
However great her shock or strain,

She gave no hint of agitation:

Her manner stayed the same outside,

Her bow was calm and dignified.

19

It's true! The lady didn't shiver, Or blush, or suddenly
turn white... Or even let an eyebrow quiver, Or press
her lips together tight. Although Eugene with care
inspected This placid lady, he detected No trace of
Tanya from the past. And when he tried to speak at
last, He found he couldn't. She enquired When he'd
arrived, and if of late he'd been back home at his
estate- Then gave her spouse a look so tired, He took
her arm. She moved away... And left Eugene in mute
dismay.

20

Was this the Tanya he once scolded In that forsaken,
distant place Where first our novel's plot unfolded? The
one to whom, when face to face, In such a burst of
moral fire, He'd lectured gravely on desire? The girl
whose letter he still kept- In which a maiden heart had
wept; Where all was shown... all unprotected? Was this
that girl... or did he dream? That little girl whose warm
esteem And humble lot he'd once rejected?... And could
she now have been so bold, So unconcerned with him...
so cold?

21

He left the rout in all its splendour

And drove back home, immersed in thought;
A swarm of dreams, both sad and tender,
Disturbed the slumber that he sought.

He woke to find, with some elation,
Prince N. had sent an invitation.

'Oh God! I'll see her... and today!

Oh yes, I'll go!'-and straightaway

He scrawled a note: he 'd be delighted.
What's wrong with him?... He's in a daze.
What's stirring in that idle gaze,

What's made that frigid soul excited?
Vexation? Pride? Or youth's old yen

For all the cares of love again?

22

Once more he counts the hours, pacing; Once more
can't wait till day is past. The clock strikes ten: and off
he's racing, And now he's at the porch at last; He enters
in some apprehension;
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TaTbAHY OH OAHY HAXOAMT,
M BMECTe HECKO/IbKO MUHYT
OHu cnaaT. Cnosa HenayT
M3 ycT OHervHa. YrpromMbii,
HenoBkui, oH eaBa-eABa
Elt oTBevaeT. MNonoBa

Ero nonHa ynpsamown ayMom.
YNpAMO CMOTPUT OH: OHa
CUAUT NOKOMHA U BOJIbHA.

XXHI

Mpuxoant My. OH NpepbiBaeT

Celt HenpuATHbIN tete-a-tete;

C OHErnHbIM OH BCMOMMHAET
MpoKasbl, WYTKM NPEKHUX NET.

OHM cmetoTcAa. Bxoaar roctu.

BOT KpynHOM CO/blo CBETCKOM 3/10CTU
CTan OXUBIATLCA Pa3roBop;

MepeAa X03AMKOM NEerKuit B340p
CBepkasn 6e3 raynoro }XemMaHcTBa,

M npepbiBan ero mMex Tem
Pa3yMHbIM TOIK 6€3 MOLL/bIX TEM,
be3 BeuYHbIX MCTUH, 6€3 NeaHTCTBa,
M He nyran HUYbMX yluen
CBO6O/IHOM KMBOCTbIO CBOEM.

XXIV

TyT 6bIN, O4HAKO, UBET CTO/MLBI,
M 3HaTb, M MOAbI 06pasLbl,

Besge BcTpeyaemble nuubl,
Heob6xoaumble raynupl;

TyT 6bI1M JaMbl NOXKIIbIE

B yenuax v B po3ax, C BUAY 3/bl€;
TyT 6bI/10 HECKO/IbKO AEBML,

He ynbibatowmxca nmu;

TyT 6bl/1 NOCNAHHMK, FOBOPUBLLMIA
O rocyzapCTBEHHbIX Aenax;

TyT 6bIN B AYLIMCTbIX CEAMHAX
CTapu1K, No-CTapoMy LUYTUBLLMIA:
OTMEHHO TOHKO M YMHO,

YTO HblH4YE HECKO/IbKO CMELLHO.

XXV

TyT 6bl1 HA 3NMUrpamMMbl NAJKMH,

Ha Bce cepamThbIi rocrnoamH:

Ha yai x03aMCKUM CAULLIKOM CNAZKMM,
Ha N10cKoCTb aM, Ha TOH MYXUMH,
Ha ToAKM Npo poMaH TyMaHHbIN,

Ha BeH3esb, 1BYM CECTPULLAM JaHHbIMN,
Ha No3Kb XypHanoB, Ha BOMHY,

Ha cHer 1 Ha CBOIO eHy.

XXVI

TyT 6b121 [PONACOB, 3aCNYKUBLLMIM
M3BECTHOCTb HM3OCTbIO AYLLUM,

Bo Bcex asib6omax NpUTYMUBLLMMA,
St.-Priest, TBoM KapaHaalu;

B ABepsx Apyroi AvKTaTop 6asibHbll
CTOAN KapTUHKOO }KYPHa/bHOM,
PyMsiH, KaK BEp6HbINM XEPYBMM,
3aTAHYT, HEM U HEABUKUM,

M nyTelecTBeHHMK 3a/1€THbIN,
MepeKpaxmaneHHbli Haxan,

B roctax ynbi6ky Bo36yxaan
CBOe 0CaHKOI 3a60THOM,

M Mo1Ya 06MEHEHHbINM B30p

EMy 6bl1 06WMIM NpUTrOBOP.

The princess, to his added tension, Is quite alone. Some
minutes there They sit. Eugene can only stare, He has
no voice. Without a smile, And ill at ease, he scarcely
tries To answer her. His mind supplies But one
persistent thought the while. His eyes retain their
stare; but she Sits unconstrained, quite calm and free.

23

Her husband enters, thus arresting This most
unpleasant tete-a-tete; Eugene and he recalled the
jesting, The pranks and fun when first they'd met. They
laughed. Then guests began arriving. And on the spice
of malice thriving, The conversation sparkled bright;
The hostess kept the banter light And quite devoid of
affectations; Good reasoned talk was also heard, But
not a trite or vulgar word, No lasting truths or
dissertations- And no one's ears were shocked a bit By
all the flow of lively wit.

24

The social cream had gathered gaily: The nobly born
and fashion's pets; The faces one encounters daily, The
fools one never once forgets; The aged ladies, decked
in roses, In bonnets and malignant poses; And several
maidens, far from gay- Unsmiling faces on display; And
here's an envoy speaking slyly Of some most solemn
state affair; A greybeard too... with scented hair, Who
joked both cleverly and wryly In quite a keen, old-
fashioned way, Which seems a touch absurd today!

25

And here's a chap whose words are biting, Whao's cross
with everything about: With tea too sweet to be
inviting, With banal ladies, men who shout, That foggy
book they're all debating, The badge on those two
maids-in-waiting,* The falsehoods in reviews, the war,
The snow, his wife, and much, much more.

26

And here's Prolazov,* celebrated For loathesomeness
of soul-a clown, As you, Saint-Priest,* have
demonstrated In album drawings all through town.
Another ballroom king on station (Like fashion's very
illustration) Beside the door stood tightly laced,
Immobile, mute, and cherub-faced; A traveller home
from distant faring, A brazen chap all starched and
proud, Provoked amusement in the crowd By his
pretentious, studied bearing: A mere exchange of looks
conveyed The sorry sight the fellow made.
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XXVII

Ho Mo¥ OHervH Beyep Lenbii
TaTbAHOM 3aHAT 6bl/1 OAHOM,

He 3ToM €BOYKOM HECMenon,
Bnto6eHHoM, 6e4HOM M NPOCTOMN,
Ho paBHOAYLIHOK KHAFMHEMN,

Ho HenpucTynHow 6orMHen
PocKoluHoM, uapcteeHHoM HeBbl.
O ntoam! Bce NOXoxM Bbl

Ha npapoautenbHuuy 3BY:

YTo BaM JaHO, TO He BfeverT,
Bac HenpecTaHHO 3MMI 30BET

K cebe, K TaMHCTBEHHOMY JpEBY;
3anpeTHbIN N0 BaM NojaBai:
A 6e3 Toro Bam pai He pau.

XXVII

Kak nsmenumnaca TaTbaHa!l

Kak TBepzo B poJib cBO Bowsia!
Kak yTecHuTenbHoro caHa

Mpuembl ckopo npuHsAnal

KT0 6 CMen UCKaTb AEBYOHKM HEXKHOM
B cei Benn4aBoK, B cen HebpekHoM
3aKkoHoAaTe ibHULe 3an?

M oH el cepaue BoaHoBan!

06 HeM OHa BO MpaKe HOuM,

Moka Mopder He npuneTur,
BbblBano, AEBCTBEHHO FPYCTUT,

K nyHe nogbemMneT TOMHbI 04M,
MeuTas C HMM Korfa-Hubyab
CBEpLWMTb CMUPEHHBIN KU3HW MyTb!

XXIX

Jlto6BU BCE BO3PACTbl MOKOPHbI;
Ho toHbIM, AEBCTBEHHBIM CEpALAM
Ee nopbiBbl 61aroTBOPHbI,

Kak 6ypu BelHWE NONAM:

B fozae cTpacTei OHW CBEKEIoT,
M obHOBAAIOTCA, U 3peloT -

M u3Hb Moryuwias gaet

M MbILWHBIM UBET M CNaAKWUA NJIOA,.
Ho B BO3pacT no3aHui U 6eCnnoaHbIN,
Ha noBopoTe Hawwux nert,
MevyaneH cTpacT MEpPTBOM C/IeA:
TaK 6ypu 0CEHU XON0AHOM

B 6051070 o6palatoT nyr

M obHaxkatoT nec BOKpyr.

XXX

COMHeHbs HeT: yBbl! EBreHmi

B TaTtbAHY KaK AWUTS BAOGNEH;

B ToCKe Nto60BHbIX MOMbILLAEHUM
M AeHb M HOYb NPOBOAMT OH.

YMa He BHEM/IAA CTPOTUM MEHSAM,
K ee Kpbl/iblly, CTEKNSAHHBIM CEHAM
OH MOABE3XKAET KaXKapblh AeHb;
3a HeM OH FOHUTCA KaK TeHb;

OH CYacCT/MB, €C/U €M HAaKMHET
Boa nywmcTbIM Ha naevo,

Mnu KocHeTcA ropayo

Ee pyKku, Unu pasasuHeT

Mpea Heto NecTpbil NOAK AMBPEN,
Mnu Nnatok noabiMeT e.

XXXI

OHa ero He 3ameuaer,

Kak oH HM 6elicsa, XOTb YMpH.
CB0O6OAHO OMa NPUHUMAET,

B roctsix ¢ HUM MO/IBUT CJlOBa TpM,
Mopo¥ 0AHMM MOK/JIOHOM BCTPETUT,
Mopoto BOBCE He 3aMETUT:
KoKeTcTBa B HEM HU Karniu HeT -
Ero He TepnuT BbICLLMIA CBET.

27

But my Eugene all evening heeded
Tatyana... only her alone:

But not the timid maid who'd pleaded,
That poor enamoured girl he'd known-
But this cool princess so resplendent,
This distant goddess so transcendent,
Who ruled the queenly Neva's shore.
Alas! We humans all ignore

Our Mother Eve's disastrous history:
What's given to us ever palls,
Incessantly the serpent calls

And lures us to the tree of mystery:
We've got to have forbidden fruit,

Or Eden's joys for us are moot.

28

How changed Tatyana is! How surely She's taken up
the role she plays! How quick she's mastered, how
securely, Her lordly rank's commanding ways! Who'd
dare to seek the tender maiden In this serene and glory-
laden Grande Dame of lofty social spheres? Yet once
he'd moved her heart to tears! Her virgin brooding once
had cherished Sweet thoughts of him in darkest night,
While Morpheus still roamed in flight; And, gazing at
the moon, she'd nourished A tender dream that she
someday Might walk with him life's humble way!

29

To love all ages yield surrender;

But to the young its raptures bring

A blessing bountiful and tender-

As storms refresh the fields of spring.

Neath passion's rains they green and thicken,
Renew themselves with joy, and quicken;
And vibrant life in taking root

Sends forth rich blooms and gives sweet fruit.
But when the years have made us older,

And barren age has shown its face,

How sad is faded passion's tracel...

Thus storms in autumn, blowing colder,

Turn meadows into marshy ground

And strip the forest bare all round.

30

Alas! it's true: Eugene's demented, In love with Tanya
like a boy; He spends each day and night tormented By
thoughts of love, by dreams of joy. Ignoring reason's
condemnation, Each day he rides to take his station
Outside her glassed-in entryway, Then follows her about
all day. He's happy just to be around her, To help her
with her shawl or furs, To touch a torrid hand to hers,
To part the footmen who surround her In liveried ranks
where'er she calls, Or fetch her kerchief when it falls.

31

She pays him not the least attention,
No matter what he tries to do;

At home receives him without tension;
In public speaks a word or two,

Or sometimes merely bows on meeting,
Or passes by without a greeting:

She's no coquette in any part-
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bneaHetb OHErnH Ha4YMHaEeT:
E unb He BUAHO, Wb HE XKallb;
OHervH CoxHeT - 1 eZBa Jib

YK He YaxOoTKOK CcTpajaerT.

Bce wntot OHernHa K Bpayam,
Te XOpOM LT €r0 K BOAAM.
XXXII

A OH He efeT; OH 3apaHe
MucaTb Ko Npageaam roTos

O ckopo BcTpeye; a TaTbAHe
M pena HeT (MX NON TaKoB);

A OH ynpsMm, oTCTaTb HE XOYeT,
Ewe HageeTcs, x/onoyer;
Cmeneit 310poBoro, 60/1bHOMN,
KHArnHe cnaboto pykom

OH NULWeET CTpacTHOE NocNaHbe.
XoTb TONKY Mano BoobLye

OH B NMCbMax BUAEN He BOTLUE;
Ho, 3HaTb, cepaeyHoe cTpajaHbe
YXe npuio eMy HeBMOYb.

BoT BaM MMCbMO €ro TO4b-B-TOYb.

MNMucbmo OHernHa K TaTbsiHe

MpeaBMKy Bce: BaC 0CKOP6GUT
MeyanbHOM TalHbl 06bACHEHBE.
Kakoe ropbKkoe npe3peHbe

Baw ropapii B3rnsaa n3o6pasmr!
Yero xouy? C KaKolo Lesbto
OTKpoto Aylly Bam CBOKO?
KakoMmy 37106HOMY Becesblo,
BbITb MOXeT, noBoa noaato!

CnyyaiHo Bac Koraa-To BCTpeTs,

B Bac MCKpY HEKHOCTM 3ameTs,

1 el NoBepUTbL He NOCMeN:
MpUBbIYKE MMIOM HE AN XOAY;
CBOI0 MOCTbINY0 CBOGOAY

l noTepsATb He 3axoTes.

Ellle oHO Hac passyuuno...
HecuacTHoM epTBoM JIEHCKMI nan...
OTo0 BCEro, YTO CepALy MWo,
Torpa s cepaue oTopBan;

Yy:KoM ANA BCEX, HUYEM He CBS3aH,
A1 Ayman: BONbHOCTb M MOKOM
3ameHa cyacTblo. boxe moi!

Kak s owm6es, KaK HakasaH.

HeT, nOMMHYTHO BUAETb Bac,

MNoBcloay cnefoBaTtb 3a BamMM,

YnbI6GKY YCT, ABUXKEHbE a3

J10BUTb B/IOGIEHHBIMM T/1a3aMM,
BHMMaTb Bam A0Nr0, NOHMMATb

Jywwioi Bce Balle COBEpLIEHCTBO,

MNpes BamMn B MyKax 3ammpartb,
bnefHeTb M racHyTb... BOT 6/1aXKEHCTBO!

M a nuweH Toro: ans Bac
Talycbh noBcloay Hayzauy;

MHe gopor AeHb, MHe Aopor Yac:
A A B HanpacHoOM CKyKe Tpauy
Cyab60M OTCYUMTaHHbIE AHM.

M TaK y»K TAFOCTHbI OHM.

1 3HaK0: BEK YK MOM U3MEpPEH;
Ho 4T06 npoanunach *uW3Hb Mos,
A yTpOM [O/KEH 6bITb YBEPEH,
Y70 C BaMM JHEM YBUKYCb ...

Botocb: B MoIb6e MOEN CMUPEHHOM
YBUAUT Balll CypOBbIl B30p

3aTen XMTPOCTH NPE3PEHHOM -

M cAbilly FHEBHBIM Ball YKOp.
Korga 6 Bbl 3Ha/M, KaK yacHO
TOMMTBCS KaXKAO0M0 S06BM,
Mblnath - M pasyMoOM BCEYACHO
CMMPATb BOJIHEHME B KPOBM;

The monde abhors a fickle heart.
Onegin, though, is fading quickly;
She doesn't see or doesn't care;
Onegin, wasting, has the air

Of one consumptive-wan and sickly.
He's urged to seek his doctors' view,
And these suggest a spa or two.

32

But he refused to go. He's ready To join his forebears
any day; Tatyana, though, stayed calm and steady
(Their sex, alas, is hard to sway). And yet he's
stubborn... still resistant, Still hopeful and indeed
persistent. Much bolder than most healthy men, He
chose with trembling hand to pen The princess an
impassioned letter. Though on the whole he saw no
sense In missives writ in love's defence (And with good
cause!), he found it better Than bearing all his pain
unheard. So here's his letter word for word.

Onegin's Letter to Tatyana

I know you'll feel a deep distress At this unwanted
revelation. What hitter scorn and condemnation Your
haughty glance may well express! What aims... what
hopes do | envision In opening my soul to you? What
wicked and deserved derision Perhaps | give occasion
to!

When first | met you and detected

A warmth in you quite unexpected,

| dared not trust in love again:

| didn 't yield to sweet temptation

And had, it's true, no inclination

To lose my hateful freedom then.

What's more: poor guiltless Lensky perished,
And his sad fate drew us apart...

From all that | had ever cherished

| tore away my grieving heart;

Estranged from men and discontented,

| thought: in freedom, peace of mind,

A substitute for joy I'd find.

How wrong I've been! And how tormented!

But no! Each moment of my days
To see you and pursue you madly!
To catch your smile and search your gaze
With loving eyes that seek you gladly;
To melt with pain before your face,
To hear your voice... to try to capture
With all my soul your perfect grace;
To swoon and pass away... what rapture!

And I'm deprived of this; for you | search on all the
paths | wander; Each day is dear, each moment too! Yet
I in futile dullness squander These days allotted me by
fate... Oppressive days indeed of late. My span on earth
is all but taken, But lest too soon | join the dead, | need
to know when | awaken, I'll see you in the day ahead...

| fear that in this meek petition
Your solemn gaze may only spy
The cunning of a base ambition-
And | can hear your stern reply.
But if you knew the anguish in it:
To thirst with love in every part,
To burn-and with the mind each minute,
To calm the tumult in one's heart;
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YKenatb 06HATb Y BaC KONEHU

M, 3apblaas, y BalMX HOM

MN311Tb MONBObBI, NPMU3HAHbA, NEHM,
Bce, BCe, 4TO BbIpa3uTb 6bl MOT,

A MeXAay TeM NpUTBOPHBIM X/1al0M
BoopysaTb 1 peyb 1 B30p,

BecTu cnokoMHbINM pa3rosop,

[nageTb Ha BaC BecenbiM B3rnagom!..

Ho TaK u 6bITb: 8 cam cebe
MpoTUBUTLCA He B cMnax 6one;
Bce pelueHo: A B Ballen Bone
M npegatocb moer cyapbe.

XXX

OtBeTa HeT. OH BHOBb MOC/IaHbe:
BTopoMy, TpeTbeMy NMMCbMY
OTBeTa HeT. B 0gHO cobpaHbe

OH epeT; MLLb BOLIEN... EMY

OHa HaBcTpeuy. Kak cyposa!

Ero He BMAAT, C HUM HM CJI0BQ;

Y1 Kak Tenepb OKpyKeHa
KpeLlieHcKMM xonoom oHa!l

Kak yaeprkaTb HerogoBaHbe

YcTa ynpsimble XoTAT!

Bnepun OHervH 30pKui B3rnag:
['ne, rae cMATeHbe, cocTpajaHbe?
I'ae natHa cnes?.. Mx HeT, Ux HeT!
Ha cem nuue nuwb rHeBa cneq...

XXXIV

Ja, MoxeT 6biTb, 6083HU TaMHOM,
Y106 MY}K MIb CBET He yrajan
Mpokasbl, cnaboCcTu CayHamHOM. ..
Bcero, 4to Mol OHermH 3Han...
Hagexapl HeT! OH ye3xaerT,

CBoe 6e3yMCTBO MPOKJ/MHAET -

M, B HEM I1y6OKO MOrpYsKEH,

OT cBeTa BHOBb OTPEKCS OH.

1 B MONYaNMBOM KabuHeTe

EMy npunomHunack nopa,

Korpaa xecTtokas xaHapa

3a HMM rHanacs B LUYMHOM CBeTe,
Mormana, 3a BOpoT B3ana

M B TEMHBIN yros 3anepna.

XXXV

Cran BHOBb YMTaTb OH 6e3 pasbopa.
Mpoyen oH MM66OHa, Pycco,
MaH30HuM, Mepaepa, WWamdopa,
Madame de Stael, buwa, Tucco,
MNpoyen ckenTnyeckoro bens,
Mpoyen TBopeHbs QoHTeHens,
Mpoyen 13 HalMX KOM-KOoro,

He oTBepras Hu4ero:

M anbmaHaxu, M KypHabl,

e noyyeHbs HaM TBEPAAT,

e HbIHYe TaK MeHA bpaHAT,

A rae Takne Magpuransi

Cebe BCTpeyan A MHoraa:

E sempre bene, rocnoga.

XXXVI

M yTto x? Mnasa ero umMtanu,
Ho Mbican 6bian ganeko;
MeuThl, XenaHua, nevyanu
TecHUAMUCh B Aylly ray6oko.
OH MeX neyaTHbIMW CTPOKaMM
Yutan gyxoBHbIMM Fnasamm
Apyruve cTpoku. B HUX-TO OH
Bbin coBepLlleHHO yraybeH.

To long to clasp in adoration

Your knees... and, sobbing at your feet,

Pour out confessions, lamentation,

Oh, all that | might then entreat!...

And meantime, feigning resignation,

To arm my gaze and speech with lies:

to look at you with cheerful eyes

And hold a placid conversation!...

But let it be: it's now too late For me to struggle at
this hour; The die is cast: I'm in your power, And |
surrender to my fate.

33

No answer came. Eugene elected

to write again... and then once more-
With no reply. He drives, dejected,

To some soiree... and by the door,

Sees her at once! Her harshness stuns him!
Without a word the lady shuns him!

My god! How stern that haughty brow,
What wintry frost surrounds her now!
Her lips express determination

To keep her fury in control!

Onegin stares with all his soul:

But where's distress? Commiseration?
And where the tearstains?... Not a trace!
There's wrath alone upon that face...

34

And, maybe, secret apprehension
Lest monde or husband misconstrue
An episode too slight to mention,
The tale that my Onegin knew...

But he departs, his hopes in tatters,
And damns his folly in these matters-
And plunging into deep despond,

He once again rejects the monde.
And he recalled with grim emotion,
Behind his silent study door,

How wicked spleen had once before
Pursued him through the world's commotion,
Had seized him by the collar then,
And locked him in a darkened den.

35

Once more he turned to books and sages. He read his
Gibbon and Rousseau; Chamfort, Manzoni, Herder's
pages; Madame de Stael, Bichat, Tissot. The sceptic
Bayle he quite devoured, The works of Fontenelle he
scoured;* He even read some Russians too, Nor did he
scorn the odd review- Those journals where each
modern Moses Instructs us in a moral way- Where I'm so
much abused today, But where such madrigals and roses
| used to meet with now and then: E sempre bene,
gentlemen.

36

And yet-although his eyes were reading, His thoughts
had wandered far apart; Desires, dreams, and sorrows
pleading- Had crowded deep within his heart.

Between the printed lines lay hidden Quite other lines
that rose unbidden Before his gaze. And these alone
Absorbed his soul...




Eugene Onegin by Alexander Pushkin Translated from Russian into English by JAMES E. FALEN Russian-English parallel text 85

To 6blM TalHble NpeAaHbs
CepaeyHoM, TEMHOM CTapuHbl,

Hu € 4eM He cBAi3aHHbIE CHbI,
Yrposbl, TOJIKM, NpeACKasaHbs,
Mnb ANIMHHOM CKa3KM B340P KMBOM,
Mnb N1cbMa A€Bbl MOJIOJIOMN.

XXXVII

M nocTeneHHo B ycbinaeHbe

M 4yBCTB M AyM BNajaeT OH,

A nepeg HUM BooGpaXkeHbe
CBoM necTpbiii MeyeT dapaoH.
To BUAMT OH: Ha TaJIOM CHere,
Kak 6yaTo cnawmit Ha Hounere,
HeaBWMMKUM tOHOLIA NEXKMT,

M CAbILWKT rosIoC: YTO XK? Y6UT.
To BUAMT OH BparoB 3abBeHHbIX,
KneBeTHUKOB, U TPYCOB 3/1biX,

M port M3MEHHML, MONIOABIX,

M Kpyr TOBapuLLEN NPE3PEHHbIX,
To CenbCKuit AOM - U Yy OKHa
CUanT OHa... 1 BCe OHal..

XXXVIHI

OH TaK Npu1BbIK TEPATHCA B 3TOM,
YTO YyTb C yMa He CBOpPOTMA
Mnn He caenancsa NosToMm.
Mpu3HaTbCs: TO-TO 6 0f0MKMUA!
A TOYHO: CM/IOM MarHeTM3Ma
CTUXOB POCCUMCKMX MEXaHM3Ma
EaBa B TO BpeMA He nocTur
Mo¥ 6eCTONKOBbIM YYEHMK.

Kak noxoamn oH Ha nosra,
Korpa B yrny cuaen oguH,

M nepea HUM Mblnan KamuH,

M oH Mypnbikan: Benedetta
Mnb Idol mio v poHsan

B oroHb TO Tydt0, TO XKypHa.

XXXIX

JIHW MYanucb; B BO3JyXe HarpeTom
Y paspelianacs 3mma;

M OH He caenanca NoaTom,

He ymep, He cowen c yma.
BecHa XMBMT ero: BnepBble
CBOM NoKou 3aneprble,

['ne 3MMoBan OH, Kak CypokK,
JIBOMHbIE OKHbI, KaMenek

OH ACHBIM YTPOM OCTaB/ISET,
HeceTcs Bgonb HeBbl B caHsAX.
Ha cuHMX, ucceyeHHbIX nbjax
UrpaeT conHue; rpAasHo Taet

Ha ynuuax paspbiTbili CHer.
Kyza no Hem cBoM 6biCTpbIM 6er

XL

CtpemunT OHernH? Bbl 3apaHe

V3K yragjaim; TO4HO TaK:
Mpumyancs K HeM, K cBoel TaTbsHe
Mo¥ HeucnpaBAEHHbIN YyaaK.
MaeT, Ha MepTBeLa MOXOXMM.
HeT HM 0AaHOM AyLIM B NPUXOKEN.
OH B 3a/1y; Aa/IblUE: HUKOTO.
/lBepb oTBOpMA OH. YTO X ero

C TaKoto cu/I0M nopaskaeT?
KHArWHA nepea HUM, oJHa,
CnauT, He ybpaHa, 6neaHa,
MUcbMo Kakoe-To unTaeT

M TMX0 cnesbl beT peKou,
OnepLuMcb Ha pyKY LLEKOM.

as he was shown:

The heart's dark secrets and traditions, The mysteries
of its ancient past; Disjointed dreams-obscure and vast;
Vague threats and rumours, premonitions; A drawn-out
tale of fancies grand, And letters in a maiden's hand.
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But then as torpor dulled sensation, His feelings and
his thoughts went slack, While in his mind Imagination
Dealt out her motley faro pack. He sees a youth, quite
still, reposing On melting snow-as if he's dozing On
bivouac; then hears with dread A voice proclaim: 'Well
then, he's dead!" He sees forgotten foes he'd bested,
Base cowards, slanderers full-blown, Unfaithful women
he had known, Companions whom he now detested... A
country house... a windowsill... Where she sits waiting...
waiting still!

38

He got so lost in his depression, He just about went
mad, | fear, Or else turned poet (an obsession That I'd
have been the first to cheer!) It's true: by self-hypnotic
action, My muddled pupil, in distraction, Came close to
grasping at that time The principles of Russian rhyme.
He looked the poet so completely When by the hearth
he'd sit alone And Benedetto* he'd intone Or sometimes
Idol mio* sweetly- While on the flames he'd drop unseen
His slipper or his magazine!
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The days flew by. The winter season
Dissolved amid the balmy air;

He didn't die, or lose his reason,

Or turn a poet in despair.

With spring he felt rejuvenated:

The cell in which he'd hibernated

So marmot-like through winter's night-
The hearth, the double panes shut tight-
He quit one sparkling morn and sprinted
Along the Neva's bank by sleigh.

On hacked-out bluish ice that lay
Beside the road the sunlight glinted.
The rutted snow had turned to slush;
But where in such a headlong rush

40

Has my Eugene directly hastened? You've guessed
already. Yes, indeed: The moody fellow, still
unchastened, Has flown to Tanya's in his need. He
enters like a dead man, striding Through empty hall;
then passes, gliding, Through grand salon. And on!... All
bare. He opens up a door... What's there That strikes
him with such awful pleading? The princess sits alone in
sight, Quite unadorned, her face gone white Above
some letter that she's reading- And cheek in hand as
down she peers, She softly sheds a flood of tears.
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XLI

0, KT0 6 HEMbIX ee CTpadaHui

B cei 6bICTpbIN MUI He NpoymnTan!
KTo npeskHen TaHnu, 6eaHon TaHu
Tenepb B KHArMHE 6 He y3Han!

B TocKe 6e3yMHbIX COXKaneHuim

K ee Horam ynan EBrenmit;

OHa B34pOrHyia U MOJIYUT;

M Ha OHeruvHa rnagut

be3s yamBnenus, 6e3 ruesa. ..

Ero 60nbHOM, yraciumi B3op,
Monsawmi Buzg, HEMoM yKop,

El BHATHO Bce. MMpocTan fe.a,

C MeuTamM, CEpALEM NPEXKHUX AHEM,
Tenepb onATb BOCKpecna B HEM.

XLII

OHa ero He nojpiMaeT

M, He CBOASA C HEro oYen,

OT KafHbIX YCT He oTbiIMaeT
Bec4yBCTBEHHOM PYKM CBOEM. ..
O yeM Tenepb ee MeYTaHbe?
MpoxoauT fonroe MosvaHbe,

M TUXO HaKoHeL, OHa:
"/loBo/IbHO; BCTaHbTe. A AO/IKHA
Bam 06BACHUTBCA OTKPOBEHHO.
OHEruH, NOMHUTE Nb TOT Yac,
Korga B caay, B annee Hac
Cyabba cBena, M Tak CMUPEHHO
YpokK Ball Bbic/ywana a?
CeroziHA o4yepeb MOS.

XLI

OHeruH, A Toraa Mosoxe,

A nyywe, Kaxetca, 6bina,

M a nobuna Bac; u 4To xe?

Y70 B Ccepaue BalweMm S Hawa?
Kakol oTBeT? 04HY CypOoBOCTb.

He npaBga nb? Bam 6bl1a He HOBOCTb
CMMPEHHOM 1E€BOYKM NI060Bb?

M HblHYe - 6oe! - CTbIHET KPOBb,

KaK TOJIbKO BCMOMHIO B3r/1S14 X004 HbIN

M 3Ty nponoBeap... Ho Bac

1 He BUHIO: B TOT CTpaLLHbIN Yac
Bbl mocTynuan 6naropogHo,

Bbi 6b111 NpaBbl MPeso MHOM:

A1 6narogapHa BCeM AyLOM. ..

XLIV

Torpa - He npaBaa mM? - B NyCTbIHE,
Baanu ot cyeTHoM MoABbI,

A BaM He HpaBMach... Y10 XK HblHE
MeHsa npecneayete Bbl?

3ayeM y Bac A Ha npumerte?

He noToMmy /ib, 4TO B BbICLLIEM CBETE
Tenepb ABNATLCA A JOTKHA;

Y70 A 6orata M 3HaTHa,

YTO My3K B CPasKEHbAX M3YBEYEH,
YTo Hac 3a To nackaet asop?

He notomy b, 4TO MO No3op
Tenepb 6bl BCEMM Obl1 3aMeYEH,

M Mor 6bl B 06LieCcTBe NPUHECTD
Bam cobnasHUTENbHY0 YeCTb?
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In that brief instant then, who couldn't
Have read her tortured heart at last!
And in the princess then, who wouldn't
Have known poor Tanya from the past!
Mad with regret and anguished feeling,
Eugene fell down before her, kneeling;
She shuddered, but she didn't speak,
Just looked at him-her visage bleak-
Without surprise or indignation.

His stricken, sick, extinguished eyes,
Imploring aspect, mute replies-

She saw it all. In desolation,

The simple girl he'd known before,
Who'd dreamt and loved, was born once more.

42

Her gaze upon his face still lingers; She does not bid
him rise or go, Does not withdraw impassive fingers
From avid lips that press them so. What dreams of hers
were re-enacted? The heavy silence grew protracted,
Until at last she whispered low: 'Enough; get up. To you
| owe A word of candid explanation. Onegin, do you still
retain Some memory of that park and lane, Where fate
once willed our confrontation, And | so meekly heard
you preach? It's my turn now to make a speech.

43

'Onegin, | was then much younger,

| daresay better-looking too,

And loved you with a girlish hunger;
But what did | then find in you?

What answer came? Just stern rejection.
A little maiden's meek affection

To you, I'm sure, was trite and old.

Oh God!-my blood can still turn cold
When | recall how you reacted:

Your frigid glance... that sermonettel...
But | can't blame you or forget

How nobly in a sense you acted,

How right toward me that awful day:
I'm grateful now in every way...

44

'‘Back then-far off from vain commotion, In our
backwoods, as you'll allow, You had no use for my
devotion... So why do you pursue me now? Why mark me
out for your attention? Is it perhaps my new ascension
To circles that you find more swank; Or that | now have
wealth and rank; Or that my husband, maimed in
battle, Is held in high esteem at Court? Or would my fall
perhaps be sport, A cause for all the monde to tattle-
Which might in turn bring you some claim To social
scandal's kind of fame?
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XLV

A nnayy... ecim Bawen TaHu

Bbl He 3a6blav 4O CcMX nop,

To 3HaKTe: KONKOCTb Ballel 6paHHm,
X0N0AHbIM, CTPOrMi pasrosop,
Koraa 6 B Moel mib 6bl10 BNacTH,
A1 npeanoyna 6 06MAHOM CTpacTh

M 3TUM MUCbMaM U Clie3aM.

K MOMM MNasieH4eckuMM MeyTam
Toraa UMenu Bbl XOTb 3KanocCTb,
XOTb yBaXKeHME K JIETaM...

A HblH4Ye! - YyTO K MOMM HOram

Bac npvBeno? kakas ManocTb!

Kak ¢ Bawum cepauem 1 ymom
BbITb YyBCTBA MENIKOrO pabom?

XLVI

A MHe, OHeruH, nbIWHOCTb 3Ta,
MOCTbINONM KM3HU MMLLYPA,

Mowu ycniexu B BUXpe CBeTa,
Mo# MoAHbIM JOM U Beyepa,
Y70 B HMX? CeMyac oTAaThb A paja
Bcto 3Ty BeTOWwb Mackapaza,
Becb 3TOT 621€CK, U WYM, U Yaj
3a NOJIKY KHUT, 3a AMKMM caj,
3a Halwe 6ejHoe Xuauue,

3a Te MecTa, rae B Nepsbii pas,
OHeruvH, BMAeNa A Bac,

Jla 3a cMUpeHHoe Knaaéuue,
['Ae HblHYe KPEecT U TeHb BETBEN
Haz 6eHOM HAHE MOEN. ..

XLVII

A cyacTbe 6bi110 TaK BO3MOXHO,
Tak 62m3Ko!.. Ho cyab6a Mos
YX pelueHa. HeoCcToposHo,
BbITb MOXeET, nocTynuna A:
MeHs ¢ cnesamm 3aK/IMHaHUM
Monuna matb; ana 6eaHon TaHm
Bce 6b111 Xpebun paBHbI. . .

A1 BbIlWNA 3aMy3K. Bbl AOKHBI,

Al Bac npoLly, MeHA 0CTaBUTb;

Al 3Hal0: B Balem cepaue ectb
M ropaocTb 1 NpsMas 4ecTb.

A Bac no6to (K YeMy NlyKaBUTb?),
Ho A gpyromy oTtaaHa;

Al 6yny BeK eMy BepHa".

XLVII

Ona ywna. Ctout EBrenui,

Kak 6yATo rpoMOM MopakeH.

B Kakylo 6ypio OLLyLIEHNUM
Tenepb OH cepALEM NOrpyKeH!
Ho wwnop He3anHbIi 3BOH pasjancs,
M My TaTbAHMH NoKasasncH,

M 3pecb reposa moero,

B MuHyTY, 3n1yt0 AnsA Hero,
Yutatenb, Mbl TEMEPb OCTaBUM,
Haponro... HaBcerga. 3a HUM
Jl0BO/IbHO Mbl NyTEM OAHUM
Bpoannn no ceety. Mo3gpaBrm
Apyr apyra c 6eperom. Ypa!
JaBHo 6 (He npaBga an?) nopa!

45

'I'm weeping... Oh, at this late hour,

If you recall your Tanya still,

Then know-that were it in my power,
I'd much prefer words harsh and chill,
Stern censure in your former fashion-
To this offensive show of passion,

To all these letters and these tears.
Oh then at least, my tender years
Aroused in you some hint of kindness;
You pitied then my girlish dreams...
But now!... What unbecoming schemes
Have brought you to my feet? What blindness!
Can you, so strong of mind and heart,
Now stoop to play so base a part?

46

‘To me, Onegin, all these splendours,

This weary tinselled life of mine,

This homage that the great world tenders,
My stylish house where princes dine-

Are empty... I'd as soon be trading

This tattered life of masquerading,

This world of glitter, fumes, and noise,
For just my books, the simple joys

Of our old home, its walks and flowers,
For all those haunts that | once knew...
Where first, Onegin, | saw you;

For that small churchyard's shaded bowers,
Where over my poor nanny now

there stands a cross beneath a bough.

47

'‘And happiness was ours... so nearly! It came so close!...
But now my fate Has been decreed. | may have merely
Been foolish when | failed to wait; But mother with her
lamentation Implored me, and in resignation (All
futures seemed alike in woe) | married... Now | beg you,
go! I've faith in you and do not tremble; | know that in
your heart reside Both honour and a manly pride. | love
you (why should | dissemble?); But | am now another's
wife, And I'll be faithful all my life.'

48

She left him then. Eugene, forsaken,
Stood seared, as if by heaven's fire.
How deep his stricken heart is shaken!
With what a tempest of desire!

A sudden clink of spurs rings loudly,

As Tanya's husband enters proudly-
And here... at this unhappy turn

For my poor hero, we'll adjourn

And leave him, reader, at his station...
For long... forever. In his train

We've roamed the world down one slim lane
For long enough. Congratulation

On reaching land at last. Hurray!

And long since time, I'm sure you'd say!
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XLIX

KT0 6 HM 6bla Tbl, O MOM YMTaTEND,
Apyr, Heapyr, s Xo4y c To60M
PacctaTbcsi HbiHYE KaK npuATesb.
MpocTtu. Yero 6bl Tbl 32 MHOM

37ecb HM UCKan B CTpodax HEOPEXKHbIX,
BocnoMuHaHUIM M MATEXHBIX,
OTA0XHOBEHBA /ib OT TPYAOB,

YMBbIX KapTWH, Ub OCTPbIX C/I0B,

Mnb rpaMMaTMYECKMX OLIMBOK,

[Jait 6or, 4TO6 B 3TOM KHMIKKE Thl

[na pa3sneyeHba, Ana MeyThl,

Ana cepaua, AN XKypHaNbHbIX CLUIMGOK
XOTs KpynuLy MOr HamlTH.

3a cMM paccTaHemcs, nNpocTyu!

L

MpoCTH 3K U Tbl, MOM CMYTHUK CTPAHHbIN,
M Tbl, MOM BepHbIM naean,

M Tbl, }XMBOM M MOCTOAHHbIMN,
XoTb Manbii Tpya. S C Bamu 3Han
Bce, 4TO 3aBMAHO AN noaTa:
3abBeHbe XM3HU B BYpsIX CBeTa,
Beceny chazkyto apysen.
Mpomyanocb MHOro, MHOMO AHEMN
C Tex nop, Kak toHas TaTbsHa

M c Helt OHernH B CMyTHOM CHe
ABMNIUCA BrepBble MHE -

M panb CcBO60AHOrO pomaHa

1 CKBO3b Marm4eckuit Kpuctain
Ewe He sicHo pasnnyan.

LI

Ho Te, KOTOpbIM B ApYKHOM BCTpeye
A cTpochbl NepBble YMTanN...

MHbIX YK HET, a Te Janeve,

Kak Cagu Hekorga ckasan.

be3 Hux OHervH Aop1CcoBaH.

A Ta, C KoTopoi 06pa3oBaH
TaTbAHbI MUAbIN MAean...

O MHOro, MHOro poK oTbsN!
BnaskeH, KTO Npa3fgHMK KU3HW paHo
OcTaBuA, He AONMB O AHa

Bbokana nonHoro BMHa,

KTo He goyen ee pomaHa

M BAPYr yMeN paccTaTbCs C HUM,
Kak s ¢ OHErMHBIM MOUM.

KoHel

OTPbIBKM U3 NYTELIECTBUA OHETMHA

MNocnepHnas rnaea "EBreHna OHernHa" usgaHa 6bi1a 0co6o, €
cnefyoLmM NpeancioBUEM:

"MponyweHHble cTpodbl NojaBasv HEOAHOKPATHO MOBOJA K
NOp1LAHMIO M HAaCMELLKaM

(BNpoyem, BeCbMa CnpaBeA/IMBbIM U OCTPOYMHbIM). ABTOp
yncTocepAeyHoO npusHaeTcsa,

YTO OH BbIMYCTUA M3 CBOErO pOMaHa Lenyl rnaBy, B KOel
onucaHo 6bino

nytewectsue OHernHa no Poccum. OT Hero 3aBuceno
03Ha4YUTb CUIO BbINYLLEHHYIO

rnaBy TOYKamMuM MU LUDPOM;

49

Whatever, reader, your reaction,

and whether you be foe or friend,

I hope we part in satisfaction...

As comrades now. Whatever end

You may have sought in these reflections-
Tumultuous, fond recollections,
Relief from labours for a time,

Live images, or wit in rhyme,

Or maybe merely faulty grammar-
God grant that in my careless art,
For fun, for dreaming, for the heart...
For raising journalistic clamour,
You've found at least a crumb or two.
And so let's part; farewell... adieu!

50

Farewell, you too, my moody neighbour,
And you, my true ideal, my own!

And you, small book, my constant labour,
In whose bright company I've known

All that a poet's soul might cherish:
Oblivion when tempests flourish,

Sweet talk with friends, on which I've fed.
Oh, many, many days have fled

Since young Tatyana with her lover,

As in a misty dream at night,

First floated dimly into sight-

And | as yet could not uncover

Or through the magic crystal see

My novel's shape or what would be.

51

But those to whom, as friends and brothers,
My first few stanzas | once read-

'Some are no more, and distant... others.™
As Sadi* long before us said.

Without them my Onegin's fashioned.

And she from whom | drew, impassioned,
My fair Tatyana's noblest trait...

Oh, much, too much you've stolen, Fate!
But blest is he who rightly gauges

The time to quit the feast and fly,

Who never drained life's chalice dry,

Nor read its novel's final pages;

But all at once for good withdrew-

As | from my Onegin do.

THE END

APPENDIX

EXCERPTS FROM ONEGIN'S JOURNEY
PUSHKIN'S FOREWORD

The last (eighth) chapter of Eugene Onegin was
published separately with the following foreword:

The omission of certain stanzas has given rise on more
than one occasion to criticism and jesting (no doubt
most just and witty). The author candidly confesses
that he has removed from his novel an entire chapter,
in which Onegin's journey across Russia was described.
It behoved him to indicate this omitted chapter by dots
or a numeral,
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HO BO M36exkaHWe cobniasHa pewnnca oOH ny4yue
BbICTaBUTb, BMECTO AEBATONo0 HyMepa, 0CbMOM Haj
HOCﬂeAHel‘;i rnasoto EBreHua

OHernHa u noxepTeoBaTb OAHOK M3 OKOHYATEJ/IbHbIX CTpOCbZ

Mopa: nepo nokos NpocuT;

A1 AeBATb NeceH Hanucan;

Ha 6eper pajoCTHbIM BbIHOCUT

Moto nasbio A€BATLIN Ban -

XBana Bam, AeBATM KaMeHaMm, 1 Npouy.".

M.A.KaTeHuH (KoeMy NpeKpacHbli MO3TUYECKMIM TanaHT He
MeLaeT 6bITb M TOHKMM

KPUTUKOM) 3aMETM/1 HaM, YTO CME MCK/IIOYEHME, MOXKeT
6bITb U BbIFOAHOE AN1A

yuTaTenen, BPeAMUT, OZHAKO X, NaHy LENOro COYMHEHUS; M6O
ypes To nepexoj oT

TaTbsHbl, ye3HOM 6apblliHM, K TaTbsHe, 3HAaTHOM Jame,
CTaHOBMTCA C/IULLIKOM

HEOXMJAHHBIM M HEOODbACHEHHbIM. - 3ameyaHue,
obmyaroLLee onbITHOrO XYAOXKHUKA.

ABTOp Ccam 4yBCTBOBa/ CnpaBe//IMBOCTb OHOMO, HO PeLUMICA
BbINYCTUTb 3Ty rA1aBy No

NpUYMHaM, BaXKHbIM AR HEro, a He AnA Nny6auKu.
HekoTopble OTpPbIBKM 6blan

HareyaTaHbl; Mbl 34€Cb MX NMOMELLAEM, NMPUCOBOKYMMB K HUM
elle HeCKOJIbKO CTpod.

E. OHernH 13 Mockebl eget B HukHMM HoBropoa:

....... nepes HUM
MakapbeB CyeTHO X10MoyeT,
Kunut obunvem ceoum.

CioZa Kemuyr np1Bees uHaeel,
MoazenbHbl BUHbI eBponeel,
TabyH 6paKoBaHHbIX KOHEM
MpurHan 3aBofuMK U3 cTeneu,
Mrpok npuBe3 cBou Konoabl

M ropcTb YCNYKAMBbIX KOCTEN,
MoMewWwwmK - cnenbix Joyepen,
A [OYKM - NPOLLIOrOAHU MOJpbI.
Bcsk cyetutca, mkeT 3a ABYX,
M BCIOY MEPKAHTU/IbHBIN AYX.

*

Tocka!..

OHeruH efet B AcTpaxaHb M 0TTyAa Ha KaBKas.

OH BUAMT: Tepek CBOEHPaBHbIM
KpyTble poeT 6epera;

lMpes HUM NapuT Open AepsKaBHbIN,
CTOMUT O/1eHb, CKIOHMB pora;
Bepb6ntog nexuT B TEHM yTeca,

B nyrax HeceTcA KOHb Yyepkeca,

M BKpYr KOYYHOLMX LIATPOB
MNacyTca oBLpbl Ka/IMbIKOB,

Baanu - kaBKa3ckue rpomagpil:

K HMM nyTb oTKpbIT. Mpobunack 6paHb
3a MX eCTeCTBEHHYIO rpaHb,

Ypes 1x onacHble nperpajpbl;

Bbpera Aparsbl 1 Kypbl

Y3penu pycckue wwaTpsl.

*

V3Ke MYCTbIHA CTOPO3K BEYHbIM,
CTeCHEHHbIM X0/IMamMM BOKPYT,
CTOMT BeluTy oCTPOKOHEYHbIM

M 3eneHetowmi Mawyk,

Maluyk, nosartesib CTpyM LENe6HbIX;
BOKpyr py4beB ero Bo/LIEGHbIX
BO/IbHbIX TECHUTCA 6eAHbIN POi;

but to avoid ambiguity he thought it preferable to label
as number eight, instead of nine, the final chapter of
Eugene Onegin, and to sacrifice one of its closing
stanzas:

It's time: my pen demands a pillow; Nine cantos have |
duly wrought, And now the ninth and final billow To
joyful shore my bark has brought. All praise to you, ?
nine Camenae,* etc.

P. A. Katenin* (whose fine poetic talent in no way
prevents him from being a subtle critic as well) has
observed to us that this excision, though advantageous
perhaps for the reader, is none the less harmful to the
work as a whole, for it makes the transition from
Tatyana the provincial miss to Tatyana the exalted lady
too sudden and unexplained: an observation that
reveals the accomplished artist. The author himself felt
the justness of this reproach but decided to omit the
chapter for reasons important to him, but not to the
public. Some few excerpts have been published
already; we insert them here, along with several other
stanzas.

ONEGIN TRAVELS FROM MOSCOW TO NIZHNI
NOVGOROD

before his eyes Makariev Market* stirs and bustles, A-
seethe with plenty's wares and cries. The Hindu's here-
his pearls to proffer, All Europe-specious wines to offer;
The breeder from the steppe as well Has brought
defective steeds to sell; The gambler's here with dice
all loaded, With decks of cards of every type, The
landed gent-with daughters ripe, Bedraped in dresses
long outmoded; All bustle round and lie like cheats, And
commerce reigns in all the streets

** % Ennuil...

ONEGIN DRIVES TO ASTRAKHAN, AND FROM THERE TO
THE CAUCASUS

He sees the wilful Terek* roaring Outside its banks in
wayward flow; He spies a stately eagle soaring, A
standing deer with horns held low, By shaded cliff a
camel lying, Circassian steed on meadow flying; All
round the nomad-tented land The sheep of Kalmuk
herdsmen stand, And far ahead-Caucasian masses. The
way lies open; war has passed Beyond this great divide
at last, Across these once imperilled passes. The Kura's
and Aragva's banks* Have seen the Russians' tented
ranks.

* k%

And now his gazing eye discovers Beshtu,* the
watchman of the waste; Sharp-peaked and ringed by
hills, it hovers... And there's Mashuk,* all green-encased,
Mashuk, the source of healing waters; Amid its magic
brooks and quarters In pallid swarms the patients press,
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K10 »KepTBa Yectu 60eBOM,

KTo noyeuys, Kto Knunpuzbi;
Ctpaganew, MbIC/IUT XM3HWU HUTb
B BOMHAX YyZeCHbIX YKpenuTb,
KoKeTKa 3/1bIX roi0B 06Mbl

Ha fHe ocTaBuTb, a CTapuK
lNoMonozeTb - XOTA Ha MUT.

*

Mn1Tas ropbk1 pasmblieHbS,
Cpeay neYanbHOM UX CEMbM,
OHermH B30poM CoXxaseHbs
FnAaauT Ha AblMHbIE CTPYM

M MBIC/UT, TPYCTbl0 OTYMaHEH:
3a4eMm A nyneun B rpysb He paHeH?
3a4eM He XWAbIM A CTapyK,

Kak 3T0T 6eAHbIM OTKYNLUMK?
3aueM, Kak TY/IbCKMIM 3acesaTenb,
A1 He nexy B napanunye?

3ayeMm He YyBCTBYIO B nieye

XoTb peBMatu3ma? - ax, cosgaresib!
1 MONOA, XM3Hb BO MHE KPETIKa;
Yero MHe xaaTtb? TOCKa, Tockal..

OHeruH nocewaet notom TaBpuay:

Boo6paskeHbto Kpal CBALLEHHbIN:

C Atpuaom cnopun Tam Munag,
Tam 3akononca Mutpuaar,

Tam nen MUUKEBUY BAOXHOBEHHbIN
M nocpean npubpeKHbIX CKan
CBoto J/IUTBY BOCNOMMHAI.

*

MpekpacHbl Bbl, 6pera TaBpuApl,
Koraa Bac BuAauLLb C Kopabna
Mpu cBeTe yTpeHHen Kunpuabl,
Kak Bac BnepBoi yBugen s;

Bbl MHe npeacTanu B 61ecke 6payHOM:
Ha Hebe crHeM 1 npo3payHom
Cusanu rpyabl Bawwmx rop,
JlonuH, fepeBbeB, cen y3op
PasocTtnaH 6b11 nepeso MHOL.

A TaM, MeX XMXMHOK TaTtap...
Kakoi Bo MHe NpocHy/cs ap!
Kakoi Bo/LLE6GHOK TOCKOK
CrecHAnacb nnameHHas rpyab!
Ho, mysa! npowioe 3a6byap.

*

Kakue 6 yyBCcTBa HU TauAMCb
Toraa BO MHe - Tenepb UX HeT:
OHM NpOWU USIb USMEHUIIUCD. ..
Mup BaM, TpeBoru Npowbix net!
B Ty nopy MHe Kasa/iucb HyKHbl
MyCTbIHM, BOJIH Kpasi }KEMYYKHbI,
M Mops WyM, M rpyabl CKar,

M ropaon aesbl uaean,

M 6e3bIMeHHbIE CTpajaHbA. ..
Apyrve aHu, Apyrue CHbl;
CMMPUAKCH Bbl, MOEM BECHbI
BbicokonapHble MeyTaHbs,

M B NO3TUYECKUIA 6OKan

Bogpl s MHOrO noameluan.

*

MHble HYXHbl MHE KapTHHbI:
Jlio6110 necyaHbii Kocorop,
Mepea n3bywKon aBe pAGUHDI,
KanuTky, cnomaHHbIi 3a6op,
Ha He6e cepeHbkue TyuH,

All victims: some-of war's distress, And some of Venus,
some of Piles. Within those waves each martyred soul
Would mend life's thread and make it whole; Coquettes
would leave their ageing smiles Beneath the waves,
while older men For just one day seek youth again.

* %k %

Consumed by bitter meditation, Onegin, mid those
mournful crowds, With gaze of keen commiseration
Regards those streams and smoky clouds, And with a
wistful sigh he muses: Oh, why have | no bullet's
bruises? Or why am | not old and spare, Like that poor
tax collector there? Or why not crippled with arthritis,
The fate that Tula clerk was dealt? And why-? Lord-have
I not felt A twinge at least of some bursitis? I'm young
and still robust, you see; So what's ahead? Ennui,
ennuil...

ONEGIN THEN VISITS TAURIS [THE CRIMEA]

* k%

A land by which the mind is fired: Orestes with his
friend here vied,* And here great Mithridates* died, And
here Mickiewicz* sang inspired, And, by these coastal
cliffs enthralled, His distant homeland he recalled.

* %k %

O lovely land, you shores of Tauris, From shipboard
looming into sight, As first | saw you rise before us,

Like Cypris* bathed in morning's light. You came to me
in nuptial splendour; Against a sky all blue and tender
The masses of your mountains gleamed; Your valleys,
woods, and hamlets seemed A patterned vision spread
before me. And there where Tartar tongues are spoke
What passions in my soul awoke! What mad and magic
yearnings tore me And held my flaming bosom fast! But
now, ? Muse, forget the past!

Whatever feelings then lay hidden-

Within me now they are no more:

They've passed away or changed unbidden...
So peace to you, you woes of yore!

Back then it seemed that | required

Those desert wastes and waves inspired,
Those massive cliffs and pounding sea,
The vision too of 'maiden free,’

And nameless pangs and sweet perdition...
But other days bring other dreams;

You're now subdued, you vaulting schemes
Of youthful springtime's vast ambition,
And in this poet's cup of mine

I now mix water with my wine.

*kk

Of other scenes have | grown fonder:
| like a sandy slope of late,

A cottage with two rowans yonder,
A broken fence, a wicket gate,
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Mepes ryMHOM COIOMbI Ky4M

Jla npyA noJ, CeHbIO UB ryCTbIX,
Pa3fio/ibe YTOK MOIOABIX;

Tenepb MM/Ia MHe 6ananaika

Jla nbsAHbIM TOMOT Tpenaka

Mepes noporom Kabaka.

Mo¥ naean Tenepb - X035MKa,
Mou 3KenaH1s - NMoKoM,

Jla wek ropuuok, Aa cam 60/bLIOM.

*

Mopo¥ f0XANMBOK HamMeAHU

1, 3aBEpHYB Ha CKOTHbIM ABOP...
Tboy! npo3anyeckme 6pesHu,
dnamaHACKOM LIKO/IbI NecTpbilt cop!
TakoB 2u 6bin A, pacyseTasn?
Ckaxu, dpoHTaH baxumcapas!
TaKue b MbIC/IM MHE Ha YM
HaBen TBOM GECKOHEUHbIM LWYM,
Korpa 6e3monBHo npeg 106010
3apeMmy A Boo6pakan

Cpefp MbIlWHbIX, OMYCTENbIX 3a...
CnycTa Tpu roga, Bc/ie 3a MHOO,
CKMTaACh B TOM K€ CTOpPOHE,
OHernH BCMOMHUA 060 MHE.

A »un Toraa B Ogecce nblIbHOM. ..
Tam fJosro sicHbl Hebeca,

TaM X/I0MOT/IMBO TOPr 06M/IbHbIN
CBoM nNogbemneT napyca;

Tam Bce EBponoi ApllwmT, BeeT,
Bce 6newleT torom 1 nectpeet
Pa3H006pa3HOCTbIO JKMBOW.
A3blK UTanmm 3natom

3BYYMT MO Y/IMLE BECE/ION,

['Ae XoAWT ropaplit CNaBsAHWH,
PpaHuy3, McnaHew, apMAHMH,

M rpeK, u MONAaBaH TAXKEbIN,
M CbiH €erMneTckom 3emsiu,
Kopcap B oTcTtaBke, Mopanu.

*

Ozeccy 3BYYHbIMM CTUXaMM

Haw apyr TyMaHCKuM onucan,

HO OH NPUCTPACTHBIMM FN1a3amm

B To Bpems Ha Hee B3umpan.
Mpuexas, OH NPAMbIM MO3TOM
Mowen 6poauTb C CBOMM JIOPHETOM
OAMH HaZ MOPEM - M MOTOM
OyapoBate/ibHbIM NepoM

Cajbl 04€CCKME NPOCAABUA.

Bce Xopollo, HO AeN0 B TOM,

YTo cTenb Haras Tam Kpyrom;
Kol-rae HeaaBHbIM TPy 3aCTaBm
Mnagple BETBM B 3HOMHbIN AE€Hb
[JlaBaTb HACUIbCTBEHHYIO TEHb.

*

A rae, 61Lb, MOM paccKas HECBA3HbIN?
B Oaecce nbinibHOM, A CKasan.

A1 6 Mor ckasaTtb: B Ogecce rpsasHoM -
M TyT 6bI, NPaBo, He conrasn.

B rogy Hepenb natb-wecTb Ogecca,
Mo Bone 6ypHoro 3eBeca,
MoTonneHa, 3anpyxeHa,

B rycTto¥ rpsasu norpyeHa.

Bce AOMbl Ha aplUMH 3arpssHyT,
JIMWb Ha X04yNAX NEWEX0A

Mo ynuue aep3aeT B6poS;

Grey clouds against a sky that lowers,

Great heaps of straw from threshing mowers,
And 'neath the spreading willow tree-

A pond for ducks to wallow free.

The balalaika's now my pleasure,

And by the country tavern door

The peasant dance's drunken roar.

A housewife now is what | treasure;

I long for peace, for simple fare:

Just cabbage soup and room to spare.

*kk

The other day, in rainy weather,

As | approached the farm... Enough!
What prosy ravings strung together,
The Flemish painter's motley stuff!

Was | like that when | was tender,
Bakhchisarai,* you fount of splendour!
Were these the thoughts that crossed my mind
When, 'neath your endless chant | pined
And then in silence meditated

And pondered my Zarema's* fate?...
Within those empty halls ornate,

Upon my trail, three years belated,
While travelling near that selfsame sea,
Onegin, pausing, thought of me.

* k%

I lived back then in dry Odessa...

Where skies for endless days are clear,
Where commerce, bustling, crowds and presses
And sets its sails for far and near;

Where all breathes Europe to the senses,
And sparkling Southern sun dispenses

A lively, varied atmosphere.

Along the merry streets you'll hear
Italian voices ringing loudly;

You'll meet the haughty Slav, the Greek,
Armenian, Spaniard, Frenchman sleek,
The stout Moldavian prancing proudly;
And Egypt's son as well you'll see,

The one-time corsair, Morali*

*kk

Our friend Tumansky* sang enchanted
Odessa's charms in splendid verse,

But we must say that he was granted

A partial view-the poet's curse.

No sooner here than he went roaming,
Lorgnette in hand and senses foaming,
Above the lonely sea... and then

With his enraptured poet's pen

He praised Odessa's gardens greatly.
That's fine of course, but all I've found
Is barren steppeland all around,
Though here and there much labour lately
Has forced young boughs, | must admit,
To spread their grudging shade a bit.

** *But where's my rambling story rushing? 'In dry
Odessa’-so said |. | might have said: ‘Odessa gushing' And
even so have told no lie. For six whole weeks it happens
yearly, On stormy Zeus's orders clearly: Odessa's
flooded, drowned, and stuck, Immersed in thickly
oozing muck. In mud waist-high the houses snuggle; On
stilts alone can feeble feet Attempt to ford the muddy
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KapeTbl, 11041 TOHYT, BA3HYT,
M B A pOKKax BOJI, pora CKJIOHS,
CMEHSET XMJIOTO KOHSA.

*

Ho y» Apo6UT KameHbA MOJIOT,
M cKOpo 3BOHKOM MOCTOBOM
MoKpoeTca cnaceHHbIN ropoa,
Kak 6yaTo KoBaHOM GpoHeN.
OpaHako B cen Oaecce BRasKHOM
ElLle ecTb HE4OCTATOK BaKHbIN;
Yero 6 Bbl AyManu? - BOAbl.
MoTpe6HbI TAXKKME TPYAbI. ..
Yro K? 3T0 HebonbLIOE rope,
OcobeHHo, Koraa BUHO

be3 nownuHbl NpuBe3eHo.

Ho conHue toxkHoe, HO Mope...
Yero x Bam bonee, Apy3ba?
BnarocnoBeHHble Kpas!

*

bbiBano, nywka 3opesBas

JIMLWb TONIbKO FPSAHET C Kopabns,
C KpyToro 6epera cberas,

V3K K MOPIO OTNpaBAsioCh f.
MoToM 3a Tpy6KOM pacKasieHHOM,
BoJ/IHOM CONEHOM OXKMBNEHHbIM,
Kak MycynbmaH B CBOEM pato,

C BOCTOYHOM ryuiei Kode nbio.
Moy rynatb. Y 61aroCKOHHbIN
OTKpbIT Casino; Yawek 3BOH
Tam paszgaeTcs; Ha 6a/KoH
MapKep BbIXOAMT MOJYCOHHbIM

C MeTJ/IOM B pyKax, M y Kpbl/ibLa
Yike cowmca Aga Kynua.

*

Cnagiwe - 1 naowaab 3anecTpena.
Bce oxuBMNOCH; 34€Chb U Tam
BeryT 3a genom u 6e3 gena,
OaHako 60/bLUE MO AeNlaM.

Anta pacyeTa u oTBaru,

MpeT Kynew B3rnsaHyTb Ha dnaru,
MpoBeaatb, WAOT M Hebeca
EMy 3HaKombl napyca.

Kakue HoBble ToBapbl

BcTynuam HbiHYe B KapaHTUH?
MpUWwAn 1M 60YKM ¥KAAHHBIX BUH?
M 4yTo yyMa? 1 rae noxapbi?

M HeT nu ronoaa, BOMHbI

Unm noao6HOM HOBM3HbI?

*

Ho MblI, pebsaTta 6e3 nevanu,
Cpean 3a60TAMBbIX KyMLOB,

MbI TONIBKO YCTpUL, OXMANM

OT uaperpasackux 6eperos.

Yro ycTpuubl? npuwaun! O pagocTb!
JleTnT 063K0piMBas MNagocTb
Inotatb 13 pakoBUH MOPCKMX
3aTBOPHUL, JKMPHBIX U KMBbIX,
Cnerka o6pbi3rHyTbiX IMMOHOM.
LLlym, cnopel - n1erkoe BUHO

M3 norpe6oB nNpvHeceHo

Ha cton ycnyxnmBbim OTOHOM;
Yacbl N1eTAT, a rpo3HbIM cyeT
Mex Tem HEeBMAMMO pacTeT.

*

street.
The coaches and the people struggle, And then the
bent-head oxen pant To do what helpless horses can't.

* k%

But now the hammer's smashing boulders,
And soon with ringing slabs of slate

The salvaged streets will muster shoulders,
As if encased in armoured plate.

But moist Odessa, all too sadly,

Is lacking yet one feature badly:

You'll never guess... it's water-short!

To find the stuff is heavy sport...

But why succumb to grim emotion?
Especially since the local wine

Is duty free and rather fine.

And then there's Southern sun and ocean...
What more, my friends, could you demand?
A blessed and most favoured land!

No sooner would the cannon, sounding,
Proclaim from ship the dawn of day
Than, down the sloping shoreline bounding,
Towards the sea I'd make my way.

And there, my glowing pipe ignited,

By briny waves refreshed and righted,
In Muslim paradise complete,

I'd sip my Turkish coffee sweet.

| take a stroll. Inciting urges,

The great Casino's opened up;

I hear the ring of glass and cup;

The marker, half asleep, emerges
Upon the porch, with broom in hand,
Where two expectant merchants stand.

*kk

And soon the square grows gay and vital. Life pulses
full as here and there, Preoccupied by work... or idle,
All race about on some affair. That child of ventures
and finances, The merchant to the port advances, To
learn the news: has heaven brought The long-awaited
sail he sought? Which just-delivered importations Have
gone in quarantine today? Which wines have come
without delay? And how's the plague? What
conflagrations, What wars and famines have occurred?
He has to have the latest word.

* k%

But we, we band of callow joysters, Unlike those
merchants filled with cares, Have been expecting only
oysters... From Istanbul, the seaside's wares. What news
of oysters? Here? What rapture! And off runs glutton
youth to capture And slurp from salty shells those bites
Of plump and living anchorites, With just a dash of
lemon flavour. What din, debates! The good Automne*
From cellar store has just now come With sparkling
wine for us to savour. The time goes by and, as it goes,
The bill to awesome stature grows.

* k%
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Ho y TEMHeeT Beyep CUHUMH,
Mopa Ham B onepy cKopeM:
TaM ynouTenbHbii Poccuuu,
EBponbl 6anoBeHb - Opden.
He BHeMANsA KpUTUKe CypOBOM,
OH BEYHO TOT K€, BEYHO HOBbIM,
OH 3BYKM JIbET - OHU KUMAT,
OHM TEKYT, OHU FOopAT,

Kak nouenyu monogsie,

Bce B Here, B nameHu Nto6BMU,
Kak 3awwmnesLero au

CTpys U 6pbI3ru 3010TblE. ..
Ho, rocnoaa, nossoneHo b

C BMHOM paBHATb do-re-mi-sol?

*

A TONbKO /b TaM 04apOBaHMI?
A pasbicKaTe/IbHbIM IOpHET?

A 3aKynMCHblE CBUAAHbSA?

A prima donna? a 6anet?

A noxa, rae, Kpacow 6amcras,
HeroumaHka Monogas,
CamoniobuBa M TOMHa,
Tonnov paboB OKpysKeHa?

OHa 1 BHEMJIET U HE BHEM/IET
M KaBaTMHE, 1 MONIbOaM,

M WwyTKe C NecTbio Nomnoiam.. .
A My - B yr/y 3a Helo gpemnerT,
BnpocoHkax cdopa 3aKkpnumT,
3eBHET M - CHOBa 3axpanuT.

*

®duHan rpemMuT; nycTeeT 3ana;
LLiyma, ToponuTcA pasbess;
Tonna Ha naowaap nobexxana
Mpu 6necke doHapel 1 3834,
CblHbl AB30HWMM CHACTAMBOM
Cnerka nowT MOTMB UrPUBbLIN,
Ero HeBONbHO 3aTBEpPAMB,

A Mbl peBeM peumnTaTuB.

Ho nosgHo. Tuxo cnnt Opecca;
M 6e3abixaHHa U Tenna

Hemas Houb. JlyHa B30WANa,
Mpo3payHo-nerkasa 3aBeca
O6bemneT He6o. Bce MmonuuT;
JIMwb Mope YepHoe LWyMMT...

*

WUtakK, a *un toraa B Ogecce...

But now blue evening starts to darken, And to the opera
we must get, The great Rossini there to harken, Proud
Orpheus and Europe's pet. Before no critic will he
grovel, He's ever constant, ever novel; He pours out
tunes that effervesce, That in their burning flow caress
The soul with endless youthful kisses, With sweetly
flaming love's refrain, A golden, sparkling fine
champagne, A stream that bubbles, foams, and hisses.
But can one justly, friends of mine, Compare this do-re-
mi with wine?

* k%

And what of other fascinations?

And what of keen lorgnettes, | say...?

And in the wings... the assignations?

The prima donna? The ballet?

The loge, where, beautiful and gleaming,
The merchant's youthful wife sits dreaming,
All vain and languorous with pride,

A crowd of slaves on every side?

She heeds and doesn't heed the roses,
The cavatina, heated sighs,

The jesting praise, the pleading eyes...
While in the back her husband dozes,
Cries out from sleep Encore!-and then
Emits a yawn and snores again.

* k%

The great finale's thunder surges. In noisy haste the
throng departs; Upon the square the crowd emerges,
Beneath the gleam of lamps and stars. Ausonia's * happy
sons are humming The playful tune that keeps on
drumming, Against the will, inside their brains- While |
roar out the light refrains. But now it's late. Odessa's
dreaming; The breathless night is warm and soft, While
high above the moon's aloft, The sky all lightly veiled
and streaming. No stir disturbs the silence round,
Except the sea's incessant sound.

* k%

And so | lived in old Odessa...




